
1. Prologue: Laid out in Black and White


Ash Ketchum – trainer of Pallet Town, winner of the Orange League and increasingly close runner up in five other regional tournaments – was… confused.

He was floating in black, empty nothingness. No light, no sound, nothing to use as a reference point – and, at first, he wasn’t sure how he’d ended up there.

When he tried to remember, instead of the most recent moments he found something strange happening. His mind went straight back to the earliest moments he could remember – flicking past at astonishing speed, as though his whole life were flashing before his eyes on fast forward.

A few things stood out, as though he was slowing down to think about them more clearly.

The first time he saw a Pokémon, at barely two years of age, when Professor Oak – taking care of him when Ash’s mother was shopping - was called away suddenly and Ash, Gary and Daisy were left under the supervision of his distinguished old Arcanine, a gentle Pokémon, but a terror in battle decades before when Samuel Oak was the League Champion.

Only reviewing this long forgotten past now did Ash truly realize that he had felt things differently. Other people, he knew, would feel the heat running under the Fire Pokémon’s fur. But few would feel the surging, volcanic power in Arcanine’s breast just from being near – faintly, but still somehow there to be felt.

Ash hadn’t mentioned it at the time, or later. He simply assumed that was what people felt. But now, he was older – and made a connection which suddenly seemed obvious.

Aura, he thought. I can feel his Aura. The gentle amusement, the tiny little part of its mind always on the ready for danger. It’s just like that Riolu back in Sinnoh… and Lucario.

The memory dissolved, and his life played itself out again, perhaps a little slower than before.


The time he was five, at Cinnabar island on the black sand beaches, and a snatch of haunting song floated through the air.

I know that music… Ash realized. But how? What would Lugia have been doing this far north of Shamouti? Could it be… because of me? The prophecy said I was the Chosen One…


Eight, playing in the copse of trees at the end of the road that led to the sea. It was all one big argument with Gary, more than playing… but, as this memory played out like the others, there was a glimpse of something in the trees. Barely a flash, but the memory stopped. And Ash marvelled. This was not what he had expected to find in his childhood.

For what was unmistakably Suicune was in the underbrush, observing for but a moment.

The memory moved on, and the legendary Pokémon vanished in a blue blur.

The Ash of the past had dismissed it as unimportant, but this Ash – who knew Suicune, and had even ridden the master of the North wind – recognized it as real.


He saw his dreams as well now, running through each night in barely a second, but the pattern was becoming clear now he saw them in succession.

Ash dreamed of Pokémon.

Only those he had seen, and touched, himself – but they were all there, every night, and in startling detail.

His suspicions were confirmed when his memory passed one sad night in November, the year before he had set off on his journey, when Oak’s old Arcanine had passed away in its’ sleep. At nearly fifty, it had had a good run, but it had been a noble friend and the town was saddened by its’ loss.

And Ash no longer dreamed of Arcanine.


“…a strong link…”

Continue.


As the rush of memories approached the present, Ash could catch more and more details until it was almost like reliving the events in fast forward. And those memories now were mostly very happy ones.

When he first met Pikachu, that rocky start which turned into a shining, unbreakable bond. Gym battles, applying himself to training and strategy, meeting all his Pokémon…

He saw his Pidgeot – as Pidgeotto – with a guilty start. In the excitement of the Orange Islands, and Johto, and later Hoenn and Sinnoh and Unova… he had all but forgotten his promise to come back for her.

Then there was something – new.

Ash watched in surprise as he and his friends travelled through a storm to an island he didn’t remember seeing, and met… Mewtwo. But rather than being the compassionate recluse he remembered, this Mewtwo was bitter and violent.

Watching closely as this unknown chapter of his life unfolded, Ash saw it all. The clones, the battle… his death, and his resurrection.

It was awe-inspiring to watch, the more so when he realized that he had been the one to make such a difference in Mewtwo.


After that, there were no more big surprises – just the reminder of everything he’d done, crystal clear instead of being crowded out by the moment.

Falling from great heights. Wielding the blue flame of Aura. More falling from great heights. Being possessed by an ancient king… and, of course, his friendships with all his Pokémon.

Finally, the moving narrative passed New Tork and reached the present – travelling with Iris and Cilan through the Decolore islands, knowing that their adventure together was soon to end but unwilling to admit it.

And then…

There had been a heavy feeling in the air, and everything had suddenly seemed wrong. The very air felt alien-

And then blackness, and this.

Ash swallowed a lump in his throat. Pikachu… everyone… what happened?

A moment later, a voice reached him.

“So.”

It sounded… familiar.

“What do you think?”

He will suffice.

This second voice was even more familiar – but Ash couldn’t quite place it. More, it was a mental voice – telepathy – but with such intensity it seemed to touch his very core.

“No need to be so mellow about it – the kid’s a natural. More so than I ever was.”

Nevertheless, you will need to train him.

“I can’t argue with that,” the first voice agreed. Closer, this time – or it sounded closer, at least.

It wasn’t as if Ash had a ruler.

One week. I can hold the separation for that long, but no longer – the weight of what wants to be is pressing down from all directions.

“It’ll be enough – like I said, he’s a natural.”

Suddenly Ash was standing on a solid surface. He could move, he could feel and see – and then he saw who had been speaking.

Even for his adventure-filled life, it was a shock.

Sir Aaron of Cameran Castle, Hero of the Wave, stood before him in the black void. Fully dressed, and with a crooked smile on his face.

“So, Ash Ketchum,” the hero said. “It’s nice to meet you at last.”

Ash took a few minutes to stop gaping.


“So… the world ended?” Ash asked, frowning.

“Right in one,” Sir Aaron agreed, sitting cross-legged on solid nothingness. “This is all the boss was able to protect.”

He shrugged. “From what I was told, this Cyrus guy-”

“Cyrus?” Ash interrupted. “But… he disappeared! I watched it happen!”

Sir Aaron pursed his lips. “Well, whatever might have happened, he came back – and managed, this time, to get Dialga, Palkia and Giratina.”

A sigh. “Some people are just the wrong kind of lunatics – crazy enough to be worrying, competent enough to be dangerous. So he managed to get them, and get control of them, and remake the world in his own image.”

Ash winced. “What happened?”

“Well, the universe… basically started to come apart at the seams. None of the Celebi could help because Dialga’s power was changing the rules of time, and as for trying to intervene…”

“How come we’re here, then?” Ash asked. “Was it this… boss, you mentioned?”

“All in good time, Ash,” Sir Aaron said. “Now – you saw your life, and so did we. That pointed out a few things to us – one of them, in particular, has to do with Aura.”

“Right, like when we went up the Tree of Beginning,” Ash agreed. “Sorry about what happened to Lucario, I…”

He shook his head.

“It doesn’t matter, Ash,” Sir Aaron said. “You were there with him at the end, that’s more than you could be expected to do without any training… speaking of which, what you did at the Tree showed that you’ve got natural talent with Aura. I mean, a lot of natural talent.”

Ash blinked.

“Most novitiates can barely feel their own Aura,” Sir Aaron informed him. “If you’d been around in my day, I’d have snatched you up as an apprentice before anyone else could!”

Sir Aaron smirked for a moment, at some unexplained joke. “Anyway,” he went on, “I’m going to train you in how to use it.”

“Train me – but… what’s the point? I mean,” Ash added hastily, “if the world ended.”

“All in good time,” Sir Aaron repeated. “Now – you used these gloves. Do you know what they do?”

“Well, I guess they make using Aura easier?” Ash shrugged.

“That’s pretty close. They actually work by resonating with a natural Aura frequency – specifically, that of the great warrior Sir Aaron.”

Ash chuckled.

“You might have heard of him, I think he lives around here,” Sir Aaron went on. “I might even have his phone number.”

That was incongruous enough Ash noticed. “You know what a phone is?”

“Arceus kept me up to date. Yeah, I know,” Sir Aaron chuckled along with him. “Anyway, that means that for you to use them you have to have the same frequency. Which is an incredible coincidence.”

Again, that unexplained joke.

“And that means they’re kind of an aid, like a bicycle is compared to walking. They give you extra power, but they also make it easier to do things…”


It had been a long week, a week in which Ash found himself needing neither sleep nor food – one where every single hour was focused on training.

Sir Aaron had focused on two things, explaining that they’d be important to get straight now and that the rest could wait for when he had time to train and practice ‘later’. When ‘later’ was was never explained, but it was all so interesting that Ash just kept learning exactly what Sir Aaron told him he had to learn.

Surprisingly, combat was not on the list – Ash learned a bit of the basics, how to form a shield that lasted a few wobbly seconds and to throw an Aura Sphere, but that was apparently in the category of ‘learn later’. Instead, Sir Aaron first taught him how to train his Aura and how to sense when he was doing well, and then he went down an alley into the mental uses of Aura.

Ash refined his ability to sense a familiar Aura signature, and how to see things on the other side of solid walls. He learned how to feel the thoughts of someone nearby and familiar, and a little bit of how to defend his own mind.

Strangely, it was the ability to touch the mind of someone else which Sir Aaron seemed happiest about – though his only explanation was what had become his mantra. All in good time.


Then, after what felt like seven days of solid effort, Sir Aaron stopped in the middle of explaining how Aura could strengthen the body.

“What is it?” Ash asked, as the knight stood. “Is something wrong?”

“No,” Sir Aaron replied.

Then, out of the darkness stepped – Arceus.

The creator deity, the Original One. And someone Ash had saved the life of once, though it was thousands of years in the past and may have retroactively been unnecessary.

He is ready?

Ash jumped at the sheer presence. Unwounded and hale, Arceus’ mental voice seemed to be more real than Ash himself.

But Sir Aaron merely nodded. “Yes, he’s ready.”

Very good. Explain to him what I am about to do.

Sir Aaron nodded, and turned to look Ash in the eye. “The only way Arceus found to prevent Cyrus destroying the world was to prevent it from happening in the first place. So he asked the world beyond – which is unaffected, as yet – whether there was anyone who could help.”

Aaron smiled. “And, as it happened, you’ve got a couple of people back there who think highly of you.”

He held up two fingers, and tapped the first one. “First, there’s my old friend Lucario – he recommended you straight away. And secondly… there was the Latios whose soul was in the Soul Dew in Altomare.”

“Whoa,” Ash said, trying to get his head around that little detail.

“So, with that reminder and those references, Arceus and I decided to test you – and we have, in a way.”

“How?” Ash asked.

“We saw your past – you probably noticed?” At Ash’s nod, Sir Aaron went on. “And we were both impressed – it’s not everyone who saves the world once, let alone how many times you did… especially considering you’re still a teenager. So the choice was clear.”

Sir Aaron took a deep breath.

“We’re sending you back in time to change all this,” he said.

“There’s a reward, of course,” the knight went on. “For a start, there’s how you’re now trained in Aura… that’s just one thing, of course. There’s others, which you’ll find out later – and the most important one is this – you can choose the time you go back to. It’ll be your mind in your younger body, so you can essentially do things again.”

Sir Aaron held up a hand to forestall any questions. “Hold on, I think Arceus is ready.”

Indeed I am.

Arceus stepped aside, to reveal what had been in his shadow. I have created a second Dialga, twin to the one outside. It has the task of sending you back, however far you want to go.

Ash barely even had to think about it.

“I want to go back to the day I met Pikachu – the day my journey began, when I first set off from Pallet.”

Sir Aaron laughed. “Ha! Told you, you great lump.”

Arceus looked displeased. I thought ‘any day but then’ was good odds…

“Wait…” Ash pointed. “Were you two betting on me or something?”

“Er…” Sir Aaron tugged his collar. “Nooo?”

“Somehow, I don’t believe you,” Ash replied.

Now, Dialga!

In that second of absolute stillness, Ash thought to himself – using the, or a, Legendary Pokémon capable of controlling time simply to avoid having to answer some awkward questions… that really took some beating.

Then there was a roar, and he fell into blackness.


Sir Aaron folded his arms. “Well, that deals with that. What happens next?”

I admit to some surprise… I had thought the timeline would change instantly, Arceus admitted. I’ve never had to use the failsafe before.

“Dia?” the young Dialga asked.

“This is serious!” Sir Aaron said. “We could be stuck in here for months or years with nothing to entertain ourselves!”

I created the universe and everything in it. I could always use that massive cosmic power to… create a deck of cards?

Dialga perked up. “Gla, gla!”

Sir Aaron took a step back. “It’s really strange seeing the controller of time jump around like an excited puppy.”

He is ten minutes old, what do you expect? Now, quiet, Arceus admonished. I need to create a few packs. Perhaps some dice, too.

“Can you get Lucario?” Sir Aaron asked. “We need four for a good game.”

I… can’t find him, Arceus admitted, his Spooky Plate pulsing. I suspect that, as his death is no longer certain, he is no longer there.

“That’s somehow unfair…” Sir Aaron sighed.
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2. Chapter 1


Ash came groggily to awareness in his home bed, one that felt almost unfamiliar after so long on the road one way or another.

What happened? Did I imagine that last bit? Was I so excited about my trip to Isshu that I made up what I think will happen?

Then he focused on the calendar.

Okay. Either I imagined my entire life from the day I got a Pokémon onwards overnight, or I really did time travel. Well, no need to rush, I know there’s going to be a Pokémon for me even if I – oh who am I kidding.

Ash jumped out of bed, dressed himself in seconds with whatever was on the floor and dashed off to Oak Labs.


Luckily, by the time he got there the crowd had somewhat dispersed. Everyone was following Gary, and presumably the other two thoroughly forgettable trainers that had started out from Pallet that day – was Gary driving a sports car? At ten? Some people…

Gary had really improved and become more likeable over the course of the… well, the next few years. But then, so had Ash.

Professor Oak was waiting for him in the Lab.

“Ah, Ash my boy, I see you have-” Here the old man’s voice and expression turned sour. “-finally arrived for the start of your Pokémon journey. Though, sorry to say, there aren’t many Pokémon left here at the lab. Hardly any, in fact.”

Ash tried his best to look disappointed, but his heart was too busy going at a hundred beats a minute. Hardly any means at least one… And that means…

“I’m sorry, Professor. I really do want to get going, honest. I just overslept – couldn’t get to sleep last night, you know how it goes.”

“Indeed I do. Well, I did at any rate, as you get older it becomes less likely you get worked up about such things. But you may be disappointed, the only Pokémon left in the entire lab is this wild Pikachu I caught barely a week ago when it tried to eat the power cables.”

Ash was cracking up inside. Power cables! Oh, no wonder Pikachu didn’t want to talk about it!

“I’m sure I’ll be fine, Professor. I mean, I wouldn’t be much of an awesome trainer if I couldn’t handle something little like that!”

“Ah, the awesome factor. To be young…” Professor Oak handed over the Poké ball.

Ash immediately opened it up and caught the electric mouse as it formed.

He couldn’t help it. Even if this Pikachu remembered nothing of their time together, the trials they had faced together… it was still the same Pokémon he would come to, yes, love like a brother. His mind raced through everything the two had been through together…

And as he contacted Pikachu, the little yellow rodent glomped him.

Ash’s now trained Aura senses opened the link and he realized something – somehow, impossibly, Pikachu remembered. Every day they had spent together was as vivid to the other as it was to him.

A suspicion came over him, even as he stood back up from where the tackle had flattened him, a huge grin on his face.

Maybe this was what Sir Aaron had meant about another reward. He wouldn’t be alone.

“Well, Professor, I think you may have been exaggerating about how difficult this Pikachu was to handle!”

“I certainly thought I wasn’t. You have a true talent with Pokémon, Ash.”

If only you knew…

Then Ash had a thought. Samuel Oak, or “Sam” certainly did know that this Pikachu would eventually become close to him, the only question was how soon. What would have happened the first time had Ash got up early? Would Oak have hidden the other Pokémon to preserve the timeline?

Time travel makes my head hurt…


Outside a small crowd was assembled to see Ash off. Nothing like the hordes of vaguely disturbing cheerleaders that followed Gary around all over the place, but a nice send off nonetheless.

“Oh, Ash! Here’s your bag. You forgot it when you left in such a rush this morning.”

“Hehe, thanks. Sorry about that… I think I broke my alarm clock…”

“Well, you won’t need it for a while anyway, if you’re off on a journey now, will you.” Delia Ketchum was by this point a little choked up, and searched for a distraction. “Er… where is your Pokémon? I don’t see a Poké ball.”

Pikachu stuck his head up from where he was clinging onto Ash’s back. “Pi!”

“Heh, I don’t think I’ll be keeping any Pokémon in their balls unless they ask me to. It doesn’t seem right somehow…”

It was a recent decision to be sure, but Ash felt it was the right one. His Pokémon seemed a lot happier outside their balls for the most part.

Come to think of it, what were the League regulations on maximum number of Pokémon? Was it six with you, or just six per battle, per gym, or per day? It would be good to know.

While he made small talk with the crowd, Pikachu had taken the bag from Ash’s mum and was carefully slotting it onto Ash’s shoulders.

“Thanks, Pikachu. I appreciate – whoah!”

Pikachu had jumped onto the bag now and was sitting on it, pointing imperiously towards Viridian city.

“Well, I suppose I’d better get going. He’s even more eager for adventure than I am.”


It was about halfway from Pallet to Viridian when Ash swung his pack off his shoulders, sat down, and motioned to Pikachu to do the same.

“Guess you’re kind of wondering what happened, right?”

Pikachu answered in the affirmative. Ash sighed.

“I’m not entirely clear myself. But… well, remember what happened at Cameran castle, and then with that Riolu and the Pokémon Ranger?”

Pikachu nodded again.

“Seems that I’m really good at using Aura, especially for a human. Basically, I got sent back in time to stop the end of the world by the creator of the universe, and that – the Aura – is why I got picked. No idea how come you have your memories of the future, but…well, we can wonder that later. For now, we need to think about what to do next. We need to visit Cameran castle to pick up Sir Aaron’s gloves, which will make it a lot easier on me, but if we walk there we’ll have to beat Brock first. And I don’t know if I can bring myself to catch Pokémon I didn’t know… before.”

Pikachu thought for a second, before asking if Ash couldn’t just catch the same Pokémon again.

“And how do you expect me to recognize them, especially if they look just the same as other Pokémon?”

By way of answer, Pikachu covered his eyes, before saying something that Ash translated as ‘Aura sight, you fool!’

After a few seconds simply staring, Ash facepalmed and focussed. When he felt the sensation rise up in his eyes, he closed them.

It was the first time using it in the real world. It was breathtaking.

He could see the world, but that was a thing of outlines in grey and black. More importantly, he could see life.

Every tree had a faint green glow around it, and a few stronger points of browner green light indicated what he thought to be Pokémon in the trees. Perhaps they were bugs… the colour presumably had some significance. Pikachu was a blinding yellow that hurt to look at. He would have to test this later.

But there was another bright light, a purplish blue glimmer, moving towards Viridian city from behind him. Presumably still a way off, but there it was. It somehow drew his eye… Perhaps that was Misty, on her as of yet undestroyed bike.

Well, looked like she was an hour or so away. May as well get started on something else that was bothering him.

Opening his eyes, which were momentarily bright blue as the power faded from then, he looked across at Pikachu, who had sat down in the meantime.

“Okay, Pikachu. Something I think you should learn, if you want to.”

“Pi?”

“The ability and skill to manipulate Aura, of course. Partly because teaching this sort of thing helps the teacher learn as well, partly because it’s genuinely useful in all sorts of ways, but mostly because that way you can beat up Rock types.”

Pikachu’s eyes glistened as he turned to fully face his trainer.


“Okay, close your eyes, breathe evenly. Now, pay close attention to this feeling.”

Ash was kneeling in front of his first Pokémon, who was sitting cross legged on the bulge around the roots of a tree along the path.

As he sPoké, he put his hands on Pikachu’s, and then channelled at first a tiny amount of Aura, gradually increasing it until the glow was clearly visible.

“Can you feel it? Good. Now, I want you to focus only on that feeling. Pay as much attention to it as you possibly can. Don’t worry if it changes, just make sure you can still feel that thrill of power in your hands. Are you paying enough attention? You should be. You are. Good, that’s right. Has it stopped changing? Then open your eyes.”

Pikachu lazily cracked an eyelid and looked at the glow around his hands. It was yellow, which was interesting. Hadn’t it been blue?

Then he noticed Ash was about six feet away. On that realization, the glow died as he startled out of the meditative state.

Ash was grinning from ear to ear.

“Now you know you can do it.”


Twenty minutes later, Pikachu could reliably form his Aura outside his body, albeit only as a surface effect.

“Good. Even being able to form Aura means your attacks will be a great deal more potent – it’s half the secret of the power of a Legendary Pokémon, that they have good Aura control.” Ash chuckled. “In fact, the Eeveelutions have a natural production of a tiny amount of Aura. That’s why they have such good focus on their elements. Now, the next step is to try and reduce the effects of your natural element of electricity. When it’s a neutral Aura with nothing attached, that’s when it’s the blue I had. That’s the most useful type of any one, and it opens the door to further type compositions. So while you learn to produce untyped Aura, I’m going to be trying to add a type to mine. I’ll start with electricity myself, because you’re readily available for me to check against. But I think first a little practice on something else. Throw a Thundershock at me.”

“Pi?”

“Trust me.”

Pikachu nodded dubiously, and threw a tiny electric shock at Ash. It hit, but barely made him twitch.

“Come on! Something bigger, you know I’ve handled Thunderbolts before!”

The next shock was more in line with the Thundershock – on their original first day together.

“More! Come on, I’m asking for it!”

Ash was electrocuted about a dozen times a minute for the next half hour, always insisting they keep going over Pikachu’s protests.

He ended up looking like he was about to drop from exhaustion.

“Come – huff – on! One more time!”

Pikachu was really worried now, Ash couldn’t even keep his eyes open. What was he doing?

“Just – huff – one more, then we – phew – call it quits. Okay?”

“Ka.”

The sizzling bolt of electricity flashed towards Ash – and was turned aside by a green shimmer in front of him, arcing off towards the left.

“Yes!” Ash’s fatigue seemed to evaporate. “I knew I could do it! I just need to see where it’s coming from – and that means Aura Sight!”

The sudden celebration and Pikachu’s realization that Ash was trying to make sure he could manage Protect still were cut off by a shriek from the road.

Ash covered his face with his hands.

“We just blew up Misty’s bike, didn’t we.”

Pikachu nodded. “Pi…”


The young gym leader was lying in a heap in the road with the bike collapsed around her. The tyres had been exploded and at least some of the structure looked bent.

Oh, man, it’s worse than last time.

If he were the age he was immediately before the time jump, he would have been getting thoroughly flustered over meeting Misty again. Now, though, there was none of that. One good thing about getting younger was that it meant you didn’t have to handle puberty for a year or three.

“Can I help you up?”

Misty looked at the boy and his Pikachu over where she had heard the offer.

Her eyes narrowed. So that’s where the lightning came from.

“Why should I accept your help when you did this in the first place?”

Ash looked abashed. “Well, it was an accident… and I feel kinda guilty… It feels like my responsibility, right?”

She huffed. “Fine. But you better pay for this!”

“Story of my life…”

“What was that?”

“I don’t know what you were talking about. Now, take my hand and I’ll pull you up.”

On touching the young boy’s gloves, Misty had the most amazing experience. Several years’ worth of life flowed into her memory, and a light static charge passed into her, tingling at her belt where the Poké balls were as well.

Misty, reacting instinctively, punched Ash onto the floor.

“Okay, Ash! What the hell just happened!”

Ash grinned up at her, unfazed. “What just happened is that, as far as you’re concerned, you travelled back in time and so did I. There’s more to it, but that’s the simple version.”

Misty considered this. She was indeed younger than she had been (nooo!), only had three Pokémon (if anything, worse) and was barely outside Pallet Town.

“Okay, spill it. Why, how and why you?”

“The world apparently ended. Some nutcases called Team Galactic tried to take over the world by rebuilding it from the ground up with Dialga and Palkia. Arceus picked me to go back because I was the chosen one, good with Aura-”

“With what?”

Ash stopped for a second. “I’ll be willing to demonstrate, and indeed have a go at teaching you, just let me finish first. Anyway, Arceus got another Dialga to throw me back in time to this morning – and apparently I can restore the memories of others of the future. Now, this is Aura.”

Ash closed his eyes for a second, and held out a palm. A thin, pale blue fire glowed there for a moment.

“I’m still not really any good with the big stuff, I was more taught how to train than trained, but I know how – well, where – to get the big power and control boost I need.”

“Right. Ash is somehow magic.” She shrugged. “Seen stranger things travelling with you weirdness magnets. So… we’re saving the world?”

“Pi!”

“Brilliant. So much for my plans for the decade.”

“Not necessarily. I can do the memory thing on any Pokémon – or apparently person – I spent enough time with. Think of it as: you start where you were before the whole mess happened, and you get to go on from there.”

“Well… I suppose that makes sense. So what now?”

“Now we try to make it to Viridian before that storm gets here.”

Misty looked round. Sure enough, there was a thunderstorm on the horizon.

It was a good few miles to Viridian, and last time she hadn’t made it on the bike before the storm caught her.

“Damnit, now I’m going to get wet! This is your fault Ash!”

“Misty?” Ash waited until she was looking at him. “You’re a water trainer who spent three hours with a rebreather once.”

“Okay, so maybe it’s not as much of a problem, but still! Besides, that’s a thunderstorm and I don’t like lightning.”

“Ah well. Things get to worst, apparently Pikachu can deflect lightning bolts, so we’ll be OK.”


The walk to Viridian, even through the thunderstorm, was surprisingly pleasant for Ash without the horde of rampaging psychotic Spearow from last time. Though the occasional flare of yellow/blue across the sky was a slightly less pleasant reminder of how close he was repeatedly coming to wholesale electrocution.

Huh. Strange. Those bolts weren’t being deflected so much as bounced right back into the clouds.

After a few hours and a stonker of a storm, the rain slowed to a drizzle, then vanished completely.

Ash was now looking up at the clearing sky in anticipation.

“Ash, what are you-”

“Ssh. I’m looking for a legendary I first saw on this exact day, one timeline ago. Look out for a whacking great phoenix headed west.”

“Phoenix? Ash, are you sure-”

“I am very sure. Ho-oh, that’s what it is. And I met it later on too – just after you and Brock left.”

“How convenient.”

“I swear! It flew overhead, right about now!”

I see you have come into your power, Chosen One.

Ash froze. “Misty, did you just say that?”

Misty replied, similarly unmoving. “I was about to ask you.”

Without moving a muscle on their upper bodies, the two turned to see an enormous Pokémon in the shallow valley to the east of the ridge the road rested on.

I am surprised. Last time my Suicune checked on you, bare months ago, you showed no real sign of what you could inherit. And here you are flaring your Aura with a strength I could have felt clear from Tin Tower.

So, Ash Ketchum of the line of Cameran, why has this change occurred?

Misty staggered over to lie down on the grass. Pikachu was looking confused – he’d believed in Ash, of course, they’d both seen Ho-Oh before – but had not expected the current course of events.

Ash was utterly flabbergasted.

“The line of WHAT?”

There is much to tell, and little enough time to do it. I request a mental link.

“Ergh… Yeah, sure. That needs contact, right?”

Correct.

The huge right wing moved forwards.

Simply take one of the feathers, that will suffice.

Ash reached out to the Rainbow Wing.

The world fell away.


Colour surrounded Ash, as once more he became a mere viewpoint, looking upon something he could not understand… though there was something about it…

Thought was what it was, he realized. He was seeing the mind of the Legend of the Storm’s End, a humbling experience. But there seemed to be some kind of message meant, perhaps, for him. He concentrated-

History. A few thousand people, dressed in archaic outfits and many of them armed, kneeling before an assemblage of all the legendary Pokémon Ash had ever seen – except for the Isshu pantheon – and apparently pledging themselves to aid their nation’s protectors.

These are the Chosen, who defined these islands as a contiguous whole. They all possessed gifts that allowed them unusual skill.

War. Battles, from the time of the Jomon to the Meiji restoration. Pokémon, in roles not as companions, but as warriors, shock troops, medics, cavalry.

True battles of the type the formalized sport bore little resemblance to.

And everywhere, the Chosen or other heroic figures in the vanguard.

Peace. Man and Alakazam climbing to the top of a mountain, to meet an aged priest there, a venerable figure seeming to radiate an inner tranquillity.

The man is another of the Chosen’s descendants. They were the most powerful, most skilled, the servants of their people.

A flash of movement. The sight of a great flood, and of a strong man pushing, pulling, cajoling and carrying vulnerable Pokémon to safety. The… memory?.. showed everything, even to the man losing strength as the cold sapped his muscles, slipping into the water having saved every other man, woman, child and Pokémon in the path of the flood.

But every line is vulnerable.

The champions died most often, it was the nature of their calling.

Once, every city had one or more. Now, there is often only a single one of the warrior Chosen across an entire island. Johto and Kanto are bereft but for the Dragon Tamers, Hoenn has only the Stone clan, and Sinnoh is overseen by but a single person.

I must beg of you, as one of the heirs. Do you wish to join this elite brotherhood?

Ash was overwhelmed by the news. “So… why me specifically?”

You are of the line of the knights of Cameran castle. Few know it, the line of descent has lost much of its’ power and lore over the centuries, never truly recovering after the loss of Sir Aaron. Your father found out, at the end, but died in the discovering. It was he who broke the great wave that threatened to sweep away the inhabitants of Pacifidlog.

I am sorry if discovering this truth causes you pain. I had not thought of the effect it might have.

“No, it’s kinda nice. To know that he was… well, a hero. To know that he didn’t leave by choice… I always feared that.”

You have a noble heart. And I feel that you have already accepted this destiny. Very well, now there is one more issue to handle. Do you know what a Poké ball does to those it captures, that can never be undone?

“Er… never undone… oh! It makes it so that the Pokémon can’t be caught again! Because that stops people stealing them!”

Correct. So, I ask this. Catch me in one of your Poké balls, then release me again and let me go on my way. Then do the same with others of the legendary pantheons who request it of you. You are a good man, and we will be safe in this way from those who would seek to chain us.

There was the sense of a grin’s reflection, ethereal in the shared world. And who knows. We might pitch in from time to time. Imagine the spectacle at a contest!

“So… is that sort of thing why I occasionally saw people with legendary Pokémon in Hoenn or Sinnoh?”

Same principle, they’re presumably well trusted. To be honest, were it not for their duties Pokémon like the Shamouti Lugia would have followed you to whatever end.

But enough. Time marches on, and you have work to do – as do I. But rest assured, I and mine will do whatever we can for your cause. There is, after all, not often a time someone will be able to legitimately say “Arceus told me to do it.”

And with that, the link faded.


“Wow…”

“Piii…”

To those outside less then a second had passed, but they saw quite the impressive blue/gold light show for the brief contact time there was.

Then it was gone.

Ash stumbled as he got used to controlling his body again.

Do you accept this charge, Chosen one?

He looked almost weary for a moment…then pulled himself up again. “Sure! After all, it’s not as if I have nothing to show for it this time, so why should I not do something I did before?”

An admirable attitude. And now, the Poké ball?

“Oh, sorry.” Ash took out one of his Poké balls from Oak and tossed it at Ho-Oh. The Poké ball did its work and lay there unmoving, at least until Ash picked it up and promptly released the Phoenix Pokémon.

My thanks. And fare thee well.

The trio gazed at the majestic fenghuang as it took to the air and winged off to the west, headed for Ecruteak and the Tin Tower.

Well, at least until Ash jerked as if stung and clawed his Pokédex out of his jacket. “Damn it, I can’t believe I forgot! Professor Oak’ll have to believe me this time!”

He pointed the scanner at the receding Ho-Oh.

No data. There are still Pokémon yet to be- Ash hit the machine with the palm of his hand. Bzzrt…Compiling…New program structure successfully loaded. Analyzing… Ho-Oh, the Rainbow Pokémon. Sometimes called the Guardian of the Skies, or the Storm’s End. Legends claim this Pokémon flies the world’s skies continuously on its magnificent seven-coloured wings. It is said that those who see Ho-Oh are promised an eternal happiness.

Accessing… Total remaining Pokémon in National Dex: Two. Conjecture is that they are evolved forms of Porygon. Forme database also still incomplete.

Ash, Misty and Pikachu stared at the little red machine.

“I’d say you broke it… but it seems to contain all the stuff we haven’t done yet. How is the professor going to take this?”

“Eh, he’s time travelled before, he’ll come around. And if he doesn’t, we’ll just convince his past self in a year or two.”

Ash paged though the various pictures of Pokémon that had been recorded for the database, from the bland images of things like Weedle, to Charizard posing against the backdrop of Ash with his hair on fire, to the Phanpy that Ash had raised, to the somewhat startling image of Mew and Mewtwo firing great blasts of energy at one another… and Ash, frozen in the act of running into the middle.

“I don’t remember that one. Hey, Ash! Do you remember apparently committing suicide by legendary?”

“Well, when I was getting the short version of my own life something like that turned up…” Ash scratched his head. “But I don’t see why I wouldn’t recall, it seems kind of important.”

Nobody does. The Mewtwo (the Genetic Pokémon) in the picture wiped everyone’s minds. But I am electronic, and unaffected.

“Ash, you did remember to clear the cache on that thing once in a while, right?”

Ash was looking a little frazzled. “I’ll be happy to answer that in a second, Pikachu, right after we find out why I just understood that!”

Pikachu was not coping all that well himself. “Ka-Pi?”

“Yeah, I did hear the thing about the cache, it’s just I don’t know how. Unless it’s another thing with Aura, like how I could hear some of the thoughts of that Riolu in Sinnoh.”

Pikachu frowned in concentration. “That’s probably it. I mean, you already awakened my Aura to some degree, maybe that pushes it over the edge into communication.”

“I heard that one as well! Wow, this is awesome!”

Ahem. And yes, that is correct. Normally this would never happen, but then most computers aren’t involved in half the stuff that fills the average week for you crazy people. And with no cache clears, I developed a personality. Good thing too, as it means you’ve essentially done your duty to the Professor and can do other stuff without feeling guilty.

“This is going to be weird…”

“Tell me about it.”

Misty had wandered off to where Ho-Oh had been. “Hey, guys, look!”

She was holding a rainbow-hued feather, and a small drawstring bag.


“Sacred ash… how ironic.”

“Shut up, Misty.”

“It’s perfect! I didn’t even see the joke before you mentioned what it’s called.”

“Please, stop. I have enough trouble knowing an ancient prophecy has a pun on my name in it, let me retain a shred of dignity.”

“Oh! I just thought, if we’re doing everything again that means…”

“What now?”

“You’re going to be turned into a Pokémon! Oh, and have to crossdress a few times.”

Ash slumped over the sign proclaiming the city limits of Viridian. “Why me, Arceus? Couldn’t someone else have been stuck with this?”

Misty was unrepentant. “Because you have a stupid impossible childhood dream most likely, now get going! It’s almost dark!”


Ash and Misty walked into the Viridian Pokémon centre. Misty immediately went off to have some time with her Pokémon – and would shortly discover, much to her surprise, that all three had been included in the memory transfer – while Ash headed straight for the computer terminal.

“Pikachu, can you make sure the Rockets haven’t turned up yet?”

“Of course. Be nice to see them again, really… Hopefully they won’t waste years of all our lives trying to catch me in one of those horrid Poké balls again, though!”

“You’re telling me…”

Ash was of course familiar with the way the phones worked this time and was the one to place the call to Pallet, rather than the other way around.

“Ah, Ash my boy!”

Ash felt faintly embarrassed. “Professor… the other camera.”

Oak looked round, startled, then brought up the correct camera.

“Eh-herm. Sorry. Anyway, what news, Ash? I take it you made it to Viridian alright. No problems along the way?”

“None at all. And I wish to report on the Pokédex project.”

“Well done, my boy! Progress so soon? I hope you found more than Gary. Apparently he accidentally caught a Spearow flock leader and they nearly outflew his car, so he didn’t have time even to scan a Ratatta!”

“I have a little more than that, thanks.” Ash grinned at the private joke. And, for that matter, the news that the incredibly psychotic Spearow was now Gary’s problem. “But first off, I want to tell you something of the utmost importance.”

“I’m sure it’s not as big a deal as you make it out to be, I mean, things always seem important at ten. But when you grow up, they’re not as big a deal as you thought.”

Ash dropped the easy humour that he’d developed over the past few years with those he was familiar with. “I know about Celebi.”

It was interesting, watching a world famous researcher choke and fall off his chair.


After a few minutes, the conversation resumed. Oak was holding a flask that seemed a little too likely to hold something alcoholic for Ash’s taste… but then, everyone had their vices.

“Dear lord. Time travel?”

“Well, it didn’t actually involve Celebi, but yes. There was indeed time travel. As far as things go, mentally I’m about fifteen, and have saved the world a minimum of nine times. If this works, it’ll make ten, irrespective of all the things I’ll stop twice.”

Oak took another pull from the flask. “I wouldn’t believe you… but in my case that’d be hypocritical.”

“I remember that. Tell me, if I got up first were you planning on hiding the other starters?”

Oak looked even more evasive. “Actually, the Charmander hasn’t been taken yet. That trainer slept in… stayed up all last night… I hope she gets up tomorrow.”

“Right.” Ash slid his Pokédex into the peripheral slot. “Transfer all the information, if you please.”

The lot?

“Yeah, may as well.”

Professor Oak was glaring at his hip flask and occasionally shaking it.

“Okay, next question. What’s the League limit on the Pokémon someone can have with them at one time – and what are the specifics?”

The professor looked thoughtful. “I think it says that all battles must use only up to six Pokémon at a time… but in practice since the belts with the Poké ball supports can’t take more than six, people don’t carry any that are over that limit.”

“Right, not going along with that custom. I’m taking everyone with me I can, I don’t want to leave anyone behind who doesn’t want to be.”

Actually, I think if I got a satellite uplink then you could use the transfer system at any time! That might help.

“Okay. Next, when is the next tournament at Cameran Castle? I have business there, and fairly urgent at that.”

Professor Oak was by now discovering that a motivated Ash ran roughshod over just about anything in his way. From jumping into a clash of two of the most powerful Pokémon on the planet to hurling one of those same Pokémon into a lake to save it, Ash was not one to mess around, that was for sure.

“Er, hang on. The professor typed away furiously at his keyboard. “There we are, it’s in about two weeks. Do you want me to enter you?”

“That would be great. And can you also look up the articles on claiming one’s inheritance here in Kanto?”

Pikachu looked over from his vigil at the door. “You do not do anything halfway, Ash.”

“Well, we all knew that.”

“Did… did I miss something?”

“Eh, Pikachu and I are now mutually telepathic. It happens.”

Thankfully for the professor, Ash’s Pokédex let out the chime that meant it was finished uploading.

All done! Don’t stay up too late looking at them!

“Okay. And I’ll get back to you on the other stuff.”

“Thanks, professor.”

Ash stretched, and grabbed his Pokédex back from the computer.

“Any sign of them yet?”

“Not that I can see.”

“Right.” Ash pulled his cap back and shut his eyes.

There. They were somehow obvious in Aura sight, glowing in a more intense way than those nearby. Perhaps this was because he held their memories?

In any case, it was time to put the plan into action.

“Pikachu, with me.”

“You got it.”


“Well, are we all ready?” Gloved hands twirled a rose in intricate patterns.

“You bet, guys! Dis time we’ll do even better than before!”

As should be clear already, this was Team Rocket. And “Before” was when they completed their last successful mission. They stole a sleeping Caterpie.

Not much… but better than they ever get around Ash, that’s for sure.

“So many injured Pokémon… all of them for the taking! This was such a good plan!”

“What, ambulance chasing?” James snarked.

“Shut up, this works!”

“Hey.” The gang members looked up to see a young boy in front of them, a Pikachu riding on his shoulder. “I want a word with you.”

“You? Talk to us? Sorry, we’re far too classy for that.”

Ash grinned. “Perhaps it’d help if I told you I know you’re Team Rocket members, and that you plan on stealing all the injured Pikachu that overloaded in the storm?”

“Well, dat seems about right.”

“How dare you!”

James looked confused. “For that matter, how does he know that? And it’s not as if Meowth reveals that he can talk very often, yet this guy seems completely unsurprised.”

“Never mind that! Get him, Eka-”

“Thunder wave.”

Electricity flooded the alleyway, catching two humans and three Pokémon in its’ grip.

Ash moved fast, lightly touching first Ekans, then Jessie, then Meowth, James and Koffing.

As he’d hoped, he had known them easily well enough to complete the transfer.

“Right,” he began, even as Ekans and Koffing both began to evolve. Huh. Seems like it’s knowledge rather than physical training that leads to evolution.

“Here’s the deal. I need to save the world. That is why I am back in the past, and why I have restored your memories. So, I am considering this to be a permanent truce situation, similar to all the other times the world or a large part of it has been in danger.

“I do, however, know that you’re not going to be all that happy with the idea of just leaving off, so: Every week or three, sure, you can try and attack. But we’re going to make it look good. You have evolved Pokémon with years of experience, use them. I’m not planning on being a pushover. We want this to look like you’re not bumblers, but elite gangsters who are the only ones who stand a chance against me.

“You make it look good, so do I. We’re talking about probably doing some damage to the scenery, at that. And of course any other Rockets that I run across I don’t hold back against in any way.

“You in?”

Nothing. Then the outer layer of Arbok’s skin cracked off and she emerged from the inside with some relief.

“Oh, damn. This was looking so very awesome and such… then I forgot you’re still paralyzed.”

Jessie jerked violently and started moving again. “Gah, twerp! How could you forget that?”

Meowth gradually fell over, unable to correct himself with the paralysis still gripping him.

James looked thoughtful “So what happens if we catch other Pokémon?”

“If they’re ones you used to have, then I’m pretty sure I can do the same to them. If not, then I’m afraid you’re out of luck – you’ll have to train them the old way. But I for one got best results by caring for my Pokémon.”

Meowth was still paralyzed. Arbok seemed concerned for a moment, then reached into Jessie’s backpack and pulled out a Paralysis Heal.

“Hey, that’s right!” Jessie was almost bouncing on her feet. “We have equipment at the moment! Back in the future we spent everything on elaborate traps, balloons and giant robots.”

Ash sighed. “So. Are you willing?”

Meowth looked from his human partners to their Pokémon… then shrugged, and sPoké for all of them.

“Seems ta be the best thing ta do.”

“Right. Oh, and James? First suggestion is to find some way to sneak that Growlithe of yours out of his kennel and onto your team, you could really do with some diversity.”

“Oh, Growlie… How could I have been so cruel as to forget you…”

Somehow, despite the complete ridiculousness of Team Rocket, despite their behaviour… witnessing it, Ash felt like things were right again.

“Okay, see you in a week or so.”

“Wait! What are we going to tell the boss?”

Ash turned to walk away. “Just tell him that you were going to attack the Viridian Pokémon centre, but I made a pre-emptive strike and the chance was lost. It’s technically the truth, anyway.”


“Okay, now, think of electricity. Think of storms, power lines, the corona around an antenna, lightning, everything you know that’s connected to electricity, and think: left. Left. You want to think of electricity. You want to think of left. You want the two concepts to go together, to flow into one another like they can’t be separate in your mind.

Now, keeping that separation there, move your paws apart again. Electricity. Left. Keep thinking that. Left. Electricity. But the other feeling isn’t all electric, so you need it in both paws. Keep that pattern. Keep remembering that. And… open your eyes.”

Misty watched, amazed, from her side of the room as Ash coaxed Pikachu into separating the natural electric aspect of his Aura from the energy itself. Pikachu’s left paw was crackling with intensely yellow lightning, but the right was a shimmering azure blue.

“Remember how that feels… and see if you can replicate it in a minute or so.” Ash stood up from his crouch. “Want me to see if we can unlock yours, Misty?”

“Er, no thanks. I’ll pass – at least until we have Brock back with us. That will hopefully lessen the number of times you have to do this.”

“Not by much… but thanks for thinking of me.”

“Heh… What are friends for?”

Behind Ash a small explosion went off. “Oh for… Pikachu, you’re meant to do it slowly at first!”

“You never mentioned that.”

“Well, maybe that’s because I thought it was obvious!”

“You? Think going slow is obvious?”

“True. But still!”

Misty lay back on her bed with a small smile. “I’ve missed this…”


Morning broke on a new day in Viridian city. The travellers and their Pokémon got up, stretched, got dressed, went down for breakfast and were abruptly reminded that yesterday’s events were not merely a dream, but had actually happened.

Ash, after a few seconds nearly freaking out, remembered some of what Sir Aaron had taught him about emotional control – that is: Recall your purpose, subordinate all to it, and nothing can sway you. That said, don’t mind having fun.

Sir Aaron was like that. All serious and staid one minute, then playful the next.

At least I’m coping better than Misty…

“Ohgod! Ohgod! We have to go through Viridian Forest! The Bugs, Ash! You know how much I hate… Bugs!”

Ash stifled a grin. Wonder how Misty would take some of the Pokémon I met in Sinnoh… would a Surskit cause her to short out?

Regardless of that amusing thought, she was still a friend, so Ash resolved to put her mind at ease.

“For goodness’ sake, just teach your Staryu Power Gem or something! Or get a fire type…”

Ash, it should be noted, is not good at setting people at ease.


You understand your duty?

Yes.

You know the honour that we are done?

I understand.

You are confident in your ability to fulfil this charge?

As confident as any can be.

Then go, and fair weather speed you on your way.


AN: Really, I had to. Watching Ash and Pikachu start all over again would have been heartbreaking.

Just because a friendship is forged by life threatening events does not mean that life threatening events are desirable, and without them… well, here we go.

As should be clear, a lot of battles are going to be fairly easy. This is done for humour and a reprise of the series’ events, not necessarily epic battle.

And finally… this is in keeping with the way Pokemon works. Who remembers the whole thing with Sam time traveling? He set that up deliberately with Pikachu, don’t think he didn’t. Probably why he ordered insufficient Pokemon for the new group of trainers-he-knew-since-childhood.








3. Chapter 2


“We are lost.”

Ash sighed. “I know.”

“We are lost in a forest.” Misty continued, twitching.

“Please stop.”

“We are lost. In a forest. Full of Bug Type Pokémon. I am quite proud that I have not freaked out already.”

“Yeah, I get the point.” Ash sighed again, feeling thoroughly weary despite the early hour. “I’m sorry that we’re lost. I’m sorry we’ve been in here for a week. I’m sorry that Sammy from Pallet with the Charmander passed us four days ago. I’m also sorry that you feel a little freaked out whenever Pikachu and I practice.”

“Well, can you blame me? You’re teaching a Pikachu the skills of a fighting type, and you’re trying to learn how to infuse yourself with electricity. Even for you, this is not normal.”

“Well, I am also working with him to help his electric attacks…”

“Ash, you’re trying to invent an electric version of Hyper Beam! Forgive me if I, a Water type Gym Leader, don’t feel too happy about the prospect.”

Ash groaned, and sat down, performing another of his periodic Aura Sight scans of the forest, only to be surprised when a gray-green light blazed at the edge of his range.

“I think I see something! It looks like it’s another bug type – but it’s showing up more brightly than the rest were.”

Misty shuddered. Bugs… “I don’t understand. Why head towards it, if it’s stronger than the others?”

“Well, I think that those who I knew well enough to restore glow brighter – as, indeed, you did last week.”

Misty perked up. She hadn’t minded Butterfree… it had been very nice – for a-a… bug. And at least he’d evolved quickly. No reasonable girl could consider butterflies creepy. Nobody could… Yeah, she could handle this. Besides, Butterfree only ate fruit…

Ash was already speeding through the forest. “Hey, Ash, wait up!”


Ash was confronting a difficult moral issue. Well, most trainers wouldn’t even consider it something to think about, but Ash had never been particularly usual.

Should I try to beat Caterpie like last time, so that it’s not just pathetic and vaguely sad, or should I get it over with by just having Pikachu use Thunder Wave?

Hey, that might work.

“Pikachu, mind firing a Thunder Wave at him as soon as I can point him out?”

“No need. I remember his scent.” At Ash’s look of confusion Pikachu elaborated. “I was a wild Pokémon… and anyway humans have among the worst senses of smell of any creature I can think of. It may not be on the level of Odor Sleuth, but smelling things out is a survival skill out here.”

Ash felt vaguely uneasy, as he often did when this sort of topic came up. “I don’t really feel comfortable when you casually mention the prospect of death… especially yours. I – you know I care for you.”

“I know. But if it helps, intelligence is a survival skill too. Most of the Pokémon that people actually see are the smarter ones, living in the areas closer to humanity and understanding that the strange non Pokémon aren’t all evil, or giants or whatever.

That said, I would rather be with you than anywhere else. You know that.”

“Thanks, buddy. That means a lot to me.”

“That’s why I reminded you. Now, then… there!”

Yellow, jagged arcs of lightning flashed from the mouse’s body, surrounding and immobilizing a certain Caterpie among six on a nearby tree. Ash momentarily closed one eye. “Yep, that’s him alright.”

“What do you plan on doing?”

Ash grinned. “Asking politely.”

The trainer walked over to the little bug, and gently touched his antenna. A spark of blue flashed at the contact, light filled the clearing…

And Butterfree flew off the trunk.

“Hello again, Ash.”

“Okay, what the hell?” Misty had arrived. “Is everyone polyglot these days but me?”

“You’re hearing Pikachu and Butterfree, right?”

“Yeah, but still! I thought you had to train a Pokémon in Aura at least somewhat before that happened.”

“I’m already psychic. Butterfree generally are, not sure why.”

“Okay, so what now? Do you want to have a battle, to… I dunno, feel like things are being done properly, or just have me catch you?” Ash asked.

“I think a battle. I haven’t had the chance to show off in a while.”

“Okay. Now, in accordance with ancient custom… leg it, Misty!”

The humans dived behind trees just before the blast of a Bug Buzz and a Thunder colliding in mid air, sending a rain of leaves towards the dirt.

“I don’t remember your Butterfree being this strong, Ash!” Misty called to him from her tree.

Overhead Butterfree began weaving in a complex pattern, moving faster with each motion, glowing with power. Pikachu, not one to miss a trick, began Charging, further boosting the effect with some of his electric Aura.

“He was strong enough to impress an entire swarm, and he’s been presumably protecting them for five years! I have no clue what he can manage!”


“So, what’s that? It looks new.”

Butterfree didn’t cease the looping dance. “It’s Butterfly Dance, a special technique that relies on repetition to energize the scales. Like it?”

Pikachu grinned. This was part of what made him follow Ash. The general strength of every one of his Pokémon… you knew you could rely on any of them, and even the boy himself, no matter what.

“But enough of that. I bet you noticed the problem I have with this elemental matchup, being part Flying type. Well, I have a solution.”

The sun burst through the light cloud cover, forcing Pikachu to squint into the sunlight and throwing off his aim. He wasn’t yet good enough to just use Aura Sight instead… and he knew what the sunlight might mean apart from that.

Brilliant. Incoming Solarbeam… And I can’t even make Agility afterimages to dodge, he’ll spot the real one in seconds.

Ah well, improvisation is the name of the game.

Iron Tail!

Butterfree opened fire. The Solarbeam didn’t even need to charge, simply lensing the sunlight already in the air into a scorching beam of laserlike light.

He was understandably surprised when it bounced back.

Surprised, but no more. The attack was almost nothing against him. But the distraction did allow Pikachu to use his high speed to close in on Butterfree, jumping from trunk to branch to crown and into the air.

“So you know a few tricks. So do I. This one’s called the Counter Shield.”

Butterfree found himself enveloped in a cage of lightning, one centred on the electric mouse. It was one of the genuine innovations Ash and his team had developed in the future.

“Interesting… one assumes that this means I can’t leave?” Butterfree was impressed. The level of control required for this sort of thing was nothing to sneeze at, as this function alone was a whole new trapping move.

“Sorry. Unless you want to be electrocuted. But a battle’s a battle.”

“Damnit… I’m going to have to follow you down, then. I hate it when my opponents are clever.”

“Don’t be like that. Now,” Pikachu continued as the two Pokémon dropped back to the forest floor, the electric fence preventing Butterfree from getting the distance he preferred, “here’s another new one. The Volt Tackle.” The fence shrank to a narrow path, with Pikachu at one end and Butterfree at the other.  “Do hold still.”

“Not something I’m planning on, my old friend.” Butterfree flapped his wings, and the spores and powders of Stun Spore, Sleep Powder and Posionpowder filled the tunnel. “I’m not giving up, not while I can still fight.”

Pikachu quirked an eyebrow as the Counter Shield spawned a second layer across his fur. “That’s supposed to be effective? Electricity can burn things.”

“So, that incinerates the spores. Brilliant. My luck hasn’t improved.”

“I thought you were living the dream? Powerful, important, and with a great mate?”

Butterfree shrugged. “Still true.”

Yellow aura flared as Pikachu began his charge. Butterfree’s antenna twitched irritably.

“And now you have superpowers. Anything else I missed?”

The entire clearing lit up with a mighty explosion, and scorch marks from errant lightning appeared on the trees, as the overloaded Volt Tackle ended the fight in the trademark style of those trained by Ash.

Neither of them could move anymore.

“I’ll… ugh… fill you in on the whole save the world thing later.”

“Ash… did Pikachu just use Iron Tail to bounce back a Solarbeam?” Misty asked, not quite trusting her own eyes.

“Yes. Yes, he did.” Ash replied.

“Oh, I thought I’d check.”

“I think that from now on, I’m merely training them,” mused Ash, “if they’re this good without me shouting my head off at them in actual battle.”

With a thump, a large bird landed next to them, and after a quick check Ash walked over to it.

Yep, it was Pidgeotto. Ash had forgotten the two had been caught so close together.

Well, at least blind luck is on my side sometimes…


Ash had a tearful reunion with Pidgeot, apologizing profusely for leaving her for so long in the Pallet area without ever coming to visit. He’d felt guilty for over a week – ever since being reminded and coming back – and was glad to know that no hard feelings existed. Though he was slightly scared at the sheer power she too had developed, protecting an entire forest for years.

He had to talk her down from showing off with a tornado.


“So. What’s next?”

Ash looked over from where he was applying medicine to Pikachu and Butterfree. “How so?”

“Well, last time we were stuck in here for a good few weeks, but if we retrace our path not only is it annoying but we miss the Cameran Castle appointment you wanted to make.”

Ash nodded, already planning on what to do next.

“I think we’ll be ready for Brock’s gym in a couple of days, we’ll handle that bug samurai guy and get going. Pikachu’s getting better at Aura control, at least.”

Since Pikachu was still unable to generate untyped Aura straight off, Ash had been having Pikachu practice splitting it into the electric and untyped and then attacking with the two alternately. Since the Force Palm was essentially the most basic Aura attack there was – blasting a pulse of Aura without attempting to shape it or maintain coherency – this was a relatively quick solution that worked. And won’t it be a surprise…

Ash himself was also engaged in practicing, of a different sort. He knew he’d been able to pull almost unreasonably large amounts of Aura before, and not being able to do so could be seen as a weak spot. So he was trying to teach himself the ability to harness his emotions, using them as a catalyst without letting them affect his behaviour.

It wasn’t going well. At least once he’d pulled up that same thrill of power, but it had been while he was too angry at his own slow progress to notice, only Misty’s shout letting him know that he was starting to crack the tree he was sitting against.

So, Ash mused, Where is that Samurai person anyway?

“You! Are you from Pallet Town?”

Right. And he’s even more of an idiot than I remember. Not only is he asking Misty – who’s pretty clearly from Cerulean gym once you know to look, she’s more like her sisters than she thinks – but he’s going to end up challenging someone with a Pidgeot.

Ah, Honour.

“Actually, she isn’t, that would be me, Ash Ketchum of the town of Pallet.” Ash smiled at the in joke.

“Aha! Then I must challenge you, just as I did the others from that town who passed through here!”

Ash sighed. “Okay, did you happen to notice a trend? First there was the Bulbasaur. Easy. Then the Squirtle. Harder. Then the Charmander. Nearly impossible for a Bug trainer to beat. And now you want to fight someone who has two fully evolved Pokémon and a Pikachu, in a clearing with gigantic scorch marks all over it from a Volt Tackle?”

“That is irrelevant!” the diminutive, er, ‘Ronin’ proclaimed. “Samurai do not shy from battle!”

Ash turned to his Pokémon. “Which of you wants to handle it?”

Butterfree flapped excitedly. “I call the Pinsir!”

“And I’ll settle my old score with his Metapod.” Pidgeot’s translated voice was – surprisingly for such a large Pokémon - a cool soprano, but with the slightest hint of steel beneath it. “Let Pikachu rest for a while.”

“Fair enough. Battle on three?”

“Yes! I must redeem my honour by defeating at least one of the Pallet Town trainers!”

“Good, you agree.” Ash gestured Pidgeot forward. “Misty, call it in if you would?”

“Sure. One, two, three!”


We draw a veil over the scenes of indescribable carnage.


“No… how could I be so shamefully unskilled?” the Samurai asked plaintively, slumped in the ruin that was once a small forest clearing.

Ash felt kinda bad. “It’s more that I have… certain advantages, put it that way. Don’t feel bad about it, just improve and do better next time. And perhaps get more diverse bugs, like a Scyther – or a Scizor for that matter, that’d be a great help.”

“… I understand.” The boy smiled shyly. “And sorry for going on like that, I felt so sure I could win once… Is everyone from Pallet town this strong?”

“I like to think I’m the best, but since Professor Oak lives there that may not be accurate.”

“… I see.” His voice firmer now, the young samurai got to his feet. “Then I hope that when you pass through again, we have both improved enough that our match is more even. Of course, this means I’ll have to improve a lot more than you…”

“Don’t sweat it! I’m sure you’ll do fine.”

“Thank you.”

Ash and the Samurai parted on relatively good terms, in fact, despite the ever so slightly one sided defeat. Though it wasn’t until Ash and Misty were setting up camp for the night that Ash thought about the moral issues with leaving the boy in range of a major Beedrill swarm.

Ah well, wasn’t as if he was unskilled with bugs, and presumably he knew how to handle it.


“Okay, left! Right! Left! Right! Keep up the separation!” Ash barked out orders at his sweating Pokémon, refusing to delay the trip through Viridian forest more on account of any laziness, real or perceived, in Pikachu’s training. “Le-”

“For goodness’ sake I’m trying, Ash!” Thwack.

“Then try harder! You need to keep the separation up, that’s why you’re hitting a rock now not a tree, so you can tell which one’s having the effect!” Thud.

“And it’s not easy to concentrate on two things at once!” Thwack.

“You think I don’t know that?” Thud.

“Of course! Concentrating on one thing is such a step up for you that two doesn’t seem too hard in comparison!” Thwack.

“Well excuse me for trying to find a way to actually earn the Boulderbadge!” Thud.

“Why not just use Butterfree?” Thwack.

“Because the gym’s indoors! Nowhere to get the power for a Solarbeam!” Thud.

Misty blinked as the friends devolved into a shouting match, Pikachu was still punching the rock as hard as he could. “I will never understand boys…”

Pidgeot chirped softly in agreement.

“Damnit Ash, you can be so STUBBORN!” Pikachu’s blue-sheathed fist smacked into the boulder.

Which cracked in two.

The two stopped their arguing as if a switch had been thrown.

“Did… did that just work?”

“I think so.”

They both stared at the smashed rock in some disbelief, until the halves fell over.

Ash exulted, “Yes!”

“Take that, rock and ground types! At last, the dream of Pikachu all over the world is coming to fruition!”

“Don’t you know Iron Tail?”

Pikachu waved his paw dismissively. “Eh, it’s not nearly as good. Gives you a real ache in the tailbone. Have you ever tried swinging a three kilo weight by your pinky? Because that’s what it feels like, my tail is pretty narrow at the base.”

“Okay, do you want to start learning the next one, Aura Sp-” Pikachu was already asleep. “Or you could get some rest, that works too.”


Mountains ahead. Quickest route is through the pass to the west. It is inhabited. I must use stealth to avoid being spotted.

There are too many to avoid being seen in some way. There is a cloak – that will do.

A cloaked stranger passed through the sleepy village of Ōtama, maintaining distance from everyone - as if, perhaps, afraid of what they might do.

A few people tried to follow this mysterious cloaked figure, but the figure fluidly avoided the net closing around them and disappeared over the fence at the edge of the village proper.

When the curious villagers followed, they found only the cloak, hooked carefully over a gatepost.


AN: Ōtama is a real village in Japan, in a mountain pass to the north of the Tokyo area (which is where Kanto is, if one converts to the real places from their analogues). This kind of correspondence between real and fictional places in general is actually really interesting - for example, the shape of Sootopolis is because it’s based off Santorini in the Mediterranean Sea, a dormant volcano that blew the Minoan civilization off the map in a massive steam explosion a few thousand years ago. And that’s where land and sea fight in Emerald - a reference, perhaps, to that long ago explosion?






4. Chapter 3


“There you go.” Pidgeot flared her wings, dismissing the altered air around her form, and gently glided to alight at Pewter city limits.

“Thanks, Pidgeot.” Ash slid off the huge avian’s back as she stopped.

Ash’s Pidgeot was a marvellous specimen of the species, at least in part due to her years of training and experience having a chance to express right from the get-go in the evolution. It was easy for her to convey Ash and Misty to the outskirts of Pewter City at a mere hundred miles an hour, diverting the wind around them to make for a smooth and comfortable flight.

It had been one of several measures planned to ensure that the timing all worked out.

“Now, onto Brock’s Gym! Oh, sorry, guys, I think that in town I’ll have to have you in your Poké balls… they won’t mind Pikachu, but an eight foot bird of prey is something else. Sorry again.”

“We don’t mind, Ash. It’s good that you do what you can.”

“Thanks, that sets my mind at rest.”

Pewter city was an interesting place. Largely a mining town at first, it had developed into a centre of culture with its museum of science and nature, it’s position on the main route north out of Kanto and, of course, one of the League gyms.

Guess which one Ash was interested in.

“Alright! Time to get started again on becoming a Pokémon master!”

Misty shook her head as Ash charged off towards the Pewter Gym. “Some people…”


Pewter wasn’t particularly big – Ash was barely even winded when he reached the home of the Boulderbadge. “All right! I’m here to challenge this gym!”

“You are, are you? Well, hello then. Name’s Brock. And I assume that you’re not going to fight with that Pikachu?”

“Actually, I am. I feel confident in his abilities.” replied Ash, laughter dancing in his eyes.

“Well, it’s your choice,” Brock said dubiously, “so go ahead.”

“Sure thing. Mind if we shake before the match?”

“Not at all, it’s nice to see someone with manners for once. That kid with the Squirtle…”

Ash grinned. “Yep, that’s Gary alright.”

“You know him? Can you explain to me what was with the car?”

Ash shook his head. “Nobody knows.”

Brock shrugged. “Oh well, never mind.”

They shook, and a spark of blue light flashed in the darkness of the gym.

“Ah… what just happened? Ash? And… what?”

“I’ll explain later. For now, we have a battle to get through.”

Brock nodded. “Go, Marshtomp!”

Nothing happened. At all. Brock just kept trying to grab a Poké ball that wasn’t there. It was actually kind of embarrassing.

“Brock, we’ve gone back in time.” Ash pulled his head back up out of his hands. “You only have the Pokémon that you have now, when we first met, but they should be as strong as you remember.”

Brock nodded. “I see… this has interesting implications. Well, go Geodude then!”

“Pikachu?”

The mouse nodded. “I know what to do.”


Pikachu squared off against Geodude, the latter hovering gently in the air. Last time, both knew, the battle had been resolved by abuse of Pikachu’s Lightningrod ability and a hydroelectric power plant. Not this time.

“Geodude! Sandstorm!”

I was hoping he wouldn’t do that… Pikachu flickered into the air, Agility accelerating his speed relative to his already slow foe. A sandstorm couldn’t blow in every direction at once, and Pikachu was able to move fast enough to prevent his foe targeting correctly.

Geodude angrily shouted something along the lines of ‘stand still so I can hit you’.

“Er, no.

“This isn’t getting anywhere. Dig!”

“Dude.” The rocky Pokémon disappeared into the floor.

“Heh, won’t you have trouble? Pikachu’s on the roof.”

“Ash, this is bad.” Pikachu commented urgently. “Brock isn’t an idiot unless women are involved.”

“Good point.” Ash closed his eyes, and gasped. “Pikachu, the walls are rock too!”

“Sneaky little thing!” Pikachu dropped from the roof just before the rock type burst from it, and had to use Quick Attack to get out from under a Seismic Toss.

“It’s a fight you want, it’s a fight you get. Iron Tail!”

“Mega punch, Geodude!”

The two clashed, rock arm against metal tail.

Pikachu was sent flying, but managed to recover with another burst of Quick Attack and somersaulted back towards the Rock type.

“Try to catch him in a Seismic Toss!”

“I am so glad Ash released me to act on my own initiative… otherwise this would seem stupid.” Pikachu dodged… but not wide enough. He deliberately aimed so he would pass Geodude, but not so he’d be entirely out of reach.

“Pikachu!” Oh, that’s right, I forgot to let Ash know. Ah well. Geodude had made a mistake. Pikachu was facing away from the rock type in the grip… and he still had his Iron Tail up.

As the Seismic Toss windup progressed, Pikachu slapped Geodude in the face with his metallic tail as fast as he could. His promptness paid off, as Geodude lost his grip shortly before hitting the floor and Pikachu just managed to escape the falling Pokémon.

“Wow, not bad, Ash. You’ve really improved.”

“It’s all Pikachu’s improvement, thanks. I trained him, no more.”

“So. You did well against Geodude, but how will you manage against Onix! Go!”

Brock’s Steelix roared his power to the heavens.

“Yeah, that happens too,” Ash called from the side. “They evolve to whatever they were.”

“Oh. Well, you’re in even more trouble now! Steelix… Dragonbreath!”

“Oh, crap. Well, let’s try this thing.”

The Counter Shield sprang up around Pikachu, forming a dense net of lightning bolts. It barely slowed the attack, but by then Pikachu was out of the way with Agility and onto the roof again. He dropped down from there into the centre of Steelix’ coils.

Brock began to chuckle. “Are you sure you’re feeling alright? That’s not the smartest move you could do!”

“One…”

The yellow-wreathed punch fizzled out on the steel snake. Brock snorted with laughter. “Hah, no luck with that Thunderpunch!”

“Pikachu doesn’t know Thunderpunch.” Ash grinned in triumph.

“Two!”

The blue-wreathed Force Palm strike lifted the Steelix bodily into the air and blasted him across the huge artificial cavern, sending the limp body up against the wall and clearly out of the fight.

“He has recently learned Force Palm, though.”

Brock looked stunned. “So… the fight with Geodude… it was all an act to make Steelix overconfident?”

“Pre-tty much, yeah.” Ash rubbed the back of his head. “I feel sorry for you, actually. I mean, we had to trick you to beat you.”

“You probably would have won somehow anyway, Ash.” Brock said solemnly. “I remember the Indigo League, and you were the one who competed, not I. And the same later on.”

Brock reminisced for a moment, then became more businesslike.

“So, is there a slot still open on your journey?”

“Suppose so… Any idea if your dad is around?”

“I think he is, he said he used to watch me between coming back and admitting it. But we’ll never catch him at it…”

Ash smirked, closed his eyes for a second, and pointed out the window. “Pikachu, Thunder Wave!”


“Well,” Misty said brightly, “At least that’s sorted out. It wasn’t very nice of Flint to leave you alone for so long, Brock, but now you get your own chance for adventure!”

Ash nodded, the three friends heading north for the mountains and the town of Rota.

They had picked up the Pokédex uplink that the Professor had sent ahead for them at the Pokémon Centre, and Ash had also found a short message on his rarely-used mail account.

6935164 – JJMAW

The three were still discussing what it meant.

“And now, we have about five days before we’re scheduled to go through Mt. Moon. Since, unlike the other cases, a Pokémon could die if we’re too late to get to Charmander, I want us to delay as little as possible. In other words, Brock, is Steelix recovered enough for us to ride on him?

“Ah… I think so. We’re headed for Cameran?”

“Yes, I have business there. Now, any problems with that?”

“Not at all.” Brock’s eyes began to glow. “Especially with… Queen Ilene… oh, my sweet-”

BAM!

Misty picked up Brock from where she’d smacked him into the floor… with her Goldeen. “Don’t start this again, Brock, or we will make a special trip to Sinnoh to find your Croagunk. He could keep you in line.”

“My devotion… is only overshadowed… by my pain…”

This time it was Ash’s turn to grin at the bickering.

This, this is what I would never give up. No matter what.

Companions.


Two days later, Ash, Brock and Misty were walking the last mile or so to along the small kingdom’s only link with the outside world, a tree lined path through the mountains.

Ash checked their surrounds, and froze. “Guys… trouble. Aura, strong one, coming up on the path ahead… no, not quite.” He covered one eye with his palm and opened the other. “The Aura’s moving through the trees at crown level, really fast. We could be in major trouble here.”

The shape blurred across the woods towards them, stopped for a moment high in a tree a hundred yards away, then flashed towards the group, aimed directly at Ash.

The boy yelped in shock and crossed his arms, the weak flicker of his Protect stopping the assailant from knocking him down, but the force of the blow still left him sliding back into a tree.

The strange form wasn’t done yet, disdaining the other humans and batting aside the attack sent its’ way by an only now reacting Pikachu, still moving so fast that all anyone could catch was a vague sense of blue and black.

Ash’s mind was working faster than it ever had, as he flooded his entire nervous system with Aura to boost it. What the hell? That was one strong blow, and I expect – whoever this is – is going to deliver more… what’s going on?

Sir Aaron had taught him one simple tactic for facing faster, more skilled, more powerful opponents. Don’t.

Bit late to apply that here… okay, based on the force of that blow I think I can take one if I don’t mind a few bad bruises on the hands… and possibly a broken arm. Joy, in both senses of the word. Ah well. Needs must.

As the foe blurred in, Ash’s still active Aura Sight revealed to him that the next blow, like the first, was a punch – along with where the overly telegraphed, wound up blow was going.

So he caught it.

Ash’s friends heard a sickening crack, not really seeing the source as the entire battle thus far had taken a bare few seconds – they hadn’t quite realized what was going on at first.

The pain was intense, and the feel in his arm was that of at least a hairline fracture, but that didn’t matter at all. Not at this moment of clarity.

Visible blue Aura arced from the catching left hand, around Ash’s back, growing all the time, and flooded the right as Ash swung an even more powerful haymaker at his stalled attacker’s side.

Counter!

Something gave slightly at the impact.

The blow seemed to have knocked it for a loop, as it flew off to the side a little before skidding to a halt by braking with both hands, and with the blur of speed from the Agility gone its’ identity was clear.

A Lucario.

As Ash steadied himself and everyone else looked on in shock, the Pokémon kneeled to Ash, before gripping its’ upper body for a moment.

“Greetings, Chosen One… and ouch.” Her voice transposed itself via the basic Aura trick into a comprehensible alto tone, wavering slightly as she prodded her ribs. “I should not have doubted your ability.”

Ash was pained and confused – and angry. “Why did you attack me – and for that matter, why aren’t you now? What’s going on?”

“Yeah, what he said!” Misty weighed in.

“My apologies. I have been given a task, the accomplishment of which requires that I identify the Chosen of Aaron’s line. Since the line has been dormant for a millennium, I was sceptical of your ability to handle the task I must now transfer to you… and I was overeager with my test. I forgot, sorry to say, about the frailty of humans.

Nevertheless, what you have done is more than proof that you can accomplish what I will ask of you, on behalf of my kingdom.”

“What. The. Hell.” Ash cradled his injured left forearm. “Why on earth you thought that was a reasonable test escapes me! You could have killed someone! It could have been me, had I not managed that Protect!”

“You exaggerate. I aimed for extremities, and not to cause too much lasting damage. Besides, the Pokémon centres can heal humans as well, can they not?”

“Rrgh…. I suppose it’s excusable, if the task is as important as you imply – and I’m not convinced on that front yet. I still wish you’d waited until this evening though… What is it, then?”

The jackal-like Pokémon flickered over to the tree she had stopped at before, and returned in seconds, holding a small over-the-shoulder bag.

Setting the bag down, she knelt again.

“Ash Ketchum of Pallet, will you accept this charge:

To educate in the ways of Aura.

To keep morality, and to ensure the same of your charge.

To protect those weaker than yourself, with all the breath you have in your body.

If you so swear, then we beg you accept this scion of our noblest line as an apprentice and companion.”

While Ash and Misty were looking confused and Brock incredulous – he’d worked it out already – the Lucario drew back the strings of the bag to reveal an egg.


“Wow… I mean, just… wow. I can hardly credit it. That they think this highly of me…”

Ash and his friends had withdrawn a short distance to let Ash get over his shock, deal with his broken arm (They had Butterfree douse it in Sleep Powder as anaesthetic, and then locked up the arm’s muscles using a Thunder Wave to hold the break until they could access the services of Rota Pokémon centre) and discuss the next step.

Brock nodded. “She said they heard from the Suicune from these parts. I assume that the Ho-Oh you met has been doing some groundwork in the last week or two.”

“Well, you heard the question, Ash. Want to accept?”

“Want to?” Ash raised his head. “Yes, so much it hurts. I’m still, at heart, the little boy who wants to have cool Pokémon, and likely always will be. But I don’t know if I can… It’s a dangerous life I lead, and not one to accept a baby into lightly. Even a Riolu… I feel like I couldn’t guarantee it’s safety.”

“She didn’t ask for safety, just that you do all you can. Ash, stop being like… well, you… and accept. It’s a great honour, and I think it’s the very reason that Sir Aaron had a Lucario as a companion, why Riley does… probably the reason behind Steven’s Metagross, as well.” Pikachu then gave a small grin. “Besides, you handled Phanpy, Larvitar and Gible well enough when you looked after them.”

“It’s not the same. Before, I just blundered into trouble, and now I’m actively seeking it out.”

“And ten minutes ago you cracked the rib of a Steel Type! You’re not the same either, Ash. Have a little faith in yourself for once.”

Ash wasn’t sure. Not about something of this magnitude. Things were going to get fast paced… perhaps too fast paced… and it would be too dangerous.

But with every one of his friends encouraging him, Ash relented. He wasn’t infallible, after all, and maybe they had more faith in him – rightly – than he was willing to give himself.

And if the members of a society based on honour felt him ready for this, then maybe he should trust their judgement.

Then he thought – hadn’t Sir Aaron, hadn’t anyone who raised Pokémon before the Meiji for that matter, brought them up in an environment of chaos and war? Compared to that, this was small stuff – and the Lucario kingdom knew it.

Time to take the plunge.

He got up and walked over to the patiently waiting Lucario messenger.

“All right… I’ll do it. I so swear.”

“Thank you, Chosen.” She reverently drew out the egg and handed it to him, making sure he had a good grip. He did, despite the injured left arm – Ash had often carried eggs before.

“Now, it should hatch in a few months, so – what the..?”

A familiar white glow suffused their stretch of path, and when it faded, instead of the egg, a Riolu was cradled in Ash’s arms.

Ash, meanwhile, was overwhelmed with a rush of sensation.

Lab attack captured escape hurt friend close friend Aura attacked again frozen stolen-

Rescued.

Ash looked down with tears glistening in the corners of his eyes, and shifted the young Pokémon to a better grip in both hands.

“No. I don’t believe it. No way am I this lucky.”

“Believe in the evidence of your eyes and the light of our spirits. It’s me. Hello again, friend Ash.”

Ash’s legs gave out and he collapsed to his knees, still holding the Riolu up by the shoulders.

“I think I must have really impressed someone up there.”

“Of course you did.” Riolu stated, with unshakeable confidence. “It’s you.”

“Can someone please tell me what is happening?” The Lucario messenger asked, confused.

Ash put his new charge down, wincing at the effect the strain had had on his arm. “As you may or may not have been told, one of the talents I possess, thanks to confusing situations involving time travel-” Ash grimaced; he’d been getting headaches trying to understand it himself,” is that if I encounter a human or Pokémon I had some bond with, met often, that sort of thing… I can restore their memories of the future that was. And by the most incredible good fortune, the egg you conveyed to me – had this all not happened – would have hatched into one of the guardians of the kingdom, trained to use Aura while still a Riolu. I would have met him in about… four years, I think, and saved him from Hunter J, a Pokémon kidnapper. Even then, with no training on my part, our Auras resonated enough that I could feel some of his emotions, and find him with the Sight.”

“Well… that’s both the most unorthodox and fastest way of fulfilling the teaching criterion I’ve ever heard of.”

Ash was grinning, barely visibly, struggling to contain his emotions. “And it puts paid to my thoughts about danger, at least. Right now, he’s better than me.”

“You know it!”

“Well, I suppose… thanks. Even if I don’t approve of your methods in testing me,” Ash rubbed his paralyzed forearm again, “at least it’s set your mind at rest for the future.”

“I thank you for understanding. Fare thee well, Ash Ketchum.”

She fell back into her Agility technique and raced off to the north.

“…well, that was strange.”

“Strange things happen.” Riolu – Ash’s Riolu, he thought with a little thrill – was climbing onto his left shoulder.

“True. Now, on to Cameran Castle!”

“Wow, we’re going there?” Riolu perked up. “I never got to go there before. That’s where Sir Aaron lived, isn’t it? He was amazing! He’s an inspiration to Riolu and Lucario everywhere, because he was known to wield the powers of Aura as well as any of us despite being a mere human!” He suddenly remembered who he was sitting on. “Uh, no offense meant.”

“So long as I can put you in a little red ball whenever I really want to, I won’t take any.” Ash chuckled.

“Meanie.”

“And yes, we are. Though it’s for more than one reason. A tournament – I won’t ask you to participate if you don’t want to – but more than that, there’s something I want to collect.”

“Ooh! What?”

Pikachu climbed onto the other shoulder. “It’s his inheritance, of sorts. Aaron’s gloves and staff.”

Riolu looked at Ash like he was a ghost.

“You what.”

“Uh, what’s the problem?”

“You didn’t mention that. How can you inherit something from Sir Aaron?”

“Hey, give me a break! I only found out a couple weeks ago that I’m descended from him. Hell, even he didn’t mention it!”

The young Pokémon’s eyes were spinning. “You… you met him?”

“Time travel, a quest, Legendaries everywhere and by mighty Arceus – and because of him, and his little Dialga too – my life is bizarre. I’ll explain on the road.”


Meanwhile, somewhere in a really rather nice district of Kanto…

An anguished voice rang out.

“Oh god, NOOOO!”

“Dat’s James’s voice! What happened?”

“Well, whatever it is it doesn’t sound good.” Jessie turned to the two Poison types in the basket. “Arbok! Get the balloon ready!”

“Chaa!” The serpent wound up the ropes supporting the basket and began to prepare the burner. (Arbok have very dextrous tails.)

“Good thought, Jessie!” Meowth said. “Now, what’s happening down da road?”

Jessie and Meowth squinted. “I think I see something..”

Meowth nodded. “Looks like…”

“There’s definitely something coming towards us!” Jessie exclaimed, pleased with her deduction.

“Yeah. And it looks like it’s a person, quite tall, running alongside a canine quadrupedal Pokémon-”

“Heeelp! Please!”

“Hey, I recognize dat voice from somewhere!” Meowth muttered.

“I think I do too. Now, who could it be?”

“FOR GOODNESS’ SAKE YOU COMPLETE IDIOTS!” The mysterious figure roared, “THROW ME THE DAMN FIRE STONE!”

“Oh, now I remember! It’s James!” Jessie thought about that for half a second, blanched upon realizing that Jessiebelle was likely just behind him, and threw the… “liberated”… elemental stone with about at much skill as one could expect from someone in a rocking balloon twenty feet up. Who only threw perfectly round Poké balls little more than a foot or two at a time.

James saw the abysmal toss and pointed at it, calling “Growlie, FETCH!”

James’ faithful puppy leapt into the air, swallowed the stone in one gulp… and changed.

The Shisa - the fiery Arcanine that James’ little puppy had become - skidded to a halt, crouched to allow it’s trainer to climb on, and shot off into the morning mist at ridiculous speed.

Even though she was still convinced that her betrothed was not getting away for long, Jessiebelle had to admit, that took some beating as an exit.

Her backup plan to deal with his friends in the balloon was likewise stymied by the Mist/Haze/Smog/Smokescreen… er, smoke screen James’ Weezing was laying down from the basket.

Right, next time screw subtle, it’s straight to the helicopters. And if that doesn’t work… I think I still have Hunter J’s number, and James will do anything for that pet of his.


AN: Riolu is the first really major divergence in the story, but then this particular Riolu is a significant one in Ash’s development. Not to mention he opens up some fun avenues for me.

And that’s what the little bits at the end of the previous two chapters were, if anyone’s wondering.

Ash at this point is still not a match for a proper Pokemon in a fight, mainly due to his low Aura reserves, low durability and low fitness. Basically, because he’s a ten year old human. Counter is his only realistic choice to do damage, as it only requires that you survive the blow.

But, of course, since he’s sensible (really. Well, sometimes.) he’s working on that.






5. Chapter 4


As the group of friends left the Rota Pokémon centre, Ash swinging his recently healed arm, they were accosted by a man in the muted regalia of a minor official, holding a clipboard.

“Welcome to the town of Rota, the site of Cameran Palace! Today we have the annual tournament of arms before the Queen. I understand that you’re one of those who registered to compete?”

Ash nodded. “Yep… but everyone else is wearing wonderful old costumes. I feel kinda out of place… mind if I see if there’s something I can put on? I mean, this is the first I heard of the theme.”

“Understandable.” He made a tick on his clipboard. “There’s a dressing room in the palace, on the second floor. You have about two hours before the tournament starts. It’s full of old outfits that nobody’s claimed, should be a good place to look. But remember to check next time, young man.”

“Got it. Let’s go, guys!”

Ash and friends walked off towards the castle, the orderly they’d left behind looking faintly confused. I thought Riolu were native only to Sinnoh and west Johto…


Ash was excited. More than that, he was excited and with someone else who was excited (for a slightly different reason). Riolu wanted to see everything he could about the place one of the greatest heroes of the country had lived in, so long ago.

Brock and Misty were getting a little tired of Ash bouncing off the walls in excitement.

“Oh, come on! It’s the tournament! It’s going to be amazing! I’ve looked forward to this for weeks!”

“And is that a painting of the battle of Crane Wing, where Sir Aaron challenged the entire enemy high command to single combat at once and then didn’t even bother to get out a weapon!”

Pikachu rubbed his long ears and sighed. “Please quieten down, you two, I have sensitive ears. And you’re not off the hook Riolu, just because this little Aura trick provides translation does not make you any less loud.”

Ash was briefly contrite, before spotting the door to the dressing room and jogging ahead to it.

“Now, where is it…?” The room was full of costumes, not all of them from the past. Ash saw there was a spacesuit in there, complete with the holsters for Poké balls and the embossed warning only to use primary Steel types, as they often were incapable of depressurization due to lack of breathing in the first place.

Not that Ash paid much attention to it, Riolu and Pikachu jumping off his shoulders to aid his frantic search. He was so close, the anticipation was almost painful.

“Found it!”

“Brilliant!” Ash moved over to where Pikachu was, and stared for almost half a minute at the complete set of clothes, pristine and waiting.

“Well?”

He started. “Yeah, sorry.” Ash took the outfit and moved on into the changing room.


The next few minutes were quite an experience. The main body of the outfit was perfectly normal – apart from being surprisingly tough for its’ weight – but the rest… every single accessory bar none had some important or useful purpose.

First, the boots. They pulsed for a moment, questing for their wearer’s Aura, then apparently accepted Ash’s and drew for a second. Then it was as if Ash was suddenly about ten kilos lighter. He could feel a little mental switch, somewhere in the back of his mind, controlling the amount of Aura sent to the boots. Presumably they could be left off until needed, so that the body didn’t atrophy – or perhaps reversed. It would be like the old trick of training while wearing weights.

Then there was the pouch. It likewise tested Ash, drew for a moment, and went inert. But upon opening it Ash found that it was huge, bigger by far than the exterior, and full to the brim with useful items, kits and what felt like a full set of notes in neat notebooks. Already, this alone was more precious than gold. The private notes of an Aura adept would aid Ash immensely – even a week solid in training hadn’t let him learn all that the ancient knight could remember, let alone his more difficult to recall techniques, tweaks and perhaps useful knowledge of other sorts.

The cape had it’s own purpose as well, and when Ash put it on he could feel a tingling about his collar as it recognized the wearer’s awakened Aura and began pushing ambient Aura on it’s master’s frequency into him, providing a gradual recharge for Ash and Sir Aaron and presumably rendering any Adept thief unable to properly control their Aura with what would to them be a taint. Ingenious design, really.

After the last three Ash was almost nervous about the hat, but put it on anyway. There didn’t seem to be anything different, though there was the normal probe, accept, draw… then nothing.

“Ash?” A trickle of thought came across from his mental connection to Riolu – only noticeable because the Pokémon was on the other side of a door, and his voice wasn’t audible.

“What?”

“Your Aura just… dimmed. Not much, but noticeably.”

“Huh. Interesting. Maybe the notes will explain it.” Oh, I’ll have a lot of late nights with those.

Now it was down to the final item, the gloves.

The gloves were sized perfectly, as indeed everything else had been, despite the five year difference with last time it had been worn. Or the fact that neither time had Ash been in full growth, and Sir Aaron clearly had been.

Probably more strange uses for Aura… ooooh wow. That feels very nice.

Ash had drawn the gloves up his arms, and they had promptly begun resonating with his Aura, the stones on them building up a charge that was connected to his reserves, the charge being drawn from his ambient leakage. They effectively meant both that he did not lose Aura to the environment unless the glove reservoirs were full and that his immediately available pool had grown massively – and closed up the envelope of his frequency too, boosting his precision.

Before they’d amplified him to the point he could manipulate Aura untrained. Now he felt like he could take on anything.

That might just be tested soon.


As Ash left the changing room, he was faced with Pikachu explaining the events of the last time their group had been to the castle. The story of an ancient warrior, a message from the past, human greed… and a noble sacrifice.

“Wow…” Riolu breathed. “So you’re saying that you actually met Sir Aaron’s student, and the Mew of the Tree of Beginning, and went inside it? That’s amazing, you must have been just stunned!”

Pikachu scratched the back of his head awkwardly. “We didn’t really view it that way, to be honest. I mean, if we’re talking weird and wonderful there’s the time we met the legendary birds responsible for the Orange islands’ climate… or the massive duel between Groudon and Kyogre… or the time Ash got possessed… or the time I got possessed by Groudon… or perhaps when I vanished from existence for a few seconds because of nearly five thousand years of time all but being cancelled out…”

Riolu stared at Pikachu. “You people… That thing with Hunter J wasn’t anything special for you, was it?”

Ash butted in. “It was a bit unusual. That was a slow week.”


“I can hardly credit it!” Ash stormed around the salon in a black mood.

“Calm down, Ash, it’s not that bad.”

“Where did they even get a Ghost/Ground type? That’s not fair.”

Isshu, Dexter butted in, It’s a Golem Pokémon, called Goruggo – I think they call it Golurk. Though even I think the ability to punch out Pidgeot when she’s a hundred feet up was just unfair.

“Still, third place. Not bad at all, Ash.” Misty tried.

“We’re so very coming back next year. With more team members to handle ridiculous immunities.” Ash gave up his pacing, and slumped down onto a chair. “But yeah, I get the point. When’s that audience? Good thing I got to talk to her after the third/fourth playoff to arrange that.”

You should set off in… ten minutes.

“Okay. Probably better get going now then. Brock, mind coming with me? I mean, I’m ten after all.”

“Yeah, sure. Don’t want it to seem like you’re a kid playing dress up, do we?”

“That and he wants to see the queen…” Ash’s Pokémon entered, Butterfree gripping a Poké ball that was presumably Pidgeot’s.

“Oh, hey guys! You all healed up?”

“Yes. But next time please make sure that our foe isn’t that nasty.”

“Won’t be a problem, you’ll learn Foresight. Right?”

Riolu blinked, then his eyes flickered red briefly. “Well damn. I completely forgot about that.”

“Oh, for goodness’ sake…”


“Ash Ketchum of Pallet town, his two Pokémon, and Brock of Pewter to see you, Milady.”

Queen Ilene turned to the door. “Ah, I was expecting them. Thank you.”

Ash, Brock, and Pikachu and Riolu walked into the audience chamber. Ash knelt briefly, remembering a little of the etiquette crash course Sir Aaron had tried while Ash was concentrating on drawing out power.

“Ma’am. I have something important to discuss.”

She gestured for him to rise. “Then get to it. No need to stand on ceremony.”

Ash began to feel this might actually go well. “Okay, first thing is… did you know that this outfit I’m wearing is more than a replica of Sir Aaron’s clothes, but is in fact the genuine article? Or articles, I suppose, since it’s clothing.”

The queen of Cameran arched an eyebrow. “Indeed? And how is it that this has not been noticed? Many Aura adepts have visited the castle in the two thousand years since his death, and none of them have said anything.”

Ash smiled weakly. “The special properties of the outfit only activate when worn by someone of an identical Aura signature. Like mine. I’ve recently discovered I’m his descendant.”

Queen Ilene nodded, this not seeming to surprise her. But then, an integral part of her palace was crystals from a ridiculously vast supernatural tree made out of rock, so perhaps this was fairly mundane. Ash hadn’t considered that maybe other people also had the crazy kind of love/hate relationship with luck that he had.

“Anyway, I’d like to, I suppose… take these with me. I could say they’re my inheritance, I could say that they’re not doing much good where they are, I could say they’ll help me save people, but since I’ve just made all those points I’m going to mention something else. That staff - the tournament grand prize - contains, frozen in stasis, Sir Aaron’s companion Lucario.” The moment the two took their eyes off it, Brock picked it up and started looking at the quality of the crystals, unsuccessfully trying to distract himself from the Queen. “Since he’s been in stasis since before the Yamato period, he’s probably going to mistake me for him and not know about the whole heroic sacrifice thing. So we need to be able to deal with him in a calm environment, and – what is it Pikachu?”

Pikachu stopped tugging on Ash’s ear and pointed at Brock. That teen was practically vibrating in place, staring at the Queen.

“Aah! The vision of loveliness is one I can no longer ignooore!” Brock threw aside the staff he was carrying and rushed towards the Queen, arms outstretched.

Her Mime Jr. promptly tripped him, being used to amorous visitors, but that wasn’t the problem.

The problem was that Ash had reflexively caught the staff as it sailed towards him.

And it was glowing.

Ash breathed, “Oh, crap.”


“I wonder how Ash is doing,” Misty said, looking out of the window at the vale below the town of Rota, taking in the sights of the beautiful pocket country. “I mean, you know how he gets.”

Butterfree nodded, floating a few feet from her to give her some space. He himself was astonished by the sheer size of the Tree of Beginning, seen far off in the distance.

Pidgeot chirped to herself, barely able to fit in the room.

At that moment, a horizontal pillar of debris erupted out of the wall in the area of the Audience Chamber, showering some of the gardens below with pebbles that used to be masonry.

An azure light could be seen inside the hole, before a blue-clothed figure jumped out barely ahead of a pulsing Aura Sphere.

Ash – for such it was – hit the ground feet first and started running, showing no ill effects for the drop. A Lucario, blurred with speed, followed him out the hole. Seconds later, what looked like Pikachu and Riolu appeared in the gap, staggering back from the sudden edge.

Misty reached for Pidgeot’s Poké ball on the side. “I’ll send you out there, then you grab those two and get them to him!”

Seconds later Pidgeot was gliding over to the hole in the wall, where she picked up Riolu and Pikachu before vanishing to the north, where the Aura wielders had gone before.


“First a traitor and now an incompetent liar! How I once respected you is beyond me!”

Ash backed away desperately, dodging as many blows as he could and flaring his own Aura to cancel the hits he could not dodge. “I’m telling you, I’m not Sir Aaron! You’ve been in that staff for a couple thousand years!” The two were fighting in a small, rocky depression in the valley – where Lucario had finally caught up with the retreating human.

“Why should I believe you! This is some form of trap!”

“I’m his direct descendent-” Ash raised a Protect, the field no longer weak and momentary but standing like a wall in Lucario’s path, “-so you’re confusing our Auras. I’m not him!”

Lucario broke the barrier with a Force Palm strike, the Aura spike widening swiftly from the needle point that breached the technique to force the whole thing to pop. “Exactly the sort of excuse a dishonoured cur would use!”

Ash sighed, briefly feeding far too much power to Aaron’s boots and jumping back about thirty feet, before closing his eyes as he skidded to a halt. He’d need every edge he had, and it still wouldn’t be enough.

He saw Lucario spinning up an Aura Sphere.

Oh crap. Let’s see, how did he do this… Mirror Coat!

His left hand flashed out, translucent in the counterattack technique, while he began building his own Sphere in the right – flung back behind him still from braking his slide.

All too soon, Lucario was charging, the Aura Sphere flying just ahead of him. Presumably the intent was to stop Ash from switching to Counter in time for the physical attack that was on the way. Well, Ash had a way of handling that. Hopefully.

The Mirror Coat caught the Aura Sphere, wrapped it in Ash’s own Aura and turned it over to him to control, giving him one in each hand.

He forced his right forward to match the left and lined both up with Lucario’s palm strikes.

This is gonna suck.

Ash caught the twin blows in his Aura Spheres.

The impact almost knocked Ash off his feet – even with the boots being used to anchor him, Ash’s raw strength was no match for that of his opponent.

There was a crackle like fireworks as the Pokémon tried to force through the human’s new defensive measure by main strength. A plan that was depressingly likely to succeed, to be honest – the gloves didn’t enhance replenishment rate, just gave larger storage capacity, while the cape worked too slowly.

“How the mighty have fallen, former friend of mine!” Lucario practically spat. “Fleeing from justice, and then finding yourself too weak to avoid it on top of that?”

“Thunder!”

Ash gained a reprieve as Pikachu and the others arrived like the proverbial cavalry, the overloaded electric attack knocking the Aura Pokémon aside.

“And now you have more servants – I see that your Pidgeot is still with you, as well. Did he not flee from your iniquity?”

The entire battle seemed to freeze in place.

Ash sighed internally. That’s torn it.

“I’m a girl, you complete IDIOT! SKY ATTACK!”

The huge, nearly instantaneous phoenix of pure energy rocked the small rubbled depression… leaving a rather larger blast crater.

Lucario coughed, straightening up. That was… unexpected. No matter. The bird had presumably caught his foe in the blast as well, so this could finally be ended.

As the residual energy from the attack began to clear, he closed his eyes once more, in the familiar mode of behaviour of Aura adepts, to find his target.

There he was, doubled over in pain and held up by the electric Pokémon that had saved him last time, but-

There was a Riolu standing in front of him, hands glowing, ready to defend.

A Riolu.

Lucario knew, he knew, that it was literally impossible for any of his species – or their pre-evolutions – to support evil. Their sense of morality was genetic.

But then…

He realized then that the other was correct. He had been in the staff for far longer than he had expected.

“Erm… oops?”


“I am starting to think that maybe I should just go back in.”

“Oh, you can’t go and do that! I mean, were you released a few years from now as was originally planned, you’d be too weak to prevent the necessity of purifying the Tree from draining you all the way and killing you.” Ash then gestured towards the crystalline organism. “As it is, if you get back to the meditation and training that builds Aura reserves, you ought to be able to survive even that drastic measure from being able to finish you off. And then Rota – and the Mew associated with the Tree – would have a guardian again.”

“Very well, then. If it is as important as you claim. Though to be honest I am still trying to get used to the whole time travel concept.”

“I finally managed to tag you with the memories, right?”

“True. But there wasn’t nearly as much as for some. The bit about chocolate interested me, though…”

“I’ll drop some off when I get a free day. Thanks to Pidgeot, we have more flex in our schedule than before.” Ash grinned. “She might have even forgiven you for the mistake by this time next year.”

“You can hardly blame me.”

“Actually, yes I can. A lot. But I won’t, because you were confused and because I was really expecting it.”

“Thank you.” Lucario then looked more slyly at Ash. “And I’ll try to make sure that the Queen isn’t too upset you’re taking Aaron’s staff.”

“…I’d ask how you knew, but it’s probably Aura again, isn’t it.”

“There are a myriad of uses, most of them more subtle than much of what you’ve done. Though holding several millennia of life experiences in your head is rather more impressive than that attempt at combat.”

“Come on! I’ve had, what, a month at most? That’s not bad.”

“You could have been training for a good year now, had you paid attention the last time you met me. But enough of that. Get going, young Chosen. You have far to go still.”

Ash palmed his forehead. “Do you know about that too? This is ridiculous, why didn’t anyone tell me about it?”

“I only know because it’s hereditary and you’re Sir Aaron’s descendant. I have no intention of being an apologist for all the gods you’ve met, though.” Lucario gave a crooked smile, the same one Sir Aaron had displayed whenever he found something completely hilarious. “Come to that, my next few years sound like bliss. Just hanging around here, meditating on the nature of the universe… and absolutely no being possessed by the spirit of the king of a land that sank under the sea a thousand years ago.” As Ash’s incredulous look, Lucario relented. “All right, Sir Aaron sent me a memory packet of what he saw of your life. He thought it’d be funny, and he was right. Ever considered selling your life story to an anime company? You’d be pretty popular.”

“This is just getting ridiculous. How do you know about anime?”

“Because you do, of course. I can just see it now. Aura’s Glow, starring Ash Ketchum! With Brock as the comic relief, that girl you travel with as the love interest, of course, and-”

“Wait, what?”

“-who could have foreseen just how close the two of you would become when you met thanks to the chance destruction of her bike!”

Ash’s eye began twitching. “Please be more specific. You just described most of the girls I know.”

“That would be telling. The hero never actually works out he has feelings until-”

“Until what? Puberty? That would at least be a help!”

Pikachu shook his head vigorously. “No, it wouldn’t. It never is.”


Riolu glanced up at Pidgeot. “Will I become that weird later?”

She gently caressed him with a wing. “Scarily, I think the weird ones are the strong ones…”

“What about you?”

She flapped her other wing at the crater lip. Riolu saw that the kanji characters for “I’m female, twit” were carved on the surface in a tracery of molten glass. “I just hide my neuroses better. It’s a much better way to do things – go partly nuts as an outlet.”


The knight of honour gripped his implements tightly. This was a matter of great importance, and he needed all the help he could get. Glancing at the huge forms all around him, he closed his eyes…

And was slapped by one of the Thousand Hands of Arceus.

No cheating with Aura Sight, Aaron!

Sir Aaron rubbed his side. “Why not? I mean, you’re God, Dialga can look into the future to see what everyone has and I swear Palkia has been grav lensing to give him viewpoints behind my seat!”

It’s the price you pay for playing Pokér with deities.

“Mrf… pity Lucario isn’t here… he’d back me up…”

It’s a good thing he’s unavailable, it means he’s actually alive.

“Regardless, I insist that Aura Sight also be allowed unless you want to disallow spatial and temporal tampering as well.”


AN: Wow, that was a fun one. Ash with some actual competence at using Aura, and the reserves to back it up. He’s still ten, but at least he’s ten with useful assistance.

As for the enhanced clothing, well, the gloves and staff did something, and the clothes fit Ash in his early teens as well as Sir Aaron at full growth, so why not?

Also, the Hero of the Wave and his allies are getting bored in their subspace pocket. Very bored.






6. Chapter 5


The travellers walked up the gently sloping foothills of Mount Moon, easily one of the stranger places in the world. It was a place that seemed to attract meteorites, hundreds of them being found in the area. In the time of the Samurai, it was a major centre of the smith’s art, many legendary blades of “meteorite iron” coming from the small cluster of peaks.

Nowadays, of course, it was more of a thoroughfare from Pewter to Cerulean, linking together the northern cities of the Kanto region proper.

It was also infested with Zubats, Geodude and other such pests.

“Gah! Damnit, not again!”

The rock that Ash had tripped over glared at him before rolling off in a huff.

“I thought you were supposed to be using that blindfold to practice Aura Sight?”

“It’s hard, damnit! If I leave the blindfold on, I can’t see the real rocks well enough, and if I take it off, then I can’t tell which ones move all over the place!”

“Twit.”

“What?”

“You heard. Put it over one eye, idiot.”

Ash stared at Pikachu. “You… couldn’t have mentioned this earlier, perhaps?”

The rest of the group just shook their heads.

“He may be training as an Aura guardian, but he’s still as stupid as the Ash we all remember…” Misty muttered to them.

Brock nodded. “Tell me about it… it’s like he’s a different person in a battle, though.”

You have one new text message.

Ash and Pikachu stopped staring at one another in mutual exasperation, and turned to Ash’s backpack. Neither made any other move. Rolling his eyes, Riolu reached into the backpack and drew out the Pokédex.

“Let’s see… says ‘Battle in ten mins, will be filmed so the Boss gets why we’re focusing on you, don’t break character. J,J,M,A,W,G.’ Huh. These are the guys you told me about?”

Ash took the device from his newest Pokémon. “Yeah, but… I didn’t expect there to be that extra letter… hey! Maybe that thing they left us was their phone number or something!”

Brock slapped his forehead. “We. Are. Idiots. How we didn’t see that one coming…”

Ash was concentrating hard. “Extra letter… and it’s a G. Initial G… Team rocket…”

This would normally be a chancy prospect for him, remembering such a detail over a five year gap.

“It must be James’ pet Growlithe!”

Ash had seen his entire life twice, most recently less than two months ago.

Misty looked relieved. “Well, a Growlithe we can handle. Okay, everyone, looks like we’re ‘on’, then.”


“Mwa ha ha ha!”

Jessie’s maniacal laughter rang out across the sparsely wooded, grassy plain, and Ash’s companions prepared themselves for yet another Team Rocket encounter.

The month or two of break had been nice for Ash, at least. He’d never gone more than a week or so without meeting the team since his eleventh birthday, and by twelve they were often multiple times a day.

But enough of reminiscing. Ash gasped dramatically.

“That symbol… Are you members of Team Rocket?”

Well, maybe a bit of reminiscing. It was kinda fun.

“That’s right, brat!”

James joined in. “Now, pay attention.”

The two emerged from the trees, trailed by their three Pokémon, or two Pokémon and third team member depending on if you asked Meowth.


“Prepare for trouble!

Make it double!

To protect the world from devastation!

To unite all peoples within our nation!

To denounce the evils of truth and love!

To extend our reach to the stars above!

Jessie!

James!

Team Rocket, blast off at the speed of light!

Surrender now, or prepare to fight!

Meowth! That’s right!”


Ash looked askance as the trio. “You going to do that every time?”

James smirked. “Maybe, maybe not. But it was certainly handy this time, wasn’t it?”

Ash angrily began, “What do-” before being interrupted by Misty.

“Guys, look around!”

Brock saw it first. “They’ve boxed us in! There’s fire in every direction!”

Jessie joined her counterpart in a cocky grin. “Yes, there is. All thanks to Growlie, and of course the fact that you’re twits enough to let us get through the whole motto.”

James nodded. “Now, Growlie, split them up with a little Flare Blitz.”

The sound of tearing silk was all the warning the group got. Diving to the sides, Ash and his Pokémon were separated from Brock and Misty by a wall of fire and molten stone. The cause skidded to a halt in front of James, revealing to all and sundry that yes, James now had an Arcanine.

Ash was already scrambling for his gloves – luckily for him, he’d been wearing the boots as a quick form of training. Just make relative gravity for you slightly higher than normal, you build up muscle at an amazing rate. “Damn, this isn’t good. Any way we can link up again?”

Brock and Misty were sending out their own, sadly short by their estimation, teams. “Steelix can’t take the heat, and Geodude’s too small. Misty?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I’ll have a go – ack!”

Poison clouds began to fall on the separated groups from overhead, as well as a rain of Poison Sting barbs. “Steelix! Block the barbs! Geodude, set up a sandstorm to blow away the poison!”

Misty gasped for breath, before grabbing a handkerchief and tying it over her mouth. “That’s not much better.”

“I’m working with two Pokémon here, like it or leave it.” huffed Brock. “At least we have a Steel type.”

James’ voice floated over the sound of the roaring fire. “Thanks for reminding us. Growlie, Fire Blast!”

Misty turned in shock. That’s not good! “Starmie, Ice Beam on Steelix! Staryu, Goldeen, best water attack as a counter to the fire!”

Steelix started to glow cherry red as the leading edge of the attack approached, before the water and ice attacks blunted the worst of it to result in an uneasy stalemate barely within safe temperatures.


The poison duo had floated over to the other side of the firewall. It was clear what was going on, Arbok was wrapped around Weezing for better mobility.

Ash had a problem here, he had no Steel type like his friends did.

He rapidly released his team anyway, throwing the balls one handed as he pulled the other glove on with his teeth.

“Pidgeot, can you blow away the gas?”

“Easily.”

“Without fanning the flames?”

“…not quite so easy, but still manageable.”

“Good, now-”

Meowth leapt onto Pidgeot from above and started clawing. “Not forgotten me, had ya?”

“Ack!” Ash scrambled for a solution. “Riolu, get Meowth off there! Butterfree… see if you can handle the duo in the sky.”

No sooner had he spoken than Arbok uncoiled and leapt off, plunging deep into the ground.

Ash’s mind flashed, discarding plans and modifying others. There was only one choice. “Ergh… Butterfree, stay up there. Confusion if you can get in range. Pikachu, can you take the snake?”

“Yes, I most certainly can.”

“Good. As for the Arcanine…”

Ash pulled on his new gloves. “I’ll handle that.”

“Ash! Wait!”

Ash charged, feeling the power in the gloves beginning to surge and heedless of the calls of his Pokémon. Everyone else was occupied… he needed to stop Growlie before Brock lost his Steelix…

The strange icy detachment of battle descended, a zen-like state… but merged with training so that body knew what to do without instructions, and yet mind whirred too fast for the body to keep up.

“Force! Palm!”

Ash’s aura-enhanced blow blasted Growlie off his feet and sent him rolling over and over into the brush, before the Legendary Pokémon pawed the ground and charged back at him.

Ash took the roaring blow of the Flare Blitz, feeling it’s heat surge up his crossed arms – defended with what looked/felt like a bastardized Reflect and some elements of Endure – before launching a kick that threw Growlie once more.

He was running high on adrenaline and Aura, using it to reinforce his body and empower his blows, fighting as an Aura Guardian, and in this perfect state he could fight one of the most powerful kinds of Pokémon – and he could win.

So long as it was dealt with in only a few seconds, of course.

Oh bugger, he’s getting back up again.

Growlie shook his mane, rolling back to his feet, and began to gather the heat for another Flare Blitz…

And was blasted far enough back that Jessie and James had to step out of the way of his rolling form, by three Water Gun and a purple Dragonbreath.

Ash collapsed to his knees in exhaustion – note to self, remember you’re not quite eleven yet – as the rest of Team Rocket’s Pokémon fell back past him, pursued by his vengeful team, and Brock and Misty steamrolled past on his other side.

“Well, it looks like you held out this time, but you won’t be so lucky forever!” Jessie called, while James hauled Growlie into the basket of a balloon hidden in the brush. The rest of Team Rocket piled in, and Growlie bit through the mooring cable, sending the entire contrivance shooting up into the air at ludicrous speeds.


“What the hell?”

Pidgeot answered for them. “Double balloon, Hydrogen on the inside, Helium outside. I saw a few near Pallet. Incredibly fast riser if it’s set up properly, and I think they recalled their Pokémon as it took off. They’re long gone.”

“Flipping hell… They’re more competent than I expected.”


“No.”

But-

“NO. I don’t care how much you’re all inexplicably fans of it, we are NOT doing sumo wrestling next.”

What’s your problem with it? Arceus looked hurt.

“You all weigh at least eight times as much as I do, for a start!”

Oh, all right then. Badminton?

“Why not Monopoly?”

Dialga perked up, and rushed over holding a small metal boot.

Fine. Have it your way, we’ll play Monopoly. Red and Blue version?

“Pardon?”

I said Kanto version?

Sir Aaron looked suspicious for a moment. “Sounds alright.”

Okay, Dialga gets the boot, Palkia has the car, I get the Growlithe, and that leaves you the bowler hat.

“It’s not as good as my proper hat. My proper hat does cool things, like-”

Sh. The readers don’t know yet.

“Readers?”

Arceus, creator of All, looked distinctly shifty. Nothing.


The tape wound to a close with the ground receding at a breakneck pace, before the image cut out.

Giovanni allowed himself a small smile. And then, seeing the trepidation on the faces of the agents who’d presented it, widened it into a full – though still exquisitely controlled – grin.

“Well, well. I am most impressed. So, you seem to have chosen something of a difficult target this time, but then you’ve shown quite… astonishing skills. I must say, using the chivalry of a hero against them seems to be quite the innovation, though I doubt it would work on the conventional police we normally deal with.”

His face hardened. “Now. On to more detailed business. First, why did you choose them in the first place?”

Jessie spoke, her voice slightly uncertain. “We first met him a couple of months ago, in Viridian. At the time he had only the Pikachu, and he was able to shut down our plan before we even initiated it. With this to consider, we tried to get hold of heavier firepower to overwhelm him.”

James took over. “And as you can see, it almost worked. We managed to occupy every one of their Pokémon, despite fighting at more than two to one odds against some real rarities like that Pidgeot and the Riolu he got from who knows where, and were only beaten by that weird thing he did where he beat up Growlie and took the pressure off.”

Giovanni frowned. “Yes, that was the most troubling bit. He said ‘Force Palm’, yes?”

Meowth nodded along with the humans. “Yep, I tink so, though I was more concentrating on fightin’ off that Riolu.”

Giovanni made an understanding noise. “Fortunate that the cameras captured it, then. Yes, that’s quite troubling. Not only did this ‘Ash’ use a Pokémon move – moreover, a move that as far as I know is unique to a very few Pokémon, but he also took a Flare Blitz head on. That is not something I like to have happening among my foes. Then you have to consider that these gloves,” He rewound the tape and paused at a point where Ash was in full light, during his charge, “resemble quite closely those of the legendary hero Sir Aaron. It may well be that he is possessed of the same talents as that legend. Very disquieting, especially as he is in possession of, as you say, both a Pidgeot and a Riolu.”

Giovanni fell silent. After almost a minute, James spoke up.

“Anything else, Boss?”

“Hmm? Oh, yes. That Arcanine of yours, I want it.”

James jerked as if stung. “Boss?”

“You heard me. Hand him over, he’s clearly an exceptional specimen of the species if his Flare Blitz can melt rock. That’s the kind of firepower that Team Rocket needs. And it needs it where the higher ups can access it. The Pokémon, please.”

James reached for the Poké ball on his belt, hesitated, then drew his hand back again. “No – n, er, I… No.”

“You are sure of this? Defying your leader?”

Jessie and James shrank back, and Meowth fell off his chair, as the leader of Team Rocket rounded on them. “W-we’d never defy you, Boss!”

“Then hand over the Pokémon. Need I remind you of our motto? Our real one?”

The trio shook their heads. “Steal Pokémon for profit. Exploit Pokémon for profit. All Pokémon exist for the glory of Team Rocket.”

“Then what’s the problem? Will you defy me over this trifle? You can most certainly requisition more and more diverse Pokémon from the team pool.”

Jessie and James looked at one another, then both shared a glance at Meowth. The three nodded to one another and, visibly trembling, James gave their answer. “With all due respect, Boss, you’ll never get Growlie. He’s… a good friend of mine.”

Giovanni glowered at them for a moment more, then suddenly smiled. A genuine one this time, full of warmth. “Very good. You pass.”

Crash! Jessie and James fell off their chairs.

“Ya mean to say dat was a test?” shouted the irate Scratch cat from the floor, before flinching as Giovanni’s Persian bared his fangs.

“Well, yes. That stuff about profit is all very good for the grunts, but we have a broader mandate than that. We’re about control, yes, but for that we need to have somewhere to control. And you three have – perhaps astonishingly – just qualified for Executive status. The lowest rung, perhaps, but you’re privy to the true purpose. It’s even in the public motto – layers within layers. Protect the world from devastation. We need the place standing to get anywhere in it, and so we have the secondary purpose of finding global threats and stopping them. Working with heroes is a must for that, even taking on many of their traits. Something you just displayed rather well.”

Giovanni tossed the trio small badges. “Here, these are your new rank insignia. As of now, your task is to build up your cell, trail this ‘Ash Ketchum’, test his strength every so often, and try to lead him into getting involved with stopping any new regional or global scale threats. Oh-” and he smiled at them again, “Don’t boast about any of this to the other members. You might need to sacrifice other Rocket plots to the hero you’re trailing, after all, and we don’t want people slacking off.”


AN: Team Rocket is competent! And actually plan things out. Same for the main organization, too, as there has to be someone to corrupt. And to make money off. Team Rocket plans aren’t aimed at destroying the world, or even changing it much - just repositioning themselves in it.






7. Chapter 6


Brock tossed the Poké ball between his hands. He’d caught his Crobat earlier that day, and found that he was more or less the same as memory stated, but with the addition of Cross Poison - apparently from training at the Pewter Gym.

“You going to keep doing that?”

Brock nodded, not taking his eyes off the small red and white sphere. “It’s nice to know another friend’s back with you, you know? Feeling exuberant is only natural.”

“Yeah, whatever. Hey, Misty?”

“What is it, Ash? Planning for Cerulean gym already?”

“Pretty much, yeah. Want me to restore your Gyarados for you before the battle?”

“You would just love that, wouldn’t you, Ash Ketchum? A water/flying type? Not a chance. I’ll just use what I have and what the gym has.” Misty began to grin evilly. “Actually, what about if we make it a 3 vs 3 match, three independent battles?”

“Sounds interesting. So you mean I can’t just sweep you with Pikachu?”

Misty winked. “That’s certainly the plan.”

“Spoilsport.”

“You already called the Vermillion team leader, you don’t get to have them all.”

“Not another word from you, Riolu!”

“Make me. Bleah!”

Ash sighed deeply as the two Pokémon riding on his shoulders had a shouting match that began to devolve somewhat into a cringe-inducing slap fight. “I might have preferred it when I didn’t have the translation…”

“Oh, it’s sometimes inconvenient, but the benefits more than make up for it, right? To say nothing of last night’s display!”

Ash nodded, feeling self conscious. “Last night’s display” had been a three way mock battle between him, Pikachu and Riolu. Aura flaring, Protect, Detect, enhanced close combat blows… and Ash had finally managed to recompose his Aura, paralyzing Riolu with an electrically imbued Force Palm that had unfortunately also locked up his own left hand, so hence the victory had gone to Pikachu seconds later.

The next step would hopefully be preventing that backlash.

But the fireworks involved had been quite impressive, actually lighting up the sky almost as much as the jury rigged moon rocket that had soared up early the next morning.

Damn Clefairy…

“How far is it to Cerulean from here?”

Misty glanced around at the terrain. “I’d say… about a day’s walk, maybe a little less.”

“Right, so a long way still to go. Good to know.” Ash took a small notebook from Aaron’s bag, labelled “medical use of Aura”, and held it up to the Pokédex scanner, flipping through the book at speed so the entire thing could be recorded. “Got it?”

OCR complete. Audiobook version ready.

“Thanks.” Ash then pulled a recessed headphone out of the side of the red device, slotting it into his ear. He had decided that listening to Aaron’s notes while walking would save at least a little time.

The use of Aura to heal or treat wounds is one of the earliest uses of all, dating back at least a thousand years to when the use of internal Aura was called “Ki”. The “Ki-dancers”, as Aura adepts were known at the time, were capable of pushing their own Aura into that of an injured person to supercharge the body. While this was relatively ineffectual compared to the effect of healing magic or the Recover psychic power, it was nevertheless amazing to the peoples of the time, allowing healing rates in excess of three times natural. This, however, was only really possible with diseases, and gross physical trauma was extremely difficult to handle…

The audio file went on, Ash listening to the accumulated knowledge of generations of Aura manipulators. The bit about reinforcing the body to make broken bones less likely or even temporarily “splint” them with solidified Aura was… intriguing, especially as Ash had broken all the bones in his left arm at least once since Pewter city alone.

Hang on… was that how the Bone Rush technique worked?

That had interesting implications.


“Right, the first stage of building an Aura Sphere is to get used to releasing power constantly, and then being able to stop it when it starts to protest the amount being fed in. I mean, it’s possible to overload them to slightly ridiculous levels, but the basic attack is pretty constant in size.”

Pikachu frowned in concentration, blue Aura flickering more or less randomly. “So that’s the first step for a usable attack?”

Ash waved his hand; maybe yes, maybe no. “Technically speaking, the first stage is an attack on its own, but it’s not very often used because it’s a constant release of several times the power of a Force Palm per second, for only a little absolute increase in damage capability. It’s just inefficient, especially compared to other melee attacks.” Ash stopped for a second and put a finger ponderingly on his chin. “You might have a point though, as perhaps it could be modified to act as some kind of booster on other attacks, having an Aura curtain around the body. But if you experiment in that I recommend using your own element first.”

Pikachu nodded, still trying to even out the little surges and dips in his flow. “What are the other stages?”

“Second one’s containing it, that’s when it stops being nearly so wasteful. It sort of fills up a shell and then stops – the natural size it takes is the one with the least energy, smaller ones are more powerful and focused, while larger ones just sort of explode… violently… when they hit basically anything more solid than a good fog.”

“That’s different to any other attack in the universe how? I seem to recall a Bite attack blew up once.”

“Okay, good point. But at least this one detonates towards the target.” Ash formed a standard Aura Sphere with an effort of will, and held up the gently glowing blue ball. “As this is, it’s a good melee attack, but the third step is the most useful one. It gives it a gyroscopic spin,” Ash demonstrated by setting it gently whirling for a second, “and it can hence be thrown properly. It also gives it the punch and penetration power that make it work so well against otherwise tough materials like steel and rock.”

Ash formed another sphere in the other hand and spun it up, then threw them in succession at a convenient dead tree. The first wobbled unsteadily through the air and detonated when it hit a twig, producing a concussive wash of air that snapped a few small branches, but little else.

The second flew arrow-straight and blew a crater halfway into the trunk, sending splinters all over the clearing and producing an ominous creak.

“Wow.” Pikachu commented absently, his Aura stream now a little more constant.

“There are other tricks to it – for example the fourth stage is to add a pattern to the central component that tracks an Aura signature and adjusts the path. That can’t be evaded, but it can be dodged or decoyed into an obstacle, especially if it’s already gone a long way and is slowing down. It’s called terminal attack manoeuvres, I have no clue why, I just call it never-miss. I’m still working on that one.”

Finally getting frustrated, Pikachu switched to electric Aura and produced a steady flow, before wrapping it in a globe and throwing it into the ground. “There. I did it, now can I get some sleep?”

“Wow, you managed to use Electro ball for three times the normal energy cost, go you.” Riolu snarked from his perch on a tree branch.

“He’s got a point, Pikachu, the reason you’re practicing with blue Aura is to avoid getting into bad habits.”

“I don’t care, I managed a steady flow and I’m using that as a learner step.”


“Unfortunately all our Pokémon are too tired, so why don’t you accept this Cascade badge?”

Misty ground her teeth. They’d arrived several hours before last time, and yet still her sisters were giving up without a fight.

Well, screw that.

“I’ll fight him!”

Daisy glanced round. “Oh, look, the runt. Why should we let you?”

“Because I’m as much a Gym Leader here as you three, I did the test too!”

Ash leant over to Brock. “Test?”

“You have to fight the Elite Four, your advantage is knowing their order of battle. I think I heard that Misty flattened Bruno and Lance, whereas I only managed to take Lorelei, and that was a close one.”

“Wow…”

Brock grinned. “You should see the Elite Four entrance tests. They involve legendaries…”

Ash looked over at the massive argument that was developing in the centre of the room, now involving all four ‘Sensational Sisters’.

“I’d certainly prefer to earn the badge if there’s a choice…”

Misty nodded at the words, before walking off into the bowels of the gym, apparently deciding to simply ignore her sisters. She returned a minute or so later with two Poké balls, and added a third into her collection from her belt.


“The battle will be three matches, each one on one. Neither winner nor loser may join another match. Understood?”

Ash gave a wide smile. “Perfectly!”

“Right. Choose your first Pokémon, challenger!”

Hmmm… Pikachu, it’s best to wait till the end before using him… Pidgeot’s honestly a little too big for the gym… “Go for it, Riolu!”

The little Pokémon nodded to him, hopped onto one of the floating platforms and took a stance.

Misty nodded. “Starmie!”

Oh crap.

“Riolu! You haven’t learned any Dark type moves, perchance?”

Riolu had Shadow Claw, which would do some damage at least, but the real danger was offensive Psychic attacks. A Dark type move would allow for countermeasures against it, were one available.

“Nope… damn it.”

“Right, Misty is sneaky as all get out. Just… do your best.”

“Planning on it.” Riolu closed one eye, allowing him to mix Aura with regular sight.

Brock had moved to the side of the pool; the trio were essentially ignoring the Sensational Sisters by now. “Begin!”


Riolu immediately dove into the water as a thunderbolt sizzled past, before grabbing back onto the platform and detonating an incoming Water Pulse with his own Aura Sphere.

The plucky little Pokémon had a problem. He was a close range fighter, and his opponent was not only skilled at ranged combat, but was psychokinetic.

Well, where there’s a will and all that…

Riolu was forced to try out something new. He’d discussed the possibility with Ash and Pikachu, but the three had never tested it. There was a first time for everything.

He skidded across the slick platform, dodging another Thunderbolt, an Ice Beam and slicing through a pulse of Psychic force with hastily formed Shadow Claws. Only his running Detect through the open eye let him dodge through the gap thus created, and he heard a gasp from the other three Gym Leaders.

Wait till they get a load of this!

Riolu sprinted forward, not stopping at the edge of the platform… and ran across the water on blue-glowing feet.

“What the hell?” That was Misty. Apparently she hadn’t heard. What a pity.

Okay, got one shot at this, that Starmie’s currently low down enough to reach.

“Starmie! Get up, away from him!”

“Too late! Eat Shadow Claw!”

The flickering phantom claws that extended from the little nubs on Riolu’s wrists bit deep, one of them scoring a line across the core and a third of the way through it before another psychokinetic pulse threw him back into the water.

Okay, so much for plan… what is it by now, F? Riolu formed yet more plans in his trained mind, discarded two of them because he didn’t know Starmie’s entire moveset and another thanks to the absence of a convenient palm tree, then decided to just wing it.

Barely had Riolu broken the water’s surface when another Thunderbolt sizzled in to attack from the hovering Starmie.

I thought this was the water gym!

Oh well, this can help. His eyes flashed. Copycat!

Eyes widened all over the gym as Misty’s Starmie was blasted with a high power lightning bolt, it’s core dimming from a steady glow to more of a flicker.

Riolu was hardly unscathed, of course – he had had to absorb the power of the bolt first – but felt triumphant as he began to charge another Aura Sphere.

And then the starfish glowed softly, and the core shone brightly once more.

Oh, damn and blast it, Recover!

His hastily thrown Aura Sphere blocked the Psychic, and his Aura Sight prevented any effect from the Confuse Ray, but a trio of Water Pulses in rapid succession slammed him into unconsciousness and deep into the water.

Brock dove into the pool from the referee spot, retrieving the little Aura user before he swallowed too much water, and had Lily carry him to the Gym infirmary.


“Not the best start, perhaps, Ash?”

“Shut up! I believe in my team, we’ll make it yet!”

“So you say. Well, pick your next Pokémon.”

“Butterfree!”

“Okay, Seel!”

Misty’s two present sisters gasped in shock. “Misty! What are you doing with Seel, he’s not a combat Pokémon!”

“Butterfree… do as you see fit. You know your own style better than I do.”

“With pleasure!”

“Seel! Double Team and Safeguard!”

Butterfree watched from above as the seal seemed to shatter into a half dozen copies, which began to glow softly. Well, a defensive strategy is it, then?

Butterfree began smoothly tracing a complex path in the rafters, dodging the occasional Aqua Jet or Water Pulse attacks being launched up there by the Cerulean Gym’s Seel. Butterfly Dance again… It’s a good start in long range battles, let’s see how long before she notices.

“Seel, Natural Gift!”

What does that do ag-

Ocrap.

Butterfree broke the Dance and went into a falling-leaf manoeuvre as a blast of flame scarred the ceiling.

I now officially hate Occa berries.

Misty had pulled a huge basket of the things from somewhere, and was tossing them to Seel whenever he needed to reload.

The butterfly thought for a second, and called upon a tailwind to give him a speed boost.

This will be ironic.

“Okay, Seel, Natural Gift again!”

The Seel blinked as a pale blur snatched the berry out of midair, gulping it down before turning to face them as the spice flared off heat, his body temperature dropping with it’s lack to the minimum safe for his species. Hah! So much for my Fire weakness! Bug Bite is such a handy move sometimes.

Misty shrugged before giving new orders to the Cerulean Gym Seel. “Aurora Beam.”

Why, Arceus, why?

“Ice Shard as well.”

Somehow Butterfree avoided being hit as the barrage of Ice attacks covered over the ceiling with a thick rime.

Okay, enough with the running and hiding, it’s time to take the initiative. Sunny Day!

The translucent roof of the Gym began to glisten with the supernaturally intense sunlight that the move called down.

“Seel, use Rain Dance!”

I said Sunny Day.

The incipient rainclouds cleared away from the Gym.

“Hail!”

Once more, I said.

Sunny.

Day.

The weather roiled above the Gym for a few seconds, before expanding circles of clear sky pulsed outwards and banished all the clouds within about twenty miles.

“Fine, then. Ice Beam!”

Solarbeam!

The bolts of glowing light collided about halfway to the roof of the Gym and detonated, blasting shattered ice and snow outwards.

As the humans flinched away from the cloud of diamond dust that resulted, a sparkling wind blew lazily down towards Seel, who dodged the attack despite vision obscured by sparkling ice crystals.

Unfortunately for Misty, that wasn’t the point of the attack at all – or at least not the only one.

Butterfree glowed, the secondary effect of Silver Wind infusing him with natural Aura.

Time for an end to it. Aerial Ace!

Seel was hit a glancing blow on the flank by the speeding butterfly – going fast enough that the wind shock produced managed to clear away most of the dust in the air along his path.

Barely had he noticed when Butterfree bore in again from a different angle, this time releasing an Energy Ball on the way past that blew Seel into the air.

Now Seel was out of his element, Butterfree wasn’t about to let him back in, and peppered him with Energy Balls from enough angles at high enough speed that the little water Pokémon was effectively juggled.

“No! Seel, Aqua Ring and then Disable!”

Butterfree wasn’t going to let that happen, and used the sunlight still pouring into the room to launch a massive Solarbeam, one that shot Seel into the pool and hence drenched everyone in the room.

Brock lowered his hands from protecting his face, and stared at the devastated room. “Er… Butterfree wins the battle for Ash’s team, the score is tied…”

Ash jumped in the air. “Yeah, nice work Butterfree!”

Misty and her sisters were staring at the ice sculptures all over the ceiling, the water dripping down the walls and the occasional crack in the tiling.


Ash startled them out of it. “Well, Misty? Third match?”

“Er, yeah. Send out your choice!”

Ash nodded. “Pikachu! Go for it!”

“Chinchou!”

The little angler Pokémon materialized on one of the platforms, with Pikachu on the other.

“Chinchou, eh? Not one I remember seeing before, is it one of the Gym Pokémon?”

“Yes it is, Ash, and I chose her especially to beat Pikachu!”

“Pikachu can’t lose against a water type! Thunderbolt!”

Pikachu nodded, and sent a Thunderbolt snapping downrange.

It did absolutely jack.

“What the hell!” Ash shouted indignantly.

“I second that!”

Chinchou has the ability Volt Absorb, meaning it’s not harmed by electric attacks but is in fact healed by them, Dexter chimed in.

“Damnit! So what does work on them?”

Not much. Grass attacks, ground attacks, everything else is not much use. And what’s more, some of them can absorb water to heal.

“Surprised, Ash?” Misty called over at him. “I knew you’d use Pikachu, so I got Chinchou out from the tanks. Of course I prepared to deal with any of the Pokémon you have, I know what they are!”

Ash groaned. How had he not remembered? Misty was hardly going to just let him take the badge. This was even worse than if she’d found a Wooper in there, though the lack of ground attacks was at least something.

“Need a little help here!”

Ash looked back up, and saw Pikachu scampering around on his platform dodging salvos of light that looked like Ice and Signal beams. “Okay, I have an idea. First, see if you can get onto the roof!”

Pikachu complied, making for one of the still dripping walls. Chinchou got there first, however, freezing the walls and making them too slick to get up. Pikachu replied by firing another sizzling Thunderbolt at his foe.

It didn’t do anything, but it made him feel better.


Ten minutes had elapsed.

Pikachu was starting to get really annoyed by now. The constant dodging was getting on his nerves, though he had managed to catch the Thunder Wave sent at him by Chinchou in his Lightningrod ability and avoid getting paralyzed.

Ash had explained his plan over the few brief snatches they could seize while Misty couldn’t hear, and the first part was still getting to the ceiling for cover.

Up to now, though, there’d been essentially nothing he could do to get up there – the wall was slick, his legs weren’t developed enough for Bounce and he had no wings.

“Pikachu, I have an idea!”

“About time.”

“Hit the wall as hard as you can! Try to shatter enough of the ice!”

Pikachu simply nodded. He had just the new move, too.

Volt Tackle was a simple concept – slam yourself into the opponent while covered in lightning – but actual execution was somewhat more complex. The electricity had to be used to propel the movement of the user, and be released properly on impact. There was a reason that it was normally only Pichu and their evolutions who learned the attack, as it was hard to do properly without their internal voltage stores they could use as the leading edge of the electron envelope.

Pikachu was currently performing it with the lightning replaced by his newly mastered steady flow of electric Aura, making it a much more powerful version of his Double-Edge. It had some minor difficulties.

Oh holy Arceus, my face feels like it’s on fire!

The entire gym shook as Pikachu hit the wall like a freight train, the ice on that wall shattering and the sculptures on the ceiling, already dripping with melt, shook dangerously.

Fortunately nothing actually fell.

Pikachu shook himself back to muzzy awareness after the impact, reflexively (training had some benefits, after all) forming an Iron Tail to bounce away the Signal Beam that Chinchou fired his way.

Where am I, and what kind of building hit me?

“Pikachu! Get up the wall!”

Oh, now I remember. I hit it. Pikachu shook his head to clear it. Thank goodness I’m good at climbing.

The electric mouse dug his claws into the spiderwebbing fractures along the wall of the gym battle chamber and hopped up to the roof, hiding away from attack in the ice sculptures.

I have a couple of minutes before she can beat her way in… more than enough time.


Misty stared up at the roof as yellow lightning began to crackle around the cloudy image of the mouse, forming into an indistinct circle as she watched.

“Ash? What’s going on?”

“Oh, I think Pikachu’s just using Charge at the moment… nope, that’s the other move now.”

“What other move? No electric type attack can hurt Chinchou!”

“Well, see, I was thinking that there’s no way he can win so long as there’s water for Chinchou to heal with.”

Ash broke off for a second as Pikachu leapt out into clear air, three circles of lightning independently rotating around him.

“So we decided to get rid of it. Pikachu, Volt Crash!”

The three circles locked together into one at a horizontal angle, and a bolt of electricity at least a foot thick blasted down into the Cerulean Gym pool, evaporating the lot in a massive steam explosion.

Volt Crash had a major drawback – that as Pikachu wasn’t fully evolved, one use completely discharged his voltage sacs for almost a minute. But that wasn’t a problem in this fight.

Misty doubled over, hacking and coughing from the dust in the air.*cough*“That Hyper beam-“*cough*“variant, you actually”*cough*“finished it?”

“This morning, Pikachu told me he had it done. We wanted to save it for a special occasion. Now, Earthquake!”

“My pleasure!” Pikachu clapped his paws together in mid air and then drew his right back, burning with a blue flame.

Misty’s hair toinged out. “Can he even learn that?”

“It’s just the ground shaking, not terribly hard to fake.”

Pikachu slammed into the ground, balled fist first. The building shook, ice rained down, the grounded Chinchou flinched – and the cracks in the walls grew wider.

Ash noticed it first. “Crap, everyone out! The roof’s about to cave in!”

The four Sisters, Ash, Brock and the Pokémon not involved in the battle fled through the emergency exits as the roof fell in pieces on the combatants.

Pikachu was able to dodge all the bits and, being a chivalrous Pokémon, even broke the one headed for Chinchou in half with a quick Force Palm.

Being a pragmatic Pokémon, he pinned her to the ground with his Iron tail and slapped her in the temples, finally knocking her unconscious.

Holy… that was more effort than I would have liked. I am so glad we won’t be facing any more gym leaders with future knowledge.


“Yes! I got the Cascade badge!”

Misty ran after the laughing Ash, reaching for him with the clear intent to try and strangle him. “It wasn’t enough to destroy my bike, you had to break the Gym as well?”

“Come on, Misty, what else could I have done?”

“That was supposed to be an impossible fight to teach humility, you jerk! The Gyms aren’t just about battles, they’re supposed to be character tests as well!”

Pikachu looked up at Brock. “Really?”

“Yeah, each Gym follows some philosophy usually related to their element. So some of them – like my Rock type – are about endurance and the inability to give up, whereas others are about handling their element, case in point being Cinnabar and their stewardship of the volcano. If someone can beat the Gym anyway, they do get the badge… but that’s not their only purpose. Ash won most of his for his strength of character, not the power of his Pokémon.”

“Ah, okay, gotcha. What are Misty’s sisters doing, then?”

Brock looked across. “Huh. Never seen the Water version of rapid construction before. Looks to me like…” Brock squinted. “Yeah, they’re getting a Vaporeon to manipulate the groundwater in the area and bring up silica, then crystallizing it into opal. It’s only a stopgap, but not bad at all. ‘course, Rock types are better at rapid repair, they have to be as most attacks that work well against Rock also work well against the entire building… I’d guess that Vaporeon is specially trained for construction rather than combat.”


In the trees near Cerulean city, a sinister presence was watching the actions of Ash and his friends…

“Ah, shaddup! I’m only using da binoculars!”

Yes, it was Meowth, who admittedly couldn’t be sinister if his life depended on it. But the binoculars were large and black, so that counts. Right?

Anyway, he was keeping an eye on them because James and Jessie couldn’t.

No, they were far away, leaving Meowth here with only Growlie to keep him company.

“Stupid humans… heading off all the way to Lavender Town, it’s not right… left me with the mutt-”

GRRRR

“Yipe! Sorry, big guy…”


AN: That’s my private theory about the gyms, that their battles are as much about character tests as actual victory or defeat. It explains where Ash got all his from, at any rate.

And Pokemon can help with things other than battle, right? All we see are the combat arts, but in a society like that, there’s presumably many others.






8. Chapter 7


“Well, James? How near are we?”

“I think the exit’s just a bit further south and then… Oh, we should have brought Growlie! He’d be able to light our way through this stupid tunnel!”

“Quiet, or you’ll wake the Zubat… we don’t want that, do we?”

The two shivered. They’d already had to flee from hordes of Zubat no fewer than three times, they did not fancy having to do so again.

The problem was, they were in Rock Tunnel. Which, as anyone familiar with the geography of Kanto will know, is pitch black. They were navigating largely by guesswork and slightly via infrared, thanks to Jessie and her Arbok.

“Well, any more bright ideas, James? Perhaps next time we battle the twerp while directly underneath a powerline?”

James perked up. “Yeah, that might work, actually. The powerline would draw the electric attacks and-”

BAM!

Jessie knocked James to the floor. “And then we collapse it on us, or Magnemite try and beat us because we messed up their power source, or the ground caves in or something. We have terrible luck, remember?”

James was about to retort, when a fluttering noise was heard in the distance. He flinched in an almost Pavlovian reaction

“Oh…”

“Oh, no…”

“We didn’t, did we?” James slumped to the floor in defeat.

Jessie pursed her lips. “Actually… I don’t think so. Look at the time.”

James pressed the button on his expensive watch (He claimed it was a holdover from his time as a rich kid. Jessie suspected he’d stolen it from his room when they picked up Growlie last week, which technically counted) and checked the lit up display. “Looks like it’s the evening. So?”

“So? So? Zubat fly outside at night! We can follow them!”

“Oh, I see. Clever. Weezing,” James sent out the only Pokémon he had at the moment, “Go the direction Arbok’s going. Arbok, follow the bats. Jessie, you and I can grab onto Weezing and that way we’ll know where to go!”


Though they spent almost as much time being chased by the Zubat as vice versa, they did eventually stagger outside into the evening light, north of Lavender Town.

“Next time, we take the balloon!” Jessie ranted.

“Well, how was I to know that Rock Tunnel wouldn’t be lit up like Mount Moon is?”


“Okay, this is the place,” James looked up from his guidebook, “The map note said there were interesting Pokémon around here, which will be a help.”

Jessie snorted. “Tell me about it. We’re just a bit specialized, aren’t we?”

“We’re more diverse than most Rocket teams, we have a fire type!”

Jessie looked sidelong at her teammate. “That’s all very well for the grunts, but we’re Admins now. Remember Domino’s trio, back when they were low Admins?”

“Oh, yeah… Roselia, wasn’t it? And her old team had an Exeggutor and a… Farfetch’d, right?”

Jessie shivered. “That lot were freaky… the girl threw roses, the boy carried a bokken and called himself the “Blue Thunder”, and the father had a palm tree on his head and didn’t shut up about the Orange Islands. There’s working with your Pokémon and then there’s going completely mental, you know?”

James nodded. “When Team Kuno broke up, Domino got so much more sensible, it was amazing…”

“Anyway! Keep a lookout, this trip has a purpose and don’t you forget it!”

“Sure thing, Jess-!”

James tripped over something.

Jessie rubbed her forehead in exasperation. “James, for gods’ sakes, I just said – oh, what’s this?”

James scrambled to his feet to see what he’d tripped over, and was startled to find it was a sleeping Abra.

“Well, not how I guessed we’d find the first possible catch… I suppose that maybe we should…?” Jessie tailed off.

James nodded, but fumbled as he took his new Poké ball – a Luxury Ball, similar to the ones they’d earlier decanted their others into - out of the bag. He dropped it, in fact, completely losing his grip.

With a flash, the Abra materialized below the descending ball and was promptly caught.

The Rockets stared dumbfounded at the ball. James eventually broke the silence. “Well, that’s one way to ask…”

Jessie nodded, before motioning for James to pick up the ball. “Now we’ve done that, we still have to look for a new Pokémon for me, remember? And we have to get back to Cerulean as well, which will take ages…”

Or I could take you there in a second.

James jumped. “Gah! Voices in my head!”

It’s me, dumbass. The Abra that you just ‘caught’, get it? I’m p-s-y-c-h-i-c. Means I can read minds, communicate telepathically and, just incidentally, teleport the lot of us to wherever.

Jessie looked contemplative. “That’s… really cool, actually. Any limits?”

I need coordinates of some description or other, either a memory or an accurate map reference. GPS should do on that score. And I can’t manage teleports between regions… but I can do it pretty often, and when it’s just myself I can be all over the place. Not that I want to, though, too much effort.

“Too much effort? Are you lazy or something?”

It’s genetic. I’m an Abra, not a Vigoroth.

“Fair enough, you did volunteer after all. So, Jessie, any ideas?”

Jessie considered. “I think a type advantage for once would be nice.”

“Sounds good. Hey, Abra! Anything nearby that might qualify?”

Third tree from the left of the signpost pointing the way to Saffron City, now shut it, I was asleep.

The two Rockets looked at the Poké ball in something akin to awe. “He fell asleep in that short a time?”

“Truly he is the slacker god.”

James pressed the mute button on the controls of the Luxury Ball, to let his newest Pokémon sleep. “Well, we best be over there. Weezing!”

Jessie sent out her own Arbok, and they moved carefully towards the indicated tree, senses alert for whatever they would find.

What they found was a small, reptilian Pokémon shivering with terror as it stared at the Arbok transfixing it with a stare, the fear in the youngster’s eyes evident even through the bone sockets she was looking through.

Yes, it was a Cubone.

Jessie smiled slightly. “Looks like the little sweetie is scared…”

The Cubone glanced round at her, and then smacked Jessie’s Arbok into the ground hard enough to leave a dent.

Her smile grew. “Well, I like her attitude!”

James groaned. “Sometimes I don’t like your attitude…”

Jessie chose to ignore that. “Well, little one? Want to come with us?”

Cubone cocked her head to one side, thinking it over. Arbok woozily rose back up from the ground, and frantically shook his head at Jessie. Cubone noticed this, stuck her tongue out at the snake and jumped into Jessie’s arms.

Arbok sighed. Just his luck, the two new members of the team could both beat him up by type advantage. Ah well, at least he was back with Jessie after all those years apart. Why had he ever left? Even if she made dubious decisions now and then, she was generally pretty awesome.

He noticed Weezing laughing at him. Most wouldn’t notice as it sounded like laboured breathing, but when you know a mon…

“Oh, shut up. Levitate isn’t perfect, you know.”


Ash and co. set up on a wooded hill for the night. They’d planned to find a clearing, but the night was rainy and it was easier to just stay under the trees that they’d encountered for the past day or so, leaving the Hidden Village where they’d picked up Bulbasaur and celebrated Ash’s eleventh birthday… well, physically at least. But reuniting with his first one of the normal Kanto starters had been a great ‘present’, he’d been through more with Bulbasaur than almost any other Pokémon short of Pikachu.

Ash privately suspected that last time they’d been too horribly lost to know what day it was. They had, after all, managed somehow to travel from Cerulean to Vermillion without passing through Saffron, which had to mean something was up. And… wait a minute…

Ash flipped open the Pokédex. “Could you give me a map of the Kanto region, please, with Bill’s Lighthouse and the major cities marked on?”

Of course.

Ash traced out a path with his finger. “That’s just silly… last time we actually went north?”

Looks like it.

“Er… where did we pick up Charmander again?”

Another blip appeared on the map, followed by a ‘you are here’ symbol.

Yep. Somewhere near Route 24. That’s due north of Cerulean City, whereas you’re currently somehow to the west.

Ash sighed. “Arceus above, we really suck at finding our way.”

True. I recommend doing aerial reconnaissance tomorrow.

“Sounds good.”

Ash lay back under the waterproof canopy and sighed. The only disadvantage of time travel was that all the getting lost from the first time happened again.

Or at least it did if you were Ash.

Pikachu wandered over. Unlike most of the rest (though like Misty’s Pokémon) he had little trouble with the rainstorm and had been enjoying the way his power flowed more precisely in the beating rain. He had been using it to get in a bit of practice aiming Discharge so it didn’t hit certain places – he thought a radial pulse variant of Shockwave was in the offing.

“So, what’s happening tomorrow?”

“As I recall, we should meet Charmander fairly soon. Probably the day after tomorrow, though.”

“Heh, yeah. He was a real trooper, wasn’t he? Even back then, he sat on that rock for days waiting for that jerk Damian.”

Ash’s face went chalk white. “Days? CRAP!”

“What’s wr-oh. Oh, no.”

Ash fumbled out of his sleeping bag and lunged for his pack, throwing it around one shoulder even as he snatched the Pokédex with the other hand. He grabbed his third ever Pokémon and threw the ball on the run, jumping astride Pidgeot before she had properly materialized. “Pidgeot! North and east, fast! ‘Dex, give me a more precise location, please!”

Bearing 027, thirty miles.

Brock and Misty jerked awake in their own sleeping bags as a rippling BOOM filled the trees. Neither had heard it often, but it was the almost unmistakeable sound of something going transonic very nearby.

“What the hell was that? Brock, is Crobat having fun with Mimic again?”

Brock looked equally confused. “No, he’s asleep, or was… Do you think that was Ash?”

Misty made a disapproving sound. “Well, if it was, I hope he understands how inconsiderate he’s being!”


It was cold. It was wet. It was raining.

These three facts were all that filled the mind of a certain thoroughly miserable Lizard Pokémon, curled up on a rock in the driving rain.

Damian will come. I’m sure of it.

He sneezed as the rain infiltrated his sinuses, before blowing a little flame onto the rock beneath him to keep safe the refuge for his tail flame.

He’ll come. He has to.

Inquisitive Spearow were starting to circle once more. Charmander sent them scattering again with an Ember, but he was running low on energy. They didn’t flee as far as they had before.

Damian… where are you? I’ve become stronger, haven’t I? I’ve stayed out here waiting for you, no food, no protection from the elements, for three days… I wish I knew how much it will take. For you to consider me worthy.

He was feeling sleepy. He didn’t want to go to sleep, he might miss Damian’s arrival… but it didn’t feel as cold, when he was asleep.

Maybe… just a few minutes…

He slipped into grey and black half-sleep, his wariness of letting his tiny tail flame flop into the rain all that staved off deep slumber.

Charmander gradually realized that falling asleep would be a really bad idea, but he couldn’t focus enough to consider what to do.

…I’m sorry, Damian. I wasn’t strong enough.


“There!”


What’s that? Am I imagining things?


A rushing wind, a thump, the sense of cradling arms.


“He’s freezing! Butterfree, I don’t care what it does to the weather patterns, give us some clear skies!”


The rain’s impacts on his scales began to peter out.


I suppose it’s a pleasant dream to have, being rescued. But I feel afraid it’s too late to be a convincing hope…


He returned to bleary awareness what felt like seconds later, but since an intense sun was beating down on him, Charmander assumed he’d spent hours in a comatose state.

“Ah, good! You’re awake!”

Charmander rolled onto a side, looking at the speaker. He found that it was a Bulbasaur standing next to a trio of Pokéballs, only one of them with the indicator light that denoted it being full.

“Who are you?”

Bulbasaur looked saddened by the question for a moment, before replying. “I’m just called by my species name, like most of Ash’s Pokémon. I have experience taking care of sick Pokémon, so I volunteered to watch over you while Ash went to look for some berries with Butterfree.” Charmander looked lost. “Ah, sorry. Ash is my trainer and the one who saved you last night. He barely got to you in time, your flame was all but invisible.”

Bulbasaur broke off for a second and concentrated, blasting away the few wisps of cloud that were beginning to form. “There we go, best thing for a recovering Fire type. Intense sunlight and sunbathing, if nothing better is available. Oh, that reminds me.”

Charmander’s caretaker lifted up a faintly glowing blue leaf in his prehensile vines and dropped it onto the lizard’s tail flame, producing a flare in response.

“Few more magical leaves and you should be much better.”

Charmander rubbed his brow, confused. “Why are you doing this? Why are you helping me?”

A new voice piped up. “Because we’re concerned, that’s all. You deserve better than dying in the rain.”

Butterfree had returned, bearing a Yache berry in his feet. He dropped it in front of their patient. “Eat up. It raises body temperature, it’s exactly what you need.”

Behind the Bug was a large shape that Charmander assumed was the human they spoke of, this “Ash”.

He’d think about that later. For now, it was time to recover his strength.


“Charmander… I want to tell you something.”

Charmander looked around, startled. He’d got much more into eating than he had thought, clearly, if this human had got that close without his noticing.

“This is going to sound strange, probably unbelievable, but…” Ash smiled gently. “This isn’t the first time we’ve met. It’s just the first this time around.”

You’re right, that is unbelievable. What are you even talking about, time travel?

Ash crouched down, took out a small red box and flipped it open. “That’s you.”

Charmander inspected the picture carefully. There was the tiny, almost invisible scar on the tail… there was the eye fleck… everything about the picture was incredibly familiar. It was good evidence, to be sure.

The device spoke as the picture changed. This is also you.

Charmander now looked astonished. That was… certainly not a Charmander. This person was saying that in the future he would evolve into a Charizard? That he wasn’t too weak, too feeble to ever manage such a thing? But Damian had said he needed toughening up… was that right instead? Was it the toughening that led to this evolution?

The human was now looking strangely sad. “I have a certain power. If you want, you can be… sort of reminded of what happened to the Charmander I remember. To the… you I remember. But I’d never do it without your permission.”

Ash sank to the floor, sitting on a tree stump. “So, what do you think?”


“Grrrh, that Ash! I swear he does it to annoy us!”

Misty forced her way through yet another bramble bush, in the direction Pikachu had been pointing that morning. They were trying to find the wayward member of their party, but unfortunately he’d shot off practically directly between the two easiest paths in the area - and this had led to the current circumstance. Brock and Misty using the Pewter man’s heavy hitters to break trail through increasingly hostile terrain, while Pikachu and Riolu made some pretence of scouting despite their anxiety over Ash.

“If it wasn’t bad enough that we got lost barely two days travel form my home town, we turn out to be lost in the same way as before. And we all know what that means, we’ll take two weeks to make a three day trip. And if we take two weeks, then we don’t have time to detour back to Cerulean to grab the particular Magikarp I need, much less see if Ash can evolve it, and that means… grrah! I hate being this specialized! I used to have a Corsola, a Dewgong, a Togekiss! Now all it takes to beat me is a grass or electric type!”

Misty continued ranting for a few more minutes, then calmed down slightly. “Ah well, at least you share my pain, right, Brock?”

Brock cast around desperately for something to divert Misty from remembering that he was in line to have bug, grass, water, fighting, normal and fire types in the course of their journey, many of them in the next year. “Uh…”

He was saved by Pikachu and Riolu suddenly starting to shout, jumping up and down on their tree branch with such energy it looked like it might break.

Misty looked interested. “Well? What is it? Where did Ash go? Is he coming back?”

Brock glanced through his binoculars, then lowered them. “See for yourself.”

With a mighty roar and a pair of slamming wingbeats, Charizard triumphantly landed before them in a clearing of his own making, Ash laughing and waving from his grip on the fire type’s neck.


The enemy approached the shores of Indonesia in a stunning outflanking manoeuvre that took them straight past the defences… from Iceland?

“That’s not how the game works.”

“Pal-kia?”

Sir Aaron sighed deeply. “Boss, back me up on this one.”

I see no problem with it, Knight of Honour.

“Risk does not work this way! He just created a wormhole, for Your sake! And I don’t think Dialga also playing in the past on a second board is very fair, either.”

Once we finish the game, then it’s your turn to decide what we play next again.


AN:The abandonment of Charmander by Damian is probably the single most reprehensible act in the early series. Even more so now that it’s much clearer Pokemon are every bit as smart as humans.

It’s somewhere between a murder attempt and a really vicious betrayal/abandonment.

Also note the butterfly effect kicking in, specifically because a certain butterfly has been messing with the weather.








9. Chapter 8


“Are you Damian?”

The indicated boy paused in enumerating the virtues of his Pokémon collection to turn to the speaker. “That’s me, why? Want a battle?”

Ash smiled. It had very little warmth. “Not me, no. I thought I’d make you aware of a few of the laws here in Kanto, that’s all.”

“What do you mean?” Damian was puzzled. He’d grown up here, of course he knew what the laws were.

Ash flipped open his Pokédex, accessing one of the pages of notes he’d made in preparation. “First up, an old law from well before the invention in Johto of the Poké ball. One that references the position of Pokémon that willingly follow a trainer, as – in fact – in a similar position as household members of a feudal lord, the initial intention being a comparison with hunting dogs and such but for more than just Houndour and Growlithe.”

Damian merely looked confused. “So?”

“I’m getting to that. Second is a UN resolution from the fifties, defining the legal status of a Pokémon as being dependant on the tested intelligence of that Pokémon. Since the intelligence of Pokémon varies wildly within a species, ahem, ‘In cases where the tested IQ and reasoning capacity of a Pokémon falls within the bounds of one standard deviation below the human average or higher, that Pokémon will be considered to be in an equal legal status as a human for all intents and purposes.”

“Still not seeing the point.”

“We’ll get there. But in the meantime… I heard from someone that you had a Charmander. Where is it?”

Damian laughed harshly. “That weakling? I told him to wait for me on a rock out of town, a few days ago. He’s probably still waiting, heh. Fool, I’m not coming back for him.”

Ash glanced at his companions. “You two?”

“Heard and witnessed.”

Damian looked suspicious all of a sudden. “What was that about?”

“Finally, a law from the Tokowuga shogunate that states: In case of a loyal retainer being betrayed unto death by a lord through no fault of his own, and he survive, he may make one return strike if the plot is proven.”

Despite the sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, Damian tried to stay defiant. “And the point of all that is?”

Brock held out a Boulder badge, the special one that confirmed his post. “Gym leader of Pewter, fully accredited by the Kanto League.”

Misty held up her own Cascade badge. “Gym leader of Cerulean, same.”

Ash’s smile was now positively arctic. “Gym Leaders used to be the courts in their areas of jurisdiction; their testimony still holds up legally thanks to the rigorous character tests involved in assuming the position. Your abandoned Charmander is intelligent enough to count as human, and hence a retainer; you left him to die in the rain with malice intent; he gets a return strike; he’s behind you.”

Damian froze, then turned jerkily, looking at about two feet above the ground.

When all he saw was a pair of enormous legs, he looked up. And up.

Charizard waited until Damian was looking him in the eye, terrified and about to pass out, before inhaling massively.

To Damian, there were comparisons to looking down the barrel of a gun. There was a gaping maw, a dark tunnel behind… there was a glow around the bend of the tunnel now, swelling in intensity and transiting from red to orange to yellow to bluish white…

Charizard bent down to bring his huge head to the same height as that of his former trainer… and blew gently, knocking Damian onto his backside with a painful thump.

Then he wrinkled his nose; apparently Damian’s fear had loosened his… let us just call it his ‘control’ and leave it at that.

Ash strolled over to the thoroughly humiliated trainer and pointed his thumb at Charizard.

“He’s a better person than you. How does that make you feel, that – if he hadn’t been willing to forgive you abandoning him to die – you’d be a smear of soot?”

Damian choked out a whimper.

Ash looked down a moment longer, then turned his back. “Come on, guys, let’s head over to route 9. I think that’s where we have to go next.”

And they left him in the dirt, not bothering to spare him even a backward glance.


“Ash… something I want to ask you to do for me.”

Ash looked at Charizard, puzzled. They were stopping overnight in Cerulean City, and Misty was planning on picking up her future Gyarados the next morning. Her Aura training with Ash and Brock had progressed far enough that she could – just – manage a bastardized form of the Sight. It should be enough to tell which of the Magikarp she had a certain connection to… hopefully.

“What is it, then, big guy?”

“You know I trained for years at the Charicific Valley? Well… that’s the thing. I’ll have to approach this slowly.

Do you know what the most destructive elemental type is?”

Ash smirked. “I assume it’s fire?”

“Right. The most powerful two fire type attacks really show this. Most potent of all is the one that won the last World War, used twice by a Pokémon that isn’t just a user of fire but IS fire, in the purest sense of the world. Vinicti was ordered to use V-Generate… and an entire city was wiped away, just like that.”

Ash was astonished. He knew that Hiroshima and Nagasaki had been destroyed, of course… but one attack…

“How do you know this?”

“I was taught it when I first learned the second most powerful of all fire attacks. It’s one I had to submit to strict rules about – it’s incredibly powerful. It’s called Blast Burn, and it is one I absolutely cannot use under my own volition. I must be ordered to use it.”

“I don’t understand, I’m sorry to say… why?”

“Because if a Charizard is strong enough to learn Blast Burn, then a Charizard is strong enough that using Blast Burn will actually strip the atoms of the targeted material of their electrons, turning it into plasma. Much like I heard from Pikachu that his Volt Crash at double power from Charge actually evaporated a swimming pool at point of contact, Blast Burn destroys whatever it hits. There is essentially no exception – even legendary Pokémon do not generally have this level of fire power behind them.”

“Tell you what. Can you show me?”

Charizard nodded. “I believe the peaks of the Rock Tunnel area are sufficiently uninhabited – and I can get there inside an hour.”


“Okay, um. Charizard, Blast Burn!”

For a moment, it was to the eye as if nothing had happened – though Ash could feel his mount’s Aura shifting and roiling with heat. Then…

The air tore as a cone of plasma, a foot wide at Charizard’s mouth and focussing down to needlelike intensity at the target, smashed through it for a terrible fraction of a second. The area of impact didn’t melt, didn’t really vaporize. The energy transfer was too sudden and too fast for that. The entire area simply shattered into tiny chips of granite and rock mush. The heat of the initial attack, however, was still spreading through the shattered region by conduction, melting the entire area down to lava even as it shattered and continuing the process further out.

By the time the effects of the attack were fully visible, it was as a shallow, thirty meter radius crater on the rocky surface of the mountain, mostly full of lava still glowing with heat.

“…holy hell. I see why you wanted to tell me about it, that’s practically unsurvivable!”

“Yes. And what I want is for you to tell me when it’s OK to use. I had a mental block artificially created in my mind – all those who learned the attack did – that means we can’t use it ourselves. And a good thing too, or we’d most likely use it in anger.”

“I’d say it’s unnecessary, but given what we face regularly… Don’t hesitate to remind me of it when the fate of the world hangs in the balance.”


“Freakin’ brilliant. So we follow dem when dey leave Cerulean, and they go west, then north, then east, then south and end up right back where dey started. Sometimes it’s not worth getting’ out of bed.”

Meowth sighed again, then lay back against Growlie’s flank. The wolf’s body heat had been essential during the cold nights outdoors, and the two had developed something of a truce. Meowth would try not to insult the larger Pokémon, and Growlie would warn him when he did.

“…wonder when James and Jessie are coming back…”

bink

Two humans, a cobra, a floating industrial disaster, a small dinosaur wearing a skull and a levitating fox all materialized in an instant.

“Gah!”

The humans promptly fell over, as they’d materialized at a forty five degree angle to the floor.

“Was that really necessary?” Jessie grumbled as she got up.

Yes, yes it was. Well, more amusing really, but it’s all the same to me.

“Oh, hi, guys!” James sounded inordinately cheerful. Could be that he’d never again have to go through Rock Tunnel. Ever. “Er… any progress?”

“Dey caught dat Charizard and Bulbasaur again. Oh, and Ash blew da Cerulean gym roof off.”

Jessie and James looked astonished. “You mean…”

“This happens to them even when we’re not around?”

Jessie jumped into the air, punching it in exuberance. “Yes! It’s not just us who are chew toys of fate!”

James looked morose. “Maybe if we stay away from him for more of the time, our own luck would increase?”

“Hey, dat’s a good idea!”

I suppose we can use my Teleport to get to them whenever we need to, and do our own thing while they’re lost.

Arbok sPoké up. “What about challenging gyms? They seem to enjoy it.”

Jessie looked blank. Meowth sighed, muttering something about speaking lessons for the entire team, then translated.

“You know, that sounds like quite a good idea. Where should we go first?”

James leafed through the guidebook, a surprisingly comprehensive one by a company called ‘Prima’. “Rock…no… Electric? Hell no, they’re going there next… I think Sabrina’s still bonkers… the Water gym is out of commission… Hmm, Grass is a possibility… aha! Koga of Fuchsia town is a Poison trainer. We’ve got a ground type, a psychic and two poisons – one of them with Dig. We have a chance. Oh, and he also uses some bugs. That’s Growlie’s role!”

Jessie nodded. “That’s settled, then.”

“Hey! Whaddabout me?”

Jessie thought for a moment. “I… got nothing. You really need a more varied set of moves.”

Meowth grumbled, and resolved to buy the official guide to his species next time he was in a major city. Surely there was something he could learn…

“Well, since the tw- I mean, Ash, has such a sense of flair… we’ll just go and do our thing and then wait somewhere for him. Not as if we could miss him, and we’re way faster than him now. That okay with you?”

A snore came from Abra’s Poké ball.

“Heh… right, we’ll ask him tomorrow.”

Jessie looked askance at the ball. When did he even get in?

Most of the newly enlarged Rocket cell turned in early, but not all of them. A single figure stayed up far into the night, running through combinations with her club.

I won’t let you down… any of you.

Not after last time someone trusted me.


“So that’s what’s going on, Squirtle. You have the memories of the future back now… what I want to know is if you’re going to be coming with me again.”

Squirtle nodded contemplatively. After a few seconds, he flared his Aura (A trick that Ash certainly hadn’t taught him yet – his training clearly hadn’t been in vain) and struck a pose.

“The reputation of the Squirtle Squad echoes across the land! When people talk about their badass leader, they’re talking about me!”

Ash, Pikachu, Riolu, Misty and Brock all facefaulted.

“Three years since he’s seen you and this is the first thing he does?” muttered Misty.

“Of course I’m coming with you, Ash! I came of my own volition last time, and that’s just not going to change!”

A smaller, goggles wearing Squirtle next to him started going on about his “bro” and how awesome he was.

Riolu shifted over to Pikachu, and whispered in his ear. “Was he always like this?”

Pikachu shook his head, but remembered seeing some anime or other on TV, when Ash was crashing out in a Pokémon centre after going uphill on a Cycling Road or something. “I believe he discovered an anime series or three since I last met him… mostly involving giant robots.”

“Well, now that’s settled… we better get moving. Where next?”

Best you travel by Pidgeot and Charizard. Your next appointment is Cerulean Cape.

Misty looked pissed. “What, we go the exact opposite direction to Vermillion again?”

Don’t blame me, blame the fact that none of you could read a map.

Not willing to allow another argument to take over, Ash took out his two flyers’ Poké balls. “Come on, guys, we’ve got a trip across water ahead of us.”

As he formed, Charizard stretched his wings till they popped. “Aaaaah, that hits the spot. Gotcha, Ash – oh, hey, Squirtle! I see you’ve been training too!”

“We move beyond the people we were a minute before, each revolution of the Earth driving us to improve more than the last!” There was an audible ting of light off Squirtle’s shades.

“…yeah, let’s go with that.”

Pikachu shook his head. “He’s got it bad.”


“Welcome to Fuchsia Gym. I am Koga, the leader, and I will ask you to perform a challenge before I will battle you.”

Jessie, James and their Pokémon listened intently to the rules of the challenge. They were wearing tops with “J” on instead of the rocket R, but otherwise their getup hadn’t changed. The gyms of Kanto allowed anyone to compete, and as long as it took people a few minutes to link them with Team Rocket they could battle the leader and be away with Abra. Well, that was the theory anyway.

There was one member of their group, however, who was less interested than the rest in the explanation being given.


“Jessie’s right. I ain’t no use against a serious battler…” Meowth muttered to himself as he wandered off into the rooms of the gym. “I ain’t human enough, I ain’t any use as a Pokémon… about all I’m good for is translatin’ stuff.”

“Perhaps I can be of assistance.”

“Da hell? Is there another Meowth in here?”

“There is indeed.” A female scratch cat seemed to phase out of the stonework, a headband with a stylized heart design on her brow.

Meowth, with his experience of being hit with nearly every attack in the book and some improvised ones, recognized the effect as a Faint Attack’s precursor stage.

Not that he was paying close attention or anything.

“Er… ya said something about assistance?”

The other Meowth nodded, and stretched sinuously. “You’re depressed, despite your unique skills. I can… remedy that depression quite easily. Come with me.”

He nodded, but looked back almost as soon as he had. “What about da others?”

“They’re taking the gym challenge, I know where they’re going. You don’t think we have to run an obstacle course every time we need a pint of milk, do you?”


“So, that is the basic layout. You have thirty minutes to complete the course, if you want to compete against me in battle. If you do not make it in time, you will have to try again later.”

Koga made a few shapes with his hands and vanished in a puff of smoke.

Tch. Showoff.

James took out his Abra’s ball. “What?”

That was a hidden Koffing making the smoke, he just ran off while he was obscured. Sure, he’s good, but he can’t teleport. Speaking of which…


Koga came out of his body flicker manoeuvre in the main battle chamber of the Fuschia mansion he had claimed as his gym. With a gesture, he activated the cameras hidden throughout the course. He may as well record their amusing antics for later.

bink

The challenging team materialized in front of him, the humans – strangely – upside down.

He’d really have to make sure to disallow Teleport in the future, but he couldn’t deny that was ingenuity.

THUD

“Ow, that hurt! Get off me, James!”

“Not as if I can help anything…” James replied to himself as he righted himself.

“I am impressed with your speed around the course, challengers.” Koga spoke up, reminding them he was standing right there. “Rest assured, it will not be a permissible method to complete the course again, though…”

Abra rolled his eyes. Brilliant…

“Be that as it may, I will now begin the battle. Send out your first Pokémon.”

Koga put actions to words by sending a Grimer onto the field, starting small to gauge his opponents’ mettle.

Jessie’s Cubone walked forward into the centre field unprompted, and gestured to Koga, speaking rapidly in her own species’ dialect.

“What’s she saying? I only understand most Poison types, I’m afraid…”

Abra floated a little higher. She asks for all your Pokémon at once.

Koga stared for a moment. The little dinosaur wanted what?

She is most insistent.

Koga sighed. “Fine. If you want to lose that much, little girl…”

Cubone’s eyes flashed. No one called her that, especially not in that tone!

Koga threw his other Poké balls, assembling his entire team. Venonat, Golbat, Muk, Koffing, and a Skuntank.

“Where did that last one come from?” James exclaimed.

Koga raised an eyebrow delicately.

Looking flustered, James replied shakily, “Er, well, they’re Sinnoh native, right?”

Koga coughed. “A-herm, he was a present from my daughter last Hanami festival.” He shook his head. “Now, are you ready?”

Cubone nodded, then cast aside her Thick Club and walked slowly into the centre of the arena. Raising her head high, she began to speak in what sounded like a chant.

“Bone bone cu Bone cu cu bone…”

Jessie looked befuddled. “What’s that?”

After a few seconds in which Meowth did not volunteer an explanation, everyone noticed he was missing. Cubone carried on with her chant, and Koga’s team watched in interest.

Abra eventually put everyone out of their misery. The first part means, ‘I am the bone of my club…’ but I don’t know what that is supposed to mean, unless… he noticed the currents of energy curling around the arena. Oh, very good. Very good indeed. I didn’t even suspect she knew how to do this!


“My bones are the earth, my skin is the sky.

I have wielded the past of thousands,

Serving life,

Understanding death,

Yet on the razor’s edge between the two.”


“What is it?” James asked in concern. “What’s she doing?”


“My past and future collide on the grassy plain.

I ask for only, the Bones of the hills!”


Abra replied tersely. Reality marble.

And then there was no need to explain, as blue and red fire remade the world into a field of swaying grass, a field of bones, under a stormy sky.

Koga gasped. “What is this?”

Cubone ignored him, staring at her opponents. They looked less sure of themselves now, six on one clearly felt much less safe to them. Finally the Skuntank sPoké up. “What is this? Where are we?”

Cubone smiled, not that it could be seen with the skull in the way. “This is my soul. Tread lightly.”

Then she charged, bones flying into her hand from the great assemblages all around – and back out again just as fast, as she preceded her assault with a series of flying bonemerangs.

“Holy crap!” several of Koga’s Pokémon yelled, flailing desperately at the storm of bones – ribs, tibia, fibula, humerus, scapula and all manner of others.

Cubone was gratified at the effect her distraction was having – and it had certainly served its’ purpose by now, she was in range.

She grabbed a thigh bone that looked like it was off a Snorlax, one that had seemed to just appear as she reached for it, smashed the Grimer into the Koffing, and both out into the edges of her Reality Marble.

“Two down.”

Next she took the spine of some kind of sinuous creature, perhaps a Dragonair, and sliced Muk in half, before throwing it so it carried the discorporate goop into the distance.

“Three to go.”

Venonat was next, and was simply bashed on the head with a long, thin bone club – a measured blow that merely caused unconsciousness. She was careful with those targets with skeletons of their own to break.

“Two left.”

Golbat was high in the air by now, out of range of any throw she could manage with a heavy bone, and started laughing down at her.

“You think to defeat ninja with a single trick?”

Cubone nodded, and snapped her claws together. A storm of knucklebones flew into the air, and peppered the Golbat until he was dizzy. Then they all started sticking to his wings and dragged him down.

“This is my soul, remember? Did you think it would be that easy?”

She idly conjured a Bone Rush staff from thin air and threw it like a javelin, knocking him on the forehead and putting him out for the count.

“One left.”

She looked around for any sign of her final foe.

The Skuntank burst from the floor next to her, having Dug underground to escape the bone blizzard, and captured her in his tail.

“You fought well, but now is the end.” He gloated, moving his tailtip towards her and letting the pilot light flare up for a Flamethrower.

Cubone pointed over her captor’s shoulder. “What is it?”

She simply pointed again.

Sighing heavily, he looked round – and saw an enormous skeletal Tyranitar, rearing back as it roared to the heavens.

“Oh, come on! That’s just ridiculous!”

Skuntank made to flee, but was too late as the construct knocked him out cold with its’ tail.

Cubone freed herself from the limp Skuntank’s Constrict, and looked over her handiwork. She permitted herself a tiny nod of satisfaction.

“I won’t be weak. Not ever again.”

The flames came again, and the savannah grasses became a distant memory. All that was left was her team, the six unconscious poison types – and Koga, mouth open in shock.


“You fought… amazingly well. Here is the Soulbadge.”

As Jessie accepted the badge on behalf of her Pokémon and James scooped up Cubone from the ground, a voice familiar to the Rockets cried out.

“Yes! Yes! My lady Mew, yes!”

Jessie and James cringed in unison. That was Meowth, but it didn’t sound like they wanted to hear where he’d been for the last twenty minutes or so.

Less than a minute later, he walked in with a huge grin, right next to the female Meowth that had originally led him off.

“Guess why da cat’s so happy!”

Jessie mumbled something about not wanting to know.

“Ya don’t wanna? Fine, I’ll show ya.”

The Rockets’ eyes bulged. Did he just say he’d show us?

Meowth drew back his paw, and flung three golden coins into the ceiling.

There was a pause.

“Did you… just use Pay Day, Meowth?” James asked, dumbfounded.

“Well, yeah! This friendly cat here,” He indicated the ninja Meowth, “took da time ta show me what I was doing wrong!”

“Oh, so that’s what you were doing!” Jessie exclaimed, with some relief.

Meowth looked puzzled. “What else would I have bin doing?”

James coughed. “N-never mind about that.”


“Well, that was… strange?” Misty tried, the first to speak for fully ten minutes after they had left Bill’s Lighthouse.

Ash snorted, and moved Pidgeot in closer to his friends on Charizard. “Yeah, strange doesn’t begin to cover it. So apparently the Dragonite that Bill signalled was one of the Chinese Dragon Kings?”

Brock nodded. “Pretty much. Why are you going over all this?”

Ash ground his teeth. “I am trying to maintain my sanity. It’s quite hard. So, to check I wasn’t hallucinating. The dragon king was the dragon king of the south east?”

Misty grimaced. “Yes.”

“And south east of China is…”

Brock covered his ears. “Stop, before I start having flashbacks and fall off, please!”

“I think I could have handled it were it not for the can of Foster’s the size of a small truck.”

After a few more seconds and an almost visible shudder, the travellers shook off the memory of the Australian Dragon King, and set course for Vermillion. Pidgeot was showing off her supersonic speed to the slower Charizard, further burdened as he was by two passengers – but declined when he suggested teasingly that they should swap loads.

She didn’t fancy carrying two humans and their full weight packs, thank you very much!

At least Ash had remembered to catch Kingler before they went to the cape proper… she remembered the crustacean from their league challenge in Kanto, as a good battler. As he had more of a relationship with Oak than with Ash, he’d been sent to the lab until needed – most likely for the Cinnabar Gym challenge. Make no mistake, he was one heck of a battler, but not one of the easier ones to use – unlike most of Ash’s Pokémon, he was a devoted specialist in his type.

Besides, Squirtle covered the Water type already.


A smirk chased briefly across the features of a silver haired woman, in an airship hovering over Verity lakefront. “Interesting… a job in the Kanto region, huh? I’m not impressed with the starting offer, but the second payment is most enticing. And to be able to catch an Arcanine, too… I notice the task is simply that the Pokémon be caught, not what happens to it subsequently.”

She considered a moment more, before coming to a decision. Venturing in range of the skies protected by the Blackthorn clan would be… unpleasant, but she was confident her unique technologies would let her succeed.

“Helm. Change course, head south. Exec. All hands commence combat drills and switch to loadout D on the outer cannons. Remain in cloak until we are over the water.”

Come to think of it… I wonder if the Beasts of Johto, or the Birds of Kanto might make interesting targets as well. It’s been so long since I broke a legend to my will…


AN: Cubone is based in several important ways off Archer from the Fate/Stay Night series. It’s a great game/anime series, and I would recommend it.

I essentially couldn’t resist the “I am the bone of my club” joke, and from there on the entire Reality Marble aria fell into place. It’s an interesting concept, and it says volumes about a person that they use their innermost self as a battlefield.

Hunter J, on the other hand, is a marvelously competent and - above all - vicious adversary. This is perhaps the only person in the entire setting who has no qualms about lethal force.






10. Chapter 9


As the friends circled the port of Vermillion before landing, Misty pointed out the S.S. Anne. “Well, there it is. It’s hard to remember now I loved it so much I built models of it, really.”

Ash had caught most of that, and replied soberly. “I suppose nearly dying onboard a sinking ship would affect that.”

For a moment the group was silent. Then Ash lifted his head, the melancholy mood simply flowing from his face. “Well, time for me to try for another Gym Badge!” He urged his mount towards the ground.

“You never change, Ash…” Brock grinned, and the two gym leaders followed on Charizard.


By the time they had caught up, Ash was already at the main door to the gym and sorting through his Poké balls. “Damnit… no flying types, no water types… that leaves Pikachu, Riolu and Bulbasaur for the gym. You guys okay for it?”

The three nodded, just before Brock arrived on the scene. “You sure you don’t want to borrow one of my Pokémon, Ash? It would help.”

Ash shook his head. “No thanks, I doubt we’ll have much trouble.”


“Well, you’re a bit young to be battling my gym. Any reason for the tiny little Pokémon? You’re not trying the Gym challenge with a newbie team, are you?”

Ash gritted his teeth. The American was incredibly aggravating, even with Ash knowing he could win. “Shut up! I’ve got several evolved Pokémon, it’s just that they’re all water or flying types!”

Lt. Surge looked askance at his challenger. “You’re a peppy one, aren’t you, brat? Fine, then I declare my challenge. You must face me in three separate one on one battles. All three Pokémon you choose must beat their opponent in order to win you the Thunderbadge.”

Ash gaped. “What?”

“You heard me. This should teach you to respect your betters, boy.”

Just how old is he? Ash mused. He sounds like Agatha…

“Fine. You want to open this one, Bulbasaur?”

“Sure!”

Surge gave a slight smirk. “Good to see you’re not completely clueless. Electrode!”


Bulbasaur trotted out onto the battlefield, ready for his first formal battle in a good few years. Well, here we go. Let’s see, an Electrode. Can’t remember what their thing was…

The match began. Electrode revved, blurred into motion, and Exploded at close range to Bulbasaur.

Oh, yeah, that was it.

Bulbasaur sank his vines into the floor to act as a brake and was yanked to a halt about halfway to the wall. As he retracted them to regain mobility, he saw that Electrode was effectively undamaged from the blast.

This was going to be all kinds of not fun.

Bulbasaur began the fight proper by sending a vine whipping into the ceiling and gripping the rafters, trying to stay out of Electrode’s reach by reeling himself up to the ceiling. This did manage to evade Explosion range, but didn’t get him completely off the hook.

A bolt of electricity from the alpha variant of Shockwave unerringly homed in on him – actually turning two corners to track his erratic swings before it impacted - sending him out of control and forcing him to disengage before the vine snapped.

This isn’t good… oh, that might work.

Surprising many watching, Bulbasaur hit the ground and left a small, deep crater.

Surge quickly worked it out. “He’s used Dig! I didn’t know Bulbasaur could even do that!”

Ash gave a grin. “Most can’t… but most of them aren’t the ones that travel with me!”

“Don’t get cocky, brat! Electrode, Shock wave!”

Another of the homing bolts snapped off and, unfortunately for Surge, simply smacked into the ground and did nothing.

“What the… oh, I see. I’ve never tried that against an underground target, because most of them are ground types and aren’t affected anyway. So, where’s your little grass type?”

Ash closed his eyes, started, then gave a grin. “He’s down there, all right… and he’s doing exactly what he should.”

Pikachu and Riolu closed their eyes too to take a peek with Aura sight… then ran for the nearest cover.

Growth… growth… growth… and now, Frenzy Plant!

An enormous tree of wooden vines sprang up from the ground around Electrode (doing a number on the gym floor) and slammed together with the hapless electric type inside it. After a second or so during which the vines tightened with an ominous creak, the entire construct exploded in a shower of splinters as Electrode blew up again.

Coughing, Ash and Surge both looked towards the centre of the arena. Electrode was badly exhausted, but then again any Hyper Beam variant used by a non fully evolved Pokémon burned out its’ elemental ability for a good few minutes. So Bulbasaur was likely in the same state as his opponent, and if so the battle was down to the wire.

No pun intended.

Ash cheered as a foot burst from the torn ground and kicked Electrode into the air – the impact enough to knock the Pokémon out.

He ran over to the exit hole and carefully hauled Bulbasaur out…

Hauled?

Oh, that explains it. Ivysaur, then.

“What happened to you?”

“I overdid it on the Growth, it triggered the evolution. Wow, that feels weird… I’ve got petals now… and fronds…trippy…”

“Nice work, buddy.” Ash recalled Ivysaur, and flashed a grin at the Lieutenant.

“Hmph. Don’t get cocky, little boy. Magneton, show him the error of his ways!”

Ash gestured Riolu forward. “Take him!”

“Not a problem!”

Wow, they’re really committed to this… Pikachu mused. I suppose it’s just the way we all get riled up by a good fight. He then noticed Surge’s Raichu, sitting calmly on the edge of the arena. On seeing his soon-to-be-opponent’s attention, the Raichu made a series of gestures suggesting that Pikachu was… a total softy and rather untalented. Let’s leave it at that.

Oh, it’s so on.


Magneton began to glow, sparks dancing off its’ various magnets, and levitated a good ten feet into the air – as a Pokémon even weaker to Ground attacks than the rest, it was a standard starting move for the magnet Pokémon.

Riolu affected a bored posture, not particularly concerned with what was coming.

Surge clenched his fist. It was a part of his battle style to piss his opponent off, to encourage them into a straight line power contest (which he would then naturally win)… but it wasn’t going to plan here. If anything, he was the one being affected more.

“Magneton! Double Team and Flash! See how cocky he is when he can’t even see you!”

Riolu flinched back as the wall of light assaulted his vision. Every single of the dozen or so images of Magneton had lit up like a halogen lamp, instantly flash blinding him but also screwing up his nerves, so he couldn’t even hide from it.

Through the shooting headache he was starting to develop as Magneton added Metal Sound to the mix, he faintly heard a voice.

.iol., .re y.. oka.? .ome ov.. .ere

How was he hearing anything over this assault?

.o, .tay ther. .nd I’l. .hrow it ov..

In fact…

“Riolu! Stop paying attention to the noise and catch the damn blindfold!”

That wasn’t a voice, but that was certainly Ash!

Riolu snatched the blindfold – Sir Aaron’s blindfold, in fact – as it flew past him, and bound up his eyes. With the constant assault of light gone, he could feel his concentration starting to recover.

And with his eyes covered, he could see.

“So the baby closes his eyes to hide from the world. How is he going to battle now, then? His opponent isn’t even on the ground, where he might run into it!”

Riolu began gathering energy.

Ash shot a glance at Surge. “Don’t you know about Riolu at all? They can sense Aura, like the aura of living things. He’s fully aware where your Magneton is.”

Riolu nodded as his gathered power concentrated in his palm and began to spin.

The Vermillion gym leader chuckled. “Okay, point to you. But I recognize that attack from your Japanese Anime series – it’s a close ranged attack!”

Ash and Pikachu shrugged at each other, mystified. “What anime was that, then?”

Surge looked shifty. “Something about a kid with a Ninetales sealed in him or whatever, I don’t claim to be much of a fan…”

Riolu threw the Aura Sphere at Magneton, sending Surge’s electric/steel type neatly through the wall.

Surge blinked. “What?”

Ash ran over to check Riolu was okay, before shooting a glance at Surge. “Don’t believe everything you see on TV.”

“Heh… a good point from you again.” Surge sobered, and pointed at the gym motto as a pair of Magnemite floated over to the hole, seeming to repair it with some kind of electrical arc welding. “So, time for the final test. You’ve had two of the three tenets of Electric power. Speed, you handled. Precision, you dealt with. Now it’s time for raw power! Raichu!”

“Pikachu!”


The two electric mice faced one another in the middle of the arena, neither making a move at first.

“A baby Pokémon for a baby trainer. Do you have some kind of problem with evolving your Pokémon, boy?”

Ash forced himself to stay calm. Deep breaths… deep breaths… focus on clarity…

“Suppose he’s just as much of a wimp as you, then!”

Pikachu’s eyes flashed. Who did this person think he was? Insulting Ash like that! The Pokémon knew full well that at this point Ash could – were it necessary – beat Surge into the floor, for all the latter’s military experience. And with the way this was going, it looked like Surge would just keep up the taunting until he got a response.

“What’s the matter? Scared to fight me?”

Right, that was it.

Pikachu charged forward, surging with electricity in a Volt Tackle.

Raichu yawned, and threw a Thunder at Pikachu that slammed him to a dead stop, before slashing into him with another pair of Thunderbolts that completely paralyzed him and threw him back into Ash’s diving catch.

“Pikachu… how?” Ash stood up, glaring at Surge. “How did you do that? Pikachu has faced down dragons and gods before, how did that overpower him?”

Surge chuckled, and strolled forward. “It’s not a question of skill, or training. In battles between electric Pokémon, the most important question is how high a voltage they can generate. Sadly for you, my Raichu’s electric potential is too high for your Pikachu to approach. That’s why I said power was important.”

Surge tossed a Thunderstone from his pocket to Ash. “Feel free to evolve him and come back later. I’ll even waive the first two battles, isn’t that nice?”

Ash clenched his teeth, and curled his arms protectively around Pikachu. “I’ll go away, and train… and we’ll come back, and Pikachu will kick your ass!”

The American didn’t say anything.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Surge pointed down. Ash looked.

“Oops.”

The Thunderstone, forgotten in Ash’s fist, had just made contact with Pikachu’s tail.

“Well, crap.”

“Pikachu!”


He came groggily round. The pain had been indescribable after the Thunderstone had contacted his fur, but after a few moments everything had gone mercifully blank. His nervous system had opened of its’ own accord to drink in the energy, but his Aura – responding to his will – had fiercely defended him from the effects. He had no idea what the result had been.

As his senses came back one by one, he first perceived the smell of burnt fur, sap and hot metal. Still in the gym then.

His electric sense opened up next, and it was amazingly fuller and richer than before, his power wells so much stronger – like he’d been wearing insulation all his life. He could only remember that kind of boost once before.

And it had been when he’d ceased being a Pichu.

So he had evolved then. That was unfortunate, but it had been mainly his personal preference and his minor pobia of the Raichu he remembered from childhood that had stopped him. He could learn to cope. For Ash.

Well, better get used to the differences, like the tail.

He tried to curl his tail up close to his body, like he had seen many of his evolved – no, his form do.

Why is it so stiff?

Then his hearing returned.

“You okay, Pikachu?”


Ash hurriedly crouched to the floor, and went for his bag. Notes on evolution, gloves, cape… Pikachu was resisting the evolution, so that helped, but he had only about a minute.

“Riolu, get over here, I need your help on this one!”

“What do you need me to do?”

“Force the energy of the stone back into it, contain it, I’ll get it out of Pikachu.”

The trainer and Pokémon worked as fast as they could, heedless of the awed observance of Surge and his Raichu as the two did what seemed to be magic.

“Okay, no more is coming out. How are things on your end?”

“Not so good. I got as much out as I could, but there’s still some left. Only a few seconds before it settles, and it’ll change wherever it is to match Raichu body structure. Damn… I was so close to getting it all, but it’s too deep rooted!”

Riolu glanced at the pained face of his teammate, then had a sudden inspiration.

“Send it to the cheeks. They’re power reservoirs for either form.”

Ash spared a glance at his youngest Pokémon, even as his Aura stopped trying to check the evolution energy’s effects and instead forced it as fast as possible to the one place where the change wouldn’t badly injure Pikachu. “That’s… brilliant! Okay, give me some help here.”


“So… I have not evolved?”

“Not really, no. You’ve come as close to it as any Pokémon ever has, but you’ve not evolved. You have, however, picked up the electric sacs of a Raichu, and possibly some kind of other changes. Since you’re still able to move, I assume it’s nothing serious.”

Ash then took something from Riolu.

“This is what’s left of the stone, if you want it. Seems weird to me, it’s nothing like any Thunderstone I’ve ever seen before.”

Pikachu stared at the bluish globe. It was indeed unusual. Thunderstones held a crystallized lightning bolt, whereas this… the lightning within was dancing, caged but still fully mobile.

“I think this is… it’s a Light Ball. I’ve only ever heard of them. They’re incredibly potent and rare artefacts, they resonate with my species.” Pikachu tore his eyes away and glanced at Ash. “Can I?”

“Of course.”

Pikachu took it, and it dissolved at his touch, running into his body like water down a drain. It felt nice, like warmth from a mug of cocoa, and the tingling of three-phase breakfast.

Ash shared a look with his first Pokémon, then turned to the awestruck Surge. “I think we’ll take you up on that rematch now!”

Surge’s Raichu looked up from where he was trying not to pay attention.


“Okay, rematch start in two… one…go!”

“Zap cannon.”

Raichu went straight through the recently repaired wall and vanished off into the distance. Surge gaped.

“Okay, what the hell was that?”

Pikachu ran back to Ash and climbed onto his shoulder, and the trainer took the Thunderbadge from the Gym Leader’s unresisting hands. “Superior firepower.”


“Okay, what next?” Ash sat by the side of the road, with the rest of the group.

The S.S. Anne-

“Screw that.”

Porta Vista next. Misty’s Horsea was caught there.

“Okay, we go there for him, nothing else. Flippin’ insane mayor or whatever she was…”

Maiden’s Peak.

“Not only no, but HELL no.”

The Butterfree swarm passes overhead.

“Right, that’s more like it. Butterfree?”

“I would like to go with them, but retain the possibility of coming back. Any idea if there’s a portable satellite uplink and Pokémon transporter package?”

“We’ve got a month or so to look in Celadon city, we have the time to check. Next!”

Saffron Gym and all that stuff.

Ash sighed. “Not that nutcase again… I suppose the best approach is to make her overcome her childhood trauma, right?”

Yes. You could go to Lavender.

“I am not dying again, damnit!”

Oh, is that what happened? We all sort of assumed you were asleep.

“Right, not happening. We may as well use the month and a half of time off the clock to train up, and I’ll try and learn Aura Purge from the notes. It’s apparently able to calm Shadow Pokémon, so it might well work on mere emotional repression.”


AN:

Why, yes. Pikachu is now half-evolved. Because he deserved a power up (and a big one, given how important he is to the series and as a character) but making him a Raichu would be somehow wrong.

And a silly little Naruto reference there. The idea of how our media would be altered to fit with the setting is fun to look at.

Edit: I recieved a review asking about it for this chapter, so:

The Pokemon world is based on the real one in a lot of ways. Kanto = Kanto, Japan; Sevii= Izu and Bonin; Johto = Kansai (and Chubu is split between Johto and Kanto); Hoenn = Kyushu and Okinawa; Sinnoh = Hokkaido; Unova/Isshu = Manhattan and the surrounds; Orre = Arizona. Several more specific places are also directly corresponding, and in the anime places like Hollywood are mentioned by name.

In the games themselves, Lt. Surge is described as the Lightning American and Arcanine is said to be in Chinese legends, among many others. The easiest explanation is the one I use - that the Pokemon world differs from ours, but not in the continents or large countries. Hell, one of the anime episodes mentions Thomas Edison and Albert Einstein!

Bulbapedia has a page about the Pokemon world in relation to the Real World.






11. Chapter 10


“That’s enough, Meowth.” The frustrated Gloom he was fighting let out a sigh of relief as the cat disappeared.

She was glad that was over. It had been like fighting smoke.

Then Gloom turned grey as Jessie sent out her other Pokémon for this match.

“Growlie, use Flare Blitz!” Jessie called, and her borrowed Pokémon went through the Celadon Gym Leader’s team like a plasma lance.

Please, don’t even ask me to describe it. It was just nasty.

“You have won. Here is the Rainbowbadge, and here is the bill for repairs.”

Jessie looked over it, and sighed. They’d at least done better than the battle in Pewter Gym, where the place had completely collapsed after Abra had gone nuts and spammed Future Sight everywhere in the gym in order to finish his match and go back to sleep. The little guy was almost fanatically devoted to the principle of slacking off, which seemed strange.

Surge was also upset about Cubone having beaten his entire Gym by simple expedient of using her Marble, and demolishing the main battle chamber with a skeletal Torterra.

“Meowth! Another repair bill!”

Meowth reappeared from Jessie’s shadow, and started counting out cash.

“You’re really getting into this thing, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s a pretty good way ta set up a fightin’ style, and it focuses more on stealth an’ speed than power…” Meowth pulled the last of the coins he needed from thin air, and handed over the bag to Jessie, who passed it on to Erika.

“My thanks. Now, get yourself out of here.”

Jessie and her teammates beat a hasty retreat.


“Growlie! Oh, I missed you too, boy…”

Jessie rolled her eyes. “We were in there for five minutes.”

So, where next?

James suddenly snapped his fingers. “Of course! The S.S. Anne!”

Jessie stared at him. “Do you not remember? That ship nearly killed us!”

“Well, we did kind of sink it… but I meant that we could go buy a Magikarp again, only this time we actually take care of it!”

Jessie’s mind filled with the idea of a Gyarados.

“Well, I’m sold! At least we can avoid Ash messing things up.”

James suddenly got a curious expression. “Now I come to think of it, where are Ash and his friends?”

My guess is in the middle of a training montage.

“A what?”

Zzzz…

“Oh, never mind.”


“Okay… form pattern 17 modulated with pattern 6… and externalize through chosen body part…”

“Any progress?” Riolu asked, from his place clinging upside down to a tree branch. He already knew most of the simple stuff one could do with Aura, and the thought of trying things like Aura Purge frightened him, so he was trying to discover new mid level techniques and abilities. The tree climbing thing – Van der Waals force, apparently - was the third, after modifying surface tension (so he could walk on water, or for that matter make it bounce off him) and a neat trick that messed with the Bernoulli effect and caused environmental effects (so rain, blown sand, that kind of thing) to sort of flow past rather than affect him.

“Some, but it’s mostly a question of testing it by now. I can create the flow needed given enough time to prepare… but I have no way of telling if it’s the right one. That’s why I was trying to break it back down into its’ components, but it’s not much help.”

“Is there anyone you could… test it on? Someone with a minor issue, not a major one?”

Ash mentally ran through the list of Pokémon on his team, and that of his allies. They were mostly pretty well balanced, actually… surprising, for a team that had fought some (or for Pikachu, most) of the Kami in the country…

“Oh, I know! Misty’s afraid of Bug Pokémon!”

Riolu stared. “She will kill you. From what I have seen of that woman, suggest she’s weak and she will turn you into liquid without benefit of Acid Armour.”

“Heh, don’t worry,” Ash gave a winning smile. “I’ll use tact and diplomacy!”

“You’re doomed.”


“Hey, Misty!” Ash called as he left the trees by the river they’d set up near. “You know how you’re terrified of bugs?”

WHANG!

Misty handed Brock back his dented frying pan. “What was that, Ash? I didn’t hear you.”

“Ugh… I was trying to help…” Ash rubbed his aching head.

“Well, I don’t need your help! I have it under control!”

Brock spoke up. “Hey, look, a Beedrill.”

Misty started, ran in a random direction, and fell in the stream. Ash sighed, and went to haul her out.

“Misty, you need help. Now, either I try my therapy Aura technique on you, or…”

Misty hmphed. “I’ll take the other option.”

“The other option is that Squirtle gets you over it with sheer distilled awesome. Possibly involving ripping open dimensions, rock music from nowhere, and punches.”

“…I’ll take the Aura technique.”

Squirtle put his sunglasses away sadly. “And I was so hoping I could deliver a Dimensional Therapy Punch, as well…”


“Okay, Riolu, keep watch over us as I do this. Pikachu, Charizard, Ivysaur, come over here. I’m going to handle the trauma, that might entail a battle – and I think I can bring people along.”

“Oh, ok, like we did to Larvitar?”

“Actually, yeah. Now I think it needs body contact, so…” Ash focused, took a moment to steady his full Aaron outfit, and began to form the Aura matrix required to enter a person’s subconscious.

“You know, Ash, maybe this isn’t such a good idea after all. I-”

Ash wasn’t listening. “Aura purge!”

Blue fire enveloped both their bodies, then Pikachu, Ivysaur and Charizard.

Riolu closed his eyes to improve his Aura sense, and began to wait for his friends to return from their journey.

He was interrupted by the sound of running feet, as Squirtle skidded into the clearing. “That’s no good, they forgot about me!”

Riolu cleared his throat. “What are you talking about?”

“I thought that if they were going to go into Misty’s mind, they should naturally take along a water Pokémon! It’ll be a point of familiarity for her!”

Riolu sighed, turning back to his contemplation of the forest ambience. “Fine, whatever, go ahead. Just touch them and you go in.”


Ash and Pikachu were not exactly strangers to travelling into someone’s inner mind, and were eager to find out if Misty saw them any differently from how they were. Discovering that Larvitar was terrified of Pikachu, for example, had been of some interest…

Not much was different, really. Pikachu’s cheeks were their old red rather than his Raichu-mix orange – understandable as Misty’s image of him was built up over the years – and Ash was somewhat startled to find that even when he was merely eleven, Misty saw him as the teen she remembered.

Charizard and Ivysaur, meanwhile, freaked upon finding themselves half again their normal size, with exaggerated claws and natural weapons, and faces seemingly set in permanent scowls of rage.

“What the hell?” Charizard finally shouted after almost a minute of incredulous self examination – and then gasped. “I can speak!”

“She’s scared of you. Charizard because he was nearly uncontrollable most of the time she knew him, and Ivysaur probably because she doesn’t know if he’ll become the same. And as for speech, that’s simple. We’re projections – we can communicate by speech perfectly fine.”

Pikachu looked puzzled. “Did this happen last time?”

“… no. Shut up.”

“So, where are we, anyway?”

Ivysaur glanced around at the scenery. “Looks like we’re near her home, in Cerulean. Look, there’s Mt. Moon.”

Ash took out his notes again. “Apparently, the technique gives you a head start on finding the root of the trauma by putting you near the cause of it.”

Pikachu pointed. “Look.”

The rest of the group turned, and saw a young, orange haired girl running from a trio of somewhat older girls, laughing merrily.

“You think that’s her?”

“Probably. Let’s follow her.”


The four crept through the woods near Cerulean, Charizard trying rather unsuccessfully to look like a tree. Fortunately, at this point what was playing out before them was more of a memory anyway.

They watched as Misty ran too far from her sisters for them to keep track of her, and came across some Paras in the woods. The excited little girl had tried to pet them, and had been paralyzed by the spores dusting their flanks. The Pokémon had reacted by starting to carry her deeper into the woods.

It was at about this point that Ash recalled the way Paras ate… and simply couldn’t take watching any more.

“Right. That looks like the trauma causing event, so, well, Charge!”

Pikachu and Ivysaur demolished the Paras with careful surgical strikes, and Ash picked the young Misty up carefully. As he sprayed her with some of the antiparalysis medication he carried, she began to whimper.

“Calm down, Misty. You’re safe now.”

She shook her head vigorously. “I always think that when my sisters come, but I never get away from them… run, before they get you too!”

“What do you mean, they?”

Misty pointed into the distance, where a series of seemingly random movements of the grass revealed themselves as the indicators of a truly immense horde of Bug types. Everything Misty had ever seen on her travels that reminded her of this one terrible event had reinforced her fear, and now they were coming for her.

Ash glanced to both sides. “Ivysaur? Charizard? Pikachu?”

They all nodded.

Ash adjusted his hat. “Right then. Misty, I swear none of them will get you. We won’t let them.” He raised his staff, and focused Aura into it, forming a corona of power.

Charizard roared, and began to punch out heat at an incredible rate. Ivysaur used Growth to boost his size and strength, and Pikachu summoned a snapping curtain of blue-yellow electricity.

The Bug army chittered and charged.


Misty crouched in a hollow underneath the roots of a tree, unwilling to pay attention to the chaotic battle barely fifty feet away. If I ignore it, they might go away… they might go away…

“Hey.”

Almost unwillingly, Misty turned to the unfamiliar voice, seeing a Squirtle leaning against a tree. Something about the Pokémon seemed familiar, though… maybe it was the pair of outrageously pointed shades, or the nonchalant attitude… regardless, Misty was sure she’d seen this Pokémon before.

“What are you doing down there, Misty? “

The little girl sniffed. “Hiding.”

Squirtle jumped down from the root he had been standing on. “You can’t hide from your troubles forever, you know.”

“What else can I do? I’m not strong enough…”

The water Pokémon tsked. “Now now, there are two options here.” He pointed to the grass. Misty looked, and saw a plush toy Seel – and next to it, a Poké ball.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, people often come to crossroads in their lives. And the only thing to do at a crossroads is to pick one of the paths you can take, and give it your all! So tell me. Do you want to hide away from the world, safe but confined, or do you want to be a Pokémon trainer whose reputation echoes far and wide?”

Misty looked torn.

“Go ahead. Just don’t be distracted by the What-ifs, Should-haves and If-onlys along the way.”

Misty clenched her fists, and then stretched out a hand.


“You know,” Ash called over the din of the battle as he crashed an Aura sphere into another, spawning a dozen little spheres that homed in, surrounded a Ninjask and blew it from the sky, “I really wish Misty hadn’t seen all these Bugs now!”

Charizard roared as hordes of Armaldo began to surround the group. They were in major trouble from the Bug/Ground and Bug/Rock types, as none of them had any useful advantage over them.

Ivysaur grunted with exertion, holding a Scyther at arm’s length. “Little help here!” Pikachu responded by blasting the offending insect, before both leapt out of the way as Charizard incinerated several of the Shedinja only he could handle.

Pikachu hopped onto Ash’s shoulder and began covering his back. “Any progress?”

“Some complete idiot told Misty about Genesect, that fossil Bug type that’s an honest to goodness Bug legendary. I assume that’s the core of her trauma, we need Charizard to excise it!”

“Well, that’s no good, the Armaldo have him pinned. And we can’t get to him thanks to the Trapinch.” One of the Ant Pit Pokémon was indeed setting up a pit, the ground crumbling into sand that would cause the target to sink inexorably to it’s jaws.

Ash summoned another Aura Sphere. “Trapinch. Doesn’t. Even. Count. As. A. Bug.”

Pikachu chuckled. “Yeah, tell Misty that.”

“Any ideas?”

Pikachu began to shake his head, and stopped. “We… could just let them do it.”

“Who’s them?” Ash almost shouted, his patience beginning to wear thin. He was already relying on the cape more or less entirely for his battle Aura use, and he was not in the mood for Pikachu being cryptic.

“I can’t even begin to describe it. Just look behind you.”

Ash launched off a wide angle Thunder Wave with electric Aura, punched out the Trapinch, and looked.

“Okay, wow.”

Misty was surfing an enormous wave towards them at high speed. And it was the Misty that Ash knew, the one in her late teens to boot, and she was riding on Gyarados.

Water Pulses swept away the fossils pinning Charizard in, and he took to the air just before the tsunami smacked aside the rest of the Bug horde.


Ash pulsed up some Aura. “Charizard! Over here!”

Charizard was only too happy to oblige. “You want a lift?”

“Yeah, thanks.” Ash jumped up the orange flank and gripped hard with his knees, to avoid being unseated by the launch jump and strong first downbeat. “Now,” Ash continued as the dragon clawed for height, “We need to take that Genesect out. Problem is, it’s got a Protect shield up. I’ll have to break it. I want you to promise me, don’t stop your attack on my account.”

“But Ash-”

“Don’t. You hear me?”

“Fine.” Charizard ground out.

“Right, we’re closing in, so-”

Cassette load: Water.

Techno Buster.

A pencil thin blue beam of light flashed through the sky from their target. It barely connected with Charizard’s left wingtip as he dodged, but that contact caused an eruption of at least a tonne of water, knocking the Flame Pokémon further from his original course.

“Damn, that’s not good. What was that?”

Cassette load: Electric.

Techno Buster.

The beam this time was yellow, and Charizard did manage to dodge it, but none of them were under any illusion what the effect would be if it connected.

“Pikachu, give Charizard some cover – deflect the buster attacks. I’ll give you the opening you need.”

Ash hurled himself towards the Palaeozoic Pokémon’s shield, heedless of little things like the fifty feet he was from the ground.

Techno Buster.

The electricity smashed into Ash’s falling body, making him convulse wildly and throwing him off course.

His limp form hit the ground hard.

“Ash!”


And so it comes to this.

Why bother trying to save the girl?

She is scared and weak.

We will let the rest of you go.

As Genesect’s clicking voice ground out, Charizard and Pikachu barely paid attention. They were looking back at Misty, her Gyarados busily rampaging through the hordes of Bugs. Then to the ranting Pokémon that was almost as old as the Home Islands themselves.

“Pikachu, do you know Brick Break?”

Pikachu shook his head sadly. “No, unfortunately not.”

“Charizard!” called a welcome voice. “Blast Burn the overgrown Kricketot!”

Charizard and Pikachu’s heads snapped round, the dragon’s fire already building in his throat, and saw Ash. He was swaying on his feet, but he still managed to punch a needle beam of Aura through the Protect shield – and then slash his hand to the side, popping the shield like a soap bubble.

How

This cannot be

Ash smiled weakly. “Endure. Look it up.”

ERROR ERROR ERROR

Cassette load: Ice Electric Water Fire

Te-techno Bu-ster

DIE

Charizard fired. Genesect fired. The multicoloured beam of light was smashed aside by the shot of hellbore’s fire, and the pulse of subcritical plasma incinerated Misty’s manifest fear near instantly.

Misty dashed up to the scene of the battle. “Ash! Are you okay?”

Ash replied simply by closing his eyes and concentrating.


Riolu saw the blue fire around the group dissipate. Ah, good, they’re back.

Misty came out of it yelling. “Ash! You didn’t answer, are you-”

Ash sprang to his feet, cheering. “It works!” Misty nearly fell over.

“Ash Ketchum, you gave me such a scare!”

Ash gave her an odd look. “That was all mental, Misty. We never left the clearing, I was in no real danger.”

He wilted under five simultaneous death glares. “I suppose this means I forgot to mention it, then?”

Misty crossed her arms. “Yes, you did.”

“Aheh heh heh… crap, you’re going to hit me a lot now, aren’t you.”

She smiled sweetly. “Think of it as negative reinforcement!”


“Good, the recall beacon works. Here you go, Butterfree.” Ash clipped the small device on Butterfree’s left foreleg.

“Thanks, and thank the Professor for me. If I recall correctly, it’s about a day to go before the swarm comes through.”

“You may as well go now, to be honest. Just to get your, er, wings in.”

Butterfree flapped his wings, wafting into the air. “Just make sure to get me involved with the League. It sounds fun.”


Horsea turned flips underwater as Misty enjoyed their reunion, before producing an ink image of a Kingdra. Misty frowned.

“You want to evolve?”

Ink tick. Followed by a complex series of pictograms that translated best into ‘dragons are just cool’.

“Well, fair enough. But where we’re going to find a Dragon Scale I don’t know… ah well, we can get you as far as Seadra, at least.”

Misty was fighting to avoid breaking out in a massive grin. Kingdra were among the strongest Water type combinations, averting all their normal weaknesses, and the idea of having one was tempting indeed.


“HOLY ARCEUS THIS IS AWESOME!” James called to the heavens as Team Rocket shot through the waves. His reason for saying this was that they were moving at about eighty miles an hour, on (though barely) the back of a Gyarados. James had bought the Pokémon three days before as a Magikarp on board the S., and had carefully trained him until the little fish became an incarnation of pure power.

Well, it had helped that the Magikarp in question had been extremely close to evolving anyway, but nevertheless Team Rocket had another Pokémon to add to their burgeoning team.

Now they could actually get around while Abra was asleep!

Meowth and Jessie declined to comment. The wind was forcing them to keep their mouths closed.

“Hmmm. Guys? Where next?”

Meowth tried to say something twice, gave up and pulled out a coin. He scratched an image on it, and passed it to James.

“A volcano? Oh, I see. Cinnabar Gym… hey, Gyarados!” A muted roar answered him. “South and west, if you wouldn’t mind.”


I see, a monk of Deja-fu. Good choice, Dialga. And you, Aaron. You said paladin? Who are you a paladin of?

“Well, in this game, since we’re in the Orange Islands, I think perhaps Kyogre-”

SMITE

“…you just turned my character sheet into Neutronium! What do you have against Kyogre, Palkia?”

The Dragon of Space huffed and crossed his arms.

The normal-time Palkia had a bad breakup with her. I think it carried over.

“Every hour I’m in here with you guys, my image of the Kami becomes a little more tarnished…” Aaron picked up another sheet of paper. “Any objections to a priest of Manaphy?”


AN: Misty has some pretty severe issues. But we all know how to solve severe issues in a Pokemon series.

Dive into the mind and sort it out that way, of course!

Apart from that and blatant skipping of half a dozen episodes of plot, this is pretty much an interlude chapter. Got to let Team Rocket build themselves up.






12. Chapter 11


“Well, here we are.” Ash glared at the building. “Here’s hoping it goes better than before…”

Misty nodded. Their experiences in the Saffron gym had not been fun, including as they did being manipulated, danced rings around, and most notably being minimized into dolls.

Ash rolled his eyes at the memories. At least this time there hasn’t been anything from that projection of Sabrina as a young girl…

Brock squared his shoulders. “Let’s get going, then.”

Misty rolled her eyes. “Easy for the man with the Steel type to say.”

Ash adjusted the Aaron outfit he’d been wearing more and more often lately, and took out a few strips of cloth. “Okay, Riolu, Pikachu, put these over one eye each. That should let you blend Aura sight with normal vision – and I have a feeling illusions will be a problem in here.”

“What about you, Ash?”

“I’ll just check whenever I think I should, don’t worry.”

“If you say so…”

Ash walked up to the gym, but was interrupted by a tall, bearded man. “It might not be in your best interests to go in there, young man.”

Ash rolled his eyes. “And why not? It’s a gym, it’s kinda there to battle.”

“You won’t win. Not unless you have a Ghost type.”

In response, Ash pulled out his Pokédex. “Dexter? Psychic types?”

Effective combatants, but not all powerful. Bugs, Dark types, Ghosts and Steel Types all have the advantage, offensively, defensively or both. Only Fighting and Poison types have a disadvantage. Of note is that several Kanto scholarly articles repeat the results of an experiment in Isshu, mistakenly claiming that Psychic types were immune to Ghost attacks after someone incorrectly recorded Meloetta’s type combination – making the advice suspect at best if the interlocutor has kept up to date with scientific literature.

Ash raised an eyebrow.

In addition, the only ghosts native to Kanto are the Gastly family, all of which are part poison and hence as weak to Psychic attacks as their opponents would be to Ghost.

“Huh. So much for that advice. We’re going in.”

Sabrina’s father shook his head sadly. “I warned you…”


“Ah, so this is where everyone is!” Ash pushed through a door, one that had seemed to Brock and Misty to simply be part of the wall. “I was wondering, the place seemed empty.”

A man walked over to them. “What are you doing here, in Saffron gym?”

“Challenging the gym, duh. Is that such a difficult concept in this town? What are you all doing, then?”

The man glared haughtily at the friends. “I am practicing with my psychic talents, as are the rest of the people here. Observe.”

He lifted a spoon, and concentrated. Several seconds passed, and eventually the spoon began to slowly bend, until it was about a third of the way to a right angle.

Ash grinned. “Can I have a go?”

The Psychic handed over another spoon, saying “Go ahead, but I doubt you’ll do much. You have the tiniest psychic signature I’ve ever seen.”

Ash closed his eyes in response, seeking the inner calm he had begun to attain. Not emotionless, but isolated. Once he had something along the right lines, he began to execute step three of forming an Aura Sphere – the gyroscopic rotation.

And only step three.

The spoon twitched, before abruptly twisting into a spiral shape of rent metal.

The man’s sneer vanished. “What the…”

Misty clapped Ash on the shoulder. “Don’t assume you know everything – or that the power of the mind is the only one.”

“Heh, thanks Misty… hey! Are you saying I don’t have a mind?”

She laughed. “Not much of one most of the time, that’s for sure.”


Ash entered the main gym chamber, seeing Sabrina sitting on her chair all but unmoving. “Hey, guys, shouldn’t there be a girl somewhere?”

Misty huffed. “Honestly, Ash, you’re terribly unobservant sometimes. The girl let us into the room, and she’s sitting right there on Sabrina’s lap!”

Ash squinted… nothing.

Then the Saffron gym leader spoke.

“Interesting… I didn’t know there was such a thing as a human with a Dark subtype. Since my projection cannot affect you, I will speak directly. You will fight me, you will lose, and,” Her tone of voice altered, “you will become one of my toys! Won’t that be fun!”

Man, she really needs a friend.

“Er, Ash…” Misty asked, “Shouldn’t you be getting Pidgeot ready round about now?”

Ash rubbed the back of his head. “Actually, I kinda sent her off on an errand just before we entered the Gym…”

Misty exploded. “You sent away one of your two Pokémon with Ghost attacks – and the other’s a Fighting type! What’s next, Ivysaur against the Cinnabar gym?”

“Calm down, Misty.” Ash turned from the fuming girl to Sabrina. “One Pokémon each at a time?”

“Certainly.” There was the emotionless voice again. This was starting to look more and more like a case for an actual psychologist… if any would be able to make it into the building.

Ash Ketchum, battlefield psychology, worlds saved, possessed more times than I have possessions. My life is so freaking weird…

“Okay, guys, we might have to do some fancy footwork here. Anyone gets caught, I’ll switch them out and put someone else in instead.”

“Ready?” Sabrina giggled, back to the child persona.

“Pikachu!”

“Hee, Abra!”

“Pikachu, start with a Shockwave!”

Pikachu pulsed out his version of the never-miss electric attack, an expanding sphere of electricity. There were several types of the attack, and he felt his was better against many-

Abra teleported past the blast front into the safe zone where the attack had already gone.

“Never miss technique my fuzzy yellow behind!” Pikachu yelped as he jumped away from the Abra. He slid to a stop as the wave crackled off a shield in front of Sabrina, and Ash simply took the wayward electricity without really noticing.

He’d been electrocuted far too often for that.

Okay, he’s going to teleport spam all over the place unless I can somehow stop him. Thunder wave? Nah, too risky if he can Synchronize. Hmmm… how is he determining when I attack? Most psychics can’t do that, it’s too deep of a mental dive to actually use the information. Pikachu backed away further until his back was almost against the wall.

Okay, got something. This is going to be undignified.

Pikachu bent his neck round so he could bite at his shoulder fur, pulled out some of the stuff and spat it at Abra. It wasn’t a very good imitation of Swift, but it looked like an attack, and if-

There!

He span around, cheeks flaring, and shot three Thundershock attacks at once, catching Abra on the foot with one of them and startling the psychic Pokémon awake. He’d caught the first half of the teleport since he knew it was coming, and there weren’t many places it would normally be safe to teleport to. He’d blasted them all.

Haha! That got him! That’s the downside of combat precognition, it only shows the future – so something that looks like an attack is treated as one!

Abra glowed, and evolved into Kadabra.

Ash said something he technically shouldn’t know at that age. Sabrina looked mildly annoyed.

“Please, not in front of the children.” Ash was surprised, it was the first emotion she’d shown in her adult persona.

“Sabrina, I’m the youngest person here who could possibly repeat that.”

“Nevertheless.”

Pikachu conjured a pair of Double Team illusions as he retreated from the psychic pulses of his opponent, and mentally sighed as – once again – they were completely ignored. Well, that’s just not fair. Then again, Sabrina never was all that interested in the rules.

“Pikachu, back here!” Ash suddenly called, a white beam from a Poké ball flashing into the forming psychic maelstrom. “You’re up, Squirtle!”

Squirtle took off his shades and threw them like a frisbee at Kadabra. Halfway there, they glowed blue, inexplicably became two huge identical copies of the originals, and slammed into their target. He was sent flying into the wall, pinned there by the Aura constructs as Squirtle began shouting something.

“Just who the hell do you think I am? I’m not some kind of two bit conventional Pokémon, who just uses the traditional moves they’re supposed to. I go beyond, and in looking one step further I break through whatever veil is laid upon my opponents! This Lock On is my expression that no matter what, I will always find my goal!”

Brock stared at his friend’s Pokémon, currently in the process of forming a gigantic drill out of water. “What. The hell.”

Pikachu swallowed his Sitrus berry snack, and shrugged. “I just try to tune it out, myself.”

“If there’s a wall, I’ll tear it down! If there’s no path, I’ll just make one myself! Horn! Drill! Break!”

As the enormous, drill-shaped construct of water elemental Aura rocketed from one end of the underground arena to the other, Ash heard Sabrina’s voice – somehow audible despite the total chaos. “That’s not fair… and I just reinsured this place, too…”

Well, if this was having one benefit, both halves of Sabrina’s personality were reacting in the same way – with total incredulity.

Kadabra disintegrated in a blaze of red light under the force of the attack, and when the mist cleared Squirtle was also nowhere to be seen.

“What the hell just happened?”

Sabrina looked down at her Poké ball. It was full. She then looked across at the one Ash was using, and the same was true. “Did your Squirtle just force my Kadabra to return to its’ Poké ball, while itself returning as well? That is… impressive.”

Ash grinned, reaching to the floor to retrieve his elegant – if drenched - hat. “Not what I was expecting, but it looks like I win then!”

Sabrina’s eyes flashed, and air pulsed out from her, knocking Ash to the floor. “I can touch you now, Ash Ketchum!”

Pikachu frowned. Then, suddenly, he realized it.

“Ash! It was the hat, Aaron’s hat! I think it gives you a Dark type effect!”

Pikachu went flying into the wall as Sabrina glanced at him.

“It was completely unfair, going into a battle with that kind of advantage… Ash Ketchum. Or do you deny that you make use of Aura Sight in your own gym battles?”

“Hey, lady, you’re the one reading everyone’s minds and turning your own mother into a puppet!”

Sabrina curled her lip. “I have that right. I’m special, that’s what they told me… so then if they want me to be more than normal, they shouldn’t object if I treat them as beneath me.”

Ash shook himself as he stood up. “Right then, I think I know what to do here.” He whispered to himself, “Protect,” and a jade-green shield sprang up, blasting away the psychic force. “Looks like I’m going to have to be the inner babysitter.”

Sabrina blinked. “Did you steal that line from somewhere?”

“Why can’t people ever believe I actually come up with these things?” Ash sighed. “Er, where were we? Oh, right.” He lunged for the Saffron Gym leader, and managed to clip her with one glowing hand. Both fell to the floor.


The heir of Aaron picked himself up from the floor. “Ow… that wasn’t exactly a smooth transition. Okay, got to get on my game. Mindscape, right. Sabrina’s mindscape… now, what’s that going to be like?” It seemed fairly normal, like a house in the suburbs… unusually proportioned furniture… twenty foot teddy bear outside…

A boom echoed through the mindscape as the enormous children’s toy marched towards the house Ash was in.

Crap crap crap crap! Of course her mindscape is that psycho toybox thing! Ash spun up an Aura Sphere and rammed it through the wall, making a quick exit before the teddy demolished the house. Okay, apparently the symbolism here is that she sees everyone as dolls, toys, playthings. That’s the sort of thing someone does if they don’t have anyone to play with, they fixate on things.

Adjusting the hat he was incredibly glad to have again – he guessed Sabrina’s memories of him were mostly with the hat on, but he wasn’t an expert – he slammed together two more Aura Spheres to construct one about four feet across. Releasing it in front of him, he unlimbered the staff on his back and swung at the large Sphere like a cricketer.

The ball of pressurized Aura knocked the bear over on impact, before detonating and tearing the stuffing out of it.

One down… Ash switched to Aura Sight, scanning his immediate surroundings. Nothing seemed to be a threat.

“Hello.”

“Gah!” Ash leapt five feet into the air. Spinning, he got a good look at the person who startled him.

She seemed to be a twenty-something young woman, with a kind of delicate poise and serenity. She also had black hair, and after looking at her for a few seconds Ash realized that she looked a lot like Sabrina.

“Who are you?”

She smiled demurely. “I’m Sabrina. Another Sabrina, I should say, there’s quite a lot of me in here sometimes.”

Ash nodded. “I’m sort of here to try and help with that. So, where do you come from?”

“When I was younger, before the whole fame thing really kicked off,” she began, “I used to be really inspired by shrine maidens. Their calmness, the way they were revered for their wisdom… I used to imagine myself as one. Sort of like how most children dream of becoming a Pokémon master, I pictured myself as a calm and centred woman who everyone looked up to for her kindness. As my psychic powers developed, I – she, they – the other parts of me, they became bitter and jaded to the world. They didn’t want people to look up to them, they wanted people to know their place. But it didn’t touch me, somehow.”

“Wow… okay, any ideas how to solve that little issue?”

She looked down. “I would assume that someone with a truly innocent heart would be able to open to her and prove it, prove that they didn’t want to use her or monopolize her… just have fun, and give her fun by being there.”

Ash relaxed his shoulders, slumping slightly. “I don’t think I qualify… I’m not an innocent, I know that much. I feel fear, and rage, and my soul’s too battered from too much of life to be carefree. I can manage righteous, even pure – all I need for that is the thrill of Lugia’s song or the fires of Aura – but innocence is beyond me.”

Sabrina chuckled. “You sell yourself too short. Too few people can even feel what to aim for in this day and age – the only other people I can think of off hand are Lance, Steven Stone and an old man from the Orange islands who beats up palm trees for a living.”

Ash snorted with laughter. “Wow… a Sabrina with a sense of humour, the world is ending!”

She smiled again, more faintly. “I know.”

“Er, what?” asked Ash.

“I felt the tiny shift as events were altered by one of the legends, and in you I see the hero of the age. Don’t let us down, Ash. And I know, I know, that I didn’t even need to tell you that. You’re a truly remarkable person.”

“Wha, guh…how?”

She handed him back his hat with a wink. “I couldn’t resist a peek. The hat fell off when you jumped, you’ll need it. My other self is not a nice person – she assumes the worst of everyone, and normally she convinces herself she was right. I hope you have a plan.”

Before Ash could reply, a childish voice boomed over the figment of town. “PLAY CATCH WITH ME!”

The two looked round to see child-Sabrina, at about five times her older facet’s apparent height, bouncing a ball as big as a bungalow on the road.

Ash gulped. “Okay, here’s the plan for now: leg it!”


“So that’s the situation… she’s in a bad way. I think the solitude has torn her up inside.”

A smile, warm and pure.

How could I possibly refuse?


“Huff… huff… phew… Okay, now we have a minute,” Ash gasped, “Why is it that you haven’t already tried to cleanse your own mind? I mean, you’re a powerful psychic…”

Sabrina replied sadly, “Unfortunately, when a psychic goes bad, they literally go Dark. I can’t so much as touch that aspect of myself without pain, and her powers cut through my defences. Not to mention that I can’t even affect her.”

Ash mused on that. “Okay, I have a plan. Where is this Dark aspect of yours?”

His reply was Sabrina quietly concentrating. Almost a minute passed before her eyes snapped open. “Found the blind spot she leaves. About a hundred meters – no – she’s coming! Look that way!”

Ash turned the direction she pointed, and met a palm strike coming the other way. Turning the attack with his shoulder, he was buffeted backwards by hundreds of insanely fast successive strikes.

What the hell… she’s actually teleporting her arms and legs into position for the strikes! I am very glad that she’s not this good outside her own mental plane.

The other Sabrina eventually slammed a knee into the boy’s chin and sent him flying into a wall. As he groggily pulled himself out of it, she stalked forward. “Another attacker out to ‘cure’ me, I see. Well, you can tell whatever quack assigned you, psychic, that-” Sabrina stopped. “Something’s wrong. You’re blocking your presence. How can you be doing that and still project it into my mind?”

Ash coughed. “I’m not psychic. I’m here by different means.”

Sabrina shook her head. “Regardless, you will not succeed, and if you will not leave, I will make you.”

Apparently the time for talk was over. Sabrina vanished, and Ash felt a heavy blow smash into his side from behind. He’d barely even registered that when she appeared again, sweep kicking his legs out from under him – catching him in the chest – three blows to his back – bringing down a massive axe kick that sent him sprawling.

When he rose, feeling strangely lighter, he saw her looking around in confusion. Gone was the suburban street, replaced by a grassy paddock out behind a large building, set in acres of wild fields.

“What is this, invader? What have you done?” Sabrina said.

Ash snapped his fingers. “I get it! See, Aura techniques for entering the mind aren’t projections. They’re bridges. And you just forced us out of your mind-” Ash gestured, at the replication of the fields at Oak labs where all his Pokémon stayed while not with him “-and into mine.”

A chuckle came from behind the dark Sabrina, and she whirled to find her shrine maiden aspect walking delicately across the grass. “How are you here as well?”

She smiled. “I was invited.”

Ash gave her a tired smile, and then carefully unlimbered his staff. Setting it on the ground, he whistled a short sequence of notes. After a distant whinny in response, he nodded gravely and strode over to the maiden. Dark Sabrina’s attacks on him bounced off a green shield raised with a mere thought.

Ash passed the staff over. “Here. This is all you need to beat her.”

She looked startled. “What? I mean, I – I can’t!”

He shook his head gently. “Of course you can. Oh, maybe you couldn’t, but you will be able to… about now.”

A blur of motion resolved itself into the flowing gait of a small horse-like Pokémon, which cantered, then trotted to a stop in front of her. The strange Pokémon, one Sabrina had never seen before, was clearly a foal – but possessed of a rich red mane and blue tail, and a strange sort of peace.

“Keldeo,” Ash explained. “One of the noblest Pokémon I ever met, with a truly righteous heart. This is just a sort of echo, but then all you’re fighting is a bundle of regrets and sadness screwed up tight enough to hurt. So accept his help, and kick her ass!”

Keldeo whickered in agreement, and stepped forward, nuzzling her hand. With a wash of mist and the smell of the sea, he dissolved… and the staff Sabrina was still holding changed into a shimmering, watery longsword that weighed next to nothing.

Sabrina gasped. “What is this?”

The boy responded by pulling Dexter out of a pocket. Sacred Sword: the signature move of Cobalon, Virizion, Terrakion, and Keldeo. Each is emblematic of a great noble weapon: Curtana, Joyeuse, Duredanal and Excalibur respectively. The move draws upon the power of these weapons.

She looked ready to faint. “So this is..?”

“Nah, it’s just a shadow of it. Call it… Galatine.”

Dark Sabrina approached, trembling with rage. “Don’t you see? He’s just going to try to use you! Everyone does, we can’t trust anyone, lock us away from the world and we won’t be hurt again!”

The maiden closed her eyes in sorrow. “I’m not going to hide from reality any more. There are lots of people out there who are perfectly nice and kind and good, and you’re stopping us from meeting them, from seeing them, getting to know them… from making friends.”

Dark Sabrina screamed in frustration and charged. Without opening her eyes, her foe swept the Sword of Victory up in an arc, cutting her from hip to shoulder… and she dissolved on the wind like a bad dream.

Sabrina slumped to the floor, suddenly exhausted. “How do you do this kind of thing? You seem like… I don’t know, a savant or something. You’re a klutz… and then you do something like this. It’s… perplexing, for a start.”

“Honestly?” Ash grimaced. “I don’t know. Sometimes things just click. I mean,” he picked up the staff, “I have no clue how I just did that. But that’s okay, it comes through. Maybe I just have the ability to get overdrawn on karma or something.”

She managed a giggle. “Yes, I remember that memory of yours with the bad pun in the prophecy. But what do we do now? My child aspect is still friendless, and without sorting that out I’ll just relapse.”

“Don’t worry. Let’s go back to your mindscape, and we’ll sort out everything. I do plan things out.”

She giggled again. “Could have fooled me…”

After a few minutes trying, Ash remembered that Sabrina had managed to make it between the mindscapes herself. She smiled a little less wanly than before, and pulled him through the air, leaving them back in the suburbs of Sabrina’s mental landscape.

The scene that met their eyes made Sabrina simply gape, as Ash grinned with the satisfaction of a job well done.

Child-Sabrina was happily playing catch with a floating pink Mew.


“So you sent your Pidgeot?”

“Yep!” He replied, as Sabrina led the team up the stairs from the basement battle pitch, absently caressing the tail of the Mew on her shoulder. “I thought, what kind of Pokémon do I know that would be a good fit for a psychic in need of friends? And I thought, Mew! The eternal kitten!”

“I’ll teleport back and forth, if that’s no issue to you, Sabrina.”

“Of course it’s not. Though I like the idea of visiting your home sometime. A land of crystals that grow like plants sounds interesting.”


Maurice of Cianwood, a third tier member of the Dragon clan of Blackthorn (and hence in possession of a dragon companion capable of extended flight) lounged back on his companion Tyl’s cloudbank. Tyl was one of the special Blackthorn breed of Altaria – one of the many Dragon species that had been selected explicitly for the size and capability to carry humans long distances.

Tyl hummed a snatch of music. Maurice nodded. “Yeah, I know. But someone’s got to run the patrols, and you got to admit you’re better at endurance than when we started.”

Another lilting tune. “Like I say, what can you do. Well, at least we’ve got lovely weather thanks to you.”

Tyl began to emit a squeaky purr – but broke off abruptly, the duo swinging sharply to the left as a huge something passed, catching them in the backwash.

Maurice looked around wildly. “What the hell was that?”

Tyl whistled a trio of notes urgently. “Invisible? Okay, I-”

The Altaria cut him off with another piping sequence of almost-music, then began to scream.

Maurice clapped his hands over his ears, wishing he could to the same for his Pokémon, as the grating Perish Song resounded through the cloud layer.

Something shimmered and crackled, then an enormous construct of metal and glass refracted into existence.

Maurice stared, aghast. What the hell is this thing doing in the sky?


“Ma’am, the outriders have spotted us.”

“Understood, Sensors.” J’s lip curled. “General quarters, Bosun.”

The intercom echoed her words to the backdrop of a strident alarm. “Now hear this! All hands, general quarters!”

Her crew swarmed to their stations and the huge flying fortress came alive with restrained power.

“Guns, fire five mark IX to that pair at the rear, stagger the launch.”

“Aye, aye, ma’am.” ‘Guns’ answered, bringing up his schematic of the ship and reassigning feed queues to the launchers. “Firing in twenty.”

J didn’t answer, simply absorbing the information and acting on it. “Aux, dispatch the cutter on launch. I want those two as hostages.”

An oath came from the other side of the command deck. “Ah, damnit. Ma’am, they got off a signal. The jammers didn’t manage to spin up in time.”

J’s head whipped round. “And why is that?”

‘Sensors’ quailed under her gaze. “Er, the port jammer is down and the starboard one’s been up for three days. It needed to be taken offline for cooldown and maintenance.”

The silver-haired woman stared at him for another few seconds, before smiling dangerously. “And this didn’t get brought to my attention because..?”

The sensor and electronic warfare officer made a squeaking noise and passed out.

“Hmph. Executive Officer, this piece of garbage is reassigned to land duty. Assign his assistant, and don’t let this happen again.”

Her XO nodded fearfully.


“Well done for reporting this in first. Now, get-” The phone call hashed into static, and Maurice bit back a curse. Figures…

“Okay, Tyl. One pass and we break for it.” The Altaria hummed his agreement, and began to muster a green ball of light in his mouth. Just as the Dragon Pulse reached firing size, however, a puff of smoke heralded the launch of air to air missiles from the airship.

Tyl fired his attack and shredded the first missile, then snapped up a Safeguard and sang another jarring note of the Perish Song, killing two more. The one that made it through glanced off the shimmering shield and exploded far off to the left.

Maurice cheered. “Nice work!”

The final missile darted in just as the Safeguard dropped, detonating in a flash of light – and a starburst of yellow beams. One of them splashed across Tyl’s flank, turning him instantly to stone and dispelling his cloudy cloak. Without the semisolid seat, Maurice lost his grip on his partner and fell towards Route 14 far below.

It was fortunate for him that he was caught by J’s cutter mere seconds after he fell – though given that he then became a captive in the airship’s large jail cells, he could be excused for not feeling that way.


AN: Sabrina has issues. Very, very severe issues. Thankfully, Ash was ready for them.

Anyone like my version of Sacred Sword? The Musketeer trio have a strong French theme to them, and the three swords Curtana (AKA Cortana), Joyeuse and Duredanal (AKA Durandal, Duranda, and so on) are old Frankish legendary swords from things like the Matter of France, the same kind of thing as the English Excalibur. Assigning Keldeo the odd one out, as well as the one with the strongest water theme (lady of the lake and all that) makes sense to me.

Galatine is the name given in several fiction universes to the version of Excalibur held by Galahad after Arthur died.

Oh, and our (least) favorite overequipped antagonist arrives in Kanto! Watch out, she’s not exactly a pushover.

The assumption made here, that Ash will eventually meet Keldeo in the Isshu/Unova arc of the anime or in the movies, seems to be a fairly good one. Thoughts? I have been deliberately leaving the events in Isshu vague, so the skip back could have been at any point in the as-yet-unseen series.






13. Chapter 12


“Hey, Ash?”

“What is it?”

“What did you do to Primeape?”

Ash smiled. “Oh, I sent him to go get practice at the Dojo back in Saffron. He said he was getting close to perfecting an entire new martial art before the world ended.”

“Sounds interesting. Any details?”

Ash pondered. “The main point was that it’s a style with absolutely no focus on defence at all, not even much on using your opponent’s strength. Its’ only provision for beating someone is to literally beat them into submission.”

“Neat.” Riolu commented, already thinking about how he could handle such a combat philosophy. Just using Counter wouldn’t help, as it was likely the style’s inventor had seen round that problem.

“Where next?”

Celadon City Gym. Leader: Erica.

“Oh, yeah, her. The rabid feminist.” Ash rubbed his chin. “Now, how to handle her…”

Misty grinned cheekily. “Your first step, Ashley-”

“NO!” Ash shouted, cheeks flaming. “It was bad enough the first time, worse the second, and not quite as bad as the third, which is what really worries me!”

Kricketune chirped in the grass, somewhat unusually as they weren’t native to the region.

Misty coughed. “Something you want to talk about, Ash?”

“NO!”

“Riiiiight…” Misty shook her head. “Not going to go there… anyway, remember the rules, Ash?”

“They don’t let boys or men into the gym for some reason?”

Brock shook his head. “No, it’s just rude ones. Though since Misty got in there just fine, apparently they only…” The words ‘ban rude boys’ died on his lips at Misty’s sudden glare. “Aaaand I’m stopping right there.”

“Good choice…” Misty grumbled.

Ash raised his hand. “You mentioned rules?”

“Yeah,” Brock began as the more technically knowledgeable of the two Gym Leaders. “Erika in particular tends to ask that people demonstrate the ability to nurture Pokémon at all stages of their evolution. To that end, if you have a first stage Pokémon you have to use one, same for the second and third. I think that last time Pikachu fulfilled your second stage requirement and you didn’t have a third at the time. But now, since you have Pidgeot and Charizard, you have to use one of them.”

Ash laughed. “Not that that’s a hardship!”

Misty continued on from there. “And since you’ve only got two each of first and second stages, you need to pick one of each of them.”

Ash considered for a few seconds. “I don’t know why, but with what you said about her liking the whole nurturing thing… I think I should use Squirtle, Ivysaur and Charizard.”

Pikachu nodded. “It has a certain ring to it… and there’s no way I’m going out there, too many well grounded Pokémon.”

Riolu said something to himself about energy element attacks, and nodded his assent for the plan.

Misty turned on Ash. “Just don’t start going on about perfume again!”

Ash cringed away from her. “Right, turn off nose, got it.”

“Ash, trying to give you a sense of culture is like teaching a rock to swim.”

Brock coughed. “Point of order. Corsola.”

Misty flushed. “You know what I mean!”


“So, you are the day’s second challenger.”

Ash blinked. “Well, I don’t know about second, but I’m certainly a challenger. Who was the other one?”

Erica made a dismissive gesture. “Some fool boy who didn’t read the rules, thought to beat us all with a Fearow and got annoyed when he had to use his Squirtle and Golem too. Close match – good match – but he’s got problems controlling that bird of his. Her eyes narrowed. “I take it you have read the rules?”

“Of course!” Ash called, conveniently forgetting to mention that it had taken him four-odd years to get around to it.

“Right. Now, as a Grass type trainer, I emphasize control of the terrain of battle. You will need to counter this by denying me opportunities to set up a blow. Now, show me you can react fast enough when the entire forest itself is after you! Tangela!”

Ash brought up his own Poké Ball. “Squirtle!”

Erica delicately stepped back onto a small dais, and raised an eyebrow. “Starting with a water type? Daring.”

Squirtle eyed his opponent contemplatively. “So, you’re my opponent.”

Tangela replied by shuffling off to the side of the arena, and wrapping a tree in his slim, sturdy vines. Squirtle, meanwhile, was soaking the floor of the arena in as much water as he could manage, neither wanting to commit to an actual attack as yet.

Erika’s voice snapped out, totally different to her normal polite tones. “Now!”

Tangela began pulling… and the entire tree erupted out of the ground, the twenty foot young willow seeming to come to life and walk.

Ash gaped in shock, before calling to his Pokémon. “Squirtle, watch out! That thing probably weighs a good few tonnes!”

“Working on it!” Squirtle replied, then took a good look at the faux-Ent. “Wow, that is pretty big, yeah. Good thing I have a plan.”

The Tangela strode forward, beginning to send out Stun Spores. Squirtle dove into the muddy water that he’d already created, then popped back up to stick out his tongue. “There’s not a chance such a roundabout way of fighting will work on me! I’m the badass-eep!” He dove back under the water to avoid a shower of leaves, and a branch coming down in a massive Wood Hammer.

Erica looked mildly disapproving at the mess on her gym floor, as the water gradually deepened, joined occasionally by more leaves, fountains of mud from the steps of the tree or the odd missed Power Whip.

Ash spoke up. “Er… what kind of waterproofing does this gym have?”

Erica frowned properly at that. “Why?”

“I think it’s going to be really important soon…”

She rapped out another command. “Giga Drain!”

Squirtle responded by diving into the now foot deep water, and came up on the other side of the tree to his foe. “Eat this, Hydro Cannon fodder!”


Ash released Pidgeot and took to the air.


Squirtle inhaled massively, and then fired a small jet of water… with a tiny blue sphere, striated with white lines around the middle, in the centre of the stream.

Upon impact with the tree, it detonated into about an Olympic swimming pool’s full of water.

The “puppet” fell over into the water, and a panting Squirtle finished the job by firing an Ice Beam at the indoor lake – freezing the surface, and also causing the tree major structural damage from frost shatter.

Ash withdrew his tired Water type for a rest, switching in Ivysaur as the dazed Tangela began to recover.

Ivysaur came in hard, firing a cloud of poisonpowder into the air around Tangela, and watching with satisfaction as his opponent turned a distinctly unhealthy shade.

Erica thought hard. The ice stopped her from getting Tangela to Ingrain, and a lot of his attacks had little or no effect against another Grass type.

“Bind him!”

The somewhat groggy Tangela obeyed, vines snaking out for Ash’s Pokémon. As they approached him, Ivysaur’s face suddenly split in a great grin.

“Venom shock!”

Tangela twitched and fell over, out of the fight.

“Not bad at all, challenger. Now, you face my first-caught Pokémon. Gloom!”

It really is amazing how someone who seems so nice can have such a command snap in her voice…Ash mused to himself. But then, Gym Leaders don’t exactly get their positions by lottery.

Ivysaur squared his shoulders and crouched low to the ice upon which he stood.

Gloom set her stance and began emitting her Sweet Scent.

The two stared at one another…

Then Ivysaur spoke. “Can we actually hurt one another?”

Gloom looked puzzled. “I… don’t know.”

Ivysaur bashed the ground with his foreleg; no luck there, too hard to Dig. “What generally happens in this situation?”

Gloom pondered. “This.” She fired a Leech Seed at Ivysaur, who countered with his own. Both sat for a moment in their energy draining nets, then Erica, frustrated beyond endurance, called out to her Pokémon. “Gloom, try Secret Power!”

The ground glowed, and Ivysaur rolled out of the way just in time to evade a chunk of ice slamming out of the floor. It wasn’t an actual Ice attack, but it was quite close.

“Nature Power!”

The attack ripped up the floor of the impromptu skating rink and set it to orbit around Ivysaur, who then began diverting it at his foe in a vague blizzard. Though Gloom managed to fire a Sunny Day into the air that basically rendered that moot as well, and both just started launching Solarbeams at one another, doing almost nothing at all.


“This is very good tea, Erica. You grow it yourself?”

The petite woman nodded gravely, passing the refilled cup to Misty. “Yes, I do. It’s the Celadon special blend, with a hint of white leaves and just a touch of the fruits of the gym’s Tropius.”

Behind her Ash was slumped against the wall, reading a file on his Pokedex about the longest Pokémon match in history. He was starting to feel that he was going to be the new example.


Ivysaur and Gloom huddled around a computer screen, going through the complete list of moves they knew, trying to find something to end the damn fight.

“Seed bomb?”

“No.”

Ivysaur hit the Page Down button again. “This is taking forever.”

“Well, if you’d just stop healing yourself…”

Ivysaur Synthesized again, regenerating the damage done by the Leech Seed in the last few minutes. “You stop first.”

Gloom punched up yet another Sunny Day, the evening sun flaring to greater brightness. “No thanks.”

“Suit your…self…” Ivysaur looked up with a grin. “I win. Fury Cutter.”

Gloom brushed away the cut leaf. “I fail to be impressed.”

“Fury Cutter.”

She frowned. That actually stung.

“Fury Cutter.”

Ash looked around at the hiss of surprise, noticing that something was actually happening.

“Fury Cutter!”

Erica stood up from the table, the tea ceremony forgotten. “What…”

“Fury. Cutter!”

The last blow sent Gloom flying through the humid air, smashing into the wall and sliding limply down, clearly unconscious.

Erica hurried over to Gloom and scooped her Pokémon up. “I am impressed… though the battle could have been shorter, but never mind. I will face you with a Pokémon specifically able to counter anything you have. Victreebel!”

The pitcher plant formed and spun, facing it’s mouth towards Ivysaur and launching a minature sun at the other Grass type.

“What’s that?” Ash asked, pointing his Pokedex.

Weather Ball, a high versatility attack that differs depending on the ambient conditions.

“Victreebel, Hail and then Weather Ball again! He can’t send out his Pidgeot in this, the conditions are too harsh for her.”

Ash let a smile spread across his face as Ivysaur ducked underground. “So, you chose this Pokémon to be able to counter anything I have?”

“Yes. Your Riolu, Pidgeot, Squirtle, Ivysaur and Pikachu.”

Ash nodded in understanding, and threw two Pokeballs. One emitted a red beam, the other white. “Charizard, Flamethrower!”


“You forgot. About Charizard. In a Grass Gym. When you had planned to use him from the start.”

Ash tried to look put-upon, which is hard to do while being half-throttled ten feet in the air. “I said I was sorry, Ivysaur!”

Erica looked at the scene. “Well, while I wasn’t exactly amazed by that part of it…” She let the words hang in the air for a moment. “Your actual switches were pulled off with speed and, in the first case, on no real notice. As I’m sure you noticed,” here a faint smile, “That led to your Ivysaur getting enough set up time on my Tangela to finish him off. In addition, it’s clear you’ve built up your Pokémon regardless of their actual evolutionary level, which is exactly what I want to see.” She flipped him a Rainbowbadge. “You’ve earned it.”

As Ash reached to catch the spinning Celadon Badge, Ivysaur unceremoniously dropped him and grabbed it himself, then passed it over. “I now consider us even.”


“Welcome to Cinnabar Island, challengers. This is the Gym set into the heart of an active volcano, and like my element and this very mountain, my focus is on powerful attacks delivered without concern for defence.” Blaine paused, the shifting magma below causing patterns of light to play across his face. “So. You will face me in a conventional battle, but first one of your Pokémon must take on one of mine in a contest of raw power. No evasion, no defending, just pure raw power.”

Team Rocket were only paying cursory attention, too focused on trying not to bake in the intense heat of the magma chamber.

“Why can’t we just get Gyarados ta give da place a hose down?” Meowth asked, panting frantically.

Blaine heard him. “Don’t… do that.” He calmed down slightly. “For battles where water types or attacks may be present, we use the secondary battlefield further up and away from the chamber. Follow me there.”

The team trooped after him, Jessie fanning herself extravagantly. “Phew… why not the main chamber, anyway?”

Blaine suddenly stopped, and spun on his heel to face the Rockets. “Have you ever heard of Thera?”

James and Jessie looked at one another, and shrugged.

“Nope.”

The elderly Cinnabar leader looked a little disappointed, then started walking again, forging ahead at speeds that required the challengers to trot to keep up. “It was a volcanic island that was the base of power for Groudon in the Mediterranean for a good few hundred years. Then he fought Kyogre, and she summoned a great tidal wave to sweep him away.” Blaine then made an explosive gesture. “Sixty million tonnes of water. Rocks at eight hundred degrees C. Steam is twelve hundred times the size of water. Thera is now a crater about eight miles across. The explosion sent Kyogre flying about one hundred miles south, and her landing destroyed much of the Minoan civilization that survived the tsunami from the explosion itself. Groudon went north, and opened the Bosphorus on his landing. Do not drop water on an active volcano.”

“Er, wow. I guess you know about that sorta thing then?”

Blaine snorted. “I have to. Bad enough when some Totodile or Wooper is used, but anything larger and there’s the risk of flash-frying the entire battle in seconds.” He paused. “Come to think of it, as I recall the same thing happened not too far from here if the shape of Sootopolis is anything to go by.”

Jessie pondered for a second, then took one of James’ Pokeballs. “Right, I think we’re ready for the power contest now.”

The labcoated Gym Leader took one of his own. “Let us begin then. Rapidash!”

Jessie threw her own ball. “Growlie!”

Blaine stared. “You sent out an Arcanine?”

James nodded, smiling affectionately at his Pokémon. “Yep, that’s Growlie alright!”

“And I suppose he has Flash Fire as well. Brilliant. Well, this is going to be a long, long fight.” Blaine took the stairs into a little booth with what looked like glass windows (but probably weren’t) set into the side. “I recommend you get into your observation booth as well. This place is going to get hot.”

The rest of Team Rocket made their way into their own booth, Meowth stopping to loop a small jar filled with an unidentifiable substance around Growlie’s neck. After a few whispered instructions, he faded out with Faint Attack and materialized inside the armoured control room.


Blaine took a microphone. “Well, this is a total farce, but whatever. Match one: pure power. Begin!”

The Rapidash began by, well, rapidly dashing forward, cloaked in a Flame Charge. Growlie met it head on with one of his beloved Flare Blitzes, the two fire attacks detonating with not much force but a great deal of raw heat. As the shimmer punched outwards, both Pokémon drank in the heat, their respective Flash Fire abilities causing their internal flames to burn hotter in imitation of the fire without.

Meowth looked out of the strangely iridescent “glass” at the explosion, snapping his claws. “One…”

Growlie recovered first from the stunning force of the impact, shaking out his fur and exhaling a Heat wave, having absolutely no effect on Rapidash but driving Blaine to glance at a nearby thermometer. “This could get nasty…”

Rapidash shook Embers at Growlie. Growlie spun around to attack in a Flame Wheel. Both punched out an Inferno at once. The temperature in the room continued to rise, the walls developing a faint, ruddy glow.

Meowth continued to count under his breath. “Four, five…”

James turned curiously. “What are you counting for?”

“Six!” Meowth focused for a moment, and a Double Team illusion appeared in the firestorm outside for a brief instant, before dispersing in the heat. “Just keepin’ track for the big guy, dat’s all.”

“Keeping track of what?” James asked, still watching his Pokémon. Growlie had got the message and was disengaging, the floor moving slightly under his paws and his foe’s hooves from the sheer heat.

“Well, the jar I gave him has a meltin’ point, and ya need ta use it at the right time. When it’s just about to go soft. I put a load’a beads on the wire cord with different meltin’ points, ta keep track.”

Growlie bit on the wire to either side of the jar, his powerful teeth shredding the tungsten cord, and spat it at the space above Rapidash.

Tracking the object as it flew, Meowth relaxed. “Got it dead on.”

Growlie spat flame, and the jar, finally softening in the furnace heat, exploded about five feet short of Rapidash and two feet above his head.

The purplish substance within evaporated near instantly, clouding its’ target for a few seconds before dispersing.

Blaine’s eyes narrowed. “What was that?”

Rapidash staggered slightly, but shook his head and came erect again.

Growlie snarled a challenge, and his foe accepted, both scorching forward in Flare Blitzes.

But on the two attacks hitting, Rapidash abruptly collapsed to the floor in apparent exhaustion. Growlie, having expected this, halted his own Blitz and threw his head back in a victory roar.

“What was that?” Jessie asked curiously, as James threw up his arms in congratulation and the floor began to set once more into a glassy black material.

“Some of Arbok’s Gastro Acid, it’s interestin’ stuff. I’m impressed with how well dat worked, might be a good idea to do it more.”

The intercom in their booth buzzed to life. “Please leave by the back door, there’s not much oxygen left in this arena. We’ll need to use ancillary arena 2, and this one will take days to properly become safe again.”

Red beams of light returned both Pokémon from the arena to their respective ‘balls, and Team Rocket followed the illuminated signs to their remaining matches in the volcano Gym.

“Very well. Begin!” Blaine called, tossing a Poké ball onto the cool floor of the arena they had moved into.

James replied by sending out his own Pokémon, and the two beams of white light coalesced into…

“James…” Jessie asked, staring at the enormous Rhydon that dwarfed its’ opponent, “Why have you sent out Weezing?”

James looked embarrassed. “Well, I thought it would be good for him to have a bit of fun now and then…”

Blaine stared. He couldn’t tell if this was part of some incredibly elaborate stratagem or just complete idiocy. Who in their right mind sent out a Weezing in a Fire gym?

That said, this team were clearly more intelligent than they appeared – one only had to look at the way they had defeated Rapidash for that.

“Weezing! Use smog!”

Okay, they were lucky idiots.

Rhydon stood there as the smog invaded his airspace, not flinching at the foul stuff, then smashed a foot down on the floor to use Bulldoze.

Fortunately for Weezing, he was still levitating and hence unaffected.

Blaine sighed, then called out, “Smack Down, Rhydon!”

The drill Pokémon obediently snapped off a piece of the arena floor and hurled it at Weezing… and it went wide. It seemed to take a twisted path in the air, curving crazily away from it’s target.

“What? How did that- oh, that’s clever.”

James smiled deviously. “Isn’t it? It’s simple refraction. All the ice in the air from a Haze that Weezing used with the Smog acts like a Smokescreen, but it’s less detectable.”

Blaine got a sour look on his face. “Right then. So, it’s a refractive effect, which means it’s most effective at longer range, where there’s greater depth for the light to bend, which also means that… Rhydon! Giga Impact!”

Rhydon snarled, took a low angled stance and rushed at his foe like a charging bull.

Weezing looked slightly vacant as the charge swept down on him, not moving out of the way as Rhydon angled in towards him.

James snapped his fingers. “Now!”

Weezing glowed red.

Blaine’s jaw dropped. “What.”

Rhydon hit Weezing with the force of a runaway train… and was blown backwards into the wall with the force of two runaway trains.

Blaine walked past his collapsed Rock type, tossing the Poké ball to return Rhydon over his shoulder without breaking stride. “You.”

James blinked, Jessie in the background scooping up the concussed Weezing. “Me?”

“Yes. You.” Blaine was actually quivering with rage. “How is it that you keep doing things like that? Weezing can’t learn counter.”

Meowth shrugged. “Pokémon learn a lotta things they ain’t supposed to.”

The Gym Leader stared for a moment at the talking Meowth, then rubbed his temples with his forefinger and thumb. “Whatever. Next Pokémon.”


Cubone stared down her opponent across the Gym floor.

Her opponent, Ninetales, did the same and flared his eyes into the red of Foresight.

Cubone considered. Let’s see… if I first go left, then I can pull in a ribcage between my destination and him, then a pair of Bonemerangs on the top and below to prevent vertical escape, that allows me to box him in with a Bone Rush staff angled to land behind him. That and a quick move forward ensures his only ways out are forward, back or towards me. Forward or back I can deal with via a pair of Earth Powers as soon as I land, and then he’s going to end up in range of my Bone Club and in the air from jumping the ribcage, unable to dodge…

Ninetales gave a high, barking laugh, then returned to his Poké ball.

Cubone blinked. “What just happened?”

Blaine shook his head. “He does this sometimes… if his Foresight shows that an opponent is definitely going to get a hit in, the lazy guy just doesn’t bother fighting.”

“Um… okay.”

I think it makes total sense. In fact, why didn’t I think of that idea first?

“Nevertheless, my final Pokémon will make things harder for you. Magmar!”

Blaine’s Magmar appeared in a burst of red light, swinging a Mach Punch straight out of the Poké ball. Cubone blocked it with a quickly formed thigh bone, but was caught off guard by Magmar simply Rock Smashing it out of his way and volleying in a Dynamicpunch.

Cubone picked herself up from the small crater near the wall, and looked around woozily. She couldn’t see anything…

Okay. First principles. I’m in a fight. I’m just a little concussed. Wow. Concussion. Con-cus-sion.

Focus.

Right, I’m not well at all. I need to fight. I can’t be sure where my opponent even is. I don’t know where I am. I must be concussed.

Can’t defeat anyone like this. Can help set it up.

As Magmar charged down on her, Cubone’s eyes flared a ruddy yellow-orange. She drove her club into the wall hard enough to shake the chamber slightly, causing the fire damage on the walls from previous battles to violently shake loose.

The effort was too much for her, and she passed out – but the blow itself seemed to cause the air to vibrate and swirl, the room ringing like a bell.

Jessie recalled Cubone from their side of the arena, and James sent in their last Pokémon allowed for the fight.

James didn’t waste any time. “Gyarados, Twister!”

The swirling tornado that formed in the room gathered up all the tiny rock particles drifting in the air and began sandblasting everyone in the room.

Blaine wrapped a scarf round his face. “Sandstorm? Is this what that Cubone was doing?”

Jessie nodded. “I’m pretty sure, yes.”

“But why? Why set it up like this if it was only for a Pokémon as vulnerable as a Gyarados?”

James winked. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Fine.” Blaine shook his head. “Magmar, Thunderpunch!”

The Spitfire Pokémon charged forward, lightning gathered in his fist… and promptly dissipated.

“Dat’s why!” Meowth called from the Rocket side of the arena. “All tha metal an’ quartz in the rock sucks away electricity!”

Gyarados roared, then unleashed a huge wall of water from thin air and rode it towards Blaine’s Pokémon.

Blaine sighed. “It’s that thing with the blue Sandslash all over again…”

With a great hiss of steam, Magmar was hammered under by the wave, Blaine returning him after it was clear he’d lost.

The Gym Leader sloshed over to the Rockets through the new, three foot swimming pool, muttering darkly to himself about people too clever for their own good.

“You fought well. Here is the Volcanobadge. Now, get out of here before I have to get you involved in the repair work, it’s going to be a nightmare getting rid of all this water.”


AU: Well, that was action packed.

Gym Battle (with what looks suspiciously like the team from Pokemon Trainer in Brawl) and a Rocket Gym Battle focused much more on SCIENCE!

Ahem.

The explosion that Blaine refers to really did take place, though not due to Pokemon gods fighting, and the tidal wave did take out the Minoan civilization. The island that remains, Santorini, was the basis for the design of Sootopolis.

Finally, the martial art Primeape has developed is essentially Coup de vitesse from the Honorverse books. Think Close Combat, but as an entire martial art.






14. Chapter 13


Misty snapped her fingers, and turned to Ash.

“Now I remember what I was going to ask! Ash, do you have any mental concentration tricks that can be used on someone else?”

“Er… not that I can think of, Misty. Why?”

Misty sighed. “We’re heading to that ridiculous Hop-whatever town next, see, and that means I have to deal with Psyduck again. And since he’s basically either completely brainless or ridiculously powerful – or both – I dread it.”

Ash shrugged. “Aspirin?”

Misty stared at him for a moment, then slapped her forehead with the palm of her hand.

“Don’t know why I never thought of that…”

Brock nodded contemplatively. “Either that or Persim berries, if he’s just permanently confused.”

Either might work, but according to the scans I performed, Psyduck all have constant headaches – I think Misty’s one was just unusually severe. Golduck aren’t affected, though.

“So Golduck are unaffected by headaches… Hm. Perhaps the evolution is triggered by coming to terms with the headache, rather than the other way around.” Ash dug into his bag. “Here we are, the Calm Mind TM that Sabrina gave me!”

Brock looked suspiciously at the disc. “I’ve never really understood how those work.”

Pokémon are transmittable as data over the internet. The comparison is clear.

“Yeah, I suppose, but if so then how do you use one?”

…the only reference I can find on the ‘net is “apply directly to forehead”. But there’s also a caution that it’s better to use them as the instructional videos that are contained on them rather than directly in most cases.

“Got it. Hey, Dex, you still have that jailbreak you worked out in Isshu?”

That I do. Usage limit has already been removed, in fact.

“Good to know that’s all been worked out. Now, onwards to Hop-Hop-Hop town.” Ash made a face. “I think I just lost some of my self esteem by merely saying that.”

Misty shrugged. “No great loss.”


“So that’s the problem. All the Pokémon are just falling asleep.”

With a sigh and a thud, Riolu joined the list of Pokémon succumbing to the strange soporific aura of Hop-Hop-Hop town. Pikachu sniffed disdainfully, and gulped down yet another of the Chesto berries he had prepared. He knew it was coming, after all.

Ash smiled gently and changed into his cap, letting Riolu have the more impressive blue hat he had been wearing. The Dark subtype from the hat seemed to work in shielding Riolu, and he awoke soon after.

“Wow!” the local Joy said enthusiastically. “So that’s all it takes to cure it?”

“I’d hardly say ‘all’…” Ash muttered.

“Oh most astonishingly beautiful, nay, incomprehensibly wonderful-”

WHAM

Misty removed her fist from Brock’s ear. “Get to the point, Casanova.”

Brock clambered back to his feet. “The hat’s a special one that blocks Psychic powers. That basically proves it’s a Pokémon doing this, or a powerful human psychic.”

Pikachu raised a forelimb. “We could find out where to go by timing how long it takes Riolu to fall asleep when the hat’s taken off in different locations.”

Riolu cringed, clutching the brim of the hat in both paws. “But I don’t wanna be a piece of scientific apparatus!”

Misty sent out her Starmie, which levitated into the air. “Or we could get Starmie to find the source.”

Pikachu shook his head. “No sense of scientific discovery from you people.”


The arrayed salarymen blinked as the door banged open. “What-”

Ash stormed in. “You people are irresponsible lunatics! Your answer to insomnia was not something like a pill or medication, or even just relaxing more, but to get a Pokémon to hypnotize you! Hello, Sleep Powder perhaps?”

“I… we…”

“And to top it all off, you didn’t even consider asking Cresselia, who would doubtless have been happy to help.” Ash shook his head, some of the anger gone. “Regardless, you need to stop that, it’s driving the children in the town bonkers and the Pokémon narcoleptic. Get a Butterfree… or perhaps anything at all that can learn Yawn. Or Spore. Or Grass Whistle. Or Sing… basically, there should be no need at all to resort to dangerously unshielded psychic powers.”

Ash paused, checked something on his Pokédex, and sent out Ivysaur, who promptly put the entire room to sleep with a quick Grass Whistle.

As they left, Ash turned to Ivysaur. “What the hell is your family tree like, anyway, for all these moves?”

“I know of a Charmeleon, a Sableye and a Skarmony in there somewhere. It’s more of a family Kudzu…”


“Okay, Psyduck, you remember us now?”

Blank stare.

Brock shook his head. “Does that Pokémon know Amnesia, or is this natural?”

The stare shifted to Brock.

He shivered. “That’s actually kinda creepy. Does he blink?”

Ash rolled his eyes, drew out the TM and slapped it onto Psyduck’s forehead.

Psyduck blinked.

There’s something coming past the shooting pain in my head, some new knowledge. It feels… 

Soothing

In some undefined way. But that’s distant as of yet, wrapped up inside a package of instructions and mental code that seems to be requesting execution.

Well, it isn’t as if my head could hurt any worse.

With a mental twitch of pain from the effort, he sent approval.

Execution of packet approved.

Engaging compartmentalization… developing mindscape… setting emotions/stimuli at one remove… done.

Okay, wow. Wow.

Wow.

I can still feel the headache, but it’s… separate. Kind of-

Access restricted. Confirm request of Attack class Psychics?

No.

Oh, I see. Everything’s separated, so I have to decide whether to use the headache and its’ boost. Wow, that’s quite some effect.

“You okay?”

Yes, thanks.

Misty fell over in shock.

Ash did a double take. “That actually worked?”

Yes. My word, it’s nice to not have a permanent blinding headache.

Brock shrugged. “I’m certainly not complaining. And this means you have a more, er, stable Pokémon, Misty.”

Except when I need to use an actual psychic attack. To get that kind of strength means going back to the pain. But I’m OK with that.

“Right!” Misty said, putting her hands on her hips. “Next for you, mister, is swimming lessons!”

Er, I mean, Ow the pain the pain my head is aching.

Ash snickered. “Nice try.”


“Okay. Next?”

Next we-

Brock cut off Dexter. “Next, we go and see Suzy, and hopefully I can borrow her Vulpix.”

“You’ve really been looking forward to seeing her again, huh?”

“Both of them. Suzy is, after all, famous, and as for Vulpix… the little darling’s an absolute powerhouse, but cute as a button. My Rock types and Crobat are great, y’know, but sometimes you long for a softer approach.”

Ash looked faintly confused. “And you are looking for recognition from us why? We’re both pretty focussed on battle. Now, if we were in a region with actual contests instead of elimination tourneys with faint themes, then you might get more of a following on that front.” Ash then nodded. “Nevertheless, I take your point about Vulpix. I swear it took a week for my eyebrows to grow back.”


Brock cradled Vulpix as the trio of humans left Scissor Street. Misty frowned slightly, muttering to herself, “I could swear that took longer last time…”

“Yeah, we seem to be done with Celadon a lot earlier than before.”

Not quite. Brock, why not get Vulpix something from the department store?

Misty jumped. “Psyduck! Are you going to keep doing that?”

I hear James’ Abra does it all the time.

“Pardon?”

Nothing…

Brock shrugged. “What do you say, Vulpix? Sound good?”

She considered for a second, then nipped his finger affectionately and barked an affirmative.


“Okay, so what do you want?”

Vulpix trotted along the aisles, searching for the right row. She knew it was supposed to be here somewhere, she’d considered this decision many times before. But now, with Brock again, she wanted him to succeed. She liked him.

So it was an easy choice.

Finding her objective, she cloaked herself in Safeguard and carefully took the Fire Stone in her jaws.

Brock’s eyes widened, and he took it from her before her Safeguard wore off. “You sure?”

She barked. “Yes!”

“Well, I suppose it’s your choice. Just give me a second to buy it.”


“Ready?”

Vulpix nodded in exasperation. “I told you I wanted this five minutes ago! Now just hand the stone over, okay? You won’t change my mind, and I’m not making a choice I’ll regret later. It’s time for me to grow up.”

Brock tried to say something, choked a little, and put down the Fire Stone.

Slowly, almost reverently, Vulpix trotted over to it. She closed her eyes, and gently pressed her nose against it.

Then-

Woosh.

She seemed to flow into her new form, her body enlarging from its’ former tiny size and her tails wrapping around one another as a stream of fire licked her. When they unravelled again, there were no longer six short red tails, but nine beautiful long white ones, their tips tinted the orange that the rest of her coat had shed. Caged fire played over her form, accentuating her fur in a slightly unnecessary but very impressive display of Will-O-Wisp.

Upon seeing Brock staring, she smiled gently.

“It’s still me in here, silly. And it doesn’t look bad on me, no?”

Ash found his voice. “If you ever want to get involved in Contests, Brock… let me know so I can forfeit before the start.”


“Ready?”

Now.


Ash started as something flickered across his field of view. “What the-”

Meowth skidded to a halt on the other side of the road out of Celadon. “Lookin’ for this?”

Oh brilliant. I’ve actually been stolen… kidnapped… I demand a lawyer! Both to resolve this situation, and determine if I count as property…

Meowth shook Dexter.

Shutting up now.

“Hey, give him back!” Ash shouted.

Okay, so you see me as a- Meowth bashed the Pokédex on the ground. Right, right, sorry.

James popped up from the bushes on that side of the path. “That’s right, Ash! We’ve got your Pokédex! But it would be just cruel to take it without any warning, so here’s the deal. Catch us if you can!”

The three travellers looked between themselves, and broke into a run.

James frowned for a moment at the trio closing in on him, then snapped his fingers.

Abra materialized in front of the party, and raised his arms. Too bad for you I can’t get any peace until this is over. His eyes opened and flared purple. Psywave!

Ash took the brunt of the attack, grabbing Pikachu and Riolu as he fell backwards to stop them flying off. “Erf… damn. That was an air pulse as well as a psychic one, my Dark subtype hat’s no help. We can’t get past easily.”

James winked. “I’ll leave you to it then. Bye-bye!” He jogged off further down the path towards the Cycling Road.

Brock crouched over in the road, minimizing the effect of the air pulses. “Any ideas?”

Riolu raised his hand. “I could-”

“No, sorry, we might need you later on. I doubt he’s going to be the only obstacle. Hmm… Misty?”

“Yeah?”

“I think you’re the closest we have to a psychic specialist at the moment.”

She nodded, and sent out both Psyduck and Starmie. “You guys up for this?”

Sure. Okay, everyone ready? Here we go. Starmie, go for any weak points that develop. I’m not going to be coherent enough.

Confirm activation of combat Psychics?

Yes.

Psyduck clutched his head as pain flooded his world again, a massive pulse of psychic energy roaring forwards and shattering the Psywave.

Abra gestured, and a series of Light Screens formed in front of him, acting as a deep defence; he then fired out a Charge Beam, bouncing it between the mirrorlike Light Screens to deny his opponents a shot.

Psyduck was at this point incapable of any real skill, drawing deep on his boosted power he simply hammered forward Psychic attack after attack, each shattering a Light Screen with the sheer force – and also sending the Charge Beam wide as it tried to bounce off a ‘Screen no longer there.

Starmie hovered above the rest of the group as they made a break for it, before Camouflaging and sneaking back.

The last of the Light Screens shattered, and Abra’s raw psychic will clashed violently with Psyduck’s. The two energies flashed against one another, sparks of power flying off the direct line between them.

Gradually Abra began to gain the upper hand, forming another shell of Light Screens and rotating them so no one was exposed to Psyduck’s smashing attacks long enough to break. With this reduction in the power he had to expend on defence, he began to muster the energy to call for a Future Sight ball…

And was hit in the side by a Hyper Beam crashing through his weakened left defence, where the most recently harmed Light Screens were unable to interdict properly.

Turning angrily on Starmie, he slashed out a Thunderwave, then teleported behind it and launched a Charge Beam from point blank range.

Starmie fell to the ground, gem winking in the red distress signal of its’ species.

Now for-eh? Abra looked around; no Psyduck.

Then he looked up - just in time to catch a Disable pulse - and saw, through the crackling energy that locked down his teleport ability, about a thousand gallons of water falling through the air towards him.

Well crap. Night night, see you in the morning…

Water hammered him into unconsciousness.


As they ran, Ash released his two Flying types and the trainers took to the air.

Jessie, watching from up ahead, shook her head. “Naughty, naughty… not at all kosher. Cubone! Smack Down!”

Cubone raised her arms and drew them back.

“My bones are the Earth, my skin is the Sky.”

As Pidgeot blasted ahead of her wingmate, Ash saw it first. “Pidgeot, down!”

She reacted just a little too slowly, and the spinning shoulder bone hit her own left wing in the upper humerus with a sickening wrench, dislocating it and sending her into a barely controlled tumble.

Charizard fared a little better, incinerating the oncoming bone, but a followup shower of fingerbones tattered his wings and forced him down.

Ash returned both injured Pokémon to their balls and gave a heartfelt groan. “Brilliant…”

Riolu shook his head to clear it from the dizzying impact, and looked around. Catching a glint of movement, he launched an Aura Sphere into the air where it intercepted a Bonemerang aimed at Pikachu. Catching a vicious downward strike from a Bone Club in his palms, he kicked out at Cubone, knocking her back slightly. “I’ll handle her! You carry on!”

Ash clenched his fist and nodded. The three trainers ran off, leaving the two small Pokémon to their duel.

“You think you can beat me? You’re still young, little Riolu. Go now and get help.”

Riolu replied by forming a Bone Rush staff in his paws. “I’m not going to. I can stop you.”

She shook her head. “So noble. I was like that once. But what you have to realize,” she spun her Thick Club in her own hands, “is that sometimes ideals are simply impossible. You have to be realistic.”

She cast aside her club. “I will show you how outmatched you are by fighting you on an equal level.”

“An equal level? What do you mean?”

She declined to answer, instead explaining by demonstration.

“I have wielded the past of thousands…”

Her own Bone Rush staff formed, and she looked it over critically. Then, shockingly suddenly, she lashed out with an overhand attack. Riolu spun his own staff into a two handed grip to knock it aside, and the fight was on.

Cubone was an expert at launching blows her opponent had to match bone to bone, or be unable to dodge. That kind of battering contest seemed to favour neither combatant, both being equally matched in strength and toughness…

Until Riolu’s staff snapped.

“What?” He dodged away from the follow up blow that would have knocked him unconscious and formed a pair of short staves. “How did you do that?”

“It’s simple. You are not truly able to understand the nature of a bone.”

Riolu ducked, dodged and channelled a Force Palm into one of his staves, knocking Cubone back with the blow – but also causing that stave to shatter in turn. “Why is this happening- what do you mean?”

“As I said.” Cubone wrenched the other stave out of his grip and snapped it. “You form your constructs out of simple, solid Aura, rather than using it as a base material for a more accurate form of a bone.” She paused in her explanation to casually detonate the Aura Sphere he was spinning up with a conjured knucklebone, carefully crafting a Bastiodon skull with her off hand as a shield. “What I do is to exactly replicate the bone of the Pokémon I am basing my technique off. This makes it more able to resist impacts and able to be denser while still light. You cannot hope to match me.”

Riolu closed his eyes, engaging his Aura sight. To his dismay, she was right – her crafted bones were exquisitely layered in solid honeycombed with air gaps, making it stronger and lighter than his own simple shapes at the same time.

“But what does that have to do with nobility?”

She looked up with haunted eyes. “Everything. My ability in this did not come from training, or study, or battle – or rather they were not the main catalysts. My entire family was killed not a year ago, when they had relied on me to protect them. That is what gave me this – that I have faced death so closely that I am halfway dead myself through sorrow. That is the only way to know your own mettle – to face into the abyss, and see what part of you stares back.

Serving life, understanding death, but on the razor’s edge between the two.”

Riolu was shocked. She had seemed so… well, not happy, but forceful, at least before. And now she had explained that lay in her recent past? “I’m… I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Learn from it and don’t make the same mistake. You can’t trust honour, it’s not realistic enough.”

At that last, Riolu felt his own inner fire blaze in indignation. “That’s not true! I know so many people who have faced death, have even died, and none of them have lost that sense of righteousness! My trainer, Ash Ketchum, is a refutation of your ideals! He’s kind, and generous, and never stops trying to do the best he can, and this despite one of the worst lives anyone’s ever faced!” Riolu let his Aura flow through his body. “Maybe you’re right that that’s the only way to know yourself… but maybe you’re wrong, too, and either way he’s one of those people! And you’re also wrong about my ability.”

Cubone narrowed her eyes. “Oh?”

“It’s true I don’t have the kind of knowledge you have… but I know myself and my body, and that’s all I need!”

She gave something of a smile. “Very well then, show me!

My past and future collide on the grassy plain.

I ask for only, the Bones of the Hills!”

And suddenly they were somewhere else.

Cubone gestured to the field of bones. “Well? This is the knowledge I faced down Darkrai’s stare to win. How can you approach it?”

Riolu made eye contact with her, and reached for a bone to his left.

And as he took it, it came free from the ground like it had never been attached.

Her eyes widened. “How-”

“Simple. I said I understand my body. And that means everything about it, including the locked away potential at its’ heart for the fires of evolution to sweep over it. And this bone is a Lucario one. The steel under the skin. It may be yours… but it’s also, in every bit the same way, mine.”

Riolu charged the bone with his entire Aura reserve, feeling it respond to his soul and accept it, and threw it overarm at Cubone.

She raised her shield to block, and was only partly successful. The shield was unbreakable by any conventional attack, but Riolu had made this attack unconventional. And while it still didn’t break the shield, it sent her flying backwards into the curve of the rolling grasslands and the shield lip crashing into her forehead, stunning her into unconsciousness even past the skull armour.

As the forest outside Celadon reappeared, Riolu slumped forward into the grass.

I suppose I’ll rest… for now.


AN: Two part battle!

This is the first time Ash and co. get to see just what the Rockets have been doing with their time. There probably won’t be many of these, they take up too much time.

The inspiration for the Psychic fight was actually the Zeruel battle from Rebuild of Evangelion, strangely enough. And we now get to see more of Cubone’s backstory. She’s probably the most tragic character in the fic up to now.






15. Chapter 14


James jogged into the next clearing. “Phew… I need a quick rest after that. Meowth?”

The scratch cat materialized next to him. “Dey’re about three minutes behind yas, da ambush by Cubone slowed them down a lot.”

“Right.” James considered. “We ready to use Growlie yet?”

“Eh… probably. We got Arbok an’ Weezing in reserve, and dey’re more useful in blocking positions.”

“I’ll give him a go then. Let Jessie know I’ll be along in a minute.”

Meowth nodded and vanished again.

For a moment, a manic grin flickered across James’ face. “I love being competent!”


As the trio stormed into the more open area of path, Ash reached for his Poké balls. He was going to-

Brock warded him off. “No, Ash, it’s my turn. You’re running out of team members after that last clash, but I still have all of mine. I’ll let Ninetales handle this.”

Ash agreed, dropping back slightly as Brock sent out his newly evolved, “borrowed” Pokémon.

Across the field, James sent out Growlie.

The two Pokémon stared at one another, flaring their fires. Will-O-Wisp danced across Ninetales’ fur, Embers formed in Growlie’s shaggy mane.

Then the two of them nodded at one another and ran off back towards Celadon.

James blinked. “Er… what just happened?”

Ash shrugged. “I dunno. But… that means… you don’t have your Arcanine protecting you anymore!”

James let out an eep of surprise, and threw another Poké ball. As Weezing appeared, he shouted “Smog!” and legged it.

Weezing complied with a massive cloud of toxic gas that effectively blocked the path.


The three looked to one another.

“There’s no way we can get past that. It needs to be gotten rid of.”

Brock snapped his fingers. “Got it! Poison types aren’t affected by poisons, and so we can get your Ivysaur and my Crobat to handle this.”

Ash frowned. “Any reason Crobat can’t do it on his own?”

“Well, since evolving he’s always been a bit more focused on slashing attacks than wind walls. He can’t cut a path big enough alone.”

Misty grumbled to herself. “I’m useful…”

“Of course you are. It’s just that your main team variety is still in the future for us, two of your three heaviest hitters were involved against Abra, and your third is part of our reserve.”

Misty looked slightly mollified, and Ash got on with sending out Ivysaur. “Think you can clear that Smog?”

“Sure! I know Whirlwind from my Flying ancestors!”

Ash groaned. “Why didn’t you use that in the gym battle with Erica then?”

Ivysaur froze. Then he bashed his head into the ground. “Such an idiot…”

“Okay, then. Plan?”

Ivysaur reached into his flower with a vine. “Here. Worry Seeds. They’ll make you immune to sleep effects temporarily, and I plan on punching a cloud of Sleep Powder up into the middle of that smog bank. If I do it right, the Sleep Powder will replace the Smog for long enough you can make it through.”

“You don’t think that’s a little… convoluted?”

“It’ll keep Weezing from just recreating the zone of Smog in the clear area, as he won’t be able to get close enough.”

“Fair enough. Everyone ready?”

Receiving a series of affirmatives, Ash downed his own Worry Seed. “Okay, go!”


Weezing listened to the sound of pounding feet with interest. They were attacking. Interesting.

“Crobat, now!”

“Defog!”

With a blast of wind, the cloud of poisonous gas he had been generating disappeared. Of course, they had a Crobat. That one was a Defog user who had evaded the Knock Down. Hm. Better go over there and handle that, then.

Weezing floated over, but flinched back just before entering a glistening cloud of airborne powder. Oh. Nice plan there.

If he couldn’t stop the main group (and he couldn’t, they’d made it into the clear air while he was recovering from the Sleep Powder), then at least he could handle this pair.


Ivysaur lumbered into a run. So far Weezing hadn’t done much, but as a Pokémon that could float, catching him was going to be hard.

And I may be many things, but I don’t recall Psychic being among the list.

His vines lashed out, capturing Weezing in a web of green tendrils.

Huh. Maybe it’s not so-

Boom.

Ivysaur reeled back, feeling the faint stirrings of shock. That really hurt, damn it! The explosion felt like it had actually severed his vines, and while that wasn’t a disaster it did reduce his ranged options rather drastically.

Crobat swooped in during the moment of vulnerability, but unfortunately for him Team Rocket had enough money to buy TMs now. He was met with a foot thick bolt of lightning that blasted him out of the air.

He’s kicking us all over the place! Ivysaur thought frantically. What do I do?

Then something clicked.

He set his feet squarely, faced Weezing, and drew upon his saurian ancestry.

(Yes, he’s got a lot of ancestry. But who doesn’t?)

He roared, and the rocks around responded to him. Moving and cracking under the strain, they slammed together into a glowing ball in front of his face.

Weezing realized he was about to lose. Oh well.

“Ancientpower!”

The ball of concentrated energy and matter smashed into Weezing, sending him into a tree.

Ivysaur slumped, spent. Glad I remembered that one. Then he frowned. Hang on a minute… Weezing was glowing purple…

The Destiny bond triggered, and Ivysaur promptly passed out.


“Boss,” asked the waiter, “Why are we doing this?”

The restaurant manager adjusted his violin. “What do you mean?”

“Well, for starters, why did we serve two Fire types – which, might I add, are both very large – out the back of our restaurant in the first place? Second, we’re a sushi restaurant. Where did the spaghetti and meat balls even come from?” The waiter broke off for a moment as his boss started to sing. “Yeah, that’s another thing. Why are we serenading them in Italian? I didn’t even know you had a violin, nor that the cook had an accordion.”

Ninetales and Growlie were in the process of re-enacting a certain famous scene from a certain Disney film. It was enough to count as a Charm attack covering much of Celadon.

“I have to say, I find your company delightful.” Growlie commented.

Ninetales giggled. “Oh, you! Besides, I assure you the feeling is mutual.”

The Arcanine sighed. “Thanks. But I just wish that it didn’t divide our loyalties.”

His companion shook her head. “Don’t worry about it. I’m sure neither of them would mind one bit. Besides, seeing you would be enough alone to make it all worthwhile, I don’t mind admitting something in you resonates with me.”

“Thanks,” Growlie said, touched. “Very well, then. We’ll enjoy what time we have, and if it goes further, then take it as it comes.”

“Spoken like a true Pokémon of wisdom.” She said with finality, and both went back to their meal.


James let out a slight giggle. This one was going to be fun.

Ash and his friends staggered with burning legs into the next clear area, a small depression that had filled with enough water to be considered a marsh, to see both Jessie and James standing on the other side of the swamp.

Jessie cooed. “Oh, looks like they caught up.” Her voice turned harsh. “Suppose we’ll just have to delay them again.”

James pointed. “Attack!”

With a rumbling BOOM, an enormous shape shot from the marshy depression – forcing the friends to flinch away from the flying water and mud - and reared up to full height. As they looked back at it, Misty realized first.

“That’s a Gyarados! Where the hell did they get that!”

Brock groaned. “Not only that, but it’s covered in mud. So much for just zapping it.”

James laughed. “That’s right! And he’s been eating his five fruit and veg a day! All Wacan Berries, of course…” The two turned to go.

James’ Gyarados roared again, and lunged.

Ash dove for cover, and was mildly surprised when he wasn’t tossed aside by any impact-like-a-freight-train.

Looking back, he saw Misty and Brock releasing all their remaining Pokémon to handle the enormous, enraged Gyarados. Misty’s own Gyarados seemed to be at a disadvantage here, as that one was still weak to electric.

Brock caught his eye. “You go on ahead, this one’s a handful!”

Ash nodded determinedly, forced himself to his feet again, and went back to the chase.


Misty watched James’ Gyarados carefully. “Brock, it’s on at least one Dragon Dance as well!”

“Right. You get yours to hold him off while I get Steelix and Geodude ready, then we switch and you boost yours the same way.”

Misty was dubious. “Can you actually boost a Rock type to that sort of level?”

Brock just grinned, before ordering his Pokémon to use Rock Polish.

James’ Gyarados tried to use the moment of vulnerability to Thunder Fang Misty’s Gyarados, but unfortunately for him Ash and Pikachu weren’t quite out of range yet, allowing the yellow mouse to siphon off the electricity. Before he could try again, Misty’s Gyarados had copied her opponent in covering itself with mud.

Misty frowned. “How does that Gyarados even know Thunder Fang?”

Brock shouted from where his Steelix was gradually boosting itself. “Why not? Now, pay attention to the fight!”

Misty jumped back as the ground near the marsh shook. “Gyarados, Stone-”

James’ voice rang out. “-Edge!”

Misty’s Gyarados flung a storm of rocks at her foe. James’, however, instead called up a single massive slab of rock in front of itself as a shield. The shower of rocks from Misty’s end of the battlefield deflected harmlessly off the shield, which then fell forwards and came close to crushing Misty’s Pokémon.

With a roar, Steelix blazed forward into the fight, slamming into James’ Gyarados with a Smack Down (driving it into contact with the solid ground beneath the marsh) and then releasing a massive Earthquake.

Brock dashed over as Steelix began trying to hold down the thrashing enemy. “Misty! Get your Gyarados to Dragon Dance!”

She rapped out the order, trusting him, before turning to ask, “Why?”

“I can have Steelix copy the Dance with Psych Up, it’ll remove the enemies’ advantage! Good work, Steelix, keep up that Bind!”

James’ Gyarados arced and twisted in attempts to break free, before a cunning gleam came into his eye. Taking a great breath, he released a Surf…

Which had little effect on the dripping wet Steelix. Surprised, he looked closely.

Misty held up her hand in a V sign. “Goldeen are useful!”

James slapped his forehead. “Of COURSE she’d teach it Soak…”

Thoroughly enraged by now, James’ Gyarados broke free by main force, sending Steelix sprawling on the floor.

The two Gyarados, both boosted on several Dragon Dances by this point, finally decided to settle it with a beam war. Both of them launched powerful Hyper Beams at the other, and the point of intersection between the beams flared with violet light. Misty flinched back from the blaze, and James pulled out sunglasses.

Brock just squinted more than usual.

The beam gradually crept towards the Gyarados from Cerulean gym, despite her best efforts to resist the torrent of energy. As that bead of fire came close enough that it was all but touching, Misty withdrew her exhausted Pokémon and let the beam of the other Gyarados go flying off into space.

Then Steelix landed on James’ Gyarados in a massive landslide.

“Took you long enough…” Misty grumbled.

Brock grinned. “I had to build the hill first, give me some respect.”

James looked around himself desperately. “Damn, I’m out of Pokémon!”

He frowned. “Huh. I was expecting to just white out there and wake up at a Pokémon centre. Could be all the mental trauma from being blown up a lot…”

Misty stomped forward. “Where’s Jessie?”

“She went ahead to the escape vehicle. You’ll probably not make it there in time to stop me.”

Brock frowned. “Why not?”

“Well, I’m sort of a Substitute…” The James they were talking to vanished in a puff of smoke.

Misty shook her head. “Since when were they this good?”


Ash crashed through a bush and all but collapsed on the ground, Pikachu hopping down from his shoulder. Since the Pokémon had been carried here, he was fully rested up and ready for battle.

He was confronted by Arbok, rearing up for action – and both human members of Team Rocket behind them, fiddling with something hidden in a thicket.

“I see ya finally got here!” Meowth grinned, seeming to melt out of the foliage. “Took ya long enough.”

Ash raised his head from the dirt. “We had to run all the way – that has to have been at least a few miles!”

“I expect it is, but not like I care.” Meowth tossed his head. “After all, I didn’t have ta travel it. This is da first time you’re seeing the real me. I love substitutes…”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked. “You mean you’ve just been waiting here for us to arrive?”

“Well, yeah, but more waiting for da other me ta turn up with your Pokédex…” Meowth mused. “Ya actually almost beat it, not bad at all.”

Ash pulled himself into a sitting position. “Well, I suppose we’d better get to it.” He glanced unhappily at his collection of Poké balls. Only three were full, and of those two had the warning telltales of an injured Pokémon. “Squirtle, it’s up to you and Pikachu!”

That turtle set himself. “I call the handbag.”

Pikachu nodded. “Suits me.”


Squirtle adjusted his sunglasses. “Now listen here, you bozo! I am Squirtle, leader of the Squirtle squad, and I don’t take kindly to people who try to get in my way!”

Arbok chuckled darkly. “Fine by me. Sludge wave.”

Squirtle blinked. “Wait, what?”

With a yelp, he retracted his limbs into his shell and released a gush of water from the gaps, propelling him into the air and above the tide of poisonous sludge. “That was not nice at all!”

“I’m a poison type, take it or leave it. I personally would prefer you to take it.”

Squirtle spun himself into a strange pattern in the air… which caused the sky to rumble as clouds began to form from nowhere. “Wash it down your drainpipe, snake!”

“Now that’s just rude.” Arbok plunged into the thin layer of gunk and disappeared from view. Squirtle stayed airborne until the newly forming layer of liquid was at least partly see-through, then grabbed a Pecha berry from his shell to hold off any lingering toxicity and landed.

“Now, where are you…”

The water rippled slightly. Squirtle noticed, and stared at it intently.

Hmmm… “There!”

He jumped, and just avoided being caught as the snake erupted from the ground, fangs bared. Using the moment of vulnerability, he launched a Water Pulse and set up the tripartite pattern of an Aqua Ring.

Arbok shook off the Pulse with little effort, and turned his eyes on Squirtle, noticing that the raindrops were sinking into the little turtle’s skin. “Cautious little mouthful, aren’t you? Aqua ring to back up the Rain Dish?”

Squirtle flashed a smile. “Comes with the shell.”

Arbok blurred into motion, lashing out with a crack at Squirtle. The turtle whipped his glasses off to block, and was forced back several inches by the jarring impact. “You little serpent! You used Coil underground, didn’t you?”

“Thanks for the compliment.” Arbok lashed out again, this time with fangs sparking with electricity. Squirtle dodged that one, chopping at Arbok’s neck to send him off target, and slapped the ground with his tail.

A massive rumbling heralded the arrival of a muddy geyser from below the ground as he used Muddy Water, hence rendering the water around them useless to conduct anything just as Arbok hit it.

“Fool! You’ve sealed your fate! Giga Drain!”

The grass energy was given almost no resistance by the ambient conditions, and Squirtle jerked as his strength was rapidly sapped by the attack. Gritting his jaw, he threw himself towards his tormentor.

Arbok, caught off guard, was knocked backwards by the desperate Zen Headbutt and stunned lightly.

Squirtle supported himself with his glasses. He was healing, but slowly, as the Giga Drain had given him a lot of trouble.

“Well, I have a chance. Let’s not waste it.”

Drawing himself fully erect, he wound up and threw the pair of sunglasses at Arbok. As had happened before, it flared blue with Aura and split into two larger duplicates that pinned Arbok in place by his frill.

Shaking himself out of the stunned state he was in, Arbok looked up – and his jaw dropped open in disbelief.

Squirtle was floating above him in a blue haze of Aura-saturated water. “By harming me, you only increase my resolve! The more a battle comes down to the wire, the more it reinforces the devotion of a Squirtle Squad member to win every time!” He stuck his right arm out towards the sky, and the water flowed towards it. “Horn…” The water formed into a small drill-like shape, which quivered and expanded to the size of a house. “Drill…”

Swinging his arm out to face Arbok, Squirtle poured his remaining strength into the attack. “Breaker!” He rocketed forward and smashed into Arbok, the impact tearing up the ground for tens of metres around and dissolving both Pokémon back to their Poké balls.

Ash shook his head, his eyes drawn by the light show. “I’ve heard of showy, but that turtle takes the cake.”


Pikachu faced down Meowth across the grass between the trees. “We’ve done this too many times before.”

“It’ll have new content this time, I swear.”

The mouse focused briefly, and sent a bolt of lightning forward, hitting…

Nothing.

“What?”

A coin bounced off the back of his head. “Like I would’a missed da new look, mousie. There’s more dan one type of Double Team.”

Pikachu slashed out another Thunderbolt, aiming at the sparking image of a living being in his electric sense.

That same sense informed him that the bolt had barely travelled halfway to its’ target before it grazed something and was drawn into the intercessor, melting what turned out to be a coin and expending itself uselessly.

“Oh, didn’t ya know? Meowth coins are high quality metal! Dey’re brilliant conductors!”

Pikachu shook himself, and fired out an omnidirectional Shock Wave, only for another two electric pulses to expand within the same volume he was covering and negate his. Two?

With a rush of wind, something cut Pikachu’s fur on his flank. Looking, he saw a trio of clawmarks in neat parallel lines.

He hadn’t sensed anything.

Deciding not to mess around any more, he tapped into his Light Ball and expanded out an electric shell ten feet across with the Counter Shield method, trusting that secondary power source to maintain it indefinitely as he continued looking around for the infernally evasive Meowth.

“Not what-” an Electro ball blew up a hapless tree, and the voice continued from another direction, “ya think of when someone says ‘cat an’ mouse game’, is it?”

Pikachu ignored the voice now it was clear it wouldn’t provide any clue, keeping his eyes active and considering the possible tactical implications of the storm that was beginning.

A very faint electric signal usually came from the ground. It wasn’t anything unusual, just an effect of having piezolectric Quartz crystals as part of it, but something was striking Pikachu as unusual.

Suddenly he got it. Somehow, Meowth was masking his own electrical signal perfectly, but he wasn’t able to prevent any of the quarts crystals he disturbed from generating electric signals as well. Pikachu pulled the electric globe back in and retasked the Light Ball to providing a levitation effect with Magnet Rise, lifting him off the ground and out of the way of Meowth’s attempted surprise attack.

Feeling glad he finally had a break, he laid an Electroweb over his former location.

Then a coin flew in from somewhere and shorted the net, just before Meowth burst from the ground and looked confused.

Acting on a suspicion, Pikachu closed an eye, seeing half a dozen weak Aura signatures all over the place.

“Substitutes? Oh, of course!”

The Meowth on the ground smirked. “So, ya worked it out? Too bad for you that ya got nothing you can do about it!”

Pikachu smiled in reply and blasted a Thunder into the sky.

Meowth frowned. “What was dat for?”

The returning bolt of lightning struck the wet ground and popped not only the speaking Meowth, but three or four others hidden in the shadows. It didn’t go far, though, as the water was quickly becoming contaminated with mud from the other battle.

“I know that wasn’t all of you!” Pikachu called. “Show yourself!”

“Now why would I do that?” A pair of coins arced in from different locations. Pikachu swatted them both with Thundershocks and they dropped to the ground, melted into uselessness. The hiss they made as they struck the rainwater was almost drowned out by the rumbling overhead.

“So,” Pikachu asked, floating in a cocoon of Counter Shield formed from his own power, “Since when were you a ninja?”

“I met dis cool cat at Fuschia gym, and she showed me what I was doin’ wrong all dis time.” Meowth remarked via a Double Team controlled by his Substitute. “For starters, paranoia helps a lot.”

A rush of green flared across the ground, but it hardly had any strength here. Meowth didn’t notice the Giga Drain’s outer periphery consciously, mentally classing it as not a threat.

“Right. Hang on, gym? You lot are visiting gyms?”

“Yeah. It’s kinda easy for a lot of ‘em, and with Abra we don’t have ta walk all da time.”

“I hate you now. Have you any idea how far I’ve walked since Pallet Town?”

Meowth didn’t reply. Pikachu smirked; looked like the cat didn’t want to talk any more. That was okay, he was ready for the next step now.

Suddenly, a spray of water interrupted his thoughts. Looking over, he saw that Squirtle had finished his fight in true style – the crater left looked like it would take years to disappear.

Best make good use of the distraction.

Pikachu sent up another massive bolt into the sky, and was answered by a series of ripping strikes all around the area. Lines of lightning snaked in to meet his Counter Shield, and Meowth realized with shock that Pikachu had just created a second Shield layer about a hundred metres across.

And was shrinking it.

He hastily began creating as many coins as he could, ready for a last ditch gambit.

Overhead, a massive BOOM heralded another lightning bolt coming down. Meowth realized Pikachu had left the peak of the outer shell weak, and had planned it so if he tried to escape that way he would be caught.

Each of the trees inside the outer shell exploded as Pikachu darted between them, destroying any large enough to hide in with a Volt Tackle.

Meowth shook his head. “He’s really goin’ all out on dis one.”

Then, with a great cracking sound, a huge area of ground was saturated with electricity and fused to glass. “Ouch. Good thing I wasn’t plannin’ on digging out…”

Meowth punched a Shock Wave through the coins he had ready to fuse them and threw the metal circlet that resulted at the outer layer. Diving through the rapidly melting loop, he made it out of the Counter Shield and into the scorched area left by the shrinking curtain of electricity.

Then he heard a snap.

Looking around, a sinking feeling developing in his chest, he saw that the metal ring was the only thing of the outer curtain still chirping with lightning. And Pikachu was sitting in the middle, his inner shield forming a second ring of electricity – and his Light Ball aura a third – all moving in a complex pattern.

“Damn it…”

“Volt crash!”

The three rings locked and sent a massive stream of electricity through their centre into Meowth, frazzling him and knocking him out.

Pikachu gradually floated back to the ground as his Light Ball reserve gave out, exhausted. “He is definitely a LOT better than I remember.”


Ash forced himself back to his feet, practically running his young body on Aura alone to have a chance of moving. Staggering past the devastated ground where the battles had taken place, he pushed into the copse Team Rocket had been messing around in.

“Oh, look! The twerp’s just too late.” Jessie said with a grin.

Ash stared. They were in some sort of jet aircraft, which was even now starting up. But how were they going to-

James interrupted his thought. “Like it? It’s an old Suicune Su-37. Nice piece of kit, much better than a balloon. It takes off straight up, you know.” He nodded. “You have no idea how good we are at getting great deals on machinery – hence all the robots.”

Help!

Ash clenched his fist. “Give back Dexter!”

James shook his head. “Sorry, not now. Maybe later, but all this information is going to be a great help to us. You’ll get your Pokédex back in a week… possibly.”

Oh, that’s not fair. You’re going to copy me?

“He’s right, that’s not fair at all! This doesn’t even make sense, this whole elaborate setup… what’s it for?”

“We may as well kill two Bird-types-”

James whispered, “Flying.”

Jessie frowned. “I could swear it was Bird-type.”

“Not even here in Kanto since the early nineties, when people catalogued the vulnerability of Charizard and similar to electricity.”

“Oh. Anyway, we may as well kill two Flying-types with one stone. That look impressive?”

Ash shook his head angrily. “I don’t care about that right now, I want to have my friend back!”

You said friend.

“Of course I did, that’s what you are to me!” Ash shouted over the rising engine roar.

So I’m a friend now. It feels… nice.

Ash’s stolen Pokédex began to glow.

Stand by. Ready. Set up.

James and Jessie exchanged dull looks. “Cut our losses?”

“You got it.” James threw the Pokédex out the cockpit, closed the canopy and blasted the ex-Russian jet into the skies on full vectored thrust.


Set up complete. Ability: Trace/Download/Analytic. Materialization complete.

Ash stared as the Porygon that had apparently been inside – or been - Dexter formed itself like a vector drawing out of thin air around the red computer.

What? You didn’t see this one coming? Professor Oak programmed well, you know, and I think restoring my memory after the time jump made me fully sentient.

“Okay, wow. No, I didn’t see that one coming.”

I thought it was obvious.

Pikachu limped over, leaning slightly on a coin found as detritus of his battle. “I didn’t see it coming either.”

Oh, maybe there was a problem then. I thought it was just Ash being Ash.

“I heard that!”

That was the point.

A sharp crack of displaced air drew their attention. James’ Abra Teleported in, Poké balls orbiting him like moons, and returned Arbok before grabbing Meowth’s limp form and disappearing.


“So, he has a Porygon now you say? Interesting. And what happened with the Pikachu is most encouraging as well. A powerful specimen of that species, with the wit to use that power. Yes, good work you three. I feel you’re doing fine as you are, so I’ll just tell you to keep it up.”

Giovanni’s image vanished off the screen in the jet. Jessie, James and Meowth let out heartfelt sighs of relief.

James put a finger to his lips. “Was it me, or did the boss just praise us unconditionally?”

Jessie froze. After a second, she let out a weak laugh. “I’m sure there was a disapproving note in his tone of voice. Being just praised would be weird.”


AN: Whee, gigantic battle. Any thoughts on how the battle scenes went? It’s my first attempt to write two separate battles in the same area at the same time.

Dexter’s awakening is based on the Devices from Nanoha.






16. Chapter 15


“What were we doing before that mess happened?” Misty asked, as they left the Celadon Pokémon centre.

“I think we were leaving Celadon, headed… er…”

P1 Grand Prix. I suggest Ash goes back to the Fighting Dojo and picks up Primeape, I can’t think of a better place to test a new martial arts style.

“Right, right, got it.” Ash took Pidgeot’s Poké ball, and released her. “You up for a quick trip, girl?”

“I most certainly am. Be good to get back in the air, I hate things like Smack Down and Gravity.”

“Right. See you guys later.”

Pidgeot waited until Ash was properly seated, then flared her wings and took to the sky. With a boom a few seconds later, she was past the sound barrier and away.

“So, Brock. Are you going to enter?”

Brock shook his head. “Heck no. Geodude’s got some work to go before he’s a viable combatant again with our group, especially the kind of levels Ash works at. I’m probably going to see if I can come up with something for him to use, instead.”

Misty sighed. “I know the feeling. I mean, sure, I have a strong team. But Staryu’s being overshadowed a lot by Starmie, and poor Goldeen-”

“I’m back!” Ash called from overhead.

That was fast.

“I’m supersonic, remember? Windshaping.”

“Fair enough. Is Primeape ready for this?”

Primeape hopped off the hovering Flying type, dropping fifteen feet to the ground and absorbing the impact with a brief flare of Aura.

Riolu sighed. “Does everyone do that these days?”

Pikachu nudged him. “And who managed to usurp control of an artefact from the very person who created it out of her own suffering?”

“…shut up.”

“Right! Now, to the P1! Pidgeot, would you prefer to stay out for a while?”

“Yes, thanks.”

Charizard’s Poké ball flared open. “I’ll join you. Be good to get some practice in, especially with the Fuchsia gym coming up.”


“Hmm… looks like eight competitors are here. But weren’t you one of them last time, Brock?”

The Pewter leader rubbed his chin. “Very strange… so someone’s filled in my slot. Wonder who it is.”

“Hey, Ashy-boy!”

Ash winced. Damnit.

Gary leant on Ash’s shoulder from behind and loomed over him. “Long time no see. I hear you’re doing pretty well – for a rookie. Caught any powerful Pokémon yet?”

Ash rolled his eyes. “See the Charizard and Pidgeot sparring overhead? Mine. The insanely rare Riolu riding my other shoulder? Mine. I liked you a lot better when you weren’t arrogant.”

Gary frowned. “I’m arrogant? What have I ever done that made me look arrogant?”

Riolu stared. “Ash, is this the one with the sports car and the rabid fangirls you mentioned?”

Ash nodded. “Yep, this is him.”

“And now Ashy-boy thinks he can understand Pokémon? It’s easy to see why you-”

Ash gave up, and slapped the Oak boy with a blue-shrouded hand. “Here, now shut up.”

Gary’s eyes widened as five years of memory poured into him. Some of it was from before now, which was strange, and he analyzed it quickly for differences. Sure enough, there they were. Ash hadn’t ever had a Riolu in the past he now recalled, and his Pidgeotto had only evolved just as it left. But on the other hand, the Ketchum had come by a lot of strength honestly – and impressed him, too.

The torrent of new information startled and humbled him. He saw the world coming to the brink of disaster twice, remembered hearing about many more – and finally, as the memory transfer ended, he saw his last desperate attempt, as the only local high-grade Trainer, to stop Cyrus’ insane plan. But his Pokémon hadn’t been strong enough alone.

Gary stumbled, and Ash supported his rival – his friend – as the other boy fell forward. “You okay?”

“Y-yeah. What happened?”

“Cyrus tried to-”

Gary forestalled him. “I know that bit, I was trying to stop him at the time. Skip ahead to the…” he glanced around, seeing Brock running interference for them, “time travel.”

“You were? Wow, any chance we could chat? I don’t know a lot of the specifics. Er, anyway, after things went thoroughly wrong then Arceus sent me back to try and prevent it. As I understand it, I can restore anyone who I knew well – sorry, man, I don’t think I can do your Pokémon unless I saw them a lot – and our goal is to prevent it. Other than that, our lives are our own.”

“Well, so much for my dream of becoming a Pokémon League champion… or is it?” Gary grinned malevolently. “I’ll still work towards research, of course, but you need a rival to keep you in shape, Ashy-boy!”

Ash matched the grin. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. Dexter, mind copying across your Pokémon data files?”

Sure thing, Ash.

Gary started at the voice. “Was that your Pokédex?”

That was indeed me. Oh, by the way, the Pokédex OS is a hair away from becoming a Porygon like I have – and I think the massive data dump I just provided to your own pushed it over the edge. Expect to see sentience emerge over the next few weeks.

Gary shook his head. “What are you like?”

“Driven. Anyway, you entering your Golem?”

“Yeah, you’re putting that Primeape in like last time I suppose.”

“Watch out for him. He’s invented a whole new style.”


“Match 2: Primeape vs. Poliwrath. Begin!”

Primeape ran forwards, sliding under the jet of water that was his opponent’s opener. As the Poliwrath launched a vicious Karate Chop, he deflected it with one arm before slamming the elbow hard with the other. The Water/Fighting type’s thick skin reduced the effect, but it still caused considerable pain.

Not letting him rethink his approach, Primeape discarded a boxing glove and volleyed a pair of punches into the same spot – one padded, one not.

Poliwrath groaned in pain as the pair of blows bruised his shoulder, and called up a wash of water with Hydro Pump.

Primeape retreated, discarding the other glove. His new style was focussed on abrupt, savage attacks in place of using an opponents’ strength against them.

For that, the gloves most Primeape wore to protect their hands from their own strength were less useful – focused impact was the key.

He focussed, drawing on that small amount of Aura he could spare from reinforcing his own body, and punched viciously at an approaching Bubblebeam.

The blast of air from the high speed attack forced the bubble stream apart down the middle, and in that moment he ran forwards.

Poliwrath threw a DynamicPunch, hoping to hit his faster opponent, only to catch nothing but air as Primeape jumped over the blow. He got hit by the scattered Bubblebeam, of course, but that wasn’t a problem.

Landing behind Poliwrath, he slammed a blow into the back of each foot. Then the knee, the thigh, and a volley at the small of the back. Finally, he blasted a massive, wound up blow into the side of the turning frog-like Pokémon, knocking him out.


Gary turned to Ash. “Was that just basically Close Combat as a fighting style?”

“Pretty much, yeah. There’s more to it, though. He awakened his Aura before Cyrus’ Victory, and he uses it almost entirely on internal effects.” Ash noticed Gary’s confusion. “Oh, internal effects. Er, most people who have Aura split it between external and internal effects. External is stuff like Aura Sphere,” Ash couldn’t resist showing off and spun one up on his hand, “or more subtle things like Aura Sight, or more blatantly just ignoring physics, like what Riolu does when he walks on water.”

“It’s only modifying physics! It’s called surface tension!”

Gary snorted. “Showoff. So what’s internal effects?”

“You saw how fast Primeape was moving? He was boosting his own muscles with internal Aura. Probably a lot of his last month’s training was conditioning his body to take it. From what I saw, he’s not used full boost yet.”

The young Oak whistled. “I guess I better tell Golem what not to do then.”


“Match 5! Primeape vs. Machamp! Begin!”

Primeape exploded into action, meeting a Megapunch by Machamp with a Mach Punch of his own, the high boost he was under causing the purely physical attack to produce a strong shockwave of wind.

Machamp flinched back from the blow, his upper left fist in severe pain.

To most of those watching, Primeape disappeared. Ash’s training had given him the reflexes needed (barely) to see what happened, and some of the black belts around the arena could see Primeape’s sprint as well, but Machamp for one was first alerted to the movement of his opponent by the impact of a Cross Chop on his back.

Looking around desperately, Machamp only saw brief flickers of his opponent as he blurred in, hammering home a long sequence of Close Combat attacks before pausing and winding up a Focus Punch.

Machamp seized the moment and jumped forward, delivering a Karate Chop that sent Primeape reeling back.

Ash, on the sidelines, sat back. “Right, he’s won.”

Gary frowned. “What?”

Primeape skidded to a stop, wiped blood from his lip, and with a rush of displaced air was slamming an uppercut into Machamp’s jaw. He then began a series of incredibly fast strikes that individually didn’t seem to be doing much damage at first – but as time went on they seemed to become heavier and heavier blows, before the final one knocked Machamp into a ring out.

Ash explained. “That wasn’t really a Focus Punch – it was a Revenge made to look like one as a trick. And that gets more powerful if you’ve just been hit, as you channel the enemy attack power around to hit its’ originator. The second bit was that Primeape has Anger Point – land a telling blow, and he goes into a massive rage. Hence the near-sonic speed of that boost. The third bit? That combo was Assurance.”

Gary frowned. “I know Assurance – Umbreon uses it. Used. Will use… Isn’t it only good in teamwork situations?”

“Primeape was attacking fast enough to be his own teammate for that purpose. Sure, that one blow nearly finished him, but that Assurance combo has no practical limit to it – with Anger Point active, he could probably just keep hitting a legendary until it fell over.”

Gary frowned. “Okay, I have no idea how to face this guy. Golem’s good, but – well, Rock type and all that.”


“The finals of the P1 Grand Prix! Golem versus Primeape! Begin!”

BOOM!

Primeape flew out of the sky to land heavily on the floor, surprising many watching as he’d just been standing ready for the match to start less than a second earlier.

Golem, on the other end of the field, slowly fell backwards in a faint.

Gary shouted through the stunned silence. “Okay, what the hell did your insane Pokémon do now, Ash?”

Ash grinned, and called back. “It’s called a Master Blow. A single attack that completely exhausts the user – but usually worth it in one on one combat. Sure, he’ll need three days of rest, but it didn’t give you the chance to get your Counter off. I knew you were planning one.”

Primeape glared at him.

“Okay, fine, HE knew you were planning one.”

Gary nodded thoughtfully. “So,” he asked, over a rising series of sobs from his paradoxical cheerleaders, “presumably my best choice would have been just to lead with an Explosion?”

Primeape winced at the thought. Hit a blast front at the speed of sound? No thanks…


“So, I guess this is goodbye again, hey Ash?” Gary smiled.

“Yeah, but not for long. I think we’re due to meet again in..?”

One month, that thing with the Diglett.

“Okay, fine. Dexter, you able to set up a communication link of some sort with your counterpart?”

I can do that myself. Gary looked down at his own Pokédex, for it was the one that had spoken.

“Dee?”

Sentience development provisionally complete. Hi.

Gary shook his head. “You’re paying me back for all the times I showed you up last time, aren’t you? Just casually giving me a Porygon…”

“That’s an unintentional but funny side effect. See you around… Gary.”

The two shook hands, and parted ways as friends.


Oak nodded at the email he’d received. “Fascinating… and good to know that my two favourite boys have reconciled themselves.” He then frowned. “Hang on, if that’s what the memory engram did…”

He got up and retrieved a spare Pokédex, slotting it into the computer interface port. Quickly typing, he transferred the massive data dump from Dexter he’d received almost five months ago into it.

Barely had he finished before a message appeared onscreen: compiling.

Oak sat back. “Ah, I thought so, the Pokédex hardware’s something even I don’t fully understand. Suppose something about it must make it easier for an AI to develop.” Getting up, he met Ash’s Kingler and the Ivysaur he’d rotated back to the lab while Primeape was out. “Ah, Ivysaur, I expect he’ll want you back soon, and I can get to know Primeape. Your Trainer’s really been stretching the established convention as it is, you know – I suppose only that neither Pikachu nor Dexter really have Pokéballs is what allows him not to be remarked upon.”

The system gave a warning chime, and Primeape’s Pokéball materialized on the transfer plate. “And here he is.” Oak released the simian Pokémon, who promptly staggered slightly before Ivysaur’s vines caught him.

“Wow.” Ivysaur said. “What happened to you?”

Primeape shakily moved over to the wall. “I just used up as much energy as most Pokémon do in a half hour battle in about a second, and I may have broken some fingers. Take it from me – the sound barrier is not your friend, at least not when you break it.”

Kingler looked puzzled. “Crabhammer does that all the time.”

Ivysaur shook his head. “No, that’s just the supercavitation bubble doing it. Primeape here seems to have punched something so fast the air couldn’t get out of the way quickly enough.”

“That’s about right. I really need to make my muscles and bones take Aura boosting better-”

“Doubtless the conversation is fascinating to you,” the Professor interrupted, “but I haven’t yet finished my translation software and you, Ivysaur, really need to get going.”

The indicated Pokémon nodded and dissolved in red light, before being whisked away to the east.

“Now that’s done, why don’t we get you to the infirmary?”

Primeape took Kingler’s proffered claw for support, and followed the Pokémon Professor to the room he was to convalesce in.

Might want to try repeated blows next time instead of one giant one…


“Oh, brilliant. Now we have to go to the most polluted city on the planet. Don’t suppose we could just throw a massive Defog over the place and be done with it?”

Brock frowned. “I’m not sure that Crobat is strong enough alone to do anything like that large an area. And he’s the only one I think would be safe flying in that soup.”

Ash thought for a minute. “Then have Crobat clear enough area for Pidgeot and Charizard to have a go?”

Misty nodded thoughtfully. “That would work, but it still leaves the sea.”

Ash snapped his fingers. “Idea! Pidgeot, you up for a long distance trip?”

Pidgeot emerged from her Pokéball. “As ever!”

“Right. See you guys tomorrow, probably.” Ash climbed aboard, Pidgeot sweeping into the air and off towards the north.

“Um…” Misty frowned. “What just happened?”


Overhead, Ash crouched low over his fastest Pokémon (still, despite Primeape’s attempt for the title). The wind around him was a fairly gentle breeze at the moment, but that was going to change.

“Hey, girl? Sinnoh, full speed if you please.” He called forward.

“You want to be more specific?”

“When we’re closer! Pikachu, Riolu,” he turned his attention to the two of them, “It might be better if you get in either my bag or your Poké balls, this might be a little rough.”

After a moment of debate, both clambered into the surprisingly roomy bag.

“Where is everything?” Pikachu asked, lighting it up with a pair of sparks.

“Ash has that little pouch of Sir Aaron’s, I assume he keeps everything in there now.” Riolu replied knowledgably. Then noticed he was standing on a small red object. “Oops, sorry Dexter.”

Not a problem. Well, looks like we’re all in here for the next few hours… want to talk about anything?

There was a muffled boom from outside, the shockwave of Pidgeot breaking the sound barrier deflected by the winds wrapped around her body.

Riolu frowned. “What happened the first time around for you all? I never saw Ash when he was an inexperienced trainer, I want to know more about him.”

Dexter hummed. I can provide a fairly dry account, but I think Pikachu might be the mon to ask about what Ash was like.

Pikachu smiled. “I’ll be glad to. Here’s a story though, did you know that he actually tried to release me once?”

Riolu looked shocked. “But… but you two are closer than brothers! I can see the strength of your bond, sometimes it seems strange that it’s not a physical entity!”

The mouse nodded. “It was the first time we ever met any wild Pikachu, see, and Ash thought I’d be better off with them. The big lunk didn’t see otherwise until I chased him down and glomped him.” Pikachu’s eyes shone with the memories, of when they’d truly realized how much they meant to each other. “But to begin at the beginning…”

…

“Wow…” Riolu said as the tale finished. “That’s moving, that is. Strange to imagine Team Rocket being so bad at their job, though.”

Pikachu chuckled. “They really turned the corner in Isshu and haven’t stopped getting better since. To be honest, it’s a little intimidating how much better they are now. You heard about what Meowth’s like now?”

I know. Strange, isn’t it, but I suppose such things happen.


“Down there, Pidgeot!” Ash called, from a perspective very few other people in the world had ever had.

Pidgeot was good enough at shaping the air to maintain atmospheric pressure even at six miles high, and also to augment her wings to fly at such an altitude, so the young trainer hung so far up as to see the whole of East Sinnoh spread out under him.

She tilted her head back to look at him. “The island to the north east?”

“Yeah! That’s where I want to go, if you don’t mind.”

“Mind? I just wondered if there was going to be something more difficult for me to do. Okay, hold on!”

She banked right, aiming for the speck of colour in the blue waters, and folded back her wings.

Ash prudently crouched low over her back, to make things easier for her.


Cynthia’s Lucario leapt over an Earthquake from her Garchomp, and briefly switched to Aura sight to see what was going on.

What..?

An invisibly high speck to normal sight, something was travelling overhead with a multicoloured blaze of Aura beyond almost anything he’d ever seen.

Certainly there were those with Aura this strong, but those were either ground-bound Lucario, or Dragons. And this Aura didn’t feel like that of a Dragon – nor entirely like that of a Lucario…

Could it be that there were many Aura wielders travelling together?

He was startled out of his consideration by the wind of a Dragon Rush narrowly missing him, and returned his attention to the fight with a Dragon Pulse of his own.


Pidgeot reached an altitude of about one kilometre, and rapidly shed her accumulated velocity with a pair of wings of air ten metres long, two white shocks in the slipstream alongside her.

Ash was laughing in delight. “This is so amazing! The wind, the landscape spread out below, just wow!”

Mischievously, Pidgeot spun another layer on her air control to press Ash into his seat and executed a barrel roll, Ash yelping in surprise as the ground spun crazily around him.

After another few seconds, a white cloud flashed across his vision and broke around Pidgeot as she transited down through the sound barrier. The sea below began to shallow, then was replaced by sandy beach, dunes and finally flowery meadows that the bird Pokémon alighted in as softly as a breeze.


Ash stepped off her back, wobbly for a second, and opened his bag. “You guys okay?”

Well, I am…

Pikachu clambered out and hugged the grass. “Next time, no aerobatics!”

“I’m with you…” Riolu muttered as he rooted through the berry pocket for a pair of Persims. On finding them, he tossed one to Pikachu and ate the other, sighing in relief as his stomach settled. “Why are we here, anyway?”

Ash slipped a blindfold over his right eye and began scanning around. “This is the Flower Paradise. It’s a truly amazing place, a real jewel in the seas off Sinnoh – normally it’s cold up this far north, but there’s a warm current or something. Anyway, look out for a Shaymin. I thought it was worth a try seeing if there were any that would want to travel to Kanto, and perhaps help sort out the ludicrously polluted Gringey City.”

Riolu blinked. “Well, I suppose it might work.”

Set up.

Dexter materialized his body, and hovered over. Preparing for search pattern.

Ash nodded. “Thanks. Pidgeot, see if you can rest up a bit. I know that that kind of journey has to be at least a bit tiring.

“Thank you for your concern, but I can manage a return flight.”

“And you’ll be wiped out afterwards, I bet.” Ash frowned. “Get yourself fed up. Need me to get some of the rations out?”

“I’ll find something.” Pidgeot spread her wings again. “I’ll be back in an hour.”


Ash and co. spread out over the beautiful meadow. Each searched in their own way – Ash looked for an Aura signature that would indicate a Pokémon, Pikachu spread his electrical awareness to detect anything with a nervous system, Dexter ran a series of complex recognition algorithms… and Riolu looked for an Aura signature that would indicate a Pokémon. Well, maybe they didn’t all have their own way.

Ooh, that looks – nope, it’s just a set of flowers.

Ash walked over to the indicated flowers and looked at them. “They look like… yeah, they’re those special flowers that Shaymin use to change form. I think it might be an idea to mark this place, we’ll come back and transplant them to Kanto if we get a taker.”

Gracidea. I see.

“That was it. Now, back to looking for the Pokémon of Gratitude.”


After a few more minutes, Pikachi felt something. “Over here!”

Ash carefully stepped through the meadow, making sure to avoid as many flowers as he could. “Where? I don’t see… oh, hang on a minute.” He looked again, this time only with his uncovered eye. “That’s amazing!”

What?

“They actually blend with the local Aura perfectly. It’s astonishing.”

The object of their interest shifted slightly, and uncurled to look at them. Well, good afternoon. If I might ask, why are you here?

Ash snapped his fingers. “That’s right, you guys are telepaths…”

Get to the point.

“Oh, sorry. Well, I was wondering if you – or one of the other Shaymin from the meadow – would be interested in travelling to Kanto. There’s a terribly polluted city there, and I’m sure they’d be pleased to have you nearby. Then, of course, there’s that it’s rather warmer.”

That does sound interesting… but aren’t there dangerous Pokémon in Kanto?

Ash chuckled. Pikachu spoke up. “Since the Legendary Pokémon of Sinnoh were involved in the creation of the universe, I think that’s a bit of a nitpick. Regardless, I can assure you that there are many wonderful people in Kanto – it’s the home of the very first Safari Park, which is a massive area of land within which battles are forbidden.”

The Shaymin considered. Well, if you think it would be a good idea…

Ash crouched down and held out his hands.

What? No Poké ball?

“I’d never stoop so low as to try to catch you after explaining things like that.”

After a moment’s consideration, the Shaymin crept into his arms. Ash carefully lifted it

Her

Her, and started back towards where Pidgeot was waiting.

“Oh, hang on.” Ash pulled a Poké ball out, and released Ivysaur. “Can you carefully dig up that Gracidea plant, and be ready to carry it back?”

“Sure thing, Ash.” He vanished underground.

Shaymin blinked. You’re… doing that for me? Making it so that I can change Formes even in the far south?

“Yes. What’s more, it should last longer as the weather is warmer.”


“Got it!”

“Good. Okay, guys, all aboard!”

“Hello, little one. I’ll fly as carefully as I can.”

Don’t bother. I’ve flown before, it’s exciting.

Pidgeot spread her wings, and hunched down for the first big spring. “I’ll take that as a challenge!”

In perfect unison, Pikachu and Riolu downed Persim berries.


Wooow. So that’s Kanto?

The view was spectacular, Ash’s Pidgeot soaring up over Mount Moon’s axial ridge and giving her passengers a low-angle impression of most of the northern half of the region.

“Sure is. It’s quite technological, but since I’ve been lost in the woods for over half my time with Pokémon at all, there’s ample wilderness here.”

Pidgeot banked lower, slipping sideways in the air as she bled off height. As they passed Saffron, still moving at about five miles a minute, she began to look around for her destination.

Hm. There’s the city, and there’s the campsite, and – wait a second, that can’t be natural-

She threw herself into a sudden dive, and a succession of light beams slashed past at her former predicted path.

“What’s going on?” Ash shouted as his ride plunged into a small valley near Gringey City, splashing down in a lake rather than dump speed slowly.

“Ash! There’s something up there, something invisible and very big!”

“What?” The trainer demanded, as he deposited Shaymin on the shore and readied his Poké balls to meet whatever the new threat was.

Analyzing… Ash! It’s Hunter J!

“Oh, say you’re joking.”

Afraid not. She’s here, and from a quick check of radio traffic… The Pokédex/Porygon actually gulped. We’re in big trouble now.


AN: Well, that’s what Primeape has been working on. And Ash takes a quick trip to the other end of the country.

Pidgeot can break the sound barrier, after all.






17. Chapter 16


Ash sorted through his Poké balls. “Okay, we’re going to have to move fast. Most of her kit is designed to handle attacking an enemy, not defending. Normally her stealth kit’s enough for that. Dexter, anywhere we can get into that thing?”

There’s an entrance on the underside, it’s only defended by one cannon – one of the petrifaction ones. I can scramble it for a few seconds, but that’ll alert them to my attack and from then on I’ll need physical contact to hack their computers.

“Good.” Ash took the Gracidea and glanced around, then put it back in his backpack, the pack hidden behind a bush and clipped everything he needed to his outfit. “Charizard!”

“I heard. We have trouble, then.”

“You said it alright. Cover us when we attack, then try and draw out that Salamence of hers and keep it busy. Pidgeot, I’m going to have to ask you to get us onboard.”

“Not a problem in the slightest.”

He jumped back on Pidgeot’s back, and glanced to Shaymin. “Stay out of trouble, you hear?”

Pidgeot and Charizard shot skywards.


“You monster!” Misty shouted. “You actually kidnap Pokémon for no other reason than profit? At least Team Rocket have redeeming features!”

Hunter J chuckled. “Like I need to listen to someone like you. I thought I was being hospitable enough to let you know what was happening next, but then you just go and throw it back in my face. Guards, do make sure they cause no trouble.”

“Aye, aye, Ma’am.” The faceless goons saluted, and took up posts by the entrance to the brig.

Misty bashed her hand on the bars, then turned to Brock in an adjacent cell. “And do you have any good ideas?”

Brock shook his head. “Not really, I’m not very good at this sort of situation. I know who is, though.”

Misty brightened. “True.”


“Skipper! The Pokémon from before, a Pidgeot, has appeared accompanied by a Charizard!” The images of both appeared on the main screen. “It seems that they are both in the possession of a Trainer!”

Hunter J’s lips quirked. “Very good. Guns, weapons free.”

The Gunnery officer replied in the affirmative and his hands flew over the keyboards. Then, he gave a curse. “Sir, the ventral gun is rejecting the targeting solution!”

Her head snapped around. “What?”

“It’s just not firing, I don’t – Ah, that can’t be good. The cameras report that the opposing trainer has boarded!”

The tactical officer activated a ship schematic, and the external screens flashed with a pair of targeting reticules. “Enemy flyers are outside petrifaction gun range, enemy trainer is in cargo three!”

Hunter J gave a sigh that spoke volumes on the incompetence of personnel. “Right, release Salamence to handle the enemy Charizard, focus all ship external guns on the bird. All ship.”

“All ship, aye.”

“All hands, stand by to repel boarders. Find and neutralize a young trainer wearing blue clothes, a cape, gloves and – ” her lip curled, “A very silly hat. Also immobilize any invading Pokémon. End all ship.”

“Skipper, I’ve managed to get the guns working again – it was some kind of virus. I shut down all external data links.”

An explosion rocked the ship.


“There we go, that’s what I’m talking about! Big target, no need to hold back, just maximum fire power!” Charizard roared. “Take this!” He spat a bolt of fire that detonated against an almost-unseen shimmer in the air.

The shimmer replied by sleeting laser bolts towards him for a second, then as he closed one wing to dive out of the way they retargeted to Pidgeot and a dark shape dropped from the cloaked air battleship.

Pidgeot wove a triad of air control layers and lensed the lasers through unusually dense air to refract the shots away from her.

Knowing that this was only a temporary measure, she converted one to a Tailwind, another slapped the first missile broadside into early detonation, she swept back her wings… feeling for the nearest thermal, she twisted the hot air from Charizard’s shot into a spiralling updraught, swept close in too fast for the guns to track… and climbed high, high, outside the area that the guns could comfortably fire.

Flipping a wingover, she regained her equilibrium and flew north.

This would take a bit of buildup.


Charizard dodged away from the crackling fangs of a rabid Salamence. Accepting the challenge, he cloaked himself in fire and charged. Salamence met his Flare Blitz with a Dragon Rush, the blast from impact blowing away the thin cloud and doing almost nothing to the combatants.

“What the hell! Why are you following her?” Charizard asked as he grappled with his foe, trying to pin Salamence’ limbs with his own more manoeuvrable arms.

“Because it is my duty!” shouted back Salamence, sinking a Thunder Fang into Charizard’s neck. Charizard grimaced, but long sparring with Pikachu had helped; he barely flinched from the pain. The fire dragon detonated a Flame Burst to win free, and once more doused down Salamence in flames. Seeing it wasn’t having much of an effect, he channelled his draconic nature and converted the fire into Dragonfire. That worked, Salamence was driven back by the more mystical flames.

“How can it be your duty?” Charizard fired another burst of strange energy in a Dragon Pulse, which Salamence punched through with a Hyper Beam that scored a deep line along Charizard’s side.

“I have served her faithfully since birth. That is all I will say.” The dragon seemed tired from the effort of the Hyper Beam, but shook it off annoyingly quickly and lunged in again.


Ash ran through the bowels of the Air Battleship, looking for wherever there might be something to break. Pikachu flashed out Thunderwaves at anyone who tried to impede them, and Riolu jogged ahead punching through the doors. Dexter floated alongside, giving Ash a running update on what he learned.

They’re still using the radio to communicate, but they’ve encrypted it again – I can’t get anything useful. Looks like the ship structure has the main cargo… second left!

Riolu launched a vicious kick at the door, almost knocking it off its’ hinges. The group poured through, to be met with an astonishing sight.

Hundreds of Pokémon in crackling force field cages, all of them seemingly unmoving and frozen in time by some fantastic technology.

Riolu shivered. “This is what she was going to do to me?”

Pikachu frowned. “Any idea how to undo the freeze?”

Dexter hovered over to a console. I can’t reverse it, looks like the stasis lock relies on the force field cages to stay in one piece.

“Right. Ash, Riolu, Dexter… stand back.” Pikachu reached deep inside himself, touching his electrical power.

Deeper… He touched his Light Ball’s strange mirror effect on his energy wells.

Deeper… The electrical Aura in his heart.

Deeper still… and there it was, just as he thought. A tiny spark of Zekrom’s massive power, that touched his very soul back in Isshu.

“I think I can only do this once… but it’s going to be something to remember.” He coaxed that little spark to come forwards, detaching it from his soul, bringing it up slowly and gradually. He was vaguely aware of a Tri Attack stopping a Raticate from reaching him, felt a pulse of Aura as a Purugly went flying, saw through half-closed eyelids as Ash hit someone over the head with the Staff of Sir Aaron before he released another Pokémon… but none of those seemed important.

The spark grew, blossomed and expanded to massive proportions as it drank in his own power.

Pikachu hadn’t had his electricity taken by Zekrom, he’d just been saturated by power too rich to use thanks to his Lightningrod ability – but, well, he was stronger now.

“Bolt Strike!”

Every single cage in the room exploded.


Hunter J clenched her fist hard enough to cramp it as she saw a years’ work destroyed, in the moment before the cameras in the room failed.

She turned from the main control dais. “All ship order.”

“Aye, all ship.”

“Lethal force authorized on the invader. Lock down the entire brig. The Pokémon I want recaptured, NOW!”

She stalked from the room, preparing her own Pokémon. This was now personal.

Just as she left, the ship shuddered again. “Ma’am! The cloaking field has failed completely!”

What? Oh, of course! The Altaria did that before… damnation!

“All weapons ready and on computer control. Engage the internal bulkheads. Flood the number one hold with the gas.”


Riolu looked around in alarm. He’d been watching the massive numbers of Pokémon captured by Hunter J understand what was happening, some of them having not been conscious in over a year following a defeat, when he heard a hissing.

On seeing some of the Pokémon starting to fall over in slumber, he’d started up his Airslip Aura trick, essentially holding clean air near his body and preventing the gas from affecting him – but he had to stop it somehow, and he had no idea how.

Think, Riolu, think… He racked his brains, trying to come up with a solution before the clear air he had ran out (normally that would be less of a problem, but then normally the air was only full of sand or rain that he could filter out easily.)

Oh, hang on, that might just work.

He ran over to the slumbering Altaria near the centre of the room, and for lack of other options hit him with a Wake-up Slap.

“Ow! What was that… for…”

“Please, dragon, use Uproar and Defog quickly!”

The Altaria trilled for a moment, then emitted a high, piercing shriek, pulsing out a wave of clear air at the same time. Not finished, the Altaria then wove in Perish Song to the shriek as Pokémon awoke, smashing the hidden emitters and rupturing their gas canisters. The wave of soporific gas was then handled by a second Defog, and the after effects of the drug began to dissipate.

“Phew… that was a close one…”

The ship heaved yet again.


Pidgeot, far in the distance, had seen the cloaking effect fail and began her attack. She’d spent the last five minutes building a tornado over a kilometre up in the atmosphere, and now sent it spinning towards the airship at high speed. In front of it, she rode at the centre of a Razor Wind, itself surrounded by another Razor Wind rotating the other way, and so on for no fewer than four more layers.

As Charizard had said, it was an opportunity to really let loose, as the battleship was enormous.

Once she was sure that the drilling razor wind was going to hit, she flared her wings and dropped out of the airstream, heading to help Charizard – who was currently struggling as his opponent had managed to steer the battle close enough to a hill for a Stone Edge.


To the crew left on the bridge, it was like being hit by a natural disaster.

First a blur of speed flashed past, smashing into the battling Salamence with a huge Brave Bird attack and piledriving him into the floor, the blur pulling out at the last second and resolving into a Pidgeot which began circling tiredly.

Then something invisible hit the front of the ship hard enough to knock it backwards, grinding apart the centre of the point it hit and cracking through much of the armour at that location, before finally destabilizing and falling apart.

Next, when they thought it couldn’t get much worse, a tornado snaked down from the sky and smashed into the top of the ship, driving them into the ground and tearing apart some of the port main battery.

Upon noticing that the ship now no longer had all around cover and that there was a fracture in the armour, the infernally strong Charizard began attempting to melt through the damaged portion.


Ash staggered. “Dexter! Any idea where the humans are – and for that matter how long we’re going to still be in the air?”

Analysis complete. I found them. Oh, and about ten more minutes at most.

“Right. Where-”

Ash ducked under a vicious Posion Sting that would have taken his eye out.

“Well, well, well. It seems that there’s a pest on board my ship. Pity, really, as otherwise the pest might have lived. They can be in a cave, or on the water, or the long grass… but no pests are allowed inside. Only people.” Hunter J casually strode into the room, utterly unconcerned by the hundred or so Pokémon filling the hold. “So, what will it be? Die standing like a person… or on the ground like a pest?”

Ash slowly got back to his feet, and spared a glance at his Pokémon. “Guys, you’re tired. Dex, Riolu, Pikachu, get these Pokémon safely to their trainers.” He took his last two active Pokémon, and looked from J to her Drapion and Ariados. “I’ll handle her.”

Dexter hesitated, then hovered out of the room and headed for the brig, the Pokémon following. After a few seconds, Pikachu and Riolu followed.

“Look after yourself, Ash.”

“Hey, you know me.” Ash chuckled, then set himself. “Last chance to back down, J.”

She raised her arm and fired a shot from the petrifaction cannon at him, and everything happened very fast.

Ash ducked into a forward roll, flinging one Poké ball out to each side and coming up again far closer to Hunter J. Her two Poison types began to try and stop him, but Ivysaur slammed a Power Whip into Drapion and Squirtle sent a Watergun to knock Ariados back.

Ash lashed out with a spinning kick born of infuriation more than any actual technique, and managed to knock the cannon off her arm. She grimaced at him, tapped her goggles and began a combination of blows that were clearly rehearsed. Every move Ash tried to make, she shut down with relative ease – somehow reading his movements to divine what he was trying to do and throw it off.

This is just brilliant. I’m fighting someone who’s better than me. Again. Seriously, why can I never have to beat up someone who’s an easy target?

Oh, right. That would just feel wrong. Go me.

Ash caught the next blow in the elbow, sending him badly out of place. Having no choice, he generated a Protect field to prevent her follow-up attack breaking his neck.

She froze for a moment in shock, off balance from her blow being interrupted, and Ash kicked back with an Aura-infused foot.

Something gave.

J staggered away, clutching her damaged rib and shaking her head. “You… but… right.” She refocused. “Drapion, Ariados! We’re leaving! The client never mentioned an Aura adept was active in Kanto.”

The two Poison types spat a shower of gunk in unison, the force blasting Ivysaur away from his opponent and forcing Squirtle to take cover. They then took their Trainer between them and scuttled off towards the boat bays.

A series of tearing explosions rocked the ship, and Ash stumbled before he’d properly got up. “That can’t be good. Come on, guys, we better get to the brig.”

They’d barely made it halfway before a voice came over the speakers.

Welcome to the Final Solution programme of this airship. Self Destruct mode engaged: plasma build up commenced; venting in 5 minutes.

Ash said something not meant for polite company. “Psycho! She’s willing to do that to get rid of me?”

Another voice, this one more familiar, came over. Ash! I can’t stop the buildup, and most of the heavy hitters are exhausted! We need to get out of here – save ourselves and the Pokémon. I know it’ll do horrible amounts of damage to the forest, but we have to.

Ash pounded a fist on the floor. “Damnit… well, I suppose there’s nothing we can do.” He began running, unshed tears starting to shine in his eyes. “I hate this. I hate that I can’t make a difference, can’t make everything okay… I’d give my life if it would help, but it won’t. I… I don’t like being powerless.”

Nobody likes being unable to make things right, Ash.

Ash said nothing more. Not as everyone left on board the ravaged ship began congregating in the ruptured hold, not as Maurice and Tyl gave him space to evacuate with them, not as Pidgeot and Charizard, tired but triumphant, took up station either side of the Altaria.

Then he saw something shining off to the south.


Shaymin felt ill.

Having taken the Gracidea’s blessing shortly after the Trainer left, she’d just about managed to fly - unnoticed by the titans battling above - to the toxic city, and had drunk in all its’ pollution. Now she was bloated with the poisons in the water and the air, almost too much for her to handle.

But she could do this. And the boy who’d taken her here, so careful and polite and kind, was fighting someone in the airship.

Narrowing her eyes, she saw that there was a vast gaggle of Pokémon leaving the listing ship. At the back was a familiar Pidgeot.

She’d never leave without him. He’d never leave anyone else. The airship’s empty.

Well, at least she could contribute.

“Seed. Flare!”

The packet of energy shot forth, all that pent up poison being converted instantly to the power of creation, and of destruction.

The destruction went first, piercing right through the airship and doing what a tornado had failed to do, breaking its’ back, turning it into a tumbling, burning ruin.

The plasma flare buildup had been interrupted, but the area was still in danger of fire. So the creation activated.

Using that huge amount of energy supercharging her from cleansing Gringey City, she span out the network of life and held it. Held it until the last burning fragment had fallen to the ground – and then released it to do its’ work, regrowing the whole area into a verdant vista of flowers, bushes and even small trees.

The effect spread as far as the city itself, which found itself changed in a day from a poisonous hell-hole into a fragrant and comely settlement.

Property values almost instantly tripled.


Ash slumped in relief over Tyl’s back. “It’s ok… we won…”

Tyl crooned encouragement. Maurice smiled warmly. “Yeah, he’s right. Very few people could do what you just did. I mean, look at me! Captured off dragonback in an air battle!”

“I guess… heh, probably better watch that, I don’t want to end up too depressed.”

“What you don’t want to end up is emo. Seen it happen.”

Ash chuckled. “Fair point.”

Dexter hovered over, and returned to his standard format. Not to mention, you going on about not being able to change things? Don’t make me laugh.

“And why shouldn’t he?”

I don’t have a mouth. The synthesized voice sounded hurt. Wait to make me laugh until I have a firmware upgrade.


Misty, now that the crisis was over, felt safe to try and lighten the mood. “Well, once more Ash gets to save the day, and we get nothing! It’s not fair!”

Brock sighed. “I think maybe we should head to the ground soon. I don’t think Psyduck can hold us much longer.”

Whoever said that ducks were the fastest level flyers was a hack. I can barely hold you lot in the air, and you don’t want me headache-boosting.


The small flotilla of air craft from the boat bays sped onwards. J thought hard about what had happened.

An aura adept, down here? I thought they were only around in Sinnoh, but this one’s even got a Riolu companion.

He’s got some damn strong Pokémon, too. They even beat Salamence, albeit two of them working together. He’ll have to improve before I fight that adept again.

And now I lost the airship, too. Well, at least the goggles worked against another human. I loved being able to see exactly what he was about to do – better watch for Pokémon-style attacks from him in the future, though.

She broke out of her musing. “Chief of Boat, set course south for the Orange Archipelago.

We’re going to go visit my dear brother…”


AN: So. Hunter J. So far as that scarily competent person is concerned, it is now personal. Ash broke her ship.

Anyone guess (who didn’t get told) who her brother is?






18. Chapter 17


“Right, right, flying invisible battleship, right… and what was the name of this hallucination - I mean criminal?”

“J.”

Officer Jenny blinked, and crossed out a lot of her notes.

“J? J? The person who has only ever been driven off before? The J who we don’t even send police against any more because it was like giving her Growlithe to sell? The J who we only ever try to battle when we have heavy Gym support? The J who was only prevented from capturing the Legendary Beasts at the Battle of Three Hills when her client pulled out? That J?”

Ash glanced from Maurice, to Misty, to Brock, to his Pokémon.

“Why, is there another?”

Jenny sat down weakly. “Okay, start from the beginning. You were returning from Sinnoh, you say? I assume that Pidgeot is how.”

“Yeah, but you’d do better to ask the others about the first part.”

Misty spoke. “She splatted our entire campsite in gunk before we even knew she was there. There’s not much to tell.”

“Okay, so how…”


“So if I understand it right, you’re saying it was a combination of skill and luck. Luck in that you had exactly the right Pokémon to hack her systems, mess around with her weapons, break the cages and neutralize the ship and her Salamence both.”

Brock nodded, carefully looking not quite at Jenny. “And skill in that Ash is really astonishingly good. If it helps you evaluate, most of the gym battles he’s been in the Leader has brought their A game.”

Jenny glanced at Ash. “Well, I’m impressed.”

Ash looked at the two gym leaders. “‘A’ Game?”

“Gym leaders have a wide menu of choices on the kind of challenge we give to people. In my case,” Brock explained, “I have relatively few since I’m young and Dad took all his Pokémon with him, but normally – as in the case of Misty and the other sensational sisters - they have more options. So Falkner in Johto would, say, fight a relatively new trainer with a Pidgey, Spearow, maybe a young Pidgeotto, whereas an old hand at the League-”

Ash’s eyes widened in understanding. “Pidgeot, Skarmony, the works.”

“Exactly. That’s why Gym Leaders are so revered. But you’re easily above us, now, at least in general power capacity. The Gym Challenge for you is more a matter of tactics and philosophy.”

“So it’s a test of intelligence? I’m really rubbish at those! That’s not fair!” Ash cried, but a smirk belied his feelings.

Misty snapped her fingers. “We could have you doing the gym battles yourself!”

“No way!”


“What are you doing? That looks like… maths? Something vaguely like a circuit diagram?”

Ash nodded. “My main weakness in actual combat is that I have little stamina. It’s because, you know, I’m eleven, physically. So I’ve decided to see if I can up the storage capacity of the gloves, or perhaps come up with another kind of Aura ‘battery’, as it were. That way, I’d be able to Aura boost properly and allow a fight to last longer than thirty seconds before I started to tire.”

“Wow. Complicated?”

“Incredibly so. I’m amazed at the kind of things in the notes, but there’s nothing of this type. What I’m actually doing is more along the lines of trying to learn the underlying basics, or something… Dexter’s had a look as well, but I don’t know how long it’ll take to get anywhere. So, er, you got any projects?”

Riolu waved his paw, palm down. “Not sure if any of them will work. What I’ve actually done is basically raid anime and manga stores for anything that sounds interesting. It’s helped Geodude – apparently he’s taken with the idea of animating earth and stone that’s more than just his body, making up for his small size. And I think Staryu and Misty are working on something neat as well.”

At that point, Pikachu came flying into the little depression, trailing water and sparks.

“Whoa! What happened to you?”

“A whirlwind made of razor blades made of water. Oh, Staryu’s new move is coming on nicely.” Pikachu shook himself off. “There’s so much of the water in such thin streamers that it actually messes with my electricity. It’s all sucked away into static charge. Sure, I can blow the water away like that by getting it to repel itself, but that’s very power intensive.”

Ash blinked. Blinked again. “Power intensive? Coming from you?”

“I don’t have an unlimited power reserve, far from it. I actually have only about a minute of power at full burn, maybe less – it’s just that full burn is so high.”


Ash pushed the engineer over the slight rise. “There. Diglett, Dugtrio, nature’s landscaping crew, have your epiphany now, K?” He sighed, walking back to the others. “And it was hard the first time around…”

“Yeah, actually, I’ve been wondering about this. Why do we even use heavy lifting equipment?”

“Oh, you mean instead of Pokémon?” Brock asked.

“Yeah. It can’t be that hard to catch a Rock type and ask it.”

I think that would be because we are in Kanto, and Kanto has the most ludicrously high technology anywhere in the world.

“Really?”

Misty nodded slowly. “That makes sense… remember the Johto region? Lovely place, but they’d only recently installed radio.”

“Only recently? Wasn’t Professor Oak one of their starting lineup? I think it must have begun since we were in the Orange Islands. Or in my case…” Brock began to twitch, and Riolu unceremoniously kicked him in the shin.

“Trust me, it’s quicker and less painful this way.”


“Ash! What the hell did you do to my Squirtle?”

Gary cruised past on his Fearow, circling round and sliding down one wing to reach the friends.

“Er, what’s the problem?”

“Just look!” Gary released his starter Pokémon, a Squirtle, and Ash stared at what emerged.

Gary’s Squirtle was wearing star shaped sunglasses.

Ash’s own Squirtle appeared from his Poké ball. “So, rival, you’ve taken on the challenge?”

The boy sighed. “Great. Sorry about this, Gary, but it looks like my Squirtle got yours into a certain anime.”

Gary scowled. “As if I didn’t know that! What’s it in aid of?”

The anime is focused on the idea that pure guts and determination can overcome anything. Terrifyingly, it seems to work.

“So what should I expect from this, then?” Gary asked, sounding intrigued almost despite himself.

Roughly speaking, a complete lack of comprehension of the verb “to surrender”, or for that matter “retreat”. Or just caution in general. Also, battles will almost invariably end in some improbable manifestation of power. More than that is hard to say.

“Hmph. Fine, then. Smell ya later, Ashy-boy. Fearow, down here!”

The huge bird screamed out its’ call and began to descend.

“Hey, I remember that particular one being a bit… psycho last time. You don’t have any problems, do you?”

Gary shook his head. “You just have to know how to train a Pokémon properly.”

“What, love and affection?”

“Bribery. Later!” Gary reached up and grabbed the Fearow’s leg as it shot past.

Brock shook his head. “That kid is not normal.”

Ash looked at him oddly. “Time travel. None of us are. At least getting around by Pokémon is safer and less unusual than driving all over the place by car at age eleven… though, since he’s technically older now, I suppose you could say… argh, working all this out gives me a headache. How old AM I?”

Misty laughed. “Eleven. It’s just that you finally act your age, of course!”

“Hey!”

A red beam lashed out and caught Gary’s Squirtle, pulling him out of the tidal waves beginning to form in the posturing match the two turtle Pokémon were having.


“Welcome to the Fuchsia Gym, challenger. This is not some simple arena of battle, but a test of your ability to think on your feet. And, more importantly, a test of your own physical strength and dexterity.”

Koga snapped his fingers, and a girl dropped from the ceiling. “Aya! Get Janine and be ready to stop them.”

Aya nodded. “Yes, brother.” She stepped back and vanished.

“As you may have guessed, your first task is simply to make it – without teleportation, of course - to the gym main battle room. Invisible walls will bar your way. You will have to avoid traps. And my sister and daughter will harass you from the darkness.”

“Many of the trainers of Kanto have forgotten what it is like to live in a world where things are uncertain. If you have a true enemy, they will not challenge you to some kind of gladiatorial combat – they will simply eliminate you before you can react. Now, show me that you can survive, when everything is against you!”

Koga, like his sister before him, melted away into the shadows.

Ash exchanged glances with Pikachu and Riolu. “Hiding in the darkness, eh?”

“Sounds terrifying.” Pikachu said, straight faced.

“I know. Absolutely horrifying. The very concept.”

“The very idea of not being able to trust your own two eyes.” Riolu added.

“Well, if they’re hiding there’s no point trying to find them. And if this is a Ninja place, then you can’t rely on your sight at all. So, we better just go through with our eyes closed.”

Pikachu nodded sagely. “It is the safest thing to do.”

“The very safest.”

Misty struggled to avoid laughing, and glanced over at Brock to see his reaction.

Predictably, he was staring at where Aya had appeared. She grabbed his ear. “Pay attention, Brock.”

“Pain… cannot… distract… meeyOOOW! Okay, okay, I’m listening!”

“So, Ash, what are you planning?”

Ash grinned. “Plan? The only thing I plan on is managing to blunder through the maze without getting too badly hurt. Come on, guys.”

He set off with his Pokémon into the small mansion, eyes tightly shut. After a few metres he bent down, and a small dart shot over his head. “Ooh, a coin!”

Misty shook her head, smiling. “Showoff.”


Ash thudded into a wall. This was something he’d actually planned, but if he hadn’t it wouldn’t have made much difference – the wall was transparent, so he couldn’t have spotted it anyway.

“Ow! Who put this in the way?”

“Like it?” Aya’s voice came from the ceiling. She dropped down to the floor of the room, her Venonat at the ready. “It’s an invisible wall, we have a lot of…them… why are your eyes closed?”

“It increases the challenge. Pikachu, Thundershock.”

Her Venonat dodged the blast of electricity and began to spew out a soporific Sleep Powder, planning on fighting at an advantage-

“Riolu, your turn!” The indicated Pokémon kicked off the invisible wall and shot past Pikachu straight into the cloud of powder.

Venonat blinked, shrugged and advanced into the cloud as well. Far be it from him to deny his enemy the chance to make a fool of himself.

Aya threw a blunted knife at Ash. Part of the point of their Gym was to test the trainer physically, after all.

And he negligently dodged away from the thrown kunai with a seemingly casual toss of the head. That was strange, almost as if he was in fact-

Her Venonat flew out of the cloud, looking pretty knocked about, and a blast of electricity from Pikachu knocked the bug-type out.

“How did he do that?”

Ash cocked his head. “Hmmm?”

“How did your Riolu manage to fight inside a cloud of Sleep Powder?” To the side, the cloud burst in a flare of Aura and Riolu emerged, looking not particularly bothered from the experience.

“Oh, he worked out a counter to it weeks ago. Sort of a flowing of Aura over the skin to block the powder. Neat trick. Now, Riolu, if you wouldn’t mind, I think this wall is in the way.”

Aya blanched. Did he mean what she thought he meant?

“Brick break!”

Riolu nodded and slammed out a powerful punch at the transparent wall, smashing it to pieces.

“That’s mean!” came a voice from the ceiling.

Ash looked up. “Is that Janine, then?”

Behind him, a Voltorb Selfdestructed to allow Aya to break contact and retreat.

“A ninja never reveals their name to the enemy! Zubat, get him!”

Pikachu slashed upwards with a Thundershock as the Zubat dived, but it dodged and banked around for another pass. The girl, who presumably was Janine, threw a brace of shuriken at Ash.

Ash tripped over his own feet, falling to the floor with a thump and conveniently dodging the shuriken.

She threw a kunai. He rolled over and crouched to get up, and the weapon missed.

“Stop making fun of me!”

“Good news, I don’t need to anymore. Bad news, well…” Ash pointed.

She looked, and saw her Zubat caught in a web of electricity.

“Like it? It’s an Electroweb, as the look of it might suggest. Surrender.”

She shook her head. “I won’t give up! I have to accomplish the mission, at any cost-”

“Thunder wave.”

She fell off the ceiling, paralyzed, and hit the floor with an impressive sounding thump. Ash winced.

“That’s going to leave a mark. Well, we better be going. That wall next, Riolu.”


Koga frowned as the Trainer and Riolu on the screen smashed their way through the walls of the mansion towards the arena proper, and the Pikachu kicked a Voltorb out of the way without detonating it. That earlier confrontation hadn’t been very big on dignity for poor Janine, either.

“I swear, trainers these days… One of these days I’ll find an airtight way of setting the challenge.”

A shadow detached itself from the wall. “You going to want me to help, sir?”

Koga shook his head, familiar with the way his daughter’s Pokémon spoke. “No, that won’t be necessary. Besides, you’re skilful but only that, Meowzie. Reports from other Gyms say he’s a strong one.”

“I understand. I suppose it’ll take more time for me to gain the strength I need.”

Koga nodded. “It’s a good thing Janine and I happened to be in Hollywood that day, but your life before coming to the Gym wasn’t exactly that of a battler.”

She melted back into invisibility as Ash and his Pokémon came through the wall.


“Hey, look at that, I think we made it!”

“And with that, we can say we could do the course blindfold. Fun.”

Ash opened his eyes once more, to see a rather annoyed Koga standing across the room from him.

“So, er, what now? Proper battle?”

“Yes. Now is simply a proper, nothing-unusual Pokémon battle.”

The boy rubbed the back of his head. “Is the hole in the wall going to be a problem?”

“No, as there is no hole.”

Ash started and glanced round. There was a set of planks crudely hammered over the breach in the wall. “When did that happen?”

“Ninja builders. Specifically, Ninjask builders.”

“Neat. Now, any restrictions on the battle itself?”

“Only that no Pokémon used in traversing the gym may be used in the battle itself. Now, choose your first Pokémon!” So saying, Koga released his own Venonat.

Ash grinned. “This is probably going to make the whole gym damage thing worse, but what the hell. Charizard!”

Koga flickered to safety as the huge dragon half-filled the room. “That’s not really fair, boy.”

“You outlined the restrictions, not me. Now, if you’ll excuse me I’m going to hide. Dexter, set up some Light Screens.”

Stand by, ready. Set up. Light screen.

“Charizard!” Ash’s now-muffled voice called. “Set up a Flare Blitz but don’t execute it, just maintain the fire layer. Then proceed as you see fit.”

Charizard roared, a rippling curtain of flame forming all across his scales, and Koga winced. The floor was already charring, and that was entirely aside from the fact that the curtain would make it nearly impossible to use any poison attacks. With those removed, his Pokémon didn’t have many options that could work to damage a fire/flying type, so…

“I concede. You have outmanoeuvred me.”

Ash blinked. “What?”

“Finally! I was starting to wonder if you were impossible to surprise. Anyway, yes. Since you can perceive things while your eyes are closed, deception is no help. You have put me into an untenable tactical position, and since you also possess a Poison type and a Flying type of presumably similar skill, my Gym is highly vulnerable to you. Hence, I confer upon you the Soul Badge.”

Charizard looked faintly disappointed as Ash recalled him.


“Six down, two to go!” Ash called as he returned to the entrance chamber.

“Yes, Ash, there are only two Gyms on your planned Kanto path you have not pretty much levelled.” Misty said waspishly.

“Now, Misty, that’s not true.” Brock said soothingly. “Mine escaped without much damage.”

“Well, bully for you then.”

“Though according to one of dad’s emails, some girl with an Abra demolished the place a few months ago.”

Aya called from across the room, where none of the three had seen her. “A girl with an Abra? Might have been the challenger we had here some months back. They beat the challenge course by teleporting, then her Cubone beat my brother’s entire team at once.”

Ash, Brock and Misty shared looks. “You don’t think…”

“Those sneaky beggars! They’re doing the Gym Challenge too!”

“Well, at least they’re not mucking around with mine.” Ash muttered. “Though apparently we’re worse apart than when they’re dogging my every step.”

“That is a scary thought.”

“Agreed.” Pikachu said fervently.


“Right, now that’s out of the way, we have a far more important question. What do we do for the race?”

“Oh, that Laramie ranch thing? Er, the Fuchsia Free-For-All? Let’s see… Team Rocket spooked that girl Lara’s Tauros at the behest of some guy… Dario, then we all took part, I got stopped at the water, and you rode the Ponyta that inexplicably evolved into a Rapidash.” Brock said, trying to remember everything.

Misty snapped her fingers. “Oh, that. Ash, do you emit some kind of evolution rays or something? Every single Pokémon you get involved with seems to evolve. It’s almost annoying.”

Riolu looked himself over. “I’m not seeing it.”

“Give it time. I mean, look at me. First honorary evolved Pokémon in history.”

Ash considered. “Well, I think we can enter me on Pidgeot, and then everything else becomes academic, doesn’t it?”

“Is that even allowed?”

“We better find out. If not Pidgeot, then next is probably Charizard, then I don’t know. Most of my Pokémon are pretty small.”

Misty rubbed her hands in glee. “Gyarados Gyarados Gyarados…”

“Misty, it’s the Pokémon that repeats the name over and over again.”

Misty slapped him in the face with a surprised Goldeen. “No more lip from you, mister Ketchum.”


“Sorry, the rules state that you can’t use a Pokémon capable of flight.”

Ash nodded and sighed, so much for that. “Okay, I’d like to enter… Pikachu, Squirtle, you okay with this?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“This will be a great challenge! My burning spirit and icy will combine to give the purest-”

Pikachu cut Squirtle off. “He says yes.”

“Okay. As I was saying, my Pikachu and Squirtle as a team.”

The organizer raised his eyebrows, but noted it down on a clipboard.

“Hey, Ash! Fancy meeting you here!”

Ash spun. “James?”

“The very same.” James snapped out a little fan. “I thought it sounded like a good idea to compete, so here I am. Oh, organizer, I’m entering with my Arcanine, Growlie.”

Ash stroked his chin thoughtfully. “You know, I’ve never really understood how this kind of race works. I mean, some Pokémon are a heck of a lot faster than others – they ban those that can fly, but apart from that?”

James agreed. “Very strange. Stranger still when it seems to work.”


“Well, hello to y’all! Name’s Lara, Lara Laramie, of the Laramie Ranch, and if that sounds confusing imagine me learnin’ it when I was young.”

“Pleased to meet you.” Ash replied. Lara was a nice person, after all she’d been willing to let him take her place in the race and had sent him the occasional letter over the years. Whatever had been the source, she took Ash’s membership in her clan seriously.

“Well, as you can probably guess, I’m getting’ ready for the race. This here’s the Ponyta I’m planning on riding. You got to have a lot of trust to ride one, those flames work like most Fire types with expressed fire. They burn you unless the Pokémon tries specifically not to.”

Ash gave a wry grin. “Now that’s something I’m familiar with. My Charizard…”

“Yeah, I can see how that works.” Lara flashed a smile, then something seemed to occur to her. “Are you takin’ part?”

“What, in the race? No, I don’t have a Pokémon to ride. Everything I have is either too small or a Flying type.”

“Aw, too bad. Still, that kinda thing happens, and what can ya do.”

As the two continued making small talk, a man ran over to them. “Lara, all your Tauros are getting’ rowdy!”

Lara blinked, and swung her Ponyta round. “Well, I better get over there then. Thanks, Dario.”

“My pleasure.” Ash glanced at Dario as Lara left, and spotted an unpleasant glint in his eye.

Remembering what happened last time, he set off towards the cattle pens, intent on kicking the Rockets if they were behind this one. Again.

She may have been banned from the race, but Pidgeot was perfectly allowable outside it. On her back, Ash made it to the Tauros pen only a few seconds after Lara, and dropped to the ground as she sent out her Growlithe to try and maintain order.

It was at that point he realized he’d left Pikachu behind. So much for the quick solution to a stampede. “Ivysaur, everything you can to stop those Tauros if they start charging, but don’t hurt them!”

“Thanks for the help, I- whoah!” Her Ponyta reared in sudden fright, and Ash shivered in a similar atavistic reaction to something he couldn’t quite place.

Shrugging it off, he lunged forward and managed to take the firey Pokémon’s bridle before it threw Lara off completely.

“Calm down, please, you don’t want to hurt your trainer, do you, please just stay calm…” Ash knew he was babbling, but one of Lara’s letters as had been had mentioned something about the tone of voice being important, especially with Ponyta like hers. Though, at the time it had been a Rapidash…

His train of thought derailed as a familiar glow erupted. Of course. Ash Ketchum, better than an elemental stone. That hadn’t been a memory transfer, he knew, it was just luck.

Lara looked down at her much calmer – and larger – Pokémon. “Well, I got to say, that’s not what normally happens when she meets someone new!”

Ash rolled his eyes, and grinned. “This is the story of my life. Feels like every single time I get within ten feet of someone’s unevolved Pokémon, and it evolves. You know that happened to two Gym Leaders now? One of them I didn’t even fight.”

Lara looked thoughtful. “Tell ya what, then. How’s about you ride Rapidash here in the race tomorrow?”

Ash blinked. “Pardon?”

“Well, ah was thinking, if I were to win the race then all I’d be getting would be honorary membership in my own clan. Whereas if you were to win, then it’d be a kind of payback for helpin’ me out here.”

“Well, I’m flattered, but it depends on Rapidash.”

“‘course. Tell ya what, come round later and I’ll see how you two get along.”


“James, I recently found that Lara’s Tauros were spooked. Since I know that last time you were the one behind it, I’m of course a little suspicious.”

James looked offended. “Don’t look at me, I’ve been training with Growlie. Mainly in not falling off, he’s really fast. I don’t know, but Dario hired us based on us being Rockets rather than anything else, so he could have got some other set of Grunts to do it in place of us.”

“Yeah, I suppose. But nothing came of it anyway – well, something did. I might be in the race after all, and I’ll expect a good challenge!”

“Oh? That Lara girl going to sponsor you, as it were?”

“That’s the plan. Here’s hoping it works out.”


“Well, you’re doing pretty well, Ash! I guess it must be ridin’ those Flying types, after that I imagine a little Rapidash must be a piece’a cake.”

Ash grinned, and wobbled slightly before readjusting his weight. “Yeah, that could be part of it. Spending most of the night on it helps too.”

“So, girl, you up for it?” Rapidash whinnied an affirmative. “Then ah think you should get a little sleep, Ash. It’s only a few hours till the race, and all the trainin’ in the world won’t do you any if you fall off.”

“Sure.” Ash carefully slid a leg over and dismounted. “Wake me in time to get ready, please. I don’t know how long it’ll take.”


“You want to register? But there’s only one of you.”

Negative. I am able to materialize, and will be the mount for this race.

“Yeah, sure, whatever. Two Pokémon-only teams, who’d have thought it. Just one thing, I assume I’m speaking to a Porygon? No levitation above a foot.”

Understood.


“Good morning, and welcome to the Fuchsia Free For All. This is, as I’m sure you know, a Pokémon and trainer race around a long and diverse terrain course. Now, it looks like there’s some faces from further afield than normal today, as well as a much more diverse selection of Pokémon. That looks like an Arcanine, you don’t see many of them around, and there’s… hang on, are we sure the cameras are working?”

Delia blinked, looked closer, and dashed from the house. “Samuel! Samuel, you’ve got to see this!”

Kingler looked up. “Sounds like Ash did something else impressive enough to be on TV.”

Primeape turned to him. “Else? Sorry, last time around I was too busy training to pay much attention.”

“You’re in for a fun few years then.”


Delia skidded into the Lab and snatched up a remote control, flicking through the channels to the one she’d been watching. “Look!”

Professor Oak frowned. “Is that Ash? And his friends, and… oh, only you, Ash.”

The TV presenter was panning over the starting lineup again, much more slowly, to get the full impact of the… unusual… competitors. A boy of no more than eleven riding a Rapidash that their local contact assured them was one of the prestigious Laramie Ranch breed. Two Gym Leaders. Someone in an unusual outfit with blue hair, crouched over an Arcanine. And, just to top it off, a Pikachu on a Squirtle and a Riolu on a Porygon.

“What do they do if one of the Pokémon teams wins?”

“Honorary membership and a lot of careful translation from Ash, I assume, I doubt they thought this through.”

The announcer was still talking. “Well, it seems that the lineup is indeed correct. We’re as surprised as you are, folks, but it looks like this free-for-all is going to be a good one! And they’re starting the countdown now… and they’re off!”


Ash was no stranger to speed, not even only considering his second try – indeed, especially not, as Pidgeot was one of the fastest species of Pokémon on the planet. But there was something different about riding Rapidash. Somehow, despite the faint ache in muscles unused to the load, despite the up-and-down motion that could be avoided in mid air, despite the uncomfortable warmth of Rapidash’ mane… it felt right. Sure, he’d be paying for it once he was back on his own two feet, but until then he felt he could lose himself in the sheer flowing joy of the gallop.

And then James pulled alongside, waving from Growlie’s back, and he had to bring himself back to the here and now.

“Nice Pokémon you have there. Pretty good… for a little pony.” Ash felt Rapidash balk at the insult, and ran his hand soothingly through her mane, the flames not bothering him.

“Oh, and your pup’s any better, James? You may have a slight speed advantage, but this is a long race, and I’m sure she can outlast you.”

This time Growlie lived up to his name by growling in irritation, and James patted him on the flank. “We’ll see, Ash. We’ll see.”

A thunderous crash sounded behind them, and both risked a glance round. They saw a Rhyhorn and a Nidorina doing their level best to beat each other into the ground. “That looks familiar.”

“Agreed. I think our idea about other Rockets in the area just got confirmed. And Dario’s still ahead of us, something profoundly unnatural’s been done to that Dodrio.”

James squinted ahead. “I think I see the hill section, watch out for pit traps there – it’s a good place for them.”

“Sure. Looks like a good ambush spot as well, I suggest we take it at a run. Rapidash, ready?”

James turned to focus on Growlie. “Ready, boy?”

Their voices blended. “Flame charge!”


Cassidy surveyed her work with satisfaction. This was one of her favourite sections of the modified course, for the intricacy. A series of Grass Knots all over the area, intended to handle the Pokémon speeding up for the difficult hill section, and a fake bit of ground just past the apex, to catch Pokémon tired after the long slope and moving slower.

Dario shot past, the set of X Speed he’d used giving his Dodrio amazing velocity while they lasted, and she watched as he picked his way seemingly randomly up the slope, passing through the one clear lane. It had taken a while to get the Dodrio to remember the course, but it had worked, and now-

Two saffron blurs of flame blasted past her vantage point, stumbling slightly on the knots but passing them without much difficulty, and set the entire trapped area of grass on fire. It was going to burn out fast, it had rained recently, but the knotted grass of the traps was more exposed and simply crumbled to ashes.

Cursing, she clicked a signal to Butch to prepare the next trap set, and began moving to the home straight barely a hundred metres away.


Misty’s Gyarados blasted out a Water Pulse to contain what fires there still were, and she and Brock charged up the slope behind the two fire types. Dexter, a Nidorino, Rhyhorn, Sandslash, Electrode and about a dozen other Pokémon followed.

Then there was a gap. Quite a long one, actually.

Finally, huffing extravagantly, Squirtle staggered to a halt at the bottom of the hill. “It’s no good, the magma of my soul is cooling off.”

“Oh, give it a rest.” Pikachu groaned.

“Sounds like a good idea.”

“Right, big hill. Hmm…” Pikachu snapped his claws, and a corona of electricity blossomed around him. Squirtle yelped.

“Stay away from me with that stuff!”

“Your shell’s non conductive, right?” Squirtle nodded warily. “Then give us some jet propulsion!” Pikachu grabbed the protesting turtle by the top of the shell, and gradually rose into the air as the Magnet Rise took effect. “Squirtle, use Water Gun! Wow, it really is pretty thrilling to give orders like that…”

Squirtle’s blast of water sent them shooting off up the hill, prompting several of the race officials to start frantically checking the rulebooks.


Ash urged Rapidash into a jump clear over the pit trap, having spotted it with a quick Aura scan, and James shot past to one side of it, recognizing it as a good spot to put a trap and wanting no part of it.

As the two sped down the hill, jockeying for second place, a crash sounded behind them and once again they risked looking.

Brock’s Steelix had just fallen in the hole. However, since Steelix are enormous, this hadn’t slowed the Pewter man down much and led to the pit being elongated into a central trench down the slope.

Dario vanished over the river ahead as they turned back, and Ash gathered himself for that obstacle. “Bounce, Rapidash!”

James raised an eyebrow. “Tricky… Growlie, use Extremespeed!”

The Arcanine blurred briefly into invisibility, jumping from stone to stone so fast that the water plumed up from the wind of his passing.

Rapidash daintily landed next to the other Fire type as he slowed back to normal, and the two continued charging forwards.


Dario cursed – the trick stepping stones apparently hadn’t done anything, at least not to the two front runners. His whole plan was to get such a lead in the early stages of the race to make it an easy victory when the X Speed wore off, but if those two were…

He snarled, and urged Dodrio on. Those Rockets he hired had better be of some damned use!


Ash felt Rapidash’s fatigue as they galloped up to the food section of the course, the mare not used to going so fast for so long. As she slowed to a halt at her plate, Ash swung off to let her rest. It wouldn’t be much, but it was something, and that was the best he could give her.

Dario had already departed, apparently not having had the co-ordination problems of last time, and Growlie gobbled his entire plate in a single bite, letting James speed off with a cocky grin. Ash winced, but refused to despair. The final part of the course was a long straight, and the rest should let Rapidash get her second wind. Then he could really let her run.


Sonic form.

Dexter abruptly shot forward at massive speed, having calculated that his energy reserves would allow him to maintain the boost for the entire remainder of the course.

“Er, Dexter?” Riolu asked, holding a map open against the wind. “You know how the next part of the course is a food-eating thing?”

Affirmative.

“Aren’t you, er, non-biological?”

…Correct. Now I’m annoyed, it would appear we have no chance of winning. The rules are vague on everything from what happens to Laramie clan members taking part, to method of propulsion- Riolu looked back at the wildly fishtailing forms of Pikachu and Squirtle – but on that matter they are rigid. The mount, not the rider, must eat the plate of food.

“Well, we can at least make a good show, right?”


Professor Oak stared at the screen. “That’s not something I would have expected.”

The announcer’s voice was shocked. “That just can’t be legal! Folks, there’s a Raticate on the course, and it looks like it’s barring that Arcanine in second from moving forward with a Scary Face!”

Delia fretted. “Oh, I hope Ash is okay…”


“Come on, girl, not much further now.” Ash swung back onto Rapidash’ back as she finished eating, and got moving again shortly before Riolu and Brock arrived at the halt station.

The two cantered round the corner… straight into the area of effect of the Raticate’s attack. Ash felt his muscles turn to water and seize up at the same time, and from Rapidash’ trembling she wasn’t doing any better.


Butch smirked from behind his rock. This was pretty blatant cheating, but only to those who knew Dario was behind it. At this stage, it could still – barely – be considered the actions of a wild Pokémon, and-

Thwack!

Then he was in the air, landing right behind Raticate. Staggering back to his feet, he saw Jessie, an Abra over her shoulder and a Cubone brandishing a Thick Club in front of her.

She gave a wicked grin. “Well, well, wouldn’t have expected to meet you here, bit-”

“It’s BUTCH! Why can nobody EVER get that right? Raticate, get her!” Jessie’s Cubone jumped to intercept Butch’ Raticate, and the two got into a swirling melee.

Butch caught a glint in Jessie’s eye. “What are you so pleased about?”

“You missed the racers. They’ve all got past your blocking position.”

He winced. “Damnit!”


“Come on, not far now. I know you’re tired, but I think I can help.” Ash spoke a litany of encouragement for Rapidash, putting action to words by calling up much of his own Aura and channelling it into the fire Pokémon.

“Okay, ready? Agility!”

Rapidash took the offered energy, and began to sprint. She quickly caught up to James and Growlie, who increased their own speed to match, and up ahead Ash caught sight of Dario and his Dodrio.

Ash and James shared a wicked grin.

“Let’s blow right past him! Flare Blitz!”


Dario felt his Dodrio slowing as the artificial boosts wore off, and frowned. He wasn’t certain of his victory, but as long as that Rocket did his job, then-

Fwooom!

Twin blurs of flame shot past on either side.

Then a vector model of a bird in pink and blue.

Then a Steelix, a Gyarados, then a whole swarm of Pokémon and riders.

Finally, just as things seemed to be calming down again, his Dodrio was tripped as it evaded a blue shell that rocketed past in a spiking corona of electricity.


The announcer blinked. “Isn’t that something that normally happens in Marillkart?”


Cassidy tracked the two racers through her binoculars. “Drowzee, make that Rapidash rider fall off! Primeape, get the Arcanine!”

Her two Pokémon, one borrowed from Butch for this last-ditch ambush, complied. Primeape went first, leaping with a scream from cover.

By now Ash was tired, aching and just a little annoyed at how complicated the race had gotten. So when what appeared to be a wild Pokémon leapt towards him from the trees, he reacted in the only sensible way.

Butch’ Primeape was caught by a materializing Pidgeot and thrown into the distance as Drowzee went to work. Focusing his potent hypnotic powers, he reached out to the mind of the younger rider… and found nothing at all.

By the time he was over his shock, they were past and out of range. Cassidy briefly entertained the notion of just giving up.

Then she realized that the Pidgeot was still in the area and beat a hasty retreat.


“And it’s a photo finish, ladies and gentlemen! The winner and the runner up, whichever of the two each turns out to be, have managed to take an early position near the front of the field and defend that against whatever came their way, from other racers to actual sabotage!”

Professor Oak leant back. “Well, that was impressive.”


Lara walked up to Ash, where he was standing on wobbly legs beside a tired Rapidash and clumsily attempting to rub her down.

“Nice work, Ash! Oh, thought I’d let’ya know. I don’t really care which of the two of you and that James fellow turn out to have won. I’m the one who decides who else gets into the clan, and I say I’d be honoured to have you both.”

She then gave an appraising look at Rapidash. “And I gotta say, you certainly gave her a good run! In fact,” she grinned teasingly, “that was positively rapid, Ash!”

Ash stared at her in shock, then slumped to the floor. “Always with the bad puns… why?”


“With all due respect, oh Arceus, prime mover, deity of deities, initiator of all that is… you’ve gone mad.”

I don’t see how. I mean, we’re running out of games to keep ourselves amused in here.

“A three legged race is not a good idea! Especially not when two of those involved are quadrupedal, two are bipedal, and both pairs are on grossly different scales!”

Fine, fine. What about a game of Tale of the Five Swords?

Sir Aaron frowned. “How do you play that?”

Like this.

Arceus glowed with ethereal light, and reality blossomed around them.

There. You are now a member of the Crane clan in a version of the Home Islands lacking in Pokémon. Your objective is to advance your status and uphold your honour. Dialga and Palkia are members of two of the other clans. Have fun.

“Does this even fit in our reality bubble?”

Yes. Because I say so, and because we have Palkia with us.


AN: That chapter got a bit out of control. Still, that’s the last of my already written material up, and the fic into that bit of the anime plotline where they realized it was becoming a hit. So the story got strange and gyms became few and far between.

And yes, I just got Dario with a blue shell. That actually came about by chance, the idea only came after I had them in the air and blasting along.






19. Chapter 18


A helicopter landed next to the startled travellers. “Er, excuse me, but our son is missing in the area. Do any of you know where he might happen to be?”

Ash snapped his fingers. Of course, this thing. “No, but I can help you look. What does he look like?”

Tommy’s father handed over a picture from a stack. “He fell out of our helicopter when we were passing over here. If you can help, we’d be very grateful!”

“Pidgeot?”

“On my way.” The large bird Pokémon shot into the air and began flying in a spiral pattern.

The mother gasped. “Oh, you have a Pigdeot? They’re lovely Pokémon, I bet you’re a great trainer.”

Ash rubbed the back of hs neck modestly. “Well, I like to think so, but then I suppose everyone does.”

“Oh, don’t be so modest, young man.”

A few seconds later, Pidgeot shot back overhead. “Found the Kangaskhan herd.”

“Thanks, Pidgeot. Think you two can follow us in the helicopter? I recommend you stay back a bit, she says he’s with a herd of Kangaskhan and I don’t want to spook them. If I go with my Riolu and Pikachu on my shoulders I hope to project a much less threatening image.”

The two parents readily agreed.


Ash stepped forward, hands held out to the sides. “Riolu? If they don’t understand what I say, please translate.”

“You got it.”

Pikachu sniffed. “Why not me?”

“Mainly that Riolu are especially known for being trustworthy and I really want to make sure this goes off properly. If you want, you can interpret what they say to me.” Ash turned his attention to the Kangaskhan.

“Kangaskhan, there is a boy among you who is not one of your kind. I have the boy’s parents with me and they want to meet him again.”

Riolu paused, then saw that the Kangaskhan understood from their expressions. The herd fell to debating among themselves.

After a moment, the herd matriarch stepped forth and spoke.

Ash glanced to Pikachu. “They say that’s fine, but no Poké balls closer than you are.”

Ash stepped back from the herd and walked to the landed helicopter. “The herd agrees that you can get close, but if you have any Pokéballs they have to be left back here. I assume that if you have any actual Pokémon with you, it’s fine to bring them so long as they’re out of their ‘balls.”

Tommy’s father shook Ash’s hand. “Thanks, young man, you’ve been a great help.”

Ash laughed nervously. “Don’t thank me yet…”


Tommy’s mother sniffed. “This is terrible… he doesn’t remember us!”

Ash rolled his eyes. Here we go again… “I think I can help with that, too. If he’s just forgotten then its’ likely amnesia, and I can treat that.”

“Really? How?”

“Oh, just something I picked up…” Specifically, an Aura technique designed to improve recall in oneself or others. A basic of the very memory transference system I’m using. But don’t tell them that.

Can’t believe that last time we just hit him and hoped that would work. Damn misconceptions about amnesia…

Ash knelt next to the young boy, and pulsed his Aura on the other’s forehead.

Tommy blinked. “Mum… dad?”

A tearful reunion followed. Towards the end, the father made an announcement. “We’ve decided to conduct some deep-cover research into the lives of wild Pokémon.”

Tommy frowned. “What?”

“In short, we’re going to live with the Kangaskhan for a few years.”

Ash grinned. Looked like everything had worked out fine. “I’m sure Professor Oak would love to know what you learn.”

“You know him?”

“I certainly do, he gave me a Pokédex when I set off on my journey.”

“Well, thank you again for all the help. Let me know if you need anything… er, well, anything that can be supplied from the middle of a reservation with no contact with civilization, anyway.”


The friends considered. “Just skip the Dratini lake thing entirely?”

Ash shook his head. “I want to catch my Tauros again, at least the one that became the herd leader. Don’t know if I’ll know the others well enough to restore…”

“At least we can not go to the lake, then. Being threatened at gunpoint is not fun.”


“What do you want?” Kaiser growled.

“Ten Safari balls, please!” Ash replied brightly. “Oh, is aerial capture allowed? Only I have this Charizard, see…”

“Hm.” Kaiser muttered to himself. “Fine, but Safari balls only! I am authorized to use lethal force!”

Brock raised his hand. “Point of order. Why?”

“Because we’re far enough out that the police can’t reach me in time, and I need to be able to protect the Pokémon!”

“Fair enough, though you might want to tone down the threats of extreme violence slightly.”

“Sure, sure, fine. Damn kids. Wouldn’t have had this back in the days when I was in the imperial army…”

Misty looked startled. “How old is he?”


As it happened to turn out, Ash had in fact used no fewer than three separate Tauros on his occasional attempts to make use of the herd. Apparently they really were more or less completely interchangeable. Those three agreed to return to Oak’s Lab, along with another two who liked the sound of open spaces.

Oak didn’t quite break down crying on hearing he had to take care of five large bull Tauros, but he was close. Though he abruptly shut up when Dexter mentioned it had been thirty last time.


“What now, again?”

Dexter hummed. This is the bit where you get completely lost. As I recall, you went north across cycling bridge, then the eastern edge of Viridian, then I have a chance to get my upgrade, then-

“Wait, wait. Upgrade?” Ash frowned.

Remember that thing where you were digitized to solve a virus attack? Well, I’m a Porygon. He makes Porygon in that lab. See the connection?

Pikachu scratched his head. “I don’t remember that at all.”

Must be the epileptic attacks, it was a very risky environment and frankly I can see why you’d have problems with your memory. Biological systems are so… prone to failure, I suppose.

“We’re the ones that regenerate.” Brock joked. “But I assume the problem you refer to was Team Rocket?”

Yes. Hopefully seeing a ‘natural’ Porygon in me will make the Doctor in the lab inclined to help, as while a Rocket attack would be very bad, at least it would mean he’d want to help us.

“Yeah, fair enough. But you were saying we got lost? That continue?”

Yes. After the lab, you were in a bit of a daze for a day or so and got hopelessly lost. Then you met Santa – yes, you got so lost that Christmas arrived, and compounded your problems by heading to the North Pole of all places – then that thing with the magic show and a carnival where Ash got hypnotized. Next, Mossgreen which is actually south of here and I have no clue what you were all thinking the map looked like by then, and eventually you found a desert.

Brock sighed. “Only we could get lost in a desert on the Kanto Plain. Oh, well. Onwards, I suppose. We’ll just travel direct and use the wasted time for training.”


“Hi! Any restrictions about going over the bridge on a Pokémon? By flying?”

Officer Jenny shook her head. “It’s fine. Oh, I think the local Pokémon centre has an errand that needs run. It’d be nice of you to stop by there and see what it is, if you’re heading over the bridge.”

“Sure, always happy to help.”


“You want us to carry some Full Restores across the bridge.” Ash sighed. “Any reason why it’s not waiting for a normal shipment?”

The Nurse Joy looked worried. “The supplies over there are running dangerously low, and of course it’s the best thing to use for a critically injured Pokémon. Expensive, but pretty well justified.”

“Yeah, fine. It just feels a little… unglamorous, is all.”


“Fascinating! You say this Porygon of yours developed natively on that handheld?”

Dexter flinched away from the good Doctor slightly. Watch it, I have a name you know.

“Oh, er, sorry. Well, is this a unique event?”

Nope. Another of my cohort of Pokédex has undergone sentience development recently, and I think a third is close behind. We’re still a bit weak in the real world, though, as there’s no dedicated projector on my hardware. Any chance you could help with that?

“Hmm…” The doctor rubbed his glasses. “I do have some early prototypes of the Transfer System, the ones that I was going to use before Lanette straightened out the kinks in long range teleportation for me. Brilliant girl, simply amazing. My plan would have worked… except that the Pokémon would have to be in a sensory deprivation tank to teleoperate the facsimile.”

Everyone looked at him.

“What? Early stages in technology are always problematic. Er, hang on, I have one here.” Rummaging through boxes of computer junk, he pulled out a small triangular object. “There’s a few more of these, but they’re all custom and look different. Do tell those other people you know with Porygon of their own to stop by.”

Interesting design. Is that gold?

“Only in colour, I’m afraid. Merely an example to persuade investors that technology doesn’t have to be complex and intimidating. Unfortunately, there’s no multithreading support yet.”

So I only get one solid form object at a time?

“Essentially, yes. Give me a while and I might be able to get you that. It sounds like an interesting project.”

Ash, meanwhile, was puzzling over the enormous digitizer. “Ever considered telling anyone about this? It could be the basis for a lovely story, you know.”

The doctor laughed. “What, young trainers travelling into the digital world to fight off viruses?”

“Yeah, it sounds like it could catch on.”

Doctor Akihabara chuckled again. “Hee… but actually, I see your point. It might even be a useful public service. Care to try it out?”

Ash shook his head. “No way, enough strange stuff happens to me already, find someone else!”


“Well, Pikachu? Want to leave and stay behind with the wild Pokémon this time? I only want what’s-OW!”

Pikachu jumped up and down on Ash’s head. “How many times? Stop teasing me about that!”


“You want to get back to the North Pole?”

Yes. And preferably soon.

“Right. What’s your normal transport arrangements?”

Normally we use the services of a Lapras, but I don’t think I can get back to the coast in time.

“Maybe we can help!”

Ash squinted through the snow at the unexpected voice. “James?”

“Right in one. We were wondering how you were riding out the snowstorm, and it turns out… you’re sort of not.” James turned back the way he’d come. “We found a castle going cheap online, Growlie’s keeping it at a lovely warmth. Want to come in? Abra, mind handling this wayward Jynx?”

Alright. Both Psychic types vanished.

“Now that’s taken care of, why not come along? It can’t be pleasant to just stay out here.”

“You have a point.” Pikachu muttered, clearing snow from his ears. “Why the hell is it snowing this hard in Kanto?”

Ash shrugged. “Moltres having a snit? Our climate is sort of at the whims of some very powerful beings.”

“We’ll have a word when we reach Shamouti.”
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Jynx looked around. Where are we?

Not the North Pole. I don’t have nearly the strength to get you that far, this is the coast. Any idea where from here?

The Ice type looked at the nearby mountains. I think a bit further south, out into the bay proper-

Bink

Wow, that was fast.

Abra shrugged. Faster I get things done, faster I get to sleep. And I see a Lapras down there.

Thank you, then. You’re a great help.


“Welcome! This is an evolution party, so come on in!”

Ash frowned. “I never understood the idea… why evolve a Pokémon at a party instead of after carefully thinking it over?”

“Oh, lighten up, kid!” Sparky called. “Hey, that Pikachu of yours is one of those that uses a Thunder Stone, right? I think we have one of those spare.”

Pikachu shook his head. “Been there, done that, got the cheeks.”

Ash translated. “Something weird happened with one in the Vermillion Gym a few months ago. If you look at his cheeks, you can see that his voltage reservoirs are more developed than other Pikachu. He sort of half-evolved.”

“Fascinating.”

Brock, meanwhile, was talking to Mikey. “Actually, there are four other types of Eevee evolution currently discovered. So if your brothers have access to more Eevee like this little guy here, then you could have two each and end up with the complete set.”

Observe. Umbreon, Espeon, Leafeon and Glaceon. Dexter materialized a hard-light hologram from his projector.

Mikey watched as the hologram of one Eeveelution shattered into another. “Wow… Eevee really is the most adaptable Pokémon there is…”

Essentially. Others can claim the title, but Eevee is the most commonly cited holder.

Pyro pointed. “What’s that Pokémon? I don’t think I’ve ever seen it before.”

Dexter formed into his normal body. I am a Porygon, thanks for asking nicely.

Ash snapped his fingers. “Hey, why don’t you try out your new body against these guys? I don’t think we ever got round to seeing what the projector can do…”

Apart from making it so I can project from it instead of the device? I suppose you’re right, we never did get round to it. Well, I’m game.

Rainer grinned. “Sounds great! Just the way to keep up with the spirit of the party!”

Ash retrieved the Pokédex itself from Dexter’s body, leaving only the projector inside. “The doc said the projector’s armoured, so if your projection fails it should be fine.”

But you can’t say the same of my base unit. Good thinking.


Downloading. Swapping information into active memory. Analyzing.

Pyro pointed. “We’re first! Flareon, attack!”

The firey Pokémon dashed forward in a coat of fire, before launching out a Fire Blast at Dexter. The Porygon didn’t dodge in time – or, indeed, at all – and was engulfed.

Ash grinned. “Oh, yeah, forgot about that ability…”

The flames died down, revealing Dexter to be completely unharmed, and red where he should be pink.

Trace complete. Flash fire copied.

“Damnit, that’s not fair!”

It’s a perfectly legitimate ability.

Movement patterns analyzed. Charging.

Energy built, and the Porygon abandoned his normal shape for a hexagonal flower of triangular ‘petals’, surrounding the now visible golden projector.

Pyro chuckled nervously. “Hey, now, what’s this in aid of?”

Tri Attack.

A thin beam of energy fired from three of the petals and the core, meeting at the startled Flareon. There was a flash of light, and then Flareon was flying backwards surrounded by crackling electricity.

“Nice work!” Ash shouted.

I can hear you. My body is literally in your hand.

“Oh, er, sorry.”

Rainer and Sparky exchanged glances, then sent their Pokémon in together.

Ash cried foul. “That’s not fair! Two on one!”

Dexter’s body flowed back into his base form, and dodged a blast of electricity. I don’t mind. Against these Pokémon, a one on one fight is too easy if I use my full ability – specifically, I Trace their absorption ability and then it’s easy. That being said: Analysis complete.

Dexter’s blue highlights became yellow. Conversion complete.

The Vaporeon lashed out a blast of high pressure water, to little effect. Rainer’s jaw dropped. “How damn adaptable IS that Pokémon?”

Ash glanced at the screen. Volt Absorb and Converted: Water were shown on there. “Pretty adaptable, I think is the answer. This may be his first proper fight, but he’s got a lot of experience watching battles to work with. And his body is sort of a construct that he can change at will.”

Charging. Dexter’s form shifted once more, this time into a slim spike pointing towards Vaporeon. Lock On. A pair of laser designators appeared above and below the spike, painting the Water type a pretty red in colour.

Rainer pointed frantically. “Vaporeon, Acid Armour!”

The Eeveelution dissolved into water, surrendering control over his molecules for a moment. To no avail, as an almighty Zap Cannon shocked him despite the quick dodge.

The spike changed straight into a contiguous circle connected to the projector by three slim spokes. Analyzing…

“Endure, Jolteon!” Sparky ordered.

Signal Beam.

Unlike his two cohorts, the Lightning Pokémon was able to last through the massive attack, though barely.

“How the hell is your Porygon so strong?” Pyro asked Ash.

Mainly the result of a lot of abilities based on attack increase. Flash Fire from your Flareon, Download and Analyze to pinpoint defensive weak spots.

At that point, another voice was heard. “Eevee, Trump Card!”

Dexter shifted his form to a bulwark-shape, the tougher side facing the direction of the voice. Light Screen.

With a rumbling boom, Mikey’s Eevee smashed the Light Screen and Dexter’s materialized body, driving the projector a foot into the ground.

Ash blinked. “What just happened?”

Ow. Okay, that was a move that’s more powerful the more tired the user is. Did your Eevee get any sleep at all last night?

Mikey shook his head ruefully. “I was running away from my lunatic brothers with him. They wanted to evolve him by force if necessary.”

Brock sighed. “That’s really not the principle you should work by, guys.”

The three elder brothers hung their heads. Rainer spoke for them. “Sorry, we wanted him to see how much better an evolved Eevee can be. But this sort of proves the opposite…”

They’re all better for different things. Now Ash, mind getting my projector out of the crater? It’s probably near overheat from channelling that much power and needs a cool-off soon.

“That wasn’t normal?” Ash asked, somehow disappointed.

Not yet. I wanted to test the limits of the projector, and I certainly found those.

Misty made a sound of realization. “So the reason Eevee’s so good with Normal type attacks is the ability Adaptability?”

Eevee nodded, and Mikey grinned proudly. “Yep! It’s a really useful ability, especially with a move like that. And he also knows Last Resort. Moves like that help in a prolonged battle right when the other Pokémon is getting tired.”

His three brothers were having a whispered conversation. Occasional snatches of “but a serious trainer with only a Normal-” and “Still say he’ll end up with-” could be heard.

Ash rolled his eyes. “Look, each of your other Eeveelutions are based on a stone, right? Well, Mikey’s one can be the Everstone.”

Brock nodded. “It maintains the theme. Besides, those powerful Normal type moves are something I doubt your Pokémon can match.”

Dexter rematerialized himself. That’s better. And yes, Trump Card is the most powerful move any Eeveelution learns. That was more powerful than a Hyper Beam, be glad I had a shield up.

“Light Screen worked on it?”

It’s a Special, contact move. Don’t ask me…


AN: The infamous Porygon episode wasn’t shown to any audience outside Japan, thanks to the Epileptic Pokemon Attack that hospitalised children all over Japan. This is why the Porygon evolutions don’t show up, despite the fact that it was actually Pikachu who did the deed itself.

Dexter’s Projector, meanwhile, is based on Bardiche from Nanoha and his method of shapechanging to attack is inspired by the Electric Soldier Porygon episode and enhanced with the style of Ramiel, from Rebuild of Evangelion.






20. Chapter 19


Ash and friends smiled as the simple notes of the flute washed over them.

“So, did you like the little concert?” The hippie asked them. “Do you have any food, by the way?”

Ash nodded. “We’ve got a day or so of trail rations spare, I think.”

The hippie’s eyes widened in gratitude. “Thanks!”

“Not a problem. We normally go shopping in Celadon thanks to Pidgeot. I don’t think we ate any trail rations since the point Brock joined us.”

“Well, dudes, that’s really made my day. Peace!”

“Actually,” Ash said, an idea coming to him, “Where will you be in a couple of weeks? Because I think I know someone who’d love to work with you on her music, as soon as we meet her again.”

“Far out. What makes you think so?”

“She’s a Jigglypuff, and all the people she sings to fall asleep. If you backed her with your Poké flute, then it wouldn’t take effect.”

Misty nodded. “Nice idea, Ash! I was wondering what we were going to do about her.”

The other thought for a moment. “A song that wakes you up and puts you to sleep at the same time sounds trippy. I’ll hang around here for a while, so look for me sleeping under the stars. Or playing my flute for the wild Pokémon to hear.”

“Got it.”


Ash sidled over to the Snorlax, and flicked him on the ear with a blue-glowing finger. “Wake up, you great lump.”

The Snorlax promptly rolled over and narrowly missed crushing him.

“Hey, look. Thorns. How did this go again?” Misty asked.

Wake the Snorlax up and it eats the thorns, clearing the blockage.

“Meh.” Ash pulled out a Poké ball. “I prefer the easy solution. Charizard, burn them off. Try and save as much as you can, though.”

“So you want me to just break the stems?”

“Basically, yeah.”

Riolu rolled his eyes. “Ivysaur, just shove a Worry Seed down its’ throat.”

Everyone blinked.

“That works too.” Brock said, then frowned. “Wow, there are a lot of ways to wake a Pokémon up, now that I think of it. Worst comes to worst, there are cheap and readily available medicines for it.”

“I keep saying it, humans are unimaginative sometimes.”

Charizard shrugged. “I’ll take the chance to stretch my wings.”


“You’re kidding. This place is full of gang members?”

Yes. It’s basically Yojimbo.

Ash frowned. “I don’t think I ever saw that.”

“Honestly, Ash!” Misty said. “I’d have thought you’d see that film. It’s a classic.”

“Any violence?”

“Yes, what do you think? It’s about gang warfare.”

“Misty? I left home when I wasn’t yet eleven. And you’ve met my mum.”

Misty conceded the point with a nod. “But I still think you should have at least heard of it.”

Ash shrugged. “Think we could sort this one out by Thunder Wave-ing everyone in the town?”

“Good start, yeah.”


“Why? What were we doing wrong?”

Ash took a deep breath. “Becoming a Gym Leader is an expression of competence, confidence and the ability to follow a philosophy. The funding involved is so that people can give up their normal jobs or travelling to instead test people. It requires that people be willing to give it their all and make it work. Oh, and not to attack people on the street.”

Misty nodded along. “That said, if you want to form a gym that can take advantage of your old skills, I suggest rolling with the city name and creating a Dark type gym. I’m not aware of one in the entire region.”

“Yeah! And the gym’s philosophical test would be about seeing past deceptive tactics and striking true! Hell, if you do that then solving a simulated gang-fight situation might even be a good test of ability to cope!”

The two prospective gym leaders lay unmoving on the floor, still trapped by electricity.

One of the Joys, revealing herself from disguise, agreed. “If you get yourselves some Dark types between you, that might well work. Two gyms, both needing to be beaten to get the badge, being in truth halves of one. I like the way you think.”

Misty quietly slapped Brock in the chops with Goldeen to prevent him making another scene.

The Kaz leader glanced at the other. “We have no choice here, right?”

“Basically not.”


The trio looked at the carnival. “Skip it?”

“Skip it. No way do I want to be forcibly recruited by some magician…”


“Oh, thank you for helping me with my Paras! I’m so sorry to impose like this…”

Ash sent out his first Pokémon for the fight, choosing to pre-empt the Rockets also looking on.

“Not a problem. Hey, Charizard. Sorry, buddy, but you have to take a fall.”

Charizard shrugged. “Whatever. I know how strong I am, and that’s all that matters with strength.”

“Really?”

“…no. But I can pretend, right?”

Ash chuckled. “If you say so.”

Brock moved over to the side of the makeshift battlefield. “Paras vs. Charizard. Go!”

Charizard launched out a thin jet of flame, which washed over Paras…

To absolutely no effect.

On the sidelines, James’ Abra exchanged a look with Brock’s Ninetales. It worked, the Paras has your ability. How are you finding Effect Spore?

She looked herself over. “Strange. I feel sparkly…”

Back out on the field, Paras looked at itself in surprise. It wasn’t on fire.

“Paras, attack!” Cassandra called. Paras obeyed by firing out a single Bullet Seed, which hit Charizard in the chest. Charizard promptly and dramatically collapsed.

“Don’t overdo it…” Ash muttered to himself. “And I’ll expect an explanation of that little fire attack, mister!”

Paras glowed and evolved into Parasect.

“Oh, thank you!” Cassandra gushed, before frowning. “Though I’m afraid I don’t have a medicine to cure overacting.”

Charizard groaned plaintively. “I feel so put-upon.”


“Good morning.”

The Pokémon that Ash was addressing, a Jigglypuff, startled at his words and scampered behind a bush.

“Hey, hey, calm down, I don’t want to hurt you.” Ash closed an eye for a second. Yep, Jigglypuff was shining with that peculiar light that indicated he knew her well enough to restore.

“Tell me, do you know why people don’t often hear Jigglypuff songs all the way through?” After she shook her head, puzzled, he continued gently. “It’s because they naturally know Sing. So their song puts people to sleep before they reach the end.”

And with that, he patted her on the forehead, producing a tiny flare of blue.

“Remember us now?” he continued. “Don’t worry, we have a plan to help you. A week or two ago, we met someone who has a Poké flute. And their music actually wakes people up.”

Jigglypuff frowned, then pointed at her mouth. “I’ve still got a sore throat, you know!” she wheezed out. Ash was interested to note that his Aura translation trick had got to the point he could understand basically any Pokémon – possibly he still had to have at least passing familiarity with them, though, he wasn’t sure.

“Not a problem. Brock? You found any good fruits yet?”

The Pewter man emerged from the trees. “Ash, I bought some in town yesterday. I’m not an idiot. Besides, it’s early spring, too early for natural fruit.”

Ash shrugged. “Have you seen the mess our weather patterns are in lately?”

“True enough. Here you go, Jigglypuff. Ash’ll take you over to the man with the Poké flute as soon as you want.”


Misty folded her arms behind her head. “Ah, Grampa Canyon. I remember this place.”

Ash winced. “For me, it’s a lot less positive, believe you me…”

“Oh, yeah, this was when you got kidnapped by the Aerodactyl. Wasn’t that because they were woken by the explosion?”

Ash nodded. “It was. Lucky for us that Togepi’s egg is far off enough compared to that underground cavern itself not to wake them. Hopefully.”

A voice interrupted them. “Ashy! Good to see you!”

“Hi Gary! Wow, I like the look. Very Indiana Jones.”

“Thanks. Grandad sent me here to check on prehistoric Pokémon habitats. Just because there are Aerodactyl flying around now doesn’t mean we know everything about how they lived, you know?”

Ash raised a finger in warning. “Watch out for the underground cavern I fell into last time. There are some living but asleep specimens down there, and they’ll be a big problem if they wake up.”

“Got it. Was that in the data dump, Dee?”

No. I think Dexter was unable to keep track of where Ash was closely enough for it to be meaningful.

Dexter’s voice came in. Dee, Gary, there’s a professor in Kanto who has a few projectors-

“Already went and picked one up.” Gary held it up. It was simpler in design than Dexter’s, consisting of a simple purple-red sphere about two centimetres across.

Good to know.

Ash waited a second to see if there was anything else urgent, then hurried off to find the egg.

Gary, Misty and Brock made small talk for several minutes about their respective specialities and where they overlapped – including why Kabutops sometimes seemed immune to electricity – before Ash arrived back from his jaunt with an egg cradled in his backpack.

Misty turned. “Is that-”

“Yes. I didn’t want to bring her back until you were there to see it.” Ash explained.

“Thanks, Ash. You do think of the right thing to do sometimes.”

Gary hid a smirk. “Praise indeed.”

“She’s a harsh taskmistress…” Ash said, playing along.

Brock simply nodded. “There’s a reason I’m not head over heels with her.”

The three boys looked at Misty, who was beginning to produce a visible blue flare of Aura. Ash gulped. “That can’t be good.”

Gary stroked his chin. “Best strategy: restore her Pokémon and run.”

“I agree.” Brock said formally, then Ash caressed the shell of the egg, set his backpack down as it erupted with light, and all three ran hell-for-leather.


Misty forgot her anger, staring at the face of perhaps her most beloved of Pokémon. Others felt to her like allies, comrades… Togekiss (as she had learned her little Togepi had evolved into shortly before the end) felt like a daughter.

“Hello, Misty. It’s been a while – but I don’t mind. I’m just glad to see you again… mum.”

Her face began to tear up. “Just – come here, you.”


Squirtle nodded to himself, then turned to Ivysaur. “Doesn’t that just make you shed manly tears?”

“Oh, give it a rest. I’m just happy for them.”

“Nobody said I wasn’t. You know me.”

Ivysaur agreed. “Though you have a funny way of showing it sometimes…”

“Oh, come on! You know you want to make disturbingly camp comments all the time!”

“Stop pushing character roles on me! I am not Leeron!”


A few days later, in a really rather nice district of Kanto…

Ash looked up. “That’s strange. Why are there helicopters all over the place?”

Togekiss floated up into the sky. “I’ll keep a look out on them.”

Misty nodded to herself. “That’s right, Togekiss can sense emotions to some level, so she should be fine. Well, that and they have great defensive potential.”


James sighed heavily. “You have to be kidding.”

“Wish I was, James. Dey’re after you.”

One has to wonder why Jessiebelle wants to marry you for your money – she has enough for a private army?

“Who cares? Now there’s nothing I can do to get her off my back!”

Jessie frowned. “What about if you show her you’re not interested in women?”

He frowned. “But I am. What gave you that idea?”

Meowth produced a list of events, mannerisms and speech tics. “Ya want ta go through all da evidence? Let’s start with dat Moltres costume of yours-”

“Okay, fine. Can we use that?”

Could be tricky. Someone like her is going to treat any suggestion of disinterest as evidence she needs to cure him.

“Oh, screw it.” James made a throwing away gesture with his hand. “I don’t care about the riches, let’s just shove off to Cinnabar until this quiets down.”

On it.

bink


“Well?”

Togekiss floated back down. “Nothing, except that none of them are even the remotest bit happy.”

“Never mind then. Might be the SDF on manoeuvres or something, getting thrashed.”

“No Pokémon.”

“Yeah, some people think technology can supplant combat Pokémon. I think they’re at least a few decades away, though – even with Team Rocket style mecha.”

Riolu leant back slightly. “And as for Hunter J’s – well, we proved how that goes.”

“For us. That time. Some of the crazy equipment out there is getting really close, remember the stories we have about Shamouti?”

“Yeah… but you won that one!”

“True. We did.” Ash grimaced. “But it was very close, and we can’t count on luck this time. We need to plan for that, though we may as well wait until the Mewtwo incident and the League are over before we begin.”


“Oh, what now?” Ash asked, exasperated.

In front of them on the path was a Farfetch’d.

Riolu promptly jumped down from Ash’s shoulder. “I challenge you to a duel! It’s been too long since I met another who fights with bokken, I want to see how I have improved!”

The Farfetch’d thought it over, nodded, and raised its’ leek to a guard position.

Riolu formed a facsimile of a bone with his Bone Rush technique, taking several seconds to slowly craft the bone so as to follow the same method Cubone had used.

Pikachu walked over to the side of the path, off centre from the two of them. “First to three touches, and I want a clean match.”

Both participants barely reacted to Pikachu’s voice, nor to his eyes taking on the green shimmer of Detect. They simply stared at one another, until-

A twig fell. They charged at one another, leek meeting bone with a snapping impact.

Farfetch’d gave ground first, using the force of Riolu’s push to spin out of the way and fire an Air Cutter from his leek. Riolu barely managed to dodge in time, and countered the next Air Cutter with a carefully aimed Vacuum Wave that cancelled out the increased air pressure.

“I said a clean match!” Pikachu shouted desperately. If they heard him, it was only evident in their next pair of blows blasting him backwards into the trees.


“Wow, they’re really going at it…” Brock muttered to himself.

Ash shrugged. “I don’t consider it anything to be worried about until they start using elemental attacks.”

The green glow of a Leaf Blade lit his face for a second, before Riolu countered by throwing the power of a Blaze Kick behind his bone strike.

“Okay, maybe when they start hitting with them.”

Riolu went flying, his skin crawling with dark energy for a second, then shook it off and wrapped his bone in electrically composed Aura.

“I think we’ve established by now that I don’t mind at all. Riolu can take care of himself.”


Keith watched with astonishment. His Farfetch’d could use moves like that? Okay, so much for stealing to make a living.


Pikachu walked unsteadily back into the clearing. “That’s right, in this finals match between Pikachu and Floor, the winner is…”

Ivysaur emerged from his Poké ball, snapped out a vine and caught Pikachu before he collapsed.

Squirtle shot past him, glasses at the ready. “I want some of this action!”

Rolling his eyes, Ash tossed Dexter’s projector out. “Mind keeping track for them?”

Not at all. Stand by: ready. Set up.

The Porygon’s physical form materialized. I’m impressed, they’re not ganging up on one another.

“You do know them, right? None of them are likely to think like that.”

True.


Squirtle snapped his shades around behind his back to block a blow headed for his tail, then duplicated them with a flash of Aura to catch Riolu’s bone in crossed blades. “Hey, hey, HEY! Listen up, you two! I’m the mighty Squirtle, and there’s no way you’re going to get me with a simple attack!”

Riolu channelled Aura into his bone and smashed the duplicate shades. “How’s about a Rock Smash?”

“Irrelevant!”

Farfetch’d launched into a combination that ended with a strike across Squirtle’s shell… doing basically nothing. “Hah! My manly spirit prevents any damage!”

His other opponent frowned. “Actually, that was a Fury Cutter. It’ll just get more powerful from now on.”

Angry at Riolu for revealing his trick, Farfetch’d switched his attention to the Emanation Pokémon and began a series of increasingly nasty Fury Attacks mixed with Fury Cutters and the occasional Frustration.

Told you he was angry.

Squirtle sighed. Looks like I’ll have to calm them down.

He threw his arms out to either side, letting them bubble up with a skin of water, and faced the other two battlers.

“Even when lacking an appropriate speech, I will prevail! Double drill break!”

Farfetch’d and Riolu froze, turning to Squirtle.

“Does he do this all the time?”

Riolu sighed. “Yep. Nice meeting you.”

A tidal wave of water backlash erupted from that spot on the path, forcing the nearby trainers to run to higher ground.


Misty wrung out her socks. “Well, that went well…”

Togekiss floated next to her. “I’ll never understand why you react like that to getting wet. You are a primarily Water trainer, after all.”

“It’s simple – I don’t wear clothes that can take the water all the time.”

“Ah, okay, got it. I still have to get used to this whole clothes thing, I’m afraid that when I was with you I wasn’t really paying attention.”

“Never mind, you get a second chance at that now. We all do. Which reminds me, last time didn’t you hatch around now?”

“It’s… yes, you’re right. Next week.”

Misty began planning. “Right, let’s see how we can make your birthday something to remember…”


AN: Jessiebelle. A gold digger who can hire a private army.

Well, nobody said it had to make sense.

And with regards to the technology issue, I think that Pokemon mostly do still outmatch machines in the setting - film villains notwithstanding.






21. Chapter 20


“I’m still wondering what you’re doing for my birthday.”

Misty winked. “Not telling, dear.”

“Aww, c’mon. Pleeeease?”

“Now what sort of person would I be if that was all it took to win me over?”

“A nice one?” Togekiss said, sweetly.

“Sorry, not happening. You have to wait like all of us.”

“Awww…”

“Besides, Ash is the one organizing it.”

“No fair! He’s somewhere past Mount Silver by now! You’re making it so I don’t have anyone to pester!”

The trainer laughed. “And can you blame me?”


Brock mixed as fast as he could. “This is an awful lot of food, Pikachu… are you sure we need more?”

“Yes! Ash is getting Dexter to bring over all his Pokémon from the lab, we need to feed them too!”

“Seems a lot more effort even considering that, is all I’m saying. These amounts can’t be right.”

“They’re what Ash told me. And I trust him.”

“You trust him in life and death situations, not to remember numbers right!”

Psyduck waddled over with more flour. He’s right, you know. I checked the numbers myself.

Brock shot a deadpan look at Pikachu. “Not helping your case much, here.”

I resent that remark! I will have you know that I am perfectly un-bonkers now.


Professor Oak’s eyes boggled. “You want all your Pokémon?”

Ash nodded into the Pokédex camera. “Yeah, though don’t send them through just yet. I’m sort of in midair here.”

“But why?”

“Remember the file on Misty’s Togepi, that evolved to Togetic? Her original hatching was at the same time as next Thursday. So we want to celebrate her evolving to Togekiss, and give her a cracking good birthday at the same time. You know she essentially imprinted on Misty?”

“Hang on, Togekiss? Let’s see…” The professor typed away on his keyboard. “Ah, there we go. Well, I am impressed. Such a lovely looking Pokémon. And I notice that she’s only a few years old, too.”

“Yeah, Pokémon around me tend to evolve kind of fast. By now it’s practically a law of nature.”

Oak hummed. “And not your increasingly large amount of Aura seeping into the air and helping charge everyone up?”

“It worked before I ever unlocked my Aura, believe you me. Check Dexter’s file on the original Laramie ranch race.”

“I see your point. Very well, I’ll let them know and send them over when you want. All five Tauros?”

Ash hummed. “Make it up to them, I think. If they all want to come, then more power to them. How are they getting on, actually?”

“They’re making a mockery of the fences and causing periodic earthquakes, but then we are next to a subduction zone anyway. When did you teach them Fissure? And why?”

“I didn’t. They worked it out on their own.”

Oak nodded to himself. “I thought the herd leader was better at aiming it… must be why he’s the leader.”

“Sorry, Professor, I have to end the call now. Things are about to get delicate on my end,” Ash said, as Pidgeot spotted their objective and began to slow.

“Not a problem. Take care, my boy.”


“Glad you could make it!” Misty said brightly, greeting the members of their most often seen Rocket cell. “And I notice you’re well tanned…”

James slumped. “We were hiding out in Cinnabar from that woman for two weeks! We didn’t dare do anything because when we do we end up on the news!”

Calm down, James. We managed it, didn’t we?

Jessie pursed her lips. “Now I think of it, isn’t the Princess tournament in a few days?”

Misty nodded. “And I expect we’ll both be able to compete with much better teams this time!” She winked. “But enough of that, we have a birthday to attend!”

Togekiss floated down. “Nice to meet you under less fractious condtions than the last few times.”

“Wow, you’ve grown!” Meowth said, then closed his eyes. “I remember back when you hatched. Ya were so tiny… And unpredictable. Did ya only know Metronome?”

“Yes. Sorry about that…”

“Eh, don’t be. I can hardly complain, took me years ta learn anything useful.”

At that point Ash arrived with a thunderous boom of mistreated air, and the party abruptly got rather rowdy with the addition of over a dozen more Pokémon.


Ash cleared his throat, then fired a burst of Aura into the air. “Thank you. Now, I know we’ve been keeping poor Togekiss in the dark about her main gift. And I think, since we’re about to eat, it’d be a pity to spoil her enjoyment of Brock’s marvellous food.”

He palmed a simple Poké ball from his pocket and threw it into the air.

“Time to shine, big guy!”

Everyone’s jaws dropped. Jessie and James looked like they were seriously considering gibbering.

Thank you for letting me out, Ash. I don’t like staying in one of those for too long.

Ash smiled. “Well, Ho-Oh, thanks for making this a birthday to remember for Togekiss!”

Now that, I have no problem with. The Legend glided over to Togekiss. Hmm… yes, Ash was right. You’ll definitely do. Reaching out with a wing, Ho-Oh gently touched his feathers to the birthday Pokémon, producing a rainbow-like light display.

She blinked, then concentrated for a moment and produced a thin stream of rose-coloured fire.

My gift to you. The knowledge of Sacred Fire. If any deserve it, you do, as you are a great protector. Ho-Oh bowed lightly, then turned. And now, I was promised food.

Brock started pointing a hand in front of him randomly. “But-guh-what-how?”

Misty made an ah of realization. “Oh, you weren’t there for that bit. The Ho-Oh of the Kanto-Johto area asked Ash to be the one to protect a Poké ball keyed to him, on the grounds that that way it would be impossible to capture him.”

“You mean Ash was right about seeing Ho-Oh the day he set off as a trainer?”

“Yep!”

“And now I find out if my cooking’s good enough for a legendary.” Brock sat down hard.

At least we managed to get you to prepare enough, Psyduck’s mental voice muttered.


Professor Oak watched the feed from Dexter with his mouth agape.

He hadn’t even imagined Ash’s first proper catch to be a Legendary, especially since Ash had apparently messed with the registry systems and prevented the catch from being attributed to him – or indeed anyone. It was probably Dexter’s fault.

Speaking of which… “Check: Is sentience development complete?”

…Provisionally complete. Good morning, Doctor Oak. Do you have a name assigned to me?

The Doctor thought for a moment. He was aware of the names given to his two best trainers’ Porygon, so thought it best to keep up the theme.

But then, his lab AI deserved a meaningful name. What was that person Ash mentioned from his largest time travel jaunt?

“…you are to be known as Damos. The name originally belonged to a brave and wise man from the distant past.”

I have located the appropriate memory file. Thank you.

“Then allow me to say, this is your home as well as mine, Damos.” Professor Oak smiled, looking at the camera through which his first new Pokémon in a good decade was watching him.

It was a major thing in Japanese culture, Damos knew. To declare somewhere your home, and to be welcomed to it.

There was a certain formula to it. I’m home.

“Welcome home.”


Thanks for inviting me. Especially because of the food… that was marvellous. And the company.

“Not at all!” Misty replied, with Togekiss agreeing strongly from behind her. “Besides, you’re the one who gave her an unbeatable gift!”

She most assuredly deserved it. Well, then, I will take my leave. Live well, all of you.

Ho-Oh, the Legend of the Storm’s End, made a pair of powerful downbeats and flew into the air, a sparkling wind behind him.

“Now ain’t dat just touchin’?” Meowth said, scratching irritably at something in his eye.

Yes, that was all it was. Really. Honest. Stop looking at him like that. Nothing to do with emotions at all.

You’re not convincing anyone, you know.

Meowth scowled. “Shouldn’t ya be asleep?”

Not while I’m eating. This food’s amazing.


“Welcome to the Queen of the Princess Festival contest! I assume you’re here to watch?”

Brock nodded, and grabbed Ash. “We are. Misty here wants to enter.”

“That’s right!” Misty said, before frowning suddenly and turning to the others. “And where’s all my shopping?”

Ash held open his pouch for a second. “This thing gets larger every day. I swear, if it weren’t for that attraction thing to what the owner wants to use, I’d never find half my stuff.”

“Fair enough. Who do you think I should use?”

Ash reached into his pouch and pulled out a blackboard. Misty’s eyes widened. “How?”

“My clothes are under size-altering Aura effects, I think the mouth of the bag works the same way. The hard part was getting it in.” Ash took a chalk and began drawing. “Jessie has at this point a Lickitung, Cubone, Arbok and access to Meowth, Abra, Arcanine and Weezing. I think you need Water, Psychic, possibly Fighting and something anti-psi for full coverage. Also consider what will look good.”

“Starmie covers the first two…” Misty muttered. “Togekiss, mind fighting here?”

“Not at all. But I can barely control the Sacred Fire as of yet, and I wouldn’t use it here in any case.”

“Right… Brock, mind me borrowing Ninetales? And would Charizard mind?” She then thought about that second option, and the dangers of open flames and dresses. “Right, never mind Charizard. Ninetales has the control, but he doesn’t. Interested, Pikachu?”

“Sure!”

Ninetales emerged from her Poké ball. “I also agree. And if you’re interested, I managed to work out Dark Pulse.”

Riolu jumped from his perch. “Teach me!”

She laughed. “Maybe later.”


Let’s not bother with the early rounds. They were just a bit one sided.


Misty faced Jessie across the field for the finals. “Fancy meeting you here.”

Psyduck’s mental voice came from the sidelines. What do you expect? You two are main characters, of course you get to fight in the finals.

“Pardon?” Ash asked, puzzled.

Nothing.

Jessie moved first. “Arbok!”

Misty replied by not reaching for a Poké ball, but pointing forward. “Togekiss!”

The Jubilee Pokémon - who had been drifting around for the last few hours as Misty used Starmie to fight, admiring the scenery and unwittingly gaining a great deal of attention - shot forwards onto the stage.

Ash’s voice was suddenly heard. “Remember, guys, damage to the field is frowned upon!”

Togekiss focused, drawing in a small rock in front of her. “Ancientpower!”

The rock flew forward and bounced off Arbok’s nose.

Jessie blinked, as Togekiss continued firing such tiny little attacks. “…that’s it? Not very impressive from such a powerful move!”

In reply, Misty simply smirked. “Maybe. And maybe Togekiss is doing something else. Noticed where all that energy being built up is going?”

Arbok got it first, and sighed deeply. “Why me?”

“Togekiss, Stored Power!”

Togekiss had been using the Ancientpower attack itself as something of a sideshow. Her Serene Grace ability made it far more likely that Ancientpower would imbue her with Aura-derived strength.

And each of those boosts made Stored Power a lot more potent.

Arbok went flying backwards, departing the arena at about a foot above head height and landing on a convenient tent.

“Arbok is defeated by ring out! Misty is ahead by one!” The organizer, Fiorello Cappucino, said. “And one step closer to meeting me…”

Misty made a face. “Well, Jessie?”

Jessie snapped her fingers. A moment passed, then Meowth kicked a Luxury ball on the floor.

Alright, already. Sorry. Abra appeared on the stage in a flash of light.

Riolu looked impressed. “That’s showmanship, right there.” Ash and Brock nodded their agreement.

The Psychic type raised his hands. Heart Swap (fake).

Uh-oh. Dexter muttered. That can’t be good…

“Why?”

True Heart Swap swaps around the bodies and minds of the targets. The Fake version that he just used seems to swap powerup levels.

Ash pulled his hat on.

A series of Barriers and Light Screens began to form between Togekiss and Abra. Misty frowned, not having heard Dexter and unaware of what was going on. “Togekiss, try a Future Sight to get him from an angle he can’t cover.”

At that point, Abra expanded out the defence barriers and catapulted Togekiss out of the arena herself.

“The hell was that?” Misty asked angrily.

Fling. My version. Thanks for the boost, by the way.

She bit back a snarl and threw her first Poké ball of the match. “Ninetales!”

Ninetales came in hard, launching out a Dark Pulse that knifed through most of Abra’s defences like they weren’t there, before rolling her neck while carefully studying Abra.

What are you doing? And that hurt!

She giggled. “Sorry. Just Psych-ing myself Up.”

I advise you duck, Dexter said flatly.

An enormous stream of fire seemed to coalesce from the kitsune’s nine tails around her muzzle, then shoot forward to splash off hastily raised Light Screens.

Some of the audience noticed that the trails of wayward flame were forming into little quadrupedal shapes and running back to their mistress, and a few saw that her eyes were glowing with the manifestation of Extrasensory.

The rest were just generically impressed.

After a few seconds, Abra felt the effect on his shields lessen slightly and looked up.

He saw an incoming ring of darkness enshrouded with purple fire, and realized that Ninetales had managed to use her Flamethrower and Dark Pulse at the same time.

The Pulse didn’t do much except lock down his powers for the briefest instant, but it was enough for Ninetales to get a hold on him with Extrasensory and throw him out of the arena too.

“Are we going to get a defeat that isn’t a ring out?” Jessie muttered, reaching for another Poké ball.

Misty shrugged. “Probably not.”

“-the hills!”

Riolu’s jaw dropped. “Now that is just not fair. She can incant her aria inside her Poké ball?”

Ash slammed his foot on the ground. “I said no collateral damage!”

But by then the world was a field of swaying grass and a clouded sky.

Ninetales looked around, unconcerned. “So this is your Reality Marble that I heard so much about. I have to say, it’s not living up to the hype.”

“I am not proud of it, I do not boast of it. It simply is. And I simply am.” Cubone then called a bone into her hand that Ninetales couldn’t quite identify. “Do not think to best me with fire, or with Psychic tricks. I am one of those Darkrai has touched.”

Abra, levitating back over, blinked with surprise as her mind vanished off his senses. That can’t be good. He then shrugged. For Ninetales, anyway.

Ninetales shrugged. “That’s not what I mean. It’s just, this is your soul’s manifestation. But bringing it out here means it can be affected normally. And you thought to fight me on a grassy plain?”

Not bothering to explain any more, she punched out a Heatwave, causing the dry grass to flash into fire.


Pikachu squinted through the smoky haze beginning to develop. “What’s she doing? If we have to fight Cubone, then it better be under advantageous conditions.”

Dexter briefly manifested his projected body and sent out lidar rays. Large thermal currents detected. But I can’t see through the smokescreen.

“Me neither. I think at least one of them is augmenting it with a technique.”

Flashes of light and rumbling booms echoed from the battlefield, followed by a meaty THWACK and Ninetales went flying out of the area, being caught hurriedly by Brock.

“Thank you, Brock. And sorry you had to catch me.” She stepped off her flattened trainer, and rubbed her flank with three of her tails. “Starmie has a good setup now, Misty, though that was definitely a Thick Club in one hand and what I think was Absol-based in the other.”

“You think?”

It certainly shut down anything Psychic I tried. And Pikachu can’t go in just yet…”

“Right. Starmie, you’re up! Now, what was that support you mentioned?”

“Any second now…”


Cubone began spinning her Dark-typed bone in front of her, trying to be as sure as possible she could block any psychic attack that came in. What was that Ninetales playing at? Sure, the fire gave me some trouble, but no more than could be expected.

Something hit her on the nose, making a light plink off the skull she wore.

What was that? she thought, looking around for what had made it.

Plink. Plink.


“And cue the rain.”

The heavens opened.

A curtain of flame sprung to life above the heads of the watchers, evaporating the rain before it spoiled their clothes. Ninetales was considerate like that – and she had an enormous amount of charged power to, ahem, burn off.

Pikachu watched in some awe as a torrential rainstorm began. “Okay, how did you do that?”

Ninetales smirked. “Well, her sky’s overcast, and the appropriate metaphor for her soul is that she’s constantly sad but never lets it get to her – that is, she’s holding back tears. So when she pulls her soul into the real world as a battlefield, the effect is that there’s clouds nearly ready to rain. A bit of an upcurrent and all the moisture comes right out.”

Riolu and Togekiss had now joined Pikachu in looking from her to the battle, admiration on their faces. “That’s pretty amazing.”

She shrugged. “Ninetales live for a very long time, I’m getting my planning ahead all practiced up.”


“Starmie, Surf!”

Cubone barely heard Misty’s command through the driving rain – but hear it she did, and abandoned her Thick Club to take up a bone from an Electric type Pokémon. She’d have to counter Starmie by blasting the entire area in electricity, and rely on her typing and ability to survive.

Her task was made harder by the fact that Starmie didn’t really have a skeleton as such, instead being possessed of a water vascular system and so she knew relatively little about the Pokémon’s moves.

There!

She fought her way through the torrent developing to turn herself, then fired a sizzling lightning bolt at her target.

Which did nothing.

Her eyes widened, but then Abra materialized next to her and gestured. Dropping the Absol bone irritably, she turned to him. “What?”

You’re out of the arena. The wave swept you out entirely.

Cubone slumped, and released her mental grip on the Marble. The gentle hills, clouds, bones and even the water disappeared, sucked back into her own inner world. “Is it me or are there a lot of ringouts?”

Well, we’re all friends here. Eventually.

“How do I prevent that from happening again?”

You mean the rain? Well, my guess is that you haven’t properly mourned your dead yet. Once you do that, things might improve.

Cubone sighed. “I can’t. I need to stay strong. So it never happens again.”

Abra levitated off. Your choice. But think about what I said.


Jessie pointed to the stage. “Lickitung, use… well, you know. The same move Lickitung always use.”

Lickitung agreed, and lashed out his tongue in a Lick attack, quickly catching Starmie and paralyzing it.

Misty strained for a moment, before managing to hold in the unladylike words that came to mind. “I forgot Lick’s a Ghost typed move, stupid… And Camouflage only affects the primary typing, so Starmie’s still Psychic.”

Lickitung used the paralysis to throw his opponent straight out of the arena. Ash watched as the Starfish Pokémon went flying.

“And that’s a sixth consecutive victory by ring out. Pidgeot, catch Starmie would you?”

“No problem.” Pidgeot shot out from her trainer, causing a breeze that ruffled the ruffles of the dresses nearby.

The announcer frowned. “Shouldn’t it be me doing the commentary?”

Ash shrugged. “I know both of the finalists, it just sort of happened.”

“Pikachu, you’re up last!”

Bzzp.

Misty shrugged. “Well, what do you know. Tongues are highly electrically conductive.”

Pikachu walked over to the twitching Lickitung and strained for a moment, before picking it up and throwing it out of the arena. “It didn’t feel right without a ring out.”


“Jessie! Wait up!”

Misty hurried over, and gestured to Ash… and Brock, and Charizard. All of whom were carrying her prizes.

“Last time, all I did with them was show off to my sisters. So I thought, since you wanted them too, you could have them this time!”

Jessie’s eyes sparkled. “Thank you!”

“No, please, I think you deserve them more. Oh, do let us know when to visit Viridian Gym, if we don’t meet again before then.”

James frowned, concerned over something. “Yeah, that does remind me. The Boss is still running the Mewtwo program – we’ll let you know when that goes out of control, look out for a text that mentions cats twice consecutively.”


The Knight focused his Aura, bringing it into the form of objects to use for battle.

No bones these, though. Sir Aaron had refined that aspect of Aura use beyond anything ever seen before, and what took shape in his hands were a pair of falchions – weapons he had created himself, following the concept of brotherhood down to its’ limits. They were in essence two halves of the same weapon.

Then he threw them at his opponent, one Ieyasu Tokugawa.

Ieyasu tried to slide through the gap between the trajectories of the two weapons, only to find them twisting crazily in mid air and cutting two thin lines across his torso.

Sir Aaron noted the success of his first move and continued the sequence, one that had made him famous. Another pair of the falchions appeared and flew.

Each weapon drew on the two identical copies of its’ brother, and the paths of the four became wilder. Ieyasu had to spend more and more time dodging, and correspondingly less pushing forward to attack. Which was fine by Sir Aaron.

For this took a great deal of concentration. It was his own version of an attack that very few Pokémon could manage.

A third pair of swords formed, and these ones were different. Overloaded. Fragile. Using them to direct the other two pairs with slight movements of his hands, he swept them up past his shoulders. “Spirit and technique, flawless and firm. Strength that pierce the mountains. Sword that split the river. Fame reaching the imperial villa. We cannot embrace heaven together.”

The last time he had done this, it had won a battle against an entire high command. The impression it made was so strong that the battle was named not for where it had been fought – a field to the north of Saffron – but for the single devastating strike that had been the entire conflict.

He bowed his head for a moment, and murmered, “Sacred Sword.” Then it rose again, and he was no longer quiet. “Crane Wing Three Realm!”

All three pairs of swords struck at the same moment.

When the dust cleared, Ieyasu was supporting himself with his hands on his knees, utterly exhausted by the effort of deflecting the attack. “I’m… huff… impressed, Sir Aaron. I find myself unable to fight. But I must insist that you allow my second in command to match himself against you as well. Once that formality is over, then we can unite Japan together with the power of our bond and rid it of the violence that has plagued it!”

The knight shrugged. “Certainly. Where is he?”

A massive BOOM sounded next to him, and the earth shook.

Sir Aaron looked around. “Oh, don’t tell me…”

The forty foot tall second in command set himself.

“Dialga! What are you doing here?”

“Replacing Honda Tadakatsu. Why?”

“Oh, never mind.”


AN: Yes, I did give Togekiss Sacred Fire. Why? Because she’s another Pokemon we haven’t seen for a while.

Other things of note: The reason the lightning bolt didn’t affect Starmie is because of the use of Camoflage. I think the area of battle counted as puddles enough to allow changing to a Ground type.

And the (strange) place Sir Aaron and the Space-time dragons are is the world of Sengoku Basara. 3, specifically. It’s an utterly lunatic place where Oda Nobunaga is from hell, Hideyoshi Toyotomi is forty feet tall and can punch away the sea, and Ieyasu Tokugawa unites Japan by punching every single Japanese person in the face.

Oh, and Honda Tadakatsu is a Gundam.

The attack Sir Aaron used, though, is from Fate/Stay Night, as are the swords, Kanshou and Bakuya. I’m expanding on the way I see Sacred Sword, so that it’s basically the ability to manifest a Noble Phantasm.

I’ve actually decided what Ash will have if he ever completes the move himself. Anyone guess what it is?

I almost forgot: The “I’m home”/“Welcome home” exchange, or “Tadima”/“Okerai nasai”, is a deep rooted part of Japanese culture. It’s different if the place is just somewhere you live, for example, instead of your home.






22. Chapter 21


“Hey, look at that.” Ash commented, squinting at one of Todd’s photos. “That one has me in it.”

Todd frowned. “Really? That one’s a Pidgeot going through the sound barrier up near Cerulean.”

“Really. In fact,” Ash looked even closer, “There’s my bag. Little red dot. Must have been the day trip to Sinnoh.”

Misty pointed to another of the pictures. “This looks like Charizard and Pidgeot, one of those times we used them to get around. Where did you take this?”

“Off Cerulean Cape-”

“Must have been the Dragon King incident.” Misty shuddered. “And I hoped I’d forgotten that…”

Brock shrugged. “Well, not a problem. If you want, we’ll do our sparring nearby for you to snap a few pictures.”


“You guys going to take the League Qualification Exam?” Todd asked idly, looking through his selection of pictures.

He particularly liked the one where Ninetales was coaching Togekiss on the use of high impact fire attacks – the rose and saffron flames interweaved beautifully.

Ash mulled it over. “Could be fun… do they let you take in any Pokémon?”

“No, you have to fight without any of your Pokémon, to prevent the use of strong Pokémon with an unintelligent trainer. They test something different to the normal Gyms, see. Though I must admit that most people who pass tend to do poorly on their first League challenge.”

A shrug. “Well, I may as well. Let’s see what happens.”


The questions, it seemed, were determined at least a year in advance – they were exactly the same as last time. Though that did bring up its’ own problems…

“In fact, it is a Jigglypuff, seen from above.”

Ash raised his hand. “Question. How is that particular perfect circle identifiable from the other hundred or so perfect circles achievable from other Pokémon? And when will it ever be necessary rather than a party trick to identify Pokémon from their silhouettes anyway?”

The examiner straightened his clothes. “To answer your first question, the point of the year long course here is to allow the students to become familiar with what to expect. And the second-”

“Hold on a minute, that’s not enough. Dexter?”

The Porygon materialized – Ash had noticed his friends were spectating from the back of the room, and they had his Pokédex with them. Correct. Partial listing of other Pokémon with identical silhouettes under the correct conditions: Squirtle, Wartortle, Kakuna, Sandshrew, Jigglypuff, Parasect, Diglett, Poliwag, Grimer, Muk, Gastly, Voltorb, Electrode, Ditto – need I continue?

The digital Pokémon shimmered. I note, however, that the last year of lessons’ flashcard identifications have only used the answer of Jigglypuff. Could it be that this is due to the wish to make those who take the course here seem smarter and better prepared?

The examiner coughed, looking flustered. “Aherm. As I was saying, the possibility exists that there might be a wild Pokémon illuminated only from behind – that is, the light source is on the other side of the Pokémon from the human.”

Ash chuckled. “Yes, because as we all know light sources mainly come from directly below the Pokémon, and the viewer is always in an aircraft.”


A spiral appeared. Ash raised his hand again. “Is this Pokémon seen in a mirror? Is it a silhouette? Is it this colour?”

“Please answer the question.”

Ash entered Spinda, and when the answer turned out to be Poliwag, had Dexter project images of Spinda, Politoed and the mirrored versions of two other Poli’s.

Along with silhouettes of many, many serpentine Pokémon, coiled up.


“Now, this Pokémon has a firey tail.”

Ash sighed deeply, and entered Rapidash.

“The answer is in fact, a Ponyta.”

Dexter formed on his own this time. This is ludicrous. How is it determined you mean Ponyta and not Charizard, Charmander, Charmeleon, Chimchar, Infernape, Magmar, Magmortar, Moltres, Monferno or Rapidash?

“Could you please stop interrupting, it’s not the time or place.”

It is most definitely the time and place! My entire original purpose was to gather, catalogue and store information about Pokémon, you’re making a mockery of it!


Todd snapped a picture of the scoreboard. “Never seen ‘interfering busybody’ on the grade rankings before…”


Ash closed his eyes for a moment, feeling the aura of the three randomly assigned Pokémon he had. Parasect, Mankey, Fearow.

Perhaps a bit weak to flying, but he could work with it.

The first examiner’s Pokémon was a Venonat. Ash promptly sent out the Fearow and jumped on his back.

“Okay, listen. I’m going to be able to help you, so just dodge when I tell you and we should be fine.”

The Fearow muttered to itself. Ash idly noted that his comprehension of Pokémon was apparently now complete.

“I heard that! And I’m not delusional.” Ash’s hand shot out to block a Signal Beam from the ground, producing a brief flare of green. “See? I can be a big help to you, once we’re in position for a Drill Peck. I’ll keep the enemy attacks off you.”

“Was that Protect? How did you do that?”

“Long story. Very long – break right - story.” Another attack howled past, this one looking more like a Bug Buzz. “Okay, when you attack you need to keep your front torso top, where my hand is, facing the Venonat. That means you’ll have to spiral in, but I can keep the pressure off you while you do that. It’ll probably look like the attacks are just being taken by you since they’re not very effective, but I’ll be the one blocking, or Enduring them.”

“Protect, Endure and your order to dodge there makes me think of Detect. You’re an impressively paranoid fellow.”

“I try. And I’ve been attacked enough to make it seem the right choice.”

“Right. Hold on.” The Fearow went into a power dive, moving obliquely towards the Venonat to avoid giving it a clear shot.

Ash watched the attacks lance out from the ground, evaluating each and where it would go. That one was a Signal Beam… that a Psybeam…

As an electric attack came in, he let himself slip down the Fearow’s wing to catch it in a Mirror Coat, trusting his own high endurance to electricity to let him survive it.

The attack blasted the Venonat hard enough to render it unconscious. Ash completed his slip down the wing and returned Fearow as he landed. “Thanks, Fearow. I don’t know if you’ll be needed for the next bit.”


The second was a Drowzee. Ash sniggered to himself, gave Parasect his hat and pointed. “Fury cutter until he falls over!”

“Drowzee, Hypnosis.” The examiner called. The Drowzee focused… and got nothing.

“Drowzee, I said Hypnosis!”

I’m trying, there’s nothing to hypnotize! Is this a Dark type?

The fifth Fury Cutter hit home, and Drowzee surrendered before it got too badly hurt.


The last Examiner sent out a Hitmonchan. Ash whispered to the Pokémon in their balls for a moment. “Okay, I don’t know what elemental moves this Hitmonchan has, so I’ll try and be as alert as possible on the switches. Parasect – spore clouds, try and throw him off. Toxic’d be favourite. Fearow, see if you can get a Drill Peck to hit. Mankey, I think I can refine the release enough that you appear behind the enemy, hit then pull back.”

“Come on, come on, we don’t have all day… The examiner muttered.

Ash shrugged, and threw a Poké ball. “Fearow, around to the left!”

The Hitmonchan watched his opponent come in, then summoned electricity to his hand and threw it in a punch-

Red and white beams lanced out, and Hitmonchan contacted nothing but air. A pair of claws hit him in the back, forcing him to turn to face that opponent and charge up a Fire punch instead. He would be able to-

Beams of light again, and a Mankey’s powerful Karate Chop lashed out at his comparatively weak legs. Again, and the Fearow made another pass. Again, and the Parasect created a thick haze of powders.

The Mankey fired in a Low Kick. The Fearow’s Drill Peck sent him flying. But there was a pattern, and he’d had the chance to see it.

The next will be Parasect. Another Fire Punch began to charge-

And the Mankey volleyed in a powerful Close Combat attack, taking the impact of the Fire Punch and skidding backwards, before smirking.

The moment of respite allowed Hitmonchan to notice something was off. Specifically, he had been poisoned. Toxic. Quite some time ago.

And with that, he passed out.


The examiner was gritting his teeth so hard it was like he was trying to grind through them as he handed Ash the diploma.

Misty laughed. “Well, Ash, looks like you do have some ability to think things through. If that’s what they were testing, anyway…”

“Hey! I’m perfectly untellagent!” Ash replied with a wink.


Ash frowned. “Do these breeding centres actually fit their name? Seems a lot more like a Day-care to me.”

Brock shrugged. “Who knows. Though I have to admit, I’m confused as well.”

Dexter beeped. Text message. James reminding you that he’ll want his Weepinbell restored now he’s caught it.

“Okay, let him know we’ll be at the breeding centre Banana and Cassidy are running.”

Misty grinned. “Is it me, or is it a little cruel that we never remember that guy’s name?”

Ash shrugged. “His reactions are funny. And an annoyed enemy is one that’s not thinking clearly.”

The others stared at him for a moment.

Pikachu broke the silence. “Ash, I know how this shouldn’t be a surprise any more… but when you start showing that kind of philosophical bent, it almost scares me.”

“Yeah, yeah, laugh it up…” Ash clapped his hands. “So! Shall we go and get that free meal?”

Ah, the restauranteur who likes Psyduck. Now that is something I could expect you to remember.

“Hey! Stop stereotyping me!” Ash laughed.


“Man, but this place is a real dump.” Ash commented absently to the two Rocket grunts ‘running’ the breeding centre.

Butch and Cassidy both frowned at him. “What do you mean? The centre is committed to the welfare and development of all the Pokémon who we look after here.”

Togekiss shuddered, and Misty gathered up the Pokémon to her chest, hugging her.

Ash continued, secure in the knowledge that the Rocket bosses knew he was an Aura wielder and hence telling these two wouldn’t come back and bite him. “Well, their auras seem really close together, and my friends’ Togekiss isn’t reacting well so they must be really unhappy. Mind if we take a look?”

“Sorry.” Cassidy said, thinking fast. “Since many of the Pokémon are only used to their trainers, they would react poorly to the presence of another trainer. I’m afraid you’ll have to leave. Unless you want one of your Pokémon raised? That Riolu of yours could evolve in mere days if you left him with us.”

“Yeah, no.” Ash tossed something in the air. “Dexter?”

Stand by, ready. Set up. The Porygon formed, two Lock On beams glaring out of his eyes and zeroing in on the Rockets. Thunder Waves targeted. Please do not resist.

At that point, Brock came in the door. “Hey, guys, I managed to get the Officer Jenny here.”

Misty frowned. “How?”

Brock shrugged. “After I introduced myself, she instantly began running after me.”

The Officer skidded into the room. “So! You’re the pest my clanswomen told me about – hang on.” She reoriented herself. “What’s that Porygon doing with red dot sights on those two?”

Ash rolled his eyes. “Sorry about my friend, Officer, he’s just enthusiastic. These two are keeping Pokémon in appalling conditions, and they’re also employing false advertising. This place is hardly a paradise for Pokémon.”

The officer nodded slowly. “I see. But your friend IS a pest, over half the Kanto Officer Jenny’s have mentioned him and it’s clear he’s obsessed.”

Misty shrugged. “As much as I hate to defend him on this… he’s actually nice about it. We joke, but he has a big heart and just loves every woman he meets.”

“You’re sure it’s not something more… unsavoury?”

Ash smirked. “Brock, what is the distinguishing feature of the Mt. Moon area Jenny?”

Brock’s eyes went distant. “Her caring personality, and her perfume, which smells like honeysuckle though she doesn’t use it much when on duty. She also loves playing with her Growlithe when off duty and the two have a strong relationship as a result.”

The boy grinned. “Would someone just interested in their looks pay that much attention to their more subtle side? Brock loves just talking to the Jennys and Joys he meets, and he actually listens to everything.”

Brock then threw a sidelong glance at Misty. “Besides, if I did try anything, Misty would get me in the chops with a fish in seconds.”

“You know it, rock-boy.” Misty grinned, then kicked Cassidy in the shins as she started to sidle for the exit.


Todd shrugged. “Well, I guess this is where we part ways. I’m off to the mountains. Nice meeting you.”

“Nice meeting you!” Ash replied. “Hey, don’t forget to come see me win the Pokémon League!”

Misty sighed. “Unrealistic expectations as always.”


Ash extended a hand to the Weepinbell in James’ hands. “Right, here we go. I checked, and you used him against me enough to…”

Fwoosh.

James’ voice mumbled something that Jessie’s expert ears translated as “Thanks, but why did he have to evolve such that he’s eating my head?”

“You feel nice to Grass types.” Victreebell answered.

With a pop, James pulled his Pokémon off his head. “I was afraid that would be the answer. My Cacnea and Carnivine acted the same way.” He turned to Ash. “Where are you headed next?”

Ash paused a moment. “I think we’re due at Cinnabar, actually. Should be fun.”

James raised a finger. “Don’t use Squirtle in the main room. He gets touchy about the possibility of massive steam explosions.”

“Right, gotcha. Pikachu for his Rhydon, Charizard’ll be game for it, Pidgeot maybe… Yeah, I’ll ask for a battle in the top crater rather than the main arena.”


AN: I’ve never agreed with the characterization of Brock as a pervert or similar. It’s too offensive for me to believe he’d have friends like Ash, Misty and so on.

Instead, I choose to see him as being just overly enthusiastic.

As for the Pokemon League school, that was naff. Really, really naff. In the anime, it’s a place that seems designed to turn out either overconfident League challenge failures, or (potentially) Pokemon Rangers. All that ‘work with any Pokemon’ stuff is the job of a Ranger, whereas a normal trainer is the opposite.

It so happens that the Pokemon used in the “practical” part of the exam were randomly generated for this chapter. I think the results went well.






23. Chapter 22


A rippling boom raced across the sky, Ash’s Pidgeot dancing in the air over the Kanto Bay.

The friends watched from the cruise ship. Ash smiled on noticing all the tourists paying a great deal of attention to her.

“Hey, Ash!” Gary’s voice came. “Nice to see you taking a break from being a trainer.”

“Actually, this is me getting back into the swing of things.” Ash replied. “Cinnabar does actually have a Gym still.”

“Really? Huh. News to me. I thought it had shut down because of having too many tourists battling there.” Gary muttered, glancing at the horizon.

“And their job is? That’s pretty negligent, but then a lot of the Kanto gyms seem to be doing that lately.”

“Tell me about it. I had to head to Chubu for some of my badges – you know, east of Pallet town and a bit north? The area of Victory Road has a few towns with gyms.”

Ash nodded. “So that’s where you got those ones I didn’t recognize.”

“Some of them. The others are Sevii islands – and Lavender town.”

“Neat. How’s the research going?”

Gary held out a notebook and flipped through it. “Current project is about what Pokémon live only in industrial environments, and where they came from before we developed like we have. Apparently Cinnabar Labs are ruined and quickly being colonized.”

Ash glanced around for a second. “If you find any evidence related to Pokémon cloning, then keep it firmly under wraps. That’s big and important stuff, and I can’t remember whether it was here or somewhere else they were researching that.”

Understood. I’ll update Dexter next time we’re in range for whisker laser or something similarly private.

Ash blinked. “Oh, I see Dee has undergone second stage development.”

“Yeah, started about two weeks ago. Lots more colloquialisms now. Fascinating to watch, actually.”

“You scientists…” Ash shook his head with a grin.

At that point, a glimmer of light in the sky caught both their eyes, and they turned to look.

“Oh, wow!”

Pidgeot had slowed down through the Sound Barrier, and seemed to be running the energy buildup stage of Sky Attack. The resultant corona was being whipped by the wind into a huge tail of bright yellow flame a hundred feet long.

As she shot overhead with a sound like a jet aircraft, Gary shouted to Ash. “Did your crazy bird just invent dump-and-burn for Pokémon?”

“Looks like it!” Ash called back, grinning. “Man, but I look forward to the contest circuit in a couple of years!”

Pikachu noticed something. “Er, Ash… I think she’s building up to a finale.”

High above the ship, Pidgeot flared her shroud of fire and dropped it into the centre of a huge Windstorm, producing a disc of ethereal fire several hundred feet across. Then she flew up at just subsonic speed to about twice the height of the disc, before reproducing her original effect and blasting through the centre of the windstorm with a strobing concussion as she rode the sound barrier itself.

The whole cloud detonated into a series of rippling concentric rings spreading across half the sky.

Ash grinned as the ship burst into applause, watching Pidgeot glide down to the level of the deck and alight on the rail. “Nice work, girl!”

She began preening, enjoying the attention. Gary shook his head wryly. “Now that is style. Wasn’t she..?”

“Yeah, she protected the local Pidgey. From your Fearow, actually, strange how things work out.”


“Excuse me, can you tell me where the entrance to Cinnabar Gym is?”

The man shook his head. “Cinnabar Gym’s closed. Has been for years.”

Ash frowned. “Really? Because some friends of mine got a badge from there not more than six or seven months ago. Of course, since they teleport everywhere they have no clue where the door is, but…”

“Oh. Them.” The local sighed. “Don’t suppose they said anything else?”

Ash snapped his fingers. “That was it! It’s in the volcano!”

“Damn.” Blaine removed his disguise, such as it was. “So much for riddles.”

“Sorry. But if it’s not too much trouble, could we have the fight in the volcanic bowl instead? I have a wildly overenthusiastic Squirtle.”

Blaine shuddered. “No argument here. Meet me up there tomorrow morning. Do you have Flying types to get up there, because if not I can offer you a room in the gym itself.”

“No, that’s fine. Actually, my Pidgeot was the one showing off earlier today.”

“Of course.” Blaine sighed. “No matter what I do, instead of treating the volcano like the… well, enormous mountain with a penchant to explode that it is, most people seem to end up in Cinnabar for tourism.”

“My friend Gary’s here for research, though I can’t say the same of his paradoxical cheerleaders.”

“That at least is something.” The man sighed again, and handed Ash a sheet of paper. “Mind having a go?”

Ash looked it over – it was a long list of riddles. “Yeah, I’ll see what I can do. Some of my Pokémon will probably like the challenge.”


“Thirty white horses on a red hill…”

Pikachu frowned. “Teeth? There’s always one that answers as teeth.”

“Yeah, could be. Thirty, though?”

“Best guess we have now.”

“Sure.” Ash pencilled it in. “When you take away the whole from it, some still remains. Hmm, not sure.”

Riolu looked at the paper for a second. “Is ‘whole-some’ a word?”

“Hey, yeah! Nice work.”

Misty pulled a pillow over her head. Why can’t Ash just get himself to bed already? Damn him and his attitude to anything that even looks like a challenge.


“I am impressed and gratified. You managed to get eighty-three of the riddles.” He glanced at Ash, who had bags under his eyes. “And now that I said that, I realize I may have overdone it on how many I wrote.”

Ash shook his head, rubbed his eyes, and grinned. “I’ll be fine! Let’s get to it!”

“Very well. The unique stage of a challenge against the Cinnabar gym is a test of fire power. Do you wish to hold this first or last?”

“Let’s go with first. Charizard!”

Blaine raised an eyebrow over his glasses. “Magmar!”

Ash raised a hand in question. “Blaine, is Magmar immune to fire attacks?”

He nodded. “Magmar lives in, well, magma.”

“Charizard, you have full release authority on Blast Burn.”

“Wait, he knows-!”

A thunderous BANG sounded, and Magmar went flying clear out of the crater.

Charizard snorted. “That do?”

“Nice… work, Charizzzzz-”

Misty stepped forward quickly to catch Ash as he nodded forward. “Sorry about this, Cinnabar leader.”

I’ll wake him. Dexter began playing a piece of recorded music.

Brock, Misty and about half of Ash’s Pokémon turned at the simple notes of an ocarina.

“That sounds like… Lugia’s song?” Pikachu asked.

Yes. Worth a try.

Ash shook his head and opened his eyes again. “Whoo, sorry guys, I was feeling a bit tired there. I’m fine now.”

Misty looked at him sceptically. “Really?”

“Really. That song’s like aural coffee for me. Probably my link with Lugia.” Ash bounced on his feet, full of energy again. “So, what’s next?”

Blaine sent out his Rhydon.

Ash replied with Pikachu. “Go for the horn!”

Pikachu shot a look at his trainer, ran forward and delivered a Force Palm hard enough to send the Rhydon flying itself.

“Fine then, don’t go for the horn.” Ash sulked.

“I have no idea why it worked last time, but it wasn’t supposed to.” Pikachu pulled his feet out of the small crater they’d been left in from the ‘recoil’.

Blaine tsked. “Ninetales!” The fox Pokémon’s eyes began to glow red with Foresight.

Ash thought for a second. “Squirtle!”

Squirtle came out of his Poké ball with one hand drawn back. “The burning heat of this volcano only produces a challenge for me to overcome!” Water formed on his hand, bubbling and steaming for a second before becoming perfectly clear and still. “I will use my fiery spirit to match and exceed it! Scald!”

He tossed forward the bubble of water, which Ninetales dodged with a simple jump – and was startled when the bottom of the sphere promptly exploded in steam, flinging it up and into him.

“How the hell did you do that!” he yelped. “That’s not possible, it breaks all the laws of probability that superheated water boils where you want it!”

Squirtle threw another water globe, grinning cockily. “Theoretical calculations mean nothing to me! I’m the great Squirtle of the Squirtle Squad!” The second globe used two eruptions of steam to steer itself into the path of Ninetales, who was knocked backwards by the blast.

“All right… enough playing around.” Ninetales blurred, and vanished into a Faint Attack.

Squirtle looked around himself warily, bringing up more water. “My enemy is somewhere, but I don’t know where… so the only answer is to attack everywhere at once!” Thrusting out with both hands, he sent a violent wave of boiling water out in a globe – which impacted on the invisible Ninetales sneaking in for an attack with an Energy Ball.

Now that he had his opponent’s location again from the depressions left in the puddle across the gym floor and from the flow of the steam, Squirtle followed up with a Hydro Cannon and sent him flying back into the wall.

Blaine held up his hand to cease the action, then returned his Ninetales and sent out a Rapidash.

Ash smiled slightly. “Nostalgic… is that Rapidash a Laramie Ranch breed? I recognize the horn shape.”

Blaine nodded. “I train only the best. And if I recall, you’re a clan member of theirs now. The race was very impressive.”

Ash rubbed the back of his head, embarrassed. “Well, I tried. But anyway. Kingler!”

Dexter made a humming sound for a second. Accessed.

Blaine frowned. “Er, what?”

Ash caught the Poké ball as it materialized. “Sorry, I forgot to alert Professor Oak until a few minutes ago.”

Rapidash leapt into the air with a Bounce as Kingler emerged, hoping to dodge any first attack the Water type made.

Kingler replied by using the free time before his opponent landed to generate even more water using Surf, then hid beneath it as Rapidash came back down.

The diamond-hard hooves impacted hard, but the water cushion was the saving grace – no real damage was done, and Rapidash retreated through the water as Kingler’s pincers attempted to get a Vicegrip.

Blaine shook his head. “Oh, the downside of being a Gym Leader… vulnerability to a number of types. In my case, water especially.”

Kingler’s claws snapped shut with a strange crackling sound, and the water about ten feet in front of him erupted in a plume that nearly cleared the crater lip.

Oh, so that’s what Crabhammer looks like underwater. Supercavitation?

Rapidash began thrashing his way through the deep water to dodge more and more watery eruptions, Kingler firing further and further, and more and more accurately, as he got used to the method of fighting.

One erupted fifteen feet in front of Rapidash, who dodged back and tried to move away – only to see another plume form the same distance behind him.

Brock nodded to himself. “He’s bracketed now, it’s over.”

A final eruption of water shot upwards, carrying Blaine’s last Pokémon with it, and he returned the Rapidash before the Pokémon hit the floor.

“Congratulations. You certainly understand both the use of great power and the ways it has to be controlled. You have earned the Volcanobadge.”

Ash grinned on accepting the badge. “Only one left… and still a few months to go before the League.”

Blaine nodded. “Yes, though there’s been some interesting challengers for me this year. One of them had a talking Meow-”

“We know them.” Every one of the friends chorused.

“What was their challenge like?” Ash added.

Blaine rolled his eyes. “Lots of collateral damage. One of their battles nearly melted the Quartz screens in one of the underground chambers. That said, I apparently got off fairly lightly.”

Ash shrugged. “I feel for you. Well, see you around!”

He turned to go, and abruptly collapsed. Riolu and Pikachu caught him before he hit the floor.

Wow, ten minutes exactly before it wore off. Come on, everyone, we’d better get him to a bed.


“Good morning, Ash!” Misty said chirpily. Ash groaned and tried to roll over back into bed.

“Oh, no, you don’t! It’s all your fault you’re so tired, the least you can do is accept it. Come one, we have to visit the island of the Turtle Pokémon.”

Ash stuck his head out from under the covers. “Why? Jigglypuff’s happily in a band by now. We saw them on the news, sweeping Saffron city as a sensation.”

Misty nodded. “True. But on the other hand, I’m a water trainer and I want to know more about the societies of Water Pokémon – especially since the only Squirtle I’ve interacted for long periods of time… apparently isn’t normal.”

“Yeah, sure.” Ash reached for Dexter on his bedside. “Better keep up Lugia’s song all today. I’ll need it.”

I suggest headphones. Dexter began the lilting notes nevertheless, and Misty left to get herself breakfasted.


Misty twitched in place. This cannot be happening…

“So!” Ash’s Squirtle said, looking at the rest of his evolutionary chain in front of him.

All of them were wearing metal headbands inscribed with a turtle shell.

“This is the hidden village of the turtle?”

“They’re all anime freaks… every last one of them…” Misty muttered to herself, clutching her head. “And I thought Ash had an unusual one…”


“Oh, hello, Misty!” Daisy called. “We’ve got a plan for a new type of show to draw in crowds, because we’ve been-”

Misty passed over a script. “If we’re going to do a show involving me, we do this one.”

Daisy blinked, and read the script more or less for something to do. “Er, Misty? Half of this is impossible, I don’t know if that move would even work the right way, and we’d need five more cast members.”

Misty shrugged. “I can get the cast members easily. And as for the rest – Ash, get Pidgeot and head to Saffron to recruit Jigglypuff, would you?”

Ash nodded. “Right!”

“Oh, and leave Dexter. I’ll need him for the rest of the plans.”


I think that’s everything with the stereo system set up. And I can do the narration as well, if you want.

“Yeah, probably for the best. Everyone else is tied up in the action sequences.” Misty muttered to herself. “Psyduck, how are you up on making sure none of those attacks quite hit?”

I can do the above water stuff and most of the underwater, so long as they don’t put much actual power into them anyway. Starmie could help a lot, though, so assign it as well. Electric attacks are a bit more tricky.

“And they’re the ones that look most impressive anyway. Right, we’ll just have to have Cubone or Pikachu present at all times to draw the attacks in.”

Brock came back in with his script. “It’s pretty good, but I don’t get the girl.”

“None of us ‘get’ anyone, Brock, we’re not old enough. And I don’t, I really don’t, want you to start obsessing over my sisters.”

“But I thought the whole point of the story was-”

“It’s platonic. And a metaphor for all emotions. Besides, the original version is set in space.”


“Dat’s right, it’s all a matter of formin’ the right sounds wid yer mouth. Took me quite a while ta learn everythin’, an I still have a bit of an accent, but all ya gotta learn is a specific sequence. So it should take less time.”

Jigglupuff nodded. “Pity I can’t learn that Aura trick that translates things, it’d be a lot easier.”

“Not wid da need for ya microphone. The speakers’d just play an unaltered voice.”


The crowd watched raptly as Dexter’s narration explained the events unfolding in front of them. A story of an underwater land, one where the peace was disrupted by the attack of a band of unfeeling mercenaries from the surface (Team rocket, of course), and the band of heroes (guess who) who descended into the depths to fight them off and protect the innocent. The battle lasted for at least half an hour in the show, until finally one of the mermaids (Misty, naturally, had picked herself for this role) realized the truth, and enlisted the aid of a recent arrival to their court.

Jigglypuff stole the show. Thanks to Meowth’s tuition, she was able to manage the musical number – to Dexter’s backing – that went with the story.

Do You Remember Love.

Squirtle had watched it at some point in the future because of the giant robots, and casually mentioned it to the rest of the group a month or two ago. On getting more information, Misty had seen the potential and found it to watch herself.

The story did have to be altered somewhat, but it worked and the crowd loved it.


“You don’t think that was… overdoing it, perhaps?” Daisy asked, the next morning.

Misty shrugged. “Jigglypuff enjoyed it, and Togekiss tells me the entire cast and audience did as well.”


Half a dozen Clefairy looked up, caught stealing random things from a convenience store.

“Okay, why are you lot really here?” Ash asked, exasperated.

The Clefairy looked between themselves, then one came forward. “Sorry, Cresselia asked us to check in on you, Chosen. We thought this was the best way, but Rayquaza blew part of the ship off on the way down because he mistook it for a meteorite.”

“And this is what comes of poor coordination.” Ash sighed. “Why not head down to Hoenn? There’s a space centre there.”

The Fairy Pokémon looked abashed. “That… would have been a good idea, yes. We’ve been here for months.”

“Well, now you know. And I think that Steven Stone lives on the island – Mossdeep – so you could ask him for help when you arrive in Hoenn.”


Bink

And here we are at the Rocket base, Abra ‘pathed casually over the thuds of Jessie and James hitting the ground head first. Hm, that’s odd. It’s not usually on fire.

James bounced upright with the ease of long practice. “Wait, what? Fire? Where?”

Abra pointed. There. And there. Spreading from the hole in the roof. And it looks like most of the superstructure’s badly damaged as well.

Jessie, James and Meowth pelted into the Rocket command centre. “Boss! You okay?”

Giovanni picked himself out of the wreckage of the central chamber. “Yes, thank you. I’m tougher than I look.” He turned to the Rocket cell. “Send an alert to all points – be ready for potential Legendary-class retaliation attacks. And leak information to that Ash Ketchum of yours in some way that a Legendary with a grudge against humanity has gone rogue. Psychic type, if it matters.” Giovanni refocused. “Right. May I borrow the use of your Abra to get to the Saffron command centre? It’s going to be a nightmare keeping a lid on this one. Handle the Viridian Gym while I’m gone.”

The three saluted. “Sir!”


AN: Squirtle’s Scald variant is very Gurren Lagann.

Dump and Burn, if you’re not familiar with it, is the practice of using the Afterburners on a slow moving jet aircraft at a display. The result is a big tail of flame from the burning fuel.

Sorry for the Macross thing, by the way. But I had the idea, and it refused to go away.






24. Chapter 23


Dexter emitted a bleep. Text message from the Rockets.

Ash took his Pokédex out of his pocket and looked. “Hmmm… ‘How are you doing? Sorry we’ve not had time to chat for a couple of weeks, but things are a bit hectic here. Running one way, then another… it’s all we can do to catch up. Meowth’s been practicing, though, as he doesn’t have the kind of paperwork we do, and he says to watch out for your wallet next time. Anyway, we got assigned as the temporary heads of Viridian since the boss is busy. Want to come try your luck?’”

Misty’s ears pricked. “Was there the same emphasis on the cat in catch that you read it as?”

Ash nodded. “Yeah. I think this means Mewtwo’s still on – if perhaps a bit early. But more importantly, this means it’s time to go get the Earth badge!”

Misty blinked. “More important?”

“It’s Ash.” Pikachu reminded her.

“Ah, never mind then.”


“Welcome to the Viridian City Gym. The philosophy of this Gym is not like that of any other you have encountered.” James said.

Jessie took up for him. “This Gym does not follow type segregation. It never has, and it never will. Instead-”

James interrupted her. “Doesn’t the boss usually use Ground type Pokémon here?”

“Shut up! Besides, last time I checked the Gym had a Kingler and a Machamp. Anyway, the gym is based on using the battlefield – the earth – against the opponent.”

Meowth stretched lazily. “I don’t remember dat from the briefing.”

“I said shut up!” Jessie looked suspiciously at the other two for a moment. “As I was saying, the moves most commonly used here are the ones that rearrange, reshape or reorder the battlefield.”

James raised a hand. Jessie kicked him in the shin and finished very quickly. “Can you fight an enemy who alters the rules of the fight itself GO!”

Her Cubone landed on the field with a rumbling BOOM, her Earthquake forcing up walls of earth to block the attacks of Ash’s Ivysaur. A bone club shot over the wall, curved and hit Ivysaur’s flower, sending him sprawling.

Ash frowned. “Didn’t you have that idea of wiring the stands to hurt trainers if their Pokémon got hurt?”

“We considered that, yes. But then we decided it would be stupid, overcomplicated and nigh impossible.”

“Fair enough. Ivysaur… send some Seed Bombs over that wall!”

“Sure! You tell me when I’m hitting, okay?” Ivysaur said, firing a trio of seeds. All of them burst on more bones before they hit, though.

“She’s shooting them down! Can you manage more at once?”

“Tricky. But I’ll give it a go.” Ivysaur sent up five this time, shooting them far too high into the air so they broke clean through the roof. Another five, which punched holes slightly closer to the space of roof above Cubone. Five more, and-

-James gasped. “Cubone, watch out! Time On Target fire incoming!”

Brock nodded as he got it. “All those seed bombs are coming down at the exact same time. So Cubone can’t shoot them all down.”

“But can she do something else?” Misty asked.

“I can think of something…” Brock said, listening intently and just catching the faint sound of Cubone talking.

As the bombs screamed down on her, at least fifty of them, she finished her Aria and the wall of Aura that changed the world swept the attacks away.

Ivysaur grinned. “So much for that wall! Sunny Day!”

The sky roiled for a second, then stilled.

“Nope? Pity. Best use the indoor version, then. Sunny Day again!”

This time, the attack simply produced a number of bright spheres of fire that hung in the air like flares.

“Better. Now, as I was saying…”

Cubone rolled her eyes, and pulled a reflective Bronzor body from the ground next to her. “You’ve telegraphed that you’re using Solarbeam quite enough, thank you.”

“Fissure.”

Cubone looked surprised for a moment, then abandoned her shield as it fell down a crevasse and leapt for safety.

“This one’s Solarbeam.”

Jessie’s Poké ball snatched her Pokémon out of the way of the laserlike beam. “That’s one. Next!”

James threw his own Poké ball. The Gyarados that emerged from it immediately shot underground into the fissure, just before the Reality Marble lost cohesion in the absence of its’ mistress and vanished.

Ivysaur looked around, warily trotting forward. “Where are you? Come out, come out, wherever you… are…” He looked down at the splash generated by his feet.

Water was seeping out of the ground at an increasing rate.

“Hm… interesting. Giga Drain?”

The attack brought back only a little energy to revitalize him. So… wherever he is, whatever he’s doing, the water doesn’t lead straight back to him. Pity. Well, I wonder if I can try something else.

Gyarados erupted from the ground behind him, describing an arc over his head and launching a blast of Flamethrower fire at Ivysaur from midair.

“Ow! What are you doing, you-” Ivysaur shielded himself from the fire with a hurriedly fired Energy Ball, then watched as Gyarados plunged back into the now water filled Fissure. “Okay, got it. Gyarados can’t normally Dig, but he did before in the marsh. So he must need the ground to be soft and waterlogged. I somehow wish I had an easier one.”

As Gyarados burst from the ground again, a red beam lashed out. “Pikachu, Discharge!”

Pikachu shot into the arena and blasted Gyarados thoroughly. “Job done.”

James nodded. “Not bad. Now, the ultimate expression of terrain alteration. Abra!”

“Pikachu, Agility so you can keep up with him!” Pikachu nodded, his form blurring slightly.

Curse. Abra replied lazily. Curse. Curse. Curse.

Pikachu blinked. “Why are you making yourself so much slower?”

Trick Room.

The altered space sprung into existence, and Ash joined in the general theme of cursing. “Damn, we got suckered. Pikachu, Counter shield!”

Pikachu frowned. What did this do again?

Then Abra spawned a series of shields with dizzying speed and Flung Pikachu clear out of the arena.

Ash caught him, and he shook his head. “What happened?”

“Trick Room screws with space, the slower you are the faster you move. You alright, boy?”

“Yeah. What do we do now?”

Ash thought for a moment. Sadly (for now), most of his Pokémon were really rather fast. It was his preferred battle style. Granted, Abra were fast themselves and it took several Curses to get the most from Trick Room, but…

“Charizard!”

Charizard formed from his Poké ball, and roared, before bathing the entire Trick Room area in flame from safely outside it. Abra teleported out of the blast, but once out of the Room his speed boost reversed itself and he fell quickly to a wing cuff.

Jessie nodded to herself. “Nice work. You get the Earth badge. And I’ll just take another one for us as well…”

Meowth checked their box. “Yep, dat’s all of dem. We got eight Badges too.”

As he took the badge meant for him, Ash peeked into their box. “Nice, same set as mine. How did you do the Saffron Gym?”

Jessie shrugged. “Cubone. She used a skeletal Absol.”

“Gotcha. Well, see you at the League – if not sooner, of course.”

“See you there.”


With an audible THUD, Ash walked into an invisible wall.

“…not again…” he muttered to himself, before frowning and looking up with one eye closed.

“Ah, good, that’s Mum’s Mimey. I did wonder.” Ash punched a hair-thin spike of Aura into the Reflect wall and widened it, popping it and causing the Mr. Mime to fall on top of him.

His hand flickered blue for a second, then began waving frantically from underneath. “Mmmf mf! Mmf!”

Brock frowned. “What’s he saying?”

“I think it’s something about how much Mr. Mime weigh.” Pikachu commented. “Do you think we should lift Mimey off him?”

“It’s probably for the best.” Misty muttered, then she and Riolu heaved Delia’s only Pokémon onto the grass.

“You okay, Mimey?” Ash asked, as soon as he had his breath back.

“Yes, thanks. We back in time?”

“That’s it exactly. Come to think of it,” Ash looked guilty, “I probably should have done Mum at some point before now. I was sort of worried how she’d take how much I get into danger, especially if she ever finds out how Dad died.”

“You’ll have to bite the bullet some time. She found out pretty much for sure when the world’s weather went haywire in the next few months or so.”

Ash nodded absently. “In the meantime, Dexter? Mind arranging for an anonymous report of a brewing situation in the circus to reach the local Jenny? I think they could both do with a little counselling.”

Sent. Good thought.

“Right. Now for a much bigger challenge.” Ash grimaced. “Let’s hope I get out of this with my outdoors privileges intact.”


Ash, his friends and closest Pokémon, his mother and the Professor sat in one of the larger rooms of Oak labs. The gathering had been silent for the last few minutes, ever since Ash had finished explaining why he’d gone back in time and then transferred the adults’ memories.

Oak finally broke the silence. “I’m… astonished, my boy. Never in my wildest dreams would I have imagined what you and Gary had got up to.”

“Nightmares, more like.” Deila said with uncharacteristic bitterness. “Ash… why? Why did you end up in so much risk? To me, you’re still my little boy, and now I find out you’ve done so much… it’s hard for me to imagine why you had to.”

Ash shook his head. “That’s the wrong way to look at it, Mum. Every time I went into danger it was to save someone. I just couldn’t possibly leave anyone in trouble if I could possibly prevent it. And as for why it’s me… I mentioned the thing with the Chosen. How there really is a reason only I can do this.”

Delia blinked back tears. “But I… I… I just don’t see why you should be in so much danger! All these Legendaries, ancient warriors, and skilled trainers in the world, why should it be you?”

Ash smiled weakly. “Because I get into this sort of thing all the time anyway. I may as well be able to take care of myself. It took a civil war to take Sir Aaron down, and we don’t have those anymore.”


“I think that went quite well, actually!” Ash said to the others as they walked down to the shore, near Ash’s hometown.

Misty exchanged a disbelieving look with Brock, then glanced back to Ash’s house. She could just about see Delia on the roof with a pair of binoculars. “You’re not allowed out of her sight for a week! And she’s insisted you have her with you at the Pokémon League so she’s sure you’re good enough for her peace of mind!”

Ash shrugged. “Could have been grounded for a year. You know her.”

After a moment, the others nodded with resigned expressions. “What shall we practice, then?” Brock added.

“Well,” Ash began, “I’ve secured the approval of Gary, Sammy and Oscar to borrow their Pokémon for practice teams. So if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like you two to form a series of teams and test me against them.”

Brock nodded. “I assume Sammy and Oscar are the other two Pallet students from your cohort?”

“Yeah. Sammy has a Charmeleon at the moment and Oscar’s decided not to evolve his Bulbasaur. Gary’s apparently evolved his Squirtle all the way up to Blastoise by now, impressive.”

Ash’s Squirtle appeared unannounced. “And I bet he’s become a positive Attenborough in that time! When he arrives I must-”

“Yes, yes, insert random challenge.” Misty sighed. She’d really soured on his evolutionary line after finding out they were all, without exception, Otaku of one type or another. “Well, I’ll see what I can do. Brock, want to get him started?”

“Sure!” Brock sent out his Ninetales. “Ready, girl? Ash, you only get two Pokémon for this. You have to be able to predict your opponent’s probable rosters.”

Ash thought for a moment, then gestured Squirtle into the arena.


Delia watched in some shock as Ninetales’ elegance clashed with Squirtle’s flamboyant style and liberal overuse of aura-mixed water.

As the battle continued, Ninetales switched with Steelix, then Crobat, while Ash sent his Charizard into the battle. It eventually ended with a huge eruption of flame that nearly set fire to the trees, but Squirtle managed to contain the flames before they got too close.


“Well?”

“Not bad, Ash.” Brock achnowledged. “But we’ll see how you do when the teams are unseen.”

Ash nodded. “I’ve got a bit of free time. Riolu, Pikachu? You two up for a spar?” He pulled his gloves on tighter and let his hands flare blue.


Delia blinked. Did I just see that?

Then her son blasted a stream of electricity from his hand, and things got surreal.


As an Aura Sphere from Riolu curved in on his left, Ash focused and split off a body double. A bit more than the illusion of a double team, but not quite the solidity of a Substitute. It was, in other words, just about real enough to fool the usually unerring type four Aura Sphere.

Jumping away from the blast and flowing electric aura over his body to counter the Thunder Wave Pikachu launched at him, Ash began engaging Riolu in a series of close combat blows. Riolu fell back from his series of attacks and Ash pressed his advantage… until he felt something in the wind around him.

Is it me, or is it a bit chilly?

Then he switched to Aura sight and spotted the pattern of heat (from his own determined Aura) and cold (from Riolu – Ash also noticed he’d been using a pair of elemental punch techniques to boost the effect.)

As soon as he saw it, the spiral of opposing temperatures clicked over to mix and a sudden uppercut from Riolu caught him in the chin.

Then the Flying Dragon Uppercut triggered.

“Sorry about that!” Riolu shouted as Ash went flying into the sea from a small but powerful whirlwind, “But it only really works on Aura wielders or powerful Fire types and I wanted to test it!”

Ash sputtered for a moment as he surfaced, then steadied himself in the water (as a boy who lived near the sea, he’d known how to swim almost as soon as he could walk) and pushed Aura into his hands, then his feet, climbing onto the surface as if through a trapdoor. “One question. Why?”

Riolu shrugged. “Not as if Aura wielder automatically means on your side and aware of it. Besides, a lot of the most powerful Pokémon have it even if unconsciously.” He then looked a little embarrassed. “Good thing the sea’s so calm, though. I hadn’t considered how much harder water walking could get when there are waves.”


On her roof, Ash’s mother tried to make sense of what she’d just seen.

Then Ash charged back onto the shore, lit up his hands with blue Aura and began volleying in blasts of air on the now dodging Riolu, and she began once again scrambling to keep up.


Ash nodded as Riolu explained. “I see. So the spiral’s a critical part of it, then.”

“Yeah. I can produce the spiral artificially with a Fire punch and an Ice punch, but of course that’s less of an option for you as of yet. Charizard could get some use from it against an Ice opponent, possibly, but in that case he’d have to take control of the cold part of the spiral while producing the hot part. Much more of a challenge.”

“And can the spiral that results be… reused? So once it’s already active, there’s already this big spiralling plume of hot and cold air.”

The little blue Pokémon frowned. “Not sure. I could try, but that was the first actual use of it.”

“Something to look into, then.” Ash then glanced round. “Ah, Misty’s back. I think she has her picks ready.”

Misty walked over with three baskets of six Poké balls. “I’ll use three from each of these, so I can adapt to what you have out. You got everyone you want?”

Ash frowned. “Not quite, actually. Pidgeot, mind getting one of the Tauros over here?”

“Not at all. Be back soon.”


A blast of electricity stabbed into the evening sky, then spread into a great disc a hundred metres up.

“Shock wave!”

Pikachu slammed the disc down onto the battlefield and caught the agile Persian Misty was using, knocking her out.

Brock raised a hand. “And Ash wins!”

Ash hurried over to Pikachu. “You okay, buddy?”

“Yeah, but ow. That took a lot out of me. Good move for forcing a hit or a ring out, though.”

“You and those Shockwave variants… oh well.” He glanced at his Pokémon. “I think it might be a good idea to stop for now, a lot of them seem quite tired.”


“Should we head off to the Seafoam Islands?” Ash asked the next morning.

Misty frowned. “What did we actually do there? I can’t remember.”

Mainly a Slowpoke evolved to Slowbro and we watched someone surf.

Riolu looked interested. “I might want to try surfing, actually. I mean, I think the water-walk aura trick might be modified to surf with.”

“If that’s the only reason, then we might just try making some waves for you to surf on here. I’m sure Kingler or Squirtle would be glad, not to mention Gary and his Blastoise when they get back in a couple of days.”

“Suppose so.”

Not to mention how ludicrously crowded the islands are going to be. The number of cars that go over there is enough to jam up the islands’ only road pretty much solid.

Ash shrugged. “That’s decided, then.”


Gary’s Blastoise spun, firing a salvo of Water gun shots as he did so, aiming to box in his opponent – Ash’s Squirtle.

“You know as well as I do that this kind of lame half-assed series of attacks isn’t going to work against me!” Squirtle declared, lashing out with an Ice Beam and freezing the shots into a wall.

The Blastoise simply steadied itself and hunched down slightly, his cannons centring on Squirtle with a click. “No, but this will! Fire fire fireeee!”

Both Squirtle and Blastiose fired out massive Hydro Cannon shots, which collided in the middle of their impromptu battlefield and produced an instant tidal wave.

Riolu jumped onto the gush of water with blue-glowing feet. “Woohoo!”

Blastoise followed up with a second salvo of shots – as a fully evolved Pokémon, he could use one of the potent Hyper Beam variants without completely overloading his element – before trying again with the Hydro Cannon.

Squirtle entered his Horn Drill Break, rode the attack straight back into Blastoise and knocked him clear back into his Poké ball, before landing in the marshy ground with a heavy thump.

Ivysaur went over to help him up. “You okay?”

“Of course!” Squirtle panted out, nevertheless very visibly leaning on his friend.

Misty nodded to herself from the sidelines. “Good. The biggest disadvantage of doing that was always that it knocked you out as well. It seems that you’ve managed to handle that, if barely.”

Ash grinned. “We’re always improving, right, Squirtle?”

“Hell yeah! Every turn we progress! Like a-”

“We get the idea.” Gary sighed, tapping an earbud leading to his Pokédex, Dee. “Normally this thing’s a great help. But when he or Blastoise are going on about their anime, it’s a burden.”

Ash looked across at him. “I didn’t want to say anything – that’s giving you a translation, right? I figured it was either that or you’re listening to the radio.”

“Exactly, Ash.” Gary said. “I’m a researcher half the time, after all, and if I can hear what Pokémon are saying I can just, well, ask them.”

His friend nodded. “Yeah, it’s… wait, what’s that?” Ash pointed past Gary, out across the water.

Gary shaded his eyes. “Pokémon alright, headed more or less straight for us. Big, too, and pretty fast if it’s getting bigger that quickly.”

“Dragonite.” Ash said, before frowning. “Guys? I think it’s time. This might be the invitation. I remember that bit at least.”

“Oh, I heard about this. This is the Mewtwo thing, right?” Gary said.

“Yeah.”

Any further conversation was stopped by the Dragon-type’s arrival, as it swooped down on them and pulled a pair of cards out of a pouch.

Ash took one when it was offered, and after a moment’s confusion Gary realized the other was for him. “Ash, why-”

Ash had already triggered the card’s hologram. “Ssh, this is important.” Gary frowned, but paid attention to the woman.

By the time she had finished, the Dragonite had flown off. Ash double checked for a second with Aura sight, then relaxed a little. “Good, we’re not being watched any more. Anyway, Gary, what were you saying?”

“Why have I got one, Ash? I didn’t last time.”

Gary was worried. He’d only heard what Dexter had seen last time, and not a lot of that, but he knew it was serious business – and also knew he’d never received any invitation hand-delivered by Dragonite.

“My guess is that you’re along because of your Blastoise. Dexter tells me he brought trainers with each of the three highest evolutions of the Kanto starters, just to prove a point. His own, cloned, versions hammered them – my Charizard included.”

The Charizard in question exploded out of his Poké ball. “It’ll be different this time!”

“Charizard, you don’t even remember being beaten.”

“Dexter does, and that’s enough for me. Besides, I spent years in the Valley, remember? I know counters for the counters for the counters for normal brute-force Charizard tactics.” He looked smug. “And I know Blast Burn as well, of course.”

Gary grinned. “I’ll look forward to it, then. And I assume you have a plan for Mewtwo, Ash?”

Ash looked sheepish. “Define ‘plan’. Mewtwo’s ludicrously strong. But it’s this or he destroys the planet. Via a stupidly strong storm.”

Which reminds me. The message said to take a ferry, but Mewtwo jumped the gun – the storm’s going to stop us getting to New island via ferry. Have a backup plan.

“Pidgeot?” Ash ventured.

Should work. Not a storm, real or artificial, that could intimidate her. What about you three?

Brock frowned. “I’m not certain, actually. I’ll look into it – we have a few hours, right?”

“Right.” Misty nodded. “Starmie and Psyduck between them can keep the wind from being too powerful, and then you and I can ride on Gyarados, Brock.”

Gary nodded absently, engrossed in thought. “Fearow’d be willing, but he’s more of a glider. Krabby might do… he’s enormous for some reason.”

Misty looked worried. “Krabby are mainly the type of Pokémon that walk along the bottom of the ocean, Gary. Might be a bad idea.”

“Gotcha. What about Blastoise?”

She considered for a moment. “Should work. He’s strong enough.”

Ash clenched his fist. “Right! Now all we need to do is sort out which Pokémon we’re taking!”

Dexter beeped for a moment. The Pokémon you take might well end up cloned, Ash, Gary, but if you don’t have enough strength on hand Mewtwo might know something’s up. He can’t read thoughts except via direct contact based intrusion – Sabrina was better at the mental arts than him, it requires finesse - but if he decides it’s worth sullying his hands with the job then we are going to become unstuck fast.

Ash nodded. “You, Pikachu, Riolu, Squirtle, Ivysaur, Charizard, Pidgeot and Primeape?”

Makes sense. Pikachu’s never in his Poké ball and I’m completely secret. Don’t worry, Ash, I’ll make sure he doesn’t notice me.

“And I’ll bring my Blastoise, Fearow, Golem, my two Nido’s, Eevee and of course Dee.”

I’ll stay hidden too, Gary.

“Thanks.” Gary thought for a moment, then set off to get any of the Pokémon he’d mentioned that he hadn’t already got with him.

“Oh, you already have your Eevee?” Ash asked. “What you going to evolve- her, right?- to this time?”

Gary shrugged. “That’s her choice, not mine. Though she’ll probably go with Umbreon again because she wanted to since she was very young. Her mother was one, you see.”

“I do see.” Ash pulled his pack up his shoulders. “Well, we’ll get started. Meet you at the pier – you know the one, next to the Pokémon centre.”

“Is it the one just to the southwest? The port we used to go to for those disastrous boating lessons?” Gary asked.

Ash winced. “I still say that the mast should be strong enough for you to use all the sail at once in a gale. And yes, that’s the one.”


AN: Ash lives quite close to the sea, but I can’t remember that ever being brought up. Probably because most of the population of Japan lives close to the sea and it’s sort of assumed.

The Flying Dragon Uppercut, or Hiryu Shoten Ha, is from the Ranma 1/2 series. There’s going to be a few other techniques from that series coming in as I develop the uses of Aura.

Ash’s mum shows up in some of the films, and she’s usually shocked at the kind of danger Ash is in. I think she understands how important things really are, and will if pressed let Ash go save the world, but it can’t be easy knowing what kind of things he gets up to.






25. Mewtwo Strikes Back


Miranda shook her head. “Sorry, but the ferry services have been cancelled. This storm is too much for the ships.” A Wingull flew to her shoulder and cawed something. “And it’s only getting worse. He says it’s an all-up Supercell. Strange, it’s definitely not the right kind of weather for a hurricane.”

Ash shrugged. “Well, I’ll just make my own way.”

The local Jenny appeared next to him. “That’s not very safe, young man!”

By way of reply, the boy flipped his jacket open to show his eight Badges and released his Pidgeot. “I’m not just a kid, you know, I have a fairly impressive set of badges. All of these were combat, not just emotional test. Besides, Pidgeot sneers at hurricanes.”

The Flying type ruffled her wings. “It’s true. I do.”

Jenny looked blank. Miranda leant over and whispered a translation to her.

“I see. Still, it’s dangerous, so take care.”

“You know,” Miranda said, looking preoccupied, “I heard a story about a storm that came from nowhere – just like this one, actually.”

“Oh, the Winds of Water?” Ash asked. “I remember hearing that once. Not sure where, though.” As he spoke, he climbed onto Pidgeot’s back. “Ready, girl? Tell you what, we’ll go right up above the clouds and drop down into the eye.”

“Ah, a challenge!” Pidgeot launched herself up and into the storm with a slamming downbeat of her wings.

Miranda and Jenny looked after him. “He’s awfully young…”

Then the two of them spotted some people moving on the wharf, and watched as Gary, Misty and Brock plunged into the water on and with a succession of Water Pokémon.

The pier master huffed. “How rude! They didn’t even wait to ask me!”


Bink

James looked at the high cliffs, large number of surfers and storm on the horizon. “Nope, Seafoam isn’t at the centre of the hurricane either.”

Then find the one that is! Teleporting all of you these kinds of distances more than once is too much like hard work.

“All right, keep ya fur on.” Meowth examined the map again, sighing at the number of archipelagoes that littered that area of the Pacific and the Kanto Bay. “Hang on a sec. Remember when we ended up on dat island wid no clue how?”

“You’ll have to be more specific.” Jessie muttered, remembering an incident shortly after falling from Lugia.

“About dis time last timeline?”

James nodded. “I think so. You think that was the place?”

Meowth shrugged. “At da least, we can triangulate from it.”

Good thought. I’ll take the coordinates from your memory, though we best drop in in the sea nearby. Abra moved over to take Meowth’s shoulder. With your permission?

Meowth nodded, and Abra’s eyes glowed as he scanned through the scratch cat’s mind.

Got it.

Bink


“Wow…” Ash said, looking out over the storm from above. “That really puts it in perspective. Three hours ago, there wasn’t a cloud in the sky, and now it’s spread as far as Viridian city. I have to admit, I’m impressed.”

Mewtwo is a Legendary Pokémon, Ash. Possibly the strongest – apart from Arceus.

“Yeah.” Ash’s thoughts drifted off for a moment. “Well, at least I managed it.”

Yesterday.

“And there’s a reason I had so much more food than normal last night, especially all that wheat-grass. I don’t intend to just give up.”

Be careful, Ash.

“I will. I wouldn’t even contemplate this if he wasn’t maintaining a storm the size of a small country as well.” Ash said, solemnly. Then turned his face forwards, grinned, and patted Pidgeot on the flank. “Back down we go, girl!”

She chirped enthusiastically, flipped over into a dive and shot downwards.


“This place is just amazing,” Jessie breathed. “It’s some kind of lab, but it’s more complex than anything I’ve ever seen. Didn’t Mewtwo come here bare weeks ago?”

James shook his head. “I think this is where they originally created him. The Boss gave us his file on Mewtwo, remember?”

Jessie huffed. “I read the bit about his powers. You’re the one who decided to read the life story as well.”

Well, it’s certainly impressive. Meowth, back here a bit.

“Why?” Meowth asked.

I can’t block too large an area. Don’t go more than about ten metres away or Mewtwo can sense you.


Pidgeot came gliding down over New Island in a lazy spiral, shedding her height and speed as she dropped past the mile or two of Eye wall, then alighted on the edge of a large pool in the main courtyard.

The same woman from the invitation walked over to him, and began speaking in a light monotone. “Welcome to New Island. You are the first to arrive. Would you like refreshments while you wait?”

Ash nodded. “That’d be great, thanks.” Riolu and Pikachu clambered out of his bag, and he released the rest of his Pokémon. “Right, guys, we’ve arrived. Looks like we get a bit of a wait before we find out why we’re here.”

Most of them made varied sounds of assent. Primeape shrugged, and jumped onto the pool to practice, while Charizard took his turn to stretch his wings and flew off to mess around with the edge of the Eye wall.

“Watch out!” Ash shouted to him, “The eye’s tiny, so this is going to be one hell of a storm!”

He turned away, throwing up his hands. “I warned him. I warned him, and three to one odds he’s going to be struck by lightning within the hour.”

Ivysaur watched as Pidgeot took flight again. “And are you going to warn her?”

“She sneers at hurricanes. We know this.” At this point, the hostess arrived with a tray. “Oh, thank you.”


Ash heard footsteps, and turned to a door set into one wall of the dining room.

Misty stomped up, utterly drenched, followed by Brock. Gary, similarly soaked, brought up the rear.

“Glad to see you made it!” the young trainer said, getting up from where he’d been sitting. “You all look fairly damp!”

Gary rolled his eyes. “That storm was ridiculous. I eventually just borrowed a rebreather from Misty and came here underwater.”

“I wouldn’t know.” Ash shrugged. “Pidgeot flew over the entire hurricane.” Misty looked resentful, but let it go.

A rumbling boom sounded. Ash turned to see Charizard coming back for a landing, smouldering slightly.

“Not a word. Not. A. Word.” The dragon muttered, Pidgeot piping laughter next to him.

“Did you actually get hit by lightning?” Ash asked, grinning broadly.

“It’s not my fault. I’m not sure whose it is, but it’s not mine.”

Ash nodded, before looking concerned. “All joking aside, are you alright?”

“Pikachu shocks harder. I’ll be fine with a bit of rest.”


Over the next hour or so, another two trainers and their retinues arrived. Fergus was a water speciality trainer who spent most of the time after he arrived chatting animatedly with Misty (he said he’d got there by having his Vaporeon use her Acid Armour ability to carry him in a shell of her water) and Corey dropped in by Pidgeot much as Ash had done, though he hadn’t thought of going up and over the storm.

Brock stared at the hostess whenever she appeared, mentioning how she seemed very familiar - but he couldn’t tell how. Ash wished he could ask Dexter, but the Porygon was lying low, and as their trump card Ash couldn’t risk revealing him.

Eventually, the hostess stepped onto the dais once more and attracted everyone’s attention.

“Here is the one who called you all here. The strongest Pokémon in the world, Mewtwo.

The Pokémon stepped out from the shadows behind her. Fergus snorted. “You mean you take orders from a Pokémon? How?”

Misty put a hand on his shoulder. “Don’t antagonise him.”

Corey’s Rhydon tried to charge at the apparent threat, but found itself pinned to the floor by a number of roots. Growling, it looked around and saw Ivysaur with his feet sunk in the ground. Ivysaur shook his head, and retracted the roots, warning given.

She takes orders from me in this manner. Everyone in the room but Ash flinched as the powerful thought imposed itself on their minds. I am a Psychic type Pokémon. But her usefulness has ended. With a touch, Mewtwo removed his control from the hostess and she slumped to the floor, startled.

Brock ran over and helped her up. “I knew I recognized you! You’re the Joy that the Jenny from Viridian said went missing weeks ago!”

“I… where am I? I don’t recognize this place.” The Joy said, still a bit dazed.

This is New Island. My birthplace, and the birthplace of a new order. But I get ahead of myself. Come. Mewtwo gestured, and the connecting door between the dining room and the courtyard-arena in which Ash had arrived swung wide. One of the reasons for inviting the trainers I did is that among your number are trainers of all three of the Kanto Starter Pokémon. I first began my time as a Trainer with those same Pokémon – but, of course, they are stronger now. I will show you.

Riolu hopped onto Ash’s shoulder and discreetly whispered something to him. Ash nodded, and headed for the door behind everyone else.


Under the island, three tanks with fully evolved Pokémon in them lit up.

Meowth flinched, as he’d been tapping on one of them at the time. “Gah!”

Not noticing, James beckoned Jessie over to a computer. “Look. Usage files for the machine – I think it’s a cloning device.”

“Well, we know Mewtwo’s a clone.” Jessie said, before reading the screen again. “Wait, that’s new. Ambertwo? Bulbasaurtwo? And a lot of other clones as well – page down, I want to see the rest.”


Fuji process uses record file


Batch one

Mew DNA = Mewtwo

Amber Fuji’s DNA = Ambertwo

Bulbasaur DNA = Bulbasaurtwo

Squirtle DNA = Squirtletwo

Charmander DNA = Charmandertwo

All clones under this batch apart from Mewtwo died quickly due to a problem with the fifth stage process, resulting in insufficient life force for protracted survival. It is believed that the sheer power of Mewtwo compensated for this.

Experimentation will continue in the hopes of a viable human cloning method being developed.


Batch two to four

Non-viable clones of Amber Fuji. As before, the main problem is the loss of life force and subsequent death.


Batch five

Bulbasaurthree

Charmanderthree

Squirtlethree


Jessie chuckled weakly. “Not very imaginative, are they?”

James ran his finger down the list. “Those last three have a much later date stamp. Barely a week ago. Wonder where they are.”

I think Meowth knows.

The two humans turned. “Gah!”

At that point, the three Pokémon were released from their tubes and lumbered off somewhere.

Shaken, James returned to the computer. “Wait, there’s a video file here. Most recent thing on the system apart from all the stuff since Mewtwo escaped.”

The Rockets crowded round the screen, and watched as Dr. Fuji hurriedly explained the origin of Mewtwo, making the dire pronouncement that Mewtwo was the world’s “strongest Pokémon.”

Meowth shrugged. “Eh. Don’t tink he beats out Arceus.”

True. But apart from Arceus, none of the Legendaries match him on sheer power. I mean, most of them have had decades or centuries to practice. Mewtwo’s had only a fraction of that and his control’s still terrible, relatively speaking, but… well. The giant hurricane speaks for itself.


So. One of you has a Charizard, one has a Blastoise, and one a Venusaur. Which will be the first to face their cloned – their better – counterpart?

Gary and Corey looked at one another, then to Ash. “Well? What do you think?”

Ash blinked. “Who to the what now?”

Strange… Mewtwo mused, finding that he’d been miscounting. The boy had seven Pokémon, not six, which had caused him to miss the way Ash was psychically blank. Miracle Eye. I asked which of you would be willing to fight my Pokémon first.

The boy shrugged. “Don’t know. I’m not desperate to go first.”

After a couple more seconds, Corey stepped forward with his Venusaur, Bruteroot. “I’ll go first!”

Very well. Venusaur, advance.

Bruteroot fired a volley of Razor Leaf attacks which were blocked more or less effortlessly by the cloned Venusaur, then a simple Vine Whip attack knocked the natural-born Pokémon backwards into the wall and out of the fight.

Ash frowned. “Why did both of you use Grass attacks? I mean, Tackle would have worked better.”

Corey and half his Pokémon hauled Bruteroot out of the wall, and the trainer began fumbling for a Potion. “He’s trained as a poison and grass attacker. I use him for things like Rock type enemies.”

“I see.” Ash then looked at Gary. “You want to go next?”

“Yeah, whatever. Blastoise!”

Gary’s Blastoise ran his cannons out to their full extent, and faced down the clone unflinchingly. “I won’t give in! I won’t hold back! That’s how team Dai-gurren roll!”

Is your Pokémon well? Mewtwo asked, somewhat taken aback.

“Yes,” Ash answered for Gary, drowning out Misty’s quick “No, he’s an anime nut.”

If you say so. Blastoise, water gun.

“Rime!” Gary shouted, diving for cover. Ash and co. followed suit as both of the cannons opened up with a blast of water. Upon contacting the clone’s Water Gun, it instantly froze solid.

Ash glanced at Gary. “Rime?”

“Supercooled water. Freezes as soon as it touches something. They have weather like it in Sinnoh sometimes.”

The cloned Blastoise broke free of the thin icy layer that splashback from the collision had produced, and launched into a rumbling charge. Gary’s Blastoise volleyed off a pair of Flash Cannon shots into the floor of the stadium, then stamped his foot on the ground and caused it to cave in. More Rime then filled the pit to waist height as the clone recovered.

Gary smirked. “Yield the match? He can’t break that much ice.”

Impressive, human. Mewtwo’s eyes glowed, and the ice shattered. I am grudgingly impressed, but that was trickery to substitute for the force you do not have. Just as my whole life has been servitude I was tricked into by those less powerful.

Ash jogged past Gary. “My turn! Charizard, get him!”

Charizard roared a challenge. “Any instructions?”

His trainer shrugged cheekily. “Nothing lethal, no other restrictions.”

As one, Ash’s Pokémon and those of his friends dove for what cover they could. Brock, Misty and Gary followed suit.

Ash’s Charizard opened with an enormous flamethrower attack that nearly engulfed Mewtwo as well, though the Psychic type simply gestured and a shield covered him and his other clones. The cloned Charizard took to the air and replied with a gout of his own flame, more to generate cover than a serious attack.

The natural-born Charizard leapt into the air to follow him, and the two began a series of long-ranged fire blasts interspersed with lunges to close and bite.

Gary squinted up into the sky. “That’s strange… it almost seems like your Charizard knows what the clone’s about to do.”

“Good to know his boast was well-supported, then. He spent a good couple of years in the Charific Valley, you may recall, so he knows all the moves Charizard use when fighting.” Ash shaded his own eyes; it looked like the other Charizard was enduring the hits well, so this would be safe. “Hey, boy? Come down a bit!”

Ash’s Charizard disengaged somewhat and hovered lower, keeping an eye on the other orbiting above. “Yes?”

“I think it’s time to show off, Charizard… Blast Burn.”

Charizard nodded once, curtly, and opened his jaws, an eerie blue light shining from them.

When he exhaled, for a moment a cone of blue gas seemed to just blink into existence, barely a foot wide at his mouth and extending to completely cover Mewtwo’s Charizard in the strange substance.

Then, starting at the apex, the entire cone exploded.

The awed watchers saw, through the shimmering of the heat from the earlier stages of the battle, a line of fire connecting to a great starburst in the heavens.

Then the shockwave hit, hammering everyone to the floor, dislodging loose stones and even knocking the instigator backwards almost fifty feet.

The first people to recover from the blast saw a mushrooming cloud of smoke from the great explosion and a smouldering cloned Charizard dropping from the sky to slam into the fountain - though fortunately for the clone, his life-flame was outside the water and clearly still alight.

Ash’s Charizard landed daintily on his hind legs, snorted at his foe, and turned to the awestruck trainers.

“Okay, Ash!” Gary got out, “What the hell was that?”

“New kind of Blast Burn, basically a hydrogen fuel-air bomb.” Ash said innocently. “It uses the outer edge of the blast to compress the inner section, and with a little Aura in there to control itself properly it can – just – achieve fusion. That’s about as powerful as the attack can get, though, as soon as any fusion occurs it destroys the local pressure necessary to fuse in the first place.”

“Sorry, Ash,” Misty said in a brittle voice, “Did you just say you nuked Mewtwo’s Charizard?”

“Kinda, yeah.” Ash rubbed the back of his neck for a moment. “It’s based on what we managed to reverse engineer of how V-Generate works, though I think that relies on Vinicti’s Psychic typing to keep the hydrogen compressed.”

I can say with all honesty I did not expect that. Regardless. A trio of levitating black balls shot past Mewtwo and instantly captured all three of the Pokémon that had fought.

“What was that for!” Ash shouted, all light-heartedness gone, and let his Aura build into the visible spectrum.

Your Pokémon are unusually strong. I will make clones of them, and they will be the only creatures left to inherit the earth after I have scoured it clean of life. Mewtwo ‘pathed implacably. Dozens more of the black Poké balls appeared and swarmed the trainers.

Pikachu reacted first, creating a shield of electricity like a canopy over all Ash’s and most of Brock and Misty’s Pokémon, along with Gary’s Eevee. Gyarados and Steelix, unfortunately, were too large to protect and promptly captured. Ash ran out of the shield and fired a brace of Aura Spheres at the Pokeballs heading for some of the other trainers, but to little effect – within an astonishingly small span of time, the only natural-born Pokémon left in the room were those inside Pikachu’s shield.

“Damn it…” Gary sighed. “At least Eevee’s safe. How long can you keep that up, Pikachu?”

“Pretty much indefinitely, actually, I can run it on Light Ball alone at this size.”

Mewtwo frowned, and with a gesture the shield was struck by a massive psychic blow. Misty’s Psyduck opposed the blast, boosting his abilities as far as they went and throwing off an enormous corona of backlash, but after only a few seconds the shield collapsed and the Pokémon scattered.

Finally pushed beyond his measure of emotional control, Ash released a blast of unfocused Aura that caught Mewtwo’s attention. “Mewtwo, what the hell are you doing!”

I explained this.

“No, I mean why this whole plan to begin with!” Ash heard a screech of despair from his Pidgeot that was cut off by the sound of a ball catching her, and his heart ached.

Humans are inferior, and the Pokémon that follow them are fools. To end the human trickery, I must purge the entire planet of them and begin anew.

“What about if I could convince you that you were wrong? That humans aren’t all like the ones you’ve met?” Ash pressed, hardly believing how far Mewtwo was willing to go. Behind the Genetic Pokémon, two of the balls exploded under a massive blast of flame from Brock’s Ninetales, which then wrapped around her and the Eevee sheltering next to her.

Intriguing. Demonstrate to me, human, and I may reconsider.


“Let’s sort this out ourselves, then.” Ash said, striding forward. “You, a Pokémon made by humanity to be their weapon, who broke their chains… and myself, a human shaped by his Pokémon. One on one.”

Mewtwo chuckled, his Miracle Eye allowing his thoughts to be conveyed past the strange shield this human had. And do you think you can match me?

“Normally, no. But I’ve learned a lot in the past year, and one of the most interesting things is the nature of the Ghost type.” He held out a hand, gloved as usual, and sliced his forefinger with a nail – a thin sheen of metal on the nail revealing how he had done it.

Blood welled up, and he clenched his fist for a moment to spread it across the gloved palm of his hand. “Their powers are related to sacrifice. For a Ghost, it’s something they can channel without problem as they’ve already paid half the equation.” Something smoky began to coalesce in his hand. “For a Pokémon, they can just fuel Ghost attacks with their energy, becoming fatigued. But although I could do the same, it would exhaust me in mere minutes for little effect.”

Finally taking shape, a Shadow Ball spun in his hand. “So I can use my very life blood. That alone can give me the strength to fight you, Mewtwo.”

The Legendary stared at the greyish, half-there ball. What are you?

A sardonic smile graced Ash’s face for a second. “Just a kid trying to fill some very big boots. So, what do you say?”

I have to admit, I am impressed. Very well. If you can demonstrate to me your strength enough to injure me, then I will recant my opinions on humanity’s strength. If you can somehow convince me that even one human on this rock is noble enough, then I will recant my opinion on their treacherous nature. If you can do both, then, who knows? Maybe mankind will live another day.

Mewtwo gestured, and the world seemed to ripple. The storm wall is no longer advancing. I will maintain it at this size until your challenge is up… one way or another.

He levitated six feet into the air and enclosed himself in a protective bubble, then slashed a powerful Psycho Cut at Ash, who dodged and shot his Shadow Ball back.


Right now, Ash was feeling doubly grateful he had managed to decipher the Shadow Ball. Not only was it an attack that had a lot better potential hurting Mewtwo than any Aura Sphere (he dove behind some cover as a bolt of pressurised air snapped at his kneecap) but since he was using a physical reagent, it took very little Aura. And he needed all the Aura he could get to dodge.

Forming a Shadow ball in one hand and shifting his other into the shimmer of Mirror Coat, he contemplated the Ghost attack for a moment.

Aura Sphere was actually very similar to a Shadow Ball (and thankfully for him, while Mewtwo knew that attack himself it was not his strong point), but the latter attack didn’t home in on its’ targets. The fundamental property of the Aura Sphere was that it was formed of one of the energies of life, so it could be induced to do that. The same was not true of Shadow Ball.

Ash pulsed a Protect as two of Mewtwo’s Shadow Balls (speak of the devil!) arced over the improvised barricade. Mewtwo’s version of the attack used his own psychic powers to make them curve after firing, which wasn’t exactly something open to Ash.

More worrying was that, after almost ten minutes of combat, he was running out of scenery to hide behind. And starting to feel a bit woozy.

Ash pulsed power to his boots and jumped clear onto the ceiling, then stuck there by way of one of Riolu’s little Aura tricks and dropped his Shadow Ball. Not that it would do much good even if it hit, though. Ash had found out early on that the protective bubble Mewtwo had up was able to resist Ghost attacks.

What, in all honesty, could he do? He wasn’t low on Aura, but he couldn’t get anything from it. He had lost what he estimated to be a good pint of blood just powering his Shadow Balls, half of that in a single thirty-second barrage when he had scored a hit and seen the shield ripple in his Sight.

The main problem was definitely the shield.

Ash kicked off back to the floor as yet another mammoth salvo of Psychic energy obliterated most of the roof, and rolled upright after using a flare of Aura to blunt the impact.

He had to surprise Mewtwo. The only way to do that would be to disappear from his sight – fortunately, Mewtwo couldn’t track him by any other method since his Miracle Eye had worn off long ago.

Got it.

Ash dove behind the wall between the dining room (the current area of their battle) and the the courtyard. It hadn’t taken as much damage as the rest of their battleground, mainly because Ash didn’t want his friends caught in the backlash and they were hiding outside.

Once there, he drew blood yet again from his abused hand, fought off a dizzy spell, and coated both his hands with a generous helping.

As yet another blast of force blew the wall into rubble, he raised a Protect shield to defend himself and slipped over to one side.

Mewtwo floated through the demolished wall, ignoring the cracking sounds coming from the fortress and the rain of brick parts pinging off his shield. Ash imagined he was probably broadcasting something snide telepathically – it didn’t matter. He had his chance.

Only when Ash’s needle-thin spike of a Shadow Claw punctured his shield did Mewtwo realize something was wrong. He began to turn, even as Ash pushed a whirling Shadow Ball forward in his other hand. He had to-!

Then a psychically-launched blast of air sent him rocketing back into a wall, and something cracked.

Miracle Eye. Mewtwo’s mental ‘voice’ came again, through a lot of pain. Almost, boy. But all it was in the end was deceit and trickery again. 

Now, where was I? Ah, yes. Of course, since I need to remove all humans from this world, I’d better start with the ones right here.

Mewtwo began to charge up an attack that looked/felt like the one he’d been using on all the load bearing walls… and this time it was pointing at Misty, Brock, Gary, Corey and Fergus.

“No!” Ash protested, pushing himself back up. Yep, that was definitely a broken rib.

Foolish boy. You can’t possibly do anything in your condition.

By way of reply, Ash began stumbling forward, to do anything to protect his friends, to-

He was too late. Mewtwo fired before he’d made it more than halfway.


“Afternoon!” A cheery male voice said through the smoke and dust.

Ash checked himself in his run, grabbing hold of a lump of masonry to keep himself up. What the hell just happened?

“Sorry we took so long,” a female voice that Ash knew he really should recognize. “But it took quite a bit of work to knock all those clones out.”

The smoke cleared abruptly with an angry sweep of Mewtwo’s arm, revealing what had happened.

In front of the five humans were stood two more and seven Pokémon, most notably an Abra with his arms extended and a staggeringly dense array of shields in front of him and a Cubone holding a badly dented Thick Club in one hand. The other looked to be holding something off a Weavile.

Ash caught a glimpse of hundreds of translucent fragments dissipating into thin air in front of the shieldwall. It looked like Abra had lost most of his shields from the attack, in fact – but not all.

“Thank you, Arceus. Thank you…” he muttered, resting his hands on his knees for a moment.

How? Mewtwo asked imperiously. How did you block my attack?

That was simple, Abra said. All it took was Cubone using Ancient Power, me using Psych Up and then an absolutely immense number of Barrier, Reflect, Light Screen and Protect shields.

This changes nothing. Mewtwo glared at the Rocket cell. All you have done is added to the number who will die here today.

James shrugged. “If we didn’t do anything, we’d all die in a hurricane within the week. It’s this or we wonder if we could have made a difference.”

Mewtwo noticed their eyes flicking to his left, and turned to block whatever Ash was going to try to do this time.

Instead of the punch or Shadow Ball he was expecting, all he got was Ash grasping his shoulder for a second, then collapsing.

And Mewtwo remembered.

I… I see. I have done terrible things, and nearly done them all again. Thank you, Ash Ketchum, for saving me. Once again.

Then he noticed that Ash didn’t actually seem to be breathing.


Ash found himself floating in nothingness. For the second time in fairly recent memory, in fact.

:Well, I suppose this means I’m dead then.:

Dead? No, no, this isn’t quite dead. A shape appeared in front of him. A Pokémon made of darkness, with a red collar and a white plume.

:Darkrai. Aren’t you the god of death? Why didn’t I see you before?:

I only appear for special occasions. It keeps things flowing, as it were. That being said, Ash Ketchum, from your file you have quite the history with near death experiences. And time travel, for that matter.

:So… I’m dying, then?:

Not any more. This isn’t for between living and dead. This is for when things go… very unusually. I’m not taking you for quite a while yet.

Ash felt himself being drawn back the way he’d come.

:But… how?:

Darkrai vanished, leaving only a ghostly chuckle.

What did you think the purpose of Sacred Ash was?


His eyes fluttered open, and saw a familiar yellow mouse gazing with concern at his face.

“Hi… Pikachu.” He managed, weakly. “Looks like I’m still here.”

Indeed, though I am not sure why. But we had better resolve all this.

With the help of Riolu and Squirtle, Ash managed to rise to a sitting position, and caught sight of his friends standing around him. His hands were bandaged, and there was the tang of a Sitrus berry in his mouth.

Misty affected an angry pose, though the pretence was threadbare. “Ash! You have got to stop making a habit of this!”

“Please, Misty… later.” The boy turned to Mewtwo. “Alright… now?”

Fully. Thank you for… Mewtwo paused. I think it’s called Aura Purge, yes?

After a moment of incomprehension, Ash caught what Mewtwo meant and nodded.

Thank you for that, then. To think I had forgotten what my very first friend in the world told me… Mewtwo made a grand gesture, and the entire storm dissolved as if it had never existed. If any of the Pokémon here who I did not manage to capture are willing, I would be honoured to take clones of them with me as well – for I intend to travel to a remote location to contemplate what my place in the world will be.

Most of Ash’s, Brock’s and Misty’s Pokémon responded in the affirmative near instantly – those that weren’t already caught, anyway. Riolu and Togekiss shared a glance, then nodded as well.

I had at first contemplated wiping the events here from the minds of those who witnessed them… the Legendary continued, and many of those in the room flinched, but to do so would be a disservice. And I couldn’t leave Ash scrambling to explain where his blood loss came from.

“Yay…” Ash muttered weakly. “My mum’s… going to love this one…”


In short order, the clones were decanted or revived, and the originals released (often in some indignity) from their captivity. Gary’s Blastoise had been adamant that ten more minutes and he’d have broken the tanks, while Pidgeot demanded that she get a chance to shower as soon as possible to clear the gunk from her flight feathers.

I assume you have some kind of explanation worked out for Giovanni?

“We got sometin’,” Meowth replied, “But he’s not da kind of man ta let it go lightly.”

James nodded. “I think our best chance is to emphasize both your change of heart, and how you were throwing around building-demolishing Psystrikes while also maintaining a hurricane.”

If you would seek peace, prepare for war. Very well, I shall hope it is enough.

“Just one ting dat’s puzzlin’ me, though.” Meowth said. “How’d da clones know any moves?”

Mewtwo blinked. I’m… not actually sure. The machines are survivors of my rampage through the laboratory. I assume flash learning, though since Meowthtwo can’t speak then there must be some kind of filter.

“Guess we’ll call it a mystery, den.” Meowth shrugged. “You takin’ any of da stuff on da island wid you?”

Only a little. The cloning tanks go into Mount Ember, frankly. Mewtwo’s arms spread. Now, everyone, you may feel a slight disorientation.

The surroundings blurred, and suddenly everyone who had travelled to New Island was in the Pokémon centre from which Ash and his friends had set off.

The pier master started with shock. “Where did you come from?”

Brock shrugged. “The last ten minutes were very confusing and may have involved at least one Teleport.”

Behind him, the Officer Jenny embraced the returned Joy. “Oh, it’s so good to see you safe!”

“It’s good to be back,” the nurse replied with a smile.

“But…” The officer stepped back a bit. “Where have you been?”

With a flicker of movement, Mewtwo appeared outside the window. Sorry, forgot that loose end. Another ripple of psychic distortion, and the Officer reached out to shake Ash’s hand.

“Thank you for saving her from being stranded on that island, mister Ketchum. I can’t believe I forgot to search the bay, in hindsight it’s obvious what happened after both she and her schooner disappeared.”

“Heh, yeah…” Ash said weakly, as he spotted Mewtwo levitating the schooner in question out of the harbour before teleporting off with it to parts unknown.

And as the Legendary vanished off to a self imposed exile, something dropped into his pocket.

After the rest of the people in the Pokémon centre who didn’t know what had really happened on New Island had finished congratulating him, he checked what it was. He found an all-white Poké ball, with a note.

I hope you don’t mind the presumption.

Ash grinned. Only Mewtwo would have assigned himself a Premier Ball.


AN: And that’s the First Movie done!

Writing Mewtwo was hard. I had to remember that his main human contact was Giovanni in full-on “Pokemon do not matter” mode.

If anyone’s confused by the stuff about Ambertwo and Mewtwo’s first friend in the world, then the answer is that there was a load of extra backstory about clones and cloning on the DVD version. Ambertwo didn’t care whether Mewtwo was a human or a Pokemon - indeed, she said the question itself was sort of silly - so it’s strange that Mewtwo went so bad.

Ash did in fact die there, mainly of blood loss and overexertion. Fortunately for him, I set up his way out of that mess quite a while ago…

Mewtwo’s signature move as of Gen V is Psystrike. It’s as powerful as Earthquake, in statistical terms, so ouch.






26. Chapter 25


“You did WHAT?”

Ash cringed. “Sorry, Mum… but it was either I went or the planet got wiped out.”

“A likely story! Why I-”

He’s right. None of the Legendaries apart from Arceus could stop Mewtwo if he fought at full power, and I think Arceus is asleep at the moment.

Delia turned her gaze on Dexter, who reverted to his projector and let it drop to the floor.

Ash slipped his hand in his pouch for a moment, and pulled out the small drawstring bag he’d received from Ho-Oh over a year ago. “Besides, this brought me back. And by the looks of it, it’s only been used up a little.”

She sighed. “I’m not going to be able to convince you, am I?”

Ash grinned weakly. “Hey, apart from the property damage I’m doing pretty well. Besides, it’s not as if death is too terrible a thing, seeing as we do have confirmed proof of an afterlife.”


Misty leant over. “What are you doing?”

Ash looked up. “Sorry, my mind was wandering a bit.” As his head moved, Misty saw he was holding the Rainbow Wing he’d been given by Ho-Oh. “I was just wondering… did Ho-Oh guess this was going to happen?”

“With you?” Misty chuckled. “Probably a safe bet something would.”

“True.” Ash twirled the feather, looking deep into the pennants. “This is pretty strange, you know. When I stop and think about it, I mean.”

Misty sat down next to him. “Well, sounds like you need to talk about something. So, go ahead.”

He gave her a grateful smile. “I mean, just that my life doesn’t fall under any definition of normal. Most people, they spend a few years travelling around their home region, getting a few good Pokémon to live with them for the rest of their lives, maybe challenging the Gyms of one area. In my case, though… I just sort of ended up going further, faster.”

The Cerulean Gym Leader nodded. “I can see where you’re coming from… my sisters didn’t travel all that much. In their case, it was partly the effort of running the gym, but it’s also that they already had Pokémon inherited from our parents. So they had their life already laid out for them – train at home a bit, do the Gym Leader exam, and then settle down at Cerulean. As the youngest of four – and a lot more ambitious, I might add! – I had more freedom than them. I decided to go on a journey around Kanto after passing my qualification, see how other Gyms operated, and then…” She tailed off.

“Then I blew up your bike and the chance of a peaceful life with it.” Ash said.

“Don’t be like that.” Misty paused. “Though I will admit it is completely accurate.”

“Story of my life.” Ash said, with a weak grin. “I do sometimes wonder how Sammy and Oscar feel, you know? They dropped out of the challenge after reaching Saffron, for Oscar, and Sammy at Viridian – which was her fifth gym, I think. They’re just looking for a complete team of good friends, now.”

Ash tailed off, and went back to contemplating the Rainbow Wing.

“I suppose this is a good metaphor.”

“For what?” Misty asked, looking at it herself.

“Don’t know.” Both of them chuckled. “Be a pretty good one, though.”

As it moved, the colours of each individual part shimmered through the spectrum. “It’s made up of tiny little bits of keratin, you know.” Ash broke the silence again. “They’re in, sort of, sheets, and only one colour of light can bounce off all the sheets properly. But as you turn it, the thickness you look through changes, and the colours do as well.”

“I didn’t know that.” Misty said.

“Yeah, well, I didn’t either until I got curious and asked Dexter.”

“Well, there’s your metaphor.” At Ash’s puzzled frown, she elaborated. “You see a rainbow when you look at it. But everyone looks from a different place, so every rainbow is different. Like looking at a group of people.” She gave a smile. “Best I can do.”

Ash shrugged.

After a moment, his eyes closed. “That’s odd.” He turned the feather again in his hands. “This still has Aura.”

Misty blinked, then closed her own eyes. “Hang on… there we go. Took me a moment to get the Sight on, I’m out of practice. Yes, you’re right. How strange.”

Ash breathed in deeply, held it for a second, and let it out. At the very tip of the feather, a tiny rose-coloured flame danced for a second.

“Wasn’t there some story where Phoenix flames continued to burn after they left the bird?” Misty asked.

“Don’t know. Makes sense, though, Ho-Oh is all about regrowth and renewal. The embers keep burning - that sort of thing.”

“It’s hopeful, to me.” Misty said quietly.

“I agree.”


“You okay?”

Gary looked around, and saw Brock coming out to him from the labs. “Yeah, sorry, I was woolgathering.”

“Not a problem. I wanted to see how Ash was, but he and Misty are having a talk and I didn’t want to interrupt them. Those two know each other as well as I do either of them, it’d be rude.” The Pewter man gave Gary a look up and down.

“So, you okay?”

Gary nodded. Apparently this wasn’t enough for Brock, who sat down next to him. “Come on, no need to put on a brave face. Ash, Misty and I have done this kind of thing often enough we’re sort of getting used to it, in a weird way. But if I recall correctly, you had a quiet time of it in the other timeline.”

“Y-yeah.” Gary stammered. “It’s… I… that was so scary. I’ve never really faced a Pokémon with that kind of power before. I, well, I battled Mewtwo in the Viridian Gym, of course, but I didn’t know what I was facing so I was scared. Now that I know the kind of thing Mewtwo’s capable of…” he tailed off for a moment. “I was so scared I couldn’t bring myself to speak. It’s one thing to know how powerful a Legendary is and quite another to see it blowing a castle apart in front of you. And when I saw Ash just… jumping about and playing the hero, it made me scared for him as well and I didn’t want him to get hurt and-”

Brock put his hand on Gary’s shoulder. “Calm down. It’s over, you’re safe now.”

Gary steadied his breathing, which had begun to run away from him. “I… think I’m okay now. Thanks.”

“No problem. Take as long as you want to calm down.”

After a few minutes of deep, slow, even breaths, Gary resumed. “I suppose I’d have felt better about it if Umbreon was along, you know? I really got to rely on her once she evolved, more than Blastoise if I’m being honest.”

“It happens. I know that I use Crobat a lot, though I do still tend to reach for Steelix first. Suppose it’s just the way things are, it’s why everyone spends a year or so making sure their team’s the right one for them.”

Gary chuckled weakly. “Ash could have retired with the perfect Pokémon for him on day one. He and Pikachu have an amazing rapport.”

“Actually…” Brock began, “You’d be surprised the stories I could tell of when he came to my gym the first time around.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I don’t think he paid attention to type effectiveness at all. He actually tried to fight Onix with Pikachu.”

The two talked about Ash’s early time on the road for another twenty minutes or so, Brock commenting on all the silly things Ash had done – from the hydroelectric power plant incident, to getting kicked unceremoniously out of Celadon Gym for being a loudmouth.

As the lights went out in the Lab, Gary realized the time with a start.

“Wow, it’s already midnight.” He looked at Brock again, and his face softened. “Thanks. For taking my mind off it.”

“Not a problem, Gary. I just want everyone to feel better.” Brock grinned wryly. “Must be my time looking after my younger siblings.”

“You are the only one of Ash’s friends who has them – well, apart from May, and her brother’s only a few years younger.”

Silence fell, but this time it was more contemplative. Gary pushed himself onto his feet, and walked back to – presumably – his room, without saying anything else.

Brock looked over at Ash and Misty for a few more minutes, before heading in himself.


Pikachu lay back on the grass on a low rise, staring up at the heavens.

Without turning, he casually said, “I’ve seen them different, you know.”

Meowth phased back into visibility. “How’d ya know I was dere?”

“Electromagnetism again. You’re not able to feel it, so you don’t know what to fake.”

“Ah well.” Meowth flopped down next to him. “Kinda strange for us to be just talkin’.”

“I suppose it is. But more power to us if we can keep doing it. I didn’t like having you for an enemy.”

“Just business, right?” Meowth said. “I mean, we didn’t mean anytin by it by da end anyways.

“There’s an old saying. I destroy my enemy when I make him my friend.” Both of them looked around to see Riolu padding up to them. “Sorry if I’m interrupting, I just didn’t want to be alone tonight. Not after that.”

“It’s never a problem, Riolu.” Pikachu assured him. “And I like the saying. It seems practically designed for Ash – he’s certainly turned a lot of enemies into friends.”

Riolu shrugged, lying back and closing his eyes. “In a way, both of your old selves have been destroyed, in becoming friends. But how else can you have growth?”

Meowth nodded, then frowned. “Did ya say you’d seen da stars differently?”

“Yes. This little jaunt isn’t the first time travel trip I’ve had with Ash, or even the biggest – just the longest duration one, as it’s only one way. We went into the past to make sure history wasn’t ended by Arceus.”

“I’d have thought you’d be rather too busy to stargaze.”

The mouse gave an embarrassed shrug, unseen by the other two. “We get thrown in prisons a lot, I took the opportunity. Really amazing. Did you know that the stars are all moving in different directions?”

“Can’t say I did.”

“It’s very slow, but the constellations move and change.” Pikachu pointed to one, three tiny sparks flickering above them as he made it clear which set of stars he meant. “The dragonair? Those five stars near the centre of the constellation used to be the ‘wings’ of a dragonite.”

As the other two digested this, a light breeze developed. Pikachu glanced over at Riolu, who was shivering slightly. “You okay?”

Riolu shook his head. “Battle shock. I recognize it, it’s just that I’ve never been in such a stressful situation before. Even with Hunter J, either I could see how well my rescuers were doing or I was able to help. But just staring into that cloud of dust, seeing the blasts and feeling the ground shake… Ash was pouring out his own life like water to fight, and I couldn’t do a thing.”

“I’ve felt helpless before. But I made a private promise to myself, a few years ago.”

Meowth turned towards him. “What’s dat?”

“If Ash dies, I’m breaking into the afterlife and bringing him out myself.” Pikachu’s cheeks sparked momentarily with emotion.

Riolu frowned dubiously. “How?”

“I start in Sinnoh, head to New moon island, and get what I want out of Darkrai one way or another.”

“What about-”

The response was immediate. “Worry seed.”

“I have to admit, that sounds like it might actually work.” Riolu said. “If you ever have to, I’m coming with you.”

“Amen to dat.”

Pikachu sighed, and lay back. “That’s too morbid. Let’s talk about something else.”

“Sure ting.” Meowth thought for a moment. “What’s happenin’ next?”

“Let’s see…hmm… first time we were at Ash’s house… you haven’t been selling fake Leaf Stones this time? Because there was that poor woman with the Gloom.”

“Nope!” Meowth said. “We did sell a few real ones, so hopefully dat’s not gonna be an issue.”

“Good to know. Next after that is…” Pikachu tailed off for a second, then rolled onto his feet and looked at the other two, grinning. “Movie time!”


“So.” Sir Aaron caressed the hilts of his Sacred Swords, and looked out over the grassy plain before them. Next to him was Dialga, with Ieyasu standing arms-crossed on his back.

“Who do we have to fight here?”

Ieyasu leapt down. “This is the territory of the one-eyed Dragon of Osshu.”

The knight froze. “Did you say dragon? Because I have a terrible feeling about this.”

Suddenly, a shout of “ARE YOU READY GUYS!” echoed across the plain, followed by a rumbling. Ieyasu clenched his fists, Dialga’s gem pulsed as he gathered power, and Sir Aaron contemplated how good a stiff drink would be right about now.

And then, Palkia rode over the crest of a nearby hill on top of a visibly straining Rapidash… with exhaust pipes? Whatever… followed by a horde of mounted samurai.

The three allies charged, Sir Aaron launching his Swords in a series of dazzling, looping trajectories as he closed with the enemy general.

“Okay!” he shouted, appropriating a horse from one of the Osshu men with a swift punch and swinging into the saddle, “Since when could you talk?”

Palkia looked guilty. “I didn’t say anything. It must have been your imagination.”

“And one-eyed dragon? You’ve got both eyes! I know you’ve got an eyepatch on,” as well as a really rather nice helmet, Sir Aaron admitted, “but there’s nothing on this plane that could actually hurt you permanently, so why?”

“It goes with the image.” Palkia extended two sets of three claws each. “LETS PARTY!”


AN: A bit of a breather after the first movie plot. They deserve it.

I think Pikachu’s plan is pretty much what Ash’s Pokémon would do, really.

The Rainbow wing’s description is based off the real-world mechanism of iridescence. It’s the same reason why butterfly scales or Peacock feathers shimmer different colours, and how that special car paint that changes colour works. CDs produce rainbow effects by a different but related phenomenon. It’s one of those things where knowing how it works only makes it more beautiful.

The idea of the phoenix feather still burning after it has been shed is one I first encountered in Carpe Jugulum, by Terry Pratchett. It may not be the origin of the legend, but I can’t track it back further. In the Discworld book, it’s specifically stated they burn in the presence of evil - but I decided not to carry that part forward.

Oh, yeah, and Palkia is Date Masamune - who did not in reality speak Engrish. Or have a motor horse. The Sengoku Basara one does, though.






27. Chapter 26


Ash watched as Pikachu launched off an immensely powerful Thunderbolt at Dexter, who simply hovered there and absorbed it.

Thanks to a Traced Lightningrod, it did nothing at all, and Dexter waited until it had finished before responding.

Better than last time. You’re improving the ramp-up of the Voltage on contact without running it at full power the whole time, which will increase your endurance. Dexter then shimmered into a dozen images. Now, you need to spot which one is the real Double Team. They’re electrically perfect duplicates, as well, so don’t rely on your voltage wells.

All the duplicates began to glow. You will of course be under Zap Cannon attack.

Pikachu hopped out of the way of a series of thunderbolts and began running around frantically.

Meanwhile, Ninetales sat next to Riolu. “For us non Dark types, to create a Dark Pulse is hard. It involves being able to create a null structure without any psychic signature in it at all, then to make it self propagating. It’s a subset of Aura use, but as it involves draining all the emotion out of the Aura in question, it’s not something those with enough Aura to use otherwise are normally very good at.”

“I see, because they have so much Aura from the very strength of their emotions.” Riolu sat down in seiza, and began to focus.

Squirtle and Brock’s Geodude went past, shades clashing against rock arms, and fire and wind exploded overhead as Charizard’s Flare Blitz hit a Brave Bird coming the other way.

Pretty much a normal day’s training, really.

Then, with a yell, Gary’s Blastoise charged into the area. “Rival!”

Squirtle spun, knocking Geodude back with his tail as he did so and settling into a stance. “What is it, fellow member of team Gurren?”

“I wish to challenge you!” Blastoise’ cannons began bubbling with water. “I too have learned the finishing move!”

As Blastoise began to coalesce the water he was creating into an enormous drill, Squirtle flipped his shades off his eyes for a second. “You really think you can beat me? I’m the badass leader of team Gurren!” With a moment’s effort, Squirtle formed his own drill. “Giga…”

Blastoise swung his enormous drill to face Squirtle’s smaller one, and spoke along with him. “Drill…”

Ash and friends peered over the lip of a small hill. No fools they, the entire group had run for it at the word “challenge”.

“Breaker!” both Turtle Pokémon bellowed, charging one another in matched vortices of water.

With an almighty crash, they met. The two drills ground against one another for several long seconds before Blastoise’ finally destabilized, and Squirtle pressed forward…

Only to meet another drill inside the first. “What?”

“Two cannons means two drills! And both have the entirety of my strength behind them, to match your blazing spirit with my own!”

Ash’s lips moved for a moment. “Does that make sense?”

“No.” everyone answered him dully.

“Just thought I’d check.”

The now-familiar enormous eruption of water signalled the duel was over, and Ash tossed Squirtle’s Poké ball into the air to release him again.

“What was the number of the cathedral that ran me over?” Squirtle muttered to himself, shaking his head.

Gary strolled into the clearing, sending out his own Blastoise again. “Hi, everyone. Wondered where Blastoise went, suppose I should have guessed.”

“The cathedral that hit you was the Cathedral Terra, of course!” Blastoise said, wincing in pain, but nevertheless confidently.

It still knocked you out too…” Squirtle muttered to himself.

“A minor inconvenience!”

“That was just amazing!” a voice shouted from nearby. Everyone turned to see a man with glasses and a large, crew-served camera. “Positively inspirational!”

Brock frowned. “I know you. You’re the director, Cleavon Schpielbunk! You made my favourite movie!”

“Oh?” The producer was pleased. “Which one was that?”

“I Saw What You Ate Last Tuesday. I was particularly impressed by the ending.”

“Ah, yes. One of my better works.”

As Brock and Cleavon fell to chatting, Ash sidled over to Gary. “Should I know this guy?”

Gary shrugged. “Grandad mentioned him once. Apparently his films do better with the critics than with the crowd.”

“Tell me,” Cleavon said, looking at the large number of Pokémon around the clearing, “I had an idea for making a film wherein the Pokémon are the main characters. Would you and your friends be willing to help?”

After a frozen moment, most of the friends’ Pokémon nodded enthusiastically and split into groups, talking intently.

Dexter hovered over to one. Yes, I’m fine with providing camera work. I assume you are as well, Dee?

Gary unclipped her core from his necklace and dropped it. She formed before it hit the ground and braked to a halt. Perfectly. CGI work too?

Sounds good.

Riolu was the first to walk over to the producer. “I have an idea for a film.”

Cleavon looked blank for a second, and Ash began to translate. “What I want to do is make something set in the Meiji era, around a Ronin.”

“Hmm. Sounds interesting, and certainly might help my films break into the mainstream more.”

Gary, meanwhile, was approached by Squirtle and Blastoise. “Gurren Lagann movie!”

“Won’t that be a bit difficult? I mean, the series is only a few months finished.”

“We’ll contact them and do it ourselves! All we’ll need is the voice actors!”

“Sorry, guys. Bit to difficult to arrange.”

Pikachu came over to address Dee first. “Mind sending a message to the Rockets asking them to come over here? I have a plan that needs a few of them.”

Sent. Hm, that’s strange.

“What?”

“I tink it’s cause we’re right here.” Meowth said, strolling out of the bushes. The rest of the Rockets followed.

Explains how quick the transmission was, then.

“Can I speak to Cubone, and Abra, and I think Arbok, please?” Pikachu asked. “I think Riolu could use you in what he’s doing as well, Meowth, though I have a role for him as well.”

Gary rolled his eyes. “I can see this getting confusing quick.”

I’ll take notes.


Lara picked up the phone. “Darn good thing ah was in the house… oh! Howdy, cousin!”

On the other side of the phone, Ash blushed slightly. He was still getting used to that term, even the second time around. “Uh, yeah. Hi, Lara. Listen, I was wondering – I had an idea for a film, and there’s a producer interested in seeing what we come up with. How many horsemen and women do you have in the area who might be interested?”

Lara blinked, and ran the numbers in her head. “Good few dozen, if we’re talking immediately. Ah could scrape up maybe a hundred in a few days.”

“Great! I was thinking about something…”

As Ash continued, Lara’s eyes widened and she began taking notes. “Sounds fun, Ash. Your place or mine?”

He muttered something at the other end of the phone for a few seconds. “We’ll come over to you, if that’s okay. Pidgeot and I should arrive in a day or so.”

“Sure!”


“Are you sure we have time for all this?” Misty muttered to Ash. “I mean, it’s not all that long before the League.”

Ash nodded. “To be honest, I was starting to worry about overtraining. This is a great way to let off stress, really. And we have a couple of months.” He finished checking his bag, and climbed aboard Pidgeot. “Oh, get Gary to ask the Professor if he can lend us Damos, a third Porygon camera would speed things up, especially since I’m taking Dexter.”

She nodded in return, then snapped her fingers. “You could probably pick up Muk while you’re over there.”

After a moment of utter stillness, Ash slapped himself in the forehead. “I can’t believe I completely forgot him! Must have been because we had that whole kerfuffle with J.”

“I don’t remember him all that well either.” Pidgeot chirped reassuringly. “Now, it looks like the weather’s good at the moment. Let’s get going.”

Ash braced himself, and shot off to the east.


“How do you see me incorporated into this film you wanted me for?” Cubone asked, looking over the first part of the script Riolu had hurriedly transcribed.

“Well, actually, as two characters. The female lead – though that’s a somewhat irrelevant term with this, really – and as her.”

He pointed to a second one of the characters. Cubone closed her eyes for a second. “I see. It appears to have been written with me in mind, then.”

“Well, yes, that’s the point of the main events actually.”

Abra came over – walking, for a wonder. I like my part, myself. And Cubone? Don’t just refuse outright. You said you wanted to handle your weakness, well helping with this might be a good catharsis. That and it lets you get out your views to a wider audience, at least.

She stood still for a moment, then read through the rest of the script silently. Finally, she raised her head. “How do you propose to have me fight myself? Will it not be confusing?”

We can get Meowth to teach you Substitute, he knows it. And as for confusion, the director has something he picked up in Isshu a year or two ago for situations like this. It comes up a lot in filming.

“Oh?” Riolu asked, interested. “What is it?”

An Eviolite crystal. In essence, it makes you seem to have evolved.

“That would actually work very well.” Cubone looked down at her paws for a second. “What about the weaponry?”

Dee answered that one. Everyone uses bones or something similar, I’ll edit them into the proper forms that we need. The bow’s going to be a bit harder but I’m sure we’ll come up with something.

“One last question. What about the dialogue?”

The wonders of dubbing. Don’t worry, I’ll use something that’s basically what your Aura-translated voice comes across as.

“Very well.” She sighed. “Then it seems I have no convenient excuse. When do we start?”

“In a bit. I have to check on the other project as well.”

Misty, walking back over, frowned. “You’re doing the lead on two separate films?”

“I’m a Riolu. Humanoid, exotic and with the appearance of nobility. That and my first life was in a noble warrior culture – I know a bit about heroic storytelling.” He formed a bone in his hands, and walked off. “I also need to see someone about sword-fight practice…”


“It’s a poor replacement for a Gurren Lagann movie.” Squirtle sulked.

Pikachu tried to make him see reason. “You still get to break physics, though. And it’s every bit as impossible in setting as out.”

“Fine, I’ll do it.” Squirtle got up, took his shades off and swiped once-three times at once, somehow, all three blows hitting empty air at the same time. “That what you wanted me to do?”

“Er, yeah.” Pikachu closed his gaping mouth, and continued. “You sort of need to know how to fight in kendo style as well, though, that’s the backstory. And your opponent, Riolu, is going to be using European style broadsword. I think you’ll have to work something out together.”

“Sure. I’ll see him when I get a chance.”

The mouse hurried off, already thinking through his own choreography. So, I need to emphasize the speed the spear point moves… but the key is to be able to do that while still making it look good.

Run an electric current down a metal pole to make it glow red hot? Possible.


Ivysaur frowned. “I think I understand. So I’m cast as the evil Chinese guy?”

Taking the script back, Riolu nodded. “He’s distributing anti-pain drugs to his forces, and you make the most sense for that.”

“No, I have no problem with it. It’s just… who’s going to do the climactic duel? I’ve got no arms.”

Riolu considered. “I thought Squirtle, but he’s unlikely to like it if he has to lose in every plot he’s in.”

“I have a Kadabra.” Both Pokémon turned to see Gary. “Would he work? I mean, he’s got a spoon and with a bit of work from Dee…?”

“Works for me.”


Cleavon shook his head, and turned to his film crew as the Pokémon continued running all over the place, organizing, hammering out their scripts and beginning to practice the choreography.

“You know, I could swear I had a plot to work from this morning. It was fairly generic, but at least I knew what was going on.”

One of the cameramen shrugged. “We get post production done by Porygon, these films are going to look amazing.”

“True.” The producer rubbed his chin. “And there’s that Abra, as well, so I suppose I could see if he’ll be the other lead for Pokémon in Love.”

Forget it. Use Psyduck or something, he’s not got a part yet.

“Uh, okay then.”


“Oh, I have a great idea for that scene!” Jigglypuff enthused, and turned to her backing band. “Ready?”

The two humans, one Loudred and a Farfetch’d on drums all raised their fists.

“Right! One, two, three, four!”

A loud guitar solo began the piece, then the drums and other instruments came in. Jigglypuff nodded along for the first fifteen seconds or so, then broke into song.

“I wonder what a person imagines, after finally reaching their dream’s end…”

Meowth began translating the song as she went along, trying to work out how to refigure it into something for her to learn that humans could understand – while still fitting the music, of course.

But the real arbiter here was Cubone. It was, after all, essentially her theme – both her two characters and, in a way, hers. Both her characters in the film were based off her, after all.

With a final chord, the song reached its’ end. Jigglypuff thanked her band, then turned expectantly to Cubone. “Well? What do you think?”

“It will do. I understand the lyrics are derived from what Abra told you about my past?”

“Yes, somewhat.” Jigglypuff deflated slightly. “Sorry - if that’s a problem, I mean.”

“No, it is not.” Cubone then nodded, seemingly to herself. “As it is, it will work. Let me know when you have the translated version.” She walked away.

Jigglypuff huffed. “Well, that’s a bit rude!”

“Eh, dat’s pretty much how she is.” Meowth picked at his teeth for a second, then wiped his claw and was all business. “So, how’s dis work for you? First line, we go for…”


Mewtwo looked at the sheaf of paper in front of him. You want me to what?

“The part would fit you, you know.” Pikachu said. “Besides, if anything’s going to convince the Rocket boss to leave you alone, it’s this.”

I have to admit, he’s less likely to be able to control a Pokémon who’s a film star, and less likely to see me as a danger if I’m participating like this.

Mewtwo turned, and levitated into the air, Pikachu and Abra with him. I will let Mew know that I will not be here for a week or so. Do come along, I’ll handle the return teleport.

“Uh…” Pikachu said, anxious. “Last time, Pikachutwo was really antagonistic towards me.”

At least this time you’ll know what he’s talking about. Mewtwo smirked. Besides, he’s the one who places a lot of our orders to the outside. I built an aerial – so far as anyone’s concerned, we’re a reclusive shrine to Suicune who use a drop box. It means we can access a lot of the luxuries of the outside world.

The Genetic Pokémon sighed. In all honesty, the inclusion of Pokémon like Abratwo, Cubonetwo and Riolutwo to who was here last time around has been an amazing stabilizing influence, especially Riolutwo. He can tell if anyone’s getting too stir crazy and defuse the situation.

They topped a rise and saw a number of wooden treehouses, along with two temple gates leading to a cave. That’s the route to the healing water – hence our choice of Suicune. The treehouses are largely Ivysaurtwo’s work, he has a real talent.

Pikachu gazed at the little village in amazement. “I’m really impressed, Mewtwo. Especially since last time you had none of this.”

 Last time it took me a year or so to come to terms with what had happened on New Island. Ah, here they are.

The passengers looked. A Togekiss drifted over, a little Mew bobbing next to her. “Hello! You must be Pikachuone and Abraone!”

The two blinked. “I’ve never really thought of myself that way, but yes, that’s us. We’re borrowing Mewtwo for a while, is that okay?”

“Of course! He’s happy with it, and if it makes someone happy it’s okay!”

Mewtwo had apparently finished talking with Mew. Would you mind if I got the coordinates from you?

“Oh, go ahead.”

Thank you. Mewtwo tapped one of Pikachu’s ears, then the two of them and Abra vanished.


“Sorry, Ash. Ah just don’t think we can get used to firing a bow from Rapidash or Ponyta. Not so’s it would be safe to shoot at someone else, anyway.”

Ash shrugged. “It’s fine, Lara. I knew there were going to be problems.”

I may have a solution.

The two looked at Dexter. “Oh?”

Yes. It is possible, with a great deal of care, to take several segments of film shot in the same place and isolate the differences, to apply on top of a blank area. I can effectively clone the entire cast several times over, for the battle scenes.

“That’s pretty neat. Right, let’s give it a go. Scene seven point one, second take, everyone!”

The various Laramie clansmembers, friends and locals replied with a hubbub of general agreement, and everyone corrected their costumes and got back onto their mounts. Dexter hovered into the air and zoomed in.

“Alright, everyone, this one we’re the opposing force!” Ash called. “So put the horsetail banner down, Mara!”

The indicated clanner dipped the ornate prop in salute and rode over on her Rapidash to a nearby fence, exchanging it for a simpler one. “Like you remembered every time yourself, cousin!” She called back with a grin.

This drew chuckles, but soon the horsemen and women were ready. Ash signalled Lara; this bit was her show. He was concentrating at least halfway on staying on his borrowed Rapidash.

“Left guys, y’all gotta go first! Run in front, then circle back behind us and take up position on the right! Right guys, you swap places with them when they get to ya!”

As the hundred or so Rapidash flowed across the landscape, shooting volleys of arrows at the other side of the field and wheeling constantly, Ash and three others waited their turn. This particular run, they were in the second left ‘horn’ of horse, and their role was to-

With amazing suddenness, it was time, and they joined the second partial charge at nothing, firing their bows, before spilling from the saddle one at a time as ‘casualties’.

That short scene over, Ash rubbed his ribs ruefully. He’d learned to fall well, of course, but it still ached. “How was that, Dexter?”

Very good. It was most convincing. With a shimmer in the air, Dexter projected a series of copied versions of the sally.

“Looks a bit too reg’lar for my taste.” Lara commented.

That’s why we’re doing two more takes. I mix their order up and start them at different times, it’ll look for all the world like a steppe skirmish.

“That’s the plan.” Ash said. “Hey, guys! Looks like we’re doing it right!”

“Figures!” someone shouted back. “Even a sack of potatoes kin act if all you gotta do is fall!”

“Ah, go jump in a lake!” Ash replied to him. The Laramie clan was different, but after a few days working with the boisterous ranchers, Ash was getting used to them.


“Good ta see you’re back, Ash!” Lara called as he rode back in. “Ah was after wonderin’ if you’d be back in time for the next scene!”

Ash grinned weakly and pulled some glop out of his outfit. “Sorry, took a trip to Gringey city. I found what must have been the last Muk there and caught him.” He jumped off the Rapidash he’d been lent with rather more aplomb than he had the first time, and led him over to the stables. “I think we both need a bit of a clean, right boy?”

The equine Pokémon snorted and followed him, looking forward to a good sand bath – water was used on the fire types, but for the mane base only sand would do.

Lara looked after them. “Well, you two are certainly getting’ along…” And a good thing, too. Ash wouldn’t be able to hide away behind the anonymity of an extra’s part much longer – the remaining scenes were solo or small groups.

“Ah well. Time ta let everyone know bout the smaller scenes. We kin let them get a bit of shut-eye between them.”


Riolu tugged experimentally on the peace-bonded hilt of the mock sword at his side. “It’s not coming out easily.”

Ivysaur shrugged. “That’s the point. Does it feel like it’ll break accidentally?”

“No, but if I really tried I could.”

“Good, that’s exactly what we need. As you well know.” Ivysaur flipped through the script. “Okay, we cast almost everyone… made sure the people who are going to get slaughtered en masse are able to produce Substitutes to do it for them… is Growlie done with filming his bit for the other film?”

“I think so, yes. And Abra with him completes the list.”

Ivysaur suddenly snickered. “This is going to be weird. A Psychic type and an Arcanine being protected from me by a Riolu.”

“You mean a Ronin. That’s the point. This whole exercise is partly about the way people’s perceptions are different to how they should be.”

“True, true. And the Viridian shrine is still fine with using them for those scenes?”

“Last I heard.”

The Grass type ticked off something else on a list. “And I think Geodude and I will be able to handle all the rest of the terrain between us, at least as far as the structures go. Dee can do the rest in post-production.”


“Ready?” Cleavon asked, looking over the shrine area by the moonlight.

“I am ready.” Ninetales replied.

Cubone, cloaked in the energy of the Eviolite, glanced across at her merely-Cubone shaped Substitute. “I, also.”

“Okay, now where’s Mewtwo?”

Here. The Genetic Pokémon floated past, stretched out his hands and effortlessly levitated Ninetales into the air.

“I have to say, this is much easier than wire work.” The director said happily, slashing his hand down for the scene to start.


Dexter flickered through the archive of stored footage. I think we have it all.

“Finally!” Ash collapsed into a chair. “I swear I’ve been walking for five hours a day, and riding another seven!”

Surprisingly close, actually.

“Right. Well, how are the others doing?”

One moment… it seems that the only remaining filming to do is from the original Pokémon in love. It seems that the final battle scene is giving some problems.

“Why?”

Trying to stop everyone showing off, mainly. It’s supposed to be a small battle between two families, not the Battle of Sekigahara that everyone’s treating it as.

Ash frowned. “Wasn’t Sekigahara between retainers of the Toyotomi? So sort of a family feud itself?”

Not the point.

“Ah well. Guess we’ll head back tomorrow, then.”

Tomorrow afternoon. Thanking everyone who helped is going to take all morning.

“Well, night.” Ash yawned, making a bee-line for his bed.


“No, no, no, no!” Cleavon said, exasperated. “While your… what was it? Delta variant of Shock Wave is impressive, and yes, you’d probably want to use it in a fight like this, that does not justify electrocuting the entire Water type army!”

“Sorry.” Pikachu shrugged.

“You’re supposed to be doing the weather! Aaargh!”

Pikachu, stop tormenting the poor man. We’ve finished everything else. Damos pointed out.

“Fine. But Squirtle better stop going on about the manifest destiny of Water types, and stop Gary’s Eevee from doing the same with the Normal types, would you? I’m just the weather technician.”

Wait, what are they doing in the cast anyway? Damos flashed a tight-beam message to Dee, and after a second or so Gary returned his Eevee and Ivysaur dragged Squirtle off.

“Finally! Now, can we please get it right this time?” Cleavon signalled to the pair of Porygon. “Your discretion for shots, start take in three… two… one…”

As normal, all hell broke loose. Fortunately, this time it was merely the chaos of a battlefield and did not involve drills, explosions or lightning strikes.

And then Psyduck got shot tragically with an arrow, though what arrows were doing being fired in the middle of a melee was never actually explained, and there was the tragic death scene.

“And… cut! Excellent!”


Ash swooped back in on Pidgeot just as Cleavon was leaving the next day, and handed him a slim memory card. “Here. Working title is Sea of Grass, see what you think.”

“Oh, thank you. Well, I certainly got more than I expected.” The producer smiled. “Four films, how wonderful. I’ll invite everyone to the première, of course.”

“Don’t forget everyone from the Laramie Ranch and surrounds who worked on that film. I’m afraid we might take up most of the cinema if they all come, but they deserve it.”

“Yes, I suppose they do. Well, I’ll contact you in a week or so.”

Ash glanced at Dexter’s base unit. “Do we have a week? I lost count.”

Two and a half to go before the opening ceremony of the League. Since we three Pings-

Ash snickered. “You what?”

You heard nothing. I most definitely did not mention a silly nickname we have for ourselves. Anyway, since we were working on the post stage even as the filming was going on, it shouldn’t take long to get it out there.

Dee floated over. Good going, Dexter, I told you not to mention that joke.

“So, you do call each other that?” Ash said innocently. “And here I was all ready to think I misheard.”

Damnit.


AN: Can anyone tell what the extra films are? Two of them are animated films, and the third is pure historical adaptation. You’ll get your answers in a couple of chapters, so if you want to puzzle over it, wait a bit.

It’s really hard to keep track of the timeline when the main character never seems to age. I mean, in the anime he somehow went a year without having a birthday. So I’m starting to slip into mutable time - oh well, I’ll make it up in the later areas, where things go a lot faster.

Cleavon is actually a direct and not very well hidden parody of Spielberg - though apparently without the other’s success.






28. Chapter 27


Ash! Dexter said suddenly. I missed something big.

“What?” Ash asked, one eye on Riolu as the Emanation Pokémon volleyed yet another series of attacks into Muk. The big gooey Pokémon was something of a specialist and contrary to Ash’s normal sweeper tactics, but by those very qualities he was good at stopping an enemy from taking out his team – the radical tactical shift could work wonders.

Of course, that meant getting him used to being a punching bag again, which was why over half of Ash’s Pokémon had been taking turns doing it all day. Indeed, the sun was low enough in the sky they’d need to stop soon.

Something really, really big. Remember that archaeological dig site?

Ash did indeed remember, and went pale. “The one with the utterly enormous Pokémon? The Alakazam, Gengar and… Jigglypuff?”

Yes. Well, this is the day the dig reaches the place they found the artefacts.

“Didn’t we reveal the site in the first place?”

Only of the Alakazam device. The Gengar one was discovered by other, unknown means, and if only that one emerges the result’s almost as bad.

“Yeah, Pallet Town plays the role of the Tokyo Tower.” Ash’s eyes flicked over his Pokémon. “What do we have that can handle a Ghost type?”

Not much, those ones were approaching Legendary grade powerful. Numbers might work, and Bruno – but no, he won’t still be in the area.

“Right.” Ash sighed heavily. “Best to be pre-emptive about it, then. Go find all three artefacts, and make sure none of them activate – or alternatively all of them. Hey, Pikachu! We’ve got some work to do!”

Pikachu hopped to his shoulder, and he set off towards the dig site.


“Well, I have to say, Doctor, it was an inspiration to explore this side tunnel. We’ve found conclusive proof that this is some kind of ancient civilization.” Gary said, holding up an artefact of two large black spheres with a smaller one in the middle.

Gary, Dee said suddenly. I feel nervous around that thing. I don’t know why yet, I’m still searching for the reference, but it’s… wrong.

“Why?” Eve, the Archaeologist, asked. “We can’t just stop exploring because someone is nervous. If we did that in archaeology, then nobody would ever have discovered the tomb of Tutenkhamun, or the Terracotta army.”

No, this is different. Let’s leave. Dee pleaded.

The object twitched, and an invisible force pushed Gary solidly in the chest. He let out an oof of lost air, fell backwards and dropped the object… which stayed in the air.

“Doctor?” Gary wheezed out, pushing himself back upright, “I’m new to archaeology. Is this normal?”

“No…” As they watched, a shape began to solidify in the air. Becoming more visible and more solid with every passing moment, a huge Gengar began to form.

It looked like it was barely small enough to fit in the tunnel, and it was still growing.

I hate to say I told you so.

Gary grabbed the startled Eve, hoisted her in a carry against his front and turned to run. “Not helping, Dee! Mind giving us some cover?”

On it. Dee’s form materialized from her projector. Set up. Zap Cannon.

Electricity slashed backwards, and the Gengar simply phased away from it. Warning: this Gengar possesses something that appears far more effective than normal Ghost typing. Conjecture is that it simulates Wonder Guard.

“Oh, just brilliant. And I’m fresh out of Dark types.” Gary one-handed Dee’s earpiece set into his ear. “Ash!”

A click, buzz, then he heard Ash running. “What is it, Gary?”

“Eve – an archaeologist I was working with – and I managed somehow to wake up a giant Ghost type in the caves to the east. It’s got some kind of Wonder Guard ability, I can’t touch it, and it’s coming towards Pallet!”

Ash cursed. “Alright, I should have told you about this one. Wasn’t thinking. Call your granddad and let everyone else know, I’ll take over delaying it.”

“Ash, you can’t be thinking of-”

“If I have to, I’ll use Shadow Ball again. But Pidgeot has a Ghost move, and if we can get Brock’s Ninetales over here we have a chance.”

Gary nodded, invisible to his friend. “All right, then. I’m heading straight back from the cave nearest the town itself.”

“I know the one.” Ash ended the call with a gesture on his end. “Pidgeot, get us in the air and over there!”

“I will.”


Gary stumbled as a sudden gale lashed at him, rolling as he fell so he took the impact on his side rather than the more vulnerable back or front – where Eve was, to boot.

But that, he knew, was only the scatter from the actual attack, and with a quick apology to his passenger he pushed himself up to look.

Ash’s Pidgeot swept past, barely ten feet over the enormous Ghost’s head, and her Ominous Wind attack actually checked the monster’s striding advance.

Ash himself ran over to Gary. “Are you okay?”

He winced. “Yeah, they’ll bruise but I’ll be fine. Will you be okay?”

“Yeah, get out of here – and bring back support. I can’t fight this thing alone, not and work out how to stop it.”

The Oak pushed himself up again, and Eve slipped out of his arms. “I’ll stay here – maybe I can help.”

Gary glanced at Ash, who didn’t seem to be objecting. “Fine. But both of you stay safe.”

With a nod and a jerk of his head, Ash reminded Gary to get going.

“Okay, any ideas, Doctor?” Ash asked as Pidgeot swept in again with another Ominous Wind.

“I found a tablet earlier, in the ruins.” Eve replied. “I wasn’t able to decipher it, though, it’s in a very old variant of the language.” She shrugged. “I haven’t had the time, what with everyone else from the trip being occupied elsewhere – that’s why I asked Gary to help me.”

“Okay.” Ash flicked Dexter’s core into the air, and the Porygon materialized. “Do you have any record of it on you?”

“Yes, on the memory card of my camera.”

“Right. Dexter, have a look.”

Eve brought up the image on the back screen, and Dexter’s eyes flashed. Analyzing… language identified as Late Jomon, Kanto variant. Message is as follows.

Beware the two great powers of destruction,

the shadow of the dark device will grapple with the prisoner of the unearthly urn.

The sacred city will be no more as day is swallowed up by night.

Darker still for you when they return to lay waste to the world,

but no human knows the secret to soothe the powers and guide them back to the shadow world.

“Now that,” Eve muttered to herself, “Is irresponsible. What was the point?”

Ash frowned. “Arms race with Pokéatlantis?” At that last, a snatch of memory he never suspected he had rippled in front of his eyes – the rulers of Pokémonopolis and Pokéatlantis arguing heatedly about one another’s plans to use the maiju of the lands as weapons.

He shook the echo of a long dead king and his grandiose dreams of capturing a Legendary from his mind.

“I suppose it does make sense.” Eve was saying. “But in that case, how did they make this Pokémon so powerful?”


Pidgeot sent another Ominous Wind at the enormous Gengar, noting that this time its’ attacks actually would have hit her were it not for her Normal typing. That couldn’t be good, it was only a matter of time before it turned out to know some other kind of attack, and if it had her attack patterns deciphered enough to predict her, that other kind of attack would hit.

A warmth ran through her. At least the repeated use of the Ghost type attack was strengthening her, making her attacks more powerful and herself faster.

Her keen eyes spotted something on the ground that shouldn’t be there. What’s she doing here?


Gary ran into the lobby of his grandfather’s lab, supported himself with hands on knees for a moment, and made for the Poké ball room. He’d have to check where the Pokémon he wanted were, but he could build a fairly competent Psychic and Ghost-attack based team.

Brock was already there. “I thought you’d be coming here. Misty’s headed out already – she’s got some Psychic types. But you should know, there’s a big Alakazam that could turn up as well. So remember to add in Bug types.”

The younger boy nodded, eyes flicking over the shelves. “Thanks.” Oh, Grandad had labelled them. That was nice.

Brock suddenly pointed at his belt. “So, who’s in use?”

Gary glanced down at the six holsters almost everyone used. “What do you mean?”

Then he saw it. Of the six, five had the full light lit. The other one was not.

“Oh, no. Eevee must have decided to fight!” Gary snatched up his hurriedly decided-upon team and was off and running, Brock a pace behind him.


“Right. It mentions an ‘unearthly urn’ as well as a ‘Dark device’.” Ash pointed out. “Apart from being awesomely alliterative, that suggests that there’s another around here.”

The nice thing about time travel was all those lines you thought of the next year that would have been really nice to come up with on the fly.

“If we could get it out as well and set them to fighting, at least we’d have more time to think of something. That and Pidgeot can’t keep that up forever.”

“Right.” Eve looked around. “How are we going to find something like that?”

Pikachu hopped down from his perch. “I can help. My electric sense is good enough that I can tell where there are spaces underground.”

The archaeologist looked blank, so Ash translated for her.

“Oh, I see. Like geophysics scans, then. Yes, that would help.” After glancing over her shoulder at Pidgeot playing the role of a Pika-dore, she set off after Pikachu with Ash bringing up the rear.


“What are you doing here?” Pidgeot called down to Eevee as she executed a wingover above her.

“I want to help! I don’t want Gary, or his hometown to be in danger, and-“, she was quiet for a moment, as Pidgeot’s attacks caused the Gengar to ponderously turn away from her, “and this thing’s the opposite of what a Pokémon should be! We’re supposed to protect people, not to destroy!”

“At the moment, you’re one of the people who needs protecting!”

“No! I won’t accept that I have to leave you to fight alone! I’m a Normal type too!”

“Just hide! I’m sorry, but you’re not powerful enough yet!” Pidgeot banked around Gengar, and one of the missed attacks hit a tree, blowing it into splinters.

Eevee spotted the effect and suddenly felt afraid. Her typing might make her immune to the direct effects of a Ghost’s attacks, but the side effects were something else entirely. Shrapnel, concussive force and collapsing trees were all risks.

Well, if she had wanted to avoid risk she would have been a different person altogether. Focusing, she used a Quick Attack and dodged out of the way of a Shadow Ball-esque beam of Ghost type energy.


“What do you think?” Ash asked, holding up a strange, brown-camo-patterned object.

Eve examined it critically. “Not much of an urn. But then the meaning of words does shift over the centuries. How do we activate it, I wonder?”

Pikachu loped over. “Found another one. Looks the same kind of pattern as that, but it’s a spoon.”

“Hm.” Eve murmured, before looking at it and asking, “Don’t Alakazam use spoons? It’d make sense for Alakazam to be in the Unearthly Urn, they and Gengar are well matched type wise.”

Ash took the spoon from Pikachu. “Well, no other way to check.” He made sure his hat was firmly on his head, and slotted spoon to urn.

There was an audible click, and the urn began to levitate before flying off back down the tunnel.

“What did you do that for?”

“Well, we did want to get them fighting, right? If they’re such rivals, they’d ignore everything else to focus on the other.”

“Seems quite reckless, but alright.” Eve shook her head. “But what now? Two Pokémon that powerful fighting one another could do serious damage to the Kanto region, or even destroy the world!”

Ash looked at her. “There are dozens of legendaries on the home islands. They’d stop it before it got that far. Remember, there are Pokémon like Lugia or Ho-Oh out there.”

The mention of Ho-oh brought up another flash of memory from the king of Pokéatlantis, specifically of how jubilant he’d felt when the great maiju of his rivals had defeated one another and left the way open for his grand plan with Ho-Oh.

Ash frowned for a moment, and pushed the memories away again. Looks like that encounter left me with more than I thought. Must be Pokémonopolis stirring them up…

“Right, the world’s not destroyed, there’s got to be some kind of fail-safe for both of them down here. Pikachu, I need you to keep looking. Probably somewhere big – this thing would have been applauded, not hidden.”

Eve nodded. “Makes sense to me.”


Pidgeot disengaged from battle, relieved, as an enormous Alakazam began fighting the Gengar. As the fight was no longer creeping towards Pallet Town, she could leave to rest herself. Firing that many Ominous Wind attacks had nearly spent her.

Down on the ground, Eevee ran out of the way herself. She’d been using Double Team illusions to distract the Gengar, but couldn’t honestly say it had been much use.

On spotting Gary and a small horde of reinforcements turn up, she headed over to him. He gathered her up and held her. “You shouldn’t have done that… oh, don’t do that to me again, okay?”

She knew what he meant, that he was concerned for her, and smiled slightly-

-but then a flash of light caught her eye.

One of Alakazam’s attacks had deflected off that of its’ opponent and was headed for Gary.

She reacted without thinking and jumped from his arms, straight at the beam.

“Eevee!”

Gary stared at the blast of multicoloured light that had, a moment ago, been his dear little Eevee.

Umbreon landed on the forest floor and briefly looked herself over, then gave a grin. “MY turn.”

Inhaling briefly, she shot out a Dark Pulse at the battling titans.


“Giant paintbrush.” Ash sighed. “This is just getting silly. What do you think? Smeargle?”

“What’s a Smeargle?” Eve asked.

Ash held up Dexter, screen displaying one of the artistic Pokémon. “They can copy moves. They’re pretty diverse in their possible moves, though do suffer from the way they’re relatively physically weak.”

“Okay, that’s quite impressive. I didn’t spend much time on Pokémon when I was younger.”

Ash blinked, thrown off track. “You’re, what, a year older than me?”

“And do you have any idea how hard it is to become a Doctor of Archaeology by nine? I barely had time to eat.”

Pikachu flashed a spark of lightning to catch everyone’s attention. “Shouldn’t we be stopping the rampage of enormous Pokémon now?”

“Sure.” Ash shrugged. “Well, I may as well do what worked with the last one.”

Eve looked concerned. “And that is?”

Ash grinned.

With a quick yank, he pulled the enormous brush from the altar, and it activated.


“That was anticlimactic.” Gary grumbled. Umbreon rubbed against his shin, and he reached down to caress her. “I thought these fights you kept getting in were impressive.”

“Against those things?” Ash waved a hand. “No way am I going to go for impressive if something simpler works.”

Misty snapped her fingers. “Hey, Ash? Remember all those cloned Pokémon? Well, these have similar markings. I wonder if there’s some sort of relation?”

“Not like we can test it.” Brock shrugged.


Now, where are you? Ash asked himself silently, meditating. He’d felt the alien presence twice today, and he wanted to find out what the deal with it was.

He was delving deep into his memory, searching for the mind of who could only be the King of Pokéatlantis.

Ash gave a mental snort. Maybe it is poetic justice, but I sort of wish Ho-Oh hadn’t made him immortal in the process. I really should have chucked the damn orb in the sea or the Reverse World or something.

Suddenly, something flashed. A shard of memory that felt like it was his, but one he didn’t remember. Could it be what he was after?

Battle. Betrayal. Familiar scene, but unfamiliar participants. Absence of friends. Loss, pain, exhaustion, witnessing of battle. Hopeless charge.

Death and renewal.

Ash staggered back. So that was what happened on New Island last time? There was an uncomfortable parallel of events there – and it added one to the list of prophecies he’d fulfilled. But it was good to know, especially as it filled in a lot of gaps about his second meeting with Mewtwo.

On examining it more closely, it looked like it had turned up at the same time as he’d restored Mewtwo. Something of a backup, from Mewtwo’s memories rather than his own.

Right. Now, where’s that thing I was originally looking for?

Something else twinkled in the distance. This one was a darker, purple colour. Colour? Something gave that sensation, anyway.

More hesitant this time after discovering how overwhelming a rush of memories could be, Ash gently reached out for it.

Rage. Megalomania. Frustration. But they were faint, and there was no king here. Just memories, like an echo of the real sociopathic monarch.

Which is, of course, a good thing. Ash relaxed, and scanned over what was there.

A few arguments. Diplomatic stuff, mostly. Three or four battles, though only one with any Pokémon in at all – and not many of them. And a more vivid section about the build-up to the king’s imprisonment.

Makes sense. It’s what he’d have been thinking about when he was possessing me.

Ash locked away the alien shard and came out of his trance, to drop into sleep instead.


AN: Okay, so this set isn’t a complete run of breather chapters.

Why is it that ancient civilizations always seal away their weapons of mass destruction so insecurely that a random bloke touching it is enough to trigger its’ release? Modern equivalents don’t detonate if you drop them, set fire to them, shoot them, crush them, pretty much anything. They’re made that way.

Also, Umbreon. She evolved earlier, but then Gary is nicer earlier. Though apparently the douche that we know and… tolerate, from the anime, isn’t actually the original version. Like Kasumi(Misty) and Takeshi(Brock), Shigeru was very different to his English-language version - he and Ash saw one another as honourable rivals.

Kasumi, meanwhile, was very self-confident, flirty and thought she was the hottest thing in the room. And Takeshi often asked people when they were going to be eighteen and made suggestive comments.

You can probably see why they changed them for the US and English in general.






29. Chapter 28


CAUTION: this chapter is a bit self indulgent and stems from my inexperience at the time with writing subtly. You can skip it if you want.


The post arrived, and Ash picked it up as he was closest to the door. “Hey, there’s a letter from Hollywood. Looks like the Premiere managed to sneak in before the League opens.”

Misty and Brock crowded around, and Gary poked his head in the window. “You got some too? There’s plane tickets in there, we better hurry to catch the flight.”


“Ah, amazing to be somewhere so totally different to normal.” Brock looked around the LAX airport. “Hang on, didn’t the Rockets help us out? I didn’t see them on the plane.”

“Maybe they were on a different flight.”

Brock’s reply was drowned out by a surging roar of turbines, and a large jet fighter descended vertically to stop on a helipad to one side of the group.

Meowth bounced out, followed by a slightly cramped Jessie and James. “Bet ya forgot we had dis!”

“I actually did. You guys teleport too much.”

“So you guys got tickets too…” Ash was frowning. “We didn’t see the Laramie Ranch people either.”

Misty spotted a waving young woman. “Over there!”

“Howdy, Ash, James, and all y’all!” Lara grinned as she bounded up to them. “We got here last night. Been staying with relatives.”

“Wait a sec. A hundred or so ranchers, Pokémon like Ash’s Charizard, and a great big cast in general… is there going to be room in the cinema?”

“That’s the best part! We got the whole day booked in the Chinese Theatre!”

Jessie blinked in surprise. “Okay, wow. Isn’t that place really famous?”

“Yeah, the buzz about these films is really big. I think it’s actually ours that got them to take a better look at the others, Ash.”

Brock stroked his chin. “I can see that. It’s not as quirky as the idea of an all-Pokémon film, and seeing it as one of the four would encourage the critics to look more at the other three.”

“That’s what the film guy said.” Lara began gesturing. “Come on, this way!”

Meowth glanced at the map, then flickered out of sight. He wanted to check on something…


“So, which one’s first?” Ash whispered to Lara. She was acting as a barrier between Ash’s party and the Rockets, with the horde of Pokémon spread out over several rows.

“Think it’s our one, now shush. It’s starting.”


The screen lit, with the first image being a boundless sky with barely a cloud to be seen. After a few seconds, the camera panned down to show a spire of rock reaching up out of endless rolling hills of long grass.

The first person to appear was Ash, though his friends had to double take at the screen before they confirmed that, yes, it was him. Dressed in Steppe tribal clothing of the kind that had hardly changed in millennia, he was followed by similarly attired children of around his age from the Ranch area.

“Temujin, slow down!” One of them called to Ash, and Brock snapped his fingers.

Turning to Ash, he whispered, “You’re doing-”

Ash nodded.

The next few minutes established the characters of Temujin and his brothers via their attempting to take a Pidgeot egg to raise as a hunting bird. Borte breathlessly mentioned the superstition that an egg laid by a fully evolved Pokémon would be stronger and evolve faster.

Temujin was shown to be the son of the clan leader of a small tribe in the high Steppes. Not the first son, nor the youngest, and destined for a minor alliance marriage in a nearby minor tribe.

Then came the film’s conflict. The assassination of his father, his family living in the wilderness, killing his elder brother when the brother tried to steal food, growing up, until finally at a shockingly young age he returned to his old tribe in triumph and took over.

Temujin then took over another nearby tribe with a show of strength, and another, until at the climactic battle of the film (with over three thousand participants, although barely a hundred actors – courtesy of course of Dexter) he secured control over his entire people.

The next day, members of nearby peoples such as the Turkic arrived to treat with him.

As one of them left the Yurt, he glanced back. “So, what shall we call you? You are not simply a chief, or even a leader of one people.”

Temujin thought for a moment. “Let me be called the Lord of the Sea of Grass.”

The man, a Uriankhai, chuckled. “Then the world will fear Genghis Khan of the Mongols!”

With that, the credits rolled.

There was a nice song by Jigglypuff’s band, who had done the music for the whole film. This particular one, it seemed, was called ‘behold a pale horse’.

There was a double meaning in that – for this was Genghis Khan, who had been like death, riding to millions on a pale horse.


Ash and Dexter had been so careful when adapting the film from the secret histories to not mention the word “Mongol” that the revelation took half of the audience by surprise. As the credits rolled, a hubbub of conversation filled the theatre.

Cleavon let it go on for a few minutes, then clapped his hands. “I’ve been informed there will be a twenty minute break before the second film is shown. If you need to get a drink, go and do it now.”

Ash recalled his Pokémon with a series of swift motions. “We better let the Pokémon get some time outside, too, guys.”

“I’m impressed wid dat, Ash.” Meowth said, jumping over his partners. “Didn’t get it till da end.”

“Thanks.” Ash said, rubbing the back of his head awkwardly.

James blinked. “I didn’t see you come in.”

“Eh, I was lookin’ for Meowzie. Didn’t see her anywhere, so ya musta changed sometin’, Ash.”


In Fuchsia city, a Meowth sneezed. Koga glanced over at her. “Make sure that doesn’t happen on the assault course.”

“Of course, sensei.”


“Anyways, I’m lookin’ forward to da next one!”

I rather hope you enjoy it. Everyone winced slightly as a massive wash of psychic presence swept over them.

Oh, sorry, Mewtwo added, I’m still getting used to controlling the level of that. Anyway, this second one is the only one I was actually in. For the rest of the week, I ended up as special effects.

“You are the only Pokémon with the psychic power and focus to construct entire sets in a matter of moments.” Misty said, remembering how many times the young Legendary had done just that.

I prefer to think of my work on the aerial scenes when such a topic comes up.

The conversation was interrupted by Gary suddenly cursing. “Does this mean that Ash is the only one of us who managed to get himself made a movie star? Damnit!”


The audience fell silent as the second film opened, this time with a female voice’s narration.

“The Holy Grail War is fought every forty years, a struggle between seven of the Magus hiding away within the country to seize an artefact that can grant any wish. These mages are empowered to contract the spirits of heroes from the past.

Seven heroes are always called, one of each type.

Saber, the strongest, wielder of the sword.

Lancer, the agile master of the spear.

Caster, possessing magic greater than any found today.

Archer, dealer of death from afar.

Rider, with a swift and deadly steed.

Berserker, possessed of maddened strength.

Assassain, the secretive killer of the shadows.

Master and Servant fight until only one team is left, then those winners take the grail and achieve their fondest wish.”

The screen lightened, to show Cubone walking along.

“Of course, it would have helped had I known any of that before the war found me.”


Flashes of a Marowak and a Pikachu, the former with a pair of exquisite ivory and ebony falchion and the latter with a long spear, fighting in what appeared to be a school yard late at night. Cubone watched, astonished, then saw an Abra behind the Marowak. “What are you doing here, Ran?” she said with one of Dee’s many artificial voices.

When Cubone tried to duck back out of sight, Pikachu broke off his battle, chased her up and promptly stabbed her. “Sorry about this, kid,” he said, this voice vaguely Irish, “But it’s one of the rules. Witnesses to the Grail War have to die, simple as that.”

Then the Abra did something with a crystal pendant, and Cubone’s wound was gone.


“Who are you?”

The electric-type frowned. “So, you survived that? That makes me feel better about this. It’s crueller killing humans who haven’t a hope fighting back!”

Cubone went flying from a kick, and strange runes began to glow on her hand. Then on the floor.


“One of yours?” Pidgeot chirped quietly to Mewtwo.

Yes.


A Riolu in armour appeared and attacked Pikachu with a shimmering, half-seen sword, quickly driving him off.

“Servant Saber. Upon your summoning, I have come forth. I ask of you, are you my Master?”

Cubone blinked. “What?”

The narration returned. “I am Sajou Emiya. And that is how I ended up in this mess.”

The title card finally made an appearance: Unlimited Blade Works.


Kirei Kotomine, a Psyduck wearing a crucifix, explained to Sajou and Ran that they would have to kill or be killed in the Holy Grail War.

“I’ll only fight to end this ridiculous war!”

Beside her, Ran shook his head at the naivete on display.


It was amazing to watch, for everyone who knew Cubone, seeing how sincerely she could play Sajou’s hot blooded character.

Jessie, looking over at her, wondered if perhaps playing this role had helped her.


The sound of thumping footsteps interrupted a conversation between Sajou and Ran. Both looked over into the night mist, and saw an Eevee picking her way forward.

She stared dispassionately for a moment at the two Masters and their Servants, then smiled slightly. “Kill them all, Berserker.”

With a roar, a Charizard barrelled forward out of the mist swinging an enormous club.

Marowak pulled Ran out of the way, summoned a bow and began firing. Riolu/Saber likewise leapt into battle.


After Berserker had nearly wiped the floor with Saber, Ran suddenly got a message from his Servant.

Get away.

The camera zoomed out… and out… and showed the Marowak Archer. Five miles away, on top of a hill, a crackling arrow on her bow.

The shot devastated the entire battlefield.


“Okay, how did you do that one?” Gary asked Dee. She replied with text.

If you show an attack, then a vast explosion, people assume the attack caused the explosion. We just had Charizard let off a Blast-Burn and then started filming again in the smoking crater.


“Let’s go home, Berserker.” Gary’s (at the time) Eevee said calmly. “Bye bye.”


Ran crossed his arms. “What heroic spirit are you?”

“I don’t remember.” Archer said. “It seems my memories are incomplete.” A slight grin crossed her face, barely seen under the bone mask. “This is because your summoning was done wrong.”


Cubone looked around her. She was in a field of blades. Just a dry, packed desert with swords and spears and all manner of weapon stuck into the ground.

Looking towards the sun, she saw a figure on a small hill, impaled with many blades-

Then she woke up.


Strange red threads over the school, visible only to the eyes of a Magus.

One of Sajou’s friends, the Ivysaur Shinji, asking her what was wrong.

Arbok, the servant Rider, appearing at Shinji’s side that evening.

The Holy Grail War continued to unfold, Ran and Sajou trying desperately to keep a lid on the chaos caused by things like Arbok’s “Blood Fort Andromeda”.

But when they fought their way to the pair, they found Arbok already dead, and echoes of a Ninetales floating through the halls.


“You’re in luck.” The Psyduck, Kotomine, said to an infuriated Shinji. “There happens to be a Servant without a Master at this time…”


Saber, running up the steps to the temple which Sajou had begun sleepwalking towards.

Squirtle, introducing himself as Assassain.

The revelation that the Caster in this war was Ninetales.

Archer, pulling Sajou out of the firing line. “My own stupidity makes my head ache when I hear it from you!”


Much of the audience nodded to themselves at that. Those who weren’t aware of the plot twist instead frowned in confusion.


Archer avoided killing her enemy, Caster broke Saber’s contract with Sajou…

Everything became stranger.

Caster’s master turned out to be one of the local school teachers, an Arcanine.

Sajou and Ran tried to confront Caster, and Archer betrayed her Master. For the first time, Sajou’s true power was shown – the formation of blades, just like Archer.


The next few minutes of the film were subdued, until the two Masters without their Servants tried to ally with the Eevee and her monstrous Charizard. Running into the main hall of her mansion, they found a horizontal blizzard of swords raining down on Berserker from the “servant without a master” that Ivysaur had contracted – Mewtwo, as a version of the ancient Babylonian king Gilgamesh.


I think I did quite a good job with this scene.

Charizard tossed his head. “Well, it hurt. And you certainly play an arrogant monster well.”

I have experience.


Gary winced. “Okay, ew.”

Umbreon licked his face. “Wouldn’t work on me anymore, even if he tried. Dark, remember?”


Sajou revealed her background, as someone who has wanted to “save”, because of her being the only survivor of a great fire.

As the two discussed their next objective, Pikachu/Lancer hopped down from above and volunteered his help in the defeat of Caster.


Pikachu and Marowak battled in the church grounds.

“Gae Bolg!”

With that, the identity of the hero Lancer was based off was clear – the ancient warrior, Cu Cullain.

The attack was held off by the so-called Archer, but she then revealed that her plan was aimed at Caster in the first place.


Below, Sajou and Ran fought to try and free Riolu. Their attack was mainly defeated by the teamwork of the Ninetales and Arcanine, the latter of whom destroyed several of Sajou’s copies of Archer’s twin swords with a blistering sequence of physical attacks.

As the two Fire types gloated, however, Archer shot them from a nearby landing.


Trying to save Sajou from her seemingly-berserk former servant, Ran executed the summons contract on Saber directly.

The Riolu’s hands once more clutched a sword, but this one was fully visible – a beautiful gold, blue and steel blade bearing letters in an unknown script. Only one part was legible- escalibur.

The newly revealed King Arthur fought well, but Archer’s trump card – the reality marble Unlimited Blade Works, a weapon version of the actress’ own Bones of the Hills, nearly killed both Sajou and Saber and forced them to retreat. Sajou demanded that Archer explain his actions at the manor the Eevee had lived in.


“We both have the same pendant, even though only one was supposed to exist. We have the same powers. How is this possible?”

Marowak nodded. “My real name is heroic spirit Emiya. I am the tired, bitter end of your ideals. I saved many people, but all I had in the end was regret.”


Riolu nudged Pikachu. “I had to help her with the lines for this bit. She wanted it to be different.”


“My purpose is to prevent you from becoming a heroic spirit. But it looks like you understand that we will fight by crossing blades.”

The two formed a pair of copies each of Durandal, and charged.

At one of the clashes of blades, the screen cut to show a vision Sajou had just received.

My body… 

Is made of swords.

Iron is my blood

 And glass is my heart.

I have overcome countless battlefields undefeated.

Not once have i retreated

Nor once have i been understood.

Always alone

On the hill of swords…

intoxicated with victory…

thus, this life has no meaning.

This body… 

was definitely… 

made out of blades.

“So, you saw it then?” Archer asked, as her past self collapsed. “The truth that awaits you in the future, a fake bound by worthless ideals her entire life?”

Sajou charged back into battle with a cry, and the two fenced to the music of Imitation.


“How touching.” Mewtwo/Gilgamesh mocked, interrupting the tableau of Sajou’s defeat of her future self.

Everyone turned, ready for a fight.

“You all get to live, to die another day, scum.” Mewtwo levitated off. “I have to complete the grail.”


“The only thing that can match his power is…”

“Me.” Sajou said. “My power is the same as Archer’s. If I have enough mana, I can match him.”

“How do we manage that?”


Everyone in the theatre blinked. “What the hell was that?”

Dee hummed. I don’t know. In my version they just forced twenty Ethers down her neck.


Assassain agreed to fight Saber, explaining that it was because he was not a “real” hero and had never actually existed that he wanted to test himself.

Their battle ended with Assassain using the Tsubame Gaeshi attack he had developed through experience, a refraction of dimensions through pure skill that allowed three sword strokes simultaneously, but his attack was just insufficient to defeat the Excalibur.


Squirtle grinned. “Took hardly any effort at all!”

“You broke space.” Ivysaur reminded him. “Some people would consider that harder than the acting stoic you had to do. We needed fifteen takes.”


Meanwhile, Ran went off to save Shinji, trapped as he was in a vast, suspiciously Muk-like mass of corruption leaking from the ‘holy’ grail, and Sajou matched Mewtwo sword for sword in a spectacular cacophony of crashing weapons.

“Did not Archer tell you your ideals are borrowed?”

“Yeah.” Sajou pulled herself up again. “But did he not follow them all the way to the end? What’s wrong with that?”


When Arthur arrived, Sajou sent him along to help Ran and continued the fight on her own.

“You fool!” Mewtwo chuckled, then rained more swords on Sajou.

With a flare of fire, the Cubone used her reality marble.

“Everything here is an imitation! Completely worthless objects to you!” Sajou shouted, taking up one of the swords stuck in the ground. “But there’s no rule that says a fake can’t defeat the original!”


Hundreds of swords from an apparently-still-alive Archer in the sky blew a path for Ran to get Shinji to safety. With them out of the way, Saber invoked his legendary weapon and annihilated the corrupt Grail.


Sajou and Gilgamesh, wielding legendary weapons like disposable toys, fought back and forth across the created landscape.

Finally, when he lost one of his best weapons, Gilgamesh reached for his “true” weapon, Ea, and the extra second allowed Sajou to finally end the Grail War.


“It’s over.” Sajou said, staring at the devastated terrain.

“Yes. It is. And on a better note than my own.” Archer nodded to her, then walked over to Ran.

Over the last few minutes, to the gentle theme of Eternity, Marowak said her goodbyes.


“Was it me, or was that a combination of group therapy for Cubone and an excuse for special effects?” Ash asked as the lights went back up.

“Hey, we got to stage a fight between King Arthur and Hercules. What more do you want?”

“True. But this could be a lot more deep than it is.”

“I’ll try and get something worked out, there’s about two weeks’ worth of time we planned out. Hopefully show off who Rider really was as well as what Gilgamesh was doing here.”

“…special effects were spectacular, though.”


The third film (Sword of the Stranger) was, thankfully, more conventional. Riolu once more played a major role, though this time as a Ronin around the time of the Shogunate.

Other characters included a shrine priest (Mewtwo), evil Ming general in pursuit of immortality (Ivysaur), and a boy and his dog (Nobody commented on how the dog, Growlie, was about ten times bigger than the boy, being played by Abra.)

Gary’s Kadabra played as a westerner with a passion for interesting fights, naturally on the side of the villains. Geodude, meanwhile, was a tough subordinate of Ivysaur’s character Luo-lang.


Ash frowned. “Why’s Riolu’s sword tied to the sheath?”

“It’s called peace bonding. Indicates he doesn’t intend to kill anyone, as he can’t draw his sword.”

“Right, can’t kill anyone, got it.”


After a fairly protracted negotiation and not a little emotional blackmail, Riolu finally agreed to escort Abra and Arcanine to a remote Buddhist temple, so as to avoid the Big Bad attacking him.

Not that that worked all that well. In fact, generally speaking there was an awful lot of attacking.


“How many substitutes did you kill off in this film?” Ash asked incredulously, as thirty copies of Meowth went down in as many seconds.

“We all lost count.”

“What, even Dee?”

“All of us.” Pikachu repeated.

“And another thing - I thought you said the point of the peace-bond was to show he didn’t want to kill anyone.”

“He’s good enough to do it anyway.”


“That was one of the most amazing pieces of film I have ever seen.” Gary commented in an absent tone as the film wound to a close. “I mean, wow. I saw it when it was being filmed, but…”

I’ll take that as a compliment. Dee remarked lightly.


After the other three, Pokémon in love was relatively pedestrian. But it was well-constructed, nevertheless, and the way Cleavon had not relied on Dee’s dubbing skills and used solely the expressions of the actors gave it a unique quality.


Ash and his friends practically pried themselves out of the seats in which they had been sitting for the better part of nine hours on and off, ready to head back to LAX for their flight home.

Excuse me, but I’m going back to Johto myself via long distance teleport. I would not mind taking passengers for the Home Islands.

Several of the humans and Pokémon stopped, turning to Mewtwo. “How many can you take?”

Remember the enormous hurricane? Mewtwo replied. There’s very little limit on how many I can teleport.

“Eh, we’re goin’ back our own way.” Meowth said, speaking for his team. “We can’t leave the Su over here.”

I see. Everyone else, I’ll go back in three hours from here, so pick up anything you left somewhere and meet me then.


Okay, wow.

Mewtwo gazed across the huge number of people, mainly Ranchers, then cracked his knuckles.

I do enjoy a challenge.

For a moment, everyone’s vision wavered like they’d just plunged into water, then they found themselves sitting on their respective beds, at their respective homes or where they were otherwise staying.

Ash checked his. “Showoff! He properly made my bed, too!”

“Actually,” Mimey commented from the door, “That was me.”

“Oh, sorry.”


AN: Yeah, pretty self indulgent. But I think that UBW provided some character development for Cubone, at least, and also served the purpose of “humanizing” Mewtwo for Giovanni.

Sword of the Stranger is a great classic of the Anime medium, and the main reason the description of it is so short is that I didn’t feel I could possibly do it justice. I recommend watching it.

There’s no actual film called Sea of Grass, at least as far as I know. There are several film reproductions of the story of Temujin, which is known fairly well from the Secret History of the Mongols, but for this version I drew primarily on the Wolf of the Plains, by Conn Iggulden, which compresses the time frame of the unification.

Next chapter is back to the main storyline.






30. Chapter 29


“We’re on the roo-ad, to Viri-di-an ci-ity…”

“Ash, please stop singing that.” Misty said, frowning at him.

“Sorry. I’m just excited, I mean, this is my first Pokémon League!”

She rolled her eyes. “No, it’s not.”

“I demand written proof.” He grinned. “Anyway, it’s certainly the first one in far too long.”

Riolu raised a paw. “It’s my first, does that count?”

“Hey,” Brock said. “At least you get to do them once a year. Officially qualified gym leaders aren’t allowed to compete in any tournament they faced the Elite Four of to qualify. So neither Misty nor I can even start a Gym challenge until they replace someone.”

“Why’s that?”

“Hangover from the Shogunate again. Stops regions from becoming too fractious, otherwise the Leaders would just challenge one another constantly and not do their job. Ieyasu Tokugawa really wanted to make sure the unification stuck that time.”

Ash nodded. “I can understand that. It was, what, the third attempt?”

“Yes. I don’t think he really had to worry, though, by that point everyone was heartily sick of the whole Warring States thing.”


A shadow flashed overhead. Ash dropped into a slight crouch, then relaxed upon seeing it was just an overly enthusiastic Pokémon trainer. “Afternoon. Heading to the League as well?”

“I am. Do you want to have a practice battle?”

Ash eyed him dubiously. “You’re not going to insist on anything stupid, like the loser having to give up all their badges, are you?”

“What? No!”

“Just thought I’d check. And you kind of sound familiar…”

The other trainer looked eager. “You do? I’m Otoshi!”

Ash, Brock and Misty looked between themselves and shrugged. “Doesn’t ring a bell.”

“Figures. People only know me as a voice actor anyway.” Otoshi then waved his hand dismissively. “I voiced a popular anime character for a couple of years, through they put it on hiatus while I did my League Challenge to let the manga build up a lead again.”

Brock snapped his fingers. “That character who’s a Poochyena youkai?”

“That’s the one!”

Ash flipped Dexter open for a second. “Well, I can see why they picked you… forget voice, you look practically identical. Apart from the hair colour, but then hardly anyone has pure white hair.”

Otoshi shrugged. “Shall we get on with that battle?”

“Sure! One Pokémon each?”

“A skirmish, then? Fine! Marowak!”

Pikachu bounded forward into the fight, and started with a Magnet Rise to keep him off the ground and away from any earthquakes. “Hah! Not much you can do against me now, Maro-”

WAK!

The side effect of Magnet Rise is that it also means the user is not actually in contact with the ground. This means that ‘friction’ and ‘gravity’ barely apply in terms of staying in one place when, say, hit by a large club.

“Ow…” Pikachu mumbled from a small crater in the bark of a tree.

Ash jogged over and pried him loose. “That’s what you get for underestimating people, Pikachu. Remember, we’re dealing with the Pokémon League now, and everyone’s beaten eight gyms.”

“Okay, okay, lesson learned, now make the world stop spinning.” Pikachu flopped backwards onto the grass.

Ash shrugged. “I suppose I should thank you, he and I both kind of needed that wake-up call.”

“Was your Pikachu going against my Marowak even a good idea in the first place?” Otoshi asked, frowning.

“He’s overwhelmed Lightningrod before, let alone Ground typing, but it’s inconsistent.”

“Fair enough, then. Well, nice meeting you and see you at the League!”


“Ah, here we are. Indigo Plateau.”

“You know, it used to be called the Quartz plateau…” Brock mused. “It’s a huge fault block of metamorphosed Quartzite that can withstand weathering better than almost anything else between these mountains, because…” he tailed off. “Oh, what? I do know quite a lot about this sort of thing!”

“You lost us at fault.” Ash replied bluntly.

“Whatever. Kids…”

“You’re still a teenager as well!”

“And you’re not a teenager yet, so ‘as well’ doesn’t fit. Anyway, they changed the name to Indigo so that all of the Leagues were associated with a colour, like the Orange and the Silver.”

Misty frowned. “What about that one in Sinnoh? Or the Ever Grande conference?”

“Lily of the Valley has the official designation of white, Ever Grande is blue, and stop nitpicking.” Brock huffed. “Besides, they’re not Honshu leagues.”

“Whatever.”

At that point, the friends heard a faint rumbling from behind them, and prudently stepped out of the way of the Torch procession.

Ash gave a slight smile. “I remember when the Rockets tried to steal that, and…” he tailed off, and closed his eyes. “Thought so. Moltres is shadowing the torch, probably because of curiosity or something.”

“What, really?” Misty asked. Ash pointed.

Squinting, she finally managed to pick out a tiny dot. “How did you spot that?”

“Legendaries have a lot of Aura. Now that I actually have a chance to watch, it’s really kind of impressive.”

The others concentrated for a moment, then engaged their own out-of-practice sight.

“Yeah, I see what you mean. Looks sort of like a star in the night sky…”


“Good afternoon. It’s the last day for registering, you made it just in time.”

Ash gave a weak smile. “Better than not making it at all, right?”

“I suppose. Now, your badges?”

He opened his jacket. “Boulder, Cascade, Thunder, Marsh, Rainbow, Soul, Volcano, Earth.”

“Oh, I’m impressed!” the administrator, a Nurse Joy doing double duty, said. “We don’t see the Volcano or Marsh badges a lot here any more, most people go to Chubu for some of their badges instead, as that’s joint Indigo-Silver territory.”

“Yeah, about that…” Brock interrupted. “What happened to the Indigo League regular inspections? I didn’t see one in my entire tenure of a few years, then we found that Cerulean sometimes didn’t bother with fights, Saffron’s leader had been half-mad for a decade and the Cinnabar Gym had basically closed down entirely.”

“That’s somewhat worrying – sorry, your name?”

Brock flashed his badge of office. “Brock, Pewter leader – on sabbatical at the moment. My father has taken over my position.”

“I see. So how did your friend get those badges anyway?”

Ash sighed heavily. “I cured Sabrina and solved something like eighty-odd riddles for Blaine. Seriously, that man needs something a bit more moderate if he’s making his supplemental challenge intelligence…”

The Joy taking his registration paused, and looked more closely at him. “Oh, I get it now! You’re the one who destroyed Cerulean Gym!”

“It was partly Misty’s fault! How else was I supposed to fight a Chinchou with an Electric type?” Ash replied, then glanced at Misty’s expression. “I mean, oops, yeah, that was me. Now can we get on with it?”

“Oh, sorry. Yes, you’re registered to compete. It looks like your first preliminary is in three days, two after the opening ceremony tomorrow. Report to the Grass field at ten A.M, and you’re battling someone by the name of Quinn.”

“Thanks.” Ash turned away from the counter, noticing that his entry number was #255. “Talk about by the skin of my teeth. Well, guys, looks like we get a day to look around before it’s time. Wonder if Ritchie’s here yet?”

Brock turned to him as they walked off. “Was that the kid who was basically a clone of you?”

“Yeah, I’ve run into a few, but he was the closest. Though one of the others had a Pikachu, too…”

More support for your hypothesis that the universe somehow finds you amusing.

“That’s not a hypowhatever, that’s solid fact. Arceus was betting on my reactions, Dexter. Not to mention the whole prophecy thing.”


An image appeared in front of Ash: a Voltorb.

“Ivysaur.”

The image shifted. Now it was a Venomoth.

“Charizard.”

Inadvisable. Charizard as a surprise is best saved for later in the tournament.

“True. Pikachu, then.”

Pikachu would win, but likely be affected by a powder first.

Dexter’s projection changed again, this time showing a Mr. Mime.

“Tough one. Riolu.”

Prediction is of victory. But be careful showing your cards so early in the tournament – others knowing that Riolu knows Dark Pulse is going to affect their latter decisions.

“I know, but then that’s half the point of the League. One of Tobias’ biggest advantages against me was that I had no idea what his team was apart from that damn Darkrai.”

And then it turned out to include a Latios, yes.

“Ah, end simulations. I don’t think they take the nature of a battle properly into effect.”

Ash made to get up, but then a thought occurred to him. “Can you contact Butterfree? Let him know that I might be calling on him in a couple of days.”

Certainly.


Ash and the rest of the competitors – except for the one carrying the torch - stood on the field of the main stadium as the opening ceremony played itself out around them. Under normal circumstances, there would be precisely two hundred and fifty five people in ranks.

Normal didn’t apply this year. There were two hundred and fifty six – or seven, depending on what the official status of a certain Meowth was. Team Rocket had entered as a group, and anyone who might have felt offended hadn’t noticed in time.

Not that there were many, not with a man whose very name spoke of good will running the ceremonies.

An important-looking man stepped up to the microphone first. “I hereby declare open the three hundred and ninety ninth Indigo League in this era of the united Home Islands.”

Ash suppressed a grin. He’d heard about this – like the Olympics, the Pokémon League officially insisted that every one of its’ scheduled tournaments took place, even though they were shut down in wartimes. But as far as they were concerned, the year after Sekigahara had been the first one and it would be counted from then whether or not it actually happened, damnit.

“I would also like to say-”

Mr. Goodshow tapped the other official on the shoulder. “That’s enough. You know your instructions, the speech doesn’t keep going after that.”

“Fine, then.” The man, who looked like a minister of some sort, walked off the podium in a huff.

“And now,” Mr. Goodshow continued, “The flame is to be lit! This flame, from Moltres itself, symbolizes the virtues of the competition.”

Funny how of the two Moltres I’ve met, one of them attempted to incinerate me… Ash mused. Wonder what that virtue means?

“Will the last of the torch bearers please step forward?”

Ash turned with everyone else to look, then blinked. That’s Gary. He hid a snicker. I wonder, did he drive part of the way?

Gary walked up to the steps and began to ascend them, holding the torch carefully, when a whoosh of air nearly blew him over.

“Wow!” came from the speakers. “It seems that Moltres itself has decided to turn up for the opening ceremony! We can only hope that this means it will be a particularly fiery competition!”

The great flame Pokémon slowly turned in place over the bowl, watching as Gary recovered his wits and ascended, bowing to Moltres before touching the torch to kindling. Then the Legendary shot a Flamethrower into the bowl, igniting it with a dull whump.

For a moment, as it began to take flight again, its’ eyes swept the contestants, giving Ash a little thrill as its’ gaze passed over him.

And was it his imagination, or had it lingered for a split second?

Then the Bird of Fire was gone once more, a lingering scent in the air where wood-smoke from the League flame had been blown around.

Three or four seconds late – understandable, given the shock of what had just occurred – several hundred fireworks shot skywards, bursting in a rainbow of colours that swept quickly through the spectrum to a deep indigo.

Over the four elemental arenas to the cardinal points of the main one, similar firework displays traced out a leaf, a rock, a drop or a snowflake in indigo.

This apparently reminded Mr. Goodshow of what he was supposed to be doing. “Ah, okay, for those who are first time competitors here, at the Indigo League we tend to have four matches going on at once until the last 32, which are held here. The first four matches you will each do will be in one of the four satellite arenas, so those who want to fight in the Indigo stadium will have to show the ability to use terrain as varied as Ice, Rock, Water and Grass, representing the four types of natural landscape. Once everyone remaining has qualified, it’s a straight knockout tournament, with the winner facing the Elite Four. I believe Lorelei is the first member this year. Thank you, and I hope to see all of you do the best you can.”


“I just had a thought,” Ash said suddenly as they watched Gary’s first battle. He was using his Arcanine to melt the ice field, making things easier for his starter when he had to use it.

“What is it?”

“Half the League contestants have some kind of dramatic entrance, from sakura blossoms to magic tricks. I’d kind of like to have one as well.”

Brock shrugged. “Well, the easy one would be to arrive on Pidgeot. I mean, it does reveal her, but then you’re going to do that anyway as she’s a better reveal than Charizard this early in the tournament.”

“I do like that. And it’d look really impressive, too, given that I’ll be wearing the full costume in the arena.” Ash had been cutting back on how much he wore the enhanced clothes, recently, mainly because his mother had complained.

Misty chuckled. “You sure your mum will be okay with that?”

“She wanted me to look my best on TV, and that outfit’s my best. It’s simple logic.”


Sir Aaron sighed. “Really? This is the next guy we have to fight?”

Uematsu Hojo rolled around on the floor. “My back!”

Palkia looked uncertain. “That’s not as impressive as it could be.”

“Tell me about it.”

Well, sor-ry. A voice huffed from everywhere at once. I thought I’d add character to them.

“You made the Magoichi of Saica into a time traveller!” Sir Aaron complained. “I mean, guns yes, even shotgun. But a rocket launcher, two machine guns and air support?”

…You enjoyed the fight, didn’t you?

“Not the point.” Aaron gauged his opponent for a moment, and kicked at Hojo. The old man flinched with the unexpectedly loud crack of the impact, then stood up slowly. “Thanks, youngster, you fixed my back! But this is a battle, you know. Fuuma! Get him!”

Nothing. Hojo looked up. “Fuuma? Where’s my ninja gone?”

“Dialga and Ieyasu landed on him five minutes ago.”

Hojo gulped as he contemplated the pair of ludicrously good swordsmen (or –dragons) in front of him. “Aheh-heh-heh… no hard feelings?”


AN: Otoshi’s character design and voice actor (in some dubs) are carried over from the title character of Inu Yasha. In the original timeline, he had had his badges stolen by Team Rocket and tried to win Ash’s to replace them.

Bizzarely, that episode is banned in Korea.

The Kanto gyms are a bit of a shambles in the Anime, aren’t they? When you list them all in one go, it really sounds a bit off.

One of the interesting features of the Pokémon world is that their mythology is very present - in this case Moltres. I decided to give Moltres a slightly different reason to be here than the last time (another Team Rocket shenanigan).

The Indigo, Orange and Silver leagues do seem to have a theme in their names - though in the Japanese, Indigo Plateau is instead Quartz plateau. Indigo works well because it’s the name of both a colour (Kanto) and a plant (Johto), though with Johto having a different League in the Anime this is less important.

There will probably be mainly battles for the next several chapters. It’s what comes of reaching the League. Hope the breather was nice.






31. Chapter 30


Quinn strode boldly out into the Grass field area, and looked across the field. She couldn’t see anyone at the other end. “Hey, where’s my opponent?”

“Don’t worry.” The referee replied. “He put in an application for a flyover, so-”

A moving sliver of colour shot over the outer retaining wall of the arena, banked in a high speed circle over most of the crowd, and slowed in a stall over the side of the stadium opposite the female trainer.

As it did so, it became clear that the moving form was that of a Pidgeot. Just at the apex when Pidgeot was no longer rising, a blue human shape dropped straight down twenty feet and landed in a crouch.

“Morning.” Ash said pleasantly. “Ten AM, right?” His left hand, which had braked his fall, tossed a Poké ball in the air and returned Pidgeot.

“…yes.” The referee said, shaking his head. “I’ve seen a lot of entrances in my time, so don’t think that impressed me or anything, but how exactly did you survive that fall without breaking a leg?”

Ash shrugged. “Trade secret. I traded for it.”

“Fine, then.” The referee turned and activated his microphone. “The rules are, three Pokémon each. Nothing that would endanger the crowd.”

Pikachu muttered something into Ash’s ear, who relayed it. “How are weather effects?”

“They’re fine, the stadium has a retractible roof. We cover everything but the central arena itself if one is let off. Now, begin!”

Both trainers threw their first Pokeballs at the same time. Quinn led off with a Flareon, whereas Ash sent out his Pidgeot again.

“Damn!” Quinn muttered. “Match can’t use his best attack if she’s up there. Oh, well. Flamethrower!”

Pidgeot danced to the side as a blast of flame shot skywards, before wheeling back in on the tail of the fire to use the thermal.

“Grass…” the trainer muttered. “Pity to do this, but it’s my best chance. Match! Flare Blitz, inward spiral!”


Ash ducked as the Flame Eevee-lution dashed past his box. “Can Flareon even learn that move?”

Apparently some of them can. It’s a good thing Pidgeot can stay out of the way of that attack, though, it would be devastating.

He licked his finger and raised it over the lip of the box. “Yeah, that’s pretty hot. And it looks like it’s starting to rotate, too. Firestorm?”

Likely.

“Right.” Ash gauged things for a moment, then held up a Poké ball in each hand. “Pidgeot, come back here! Squirtle!”

“This blazing spirit of mine will always overcome! If faced with evaporating heat, there’ll just be more water to make up the difference! This is my Pledge!”

Ah, Water Pledge. Interesting move.

Ash looked down at his Pokédex. “I think I saw that in Isshu. The one that is more effective if Fire Pledge precedes it?”

A series of pulsing explosions sounded as a column of water hit the firestorm from above, throwing droplets of water all over the stadium.

It’s supposed to be, but I think he just managed to get it to trigger on the flaming tornado of doom.

“Yep, that’s Squirtle.”


Match, Quinn’s Flareon, broke off his Blitz and danced out of the way as the water finally broke through the core of the firestorm and slammed into the ground.

Braking to a halt, he let off a quick Inferno and drove away what water there was near him.

Squirtle and Flareon faced one another warily over a landscape of scorched ash and crumbling grass skeletons.

“And the battlers have completely destroyed the field, in only ten seconds more than the league record!”

Ash poked his head over the armoured box. “What’s the record?”

“Two seconds. Ice field, high powered Camerupt, first move Eruption.”

Everyone winced. “Ouch…”

“Right!” Quinn said, pulling out a second Poké ball of her own. “Ivysaur!”

“Pidgeot, back out there!”

“Ivysaur, send up some stun spore cover!”

Pidgeot knifed in, launched a Defog and was gone so fast that Quinn’s Ivysaur couldn’t really keep track. Then a one-layer Razor Wind stirred up the ashes of the grass field, causing a few of them to flicker feebly, and spread them throughout the area as a Smokescreen.

The Ivysaur looked around for a moment, then caught a disturbance in the swirling clouds and lashed out with his vines.

They caught, and he began to capitalize on this with a Power Whip – and then was pulled into the air with a sudden intense tug.

Pidgeot chuckled to herself as her relatively small movements whipcracked the Ivysaur into the air, around in a great, nearly-circular arc, and sent him crashing back into the ground. Ah, physics.

A red beam caught the groggy Ivysaur, returning him before he passed out completely.

Quinn took her third and last Pokémon for the fight out. “Polaris!”

“Polaris?” Ash repeated to himself. “Wonder what that might be…”


“Thunderbolt!”

Pidgeot danced aside from the quick bolt of lightning, a series of air layers attempting to buffer the voltage that did catch her wing, and upon seeing that the Pokémon was a Starmie replied with an Ominous Wind that blew the smoke away from the centre of the arena.

Pikachu shivered as the wide-area move touched him. “That’s really creepy, you know. It feels like a breath of cold air in an empty room.”

“I know what you mean.” Ash shrugged. “But I’ve used Ghost moves myself, so it’s something I’m more ready for now. Felt really strange when I was one, though. Sort of like everything real was the opposite, so it was all warm.”

Pikachu pointed into the arena, as a series of thunderbolts snapped skywards in an increasingly dense pattern. “You think maybe I should go in instead of Pidgeot?”

“Oh, yeah, sure. Pidgeot, return!”

Pikachu jumped over the retaining wall, cheeks snapping, and drank in the next volley of thunderbolts in his Lightningrod. “Thanks for the pick-me-up!”

The Starmie spun in place and fired out a shot of Brine at Pikachu, who tried to use it as a conduit to blast Starmie instead of dodging. The Starfish Pokémon had apparently thought of that, spacing out the stream in discrete blasts to break the circuit.

“Pikachu!” Ash shouted, as he realized what their plan was. “That salt water’s going to stop your attacks from getting anywhere, they’ll just conduct straight back into your own Lightningrod!”

“Now you tell me!” Pikachu yelped. “That’s almost as cunning as that thing Pidgeot just did!”

Now safe from electric attack, Starmie hovered slowly upwards and began sending psychic blasts at Pikachu, who ran in a random evasion pattern to dodge.

“Any ideas?”

Ash thought for a moment. “That smokescreen’s still there… run through it! The water will settle the smoke and hopefully get used up!”

“If you say so!” Pikachu dashed off to the edge of the arena, and began to do as Ash had specified. It wasn’t long, though, before a Psybeam caught him and sent him flying into the air.

“Pikachu!”

Or at least that’s what all the humans watching heard Ash shout. Pikachu, however, along with every other Pokémon, heard something rather different.

“Natural Gift!”

The Rawst berry that Ash had passed him earlier upon seeing Match was consumed, and a blast of condensed sunlight hit Polaris from a completely improbable source.

Thus stunned and driven back towards the ground, the Starmie’s first notice that Pikachu was on the way was when the Volt Tackle arrived from above.

“Well, I didn’t think it would be useful, but I was wrong.” Pikachu commented, before running back over to Ash’s side of the arena to take his beloved Light Ball back.

“The move or the berry?”

“Both.”

“It is the best way to learn different Aura types, though.” Ash muttered, and threw Squirtle’s Poké ball back into the arena to face off against Match.


Squirtle shot a blast of water at Match, who evaporated it with a Flamethrower.

“Hmmm… interesting. Aha!” Diving out of the way of a Flare Blitz, he retracted his limbs and shot into the air with a Hydro Pump.

After a moment, much of the released water began to form a sort of cocoon around him, rotating rapidly as he spun. “There’s a big difference between the temperature of the air and the temperature that water boils at. All it takes is a moment out of the line of fire and it cools down. So take this!”

The flying turtle began to shoot downwards towards Match, the water in his outer layer never exposed to the Flareon’s fire for more than a second or so. “Water Impact!”


Ash frowned. “Does that move exist?”

I think it’s Waterfall with a fancy name.


Mud and water fountained into the air, along with an unconscious Flareon. Quinn returned him, then threw up her hands. “I forfeit. Ivysaur’s too beaten up and your team is still pretty much intact.”

“Winner, Ash Ketchum!”

Ash felt his cheeks heat as the crowd applauded.


Three days later, Ash’s second battle came around. This time, on the Rock field.

“And facing him, Jaxon!”

Jaxon was a big guy, who looked like he was on the other end of his teens from Ash. He lost no time, starting with a Muk.

Ash promptly replied by sending out Ivysaur. “Make sure to keep your distance!”

“I don’t exactly intend to charge, if that’s what you mean.” Ivysaur replied, launching a mud-slap at Muk.

“Muk, Flamethrower!”

Ivysaur vanished underground with Dig as the fire approached, popping back out a couple of dozen feet away. “This is going brilliantly.”

“Shut up! I don’t know which poison types can arbitrarily use fire techniques!”

Ivysaur ducked down again as another blast of fire went over, and didn’t return to the surface. Muk looked around, confused.

Ash closed his eyes, did a double take, and ducked down into his box.

A rumble heralded Ivysaur returning to the surface, some distance from Muk. “Well?” A Solarbeam hit Muk in the side, not injuring him as much as it could have, but still a powerful attack.

“Fire Blast this time!”

Muk inhaled, and then exploded violently.


A Light Screen, courtesy of Dexter, blocked some wayward sludge from entering Ash’s box.

“Wh-what was that?” The commentator shouted, sounding almost panicked.

“Poisonpowder released from underground, as a fuel air bomb?” Ash muttered.

Correct.

A few seconds later, the commentator came over the speakers again. “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, after a talk with our local Joy, I can tell you that Jaxon’s Muk is not permanently harmed. If you have a piece of sludge near you, those in the front rows, please signal and a bag will be provided. Muk is going to be reincorporated later, and will be fine so long as not too much mass is missing.”

“Your Pokémon’s got style, kid. I like that.” Jaxom then took a second Poké ball. “Kadabra! Take this ‘saur down!”

Ivysaur disappeared underground again, but a few seconds later that area of the field creaked, cracked and he came bursting back out again, enveloped in the glow of Psychic.

“Oh, this is going to-”

Kadabra sent him soaring into the air, and began sending up powerful psychokinetic blasts to injure Ivysaur, and keep the Grass-type (but more importantly, Poison-type) juggled. Without being close to the ground, he was unable to escape or anchor himself, and after a few seconds Ash returned him; thought for a moment and replied with Kingler.

“Kadabra, keep it up! Charge Beam!”

As the bolt of electricity formed, Kingler dodged sideways behind a boulder. Since it was neither a homing attack nor being fired by an Electric type, it hit the boulder and did very little apart from blowing a few chips out of it.

Kingler clicked his pincers, and lifted the boulder a few inches in his claws.


Kingler used Strength. Kingler can move boulders.

“Pardon?”

Sorry, I thought I should point it out.


One of Kingler’s claws began to glow, and he advanced slowly, looking around him and keeping up his impromptu shield.

“Behind!” Ash suddenly yelled.

Kingler threw the rock unceremoniously into the air and released his charged Hyper Beam, catching Kadabra as he materialized with a glancing blow. The impact sent the Psychic type skidding backwards, but only seemed to have done a little damage.

“Oh, no!” The commentator shouted. “This is going to be a blow for Kingler, as after an attack of that magnitude it could take quite some time to recharge!”

“Yeah, we know.” Jaxom called back. “We’re not stupid.”

“This commentary is for the benefit of the viewers at home!”

“And if they can’t tell what a Hyper Beam does, what are they teachin’ at school?”

The commentator’s reply went unheard, as the rock finally came screaming back down on Kingler.

He swung a claw upwards as it approached, and the Crab Hammer blew it into dozens of smaller rocks that went all over the place.

Kadabra had instinctively teleported as a reaction to the explosion, but – since the shrapnel went everywhere – he materialized somewhere else about to be hit by a rock, took one on the forehead, and collapsed.

Kingler too staggered, the effects of the blasted rock having pummelled him with a number of small, high speed stones.

“Dang, kid, what is it with you and explosions? Tangela!”

Ash returned Kingler, sending Ivysaur back out.

The two Grass-types stared at one another for a second, then both whipped out their vines and began a complex vine war in the space between them. Ash could see that Ivysaur was at a disadvantage – he couldn’t get close enough to use a Poison attack, and Tangela had more vines. Including one…

“Ivysaur! Below you!”

Ivysaur jumped straight away, but Tangela caught one of his vines and used it to “crack the whip” and send him straight back into the ground, before the vine Tangela had sent underground ensnared his body.

“Good, Tangela! Constrict!”

Ivysaur thrashed, trying to use Poisonpowder on Tangela, but the vines were too far from the main body mass. After a minute or so he went abruptly limp, and Ash retrieved him.

“Ash’s Ivysaur has surrendered after being captured in an unbreakable Bind!” The announcer explained to the audience. “This means he has not passed out, but will no longer be able to compete in this battle!”

“Yeah, thanks, we get it.” Jaxom shouted at the booth.

“Not everyone watching this is a Pokémon League fan!”

“Why not, then? It’s not like we have any other competitive sports in Kanto.”

“Not true! We have, er… um…”

Ash sent Kingler back out again. “Ice beam!”

Tangela dodged, mostly, but one of its’ vines was caught by the ice and frozen, rendering it a stiff dead weight.

Undaunted, the Grass type launched up a Sunny Day and began to quickly melt the affected vine, staying away from Kingler to gain more breathing room.

Ash and Pikachu shared an evil grin.

“Should I?”

“Be almost rude not to.”

Ash pulled out another Poké ball. “Charizard!”

Jaxom’s eyes widened. “Wait, what!”

“Ember!”

Charizard rolled his eyes, and blew a tiny flicker of blue flame. This promptly set Tangela on fire.

“And I think we can call that a victory for Ash Ketchum!”


“What’s next, Ash?” Brock asked him that night.

“Water field. Strange doing them in a different order…” he replied. “In fact, last time this was where Kingler evolved, and he swept the field. I can’t count on him to do that again, though.”

“No, it must have been at least partly luck.” Brock agreed. “Given the field I expect your opponent will send out at least one water type, so Pikachu is indicated right from the start. Which reminds me – can he manage that water walk trick?”

“Yes, and so can I, though you likely saw that in Pallet.”

“Right. Him, Ivysaur – makes sense – and decide the third at the time.”

“I agree.” Ash thought for a moment. “Probably I had better start with Ivysaur, as well. See if I can draw out any non-Water types.”

“Okay, Ash. This is a lot more thought than you put in last time, you know – I’m proud of you.” Brock flashed a quick grin. “Apart from revealing Charizard earlier. That was a mistake, though I can see why you did it.”

“He can’t. Says it was ‘beneath him’.”

“He’s a grouch sometimes. At least he doesn’t set you on fire. As much.”


AN: And we’re back. Sorry about the long delay, I had a Dissertation to do which took a lot of my “writing” time. That and I got bitten by several plot bunnies as soon as the dissertation was handed in.

Almost everyone Ash fights in the League is going to be from either the games or the anime. In the former case, I’ve taken a trainer and added a more rounded set of Pokemon to make up their team - Quinn, for example, is on Route 1 in the G/S/C/HG/SS games.

Also, it has come to my attention that this story now has a Trope page. The link’s on my profile.






32. Chapter 31


Ash tossed a Poké ball into the arena. “Ivysaur!”

“And Ash leads in with his Ivysaur, which is the only Pokémon he has used in all his matches so far. How will this go?”

His opponent smirked, and threw a Poké ball straight into the water. With an eruption of slightly salty water, a Gyarados appeared.

“Dean, meanwhile, has sent out a Gyarados! We haven’t seen this Pokémon before from him, probably because the Grass and Rock fields aren’t especially good for Water types like this!”

Ivysaur looked up from his platform at the frankly enormous Water/Flying type. “Ash… can I get a raincheck here?”

“Come on, give it a go! Use something your, I don’t know, Electric type ancestors knew!”

“I don’t have any Electric type ancestors! Or at least, not that I know of.”

“Rock type?”

“And how do you expect me to hit him with an Ancientpower?”

The Gyarados had been gradually moving deeper into the water. Now it leapt out, with a great roar, and went flying high into the air.

Ivysaur tapped the platform – it wobbled slightly. “Oh, this is going to be embarrassing…”

Gyarados cannoned back into the pool with a great Splash, sending water everywhere – and the floating platform out of the arena entirely, Ivysaur still on it and hence losing by ring out.

Ash raised his hand. “Point of order. What counts as ring out here?”

“Anything that lands or would have landed in the audience, basically.” The referee replied, pointing to where Ivysaur was held in the psychic grip of an Alakazam.

“Okay, so going what must have been a hundred metres into the air doesn’t. Good to know…” Ash sighed. “Pikachu?”

“On it, Ash.”

Pikachu hurried into the arena, stopping at the edge of the pool itself before launching an enormous Thunderbolt at it. The Gyarados promptly rose to the surface, twitching.

“Damn, forgot you had that.” Dean muttered, digging through his bag for something. “Aha. Cloyster!”

Ash blinked. “Er, what?”

“Withdraw!”

The Cloyster shut its’ shell tightly. Pikachu wandered over and zapped it.

Then he frowned. “Shouldn’t something have happened by now?”

“Dexter?” Ash asked, holding up the scanner.

Calcium Carbonate, the material forming the base of the shells of Bivalve Pokémon, is non conductive.

“Well, that’s new. Okay, Pikachu. You know what to do.”

“I certainly do!” Pikachu cricked his clawed hand-paws, and drew one back. “Force palm!”

The impact sent Cloyster skidding across the arena, and its’ shell opened for a moment before shutting again. Pikachu followed, palm glowing blue, and delivered another palm strike. He tried to send electricity in before the shell closed again, but failed. “Damn! I’m no good at these reaction time games!”

“Just electrify the water and do it in there!”

“Oh, yeah, good plan.” Pikachu bodily lifted the Cloyster, winced as his spine gave a sort of creeeak noise, and threw it into the water before anything too permanent happened.

“Now, as I was saying…”

The electrified water paralyzed Cloyster for a few seconds more, and Pikachu pried the shell open between bolts of electricity.

“Done! What’s next?”

“By the looks of this guy, another water type.” Ash muttered.

“That’s where you’re wrong! Diglett, get him!”

“Dig.” The little mole Pokémon appeared in front of Pikachu, who kicked at it.

“Lett.” Without any discernable actual movement, it was behind him. As he spun, it fired a mud-slap at him.

“Ugh. That’s really annoying…” Pikachu muttered as he cleaned his face off. “And why isn’t it actually saying anything?”

“Dig.”

A Magnitude 6 sent Pikachu stumbling. The security Alakazam’s eyes glowed as it isolated the ground from the stands, and the ground shook only within the stadium.

Most of the water that had survived the Splash drained away through fissures that opened up in the ground. Pikachu eyed the instability, and decided on a course of action.

Tapping his Light Ball, he jumped into the air and hovered there.

“What are you going to do now?”

“Lett.” It disappeared underground again, and came back out with an enormous globe of mud.

“Oh, come on.” Pikachu flared his electric aura, and went floating away from the Mud Bomb. “Ash? How am I supposed to catch this mole if he keeps moving around at the speed of light?”

“Hmm… it sounds impossible… Pikachu, get back over here! Squirtle, you handle this!”

“My enemy moves at the speed of light. They can be anywhere… so I have to attack everywhere! Scald!”

Squirtle pushed out a bubble of superheated water in all directions, and there was a sudden BANG from the direction of one of Diglett’s holes.

Confused, Squirtle walked over to it, and found a thoroughly concussed Diglett. “Okay, what just happened?”

Diglett must have run into the water at the speed of light – or very fast, anyway.

“This means I win, right? I’m not actually sure.”

“And Ash Ketchum is through to the fourth round, which will be on the Ice field for him!”

“Suppose that means yes.”


“And his opponent, Eric!”

A large, beefy man strode to the opposing side of the arena. By the looks of him, he’d walked straight over the mountains to get here.

“Ice field… nice Pokémon for it.” He said. “Dewgong!”

Ash thought for a second. “Pikachu!”

“On it!”

Pikachu had to dodge almost immediately, as an Aurora Beam swept out between two of the pillars that marked the Ice field and barely missed him.

He looked at the frost scarring on the pillars, and winced. “This is a powerful Dewgong…”

A fast one, as well, as it skidded over the ice like it was born to it. Which it was.

Pikachu caught sight of some juice around its’ mouth, as he dived from one cover to another. “I hate Wacan berries. They’re just not fair.”

With a gesture, he created a Shockwave in planar form above the arena and brought it down, but Dewgong was fast-reacting enough to spray a fine coating of Brine above a random ice pillar, causing it to discharge there instead of maintaining planar form.

This Dewgong thinks entirely too fast for my liking… Pikachu thought to himself, skidding around a corner on a cushion of electricity, before switching polarity and anchoring himself to the ground.

It began to hail. Pikachu shot an annoyed look at the sky, and charged himself to try to repel the stinging ice. It worked, to a point – at least now the points weren’t painful.

Okay, what else is an Ice/Water type weak to?

Idea.

Pikachu created a pair of Double Team images and sent them charging alongside him against the Dewgong. It reacted by exhaling a blast of icy cold air, eliminating the doubles and slowing Pikachu with ice build-up.

Just after being hit by the attack, Pikachu slammed his palm into the ice, breaking it up with a Force Palm, and causing the heavier Dewgong to slump slightly into the ice.

Focusing with the moment thus gained, he counteracted the buildup with an Agility, and lunged forward with his other palm holding a charged, if fluctuating, Aura Sphere.

Panicking, the Dewgong released a Sheer Cold, which froze Pikachu in place instantly. The Aura Sphere, on the other hand, kept going and hit Dewgong, sending it sliding backwards and into a pillar. Which then fell on it.

The announcer hesitated for a moment, then on the signal of the referee declared that both Pokémon had been incapacitated at the same time, and both should send out their seconds.

Ash asked for, and got, a break to retrieve and defrost Pikachu. That done, he exchanged a glance with Riolu.

“You want to do this?”

Riolu nodded gravely. “I do. Don’t worry, Ash, I won’t fail you.”

“Never even crossed my mind.” Ash smiled gently for a moment, before gathering himself and strengthening it to a smirk.

“Riolu!”

“Onix!” the Hiker replied, then frowned and checked a small guidebook about Sinnoh. “Wait, that’s a Riolu? How’d you get one of those, kid, they’re rare – not to mention from a long way off!”

Ash gave a half-shrug. “Luck, I guess.”

Riolu closed his eyes, feeling his Aura flow as it left his body and began to interact with the aura of the outside world. It was quite impressive, this Ice field, actually – it was so often used for these battles that the area itself had acquired a taste of the glacial. It reminded him of another life, when he had visited the high mountains of Sinnoh.

Presumably the other three arenas had the same attribute, but this was the most incongruous.

Mind you, the enormous rock snake was interfering with the feng shui.

Riolu jumped over a thrown rock, studied a second for a moment and detonated it with a tiny pulse of Aura on its’ most critical structural point, landed and set off running. As with a water battlefield, he was using his little pads of Aura to maintain traction rather than skidding out.

Fortunately, the Onix had replaced the Hail with a Sandstorm, and his airslip trick, while not up to deflecting large hailstones, could manage the sand.

So, really, this was a weather condition having no effect at all.


Barrier. Barrier. Barrier.

The wind finally subsided in Ash’s box. Coughing, he tried to get the sand out of his hair. “Took you long enough…”

I established shields sufficient for the hail. I did not expect more than one weather condition in the same battle.

“Yeah, yeah, I understand. It’s just a bit startling to get a face full of desert. Pleh, I think I swallowed some…”


Riolu skidded around the tail swipe of the Onix, and delivered a Force Palm to one of its’ larger segments. The impact made it flinch back, but it was clearly a very tough example – it didn’t go down, and released an Earthquake that finished what Pikachu had started.

Running up the edge of an ice floe, Riolu jumped into the air again – earning a near miss from a ballistic hunk of ice for his troubles – and finished Onix off with a second Force Palm to the forehead.

Slightly altering his Aura walking technique, he flipped once in his air time from the recoil and landed on the icy water. “Right, next?”

The hiker returned his Onix, and got a positively evil grin. “Haunter!”

Riolu heard the words, and as the Poké ball flew began isolating a fragment of his Aura from all his emotions. Null structure… self propagating…

“Dark Pulse.”

The Haunter barely had time to look annoyed before the pulse hit, and it dispersed into an irritated cloud of slightly darker air.

“Huh. Didn’t know they could learn that.” Eric said aggreably. “You’re certainly a smart one, Ash Ketchum. Or your Pokémon are, anyway.”

“Hey!” Ash shouted back, with a few little signs of laughter in his voice. “That’s hardly a fair thing to do! Either just praise them, or them and me, but don’t give me false hope!”


Brock checked the schedule. “Your next match is tomorrow evening. About five. Looks like the rest of today and most of tomorrow are free.”

He noticed that Ash was a little subdued. “What is it?”

“Ah, just that this is how far I got last time. Remember – Ritchie beat me.”

“I do, and I know you lost for a number of reasons, few of them your fault.” Brock frowned, and checked the schedule again. “Wow, it looks like if you and he both win your next matches, you’ll face each other as your entry into the matches with full teams.”

“You mean he’s here as well?” Ash asked, then frowned. “Wonder where I can find him…”

He took out one of his Poké balls. “Hey, Pidgeot? Up for a fly?”


“Hello, I’m Ritchie Getem. Nice to meet you.”

Ash smiled. “Ash Ketchum, the same. You’re in the League too?”

“Yeah! Actually, now I think about it I do recognize you. You’re that trainer they were calling the Gym Destroyer on the TV commentary, right?”

Ash blushed. “I didn’t know they were calling me that.” He paused. “Though I have to admit it’s pretty accurate…”

Ritchie grinned, and at that point Ash noticed something… off about him.

“Ritchie, is it me or is there a Pokémon hiding behind your torso?”

The Pokémon in question made a small, frightened sound and ducked back from where it was peeping. Ritchie sighed. “Calm down, Cid, you can feel he’s friendly just like I can.”

Ash glanced surreptitiously at Pikachu, who shrugged. “Beats me.”

“Oh, come on.” Ritchie gently lifted the Pokémon in question, a Kirlia, onto his shoulder. “I should introduce you. Cid here joined me about a year ago, said he recognized a great deal of untapped psychic potential in me. We’ve been working together to draw it out, and he says that eventually we’ll be able to go and sort out some problems in his homeland of Almia.”

Riolu, Pikachu and Ash looked between one another. Ash eventually spoke up. “Ritchie, mind if my Pokémon and I have a chat for a second?”

“Not at all, go ahead.”


“Okay, what the hell, guys? That sure as Suicune wasn’t what he was like last time.”

Riolu covered one eye and looked between the two trainers. “And you say you were uncannily similar then as well?”

“Yes, and I have no idea what could have changed him.”

“Dexter, can you hack Ritchie’s capture records? I have a suspicion, and I want to know when he picked up a Ralts or Kirlia.”

One moment… got it. Captured on the… same day you hatched. That can’t be a coincidence.

Riolu nodded, dropping his Sight. “Thought so. You’re Destiny-entangled. For some reason, the two of you live lives that correspond on as many details as possible. In the original timeline, you had no idea of your Aura potential so he didn’t of his Psychic. You caught similar Pokémon. Now, you’re both empowered and have, again, similar Pokémon – his Kirlia is my shadow in that sense. I would guess it’ll eventually break with the increasingly bizarre things you do all the time, Ash, but I know so little about it I can’t say. It’s almost theoretical.” 

“That is just strange. Can we break it early?”

“Would you want to? It’s an external force, but part of your lives as well. I’d say just let things take their course.”

“I suppose so.” Ash said, before shrugging and heading back over. “Sorry about that. Anyway, I noticed that we’re in the same block, and we’ll be in the same last 8 match. I just wanted to wish you good luck.”

“Does that mean you’re saying you hope I win?” Ritchie asked, grinning.

“Only your next match. Better if you get finally defeated by me, because that’ll mean you were only beaten by the winner!” Ash replied, with a cocky grin.

“Such a lucky situation!” Ritchie said pompously with a snigger. “That the gods would deliver me a quarter final opponent I can defeat in a truly spectacular way, showing off how arrogant he has become.”

“Oh, did they change your slot?” Ash asked with fake curiosity.

The two kept it up for a few more minutes before finally agreeing to call it a no-score draw, and parted ways to prepare for their next matches.


Ash’s next opponent, Torren, slammed his fists together with an almighty bang.

“I have seen your Pokémon fight, and they have good Ki. They are tough! I will prove that I am tougher!”

Ash frowned, then shrugged. “Whatever you say. Didn’t I see you at the P1 grand prix?”

“Yes. I was defeated by the one you faced in the finals.” Torren took up his first Poké ball. “But enough talk! Machoke!”

Ash threw his own. “You know, I feel kind of bad about this…”


The Machoke landed in a crouch, Focusing his Energy to the optimal concentration for martial arts. Placing his hands on the floor and rising to a starter’s crouch, he readied himself to launch across the stadium in a Mach Punch…

Then he saw his opponent.

Butterfree floated gently about ten feet above the stadium floor on slight air currents. “Well, that was all very impressive, but I’m up here.”

Not one to give up, Machoke punched at Butterfree so fast that the air from his attack made a bullet – a Vacuum Wave.

The butterfly took the hit, and barely flinched. “That’s it?” He began to circle in a set of loops in the sky, gradually accelerating. “You’re not going to make much of an impression with Fighting type moves.”

Machoke’s fist caught fire.

“…that is a substantial improvement.” Butterfree slipped sideways in the air as the first Fire Punch came in, dancing around the fist as it overextended and exploiting the thermals to rise much higher into the air.

“Machoke, use Flamethrower!”

Butterfree’s eyes bugged out, at least as much as they were able to do with being made up of ommatidia. “Oh, that can’t be normal or safe.”

Machoke rubbed the palms of his hands together, vigorously enough that after a second or so a bright glow appeared. Snapping his claws over it produced a spark, which lit it, and he blew a great tongue of flame from the kindled fire in his hands at Butterfree.

Riolu took notes. “…ignite with spark…”

With a backflip and dive, Butterfree evaded the subsequent shots of flame. “Okay, enough is enough. Psybeam!”

The coruscating beam of psychic force hit Machoke in the chest, sending him staggering backwards and breaking the stance he was using to project fire.

Butterfree flashed past, the wake from his wings sharpening and cutting small gashes in Machoke’s arms and chest, before dousing the Fighting type in Sleep Powder and finishing him off with Dream Eater, recovering the energy he’d lost in dodging the fire as he did so.

“Most impressive.” Torren said, retrieving his Pokémon. “Are you truly a Butterfree, or a martial artist at heart dreaming he is a Butterfree?”

“Was that supposed to make sense?” Butterfree asked Ash uncertainly. Ash shrugged.

“I think it’s a Koan. They’re supposed not to.”

Torren threw a second Pokémon into the arena. “Face Zen!”

A Mr. Mime materialized. Immediately upon doing so, he sat down seiza and began to glow.

Butterfree fired a Bug Buzz at his opponent experimentally, producing a beautiful flare as the energy deflected off a Light Screen – and very little else.

“Oh, brilliant. A Barrier warrior. I don’t like these.”

Mr. Mime’s eye glinted for a second, and a thunderbolt speared down from the sky, clipping Butterfree’s rear right wing.

“Gah! Okay, how… right. They can learn that.” Butterfree shattered his form into a dozen Double Teams, which began evasion manoeuvres.

Offence… defence… weaknesses… right. A defence can’t be strong everywhere. The attacker has the advantage of selecting where to attack, the defender an advantage that the same amount of energy is stronger blocking.

There’s three types of shield this could be. Point of impact, bubble, plane. Let’s see which this is.

He built up a bit more height, then his doubles took up positions with him in an orbit around the Mr. Mime. In unison, they began an Air Cutter and dove. Razor wakes forming from their wings, they went shooting around the Psychic type in a circle and soared up again.

Where the wakes, both real and fake, reached a distance of two feet from the Mr. Mime they were deflected by a flare of light.

Not plane then…

That left point of impact and bubble. Both were defeatable, but by different means.

Let’s try POI first.

The main weakness of this shield type was that it had a “minimum cost” for each point of attack. Against a strong attack, it worked fine, since the attacker was using more energy on the attack than the defender.

“Sunny Day!” Butterfree pushed out what clouds there were, and intensified the evening sunlight bathing him as he soared near the top of the arena.

“And now… Solarbeam!”

The Solarbeam was nowhere near as focused as the ones he normally used. In fact, it was spread over the entirety of Mr. Mime’s surface and the area around him.

It was present for just a moment, then a fireworks display of shield dazzle outshone it, and Butterfree knew he’d guessed right.

The point of impact shield didn’t work well against area attacks. It was far too energetically costly to defend the entire surface. In fact, when this one fell barely twenty seconds later, Mr. Mime was too tired to fight.

“I can see that you are too skilled in the art of aerial combat to defeat one who is tied to the ground. In that case, you will face my master of Kendo. Scyther!”

The two Bug types opened their fight by circling warily in the air, neither wanting to make the first move.

Butterfree felt the Sunny Day expire, and didn’t bother to sustain it. Keeping it up in the evening was tiring anyway, and against a Scyther the move he used with it most often was effectively useless.

Scyther finally attacked with an Air Slash, the bigger brother of Butterfree’s Air Cutter. Butterfree slipped around it with an Aerial Ace, and the two began jousting in the skies.


“He’s really got good at that.” Ash commented absently, as the action continued to climb. Both Pokémon were enhanced by some kind of move, either the Butterfly Dance or a Swords Dance, and they were leaving trails in the darkening sky.

“I suppose he’s had a lot of time to practice. I-wow!”

Apparently something else had happened, as now every time the points of light met they produced a shower of sparks.

Set up. Analyzing… I think it’s their wakes meeting. They’re still getting faster, by the way.

“I can explain.”

Ash looked around with a start, to see Butterfree on the ground next to him. “Er, hang on. Shouldn’t you be, well, up there?”

“Substitute. It’s provoking him into going for an all-out charge to finish the fight. Kendo masters are suckers for that.”

“So how’s that going to end without the Substitute just falling apart and him realizing the mistake?”

“Iron defence. In the second before it evaporates, it’s going to feel like hitting a brick wall.”

Torren finally spotted the butterfly and called up a warning, but Scyther was too far up to hear him. A final explosive burst of light lit up the dusk, and the Mantis Pokémon fell out of the sky in a daze.

“And that’s me three for zero. Not bad for my debut, I think.”


AN: Destiny Entanglement is a concept from the Charlie Stross books, while Machoke’s method of using Flamethrower is based off Dustfinger from Inkheart.

Butterfree is fun. His sweeping this match is a little bit based on Lulu from Petty’s Nuzlocke, who completely steamrollered Bruno for no loss.






33. Chapter 32


“And, finally, I’d like to remind our competitors that they can use six Pokémon each in this and any subsequent matches. Of course, neither of them needed three Pokémon in their last match, so we’ll see what happens.”

Ash and Ritchie locked eyes for a moment.

Then, instead of reaching for Poké balls, both pointed forwards. “Pikachu/Sparky!”

The two Pikachu jumped into the stadium, cheeks sparking, and began an intricate electrical duel.

Ash’s Pikachu had the advantage in power, thanks to his Light Ball and his Raichu-mix cheeks, but Sparky was no stranger to fighting powerful Electric Pokémon and took a more defensive stance.

Every time a bolt approached too close to him, he exerted enough same polarity electric charge to make it veer off and moved away. This didn’t make the attack miss completely, but it reduced the potential of it enough to let him absorb it in his Lightningrod without overloading it.

Pikachu stopped attacking after a few minutes, having thoroughly tested how much Sparky could take at once, and closed his eyes to concentrate.

Little sparks of electricity drifted away from him to the borders of the stadium, then began to lengthen into lines stretching up to form a dome.

With a snap, the dome formed completely and solidified. Sparky got an apprehensive look on his face. “Er, what is this?”

Pikachu grinned. “Shock wave. Iota version.”

“How many have you made?” Sparky looked around, feeling the walls in his electrical sense. They were strong enough to prevent him getting through easily.

“Enough.” With a grand gesture, the dome began to shrink, the side away from Sparky first. Pikachu looked back as he walked towards the edge. “Nice fight. We should try it again some time.” With that, he left Sparky alone, and the dome accelerated.

“Oh, no, you don’t!” Sparky ground out. “Light Screen.”

A “tunnel” of shields formed. Sparky ran through it where it intersected the dome, lightning sleeting through it and injuring him but not to the point that it was incapacitating.

As soon as he was out, Sparky used Rain Dance – hoping to prevent any more of those enormous electrical constructs – and turned to spot Pikachu.

Who charged him bodily with an Aura-boosted Volt Tackle.

Both Pikachu rolled to a stop at the other side of the arena from where Sparky had escaped, Pikachu clearly in much better shape. Sparky was covered in scorch marks and looked down for the count – but he did indeed slowly rise again, pushing himself up with his front legs.

“Got a new trick for you.” He said, as he began to walk forwards again.

“Oh?”

Surging into a charge, Sparky clipped Pikachu and delivered his attack. “Endeavour.”

The blast of energy released by that attack sent both hurtling backwards, and they were caught by their trainers – though, unfortunately, the wrong trainers.

Ash shrugged. “Shall I take care of Sparky for now? We can return them after the battle.”

“Sounds good to me. Cid!”

“Riolu!”


The Kirlia and the Riolu began with an exchange of martial arts.

Riolu noticed that Cid’s style seemed to revolve around physical psychic attacks, using the direct contact to apply low powered psychic Confusion attacks directly without having to face the opponents’ mental defences.

This meant he had to avoid directly blocking entirely and focus on redirecting the attacks, otherwise the effects would quickly build up.

His own attacks, on the other hand, were rebuffed by a telekinetic force field that exerted pressure on anything close enough to Cid’s body.

The overall result was incredibly aggravating to fight – it meant, in fact, that it was almost like being consistently overpowered by a Pokémon with much less actual strength.

Finally he decided to fall back, jumping with a push of Aura to gain distance and throwing a quick Aura Sphere. It missed, of course, curving a little off course and detonating behind Cid.

“You are surprisingly good.”

“I got a mental training package from one of the Gallade in Almia.”

Cid focused, compressed air as if for a Psycho Cut, and separated it from his hand. Then he took the resultant object and whirled it as a spear.

Riolu glanced back at Ash. “Now do you see the worth of all that Bokken training?”

“Yeah, fine. You win.”

With a sound not entirely unlike smashing glass, Riolu created a Bone Rush staff a bit longer than the length of his arm and gripped it in his right paw. Then, summoning his Shadow Claws, he honed it once. A quick check showed that it had a small amount of Ghost energy clinging to the surface.

“That should be enough.”

The two charged one another and began to fight again, this time with weapons instead of bare paws.


Ash noticed that the crowd had gone quiet. Apparently this was something outside their normal experience.

Presumably means that the Rockets haven’t shown off yet…

Closing one eye, he watched the fireworks display that Aura sight revealed. Both Pokémon were using the elemental effects of their respective weapons to probe at the other’s defences, and the tempo was only increasing.

In fact, pretty soon it should…

Lavender and bright opal lights erupted into visibility around the battling Pokémon, as the energy reached the point anyone could see it.

This time there was a sound – a kind of low gasp.


Riolu currently had a slight advantage, but that was starting to change – his Ghost typing of the bokken had been very much ad hoc, and it was beginning to degrade with time. Cid’s strikes with his weapon were being stopped less and less firmly, indicating that they wouldn’t be solid to one another much longer.

With a cry, he locked blade with spear-shaft and pushed both weapons out of the way, then brought his off hand around with a rippling violet coating.

The Dark Pulse at such short range was too much for the already tired Kirlia, and he collapsed.


“Nagi!”

“Pidgeot!”

Ash looked at the Spearow. “Nagi?”

“Naginata. A kind of spear, as in Spearow.” Ritchie replied, as the two Flying types began to gain height.

“Huh. You learn something new every day…”


Pidgeot and Nagi had by this point ascended to a height of a good few hundred feet. The little Spearow displayed no fear at the size of his opponent.

“So. We shall fight?”

Pidgeot’s trajectory dipped slightly – a nod. “It seems so.”

“Then let us make a good show. Work Up.”

As she circled slowly, Pidgeot watched a construct of wind form around Nagi. By the time it had finished, he was enveloped in wings of air similar to the ones she used at her highest speeds, for greater manoeuvrability. So large were they that he was more like a Fearow.

“And they weigh nothing, of course, so if you’re careful it can put you up to Mach one thanks to the greater driving force.” Pidgeot swept her wings forward, then back with a massive gust of wind. “But I can do it without concentrating on air control.”

She shot away, about half a mile in six seconds, then swept back around and in with her wings ready to buffet. Just as she reached him, Nagi moved his own wings sharply.

There was a crack as they moved, and he was no longer there. Her stiff wings hit nothing, and it took her a moment to stabilize again.

“What was that? That’s far too fast!”

“I have trained to move my wings as fast as possible. That was the tips breaking the sound barrier.”

She revised her estimate of his speed up, for a moment. “But hang on. You can’t do that for very long at a time, the sound barrier break would dispel the wings of air.”

“Correct. But it makes me very manoeuvrable over short distances.”

She gritted her beak, frowned for a moment, then moved away again. She could predict his maximum speed with that ability… and then if she was careful, aim an area effect attack to catch him for certain.


“I can barely see them.” Ash muttered.

Allow me. Set up. Light screen, concave.

Two pairs of light screens formed above Ash’s box, each pair focused on and showing one of the Flying types at about the size of an outstretched hand.

“Good thing they retracted the roof all the way for this, we’d never have the angle for it otherwise.”

Pidgeot turned, this time two miles distant and about a mile up, and came back in. She was building up speed very fast…

Ash saw the conical cloud form and break around her, and covered his ears.

Most of the audience didn’t have the same warning, watching as she closed in on Nagi – and then launched her Razor Wind, which came boring in on him.

And he created a similar attack from thin air (or, rather, from nowhere) and countered it.

The crowd had barely begun to react when the sonic boom arrived.


She circled him, now more than a little indignant. “How?”

“Mirror move.”

Pidgeot considered cursing. That was very, very annoying. And it also meant that the same thing would happen with more or less whatever she tried except physical attacks – and physical attacks would just miss thanks to that dodge move of his.

Okay, plan. How did she do this…?


Nagi watched as she took off again, this time straight up. And faster still. By the looks of things, she was using a tailwind formed from her air control to increase her height faster.

It was good to know the key point of his strategy was taking effect. Picadore, Matador. Taunt, goad, then let the opponent make a big mistake and capitalize on it.

In this case, he thought, as she reached an apex so high he could only see her by squinting, she was going to try a Brave Bird attack. The kind of speed she could manage like that would, if she knew her air control as well as it looked, actually cause her to go into dynamic equilibrium and become more unstable in flight. A useful trait for catching an evading target.

But he would be able to counter her expectations by flying at her and hence through the narrowed window she had to react. With that missed, she would be startled, and either crash or injure herself as she dropped subsonic.

He watched her approach and raised his wings of air, ready for the evade. Three seconds… two… one-

Then something hit him from the side, grabbing his wing and trapping him.

The diving Pidgeot passed through him and melted like a dream. A Double Team? But then where was-? How?

”’aint attack.” She mumbled around the Spearow wing. “S’w it once from a P’dgey.”

Nagi surrendered. There wasn’t much else he could do, not held in the beak of a Pokémon weighing so much more than him.


“Butterfree!” Ash said, sending the Bug out for the second time in the League. Given how the battles so far had gone, he expected…

“Happy!”

The two Butterfree faced one another.

Ash’s Butterfree began by spreading his wings, forming psychic balls on them for Psybeam. “It may not be effective, but as far as I know we’re not strong enough for a Rock attack.”

Happy started flying in a form of evasion pattern that Butterfree didn’t recognize. It was like the ones he used himself, but the constant-trajectory bits were longer.

Just gave him more tracking time. He fired off the first couple of Psybeams – and Happy dodged them, sidling away from the attack as if he’d planned it all along.

Something wasn’t right…

Butterfree abandoned the psybeams to use Sunny Day, and then a wide area Solarbeam. As he had half-expected, it lensed crazily all over the place, revealing Happy was using his powders and manipulating them psychically to produce refractance effects.

He knew the counter for one of those. With a quick shiver he used Supersonic to echolocate a rough location for his opponent, then dove in with Aerial Ace.

One-two-three, and Happy was looking a lot worse for wear. But he flapped his slightly tattered wings, and dove in on an attack of his own.

Butterfree spread his wide. He could manage this. Just use an Aerial Ace again – he was the less injured one.

“Venoshock.”

Now that just wasn’t fair. Though I admit that blithely flying through a cloud of powders was rather asking for it.

Butterfree passed out as he fell.


“Eevee!”

Ash paused for a moment. He didn’t have a parallel to an Eevee, did he?

Oh, yeah. This Eevee wasn’t nicknamed, so…

“Dexter!” he shouted, throwing the projector.

“Er, that’s not a Poké…” the referee trailed off.


Stand by, ready. Set up.

Finally. I was wondering if you’d ever use me. 

The Porygon slid forwards as he formed, the crowd murmuring at the sight. Synthetic Pokémon were still a fairly new thing, and most had only ever seen them on the “CyberMon” show Doctor Akihabara had been releasing as a kind of reality TV show coupled with embedded reporting from a warzone.

“Oh, hello!” The Eevee said, curvetting around as he walked circles around Dexter. “You’re interesting.”

Thank you. Tracing… Normalize copied. How useful.

“That sounds like the name of my ability. Is that one of your abilities too?”

Kind of. Dexter’s form shattered into a new shape, this one a simple octahedron. Analyzing.

“Uuh… what are you doing?”

The octahedron quivered, and formed into a hexagonal flower with three glowing outer petals. Tri Attack.

Eevee yelped and jumped away, the three-element blast hitting the arena floor and blasting a small divot out of it. “Okay, sorry! I forgot this was a fight.”

He dug quickly into the ground, leaving a small hill.

Dexter powered down, and shifted to octahedral form again before slowly lowering to the ground. A drill emerged and plunged an inch or so into it.

Scanning. A low rumble pulsed out from the drill. Processing… inversion complete.

Quick as a flash, the drill retracted and Dexter shifted back into attack form. A Solarbeam knifed into the ground and cut a trench, into which Eevee burrowed less than a second later. And promptly fell in.

“Hey, where’d the ground go?” he asked, looking around in confusion.

Ice Beam.

Eevee got hit on his flank by the beam, but shook it off, jumped out of the trench and began to run as fast as he could. Dexter kept firing but was unable to lead his target enough, the Eevee’s bouncy curvetting running style throwing him off.

A message brought itself to his attention: Power usage exceeding generation. Capacitors at 20 percent.

It was the same problem as before. With regret, he ceased fire and returned to default configuration of his facets, levitating higher to avoid attack.

Eevee noticed the change and ran over to under him, before jumping up frantically. “Er, tackle! Take Down! Bite! Shadow Ball? Baton Pass? Return?”

Why are you doing all those strange attacks? They can’t reach me up here. Dexter checked his energy storage and saw it was quickly rising back to nominal. Just a few seconds to go.

Come to that, Shadow Ball doesn’t even affect me.

“Bounce!”

Eevee came soaring up to Dexter’s height with a powerful kick of his back legs.

It wasn’t a move Eevee usually learned, but Dexter supposed that all that bouncing around he did even when moving normally might have helped.

“Uhh… I think that’s all of them. Trump Card!”

WHAM.


Ash called a time out and walked over to the crater, extracting Dexter’s projector from it. “This is what happens when you underestimate adorable little Eevee, Dexter. You alright?”

Never better. Do make sure to restore my pride from backups, though.


Both trainers counted in their heads. One draw, near the beginning – Ash spotted Pikachu running back over from the other side of the stadium in the time out, and checked Sparky was okay before sending him on his way – and two Pokémon knocked out each.

They were having a gentleman’s agreement of a battle, so the one who won the final clash of two Pokémon would win, and the other concede. Much nicer than having all their teams beaten up.

“So, you ready?” Ash asked.

“Yes!” Ritchie replied. “We’re having something of a resurgence over here, so we’ll ride it to victory!”

“Whatever you might happen to think. On three. One, two…”

“Zippo!”

“Charizard!”


The tiny little Charmander looked up at Ash’s monster, and gulped. But he was a gutsy thing, and set his stance nevertheless.

“Come on, Zippo!” Ritchie shouted. “Ancientpower!”

Zippo nodded to himself. He could do that. Dodging away from a Flamethrower, he picked up a piece of rock and focused on it. After a few flickers, it began to give off a white glow, and he batted it with a quick movement of his tail.

The projectile hit Charizard’s wingtip – he was just too big to dodge easily, but he’d nearly managed it – and made him bellow in pain and rage.

“Calm down, Charizard.” Ash said urgently. “You can’t make mistakes, think how embarrassing it would be!”

Zippo threw another Ancientpower rock, and this one Charizard just melted with an enormous gout of flame. The rock wasn’t the only thing that was glowing, though.


“Wow.” Ash said, as Zippo evolved to Charmeleon. “I know I’ve said it before, but being on the other side to normal of that is really annoying. And makes me feel sorry for all the people I beat with that kind of lucky bonus.”


Zippo charged in, one clawed arm crackling with the electricity of a Thunder Punch. He countered a Flamethrower with a gout of Dragonbreath, and leapt at Charizard as he took off – hitting him, but more importantly grabbing onto his right leg and being carried into the sky.

Charizard shook the leg frantically. “Get off!”

“No chance! Have you seen how high up we are?”

“Of course I have, I’m the reason we’re this high! I’m driving, and I say-Gaah!”

Zippo had charged another Thunderpunch, letting it instantly ground into Charizard. He followed this by opening his other hand, and slamming the glowing Ancientpower rock contained within into Charizard’s leg. The dragon attempted a wing buffet to blow his unwelcome passenger off, but the contortions involved were too much and he got tasered again for his trouble.

“Get off get off get off!” Charizard roared, and bathed his own side in flame. This was seriously hurting him. In fact, it was…

He got an evil grin, moving his tail flame underneath Zippo. Normally it wouldn’t do anything, but if there was one good side to being this hurt it was that it was finally enough for his Ability to activate.

His flame went blue with a dull whump as Blaze triggered, startling Zippo – the experience of being inside a fire as big as he was more than enough even if it didn’t do much damage, making him lose his grip.

As Zippo fell – they’d left the stadium in their wrestle – he saw Charizard having reversed to dive and catch him. Being caught would, of course, count as a loss, since his opponent had saved him from severe injury.

No. He refused to let that be the end of it. And as that dedication filled him, so did a hotter flame.


Ash shook his head in disbelief. “That’s new.”

Pikachu shrugged. “Chain evolutions? Not bad, but not weird enough to make the top five.”

His trainer glanced over. “Wait, there’s an actual list?”

Yes. Currently time travel is involved in numbers one and three, whereas an alternate dimension comes in at four.


Zippo felt the fires recede, and his new wings flared out to brake his fall.

Pity they’d turned up too late. With an almighty crash, he piled straight into the floor at thirty miles an hour next to Dexter’s crater.

Ritchie raised his hand. “I concede. And I’d like to thank my opponent on being an excellent opponent, a great trainer, and on saving me quite a lot of time with Zippo.”

A laugh ran around the stands.


AN: This was a fun one to write. If I had to characterize it, I’d say it’s a “distorted mirror” match - there’s similarities and differences. I tried to construct the remainder of Ritchie’s team with that in mind - so Eevee is a pure Normal type with a great deal of adaptability, like Dexter, whereas Nagi is almost as fast as Pidgeot over only very short distances, and much more agile.

Dynamic Equilibrium is a real concept in aviation, and used to make very fast fighters still very manoeuvrable. It means they have “twitchy handling”.

The thing with the sonic booms from the wings is taken from the story “Higher flier”.

Sorry there weren’t more chapters, I know this is a fairly small one for me. Next update should clear the League.






34. Chapter 33


As the number of contestants went down, the intervals between battles became longer to give them the same kind of recovery time. The semi finals were held two days later, with the last quarter final having been at the end of the day Ash and Ritchie fought.

Ash tossed a Poké ball from one hand to the other. The question was, were the Rockets going to do an intro, or…?

“Prepare for battle!”

“You’ll soon be rattled!”

He facepalmed, catching the Poké ball in his free hand. “Oh, no.”

“To collect each badge of our vocation,

To show off in battle across our nation.

To attain a record to be proud of,

To become as known as the stars above. (They looked a bit worried for a moment, but decided the rhyme had been accepted)

Jessie!

James!

Team Rocket, last off on the final fight,

Surrender now, or face a dreadful plight!

All right!” Meowth finished, jumping into the arena and dissolving into nothingness.

“Riolu!” Ash pointed forward.

“On it.”


Riolu advanced warily. Meowth was using Faint Attack, that much was obvious, but where was he?

Where would he be coming from…

He spun, blasting out Aura at thin air. The pattern deformed slightly where it hit something, but all that melted away under the blow was a Substitute.

“I ain’t seen you on da battlefield before, blue guy. It’s generally da mousie I fight.”

The voice offered no clue.

“Damn ninja…”

A coin beaned him on the back of the head. “Whatever works, Riolu. Whatever works.”

“It’s going to take a while to knock me out if all you use is Pay Day.”

“Yeah, I know dat.”

Riolu spun slowly in place, one eye closed. The aura patterns in the arena were unusually confused right now – probably a result of whatever Meowth was doing.

Wait, got it.

He compressed Aura in his fist to an extremely high density, and rammed it down on the arena floor – producing an Earthquake as the power erupted downwards. The ground jumped with the impact, and several substitutes popped.

Next, he formed an Aura Sphere in each hand, rammed them together and produced a cloud of “tracer” spheres, which went everywhere on random paths. At least one Substitute was hit and destroyed when it dodged into a sphere that had chosen that moment to change course.

His left arm snapped forward, catching a coin out of the air, and he replied with another Aura Sphere along the path the coin had taken. Then he kicked out to the side, and Meowth materialized having taken the hit.

“Not a substitute this time.” It wasn’t a question.

“How’d ya do dat?”

Riolu’s supposedly closed eye widened a little, allowing Meowth to see the red gleam in it. “Foresight.”

“Aah, gotcha.” Meowth crouched for a moment, and leapt forwards into an attack.

Riolu slapped aside the first of the Fury Swipes, dodged the second, and began giving ground as the tempo of the attacks increased. Meowth’s speed was really very high, thanks to all that training, and he was being pressed to keep up.

A hairline swipe to the cheek got through his guard. A cuff on the arm. Meowth taunted him as he barely dodged a sweep-kick to the legs. “What’s up? Not wantin’ to fight?”

Riolu’s expression was perfectly composed – and then Meowth noticed something.

“Eh, is it me or is it a bit cold? Ya look kinda blue – er, dat came out wrong.”

“Oh, I know what you mean.” Then Riolu launched an uppercut with blurring speed.

The spiral of heated and cooled air clicked over to mix.


“What was that?” The announcer commented knowledgeably, as a blast of spiralling air from nowhere launched Meowth upwards.

Riolu blurred after him, riding the storm, and delivered a stunning trio of Force Palm strikes that rendered Meowth unable to fight on.


Riolu landed, panting. That had taken a lot out of him.

He had about half a second to catch his breath before a Psywave bored in, and he summoned two sets of flickering Shadow Claws to block the attack.

Abra teleported behind him as the attack reached its’ target and fired a Psychic, then flashed away again as Riolu reacted.

“Are you on caffeine?” Riolu asked, catching sight of where Abra had gone to this time and charging a Dark Pulse.

No. I don’t need to be. I can teleport.

Abra disappeared as the pulse came in and took telekinetic hold of Riolu with a Psychic attack from behind, then blasted him with Psywave until he went limp.

Next please.


Ash frowned. “Hmm… Pikachu?”

“All right.” Pikachu leapt into the arena with his cheeks sparking, and launched a powerful lightning bolt at Abra.

The Psychic type teleported out of the line of fire.

“Oh, here we go. It’s Saffron gym all over again.” Pikachu raised his forepaws and tail to the sky, forming a large planar electric structure. “Shockwave!”

The plane of electricity slammed down on the arena.

Pikachu jumped out of the way as a Signal Beam nearly hit him from behind. Sure enough, Abra was sitting seiza in the sky, having teleported through the attack.

“Right, no more mister nice mouse.”

Pikachu snapped a series of thin thundershocks at the sky, targeting small fluffy white clouds. As each was hit they began to change shape, the electrostatic forces Pikachu was sending into them carefully calibrated to have a single precise effect.

Huh. Abra said mildly as the clouds began to flow together, pairs of them charged with opposing polarities and meeting just over the stadium. Rain Dance. Didn’t take you for one to know that.

“I still need there to be seed clouds.” Pikachu replied, sending up a final pair of shocks that neutralized almost all the charge in the now-large cloud, concentrating it in a small fraction of the miniature droplets.

It took a lot of control to do, but it was worth it. Rain began to fall in the arena and the arena alone.

“Right, now where were we? Ah, yes.”

Pikachu slashed a lightning bolt into the cloud overhead. It bounced off and headed groundwards to strike the wet floor, then shot back to the sky again, and repeated the process with increasing speed.

Every time the trail of electricity approached him Abra teleported away, but he was starting to run out of places to go – the ribbon of lightning Pikachu was sustaining was just getting longer and longer.

“Now, as I was saying. Shock Wave.”

The ribbon paused for a moment, then played around its’ anchor points like a cat’s cradle. Abra was hit at least five times by the shifting bolts and fell, paralyzed and severely shocked.


Cubone announced her arrival with a thrown bone, and Pikachu shattered it with a punch rather than dodge – a guess that was borne out, since the areas he could have dodged to erupted in Earth Powers a moment later.

“I am the bone of my club.”

She didn’t continue the aria, instead throwing bone after bone into the air in curling paths. The first had great, long, sweeping trajectories that blurred past Pikachu in seconds and flew off into the distance. The next ones were slightly slower and on a different path, and the sequence continued without pause until the last one was thrown straight at him.

And all the rest of the Bonemerangs hurtled back into the target area at the same time.

Pikachu jumped – it was about all he could really do, with that many bones coming in – and fended off a blizzard of additional attacks in close quarters. He couldn’t change his trajectory in mid air, not with her pressuring him in-close – the momentary lapse in attention that a Quick Attack would take would be an extremely bad idea at this close of a range.

The thud as he hit the ground came as a shock. Wincing, he noticed that the area he’d hit was raised above the rest of the arena.

She must have used an Earthquake… clever of her.

Cubone was pretty much his worst matchup, since she was flat immune to his electrical attacks and knew it. He couldn’t even bypass it like he could with enough power for most other Ground types, since she had Lightningrod.

“Fissure!”

Pikachu tried to move out of the way, but she was still on top of him – and, in fact, still hitting him. The white line of the attack connected with him more or less instantly, knocking him out.


Ash frowned for a moment. Who to use…

“Primeape!”


Cubone was knocked backwards by a Mach Punch that blurred in from nowhere, even as Pikachu was removed from the battlefield by the linesman Alakazam.

She backed into the edge barricade and her eyes scanned back and forth under her helmet, looking for any tell-tale that might indicate where the ludicrously fast Pokémon was.

A wash of air… no, he’d already passed it.

A-

WHAM

She went flying, and skidded to a halt as he disappeared again.

“How the hell are you doing that?” she asked. “I can’t see you anywhere, but that attack came in from the side!”

Another blow hit her, this time from behind. “They’re called saccades. It’s when the eye moves from one place to another.” Another, sending her up into the air, and even looking down she couldn’t see her opponent.”The brain doesn’t register information during a saccade. Normally it wouldn’t work on a trained Pokémon because their trainer would let them know where I was, but I have studied you – you don’t listen.”

It was true, she fought alone. But if that was a weakness, then…

She took a moment to breathe deeply.

“Abra. Please inform Jessie that I will be wanting guidance.”


“He’s to your left!”

Cubone turned her head, deliberately not letting her eyes twitch. She was staring at the end of her helmet’s nose, and letting her peripheral vision pan across the stadium.

Her thick club snapped up and diverted the next attack, the wash from it sending her staggering. A follow-up blow missed as the agile Fighting type left before it could hit.

“Right! No-left again!”

This time she was quick enough, and parried. The club blow knocked both fighters backwards from the impact, and Primeape recovered with a skid along the floor.

“You have learned the lesson. Good.”

“So, this was a test?”

“Not all of it. But some.” Primeape flickered into motion again, and the two clashed with an explosion of air pressure.

As Primeape dodged back, Cubone followed him. “There we go. I know your bones now – no more hiding for you.”

“Impressive trick.”

As the tempo of their blows began to increase, Cubone closed her eyes and let herself be guided entirely by that part of her that resonated with her opponents’ skeleton.

It didn’t make her reactions much faster, but it meant he couldn’t dodge through her saccades like he had been. That trick wouldn’t work again, in fact – her team would be ready for it, and would train for it. Such was the arms race between rival trainers.

I have to admit, though, it’s certainly exhilarating.

At an unseen signal, both fighters separated.

Cubone shifted her grip on her club, taking a stance, and reinforced the internal spaces as much as she could. Primeape drew back a fist and took a deep breath, focusing.

Then, still perfectly in sync, they charged one another.


Ash dove behind his wall just before the shockwave.


“And that’s a double KO.” The announcer said, thankful to be of some use for once. “Not exactly the first of these from either of our participants, either. Both must now send out another Pokémon!”


“He’s acting like these don’t happen all the time.” Ash said to himself, thinking. “Pidgeot!”

They really don’t. You’re just lucky in crazy ways.


Pidgeot circled, watching as Jessie released her Arbok to tunnel underground and hide.

The annoying thing is that now I can’t actually attack. But neither can my enemy.

A minute or so passed, neither participant making any sort of move.

“Okay, I can see this becoming an issue.”

Far below, Jessie pointed up at her and said something. Pidgeot strained her hearing.

What was that? Surface to air ballistic snake attack? She blinked. Did I hear that right?

With a crash, Arbok came rocketing out of the ground and upwards at high speed.

Oh.

She slipped sideways in the sky, shedding air from beneath her wings to avoid Arbok’s trajectory. Though this meant she wasn’t in the direct path, it didn’t do much about the poison that he began to spit as soon as he had the altitude.


The missed shots splashed off a telekinetic barrier.

With a sigh, the linespokemon funnelled the Gunk Shots off to one side and disposed of them. League battles could be so messy…


A particularly well aimed splash of poisonous goop hit Pidgeot’s left wing, throwing her off her flight path as the gelatinous substance gummed her feathers up. The light drizzle still coming down would eventually get them unstuck, but she didn’t really have enough time for that.

Particularly as Arbok used her limited manoeuvre options and a form of jet-propulsion from his attacks to vector in and hit her with a Thunder Fang, knocking her into a tailspin.


Ash judged his Pokémons’ height, and made the decision to pull Pidgeot out rather than take the chance she could recover from a spin with only one wing usable.

He tossed her Poké ball to a recovered Pikachu, trusting his friend to sort her out, and sent in Muk.


“Ah.” Arbok muttered sibilantly – somehow. “This, I admit, is something of a tricky one.”

Muk rippled in a kind of shrug, then flowed forwards like a purple tidal wave with a Jolly nature.


Ash watched as the Rockets released their penultimate Pokémon, Victreebel. “Okay, I’ve sent everyone else out over the course of this tournament, may as well complete the set. Tauros!”


Tauros (also known as “number five”, since Ash had enough of them such measures were necessary) snorted and stamped the ground, staring at the plant across from him.

Victreebel’s spike-tail-thing lashed, held at the ready.

The bull rolled his eyes again, stamping at the ground harder – and Victreebel promptly fell down a Fissure.


“That was anticlimactic.” Ash muttered. “Suppose all those earthquakes were good for something.”


Jessie and James glanced at their Poké balls. “We don’t have much left, do we?” James muttered.

“Gyarados?” Jessie suggested. “Ash has Tauros and Muk active, but that’s it.”

“We don’t have much choice.” James agreed. “At least Gyarados is less likely to fall down a hole.”

Speaking of which… Abra levitated Victreebel’s Poké ball out of the crevasse.

“Oh, thanks. Right, here goes.”


Tauros jumped to the side as soon as Gyarados formed, avoiding a blast of Hyper Beam, and began running around the sea serpent at maximum speed.

“Get in closer!” Ash called. “He can’t turn fast enough to track you if you’re close!”

“Not a bad delaying tactic,” Jessie said, “but not good enough! Thrash!”

The bull went skidding backwards from the tail blow, and smashed into the retaining wall. A blast of incandescent energy followed him, creating a huge explosion.

“Well?” James said, mockingly. “Going to send out your Muk?”

“No thanks. Wild Charge!”

With a bellow, Tauros emerged from the dust and rubble. His coat was marred, there were burns down one side and a horn looked scorched – but he was still on his hooves. And looked very, very angry.

“Ah.”

“That may have been a tactical error.” Jessie said. “Who knew Tauros could learn Endure?”

Meowth raised his paw, looking sheepish.

Electricity snapped off Tauros’ hooves as he charged, enveloping his entire body just as he crashed into the recharging sea serpent.

Both Pokémon collapsed from the titanic impact, unconscious.


The announcer cleared his throat, drawing attention over to him and away from the devastated arena. “Since Ash Ketchum still has one Pokémon able to battle, the victory goes to him. He’ll face the other finalist in two days! We don’t know who it is yet, but we’ll find out this afternoon. And that same battle will also reveal who his opponents will be facing for the third/fourth playoffs.”


Umbreon dove through a psywave, it flaring ineffectually from her coat, and charged the Hypno that had been firing psychic attacks at her into the ground.

Not the best choice from Gary’s opponent, but then he had been down to his last Pokémon. The psychic type hadn’t been able to hit her with a Miracle Eye, despite his best efforts.


“Well, suppose that means I’m fighting Gary.” Ash said, as the scoreboard flashed. “We both got a lot further than last time.”

“Comes of combining talent with experience.” Brock replied seriously. “Both of you did well, last time, for first-timers.” The big Pewter man stretched as they got up. “You going to use… them, by the way?”

Ash blinked. “Who?”

“You know. Them.”

“No, I clearly don’t.”

Brock palmed his face. “Oh, for… one of them’s in a premier ball, the other’s the first thing you technically caught this time, and you’re clearly dense if you don’t work out what I mean.”

“Right, gotcha. Nah, don’t think so. Be showing off a bit too much, really. I’ll wait until next time – that way, I won’t be a first timer with something ridiculous.”


AN: Sorry for the delay. Degree issues.

The last three League chapters have been pretty hard to write. There’s not much room for character interaction, as much…






35. Chapter 34


“Well, here we go.” Ash said, looking across the field.

“Yeah.” Gary replied. “Feels right, somehow. The two of us, two Pallet Town kids at the finals.”

Ash shrugged. “We may as well get on with it.”

“Right. Nidoqueen!”

“Squirtle!”

Squirtle started off with a simple Water Gun attack, testing his opponent. He couldn’t remember fighting her offhand, so he needed some idea of what she was capable of.

Nidoqueen replied by throwing a punch crackling with electricity. Squirtle barely broke the water gun before the stream electrified, escaping a zapping by a narrow margin.

“Not exactly a one trick Pokémon, are you?” he said, grinning. “Bubblebeam!”

“Why do you keep calling out what your attacks are?” Nidoqueen asked, mystified, as she brought up a rock shield to take the impact of the Water attack.

“It focuses my burning spirit into an almighty flame!”

“Oh.” She looked disapproving as she slammed an Earth Power at him, which he dodged by taking to the air. “You’re the one who got Blastoise into that ridiculous anime.”

How dare you!” Squirtle asked, shocked. “It is the ultimate expression of manliness, the truest signifier of unbound spirits meeting in blazing union to defeat malicious fate and determine what will be!”

“If you didn’t see how ironic what you just said was, there’s no help for you.” Nidoqueen sighted on the flying Squirtle, and thumped the floor with her tail to bring up a rock. A quick tail sweep sent the rock flying upwards in a Smack Down.

“Wait, that looks-” There was an audible crack, and Squirtle hit the ground hard.


“How did that even work?” Ash asked. “The rock came from below, shouldn’t it have knocked him upwards?”

Don’t ask me.


Squirtle staggered upright, shook his head to clear it, and cracked his knuckles. “Right, you asked for it.” Water saturated in Aura began to flow from his shell. “I could forgive opposing me in battle, but there is no other punishment appropriate for this insult to Gurren Lagann. This water is my will!”

“Here we go again.” Nidoqueen muttered, slamming the ground with her tail repeatedly.

“It flows to reach the lowest point, wearing away boundaries and obstacles that rise in its’ way! Nothing can stop its’ journey, for it is the essence of movement itself!”

By now cloaked in the water, Squirtle pointed at his foe. “Horn Drill Breaker!”

A horizontal waterfall shot across the arena, cannoning into Nidoqueen in a blaze of red light as she returned to her Poké ball from the impact.

Squirtle skidded to a halt at the end of his track, chest heaving but still standing. “I am not unbowed! I…” he stopped, noticing something. “Where’d the sandstorm come from?”

A second later, the sirocco winds reached ground level and blew Squirtle over like a feather.


“Suppose he’s still only barely able to do that attack without passing out.” Ash muttered, returning his Water type and pointing to the materializing Fearow. “Pikachu, you’re up.”


Pikachu squinted upwards at the circling Fearow, blue aura covering him to protect against the sand. “Shouldn’t you have sent out Pidgeot for this? I can barely see him.”

“Those two have bad history between them.” Ash shrugged. “Besides, you’re an Electric type aren’t you?”

“Yeah, I get your point.” Pikachu gestured, enveloping himself in electricity, and began shooting thunderbolts skywards. The sand drew off some of the power of the bolts, but not enough to render them ineffective.

Fearow abandoned his slow circling to slip-dodge sideways, trading height for speed to keep ahead of the thunderbolts. Turning towards Pikachu, he began to dive at an oblique angle to throw the Electric-type’s aim off.

“Aggressive guy, aren’t you?” Pikachu said, trying to lead his target to the right degree. “Not that I’m exactly surprised…” He watched as Fearow began to spin. “Drill peck? Not bad, but not enough.”


Ash frowned. Something seemed off… he closed his eyes for a second, and gasped. “Pikachu! It’s not Drill Peck, it’s Drill Run! He’s using a Ground type attack!”


Pikachu blurred into Agility and dodged away from the hurtling Flying type, the chance of damage from Fearow running into his lightning shield no longer worth the impact of such a powerful attack. “Sneaky! I didn’t know Fearow could learn that move.”

“That’s the point.” Fearow replied, slowing his spin and flaring his wings to send downy feathers everywhere – incidentally also dispelling the Sandstorm. “It’s an unusual move.”

“I have to say, you’re remarkably civil.” Pikachu said, trying to pull off the feathers stuck to him thanks to static cling. “Not what I expected from what I’ve heard about you.”

“It’s useful to keep the enemy off balance.”

“Wait, what did you just-” Pikachu ducked as a long beak nearly speared him. “Gah! Stop it!”

Fearow kept trying to hit, stabbing rapidly in a Fury Attack. Pikachu couldn’t use any electric-type attacks because of all the feathers messing with his charge, and had to resort to repeated Agility dodging.

Right… Pikachu thought rapidly, trying out a few plans before discarding them. How did Riolu do this…

His right paw blazed blue, and he slammed it into the ground. A large rock, courtesy of Stone Edge, erupted from the ground and clocked Fearow on the chin.

The flying type shook his head, recovering from the dazing impact, and looked around for Pikachu. There was a pile of feathers on the floor, but where-

“Volt Tackle!”

The shout came from above him, and he hit the ground hard as Pikachu slammed into him.

“How-”

“Extremespeed. I blew the feathers off. Cunning trick, by the way.” Pikachu clung on as Fearow reflexively tried to gain height, and shocked him again. “You are surprisingly persistent.”

Fearow flipped over and slammed himself into the ground back first in an attempt to scrape Pikachu off. The impact shook the arena and made a crater.

Pikachu’s hasty and improvised Protect kept him in the fight, though the impact had nearly broken it. “What is your problem? That was a Frustration! How psychopathic are you?”

His opponent didn’t reply, instead going into a spin to throw the Electric-type off.

“Thunder, damnit! Thunder! What is it going to take to make you give it up?”

A glance at Fearow’s eyes gave the answer. By now they were pinpricks – the Flying type was losing himself and going into a Rage.

“Okay, forget this.” Pikachu jumped off Fearow, releasing the most powerful Electronet he could, and used Magnet Rise to float down from the height they’d reached. Fearow hit the ground before him, the electric net rendering him unable to fly.

“Referee, I don’t know if this counts as knocked out but he’s certainly not able to fight… or capable of conscious thought, by the looks of him.”

The referee frowned at Pikachu. “I don’t understand what you just said, if you’re expecting a response. You’re a Pokémon.”

“Right, right, I sometimes forget that.” Pikachu turned back to Fearow and hit him with another thunderbolt.


Gary pressed a finger into his ear for a moment, then recalled Fearow. “Referee, in my opinion Fearow isn’t able to fight properly anymore. I’m conceding his part in the match.”

“Okay.” The ref replied. “Next Pokémon, then.”


Pikachu groaned as an Alakazam appeared opposite him. “Why do I always get you guys?”

“Pikachu!” Ash shouted. “Come over here a sec!”

Dodging a Psybeam and an errant Psywave, Pikachu dashed over to the armoured box.

“Pass me your Light Ball for a moment.” Ash said, taking his hat off. “Here, use my hat.”

“Thanks.” Pikachu adjusted it a couple of times, then shrugged and stuck his tail into it as well to hold it up. “It doesn’t seem to be adjusting size properly.”

“Could be that you’re not human, or something. Whatever.”

“Good point.” Jumping back into the battle, the Electric type ignored a psychic attack that broke over him without effect and launched back a trio of electrical attacks.

Alakazam caught them in a psychic grip and nullified them, but seemed a little unsure what else to do.

“Focus Blast!” Gary called.

His Pokémon shrugged, deflecting another electric attack.

“What do you mean you don’t know it? I thought… gah.” Gary paced back and forth as Pikachu’s electric attacks began branching out to try to overwhelm the Psychic type. “Okay, you know what? Levitate.”

Pikachu frowned up into the sky, the sun getting in his eyes and throwing off his aim. “Not again.”

A wide-area Psywave slammed into the arena, sending the whole thing at least an inch downwards as it compacted the ground – except the bit Pikachu was standing on.

Finally annoyed beyond endurance, Alakazam blurred as he used Thief to steal the hat from Pikachu’s head, putting it on his own.

THUD

“Ouch…” Pikachu winced. “That’s why you don’t take the psychic-nullifying hat when you’re levitating psychically.”

He retrieved the hat and ran over to Ash to return it, taking his Light Ball back in exchange.

“Well, Gary?” Ash asked, grinning. “What’s next?”

“Arcanine, Flare Blitz!”

Pikachu’s eyes widened. “Flare what?”

There was an eruption of flame, and he went flying clear out of the arena. Ash threw Pidgeot’s Poké ball after his flying Pokémon without a moment’s thought, and turned back to Gary now Pikachu was safe.

“That wasn’t exactly fair.”

“We’re at the finals.” Gary shrugged.

“Good point. Kingler!”

The crab Pokémon launched a Surf as soon as he came out of his Poké ball, aiming not at Arcanine but at the arena.

There was an almighty splash as Kingler landed, the water already several inches deep from the sheer scale of the Surf attack. Storm clouds rumbled overhead as Pidgeot hopped back into the stadium to return Pikachu, and water began to fall.

“Nice.” Gary said, appraisingly. “Simultaneous Rain Dance and Surf. But Arcanine’s ready for it.”

“Yeah, about that. What’s he doing?” Ash asked, pointing at the blurred Arcanine running in circles on top of the water.

“Extremespeed. Means he moves fast enough to not sink. Speaking of which… Arcanine, get him!”

Kingler’s shell gave a dull thud as Arcanine’s claws hit it, then scrabbled at the seams before the crab sank underwater. Arcanine dodged away, passed Kingler’s position at great speed to blow some of the water away with the wind shock, and lunged again flamethrower first.

A crabhammer met him coming the other way, hitting home with a stunning crack. Arcanine flopped backwards, dazed, and into the water.

The big Fire type let out a startled yelp as he came back to awareness, shaking himself frantically and doing little besides sending water everywhere.

Kingler’s eye twinkled as he lined up a shot, and fired Crabhammer underwater. The supercavitating explosion sent Arcanine twenty feet into the air in a fountain of water, finishing the process of soaking him and more or less putting him out of the fight.


“It’s water, is it?” Gary asked, switching his fainted Pokémon out. “Blastoise!”

“Rime crasher!”

Supercooled water shot into the arena, freezing it solid instantly and trapping Kingler in the ice. Blastoise lumbered over and launched a pair of Flash Cannon shots, breaking the ice and knocking Kingler out.

“That’s for dampening the flames of my almighty ally, Arcanine!”

Then he looked up, and saw his next opponent. “Wait, this doesn’t seem right…”

“Why not?” Butterfree asked, flaring his wings as the rain stopped and gave way to bright sunlight.

“It’s not awesome enough! I mean, come on. A Butterfree?”


Ash winced. “That’s torn it.”


“Solarbeam.”

A laserblast of light a foot thick came down from the sky and hit Blastoise, melting the ice he was standing on. A torrent of water from his cannons shot back up the path, turning it into a sparkling column of side-scatter a hundred feet high before the Bug type left off his attack to gain height.

The crowd gave an appreciative “Ooh…” at the light show.

Butterfree’s wings shimmered as he repeated his Butterfly Dance, occasionally dodging bullets of water or streams of energy from below.

“Okay, I want to make one thing clear. Yes, I’m a Butterfree. But that means nothing to how good I am.”

The Bug’s form shattered into dancing Double Teams, which scattered and recoalesced somewhere else entirely before launching a Razor Wind at Blastoise. The moment it contacted his water stream, an Energy Ball flew in through the gap and exploded.

Four Solarbeams combined at a single point, and lanced down at the recumbent turtle, causing an explosion.

When the smoke cleared, Blastoise was mumbling something about Mugenn and Grapearls.

“I think he’s out of it.”

“So do I.” Gary allowed. “Umbreon, you’re up!”


“Hello.” Umbreon said, politely. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen such a well coordinated attack. But using four solarbeams at once seems a little like overkill, to me. Surely you could have stuck with finesse? Repeating an attack is hardly a demonstration of skill, just mindless persistence.”

Butterfree frowned. “That’s hardly fair.”

“Well, it’s just my opinion. And besides, you were using the effects of your status boosting moves at the time. It’s a way of making the playing field unfair, isn’t it?”

“I’m not sure I follow. He had as much opportunity as me to use them.”

Umbreon smiled, showing her teeth. “Oh, perhaps. But there are downsides to them as well.” Shockingly suddenly, she launched a wave of darkness upwards.

Butterfree dodged most of it, but the fringes hit like a freight train. “Argh, what was that?”

“Punishment, for playing so unfairly with your Butterfly Dance. But where are my manners – here. A gift.”

Her tail curled around something, invisible in her shadow until now, and threw it up with a sound like a whip-crack. It hit Butterfree on the wingtip, and purple mist puffed out from the impact.

“Like it? It’s a Toxic Orb.”

“Shouldn’t that have, well, poisoned you as well?” Butterfree asked, launching a Bug Buzz downwards as his wing started to burn from the poison.

“I have poison glands in my skin. It’s hardly dangerous to me.” Umbreon sniffed. “Unlike that attack! It’s not fair, attacking a lady like that!”

By now Butterfree was thoroughly confused. “But… battle?”

“Is that any excuse for poor manners?” Tears trickled down her cheeks. “I thought you were elegant from your battle style, but now I have to question that.”

“Okay, look!” Butterfree said, shaking his head to clear it. “We’re in the middle of a battle!” He shot down in an Aerial Ace, determined to show her that he could win without just repeating the same attack type over and over-

Her jaws snapped shut barely behind his wing, with a loud snarl. “Don’t presume!” The force of the shout sent him tumbling, and he recovered just before hitting the ground.

Wait… oh, you’re clever. Butterfree ascended back into the sky, one wing stinging badly by now. He wasn’t going to last much longer before he was unable to fly…

“You can stop with the psychological warfare now. I get it. You nearly beat me, but I should have remembered sooner. You’re a Dark type.”

A fine dusting of his scales started to come off his wings, glowing with an inner light.

She grinned, baring her teeth once more. “Took you quite a long time to work it out. That’s what Dark types do.”

“Yeah. By the way, Silver Wind.”

The shimmering dust swirled like a tornado, and washed over Umbreon just as the Bug type finally succumbed to the Toxic Orb’s poison.


“Double knockout. As Ash Ketchum is the only one with any remaining Pokémon for this battle, he has won the battle and the League!”

Ash’s face shone with mingled triumph and embarrassment. Finally. After everything, including the end of the world, he’d come out first in a Home Islands Pokémon League.

At least nobody had shown up with Legendaries this time…

“Congratulations, Ash.” Gary said, walking over. “You’ve trained a hell of a team.”

“I could say the same for you.” Ash replied. “Nice work, Gary. You gave us a lot of trouble. Especially Umbreon – she’s taken to the Dark type philosophy well.”

“Yeah. I thought it’d be better for her to have a recourse against Bug or Fighting types, so I focused on misdirection.”

“Ahem.” The referee said, impatiently. “While I’m glad to see there are no hard feelings, we do need to give you two your trophies for first and second. And Mr. Ketchum, please report to the League Building tomorrow night for your battle with Lorelei. They’re held in seclusion to reduce the pressure.”

“Okay, gotcha.”

“Now, come on. Mr. Goodshow’s waiting.”


AN: Well done Ash.

Count the Dark-type attacks Umbreon used! There’s a lot.

Butterfree’s power has been partly based on Lulu from Petty’s Nuzlocke - who completely stomped at least one Elite Four member.






36. Chapter 35


“Now, the first thing you have to understand is that this isn’t your only chance.” Lorelei said, opposite Ash in an icy underground grotto. “League winners are entitled to keep scheduling challenges until we say they’re not, usually if they get too obsessed or they’re not showing improvement. This is your first time, of course, and since you’re young for a League winner you’re likely to be looked on favourably as far as that goes.”

She pulled a Poké ball – a lure ball, by the looks of it – from her pocket. “Second, you know my typing of Pokémon, and I know your order of battle from the League battles. This isn’t a test of type advantage. It’s all about raw skill and power. Can you overcome Ice in this most pure form?” She threw the ball. “Show me.”

Ash pointed forward, sending Pikachu into the battle as Lorelei’s Dewgong appeared. “Stay alert, Pikachu. We don’t know what she’s capable of.”

“Got it.” Pikachu opened with a Thunderbolt, which sizzled through the air towards Dewgong. A moment before it would have hit, it splashed off the air.

Closing his eyes, Ash gasped. “That’s ice! Really, really cold ice!”

“Correct.” Lorelei said, a note of approval in her voice. “Ice is not conductive of electricity. When it is cold enough, there is none of the water that could allow a current to flow – and so it is immune.”

“Ash, the temperature’s dropping. I’m getting cold fast.” Pikachu said worriedly, rubbing his paws together and shivering. Indeed, hailstones were beginning to fall from the roof.

“Hail.” Ash mused. “That gives us a time limit. Pikachu, I think the best way to stay warm is to get physical.”

“Gotcha.” Pikachu shivered once more, then clasped his paws one into the other and let a blue fire flow over them.

“Aura?” Lorelei said. “Impressive. I presume that is how you detected the ice wall yourself. Rare, to see a human Aura adept.”

Pikachu hadn’t been idle. He blurred with speed as he charged, punching into the wall of ice with the speed of an Agility and smashing it into shards that pelted the escaping Dewgong.

“You’re not getting away that easily.” Pikachu said, slamming a fisted paw into the ground and causing an earthquake that made the grotto jump. The vertical movement knocked Dewgong out of his high speed slide and gave Pikachu a chance to close in, slamming a pair of fast Force Palms into the yielding fat of his target’s side.

The Electric type’s feet stood on pads of blue Aura to avoid slipping as he followed Dewgong, not letting up his bombardment. Not only was he tiring with every moment in the hailstom, but he’d spotted that this Dewgong had Ice Body – the very same hail was healing him.

“Come on… what does it take?” Pikachu muttered, his muscles burning with cramp from the cold. It was frigid enough to be a hostile environment, and Lorelei was exploiting that for all she was worth with her style.

Ice grinds forwards, wearing down rock and outlasting heat. The temperature sapped energy from challengers.

Finally, Dewgong seemed to be pushed beyond endurance and passed out. Pikachu wasn’t much better, however, countless small injuries from ice shards and the low temperature meaning he was heaving with exhaustion.

“Come on, Pikachu.” Ash said, gesturing. “No point you staying out, especially since we can’t warm you up in a Poké ball. Get in my jacket. You’ve done well.”

“Thanks.” Pikachu stumbled across the ice, his feet sliding occasionally on a smooth patch.

“Okay. I’ve tried electricity, which didn’t work… Charizard!”

The Fire-type roared. “Bring it on!”

“Charizard, no restrictions.”

“A good decision.” Lorelei allowed, throwing her second Pokémon into the mix. “But perhaps not the best… Lapras!”

“I remember my Lapras.” Ash said to himself. “Not long now.”


Bolts of fire shot across the grotto, raising the temperature from bone-chilling cold to merely a little cool. Charizard broke off for a moment to plaster the ceiling with fire and cease the Hail effect.

Water pummelled him in the chest as his inattention cost him. “Right, you’re getting on my nerves.”

Ash had said no restrictions, right?

Charizard inhaled, letting his fire build, and unleashed a Blast Burn.


The wave of heat that punched out from the impact point – on the floor, rather than Lapras himself – sublimated the ice within fifteen feet of the explosion, punching it straight to boiling in one blast.

Further away it became merely liquid, but the effect was more or less the same. Instantly, the whole chamber went to hot and humid, more like a rainforest than anything.

“Now there’s something I haven’t seen in a while.” Lorelei said. “That’s a very powerful move. But there’s a disadvantage with it, in this situation. Lapras?”

The Ice type exhaled a wash of icy breath, which picked up the moisture in the air and flash-froze it to result in a powder-snow attack mixed with an Icy Wind.

When it hit Charizard it caused his wings, damp with the moisture filling the room, to ice up in seconds and made him crash into the ground.

Lapras followed it up with a Hydro Pump and an Ice Beam, freezing Charizard into place.

A second later, the ice exploded in a burst of fire as Charizard unleashed a Flare Blitz, cannoning into Lapras with force enough to finish off the Water type – and nearly him as well.

Shards of ice shot from Lorelei’s next Pokémon to hit him as he panted, knocking him out of the fight.


Riolu opened with an Aura Sphere, slamming it into the Cloyster’s now closed shell and raising sparks.

“Ash, we may have a problem. This shell’s even harder than Cloyster shells usually are.”

The temperature rapidly fell as Riolu spoke and it began to snow, then hail again.

“Rgh…” Ash muttered. “Okay, back here Riolu. If you can’t break the shell then he can just wait you out in the hail. New plan. Dexter!”

I would suggest-

“No, I mean go Dexter!”

Oh, right.

Stand by, ready. Set up.

Dexter’s solidified form drifted out into the area of battle. Well, this is most interesting. It seems the cool temperatures will be helpful for me.

His form shattered and reformed as the diamond, which deformed into a six-petaled flower. Lock on. Tri Attack.

The tri-elemental stream of power poured forth, striking Cloyster on a flat plane of the shell. Dexter’s attack form gradually rotated clockwise, bringing each of the three aspects of the beam to bear in turn on any given section of the impact area.

Lorelei frowned. “I’m not sure what that’s all in aid of.”

The core, visible at the centre of the flower, began to glow with waste heat – but much slower than normal, and the heat increase stopped completely after a minute or so.

“Oh, I see.” Pikachu said. “The core’s being cooled by the air, so he’s not having overheating problems.”

“You better, by the way?”

“I’ll live. Probably have a sniffle for a few days, though.”

“Wait…” Loreili breathed. “Cloyster, get out of the beam!”

Cloyster tried to comply, but as he started to move his shell gave a crack where the Tri Attack was hitting, and electricity flooded through the gap.

I think that’s it for him.

“Nice one! What was that, by the way?” Ash asked.

Thermal expansion and contraction. The repeated fire and ice attacks in succession made the patch of shell grow and shrink, which eventually made it fracture.

“Wow, that’s clever.”

Thank you. Dexter reformed back to his default shape, and turned around in time to meet a Mamoswine coming towards him at enormous speed. His manifestation shattered, and his projector went an inch into the wall.

Ow. Why is it always blunt physical trauma with me?

“Who knows. Riolu, you ready to give this guy a go?”

“Alright.”


Riolu’s main problem, he thought a minute into the battle, was that Mamoswine was just too big and tough to actually hurt. Slamming a force palm capable of breaking rock into a layer of fat a foot thick just meant the strike’s power was absorbed and lost.

Why is it I always end up trying new things out in fights?

He took a moment to focus, and summoned Aura into one palm. Feeding it to make it burn brighter, he began running – no longer attacking, simply evading and moving around Mamoswine.

Doing it like this it was much harder to control, but he had it in hand. Now, there was still one question…

Where do I deliver the uppercut to trigger it? Ah, that’ll do.

From above, Riolu’s path would have been like a spiral picked out by the blue flame in his palm. And as he spiralled in, he slid under Mamoswine’s left tusk and smashed a fist into it.

The hot and cold air formed a whirlwind, weaker than usual but still there, and sent Mamoswine flying about five feet and onto his side.

The slam of impact shook the room.

“Phew.” Riolu staggered on suddenly wobbly legs, the effort of controlling the reverse form of the temperature spiral having taken its’ toll. “That was-”

“Look out!” Ash shouted, pointing frantically.

He was too late. Mamoswine hit Riolu with a Superpower and knocked him into the air, and Ash snagged him before he hit the wall with his rarely-used Poké ball.


“Primeape, you’ve got to take him down!”

“Understood.” Primeape focused, standing in an easy fighter’s stance and stretching. He discarded his gloves, bent his legs into a crouch, clenched one hand into a fist-

BOOM.

The Master blow sent Mamoswine into the wall of the grotto almost as fast as he’d knocked Riolu earlier.

I don’t think he’s going to be much more use. Dexter observed. Not that tired in a cold environment.

“Ergh. That’s me down to one.”

“I am at the same.” Lorelei said calmly. “League members use five Pokémon in their team, to foster skill.”

“Oh, okay.” Ash thought through his choices. Not many of them would be much help – he was dry of Pokémon with type advantage.

“Tauros!”

“Jynx.” Lorelei replied calmly. “Sheer cold.”

Ash’s eyes widened. “Fissure!” He flinched, raising a Protect shield as the side-scatter from the blast of cold arrived, and only opened his eyes once he was sure it was over.

Tauros was lying on the floor, frozen solid. And Lorelei’s Jynx was standing, supporting herself with a stalagmite – and a focus sash falling in fragments from her waist.

“Damn.” Ash heard himself say. His mind was freewheeling, two thoughts chasing themselves around his head.

I lost.

I just pushed Lorelei to the wire.

“Well done.” Lorelei said, breaking him out of his reverie. “Extremely well done. You’ve trained your Pokémon well. Last time I was pushed that hard recently was by a Gym Leader, and of course they can call on the resources of their entire gym.”

“…thanks.” Ash managed. “So… what happens now?”

“Well, you’re not going to challenge any of the other Four this time. But you can come back next year and try again – perhaps with a different team?”

Ash smiled at that, a thought coming to him. He’d certainly have a different team next time!

The Legend of the Storm’s End, for one.

“But for now, I suggest you go and continue your journey.”

“I think I will.” Ash nodded. “Thanks again.”


“Well done both of you.” Oak said to the two Pallet finalists. “I’d have been impressed if one of you made it to the last sixteen,” he winked, “Let alone the two of you in the final! You’ve certainly made me more popular, let me tell you…”

Ash and Gary shared smirks.

“Now, where are the two of you going? I seem to remember you’re off to the Orange Islands, Ash?”

“Yeah.” Ash shrugged. “I’ve got business there, and besides it’d be nice to have a cruise. I’ve been doing too much walking.”

“Opposite for me.” Gary said. “I’m going to do some fieldwork in the Safari Zone. Living rough for a couple of months.”

“Actually…” Ash said, thinking. “There’s a family doing research on a herd of Kangaskhan, if it’s the Kanto safari zone you mean. Nice people. They could probably show you around.”

“Thanks.” Gary nodded.

A letter appeared in a flash in front of Ash, interrupting the conversation. After a moment he picked it up, frowning. “Wonder who this is from.”

“Well, go on.” Misty said, peering over his shoulder. “Open it.”

“Alright, alright.” Ash slit the envelope’s tab and pulled out the paper inside. “It’s from Jessie and James. ‘Congratulations on your first place. We’re headed off to Valencia Island in two days, and there’s space on the blimp – apparently transporting League placers is good publicity. It’s certainly how we got on board.’ That’s nice of them.”

“Jessie and James?” Gary checked. “Weren’t they the two Rockets who followed you around? I thought I saw them in the third-fourth playoff. Were they the ones with the Cubone?”

“Yes, that’s them. They’ve improved a lot recently…” Ash shrugged. “But they weren’t terrible before hand.”

“Ah, Valencia.” Brock said, in the background. “Maybe this time things will work out better with Felina.”

“We never did get a straight answer from you about what happened there.” Misty muttered.

“And I’m not about to give one.”

“Hey, look!” Ash said, calling his friends over to where his mother had taken him aside. As they turned, he held up a small lapel pin.

“That’s nice. What…” Misty tailed off, looking closer. “It’s a flower.”

“Yep!” Ash said. “Mum got it for me. It’s an indigo flower. She says it’s for winning the Indigo League.”

“And you’d better be able to add an orange to it!” Mrs Ketchum said with a smile. “Seriously, Ash, well done. You’re making me regret my decision to let you keep going a little less. I’m proud of you, never forget that.”

“Thanks, mum.” Ash said, hugging her. “That means a lot to me.”


AN: And that’s it for the first series’ worth of events. Next time will start the Orange Islands arc.






37. Orange Islands Chapter 1


“That’s the most uneventful trip we’ve ever had.” Ash said, stretching, as they walked down the ramp of their airship to Valencia Island.

“It’s better than your suggestion last time, that’s for sure.” Brock said. “Didn’t you want to walk? To an island?”

Ash shrugged. “We can walk from Kanto to Shikoku or Hokkaido.”

“An island chain in the Pacific is a little harder.” Brock trailed off, musing. “But then, if we used an Ice type to create sheet ice on the surface…”

“I wouldn’t mind an Ice type.” Misty muttered. “I forgot how hot it was here.”

“Not long now.” Ash said, remembering Lapras. “Well, we’d better get going. Anyone remember the way to Professor Ivy’s lab?”

“I do.” Brock volunteered, before visibly steeling himself. “Alright, here we go.”


After the pleasantries were out of the way, Professor Ivy revealed (for the second time, for Ash) the GS ball.

“It can’t be transported by the Akihabara sysyem, and we’ve tried everything to open it.” The researcher said, sighing. “Even a laser.”

“How powerful?” Brock asked. “I mean, I’ve seen people using laser pointers on blackboards.”

“Rather more powerful than that, I assure you.” Felina smiled. “About fifty kilowatts.” She shook her head. “But nothing makes any sort of impression on it.”

“Strange.” Ash said. “Well, we’ll see if Professor Oak can do anything with it.” He couldn’t, of course – at least, not last time. He’d eventually sent it on to Kurt for further analysis.

Struck with sudden curiosity, Ash closed an eye to have a look. The GS ball was suffused with aura, surprisingly - an even spread that he couldn’t distinguish any detail in.

So much for that idea.

“That sounds good.” Ivy said. “Are you heading straight back?”

“Er, no, actually.” Misty answered. “We thought we’d have a look around the Orange Islands first, especially since there’s a local minor League.”

“Don’t let them hear you call it that.” Faith said, waving her finger.

Ash shrugged. “I’m the one who’s going to compete, and I don’t particularly mind.”

“Hope you’ll have luck without me, then.” Brock said. “I’ll watch you on the TV.”

“Sorry?” Ivy asked. “Where are you going, then?”

“Well,” Brock looked embarrassed. “I was hoping to stay here for a while. I mean, I’ve noticed the mess in your kitchen, and I can cook, and-”

“SOLD!” all four scientists chorused.

“Alright, then.” Ash said. “I suppose we’ll manage.”

“I’m sure you will, Ash.” Brock said. “Keep in touch.”


“It’s never nice leaving someone behind.” Ash said, as he and Misty left the laboratory area.

“Yeah, I can imagine.” Misty replied. “Ah well, if things go to schedule he’ll be back for Johto. Now, where next?”

“Lapras, I think.” Ash said. “Dexter?”

Correct. You must head to the next island to the northeast, Tangelo Island.

Ash and Misty exchanged glances. “Pidgeot and Charizard?”

“Seems the best choice.”


“Hey!” Ash shouted, running into the clearing where several trainers were abusing Lapras. “Why are you beating him like that? Stop it!

The man near the battered Lapras’s head rested the bamboo stick on his shoe and turned towards Ash. “He won’t learn Earthquake, the wretch, that’s why. And I did feed him enough beet.”

“Earthquake? What the… since when is Lapras an earth type?” Ash asked, thrown.

“Since always, dumbass - see that shell? It’s solid rock!”

“How does that even…”

“Besides, the book says so, and tough break winning in a league match without earthquake.”

“What book?” Ash said, shaking his head to try and recover. “I just… I’ve never heard so much stupid in one place.”

Tell me about it. Many Pokémon learn Earthquake, but Lapras has never been one of them.

Another one of the trainers stopped shouting at Lapras and turned. “Shove off, newbie, we’re trying to train this slacker to take on the Orange Crew.”

Misty rolled her eyes. “Do none of you watch television?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Another one of them said, loudly. “Come on, guys. Let’s teach these morons not to mess with us!”

Ash gestured Pikachu forward, and the two of them moved to defend Lapras. One by one, a Hitmonchan, Spearow and Beedrill emerged to fight them.

“Well?”

“Discharge.” Ash said, winking.

Two loud seconds later, all three opposing Pokémon were knocked out.

“That’s kind of satisfying.” Ash grinned. “Yeah, just… go. And next time actually pay attention when League finals are on TV.”

Turning his back on the hurriedly retreating trio, Ash reached out to caress Lapras’ neck. “Hello again, old friend.”

Lapras twitched, then bent his neck to rub against Ash. “It’s nice to see you. Now, what just happened? Why am I young again?”

“Time travel. Speaking of which…” Ash turned. “Hello, Tracey Sketchit!”

After a pause, the other teen emerged from the brush. “How did you know I was there?”

“I have my ways.” Ash said, trying to be mysterious.

“No, come on.”

“Alright, alright. I saw you while those idiots were posturing.” Technically true. “Nice to meet you.”

He extended a hand, and after a moment the still bewildered Tracey shook it.

“What the- oh. Hang on, what just happened?”

“Time travel.” Misty answered, nonchalantly. “We came back about a year ago, Ash reminds people of their old memories, you’re back when you first met him. He didn’t win the Indigo league last time around, in case you’re having trouble remembering.”

“I did this time!” Ash said, rounding on Misty.

“And it only took three years’ head start on everyone else.” The water trainer waved a hand dismissively.

“I happen to think that an effective mid teenager winning a League tournament is still fairly impressive, thank you very much!”

Tracey watched their back and forth for a few minutes, then bent down to Pikachu. “Not much has changed, right?”

Pikachu shrugged. “He’s new.”

The artist blinked, noticing Riolu. “Where’d you come from?”

The little fighting type waved a paw. “That’s… complicated.”

“Actually, how can I understand you? I’m used to using the Professor’s translators, but they aren’t invented yet, right? Unless Ash brought those back too.”

He did something similar. But this, I believe, is an Aura trick. Pikachu’s diversified since you last met him.

Tracey sat down hard. “I’m starting to be overwhelmed. Who was that?”

Me. Dexter materialized. Now, you may as well check on your Pokémon – the memory transfer should have included them as well.


“So, where do we go now?” Misty asked. “I barely remember.”

“Mikan island.” Tracey volunteered. “That’s the nearest Gym, at any rate, and as I recall Ash got a bit… obsessed… at times.”

“I resemble that!” Ash said.

“Isn’t it resent?”

“Not with Ash.” Pikachu said firmly. “For that particular remark, it is definitely ‘resemble’.”

“Anyway,” Ash said loudly. “Let’s go! Tracey, Misty, either of you can borrow one of my Flying types if you want – I feel like getting to know Lapras again.”

Pidgeot’s Poké ball erupted in light. “Actually, I feel like getting to know him for the first time. If anyone wants to ride on me, they’re free to do so, but I’m not exactly going very high.”

“Oh, is that the Pidgeot that left near Pallet?” Tracey asked. “Er, I mean, last time.”

“Yes, she is.” Ash said. “But this time the Fearow that caused all the problems got caught by Gary, and more power to him.”

“I think I might join you on Lapras, Ash.” The artist said, already getting out his sketchbook. “I don’t think I ever had a chance to get a good look at her.”

“You won’t be disappointed.” Pidgeot preened, then flared her wings.

“Hang on a minute, Pidgeot.” Misty said. “I’d rather fly this time, I think.”

“Climb on.”


“She really is a marvellous specimen.” Tracey said, pencil flying across the paper. “Very good converts on the inside of the wing.”

“Glad you think so.” Pidgeot caught a small gust of wind from a wave, and rode it to about ten feet directly above Lapras. “I do try to stay in shape.”

“Now that I think about it, I do remember your performance in the League. Very impressive.”

Ash rubbed Lapras’ neck. “So, how is it, being not in charge any more?”

“A bit relaxing, to be honest. I didn’t mind leading the herd… school? What’s the correct term?”

Don’t ask me.

“Well, anyway. I didn’t mind, because I could help other Lapras, but it did get a little stressful.”

“Think you’re ready for the Orange league?”

“Yeah. A lot of them are more sports challenges, right?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Should be fun.”


“Right!” Cissy said, releasing her Seadra. “The first challenge is-”

“Oh, you have a Seadra?” Misty asked. “Any tips on how to encourage a Horsea to evolve?”

The Gym Leader frowned, thrown. “We’re having a Gym challenge here.”

“I don’t mind.” Ash waved off, examining three Poké balls. “Hm. Lapras, Squirtle or Kingler?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Lapras is fairly solid, Kingler prefers physical attacks, and if Squirtle missed the target would move itself to where he’d aimed.”

“Okay, look. Horsea tend to evolve to Seadra when they have a lot of open water to work with. If you’re in the Orange Islands for a while, just let him – or her?”

“Him.” Misty supplied.

“Okay. Let him spend a lot of time in the open ocean. That should help.”

“Thanks.” Misty sat back down.

“As I was saying before I was interrupted,” Cissy stressed, “The first challenge is accuracy. You have to use Water Gun to hit various targets.”

“Er…” Ash raised a hand. “Isn’t this a bit cruel for those who don’t have Water types?”

“Not my problem. It’s this sort of thing that’s why the Orange League hasn’t got full certification, though.”

“Ah, that explains a lot. Right, Squirtle!”

“This mouth of mine is dripping wet! Its’ loud slosh tells me to-”

“Yeah, just go ahead and release the targets.” Ash said, sighing. “He’s going to keep this up for hours.”

“What’s he saying?” Cissy asked.

“Mainly blather about anime.”

“Ouch.” Cissy shuddered. “It must sound like my little brother. Anyway, let’s go!”

Water bubbled around Squirtle, but he didn’t fire any shots. First one, then four, then a dozen targets fell to Cissy’s Seadra.

“Hurry up!” Ash shouted.

“Oh ye of little faith. Attenboro-style water gun!”

Fifteen lances of water shot out at the exact same moment, knocking over the remaining half of the targets in a fraction of a second.

“Show off.” Ash muttered.

“Oh. I was sort of expecting to win there.” Cissy said, frowning. “That was fast.”

“Thanks!”

“Well, it looks like we’ll have to use the race as a tie-breaker. One person and one Pokémon, first around the flag and back to the beach wins.”

“Sounds good.” Ash began sorting through Poké balls. “Any other restrictions?”

“Yeah, you have to ride on your Pokémon’s back. That’s about it.”

Ash paused, and grinned.


“Where’s your Pokémon, Ash?” Cissy asked.

“I’ll release her once the race starts.” Ash waved off.

“Oh, daring. I like it. Right, count us in, Senta!”

The boy waved a flag. “Three, two, one, go!”

Ash released Pidgeot, leapt on her back, and a thunderous explosion heralded her going transsonic as they completed the entire race in twelve seconds flat.

Senta gaped. “That’s got to be cheating!”

“Didn’t say it had to be a Water type in the rules.” Ash grinned.


“Yeah, yeah, alright. Here’s the Coral Eye badge, and I’ll make sure to restrict people to non-Flying types in future.”

“It’s discrimination…” Tracey joked.


“Ah, this place.” Ash said, frowning. “I seem to remember things going a bit strangely here…”

“I can’t remember either.” Misty said. “Mandarin Island… hm… it’s unusually built up for the Orange Islands.”

Tracey suddenly snapped his fingers. “That was it! The two Rockets with the Drowzee!”

Without breaking stride, Ash returned Riolu and passed his hat to Pikachu. “Right. Now, let’s go stop ‘em.”


Butch and Cassidy whirled as the door to their base exploded. “What-”

“Thunder wave.” Ash said, pointing.

The two Rockets dove for cover. “Drowzee, Hypnosis!”

I’m trying! That surprisingly dapper Pikachu feels like a Dark type!

“Oh, and blast the amplifier machine.” Ash continued.

“How do you even know about that?” Butch shouted, before ducking back again as another blast of electricity raked the wall.

“Er, hello?” Ash asked. “Pokémon all over the town are showing up mind controlled and your Psychic type is wearing a helmet connected to a machine bigger than a car.”

Cassidy hummed. “He has got a point.”

Further conversation was cut off as the machine finally exploded.


“Afternoon, officer.” Ash said, stepping aside as Ivysaur and Charizard carried the two Rockets and their thoroughly unconscious Pokémon into the station. “These two were behind the crazy Pokémon incidents. Might be a good idea to have a Houndour or two on the force in future, though – Dark types are immune to Psychic attacks.”

Jenny nodded absently, directing her Gastly forward. “Fair point. I’ve taken a bit of flak from the rest of the clan for not having a good canine Fire type.”

“I feel like we wasted our time here.” Cassidy said, sighing. “What’s the food like here?”

“We do a nice oyster casserole.” Jenny replied, brightly.

Butch turned green. “Why would you ruin good seafood like that?”

“This is the lockup you’re talking about. Comfort runs second.”


“Ah, Sunburst Island. I wonder if we should have let Brock know…” Tracey said, stepping off Lapras onto the beach.

“Why?”

“He’s a Rock type trainer, right?” Tracey checked. “And this is where that bizarre Onix was – the one that could swim and was transparent.”

“Honestly, I don’t know if that was even a proper Rock type.” Ash replied. “I’ll have to check, but it seemed a lot like an Ice type to me. Maybe it’s sort of like Steelix, but Ice instead of Steel.”

That sounds possible. Dexter’s projector flickered, producing an image of the strange Pokémon. Certainly I am unaware of another Onix capable of swimming.

“Well, let’s go find out.”


“You’ll really help me?” Mateo asked, smiling. “I’m so glad! Everyone else I speak to about this kind of thing thinks I’m mad for believing in it!”

Ash rolled his eyes. “Compared to some of what we’ve seen, this is small stuff.”

“Really?”

“I got possessed once. That should be enough of an example to be going on with.”

“Wow…” Mateo breathed. “Is that what it’s like on the mainland?”

“No, mostly it’s just what it’s like around Ash.” Misty shrugged. “We’ve seen so many Legendary Pokémon, I’ve lost count.”

“Were you at the Indigo league this year?” the glass-blower said, suddenly frowning. “Because you seem familiar, and I remember they said a Moltres turned up there suddenly.”

“More than that!” Misty said, grabbing Ash’s lapel and revealing his Indigo pin. “He won it!”

“Misty, at least let me do my own bragging.” Ash grumbled.

“Well, that’s certainly impressive.” Mateo’s smile was a little awkward. “I’m starting to think that accepting your help was a bad idea…”

“Everyone feels like that for a while.” Tracey said, shrugging. “The feeling usually goes away around the time Ash saves the day.”

“Good… I think…”


“Why are your Pokémon walking around with blindfolds on?” Mateo finally asked, after spending several minutes staring.

“Aura sight.” Riolu said tersely, sweeping the area. “Hmmm… you say it can swim?”

“Aura sight.” Ash translated. “It’s basically the ability to see life force. With it, Pikachu and Riolu can see through solid rock.”

“That’s kind of neat. So they have to wear the blindfolds?”

“It stops normal light from distracting them.” Ash answered. “It’s not exactly necessary, but it’s certainly useful.”

“There.” Riolu pointed, walking towards the spot of light in his Aura Sight.

“Watch out-” Mateo shouted, noticing where Riolu was. Too late, as the little Fighting type stepped off the edge of the path into the water.

And, of course, walked across it.

“Yeah, he does that too.” Ash said casually. “Aura users are pretty neat.”

Tracey and Misty shared a knowing glance. “Well, he did say he wanted to do his own bragging…” the water trainer muttered.


“That doesn’t make sense.” Tracey said, consulting his notes. “If it’s a new Pokémon, it evolved from Onix… but it’s resistant to Water type attacks, and vulnerable to Fire. That makes it sound like it has neither of Onix’ types.”

“Could it have evolved from Steelix?” Ash asked. “So it replaces the Ground type when it evolves for the second time?”

“It’s possible… but I can’t seem to manage both the Fire weakness and the Water resistance! It seems almost like a Grass-type!”

Or an Ice/Ground with Water Absorb. Dexter suggested, humming. I should have Traced its’ ability to find out.

“Well, too late now.” Ash shrugged. “At least Mateo got his inspiration.”


“Should we even bother with Pinkan island?” Misty asked.

“Nah.” Ash shrugged. “Nothing much actually happened there, except Togepi messing around with Metronome – and we already know she can do that.”

“Along with a lot else.” Misty smiled.

“So that’s a skip?” Tracey said. “I’m certainly not objecting.”


“Welcome to the island.” A palaeontologist said, addressing all three of the friends. “Do watch out, some of the areas around here are unsafe. Stay with us and you should be fine.”

“Sure.” Ash said. “Hey, did you hear about Grampa Canyon? I was there when they found the fossil Pokémon.”

“You were? That was an interesting discovery they made there, certainly, though if I recall correctly the paper was co written by a rather young researcher… Gary Oak?”

“Yeah.” Ash shrugged. “He’s always been a bit mature for his age… of course, that only means he acts like a teenager.”

“You know him, then?”

“Grew up with him.” Ash said, before frowning. “Though that makes it sound like he grew up as well…”

“You mean it makes you sound like you grew up as well.” Misty said. “That’s why it sounds off.”

“Misty, that’s not fair…”

The palaeontologist leant towards Tracey, who was flipping to a new section of his sketchbook. “Is this normal?”

“For them, yes.”


The ground shook slightly. Ash and the others wobbled, too used to earthquakes to fall over completely.

“That was strange…” someone said. “This island is poorly consolidated, yes, but it shouldn’t be having earthquakes.”

“Could it be a big one, far away?” Misty asked, worried. “I mean, if there’s a tsunami…”

No chance of that. Dexter reported. There are no other seismic signals of similar or greater magnitude showing up within hundreds of miles. It was here.

“Hey, is that a… computer?”

“Pokédex.” Ash filled in. “But he’s become kind of a multifunction computer, yes.”

“Neat. Good to know that it’s not a big earthquake, but this is still worrying.”


“How are things going?” One of the assistants walking with Ash said, as they got to the current main dig site.

“Very well, actually!” A man with a hard hat jumped up. “We’ve got more Kabuto than we’ve ever seen before in this part of the world, which will be very helpful for dating, and there’s even some Craidilly! Excellently developed Palaeozoic fauna!”

The ground shook, much more violently this time, and the geologist fell onto his discarded jacket.

Ash… this could be a problem.

“What?”

The island is becoming unstable. More to the point, though, that Kabuto over there is starting to reanimate. And this island is limestone.

“Limestone?” Misty asked. “Brock’s the rock expert, not any of us.”

“Limestone – well, this island is heavily fossiliferous limestone – is made up of fossils, in this case.” The nearest assistant said.

Yep, this is bad. The island is about to turn into… calculating… a few million Kabuto and Craidilly.

Ash reached for three Poké balls. “Charizard can take two people at least, Pidgeot one, and Lapras three. Anyone else with water-capable Pokémon, be ready to release them. We’ll have to run for the coast, unless the island sinks before falling apart.”

Misty went for her own. “I can ride on Starmie in a pinch, and Gyarados can take a few. The geologists have boats, though, right?”

“We have a boat. Joy took the other one to meet the press on the next island over, because we wanted to demonstrate the importance of this discovery.”

“Right. Well, feel free to catch a ride.” The ground shook again, and listed. “Time to go!”


“That escalated quickly.” Ash said, from Pidgeot. “There are a lot of Kabuto there.”

“Yes. I wonder how often reawakenings like that happen.”

“Can’t be too often.”

Pikachu pointed. “Hey, look.”

Ash followed where Pikachu was pointing. There was a Starmie, and Misty swimming alongside…

“That’s a Seadra.” Ash said. “He finally evolved?”

“Looks like. And she’s holding up a Net Ball. Wonder what she caught?”

Pidgeot banked lower, and Misty’s shouts became audible.

“Yes! Nice work, Seadra! Hey, Ash! I caught a Kabuto!”

“Huh.” Ash said. “Nice to see she’s diversifying a bit.”

“It’s still a Water type.”


“Ah, Navel Island.” Tracey said. “That’s the second gym, right?”

“Yeah.” Ash nodded. “This is probably the strangest one. It’s basically a series of fitness challenges.”

“Like what?”

“They’re to test how well you cooperate with your Pokémon.” Ash said, before frowning. “Not that Charizard actually did last time…”

Stepping up to the gate, he pushed it open and read the sign. “Ah, there we are. The qualification test is to climb the mountain without aid of any Pokémon. Hey, Misty, Tracey? Mind taking Pikachu and Riolu up?”

“Sure.” Misty said. “But why?”

Ash tightened his boots. “Well, the rules specifically disqualify Pokémon and only Pokémon. They don’t say anything about Sir Aaron’s Boots. I’m basically going to jump up. I don’t want the others getting cold.”

“Okay.” Tracey said. “Wasn’t the leader down here last time, actually?”

“He was.” Ash nodded. “But it looks like he’s waiting up at the top today. Either that or he’s not there at all.”

“It doesn’t make much sense, actually…” Misty said. “What does being able to climb a mountain have to do with being a skilled Pokémon trainer?”

Ash shrugged. “Beats me. At least this time I’m doing it with advantages to counterbalance how I’m, you know, not even a teenager yet.”

“True.”

Ash pushed Aura into his boots, lightened his effective weight to about ten pounds, and shot off in a series of leaps that sent him soaring up the mountain.

“We’d better hurry.” Tracey said, opening the door to the gondola. “Or we’ll be late.”


“Whew.” Ash muttered, jumping through the chilly air. “Cold up here.” It was. In fact, there was snow – something unusual on a subtropical island. “Must be Articuno’s part of the local ocean currents…”

One final leap sent him over the lip of the mountain and up onto the flat. Ash renormalized his weight, and panted for a moment. “Not sure what that had to do with Pokémon, but it was nice exercise.”

“Hello!” Darren shouted. “I saw someone was coming up the gondola. Are you the challenger?”

“Yes!” Ash called back. “You’re the Gym Leader, right? What does that climb have to do with Pokémon?”

“Nothing, really.” Darren shrugged. “I just like extreme sports. Right, three challenges, the first challenge is to freeze a geyser. One Pokémon each, fastest wins.”

Ash pulled out two Poké balls, and released Squirtle and Lapras. “Which of you two is better at Ice attacks?”

Squirtle shrugged. “I prefer burning heat to icy cold.”

“I’m better than before. I’ll do it.” Lapras said, and skated forward on the snow.

“Right. I’m ready!” Ash said, and Darren nodded.

“Three, two, one, go!”

Lapras built up a Blizzard, and fired with a wide focus to cool the entire geyser at once.

“Why aren’t you freezing it from the top down or the bottom up?” Ash asked.

“If I did, it’d be shot out by the water pressure.”

Ash glanced sideways, to where Darren’s Nidoqueen was, in fact, freezing the geyser from the bottom up. “Are you sure?”

“Well… I was. She must have frozen the hole.”

“Ah well.” Ash shrugged.

“And… there!”

The geyser froze, all at once, as the temperature finally went to zero. Darren’s one had been finished at the same moment.

“What does that count as?”

“I don’t actually know, I didn’t think it could happen.” Darren answered. “Draw?”

“What does that mean?”

“It’s basically like if I won, but it means that if you get a win and another draw it goes to you – I win ties, but nothing more.”

Ash shrugged. “Fair enough.”

“It does mean you can’t afford a loss, though.”

“That’s fine. Now, what’s the second challenge?”

“You have to make the frozen geyser into a sledge with the aid of your Pokémon. I’m using my Scyther and Machoke to join Nidoqueen.”

“Right.” Ash frowned. “Hmm… Now, where are Misty and Tracey?”

“Over here!”

Misty hurried up with Pikachu, and looked accusingly at the two trainers. “You started without us!”

“I beat the cable car up here, I think I’m allowed!”

“That’s just like you, Ash!”

Riolu padded over, not feeling the cold thanks to another application of his Airslip trick. “They’ll be at this for a while.”

Agreed. Set up. Dexter formed, and fired laser scans at the pillar. I see. Analysis indicates we may be able to do this one without Ash’s direction. Riolu, I will mark points for you to strike.

“You’re going to have a go without your trainer?” Darren said. “Alright. Three, two, one, go!”

Dexter marked two points. Force Palm.

Charging Aura into his hands, Riolu struck them in quick succession. Large splinters of ice went flying.

Recalculating… here. Mach Punch.

The faster, more focused blow shivered more ice off, and the basic shape began to form.

Fire Punch. Force Palm. Aura Sphere. Mach Punch.

Dexter broke off for a moment, and used a Charge Beam to sculpt the sides and underneath of the sledge.

Right. Now, bring a Fire Punch along this line and that should finish it.

Riolu did so, completing the melting out of the inside for seating. “And done!”

Ash broke off his argument with Misty, which for some reason was about pies by now anyway. “You are?”

“Yes. Didn’t even take three Pokémon.”

“Well done.” Darren said. “I can see you trained your Pokémon very well. Once my sled is finished, the third and final challenge is a race down the mountain. Steering must be done by the Pokémon.”

“Right.” Ash said. “Dexter? What’s the best approach?”

Analyzing. The primary cause of drag will be wind resistance, and is the main limiting factor on speed here. I suggest Charizard – his wings will be excellent air scoops for steering, and he is the largest you have as of now. Good weight for the ice contact area helps.

“Besides, jet propulsion would be cool.” Ash said. “What about having Squirtle make a path of water in front of the sled?”

That would reduce the effects of friction – good idea.

“And I’ll have Pikachu come along as well to blast any obstacles. That’s all three.”


“Count us in, miss.” Darren asked Misty. His own sled was much less crowded than Ash’s – heavy and good for manoeuvring Charizard may have been, but he was also very large.

“Right. Three, two, one, go!”

Tracey ran for the gondola and Riolu kicked off an ice-board he’d made in the intervening time. Misty, courtesy of Pidgeot, was flying alongside the racers.

Ash pointed ahead, with some difficulty. “Pikachu, Squirtle, you know what to do. Charizard… left!”

Charizard thought for a split second, and partially opened his right wing. This stuck out the left side of the sled, slowing them marginally, and tilting the trajectory of the vehicle away from the first icy spire.

“Now, flamethrower!”

Furling the wing again, Charizard blasted a powerful fire attack out the back of the sled.

“You’re going a bit over the top, aren’t you…” Darren asked. “I mean, we’re in very similar sleds.”

“Right! Okay, now left!”

“It’s kind of hard to do steering very precisely, Ash!” Charizard roared. “I’m facing backwards and trying not to fall out!”

“Then we’ll just make steering not matter!” Squirtle launched a larger than normal blob of water ahead, making a kind of icy hill, and then created a ramp leading up it. “Jump ahead!”

“What do you mea-whoaaaa!”

Charizard had the rare experience of taking off… backwards.

Thanks to the irregularity of the ramp, the sled went spinning through the air, rolling and pitching wildly.


Riolu completed a left roll on his snowboard, then looked over at the sledge.

“There’s no way I’ll be able to beat that… that’s a triple twisted lime already…”


“Charizard! Stabilize us!” Ash yelled, gripping the sled with his feet and his two smaller Pokémon with his hands.

“I’m trying!” Charizard flapped his wings frantically, trying to cancel the pitch first. “I’m spinning backwards through the air attached to a heavy weight! That’s number one in the Charizard flight training manual!”

“What, really?”

“Yes! It’s got a caption – ‘Don’t!’”

Squirtle launched a Water Gun, using his attack to help Charizard gain control of the pitch. Once that was done and they were only rolling through the air, he pointed dramatically forward. “Maximum speed, men! We shall cross the finish line as fast as possible!”

Ash gulped. “I don’t like the sound of this…”

Pikachu used Levitate, just to make sure any potential crash was at least somewhat blunted.


“Pidgeot…” Misty said, curious. “Is that normal?”

“I didn’t know it was possible, Misty.”

The two of them watched, fascinated, as a water-tipped rocket with fire shooting out the back span crazily near to the side of the mountain, bounced without actually hitting the ground, and shot along the surface at a distance of less than a foot.

About a hundred metres past the finish line (and over the bay), the ice sled finally melted completely. Ash and his three Pokémon went flying in wildly separate directions.

Ash managed to return Charizard before the fire-type hit the water, at least.


“That went well.” Ash said, as they left the island. “Where next?”

“You call that going well?” Misty asked.

Ash shrugged. “I got the badge, didn’t I?”

Tracey sighed. “Doesn’t surprise me that that’s his main measure of success.”

“Right. Let’s see…” Ash frowned. “Snorlax next, right? I think I can just go and get him straight off with Pidgeot.”

Correct. After that is another thing we can probably skip – ghosts again. Then Tracey gets his Scyther.

“Good. I’ve missed him.” The trainer said.

“Right. To the grapefruit islands!”

As Lapras set off, Ash sighed. “Who names entire archipelagos after fruit?”

“It’s not actually all that bad, as names go… I mean, there are the South Sandwich Islands…”


Pidgeot stooped over one of the islands. As she flared her wings and stopped just above ground level, Ash jumped to the ground. He hit Snorlax with one blue-glowing palm, and caught him before the Pokémon had properly woken up.

“There we go. Though I don’t know why people don’t just catch a Snorlax when it’s sleeping somewhere inconvenient.”

“Beats me.” Pikachu replied. “At least Snorlax is back. He was a good guy, if a bit lazy.”

“You mean he defined the term… at least the people who run the plantations here won’t have any more trouble with him.”


Tracey’s Scyther went nowhere nearly as smoothly. While he was indeed restored just as fast as Snorlax had been, he’d forgotten about the fairly severe injuries from which he was suffering when they’d first met him.

Accordingly, he tried to fly off to settle accounts with the swarm… and promptly fell over.

“You know, this would go a lot easier if we carried around Full Restores.” Ash mused. “Might be a good idea.”

“Given what we get into, yeah.” Misty agreed. “In the meantime, we’ll get going again in a few days once Scyther is properly better.”

“I’d rather settle that score first.” Scyther muttered.

“Any of them know Air Slash?” Ash asked. “Pidgeot does.”

“No, none of them do. Would he teach me?”

“She!” Ash said, to forestall Pidgeot getting angry. “I know you never met her, but my Pidgeot is female.”

“My apologies.”

After a moment, Ash, Pikachu and Riolu exhaled. “It seems like you apologized in time.”

“Is she especially touchy over this?”

“It’s only come up once, but she Sky Attacked a crater lined with fused glass into the ground.”

“I… see. Then I shall endeavour to avoid annoying her, for reasons of self preservation as well as simple courtesy.”

“That’s probably safest.” Riolu said.


“Looks like he’s almost better.” Tracey said. “He’s just old, is the main problem. Age creeping up on him.”

“Right.” Ash said, determinedly. “Dexter, call Brock.”

Not even a please? Alright.

The projector flashed to life, creating a screen on which a startled Brock could be seen.

Ash squinted. “Brock, are you holding a crowbar?”

“No.” Brock said, unconvincingly. “Look, what is it?”

“Where could I find a metal coat? Like the one your Onix used to evolve?”

“Actually, the lab has one.” Brock disappeared out of shot for a moment, and came back holding the metallic item. “You can borrow it, if you’re quick.”

“Five minutes, no more.” Ash promised, and took it as it materialized. “Right!”

“Wait, are you-” Tracey called, as Ash ran towards the Pokémon centre.


Ash skidded to a halt in the convalescence room. “Want to become a Steel type?”

“How?” Scyther asked.

“Your species can evolve into Scizor with a metal coat. It should help counteract your advanced age.”

“Very well, then.” Scyther struggled out of bed, and Ash passed the item to him.

There was a flash of silver light, and when it cleared the Bug type was now a Scizor.

“Congratulations!” Ash said, then dove out the window.

“Er… thank you?”


“I’m back!”

Four minutes, twelve seconds.

“You actually kept track?” Somehow, the screen glared at him. “Right, AI, silly question. Anyway, here’s the metal coat.”

Transferring.

“Did you just evolve my Scyther to Scizor in five minutes flat?” Tracey asked, a little amazed.

“Yeah?” Ash shrugged. “Fairly normal for me. Remind me to tell you about the time a Pokémon evolved while I was riding her.”


“Only a few weeks more…” Lawrence III mused. “The ship is ready, the weapons primed. We have only to wait until the prophesied date and the beast of the sea shall be mine.”

“Brother, I don’t understand why you believe in all those prophecies.” His sister said, walking into the command room. “They’re nonsense. The scribblings of primitives desperately trying to understand Pokémon. We do understand, and we have the power to control them.”

“Those ancient writings were what led me to the site of Pokeatlantis, sister. From an ancient depiction of Mew, all this resulted – and your own ship’s reliance on new technology proved its’ downfall, did it not?”

“I didn’t expect the Porygon.” Hunter J said. “But you aren’t well prepared either. You had no supporting vessels and no additional crew. You could easily be attacked the same way as mine was, by a boarding party.”

“But that is a problem no longer.” Lawrence said, serenely. “You have been delivered unto me. And while your new ship is to be completed soon, you shall be onboard to witness as I come into my destiny as the chosen one and tame the beast of the sea. Lugia!”


“What.”

Sir Aaron stared at the ridiculous creation in front of him.

“This is the great and powerful head of Xavi!” Sorin Otome said, standing atop an eight foot high wooden head with cannons for eyes. “I built it from a very powerful cannon, so fear it!”

“Arceus?” Aaron addressed the air. “This guy is nuts. More nuts than usual, I mean.”

Sorry. I was trying to make a comment about the Portugese mission, and I think I missed.

“Badly.” Aaron muttered. “This is just ridiculous.”

Sorin gestured, and two more identical heads creaked into the square. “Let’s go Xavi!”

To the south, Dialga examined a person-shaped crater in the ground. I think he’s been defeated.

Ieyasu bowed to the crater, and to the samurai within. “Your bond with your lord is strong. But the bonds which will be forged this day are stronger still!”

“My wife said there’d be days like this…” Muneshige Tachibana muttered.

Something exploded as Palkia fired Spatial Rend into one of the Xavi-tanks.


AN:

Sorry it’s been so long. I have other fics too.

Yes, J’s brother is Lawrence III, the “collector” from the second movie. He has a woeful lack of backstory in the film, so I’m making him an archaeologist with access to a number of sites which have the same ludicrously high technology as Pokemonopolis and Pokeatlantis et cetera have.

I’ll try to update more frequently - I do know single chapters are a bit unusual for me.






38. Orange Islands chapter 2


“Oh, hey.” Tracey said, checking the news. “That’s not changed. Prima’s going to give a lecture on the island.”

“Who?” Ash blinked. “Is that the person who does all those strategy guides?”

“Yeah.” The artist shrugged. “It’s been known for years that Prima is a pen name used by Lorelei, but that’s only really among the people who follow the scientific literature. She prefers to keep her scientific life separate from her life as an Elite Four member.”

“That sounds nice.” Misty said. “Is it soon enough we can spare the time?”

“Let’s see… yep. This afternoon.”

“Short notice…” Ash muttered.

“Well, she’s a busy woman. And this is the largest of the Orange Islands, so there should be enough of a local audience.”

Analyzing… interesting. ‘Prima’ has given lectures here at a minimum of six times a year for the last decade.

“That can’t be right.” Tracey said, surprised. “That’s a lot of lectures…”

This might explain it. Dexter’s projector lit. She was born here. There are newspaper articles from a few decades ago about her.

“So this is her home island? Wonder how she avoids being recognized.”

Misty shrugged. “She might not bother. It’s not as if it’d be a disaster for her.”

“True. Well, it’d be interesting to attend.”


“Ah, Ash Ketchum. Can I have a word?”

Ash turned, seeing ‘Prima’ standing in the corner of the Pokémon centre. “Oh! Of course.”

“Thank you. Now, I am in need of someone to help me demonstrate. Since you’re in the area, I was wondering if you’d be available.”

“Sure!” Ash said enthusiastically. “What kind of help?”

“I normally lecture on a specific topic, complete with examples. The topic I’m going to look at this time is the topic of Type Advantage. Would you be able to bring a highly varied team, please.”

“That’s my normal team, actually…” Ash said.

“Should be fun.” Pikachu contributed. “At least this won’t be quite as high powered as the battle we had with her last time.”

“Why not?”

“There’s a living audience.” The Electric type deadpanned.

“Excellent.” Prima nodded. “Backstage in two hours or so, please.”


“Now,” the Elite Four member said. “I am a user of Ice types. This is often considered to be the best offensive element, and the worst defensive element. If you would send out a type weak to Ice?”

Ash nodded. “Pidgeot!”

“Now,” she continued. “If the enemy Pokémon has a weakness to one of the types that your Pokémon has, then you should exploit it.” Palming a Poké ball, she threw it. “Swinub, Ice Beam!”

Pidgeot shot upwards, not waiting for a command, and the beam of ice splashed over the stage backing instead.

“An important point, here. Type advantage means nothing if an attack doesn’t even connect,” Prima pointed out. “This is especially important for facing down more mobile opponents. Which is why one move that Ice types know is so useful. Hail!”

Ash looked up into the sudden snowstorm, which was an astonishing sight on a subtropical island like this. Pidgeot seemed fine, though…

A vacuum wave shot out of the cloud, but accumulated snow on the way and landed as a slushball.

“A Fighting type move,” Prima noted. “One thing to remember is to never assume your opponent can not have a move of any type. Even if the Pokémon does not normally learn a move of the appropriate type, there is always the technique known as Hidden Power. Swinub, use Smack Down!”

Pidgeot pulled up into a highly unusual move, almost turning upside down while still moving forward. The Smack Down missed, and she regained speed by diving before the second shot could connect.

“Your Pidgeot is a truly remarkable specimen.” Prima nodded to Ash. “I did not know that was possible.”

“Neither did I…” Ash muttered.

The manoeuvre is called a cobra. Dexter put in quietly. Often used in fighter aircraft which are supermanoeuverable.


Though it took several minutes, during which Swinub regularly used Dig to keep out of Pidgeot’s firing arc, eventually the cold slowed her enough that Swinub connected with an Aurora Beam.

“A marvellous demonstration,” Prima announced. “The advantages and disadvantages from fighting with an offensive type disparity were well shown. Now, if you would be so kind as to send out a Pokémon who has a move advantageous against Ice?”

Ash nodded. “Let’s see…”

It was actually a fairly tricky question. A lot of his Pokémon were either weak to Ice, or their effective-against-Ice move was the same type as they were…

Oh, who was he kidding. “Pikachu!”

“I was starting to think you’d forgotten all about me…” Pikachu grumbled good-naturedly, jumping forwards.

Prima frowned. “Let’s see… Glalie, I think.”

Another Poké ball flashed, and produced a floating-head thing.

Ash felt a stab of nostalgia, remembering his own Glalie. It was still a while before they could meet up…

Pikachu’s feet skidded on the floor, then steadied as he produced a pair of aura pads on his feet. Spikes on the underside let them dig into the surface of the stage and keep him on his feet.

“Interesting…” Prima muttered, watching intently.

Pikachu’s paw glowed blue, and he launched himself straight at Glalie in a prodigious leap.

Light Screens formed, and promptly shattered as Pikachu rammed the shield-breaker Aura move through them. The other paw flashed with electric light, which blazed into the ground before leaving a clear, shining blue light.

Then he slammed a Force Palm straight into Glalie.

Prima looked disappointed as her Pokémon flew over the retaining wall and out of sight. “Well, so much for dynamic examples… okay. When fighting a Pokémon with a neutral type, then the main issue is going to depend on the type of your own Pokémon. Obviously, a move which has the advantage against the opponent will be preferable in most cases, but with a Glalie – for example – his Ice type moves may well be preferable, since an Ice type’s Ice moves are more potent than what little Ground type moves he has. Were it not for that Pikachu apparently being a Riolu in disguise-”

“Hey!” Pikachu said, paws on hips. Riolu stuck his tongue out, and Ash facepalmed.

“-then I would expect him to follow the same approach. This is more true for a Pikachu than for other Pokémon, since they can use a Light ball – which makes electrical moves far more potent.”

“She’s right,” Pikachu nodded along. “I like my Light ball.”

“Super Effective moves are better, of course. And when a Pokémon has a double weakness, such as a Weavile to Fighting, they are always the superior option.”

She paused. “Now, though it fills me with no little trepidation…” the audience laughed at that, and she went on, “Please send out a Pokémon with a type advantage against Ice.”

Ash already knew who to use. “Charizard!”

“Hell yeah!” Charizard roared. “Time to rock! Only, more like… time to fire.”

Prima sent out a Dewgong.

“No fair!” Charizard yelped, taking to the air just ahead of a blast of water.

“If your enemy is strong against your type, try to have a counter to the conter,” Lorelei said calmly. “In the case of Ice, their commonly paired type Water is useful for this purpose – as are the Water moves many Ice types can learn.”

Charizard ascended as Aqua Jets crisscrossed the stadium, then enveloped himself in a Fire Spin as hail began once more.

“Ah – this is interesting.” Prima adjusted her glasses. “This is a form of shield technique, which is often useful in reducing or negating the effects of an attack. It can – depending on the situation – be a useful way to mitigate a type disadvantage. Though, of course, a water shield would have to be fairly unusual to negate an Electric attack – for example.”

“When using double-typed Pokémon to cover for a weakness, a major factor must be that no double-typing will be perfect. While there are some which are better than others, in almost all cases an attack strong against one type will still do normal damage.”

As she spoke, a Fire Blast speared out of the sky, and she withdrew Dewgong just ahead of the explosion.

“My thanks, young trainer, on an excellent set of demonstrations.”

There was a smattering of applause.


“Okay,” Ash said, pointing to Meowth. “What are you up to?”

Meowth waved a pad of paper. “I wanna get an autograph, ‘cuz Prima’s work saved me a whole load’a trouble. What’s it ta you?”

“Fair enough.” Ash shrugged. “Sorry to bother you.”


“Oh, this…” Ash put his head in his hands. “Two Pokémon trainers who hate each other, with Pokémon who are in love. How did we sort this one out again? I forgot.”

Misty flashed a grin. “Just leave it to me!”

“Actually, that sounds like a bad plan.” Tracey flinched as Misty rounded on him. “No, really! Remember what happened last time?”

“No, actually.” Misty admitted. “But how hard can it be?”

“Don’t say that!” Ash said quickly. “Things always go wrong when someone says it!”


“Okay, I’ll bite.” Tracey shook his head. “How?”

“Easy.” Misty pointed at the two Nido’s. “I taught them both Helping Hand, and pointed out how popular Double Battles are getting to their trainers.”

“You are far too lucky.”

Misty shrugged. “Well, all’s well that ends well.”

Ash dove for cover.

Nothing happened.

When nothing continued to happen, he poked his head back up warily.

Tracey and Misty shrugged and walked off. After a moment, Ash followed, still looking around for the random Legendary or airship crash or something.


“Well…” Jenny pulled out a municipal map. “There’s hundreds of miles of sewer underneath this city.”

At the incredulous expressions of the trio, she gave an awkward gesture. “What can I say. The city planners loved sewers. And this is the largest settlement on the island.”

“Which gives it a population of not-enough-to-need this,” Misty said, then sighed. “Ah well. I always wanted to spend ages in a sewer.”

Please wait.

Dexter formed, settled to the ground, and emitted a faint rumble. Inverting. Ah, there it is. Follow me.

“We so should have had you last time,” Pikachu said.


A tentacle lashed out of the water, aiming for the group.

Ash grimaced, double-checked that he was wearing rubber gloves, and grabbed one tentacle as it went past. His boots flared, anchoring him to the floor, and he pulled.

In a splash of foul-smelling water, a huge Bulbasaur came flying into the air and landed with a splat on the walkway.

“…huh,” Riolu said, frowning. “Didn’t know they got that big…”

“Usually they don’t,” Tracey said authoritatively. “This is a Giant one, which is an unusual kind of Pokémon condition. The jury’s out on if it’s genetic, environmental, or a mix.”

Ash sent out Ivysaur. “Hey, can you speak to ‘im?”

“Well, yeah. The issue is an answer.” Ivysaur walked forward, closing up his fronds to keep them from getting splashed.


“So!” Jenny scowled. “He was going to make us do his dirty work for him, and cover up a serious crime on his part. Well, so much for that mayor. Abandoning a Pokémon is a serious crime…”

“Out of curiosity…” Ash raised a hand. “If he’d sent in a SWAT team like he was threatening, what would they have used?”

“Sandslash, Wartortle, Alakazam and Tangela.” Jenny rolled her eyes. “It used to stand for something else, but someone got confused somewhere.”

“Huh. Okay, I always wondered what that stood for…” Ash said, nodding to himself.


“Finally!” Ash said, and spread his arms. “Trovita Gym!”

“Which one was this?” Tracey asked.

Misty scowled. “I remember this jerk.”

“Jerk?” Ash paused. “I actually don’t remember…”

“He was too busy getting an eyeful of me to pay attention to his job.” Misty shook her head. “I don’t like that.”

“Fair enough.”


“So, you have to hit all the floating targets if you want to challenge me!” Rudy said, not quite focusing on Ash.

For some reason, his gaze kept wandering a little towards where Misty was.

“Right…” Ash said, reaching for a Poké ball, then paused. “Can I check something?”

“Sure.”

“You just need all the targets to be hit, right? Doesn’t matter how?” Ash shrugged. “I mean, there was this other gym leader who made it have to be a Water type…”

“No type chauvinism here.” Rudy flashed a smile. “In fact, that’s half the point of the main battle section. Anyway, if your Pokémon doesn’t have the range to hit them from the shore, you can just ask and I’ll take you out in my speedboat.”

“Cool.” Ash raised a Poké ball. “Snorlax, body slam!”

“Wait, what?” Rudy blinked.

Then he, and everyone else on the waterfront, got wet.


“I think that went well!” Ash said brightly, as Charizard blew hot air to dry them all off.

Rudy just grumbled something about tidal waves.

“So, the main battle?”

“Right.” The Gym Leader pushed himself up. “Okay, I actually do have a normal Pokémon battle section.”

“For this archipelago, that’s kind of daring…” Tracey commented.

“I know. I’ve got letters asking why it isn’t a skydiving contest or something.” Rudy tapped his foot. “Anyway. Pick three of your Pokémon, and I’ll match their type. Best two of three same-type matches wins.”

“That’s interesting.” Misty grinned. “I certainly got Ash the same way back in Cerulean.”

“You mean you sent out a Chinchou and absorbed basically everything Pikachu had.” Ash shook his head. “Still, at least honour was restored.”

Misty blanked for a moment, then tried to strangle Ash. He dodged her lunge and fled with a laugh.

Rudy pointed after them. “Does this…?”

“All the time.” Tracey shrugged. “You get used to it. I’d say it’ll be twenty-three minutes before you can start your battle.”


Twenty-two minutes and fifty-three seconds later…

“Round one!” Rudy said into a microphone, and the crowd roared.

Well, more like purred. There weren’t that many of them.

Ash threw his first Poké ball of the match. “Pidgeot!”

“Oh.” Rudy said, releasing his own Pokémon. “When you said Flying type…”

“Huh.” Ash looked skywards, at the two almost-identical Pidgeot. “You too, huh?”

Rudy shrugged. “They’re very good Pokémon.”

“I know.” Ash cupped his hands around his mouth. “Get ‘em, girl!”

“You know it!” Pidgeot replied with a coo, and then shot skywards with mighty beats of her air-augmented wings.

The other Pidgeot looked up, apparently at a loss.

“…I knew I should have focused on training him for dogfighting…” Rudy rummaged in his pockets and pulled out a tape recorder. “Let’s see…”

Putting it up next to the microphone, he pressed play.


“What’s that music?” Misty asked, looking up as she tried to remember. “It’s familiar, but…”

Identifying… identification complete.

“Wait.” Tracey pointed at Dexter. “You can do that?”

Yes. What? I’m a Pokémon and an AI, not a dishwasher.

Tracey shrugged helplessly. “Okay, what is it then?”

The Dambuster’s March.


Ash’s Pidgeot slashed out of the sky, moving at her attack speed of nearly mach three, and cloaked in dynamically unstable air to aid her terminal attack.

The other Pidgeot did an aileron roll and slid away from her, so she converted the speed of the attack into a lightning-fast partial roll of her own and circled to get behind him.

Air cutters rolled off her Tailwind and stuttered forwards, spraying a cone in front of her which was where she could aim best, but he evaded her with a dodge of his own and tried for an Aerial Ace.


“Not gonna lie, this is pretty cool,” Pikachu said, watching the contrails cross and spar across the sky.

“Yeah…” Ash agreed, squinting up. “Problem is, I’ve completely lost track of which is which.”

“Aura sight?”

“…oh, right.” Ash closed one eye. “Yeah, that’s better. Whoa!”

“What?” Pikachu extended his electrical sense. “I missed it.”

“She just pulled a Kulbit. He nearly hit her and she shed a lot of speed, but it means she’s behind him again. But he just Cobra’d, and… I can’t talk fast enough!”

Then the sky erupted with light as a Sky Attack hit… something.

Ash’s hand snapped out. “Charizard, catch them!”


Charizard beat his wings strongly, heading out over the water towards the twin specks plummeting out of the sky.

He was sure he could catch one. Two, on the other hand, might be a little more tricky.

Then one of the two Pokémon pulled out of its dive. The resultant flight path was wobbly, but serviceable.

Well, that simplifies things…

The Fire type matched speed with the falling bird, and caught it gently in both arms.


“So…” Ash said, looking the Pidgeot up and down. “Which one are you?”

It promptly stole his hat.

“Okay, I was joking!” The hat fell to the floor, and Ash retrieved it hastily. Then he slapped her on the wing-base. “Good work, girl. Get some rest.”


“Your second type?” Rudy asked.

“Let’s go with… Bug! Butterfree!”

“Venomoth,” Rudy countered.

The moth didn’t waste any time, firing a Supersonic and a Disable. Butterfree tried to resist them, but wasn’t strong enough to handle both and was temporarily immobilized.

He shook it off in only a couple of seconds, but by then Venomoth had delivered a dusting of shed scales with a Toxic wrapped up in them.

“Damnit!” Butterfree shook his wings, trying to dislodge the spores, but could already feel the effects starting to bite.

“Well, if I’m going down, I’m not going alone. Confusion!”

Venomoth flinched back as the Psychic attack washed over him.

“Aerial Ace!”

Butterfree slashed in, the tempo of his attacks increasing. The poison was weakening him by now, accelerating as the reactive poison of the Toxic adapted to his defences…

But he was good.

A final, risky wingover slammed into Venomoth, and the other Bug type finally fainted.

Butterfree floated above the arena, holding his wings steady despite the burning poison, until his opponent finally hit the arena floor.

Then, and only then, did he let himself go down.


“All right!” Ash said, grinning, as he gathered up the falling Butterfree and sprayed some Antidote on. “So, what now?”

Rudy rummaged in his pocket and passed something over. “Now you get the Spike Shell badge.”

Ash blinked. “Pardon?”

“Two wins. I can’t make that good, so you win.”

“Hold on a second!” Ash’s face fell. “You mean you don’t do a third match in this situation?”

“Well, I don’t…” Rudy shrugged. “Sorry.”

“Awww…” Riolu muttered.


“Well, that went well!” Misty said brightly.

“Speak for yourself…” Ash replied, sulking.

“Come on, Ash!” Tracey said. “So you only had two battles. Isn’t that still okay?”

“I can’t believe you would even ask that question.” Ash turned away from Tracey with a hmf.


“What’s that place?” Ash said, pointing over the port bow. “It looks kind of…”

That is Fairchild Island. Known for lush and verdant forests, the remnants of a volcanic plug, and giant Pidgeot and Rhydon.

“Oh, that place.” Pikachu looked around. “Hope I don’t get tied to Meowth.. again…”

One of Ash’s Poké balls erupted in light.

“I fancy having a look over there, actually,” Pidgeot said casually. “I want to see if they have anything to teach me.”

“Oh! Well, sure,” Ash said. “Just, come back soon, okay?”

“Sure thing, Ash.” With a wash of air, Pidgeot took flight.


“Hmmm…” Tracey consulted a nautical chart. “According to this, there’s a strong current in the area. I wonder what that could mean for the local Pokémon…”

“It’s making it very hard going!” Lapras interjected. “I don’t mind all that much, but…”

“Not much else we can do…” Ash said. “Though, if Charizard and Pidgeot don’t mind, we could use their help for a bit.”

“No, I’m fine.” Lapras shrugged his head. “Don’t mind me.”

“If you say so,” Ash said, shrugging.

Then there was an explosion to the southwest.

“Whoa!” Ash shouted, looking off in that direction. “What happened?”

Specks of colour danced against the blue sky, and flashes of heat lightning or momentary clouds flashed for almost a full minute. Accompanying it, at a delay of about ten seconds, was a series of rumbling booms.

Eventually, it died away. A few seconds later, a familiar shape came skipping over the sea.

Pidgeot flared her wings, beat them once to cancel most of her momentum, and settled into a low orbit around Lapras. “Ruffians!”

“I… take it that it didn’t go well?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”


“Land ahoy!” Tracey said, looking through his binoculars.

“Where?” Ash asked, shading his eyes.

“East, mostly.” Tracey pointed. “At least… I think that’s east. Pikachu?”

Pikachu hummed, focusing on the magnetic field of the earth. “…yes, you’re right. That’s east. Are we off course?”

“Must have been the current…” Misty said,

We are indeed off course, Dexter supplied, rising into the air. That is not the deserted Berna Island. In fact…that is Shamouti.

“…oh, great,” all three humans chorused.

“Well, this should be… ‘fun’,” Ash added with a sigh.


Lapras coasted into Shamouti bay, which was fairly empty of boats on that particular day. Only a few ferries were docked, and most of those were riding high on the moorings.

“Looks quite empty, actually…” Misty said, looking around. “Wasn’t it really busy last time?”

We are one day earlier than we were last time, Dexter said helpfully. The festival begins tomorrow evening. I suggest getting a good rest.

“Yeah, sounds like a plan,” Ash said, hopping off Lapras as they reached the beach. “Thanks, Lapras. I think we might be able to give you a rest for the next leg.”

“Okay. Just be careful, okay?” Lapras craned his neck back to check everyone else was off, then nodded to Ash who returned him.


“Ohhh, that was good…” Tracey said, lying back on his bed in the hotel. “This place has such nice food…”

“It is a tourist centre,” Ash replied. “I’ve never seen so many elaborate and vaguely silly bird costumes.”

“Hey, don’t knock it,” Riolu warned from the window. “I love this kind of thing.”

Ash nodded. “Me too, actually. Doesn’t stop me making fun of it.” He rummaged in his pouch, and pulled out Sir Aaron’s complete wardrobe. “These tomorrow, I think.”

“Good idea.” Pikachu rubbed his paws together, then brought out his Light Ball to check before reabsorbing it. “We’ll need all the help we can get.”

Riolu turned from the window and sat on the dresser, crossing his legs and settling into a meditative posture. “I agree.”


At ten minutes past midnight, four silvery shapes dropped through a cloud layer and sped south and west. Something flashed pale blue behind them, and orbs of light dropped through the cloud layer in a steady stream.

Shapes and orbs alike were headed on an arrow-straight path to Fire Island, most south-easterly of the three sacred islands.


“I still don’t see why we couldn’t do this yesterday,” Hunter J said with a scowl. “As it is, we’re taking far too long.”

“The Beast of the Sea must be tamed on the day of the festival,” Lawrence said calmly. “The festival begins today; so must the taming begin. And why so anxious, sister?”

J strode over to one of the display screens. Tapping on the controls with quick, sure strokes, she brought up a recon image of Shamouti Island. “This is going to be densely populated on the day of the festival – it draws people from all over the Orange Islands to see it. We might be found out.”

“Dear me, sister,” Lawrence said with mock surprise, “is this you I hear worried about being found out? Aren’t you the one who dares the police to do what they can?”

“That was when I had a battleship,” she admitted, though she’d never breathe it to someone who wasn’t family. “And you know as well as I that the new one is still months from completion.”

“That’s as may be,” Lawrence shrugged. “But we do have a battleship. A great citadel of the skies!”

An attention signal chimed.

“Ah, the Titan of Fire has emerged from the volcano.” He spun his chair to the controls, and began entering commands. The ice cannon shifted, targeting the blazing streak of fire in the night, and opening up.

“Using ice weapons is foolish,” J muttered. “Moltres is Fire type, and Fire is strong against Ice.”

“As Flying is weak,” Lawrence countered. “Besides, to capture a Pokémon one must weaken it before using the Poké ball.”

More ice shots slammed into the Legendary, and after a further moment laser fire danced out from the four pinnaces. Moltres snarled, turning to face them, and took a bolt square on the back.

“Now, I think.” Lawrence stabbed a key.

Four metallic circles dropped free, homing on the Legendary Pokémon. It took a few blasts and even hit one with a Fire Blast which blew it to smithereens, but eventually the attacks overcame it and it was captured in a forcefield by two of the circles.

“You should paralyze it. Maybe even lock it into stasis.”

“No.” Lawrence spun to face his sister. “The Titans must be brought together, but their powers must be combined to tame Lugia. I cannot do that if they are unable to use those powers.”

Hunter J stared at him, then nodded grudgingly. “Fine. If any of this is going to work the way you want it to, then we have to follow the instructions…”

“My thoughts exactly.” Lawrence brought up a map. “Now, perturbing the balance of the Titans by removing the Titan of Fire should lead to a reaction from one of the others. Let us see which it is…”
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39. Power of One chapter one


“This place is so crowded!” Misty said, looking around with a grin.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “There must be thousands of people here!”

“And from all over the Orange Islands!” Tracey contributed. “Boats have been arriving all day. Wonder if any of them are from Kanto or Hoenn?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Misty said. “This festival is amazing!”

She paused. “Though, actually, I’d never heard of it until we came here…”

“It is a long way,” Pikachu mused. “Perhaps that’s why.”

Tracey shrugged. “I had. I think it’s just something that tends to be interesting to people who are, maybe, a bit older than we are…”

“What, dressing up in costumes?” Ash looked decidedly skeptical.

“Actually, I can see that.”

The others looked at Riolu, and he shrugged. “From what I remember of my, er… other life? Most of the young Pokémon who came to events in the village were brought along by their parents. If the same is true for humans-”

“Probably more true,” Tracey said with a nod.

“Right. Then anyone who gets brought along by their parents would be younger than you guys, while any trainers who came would tend to be older, because they wouldn’t have the head start you guys have.” Riolu shrugged. “Or something.”

Ash blinked. “Wait, did you just make all that up on the fly?”

“I’m guessing.” Riolu raised his paws. “Made sense, though, didn’t it?”

“I have to admit, it kind of did…”

“Excuse me?”

The group turned, seeing a man wearing a jacket and shorts, and with a big bundle of cloth in his hands. “I was wondering… you’re all Pokémon trainers, right?”

“Yep!” Ash grinned. “What gave it away?”

“That would be the Pokémon,” Tracey deadpanned.

“Sounds about right.” Ash shrugged. “Yeah, we’re Pokémon trainers. Why?”

“Well…” The man rubbed the back of his neck with his free hand. “You wouldn’t believe how rare it is for Pokémon trainers to come here. Especially of the right age… anyway. We’re looking for a visitor to play the part of the Chosen One.”

An electric thrill danced down Ash’s spine. “Sure!”

“Really?” The man blinked. “That was quick.”

“Be an awesome hero-type character?” Ash spread his arms. “Sign me up!”

“Yeah, that’s Ash alright…” Pikachu chuckled.

“Hey, can I provide my own costume?” Ash rummaged in his bag. “I’ve got a great one right here-”

“No, sorry.” The man shook his head, hiding a smile. “Part of the point is to show how anyone can be a hero, so your normal clothes are actually preferred.”

Ash actually felt a bit put out by that. “Oh… can I at least put on a cape?”

“Just put it on once the ceremony’s over, Ash!” Misty said, shaking her head.

“Uh… sure.” Ash nodded. “Works for me. Maybe then I can put on the hat as well.”

He glanced down at his boots – which were, as usual, Sir Aaron’s boots, to go with the gloves he also wore all the time now.

“Right.” The man shrugged. “Your choice what you wear during the trial. Come with me, I’ll let the organizers know – then I’ll have to go change.”

“Oh, you’re performing?” Tracey looked interested. “What as?”

“Moltres.” With a frown, the man looked into the sky. “Though I can’t say it’s great weather for it…”

There was an ominous rumble.

“Come on, we’d better hurry. Don’t suppose you have a Pokémon with Sunny Day?”

“I have at least two,” Ash contributed.

Ivysaur was duly released. He took a look around, raised his petals, glowed briefly, and shot an orb of yellow light into the sky.

It reached the cloud layer, and vanished from view. Then the clouds began to churn faster.

“Well?” Ash asked, a note of concern in his voice.

“This is much, much harder than normal.” Ivysaur grunted. “Maybe it’s just Shamouti… this is kind of an important place.”

“I’m not so sure…” Ash mused. “Okay, if you can’t you can’t. Thanks for trying.”

He looked up at the man and shrugged. “Sorry. No luck.”

“Hmmm…” A frown. “Now I’m worried.”

“Well, it’s probably just a bad storm, right?” Misty said, smiling brightly. “Where do we need to go? We may as well try to get indoors.”


The ceremony itself felt… really strange.

Sure, the free meal was nice, but…

Ash couldn’t help but have a feeling of… well, it was hard to pin down. Like he was watching a film, but for the second time. And this time, they’d replaced the main character with him.

It felt almost wrong that everything went almost without incident. Apart from the ominous rumblings of a summer thunderstorm outside, that is. But, apart from that occasional interruption, it was just a slightly cheesy town festival.

After the first ritual had been done – the bit which told Ash that he had to find the three treasures of the titans – someone approached him as everyone else went back to their meal.

“Good afternoon, Chosen One.”

Ash looked up at the woman who’d brought them here. “Hi, Maren.”

Maren looked very confused. “Have we met?”

…last time. She’d brought them to the island last time.

Ash blushed, and winced. “Sorry! I overheard your name somewhere…”

“Must have been my friend Carol – or her sister…” Maren’s lips pursed for a moment. “She’s the festival maiden – Melody.”

Ash nodded. “Right. Yeah, that’s probably it.”

Maren smiled quickly, then blinked. “Sorry, we got a bit off topic. I was going to offer to you that I take you to the islands – Fire island, Ice island and Lightning island. You need to pick up the treasures, as part of the ritual – normally it’d be fine for you to pick them up tomorrow, but I don’t think we’ve got all that long before the weather closes in.”

“Okay, sure.” Ash stood. “Shall we get going now?”

The woman was quick to agree. “The sooner we leave, the sooner we can get back. I’ve got supplies on my boat, though, just in case we do end up stranded on one of the islands.”

Ash chuckled as they headed out of the temple-turned-dining-area. “I’ve got a Pidgeot, so we’d probably be fine.”

“Also, you can walk on water,” Riolu pointed out, holding out a paw. Pikachu did likewise, and Ash swept them up onto both shoulders.

“Well, yeah, that too.”


Ash clung to the rail as Maren’s boat rocked in the swell. “Is it usually this bad?”

“Not usually, no!” Maren called back. “I think we might be more glad of those supplies than I thought!”

“Pidgeot can fly in worse weather than this,” Ash told her loyally – then went a bit green. “Urp… I though I had my sea legs by now…”

The sky rumbled again, flashes visible through the black clouds covering the sky.

Pikachu hopped up onto the mast. “I wonder if we’re the tallest thing around…”

“We better not be,” Ash mumbled. “I don’t fancy being struck by lightning in a boat.”

“Walk it off,” Riolu quipped. “You know. Because you can walk on water.”

“Yes, I got the joke…”


Ash jogged up the mountain stairway, pacing himself. Riolu ran at his side, and Pikachu was two paces ahead – keeping his electro-sensitivity at maximum to try and pre-empt any incoming bolts of lightning.

“This is kind of strange…” Riolu said. “I mean, I’m the only one who hasn’t done this before, out of the three of us.”

“Yeah, true,” Ash said as they rounded another shallow bend. “It was several years ago for me, though, so I’m not all that sure I remember how everything went.”

Checking a half-step, he winced. “Case in point – I forgot until now that Zapdos is about to show up.”

“Is that why there’s all this storm, do you think?” Pikachu asked.

“Now I think of it, it probably is.” Ash shrugged, getting back into the rhythm. “Well, I’m fairly sure we can take him.”

Pikachu and Riolu gave him looks.

“Okay, with help,” he allowed. “Look, guys, I did alright against Mewtwo, right?”

“That would be some new definition of alright, where you die.” Pikachu’s tone was deeply skeptical. “Don’t put me through that again, Ash.”

Ash nodded, touched. “Sorry, Pikachu. But I was being serious. I really do think we – you two, me, and a couple of the others – could at least fend off Zapdos.”

“If we have to,” Riolu clarified.

“Yeah, if we have to. And I hope we don’t.”


It took them a couple more minutes to reach the summit of Fire Island’s mountain, and look down into the bowl.

“There’s the shrine,” Ash said, unnecessarily.

“Huh,” Riolu said, looking down at it. “Interesting.”

Okay, maybe not quite so unnecessarily.

“Where was the orb again?” Pikachu asked.

“About…” Ash frowned. “Not sure, actually, I remember it was obvious, though.”

He closed his eyes, and took a quick look around. “No nearby Legendaries… and I’m a bit disappointed. The orb doesn’t show up.”

“Maybe it needs to be filled with Aura before it does,” Riolu suggested.

“That sounds likely.” Ash opened his eyes again, and checked cloak and gloves were on securely. Then, just in case, he pulled Sir Aaron’s staff out of the pouch and slung it across his back ready to hand. “Right, let’s go.”


Warily, they stepped down into the centre of what seemed to be an extinct volcano.

(Of course it was an extinct volcano. It was an ocean island in the middle of the Pacific.)

“Hmmm…” Ash said, walking around the shrine. “No sign of it on this side… or…”

“Uh oh…” Pikachu voiced, for all of them.

“Where the heck is it?” Ash asked. “It was right – wait.”

Looking closer, he saw a set of four tiny squarish blocks in a square pattern, set into a small recess. “I think this must be where it was.”

“So…” Riolu began. “If it’s not here, then who took it?”

“And what do we do now?” Ash added.

“Wait a sec.”

They looked around at Pikachu.

“If it’s not here-here, maybe you could see it with Aura Sight.” Pikachu wiggled an ear. “So that might be a quicker way to look.”

“Good idea.” Ash rummaged around, and got out a Poké ball. “Well, by now the idea of doing the ceremony the usual way is completely impossible… Pidgeot!”

The Flying-type materialized. “I heard. I assume you’d like a lift?”

“Please.” Ash nodded. “Head down to the beach first, I should let Maren know we won’t need her any more.”

Pidgeot chirped assent, turning and crouching down a little. “Climb on. And Pikachu – make sure I don’t get struck by lightning, please!”


Maren hummed to herself, boiling some water for a cup of coffee.

No matter the weather, a good drink always helped her feel better.

As she filled the percolator, there was a whoosh of wings outside.

“Maren!” came the voice of the boy – Ash. “We got up there, and the treasure was missing!”

“Missing?” Maren hurried out onto the deck, coffee forgotten. “Who would do such a thing?”

“I don’t know,” Ash told her, face set in determination. “But I’ll make sure they don’t get far.”

Despite herself, Maren believed him. The young boy who sat there, astride a Pidgeot and with some kind of staff-head poking out above his shoulder, sounded… confident.

“Okay,” she said, nodding. “Good luck. I’ll head back to Shamouti, since you clearly don’t need me…”

“Actually, could you let my friends know?” Ash asked. “They might be worried.”

“Of course.”

With that, Ash reached up to his bandana, pulled it over one eye (for no reason Maren could discern), and his Pidgeot began to climb precipitously before circling the island.

Maren watched him go for a minute, until his Flying-type was just a moving speck and she lost sight of it.

Then she went back into the wheelhouse to start up the engine – and, of course, have that coffee. She needed it.


“This is concerning…” Professor Oak commented, looking from screen to screen. “Do we have this from a satellite?”

Yes, we do. Damos threw up an image on the big screen. Himawari-2 has already turned every sensor it has on the area.

“Curious.” Oak rubbed his chin. “Last time, when this happened, the disturbances were larger at this point.”

Larger?

“The weather was affected as far as here by now, last time. And it was… different.” Oak searched for the words. “It was… yes, I think about now was the time it switched from being a cold thunderstorm to pure blizzard.”

That is indeed anomalous. Damos brought up weather reports. The temperature dropped somewhat over the course of the day, but is now returning to mean in the area – and the thunderstorm is intensifying.

Oak nodded, tapping his foot. “Well, I don’t think there’s much we can do to help from here. About the best we can do is to monitor the situation – I doubt flying over in a helicopter would help much.”

Right. Damos paused for a moment. Professor, I believe I have noticed something interesting.

Up came the satellite image again. This time, it dropped into false-colour, and rotated to be a flat plane representing the horizontal. Green lines traced themselves onto the plot.

“Really?” Oak asked, surprised. “An ellipse?”

Yes, though a tenuous one. Focus one is over Shamouti itself. Focus two is here – the former site of Kabuto Island.

“Most unusual.” Oak shrugged. “Please continue to monitor the situation, Damos.”

Of course.

Oak looked off into the distance, towards the Orange archipelago. “I do hope you know what you’re doing, Ash…”


“No way!” Misty declared. “I know, I want to help Ash – but there’s no way we can go out in that storm!”

“But I want to help!” Togekiss insisted, and Scizor and Psyduck nodded.

“It’s not a matter of wanting,” Tracey agreed, with a grimace. “I do too. But most of our Pokémon can’t fly, and that’s a full-fledged lightning storm out there.” A jagged blue arc hit one of the mountains ringing the ancient caldera, and he winced. “And of those who can… well…”

Misty sighed. “We don’t want to risk you. There are legendaries out there, and a machine that fights them and wins.”

“Ash is out there, though!” Togekiss pressed.

“He’s an exception,” Misty replied promptly. “Seriously, Ash’s Pokémon are crazy strong and so is he.”

Togekiss subsided, looking mutinous.

Another bolt arced through the heavens, blowing a chunk of rock off the side of a cliff face.

“I hate not knowing what’s going on,” Misty commented.

Then she blinked. “Wait – where’s a phone?”

“Huh?” Tracey asked.

“I just realized – we do know some people who can help!” Misty looked between Tracey and their Pokémon, rummaging in her pocket.

After a few seconds, she held up a slip of paper. “Aha! Now, who’s got Gary’s phone number?”

Seeing Tracey’s further confusion, she flourished the paper. “Who do we know who’s got some unreasonably powerful Pokémon?”

“Ah, gotcha.” Tracey nodded. “Still getting used to being friends with them…”


“No sign of it on my end!” Ash called into the slipstream. “You guys?”

“No luck,” Riolu agreed. “Not a speck of Aura on the whole island.”

Pikachu shook his head.

“Hope that doesn’t mean we were wrong about being able to spot it,” Ash fretted. Then: “Whoa!”

The largest lightning bolt yet speared down out of the sky, and blew shrapnel out of the cone of Fire Island. A screech ripped through the air.

“That was Zapdos!” Ash observed.

“Yeah, I noticed,” Pikachu snarked. “What now?”

Pidgeot answered for them, weaving a tailwind out of the air and riding it forwards.

They closed up to Zapdos, following about half a mile behind, and watched the fireworks.

Bolt after bolt scored the crater rim. Zapdos cawed out challenge, daring the Fire type legendary to come out and fight him.

Ash listened closely. It was harder than usual to understand what the Titan of Lightning was saying, but there was some vague meaning there…

“Did I hear that right?” he asked, glancing back at Pikachu. “He asked if Moltres was a coward – like Articuno.”

“That’s what I heard, too,” Pikachu agreed. “If that means he’s already done this at Ice Island…”

“Then Articuno must be missing too,” Riolu completed the thought.

“We should go check it out,” Ash declared, and tapped Pidgeot on the side. “Okay, girl, we’ve seen enough. Ice island, on the double!”

“Double the speed of sound? That I can do,” Pidgeot boasted. The tailwind halted for a moment, letting them drop behind Zapdos, and Pidgeot flared her wings up into a climb which shed all her momentum.

Below her, the wind she’d left behind coiled in on itself.

She rolled, so her back was where her belly had been. She pitched forward in a half flip, facing downwards where she’d been facing up.

Then she dove back into the tailwind, which had reversed direction entirely, and shot off west towards Ice island.

A muffled boom went almost unheard in the cacophony of the thunderstorm.


“You want me to what?” Gary asked, blinking.

“Yep!” Misty said brightly. “The sooner the better.”

“Misty, I’m…” Gary glanced up for a moment. “Probably more than six thousand miles away. I can’t possibly get there in time to help, nothing I have knows Teleport.”

“Don’t you have an Alakazam?”

“Yes,” Gary confirmed. “And he doesn’t know Teleport.”

“Well… that sucks,” Misty said eventually. “How quick could you be here if you set off right now?”

“Days,” Gary replied. “If I got an airliner and flew the great circle route, then I’d take eleven hours – if there was an airliner going that way right now. Fearow would take longer, even without the need to eat on the way.”

Misty nodded. “Yeah, okay. By the sound of things, you couldn’t get here in time to help.”

Gary shrugged. “Sorry.”

“No, it’s fine, you weren’t to know.”

The line closed with a click.

I told you coming to Lumiose City was a bad idea, Dee said.

“I didn’t expect the apocalypse, okay?” Gary replied. “And I say that way too often.”

He glanced up at Prism Tower through the hotel window. “Well, I’m not getting back to sleep after that. We may as well go for a walk.”


The sides of Ice Island’s central cone bore the same long, jagged lightning-scars as Fire Island had.

“No way Articuno was still here when that happened,” Ash said. “They’re all pretty territorial.”

“What does that mean, then?” Pikachu asked. “Is that flying machine still here?”

“Must be,” Ash agreed, but frowned. “But I… I don’t know. Why would… he, right? Why would he attack in a different order?”

The butterfly effect, perhaps? Dexter suggested. The idea is that small changes balloon out into large ones, and that you can’t tell which small ones will become which large ones.

“What does Butterfree have to do with it?” Ash asked.

No, Butterfly. Any Bug type Pokémon which has large wings and a diurnal lifestyle after emerging from a coccoon. Like Beautifly.

“Butterfree-Beautifly effect. Right,” Ash said, nodding.

I give up.

“Wait,” Riolu said, pointing off further west. “Look.”

The others turned, one hand/paw each on Pidgeot’s feathered back to keep their balance.

“I forgot how big that thing was,” Ash breathed. “It’s the size of a city.”

“And it’s heading for Fire Island,” Pikachu noted. “Probably going after Zapdos.”

“That must mean it’s already got the other two legendaries,” Ash agreed, as Pidgeot banked around to follow. “Wonder if he’s the one who took the treasures?”

“We’ll have to assume he did.” Riolu took a deep breath. “Okay. Where’s the best way to get on board that thing?”

“Don’t know…” Ash admitted. “Pidgeot? Any ideas?”

He glanced back at his backpack. “Dexter?”

Scanning.

Several seconds ticked by.

I believe I have something. Dexter’s projector glowed, and an image appeared in front of Ash’s eyes for a moment. Here.

“Did you get that, Pidgeot?” he asked, squinting at the moving fortress.

“I didn’t, no-” Pidgeot began, then interrupted herself. “Oh, now I do. Thanks.”

Her wings flashed, and she sped onwards towards one of the outer engine pods.


“Three treasures, three birds,” Lawrence said softly. “Bring together all three, and tame the beast of the sea.”

“If you say so,” J said, looking dubiously at the trio of orbs in their special holder. “They just look like clear Poké balls to me.”

“Often artefacts of great power seem minor to the uninitiated,” Lawrence assured her. “After all, our first discovery seemed nothing but a simple rectangle of thin metal, but look what it made possible!”

His grand gesture took in the whole stateroom of the vast flying machine, and also the storm outside.

The computer spoke up. Zapdos approaching.

“Destiny calls,” Lawrence said lightly, sitting on his chair. “Do you want a lift?”

J shook her head. With a nod, her brother pressed a button on his control panel and his chair rose with a smooth hum into the ceiling.

Mildly interested in what was about to happen, J stepped over to the east side of the stateroom to watch.

The floor vibrated slightly as the cannons deployed, and began to fire.


“Thanks, girl,” Ash said, giving Pidgeot a rub. “Okay, have a rest for now.”

He held out her Poké ball, and she returned with a red flash.

“Found it,” Riolu announced, lifting a grate. “This must be the service hatch.”

Ash nodded, clambering over the superstructure of the nacelle. “Can I fit?”

“Looks like,” Riolu judged, and Pikachu hopped down before nodding a confirmation.

“Okay, here we go.” Ash crouched down, and began to crawl through the accessway.


In her office on Mandarin Island, an air traffic control officer looked over at her radar screen.

“Good afternoon, Tango Whiskey four two three. Be advised, your current flight plan intersects an area in which there is a severe weather warning, stand by for a rerouting. Over.”

Next to her, her Spearow gave an approving chirp.

“No thank you, ATC,” the pilot of TW423 replied. “We are aware of the severe weather warning, and do not require a re-route. Over.”

The officer shared a look with her Flying type. “Say again, Tango Whiskey four two three? You do not, repeat not require a redirect? Over.”

“Affirmative, ATC,” the voice confirmed. “No redirect. Please wait, I am switching my transponder to mode two for clarification. Over.”

“Mode two?” the officer repeated. “What’s-”

The data codes duly changed.

“…okay, wow,” the officer said after a moment, and shared another look with her Spearow. This one was more astonished than dubious. “Uh, affirmative, Tango Whiskey four two three. I suppose I should say good luck. Over.”

“Much appreciated, ATC. You may lose contact, we’re going to mode five now. Out.”

And with that, the code on her radar vanished completely.

“…huh. Wasn’t expecting that,” she said faintly.
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40. Power of One chapter two


“It’s locked. Of course it’s locked.”

“Did you expect it to be open?”

“Well…”

“Of course he did.”

“Hey!”

“Right, I’ll handle this. Give me a sec-”

A maintenance hatch dished out with a crunch from a powerful impact, and then fell to the floor.

“Because that’s not obvious in the slightest,” Ash said, nodding down at the crumpled hatch as he scrambled out of the accessway.

“What did you want?” Riolu asked, following. “We didn’t have a key.”

“Yeah, but now it’s obvious someone’s on board.” Ash shrugged. “Oh well… where’s he keeping the birds?”

Pikachu hopped out of the hole, lightning crackling around his claws. “A room near the middle of the ship, I think.”

“Good thought.” Ash retrieved his staff, making sure it was ready to hand, and then pulled out Dexter’s projector with his free hand. “Okay, Dexter. Anything you can tell me?”

This place has no wi-fi. None whatsoever.

“I’m sure you’ll cope,” Ash assured him.

No, I mean I can’t link into the ship’s systems. There’s no way in to link with. Dexter made a slight electronic blaat noise. Sorry.

“Fine.” Ash shook his head. “No electronic help. Okay, I can live with that… Pikachu, you said you had an idea?”

“Well, just – we’re on the outer edge, so we need to find a door leading inwards.” Pikachu hopped off down the corridor, and the others moved to keep up with him. “This is as good a way as any.”


In the storm outside, crackling orbs of energy shot out of the main gun of the Hikokyu. Most of them missed, flicking past the target Zapdos at high speed, but the occasional one connected with a screech of pain.

Zapdos snarled, spitting Thunder back at the orbs as they came in.

He was the master of the skies now!

The power of the storm flowed through and around him, snapping out in bolts towards the towering ship overhead. Some of them hit home, causing scorch marks, but no major damage.

Another orb hit home, and then two more in quick succession as the Hikokyu’s targeting computer found the range.

Zapdos staggered in the air, then recovered – wings beating less surely.

The cannon stopped firing and rotating. Instead, a half-dozen square frames of metal dropped out next to the gun. They fell through the air for about fifty feet, stopped in mid-air, then started to spin.

Moving with purpose, they spread out to surround Zapdos.

The Legendary bird blasted the first one with a bolt of lightning sufficient to bring down the power lines of a large city. It wobbled in the air, losing the sure movement that had been controlling it up to that point, then recovered and bored back in.

Zapdos gained height with sweeps of his powerful wings, climbing out of the box.

The loops rose with him, and two – faster than the others – passed either side of him.

An incredibly powerful Thunder Wave attack fired off from them, overwhelming his innate electrical resistance and hammering straight into him.

Zapdos screamed in pain, then shook the effect off – not without difficulty – and blasted both objects as hard as he could.

Two more approached, and lightning played between them as they bracketed him. Some of the power went into him, the rest went through him, and the rings slowed to match his speed.

A final burst of Thunder – the most powerful he could manage – knocked one away, but another took its place, and from there on all his struggles were useless.

Protesting loudly, he was ferried up into the open hold of Hikokyu.


“Impressive,” J admitted. “I mean, obviously I’ve done better, but that’s with a crew.”

“My glorious Hikokyu needs no aid,” Lawrence agreed, stepping from the control platform as Zapdos was levitated into the central room – thrashing about like the others.

“Now…” Lawrence turned to consult the tablet. “Bring together all three. Their treasures combined will tame the beast of the sea.”

J glanced over at the treasures. “How?”

“All will be revealed in time, I am sure… dear sister,” J assured her with a smile. He picked up the red orb and the blue one. “These I caught first. Perhaps they must be combined into one orb, that would be as the greater treasures said to command Groudon and Kyogre.”

After considering that, J nodded agreement – she’d seen stranger things.

“How to make it happen, though…” Lawrence mused, touching the orbs together and confirming they were as solid as ever.

“Maybe the rest of the prophecy holds a key?” J suggested.

“No, it’s some nonsense about three titans destroying the world,” Lawrence replied absently. “Hmm… Hikokyu, contract Moltres’ cage and make sure there’s a part of it outside the force field.”

On his sister’s confused look, he elaborated. “Touching the orb to the defeated legendary bird may awaken some power within it – a true test of strength.”


“Oh, come on…” Ash whispered, crouched by the door. “Hunter J is here as well?”

Riolu gave the woman a hard look. “We need to stop her somehow.”

“No argument here,” Ash agreed. “But the first thing is to get those orbs.”

“I have an idea,” Pikachu voluteered, speaking as quietly as the rest of them. “We let the birds free, and hopefully the chaos will distract them.”

“Sounds good to me,” Ash agreed, after a moment’s thought. “What do we have that’s powerful enough?”

“Charizard’s Blast Burn. My Volt Crash…” Pikachu thought. “And Squirtle’s whatever-the-heck he comes up with.”

“Works for me,” Ash agreed, and walked back a half-dozen paces before bringing the two out.

“You heard?”

Charizard nodded.

Squirtle took in a deep breath, and then let it out slowly at a glare from his trainer. “Yes,” he said simply.

“Okay… Pikachu, start charging,” Ash said, still quietly. “Signal me when you’re ready to fire.”

With a faint hum, Pikachu rose into the air on a cushion of static charge. One by one, three rings of electrical potential formed around his waist and began to spin. Slowly at first, then faster and faster.

“Charizard,” Ash went on. “Blast Burn Moltres’ cage as soon as Pikachu fires. Squirtle, you know what to do.”

The little Water-type raised an arm, which began to coat itself with water. “Meet you on the surface of the ocean, Ash – I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop this side of the wall.”

Pikachu’s tail waved back and forth.

“Okay,” Ash said, and took a deep breath. “Now!”


J watched her brother trying to make the red sphere contact Moltres’ tail without being singed.

Perhaps he was on to something. The spheres certainly had to be more than just pretty baubles…

He gave it up, and walked back over to the tray to select the bluest of the three objects.

As he did, J blinked as something prickled her well-honed danger sense.

Her reaction was automatic.

“Down!” she snapped, diving forward and knocking her brother’s legs out from under him.

A bolt of lightning almost as powerful as the ones Zapdos had been throwing around passed to her left, making her hair stand on end and giving the air a strong smell of ozone. It struck the cage holding Zapdos and exploded, throwing smoke everywhere.

Barely had she registered that when a blaze of fire, so hot and concentrated that it was mainly visible as a blue aftershock in the air, went past over where Lawrence had been standing barely seconds before. It roiled the smoke-cloud, hit the shield holding Moltres, and detonated.

There must have been something focusing the blast, because otherwise it probably would have killed her.

And then, most of a second after that, some kind of drill went over to her right, shedding water in all directions. It disappeared into the smoke, there was a loud clang, then a smashing of glass.

J coughed in the foul smoke, scrabbling at her waist for a Poké ball.


“Did it work?” Pikachu panted, ears drooping. “That’s about as powerful a blast as I can manage.”

Ash closed one eye, looking through the smoke. “Looks like – yep – whoa!”

He stepped to one side, back behind cover, as Articuno screeched with triumph at his escape.

Zapdos countered that, wings crackling with electricity again, and Moltres took issue with both of their opinions by blazing up with fire.

“Oh, you’re kidding…” Ash sighed.

Articuno took flight first, diving through the hole Squirtle had left in the plate-glass window. His wings spread, and flared, and he sped off towards the nearby Ice Island on wings of glittering blue silver.

That was met by a scream of rage from Zapdos. “No! I claimed the islands! I rule here!”

He blew a hole in the floor and plunged out after Articuno.

Moltres disdained both already-existing holes, instead melting a way through a bulkhead into the open air. “These islands are mine, Zapdos!”

“Wow,” Ash commented absently.

“Yeah,” Riolu agreed. “What a bunch of morons.”

“Aren’t you supposed to revere legendaries?” Pikachu asked, shaking his head as he recovered.

“I find myself becoming more inclined to be a mixture of impressed and scared,” Riolu replied, watching through the floor. “And there goes an ice beam… and a flamethrower…”

Pikachu pointed. “Ash. The orbs!”

“Right!” Ash replied, advancing into the room. He coughed in the cloud of thick, choking smoke, and zeroed in on the orbs. “Here we go – Fire island, Ice island-”

Something very big hit Ash from the side, knocking the orbs from his hands and bowling him over. He let out a truncated cry, broken off with a thud and a roar.

“Ash!” Riolu called, advancing into the smoke with glowing paws. Pikachu followed without a moment’s hesitation.


“Guys-” Ash began, then air wooshed out of his lungs as a powerful weight pressed down on his chest.

He summoned aura to his palms, trying to aim and fire an aura sphere up at his opponent.

“Turn him over, stop him fighting back,” J’s voice said.

A clawed foot pushed roughly at Ash’s side, and he went down onto his face despite his best efforts.

“Now, kill him.”

As the master criminal’s Salamence inhaled, a bolt of lightning hit him on the cheek with stunning force. He snarled, distracted, and an Aura Sphere hit him in the neck.

“Now!” J commanded. “Kill him now!”

Charizard disagreed. With a body slam.

The fire/flying dragon hit his dragon/flying opponent like a freight train, sending him flying entirely off Ash and out one of the few remaining unbroken windows on the observation deck.

Charizard followed through, diving out the hole after Salamence. His wings opened with an audible crack, and he roared defiance after the Dragon-type.

Salamence roared back, and started the battle proper with a Dragonbreath. Charizard retaliated with a Flamethrower, and from there they went out of sight behind flying machine superstructure.

“You,” J hissed as Ash got back to his feet, “are too persistent for my liking.”

“I almost die a lot,” Ash informed her, taking his staff in a sure two-handed grip. “I’m kind of good at not going all the way.”

“I’ve had enough of you,” J said matter-of-factly, and slipped her hand into a pocket. Out came her goggles, which went onto her head and started to glow red.

Then came a gun.

“What?” Ash asked, blinking at it as she levelled it at him. “An actual gun?”

J fired. Ash brought his staff up in a blurring arc to impose it, thanking his lucky stars he’d thought to run Detect, and the bullet pinged off and thudded into some of the rich upholstery around the room.

“You owe me a ship,” J added, making little moves with the muzzle of her gun towards Pikachu and Riolu as they tried to circle her. “I’ll take it out of your hide, though.”

A humming noise distracted Ash. He glanced over, and saw that Lawrence III had regained his footing, picked up the activated Fire Island orb, and activated his elevating control deck.

The distraction nearly cost him his life. A second bullet cracked out, and it took a hasty Protect to deflect it from a direct hit to a miss so close it cut his hair.

“We should get out of here, Ash,” Pikachu recommended, eyes on J. “The treasures are what’s important.”

“Yeah, but how do I-” Ash began, then stopped talking. His eyes widened.

J scoffed. “That’s such an old trick-” she said, then frowned.

“What’s that noise?”

What began as a low rumble escalated into a roar. A sound that drowned out the sound of the engines, then the sound of speech, and made a good attempt at drowning out thought.

And, over the top of it, some familiar voices.

“Prepare for trouble!” boomed a PA system.

The PA system was a bit of a botch job, made of a couple of hi-fi stereos bolted to the nose cone of the Rockets’ vehicle.

The vehicle itself, on the other hand, was anything but a botch job – a sleek arrow of metal, with two engines blazing away to keep it ‘standing on end’ in the sky.

“And make it double!” added a different voice.

“What the…” J said, keeping one eye on Ash. “What is this?”

“Yeah, by now we’re kind of used to it,” Ash shrugged. “Cool plane, guys!”

“Why, thank you!” James’ voice said, then he and Jessie audibly cleared their throats.

“To protect the world from devastation!” Jessie said, which was actually true.

“To unite all peoples within our nation,” James continued, which was less so.

“To make sure everyone else is deaf,” continued the female Rocket admin, in what was probably an understatement.

“And to fly around in a Flanker-F!” James said, waving from the pilot’s seat.

“Jessie!”

“James!”

“Team Rocket, blast off at the speed of light!”

“J, give up now, or prepare to fight!”

The targeting lasers on the nose lit up.

“Good night!” Meowth added from Jessie’s lap. “Okay, now where’s da cannon controls…”

The nose cannon fired two rounds. One of them smashed the last remaining glass window, the other went inches to J’s left and blew a hole in the wall – also starting a fire.

“Run!” Ash shouted, as J turned to return fire at the aircraft.


The minute that there was a solid wall between Ash and J, the young trainer relaxed.

“Seriously, what the hell?” he asked Riolu. “A gun?”

“She is a criminal, Ash,” Riolu pointed out. “Besides, we just got saved by a military aircraft.”

“Yeah, but a gun…” Ash glanced around as they jogged along the corridor. “Wait. Where’s Pikachu?”

The yellow rodent hurried up from behind, body blurred slightly with Agility and a blue sphere in his paws. “Sorry about that – I went to see if the other orbs were still there.”

“Good thought!” Ash complimented him, picking up the Ice orb from Pikachu and pocketing it. “What about the other one – Lightning?”

“Wasn’t there.” Pikachu shook his head. “Sorry. I think it fell out of one of the holes.”

“Oh, great…” Ash said with a sigh. “Well, guess we’re going to have to find it later.”

They came to a staircase, with opulent purple carpeting down the middle of what was otherwise quite simple marble steps, and art and paintings lining both walls.

“How much stuff does this guy have?” Ash asked, powering up the stairs with his two Pokémon flanking him.

“A lot?” Riolu tried.

The corridor they ended up in at the top of the long steps was about on the level of the middle impeller bank. Large blades crossed in front of the windows every few seconds, and thunder and fire flashed outside.

“Hope Charizard is okay out there,” Ash said, searching for a sign of his burly Fire-type as they continued.


Charizard flew hard, wings beating with the steady rhythm that carried him at combat speeds, and curved up and around a protrusion of the flying ship.

Dragonfire curled after him, going wide, and then he was inside the shadow of the ship and harder to target. He didn’t stop, instead making a sharp turn to make it harder for Salamence to track him.

Glancing back, he verified that the other dragon hadn’t got him back in view yet, and folded his wings to drop out of contact.

Metal flashed past, then one of the lower engine pods, and after that he was into clear air beneath the Hikokyu.

He had to make a small correction to avoid hitting a fighter aircraft (which caused him no small puzzlement) and then went up under another engine pod and latched on with all four sets of claws.

Charizard curled his tail up inside his wings, and waited.

Twenty or so tense seconds passed, and then Salamence appeared again. He hadn’t seen Charizard yet, and instead bore in on the fighter jet.

He was barely seconds away when the jet noticed. It cut engines, gimballed them and reignited them – resulting in a weird, counterintuitive swing-by-the-nose that left it upside down as Salamence passed.

Cannon rounds stabbed out, hitting one wing of the blue Pokémon.

Charizard saw his chance, and took it. His claws clenched, getting a better grip – the engine sputtered and coughed as he finally hit something vital – and then he pushed off, accelerating to Aerial Ace speeds and coming down onto the stalling Salamence in a gushing roar of Dragonbreath.

The attack hit its unsuspecting target hard, and he roared out with pain, then rolled and caught Charizard’s Dragon Claw attack with his own Slash, and started trying to both bite and claw at once.

Snarling and snapping, the two dragons gradually lost height.


“That ain’t good for the engines,” Meowth commented, as they rolled back upright again. “But it’s a good thing we got that levitation unit in dis thing, or we’d be worse off.”

“And being bitten in half by a dragon would be worse still,” Jessie agreed. “Did we get J?”

“No,” James reported mournfully. “The cockpit’s got a couple of cracks in it, too…”

“What else can we do to help?” Jessie asked.

“I got somethin’!” Meowth said with gusto, tapping away at the controls. “Dat thing ain’t gonna have guns any more!”

“Wait,” Jessie said, blinking. “Are you going to-”

The Suicune-37 juddered as four missiles dropped off the racks, two at a time. They shot across the intervening space to the Hikokyu‘s weapons module, and blew huge chunks of metal and machinery out of it.

Secondary explosions followed, and then the whole assembly detonated.


Ash stumbled as the gigantic flying castle shook like a ship in a storm.

“What did we just hit?” he asked, regaining his footing.

“I think something hit us, actually,” Riolu corrected.

“Oh, sure, it’s obvious now…” Ash couldn’t quite suppress a chuckle. “Okay, we must be nearly around the ship by now. Where’s the next stairs?”

Pikachu’s voice cut in on his question. “Look out!”

Ash turned to look at Pikachu, then followed his gaze out the window.

Lightning stabbed through the stormy sky. Then ice, closer. Fire, closer still…

The three legendary birds, the Titans of legend, approached shockingly fast. Their battle scored the side of the Hikokyu with near misses and shots that only partially connected, then Zapdos collided with one of the impellers as he used Drill Peck on an evading target, and Moltres’ fire cut off a half-dozen engine pods.

This explosion was both very big, and very, very close. Ash fell over entirely as an impeller almost under their feet blew up, tearing a hole in the side of the ship and making the corridor floor give way entirely.

Hikokyu shuddered, taking on a definite list, as the lost engine pods canted the ship away from the missing lift capacity.

Then the fighting continued off into the distance.

“Oww…” Ash complained, standing upright again with difficulty. “That was close…”

“I’ll say,” Riolu agreed, looking with a shiver at the rent metal where they’d almost been standing.

“We’re going to have to jump over this.” Pikachu gave the gap a look, then used Agility. A quick Quick attack, and he was over.

Ash went next. He took a deep breath, channelling his aura, then took a run up… pushed aura into his boots, cancelling out most of his weight… and leapt.

Landing with an oof on the far side, he turned. “Riolu?”

“Got it.” The Emanation Pokémon stepped back, and got ready to follow-

“Toxic!”

Ash’s gaze snapped up.

Hunter J was standing in the curve of the corridor, almost out of view. Her clothes were torn and smouldering, and there was an unsettling triumph in her eyes.

Then her Drapion fired a massive Toxic attack.


Riolu was already in the air when he reacted. He heard the move, and knew that it was intended to kill Ash.

There wasn’t even a decision to be made, not really.

Ash had sworn to protect him. Had saved his life. Had trained him further than even his original harsh regimen had taken him.

Had become the best friend he’d ever had.

So he twisted in the air, focusing all the Aura he could into a powerful Force Palm, and moved himself into the way of the attack.

Ash was a human – he wasn’t tough enough.

He, on the other hand, would probably survive.


Ash saw what Riolu had to be doing. Time seemed to have slowed, as his body tried to do something – anything – to change what was about to happen.

But he was too slow.

He closed his eyes, not wanting to see-

And a loud clang reverberated through the floor.

“…whoa,” Pikachu said softly.

Ash looked up. At the blue-and-black body standing in front of him, now almost the same height.

“As you kept faith with me, so I with you,” Lucario said. “Go. I’ll handle J.”


“Nearly there,” Sir Aaron said, with relief. “We’ve beaten friendship into people the length and breadth of Japan, showed off, showed one another up, and showed up late for at least one battle.”

He looked between the young Palkia and the young Dialga.

“Now, time for the final battle.”

“Dis gonna be good!” Palkia said.

“Stop it, please,” Sir Aaron pleaded. “Your accent is terrible.”

“Sorry,” the Spatial Pokémon said, insincerely, and pink blades of energy started to form around his gauntlets. “Let’s get on with it!”

“Wait up a bit,” Dialga asked. “Who’s the final boss, dad?”

I’m touched, Arceus said out of thin air. I miss you calling me that.

“Dad?” Dialga pressed.

Oh, right. Well, I originally planned to make it an undead human. But then I had this idea…

Sir Aaron sighed. “No, wait. Don’t tell me. I think I can guess.”

Ominous music started playing.

“Seriously?”

Ieyasu stepped up beside Sir Aaron. “At last… an enemy who deserves to know the true nature of bonds!”

He cracked his knuckles, making the gloves he wore flash with golden light.

“Did you write all the dialogue?” Sir Aaron pressed, facing vaguely skywards.

Almost all of it. Almost.

“BEHOLD!” a deep, rich voice announced. Like the voices of some Legendary Pokémon, it imposed itself directly on the mind without bothering to involve itself with speech. “The demon king of the reverse world returns to the world of mortals!”

“Hiyah, bro!” Palkia said, killing the mood completely. “Are you ready, guys?”

“So.” Sir Aaron addressed the creator of all once more. “You made a Giratina, as well.”

Of course I did. How could I not? Giratina is as much a part of creation as Dialga and Palkia.

“Right. And the reason he’s not turned up in any of our previous games is?”

…because I created him since this game started. I forgot, okay? I’m omnipotent, not omnimnemonic.

“That’s not a word.” Sir Aaron faced Giratina directly, watching as the Dragon/Ghost type went from Origin forme to Altered forme. “Nice to meet you.”

“Oh, come on.” Giratina seemed to sag. “Are none of you going to stay in character?”

Dialga shrugged. His fins extended slightly, and the gem on his chest started to glow.

“Excellent!” Ieyasu said, noticing. “May our bonds shine forever, throughout all time!”

Giratina’s crest flashed, and he teleported a hundred feet to the left just before Roar of Time connected with him.

Sir Aaron threw one of his Sacred Swords, then Palkia got in on the act with a Spatial Rend, and combat became general.


AN:

I have had Riolu’s evolution into Lucario planned to be here since shortly after I introduced him at all. The chaos of the ship’s current situation, on the other hand, draws a bit from Avengers Assemble and the progressively damaged heli-carrier.

Also – who else would be Nobunaga Oda?






41. Power of One chapter three


Lawrence III drummed his fingers on the armrest of his chair, as he watched the plots and cameras.

It was hard to maintain his composure. Very hard.

J was having trouble, that annoying trainer was still at large, and all three of the legendary birds had escaped.

And now they were ignoring him! Him, the chosen one!

The fact of the matter, though, was that he didn’t have much to use to change that. Hopefully Lugia would come to him anyway, since he had – if briefly – brought the trio together, and if the great legendary didn’t come quietly… that was why he had four capture rings in reserve. The most powerful four, at that.

Another shiver ran through the body of the Hikokyu. Lawrence ignored it, choosing instead to focus on the red treasure of fire on its tray.

What did it mean? Why had this orb suddenly flashed into fiery life?

Something about that boy. The aura adept…

Perhaps that was it. The orbs required aura to fully activate, just as part of what made legendaries so powerful was their aura.

With all three together, he could surely control Lugia.

In fact…

He raised the orb of fire, and concentrated on it. “Moltres,” he whispered.

Seconds ticked away, silently were it not for the constant rumble of Pokémon battle outside.

Once nearly a minute had passed with no reaction, Lawrence sighed.

So, they only had power when combined.

It had been worth a try.

The computer cut in. Unauthorized entrant approaching bridge.

Sighing, Lawrence steepled his fingers and spun his chair to face the bridge doorway.


Lucario stood with quiet dignity, facing J and her two remaining Pokémon.

“I suggest you give up,” he said, addressing her Drapion. “It would save a great deal of trouble if you did so now.”

Ariados and Drapion bristled, raising fangs which dripped with green-purple poison.

J frowned. “Lucario… Fighting and Steel type…”

She sighed. “Bug moves are nearly useless. Poison is completely useless. Normal type moves are at a disadvantage… Drapion! Earthquake!”

The scorpion-Pokémon raised his pincers into the air, then slammed them on the floor.

Lucario took a step forward, then leapt back over the hole in the ship as the Earthquake took effect. The whole vessel shuddered, superstructure flexing and groaning, and the list increased.

Landing on light feet despite his weight, Lucario cocked his head to one side – just slightly.

He closed one eye, monitoring the Aura in the two Poison types.

Ariados he could, essentially, safely ignore. Drapion was the dangerous one, because it knew at least one attack that could hurt him. (Badly, now – more badly than five minutes ago, at least, since his new Steel type wasn’t entirely good news.)

A glow built around his paws.

J pointed at him with one hand. “Earthquake again! Kill him!”

Lucario jumped again. His left wrist-spike glowed, becoming a pair of metal claws, and he used them to dig into the ceiling of the corridor. The other hand pulsed with light, and launched off a powerful Flash Cannon.

Drapion screeched as the blow hit.

Poison and Dark types… Lucario mused. Not much that’s especially effective on them…

Ariados launched a String Shot at him, and he dropped free of the roof to land on blue-glowing feet. His Metal Claw sheared through what little of the string was still aimed to hit him, and he began to craft a staff out of Aura.

There was a little click noise from J’s direction. Lucario looked up just as she fired.

J’s expression of triumph turned to one of bafflement.

Lucario lowered his free paw from in front of his face, then opened it.

A small metal slug rested on the palm.

“Steel type,” he said, though not expecting her to understand him.

It wasn’t the whole story, either – it had taken aura to catch it without it drawing blood, and he was probably going to bruise – but it was certainly impressive.

J’s fist clenched. “Drapion! Bring the ship down if you have to, but kill him!”

Both Pokémon clicked their pincers together in reply, then Drapion raised its tail. Ariados fired a Sticky Web over Lucario’s head, aiming to catch him if he jumped, and Drapion brought his tail down for the most powerful Earthquake yet.

Lucario adjusted his grip on his staff, and dove – sideways. He hit the window with a crash, the spikes on his wrists shattering through it, and disappeared down past the lip of the window just as the whole ship shuddered.

Several lifting pods crackled and shut down as cumulative damage broke their internal machinery, and the list actually corrected a bit.

J stumbled, and cursed. “We’re losing altitude,” she said, correctly interpreting the slight shift in sensation. “Looks like you did bring the ship down.”

Drapion grovelled.

“Stop it,” she said, curtly. “Now, we need to make sure he’s dead.”

The two insectoid Pokémon nodded, and scuttled over to the side of the ship.

A blue paw grabbed onto Drapion’s front foot, and hurled him entirely out of the ship in one convulsive heave.

“What-!” J gaped for a moment, then realized what had happened and stepped back from the edge. “Stop him!”

A blue-glowing bone staff clocked Ariados on the head, and he staggered for a moment before collapsing.

Lucario hauled himself back up onto the floor, the claws on the back of his wrists reforming back into spikes once again.

Then he gave J a cool, collected look. “Well?”

J tapped her goggles, which flashed to on.

Lucario sighed, and decided to exert a little extra effort in order to make his next words understandable. “If you won’t let yourself be taken alive, then you’re probably going to be killed at some point here. I’m not going to let you go.”

He paused. “I would regret your death, but… not very much.”


Fire type and Dragon type crashed into the waters of the Orange Sea.

Charizard immediately pumped out as much heat as he could, intensifying his tail flame to resist the effects of the sea and abandoning the fight, instead focusing on trying to get out of the water.

Salamence, who had been coming off generally the worse of the fight, siezed this opportunity with all four claws. He lunged for Charizard’s tail with his jaw and yanked him back into the water, pulling him down with underwater wingbeats that strained tired flight muscles.

Ash’s Pokémon roared, twisting his tail to keep the flame as safe as possible, and blasted down with a potent Overheat. The water in the immediate area turned to steam, buying him a moments’ respite as water rushed in to fill the sudden gap.

That was a trick he couldn’t repeat, though. Every moment going up and down on high storm waves was highly dangerous to him, eroding away the advantage he’d won over the minutes of combat so far.

“Hands off my big orange friend punch!”

Salamence had just enough time to turn his head and see the incoming turtle before it hit him between the eyes. The impact stunned him, making his jaw go limp, and Charizard climbed gratefully above wave height.

“Thanks!” he called down, panting.

“Don’t mention it!” Squirtle replied, standing on the water in defiance of normal logic. “Actually, though, do mention it! To everyone!”

Now recovered, Salamence snarled.

“Seriously, what in the name of Groudon is your problem!?” Charizard asked, exasperated. “J is a complete bitch!”

Salamence did not deign to answer. He roared, his teeth crackling with electrical energy, and snapped for Squirtle.

The unconventional water-type grinned, and dove into the water.

Salamence simply drove his head into it after Squirtle, letting the electricity short across the surface.

Then a colossal column of water blasted from underneath him, launching him entirely into the air.

“Mere electricity does nothing to me!” Squirtle announced, then coughed. “Well, not that pathetic display of voltage, anyway.”

“What was that for?” Charizard asked, as the Water Spout attack’s force slowly dissipated now that Squirtle had stopped feeding it. “You know Ice type attacks.”

“That’s right, I do,” Squirtle agreed, and pointed.

The Water Spout had carried Salamence a good couple of thousand feet into the air. Now, he was finally free of the rushing force of the water-

And promptly got hit by a stray Aurora Beam from the continuing three-way Legendary spat.

“But Articuno is much better at them,” he finished smugly.

Wings iced up, Salamence plummeted back towards the ocean.

“You know, we should probably make sure he doesn’t drown or something,” Charizard mused.

“Yeah, probably.” Squirtle then brightened. “Hey! Defeat Means Friendship, so maybe he’ll be nicer to us now!”

“Pidgeot pile-drove him into a hill last time, and that didn’t help much.” Charizard flared his wings, and dropped to only a few feet above the peaks of the waves. “Grab on, I’ll give you a lift.”


“Ya know, right now I ain’t sure whether it’s us what done more damage to their ship, or dem…” Meowth commented, watching the Hikokyu shudder again and begin to slowly drift downwards.

“It’s quite a close call, isn’t it…” Jessie agreed.

Something went CLUNK.

“What was dat?” Meowth asked.

James gulped. “Speaking of close calls…”

He flicked a switch and wrenched the yoke around, and the fighter aircraft went from hovering in the air to a shallow dive. A couple of seconds later there was another, louder, cough from the engine, followed by a small explosion.

“Oh, great…” Meowth muttered. “We still good, James?”

“Depends what you mean by good,” James informed them. “We’re not about to crash, but the engine isn’t going to be working again today.”

The fighter started to gain speed as it lost height.

“What happened?” Jessie asked. “We didn’t get hit…”

“Yeah!” Meowth weighed in.

“Well, a giant flying machine just started shedding bits overhead.” James shrugged. “I think the intakes sucked in bits of metal.”

“Ain’t dat just great,” Meowth said, chuckling weakly. “The fighter got indigestion…”

“What can we do to help?” Jessie asked.

James started flicking switches. “We’ve got the ram air turbine, so we’ve got cockpit power. Meowth!”

“Yep?”

“Use Missile!”

Meowth blinked. “But I don’t know no attack called-”

“He means use all the missiles we’ve got left,” Jessie interrupted. “We need to shed weight.”

“Right, got it!” Meowth flipped controls on his own panel, disarming the remaining eight missiles, and dumped them in pairs. By the time all eight were gone, the glide path was noticeably smoother.

“Where now?” James added. “We need somewhere to land…”

“Can this do a beach landin’?” Meowth suggested. “Otherwise, we’re gonna have to splash. Either way, head for the nearest bit of Shamouti.”

“Got it.” James banked the aircraft carefully, trying not to shed too much speed, and headed off towards the main island in the group.


The door swung open.

“Do you have any idea how much trouble you’ve caused?” Lawrence asked, watching the boy as he, his Pikachu, and an Ivysaur came through.

“…pardon?” Ash asked, blinking. “You imprisoned three Legendary Pokémon and nearly caused the end of the world!”

“Merest speculation.” Lawrence stood, and with a gesture brought up an image of the tablet. “When the treasures are combined, they will tame the beast of the sea.”

“Did you even read the rest of the tablet?” Ash began, then stopped. “Okay, what? Don’t you think the Beast of the Sea is Lugia?”

“What else could it be?” Lawrence asked, rhetorically. “When Lugia is tamed, this storm will end.”

“It’s more like the opposite.” Ash shook his head. “Okay… you know Articuno, Zapdos and Moltres are the titans, right?”

“Of course,” Lawrence agreed, neglecting to mention that he’d decided that merely minutes ago. “Once they are in harmony – that is, all mine – then the destruction they are causing upon the world will end.”

Ash gaped. “How does that even…”

He gathered himself. “Right… and the water’s great guardian?”

Lawrence frowned. “That, I am not sure of. I am sure it will all become clear in time-”

“It’s Lugia, you idiot!” Ash exploded.

“How could the same thing be both Great Guardian and Beast of the Sea?” Lawrence asked. “Perhaps Manaphy is the Great Guardian. I admit I’m curious to see the palace of the sea.”

Whatever Ash was going to say about that was cut off by a juddering crash, which threw everyone across the room.

Lawrence steadied himself first, and glanced over at the treasure on its plinth.

It wasn’t there.

Looking to the direction he’d been thrown, he saw nothing either. Then he looked back at the boy, who was already back on his feet.

The Ivysaur next to him was grinning, and had the treasure of Fire in its vines.

“Give that back!” Lawrence snapped, his irritation showing in his voice for the first time. “It is my destiny to-”

Another impact, this one even worse and continuous. A long grinding, tearing sound heralded the base of Hikokyu beating itself to ruin on the slope of Ice Island’s main peaks.

Ash managed to stay on his feet at first, but the shaking sent him stumbling, then across the room and out the smashed window.

“Ash!” Pikachu called out, running to the edge of the window. “Are you okay?”

Ivysaur followed, rattling off a Grass Whistle to make sure Lawrence didn’t interfere, and readied his free vine to try and rescue Ash.


Ash tumbled through the air. He barely avoided hitting the blades of the nearest impeller, one of the many which had shut down due to shock damage.

As he approached the rocky slope he scrabbled at his belt, trying to reach a Poké ball. “Um… gah… Pidgeot!”

The Poké ball still at his waist erupted, forming into his oldest Flying-type. She took in the situation at a glance, snagged his cape with her claws, and swung him onto her back. “Don’t worry, Ash, I’ve got you.”

“Thanks, Pidgeot,” Ash said, as she pulled up and just avoided kissing the ground. Loose dirt and leaves went flying in her windrush. “Let’s go back up and pick up Pikachu and Ivysaur. Up there!”

“Got it.” Pidgeot flapped hard, rising back past the stopped impellers, and hovered by the hole. “All aboard!”

Pikachu took the Fire treasure from Ivysaur, who let himself be returned, and hopped onto Pidgeot’s back. He scrambled up Ash’s backpack and slipped the treasure into it, then clung on as Pidgeot moved away again.

“Do we need to pick up Riolu?” Pidgeot asked.

“What – oh, you didn’t see.” Ash grinned. “He’s Lucario, now.”

“Really?” Pidgeot cooed, interested. “Good to know. Do we?”

“Don’t think so,” Ash said, after a moment’s thought. “He should be fine.”

Below, the Hikokyu finally came to a stop, canted a little over on one side. Smoke plumed up from the destroyed bits, and there was a long trail of destroyed and abraded parts stretching into the distance of the crash scar.

“Probably,” Ash amended. He closed his eyes, switching to Aura sight. “Yep, there he is. Looks fine to me.”

“Right.” Pidgeot circled once, then headed back along the route the flying machine had been taking. “We’re looking for something, right?”

“That’s right, the lightning treasure. No idea where it went.”


Misty looked around from watching the chaos overhead at an enormous splash.

For a moment she couldn’t see what had happened, as the wave hid her view. Then, as it subsided, she saw a large aircraft settling into the shallow water just off the beach.

The cockpit exploded off, and three familiar shapes climbed out of it.

“Well, dat lasted a lot longer than the usual stuff does…” Meowth commented, helping Jessie up. “I tink I’ll miss it.”

“Hi, guys,” Misty called, waving. “Need help?”

“We’re good, thanks,” James said, splashing into the water and wading ashore.

“What happened up there?” Tracey asked, as the other two followed him. “We couldn’t see.”

“We helped!” Meowth said with a grin.

James elaborated. “Ash got on board, then things started exploding. We didn’t see exactly what was going on, but it didn’t look good for that guy. Or for J.”

Misty blinked. “J? Hunter J is there?”

“Now you mention it, that was the most surprising bit,” Jessie admitted. “Except when she tried to shoot Ash.”

“What’s she doing here?” Misty muttered. “Oh, great…”

She frowned. “Wait. Did you hear that?”

“Yeah,” Meowth agreed. “Kind of a-”

Tracey pointed. “Look!”

Water bulged up underneath the battling legendary birds, then erupted into a gigantic tornado of water.

To the accompaniment of high-pitched, wordless song, the waterspout rose as high as the birds, coming up between them and separating them simply by being there.

Then it exploded, revealing Lugia.

“Now that’s an entrance,” James said admiringly.

“Could have done with a motto, though,” Jessie added.


I have no idea why you three keep doing this, Lugia said, hovering in mid-air with far fewer wingbeats than it should have taken. What was it this time?

“Articuno and Moltres abandoned their islands!” Zapdos told Lugia quickly. “Therefore, I’m the-”

“Shut up!” Moltres cut across him. “I am-”

Articuno curved around Lugia’s position, and fired on both his fellow birds.

You three are impossible! Lugia declared, sweeping a wing around. Stop this at once, before you cause enough chaos to wreck the climate.

The trio considered that for several seconds. Then gave their answer to the Trio Master.

Lugia barely got his Light Screen up in time.

Alright, that’s it. The Diving Pokémon flared his shield, and pumped his wings. You’re not going to listen to reason, so I’ll make you stop.

A Flamethrower went past his shoulder, barely feet away. He rolled slightly towards it as soon as it stopped, and a Thunderbolt shot past where he’d just been.

Articuno accelerated, flying ahead and above Lugia. He countered by diving, trading height for speed, and the Aurora Beam that speared down from above failed to hit him.

Lugia focused his powers into an Agility, building on his speed advantage. The other Legendaries took a few seconds to match him, and he was some way ahead by the time the range stopped opening.

The weather overhead roiled, as the three Birds each tried to manipulate the weather to their own advantage. The Hail, Sunny Day and Rain Dance attacks added to the general meteorological chaos, and Lugia winced slightly.

It would take such a long time to sort all this out…

At least one good thing had come of it, if you wanted to see it that way. They weren’t arguing any more.

The feathers on his spine prickled, and Lugia slid sideways away from a Thunder attack. The Blizzard which followed it went wide, though it hit the surface of the water ahead of him – and, thanks largely to the sheer power that Articuno had pumped into it, created a chaos of icebergs and floe fragments. They almost immediately began to crash into one another, the stormy waves beating them together with stunning force.

Lugia smirked slightly. He built up another psychic charge, caught the Fire Blast attack that Moltres launched at him, and crushed it to smother the flames.

He needed that ice intact.

His wing-fins folded in, and a Reflect formed around him – barely above skintight.

Then he folded his wings, reducing his cross section.

A gap between two icebergs loomed up, shards of ice falling into it as one of the icebergs disintegrated. He dove through with barely a foot of clearance on either side, then jinked in the chill air and passed through a narrow ‘tunnel’ formed by earlier damage to one of the floes.

Back up into clear air for a second, and then he went in again. This time, the chosen route was a long and twisting tunnel with multiple bends barely within his ability to turn into.

Roll left. Yaw. Slide right. Wings flaring, brake just enough to avoid hitting the walls with bone-jarring force and drop through a hole. Wings back in. Roll again.

The path ended in a hole leading to the open sea. Lugia dove into it without hesitating, and burst back out under the stormy sky four seconds later.

He glanced back over his shoulder to see the results of his handiwork.

Nothing happened for two seconds. Three. Then a great orange globe of fire erupted through the final iceberg, and Moltres – looking considerably worse for wear – emerged through the dripping hole it left.

Articuno came next by battering through the ice with glowing wings of steel, looking better off than his Fire-typed compatriot but just as annoyed.

Finally, Zapdos emerged from somewhere around the middle of the chaos. By the looks of things, he’d finally remembered that they didn’t have to follow Lugia through the icy labyrinth.

Pity it took so long.

More attacks lanced out at Lugia, who turned inside them and began heading back towards Shamouti – the better to fight on familiar ground.


“Now that is a fight,” Charizard said, shading his eyes with a clawed hand. “It’s amazing to watch Legendaries going all-out against one another like this.”

“Yeah!” Squirtle agreed, arms folded. “It’s as badass as I imagined it would be! There’s a bit less Drill than I was hoping for, though…”

Charizard half-heartedly aimed a kick at him. “How obsessed are you?”

“Enough to be awesome!” Squirtle replied, matter-of-factly.

The ice-encrusted Salamence groaned something incomprehensible.

“Shut up,” Charizard added, looking at their prisoner. “You’re lucky we fished you out of the sea.”


Lugia did a quick weave in mid-air, decoying his pursuers and wrong-winging them, then flared his wings up and around in a quick wingover.

Screeching in rage, Zapdos and Moltres piled after him, Articuno a few lengths behind.

Suspecting something was up, Lugia slowed to a halt in mid-air and turned to face them.

“Got you!” Zapdos crowed. Lightning sparked off his jagged feathers. “Now!”

With that, the lightning crested and speared out towards Lugia, accompanied by similarly large blasts of ice and fire.

All three attacks cannoned into Lugia’s Light Screen, eroding through it in seconds and reaching his slick feathers.

Which flashed silver.

The Mirror Coat bounced back all three attacks, considerately moving them around. Articuno got hit by the Heat Wave attack, Zapdos by the Ice Beam, and Moltres found himself on the receiving end of a Discharge.

Adding to their problems, Lugia stooped down on them with a translucent Reflect ball crackling around him and knocked them physically away before resuming his flight.

Recovering, the trio of Birds plunged after him.


“No sign of it,” Ash said, blindfold over one eye. “Where is it?”

“The waves are pretty nasty,” Pidgeot volunteered. “It could have gone almost anywhere – if it floated. If it didn’t…”

“They’re hollow, right?” Pikachu checked. He hefted the fire sphere. “Feels pretty light… I’m fairly sure this would float.”

“That’s one good thing.” Ash leaned further over, then sputtered as spray caught him. “Okay, maybe we’re a bit too low. Climb a bit, girl.”

“Got it.” Pidgeot duly trimmed her tail a bit, regaining height.

“Thanks, I-” Ash paused, looking up. “Hey, look! There’s Lugia!”

“About time,” Pikachu grumbled, bracing himself on Ash’s shoulder. “Where was he when the giant flying fortress was around?”

“Actually,” Ash said, then broke off. “Pidgeot, if we haven’t found it by now we’re looking in the wrong place. Take us up to Lugia, maybe he can help.”

That done, he turned back to Pikachu as the Flying-type gained height. “You’ve got to admit, if he turned up every time there was a giant flying fortress he’d never get any rest.”

“Our life isn’t typical, Ash,” Pikachu countered. His cheeks sparked. “Okay, Pidgeot, don’t panic… this should help out.”

Yellow-blue electricity danced out from his ears, cheeks and tail, forming a static charge across Pidgeot’s feathers.

“If I’ve got this right, you now basically have my Lightningrod ability,” Pikachu informed her.

“Thanks!” Pidgeot replied with a chirp.

Ash pointed. “Wait, I remember this bit…” He fumbled at his waist for one of the currently-empty Poké balls that had held his team.

A red beam lanced out from it towards Ice Island.

The three birds were around Lugia, now, and a long way apart. They inhaled, then spat long streams of their elements.

The attacks crossed in front of Lugia, and he was forced to stop to avoid running into them. A Mirror Coat formed across his feathers, but the three birds – cannier now – held their fire for a moment.

Inevitably, the Mirror Coat had to drop.

A Light Screen went up to replace it, backed by a Protect, but the attacks came closely sequenced enough that the Protect collapsed. Then it was only the Light Screen-

Ash threw the Poké ball as hard as he could. “Now!”

Charizard emerged into the air, roared, and launched off a Fire Blast directly at Articuno. The Freeze Pokémon had to stop attacking and dodge wildly, with Charizard following him with fire seething in his maw.

Pikachu released a potent Thunder attack straight at Moltres, leaning on his Light Ball to keep the shield protecting Pidgeot up. The Flame Pokémon was hit by the attack, raising a screech of pain, and his attack went wide.

Pidgeot called a war-cry and charged. Zapdos broke off the attack, leaving Lugia singed but broadly safe, and switched targets with a potent Zap Cannon attack.

The blue-white sphere of electrical energy dissipated as it reached the thunder-armour, and Pikachu gasped as a flood of energy hit his Lightningrod. Cheeks crackling, he buffered it enough to start absorbing it, and then both he and Ash went flying as Pidgeot hit her target with Brave Bird.

Neither boy nor Pokémon fell more than a few feet.

My thanks, Lugia said, eyes glowing as he levitated the two. I am sorry, I could not catch your hat.

“That’s okay,” Ash said, wincing. “Should have guessed.”

An explosion below heralded Charizard wrapping himself in Fire Spin. He directed it up at Zapdos, forcing him to clear away from Pidgeot, and Ash’s two Flying types started working together – flying split-S to scratch one another’s tails.

Ash watched for a moment, concerned, then looked up at Lugia. His eyes closed for a moment, then opened full of determination. “Can I ask something?”

You may, though make it quick. Lugia gave a concerned look to the trio. I am not sure how long your Pokémon can hold out against three legends.

Ash nodded. “I know. And – I need to touch you.”

Lugia blinked. An unusual request, but I suppose… well, if we are to save your Pokémon, you must ride me anyway. Chosen one.

“You know?” Ash asked, then shook his head. “Sorry, silly question.”

Ho-Oh has spoken of you, Lugia informed him, levitating Ash and Pikachu onto his back. I must say, I-

Ash made contact.

-believe him completely, Lugia finished in a rather different tone. You’re better prepared than last time.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Sorry, I lost track of the Lightning treasure. We don’t know where it is.”

I’m sure we will find it, Lugia reassured him. Hold on tight!


Charizard rolled in the air, turning back in on himself with a flap of his wings, and exhaled a roaring gout of flame. His target, Moltres, broke off an attack on Pidgeot and easily evaded the reaching fireball.

Now Articuno was on his tail. He rolled back the other way, right wing pointing nearly straight down between flaps, and hauled himself around – trailing Articuno, who was forced to give up an attack run to avoid a Sky Attack.

He wasn’t in best shape for this.

The fight with Salamence had been close – closer than he liked to admit – and now he was thrown into a battle with three legendaries.

Worse, he was slowing Pidgeot down. She was holding out well so far, but… she did best when able to use her massive speed, and she wasn’t able to while she was working with him instead.

Decision crystallized.

“Pidgeot, get out of here!” he shouted, wrapping himself in a Fire Spin and body-slamming Articuno. The blue Legendary screeched in pain, and replied with a pulse of intense cold which snuffed most of the Fire attack in a second.

Charizard dropped a hundred feet before righting himself, and blinked. That had been close – the Sheer Cold attack had nearly had him…

A Razor Wind hit Moltres as he tried to line up an attack on the dragon, and knocked him wide. The attack had been hastily put together, though, and disintegrated in short order.

“I’m not leaving you to face three legendaries alone!” Pidgeot countered, rolling around an Ice Beam from Articuno and spinning air control layers around herself. “You’re already tired, you need help!”

“Not if-” Charizard snarled as a Flamethrower clipped his wing. “Gah!”

Even a Fire-type wasn’t immune to the heat of Moltres’ flames.

“Charizard, you stubborn idiot!” Pidgeot called. She did a complex wiggling move, and two Double Team split off from her. The three Flying types diverged quickly, one of them flying up high for greater distance while the other two stayed close in.

“I just need to hold out a bit longer,” Charizard replied. “And…”

There was a muted whump. Charizard’s tail flame brightened, and tinged with blue.

“There we go!” he said, pleased. “Blaze, right on time!”

Another Fire Spin formed, this time held as a Counter Shield. Articuno aborted an attack run and began to circle, eyes on Charizard, while Moltres began trying to hit the Pidgeots.

“Wait,” Charizard said suddenly. “Where’s Zapdos?”


“This is so much fun!” Ash called, clinging onto Lugia’s back with blue-glowing hands and knees.

“It’s a bit fast for me,” Pikachu commented. “Can you-”

Lugia’s eyes glowed, and the windrush died down to a light breeze. Sorry, I’m not used to riders. Is that better?

“Much!” Pikachu patted Lugia’s back. “Thanks!”

“I was enjoying it…” Ash said, with exaggerated unhappiness. He swallowed, and his ears popped with the climb.

I’m sure there’ll be time for fun later, chosen one. Lugia swept his wings back and climbed further. Thanks to your gift of knowledge, I now know we must solve this quickly.

The great guardian’s feathers began to glow. Pikachu – do you think you can launch a powerful electrical attack at Articuno?

He frowned, and the glow vanished. Aim to knock him out in one blow, if you can. It seems we must use the great song, which means that I can – for once – give them a well deserved thrashing.

“That, I can do.” Pikachu began to concentrate, lightning sparking from his cheeks and growing into an aura around him as he Charged repeatedly. “Give me about ten seconds’ warning.”

Ash looked down, squinting at the tiny figures of the Legendaries below. “What about me?”

Zapdos has broken off from the others. I believe we must follow him, but first your Pokémon should be made safe.

Lugia turned to look Ash in the eye, and gave him a solemn nod. Keep an eye on Zapdos for me, Ash. Pikachu and I are going to be rather distracted.

Ash nodded back, determined, and his eyes sought the tiny yellow-black dot that was Zapdos.

Another glow suffused Lugia’s feathers, and then faded.

Get ready, he warned, and banked slightly. Then the right wing went vertically up, the left wing went vertically down, and he turned over into a screaming dive straight down towards the flash and fury of the battle below.


Ice traced a line along Charizard’s middle alar phalange, stinging with freezer burn. He snatched the threatened wing away, breathing fire on it to slow the chills, and grimaced as it remained a little stiff even after his prompt action.

That was going to be a problem.

Charizard had to face it – he was losing. Slowly but surely, the Legendary Pokémon were outlasting him, and Pidgeot was looking worse for wear as well.

His Blaze boost wasn’t going to keep him in the fight forever, that was one thing that was certain. Already the blue tinge to his flame was fading, signalling that fatigue was overwhelming it.

A roar, and he bathed Moltres in Dragonbreath. The mystic fire burned like normal fire would not have, and caused a screech of pain and rage.

Mostly rage.

Charizard turned inside Articuno, managing to exploit the Ice-type’s blind spot, and cuffed him with wings cloaked in fire-spin. He lunged forwards after that contact, trying to get a grip on his opponents’ wings, but Articuno dropped and evaded his attempt at a Flaming Seismic Toss.

Flame lanced at his side, scorching some of his scales.

Snarling, Charizard lashed out with a tail cloaked in steel, and clipped Moltres’ wing. Then he started to charge a Dragon Rage.

If he was going down, he was damn sure he wasn’t going quietly.

-and a ball of opalescent energy materialized off his right shoulder, shot into motion from a standing start, and hit Moltres in the face.

He blinked, staggering in the air as he lost concentration, and a second ball – one which he thought looked a lot like Future Sight - appeared over his left shoulder to smash into Articuno.

Aeroblast.

There was a sound like a piece of paper the size of the Hall of Origin being torn in half. A red beam of light lanced down from overhead, starting to the rear of Moltres and then sweeping across him. The impact was only glancing, but it sent Moltres flying like a rag doll in a storm, tumbling out of control.

“Volt crash!”

This was more familiar. Articuno had had a little more time to recover, as well, and managed to dodge a little, but the attack still caught him on one wing and dealt a serious blow.

Charizard saw his chance and took it. A full Fire Blast roared forwards, hitting the lamed Legendary in the breast, and exploded into a cloud of smoke.

The panting dragon waited just long enough to see Articuno drop limply from the base of the cloud before succumbing to exhaustion.

Pidgeot took his shoulders in her talons, dissolving her double Double Team team. “Come on. Let’s get you somewhere safe.”

She looked after Lugia, who had shot past around the time Charizard fired his final attack. “Good luck, Ash.”

In the back of her mind, she wondered if she’d get a chance to speak to Lugia after the battle. That had been the most amazing Flying-type attack she’d ever seen.


AN:

Legendary Pokémon are powerful. And Ash’s are some of the best in the business.

(I looked at Lugia’s strategy in the film, and it’s… not great. I tweaked it a bit here.)






42. Power of One chapter four


Ash pointed. “There!”

Thank you. Lugia panted briefly, then turned towards the distant Electric-type flying steadily for Lightning Island.

Ash and Pikachu clung on as he accelerated downwards, the wind whipping at them through the air-shield.

This is going to be tricky, Lugia informed his passengers, as Zapdos grew from a dot to a tiny cross-shape. Zapdos is probably the one who can harm me the easiest, especially under stormy skies.

As if to accentuate the point, spots of rain began to fall.

“Why did he head off?” Ash asked, voice raised a little from excitement.

I do not know. We should ask him.

Lugia flapped his wings, once. Let me see, now… Pikachu, you have Lightningrod?

Pikachu nodded confirmation. “I do.”

Excellent. Lugia judged times and distances. I don’t think we’re going to get him before he reaches Lightning Island, so my first idea won’t work.

“So he’s headed all the way back to Lightning Island?” Pikachu asked, frowning. “Now, why would he do that, I wonder.”

Ash squinted, looking with both Aura sight and regular sight, as their target crossed over the cliff face on one side of Lightning Island onto the level ground itself.

Then he did a double-take, and glanced back at his backpack. “So that’s where it went! Zapdos must have found the Lightning treasure!”

Ah, that explains that. Lugia wobbled his wings slightly, shedding speed. He may think he just has to carry it back to the island to ‘win’ or something.

“Now that’s silly,” Ash agreed.

“Don’t we just have to carry the treasures back to Shamouti to win, here?” Pikachu asked.

“Uh…” Ash began, frowning.

That’s different. We know it’ll work, Lugia replied. He backwinged slightly, and raised his mental voice as he cleared the crater rim. Zapdos!

The Electric Pokémon turned, wings snapping with electricity, and the Lightning treasure back in place at its shrine. “Lugia, I’ve won! I’m the one in charge of the other two now!”

That is not how it works, Lugia thought, with a frown.

“But I’m stronger! I retrieved my treasure, and the other two didn’t!”

“Actually, that’s mostly because the Lightning treasure fell out of the flying battleship,” Ash said, speaking up.

Zapdos blinked, flying a little higher. “You have a human on your back?”

Yes, Lugia replied simply.

“Have you gone insane?” Zapdos pressed. “Humans just captured all three of us! They planned to capture you!”

They-

“Hey!” Ash called, pointing at Zapdos. “Charizard, Squirtle, Pikachu and I are the ones who freed you three!”

Pikachu hopped up onto Lugia’s head. “That’s gratitude for you.”

That is correct, Lugia said, over the top of Pikachu’s somewhat undiplomatic comment. This human is most certainly our friend. He is one of the Chosen, if it matters.

“Seriously?” Zapdos asked. “He’s, what, ten?”

“Twelve!” Ash replied hotly. “Just…”

Lugia settled to the ground. Ash, perhaps you should go get the Lightning Treasure.

“No!” Zapdos called out, wings spread threateningly.

He has already activated the other two Treasures, and is the one at the heart of the festival to boot. Lugia moved forwards, wings ready to defend Ash. He has every right.

Zapdos screeched, and aimed a warning bolt of lightning in front of Ash. It arced towards his feet, then curved away, and discharged into Pikachu.

The legendary turned incredulous eyes on the little electric mouse.

“What?” Pikachu asked, nonchalantly.

Apparently, that was the wrong thing to say. Finally enraged beyond endurance, Zapdos launched himself into the air and started calling down bolts of lightning from the growing storm.

Ash, go! Lugia said, taking flight himself. Pikachu, keep him safe. I’ll pick you up in a few minutes.


“Okay, good,” Misty said, looking between the trio of Floatzel. “You understand?”

They nodded. “Yes!” one said, with a grin. “Find the Legendaries, lead Wailord to them.”

“And you?”

The colossal Wailord floating offshore boomed her understanding.

“Right. You’d better hurry,” Misty said, and they set off – the three otters shooting off into the stormy sea cloaked in Aqua Jet, followed by the slower Wailord.

“Good work,” Tracey said, sitting down with a sigh.

“Thanks,” Misty replied. “It’s tricky to understand most Pokémon, if I don’t know them, but Water-types are easier. And I just realized – you know, last time they hit the ice, but this time there isn’t any.”

“Right.” Tracey nodded. “Like I said, good thought. Is there a reason you didn’t have Togekiss lead them in, though?”

Misty looked up. “Actually… where is she?”

She raised her voice. “Guys?”

Team Rocket looked around from where Meowth was attempting to interpret between the two humans and a curious flock of Swellow.

“Yeah?” James said, raising an eyebrow.

“Have any of you seen Togekiss?”

“What, didn’t ya know?” Meowth pointed. “She went off dat way. We tought you sent her.”

Misty paled. “…oh no. Why did she…”

Tracey put his hand on her shoulder. “She wanted to help. She’s the only Pokémon either of us have got who can both fly and fight, at anything like that level… and I think you’re selling her short, Misty.”

The Cerulean gym leader looked back at him. “What?”

“She’s not a baby any more, Misty. She’s fully evolved, and she’s been fighting for years – you know that.”

“…you’re right, I do know that.” Misty slumped. “But she’s my daughter, and I don’t want to see her in danger.”

From the area the Rockets were, there was a chatter of raised Swellow voices. Meowth’s cut over them. “Oh, fer cryin’ out loud! It was a joke, ya bird-brains!”


“So… all of it?” Melody asked, quietly. “The whole thing’s real?”

“It is,” the Slowking informed her. “It isn’t supposed to get this bad, this is quite a mess, but the Great Guardian seems to have things under control.”

“Right.” She looked down at the ocarina in her hands. “What about me? Do I have to-”

“You might,” Slowking said, putting a companionable arm around her shoulders. “The song is connected to Lugia, and helps to empower him and to calm the discord of the titans.”

The powerful psychic gave her a smile. “Don’t worry. All you have to do is play the music, nothing more. It’ll make sense at the time.”


Lugia focused, catching the bolt of lightning aimed at him in a Psychic and deflecting it away harmlessly. Sparing a glance down, he saw that the one aimed for Ash and Pikachu had been caught by the Pokémon, and that the young trainer had reached the shrine.

He held up the yellow orb as it flashed to life, caged-lightning matching the internal-fire and wash of cool ice from the other two, and Lugia nodded to him.

Zapdos dove forward, pointed beak first, and aimed straight for Lugia in a Wild Charge.

Lugia frowned, came to a decision, and slipped sideways in the air to ensure the attack missed. Before Zapdos recovered, Lugia made things worse for him by firing a Hydro Pump that caused the Wild Charge to ground into Zapdos himself.

Screeching, the Electric-type wobbled in the air, and Lugia took the opportunity to compound his troubles with an Ice Beam, then finally a Psychic attack to slam him into the ground.

Seeing Ash and Pikachu had already cleared the cone, Lugia accelerated and came down to float alongside them. Jump on.

Ash pushed aura into his boots again. One step was normal, the next was impossibly high, and he landed on Lugia’s back just before Pikachu did.

Right! Lugia added, wings churning the air. Full speed to Shamouti.


Lawrence III shook his head, groggy with sleep.

That damned Grass type…

Pushing himself up from the place he’d been sleeping, he walked stiffly over to a console and examined it.

Systems were mostly down, as before. There was one reactor online, though, and the remote power control was still working.

Sensors… operational, at least some of them, which gave him a clear picture of Shamouti Sound and the air over it.

None of the great birds was still flying. Had he missed his chance?

Then a caret appeared on the display, highlighting a very familiar silhouette.

“There you are…” he mused, and flicked switches. One final press, and four triangular shapes launched from the remains of the weapons module.

Spinning briefly to orient themselves, they set off northwest on an interception course.


“Lugia! Look out!” Ash called, pointing east.

Lugia glanced to the side, and spotted the incoming capture rings. Not again!

He inhaled, an eerie light forming around his mouth as air rushed in. Three seconds in, it flashed yellow as the heat and pressure drove it to form a plasma.

“How is that still a flying type attack?” Pikachu asked, clinging on as Lugia twisted to open his firing line.

It’s all done with air pressure, Lugia informed him tautly. Then released the attack. At first, the plasma was carried along with the air stream – then it collimated, coalescing into a single bolt of incandescent air in the centre of a cooler but still intense wind.

One of the rings was caught directly in the beam, and began to glow cherry-red and steam in the hissing rain. It attempted to spin out of the area of the attack, failed, and exploded.

Lugia swept the Aeroblast across to another ring, which turned face-on to him and let the attack go harmlessly through the centre.

Then the other two were on him, discharging energy into his body, and he was forced to end the attack and switch to Light Screen.

Ash cried out in pain as the lightning bolts ran through him. He was used to Pikachu’s electrical attacks, but these were… different. Almost… empty, like they took energy instead of delivering it.

Pikachu? Lugia asked, struggling to break out of the encirclement. Can you-?

Pikachu winced, firing out another bolt. “I’ve been trying! These things are really tough, and I’ve been doing a lot of high-powered electric attacks today!”

Ash gritted his teeth, and pushed out a Protect – taking the pressure off Lugia’s damaged shields for a moment. “Gah!”

Thank you. Lugia began gathering the energy for another Aeroblast, turning frantically to keep at least one of the rings in his sight line.

Rose-golden coloured fire rushed past his wing, coming in from the north, and enveloped another one of the rings. It spun free in a moment, then was caught again.

It visibly deformed in the few seconds of sustained fire before the attack ended. Once free, it wobbled, spun for a moment, and then fell apart.

What? Lugia asked, blinking. Ho-Oh? What are you-

“I’m flattered,” said the squeaky voice of his saviour. “But no, I’m just the understudy.”

“Togekiss!” Ash called, beaming. “Thanks for the help!”

Lugia and both his passengers winced as the remaining two rings flashed lightning across them again.

“Stay close!” Togekiss called, swooping around to try to line up on another ring. They seemed to be wiser now, though, and gave her a wide berth.

Stalemate, Lugia observed, wings beating more slowly now. The rings hovered at a distance, ready to pounce if their guard dropped. And we can’t move on to Shamouti like this.

“Can’t you blast the fortress?” Ash checked.

I’ve barely got enough power for a single Aeroblast left. If I miss, then we’re doomed.


“Don’t move,” Lucario instructed Hunter J.

She snorted bitter laughter.

He inspected the bent metal tying her hands behind her back to a girder, nodded, and set off at a run through the corridors.

It had, at first, seemed like the Hikokyu was completely ruined by the crash. But now that clearly wasn’t the case, what with the capture rings that he’d seen shoot off into the distance – straight towards the sparkle of Aura which indicated Ash, Pikachu, and what could only be Lugia.

Coming to the bottom of some stairs, Lucario skidded to a halt.

The route to the control room was collapsed. Damn.

Closing his eyes to enhance his Aura sight, Lucario scanned the wreck of the flying battleship. There had to be something-

Aha.

A point, deeper into the ship, which shone like a small star.

Another sprint, faster still this time. Lucario’s feet glowed with blue aura, increasing his speed, and he no longer bothered to open doors – smashing through them with a succession of small Aura Spheres.

In less than a minute, he reached the source of the light.

It was quite a sight to behold.

A spherical glass outer layer, connected to thick cables leading off elsewhere into the ship. Inside it, a succession of independently rotating bronze-coloured rings, marked with letters in an unknown language – strange lightning-flashes, vertical lines marked with diamonds, and something with a dot in the centre of an n-like shape were only a few of the runes on display.

Right in the middle was a blue spark, flashing alternately brighter and dimmer.

Lucario came to a quick conclusion. Break things.

Channeling aura around his paws, he picked a spot on the glass sphere and rammed a Force Palm directly into it. The whole assemblage shuddered, and the lights flickered for a moment.

Again, and small cracks started to appear.

The third blow made the cracks widen. The fourth, they joined up, and his chosen point dished in slightly from the impact.

The Aura Pokémon smirked slightly, pivoted on one foot, and slammed a roundhouse kick into the weakened spot.

The whole sphere shattered, the rings sized up, and the lights went out.


Lugia blinked as the remaining two capture rings abruptly froze in the air, then dropped from the sky.

…well, I’m not complaining… he said, then beat his wings again and turned to face Shamouti. We should hurry.

“No argument here,” Ash said, shielding his eyes against the rain trying to get into them. “Pikachu? Can you check we’ve got all of them?”

Pikachu nodded, poking his head into Ash’s backpack. “Fire and lightning in here… and Ice?”

“That one’s here, in my pocket.” Ash held it up, then gave it to Pikachu to put with the others.

“Hey, look!” Togekiss said, indicating the stormy sea below with a nod of her head.

Ash looked down, seeing a strange sight. Three Floatzel hauling Articuno onto a Wailord, which had a wet-looking Moltres already on its forehead.

“Huh,” he said, blinking. “Not sure what to make of that.”


For a wonder, the trip back to Shamouti Shrine itself was uneventful.

The tired Lugia floated gently down to land outside the shrine, and his passengers disembarked.

“Lord Lugia,” the Slowking said with a small bow. “And the Chosen One, as well. Do you know what is to be done?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Put the treasures in the shrine – each one in the corresponding window.”

“Wonderful.” Slowking paused, as Ash walked up to the altar itself. “If you don’t mind my asking – what is your name?”

“Ash,” Ash replied, taking his backpack off and removing the three glowing treasures.

“Ah, I should have known.” Slowking’s voice took on the air of one quoting.

“Disturb not the harmony of fire, ice and lightning,

lest these titans wreak destruction on the world in which they clash.”

Ash blanched. “Oh, I know where this is going…”

“And though the water’s great guardian shall arise to quell the fighting,

alone its song will fail, and thus the earth shall turn to Ash.”

“I’d almost forgotten that. Again.” Ash placed down the last of the three spheres, then stood back.

They glowed and began to activate.


“Togekiss!” Misty called, voice uncertain. “I… why did you… I don’t know whether to thank you or scold you, young Pokémon!”

“I love you too,” Togekiss replied, landing in front of her and embracing her. “Sorry for making you worry, but I had to do it.”

She did, Lugia agreed, chest heaving as he gathered his breath. Without her, I would probably have been overcome.

He turned his focus to Melody. Now. Young woman – I need your help, as well.

“Me?” Melody asked, looking up at the focus of her islands’ entire religion – one which she’d not really believed in, not until today.

I am too tired to use the Great Song alone – you must accompany me. It is the very tune you know for this festival.

She looked uncertain, glancing down at the ocarina. “But – I’m… this is just some silly festival… or that’s what I thought this morning.”

Panic crossed her features for a moment. “If I’ve got to- I don’t know if I can do what you want me to.”

I am certain you will be fine. The Legend’s voice was quiet, but full of confidence. He turned, and spread his wings, taking off to hover just over the shrine itself – now transformed into a stone circle of glowing green crystal. Begin when you wish; I will follow your lead.


The pure notes resonated in the air, alone at first. With each sweet sound, one of the seven stones glowed a cool blue-green colour.

After the first thirty seconds or so, Lugia, already looking much better, raised his voice and wove into the song – accompanying it, not mastering it, and letting Melody’s ocarina set the pace.

The rain began to slacken, and then stop entirely.

Little flickers of movement, far out on the wave-tossed sea, showed first Articuno and then Moltres taking flight from the Wailord on which they had been recovering.

Further still, almost hidden by distance, the yellow dot of Zapdos flew out from his island.

Green energy pulsed out from the shrine, glowing like a heartbeat, and covering the whole of Shamouti Sound faster than even a Pidgeot could fly.

Ash closed his eyes for a moment, letting the song wash over him.

This was why he fought so hard. This was the very kind of moment which made everything worthwhile.

That timeless instant where the world was put to rights.

Ash, a silent voice said to him.

He opened his eyes again, already half-guessing what it was. Lugia had landed in front of him, and turned – offering him a ride.

Grinning like a loon, the trainer took his offer. Lugia beat his wings, once, and took off into the clearing air as the song swelled.

The flock of Swellow who Meowth had been arguing with earlier watched, silent and waiting, alongside other Flying-types from all over the Orange Islands, as the four Legendaries took their place in the now-brilliant blue sky. Lugia in the middle, with the three Birds forming a triangle around him.

Then the sea split open.

A great column of water rose into the sky, glowing faintly with the unknown energy of the shrine. It formed a long arch in the heavens, crossing the whole of the small island group from east to west.

The beast of the sea, Lugia informed Ash softly. A major current which controls much of the world’s climate.

Ash looked around, trying to take it all in – to see everything, because, hopefully, he would never see this again.

The massed Flying-types took wing. Clouds of Swellow, Pidgeotto and Pidgeot, Fearow, Golbat… too many species to count, with even a few Dragons among them, and three in particular – weary Pidgeot and Charizard, and proud Togekiss – in pride of place.

As the song began to fade, the Beast of the Sea crashed back into the water – tamed once more – and the wild Flying types dispersed, to return to their homes.

Lugia came back down to land before the shrine, followed by the trio he mastered and the friends’ other Pokémon. He let Ash off, then bowed to Melody as the final notes rang in the air.

A masterful performance, he announced solemnly. My most sincere thanks, Melody of Shamouti.


Dozens of miles to the south, a bipedal Pokémon lowered his arms. There. No need for my help any more.

“You did well,” Sabrina told him, nodding. “That can’t have been easy.”

Causing storms is more my forté, Mewtwo agreed. I’m surprised how powerful that one was, though.

The Mew sitting on Sabrina’s shoulder smiled, and made a playful squeak. You should see what happens if Groudon and Kyogre fight!

I would rather not. Mewtwo glanced down at the calm sea. Perhaps we should return to solid ground?

The other Mew – the one who hung around Mewtwo whenever she was bored – giggled. I didn’t think you were afraid of heights.

I’m not, Mewtwo returned. I just don’t see any particular reason to keep spending energy on levitating when I’ve just been containing a storm that could have grown larger than the whole ocean basin.

It’s good practice! Both Mew said that in unison, then exchanged a glance and giggled behind their paws.

“You two are as bad as each other,” Sabrina said fondly. “Seriously, though, Mewtwo – I think this did you some good. It helps give you a purpose.”

Agreed. Mewtwo nodded slowly. Perhaps it is appropriate that my purpose appears to be reducing the collateral damage from when Ash Ketchum saves the world.

His companion frowned. He’s not that bad… is he? She spun upside down. Or maybe he is…


Lugia turned to face the three Legendary Birds. And as for you three…

Zapdos raised a wing.

No. You don’t get to talk now. None of you do. Lugia glared at each one in turn. I hope you three realize that you nearly ended the world because of another one of your stupid arguments. You’re supposed to be Legendary Pokémon with the solemn duty of safeguarding one of the most important climate control points in the world, not squabbling toddlers!

He shook his head. My son is more mature than you. My son!

Articuno looked up, blinking. “Your son Silver? But – he only fledged three years ago!”

Exactly my point, Lugia agreed.

He nodded towards the ruined flying machine in the far distance. One human shows up to catch you, and you promptly start arguing over who’s in charge now. Idiots. You could have shot his ship down and be done with it if you worked together, you realize?

There was a series of muffled caws and embarrassed shuffling of wings.

I thought not.

In any case, Lugia resumed. He looked directly at Pidgeot. Can your trainer spare you?

She blinked, surprised to be brought into this. “Um… actually, I’m not sure. Ash?”

Ash nodded. “If you want to be available, you are.”

“Then yes.” She nodded at Lugia. “Why?”

You seemed interested in my Aeroblast. Following the example of my fellow Legend, Ho-Oh… would you be interested in learning it?

Pidgeot gaped. After a moment, she recovered her composure, and nodded. “Yes! Yes please!”

Excellent. I look forward to working with you. Lugia then gave the three birds another look. It is also possible that I may be leaving in the future. Understand that, if you make trouble while I am gone, I will be returning – and not alone – to make sure you don’t break everything again.

“We’re not children!” Moltres burst out. “Stop treating us like children!”

I’m sorry, it must have been some other legendary Pokémon who nearly ended the world. Can you point me to them?

The birds shuffled, but none of them spoke up.

Good. Lugia then turned back to Ash. I should have asked this last time, chosen one. Do you have a spare Poké ball?

He smiled. I can’t promise to travel with you, but I will be here if you need me.

Ash nodded, unable to believe his luck, and retrieved a simple red-white Poké ball. He held it out, and Lugia took it from his hand with telekinesis.

Thank you.

The ball thudded against his forehead, enveloped him in light, and fell to the ground in front of where he had been.

James raised a finger to his chin. “Is it me, or do we get loads of brilliant opportunities only now that we’ve given up?”

Jessie shook her head. “It’s just you. We got hundreds of chances to catch or steal amazing Pokémon before, it just never worked.”

Meowth looked up from his catalogue. “Sorry, did somethin’ important happen? I was too busy lookin’ for our next ride. Look, a tiltrotor!”

The other two Rockets crowded around it, looking impressed.

Ash picked up the Poké ball, and opened it wordlessly.

Once more, my thanks, Lugia said. Then he looked across to Ice Island. You may want to call the police, by the way.

“Oh, that’s right!” Misty said. “Almost forgot about that…”


“Look at you!” Ash grinned, putting a hand on Lucario’s shoulder. “Almost my size, now!”

“Indeed.” Lucario looked down at himself. “This will take some getting used to, though. No more shoulder rides for me.”

“Really?” Ash asked. “Why not?”

“…Ash, I weigh more than you do now. A lot more. My bones are made of steel.”

“That’s never stopped me before!” Ash declared.

“Actually, now I think of it… it really hasn’t,” Pikachu said, with a frown. “Didn’t you carry a Hippopotas on your head once?”

“Yep!” Ash nodded. “Gave me a bit of a headache, though… whatever! Let’s give it a go!”

Misty and Tracey watched, with some bemusement, as Ash tried to hoist Lucario up onto his shoulders.

“He’s going to do his back out like that…” Tracey commented.

“Like that would stop him,” Misty rejoined.

Hello? Lugia broadcast from outside. Ash?

Ash stopped trying with a quick apology, and hurried over. “What is it?”

You might want this. Lugia nosed the ground surface, on which a rather bedraggled blue hat sat. I remembered you lost it, and it seemed important…

“Oh, yeah! Thanks!” Ash picked it up, grimacing at the sea-soaked material. “Might need a quick dry, though…”


As they left the Shamouti island group that night, Misty saw Ash standing at the rear rail.

She followed his gaze, and saw he was looking at the peak of Ice Island. The highest spot in the whole group, it would be in view longer than anywhere else given the route they were taking – east, to Cleopatra Island.

“You alright?” she asked, leaning on the rail next to him.

“Yeah,” Ash said, shrugging. “Just… thinking.”

“Oh?” Misty pressed.

“Just… you know. We had warning, that time, but things were… different.” Ash turned to look at her. “With J, I mean. We had all that time to prepare, but I didn’t realize anything was wrong until after I got to Fire Island.”

“You can’t prepare for everything, Ash,” Misty said.

“I know, I know. But… we time travelled, and I keep making mistakes like this. What if I make one that’s too bad?” Ash groped for the words. “One that can’t be fixed?”

“…I don’t know,” Misty admitted. “Maybe you just need to make sure you scout the place out?”

“All the places, you mean,” Ash sighed. “There’s so many, even with Shamouti sorted out. Not just Cyrus, either… there’s Crown City, Alamos Town… I can’t even keep track of them all.”

Tracey leaned on the rail the other side of Ash. “Well, I’m sure Professor Oak and Damos are keeping an eye on things.”

“Not enough of one, though,” Ash said, frowning. “They need someone there to… someone…”

His expression brightened. “I think I know who.”

“Who?” Misty asked, interested.

“Well, I’ll have to wait to see if she says it’s fine,” Ash corrected himself. “But Pidgeot’s fast, and she can look after herself.”

“Good idea,” Tracey agreed. “Especially if she can stay in touch with the Professor and I.”

Feeling better now there was a solution, Ash looked back towards Shamouti.

A tiny flash of orange-red light on the side of the island’s cone became a line, thinner than a hair and only as long as the width of a finger at arm’s length, and he smiled.

Pidgeot was wasting no time, it seemed.


AN:

And done!

That’s the last of the Power of One, at any rate.

I hope everyone enjoyed my little my-birthday present.






43. Orange Islands chapter 3


“Okay, Charizard!” Ash said with a grin. “Ready to get frozen solid, thawed out over the course of a long night, and gradually come to respect me?”

Charizard shook his head, fire leaking out of the corners of his mouth. “Not funny, Ash.”

“Right.” Ash shook his head. “Sorry, yeah. Wasn’t thinking.”

He waved his hand. “Are you going to want to fight him anyway?”

Lucario raised a paw. “Actually, I might.”

Charizard looked down at him. “Really? Why you?”

The newly-evolved Pokemon shrugged. “Mainly to get used to fighting with my new weight. I’m used to being quite a lot smaller and more agile, and my feet are going to exert a lot more pressure on the floor now. That’s going to have an impact, on sand for instance.”

“Makes sense, I guess,” Ash agreed. “Hey! Guy over there! Want a battle?”

“Still the direct route every time, I see,” Lucario said with a chuckle.


“Begin!”

Lucario crouched, and pushed off in a sprint. His feet dug into the sand, then the sand abruptly gave way, and he threw up a rooster-tail of sand instead of accelerating as he wanted to.

The release of effort sent him stumbling, leg out behind, then he recovered somewhat just as a Power-up Punch came in.

A clang reverberated around the beachfront.

Lucario grimaced. Steel type, Steel type, he reminded himself. It was harder to take fighting-type attacks now – they had something to connect to solidly, and he couldn’t ‘roll’ with the punch so well.

Evolving wasn’t all advantages. Specifically, he now had to worry much more about Fire and Ground attacks, as well as Fighting.

On the other hand… there were still definitely benefits. For one, it completely erased his original weaknesses.

Lucario skipped backwards, jumping off from the ground instead of using it for any real grip, and started experimenting. Using Aura to spread into the gaps between the grains of sand, adding to the adhesiveness the sand had just that little bit more…

A bubblebeam came in, and he did a handspring away from it. This time, when he landed, the sand gripped much better, and he skidded to a stop in moments.

“Not bad,” the trainer, Tad, allowed. “Try this! Poliwrath, use Hypnosis!”

Lucario closed his eyes, switching to Aura sight.

“…why isn’t your Pokemon looking where he’s going?” Tad asked, watching in bafflement as Lucario’s fighting ability was impaired not one iota.

“It’s complicated,” Ash told him. “Just accept it and move on.”

“That’s practically our motto,” Tracey added.

Poliwrath considered, and then beat its belly (producing a series of loud clangs from the title belt.)

Belly Drum, Lucario thought. I should be cautious… unless…

He dodged an Ice Punch, and jumped over a sweeping low-level kick.

Then saw what he was looking for – a direct attack. A Mega Kick, in fact, powered by the full might of the earlier power-up.

He raised a blue-glowing paw, making no attempt to dodge, and caught the blow.

Steel creaked in his forearm as the potent blow hit home. Grunting, Lucario focused his Aura, accepting the impact.

A spark of light ran around his back, from arm to arm, and flashed into his other paw.

Tad blinked. “Wait, is that-”

Lucario’s Counter hit.

Poliwrath took an impromptu flying lesson.

Ash ran over. “Ri-Lucario! Are you okay?”

Lucario nodded, cradling his left arm in his right. “I will be.”

Ash embraced him. “You should be more careful, you – ow!”

They both looked down at his chest spike.

“No more hugs for me, then…” Lucario muttered with a sigh.

“Can’t you… I dunno, use some kind of Metal Claw or something?” Ash asked. “Make it… less pointy?”

“Possibly.” Lucario winced. “Well, I learned something at least. But I think that was not such a good idea.”


Misty held up her hands. “Nope. Not getting involved.”

“What?” Squirtle asked, putting his forelegs on his hips in indignation. “This is because there’s a firefighting team that showed you up, isn’t it?”

“They did not show me up!” Misty corrected. “I just don’t want to find out what kind of ridiculous anime they’re fans of, I know what your evolutionary line is like.”

Music started.

“Oh, no…” the Water-type gym leader said, sighing deeply. “Here we go.”

A half-dozen voices started up, not quite in unison. The effect would have been ruined had Ash and his friends not spoken Pokemon, because all the singers were Squirtle.

“Go Wartortle rangers!”

“Nope.” Misty turned her back, wilfully ignoring the five colourfully-costumed Wartortle that started posing in the field. “Next island, please.”

Tracey stifled a chuckle.


It was a glorious day on Kumquat Island. The sun shone out of a clear blue sky, on a sea with just the right kind of waves to make surfing exciting breaking a hundred yards out into the water, and gentler waves lapping at a perfect sandy beach.

A ship heeled over as it turned towards the harbour.

“Wow,” Tracey said from the rail, looking along the shoreline. “This is beautiful! I’ve only been here a few times before!”

“It’s a famous resort, isn’t it?” Misty asked. “I’ve heard people come from all over the world.”

“What kind of Pokemon live here?” Ash asked.

“One track mind,” Tracey teased. “But I’ve heard that Fire types live up in the mountains – there’s natural hot springs there.”


The ship bumped gently against the pier, and a gangplank was run out to allow passengers to go ashore.

Not that Ash and his friends were still on board. They’d disembarked with Lapras as soon as it came into harbour.


“Thanks, Lapras!” Ash said, returning him with a smile.

“You’re so impatient,” Misty sighed. “Right, where was the gym in this place…”

She smiled. “Oh, that’s right! It’s a hotel!”

Tracey pointed at a map. “That looks like a good start.”

They clustered around it.

“Kumquat hotel… is that the one?” Ash asked, pointing.

“I suppose it must be,” Misty decided.


“So, you’re challenging the gym?” Luana asked. “That’s quite surprising, Travis…”

Ash blinked. “Who?”

“Travis?” Luana asked, then sighed. “Oh, dear, it happened again, didn’t it… sorry, uh, what was your name?”

“Ash,” Ash answered.

“Right. Ash. Sorry, Ash, you’re the spitting image of my son Travis. This has happened before – a boy called… Ritchie, that was it.”

“Ritchie Getem?” Misty asked.

“I assume so,” Luana said. “Why?”

“I fought him in the Indigo League!” Ash informed her.

“Now I’m almost glad I didn’t watch the Indigo league,” Luana decided. On seeing Ash’s expression, she hastened to explain. “No, it’s not you – sorry, I am making a lot of mistakes today. It’s that watching a boy who looked just like my son down to the Pikachu, fighting another boy who looked just like my son down to the Pikachu, would have been too strange to bear.”

“Okay, I guess…” Ash said, then shook his head. “Where were we?”

“You were challenging the gym,” Luana reminded him.

“Oh, yeah, that’s right!” Ash pointed at her. “Yes. I, Ash Ketchum,” he stressed, “of Pallet, challenge you to a gym battle!”

“Okay.” She nodded. “Do you need to spend some time to prepare? The gym hotel is free of charge to challengers.”

“Say yes!” Misty suggested.

“Uh… yeah, then,” Ash confirmed. “What are the rules?”

“Double battle. The first Pokemon knocked out loses their trainer the match.”

“Okay.” Ash frowned. “Tough one…”


“So, who wants to do this one?” Ash asked, some time later.

The assembled Pokemon exchanged glances.

“Didn’t Charizard and I do it last time?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah, but this is a good opportunity for teamwork practice.” Ash shrugged. “I just want to make sure you guys don’t get too complacent.”

He frowned. “Wasn’t the boss guy… Drake? The local Champion? There was something strange about his fight… Dexter?”

Drake challenges his opponents to a six-on-six battle.

“A what?” Ash asked, blinking. “Okay, wow. Better start thinking about that now, then.”

He looked between his Pokemon. “Who’s not used to big battles?”

“I certainly am,” Pikachu said. “No need for me.”

“I think I proved my credentials earlier this week,” Charizard said for his part.

Ivysaur glanced at Squirtle, and pre-empted him. “We’re fine.”

Squirtle subsided.

Lucario nodded, slowly. “I believe I am ready.”

“Dexter?”

I know the theory.

“And Pidgeot’s good at them… but she’s working with Lugia. Okay, I think I know who to send out there.”

Many eyes turned to him.

“Lapras, Snorlax, you two are the ones who mesh least well with my normal style. Do you think you’re up for it?”

“Er…” Lapras glanced over at the enormous bear Pokemon halfway around the circle. “Can we effectively work together?”

“Well, it’s going to be interesting finding out,” Ash shrugged. “I think she’s going to use… what was it… a Marowak and an Alakazam.”

Ash rummaged around in his backpack for the hat, which was nearly good as new after a few days’ laundry. “One of you should wear this, as well.”

“What’s that?” Snorlax asked, blinking.

“It’s a really snazzy hat,” Lucario answered solemnly. “It grants the Dark type.”

Lapras nodded. “I should probably take it, then. Snorlax’ Rest is actually a Psychic move.”

“Right.” Ash frowned, tapping his foot. “I know just what we’ll do!” he announced.

Blinking, Lapras looked over at Pikachu. “Should I be worried?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Yeah, probably.”

“First step, teach Snorlax Sleep Talk. Lapras, you should probably learn Rain Dance… or, wait, you do know Blizzard, right?”

Lapras nodded.

“Right, Rain Dance it is then.”


“Ready?” the Gym Leader asked. She threw two Pokeballs, and her Marowak and Alakazam strode out onto the flat floor of the gym.

“Yep!” Ash replied, sending his own two Pokemon out. “Okay, here goes!”

“Begin,” Luana said simply.

“Lapras, Rain Dance!” Ash ordered.

Lapras complied, sending a pulse of energy upwards.

“Wait a second…” Ash glanced at the ceiling. “This is an indoor match.”


Tracey shaded his eyes, and looked up at the sky overhead.

“Misty!” he called into the surf.

“What?” Misty replied, looking up from teaching her new Kabuto to use Bubblebeam. “Is there a problem?”

Tracey pointed up.

Misty followed his pointing finger, and saw that the weather was rapidly changing to overcast.

“Oh, no…” she said. “Let’s hope it doesn’t get worse.”


Ash released his Ivysaur. “Hey, Ivysaur? Can you go outside and make sure the weather goes back to sunny?”

The Grass type nodded, lumbering off to the doors to use Sunny Day.

“Thanks,” Ash told him, then turned back to the battle. “Uh… improvise! But still use Rain Dance somehow!”

Lapras did the next best thing, and shot one of the sprinklers.

Water flooded the gym to a depth of about two inches, before the pressure in the system ran out.

“I hope you’ve got a good reason for that,” Luana said, frowning. “This isn’t easy to clean.”

Pikachu sniggered. “She really doesn’t know you.”

“Hey!” Ash said, then turned back to the fight. “Okay. Snorlax, Body Slam! Lapras, Blizzard!”

Luana’s Pokemon blinked, then yelped at the name of the second attack. Marowak jumped behind a shield that Alakazam set up, and they weathered the powerful Ice attack with ease.

“Ice beam!” Ash instructed.

“Alakazam,” Luana instructed. “Hyper Beam.”

As the blizzard eased, Alakazam raised his spoons and focused. A bolt of energy shot forwards, straight at Lapras.

Snorlax growled something, and interposed his huge body in the way. The attack hit him hard, making him grunt and skid backwards a bit.

“Good!” Luana said. “Now, Marowak, follow up!”

A Bonemarang came in next, and Snorlax blocked that as well. He yawned, scratching himself, and gave the Bone Pokemon a tired look.

“It can’t hold out forever!” Luana called. “Keep that Lapras out of the way so it can’t attack you!”

“Too late,” Ash replied, seeing Lapras’ signal that the ice was firm enough.

Rather than firing beams at the enemy Pokemon, he’d been plastering the floor in them – building up the thin film of ice from the earlier attacks into a thick layer over two inches thick.

“Snorlax!” Ash added. “Rest! Then Sleep Talk all you want!”

Snorlax yawned again, a big jaw-cracking one, and flopped forward onto the ice. It cracked, but there was no longer any water underneath it to fall into.

“Now, Lapras!”

Lapras skated forwards on the ice, Slamming into Snorlax and sending him skidding forwards, then formed a ramp with his ice and jumped.

Landing right on top of Snorlax.

“What on earth are you doing?” Luana asked, perplexed.

Ash dove for cover.

Snorlax started to Sleep Talk.

Snorlax didn’t know many moves, not being much of a battler. The main moves he knew were Body Slam, Headbutt, Mega Kick, Mega Punch… and Hyper Beam. All of them powerful moves.

As a consequence, his Sleep Talk was randomly selecting from a really rather short pool of options.

All of which added up to the result: a half-ton Pokemon bouncing around on an icy surface like a crazed hockey puck, periodically shooting intense Hyper Beams.

“What the-” Luana began, then winced as the random movement of the unorthodox combo brought them near enough to Marowak for Lapras to clip her with an Ice Beam.

She needed to come up with a new strategy for them.

Frowning, Luana noticed that the Lapras – while looking quite dizzy by now – was firing off Ice Beams at a rapid clip. It didn’t seem to matter where they went, actually…

Aha!

“Alakazam, get that Lapras off the Snorlax! It’s what’s keeping the arena frozen! Marowak, ready a Bonemerang!”

The two gym Pokemon nodded in unison. Alakazam focused in a Psychic attack…

And got nothing.

It blinked.

Marowak gave her teammate a quizzical look. Alakazam shrugged a reply – he had no idea what was going on.

They had a moment of wordless discussion, then started a new plan.

Alakazam erected Reflect walls across the stadium, making sure to double-strengthen them so that the Snorlax-puck bounced off rather than smashing through them. Once the stadium was divided into a half, he went on to do a second line through that half, constricting the area they could bounce around in more and more.

Marowak smashed her club into the ice again and again, gradually shattering it into smaller, spider-webbed pieces which provided less uncertain footing. She waited for the Reflect walls to confine Ash’s two Pokemon into a very small area, then walked over with her club raised.

A smashing blow to the ice, and their icy spin was interrupted. Lapras went flying into the air, landed hard, and cried out in pain, while Snorlax bounced off the wall of the gym and landed back on the ice with a mutter and a snore.

“Lapras!” Ash called. “You okay?”

“I think so,” Lapras said bravely. “I can do this.”

He raised his head, mouth glowing with an Ice Beam. If he could just get that Marowak before she got him…

Alakazam frowned, erecting a light screen between the two to block the attack.

A growl came from next to him, and he turned.

Snorlax woke up.

It attacked in a grumpy rage.


“I… have to say,” Luana said, blinking. “That’s an interesting interpretation of Crunch.”

Snorlax finished picking its teeth with the second of Alakazam’s mangled spoons, then cuffed the staggering Pokemon hard enough to knock it to the floor unconscious.

“Well, that was… unexpected,” the Gym Leader summarized. “Not an aspect of double battling we normally see, not even from our northern neighbours in Hoenn. Congratulations, though, you’ve certainly earned my Jade Star Badge.”

She paused. “Why, though?”

“My normal style is with agile, hard-hitting Pokemon,” Ash replied. “Maybe it was silly of me, but I decided to turn Lapras and Snorlax into agile, hard-hitting Pokemon.”

“…I see,” Luana said, after considering that. “Well, a battle is a battle, and a badge is a badge. Well done, Ash Ketchum from Pallet Town. How many of the Orange Crew have you fought now?”

“You were number four.” Ash showed the badges on his jacket, then ran over to Lapras. “You okay?”

Lapras nodded. “A little bruised, but nothing a good Rest won’t cure.”

“Snorlax?”

Only snores answered him.

“Okay, then,” Ash said, shrugging. “Tell you what, Lapras, we’ll take a boat again. Unless…”

He thought about it for a bit. “When’s the next Orange league meet?”

“No such thing,” Luana reminded him. “Drake’s always open for challengers.”

“Right. We can probably skip Rind Island, so… yeah, it’s your choice,” Ash told Lapras. “We can afford to stay here another day or so, so if you don’t mind carrying us to…”

He pulled the map out of his pouch. “Excuse me – what’s this island called?”

“West of Rind Island?” Luana frowned. “I can’t remember, sorry.”

“Oh well. Anyway, if you don’t mind carrying us here, then we can wait until you’re ready to go.”

“I’ll be fine,” Lapras told him. “I want to spend as much time as I can with you, before we find my pod.”

Ash knelt down and embraced him, touched. “Thanks, Lapras.”

“Only – please don’t make this a normal strategy? The room only just stopped spinning.”


“Excellent work,” Giovanni said softly, as the tape came to an end. “Yes, superb.”

Jessie, James and Meowth exchanged looks.

“Um… you sure, boss?” Jessie asked, nervously. “Because it feels like we made mistakes…”

“Of course you did,” Giovanni waved it off. “You didn’t kill her, for one, so if J ever does escape that prison she’s in she’ll probably try to kill you. But that’s not the point,” he went on, ignoring the frightened looks the agents exchanged. “The point is that this greatly increases the power of Team Rocket.”

Meowth raised a hand-paw. “How? Uh, boss?”

“Yeah,” James agreed. “We’re down one fighter jet and up nothing.”

“War machines are there to be used,” Giovanni shrugged. “How many kinds of power are there?”

The question threw his subordinates.

“Um… dunno?” Meowth offered, after a minute.

Giovanni smiled – like a Sharpedo. “You are probably thinking mainly of Super-power, the ability to compel using force, or possibly Earth Power, the ability to make things be done because you own the places they are done.”

He steepled his fingers, and whistled something. The sleek Persian who sat on a sofa left off his glare at Meowth and touched a control.

The screen behind him lit up.

“There are eight kinds of power that I consider important,” Giovanni explained. “Superpower, Secret Power, Nature Power, Cosmic Power, Earth Power, Stored Power, Hidden Power and Ancient Power.”

“Ain’t dey all Pokemon moves?” Meowth asked.

“Well spotted,” Giovanni said, with precise sarcasm. “Superpower, as I’ve said, is the ability to compel with force. That is what we aimed to gain a monopoly on with Mewtwo, though that failed.”

He said it without remorse – stating a fact.

“Secret power?” he said, inflecting it like a question.

James raised a hand. “Is that when Team Rocket owns part of a company?”

“Close. That is Hidden Power. Secret Power is favours owed, and good feelings – when people owe us, or feel we’re doing a good job.”

Another small smile. “Your speciality, believe it or not. Film proof that Rocket members helped save the world is important to that.””

They blinked.

While the trio digested that, Giovanni moved on to the next slide. “Nature Power. Important because, well, we want to live in a world where people don’t have to worry about this one. People who are struggling to feed themselves or stay alive don’t have time to gamble and drink, or to buy things, or to have fun.”

Another click.

“And there’s cosmic power.” Giovanni sighed. “There are some morons out there who actually try to get this one. Don’t.”

“What is it?” James asked, after a pause to make sure the boss had finished speaking.

“The ability to remake reality.” The shadowy head of Team Rocket smiled slightly. “Useful, I’ll admit, but far too flashy – and dangerous to acquire.”

He looked each of them in the eye. “And Team Rocket does not like risk. Agents risk, the Team endures.”

“And da other two?” Meowth asked.

“Finally, there’s Stored Power and Ancient Power. Stored Power is, put simply, money. Lucre. The ability to bribe people with untraceable cash – and we have a lot of that. Ancient Power is…” Giovanni permitted himself a small smile. “What I aim for, in a way. It is the power you have, when the very idea that you have power is ingrained in society. People simply agree that you should be important… and so you are.”

Silence stretched.

“Shouldn’t you be back at your duties?” Giovanni asked.

The Rockets were only too glad to leave the meeting room.

Once they were gone, Giovanni tapped his fingers on the armrest for a moment.

“A worthwhile investment, on the whole,” he said to his Classy Cat. “They’re a little unsophisticated, perhaps, but… yes, entirely worthwhile.”


AN:

Moving swiftly along…

That was actually my first idea for how to have Lapras and Snorlax work together. I am a bit odd.






44. Orange Islands chapter 4


(Sorry about Dexter’s speech in the first version of this chapter, fanfiction dot net keeps eating the underlining when I upload.)


The moment Lapras hit the beach on the island (one they still didn’t know the name of), Misty was off.

“Come on, Ash!” she called. “I want to meet Politoed again!”

“Yeah. I know.” Ash jumped down after her, scratched Lapras, and set off after her at a jog.

“Well…” Tracey began, then sighed. “Clearly you don’t need me.”

He sat down, and took out a sketchbook.

“Mind swimming back and forth just offshore?” he asked. “The light’s good.”

“My pleasure,” Lapras replied.


“Back already?” Tracey asked, flipping the third finished picture over to the back of the sketchbook.

“Yeah, the lake wasn’t far from shore,” Ash explained. “And we found Poliwag easily enough.”

Behind them, Misty was conversing happily with her bouncy Water type, who seemed to be taking the whole ‘able to understand Pokemon’ thing entirely in stride.

“Pummelo island, next!” Ash announced. “Do we have time to get there today?”

Tracey looked up at the setting sun. “Maybe not.”

“Right. Time to plan, then.” Ash sat down next to his friend. “Dexter?” he asked, tossing the projector into the air.

Set up. Dexter’s body formed out of hardened vectors. Drake is a powerful opponent.

Images were formed on the sand.

Last time, he used six Pokemon in succession – and it was a tough match. Especially this Dragonite and this Ditto.

Images sharpened, showing Drake’s team, and highlighting those two Pokemon.

“A Ditto, huh?” Ash frowned. “Those can be tough.”

So is the Dragonite. I’m not sure if you remember-

“I do,” Pikachu said with a grimace. “Isn’t he the one I had to climb onto his head to take out?”

Correct.

“So, who am I going to use…” Ash mused. “Pikachu and Charizard, and Lucario. They’re my heaviest hitters. Squirtle for sure.” He thought about it. “Dexter? You as well.”

Very well.

“And… hm, bit of a choice there. If Pidgeot was available I’d use her, but she might still be working on Aeroblast. So it’s Lapras, Ivysaur, or Snorlax, unless I want to pull someone back from training or from Oak’s lab.” Ash frowned for several seconds. “Don’t know yet.”

He lay back on the grass. “The two big ones are Ditto and Dragonite… so, that means we need to work out a way for someone to defeat themselves, and we need a way to defeat that Dragon-type. Who knows Ice moves…”

“Hey, I don’t, and I beat him last time,” Pikachu said, hurt.

“I know you did, but if I remember correctly it took half my team to get him down to the point you could do that. Ice attacks work best, then Dragon ones.”

One by one, Ash released his Pokemon. “Okay, guys, each of you needs to work out a way to defeat your doppelgänger, and preferably something that would work on a Dragonite as well.”

“Don’t you trust us to beat up one dragon?” Charizard asked.

“Not when he took out you, Squirtle, Tauros and Team Rocket in quick succession, no.” Ash shrugged. “Sorry.”

“I’m hurt. Really I am.” Charizard grinned. “Okay, okay. Dragon Tail, Dragon Breath… what more should I have?”

“Is Dragon Pulse an option?” Ash asked.

Charizard began to answer, then stopped, interested. “I don’t know it, but nothing should stop me from learning it. How do you do it?”

“If you can show me how to generate dragon-typed energy, we can probably work it out between us,” Lucario suggested.

“Don’t forget the strategy to battle yourself,” Ash reminded them. “Right. Pikachu, you handled him last time, but we can’t rely on that… perhaps you should practice with Dexter.”

I feel I would be better served with an Ice type move in my repertoire.

“Okay, sure. Lapras, do you mind?”

“Not at all.”

Ash frowned. “So, perhaps Pikachu should work with Ivysaur instead…”


“Welcome to Pummelo Stadium!” Drake said, sweeping his hand around the audience. “Today, we’re very honoured to have with us someone who’s volunteered to referee this battle – the Gym Leader, Norman, here on holiday!”

Ash blinked. That hadn’t happened last time.

“It’s his last day on holiday, so he’s kindly agreed to referee so that his family can see an awesome battle!” Drake went on, nodding to the Normal type Gym Leader.

Ash was too busy scanning the crowd to pay attention, one eye closed.

Aha!

Two people stood out. One very familiar girl just a year or so too young for her official Pokemon journey, and a shorter boy who was much less like the Max he knew.

Ash decided he’d have to try to speak to them after the match.

“Thank you,” Norman said, pulling Ash’s focus back to the battlefield. “Now, this match is to be a Full Battle – both participants may use six Pokemon. Furthermore, they may use two at a time. The field starts as a Rock field, but will change each time someone loses three Pokemon.”

Ash blinked – that was slightly unexpected.

He pointed, throwing one Pokeball, as the match began. “Pikachu, Squirtle!”

Drake replied with two of his own. “Ditto, Onix! Get them!”

Pikachu bounded onto the battlefield, balancing on a rock. “Oh. A Ditto. I think we know where this is going.”

He jumped forwards, cheeks sparking. A Thunderbolt speared out towards the blob of protoplasm, who dodged it handily. “Squirtle, you handle the Onix!”

“That’s just what I wanted to hear!” Squirtle adjusted his glasses and grinned. “Okay, you big old rock snake! Dig that Ground type out of your ears, and listen up!”

“I hear through vibrations in the ground,” Onix informed him.

“Oh. Well… good for you,” Squirtle said with a frown. He then blinked and got back on-rhythm. “Now you’re listening, pay attention! I’m the badass, Squirtle, head of the Squirtle Squad!”

“I know. I’ve seen you on TV,” the Onix stated. It lifted its tail.

“Shut up, you’re messing with my lines.” Squirtle pointed an arm. “Right! My water shimmers with the reflected promise of a thousand years! That’s how waves work, never dying away and always carrying the echoes of what happened before! Eat Surf, cannon-

“Squirtle!” Pikachu called. “Look out!”

“What?” Squirtle asked, really cross now. “This is my third time-”

He yelped, jumping away as a Thunderbolt nearly hit him.

“So,” he said, landing next to Pikachu. “I take it you didn’t manage to get him before he Transformed?”

“That’s it exactly, yes,” Pikachu agreed. “Look out, this means he has all my moves.”

“All of them?”

Pikachu pointed.

The transformed Ditto had a shimmering ring of electricity forming around him. As they watched, a second began to form.

“Oh… great,” Squirtle said, then shook his head. “It doesn’t matter! Even the greatest opposition will fall to us!”

Pikachu grabbed Squirtle by the shell and jumped into the air, just ahead of a powerful Magnitude from the Onix.


“I’ve never seen that move Ditto’s doing before, kid,” Drake said, frowning. “What is it?”

“Yeah, about that,” Ash replied. “Pikachu and I sort of… invented it.”

He could swear there was a gasp from the direction of Norman’s family in the stands at that.

Ash cupped his hands around his mouth. “Pikachu! Squirtle! Get the Onix!”


“If you say so,” Pikachu shot back. “Okay, Squirtle, you heard him.”

Rather than replying, Squirtle started to use Water Gun, producing a pool of water to use for further attacks.

Drake’s Onix promptly vanished underground with Dig.

“Okay, Squirtle…” Pikachu said as he eyed his doppelgänger, cheeks sparking. “Now!”

Squirtle left off from his preparation and tackled Pikachu.

The enormously potent Volt Crash attack lanced across the stadium, blowing a hole in one of the rock spires and stabbing towards Ash’s two small Pokemon.

The blaze of power struck Squirtle, flowed across him without touching to Pikachu, and dissipated.

“I am so thankful for Lightningrod right now,” Squirtle admitted. “Thanks, bro!”

Pikachu decided to take that in the spirit it was intended.

Then he looked over at the pool of water. “Why is the ground shaking?”

Onix emerged from the ground in a powerful Dig attack, knocking the duo flying. Ditto took the opportunity to launch a Shock Wave at Squirtle, shocking him.

“Right!” Squirtle announced, and plucked off his glasses. “That is it!”

He threw them, and they flashed into two sets of glasses, each ten times the size. To the bafflement of most of the spectators, these giant sunglasses pinned Onix to the floor.

Aura-saturated water formed around Squirtle. “I don’t have time for a long speech! That’s the worst thing you’ve done today, because it means that I can’t tell you why I’m fighting!”

“Get on with it!” Pikachu shouted, from where he was trying to keep Ditto distracted by liberal use of Iron Tail.

“Alright, alright! Horn drill break!”

The super-compressed bolt of water cloaked Squirtle, and then propelled him straight down. It ran a path all along Onix’ back, showering him with water, and then drilled straight into the ground in a geyser of muddy water.


Ash nodded in relief as the Onix was recalled, unconscious, and looked through his Pokeballs.

Squirtle was probably tired after that, though still out. He couldn’t send out either Charizard or Lapras yet, because he needed to save them for Dragonite.

The question was – what was Drake going to send out next?

Ash was soon answered, as an Electabuzz burst onto the field.


“Oh, come on!” Squirtle shouted. “Two Electric types?”

“What’s the problem?” Pikachu asked, taking a stance next to him. “Feeling a bit down?”

“Never!” Squirtle replied, eyes flashing. “I’m Squirtle, of the Squirtle squad! We never give up on anything!”

He pointed directly at the Electabuzz, who was trading electricity with Ditto to charge them both up. “Alright, you big yellow tough guy! I don’t care about my type disadvantage! I’m going to give you the shock of your life! With my friend by my side, we’re unstoppable!”

Pikachu tapped him on the shoulder.

“What?” Squirtle asked.

“You realize that I can’t always absorb some attacks, right? Like Discharge?”

“…well, now I do.” Squirtle slumped slightly, then rallied. “Okay, they’re not attacking yet… think I can get in an Ice Beam?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Be my guest. I’ll keep the Ditto off you.” With that, he leapt forwards, palms glowing blue.

Squirtle watched for a moment as Pikachu arrived and started trading Force Palms with his copy, then sighed. He turned to give the Electabuzz a look.

“If I was at full strength, I would have beaten you already by now.”

“I am sure,” the Electabuzz replied, then launched a Thunderbolt forwards.

Squirtle jumped over it, blasting downwards with a brief Hydro Pump that split into two beams to avoid the thunderbolt, and headed straight for Electabuzz.

“Eat this! A move I learned through friendly rivalry, and from the greatest of toil! Rime!”

Electabuzz frowned at the incoming stream of water. “That’s stupid.” He raised an arm, sparkling with electricity-

Contact.

The water froze instantly, creating a splash-shaped cocoon of ice around Electabuzz and trapping him inside.

Squirtle didn’t have it all his own way, however, getting a lot of reverse blast from the Thunderpunch conducted back up his stream of water.

He shouted in pain from the electricity, landed badly, and bounced twice before coming to a stop.

“You okay?” Pikachu asked, hammering his double away with a Quick Attack and hurrying back over.

“Did someone get the number of the Mugann who ran me over?” Squirtle asked, staggering upright. “Don’t worry, I’m-”

The ice exploded.

“Huh,” Pikachu said, distantly. “He knows Fire Punch. Who knew?”

Tail glowing, Pikachu jumped in front of Squirtle. “Good luck getting me out of the way, though, Electabuzz.”

Electabuzz shrugged, ears crackling with voltage, and pushed out a Discharge.

Another Discharge flashed out from the Pika-clone, and Squirtle said something which was probably unprintable just before they both hit him.


“Nice work, Squirtle,” Ash whispered, then plucked the projector from his pocket and threw it. “Dexter, your turn!”

Norman raised an eyebrow. “Ah, your Porygon.”

“You know?” Ash asked, a little surprised.

“You were on TV,” Norman replied. “A lot. My kids loved watching you and your rival.”

“Oh. Cool.”


The digi-Pokemon materialized. Stand by, ready. Set up. Pikachu, I -

A lightning bolt nearly hit him. Hey! he buzzed, strafing sideways. That is rude and uncalled for.

“Little help here?”Pikachu asked, struggling in the meaty hands of the Electabuzz. “My normal approach is useless here!”

The Ditto wearing his form was sitting on the Electabuzz’ wrist, slapping away with an Iron Tail. It was a bit humiliating.

Right. Dexter shimmered, opening out into a shape made of vector triangles. A diamond, which then split in the middle three-fold. His projector shimmered, and then flashed a brilliant white, with red, blue and yellow spots on the points of the shape. Tri attack.

The electrical component did nothing, except for making all three other battlers slightly healthier.

The fire and ice components hit Electabuzz’ hands, stinging him into releasing the electric mouse, who fell to the floor and landed lightly.

“Thanks!” Pikachu said, running in with Agility and landing a stunning Force Palm on the Electabuzz.

Who started to glow.

Don’t mention it, Dexter told him, reforming into his base form and scanning the Electabuzz. Tracing… Motor Drive copied. Query: Motor Drive?

Dexter knew a lot about Pokemon, so his response to that unusual copy result was immediate. Pikachu? You might want to move away. Now.

Pikachu fell back, using Agility again to open the distance. He skidded to a halt next to Dexter. “What is… oh, you have got to be kidding me.”

Electivire punched his fists together.

So, Dexter began. What do four Pokemon, all of them immune to electric attacks, do next?

“I think we have to knock out that Electivire,” Pikachu assessed. “What do you have that will work?”

Dexter’s reply was to fold out again, this time into a five-sided flower shape. Locking on. Pikachu, please ensure that he doesn’t hit me before I fire.

“Do you have to announce plans like that?” Pikachu asked, as both enemy Pokemon charged forwards.

He was then too busy with Aura Spheres and Force Palms to continue the conversation.


“Dexter, we really need to get you some tactical training…” Ash muttered to himself, sorting nervously through the remaining three Pokeballs.

His next choice, if he had to make it, was obvious – and would be unless Dragonite turned up.

But, at the same time, he kind of hoped that Drake didn’t know all his Pokemon and their tricks. Being famous seemed to have some drawbacks.

“Don’t worry, guys,” he added to the three Pokemon still ready to go. “Just do your best.”


“How much longer is that going to take to charge?” Pikachu asked, exasperated, as he hammered an Aura Sphere from Ditto into fragments and kicked Electivire in the ankle to stop him getting past.

Zero. Dexter’s petals glowed, and red light stretched out to the small dot of his targeting point. Hyper beam.

The blast of orange-red energy erupted forth, smashing into Electivire and sending back-blast in all directions. Both Pikachu and his double were sent bouncing away by the blast.

Did that work? Dexter asked as he reformed, eyes flashing red as he sought to see through the smoke cloud. I cannot-

There was a sound like shattering glass as Electivire lunged through the smoke, punching through Dexter’s physical form and grabbing the golden projector.

“Dexter!” Pikachu called, as Electivire directed electricity into it repeatedly. Then jumped out of the way of an Iron Tail from Ditto, and went back to his snarling little fight with his copy.


Electivire delivered about half a dozen powerful shocks, shaking the projector up and down as he did so and grinning in a slightly worrying way.

Are you done? Dexter asked, once the process was over.

Electivire frowned.

Motor drive. Ability. This ability means that electric attacks do not deal damage; rather, they increase the speed of the target Pokemon. Dexter’s projector burst into light again, and he formed out from the golden triangle of plastic and metal – forcing Electivire’s hands open. Thank you.

The Porygon shot into the air, coming back to levitating again at the other end of the battlefield. He was ever-so-slightly blurred. Total speed increase: 300 percent over nominal. Excellent tactical prospects.

Electivire lumbered towards him, and Dexter zipped over to the other side of the battlefield again when the burly Electric-type got close. Signal beam.

A red beam of Bug-type energy stabbed out, stinging Electivire, and making him charge forwards again.

Dexter followed that up with a Tri Attack, checking Electivire’s rush. As he did so, there was a loud bang from the other side of the battlefield.

Pikachu bounced over, rolling a couple of times as he shed momentum. Recovering with a long skid, he took in his situation, jumped up, and delivered an Iron Tail to finally knock Electivire out.

Much obliged, Dexter informed him.

“Yeah, you’re welcome.” Pikachu panted. “Keeping this Ditto under control is harder than I expected. Can I get some help?”

Drake sent out his fourth Pokemon.

…well, I am not going to be much good against that, Dexter observed. I do not know Foresight.

Gengar gave him a piercing stare, and spread his arms. Dark energy crackled around them.

“Right!” Pikachu declared. “Finally, something I can hit!”

Electricity crackled around his cheeks, then cannoned forwards. The Gengar left off its attack, diving for the ground – though still getting shocked, as Pikachu’s Shock Wave tracked his target quicker than the Ghost-type could move.

“Damn it…” Pikachu spread his electrical senses, searching for any sign with both them and the rest of his abilities. “Look out, Dexter, it’s going to be trying to attack from below.”

A bolt of electricity splashed off Dexter’s form from the Ditto, not boosting his speed further as it was already as high as it could go. He turned, targeting array flashing-

-and a ghostly arm reached through his vectors, gripped his projector in a glove of Dark-type energy, and threw it (and him) off the arena entirely.


“And Ash’s Porygon has left the battle area,” Norman announced. “That means that he has lost his second Pokemon.”

Dexter righted his tumble, and floated slowly back down. Sorry.

“No, that’s fine,” Ash replied, already about to throw the next Pokeball. “I keep forgetting to give you tactical training, you did fine.”

Away the ball went, sailing towards the battlefield. “Nice work on the Electivire, by the way.”


Drake blinked. “Pardon? I didn’t know you- oh, of course, the Riolu. Congratulations on evolving him, then, but I’m not sure why you sent out a Fighting type against a Ghost.”

Lucario completed his forward-roll landing, coming up with paws glowing with ready Aura, and lunged forwards.

“Dark Pulse!”

The metaphysical energy pulse connected solidly with Gengar, knocking him staggering backwards.

“Pikachu!” Lucario added, skidding to a halt next to his friend. “Are you alright?”

“Think so,” Pikachu replied, inspecting his latest collection of bumps and scrapes. “I hate Hex.”

“Sure?” Lucario’s nearest paw to Gengar glowed with a warning pulse of dark energy, warding the Ghost-type off. “You look peaky.”

“…oh, that’s annoying.” Pikachu sighed, ears flipping up and down. “I’m Cursed.”

“You’re right, that’s bad news,” Lucario agreed readily. “Care to join me in punching a ghost until it’s had enough?”

“You know it.” Pikachu jumped up onto Lucario’s shoulder. “Don’t jostle me, though.”

“Think you can keep up?” Lucario’s wrist-spikes pulsed with purple-grey energy, extending a pair of Shadow Claws.

Then he launched himself at Gengar, eyes flashing red.


“This is so cool…” Max said, watching the battle intently. “The best holiday we’ve ever had! I mean, that’s Ash Ketchum there!”

“I know!” May agreed, then winced as she saw a bolt of electricity snap across the battlefield and stagger Lucario, doing relatively little damage due to Pikachu’s help but still sending him off-balance and allowing Gengar to escape. “I preferred the Riolu, though…”

Max gave her a look, then quickly turned back to the battle as Gengar dove underground and Pikachu started exchanging bolts with the Ditto – fencing with his lightning, to prevent any further shocks getting through. “May, Lucario is clearly much cooler.”

“It’s not about cooler, it’s about cute.”

Their mother chuckled good-naturedly at the conversation. “You two…”


Lucario scanned the ground, trying to work out where Gengar was. “I can’t see well enough to hit him when he’s underground.”

A speculative Dark Pulse glowed on his paw, then flashed off down into the ground. It seemed to be absorbed with no further travel, though Lucario knew that in reality it was going about ten feet deep before losing coherency.

“Don’t ask me,” Pikachu replied, sounding worse all the time. “I really, really hate Curse.”

Lucario made a sympathetic noise. He turned on one heel, abruptly firing an Aura Sphere at the Ditto, then followed it in in a charging rush.

Startled, the Ditto jumped up onto one of the remaining rock spires and began sparking off electricity like a Pikachu – which was, of course, appropriate. It jumped over the Aura Sphere, detonating it with a small Sphere of its own, then lunged down with an Agility-enhanced Iron Tail.

Lucario’s final footstep, however, rendered that redundant. He pushed off into the air with a great shove of Aura, going easily over the top of the wrong-footed Ditto, and twisted in the air.

Gengar emerged into the air, and took a Dark Pulse to the face.

“Nice!” Pikachu complimented, adding to the attack by firing off a Thunder. The attack clearly took a lot out of him, and he slumped slightly – though it was worth it, as Gengar went back underground with a slight flicker that indicated he was himself close to fainting.

The Aura Pokemon landed much more lightly than he should have, given how much he weighed, making a three-point touchdown. He stayed poised like that for a moment, then backhanded Ditto with a Flash Cannon as it hopped over the top of the rock spire.

“That’s kind of…” Pikachu coughed. “Kind of unsettling to watch…”

Lucario glanced sideways at Pikachu. “No, I’m not working off the occasional frustration, why do you ask?”

“…I didn’t,” Pikachu pointed out, deadpan.

“Oh, right.” Lucario’s lips quirked, then his eyes widened. “I may have a plan.”

On lithe feet, he ran back into the centre of the arena. A quick leap, and he balanced on one paw atop a spire of rock.

“It’s three knock-outs on either side to replace the arena, right?”

“…yes. What are you planning?” Pikachu asked, concerned.

In reply, Lucario raised his paws and pressed them together. They glowed blue, then – as he slowly moved them apart – a silver-cored blue sphere began to form between them, and grow.

And keep growing.

Pikachu blinked. “How big are you making that Aura Sphere?”

“Big enough.”

When the ball of glowing, focussed Aura was about three feet across, Lucario began to spin it – turning it into a formidable weapon, as the rotation of the Aura self-stabilized the sphere and gave it much more impact.

Then he moved his paws closer together, sliding them around the outside of the sphere so they were nearly touching one another, and aimed down.

“Aura Sphere!”

Down went the globe of blue energy.

Up came the bits of arena.


AN: Part one of two. Drake’s a tough opponent, with immunities and resistances scattered all over his team.

Also, a Ditto copies moves and stats. Bad news for everyone, when it copies Pikachu!






45. Orange Islands chapter 5


(Note: this is today’s second chapter.)


“Whoa!” Max said, awed.

The dust hid the events actually in the battle area itself, but there was a more immediate concern – shrapnel. Bits of arena floor going flying in all directions, including some towards the crowd.

Then they all stopped moving, held in mid-air by psychic energy.

Misty’s Psyduck frowned, giving Norman a look. You know, the Pokemon League had a Linespokemon who got paid for this service.

“Blame Ash Ketchum, he’s the one who attracted such a big crowd,” Norman said with a grin. “I’m just the referee, it’s not my gym.” His expression turned more serious. “Seriously, though, thank you.”

Pleasure.

With that, the bits of floor that used to be the arena went clattering to the floor, and the audience tried to see through the dust at the results of what had been going on within.


“There you are!” Lucario called, kicking off from the spire and heading straight down at the abruptly non-hidden Gengar – who looked quite startled that his underground hiding place had just turned into a crater.

He tried to leave, flying off to the side of the crater to disappear back underground, but a pair of glowing shadow claws on each arm gave Lucario the relative solidity he needed to hold Gengar in place and stop him from escaping.

“Dark Pulse!”

The attack hit at point-blank range, and Gengar winced but kept struggling. A second attack, though, was finally too much and he went limp, then dissolved back into his Pokeball.

“That’s three down,” Norman announced. “We’re going to change the field now – to a Water field.”

Pipes began to fill the crater from below, and Lucario hopped up to the top level with one paw steadying his passenger. He stared the still-active Ditto down warily.

“Venusaur!” Drake called from overhead.

Lucario glanced across at Pikachu, who looked terrible. “Okay, I think we both know what Ash has left.”

Pikachu nodded, wincing as the Curse drained the dregs of his energy and he fought to stay conscious.

“We need that Ditto taken out,” Lucario continued as the Venusaur materialized at the edge of the new water pool. She immediately began gathering light for a Solarbeam attack, but Lucario ignored her for the moment. “Having him around is too dangerous for the others. Pikachu… use Tackle.”

Pikachu raised his head. “Wait, what? You’re not going to-”

Lucario used Fling.


Drake gaped as a ballistic Electric Mouse hit his Ditto, sending him flying clear out of the arena – and, by the way he reverted to pink goo, knocking him out to boot.

“I’ve got to admit, Ash,” he said, nodding with respect. “You’re a tough trainer, and your Pokemon know your stuff. This is the first time in ages someone’s fought far enough to reach my Dragonite without my leading off with him. Dragonite, go!”


As the Dragon/Flying type materialized, Pikachu pointed in the direction Ditto had gone. “That’s… what you get for… plagiarism.”

Then he fell over.


“Do we have to change the arena again?” Ash asked, as Psyduck retrieved Pikachu from the field. “I mean, I know I just lost my third Pokemon, but we did only just change it to Water…”

“I’m… not sure.” Norman thought it over. “We can forgo it this time, I think.”

“Great.” Ash glanced between two Pokeballs, then came to a decision. “Charizard!”


Charizard erupted from his Pokeball, and took in the situation at a glance.

“Right!” he said, giving Dragonite the eye. “You’re going down.”

Dragonite regarded him calmly, hovering in mid-air over the pool of water. His skin pulsed with a faint inner light, periodically strengthening.

Lucario stepped forwards onto the water, a slight blue glow to the feet the only outward sign of how he was staying up. “Your aura is impressively strong.”

He frowned. “And getting stronger…aha!”

Lucario’s paws swept forward, launching a Dragon Pulse.

“I should have known!” Drake complimented, as his Dragonite moved out of the way with impressive speed and continued his near-stationary Dragon Dance. “You clearly do your research, Ash Ketchum. You’re ready for my dragon-type!”

Charizard’s wings spread with a crackling of scales, and he jumped into the sky. Hammering at the air, he rose, dwindling to a speck in only a few seconds.

Dragonite left off his Dance, jumping after the orange dragon and speeding into the air himself.

“It seems we have been left to our own devices,” Lucario said formally.

Venusaur grunted, and released the Solarbeam she’d been charging.

Lucario cancelled his water-walk, and dropped under the water as the blast of light came in. He sank like a stone to the bottom of the pool, and waited until the Solarbeam had vented itself on the upper waters.

The water temperature perceptibly increased.

When that was done, Lucario’s paws churned the water and he swam back up. Emerging into the air in a shower of spray and landing on the water, he blocked – mostly – a quick Razor Leaf attack from his foe and fired off a Flash Cannon to keep her honest.

Venusaur shielded with her vines, and Lucario took the opportunity to look up at the overhead battle.

As he’d expected, gouts of flame and lightning pocked the heavens. Even as he watched, Charizard got in a hit with a Dragonbreath, and took a nasty Thunderbolt attack in return. Dragonite then followed that up with a Water Gun, which Charizard evaded by standing on one wing and turning almost back on himself.

Lucario returned his attention to the ground fight.

Venusaur shook her vines out again, and then launched a half-dozen Leech Seeds in a broad spread.

Lucario’s first response was to go into a crouched, one-palm-down stance on the water’s surface. He then forced Aura out his feet, and moved in towards his opponent in a great shower of spray – going under and thus evading the seeds.

Venusaur was unprepared for the sudden closing of the range, and hesitated. Lucario put that hesitation to good use, snagging one of her vines and using it as an anchor to pull himself further in.

When at close range, he delivered two quick Force Palms – which were mostly absorbed by the thick foliage, but still elicited a grunt of pain – and then a more general physical blow.

The Grass-type gave him a scowl, and her flower pulsed.

Lucario jumped, recognizing the attack, and only his leg was caught by the eruption of roots from a Frenzy Plant.

He glanced up as he struggled, then went back to what he was doing and punched the thick roots hard enough to crack them. Working with a focused speed, he broke the one keeping his leg trapped – though not before it made some nasty bruises – and dove from there back into the water.

Venusaur lumbered forwards, about to try a Mega Drain into the pool itself, but then noticed what was coming from overhead.


Lucario held his breath as orange light covered the surface of the pool, licking across in sheets of flame. The water temperature went rapidly to an uncomfortably high level, and kept rising as whatever Fire-type attack was going on up there played across it.

Eventually, it abated, and Lucario lunged for the air again.

Emerging from the steaming water (in a noticeably lower pool), he found himself in humid air amidst a cloud of thick steam, with the ground around noticeably calcined.

“You don’t go halfway, do you?” he asked Charizard, seeing his silhouette.

“I stopped as soon as she fainted,” Charizard replied, sounding quite hurt. “Then Dragonite hit me with an Aqua Tail.”

Lucario raised a paw, and fired a Dragon Pulse into the sky. “Missed,” he reported. “Detect, I think.”


Dragonite circled for a few seconds more, waiting for the steam to clear.

When it did, he ran through his options, and decided to capitalize on his Dragon Dances to remove one enemy as quickly as possible.

The choice of how was easy, and he turned over and dove with stunning speed.


“-whoa!” Lucario said, as Dragonite blurred downwards.

His arms came up, and he launched off a Dragon Pulse. Charizard contributed with a Dragonbreath, but Dragonite flew straight through the Dragon Pulse – accepting the damage – and used Protect to get past the Dragonbreath before ramming into the stadium floor.

The ground heaved.

Lucario staggered as the Earthquake move hit him, forcing him to focus all his attention into staying on his feet, and the follow-up Focus Blast sent him sprawling.

Dragonite broke off for a moment to Thunder Charizard, which let Lucario get back to his feet, but a Fire Punch was the final straw – Lucario’s attempt to Counter it instead of blocking failed, as the blow sent him sailing into the air and he landed unconscious on the floor.


Ash had had more thinking time than his Pokemon, on account of not having a dragon to the face to deal with. He had both Pokeballs ready, using one to return Lucario as soon as he landed, and then took the final Pokeball for this match and threw it.


Lapras opened fire as soon as he materialized, the Ice Beam hitting Dragonite in the side and producing a patch of iced-up skin. Two more attacks hit, one on the wingtip and one on the tail, before Dragonite was able to regain height using his enhanced speed and get out of the way.

He used a Hydro Pump to cool the still-warm ground, keeping an eye on Dragonite, and turned his attention to Charizard. “You okay?”

“Mostly,” Charizard replied. “A few electrical shocks, but I can still fight.”

“Good.” Lapras looked up, and fired a few more Ice Beams. They were close, but Dragonite managed to dodge them successfully. “I can’t hit him when he’s this fast.”

“I’ll handle that.” Charizard looked eager for it. “Just be ready, and try to not hit me.”

With that, he lunged skywards.


Charizard noticed, as he reached altitude, that Dragonite was looking better than he had been.

Suspiciously well, in fact.

“I really should learn that move,” he commented. “I hate it when other Pokemon use Roost.”

Dragonite shrugged. “It’s legitimate.” With that, he came forward in a slashing attack run.

Charizard inhaled, and released a roaring gout of Dragonbreath. Unlike previously, this one he just kept breathing and breathing and breathing, rolling his neck around and producing a sphere of fire as a Counter Shield.

Dragonite veered off, unwilling to enter the danger zone at speed, and elected to wait Charizard’s lung capacity out – because, no matter how strong, Charizard couldn’t simply keep going forever.

His judgement was correct – Charizard did have to drop the shield. But he did so on his own terms, stopping marginally before he had to and using the last gasp of breath to give Dragonite a nasty score when he resumed his attack.

Dragonite flew a little further off after that sting, and circled at a distance, using his superior speed to keep the range open and fire off stinging Thunder attacks – most of which Charizard avoided, but not all.

The only thing that really complicated Dragonite’s situation was the occasional bolt of ice from Lapras, who was slowly but steadily improving his aim.

Then the ice beams stopped.

Dragonite looked down for a moment, curious, and saw Lapras was beating his flippers gently – in time – and seemed to be glowing.

An Aurora Beam speared skywards, past Dragonite at a fair distance, and hit a cloud overhead.

It began to hail.

Dragonite winced, the cold hailstones beating against his vulnerable body and face, and slowed so that they wouldn’t hit his front too hard.

“Aha!”

Charizard came through the hail in a great blundering rush, a Flare Blitz engulfing him, and cancelled the fiery shield just before he collided with Dragonite. Dragon Claws let him latch on, and a point-blank Dragonbreath struck Dragonite in the small of the back before Drake’s Pokemon retaliated with a Thunder Wave.

Wincing as the electricity crackled over his body, Charizard tightened his grip with all his strength, and fouled Dragonite’s wings with his own.

Unaided, Dragonite’s levitation alone was not enough to keep both of them in the air, and they began to plummet.

“Seismic Toss,” Charizard managed to get out, tail lashing in the airstream. “Lapras! Now!”

Dragonite finally realized what was going on.

Charizard was using a heavy Iron Tail to manipulate their descent. Specifically, he was making them both plunge directly towards Lapras – offering Lapras a zero-deflection shot, one which was guaranteed to hit.

The Transport Pokemon took it with all four flippers, and fired a continuous Ice Beam attack.

It broke around both plunging dragons, injuring Charizard but burning through Dragonite’s energy far more quickly, eroding his Dragon Dance’s advantage and cloaking him in a thin film of ice.

Dragonite tried to knock Charizard out so he could break free, but the burly orange Fire-type clung grimly on as they dropped through the sky.

Lapras was still firing when about a third of a ton of Pokemon landed on him.


Ash used his Aura vision to see through the cloud of spray and diamond-dust, trying to see how his Pokemon were.

Lapras was out of it, that much was obvious – resilient he may have been, but that much dragon at that high a speed was too much for him, especially with Dragonite’s Thunderpunches grounding into him.

Charizard, on the other hand, was still standing – though exhausted.

As was Dragonite, amazingly. As the cloud cleared, it was obvious that his wings were iced up beyond any chance of flight, and his whiskers were sheened with frost – but he was still standing.


“You just don’t… give up, do you?” Charizard asked, breathing heavily.

The plunge hadn’t done him much good, either. There was a layer of ice on his own wings, though that was melting, and he had quite a headache from the impact of landing.

He tried to summon up the fire for one more Flamethrower, to decide the match – but none was forthcoming. His element was spent, largely by the ice if he was any judge.

Reaching deeper, however, something else responded.

“…oh.” Charizard blinked. “So that’s how it works.”

He inhaled, and a ball of orange energy grew in his mouth. It was a small one, barely reaching six inches across by the time it stopped growing, and he released it with obvious effort.

Rather than going straight for Dragonite, however, it went up.


“Wait…” Ash said, looking closer. “That looks… familiar…”


The globe exploded, releasing dozens of smaller fragments which rained down trailing mystical orange fire.

Completely taken by surprise by the unexpected nature of the attack, Dragonite was unable to put up his Protect in time, and the anaemic Draco Meteor was sufficient to finally knock him unconscious.


“Huh,” Ash said, that being about the only response he could come up with to express how he felt about that.

Then he blinked, counting under his breath.

Reaching a conclusion, he punched the air. “Yes! I won! Nice work, Charizard!”

Charizard glanced back at him, and roared in triumph.

Everyone else was just too busy staring at the ravaged battlefield.

Norman shook his head, and coughed. “Ahem. Ash Ketchum is the winner!”

Scattered applause grew, until it became a thunderous crescendo.


“Nice work, Ash,” Drake said, coming up to shake his hand. “No-one else has got through my whole team to even face my Dragonite, let alone beaten him, in years!”

Ash chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand. “Heh… yeah, sorry about the arena, by the way. I do that a lot.”

“I’ve heard.” Drake grinned, tapping the Pokeball resting around his neck. “Dragonite and I don’t mind, a good fight is a lot of fun, and – well, like I say, you’ve got a reputation.”

Ash shrugged. “It’s the Pokemon, not me. They do the work.”

“But you train them,” Drake countered. “Dragonite and I have had this argument before.”

He waved his hand. “Anyway. Ash Ketchum, as winner of this match you’ve earned the right to the Winner’s Trophy, and to be honoured in the Palace of Victory. We’ll sort it out in an hour or so.”

The Head Leader winked. “You don’t get my job, though.”

“That’s okay,” Ash replied, then thought about what it would mean if he had. “I think I’d rather not have your job even if I had the choice, though – travelling is too much fun.”

Drake cricked his neck, and turned. “One hour!” he reminded Ash, as he walked off. “Get your Pokemon healed up, there’ll be photos taken.”

Ash was about to do so, but then remembered something.

“Dexter,” he said, quietly.

Yes? The Pokedex beeped back.

“Can you ask the Professor to send over a Pokedex? Or two. Fully loaded up.”

Sending.


“Sir, can I have a moment?” Ash asked, catching up to Norman.

The Normal-type trainer looked around, nodding – a bit puzzled. “Of course. Why, did you have a question?”

His two children both looked a little surprised to see Ash so close, which felt vaguely uncomfortable for Ash. “Well, kind of… first is something a little private.”

Norman exchanged a look with his wife. After a moment of silent discussion, she took May and Max a bit further away down the road to the beach – sparking a protest from Max.

“What is it?” Norman repeated, more quietly.

“Okay… this is what you’d call a secret.” Ash took a deep breath. “I’ve travelled in time.”

To his credit, Norman didn’t visibly react. It wasn’t clear whether this was shock, or acceptance – it could have been either. “Go on,” he said, voice betraying no emotion.

“I can prove it,” Ash went on, rushing his words slightly. “Dexter?”

Dexter knew just what to do. His projector pulsed, and a holographic image appeared – of May, standing at Blaziken’s side.

Norman’s jaw dropped open at seeing a confident young teen so much like his daughter – but only a few years older. She even had the hat – one they’d got just this very holiday, and which had turned out to be slightly too big for her just yet. “That’s… that is May. It has to be. But…”

He took a deep breath. “Okay, I believe you. And – you must have known May in the future, then… but… why tell me?”

“I can… kind of, give people back memories of the future. If I knew them really well, I mean.” Ash shrugged helplessly. “I wasn’t expecting to meet her – or Max, I knew him too – for another year or so, when I went to Hoenn.”

“I’ve been considering moving to Hoenn,” Norman observed neutrally.

“But – well, I guess you must have been here when you weren’t the first time, or something. So…”

He frowned, uncertainly. “So, since you’re their dad, I thought you’d be the best one to ask about this. Should I do it for them now, or wait?”

Norman considered that, silently, for a good couple of minutes.

After a silence which made Ash shift from foot to foot, he spoke up again. “How did you meet May?”

“My Pikachu blew up her bike.” Ash chuckled nervously. “That’s how I meet everyone, it sometimes seems.”

More silence.

“Alright,” Norman said, eventually. “If May ended up that confident, it must have been good for her. Was she a good trainer?”

“She was a coordinator, actually,” Ash corrected. “A good one, too.”

“Right.”

Dexter beeped. Pokedexes are on the way.

“What’s that about?” the Gym Leader asked.

“The third option. Oak’s Pokedexes are basically not far short of being Porygon. The third option is…” Ash gave a small shrug. “Load two up, one each for Max and May, with the future information, and… well, teach them.”

“You’ve given this a lot of thought,” Norman observed.

“I really haven’t,” Ash replied promptly. “This is really an unexpected opportunity.”

“Ash!” Misty called, jogging up. “Your Pokemon are healed!”

Pikachu ran ahead, jumping onto his shoulder.

“Thanks, Misty,” Ash replied, accepting the Pokeballs.

“And – Professor Oak sent these through,” Misty added, handing over two red Pokedexes. “I don’t know why – he said you asked for them?”

She looked over and slightly up, at Norman. “Why-?”

“What were May and Max to you?” Norman asked, interrupting her.

“My friends,” Ash replied simply.

“Okay,” Norman said. “Go ahead.”

Misty looked from Ash to the Gym Leader. “Should I know what’s going on here?”

Pikachu shrugged. “I’ve got a good idea.”


“It’s great to meet you!” Max said enthusiastically, taking Ash’s offered hand and shaking it. “I- huh?”

He blinked. “What just-”

“I’ll explain in a moment,” Ash said. “I don’t want to have to do it twice.”

Taking one of the Pokedexes, he handed it to the young boy. The other, he held out to May.

Mystified, she took it.

Then there was a confusing rush of memories. “What just…”

She trailed off, trying to reconcile two sets of memories.

They were mostly fairly similar, including this holiday – the one which had decided her father and mother on moving further south, to Hoenn. But there were – differences.

Mostly involving Ash Ketchum.

Seeing him on television – seeing his Pokemon, small, inoffensive and cute, and unbelievably showy – that had made her attitude to Pokemon… change, slightly.

It had also proven to her that a young trainer could still make it big. She hadn’t come to any conclusions, not at the time of this holiday, but… being a Trainer had become a little more than just an excuse to travel.

“Okay, Ash,” she said, her stance unconsciously shifting slightly to how she’d grown accustomed to walking a few years later. “Why are we in the past? You didn’t run into another Legendary, did you?”

Ash sat down. “This could take a while. Dexter?”

The Porygon obliged, forming visual aids.

“Basically, about the time of the last thing from the future you remember…”


“…and that’s about the size of it,” Ash finished, about forty minutes later.

He shrugged. “I kind of had to make a snap decision, so I asked your dad. He knows the time-travel thing, by the way.”

“Well…” May thought about that. “So, we have to do the whole thing again?”

“I can do the same to your Pokemon, so you’ll meet Blaziken again,” Ash reassured her. “But… yeah, not much choice.”

“It’s going to be years until we get to go on our journeys!” Max burst out. “I’ve been waiting long enough!”

Not necessarily, Dexter put in. It is actually possible to get Pokemon before ten years of age.

“Interested now,” May reported.

“Well, you’ve already got one each.” Ash indicated the Pokedexes. “I’m sure they can help you – give them a few days, they’ll be Porygon, and then you can work with them.”

“Cool!” Max said, inspecting the red device. “They never did this last time!”

You can probably thank me for that, Dexter announced, smugly.

Ash glanced at his watch. “Uh oh – sorry, guys, got to rush. Hall of fame.”

“Yeah, yeah,” May said, rolling her eyes. “Go ahead, mister Pokemon league champion, sir.”

When he had gone, Max and May exchanged glances.

“We seriously need to discuss this with Dad,” Max said. “I want to be able to befriend all those Pokemon I met last time properly.”

“No kidding,” May agreed.


The shutter clicked.

“Yeah, that’ll do,” Drake judged. “We’ll put the photos up when we can pick the best ones.”

He clapped Ash on the shoulder, as his Pokemon moved back out of their pose. “It’ll be good to have a new face in here…”

Lapras gave Charizard a look. “Incidentally, did you have to land on me?”

“Well, yeah,” Charizard replied. “I mean, where else did you want me to land?”

“There was a whole arena!”

“Excuse me for giving you a zero-deflection shot even you couldn’t miss.”

Pikachu and Lucario regarded their bickering with amusement.

“It’s a good thing we never get like that, isn’t it?” Pikachu said.

“Indeed. You’ve been most understanding of my tactical decision to throw you at Ditto.”

Pikachu blinked. “Your what?”

“…forget I said anything,” Lucario advised.


AN:

And that’s the Orange League. Next up, a bit of tidying things up around the archipelago, and then it’s heading to Kansai.






46. Orange Islands conclusion


“Well, that’s it for Pummello,” Ash said, watching the island sink out of sight on the horizon.

He patted Lapras’ shell. “Not long now.”

“I know,” Lapras said, with a melancholy air. “If you really want, Ash, I’ll stay.”

“No, it wouldn’t be right. We’ve got those transceivers Butterfree and the others got, so I can call on you if I want you.” Ash rubbed the cetacean’s head, and he cooed in thanks.

Ash watched Misty swimming alongside, her various Water-types around her, and then a thought occurred to him.

“Actually, Lapras,” he went on. “I think I had an idea…”


Ash’s idea took some arranging. In fact, it involved enough travel time that they were a little behind schedule by the time they made it to Tarroco, and missed running into Lapras’ pod.

“Don’t worry,” Ash said. “We’ll get you back to them.”

“I don’t doubt it.”


Captain Crook laughed cruelly. “Fire a broadside!”

Pokeballs soared out of the guns, erupting into Tentacruel surrounding the pod of Lapras.

The pirate chuckled to himself. Always the way… pick an out of the way island without a nearby Gym, and you could rob them blind. And pick up the local wildlife into the bargain.

“Hey!”

Crook looked up, and clenched his fist as a Charizard came sweeping down to hover over the deck.

“Stop that!” the Charizard’s trainer shouted down at him, and Charizard snarled agreement.

“Oh?” Crook gestured, and the guns elevated. “Or what?”

“Or I’ll stop you!”

Looking closer, the pirate captain saw that the trainer was – a young boy.

Ridiculous.

“You and what Pokemon? All you’ve got is a Fire-type!”

Had Crook been more… well, more intelligent, he would have wondered just how a young boy had gotten hold of a final-stage Fire type starter like a Charizard.

But he wasn’t very smart, so he just focused on the fact that it was a Charizard.

“Fire!”

The guns boomed, launching Pokeballs skywards. As they reached altitude, they opened, releasing more Tentacruel.

“Water-” Crook began to argue, then the ship underneath him rocked back and forth violently, throwing him to the floor.

While he was distracted, electricity speared out from the boy’s shoulder and hit all the Tentacruel – then arced down and got the ones in the water as well.

Snarling, Crook clung to the rail and hauled himself to his feet. Something seemed off about the way the Charizard was hovering, but he ignored it. “Where did that Pikachu come from?”

“My backpack?” the boy replied, sounding puzzled. “Shouldn’t you be asking why you’re a hundred feet in the air?”

“…I’m what?”

“He’s right, cap’n!” the first mate, Scuz, reported. He looked over the side. “And we’re still gettin’ higher!”

Crook stumbled to the side himself, and looked out.

And down.

His ship was a hundred and fifty feet in the air and rising every second, supported on a column of twisting, swirling water.

An unearthly song built until it resonated in his bones.

Then the water column flexed violently, sending the ship flying into the distance.

Crook and his crew clung on, scowling or screaming, as they shot through the air.

Hello, a powerful mental voice said. I am Psyduck, and I will be your airbag for today.

Moments before they hit the beach, the ship slowed abruptly, and crashed to the sand from a height of only a few feet. Of course, that was entirely enough to break the keel and stun the crew silly.

The police have been alerted, Psyduck added, and waddled off to reunite with his trainer – who was standing on the wharf.


And stay out, Lugia said unnecessarily.

He turned to Ash. That was actually quite fun.

“Thanks!” Ash replied, grinning. “How’s Pidgeot doing?”

She is a most dedicated Pokemon, Lugia informed him. I was thinking of visiting my mate and our son at some date soon, and will be sure to take her.

“Sounds like she’ll enjoy it,” Ash agreed. “Oh – since we missed her at Shamouti, can you let her know to stop by Oak’s ranch when she gets a chance? I might have something for her to do when she’s got free time.”

I will indeed. See you later, Ash.

With that, Lugia dove back into the water with barely a ripple.

Charizard and Ash exchanged a look, and then the Fire-type slowly lowered himself until he was barely above the water.

Ash stepped off, wobbling a bit on the waves, and took out a Pokeball. “Well, Lapras, guess this is it.”

He called the Transport Pokemon out.

“It’s goodbye, Ash, but not forever.” Lapras bowed to him. “I would be honoured to travel with you again.”

“Thanks.” Ash hugged him. “Now, go meet your mother.”

Lapras nodded, and swam off.

Faintly, Ash heard his voice. “Hey, Mom! I learned how to use Rain Dance, and Hail, and Blizzard, and…”

Pikachu hopped down onto Ash’s shoulder. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” Ash said, rubbing his eyes. “I’m just fine.”


“Hey!” Ash called, waving. “Brock!”

“Hi, Ash,” Brock replied, waving back and hoisting his bag further up his shoulder. “Long time no see!”

“A couple of months, maybe,” Ash replied, coming to a halt in front of his older friend. “What are you doing here?”

Brock shrugged. “Well, this is where the ferry back to Pallet is.”

“Yeah, but why now?” Ash pressed. “Did you sort everything out with Professor Ivy?”

“Yeah.” Brock’s expression turned a bit faraway. “Yeah, I did.”

“Okay, how?”

Brock’s hand strayed to his belt, and Ash caught sight of a crowbar hanging there.

“Last time, Professor Ivy was doing research on the reverse world – you know, where Giratina lives.”

“I remember,” Ash agreed. “I’ve been there.”

“Right. Well, she set up a machine to go there, and there was this thing called a resonance cascade…” Brock shrugged. “This time I was ready for the giant horde of Unown, hit enough of them with a crowbar, and managed to sort everything out.”

Ash blinked.

“I’m sure there’s a story there,” Pikachu said. “One we’re not hearing.”

“Well, yeah, I’m simplifying things a lot,” Brock agreed. “For good reason.”

Any further conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Misty. “Hey, Brock!”

She grinned. “Did Ivy finally kick you out?”

“Nope,” Brock replied. “I mentioned I’d be travelling with you two again. Got her number, though.”

“Sorry, can you repeat that?” Pikachu asked, blinking. “I think I had something crazy in my ear. Brock actually got a girl to give him their phone number?”

“Hey!” Brock said. “I’m not that bad…”

“You are,” Misty replied. “Well, okay, not quite that bad, but close.”

Brock sighed. “I guess I can’t argue with that.”

He perked up. “Still, Philena and her assistants said they’d be happy for me to visit again, and I think I will!”

“Are we sure we ended up in the same timeline?” Misty asked.

“Hey!”


“So, we need to get several hundred Electrode out of the city,” Ash summarized.

He looked between his friends. “Any ideas?”

“Yes,” Brock replied, releasing Steelix. “Okay, Steelix, dig us a path to the other side of the island.”

Steelix nodded, and began digging.


“That was easy,” Misty commented. “Why was this such a problem last time?”

“Two reasons,” Tracey answered. “First, we didn’t have Brock’s Steelix to do all the digging in one go. Second, the Rockets.”

“Yeah, wonder where they are…” Ash said, watching the Electrode roll out of the tunnel in a steady stream. “I mean, they don’t bother us much any more, but what do they do instead?”


Jessie clicked the slide projector. “Now, this is a boy called Ash Ketchum.”

She turned towards the audience. “For at least two different reasons, you do not want to fight him.”

“Reason one,” James said. “He will defeat you, probably without putting much effort in.”

“An’ reason two,” Meowth went on, “he’s usually savin’ the world.”

“What, really?” one of the grunts in the audience asked. “How can someone be usually saving the world?”

“We can name at least three instances in the last year alone,” Jessie sighed. “Along with saving every town in Kanto, some of them twice. It just happens around him. Accept it and move on.”

“What makes you think he’s strong?” Butch asked from the crowd. “Couldn’t it just be that you’re weak?”

Jessie smiled a thin smile, and clicked over to the next side.

It was the skeletonized remnants of Hunter J’s battleship, draped over a hill outside Fuchsia. Greenery covered it, but the outline was still visible.

“He did this to Hunter J,” she said simply. “The Hunter J who regularly faces down small armies and considers Legendaries an achievable challenge. Her second run in with him got her arrested.”

“Also, we got like third place in the Indigo League,” Meowth added. “So we ain’t the weak ones here.”

“Basically,” James summarized. “If you run into him, call for backup – that’s us.”

Some of the grunts took notes.


“Eh, probably shop for weird robots or something,” Pikachu opined. “Now, do we get to head back to Pallet?”

Ash peered down the tunnel. “Looks like that’s it for Electrode, so-”

A Voltorb rolled up to him, examined him, and then rolled on.

All the trainers exhaled in relief.

“I was so sure that was about to explode…” Misty said. “Phew. Well, off to the ferry, I guess.”


“Well done, Ash!” Delia beamed. “We saw it on the TV – you won the Orange League as well!”

Ash blushed. “Thanks, Mom. It was a good battle.”

“It’s a pity Gary isn’t here. He’s too busy off in Kalos.” Delia looked off west for a moment, then grabbed her son’s hand. “Come on, everyone’s waiting! We’re all very impressed with you.”


“Ah, Ash, nice to see you!” Professor Oak said, embracing him. “Still in one piece, I see?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “The Shamouti thing went better than last time, actually…”

“Yes, Damos and I saw. Well, come along… oh, May and Max got in touch.”

“They did?” Ash smiled. “Good to know.”

“Yes, they’re a little disgruntled at how long it will be before they can be trainers, but…” Oak coughed. “At least they do have their Pokedexes to tide them over.”

“Did you help set it up for Max?”

“Indeed I did!” Oak nodded. “Thank you for reminding me. Now, where did I put those papers…”

He picked up a sheaf off a nearby table. “Here. This will register you as a mentor for Max, so that he can accompany you on a Pokemon Journey before he turns ten.”

Ash eyed the thick stack of paperwork. “I might want to fill that out later.”

“Well, there’s no rush…” Oak agreed, dubiously. “Maybe I’ll keep those for you, then.”

“Probably a good idea,” Ash agreed. “Oh, any new ideas about the GS ball?”

“I was hoping you had some. None of your new Aura powers told you anything?”

“Nothing.” Ash held it out. “It’s got a constant level of Aura on it, but otherwise nothing more I can tell.”

“Does the Aura have any recognizable properties?”

“I did check.” Ash shrugged again. “Nothing I recognize, no. It’s just untyped Aura.”

“I see. That’s a shame.” Oak took the ball and examined it, then returned it to Ash. “Perhaps it’s a mystery we’re supposed to never find the answer to.”

For the next few minutes, Ash had Oak check his most recent team changes over. Lucario was duly admired – the story of his evolution was a good one – and Snorlax was pronounced to be in rude health.

“In what?”

“Rude health,” Oak repeated clearly.

Ash just looked blank.

“It means he’s fine,” Oak sighed. “Kids these days…”

“Is that everything?” Ash asked, once Snorlax was back in his Pokeball and the two could move around the room comfortably again.”

“Pretty much, yes.” Oak frowned. “Oh, can you send Tracey in? I want him to meet Damos – my two assistants need to get to know one another, after all.”

I have already met him via the engram, Damos observed neutrally.

“Yes, but you could hardly talk back,” Oak shrugged.

Agreed.

“I’m really not needed any more, am I?” Ash asked.

“Well, not everything revolves around you,” Oak replied with a chuckle.

“Actually…” Pikachu hedged. “It might. Quite a lot does.”

Oak sighed. “You certainly distort rhetorical language, that’s for sure.”


“Do you have to leave so soon?” Delia asked, frowning. “You just got here!”

“Yeah, I know,” Ash agreed, and winced. “But – Johto awaits.”

He frowned. “And – I’m kind of nervous, too. I want to make sure we’re roughly on time, because – while, so far, I’ve been able to meet and catch all the same Pokemon… I’m scared. Worried that, if I set off late, I’ll never meet Totodile, or Noctowl, or… or any of the others.”

Delia nodded. “I… well, I don’t pretend to understand everything you’ve ended up caught up in, Ash, but you’ve done alright so far. I suppose I have to trust you – and your bodyguard there.”

Lucario and Pikachu both nodded solemnly, then exchanged glances – wondering precisely which of them she had meant.

“Thanks,” Ash said, relieved. He stepped forwards, and gave her a hug. “Sorry I’m leaving again so soon.”

“That’s okay,” his mother replied. As they broke apart, she took a small box out of her apron pocket. “Oh – this is for you. For luck.”

Ash opened the box, Pikachu peering in to see it.

It was a small pin, attached to an equally small piece of jewellery. The main head of the pin was a five-pointed white flower, with a faintly yellow core and stamen.

“I had it made by a shop that does trial gym badges. It’s an orange blossom,” she explained. “To go with your indigo one.”

With care, Ash removed the pin from its box, and attached it to his jacket. It shone faintly as it caught the light, bright next to the deep purple of the other custom badge.

“Thanks,” he said, voice catching slightly.

Delia caught it, but said nothing, choosing to smile. Her own eyes were a little damp, too.

After another quick hug, Ash set off with Pikachu on his shoulder. Lucario fell into step behind him, and Brock and Misty joined him at the gate.

Professor Oak joined his friend, Tracey in tow, and they watched until the three Trainers were out of sight.

“Here we go again,” Oak said, with a melancholy air. “I never really thought about what it was like, being the one left behind – when I first set off, I mean.”

Delia nodded. “I’m not sure if it’s harder or easier, this time. I mean, I know now his Pokemon are very tough – but he’s getting into scrapes I never dreamed of.”

There was a loud crash sound from the ranch.

Damos’ projector beeped. It appears that Ash’s Squirtle has broken something. Possibly the ground.

“Oh, why did he have to leave the Squirtle…”


“This,” Ash pronounced, “is stupid.”

He gestured around at the fog-bound forest. “We’re lost. Again! How can we possibly be this lost?”

Lucario shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. Why are we in a forest in the first place – isn’t there a road?”

“Well… yeah, there’s a road,” Ash agreed. “But we decided not to use it.”

“The word ‘shortcut’ is a pernicious lie,” Brock said sagely. “We really should remember that in future.”

“It worked fine in the Orange Islands,” Misty muttered. “Maybe that’s because on the ocean you can just point and go.”

“You know,” Lucario added. “Perhaps it would be easier to see where we were if you were getting an overhead view. Hint hint. Charizard.”

“…yeah, I should have thought of that before now,” Ash admitted.

“Feels like old times,” Pikachu said. “Does Charizard know Defog?”

“Don’t think so…” Ash released his Flying-type. “You heard?”

“I certainly did. Climb on!”


“Well?”

“Yep!” Ash said. “We’re just a few miles from New Bark Town. It’s…”

His voice petered off.

“Oh, come on,” Pikachu said. “Did you forget to make a note?”

Charizard pointed. “That way. It’s confusing, I know.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, glad for the save. “Thanks.”

The Fire-type shrugged. “Don’t mention it.”

“Great!” Misty said, trying to sound optimistic. “Here we go, then!”


“Well… great.” Brock looked at the lake. “Of course there’s a lake in the way.”

“Huh?” Ash looked puzzled. “What’s the problem?”

He stepped out onto the water. “Seriously, have you guys not been listening when I talk about how to do this?”

Brock shrugged. “I’ve been beating up Unown with a crowbar for the last two months.”

“I usually swim,” Misty added. “So, yeah, not really all that interested.”

“Fine.” Ash pulled the ball off his belt. “Sorry, Charizard, looks like you’ll have to give these two a lift.”

“Uh… Ash…” Lucario pointed.

“Huh?” Ash turned, Pokeball still raised, and saw-

Suicune.

Calmly walking forward on the surface of the pristine lake, tiny ripples spreading out from every footfall.

“…huh, that’s right,” Ash said distantly. “We met you here last time.”

“I have been given to understand that, yes.” The blue Pokemon advanced to within a foot or so of Ash, and then paced around him. Cool red eyes scrutinized him, blinking occasionally.

“My lord Ho-Oh told me you would be here sometime soon. You have matured considerably since last time I saw you.”

“How long have you been watching me?” Ash asked, following the movements of the Legendary Pokemon.

“Years. On occasion only, but since your young childhood. My brother Beasts and I criss-cross Honshu, seeing who has the potential to become such as you.” After a moments’ pause, the blue Pokemon nodded. “Excellent.”

Suicune lifted its gaze to Ash’s travelling companions. “I see the Riolu who travelled with you has evolved.”

Lucario nodded. “I have.”

“A worthy companion, indeed.” Then Suicune turned to Pikachu. “You, too, I have heard of. Far stronger and nobler than your stature would suggest.”

Her gaze lingered for a moment on Misty, then Brock, and finally returned to Ash. “Young hero… we have discussed this, Entei, Raikou, and I. Entei feels I am being sentimental, but that is brothers for you.”

Strangely, the Aurora Pokemon seemed a little uncertain. “None of us will simply offer ourselves up to you without a fight – but if you can catch us, then caught we shall be.”

Before any of the friends could quite react to that, Suicune bowed. “We will meet again.”

Then vanished in a blur of blue motion.

“…did she just say what I think she said?” Pikachu asked.

“That I had permission to catch them?” Ash checked. “Because yeah.” He blinked. “Wait. She?”

“You can’t tell?”

“No, actually.” Ash shook his head. “With a Pikachu it’s easy, but a lot of Pokemon it’s not obvious. And voices don’t always help.”

I can, Dexter supplied. Scanner.

“That’s enough from you!”

By the way, have you ever heard of GPS?

Stunned silence. Then all five, Pokemon and human alike, facepalmed.


AN: Welcome to Johto!






47. Johto 1


“I challenge you!” a young girl said, jumping up onto a log and pointing a finger at Ash.

Ash looked up. “Oh, hi! Sure!”

He paused, as an idea came to him. “Tell you what.”

Rummaging through his available Pokeballs, he released Charizard and Ivysaur. “Pick one of my Pokemon. I’ll just use that one.”

Casey scowled. “Don’t patronize me!”

“What? No, I’m not!” Ash denied, holding up his hands. He liked Casey. “It’s just… okay, yeah, I kind of am.”

“With good reason, though,” Brock said.

While they’d been talking, Casey had blinked and looked closer. “Wait a sec… oh, great. You’re Ash Ketchum.”

She slumped. “Yeah, I’ve got no chance.”

Lucario walked over, and placed a paw on her shoulder. “If it helps,” he said, focusing a little aura to make sure she could understand him, “that’s how everyone starts out. You should have seen Ash when he first set off.”

“Hey!” Ash snapped. “I wasn’t that bad… was I?”

Misty chuckled. “You set my bike on fire. Twice.”

“So, win or lose, take it as a lesson.”

“Thanks,” Casey said. “Okay… can I pick any of them?”

“That’s kind of the point,” Ash agreed.

“Okay.” She thought for a bit. “Charizard.”

Everyone stared at her.

“What?” she asked.

“Seriously?” Ash checked. “Charizard fights legendaries.”

“Yeah, yeah, hurry it up!”

Charizard lumbered forwards, as she sent out her Chikorita. “I feel kind of bad about this.”

“Hey!” Chikorita said. “You may be a fully evolved Fire/Flying type who was in a winning League team, but that’s no reason to act like you’re definitely going to win this!”

“It really, really is, though.”

“Vine whip!” Casey ordered.

Charizard let the vines hit him with a faint thwik noise, then theatrically fell over.

“Stop overacting!” Ash said.

“Fine.” Charizard raised his head, and launched a carefully limited Ember at Chikorita.

As Charizard was holding back considerably, it didn’t actually knock her out – instead, it merely sent her flying, scorched, and she bounced to a stop next to Casey.

“Pidgey!” she said, undeterred.

“If you train that so it evolves, it becomes really cool,” Ash contributed.

“I know, I saw your Pidgeot on TV,” Casey agreed, as Pidgey flew in circles chirping and Charizard ignored him. “How come you don’t have her here?”

“She’s training in the Orange Islands.”

“Huh. Cool.” Casey pointed. “Sand-attack!”

Charizard flung up an arm against the shower of dust and grit. “Okay, annoyed now. Wing attack!”

He stood, raised his wings, and clapped them together in front of his chest with a slap sound.

Casey’s Pidgey went tumbling backwards beak-over-tail, and she recalled him. “Okay, Ratatta! Go! Go Electabuzzes!”

“Cute scarf,” Charizard said, blinking reddened eyes as he peered at the Ratatta.

“The team does terribly, though,” Ash pointed out.

Casey glared Cuts at him.

“What?” Ash looked around for support. “I don’t follow baseball, but even I know the Electabuzzes do really badly.”

Ratatta snarled at him, then ran up to Charizard and tackled him.

As Ratatta weighed about the same as Charizard’s left toes, this had very little effect.

“Are we done yet?” Charizard asked, and fired another Ember.

It hit Ratatta dead on, resulting in a plume of smoke.

“Piece of cake,” the Fire-type said. Then frowned. “Eh?”

A slightly tattered black-and-yellow scarf skidded to the floor, broken in half.

The smoke parted, revealing Ratatta. She was panting heavily, but gave Charizard a surprisingly vicious look.

Then she jumped forwards.

This time, when she made contact, it most certainly did have an effect. Charizard went skidding backwards, crashed into several of the trees at the side of the road, and came to a halt with an incredulous expression on his face.

“What the heck was that?”

Shaking his head, he focused on the Ratatta as best he could with his impaired eyesight. “Ember-”

“Quick attack!” Casey said quickly.

The Normal-type Pokemon darted across the intervening space, clocking Charizard one on the snout just before his Ember fired.

He sneezed out a gout of flame and smoke, stumbled, and fell over backwards.


“…what just…” Ash said, blinking. “Charizard? The heck?”

Ratatta glowed, and evolved into Raticate. A second flare of light over by Casey indicated her Pidgey had just evolved as well.

“It’s a move called Endeavor that’s stronger the weaker the user is,” Casey said. “I don’t have very strong Pokemon, but they’re fast, and my focus sash means Ratatta gets a chance to use it!”

Charizard sat up, rubbing his head. “I feel very, very embarassed.”

Ash shook his head, and walked over to Casey. “That was really impressive,” he told her, shaking her hand. “Good work. Hopefully Charizard won’t underestimate any Ratatta any time soon.”

“No kidding,” Charizard muttered.

“That’s fine!” Casey said, looking at her new Raticate and Pidgeotto. “Well, hope to see you again some time!”

“Me too.”

“And now I get to tell everyone I beat a League Champion!” she added.

Lucario smiled. “You walked into that one, Ash.”


“Forest full of bugs,” Misty said, wincing.

“I thought you were okay with bugs now?” Ash asked. “‘cause if not, we could do the whole thing again…”

“No, I’m fine.” Misty shook her head. “Really… I’m not afraid of bugs any more, I just don’t usually like them. Pinsir are kind of ew.”

“Oh, fair enough.” Ash nodded. “Well, I suppose we can be ready to handle Bug types. Everyone send out what they’ve got that’s effective against them?”

Out came Charizard again. Misty contributed with her Kabuto, which sat on her head like an unusually rocky beret, and Brock released Geodude.

“No Ninetales?” Ash asked.

“No, she’s busy.” Brock shrugged. “She said she had an appointment, and – well, who am I to argue?”


In the tall grass somewhere north of Fuchsia, paws beat a tattoo on hard ground.

Hooves started, thundering away, and then there was a roar and a flash of fire.

Teeth flashed near Ninetales’ throat, and she went limp. Then, as Growlie stepped off her, she rolled upright. “Very nice. That makes it, what, five to two in my favour?”

“Five-three, I thought,” Growlie corrected.

“That’s right, yes. Forgot the one in the blind canyon.”

She padded over to him, and rubbed up against his flank. “That’s one thing I like about you, love. Never afraid to treat me as a Pokemon, not just a female.”

“I’ve got no choice, you win more than half the time,” Growlie replied with a bass chuckle.

Ninetales flirted a tail. “I try. I try. Now, what else did we have booked?”

“Well, James tells me that he managed to get us on the list for coralling a herd of Tauros. That should be fun.” Growlie winked, and Ninetales smirked in appreciation – a good run and a good challenge, perfect to get the blood pounding.

“Then there’s a meal in the evening. Jessie suggested this lovely restaurant overlooking the harbour – sea food.”

The elegant fox licked her lips. “I’m hungry already.”

Then she frowned. “The table is booked in our name, right?”

“Oh, I make the mistake once and you never let me forget it,” Growlie said, without any real sting to it. “Yes, it is. One reason Jessie recommended the restaurant is that they have a Psychic-type on staff, they’re used to translating for Pokemon.”

Ninetales nodded – attention to detail was important. “And the other reason?”

“She says it’s very romantic.” Growlie blushed slightly. “After that recommendation, how could I say no?”

She nipped his ear affectionately. “Makes perfect sense to me. Now, where are those Tauros?”

“That was them over there, the ones we startled.” Growlie indicated them with a nod of his head.

“Well, no time like the present,” she decided. “Race you!”


“It’s nice to see this place functioning normally,” Ash said, looking around. “No random crazy sap-mining scheme or whatever they were doing.”

“Yeah, Team Rocket showing a bit of restraint is really smoothing our way,” Brock agreed. “I can see one problem, though – how are we going to find the right Heracross?”

As he spoke, a couple of the Bug/Fighting Pokemon moved from one tree to another, generally moving away from the interlopers.

Ash replied by closing his eyes, feeling for a familiar aura.

After several seconds, he pointed. “I think he’s over there.”

“Right.” Misty tapped her Kabuto. “Hear that? If any bugs are coming at us from other directions, feel free to defend us.”

“Misty,” Ash asked, puzzled. “You do know Kabuto is on your head, right?”

“…yes?” Misty replied. “He does weigh quite a lot, he’s hard to miss.”

“Well… if you don’t like bugs…” Ash gestured. “How much more bug-like could you get?”

“Not a Bug type, actually a shellfish.” Misty shrugged. “What’s the problem?”

“…forget it.”

A jet of water sent a Spinarak flying backwards.

“Well done!” Misty said, scratching the reanimated fossil’s cephalon. “That’s just right!”

It made a clicking noise, leaning into the scratch as much as it could given the fact it was covered in an exoskeleton.


“Okay, that’s the one.” Ash pointed. “Ready for this?”

“This is very demeaning,” Ivysaur muttered. “Okay, here we go.”

He stepped out of the bush, and cleared his throat. “Oh, dear. I appear to be a Grass type. Which means that I have sap going to waste.”

Half a dozen Heracross began walking over at once.

“Well, that part worked.” Ivysaur began backing away nervously. “Next part of the plan, please?”

Pikachu bounced up from the bush. “Thunder wave!”

Electricity arced across the six Bug types.

“Great!” Ash announced, coming out of the same bush, and stepping over to one particular Heracross. “Okay… here goes.”

He put out his palm, exhaled, and touched Heracross.

The Single Horn Pokemon twitched, then shook the paralysis off and stood. “Ash! What happened?”

He looked over at Ivysaur. “And is he still tasty?”

“No nibbling the flower!” Ivysaur said, folding his leaves up around it. “You have terrible self control!”

Lucario picked up the other five Heracross, and carried them off back to their original tree. “Better luck next time,” he informed them, then dropped a Lum berry into the mouth of one and giving it a small pile of other berries.

It looked at him, then the berries, shrugged, and started to unparalyze its friends.

“I think I understand,” Ash’s Heracross said. “So… time travel…”

He shook his head. “Oh well. So long as it’s with you, it doesn’t matter. Let’s go!”

Ash grinned. “Glad to have you back. Just – don’t pester Ivysaur, okay? There’s other places to get sap.”

“But it’s so tasty…”

A Caterpie went pinging off a nearby tree as Kabuto fired another Water Gun. Misty praised him effusively.

“He’s new,” Heracross added, pointing.

“Misty picked him up in the Orange Islands,” Ash said. “They were kind of everywhere at the time.”

“Interesting.”

“Oh – that reminds me.” Ash rummaged around, and got out a red/white standard Pokeball and a Net Ball. “Any preference?”

“I’ll take the normal one.”

Ash held it out, and then sealed the deal.

Behind him, a large rock slammed into a tree, nearly knocking it over.

“Whoa!” Misty said. “Okay, was that Ancient Power? I like this trend.”


“What is it with building roads through deep forests?” Ash asked. “Well, you know… not roads so much as… paths…”

“It wouldn’t be so bad if there was a route cut through the forest, but there’s not.” Brock shook his head. “It’s environmentally protected, after all. Oh well. Suppose we have to go through.”

“There were ghosts here, right?” Ash sighed. “This is one of those times it’d be really nice to have Noctowl back, it’s right up his street.”

Lucario stepped forwards. “I’m sure it is. But I can not only see ghosts, but punch them.”

“Well aren’t you the all-purpose Pokemon,” Pikachu said, shaking his head. “Can you make toast?”

Lucario’s response was to charge up a fire punch, making his fist smoulder with heat.

“Fair enough. I’ll have two slices.”


The travellers stepped out of the forest, into a clearing.

“Finally!” Ash said. “Which way’s Cherrygrove City?”

We’re still in the forest, Dexter said promptly. This is another illusion.

Lucario’s palm glowed, and a Dark Pulse shot out. The clearing shimmered and vanished, and a Gengar appeared rubbing its head.

“Ruin our fun, why don’t you…” it muttered.

“You get enough fun already,” Misty said. “This is a major route, for some unfathomable reason.”

“Agatha likes us,” the Gengar informed her. “She made sure they didn’t knock down the trees, and her sisters hire out Hoothoot for a nominal fee.”

It glared at them. “But someone didn’t get a Hoothoot, so rather than having fun with illusions everyone’s going all out to try and trick you.”

“That might not be the best plan,” Brock said.

Dexter bleeped. Speaking of… Brock, you have an email with an attachment. Email reads: Sorry I stayed out so late, we were having too much fun.

The transmitter lit up, and then a Pokeball dropped out. The ‘ball opened, releasing Ninetales.

“Do you even pay attention to curfews?” Brock asked. “What time do you call this?”

“I said I was sorry,” Ninetales muttered, not looking very sorry. “We lost track of time.”

“That was two days!”

“There was a lot of time to lose track of.” She picked up her Pokeball and tossed it up to him with a sure flick of her muzzle, then turned. “Oh, is that a ghost?”

“You people are terrible at this,” Gengar muttered, and slunk off. “You’re supposed to be scared…”

“Do you think that Gengar would feel better if we told him we’d met Giratina?” Ash asked.

“I haven’t,” Misty pointed out.

“Yeah, but still.” Ash shrugged. “It might have helped.”


“Dark pulse!”

A Gastly bounced away, looking glum, and the latest illusion dissolved.

“Finally!” Ash said. “We’re out!”

Lucario blew on his paws. “About time, I was getting cramp.”

And there’s Florando city, Dexter supplied. A small city on the way to Cherrygrove.

“What’s this place’s thing?” Misty asked.

There’s a Pokemon Exhibition, which is what they call a contest around here.

Ninetales looked interested. “Actually, that sounds like fun.”

She turned to Brock. “Could Steelix and I do that thing we practiced?”

“Assuming he’s fine with it, sure,” Brock agreed. “We should give you a brush first, though, so you look your best.”


“I see the problem,” Pikachu said, watching as one of the Bellossom flubbed her jump again and came down badly. “You’re just not pushing off from the groud hard enough, so you don’t have the time to do the full flip. It’s when you realize that that you’re having trouble.”

Bailey frowned. “What did he say?”

“That your Bellossom is having trouble jumping high enough,” Ash summarized. “Pikachu does a lot of aerial combat, so he’s got a bit of experience at this.”

“He does seem skilled,” Bailey agreed.

Left unsaid by both Pokemon and trainer was that it had actually been Bailey herself who’d taught him some of his dodge technique building blocks.

Time travel could make your head hurt.

“Do they know Petal Dance?” Ash asked, an idea coming to him. “Perhaps they could use that as a finisher.”

“That sounds like a good idea, thanks.” Bailey looked at her Bellossom, and Bella nodded – she knew the move.

“Can you teach Belle, Bella?” Another nod. “Thanks.”


Brock cleared his throat, as the curtain rose. “Once, long ago, there was a village terrorized by an eight-headed Dragon, of a kind long since gone from Johto.”

Steelix rumbled out of the backstage, Double Teams beside him to give the illusion of multiple heads, and let loose a gout of dragonbreath.

“The village feared and loathed the dragon, but there was nothing they could do – none of their own Pokemon was powerful enough to fight it, and these were the days before the gyms. Until, one day, a travelling Ninetales came to the village.”

Brock’s Ninetales came on from the side of the stage, a cloak over her obscuring all but her muzzle and the tips of her supple tails.

“The villagers begged for her help,” Brock went on. “She said – for she was skilled enough in the arts of the mind to make her speech understood – that she was but one Pokemon, and that she could not promise that she would succeed. But the plight of the villagers moved her, and so she agreed to help.”

Ninetales paced around the stage, approaching Steelix.

“When she approached the terrible dragon, he laughed, seeing only a Pokemon in a cloak.” Brock warmed to his story, and Steelix joined in with a booming laugh. “He asked of her – did she really think she could defeat him? He had terrorized them for a hundred years!”

That was Ninetales’ cue. She stood tall, and fire washed over her – incinerating the cloak, and producing a puff of white smoke which obscured her for a moment. As it rose and faded, the audience saw her closely for the first time. A marvellously turned out, beautifully groomed example of her species.

“Ninetales threw off her cloak, and revealed her true nature. ‘I have lived nine times that long,’ she said, and sprang into battle.”

Brock fell silent for a minute, as his Pokemon launched into a very realistic fight. Ninetales leapt about the stage, fire spilling from her nine elegant tails and crackling into fireworks-style bangs and bursts, and using the occasional illusion to mislead her opponent.

For his part, Steelix roared and snarled, pantomiming repeated close-but-not-quite attacks on Ninetales. One by one, his double-team illusions were hit and vanished, until there was just his real self left.

“Finally,” Brock resumed, “the dragon had lost seven of its eight heads. Only one remained. But Ninetales was tired from her long fight, and the dragon saw a chance.”

Ninetales panted, tails drooping and flanks heaving, putting on a very convincing impression of severe fatigue. Some of the spectators gasped.

“The dragon spoke up, voice silky and subtle. It told her that it would leave, and trouble the village no more. It spoke of her clear exhaustion, and how further combat would be to neither of their advantage. If it left now, as it intended, she would be a hero and the saviour of the village.”

“Ninetales listened. And when the dragon was done, she said one thing only.”

Brock let the silence linger for a few seconds.

“‘Then I am saving another village.’”

As soon as Brock said that, Ninetales leapt at Steelix, and there was a dazzling Flash.

When it faded, both Pokemon lay on the stage, unmoving.

“The village found them, the next morning. They gave Ninetales a hero’s burial, and remembered her as their patron and saviour.”


“I’ve never heard that one before,” Misty said afterwards. “Did you come up with it?”

“No, it’s a story my father told me when I was young.” Brock shrugged. “I don’t know if he came up with it.”

“But it could have been made for us,” Ninetales said happily, looking at the ribbon tied around one of her tails. “That was fun!”


AN:

Bit of love for Ninetales in this chapter, and the return of Heracross. Also the use of the FEAR strategy.

Man, I’ve been pumping them out… don’t expect that to last, the update rate will drop a bit.
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“We can probably save you a lot of time and effort, miss,” Brock said, nodding respectfully. “Your little Snubbull is a bit overwhelmed by all the pampering.”

Snubbull looked up at the trainers, and then nodded to her owner.

“Oh!” Madame Muchmoney blinked, and looked down at her Pokemon. “Really? I thought… but you’ve had everything you wanted, sweetums.”

Snubbull shook her head, and started talking. “I’ve not! You’ve given me everything you think I want, but most of it isn’t what I want, it’s just what you guess I want – and you don’t bother to see if I actually like it!”

She gestured wildly. “I don’t actually like Winthrop much! I mean, he’s alright to play with, I guess, but you’ve engaged me – and Pokemon don’t normally even do weddings! I’d rather have rice balls than the kind of too-complicated food you give me! And I just want to play fetch, rather than have my nails painted and my teeth shined to a high gloss!”

Snubbull finished, and stood there panting.

Everyone blinked.

“Lot of rage bottled up in there…” Pikachu said, slightly stunned, and Snubbull stuck her tongue out at him.

“Um… sorry, schnookums, but I didn’t understand that,” Madame Muchmoney said.

Misty hummed. “Summarized… she’d rather play and have simple food than be pampered and have gourmet food, and she’d rather you checked whether she liked something before doing it.”

Snubbull nodded her grudging approval of the summary.

“Oh, my…” The rich woman’s hand went to her mouth. “I had no idea!”

She knelt down, extending a hand to Snubbull. “I’m so sorry, dearest. Mummy does love you, though – and I’ll try to make sure you get what you want.”

Snubbull considered that. Then she looked up at the friends. “Can you tell her that I’d like a doorflap? That would help a lot.”

Ash relayed the message, and added his opinion. “I think she mainly wants it so she’s got the choice – what she really wants is the freedom to do what she wants sometimes. Perhaps you should organize a battle with that other Snubbull?”

Seeing how her Pokemon reacted to that prospect – with great interest – Madame Muchmoney avoided voicing her first reaction, and thought about it. “I see. Well… I’ll put Jeeves on it.”

Snubbull nodded, and walked over. She put her hand in Muchmoney’s. “If I go missing, you know why.”

Ash decided not to translate that.


“Not far to go now,” Ash commented.

“Yeah, we’re only a few days walk from Violet City,” Brock agreed.

“No, something much more important.” Ash smiled. “Pretty soon, we’re going to see a little wild Chikorita…”

“Who will then promptly turn into a Bayleef and attempt to flatten you,” Pikachu sniggered.

“I may have not heard about this?” Lucario asked.

“It is hilarious,” Pikachu assured him.

“Yeah, why did she keep doing that…” Ash mused. “I’m sure we can ask her.”

For reasons Ash was unable to fathom, Pikachu found this positively uproarious.

“Hey, look!” Brock interrupted, pointing. “A Stantler. It’s a little fawn, I think.”

Misty peered at the bushes. “I remember this. Wasn’t it hurt?”

“Yeah, I think it is,” Brock agreed. “We should try not to startle the little guy, though.”

“Why?” Ash asked. “I can’t quite-”

The fawn looked up suddenly, hearing the approaching humans. Its antlers glowed slightly, and a horde of stampeding adults appeared out of the trees.

Ash gaped. “Whoa! Run!”

“Not so fast,” Brock said. “Stantler produce illusions if they feel threatened.”

The herd ran towards them, hooves drumming on the ground and making it tremble slightly.

“I really hope you’re right, Brock!” Ash said, closing his eyes as they approached. “Oh. Huh, yeah, you are.”

The lead stag reached them – and phased right through.

“Couldn’t see them with Aura Sight?” Brock asked.

“Couldn’t see them with Aura Sight,” Ash confirmed. “Now, how do we convince him that we’re here to help?”

Misty hummed. “I think I’ve got an idea. First, we should give him some space…”


Stantler peered out of the bushes, looking out for trouble. At least the humans had left, though they hadn’t been scared off by his illusions – he didn’t think so, anyway.

But they had left. Perhaps that meant they had been scared off?

With a faint rustle of leaves, he moved further back into the undergrowth and nibbled at some of the nearest twigs. They didn’t taste great, but they helped him feel a bit less hungry.

He’d been feeling all kinds of aches since yesterday. The ache of loneliness, because he was lost and away from his herd. The ache of fear, without the protection of the adults. The ache in his leg, from an injury he’d gotten trying to climb a steep slope. And the ache of hunger, the one he could at least deal with.

“Excuse me?”

He looked up, startled, and saw a strange Pokemon gliding overhead, threading a path between the trees.

“Hello, I’m Togekiss. Are you alright?”

The Stantler shook his head. “No – no, I’m not. I’m lost, and hurt, and… I’m afraid.”

Swallowing, he looked up at the Togekiss as she came down to land. “I’ve never seen a Pokemon like you before.”

Togekiss smiled. “That’s a pity! Togekiss are nice. You can trust me about that, because I’m a Togekiss, and we’re nice.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” Stantler said, frowning. “If you were lying, then Togekiss wouldn’t be nice.”

“You’re a clever one,” she told him with another smile. “Oh, dear, that leg looks awful.”

At the mention of his leg, Stantler drew it up against his body, instinctively trying to protect it.

“Don’t worry, some of my friends can help with that. Would you be willing to let them?”

“Your friends?” Stantler asked, dubiously. “Who are they?”

“They’re the humans you saw earlier. They’re nice, really – one of them knows Pokemon medicine, and he said he’d give you some food if you wanted it.”

Food. That sounded very tempting.

Like all Stantler, this one was quite wary and suspicious. But this white-and-coloured Pokemon seemed to radiate trustworthiness.

Anyone she liked couldn’t be too bad, could they?

“Alright,” he said, eventually. “But – just him, okay? I don’t want to be trapped.”


“There we go,” Brock said, voice calm and soothing.

For once, he was using his small talent in Aura to help the Pokemon understand him – such a young one wouldn’t have had time to learn the language without the extra cues Aura granted. “That should have cleaned the wound – luckily, not much dirt got into it.”

The fawn nodded, legs trembling just slightly. “What now?”

“Now I’m going to apply a potion. Sorry, this is going to sting a bit.”

Stantler nodded again, face set in anticipation.

Brock adjusted the angle of the spray bottle slighly, then pressed the trigger. Stantler hissed with pain, and one leg involuntarily kicked a little, hitting Brock’s knee.

“Oh no!” the fawn said, gasping. “Sorry, I-”

“Don’t worry,” Brock assured him. “It’s fine, it doesn’t matter. You don’t kick hard enough to make me stop.”

The Big Horn Pokemon swallowed, and let Brock investigate his shin a little longer.

“That looks like it’s healing nicely,” Brock pronounced, and pressed a dressing on it before adding a bandage and winding it on. “That should hold until it’s healed, as long as you don’t try and scrape it off.”

Stantler examined the white cloth, amazed. The pain was already fading, replaced by a deep, slow heat which felt… clean.

“Now, you’ve got a choice,” Brock said. “You can choose any of these. Either I can give you your food now, and you can leave and we won’t follow you. Or you can get your food and eat it here, and then leave. Or you can stay the night, get breakfast, and leave in the morning – or we’ll help you back to your herd as much as we can. Ash – my friend – has a Pokemon who can fly, so he can help search.”

The young Stantler absorbed that choice.

“I… I guess I’m not sure. Can I give you an answer later?”

“Of course,” Brock replied. “The important bit is that we won’t keep you if you want to leave. But I do have to call my friends over now, is that okay?”

Stantler nodded. “I think so.”

“Thank you – and let me know if you’re worried, so we can help with that.” Brock stood, and waved. “Okay, guys, come on over!”


Hesitantly, the fawn licked at the outer coating of a rice ball.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” Togekiss asked.

“Yeah, I guess it tastes nice…” Stantler agreed, and took a small bite.

His eyes widened. “Yeah, this is good!” The ball of seaweed-wrapped rice and bamboo vanished in the twinkling of an eye.

“…well, someone’s hungry!” Togekiss said. “Do you want more?”

“Yes, please!” The Stantler blushed. “Uh, that is, if you’ve got some to spare – I don’t want to be too… too… well, impolite, I think.”

“Don’t worry.” Togekiss passed him her dinner. “I can get more, Brock’s still cooking.”

Stantler looked up, chewing the second rice ball, and watched the interactions of the other Pokemon with the humans of this group.

“What’s that big orange Pokemon?” he asked, swallowing his mouthful. “The one that – the big human… Brock?”

Togekiss nodded.

“The one he’s cooking with.”

“That’s Ash’s Charizard,” Togekiss supplied. “He’s very strong, and a little arrogant – but he’s got a good heart.”

“A little hotter, please?” Brock asked, putting more oil in the frying pan, and Charizard hrumphed before making his tail flame heat up more.

Brock laughed. “You’re going to be the one eating about a third of this, you could be a bit more enthusiastic!”

“I’m not a cooker,” Charizard grumphed.

The Stantler surprised himself with a giggle.

“And the big blue one – whoa!”

The souce of Stantler’s surprise was clearly evident, as Ash and Lucario bowed, took stances and started sparring.

Small pulses of Force Palm slapped out as they went back and forth, dodge-parry-block-riposte-high-low-body blow, and the occasional flash of green showed Protect shields snapping up on short notice.

“They do this most nights,” Togekiss informed him. “The blue Pokemon is a Lucario. They’re usually found in Sinnoh, which is a long way to the north. The human is Ash, his trainer – and, as you can see here, training partner.”

“Wow. I didn’t know that any humans knew Pokemon attacks.” Stantler watched for a couple more minutes, as Ash and Lucario clashed repeatedly, before turning away with some effort to look over the remainder of the camp.

“I know what a Heracross is, and what Pikachu are,” he said, after a moment. “But what are they?”

Togekiss followed his gaze.

“The green one is Ivysaur, another of Ash’s Pokemon. The brown one with all the legs is Kabuto – he doesn’t talk much.”

Stantler nodded.

“And the human there is my mother, Misty,” Togekiss finished.

At that, the fawn turned to look at her. “Your what?”

“Oh!” Togekiss blushed slightly. “She hatched my egg, and raised me. I think of her as my mother.”

That, too, Stantler took in – not without a slightly startled expression.

“I think most of the others are off looking for good wood, so that we can set up a campfire for the night without relying on Charizard.” Togekiss pointed. “Look – there. There they are. That’s Psyduck, and Politoed, and Ninetales.”

She shrugged, making Stantler look over at her again.

“Going to a new region is always strange,” she said. “We leave old friends behind, and we meet new ones – but we’re travelling with our friends, too, and never truly leave anyone behind.”

Stantler returned to his food, looking thoughtful.


A few minutes later, footfalls made him look up.

“Hello,” Ninetales said, keeping her lips carefully over her teeth to avoid startling him. “I understand you use illusions.”

“Uh – yes, I do.” Stantler nodded quickly. “Why?”

“Well, Ninetales use illusions as well, sometimes.” She smiled again. “I was wondering if you could give me a few tips? I’m a bit rusty.”

Stantler blinked, then stood up – finding it easier already, the pain in his leg becoming a distant memory. “Sure! Uh… what do you want help with?”

“I find it hard to do more than two or three images at once. How do you do that?”

“Well…” Stantler moved his antlers, making the air resonate in them. “I guess I never thought about it very much. I just… picture the herd, all as one lot.”

“Fascinating,” she said. “Can you show me?”


Brock smiled, seeing Ninetales helping to keep the fawn’s mind off his injury.

It was nice of her to be so considerate.


Charizard banked, roaring, and a flock of Pidgey scattered in all directions.

He chuckled, a little lick of flame coming from his mouth, and rolled with wings folded in. Three entire revolutions, and then he brought them out again and went from precipitous dive to steep ascent in a few powerful wingbeats.

“All right, you’ve had your fun!” Ash called, laughing. “Now, take us up a bit!”

“Spoilsport.” Charizard rocked left and right a bit, chuckles reverberating in his powerful chest, and then rose further into the air.

From this high, Ash could see for miles. There, in the distance, was what had to be Violet City – their next gym destination.

It was a little too high to see something as small as a Pokemon, though, unless it was something enormous.

Ash steadied himself, and held up the projector. “Dexter?”

Set up. Dexter materialized, and began pacing the dragon and his rider. This could take a few minutes.

“That’s fine,” Charizard replied. “Ash – I was meaning to ask, and this is as close as we’re going to get to being alone…”

What am I, a tuning fork?

“No, you’re usually in his pocket.” Charizard shrugged, introducing a small hiccup in their flight path. “Like I say, as close as we’re going to get.”

I suppose.

“What is it, Charizard?” Ash asked, worried. “You’re kind of making me feel a bit apprehensive…”

“Yeah.” Charizard cleared his throat. “Ash… I want to go to the Charicific valley again, when we get there.”

Ash blinked.

“That’s it?”

Charizard made a confused noise.

“Charizard, of course!” Ash assured him. “I wouldn’t dream of trying to stop you.”

“But – I wasn’t sure if you were going to be safe,” Charizard said, wincing. “And without me, and without Pidgeot, you’ll be groundbound again. For the first time since Viridian.” Charizard sighed. “But I wanted to see Charla again, so… I don’t know.”

“If you ever need to ask, the answer’s still going to be yes, Charizard.” Ash patted him. “We can get along without you.”

He paused. “If you insist, though, take one of the transciever beacons, like Butterfree and Lapras have. That way, if I absolutely need your help, I can get you.”

“I’d actually feel a lot more comfortable with that, to be honest,” Charizard agreed. “Thank you.”

“Thank you, Charizard,” Ash replied.

If I may? Dexter interrupted. I have located a herd of Stantler. Location fixed – they’re about two hours’ walk away from where we left the others.

“Thanks,” Ash said. “Okay, Charizard, back down we go.”


“I keep telling you guys to learn some of this stuff,” Ash said, walking blithely along the surface of a pond next to the road.

“Yeah, but neither of us have much Aura at all,” Brock pointed out. “I mean, we can translate Pokemon just fine, but you’ve got crazy amounts of the stuff.”

“Water walking doesn’t take much, really,” Ash replied. “Besides, the airslip trick Riolu worked out is even cooler – and just as useful, especially in a sandstorm or something.”

“Alright, I guess,” Misty said, hesitantly. “I doubt we’ll ever be able to fight, but if these tricks are easy, I suppose we should learn them.”

“Are all humans like this?” the Stantler asked, blinking.

“Ash is not like all humans,” Lucario replied proudly. “He’s a little nicer than most, stronger than almost all of them, and brave to the point of insanity.”

Stantler nodded. “I see.”

After a moment, he spoke up again. “What’s Sinnoh like?”

Lucario walked on for a few seconds before answering, trying to come up with a good answer. “When I was there, I was quite young. I was a Riolu, not a Lucario. And… it’s colder, generally. The air is crisp and clear, even in autumn, and in winter there’s heavy snow which covers the land in a blanket of white.”

His voice became a little faraway. “There are mountains on the horizon in all directions, from the kingdom I was born, and it seems like every day was a new challenge, bright and full of promise.” Lucario smiled, in a melancholy way. “I’ve not been there in a while, but I do look forward to when we eventually go. I love travelling, especially with Ash, but it’ll be nice to see home again.”

“So you know you’re going there?” Stantler queried.

“Yes,” Lucario confirmed. “After travelling around Johto, then we’re going to Hoenn, and eventually Sinnoh.”

“Hoenn?” By now the fawn was a little awed. “Where’s that?”

Pikachu hopped off Ash’s shoulder, and took up a position next to Stantler. “I can answer that for you, if you want.”

“Are you from Hoenn, then?” Stantler was amazed to be around so many exotic Pokemon, and probably would have believed Pikachu if he said he was from the moon. (It wasn’t completely ridiculous, after all.)

“No,” Pikachu replied, shrugging. “But I’ve been there. It’s further south, and a lot warmer. There’s a lot of Fire types there, and only the highest mountains have snow on them.”

“I look forward to it,” Lucario said with a smile.


“Here we are,” Brock said, as they emerged onto the coppiced field. “There’s your family.”

“Thank you,” the Stantler said, peering forward and seeing the horns of some other Stantler. “I was so lost…”

“Not a problem at all.” Brock bent down. “If you don’t mind, I’ll take that bandage off now.”

The fawn offered his leg, and Brock cut it away with a pocket knife, taking care not to catch any of the fur.

When the scrap of cloth came away, the dressing was a little dirty, but the skin was healed and already regrowing some fur.

“There you go, little guy,” Brock told him.

Stantler looked back at him for a moment, then cantered off.

“Well, that’s that,” Brock said. “Nice to know all that studying was worth it.”

Ash smiled. “Yeah, helping people and Pokemon is really worthwhile.”


“Momma! Momma!”

The doe Stantler looked up, astonished. “Dear one! I thought we’d lost you!”

“I thought I’d lost you, too,” the fawn said, nuzzling his mother. “But – some really nice humans helped me!”

He glanced back quickly, then took a longer look.

A mixture of frown and smile crossed his face, and he very visibly thought something over for a few seconds.

Then he looked over to the largest buck in the herd. “Excuse me!”

The stag, who had looked up along with the rest, nodded slightly. “What is it you want, young one?”

“I…” Swallowing, the fawn looked up and straight at his father. “I want to go with the humans.”

“Why?” The question was simple, and asked in tones of brassy strength.

“Because… because, talking to them, I’ve learned so much about the world. About other places, other regions – I’ve heard about a place where it never snows, I’ve seen a human who walks on rivers, and I’ve met a Pokemon who’s from hundreds of miles further north.” Stantler’s eyes shone. “I want to go there. I want to meet more Pokemon from everywhere in the world.”

The stag considered that, calm expression giving no clue to his thoughts.


“Wait!”

The friends turned around, and saw the young Big Horn Pokemon galloping down the path towards them.

Slowing to a stop, Stantler panted for a bit, and then faced Brock. “I want to come with you.”

Brock broke into a smile. “You do?”

“That is – if you’ll have me,” Stantler added, sounding a bit unsure.

“If you’re certain you want to,” Brock said. “If you are, we’d love to have you.”

The watching humans and Pokemon made their agreement fully clear.

“I’m sure.” Stantler nodded firmly. “You’re going to all these amazing places – I want to see them.”

“Fine by me.” Brock rummaged in his bag, and retrieved a Pokeball. “Just touch the button on the front,” he said, placing it on the floor. “We won’t mind if you decide not to.”

Stantler advanced the last few steps, wavered for a moment, then pressed his hoof against the button.

With a white flash, the Pokeball activated, and caught him.

Brock waited only long enough for the capture to register before releasing him again. “You alright?”

“Fine,” Stantler insisted, head swaying back and forth slightly. “Does that always feel like that?”

“Not sure.” Brock glanced at Ninetales, who flirted her tails.

“Just the first few times.”

“Well, there you have it.” Brock smiled, and rubbed Stantler’s head. “We’ll take good care of you.”


AN:

A new team member!

This is one of those episodes where the Pokemon in it was so close to joining the team. And I though I’d take the chance to show what the average campsite looks like for these guys.
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“Well, at least it’s not snowing,” Ash said, breathing the crisp mountain air. “Grass-types don’t like snow much.”

“Not that I think Chikorita would mind,” Pikachu added. “She is one tough Pokémon.”

“Yeah.” Ash scanned the slopes. “Can’t see… wait a second.”

Walking forwards, he looked closer. “There. Just on the edge of where I can see. A point of green light.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” Pikachu said. “How long do we have?”

“Brock said they were renting everyone skis for a day, so that long. Should be easily enough time.”


“That looks kind of scary,” Stantler said, watching as Psyduck went down the slope with arms flailing.

“He’s fine,” Togekiss told him. “Psyduck’s not very graceful, but he is very powerful. He just doesn’t always bother using his psychic powers if he feels he’ll be fine without.”

“I see.” Stantler didn’t, not really, but he had an inkling.

Ninetales came next, tails waving like a banner in the wind as she steered herself down the ski slope. Crobat flew alongside, matching her speed as best he could, and their combined wakes did interesting things to the snowy dust of their passage.

Misty was using Seadra to help her steer, and the watery Pokémon was making good use of his high swimming speed to keep them moving down the slope at a rapid clip.

(Yes, it wasn’t water. But he didn’t care much.)

Once they’d gone past, and the wash of their passage had faded, Stantler looked a bit confused. “Isn’t someone missing?”

Togekiss floated a bit higher, then came back down again. “Here he comes.”

Brock came into view around the bend, wobbling a bit.

He’d lost his left ski somewhere, and was balancing along on just the right.

“Shouldn’t we… help him?” Stantler asked, as his new trainer went past on one ski and at high speed.

“He’ll be fine,” Togekiss assured. “He’s got Geodude with him, who can make sure he’s in no trouble.”

She looked back into the lounge. “Want some more food? It’s complimentary.”

“Compli-ment-ary?” Stantler repeated.

“It means we can have as much as we want.” Togekiss waved her wings. “I’m going to have a bit more, and then go and have a fly.”

“Okay.” Stantler looked down at his hooves. “I don’t think I can do the ski-ing, though…”

Togekiss followed his gaze. “Hmmm… you’re right. Well, I know what we can do instead. I’ll get some of the others, and we can have a snowball fight!”


Whatever plan Ash had to reconnect with Chikorita had forgotten one important detail about her.

She was monumentally stubborn as a Chikorita, and had in fact been game to fight Charizard back when they’d first met.

So, it was a battle. Not to capture her, just to get close enough to touch her.

And it took some doing.

“Get back here!” Ivysaur shouted, vines whipping out.

Chikorita’s razor leaves slashed out and cut one vine, and Ivysaur grimaced and pulled the other one back. While he did so, Chikorita ran a bit further, then turned and began slowly charging a Solarbeam.

“Isn’t it overcast?” Pikachu asked, blinking.

“It’s still doable, just takes a long time to charge,” Ivysaur replied. “Okay, Grass isn’t working.”

His flower flashed, and the ground underfoot creaked and rumbled. A small number of rocks responded, ramming together into a miniature but respectable boulder, which then shot off towards her.

Just before the Ancientpower arrived, Chikorita fired. The Solarbeam blew the Ancientpower into fragments, and then went on to hit Ivysaur – who grunted, and took the attack with relatively little damage.

“I’m not fast enough,” he said reluctantly. “Anyone else want to tag in?”

“If I may.” Lucario walked forwards, past Ivysaur. “You are very impressive for a wild Pokémon, Chikorita.”

She looked mulish, and the tiny plants in a ring around her neck unfurled slightly.

Lucario examined the result as he advanced. “Sweet Scent, I see.”

His fists flashed into fire, and he rubbed them together until a flame built and held on the palm. With a careful breath, a blaze of flame came out and touched the edge of her Scent cloud – igniting it, resulting in a soft whoomth of an explosion and a sweet-smelling cloud of transient smoke.

A little startled but unharmed, Chikorita replenished the cloud of scented pollen. Lucario advanced through it, moving with purpose around the edge of the cloud and burning it off a little faster than it was replenished.

Chikorita stopped replacing it as Lucario got close, and stared up at him defiantly. “Do you expect me to give up?”

“No. I respect you more than that.” Lucario paused, then punched upwards.

Chikorita had just enough time to wonder what that had been in aid of when the spiral of hot and cold air activated. She was whirled into the air by the sudden updraft, and went flying thirty feet into the air.

Lucario hadn’t tried to target it too specifically, so the spiral of wind tugged at him as well, but he weighed over ten times as much and merely had to check his stride slightly. His arm snapped out as she came back down, and caught her as gently as possible.


“There,” Ash said, touching Chikorita’s neck.

Her slightly sullen attitude changed to shock and then relief, as she recognized the boy before her – and then the light of evolution flowed over her, as all that she had done and been since applied itself in a flash of sudden energy.

When the light faded, Bayleef stood there, looking none the worse for wear despite the battle.

Then, predictably, she glomped Ash.

“Yeah, I missed you too…” Ash chuckled weakly. “Ow?”

“Sorry,” Bayleef said, not sounding very sorry. “What happened?”

“Time travel,” Pikachu summarized. “It’s more complicated, but let’s work with time travel for now.”

“I see… I think.” Bayleef frowned. “It was Ash, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, me again,” Ash admitted.

She blinked. “Did you just understand me?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Honestly, whenever I realize I can do it, it makes me amazed all over again… but talking to my Pokémon all the time, really talking to them…” He smiled. “It’s really precious, but at the same time it’s kind of become normal. Which is fine, but it might take some of the wonder out of it.”

“Basically, it’s because Ash is an aura user,” Lucario supplied.

Bayleef looked over at him, and jumped. “You’re new!”

She shook her head. “No, right, I did see you before. You were the one who beat me just now, that’s right. Sorry, getting confused.”

“It’s fine, we’ve all had it,” Ash reassured her. “Though – I had a question.”

“Ask away,” Bayleef said, looking around and rolling her neck to stretch it.

“Why do you keep jumping on me?” Ash asked. “None of the others really do that as much…”

Bayleef blushed suddenly. “Well… uh… I like you.”

“So do the others,” Ash replied, frowning. “I don’t understand.”

Pikachu fell off Ash’s shoulder, and burst out laughing.

Ash glanced down at his starter, vaguely confused, then back to Bayleef. “And why is this funny?”

“No, I mean… like you like you.” Bayleef shuffled her feet.

“Still not seeing what-”

Lucario interrupted him. “As entertaining as this is, I think I can cut to the chase. Bayleef. Would you say that it is in the same way that Charizard likes Charla?”

Bayleef blushed again, then nodded.

“…oh, right…” Ash said, blushing himself. “I never… that explains a lot, I guess…”

He sighed, then looked at her. “I… I’m flattered, I guess. And I do like you – love you – but the same way as the rest of my friends, human and Pokémon.”

Bayleef nodded, looking a bit glum. “I kind of guessed. I think I worked it out a long time ago. But – still. It’s how I feel.”

“…this got a lot less funny,” Pikachu decided.

Ash was silent a moment longer, then stood. “Bayleef, I don’t think… I can’t be quite what you want, because I don’t have feelings for you that way. But I can be a friend. Would you like that?”

Bayleef looked down for a moment, then back up again. The smile on her face was a little forced, and her eyes were wet, but she nodded. “I think I’d like to be your friend, Ash.”


Ash and his Pokémon went up to the ski resort themselves, deciding they had enough time to join in with their friends. The resultant snowball fight was quite impressive, especially when Stantler essayed an illusion and had everyone throwing them a foot to his left for a minute or so.

Eventually, though, the friends headed back down-slope.

“What’s next?” Brock asked, as they crossed the tree-line into light forest.

“Hmmm…” Ash looked ahead. “There’s Cherrygrove city, but there’s nothing much to do there… Dexter?”

Nothing of importance until Violet City. You may as well head straight there.

“Excellent.”

Ash blinked. “Who said-”

His eyes went right. “Suicune?”

“The very same.” The lithe Pokémon essayed a small bow.

“Wow…” Stantler said, gaping. “You’re a legendary.”

“I am.” Suicune looked him over. “You’re a Stantler.”

“That’s right…”

“He’s new, but I think we’re quite pleased with him so far,” Brock added. “He wants to see the world.”

“A most noble goal. I have seen much of the world, and it never fails to astonish me.” Suicune smiled, then returned her attention to Ash. “If you have some time free… well, chosen one, catch-as-catch-can.”

With that, she turned north, and broke into a lope. A hundred feet away, she turned and looked behind her, then beckoned forwards.

Ash stood frozen for a moment, then grabbed a Poké ball from his belt. “Charizard! Let’s follow her!”

The orange Fire-type materialized in a flash of white light. Charizard sank to the ground as Ash returned Lucario and Bayleef – to save weight – and then collected Pikachu and jumped aboard.

Brock, Misty, and their companions watched as orange shape followed blue shape over the nearest ridge, and out of sight.

“Well… what do we do now?” Misty asked.

“Maybe we should head to Violet City…” Brock suggested. “I guess he’ll go there eventually?”

“It’s about the best we can do, I think.”


“She is very, very fast,” Charizard grunted, wings beating the air in steady whams. “I’m going as fast as I can, and we’re only making up ground very slowly.”

“Right.” Ash patted his flank, and bent low to reduce the air resistance. “Okay, try and gain height without losing her. We can dive down for speed, and then Pikachu can try to slow her a bit.”

“Got it.” Charizard’s flight tilted up very slightly. “Keep an eye on her, can you? I need to concentrate.”

As the smallest, Pikachu bent over Charizard’s side, and spotted the moving blur of blue. “I can see her from here, yes.”

“Good. Let me know when you’re losing her.”


Suicune hopped from rock to rock, balancing for a moment on a tiny point before jumping further, and ascending a low ridge without breaking stride.

High overhead, she could see the cream belly and red-orange wings of the trainer’s Charizard. A powerful Pokémon, from what she had heard.

She had also heard the Pidgeot was far, far faster – so, knowing he wouldn’t be able to keep up if she went at full speed, she was making it a merely difficult challenge.

Well, okay, very difficult.

Another glance overhead, and she saw the Charizard was no longer climbing.

In fact, he was diving shallowly – trading height for speed, accelerating towards her and gaining a slight speed edge.

Excellent.

This was why she had argued he was worthy.

But – why make it easy?

Suicune glanced around, and spotted a valley which led to a riverbed. She loped over to it, then began running upstream towards the north – the river flashing to pure, sparkling clarity as she ran along.


“Okay, this could be tricky,” Ash said, eyes forward. “Charizard, can you break through the tree cover?”

Through the branches, he could see the flickering blue shape which was Suicine. Charizard was currently angled to hit the river considerably ahead of her, estimating by eye where she would be when he reached it so their paths would intersect.

“Yes, I can,” Charizard replied. “Flare blitz, if nothing else. But I won’t be able to fight – I’d make it through, but not cleanly.”

“That’s okay.” Ash touched his three full Poké balls. “We’ve got others to do any fighting.”

“Got it.”

The ground came up with surprising speed. One moment, it was distant and the trees looked like toys, the next everything was approaching and the branches went from sticks to thick logs and then Charizard burst into flame-

Ash’s teeth clicked together painfully as Charizard hit a big tree, sending it crumbling and crashing to the ground. There was a moment of clear air, and then he slammed bodily into another large tree and came to a crunching, rumbling stop.

Jumping clear, Ash returned him and released the rest of his team. Ivysaur and Bayleef went to either bank, and Lucario joined him and Pikachu on the water surface.

Suicune looked up, then around at the flaming barricades which had dropped across the river both upstream and downstream. “Unorthodox, but effective.”

“That’s my fighting style!” Ash grinned.

“Is your Charizard okay?”

“I don’t know,” Ash replied, grin replaced by a frown. “But I hope he is.”

“As do I.” Suicune’s face set. “But I am not caught yet.”

“Thunder wave!” Ash called. Pikachu nodded, and fired out a potent blast of electricity.

With incredible grace, Suicune jumped, and was in mid-air at the moment the attack reached her. Water blasted outwards in a sparkling blue wave, and the attack was mostly soaked up by that rather than connecting with her.

What got through crackled along her flank, and concentrated on her legs.

“Power whip!” Ash added, and the two Grass-types lashed out.

Suicine dodged, slower than before, towards the eastern bank of what was becoming a small lake. She let Bayleef’s whips grab her, then took one in her mouth and bit it in half.

Ivysaur’s whips got to her before she could sever the other, and she raised a paw and tugged with all her might – pulling him off the bank and into the water with a splash.

Lucario had not been idle. He ran forward, palm sparkling with electricity for a Thunderpunch, and delivered it as Suicune divested herself of the last vine.

Suicune took the blow without complaint, and kicked out with her forelegs at Lucario. He took them in a grip, and his feet glowed brightly as he tried to hold her. “Pikachu! Now!”

Pikachu fired his Volt Crash.

Suicune released another of the instant waves of water, and the attack grounded not only into her but also into both Ivysaur and Lucario.


Before the steam and smoke cleared, Ash was squinting. “Is everyone okay?”

“I think so,” Ivysaur coughed. “I can replace those petals either way.”

“I’m fine,” Lucario supplied, voice trembling a bit. “Is she-”

“I’m afraid not,” Suicune informed them.

The air cleared, revealing her atop the wooden dam upriver. She was clearly favoring one leg, and looked very tired, but was unmistakeably conscious.

“Very close, but no. A gallant effort, chosen.”

She cocked her head. “We will meet again – and I don’t know what the result will be.”

Suicune turned to go, then turned back. “You might want to get out of the river bed. I’m going to destroy the logs.”

Ash returned those of his Pokémon who were most hurt, and clambered up to the east bank with Pikachu.

Once they were clear, Suicune smashed the first dam with a focused Bubblebeam. The second, already damaged by progressive fire, fell apart as a sudden wave hit it.

When the wave subsided, Suicune was nowhere to be seen.

“…well, that happened,” Ash said. “That was close.”

Pikachu nodded, and hopped up onto Ash’s shoulder, leaving wet footprints on his clothes.

“Hey!” Ash chuckled, then sighed. “Right, let’s get to a Pokémon centre. Dexter, where’s Violet City?”

Half a mile west, Dexter supplied promptly.

“Guess we wait there for Brock and Misty, then.”


Ash hoisted Pikachu up onto the counter, and passed over four Poké balls. “Thanks, Nurse Joy.”

“Oh, not a problem.” The Joy looked over her new patient, and Chansey ran the scanner over the rest. The results came up on screen, and she blinked. “Goodness. They have had a rough time of it. Falkner?”

“No, I just got into town.” Ash rubbed the back of his neck. “I was trying to catch a wild Pokémon…”

Joy glanced up at the screen. “Which one was it?”

“No, I didn’t catch her. Came close, though.”

“I wish young trainers would be more careful,” Joy fretted. “It must have been a strong one, with these Pokémon – and how tired they seem.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah.”

“Don’t worry,” Pikachu supplied, as he was carried into the back room for a quick check up. “We all volunteered.”

Joy glanced over at her Chansey, who smiled, and assumed it had been something conciliatory. “Well… okay, then, but be careful next time.”

“You bet,” Ash sighed, going to sit down on one of the chairs.

“Excuse me…”

He looked up. A dark-haired woman with a bun was approaching, looking puzzled. “Yes?”

“Are you…” she paused, glanced over at the desk, and continued. “Are you actually Ash Ketchum?”

“Yeah,” Ash replied. “That’s me.”

“Okay.” She frowned. “Sorry, where are my manners… I’m Miss Priscilla, I teach at the Pokémon Academy here in Violet.”

“Oh, right!” Ash said, much more enthusiastically. “What is it?”

“Well, I was wondering… are you staying here for a while?”

“A day at least. I’m going to wait for my friends, who are a bit behind me, and then wait for my Pokémon to be recovered before challenging Falkner.”

Miss Priscilla looked hopeful. “Would you be willing to stop by at the academy tomorrow?”

“Sure!”


“Class, we’re lucky to have a visitor today,” the teacher said brightly. “This is Ash Ketchum.”

Ash waved. Pikachu, on his shoulder, waved as well.

A hand went up.

“Can we see your Squirtle? He’s cool.”

Ash blinked. “Uh… that might be a problem, he’s training back at home.”

“That sucks,” the kid said.

Another hand went up. “What about your Pidgeot?”

“She’s training in the Orange Islands.”

“Snorlax?”

“At home.”

“Butterfree? He was awesome.”

“Sorry.” Ash shook his head. “With his family.”

“Kingler?”

“At home.”

“Primeape?”

“Training.”

“Muk? Tauros?”

“All back at home too.” Ash was feeling a bit embarassed by now.

“Do you actually have any Pokémon with you?”

Pikachu hopped down from his shoulder onto a desk. “Hey!”

“Oh, yeah, the Pikachu,” someone said. “Didn’t you blow up the arena?”

Pikachu thought about that for a moment, then decided to treat it as a plus.

Ash took out a Poké ball and opened it, releasing Lucario. “What about him? He was a Riolu in the League.”

“He evolved?” That voice actually sounded a bit disappointed. “He was cuter before…”

After a moment, another hand went up. “Do you have your Charizard?”

Pikachu rolled his eyes. “Finally.”

“Let’s go outside,” Ash suggested, smirking.


Charizard stood on his hind legs, flapping his wings, and blew a small ball of fire into the sky. A faster one followed, which caught up with the first and detonated.

“Wow!”

“He’s awesome!”

“That’s better,” Pikachu said, attempting to bask in reflected glory, but still a bit grumpy. “How cynical are these kids?”

Ash shrugged.

On the field at the centre of the school grounds, Bayleef and Ivysaur fenced back and forth with their vines, neither using anything more spectacular, but still holding the attention of some of the students.

“Mister Ketchum?” someone asked.

Ash looked down. “Yeah?”

“What do you think is your best Pokémon?”

Ash’s eyes widened. “Wow, that’s a hard question.”

“Good start,” Pikachu quipped.

After a moment to think, Ash decided what to say. “I don’t think ‘best’ is really a sensible thing to ask, here. I mean – best in what way?”

He rubbed Pikachu’s chin. “Pikachu here has been with me for the longest. He’s my starter – starters are special, most people never retire theirs.”

Ash then nodded towads Lucario. “I raised him from an egg,” technically, “so we trust one another a lot as well. He’s one of the Pokémon I have with the most diverse move set, so I rely on him a lot. He’s saved my life before.”

Charizard was next. “He’s probably the strongest Pokémon I’ve ever used in any tournament, and he doesn’t mind carrying me – that’s really useful, by the way, and fun too.” Ash grinned. “If you ever catch a Pidgey, take good care of them, the payoff is awesome.”

There were scattered giggles.

“Squirtle is the one who invents moves I’ve never heard of before. Ivysaur seems to have a skill for every situation. Butterfree’s the first Pokémon I ever caught, as a Caterpie. Pidgeot’s the second, and the fastest. My Tauros come through in the most unusual situations. Bayleef and Heracross are new, but I’m glad to have them.”

He stopped for a moment, then shrugged. “Best doesn’t make sense. What matters is that your Pokémon are your friends, and you appreciate them for what they are – use their strengths, work on their weaknesses, and – above all – be their friends.”

Ash then lowered his voice slightly, so the kids had to crowd closer. “A bit over a year ago, in Kanto, I met a Pokémon whose trainer had abandoned him for being weak. This guy had told his faithful Pokémon that all it had to do was wait until he came back, as training, and then walked away and left him to die.”

The silence stretched.

“Did he die?” asked a black-haired boy.

“No.” Ash shook his head. “My friends and I found the Pokémon in time, and got him to the Pokémon centre.”

Another pause.

“He was a Charmander.”

Charizard emitted a rumbling, purring growl, and Ash reached up to scratch his eye ridge.

“Whoa…” someone said.

“Never give up on a Pokémon. Be kind to them, help them, and they’ll pay you back and more,” Ash finished.


“Hi!” Ash called, waving. “What kept you guys?”

“You went fifteen miles north, that’s what!” Misty replied. “We had to guess where you ended up.” She walked over to the Pokémon centre counter, and handed over two Poké balls. “These two have been doing a bit of battling.”

“And can you check up Stantler, please?” Brock added. “He’s still young.”

The little Big Horn trotted up to the counter, looking around. “This building smells… sort of like nettles? It’s very clean.”

“It’s a building where people take their Pokémon to be healed and looked after,” Brock explained, patting Stantler. “This is Nurse Joy, and her Chansey. They’ll look after you.”

Stantler looked at the two nurses, then nodded. “Okay.”

“Brock,” Misty asked, as they walked over to the waiting area. “Are you well?”

“Fine,” Brock replied. “Why?”

“You didn’t hit on Nurse Joy.”

Brock shrugged. “Wouldn’t be right, I’ve got a call to Philena to make.”

The other two trainers exchanged a bemused look.


AN:

Better luck next time, Ash.

I know the Bayleef thing is usually played for laughs and/or drama… but it’s really kind of sad, as all one-way unrequited love is. Bayleef is fully intelligent, and feels a strong love for another being… and it’s one he doesn’t return.

But, at the same time, it doesn’t have to define their relationship either. They can still be friends.

As for Suicine – she’s a roaming legendary, it was never exactly going to be easy.

Next up, Falkner. Please do review – it’s a great feeling to get one.






50. Johto 4


Violet:


Ash picked the ball up from its place in the transfer slot, and opened it. “Hello again, Pidgeot.”

“It’s good to see you, Ash,” she replied, brushing her wings against his arms. “How have you been?”

“Fine. Just fine.” Ash rubbed the back of his neck as she followed him out of the centre. “How’s Lugia?”

“He’s fine. The Birds are a bit upset, but they seem to be remaining quiet for now.” Pidgeot cooed laughter. “I think they feel they made a mistake, but they won’t actually admit it.”

Ash nodded. “Makes sense. How’s Aeroblast coming?”

“I think I’ve got it – well, the weak version. I still can’t do the plasma version, I keep losing the airstream.”

They reached the edge of town, and Charizard waved. “Hi!” he called. “I keep having to carry Ash around now you’re not here, he weighs a lot!”

“Hey!” Ash said, as Pikachu and both Flying-types laughed. He couldn’t keep the smile off his face, though.

After they got it out of their system, he looked between them. “Okay, you three are my team for this challenge.” Ash looked specifically at Pidgeot. “It’s Falkner, in case you didn’t know.”

“I’ve heard of him, vaguely…” Pidgeot looked over at the tall, expansive gym building. “That’s… big.”

“He’s the Flying-type leader here in Johto. I think the roof opens too or something.” Ash clapped his hands together. “So. Which of you should I send out first?”

“What does he have?” Pidgeot asked.

“I know he’s got a Pidgeot.” Charizard and Pikachu nodded ruefully at that. “And a Dodrio. There was a Hoothoot too, but he might not use it…”

“Right.”

“I should be good against anything that isn’t Grass or Ground typed,” Pikachu volunteered.

“…send me out first,” Charizard asked. “Save Pidgeot for last, she’s the fastest, and we don’t want him to have a counter for Pikachu out last.”

“Sounds good.” Ash looked between them. “Let’s go!”


Burned Tower:


“I see you escaped,” Raikou said.

Suicune glanced down at her leg. “Barely. Ash Ketchum is a very, very strong trainer.”

“You mean his Pokémon are,” Entei corrected.

Suicune shook her head. “They are too, of course – but he’s a strong trainer. He brings out the best in everyone he meets. Lord Ho-Oh has said as much.”

She smiled. “And you heard what the Lord Lugia had to say about it.”

“I did,” Entei admitted. “Impressive.”

“More than impressive!” Raikou laughed. “Even when we count his unusual situation, he is far more than most humans aspire to be.”

Suicune pursed her lips. “I wouldn’t put it quite like that, Raikou. He’s more than most humans are, certainly – I regret that, it seems, I did not know him better in that old and gone world. But more than they aspire to be?”

“I don’t see,” Entei admitted.

“What do humans want to be?” Suicune asked. She jumped up onto a heap of rubble. “Not what they want to do, what they want to be. Almost every child dreams of being a master trainer or coordinator, of having a rapport with their Pokémon… of being a hero.”

“They want powerful Pokémon, you mean,” Entei argued.

“Yes.” Suicune accepted that without argument, and made a show of inspecting her flanks. “That’s because powerful Pokémon are… novel, and exciting, and above all impressive. But ask yourself – why do most people reach an end to their journeys?”

Neither of her brothers answered her for several seconds.

“Because they have the Pokémon they want, I suppose,” Entei said – thinking of those he had seen.

All kinds of people. Trainers, yes, but for their jobs…

The sea captain who had a Wingull, and who relied on them for readings of the wind and the tides. Placing his life in her hands every day, for all she was hardly a powerful Pokémon.

The elegant lady whose Pokéball held a Vulpix. Because she wanted a friend she could trust and rely on, and who loved her in return.

The artist whose Smeargle was her partner, who collaborated human-and-Pokémon to make their pictures – for the simple joy of creation.

The martial artist who demanded the same of himself that he did of his Pokémon, and always strove to do better.

And the young boy who saved the world, who had tirelessly pulled together a powerful band of Pokémon through practice and care and love.

“I see,” Raikou said softly. “It’s all about teams and teamwork, isn’t it.”

“Mostly, yes,” Suicune agreed. “There are bad trainers, but there are bad Pokémon as well. Ash is not a bad trainer.”

Entei agreed with that much, so had nothing to say to that.

“So,” he said, after a moment. “You convinced us to let him catch us if he can. Why should we give him the chance, Suicune?”

To his surprise, she chuckled.

“I’ve got several reasons,” the Aurora Pokémon said readily. “But here’s a good one – I’ve never had a trainer before, and I kind of want to see what it’s like to have one like Ash.”

Raikou blinked. “You’re planning on fighting as part of his team, aren’t you?”

“If he’ll have me, yes,” Suicune agreed.

Her electric brother boomed laughter. “Aha! That explains a lot!”

His eyes twinkled. “I’d almost agree with you, but with that Pikachu of his he’s unlikely to see much need for another Electric type!”

Suicune cocked her head. “There’s always contests. You’d look nice with ribbons on your tail.”

“Not half as nice as Entei would look!” Raikou riposted.

Entei watched, bemused, as his siblings laughed. “Weren’t we just having a philosophical discussion?”


Violet Gym:


“Welcome, challenger,” Falkner said. Then blinked. “Oh, great. It’s you.”

“That’s not very polite,” Ash pointed out.

“I heard what you did to Cerulean. And about half the other gyms you’ve been in. I only started work here a couple of years ago, I don’t want it broken.” Falkner sighed. “Okay, we’ll use the roof. Can you give me a minute? I want to grab a couple of Pokéballs…”

“Sure,” Ash agreed readily.

“Does this mean a bigger challenge?” Pikachu asked.

Ash shrugged. “Probably. I mean, we’ve got League titles this time.”

Falkner looked around. “Did you just hold a conversation with your Pokémon?”

“Yeah, I do that.”

“…right.” The Violet gym leader visibly decided to just ignore it.


Violet gym roof:


“Okay, challenger.” Falkner stood on his platform. “This match will be three Pokémon a side. Challenger sends their first Pokémon out first, and is allowed to change out Pokémon during the match.”

“Got it.” Ash took the first ball from his belt. “Charizard!”

Charizard emerged, landed on the roof, and crouched – ready to spring. “Bring it on!”

“I can see you’re ready for the Violet gym’s unique aerial combat style,” Falkner commented. “Very well. Aerodactyl!”

“Do those even-” Pikachu’s comment was broken off, as the Pokémon emerged.

It was, indeed, an Aerodactyl. The ancient Pokémon screeched a war-cry, hovering in the winds over the top of the tall structure.

“Where’d you get one of those?” Ash asked, astonished. “I though they were extinct!”

“I don’t actually know, not for sure,” Falkner admitted. “Pidgeot and I found him looking a bit lost a few months ago, and after a great deal of effort managed to catch him. I don’t know more than that.”

“Ash…” Charizard said, looking intently at the pterosaur. “I remember this one. It’s the first Pokémon I ever fought as a Charizard.”

“Wait… back when we found Togepi’s egg?” Ash blinked. “Wow. Guess something had to have happened to it.”

Falkner looked politely curious. “What’s that?”

“Oh – right. I think we might have been involved with unfreezing him,” Ash said more loudly.

“Interesting. Well… begin!”


Charizard leapt skywards as soon as the arm came down, and rose slowly but steadily straight up – the better to keep an eye on Aerodactyl.

For his part, Aerodactyl matched Charizard foot for foot. Beady eyes flickered, taking in every detail of Charizard’s wings and body.

When they were almost three hundred feet up – well over the gym itself – they stopped climbing, as though by mutual agreement, and began to circle.

Aerodactyl made the first move. His body glowed, then a similar ring of energy formed overhead.

“Look out!” Ash called, barely heard at this altitude. “You have trouble with Rock moves, remember!”

Charizard launched a blast of flame at Aerodactyl, hoping to interrupt the attack. This wasn’t sufficient, and Rock Slide began to rain out of the ring of energy.

One of the rocks hit Charizard, who roared in pain and dove to get out of the attack’s range basket. Aerodactyl promptly ended it and dove after Charizard, screeching a challenge.

Charizard continued his dive, using his weight to pull him to great speed, and then pulled up into an abrupt climb and rolled. His Dragon Rage hit Aerodactyl coming the other way, producing a cloud of smoke and giving notice that this wouldn’t be a one-sided fight.

The cloud roiled for a few seconds, then Aerodactyl fired an Ancientpower out of it. Charizard barely dodged it in time.

“Thunder Fang!” Falkner called.

Charizard’s neck twisted around and he breathed fire back behind him as he flew. Aerodactyl came right through it, wings brushing it aside and only being lightly scorched, and grabbed Charizard’s tail with one claw before swinging closer and delivering a Thunder Fang.

Charizard cracked his tail like a whip, sending Aerodactyl spinning away. “Pikachu shocks harder!”

“That’s not saying much!” Pikachu called up. “I shock harder than just about everyone!”

Charizard shot him a glance as they swooped past, then went into a forward loop which barely avoided hitting a nearby skyscraper and came back up roaring with Dragonbreath.

Aerodactyl conjured three rings of energy which solidified into Stone Edge, and peppered Charizard with shrapnel as he came up – though the Dragonbreath eroded much of the potency of the shards.

Another roar, and Charizard cannoned into Aerodactyl in a full Body Slam before clawing with metallic-sheened claws.

Aerodactyl swallowed, and shrugged the Steel attack off much more easily than he should have done. He charged another Stone Edge, and Charizard was forced to break off.


Kalos:


“Welcome to the tower, mister Oak.”

Gary nodded respectfully. “I’m honoured.”

And puzzled, but he didn’t mention that.

“What do you do here?” he asked. “I understand that you wanted my advice on something, but Professor Sycamore was quite secretive.”

“That’s entirely understandable,” Gurkinn agreed. “I asked him to be. It’s still something we’re researching.”

“What is?”

Gurrkin waited until the door was closed, then beckoned Gary towards the stairs. “What do you know about the reason why this tower is here?”

“Very little, I’m afraid.” Gary shrugged awkwardly. “I grew up in Kanto, in Japan, and Kalos is a long, long way away.”

“Of course, of course. Well. Legends of the Kalos region tell that this area is where the first recorded mega evolution took place.”

Gary blinked. “A what?”

I second the question, Dee said.

“Who’s that?” Gurrkin asked.

“Oh, that’s Dee.” Gary’s hand slipped into his pocket, and he removed the red-purple marble of her projector. A flash of light, and she solidified into a Porygon. “She helps with my research.”

“Ah. Well, welcome to you as well, Dee.” Gurrkin coughed. “Anyway. Mega Evolution was considered to be more or less mythical – just a misunderstood form change or the like.”

“I notice a was there,” Gary observed, as they reached the top floor landing.

“Very astute! Watch.”

Two Lucario paced over to the elderly Gurrkin, and bowed.

“This is the keystone my ancestor used,” Gurrkin informed Gary, holding up a small bluish crystal. He then produced a red armband, in which was a large sphere with a curious red-yellow flaw. “And this is Lucarionite.”

He gave the band to one of the Lucario, who slipped it on, and they paced out to opposite sides of the training area.

Gurrkin closed his eyes, touched the keystone, and concentrated. The Lucario with the band did likewise.

As Gary watched, the blue crystal flashed into sudden light. Matching it, the Lucarionite glowed orange.

Then, under his astonished eyes, the Lucario… Mega Evolved.

It was almost like a regular evolution. There was the same wash of light… but this time, it was orange. The Lucarionite disappeared, along with the armband.

And when the light faded, Mega Lucario stood there.

“We’d thought they were just symbolic, to be honest,” Gurrkin admitted, eyes open again. “But about… ooh, a year and a half ago… we were all a little surprised when Lucie mega evolved spontaneously when we were cleaning them.”

He nodded. “That’s her, there. She and Lucen take turns using the stone – we’re still looking for others.”

“So it only started working a year and a half ago?” Gary asked. “Did you do anything different that time?”

“No, same thing we’d done for decades.” Gurrken nodded. “A puzzler, isn’t it… I’m hoping you or your grandfather might know something that happened around that date.”

Gary counted back in his head. A year and a half ago-

He’d set off on his Pokémon journey.

So had Ash.

And that had been when he’d come back in time.

“Mister Gurrken,” he said, slowly. “I’m about to test a hypothesis. Was the date this happened on or about the first of April?”

Gurrken gave him a look. “Almost,” he said. “Very late in the evening, March 31.”

Gary worked out the time difference, and nodded. “I see.”

After a few seconds in which he did not elaborate, Gurrken shrugged. “You young types, always so mysterious. Oh well. Lucie, Lucen, want to show our guest what Mega Evolution means?”

The Lucario and the Mega Lucario nodded. They faced one another, bowed again, and exploded into motion.


Violet gym roof:


“Charizard isn’t doing well,” Ash said, wincing.

“Not surprised,” Pikachu agreed. “Aerodactyl isn’t a great opponent for him.”

“Yeah…” Ash agreed. “Charizard! Over here!”

The Fire-type heard him, warded off Aerodactyl with an Overheat, and hurried over – with Aerodactyl close behind.

An Ancientpower shot past and nearly clipped his wing. “What? I’m kind of busy!”

“Blast burn!” Ash told him. “Airburst!”

“Now that, I like the sound of!” Charizard swept low over the roof, the wind of his passage snatching at clothes, and his wings hammered the air to gain more speed.

Aerodactyl followed, screeching, and already charging another Ancientpower.

Charizard went into a shallow dive, and used one of the other buildings in Violet City to drop out of sight. Aerodactyl reacted by going high, ascending into the air and looking down to try and spot his prey.

“I have to say, I’ve never actually heard of a move called Blast Burn,” Falkner said. “Why are you covering your ears?”

A beam of glowing, bluish gas shot up from behind Sprout Tower. It reached its apex half a mile in the air, about a hundred feet from Aerodactyl, and blossomed out into a sphere of smoky gas ten feet across.

Which then exploded.

Aerodactyl was knocked out of his flight regime by the blast overpressure, and tumbled almost to ground level before managing to recover and stabilize his flight path.

Fortunately for Falkner, Charizard had been keeping the power of the attack below what he could achieve. As a result, no windows were actually broken in Violet City (they were reinforced anyway, the local Gym Leader had supersonic Pokémon) and it was merely LOUD rather than deafening.

Charizard popped back up above roof level, wings driving hard to close in on Aerodactyl. As the Rock/Flying type began to circle to attack again, his wings shimmered with steel on their leading edge and he bored in – as Aerodactyl had expended his Babiri berry earlier, the attack would work properly.

“Grab him! Then use Sky Drop!” Falkner ordered quickly.

Aerodactyl performed a complicated acrobatic manoeuvre in the air, evading the Steel Wings but not a reaching Metal Claw. Grunting in pain, it latched onto Charizard – fouling his wings - and dragged the two of them towards the ground at speed.

“This feels familiar…” Charizard muttered – he’d have preferred being on the other side of it, though. He responded by flashing into flame, using Flare Blitz.

His first hope had been that it would startle Aerodactyl, but when that didn’t work he started struggling to control the attitude of their dive much as he had against Dragonite.

Aerodactyl’s claws slammed repeatedly into his breast, trying to weaken him enough to let the impact finish the job.

The two hit the ground, still entangled, and a cloud of dust and cinders went flying up.


Falkner grimaced. “I don’t know quite who won that one.”

Ash nodded – both Pokémon were passed out in the crater.

“Basically a draw,” Ash suggested, and Falkner nodded.

“Send out your next Pokémon, challenger. Pidgeot!”

Ash jerked his head. “Pikachu!”

“Sure thing!” Pikachu jumped forward. “Right!”

Falkner’s Pidgeot took off in a cloud of dust, and rocketed up and away. Lightning bolts followed him, and he rolled around them with casual skill.

“How’s he doing that?” Ash asked, interested.

“He’s learned to feel the static charge on his tail,” Falkner replied. “We face a lot of Electric attacks.”

“Right, then.” Pikachu set himself. His orange cheeks sparked, and the charge danced up to his ears and down to his tail. “Let’s see how many kinds of Shock Wave I remember.”


Oak ranch:


Professor?

Oak looked up. “Yes, Damos?”

I have completed my search. No sign of Team Galactic at known locations from last timeline. This suggests they’ve not set up yet.

“We hope…” Tracey agreed. “I mean, they could have just chosen somewhere else…”

I have also verified the current positions of the Lake Trio. They are as normal.

“Well, that’s a relief,” Oak said. “Keep a look out, please.”

Of course.

“Where were we?” Oak asked.

“I think we were discussing what to do about reinforcing the building,” Tracey contributed.

“Oh, I always dislike those discussions…” The elderly Professor rubbed his temples. “Well, it has to be done.”

A series of light clangs came up the corridor outside. They stopped, and the door opened.

“Tracey?” Scizor said. “Professor? I’m afraid Squirtle is doing it again.”

“You’ll have to be more specific,” Tracey recommended.

“He is riding Ash’s Tauros. All five of them.”

“Oh, why is that an again?” Oak asked, with a heartfelt sigh.


“I see,” Primeape said. “So the sleep is the healing, itself.”

Snorlax snored.

“And I must learn to use it as not merely mental but also physical refreshment.”

The big Pokémon rolled over in his sleep, and continued to snore.

“Thank you for your lesson, sensei.”

As he turned to leave, Kingler accosted him.

“Did you actually learn anything?”

Primeape nodded.

“How? He was asleep for the whole lesson!”

“Ever heard of Sleep Talk?”

Kingler stopped. He raised a claw, then lowered it. “That’s not how it works.”


Violet gym roof:


Lightning snapped skywards.

Pidgeot dodged around one attack, was just clipped by a second – making him hiss and snatch himself onto a different vector – and blocked the third with a cloud of feathers.

He glanced back, seeing more electricity gathering, and soared further still into the sky.


Pikachu squinted. “He’s a really long way up, now. I can’t target properly.”

“Is this really a proper battle?” Ash asked.

Falkner smirked. “Flying types fly. It’s not my fault if you assumed that an Electric type would be the perfect weapon against them.”

“Except I kind of didn’t…” Ash shook his head. “Whatever. But he must be miles away by now!”

Falkner shrugged.

Ash glanced down at the other Pokéball, and seriously considered calling Pikachu back.

“Nah,” he said. “Hey, Pikachu – if he’s going to stay out of the way, let’s take advantage. Charge!”

Leaving off his attacks, Pikachu did so. “What now? I know that tone of voice.”

Ash rummaged around in the piles of stuff in his pouch. “Here. Have a boxing glove.”

Pikachu looked at it dubiously, then his eyes widened. “Gotcha!”

“What’s that?” Falkner asked. “A boxing glove? What could that possibly…”

“Watch and learn,” Ash said.

Pikachu put on the glove, and pointed it at Pidgeot. “Here goes!”

“Okay, Pikachu…” Ash shared a look with Pikachu, both grinning. “Rocket punch!”

Electricity crackled around the glove.

Then, to the astonishment of the gym leader, it emitted a huge cloud of smoke.

When the smoke cleared, Pikachu was nowhere to be seen.

“What just-”

Ash pointed up.

“…he’s using a boxing glove as a rocket. How is he using a boxing glove as a rocket?”

“I taught him that,” Ash said proudly.

Falkner began to speak, then stopped. He tried again. “That just raises further questions…”


Pidgeot soared, safe, high above Violet.

He would be able to wait for a few minutes, until the Pikachu was no longer so alert – then head back to ground level and hedge-hop at speed to launch powerful wind-based attacks on him.

It was a plan they’d used before against Electric-types. And he had a Wacan Berry, just in case.

He looked down, and blinked.

It looked an awful lot like a rocket had just taken off. There was a tiny red dot, with a gigantic plume of smoke coming out of the back of it.

Unsure what was going on, Pidgeot circled around. He frowned, trimming his wings to better use the wind, and tried to work out just what was going on.

The red dot grew with shocking suddenness as it neared him. First it was just about resolvable as a circle, then it was abruptly evident – it was a boxing glove, of all things.

A sudden suspicion formed in Pidgeot’s mind, and he jinked-

Lightning speared out from below the glove, which stopped emitting smoke, and skirled around Pidgeot’s tail. Another blast was barely blocked in time by a cloud of chaff-like down.

Pikachu threw aside the mangled glove, and bolts of electricity speared out from him in all directions. “Gotcha!”

The bolts went well past Pidgeot’s distance, then spread and connected – in a matter of moments, the Flying-type found himself inside a gigantic cage of electricity hundreds of metres wide and still rising along with Pikachu.

There was a sizzling sound as the connecting bolts joined up, until just three sustained the cage. Pikachu panted, then connected the bolts to his ears and tail, and turned to face Pidgeot. “Like it?”

“There is no way you’re just doing that casually.” Pidgeot circled, warily staying near the edge of the globe.

“Well, no, it’s not casual,” Pikachu agreed readily. “But it’s still something I can do. Care to try to escape? It has three layers.”

Pikachu reached the apex of his trajectory, and began to descend. Slowly at first, but quickly accelerating to terminal velocity. (Terminal velocity for a Pikachu. It wasn’t actually all that fast.)

“Perhaps not.” Pidgeot blurred into motion, launching a Whirlwind at Pikachu. The Electric type went whirling away from the effect, but kept the globe up – and Pidgeot was forced to follow him anyway as a result.

“Okay. Let’s try something else.” Pidgeot began to glow with white fire, as he charged a Sky Attack.

“I’m game,” Pikachu agreed, righting himself. “By the way, Shockwave.”

Pidgeot cawed with surprise, as the globular attack pulsed out and crackled over him, breaking his concentration. “How do you still have power for that?”

“It’s called a Light Ball.”

With a gulp, Pidgeot swallowed his berry, and endured the next Shockwave more easily.

He looked down – they were still several thousand feet up.

It would take longer to reach the ground – where he could potentially escape – than his berry would last.

Put like that, the answer was easy. His wings beat more rapidly, summoning winds which whirled in a small space and grew ever stronger.

Then he released a Hurricane.

Pikachu was blown towards the ground at incredible speed. Pidgeot followed, wings hammering, and managed to barely stay inside the globe of electricity.


Ash watched as the ball of light fell towards the ground. “That sped up a lot all of a sudden.”

Falkner nodded. “Any idea why?”

“Nope.”

“Any idea what it is?”

“Pikachu does this sometimes.” Ash shrugged. “Not too unusual.”

Falkner gave his challenger another look. “Okay, now you scare me. I mean, I was confused by the rocket thing, but your attitude to a quarter-mile-wide ball of electricity scares me.”


Kanto:


“Oh, hello!”

Duplica waved to the trainers coming up the path. “It’s good to see you. I can’t thank you enough for how much you helped my poor Ditto.”

“Our pleasure,” James replied, smiling. “You do a great show.”

“And such good outfits!” Jessie agreed.

“I’m glad you think so.” Duplica took off her disguise. “Come in, please.”

She piled the big Dragonite costume on a table. “I’ve been trying this one out… anyway, what did you want?”

“Well, we’ve been speaking to our boss,” Jessie began. “He wanted to come around and see your work.”

“He did?” Duplica blinked. “Oh, goodness…”

“Eh, don’t worry,” Meowth put his feet up. “It’ll be fine, da boss ain’t that bad once ya get to know him…”

“And I’m sure we’ll feel more comfortable once we get to know him,” James muttered.

“It’s mainly for his mother, actually,” Jessie continued. “Or that’s what he said, anyway. Don’t worry, Duplica – you’ll be fine.”

“Oh, thank you for the vote of confidence.” Duplica nodded. “Anything you think they’d like?”

“I’ve got an idea,” James suggested. “Perhaps we should help? I’ve got some lovely costumes…”

“Yeah, we all know about da Moltres,” Meowth said, sotto voce.

“Perhaps you could take requests?” Jessie proposed. “Add an extra element of challenge to it for you.”

“That does sound like a good idea.”


“She’s nice, ain’t she…” Meowth said, as they left a few minutes later. “Cooks good, too – dose cookies are ta die for!”

“She is,” James agreed. “Wonder why Ash never turned up here?”

“He was probably doing somethin’ important,” Meowth shrugged. “Anyways – ain’t like he helped all dat much last time, we’re da ones who taught dat Ditto both times.”

“True.” Jessie grabbed a Pokéball off James’ belt. “Right, let’s go get lunch. Abra!”

Abra cracked open one eye, deposited them in the Seven Stars restaurant, and went firmly back to sleep.

“…okay, then,” James said, looking around. “I guess we’re having a battle first, then.”

He blinked. “Isn’t this place in Sinnoh?”

“Yes, it is,” Jessie confirmed. “Let’s hope we can convince Abra to wake up enough to send us back once we’ve eaten…”


Violet City:


Pikachu clenched his teeth grimly, watching as the ground approached.

Closer – now!

With a burst of electricity, he used Magnet Rise at maximum power, slowing rapidly and hitting the ground with merely enough force to bruise. The outer layer of his trap collapsed as he redirected the electrical energy, and Pidgeot used the chance to kick up a cloud of mud and dust from the ground with Mud-slap and ground out some of the now-dome-shaped electrical curtain.

He flew through as it reformed, tiny electrical sparks sleeting across his skin, and rounded a building just ahead of a hasty Thunderbolt.

Pikachu shrank down his globe to a few inches above his skin, hopped onto the side of the nearest building, and ran up it with Agility.

When he reached the top, he looked around – closing his eyes to search better.

Aura was strange, when you thought about it.

Aha!

Recreating the collapsed third layer, he expanded the globes out, shrank them down to rings, and set them spinning.

It had nearly worked against Suicune. It should work here.


“What’s your Pidgeot doing?” Ash asked.

“It’s a move called Roost,” Falkner replied. “It lets Flying-types heal by resting somewhere high up where they’re safe from attack.”

“Yeah…” Ash winced, spotting Pikachu on a building a few streets away. “About that…”

“What?”

A line of electricity connected Pikachu’s tiny form with a suspicious looking gargoyle on top of Sprout Tower, sending it jerking into the air before falling off.

“Holy Tornadus!” Falkner yelped, blinking and seeing an afterimage in front of his eyes. “What was that?”

“Trade secret,” Ash replied glibly.


As Pidgeot had been Roosting, he hadn’t actually been knocked out by the attack – amazingly. But he was clearly heavily damaged, and had in fact been set further back than he was before using Roost.

Bolts of electricity snapping across his feathers as the charges equalized, he struggled for height, and Pikachu began sending out Thundershocks.

They weren’t very strong – most of his energy had gone on the perfect target for a Volt Crash – but they were enough to stop Pidgeot climbing and force him to stay behind cover.

For several tense seconds, Pikachu circled warily, trying to follow the moving dot in his aura vision. It was a lot harder to keep track of something moving so fast…

A blur resolved itself into Pidgeot, who bored in, delivered a Wing Attack and sped away. Pikachu launched another Thundershock after the evading bird, and sighed as it hit the stone facade of a building.

This could get annoying.

As his voltage wells started to recharge, he built up a Charge again to be ready in case an opportunity presented itself-

“There!”

Pikachu pulsed out a Thunder Wave.

Pidgeot tried to evade, but wasn’t quite able to turn in time. He ran into the paralyzing attack, wobbled in the air, and came crashing down on top of Violet Gym.


“Pidgeot!” Falkner said, running over to him. “Are you okay?”

Electricity crackled over Pidgeot’s form, and he twitched. “I… I’ve been paralyzed.”

“He says he’s paralyzed,” Ash translated. Over on the other building, Pikachu jumped up and down to see what was going on.

Falkner whispered something to his Pidgeot, who nodded. The Gym Leader sighed, and stood. “Pidgeot is unable to battle. I’m going to switch to my last Pokémon.”

“I’ll do the same,” Ash replied. “Hey! Pikachu!”

Pikachu nodded in the distance.

“Nice work! Return!”

Pikachu nodded, and walked off towards the roof door.

“Where’s he going?” Falkner asked, rummaging around for a Paralyz Heal and spraying his Pidgeot.

“Probably to use the lift.” Ash shrugged. “He doesn’t like Pokéballs. Anyway.”

He picked the other ‘ball up. “Okay. Ready?”

Falkner nodded. “Skarmory!”

“Pidgeot!”

Falkner’s Pidgeot shook his head, regaining feeling in his wings and legs. He looked up, and blinked. “Wow.”

Ash’s Pidgeot glanced down at him, then took off. Skarmory chose to walk to the edge of the roof and drop off, using the fall to gain flight speed.


Mount Quena:


Mewtwo looked up. I see I have a visitor.

“My apologies for arriving unannounced.” Ho-Oh drifted down over the crater rim of Mount Quena, wings catching the slightest breeze, and alighted in a clearing near the clones’ homes.

“I would have sent Suicune, but she was busy. I trust you are well?”

Better now. Mewtwo glanced skywards. No rainbow?

“I wish to respect your desire for privacy. A large sparkling rainbow is contraindicated.” Ho-Oh folded his wings with finicky precision. “I have heard from Mew that you are more at peace now.”

Better than I was the first time, at any point. Mewtwo glanced towards the village of cloned Pokémon, and smiled. I have learned to take joy in my friends – almost my children, I suppose – and in becoming more than I was intended to be.

He coughed. My forays into the arts, however, have not gone well.

Ho-Oh chuckled.

The two Legends stood across from one another for a silent half-minute.

“You have memories of the other time,” Ho-Oh said, eventually. “What differs?”

First… Mewtwo’s mouth twisted. I was far more antisocial. Far, far more. As it is, I occasionally speak to a human or two – hundreds of miles from here, creating the impression I live to the north – but I am still a recluse… but in that other time, I wiped the memories of all who knew of me and hid underground.

“Except Ash, and his friends,” Ho-Oh added.

The first time, I did. Not the second. Mewtwo paused. It’s curious, you know… whenever I met them, those three Rockets. The blue haired one, the redhead and the Meowth…

“I know the ones,” Ho-Oh confirmed. “The ones who Ash Ketchum brought back in time, in mind at least.”

Yes. Well, they were always on his side. It is a most curious thing. I was startled to learn they were usually antagonistic.

Ho-Oh nodded. “People change.”

Yes. Mewtwo looked to the sky, to the bright sun in the cloudless blue. Yes, they do.

A white shape flew overhead. “Welcome, lord Ho-Oh!”

Ah. Togekisstwo. Mewtwo nodded to her. Ho-Oh, will you be able to stay?

“I have little that is urgent to do,” Ho-Oh replied. “I can spare the afternoon.”

Excellent. Togekisstwo, please inform the others that we will have a guest.

As the Jubilee clone flew back to the village, Ho-Oh raised an eyebrow. “Are they all still named with numbers?”

They are.

Ho-Oh chuckled. “That might cause some confusion, since Lugia tells me that Riolu at least has evolved.”

He has? Mewtwo nodded to himself. Interesting.

With a wave of his hand, he dismissed the topic. We should eat. I’m sure the others have a lot to say to you.

Ho-Oh cocked his head, then smiled, and started walking forward on his clawed feet. “I’m sure they do.”


Violet City:


Pidgeot came around in a tight curve, spinning off an air control layer and using it to foul Skarmory’s climb. He snarled, and launched an Air Cutter at her.

Pidgeot accelerated, leaving the air cutter behind, and dodged behind a building.

A few seconds later, she came out of the maze behind Skarmory, and hit him with a Razor Wind.

Almost unharmed, the tough Steel-type sped towards her, using his respectable speed to try and intercept. Pidgeot pulled up into a Kulbit, leaving him grasping on air, then rolled upside down as she righted herself and dove.

With a screech, Skarmory followed her – right down to the deck.

She flitted down the street at a little above head height, going between the lamp-posts and having to climb to avoid hitting a bus. Skarmory followed her, matching her movements, and using the occasional shortcut to close the gap on her.

Then she was out, going over the academy low enough to make the weathervane spin wildly, and soaring back into the sky. Wings of air formed, snapping out with a low boom, and she went on a great shallow circle out as far as Dark Cave before coming back in.

In her wake, currents of air began to seethe and combine into a much larger Razor Wind.

She blew past Skarmory at about five hundred miles an hour, evading his Steel Wing attack, and the Razor Wind hit him from behind.

Still barely injured, Skarmory began to circle and build his own air constructs – while climbing higher and higher with each turn.


“Your Pidgeot is magnificent,” Falkner said, watching her as she periodically hammered Skarmory with Gusts or Razor Winds, flying on a complicated looping trajectory which brought her in-and-out too fast for the slower Steel-type to react.

“I’ll say…” Falkner’s own Pidgeot said absently, following her with his gaze.

There was a creak sound, and the doors opened.

Pikachu walked out, and dramatically flopped to the floor. “Why doesn’t Falkner have a lift?”

“Pikachu…” Ash shook his head, and picked the Electric Mouse up. “Did you take the stairs?”

“I had to, there’s no lift.”

“You’re exaggerating, aren’t you.” Ash placed Pikachu back in his customary shoulder-riding position, and turned back to the battle. “Oh, here we go!”

Falkner had seen it too. He, Ash and Pikachu covered their ears at the same time, just before the first sonic boom arrived.


A condensation shock cloud formed and broke around Pidgeot as she reached mach one, and she released her Gust at maximum speed. She went back down through the sound barrier again and it shot past, aiming to hit Skarmory’s current project.

“Hah!” Skarmory made a sweeping motion with his wing, and the ball of swirling wind he’d created burst apart into a wave of Air Slashes just before the Gust hit

Pidgeot was clipped by one of them at the closest point of her attack run, which destabilized her air control envelope for a moment and made her flight path worryingly erratic until she could reform it.

Clearly, this strategy of repeated close-in attacks was no longer tenable. And direct physical attacks on a Pokémon with wings made out of swords was just plain stupid.

Option two, then. Long range.

Strengthening her air-construct wings, she bored skywards. The abused sound barrier broke again, resulting in a long and thunderous rumble sound heard throughout Violet City.

By now, school was most definitely out. Everyone was watching, as their local Gym Leader faced the toughest challenge in years.

Reaching operating altitude – two miles up – Pidgeot’s ascent slowed. She began to circle, layering wind into a series of nested rotating cylinders.

Fortunately, their battle had drifted over water. That was going to be useful.

She needed a backstop.


Skarmory glowed, using Autotomize, and shedding weight for speed.

He didn’t quite understand how it worked, but it made him weigh far less than usual – and a lot faster.

Now, he should be able to surprise that Pidgeot. She wasn’t the only one who could go supersonic.

Skarmory looked up, trying to tell if she was on the way down. If not, he’d have to go up to face her, but that might accidentally reveal his now-greater speed by the way he flew.

When he did, he saw something… worrying.

An almost invisible circular… no, cylindrical… shape, coming out of the sky towards him.

As it dropped, it became easier to see, condensation forming as it incorporated and cooled the more humid air near the lake.

That was about when Skarmory recognized it as nothing less than a funnel cloud.

“What the heck?” Skarmory stared for a moment, then yelped and flew for it.

The tornado’s cloud followed him, snaking along the length of the lake, and he soon discovered the downside of his newly lowered weight – it made it much harder to resist the increasingly powerful winds pulling him back towards the funnel.

With a gigantic splash, the tornado touched down and began to draw up water from the lake itself. Skarmory flew harder, bringing up reserves he didn’t know he had, and finally broke away from the sucking vortex of wind.

Pidgeot watched for a moment, then cancelled the tornado.

“Hah!” Skarmory called into the sky, as it began to rain back a significant fraction of lake (and some rather surprised Magikarp). “What do you think about that?”


Pidgeot fixed her target, and inhaled.

It was a massive inhalation. Far more than a Pokémon her size should have been able to – but none of it actually went into her lungs.

No, it was all focused together in a very small point just ahead of her beak.

Just before the air temperature and pressure reached the point it would flash to plasma, she opened a tiny cavity in the air-control marshalling the ball of concentrated air.

And the sky split open.


Petalburg City:


“So, kids!” Norman said, spreading his arms. “What do you think of our new house?”

May and Max looked it over. Then, they exchanged a glance.

“Well,” May said, frowning. “If I get the first room to the left as you go up the stairs, that’ll be fine. Otherwise, I hate it and can we move to Unova?”

“I’ll take the first to the right,” Max added. “Otherwise, I’d prefer Kalos.”

“But you’ve… never…” Norman lowered his hands. “Oh, yeah. Forgot.”

“It’s okay, Dad.” May’s frown turned into a smile. “We’re just having fun with you. It’s the same house we lived in last time, so we know it well.”

“That’s good to hear.” The newly transferred Gym Leader sighed. “I’m still getting used to this whole… time… travel… thing?”

“So are we.” Max held up his Pokedex – like May, his rarely left his side now. “Kris and I have been looking back over Ash’s League challenge, and it’s really bizarre to see him doing things like that.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “He was already strong, but now…”

Norman couldn’t think of anything to say for a few seconds, so stayed quiet. Then he realized there was a question he could ask.

“You called your Porygon… Kris?”

“I did.”

That is correct. Kris beeped. Max placed her chassis on the ground, and she formed around it. We discussed the matter, and Max decided to name me Kris.

“I see. Well, nice to meet you. I think we’re going to see a lot of one another for the next year or so.”

As do I.

Norman turned to May. “Have you named yours?”

She frowned. “Not really… we didn’t settle on a name.”

“Well, let me know if you do.” Norman clapped his children on the shoulders, one each. “I don’t fully follow what’s happened to you, kids. But I’ll help as much as I can. That means – if your new Pokémon need training, let me know and I’ll help. I’d feel better if you had a strong Pokémon by your side when you set off.”

“I already will,” May assured him. “Ash said he can restore Pokémon who he knew a lot, and my Blaziken counts.”

“Still.” Norman squeezed, then released their shoulders. “I want to help. And Normal-types are my specialty.”

“Norman! Kids!”

“Sounds like your mother wants to speak to us,” Norman said. “We’d better hurry.”


“There you are.” Norman’s wife nodded at the kitchen counter. “I just noticed – there was a package waiting for us on the doorstep, and the movers put it in one of the drawers.”

“Thanks, dear.” Norman picked it up. “It’s addressed to… well, the two of you, May, Max.”

May, as the oldest, took it. “It says it’s from Akihibara Industries? Isn’t that the man who makes that CyberMon programme?”

Aha! Kris said. I think I know what this must be.

“Well?” Max asked.

Open it and see.

May duly did so, revealing a bubble-wrapped package with two small objects inside. One was a small octagonal medallion which appeared to be made of bronze, the other a red brooch shaped like a feather.

I thought so! Kris floated over to the table. These are our projectors. Both of you pick one, and we’ll hard-code them to respond to us. It’s how we can battle without the Pokedex being inside.

Brother and sister glanced at one another.

After a few seconds, May picked up the brooch. “I’ll take this one, I think.”

“Fine by me.” Max collected the medallion, and held it out to Kris.

Accessing… hard-writing authentication code into PROMs.

May placed her own projector onto her Pokedex. “Is that close enough?”

It is.

The process took not much more than a minute, with first one and then the other Porygon reporting the process complete.

May picked hers up again. “So… this is you now?”

One part of me. I can use either.

“Wow.” She toyed with it for a moment longer. “Ethan.”

Pardon?

“I think I’ll call you Ethan.” She smiled. “Seems right somehow.”

Ethan it is.


Violet gym roof:


“That’s…” Falkner’s jaw dropped. “That’s… Aeroblast…”

“You know it?” Ash asked.

“I’ve only ever read about it,” he said, absently. The enormously powerful blast of focused air, glowing faintly even at noon, hit Skarmory like a freight train and drove him entirely into the waters of the lake. “It’s the attack known only by Lugia.”

“Almost only by Lugia,” Ash corrected.

“I think I’m in love,” Falkner’s Pidgeot said, beak hanging open.

“I…” Falkner shook his head, as Pidgeot splashed into the lake herself and pulled the unconscious Skarmory back out. “There’s no… you win the Zephyr badge. No-one’s ever earned it more than you.”

Ash declined to mention his other powerful Flying types. “All right!”

He grinned. “Hey, at least your gym didn’t get broken, right?”

“That’s true.” Falkner exhaled. “But I’m going to have to explain things to the people of Violet City…”


“Well?” Misty asked.

“I got the badge, that’s what!” Ash patted Pidgeot’s wing. “Thanks to some lovely work from Pidgeot, Charizard and Pikachu!”

“I think you might have overdone it, Ash,” Brock said. “Have you noticed that Charizard used Blast Burn, Pikachu used Volt Crash and Pidgeot used Aeroblast? The poor man!”

“…oops.” Ash shrugged. “Oh well, he’ll get over it.”

He turned to Brock. “So, where next?”

“Azalea Town, eventually.” Brock examined his map. “This way.”

“Hold on a moment.” Ash turned to Pidgeot. “See you soon, Pidgeot.”

“I hope to be there when you need me, Ash,” Pidgeot said. “I’ll help the Professor keep an eye on Sinnoh once I’ve perfected Aeroblast, but – if you need me, I’ll be there.”

“That’s all I could ask for,” Ash replied. “Good luck.”

Pidgeot tucked her Pokéball into a small bag, to let her use the transit system if needed, and took off in a rush of wind.

“Nice to see her,” Pikachu commented, as she climbed into the sky and headed off south – to the Orange Islands once more. ‘The scenic route’, she’d called it.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I wish I’d gone back for her before… last time, I mean.”

Pikachu nodded.

“Um…”

They turned, to see Brock’s Stantler. He was looking puzzled, one hoof raised. “Was that Pokémon one of yours?”

“She’s my Pidgeot, yeah,” Ash confirmed. “As far as I’m concerned, if a Pokémon of mine wants to live somewhere else, they can. It’s their choice.”

“Right.” Stantler nodded. “Thank you for explaining it. Do all humans do that?”

“Not all of them, no.” Ash shrugged awkwardly. “I guess we all try to do our best.”

“I see.”

Brock and Misty were already headed south. “Hurry up, Ash, there’s still a good few hours of daylight!”

“Coming!” Ash called back. “We’d better catch up.”

Stantler trotted alongside, asking occasional questions about the battle, as they headed to join their friends.


Unova:


“What do you think?”

A tall, blue Pokémon frowned. “I don’t know. It is a long way, you must admit.”

The Grass-type Pokémon who had asked the question tossed her head. “We’ve been further before.”

“That is true.”

A third Pokémon frowned. “What’s the trouble? Virizion, Cobalion, you know what I think.”

“Yes, we do, Terrakion.” Cobalion smiled. “You always say exactly what’s on your mind, all the time – and you think we should cross the ocean.”

“Of course I do!” Terrakion snorted. “Danger? Since when has danger stopped us? Or is it distance? We wouldn’t be the Swords of Justice if we let distance get in the way of going where we’re needed!”

Virizon raised a hoof, cutting off Terrakion’s speech. “Cobalion, I think the question is clear. It is whether we are needed.”

She went on. “We have a Pokémon created by humans, who was used as a weapon until he escaped his entrapment. We have many clones, Pokémon who were often created as adults. And we have all of them residing in peace.”

Putting her hoof down with a clop, Virizon completed her case. “Maybe that does not sound like we are needed, but I argue something slightly different. We need to go there. To learn from them what we can, and how they managed to overcome such handicaps.”

Cobalion inclined his head. “Well said, Virizon. Very well, I agree. Now, only one question remains.”

“Ah.” Virizon nodded. “A difficult question indeed.”

“No it’s not!” Terrakion looked between his friends. “We take him. It’s not even a question we should have to discuss.”

Terrakion nodded firmly. “Sure, he’s not one of us yet. But he’s going to be. And you keep saying what he needs to learn is inner peace – where else is he gonna get it?”

Cobalion considered that. “An excellent point,” he said eventually. “Keldeo joins us.”

“Yes!”

All three Swords looked around.

“I mean, uh…” Keldeo trotted out from behind a nearby rock. “Sorry for listening in…”

Virizon smirked slightly. “Well, Keldeo, as you overheard – a new piece of work for you, to test your ability to plan.”

“I’m ready!” Keldeo nodded firmly.

“How are we going to get to Johto?”

The Colt Pokémon blinked. “Uh… might have to get back to you on that one…”


AN:

Poor Falkner. He’d probably have a stroke if he knew that Ash (technically) has two Flying-type legendaries.
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51. Johto 5


“This is a really big mountain,” Ash panted. “With this in one direction and the forest in the other, how do people ever get to Azalea town in a normal amount of time anyway?”

Brock checked the map. “Union cave.”

Correct, Dexter supplied. The cave is a route to connect Route 32 and Route 33 without requiring people to go hiking.

“Should have taken it the first time…” Ash said. “Oh well, guess this route has compensations.”

“You’re telling me.” Charizard looked around him, and sniffed the air. “I could fly there from here, actually… but I’ll wait.”

Ash grinned, and thumped the big orange Pokémon on the side. It did nothing perceptible. “We’ll miss you, ya big lunk.”

Charizard nodded.

“Hello, travellers!”

Ash kept looking at Charizard for a moment longer, and saw him close his eyes for a moment to steel himself.

Then he turned to the woman standing atop one wall of the canyon.

“Hello yourself!” he called back. “Who are you?”

“Liza,” the dragon tamer replied – as Ash had already known. “And you’re Ash Ketchum. I’ve heard about you. You’ve got a Charizard, haven’t you?”

Ash and Charizard exchanged a look.

“Yeah…” Ash said, slowly.

“Right!” She slid down the rocky canyon wall with very little effort, and landed with bent knees. Straightening, she jogged over to Ash and shook his hand. “Sorry, I’ve been doing this for a while and most people don’t have their Charizard out.”

Charizard snorted. “Their loss.”

Liza looked intent. “Yes, I suppose it is.”

“You speak Pokémon?” Pikachu asked.

The dragon tamer’s reaction showed she didn’t.

“Pikachu wondered if you spoke Pokémon,” Ash supplied.

“Right.” Liza shook her head. “I’m afraid I only understand Charmander, Charmeleon and Charizard – I spend almost all my time around them.”

“Neat.”

“Well.” Liza twirled her cane. “I was wondering if you’d be willing to come to the Charicific Valley with me – it’s a place where Charizard train to become as strong as possible.”

“Sure!” Ash agreed readily. He shot a look at Charizard, who nodded.

“Well, then.” Liza twirled her cane again, and called out to the sky. “Charla!”

Ash sent another glance over at Charizard, who took a deep breath.

Then, with a roar, Charla soared over the wall of the canyon.


She doesn’t remember me, Charizard reminded himself.

It was hard. Very hard, to see the Pokémon who had become his mate – who trusted him, fought by his side – seeing him as just another Charizard, and a newcomer at that.

Charizard had known this was coming, though. And he was one of Ash’s strongest Pokémon.

Strong didn’t just mean being able to beat up other Pokémon.

I can do this.

Misty and Brock climbed aboard the balloon Charla carried behind her. Liza was ready to tell Ash he wasn’t going to get a ride, but Ash pre-empted her.

“Should I ride Charizard in?”

Liza nodded. “Good idea!”

As if she wasn’t going to insist. Charizard chuckled. “Okay, Ash. Climb on!”

“Just a sec, Charizard.” Ash faced Liza. “Mind if Charizard and I… show off a bit? When we come into the valley?”

Liza grinned. “You can try to show off, but Charific Valley Charizard are really strong.”

That made both trainer and Pokémon hide a smile.

Beating her wings, Charla took off, pulling the gondola behind her and soaring out towards the Valley. Charizard waited until Ash was fully seated, and then did a running takeoff in the same direction.

Charla didn’t fly straight back towards the Valley. Instead, she took her passengers on a dog-leg route, which Charizard paced relatively easily.

Concentrating on flying, he allowed himself to give his other-time mate a look over.

She was a very attractive Charizard. Exactly as he remembered her – strong, fast, and somehow indefinably dainty.

Charla glanced back, and saw him looking. She… didn’t approve, precisely, but nor did she look angry about it. She seemed to be still making up her mind.

Fine by me.

Smirking, Charla did a sharp turn to the right, towards the Valley. Charizard matched it, staying in formation, and winked.

He wasn’t quite sure if that had won him any points, but it didn’t hurt to try.


“Okay, Charizard!” Ash patted his neck, as they came over the valley wall and saw the full glory of the Charicific Valley. “Time to show ‘em what you can do!”

Charizard roared. “Sounds good to me! Hold on tight, Ash!”

Ash laughed, and Charizard felt the gentle warmth on his back which told him Ash was using Aura to hold on.

Which was probably a good idea.

“Show ‘em your Flamethrower!”

Inhaling, Charizard let his fire build and build. After about five seconds, it was a roiling hot coal in his throat – and then he exhaled.

A rippling stream of flame, fifty feet long and more, erupted forth. It started off thin, then widened and shortened until it was a squat cone bathing an area larger than he was at close range.

Charizard held the flame, turning it back from short to long, and rolled in the air with his wings in. The Flamethrower spiralled out and became a Fire Spin, closer than his normal wingspan but not even touching his trainer, before snapping outwards and dissipating as he spread his wings again and pulled up.

His tail kissed the water of the Valley lake, raising a cloud of steam, and he was up again.

“Nice work!” Ash called, looking down. “You certainly got their attention!”

Charizard glanced down, seeing over a dozen other big dragons following him – assessing his skill and power.

“Then let’s give them more of a show!”

This time, Charizard used Dragonbreath. The stream of mystical fire was shorter than his Flamethrower, but glowed brightly even under the sunlight.

Ending that attack, Charizard flew through it, and spat a Dragon Rage ball back at it. That was followed up with an Overheat, which went down to the waters of the lake and flash-boiled a hemisphere into instant steam.

A Fire Blast went up, detonating high overhead in a five-pointed star which faded to a thick cloud of black smoke.

“That’s enough of this Charmeleon stuff!” Ash called, laughing. “Show them what you’re really made of! Draco Meteor!”

Charizard obliged, punching up his newly learned attack. It wasn’t very big, not as Draco Meteor attacks went, but it was still something almost unique – and, to his delight, he heard at least one draconic gasp from below as it rose into the air and detonated.

He dove, flying through the sleet of smaller meteors as they rained down on the lake surface and using all his hard-learned skill to dodge between them.

“Woo-hoo!” Ash shouted, laughing, as they emerged.

Pikachu didn’t have much to say, and Charizard quickly checked he hadn’t fallen off at some point.

The electric mouse was, indeed, still onboard. He was clinging grimly to Ash’s clothes, silent – but clearly opinionated about the wisdom of all this.

Ash noticed it too, and grabbed Pikachu with one hand. “No more acrobatics, Charizard – but you may as well show off.”

Charizard’s ears perked up. He knew what was coming.

“Blast Burn. Full power.”

“Oh, this is going to be good.”

Aura built up in Charizard’s mouth, and he fired.

A thin line of blue gas shot out of his mouth, spreading as it rose until it became a gigantic globe in the sky.

Charizard’s aura coated the superheated hydrogen, keeping it separate from the oxygen in the air and preventing combustion… until he was ready.

Then it caught at his mouth, the fire racing up to the globe overhead. It sped up around the edges of the cone and slowed in the centre as Charizard finessed the combustion, in a way that couldn’t really be trusted to work in battle but was just fine for showing off.

After about three seconds, the detonation front had formed a complete hollow sphere, enclosing unburned gas. Then it flashed inwards in all directions, driving the pressure in the core of the remaining fuel higher and higher as the shockwave drove in-

For a tiny fraction of a second, the temperature and pressure in the core of the gas crossed a threshold.

And a tiny star briefly sparked into life.

As it did, it destroyed the conditions required, and so the resultant blast wasn’t nearly as powerful as the technical term might suggest. But the technical term was “thermonuclear explosion”, so it was still a very, very big bang.


Charizard came gliding down, steering with small movements of his wings, and landed gently in front of Charla and Liza.

Ash disembarked, and patted him on the shoulder. “Nice work, Charizard.”

He looked up, and found Liza was nearly touching him. “Erk!”

“What. On Earth. Was that?”

Liza gestured at Charizard. “That was – and I can’t believe I’m saying this – a more powerful version of Blast Burn! How did he learn that? This is the only place in the world that teaches even the base move to Charizard!”

Ash gulped. Rumbled.

He exchanged a look with Charizard, then sighed. “Yes, that was Blast Burn. He learned it here, and then we refined it together.”

Liza gave Charizard a longer, appraising look, then shook her head. “Impossible. He’s never been here before.”

“Not yet, no.” Ash took a deep breath. “We were involved in time travel. About this time, in the other future, Charizard came here to the Valley to train.”

“Is that why he was looking at me like that?” Charla asked. “I wondered – he seemed to know me. But he was sad as well.”

“Yes.” Charizard slammed a foot into the floor. “Yes – I knew you, Charla. I know you. But you don’t know me.”

He scowled, swiping at his eye to dash away a tear. “I… I hope you’ll come to feel the same again as you did last time.”

Charla blinked. “…well, I wasn’t expecting that.”

“What is this?” Liza asked, looking between the drake and dragoness. “A soap opera?”

“Probably.” Charizard snorted laughter, glad for the break in tension. “Hopefully we won’t have to fake each others deaths or something, though.”

Charla surprised herself by giggling.

After a moment, she subsided. “I don’t… okay, we can work this out later.”

“I’m glad to have a chance to at all,” Charizard admitted.

“So… you’re staying here?” Liza asked.

“I wouldn’t take him away from here if he wanted to stay,” Ash confirmed. He rummaged in a pocket, and plucked out one of the transceivers. “Oh – don’t forget this.”

Charizard took it, and his Pokéball. “I won’t. Call me if you need me, Ash.”

“Only if I need you,” Ash confirmed. “I’ll call you for the League, though!”

“Of course – you’re going to need me there!”

Pikachu hopped forward. “I’ll miss you, you big idiot.”

Ash released his other Pokémon as Charizard bent down and nodded at the Electric-type. “Don’t be a stranger, Pikachu. Keep Ash out of trouble.”

He looked up to Lucario, and locked eyes with him. “That goes for you, too. Actually, all of you. Ash needs a lot of keeping out of trouble.”

“Hey!” Ash laughed.

“Good luck,” Ivysaur said, waving. “Don’t go all Squirtle!”

Bayleef gave him a confused look, then spoke up herself. “I never really got to know you, Charizard – I think we only met a few times, at the League – but you’re a good Pokémon. Enjoy yourself.”

“Never fear.” Charizard snorted.

Heracross didn’t know the big dragon very well either. For lack of anything better to do, he waved. “Good luck?”

And don’t blow up too much scenery.

Brock’s Pokémon came over then, and then Misty’s, and the goodbyes ended up taking nearly ten minutes before everyone had said everything they wanted to say.

Ash got in one last hug. “You’re awesome, Charizard,” he said, blinking back tears. “See you later.”

Then he turned, and followed Misty and Brock down the mountainside.


“So…” Charizard said, once his trainer had gone out of sight. “What happens now?”

“I don’t know.” Charla frowned. “You were… my mate?”

“Yeah, but…” Charizard’s tail slapped the ground, causing cracks. “I don’t want it to be just – hey, we were mates, let’s do it again… that’s stupid.”

“I wasn’t even suggesting that,” Charla replied hotly. “I just wanted to know-”

“Here I go, putting my foot in it again.” Smoke seeped from Charizard’s mouth for a moment. “Look… let’s just start with… I know you, but you don’t know me. I’d like to get to know you, because I like you. But you take the initiative.”

“Victini’s ears,” Liza said with feeling. “This is a soap opera. Please tell me you at least have the release-lock on your Blast Burn?”

“Both normal and advanced, yes.” Charizard nodded firmly.

“Well… that’s something.”


“Sunflora…” Ash frowned. “Can’t quite remember what it is about this place…”

One of the Pokéballs at his waist flashed, and opened.

“I’d like to give this a try, please,” Bayleef said.

“Uh… sure,” Ash agreed.

Bayleef walked forwards, and stopped short of the Sunflora. “You alright?”

The Sunflora, Sunny, frowned. “Not really…”

Bayleef sat down next to him. “Mind telling me about it?”

“I guess not.” Sunny sighed. “I know this other Sunflora, Gwendela. She was traded to a man called Cyrus, and she’s not around any more.”

Bayleef nodded sympathetically. “Being apart from a good friend can be terrible, can’t it.”

She pondered, then smiled. “I know. I’ll have my trainer ask about that other Sunflora, and we can talk while he sorts it out.”

Her buds loosened slightly. “Maybe this will help. I know Aromatherapy.”

Sunny inhaled. “That is a nice smell. What is it?”

“Honeysuckle,” Bayleef supplied. “Hold on a moment.”


“Oh, that’s what I was forgetting,” Ash said. “Thanks, Bayleef.”

“No problem.” Bayleef began to say something else, but stopped. Then she smiled. “I’ll stay here with the Sunflora.”

“Got it.” Ash nodded. “Thanks again. He traded her to the local Joy, right?”

“Right.”

Lucario raised a paw. “This isn’t… that Cyrus, is it?”


It wasn’t.


“That went well,” Misty remarked. “Nice work, Bayleef.”

“Thanks.” Bayleef frowned. “Can I try the next one too? Helping people makes me feel… useful, I suppose.”

She shook her head. “There’s certainly no way I’m going to be able to catch up to Pokémon like Pikachu and Charizard.”

“We might not be the best Pokémon to measure yourself against,” Pikachu said tactfully.


Carefully, Bayleef reeled the Oddish back into the bank.

“I know you’re feeling confused right now,” she told it. “I know a… similar feeling.” She glanced back at Ash for a moment. “Wanting to be part of a group you’re just not.”

“But… can it really be like that?” the Oddish asked. “I feel that I am a Hoppip. Just… not a normal one. Why would I feel that way if I wasn’t really meant to be a Hoppip?”

“I don’t know,” Bayleef admitted. “I’m still working on that one myself.”

She sighed. “But it’s important to make sure that that isn’t the only thing about you. You’re an Oddish who wants to be a Hoppip… or you’re a Hoppip who happens to look like an Oddish. Oddish is part of who you are, even if it’s not all of it.”

Oddish looked down.

“How?” it asked. “How do you handle it, then?”

“By being a friend. I do what I can.” Bayleef tapped a foot, pondering. “Hmmm… do you know Petal Dance?”

“No…” Oddish admitted.

“Well, then. If you learn that move, which other Hoppip can’t learn, you can blow them around when they need it! That’s something only you can do.”

“I… see!” Oddish nodded, more firmly this time. “Thanks!”

Bayleef smiled. “Oh – and you might want to invest in a parasail, too. Perhaps you can find a friendly Spinarak to spin you one.”

“That sounds nice.”


“Two for two!” Ash complimented. “What about the next town, think you can do that one as well?”

“I’ll give it a go.” Bayleef nodded firmly. “After the last one, how hard can it be?”


“…what.”

Pikachu nodded. “I second that. What.”

“Oh, I’d forgotten this…” Ash said, to which Brock and Misty agreed wholeheartedly.

“Fear not, citizens!” announced a man in a costume. “For GLIGARMAN will save the day!”

Lucario looked interested for a moment, until Pikachu gave him a discreet kick.

“Okay, there’s no way I can solve this one.” Bayleef shrugged. “Let’s keep going.”


“Unfortunately,” the dojo leader said with a sigh. “Not all of my students are as… dedicated, as I am. There is one in particular who I’m thinking of.”

“Who’s that?” Brock asked.

“His name is Shingo.” Muramasa shook his head. “He feels Pokémon battles are all about numbers and analysis.”

The friends exchanged glances. Then Pikachu started to giggle.

“Why is your Pokémon… laughing?” Muramasa asked, frowning.

“…yeah, probably because of me,” Ash admitted. “I can’t make sense of half the battles I win.”

“Numbers! Analysis!” Pikachu repeated, still giggling. “That’s just silly!”

Hey!

Pikachu shrugged, the occasional giggle escaping his lips despite his best efforts to return to a sober expression. “Didn’t work very well on Pumello, did it?”

…true.

“Okay, I’ll sort him out!” Ash said, clenching his fist. “Don’t worry, mister Muramasa!”

“If you think you can,” Muramasa agreed.


Shingo tapped on his keyboard. “Let’s see…”

He blinked. “Oh. Okay, I refuse to fight you.”

“What!” Ash asked hotly. “Why?”

Shingo turned the screen around.

Misty read it out. “Ash Ketchum. Winner of the Indigo and Orange leagues, this young trainer is probably insane-” She stopped. “Probably insane?”

“It fits,” Brock admitted.

Ash looked hurt.

“The good kind of insane, though.”

Ash looked mollified.

Misty resumed. “-probably insane and completely unorthodox, and so are his Pokémon. Half the things they do should be impossible. His preferred style is probably sweeper, but it’s hard to tell. His starter Pokémon is a Pikachu. Class – probably A.”

She glanced over at Ash, who seemed unable to decide if the description as a whole was a compliment or not.

“Interesting,” she said.

“As you can see, my system predicts that I’d lose against Ash,” Shingo said. “So I’m not even going to bother trying.”

Brock had withdrawn a little way, and was having a conversation with his Pokémon.

As Shingo finished, he walked back over. “I’ll challenge you.”

Shingo glanced down at the laptop again, then accessed his database. “You’re a gym leader. Rock type speciality… hmmm… okay, I should win this.”


Stantler gulped.

It had sounded a lot easier to say he’d do this before the reality was in front of him…

“Good luck!” Togekiss called from the sidelines.

Stantler glanced over at her, then took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.”

“Blade!” Shingo instructed. “Quick Attack!”

The Scizor, Blade, flashed forwards. Its pincer extended in a punch -

and hit nothing.

The illusory faun vanished, and Stantler reappeared – stood about ten feet to the right.

“Confuse ray!” Brock called.

“Metal claw!” Shingo ordered in return.

Blade spun, recovering from his overbalancing attack. As he advanced, a beam of orange light shone from the balls on Stantlers’ antlers, playing over Blade’s eyes and making him blink.

The Steel-type attack arrived a moment later – and hit nothing.

Another illusion disappeared. This time, Stantler turned out to be behind Blade.

“You’re doing great!” Brock praised. “Now, Sand-Attack!”

Nodding, Stantler turned his back and kicked up a spray of sand as Blade turned again. The Scizor blinked, squinting around to see where his target was.

“Metal claw!” Shingo said again.

Stantler jumped forwards before Blade could target, and waved his horns in Blade’s face. As the Scizor reflexively flinched, Stantler delivered a small kick which barely did anything, then jumped off and cantered away.

“Great work with that Astonish!” Brock called, as Scizor shook his head to steady himself.

“Hit him!” Shingo snapped. “Quick attack! Why isn’t this working?”

Scizor blurred forwards, and attacked. This time, Stantler didn’t quite get out of the way in time – he cried out, as Blade hit his flank.

“Finally!” Shingo glanced down at his computer, then back up. “That did almost a third of his hit points in damage! Quick Attack again!”

Blade complied, pressing his advantage. The attack was a little wobbly, but it connected, sending Stantler sprawling.

“Stantler!” Brock called.

“One more attack should do it…” Shingo mused. “False Swipe.”

Claw glowing, Blade attacked. The False Swipe connected, making Stantler cry out again with the impact.

“Give up,” Shingo said. “He’s only on one HP now, he’s just about to – eh?”

His screen shimmered.

“Stantler,” said Stantler, from just behind him.

The illusion faded.

Shingo tried to take in everything at once. First, the Stantler fawn standing next to him, frowning down at the screen.

Then, the screen itself, as it shimmered and changed – Stantler’s health bar going from nearly empty to pristine, and Blade’s collapsing.

And finally, the battlefield itself. Where – dazed, confused, and chasing an illusion for the last minute or so – Blade had gradually beaten himself silly.

“What?” Shingo gaped. “How did you-?”

“It’s Hypnosis.” Brock walked over, and scratched Stantler under the chin. “Good work, Stantler! Just like we practiced – and good thinking!”

Stantler beamed, nuzzling into Brock’s petting.

“It’s because Hypnosis doesn’t just put a Pokémon or person asleep,” Brock went on. “Stantler can use it to make realistic illusions. Stantler here made sure he wasn’t going to be hurt by Blade very easily, then did a little bit of damage, and used that to see what you were expecting to see on your screen.”

Stantler said something. Brock listened, and nodded.

“He didn’t get it quite right, though. You should have noticed the health bar didn’t go yellow or red when it should have.”

“I…” Shingo shook his head. “There’s no way that should have worked. Blade is powerful enough to defeat you in one blow!”

“And that’s the problem with reducing everything to numbers in a computer,” Brock finished.

Oi!

“No offense,” he added.


“Finally.”

Sir Aaron let his remaining Sacred Sword dissolve (the black one had been snapped in half by Dialga’s foot at some point) and stood back.

“We’re done.”

“Good game,” Giratina complimented him. “I liked the thing with the swords being boomerangs.”

The guardian nodded absently.

“How long did that take?”

Dialga raised his head. “The final battle? A month and a half.”

Aaron blinked.

“How?”

The gods of space, time and antimatter were involved in a gigantic fight scene straight out of an anime. Arceus paused. A really, really long anime. Frankly, you’re lucky you didn’t finish before you started.

“I’m sure that makes sense somehow.”

Palkia shrugged. “It makes sense to me.”

“You were speaking terribly broken Engrish and riding a Rapidash one quarter your weight, you don’t get to say that any more.” Sir Aaron sat down. “Okay, what now?”

The heavens opened.

Surrounded by his glittering array of Plates, Arceus himself descended to step lightly on Sekigahara field.

“Impressive, Dad,” Giratina complimented.

Thank you. Arceus tapped a hoof. Now, I was thinking about what we could do, and I had a few ideas. It’d be a shame to waste this place, it took a while to think up.

“You created it in thirty seconds,” Sir Aaron pointed out.

They were long seconds. Arceus thought for a bit. Okay, new plan.

His hooves slammed on the floor, and the world twisted itself through a four-dimensional knot and back out again-

-and Sir Aaron was standing in a field.

He looked down, puzzled. “What just happened?”

I remodelled. A map landed in front of him with a thwap.

Picking it up, Sir Aaron unrolled it. “This is a gigantic island shaped like you.”

Yes. It’s called Ransei. Arceus’ mental tone contained no particular apology. There’s one region per plate. Collect them all!

This is the Normal-type region.

“…so…?” Aaron asked. “Does this mean I have to hit Pokémon very hard with my swords, or…?”

No, you get a starter. Three, actually.

“We are far too powerful for starter Pokémon,” Dialga observed. His siblings nodded beside him, Giratina toying with a Griseous Orb held in one pincer.

“Well.” Sir Aaron rubbed his temples. “This should be interesting.”


AN:

This chapter skips over a few episodes which are character interaction filler (Bayleef is not jealous of Pikachu any more), Team Rocket’s fault (someone stole a tank of theirs) or the like… but it also does still look at others.

In particular… sayonara, Charizard, you big awesome dragon you. It won’t be the same without you.

(And no, no memory restore for Charla. Some things don’t have a simple solution.)

In other news, Stantler gets his baptism of illusion, and Arceus switched to Pokémon Conquest.






52. Johto 6


“We’re off the map, aren’t we?” Brock asked, looking down at it and then around at their path.

“Yep.” Ash tapped his pocket. “Blame ‘dex, he’s been giving me the turnings.”

For good reason, Dexter confirmed. We do still have to go some places we got lost last time… and here’s one reason.

“What?” Ash asked, glancing down.

“Hi!” someone said, running up. “Have you seen any Cyndaquil?”

“Oh, right.” Ash switched his attention to the kid. “No, not seen any. Are they around here?”

“Yeah!” the boy replied. “But you’re not getting one!”

“Why not?” Ash asked. “What’s wrong with-”

“I’m getting a Cyndaquil, and I’ll fight you to make sure you don’t get one!” he snapped.

“Sounds good to me,” Ash said promptly, and tapped Pikachu on the side. The little mouse looked up at him, then nodded and jumped down from Ash’s shoulder. “Bayleef, want to give this a go?”

“Sure,” the Grass-type said.

Koji blinked, a little thrown. “Uh… yeah!”

He released his Sandslash.

“Get that Bayleef!” he ordered.

Sandslash nodded, and charged forward. His claws glowed for a Slash.

Bayleef stepped back smartly, and used her vines to block the attack. “Are you alright?”

The Sandslash frowned at her, confused.

“Sand-attack!” Koji ordered.

Bayleef closed her eyes to block the sand.

“In front!” Ash said, switching smoothly to telling her where her foe was, and she sent her vines out in a wide circling motion to the front. One snagged on something.

“That’s him!” Ash added, as the vine went taut.

“Got it!”

Razor Leaves whipped out, some of them connecting with the Sandslash. Bayleef opened her eyes again as she felt her vine break, and frowned.

“I’m trying to be polite, believe it or not. I know it’s a battle, but you could at least do me the courtesy of answering my question,” she admonished.

“Battle is for battle. Talk has no place there,” Sandslash said.

Bayleef thought about how that had been said, as she whipped her head around to avoid a Poison Sting.

It had been… uncomfortably quick. Rote, almost.

“What place does talk have, then?” she asked. Her foreshortened right vine snapped out, threatening his left side, and he swiped at it with another Slash.

“…I-” Sandslash began, then shook his head. “That doesn’t matter.”

“Of course it does!” Bayleef replied. She winced as her remaining vine was shredded near the tip by a Fury Swipes, and began to release Sweet Scent.

Sandslash sniffed it, then sneezed, and backed a little way out of the cloud.

“My trainer and I talk all the time. His other Pokemon talk all the time. Talking is important – I’ve learned that lesson, and it was a hard one…”

She sighed, then used Razor Leaf to block a storm of Swift stars.

“I guess my point is…” Another Fury Swipes came in, this time connecting and scoring long lines down her flank. She kicked out, knocking him away, and released Stun Spore to force the Sandslash to keep his distance. “My point is, you remind me of some other Pokemon I’ve seen.”

“What’s taking you so long?” Koji snapped. “Use your Fury Swipes properly, you stupid Pokemon!”

“And now I’m sure.” Bayleef used Power Whip, tripping Sandslash, and walked over while slowly healing herself with Synthesis. “Sandslash… your trainer isn’t a nice human.”

Sandslash glared up at her. “Koji is a strong trainer!”

“That’s not what I said,” Bayleef replied, as Sandslash rolled upright. “Not all strong trainers are nice, not all nice trainers are strong.”

She glanced over at Ash. “I’m lucky to have one who’s both.”

Sandslash looked terribly sad for a moment. Then he slashed out, and Bayleef was forced to fall back or be hit.


Pikachu ran along, sniffing the ground.

Where was that familiar scent…

There!

He followed it as it grew more recent. At first, all he could tell was that there was a Cyndaquil… then, as he closed in, he could smell first that she was the right gender and finally that she was in fact his old ally.

“Hello?” he called, looking around as he reached a clearing. “Don’t worry, I’m not trying to hurt you…”

Another sniff. “Cyndaquil?”

“What do you want?”

The voice didn’t quite come from anywhere.

“Cyndaquil,” Pikachu began, then stopped. He took a breath. “This is going to sound strange, but I know you. I know you don’t know me – not yet.”

There was no reply.

“I can prove it. You were hatched with a brother and a sister, about… two miles south of here.”

“Anyone from nearby would know that.”

Pikachu flipped an ear. “True. But I’m from Kanto. Anyway… you’re not very active at the moment. You tire easily. You’ve got a lot of trouble using fire attacks, at the moment… and, for some reason, you know Agility. Your goal in life is to be able to use fire-type attacks when you need to, and… I think you also once said to have a safe home, with good friends.”

A pause.

“Assuming I believe you, how do you know me?”

“I will know you – in the future.” Pikachu winced. “I know. It sounds ridiculous. And I don’t have proof with me, but I know where there is some.”

Another long pause. Then Cyndaquil emerged from behind her tree.

“Where is this proof, then?”

“My trainer. Ash.” Pikachu shrugged. “He’s currently battling to make sure a rather horrible trainer doesn’t get you. Since he knew you in the future-” Pikachu noticed Cyndaquil about to ask a question, “-please don’t ask, the tenses are a nightmare – he can… sort of remind you. It will be as though you lived both lives.”

“If it helps…” Pikachu hesitated, then went on. “When you are reminded, you will be able to use fire attacks with ease – and you will be a Quilava. I hope you’ll agree to follow us – he was your trainer, back in the future – but if you say no to either this or that then both Ash and I will respect that.”

“…I see.” Cyndaquil considered that. “So long as he does not capture me against my will, then.”


Both panting, Sandslash and Bayleef stood across from one another in the road.

“You’re useless!” Koji ranted. “You’d better win this, Sandslash, or…”

His voice trailed off.

“Or what?” Bayleef asked.

“No food,” Sandslash answered without thinking. Then he flinched, as if that had been the wrong thing to say.

“Your trainer is horrible,” Bayleef concluded.

“Hey, wait…” Koji looked up from the battle. “Where’s the Bayleef’s trainer?”

“I give in!” Ash said brightly, from where he was sitting behind Brock, Misty and Lucario. “Mind you, I haven’t seen any Cyndaquil.”

He stood. “Just this Quilava.”

Quilava’s mouth quirked in a smile as she looked at the boy who had intended to catch her.

Then stuck out her tongue.

“What? But… Sandslash! Get them!”

Sandslash gave his trainer an incredulous look. “I’m exhausted!”

“Don’t give me that look!” Koji scowled, and took out his net. “Fine! I’ll catch it myself!”

Misty blinked. “Wow. Obsessed much?”

“It seems to be a theme with Ash and Fire starters,” Pikachu mused. “Remember Charmander? We may have saved Quilava from a similar fate.”

Koji swung his net at the unconcerned Ash.

The net promptly snapped in half.

“I would not advise that,” Lucario advised, lowering his glowing palm. “Perhaps you should go, and treat your Sandslash better. Maybe then, you will be a trainer worthy of him.”

Koji gaped. Then, with fumbling fingers, he returned his Sandslash and fled.

“I don’t think I’ve ever thanked you before for making sure he didn’t catch me,” Quilava said. “So… thanks.”

Ash let her down. “No problem.”

Then he sighed. “Hopefully he’ll improve, though… that poor Sandslash…”


That night, Ash called his Pokemon together for a talk.

“Okay, guys,” he began. “And girls.”

Quilava smirked slightly. Bayleef glanced over at the Fire-type, then smiled as well.

“First – one of the things I want to make sure happens is that you’re all trained as well as you want to be.” Ash nodded over at Lucario and Pikachu. “I mean, these two are already ridiculously good.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” Lucario said.

“What about me?” Heracross asked, frowning. “I thought I was alright…”

“Oh, you are,” Ash agreed readily. “It’s just… Pokemon like Pidgeot, Charizard and Pikachu have fought actual Legendaries in the past, and Lucario probably could.”

“Thank you for the reasonably confident estimation,” Lucario almost-repeated, in the same tone of voice as his first comment had been.

There were scattered chuckles at his deadpan tone.

“Anyway.” Ash shrugged. “I’m probably not going to use them in most Gym battles, for example – make sure the rest of you get a fighting style developed with good depth, and also that I know what you can do… and can help you.”

He nodded. “Heracross, for example – you’re my first choice for some things, like fighting Darkrai…”

“How did that fight go, actually?” Heracross asked. “I was asleep for most of it…”

“You never saw the video?” Pikachu asked. He turned to Ivysaur. “Why didn’t you show him the video?”

“I was too busy trying not to have my sap drunk, that’s what!” Ivysaur replied.

“Oh, man…” Pikachu shook his head. “Ash, we need to find some way to show everyone that.”

“What’s this?” Quilava asked. “I heard about it, but I don’t see what’s so-”

“We’re getting off topic,” Ash interrupted. “Basically, there was a guy called Tobias at the Sinnoh League who had a Darkrai and was using him first.”

“And you wouldn’t?” Pikachu teased.

“No – if I had his team, I’d use the Latios first.” Ash shrugged. “Or whatever else he has, I don’t know what there was. Anyway – Pikachu and Lucario don’t need as much training.”

Quilava raised a paw. “What should be my style? I’ve not battled much since evolving.”

“Hmmm…” Ash thought back. “What moves do you have that have changed since last time I used you in battle?”

“Well…” She thought. “Not many… but Flame Wheel is different now.”

“Cool!” Ash said. “Let’s see!”

Quilava stood up, and her flames burst into life. One forefoot went down, under her body, and the other stretched out. Her back feet dug into the ground.

Then she pushed off. The moment her back feet were off the ground, she rolled into a ball, and her flames blazed up brighter. For a few seconds, she rolled slowly forwards…

Then spun in place for a second, and went rocketing off.

Bending into the turns, she accelerated, and did three laps of the group before skidding to a stop… overbalancing, and flopping over onto her back.

“Not bad,” Ash said, helping her up. “You okay?”

“Still a bit dizzy…” Quilava admitted, shaking her head. “I need to work on that.”

“Quilava!” Misty called, from the other side of the clearing. “Oh, well… hey, Kabuto? Want to practice water gun?”

The fossil clicked, and fired water from its concealed mouth. The stream extinguished some of the smouldering grass.

“Nice work – now, do it again!”

Ash and the others watched for a bit as Misty followed her newest Pokemon around letting it put out the nascent fires.

“Okay, cool, we can work with that,” Ash said, getting back to the topic. “Bayleef?”

“Well… I’m not all that good at fighting, not really,” Bayleef admitted. “I can do a good Slam, but most of my talent seems to be in healing.”

“That’s fine, really,” Ash said readily. “Someone needs to be able to, the kind of scrapes we get into. But – still, I’d feel more comfortable if you could hold your own.”

“Got it. I’ll try.”

“Heracross…” Ash shrugged. “I think the main thing that you need is experience – and possibly a few ranged attacks.”

“Right.” Heracross nodded.

“And as for you, Dexter,” Ash added.

Yes?

“You kind of need the opposite – close in attacks.”

“Um… Ash?” Quilava asked. “Why are you talking to your Pokedex?”

She blinked. “For that matter, why is it talking back?”

I’m a he, not an it. Now, anyway. Dexter materialized. Ta-dah.

“Huh. Okay.” Quilava shrugged. “Fair enough, your Pokedex is now a Pokemon.”

“What about Kingler and Muk?” Pikachu asked.

“Good point – I really need to use those two more,” Ash agreed. “Kingler’s best in and under the water, though… and I don’t really know what to do with Muk.”

“Wonder what he’s doing now,” Pikachu mused.


Oak Labs:


“No!” Professor Oak cried, staring at the CCTV monitor. “Not the TMs!”

Muk flowed over the box of new, freshly-recoded Technical Machines.

“Oh, why me?” Oak asked of the air.

Those are cracked, you know, Damos reported. They can still be used again.

“Are you volunteering to clean them up?” Oak asked.

There was a crunch noise.

Is he… Damos’ electronic voice took on a startled note. Eating them?

Muk mumbled something that sounded a lot like the Muk for “Cooookieeeeees…”

Oak sat back on the chair. “Do we have any Pokemon that could stop him?”

I already alerted Tracey, so yes.

On the screen, Scizor ran in and started trying to save as many TMs as possible from the ravenous Muk.


“I’m sure he’s doing fine,” Ash said. “Right. Who’s working with who?”

Whom.

“That’s what I said,” Ash agreed. “Whom’s working with who.”

Ow. That was worse than the first time.

“Perhaps I should work with Quilava,” Pikachu suggested. “When I use Iron Tail, I often do a forward spin with it.”

“Sounds good.” Ash stood. “Hey, Heracross, want to try to learn Aura Sphere?”


“How curious…” Kurt said, looking the GS ball over. “It’s remarkably strong, and an excellent example of the craft…but I don’t know how or why it could be this strong. Or why it doesn’t open, no matter how hard I try.”

“We were kind of hoping you’d be able to help with that, yeah,” Ash admitted. “No ideas at all?”

“Not really, no.” Kurt shrugged. “Sorry. I can spend a few months studying it, that might turn something up.

“Go ahead,” Ash said, though he had his doubts. It hadn’t worked last time, after all.

“Hmmm…” The Pokeball maker frowned. “It seems a shame to send you away without any progress… perhaps we could do a deal? If you collect some Apricorns for me, I’ll make you some Pokeballs.”

“That’d be great!” Ash said. “Sure! How many do you want?”

“Well…” Kurt pondered. “For every three Apricorns, I’ll give you each one speciality ball I’ve already made. That way you won’t have to hang around here for weeks.”

“Makes sense!” Ash shook his hand. “Let’s go get some Apricorns, guys!”

“What’s this we business?” Misty asked after him.

“We’d better get going,” Brock told her. “You know what he’s going to-”

There was a loud explosion.

“Too late.”


When the friends reached him, Ash was underneath a Forretress, with a scorched tree next to him and a small circle of blackened grass around them both.

“Hi, Brock!” he said, voice a bit muffled. “Can you get her off me, please? I can’t breathe…”

Brock tapped Forretress on the carapace. “Is that you?”

“Brock!” Forretress said, rolling off Ash (who turned out to also be quite scorched). “How are you?”

“I’m okay, I guess,” Brock said. “Did you fall out of the tree onto Ash?”

“I did, yes,” she agreed. “Fortunately, I was just a Pineco at the time, so I didn’t crush him… sorry about that, by the way.”

She paused.

“Wait. Did you just understand me?”

“We’ll explain later,” Brock said. “Right now, we’ve got some Apricorns to pick.”

“Apricorns to pick? That I can help with!” Forretress headed over to a nearby tree. “How big an explosion do you want?”

“Let’s start with ‘tiny’ and work up from there,” Misty suggested.


“Well, there we go,” Brock said, looking at their prizes. “One Fast Ball, one Lure Ball and one Level Ball each.”

“Actually, guys,” Ash said, glancing between his friends. “Want to swap?”

“What for what?” Misty asked.

“I’d kind of prefer the Fast Balls,” Ash admitted. “Because – you know.”

“Right.” Misty nodded. “Well, I don’t see any reason why not… which would you rather have, Brock?”

“I guess the Level Ball,” Brock decided.

“Sounds good to me.”

The exchange thus made, Ash shrunk down the three Fast Balls and stowed them carefully away.

“One day, huh, Ash?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Here’s hoping.”


A huge container ship shivered, as its engines swung it round to point west.

Laden with hundreds upon hundreds of containers, it was one of the links in the chains of world commerce. Carrying cargoes far too large for Pokemon transit, it served industries across the world.

For a long, winding hour, it nosed slowly up a muddy river estuary. Past first the sweeping tidal flats where Water- and Ground-Types lived, then into the villages and towns which dotted the estuary.

Eventually, and after a voyage which had totalled a little over four days, the ship came to rest alongside a vast pier, nearly forty kilometres upriver and almost into the city proper for which many of the goods were intended.


“The engines have stopped,” Virizion said. “Finally.”

“Does that mean we’re there?” Terrakion asked.

He looked around at the games of battleships, chess and the like which were scratched all over the floor and walls.

“Why did we have to go this way, Keldeo?” he added.

“Because I could only get so much money,” Keldeo replied. “Air freight costs too much.”

“An impressive effort, nevertheless,” Cobalion stated. “Now, we should make our way to the location as fast as possible. How far is it from here to Johto?”

Keldeo checked the atlas. “Uhh… a bit further than we were before.”

“Say what!?” Terrakion yelped. “Did we just go directly away from Johto?”

“Kinda, yeah,” Keldeo agreed. “But – look, I looked up how much it would cost for us to get shipped to Johto, and it was way too much. Plus, it’d mean more like three weeks in a box.”

“I… had not expected that,” Cobalion admitted. “What do we do now?”

Keldeo laid out the atlas, and the others crowded around it. “We walk.”

“How far?” Virizion squinted at the maps.

“Six thousand miles,” Keldeo stated. “But at least it’s not across the pole.”

There was a grating sound outside.

“Sounds like they just took away the one next to us,” Keldeo added. “Ready?”

The Swords of Justice nodded.

Keldeo paused.

It felt so cool to be telling the Swords of Justice what to do – even if it was just because he was the one who’d done the research.

“Now!”


The big crane smoothly lowered a yellow standard container, belaying the cables holding it up, and then released it once it was sitting on the pile of other containers.

“Good work,” the foreman radioed. “Now, get the green one next to it.”

“Got it, sir-”

There was a loud screeeech of tearing metal.

The end of the green container burst open, and four blurs shot out. They stopped just long enough for the astounded foreman to see they were a lot like Ponyta or Rapidash – and then vanished at such a speed that he didn’t even see which direction they went.

“…well,” the foreman muttered. “That happened.”

“What was that?” asked the man on the other end of the radio.

“Got no bloody idea,” the foreman admitted.


“Which way now?” Cobalion asked, some minutes later in a small copse.

A Pidgey flew down, and he absently shook his head to prevent it landing on him.

“This way,” Keldeo said confidently, gesturing south. “There’s a tunnel to Kalos. From there, we head east.”

“And this is the quickest way to Johto?” Terrakion asked, as they began to canter towards the white cliffs.

“No, it’s the most affordable way,” Keldeo answered him. “It was hard enough to get the money for one ship journey… you three can run on water, right? Otherwise it might be tricky to get across the Sea of Japan…”


AN:

Well, Ash was without a Fire type for not very long.

There really is quite a trend of the Fire starters Ash gets being trained by abusive trainers. Cyndaquil is the only one to escape this, but not by much.

And yes, I made Cyndaquil/Quilava female. Partly to get a better gender spread than there was in Kanto. Forretress, on the other hand, is female in the games.

As for the Swords of Justice and Keldeo – they just landed in London Docks, and are headed for the Chunnel.






53. Johto 7


“Welcome to my gym, Ash Ketchum,” Bugsy greeted. “I saw you coming, so I hope you don’t mind if we do this outdoors.”

“Yeah, for some reason Falkner was kind of jumpy as well,” Ash said, frowning. “Wonder why…”

“You have a reputation,” Misty told him. “My sisters complained about you – and so did I! - and you kind of reinforced the stereotype since then.”

“Everything went fine with my gym…” Brock said.

“You’re the exception,” Misty replied. “Besides, didn’t Pikachu punch your Steelix across the room?”

“…I had tried to forget that,” Brock admitted.

“Right.” Bugsy picked up a box of Pokéballs. “This match will be four Pokémon per person, with two out at a time. Only the challenger is allowed to switch out. Do you have your Pokémon for this fight chosen?”

“Yep!” Ash replied promptly. He turned to Pikachu and Lucario. “Like I said last night, guys.”

“Understood.”


“Begin!”

Ash held out two ‘balls. “Okay! Heracross, Bayleef, time for battle!”

Bayleef nodded. “Got it.”

“I’ll do my best,” Heracross added, taking a stance.

Bugsy released his first two Pokémon, who materialized next to one another.

“That’s a Venonat and a Pineco, right?” Brock asked, as the former picked up the latter.

“That’s right.” Bugsy nodded. “Bugs are varied, which is one of their strengths.”

Bayleef frowned. “Okay, let’s see… Grass moves aren’t great against bugs.”

She glanced across at Heracross. “You go for the Pineco.”

“Got it.” Heracross lumbered forwards.

Bugsy pointed. “Venonat, use Skill Swap!”

Venonat clicked, eyes glowing, and a light passed between it and Pineco. The utility power had just finished when Bayleef’s Razor Leaf attack arrived.

The furry Bug was barely inconvenienced at all by the attack, and released Poisonpowder before jumping out of the way as Bayleef tried to Body Slam it.

“Ugh!” Bayleef said, shaking her head as the clouds of poison washed over her. She grimaced, then closed her eyes and concentrated for a bit.

Her bulbs opened slightly, and a soothing scent washed out of them. It countered the purplish poison in the air, and then burned it out of her body as well.

“There,” she said, pleased. Then jumped out of the way as Venonat launched a Fury Cutter attack, clipping her foreleg.

“That could be a problem,” she observed.

A loud explosion resounded from the other side of the battlefield.

“Are you doing okay?” she called.

“Just fine!” Heracross replied. “I think… this thing keeps exploding!”

He pointed his horn down again, and managed to flip Pineco into the air. “Aha!”

“Gyro Ball!” Bugsy instructed.

Pineco began rotating at blurring speed as it rose, reached the apex, and fell.

“Whoa!” Heracross stumbled, just about managing to avoid contacting the spinning Pokémon, and rolled over until he was standing back upright. “Sneaky!”

Pineco replied by showering spikes in all directions.

“Okay, let’s try this!” Heracross brought his forelegs together, and concentrated.

Glowing faintly, a ball of blue energy formed as he brought them apart, then destabilized.

“Oh, dear… okay, second time lucky?”

As Heracross tried to get his Aura Sphere working, Bayleef backed across the battlefield using her vines to deflect attacks from Venonat.

His complicated variety of status attacks weren’t doing him any favours, as by now Bayleef was in a constant haze of healing honeysuckle scent from her Aromatherapy, but the odd Signal Beam was a significant threat that had to be stopped with dense showers of leaves or by physically getting in the way of them with her vines.

“Aha!” she said, as she finally managed to get a vine past the mess of conflicting attacks and grab him around the middle. “Now let’s see if you-”

Her foot landed on one of the spikes.

“Aagh!” she cried, her grip loosening a bit, and Venonat nearly wiggled free before she got the other vine in to strengthen her grip. “Right!”

She began swinging him into trees and the floor with her vines, producing an interesting array of squeak noises.

“Finally!” Heracross announced, as he got the Aura Sphere working. “Take this!”

The wobbly, poorly stabilized Sphere crossed a now very spike-strewn battlefield, and blew a divot out of the ground underneath Pineco.

“Rapid Spin!” Bugsy ordered.

Pineco spun faster, taking off into the air. It tilted, and began to head for Heracross at high speed.

“Now, use Explosion!”

Heracross dove for cover as the ballistic pine cone went off.

“Does this mean I win?” he asked, once Pineco rolled to a stop – clearly out of it.

Bugsy held out two Pokéballs. “Your turn, Durant!”

“Aren’t they from Unova?” Ash asked.

“I know Burgh, he lives there,” Bugsy replied. “Good eye, though.”

The Bug/Steel type clicked his pincers.

“Finally, something I can hit!” Heracross advanced, and promptly stepped on a spike. “Ow… okay, this could take a while.”

Bayleef, meanwhile, was looking curiously at Venonat. “Shouldn’t you have been knocked out by now?”

Venonat replied by firing a Psybeam.

Bayleef dodged – and only then realized who was just behind her.

“Sorry!” she called back at Heracross, who’d taken the attack in the side and was visibly staggering. “Try to get over here so I can help protect you!”

Venonat used the distraction to bite his way out of her vines, and then fired a beam of light at Durant – a second Skill Swap.

Heracross lumbered over to Bayleef. “How is this going to work?”

Another Psybeam came in, and got blocked by Bayleef’s carefully aimed Razor Leaf. “Like that. Try and use Aura Sphere, I’ll keep us both safe.”

“Venonat!“Bugsy called. “Use U-turn!”

Venonat shook his antenna, and then launched himself forwards. Heracross blocked the attack with a punch, and knocked it out.

“That was easy,” Heracross said. He brought his rear leg up to his horn and tried to pull out a Spike. “Two down, two to go. What now?”

Bugsy released his final Pokémon.

“Oh, neat!” Heracross added. “They’re from Hoenn, right?”

“Durant, Entrainment!” Bugsy snapped, pointing at his newly-released Shedinja.

Uh-oh… Dexter observed.

“What?” Ash asked, taking his Pokédex out of his pocket.

I’ve been keeping track – Bugsy’s been passing Sturdy around like a baseball defence. We’re in trouble.

“I’ll handle this!” Heracross called, charging forwards through the Spikes. He reached Shedinja – and passed through.

“What?” he asked, shaking his head.

“Shedinja’s immune to attacks that aren’t super effective!” Ash called.

All attacks, Dexter corrected.

“What?” Ash blinked. “What do you mean, all attacks?”

That one just picked up Sturdy instead of Wonder Guard.

Ash worked it out. “Oh.”

“What happened?” Misty asked. “I forget how that works.”

Shedinja has an extremely small amount of life force, Dexter explained. And the ability Sturdy lets a Pokémon naturally use Endure, retaining at least a small amount of life force so long as it has as much as it can. And for Shedinja, the two thresholds are the same.

“Which means that Shedinja can’t actually be hurt by attacks,” Ash finished.

He cupped his hands around his mouth. “Heracross! Just get the Durant!”

“Got it!” Heracross replied, dodging a Shadow Ball from the now essentially invincible Shedinja. “Take this!”

Durant scuttled backwards out of the way of a Focus Punch, and an X-Scissor hit him from behind.

“Are you okay, Heracross?” Ash called, worried.

“Yeah!” Heracross replied, as a shower of leaves from Bayleef prevented another attack from reaching him. “I can do this!”

He lunged forwards, crushing Spikes under him, and this time his Focus Punch connected. Durant clicked, then used Guillotine and finally knocked Heracross out.


“Nice work, Heracross,” Ash said. “It was a bad matchup, but you did good work.”

He took up another Pokéball. “Okay, Quilava!”


Quilava landed between two fields of spikes, and nearly got a Shadow Ball to the face.

Jumping out of the way, she Flamethrowered both her opponents. This had very little effect on Shedinja – protected by Sturdy – but Durant screeched in pain.

Shedinja zoomed in, and hit her in the side as he passed through her.

“Ow!” Quilava said, dancing a half-step sideways.

Her quills flared up again, and she sent out shots of fire. Shedinja dodged them, and hovered back to the centre of the spike field.

“Over here!” Bayleef called. “Hurry!”

“What?” Quilava replied. “Why? I’m – ow!”

“What you are is poisoned!” Bayleef pumped out more Aromatherapy. “You need to get over here so I can heal you!”

Quilava nodded, and launched herself into a somersault. Her quills flashed with flame and dug into the ground, and she spun off – caroming off Spikes and nearly hitting a low hanging tree branch, before skidding to a halt next to Bayleef and coming back out of her Flame Wheel.

She took a breath, and sighed. “Thank you so much, that’s much better.”

The two female mid-level starters exchanged wary glances with their insectoid opponents.

“What now?” Quilava asked.

“First – you get rid of that Durant,” Bayleef decided. “Come over here if you feel any attacks hit at all, they might be Toxic.”

Quilava shuddered. “Got it.”

Taking another breath of the sweet honeysuckle, she curled up again and reactivated Flame Wheel.


“Your Pokémon are quite good at teamwork,” Bugsy observed, as Quilava came in on a Flame Wheel attack. She skidded across a patch of harder ground, leaving embers behind her, and then launched herself at Durant.

The Bug/Steel Type scuttled out of the way, then Shedinja came in and stung her with Toxic again.

Quilava’s path became a little more erratic, but she canted around and took a wide, high speed return journey to come to a halt within the Aromatherapy cloud. A few seconds of steady, soothing breath, and she set off again.

“Quilava!” Ash called suddenly. “The Durant used Rock Polish, it’s dodging your attacks that way!”

“What do I do, then?” Quilava asked, as she crushed a Spike under her rapidly spinning body and accelerated. “I’ve got to go faster, right?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “Jump into the air while spinning, and then use Aerial Ace!”

“Got it!”

“Durant!” Bugsy said, realizing what that meant. “Look out!”

Quilava ramped off a tree, spinning up it in a trail of fire and then uncurling and spinning off. In mid-air she rolled back into a ball, spun up again – seemed to hang in mid-air for a moment, and then shot straight at Durant at blurring speed.

“Yes!” Ash called, as the Fire attack connected and knocked Durant out. “Now, keep it up! Use it again, and attack Shedinja as often as you can!”

“That won’t work,” Bugsy informed him.

“Won’t it?” Ash replied, grinning.


Panting, Quilava spun to a halt next to Bayleef. “I’m getting really dizzy now…”

Another breath of honeysuckle, and she smiled. “And that always makes me feel better.”

“Just make sure you don’t get too dizzy,” Bayleef cautioned. “I can’t cure everything.”

“Right.” Quilava took up her stance. “Do you think this is going to work?”

“Eh?” Bayleef blinked. “You mean the battle?”

“Yeah.” Quilava shrugged, not taking her eyes off the Shedinja. “I mean… I don’t see how this is going to work.”

Bayleef nodded. “True. But Ash does, and that’s good enough for me.”

Quilava observed her out of the corner of one eye. “Did you tell him?”

“…oh, you knew.” Bayleef pursed her lips.

“I worked it out.”

“Well…” Bayleef shrugged. “He found out. He was quite sympathetic, though… his answer was no.”

Quilava nodded solemnly. “I’m sorry.”

Then she shot off in another trail of fire, launched herself into the air, and went hurtling forwards in another of those unerring mid-air attacks.

This time, when she hit, there was a flash of orange fire around her target as she passed through. It flinched, and promptly fainted.


“Yes!” Ash said, as Shedinja fell to the floor. “I thought so!”

“…what?” Bugsy asked, watching as Quilava skidded to a stop and flopped on her back, chest heaving. “How did you-?”

“Sometimes – very rarely – Fire type attacks set their target on fire,” Ash replied. “I guessed that would still work!”

It seems you were right, Dexter said – a little startled. The progressive injury from the burn bypassed its Sturdy ability. Do you always guess in battle?

“Not always,” Ash replied. “Usually.”

“Well.” Bugsy returned his Shedinja. “I’m kind of glad we held this outside.”

Ash took another look at the battlefield.

It was, frankly, a wreck.

Spikes were strewn everywhere, the ground was torn up in long furrows from Razor Leaves, missed Whips and the odd attack from Heracross, a huge pile of broken Spikes covered the centre of the battlefield, Toxic residue hissed on the ground, and most of it was smouldering from dozens upon dozens of Flame Wheel tracks.

And there were the craters from the repeated explosions, too.

“Well done, Ash,” Bugsy admitted, shaking his hand. “Your Pokémon are good at adapting to impossible situations, and they work well together – which earns them, and you, the Hive badge.”

Ash accepted it, and beamed. “Great!”

He collected Quilava from the battlefield, stepping carefully over the Spikes. “Nice work, Quilava. I think we’ll have to remember that attack.”

Quilava nodded, yawned, and tapped her Pokéball to return herself.

“Don’t you usually use a Scyther, though?” Ash asked, as Bayleef walked over to him with equal care.

“Against you?” Bugsy snorted. “Don’t make me laugh. I say the Scyther’s my best, but really he’s my best against people who haven’t won Leagues before.”

“…huh,” Ash said. “Suppose I’m a victim of my own success, then.”


“I know you two are having trouble,” Ash said, looking between Sylvester and his duck. “But a lot of new trainers have trouble. Pikachu and I had trouble to begin with!”

Pikachu nodded, and gave Ash a demonstrative zap.

“Think that, but all day,” Ash went on, unfazed. “We pretty much hated one another. But then we got into danger, and from then on we were great friends.

“You bet!” Pikachu agreed with a cheerful nod.

“How?” Sylvester asked. “I mean – I’m no good…”

“It’s not easy, no,” Ash continued. “But that’s how you get better – practice.”

He changed his gaze to Farfetch’d. “I know it sometimes feels like you know a lot more than your trainer. And that might be true! But… I work with my Pokémon.”

Pikachu took over. “He does. Ash keeps an eye out for things we don’t notice, and if we have trouble with something he gets us through it.”

“Just give him a bit of a chance, okay?” Ash asked.

Farfetch’d considered that, then nodded reluctantly.

“Besides,” Ash added. “You know what he means when he says ‘Cutting attack’. I’m sure you can work it out.”

“Right,” Farfetch’d quacked.

“Think that’ll work?” Brock asked, as they continued through Ilex.

“I’ve got no idea,” Ash admitted. “Hope it does, though.”

He held up the block of sweet-smelling wood they’d been given. “This is probably a good sign, though.”


“Hi, guys!” Brock said, waving. “Long time no see!”

“Yeah,” Misty agreed. “It feels kind of strange.”

“Well, we’re glad you’re missing us,” James said jovially.

“No, more in the sense of peaceful,” Misty amended.

“That’s cold,” Meowth muttered, mock-shivering.

“Anyway, what brings you here?” Ash asked.

“Well.” Jessie shrugged. “Lickitung is alright, but you never restored him. And I have to admit, we’re missing the big doofus.”

“Wobbuffet, right?” Ash shook his head. “How long did you have that guy, anyway?”

“Well, I’d’a said long enough,” Meowth groused. Then he shrugged. “Eh, at least we ain’t bein’ hit by attacks as often when he’s around.”

“How’s everyone?” Ash asked, as they fell into step.

“Well…” James sighed. “Abra’s still as lazy as ever.”

“He’s got an actual book where he works out how ta optimize his sleep regime,” Meowth contributed. “O’ course, he only works in it five minutes a week…”

“Arbok and Weezing are fine,” Jessie said. “I’ve been training them for contests, and they work well together. Weezing has this lovely line in stage mist, which had everyone applauding.”

Meowth sniggered. “And all the other contestants passed out.”

“Contests?” Ash asked, then nodded. “That’s right, you did those…”

“And I think we did well,” Jessie agreed.

“Gyarados gets exercised once a week around the Seafoam Islands,” James took up the list. “I don’t ask, but he usually comes back looking a bit bruised and quite smug.”

“And Victreebell?”

James couldn’t answer, because there was a plant on his face.

With calm efficiency, Jessie and Meowth hauled the Victreebell off.

“This,” James summarized.

“Wow,” Ash said. “He really does just keep latching on, doesn’t he…”

“I’m sure Ninetales told you about Growlie,” James resumed, returning his Grass-type.

Ninetales nodded, with a small smile.

“And Cubone…”

“She’s…” Jessie searched for a tactful way to put it. “Listless.”

“We kinda hope da latest mission’s gonna perk her up,” Meowth added. “We’re competin’ in da Pokéathlon!”

Ash, Brock, Misty, Pikachu, Lucario and Ninetales all stopped in their tracks.

“You’re doing what?” Ash spoke for all of them.

“Why not?” Meowth asked, shrugging. “What’s so wrong with dat concept?”

“…well, now I feel kind of silly,” Ash admitted. “Because all I’ve got is “That’s stupid…”


“Thanks!” Benny said, clutching the Pokéball. “And I hope you get on well with Wobbuffet, too!”

“I’m sure we will,” Jessie replied.

When he’d left, she promptly passed the Pokéball to Ash. “All right, you should definitely be able to restore him, he’s been around you for longer than just about any of your companions.”

“Not continuously, but yeah.” Ash opened the ‘ball and gave Wobbuffet a tap.

This didn’t change his expression.

“Uh…” Jessie tapped him as well, making him bob gently back and forth. “You awake?”

Wob-wob-wob.

“Alive?”

Finally, Wobbuffet stirred. He looked down at Meowth. “What just happened? Where did the birdie go?”

“Dat was a Woobat, ya doofus,” Meowth sighed. “An’ welcome back in time.”

“Right.” Wobbuffet turned to Jessie, and saluted. “Reporting for duty!”

“Is that what he was saying all this time?” Ash asked. “Huh.”

“Actually, it ain’t,” Meowth shrugged. “About half of it was puns. Jessie an’ James are lucky I wasn’t translatin’ them.”

“You think it would be punishment?” Wobbuffet asked.

“Ow.” Ash winced. “Right, we’re getting out of here before we hear too many of those. Where next?”

There’s the Fire and Rescue Grand Prix. There is, however, a problem.

“I think we’d be pre-emptively banned, knowing Squirtle…” Misty joked.

That’s the thing. We are.

“…oh.”

After that, the next major event is a riverside a few days travel away. Both you and Ash have a Pokémon to catch there.

“That sounds better,” Misty perked up. “Let’s go, then.”


Once the friends had left, and the Rockets were themselves well out of town, Wobbuffet turned to Jessie. “Time travel?”

“That’s right,” Jessie agreed, once translated. “Pretty much all of us.”

“Why?”

“Dat’s what your pre-evolution says…” Meowth muttered. “Anyway, it ain’t all da same stuff again. Meet da new guys!”

Jessie and James started opening Pokéballs.

Wobbuffet bent over the snoozing Abra. “He seems quite a good psydekick.”

“Oh, shaddup…” Meowth said. “An ‘dis is Growlie.”

“Named after his younger self? I see an old dog can learn new tricks.”

Meowth threw a coin at him. It bounced off with a boing noise, and smacked Meowth in the cheek.

“Okay, dat wasn’t da best choice…”

Gyarados waved a tail.

Wobbuffet seemed about to come up with another pun, but backed off at a glare from Meowth.

“And her?”

Cubone looked up. “I’ve heard of you.”

A bone formed in her paw. It bounced off the floor a couple of times, then went flying directly at Wobbuffet.

Boi-i-ing!

She blocked it with an identical bone, and both shattered.

Her expression became considering. “Interesting. How many times can you do that?”

“I don’t understand the question.”

“Good.” Cubone produced a pair of bonemerangs. “I request your help with training.”

“Wait a sec,” Meowth said, raising a paw. “Remember dat fing we talked about?”

“…you are correct.” Cubone nodded. “I will limit my practice to four hours per day, for reasons of health.”

“Dat’s better.” Meowth gingerly patted her on the shoulder. “I know, ya threw yourself into it. But it ain’t normal, even Ash spends a lotta time havin’ fun.”


“Thanks again, Quilava,” Brock said. “Without Charizard, it’s a little harder to cook enough food when everyone’s out.”

“Think nothing of it,” Quilava yawned, and pushed up the heat from her quills again. “My flames feel a little tingly…”

“That’s fine, I think,” Brock reassured her. “It’s the same thing as when muscles hurt a bit after they’re used for a long time.”

“Good to know.”

“What are we having?” Stantler asked, peering closer. “That looks strange…”

“It’s a risotto,” Brock explained. “I’ve done some bacon, as well, so the Pokémon and people who want to can add some, but the main meal is just lots of risotto – which is fine for everyone.”

“I see. That’s clever.” Stantler nodded, absorbing the information. “I suppose you have to think like that, when there’s a lot of different kinds of diet. Everyone back with my herd ate the same things, because they’re all Stantler.”

“That’s right.” Brock rubbed Stantler’s ears. “How are your illusions coming?”

“I’m working on learning how to make an illusion of Ninetales.” Stantler bobbed his head. “It’s harder than I was expecting to get her right – especially making sure the walk is convincing. At the moment the illusion is sort of… static.”

“Practice makes perfect.” Brock swirled the meal around. “Okay, this looks about ready.”

He raised his voice. “Ash! Can you get the bacon?”

“Where is it?” Ash called back.

“I left the plate on that tree stump!”

“Oh.” Ash walked over, holding a plate. “I think I just remembered where we are.”

He put it down, revealing it to be completely empty.

“…oh, right, I remember!” Brock said. “The Houndour, right?”

“Yeah.” Ash looked around. “Where was it they lived…”

“Ash…” Brock asked, concerned. “You’re not going to try to get the bacon back, are you?”

“What!? No!” Ash shook his head emphatically. “No, there’s an injured one somewhere, that’s why they stole the food. I’m gonna find it and bring it to the Pokémon centre to get healed!”

“…sure.” Brock sighed. “I know better than to try and stop you. Just – have some food, first, please?”


“Ash!” Pikachu called, panting. “Slow down!”

Ash kept running. “I may have stopped long enough to get food, but that Pokémon needs my help – and I’m not going to let it be hurt by my being late!”

Lucario looked down at his teammate. “Do you need a lift?”

“Yeah, yeah… sure.” Pikachu nodded, and jumped up and along Lucario’s proffered arm. “I’m a lot smaller than you, you know… and I’m running on a full stomach.”

“I’m sure.” Lucario accelerated again, until he was running alongside Ash and matching him stride for stride.

“Thanks,” Pikachu said.

“Think nothing of it.”

It wasn’t much longer before they came out onto a cliffside overlooking a cave, and beheld a dramatic scene.

Half-a-dozen Houndour stood in a defensive pattern outside the cave mouth, with two flanking a clearly badly injured fellow who was no longer able to stand.

Before them, grumbling and growling, was a Golem.

Lucario halted. “Ash, what should we-”

Pikachu interrupted him. “Ash!”

Lucario glanced to his side.

Ash was no longer there. In fact, he was in mid-air over the Golem and descending fast, his palms glowing blue.

“Did he even slow down!?” Lucario asked, exasperated, just before his trainer delivered a Force Palm attack to the big Rock-type.

The blow knocked Golem off its feet, and it rolled over before coming back upright. Ash, for his part, landed lightly – the attack having negated most of his momentum from falling – and unslung his staff, which began to crackle with blue light.

“Well, he’s got a sense of showmanship…” Pikachu said weakly.

“Who cares, let’s help him!” Lucario stepped forwards and went down the steep cliff edge sideways, with one foot leading at full extension and one crouched up behind.

Before they reached the bottom, Ash had already blocked a Rock Throw attack with another burst of palm-delivered Aura and used his staff for a stunning overarm blow, and was winding up for an Aura Sphere with his free hand.

Lucario landed on bended knees, waited a moment to let Pikachu jump free, and then darted forwards with one foot glowing. He planted the free foot, pivoted on it, and slammed a kick into the Golem’s left knee just as the Aura Sphere arrived.

“Seriously, Ash,” Lucario said, as the Golem hurtled off into the distance. “You should have waited for us.”

Ash shrugged. “Are you guys okay?” he asked the Houndour.

They were mostly too busy staring at him.

“That was awesome!” one said, before being glared at by the leader and going silent with a whimper.

“All fine?” Ash checked. “Good. Now – one of you is hurt, right?”

There was a round of growls, as the reminder shook the Houndour out of their astonishment and back into pack mode.

“No, I don’t want to hurt him!” Ash denied. “He needs help – there’s a Pokémon centre a few miles away.”

The alpha cocked his head on one side, then turned away to glance between the others.

Ash heard the faint muttering that resulted.

“-he’s in a bad way, we should-”

“-can’t trust any of-”

“-that’s a Lucario, boss. Lucario are-”

“-…I’ll say yes. If it means he’ll be fine.”

As the alpha turned back, Ash nodded. “Don’t worry. He will be.”

The leader stopped. “You speak Pokémon?”

“Yeah, I keep forgetting that’s not normal,” Ash admitted. “Aura, basically.”

“So cool!” one of the pack said, and got glared at again.

“Okay, I need to pick him up,” Ash said. “Can I come through?”

After a moment, the leader barked an order, and the pack split in two – leaving a path to the injured one.

Ash crouched down, and gathered the ill Pokémon into his arms. “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine.”

The Dark-type coughed weakly.

“Dexter!” Ash called. “Which way to the Pokémon centre?”

Start. Straight on for four hundred yards, then take the first left at the bottom of the hill.

Ash got moving again, Lucario padding alongside – with Pikachu – and the pack falling into formation around him as a kind of honour guard.

Five miles or so was a fairly long run, especially over broken terrain… but someone was counting on him. So Ash didn’t care much how far it was.


“It’s a good thing you got him here when you did,” Nurse Joy said, scanning the Houndour. “It looks like an injury got infected, so Antidotes wouldn’t have done much. Not even berries are very good at coping with an infection – they just help with the symptoms.”

She shrugged. “But he should be fine in the morning.”

Ash nodded his thanks, still a bit winded. “Thank you.”

“Recently caught?”

“Not caught at all,” Ash corrected. “He’s wild – so are the others.”

Joy peered over her counter, and spotted the half-dozen or so other wild Houndour dotted around the waiting room. “Oh. Are they… safe?”

“I’m sure they are,” Ash told her, sitting down. “They were worried for their packmate, that’s all.”

“Quite understandable.”

As Ash got his breath back, the pack leader walked over.

It coughed lightly to get his attention.

“Yes?” Ash asked, mopping his forehead with a towel.

“We owe you,” the alpha said bluntly. “I don’t like having an unpaid debt.”

“Don’t worry,” Ash replied. “Really. Helping an injured Pokémon like that is its own reward.”

“You’re a really strange human.”

“I get that,” Ash agreed.

“I would say we’ll be here when you need us, but… you’re clearly a traveller.” The alpha thought something over. “Where do you live?”

“Uh… I kinda plan to spend the next several years on the road,” Ash said. “But I grew up in Pallet town, in Kanto.”

“I see.” The alpha frowned, tail wagging slowly. “Hypothetically speaking, if we turned up there, what would happen?”

“I guess Professor Oak would probably want to study you,” Ash frowned. “He doesn’t get to work with wild Pokémon often, especially not groups of several of them.”

“Interesting.”


The next morning, Ash set off back south to find his friends.

The Houndour pack – back to full strength – were about to head in the same direction, but their leader raised a paw.

“Wait.”

“What is it, boss?” one asked.

The leader padded over to a corner, and came back with a piece of paper. Dropping it, he spread it out – a map of southern Honshu.

“I spoke to his Quilava last night,” the alpha explained. “She said this Professor provides food – if the Pokémon can’t get enough themselves.”

He tapped the map. “It sounds like a better deal to me than what we have around here. We get studied, yes, but studied doing what we do anyway – and in return, we get security from hunger and ready medical attention.”

For a moment, the alpha fixed his gaze on his newly-healthy son, then looked between his sons, daughters and mate, as well as his brother. “I don’t want to lose any of you before I have to.”

Folding the map up again, he turned. “We’re going east.”


“Ignis will never be defeated!” Hideyoshi exclaimed. “For Ignis! Monferno, attack!”

Sir Aaron rubbed his temples. “Hey, Arceus?” he called into the sky, as Monferno beat up Palkia’s ankle. “These antagonists aren’t exactly the most intelligent in history.”

I was in a great hurry. I’m still working on designing the rest.

The huge Dragon/Water Type lifted his foot, inspecting the small scratch marks. “This is not much of a challenge. Hydro Pump.”

Squeaking in alarm, the Monferno was carried away by a colossal torrent of water.

“Do you yield?” Sir Aaron asked, pointing one of his swords straight at Hideyoshi.

“I-” Hideyoshi stopped talking, freezing in place.

There we go! Arceus said, pleased. Right, you wanted a challenge?

“A bit of one, yeah,” Aaron agreed.

Good.

Hideyoshi unfroze. “-most certainly do not! Infernape!”

Pakika kicked the Infernape into the middle distance as it charged.

“What about now?” Sir Aaron queried.

“I’ve still not sent out my champion! Reshiram, get them!”

“…wait.” Dialga pointed. “Did he just say-”

Blue Flare hit Palkia directly in the face.

Reshiram keened to the sky, flames skirling out of its tail turbine, and followed up its first attack with a colossal Dragonbreath.

“Okay, that hurt!” the Space Pokémon roared, claws sliding out and smashing away the remains of the attack. “Aaron, orb me!”

“Got it!” Aaron replied, throwing the Lustrous Orb.

Palkia caught it, and grinned.

“Here we go! This is gonna be fun! Spacial Rend!”

Reality twisted in half, and fired itself at Reshiram.

As the explosions started, Giratina floated down to Aaron’s level. “When’s our turn?”

“Dunno,” Aaron admitted. “Any elemental locations you’d prefer?”

“Psychic would be nice. I’m good at Psychic.”


AN:

Shedinja with Sturdy – yes, that does technically work. The result is a Pokémon that can only be KOed by multi-hit moves (and not Normal or Fighting ones), or status conditions, or recoil or weather. (There’s probably a few more things too – but the important bit is that Ash’s team only had a very short list of them.)

Wobbuffet’s back, and Ash came close to recruiting a Houndour or six. No dice for now, but mainly because he didn’t ask… (By the way, the Houndour pack structure here is mimicking real world wolves. Their packs are family – mother, father, the odd uncle or aunt, and the kids.

As for the events in the pocket dimension… well, they’re not going to be bored, that’s for sure






54. Johto 8


Ash laughed, as Totodile licked his face. “Yeah, I’ve missed you too!”

“You did? Hurrah!” Totodile let himself be plucked off Ash’s front, and bounced from foot to foot once he was set down. “It’s been a long time since we journeyed together, Ash!”

“Yeah…” Ash rubbed the back of his neck, wincing. “Sorry about that.”

“That’s okay!” Totodile nodded, irrepressible. “It means I got a lot of time to practice my juggling!”

He peered around. “Ooh, new friends! You’re big!”

Lucario nodded.

“And you’re not quite as big!” Totodile cocked his head, looking at Togekiss. “Where’s Togepi, is she hiding behind you?”

“No,” Togekiss replied. “I am Togepi.”

“…you used to be shorter.” Totodile shrugged, and looked around again. “Who else is new?”

“Me?” Stantler asked. “I don’t think we’ve met.”

“Nice to meet you.” Totodile offered a claw to shake, and Stantler lifted his hoof to match. “You’ve got huge antlers!”

“They’re quite small, really…” Stantler replied, shaking his head. “I’m still young.”

“So am I,” Totodile shrugged. “What’s your thing?”

Stantler concentrated, and a Ninetales shimmered into place next to him. It stood completely still, not even breathing.

“Whoa!” Totodile said, gaping. “That’s so cool!”

Brock’s actual Ninetales padded around them, inspecting her doppelgänger. “Not bad, though I see you still have trouble making it move.”

“Yeah.” Stantler let the illusion collapse. “I’m still trying to get that working.”

“This one’s much better, though!” Totodile said, pointing at Ninetales. “This one moves and everything!”

Ninetales thwapped him lightly on the nose with a tail. “I’m the real one.”

“Oh!” Totodile nodded sagely. “That explains it.”

He ran back over to Ash. “Let’s go!”

“Someone’s enthusiastic!” Ash smiled. “All right, come on.”


“Come one, come all!” announced a female trainer. “Come and use a Fire-type Pokémon against my Skarmory!”

Jessie blinked. “That’s not normal, is it?”

James shrugged. “Maybe she wants it to learn how to lose with dignity. Well, I’ve got a Fire-type. Growlie!”

The Arcanine burst into existence, and James gave him a scratch. “Okay, go!”

Growlie looked at the Skarmory, lip curling… then sniffed, and his attitude changed completely. He went from battle-ready to suddenly very happy, and he bounded off over a nearby hill.

“…that doesn’t usually happen,” James made clear. “Actually, that must mean-”

Growlie bounded back over the hill again, Ninetales running alongside.

“Hi!” Brock called, cresting the ridge, as his Pokémon and Growlie curvetted around one another. “I didn’t realize we were so close!”

“Nor did I,” James admitted. “Your Pokémon seems to have distracted my Pokémon.”

Now reacquainted, the two ran up to James. “Hey, James?” Growlie asked. “Can we fight together?”

“What about it?” Brock said, putting the question to the Skarmory’s trainer. “Want to give your Skarmory a real challenge? Two-on-one?”

The young woman – Miki – thought about that. “What do you think, Skarmory?”

Skarmory looked between the two Fire-types. “Skaar,” it said after a moment, and took off.

“Right!” Miki pointed. “Iron Defence!”

Skarmory’s feathers sheened with silvery light, and it cawed.

Growlie glanced over at Ninetales. “Shall I lead?”

“Go ahead,” Ninetales replied.

Then they began to pace forwards, side-by-side.

“Fury attack!” Miki ordered.

Skarmory cawed, and swooped down on Growlie. Its beak glowed.

Growlie waited a few seconds, until the Skarmory was almost on top of him. “Now!” he said, jumping to his left – away from Ninetales – and drawing the Skarmory to alter course to deliver the attack.

Ninetales’ fur crackled with tiny sparks. Five of her tails came up to her mouth, touched an orb of fire, and drew out five long arms from it.

Then the Fire Blast went off.

Skarmory heard the attack coming, and left off his attack on Growlie before more than a few blows had actually hit home. Climbing frantically, he got out of the fire blast basket with no more than a singed tail.

For his part, Growlie let the attack wash over him. “Nice,” he said, once it ended. A Flamethrower returned the favour, and Ninetales’ Flash Fire absorbed it just like his had.

“Thanks,” Ninetales nodded, and returned her gaze to the Skarmory overhead.

She inhaled, and fired off a Flamethrower.

Skarmory dodged it, sliding to the side and out of the way, and another burst of flame from Growlie made him slip lower still.

The two streams of fire curved around, sustained by the loping canines, and intersected just as Skarmory ran out of sky room.

The Steel-type rapidly heated to a dull red, then launched Swift stars at the duo and forced them to break off.

“Iron defence again!” Miki said, and Skarmory nodded. As it cooled, silver-sheen flashed on its wings, and it flew back up into the sky.


“What just happened?” Ash asked.

“Fire damages steel by making it weaker,” Miki explained. “My Skarmory has learned to use Iron Defence to reverse the process, so single blasts of heat can’t knock him out!”

“Right.” Brock exchanged a look with James. “Uh… which one of us is in charge here?”

“I think they are,” James replied, pointing at the two conversing Pokémon.


“Right.” Growlie nodded his assent. “Okay, here we go!”

He blurred into motion, running off to the other side of the hill, and left Ninetales alone.

Skarmory took the opportunity, making an attack run. Ninetales shot flame at him, and he dodged with easy speed.

Growlie came bounding back over the hilltop, and jumped off. Skarmory aborted his attack run, rising up and out of danger.

Ninetales threw her head back, and launched off a Fire Blast. It rose into the sky, reaching up for Growlie’s form on an intercept course – and exploded.

Her boyfriend put it to good use. Using the soft pillow of overpressure, he gained enough purchase for an Extremespeed and rocketed further into the air – abruptly looking down at Skarmory.

Before the startled Steel-type could react, Growlie released his own Fire Blast. The attack hit Skarmory, driving him down from overhead, and Growlie controlled his fall with the jet of flame to keep himself over Skarmory for the whole descent.

The sustained heat was bad enough, but then Ninetales – pacing them on the ground – leapt atop Skarmory as soon as he crashed to the ground and placed flame-enshrouded teeth near his throat.

“Yield.”

Skarmory nodded.

“Good match!” Miki said, releasing another Pokémon. “Vaporeon, soak Skarmory for me as soon as that Ninetales gets off?”

Her Vaporeon did so, producing a huge cloud of steam and cooling Skarmory from an orange-yellow heat back to something much more safe. (It also extinguished the grass, which had been burning merrily.


“They work well together,” Brock observed, as Growlie and Ninetales padded back over with heads held high.

“You’re right,” James agreed. “Well, that was fun.”

Wobbuffet emerged from his Poké ball. “That was fighting flyer with fire!”

Several humans and Pokémon groaned.

It’s been done, Psyduck remarked critically.

“Really?” Wobbuffet asked. “When?”

…never you mind.


“Okay, this could be tricky,” Ash said, looking around. “Somewhere, there’s a shiny Noctowl – and remember, he’s clever.”

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. His cheeks sparked, and he started delivering a continuous light tingle of electricity into Ash’s shoulder. “That should keep you from being caught in an illusion.”

“Thanks,” Ash replied. “Now, if I was Noctowl, where would I be…”

There was a loud thwack.

“Over there?” Lucario suggested. “It’s as good a lead as any.”

They pushed through the brush, and found a man flailing away at a – normal – Noctowl with a big branch.

“Go away!” he said. “This isn’t for you!”

He turned, and saw the friends. “Aha!”

“Who are you?” Misty asked.

“I am Doctor Wiseman,” the man replied. “I’m trying to catch an oddly coloured Noctowl which flies around here. It’s very clever.”

There was a hoot.

Wiseman turned, and saw an oddly coloured Noctowl flying around there. “Aha!”

He picked up a long pole, with some berries hung on the end. “Here you go!”

“Doctor?” Ash asked. “Why are you trying to lure a normal Noctowl?”

“No, this is the shiny one!” Wiseman said, looking at Ash with confusion. He then looked up at the Noctowl, which was eating the berries at high speed.

As he looked, it flashed, and reverted to brown in colour.

“Damn it!” he raged, snatching the berries back out of reach. “This always happens! I swear this Noctowl keeps outsmarting me!”

“Sounds like a smart Pokémon,” Ash observed.

“Rather,” Noctowl said, landing on a branch overhead.

“Aha!”

Wiseman ran over to the tree and started climbing it. The third branch he grabbed for was another illusion, and he fell unceremoniously back down the tree.

“Better luck next time,” Noctowl observed, taking flight. “Know your enemy and know yourself, and all that.”

As he went past, he helped himself to a berry from the stick.

“This could be tricky,” Ash muttered.


“I challenge you!” Ash called.

“You do? Who are you?” Noctowl asked, flying around in a circle.

Ash grinned. “I’m Ash Ketchum! And I want to earn your respect!”

“Good luck with that, quite honestly.” Noctowl bobbed his wings. “Very well, let’s see if you can impress me.”

“You got it!” Ash sent out Ivysaur. “Okay, Ivysaur, use Vine Whip!”

“Ash-” Ivysaur began.

“None of that!” Ash cut him off. “Just do what I tell you.”

“…sure.” Ivysaur’s whips lashed out. Noctowl blocked one with a quick wing-flap, but the other wrapped around him just as he came down to land on a branch.

“I’ve got a good grip,” Ivysaur said, dubiously. “But it doesn’t-”

“Doesn’t matter!” Ash interrupted. “Now, bring him over here so I can catch him!”

Looking even more concerned, Ivysaur reeled his vines back in.

-and Ash threw a Poké ball over his shoulder.

There was the unmistakeable sound of the ‘ball connecting, a surprised screech, and then a dull thwap on the ground.

“…oh, right,” Ivysaur said, as the illusion he was holding collapsed to reveal a bunch of berries and part of a tree branch in an elaborate decoy. “So you knew he was using an illusion.”

“That’s right!” Ash said, picking up the ‘ball. “That do you?”

“…rather. Absolutely top hole, old chap.” Noctowl shook his head, and perched on Ash’s outstretched arm. “But really, Ash, did you have to hit me on the beak? That stung.”

“I hit you with a Poké ball I was throwing over my shoulder,” Ash reminded him. “I’m glad it worked at all.”

“Well, I suppose it’s lovely to be back. Why are we in the past?”

“Remember when we met a horde of Unown?” Ash asked. “And Mewtwo? And Celebi? And Latios and Latias?”

“I do.” Noctowl’s head went round in a circle. “Do you mean to say one of those was responsible?”

“No, it was Arceus and Dialga.” Ash shrugged. “It’s just that saying that straight off sounds like I’m insane.”

“You are, at the very least, eccentric.” Ivysaur waddled over. “Hi, Noctowl.”

“Are you alright, old chap?” Noctowl asked, frowning. “You seem to have put on a beastly amount of weight.”

“I evolved.”

“Is that what they’re calling it?” Noctowl flared his wings. “Well, to each his own. I can’t have any business whatsoever with evolving. I evolved once – never again.”

Ash sniggered.

“I must say, it’s nice that you understand me now.” Noctowl hooted, then took flight again. “Well, shall we go see the other chaps and chapesses?”

“Why are you talking like that?” Ivysaur asked, as he and Ash headed back to the clearing. “You’re from Johto.”

“So?” Noctowl flew around him, this time with a small illusion perched on his crown.

A top hat.

“A gent can dream, can’t he?”

“Am I seriously the only one of your Pokémon who isn’t strange, Ash?” Ivysaur asked.

“That’s not fair, Ivysaur!” Ash said, shaking his head. “Admittedly, I can’t think of anyone…”

He glanced down at his waist. “It’s a compliment, really.”


Near Viridian Forest, dark shapes moved on silent feet.

“Nearly there,” one Houndour reported. “I found a road sign which mentions Pallet Town. It’s just a few miles south.”

“Good work.” The alpha consulted the map one more time, then set it ablaze. “Now, follow my lead.”

For the third time, there was a series of scratches at the door.

“All right, all right..” Oak yawned, pulling on a dressing gown. “I swear, getting an innocent researcher up at the dead of night… what do I pay Tracey for…”

He opened the door. “Who’s there?”

The answer appeared to be that no-one and nothing was there.

Then there was a soft growl, and about eight pairs of eyes opened. White markings gleamed faintly in the night, and Oak abruptly realized what he was looking at – eight Houndour.

“Hello there,” he said, crouching down – and feeling a little silly, in Buneary slippers and a striped dressing gown.

One of the Houndour stepped forwards, and barked something.

“Oh, dear…” Oak looked up. “Damos?”

He said hello.

“Oh! Hello, then.” He held out a hand, and the Houndour looked at it.

I don’t think they understand the concept of handshakes, Professor, Damos observed quietly.

“Right, right. Sorry.” Oak withdrew his hand. “What brings you here?”

The Houndour – presumably the leader – began to bark again, tail wagging back and forth slowly as he explained.

Let’s see… Damos said. They’re here because they heard about Oak Ranch from… should have guessed. Ash did it.

“You’re right, that doesn’t surprise me.” Oak nodded to the alpha to keep speaking.

It seems that Ash saved his son – the one third from the right, back row. The Houndour weren’t sure how to take that, but they’ve decided to come here while they make up their minds.. Damos paused. The alpha also offers to let you study pack behaviour in Pokémon.

“That’s actually quite an interesting idea,” Oak admitted. “I learned a lot from studying the Tauros, and not just how to repair fences quickly.”

The alpha had said his piece, and stood in front of the doorstep with calm patience.

“How is the funding situation?” the Professor asked.

We are swimming in money, Damos replied. Even without the royalties from your radio program, when it starts, the sheer amount of grant and prize money earned from the completed Home Islands Pokédex is immense.

“There’s still a couple of missing entries,” Oak protested.

Yes. Two. And that will reduce to one as soon as the good Doctor Akihabara manages to complete his UpGrade package.

“Well, that’s me told.” Oak shook his head. “It looks like there’s no problems here, then. Go ahead – it’s around the back.”

The alpha held his gaze for a moment, then nodded to him. He barked, and the pack set off for the ranch.


This Pokéathlon thing sounds like a lot of effort, Abra said.

“Yeah, it kinda is,” Meowth admitted. “But-”

Abra Returned himself.

“Lazy so-and-so,” Meowth muttered. “Okay, there’s five kinds’a contest, with events spread out among ‘em.”

He scanned down the brochure. “Where was it… aha! There’s Speed, Power, Skill, Stamina, an’ Jump.”

Arbok raised a tail. “Jump?”

“Yeah, not all of you are gonna be good at all of ‘em,” Meowth agreed. “There’s ten events. Let’s go down ‘em all.”

Weezing frowned. “Can I just float?”

“…dunno. Anyway. First event, Hurdle Dash. It’s in the Speed an’ Jump contests, and it’s basically the hurdles. Faster is better.”

“Why don’t they just call it the hurdles?” Wobbuffet asked.

“‘cause-” Meowth stopped. “Let me tink about dat one-”

“Dashed if I know!” Wobbuffet finished, laughing.

Gyarados gave him a whack with his tail, sending him wobbling back and forth.

“Right.” Meowth looked down the list. “Next up is Ring Drop – ‘s kinda like sumo wrestling, but not really.”

He glanced back up. “Remember, da thing here is teamwork – it’s all groups of three. ‘an this is a Stamina event.”

Gyarados blinked. “Does that mean I can compete?”

For a moment, they all thought about what that would look like.

“We’ll certainly try ta get you in,” Meowth decided. “Let’s see. Snow Throw?”

“Snowball fight!” Wobbuffet cheered. “Cool!”

More groans, and another tail-to-the-face.

“Basically. Dat’s skill. Then there’s one which is Jump, which is da Lamp Jump. Da more lamps you get in one jump, da better.”

“I will dominate that,” Weezing proclaimed. “I can float!”

“We’re gonna need to check da rulebook, ain’t we…” Meowth grinned. “Right. Then we got Relay Run.”

Growlie looked smug.

“Yeah, ya big bad Arcanine.” Meowth shrugged. “But it’s a relay, so – like da rest – teamwork. That one’s in Speed and Stamina.”

The Scratch Cat scanned the rest of the list. “Running ‘em off quickly – Block Smash… Circle Push which is another kind’a sumo… Disc Catch – guess what that one is… a flag capture game, ‘an football.”

“What kind of football?” Victreebell asked.

“Football,” Meowth reiterated. “This ain’t Unova or Orre, ya know.”

“Then why didn’t you just say Soccer?”

“I shouldn’t have ta say it!” the Scratch Cat snapped.

“Question!” Wobbuffet raised an arm. “Are we trying to win, or trying to look good?”

“Ain’t dey the same?” Meowth asked, confused.

“No, they’re not!” Wobbuffet shook his head emphatically. “If we do badly but look funny doing it, that’s going to make us look good. If we win after barely clawing our way back, that looks great! But easy victories are boring.”

“…that’s deep, that is,” Arbok stated, to general agreement.

“Where’d ya pick that up?” Meowth asked.

“Here and there.” Wobbuffet tapped his tail on the floor. “If we pay attention to that, victory is insight!”

Meowth looked suspicious. “…did ya just tell another pun?”

“Nope!” Wobbuffet told him.

“I’m watchin’ you…” Meowth stated. He then turned to Cubone. “You okay? You ain’t said a thing.”

“It feels like a bit of a waste,” Cubone said morosely. “Using our abilities for this… especially if all we’re doing is deliberately making mistakes.”

“I dunno,” Meowth admitted. “Wanna talk about it?”

“…no.” Cubone walked off.

“By da way,” Meowth said, once she was out of sight. “If any o’ you got any ideas how to help her out of dat funk, lemme know.”

None were immediately forthcoming.


“Where, exactly, are we?” Cobalion asked.

Keldeo checked the map, then looked up at the signs. “I’m… not sure. All the signs are in a different language.”

“Let me see.” Virizion stepped up and examined the sign. “It says that the road we are on leads to Lumiose City to the north-west, and Santalune City to the south-east.”

“Got it!” Keldeo looked at his map. “Whoops…”

He put his hoof on Santalune City, then slid it north-west. “Here’s where we are.”

The hoof then slid north. “And here’s where the tunnel was. We’ve gone in the wrong direction. Sorry, guys.”

“Don’t worry, kid!” Terrakion consoled him. “Doing better than I would!”

“Thanks.” Keldeo looked at the map again, and then his atlas. “Right, I think we just need to head east from here. To the rising sun.”

Cobalion inspected his handiwork, and nodded.

Keldeo packed up the atlas, map and their small amount of spending money, and shrugged on the saddlebags he kept them in.

They were about to set off, when someone shouted for help.

“Quick!” Virizion said, leaping into motion. Her fellow Swords followed behind her.

“What about me?” Keldeo asked. There was no reply, so he shrugged and followed along behind.


“Come on, quickly!” Virizion said, trotting alongside a large number of Bunnelby as she led them away from the brushfire.

Behind her, there was the clash of swords and the occasional roar as her two fellow Swords fended off the pride of Pyroar.

Virizion hoped they were doing all right. Certainly, Cobalion and Terrakion were strong – but, well. There were a lot of Pyroar back there.

Certainly, they needed to be stopped – they were clearly causing fires without putting in the effort to be sure they wouldn’t spread – but she was worried. For Cobalion, especially.

Finally, the Bunnelby reached a river, across which they hurried. Free from her obligation, Virizion drew her sword and charged back to help her comrades.

The fire had intensified even in the short time she’d been gone. In fact, it was starting to roar, and a breeze was freshening – drawing air in towards the dry vegetation.

This was probably going to result in a forest fire – maybe even a firestorm.

Then she was abruptly soaked.

“Whoaaa!” Keldeo’s voice drifted down from overhead.

“Keldeo!” she called up. “What are you doing?”

“Hydro Pump!” Keldeo replied. “I’ve been working on it, but I can’t steer great – whoa!”

Water went everywhere, sluicing into the inferno and producing great clouds of steam.

“Whatever you’re doing, it’s working!” Vizirion called. “Keep it up!”

Her reply was another soaking, and she caught sight of Keldeo rocketing across the path ahead… with water spraying from his hooves?

“Are you flying by shooting water out of your hooves?” she asked, not quite believing her eyes.

“Yea-aaaaah!” Keldeo disappeared off towards the fire, and then there was a loud thump.

Waves of water sprayed out in all directions.


“That was close,” Cobalion said, once the fire had gone out. “Good work, Virizion, Terrakion… and Keldeo.”

Keldeo beamed.

Then he glanced towards his back – his bare back. “Oh no! I lost the map – and our money!”

“Eh, no problem!” Terrakion announced. “We know which way to go, we’ll get on without! We head east, right?”

“I…” Keldeo looked downcast, but then nodded. “Yes, that’s right.”

“Then that’s all we need.” Terrakion nodded firmly.

Cobalion gave his assent, and Virizion made it unanimous.

“Let’s go, then!” Terrakion added, lumbering into motion.


“I wonder who they were,” Gary said, as the four strange Pokémon disappeared before he could get close.

I know.

Umbreon blinked. “You know, Dee? How? I thought Dexter never got to Kalos.”

He didn’t. But those are Unovan.

Gary took out his ‘dex, and watched as she cycled through images.

They’re Legendaries from Unova.

Dee cut to one particular image – the wounded Keldeo, being fed back to health alongside Ash and his Unovan friends.

Ash helped them. Keldeo especially.

“You already said that, when you mentioned they were Legendary Pokémon.” Gary sighed, and hefted the bag he’d found. “Maybe this saddlebag is theirs, then… it’s got Unova-printed money and books in.”

Umbreon laughed. “Send it to Ash when you get the chance, he’ll run into them sometime.”

“True.”


“…so, anyway,” Ash finished. “The Unown thing is pretty soon, Dexter says. So be ready, okay, Charizard?”

He took his finger off the record button. “Done.”

Sent. Dexter’s lights flashed. Pretty soon is right – we’re only a mile or so away, and on schedule.

Brock nodded firmly, and unclipped his crowbar from his belt. He hefted it, and gave a few practice swings. “I’m ready.”

“That poor girl,” Misty said. “I hope we can help her quicker this time.”

“So do I,” Ash agreed. “She’s not getting my Mom, though.”

(Actually, Delia Ketchum had stated her intent to stay over a hundred miles away until the whole thing was thoroughly solved.)

“Do you want to call on anyone else?” Brock asked. “Now you’ve got the chance, I mean.”

“Yeah, actually.” Ash frowned, then flipped Dexter open again. “Professor?”

A moment of static, then Oak appeared. “Yes, Ash? You’re near the Hale manor?”

“That’s right, Professor,” Ash agreed. “I might need reinforcements in a hurry. Can you get everyone ready?”

“I certainly can, my boy,” Oak agreed. “I’ll let everyone know. Oh – do you want me to ask the Houndour pack?”

“…so that’s why they asked where I lived!” Ash said, pleased to have worked it out. “Please ask them, yes.”

“Okay.” Oak turned away, then back to the screen. “Be safe, Ash.”

The link cut off.


Molly Hale lay back against the furred bulk of her papa.

“Papa?” she said, raising her voice.

Yes, Molly? replied the Entei. What is your wish?

“I love you, Papa,” she said, nestling a little further into the warm fur. “But I want mama as well.”

Invisibly, the Unown considered how to interpret her request. Thoughts and concepts flashed between them like lightning within a thundercloud, invisible except by their consequence.

Molly’s favourite Legendary Pokémon was Entei. But she liked all three of the Beasts.

A consensus was reached.

Hidden Power, given strength by endless hordes of Unown and form by the wishes and desires of a heartbroken young girl, crested and solidified.

You will have a mother, Molly, Entei told her. I, your father, to protect you; a mother, to nurture you; an older brother, to fight for you.

“Really?” Molly said, smiling. “Can I see mama now?”

You can, said her mother.

“Mama!” Molly said, getting up and running forwards. Entei rose and padded behind, alert for any danger.

“I missed you, mama,” Molly said, hugging her mama’s cool blue leg. “I’m glad we’re a family again.”

For you, anything, the Suicune said, nuzzling her.

Anything at all, echoed the Raikou who had followed her in.

“Who are you?” Molly asked, curious.

I am your older brother, Raikou informed her. You will never be in danger again, not while I keep you safe.


AN:

Here we go. M03.

I’ve also… rather amped up the challenge level.

Looking at the rest of the events… Totodile and Noctowl are back. Totodile was easy, Noctowl I had a bit more trouble with. And there’s the Pokéathlon – Wobbuffet has a good point here.

Meanwhile, the Swords of Justice got lost, and Gary is Still In Kalos.

Oh, and a bit of working together from Growlie and Ninetales.






55. Spell of the Unown 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“Are any of you guys Pokémon trainers?”

“Yeah,” Ash said – stating the obvious, given that no fewer than four Pokémon accompanied the trio. “But we’re kind of in a hurry, sorry – we don’t have time to battle.”

Lisa frowned. “Oh, that’s a pity. Maybe later?”

“I’ll let you know,” Ash said, and kept going.

Lisa watched them go out of sight. “Well, that wasn’t very polite.”

Her Aipom clambered down from her shoulder and rummaged in her bag. Finding what it was looking for, it produced an old leaflet.

“Eeh?” it asked, pointing at the paper.

Lisa examined it.

“You’re right…” She blinked. “Oh. Maybe it’s a good thing we didn’t get to fight, I can’t imagine I’d have done well against Ash Ketchum…”

Aipom shrugged, and jumped back up to her shoulder.


The friends rounded the final bend, and their objective – a broad valley – came into view.

“Looks like we were right,” Ash said softly, looking over the gigantic crystal edifice covering half the valley floor.

“What now?” Brock asked.

“Well…” Ash shaded his eyes. “I think we should use the river. It got us in without being noticed, so it should work again.”

“What about teams?” Lucario asked.

“As soon as we’re in, I’m going to want you on alert,” Ash confirmed. “But the fewer of us there are, the easier it’s going to be to sneak in. I think we should return everyone – and Pikachu, you should get in my backpack.”

“Can I just check what we’re doing?” Misty asked, as Togekiss returned to her ‘ball.

“Well…” Ash trailed off, putting Pokéballs into his pockets and zipping up his bag with Pikachu in it. “The girl – Molly – she was… I don’t know exactly how to put it. She was in a bad way, I guess. And I’m kind of hoping we can make sure she’s okay.”

He pulled his gloves tighter, feeling his Aura sing through them. “If I can get to her, I can try the same thing I did to you and Sabrina, Misty.”

“Right.”

“What do you need us to do?” Brock asked.

“I guess… help me through?” Ash suggested. “We don’t know exactly what’s going to happen in there. We’ll have to decide at the time.”

The others nodded.


“Okay, here goes.”

Brock looked across the stretch of clear ground to the stream tunnel. “Didn’t we do this at night last time?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “But we should be as quick as possible – the longer we wait, the worse things could get.”

He winced. “I don’t want someone else to be kidnapped like Mom was.”

“Good point,” Misty said, softly. “But how are we going to be sure we’re not seen?”

Ash rummaged in his pockets, the movement making the bush they were hiding in rustle. “Noctowl, you ready for this?”

The shiny Pokémon formed in a flash of white light, ringed with sparkles. “Indubitably.”

“Think you can disguise all of us?”

“Well, it’ll be a little bit of a challenge, but I’m sure I can manage.” Noctowl flared his wings, and took flight. As he did so, a faint shimmer covered his wings, and he faded to the normal brown colour of most of his species.

“No sense drawing one whit more attention than is absolutely necessary,” he muttered, and circled a few times. “I have it. Onwards!”

Ash, Brock and Misty walked out into the open, a faint prickling sensation going up their spines at the thought of being ambushed by the illusory Entei.

“Do stay slow, there’s good chaps,” Noctowl added softly. His circling path lowered until his wingtips were barely above their heads, occasionally brushing with a feather. “There we go… theeeere we go… and done.”

Ash sighed with relief as they made it into the crystalline tunnel roof.

“Thanks, Noctowl,” he said.

“A pleasure.” Noctowl did another circuit, then alighted on Ash’s shoulder. “Hmm, I can most definitely see why Pikachu prefers it here.”

“Do we need your help any more?” Ash asked.

“I believe not – we’re now no longer in line of sight with the manor.” Noctowl hooted softly.

“Okay. Thanks.” Ash held up the Pokéball, and Noctowl disappeared into it with a pulse of red light.

“So far so good,” Misty observed.


“Are we ready?”

“Three… two… one… rolling.”

“I’m here outside the town of Greenfield,” Roxy explained, a practiced sweep of her arm taking in the whole vale behind her – much of it covered with the expanding crystalline substance which had appeared so suddenly a few hours ago. “Experts from across Japan are being contacted, but as yet no hard information has come to light.”

She pressed a finger into her ear. “Excuse me, I’m getting an update from one Professor Felina Ivy from the Orange Islands. Professor, can we-”

Another pause.

“Okay, we are going to have Professor Ivy on the line shortly.” Roxy looked back into the camera. “We can all hope that her expertise on the subject allows us to get a speedy resolution to this crisis. Professor Samuel Oak has also been contacted, and he has informed us he is monitoring the situation from his home base in Kanto.”

“Hey, Roxy?” her cameraman said, looking up from the viewfinder.

“What is it, Oli?” she asked, lowering her microphone. “We’re live!”

“I know, Rox, but…” Oli pointed, and she turned to look.

“Goodness!”

Roxy took a moment to squint closer, trying to make out more details, and then turned back to the camera. “It appears that a number of trainers are making their way into the structure. I am not certain from this distance-” the camera panned off her, and zoomed in, “-but it appears one of them is the young Champion of the most recent Indigo Conference, Ash Ketchum. I’m not sure what he’s doing in Johto, but he seems to know what he’s doing.”

Her support staff spoke in her ear again, and she turned back to the camera as it focused back in on her. “I’ve just been informed that Professor Ivy is now available. Professor, what can you tell us?”

Ivy cleared her throat, invisible to the reporter but being broadcast across the country. “Well – Roxy, is it?”

“That’s correct, Professor.”

“Well. My most recent area of study was on dimensional analysis, and I encountered a form of strange Pokémon called the Unown. This isn’t quite what we saw last time, but it’s quite close.”

“Unown,” Roxy repeated. “What do we know about these Unown?”

“Not a lot,” Felina admitted. “They’re powerfully psychic, we know that much, and they have a strange form of hidden energy. We think they work together in hundreds and thousands to produce the larger effects we see – individually they’re not very powerful, but together they’re so impressive some have misidentified them as a single, Legendary, Pokémon.”

“That’s chilling stuff,” Roxy said. “Is there any good news?”

“Unown can be dealt with,” Felina said, smiling. “As I say, individually they’re not very powerful, and their ability to harmonize and produce such large effects can be disrupted with relative ease once close.”

“So – can we focus in on those trainers again?” Roxy waited a moment. “Thank you. So, Professor, what do you think the chances are of these trainers doing what you suggest?”

“Well, I-” Ivy’s voice broke off. “Is that Brock?”

“Professor?” Roxy asked, concerned.

Other voices came down Ivy’s video link. Those watching at home could see three nearly-identical assistants crowded around Professor Ivy’s computer.

“That is Brock!” one of them said.

“He’ll be fine!” another added, sounding relieved.

“Excuse me!” Ivy said, quite sharply. “Sorry about that. I know one of the trainers quite well – Brock of Pewter. He’s a Gym Leader who stayed with me for a couple of months.”

“…well, it is a small world,” Roxy commented. “Professor, thank you for the help. Can we rely on you for further analysis as this crisis unfolds?”

“Of course.”


“You guys doing okay?” Ash asked, looking back.

“Kind of,” Brock replied, wobbling as one foot sank into the water. He sighed, and there was a quiet splash as he gave up trying to stand on the surface. “I’ll just wade, Ash.”

“Okay,” Ash nodded. “Misty?”

“I think I’m doing okay,” Misty confirmed. Her foot clipped a ripple and produced a tiny spray of water. “Whoops – uh, sorry, Ash.”

“Nah, it’s fine.” Ash brushed the water off his clothes. “You’re doing fine, yeah.”

“Thanks.” Misty nodded.

For another couple of minutes, there was no sound except the creaking and groaning of the crystalline landscape as it expanded, and the occasional slosh as Brock trudged through the shin-deep water.

“Here we are,” Ash commented, eventually.

“First hurdle,” Brock agreed, looking up at the waterfall. “What should we do?”

He reached for a Pokéball. “Steelix is long enough.”

“No, don’t,” Misty said, shaking her head. “You’ll make too much noise. I think Seadra can carry me up, and we can probably- where’d Ash go?”

Brock was staring upwards. “He just jumped up the waterfall, that’s where.”

“That works, too,” Misty admitted.

“Hey, guys!” Ash called down softly. “Grab on!”

There was the sound of two Pokéballs opening.


“Ready?” Ivysaur asked.

Bayleef nodded.

She extended her vines, letting them reach down the waterfall. A glance to the side showed her that Ivysaur was doing the same – and as she watched, roots extended from his feet, digging into cracks in the stone surface.

“Is that Ingrain?” she asked.

Ivysaur’s reply turned into a grunt as he took Brock’s weight. “Hup – that’s right. Do you know how to-”

“No.” Bayleef looked at his feet again, then down at hers. She concentrated, and a few wispy roots emerged from her own to worm into the flagstones.

Misty grabbed hold of her vines, and she lifted with a wince. Fortunately, Misty was quite light, and so the rather poorly executed Ingrain wasn’t necessary.

“Got them?” Ash asked, and both Grass-types nodded. “Good! Now – guys?”

“Yeah?” Brock called back.

“Start walking up the side, okay? Ivysaur, Bayleef, reel them in to help!”

“Got it.” Bayleef retracted her vines, bracing herself and leaning back to aid her balance.

Misty didn’t come up in one smooth motion. There were fits and starts, moments when she came up very easily followed by moments when her entire weight was on the vines and Bayleef was forced to slow down to a crawl.

“You’re doing fine,” Ash said, watching carefully for any sign either Pokémon was starting to lose their grip.

“Are you sure?” Bayleef grunted. “I- gah!”

There was a crackle as the roots securing her forelegs gave way. She started to skid forwards on the slick, wet stone-

-and Ash grabbed her tail, arresting her movement.

“Ivysaur, you holding up okay?” he asked, keeping the pressure up and moving around to Bayleef’s side to get a better (and more comfortable) grip.

“I’m fine,” Ivysaur replied. The stones under him creaked slightly as he strengthened his grip.

“Okay, Bayleef, we’re fine,” he reassured her, shifting to using her legs for grip.

Bayleef nodded, and reeled in Misty faster – with Ash bracing her like this, she felt it was the better choice.


“Look, momma!” Molly said, pointing at the TV. “That’s that boy they said was a Pokémon League Champion! What’s he doing trying to get into our house?”

Suicune tilted her head. I do not know, dear. Perhaps he wants to meet you.

“The TV said they don’t know how he did that bit where he jumped up the waterfall,” Molly said, thoughtfully. “What do you think that means?”

It may mean he is dangerous, Raikou said. You should stay away from him.

“I don’t know…” Molly frowned. “If he’s a Pokémon League Champion, that must mean he’s a trainer. I didn’t know boys that young could be trainers.”

She looked at Entei. “Papa, can I be a trainer?”

You can be whatever you want to be, Molly, Entei replied.

“That’s nice. But…” Molly frowned. “Aren’t I too young?”

You can be whatever you want to be, Entei repeated.

“Wow…” Molly said.

As she watched, the boy and his friends reached the top of the waterfall. Inaudible on the screen, he recalled both Pokémon, and then they headed further into the mansion.

I will make sure they do not make it any further, Raikou said.

“No, wait,” Molly told him – not noticing how he treated it as an incontrovertible order.

She sat watching the screen, as – bereft of further footage – the anchorwoman started to talk about what was known of Ash Ketchum.

Prominent among this short feature was footage from his League battles at Indigo Plateau some months before.

“Wow!” Molly enthused, as the highlights reel wound on – ignoring the commentary, which included phrases like ‘Shouldn’t be possible’, ‘What was he feeding that Butterfree’ and ‘Oh, I remember this, it blew my hat off’.

“His Pokémon are really strong!” she said.

The Unown-created beasts exchanged a silent look. Then, Entei stood.

Your mother and brother will watch over you, he said, and Molly yawned – suddenly feeling very tired.

As she drifted off to sleep, Entei’s voice cut in again. Dream of being a trainer, Molly. Your dream will come true.


Two floors down, in the anteroom, a sphere of at least four hundred Unown chanted in unison as they maintained the spell granting Molly’s wishes.

She wanted to be a Pokémon trainer. She would have Pokémon.

Creating Pokémon was something the Unown could do. Without the spark of her active imagination to give them life, they would just be duplications without any initiative… but that was adequate.

U~nown…


“Okay, here we are,” Ash said. “That’s the way into the manor itself.”

He grinned. “Does Ninetales want to do the honours?”

Brock nodded, releasing her onto one of the crystal flowers. “Ninetales!”

“Ah, this place.” Ninetales took a breath. “Let’s see if I can finesse this… Flamethrower!”

A horizontal blast of roaring flame erupted from her mouth, sparks showering from her tails and hissing in the water. The crystal wall shattered under the impact, and melted for at least an inch around her attack in all directions.

“Show-off,” Brock teased.

Her tails flicked off small balls of purple-blue fire, which spiralled forwards and girdled her flamethrower in a continuous ring. The ring of deep flame moved forwards, still spinning, and aligned with the crystal wall – ringing off the open section of the wall from the crystal attempting to regrow it.

“I’ll do it how I like, thank you very much,” she retorted ending the flamethrower. “Will that do?”

“That’s great, thanks!” Brock said. He approached the hole, and stepped carefully through it – making sure to avoid the flames.

Misty went through next, then Ash – being careful to make sure his cape didn’t touch the Will-o-wisp either.

That done, Brock held out his Pokéball and returned Ninetales.

“That was easy,” Misty said, as the hole healed up behind them.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “But this is where it gets tough. Ash, you still want to do what we did last time?”

“Right.” Ash nodded. “Guys – if there’s any of my Pokémon you could use to help slow her down, let me know, I can get them from Oak.”

“Is Charizard on offer?” Brock asked.

“Ha ha,” Ash deadpanned, and his friends laughed. “You know what I mean.”

“I do, you’re right.” Brock frowned. “Well, I’m guessing you’ll want Lucario and Pikachu with you, they’re the toughest Pokémon you’ve got on you.”

“I’ll take Totodile, if he’s willing,” Misty suggested. “And Kingler, and…” she sighed. “Squirtle. I guess.”

“Heracross and Quilava?” Brock suggested.

“Sure.” Ash pulled Dexter out of his pocket. “You heard?”

I did. Sending.

There was a click.

“Ash?” Oak asked. “We saw you on the television. Are you alright?”

“Just fine, Professor,” Ash replied. Then blinked. “Wait. When were we on TV?”

“The bit where you climbed the waterfall,” Oak informed him. “Professor Ivy was talking about you on the television – you and Brock.”

Misty waited, then fumed. “Not me?”

“She only knew Brock because he’s her boyfriend,” Oak explained. “Oh, that’s right, you wanted some Pokémon. Hold on a moment.”

Transferring.

Two Pokéballs bounced to the floor.

“Okay, guys!” Ash said, opening the two new Pokéballs and those of his other selected team members for a moment. “You three ready to work with Misty?”

Kingler nodded. “I am indeed.”

“Yes!” Totodile gave an enthusiastic – and toothy – grin. “This will be fun!”

Squirtle waited until they were done, then took a deep breath. Out came his sunglasses. “In this time of greatest need, Water Pokémon shall stand together as one! I, the great Squirtle, will lead them in their hour of true brotherhood alongside Misty of the Cerulean Gym, the Watery Gym Leader of the Kanto Plain! Together we will forge a new path which-”

Misty grabbed the Pokéball off Ash and returned him.

“I know it’s impolite, but we need to get moving today,” she said with a sigh.

“Don’t worry, he’ll just give the speech to the inside of the Pokéball,” Kingler observed. “He’ll call it another rehearsal speech.”

“…right.” Misty nodded uncertainly. “I’ll take what I can get.”

Ash passed her the other two Pokéballs, and she returned them. “Don’t worry, Ash,” she added. “I’ll take good care of them.”

“What about you two?” Brock asked Quilava and Heracross. “You ready for this?”

Heracross cracked his knuckle-chitin. “Of course!”

Quilava nodded, shaking her quills out. “I may not be much of a Rock type, but since when have you been a Rock type trainer any more anyway?”

“That’s not true!” Brock said. “There’s…”

He trailed off, blinking.

“That’s a good point, actually,” Ash agreed. “Ninetales, Steelix, Geodude, Stantler, Forretress and Crobat. Only one of those even is a Rock type.”

“I’ll get Sudowoodo eventually,” Brock replied. “Shut up.”


“Where are you going?”

Charizard looked back, poised to spring into the air. “My trainer’s going to be in trouble. I need to be there in case he needs help.”

Charla blinked. “That’s… unusual. Most of the Charizard here are very independent.”

“You’re not,” Charizard replied, then blinked and groaned. “I didn’t mean it like – not in a bad… ergh, whatever.”

The female Charizard shook her head. “You are absolutely terrible at this.”

“Yeah.” Charizard accepted that assessment, and then leapt into the air.

Charla followed, wings pumping as hard as possible to keep up. “What kind of trouble?”

“Legendary trouble.” Charizard growled, and a lick of flame escaped his lips. “Some kind of super-powerful Entei. We fought it.”

Charla gaped for a moment. “You fought Entei?”

“An Entei,” Charizard corrected. “Not the real one.”

He banked smoothly, driving directly for the Hale manor, and accelerated further.

Charla fell behind a little, then gave up the chase.

“…well,” she muttered. “I suppose I’ll hear about it on the news.”


“I’ve still got no idea how this even works,” Ash said, looking around the gigantic open field which had replaced some of the manor interior. “This is way too big to fit.”

“Well, Ash, we don’t know how much of this is real and how much is an illusion,” Brock pointed out. “But since the Unown have their own dimension, and can create portals, it might actually be this big on the inside now.”

Ash had another look, this time with his eyes closed, and did a double take. “Wow – you’re right. It really is this big.”

“Guess that answers that question,” Brock said.

“Uh oh,” Ash added, as they approached the stairs – free standing in the middle of the field. “Here we go.”

Down the stairs came Entei, with a twelve-year-old Molly Hale on his back. When he reached about ten feet from the base of the stairs, he took a long floating leap and landed in front of the friends.

Molly got off his back. “You’re Pokémon trainers, right?”

Ash made ready to head forwards, then stopped and checked with aura sight – and blinked. “Guys,” he said, quietly but urgently. “I can’t do the Aura thing here, this isn’t the real her.”

“Right.” Brock stepped forwards. “I’m a Pokémon trainer. Brock of Pewter, Gym Leader!”

“They said you were a gym leader on the TV,” Molly agreed, looking him up and down.

She glanced back at Entei, who nodded silently – leaving it up to her.

“All right, I’ll battle you!” she decided. “For the Boulderbadge!”

Brock patted his pockets for a moment, and confirmed he did indeed have some Boulderbadges with him.

“As the Gym Leader,” he said, selecting Pokéballs as Ash and Misty continued on towards the stairs, “I set the conditions of the match. It is to be a six on six match, with each Pokémon only fighting once. All six matches will be fought, even if the winner is clear before that.”

“Right!” Molly nodded, and got back up on Entei. The artificial Pokémon jumped away – a hundred metres or more – and the space between her and Brock glowed, transforming into a Pokémon battlefield.

“Steelix, go!” Brock called, throwing his first Pokéball.

“Wow,” Molly said, as the big Steel-type materialized. “That’s a big Pokémon.”

She held out her hand, and a clear blue Pokéball appeared in it from nowhere. “I prefer cuter ones! Aron!”

“Earthquake!” Brock ordered.

Steelix wasted no time, slamming his tail into the ground in a powerful Earthquake.

“Jump!” Molly said, and the virtual Aron bounced into the air and avoided the shaking underneath.

“Now return it! Bulldoze!”

Brock winced, as the Aron produced its own intense shaking. Steelix went sliding backwards, growling, with his skin dinged and dented.

“Her Pokémon are much stronger than real ones,” Brock muttered – he’d remembered that detail, abstractly, but not the reality of it. “Keep it up, Steelix! Use Rock Polish to help you dodge the next attack! Now – Earthquake again!”

Molly pointed, thoroughly enjoying herself. “Aron, you can take it! Now, use Metal Burst!”

A ball of energy built between Aron’s pincers.

“Oh, no!” Brock concentrated, watching it build. “Steelix – dig now!”

The attack fired. Faster than normal, it rocketed across the arena and hit Steelix as he dug into the ground.

There was a blast of air which knocked both Brock and Molly staggering backwards a few steps.

When it faded, Steelix was clearly unconscious.

“Not bad, Steelix,” Brock said, returning him. “Okay, challenger!”

Molly giggled, then stood up straight. “Yes, Gym Leader?”

“You have to return your Aron now. He’s won, so he can’t fight again.”

“Got it!” Molly agreed, and the Steel/Rock type dissolved in a cloud of blue light. She conjured another Pokéball, and waited as Brock sent out Ninetales.

The nine-tailed fox took a deep breath. “I’ll do my best, Brock.”

“That’s all we need to do, Ninetales,” Brock agreed.

“That’s a cute Pokémon,” Molly said. “Mine’s cute too! Eevee!”

“Careful,” Brock warned, as the Eevee appeared. “Don’t get complacent.”

“I know.” Ninetales paced back and forth, then wheeled on one paw and charged in.

“Okay, Eevee!” Molly instructed. “Use Take Down!”

“Vee!” the Eevee said – no words, just noise – and charged in return.

When she was about a second away from contact, Ninetales dug in her paws and sprung backwards-and-up, into the air. Flame built at her muzzle, and she launched a Fire Blast straight down.

“Eevee!” Molly cried, just before the attack hit.

Ninetales landed on dainty feet, back where she’d started… and blinked.

Rather than a scorched and damaged Eevee, an immaculate Flareon stood there in the middle of the five-pointed star of scorched ground.

Molly jumped, and the scorch mark healed up. “Good work, Flareon!”

“But…” Ninetales said, pointing. “That was an Eevee.”

“What just happened?” Brock asked. “Did your Pokémon just evolve out of nowhere?”

“Of course she did!” Molly replied. “That’s allowed!”

“Well… I guess,” Brock admitted. “Usually it takes a fire stone, though…”

“Well.” Ninetales began to walk again, then to run – accelerating and multiplying herself with double team until there were nine-tailed foxes running around Flareon in a continuous circle.

“Flamethrower!” Molly instructed.

Just as with Ninetales’ fire blast, Flareon’s flamethrower did nothing at all, and Molly frowned.

She was about to give an order, but then stopped and gaped as Flareon rose into the air.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“Extrasensory!” Brock replied, recognizing it. “It’s a Psychic move my Ninetales knows!”

“Psychic type,” Molly said, nodding. “So a Dark-type is immune to it!”

Ninetales prepared to send Flareon slamming back to the floor, and then abruptly lost her grip.

“What!?”

Umbreon landed on the floor on gentle feet. “Umbreon,” it said, and fired a Dark Pulse.

“How does that make sense?” Brock asked, as Ninetales jumped out of the way of the first Dark-type attack and countered the second with a blast of Flamethrower.

“Eevee evolve into lots of different Pokémon!” Molly replied.

“That doesn’t even-” Brock winced as an attack hit home on Ninetales’ flank. “Okay, Ninetales – Fire Blast!”

Ninetales nodded, spinning flames off her tail to speed the charging process on another Fire Blast. She launched it, sending it volleying out at Umbreon, and growled as she turned into a Flareon and absorbed the attack. “That is getting on my nerves… my fire stone wasn’t cheap…”

“Worth it, though,” Brock replied, and she smiled.

“Right!”

This time, Ninetales fired a Dark Pulse.

Rather than reverting to an Umbreon, though, Molly’s peculiar Eevee glowed – and changed into something neither of them had ever heard of.

The Dark Pulse crackled across her pink fur, mostly dissipating, and then the Pokémon smiled at them.

“Sylveon!” it announced, shaking out its long furry tendrils.

“What’s that?” Brock asked.

“Do you like her?” Molly asked. “That’s a Sylveon! It’s a really pretty evolution of Eevee!”

“Okay, that’s ridiculous,” Ninetales said, tilting her head. “Did she just come up with this?”

“I don’t know,” Brock replied. “Dark-type attacks didn’t work… maybe fire will! Flare Blitz!”

“Got it!” Ninetales loped forwards, flame crackling over her fur.

Sylveon charged forwards herself.

“Use Moonblast!” Molly said, pointing.

Just as the two Pokémon met, Ninetales opened her mouth and fired a fully charged Flamethrower. Sylveon fired her own Moonblast – an attack neither Ninetales nor Brock had encountered before – and the resultant explosion sent both Pokémon flying, clearly out of it.

Entei leapt into the air and caught the unconscious Sylveon, who reverted to an Eevee, and Brock returned Ninetales before she landed.

“A draw,” he said. “That was an interesting Pokémon you had there.”

“Thanks!” Molly beamed. “Your Ninetales was amazing!”

She pulled a third Pokéball out of thin air. “Spinda!”

As the perpetually-dizzy little bear formed, Brock took one of the ones Ash had lent him. “Quilava!”


“You’re kidding,” Gary said. “Again?”

“I’m afraid so, Gary,” Oak said with a sigh.

As his grandfather spoke, Gary yawned. One of his Pokéballs opened, and Umbreon padded across to the hotel room TV and tuned it to a news channel.

“Thanks, Umbreon,” he muttered. “Sorry, Gramps. Umbreon was setting up the TV for me. Wow, that looks bizarre…”

“Yes, Ash does have a habit of getting into this kind of mess,” Oak agreed.

“You’re telling me.” Gary yawned again, and rubbed his eyes. “Sorry, Gramps, it’s about two in the morning here.”

“I understand.” The Professor sighed. “I don’t expect help, not really – I know you’re still looking for a Pokémon that can teleport – but… I thought you should know.”

“Yeah.” Another yawn. “Thanks for letting me know, Gramps. Did this happen last time too?”

“It did,” Oak confirmed.

“Right.” Gary rubbed his temples. “Okay… well, keep me posted. I’m going to go get some coffee, and postpone my appointments this morning.”

“I will,” grandfather assured grandson, and rang off.

“Mocha for me,” Umbreon said flippantly, knowing Gary’s ear-bud link to Dee would translate for her, then sobered. “I hope they’re alright.”

“So do I,” Gary said. Umbreon hopped onto his lap, and he scratched her for a moment, watching the news reports from Japan. “So do I.”


AN:

Into the Unown tower…

Since things went differently in Shamouti, this is the first time Ash and co. are saving the world on television. Molly, meanwhile, loves cute Pokémon - and, having seen that highlight reel of Ash’s League battles, knows they can be really, really strong.

And Gary Oak Is Still In Kalos.






56. Spell of the Unown 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“That was cool!” Molly said, as her Spinda dissolved back into a sparkle of light. “Your Quilava’s strong – and cute, too!”

Quilava ruffled her quills, standing on her hind legs, and smiled. Then fell over, the Dizzy Punches finally taking their toll.

“Actually, she’s not mine,” Brock revealed, returning the Fire-type. “I borrowed her off Ash.”

“The Pokémon League Champion?” Molly asked. “He was only eleven, right?”

“Yeah, he was,” Brock agreed. “Quilava’s one of his new Pokémon.”

He switched ‘balls. “Okay, Stantler, give it your best shot!”

Stantler nodded, dancing back and forth a bit on his hooves.

“Oh, that’s cute too!” Molly enthused. “Are Stantlers normally like that?”

“He’s still a fawn,” Brock explained.

“Wow.” Molly beamed. “You’ve got good taste in Pokémon, Brock! Beautifly!”

Stantler looked up at Beautifly, and shook his horns. “Okay… let’s see…”

“Use Stun Spore!” Molly instructed.

Beautifly flew overhead, spores dropping from its wings, and coated Stantler. He stumbled for a moment, then nearly froze and began visibly struggling to move.

“Great!” Molly said. “Now, use Mega Drain!”

Brock frowned. “Stantler, jump and then use Stomp!”

The Mega Drain attack focused in on the paralyzed Stantler – and did nothing.

Stantler sprang into the air, suddenly moving as agilely as ever, and slammed in a Stomp attack on Beautifly before coming back to the ground.

“What was that?” Molly asked, blinking.

“Stantler’s ability, Sap Sipper,” Brock explained. “Grass type attacks don’t work on him!”

Stantler licked his lips, tasting the Stun Spores. “They’re kind of tingly…”

“Okay!” Molly said, frowning. “If I can’t use Grass attacks, I’ll use Bug ones! Use Bug Buzz!”

The attack lanced down from Beautifly, hitting Stantler, and revealing him to be an illusion.

“Stantler can make illusions from their horns,” Brock explained, as Stantler melted back into visibility… possibly. “He’s good at it!”

Molly pointed. “Enough playing around! Use Silver Wind on the whole battlefield!”

The attack built and focussed – then spread out, covering every square inch in dusty, energized scales.

Stantler cried out, his illusion fading and revealing his location.

“Get him now!” Molly told her imagined Beautifly. “Hurry!”

Beautifly produced a Gust of wind, which knocked Stantler over, and then hit him with an Aerial Ace as he tried to get up.

“You win that one,” Brock said, returning Stantler. “Good job, Stantler.”

He picked up the other ball he’d been lent. “Heracross!”

“Hmmm…” Molly considered, as Beautifly shattered back into sparkles. “Ponyta!”

With a flash of blue and white light, a Ponyta appeared – one with blue flames crackling from its mane and tail, not red/orange.

“A Shiny Pokémon?” Brock asked. “Interesting.”

“Flame Charge!” Molly called.

Blue flames swirled around Ponyta’s hooves, and he whinnied before charging forward in a shower of sparks.

Heracross stood in a wide stance, awaiting Ponyta’s arrival, and then nodded his head forwards. His big horn dug into the ground, lifting up a slab of the arena floor, and he brought his head up in a sharp movement – heaving the slab into the air, and knocking Ponyta back.

“That’s clever!” Molly grinned. “But why don’t you give some Pokémon orders, mister Brock?”

Brock kept one eye on the Ponyta as it regained its footing, and began to canter in a wide circle to build up speed. “Some Pokémon are well trained enough to fight mostly on their own. Heracross is one – he’s another of Ash’s new Pokémon.”

Ponyta came back in, hooves striking sparks on the floor as he accelerated into a Quick Attack.

Heracross blocked, crossing his arms across his chest, with some success. He then jumped into the air and opened his wing cases, fluttering up into the air with the wings usually concealed beneath.

“Good move!” Brock called up. “Keep your distance! Can you use Aura Sphere from up there?”

Heracross’ reply was to put his arms together and concentrate. Slowly, a ball of blue energy began to form.

“Don’t let him finish it!” Molly ordered. “Bounce!”

Ponyta reared up, giving another whinny, and pranced forwards. After three steps, he crouched down, nearly to the floor… and leapt.

“Look out!” Brock called.

Heracross was already moving. He closed his wings with a clack, dropping down even as Ponyta reached his top height, and fired the Aura Sphere.

It hit Ponyta’s glowing hooves, out in front as he dropped, and produced a cloud of smoke. The smoke-cloud hid the results, but the subsequent impact produced a shockwave which tugged at hair and fur all around the battlefield.

When it faded, Ponyta was coming to his feet – and Heracross was unconscious, half-buried in a crater at least four feet deep.

“…wow,” Brock said, blinking.

“Shiny Pokémon are the best!” Molly said, stroking the Ponyta as it came over to her and then dissolved. “Ready for the final match?”

She winked. “I’ve already won, but you did say it was going to be all six!”

“Yeah, that’s right.” Brock produced a Pokéball. “Crobat!”

“Ooh, a Crobat.” Molly looked contemplative, then conjured her last Pokémon. “Pachirisu!”

Brock raised a hand. “Can I switch to Geodude, please?”

“Nope!” Molly giggled. “You’re a gym leader, you should know these things!”

“It was worth a try… Crobat! Poison Fang!”

“Dodge it!”

Pachirisu bounced from paw to paw, then jumped in the air over Crobat.

“Thunder wave!”

“Air Slash!” Brock said quickly, hoping to deflect the electric attack.

Molly turned to Entei with shining eyes. “This is so much fun, papa!”

The Pokémon nodded gravely. I am happy, because you are happy.


“Okay, here we are,” Ash said, as they reached a sandy beachfront. “Second floor.”

He glanced over at his friend. “You ready, Misty?”

“You bet!” Misty gave thumbs-up. “If Molly wants a fight, she’s not getting a Cascade badge easily!”

“You’ve got a full team, right?” Ash checked.

“Of course I have.” Misty ticked off on her fingers. “Kingler, Totodile, Squirtle, Staryu, Gyarados and Seadra. They’re the strongest, pretty much.”

“Why is Staryu stronger than Starmie?” he asked.

“Starmie is basically a specialist,” Misty replied. “It works best with Psychic attacks. Staryu is a general combatant, and better at underwater battles.”

“Right.”

They were interrupted by a blue flash, as Molly appeared in front of them – Entei beside her.

“That still seems weird,” Ash muttered. “I mean, I know this is kind of her dream or something, but…”

Molly had a shiny Boulderbadge pinned to her clothes. “Hi! I beat Brock, the Pewter Gym Leader – so who’s next?”

“I’ll battle you!” Misty said. “The rules for my fight are that it’s six one-on-one battles, and that I’ll only use Water type Pokémon!”

“Right!” Molly nodded. “I’ll only use Water Pokémon too!”

She gestured, a smile on her face, and the sea rose in a colossal wave that broke over the shore and kept rising.

Ready this time, Ash and Misty took deep breaths. They waited until the water had come over their heads, and then – not without some trepidation – started breathing normally.

“Hee, do you like it?” Molly asked.

“It’s pretty cool,” Misty agreed. “I’ve used a rebreather before, but this is a lot closer to being a Water Pokémon myself.”

Ash tapped Misty’s shoulder, then swam off towards the stairs. Misty took out a Pokéball as he did, and spoke up. “Right! It’s time for the first battle of your Cascade badge challenge, Molly! Go, Totodile!”

Totodile materialized, and looked around. “Hey, an underwater battle!”

“That’s right,” Misty agreed.

“That’s another cute Pokémon!” Molly said, smiling. “I’ll face it with a Spheal!”

“Hiya!” Totodile said, waving.

The Spheal looked a bit blank.

“Spheal!” Molly called, swimming up a bit. “Use Ice Ball!”

Spheal bounced up and down. “Spheal!”

It rolled into a ball, and started trundling along the floor. As it moved, ice started to form around it, gradually increasing in thickness.

“Uh-oh…” Misty said. “Totodile, start by swimming out of the way!”

Totodile nodded, and swam upwards, beating his tail to add to his momentum.

“Don’t think you can get away that easily!” Molly pointed. “Spheal, keep using Ice Ball, and use the ground to bounce up!”

“Spheal!” the pudgy Water-type said, accelerating. It ramped up on a small hill, and began churning the water as its ice coating grew.

“Uh…” Misty frowned. “Do you know Scald, Totodile?”

Totodile shook his head.

“Right. Get above it and use Water Gun!”

Totodile swam upwards again, as fast as he could, and just managed to clear the oncoming Spheal. His Water Gun was visible as a stream of distortion, and in the way that the Spheal’s icy layer went rapidly down towards the floor again.

“Follow it and keep using Water Gun!” Misty ordered. “Then use Headbutt as it hits the beach!”

“Got mmf,” Totodile mumbled. He let up his water gun for a moment to speed up, then fired the ‘gun again.

Spheal’s ice hit the sand of the beach, and cracked slightly as it found a rock underneath. Then Totodile’s headbutt hit, and the cracks widened.

“Oh no!” Molly said, as the Ice Ball shattered. “Quick, use Bubblebeam!”

“Bite!” Misty called. “Wait a second – Spheal don’t learn Bubblebeam-”

Totodile clamped onto Spheal’s tail.

The Ice/Water type thrashed about to try to get him off, but he hung on grimly.

As it turned out, however, Molly’s imagined Spheal did know Bubblebeam. Totodile was pummelled badly by the stream of white bubbles, and his grip started to loosen.

“Totodile, hang in there!” Misty called. “Slash!”

“Aurora Beam!”

The Ice attack froze Totodile in place, and Spheal managed to break free.

Misty sent out her next Pokémon - Gyarados. “Can I thaw out Totodile first?” she asked.

“Sure!” Molly nodded, as Spheal dissolved.

“Okay, Gyarados,” Misty ordered. “Flamethrower!”

Underwater, this basically resulted in Scald.

Once Totodile was thawed and returned, Molly sent her own Pokémon out. “Mudkip!”

Gyarados gave voice to a loud moan.

“Okay, Gyarados, you’ve got the advantage,” Misty said. “Use Dragon Rage!”

Gyarados produced a blast of multicoloured flames.

“Mudkip!” Molly shouted. “Dig!”

Down Mudkip went, burrowing into the sandy bottom with ease.

“Stay on alert, Gyarados…” Misty swam up, looking around for where Mudkip was going to come back out. “You don’t want to be caught by surprise.”

“Mudkip!” Molly called. “Use Hydro Cannon!”

The seafloor erupted in a colossal geyser of water which barely missed Misty and sent Gyarados rocketing off into the distance.

“Two for zero!” Molly said, making a V-sign. “What’s next, Misty?”

Misty scowled, returning Gyarados. “Staryu!”

“Mantine!” Molly’s Mudkip dissolved, replaced by a Mantine. “Use Whirlpool!”

The Mantine came swimming smoothly forwards, and circled Staryu at speed. Faster and faster, it produced a swirling underwater twister (not Twister) which imprisoned Staryu.

“Rapid Spin!” Misty ordered in return – this bit, at least, was familiar.

The Whirlpool fragmented and then burst apart under the counter-rotation of Staryu’s attack.

“Wow,” Molly said. “I didn’t know there was an attack that did that.”

She looked determined. “Okay, Mantine, use Take Down!”

Misty waited until Mantine was close. “Thunder wave, Staryu!”

“What?” Molly asked, then winced as the electric attack crackled into the water and made her fingers tingle.

“Thunderbolt!” Misty added, as Mantine was caught and paralyzed by the crackling electricity.

“You’re strong, Misty!” Molly said, her Mantine falling apart in a cloud of sparkles. “Milotic!”

“Seadra!” Misty said, throwing the Pokéball in a backspin.

Seadra looked at the Milotic, and rolled his head around a bit. “Right!”


“Still no news from the ongoing situation in Greenfield,” Roxy said to camera. “We’ve been hearing analysis from Professor Ivy on the likely situation, but it is all just speculation I’m afraid. Professor Samuel Oak has been contacted about the presence of the latest Indigo champion, a trainer from Pallet, at the scene – however, he has declined to comment.”

“Roxy,” her cameraman said, interrupting her. “Look!”

He tilted the camera, and Roxy followed his gaze. “Oh, my!” After a moment, she composed herself, and turned back to the camera. “It appears that new developments are indeed taking place here outside the Hale mansion. A large Charizard has just flown overhead and is taking up a position over the mansion. It’s circling quite high, but is definitely orbiting the mansion directly.”

She pressed a finger into her ear. “What’s that?”

Pause.

“I see. I’ve just been reminded that the champion, Ash Ketchum, is known to have a Charizard. As of yet we don’t know if this is his Charizard, but it can’t be ruled out.”


Charla stuck her head out of the window. “Hey, everyone! You should see this!”

“Wait…” Liza said, as Charizard flew in from all over the valley. “That is the kid’s Charizard, right?”

“It is,” Charla agreed. “He flew off about half an hour ago.”

“Huh.”


“Hang in there, Seadra!” Misty called, wincing. “Bubblebeam!”

“Water Pulse, Milotic!” Molly replied.

The attacks hit one another, producing an explosion.

“Now use Wrap!” Molly said quickly.

Seadra tried to evade, but was caught by Milotic’s long body.

“Oh, no…” Misty said as Seadra was squeezed. “You can do it, Seadra! Come on!”

Seadra struggled. “I… can… do this!”

He thrashed about, fins working hard, and energy swirled around them.

“That’s a Dragon Dance!” Misty said, recognizing it. “Good! Keep it up!”

Milotic squeezed tighter. “Milo-tic!”

The energy of the Dragon Dance built in intensity, growing until it was painful to look at.

“Twister!”

There was a stream of multicoloured energy, which swirled around like a tornado. Then it suddenly intensified, and exploded outwards.

Misty sculled the water, steadying herself, and blinked.

“What was that?” Molly asked, looking towards the battle. Then a Dragon Pulse hit her Milotic, and it passed out.

Kingdra swam over to Misty as the shock waves died away. “I did it!”

“You certainly did!” Misty swam out to meet him, and rubbed his neck. “Good work!”

Kingdra nodded, leaning into the rub.

“Well done,” she added. “Time to get a well earned rest.”

She returned him with a flash of light.

“Two each,” she said. “Let’s see who wins!”

She then realized what she had to do, and sighed. “Okay, here we go… Squirtle!”

Molly blinked at the glasses-wearing Squirtle. “Is that another of the Pokémon that boy Ash has?”

“That’s right,” Misty confirmed. “Worse luck.”

“Then I’ll send out my Eevee!”

Misty waited for the flash of blue light.

It didn’t come. Instead, an Eevee swam over from the direction of Entei, and turned into a Vaporeon in a flash of white light.

“Vaporeon,” it announced.

“Right!” Squirtle took his sunglasses off, and flourished them. “In case you haven’t met me, I’m the badass Squirtle who’s the leader of the Squirtle Squad! In case you haven’t met them, I’m the Pokémon who runs the most awesome group of Pokémon this side of Sinnoh! And in case you’re so strange that you don’t even care about all that, then you should still know I’m the most awesome Pokémon you’re going to meet in this – you’re not even understanding this, are you.”

By the time he reached the end of his patter, he was looking a bit downcast.

“Vaporeon.”

“What was he saying?” Molly asked Entei.

I didn’t understand it. All the words made sense, except ‘badass’, but I don’t understand how he fit them together.

“Whatever!” Squirtle crossed his arms. “Since you’re a Water type, I’ll handle you the badass Squirtle way!”

He pulled off his shades and threw them.

“Acid armour!” Molly ordered quickly.

Vaporeon faded to the transparency of the water itself, and the shades passed right through her without connecting.

Squirtle’s expression as he silently caught the returning shades was a picture.

“Fine,” he said eventually, as Vaporeon’s head reformed. “Be that way.”

With that, he pointed to the heavens.

Water began to swirl around his arm.

“What attack’s that?” Molly asked.

“I have absolutely no idea,” Misty confided.

Vaporeon tilted her head. “Vaporeon?”

The swirling intensified, and began to build into a current that tugged at the feet of the battlers. Misty swam quickly over to a rock, and Entei bounded forwards to give Molly a place to grip.

“What are you doing?” Misty asked, then looked up.

She gaped. “You’re draining the whole battlefield!?”

Squinting, she spotted Vaporeon resolidifying next to Molly. A moment later, the water level dropped past the former beach they were on, and left them all high and dry.

Then Squirtle launched the attack skywards as a tiny blue drill of water.

“Gotcha!” he announced, using his free hand to throw his shades again.

Startled, Vaporon was hit by the pair of sunglasses, and they pinned her to the floor.

Squirtle sat back on his tail, and grinned. “Three, two, one-”

The tiny blue drill of water arrived back down again.

Directly on top of Vaporeon.

And exploded.


“That was weird,” Ash said.

Pikachu stuck his head out of the bag. “Yeah. What happened to the water?”

“Squirtle, I think,” Ash replied, looking down.

Then he yelped. “Ack! Here it comes again!”

Pikachu stuck his head back in the bag, and Ash started to take the steps four at a time.


“I win,” Squirtle concluded, pointing at the concussed Vaporeon.

No-one answered him.

About twenty seconds later, Misty finished swimming back over. “Explain.”

“It was awesome!”

Misty recalled him, unable to come up with a meaningful counter using words.

Then she looked over at Molly, who was coming back over on Entei. “I think that means I win.”

Molly’s lip quivered. “Not if I win this last one!” she said. “Then it’s a draw!”

“Okay, fine.” Misty nodded. “Kingler!”

Molly glanced back uncertainly at Entei, who nodded.

“Uh… um… Mom!”

Misty blinked. Pardon?

There was a silver-and-blue blur, and a Suicune stood next to Molly. She hugged it, and it nuzzled her gently before turning to face Misty.

“Wait. That’s your mom?” Misty asked, thrown.

Molly is my daughter. If she loses, she will not be happy. So I will make sure she is happy.

Misty took that in. If Molly had not only created an Entei as her father but also a Suicune as her mother…

“Ash, I hope you’re okay,” she whispered. Then, as Molly retrieved her Vaporeon (which reverted to an Eevee as she picked it up), she took a deep breath of the breathable water. “Okay, Kingler, think you can do this?”

“I can certainly try.”


Ash finally reached the top of the long stairs, legs aching a little.

“Nearly there,” he said, and Pikachu made a wordless sound of agreement. “Let’s hope we can sort this out quickly…”

“Amen to that.” Pikachu unzipped the bag. “Who are you going to want with you?”

“That’s why I didn’t lend out you or Lucario. You need to be ready.” Ash looked around the bedroom, and saw a sleeping Molly Hale – the real one – on the bed. “Okay.” He took a steadying breath. “Here goes.”

Ash walked forwards, towards the sleeping girl. “Molly?” he said.

A growl came from his left, from the other side of the bed.

“Huh?” he asked, turning. “What’s-”

Raikou tackled him, moving very fast. His paws swiped at Ash, achieving only glancing blows, but the sheer weight and speed of the imagined Legendary Beast sent him tumbling backwards towards the window.

Leave us ALONE!

Raikou roared, sounding like thunder rolling directly overhead, and electricity crackled from his fangs. A Thunder attack shot towards Ash as he charged towards the trainer again.

Pikachu pulled his top half over the lip of the backpack’s zipper, and fired a thunderbolt of his own. It intercepted Raikou’s thunder, and the attack crackled down it into Pikachu – absorbed harmlessly, though the force of it made Pikachu gasp and his cheeks snap and crackle.

Pikachu couldn’t do anything about the second body-check, though. That hit Ash as he tried to reach Lucario’s Pokéball, and sent boy, bag and Pokémon smashing out the thin crystal of the bedroom window.

“Brother?” Molly asked, blinking and rubbing her eyes. “What just happened?”

Raikou was about to answer, when an earsplitting roar came from outside accompanied by an orange blur and a rush of wind.


“I’ve got you,” Charizard said, cradling Ash in his forearms. “Lucky I got here in time.”

“Yeah.” Ash nodded, glancing back to make sure Pikachu was okay. “Thanks, Charizard.”

“Pleasure.”

“We’ve got trouble, though,” Ash added, as Charizard lifted him to dragonback. “That wasn’t Entei, it was a Raikou.”

“That could be a problem,” Charizard admitted. “My attacks work a bit better, but his work a lot better.”

“How are we going to do this?” Pikachu asked. “Lucario needs solid ground, he’s wasted up here, and he weighs a lot as well.”

Ash replied by retrieving Lucario’s Pokéball, expanding it, and pointing it. “Go!”

The Aura Pokémon materialized on the side of the tower. Taking in the situation at a glance, he ran up on blue-glowing paws towards the window.

With a creaking rumble, a crystalline shard grew from the base of the window. Raikou ran out onto it, and launched a powerful Electric attack at Charizard.

It knifed in, then curved towards Pikachu and dissipated. In reply, Charizard exhaled a Flamethrower, and Raikou jumped nimbly aside.

At that point, Lucario reached him, and threw an Aura Sphere which connected with the surprised Pokémon. It didn’t look like it had done much, though – as Charizard banked around for another run, Ash could see Raikou kicking out at Lucario with undiminished ferocity and charging a second Thunderbolt at the same time.

“This is gonna feel weird, Charizard,” Pikachu warned. “Thunder armour!”

Electricity snapped and crackled out from him, running up Charizard’s wings and along his body without causing any pain or damage.

“Tingly,” was Charizard’s main reaction. He aimed carefully, and Flamethrowered into the melee – just missing Lucario, and scoring a hit on Raikou.

“They’re too close together,” he reported, speeding past, his wings producing faint snap sounds as the thunder armour equalized charges. “I can’t hit Raikou with anything big for fear of getting Lucario as well.”

“Just use Dragon attacks?” Ash suggested.

“Worth a try.”

Charizard pulled up, rolling in a wingover, and then dove again on the battle. Halfway down, a second Legendary joined the fight on the window platform.

“That’s Entei!” Charizard said in surprise. “Does this-”

“I’ve no idea where the Raikou came from!” Ash called back. “We saw Entei first!”

Charizard didn’t reply, too busy retargeting.

With Lucario engaged in a close-quarters fist-and-aura fight with Entei, Raikou was free to lope much further out on the platform and attack him.

By the same token, he was free to attack Raikou without worrying about friendly Fire. A Fire Blast roared out, the five-pointed explosion clipping Raikou as he dodged and blowing him off the platform – though the Electric-type Beast simply landed on a second platform which snapped out from the tower to catch him, and resumed attacking Charizard.

One attack was caught by the thunder armour, the second one – stronger or just better aimed – strained it to the point that Charizard’s wing took a hit, and he winced.

“How are you doing?” Ash asked.

“Fine,” Charizard assured them, banking wide. “Any ideas?”

“You could try blowing up the ground they’re standing on?” Pikachu suggested, cheeks glowing as he maintained the armour.

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “Charizard?”

“Worth a try.” Charizard angled down slightly, and fired. This time, his attack was aimed not for Raikou, but for his support.

The crystal exploded into fragments, sending the Beast falling, but within seconds another grew. Then a bolt of lightning crackled out at Charizard, who was forced to roll to snatch his wing away from the danger zone.

Ash clung on. “Whoa – wait!” His voice took on an urgent tone. “Look out, Charizard!”

Charizard let out an ulp of surprise as more crystal shards grew from the side of the tower. Racing along them was a determined-looking Suicune, who opened her mouth and blew a barrage of Bubblebeam at the flying Pokémon.

“All three?!” Charizard snarled, indignant. “This is not what-”

A Hydro Pump went just overhead, forcing him lower. The quick-footed Suicune kept the attack up, maintaining it over Charizard and driving him towards the ground in an attempt to force him to crash or take the hit.

Frowning in concentration, Pikachu jumped from the backpack to Ash’s shoulder. Clinging on with all four paws, he launched a Thunderbolt from his tail at Suicune, giving her a shock and forcing her to give up the hydro pump for now.

Wings hammering, Charizard gained enough height to get over the former greenhouse which stood in his path, and a dodge to the side avoided a spike of greenish-purple crystal as it tried to impale him.

Snorting, he banked wide and began to charge a Dragon Rage.


Lucario fought with one eye open and one eye closed. Mixing aura sense and eyesight, he ducked around the more powerful Fire attacks and endured the less powerful ones with quick shields of Protect. The physical blows, he was mostly forced to allow to hit and merely roll with them or tough them out.

Entei lunged, paw ready to bat him aside. Lucario countered by reversing his left hand and hitting the forepaw with the back of his wrist – deliberately making the sharp spike there dig in, and producing a surprised and pained roar like the sound of an erupting volcano.

“Papa!” the girl, Molly, shouted.

Entei stepped back two paces, and spat a Flamethrower at Lucario. The Fighting-type dove out of the way, landing on one outstretched hand. Pivoting on it, he formed an aura sphere with his feet and kicked it back at Entei, who jinked to one side to ensure it missed.

Lucario kept on the move, jumping to the wall and sticking there briefly before kicking off as a Fire Blast shot towards him. The blast from the explosion buffeted him, but he stuck a three-point landing behind Entei and kicked out viciously as the Legendary turned.

Entei whoofed as air was driven from his lungs by the blow, snarled, and leapt forward with a spark-strewing Flame Charge. Lucario used a Protect shield to help mitigate it and dropped low for a leg sweep, trading blows with the result he rolled once before coming back to his feet.

A Fire Blast rumbled in as he stood, and Lucario fired a hasty Aura Sphere to break it up enough he could dive through the flame and ride it out. Unable to gather his bearings, Lucario elected to jump as high as possible the moment his feet hit the ground on the other side, and the follow-up Flamethrower attack only singed his tail.

Forming two Aura Spheres, one in each hand, Lucario rammed them together to create a cloud of smaller ones which went in all directions before homing back in on Entei. The big Fire-type jumped clear, but the spheres changed direction to follow him and hit in a series of tiny explosions.

Lucario was by this point breathing heavily – close quarters combat at this kind of a disadvantage was making him spend Aura like water to avoid taking a heavy hit, and he wasn’t sure how much longer he could last.

He jumped back down again, the push and gravity combining to add force to his Mach Punch, and Entei leaped aside once more. Lucario cancelled the attack, turning his momentum into a forward roll, and found his way to Entei blocked by a crystalline spire which had risen out of the ground.

Entei rounded the spire, mouth glowing orange as he used Fire Fang, and Lucario readied a Force Palm to knock Entei’s head to the side and ward off the attack.

The tower shook slightly as something exploded outside.


AN:

As part of my desire to make the movies have permanent consequences, Misty’s former Horsea has achieved his goal of turning into a Kingdra. (Turns out a gigantic string of Dragon Dance and a load of Unown bending reality can substitute for a dragon scale.)

Onto the enormous battle!

I did say I’d turned up the threat level a few steps.






57. Spell of the Unown 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


“Tell me we’re getting this!” Roxy begged, her microphone prudently turned off for her check.

“Every moment,” her cameraman replied, tracking the Charizard as fire, water and lightning attacks shot back and forth between it and two moving points on the ground.

Roxy nodded, and turned her microphone back on. “Incredible scenes here from Greenfield, where the Charizard we observed previously is battling with what appear to be two of the three Legendary Beasts of Johto! A third Beast has been glimpsed occasionally inside the large tower, from which blue and orange flashes are periodically seen.”

A low, almost subsonic rumble came from the direction of the main battle.

“That sound you can hear – if our cameras can record it – appears to be the roars of the three Beasts – Suicune, Entei and Raikou. We do not know why they are battling the champion and his Charizard and Pikachu, indeed we can only speculate – but it may be that it has something to do with the reason behind this strange crystal formation.”


“How are you doing, Pikachu?” Ash asked, concerned.

Charizard twisted in mid-air, and he had to double-check his grip on the Fire-type’s back as they dodged another instant spire.

Pikachu panted. “It’s not easy keeping this Thunder Armour up – every time Suicune hits, it discharges, and they’ve noticed.” He pushed out another layer of electricity, replenishing the armour. “They’re trying to knock Charizard’s protection off and then shock him, and…”

“It’s okay, Pikachu. We’ll be fine,” Ash said, with more confidence than he felt. He channelled Aura through his hands into Pikachu, boosting his endurance a little, and the Electric-type smiled back up at him.

“We’ll be fine,” he repeated. Then turned, and launched off another attack at Suicune. This one barely missed, but she had to dodge awkwardly to make sure that was true and nearly fell – until another spire of crystal came up, restoring her footing on what was an increasingly crowded battlefield. Charizard managed to score on Raikou at about the same moment, but the Beast seemed only lightly injured.

A flash of rose-coloured light drew Ash’s eye. “Is that-”

Charizard gained height, allowing Ash to see clearer.

Entei was unleashing a continuous, rolling stream of Sacred Fire. Lucario’s paws were up, sustaining a Protect, but his energy was clearly waning rapidly under the stress of so many Fire attacks.

The stream ran out only a moment before Lucario, pushed beyond endurance, collapsed.

“Lucario…” Ash said, wincing both at the loss and what it would mean. Even as he did so, Entei jumped out of the open window, ran along three spires, and joined in the melee.


Molly stared out the window, wincing at every crash and explosion and stream of water.

Then she glanced down at the unconscious Lucario lying on the ledge, and then towards the television – where the reporter sounded worried that the champion and his Pokémon were losing.

But…

They were in her house. Weren’t they the bad ones?

She looked again at how far the crystalline landscape had spread, and then at the repose Lucario, and wondered.

They’d been worried about whether she was alright…

It was all so confusing.

“Molly?”

Brock and Misty reached the top floor, legs burning. Neither paused for more than a couple of seconds before running over to her.

“Are you alright?” Brock asked. “Where’s Ash?”

Molly pointed out the window, and both Gym Leaders followed her gaze – then gasped, seeing both Lucario and the hammer-and-tongs battle outside.

“I don’t get it,” Molly said suddenly.

“What?” Misty asked, tearing her gaze from the fight.

“Why doesn’t everyone leave me alone?” Molly asked. “Me and mama and papa and big brother?”

“We want to help you,” Misty tried to explain. “To make sure you get help.”

“I don’t need help!” Molly snapped. “I’m just fine!”

The tower shook, and the colour the walls were glowing changed.

“Calm down,” Misty soothed. “You’re going to-”

All three beasts roared at the same time, and the humans looked out the window in unison.


Raikou used Thunder. Suicune used Hydro Pump, and Entei used Fire Blast.

The three attacks bracketed Charizard, forcing him to stop or run into the Hydro Pump, and then swept in towards him all at once.

Ash charged and fired a hasty Aura Sphere, trying to block the attacks, and the resultant explosion blew him and Pikachu entirely off Charizard’s back and sent the Fire-type tumbling towards the floor, out of control.

Ash grabbed Pikachu in one arm as soon as the two were close enough. As he fell, Ash looked down – there seemed to be a flat enough surface, so if he used enough Aura to soften the blow he should be able to land softly.

“Charizard, go!” Ash shouted, seeing him starting to stabilize his tumble. “I can land safely!”

“Ash!” Pikachu called urgently.

Ash looked up, right towards the sight of Entei charging an Eruption. One aimed directly at him.

Then a beam of red light hit Entei hard enough to powderize the rock he was standing on, smashing his Fire attack and sending him hurtling downwards.

Smashing through two more crystals, he finally came to rest on a new one which grew out of the tower especially for the purpose.

Pidgeot swooped past, headed for Ash. At a wave from him, she pulled up instead of catching him, and sent a Gust hammering at Suicune as she ran to try and attack Charizard from above.

Ash finally hit the ground. He went down to one knee, using his free hand to slow the fall as well, and panted for a moment.

“That wasn’t much fun…” he muttered.

A satchel thwapped to the ground next to him.

Pikachu examined it. “Isn’t this Pidgeot’s?”

“Yeah, it is,” Ash agreed. He opened it, taking her Pokéball and putting it on his belt ready to hand. “Hey, what’s this?”

He picked it up and held it to the light. It was a smooth, white feather – barely three or four inches long, smooth and somehow rubbery to the touch.

Running along his arm, Pikachu sniffed it. “Smells like Lugia.”

“Maybe it’s one of his feathers.” Ash shrugged. “Interesting.”

Putting the satchel across his back – empty, it didn’t weigh much, and Pidgeot would probably want it back – he jogged over to the side of the tower.

A moment’s thought, and he released Noctowl.

“Can you try and make sure I can’t be seen by the Pokémon fighting overhead?” he asked.

“I can certainly do what I can, old boy.” Noctowl landed on his hat. “What are you planning?”

Ash started to climb the smooth, sheer crystal of the tower wall, using Aura-glowing hands and feet to stick to it like flypaper.

“That works. I was going to say, I can’t exactly lift you, but…” Noctowl hooted. “You’re invisible, as it happens. A little something from the box of tricks.”


“Oh, dear…” Professor Oak said, watching the conflict. “This keeps getting worse.”

“-his Pidgeot,” the anchor said. “She’s known to be a skilled specimen, but this attack is one which none of us either at Greenfield or in the studio recognize. It didn’t look like a Hyper Beam. Professor Ivy?”

“I just don’t know, Roxy,” Ivy admitted.

“I should have gone.”

Oak turned to his friend. “Delia, don’t beat yourself up over it. None of us could have known this was going to happen.”

“I know,” Delia sighed. “But I should have gone.”


Ash clung on to the tower as a sudden wash of wind threatened to blow him off. “Ugh…”

“Are you okay?” Pikachu asked, concerned. “Sorry I can’t help, but I’m pretty close to drained – about all I can do is use my light ball, and that puts my throughput down a lot.”

“Yeah, I understand.” Ash steadied himself, and started climbing again. “You’ve done a lot already.”

Pidgeot came into view around the side of the tower, closely pursued by Entei and Raikou. They fired Flamethrower and Thunderbolt at her, barely missing and snatching at her feathers, and she rolled to snatch them away from the reaching attacks.

Charizard tried using a Fire Blast, but Suicune intercepted it with a Hydro Pump, producing an explosion and a cloud of steam. Unable to turn aside enough, Charizard flew through the cloud with a hiss of pain.

Then Suicune switched her attention to Pidgeot. A Hydro Pump briefly connected with Pidgeot, soaking her tail feathers and fouling her ability to manoeuvre slightly.

That slight difference turned out to be crucial, as Raikou finally caught her with a Thunder. She screamed with pain, wobbled in the air, and hit one of the crystal spires.

Ash watched, heart in his mouth, as Pidgeot bounced between four or five more crystalline spikes with juddering impacts, and finally slid to a halt on the surface of the crystal landscape.

“Pidgeot!”


Molly gasped. “I didn’t…”

She shook her head. “I don’t want this! Why is everyone fighting? Why is everyone being hurt!”

The tower trembled in reaction to her words.

“Molly, you need to calm down,” Misty said urgently. “Getting upset won’t help.”

“But that-and…” Molly’s hand went to her forehead. “My head hurts… what’s going on?”

Brock looked up from where he was examining Lucario. “Molly, please-”

“No!” Molly stamped her foot, tears coming to her eyes. “Stop treating me like a child! I-I…”

The floor shook again, stronger this time.


Below her feet, in what had been the lounge room of the mansion, an entire alphabet of Unown were becoming confused.

They could no longer tell what Molly wanted. Some parts of her desires were still clear – she wanted mama and papa and brother to do well – but everything else was unclear. And even the former crystalline certainty of her wish for the Beasts to win… that was becoming uncertain and frayed.

The strength of her emotions demanded that they put out more power. But the lack of direction meant that power had nowhere to go.

Some of it spontaneously formed crystal spikes and flowers in random, unconnected places. The rest just leaked into the air, seeking a place to earth out.


Ash blinked, clinging onto the crystal tower surface with one hand. “Pikachu – can you see, is Pidgeot okay?”

“I… think so.”

Ash rummaged in his pocket with his free hand. “Dexter, can you get over and look?”

Are you sure, Ash? I thought you were going to save me for Molly’s mind.

“I have to know Pidgeot’s okay,” Ash insisted. “Hurry.”

Will do. Set up: Sonic Form.

Dexter’s body materialized around his projector, and he sped off towards the stricken Flying-type.

Ash turned his gaze upwards, to Charizard. By now, he was once again under the sustained attentions of all three Beasts, and having to counter-shield almost continuously while he was in their line of sight to avoid taking an easy hit.

He closed his eyes for a moment. “Come on, Charizard.”

Unnoticed in his pouch, the feather of a Rainbow Pokémon began to glow.

Unnoticed, in Pidgeot’s satchel, the feather of a Diving Pokémon began to glow.

And, most certainly noticed by Pikachu, the orb topping Sir Aaron’s staff began to glow.

“Uh… Ash?” Pikachu said, uncertainly. “Why is-”

Silver Wing, Rainbow Wing, and staff dropped into resonance. All three were now locked onto exactly the same frequency – that of Ash’s own aura – and began to energize one another.

There was one thing Ash wanted, right now. For his big, powerful bruiser of a Fire-type to win this.

The power-saturated air provided an energy source. Ash provided a location. The feathers and staff, put together, provided a conduit.

Orange light shone in the heavens.


Charizard beat his wings as hard as possible, and launched down a potent Overheat at Raikou.

As he’d hoped, the attack knocked Raikou off kilter – and did some clear damage, the first time that had been so evident in the whole battle.

But he couldn’t repeat it, unfortunately. Overheat was a once-off, as was Draco Meteor – a move he was still saving.

Growling in frustration, he looked down – and noticed that Suicune was far enough away from the tower that he could, finally, do what Ash had released him to.

Fire and aura built in his throat, sending warmth through his entire body, and he unleashed them downwards in a Blast Burn.

Suicune’s supporting crystal more or less exploded. The Water-type herself wasn’t too badly injured, thanks to a last-moment spherical eruption of water, but he’d clearly scored on her despite the type difference.

Charizard backwinged, avoiding a flamethrower from Entei, and noticed something really strange about his wings just before a Thunderbolt from Raikou hit him.

It didn’t hurt as much as he was expecting, actually…

Swooping around a spire, Charizard took the respite to inspect himself.

His scales had gone black, with blue highlighting. His wings were saw-toothed on the trailing edge, though that hadn’t impacted his flight capabilities. His arms were much stronger, more muscled, and he could feel he was carrying himself lighter – more easily for the same weight. And bright blue flames streamed from his tail and the sides of his mouth.

Actually, they reminded him of Dragonbreath.

Had he evolved? Again? But… that was impossible…

Charizard decided to ignore it for now, and curved back around the spire.

Flames gouting from the side of his mouth, Charizard charged down and unleashed a roaring Dragonbreath on Entei, then followed it up with a rake by claws glowing with draconic energy and slammed his similarly-empowered tail into the Fire-type beast’s side.

Wings slamming, he climbed a little, and looked back at his handiwork. Entei was actually staggered by the succession of Dragon-typed blows, confirming Charizard’s suspicion that his type had indeed changed.

Charizard performed a forward half-loop around a convenient crystal spire, smashing aside the smaller one which tried to entrap him, and fired his long-hoarded Draco Meteor at Suicune.

He was about to follow that up with close-in attacks, but as the meteor fragments rained down on Suicune he saw an incoming Raikou and climbed to avoid him. He beat his wings harder, and another rush of warmth went through him.

Glancing back at the Electric-type beast, he did a double-take.

He had changed again. His body colour was back to normal, his tail was longer, and two small winglets were present at his arms. His wings were also different again, being more ragged and less sawtoothed.

He was also, he noticed as his attention went back to the battle, far faster-flying now.

Putting it to good use, he snatched himself away from a Thunder attack, and replied with a colossal Fire Blast – even bigger than usual.

Overhead, the sun blazed brighter than normal, lending further force to his fire attacks and weakening Suicune’s water ones.


In Liza’s house, over a dozen draconic jaws had dropped.

“What?” asked the dragon tamer, blinking at the screen. “What in Groudon’s name is that?”

None of the Charizard answered her, too busy watching with astonishment as Ash’s Charizard shifted more-or-less randomly between a faster Y-state and a more burly X-state, trading blows with three legendaries at once and clearly doing relatively well out of it.

Charla spoke up first. “Dibs.”

“What?” One of the other Charizard looked over at her. “Didn’t you-”

“I said dibs,” Charla reiterated. “I know, we’re still working out what to think, but right now I want to make something clear. I get the right of first refusal.”

“Because of some ridiculous story he made up about time travel?” Another Charizard, a female this time, looked vaguely upset. “That doesn’t seem fair.”

“Don’t care.” Charla shrugged.

Something exploded on the television, and they all turned back to it to avoid missing anything else.


“What the actual-” Gary stared at the screen, rubbing his eyes. “That’s a mega-evolution. It’s got to be.”

Even as he spoke, Charizard flashed orange and went from Y back to X, then landed a punishing Flare Blitz on Raikou.

“But…” Umbreon blinked, uncertain. “Surely… we only recently found out about it ourselves? How can Ash possibly have a Mega Stone? A Key Stone?”

“How else do you explain that?” Gary’s gesture took in the screen. “It’s a change of shape in an orange flash which is reversible and which clearly involved a heck of a lot of extra firepower.”

Putting action to the words spoken in far-off Kalos, Charizard took chose that moment to employ another Blast Burn and sent Entei hurtling into a crystalline wall, cracking it.


The studio analysis of Charizard’s feat was… there was no studio analysis.

Everyone involved, from the Orange Islands to a studio in Johto, had been entirely struck dumb.


“You’re awesome, Charizard,” Ash said, climbing with his head craned around to follow the battle.

He could see Charizard was still tiring – whatever the staff was doing, it wasn’t erasing his fatigue – but the Beasts were having a much tougher time of it than they’d been expecting.

It would be touch-and-go if Ash reached the window before Charizard hit exhaustion, but that would be enough.


With another flash of light, Charizard went from Y to X, and body-slammed Suicune into the floor.

Snarling, he whirled, spitting dragonfire at the approaching Entei and Raikou, and tried to disguise how tired he was feeling. Several minutes of full-capacity combat had him down to the dregs, and he had to give Ash more time.

At this point, even a bluff could help.

Suicune came slowly to her feet, also panting, and glared at him. Why won’t you leave us alone?

“Your… Molly… isn’t well,” Charizard stated. “She needs help, and Ash is here to give it to her.”

Why should we trust you? Entei snorted, dismissing that out of hand. She doesn’t need help. She doesn’t want help. If you are gone, she will be happy. That is all we wish.

Charizard flashed again, and went back down to just plain non-mega-evolved Charizard. Stumbling, he caught himself on a broken-off spire, and clung to it for support.

You’re too tired to fight, Raikou said, triumph simmering in his mental tone. Leave, before we make you.

Charizard was about to tell them what he thought of that, when three blurs flashed across his vision and the beasts vanished.

“Wha?” he blinked, and looked to his right.

What he saw made him want to rub his eyes.

Entei fighting Suicune. Suicune fighting Raikou. And Raikou clashing with Entei.

“What the heck?” he asked.

“We got here as soon as we could, once we heard!” Suicune told him, Bubblebeaming the illusory Entei and knocking him back. “Well done for holding them off so long!”

Feeling strangely vindicated, Charizard decided it was time to take a bit of a nap, and slumped forwards.


Ash reached up, and got his fingers over the lip of the crystalline ledge protruding below Molly’s window.

Grunting, he swung himself up onto the shard itself.

“Thanks, Noctowl,” he said.

Brock looked up from Lucario’s unconscious form at the voice coming from nowhere. “Ash?”

Noctowl took flight, and the illusion lapsed. “Well, that was thrilling. I think I’ll go have a bit of a sit down, now. Anyone got a kettle?”

Ash gave Lucario a worried glance. “Yeah, it’s me. Is he okay?”

“Just exhausted, I think,” Brock said. “He needs a rest, but he’ll be fine.”

“I kind of wish I could have a rest, right now,” Ash agreed ruefully. “Who do we have who can help me?”

“Not a lot,” Brock admitted. “Misty said she didn’t use Togekiss, but she might have to do.”

Ash considered it. “Yeah, that’ll.. wait a second. Do you still have your crowbar?”

Brock nodded, tapping it. It clinked against the crystal. “If I knew where the Unown were, I’d go try and stop this.”

“Well…” Ash nodded to himself. “Okay, Brock, you’re coming with me as well. With this few team members, I need all the help I can get.”

“Got it.” Brock stood. “Lucario should be okay. How’s Pidgeot?”

“Don’t know,” Ash admitted. “I sent Dexter off to make sure she’s okay.”

“Right.” Brock fell in behind as they walked in, approaching Molly.

“Molly?” Ash asked, softly.

The girl looked up, her cheeks faintly tear-streaked. “What do you want?”

“I want to help,” Ash said. “You know the crystals and stuff?”

Molly nodded. “Yeah…”

“They’re because of the Unown. They’re trying to help you, but they’re confused. They don’t know what you want.” Ash tried to think what to say. “I know a way to help sort that out.”

“You do?” Molly looked dubious.

“I do. It’s why we came in here.” Ash waved a hand around at the crystalline castle. “Please.”

Molly frowned. She looked out the window, at the devastated landscape and the ongoing battle, and remembered the Pokémon who’d battled so hard today.

She glanced across at the television, which showed another view of the fight – focusing in on the downed Pidgeot, and a Light Screen which sprang up to protect her from a wayward Flamethrower attack.

Then she looked quickly up at Brock, who smiled, and back to Ash.

“How can you help?” she asked, curious.

“Take my hand,” Ash replied, holding it out. A faint blue glow shimmered along it.

Molly bit her lip, and nodded. She reached out, and the aura flashed across to her.

Both she and Ash slumped slightly. Brock took Ash’s shoulder, and then Misty released Togekiss who reached out to touch Brock in turn.


The two humans and the Pokémon appeared in an ornate entrance hall. No lights were on, and they could only see by the faint beams filtering in through the heavy curtains across all the windows.

“Where’s this?” Brock asked, looking around as Togekiss used Safeguard to emit a faint glow.

“Oh, right, you’ve not done this before,” Ash remembered. “This is Molly’s inner world – kind of a representation of her mind. Remember, like happened with Larvitar?”

Brock nodded, and unlooped his crowbar from his belt. “Look!”

Ash squinted into the darkness of the corners. “Is that… are they Unown?”

Straining his ears, he heard a faint chanting. U~nown, U~nown…

One floated over to them, still chanting harmoniously, and then others started to follow.

Brock tossed his crowbar a few inches into the air, adjusting his grip, and then thwacked the Unown with a one-handed blow.

The H-Unown went flying, bounced off a pillar, and fled. Other nearby Unown turned to look in surprise, then backed off.

“Wow,” Ash said. “You really got a good swing on that.”

“I used to play baseball in school,” Brock replied with a grin.

“Where should we go?” Togekiss asked, her voice not needing translation in this mental realm.

“I guess… upstairs?” Ash suggested, pointing at the stairs leading up into the manor.


For some reason, the stairs seemed longer than they should have been. Ash and Brock ran up three full turns in near silence, Togekiss floating alongside and Brock occasionally crowbarring another Unown which got too close.

Then they rounded a bend, and saw a huge shaggy Pokémon standing patiently on the final flight of the stairwell.

“Entei?” Ash asked.

Togekiss floated up to speak to him. “Ash, he’s not attacking, but if he does I don’t think I can-”

Entei interrupted them. “Why are you here?”

Remembering how Entei had behaved last time, Ash thought hard about his response.

“I’m here to help Molly,” he began.

“I, too, am helping Molly. I am the one who is her father, now her true father is gone.”

“He’s not gone,” Ash said. “Well, he is gone, but he’s not dead. He fell into the Unown’s dimension.”

As if on cue, Brock hit another Unown for a home run, and turned. “The Unown pull people into their dimension, and it’s easy to get the idea they’re dead. It’s happened to a friend before.”

Entei tilted his head. “He’s… not dead?” he asked, sounding uncertain.

“No,” Ash replied. He considered, and decided to go for it. “My friends and I have come back in time from the future – that’s how we know for sure. It’s why we came here to help Molly.”

Entei considered that. “If Molly has a father, then I am no longer needed,” he said, and faded like a dream.

“…well, that was strange,” Togekiss commented.

“Yeah, no kidding.” Ash walked up through where Entei had been, and along a corridor. “I think there’s stairs at the other end of this.”

“Ash!” Brock called. “The lights downstairs just came on!”

“Really?” Ash looked back down the stairwell. “Oh yeah…”

He exchanged a glance with the other two. “Think that’s good?”

“Probably.”


AN:

I did say the battle was huge. And yes, that was Charizard Mega-evolving. A lot. Over and over. For several minutes, until he could no longer hide his fatigue and lost the connection.

He won’t be able to do it again for a while, though. He’s not got the Mega Stones, though Ash does have a bodge-job of a workable Key Stone.

And the return of Aura Purge! Ideal for situations where you have someone with superpowers and severe mental problems.

This is a distressingly common situation.






58. Spell of the Unown 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


Misty watched the ongoing battle outside, Pikachu resting in her arms.

She wished she could help, but her Pokémon were exhausted. Even the borrowed Squirtle, when questioned, admitted that he was pretty low on energy after hypercompressing several billion gallons of water and wouldn’t be able to meaningfully contribute. And Pikachu was completely bushed.

As it was, the best she could do was to keep an eye on things, with the hope she could explain things to whichever Beast or Beasts won the chaotic battle outside.

It was an awe-inspiring sight. The ones which she thought were the real beasts were working together with the fluidity of long practice, keeping the illusory ones from using their greater strength and even occasionally using combination attacks or defences – even as she watched, real-Suicune soaked real-Raikou to prevent illusory-Entei’s attack harming him too badly.

A high-pitched panting interrupted her.

Looking over to the stairs, she saw… an Eevee?

The Eevee, looking a bit bedraggled, shook her fur out and fluffed up. As Misty watched, confused, it briefly turned into a Flareon and hissed dry, then became an Eevee again.

“What the…?” she said, remembering the Vaporeon Molly had used in their battle.

And hadn’t Brock said there was an Eevee in his fight as well?

Eevee looked around, then at Misty. Frowning, the Evolution Pokémon seemed to be thinking hard.

“Where… is… Molly?” she asked, slowly and carefully.

Misty blinked. “Uh… right there,” the Water trainer replied, pointing with her left hand after shifting the tired Electric-type to her right. “My friends are helping her, trying to make her well.”

“Can I… help?” The Eevee asked, looking over at Molly. “She is not well.”

“Are you actually talking?” Misty asked. “Back in the battle you were just saying your name without any meaning to it.”

“I don’t understand,” the Eevee said, already speaking a bit more fluently. “I remember, but then I could not really think well…”

Misty wondered about that.

“Misty?” Pikachu reminded. “She asked you…”

“Oh!” she said, remembering. “Yes, you can help. Just touch Ash, Brock or Togekiss, and you’ll be pulled into the Aura effect.”

“Thank you.” Eevee loped over, tail wagging, and duly did so. Blue fire danced up her fur for a moment, and she went as limp as the others had.

Misty turned her attention back to the battle, mulling that exchange over in the back of her mind.

“That was strange…” Pikachu said, and she nodded.


“Molly’s mother disappeared years ago,” said Suicune, barring their way. “Why has she not come back, if she is not gone for good?”

“Because she’s trapped,” Ash explained. “Doctor Hale was researching the Unown just like Professor Hale, and vanished in the Solaceon Ruins up in Sinnoh.”

“She needs her real mother back,” Brock added. He looked down. “I know having a surrogate parent is better than having no parent, but having your real parents is always the first choice. My mother’s a bit… frilly… but I’d rather she was at home than gone like she was, and I didn’t go a great job looking after my siblings.”

“You did, Brock,” Ash replied. “The best.”

Brock shuffled his feet, cheeks heating.

Suicune considered that. “And you know this from the future?”

Ash blinked – he hadn’t mentioned that detail to Suicune, only to Entei.

“Oh, right,” he muttered. “Mental landscape. Yeah, Mom mentioned it once – she’s Delia Ketchum, a friend of Professor Hale and Doctor Hale.”

There was a faint unown! as Brock sent an A-unown packing with a swift crowbar stroke.

“We want to help her,” Togekiss pleaded. “That’s the whole reason we came.”

“A child needs a mother,” Suicune agreed. “And if her true mother is available, I am no longer required.”

She faded away, revealing a second corridor.


Umbreon looked up as the lights in the corridor went on.

She’d landed in a well-lit entrance hall, but the lights had become dimmer and dimmer as she’d climbed the stairs. Instinctively, she’d gone to Umbreon as a form which could see in the dark and light its own way… but now, it suddenly seemed unnecessary.

She shifted to Jolteon, and continued forwards.


“I can’t believe my eyes,” Professor Ivy said, still glued to the screen. “Two each? Of all three Legendary Beasts?”

She shook her head, as a Flare Blitz met a Waterfall coming the other way and both Pokémon dodged out of the way of a Thunder. “The incident really must have been normal for you, Brock… I hope you’re alright.”

Her three assistants ran back into the room.

“Professor!” one said.

“We got coffee!” another announced.

“And popcorn!” the third finished.

The others glared at her.

“What?” She nodded towards the screen. “This is awesome, you can’t deny that!”

Two Thunder attacks collided, and the screen fuzzed up for a second.


“Molly is happy now,” Raikou insisted. “She has a mother, and a father, and she has a brother.”

“But…” Ash began, and stopped.

Raikou was a hard one. Molly had a real mother, and a real father, but she didn’t have a real brother.

“Did she want a brother?” Brock asked. “I mean… it’s nice she has one, but I thought she didn’t have one before.”

“She did not,” Raikou agreed. “But she has one now, and it is my duty to keep her safe.”

“That’s not all brothers do,” Ash replied. “Gary and I grew up pretty close to brothers.”

“And did he keep you safe? Did you keep him safe?”

“Neither,” Ash and Brock said in unison. Ash gave Brock a mildly irritated look, then continued.

“We pretty much hated one another. Gary was a smug bastard, driving around in a car… for some reason,” Ash frowned – he should really ask about that. “We met up only occasionally, and kept getting into fights…”

He shrugged. “But eventually we made up. Brothers are a lot like friends, really, just that they’re related – and they have to live with one another even if they don’t like one another. Same with sisters…”

Raikou considered that.

“How can you be sure she would be safe, without a brother?”

“Most people don’t get in danger,” Ash said. “Not the kind of danger I do, anyway.”

“I looked after my little brothers and sisters, but I was several years older than the next youngest,” Brock volunteered. “I was a bit more like a parent than anything, but we still had fun.”

Togekiss rose up the centre of the stairwell, frowning. “Couldn’t Ash be sort of like a brother? I mean, his mother knows her father.”

Ash blinked. “Say what?”

“Hmmmm…” Raikou said non-committally.

“I guess…” Ash frowned, then nodded. “Well, I wouldn’t mind, I mean.”

Raikou growled. “You broke into her house, and wish to be her brother?”

“Well…” Ash shook his head. “I only wanted to help. And I mean I wouldn’t mind – that’s all. I guess… I think I’d probably like her, if I got more of a chance to know her properly.”

Raikou nodded, and silently vanished.

“I guess you said the right thing,” Brock observed.


Suicune sprinted along a crystal spire, compensating with sure, practiced feet for the way it shifted under her.

Jumping forward, she pushed off another spire and came back on herself. She fired a Hydro Pump – not at the artificial Entei, but at her own double.

Her brother Raikou caught the intent without any discussion. He whipped his tail around, launching a Thunder, and Suicune cut off the Water attack just before the electricity reached it.

Crackling lightning flashed down the stream and hit the Unown-created Suicune, who yelped in pain.

Suicune shivered slightly. It was so strange to be fighting another ‘mon so similar to yourself.

Other, non-Legendary, Pokémon did it all the time. But she and her siblings were the only Beasts on the entirety of Johto – and these new ones were created from a girl’s dream based off them, to boot. So they were as similar to her as possible.

Both Entei ran past, exchanging firey blasts, and Suicune launched herself in pursuit.

The battle was drawing slowly but steadily further away from the downed Flying-types, which was all to the good.

Raikou barked a warning, and Suicune jumped away from a Thunderbolt which the other Raikou had sent to try and catch her off guard.

Seeing her brother tackling his double and engaging him at close quarters, Suicune went back to following Entei and Entei.


The friends climbed the last few steps, and came to a door with an ornately painted sign on it. The sign read, simply, “Molly”.

“Well, here we go,” Ash said, and pushed the door open.

Molly lay on a bed, with an orb of Unown hovering over it chanting softly.

Ash hurried over, Brock and Togekiss behind him. “Molly?”

Molly yawned, and opened her eyes. They lit on Ash, and she smiled. “Big brother!”

“Uh…” Ash looked a little overwhelmed.

“Brother?” Molly’s lip quivered. “You did mean what you said, didn’t you?”

“You mean you heard-” Ash shook that off. “I did mean it, Molly. I don’t know you well, but I think I’d like you if I did.”

“Okay.” Molly beamed, then sobered. “But… I don’t know if I want to stop doing what I’m doing. I’ve got Pokémon now…”

“They’re not real Pokémon,” Ash said, softly. “They’re just imagination…”

Molly looked mulish.

“But you can have real Pokémon when you’re a little older,” Ash continued. “You don’t have to wait until you’re ten, not really.”

“How much older?”

Ash glanced at Brock, who shrugged. “Pretty much now, actually, if her parents help to look after them.”

They were interrupted by the sound of running feet.

An Espeon loped into the room from the open door, and transformed back into an Eevee. “Molly!” she said, running over and jumping on the bed.

“Eevee?” Molly asked, surprised. “But… how did you…”

“That’s the same Eevee that Misty and I saw downstairs!” Brock noticed. “Why didn’t she go away like the others?”

“I like her,” Molly muttered, snuggling Eevee. “I don’t want her to go away, not one bit!”

“Molly,” Eevee said, snuggling back. “I love you. But – I don’t mind going.”

“What?” Molly asked. “Really? But-”

“I never existed before,” Eevee said. “I wish I could have more time with you, but if I have to go away when you’re healthy… then I really don’t mind. You being healthy matters more.”

“Eevee,” Molly sniffed, and embraced her.

Brock’s voice interrupted them. “Uh… guys?”

Ash and Togekiss looked at him, then up where he was pointing.

The swirling sphere of Unown was pulsing more rapidly.

“What does that mean?” Ash asked.

“Well, given what happened last time…” Brock took his crowbar, and gave the sphere a hefty whack.

It froze, then burst into a cloud of hundreds of individual Unown.

“There we go,” Brock said, pleased with himself. “They were about to reach critical mass. Now they’re just annoyed. Ninetales, remember what… we…”

He paused.

“Oh. I knew I was forgetting something.”

“Molly,” Ash said, urgently. “You need to wake up.”

U~nown! The hundreds of Unown began to glow, and globes of Hidden Power swirled around them.

“I don’t want Eevee to go!” Molly wailed.

Eevee wriggled out of her arms, shifted to Umbreon, and leapt off the bed.

“Umbreon!” Molly called. “Don’t go!”

“I love you, Molly,” Umbreon told her, and spat a Dark Pulse which knocked dozens of Unown flying.

Togekiss launched a stream of Sacred Fire, knocking more of them back, but they began to swarm up the stairs as well.

“Please, Molly!” Ash said.

“I… I…” Molly swallowed, and closed her eyes.


When she opened them, she was back in the crystal tower, with Ash, his friends and Eevee in the room.

“Are you okay?” Ash asked, helping her up.

“I… think so,” Molly said. “What do I do know?”

“We need to stop the Unown in the real world,” Ash told her.

Molly looked at the TV, and saw the battle still going on. She ran to the window, her Eevee following her, and took a deep breath.

“Stop!” she shouted. “I want it all to go back to how it was!”


The three pairs of battling beasts looked up, eyes locking on the tower window.

Molly stood there, panting, and as they watched Ash moved to stand behind her.

The young Champion waved, then cupped his hands around his mouth. “Hey, Suicune?”

Suicune moved so fast it was almost invisible. “Yes?” she asked, landing gently on the ledge.

“Do you know how to stop a big load of Unown? Last time Molly’s Entei sacrificed himself…”

If Molly desires it, that Entei said, landing on the ledge himself. I will do it.

And if that is not enough, the artificial Suicune added, coming to his side. I will join him.

I, too, the dream Raikou said, as he and the final two beasts arrived. Anything for Molly.

Molly sniffed. “I… if it’s the only way…”

“But… isn’t there another way to? You’re all really powerful, so-?” Ash asked, looking between the six Legendary Pokémon on the ledge.

A flash of light interrupted everyone, and the beasts all looked up. Ash turned, following their gaze.

Hello, Ash, Mewtwo said. I trust this location is not on the television?

Togekiss spoke up. “Nope.”

Excellent. Mewtwo steepled his fingers, and his friend Mew orbited him giggling.

He sighed. Please be a little more dignified, Mew, you’re ruining my entrance.

Where’s the fun in that? Mew sat on the ground underneath him, bouncing gently.

Right. Mewtwo turned back to Ash. As I was saying, it looks like it’s time for me to sort everything out again. Just like I had to in Shamouti.

“You were at Shamouti?” Misty asked.

I was why the storm wasn’t too big. Mewtwo shrugged. It’s a living. I seem to be the sort-everything-out-when-Ash-saves-the-world Legendary.

“That could work, actually,” Ash said. “I mean, there was that time in Unova…”

I’ve… never been to Unova. Either time. Mewtwo paused. We’ll discuss that later.

He blinked out. There was a loud crash sound, and the floor shook.

Mewtwo appeared again, and landed lightly on the throw rug. Right, that’s done.

“What?” Ash blinked. “That took ten seconds!”

World’s. Most. Powerful. Pokémon. Mewtwo smiled thinly. The Unown have been dissipated, and the crystal is slowly receding.

He snapped his fingers, and three Pokéballs bounced to the floor along with Dexter’s projector. Ash recognized them as Charizard’s, Pidgeot’s and Lucario’s.

Just tidying up a few loose ends. Now – what was that about-

Molly interrupted him. “Mister… Mewtwo?”

Yes?

She gathered the pale Eevee into her arms. “Does this mean Eevee doesn’t have to go away? And… why is she shiny now?”

Hm, didn’t expect the shininess… Mewtwo glanced over at the Beasts, and everyone else – including the trio themselves – noticed that the ones Molly had called into being were now Shiny versions of themselves. At least it makes it easier to tell them apart. Anyway. Molly, you may have been imagining things, but into Eevee and those three Pokémon over there you poured love and creativity and life. They’re real now.

Molly sniffed, and tears started in her eyes. “Thank you!”

I had very little to do with it, Mewtwo replied. He looked down. Why are you hugging me? Stop. That is not dignified.

Mew fell over laughing.

“So,” the shiny Entei asked, drawing all eyes back to him. “What happens to us now?”

Suicune smiled. “You should probably come with us, at least for a while. We need to teach you a few things – it shouldn’t take more than a month or so. After that… whatever you want to do.”

Shiny Suicune looked at shiny Entei, and shiny Entei to shiny Raikou.

“Molly,” she said. “We may not be your real mama, papa and brother, but we do still love you. We’ll be back.”

Molly broke off hugging Mewtwo’s leg, and ran over to hug each shiny Legend in turn. “I’ll miss you…”

“We’ll all miss you, too,” the shiny Raikou nodded. “But we will meet again, and soon.”

Mewtwo snapped his fingers, Teleporting out. After a moment, he appeared again and picked up the giggling Mew, and vanished.

“So,” Brock said, looking confused. “What-”

Mewtwo appeared again. Sorry, forgot something. Another fingersnap, and two adults landed with twin oofs of surprise on Molly’s bed.

Molly blinked, not believing her eyes. “Mama? Papa? Is that you?”

Professor Hale turned to look at the woman beside him. “Martha? Molly?”

His wife shook her head to clear it, looked across the bed, and hugged him. “Spencer!”

Molly ran over, and they gathered her into their hug.

Several seconds later, they separated.

“Spencer,” Martha asked. “What happened?”

“I’m not sure myself,” Professor Hale admitted.

“Well.”

They turned to look at Ash, who had spoken. He picked up his Pokéballs, and cleared his throat.

“This… could take a while.”


“Well,” Oak said, sighing. “That’s that.”

“Thank goodness, they sorted it all out,” Delia said. She sat back on her chair. “I was so worried.”

“So was I,” Professor Oak agreed. “That was entirely too nerve-wracking.”

He glanced at his computer, which was bursting with unread emails – including one from Gary which warned in the subject line to keep the contents under wraps.

He should probably get to work on them.

The phone rang, startling both him and Delia.

“I’ll get it!” Delia said, picking it up. “Hello, Oak labs?”

Oak listened.

“Spencer?” Delia asked, shocked, and Oak blinked. Could that be-

“Oh… I see.” Delia listened for a bit. “Is he-”

She covered the mouthpiece for a moment. “They’re all fine,” she told Oak. “Just tired.”

Another pause.

“Hold on, can I get back to you?”

She laid the phone down on the worktop. “Samuel? Spencer wants to move here with his wife and daughter.”

“His wife is back?” Oak asked, shocked. “Didn’t that take far longer last time?”

“He says Mewtwo was involved,” Delia replied.

“Right,” the Professor said, blinking. “I see. Well, that explains a few things… why does he want to move?”

“It’s because the mansion is about to be buried in reporters,” Delia explained. “If they move, and quickly, they can hopefully escape some of the scrutiny.”

“I see,” Oak repeated. “Well, it’s not as if I could stop them even if I wanted them out, and I’m fine with it.”

Delia nodded thanks, and picked up the phone again.

“Spencer? …oh, you heard. Well, we’ll be glad to have you! Take care. I’m sure you can stay at my house until everything’s sorted, if you really want to hurry.”

Pause.

“Sure.”

Pause.

“An Eevee? Oh, that sounds cute. Good luck, Molly. Tell your parents I’m glad they’re safe. See you soon. Bye.”

Delia put the phone down.

“They’re going to arrive by tomorrow.”

“That’s… a little fast…” Oak said, reeling slightly.

“That house has some bad memories for them now,” she reminded him.


“Well, ladies and gentlemen, that was Ash Ketchum. Thank you for your time, young man. And for all you’ve done today.”

Ash shook the reporters’ hand. “It was no problem! Actually, the interview was kind of scarier than the fight…”

Roxy chuckled. “Well, you’re clearly braver than me.” She turned back to the camera, and Ash took the implied dismissal.

He rejoined his friends, about fifty feet away. “Did that work?”

“I don’t think you gave anything too important away,” Misty said. “You didn’t mention Mewtwo and Mew, and you kept the time travel thing and the aura purge thing secret too. It made sense, to me at least.”

“That’s good.” Ash glanced up at the two Flying-types. “Okay, guys. You can head back to the valley now, Charizard – and Pidgeot, we discussed earlier. Oak’s Lab or Shamouti, whichever you prefer.”

“Stay safe, Ash,” Charizard said, and Pidgeot nodded.

The bird took flight first, circled once, then shot off towards the east.

“Ash,” Charizard said, softly. “Do you have any idea what happened to me? I know you said you didn’t, but…”

“No, I’ve got no idea.” Ash shrugged. “Sorry. Best I can guess is it had something to do with the Unown… hopefully the Professor will have an idea, though.”


“See you later,” Professor Hale said, waving a little uncertainly to the half-dozen Beasts. “Well, three of you, anyway. Remember – Pallet town, not Greenfield.”

“We will,” the shiny Entei said, nodding to him. “May you have better luck there than here.”

“Thank you,” Doctor Hale smiled – glad her daughter had such powerful protectors. “And the rest of you can visit any time.”

“We may do that anyway, sooner than you think,” the original Suicune said. Her brothers chuckled or groaned.

“What’s that?” Spencer asked.

“Suicune wants Ash to catch her, but she doesn’t want it to be easy,” the normal Entei sighed. “I can sort of see her point, but-”

“Come now, come now,” his brother chuckled. “Might even be fun! I’m certainly going to let him take a good crack at it one of these days!”

“That would be fun!” Molly agreed. “Please say yes, Entei – then all of you will be at Pallet town at once!”

Eevee nodded agreement, and poofed into a Leafeon. “It would!”

Entei looked between his siblings and the enthusiastic young girl. “…I will think about it.”

“I didn’t understand much of that,” Spencer admitted. “Martha?”

“No clue.”

His eyes widened. “Did you understand all of it, Molly?”

“Yep!” She nodded.

“…well.” Spencer blinked. “I suppose there are worse side-effects…”


Gary fired off the second email.

“Right. That’s done.”

He yawned, and glanced out the window. It wasn’t quite false-dawn yet, but it was getting there.

“Have I done everything?” he asked Dee, and yawned again.

Email to your grandfather, done. Email to Ash asking him to call you, done. And you asked him to call you tomorrow, which is good as well.

“Yeah,” Gary agreed. “I need sleep… anything else?”

I don’t think there’s anything else, no. You rescheduled your morning appointments, as well.

“Go ahead and get some sleep,” Umbreon told him.

“Right.” Yawning once more, Gary got back into bed and closed his eyes.

He was out like a light in seconds.


Charizard flared his wings, dropping below the lip of the steep-sided escarpments ringing the Charcific Valley.

“Hey!” a voice called from ahead. “He’s back!”

Wings beat the air all over the canyon, as every single Charizard took flight and flew over.

Bemused, Charizard alighted, and watched as they charged up to him.

One big male took his foreleg and shook it. “That was the coolest thing I’ve ever seen!”

“How did you do it?” another asked.

“Um… I don’t actually know…” Charizard admitted, scratching the back of his neck with his free hand.

“Will you-” a female began, and subsided at a growl from Charla.

“I said. First. Dibs.”

She looked up at him, and blushed slightly. “I’m guessing you probably heard that, yeah?”

“I’m not complaining,” Charizard replied quickly, to general laughter.

“So awesome,” another Charizard said. “You went all blue and black, and woosh, and then you went super-fast, and-”

“-and was that all three Beasts? And you were fighting them? And not losing?”

Charizard nodded, slowly. “Yes, there were all three of them. They were super-powered as well, because of being created by Unown.”

There was a thump noise as one of the big lizards swooned.

“Seriously,” he added. “Can I get some space here? Right now what I want is a really big meal, a really long bath, and probably about three days’ sleep.”

“I’ll get the food!” one of the Charizard said quickly.

“I’ll get the towel!”

Charla chuckled. “They’re going to be like this for a while,” she whispered.

Her droll tone made Charizard chuckle back.


James stopped the projector.

“Any questions?” Jessie asked.

“What the heck was that?” someone blurted.

“We don’t know. As far as we can tell, no-one knows,” James said bluntly.

“This is now reason number one why you should not annoy Ash Ketchum,” Jessie added. “One of his Pokémon just fought off an entire Legendary Trio for several minutes.”

“Yeah!” Meowth confirmed. “‘an dat kind of performance ain’t what you’d get from even some other legendaries, ta boot!”

“…but… doesn’t that mean his Pokémon are really powerful, and it would be good to steal them?”

Jessie and James facepalmed in unison.

“No,” Meowth summed up. “It means dat he’s got a Pokémon what could sink a battleship in two minutes. It means don’t even bother fightin’ im. An’ it means even if we did steal ‘is Pokémon, dey’d just blast dere way right out of any place we tried ta use ‘em!”

“…oh,” the grunt said in a small voice, and sat back down.


“Welcome to Pallet, Spencer,” Delia said with a smile.

“It looks lovely,” Spencer Hale said, taking in the view. “Very peaceful.”

The Mr. Mime next to her waved a mop, and she indicated him with a gesture. “This is Mimey, and Professor Oak is just tidying things up a bit in the lab – he says he’s got some spare rooms. It’s nice to see you again, Martha.”

Martha Hale nodded back. “My pleasure, Delia. It’s nice to be back in the real world.”

“And how are you, Molly?” Delia asked, bending down.

“I’m fine,” Molly said. “I’m glad mama and papa are back.”

“I’m glad, too,” Delia smiled. “Oh, your Eevee is gorgeous!”

Eevee beamed, and turned into a Flareon.

“…Ash didn’t mention that,” Delia observed. “That’s interesting. Can she do that a lot?”

Prancing around, Eevee switched between all her different forms on the trot before returning to Eevee and rubbing against Delia’s leg.

“Lovely!” Delia praised. “I can see she’s quite the beauty queen!”

“She’s a great battler, too,” Molly told her. “She helped me win the Boulderbadge!”

“I’m sure there’s a story there,” Delia smiled. “I’d love to hear it.”

The ground started rumbling faintly.

“Oh, here come Ash’s Pokémon to say hello!” Delia added. “This could take a while.”


“Huh,” Ash said, looking at the Pokédex screen. “Gary emailed me. Says he knows what happened to Charizard, and to call him tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” Misty asked. “Why not today?”

“I think I know.” Brock frowned, calculating in his head. “And you should probably call him tomorrow evening. Kalos is nine hours away. If he was up this early, it’s because he was up in the middle of the night because of the situation here.”

“Right,” Ash said, nodding. “I get it.”

He looked back down at Dexter. “Where next?”

Take the road north.

“Well, here goes,” Ash said, smiling. “Off towards Goldenrod city!”

“Always ready for the next adventure, huh?” Misty smiled.

“Well… yeah,” Ash agreed, in a voice that made it sound like Misty was being silly. “Of course I am!”

Brock chuckled. “Never change, Ash.”


AN:

Phew!

Spell of the Unown, done.

That took a lot less time to write than I was expecting, to be honest.

Yes, this turned out rather differently to last time, didn’t it… for one thing, the second appearance of Mewtwo as the sort-out-the-film-ending-mon. (Third if you count his own.) And he never did get back to Ash about that mention of Unova, did he…

Molly now has her mother and father back straight off, instead of in the credits… her first Pokémon is an Eevee that can do the same kind of thing Vee can do in the manga, only more so… oh, and now there’s three shiny legendary beasts knocking around. Among other things.

Hope everyone enjoyed this movie adaptation – do let me know what you thought of it.






59. Johto 9


“Really?” Ash blinked. “Never heard of… mega-evolution, before.”

He heard Gary sigh into the mouthpiece of his phone. “Yeah, I know. I hadn’t either. It’s apparently something which was a legend even here in Kalos – until it happened for the first time in centuries, which was a bit over a year ago – the spring before last.”

“Right,” Ash nodded, then stopped. “Wait, isn’t that-”

“Within hours of your coming back in time, yeah,” Gary confirmed. He chuckled. “Figures it’d be you who did it first on TV, Ashy-boy.”

“…yeah, that’s already been kind of awkward. Last time through, I guess it just seemed like I was in the right place at the right time-”

“-which you were,” Gary interrupted.

“-which I was, kinda,” Ash agreed. “But this time… not so much.”

“Shows what winning the Indigo League gets you, Ash,” Gary said gleefully. “Rethinking that idea of becoming a Pokémon Master?”

“Not really,” Ash replied quickly. “Besides, a Pokémon Master is whatever I say it is!”

Gary laughed.

“Seriously, though,” he went on. “There’s some stuff you need to know about mega evolutions. Firstly, they usually work with two catalysts – a Key Stone, for the trainer, and a Mega Stone for the Pokémon.”

There was the sound of moving objects on the other end of the phone, and Gary muttering to himself.

“There we are,” he said. “Your staff was glowing the whole time Charizard was in Mega form – both Mega forms. So that might have been acting as a key stone, but I didn’t see a mega stone.”

“Dunno,” Ash admitted. “Charizard wasn’t carrying anything. I guess I assumed it was because of the Unown and stuff.”

“Right.” Gary could be heard shuffling through papers. “Okay, I think I can get an appointment back at the tower… I’ll take it to the experts, see what they think. And Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash returned.

“Don’t tell anyone about this. It’s still unpublished research.”

“Don’t tell anyone. Got it!”

Gary paused. “Oh, and don’t end the world when I’m not looking, Ash. Smell you later.”

“Does that include us?” Brock asked, as the call ended. “Who you’re not supposed to tell anything?”

“Probably,” Ash agreed. “And don’t tell anyone yourselves, of course.”


“Well, hello,” the woman at the day-care desk said. “Have you heard about our great deals for matching up trainers with their Pokémon personality… type…”

She blinked.

“Oh, no.”

Ash frowned. “What is it?”

“Uh… nothing!” The woman shook her head, a little frantically. “No problem at all! Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to go… uh… get more copies of the book.”

She vanished through a staff-only door.

Curious, Misty picked up a book off the huge pile at the counter. “Wonder why she needed more copies… huh, here I am. Gyarados.”

She closed it with a snap. “Done. Already got that Pokémon.”

“Doesn’t that also mean your personality type is that of a Gyarados?” Ash asked.

“Well, Ash, you’ve got two possibilities, there,” Brock pointed out. “Either the answer is no… or the answer’s yes, in which case you’re annoying someone who’s got the personality type of a Gyarados.”

“Point taken, shutting up.”

Misty gave both of them suspicious looks.

Lucario raised a paw. “You do know those were members of Team Rocket, right?”


“Butch! Butch!” the woman hissed.

Her co-worker looked up from a pile of Pokéballs. “What is it?”

“That boy, Ash! The Indigo Champion! He’s here!”

Butch gaped. “What? Here, here?”

“In the building!” Cassidy confirmed. “With that Pikachu, and that Lucario, and, and… we’re doomed.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it!” Butch reached for a Pokéball.

Cassidy picked up a clipboard and hit him on the head with it. “Idiot! We just saw one of his Pokémon fight three legendaries, what chance does your Primeape have?”

“So… what do we do?” Butch asked.

“Run for it, that’s what!” Cassidy pointed to the fire exit. “Hurry!”


“…anyway, when we checked the back they’d gone,” Ash finished.

“I see,” the local Jenny said absently. She finished writing. “So, they were running some kind of scam using a Pokémon fortune telling book… I sometimes wonder why we can’t just have normal thieves, it’d be a lot simpler.”

“What’s going to happen to all the Pokémon?” Misty asked.

“Well, the trades are legitimate, in the cases where people actually got new Pokémon,” Jenny said. “Which makes it all a bit of a mess. About the best we can do is confiscate all the money they made, and use it to compensate anyone who’s lost a Pokémon and can’t get a new one they want or their old one back.”

“That sounds like a… huge headache,” Brock admitted.

“It is,” Jenny agreed. “It’s going to mean a lot of paperwork, too, to make sure we didn’t miss anyone out. Obviously returning peoples’ Pokémon would have to be first, but beyond that?”

“Guess things like this can’t always be solved simply,” Ash said.

“That’s been my experience,” Jenny confirmed.


“So, let me see…” Giovanni said, looking through his notes. “You encountered the boy Ash Ketchum, and promptly ran for it.”

Butch nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“I’ll ask questions if I want answers, Blake,” Giovanni told him, and Cassidy clamped her hand over his mouth to prevent an outburst. “As I was saying. You encountered Ash Ketchum, identified him, and abandoned your scam business without even attempting to battle him.”

He let the silence stretch for several seconds, with Persian growling faintly in the background.

“Is that correct?”

“Yes, sir,” Cassidy said, nodding. “We thought he was-”

“I only asked one question, miss Cassidy,” Giovanni admonished. “Well, aside from your appalling manners… you at least took a sensible option. Good work there.”

The two Rockets let out a sigh of relief.

“It would have been better if you’d just run the place legitimately, of course, since that might have avoided the loss of capital… but, well, I understand.” Giovanni’s smile was thin, and cool. “Dismissed.”

Butch and Cassidy left hurriedly, closing the door behind them.

“Perhaps I should assign them to the good doctor,” he mused, looking over at Persian. “He’s been asking for some new pairs of hands…”


“Ah, Goldenrod City,” Brock said, looking around. “It’s the biggest city in Johto – and it has the best shops!”

“Do either of you guys have any shopping to do?” Ash asked. “I was wondering whether I had time to work out who to use at the Gym…”

“Go ahead,” Brock decided. “I’ve got some shopping to do, at least.”

“Me too,” Misty added. “I heard they have Dragonbreath TMs here, and I’m getting Kingdra one to celebrate.”

“Sounds good,” Ash nodded. “I’ll go work out who to use at the Pokémon centre.”


“Who’s not had a battle recently?” Ash mused.

Pikachu hopped down. “What about me?”

“No, you’re already more than practised enough,” Ash said, shaking his head. “Same with Lucario, though he’s probably the best choice…”

“So the question is more who needs the practice,” Pikachu clarified. “Right… let’s see. Quilava just had a battle… Totodile hasn’t, and nor has Noctowl.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “But what about the Pokémon back at the lab? Like Kingler? No, I guess he had… aha!”

He picked Dexter up. “Can you tell Professor Oak I’d like Muk, please?”

Sending.

“Muk?”Pikachu repeated. He began to say something, then stopped and thought about it. “Actually, that’s a good point. She’s got that Miltank, hasn’t she? Rollout all the way…”

“Apart from that, Quilava and Bayleef are the next choices,” Ash said. “I don’t think it’ll be a six-a-side, but if it is and we’re losing, Lucario gets the go.”

“Makes sense,” Pikachu agreed. “But you’d better give me more than just one gym battle in Johto, Ash…”


“Welcome to the Goldenrod gym, Ash Ketchum!” Whitney said. “I hope you don’t expect to have as easy a ride as you had with Bugsy and Falkner!”

Ash blinked. “I can think of a lot of words for what those two did, but easy ride isn’t it… they certainly seemed to be trying very hard indeed to beat me.”

“Oh, they were,” Whitney agreed. “They’re just worse at it.” She winked.

Clapping her hands, she turned to the battlefield. “This match will be three Pokémon a side, with switching allowed! Gooo… Clefairy!”

Her Pokéball produced a flash of stars as it opened.

Clefairy bounced to the floor. “Ready!”

Ash sent out Totodile.

“Oh, you look nice!” Totodile said, bouncing from foot to foot. “Ready for battle?”

“Of course!”

Totodile opened the matter with a Water Gun.

Clefairy jumped away, and waggled her fingers.

The Water-type frowned. “Uh… hmmm… oh, right! That’s Metronome!”

Four finger-strokes, and the Metronome triggered.

Light briefly engulfed Totodile, and then streamed into Clefairy.

“Dexter?” Ash asked.

Analyzing… Role Play.

“Uh oh… Totodile! Get her, quick!”

Totodile fired another Water Gun, and bounded forwards to use Slash on top of that. Clefairy jumped easily out of the way, and waggled her fingers again.

“Is she just going to…?” Ash asked, uncertainly.

“Pretty much, yeah,” Whitney agreed.

Rocks cracked up from the arena floor, coming together into a ball between Clefairy’s fingers.

“Oh, no…” Whitney winced. “I just had this resurfaced!”

“Hey, at least it’s not my fault this time.” Ash shrugged, as Clefairy’s Ancientpower finished charging.

It hit Totodile in the side, making him yelp and rub his haunch, and he retaliated with another blast of water. This one caught Clefairy, and he quickly ran underneath and started juggling Clefairy with careful bursts of water.

Whitney frowned. “Wait, where did the energy go from- oh, you’re kidding!”

Indeed. For once, Sheer Force has produced a disadvantage.

Whitney clenched her fist, as her acrobatic Clefairy was gradually juggled through the air. “Metronome again!”

Clefairy nodded, and waved her fingers.

The few seconds the attack took to charge ticked away, and then she shouted.

It was a huge shout. An echoing, ear-punishing shout which blew away the water plume and allowed her to escape, and which sent Totodile skidding backwards slightly on the slick arena floor.

“Keep it up!” Whitney snapped.

“Totodile!” Ash called. “Try using your water to launch yourself forwards!”

Totodile nodded, and looked over his shoulder. He fired out a stream of water, and used it as a jury-rigged form of jet propulsion.

His kick connected with Clefairy, concentrating on another Metronome, and she bounced away before coming back to her feet and completing the Metronome.

Vines lashed out from Clefairy’s hands, wrapping around the unfortunate Water-type. Rather than hitting him, though, they began to squeeze him.

Ash winced. “Try and break the Bind with Slash! Then… uh…” he tried to come up with a way to explain Aqua Jet in the middle of a fight. “You kind of need to surround yourself with water and swim through it at the enemy!”

“I’ll.. give it… a try!”

Totodile’s claws dug into the vine, wearing it away, until it abruptly snapped and he dropped free. He began shooting water, trying to make enough of it to do what Ash instructed him to.

Clefairy’s fingers waved once again.

Just as Totodile managed to produce a continuous bubble of water, the Metronome finished. Clefairy began to glow red, and lunged forwards before giving Totodile a terrific slap.

“That’s Outrage!” Ash recognized. “Totodile, you need to get clear!”

Nodding, Totodile ran just ahead of Clefairy, and the two Pokémon went around in circles for ten seconds or so.

“Get to the roof!” Ash called.

Totodile frowned, concentrating hard. He jumped, and covered himself in water, then started swimming as hard as possible.

His Aqua Jet was slow and clumsy, taking him upwards at barely above walking pace, but it got him above Clefairy (and incidentally doused her in a huge amount of water).

After a minute or so, Clefairy stopped Outraging and began wobbling around, dizzy.

“Another Metronome!” Whitney called, seeing the tired Totodile. “He’s on the rafters!”

Clefairy tried to aim upwards, and used Metronome. Despite a few wobbles, she produced a successful attack.

Unfortunately, this attack was Flame Charge, meaning she ran around in circles unable to reach Totodile and drew an unusual shape in minor scorch marks on the floor.

As the attack ended, another Water Gun hit her.

“Again!”

Yet another Water Gun hit her, as Totodile started to make better use of his convenient firing position.

“What’s this going to be…” Ash said, watching the fingers wag.

Clefairy finished her Metronome, and got an evil grin.

Pikachu blinked. “Totodile! Jump!”

Just as Totodile jumped, Clefairy raised her hand. Electricity crackled, and she fired a Thundershock.

The Electric attack hit Totodile hard, making him cry out and land heavily.

“Get up, Totodile!” Ash called. “You’re not beaten yet!”

Using his forelegs for support, Totodile pushed himself erect. He turned, slowly, and gave a somewhat unfocused stare to Clefairy.

He started to walk slowly forwards.

“Metronome before he gets to you!”

Everyone went silent, watching to see what this attack would be.

The sound of bells filled the air.

Whitney facepalmed. “Oh, you’re kidding.”

Heal Bell pulsed out, healing both Pokémon back to full health.

Totodile blinked, and jumped from foot to foot. “Hurrah!”

He released another Water Gun, making Clefairy jump away and slide to a halt at the far end of the field.

Her fingers wagged, and she used Metronome yet again.

Then exploded.

“…oh, no!” Whitney cried, running forwards as the smoke cleared. “Poor Clefairy! Are you alright?”

Clefairy said something unintelligible, in which Ash only caught the word ‘waffles’, and fell forwards into her crater.

“Nice work, Totodile!” Ash said, returning him. “Who’ve you got next?”

“That was…” Misty tried to find the words. “Random?”

“I’m just getting started!” Whitney took her second Pokéball. “Fluffles!”

“What kind of a-” Ash began, and then the Pokéball opened.

“Bidoof,” the Bidoof said.

“Uh…” Ash blinked. “Pikachu? Is my Aura on the fritz, or-”

“No, he actually did say Bidoof,” Pikachu confirmed.

“Oh. Well… Noctowl!”

Ash held up the Pokéball, and Noctowl materialized into the large main room of the gym.

Almost immediately, he dodged around some water still dripping from the ceiling. “I say, that’s just not baseball. I mean, er, cricket. That’s it. Cricket.”

“Blame Totodile,” Ash said with a grin. “He’s the one who got the roof wet. Okay, Noctowl, you know what to do.”

“I most certainly do.” Noctowl flew around the perimeter of the room in a big circle, air disturbances curling at his wingtips. “Tallyho!”

The owl entered into a dive. About halfway to the ground, he spun in an aileron roll and swooped back up to the roof – leaving a circle of disturbed air, which accelerated and hit the ground with an audible shing! noise.

Fluffles was knocked about a bit by the attack. He shook his head, looking a bit downcast at the harshly trimmed fur on his tail, and turned to look up at Noctowl.

“Why are you wearing a top hat?” he asked.

Noctowl rolled his wings in a shrug.

“Oh well…”

“Fluffles, use Headbutt!” Whitney ordered.

Fluffles leaned back, standing on his hind legs. He blinked, slowly, and focused on Noctowl’s circling form.

“Uh…” Ash frowned. “Why is he glowing?”

Now with red energy surrounding him, the Plump Mouse Pokémon kicked off the floor. Hurtling upwards, he aimed straight for Noctowl.

“I say!” Noctowl banked right to get out of the way, and was flabbergasted when Fluffles curved his flight path to strike Noctowl squarely in the chest.

“Ow!” Noctowl flapped his wings as Bidoof fell away, launching a Gust, and the attack drove his opponent into the floor harder than he would have landed anyway.

“How’d he do that?” Ash asked, sounding vaguely offended.

“Fluffles has the ability Moody, which means that in battle he has random affects increase his abilities – this time, accuracy!” Whitney explained. “He’s also got Simple, which doubles the power of those boosts! Isn’t it cute?”

Ash blinked. “…I’d say something, but since some of my Pokémon have all three abilities I can barely comment. Dexter?”

That’s correct. I have all three – Trace, Download, Analyze. Speaking of which… Dexter’s scanner traced across Fluffles. Analysis complete. It’s not just boosts, there’s random drops as well. In this case, the Bidoof is weaker to physical attacks.

“Thanks! Noctowl, quick, use Peck!”

Noctowol rolled in the air and dove down, beak glowing faintly. “Take this!”

Fluffles glowed again. He raised his head, fang glowing, and bit down just as Noctowl arrived.

The Flying-type’s attack barely seemed to faze Fluffles. He got a mouthful of feathers in return, pulling a few of them out to the accompaniment of a pained squawk from Noctowl, who rose back into the air as fast as possible to avoid another Super Fang.

…well, that was unlucky. He got a defence boost just as Noctowl came down for the attack.

Ash winced. “Okay, Noctowl, keep your distance for now!”

“Don’t need to tell me twice, old boy.” Noctowl’s flight wobbled slightly as he regained attack attitude, and started to spin off air slashes to keep up the fight at a distance.

Fluffles was bounced around a bit by the Air Slashes. He rocked back on his hind legs again, and launched himself into the air with another Headbutt. Strangely, his trajectory took him nowhere near Noctowl’s circling form.

Ash gaped. “Wait, he’s not – Noctowl! Dive!”

A flicker in the air resolved itself into Noctowl, and the illusion which had been circling faded. The real Pokémon shed height for speed, and only took a glancing blow from the ballistic beaver.

“This is getting on my nerves!” Noctowl panted, regaining height.

Fluffles hit the ground with a thud, and glowed yet again.

This time, he shouted upwards. “BIDOOF!”

The resultant shout distorted the air, cracked several windows, and knocked Noctowl up to bounce off the ceiling.

“Are you okay?” Ash asked, concerned.

“Abso-bloody-lutely not,” Noctowl muttered, recovering and sitting on the rafters. “‘scuse me, need a bit of a kip.”

“What’s your Pokémon doing?” Whitney asked, as another glow flashed through Fluffles and the Fat Mouse began bouncing back and forth on trembling paws – seemingly unable to stop himself moving, and far faster than he should have been.

“Roost, I think,” Ash observed.

“Right!” Whitney pointed. “Fluffles, use Superpower!”

Fluffles shot off towards the wall, ran up it in a trice, and came charging along the rafters towards Noctowl. As he reached the Roosting Flying-type – now trying to take off frantically and avoid being hit – he glowed with the blue energy of his Superpower attack.

And missed.

The Noctowl he’d jumped at vanished in a flash of light, revealing it to be an illusion, and the real Noctowl decloaked still in mid-air.

His eyes glowed, and he grabbed Fluffles in an Extrasensory. “Right, young feller-me-lad.”

Another red flash of energy. Fluffles started to wriggle, the Extrasensory holding him less tightly

Having none of that, Noctowl turned his beak and slammed the Bidoof into the ground with an audible crack.

Fluffles stumbled out of the crater, shaking his head.

“What does it take to stop that Bidoof?” Ash asked.

Do you mean now or in two minutes? Because at some point it’s going to have boosts to everything!

Fluffles breathed in massively again, readying another Echoing Voice attack.

“Noctowl!” Ash called. “Use an Air Slash to break up the attack!”

Noctowl complied, hammering the air with his wings and producing a powerful ball of swirling wind. It went down just as the shout came up, and reduced the impact of the shout overpressure.

The Flying-type was still buffeted against the ceiling, and several windows shattered.

“Oh, no…” Whitney said, wincing. “Fluffles, please don’t destroy the gym!”

Fluffles nodded, a little uncertainly, and focused in on Noctowl once more.

The Owl Pokémon’s eye tufts glowed blue, and Fluffles blinked, shaking his head in confusion.

Then slammed his head very hard into the floor, knocking himself out.

Whitney ran out to Fluffles, shouting something about the poor little thing.

Noctowl wobbled back down to rest on Ash’s outstretched forearm. “I’ve got an absolutely beastly headache.”

“Nice work on the confusion, Noctowl,” Ash said, giving him a scratch. “Hopefully you won’t be needed for this next one.”

“Don’t count on it,” Whitney said, walking back to her position with her Bidoof’s Pokéball. She took out her third and final Pokémon. “Avenge your friends, Miltank!”

Pikachu blinked. “Oh, yeah, that’s right. I’m kind of glad I’m not fighting this one…”

Ash nodded. “Right… Totodile’s fine, so go Totodile!”

Totodile looked up at the big Miltank. “Ooh, you’re a lot bigger than the Clefairy was!”

“Miltank! Use Rollout!” Whitney ordered.

Miltank rolled into a ball and started spinning, rumbling forwards.

Realizing she might be interested, Ash sent Quilava out. She settled down to watch the fight, head tilted on one side.

Totodile looked closely. “Take this!”

He fired a Water Gun at the top surface of Miltank, slowing her rotation slightly, but she kept rumbling forwards regardless. The Water Gun didn’t have nearly enough force to stop her, and Totodile was forced to jump into the air and dodge with Aqua Jet to boost his jump.

Landing back on the floor behind her, he fired more Water Guns as she made a ponderous turn and came back towards him.

“Totodile!” Ash called. “Get over by one of the corners!”

“Nice,” Quilava opined.

Jumping and using Aqua Jet again to avoid being run down, Totodile hurried over to the corner.

Miltank turned again and rumbled forwards, accelerating all the time.

“Okay, Totodile…” Ash waited, judging the moment. “Jump now!”

Totodile did so.

Miltank didn’t stop.


“Hmmm…” Brock held up a Pokédoll. “This one looks nice.”

“It does,” Ninetales agreed. “Suzy does like Skitties, so that might be the best choice.”

“It won’t be enough by itself, but-”

There was a crash sound from outside the department store.

Brock and Ninetales both ran to the window, and watched as a large Miltank rumbled through the street, curving back on itself, and rolled back through the hole it had left in Goldenrod gym.

“…that was strange,” Brock said. His eyes widened. “Wait, Ash’s gym battle is inside?”

“That poor building,” Ninetales said sadly.


Whitney clapped her hands to her mouth. “Oh no! Not the wall!”

Miltank came back in, moving faster still. This time she managed to clip Totodile as he jumped, sending him flying through the air and making him have to use another Aqua Jet boost to land softly.

“Well, at least Totodile’s getting a lot of practice with that attack,” Misty said. “It’s a good one for him.”

“Totodile, use your Water Gun to try to slow her down!” Ash called. “Make the floor wet, so she gets less traction!”

Totodile nodded, and sprayed the floor in front of the oncoming Miltank. This time he stopped earlier to give more time for his Aqua Jet escape, and Miltank skidded wide and smashed more holes in the wall.

Whitney winced. “I should really have listened to Bugsy…”

Misty put her hands on her hips. “You think? He wrecked Cerulean too, you know!”

“…actually, she’s doing most of the damage,” Ash pointed out. “So it’s not quite the same…”

Miltank smashed through another wall, and this time Totodile was a fraction of a second too slow. Her attack clipped him, the powerful topspin sending him spinning skywards, and he landed hard.

Then got run over by Miltank.

Ash returned the unconscious Water-type. “Okay, Noctowl, see if you can help!”

“I’ll do the best I can-” Noctowl began, and Miltank ramped off the sides of the crater left by Clefairy’s earlier Explosion.

Her trajectory intersected Noctowl before he’d finished his sentence, and knocked him out.

“…oh,” Ash said lamely. “Right… hope this works. Muk!”

“You’ve got a Muk?” Whitney repeated. “Ew!”

“Hey, he’s alright,” Ash said. “Muk, get that Miltank!”

Miltank rolled through Muk’s indistinct body, producing a loud splat and getting purple gunk everywhere.

“Ugh!” Whitney shuddered, feeling some of the purple stuff get in her hair. “I need, like, five showers…”

Ash nodded. “Thanks, Dexter,” he said as gunk dripped off the Reflect screen in front of him and Misty.

My pleasure.

Muk was not inconvenienced in the least, pulling himself together with only a minor loss of mass.

He turned to look at Miltank as she made another turn and headed towards him, and opened his mouth.

Then he began to glow.

“What attack is he using?” Ash asked.

Dexter beeped. …uh oh. Get down!

Muk used Thunderbolt, Flamethrower, Shadow Ball, Rock Tomb, Shock Wave, Fire Blast, Focus Blast, Secret Power, Dark Pulse, Sludge Bomb, Giga Drain, Hyper Beam, Ice Punch, Hidden Power, Double Team, Round, Payback, Rain Dance, Sunny Day and Toxic.

All three trainers, Quilava and Pikachu dove for the floor as Muk seemed to explode in a tidal wave of attacks and blasts of energy.

When the sound and fury died down, they peeked up at the devastation.

The Clefairy-shaped gym was a complete wreck. Two of the walls had collapsed, the roof had caved in, much of it was on fire, and the less said about the floor the better.

Muk stood on an all-but-untouched circle of floor in the midst of the devastation, with a thoroughly knocked out Miltank in a heap in front of him.

“I like cookies,” he said simply.

“Uh…” Ash tentatively held out the Pokéball. “Return?”

Muk flashed back into the Pokéball without any fuss.

As Ash put the ball back on his belt, something bounced off his chest.

He bent down and picked it up. It was a Plain Badge.

“You…” Whitney seemed lost for words. “Get out.”

Misty picked her way across the devastation. “Whitney,” she said, clapping the Normal-type leader on the shoulder. “I want you to know, I feel your pain. He destroyed my gym too.”

“…what do you want me to do?” Ash asked. “You started it!”

I advise leaving now, Dexter said. You are only making it worse.


“This is pretty cool,” Keldeo said brightly. “What’s this place called?”

Virizion bent down to look at the information plate. “This is the Statue of Thundurus at Olympia. That’s the official name for it, anyway.”

“Where’s the statue, then?” Terrakion asked, looking suspiciously at the enormous temple. “All I see is pillars.”

“I think it’s inside.” Virizion nodded. “We should have a look.”

Cobalion frowned. “Isn’t this a bit of a waste of time?”

“We’re lost anyway, Cobalion,” Virizion argued. “We may as well enjoy ourselves. Besides,” she nodded forward at Keldeo, prancing up the steps ahead of them. “He needs a bit of time for fun. You know how he can sometimes get a bit obsessed.”

“…I suppose you’re right,” Cobalion nodded. “He’s dedicated, yes, but I forget he is still a child at times.”

The three Swords reached the entrance to what was really quite a spectacular temple in the Ionic mode, pretending not to notice the tourists taking an interest in them.

“…wow,” Terrakion said, as they beheld the statue.

It was, to put it simply, huge.

Fifteen metres tall, the statue was covered in amethyst and sapphire and represented the Therian forme of Thundurus bending down on one knee. His hand was held up to his face, with a tiny human woman standing on the palm.

It took the mind a few seconds to refocus, and to realize that the human was actually five and a half feet tall – normal sized. The scale of the statue made her seem tiny.

“It’s amazing what humans can do, sometimes, isn’t it?” Virizion asked, in a hushed voice.

“Indeed,” Cobalion nodded. Then he frowned. “Where is – Keldeo!”

The Colt Pokémon was standing in front of the statue, posing with two tourists. There was a camera flash, and he smiled at them.

Hearing Cobalion, he trotted back over. “Hi, guys!”

“What were you doing?” Cobalion asked.

“Oh. Er…” Keldeo scuffed his hoof on the floor, looking embarrassed. “I kind of wanted a souvenir photo, and we don’t have the money for a camera, so… I got them to take one.”

“How does that work?” Virizion asked. She frowned.

“Yeah!” Terrakion put in. “Are you going to go back over and get an instant photo or something?”

“No, it was a digital camera.” Keldeo shrugged. “Look, I know I want to become a Sword of Justice, but… I’m cute. I know I am. And that means that a photo with me in it is going to be all over the internet by the time we get home.”

“And?” Cobalion pressed.

“And so we can find them when we get home,” Keldeo completed. “Don’t you guys want photo souvenirs too?”

The Swords exchanged glances.

“…oh, why not.” Cobalion nodded. “We may as well. We are, apparently, treating this as a holiday.”

As he led the others over, Keldeo sniggered. “Maybe I should have told you how I got the money to pay for the trip to Europe…”


AN:

Ah, Whitney. AKA the one who runs you over with a cow.

As it happens, I did in fact randomly generate the moves for Metronome and the stat boosts for Moody-Simple. The results were… interesting. As for Muk… yes, this is a thing now.

The Statue the Musketeers are visiting is a parallel to one which, in our world, was destroyed in antiquity – the Statue of Zeus at Olympia. And Keldeo has a point.






60. Johto 10


As the friends left Whitney’s smoking gym, someone hailed them.

“Excuse me, young man!”

Ash stopped, looking over. “Uh… yeah?”

“Allow me to introduce myself,” the man said, walking over. “I’m the producer of Pokémon talk radio. I was wondering if you’d give an interview?”

“Sure,” Ash said. He glanced behind him at the heavily damaged building. “I… hope it’s not all going to be about the Goldenrod gym, though… that didn’t go quite as planned.”

“Oh, you’ve got a reputation,” the producer said with a chuckle. “But no, it was more a general interview sort of thing.”

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “Lead the way.”


“Okay, Mr. Ketchum,” Mary began.

Ash chuckled. “Please, Mr. Ketchum sounds way too serious. Call me Ash!”

“Okay.” Mary nodded. “Right. Ash, we’ve got a few questions for you put together. We were wondering if you’d be able to answer them for us.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed, nodding. “How many are we talking about?”

“There’s about a dozen,” Mary informed him. “Okay, first… why are you still doing the gym challenges? Given you won the Indigo league, I mean.”

Ash shrugged. “I guess… I enjoy travelling. And meeting more Pokémon, too. I mean, Pikachu’s nice, all the Pokémon I already have are great-”

Pikachu nodded firmly. “You bet!”

“-but just in my time in Johto so far, I’ve already met several more Pokémon who are great friends. Like my Totodile, or Noctowl. Just because I’ve already won the Indigo league doesn’t mean I don’t want to catch more Pokémon.”

“A good point,” Mary agreed. “Most of us never win any Leagues, of course-” she chuckled, “-so we forget that.”

“And I’ve still not beaten any of the Elite Four,” Ash pointed out. “I’ve still got a few years while my challenge right lasts, even if I don’t win the Silver Conference, and I think it’d be nice to have more Pokémon before my next go.”

Mary made an understanding noise. “I guess you faced a member of the Elite Four?”

“Lorelei,” Ash confirmed. “She beat me, but I like to think it was close.”

Pikachu muttered something.

“Pikachu kind of wants a rematch,” Ash added with a chuckle.

“Not surprised,” Mary agreed. She looked down at her paper again. “So, since Pikachu’s your starter – is that correct?”

Ash nodded.

“Ah, good. Don’t forget, though, this is a radio programme.”

“Oh, right. Yeah, Pikachu’s my starter. Professor Oak had actually run out of other starter Pokémon to give out,” Ash said, retelling the half-truth Oak had revealed to him this time around.

In reality, of course, Oak had known (as Sammy) that Pikachu was Ash’s starter, and had given it to him despite everything.

Time travel could give you a headache.

“Well,” Mary said. “Since he’s your starter – what tips do you have for young trainers?”

Ash thought it over. “Okay, first – never give up on a Pokémon. Any Pokémon can be a valuable team member and a good friend, and there’s a kind of tendency for the ones which need more effort to end up cooler. Like a Pidgey…”

“Yes, your Pidgeot is remarkable,” Mary agreed.

“And second… if one of your Pokémon isn’t doing as well as you want, train them. I mean show them what you want them to do, work through it, do everything you can. Try to come up with a way to put it that they understand…” Ash shrugged helplessly. “Pokémon are different, there’s no one way that works. I guess just… be their friend, help them, and everything else works from there.”

“Impressive,” Mary observed lightly. “So you just think trainers should be friends to their Pokémon?”

“Pretty much,” Ash agreed.

“Right.” Mary looked down the list. “I suppose next is… how do you raise your Pokémon? What did you do to your Charizard, for example, to make him so powerful?”

Ash chuckled. “With Charizard… well, I actually saved him as a Charmander from a really nasty trainer. He evolved pretty quickly, and he acted out a bit…” Ash thought about it, thinking back on Charizard’s behaviour. “I guess he wanted to see how far he could push me. But we made up, and…” Ash shook his head. “It’s kind of hard to understand, really, because I saw it all from the inside. But Charizard – I think that, since then, he’s wanted to prove that he was a lot stronger now than he ever was when D-when that other trainer had him.”

After a moment’s silence, Ash spoke up again. “With Charizard, especially, what helped was that I used him to fly on a lot. That built up his muscles, and made him stronger physically – and that helped make his fire attacks more powerful, too.”

“Same answer as last time, then,” Mary summarized. “It depends.”

“Pretty much.” Ash stopped her just as she was about to go onto the next topic. “If there’s one thing that helps… teach them moves which cover their weak points. Not just types, either – my Totodile’s a bit slow sometimes, so I recently started teaching him Aqua Jet so he can dodge more easily.”

“A good example.” Mary nodded. “Right. Next question on that – what’s your favorite Pokémon type?”

Pikachu sniggered. “Think carefully…”

Ash blinked. “That’s a tricky one…”

After thinking about it for several seconds, he frowned. “I don’t think I’ve really got a type I prefer, but there is a type I seem to have a lot of – Flying-types.”

He shrugged. “But that doesn’t mean much. I mean, I only have one Electric-type, and I think he’s one of the best Pokémon in the world.”

“Only one of?” Pikachu shook his head. “I’m offended, I tell you. Offended.”

Ash laughed.

Mary blinked. “Huh. Well… that’s another question… we’ll get to that later. One last question about Pokémon. What Pokémon would you like to get next?”

“I won’t know until I get them,” Ash replied. “I don’t really aim to get a particular type of Pokémon… I just meet Pokémon who I think are cool as people, and half the time they agree to come with me when asked.” At Mary’s look, he shrugged. “I don’t know why either. But if I had to pick one…”

He thought, then realized there was an answer which would be really nice. “An Eevee, I think. They’ve got so much potential.”


In Pallet Town, Molly Hale laughed. “I think he’s talking about you!”

Her Eevee nodded, and yipped agreement. “I’ve got a lot of potential – and I’m cute, too!”

Molly stroked her Eevee. “That’s right, you are!”

Eevee glowed, and flashed over to Leafeon. She waved her tail, and leaned into a scratch.


“Well, that’s interesting,” Mary said. She turned to the second page of questions. “Okay, now, the next topic is one I’m sure a lot of our listeners have seen on the news – Greenfield.”

She looked at him. “What on earth happened there?”

“Right. Well…” Ash took a breath. “Okay, the first thing you need to know is that the Hales were researchers trying to find out about a very powerful Pokémon called Unown. On their own, Unown aren’t very powerful, but when put together in hundreds… they can do some very strange things.”

“Like turn half a village into some kind of crystal palace?” Mary asked.

“That’s it exactly. They’re hard to control, and hard to stop.” Ash paused. “A lot of this isn’t really my story to tell, so I’ll try to sum it up. The Unown tried to make dreams real, and they got confused. My friends and I were nearby, and Professor Oak told us a bit about what was going on, so we decided to go in and try to sort it out. My friend Brock had had a run in with Unown before, so he sorted most of it out, and what my friend Misty and I were doing was mainly giving him cover to work. That meant fighting the dreams the Unown had brought to life.”

Mary blinked. “Goodness. That sounds… difficult.”

“It was,” Ash agreed readily. “We nearly didn’t manage it.”

“Yes, some of the scenes were a bit unbelievable.” Mary pondered for a moment. “What was happening with your Charizard?”

“I don’t know either,” Ash said, shrugging. “It was like he was evolving, almost – but I’ve got no idea what could cause that. Lucky he did, though.”

“True,” Mary agreed. “And what about those other three Legendary Beasts who showed up?”

“Well, they clearly didn’t like the dream ones…” Ash chuckled. “Copyright issues?”

Mary chuckled along with him. “I suppose anything’s possible. Well, thank you for that… though there is another question we have about what happened then, as well. Looking at the news reports, you seem to have fallen a good couple of hundred feet and survived. We’ve looked back at your League challenge and you were doing it then as well, but less so. Would you be able to explain how that works?”

Ash winced – that pretty much put the Skitty out of the bag…

Well, there were people who were known to be psychic, right?

“You’re right, I did,” he said, deciding to explain that whole issue. “You know how some people are psychically powered? Like Sabrina in Kanto?”

“Yes,” Mary agreed. “Is that it?”

“Not quite.” Ash took a deep breath. “There’s this other thing, called Aura. Some Pokémon can use it – it’s how attacks like Aura Sphere and Force Palm work. And… a few humans can too.”

He shrugged. “Like me.”

“Well… goodness,” Mary said. “I think I’ve heard of Aura Guardians… there’s a story about one from Kanto, isn’t there? Archie?”

“Aaron,” Ash filled in. “I learned a lot about this stuff in Cameran Castle, which is where he used to live. I guess I was just in the right place at the right time – a Lucario there taught me, and I’ve been practising since.”

“Interesting.” Mary thought about that. “Is that the Lucario you currently have on your team?”

“No, a different Lucario. I’d just got my Lucario then – as a Riolu,” Ash explained – chopping and changing details from the two different timelines. “My Riolu only evolved a few months ago.”

“So… how long have you been able to do this Aura use?” Mary asked, wanting to follow up this surprising information. “And what can you do with it?”

“A bit over a year,” Ash filled in. “And… oh, no!”

“What?” Mary asked, a bit alarmed at his sudden shift in attitude.

“I forgot to go back to Cameran for the tournament, that’s what!” Ash explained. “I can’t believe I forgot about it!”

Pikachu facepawed with an audible thump. “You’re an idiot.”

“Hey, you forgot too!” Ash replied hotly. “So did Lucario.”

“Is Aura how you just did that?” Mary asked. “I swear you just understood what your Pikachu said…”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “It’s the best thing I’ve learned to do with Aura, really… nothing else compares.”

“I can imagine,” Mary smiled. “I bet most of our listeners would love to be able to really understand what their Pokémon say.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Back before I learned this, I had to guess what Pikachu wanted to say, and… the difference is huge.”

“Well… now you’ve finished making us all very jealous,” Mary said with a smile, “I did have a few more questions.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed.

“Well… why do you keep destroying gyms?”

Ash groaned. “Oh, no, not this again…”

“They called you the Gym Destroyer in Kanto,” Mary said, her tone of voice conveying her amusement. “Would you like to talk us through how you got that nickname?”

“First off,” Ash said, “I really don’t deserve that nickname, a lot of it wasn’t my fault.”

Mary laughed.

“But… right, the first one was Cerulean gym – that’s Misty’s one. Don’t know if you knew this, but some gyms have tests of character?” Mary nodded. “Well, hers was about giving up if you had an unwinnable fight.”

“And?” Mary prompted.

“I broke the gym instead.” Ash blushed. “I think we brought down the roof, actually…”

Mary blinked. “How?”

“Lots of ice and then a very powerful Electric attack.” Ash scratched Pikachu, who leaned into it and nodded. “Well, there was other stuff too.”

“I see.” Mary nodded. “And what about the other gyms?”

“The other gyms…” Ash frowned. “Bulbasaur tore up the floor of the Vermillion gym with a Frenzy Plant, then Riolu blew holes in the wall and Pikachu added to them. The Celadon gym we flooded with water and then froze solid, which did a lot of damage…” As he spoke, Mary’s jaw gradually dropped. “The Fuchsia gym has a maze in it, and Riolu just punched through the walls.”

“Isn’t that… against the rules?” Mary asked, blinking.

“It is now.” Ash shrugged. “And I’m pretty sure I broke the roof of Viridian gym.”

He counted on his fingers. “I might have done some damage to the Kumquat gym, and I know I absolutely wrecked Pumello – that was mostly Lucario. Then there’s the Goldenrod gym, which was mostly Whitney’s fault.”

“Really?” Mary blinked. “The impression I got was that your Pokémon did most of the damage.”

“Well, he did,” Ash agreed. “But all at once at the very end, after she’d already made lots of holes in her own walls.”

“Well…” Mary thought back over the list. “That’s quite impressive. Do you have any advice for other gym leaders?”

“I don’t mind having battles outside,” Ash answered quickly.

“That sounds like good advice.” Mary glanced over at her notes. “Okay, just three more questions. One -which gym is your favorite?”

“The next one.” Ash grinned. “It’s the challenge which I like – trying to outwit someone who knows their type well. But… I think, of the gyms I’ve faced so far, some of the best have been in the Orange Islands.”

“Really? And why’s that?” Mary asked.

“Well… they kind of focus a bit more on teamwork. So there’s one gym where you and your Pokémon have to build a sled and then race down the mountain on it. There’s no actual battle, it just tests teamwork.” Ash rubbed the back of his neck. “I guess it just… it’s something they don’t cover a lot in most gyms.”

“A good point. Let’s see…” Mary looked up at him, with a slightly mischievous cast to her features. “Misty of Cerulean travels with you, we’ve seen. Is she your girlfriend?”


Max blinked, staring at the radio. “I didn’t know Ash could splutter that much.”

“Is that his Pikachu laughing like that?” Norman said, blinking.

May giggled. “I think it is. Poor Ash! Imagine being asked that on the radio!”

Max looked faintly confused.


Once Ash had stopped coughing, he looked back up at Mary – a blush flaming on his cheeks. “Seriously? I’m twelve! She’s a girl, and she’s a friend, but she’s not my girlfriend!”

He took a deep breath, calming down a bit. “I don’t have a girlfriend. I’m twelve.”

Mary chuckled. “Sorry, but several people did want to know.”

“…right.” Ash shook his head, and picked his still-giggling Pokémon up. “Why you keep finding this stuff funny… next question?”

“Last question, really,” Mary assured him. “Is there someone you aspire to battle someday?”

“Wow…” Ash had to think about that one. “I guess there’s a few, really. Lance is one – I mean, who doesn’t want to fight the local Grand Champion? But there’s also Cynthia, the Sinnoh Grand Champion, and I guess… I kind of want to do the Battle Frontier someday. I mean, I want to get more League experience first, but… Brandon seems cool.”

“Quite high aspirations!” Mary said. “Well, thank you for your time, Ash Ketchum. And I’m sure I join many of our listeners in wishing you good luck in your Johto league challenge!”

“Thanks!” Ash said, getting up and shaking her hand.

“Just don’t break all our gyms,” she added with a wink.


As Ash left the radio tower, his friends met him.

“What was that about me?” Misty asked, and Ash winced.

“I had to kind of react quickly, Misty…” he said. “I kind of… I dunno, do you think I got anything wrong?”

“Well… no… but…” Misty made a helpless gesture. “My sisters are going to tease me about that now!”

“I didn’t ask them to ask that…”

“Hey,” Brock said, breaking up the awkward half-argument. “Is that Pidgeot?”

Ash turned, looking into the sky. “Yeah!” he said, after a moment. “And – wait, is that Professor Oak?”

Pidgeot’s wings flared, hammering the air, and she settled down in front of the tower. Oak got off, and wobbled slightly. “Oh, I’m out of practice…”

“Professor!” Ash said, waving. “I didn’t expect you to be here!”

“It’s the first time I’ve known where you were going to be for long enough to come over,” Oak replied. “I missed most of the interview, though Tracey and Damos have recorded it for me.”

He smoothed his hair. “Thank you for the help, Pidgeot, by the way.”

“Why did you want to see me, Professor?” Ash asked. “I could have just waited…”

“Well, I didn’t want to ask Dexter, since this is sort of a surprise,” Oak admitted.

He rummaged in his pocket, and took out a Pokéball. “Here.”

Ash blinked. “Um… what’s the occasion?”

“Well, you did save his life,” Oak said. “He made up his mind.”

Mentally shrugging, Ash opened the Pokéball.

The flash of white light formed into a Houndour. “Hi,” he said, nodding respectfully to Ash.

“…oh, right!” Ash said, bending down. “You’re the one I carried, right?”

“Yes.” The Houndour stepped forwards, sniffing to memorize Ash’s scent, and Ash gave him a quick scratch. “Father gave his permission, and I decided that I wanted to travel with you for a while. I don’t know for how long, I might not-”

“That’s fine,” Ash interrupted. “Really. If any of my Pokémon decide they’re happier with someone else, or in the wild, I don’t mind. I’m just glad they’re with me.”

“Thank you, then.” Houndour stepped back, and Ash stood again. “Though… who are these?” He walked around Brock and Misty, sniffing at them. “They smell like they’re pack for you…”

“I’ve not heard it put like that before,” Brock chuckled. “We’re Ash’s friends, yes.”

“And you also smell of…” Houndour sniffed again. “Stantler, Ninetales… I can smell some steel, and some rock… and is that a Crobat?”

“That’s impressive,” Brock said.

The Houndour turned to Misty. “And with you… uh… something rock and water? I don’t recognize that one…”

“Kabuto,” Misty supplied.

“And… wow, you’ve got a lot of Water types… and a Togepi? No, something like it…”

“A Togekiss,” Ash said. “Pretty good, though.”

“Thanks.” Houndour paced back over to him. “Where are you going now? I think…” he looked around for landmarks, and saw mountains in the distance. “we’re… north of where my pack used to live?”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “And we’re heading further north.”

“Sounds interesting.” Houndour sat down, and waited to be recalled.

Instead Ash gestured to him. “Come on. We’ve only just met properly, I think we should spend some time getting to know one another.”

“Right!” Houndour barked, and padded over beside Ash.

“Thanks, Professor!” Ash added. “Hope your new radio program goes well!”

“You’re welcome!” Oak called back. Then he contemplated the return journey. “Uh… Pidgeot?”

Pidgeot nodded at him. “Jot?”

“Can you go… slower, this time?”

She nodded again, and bent lower to allow him to climb on.

“If we weren’t in such a hurry, I’d have taken Dragonite,” Oak grumbled, as they took off. “He knows how to take care of these old bones…”


“These are pretty cool,” Keldeo said, tilting his head. “Why did they build them?”

“I think I heard of these,” Terrakion said.

The others looked at him.

“You do?” Virizion asked politely.

“Hey, I read!” the burly Pokémon said defensively. “Anyway, uh, they built these big places for Yamask and Cofarigus. Because that way, they’re…”

Terrakion frowned, trying to remember the precise wording.

“They believed that those Pokémon were… like… human kings and nobles who’d died? And the idea was that this was taking care of them. The kings built their own future houses, sort of thing.”

“Oh, okay,” Keldeo frowned. “I think. But couldn’t they just ask other Yamask?”

“Hey, I dunno,” Terrakion shrugged.

They looked out over the pyramids.

“How’d they make them, then?” Keldeo asked, after a minute.

“Presumably they used Conkeldurr to help them,” Cobalion suggested. “Or whatever it happens the local equivalent is.”

“It’s certainly impressive,” Virizion nodded. “How old are they?”

“Thousands of years.”

For a few minutes, the Swords of Justice (and their trainee) stood in silence.

“Should we go and get some photographs?” Keldeo suggested.

“Perhaps-” Cobalion began.

A roar interrupted them. The roar was followed by a crash, and a sound like nails on a blackboard, and an unmusical crash of metal on rock.

“Oh, not again…”

“Trouble just follows us around, doesn’t it?” Terrakion asked with a grin. “Come on, guys!”


It took them a few minutes at full gallop to reach the source of the sound, a steep-sided valley a mile or two away.

When they got there, a fight was already in full swing. A herd of Lairon and Aggron, with several little Aron crowded into the protected centre, was stalled facing east towards the great river. In their way, and blocking their path, a pair of Tyranitar roared and stamped at the ground – occasionally knocking one of the Aggron skidding backwards in the crumbly sands of the valley floor. A gradually growing sandstorm was beginning to cloud the air around the Tyranitar, increasing in force even as they watched.

Cobalion took in the situation at a glance. “Virizion, get those Aggron moving backwards a bit! Terrakion, same for the Tyranitar – you can handle their sandstorm!”

“Right!” the other two Swords confirmed. They followed him over the valley lip, hooves working as they skidded and slowed their fall on the sandy scree.

“Hey!” Keldeo called down the slope. “What about me?”

There was no reply. Tossing his head in a shrug, he followed the others down the slope.


The male Tyranitar let loose a wordless roar, and kicked out at the Aggron facing him. It blocked with a ponderous movement of its tail, and roared back.

“Let us through!” a second Aggron shouted, and lashed out with its forehead in an Iron Head attack. The female Tyranitar took the blow on her chest with a grunt, and pounded the floor with her tail – producing an Earthquake.

All the Pokémon in the clash staggered as their footing was upset by the powerful Ground-type attack.

Before they’d recovered, the male Tyranitar saw a brown blur run up to him. It spun, slowing enough for it to be recognizable as some sort of vaguely equine Pokémon, and lashed out with its hind legs – once at each knee, and hard enough to send him stumbling backwards.

A green blur of motion hit the Aggron facing his mate, and then as he staggered back to his feet the brown Pokémon hit his mate and the green one hit the other two Aggron fronting the herd in quick succession.

Gold and green light blazed, as the two mysterious Pokémon produced long horns made out of brightly-coloured energy.

A third Pokémon, this one blue, formed its own horn. “Enough!” it shouted, voice brassy and powerful. “Cease this pointless conflict!”

The male Tyranitar made to move forwards, and that golden horn swung to point in his direction. Grumbling, the Tyranitar stopped his move.

He wasn’t sure what the horn was, but given what the brown Pokémon had done with a simple double-kick it wasn’t worth trying to test him.

“Right,” the blue Pokémon said, after examining the head Pokémon of each group. “What is the cause of this?”

A babble of voices raised.


Keldeo winced, walking into the intensifying sandstorm. Unlike Cobalion and Terrakion, he wasn’t immune to the blowing sand, and it was getting in his eyes and making him uncomfortable.

Squinting, he saw Virizion’s green-glowing Sacred Sword first, and steered for that.

“What’s going on?” he asked quietly.

Any reply Virizion was going to give was overridden by Cobalion’s voice. “Enough!”

The voices of the Aggron, Lairon and Tyranitar died down.

“I will hear from the Aggron first. Why are you travelling through this valley?”

“We’re migrating,” the head Aggron said. “We’ve gone this way every year for generations.”

“You-” a Tyranitar began.

“Silence,” Cobalion told him. “Can you not take another route?”

“We don’t know any other routes safe for young Aron,” another Aggron said.

“Understood.” Cobalion turned to the Tyranitar. “And you?”

“Virizion,” Keldeo said, again keeping his voice low. “Are you alright? My eyes kind of itch in this sand.”

“I’m fine,” Virizion insisted.

Keldeo decided he didn’t believe that.

He flicked his tail upwards, and a sprinkle of water came off it. Again, and this time it pattered down over Virizion.

“I hope that helps,” he said.

Virizion glanced back at him, and smiled. Then turned back to the Aggron and glowered, and the one who’d been slowly edging forwards stopped.

“Right,” Cobalion said, with an air of finality, drawing their attention back to him. “Your herd, and we, will help in moving the clutch of eggs these Tyranitar guard onto a suitable ledge on the valley walls. Then, you, Tyranitars, will allow free passage through the valley floor.”

Both groups of Pokémon grumbled a bit, but accepted the judgement.


As they cantered north and east that evening, Keldeo spoke up. “We never did get those photos…”

“We’re running late already,” Cobalion reminded him. “We should make all haste to Johto, and only stop to help those in need.”

“Or to sleep,” Terrakion corrected.

“Or that, yes.”

“Or to eat,” Virizion chuckled.

“You know what I mean.”


“What’s the most important advantage of the Normal type?” Norman asked, as Kris materialized on the battlefield.

“They have very few weaknesses,” Max said promptly. “Only Fighting-type moves are strong against them.”

“Why is that even more of an advantage for Kris?” Norman pressed.

“The moves Conversion and Conversion 2,” May answered. “They let them change type if they’re fighting a Fighting-type.”

“Correct!” Norman nodded, sending out Vigoroth. “But there’s a downside to doing that.”

“Changing type means that a lot of their best attacks become less effective,” Max supplied. “Because they’re not Normal Pokémon using Normal-type attacks any more.”

“And it means your Pokémon is likely to be weak to attacks it wasn’t before.” Norman nodded. “Good, you’re picking it up. Now, let’s see what you can do with it. Vigoroth! Slash!”

Kris backed smoothly away from the hyperactive ape, reforming her vectors. Analyzing… Tri Attack.

The three-elemental attack lashed out, hitting Vigoroth on the arm, and it screeched in pain. Electricity crackled around the wound, and lashed across Vigoroth’s arms.

“Facade!” Norman ordered.

An orange glow surrounded Vigoroth, and it lunged forwards.

The third wild, flailing blow of his forearms hit Kris on one of her lower vector surfaces, and sent her floating backwards by several yards.

“Conversion 2!” Max said. “Try and resist his attacks!”

Converting. Type selected: Steel.

“Uh oh…” Max winced, as Kris changed colour – gaining highlights in mirror-bright sheen. “Not good…”

“Rock Smash!” Norman ordered.

Vigoroth ran forwards, and hit Kris hard enough that she bounced off the wall and her projection dissolved.

Max picked up the projector. “Sorry… guess I hoped we’d get Ghost.”

It’s okay. I’m new to this myself.

“My turn,” May said. “Okay, Ethan!”

Set up. Downloading.

Norman withdrew Vigoroth, and sent out Linoone instead. “Okay, Linoone. Headbutt!”

“Reflect!” May said, and Ethan reformed into a shield-like shape which Linoone bounced off. “Now use Signal Beam!”

“Double Team,” her father said, and Linoone multiplied into a dozen images. The images started moving around in a complicated pattern of right angle-turns and straight line dashes, making the task of identifying which one was real nigh-impossible.

“Okay, Ethan,” May said, pointing. “Lock on, and then use Zap Cannon!”

Identifying target… Ethan reformed back to a normal Porygon-shape, and his eyes flashed red – laser light pulsing across each Linoone in turn, until it hit one particular one and the beam locked onto it. Target acquired.

Norman frowned. “Mud sport!”

Linoone started throwing up mud and dirt, but the Zap Cannon plowed through the dirt nevertheless and hit Linoone, knocking him out.

“Not bad,” Norman said, nodding and returning Linoone. “Are you sure you were a coordinator?”

We’ve been practicing that as well, Ethan said, sounding vaguely hurt. I can now fire a zap cannon into another, earlier, slower zap cannon.

“Besides, contests have some battling in them too,” May pointed out. Ethan floated over to her and dematerialized, leaving the projector sitting on her hand. “Thanks for the practice, Dad.”

“It really is a pleasure,” Norman told her. “And you as well, Max.” He smiled. “I’d wondered whether I’d be able to practice this sort of thing with either of you – I’m glad I can.”

He frowned suddenly. “Hmmm… maybe you could help out in the gym one of these days? I could lend you a couple of Pokémon, and you could-”

“Not so sure about that, Dad,” May said, interrupting him. “I mean, I get that you’re eager, but we are still kids younger than just about anyone who’s going to challenge you…”


AN:

Ash has something of a reputation. (The reputation he somehow escaped in the original anime… he wasn’t going to get that lucky twice.)






61. Johto 11


Ash waved. “Oh, hi Casey!”

The excitable young trainer turned. “Ash?”

She jogged over. “Fancy meeting you again! Who’s this?”

Houndour barked a greeting.

“He’s new,” Ash explained. “I caught quite a few Johto Pokémon since we met.”

“They’re pretty neat,” Casey agreed. “But you know what Pokémon I prefer!”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Black and yellow, right?”

“You know it!”

Houndour cocked his head. “She prefers Pokémon of a specific colour?”

“Yeah, but that’s not all she uses,” Ash assured the Dark-type. “It’s just a preference. Like I prefer small and speedy Pokémon, but I still use Pokémon like Snorlax.”

“Yes, I met the Snorlax,” Houndour agreed. He shook his head. “That Pokémon is far, far too lazy for me.”

Casey looked at him a bit oddly. “You understood that? I did hear that on the radio, but now I think about it… your Lucario talked to me, right? Was that Aura as well?”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, Lucario can do… that…”

He stopped, suddenly struck by a wild idea.

Casey was a good trainer, he knew – a bit energetic at times, but good.

And if…

He shook the thought off. “Sorry,” he said, waving a hand. “I just had a thought. I was miles away. Have you ever looked up what Pokémon are coloured when they’re Shiny?”

“Yeah, a few,” Casey agreed. “You can’t really count on finding one, though. It’d be nice to have a shiny Growlithe or Luxio, though…”

Ash nodded. “Oh – what brings you here? I’m heading through towards Ecruteak…”

“Oh, it’s the bug-catching contest,” Casey told him. “I’m going to see if I can catch a Beedrill!”

“Hope you do,” Ash said. “I’m not sure what Pokémon to use, myself.”

“I’m sure you’ll work it out, you champion you,” Casey grinned. She rummaged among her Pokéballs, and pulled one out. “I might use Pidgeotto.”


“Hey, is that Ash Ketchum?” someone asked, as they entered the registry area.

“I think it is!”

“Oh, great…” Ash muttered. “This could take a while.”

“I thought you wanted to be famous,” Pikachu said to him.

He thought about that, and nodded. “Yeah, actually.”

“Hey, uh, Ash?” one of the trainers said to him.

“What is it?” Ash asked.

“Casey said she beat your Charizard. That’s made up, right?”

Ash rubbed the back of his neck. “No, actually… she did beat him.”

Most of the contestants blinked.

“How?” someone blurted. “That Charizard fought three Legendaries! At once!”

“Yeah, he was surprised too,” Ash agreed. “She did it fair and square, though – he was taking it a bit easy on her Ratatta, and let his guard down for a moment.”

Several trainers reconsidered their plan not to have a Ratatta.

“Hey,” someone said after a moment. “You said on the radio you can understand Pokémon, right?”

Ash nodded, blushing slightly. “Yeah.”

“That’s pretty cool.”

“Can I ask something?” another trainer said. “My Croconaw’s kind of down… can you tell me why?”

“Uh… sure,” Ash agreed.

The trainer promptly sent out his Croconaw.

“What’s the problem?” Ash asked the Water-type directly.

“Well,” the Croconaw said, “He calls me Steve. I’m a girl.”

Ash blinked. “Huh, that would do it.”

He looked back up at the trainer. “She doesn’t like her nickname.”

Said trainer blinked. “Wait. She?”

“I tried to tell you!” the Croconaw said, throwing up her hands. “How hard is it to understand?”

She glanced back at Ash. “Thanks, by the way.”

“No problem,” Ash replied.

“Perhaps…” the trainer thought for a bit. “Terri?”

Croconaw mulled that over for a bit. “I can get behind that, yeah.” Her nod made her agreement clear.

“Hey, can I register for the bug catching contest now?” Ash asked. “I’m gonna need to get to the desk, guys…”


“Ready?” Casey said.

Her Pidgeotto gave a determined chirp, and took off. Flying around in circles, using his wide, yellow-and-black tail to steer, he soared gradually higher looking for a good Pokémon for his trainer to catch.

Casey smiled, squinting up into the sky at her Pidgeotto. He’d become quite the fielder over the last month or so, and they’d even painted the red feathers on his tail black so he had the proper team colours. (Raticate and Chikorita had to make do with scarfs.)

Pidgeotto let out a cry, and came diving back down to his trainer. Circling her once, chirping an alert, he then flew off into the long grass – looking back and doubling back frequently, encouraging her to follow.


“Over there,” Lucario said, pointing.

“Yep, I see it,” Ash agreed. He pushed through the brush, and ducked as a Beedrill dove stinger-first at him.

His hand went out, crackling with tiny lightning bolts, and he hit the Beedrill on the side as it passed – delivering enough electricity to knock it unconscious.

“This seems backwards,” Lucario commented, as Ash got his Park Ball out. “Isn’t it supposed to be me who knocks the Pokémon out?”

“Probably.” Ash threw the ball to him. “Want to do the other side, then?”

Before Lucario could do so, however, another Park Ball came sailing in from out of their line of sight and caught the Beedrill.

“Yes!” Casey cheered, running over. “I got a Beedrill!”

“Hey!” Ash said. “That was mine!”

“Five second rule,” she told him impudently.

“Oh well.” Ash sighed. “I was going to give him to you anyway if I caught a Beedrill and won… you’d better let me have the sun stone, though.”

“Really?” Casey asked. “And why’s that?”

“Because otherwise Lucario and I go find a Scyther?”

Casey gasped, clutching the Park Ball protectively. “You wouldn’t! I need this Beedrill!”

Ash thought about his earlier idea.

“Tell you what,” he said. “If you give me the sun stone, I’ll try and get you another yellow-and-black Pokémon. No promises, but…”

Casey jumped at the face-saving gesture. “Sure!”

Her Pidgeotto chirped a question.

“I don’t know what he means either,” Lucario informed him.


“Well, that went well,” Ash said, as they left the contest.

“You caught a sick Wurmple,” Brock pointed out. “They had to give it potion before they released it again.”

Ash shrugged, and tossed the Sun stone into the air. “Not what I was after,” he said, catching it. “I’d have given Beedrill to Casey anyway, and this way she earned it.”

“What are you going to do for her, anyway?” Misty asked, curious.

“Oh, yeah, about that…” Ash paused, then tapped Lucario on the shoulder. “Can I have a word?”


“What is it, Ash?” Lucario asked, now they were about fifty feet behind the others.

“Well…” Ash shrugged. “I was kind of wondering if you wanted to go back home.”

Lucario shook his head. “Not with any urgency, no. We are going to Sinnoh eventually – that will be soon enough for me. Home is where you are, anyway.”

That frank admission brought tears to Ash’s eyes. He blinked them away. “Thanks, Lucario.”

“It is the truth.” Lucario shrugged, then offered his palm. Ash pressed his against it, recognizing the gesture, and for a moment felt the strength of Lucario’s loyalty and love.

It was humbling.

“Wow,” Ash said, blinking. “I kind of feel unworthy of that…”

“You have it because you are worthy.” Lucario paused. “Why do you ask?”

“Well… that girl. Casey.” Ash shrugged. “Crazy idea, but I wondered whether the Lucario kingdom was looking to foster another Riolu out. She’s a good kid-”

“-who is the same age as you-” Lucario observed, deadpan.

“-except for time travel,” Ash riposted. “And I happened to remember that shiny Riolu were black and yellow.”

“…oh, I see where you’re coming from.” Lucario’s head cocked over on one side, as he thought about that. “I may write a letter, actually. I assume you saw her several more times?”

“A few, yeah,” Ash agreed. “Misty said she turned up in Cerulean once, and I think Mom mentioned her having helped out a baseball player, too… yeah, she’s nice.”

“Worth considering, then.” Lucario nodded. “I’ll see about it. It can hardly hurt to ask.”


“Finally!” Gary said, sighing in relief. “Dendemille town.”

“And you’re sure this is where he lives?” Umbreon asked, clinging onto Fearow’s back.

“Yep,” Gary confirmed, adjusting his buckles – Fearow could get a bit enthusiastic, so both his passengers were clipped on. “Except it’s her, I think.” He patted Fearow’s side. “Okay, down we go.”

Fearow turned his head, giving Gary a gimlet stare.

“For the usual bribe,” Gary added, and Fearow nodded, satisfied. The big Pokémon smoothly shed height, circling once before gliding down the town’s river at barely above stall speed. He slipped sideways, flared, and touched down lightly as thistledown on the central square.

Gary unclipped himself, lifted Umbreon down, and tossed the Beak Pokémon a dry-flavoured Pokéblock. It vanished with the snap of his long, needle-like beak, and Fearow chewed once before nodding in satisfaction.

“That is one strange Pokémon,” Umbreon said as Gary returned his Flying-type.

Gary’s reply was slightly delayed, as he had to wait for Dee’s translation through his earbud. “Well, yeah,” he agreed. “But given that it downgrades his temperament from psychotic to merely rash, I’m fine with the bribery.”

He stashed away the clips in his bag, keeping his ready to hand in case they needed a quick exit. “Right, where’s that house she’s supposed to live in…”


“You’re kidding.”

Gary stared at Madame Reminder.

“No heart scale, no move,” the elegant woman said flatly.

“But it’s Teleport. The move every other Alakazam knows since they’re Abra!”

“No heart scale, no move.”

Gary simmered for a moment. “Fine. Be that way. Come on, Umbreon, we’re going to go find a heart scale.”

“I’ve heard that someone living in Courmarine gives them out, if you have a Pokémon that can dance,” she called after them.


“How far is Courmarine?” Umbreon asked, peering over Gary’s shoulder at the map.

Gary measured it off against the map ruler, and blinked. “Two hundred miles away.”

Umbreon winced. “Fearow?”

“Fearow,” Gary confirmed. “I really hope one of you knows how to dance, too…”

He checked his Pokéblock case, and winced. “Oh, great. Time to go berry picking, I’m out of dry ones…”

“Why is it so hard to just teach Alakazam teleport?” Umbreon asked, exasperated.

“Don’t ask me…”


“Oh, great, the bridge is out,” Misty said. “I forgot about this. What was it we had to do?”

“Something about a Sudowoodo?” Pikachu asked.

Ash shrugged. “Dunno, and it doesn’t matter much. Do you have a Pokémon who can carry Brock across the river?”

“That’s cold…” Brock muttered.

“You’re the only one who can’t walk on water,” Ash pointed out.

“Well…” Misty hedged.

“I’ll do it,” Lucario suggested. He stepped up to Brock. “With your permission?”

“Sure, I guess,” Brock agreed. The Pewter trainer then blinked. “Wait. Why are you swinging me back-”

Lucario used Fling.

The moment that Brock left his grip, Lucario crouched down and launched himself forward in a blue burst of Aura. He went from his launch point to the river bank in two steps, hooked his toes over the lip, and pushed off in a flat, near-horizontal trajectory.

The water barely rippled as he used it to kick off, and he skidded to a halt on the other side of the river in good time to catch the hurtling Brock.

“Easy,” Lucario summarized.

“Not to me it wasn’t!”

“Why?” Lucario shrugged, putting Brock back down. “You had it even easier than me.”

Misty and Ash splashed ashore.

“Oh, hello,” Lucario added. “You didn’t need a lift, Misty?”

“For some reason, my skill improved dramatically,” Misty replied. “Call it motivation.”


“Okay, good,” Ash said. “So you’ve got Flash Fire, and… yeah, this looks like a good matchup for training.”

Houndour waved a paw. “Nice to meet you, Quilava. I think my father spoke to you?”

“He did, yeah,” Quilava nodded. “I didn’t quite realize what he wanted the information for, though.”

“So, Houndour, what moves do you know?” Ash asked.

“Mainly melee stuff,” Houndour told him. “Fire Fang Thunder Fang, Faint Attack, that sort of thing.”

“Feint, I think,” Quilava corrected.

“Pardon?”

“It’s Feint attack – because it involves feinting.”

“Are you sure?” Houndour briefly faded into the evening gloom. “I seem fairly faint.”

“Yes, but that’s not the attack itself,” Quilava contended. “It’s just because you’re well camoflaged-”

Ash waved his hands to forestall what looked like a long argument. “Never mind that now. Okay, so… if your attacks are mostly mêlée, you’re going to need to be able to catch up to – and dodge – fast opponents.”

Houndour nodded. “Makes sense to me. But why her? I get that we can practice without much risk of damaging one another, but…”

He shrugged. “She doesn’t seem especially fast.”

Ash grinned. “Want to demonstrate, Quilava?”

Quilava took a breath, and nodded. Her quills flashed up, and she jumped forwards – rolling into a ball and rotating gently forwards on momentum for a moment.

Then a rooster-tail of loose dirt went up as she spun up, and Flame Wheeled off at speed.

“That,” Ash summarized. “She does, though, have problems with dizziness keeping it up. The best way to avoid that being a problem is basically practice. So – don’t use any attacks that are non Fire type, but aside from that you two can basically spar pretty well together.”

“Got it.” Houndour turned, keeping Quilava in his sight line, and then pounced forwards as she came in for an attack run.

His fangs flashed with fire in a Fire Fang, but Quilava had spotted it coming and accelerated out of where he was going to land. She did a wide, looping circle and came back in, bouncing over an Ember attack and hurtling towards Houndour.

Houndour elected to use a Faint, or Feint, whichever it was called. He jumped backwards into a shadow, using it to drop out of sight, and ran to one side to avoid Quilava’s incoming attack.

Briefly without a target, Quilava bounced off the ground and looked around for a target. Since she was still balled up and spinning, it was… not easy.


“Are you okay?” Houndour asked, some time later. Honours were more or less even between them – both had taken several hard knocks – but he was still in better shape to keep going, for one good reason.

Quilava stumbled over to the water bottles, and managed to pick one up on the second try. “The world is still spinning,” she said, once she’d taken a long drink.

“Hmmm…” Houndour frowned, considering that.

“I think I’ve got an idea,” Ash said. “You know Odor Sleuth, right?”

“Yes, father taught us,” Houndour confirmed. “How to use it to pinpoint an enemy, anyway – we all learn the basics more or less instinctively.”

A shrug. “Never saw much use for it – it’s not like Dark types have any need to make it easier to fight Ghosts.”

“Can you teach Quilava, then?” Ash asked. “It might mean it’s easier for her to stay balled-up in battle, if she can use scent.”

“Right,” Quilava agreed. “That’s the pattern, yes – I either plan out my attack runs ahead of time, not balled-up, or I have to reinterpret while I’m spinning – and trying to work out where to aim yourself when going around in a circle twenty times a second is not fun.”

Houndour looked a little green, as he imagined what that would look like. So did Ash.

“Right. I’ll see what I remember,” the young canine said. He sat down. “Okay… I’m sure you’ve smelled things before. Pretty much all Pokémon can, because we don’t have senses of smell as all-up terrible as those of humans.”

“Hey!” Ash called.

“It really is, though,” Houndour told him, shaking his head sadly. “Anyway. The way scent works is that it’s kind of like… each human, each Pokémon, they have a unique combination of… well, almost like flavours. And colours. And sounds, all wrapped up together.”

He tapped a paw on the ground. “You’re not going to need to track enemies, though, just tell where they are. So you just need to be able to smell your target. And then… well, scent behaves as though it gradually spreads out from the source – but it’s blown by the wind, and it lingers, so it gets complicated.”

“…that didn’t help much,” Quilava admitted.

“Fine, here’s the simplest version. Work out what your opponent smells like, head towards where it’s strongest.” Houndour shrugged. “We can try practising later.”


Misty squinted into the sky. “What’s that?”

Ash followed her gaze. “I think it’s a Fearow – attacking something.”

She and Brock noticed his fist clench. “What is it?”

Ash grabbed a Pokéball and threw it. “Noctowl, get that Fearow off him!”

“That’s a bit of an overreaction, isn’t it?” Misty asked, as Noctowl emerged in a flash of sparkles and flew towards the Fearow.

“He’s attacking a Pidgey,” Ash explained. “I take sides in Spearow or Fearow vs Pidgey or Pidgeotto battles.”


“Right, now, what was it I saw once…” Noctowl mused. “Aha!”

His form wavered as he built an illusion, and then continued onwards.

A few seconds later, the Fearow noticed a Noctowl coming towards him.

“What are you doing?” he asked. “Go away, this is my prey!”

“Dashed impolite of you,” Noctowl opined, flying close to the Pidgey and interposing himself between the two. As he did, he chirped a quiet instruction to the Pidgey and both began to bank towards the ground.

“Stop!” Fearow ordered. “You’re not getting away from me, not after this much effort!”

He lashed out, long beak stabbing towards the Pidgey. Noctowl rolled, using his wings’ downdraft to blow Pidgey out of the way, then slipped around to re-interpose himself.

“Why you little-” Fearow accelerated, still following the two other Flying-types as they swept lower to use the forest as cover. “I’ll-”

WHUNG.

The illusions dissipated, revealing the real Noctowl – circling overhead, with the real Pidgey resting on his stiffly gliding wings and softly feathered back – and also revealing the tree Fearow had just flown into.

“And that is what we call croquet,” Noctowl commented, as Fearow collapsed to the floor in a state of some unconsciousness. “Make a wooden object go right through a hoop.”

Hooting, he turned back towards Ash and his friends. “Let’s get you some food, old chap.”


“That was pretty neat,” Ash said, as Brock looked the carrier Pidgey over.

“Most glad you think so, Ash my boy.” Noctowl brushed the top of his eye orbit with his wing-tip. “Yes, I was wondering whether making the illusion of no object where an object in fact was was more effective than the reverse. It increasingly appears to be so.”

“Well, he seems fine,” Brock reported. “Just a bit exhausted.”

“Thanks,” Ken – the Pidgey – said, gratefully gobbling down bits of a rice ball. “I’m glad you got that Fearow off me.”

The Pidgey then did a double take, looking at his backpack. “Oh no! I’m going to be late!”

Looking uncertainly up at the friends, he shuffled his feet. “Uh… sorry to ask so soon, but… can you help get me back to my trainer? I’m supposed to be there by now.”

“Not a problem,” Ash informed him.


“That was quick,” Ash said, as they left. “No Team Rocket really simplifies things…”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “Maybe he’ll follow your advice and try and train Ken up to be a Pidgeot, that would at least speed things up a bit…”


There was a crashing thud as an out-of-control Tauros succumbed to Bayleef’s sleep powder.

“Nice,” Ash said, nodding, and helped up the old man who’d been about to be run down. “Are you okay?”

Nodding, the man looked Ash over. “I’m Kenzo. What’s your name?” he asked.

“Ash,” Ash supplied.

As he did, Lucario hefted the Tauros out of the roadway. “Sleep it off,” he suggested.

Kenzo nodded again, to himself this time. “Young man, I want you to be the new Shihan of my dojo!”

Ash blinked. “What.”

“It seems simple enough…” Kenzo said, slowly. “I want you to be the new person in charge of my dojo. You’re perfect for it!”

“In what way?” Ash asked. “I’m twelve!”

“Best to start young,” Kenzo countered. “You’ve got a Lucario.”

“He’s my only Fighting-type! Anyway, I’m taking the League Challenge.”

Kenzo shrugged. “I need someone to do it. My daughter wants it – but she’s useless, she does ballet.”

Ash frowned. “Really? Because I suspect someone who does ballet wouldn’t want to become shihan unless they were actually using it for dodge training. What’s her Pokémon?”

“A Hitmontop,” Kenzo admitted.

“Dexter?”

Hitmontop. The Handstand Pokémon. One of the three evolutions of Tyrogue. Also the hardest to get, because it takes careful compensation for the nature and genetics of a Tyrogue to make them evolve that way.

Ash shrugged. “Anyway, I’m not going to stop travelling. Sorry, look elsewhere. Perhaps give your daughter an actual fight rather than just dismissing her.”

As they left, Houndour looked up. “Was that one of those times you ran into a problem from last time?”

“Yes,” Ash agreed. “I know, it seems confusing, but my life is a never-ending litany of chaos anyway.”

“Look who’s poetic,” Misty snarked.

True, though. Calculating…

“What is it, Dexter?” Ash asked.

Dexter formed images. Ash – believe it or not, since coming back in time things have considerably calmed down for you. Under normal circumstances, you encountered Team Rocket an average of three to four times per week, with at least two close shaves with serious injury and often one near death experience – almost always one per fortnight.

“Whoa,” Ash said, blinking as he thought back.

Approximately one rampaging wild Pokémon a week – very approximately. You saved the world roughly three to four times yearly, and you have ridden approximately thirteen percent of the Legendary Pokémon of Kanto, Johto, Hoenn, Sinnoh and Unova combined.

Everyone, human and Pokémon alike, stared.

That means one per year, Dexter helpfully added. Minimum.

“Why aren’t you followed around by an Absol?” Houndour asked. “Constantly?”

“Beats me…” Ash shook his head. “I know my life is and has been crazy, but putting it in numbers like that… wow.”


“Give that back!” Totodile called up at a troop of Aipom. “That’s our ball!”

Bayleef nodded. “Yeah! We didn’t mean to knock it this far over here, but it’s ours!”

One of the Aipom giggled at her. “Really? Care to take it back, then? It’s ours now!”

“Actually, yes.” Bayleef’s vine extended behind her. “Say hello to our little yellow friend.”

She brought Pikachu around, clinging onto her vine, and launched him at the Aipom.

Pikachu used Discharge.

The rubber beachball, being rubber, was undamaged. It did, however, rain Aipom for a few seconds.

“That was easy,” Pikachu said, as Bayleef used her other vine to retrieve the beachball.

“Yeah!” Totodile said, already back to his usual good mood. “Now we can play with it again! Hey, can I carry it back?”

The two evolved Pokémon nodded.

Totodile hopped up onto the ball, faced camp, and started running backwards.

“That’s not carrying,” Bayleef observed.

“He has this thing for circus skills,” Pikachu noted as they hurried after the beachball. “Perhaps he should take a course.”


“Well, second place ain’t dat bad,” Meowth said with a sigh.

They’d been doing so well, too. Growlie and he had absolutely cleaned up in Hurdle Dash, and they’d all worked together really well on the pennant capture – he’d even gotten a nifty bonus for copious use of dodges and substitute-based mind games to mean he’d not lost a flag.

The relay run, on the other hand, hadn’t gone so well. For the simple reason that Gyarados had accidentally swallowed the baton.

They’d had to lower Meowth in on a stick to fetch out the baton, to gales of laughter, and it had worked. It had worked well enough, in fact, that they’d made second place.

But it wasn’t first.

Jessie and James, however, seemed happy enough. And the crowd had loved them.

“So,” the scratch cat said, as he and the other two Pokéathletes walked back to their group training room. “Who’s next up?”

He nodded at Abra. “You’re awake, I see.”

“Meowth,” Abra said – said, not ‘pathed, for a wonder. “Cubone’s in a bad way.”

“…oh,” Meowth said, dropping his playful attitude out of concern. “Any idea where she went?”

Wordlessly, Victreebell pointed with his vine.


“Hey, ah… Cubone?” Meowth said, tentatively.

The Ground-type twitched at his voice, but didn’t move. “What do you want?” she asked, voice a bit raw.

“Hey, I’m askin’ if you’re okay, okay?” Meowth pointed out. “‘s kinda obvious. I’m worried about ya, Cubone. We all are.”

Reaching out, Meowth tapped her on the shoulder. “Cmon, we didn’t do dat badly-”

There was a blur of motion, and Meowth found himself on the floor with a sharp claw-bone at his throat.

Cubone stood there, breathing heavily for a moment – then let the bone dissolve back into what had made it.

“Why?” she asked. “Why can you be so… flippant about all this?”

“‘cause with da kinda life me, Jessie ‘an James have led, it’s dat or go kinda nuts,” Meowth answered, standing warily – then winced at his phrasing.

Cubone didn’t answer.

“Look,” Meowth said, starting over. “I ain’t ever heard you tell me why you’re so much stronger ‘dan other Cubone. How you can do dat… dat…” he shrugged. “Ting. With da landscape.”

The ground-type was silent for several seconds.

“Do you know why I wear this?” she asked, reaching up and tapping her exoskull.

“Well, I know da story,” Meowth hedged. “But there ain’t no way it can be true for all o’ the Cubone, right? It just ain’t logistically possible…”

“Normally they’re passed down through families.” Cubone sighed. “Normally. Not this one, though.”

“…okay, ouch,” Meowth said, wincing. “I can see why you’d be-”

“You can’t begin to understand,” Cubone told him bluntly. “I am the last survivor of my entire family. They all died, about three days before Jessie caught me. And I nearly did as well.”

She forestalled Meowth’s next comment before it began. “My heart stopped for twenty-eight seconds. I saw Darkrai-”

“A Darkrai,” Meowth corrected, then shrank back at a look that could have been a Hyper Beam.

“I saw… a… Darkrai,” Cubone continued, with a simmering heat to her words. As she continued, though, they seemed to lose that brief passion, returning to her listless near-monotone. “He informed me that, unexpectedly, it was not my time. I had to go back.”

Meowth didn’t know what to say to that.

“I lived, and my entire family did not,” she stated. “And then I saw Ash Ketchum, the chosen one, die – and he came back. He was specially pulled back – and not for the first time.”

Her club smacked into the floor, making a spider-web of cracks. “When we were training so intensively for the League I didn’t have time to think about it, but – why? Why does he get to live and my family does not? Why do I have to live without my family, where he gets to live with his?”

Meowth saw a tear run across the white bone of her exoskull.

After about thirty seconds of silence, Cubone seemed to slump.

“So, that’s me,” she said, eventually. “No family, no… about all I’m worth now are my martial skills, and they’re clearly not in much demand either.”

Her teammate thought about that for a long while.

“You’re wrong, ya know,” he said eventually. “You’re worth a heck of a lot more dan combat skills.”

“I fail to see how you can think that.”

“Over five hundred times,” Meowth said, apropos of very little.

Cubone blinked. “…pardon?”

“Dat’s da number of times I can count dat Ash an’ his Pokémon beat James, Jessie ‘an me. ‘an they weren’t always as good as dey are now, neither.”

Meowth shrugged. “You, Abra, Gyarados… you guys are da new ones. You an’ Growline, who weren’t with us, are da only ones who ain’t been beaten up, down an’ sideways by a preteen kid an’ a Pikachu… hundreds o’ times. An’ you might know dat, intellectually an’all, but we lived it.”

He reached out, and patted her shoulder. She flinched, but didn’t actually pull away. “So if we judged on combat skills, y’all would be in charge… but you’re a friend. An’ friends try ta help friends.”

“…how could you possibly help me?”

“Dunno,” Meowth admitted freely. “But I’m thinkin’ first of all, you might just need therapy. Talk about stuff, ‘an all, ‘an with someone who’s a bit better trained at dis kinda stuff.”

Cubone sighed. “I dislike telling my story, it was painful enough once… but… did you have someone in mind?”

“Nope, not yet. I’m sure we’ll tink of somethin’.”


“My hooves hurt,” Keldeo muttered.

“What’s that?” Virizion asked, dropping back slightly.

“Oh – uh, nothing,” Keldeo said quickly.

“It’s okay, Keldeo,” Virizion told him. “Really. We’ve cantered from the Nile to the Ganges in a week and a half, I’m not surprised you’re feeling a bit tired.”

“I’m not tired!” Keldeo said. “I’m just…”

The Grass-type smiled. “It’s okay, Keldeo,” she repeated. “Really. I’m a little tired myself.”

Keldeo nodded. “Right. Sorry, I-”

There was an explosion in the jungle ahead.

“Oh, what now?” Virizion asked, exasperation clear in her voice.

“Virizion!” Cobalion called, coming back over with Terrakion in tow. “Another fight brewing. You and I must try and stop the ones on our right, Terrakion will deal with the left.”

“Right!” Virizion galloped forwards, and her teammates turned in tight circles and formed up alongside her. Then, as they passed through into the trees, they split and headed in different directions.

“What about me?” Keldeo asked, not for the first time that trip.

Getting no reply, he cantered forwards, looking to see where he would be most helpful.


“Look!” Terrakion shouted, waving his Sacred Sword towards those Pokémon who looked about to advance. “This ain’t helping nobody. We all just got to calm down!”

One of the Swampert growled. His friend, the lone Infernape in the group, slammed a foot into the muddy ground. “Shut up! Get out of our way, we were having a fight!”

“About what?”

“They’re in our way, that’s what!” Another of the Swampert slapped the ground with his rear leg, making it shake a bit. “So let us through!”

“…wow, you’re kind of an idiot,” Terrakion decided. “Whatever.”

A clatter of hooves made him look over. “Oh, hey Keldeo. The boss send you over as reinforcements?”

“Not exactly…” Keldeo admitted, skidding to a halt next to Terrakion. “I’m using my initiative!”

“This?” the third Swampert said, pointing. “This is reinforcements? He’s tiny!”

“Hey!” Keldeo snapped.

“Calm down, Keldeo,” Terrakion advised. “He’s trying to annoy us.”

“I’m surprised you worked that out,” the Infernape muttered.

“Hey!”

Keldeo held back a snigger. “Terrakion, I think he’s trying to-”

“Yeah, I get it.” Terrakion rolled his shoulders. “Right. Keep an eye on that Infernape for me, I don’t trust him.”

“Got it!”

When the four Pokémon facing them quietened down to irritated mumbles, Keldeo and Terrakion could hear snatches of the conversation going on at the other end of the clearing.

“…don’t see why-”

“There’s no need for conflict here.” That was Cobalion.

“But they attacked us! How can we both be at-”

“Understanding is important-”

“Wait, what are you-”

“Stop!” Virizion shouted.

“Frenzy Plant!”

Keldeo turned, seeing the crackling roots lifting the ground over them as they raced towards one of the Swampert. The sounds of bedrock crumbling could be heard, a series of miniature explosions as the roots used them for purchase, and the incredibly fast-growing plant material periodically broke the ground surface before looping back down again.

“Damn it!” Terrakion ran up to the Swampert and body-checked him out of the way. Then he noticed where Keldeo had gone.

The Colt Pokémon slammed his hooves into the ground, making a small hole in the soft mud, and then blasted his water jets into it – producing a miniature volcano of mud which sprayed in all directions.

This interrupted the path of the roots. However, it meant that they locked onto the nearest target instead.

Enormous, spiked plant-roots at least three feet across erupted from the soil, reaching for Keldeo – and then exploded in a shower of wood and splinters.

Cobalion raised his head, debris raining down all around him.

“Keldeo!” he thundered. “Be more careful!”

His gaze swept around the stunned Pokémon.

“Go home.”

Unwilling to try conclusions with someone who had just shattered a Frenzy Plant, the incipient battle dispersed.


“What do you think you were doing?” Cobalion asked. “You’re not ready for this kind of battle yet!”

“Cobalion…” Virizion tried.

“You’re not as strong as Terrakion, that could have seriously injured you!” Cobalion continued. “I need to know where all my team members are to plan properly!”

Keldeo looked down. “I guess I just-”

“You should have stayed back, that-”

The Water-type looked back up. “What, like the last few times? I can help! I have helped!”

He slammed a hoof into the ground. “I know I’m not a Sword of Justice. Not yet. But I’m not a foal, either. I can fight, and I can help you out in a fight!”

“Not if you rush in and get yourself injured!” Cobalion replied. “If you join in without my knowing, then you risk serious injury – and I can’t then plan around you!”

“Hey, lighten up on the kid!” Terrakion interrupted. “He’s helped us out, remember? The fire back in Kalos? The Heatran back near Ishtar?”

“He needs to-”

“All of you, stop!” Virizion shouted.

The three male Pokémon turned to her.

She took a deep breath, then looked at Keldeo. “Cobalion’s right. You shouldn’t act on your own initiative when doing so gets you into such great danger. You’re still young.”

Before Keldeo could react, she turned her gaze on Cobalion. “And you need to start remembering he’s not just a foal any more, as well. If you give him orders, he’ll follow them – you’re just not giving him any. Remember he can contribute.”

Terrakion declined to say anything.

If he did, Virizion might notice him.

“Now…” She tapped a hoof on the ground. “Where were we?”

“Oh, right.” Keldeo frowned, remembering the map. “I think… from here, it’s north-east. Roughly.”


AN:

Quite a long chapter, here. A fair portion of it is with The Others – can’t forget them completely, after all. And the statistics Dexter quotes are pretty much valid. (He saves the world about three times a year, even assuming he’s nearly sixteen by the end of Adventures In Unova.)

Incidentally, this fic now has a Characters page on TVTropes – courtesy of Nyame.






62. Johto 12


“Want to do the Seaking catching competition again?” Ash asked.

“Yep,” Misty confirmed. “I’m going to use it to train Kingdra a bit.”

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “Not sure who to use, myself… perhaps Totodile could use it.”

They both looked over at Brock.

Brock sighed. “I wish I had a Water type…”

“You don’t have to use a Water type in the contest,” Misty pointed out.

Brock hummed. “Actually… that gives me an idea.”


“Okay, Forretress!” Brock said, hefting the big Bug/Steel type up onto the lip of the pier. “Use Explosion!”

With that, he dropped her off.

Four seconds later, there was a plume of water, and it rained Water-types.

Brock opened out his big net and started running around trying to catch a Seaking.


“That seems wrong…” Ash commented, as a Magikarp bounced off the head of the fisher next to him.

A splashing sound drew his attention, and he looked down at the water. “Nice work, Totodile!”

Ash grabbed the Seaking out of the air, and Totodile stopped firing his water-gun to support it. “Thanks! That was fun!”

“Thank you,” Ash returned, catching the Seaking with a Lake ball. “Now, that’s that done… we’ve got at least half an hour left. Want to juggle Magikarps?”

“Do I? You bet I do!”


“That is not how you fish…” Misty muttered, looking with disapproval at her friends.

“How do you, then?” Kingdra asked. “I mean, what Ash is doing looks sensible enough…”

“Yeah, but…” Misty shrugged. “Anyway. I’ve got my good old special lure for this. What you do is, you tie the lure to a fishing rod…”

Kingdra watched carefully as she did so.

“Then you cast the fishing rod.” Demonstrating, Misty sent her lure whipping out over the water and plopping into it a good twenty feet from shore. It gradually drifted back in, bobbing up and down.

“What do we do now?”

Misty sat back. “We wait.”

“Ah.” Kingdra looked over at Totodile, juggling three Magikarps and a Goldeen – no, four Magikarps and a Goldeen, now – and then further over as another plume of water soared skywards from Brock’s pier. “Their methods seem… faster.”

“But they’re not really fishing,” Misty said flatly.


“Well, at least we’re able to enjoy our time by the lake,” Ninetales observed. She used her tails to shield herself from a splash of water kicked up by Stantler, and retaliated with a laugh.

“Speak for yourself,” Quilava muttered. “Swimming isn’t great for my health.”

She stood. “I’m going to see how everyone else is doing the fishing thing.”

An explosion rang across the water again.

“Because, you know, not everyone’s as nuts as our trainers.”

“It’s funny because it’s true,” Psyduck said, gingerly dipping a toe in the water.

Then he got a faceful of splash from Ninetales.

“Sorry!” she said, wincing. “Stantler made you look like him!”

Psyduck’s reply was to raise a flipper-arm, lifting a large globe of water from the lakeside with telekinesis, and aim it directly at Ninetales.

“No hard feelings?” she tried.


In truth, Quilava probably could play on the water. Not in it – that was still a problem – but she thought she could get up enough speed in Flame Wheel to skip across the water surface.

It was, at least, an interesting idea.

Looking around the competition, she saw all kinds of methods used to knock out or catch the Pokémon once they’d been brought up to the surface. One girl was using a Pidgeotto to snatch Seaking from the water, evaluate them, and then release them if they weren’t heavy enough.

Another was using a Bellsprout, with his vines the major player, reeling in a catch without even needing a fishing rod – just bait scattered on the surface.

As Quilava went from pier to pier, she saw all kinds of inventive techniques. (She also heard a loud splash as the Pidgeotto tried to lift a Seaking weighing more than it did, and failed.)

Then she spotted something singularly bizarre.

A Wartortle took something off the top of her head, between the ear-fins, and threw it in a long looping horizontal trajectory out over the water. Like a boomerang, it came back – barely missing a leaping Seaking – and she threw it again.

“Uh…” she said, nervously. “What are you doing?”

“Huh?” The Wartortle caught her boomerang, revealing it to be a King’s Rock. “It’s my King’s Tiara Action!” She threw it again.

“I understood maybe three of those words,” Quilava said, deadpan.

The Wartortle turned to her, catching the King’s Rock in one hand and a concussed Seaking in the other. “You don’t get the reference?”

“No.” Quilava shrugged. “Should I?”

“It’s from an anime.” Wartortle tossed the Seaking to her trainer, who used a Lake Ball on it. “You don’t watch Sailor Moon?”

“…no, I’ve never heard of it.”

“Not even the dub, Sailor Cresselia? That’s a crying shame.” Wartortle sat down. “Your trainer doesn’t need you for anything, right?”

“No, not especially.”Quilava glanced over at Ash – who seemed to be passing Magikarp back and forth between himself and Totodile – and nodded. “I’ve got some time.”

“Right.” Wartortle grinned. “So, first off – this is probably the girl power series.” She waved an arm dismissively. “Sure, some people say it’s girly, but that’s the point. There’s Sailors for each of the planets, and one for the moon – all girls – and they get phenomenal cosmic power from their celestial bodies. There’s…”


“We got one!” Kingdra said. “What now?”

“Now,” Misty said, hauling on the line, “When I actually get it into the air, you weaken it enough to catch!”

With an almighty heave, the Seaking went hurtling into the air.

Kingdra spat a stream of pink-purple flames, bathing the Seaking in Dragonbreath, and jumped out of the water to bat it towards Misty with a tail whack.

Misty caught it smoothly in a Lake Ball, and blinked. “That seemed… excessive.”

“You bought me the TM, I’m going to use it.” Kingdra fluttered his fins.


“How’d you do, Misty?” Ash asked.

“First place!” Misty announced. “What about you guys?”

“I think something like eighth,” Ash replied.

“Sixth and told off,” Brock chipped in.

Ash looked around. “We should probably get everyone else together… guys!”

Pokémon stampeded over, being returned one by one. Pikachu took up his customary place on Ash’s shoulder, and Lucario and Ninetales by the sides of their respective trainers.

“…hang on, there’s one missing,” Ash said, counting. “Where’s Quilava?”

“Sorry I’m late!”

Quilava hurried over. “I was writing something down. I had a nice chat with a Wartortle, and lost track of time.”

She glanced up at Ash’s waist. “Hey, Dexter, can you play TV?”

I can, yes. Why should I?”

“Because I’d really like to see this TV series someone just told me about?” she tried.

…sure, why not. Not more than one episode a day, though, I have other things to do.


Gary’s hands balled into fists, and he gaped. “Seriously?”

“No dancing, no Heart Scale.”

“This region is just… aaargh!” Gary fought the urge to throw his map to the ground and jump on it. “Who the heck wants to see a Pokémon that can dance?”

Umbreon walked up to him, worried. “Gary? Are you alright?”

Dee whispered her translation in his ear, and after a few more incoherent syllables Gary sighed. “I… just… grrrrgh!”

He sat down heavily. “You know, if we’d just started flying from here to Kanto we’d have got back by now?”

“…I’d kind of guessed, yes,” Umbreon admitted.

The young trainer (and correspondence student) pulled his Pokédex out of his pocket. “Dee?”

Yes? His Porygon’s face appeared on the screen, displacing the screensaver.

“Do I have anyone – anyone at all – who can dance?”

…doesn’t look like it, I’m afraid. Pokémon flashed across the screen by the dozens. Everyone’s a battler, none of them are trained for contests.

“That sucks.” Gary sighed, and stood. “Right. Right. Umbreon, we have a choice.”

“Go on.”

“Either you learn to dance, or we catch a Pokémon who knows how.”

“…let’s go for the catch option.”

“Okay.” Gary rummaged. “Where’s Electivire, he knows Thunder Wave…”


Brock muttered to himself as he typed. “…thanks for your last email… thanks for the tip on that hotel in Ecruteak, we’ll be sure to check it out… miss you. Hope you get the chance to visit some time soon…”

Misty and Ash exchanged a wondering look.

“Still can’t believe Brock is going steady,” Ash said quietly.

“Me neither.”

Brock finished the email, and fired it off. “Right! That’s-”

The computer pinged again.

“Huh? That was quick…”

Checking the inbox, he blinked. “Huh. Looks like Suzy’s around. She wants to use…”

Brock paused, then leant back with a groan.

“What?” Ninetales padded over to the computer. “I assume it’s me she wants, right?”

She inspected the email. “Oh.”

“Yeah.” Brock put his hands over his face. “She wants to use her Vulpix.”

“You never told her?” Ninetales asked, aghast.

“I sent pictures of my whole team! I guess she just assumed you were hiding behind the beautiful Ninetales or something!”

“…well.” Ninetales winced. “That could be awkward.”


“Oh, you look so lovely!”

Ninetales emitted a rumbling purr as Suzy stroked her, one long silky tail at a time.

“I should have evolved you before – if I’d known you were going to be this beautiful, I certainly would have!” Suzy laughed, as a tail tickled her nose.

“I’m glad you don’t mind,” Brock said, rubbing the back of his neck. “She and I discussed it, and she said she wanted to evolve – and she’s certainly done a lot with it.”

“Yes, I agree!” Suzy tickled Ninetales under the chin, eliciting a vulpine giggle. “Oh, could you send me all the photos you have of her? It might be a little crass of me, but I’d adore having her on the walls – my greatest success, even if you deserve much of the credit…”

“That’s fine,” Brock agreed readily. “Sorry again for not letting you know.”

“Oh, not a problem,” Suzy said readily. “She’s clearly flourished under your tutelage – in truth, I knew you’d work out from how well you two got along together. I suppose I should make it official – if you want her, she’s yours for good.”

Brock blinked. “That’s… quite flattering, Suzy.”

He looked to Ninetales. “What do you want?”

Ninetales responded instantly. “I love Suzy, but I’d rather travel with you for a little longer, Brock. I think Hoenn sounds lovely.”

She padded over to him and licked his hand, then looked back at Suzy. “If I ever decide to retire… I don’t know. But until then, you’re stuck with me.”

“Oh, that’s lovely,” Suzy said, correctly interpreting their body language. “I couldn’t possibly get in the way… though it does leave me without someone to use for the contest.”

Brock tapped his foot, frowning. “Actually, I did have an idea…”


“I look ridiculous,” Stantler muttered, blushing.

Ninetales hid a smile with one of her tails, using two more to tie another bow on his horns. “You look lovely.”

“And ridiculous,” Stantler added stubbornly. He tried to look back at Suzy brushing his coat, and tugged on one of the bows.

“Don’t,” Ninetales chided gently. “You’ll pull them out.”

She smiled, tails flicking. “Don’t worry. You do look nice, really.”

The Big Horn Pokémon pouted slightly.

“Come on,” she coaxed. “Is it really that bad?”

“Well, I guess the bows aren’t too bad,” he allowed, slowly. “But the bells?”

“They sound lovely,” Ninetales told him. “Really. They’re a set of Soothe Bells, which produce a lovely calming jingle.”

She stepped back. “There. That’s all of the bows.”

Stantler shook his head, producing a faint and harmonious tinkle.

A smile forced its way onto his face. “I guess they do sound alright.”

“There,” Ninetales smiled. “See?”

“But they still look silly,” Stantler said stubbornly.

Brock bent down and rubbed Stantler’s ear. “You look fine, Stantler,” he said, smiling. “Remember, you just need to act naturally – don’t be too stiff, just stay calm.”


“…well, that was unexpected,” Suzy said, some minutes after the judging. “I didn’t know your Stantler could dance.”

“Oh, he wasn’t dancing,” Brock said, hiding a smile. “He was invisible. He made an illusion which danced.”

“That’s one way to do it,” Suzy admitted.


Misty tapped Zane, Suzy’s rival, on the shoulder. “Excuse me?”

Zane turned. “Yes? Oh, you’re Suzy’s friend’s friend.”

“Yep, that’s me,” Misty sighed. “Also a Cerulean Gym leader, but who cares. Anyway, as I understand it your view on caring for and presenting Pokémon is that it’s external appearance that matters.”

“That’s right,” Zane said. “Well, I’d been wondering whether I was right, in all honesty… but I still think my view is generally true.”

Misty held up a book. “Counterpoint. Feebas.”

Zane blinked. “Ew. That looks awful.”

The Water-type specialist turned the page.

“It evolves into this if you care for it properly.”

The Breeder grabbed the book. “Wait, that’s- what?” He turned the page back again. “That thing is what evolves into Milotic?”

“Game, set, match,” Misty informed him, taking the book back.

“…wow.”


“Suzy?” Zane asked. “I… guess I’m sorry for being kind of a jerk.”

“Oh, that’s not too much of a problem,” Suzy told him. “In all honesty, your views do have some merit – of course presentation matters – but what I certainly don’t agree with is the idea that it’s only the surface appearance. Grace, beauty, poise, charisma… all go together into a truly beautiful Pokémon.”

Zane looked down at his silent Ninetales, who nodded. Emboldened, he reached for her hand, and she let him take it.

“Suzy…” he paused. “We should work together!”

She smiled. “That sounds perfect.”


“Sure was nice of Suzy to let us keep that Soothe Bell,” Brock smiled.

“Yeah,” Stantler agreed, shaking his antlers slightly and making it ring. “I think I do like the sound of these, after all.”


A wind plucked at the stalks of the rice fields around the mouth of a great river.

Two Croconaw moved down the rows, muttering to one another, then looked up at the sound of hooves.

Other Pokémon and humans looked up along with them, until every eye followed the three blurs running along the river’s southern levee – and, beside them in the river, a great rooster-tail of spray headed by a moving flash of red.


“Guys!” Keldeo called, turning in towards shore by adjusting the force of his water jets. “I think we’ve reached the ocean!”

“Finally,” Terrakion grumbled, as spray splashed at him. “I feel like I’ve been running for a week.”

“We’ve been following the Long River for only four days, Terrakion,” Virizion chided. “And it’s been faster, right?”

“I suppose.” Terrakion shrugged, then grinned at his teammates. “I’ll just be glad of the rest!”

Cobalion nodded. “Keldeo?” he asked. “Please see if you can arrange us the next leg of our transport.”

“Got it!” Keldeo skidded to a halt briefly, using his water-jets just enough to stay on the water, and turned to nod to Cobalion and the other Swords. That done, he skated back around to face seawards and accelerated in a huge plume of water.

The other Swords stopped and raised a foreleg each, warding off some of the artificial deluge.

“…kid doesn’t do things halfway, does he?” Terrakion muttered.

Cobalion’s lips quirked for a moment. “We should make sure we reach the shore as well,” he recommended.


They had, indeed, reached the lowest portion of the estuary – but distances were deceptive. It was another forty or so miles to get to the sea proper, which consumed the remainder of the morning.

By the time the Swords of Justice had reached their destination – and stopped to have lunch from a lush patch of beach-grass – Keldeo was already well into negotiations.

Looking up for a moment, Virizion saw him conversing with a Gyarados. As she watched, the big Water-type nodded and plunged back into the water, before returning with an Azumarill and a Quagsire.

Keldeo talked to them for several more minutes. Virizion went back to her lunch for a bit, and the next time she glanced up there was a Lanturn there instead of the Azumarill.

Fascinated, she watched as Keldeo dickered with a succession of Water-types. Eventually, he was looking between a Gorebyss and a Sharpedo, and at that point he turned to canter back towards shore from the little silty island just off the shipping channel.

“Cobalion?” he asked, a little early, and he had to repeat it to get the Steel-type’s attention. “Cobalion!”

“Yes, Keldeo?” Cobalion replied.

“We’ve got two options. Either we get one Wailord to take us, or there’s a Lapras pod who might be inclined to listen – they’re a bit further away, so it’ll take longer, but I get the idea they’re cheaper.”

“What were you going to pay them with?” Terrakion asked.

Keldeo blushed. “…autographs. At least, the Sharpedo said that the Lapras pod was interested.”

“What?” Cobalion was a little taken aback. “Autographs?”

“Yeah, I know,” Keldeo admitted. “Apparently they’ve heard of me, though I can’t imagine how.”

The Swords discussed that among themselves.

“I think it seems that the Lapras are the simplest option,” Cobalion decided.

“Right! I’ll let Sharpedo know he can go and get them!”

That said, Keldeo galloped back out to the island he was using to meet with the Water-types.


It turned out to take about three hours for the Lapras to arrive.

The three older Swords used the time to spar, drawing appreciative looks and applause from the nearby Pokémon as their Sacred Swords flashed back and forth, and produced almost-musical clashes when they parried or came together in prise-de-fer.

Virizion took Terrakion two falls out of three, but Cobalion managed to hold her to a draw and then match the recovered Terrakion blow-for-blow until he could gain a finishing strike.

Keldeo watched the whole thing with hungry eyes, longing for the day he would be able to stand as an equal.

When no-one was looking, he crossed his eyes to see his forehead and tried to form his own blade.

Come on… come on! I should be able to…

Faint sparks of Aura skirled around his horn for a moment, then faded, and he sighed.

Not today…

A call from the shoreline made him look up.


“So, you’re the Swords of Justice?” a male Lapras asked.

“…they are,” Keldeo said, nodding. “I’m… sort of a trainee.”

Was it his imagination, or did some light of understanding form in the eyes of that Lapras?

“Well, then,” the Lapras said, nodding. “I’ve heard of you – noble Pokémon, all of you. I don’t think there’s a problem.”

Gesturing, the Lapras told off four others to approach. One was noticeably smaller than the others. “These three and I will transport you – pick who’s to go with who, and don’t forget to pack food. It’ll go faster if we don’t have to stop.”

“What about her?” Cobalion asked, pointing a hoof at the smallest one.

“She’s my little sister,” the Lapras told him. “She’s got a rock for you all to autograph.”

Virizion chuckled. “Hardly an onerous transit fee, I must admit!”

The rock was duly passed around – it was really a very nice rock, hard and light and with flotation bladders made of pumice attached to ensure it would be hard to sink – and once all four Fighting-types had made their mark the young Lapras received it with a huge smile.

“Pleasure doing business with you,” the Lapras told them, turning to allow his passenger to board.

“How do you know about us all the way over here?” Keldeo asked, curious.

“A friend told me the story of the Swords of Justice,” the Transport Pokémon answered him.

Accepting that, Keldeo settled down for the trip to Honshu.


A tiny light on Giovanni’s desk flashed for a moment.

He looked up and faced the door, just as Agent Domino walked in.

“Ah, Domino,” he said genially. “How is Kodachi?”

“Not well,” Domino replied, with a shrug. “Some kind of blight – they caught it early, but she’ll be in the medical bay for a few weeks.”

“Shame,” Giovanni nodded – the Roserade was a tough Pokémon and worked well with her trainer. “Well, hopefully she won’t be needed for this mission.”

“Mission, sir?” Domino stood to attention.

Giovanni smiled, waving her to a chair. “Nothing too demanding – the statistics department has a lead I want you to follow up.”

Curious, Domino took the sheaf of papers he indicated on the desk, and skimmed through them. “Interesting. Is this valid?”

The boss of Team Rocket shrugged. “I don’t know, that’s why I’m sending you to scout it out. Scout only, Domino – don’t engage unless ordered, though I’m having backup mobilized in case of trouble.”

Giovanni pointed to the cross on the map. “This is uncomfortably close to the second city, and to the old Imperial capital to boot. If we cannot confirm he is non-hostile, then I may find myself forced to take action.”

Sitting back, he steepled his fingers. “Be as inconspicuous as possible. Just another tourist, unless you’re looking at long range – and report in using a disposable phone if you do confirm.”

The boss slid an ancient mobile across the desk. “The only number in it is keyed to a similar phone in my desk.”

Domino nodded – it was a standard trick. Throw away the phones once the call was made. “I won’t let you down, sir.”

“Of course you won’t,” Giovanni agreed.


“Rocky place,” Ash noted, looking around.

“Yeah, it’s one of the passes leading to the former imperial capital,” Brock commented. “There were a couple of battles here in the Sengoku era.”

“Name me one place that’s not true of,” Misty muttered.

“Point taken,” Brock agreed.

“Hey!”

Ash looked up. “Yeah?”

A trainer jogged over. “Are you up for a battle?”

For Ash, that was a simple question at the moment. There was no major danger in place; therefore, yes. “I sure am!”

“Great!” the other trainer said. “I’m Alex Davis. Uh… you don’t have your Charizard with you, right?”

“People keep asking that,” Ash said, to no-one in particular. “No, he’s off training.”

There was a woosh of relief. “Good. Anyway, how about… four one on one battles?”

“Suits me!” Ash nodded. “Want to alternate who goes first? I’ll start.”

“Go for it.” Alex’s hand went to his belt.

Ash plucked a ball off his own belt. “Bayleef!”

Bayleef materialized, and set herself. “Let’s see what happens…”

“Cloyster!”

“Oh, a Cloyster,” Ash said, interested. “I somehow seem to see them a lot more than Shellder…”

“Well, that’s because they’re better,” Alex said matter-of-factly. “Okay, Cloyster, Icy wind!”

Bayleef turned and ran away from the shimmering icy blast, which created a kind of wedge-shaped area of frost and icy ground spreading out from Cloysters’ shell opening.

“Okay, good!” Alex added. “Now, use Ice Beam!”

Bayleef ducked under the first blast, was clipped by the second, and hid behind a small rock.

Ash frowned. “Okay, so the icy area is going to protect his front…”

“That’s right!” Alex grinned. “So, want to run at Cloyster from the front, or come around the back where his armour is?”

Bayleef looked to Ash for inspiration, as frost-shatter started to slowly erode the rock she was hiding behind.

“Hmmm…” Ash opened his Pokédex. “Dexter – how much do Cloyster weigh?”

One hundred and thirty kilos.

“Right!” Ash nodded. “Bayleef, use Sweet Scent – as thick as you can! Make a cloud of it!”

Bayleef nodded. Her little shoots on her neck unfurled and pumped out nice-smelling pollen.

Within twenty seconds or so, it was so thick that it was hard to see.

“Run around the side and get behind him,” Ash said, pitching his voice low.

Bayleef set off at a run. For about two seconds, the ice beams continued pounding the rock – then she left her impromptu smokescreen, and Cloyster shifted his aim. She got hit two more times – once on the leg, and once which iced up along her side – before managing to get out of the firing arc.

“Good!” Ash called.

“Spike Cannon!” Alex said. “Turn around and get her!”

Bayleef curved in just behind Cloyster and pumped out a Stun Spore, interrupting the bivalve as it tried to turn to fire at her and forcing it to stay still.

“Okay, Bayleef!” Ash called. “Charge a solarbeam, and then use your vines to swing around Cloyster to the front!”

“Oh, no…” Alex winced. “Cloyster! Can you close?”

Cloyster made a negative noise.

“Right…” Alex waited until Bayleef had nearly charged, and her vines lashed out to tie onto the spines of the Cloyster. As she swung into the air, using its much larger weight as an anchor for her swing, he pointed. “Shell smash!”

Cloyster’s shell exploded.

Without her anchor, Bayleef went flying further than expected. Her Solarbeam went wild, slightly browning an erratic path in the grass, and she hit the ground hard.

The form of Cloyster was a bit blurred by a glowing white cloud of sparkles, revolving rapidly around something indistinct which glowed bright red.

“Bayleef!” Ash shouted. “Look out!”

Bayleef staggered upright, shaking her head, and had her feet frozen to the ground by an Aurora Beam. Cloyster followed up with a Blizzard, knocking her out.

“Not bad,” Ash said, returning Bayleef. “Is he alright?”

Cloyster flashed red, and Alex shrugged. “It grows back.”

“Huh. Okay, who’s next?”

“Alakazam!”

Ash grinned. “Okay, this one’s an easy choice. Time for your first battle, Houndour!”

…well, damn it, Alakazam broadcast. Alex, why did we never teach me Miracle Eye?

“Because I never remember how annoying it is!” Alex called back. “Okay, try Dynamicpunch!”

Houndour rolled his neck, and pawed the ground. “Right!”

As Alakazam came in with a Dynamicpunch, he ran to the side and into the shadow of a tree. For a moment, the darkness of the shadow made him disappear, and when he came out again there were five Houndour all going in different directions.

“Use Psychic to tell which-” Alex stopped himself. “Never mind. Okay, try moving the ground under them!”

Alakazam nodded, and started frowning. Ground cracked under one of the Double Team images, then burst upwards – making the image evaporate.

The remaining four Houndour faced him from different directions, and howled – a chilling, antiphonal chorus.

Dark-type energy resonated in the air, clinging to Alakazam and in particular his spoons. The Psychic type staggered, and his ongoing telekinesis fell apart.

“What was that?” Ash asked, blinking. “That was neat!”

“Snarl,” Houndour answered, looking over at Ash with tail wagging. “Father taught me before I left. It makes it harder to use attacks.”

“We’re not out of this yet!” Alex said, determined. “Use Shockwave!”

Alakazam brought up his spoons, focusing electricity together. It pulsed out in a dome, hitting all four Houndour, and making the three double-team ones dissolve.

“Alright,” Houndour said, “You asked for it! Beat Up!”

Double team clones formed again, four on either side of him. They crackled with dark energy, and changed shape.

Oh, Dexter observed. This should be interesting.

“What the heck?” Alex asked, as he stared at the shapes in front of him.

Going from left to right, from his perspective, they were – a Pikachu, a Lucario, a Porygon, a Quilava, Houndour himself, Bayleef, a Heracross, a Totodile and a shiny Noctowl.

They charged. (Apart from the Bayleef one, which fell over.)

Several complicated seconds later, Alakazam was lying on the floor in a state of some unconsciousness.

“…okay,” Alex said, deciding to accept that. “Why did the Lucario and Heracross ones have to punch so hard?”

Houndour walked back to Ash, wincing a little occasionally. “Was that alright?”

“I’m not entirely sure what that was, but – yeah, that was fine!” Ash bent down, and gave him a scratch. “Nice work for your first battle!”

“It’s Beat Up – normally, that calls on the rest of the pack,” Houndour explained. “It uses their strength instead of mine. Father taught us so that we’d be able to fight tough enemies when we were young.”

He scratched his ear, and shook his head with a sneeze. “It gives me a bit of a headache, though…”

“Why did the Bayleef one just fall over?”

“She was knocked out.” Houndour shrugged. “That’s how it works.”


Oak picked up the phone. “Yes?”

“Gramps,” Gary said, without preamble. “I need to borrow Dragonite.”

“…you what?” Oak said, after a moment.

“I. Need. To. Borrow. Dragonite.” Gary repeated, deadpan.

“Why?” the Pokémon Professor asked, confused.

Gary took a deep, deep breath.

“Right. So, I need to have Dragonite to show a man in Geosenge city, because he’s got a fossil which he’s offering to someone who shows him a fully evolved Dragon type. That fossil can then be revived to produce an Anorith. I can trade the Anorith for a Liepard for a Swoobat for a Clefairy for a Gyarados, who I can then show to Marie in Camphrier.”

Gary took another breath.

“I then get the letter she gives me to Parfum to Jacques, who’s promised me a Farfetch’d. I can trade that to get a Beartic, trade that to get a Froufrou – and a shiny one at that.”

Oak was typing on a computer console as Gary rambled on.

Another breath. “Once I’ve got the Froufrou, I can eventually convince a stylist in Luminose City that I’m enough of a fashion setter for him to agree to give it a haircut which is really, really stylish. Once I show that to the gym leader Valerie, I can get a Focus Sash.”

Gary’s voice was becoming increasingly raw by this point.

“That Focus Sash can be traded in Anistar for a Silk Sash, which I can then give to a girl in Luminose for a Pokémon that can dance. Then I can get a heart scale, which I can pay the move reminder to teach my Alakazam to use teleport.”

Oak heard Umbreon clapping through the phone. “Well done, you remembered the whole chain!”

“…goodness,” he said, eventually.

“Yeah,” Gary agreed, and chuckled. “Fearow would be too fat to fly, with all the bribes, except he’s certainly been earning them.”

“Right.” Oak looked at the notes he’d made. “Er… Gary, my boy?”

“What?” Gary asked. “Oh, you’ve not leant Ash Dragonite, have you?”

“What? No!” Samuel Oak said. “He’s got enough powerful Pokémon to be getting on with, and I prefer Dragonite sensible. Anyway, I’d be happy to lend you Dragonite, except…”

“Go on,” Gary said, when Oak paused.

“Well… firstly, Ash’s friend Misty has a Gyarados,” the Professor pointed out.

There was a stunned silence, then the sound of a facepalm and Umbreon’s quiet voice.

“Oh, no…” Gary groaned.

“That’s not all,” Oak said apologetically. “I believe I know someone who has a Clefairy, I’ve got a Focus Sash and a Silk Sash from my time battling, Ash’s Totodile can dance, and I’ve got about twenty Heart Scales.”

A series of thuds came down the line.

“Also, Muk didn’t manage to eat my Teleport TM.”

This time, there was a loud clatter.

“Hello?” Umbreon said, a few seconds later. “He fell off his chair, and dropped the phone.”

Damos translated for his Professor, and then there was a scraping sound as Gary picked the phone up.

“Right,” Gary said, with a sigh. “Right. Can you send me through the TM, Dragonite, and ask Misty for a loan of her Gyarados?”

“…certainly,” Oak said, uncertainly. “But why?”

“I spent all that time putting together the list, I may as well get something out of it.”

Oak duly did so.

Eight minutes later (he counted), his grandson appeared in the lab with his Alakazam.

“That was a lot more effort than it could have been,” he said, slumping down on the sofa. “I think I need a bit of a rest now. Hey, Gramps, meet Anorith and Froufrou.”

He threw two Pokéballs, which opened to reveal one just-revived fossil and one really rather snooty canine Pokémon – the latter appearing in a shower of sparkles which heralded her Shiny nature.

With that, Gary passed out.

Umbreon emerged from her own Pokéball. “Thanks for the lift.”

Alakazam waved a spoon.

Umbreon then addressed Froufrou. “He’s normally a bit better than this… he’s had maybe ten hours of sleep in the last three days.”


“Heracross, your turn!” Ash called, releasing his burly Bug/Fighting.

“Well, I’ve not lost yet!” Alex said, grabbing another Pokéball. “Gligar!”

“Oh,” Heracross said, squinting up into the sky. “Any ideas?”

“Don’t suppose you know any Ice attacks?” Ash asked, hopefully.

“That’d be a no.”

“Gligar, use Acrobatics!” Alex ordered.

Gligar complied, flying high into the air to gain momentum.

“Right!” Ash called. “We can manage this. Okay, grab a chunk of that rock Cloyster was smashing!”

Heracross ran over to the rock, breaking off a big piece with his horn.

Gligar came down in an attack run.

“Counter!” Ash said.

Heracross nodded, dropping the rock, and flashed red. The attack came in, sending him skidding backwards and staggering – and the red energy pulsed and recoiled, blowing Gligar backwards as well.

The flying scorpion tumbled for a bit, recovered, and came back around – much slower now.

“Oh, ouch!” Alex said, wincing. “Okay, Gligar, don’t use any more attacks just yet. Screech!”

Heracross used his arms to cover his ears from the horrible noise. After a moment of thought, he flipped the rock up with his horn and kicked it at Gligar.

“Dodge it and use Swords Dance!” Alex instructed.

I see where he’s going, Dexter said. He wants to knock out Heracross too fast for him to use Counter.

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Uh… okay! Keep throwing rocks!”

Gligar dodged them all with ease, alternately using Swords Dance and Screech.

“That should do it!” Alex pointed. “Now, Acrobatics again!”

Ash waited until Gligar was heading skywards to gain momentum. “Right – now!”

Heracross set his stance, with his back to the heavily damaged rock he’d been using for ammunition, and waited.

Gligar came back in, tail flagging from side to side to steer, and hit with an almighty boom.

Rock shrapnel went everywhere, as Heracross went backwards through the boulder he’d been using as a backstop.

Alex coughed, trying to see through the cloud of dust. “Gligar? Are you okay?”

Ash closed his eyes, using Aura Sight to look closer. “Heracross is still standing – but where’s the Gligar?”

As it cleared, Heracross rubbed his heavily bruised chest with one of his forearms.

The other one was firmly holding Gligar, pinned against his chest.

“All right!” Ash called. “Now – get him!”

Heracross nodded. “Reversal!” he said, took a step forwards – and fell over.

Unfortunately for Gligar, Heracross landed on top of him.

A few seconds passed.

“I… think they’ve both fainted?” Ash said uncertainly. He withdrew Heracross, and revealed Gligar in a crater.

The Flying/Ground type was also clearly out of it.

“Clever move with the Endure,” Alex complimented. “Okay, my turn for the last one. Ambipom!”

Ash considered. “Totodile!”

Ambipom waved with both tails. “Hi!”

“Hi yourself!” Totodile replied. “This should be fun!”

“I play to win,” Ambipom warned. He dodged a Water Gun and started pacing steadily around Totodile, rummaging on the ground with his tailhands.

“What’s he doing?” Ash asked.

“Oh, right,” Alex replied with a shrug. “He has Pickup, he often finds interesting stuff.”

“Aha!” Ambipom held up what he’d found, and then passed it from one tailhand to the other. Using his free tailhand to push off and jump over another Water attack, he flung a large iron ball at Totodile.

Totodile ducked, and the ball went over his head. “Whoa!”

“Hold still!” Ambipom said, throwing a Sun Stone this time. Totodile didn’t quite dodge in time, and it hit him in the leg.

“Totodile!” Ash called. “Use Aqua Jet to dodge this time!”

Totodile nodded, jumping and Aqua-jet boosting out of the way of an incoming can of Pokémon Repellant.

“Who throws some of this stuff away?” Ambipom asked, continuing his barrage. “Hey, cool, a heart scale!”

That one bounced off Totodile’s forehead.


Gary Oak muttered something in his sleep.


Totodile continued to duck and weave around a barrage of thrown objects, not always successfully. Among the things he was hit with over the next few minutes were an empty Potion bottle, a coil of rope, a Moon Stone and a TM for the move Rest.

“This isn’t working!” Ash called. “Try hitting them back instead!”

Totodile nodded. He spun around, knocking away a Dawn stone with his tail, and fired Water Gun straight at the can of Repel which came next.

Ambipom had to jump away from his position as it nearly hit him in turn. “Hey!”

“I thought we were playing?” Totodile said, frowning.

“Take this!”

Ambipom flung another iron ball.

Totodile stood his ground, and blasted it with a stream of high pressure water. This slowed it, but didn’t stop it, and when it hit Totodile it sent him skidding backwards from the impact. His skid ended when his heel hit a fragment of rock, making him fall over backwards.

After a moment, he came back to his feet, panting. “Ow.”

“Totodile…” Ash winced.

“One more attack should finish him!” Alex enthused. “Close in and use Double Hit!”

Ambipom loped forwards on all fours, his tails ready and glowing as they clenched into fists.

“Don’t give up, Totodile!” Ash called.

Totodile nodded, took a deep breath, and opened his mouth.

A huge torrent of water erupted from it, surprising everyone with how much there was. Ambipom was sent shooting backwards as fast as he’d come forwards, bounced off three hummocks and a tree, and landed with a wet splat on the ground.

Totodile was as astonished as anyone. He went rocketing backwards, limbs flailing wildly as his unexpected Hydro Pump delivered far more recoil than he’d been expecting. Ash made a diving catch and caught him, directing his attack upwards and resulting in a sudden rain shower on his side of the battlefield.

After about ten seconds, Totodile worked out how to stop using Hydro Pump, and the water died away to a trickle before ceasing entirely.

“That was cool,” Ash said, and lifted Totodile onto his feet. The little Water-type tottered a bit, then steadied, and gave Ash a tired smile as his trainer stood.

“How’s your Ambipom?” Ash called.

Alex lifted one of the hand-tails, which flopped back to the floor. “Washed up, by the looks of it. You win. Good match!”

“Thanks!” Ash replied, smiling.


“It’s too stormy, I’m afraid,” Lapras said, craning his head around to look at Keldeo. “We can’t make it into Johto Bay, that typhoon is right across the strait.”

Keldeo looked up at the stormy sky off their port beam, then back to Lapras. “How bad is it?”

“It’ll be quicker to make landfall in Kanto than Johto,” Lapras explained. “It’s that bad.”

The colt nodded his thanks. “Can you take me over to Cobalion?”

“Sure.”

When the two were closer, Keldeo raised his voice. “Cobalion!”

“Is this about what to do next?” Cobalion called back. “I’ve already heard the problem.”

“What do we do?”

“…I’m not sure,” Cobalion admitted. “How far west could you land us?”

“I might be able to make Cherrygrove,” Lapras told them. “But I also know somewhere almost as close where there’s some people sure to help.”

“Trustworthy?” Cobalion pressed, and Lapras nodded. “Well, then, that sounds best.”

“Got it.” Lapras beat his flippers on the water in a high-speed rhythm, and the pod all turned to him. “New course – to Pallet Town. Follow me.”

With that, he turned east a little and forged ahead, the rest of the pod falling into formation behind him.


“So, we’re agreed,” James said. “She needs therapy.”

“Yeah, dat’s about what I was tinkin’,” Meowth agreed. “Any ideas where we could get it?”

Jessie frowned. “Hmmm… I’m not sure. I did have one…”


AN:

Another long chapter.

Being Gary Oak is suffering… also, the Swords of Justice have finally reached Japan.

Almost.

Other stuff: the trainer in this chapter (Alex Davis) was voiced in the anime by a fan, that same Alex Davis, who won a competition. I couldn’t find his team online, though, so I sort of guessed.






63. Mewtwo Returns 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


At the next junction, turn left.

Ash and friends duly did so, and then stopped at the sight before them – a route that was barely a track, winding off up a hillside and disappearing as it went.

“Are you sure?” Ash asked, looking dubious. “We were headed straight for Ecruteak, right?”

“Yes, I think so,” Houndour contributed. “I’ve been looking at the landmarks, and I think I know where we are…”

We have an appointment, Dexter said cryptically. Best to get a move on.

He emitted a ping noise, and a Pokéball emerged. Ah. It seems Pidgeot has arrived.

“What appointment?” Ash asked, scooping up Pidgeot’s Pokéball. “Where are we going?”

You should remember this one, Dexter said pointedly. We’re only a few miles from Mount Quena here.

“…oh, right,” Ash said, nodding. “That other other time I met Mewtwo. It’d be nice to visit, you’re right.”

“You met who?” Houndour asked. “Two Mew?”

“No, only one of them is Mew,” Ash replied. “The other’s Mewtwo.”

“…no, I still don’t understand. Who is Mewtwo?”

“Ash, remember,” Misty pointed out. “We haven’t talked to Houndour about everything yet – we simply haven’t had the time.”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. He started walking again, and the others fell in around him. “Well, Houndour, Mewtwo is a clone of Mew created by scientists working for Team Rocket. He’s a very powerful Psychic Pokémon who-”

“Hold on,” Houndour said, even more confused. “Why isn’t he just another Mew, then?”

“…actually…” Ash admitted, slowly. “I don’t think any of us know?”

“He might,” Misty said. “But he never mentioned it to us.”

“Okay…” Houndour decided to move on from that for a moment. “So, is Mewtwo a Legendary?”

“Yeah!” Ash confirmed.

“What’s he the Legendary of?”

“Come to think of it, what’s Mew the Legendary of?” Pikachu asked.

“I think Mew’s the legendary of… evolution?” Misty said, uncertainly.

“I’m pretty sure that’d be Deoxys,” Ash said. “They seemed kind of like DNA…”

Deoxys suggests a DNA connection, yes – Deoxyribose Nucleic Acid is the chemical name for DNA.

“What about that Genesect you met once, then? That’s got gene in-”

“Hold on, hold on!” Houndour looked from Ash to Brock to Misty. “Okay – how many Legendary Pokémon have you met? I mean, Dexter said you’d… but- how many?”

Ash frowned. “Well, all the ones I’ve heard of, which is nearly fifty… if you mean how many have I actually befriended, that’s…”

Mewtwo, Mew, Lugia, Ho-Oh, Suicune and possibly her brothers, Celebi, Latias, Latios, Jirachi-

“Okay, I get the idea!” Houndour interrupted. “I repeat my Absol comment.”

“I think we got a bit distracted.” Ash hefted Pidgeot’s Pokéball. “Why did you request her from the Professor?”

At that point, they topped the low hill, and saw Purity Canyon.

Well, it’s that or go rock climbing again, Dexter pointed out unnecessarily.

“Yeah, good point,” Ash agreed. He released Pidgeot. “Hey, girl.”

“It’s always nice to see you, Ash,” she said, chirpily. “Now – I assume you want a lift?”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded.

“All three at once? I can, but it might be a bit slow…”

“Might be easier to go one at a time,” Ash agreed. “I’ll go first, and show you where to land.”

“I’ve been here before,” she reminded him. “Climb on.”


Pidgeot flew down, landing in a storm of wind from her powerful wingbeats.

Ash jumped down and collected Pikachu. “Thanks!”

“Never a problem,” Pidgeot assured him. She let him get a few feet more clearance, and then took off again with a single downbeat.

The two watched her heading back over the crater wall, on her way to pick up first Misty and then Brock.

“Oh! Hello!”

They turned, and saw a Riolu approaching them at a jog.

“You’re… Ash, right?” the Riolu said. “I didn’t know you were coming here.”

Ash snapped his fingers. “Oh, right! You’re Riolutwo, right?”

Riolutwo skidded to a stop just in front of them, and nodded. This close, they could see the mottling over the top of what a normal Riolu looked like – darker patches, irregularly shaped and distributed, on the bluer parts of his fur.

Ash took a Pokéball from his belt. “You know, my Riolu evolved a few months ago – so I guess you’re not exactly the same any more.”

“We never were,” Riolutwo said. “No more, nor less, than two Pidgey are the same.”

“…yeah, good point,” Ash agreed. He opened Lucario’s Pokéball.

“Greetings,” Lucario said, kneeling down to his once-copy. “Are you well?”

“I am,” Riolutwo confirmed. “As are the other clones.”

The clone looked up at Ash for a moment, as Pidgeot dropped off Misty in another miniature hurricane. “Oh – the Rockets are here as well.”

“Giovanni?” Ash asked, startled.

“No, not him. The ones who helped you help Mewtwo.”

“Oh,” Ash said. He exhaled, relieved. “Good thing it’s them, not Giovanni.”

“Sounds like a reunion,” Misty said, dusting herself off.

A call drew their attention overhead. “Hi!”

Togekisstwo spiralled down to greet them. “It’s lovely to see you. I’ll go let Mewtwo know you’re here!”


Twelve miles off and ten thousand feet in the sky, a weather balloon floated serenely amidst light, fluffy clouds.

Domino steadied her long-range camera. “Sir?”

“Yes?” Giovanni replied, through her mobile phone.

“I have eyes on the targets. Two main concentrations – one I can’t see all of, but it includes Mewtwo and several verified clones. The other is in the open – sending images now.”

The camera whirred as it zoomed in closer, and then transmitted.

Giovanni examined the result for several seconds.

“Sir?” Domino asked, after the silence stretched. “Should I order the combat unit to close in?”

“…no,” Giovanni said, softly. “Stand down.”

Domino blinked. “Can you repeat that, sir?”

Giovanni did. “Stand down, agent Domino. Do you recognize those humans on the shoreline?”

The Black Tulip examined the image on her camera screen. “…I’m afraid not, sir.”

“The boy is the biggest worry. His Lucario and Pikachu confirm it – that is Ash Ketchum.”

Giovanni chuckled. “I am not so foolish as to oppose him.”

“Pardon?” Domino said. “You’re willing to oppose Mewtwo, but not a pre-teen boy?”

“Domino, my agents have reported that he fought Mewtwo. He won the Indigo League, he was at Shamouti, he fought and beat Hunter J – twice. And that is just the tip of the iceberg.” Giovanni paused, then spoke again. “I have no desire to see Team Rocket broken.”

Another dry chuckle. “Besides, if Mewtwo truly is hostile, then that boy will stop him with ease. And if he is not… yes, that could work to our advantage.”

Domino heard a chair being moved. “Remain on station, agent Domino, but have the combat unit stand down. I’m going to have the press division draft a carefully-coordinated leak implicating us in the creation of Mewtwo – and suggesting that we discovered how the scientists we hired had gone against our wishes, and that we let him go once he made his wishes clear.”

Giovanni’s voice became faintly whimsical. “It’s even true, if you look at it one way…”


So, you see, Mewtwo said steadily. It is a question we have all had to contemplate. Are we real? Do we deserve to exist? What is our purpose?

He reached up to Mew, hovering overhead, and touched the tail of his friend. And the answers I found were – we are real. Everything deserves to exist. And to exist is a purpose in itself. All that is necessary is to be, not to do.

“…nice words,” Cubone agreed. “I do see some of what you mean – most people don’t fight all their lives – but… if I was sent back, why? Why did I live, and my family die?”

I do not know, Mewtwo told her. For my part, though, I am glad.

“Why? I mean, why specifically?”

Because, if you had not been at New Island last year, I would have killed all of Ash’s friends. Mewtwo shook his head. I regret every death I have caused, and to more than double the number is a prospect which I most certainly do not relish.

“…I suppose.” Cubone shook her head. “But – if I survived this time, why not last time? What purpose did I have last time – or, if I didn’t, does that mean I died?”

These are questions I cannot answer easily, Mewtwo said.

Cubonetwo looked up at her alternate. “Do they matter? I mean – you’re alive. Why not make the most of it?”

“It matters to me,” Cubone told her. “I… my family died. And I didn’t. I want to know why.” She slammed her club into the ground. “I refuse to believe they died for nothing.”

No-one dies for nothing, if they have lived at all. Mewtwo raised a hand. There are young Pokémon on this island – born from clones, created in a laboratory – and they are alive. If they never fight a battle, if they live their days without ever deciding to leave… is that a worthless life? They will still live, still love.

I kind of wish we had a quick answer for you, Mew added. I know, none of this is very happy or simple… but it’s the best we’ve got.

“Maybe Togekisstwo could help, she always seems to know what to say,” Cubonetwo suggested. “Where is she?”

Mewtwo’s eyes glowed for a moment, and he blinked. Well, that’s convenient.

“What?” Cubonetwo asked – though she got her answer a moment later.

“Hello, everyone!” Togekisstwo called, swooping overhead and circling down into the shade. “Ash, Brock and Misty are here!”

Meowth gave a translation.

“Really?” James blinked. “Are we about to see that girl from Hoenn show up?”

“Wouldn’t surprise me at this point,” Jessie agreed.


Ash, it is good to see you. Mewtwo nodded. Perhaps this time we will be able to talk without the pressure of time hanging over us.

“That’d be nice,” Ash agreed. “I mean… we were passing by, and we thought we’d drop in. I hope you haven’t had trouble with Team Rocket?”

No, none at all. I make sure to give interviews two hundred miles away.

Excuse me? Dexter materialized. Is that exactly or approximately two hundred miles?

“Huh?” Ash asked. “Does it matter?”

I assumed it didn’t matter, Mewtwo admitted. Why?

Because if you’re going two hundred miles every single time, it defines the edge of a circle. It would take fairly basic analysis to pinpoint your location.

I see. Mewtwo looked annoyed. I wish I’d realized that. That might be a problem.

“Don’t worry about it,” Ash recommended. “You may be a bit of a recluse, but that’s a lot better than last time – people know about you now, and they know you’re a good guy. You can get help!”

He grinned. “Besides – I’ll help. Call me if you need me.”

I will. Thank you, Ash.

Mewtwo turned, his arm taking in the gathering below – many of the Pokémon were discussing things with their clones or the evolved forms thereof, and those Pokémon who were never cloned were looking around with some astonishment at their body doubles.

Except for one – Cubone, still looking depressed and aloof, all but ignoring her clone and the others trying to draw her into the general enjoyment.

It would be ideal if we could just spend the afternoon in quiet, with friends – but we can’t do that just yet, I’m afraid. Jessie’s Cubone is quite badly depressed.

Ash winced.

She came here, to me, in the hopes that I and the other Pokémon of Quena could help her. I believe it has helped – a bit – but she is still not as she could be.

Mewtwo glanced back at Ash. I believe, however, that you know an Aura technique which might help her.

“If she agrees to needing it, sure,” Ash said readily. “I should probably make sure I’ve got who I want to take in ready, though…”

That would be advisable, yes.


“Everyone okay to help?” Ash asked.

Pikachu nodded. “Of course. She needs help, and we can give it to her.”

The others nodded or otherwise confirmed what Pikachu had said, and Ash smiled.

“Thanks, guys. And – wait. She’s got that reality marble, right?” He looked between them. “Lucario – you were in it once?”

“I was. It’s… quite impressive. It is like her inner world made real. A field of bones, under a stormy sky.”

“So, by the sound of it, that’s what we’ll find in there…” Ash groaned. “And she’s a ground type. Great.”

He pointed. “I can’t take you, Pikachu… Lucario… Quilava’s not a good idea either…”

A sigh. “Okay, who’s good against Ground types?”

“I am I am I am!” Totodile said, jumping up and down. “Pick me!”

“I’ll come too,” Bayleef added. “Ivysaur’s part Poison, so he’s out of the running.”

Pidgeot chirped an affirmative.

“Sounds like a fine game,” Noctowl offered. “The poor lass needs a right good pep-up, and we’re the chaps and chapesses to do it.”

“Don’t let her hear you calling her a poor lass,” Lucario advised.

“A touch, a touch, I do confess.” Noctowl looked among the group. “Sorry, old bean, you’re contraindicated too.”

“Isn’t it Bayleef who’s a… bean?” Houndour shrugged. “Point taken, though. I’m part-Fire, so I’m no use here.”

“Right.” Ash took a breath. “And Heracross?”

The Bug nodded.

“Maybe I should grab Kingler, too.”


“Of course you can have Kingler,” Professor Oak assured Ash. “Actually, he’s about the most well behaved of your Pokémon, so in a way I’m sorry to see him go.”

“What about Snorlax?” Ash asked.

“Mealtimes,” Oak said with a wince.

Kingler was duly collected, and sent off to Mount Quena.

“Thanks, Professor!” Ash said, and rang off.

A moment later, Scizor tapped on the door frame. “Professor?”

Damos beeped. Scizor appears to want help with our new guests.

Oak blinked. “Guests?”

Gary yawned, walking into the main room. “Hi, Gramps. Man, I feel better after that cup of coffee…”

He took in the worried expression on Scizor’s face – and that of Tracey, as he appeared in the door behind his Pokémon.

“What is it?” he asked, yawning again.

Behind him, Umbreon walked into the room. “See?” she said, looking behind her. “I told you you’d like it.”

Furfrou licked her lips. “It’s a bit sweet.”

“That’s just how I, personally, like it.” Umbreon shrugged. “Experiment, I say.”

“Uh, Professor?” Tracey said, nervously. “Some Pokémon just showed up, asking for a lift to Johto.”

Oak blinked. “What?”

Tracey stood aside, letting the Swords of Justice into the room.

“Wait.” Gary pointed. “Were you in Kalos a couple of months ago?”

“Uh…” Keldeo nodded. “Yes, we were. Why?”

“Back in a moment!” Gary darted back to his room.

“What a strange human,” Cobalion said. “Now – you are the Professor Oak which the Lapras mentioned, yes?”

“That’s right, I’m Professor Samuel Oak.” Oak blinked. “A Lapras told you about me?”

“Yes,” Virizion said. “He just dropped us off at the waterfront about ten minutes ago – he said you might be able to help.”

But… Cobalion, Virizion, Terrakion and Keldeo are Unovan Legendaries, Damos said. What are you doing here in Kanto?

“We’re trying to get to Johto!” Keldeo told them. “There’s a Pokémon there we want to meet!”

“I’ll be honest, I for one had basically forgotten that,” Terrakion muttered sotto voce.

“Aha!”

Gary came back into the room with a bag over one shoulder.

Keldeo’s eyes lit up. “That’s my bag! How did you-”

“I was in Kalos until, basically, yesterday,” Gary explained. “I saw you guys fighting that forest fire, and this bag was lying around – I couldn’t get to you to give it back, so I decided to take it and give it to my friend Ash.”

Virizion blinked. “Why him?”

“He runs into every Legendary he comes within five hundred miles of.” Gary returned the bag to Keldeo, who immediately opened it and checked the contents.

As he sighed with relief everything was still there, Cobalion spoke up. “You say you got here from Kalos? How?”

“I-” Gary’s eye twitched. “Taught my Alakazam teleport, so he was able to whisk me over here. Since then I’ve been asleep from a combination of fatigue and jet lag.”

He yawned, and scrubbed at his eyes. “But I should be okay for now. What help do you need?”

“That is very kind of you,” Cobalion told him.

“Yeah, this kid’s got the right stuff,” Terrakion grinned.

“We want to speak to the Legendary Pokémon we heard of, Mewtwo,” Virizion explained. “It took us a lot longer than we were expecting to get to the right country, though.”


“You ready for this?” Jessie asked, worried.

“I said I will.” Cubone nodded. “I… at this point, I mainly want to have some kind of peace. Answers would be nice, but… if this will work, then yes.”

“It does,” Misty assured her. “Worked on me – and on Sabrina, as well.”

Ash nodded. “Okay, let’s go.”

Cubone took a breath, and nodded. She reached out for Ash’s glowing hand-


-Ash found himself standing in a shallow depression, between rolling hills cloaked in dry, yellow grass.

“Guys?” he asked, looking around.

Noctowl landed on his arm. “Well, it’s every bit as peculiar as you said it would be.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

Bayleef nodded to him. “Let’s go, Ash. Where do we look?”

Ash closed his eyes – then opened them, rubbing at the corners. “Ow. This place is… weird, under Aura Sight. It kind of gives me a headache.”

He turned. “Pidgeot? Think we can get a look from above?”

“On it.” Pidgeot spread her wings, and hammered the air – producing a blast of wind which ruffled the grass in a series of concentric ripples.

Ash took the opportunity to unlimber his staff, making it ready for use. A moment of concentration, and it flashed blue with Aura.

“Anything?” he called up to Pidgeot.

“I think so! I see-”

There was a crack, and something hit Pidgeot. She cried out in surprise and pain, and dove out of the way of the second speeding object.

“What was that?” Ash asked.

She landed next to him. “Rock Throw – it came from the top of a hill. That direction!”

“Right.” Ash took a breath. “Guess this isn’t going to be easy. Let’s go!”

As they began to jog, however, the ground started to shift.

“What was that?” Ash closed his eyes to shift to Aura Sight, and then winced and opened them again.

Noctowl pointed. “Look!”

As they watched, a patch of ground shifted. The grass on it fell away, revealing a skeleton almost buried in rich brown soil.

Which moved.

As Ash and his Pokémon watched, astonished, a skeletal Grotle pushed its way out of the ground and turned to them.

“Oh… dear,” Noctowl said. “‘twould seem bones are the theme, here.”

“Ha!” Heracross dove forwards, driving his horn underneath the Grotle. It thrashed at him, and scored a blow on his hard exoskeleton, but he then flipped it into the air and off into the distance.

“Nice work!” Ash said, grinning.

“Yeah, that was pretty neat,” Kingler agreed. “What about all the others?”

They turned.

There were a lot more skeleton-Pokémon emerging from the rolling terrain, everything from Absol to Zubat emerging into the diffuse yellow light of the cloud-strewn sky. Dozens upon dozens were appearing, all over the place, and some of them were already preparing attacks.

“Run?” Ash suggested.

Everyone else agreed.


AN:

Mewtwo Returns! Or, er, doesn’t. Everyone returns to Mewtwo’s house?

Yes, the method outlined by Dexter is how Team Rocket located Mewtwo in this fic.
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This is the second of four chapters today.


“So, where are we going?” Gary asked, now properly dressed and ready for the day.

“We don’t actually know,” Cobalion admitted. “We are aware Mewtwo lives in Johto, but not more than that.”

Gary frowned. “Hmmm… Ash will know. Dee?”

Yes?

“Can you call Ash for us?”

Dialing.

Dee emitted a cheerful ringing noise.

“That’s new,” Gary mused. “Where’d that come from?”

The internet. 

The ringing was replaced by a click. Hello? Dee?

Dexter? Dee asked. Good. Can you get Ash?

He’s… kind of busy right now.

“That’s a pity,” Keldeo said.

Wait, is that Keldeo? Dexter’s digital voice held some surprise. What’s he doing in Kanto?

“They want to speak to Mewtwo,” Gary supplied. “We hoped Ash knew where he was.”


…well, I didn’t expect that, Mewtwo said, looking down at the Pokédex. Really?

That’s what they said, Dexter confirmed. Do you mind if I-

Go ahead.


He’s actually standing about four feet from me right now, Dexter explained. It should be fine for you to come over – it’s Mount Quena.

“Mount Quena?” Gary frowned. “Alakazam, you remember the nearest place to that?”

Alakazam shrugged.

“It’s about twenty miles from Ecruteak,” Gary clarified. “Take us there, and I’ll supply corrections.”

He looked around, and returned Umbreon. “Who else wants to come?”

Furfrou shrugged. “I may as well see what this region has to offer. I hope it’s sufficiently glamorous.”

“You’re in a room with four Legendary Pokémon and about to go visit another one,” Professor Oak pointed out.

“Well, Legendary is as Legendary does.” Furfrou tossed her hair. “As I say, I’ll come along.”

Anyone else? Alakazam asked. Right, here goes.

He raised his spoons, and an outline of light enveloped Gary, Furfrou, Cobalion, Virizion, Terrakion and Keldeo.

Teleport!


Ash swung his staff, knocking an Absol skeleton into the distance. It fell apart on the journey, but immediately began to reform.

“At least they’re fragile,” he said, winding up for another swing at what looked like an Empoleon.

“Yes, but there’s a dashed lot of them.” Noctowl replied. “They’re sneaking up on your left, Pidgeot. Be a dear.”

Pidgeot flared her wing, sending two Houndour and a Mightyena flying. “This is taking too long.”

“Agreed,” Kingler said. “Surf!”

Water gushed from both his pincers, knocking a few skeletal Fire-types backwards. The rate of flow was astonishing, and before long it had started to pool in the lower areas of the inner world.

Bayleef’s vines whipped out and pulled a neck-bone out of a Tyranitar skeleton. It fell to pieces, and she used the bone to hit a Crobat out of the sky. “How many of them are there?”

“Lots,” Noctowl said tersely. “I’m projecting an illusion, but none of them are responding. Deuced unfair.”

He frowned. “Totodile! Over here, there’s a good lad.”

Totodile jumped up, used Bayleef’s back as a stepping stone, and Noctowl caught him mid-air. “Let’s take to the sky, shall we?”

“Sure!” Totodile agreed.

“Whoa!” Ash ducked, and a bone nearly took his head off.

Heracross leaped forwards, and smashed the next one to pieces with his horn. “Are these coming from the same place as the Rock Throw which nearly knocked you out of the sky, Pidgeot?”

“Yes,” she confirmed. “It looks like there’s only one more valley to cross… oh.”

They reached the top of a small rise, revealing a sea of skeletons covering the whole valley.

Atop the hill in the distance, a shape could be seen – cloaked in darkness.

“I’ll venture a guess that that’s it,” Noctowl said. Then Totodile unleashed a Hydro Pump from overhead, and all Noctowl’s attention went into preventing the recoil.

“I think I can clear it,” Pidgeot said, and began to inhale.

Several skeletal Pokémon rushed at her from both sides. Ash hit one of them with his staff, sweeping it into the others with the aid of Aura-enhanced grip from his boots, and Heracross and Bayleef covered her other side.

Inrushing air focused in a tiny point, just in front of her beak. The temperature and pressure went higher and higher, and then flashed over to plasma.

Then Pidgeot used Aeroblast.

She raked along the skeleton-filled valley, producing a trail of explosions as her potent attack smashed bone constructs aside by the dozens, and bones fountained out in all directions.

When the smoke cleared, their path was clear.

“Nice work, Pidgeot!” Ash said. “Okay, guys, let’s hurry before more of them show up!”


bink

“Ecruteak,” Gary confirmed, looking around. “Man, this place… remember, Umbreon?”

No reply.

“Oops.” He released her, and she gave him a look.

Gary shook his head. “Don’t give me that. You have to be in the ‘ball, or Alakazam can’t take you.”

Umbreon glanced at Furfrou, and shrugged. “See what I have to deal with?”

Furfrou giggled, hiding her mouth behind one elegant paw.

“What did you do?” Keldeo asked.

Umbreon flicked her tail at the gym. “I swept Morty, that’s what. Four for nothing.”

“That’s impressive,” Virizion complimented her. “Gym leaders are often strong.”

“Her having a type advantage doesn’t hurt, though,” Gary added. “Anyway, Alakazam?”

Yes?

“That’s Mount Quena, there. Can you take us up to the rim?”

Alakazam stared in that direction for a little longer. Not in one jump – my coordinates aren’t precise enough. I’ll close in slowly.

“Sounds good.” Gary returned Umbreon again.

bink

A shady hillock, a few miles outside Ecruteak proper.

bink

A crumbling cliffside, though thankfully some metres back from the edge.

bink

Halfway up a mountainside.

bink


Ash ran up the hillside, legs pumping.

Behind him, there was a loud splash as Kingler landed in the flooding valley. That was followed by a hollow boom as he fired an underwater Crabhammer, producing a supercavitating explosion and sending bones everywhere.

“Everything seems to be going just tickety-boo at the moment,” Noctowl commented, swooping down with his reptilian passenger to fly alongside Ash, Pidgeot, Heracross and Bayleef. “Which probably means we’re in for some chop.”

He dodged around a thrown bone, and again as it boomeranged smoothly around and nearly hit him on the return.

“So, tell me. How does this usually work?”

Ash frowned. “In all honesty, all three times so far we’ve had to hit something very hard indeed.”

“Good, I worried it might be something difficult.”

With that, they finally reached the top of the hill. A line of Fossil Pokémon barred their way, standing shoulder to shoulder (or other body part).

“Right.” Ash skidded to a halt, catching his breath for a moment. The fossils didn’t seem to be moving, so he had time to strategize. “Bayleef, Totodile, this is mostly going to be you. Ready for this?”

Nods.

“Okay…” Ash thought for a moment. The explosions of water from behind him were a comforting reminder that Kingler was covering their back… and a reminder he might not be able to for long. “Bayleef… you’re our best choice against the Omastar, Kabutops and Carracosta.”

“Got it.” She nodded, and took a deep breath. “I’ve got just the thing for them.”

“Right. Noctowl? Keep Totodile safe. Totodile, you get the Aerodactyl, Armaldo and Archeops. Think you can manage it?”

“Yep yep yeah!” Totodile nodded enthusiastically, making Noctowl bob up and down in the air.

“I’m quite sure we’ll handle it – so long as the young imp here doesn’t make me drop him, of course…” Noctowl mused. “What about the Cradily, Rampardos and Bastiodon?”

“Heracross – and me,” Ash said firmly. “Pidgeot, can you manage another Aeroblast?”

“At least one more, yes,” she confirmed. “I might be able to stretch it past that.”

“That should do.” Ash took another deep breath, and Aura began to build in his palms. “Now!”

Bayleef moved first. She shook her head around in a complete circle, making her head-leaf spin, and a shower of petals began to drift out from it – circling faster and faster, until they formed a high-speed curtain of pink and white petals.

Then they stormed forwards.

“Petal dance!” she announced, and the Omastar went flying in a tornado of sweet-smelling petals.

The Carracosta and Kabutops promptly charged at her, and she switched the Petal Dance to a kind of defensive ring around herself.

Carracosta charged through it, heavily battered by the petals as it did so, and raised a flipper to strike-

And Bayleef body-checked it back into the torrent of petals. It struggled for a moment, then fell over.

Bayleef shook her head, already starting to feel the strain from sustaining her Petal Dance, and watched the Kabutops as it circled – occasionally swiping at her protective wall of petals.

A grinding sound alerted her to the Carracosta slowly starting to stand up again.

This could get tricky.


“Whoops!” Noctowl slipped sideways in the air, away from the reaching claws of the Archeops, and flipped Totodile around in his grip so the Water-type was facing backwards. “Open fire!”

Totodile obliged, firing out a powerful Hydro Pump. The Archeops was hit full in the face, and checked slightly in the air.

Almost as important, however, was that the recoil sent the two relatively light Pokémon forwards at quite a spectacular speed.

Noctowl strained with his wings to steer their jet-propelled flight, making sure to give Totodile as many opportunities to blast the two Flying fossils as possible, and spared enough time to be grateful that they’d managed to knock the Armaldo out right at the start.

Totodile coughed, and stopped using Hydro Pump.

“You still top hole, Totodile?” Noctowl asked, concerned, as their speed dropped.

“I’m not used to using that much Hydro Pump,” Totodile admitted. “Sorry!”

“No, perfectly understandable,” Noctowl told him promptly. “No blame on your front whatsoever. By the way, use Aqua Jet in three, two…”

Noctowl turned up into a wingover, and slung Totodile directly at Archeops.

There was a loud splash-thud.

Diving, the owl Pokémon managed to catch Totodile short of his hitting the ground.

About four seconds later, there was a very loud crash as Archeops landed. On top of the reviving Armaldo.

“Ah, my cunning plan worked!” Noctowl said, quite self-satisfied.

“What cunning plan was that?” Totodile asked, shaking his head. “And why is there two of everything?”

A caw came from behind them.

“Well, two down, one to go.” Noctowl turned again, flying towards the Aerodactyl. “Tally-ho!”


Ash focussed Aura into his right hand, producing a blue-glowing sphere of Aura. He then closed his hand in a quick motion, crushing the single sphere into a shower of smaller ones which went everywhere before homing in again on the Rampardos.

It charged through them, small blue explosions pocking its hide, and came stampeding forward to smash him with its head.

Ash pulsed Aura through his boots, and jumped – astonishingly high, as his weight briefly went down to about five pounds.

The Rampardos went straight past him, skidding to a halt as it did so, and turned to watch as he landed.

Then a Bastiodon skidded into its side, and knocked it over.

Ash took the chance with both hands. He ran forwards, charging his staff as he did so, and brought it down with a two-handed blow on the Head Butt Pokémon.

At about the same time, Heracross delivered a Focus Punch.

“That should do it,” Ash said. “What about the Cradily?”

“Already dealt with it,” Heracross replied. “Megahorn.”

“Nice.” Ash looked back and forth – Bayleef was still Petal Dancing and occupying the Fossils to his left, and to his right Noctowl and Totodil between them were flying rings around the Aerodactyl. “Let’s hurry!”

Pidgeot took off, flying low, and skimmed alongside.

Ash squinted through the darkness – it was darker than he was expecting, with the overcast clouds overhead seeming to be almost black around the centre of the inner world.

“There!” he said, pointing. It was almost blending in with the dark grass, but he could see a stationary form – standing among a dense field of bones.

Pidgeot began charging an Aeroblast.

“What is it?” Heracross asked, looking forwards as they ran. It seems almost like-”

A bone hit him at eye-blurring speeds, sending him tumbling backwards.

“Heracross!” Ash called, then interposed his staff between the dark shape and Pidgeot. Something pinged off, knocking Ash backwards with the force of the impact despite Aura steadying him.

The second one bounced off a green Protect shield, and then Ash dropped the shield just as Pidgeot fired.


Mewtwo looked up. Ah, Gary Oak.

“Hey, he remembers me.” Gary nodded. “That’s me, alright. And here’s the Swords of Justice.”

Dexter told me you were coming, Mewtwo said, nodding. Welcome.

“What’s going on there?” Cobalion asked, nodding to the motionless half-dozen Pokémon and the human lying on the floor amongst them.

That is Ash Ketchum, an Aura adept. He is helping Jessie’s Cubone through the use of Aura Purge.

“That’s a difficult technique,” Virizion observed.

“Hey, I couldn’t begin to tell you how to do it.” Terrakion shrugged his big shoulders. “I’m more of a wham-bam-slam guy.”

Cobalion smiled slightly. “In any case. We heard of your recent creation, and how you managed to overcome the circumstances of your creation – you and your fellow clones – and… we wished to learn from you how you did so.”

Mewtwo blinked. That brought you across oceans and continents?

“I will be honest,” Terrakion said, “It seemed like a better idea at the time.”

Well, now you are here – and the answer is in two parts. Mewtwo shrugged. As for the first, the answer itself, it is that life is precious and that living is sufficient. If we are clones – so what? It does not make us who we are. Any more than being born as one Pokémon instead of another limits us.

“Wise words,” Cobalion agreed. “But what is the other part?”

The aura adept, there, Mewtwo explained. He opened my eyes, by sacrificing his life to knock some sense into me.

“Wait, what?” Terrakion blurted. His two teammates also seemed a little startled. “How’d he manage that?”

I don’t entirely understand myself, Mewtwo admitted. But he did, and yet here he is.

They looked over to Ash as they spoke – and then blinked.


“It sucks, being out here waiting,” Pikachu said. “It happened last time as well, for me.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever gone in,” Lucario admitted. “I stood watch the first time, and since then either it’s been a bad idea or I’ve been too unconscious.”

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “I know he’s safe, it’s just…”

The sound of hooves made him look up. “Hi, Stantl-wait, what!?”

Pikachu gaped. “Keldeo? What the heck are you doing in Johto?”

“Do I know you?” Keldeo asked. “I’ve only ever met a few Pikachu before…”

“No – I’m… oh, this is just great.”

Keldeo frowned at him, confused, and then looked over at Ash. “Is he alright?”

“It is Aura Purge,” Lucario commented. “It’s fine.”

Keldeo looked closer. “It’s strange… like he’s asleep, but-”

The Colt Pokémon abruptly fell over.

Pikachu jumped out of the way, narrowly avoiding being landed on, and then noticed Keldeo’s hoof had come into contact with one of Pidgeot’s feathers.

“What happened to Keldeo?” Cobalion said, cantering over.

“Stop!” Lucario said, raising a palm. “Or this is going to get very complicated very quickly. He touched one of the Pokémon in Aura Purge, and got pulled in.”

“Is that… bad?” Jessie asked. “Will it be a problem? Is Cubone okay?”

“I believe it will be fine,” Lucario said. “There have been late additions to Aura Purge before.”


-Aeroblast lashed out, a blaze of red surrounded by a curtain of intense wind… and did absolutely nothing at all.

The attack, delivered with all the fury and power one might expect from a Pokémon personally tutored by a legendary Pokémon, hit and passed through the black shadow that was her target.

It barely even rippled.

Pidgeot ended the Aeroblast, and gaped. “What? How did that-”

“Look out!”

A blue bone cracked out, leaving a sonic boom behind it, and struck Pidgeot on the breast. She staggered back a step, wincing, and the follow-up blow was a rock the size of her head which knocked her head-over-tail to land on her back.

“Pidgeot!” Ash cried. He stepped forwards, to protect her as best he could.

Heracross joined him, hands working to form an Aura Sphere.

The black shadow seemed to distort, blowing around like smoke, and then whatever it was hiding advanced – slowly and implacably.

When it was about ten feet away, it stopped – then blurred forwards, a bone club emerging from the shadowy darkness.

One blow smashed Ash aside, his staff dropping from nerveless fingers. The second hit Heracross, making him tumble over onto his back several feet away.

And a gigantic, earth-shaking blow went straight into the back of Pidgeot’s neck.

Ash pushed himself up, and watched with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach as his beautiful, graceful Flying-type tumbled through the air… and out of sight.


Everyone blinked as Ash’s staff started to glow.

“That’s unusual,” Brock said. “I thought he was only in an inner world. Shouldn’t he not be affecting the outside?”

“That’s how it’s supposed to work,” Misty agreed.

“Is the staff some kind of aura conduit?” Cobalion asked, and got nods in return. “Strange it would glow without prompting.”

Gary looked closer. “That’s not the only thing that’s glowing. Look at his bag!”

Light was streaming out of the opening, a curious mix of iridescent gold and clear silver. The silvery light component alternately vanished and outshone the other, flickering back and forth between the two.

As they watched, the light sources merged into one strong opalescent fire. They pulsed in rhythm with the glowing staff, like a heartbeat.


A flash of blue caught Ash’s eye.

He turned to see his staff pulsing on the floor, just as it had in Greenfield, and then there was an answering orange flash that lit up the base of the overcast clouds.

Pidgeot came back over the lip of the hill.

She was… very different.

Her red-yellow crest had gained a long and vibrant streamer, which lashed in the wind, and a small feathered plume which stuck out over one eye. Her wings were clearly larger, with blue accents on the outermost primary flight feathers, and a similar blue band striped her tail feathers’ tips.

She was also much bigger.

“Another mega evolution? How-” Ash asked, then shook his head grinned. “All right, Pidgeot!”

Pidgeot’s wings hammered, and she gathered speed before flying off into the distance. A bonemerang curved after her, and she rolled flawlessly away from it – Ash caught the little flash of green which meant she’d just used Detect.

From her distant form, a blade of wind curved in from an Air Slash. It spun unerringly through the air and made contact with the dark, shadowy form of their foe.

And there was a plume of shadow, as though whatever the darkness was formed of was being blown in a high wind. For a moment, Ash saw through it – seeing a Marowak, with brown and black tarnish on her bone armour and eyes which were pits of blackness – and then the attack ended, and the darkness returned.

“Pidgeot!” Ash called, up into the sky. “I think you’re able to hurt it! Stay safe up there, okay?”

Pidgeot dipped her wings in answer, and accelerated. There was a boom as she hit the sound barrier, and kept accelerating – until she was circling the whole battle at a truly astonishing speed.


Keldeo looked around.

“What-” he said, blinking. “I… what just happened?”

He saw a dark, windswept landscape, with a field of grass under a stormy sky.

The occasional explosion could be heard in the distance.

“Hello?” he called. “Is anyone there?”

A whimpering answered him.

“Who’s that?” He turned his head, listening carefully. “Aha!”

Another whimper, which turned into a squeak as he trotted over to a patch of grass.

“Hey, come on now,” he said. “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m training to be a Sword of Justice!”

“…what’s a Sword of Justice?” asked the voice.

“Swords of Justice are heroes,” Keldeo said firmly. “They travel around, saving Pokémon wherever they go! They’re amazing!”

As he explained, the owner of the voice emerged from her tuft of grass. It was a young Cubone, looking worriedly up at him.

“I’m scared,” she said.

“Who are you scared of?” Keldeo asked.

“Me,” Cubone told him. She pointed into the distance – and Cubone noticed that there was clearly some kind of battle going on over there.

Keldeo blinked. “You’re scared… of yourself?”

“The other me,” Cubone clarified. “She’s scary, and I don’t know what to do…”

“What’s this other me you mean?” Keldeo asked.

“She’s kind of… the scary bit,” Cubone tried to explain. “She’s powerful, and… and she frightens me.”

“That’s okay,” Keldeo said. “The Swords of Justice are supposed to help people!”

As he said that, he thought about it. Really thought about it, in full detail.

Was that what he wanted to do? Well… yes.

But he didn’t always think that way. He wanted to be a Sword of Justice… because Cobalion, Virizion and Terrakion were. Because they were strong, and powerful, and amazing.

But… they didn’t think of themselves as powerful, or amazing. They tirelessly helped Pokémon – and humans – wherever they went.

When they trained, it wasn’t to show off – it was to get better at helping people. At saving people.

At helping the helpless.

Keldeo came to a decision, and knelt down. “Climb on,” he said. “Can you show me where this other self is?”

Cubone looked torn.

“Don’t worry – I’ll protect you. I promise,” Keldeo said firmly, and after a moments’ thought Cubone climbed up onto his back.

As soon as she was on firmly, Keldeo came back to his feet and began trotting forwards.

Suddenly, there was a flash of… images, with sound but without any kind of additional context.

Keldeo saw himself, badly injured and with a broken horn, and hands reaching past his viewpoint to help steady… him?

It was only for a moment, but he wondered what it meant.


A bone whirled out at Pidgeot.

At her speed – faster than she’d ever gone before, faster than she thought just about any Pokémon had ever gone before – she was faced with the unpleasant reality that she almost couldn’t dodge.

Simply to remain within a mile or so of Ash and the others, she was turning in hard continually – orbiting at mach three – and had relatively little manoeuvre leeway.

She rolled as the bone came in, batting it away with her wings, and her path kinked out a little – increasing her distance from Ash, and putting her dangerously close to the limit of the mindscape.

This was going to be tricky.

Pidgeot curved back in slightly, returning to her supersonic circling, and with care spun off a layer of air.

It dropped behind her, and she continued to build it up gradually – making it encircle the whole of the rolling, bone-encrusted hills. Then, when the loop closed, she started to make it contract and intensify.

Another bone came in, and Pidgeot accepted the hit – she couldn’t afford to dodge.


Ash ducked as a bone cracked by overhead, and fired an Aura Sphere back.

It passed through the dark, ghostly Marowak with barely a ripple, and he winced. “Noctowl!”

“Tally-ho!” Noctowl said. “Foresight!”

His eyes flashed red, beams emanating from them and playing over the enemy Pokémon.

There was a long pause.

“What’s-” Ash blocked another incoming bonemerang. “Whoa!”

“I… dashed if I can do it,” Noctowl said, sounding puzzled. “I’m certainly using Foresight, but the bally thing doesn’t want to be identified!”

The Marowak turned to him. “Smack down,” it said, in a voice like crunching gravel.

A rock hit Noctowl square in the face, and he slumped to the floor.

“Noctowl?” Ash asked. “Are you okay?”

Noctowl muttered something about Queensbury rules, and stopped moving.

“Is he…” Heracross asked, worried.

“No, you can’t be permanently hurt in Aura Purge,” Ash said. “Worst that can happen is being knocked out – and I think that means you end up back in your own mind until the purge ends.”


Noctowl blinked, stirring. “Well, that bally well hit me for six, didn’t it…”

He stood up, and looked around.

It was some kind of forest, by night, with the quiet buzzing of insects. Strange…

He turned, and stopped.

“What the deuce is Big Ben doing here?”


Kingler swung his claw at yet another skeleton, smashing it to pieces, and fired a Crabhammer underwater to blow several more apart.

He was starting to tire, and he knew it.

But – he was keeping Ash and his friends safe. So he kept fighting.

Then a light impact on his shell drew his attention.

It was… a raindrop.

Where was that coming from?


“So… where are we?” Keldeo asked, as he trotted towards the sound of the battle.

“I… I think it’s my mind,” Cubone said, holding on tightly to the back of his mane. “I don’t really understand it…”

“Oh, right!” Keldeo nodded, now understanding what he must have done when he approached the group of Pokémon. “Must be some kind of aura technique. I-”

Another flash of images. Again, it was him – this time, eating from some kind of Darmuakka lunchbox.

The image disappeared in a moment.

“Are you okay?” Cubone asked.

“I’m fine,” Keldeo informed her, shaking his head to try and clear it a bit. “I just saw -never mind.”

He looked up. “Hey, it’s raining. I – whoa!”

Cubone looked up, and they both gaped as a huge tornado formed out of nowhere. It drew in the blackening clouds overhead, shaking rain from them in showers which became a rainstorm, and the funnel cloud snaked down to hit something a half-mile or so ahead.

“Come on!” Keldeo said, breaking into a canter. “We should get up there!”

“Okay,” Cubone replied, a little nervously. “If you think that’s best…”

“Yeah!” Keldeo looked back at her, smiling, and trying to sound reassuring. “But if you want to get off, just say.”

Cubone thought for a bit, then clung on tighter. “I trust you,” she said.


Ash covered his face against the howling tornado winds tearing into the ground in front of him. “Wow, Pidgeot!” he called into the storm. “This is amazing!”

Chunks of ground were being torn up by the wind, drawn inwards, and kept smashing against the shadowy Marowak – and clearly hitting, doing damage as nothing else had.

Ash decided to try an experiment, and formed an Aura Sphere. He spun it up as fast as possible, until he could barely hold it, and fired.

This time, squinting through the funnel cloud, he saw it hit. It didn’t do much damage, but it clearly made contact.

“Yes!” he said, then barely ducked a high-speed rock thrown directly at his face.

Heracross charged forwards into the wind, keeping his footing with difficulty, and got smashed away by a bone-blow from the Marowak. Another bone then came out, curving and looping towards Bayleef (standing panting in a sea of petals) – and was intercepted, with a blurring crack.

Marowak turned, eyes flashing in the gloom and visible even through the tornado wall. “You dare?”

“I do,” replied a voice.

Ash glanced back to look – and saw Cubone.

She stood with a bone in each hand, and carried herself with an easy confidence.

“They’re here to help,” Cubone went on. “So let them.”

“No!” Marowak insisted. “They are responsible!”

“And they got permission to help,” Cubone replied. She stepped forwards, past Ash and into the cloud. “If you want to fight them, fight me first.”

Marowak accepted, driving a blurringly fast two-handed strike with her club, and Cubone scissored her two lighter implements to block.


AN:

This is why I had the Swords of Justice turning up in all those little bits.

Recommended music is, of course, some version or other of Emiya. Or possibly This Illusion.

Incidentally, No Guard (attacks hit, no questions asked) kind of makes sense with most Pokémon who have it. But Mega Pidgeot? They’re capable of about mach three… this is as close as I can get, really.
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This is the third of four chapters today.


Keldeo ducked, as a rock soared towards him. “Whoa! What the heck was that?”

“It’s a Pokémon skeleton!” Cubone told him. “It’s a Machamp!”

He blinked at the four-armed Pokémon skeleton, now visible striding towards him. “Oh. Hold on!”

Keldeo braced himself, and crouched. Then he used Hydro Pump.

Cubone squeaked in surprise, and clung onto his mane as they went rocketing into the air.

The Colt Pokémon wasn’t great at flying. His legs waved wildly as he tried to control his path, resulting in the two of them pitching back and forth and wobbling as they crossed the sky – though they certainly cleared the Machamp skeleton, which seemed to be as nonplussed as a reanimated Pokémon skeleton could be.

As they flew, Keldeo saw another momentary flash of – something else.

It was – him, his horn broken as before, seen from nearby and almost from the side. He and the viewpoint were watching as a young human climbed into a train cart.

“I’ll distract the Cryogonal,” the human boy said. “Save the Swords of Justice, Keldeo!”

Keldeo blinked, as the image faded. “That’s what’s important…” he said to himself.

“What?” Cubone asked, voice raised to be heard over the ongoing cacophany of the battle some way off. “Can we land now?”

Keldeo nodded. “Sorry – sure!”

He spotted a pool of water, and aimed for that as he powered down his water jets.

Their landing nearly led to their being hit by the claws of a large Kingler.

“Wait!” Keldeo said, as he landed in a plume of side-splash. “I’m not a skeleton thing!”

“Oh.” The Kingler’s claws drove into the water instead of hitting Keldeo. “Sorry.”

Keldeo nodded. “Where do we go now, Cubone?”

“Up that hill,” Cubone said, pointing. “There’s a lot of them in the way, though!”

Kingler clicked his claws. “I can help a bit – I’ve been trying to draw them in.”

“No,” Keldeo said, shaking his head. “I think I can do this.”

He smiled. “The important thing – the most important thing – is to help others. To help those who need it. And I think that’s what I’ve been missing all this time. Being a Sword of Justice isn’t about being an awesome fighter – it’s about saving people, and helping people. Cobalion, Virizion, Terrakion… I’m sorry it took me so long to realize what you were trying to tell me.”

The Water-type took a breath. “And that’s what I’m going to do now. Take a rest, Kingler, you look like you need it. I can do this.”

Aura crackled around his form.

Cubone blinked. “What are you-”

Keldeo concentrated, hardly daring to hope. If this was…

Slowly but inexorably, a blue energy formed around his horn, extending upwards into a long azure blade about two feet long.

“Sacred Sword,” Keldeo said, with an air of triumph to his voice.

Then he charged up the hill, Sacred Sword leading the way.


The swirling tornado broke up and dissipated, as the energy Pidgeot had poured into it finally ran out.

As it did, the dark energy began to gather around Marowak again. Cubone jumped back, skidding to a halt next to Ash, and gave him a glance.

“Can Pidgeot do that again?”

Ash shook his head. “I don’t know – sorry. What was that? Why does it matter?”

“I.. actually don’t know,” Cubone admitted. She nodded towards Marowak. “She’s normally invulnerable, but for some reason not only can your Pidgeot hurt her but she’s breaking the invulnerability when her attacks hit.”

Cubone blocked an incoming Bonemerang, and then parried another. “I think that’s our best chance.”

“Got it.” Ash nodded. “Pidgeot!”

Pidgeot slowed considerably, ending the continuous thunder of sonic booms which had been resounding – albeit muted – across the mindscape this whole time.

Now she was moving at a lower speed, she could afford to dodge, and she rolled gracefully away from several attacks as she swooped down to land next to Ash.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Pidgeot, can you manage another attack like that? Cubone says it’s our best chance,” Ash elaborated.

“I can do one better,” Pidgeot said. “Ash – you know Protect, right?”

Ash nodded.

“Good. I’m going to need some defence, but I can manage another Aeroblast. Any preference for where from?”

Cubone thought, blocking more incoming attacks with a casual ease. “Straight overhead, if you can swing it.”

Pidgeot cooed. “I certainly can.”

Ash climbed onto her back, avoiding the long red plume which continued out past her tail, and twined his fingers into her feathers for grip. “Okay, I’m on. Let’s go!”

Pidgeot nodded firmly, turned, and took off in a storm of wingbeats.

Almost immediately, Ash had to block an incoming rock. It bounced off a Protect shield, and the next one went barely astern of Pidgeot, and then she was climbing through the cloud layer and out of sight of the ground.

Ash closed his eyes to see if he could get anything from aura sight, and winced. Still the chaotic mess.

“Can you tell where Marowak is?” he called.

Pidgeot’s reply was to waggle her wings slightly. “Yes!”

A bone came flying up at them, unerringly aimed despite the obscuring cloud layer, and Ash barely blocked it in time. “Let’s do this quick!”

“Agreed!” Pidgeot then began to inhale, air streaming towards her mouth as she prepared an Aeroblast.


The moment the red beam of light broke the clouds, Cubone lunged forwards.

Her Bone Rush struck almost simultaneously with the Aeroblast – Marowak raised her club to ward off the Flying-type attack, and kicked the Bone Rush attack away with one foot.

Cubone’s teeth bared under the skull. She formed another bone to replace the one which had been kicked away, and scissored in two attacks at once. Marowak was forced to block with her thick club, but managed to drive one of Cubone’s attacks into the other and avoid being hit.

“Just listen for once!” Cubone called into the maelstrom. “Of course you miss our parents! So do I! But that’s not the only important thing in the world!”

“GO AWAY!” Marowak shouted, voice like a rockslide. “LEAVE ME TO MY GRIEF!”

Cubone pushed, trying to force Marowak back into the red beam of the attack itself. She was vulnerable, but not actually-

“Sacred Sword!”

A blade which shimmered like tropical seawater knifed through Marowak, and then there was a soundless explosion of light.


The young Cubone sat in a featureless white plane. “Where… am I?”

“I don’t know,” said an older voice.

She looked up and saw… herself, but older and surer of carriage, and with a lithe grace that spoke of constant training.

Herself held out a hand, and after a moment she took it.

“What happened?” the younger Cubone asked, after a moment.

“I don’t know that either,” the older one said. “I… think this happened after something defeated Marowak?”

“Is that the scary one of… us?” the younger one said. “I… I was scared of her. I don’t want to be scared.”

The older Cubone nodded. “I don’t get scared, but… perhaps I need to be a bit-”

A sob interrupted them both. They turned, the older one forming two bones from thin air.

Marowak sat, cross-legged, a few yards behind them. Her head was in her hands, and she was crying.

The older Cubone frowned. “You…”

She blinked. “Wait, what are you-”

The younger one tapped Marowak on the shoulder. “Uh, excuse me?”

“What?” Marowak asked, bitterly. “Do you want to gloat?”

“No!” Cubone said, shaking her head firmly. “I just don’t want to forget my family. If we’re all part of the same… me… then we’re all important.”

Marowak blinked. “But…”

The older Cubone hesitated, and then dropped her bones – which dissolved into blue light – and walked forwards. “I think she’s right,” she said. “For the last couple of years we’ve been… consumed by pain and loss. But we can be less so without forgetting.”

Marowak rubbed at her eyes, and stood. “Really?”

“Yes!” the young one said.

“I agree.”

Then there was another bright flash of light.


The moment Keldeo’s attack hit home, the Cubone on his back vanished. So did the Cubone and the Marowak duelling in the centre of the blazing storm of light.

The clouds overhead vanished, and a moment later so did the Aeroblast. A huge Flying-type, like a Pidgeot but much larger, spiralled down to land a few dozen feet away from the surprised Colt Pokémon.

“What just happened?” he asked, looking over at the human swinging off the back of the unusual Pidgeot. As the boy dismounted, the Pidgeot flashed orange and reverted to a normal appearance.

“What the-?” was his first reply, the boy sounding utterly astonished. “Keldeo? What are you doing here?”

“Should I know you?” Keldeo asked. He glanced upwards, and realized Sacred Sword was still active – with a moment of thought, he sheathed it.

“I… I guess maybe not,” the boy said, approaching. “But… how did you get here?”

“I think I got too close to an Aura technique or something,” Keldeo said. “I – wait, I do recognize you. You’re the human who was lying on the ground next to that Lucario and Pikachu and the other Pokémon.”

“I’m Ash, by the way,” Ash said. “And… how come you’re in Johto, then?”

He shook his head. “Anyway. That doesn’t matter, I guess… oh, hey! My Aura Sight is working again!”

Ash then turned to Keldeo, and blinked. “That means… okay, Keldeo, this is going to sound a bit strange. I met you in the future.”

Keldeo didn’t know quite how to take that.

“And… well, I helped you. Your horn got broken fighting Kyurem, and my friends and I-”

“I think I saw that,” Keldeo interrupted. “I saw… myself, from the outside, with my horn broken. And someone distracted some Cryogonal?”

“That’s Iris or Cilan,” Ash agreed. “We helped to free the other Swords of Justice, and then you fought Kyurem – you didn’t win, but you gave him a good fight. Anyway, there was time travel, and… I think I can restore your memories of what happened.”

“It’s a good deal,” Pidgeot smiled. “It’s like experiencing both lives.”

“Well…” Keldeo frowned for a moment, then nodded. “Sure!”

After all, if they’d helped the Swords of Justice, and for that matter helped this Cubone, then they couldn’t be bad at all.

Ash reached out, and Keldeo held out a hoof to touch his hand-

and blinked. “Okay, whoa!”

Two lives. One where he’d stayed in Unova, learning from the other Swords, and then challenged Kyurem recklessly – and nearly ruined everything. And where helpful humans and helpful Pokémon had made sure the Swords of Justice were freed and that he was alright, because it was the right thing to do. And he’d realized that the Swords of Justice had never thought less of him for not being able to fight alongside them, and learned Secret Sword with that realization.

And one where the four of them had journeyed across half the world, seeking a Pokémon who was the youngest of all Legendaries and yet had inner peace to match only a very few. Where he had realized what it meant to be a Sword of Justice. And learned Sacred Sword.

“…that feels very strange,” he said, after a moment. “Thanks, Ash. For… well, for both times you’ve helped me, I guess.”

Ash grinned. “I’m glad to have helped, Keldeo!”

The ground shook.

“What’s that?” Bayleef asked, walking over a little unsteadily. “Does that mean more trouble?”

As they watched, the ground shook and changed. It turned from a series of rolling hills into a shallow valley, with the occasional stone marker around it. The fossils and skeletons crumbled to dust, which flowed together around the markers and vanished underground.

The centrepiece of the valley was a large obelisk, formed of black stone, with golden letters written on it.

They shall not grow old, but remain forever young

In the memories of those who loved them.

A moment later, the whole inner-world collapsed completely, as Aura Purge ran its course and ended.


“Ow,” Ash said, sitting up. “That was… different.”

Pikachu jumped over, and Ash caught him with a quick grin. “Yeah, missed you too…”

He looked around for Noctowl, and smiled with relief. “Good to see everyone’s alright.”

“Rather,” Noctowl said, shaking his head. “That was most dreadfully confusing, I’d say.”

Pidgeot stood, inspecting her feathers. “Well, it wore off… Misty? Did I change out here too?”

“What?” Misty asked. “Change? No.”

“Oh, yeah…” Ash frowned. Then did a double take. “Gary? When did you get here? And – are those Cobalion, Virizion and… what the heck?”

“They arrived shortly after you went into Cubone’s mindscape,” Misty told him. “Gary’s Alakazam has Teleport now. He had these Pokémon with him for some reason.”

“They said they wanted to speak to Mewtwo,” Gary said, and shrugged. “Fine by me.”

“…right,” Ash said, visibly deciding to deal with that later. “Oh, I’ve never seen that Pokémon before.”

Furfrou posed. “I am a Furfrou. One of the best kinds of Pokémon.”

Umbreon rolled her eyes. “From what I’ve seen so far, yes, she is always like this.”

Ash snapped his fingers. “Oh, that reminds me… Gary? You know that mega-evolution thing? It happened again, in the mindscape. Pidgeot turned into… Mega Pidgeot, I guess?”

Gary nodded. “That might explain it. Your staff was certainly lit up again, but it wasn’t the only thing… what’s in your bag?”

“My bag?” Ash touched it. “Uh… almost everything. It’s got an Aura trick on it which means it’s bigger on the inside.”

Gary frowned. “Okay, that makes it more difficult.”

He turned to Alakazam. “Tower of Mastery, please. I’ve got a plan.”

A blur, and they vanished.

“…okay…” Ash said, slowly. “I’m sure we’ll find out what that was about at some point.”


“Cubone?” Jessie asked, anxious. “How are you?”

“I am… better,” Cubone said, after several seconds of thought. “I feel at peace.”

She held out a hand, and concentrated. A bone formed, though slower than before. “Hmmm.”

“Is dat gonna be a problem?” Meowth asked. “Dat ain’t as fast as normal…”

“No, it shouldn’t be a problem. I’m slower, but…” Cubone shrugged. “Before, it was all instinct. Automatic. Now, though, I suspect I will have to work for my skill.”


“Keldeo?” Virizion asked, looking worried. “Are you alright?”

Keldeo nodded. “I’m fine, Virizion. Better than fine.”

“How so?” Cobalion asked.

Keldeo looked between the three Pokémon who had trained and raised him for the last few years. “I… I learned something, in there. From the Cubone whose mind it was, and from Ash – the trainer.”

“Okay, spill the beans!” Terrakion told him. “What’s this something you learned?”

“Two important lessons,” Keldeo elaborated. “Firstly – that the important thing in being a Sword of Justice is to be just – to fight for those who cannot fight themselves.”

“Well done, Keldeo!” Virizion congratulated. “That’s an important lesson.”

“Yeah, I guessed,” Keldeo agreed. He took a breath, and concentrated.

“Wait, is that-” Terrakion gaped.

The azure blade formed, slowly but surely, atop Keldeo’s horn.

“Sacred Sword!” Cobalion pronounced. “Very well done, Keldeo. You have done us proud indeed, to learn that move so young.”

“Thanks,” Keldeo said, smiling, and then dismissed it. “But from Ash, I learned something just as important.”

He looked each of the Swords in the eye, one by one. “I learned that – none of you mind that I wasn’t ready. You trained me because that’s what I wanted, not because you thought I had to be strong to be worth anything.”

“If you ever got that impression-” Virizion began.

Keldeo shook his head. “I did, but that was me being foolish. I know now I was wrong – what matters is me, and what I do with myself.”

He grinned. “And that means – this.”

Keldeo closed his eyes.

There was a flash of blue light.

“What the-” Cobalion said, shocked, as the light died. “Your form changed?”

Keldeo smirked. His horn was longer, and… different, with three coloured feathers next to it in his mane. “That’s right! It’s Resolute Form.”

Rather confusingly, Keldeo was if anything more comfortable fighting in this form than in his normal one – having spent several months training with the other Swords of Justice in his Resolute Form back in the other timeline.

“Does that mean you know Secret Sword?” Virizion asked. “None of us ever managed to learn it, but we heard you-”

Keldeo put action to words, forming a gigantic orange-brown blade of energy from his horn. “I do.”

“…well,” Terrakion managed, after a moment. “You certainly learned a lot in a hurry, lad!”

He turned to Cobalion. “Come on, Cobalion! Congratulate him!”

“…just like your father,” Cobalion whispered.

Keldeo blinked. “What?”

Cobalion shook his head, seeming to recover somewhat. “Sorry, Keldeo. I was startled.”

“What do you mean, like my father?” Keldeo pressed.

“You remember how you came to live with us?” Virizion asked. “We adopted you as an apprentice, after your parents died.”

“Yeah… Keldeo nodded, wincing. “I remember.”

“I saw your father at the last,” Cobalion informed him. “I’d almost thought I was imagining it, but – for just a moment – he changed.”

“All of us heard him using Secret Sword,” Terrakion said, shrugging. “It echoed off the mountains! But only Cobalion saw, I think.”

Virizion concurred. “Terrakion and I were too busy getting you to safety, Keldeo.”

“So… that’s why you knew I could learn Secret Sword,” Keldeo said slowly. He sniffed, and a tear dropped from his eye to splash on the floor. “Sorry, guys, I-”

“It’s okay to cry, Keldeo,” Virizion assured him.

And, for the next few minutes, Keldeo did.


“Got it!” Gary announced, as he appeared again with Alakazam. “I managed to convince the guy in Kalos that we wouldn’t be keeping it. Hey, Lucario! Catch!”

Lucario, somewhat bemused, caught the armband Gary threw him and inspected it – specifically, the glowing sphere embedded into it.

“This is genuine Lucarionite,” Gary informed everyone. “It’s a mega stone. Now, Ashy-boy has some kind of key stone deal going on, but I don’t know what it is. The best thing to do is find out by experiment.”

Ash blinked. “What does that mean?”

Gary looked around, and his eyes lit on an open patch of ground. “Empty your bag out over there, and we’ll see what glows when you and Lucario use that Lucarionite.”

“This seems unscientific,” Brock observed.

Gary shrugged. “Hey, I’m only a student. Scientific rigour is next on the syllabus.”


“Ha!”

Cobalion jumped back, Keldeo’s blade just about scoring along his flank. “Impressive, Keldeo!”

Keldeo panted, wobbling a little on unsteady legs. He may have had several months’ experience with Secret Sword, and several years of general training, but his body was still the same as it had been that morning – still young – and had less stamina than he could have hoped.

“Time!” Virizion called. “Keldeo scored two hits, Cobalion three. Close match, you two!”

“I’d hoped I’d do better,” Keldeo admitted. He then shrugged. “But – I’m glad I’m able to score on you at all, Cobalion!”

“You’ve come a long way, Keldeo,” Cobalion agreed.

He looked significantly at Terrakion and Virizion. “What say you?”

“Aye,” Virizion said at once, just ahead of Terrakion’s equally sure “Aye!”

“Then it is unanimous,” Cobalion stated. “Keldeo – welcome to our company. Your blade with ours, our strength with yours.”

Keldeo blinked, realizing what they meant. “Really?”

“You’ve earned it,” Terrakion nodded. “Hell, you’ve earned it twice over!”

“Shall we?” Virizion invited, igniting her blade. “Greater than one is two.”

“Greater than two is three,” Terrakion continued.

Keldeo stepped up, placing his own Sacred Sword together with the others. “Greater than three is four!”

“When the strength of friends is combined into one,” Cobalion said, his silver-blue Sword completing the set. He paused, and then all four spoke together.

“Then true power and courage are created!”

For a long moment, they held their horns in place. Then, one by one, they sheathed their Swords and returned them to an inert state.

“I…” Keldeo blinked away dampness from his eyes. “Thank you, all of you.”

“Like I said, you earned it!” Terrakion punched his shoulder – lightly, so Keldeo didn’t go skidding across the grass.

“Indeed you did, Keldeo,” Cobalion said.

An orange light drew their attention. “What-”


“Okay, here goes,” Ash said, standing in the middle of piles and piles of his stuff.

It was going to take hours to get all this back into the bag…

Since they were fairly sure the staff was part of it, he had it in his hands. The question was what else would react.

“I am ready,” Lucario announced, touching the armband now on his right arm. “What do we need to do?”

Gary frowned, parsing the translation from Dee in his ear. “Well, from what Gurrkin told me… think about what Ash means to you. How important he is to you. And Ash – same thing on your end.”

“Gotcha.” Ash closed his eyes, concentrating.

That time in Sinnoh, so long ago, when he had helped save a young Riolu from Hunter J.

Then, that shining moment a little over a year ago when he had been chosen for the honour of raising a Riolu – and it had been the same one.

Riolu standing before him, protecting him against Sir Aaron’s Lucario – quietly willing to defend his trainer and friend, even against so superior an enemy.

Fighting Hunter J, when she came to Kanto.

Their gym battles together. Cerulean, Vermillion, Fuchsia… the Pokémon League, the first time Ash had ever won one, and with not a little help from the young Fighting-type.

Training together – in a more literal interpretation than usual.

The Orange Islands. Riolu evolving to Lucario, after making the decision to take a hit meant for Ash, and Lucario’s first battles in his evolved form – including the one which had closed out their Orange League challenge.

These last months travelling through Johto.

That heart-wrenching moment when Entei had defeated Lucario, and Ash had worried and wondered.

They’d had fun together, fought together… they were friends.

Ash’s eyes snapped open.

“Whoa,” he said, on seeing Lucario.

Or, to be more precise, Mega Lucario. Shaggier fur, more spikes on wrists, feet and shoulders, black markings on the blue fur… crimson paws instead of black, and much larger aura-sensing appendages on the back of his neck.

Lucario opened his own eyes, and Ash knew – beyond a shadow of a doubt – that he had been thinking of the very same moments.

“Well,” he said, inspecting the changes that had swept over him. “This is unusual.”

“Aha!”

They turned to Gary, who was holding something up in triumph.

“Look!” the itinerant trainer said, holding up two luminous feathers. “They’re glowing as well – they must be what I saw in your bag. What are they?”

Ash peered closer. “Those are… wait, those are the silver wing and rainbow wing. They’re feathers from Lugia and Ho-Oh.”

“Strange,” Lucario agreed. “Perhaps it’s because they’re powerful Legendaries who have a bond with you, Ash.”

“Maybe,” Ash agreed. “So, are they my… key stone, is it?”

“Apparently.” Gary shrugged. “Maybe I’ll ask Gurrkin what it takes to make a Key Stone, see if we can make it a bit less unwieldy. Anyway, there we have it.”

He frowned. “Seems a bit of a waste to just undo the mega-evolution now, though.”

“Hmmm…” Furfrou walked around the trainer-Pokémon pair, inspecting them. “I volunteer for a demonstration.”

“Really?” Ash asked.

“What did she say?” Gary pressed a finger into his ear. “Oh, right. Thanks Dee… you volunteer? Really?”

“Why is this so surprising?” she asked. “I’d like to see how he fights.”

“No comment,” Gary said sensibly. “Okay, if you want to.”

“I most certainly do.” Furfrou paced around until she was on the other side of Lucario to Ash, and turned to face her opponent. “On the count of three.”

Gary cleared his throat. “One, two, three!”

Lucario exploded forwards. His paws flashed blue with Aura, and he volleyed in a Force Palm at point-blank range directly into Furfrou’s side.

She unaccountably failed to be knocked flying.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, blinking. “Shouldn’t that have-”

Furfrou spun on one forepaw, and kicked out hard at Lucario – producing a loud clang, and sending him back a step.

“It’s the fur,” she said, shaking it out. “I know, it looks silly – but it’s so thick attacks get lost in it.”

She stepped back a pace, and then dove underground in a sudden shower of earth.

Lucario looked down, closing his eyes to see with Aura Sight. He easily identified the subterranean Pokémon, and jumped clear before skidding to a halt.

The ground crumbled away in a small area, and Furfrou’s paws could be seen working away in the hole. Then she stopped.

Curious, Lucario looked again with Aura Sight, and watched with some confusion as she went back down the tunnel again – several feet back, then stopping.

Lucario paced over to the hole. “What’s that in aid of?” he asked, looking down it.

“Surf!”

Lucario didn’t quite dodge the water jet in time.

“I didn’t know she could do that,” Gary admitted. “You can surf?”

Furfrou burst from the ground. “But, of course.”

“Shouldn’t you be a bit dirty?” Lucario asked, shaking his head to get some of the water off. “You were underground…”

“Please! Mud?” Furfrou shrugged. “That is so barbaric.”

“…that doesn’t actually answer how you did it.” Lucario shrugged, then burst into motion again. He went so fast that the spectators lost track of him for a moment, and when he slowed enough to be seen again he was winding up for a blow with a Bone Rush staff.

Furfrou gave him an unimpressed look, and once again the blow slammed home without actually affecting her to any significant degree.

“Lucario!” Ash called. “Try using Aura Sphere or something! Stick to ranged attacks!”

“Got it!” Lucario turned to open the distance, and Furfrou sprang forwards – sinking her teeth into his ankle for a moment, until he kicked out and she released him again.

“That looked painful,” Ash said.

“More startling than anything,” Lucario told him, skidding to a halt some way further from Furfrou. “It’s a good thing she doesn’t seem to have Fire Fang, though, that could have been pretty bad.”

He shook his head. “Right, we’ve seen mêlée… let’s see what happens to my aura throughput.”

Putting his crimson paws together, he began to form a shimmering Aura Sphere between them. It swelled with startling speed, until it was almost three feet across and a flickering violet-blue.

Then Lucario fired.

Furfrou dove back underground as the Sphere came thundering in.

Fortunately for her, she went deep.

The Sphere hit the ground, spun in for about half its length, and then destabilized and exploded. The considerable momentum it had transferred itself to the explosion, which blew a teardrop-shaped crater in the ground with the tapering end facing directly away from Lucario.

It was at least fifteen feet across at the widest point, and over thirty long.

“Whoa!” several humans and Pokémon breathed, startled by the sheer scale of the result.

“That… last time I made a hole that big, it took nearly half a minute to charge,” Lucario said, remembering Pumello. “That was five seconds!”

“I guess that’s Mega Evolution,” Ash replied soberly. “Okay, just use really quick ones, I guess… can you do seeker spheres?”

Lucario jumped into the air as Furfrou burst from the ground, barely avoiding her Dig. He formed two small spheres, spending less than a second on charging them, and rammed them together to produce a cloud of seeker spheres.

Furfrou watched them come in, and didn’t dodge. Instead, she frowned momentarily and her fur poofed out to an almost comical thickness.

“What’s that?” Gary asked, as the explosions of the Aura Spheres hid her for a moment.

Once the barrage ended, and the clouds of lustrous black fur had subsided, Furfrou walked casually out of the smoke. “It is cotton guard, of course. Though a much more stylish version.”

Lucario tilted his head, considering.

He drew one leg back, resting his weight on the ball of the foot, and curled in the toes of the other for better grip. Then, once more, burst into motion.

Furfrou rolled her eyes as he wound up for another blow. “This again?”

Then she noticed his fist was crackling with electricity.

The Thunderpunch hit home on Furfrou’s side. Like the previous attacks, it didn’t hurt much at all… but, unlike the previous ones, it charged all her fur with static.

All her fur.

Her thick, layered coat of fur suddenly became a cloud of electrically repelling strands, coming out of their layering and instead offering relatively little protection.

Lucario capitalized on his advantage, taking fistfuls of the fur and using them as levers – to throw Furfrou into the air, and send her sailing off into the lake with a loud splash.

“Sorry!” he called after her. “Didn’t have much choice!”

Furfrou sputtered something unprintable as she emerged from underwater.


AN:

That’s Cubone sorted, and in a rather better equilibrium.

Keldeo has earned his sword. Twice over. (The concept of their having been other Keldeo is obvious – Keldeo had to come from somewhere – but can get interesting when explored.)

Furfrou are absolutely amazing tanks, but they do have something of a problem with doing damage – at least, to a Fighting/Steel. They should probably get the elemental Fang attacks…






66. Mewtwo Returns 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


“Sorry,” Gary said, helping Umbreon to towel Furfrou off. “But – well, you did volunteer.”

“That is right, I did,” Furfrou agreed, looking marginally less bedraggled as her fur dried. “But it does not mean I have to like the decision.”

She sneezed. “Ugh… well, it is time to remedy the situation. How long is it before I can be learning the elemental Fang attacks?”

Gary blinked. “Can you learn those?”

Umbreon chuckled. “Like that’s ever stopped any of Ash’s Pokémon.”

“Fair point,” Gary agreed. “Okay, I’ll see what we can do.”

He raised a hand. “Are you okay to keep this up for a bit, Umbreon?”

Umbreon nodded.

“Good.” Gary went over to Lucario – now untransformed – and retrieved the Lucarionite. “Okay, Alakazam!”

There was a blur, and he vanished.

“Well, you can take it,” Umbreon mused. “But you still have a little problem dishing it out. Perhaps you should learn Giga Impact, as well?”

“Worth a try,” Furfrou agreed. “Ugh. I demand a proper fur restyle as soon as possible…”

Are you done?

Furfrou looked up. “Who was that?”

“Who was what?” Umbreon asked, puzzled.

Miracle Eye. Sorry, I was asking if you were done.

“Oh, Mewtwo,” Umbreon said, now much clearer on what was meant. “I think we’re pretty close to being done.”

Good. Lunch is about ready, and fortunately we prepared enough for everyone.


It was a very nice lunch.


Over the bamboo shoots and dumplings, Mewtwo elected to broach a topic he had been wondering about.

Excuse me – Cobalion, is it?

“Yes?” Cobalion asked, swallowing. “What is it?”

I was wondering. While I am aware you travelled across half the world to speak to me – and to the clones under my care – I find myself at a loss as to why. I do not believe we ever got onto the topic.

“I see.” Cobalion glanced over at Keldeo, who was discussing something with Riolutwo, Pikachu and Lucario. “Well… our reasons for travelling were twofold. Firstly, there was to see whether you had any ongoing problems with which we could help – we have often saved Pokémon from humans, and vice versa, as well as Pokémon from one another. Since you are the youngest of the Legendaries, we thought you might still have outstanding issues.”

Not really, Mewtwo said with a shrug. Things have gone remarkably well, actually – humans do not notice us here, and even if they did I have some small fame. I am, to put it simply, known to humans… and not as an antagonist.

“One of the best defences a Legendary can have,” Cobalion agreed. “Very well, then. The second reason is the obverse – we sought to understand how you and yours had such impressive serenity, given your beginnings.”

Cobalion coughed. “Specifically, to see whether it could aid our young charge Keldeo in attaining his own inner peace.”

Which all seems rather unnecessary now, Mewtwo observed with a small smile.

He had, of course, recognized Keldeo’s sudden shift in confidence and ability and realized that that meant Keldeo had been ‘reminded’ - much like himself.

The genetically-engineered Pokémon then shrugged. But – well, ask away. Discuss what you will. If I or mine can help, we will be sure to offer.


“Man,” Ash said, sitting back with a sigh. “I couldn’t eat another bite.”

“I’m sure you could if you really tried,” Pikachu teased. “Mind you, I kind of feel that full too…”

“I think we all do,” Lucario muttered.

“Is everyone else finished?”

“Sure,” Pikachu said. He then blinked. “Wait, who said that?”

Ash glanced round, and did a double take.

“This really is very nice,” Entei said, chewing through one of the mostly-intact curries. “Who cooked it?”

“Eh?” Meowthtwo loped over, and gave Entei an interested look. “Glad you like it! That’s one of mine.”

“Marvellous. Now…” Entei turned, and faced Ash squarely. “My sister has given you your first chance at her… now, I do the same. Catch me if you can, Chosen.”

“Wait,” Ash said, raising a hand. “Sorry, but… can you give us a few minutes?”

Entei’s head tilted.

“We just finished lunch…” Ash explained, somewhat embarrassed. “We’re all a bit full, and no-one is in their Pokéballs… sorry.”

“…oh. I see.” Entei pursed his lips. “I must admit I did not consider that. Very well, take time to prepare as you require.”

“Thanks.” Ash nodded to him, then turned to his Pokémon. “Okay, who’s coming?”

He looked over at Totodile and Kingler. “A Water type would be ideal, but you two both seem pretty tired.”

“I could come!” Totodile said. “No problem!”

“Thanks, Totodile,” Ash said. “That’s one… Pikachu, you’re fresh, right?”

Pikachu nodded.

“Lucario… sorry, but you’re weak to fire. It might be a bad idea. Pidgeot, are you-?”

“You need someone fast,” Pidgeot chuckled. “I’m alright for a while.”

“Thanks,” Ash said. He looked over at Bayleef and Ivysaur, and winced.

They winced too. “Yeah, leave us out of it,” Ivysaur said. “Suicune was bad enough!”

“What’s going on?” Houndour asked. “That’s… Entei. Why is that Entei?”

“Oh, right. Uh… Suicune told me that the Legendary Beasts were going to give me the chance to catch them – though I’ve got to catch them, they’re not making it easy.” He shrugged. “That’s about it.”

“I… see.” Houndour blinked. “I should really be surprised, I should… but I’m within eyesight of no less than seven Legendary Pokémon, so…”

He shrugged. “Oh, whatever. Bring me along, I’ve got Flash Fire.”

“That’s right, isn’t it…” Ash nodded. “Most of Entei’s attacks are Fire type. Good idea.”

Trace activated. Copying Flash Fire.

Dexter materialized, with his regular highlights replaced by bright orange-red. Most convenient. Very well, who else is coming?

Quilava raised a paw. “I may not be completely immune to Fire attacks, but I’m fast…”

Ash winced. “I don’t think you have anything that can really hurt him, though.”

She thought for a moment, then nodded reluctantly. “I should really learn Rollout… but yes, you’re right.”

“Right.” Ash returned Totodile, picked up Houndour and Pikachu, and jumped aboard Pidgeot. “Let’s go!”

Entei looked around, then broke into a loping, bounding sprint. He reached the shore in seconds, and kept going – moving fast enough with his Extremespeed that he had no time to sink into the water.

Pidgeot spread her wings, took two steps forwards, and sprang into the air. She accelerated hard, Dexter floating alongside in a low air resistance configuration, and quickly started closing the gap.


Virizion jumped, and looked out into the lake in the direction of a loud explosion. “What was that!?”

That was Ash’s Pidgeot, Mewtwo informed the Swords of Justice. It appears that Entei has taken his turn to give Ash a race.

“Pardon?” Keldeo asked, frowning. “What do you mean?”

I was informed of this by Ho-Oh, a while ago, Mewtwo stated. Ash already carries the Pokéballs of a few Legendary Pokémon – as expression of trust and of approval in one – but the three Beasts of Johto offered him the chance to catch them. For good, and as official Pokémon, if he can but catch them.

“That’s… quite remarkable,” Cobalion said.

Indeed. Mewtwo smiled. He is a remarkable individual, after all.

“Wait,” Keldeo said, raising a hoof. “By official Pokémon, you mean… as much his as Pikachu is? Or his Pidgeot?”

Essentially, Mewtwo agreed. Of course, he’s precisely the kind of person to not abuse that trust… which is the point.

Keldeo absorbed that, looking contemplative.


Pidgeot flapped her wings, coming down low enough to produce a rippling wake on the water. “Okay, matching speeds in three, two-”

Entei jinked to the right, cutting across her path with a huge spray-fan of water going out from the point of his turn.

Pikachu reacted nearly instantly, flinging a Thunderbolt out to intersect Entei’s new path. It produced a bang which was barely audible in the rolling sonic boom of Pidgeot’s passage, and Entei flinched slightly before continuing on his new path.

Ash clung on as Pidgeot turned – at the speed they were going, it involved considerable force, and she heeled over so her wings were almost vertical for a moment before settling down to follow Entei again.

“Don’t press him too closely,” the trainer called, as Pidgeot began making up ground again – kissing the sound barrier once more. “You’re faster, but he’s more agile at these kinds of speeds – he can use the water to kick off to turn.”

Pidgeot nodded. “Got it.”

“Dexter?” Ash went on. “Can you manage some Tri Attacks at this speed?”

Yes. Dexter reformed to an attack configuration, and started to spin up.


Entei growled as the three beams of a Tri Attack hit the water just ahead of him. His momentum carried him forwards into the attack before he could dodge, and it scored across his fur.

A Thunderbolt came next, which he dodged (if barely) and a Shock Wave curved into his flank while he was recovering from that.

The conclusion was obvious – staying on the water was making it too hard to carry on. He was effectively unprotected on the open expanse, and had to keep moving to avoid sinking to boot.

Making his decision, Entei ran for the shore.


“Okay, I’m not sure if that makes it easier or harder,” Ash admitted. “Let’s go!”

Pidgeot nodded, and turned to her right – away from Entei’s new path. Her wings hammered the air, great air-control wings stretching out ten metres and more from them, and the sound barrier burst once more with a thunderous slam.

She completed a nearly three-hundred-and-sixty-degree turn, peaked at half a kilometre up, and stooped on the flashing orange-brown shape which was Entei flitting through the trees.

As she dove, air built in front of her beak.

“Aeroblast!”


“Whoa!” James said, as the line of red energy blasted a scar in the forests inside the crater rim.

“…this is why we never managed to capture Pikachu, isn’t it…” Jessie muttered.

“Eh, dis is better,” Meowth said. “Dey’re awful people to have as enemies, but they ain’t half bad friends.”

“Agreed,” Cubone nodded.


Entei skidded to a halt as the instant wall of rock blocked his path.

Aeroblast…

No mistaking it. The Pidgeot clearly used it well, too – trying to hit him would have been easy, but to use it to create a barricade was much more creative.

Entei fought down a smirk. Suicune was right.

He turned, and launched out a Fire Blast.


Pidgeot didn’t bother to dodge as the Fire attack roared forwards.

Got it! Dexter reported, speeding forwards and shifting to a planar format. His Traced ability absorbed the incoming fire, and Pidgeot went unmolested.

Dismissing her wings of air, the big Flying-type landed on the opposite side of the clearing.

“Impressive,” Entei conceded. “What now?”

Ash and Pikachu jumped off, and Pidgeot took to the sky again. She left with another teeth-rattling BANG, and started to build a Razor Wind overhead.

Dexter fired down a Hyper Beam from overhead.

Entei dodged it with a blurring movement, taking a Thunder from Pikachu in response, and leaped skywards with Extremespeed to attack Dexter.

Just as he got there, the Razor Wind arrived and knocked him off course. It got Dexter as well, Pidgeot being unable to aim precisely enough to prevent the Porygon being hit, and both Pokémon hit the ground hard.

Entei recovered first, launching another Fire Blast up at Pidgeot even as he rolled to his feet. She swerved, but the attack detonated close enough to singe her feathers and she wobbled slightly as she made another circuit to attack again.

The big Fire-type rounded on Pikachu, and Flamethrowered him.

“Not when I’m around!” Houndour barked, leaping over Pikachu and absorbing the attack in his own Flash-fire.

Entei let the attack end, and snorted. “A little small, aren’t you?”

Houndour nodded. He glanced back at Pikachu, who was already building another attack, and then loped forwards.

Halfway there, a Hydro Pump went overhead, and flashed into steam as Entei launched a Heat Wave right back down it. Then a second Thunder from Pikachu, which Entei dodged with a grace which belied his size, and after that Houndour reached him.

The young Dark-type grinned, and pounced on Entei’s tail as it whipped towards him – not deliberately, just from Entei’s constant need to dodge other attacks. Clinging on with both forepaws, he bit down hard.

As he’d hoped, that enraged Entei. The Fire-type abandoned his barrage of Fire attacks at Pikachu and Totodile to try and kick off this irritating little canine, and lashed out with his paw.

Houndour wasn’t there anymore.

He darted out from between Entei’s hind legs, kicking out at his back right knee as he did so, and the Legendary unceremoniously fell over.

“Foul Play,” Houndour announced.

Pikachu capitalized on the stationary target with another Thunder. Totodile, for his part, panted and then launched into another Hydro Pump.

At about the same time, Pidgeot’s next Razor Wind arrived.

“Did that-” Houndour began.

“Eruption!”

There was a very big bang.


Ash shook his head, trying to regain his hearing. “What just…”

Blinking away the flash-blindness, he tried to see into the roiling column of smoke where Entei had been.

“Houndour!” he called. “Are you okay?”

A black-and-white shape paced out of the smoke cloud, heading for him. “Here, Ash.”

“Good,” Ash breathed. “Dexter?”

Same as usual. My projection was smashed and my projector is buried.

The smoke suddenly whipped as if in a high wind. A torrent of fire lashed out and slammed into Pidgeot, who wobbled in the air and began to glide downwards.

Ash returned her. “I guess we didn’t get you, Entei?”

“Correct,” Entei’s voice rumbled through the plume of lava. “But a very close match, nevertheless. My sister was right about you, Ash Ketchum – I will certainly try my luck again.”

With that, the attack ended. As the smoke cleared, Entei was nowhere to be seen.


About twenty minutes later, Ash finally stepped back onto the island’s beach.

“Why did none of you send a Pokémon to get me?” he grumbled, good-naturedly.

“Oops,” Misty said, wincing. “Sorry, should have realized…”

“Nah, it’s fine.” Ash sat down, brushing at his clothes. Only a little ash came off – most of it had already been removed during the walk back over the lake – but it made him feel better. “Hey, Mewtwo?”

Yes? Mewtwo replied politely.

“Can we use the lake? If I’m tired, I can’t imagine how my Pokémon feel…”

By all means. I take it you know where it is.

“Yeah, thanks.” Ash stood again, and started trudging for Lake Clarity.


“Well…” Cobalion said, looking between the other Swords. “I believe we have what we came here for.”

He nodded to Keldeo. “Yourself, especially.”

Keldeo nodded, a little distracted. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Keldeo?” Virizion said. “You seem a little distracted.”

“I-” Keldeo stopped, and then nodded. “Yeah. Uh… Cobalion?”

The Steel-type turned to him. “What is it?”

“I… I kind of feel like I owe Ash a debt.” Keldeo swallowed. “I… I want to travel with him for a bit.”

Three pairs of eyes blinked.

“Not for ever!” Keldeo hastened to add. “Just… well, for about a year I guess? I like him, and I want to pay him back, and-”

“Keldeo!” Cobalion said sharply, cutting off the Colt Pokémon as he started to babble.

“Cobalion-” Virizion began, concerned, and stopped at a look from Cobalion.

Terrakion was not so easily silenced. “Seriously, Cobalion, lighten the heck up! The kid’s done much better than we were expecting – hey, he’s not a kid any more – and it’s his choice! Way I see it-”

“Silence!” Cobalion thundered. He then turned back to Keldeo, and – to the surprise of all three other Swords – smiled.

“Clearly my reputation is doing me no favours,” he said. “If you’re all so ready to assume what I’m going to say. Do so with my blessing, Keldeo – you will always be a Sword of Justice, no matter where you go, and you will certainly be righting wrongs with this trainer!”

Keldeo gaped for a moment, then shut his mouth and nodded enthusiastically. “Thank you, Cobalion!”

Cobalion nodded to his – former – charge. “Do us proud, Keldeo.”

“I will. Cobalion – Virizion, Terrakion – I’ll always remember you, and I’ll be back.” He managed a chuckle. “So don’t sell any of my stuff, okay?”

Virizion and Terrakion chuckled in return, and even Cobalion had to put a hoof over his mouth.

With that, Keldeo spun on his rear hooves and cantered off. “See you later!” he called back.

Cobalion’s smile broadened. “Well, he’s going to enjoy himself. Now – where’s that trainer with the Alakazam? He promised us a lift, if I recall?”


Ash sighed, towelling off his hair. “That spring is the best cure ever.”

“No argument here,” Pikachu said from his shoulder. He blinked. “Wait – look, Keldeo’s on the way.”

His trainer looked up. “Oh, hi, Keldeo. What is it?”

Keldeo skidded to a halt. “Ash,” he said. “I want to come with you!”

Ash blinked. “Za?”

“Mewtwo told me what the three Beasts were doing – why you were fighting Entei. Well, I owe you.”Keldeo looked Ash in the eye. “I owe you twice over. And – I want to travel with you. I want to repay that debt, and… I want to see what it’s like, I guess. Working with a trainer.”

Keldeo shrugged, suddenly nervous. “And there’s no-one I’d rather work with than you.”

“Sure!” Ash said, having gotten over his surprise. “I’d love to have you.”

“Besides,” he continued with a grin,“I’ve been trying to get Sacred Sword to work for over a year, now, and no luck. Since you do know, maybe you could help Lucario and I?”

The Water-type Legendary nodded. “I’d be honoured.”

Ash rummaged in his bag. “Oh – any preferences for what kind of Pokéball you’d prefer?”

“I didn’t even know there were different types,” Keldeo admitted.

“We can discuss it on the way,” Ash decided. “Oh – yeah, that reminds me. I’ve been preparing this speech for a while… kind of expected to give it to one of the Beasts first.”

He fidgeted a bit, and took a deep breath. “Keldeo – I understand Legendaries have responsibilities. And that – you’re not like other Pokémon… so if you need to leave in a hurry, go. Don’t ask for permission if it wastes too much time. I’d obviously prefer to know, but I won’t mind if you let me know after the fact.”

Keldeo nodded his understanding. It was almost more like a bow of fealty. “Got it, Ash. Thank you for being so clear.”

He straightened up. “Right! So, where are we going first?”

“Back down Mount Quena,” Ash told him. There was a flash in the distance as Gary and his Alakazam teleported the Swords back to Unova. “Actually, that could be a problem, Pidgeot can only easily take one person at a time – two in a pinch…”

“And I’ve not got a Pokéball yet, right.” Keldeo grinned. “Not a problem, Ash! Remember my Hydro Pump?”

“…actually, that would be pretty cool,” Ash agreed.

Gary materialized again in another flash of light. “Hey, Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash replied, turning to Gary.

“I’m off back to Kalos now,” he explained. “Just thought I’d let you know – I’m going to help research mega stones and key stones and stuff. Can I borrow that staff and those feathers of yours?”

Seeing Ash’s less than enthusiastic reaction, Gary shook his head. “Not for long! Just so I can see if we can turn it into a proper Key Stone.”

“Actually, I prefer it how it is, kind of,” Ash decided. “I’ll put the feathers in a bag on the staff or something.”

“Okay, ‘s your choice.” Gary clapped Ash on the shoulder. “Stupid though it is.”

“Hey!” Ash laughed.

“Anyway, I’m going to keep an eye out for more mega stones,” Gary resumed. “I’ll let you know if I pick up a useful one.”

“Cool.” Ash held out his hand, and Gary shook it. “Don’t be a stranger, Gary.”

“Fat chance of that, Ashy-boy,” Gary said. “Smell you later!”

bink

“Sorry about that, Keldeo,” Ash said, turning back to him.

“No, it’s fine.” Keldeo shrugged. “Right, let’s go!”


AN:

That was surprisingly long given I completely removed the main conflict of the film this is based off.

Once more, a film includes a major shift in the friends’ team composition. Yes, this is going to be a thing – Keldeo’s around and a team member.






67. Johto 13


This is the first of two chapters today.


“Pikachu?” Ash called, looking around. “Pikachu, where did you go?”

“Is something wrong?” Misty asked, looking concerned.

“Pikachu was right here a few minutes ago,” Ash said, frowning. “He just… I don’t know.”

Coming to a decision, he released Houndour. “Can you find Pikachu for me, Houndour?”

Houndour sniffed the air. “I’ll try.”

The canine Pokémon took another deep sniff, and then barked softly. “Okay, I think I’ve found his trail. This way.”

“Wonder why he left…” Ash mused.

“I don’t know,” Keldeo said, looking around himself. “I’ll let you know if I see anything.”

“Thanks,” Ash nodded, as they followed Houndour into the woods. “So, how are you finding Johto?”

“It’s a little warmer than I’m used to,” Keldeo said, stepping carefully over a fallen branch. “But we crossed a couple of deserts on the way here, so I can’t complain.”

“Yeah, you mentioned something like that…” Ash shook his head. “You walked from Unova?”

“It was the best way I could think of,” Keldeo muttered in protest. He tossed his head. “How does this work, by the way? The whole… gym, thing?”

“Right.” Ash nodded. “Okay, so you’ve heard of the Pokémon League?”

“Vaguely.”

“It’s… well, kind of like the whole single combat thing, for trainers.” Ash groped for the best way to describe it. “First off, people face eight gyms to earn badges, which represent their ability to battle against individual types. The goal is to make sure that people have a diverse team, or a strong one.”

Keldeo nodded. “So… you’d have a water gym, for example?”

“Yep!” Misty said, waving. “That’s my speciality!”

“Oh, okay.” Keldeo gave her an appraising look. “Right, I think I understand that bit. Does everyone do it?”

Ash waved a hand. “Most people start, but not everyone gets all eight. The idea is partly so that people get a chance to build themselves a good team, one they can work well with.”

He shrugged. “That’s one reason the gym leaders tend to try and give better trainers bigger challenges. Guys?”

Brock looked up. “Yes?”

“Well.. how would you give someone an easy go at your gym? If it was their first or second?”

Brock hummed. “…well, I’d probably use just Geodude, if it was someone’s first time. Or perhaps Steelix as well, but what would change would be the style – I’d be very defensive, let them take the initiative. Whereas if I was facing someone with several badges already under their belt, I’d have Steelix – or, Onix then – be more aggressive and use his weight to knock their Pokémon around.” Brock winked. “And Geodude would use Bide, which is a good way to mess up a tough trainer.”

“I see you’ve put a lot of thought into this,” Keldeo agreed. “It sounds complicated. What about you, Misty?”

“Well, for a new trainer, I’d use Goldeen and Staryu,” Misty said. “For better trainers, I’d do something to try and throw them a curve ball – so a Dewgong if they use Grass types, or a Chinchou if they use Electric types.”

Ash chuckled nervously.

“I haven’t forgotten,” Misty said pointedly. “And for people who’ve already got six or seven other badges, I’d probably try something like Gyarados or Starmie on top of that – and possibly the gym Vaporeon, he’s quite hard to fight for people who don’t know about Acid Armour.”

Keldeo nodded. “I see. And once someone has all eight badges?”

“The Pokémon League conferences,” Ash said. “There’s several hundred trainers tested a year, and they fight one another in elimination or bracket matches until there’s just one left. That person is the League Champion for that year – I’m currently Indigo Champion – and they get to challenge the Elite Four.”

Misty took up the story. “The Elite Four are like gym leaders, but much tougher. They have to have a counter for the normal way to fight their element, usually several.” She winced with memory. “Even using some Pokémon I rented for the battle, and knowing exactly what they had, earning my qualification as Gym Leader was hard.”

“Oh, yeah,” Ash said, nodding. “Brock mentioned that, but I never actually asked…”

“I got lucky and managed to beat Lance,” Misty explained. “I had a Quagsire for his Dragonite with Thunder, and just used a lot of ice beams. Bruno was a bit easier, but he still managed to beat two of the three Psychic types I brought along.”

“Lucky you!” Brock called back. “They both flattened me. I just about beat Lorelei – thanks to a Magcargo and an Aggron…”

“You… have to fight the Elite Four?” Keldeo asked. “Wow. That doesn’t sound easy.”

“Like I say, we get to rent Pokémon.” Misty shrugged. “But yeah, they want to make sure that a gym leader can get the best from Pokémon of their intended Type.”

“If someone beats all four of the Elite Four,” Ash said, “Then they get to fight the Grand Champion. Currently, that’s Lance.”

“Didn’t you say he was one of the Elite Four?” Keldeo asked, frowning.

“Yeah, the Elite Four have been a bit messed around recently – I heard Agatha’s considering retiring.” Misty shrugged. “Hopefully they’ll fill out the ranks again someday.”

Houndour barked from up ahead. “Found him!”


“Pikachu!” Ash said, gathering the woozy Electric-type up. “How are you?”

“Dizzy,” Pikachu said indistinctly. “I have had a very strange ten minutes.”

“Really?” Ash asked, absently stroking Pikachu’s spine and feeling the mouse settling down a bit. “What happened?”

Pikachu cleared his throat. “Okay. So, I was lagging back a bit, because I’m still tired from yesterday.”

Keldeo made an upset noise. That had been largely his fault – keeping Pikachu up for several hours asking about Ash’s time in Unova, as well as what had happened before and since. “Sorry, Pikachu.”

“No, don’t worry.” Pikachu waved it off. “Anyway, someone threw an apple core at me, and I caught a glimpse of a Pokémon in the branches of a tree.”

A sigh. “So, I sent a warning zap, and got beaned by another apple core in return. So up I went to ask questions, and who do you think I saw?”

No-one had an answer.

“The Pichu brothers,” Pikachu revealed.

Ash blinked. “Who?”

“The… Pichu Brothers?” Pikachu repeated. “I keep running into them… I’ve never mentioned this before?”

“Not to me,” Ash said. Misty shrugged.

“Right.” Pikachu glanced down at their belts. “Guys? Back me up here?”

Several Pokéballs opened.

After a few minutes of testimony – from Ninetales, Togekiss, Totodile, Quilava, Psyduck, Bayleef, Politoed, Staryu, Steelix, Geodude, Forretress, Ivysaur, Noctowl and Crobat – Ash raised a hand.

“Yes?” Pikachu asked, tapping his foot.

“I concede the point. Apparently this does keep happening, we just never notice. You were saying?”

“Right. Anyway, I was surprised to see them, and they were so surprised to find they’d been spotted that they let go of a rope which was tied to some kind of elaborate lift system. That knocked me into a hidden grotto,” Pikachu sighed, “again. After that I got caught up in about three dance numbers, got hit by at least two electric attacks, nearly carried off by a Jumpluff, and helped the Pichu Brothers discover the value of hard work.”

Pikachu shrugged. “And that’s about when Houndour managed to find me.”

Keldeo blinked. “Is it always like this around you, Ash?”

That prompted a barking laugh from Houndour. “I’ve been asking that for a while now… the answer’s yes.”


That dealt with, the friends continued on their way.

It was only a mile or so further on that Houndour’s ears perked up, and he started to emit a faint growl.

“What is it?” Ash asked, concerned.

“There’s a Houndoom around here…” Houndour said, eyes scanning back and forth across the foliage as the group came to a halt. “Getting nearer.”

Ash exchanged a glance with Misty.

Not seeing that, Keldeo took a breath and flashed over into Resolute Form. “Don’t worry, I’ll-”

“Nah, it’s not a problem,” Misty interrupted. “If this is the one we met last time, he’s nice. He helped make sure Togepi didn’t get lost.”

She shrugged. “Togepi got lost a lot. Even compared to the rest of us.”

I didn’t know that was possible, Dexter quipped.

With a soft padding of paws on road, a large Houndoom appeared around the nearby bend in the path.

It stopped for a moment, looking them over, and then paced forwards again with purpose.

Keeping one hand near the softly snarling Houndour, Ash gestured him and Keldeo back into the trees on either side of the path. Misty and Brock did so on the other side, making way for Houndoom to pass through easily.

Instead of doing so, though, he stopped just in front of Misty. His spade-tipped tail curled out and opened a satchel resting on his back, and retrieved a letter which it held up to Misty.

“Oh,” Misty said, blinking. She took it. “It’s addressed to me.”

Satisfied, Houndoom loped off the way he had come.

Frowning, the Water-type gym leader opened the envelope. She drew out a letter written on thick white paper, unfolded it, and gasped.

“What is it?” Ash asked.

With a slightly unsteady hand, Misty passed it over.


Misty Waterflower of Cerulean,

It is my pleasure to inform you that you have been selected for consideration to replace Lorelei of Mandarin South. This letter is a guarantee of consideration, not a guarantee of position.

You have one year to provide the appropriate references. These include:

A complete team of Pokémon of your chosen type or who specialize in same. Minimum is four, though five is preferable.

A battle record of facing a Legendary Pokémon who has an advantage against your chosen type.

A battle record of facing a Legendary Pokémon who has a disadvantage against your chosen type.

Evidence of at least one feat connected to aiding Pokémon of your type who are not part of your team.

Additional supporting evidence may be provided, but is not mandatory.

We look forward to seeing your application progress.

Yours,

Lorelei of Mandarin South

Member, Elite Four

Bruno of Dewford

Member, Elite Four

Agatha of Cherrygrove

Member, Elite Four

Lance of Blackthorn

Grand Champion, Kanto and Johto.


Brock had been reading over Ash’s shoulder. “…wow, Misty. This is pretty big stuff.”

Misty nodded, and opened her mouth. She was able to speak on the second try. “Big stuff? This is huge!”

She blinked. “Wait, how am I going to – but – I’m not ready-”

“Calm down!” Ash said, clapping her on the shoulder. He passed the letter back. “Come on, Misty. I know, it’s a big thing.”

“That’s an understatement,” Misty muttered.

“But you can do it!” Ash went on. He smiled. “You’re the best person I’ve ever met at working with Water types!”

“Ash is right,” Brock weighed in. “They sent you this, so they must think you’ve got a chance.”

“And we’ll help out,” Ash continued. “Of course we will.”

“Can I see?” Keldeo asked. “I…” his voice tailed off as he read the folded letter. “Okay, that is a pretty huge thing.”

He thought for a bit, transiting back down to Ordinary Form as he did so, and then stamped a hoof on the ground. “Misty! I know!”

“What is it?” Misty asked, looking over at him.

“You can help me get better with my water attacks!” Keldeo said. “The other Swords weren’t able to teach me very well, but you can – you’re a specialist! That way, I can get stronger, and you can help a Water-type!”

Misty chuckled despite herself. “That could work.”

“See?” Ash asked, grinning. “We’re started already!”


“Ah, Ecruteak,” Brock said, as they cleared the treeline. “It’s so quiet now, it’s hard to believe it used to be the capital.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Hey, guys, I’m going to go to the gym and see Morty. I don’t know what rules he wants for our battle, so if I can check ahead of time then I can sort things out at the Pokémon centre.”

“Good thought,” Brock commented. “Okay, we’ll wait there.”

“Thanks!” Ash said, jogging off.


“Wait. Seriously?” Suicune asked.

“Yep!” Raikou agreed, nodding. “Just saw him.”

Suicune came to her feet in a flowing motion, and loped up the stairs of the Burned Tower. She came to a halt on the battered first floor, glanced over at the Tin Tower to be sure there was no-one watching, and looked out over Ecruteak.

Some moments later, Suicune padded back down the stairs of the ancient building.

“Good eye,” she said simply. “Do you think he’s here to challenge the gym?”

“What else?” Raikou rolled his shoulders in a shrug.

“Where’s Entei? And the others?”

“Training a few miles away.” Raikou looked at his sister for a moment. “Tell you what. I’ll go and get them.”

That said, he darted away, sprinting off to the north and east and disappearing in a moment.

Suicune paced in a small circle while she waited. Once, she darted back up to the first floor to scan Ecruteak again.

In a surprisingly short amount of time, Raikou was back – together with his brother, and the shiny Suicune, Entei and Raikou created by Molly Hale.

“Raikou told us,” Entei said without preamble. “Ash is here.”

“He is,” Suicune confirmed. “I saw him heading for the gym.”

Entei hrumphed, and absently rubbed at his rear left leg.

“What’s that?” his doppelganger asked, nodding at the leg. “I don’t think any of us got you there…”

“No, that was Ash’s Pokémon.” Entei chuckled softly.

“I thought you said you were still fine at the end?” the shiny Raikou said with a frown.

“No,” Entei corrected. “I said Ash didn’t press the issue because he decided I was still too fit to catch.”

The big Fire-type chuckled again. “What I didn’t mention was that I deliberately misled him into thinking that.”

The five other Legendaries exchanged glances – shocked in three cases, amused in one, and slightly smug in the last.

“Misled?” Raikou repeated, slowly. “How?”

“I said Eruption and blew his Houndour away, then shot down his Pidgeot,” Entei explained. “But I actually used Lava Plume. I was barely fit for combat, and pretending I was using Eruption made me seem fitter than I was.”

“How much fitter?” the shiny Suicune asked, softly.

“I’m not sure if two attacks or three would have knocked me out.”

“…wow,” Molly’s erstwhile papa said.

“Told you he was good,” Suicune pointed out, with perhaps a trace of smugness.

“Yes, fine, you were right and I was wrong,” Entei muttered. “You’ve only reminded me four times.”

Several chuckles.

After a momentary lull, the shiny Raikou raised a paw. “Perhaps… we should watch his gym challenge?”

“That sounds like a good idea!” Suicune agreed readily.


Ash knocked on the large front door of the gym. “Hello?”

He exchanged a glance with Pikachu, who shrugged.

“Perhaps you should knock again?” Keldeo suggested.

“Hang on.” Closing his eyes, Ash looked into the gym. “Huh. It’s empty. That’s kind of annoying.”

“Ash!”

Ash turned to look back towards the Pokémon centre.

Striding towards him were Brock, Misty – and Morty.

“We met him in the Pokémon Centre,” Brock explained.

“Right.” Ash waved. “Hello – Morty?”

The young Gym Leader walked up to Ash and shook his hand. “Ash Ketchum. I’ve been expecting you.”

He nodded. “Come this way, we’ve got an outdoor arena a little way into the forest. I like my gym, and I don’t want to see it get broken.”

Ash grinned. “Fair enough! Oh – any restrictions?”

Morty considered that. “Not particularly.” As they walked, Morty gave a slightly confused look at Keldeo – who waved back brightly.

“Right.” Ash started thinking out loud. “Ghost type… okay. Hey, Dexter, do you have anything that works on ghosts?”

Not very well, Dexter admitted.

“Okay. You can still transfer Pokémon, right? Even in the field where we’re going?”

That is correct.

“Good. Let Professor Oak know I might want to call someone in, please.”

Sending.


Ten minutes of walking got them to a tree-lined glade, with a few bleacher-style seats around the edges of a chalked Pokémon battle arena.

“Choose your end, please,” Morty invited.

Ash looked at the glade for a few seconds. It was… lightly sloping down towards the centre, which was helpful.

Apart from that, there were no particular advantages he could see.

“Over here, I think,” Ash decided.

Morty acknowledged with a nod, and the two trainers moved to their sides of the field.

“This match will have four Pokémon on each side,” Morty stated. “Either side may switch, but only when their opponent is defeated. Is this understood?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Ash agreed. “Okay, I’m ready to go!”

There were a series of whoosh sounds behind him.

“Oh, hi!” Keldeo said. “Nice to meet you.”

Morty dropped his first Pokéball.

“What?” Ash asked, blinking with surprise at Morty’s expression. “What’s so surprising? Keldeo does that, you know.”

Morty pointed.

Ash turned.

On reflection, he had to admit that Morty’s startlement was understandable. Keldeo was shaking hoof/paws with a shiny Suicune, with the original Suicune, Entei and Raikou already climbing the bleachers and the shiny Entei and Raikou waiting in line to greet Keldeo in turn.

As he watched, Suicune sat herself down across two seats, and held up a small flag with Ash’s name on it in one paw.

“Mr. Ketchum…” Morty said, blinking. “Why are there several Legendary Pokémon taking seats in the bleachers?”

Suicune started giggling.

Ash shrugged. “Maybe they’re bored?”

The giggling intensified, and Raikou’s booming chuckles joined it.

About at that point, Keldeo was finished with introductions. He cantered up the steps behind the shiny Beasts, and took his own place.

“Entei,” Suicune said, voice clearly holding in mirth. “Can you do us some popcorn? I think this is going to be good.”

“You’ve not started yet, have you, Ash?” Misty called from the path. “Sorry, we were a bit… late… huh. Hi, Legendary Beasts.”

Suicune, Raikou and all three shinies waved. Keldeo did too.

“Oh!” Misty added, snapping her fingers. “Can I talk to you guys after the battle? I’ve kind of got a request…”

Ash waved a hand in front of Morty’s face. “Uh, the gym battle?”

Morty blinked, shook his head, and visibly decided to ignore the peanut gallery. “Right. Uh… Gengar!”

“Houndour!”


“This is all a bit easy so far,” Sir Aaron commented, as they strolled along the high road in Terrera.

“Tell me about it…” Giratina agreed, floating along in Origin Form. “A Samurott instead of Kyogre? Dad, I thought this place was challenging!”

Well, excuse me for trying to include some actual plot! Arceus huffed, his voice imposing itself on reality without need for anything so crass as speaking. At least they were interesting fights, right?

“Only the one against Servine and Serperior.” Giratina shrugged, rolling his levitating body from side to side. “And then only because I think you were letting them use Vine Whip as Metronome.”

Vine Whip sometimes seems like it can do anything, Arceus muttered.

“That’s only because of how it’s used,” Palkia cut in. “And Dad, when I don’t have trouble beating up the Electric-types then there’s something up. Where the heck was Zekrom? I wanted to have a fight with Zekrom!”

Dialga muttered something.

“Dialga’s got a point, guys…” Sir Aaron said. “He deserves the next fight.”

“…fine,” Palkia muttered. “What element’s that, again?”

“Ground,” Dialga supplied.

“HO!”

All four of them looked up.

“I am Takeda Shingen, master of Rhyperior!” announced a large man riding on the back of a slightly larger Pokémon. “I challenge you to battle!”

Sir Aaron nodded, and pulled out the appropriate orb. “Dialga, you’re up!” he called, throwing it.

Dialga caught it, and flashed silver with power. His fins extended and glowed indigo, and a blue glow formed on his chest-crystal.

Takeda grinned. “Rhyperior, attack!”

There was a heavy feeling in the air for a moment, and then Dialga fired his signature attack.

The blast of intensely warped time slammed into Rhyperior, sending it sliding backwards

“…huh,” Sir Aaron said, blinking. “I kind of expected that to defeat him.”

“Rhyperior are super tough!” Shingen stated. “Now, Rock Wrecker!”

Dialga kicked out at the ball of rock, smashing it, and skidded backward a little. He then used Flash Cannon, and Rhyperior collapsed.

“Is that it?” Sir Aaron asked.

Arceus muttered something about critics. No, it’s not. Try this one on for size.

“Okay, Groudon!” Shingen called, and the big Ground-type stomped forwards. There was a flash of light overhead, and the sun shone brightly down on the battlefield.

“Use your Precipice Blades!”

Groudon roared, and slammed his tail into the ground. Dozens of spears of rock smashed their way out from underneath, and wobbled back and forth before falling towards Dialga.

The thousands of tonnes of rock buried Dialga completely.

Then a light shone from beneath the pile.

“This is awesome!” Dialga roared, the whole pile exploding outwards. “Okay, you, me, first one to fall over loses!”

Sir Aaron dove for cover as Dialga started charging another Roar of Time.


“Well, I have heard a rumour about one of these… mega-stones,” the girl said. “But I could not tell someone so uncouth.”

Gary’s eye twitched.

“Uncouth?” Umbreon repeated. “This place is…”

With a flash, Furfrou emerged from her Pokéball. She gave the situation a look over, and then sighed. “Right. Master, if you could follow me?”

Gary looked up. “What is it?”

“Observe, and learn,” she told him.


Gary blinked. “How much?”

“Five hundred,” the groomer repeated.

“Fine.” Gary dug in his pockets, and pulled out his card. “Here.”

“Marvellous,” he said, scanning the card. “A pleasure doing business with you, m’sieu.”

“Yeah, I bet it is…” Gary agreed. “Are you sure this is going to work?”

“But of course,” Furfrou said, tossing her elaborately styled ears. “The way that my unusual colour plays off the style is magnificent, and as such it is exactly what we are after!”

“Right.” Gary shrugged. “I guess you’re the expert.”

“I am,” she agreed with a nod.


“Oh, she’s so lovely!” the girl exclaimed. “She’s so very, very stylish!”

Furfrou curvetted around in a circle, flashing Gary a smug look as she did so.

“Well, my apologies,” the girl went on. “I can see you’re a man of taste, even if your clothes do suggest otherwise. Very well. There is a man who sells many gemstones of various types in the Avenue Vernal. I believe I heard that at least one of those is a Mega Stone.”

“Well, thanks,” Gary said, swallowing his pride. “I’ll go down there and see what he’s got.”

“Told you,” Furfrou pointed out as they left.

Gary nodded. “Yeah, you did…”


AN:

Merry Christmas, everyone!

Because the Pichu Brothers are the elemental manifestation of random Heath-Robinson contraptions and dance numbers.

Oh, yeah, the Misty thing… well, it seems like a fun place to take her.

The Legendary Beasts… they’ve got to get their entertainment somewhere. And an outdoor gym battle is a good place.

Meanwhile, the Sinnoh Dragons and Aaron are continuing their curbstomp of most of Ransei, and Gary Oak Is Back In Kalos.






68. Johto 14


This is the second of two chapters today.


Houndour locked eyes on Gengar, and growled – a few extra fangs showing as his lip rode up.

Gengar looked back, grinning casually, and didn’t change his expression as Houndour started to slowly pace around him.

“Houndour,” Ash said, pitching his voice low enough that the canine Pokémon could barely hear him. “He’s using an illusion – that’s not the real him. He’s invisible, about twenty feet to your left.”

Houndour absorbed the information, and then dug his hind legs in and exploded into motion. He took two loping strides and then lunged, teeth bared and crackling with dark energy, and chomped onto something tangible in the air.

Gengar faded into existence, revealing that Houndour had grabbed onto his arm. He waved it, and Houndour clung on for a few seconds before being thrown off and landing hard on the floor.

The Ghost-type hissed, and floated further into the sky. His double-team illusion faded away.

“Gengar, use Shadow Ball!” Morty called.

Houndour came back to his feet, looked up and started dodging the incoming Shadow Balls as best he could – he ran at a light jog, generally moving in a broad circle, and as soon as the attack fired he sped up, slowed down or turned to get away from it.

One or two connected, but for the most part he was able to avoid them. Because Gengar had to stay so high to stay out of Bite range, it wasn’t as hard as it could have been.

“Houndour!” Ash called. “Do you know any ranged Dark attacks?”

“Just one,” Houndour replied, skidding to a halt to avoid one Ball – and being hit by the next. “Ow!”

He blasted a small ball of fire into the air, which Gengar casually popped with another Shadow Ball – producing a huge cloud of smoke.

“What-” Morty said, then nodded. “Oh, of course. Smokescreen.”

An ear-grating Snarl came from beneath the smoke cloud, making Gengar shake slightly as dark energy crackled over him.

“Nice work!” Ash called. “Keep it up!”

“He’s got to be somewhere in there.” Morty looked up at Gengar. “Night Shade! Hit the whole area, try to find where he is!”

Gengar nodded, and raised arms with an increasing amount of dark energy clinging to them. His Night Shade attack started well, but gradually dropped in power as it sliced through the smokescreen in a circular pattern.


“Are you guys okay?” Brock asked, looking up at his fellow spectators.

All six Beasts had their paws over their ears.

“That sounds awful!” Suicune muttered.

“That’s kind of the point, though, isn’t it?” Keldeo asked.

“It’s still giving me a headache…”


“Got you…” Gengar said, his Night Shade finally finding a target. “Let’s see you keep that up! Spite!”

Ghostly energy flashed down to the doughty Houndour, blowing away the cloud of Smokescreen and also making him break off his Snarling.

“Houndour, are you okay?” Ash asked, seeing the canine Pokémon looking discomfited.

“My throat’s sore,” Houndour said, in a hoarse voice.

“Great.” Ash winced. “Okay, do what you can, I guess.”

Houndour nodded, and fired an Ember upwards.

Gengar swooped aside and released a Shadow Ball in retaliation. The attack was pathetic – barely half the diameter of a normal Shadow Ball, it only just managed to reach the ground before destabilizing and collapsing.

“Right,” Morty said, seeing the crackling Dark energy still on Gengar’s fingers. “Your Houndour neutralized his ranged attacks with Snarl. That’s pretty clever.”

He pointed. “Pity Gengar’s got some other good attacks! Focus Punch!”

Gengar grinned, curling his arm into a fist to move the energy crackling around the fingertips out of the way. His hand took on a white glow, and he lunged down at the Dark-type.

Houndour frowned upwards, then barked out another Snarl as Gengar came down. It hit Gengar, making him lose focus, and the attack didn’t complete – and Gengar got another Bite for his pains before rising out of the way.

“I though he wasn’t able to use that any more!” Morty said, blinking.

“It hurt,” Houndour confirmed in a voice which was barely a whisper. He returned to pacing around in a circle, eyes on the sky.

“Right. Let’s try this, then. Drain Punch!”

Gengar’s fist glowed with green energy this time. He dove, fist pulled back for a powerful blow-

“Below you!” Ash called suddenly.

Houndour jumped into the air, opening his mouth, and Bit at Gengar’s real body as it emerged from the ground. The illusory Ghost-type dissolved, and Houndour’s Bite attack closed on Gengar’s leg at about the same time as Gengar’s Drain Punch hit home.

The Fire-type grinned, and muttered something through his teeth.


Keldeo blinked. “That’s… me! And Lucario?”

“Oh, this must be Beat Up,” Misty said, then winced as the two Dark doubles of Ash’s pair of on-hand Fighting types hit Gengar very hard indeed. “Ouch…”

“Beat Up is that move which uses the strength of allies, right?” the shiny Suicune asked. She glanced between Keldeo and the three original Beasts, then up into the sky. “…well, that’s a move which is only going to get more powerful.”


“Gengar’s unable to battle,” Morty conceded, as his Ghost-type started drifting on the breeze and Houndour released him. “Well done, that was an impressive way to mitigate Gengar’s ranged tactics.”

He frowned. “I’m curious, though, how did you know where Gengar was?”

“Aura,” Ash said simply.

Morty snapped his fingers. “Oh, that’s right, that was in the interview. That’s pretty cool.”

Returning Gengar, the Gym Leader switched Pokéballs. “Do you want to keep your Houndour out?”

Ash shook his head. “No, I think he deserves a rest.”

“Makes sense.”

Houndour went back into his Pokéball, and Ash tossed it to Misty. “Can you give him a throat sweet or something, Misty? Thanks. Okay, Dexter – now.”

Transferring.

Ash caught the Pokéball as it emerged. “Right. Tauros!”

“Interesting. Mismagius, go!”


Tauros snorted, pawing the ground, and gave Mismagius a glare.

“Remember, no Normal or Fighting type attacks!” Ash called. “Just everything else.”

The bullish Pokémon glanced back at him and nodded, then returned his attention to Mismagius.

Morty pointed. “Okay, use Will-o-wisp!”

Blue-purple fire flashed out from Mismagius’ hat, and zoomed towards Tauros.

Tauros faced it down with an impassive stare, drumming his hooves on the floor.

Several eyes looked up at a crack of thunder overhead.

It started to rain. Very locally indeed.

“Huh,” Ash said, absently, as drumming rain in a six foot circle around Tauros completely extinguished the Will-o-wisp. “That one knows Rain Dance. I swear, it’s like lucky dip with my Tauros…”

Tauros stopped drumming his hooves, and burst into motion. Mismagius gestured, producing a series of glowing rocks which slammed into him as he charged, and he grunted before leaping at her and delivering a Zen Headbutt.

“Not bad,” Morty commented. “Magical Leaf!”

The shower of glowing leaves sliced out at Tauros, who reared and stamped before lashing back at Mismagius with a ring of Dark energy.

And that would be Payback, Dexter contributed. You are correct, this is basically a game of lucky dip to see what moves your Tauros have.

The Payback hit Mismagius as she was preparing another attack, breaking it and knocking her back.

“That’s going to be a problem…” Morty came to a decision. “Okay, Mismagius. Perish Song!”

“That seems a little extreme,” Ash commented, just before Mismagius started.


“Ow!” Suicune winced. “What’s with this battle and screechy noises?”

Keldeo shrugged. “At least you’ve got paws.”

Perish Song grated out, resonating in the air, and attacked both Pokémon on the field. It sapped their strength, red energy crackling around both Mismagius and Tauros.

“It is!” Morty agreed, shouting to be heard. “But most of Mismagius’ good attacks are Ghost type, and that Payback means the rest are too risky! At least this way Mismagius can beat your Tauros – she’s more used to Perish Song!”

Tauros started to stagger on his hooves as the attack drained his energy. For her part, Mismagius gradually sank towards the ground, but she was clearly the better off of the two.

“Fissure!” Ash said suddenly.

Tauros reared up, and slammed his hooves into the floor. Then fell over.

White energy traced a path towards Mismagius, and knocked her out as well.

“…I hate it when people do that,” Morty muttered. “Okay, that was impressive. Both sides must pick another Pokémon.”


“This has been interesting so far,” Raikou said, nibbling on some of the popcorn Entei had (reluctantly) produced for them.

“Yeah!” Keldeo agreed, grinning. “I’ve not seen Ash fight much before, but if this is normal-”

“There’s been a trend,” Misty said, looking up at them as Ash pondered who to use next. “Since we came back, he’s been getting more and more spectacular, but he was hardly a slouch to begin with.”

Suddenly, all the beasts looked back towards Ecruteak.

“What is it?” Misty asked, concerned.

“Someone’s coming,” shiny-Raikou reported.

Suicune stood in her seat, leaning towards Ecruteak proper… then groaned. “Oh, no. It’s him.”

“Morty?” a voice called. “Morty? Are you here?”

A man in a cape strode out of the forest, heading straight for Morty. “I was looking for you in the gym, but you weren’t there… oh, you’ve got a challenger?” The caped man looked at Ash briefly, then shrugged. “Whatever. Anyway, I found something important – you’re going to want to see it. It’s about another legendary trio, the three Forces of Nature from Unova, and it talks about how they interact. It might be the key to-”

Morty shook his head. “Sorry, Eusine, I’m busy. I’ll look later.”

“But this is crucially important!” Eusine stressed. “It could revolutionize our understanding of the Beasts of Ecruteak! It might even have a clue as to their movements!”

Ash started making a strangled noise, as if he was desperately trying to hold in laughter.

Morty looked at Eusine with incredulous eyes. “Uh… Eusine?”

“What?” Eusine asked. “Oh, now you want to hear?”

Morty pointed.

Eusine blinked at his finger. “What is it?”

Ash’s strangled not-laughter got louder.

Morty took two quick steps forwards, took Eusine’s shoulders, and physically turned him around to look at the bleachers on Ash’s side of the field.

Eusine blinked, focused, blinked again, and went stock still.

“…Morty?” he said, after several seconds of silence. “Why are there two Suicune, two Entei, two Raikou and a Keldeo watching the gym match? And why are three of them shiny?”

“You know what?” Morty said. “I have absolutely no idea whatsoever.”

“Right.” Eusine swallowed, then started to walk towards the seats.


“Who’s he?” Misty asked.

“He’s-” Raikou began.

Suicune interrupted him. “He’s spent years trying to find me, to get even a glimpse of me, and he chases up any rumour I’m anywhere with a single minded obsessiveness.”

Brock nodded. “So, he’s a stalker.”

“Basically.” Suicune shook her head. “And to make it worse, he thinks he’s one of the few people worthy of seeing me – let alone catching me, which he wants to.”

“Suicune!” Eusine called, drawing their attention. “I challenge you! If anyone should catch you, it’s me – I’ve studied you tirelessly for years!”

Suicune stuck her tongue out. “No chance! I’ve decided who, if anyone, is going to catch me – and it’s not you!”

Eusine didn’t understand her. The stuck-out tongue, however, needed no translation. “What? What do you – but – I’ve tried to find you for years! Always hoping to be so fortunate as to get a glimpse of you – but to catch you would be the crowning moment of my life!”

The water type shook her head.

“What about you?” Eusine switched his focus to the shiny one. “Please! I want to-”

All three shiny beasts barked denials in unison, shaking their heads as Suicune had.

“I think the answer’s no,” Keldeo supplied.

“But… but…” Eusine grabbed at his belt. “Alakazam!”

A precisely moderated burst of electricity hit his hand, making it jerk away from the Pokéball at his belt. Alakazam emerged anyway, but took in the half-dozen snarling legendaries – and the glowing beam of azure light as Keldeo unsheathed his sword – and decided not to get involved.

“Eusine,” Misty said, raising her voice. “Eusine!”

Eusine glanced at her. “What do you want?”

“Eusine, most people never even see Suicune,” she pointed out. “I mean, I travel with Ash, so I’ve met a lot of Legendaries – including several nice Water types.”

Keldeo flashed her a grin, then returned to glaring at Eusine.

“But I don’t think this is the right way to get to know Suicune,” she continued. “Legendary Pokémon don’t always remain aloof from humans, but they tend to show themselves to and interact with people they don’t think are going to catch them for selfish reasons.”

“I don’t want to-” Eusine began.

“Why do you want to catch her?” Misty asked.

Eusine gaped. “Her?”

“Case in point…” Suicune muttered. “I’m sure some legend somewhere mentions I’m female…”

“And – it’s because I’d be the best trainer for her,” Eusine said, trying to regain his equilibrium.

“The best trainers for Legendary Pokémon aren’t the ones who chase them,” Keldeo said. “It’s the people who help them – and other Pokémon – without asking for anything in return.”

He nodded towards the boy still on the field. “Ash is a good example of that – he saved my life. So I owe him a debt, and…” Keldeo shrugged.

Eusine followed the logic through.

“So… does that mean that… he is your trainer? Him? A boy?” The researcher shook his head in astonishment. “I don’t… I can’t believe it.”

Keldeo grinned, and vanished in a flash of red.

Ash glanced down at his belt, then opened one of the Pokéballs there. Keldeo emerged once more, and nodded to Ash before cantering back over to the stand.

“Eusine…” Misty said, sighing. “There’s no easy way to take this. You’ve been doing it wrong your whole life, and I’m sorry about that.”

She nodded towards the bleachers. “The best thing to do, really, is start over again. This time, why not try focusing yourself on something other than examining legends just to focus on Suicune?”

Brock spoke up. “If you know the legends, you know Legendary Pokémon are often very important – they have jobs.”

He nodded towards the half-dozen beasts. “Luckily, here, there’s two of each – but if there hadn’t been, then even if you caught Suicune you’d just have to let her go again. Did you think of that?”

“…no,” Eusine admitted. He returned his Alakazam, and sighed. “I… I can’t believe…”

He straightened, and looked at Suicune. “I’m… sorry, Suicune.”

Suicune considered that impassively for several seconds. Then she nodded to him, slightly. “Keldeo? Please translate this. I will not allow myself to be caught by you, Eusine – but, through the translation of your Psychic-type, I will consent to talk.”

Keldeo duly relayed this, and Eusine let out an explosive sigh of relief.

“Thank you, Suicune,” he said, bowing slightly. “I’ll… I’ll try to do better, I guess.”

“Come on,” Misty added, nodding to the bleachers. “Why not watch the second half of the battle? It’s been pretty cool so far!”


More than a mile overhead, Ho-Oh banked in the sunlight streaming between the clouds.

This was an unexpected pleasure.

Admittedly, he could only see the battles below in tiny, doll-like detail – but it was still better than nothing.

More gym battles should be outdoors, in Ho-Oh’s opinion. It was good for wild Pokémon.


“Noctowl, your go!” Ash called, releasing him.

“A good choice against most Ghosts,” Morty agreed. “Most. Froslass!”

“Great,” Ash winced. “Okay, you know what to do…”

“I do indeed,” Noctowl confirmed. He rolled in the air, producing a duplicate, and the two of them flew into the air.

As they did, Froslass raised her arms, and a snowstorm started around her.

“Neat,” Ash said, watching the miniature snowstorm. “Is that Hail or Powder Snow?”

“Powder Snow,” Morty answered. “Okay, use Ice Shard!”

Froslass drew one arm in towards her body, then gestured towards one of the Noctowl. A large shard of ice shot out, and burst into a spray of a dozen or so smaller shards shortly before reaching Noctowl.

The Shiny Pokémon dissolved in a flash.

“So, that was the double team…” Morty said, frowning. “Okay, hit the other one with another Ice Shard!”

Froslass repeated her attack. This time, however, Noctowl flared his wings and avoided the attack by slowing abruptly – then dipped forwards, gaining speed again by diving.

As he rose back to altitude, he spun off an air cutter which bored in on Froslass. It produced a plume of snow back towards Noctowl as it passed into her powder-snow effect, and she flinched a bit from the blow. It didn’t seem to do much damage, though.

“Not bad, Noctowl!” Ash called.

Morty’s eyes narrowed. “Something about that… Froslass! Hail!”

“The weather outside is frightful,” she intoned, raising her arms, and her snowstorm expanded outwards. As it did, it gained definition and switched from snow to hail, until there were large hailstones pelting an expanding area.

Noctowl took a hit from a hailstone, and promptly vanished.

Eusine gasped. “They were both illusions?”

“There!” Morty said, pointing.

Everyone squinted, seeing that there was a patch of moving air where the hailstones were bouncing off something solid.

“Game’s up, Noctowl!” Ash informed him.

“I noticed, what what?” Noctowl returned to visibility, wincing occasionally as hailstones hit him. “Right, let’s be about it.”

As Froslass charged an Icy Wind attack, Noctowl’s eyes began to glow. The hailstones stopped bouncing off him, and instead began bouncing off a spherical bubble of psychic force a few inches wider than his wingtips.

“Tally-ho!” Noctowl called, accelerating and curving in towards Froslass. His Extrasensory knifed through the hail, keeping it away, and his wings flashed silvery with Steel Wing.

Froslass fired her Icy Wind, which Noctowl battered through with his psionic shield, and then exhaled a blast of icy breath just as Noctowl finally reached her.

There was a confused moment of ice and wings and flashing energy, and then Noctowl thumped to the ground with his feathers iced up – having passed through Froslass, there’d been a moment when he’d taken the Ice Breath directly to the face past his Extrasensory shield.

Froslass had hardly escaped unscathed. The icy portions of her body were clearly cracked and chipped, and her arms hung a little limply.

“Nice work, Noctowl,” Ash said, and recalled him. “Houndour!”

The canine Pokémon grinned, looking up at Froslass. “Hello.”

Froslass contrived to look exasperated. “Yeah, we both know how this is going, get on with it.”

Houndour blew a fireball at her.

“Ha!” Frosslass announced, eyes flashing. “Destiny Bond!”

The fireball connected, flashing all over her in a wash of flame.

Froslass frowned, feeling only mildly warm. “Shouldn’t that have-”

Her opponent shrugged. “That was barely even an attack. This is, though!”

Froslass didn’t quite have time to reactivate her Destiny Bond before the Fire Fang hit.


“Yes, I pretty much expected that,” Morty acknowledged.

“By the way,” Ash asked, as the gym leader went for a fourth Pokéball. “How did you know Noctowl was using an illusion?”

“I’m used to illusions, Ghosts use them a lot,” Morty explained. “The clue was the way the Air Slash disturbed the snow – it should have made a plume out the other side from where the attack came in.”

“Huh.” Ash nodded. “I’ll let Noctowl know. Who’s next?”

“Well, I’ve got to stop your Houndour,” Morty said. “Jellicent!”


“Watch out!” Ash called. “That’s a Water type!”

“Oh, great,” Houndour said, examining the blue Pokémon. “Water type. Here we go…”

Jellicent shrugged his fins, and fired a Hydro Pump.


Ash returned the soaked Houndour. “I forgot those existed, actually.. they’re kind of bizarre.”

Jellicent looked mildly annoyed.

“Right. Pikachu!”

Pikachu perked up. “Really?”

“Sure thing!” Ash confirmed.

“Right!” Pikachu ran forwards. “Take this!”

Jellicent fired another Water attack, which Pikachu jumped around with a fluid grace. He used Agility, accelerating, and avoiding the Shadow Ball which Jellicent sent at him next.

As he ran, a ring of electricity formed around him.


“Oh, this,” Suicune said, leaning forwards. “I remember this.”

“What’s that?” Raikou asked, blinking. “I… it’s an Electric attack, but I’ve never seen it before.”

“Trust me,” Brock said, glancing up. “You’re in for a treat.”

As he spoke, the second ring completed, and the third and final ring formed. They began rotating independently around one another, in a complicated pattern.


“Really?” Ash asked, chuckling. “Is it worth it?”

“Probably not,” Pikachu agreed, jumping over a Bubblebeam as his attack continued to charge. “But I feel like it.”

“Fair enough,” Ash agreed. “Pikachu – Volt Crash!”

The rings locked together, and there was a huge crack of thunder.


Raikou’s jaw dropped. “What. The hell. Was that?”

Suicune chuckled. “He said, didn’t he? Volt crash.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about this?” He looked at his sister for a moment, then back to Pikachu – panting slightly, but looking very pleased with himself. “That was amazing! I want to learn it!”

He shot a look at the shiny Raikou. “Hurry up with your training, I want to challenge Ash! No, wait, I want to challenge him and then throw the match! Just to learn that!”


“…well, I guess you’ve earned the Fog badge,” Morty said. He shook his head. “Now I’m going to go home, and… probably sit down for a bit.”

Ash caught the Fog badge. “Thanks for the battle!”

The Beasts made noises of agreement.

“Oh, and Suicune suggests you have these outside more,” Ash added. “They enjoy watching.”

“Right.” Morty nodded. “I… okay, then.”

He checked all four Pokéballs, and started to walk back to Ecruteak – slightly unsteadily.


“What was it you wanted to ask us, Misty?” Suicune prompted.

“Oh!” Misty nodded. “Thanks for reminding me. I wanted to ask – I’m currently under consideration for a slot in the Elite Four, I just got the letter this morning.”

“Ah. Say no more.” Suicune looked at her two brothers. “Since I believe you are a Water trainer… you wish to fight my brothers?”

“Or their doubles, yeah. I mean, there’s other options, but…” She nodded, and cleared her throat. “Entei? Raikou?”

The two Fire-types and the two Electric-types turned to her, not quite in unison. “Yes?” the original Entei said, speaking for all of them.

“Could I battle one of each of you?” she asked. “Not now, some later time. It’s part of Elite Four qualification testing.”

Raikou nodded straight away. “I would be glad to.”

“As I,” Entei added. “We are aware of how this works – Suicune and I fought Malcom, the Grass-type member of the Elite Four.”

Misty frowned, then calculated something in her head. She gaped. “That must have been forty years ago!”

“Yes…” Entei nodded. “Yes, I suppose it was. How time passes.”

“We will organize something,” Raikou said. “I’m sure they will be grand battles!”

“Thanks,” Misty nodded. She sighed. “Wow, even knowing how hard it’s going to be… that helps, it really does.”


“This is like trying to find a needle in a haystack,” Gary groaned.

Umbreon nodded, looking around at the hundreds upon hundreds of stones of all kinds on display.

“And we don’t even know how to tell which one’s a Mega Stone and which isn’t,” she pointed out.

Gary put his head in his hands.

“Wait one moment,” Furfrou said, still in her Debutante trim. “What is this?”

Gary glanced up, and blinked at the case she was patting.

Walking over, he gave it a close look. “That… that actually might be one. It’s not cut, but… Dee?”

He held up his Pokédex, scanner pointed at the smooth, river-washed stone.

Engaging deep scan.

There was a long pause.

Deep scan completed. It appears to be a mega stone.

Gary stood. “Right. Right.”


“That was far, far too expensive,” Gary said, as they sat outside some minutes later. “We might need to start doing the gym challenge purely for funding.”

“Well, I’m game,” Furfrou pronounced. “Any idea what it was?”

“Not really…” Gary shrugged, examining the distinctively-shaped flaw deep in the translucent stone.

It was pale pink and light brown, sandwiching a darker brown fleck in the middle. “I don’t know what the colour means, and it’s not like they’re labelled. And we do need to get it cut, first, I suppose.”

“Why not let us all have a go with it?”Umbreon suggested. “Every Pokémon you’ve got. That might help.”

“A bit,” Gary agreed. “And only if it’s a Kanto Pokémon who uses it, too.”


AN:

Fogbadge get!

I kind of feel sorry for Morty, this has not been a normal day.

Eusine is… tricky. He’s obsessed, which is hard for Suicune, and he’s arrogant to boot. But… well, he’s just been told that his life’s goal has been achieved – by someone else. Suicune wants to be caught, and it’s not by him.

Hard not to feel a bit sorry for him, too.

As for Gary… well, that Mega Stone is indeed a Mega Stone. But it’s not perhaps the most immediately useful.






69. Johto 15


“Ash!”

Ash blinked. “Wait, is that – oh, hi Molly!”

“Hi!” Molly repeated, running over with her Eevee at her heels. “Nice to see you, Ash!”

Ash chuckled as Molly arrived. “Nice to see you too, Molly.”

“How are you doing?” Molly asked. “Oh, can I see you win your next gym badge?”

Ash winced. “Sorry, just got it – the Beasts watched, though. I’ll try and remember to call you before the fifth one, so Pidgeot can bring you over.”

Molly’s father had walked over while they were talking. He winced at the suggestion. “I’m not so sure that’s a good idea…”

“Why not?” Ash asked, puzzled. “Pidgeot’s perfectly safe.”

“I’m just a little uneasy about letting a Pokémon carry my daughter around, alone, at supersonic speed.”

“Oh, right.” Ash shrugged. “I don’t know, then… perhaps you could ride Pidgeot as well? I think she can take that much weight.”

“Can we, papa?” Molly asked.

“…I’ll think about it,” Spencer hedged. He noticed Keldeo, and blinked. “Who’s this?”

“That’s Keldeo, papa!” Molly said, shaking her head. “Ash mentioned him last night! He’s Ash’s newest Pokémon!”

“Nice to meet you,” Keldeo said, offering his hoof for Molly to shake.

She took it, beaming. “You’re nice!”

“Thank you. Ash told me a bit about you.”

Spencer shook his head. “I should really learn to stop being surprised.”

“Oh!” Molly clapped her hands. “Can we go and see the Kimono sisters?”

“Sure,” Spencer agreed. “Ash, want to come?”

“Sounds like a good idea,” he nodded. “Guys?”

Misty smiled. “That sounds nice, yeah.”


“This is a pretty impressive place,” Ash said, looking around the hall – hung with traditional scrolls and heavy with the scent of cherrywood and green tea. “I wonder how old it is.”

“It dates from the tenth century.”

“Whoa!” Ash jumped, as a voice spoke from just behind him. Whirling, he saw a girl wearing an elaborate kimono.

Ash noticed that it seemed to be styled… a little like Entei, actually.

The girl bowed to him. “Welcome.”

“Uh… hi, I guess…” Ash said. “How did you do that?”

The girl smiled, a little mysteriously. “Please, come. Bring your friends.”

She bowed again, and turned to walk towards the back. Bemused, Ash followed.

As he did, he noticed a Flareon regarding him with placid eyes, before turning to follow his trainer.


“So, uh…” Ash said, as tea was poured. “What is it?”

The five girls, all dressed in differently-structured kimonos, sat down at the table opposite Ash and his friends.

The one wearing the Ho-Oh kimono spoke first. “Welcome, chosen one.”

“You – you know?” Ash asked, startled.

Nods.

“There are many bells in the tower,” answered one dressed in a flowing blue kimono. “They do not merely ring in the presence of Ho-Oh.”

“Though that one hardly shuts up these days,” added the one wearing a Raikou kimono.

“Satsuki,” rebuked the girl wearing the Ho-Oh kimono. “But, yes. One of the bells rings when a trainer who Ho-Oh trusts is near. We determined it was likely to be you.”

The girl in the Lugia kimono, who Ash recognized as being the youngest – Sakura – nodded to him. “Do you have any idea why this might be?” she asked, absently stroking her Eevee’s fur.

“Yeah, actually…” Ash said. He glanced at the Hales, then nodded. “I caught him last year.”

All five sisters blinked.

“That’s… anticlimactic,” said the sister wearing the Suicune kimono, losing her previous poise. “How does that work?”

Ash shrugged helplessly. “Ho-Oh swooped down on me, told me I was one of the Chosen, and then let himself be caught.”

“Right.” The leader, the one in the Ho-Oh kimono, shook her head. “I… I don’t know what to say, now. We were expecting to ease you into the idea that Ho-Oh might at some future time deign to challenge you.”

“Tamao?” Sakura asked. “What about the others?”

“Oh, that’s right.” Tamao straightened her rainbow-fringed kimono. “If you truly have the trust of Ho-Oh, then it may be that you will also encounter the other tower bird, Lugia-”

“Caught him too,” Ash forestalled. “I was at Shamouti and helped him save the world, we get on quite well.”

Several jaws dropped.

“…uh, Suicune?” asked one of the sisters, her Vaporeon hopping up onto her lap.

“She and Entei have already challenged me, and she’s indicated that there’ll be rematches and that Raikou will do the same.”

“Can we help you with anything?” Tamao burst out.

Ash frowned. “I actually don’t know…”

“Oh!” Molly raised a hand. “Can I ask a question?”

“I suppose,” said the girl with the Flareon. Koume, that was it. “What do you wish to know?”

“Do you like my Eevee?” Molly asked, patting the table. With a yap, her Eevee jumped up onto the table and posed.

“Oh, a shiny one!” Sakura said. “That’s nice!”

Molly’s Eevee preened.

Tamao’s Umbreon hopped up onto the table as well, threading his way around the tea cups, and sniffed at Molly’s Pokémon – then jumped backwards with surprise as she shifted flawlessly to Umbreon.

“How long have we been talking?” asked the fifth sister – Sumomo. She moved some of the cups to the side. “Congratulations on-”

She was startled into silence as Molly’s shapeshifting Pokémon reverted to Eevee, then went Vaporeon.

“My Eevee’s special!” Molly announced proudly.

“There was this thing in Greenfield,” Ash explained. “This Eevee was part of what resulted. That’s also where the shiny Legendary Beasts came from?”

“Oh, that explains that,” Koume said with a sigh of relief. “I though I was seeing double when I saw two Entei.”

“I think-” Tamao shook her head. “Well, so much for what we were planning to do. I’ve never seen that eeveelution before, what is it?”

“Sylveon!” Molly and her Sylveon said at the same time. They shared a smile, and Molly stroked the blue-white-and-pink Pokémon. “She’s stronger than a dragon!”

She smiled up at the astonished girls. “Oh – do you want to meet my friends the shiny Legendary Beasts? Ash said they were around here!”


“This is a great honour,” Tamao said, bowing to Suicune. “To meet yourselves is a rare privilege.”

Suicune returned the bow. “You have done your work well, you five of Ecruteak. May you continue to do so – we could ask no more.”

Ash translated, and Tamao’s eyes widened. “I – thank you, lady Suicune.”

Suicune smiled.

On the other side of the clearing, all three shiny Beasts lay in a circle around Spencer, Molly and her Eevee as she talked about her last couple of months and her time at school.

“Professor Oak is giving me talks about how to study Pokémon! It’s good fun – sometimes it’s a bit boring, but he’s funny.”

“I am sure he is a great man,” the Entei said, smiling. “I have heard he is a great artist, as well.”

“Well, he does sketches. He’s shown me some – and his assistant draws too! They drew Eevee in all of her shapes!”

Suddenly, all four beasts present – Suicune and the three shinies – looked up. Their heads turned towards the southwest.

A few seconds later, there was a crashing sound, and a man wearing a black Rocket uniform came through the brush.

“A-ha!” he announced. “Now I’ve got you! I’ll steal that shiny Eevee, and –”

It was at this point he noticed the four legendary Pokémon facing him. Their gradually rising snarl didn’t help, either.

“…oh, hell,” he said faintly. “It doesn’t matter! Koffing!”

Suicune blinked, her snarl faltering. “Seriously? You… you’re still going along with this?”

“I’ll fight you!” Sakura announced. “Eevee, go!”

“Sakura!” Tamao said. “Don’t!”

“You want to play, little girl?” the Rocket grunt asked. “Fine, let’s play! Koffing, Smokescreen!”

“Eevee, use your Swift!” Sakura called.

The shower of silvery stars punched through the gathering smoke, showing the area next to Koffing.

“Keep it up and aim a bit to the right!” Sakura ordered. “That’s right – right there!”

The grunt scowled as his Koffing took a beating from the Swift stars. “Grrah! Right – use Sludge!”

“Quick Attack, Eevee!” Sakura said. “Get in too close for him to hit you!”

“Right!” her Eevee said, running forwards into the smoke. There was a moment of confusion, and then Eevee jumped up through the smoke to hit Koffing dead-on.

“You’ll pay for that, girlie,” the Rocket told her As her Eevee jumped in again, he pointed. “Koffing! Explosion!”

There was a frozen instant, too short for anyone to react, and then the Koffing exploded.

“Eevee!” Sakura called, heart in her mouth.

Before she’d finished the one-word cry, the Rocket grunt was bowled over by four hundred pounds of Legendary Pokémon.

Suicune growled at him, flashing her teeth right up to his face to make her displeasure clear.

“Eevee, are you okay?” Sakura shouted, running into the smoke.

The smoke rippled, then pulsed and expanded outwards in a spherical wave of force.

I think I am, her Pokémon informed her. I feel fine.

“Ee – Espeon?” Sakura corrected herself. “You evolved!”

For you, Sakura, Espeon said. He leaped into the arms of his trainer, and she stroked his soft fur with a smile.

“I’m so glad you’re okay…”

Molly’s Eevee turned into an Espeon, for solidarity, and added her congratulations.

“Ash?” Suicune asked, one paw still on the chest of the Rocket grunt. “What should be done with him?”

Ash thought about that for a moment. “Tamao? Can you take him to the police station?”

“I most certainly can,” the girl confirmed. “Despicable person!”


Jessie sighed, tapping the projector screen. “We’re going to keep having these talks until you idiots listen. This boy is bad news! Quite apart from his team, Legendary Pokémon seem to appear out of the woodwork when he’s around.”

“Yeah,” Meowth agreed. “An ‘dat’s why Joseph ain’t getting’ broken out of prison. Da team ain’t gonna spring morons!”

“Far too expensive,” James agreed.


“Okay,” Misty said, addressing all her Pokémon. “You heard about the letter?”

Nods.

“Right. That means I’m going to need to choose which of you should be on the team.” She shot an apologetic glance at Togekiss. “Sorry, love, you’re disqualified.”

“I don’t mind,” the Normal/Flying type said with a smile. “I was expecting it.”

“Thanks.” Misty smiled back. “Now, let’s see… what do I know about how the Elite Four work…”

She snapped her fingers. “Oh, that’s right – they need to have a counter for everything that would normally be a way to easily beat their type. Like how… I saw a match where Flint from Sinnoh was doing a demonstration battle against Steven Stone, and Flint’s first move was to use Sunny Day.”

“Oh, I get it,” Psyduck nodded. “So Water type moves weren’t as useful.”

“More than that – half his team can Solarbeam,” Misty clarified. “It was a pretty intense match.”

“Ah.” Psyduck winced.

Misty looked along the row. “Staryu, you’re my primary way of stopping Electric-types.”

Staryu nodded. “Got it!”

“As for Grass-types… who knows Ice Beam or something else Ice-type?”

Several fins, flippers or hands went up.

“I know Flamethrower, too!” Gyarados volunteered. “Bet that would surprise Grass-type users!”

“That’s great!” Misty smiled. “Now… okay, do any of you know Hydro Pump? That’s a good, powerful Water move to start with.”

“I do,” Gyarados said.

There was the sound of hooves.

“I do as well,” Keldeo said. “Sort of. I’m not very good at it.”

“Okay.” Misty frowned. “I know – you can learn how to use it with the rest of us. Can you show me what your Hydro Pump is like?”

Keldeo nodded. He stepped back a little, took a calming breath, and – used Hydro Pump.

The result was, for Misty, a little surprising.

Water sprayed in all directions as four focused jets of high-pressure water went straight down – coming from Keldeo’s hooves, of all places. The force of the jets was such that Keldeo rocketed up into the sky, wobbling erratically as his legs trembled with the effort to stay straight.

“That’s… bizarre,” Politoed said. “How does that work, exactly?”

Keldeo landed in a huge splash of water, some way across the clearing.

“Actually, the strangest thing is where the water’s coming from,” Misty said, scrutinizing the results and thinking them over. “He’s got a lot of output on that, though.”

Keldeo cantered back over, a little unsteady. “There – is that alright?”

“Yes, actually,” Misty said. “I think I’ve got an idea. Can you balance on your two right legs?”

The Water-type legendary gave her a confused look. “I… I guess I might be able to…”

“Okay,” Misty said. “The important thing about Water-type moves which use large amounts of water, like Hydro Pump, is – recoil. They’ve got a lot of it.”

She frowned. “Let’s try just one, first. Can you raise your foreleg and aim at that tree over there, then use Hydro Pump with just that leg?”

“I’ll try.” Keldeo braced himself, and then pointed the hoof in question. “Here goes!”

A jet of high-velocity water very briefly connected with the tree, and then Keldeo fell over.

“Thought so,” Misty said. “You’re having recoil problems.”

She looked around at the rest of her team. “Everyone else paying attention?”

Psyduck raised a flipper.

“Yes?”

“How are you producing that much water?”

“It’s not that hard,” Gyarados cut in. “Just do Water Gun, but… more.”

“You’re the size of a building!” Psyduck retorted. “Of course you can do more water than I can.”

Gyarados hrumphed. “How does Keldeo do it, then?”

“He’s a Legendary!”

“Both of you, quiet!” Misty said.

They turned to look at her.

“Anyway, Totodile can do it,” Misty pointed out. “We’ll have to practice, but I think you can all try at least.”

She turned back to Keldeo. “Okay, I’ll catch you if this goes wrong. Raise your right foreleg and point it at the target… good… now, when I say, raise your right hind leg, point it behind you, and use hydro pump on both those legs. Understand?”

Keldeo nodded. “Got it.”

“Now!”

This time, the burst of water hit the target and stayed there. Keldeo’s other raised leg produced a similar blast of high-pressure water, stabilizing him and preventing the recoil from blasting him over.

“Good!” Misty shouted over the roar of rushing water. “Now, reduce how much water’s coming out of your rear leg until you feel a bit unsteady, then reduce your foreleg a bit and repeat that!”

Keldeo’s face screwed up with the effort, and he stepped down his power output in careful stages.

Eventually, his rear leg was producing barely a trickle, and his foreleg was firing a still powerful but much lesser stream.

“Now put your rear leg down,” Misty continued.

Keldeo duly did so, and then finally stopped his Hydro Pump and started panting.

“I… thanks, Misty!” he said. “Now I know how much I can use without falling over.”

“That’s right,” Misty agreed. “Don’t forget to practice, though, maybe you can increase it with training.”

“I will. Thanks again.” Keldeo bowed to her. “I’ll leave you to what you were discussing.”

“Right.” Misty nodded.

When Keldeo was gone, she looked along the line of her team. “Staryu, you’re in… so is Gyarados, because he’s probably the strongest Pokémon I’ve got in terms of pure strength.”

Gyarados gave a very happy roar.

“Kingdra, you’re part Dragon, which is great news for avoiding trouble with Electric types as well. You’re in.”

Kingdra bobbed his head. “I’ll try to do you proud.”

“As for the other two slots…” Misty shrugged. “If I had to decide today I’d say Politoed and Psyduck, but that’s subject to change once I get a strong part-Rock type.”

Kabuto clicked something morose.

“Oh, don’t think I’ve forgotten you,” Misty assured him. “I’m looking forward to when you’re a Kabutops, to see how strong you are, but you’re already a good Pokémon.”

A happier click.

“That’s alright.” Misty clapped her hands. “Now, who wants to learn Hydro Pump?”


Recording completed, Dexter reported quietly.

“Thanks, Dexter,” Ash said. “And thanks, Keldeo.”

“Was that alright?” Keldeo asked. “She certainly helped me, but was that enough to count?”

“I hope it’ll do,” Ash told him. “And yes, that was fine. I’m looking forward to using you in a gym battle!”

“That sounds fun!” Keldeo agreed. “I wonder how I’ll do…”


“Hey!” Ash shouted up at the sky. “Give that back!”

The murder of Murkrow chuckled amongst themselves, and continued flying off.

“What did they steal?” Brock asked.

“Three of my Kanto badges, my Hive badge, and my Indigo badge!” Ash said, voice a little raw. He swallowed. “They’re not getting away with that! Pikachu!”

Pikachu nodded, cheeks sparking. “All at once or one at a time?”

“Ash, don’t!” Misty said, running past and rummaging at her belt. “You’ll damage the badges!”

She plucked the first Pokéball, opening it with a flare of white light. “Politoed, try your Hydro Pump!”

Politoed nodded, face set in determination, and fired.

The thieving Murkrow was rather surprised to be hit by a high pressure stream of water, and stumbled in the air before falling – his soaked wings no longer able to successfully carry him.

“Psyduck! Catch the badges!” Misty went on. “Okay, Starmie, your go! Same as Politoed!”

Ash slowed to a walk, blinking, as Misty released Gyarados. She grabbed the Atrocious Pokémon by the fins and swung onto his back, Starmie hovering alongside and pumping huge amounts of water from its arms.

“…she’s motivated,” he said weakly.

Another Murkrow fell from the sky in a cloud of water and feathers.


“Thanks, Misty,” Ash said, inspecting the (wet) badges. “Good thinking.”

Misty smiled.

“Those Murkrow…” Ash added, shaking his head. “Right, from now on I’m keeping that case locked unless I need it open.”

“Talk about closing the barn door after the Ponyta’s bolted,” Brock commented.

“Why would a barn door stop a Ponyta if it wanted to get out?” Ash asked, confused. “Couldn’t they just burn their way through the door?”

Brock started to answer… and stopped, frowning. “Actually, now you mention it…”

“It’s…” Misty shrugged. “It’s just one of those sayings.”

“Huh.” Ash shrugged. “Well, I’m glad that didn’t go as badly as it could have.”


“Where’s that, again?” Ash asked, pointing into the distance.

“That’s Remoraid Mountain,” Brock answered, looking at the map. “It’s got Remoraid Lake on top of it, it’s near the Remoraidian Ruins which used to be inhabited by the ancient people called the Remoraidians, and you’ll never guess what Pokémon are up there.”

“Octillery,” Ash deadpanned.

“Probably,” Brock agreed. “Misty? Should we go up there?”

Misty thought. “Nah,” she said after a moment. “I’m pretty much fine with my team as it is, actually – well, if you count the ones we’ve not picked up again yet.”

“Right, that’s a miss…” Brock noted that down. “Next up, then, is the Sunflora Lodge – a couple of days away.”


“Wait a second,” Ash said, shading his eyes. “Is that… Todd! Hi, Todd!”

Todd Snap paused, looking back along the road. “Oh, hi Ash!”

“Great to see you!” Ash smiled, shaking his hand. “Where have you been?”

“Here and there,” Todd told him. “I’ve been travelling far and wide in search of a chance to photograph a legendary Pokémon!”

Brock and Misty exchanged a glance, then started sniggering.

“Hey!” Todd said, hurt. “That’s not very nice of you!”

“No, sorry,” Misty assured him, taking a deep breath to regain her composure. “It’s not…”

Ash shrugged a bit awkwardly. “What Legendary are you looking for?”

“Well, I’ve heard there’s an Articuno around here,” Todd told them. “So let me know if you see any sign of one – but any Legendary would do, really.”

There was the faint sound of a Pokéball opening.

“Hi!” Keldeo said.

Todd blinked. “I’ve never seen that Pokémon before…”

“I’m Keldeo,” Keldeo introduced himself, bowing briefly. “I’m travelling with Ash, because I owe him a debt I’d like to repay.”

“He’s also one of the Swords of Justice,” Ash added, and Keldeo smiled at the words. “They’re Legendary Pokémon from Unova.”

Todd shook his head. “When I saw it was you, Ash, I told myself not to be surprised. I really did – I thought I was ready for whatever you were going to pull out of nowhere. And now…”

He sighed. “I don’t think I really want to take a photo of Keldeo, though – it seems too easy. No challenge in it.”

“I can understand that,” Ash agreed.

Keldeo frowned. “Awww… a photo would have been nice.”

“Well…” Todd thought. “I guess I could take a photo of you, just not treat it like a Legendary one.”

Keldeo perked up. “That’d be nice. I’d like to have something to send back to Cobalion and the others.”

“That sounds fine,” Todd agreed. “What do you want to be doing in the photo?”

“…hmmm… what about having everyone’s teams in it?” Keldeo suggested. “Everyone Ash has, and also all the Pokémon Brock and Misty have!”

He shrugged. “I’d like to have Iris and Cilan in, too, but that’s… pretty much impossible.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “That sounds like a great idea!”

He took Dexter out of his pocket. “Can you call the Professor, please?”


Some time later, Todd put down his camera.

“Well, that was a productive half hour or so,” he said with a happy sigh. “I appreciate you getting hold of your Charizard and Lapras as well, Lapras especially are hard Pokémon types to photograph.”

“Really, it’s not a problem,” Ash assured him. “They wanted their photos taken too!”

Behind them, Keldeo extended a hoof to Lapras to shake. “Thanks for helping us get to Kanto, Lapras. I didn’t make the connection until now.”

Lapras grinned, taking the hoof with his flipper. “Ash has a way of bringing people and Pokémon together, doesn’t he? Even if you hadn’t met him yet.”

“He does,” Keldeo agreed. “I can see that being with him isn’t going to be boring, at any rate…”

There was a sudden blast of chill wind.

“What was that?” Keldeo asked, looking up.

With a thud, a Sunkern encased in ice landed a few feet from Ash.

“Whoa!” he said, wincing. “That could have been pretty dangerous… we should get him out.”

“I’ll handle that!” Squirtle volunteered. “Scald!”

“Wait!” Misty said. “Don’t, it might hurt it!”

“Why?” Squirtle asked. “It’s better than using a Fire attack!”

“He’s right,” Brock confirmed. “Sunkern are Grass type, so Scald is several times less dangerous to them than a Fire attack.”

Misty blinked. “…right.”

She turned to Squirtle. “I’m sorry, Squirtle, I’m so used to you suggesting over-the-top answers to things that I didn’t consider that you might have a good reason for this one.”

Squirtle winked at her. “Got to keep you guessing somehow, haven’t I?”

He turned back to Sunkern. “Okay, let’s get this seed thawed! Hey, swordface, get that pair of hooves of yours over here!”

Keldeo blinked. He turned to Lapras for advice. “Does… does he mean me?”

“Probably,” Lapras agreed.

After confirming that, Keldeo cantered over. “What do you need me to do?”

“Simple!” Squirtle said. “Soak this Sunkern in water, so it heats up slower!”

“Okay,” Keldeo said, raising his hoof, and fired a low-powered stream of water. “What now?”

“My burning spirit knows no bounds!” Squirtle announced. “This Scalding water has but a tiny facet of the heat I hold within!”

Steam hissed up from the resultant water jet, and began rapidly eroding the ice.


“What I’m still worried about is how the Sunkern got frozen,” Ash said, fidgeting with the Sun Stone in his pocket. “I’ve got this ready for when we’ve solved the problem, but…”

He looked around, and came to a decision. “Charizard?”

“Yeah?” Charizard replied, a grin spreading across his face.

“Let’s see if we can find where this cold snap is coming from!”

Charizard nodded. “You got it!”


Leaning over, one hand firmly on Charizard’s neck for support, Ash scanned the area. “Any ideas?”

Charizard shrugged, rolling his wings as he circled.

“I think… gah, it’s hard to remember this kind of thing,” Ash said, frowning. “The big stuff is easier, but… what was it…”

He snapped his fingers. “Ah, got it! It was an Articuno messing with the climate!”

“What, again?” Charizard asked, a little startled. “How often does that happen?”

“All the time!“Ash said forcefully. “Strange thing is, other Ice-type legendaries seem to be better about it – Kyurem, say, he managed to go through a city without leaving any real trace the next morning.”

“Huh.” Charizard shrugged.

“Guess it – wait.” Ash pointed. “There. That mountain’s got a snow-cap, and it goes down much lower than the ones on the other mountains.”

“Good spot.” The big Fire-type trimmed his glide slightly, and they descended towards the peak.


“Why didn’t he take anyone else?” Pikachu asked, squinting up into the blue. “He could at least have taken me!”

Misty shrugged. “It’s Ash,” she said, that being the best explanation she could come up with.


Charizard flared his wings, shedding speed, and hammered the air as he alighted.

Ash slid off his back and began to trudge forward through the snow. “You ready for this, Charizard?”

The big Fire-type nodded, his tail flame burning up a little, and he started to melt himself a path through the drifts.

A few minutes of walking took them to the mouth of an icy cave, which stretched away into the mountains.

“Articuno!” Ash called.

For several seconds, there was only the faint crackling of Charizard’s tail flame and the fading echoes of Ash’s shout. Then a voice came back up the tunnel.

“A human?”

The temperature dropped. Ash shivered, and Charizard spread his wing out to give the human a little shelter.

“Thanks, Charizard,” Ash said quietly, then turned his attention to the cave. “I’m not here to fight you, or catch you!” he assured. “I just want to talk.”

Several seconds more of silence.

Then, gliding almost effortlessly on glacier-blue wings, Articuno drifted into the open.

“Merely to talk?” Articuno confirmed. “How unusual.”

“Ash is an unusual person,” Charizard said proudly.

“I’m here because you’re altering the weather,” Ash went on. “It’s driving Pokémon like Flying- and Grass-types away from the area.”

“I see.” Articuno considered that, drifting down to a landing, and leaned forward to peer at Ash.

Charizard growled warningly.

“Don’t, Charizard,” Ash said, touching his side. “We’re not here for a fight.”

“You seem surprisingly calm around a Legendary Pokémon,” Articuno said, then blinked as both trainer and Pokémon laughed. “What is it?”

Charizard waved it off. “You wouldn’t believe us if we told you.”

“I know you live here now,” Ash said, resuming the argument. “But you’re making it harder for other Pokémon to live here too. Can you try and control how much you affect the climate?”

Articuno frowned, rolling his neck. “Why?”

“To be a good neighbour,” Ash informed him. “Even Legendary Pokémon can’t live in isolation from everyone – Lugia has a mate and a child, and I know he regularly talks to a Slowking on Shamouti.”

“I thought it was her mate who – oh, I see.” Articuno nodded. “So, you’ve met a different Lugia to the one I was thinking of.”

He shook his wings, producing a flurry of snow. “But how can I be safe, if the weather is not too cold for humans to reach me with ease?”

Ash shivered – Articuno wasn’t exaggerating, and his toes were going a bit numb. He pulsed Aura into them to help strengthen them, and that pushed back the effects of frost a bit.

Before Articuno had time to properly realize what he’d just done, Ash was talking again. “If you know and talk with the other Pokémon in the area, they can help protect you instead – and anyone who wants to catch you will find it harder that way.”

Articuno thought about that for some time, and Charizard blew hot air over Ash to keep him warm. Then the Blizzard Pokémon slowly nodded.

“Very well, then. I will give it a try.”

“Thanks,” Ash said. He moved back past Charizard’s wing, and climbed aboard. “Sorry, but I’ve got to go before I freeze!”


“Well?” Todd asked, taking in the melting snow on Ash’s trousers and the frost on his hat.

“I think I got Articuno to turn it down a bit,” Ash replied. “Now – ah, there you are, Sunkern!”

The Sunkern looked at them.

“I think I know somewhere around here you’re going to do great,” Ash told the little seed-like Pokémon.


“It feels warmer already,” Brock said, as the newly evolved Sunflora posed with hundreds of his fellow Sun Pokémon – and with the elderly couple who lived in the Sunflora Lodge.

Todd’s camera whirred. “That’s great! Just one more!”

“Everyone say Sunflora!” the old man joked, and his wife laughed.

That done, Todd approached Ash. “Uh – Ash, you said you spoke with… I can’t believe I’m saying this… Articuno?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “Want a lift?”

“No!” Todd denied quickly. “No thanks. What I wanted to know is – where does it live? I want to travel there, and take a photograph, but I want to do it myself.”

“Sure,” Ash nodded. “See that mountain over there…”


AN:

The Kimono girls try, they really do. And Misty is taking this quite seriously.

Also: poor Todd Snap. He was really trying not to be overwhelmed by Ash, he was…
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“It sure is a long way from Ecruteak to Olivine,” Brock said, shading his eyes. “Of course, that might be partly because of the route we’re taking.”

“What’s the point going straight from A to B if it means you miss all the stuff on the way?” Ash replied, smiling. “Besides, it’s kind of nostalgic to retrace our steps.”

Misty nodded. “It lets us get in a lot more training, too. How’s yours going, Ash?”

“Still no luck with Sacred Sword,” he reported. “But Keldeo and I are getting better at working together with Hydro Pump.”

“Yes, I saw the splashes last night,” Brock agreed. “You’re able to stay on his back for, what, all of forty seconds now?”

“…that’s still an improvement,” Ash insisted. “Anyway, he’s working on Aura Sphere, too, because that gives him a good ranged attack.”

“And-”

Pikachu was interrupted by a roar from ahead.

“What was that?” Brock asked.

“It sounded…” Ash blinked. “Vaguely familiar…”

There was a crackle like thunder, and Raikou burst out of the bushes.

“Aha!” he said. “Ash Ketchum, I challenge you to a race!”

Ash raised his hand. “Actually… this isn’t a great time.”

“Not a great time? Not a great time!?” Raikou shook his head, growling softly. “Well, that’s fine then, I’ll come back after lunch – of course it’s a good time! Come on!”

“No, I mean…” Ash stopped, and started again. “Look, Charizard is part of an exhibition team Liza is taking to Hoenn for talks, Pidgeot’s off at Shamouti, and I can’t ride Keldeo for any length of time. I can’t give you a race because none of my fast Pokémon are to hand.”

Raikou blinked.

“…well, damn and blast it. I was looking forward to this!” Raikou slapped the earth with his paw. “Got all worked up for it, and everything…”

Misty cleared her throat. “I’ve got an idea…”


“Dexter?” Ash asked.

Recording.

Misty bowed to Raikou. “I challenge you, Raikou, to a battle. I will use no more than two Pokémon at any one time, and whoever wins you are free to go.”

Raikou rumbled, a sound like thunder on the distant horizon, and nodded.

“Go!”

Misty released Staryu first. “Okay, Staryu! Cutting Water Dance!”

Raikou blinked. “Never heard of that one before…”

Staryu’s gem glowed, and it began to shoot thin jets of water from its lower arms – slowly rising into the air on recoil. It then began to spin, quickly accelerating until it was a brown-and-yellow blur.

At that point, Raikou noticed that the water it was jetting out wasn’t falling to the ground. Instead, it was being swept along in the powerful vortex generated by the spinning.

“Now!” Misty said, pointing, and Staryu changed the angle of its spin so it was facing straight up before accelerating towards Raikou.

The Electric-type Legendary jumped back, out of range of the attack – no matter it was Water and he was Electric, that was a lot of very fast moving water. “Thunderbolt!” he called, tail snapping with electricity, and whipcracked a bolt of lightning towards Staryu.

The bolt of yellow electricity slashed forwards, hitting Staryu’s attack – and promptly vanished.

“What the- whoa!” Staryu’s attack slashed at him with high speed air and water, and Raikou was forced to turn and open the distance with Extremespeed.

Slowing down at the other end of the clearing, Raikou charged up another Thunderbolt and threw it, watching closely this time to see what happened.

As the bolt hit the perimeter of Staryu’s Cutting Water Dance, it ran into a misty haze of air and water moving at high speed. The thunderbolt vanished very quickly, producing an almost invisible blast of water particles out from the point of disappearance.

“Keep it up, Staryu!” Misty instructed. “And use Power Gem!”

Raikou jumped over the incoming rock, blasted out another bolt of lightning – which fared no better – and used his considerable speed to disengage again.

What was she doing?

Unless…

Suddenly, Raikou realized what it had to be. She was forcing there to be so many water droplets of such small size – barely above an aerosol – that it was drawing all the power he put into the attack off as static!

Well, he could work with that.

Raikou built another charge, and the air took on a greasy feeling. This time, rather than fire it off, he kept it stored in his shaggy thunder-cloud mane and charged forwards.

“Brine!” Misty snapped as Raikou came charging in, the water dance absorbing his charge but not managing to deplete it.

“Hiyah!” Staryu replied, gem pulsing, and a wash of much denser water blasted out from its arms – soaking both it and Raikou in the salty water.

There was a thundrous CRACK as Raikou’s Wild Charge snapped across into Staryu, knocking the Pokémon out.

“Nice work, Staryu,” Misty said. “Okay, Goldeen and Gyarados!”

Goldeen splashed down into one of the puddles left by Starmie’s attack, righting herself with difficulty. For his part, Gyarados crashed to the ground and roared at Raikou.

Raikou snarled back, and snapped off a Thunderbolt – which went nowhere at all, not even leaving his tail.

He blinked, glancing back at himself. “Wha-?”

Gyarados used Dragon Rage, and a torrent of swirling energy rammed Raikou backwards.


Todd Snap trudged up the side of Snow Top mountain, leaning on his walking stick as he walked.

It was certainly cold enough for an Articuno to live here, he supposed…

At least there was a reasonably good path.

As he continued, Todd heard the call of a Pokémon. He turned, adjusting his snow goggles as he tried to work out where the sound was coming from.

“Who’s there?” he asked, pitching his voice to carry.

The snow ruffled, about forty metres off.

“Hello?” Todd called. “Don’t worry, I don’t want to hurt you!”

Slowly, the head of a Sneasel Pokéd up over the edge of a hollow in the snow.

“Oh, you look lovely!” Todd smiled.

The Sneasel slowly smiled back at him, then flinched back when Todd reached for his backpack.

“It’s okay,” he assured it. “I’m just getting a camera.”

Moving slowly, Todd took his backpack off and deposited it in the snow. He took his prized camera out, and raised it – again moving slowly – to his eye.

He snapped two pictures, compared them, and turned on the miniature printer he also carried. A few minutes’ work, and he had the better of the two pictures printed.

“See?” he said, holding the small square of glossy paper up. “It’s just a picture of you, nothing more.”

The Sneasel cocked its head, frowning, and then darted forwards and snatched up the photo. It retreated until it was a few dozen metres away, and inspected the photo – blinking, as it recognized itself.

“Keep it,” Todd said, waving, and put everything back in his backpack. “It’s the least I can do. Thanks for the photo opportunity!”

He swung his backpack back on, and resumed climbing with a spring in his step.


“This is rather inconvenient,” Raikou said, as another blast of dragonfire from Gyarados blazed across his flank.

The salt water drenching him was drying, but there was still enough left to make using Electrical attacks inconvenient – he tried again, and the attack just conducted across his skin into the ground.

But that wouldn’t last much longer, and when it ran out then he’d be able to use Electrical attacks again.

“Goldeen!” Misty called. “Drill run!”

Raikou jumped out of the way as a rapidly spinning fish nearly hit him. “Right!”

Shaking his fur out, he leapt after the fish as she splashed back to the water, and pulled in electrical energy once more. It sleeted into the ground, but he kept charging it anew, and he jumped at Goldeen in a snapping, arcing Wild Charge.

“Look out!” Misty shouted.

Gyarados roared, and surged forwards to knock Raikou aside – too late.

The Beast of Lightning connected with a loud bang of discharging electricity, went over, and skidded to a halt on the other side of his targets’ pond.

“Right, now-”

Gyarados hit him, right on the heels of a Bulldoze shockwave.

“Thunder!” Raikou roared, and lightning crashed down from the sky.

Not at Gyarados.

Raikou set his paws, digging into the ground, and forced Gyarados off him with an almighty burst of strength before looking around to see what had happened.

“Seaking,” waved the newly evolved Pokémon, her horn occasionally crackling with bolts of residual energy.

Then she launched an Ice Beam at him.


“Huh,” Misty said. “Lightningrod. That’s useful.”

“Is it going to be confusing that you’ve got a female Seaking?” Brock asked.

Misty shrugged, as another huge blast of electricity drained without any fuss into Seaking’s horn. “Okay, Gyarados – Earthquake!”

Raikou roared something uncomplimentary as Gyarados slammed the ground with his tail, setting it shaking.


“How’s tings?” Meowth asked, then ducked. “Yowp!”

“My apologies,” Cubone said, catching the bone on the return. “I hadn’t expected to be interrupted.”

“I’ll be sure ta knock next time,” Meowth said. “Anyway, how is it?”

Cubone considered that for several seconds. “Good,” she said eventually.

“Well, sure, don’t give no details or anythin’…”

“Allow me to elaborate,” she smiled. “My marble, as a whole, is no longer so easily accessible. I lack the raw power and fury which brought it entire into the world, and without it I cannot resist the pressure of how things should be for long.”

“Dat sounds bad,” Meowth said.

“On the other hand,” she went on, and formed a pair of bones. She spun them around her hands twice, shifting them from femurs to dewclaws and back again, and then dismissed them and produced a single shield-shaped bone instead. “My lesser shaping is… well, not precisely easier, but… less instinctive.”

“…ain’t that harder, then?”

“It is.” Cubone nodded to him. “But it’s like your own speech, I think – with practice, it’s learned as well as anything that’s instinct, and on top of that it is better understood.”

Demonstrating, she formed a wicked-looking sickle-shaped bone.

“What’s dat from?” Meowth asked.

“It’s not quite Absol,” Cubone informed him. “I’ve altered the shape slightly to make it easier to hold – something I could not do before.”

“Dat’s pretty cool.” Meowth nodded, then raised a claw. “Hey – question. Ya mentioned your entire marble. A reason for dat?”

“Indeed.” Cubone beckoned. “Come at me.”

“Uh… sure.” Meowth nodded, and gestured. Three coins formed between his fingers, and he threw them in a dense pattern.

“They are always with me,” Cubone said, and a patch of grass flickered beneath her feet for a moment. When it faded, she was holding a Bronzong-shield, which deflected the coins effortlessly.

“It is a little tiring, but I can summon just enough of the marble that I can conjure what I need instantly,” she explained, letting the shield dissolve. “My hope is that, with time, it will become faster and more efficient.”

“Fair enough,” Meowth agreed. “An’ can I just say, it’s a pleasure ta see you happy.”

Cubone smiled. “It’s much nicer on the inside, as well.”


Todd squinted into the teeth of the gale, trying to see where he was going.

The blizzard had intensified just in the last few minutes… he had to be close.

Then, with a soft whispering sound, a blue shape came gliding through the hail and snow from his left.

Todd swung his backpack down and quickly readied his camera, fumbling in his haste, and managed to snap a picture before Articuno disappeared.

Unfortunately for him, the flash was engaged. A bright pulse of light illuminated the snowy sky brightly enough to take a photograph of a Sableye in a pitch black cave.

“…uh oh,” Todd said, wincing.

As he watched, the Articuno lowered its right wing and raised its left. It turned, banking casually through the snow as if it was nothing, and bore down on him.

“Wait!” Todd shouted, lowering his camera and raising empty hands. “I’m sorry – I’m not here to hurt you! I was only coming up to your nest so I could get a photograph!”

At his words, the Articuno slowed. It alighted in front of him, about ten feet distant, and cocked its head to one side before looking down at the camera.

Todd looked down at it too. “Do you want to see?”

Articuno considered him, then nodded slowly.

Picking it up, Todd disengaged the flash and pointed with gloved hands at the bits of the camera. “This is the lens – it’s what focuses the light. I look through here to see what it’s pointed at, and I press this button to capture the image.”

Under the scrutiny of the Legendary, he went through his bag, pointing out everything. His sleeping bag and tent, several packaged meals, and his other photographic paraphernalia.

“See?” he said, shrugging as he repacked it. “No Pokéballs at all. I’m sorry I was coming up to your nest without permission, I’ll be going now.”

Articuno cawed – sounding, to Todd’s ears, a little puzzled.

“Your… nest?” Todd repeated. “A friend told me a couple of days ago – you live up here on Snow Top Mountain. Right?”

That didn’t seem to help – at first. Then the Blizzard Pokémon blinked, glanced upslope, and took off in a flurry of snow.

Todd got a couple more pictures as it left, then frowned. “Wonder what was so hard to understand about that…”

Puzzling it over, he started to head downslope again. It was a much easier task, but he slid occasionally and had to check his downwards slide.


“Hm. Interesting.”

A Lucario looked up, and inclined his head respectfully. “Thank you for delivering this.”

The Staravia bobbed his head in return, and flew back out the high, open window.

The Lucario examined the letter one more time, and then stood. Folding it up, he exited the building himself and broke into an easy, ground-eating lope across the wide open fields all around.


For all its size, the Lucario Kingdom did not take long to cross – at least, not for those Pokémon for whom it was named. Half an hour saw letter and Lucario alike arriving at their ultimate destination.

“My lord and lady,” the messenger said, voice betraying no hint of his run. “We have a letter from one of our fosterlings.”

Saying no more, he handed it over.

“Thank you,” the female said, with a smile. “I believe we both appreciate your prompt delivery of this note.”

Her mate nodded his agreement, opening the letter. “Ah – interesting. It seems that he has evolved, a few months hence.”

“So soon?” the female said, blinking. “That was quick.”

“It seems we made the right choice,” the lord smiled. He continued reading. “Well, he’s certainly had an adventurous life thus far. He notes that he is only mentioning the highlights, but they include encounters with almost every Legendary living within a hundred mile radius of Kanto.”

“If those are indeed the highlights, then that is quite the life,” the lady agreed. “What else?”

“He will be sure to visit us when he and his trainer travel to Sinnoh, though he notes that may be between two and three years from now. So it seems we will have to wait.”

“A pity,” she agreed.

“…hm, this is interesting.” The male Lucario ran a finger along the last few lines of the letter, and gave it to her to read.

“You’re right,” she agreed after a moment. “Do we have any young ones who qualify?”

“Not at the moment, no,” confirmed the messenger. “There are five young Riolu who are training here, and seven eggs – though, of course, we can’t tell if an egg will be shiny or not when they hatch.”

“So…” the lord said, looking across at his mate. “What do you think? Assuming the option is available, should we take it?”

The lady frowned.

“Not at the moment,” she said, eventually. “But I think that someone should examine this candidate – see if she is, as he says, possessed of a good heart.”

“And a strong mind?” her mate inquired.

“No, that can come in time. A good heart is the most important.”

He nodded. “Very well. I concur. We will arrange to send one of our number to scout the situation at the next meeting.”

Turning to the messenger, he waved a paw. “Our thanks for your speedy action. Please return to your duties.”

Thus dismissed, the Lucario rose and ran off.

“Until then,” the lord added, picking up his pot. “These trees need tending.”

Forming metal claws, the highly experienced Lucario started trimming a bonsai tree.

It was an activity which promoted inner peace, especially when done as a couple.


“Hi-yah!” Raikou jumped over Gyarados, avoiding his thrashing tail, and kicked off towards that irritating Seaking.

One powerful blow with Extremespeed, and Seaking was finally out for the count.

Misty didn’t miss a beat, returning Seaking and releasing Politoed in the same move.

“Encore! Encore!” Politoed clapped, sending a ball of white light towards Raikou and surrounding him in sparkling light.

Bewildered, Raikou found himself unable to use any Electric attacks. He was still able to use his Extremespeed, and made good use of it to dodge out of the way as Gyarados continued to alternate blasts of intense energy and earthshaking Ground-type attacks.

Raikou had to admit, though, this was marvellous. Who would have thought he’d be getting such a challenge?

Then he had to use another speed boost to get out of the way as an Ice Beam played over the ground near him, nearly connecting with his knee and icing him up that way.

As he landed, he noticed that the sparkling light had faded.

Grinning, he charged up another Thunderbolt and, for once, it worked. Gyarados was blasted backwards across the clearing, clearly unconscious.

Misty withdrew Gyarados and sent out her fifth Pokémon for the battle, her Kabuto.

“…what?” Raikou asked. He sent a bolt of lightning in the direction of Politoed, and prowled forwards to inspect the little trilobite. “Seriously?”

Kabuto clicked, and hit him in the face with a Mud Shot.

“Agh!” Raikou stamped down, paws glowing with electricity, and they crashed to the muddy ground either side of Kabuto. Electricity snapped across the gap, delivering a series of little shocks to Kabuto’s cephalon, but the non-conductive shell saved him from any serious damage.

At about that point, Politoed landed on his back from a Bounce.

“Ow!” Raikou pulsed out a Discharge, hitting both Pokémon and sending Politoed bouncing away from him, then pawed at his streaming eyes and flipped Kabuto over before knocking him out with a Thundershock.

He turned, growling. “Is that it?”

Kingdra informed him that, no, it wasn’t. By hitting him with a heavily boosted Outrage.


Todd flicked through the pictures on his camera, contemplating which one would look best.

The one he’d gotten with the flash was a bit of a wash from the point of view of showing Articuno as Articuno, but it had quite a nice atmosphere to it – the flash picked out ice crystals in the air, illuminating them and making it extra clear that this was a scene shot in the middle of a blizzard.

So, in a way, it portrayed Articuno as it really was. A Pokémon of elemental air and ice.

Then there were the ones he’d taken later on. One was with Articuno with folded wings, aloof, but clearly there and clearly a Pokémon rather than a barely-scene shape of glacier blue in the darkness.

The other one was, in his opinion, just what he was after. It was Articuno leaning in curiously, inspecting him – and, as such, demonstrating that it was just as curious and real – and had just as much of a personality – as any normal Pokémon.

It was a rarely seen side of the legends, and he liked that.

Movement drew his attention, a little downslope. A moving shape of bluish black, with a little tuft of short red just visible over-

“Oh, hello!” he said, waving. “You’re that Sneasel I met earlier, aren’t you?”

The mustelid froze for a second, and then nodded.

“I’m surprised you turned up again,” he added, walking forwards again slowly and non-threateningly. To reassure… her, he thought, the ear feather was too short for a male… he aimed considerably to the right of her, so he wasn’t walking directly at her and as such didn’t appear threatening.

To his surprise, though, the Sneasel started to approach him. Still warily, looking around for trouble, but definitely making the first move.

He stopped moving, and sat back to let her approach. Deciding to take a chance, he got the camera out, and took photo after photo as she got closer and closer.

Focusing almost entirely on the view through his camera, adjusting the zoom to frame her as best he could, it took a moment to realize that he couldn’t zoom out any further because she was standing, essentially, right next to him.

Hesitantly, he lowered the camera. “Hello?”

The Sneasel cocked her head on one side, took a steadying breath, and then took one final step forwards and touched his hand.

“…oh,” Todd said, a suspicion arising. “You… want to come with me?”

Sneasel nodded.

“Well, I’m honoured,” Todd told her. He rubbed the back of his neck in embarrassment. “Unfortunately, I don’t have any Pokéballs…”

She looked a bit disappointed at that.

“But – but that doesn’t mean you can’t come with me, I guess!” Todd went on hurriedly. “I’ve never had a Pokémon, but… I guess I could use an assistant?”

Sneasel contemplated that, and then nodded firmly.

A high call drew both their attention, and they turned to look back up the slope.

Todd gaped. “What the-”

The blizzard was fading, the sun breaking through harsh grey clouds to light the entire mountain a dazzling white. And, high overhead, were two Articuno.

Todd’s camera came up almost without conscious thought, and he trained it on the two Legendaries overhead. The shutter clicked, and then again as they flew closer together.

“Whoa…” he said softly, as they banked in unison towards the north. Then one of them peeled off and dove, calling in shimmering tones, and the other responded by climbing into the heavens and giving a slightly differently-pitched call.

Sneasel made a noise of sudden understanding.

“Of course,” he whispered, as the low one climbed and the high one dove, and they swapped places in a twirling one-and-a-half barrel roll. “That one I met wasn’t the one Ash met. And I just told her where to find him.”

Swallowing, Todd made sure to get as many photos as he could.

The courtship rituals of a legendary Pokémon were the kind of sight you rarely got one chance to see.


“Thunder!”

Kingdra grunted as the potent Electrical attack slammed down into him, but stayed up – his Dragon typing negating his weakness. Using the shallow water as best he could, the Dragon closed back in for another Outrage, and swallowed his Persim berry to ward off the disorientation it was producing.

The impact sent Raikou skidding backwards across the muddy battlefield.

“All right, enough is enough!” Raikou roared, digging in his paws and coming to a halt. His fur stood on end as he Charged. “Zap cannon!”

There was a very, very loud bang.


When their ears had stopped hurting, the spectators saw Kingdra lying in the mud. Unconscious.

And, panting heavily, Raikou standing in the middle of the battlefield.

Raikou seemed a little dazed by it all. He blinked, focused on the defeated Kingdra, and then shook his head.

After padding a little way towards the humans, he placed his paws with care on relatively untouched sections of ground, drew a deep breath, and roared his triumph to the heavens.

Then he turned back towards Misty, and bowed.

“Uh…” Ash raised a hand. “How come you’re frowning like that?”

Raikou’s answer was to smile, and then he broke into booming laughter.

“That was marvellous!” he roared, shaking his head and chuckling. “I will never underestimate my sister – or her type – again!”

Regaining his composure, he nodded to Ash. “A fine substitute, young trainer. We will meet again, though, and you had better be ready next time!”

With that, he turned, and loped off.

“…wow,” Brock said, finally. “Misty, that was amazing!”

He counted on his fingers. “Okay… I counted Lightningrod, that Brine trick, the Cutting Water Dance, a quick Encore, using mud to make it harder for his attacks to conduct, just plain getting dirt in his eyes, and finally Kingdra’s unusual typing. How many ways do you have to neutralize an Electric type?”

Misty shrugged. “We travel with Ash, and I spar with Pikachu. Are you surprised?”

Pikachu grinned. “It was nice to see her using them on someone else for once!”


The door crashed down.

Vicious, the Iron-Masked Marauder, turned with a smile. “Ah, I see that Giovanni has sent me some assistance.”

“Think again, Vicious,” the Admin leading the group said. “The boss heard about your plan. He doesn’t approve.”

“Oh?” Vicious sighed, as the Rockets released their Pokémon – Houndoom, Venomoth, Seviper, Skarmory, Machamp and Poliwrath. “And I was so hoping he’d sent me more men… I used up the ones I had.”

He tapped his Pokéballs, and his Scizor and Sneasel emerged. “Well, at least it’s a nice, unfair fight… five against three.”

“Pardon?” the admin said, blinking. “No, it’s six against two.”

Vicious pulled three of his Dark Balls from their slots. “I disagree. Hm… I don’t think the Machamp or Poliwrath will do… oh, nor will the Seviper, it’s got a Psychic weakness.”

He threw the three Dark balls. “Thank you for the reinforcements.”

As the Rockets gaped, seeing their Pokémon turning against them, he smiled thinly. “Inform the Boss I’ll be going my own way now.”


AN:

Check another requirement off Misty’s list.

That Sneasel, meanwhile, is not Todd’s. He hasn’t caught it, so it is technically wild.

And – I know the Lucario Kingdom isn’t quite like that in the anime as such, but I basically assumed that a Lucario Kingdom had Lucario in it.






71. Johto 17


“Huh,” Ash said, reading the flyer. “Pokémon sumo wrestling. Any of you want to get involved?”

“What’s the rules?” Misty asked.

“Uh…” Ash read on. “No attacks, just pure Pokémon bulk and pushing. And Pokémon have to weigh more than eighty kilos.”

“Hmm.” Misty frowned. “I guess Gyarados must be at least that heavy.”

“So is Steelix,” Brock agreed. “But I think Snorlax is the heaviest of the lot.”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “This should be easy for Snorlax!”


The friends winced as Snorlax was picked up, shaken back and forth, and then thrown out of the arena.

“…didn’t expect that,” Ash admitted. Aiming carefully, he returned Snorlax before the big bear landed and broke something.

“Who’d have guessed someone would have a Metagross here?” Brock sighed. “Well, so much for that.”

“Couldn’t Steelix give it a try?” Ash asked.

“Ash, that Metagross just threw Snorlax. Snorlax weighs more than Steelix does.”

Ash blinked. “How? Steelix is made of, uh, steel.”

Brock shrugged. “Personally, I’m kind of glad Steelix weighs that much – it means he’s less likely to smash through floors.”


In the next match, Steelix fared no better against his opponent. The big Feraligatr used Steelix’ finlike metal protrusions as grips, hunched down, and slowly forced Steelix out of the ring.

Brock shrugged. “Oh well. Nice work, Steelix, this just isn’t something we trained for.”

The ground shook slightly.

“My go next!” a man wearing hiking gear said. “I’m in the semifinal against that Metagross!”

“Oh – well, good luck,” Brock said, nodding. “You’re the one with the Aggron, right?”

“That’s correct.” The hiker drew out his Pokéball. “He’s an especially heavy one – ‘bout double the normal weight of an Aggron.”

Brock did some calculations in his head, and winced. Then ran off to find the contest organizer.


“Excuse me?” Brock asked. “I was wondering – how much weight is this stadium rated to take?”

“Don’t worry,” the organizer waved. “It’s rated for a full ton of weight, so no worries there.”

Metagross and Aggron stomped onto the stage, faced one another, and moved forward to grapple.

Then there was an earsplitting crash, and the whole thing collapsed. Both Pokémon had just enough time to look surprised before dropping through the arena floor and landing in a cellar with a crunch.

“…yeah,” Brock said. “That Aggron weighed over seven hundred kilos, and the Metagross was half a tonne itself.”

“Our arena!”


“It’s rare we do that much worse than the first time around,” Ash commented, as they left Rikishii town. “At least we didn’t need anything from there – Misty’s already evolved her Pokémon.”

“True,” Misty agreed. “I just wish the arena had been… well, larger. Gyarados and Steelix were too close to the edge when the match started.”

Brock shrugged. “Their match, their rules, I guess.”


“I hate this place,” Pikachu muttered, the next morning. “This is draining my electrical charge…”

“Why is that, actually?” Ash asked, hoisting Pikachu up onto his shoulder. “What’s so special about this place?”

Brock spoke up. “The rocks here are high in piezolectric materials, which means they use electricity to shift their shape. I guess they’re drawing it out as we go past.”

“Right.” Ash winced. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“I’ll manage,” Pikachu said, forcing a smile. “I wouldn’t say no to a top-up, though…”

Ash thought, then smiled. “I know! Houndour?”

The canine Pokémon emerged from his Pokéball. “What is it?”

“Do you know Thunder Fang?”

Houndour nodded. “I do. Do we have a fight on the way?”

“Not so much.” Ash indicated Pikachu. “Think you can give him a top up?”

Houndour glanced at Pikachu, then his eyes widened slightly in understanding. “Oh, right. Got it! Sure, I can try that.”

He opened his mouth, lightning crackling over his canine canines, and Pikachu hopped down from Ash’s shoulder to get closer.

“Shouldn’t we be doing this in a circus?” Pikachu quipped, reaching into Houndour’s mouth and touching the fangs one at a time. Electricity transferred in a crackling stream, and Houndour waited until Pikachu was clear before closing his mouth again.

“That do you?” he asked.

“Yes, thanks!” Pikachu beamed. “I feel much better.”

He hopped back up on Ash’s shoulder. “Probably better if I stay up here, though.”

“Any excuse for a carry…” Ash smiled.

Houndour looked up, sniffing. “Someone’s coming.”

The humans and other Pokémon looked as well, just as a man came over the nearby hill.

“Oh, good afternoon!” he said, waving. “Everything all right?”

He approached the travellers. “I’m Simon. I run a rest stop a little way down the path. Everything all right? I know Electric-types can have a little trouble on the hike.”

Pikachu shrugged. “Fine, thanks.”

“Oh, well, that’s all right then.” As Pikachu did a double take, Simon blinked at the sight of Keldeo. “I’ve never seen a Pokémon like that before.”

“I’m Keldeo!” Keldeo said, smiling. “Nice to meet you.”

Simon’s jaw dropped. “I… I never thought that…”

“Oh, that’s right,” Ash said, grinning. “Keldeo can use Aura to make sure humans understand what he says. Lucario can do it too!”

That seemed to make Simon very sad. “Oh. Sorry, I thought…”

“Wait a second!” Pikachu said, drawing all eyes to him. “He – I’m pretty sure he understood me, too, just then!”

Simon frowned, concentrating. “I think… surprise, confusion… oh, I see. Yes, I can sort of understand what Pokémon mean, even if I’m not quite able to get the exact words.”

Keldeo cocked his head on one side. When he next spoke, his voice was devoid of the usual Aura tricks. “Can you understand this?”

Simon’s hand went to his chin. “I… I almost had that.”

This time, the Colt Pokémon pushed just a little Aura into it – less than normal, not enough to translate his voice alone. “What about now?”

“Yes!” Simon’s face lit up. “I got that! Clear as day, clearer than I’ve ever heard it before!”

Ash and Keldeo exchanged glances.

“I think I know what’s going on,” Ash said. “You’ve got a natural talent with Aura – a kind of life energy that all humans and Pokémon have at least a little of. With enough of it, humans can understand what Pokémon say, or Pokémon can make their speech understood by humans.”

Simon nodded, rapt.

“By the sounds of it, you’ve not had any formal training, but you’ve clearly got a lot of natural skill…” Ash frowned. “Dexter? Do we have any basic guides to how to use Aura?”

Not available at this time. I could try and put one together from the more basic material.

“Do that, please,” Ash requested. He shrugged. “I think we can give you a bit of training – Lucario, Keldeo and I – and we do need a bit of a rest anyway.”

“That would be wonderful,” Simon said, tears starting in his eyes, and he shook Ash’s hand. “Thank you so much.”


The next morning, as they were getting up, there was a rap on the door.

Simon walked over, blinking sleep from his eyes – it had been a late night with the Fighting-types and Ash for him, though he begrudged not a moment. “Who is it?”

He opened the door, revealing the local Jenny. “Oh – what is it, officer?”

“Simon, I am taking you in as a suspect for a crime,” Jenny informed him. “There’s been reports of fake Pokémon interpreters running a scam in the area.”

“I’m-” Simon shook his head. “But I’m a real interpreter – and this is no scam! I’ve always had some talent, and recently I’ve made a breakthrough with help from some-”

“Tell it to the judge,” Jenny said, shaking her head. “You’re not going to sweet-talk me. No humans can understand Pokémon, and no Pokémon can understand humans.”

Ash Pokéd his head around the door. “Excuse me?”

“Sir, please stand back, this is an arrest in progress,” Jenny informed him.

“Uh… Officer?” Ash pressed. When the policewoman looked at him, he went on. “Officer, I could have sworn you just said Pokémon couldn’t understand humans…”

Jenny shrugged. “Yes. So?”

“Have you ever seen a Pokémon battle”?

Jenny shrugged. “I don’t like sports.”

Ash rubbed his temples. “Oh, for… do you have a Pokémon?”

“Of course I do! Growlithe!”

Her Growlithe duly formed, taking up a position at her heel.

“You can understand me, right?” Ash asked the Growlithe.

It nodded, wagging its tail.

“Do you prefer tea or coffee?”

“Ooh, tea please! Black, one sugar.”

Ash nodded. “If you don’t mind, Simon?”

“Oh, not at all,” Simon assured him.

Jenny looked a bit nonplussed. “As entertaining as this is, you’re still a suspect. Unless you can prove that you, personally, can talk to Pokémon…”

Lucario stuck his head around the door where Ash had been. “If I might offer a suggestion?”


“Okay,” Ash said. “This is what we were using to test whether Simon was getting it right. There’s five cards on the other side of that screen. You pick one, show it to your Growlithe, and then Growlithe goes to Simon and tells him what it was.”

Jenny looked dubious, but nodded. “Okay, let’s give this a go.”

She picked up a card, and showed it to her Fire-type. He looked at it briefly, nodded, and padded around the side of the screen.

Jenny heard a quiet bark from her Growlithe.

“Star,” Simon said promptly.

She looked down at the card. Star.

“Again,” she said, picking another card.

“Cross.”

“Again.”

“Star.”

“Again.”

“Circle.”

“Ag-” she stopped herself, and took a deep breath.

“Right.” She nodded. “Okay, I’m convinced. That’s pretty impressive.”

“Thank this young man here,” Simon told her. “He gave me the help I needed.”

Ash grinned, waving.

“Incidentally, your Growlithe feels like he’d like to evolve,” Simon went on. “But he wouldn’t mind staying a Growlithe if that’s what you’d prefer.”

Jenny looked down at her Fire-type, who wagged his tail and nodded.

“I see. Well… thanks, I suppose.”

“Any time.” Simon waved.


“That was interesting,” Ash said, as they headed onwards under a bright morning sun. “It’s nice helping someone like that.”

“Yeah,” Keldeo agreed. “I’ve never had much of a problem with speaking to humans or Pokémon – the Swords – the other Swords of Justice helped teach me the aura trick.” He shrugged. “But I can see it would be frustrating to not quite be properly understood.”

Ash nodded. “You’re right – I can hardly imagine life before I became able to talk to Pikachu, now. And…” he frowned. “Actually, that reminds me – you knew Iris and Cilan, but I don’t think you ever met N. He lived in Unova too, and he could talk to Pokémon.”

“That’s nice,” Keldeo said. “Maybe when I go back there I can meet him…”


“This is pretty cool,” Ash said, looking around. “It’s a street fair?”

“I think so,” Brock confirmed. “Lots of attractions – hey, look, a test your strength!”

“Can I-”

“No,” Ash said.

“But-”

“No, Lucario. You’d break it, you know that.”

Lucario grumbled, but had to admit that it was true.

“What happened when we were here…” Misty mused, frowning. “I’m sure there was something.”

Ash shrugged. “If it’s still something we need to do, it’ll come right up to us. Things have a way of doing that.”

On cue, Misty pointed. “Hey, look, fortune telling!”


“So, uh…” the boy swallowed nervously. “Ready, Naughty?”

His Natu gave a chirp.

“Right. Uh…”

Ash spoke up. “You okay?”

“I’m fine!” the boy said, and took a couple of deep breaths. He glanced at his father, standing patiently by the stage, and swallowed again.

“You know,” Ash said quietly, “I heard a good way to avoid stage fright is to wear a mask.”

The boy blinked, then looked up at his father. “Uh…”

After thinking it over, the man decided to take pity on his son. “Go ahead, McKenzie. I’ll do them, and we’ll practice later.”

“Thanks.” McKenzie collected his Natu, and shrank back behind the stage.

“Perhaps we could help train his Natu, too,” Ash suggested. “One of Misty’s Pokémon had trouble using psychic powers at first.”

“Could you?” the father asked, grateful. “Thank you. Now, I’ll read yours.”

He went through the full routine, complete with all the elaborate steps and incantations, and his Natu followed suit – the token, the washing of the wings, the rocks, the bell, and the box.

Picking it out of the air, the man opened it. “Huh. That’s unusual.”

“What is it?” Ash took the fortune. “What does ‘tilt’ mean?”

The showman exchanged a look with his Natu, who shrugged and chirped quietly.

“Oh. He says he can see about four days, for you, then everything gets very complicated. Perhaps you’re not the best person for my son to practice on…”

“Oh well.” Ash shrugged. “I’m sure we can help with training his Natu, at least.”


“Hey, uh… McKenzie?”

“What?” the boy asked, looking up. “Oh – sorry. Hi, I guess…”

“It’s okay,” Ash shrugged. “I know kind of what it feels like, and it’s really uncomfortable.”

“It’s not just that!” McKenzie shook his head. “I just realized now – you’re the most recent Indigo Champion, aren’t you?”

He sighed. “Now I feel stupid…”

“Aw, come on!” Ash said, sitting down next to him. “I may have won the League, but that doesn’t make me any more scary, right?”

Misty waved a hand. “Eh, I think it does.”

“That’s cold, Misty…” Ash shrugged it off. “Anyway…”

He rummaged in his bag. “Where was it… aha!”

Retrieving the CD, he held it out. “Here – you can borrow it if you want. It’s a Calm Mind TM.”

“A TM?” McKenzie repeated. “These are really expensive! Would you really-”

Ash coughed. “We worked out how to make them multi-use.”

“Yeah,” Misty smiled, sitting down next to them. “My Psyduck’s already used it. It really helped.”

McKenzie looked between them, then broke into a smile. “Thanks! Come on, Naughty!”

The little Natu chirped enthusiastically.

“Uh…” after that, McKenzie looked a bit embarrassed. “How do you use these?”

Misty chuckled. “Just put it on his forehead! I know, it’s strange, but it works.”

“Right.” McKenzie took the TM, and placed it against the feathery forehead of his Natu.

Several seconds passed.

“Wow, I feel much better now!” Naughty said, flapping into the air. “McKenzie, can we try it now?”

McKenzie beamed, holding out his hand for Naughty to alight on. “Thanks – can I call you Ash?”

“Sure,” Ash nodded. “And it’s a pleasure, really.”

“Can you do mine, please?” Misty asked.

McKenzie nodded. “Right.”


“What did you get, Brock?” Ash asked.

“Tilt,” Brock said, holding it out.

“Huh,” Misty said, glancing at Ash. “Same as… both of us got. That might not be a good sign.”

Lucario was too busy eating some candyfloss to comment.


Ash blinked. “Okay, Misty… you’re the Water-type expert. Explain this.”

They watched the surfing Rhydon.

“I… actually can’t,” Misty admitted.

“Actually, Rhydon are surprisingly light for their size,” Brock explained. “And it’s not the only Rock-type that can swim – as well as all the Rock/Water types, there’s also Tyranitar and Rampardos.”

He shrugged. “I learned that here last time…”

“Yeah, but you’re talking about swimming,” Ash rejoined. “That is surfing.”

With a huge splash of water, the Rhydon landed on the shoreline of a nearby island. He placed his board in the sand, and walked up to an apple tree to start eating.

“I see you’ve seen him too,” said a girl. “Hi, I’m Pietra.”

“Nice to meet you,” Brock said, nodding to her. “Do you have any idea why he’s using that surfboard?”

Pietra shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve been trying to catch him for weeks – perhaps he overheard when I mentioned it was called Surf.”

She sighed. “I keep trying to challenge him to a battle, but he never listens long enough to fight me.”

Ash thought about that. “Hold on, I’ll give it a go.”

Setting his shoulders, he strode out across the lake.

Pietra blinked. “…is… this…?”

“Yeah, basically,” Brock said. Misty nodded.


“Hey!” Ash called. “Rhydon!”

The Rock-type growled, dropping an apple and turning to him. “What?”

“Just wanted a talk, that’s all,” Ash said, sitting down.

Rhydon seemed a little taken aback by that. “A talk? But…”

“Yeah, I can understand you,” Ash clarified. “Anyway, there’s a girl over there on the shore who wants to battle you.”

“Yes, I’m aware,” the Rhydon said. “Why should I give her the time?”

“Well…” Ash shrugged. “I guess you don’t have to. But – I know she’s only got one Pokémon with her, her Marill, but I think she’s a pretty honest trainer.”

There was a silence for a moment.

“She wants to catch you, you know,” Ash said. “And – of course, you don’t have to let yourself be caught. But there’s two reasons she wants to catch you. One is to help her with digging a tunnel through a mountain, and the other… the other is that she thinks you’re magnificent.” Ash smiled. “After all, who ever saw a swimming Rhydon?”

Rhydon nodded to himself. “I suppose…”

“By the way,” Ash asked, curious. “What’s with the surfboard?”

The big Rock-type shrugged. “It’s funny.”

As Ash got up and turned to leave, Rhydon looked past him. Then asked a question. “Is that Pokémon on the lakeshore yours?”

“You mean Lucario?” Ash checked. “Yeah.”

“Interesting…” Rhydon thumped his tail on the floor. “You have a Pokémon who could, most likely, defeat me – but you nevertheless use talk instead. Very honourable of you. Very well – I will consider it.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, and walked back across the lake.

Since he was facing the wrong way, he missed the Rhydon’s jaw dropping.


“Right,” Misty was saying. “Bubblebeam is like bubble, but the bubbles are packed with more energy and fired faster. It’s also more tightly focused, so they all strike one point. I can demonstrate if you want.”

Marill nodded. “Sure!”

“Oh, hey, Ash!” Brock said, waving. “How’d it go?”

“Nothing certain,” Ash called back. “But he seemed interested, I guess.”

There was a splashing sound behind him, and a horn emerged from the lake. This was followed by the rest of Rhydon. “Did you just walk across the lake?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed.

“Oh.”Rhydon frowned. “Okay then. And – let the girl know. If she catches me, she should know I may want to evolve to Rhyperior at some future date.”

With that, he dropped back underwater.


Pietra panted, feeling every bit as drained as her Marill. “Nice work, Marill…” she said.

She looked down at the Pokéball in her hand. “We… we did it.”

“You sure did!” Misty said. “Your Marill picked up Bubblebeam quick, too – which is great!”

Marill smiled tiredly.

“Well.” Pietra sat down. “I guess I’m buying a Protector sometime soon…”


“Welcome,” Giovanni said, indicating the chairs. “Do sit down.”

“Thanks, boss,” Meowth said, taking his seat. “Don’t mind if we do!”

“Indeed,” Giovanni said cryptically.

After the two humans were also seated, Giovanni gave them a forthright look. “I’m afraid there is some bad news.”

“Did ya waste money on ya car insurance?” Meowth asked, and got a quelling look for his pains. “Yipe! Guess not…”

Giovanni looked at Meowth for a moment longer, then sighed. “Sometimes I wish all my agents were as competent as you.”

To the time-displaced Rocket cell, this was… not exactly on their list of top ten most likely phrases for The Boss to say.

“What happened?” James asked.

In reply, Giovanni brought up an image on the monitor. It was a grainy shot of a thickset man, with dark brown hair and a tufted beard.

“This is the only confirmed unmasked shot of Vicious, the Iron-Masked Marauder,” Giovanni informed them. “He doesn’t know I have this – which is as it should be, of course… in any case. Following your tip-off, I sent a number of Rockets led by one of our middle-ranked Admins to… teach him the error of his ways.”

Jessie and James nodded, knowing what that meant. Either a beating, or something worse, depending on how defiant the man was.

“I guess it didn’t work,” Jessie ventured.

“You presume correctly,” Giovanni confirmed. “He easily subdued the team sent after him, including stealing half of their Pokémon with his Dark Balls – one Houndoom, one Skarmory, and one Venomoth. Purely based on the typing, this confirms your estimate of his intentions.”

He paused. “Good work, though it’s a pity the team didn’t take countermeasures such as a Psychic-type. In any case, he has officially gone rogue. As of now, your assignment is simple – stop him from obtaining Celebi, at all costs.”

“Right!” the trio said in unison, standing and saluting.

“You can count on us, boss!” Meowth added.

“Oh, I certainly hope so,” Giovanni said, almost too quiet to hear.

When they had gone, he tapped the side of his chair for a moment.

“Persian?” he said, raising his voice slightly.

The panther-like Pokémon slinked out from behind a sofa, purring softly.

“If they don’t manage this, it’s entirely possible we will never have met,” he informed Persian. “For that reason, irrespective of any other, I hope they succeed.”

Giovanni’s most loyal – and skilled – Pokémon locked eyes with him, and briefly closed them with a small nod.

Giovanni also closed his eyes, and when he opened them he was all business again.

“Send in Petrel, please,” he requested.

Without any need for orders, Persian prowled around the back of a different sofa and out of sight. Giovanni knew that the classy cat was poised, ready to intervene in a flash if his visitor turned nasty.

It was, of course, a paranoid habit. But paranoid habits like that were why Giovanni was still the boss of Team Rocket.


“Ugh.” Gary swung up on one hand, and drove in the next piton with his other.

The rock face about three yards to the right of him shifted, then collapsed, and Furfrou peered out – fur in a Heart trim as it had been since yesterday. “This seems overly complicated.”

Her trainer hauled himself up again on the set of ropes. “It’s… the principle of the thing.”

“Seriously, you have a Psychic-type. Can he not simply levitate you up the cliff?”

Gary hissed through his teeth, and unhooked the hammer from his belt. “Like I said.”

Reversing the standard geological hammer, he dug into the layer of softer rock with the pick-like head and hauled some poorly consolidated sand out.

“I could just get that for you, you know…”

“Where’s the fun in tha-whoa!”

Gary’s hands went to his rope as he swayed backwards, panting, and hung there until the gust of wind subsided.

I caught you the hammer, Alakazam reported, levitating it back up to Gary.

“Thanks,” Gary nodded. “Right.”

Gritting his teeth, he swung the hammer again.

“That is not going to work,” Furfrou informed him.

“Why-” Gary sighed, and slipped the hammer back into its holder. “Why not?”

“Because I got bored, and retrieved the stone while you were holding on.” Furfrou held up a large lump of pale blue crystal.

Gary gaped, then sighed. “Of course you did.”

“Are you coming down now?” Umbreon asked. “I know I can’t come up because Alakazam can’t catch me, but this is quite nerve wracking.”


“Okay,” Gary said, now firmly on solid ground, as he inspected the crystal. “Well, this is certainly a mega stone…”

Turning it, he examined the multicoloured fleck within. “Dark blue edge, with white in the middle and a little bit of lighter blue above it. And the crystal as a whole is pretty pale blue itself. Any ideas?”

Shrugs.

“One of these days, I’m going to find out how to identify these,” Gary resolved. “Right, I mentioned the gym challenge, and it’s looking like that might be required given how much it’ll cost to cut and set these. Who should we do first?”

Umbreon raised a paw. “The psychic one, please!”


“Please tell me this one’s got a challenge?” Aaron asked, giving ‘his’ Pokémon a look. “This lot are getting unruly.”

Oh, there’s a challenge all right, Arceus informed him. Good news – you’re going to face multiple legendary-grade challenges.

“Right.” Sir Aaron nodded. “That’ll help.”


“Are we going to get a turn?” asked Palkia, as Giratina blasted Gallade repeatedly with Shadow Force.

Yes, you’ll get your damn turn! Arceus snapped. Honestly…

“See what I mean?” Aaron asked.

There was a loud thud, and Gallade plowed a furrow in the ground.

“Well done!” Kenshin called. “I see that you are a mighty warrior. As such, I will face you and yours in triple battle!”

Dialga and Palkia perked up, and lumbered forwards to stand beside their brother.

“Mewtwo!” Kenshin called.

Three Mewtwo flashed onto the field, and walked forwards. They came to a halt opposite the Creation Trio, levitating so their feet were barely touching the ground.

“Uh…” Dialga frowned. “This seems a bit samey.”

Hold on, still writing the dialogue… there we go!

Kenshin held up a glowing crystal. “Now, face the might of the God of War! Mewtwo, Mewtwo, show them your power!”

The two Mewtwo on either end of the line held up stones themselves, and power crackled across them. Then, one flashed with orange energy and floated entirely into the air, a large tail-like appendage forming from the back of its head, while the other bulked up and set its feet firmly on the ground.

“Mega Mewtwo, times two!” Kenshin pronounced. “Go forth, my warriors!”

Sir Aaron blinked. “This is a thing now?”

This is a thing now, Arceus confirmed. Well, the mega evolutions are natural, but since you lot were complaining… anyway, you know the whole strongest Pokémon in the world thing?

Aaron nodded. “Yes?”

Not hyperbole. I’m fairly sure that these could give me a run for my money.

“Ah.” Aaron looked around. “I’ll be hiding now.”

Probably best, yeah.

Putting action to words, Aaron threw all three orbs at their respective Pokémon, and looked for a convenient hill to hide behind.


AN:

Right. Now it’s basically time for the movie.

The Pokémon Sumo tournament was interesting to research – Keldeo is something like a quarter the weight or less of the other Swords of Justice, and Heavy Metal Aggron is actually heavier than any non-legendary-or-Mega Pokémon. (Wierdly, because it loses the ability on mega evolving, a Heavy Metal Aggron is lighter when it becomes Mega Aggron.)

Simon, meanwhile… his episode doesn’t quite jibe well with the rest of the canon. There’s a Jenny insisting that Pokémon can’t understand human… which does rather beg a few questions.

Incidentally, this whole region of the anime is a bit filler-y. I’ve tried to pick the more interesting ones.






72. Voice of the Forest 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“Right – so it’s kind of an expression of your internal Aura?” Ash asked. “Is that why you have to change form to use Secret Sword?”

“Pretty much,” Keldeo agreed. “Both Sacred and Secret Sword work in similar ways, but Secret Sword relies on the strength within – it acts almost like it isn’t even a physical attack.”

“Huh, interesting.”

“It almost sounds like a differently shaped Aura Sphere,” Lucario volunteered. “Perhaps that is a way to approach it?”

Keldeo frowned. “I know I’m coming at it from the opposite direction, but what I know about Aura Sphere… yeah, I guess it is close in some ways.”

“But perhaps-” Ash began, then interrupted himself. “Hold on a minute – look!”

Both Fighting-types followed his gaze, and Brock and Misty looked up too.

Suicune essayed a bow. “Greetings, Chosen,” she said, pacing closer. She cleared her throat, and spoke formally. “Are you in fit state for a challenge?”

“I guess – hold on a sec,” Ash requested. “Dexter? Is Pidgeot-”

She is. Please give me a minute, she wants to make arrangements with the Professor.

Ash nodded. “Okay, you heard him… don’t think I want to grab anyone else.”

Suicune nodded, understanding. “That is fine. While we have the time…” she shifted her gaze to Misty. “Raikou has told us of your battle. Well done – for representing Water as well as you did, Misty. I admit, I am interested to hear how you did some of what you did.”

“Well…” Misty shrugged. “The cutting water dance is one I came up with to deal with Pikachu. It-”

Ash waved his hands. “Misty! Don’t give her your secrets yet, I’m just about to have a chase with her!”

Misty snorted laughter. “Sorry, Ash!”

“Drat, foiled again,” Suicune said, deadpan. “So, how have you been?”

“Pretty good,” Ash told her. “It’s been a quiet few weeks, which is… actually the longest quiet period I’ve had since I was eleven.”

“Fair enough.”

“We’ve been using the time to work on Aura together,” Keldeo supplied. “I’m getting quite close to managing Aura Sphere.”

“A useful addition to any arsenal,” Suicune agreed.

There was a clatter as a Pokéball landed next to Ash.

“Ah, good,” Ash said, opening it. “Ready for this, Pidgeot?”

“I certainly am!” Pidgeot replied.

Ash returned Lucario and Keldeo, checked Pikachu was in his usual place, and swung aboard Pidgeot. She took a couple of deep breaths, rolling her wings to be sure she was ready, then nodded.

“Ready?” Suicune checked.

“Yeah!” Ash confirmed. “Let’s do this!”

Suicune smiled. “Very well, Chosen One. Try to keep up!”

She reared, spun on her hind legs, touched back down facing away from Ash, and shot off.

Pidgeot took off in an incredible rush of wind. She spun an air control layer which coiled around for a moment at her departure site, and then just as she began moving forwards it manifested as a tailwind.

Wings of air snapped out, and Brock and Misty heard the sonic boom mere seconds later.

“…well, I guess we’ll see him later,” Brock said.


Ash clung onto Pidgeot’s feathers, squinting against the residual wind leaking through her air control as she accelerated.

Miles disappeared below them, towns whipping past on either side in less than a minute and villages in seconds.

Ash closed one eye, finding the moving dot of Suicune’s potent Water-typed Aura. “Okay, Pidgeot!” he shouted. “If she changes course, I’ll let you know – for now, you’re going the right way!”

Pidgeot responded by accelerating further.

Sparing a glance to one side, Ash saw that her wings of air were at least five times as broad as her actual physical ones. Behind, there was a swirl of displaced air and the occasional very surprised Spearow.

“Can you get close enough for Pikachu to attack?” Ash asked.

Pidgeot shook her head. “At this speed, I’d overshoot by almost a mile if she decoyed me.”

“Right.” Ash squared his shoulders. “Let’s see how long she can keep this up, then… where are we headed?”

“South.” Pidgeot rose as a saddle-pass approached, clearing the lip of the pass a few seconds after Suicune ran across it.

“Got her again,” Ash reported. “She changed course – a bit to the right… there you are.”

“Thanks.”


Suicune did a tight little S-curve, turning her head at the point where she was at the greatest angle to her base course, and caught sight of the Pidgeot following her – not closing the distance much, either, content to pace her.

She smiled. So, they wanted a long chase?

She could give them a long chase.

Accelerating, Suicune topped a hill and saw that she was reaching the outskirts of a city. Thinking fast, she plotted four possible routes through it, and selected one in particular as it would do the least collateral damage.

The north wind coiled around her, speeding her travels - and taking the edge off her shockwave, reducing it to window-rattling rather than window-breaking. She had no desire to shatter windows across the whole of Olivine City, after all…

She darted down the hill, flitting between trees with sure paws and sending twigs flying in her wake, and then pushed off as she reached a road cutting. Her leap took her clear across the road and onto the roof of a warehouse, and she sprinted across the roof before leaping to another – bearing a little to the right, and choosing taller and taller buildings as she went.


“I lost track,” Pidgeot reported. “Has she doubled back?”

“I- no!” Ash overrode himself. “She’s heading for the river!”

Pidgeot duly banked to the right, heading for the river mouth. Her wings of air reconfigured, going from speed to manoeuvre, and she dropped subsonic.

“Right!” Ash called. “I think she’s going to run out to sea – Pidgeot, that means we have to follow her right down near sea level, otherwise it’s going to be too hard to spot her again if I lose her. If we do that, we can follow her wake.”

“Got it!” Pidgeot dove slightly, and spotted the splash as Suicune reached the river. “Do we just chase her until she stops?”

“No, that might take hours,” Ash replied. “Days, even. Pikachu, think you can get her with a Thundershock? How close do you need to be?”

“I can just about hit her at a quarter mile, I think,” Pikachu judged. “More than that and it’s a little too hard to aim right given how fast she’s going.”

“Right!” Pidgeot reconfigured her wings again, and dove. The shock cloud from the sound barrier formed and broke around them in a flash, and Pidgeot stooped towards the moving blue dot of Suicune.


Chief mate Blake squinted into the morning sun, as the Aqua heeled over and turned for harbour.

It would be good to get back on dry land again. Normally he enjoyed spending time at sea, but this was different – he was owed drinks by half the crew of the S.S. Aqua, because he’d finally managed to get his Masters’ certificate approved.

He’d be moving up to Master of a new ship, now – and he’d miss the Aqua, but maybe he’d be aboard her again someday. Possibly even as her captain.

Then a blue blur shot past the starboard side of the ship.

“What was that, chief mate?” the captain asked.

“Don’t know, sir,” he replied. “Looked like a Pokémon, but I don’t know what-”

Then a Pidgeot rocketed past on the same side, below the level of the deck.

Gaping, Blake ran to the rail and looked out astern. As he looked south, he saw that the blue blur had indeed been a Pokémon – and that the Pidgeot was chasing it, and that it had gigantic white wings which cut into the water at the lowest point of their travel.

Even as he watched, the two Pokémon dwindled until they were mere dots, then vanished out of sight.


Pikachu’s cheeks crackled. “Sorry, still too far – I’m getting closer, though.”

Another Thundershock snapped out, hitting the water just to one side of Suicune and producing a small splash of water. In response, Suicune swerved to the right – though still maintaining her course south – and kicked off a wave, leaping into the sky. She rolled forwards in a somersault, shooting an Ice Beam back at them, and Pidgeot had to swerve wildly to avoid being hit.

Ash held up a hand to shield himself from the plume of water that threw up. “Okay, Pidgeot, maybe we should head a bit higher.”

Below and ahead, Suicune landed in a plume of water and shot quickly back to full speed.

“I can do that,” Pidgeot said, and angled up slightly to gain height. “I’ll need to get closer to her for Pikachu to be able to hit her, but the height will help.”

“Good.” Ash glanced ahead. “Looks like we’re coming up on an island…”

“Oh, hey, I recognize those,” Pidgeot cooed, as they approached – her wings beating slowly, relatively speaking, but moving so much air that they were cruising at around the speed of sound. “Those are the whirl islands – look!”

Ash did. “Wow… hey, there’s a Lugia!”

“It must be the mate of the one we met in Shamouti,” Pikachu said.

“Yes, it is, I recognize her.” Pidgeot dipped her wings. “Let’s say hi! We’re going to go right past anyway, so…”


“Don’t stay out too long, Silver,” the female Lugia said, smiling tolerantly at her son. “That human you know is pleasant, but remember that not all humans are so nice.”

“But Papa knows a nice human!” Silver said. “Remember? We met his Pidgeot!”

“I know, dear, I just said that not all humans are nice. I know there are nice humans.” Lugia nuzzled her child. “Be back for lunch, okay?”

“I will, Mama – what’s that?”

Lugia blinked, looking off to the north. “I… that’s very strange, that almost looks like-”

In a flash of azure blue, Suicune shot past. The wind of her passage ruffled trees and feathers all around the small cove, and stirred up a rush of sand.

“Hi Lugia, hi Silver!” she said, voice dopplered by speed but still audible thanks to her tailwind shaping it, and then she was gone.

“Hi Suicune!” Silver said, waving his wing. “She was in a hurry, Mama. Why’s that?”

Lugia was looking back along the path Suicune had taken. “That’s – that’s your Papa’s friend Pidgeot. What’s she doing-”

With a thunderous CRACK of displaced air, Pidgeot flew past. Once more, the wind following the speeding Pokémon slowed and carried words to the ears of the two Lugia.

“Hi, Lugia! You’re looking well, Silver!”

“Hi! Nice to meet you!”

“See you some time!”

When the wind had died down, Silver spat out some sand that had gotten in his mouth. “What just happened, Mama?”

“I… don’t know…”


Suicune smiled broadly, teeth bared, and luxuriated in the feeling of running flat out.

This was absolutely glorious! Running, as fast as she could manage, across the ocean under a strengthening morning sun. Running with the north wind at her back, every fiber of her being working in harmony to push her to her limits. And running a race – one she was losing.

To do as much as one could, and to find at the last that there was a worthy challenge… that was living.

Suicune leaped into the air again, this time using it to check her position. Coming to a decision, she turned a little to the west.

A Thundershock snapped at her heels. Glancing back, she saw that Pidgeot was flying at about a forty degree angle above the horizon from her, and quite close.

She decoyed right, then left, then turned right a bit more, and the Electric attacks died down for a moment.

They were connecting occasionally, though, wearing her endurance down much faster than the run alone did.

Glorious!


“How long have we been going?” Ash asked, glancing at the sun.

“A bit over an hour, I think,” Pidgeot answered him. “It looks like we’re heading almost back towards the north again by now.”

Ash pulled out Dexter. “Where are we?”

Approximately fifty miles south of Shikoku. At current speed, we will make landfall in between five and six minutes.

He paused. Calculating… this has been a trip of around six hundred and seventy miles. A gigantic circle out in the middle of the ocean accounts for much of that.

“Wow,” Ash said. “How are you holding up, Pidgeot?”

“I’m fine,” she told him promptly. “I can certainly make it back to Brock and Misty, at least.”

“Good,” he told her. “Wait – I can see land!”


Pidgeot flared her wings, huge white crescents supporting her and slowing her down as she shed the speed she had carried for most of the last hour.

Her feet came down, and she splashed to a halt in a shallow river running right out of the cliffs that backed a large beach.

Suicune stood on a rock, waiting.

“A marvellous run, Chosen,” she said, panting. “I believe that I will tire before your Pidgeot, but I suspect you do not want it decided that way alone.”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed, getting off Pidgeot.

“A deal, then. Your Pidgeot takes no further part in the fight, and I will not flee this beach until there is a victor in our match.”

“Fine by me!” Ash nodded. Pikachu agreed, his cheeks sparkling with electricity.

Suicune jumped down from the rock as Ash returned his Flying-type.

“Very well, then,” she said. “Let us begin.”


Ash opened by sending out Ivysaur. “Sunny Day!” he instructed.

Trusting Ivysaur to manage that, he added Lucario and Bayleef to the mix.

Bayleef set her feet on the shingle of the beach, and shook the big leaf on her head. “Petal dance!”

Suicine leapt out of the way of the blizzard of petals, and then again out of the way of a Thunderbolt from Pikachu.

Lucario rammed two Aura Spheres together, producing a cloud of seeker spheres, and she blocked them with an instant spherical eruption of water – though one less powerful than usual, as the Sunny Day effect Ivysaur had set up weakened her command of her element.

She took a Thunderbolt to the flank, the electricity crackling over her, and then Bayleef managed to redirect her petal storm into the blue Water-type.

Suicune almost vanished for a moment in the swirling pink Petal Dance, and then shot ice back out of the vortex and hit Bayleef in the chest.

Bayleef cried out, losing control of her attack, and it blasted in all directions for a moment before fading out.

At that point, Ivysaur’s Frenzy Plant arrived.

Suicune jumped from root to root as they emerged, avoiding their grasping attempts to grab hold of her with difficulty, and took another blast of electricity for her pains. Growling, she fired a Hydro Pump at Pikachu, making sure to break the stream before it connected so it only blasted him backwards.

Lucario pushed off from the ground in a prodigious leap, and rammed home a Thunderpunch into Suicune’s flank.

Suicune grunted at the impact. She kicked out at him, pushing him backwards just in time to avoid another Thunderpunch, and jumped into the air herself.

Inhaling, she let a Blizzard build for a moment, and then fired it down at the Pokémon below.

She managed to get Ivysaur, Lucario and Bayleef in the same attack. The two Grass-types were already drained from being hit and from using such a powerful attack respectively, and both were knocked unconscious.

Lucario, however, was much less injured by the Ice-type attack, and retaliated with another Aura Sphere. It curved to follow Suicune as she dropped back to the shingle, and she barely managed to avoid taking the blow.

Pikachu reminded her that he was around as well with a Thunderbolt.

Suicune could feel her stamina fading – quite fast, actually. The Sunny Day was a very clever idea on Ash’s part, hampering most of her attacks effectively, and the seven hundred mile run wasn’t helping matters much.

Two targets left.

She went for Pikachu first, darting in with Extremespeed. The Electric-type was just a little too slow to react, as she slammed both her paws into the shingle in front of him and fired off a Bulldoze.

Pikachu went flying, dazed but not defeated, and Suicune turned her attention to Lucario.

She met another Thunderpunch coming the other way. This one really hurt, and sent her skidding several feet across the shingle.

Electricity crackling around her, she ran out into the surf to gain a bit of distance.

Bulldoze would work on Lucario, too, but he wasn’t going to be as easy to hit now he knew the attack was coming. So, digging deep, Suicune built up energy for one more attack.

She took a steadying breath, calming her mind, and called upon the North Wind.

“Air slash!”

“Look out!” Ash called. “Behind you!”

Lucario spun, hands shimmering with Protect, and the powerful buzz-saw-like blade of wind coming in from the north impacted his shield.

At that point, Suicune rammed into his back at full Extremespeed. His Protect broke with the surprise, and the Air Slash connected.

Lucario was blasted backwards by the blast, out to sea, and splashed into the water some distance out.

Feeling very tired indeed, Suicune looked over at Pikachu. He was dripping wet, soaked with seawater.

“Oh, no…” Ash said. “Can you still-”

Pikachu replied by firing a Thundershock. It grounded across his fur, going no further than an inch from his body, and he shrugged.

Suicune turned back to Ash. “Well. It seems that-”

She stopped. “Is that a Fire-type?”

Quilava waved. “In the name of the sun, I will defeat you! Solarbeam!”


Fortunately, it looked like Suicune had forgotten the Sunny Day boost was still active.

As soon as the attack connected, Ash’s hand went to his pocket. “Fast ball, go!”

He’d asked for them, many weeks ago, for exactly this reason. If the Beasts didn’t qualify, nothing did.

The lightning-flash-marked Pokéball shot out, connected with Suicune’s flank, and pulled her in in a flash of light.

Ash watched, heart in his mouth.

The ball wobbled… wobbled… and clicked.

Ash let out an explosive rush of breath.

“I… I actually did it,” he said, falling to his knees. “I did it! I caught a Legendary Pokémon – myself!”

“It’s better than that,”Quilava said, sitting next to him. “Who did you use?”

Ash counted it up. “Well… Pikachu, Lucario, you, Bayleef, Ivysaur… and… and Pidgeot.”

Quilava smiled. “Just six.”

“Wow.”

With a splashing sound, Lucario waded back through the surf. He was tired too, but not too tired to collect Pikachu from the shoreline and walk over with him.

Slowly, Ash picked up the quiescent Fast Ball, and opened it.

“I did not expect that,” Suicune said, and bowed. “Well done, Chosen!”

She nodded to Quilava. “Beaten by a fire-type, too, I see. Well, well…”

“It’s nice to have you on the team,” Lucario said, inclining his head.

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed.

“Oh, that reminds me – I never had to use him.” Ash released Keldeo. “I guess you overheard?”

Keldeo confirmed that with a nod. “Yeah! That sounded like a really impressive battle!”

“Oh, it was. It was.” Suicune smiled. “Savour your triumph, Ash Ketchum – and I imagine I will be getting to know all of you soon.”

“Actually,” Ash said, glancing over at Keldeo. “I said this to Keldeo, and I’ll say it to you. I know Legendaries have responsibilities, so – if you need to go somewhere, go. If you have something to do, do it. Only ask if you have time, and assume the answer will be yes.”

“My thanks,” Suicune said, nodding. “I have trained up Molly’s friend to the point she can do most of my duties, but in extremis I will endeavour to inform you first.”

Dexter made a ringing noise.

Ash picked it up. “What is it – Misty?”

“Ash!” she called. “Bad news – we just ran into Mr. White. Remember, the guy who runs the ferry service to Arborville?”

Ash worked it out, and went white. “Okay, Misty, we’ll get back there as soon as we can!”

He stood in a hurry, grabbed Pikachu, and returned Keldeo and Lucario. Clipping the balls to his belt, he then returned the two unconscious Grass-types.

“Have I missed something?” Suicune asked, as Lucario and Quilava also went back in their Pokéballs.

“Last time – back before the time travel,” Ash clarified, releasing Pidgeot, “Someone tried to capture a Celebi. He nearly succeeded – he did succeed, and turned it evil, and you and I just about managed to stop him.”

Suicune shuddered. “That is ill news.”

“I know.” Ash jumped onto Pidgeot’s back. “I don’t know if we have time, but I’m stopping by at Olivine Pokémon centre – too many of my best Pokémon are tired. Including you.”

Ash held out the Fast ball, and Suicune let herself be returned without fuss.

“Okay, Pidgeot!” Ash said. “Olivine City – fast as you can!”


AN:

Congratulations, Ash.

I hope this whole sequence worked. I tried to portray – a Legendary Pokémon is very, very powerful and fast. But not invincible.

If anyone’s confused where the chase goes, it starts a little west of Kyoto (Ecruteak), goes south through the port of Olivine and threads through the Whirl Islands, traces a large circle in the Pacific Ocean and makes landfall on the southern part of the island of Shikoku.

Also – oh dear. Ash is several hundred miles out of position.






73. Voice of the Forest 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


With a sound like a ringing bell, a pulse of distortion washed over the forest.

“I guess we know what that is,” Misty said. “Come on!”

Brock nodded, and they hurried towards the centre of the disturbance.

“Togekiss,” Misty said, grabbing the Pokéball as they were moving, “Can you keep an eye out for us?”

Togekiss nodded, and took to the sky. “Sure thing, Misty.”

It was a short trip to the shrine, which was quite close to Arborville, and so they got there just about as Celebi’s time jump completed.

Brock pointed. “Misty, can you grab Celebi? I’ll make sure the boy’s okay.”

Accepting that, Misty knelt down next to the tired Grass-type Legendary. “Are you okay?” she asked.

Celebi blinked, and looked up at her. A moment of confusion, and then Celebi jumped and hovered away slightly. “No! Stay away!”

“We’re not here to hurt you,” Misty soothed. Unbidden, Togekiss floated down behind her trainer, and smiled reassuringly. “Poor thing – you’re hurt, aren’t you?”

“I think Sammy’s okay,” Brock reported. “Still breathing, and his pulse is strong. I’ll give him some water.”

“Good idea, Brock,” Misty said. “Make sure he doesn’t choke.”

“I have studied this,” Brock pointed out. “I’m not a complete idiot.”

“Eh.” Misty shrugged, and turned back to Celebi. “Don’t worry, you’re among friends now.”

Celebi blinked slowly, looking from her to Sammy and Brock. “What…”

“She’s right,” Togekiss said. “Isn’t there a lake around here which can heal Pokémon? Let’s get you there right away.”

Misty nodded. “That sounds like a good idea.”

The Legendary frowned. “I… I think… okay.”

She glanced over at Sammy. “Is he alright? He tried to save me, in… in the – I think I jumped forwards, so the past.”

“He seems fine,” Brock reported. “Wait – he’s waking up.”

Celebi floated into the air, which clearly took a lot of effort, and hovered over Sammy as he woke.

“Celebi?” he asked, and blinked. “Did… where’s that poacher!?”

Brock caught him as he surged upright. “Don’t worry – Celebi time travelled with you, you left him in the past.”

Sammy glanced at Celebi, who bobbed up and down before sinking tiredly to the floor.

“Okay,” he said, accepting that, and also deciding these people had to be okay if Celebi wasn’t trying to run away from them. “How far did I go?”

“Well… not sure,” Brock said, glancing at Misty. “We met someone called Towa, who warned us about the Voice of the Forest…”

“I met her too!” Sammy said. “She was an adult – I don’t know exactly how old, maybe a bit more than twenty?”

“Then I guess you came forward something like forty years,” Brock said.

“Forty years…” Sammy repeated. “Wow.”

He glanced around. “Wait – where’s my sketchbook?”

“She might have it,” Misty suggested. “Brock, do you think you can take him-”

“I’m called Sammy,” Sammy supplied.

“Thanks,” Misty said. “I’m Misty, and you heard he’s Brock. Brock, can you take Sammy to Arborville? I’ll try and get Celebi to the lake of life.”

“Wait,” Sammy said. “I want to make sure Celebi’s okay. I’ll come with you.”

“Sure,” Misty said, thinking. “Okay – Brock, let Towa know what’s going on. Togekiss, did you see which way the lake was?”

Togekiss nodded. “Follow me – I’ll lead the way.”

Sammy reached down and picked up Celebi, cradling her in his arms and making sure to support her head. “Let’s hurry!”


Flaring her wings, Pidgeot dumped speed. She decelerated from near-transsonic cruise to landing speed much faster than normal, trying to waste as little time as she could, and Ash jumped off her back before she’d quite stopped moving.

Returning her, he hurried into the Pokémon centre. “Uh… Nurse Joy?”

The Olivine Joy looked up. “Oh – hello, young man. Are you in a hurry?”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded.

“Well, it’s not busy, so that should be fine. I’ll handle yours right now.”

“Thanks,” Ash said with a quick smile. Pikachu hopped up onto the counter, and as Joy took him Ash also passed over five Pokéballs.

“Thank you. Oh, might I ask what they are?” she said, running the scanner over Pikachu. “If I can set the computer up ahead of time it goes quicker.”

Her Chansey looked up, ready to enter the information.

“Let’s see…” Ash pointed. “That’s a Lucario, those two are Ivysaur and Bayleef…”

“Ivysaur… and Bayleef…” the Chansey repeated, typing away.

“The final Pokéball is Pidgeot.”

“Oh, the one you arrived on?” Joy asked. “I saw you through the door. Did you go overhead a bit more than an hour ago? Several people have mentioned it.”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “The Fast Ball is Suicune.”

Joy dropped the scanner. “Pardon? Did you just say Suicune?”

“Yeah,” Ash said, with a nod. “Still amazed I caught her, but… there it is.”

“Well… goodness,” Joy said faintly, and picked up the scanner again. She completed her examination of Pikachu, and nodded to Chansey. “Just a bit tired, two ccs of ether and one of regular potion should be adequate.”

Chansey nodded, picking Pikachu up and taking him into the back.

“Do you mind if I scan, uh, Suicune next?” Joy asked. “I’ve only ever heard stories before.”

Ash nodded. “Go ahead, she might actually be the worst off.”

Joy picked up the lightning-marked Pokéball, and opened it. For a moment, she just stared at the stately blue Pokémon who emerged, then she shook her head and started running the scanner again.

“I don’t have a baseline for you,” she apologized, glancing between Suicune and her screen. “So I’m going to be guessing slightly…”

Suicune shrugged slightly, and smiled at Ash. “This is convenient, I must admit – Entei was recovering for days after your match with him.”

“Really?” Ash blinked. “I thought he was still pretty well off…”

“He tricked you, I see,” Suicune smiled. “No, that was Lava Plume, not Eruption.”

“But that must mean I… wow,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I didn’t realize I was that close.”

“You weren’t supposed to,” Suicune reminded him, then winced slightly as Joy sprayed something over part of her leg. “What was that?”

Joy could tell Suicune was curious from body language and the tone of her voice. “It’s a spray of test potion – it lets me see how well your body reacts to it… okay, I think I’ve got a dosage ready.”

She tapped it into the computer, and took the resulting printout. “Take this to Chansey, please.”

Suicune nodded, carefully took the printout in her mouth, and padded into the back room as Joy started scanning the unconscious Ivysaur.

Ash glanced at the clock. “Man, I hope this doesn’t take too long…”

“I’m not exactly dawdling,” Joy said, a little peeved. “If I go any faster, I might miss something important. Using just potions like this is quicker, but I have to get the dosage right.”

“Right,” Ash said, trying to calm down. “Sorry – I found out a short while ago that there’s something important going on, and I don’t want to be late.”

“With a Pidgeot like the one you have, you certainly shouldn’t be late,” Joy said absently. “Wow, this Ivysaur is tired. What’s he been doing? Frenzy Plant?”

“Yes,” Ash said simply.

“…oh,” Joy replied, blinking.


As they hurried along the forest trails, following Togekiss, both Sammy and Misty noticed the occasional forest Pokémon examining them – seeing if they were a threat.

The result tended to be that the Pokémon melted back into the mists, though one Furret did run alongside them for the whole rest of their journey, dodging in and out of the undergrowth.

After some minutes, they came to the shores of a large, clear lake. The far side was almost shrouded in mists, but a few trees could be seen there rearing out of the mist.

“This must be the Lake of Life,” Misty said.

Sammy nodded, looked down at the Celebi cradled in his arms, and stepped into the water. “Okay, Celebi. I hope this works.”

He knelt, not caring that his trousers were soaked by the lake water, and placed her into it.

Celebi shifted slightly, seeming to breathe a little easier.

A crashing sound made Misty turn. Crobat glided through the trees, and then Brock came through at a run with Stantler beside him.

“Hey, Brock,” Misty said, as the older boy skidded to a halt at the side of the lake. “Why’s Stantler out?”

“It made it easier to explain to all the forest Pokémon,” Brock said. “But I haven’t seen any for a few minutes – look!”

Misty followed his gaze.

Standing by the lakeside, at the other side of a large embayment, were dozens upon dozens of forest Pokémon.

“I… guess they’re here to make sure Celebi gets healed,” Misty said – she’d never quite had that explained to her, but it made sense. “Maybe she needs to be a bit deeper in the water?”

Sammy nodded, and immersed the Legendary more fully. She fluttered her small wings, then seemed to perk up slightly, and swam out of his arms deeper into the water.

A little green light appeared, visible through the water. It brightened, strengthening as they watched, and got faster and faster.

Then Celebi burst through the water, glowing with psychic energy. “Yay!” she called, spinning around as water droplets fell around her. “I feel much better!”

“Celebi!” Sammy called. “You’re all right!”

Celebi smiled at him, and at Brock and Misty – then stopped, looking into the distance. “Wait – what’s that?”

A beam of orange energy slashed out of the trees, barely missing her, and blew a tree to splinters – scattering the forest Pokémon.

Misty winced. “Oh, no…”

The giant spider-like war machine of the Iron Masked Marauder stomped into view, with a Tyranitar by its side and crackling with dark energy.

“At last!” the Marauder said, triumph in his voice. “I’ve found you, Celebi!”

He looked down at Tyranitar. “Get it!”

Brock and Misty exchanged glances, then both sent out every Pokémon they had.

“Leave Celebi alone!” Sammy shouted, taking his own handmade Pokéball and opening the top. “Charmeleon – we’re going to help Celebi too!”

Tyranitar fired another Hyper Beam at Celebi, again narrowly missing, and then Misty’s Gyarados slammed into him and drove him backwards.

Vicious scowled beneath his mask. “Right – you asked for it! Skarmory, bring me that Celebi!”

Brock blinked. “He didn’t have a-”

With a flash of light, a Skarmory materialized overhead. It cawed, a horrible tooth-grating sound, and swooped in towards Celebi.

Panicking, the little Psychic-type fired an Extrasensory attack and dove out of the way of Skarmory’s attack.

Vicious released several more Pokémon – dark-balls producing a Houndoom and a Venomoth, who started attacking Brock’s Pokémon, and regular Pokéballs producing three more. The Weavile, Scizor and Girafarig teamed up on Misty’s Pokémon, quickly forcing them away from the Dark Tyranitar.

Around this point, Sammy noticed a strange noise. He pointed up. “What’s that?”

Brock and Misty followed his finger.

“I… don’t know,” Misty admitted. “Well, it’s some kind of flying machine, but…”

She stopped talking as it transformed, flipping up the outer half of each wing so the propellors on the outer edges were now facing down.

“Prepare for trouble!” boomed a very familiar voice.

It didn’t get much further, though, because they had to jink out of the way of a powerful Psybeam from the Girafarig.

“Hey!” shouted another voice. “You wrecked da motto! Now dis is personal!”

The tiltrotor moved to the right, avoiding another attack by one of Vicious’ Pokémon, and opened up with its chin gun. Dozens of small bullets per second sprayed across the war machine, denting the armour, though Vicious himself escaped harm by way of a quickly-deployed armour plate.

“Scizor!” he snapped. “Stop them!”


Ninetales snatched her tails away from a powerful Dark Pulse, and snarled at the Houndoom who had fired it. Her tails weaved together a low-powered Fire attack – a little below even an Ember – and shot it at the Houndoom.

It splashed across him without making a mark, and she hissed – Flash Fire. That would make things tricky, not that they weren’t already.

Another Dark Pulse shot out, forcing Ninetales to jump away from it, and then Growlie landed on the Houndoom hard enough to crack the floor underneath him.

“We’ve got to stop meeting like this,” she quipped, glad to see him, and he grinned.

The Arcanine then turned towards their foe, frowning in confusion. “Wait a minute-”

Houndoom nearly took his leg off, erupting forwards and slamming his jaws together in a Crunch which went where Growlie’s knee had been a moment before.

“Well, I suppose it wasn’t going to go that easily,” Growlie commented, licking his fangs as they circled Houndoom.

There was an ear-splitting crash as the giant robot threw an Ursaring into a tree hard enough to crack the heartwood.

“Any ideas?” Ninetales asked, feinting forwards with her tails and decoying a Dark Pulse out of Houndoom – then wincing as it blew several branches off the tree it connected with. “Well, that wasn’t a good one…”

“I know,” Growlie said, turned his back, and ran.

Ninetales didn’t follow his movement – knowing she could, but also that it might be a terrible mistake to do so. Instead she built purple witchfire on her tails and spun forwards a Hex – the best of a bad lot, for the moves she knew.

Houndoom didn’t even bother to dodge, taking the attack with a contemptuous ease, and then pounced forwards to use Crunch on her.

He was slightly wrong-footed by an Earthquake some way across the chaotic battlefield, but recovered before he even reached Ninetales. His jaws opened-

And closed on air, as her illusion dissipated.

Ninetales slapped him with all nine tails, bundled up into a single package, and he staggered sideways slightly before recovering. He barked, hugely, the sound lashing at Ninetales’ ears, and leapt forwards again.

Several seconds of snarling, biting combat on the forest floor, and she was more grateful than ever before for her dates with Growlie. Their play-fighting had given her a few tricks for this very real fight, and she managed to avoid taking a Crunch anywhere important.

Eventually, she managed to get her feet between them, and pushed him off with a grunt of exertion. Hurriedly coming back to her feet, she was able to stop him simply jumping back at her by dodging out of the way.

A few more seconds of circling, and this time it was Ninetales who jumped in. Houndoom feinted left, then came forwards and in under her guard.

At that point, Growlie arrived with another bone-shaking high speed impact, knocking Houndoom sprawling. He followed up with a powerful series of blows, taking a few hits in return as he focused entirely on hitting Houndoom instead of defence.

That clearly hurt, but it didn’t take him out of the fight either. The Houndoom blasted a Fire Blast at Growlie at point-blank range, producing a huge explosion of flame which didn’t harm the Arcanine but did startle him, and then followed that up with a Dark Pulse and made it clear.

Rather than follow up, Houndoom turned his head and blasted Crobat out of the sky with an Inferno, then turned back to the other two Fire-types as if daring them to react.

“You son of a-” Ninetales bit the words off, because they were unhelpful and also true, and swirled her tails around again. Both she and her mate vanished from sight.

Houndoom spat a Dark Pulse, which hit nothing, and started sniffing – trying to locate his opponents by scent.


Cubone ducked, barely avoiding being hit by a leg of Vicious’ war machine.

Forming a large femur, she swung it at the closest bit of it she could reliably reach – another leg – then jumped back as the retaliatory blow from one of the arms came in.

This all posed an interesting question. How did she kill a machine?

Normally the answer to that would have been easy – pull it into her Marble, then hit it with bones until it stopped moving. But that was… less of an option, since she could no longer sustain the Marble for long.

So she was reduced to the other kind of brute force attack. Try things until something broke.

Forming a knucklebone from something large, she used her Thick Club to hit it like a baseball into the body of the machine. This produced a clang, a curse, and a ball of Grass energy from Vicious’ Girafarig which she barely evaded in time.

Cubone switched tactics, throwing a pair of bones on long, looping trajectories out into the distance. They curved back in on themselves, and she judged the timing by eye – then threw two more directly at the machine.

All four hit at the same time, and the whole complicated war machine rang like a bell.

Cubone watched it vibrate, seeking out the points which might be vulnerable. They weren’t very vulnerable – the spider-tank was well armoured – but they were there, which was good enough to be going on with.

Jumping forwards, she avoided another Energy Ball and sent a Bonemerang back at the Girafarig to keep him busy. At about the same time as that connected, a Stantler charged in, and got blasted backwards by a Psybeam.

Cubone formed a set of Sharpedo teeth, concentrating to maintain them all at once, and used them as pitons to start climbing the side of the striding war machine.

If she could hit the weakest point enough, it might work…

More than once, she had to stop climbing and just cling on as hard as possible to avoid being flung off, as the machine shook its leg hard to try and dislodge her.

The tough Ground-type had a good grip, though, and managed to avoid being shaken off. A few minutes had her next to what she thought was something important, and she began driving a chisel-like modification of an Omastar spine into the weak spot.

Then she had to fend off a snapping grabber-arm as the Marauder noticed what she was doing, and abandoned her break-in attempt for now.


Gyarados – both Gyarados – roared, blasting away at the corrupted Tyranitar with Dragon Rage and Hydro Pump respectively.

Their target roared back, taking surprisingly little damage from the blow, and blasted a Hyper Beam back at the collection of Water-type Pokémon in the lake. The impact knocked Politoed flying before he managed a single attack, and Kingdra dove underwater to avoid being hurt.

The Tyranitar stepped a few paces further forwards, producing splashes of water as he walked into the littoral of the lake, and stamped down hard in an Earthquake. This destabilized several of the Water-types by making the water they were resting on shake back and forth, and threw their attacks wild until they restabilized.

Meowth, riding on James’ Gyarados, plinked away with his coins using Pay Day – it didn’t do much, but it made him feel better.

“Any idea how we can actually hurt dis guy?” he asked. “I’m open ta suggestions – yipe! Look out!”

An Ancientpower rock went just overhead, and Meowth swore he felt his fur ruffle as it shot past.

Gyarados roared again, firing a Hyper Beam back.

“Jump kick!” Stantler said, galloping forwards. His Soothe Bell jingled, announcing his presence even before he started the attack, and Tyranitar slapped him aside with his tail with contemptuous ease – barely needing to exert any effort at all.

“Kid!” Meowth called, concerned. “Ya okay?”

Then he spotted something, gaped, and shut his mouth quickly.

Switching topics, he tapped his mount on the head. “Don’t ya know any better Water attacks? Dis is barely hurtin’ him!”

Gyarados’ reply was to thrash his tail, sweeping a deluge of water forwards with Aqua Tail, and the impact – coinciding with a Hydro Pump from Misty’s Gyarados – made his target skid backwards a bit.

Another Hyper Beam roared out in response, sending Seaking staggering backwards and barely conscious in spite of the shielding effect of the water. It also clipped across Kingdra, knocking that Pokémon backwards, and knocked Starmie out with relative ease.

“Ah, great…” Meowth said, looking for Politoed and seeing him still knocked out. “Looks like da lake’s already busted… ain’t no healin’ for us.”

Tyranitar slammed his tail into the ground, this time producing a shower of rocks in Stone Edge. Meowth was the only Pokémon to escape injury out of the half-dozen or so targets, and it also finished Seaking off.

“Dis ain’t goin’ as well as it could,” Meowth winced.


“Ice punch!”

There was a sound like a beautiful crystal sculpture hitting a bouncy castle.

“Night Slash!”

This one sounded like an exquisite katana being driven into a large blancmange.

“Icicle Crash!”

Wobbuffet rocked backwards as the attack hit, then rocked forwards again and released a pulse of energy which struck Weavile and made him wince. “N-ice try, there, but not good enough! Want to go for the double hit?”

“Punishment!”

“Yes, I do a lot of them, don’t I?” Wobbuffet agreed, unfazed.

“Shut up! X-Scissor!”

“I prefer my scissors to still be intact!” The patient punster returned this attack as well, grinning all the while. “And that’s nothing to Sneasel at!”

Weavile looked like he might be about to have some kind of breakdown. Snarling, he formed shadow claws and slashed them across Wobbuffet’s face.

Then got hit by the Counter of that, too.


Misty spoke softly. “How long can you keep this up?”

Stantler turned to her, bereft of his usual Soothe Bell to avoid the betraying jingle. “Quite a long time, as long as it doesn’t get attacked.”

“Right,” Misty nodded, again softly. “Did you put us anywhere?”

“I made you run into the trees,” Stantler supplied, turning back to watch the air over the lake and concentrating – directing an illusion of Celebi dodging and weaving around the Venomoth. “And I made my double crawl into the undergrowth before he vanished.”

“You’re getting really good at this,” Brock said, approvingly, and Stantler smiled.

Misty pointed. “Hey – look! To the south!”

Brock, Sammy, Stantler and Celebi turned to follow her finger.

A tiny line of white, visible in the bright blue sky overhead. And, in the centre of it, a cream-brown dot…

“That’s Pidgeot,” Misty identified. “That means-”

“It’s Ash!” Brock said, just about remembering not to raise his voice.

“Who?” Sammy asked.

“Ash Ketchum,” Misty clarified. “He’s our friend – he wasn’t here when you came back, but I phoned him to let him know to get here fast. He’s a really strong trainer, and-”

Pidgeot arrived. Her white air-control wings beat once, moving a huge volume of air, and a Gust attack so strong it was visible blasted out along her line of attack. It reached the spider-walker moments before she did, making it stagger, and then the remnants of her sonic boom slammed into it moments later.


As Pidgeot shed speed, pulling up into a wingover, Ash let himself fall clear of her back. He twisted himself in the air as he fell, aiming to land on his feet somewhere clear, and a branch of Pidgeot’s tailwind carried him to the ground a little faster and more smoothly than he would have managed alone.

“You love making an entrance, don’t you?” Pikachu quipped, jumping from his shoulder and building his first electrical charge. As he did so, Ash grabbed two Pokéballs and released Bayleef and Lucario, then another two which produced Primeape and Muk.

For now, the Legendaries would be his reserve. He didn’t want the Marauder to know they were around.

“Guys!” Ash called, taking in the situation. “Try and get his Pokémon! Then focus on the tank!”

Pikachu opened the hostilities by charging a Thunderbolt, and then fired it off at the Tyranitar. Unlike its earlier evolutions, Tyranitar was not immune to Electric attacks, and the hit made it turn slightly to examine the new arrivals.


Ninetales’ latest illusion dissolved as Houndoom bit into it, and then shook his head like he was worrying at a Ratatta.

That done, he looked around, sniffing, and followed the scent.

“Any plans?” Growlie asked, keeping his voice down.

“I lure him, you hit him,” Ninetales summarized. “You’re the one with a Fighting move, it’s the best we have.”

“Fair enough,” he replied, and nuzzled her briefly. “Be safe.”

“He won’t get any more than the tips of my fur,” she told him – then broke cover, running at an angle to Houndoom’s path, and fired a Dark Pulse. It didn’t do much to the Dark-type, but it was better than a Fire attack, and he bounded after her with a howl.

Then something blue and black and moving very fast indeed cannoned into his flank, bowling him over. Houndoom rolled over with the force of the impact, came to his feet, and had just enough time to begin to snarl before Lucario kicked him in the chin.

Following up from that blow, he delivered another kick to Houndoom’s chest with his other foot, and then kicked off into a handspring which took him out of the way of a retaliatory Flamethrower.

“Hello,” the Fighting-type said, glancing at Ninetales for a fraction of a second. “Need help?”

“It wouldn’t go amiss,” Ninetales summarized.

Lucario nodded, and blocked a Flamethrower with Protect. It kept coming, though, a continuous rolling stream of fire, and he charged an Aura Sphere with his free hand before throwing it just as he dove aside and let his Protect collapse.

Houndoom began to turn his Flamethrower to follow, then noticed the blue-glowing Aura Sphere, and had to jump out of the way of the attack instead. The Sphere tracked around to follow him, and collided with a fallen log.

The Fire-type snarled at his opponents as the log showered him with splinters, then shot a Dark Pulse at Growlie as his prowling around for an opening revealed him.

That took his attention off Lucario for a moment, and the Fighting type capitalized to the full.

Lucario’s muscles bunched up as he channelled Aura to his feet, crouched, and kicked off with startling speed. He wrong-footed Houndoom by going overhead, launched an Aura Sphere as he went past, bounced off a tree and slammed both feet into the canine’s rear leg.

Houndoom stumbled forwards as that leg abruptly refused to bear any weight, and Lucario pressed his advantage, ramming home a series of Force Palm strikes and finishing up with a paralyzing Thunderpunch.

“There,” he said, stepping back, and looked around for how else he could help.


Primeape ran through the undergrowth, focusing Aura into his hands. Compressing it gradually tighter and tighter, building a reserve for the fight to come.

Arriving at the battle, he skidded into a tight turn. His feet produced a huge sweeping wave of water as he turned a complete half-circle running on the lake surface, and launched himself at Tyranitar with fist cocked back.

The saurian Tyranitar growled at him, then went skidding slightly backwards in the lakeshore mud as Primeape’s punch hit with a hollow boom.

Roaring, the Tyranitar switched his attention fully from the Water-types to the irritating Primeape. His foot slammed down in a Stomp, aiming for the Pig Monkey Pokémon, and hit nothing.

Primeape jumped back, skidding along the surface of the lake as though it was an ice rink, and then his feet abruptly dug in and used it for purchase. Water fountained back in recoil as he launched himself forwards.

A Close Combat hit Tyranitar with a hollow boom, sending him rearing backwards again, and he screamed his rage before firing a Hyper Beam.

Primeape grinned beneath his fur.

He raised his right hand, and the Aura in it became a visible bluish-silver layer. Then he scythed it forwards just as the Hyper Beam hit.

The impact sent him crashing backwards several feet, feet sinking several inches into the water surface as his water-walking aura trick began to cut out, and orange energy sparked and crackled off in all directions.

He raised his other hand to supplement it, feeding in more and more energy to his unorthodox form of Focus Energy, and the Hyper Beam continued to push him back and claw at his control.

Then, slowly, the attack dissipated.

Tyranitar panted, staring at the fuzzy Pokémon facing him.

“Revenge!” Primeape shouted, and pounced. His silver-blue right hand, now cloaked in a layer of orange energy from the Hyper Beam, hit with a BOOM which shook the ground as Rage fed into Revenge fed into Primeape’s diamond-like control of his own Aura.

The impact knocked Tyranitar backwards again, and he staggered. His tail went out to support him, preventing him from falling over, but it was a near thing.

“Focus Punch!” Primeape added, leaping into the air and pulling back his other fist.

What Primeape hit Tyranitar with was not a Master Blow – but the main way of telling that was that Primeape was not completely exhausted by the devastatingly powerful impact. It produced a series of concentric ripples in the lake centred on the point of impact, and there was a telltale crack which indicated that the punching fist had gone supersonic at the moment of impact.

Tyranitar finally overbalanced from that blow to his chin, teetering backwards and then crashing to the floor like a felled oak.

Panting, Primeape landed back on the water of the lake, and smirked slightly.


Bayleef exchanged a look with the Scizor facing her.

She remembered this Pokémon from last time this had happened.

Specifically, she remembered that she had beaten him. Despite his being a Steel/Bug type, and her being a relatively recently evolved Grass-type.

“How long have you been a Scizor?” she asked, a little curious.

Scizor blinked. “About three days,” he said, then scowled. “Hey! Don’t try to distract me! X-Scissor!”

Bayleef’s vines whipped out behind her, latching her to a tree, and she pulled herself backwards and out of the way of his close-quarters attack.

She released the vines at the point of greatest extension, drawing them back in, and swirled the leaf on her head as Scizor charged in again.

He was so new to his new body that he didn’t know about the greatest advantage a Scizor had… its armour.

“Petal dance!” she called, unleashing a storm of unnaturally sharp cherry blossom.

Scizor blinked, waving it away from his face using his pincer-like claws, and advanced steadily through it. He readied another X-Scissor, and Bayleef’s vines lashed out again – forwards this time, past him on either side.

She used them for a sudden burst of forwards acceleration, using her blizzard of petals to hide her position until it was too late, and kicked off his forehead on the way past to disorient him.

Bayleef landed a bit badly, and stumbled as she turned. The potion hadn’t properly fixed her up – not really – and she was already feeling the pang of fatigue from earlier.

But she just had to – there!

She’d been focusing her petals on one very specific spot on the armour, scratching away at it again and again. Now she’d gotten through it, and Scizor didn’t notice because he was unused to how his new Steel-typing made him so much tougher – the pain, slight as it was, should have been an alarm bell.

Bayleef lashed out with her vines one more time. This time, she put more energy into it than was probably wise, and her Power Whip smashed into the weak spot hard enough to send Scizor flying backwards into a tree.

She panted, but grinned on seeing the small cracks around that weak spot on his armour. She’d got him! The triumph felt good, blowing away her fatigue, and she called up her Petal Dance again to hit him there once more.

Stumbling to his feet, Scizor scowled at her and charged-

And a Flamethrower hit him in the side.

A Charmeleon she recognized as Sammy’s waved at her. “Nice work, Meganium!”

It was at that point she realized she’d evolved.

“Huh,” she said, glancing down. “Didn’t expect that…”


Ash winced as Ivysaur’s Leaf Storm attack crashed into the Marauder’s Girafarig without any noticeable effect, and then the Psychic-type retaliated with a Psybeam.

“Ivysaur – fall back!” he called. “It must have Sap Sipper! Pikachu, can you handle him?”

Pikachu nodded, running forwards. “Take this! Volt Ta-”

Ash spotted the object at the same time Pikachu did – a sliver of a second before it hit.

“Look out!” he shouted, though far, far too late.


AN:

I feel sort of sorry for that Joy… incidentally, this is my way of getting game healing in the anime. Carefully measured potion doses. Less effective, but much quicker.

The Marauder came prepared this time. If nothing else, he’s been watching some of those lectures Jessie and James gave.

That’s what in our world is an Osprey the Rockets are using, by the way – in this world, of course, it’s got a different name.






74. Voice of the Forest 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


Pikachu saw the ball coming – just.

By the time it hit, he’d already started to build a charge to fire at it, but didn’t have time to launch off even a Thundershock before the phenomenally powerful ‘ball pulled him in.

It wasn’t like a regular Pokéball. Those were disorienting, but nothing more than that – and Pikachu had heard you got used to that, after a while.

It was a lot more like the dark Pokéballs Mewtwo had used back on New Island – a horrible tugging sensation, seeming to be trying to pull him inside out, and then blackness.

Pikachu started struggling, trying to get back out. He knew regular Pokéballs could be broken open, could this-

And then came the pain. All-encompassing, surpassing, omnipresent pain.

It seemed to play directly on his nerves, sweeping across in horrible disorienting waves, and Pikachu screamed.


Ash froze. He couldn’t help it.

This was… as bad as it could possibly be.

All over the lakeshore, the fighting stopped for a moment, as everyone – even Vicious’ Pokémon – turned to look.

Ash tried to think, to work out what to do to save his best friend, as the sphere of metal crackled with dark lightning and the Marauder caught it in his open palm.

Ash couldn’t hear anything. There was a kind of rushing sound in his ears, shock drowning out the outside world.

And at the same time, perversely, he could hear Sir Aaron’s voice with crystal clarity.


“I can see how that would be useful, I guess,” Ash said, once Sir Aaron had finished describing the Aura Purge. “But – uh, what did you use it for?”

The ancient knight winced. “Nasty stuff, this – shadow Pokémon.”

“Shadow Pokémon?” Ash repeated, frowning. He remembered hearing some news story which mentioned those…

“There are two ways they were made, back in my time – both difficult,” Sir Aaron went on. “First way is accidental. A Pokémon who’s kind of unstable loses a well-loved trainer, and… goes kind of out-of-control. On a rampage.”

Ash nodded along.

“When that happened, we had to stop them. This was a… well, basically a safer way – it let the fight take place inside the Shadow Pokémon instead of on the outside. And even if it didn’t work, it gave people time.” Sir Aaron shrugged. “Anything you can get.”

He rolled his shoulders. “The second way is… deliberate. Capture a Pokémon, stop it escaping – doesn’t matter how – and torture it until it breaks.”

Sir Aaron’s expression turned sombre. “I’ve seen the results. They’re more dangerous than the first kind, because they follow orders – of the one who made them what they are.”


“Pikachu…” Ash whispered. Spots swam in front of his eyes, and he took a sudden breath. “Pikachu!”


Vicious smiled as the Dark Ball’s indicator lit up, signifying the process was completed.

Excellent.

Those idiots in the tiltrotor trying to stop him had been helpful, in a way. When the boy had shown up, he’d known exactly which was his most dangerous Pokémon.

And now that immensely capable Pikachu was his. Possibly his greatest weapon, even if he managed to capture Celebi…

Seeing the young trainer beginning to run forwards, Vicious opened the ‘ball, releasing his new Pikachu.

It was almost the same as it had been – a fairly typical Electric Mouse in appearance, though there were those strange cheek pouches… but the eyes told the story. They were full of rage, but behind that… emptiness.

“Pikachu!” Vicious said, pointing. “Thunderbolt that boy!”

“Chuu!”

A smirk played over the Marauder’s features, as the bolt of electricity slammed into Ash Ketchum just as he jumped to try and get on the tank. It hit with devastating force, blowing the boy backwards through the air and sending him crashing through the upper canopy and out of sight.

“Excellent!” Vicious laughed. “Now – Pikachu, destroy anyone who dares to try and attack me!”

Vicious savoured the results. The first electrical attack that resulted speared out across the lake, hit the V-22 Talonflame that had been firing on his tank, and blew off a rotor.

The second one took a second longer to charge, and blasted off into the sky – and, two seconds later, a Pidgeot crashed into the lake in a huge plume of spray.

Vicious laughed. “Excellent!”

Then he noticed his Dark Venomoth looking confused. Hadn’t it been fighting the Celebi?

The answer quickly presented itself. There was a small knot of people on the lakeshore – with Celebi cradled against the chest of another boy, and a Stantler standing next to them looking as shocked as the rest of them.

Vicious got the attention of the Venomoth, and nodded towards the group on the lakeshore.


“Ash! Pikachu!” Brock shouted, as the dreadful events unfolded.

They’d all forgotten about how the Dark Balls worked. Of course, the friends had known they needed to keep Celebi away from the Marauder – but the idea that he might try to capture any Pokémon was something they hadn’t expected.

Pidgeot crashed into the lake a few hundred yards out, electricity crackling across her feathers.

“How did-” Misty began, then stopped herself. “Of course – Dark Balls force the Pokémon to use all the power they have…”

“And Pikachu’s always been trying not to hurt his friends,” Brock added softly.

Sammy gaped. “That’s… horrible!”

Brock patted him on the shoulder. “We’ll-”

He paused, and looked back towards the lake.

No fake Celebi dodging overhead.

“Stantler – is your illusion still up?” he asked, a horrible suspicion forming.

“I – no!” Stantler’s antlers started to glow, as he hurriedly rebuilt the cloaking illusion. “Sorry, Brock, I-”

A beam of red energy flashed towards the group. It played across Stantler, Brock and Sammy, before focusing in on Celebi and intensifying into an overcharged Signal Beam.

Celebi cried out, trying to form a shield, which held for a moment before breaking under the strain of the Bug attack.

“Celebi!” Sammy said, moving to shield her. The Venomoth swooped overhead, keeping her in his sights for several seconds before ending the attack.

There was another ear-punishing thunderclap as Pikachu blasted Lucario backwards.

Celebi started to glow. Eyes widening, she struggled against the psychic energy gripping her, and then it pulled her out of Sammy’s arms and towards the Marauder and his machine.

“The Girafarig!” Misty realized – stupid! They’d forgotten to stop it!

Togekiss arrived back overhead, blew the Venomoth out of the sky with Sacred Fire, and then turned to watch with the rest of them.

Vicious was already pulling out his next Dark Ball.


Ash shook his head, trying to gather his senses.

Taking a breath, he opened his eyes and saw he was lying in a pile of broken branches and leaves.

A crash of thunder from some way off jogged his memory, and he started with a jolt. “Pikachu – no…”

His belt flashed.

“Ash!” Keldeo said, helping him up. “What happened? We heard you shout, but there was too much noise.”

“It was the Marauder,” Ash said, catching his breath. “He – he used a Dark Ball on Pikachu. I think – if they work like Sir Aaron said Shadow Pokémon were made, it means he’s been tortured.”

Swallowing, Ash glanced between the two Water-types. “I… he’s not okay, and that…”

He rubbed tears from his eyes. “Sorry, I – he’s been with me for years, and…”

Suicune stepped forwards, her muzzle touching his dangling left hand. “Ash,” she said, “We will save him. That is a promise.”

Ash nodded, swallowing again. “Thanks – yeah, thanks.”

The young trainer clenched his fists, breathing more steadily now. “Right. Let’s go save him.”

Keldeo stamped a hoof, flashing over into Resolute form. “Yeah!”

Ash glanced between them. “Only… we need to work out what we’re going to do. That tank of his is really tough, and we’ve got to get past Pikachu – and both of you are Water-types.”

He took the final Pokéball at his belt, and opened it. “Quilava – we’re probably going to need you to be a distraction.”

“I’d guessed,” Quilava said, nodding calmly. “I’m not weak to Electricity, so I’m the best choice.”

Ash smiled at her, and she pretended not to notice the tears in his eyes. “Thanks, Quilava.”

“As for you two – here.” Ash pulled three large Wacan berries from his pack. “They should help with Electrical attacks for a few minutes.”

Suicune took one in her mouth, and avoided biting into it for now. Keldeo did the same, and Ash took a quick mouthful of the third.

“They don’t work as well for humans,” he said around the mouthful, “but they do last a bit longer. Right…”

He looked between the three Pokémon. “Let’s go.”

There was another crackle-BOOM as they set off, further underscoring the situation.


“He got Celebi, too,” Ash said, noticing the huge floating construct of wood as Celebi pulled it together from the nearby trees. “This isn’t good…”

“What do we do?” Keldeo asked, glancing back and forth between Ash and the construct.

“Well…” Ash shrugged helplessly. “Last time, it took Sammy – he’s Professor Oak’s younger self, brought forwards in time… anyway, Sammy and I were able to convince Celebi to snap out of it.”

“What first?” Suicune asked.

Ash frowned. “I think… Keldeo, Quilava, can you keep them busy?”

Keldeo paused, then nodded firmly. “I can try!”

“Right. Suicune – we should pick up Sammy, Celebi knows him this time too.”

Suicune nodded, and knelt for Ash to get on. As she straightened, she looked at the two Pokémon who were now her teammates. “Good luck, you two.”

They nodded their thanks, then ran out into the open.


“Why! Won’t! You! Shut! Up!” Weavile ranted, slashing both sets of claws forwards in an X-Scissor.

Wobbuffet bounced backwards, halted for a moment nearly parallel to the ground, then came back and cracked Weavile on the chin with stunning force. “Because I’m one tough cookie!”

Weavile paused, thrown, and half-lowered the set of glowing claws he’d been about to use for a Fury Swipes. “That’s not… a pun…”

“Actually, it is,” Wobbuffet said, with a fixed grin. “It’s called dramatic irony.”

“Hello,” a thick, gloopy voice added behind the Ice/Dark type.

Weavile turned, and saw a Muk.

“Maybe you’ll be easier to handle, then!” he said, raising his claws again. “Icicle-”

Muk opened his mouth, and then all Weavile knew was pain.


Suicune halted in front of Ash’s friends, and Ash swung down.

“Ash!” Brock said. “Are you all right?”

“What do you think?” Ash snapped, then shook his head. “No, I… sorry, Brock. No, I’m not – that’s my starter over there!”

There was an explosion of electricity and water, and he glanced back. Seeing Keldeo using his Sacred Sword to block an escalating series of thunderbolts, he winced.

“What do you need us to do, Ash?” Misty asked.

“Do you have any Pokémon left?” Ash began, then rubbed his temples. “No, silly question – I can see Togekiss and Stantler, and all the rest are out there either knocked out or fighting.”

“I can help,” Togekiss volunteered.

“No, keep Misty and Brock safe,” Ash told her. “As for – Sammy, right?”

Sammy blinked. “How do you-”

“That doesn’t matter right now,” Ash interrupted. “Celebi knows you. She trusts you, and so we’re going to need your help to save her. Climb on!”


Professor Oak blinked.

He looked around, wondering what could have caused the sudden attack of nausea. It felt like he’d stood up too quickly – everything went fuzzy for a moment.

Shrugging it off, he returned to the email he was reading. It was Gary’s latest about the two Mega Stones he’d managed to acquire so far, and the similarities and differences between their properties.

Interesting reading, though the Professor still awaited the day he could study the transformation in person.

A few paragraphs later, he had a second inexplicable feeling of… the world, shifting under his feet. A bit like a ship in a storm, when the cargo in the hold slid from one side to the other, and the comfortable patterns you hadn’t even noticed in how the ship rolled and pitched were suddenly gone.


Vicious laughed, as his new base was formed out of vines and roots and branches.

The Pikachu was nice – very helpful, even now it was blasting away at a Ninetales which had been positioning to blast him – but Celebi, now, that was the true prize.

With such a powerful Pokémon under his command, he could remake Team Rocket in his own image!

Speaking of Team Rocket, those irritating enforcers seemed to have survived for now. There were two large parachutes draped over a tree near where their Talonflame tiltrotor had gone down.

Pity.

Another crash of electrical energy drew his attention. The Pikachu was firing at…

At…

Vicious didn’t actually know what it was. It looked a little like a Rapidash, or perhaps a Ponyta, with a shaggy red mane… but the rest of its colours were entirely different, and it didn’t look like a Fire-type.

It also had a huge glowing blade extending from its forehead, and was using it to parry the electrical attacks Pikachu was putting out. Which was – impressive.

And discomfiting. Perhaps he would need to make that Celebi’s first target.

As he thought that, an orange blur drove directly at him. It got close, then bounced off the shields, and he grinned as the blur slowed and revealed itself to be the Aura adept’s Quilava.

That was probably about it for Pokémon, then. If he was using the Quilava, then that meant the biggest threat of all – the Charizard – was unavailable.

Excellent.

Vicious clenched his fist in triumph as an attack finally made it through to the strange equine Pokémon. He flinched as the electricity played over him, then rallied, and jumped out of the way of the follow-up attack and began sprinting around the tank faster than Pikachu could turn.

The Marauder blinked. Was that Pokémon shooting water from its hooves?

Very strange.

But, as his gaze followed the sprinting Pokémon, he spotted something else.

Back over with the boy who had tried to save the Celebi, there was the Aura adept – and a Suicune.

Where the Darkrai had that come from?

As he wondered, there was a sudden – and very final – clunk from the body of his walking tank. It shivered, seized up, and the shield powered down.

Vicious winced. That took away his protection.

“Celebi!” he shouted. “Bring me up to my new base!”

Celebi’s psychic grip reached out, took Vicious, and pulled him off the war machine just before it collapsed.


Cubone grinned behind her mask, triumphant.

It had taken a while, but she’d finally managed to hammer her way through to something vital.

Crawling back out of the hole she’d made, her first sight was Pikachu standing there with his cheeks crackling.

“Hi,” she said. “Any idea where Jessie and James are?”

Pikachu gave her a dispassionate look, then blasted her with a Thunderbolt.

Cubone waited until it had finished, then gave him a puzzled glance. “Why? Sure, I’ve got Lightningrod, that’s not going to hurt me… but why blast me at all?”

Pikachu frowned slightly, then jumped forwards at her with his palm glowing. Startled, Cubone barely formed a Shieldon-derived shield in time to block.

Then the Girafarig hit her with an intense Solarbeam.


Muscles bunching, Suicune ran towards the giant plant construct.

As she approached, though, a bolt of lightning crashed her way from the wreckage of the tank. It fouled her approach, and she had to break away.

Her second attempt met much the same fate, despite a wall of water that her tailwind whipped up alongside her. Pikachu’s powerful Electric attack punched straight through the shield, and nearly hit her even though her position was obscured by the wave.

“Suicune!” Ash shouted, bent over to avoid the wind. “This isn’t working! We’re going to have to stop Pikachu first!”

Suicune nodded – she could see the logic. “Got it.”

This time, when she made her run, she turned aside the moment the lightning bolt started. Producing a gigantic wave as she cornered at half the speed of sound, she dove in towards the wrecked tank preceded by a swirling cold wind.

As they closed in, Keldeo lunged forwards. He spun on two hooves, directing his fore left hoof at Pikachu, and blasting him with a stream of water mirrored by one coming out of his rear hoof for balance.

Pikachu took the obvious counter-attack, firing lightning at the jet, and Keldeo cut it off just before the Thunderbolt could have used it as a conduit to electrocute him.

Though it did almost no damage, the jet of water did physically knock Pikachu backwards. His slashing follow-up blow took just a bit longer to prepare than it would otherwise have done, and so Keldeo was able to block it with his Secret Sword before volleying in a Focus Blast – at the Girafarig.

Blindsided, the Psychic/Normal Pokémon was knocked out by the powerful attack, and his Solarbeam went unfired.

Despite this, however, Suicune and her passengers did not get a clear run in. Pikachu sensed their approach, whether by sound or by feeling the breeze on his back, and slashed out another Thunderbolt.

Suicune winced as it blazed into her forelegs, hampering her and making her lose speed. She jumped over the next attack, and shot an Ice Beam back at Pikachu which collided with the follow-up Zap Cannon.

The resultant explosion blew Ash and Sammy off her back.

The moment she landed, Suicune located the still-falling Sammy. Bursting into motion again, she managed to catch him before he hit the beach.

Ash landed in a crouch, having had enough time to stabilize himself in mid-air.

“What now?” Sammy asked, looking between the three remaining Pokémon.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked warningly, and Ash stepped forwards between him and Suicune.

“Pikachu!” he said, voice raw. “Stop! Please!”


Ash had eyes only for Pikachu, desperately trying to see if he was getting to his first Pokémon. “Pikachu! I – don’t listen to him!”

Those horribly blank eyes were unmoved. Then they tightened, just slightly, and Ash got a Protect up just in time to avoid the Thunderbolt hitting him.

Keldeo started to move forwards, and Ash shook his head slightly. “Wait.”

“But Ash, if you keep this up then-”

“I said wait, Keldeo!” Ash repeated, and the pain in his voice stopped Keldeo more than the first direct order Ash had given him.

The Colt Pokémon stopped moving, setting his feet ready to spring forwards if he had to but not doing so for now, and Ash exhaled.

“Pikachu,” Ash began, trying to find something – anything – that might get through to the Electric-type. “Remember when we met, Pikachu?”

Pikachu fired another Thunderbolt, and this time Ash didn’t block it.

“Ash!” Keldeo shouted as the attack hit. “Suicune, we have to-”

“Look!” Suicune said, nodding sharply, and Keldeo followed her gaze.

Ash was still standing. A bit of residual electricity crackled between his fingers, and he forced a chuckle.

“Yeah, that’s… pretty much how we met,” he said, sounding like he was surprising himself with how he sounded. “Man, but you couldn’t stop shocking me…”

Another Thunderbolt came in. Again, Ash didn’t stop it with a Protect.

“You shocked me, you shocked Professor Oak, you shocked half the town, and you certainly didn’t shock any Pokémon,” Ash went on, doggedly, and missed the little gasp from Sammy. “Not ones I told you to, anyway. But… I don’t know quite how, but we got to know each other.”

Pikachu blinked, frowning, and then launched forwards another Electric attack. This one was less powerful than the previous one, though, and his eyes were no longer blank and dead – instead, full of a deep confusion.

“There are three things I learned about you, Pikachu,” Ash said. “Firstly, you’re one stubborn Pokémon, and nothing will stop you for long. Secondly, you’re the best friend any boy could have. And third – you hate Pokéballs.”

That prompted a reaction. Pikachu flinched, and electricity crackled between his cheeks and ears. None of it came forwards in an attack, though.

Ash crouched down, rummaging in his pouch, and pulled out a lightning-marked Pokéball. “This is yours, Pikachu. I’ve never used it, not that I can remember, but I still kept it around for some reason…”

Pikachu stared at it, and his hackles started to rise.

Ash expanded it out, and then rolled it gently forwards – with nowhere near enough force to actually reach Pikachu. It went forwards, slowly trundling across the ground, then hit a stone and stopped about halfway between them. “Do what you want with it.”

None of the spectators was daring to breathe.

Pikachu blinked, slowly, and looked again at the ball. His cheeks crackled, as he built up a charge… then it dissipated.

Confusion rose into his face, several half-formed emotions fighting for dominance. “Pi…ka?”

“It’s yours,” Ash repeated. “Destroy it if you want. We’re friends anyway, it doesn’t matter what some ball says.”

Again Pikachu built up the charge for an attack, and again he let it die away. He took a hesitant step forwards, then his face scrunched up in pain and he clutched his head.


“There!” Vicious pointed.

Celebi complied, and fired a powerful blast of Psychic energy at the forest.

There was a huge explosion, and bits of tree and earth went everywhere. His corrupted Skarmory was buffeted by the blast, but continued doggedly obeying orders.

Vicious squinted through the smoke, looking for a sign of the irritating duo who had done such damage to his plans.

“Looks like you missed them again, Celebi,” he said, and chuckled. “No matter. They’ve got to be in here somewhere. Attack again! There this time!”

“Biiiiii!” Celebi intoned, and another Psychic attack started to charge.

A crackling sound caught his attention. “Eh?”

Looking down at his collar, he saw one of the dark balls was crackling with eerie violet energy.

Expanding it out, he examined it.

“What’s causing this?” he asked. “Why is it – that can’t be normal, that’s how it normally acts when it’s catching a Pokémon!”


Pikachu cried out in pain, dark energy crackling over him.

“Pikachu!” Ash shouted, running forwards. “Are you alright?”

He hit Pikachu’s Pokéball with his foot in his haste, and it bounced across the muddy lakeside to skid to a halt near the knocked-out Cubone.

Reaching Pikachu, Ash picked him up – heedless of the dark energy skirling around him – and hugged him to his chest. “Please be okay, Pikachu…”

“Pika…” Pikachu reacted on instinct, and returned the embrace.

Ash was here. It would all be fine.

Ash felt tears soak into his jacket, and hugged tighter.

After a few seconds, a weak voice reached him. “Ash… thank you. For everything.”


“Ah!” Vicious shouted, as the Dark Ball exploded in a flash of light and smoke.

Stumbling slightly, he looked down at the remaining five. Tyranitar, Venomoth, Houndoom, Skarmory – all still there, though three were marking their linked Pokémon as unconscious and even as he watched the fourth joined it.

Too close to one too many of Celebi’s Psychic attacks.

Celebi was, self-evidently, still there… so that meant…

Vicious clenched his fist, looking back towards the site his tank had been.

How had they done that? Even when a Pokémon died, the ball just lost the connection!

Squinting, he just about made out the boy, the Suicune, and that other Pokémon.

And a tiny little yellow dot.


“I’m so glad you’re okay, Pikachu,” Ash said, voice raw. Tears dripped freely down his cheeks. “I thought I’d lost you.”

“I’m so sorry I hurt you, Ash,” Pikachu said. His voice fell over itself in the attempt to apologize. “And I’m sorry I hurt everyone-”

“It wasn’t your fault, Pikachu,” Ash interrupted. “It’s no-one’s fault except his.”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked.

Suicune cleared her throat. “I am very glad indeed to have you back, Pikachu,” she said, in a steady voice. “But we have unfinished business with the Iron Masked Marauder.”

Keldeo nodded. “Yeah – he’s going to pay for hurting my friend!”

Pikachu looked between them, still clinging to Ash’s shirt, and smiled wanly. “Thanks, guys.”

Ash glanced over to make sure Sammy was still there, and then swung aboard Suicune – being careful not to jostle Pikachu. “Come on – we’ve got to stop him!”

Sammy nodded uncertainly. “Uh… okay – look, did you just say Professor Oak? Because that’s my-”

Suicune started running across the water, heading for the root-and-branch construct, and Keldeo followed alongside.

Ash looked back. “It’s a long story!” he shouted. “Really long!”

Sammy nodded again, still frowning. “Because I know we’re forty years in the future, and you knew my name, and-”

A pulse of distortion came out from the huge floating simulacrum, interrupting him and making all five – person and Pokémon alike – grimace with pain.

“I’ll help!” Togekiss announced, matching speed with them.

“Togekiss?” Ash asked. “I thought you were keeping Misty and the others safe!”

“His Skarmory went down a minute ago – I saw it! Now you guys are the only ones who need protecting!”

Another pulse of distortion.


“Celebi!” the Marauder snapped. “Stop them – by any means necessary!”

Celebi was the Time Travel Pokémon.

Her eyes glowed as she summoned up the energy for a targeted time jump to throw them into the distant future – making them no longer any sort of a threat.


“Ash?” Sammy asked. “Am I Professor Oak?”


Time finally had enough.


AN:

This was tricky to write.

I hope I pulled it off well.
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This is the fourth of four chapters today.


A globe of crackling energy blossomed out from Celebi. It engulfed her, Vicious, the entire construct, a saucer-shaped portion of the Lake of Life, Ash, Sammy, Pikachu, Togekiss, Keldeo and Suicune.

And then vanished with a thunderclap.


Suicune’s steps slowed, as she and all the rest of them looked around at what had abruptly replaced the shoreline of the Lake of Life.

In all directions, swirling white nothingness was all that could be seen. The water they were stood on or floating over extended about forty metres behind them, and seemed to be in a rough circle around the construct. Aside from that, there was very little else.

“What just-” Ash began, then stopped – unable to find the words.

“This is like when Celebi brought me forwards,” Sammy said, looking around. “But that only took a couple of seconds.”

“Ash?” Suicune asked. “Is Sammy right – is he the young Professor Oak?”

“Yes, he is,” Ash confirmed.

“Then I think we just came unstuck in time. Celebi, and all of us. There were too many contradictions – for one, I know I was not your Pokémon the previous time, and the difference postdates Sammy’s original time.”

“Right.” Ash nodded. “I guess that makes as much sense as anything.”

“What does?” Sammy asked. “I couldn’t understand what Suicune said-”

The world shifted.

Suddenly, rather than swirling white energy, there was something else. A time and a place.

The stump of a burned tower, crackling with the remnants of the fire which had destroyed it.

Ho-Oh, the Rainbow Pokémon, hunched over the ruins – feathers glowing, as he poured energy into the ruins.

Suicune gaped. “That is… where I was born.”

As she said that, three shapes – blue, yellow and red – walked slowly out of the ruins and stood before Ho-Oh.

Then the scene dissolved, going back to the swirling white.

“That was where and when you were created?” Ash repeated. “A hundred years ago?”

Suicune nodded.

The sound of shifting plant material reminded them where they were, and both Water-types jumped aside in different directions before Celebi’s attack hit.

“Climb onto the plants!” Ash instructed. “She can’t hit us there so easily – then we can try to reach Celebi!”

As he said that, there was a flash of something else outside. Just for a moment, Ash saw himself – lifting a trophy he’d never seen before.

Pikachu had seen it too. “Was that the future?”

“I have no idea,” Ash confided, clinging on as Suicune sprinted towards the plant construct and then jumped on board.

Vines came crackling out of the woody leg, trying to ensnare her with a Grass Knot, and she avoided them with difficulty.

“I’ll help,” Pikachu said, taking a deep breath. He jumped down, landing next to Suicune, and used Iron Tail to hack at the reaching vines.

Just as he did, there was another flicker in the walls of the bubble. A Pichu, flashing white and evolving to Pikachu.


Sammy clung on to Suicune, trying to get his head around all the shocks that had happened today.

He would become a Pokémon professor?

This boy – Ash – had known him as a grown-up?

Then there were all the Pokémon Ash had. Sammy knew vaguely what a Suicune was, but had never even heard of this Keldeo – and he knew a Pikachu, or a Pichu, wasn’t the normal starter, so that was unusual too.

The thought of starters brought a sudden stab of fear. Charmeleon!

Where was his starter? He’d gone off to fight the Scizor, but hadn’t appeared again – was he okay?

After a moment, Sammy realized that was probably not the issue here. Charmeleon could look after himself, especially against a Scizor.

Suicune blasted ahead of them with a Bubblebeam, knocking some kind of construct-thorn down. Glancing across at the other leg, Sammy also saw the white flying Pokémon – Togekiss? – helping Keldeo scale that one.

The wall shimmered again, and another image appeared. A young brown-haired man – Sammy wasn’t sure of his age – triumphantly lifting the Indigo League trophy, with a Dragonair and an Arcanine either side of him.

The image was gone in a flash, and Sammy tried to work out what it meant.


“Ha! Take that!”

Keldeo’s sword flashed, cutting away roots and branches which impaired his progress, and he took a single precious step forwards before they became too thick again.

Next to him, Togekiss frowned, exerting Extrasensory on the vines below and behind him to make sure they didn’t grow back.

This was taking a long time, but they were still managing it. They’d make it to the top, it would only be a matter of time!

Then Togekiss gasped.

“What?” Keldeo asked, sweeping his horn and its blade along the surface of the leg they were climbing to cut away at new growth.

He looked, and blinked.

Two Togetic were tending the eggs in their nest, and then an earthquake struck. It produced an avalanche of rock and dirt, knocking one of the eggs free, and carrying it down the cliff side.

As it bounced and rolled, an Aerodactyl swooped down to try and grab it. Before it did, though, one of the rocks hit it and stunned it.

Going limp, the Aerodactyl fell into the stream of rock alongside the egg.

After a surprisingly short length of time, the avalanche crashed into the sea below. It buried a couple of Omastar and Kabutops, and then subsided – egg, Aerodactyl, Kabutops and Omastar all gone under the pile of rock.

Then the whole scene vanished again.

“What was-” Keldeo began, then felt the vines on his hooves. “Gah!”

He pulled his left forehoof up to his horn and used the shimmering blade to cut the vines attempting to gain purchase.

For her part, Togekiss was somewhat subdued. “I think… that was my egg, Keldeo. Back when it got buried.”

Keldeo frowned. “You’d know more than I-”

Another flash of other-time. This time, it was-

“That’s me!” Keldeo gaped. “Me fighting Kyurem!”

And, in the distance, there were the other Swords of Justice, frozen in ice.

But… how could that…


“Who’s that?” Ash asked, seeing Suicune fighting a young man wearing dirt-stained overalls. As he watched, Suicune summoned a wave of water to knock a Ferrothorn backwards, and the man promptly released a Tropius which took to the sky.

“That’s Malcom!” Sammy said, jaw dropping. “He’s the newest member of the Elite Four!”

“This is giving me a headache,” Ash said, as Suicune forced herself forwards another step. “Is Celebi directing this?”

“I don’t think anyone is,” Suicune replied. “If Celebi were controlling it, then it would have already dropped us somewhere we would be at a grave disadvantage.”


Vicious snarled, stumbling slightly as the construct shook.

Celebi had done… something, and now they were… somewhere.

He hated not knowing. Not being in control.

“Celebi!” he shouted. “Stop this!”

Celebi responded, but it didn’t seem to help. The white-grey surrounds swirled once more, and then shifted – showing a young boy starting out on his Pokémon journey.

Vicious blinked. Expensive shirt, well shined shoes, five empty Ultra Balls on his belt… and a Meowth, walking alongside him.

Was that-

Then the image vanished, snatched away by the swirling timestream, and there was a sound of audible sharpness as the equine Pokémon hit something with that horn of his.

The Marauder wondered briefly if he could un-key one of his four remaining useless Dark Balls and then capture the Suicune, or this other Pokémon… or perhaps Pikachu again.

Actually – how long would that take? Not very long.

He was about to begin, when the mists of time parted again and revealed a very familiar scene.

A young boy who Vicious recognized, training his Croconaw by a riverside.

“Stupid oaf!” the boy shouted, kicking the Water-type. “What good are you?”

Vicious’ mouth moved along with the words as he remembered.

“If I tell you to use Surf, you do it! Fainting isn’t an option! You cost us that gym badge!”

Croconaw growled something, flinching back, then – pushed beyond endurance – dove into the river and swam away.

“No!” the young trainer shouted. “Come back! I’m Victor, your trainer! I order you to come back!”

As he reached for the Pokéball, a beam of ice hit it. The Pokéball bounced to the ground and smashed.

Turning over on his front once the Ice Beam had connected, the Croconaw swam downstream – free.

“Celebi!” Vicious shouted, as the scene disappeared. “Why did you do that? Why remind me of it?”

Celebi gave no reply.

Irritated, he got to work on the Dark balls – unkeying them from the Pokémon he’d stolen from Team Rocket.


In the workroom of Kurt, Pokéball maker for over fifty years, a shelf shook.

The gold-and-silver GS ball trembled, then fell off the shelf and vanished before it hit the floor.


Ash wobbled, nearly thrown off Suicune’s back. “Suicune – can you get much further?”

She growled, biting at the latest vines twining around her legs.

“I might be stuck,” she said, after spitting that one out. “I’m too big – the vines are getting too dense. Go and make sure Celebi’s okay, the two of you!”

“Sammy,” Ash said, turning to the boy. “Celebi knows you. You need to go and make sure she’s safe – that she remembers you.”

“What about you?” Sammy asked.

“I’m going after Vicious,” Ash replied. He tugged on his gloves, and Aura skirled around them for a moment. “People don’t hurt my friends.”

“Are you going to be okay, Ash?” Pikachu asked.

“I’ll be fine-” Ash began.

The background twisted, images and places swirling, and then stabilized – Pallet town.

“Look!” Pikachu called, pointing. “That’s Molly! This must be – well, just about now!”

As he spoke, Molly frowned and looked up. She said something, and her Eevee nodded, then came running towards them.

There was a confusing moment of discontinuity, and then Pallet Town vanished again.

But a green shape did not. It phased briefly into the water at the bottom of the time bubble, then reached the leg of the construct, and became a green-brown blur which ran up the leg in seconds.

Molly’s Leafeon slowed as it reached them. “Ash!”

Ash blinked. “How did you get here?”

“I don’t know!” Leafeon replied. “But Molly told me to help you, and pointed – so I came here!”

Her tail glowed a bright green and flicked back and forth, and the vines constricting Suicune fell apart – though a moment later more began to replace them.

“Go with Ash!” Suicune told her, mouth glowing with a charging Ice Beam. “Keep him and Pikachu safe!”

Leafeon nodded, and ran around to in front of Ash. With a brief flare of light, she switched to brown-and-yellow Flareon, and burned a path through the vines.

“Come on!” she called.


“Celebi’s just through there,” Ash said, pointing.

“Right,” Sammy replied, looking nervous. “Uh… good luck, I guess, Ash.”

“Thanks, Sammy,” Ash said. “You too.”

That said, he jumped, and caught some of the relatively thick vines. Flareon switched to Espeon, using her psychic powers to help pull herself up, and Pikachu grabbed onto the vines himself.

It wasn’t actually a very hard climb – not for the fit Ash, anyway. There were so many vines that there was always a handhold right where it would be most convenient, and it seemed like Celebi’s active plant manipulation was still focused on the two Water legendaries.

Grunting, Ash hauled himself up another body length, then looked around as the world changed again.

This time, it was-

Ash recognized him instantly. Sir Aaron! Talking to Lucario, then sealing him in the staff, and walking slowly towards the Tree of Beginning.

The sight filled Ash with determination. Sir Aaron had given up his life for his beliefs, and still found a way to help others.


Espeon staggered in the air as the construct moved, smashing into her and throwing her some distance away.

With difficulty, she levitated back to the side of the construct, and decided to shift forms.

Several were an option, but she went Jolteon on instinct. Speed was important here.

Jolteon landed on the curving side of the construct, digging her claws in for grip, and clambered up to Ash and Pikachu as they approached the top.

At that point, there was another of those time-distortions.

She saw a damaged Pokémon stadium floor – indoors with no stands, so probably a gym – and Ash and a Riolu standing over Pikachu, doing something to him.

A tiny spark leaped off Pikachu, passed into the time bubble, and crackled home in her green fur.

Huh.

Not entirely sure what had just happened, she resumed her upwards climb.

In the gym, Pikachu’s cheeks flickered between orange and red, then settled on red.


Sammy clambered through the browned, intertwined roots and branches, heading for Celebi.

This close to the core, they were mostly dried and inactive – making it less difficult for him to get through, as they weren’t trying to grab hold of him.

“Celebi!” he called, as he caught sight of her – then blinked, seeing what was past Celebi in the open air of the… time bubble, he guessed.

The same young man who’d won the Indigo League, in the earlier flash. Now several years older, coming down to land with a Dragonite.

As he swung off its back, a man in surgical clothes came out of the building he was landing next to, holding a white cloth-wrapped bundle.

The unknown champion took the bundle, cradling it in his hands, and smiled warmly.

“See, Dragonite?” Sammy heard, very faintly. “Isn’t he such a lovely little boy?”

Then the image vanished again.


“Wait – was that Professor Oak?” Togekiss asked, then returned her attention to the construct. An Air Slash cleared some roots from around Keldeo’s feet, and he nodded his thanks before advancing another step and slicing with his Sacred Sword.

“I don’t know what he looks like, not very well,” Keldeo replied. “I only met him once – and he looked different. Older.”

He caught sight of the next scene as it appeared, and stopped dead.

“What…” he whispered, jaw dropping.

Togekiss followed his gaze, and saw-

A very young Keldeo, cantering along behind Terrakion. Virizion running behind him, pushing him when he slowed or stumbled.

Cobalion, sword drawn, covering their retreat.

Two older Keldeo, some distance away and the other side of a hill, charging forwards against an enormous white shape shrouded in incandescent fire.

One of the older Keldeo flashed orange, shifting to Resolute Form, and his horn erupted with light. “Secret Sword!”

Then a blaze of eye-hurtingly intense blue fire erupted from the white shape, and at that moment the image vanished.

“Mom… Dad…” Keldeo whispered. He shook his head, and stamped a hoof. “I won’t forget you!”

Then he turned his attention back to the vines, and began chopping through them with a new determination.


Ash gaped. “Okay, when the heck did that happen?”

He saw a grassy field, with the three Sinnoh Dragons standing in close formation at the far end of it.

Immediately between them and the time-distortion bubble, though, were three Mewtwo. One who looked like the one he’d met in Unova, one the familiar Mewtwo he knew, and another who looked different entirely – almost as much Fighting type as Psychic.

Ash was fairly sure he’d have heard about this if it happened. Did that mean it was from the future?

Then there was a flash, and Giratina went from Altered to Origin Form. All three Dragons began to charge their attacks.

Jolteon gaped. “We’re about to be hit!”

She stepped forwards on the uncertain terrain, stopping in between Ash and the battle, and flashed over to Sylveon. Her blue-white tendrils spread, trying to cover both Ash and Pikachu.

“No, we’ll be fine,” Ash told her, confused. “None of the others have-”

“But I’m sure-”

Dialga and Palkia fired their signature attacks at the same time.

Sylveon’s fur ruffled as if in a high wind, as the attacks blasted over their Mewtwo targets and violently glowing backscatter slammed into her.

Only her. Not the construct, not the water, not even Ash and Pikachu standing within feet of her. And, despite that, it did her no damage at all.

Then the bizarre battle scene vanished as if it had never been.

“But-” Ash pointed. “How does that make sense?”

Something dropped into his pocket.

He reached in on instinct, and felt the cool metal of a Pokéball. On examination, it turned out to be the GS ball.

Ash held it up to Pikachu, who shrugged – no wiser.


Vicious grinned in triumph. At last!

Three down, one to go. That meant he could catch all but one of the interlopers, and he started working on that last ball to let him do that as well.

Then there was an earth-shaking concussion that drew his head up despite himself.

A four-legged white Pokémon – was that Arceus? The Pokémon said to be the creator? - stood on a barren, rocky surface striated by veins of magma.

Before him knelt three Pokémon – one two-legged, the Dragon of Space. One four-legged, the Dragon of Time. And one six-legged, the Dragon of Symmetry.

THIS WORLD EXISTS, the Creator said, his words like granite imposing themselves on reality. NOW LET THERE BE THE ELEMENTS TO CRAFT AND SHAPE IT.

Light began to stream towards him from all directions – above, below, every compass point – and solidify into oblong disks which fairly oozed solidity.

DRAGON. ICE. ELECTRICITY. FIRE. WATER.

Vicious then noticed that there was one place light was not coming from. Here. The time bubble.

Except… there was a sparkling stream of bright pink light, coming from one shoulder of his fortress.

One by one, the Plates formed.

Almost all the light had coalesced, and Arceus began to descend back towards the floor of the barren world, when the stream of pink energy arrived.

HM? Arceus sounded confused, as the pink energy began to solidify. THIS, I DID NOT PLAN. BUT – VERY WELL. FAIRY.

That was the last word Vicious heard, before the time barrier became opaque once more.


“What the heck just happened?” Ash asked, staring at Sylveon. “The Plates are types, right? So what’s Fairy type?”

Sylveon looked down at herself, then shrugged. “I’m as lost as you are.”

“There you are!”

Ash’s head snapped around.

Vicious threw a Dark ball. “Take this, brat!”

The staff came off Ash’s back in a single, fluid motion. It hummed, flashing blue and then white with visible Aura in the fraction of a second the swing took, and then blew the incoming Dark Ball into shrapnel several feet short of Sylveon.

Ash’s grip on the staff shifted slightly. “You’re not going to hurt anyone else, Vicious.”


Suicune bit and struggled at the vines, which had been getting worse and worse as she fought higher on the construct. Freezing them helped, but she had to keep using Ice Beam and it wasn’t very efficient.

Growling, she tore at a particularly strong one with her hind legs, and managed to break something inside it.

Her streamers flapped in the breeze, calling an Air Slash, and it helped as well – but fatigue burned in her muscles, and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could keep this up.

Then the vines seemed to slow all of a sudden, becoming less directed.

A high cry of “Biiiiiii!” - no words, just pain – suggested why, but Suicune had no time to spare for thoughts of that. Pressing her advantage, she smashed her way through the latest Grass Knots and leaped clear.

Once more, the mists of time parted. She saw a man of about thirty, maybe a little older, standing on a pier at Pacifidlog in Hoenn.

His hands glowed with Aura, and he looked at them a little desperately – as if this was new to him – but then his stance firmed, and he looked to the horizon.

Suicune did so as well, and saw a wave coming. Rising up as it approached, shoaling and becoming higher and more powerful. A tidal wave, breaking, and about to overrun the floating town.

The man’s hands blazed brighter, and then too bright to look at as the wave came in. There was an explosion-

And it rained seawater.

The town was unharmed. Of the man, however, nothing was to be seen.


Ash feinted forwards with his staff, then kicked out, and Vicious suppressed a yell of pain as Ash’s foot crashed into his knee.

“Damn it,” he said, walking backwards up the slope towards the construct-head. “You’re a tough one.”

Ash didn’t respond to that, simply advancing – always wary, ready to counter whatever Vicious did.

It was a little scary. Vicious was used to being a figure of dread – it was the reason for his mask, and not a little of why he had created his Dark Balls – and to being in control under all circumstances.

That reminder of his youth had shaken him, though, and the implacable advance of this Aura adept wasn’t helping.

Vicious glanced to his side, and saw that the strange equine Pokémon had also made it onto the head.

Away from the boy.

“You’ll do!” Vicious snarled. “Dark ball, go!”

A bolt of electricity wider than his hand slammed across his vision. It hit the Dark Ball mid-flight, blowing that one to smithereens too.

Then the staff hit his shins, and Vicious barely avoided going over backwards.

Stumbling, Vicious’ eyes flicked to his feet – where Celebi was.

“Celebi!” he ordered. “Kill-”

His command went unheard. Everything went unheard.

Outside their bubble of displaced time was an incredible cacophony of explosions and rain and fire.

The rain drummed on every exposed surface, solid or liquid, and was so intense it was like the sea was falling from the sky all at once.

The sun shone from overhead, cutting through the clouds, and was bright enough that looking at a reflective surface was near-blinding.

The wind howled like a million angry ghosts, punishing the ears.

Volcanoes erupted all around, a constant succession of explosions that caused visible shockwaves through the air.

The sea churned, made to do so by the explosions and by the heat – it was boiling even as it rained – and the wind whipped it to a froth.

In the centre of it all, two Pokémon roared and slammed into one another.

One a huge, red-black monster with a spiked tail and gigantic claws, with yellow-glowing armour beneath which magma seethed. In a circle around it, the rock it stood on was melting, though this seemed not to hamper it.

The other a great blue-purple sea creature with wide clawed arms and a four-fluked tail, and patterns of glowing energy across its body. It swam in a sphere of water, which hissed and bubbled at the point closest to its opponent.

The red one roared something incomprehensible, and rock towers burst from the ground and fell towards the blue one. The blue one endured the blow, and then replied with beams of deep, brilliant blue light which split and resplit until they were beyond number.

Then there was yet another roar.

The seething weather parted, and a serpentine monster of green and black burst through the gap. It swam through the air, streams of bright orange-yellow energy following it, and began to glow with an incandescent green aura.

It slammed into the battling duo, and then the bubble mercifully closed up again.


Sammy took his hands off his ears, now that the sound had died down.

Celebi was curled into a ball, whimpering.

“It’s okay, Celebi!” he said, squirming closer and taking her in his arms. “You’ll be fine. I promise.”

Celebi’s eyes opened for a moment, full of confusion, and then dark energy crackled around her again.


Back up on the head, Ash was the first to recover. He brought the staff down with a crack on another Dark Ball – one which had fallen from Vicious’ collar – and then knocked one out of his hand as he reached for it. Togekiss stooped after it, and blew it to pieces with Sacred Fire.

“Give up!” Ash said.

“Never!” Vicious cleared his throat, and gave the order again. “Celebi! Kill them!”

Nothing happened.

The final Dark Ball Vicious had left started to crackle, rocking back and forth in its holder.

“No!” he said, grabbing at it. “Why is this happening!”

There was a rush of air, and Suicune landed next to them.

“Because that’s not how you catch or train Pokémon,” Keldeo said firmly. “You earn their trust, and treat them well.”

“And they’ll never let you down,” Ash finished.

Behind them, Vicious saw a battle on a beach. The boy – directing two Grass-types, his Pikachu and his Lucario. Against Suicune.

As Vicious watched, disbelieving, Suicune defeated them one at a time – but clearly had to put a great deal of effort in. Just as clearly, she was having the time of her life.

Then, at the last, Ash pulled out his Quilava – and caught Suicune.

Just as the Fast Ball clicked, the glimpse of the past ended.

And Celebi’s Dark Ball exploded.


Misty’s eyes widened. “Where did they-”

With another thunderclap of displaced air, the construct reappeared – much closer. Several thousand tonnes of water splashed back into the Lake of Life, along with the disintegrating construct, and several humans and Pokémon came off it as it fell.

Suicune had Sammy, cradling the greying Celebi in his arms with great care. Keldeo had Ash on his back, with Pikachu riding on his hat and clinging like he never wanted to let go, and Molly’s Vaporeon came swimming between them

And Togekiss, an expression of distaste on her face, was levitating the Iron Masked Marauder alongside.

Keldeo reached the shore, and Ash swung off his back. The grateful Colt Pokémon wobbled a bit, and sat down quite firmly on the shoreline.

Suicune’s run slowed as she approached the shore – more and more as she got closer. The exhausted Pokémon made it up onto the beach, but then stumbled to a stop, flanks heaving. “Pokémon… centre… please?” she asked, trying to inject a little humour into the moment.

Togekiss unceremoniously dropped her burden on the grass – upside down. Brock and Stantler quickly moved in to secure him, tying his hands behind his back.

“Celebi!” Sammy said, on seeing her condition – not good. “Please be okay?”

Celebi gasped, every breath seeming to be a struggle, and then sighed and stopped.

“What do we do?” Sammy asked, looking around frantically. “The lake – it healed her before, can it-”

Suicune shook her head. “It is too polluted,” she said. Turning to the lake, she took a breath. “I may be able to purify it, though – not much. It is very dirty, and I am exhausted.”

Sammy gaped. “But – we have to do something! She can’t die!”

“I think she already did.”

Ash tore his gaze from Celebi. “Wha – Meganium? You evolved?”

“I did,” Meganium confirmed. Beside her, Sammy’s Charmeleon walked over to his trainer and put a clawed hand on his shoulder.

Meganium took a deep breath. “Please let this work.”

She bent down towards Celebi, and exhaled.

“Wait,” Brock said, eyes widening. “I heard about this-”

Celebi stirred, and some colour came back into her skin.

“They can revive dead plants,” Brock finished. “Meganium, that’s amazing!”

Wordlessly, Suicune stepped forwards into the lake. She focused her powers, and a small area of the water went from dirty and impure to crystal clear.

Sammy wasted no time. He crouched down, immersing Celebi in the water as much as possible.

Everyone waited with bated breath.

A green glow began to build on Celebi’s skin. It started at the tips of her fingers, then spread, flowing into her head and body with increasing brightness until it coloured the whole clear area of the lake.

Then, with an intense flash of light, she soared upwards into the sky – leaving a plume of water behind her.

Dozens of flickering white orbs appeared in the sky, vanishing in a heartbeat after they appeared, and heralded the arrival of dozens upon dozens of Celebi.

They began to dance in the sky, making an intricate pattern, and the Celebi the friends had just helped save joined the dance.

The pattern repeated four times, each time with a slight difference. Then the Celebi broke apart, swirled around, and reformed the pattern.

This cycle continued a total of four times, taking around a minute and a half in all.

Then the Celebi halted, and formed a single circle. There was a pulse of light which ran around the entire circle, and most of them vanished.

Two remained.

They floated gently down to the friends, the glows fading until they appeared no different from normal Celebi.

Congratulations, one broadcast – with a different tone to the one they had fought to save. You broke time. That’s actually quite unusual. But – well, least said soonest mended, I think we can paper over most of the cracks.

Ash winced. “Uh – sorry, I guess…”

Oh, don’t worry. It was for a good cause. The Celebi shot a vicious look at Vicious, then smiled at the rest of them. And, like I say, we’re working on it as I speak. Well, not as I speak… but in a similar sidereal timeframe.

She waved. Don’t worry about it, it takes degree courses to follow all of this.

“What happened?” Misty asked.

You should get your personal histories edited slightly shortly. No major discrepancies – we’re good at avoiding those. But – well, Togekiss in particular will have an interesting time of it.

“Why?” Togekiss blinked.

Well, you are a Fairy now. Fitting in a whole new Type will be difficult – but don’t worry, we’ll put it all together. It’s our job.

Smiling, the Celebi turned her attention to Sammy Oak. I’m afraid that not all of this will seem very clear. Oh, you’ll remember most of the important bits, but the details might be a bit… jumbled. That’s rather unavoidable, I’m afraid.

Sammy frowned. “That doesn’t seem-”

We’ll do the best we can, she assured him. But you might need to learn how to be as discreet as possible – you know a lot of the future, and it’ll be hard to make that a stable time loop.

The Celebi giggled, and jerked her thumb at Ash. Just don’t tell him too much.

She did a backflip. Anyway, I’ve got timelines to fix, Pokémon to see… the youngster can take you home, Sammy. Don’t forget your Charmeleon.

Winking, the older Celebi nodded to him. And remember – I’m still quite young. Thank you for saving me from the poacher!

With that, she vanished.

Sammy blinked. “Wait. I thought… but…”

“I don’t understand it very well either,” Celebi confided. “But I understand that, if you don’t have a headache, you probably don’t understand time travel.”


Suicune’s powers slowly recovered, and after about half an hour she was able to clear the lake as a whole. Once that was done, the cleanup became much easier, as the waters were fully capable of healing those Pokémon who had been knocked out or exhausted – from Sammy’s Charmeleon, to James’ Arcanine, to Brock’s Steelix.

Some minutes into that latter process, a bedraggled and sore-footed Jessie and James emerged from the trees. They had a few choice words for Vicious – still tied to a tree – but then pitched in with the clear-up as much as everyone else.

It was quite a complicated operation. Counting wild Pokémon, something over forty unconscious Pokémon were scattered around the lake and environs, and five of them had been contained in Dark Balls for days or weeks before being knocked out.


“Right,” Meowth said, hefting Cubone’s arm and lifting her most of the way off the ground. “Let’s get ya – eh?”

His foot nudged something.

Conscientiously, he marked the location for investigation, and dragged Cubone over to the now-sparkling Lake of Life. Once she was in, he wandered back over, and after some effort dug the object from the mud.

It was a standard-issue red and white Pokéball. Utterly unremarkable.

“Wonder whose dis is…” he said, as Jessie and James struggled behind him to get Growlie into the healing waters of the lake.

Turning it over, he gave it a sniff.

“Dis smells like Ash… wait a second!”

Rubbing the mud off, he spotted a lightning-flash mark on it.

“…oh, ya gotta be kidding,” he said. “Oi! Jessie! James!”

“What is it?” James panted. “On three, Jessie – one, two-”

“Three!” Jessie said, and they threw Growlie into the lake.

Pausing long enough to check his head was above the water, James turned to Meowth. “What is it?”

“I just found dis,” Meowth explained.

James examined it. “So?”

Meowth leaned in. “It’s Pikachu’s,” he explained in a whisper.

James blinked. “Wait, he has a Pokéball?”

“Yeah, guess so,” Meowth agreed.

“So… what do we do?” Jessie asked.

They exchanged a glance.

Jessie and James started humming. This went on for at least a minute.

Meowth sighed. “Ya know, dere’s only one real choice…”

“Quiet!” James said. “We’re thinking!”


“Ash?”

Ash looked up. “Yeah?”

Jessie tossed him a Pokéball. “Don’t lose it again, okay?”

Ash looked down at the ‘ball, puzzled, then did a double take as he realized what it was. “Pikachu’s – whoa, yeah, thanks, guys!”

“Don’t mention it!” James said. “Seriously, don’t mention it to anyone, we need to keep a reputation somehow!”

“Yeah, as da hard-nosed enforcers!” Meowth added. “‘cause dat’s important!”

Ash grinned. “Your secret’s safe with me.” With a practised tap, he shrunk the Pokéball and put it back in his bag. “How are you guys, by the way?”

“We’ve been better,” James told him. “Looks like Team Rocket ended up bailing out again…”

Ash chuckled. “Seriously, though, thanks for your help.”

“We’ll take any thanks we can get!” Meowth quipped. “Dey ain’t common in our line of work – well, not sincere anyways…”


“Thank goodness, you’re done,” Aaron said, walking somewhat gingerly back over the brow of the hill he’d been hiding behind.

“Yep!” Dialga said proudly. “I managed to shout at one Mewtwo so hard he went through a mountain!”

“This!” Giratina added. “This was cool, Dad! More of this kind of thing!”

Silence answered them.

“Dad?” Palkia asked, concern entering his voice. “Are you okay?”

With a somewhat subdued trumpeting sound, the heavens opened, and Arceus descended from the sky in glory surrounded by his Plates.

“What is it?” Sir Aaron asked. “You seem… preoccupied.”

I am, a bit, Arceus confirmed. Ever discovered you’re missing something? You thought you had, say, sixteen of something, and then found you only had fifteen?

“…occasionally,” Sir Aaron admitted. “It is quite worrying, why – wait. Sixteen… Plates? Did you lose a Plate?”

His eyes went to the gently orbiting collection of tablets.

I’m getting there, Arceus said. And have you ever found you had more than you thought?

As he said that, a Plate separated itself from the rest and thumped down in front of Sir Aaron.

Frowning, he picked it up. “What is it?”

The Pixie Plate. The Plate of the Element of Fairy. Which, last I checked, was not a thing – and yet now it always has been.

Arceus sounded a bit miffed. Ransei even got a new bit. It’s a halo shape to the north of the head bit.

“Wierd,” Sir Aaron said. “What’s a Fairy when it’s at home?”

Apparently, immune to Dragons. Flat immune.

Sir Aaron blinked. “Huh. That is new.”

“Awwwww…” all three Creation Dragons said at once.

“That’s not fair!” Palkia added. “What are they weak to?”

Arceus frowned. The other Plates rose into the air, and hit the Pixie Plate one by one.

Poison and Steel, Arceus concluded. They are also unable to do much damage to those two types or Fire, are super effective against Dragon, Dark and Fighting, and can resist Bug, Dark and Fighting attacks.

Dialga started doing a happy dance.

“That’s hax,” Giratina said very quietly.


“Goodbye, Sammy!” Ash said, waving. “By the way, my starter Pokémon was caught chewing on electrical power cables the night before!”

Pikachu gave him a look. “We don’t talk about that!”

“He needs to know,” Ash pointed out quietly.

“…fine.”

Sammy waved back. “Okay – I think! Good luck, Ash!”

“Here goes,” Celebi said, spreading her arms. There was a white flash, and boy and Legendary vanished.

“Well, that’s that,” Ash said.

Less than a second later, Dexter rang.

“Hello?” Ash said.

“Ah, Ash,” Professor Oak said. “I understand you have Molly’s Eevee with you, and you caught Suicune?”

Ash blinked. “How do you – oh, right. I think I’m getting another time travel headache…”


“This is just bizarre,” Gary said, frowning. “Gurrkin is now saying that he was taught about Mega Evolutions by someone else entirely, and that they have a Mawile capable of going Mega. I thought it was only in the last couple of years that Mega Evolutions were doable, but now it’s like forty years ago they became known…”

Umbreon shrugged. “I don’t understand either… but I don’t remember him saying the last couple of years bit.”

Gary winced. “That sounds like time travel to me. I… actually seem to remember him saying both.”

He looked down at Dee’s screen. “And what the heck is a Fairy type, and why is the local Gym one which specializes in them?”

Umbreon blinked. “You… don’t know about Fairy types? Then something is wrong, you’ve got at least two I know of. Mr. Mime and Clefable.”

“…Those are Fairy types now?” Gary sighed. “I hate time travel.”


Vicious looked up as Giovanni walked in.

“Oh, the boss comes to gloat.” He rolled his eyes. “Spare me, I’ve already been gloated over by the goody-two-shoes brigade and those enforcers of yours.”

“I’m not here to gloat, Vicious,” Giovanni said, softly. “Or, to give you your proper name, Victor Renfield.”

Vicious flinched. “How did you-”

“I have my ways, Victor,” Giovanni said, with a thin smile. “But, as I say, I’m not here to gloat.”

He reached down and stroked Persian, quieting his growls. “The cameras are off in this room, by the way. Unavoidable maintenance fault. Incidentally, the man maintaining the building owes the Team a favour.”

“What-” Vicious whispered. “You’re going to – but you can’t! They know you’re in here with me, you’ll be destroyed if you kill me! There isn’t a court in the country who wouldn’t convict you!”

“Dear me, Victor,” Giovanni said, still with that same thin smile. “You’re so naïve – I might disagree with you on the front of who might or might not be convicted of what. But that’s not the point.”

He shrugged. “No, Victor. I’m not going to lay a finger on you. Nor are any of my Pokémon.”

Giovanni cleared his throat. “You betrayed my trust, Victor. My organization built you up from nothing, and now this is how you repay me? But – well, I could forgive that.”

The look in Giovanni’s eyes suggested otherwise.

“But you also tried to capture a Time Travel Pokémon, and use her to supplant me. That might well mean ensuring I never met Persian.”

Another growl from the Classy Cat, quieted again by a gesture from the Rocket leader.

“So,” Giovanni concluded. “I won’t lay a finger on you.”

“I’ll talk, Giovanni!” Vicious told him. “You have to know that. No matter what you do, Team Rocket is destroyed – and you with it!”

Persian lazily swiped his paw at Vicious.

“I think not. Come along, Persian,” Giovanni instructed. “We shouldn’t keep Victor from his important stewing.”


The next morning, Giovanni read the papers with a smile of satisfaction.

“You always were quite an artist with Shadow Claw, Persian,” he said, stroking the purring feline. “Fine work.”

He folded the paper back up, and read the headline once more.

‘Iron Masked Marauder’ suffers stroke before trial – doctors report his condition is incurable.


AN:

Let’s do the time warp again.

They go a lot of places, here. Also – this is how I’m adding Fairy types. It’s now retroactively done.

Let me know how that went – this film took a lot of effort! It came in at just about twenty thousand words, which is basically a novella, and a lot happened.






76. Johto 18


About a mile outside Arborville, Brock cleared his throat.

“Yeah?” Ash asked.

“Guys, I think we should stop for today,” Brock suggested. “We’ve been through a lot today, and we should probably get an early stop and… well, decompress, I guess.”

Misty nodded. “Sounds like a good idea.”

“Yeah, sounds good,” Ash agreed.

Brock smiled. “Then it’s unanimous.” So saying, he walked off to the side of the path and began unpacking their tents.


Misty frowned uncertainly. “So… new type, I guess?”

“Yes,” Togekiss confirmed. “My memory about it is… a bit jumbled. I kind of remember being Fairy-type, but most of how I think has me as Normal instead.”

“That’s… bizarre,” Misty said, then flushed. “Sorry – I didn’t mean to be-”

“No, it’s fine, really.” Togekiss shrugged her wings. “I understand. It’s all very confusing. But… I seem to have a couple of new attacks.”

“Really?” Misty glanced over towards the tree line, looking for a spot that was clear of Pokémon or people to be hit. “Let’s see.”

Togekiss nodded, and rose into the air. Drifting effortlessly on the air currents, she flew up to about five feet above Misty’s head, and then drew her wings back.

Blue sparkles began to appear around her wings, and Misty felt an odd thrill – a feeling that this was almost familiar.

“Fairy wind!”

The sparkles whipped forwards, accompanied by a strong gust of wind. They hit with a succession of tiny flashes, damaging the grass in their area of impact.

“Okay,” Misty said, nodding. “It’s fairly directly named.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of like Gust, I guess, but with Fairy element to it,” Togekiss agreed. “There’s another one, though.”

Togekiss began to charge this second attack, more of the same particles from before forming around her and gathering on the leading edges of her wings.

“I’m still… well, kind of unpracticed with this,” Togekiss admitted, as the attack built. “That’s why it’s taking so long to charge… anyway,” she added, as the particles seemed to reach a critical density. “Dazzling gleam!”

The layer of sparkling particles crackled briefly, then blasted out in a conical spread pattern.

“Do all of the attacks do that sparkling thing?” Misty asked.

“Probably,” Togekiss agreed. “I don’t know, though, I only have those two attacks.” She frowned. “I think I’m also immune to Dragon attacks now. Should we test that?”

Misty nodded. “I think so, just to be sure. Later, though, we should relax for a bit first.”


“Ash?” Pikachu asked. “I wanted to-”

He paused.

“Are you alright, Ash?”

Ash looked up. “Oh – yeah, sorry Pikachu. I’m just… I think it actually sunk in.”

“What did?”

“All of it,” Ash replied, waving a hand. “Everything that happened on this crazy day.”

He sighed. “I mean – I’m trying not to think about the… you know.” He shook his head, and quickly moved on to another topic. “But… I mean, I caught Suicune.”

Pikachu gratefully accepted the change of subject. “I know – when I think about it, I’m surprised… it sort of just… happened, almost too fast for me to really take it in when it was happening. And then after that…”

They fell silent again.

“Where is she?” Pikachu asked, after a few seconds.

“Went to visit her brothers – let them know what happened,” Ash supplied.

“Right.”

The awkward silence returned for a three-in-a-row.

“Pikachu-” Ash tried. “I… I don’t blame you.”

“But I should have resisted it!”Pikachu burst out. “All it took for you to help me was to remind me what we meant to each other – does that mean I was just not thinking about it? I hurt you, Ash – if I-”

“Slow down,” Ash said, holding up his hand. “I mean what I said – I don’t blame you.”

He looked at Pikachu, then on impulse reached out and picked him up.

Startled, Pikachu struggled.

“Sssh,” Ash said, drawing him close. “Listen to me, Pikachu – I will never blame you. Not for this, not for anything, because I know you would never hurt me or my friends if you had a choice.”

Pikachu tried to squirm out of Ash’s grip for a moment longer, then sighed and went limp.

“I’m still – I-”

Another sigh.

“Okay, Ash. You win. You trust me.”

Ash smiled, brushing away a tear. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.”

Pikachu’s mouth quirked in a smile. Then he shook his head. “But – I don’t trust me. And I can’t help but think I might hurt you again.”

Ignoring Ash’s renewed reassurance, he concentrated. After a few seconds, a faint current flowed over his body and into his hands, before coalescing into a small yellow sphere holding a caged lightning bolt.

“Here,” he said. “I… don’t feel I deserve it at the moment.”

Ash caught the Light Ball as Pikachu dropped it. “But – you’ve had this for more than a year! It’s-” he stopped.

“What happened to your cheeks?”

“My-” Pikachu blinked. “I can’t see them,” he pointed out.

Ash stared at him for a moment, then sniggered.

“Sorry!” he said straight away. “But – you’re right, and I didn’t even think of – hold on. Dexter?”

No reply.

Ash took the Pokédex out of his pocket and pressed the power button. “That’s enough sleep mode from you, we need your help.”

Booting… sorry, I thought you were having a private discussion.

“We were… are… kind of,” Ash said hesitantly. “But we need your help. Can you show Pikachu a picture of himself?”

He chuckled. “I’ve… not got a mirror.”

Interesting. So, you’re using a self aware computer capable of scanning any Pokémon and even fighting independently… as a mirror.

“Yes?” Ash agreed. “Why?”

I swear, sometimes I wonder about my design parameters. Dexter beeped, and the camera light lit up. Here.

Pikachu examined it.

“My cheeks are red. That’s – why are my cheeks red?”

He looked at Ash. “And why couldn’t you just tell me my cheeks were red without all that song-and-dance with the mirror thing?”

“I thought you should see yourself,” Ash shrugged. “So – you don’t know either?”

“No. Wait – did the time travel thing undo that?”

Ash frowned. “I… I don’t think so, I’m starting to spot the places where my memories are different and…”

He tailed off.

“Pikachu!” he said. “Catch!”

Confused, Pikachu caught the Light Ball. It dissolved back into his skin, crackling in little lightning bolts all over it.

“Your cheeks went orange again,” Ash said. “I just realized – I only spotted your cheeks changing in Vermilion after you got the Light Ball. It was before last time.”

Pikachu stared at Ash for a moment. “That is a stupid form difference.”

Ash shrugged. “Would you rather not have the cheeks at all?”

At that, the Electric-type looked contemplative.

“I’m not sure,” he said eventually. “I’m actually not sure. I’m kind of used to them now.”

“Well, you’ve got the choice, I suppose,” Ash said.

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed.

After a few seconds, he took a deep breath. “Ash – I’m sorry, but I might need a few moments to think about… all this. Can we talk about something safe? Like… if I had that much trouble with Suicune, how do you plan to catch Raikou?”

Ash shrugged. “Lightningrod, Grass-types, guesswork and Houndour.”

“Should work,” Pikachu judged, then chuckled. “We’ll do our best.”


“She’s back!” Entei hissed.

Beast of Thunder, Backup Beast of Fire, Backup Beast of Water and Backup Beast of Thunder looked up.

“She is?” Raikou repeated. A grin formed on his face. “Well, that’s absolutely wonderful! Right, right, everyone ready…”

When Suicune loped into their clearing about half a minute later, the five other Beasts were lounging around in apparent indifference.

She smiled – she knew how this went. “I’m back,” she announced. “Did any of you miss me?”

“Not really, dear Sister,” Raikou yawned, rolling over on his back. “I mean, we do hang on your every word no matter what when you say anything, but when you’re gone it’s just a good chance to get some sleep for once!”

“Oh, really?” Suicune’s eyes glittered for a moment. “Well, since you’re all so eager for your much-needed beauty sleep, I won’t bore you with the details.”

“That sounds perfectly acceptable – oh, who are we kidding!” Raikou bounced upright. “What happened?”

Suicune’s lip curled up in a smirk, and she reached under her flowing purple mane.

There was a slight clink noise, and a Fast Ball clattered to the floor.

“He won,” she announced. “I am, as of this morning, a caught Pokémon.”

Entei shrugged. “Should have guessed, it was your idea. Of course you’d be first.”

As Suicune picked it up again and replaced it in the bag Brock had provided, her double spoke up. “So… how did he get you?”

“First there was a chase. That Pidgeot of his is pretty amazing,” she said, then nodded to Entei. “You know that, of course.”

“So do we,” the shiny Raikou admitted. “She gave us a lot of trouble at Greenfield.”

“So I heard,” Suicune acknowledged. “Our chase went as far as Shikoku, and took something like an hour over the oceans. Then there was a big battle with…” Suicune counted under her breath. “His Lucario, Bayleef, Ivysaur, Pikachu – of course – and Quilava.”

Entei frowned. “Isn’t that last a Fire-type?”

“She’s the one who finished me off,” Suicune confided.

That comment elicited some rather confused frowns.

“But – there’s another problem,” Suicune added. “What does the Fairy type mean to you?”

“That’s… rather a simple question, isn’t it?” Entei said, puzzled. “It’s a Type, one of the eighteen, I’m resistant to it, and it’s most effective against Fighting types, Dark types and Dragons. Why?”

Suicune shook her head. “See – I know that, but at the same time… right. Remember Molly’s Eevee?”

“Of course we do,” the shiny Entei said.

Suicune paused for a moment, then dropped her bombshell. “In her form as Sylveon, she was the first Fairy-type in existence.”

“Pardon?” Raikou frowned. “How is that even possible?”

“Isn’t Xerneas the original-”

“Ash Ketchum broke time,” Suicune interrupted. “Eevee was along, as Sylveon, when the time bubble we were in went back to the Creation. Arceus was… I think he was creating the Plates, and… Sylveon was there, so the Fairy type was created.”

The shiny Entei raised a paw. “Isn’t that an ontological paradox?”

“How does this make any sense, sister?” the regular one added.

Suicune sighed. “Look – I have no idea, okay? I was only inside the time bubble when it reconfigured all of history since the creation of the basic Types of Pokémon…”

She shook her head. “I’m going to explain in more detail, okay? I have had one hell of a day…”


“Ash?”

“Keldeo?” Ash looked up, smiled, and patted the grass next to him. “How can I help?”

“Ash…” Keldeo frowned, trying to come up with a good approach, and knelt down on the grass. “Have I ever talked to you about my family?”

“…no, actually,” Ash admitted.

“Right. Well – my parents died when I was young. Cobalion…” Keldeo sniffed. “Sorry, I’m-”

“Don’t worry!” Ash reassured him immediately. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Thanks.” Keldeo sniffed again, then resumed. “Cobalion, Virizion and Terrakion saved me – got me out of danger. But my mother and father both died, in a Fire-type attack by… some Legendary, I guess.”

Ash nodded along. “I know the feeling, kind of. About all I know about my dad is that he died at Pacifidlog. It was his first time using Aura, Ho-Oh said, and… he saved the town, but died doing it.”

Keldeo managed a chuckle. “Guess you do know. Because my father… Cobalion told me this at Quena, when I showed him Resolute Form, and in that time jump… thing… I saw it. He died alongside my mother, using Secret Sword in Resolute Form.”

“You saw him-” Ash stopped. “Oh, Keldeo – that must have been…”

“Yeah,” Keldeo said softly. “But – at the same time, it’s nice to know.”

Ash nodded, and reached over to rest a hand on Keldeo’s neck.

They sat there for a few minutes, taking in the smells of the grass.

“Ash?” Keldeo asked, tone more curious. “Where’s Pacifidlog?”

“It’s in Hoenn,” Ash supplied. “Guess this time when I visit I’ll pay more attention. It’s a set of small islands, and a lot of the buildings there are on rafts – they float around a lot. No Gym, but there’s a contest hall on one of the solid bits, so we went there for May.”

Keldeo nodded, then stopped. “Rafts?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

“Ash – how exactly did your father die?” Keldeo pressed. He winced. “Sorry if that sounds rude, but-”

Ash frowned. “I – all I know is what Ho-Oh said. He broke the wave which swept down on the town.”

Keldeo considered that. “But – shouldn’t you – no, wait… if that’s right, you were fighting Vicious at that point. When I got up there, you were already fighting him.”

“What do you-” Ash began.

“I didn’t just see my father die, Ash,” Keldeo explained. “I saw – I think I saw – yours.”

Ash went silent at that.

“What happened?” he said, after about half a minute without speaking.

Keldeo took a breath, and tried to sum up what he’d seen.

“He looked – well, a bit like you. If you were older, I guess… but not all that fit. I mean, fit like most Trainers, but not like you are.”

Ash nodded.

“His hair was pretty much the same – I didn’t see the eyes, though. And – no belt, so I don’t know if he had no Pokémon or if he’d already lost them somehow. His hands were flashing with Aura as the wave came in, and he looked – brave, I guess. He knew he was in danger, but he… knew what he had to do.”

Keldeo shook his head. “No, that’s a stupid thing to say, sorry. He knew what he should do. He didn’t have to, but he did it anyway. And then there was a huge flash of Aura, and the wave hit, and… didn’t destroy the town. And he was nowhere to be seen.”

Ash made a little noise, like he was pulling back a sob, and then rubbed at his eyes for a moment. “Sorry, Keldeo-”

Keldeo bent his head down, and smiled at Ash. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Someone who I respect a lot told me that.”

That won a chuckle. “Heh. Thanks – yeah, thanks, Keldeo. I – it’s better to know, I think.”

The Legendary nodded. “I know exactly what you mean.”


Lucario sat seiza, meditating.

He did not like what had happened the last couple of times Ash and his friends had gotten into serious trouble.

Both times… he – Lucario – had been knocked out, relatively early in the clash.

And that left him feeling that Ash was not getting the support he needed.

Lucario were… Lucario. They were strong, and powerful, and… well, essentially knights, in a sense.

In his case, he was Ash’s Pokémon, and should have been keeping him safe. But he wasn’t.

That was… annoying.

Well, then, he would simply need to get stronger.

“Lucario?” Pikachu’s tentative voice said.

Lucario cracked an eyelid, confirming that Pikachu stood a few feet back – hesitant to come any closer.

“I’m not asleep,” Lucario informed him blandly.

“Oh, sorry I – wait… uh… sorry generally, I guess.” Pikachu winced. “And – sorry especially for the whole… shocking you… thing.”

Lucario was silent for a moment.

“It’s not your fault, not really,” he said, eventually. “Any more than the other things which happened are Celebi’s fault.”

“I’ll try-”

“Try to use that much power in training,” Lucario overrode him. “I want to learn a way to ensure that I am not brought down by even attacks as powerful as that – and as fast as that.”

He fixed Pikachu with a look. “If your response to this is to conclude you’re not to be trusted, that you’re too powerful – that is the wrong response. It is simply wrong.”

Pikachu blinked, taken aback by Lucario’s forceful tone.

“Why do we train? It is to become more powerful, more skilful, and – ultimately – to win battles. If you don’t let yourself use your potential, you are wasting it and also making our own training go worse – since we can’t fight you at full power.” Lucario unclenched his fists. “It is… important, to be prepared. That does not mean spending every waking moment training – that’s not healthy – but it does mean that what training you do should be as focused and as valuable as possible.”

Pikachu considered that.

“I guess,” he said eventually. “I… yeah, okay, I can see what you mean. I – right.”

Lucario held out a paw, and Pikachu walked over and touched it.

“I’ve known you as long as Ash,” Lucario reminded him. “For my part, I feel I failed to protect you.”

Pikachu blinked. “But – it wasn’t your responsibility, you couldn’t have known-” he stopped himself. “Oh. I… I see.”

“And that’s how we feel when you talk like that,” Lucario noted.

He paused.

“I heard that time… broke,” he said. “What, exactly, did you see?”

“All kinds of things,” Pikachu said. “I’m pretty sure we saw Groudon and Kyogre fighting, but they were… different. Bigger, more powerful, much louder. And we saw the creation of the world… but most of the stuff that happened outside was… kind of to do with us. I saw my evolution, and that time I nearly-”

“Wait.” Lucario blinked. “What happened to your cheeks?”

“As far as Ash and I can tell,” Pikachu said, “They go orange when I have the Light Ball. No change in how I feel, though… well, not compared to the normal result of taking the Light Ball off. I think it’s just my fur colour, that’s all.”

“That’s… that’s right, now I think about it,” Lucario agreed. He winced. “And I thought time travel was confusing before…”

“Try teaching the people who taught you to do what you’re now teaching them to do,” Pikachu rattled off. “That was strange.”

Lucario chuckled.

“So,” he said, after a moment. “Feel better?”

Pikachu considered. “A little.”


Ash glanced up. “Hey, is that-”

A moment later, Suicune cleared the tree line at a lope.

“Neat,” Ash said, as she approached. “I managed to spot your Aura that time.”

“I wasn’t exactly hiding it, but a useful skill nevertheless.” Suicune stopped in front of him. “Are you well?”

“Better,” Ash admitted. “I think I’ve had time to kind of… process what happened.”

He shrugged. “Did you manage to sort things out?”

“Oh, yes,” Suicune assured him. “I let Molly’s friend know she would have to take over my duties for Lord Ho-Oh, I showed off my nice new ball – the Fast Ball was a nice touch, how long have you been planning that?”

“Since we visited Azalea town,” Ash told her. “We each got one, and I traded around to get three because I knew I’d be going for you three.”

“Commendable.” Suicune retrieved her ball and tossed it to Ash, who caught it. “I’m interested – how, aside from the scale, did my own capture compare to others you’ve done?”

Ash blinked. “Actually, now you mention it… my capturing a Pokémon, even in a pre-scheduled fight, is unusual compared to one wanting to come with me. Hold on a sec…”

He started counting. “Swellow, Sceptile, Corphish, Glalie, Staraptor, Snivy, Unfezant, Boldore, Palpitoad… Ambipom, too… oh, and the first time around Primeape, Butterfree, Ivysaur, Pidgeot, Snorlax, Muk, Ba – Meganium, and Noctowl. Guess that’s more than I was expecting,” he admitted. “Probably because of the ones who just came with me this time.”

“That’s quite a lot of Pokémon,” Suicune said. “Do you catch so many fully evolved Pokémon?”

“No, I just call them by their fully evolved names,” Ash clarified. “It’s how I remember them, even if I’ve not met them yet.”

“Ah.” Suicune nodded.

She stepped a little closer as Ash sat down. “I was wondering – how does it work? Being a caught Pokémon, I mean?”

Ash shook his head, chuckling. “I’ve got no idea how we’re going to work this, to be honest – I mean, the training thing is fine, Keldeo and I have been doing some work on that, but as for using you in battles?”

He winced. “Uh – there was someone in Sinnoh. The guy who beat me in the semi-finals of the Sinnoh League. I don’t know how, but he had a Darkrai and a Latios. And – I know he must be a pretty special person, to have the trust of those two Legendaries, but…” Ash shrugged. “What I heard about him was that he was kind of a jerk.”

“A Darkrai?” Suicune repeated, then shook her head. “Interesting indeed. And how was he a jerk?”

“It’s how he used his Pokémon,” Ash said, frowning. “He sent out his Darkrai and used that to beat… well, every gym in Sinnoh, and everyone in the entire League. Didn’t use any other Pokémon.”

“I see – wait.” Suicune frowned, and raised a paw. “How do you know he has – well, had? Will have? The Latios – if he didn’t use anyone else, I mean.”

Ash blushed. “I beat the Darkrai. And the Latios – though Pikachu knocked himself out doing it, and I lost.”

Suicune seemed honestly offended by that.

“Right. Well, I can assure you that your league challenge won’t do that again!”

She paused. “Oh. Wait, sorry, I see your point – you don’t want to be like this-?”

“Tobias,” Ash filled in. “And yeah. I mean – I feel really honoured that Keldeo’s adventuring with me, and Lugia’s said in the past I can call on him if I really want, and you’re… well, amazing… but I don’t want to be Tobias.”

“There seems, to me, to be an easy answer,” Suicune said, when he paused.

“Yeah?”

She shrugged. “Use just one of those Legendaries who you bear the Pokéball of in any fight, and not as the first Pokémon – if you want to use more, check first.”

Ash thought it over.

“Remember, Ash – you have earned our allegiance. Lord Ho-Oh spoke very highly of you indeed, those times the topic has come up over the last year or two…” Suicune shook her head. “Anyway. You earned us. Don’t feel you have to leave us out altogether – it’s no more cheating than using that ludicrous Charizard of yours.”

The trainer stifled a laugh. “Okay, thanks. I guess – yeah, I was worried about being too…” he shook his head.

Suicune smiled. “Ash – how do you feel about your battle with Tobias? He defeated your six Pokémon with just two – do you feel you did poorly?”

“I guess… no,” Ash admitted. “I mean, I wish I did better, much better, but I still… yeah, I feel proud that I beat two Legendaries.”

“It took two Legendary Pokémon to stop you beating the Sinnoh League, then,” Suicune summarized. “That’s not a terrible record.”

Ash swallowed, a silly smile on his face for a moment. “Thanks, Suicune. And – yeah, thanks.”

He chuckled. “I guess we should have dinner now, then – Brock just took the food off the heat, that means he’s about done. And once we have, we can discuss how to train you up.”

Suicune frowned. “I must admit, I’m not aware how I could be trained up… I mean, I am a Legendary, no offence, and I think I know a lot of moves.”

Ash shrugged. “I can think of a couple of ways. One is that you don’t have any attacks which home in – you could use those while moving at full speed, in our actual battle you were kind of vulnerable mainly when you stopped moving. But – like I say, after dinner we can talk about it.”


“Right,” Ash resumed, crossing his legs. “Thanks for coming, guys. I know some of you have loved ones waiting for you, so I’ll try to be quick.”

He indicated the blue Water-type sat next to him. “This is Suicune.”

“Hello, Suicune,” the Pokémon chorused.

“Hello, everyone,” Suicune replied. “It’s nice to meet those of you I haven’t already.”

“I’d like to get your input on what moves to work on with her,” Ash continued. He turned to Suicune. “During both battles, but especially the one I caught you in, I noticed you’ve got two major weak points.”

Suicune inclined her head.

“First – you’re not great at attacking on the move. Every time you fired an attack, you weren’t moving very much – and the less you were moving, the better, it seemed.”

The Legendary considered that, and then nodded. “I’ll admit to that – especially against multiple targets. But yes, targeting a stationary opponent is much harder when I’m not stationary.”

“That sounds like…” Ash frowned. “Okay, that sounds like you have trouble when your enemy’s moving differently to you. Is that correct?”

Suicune frowned, then agreed.

Pidgeot chirped. “Most of us have had that problem, too. I’ve got my ways of handling it, but you’re a bit… well, not-airborne to use them.”

“We can discuss it in a bit,” Ash said. “Now – the other one was moves. You’ve got quite good Ice moves, and you’ve got great Water and even a bit of Wind, but there’s a lot of room for improvement. I mentioned Aura Sphere – any other suggestions?”

Squirtle leapt to his feet. “If she has not managed before to combine her icy calm and flowing water into the magnificence of Rime, a move born of rivalry by two great friends who always advance into the future, then that is the first thing we must correct!”

Suicune glanced at Ash, a little uncertain. “Is he-”

“Yes!” about half the Pokémon chorused.

“That’s Squirtle for you,” Ash confirmed. “It works, but I’m not entirely sure how. Anyway, Rime is a good one – it’s kind of like the cold version of Scald.”

“Scald, that’s one I never managed to learn,” Suicune admitted. “Never had the time.”

“Right, that’s another one for the list.” Ash nodded. “This is good stuff… oh, yeah, what’s your most powerful water attack?”

“Hydro Pump.” Suicune shrugged. “It’s always been quite enough.”

Squirtle sniggered. “That’s nowhere near enough! You need to learn either Waterspout or Hydro Cannon! They’re much better!”

Striking a pose, he continued. “The Hydro Cannon is the best move any Water Pokémon can hope to aspire to! A true compaction of all the water there is into a single potent blast! Unmatched! Uncontested! As powerful as the raging sea, and filled with as much purpose as true companionship!”

“Care to demonstrate?” Ash interrupted.

“I most certainly do!” Squirtle went on almost without pause. Water bubbled up around him, and began to compress in front of his mouth. “Erupting! Bursting! Hydro Cannon!”

Suicune blinked at the tiny blue sphere that resulted. Her head turned whip-fast to follow as it shot across the clearing, then she came halfway to her feet in astonishment as it went right through a tree, detonated inside a second one, and knocked that second one over to the accompaniment of an entire swimming pool coming out of nowhere.

“I… see,” she said, frowning. “Interesting.”

“And that’s not all!” Squirtle went on doggedly, hands on knees. “The true power of a Water Pokémon can also be focused into a Waterspout! A-”

Ash cut him off. “Okay, Squirtle, we don’t have all night.”

Squirtle looked briefly indignant, then shrugged. “Gotcha! I still need to get back to my other work anyway!”


Tracey opened the barn door, and was knocked over by a huge wave of water.

With a series of quiet splashing sounds, a Tauros walked out. “Well, thanks for nothing. I’d almost worked out how to stand on top of that.”


“The other thing is basically to be able to cope with Electric types,” Ash resumed. “And Water types, I guess, especially with Water Absorb – you’ve got Ice moves, which should handle Grass, but nothing for Water types.”

“What do you suggest?” Suicune asked.

“Well… can you do Brine? Muddy Water?” Ash frowned. “Hm… might not be so easy, unless you can turn the purification ability off-”

“I can,” Suicune confirmed.

“There’s those, then,” Ash said. “Misty worked that one out – Brine makes it much harder for Electric-types to attack.”

“I see. Oh, I should ask Misty about the other means of handling Electricity.”

“I know something you could try to learn for Water,” Lapras suggested. “It’s a move I learned from one of my uncles over the last few months. It’s an Ice-type move, but it’s a very dry Ice-type move – it hurts Water-types.”

Suicune blinked. “That actually makes me feel a little uncomfortable… but yes, it does sound useful.”

“I suggest Surf,” Kingler volunteered. “It’s less powerful, but it’s helpful to set up a battlefield.”

“I can see I’ve got a lot to do over the next while!” Suicune smiled. She directed a look at Ash. “I see what you mean – I do, indeed, have much to learn.”

Ash shrugged. “Normally this happens a bit more… organically, I guess… but I thought we should sit down and have a think about it.”

“An excellent idea,” she confirmed. “And perhaps I might be able to give a little help in return myself… how many of you know Roar?”

Ash blinked. “Isn’t that the move that-”

Suicune demonstrated.

When she finished, she blinked with some confusion at the Pokéballs where Ash’s Pokémon had been. “What just-”

Ash took his hands off his ears. “That was far too loud!”

“I’ll say!” Brock yelled from the other side of the clearing.


That night, as they were going to bed, Pikachu dropped his Light Ball by Ash’s side.

“Like I said,” he told Ash, yawning. “I only want it back when I’m safe with it.”

Ash took the ball. “Sure.”


The next morning, Pikachu found it on his pillow.

“You’re safe,” Ash said, noticing him waking up. “I think you always were. But if you’d been given it while you were sleepy, you might just have found it harder to get to sleep last night.”

He pointed. “But no more of this! It’s yours, mister, and I’m not carrying it!”

Pikachu chuckled. “Okay, okay, I get the idea…”


“Excuse me?” Ash said. “You’re a Water-type specialist, right?”

Nurse Joy winced. “Oh, dear… yes, I’m a Water-type specialist. I’m afraid I don’t much like handling them, but duty comes first.”

Ash nodded, and put a ‘ball on the counter. “Can you give her a quick look over? She had quite a hectic day yesterday.”

“Certainly,” Joy said. She opened the Pokéball with some trepidation – and gasped.

“That’s a Suicune!”

Suicune looked down at herself in a curious fashion. “So I am.”

“She’s a Water Pokémon, right?” Ash asked. “I don’t see the problem here.”

“How did you-” Joy stopped, took a deep breath, and started again. “What the-”

She stopped again, as this didn’t seem to be working.

“Okay,” she said, after several seconds. “I… would like to know how you came to have a Suicune, but… I’ll get on with it now.”

“Thanks!” Ash said brightly. “Oh, can you look Keldeo over too?”

He plucked a second Pokéball from his belt and opened it.

“Hello!” Keldeo smiled. “I’m a Water type too!”

Joy seemed too shocked to be nervous.


“That was cruel, Ash,” Misty accused.

Ash shrugged. “You have to admit, they’re both Water types.”


“Flying Press!” Korrina ordered.

Her Hawlucha nodded, running forwards and leaping into the air. Her wings flapped once, driving her as high as the roof, and she prepared to come crashing down.

“There is nothing you can do that will dry out my torrent of devotion!” announced Gary’s starter. “Ultimate Rime Crasher!”

The floor cracked under him as hundreds of gallons of water erupted skywards, hitting Hawlucha at the apex of her jump.

Blastoise followed that up with a Flash Cannon, and there was a thunderous explosion.


“Nice work,” Korrina said, handing Gary the badge. “Guess I should have expected nothing less from the number two trainer at last year’s Indigo Conference!”

Gary shrugged. “Thanks, I guess – Ash beat me, though.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen him on the news…” Korrina snapped her fingers. “That’s what I was forgetting! Gramps was looking for you – said he had something for you.”

The Kanto trainer blinked. “Really? Huh. Okay, I’ll head over there.”


Gary knocked on the door. “Uh – Gurkinn?”

“Who’s there?” Gurkinn asked.

“It’s Gary Oak,” Gary said. “Your granddaughter said you wanted to speak to me?”

Gary was, in all honesty, a bit muddled. He could remember two almost-the-same versions of his first meetings with Gurkinn, and neither of them was quite clear or dominant over the other.

Had Gurkinn told him about something which was completely new and secret, or something he’d learned from a mentor and which was being studied – albeit clandestinely – by a number of researchers? Had Gurkinn’s reaction to seeing Ash’s Charizard unmistakeably Mega Evolving on the news been delighted surprise or coloured by resignation?

He couldn’t always keep track.

Fortunately, Gurkinn filled in the gaps. “Ah, good. Come in!”

The door clicked open, and Gary pushed it ajar.

“Well, this is all very secretive,” Umbreon commented, as they walked through the hall and into the main rooms, following the striding guru.

“Very prompt of you, mister Oak,” Gurkinn was saying. “Lucen, do you – good.”

One of the two Lucario Gurkinn trained nodded from the door, and brought in some tea. Gary already knew it to be a little strong for him, and added one sugar cube to compensate before taking a sip.

“Right,” Gurkinn resumed, after a drink himself. “I’ve managed to get hold of something very important.”

He picked up a small box on the same tray as the tea, and opened it – revealing a small ring.

“What’s -” Gary blinked, looking closer. “Is that a Key Stone?”

Gurkinn smiled. “Good eye – yes, it is! Professor Sycamore managed to cut two from one particularly well charged stone, and I thought of you of course. You’ve done sterling work searching for Mega Stones.”

“I have?” Gary repeated. “But – I’ve only found two!”

“Believe you me, that’s fast work,” Gurkinn smiled. “This one’s also got one of our newest improvements. It has a way of resonating a little with even those Mega Stones without the appropriate Pokémon available to them. Allow me to demonstrate.”

He stood, and walked to the door to the main chamber of the Tower of Mastery. “Lucie – ah, thank you.”

Both Lucario nodded, and left the room.

“That’s well past the resonance range between a stone and the Pokémon,” Gurkinn added, as he set the Lucarionite armband down on the table. “But watch.”

He put his finger on the ring, and frowned.

The Lucarionite began to pulse, and the ring emitted a gentle hum. The longer he held his finger down, the more intense it got.

When he took his finger off, the hum remained, slowly diminishing – and became a little stronger when he moved it towards the Lucarionite, a little weaker when it was further away.

When the ring touched the Lucarionite, there was a brief flash in the core. Very faint, almost unnoticeable.

“What was that?” Gary asked.

“Try it,” Gurkinn told him. “Just make sure it’s humming – you need to press it and concentrate on it, think about the stone – and then touch it to the Lucarionite.”

Gary took the ring, and did as Gurkinn told him. It took him about a minute to get the keystone humming, and he then pressed it to the surface of the stone-

Lucario.

“Wha-?” he said, shaking his head. “What just-”

Gurkinn smiled. “It’s strange, isn’t it? But I’m sure that will speed your work up substantially.”

Umbreon gasped.

“My work?” Gary repeated. “What about your-”

“No, Gary, it’s yours,” Gurkinn told him. “A token of my thanks for your work. Just – keep it safe.”

Gary nodded an affirmative, a bit shocked.

After a moment, he realized what to do next. He took the Mega Stones from his bag, and proceeded to identify them.

Lopunny.

“Oh, great…” he winced. “Who do I know who has a Lopunny?”

No-one, Dee supplied.

“Thanks…”

Absol.

“Don’t think I know anyone with an Absol either,” he mused, then caught Gurkinn’s eye. “What?”

“Well, Lopunny – Lopunnite, I suppose – is a new one on me as well,” Gurkinn informed him. “You’ve discovered a new kind of Mega Stone, Gary Oak.”

Gary couldn’t keep the smile off his face. “Wow.”

Gurkinn nodded, and then raised his voice. “Thank you, you two. Back in you come.”

The two Lucario moved back into the room, taking up their positions flanking Gurkinn’s chair

As Gary turned to go, Gurkinn stopped him. “Oh – and this is from Professor Sycamore as well.”

A small, glowing marble of stone was placed in Gary’s palm.

“It’s a cut Mega Stone,” Gurkinn informed him, as Gary contemplated the blue-brown-blue fleck in the centre of the stone.

“Thanks,” Gary said, touched, and used his new ring to identify it.

Blastoise.


AN:

This is the bit where they come to terms with what happened.

To answer one of the most common questions I got asked – this is what’s happened to Pikachu’s cheeks. They’re still there, just – only when he has the Light Ball active. Otherwise they’re normal-Pikachu red.

Basically it’s a really subtle form difference. No actual change in his output.

The other major timeline changes from last time were that the date Mega Evolutions were rediscovered got pushed back a few decades, Fairy Types became a thing, and that’s about it. Basically only Eevee/Sylveon/Jolteon/whatever-she-was was interacting with the outside of the bubble. And that does indeed mean Molly invented the Fairy type and then persuaded Arceus to do it…

Pikachu’s self-confidence hit here is, I hope, sensible. Don’t worry, the fic hasn’t changed course, it’s still going to get silly. It’s just that things don’t vanish when the movie credits roll.

As for Suicune – handling her is tricky. Handling any Legendaries is tricky. But the anime set a really low bar in Tobias, so as long as I don’t get as ridiculous as him it should be fine.

And, finally, Gary Gets A Break. In Kalos.

Enjoy, Blastoise, you crazy otaku-turtle you.

(As usual - let me know what you think. This fic has a Trope page, too.)






77. Johto 19


“Olivine City,” Ash announced unnecessarily, looking around. “It looks different to last time.”

“Last time I bet you crossed the entire city in a minute,” Misty pointed out. “You were going kind of fast.”

Ash nodded. “Well, that was the time before last, technically, but point taken. Last time I was too busy panicking.”

Brock smiled. “I guess that makes sense. So, where first?”

Ash gave him a look. “Do you even need to ask?”

The Pewter man held up his hands. “Sorry, sorry. Of course it’s the Gym.”

Ash frowned. “No? The Lighthouse.”

Misty snapped her fingers. “Oh, that’s right! That Ampharos!”

“At least you remember, Misty,” Ash said, smiling at Brock to remove the sting. “Right, let’s go!”

As they set off for the lighthouse, they missed a couple of people on the street corner. One of them pointed at the group, and the other blinked, looked closer, and nodded.


Ash knocked on the door.

“Hello?” came the voice from inside. “Is that you, Janina? Remember I said you should-”

“It’s not her,” Ash interrupted. “I was looking for Jasmine? The Gym Leader?”

“Sorry, I’m not taking challenges at the moment,” Jasmine told him. “Come back later, please.”

“No, I don’t want to challenge – well, not right away,” Ash clarified. “I wanted to help with whatever was giving you trouble with doing challenges.”

There was a pause. Then the door clicked open.

“Who – oh!” Jasmine seemed a little surprised. “You’re Ash Ketchum, right?”

Ash nodded. “That’s me. You know me?”

“The others mentioned you,” Jasmine explained. “Falkner was impressed, Bugsy sounded a bit scared, all I got from Whitney was a five minute rant about her poor gym and Morty honestly sounded worse than since we did our challenges against the Elite Four.”

Seeing Ash’s look of confusion, she shrugged. “We did ours at about the same time, so we keep in touch. Agatha took a shine to him… anyway, you said you could help?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “Or – I want to help. What’s the problem, anyway?”

Jasmine stepped back from the door, letting him into the main room.

“This is my Ampharos, Sparkle,” she explained. “He’s quite ill.”

The Ampharos muttered something – Ash couldn’t quite make it out.

“Oh, that’s right – sorry,” Jasmine winced. “I renamed him when he evolved, but it’s still hard to get used to the name. Amphy, that’s right.”

“Got it,” Ash nodded.

Pikachu hopped down off Ash’s shoulder, and walked curiously over to Amphy. “I’d ask how you’re feeling, but the answer’s obvious. So… what’s the problem, I guess?”

“Don’t know,” Amphy said, hissing slightly in pain as he breathed. “Everything hurts.”

“Can I have a look?” Brock asked from the door.

Gaining admittance, he examined Amphy for a few minutes.

“I spoke to the doctors here,” Jasmine volunteered. “They weren’t sure what the illness was, but there’s a pharmacy in Cianwood who do something they said would help.”

“Can you lift your tongue up, please?” Brock asked, and Amphy complied. “Right… okay, let’s see…”

He stood, shrugging. “I’m not sure what he’s got, but I know something that would help with the worst of the symptoms. I think there’s some in my bag…”

“Thank you,” Jasmine said, as Brock rummaged. “It’s terrible watching him like this.”

“Where’s the pharmacy?” Ash asked. “I could go and pick the medicine up, I’ve got some fast Pokémon.”

“You could?” Jasmine smiled. “That would be lovely, thanks – oh, here.”

She rummaged in her pocket and pulled out a Mineral Badge.

“It’s the one I use for identification,” she told him. “Show them that and they’ll know I sent you, so they’ll send me the bill.”

Ash grinned. “Got it! I’ll be back…”

He glanced at the clock.

“…how far is Cianwood City?”

“About forty miles away.”

“Oh.” Ash counted in his head. “Lunch, easily.”

Jasmine blinked. “How fast are your Pokémon?”

“He’s not exaggerating,” Misty told her.


Out in the antechamber, Ash released some of his Pokémon.

“Who do you think I should take?” he asked. “I mean – Pidgeot’s the easy answer, but-”

Keldeo grimaced. “I’m still not able to stay stable for more than a minute,” he told Ash. “It’d be really cool, but I don’t think I can carry you that far.”

Suicune, by contrast, looked interested. “I think I could give it a go. I don’t think I’ve ever carried a rider that far, but I know I can.”

Ash glanced at Pidgeot for approval, and she shrugged. “I know I can, but if Suicune doesn’t then she should try. I can fly alongside just in case, and I know you can swim.”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “Good idea. Okay, we’ll do that then.”


Ash opened the door of the lighthouse.

“Uh…” he blinked at the small but respectable crowd outside. “Hi?”

“Are you Ash Ketchum?” someone asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed.

“Did you come through here earlier this week?” someone else said, jumping into the conversation.

“With Suicune!” another member of the crowd added. “My sister said she saw-”

“That’s so cool-”

“How could he-”

Ash tried to think how to react, as the crowd bubbled with excitement and started asking more questions.

“That’s torn it,” Pikachu muttered, from his shoulder.

“Excuse me!” Ash said loudly.

The hubbub mostly died down.

“Thanks. Now – sorry, but I’m busy, and I’ve got to help a sick Pokémon.”

“You’re helping Sparkle?” someone said. “That’s so nice!”

“Isn’t he called Amphy now?”

“I didn’t hear that-”

“Do you have Suicune?”

Ash took a deep breath. “Yes,” he said. “Yes, I caught Suicune. Two days ago.”

There was a moment of silence.

Then the questions started up again.

“Please!” Ash implored. “Sorry, but I’ve got things to do. You’ll all see her, I guess – but remember, I mainly want to get this done. I didn’t expect to have crowds after me.”

“You probably should have,” Pikachu pointed out. “You healed Suicune in a major city Pokémon centre.”

“I know, okay?” Ash replied. “I wasn’t thinking.”


With some effort, he made his way through the crowd and down to the waterfront.

“Sorry about this,” he said to the Fast Ball as he unclipped it. “If you don’t want to, just don’t come out.”

The ‘ball promptly flashed and opened.

“I expected it would happen some time,” Suicune admitted, as the crowd went absolutely silent. “Really, Ash, I don’t mind. From what you’ve said, you’ve reached the threshold that most competent criminals don’t bother coming after you.”

“Thanks, Suicune,” Ash said with a smile. “Okay, let’s go. You know where Cianwood is?”

“I do,” Suicune confirmed. “Climb on – let’s give them a show!”

Ash sent out Pidgeot, who circled once and turned to hover into the wind – wings beating with a serene tempo to keep her aloft and stationary. That done, he stepped up to the blue Legendary and swung aboard.

“Okay,” he said, and grinned. “Suicune – use Surf!”

“You don’t have to ask me twice.”

Suicune walked forwards, on the small waves making it through the breakwater, and then settled down to an easy gait.

That done, she began to speed up. At first it was slight, then it built up, until she was flying across the water in a plume of rainbow-coloured spray with Pidgeot matching her pace overhead.

Passing the breakwater, Suicune began to encounter larger waves. This hampered her not a whit, as she began changing the tempo of her loping run to hop between wave crests – each land-crouch-spring producing its own splash of white spray behind her, whipped by the following wind.

Clear of the harbour, she curved around a boat, and then made her course for Cianwood.


Flecks of spray beat in Ash’s face, and he held up an arm against the slightly salty water.

“Wow!” he said, chuckling. “How fast are we going?”

“About a hundred and twenty miles an hour, I think,” Suicune told him. “Not especially fast.”

“Downright arthritic, compared to me!” Pidgeot said from overhead.

“Huh, really?” Ash asked. “It feels much faster.”

“It’s because we’re closer to the water,” Pikachu suggested. “I feel more like we’re flying really, really low than running fast across the water.”

“Yeah, but – I mean, I’ve gone faster than this on land, I know I have,” Ash replied. He shook his head. “Whatever – this is amazing!”

Suicune’s reply was to ramp up the speed slightly, and Pidgeot fell momentarily behind before coming back up alongside.

“Oh – Suicune?” Ash asked. “Can you do something about the spray?”

“Sorry, forgot.” The spray instantly stopped hitting Ash, and Suicune turned her head slightly to look back at him. “There – that should be diverting it out either side. Is that better?”

“Much, thanks.” Ash squinted. “Hey, look, an island ahead!”

“We’re about halfway,” Pidgeot informed them, and gained height shockingly fast. One moment she was there, the next she soared up and away.

A few seconds as a dot of pale brown, and she came zooming back. “Yes, it’s as I remembered. About another ten minutes, at this speed.”

Suicune glanced up. “Thanks for the update.”

“Pleasure.”


Ash arrived in Cianwood City in style.


“Thanks, Suicune,” he said, feet crunching on the beach as he got off her back. “Want to do the return trip too?”

Suicune shrugged. “If Pidgeot wants it, let her.”

“That’d be nice,” Pidgeot admitted, flaring her wings and alighting next to them. “That wasn’t really much of a chance to stretch my wings, you’re far too slow.”

“I can do faster,” Suicune replied, smiling.

“Okay, I’m sure you’re both fast,” Ash chuckled, and called them back. “Right, I’ll go and get that potion. Where’s the Pharmacy…”


“What’s the problem you need cured?” the pharmacist asked, a little tersely. “Come on, I’ve not got all day…”

“Uh – actually, I’m not quite sure,” Ash admitted. “It’s the Ampharos who runs the lighthouse in Olivine City – Amphy.”

“I thought he was called Sparkle?” the pharmacist said, frowning. “Oh, guess it doesn’t matter. Right… yeah, that is a problem, if he’s ill.”

“Jasmine called it the…” Ash thought. “Secret potion?”

“Oh- oh. Right. That.” The man behind the counter glanced up, making sure there was no-one about to come in, and reached under the counter.

He produced a small bag of red pills, placing it on the polished wood. “There,” he said. “That’s the secret potion.”

Ash glanced at Pikachu, who shrugged.

“Uh… how’s that a potion?”

“That’s the secret,” the man told him. “Okay, it’s a terrible joke, but that’s really the reason I originally called it a potion – people don’t realize it’s the pills. It’s made with the same active ingredient as a Full Restore, just about ten times as strong. Very valuable.”

He clapped his hands. “So! The question of payment?”

Ash reached into his pocket, and took out the special Mineral Badge. “Jasmine gave me this to let you know it was her who you should charge it to.”

“Right, thanks.” The pharmacist took the badge, held it under a scanner, and nodded at the bip noise. “Pleasure doing business with you – and her.”

Ash nodded, taking the small bag of pills, and retrieving the Mineral Badge. “Thanks!”


“Oh, thank you so much!” Jasmine said, smiling. She took one of the pills, and held it out to Amphy. “Here you go – sorry about the taste.”

Amphy took the pill, and swallowed it down. He looked a bit surprised. “That… wasn’t bad, actually…”

Jasmine got the gist. She sniffed. “Huh. Strawberry?”

Brock chuckled. “I suppose it doesn’t hurt to make them taste nice.”

The Steel-type gym leader put them on the table next to Amphy’s bed, and shook Ash’s hand. “Thank you again – hold on, I think I’ve got one of the normal Mineral badges somewhere-”

“No thanks,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I want to earn my badges the battling way.”

“Oh, okay.” Jasmine blinked. “But – I’m not sure how I can thank you, then. I mean, I could give you first priority, but I’m not sure how long it’ll be before Amphy is well enough I could feel confident leaving him – so that might mean making you wait a few days or even a week…”

“Really, it’s no problem!” Ash assured her. “I was going to battle the Cianwood gym as well, so I can do that one and come back when you’re ready.”

Jasmine shook her head. “Morty said you were strange, I didn’t realize he meant like this… well, thanks again, then. And I’ll be sure to make your battle as impressive as possible.”

“I look forward to it!” Ash told her.


“Right, what now?” Ash asked. “Should we just head over to battle the Cianwood Gym?”

“Perhaps,” Misty said, frowning. “But I heard about something in this town – the Battle Tower. Perhaps we should see what it’s like.”

“Sounds good to me,” Ash agreed.


The Battle Tower turned out to be a lot like an office block.

“You need badges to get in,” the guards on the door said, being the main difference from an office block on the outside.

Brock held up a Boulderbadge.

Misty held up a Cascadebadge.

Ash fiddled with the lock on his Badge case. “How many do you need? I’ve got about eighteen, but only sixteen of them are official and only four are Johto-”

“That’ll be fine,” they interrupted. “Pass.”


“This is a pretty neat place, actually,” Brock observed, looking around the lobby. “Hey, look, a coat of arms!”

He squinted. (It was hard to tell.)

“What does Nil Sine Pokémon mean?”

Ash shrugged. “Not sure. Excuse me?”

One of the receptionists looked up. “Yes?”

“How does this work?”

“We’re a centre for competitive battling,” she explained. “Are you intending to register?”

“Don’t know yet,” Ash admitted.

“Right. Well, it’s possible to have a couple of kinds of battles – basically pickup battles – without registering, but if you want the newsletter and other resources we offer then registering is recommended.”

Ash nodded. “Can you set up a pickup battle, then?”

“Certainly.” She tapped on the computer. “What tier do you want to be at?”

That was a new one to Ash. “Tier?”

“There’s five broad tiers, they’re based on usage and on the power of the Pokémon in them. Pokémon in higher tiers than the tier of the battle aren’t allowed, mainly to make it all fairer – otherwise anyone who came with a top-tier Pokémon would win.” She rummaged around for a bit, and passed over a booklet. “These are the current tiers. We also have rules for preventing what we call Endless Battles, and we ban some of the really obnoxious other properties like the Moody ability.”

Ash sniggered at her tone of voice on the last part. “Did Whitney show up here?”

“That stupid Bidoof of hers…” the other receptionist sighed. “Yeah, that’s what got the ability banned.”

Still chuckling, Ash opened the booklet at the Uber list. His expression changed. “Why are half of these legendary Pokémon?”

“Can never be too careful,” the receptionist told him seriously. “After all, if we didn’t make it explicit, someone might show up with a team made of Ho-Oh, Mewtwo and Lugia, and that just wouldn’t be fair…”

Misty made a strangled sound of laughter.

“Yeah, but-” Ash turned the page, then flipped back again and started counting. “There’s only two Pokémon on here who aren’t Legendary! What’s so bad about Blaziken and Excadrill?”

The receptionist gave him a serious look. “Speed Boost Blaziken with Flare Blitz are no laughing matter.”

Ash remembered Harrison’s Blaziken from the Silver conference, who’d fought on par with Charizard in the air and ultimately knocked him out. “…okay, fair point.”

“So, any thoughts?” she resumed.

Ash flipped through. “What’s Little Cup?”

“Only allowed to Pokémon in their first stage who can evolve at least once,” she told him. “Used to be freshly hatched, but the logistics of that were impossible.”

“Huh. I guess I might do that.”

Pikachu perked up. “Does that mean me?”

“No, you were a Pichu,” Ash reminded him.

“You can’t prove that.” Pikachu turned away with a huff.

“I was actually thinking of Houndour, Totodile and Squirtle,” Ash resumed.

He then blinked. “Wait – why is Articuno in the Never Used tier? It’s a Legendary Pokémon!”

The receptionist blinked. “Actually… I don’t know…”


“Okay, guys,” Ash said, looking between the three Pokémon. “You know what we’re doing here?”

“Yeah!” Squirtle said, nodding enthusiastically. “An awesome fight of awesome!”

Ash chuckled. “Okay, Houndour, your job is to handle any Grass-types, as well as whatever else shows up which Squirtle and Totodile can’t beat.”

Houndour’s tail wagged. “I’ll do the best I can.”

“Totodile, I’ll be sending you in first. Sorry, but…” he shrugged.

“I’ll be fine!” Totodile said with a smile. “This’ll be great fun!”

“Good to know.” Ash reached down and scratched Houndour under the chin, then gave Totodile a quick hug. “Good luck, guys, and let’s go!”


“Welcome!” the referee said. “This will be a three-on-three Little Cup match! If a Pokémon evolves, then congratulations but they must be removed from the battle. The banlist applies.”

“Not a problem,” Ash’s opponent said. “Oh, hey, aren’t you Ash Ketchum?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” Ash nodded. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Blake,” the heavyset man informed him. “Not as famous as you, I guess, but everyone’s important in their way. Shall we get this goin’?”

“Sure!” Ash replied.

“On the count of three,” the referee said. “One. Two. Three!”

“Totodile!” Ash called.

“Bronzor!”

“Totodile, you know what to do!” Ash called.

“Yep! Whee!” Totodile jumped into the air, boosting with Aqua Jet, and then came down towards Bronzor with his jaws ready for a Bite.

“Stealth Rock!” Blake ordered.

His Bronzor spun, producing a shower of glowing balls of light. As Totodile hit, his powerful jaws snapping home on the bronzed metal of his opponent, the balls hit the ground and solidified into large rocks.

“Great…” Ash winced. “Keep it up, Totodile!”

“Flash cannon!” Blake said.

“Whoa – Totodile, look out!” Ash said.

Totodile glanced back at Ash. “Eh?” he said, voice a bit muffled, then got blasted backwards by the Flash Cannon.

The reptilian Pokémon went flying through the air, shook his head as he fell, and used a burst of water straight down to prevent himself hitting the ground too hard.

“Okay, that hurts!” he said, rubbing his jaw. “Let’s try this – Hydro Pump!”

A high-pressure blast of water hit Bronzor, sending it clanging off the far wall.

“That’s a powerful move for such a little Pokémon,” Blake commented, as Bronzor spun out of the stream and started moving around, avoiding the attack now. “Bronzor – use Hypnosis!”

“Close your eyes, Totodile!” Ash said quickly. “I’ll tell you where to aim!”

Totodile nodded, eyes screwed shut, and started blasting randomly.

“Left a bit!” Ash said. “Now – right! Right a bit – straight up!”

Water went everywhere, as Ash tried to steer Totodile’s water jets onto Bronzor. For its part, the Steel/Psychic type kept using Hypnosis, trying to either get Totodile with it if his guard fell, or – more likely – simply tire him out.

“This isn’t working,” Ash said eventually. “Okay, Totodile, stop for now.”

The Water-type obediently did so, panting. “Did I get him?”

“Once,” Ash replied. “But not really enough… okay. New plan.”

He took a Pokéball, and whispered to it. “Sorry about this, Houndour – watch out for the rocks.”

Then he returned Totodile and sent out Houndour in the same motion.


Houndour landed on the arena floor, crouched, and managed to dodge the first Stealth Rock. The second caught him a glancing blow, and he winced before leaping off a third and over the fourth. The last one, he hit straight on with a Faint Attack, spalling off some fragments and also knocking him backwards.

“I now hate that move,” he said, landing again.

“Oh, nice,” Blake commented. “Dark and Fire type, pretty good choice. Come back, Bronzor!”

“Oh no you don’t!” Houndour snapped, leaping forwards. “Pursuit!”

The powerful blow didn’t knock Bronzor out, but it did produce quite a loud clang. Then it was back in its Pokéball, and Blake sent his second out.

“Oh, hey,” Misty said, interested. “Where’d you get the Omanyte?”

“There’s a load of them unfrozen recently near the Ruins of Alph,” Blake informed her. “Right – Omanyte, Hydro Pump!”

Houndour yelped, and jumped out of the way as the blast of water came in. Some of it hit his leg, battering him off-course, and he landed hard.

Growling, he split off two body-double images.

“Halt!” the referee said. “Double Team is a banned move!”

“This isn’t Double Team,” Houndour said promptly.

“He says it’s not Double Team,” Ash supplied.

The referee looked a little confused. “What is it, then?”

“If it’s not a banned move, can we get back to the battle?” Ash checked. “Because there’s a bit of an element of strategy here…”

The referee frowned. “Fine, but this is your only warning – if double team or minimize are used, then the Pokémon must immediately forfeit.”

“Right – as I was saying,” Houndour resumed. “Beat Up!”

Omanyte was surprised to say the least when the images turned into shadow-clones of a Keldeo and a Suicune, and proceeded to hit him very hard indeed.

“Huh,” Blake said, blinking, as his Omanyte rolled to a stop and slowly got back up again. “That ain’t something you normally see… Ancientpower!”

Houndour managed to dodge the rock. “What is it with the rocks?”

The follow-up shower of spikes, though, knocked him out of the fight.


Ash thought quickly. If he sent out Totodile, then Blake would just switch right back to Bronzor – which would put it all back to how they’d started.

There was only one option.

“Squirtle!”

“Oh, yeah!” Squirtle said, erupting into the air. He tucked his limbs into his shell just as the Stealth Rocks came in, then released a huge blast of water which blocked them all and sent them flying away again.

“No mere rock can stop my emergence! I’m the badass Squirtle you’ve all heard about!” he announced, landing on the floor of the arena with a thump and readying his glasses.

“Two water-types, kid?” Blake said, a bit surprised. “I thought you’d have a Grass-type or something…”

“They all evolved,” Ash said with a shrug.

“Huh. Well – Omanyte, use Toxic Spikes!”

“Toxins don’t evaporate my raging torrent!” Squirtle called, jumping out of the way. “Take this, shellface! Hydro-”

“Isn’t the face the only bit which isn’t shell?” Ash interrupted.

Squirtle threw him an annoyed look.

“Hey, I’m just saying!” Ash protested. “Besides, you’ve got a shell too-”

“I don’t have to listen to any more of this!” Squirtle announced.

While they’d been talking, the Omanyte had layered a total of two layers of toxic spikes and three of regular spikes, leaving the area Squirtle was standing as about the only area not covered in spiky traps.

“That’s enough setup!” Blake said. “Now, use Hidden Power!”

Omanyte’s tentacles waved around, and energy began to glow on their tips.

“The largest Pokémon in the world live in the sea! That’s because it’s the only place with enough water to contain their awesome! Hydro Cannon!” Squirtle shouted, and fired his Water-type blast.

The Omanyte retaliated with a salvo of Hidden Power orbs, which shotgunned the area Squirtle was standing.

“How does that work?” Blake asked, as the Hydro Cannon connected in a colossal blast of water which splashed his clothes. “I thought little Squirtle couldn’t learn that attack!”

Ash winced. “I make it a point never to tell Squirtle something’s impossible, he takes it as a challenge.”

For his part, Squirtle hadn’t had it all his own way. Just before connecting the shower of orbs had crackled with electricity, and he’d been unable to dodge all of them.

Panting, he stepped forwards – away from the crater his recoil had made in the wall – and stared fixedly at the dripping wet ammonite on the other side of the battlefield.

“You just don’t know when to give up, do you?” he panted, pulling a Spike from his right leg.

Omanyte fired another salvo of Hidden Power orbs.

“I refuse to be beaten by something so old and out of date!” Squirtle announced, withdrawing his limbs into his shell. “Gurren Lagann – spin on!”

Water gushed from the holes, shooting him into the air and away from the Electric attack, and then began to make him rotate.

Slowly at first, but rapidly getting faster and faster.

“Who the hell do you think I am?” Squirtle shouted, rotating now with so much speed he was drawing in a small tornado of air. “With every turn, I make my mark! With every enemy, I become stronger! That’s why I’m the badass-”

“Just attack already!” Ash snapped.

“Ultimate rapid-spin attack!”

Squirtle didn’t actually hit Omanyte very hard.

The huge number of spikes, toxic spikes and rocks which were whipped along with the storm, however, were a different story.

When Squirtle hit the ground, breathing heavily, his opponent was buried in every single trap that had been set up for the whole battle so far.

“…well, guess he’s out of it,” Blake shrugged. “Oh well. Dwebble!”

Squirtle blinked at the Bug-type. “Seriously?”

“Shell smash!”

Dwebble started to glow – very brightly – and his shell splintered. He then aimed a Rock Blast at Squirtle.

“Gah!” Squirtle jumped out of the way of a high-speed rock, and then a second one hit him. “Ow! Take this – my burning soul in one attack! Scald!”

A jet of high-pressure water shot out, hitting Dwebble. The little hermit crab skidded backwards from the force, then made a gesture with his claws.

The rocks from the earlier Stealth Rock all rose out of the pile, glowed briefly, and avalanched towards Squirtle as Dwebble used Stone Edge.

Squirtle’s reply to that was to draw his glasses off his face and use them to block. He actually cut the first rock in half, but the second one caught him before he’d managed to recover his stance and he went down.


Ash winced. “Okay, Totodile, back to you!”

Totodile leapt onto the field. “Hydro Pump!”

The torrent of water slammed into the already-weakened Dwebble. Totodile’s aim still wasn’t perfect, so the bug managed to avoid some of the blast, but it was staggering when the attack ran its course.

“Don’t give him time to recover!” Ash said.

Totodile nodded, jumping forwards and using Aqua Jet to get a better trajectory. “Take this!”

Dwebble fired a rock upwards, starting off another Rock Blast, and Totodile was unable to dodge it. Instead, however, he smashed through it – a blue glow outlining his body as he did.

Perhaps for this reason, he hit Dwebble hard enough to knock him at least an inch into the floor, and out for the count.


“Hey, nice!” Ash said. “Totodile, that was Superpower!”

“Does that make me a superhero?” Totodile asked curiously.

Ash shrugged.

“Not bad, not bad at all,” Blake said. “Guess your Water-types are tough, Ash – even the little ones. But I kind of think that Totodile’s still going to have problems with Bronzor!”

The Steel/Psychic type emerged back onto the battlefield.

“Hypnosis!” Blake ordered.

Totodile closed his eyes, recognizing what to do in this situation. “Ash?” he asked. “What do I do now?”

As he spoke, Bronzor fired another Flash Cannon at him.

“Jump!” Ash said, and Totodile managed to get out of the way just before he got hit.

Ash racked his brains. How to avoid Totodile being Flash Cannoned to bits…

“Aha!” he said. “There’s a rock to your left! Can you pick it up?”

Totodile ran over as soon as he landed, and didn’t quite stop before he hit the rock. Shaking his head to clear it, he picked the former Stealth Rock off the ground – the faint glow of Superpower outlining his body.

“Good!” Ash told him. “Now, use it as a shield to keep him from using Hypnosis!”

Totodile nodded, holding the rock up in about the direction he thought the Bronzor was.

“Flash Cannon again!” Blake ordered.

Totodile took a deep breath, adjusting his makeshift shield, and then fired a Hydro Pump just as he heard the Flash Cannon fire.

The rock shield burst into fragments under the force of the Steel-type attack, but then Totodile’s jet of high-pressure water tracked across the room and hit Bronzor – dead on.

With a clang, Bronzor bounced off the wall at speed. As it came spinning back towards Totodile, he jumped into the air and chomped down with another Bite.

Bronzor struggled, trying to get out, then went inert.

“Huh,” Blake said, withdrawing his Pokémon. “Guess you win, kid – I can see how you did as well as you did!”

Totodile jumped up and down. “I won! Huzzah!”

“You sure did, Totodile,” Ash affirmed, scooping him up and embracing him. “That was really clever of you!”

“Thanks!” Totodile said, beaming. “I thought – hey, if I’ve got the shield then I don’t need to close my eyes, and if he’s blowing up the shield then he’s not using Hypnosis so I can hit him with Hydro Pump!”

“Good thinking, Totodile,” Ash smiled.


“That didn’t go too badly, I thought,” Ash said, as he left. “I mean, they have kind of strange rules, but – yeah, not bad at all.”

Dexter rang.

Ash reached into his pocket, and pulled out the earpiece. “Hi, Ash here-”

“Ash!” May shouted, making him jump.

“May?” he said, partly in surprise but also to let his friends know who it was. “What is it?”

“When were you going to let us know you caught Suicune?” May asked. “We saw you on the news! Riding Suicune into Olivine harbour! There was news footage and everything!”

Ash blinked. “…oh, yeah, sorry – slipped my mind. Within minutes of catching her I was trying to prevent someone from changing history using a Celebi, so I was kind of distracted.”

“You were?” Max’s voice cut in. “What were you – is that why there’s suddenly a Fairy type?”

“…yes,” Ash said, simplifying considerably. “I’ll tell you guys the full story later…”

“You’d better,” Max said seriously. “I failed a test because I didn’t know the properties of the Fairy-type, so it better be a good reason!”

May cut back in. “How did you catch a Legendary Pokémon, Ash?”

“She challenged me,” Ash told her. “So did Entei and Raikou, actually. All the others volunteered to be caught without a fight.”

“Others?” May asked, now really confused.

Ash sighed. “This could take a while…”


AN:

Olivine City!

Three things to really note here. First is the Amphy/Sparkle thing. The anime called it Sparkle, the games called it Amphy, I’m going with the middle ground – a Pokémon renamed to Amphy once it evolved.

Seems legit.

Anyway, the quest was kind of half-handled in the anime, they went to Cianwood but didn’t have to get the medicine back. Here Ash is using another one of his increasingly large number of options to travel very quickly.

Speaking of which – using Suicune for Surf is a pretty awesome idea. I mean, it runs across the water at a hundred miles an hour or more! However, that leads to the second point.

Ash is… kind of getting noticed.

It’s not going to happen everywhere, not to the same degree, but… well, can’t remain anonymous forever. Not catching Legendaries and saving the world.

The third thing is what I did to the Battle Tower (which does exist in the anime, but only to the level of cameo). Hopefully I didn’t offend any Smogon regulars…






78. Johto 20


This is the first of two chapters today.

“HA!”

Ash jumped. “What-”

A large man strode up to him in the middle of the street.

“You look familiar!” the man boomed. “You must be Ash Ketchum!”

He winked. “I heard you were coming! I’m looking forward to a battle!”

“That’s nice,” Ash said, grinning. “You’re the head of the Cianwood gym, right?”

“That’s me! I’m Chuck,” Chuck said, smiling back. “Come, follow me! The gym’s right this way!”


“So,” Chuck said, as they filed into the building. “I know you’ve got a Lucario and a Primeape, but – how many Fighting types do you have?”

Ash frowned. “Three-”

There was a flash, and a Pokéball at his waist burst open.

“Four,” Keldeo said firmly. “He has four Fighting-types.”

Chuck blinked. “That’s… wait, I recognize… a Keldeo, right?”

“You’re one of the first people to recognize him, actually,” Ash said. “Yes, this is Keldeo.”

“One of the Swords of Justice!” Chuck chuckled. “Didn’t expect to see them outside Unova!”

He shrugged. “So. Four Fighting-types… hm… tell you what, challenger. I’ll use five Fighting-types, and you should use all four of yours and one other of your choice.”

“Uh-” Ash glanced down at Keldeo.

The Colt Pokémon shook his head at Ash. “I told you, Ash. I follow you, for now – and that includes fighting for badges. I’d like to help you earn at least one, as… well, payment I guess.”

“Oh?” Chuck blinked. “Am I missing something?”

“I didn’t really catch Keldeo, not properly,” Ash explained. “I helped him out, and he decided to follow me – but it… I don’t know, using a Legendary Pokémon seems kind of-”

Chuck interrupted him. “Dear me, Ash! I’ve met people who have Legendaries before – not often, but I have. And they all share one property – they earned them. It doesn’t matter how, whether due to trust or by catching them, or both! But feel free to use whatever Pokémon you have in whatever battle they want to be in!”

He shrugged. “I met someone who travelled with a Moltres, once. Now that was a blast of a battle!”

Ash nodded, absorbing that. “Okay, I guess – if you don’t mind, I mean-”

“I’d love to see what you can do, Ash!” Chuck assured him. “Now, let’s get started!”


Despite Chuck’s bombastic announcement, of course, it wasn’t that easy. Ash had to contact Professor Oak to send over Primeape, and he had to also reach the other Pokémon he wanted to participate – who was entirely willing to.

They also had to wait for Pidgeot to go and fetch Molly, who overheard the discussions about the gym fight and wanted to watch Ash at battle.

So, about twenty minutes later, the battle began.

“This match will be five separate one on one matches!” Chuck told the assembled dojo. “Challenger, send out your first Pokémon!”

Ash nodded. “Right – Lucario, you go first!”

“Hitmonlee!” Chuck replied, releasing the tough Fighting-type. “Now, show him your mastery of Taekwondo!”


Lucario sized up his opponent, slowly building Aura on his palms ready to use as needed.

His opponent stretched, extending his legs a couple of times to make sure they were limber, and then returned to a careful sizing-up.

For several seconds, they stared at each other, making no move.

Then, as if on a hidden signal, both burst into action.

Hitmonlee crouched, and sprang off the floor with his powerful legs – going over Lucario’s first gambit, an Aura Sphere.

Lucario blinked at the sheer height of the jump – then raised his arms in a frantic block as Hitmonlee came screaming down at enormous speed in a High Jump Kick.

There was a crash of foot on steel as Lucario’s crossed forearms intercepted the incoming kick, and he went skidding backwards a few inches.

“Ow,” he said, pleasantly, and grabbed Hitmonlee’s leg before using it as leverage to throw the other Fighting-type into the wall.

Spinning in mid-air, Hitmonlee arrived at the wall feet-first. He crouched with the impact, legs coiling up like springs, and then launched himself off the wall again to deliver a scything horizontal kick.

Halfway through the kick, his foot caught fire.

Lucario ducked under this one, catching a blow to the side from the other – non-blazing – leg, and stumbled sideways slightly as Hitmonlee skated to a stop on his supple feet.

Then Hitmonlee came in again, this time delivering another Jump Kick, and Lucario darted out of the way.

Hitmonlee hit the ground with an earth-shaking crash, cracking the gym floor.


“Is that going to be a problem?” Ash asked, as Hitmonlee emerged from the dust cloud with a Rolling Kick.

Chuck shrugged. “It happens a lot! I’m the brawliest, rowdiest Gym Leader in all of Johto!”

There was another clang as Lucario blocked this latest attack, and then counterfired with a Flash Cannon.


Lucario capitalized on his advantage as Hitmonlee opened the range. He formed a pair of Aura Spheres, rammed them together, and sent them out as a cloud of seeker spheres.

Hitmonlee’s retaliation was… impressive. He planted one foot and pivoted on it, kicking out at sphere after sphere and destroying them all before they could hit.

“Very quick of you,” Lucario complimented. “You clearly train hard.”

“Thank you,” Hitmonlee said, courteously. Then he kicked off in another skywards leap.

Lucario watched him rise, and blinked – that trajectory would take him to the roof-

Quick as a flash, Hitmonlee spun so his feet hit the ceiling first. He crouched – upside down – and sprang off in a high-speed kick which produced a blast of air ahead of it.

In response to this, Lucario formed a pair of Metal Claws from the spikes on his wrists. Crossing them ahead of him, he took the brunt of the impact on the claws – which cracked under the impact, sending him skidding backwards a few inches on the sanded floor.

“Ow,” he said, pushing Hitmonlee back. “Any ideas, Ash?”

In reply, he got a kind of… tickling sensation at the back of his mind.

Recognizing it, he jumped back away from Hitmonlee’s next Blaze Kick – letting the range stay open, giving him the chance to concentrate on what Ash was trying to tell him.

Their aura link was a very real thing, but also very hard to use for anything constructive. It took too much of Ash’s concentration – as Lucario jumped away from another attack, he saw his trainer had his eyes closed, focusing entirely on the link – and they couldn’t send much more than a sentence through even after this much practice.

Lucario got the message this time, though. Protect.

Just that one word. It was enough.

Forming another Aura Sphere, Lucario – rather than firing it – kept it in his palm, spinning faster and faster.

As Hitmonlee came in, he fired the Sphere at the ground, producing a blast of packed earth chunks which checked the advance of the Kicking Pokémon and gave Lucario time to get to the other side of the room.

Hands glowing, he gathered together another Flash Cannon.

Hitmonlee’s response to that was to run forwards and launch into another powerful High Jump Kick.

As soon as he was committed, Lucario abandoned charging his Flash Cannon – never really intended to be used – and raised a Protect screen in Hitmonlee’s way.

With a loud bang, Hitmonlee hit the shield. All the force had nowhere to go but into him.

He bounced off, landed hard, and rolled twice before coming to his feet – just in time for an Aura-infused kick from Lucario, pressing his advantage.

Hitmonlee took a couple more blows before he was able to stabilize the situation with a hurried Blaze Kick, and Lucario retreated to the other side of the room – clearly inviting another High Jump Kick.


“Something’s not right…” Ash said, as Hitmonlee kicked off for another High Jump Kick – clearly taking the opening.

He blinked. “Lucario! Look-”


As Hitmonlee came down, Lucario raised another Protect shield.

Much to his surprise, though, Hitmonlee drew back his kicking leg just before it landed.

His other leg, foot infused with a blue glow, slammed into the shield – cracking it under the impact of a shield-breaker Aura blow, delivered through the heel, and then the first leg slammed back out through the hole as the Protect failed.

The Fighting-attack slammed into Lucario’s shoulder, drawing a grunt of pain, and then Hitmonlee sprang back into the air just far enough to fire in a Blaze Kick.

Lucario’s hand snapped up, catching it.

Hitmonlee’s eyes had just enough time to widen before the Counter hit.


“Impressive!” Chuck announced, as his Hitmonlee rolled to a stop, before coming to his feet. “But that won’t work again.”

He laughed. “This is wonderful! Hitmonlee – isn’t this just the best!”

Hitmonlee nodded briefly, then turned back to his foe.

“Hitmonlee!” Chuck called. “All in one blow! A Master Blow!”

“He can do those?” Ash asked.

Hitmonlee burst forwards in a sudden explosion of speed.


Lucario saw the devastating kick as it came in, in just enough time to react.

“Endu-” he called, and then got hit by an attack so powerful it launched him and Hitmonlee into the wall, making the building shake.


Ash closed his eyes, trying to see through the cloud of dust.

That revealed that both Lucario and Hitmonlee were still standing – though, in Lucario’s case, it could barely be dignified with the name.

Hitmonlee was shaky as well, but in much better shape.

Then Lucario grinned.

“Copycat,” he said, spinning on his right leg, and his left slammed out.

The effort of the blow was too much for him, coming on top of such a devastating earlier attack, and he passed out.

He did, however, get the satisfaction of launching Hitmonlee into the opposite wall and knocking him out as well. So there was that.


“That was cool!” Molly said, as Ash recalled Lucario and Chuck did the same with Hitmonlee. “Gym battles are amazing!”

She then looked a bit worried. “Is Lucario okay?”

“He’ll be fine,” Ash assured her. “Okay, who next?”

Chuck shrugged. “We send them out at the same time! That’s the fairest way!”

Ash nodded his agreement. “Okay, your turn Primeape!”

“Hitmontop!” Chuck called at the same moment.


Primeape landed on the hard-packed earth of the gym floor, and bounced from foot to foot as he readied himself for battle.

His opponent, a Hitmontop, bowed – then kept going, and landed on his head-spike. Kicking off, he began to spin easily and confidently on his head.

Primeape cracked his knuckles.

There were several ways to approach this…

Taking a breath, he leaped forwards with his fist glowing with Aura for a Mach Punch.

Hitmontop saw it coming, and spun up faster – knocking Primeape’s fist aside with one kick, then his arm with the second, and his tail delivered a third blow which sent Primeape bouncing away again.

Primeape skidded to a halt, frowning. As he did, Hitmontop flipped back upright and regarded him coolly.

The two began to slowly circle, pacing around as they each tried to get a feel for the other.

Then Hitmontop pushed off, suddenly hurtling forwards.

Primeape retaliated by punching out directly at the incoming Hitmontop, catching him a glancing blow as he went past – then Hitmontop landed on the floor head first and started spinning again.

This time, his feet snapped into fire as he spun, and he volleyed in a Blaze Kick which only barely missed Primeape.

“Good!” Chuck called, as Hitmontop’s blazing feet produced a solid ring of fire and Primeape backed away a little. “Now, keep spinning – and move! Follow him!”

Hitmontop’s spin accelerated, and began to carve a furrow in the floor of the gym as he headed towards Primeape with feet whirling and blazing.


“Uh…” Ash said, blinking. “Chuck? Is it me or are you-”

“Hitmontop!” Chuck interrupted. “Keep spinning – and Focus your Energy! Spin faster, hit harder!”

“With every spin, I become stronger!” Hitmontop agreed, form becoming a blur as his rotations got quicker and quicker.

Ash felt a suspicion forming. “Is he into that anime? The drill one?”

Chuck nodded. “Yes! Have you seen it?”

“No, but one of my Pokémon has.” Ash shrugged. “I’m a bit busy to watch anime, really…”

Chuck considered that. “Fair enough! Hitmontop – use Gyro Ball!”


Primeape watched as Hitmontop spun faster, and looked for an opening.

This, he had to admit as two glowing orbs formed in Hitmontop’s arms, was a tricky one.

Scowling, he lunged forwards, lashing out with a punch aimed in the opposite direction to Hitmontop’s spin, and got knocked backwards by a blow at a devastating combined speed.

Undaunted, he bounced up and leapt in again. This time, he lashed out with a low, sweeping kick – trying to get entirely below the spinning Pokémon’s guard.

This didn’t work much better. The energy of the Gyro Ball hit him four times before sending him bouncing away again.

Primeape slammed his fist into the ground as he approached it, using it as a point to break on and come to a skidding halt with a rooster-tail of earth out in the direction he’d been travelling as he shed momentum.

One lip curled up as he stood, and slapped his left fist into his right.

Aura flashed around his legs, and then he began to run – with a hollow boom as he kicked off.


“Ow!” Molly said, putting her hands over her ears. “That was much louder than when Pidgeot did it!”

Her Eevee shifted to Espeon, and projected a psychic bubble which deadened the sound. “Is that better?”

“Much!” Molly smiled. “Thank you, Espeon!”

The green feline preened, then returned her attention to the battle she was watching.


Primeape ran, leaning far over into the continual turn he was making as he followed Hitmontop’s spin – in the same direction.

The floor of the gym began to crack with the strain he was putting it through, but for once he wasn’t facing the prospect of punching something moving at high speed with relation to him – instead, the Hitmontop was, from his perspective, going slower and slower.

Capitalizing on it, Primeape reached in and grabbed Hitmontop’s tail – then jammed his feet into the floor, braking as hard as he could.

The sudden change in momentum sent both Pokémon flying, whipcracked in different directions hard enough for Primeape to lose his grip.


Hitmontop bounced off the wall, leaving a dent, and landed on one leg and one arm. Sweeping his leg around and then up into the air, he flipped back onto his head and returned to a spin.

He noticed that the Primeape had hit the wall much harder than he had – good.

He then noticed that Primeape was glowing red.

That was probably less good.


Primeape clapped one fist into another, Anger Point at full power.

He drew back his fist, which glowed an eerie purple as the boost from the Ability met his Aura, and slammed it into the floor of the gym.

The whole floor heaved. The walls shook, plaster drifting down from the corners of the ceiling, and only the area around the spectators stayed more or less level – thanks largely to a quick bubble of shielding psychic energy from Espeon.


Cracks raced across the floor.

Hitmontop came out of his spin, barely managing to do so in time as the floor became dangerously unstable to do that kind of spinning trick on, and landed on a canted slab of earth on sure feet.

He looked up just in time to see Primeape’s incoming fist.


“Ouch,” Ash said, wincing, as Primeape delivered punch after punch to the recumbent form of Hitmontop. Occasionally the other Fighting-type got in a return blow on Primeape – Ash noticed at least one Triple Kick, one Blaze Kick and a nasty Close Combat – but if anything they were just making him even angrier.

“Is that Thrash?” Brock asked, wincing as well, as Primeape gradually dug a floor with his succession of punches.

“I think so, yeah,” Ash agreed. “Guess he’s got a lot of frustration to work out.”

“…grah! So much- and the thing with the-”

Ash nodded. “Yep, definitely too much rage.”

Eventually, the floor stopped shaking.

Primeape jumped back up out of the crater.

“I’m all right now,” he said, surprisingly calmly. “By the way, I think he’s knocked out.”

“You think?” Misty said incredulously. “What, you’re not sure?”

Primeape shrugged.


Hitmontop was, indeed, unconscious.

“Well, that was impressive,” Chuck said. “And loud. Right, number three!”

Ash nodded, plucking a simple Pokéball from his belt. “Okay… here goes. Keldeo!”

“Hitmonchan!”


Keldeo landed on the somewhat-unstable floor of the gym, adjusted his footing for a moment, and looked up at his opponent.

Hitmonchan bowed to him, and he repaid the gesture.

After a few seconds, Keldeo opened the battle. He raised his forehoof, and fired a blast of water – using his rear hoof as well to balance it.

Hitmonchan drew back a fist and punched the incoming jet. His gloved fist scattered the jet in all directions – and froze it, as well, producing a kind of disc-shape made out of ice.

The Ice Punch then continued on, pushing the sudden ice formation forwards at a startling speed, and Keldeo lashed out with a kick to shatter it before it hit him.

Frowning, the Colt Pokémon decided to try something else. Gathering energy, he charged a Focus Blast.

That drew a reaction. Hitmonchan launched himself forwards, feet drumming on the ground, and curved around to the left to avoid Keldeo’s attack.

Unfortunately for him, Keldeo could aim quite nicely. His Focus Blast fired, clipping the fast-moving Fighting-type and knocking him off course for a moment.

Hitmonchan braked using one glove, glanced up for a moment, and launched himself forwards again.

Keldeo warded off the incoming Bullet Punch with his horn, activating Sacred Sword, then kicked out at Hitmonchan again as he stalled.

Hitmonchan jumped back a bit, and used his gloves in a guard position to block a Water Pulse.


“Is it me, or are they kind of feeling each other out?” Misty asked. “I know Keldeo’s more decisive than that.”

“They are, I think,” Ash agreed. “I – whoah!”


Keldeo skidded across the floor, flank smarting from the Comet Punch Hitmonchan had hit him with.

“Ow,” he said, as he stopped moving. “Okay, let’s see you deal with this!”

Keldeo used Hydro Pump, launching himself into the air. After rising to near the roof, he lowered the power of the jets, and used them to hover in (somewhat-wobbly) place instead of continuing to ascend.

Once there, he charged another Focus Blast, and fired it down at Hitmonchan.

Hitmonchan’s reply was to blow it to bits with a lightning-fast Fire Punch. Cracking his knuckles, he examined Keldeo’s position, and then the slowly-thickening film of water on the gym floor.

Taking two steps forwards, he crouched and sprang upwards in a high-speed uppercut.

Keldeo recognized the incoming Sky Uppercut, and lifted his two forelegs to spray the incoming Hitmonchan with the force of the Hydro Pump. Instinctively, he increased the force coming from those two hooves, which promptly destabilized him and sent him skidding backwards.

That actually worked out to his advantage, as Hitmonchan could no longer hit him with the Sky Uppercut, but the Punching Pokémon simply switched to a Vacuum Wave – lashing out with a punch so fast that it produced a visible wave of air.

Keldeo blocked that one, too, but then hit the rear wall of the gym with an audible crunch.

The wall cracked more than he did, and he landed heavily on the floor at the edge of the arena.

Hitmonchan landed, spun, and grinned. Raising a fist, he drove it into the water around them.

Just as he did, the fist crackled with electricity.


Ash winced. “Keldeo! Are you alright?”

“Fine, Ash,” Keldeo replied, with a little strain in his voice as he said it. “I can-”

Hitmonchan delivered another Thunderpunch the same way as the first. This one didn’t hurt Keldeo as much, since he was now standing on the surface of the water, but it clearly had an effect.

“Okay, that’s it!” Keldeo said, and concentrated. With a flash of light, he switched to Resolute Form.

“I have to admit,” Chuck said, as Keldeo activated Secret Sword, “I didn’t know Keldeo could do that.”

Ash shrugged. “I kind of helped him learn it…”


Keldeo tilted his hooves, using the water jets to accelerate across the gym, and bore down on Hitmonchan.

A Thunderpunch came in, and he jinked to the side, then brought down his glowing Secret Sword on Hitmonchan’s shoulder – getting in a glancing blow.

Hitmonchan replied by volleying in a Dynamic Punch, producing a small explosion and sending both Pokémon flying apart again.

As he skated to a halt, Keldeo charged a Focus Blast, and scowled as Hitmonchan blew it to bits with a Meteor Mash.

Frowning, he wondered how to get a faster-charging attack together.

A Water Pulse was tentatively essayed, and Hitmonchan smashed that one to bits too before retaliating with another Vacuum Wave.

“Keldeo!” Ash called. “Try an Aura Sphere!”

Keldeo glanced over, and nodded.

Pulling in the aura, he concentrated it much like he did for a focus blast. This time, however, he began to spin it for stability.

Seeing him charging the attack, Hitmonchan darted forwards, bringing his arm back for another Thunderpunch.

Distracted, Keldeo tried to ward him off with his Secret Sword, and got a little mixed up.

None of the spectators – or participants – could have predicted the result. Rather than firing the Aura Sphere, Keldeo fired his Secret Sword, slicing a curved path in the gym floor and completely surprising the Hitmonchan.

He went hurtling backwards, bounced off the wall, and managed to avoid falling over.


“What the heck was that?!” Ash said, gaping. “That was amazing!”

“I think it was Secret Sword,” Keldeo said, just as surprised as the rest of them. “It’s never done that before, though!”

“Can you do it again?” Ash asked.

“I think so – hold on!”

Keldeo relit his horn, building another Secret Sword, and then tossed his head experimentally. The yellow blade of energy separated from his horn, but fizzled out before it got very far.

Abandoning that for now, Keldeo instead focused on the very much undefeated Hitmonchan – running back towards him, intent on continuing the fight.


Keldeo backed quickly, letting the next Thunderpunch miss and making Hitmonchan overextend, then kicked out at him with both forelegs. One connected, but Hitmonchan evaded the other and launched a powerful Hammer Arm back at Keldeo.

Stumbling a little and coming back to all fours, Keldeo formed his Sacred Sword this time, and swung it down as Hitmonchan attacked again.

This time, it worked. The blade separated from his horn, blasting forwards, and finally knocked Hitmonchan unconscious.


“That was pretty cool!” Ash said, as Keldeo trotted back over – tired but triumphant. “I think we’re going to need to work on that some more – it’s a great ranged attack for you!”

“Agreed,” Keldeo said, smiling. “I can’t wait to show the other Swords of Justice!”

Chuck grinned. “You know, kid, I’ve got to win both the next two to come out a draw here.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, I’ve been keeping track – but I don’t mind continuing all the way! I think everyone’s had fun so far…”

“I certainly have!” Chuck laughed. “Right! Time for the next battle! Poliwrath!”

“Heracross, your turn!” Ash called, sending the doughty Bug out.


In the Cyllage Gym, Grant looked up as a hand came over the lip of the rock wall.

Another followed, and then a boy of about twelve-thirteen struggled the rest of the way over the lip of the wall.

“You have a terrible pre-gym challenge,” the boy wheezed.

Next to him, the ground crumbled, and a very stylish Furfrou Pokéd her head out.

She barked something, managing to sound mildly disdainful.

“You what?” The boy blinked, then groaned. “Oh, of course there’s an elevator…”

Another bark.

“No, I promised Blastoise he’d go first.” The boy looked up at Grant. “I’m Gary Oak, by the way.”

“Oh, right.” Grant nodded. “I think Gurkinn mentioned you – said you found a couple of Mega Stones. Congratulations.”

“You know – great, that simplifies things a lot.” Gary glanced around, confirming that there were no spectators. “Okay. I challenge you!”

Grant smiled. “Somehow I guessed. Okay, first you’ll have to face my Aurorus!”

Gary sent out his own Pokémon. “Blastoise!”

Blastoise landed on the floor with a slam, and cracked his knuckles.

Aurorus was unimpressed.


Gary took a breath, focusing. “Okay, here we go. First time doing this. Blastoise, you ready?”

Blastoise glanced back at him, nodding enthusiastically. “Hells yeah!”

He reached inside his shell, and withdrew a pair of orange shades with five points to them – two of the points being the bits that actually went over the eyes, one more up and two more down. They looked a lot like Squirtle’s glasses, but pointier.

There was a recent addition, though. A small marble-like piece of rock, set just over the place where the glasses would rest on a nose.

“We are the eternal friends!” Blastoise said, turning back to the Fossil as the marble began to shine in harmony with Gary’s ring. “Even when we reach the highest state of evolution, there’s still further to go – because nothing can stop us progressing forwards!”

Grant gaped. “That’s a – you’ve got a Pokémon with a compatible Mega Stone!”

As he said that, Gary smirked. “You bet I do.”

Orange light erupted, illuminating the entire gym for a second.

When it faded, Blastoise was… different.

He wasn’t any taller – in fact, his hunched over posture made him slightly shorter.

He wasn’t much heavier, either, nor was there much in the way of special highlights on his body, or mystic energy crackling around him.

He did, however, have a gigantic howitzer cannon mounted to his back, and his other cannons had shifted to his forearms.

The Water-type took a breath, held it, and sighed it out.

“Hell. Yeah.”

Aurorus looked less confident.

“All right!” Blastoise went on, pointing one of his smaller six-inch hand cannons at Aurorus. “You’re a lucky Pokémon, you know! You’re the first one to face the new Super Galaxy Triple Blaster!”

“I don’t feel lucky,” Aurorus admitted.

“Aurorus!” Grant called. “Use Hyper Beam!”

Aurorus raised his sail, gathering energy for the attack. As it built, it grew colder as his ability took effect.

“Aura Sphere!” Blastoise announced. “One!”

His left arm cannon fired a bolt of sparkling aura which shot across the intervening space and slammed into Aurorus’ side.

“Two!” Blastoise went on, using his right arm cannon to fire at Aurorus’ feet. That destabilized him, sending his Ice-typed Hyper Beam blasting across the walls of the gym and icing them up.

“Three!” Hunching over, Blastoise fired an absolutely gigantic blast from his back cannon.

His back cannon, which was actually larger in calibre than the main guns of some battleships.

The resultant blast sent Aurorus flying across the gym, and Grant withdrew him before he hit the wall.

“…well, that was impressive,” he said. “Tyrantrum!”

Tyrantrum roared, and charged forwards.

Mega Blastoise grinned, setting his stance. His arms came out, and he fired two blasts of Flash Cannon from them as Tyrantrum got closer.

The big Despot Pokémon towered over Blastoise, and was only knocked back slightly by the impacts. He roared again, jaws opening wide and then slamming shut on Blastoise.

Light flashed inside his mouth, and with a startled expression he spat Blastoise out again.

Blastoise skidded backwards on the floor, a bit wet and with scrapes on his shell but otherwise as hale as ever. “That’s right, you big lunk! If I’m eaten, it only means that I’m closer to your tiny little brain! If I’m crushed underfoot, then I simply can’t miss! Get it through your thick skull that I’m Blastoise, and I don’t give up for anything!”

Tyrantrum roared, this time sheathing his teeth in lightning for a Thunder Fang.

Blastoise ran forwards, getting directly underneath Tyrantrum’s chest. His big back cannon clicked, and then fired a colossal Waterspout which propelled Tyrantrum upwards.

The startled dinosaur nearly hit the roof before the water ran out.

Blastoise pointed all three cannons skywards. “The spiral turns, progressing time ever forwards! That means that you, who was frozen in rock for millions of years, are just way out of date! Triple Spiral Dragon Pulse!”

His left cannon flashed orange, firing a Dragon Pulse skywards. His right cannon flashed blue, doing the same.

They wound together into a single orb, glowing over the main gun as Tyrantrum began to fall back down towards it.

Then the middle gun fired a titanic pulse of green energy. It hit the orb, which erupted forwards into a colossal draconic shape. Spreading huge jaws, it chomped them together around Tyrantrum.

There was a very loud boom.


“I guess I’ll have to watch out for Mega Evolutions in the future,” Grant said, shaking his head. “That was pretty impressive.”

Blastoise looked smug as he shifted back down from Mega.

“Thanks,” Gary told him. “It was kind of new to us, too, but I suppose I should have expected Blastoise would handle it just fine.”

“Here’s your Cliff Badge,” Grant added, handing it over. “And feel free to use the elevator to get back down…”


Okay, guys!” Casey said, grinning. “Ready for this?”

Her Pokémon nodded, all eager and ready to go.

“Right.” Casey looked between them. “Okay… Bayleef, you’re on bat for now – work those vines! It’ll help when you get Power Whip, too!”

Bayleef nodded firmly, picking up the bat with her vines and taking a couple of practice swings.

“Raticate – you’re backstop!” Casey continued. “I’m pitching, and Pichu, Beedrill and Pidgeotto, you’re on fielder duty!”

Beedrill saluted with his left stinger.

“Remember, fielding is all about speed!” the young trainer lectured. “Speed, and catching! You need to get in front of the ball and stop it – and because we’re using a special ball, you can use your attacks to slow it down!”

Pichu, Pidgeotto and Beedrill discussed things amongst themselves, eventually deciding to have Pichu out on right field with the Flying-type far out on the centre left (for high balls) and Beedrill closer in.

“Right!” Casey said, once the Pokémon were all in place. “Everyone – let’s play baseball!”

Winding up, she threw her first pitch – a tricky changeball, which looked faster than it was.

That didn’t fool Bayleef, though, and the ball went soaring out towards right field with a crack.


From the nearby bushes, cool red eyes watched as Casey trained her Pokémon.

They noted how she was, indeed, focusing each Pokémon on a skill they would need in battle.

Pichu was being given the chance to practice his electric attacks on the ball, thus letting him strengthen his primary means of attack at this point.

Bayleef’s position at-bat was convenient for her as it meant she was garnering experience with her vines – specifically, in defence, which was not always properly considered. She was also learning to instinctively judge direction in terms of where she was hitting the ball, a useful asset if not precisely vital.

On those occasions when Bayleef missed the ball, it got past to hit Raticate – who thus had to be ready to endure the hit, even though in the majority of cases it never reached her. That meant she was getting practice in remaining on the defensive at the critical moment – and in reacting quickly to counterattack on short notice.

As for Beedrill and Pidgeotto, both of them were getting practice in catching moving targets – again, on short notice – and returning with them quickly. More than speed, it was training their acceleration and acrobatic ability.

Even the trainer herself was benefiting in a real, concrete way – she would be able to throw Pokéballs faster and more accurately.

Yes, all very impressive. And that it was couched in the form of a game was a bonus – it meant that the team learned camaraderie, simply from the act of training, and were having a lot of fun.

The watcher approved.

There was another crack, and the ball went flying straight back at Casey. She caught it, with a speed that seemed to be at least a little surprising to her, and blinked. “Whoa! Okay, Bayleef, that might not be such a good idea… good thing I’ve spent so long fielding…”

Bayleef winced.

“Don’t worry,” Casey added, more gently. “It’s not your fault, I know. Do you remember what you did wrong?”

The Grass-type frowned, then nodded. “Baaaay…”

“There you go!” Casey told her, with a grin. “You know what not to do again! And I know not to surprise you with a curve ball like that!”


AN:

A lot of this chapter is Fighting Fighting fighting Fighting with Fighting. So is the next…

The Hitmonlee has Reckless, which is why he keeps using crash attacks.

Hitmontop - Hitmon Toppa Gurren Lagann, of course. (They’re hard to write battles for, actually.)

And Keldeo just learned Blade Beam. (No, he’s not getting Meteorain. That’s for Dragons.) Also known as, say, Excaliblast…

In all seriousness, a ranged form of Sacred Sword is helpful to writing him.

Meanwhile, with people who aren’t Ash Ketchum, Gary’s just used his new Mega Stone (it’s a transformation sequence, of course Blastoise loves it) and Casey’s playing Baseball, because she does.

The Pichu’s new, by the way.






79. Johto 21


This is the second of two chapters today.


Heracross set himself, crouching down slightly, and stared across the battlefield at his opponent.

Poliwrath did the same, clapping a fist into the opposed hand, and focused his energy.

Then the Tadpole launched himself forwards, fist cocked back for a powerful blow.

Heracross stood ready, waiting, and then ducked his head just as Poliwrath approached. His horn slipped underneath Poliwrath’s charging form, and he brought it up in a swift motion, sending the Water-type hurtling into the air.

Despite the unexpectedness of Heracross’ throw, Poliwrath recovered quickly. He hit the roof, punched through with a quick Mach Punch, and clung on rather than dropping straight back down.

He fired a quick Water Gun down at Heracross, who dodged and began charging an Aura Sphere.


“This is kind of silly,” Ash observed, as Heracross and Poliwrath exchanged a few long range shots. “I mean, they’re both melee battlers…”

“Poliwrath!” Chuck called. “Attack the floor! Maximum power!”

Ash blinked. “Pardon? Do you even – but – that’s going to blow a huge hole in your gym!”

Chuck shrugged. “What? It’s just a building.”

As he spoke, Poliwrath began to glow with Focused Energy, and then leapt off the rafters with his fist shining like a star.

His Focus Punch hit the gym floor about ten metres from Heracross, and blew a gigantic hole in it.

Water fountained up out of the hole.

“Yes!” Chuck said, as Poliwrath swam to the surface of the deepening pond. “You hit the pipes! Just as I expected of you!”

Misty’s jaw dropped.

Brock patted her on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, Misty, he’s crazy…”

Molly cleared her throat. “Uh… mister Chuck? My feet are wet.”

Chuck blinked, glancing at her, then he nodded. “Oh, sorry – I forgot. We should move to the raised viewing area!”


Heracross held up an arm against the fountaining water, then lowered it as the pool got deep enough to prevent the water spraying from the pipes actually going anywhere.

“What was that in aid of?” he asked, shaking his head. As the water thickened, he began exerting Aura to walk on it – preferring that to being thigh deep in water.

There was a quiet splash from the direction of the pool.

Then a large, high-speed Tadpole Pokémon punched Heracross in the side.

With a splash, Heracross came to a halt halfway across the gym, and came back to his feet while rubbing his side with one arm. That Focus Punch had hurt!

He ducked a Water Gun attack, and threw another Aura Sphere back – but Poliwrath had already vanished back underwater.

Keeping his eyes peeled, Heracross tried to spot the ripples caused by a high-speed swimmer.

“Heracross!” Ash called. “I’ll keep track of him! Just be ready to fire!”

Heracross nodded.

“Left-!” Ash called abruptly, and Heracross was swinging to defend his left when Poliwrath erupted from the water again and delivered a Dynamic Punch.

Both Pokémon went skidding away from the explosion.


“Heracross, are you okay?” Ash asked.

Heracross stumbled a bit, looking dizzy. “I… think so,” he said, looking not quite at Ash.

“Right!” Ash called. “Turn around – now use Hyper Beam!”

The blast of white energy went nowhere near Poliwrath. It did, however, trace a line of explosions across the floor and then blow a hole in the corner of two walls.

The water filling the gym began to drain out, leaving Poliwrath exposed.

“Good!” Ash said, as Heracross panted and recharged. “Down!”

Heracross threw himself to the floor, hurting himself as he landed badly but also avoiding the Water Gun.

One of Ash’s Pokéballs burst open, revealing Quilava. She began to speak urgently to Heracross. “Heracross – listen! What you need to do is to gather together energy based purely on swiftness of movement – the same kind you’ve seen Pidgeot use. Then…”


Heracross listened to Quilava’s explanation, frowning as he tried to follow.

It all seemed a bit muddled. Though maybe that was the mild concussion.

Another Water Gun hit him, this time in the face, and he reeled back sputtering before countering with a Fury attack.

“No, don’t – okay, did you understand?” Quilava asked, a bit exasperated.

Heracross nodded, then frowned. Did he understand?

“Do it now!” Quilava said very quickly.

Heracross gathered energy into his horn, energy which glowed white and seemed to be trying to escape the horn to go flying off in all directions, and spun towards Poliwrath.

By sheerest chance, he managed to hit instead of missing and banging his horn painfully into the floor. The result instead was that the somewhat-incoherent Aerial Ace connected with its target, checking Poliwrath’s attack.

“Grab on!” Ash called quickly.

The blow seemed to have cleared Heracross’ head a bit. He managed to take both of Poliwrath’s slimy arms in his, and held on grimly as Poliwrath tried to get away.

“Now, use Giga Impact!” Ash ordered.

Heracross turned to face the nearest wall, and charged at it – carrying Poliwrath along with him, despite the kicks and blasts of water Poliwrath employed to try to escape.


“What’s going on at the gym?” asked Kirk, nodding.

“Oh, my husband’s having a battle again,” his guest smiled. “I heard it’s quite a strong trainer – the one who rode into town yesterday on a Suicune, can you believe it?”

“Is that why the place appears to be flooded?” Kirk asked.

Chuck’s wife turned, and blinked at the sight of a small river coming out of the gym.

“Oh, what’s my husband done-”

The side wall exploded, as a large Bug-type rammed Chuck’s Poliwrath through the wall and then slammed him to the floor in a diving Submission.

“…now?”


“Good job, Heracross!” Ash called, returning him through the hole.

“Well!” Chuck laughed. “Looks like you’ve won my badge! But where’s the fun stopping now! Machoke!”

Chuck turned to Ash as the Fighting-type hit the heavily damaged floor. “Now, let’s see who you’ve left for last?”

Ash winced. “You may not like this.”

“What’s to not like?” Chuck demanded.

Ash sent out Butterfree.


Machoke laughed theatrically. “This? This is who you send out?”

Butterfree wafted a little higher in the gym, wings catching the slightest currents. “I resent that, you know.”

The burly Fighting-type shrugged, then blocked with both arms as Butterfree sent an Air Cutter at him.

Lowering his arms, the Machoke frowned. “I see. So, you’re one of those tough Butterfree I’ve heard of.”

“I was on the winning League team at last year’s Indigo,” Butterfree clarified. “I’m the tough Butterfree you’ve heard of.”

He swept higher, and fired out another Air Cutter. This one skirled around Machoke’s feet, making small furrows form in the muddy water still draining out of the gym through the hole.

“Machoke!” Chuck called. “Do not underestimate this foe! Use all your strength!”

Machoke nodded, wincing as another Air Cutter hit, and bent down to the floor. With a quick, hard strike, he snapped the stone underfloor of the gym and began to excavate it.


“You have by far the least regard for your gym building of anyone I’ve met so far,” Ash said.

Chuck shrugged. “We can always build a new one. Actually, that sounds like a great form of training! When this battle is over, then my students and I will rebuild my gym!”

As he had been speaking, Machoke – under attack from repeated Air Cutters – pried up a large piece of the underfloor, and hefted it.

Then he threw it at Butterfree.

Ash blinked. “Can Machoke learn Rock Throw?”

Pikachu shrugged. “It’s not exactly complicated. Pick up rock, throw it.”

“True.”


“Whoa!” Butterfree yelped, slipping sideways in the air, and the hunk of rock sailed past him to smash into the wall of the gym – making a large hole, which allowed the rock to tumble through to the other side.

Machoke was already preparing another rock.

“Okay, I didn’t expect that,” Butterfree admitted. His eyes began to glow. “Time to show you something my lady friend taught me.”

Machoke shrugged, and threw this rock.

It sped towards Butterfree, halted halfway to him, and exploded.

Eyes shining with a soft blue-white light, Butterfree flapped his wings and accelerated. “Psychic,” he explained, rolling and leaving a sparkling trail of dust behind him as he began to Quiver Dance.

For lack of better options, Machoke picked up two rocks at once and threw them both. The first went off-course as Butterfree exerted telekinetic force on it, and the other one halted in mid-air before flying straight back at its thrower.


“Machoke!” Chuck called. “Break through your limits!”

Machoke responded to the incoming rock by punching it full-on. It shattered, bits of rock going everywhere.

Butterfree wasn’t going to let the moment of distraction pass without capitalizing on it. He flew directly over Machoke, exerting more telekinetic force and pushing him down – hard.

The floor under Machoke dried rapidly as the water was forced out of it. It cracked in a circle, trembled, and sank slightly.

Machoke’s pose was that of someone trying to hold up a great weight on their shoulders.

“Don’t give up!” Chuck exhorted. “Push through!”

“Yes, sensei!” Machoke replied, an expression of intense concentration across his face. With a mighty kiai, he stood, and launched himself skywards fist first.

Surprised, Butterfree was slow in dodging, and got hit on the wing by the Brick Break. He fluttered back a bit, refocused, and caught Machoke in a bubble of psionic energy.

“As I was saying,” Butterfree went on. “Psychic!”

Machoke hit the floor of the gym with an almighty bang, sending rock slabs heaving up all around the impact point.

“Did that-” Ash asked, then closed his eyes to look. He sighed. “Oh, you’re kidding…”


Butterfree looked closer, to try to see through the dust cloud. “Did that get it?” he asked, then remembered there was an easier solution and drove the dust away with a telekinetic slap.

Revealing that all four arms of his newly-evolved opponent had rocks ready to throw.

“Gah!” Having barely enough warning, Butterfree dove frantically to get out of the way of what seemed to be far too many bowling-ball-sized rocks.

Sparing a look as he sped around the gym in an evasion pattern, Butterfree saw what was going on.

The new Machamp was using a series of heel strikes to break up the rock below him into appropriately sized chunks. He was then picking those rocks up two at a time with two of his arms, while the other two were throwing the previous batch directly at him in a staggered sequence.

The overall effect was a continuous stream of large, heavy rocks flying at him, and he was having to keep dodging constantly.

“Butterfree!” Ash called, as the Bug-type went past.


Molly’s Espeon prevented rocks from striking the spectators, directing them to the floor – well away from Machamp, of course – with a calm efficiency.

“Thanks, Espeon!” Molly smiled brightly.

Ash was speaking. “…out the holes!”

“Now why didn’t I think of that?” Butterfree asked, accelerating. He had to abandon his attempt to go through the first hole because a rock got there first, plugging it up, but managed to slip through the much larger hole Heracross had made ahead of the rocks sent in that direction and get outside the gym.

Chuck frowned. “Isn’t that leaving the battle?”

Ash shrugged. “No, I don’t think so…”

There was a crack sound from overhead, and Chuck glanced up.

“Did the roof just move?”

Another crack. Then the roof shifted slightly, cracks running along the middle.

“Espeon?” Ash went on, in a surprisingly calm voice. “You might want to make sure we’re protected from overhead, too.”

Misty’s eyes widened as she worked out what that meant, and sent out Psyduck for backup.

As he formed and took in the situation, the roof heaved, cracked, and caved in.

Mostly on top of Machamp.


“…I think he’s unconscious,” Ash supplied, once the rumbling sounds had stopped.

Chuck blinked, then laughed. “Ha! Serves me right for underestimating a Butterfree! Well, well, well… congratulations, Ash Ketchum!”

As Butterfree wafted back down, somehow managing to flutter smugly, he stroked his chin. “Hm… we may have to do this outside…”

“Do what?” Ash asked, puzzled.

“Well! I’ve also heard that you can fight!” Chuck chuckled at the blank expression on Ash’s face. “Not your Pokémon, you!”

“…oh!” Ash blinked. “Wait, how did you-”

Chuck tapped his ear. “Heard it on the radio! You’re an Aura adept, travelling with a Lucario, and I can tell just from watching you walk that there’s barely an ounce of fat on you – so of course you train! And that just makes those rumours I heard perfectly plausible! So, how about it?”

“I’m still not sure what it is,” Ash admitted.

“Oh, fine! Ash Ketchum, I challenge you, personally, to a spar! Five minutes or first fall!”

Ash swallowed, looking at just how tough Chuck was, and winced. “Uh… sure, I guess…”


The two humans stood across from one another, in one of the relatively clear patches in the otherwise heavily damaged gym.

“Right!” Chuck said, a grin on his face. “Ready?”

“Actually…” Ash raised his hand. “I have a question. How hard can I hit you?”

At Chuck’s look of polite confusion, he elaborated. “I’ve been training with Lucario for months – and Riolu before that – and, while I do get the sense he’s holding back, I can certainly hit him hard enough to hurt. And he’s a Steel-type.”

Chuck shrugged. “I’ve trained with Machoke for some time! I’m sure I’ll be fine!”

Ash considered that, then nodded. “Okay – if you say so.”

He took a deep breath, focusing. Despite what Chuck said, he was still leery of actually hitting someone – well, someone who wasn’t earnestly trying to kill him or others, anyway.

So he made the decision to focus mostly on using his Aura for internal enhancement.

Chuck bowed, and Ash returned it. Then the Gym leader looked back up. “Begin!” he said, and came running forwards.

Ash took a moment to think of his next course of action. He stepped back as Chuck came close, kicked out a leg, and hooked under Chuck’s left foot as it came forwards, pulling him off balance.

That made the big man stagger for a moment before he recovered. Chuckling, he lined up on Ash and aimed a textbook punch.

Ash was no longer there. Moving surprisingly fast, he dodged aside and hit the extended arm with a palm strike – the brief flash of blue showing that he’d made it a Force Palm instead of a simple attack.

Chuck retaliated with his other hand and a kick at the same time, and Ash skipped back out of the way before coming in again a moment later.


Brock frowned. “That looks… familiar, somehow…”

“What’s that?” Molly asked, glancing up for a moment from watching.

“Well-” Brock began, then stopped as Chuck managed to grab Ash’s wrist.

Ash retaliated with a clearly practised move, rotating his wrist and bringing his forearm sharply back towards him, and pulled on Chuck’s grip. That didn’t quite work, but he was already using the grip as an anchor point for a scything roundhouse kick which caught Chuck on the elbow.

The burly man let out a muffled ow, and released Ash’s wrist automatically. Before he could make another grab, Ash had opened the range again – one hand up in front of him with the palm nearly vertical, the other below and behind.

“It’s Riolu’s old style,” Pikachu volunteered. “That’s where you recognize it from.”

Brock blinked. “Really?”

He looked closer, watching the next exchange, and comparing it to the last few times he’d seen Lucario fight before his evolution. “…yeah, I see what you mean.”

“It’s good for handling bigger, tougher enemies,” Pikachu went on. “All about mobility and not getting hit, while hitting in return. I guess it’s a lot like how all of us on his team fight, in general…”

“Actually, I can see that,” Misty agreed. “He’s-”

There was a crash as Chuck tried an overarm blow, missed, and drove several inches into the floor of the gym.

Both Ash’s friends noticed that he got a bit quicker and more cautious after that.


Unnoticed by either participant, the pace of their battle – and the power they were using – was steadily creeping up, as both Ash and Chuck became more comfortable that their opponent could handle it.

Ash ducked swiftly away from an incoming punch, began to counterattack but noticed Chuck was following up with a kick and switched plans – Chuck blinked as his kick crashed into a Protect shield, then wound up a powerful blow to go as soon as the shield failed – Ash blocked Chuck’s punch and redirected most of the force, pulling him out of position – Chuck stepped forwards, recovering his balance and endangering Ash-

Neither was really able to do much to the other. Ash was considerably faster, but Chuck was big enough that he couldn’t do any significant damage without putting in a sizeable amount of Aura – and he still felt uncomfortable doing that.

For his part, Chuck was just plain unable to pin Ash down long enough. He was also a bit reluctant himself to try to suplex such a young kid – more used to sparring with very big Pokémon, that was how he in turn thought.

Eventually, though, the unstable equilibrium broke. Chuck managed to catch Ash with one of his kicks, sending Ash staggering back with the wind knocked out of him.

Ash reacted on instinct.

A blue Aura Sphere shot out and blew a hole in the floor just before Chuck stepped there, tripping him up.

Ash’s hands went to his knees as he fought to get his breath back into him, and Chuck hauled himself out of the hole – he’d landed a little awkwardly, and even once he was out he still favoured that ankle a little.

“Chuck!”

Both trainers looked around.

An angry-looking woman was standing in one of the holes blown in the wall.

“What have you done to your gym?”

Chuck blinked. “Dear, I-”

“Don’t give me that!” she snapped. “I know how this always goes! I mean, this is worse than usual-” her rant stopped as she noticed the huge pile of debris. “Did you bring the roof down?”

“Actually, ma’am, that was my Butterfree,” Ash wheezed.

“Oh, and have you been beating up this poor challenger?” She shook her head. “This is a new-”

“It’s fine,” Ash said, raising a hand. “Really, it is.”

Chuck had such a hang-dog expression Ash had to stop himself from laughing.

“Well, so much for this,” he sighed. “Oh well. It was fun fighting you, Ash – here!”

Ash caught the Storm Badge out of the air.

“Congratulations,” Chuck went on seriously. “Now, you’d better earn the others, too!”

“I’ll certainly try,” Ash agreed. Breathing more easily now, he glanced at Chuck’s wife. “Uh… do you want us to help with the clearup?”

Chuck waved him off. “No, don’t worry, I’ll handle it. Off you go!”


Outside, Ash asked Pidgeot to carry Molly back home – together with her Flareon – and set off for the Pokémon centre.

He hadn’t got more than halfway, though, before a voice made him turn around. “Excuse me?”

Ash and his friends turned.

“Oh, you’re – Chuck’s wife, I guess?” Ash asked.

The woman nodded. “I’m Rita,” she introduced herself. “Sorry if my husband gave you any trouble-”

“Oh, it’s no problem,” Ash replied, shaking his head. “Really – it was fun, I guess.”

Rita grimaced slightly. “He does get carried away,” she said, in a tone of long-suffering. Then, to show she didn’t mean it, she smiled. “But it seems like he enjoyed it too, so – thanks. He does like a good battle.”

She snapped her fingers. “Oh, that reminds me – he told me just after you left that he’d forgotten to give you something. Stop by there once you can.”


Ash knocked on the door. As he did, it creaked open without prompting – making Ash notice that the doorframe was ever so slightly askew.

Chuck looked up – already, he and several Pokémon were hauling blocks out of their holes into neat piles. “Ash! Good to see you!”

“I’ve only been gone ten minutes,” Ash protested. “My Pokémon are all still at the centre.”

“Right!” Chuck boomed, then glanced over at his wife – who gave him a look. “Sorry.”

More quietly now, he turned back to Ash. “Sorry – I just came up with the idea, just as you left. Here!”

He rummaged in his pocket, and took out a spherical stone made of a bright yellow material.

“I won it many years ago!” Chuck said. “From a man who told me it was a powerful stone, connected to a powerful Fighting-type. But I never found what Fighting-type it was, and I’ve got all the Fighting-types I wish.”

He sighed, then grinned. “But you, Ash, I think will find out what this is!”

Ash took the stone, and turned it over – then looked more closely, as the turning stone revealed a fleck of blue and orange within. “I – Chuck, is this a Mega Stone?”

Chuck shrugged. “If you think it is, then probably. I don’t really follow all this geology stuff!”

Ash blinked. “I – thanks, Chuck. I’m honoured. I guess – well, if I don’t have the Pokémon this is for, then I’ll try to make sure someone who does gets it.”

“Excellent!” Chuck said, impulsively embracing the young trainer.

There was a slight cough from Rita.

“Sorry,” Chuck said, releasing Ash and stepping back a bit. “Are you alright?”

Ash wheezed. “My ribs…”


There were rumours that the Elite Four lived atop Mount Silver. There were rumours that they lived in a cavern, miles beneath the surface of the Indigo Plateau.

There were also rumours they lived on the moon, conspiracy theories being what they were.

In actual fact, though, the Elite Four lived in separate, fairly-well appointed houses within relatively easy reach of the League Headquarters for Kanto and Johto.

They didn’t meet atop the Tin Tower, either, or in a howling blizzard once a year. They met in a conference hall in a hotel near the Indigo League building, because the hotel had a nice selection of refreshments.

“I’m glad you could all make it,” Lance said, sitting down. “How are you all doing?”

Agatha lowered herself into her chair. “I’ve been better,” she sighed. “It’s these old bones.”

“You’ve been complaining about those for as long as I’ve known you,” Bruno pointed out. “And I knew Malcom.”

“I tutored Malcom!” Agatha riposted. “I’ve been saying it for the last forty years because maybe one day people will listen!”

Bruno held up his hands. “I can see I’m not going to win this.”

“You never do,” Lorelei smiled. “Ghost is immune to Fighting.”

Two groans, and a glare from Agatha.

“We all know the type jokes, Lorelei,” Lance said. “We’ve heard them all a hundred times.”

Lorelei smiled slightly.

Lance waited a moment, to see if there was anything else to be said, and then cleared his throat. “Right, I asked everyone here to discuss matters. How’s the scouting going? Lorelei, you first.”

“Right.” Lorelei stood. “There’s three I originally noticed, as you recall – I was looking into Courtney, Karen and Rosie. Of the three, Courtney has officially declined – she sent us a letter informing us of this decision.”

“Shame,” Bruno said. “Would have been nice to have a Fire-type member.”

Lorelei shrugged. “Not much we can do, really – it’s her choice, after all. Anyway – I believe Lance can inform us of the details, but Karen is proactively seeking her Legendary challenges.”

Lance interrupted. “She was sighted by Lola heading for Shamouti Island. That suggests she’s going to seek a challenge from Lugia, which would fulfil her second requirement.”

“Interesting,” Lorelei said. “Heading down to my old stomping grounds.”

“That’s right,” Lance agreed. “After that, not sure but I suspect she’d be most likely to seek out the Legendary Golem, Registeel.”

“Makes sense,” Lorelei nodded. “As for Rosie, I’m not sure. She’s been training, but no sign of any move towards the challenges as of yet.”

“What’s she again?” Agatha demanded.

“Grass,” Lorelei supplied. “Any questions?”

None were forthcoming.

“Thank you.” She sat down.

Bruno rose next. “As for me, the only person still seeking the position is Layton – a Ground-type specialist-”

Agatha shook her head. “I don’t like Ground-type users.”

“That’s only because you and Bertha had that argument two years ago,” Lance said with a smirk.

“So? Still don’t like them.”

“Well, it’s a good thing you won’t have to get on with him, isn’t it…” Lance shrugged. “How’s he doing, Bruno?”

“Your dragonriders tell me he’s been seeking information on where the Golems are as well.”

“Most people pick the Golems,” Lorelei mused. “Probably because it’s easier to find them – well, relatively speaking.”

“That and they’re mainly tough to beat, not tough to survive against,” Lance pointed out. “Well, Regice and Registeel would qualify on that score. What about helping Ground-type Pokémon?”

“He’s actually done that one already,” Bruno said. “Big herd of Piloswine he saved from poachers, and then taught four of them Ancient Power so they could lead the herd and protect them.”

Lance nodded. “Not bad. Agatha?”

Agatha refused to stand, and none of the others made an issue of it. “Koga’s doing just fine,” she said. “Relocated a lot of Pokémon from Gringey City to the Safari Zone after it got unpolluted all of a sudden.”

The dragon master nodded absently, remembering the report he’d received from the dragonrider Maurice about that incident. “And his Legendary challenges?”

“Still looking for that Shaymin who lives there now,” she said brusquely.

They waited.

“And the others?” Lance prompted.

Agatha shrugged. “Nah, they’re layabouts.”

Deciding no further data was likely to be forthcoming, Lance stood. “As for the ones I looked into, all three of them are progressing nicely.”

“Showoff,” Lorelei quipped.

Lance gave her a quelling glare. “Firstly, Will of Saffron. Sabrina wasn’t happy about us potentially poaching one of her most promising trainees, but Will has been throwing himself into it – I believe we got word he’s actually teleported all the way to Unova to challenge the Swords of Justice.”

Bruno blinked. “What, all of them?”

“I didn’t get the details. In any case, Sabrina says he picked up a Solosis there as well and is training it up by all accounts.” Lance shrugged. “By my guess, he too is likely to challenge Registeel – that or try and find Giratina up in Sinnoh.”

At their incredulous glances, he smiled thinly. “Remember, he doesn’t have to win. I’d be inclined to give him points for just finding Giratina, let alone challenging the Dragon of Symmetry to a meaningful battle.”

“What about Isaac?” Lorelei prompted.

“He’s doing the worst,” Lance admitted. “He has been working on helping Pokémon at the power plant over near Cerulean, but at least three of the clan have reported him having trouble finding information on the whereabouts of a Legendary of the appropriate type.”

The others nodded, understanding how difficult that could be.

“As for Misty…” Lance chuckled. “Well, I wasn’t sure to include her, but-”

“Why did you include her, actually?” Lorelei asked. “I saw her down in the Orange Islands, and she seemed alright, but…”

“Remember the Greenfield incident?” Lance queried.

All three nodded.

“Well, we in the clan got the full version – Suicune brought the three newly-created Beasts to Blackthorn a few days later, to confirm they were Pokémon we should watch out for and vice versa.” Lance paused. “And what they told us was impressive – in particular, the newly-made Entei.”

His voice took on a slightly lecturing tone. “Molly Hale used the power of the Unown – without direction – to create more powerful versions of Pokémon, and battle Pewter leader Brock as well as Misty.”

He paused.

“Misty held her more powerful versions of Pokémon to a draw. Both the Entei and the Suicune were highly impressed with her – from the point of view of having been her opponent, or at any rate not on her side – and that was what decided me.”

“Not bad,” Bruno allowed. “And that she’s going around with that kid had nothing to do with it?”

“Well, that was the rest of it,” Lance allowed. “She’s been in four incidents by now – New Island, Shamouti, Greenfield and Lake of Life – and those involved spoke well of her. In any case, it was worth the try, since we’re looking into no fewer than a dozen candidates this time.”

He shrugged. “And she’s already handled one of her Legendary battles – and very nicely too – so it looks like that was a good choice.”

“Where’d you get that from?” Agatha asked. “More dragonrider patrols?”

Lance shook his head. “From the Raikou she fought and came close to defeating.”

There was silence for a moment.

“We’ve got another Malcom on our hands, haven’t we, Lance?” Bruno asked. “He fought Beasts, as I recall…”

Lance shrugged, and cleared his throat. “Okay, that’s the basics. Now, in more detail – we do have some reports on their current team compositions, so I’d like to look at that for a little…”


AN:

That poor gym…

Heracross is surprisingly hard to write for, I find… it’s the horn. Butterfree was easier, and the Ash bit was harder again.

Congratulations getting the Mega Stone, Ash! Now… what is it?

Also - the Elite Four being all elitist. And foury.

Of the mentioned E4 members and candidates, only Malcom and Layton are not from a Pokemon game.

Layton is a random Ruin Maniac (i.e. Ground specialist archaeologist) hugely amped up in potential and power, and is probably a Professor. Malcom is the one who fought Entei and Suicune for his qualification, a little over four decades ago, and was Grass.






80. Johto 22


“This place is too hot,” James groused. “It’s summer…”

Meowth lay back, sipping from his tall glass of juice. “Eh,” he said, crossing his feet. “It’s just fine for me.”

“You’re a cat,” Jessie muttered. “Of course you like lounging around in sunbeams.”

Meowth took another sip. “C’mon! Da boss sent us to dis here island for some reason, we can just have fun ‘till he explains.”

James considered it. “Well, I guess it couldn’t – wait.”

He squinted out to sea, covering his eyes with one hand. “I see something out there…”

Jessie stepped up next to him. “You’re right,” she said. “It looks kind of like… well, a big cargo helicopter.”

As the object got closer, more smaller specks appeared orbiting around it. It swept overhead, rotors thundering, and at least a dozen small one-man hover-scooters followed it.

The Rocket cell watched as it skimmed low over the forests surrounding the central cone of the island, halted about halfway up, and landed.

“Well,” James sighed, picking up his towel. “I guess that’s it for our little holiday…”

“No kidding,” Jessie agreed.

Meowth gulped down the rest of his juice. “Okay, guys,” he said, rummaging in a bag and retrieving some basic equipment – in particular a pair of binoculars and a shotgun microphone. “I’ll go see what dat’s all about. You keep in touch with da radio.”

“Got it,” James agreed.

Meowth picked up Abra’s Pokéball, and opened it – producing a sleeping Psychic-type. “Oi!” he said, tapping the Abra on the shoulder. “I got a job for you!”

Abra yawned. He cracked one eyelid, snapped his claws, and Meowth vanished.

“Where did you send him?” James asked.

Where he wanted me to. With that, Abra Returned himself.

“Layabout,” James muttered. “Right, let’s go.”


Meowth peered through his binoculars.

There were at least twenty humans piling out of the cargo helicopter, in addition to the ones on the weird flying machines. They were moving to a coordinated plan, and made repeated mention of something called a “Control Gauntlet”.

After several minutes, the majority of the humans set off up the road towards the summit. Those who remained, three or four low-rankers by the looks of them, set up a perfunctory guard.

Meowth lowered his binoculars, slinging them around his neck, and did the same with the shotgun microphone.

“Jessie? James?” he whispered into the radio.

“Yes?” Jessie replied.

“Dey’ve got some kinda control gauntlets, which I guess they wanna use on da Pokémon around here. Dey’re headed for the summit, too – I tink dat’s all they’re here for.”

There was a hiss of indrawn breath. “That’s not good. Can you follow them, Meowth?”

“Well… about that.” Meowth paused. “It ain’t gonna be easy, ‘cause Abra dropped me so I’m kinda hanging by my bag from a tree!”

There was an ominous crack.

“Oh, great… hold on a minute, guys-”


Fortunately, cats land on their feet.


“They’re all waiting in da crater,” Meowth pointed out, some time later. “Guess we know what dey’re after.”

“Yeah,” James agreed. “Mt. Ember is famous for Moltres. Lucky the Moltres was out…”

“Well.” Jessie shrugged. “I guess we know why the boss sent us here now.”

“Too right!” Meowth grinned. “Dis is Rocket turf!”

“That does leave us a question, though,” Jessie added. “What do we do?”

The others turned to her.

“We can’t just barge in there,” she pointed out. “They’ve got at least a dozen Pokémon – and we’d be coming over the crater lip from a long way off. And they’ve got those control gauntlets, too – we’d be in trouble.”

Meowth pondered. “I tink I got a plan. We’re gonna need ta distract them, though.”

“How are we going to do that?” James asked.

The other two turned to him, and gave him considering looks.


“Where is it?” Willem asked, looking around. “I thought this was gonna be a simple job!”

“It is,” his boss insisted. “We just need to hit the Moltres with enough capture gauntlets – and this is where it nests, so shut up!”

“But what if-”

“There it is!” Donna hissed, pointing.

The boss nodded sharply. “Right – everyone ready!”

Slowly, gliding with a blithe obliviousness of what lay below, the bird of fire circled once and came down towards a landing in the crater.

“Now!” Purple-Eyes snapped.

Over two dozen Pincher grunts stepped out from concealment, pointing their Capture Gauntlets, and activated them.

The Moltres didn’t seem to notice.

“What?” Purple-Eyes asked, frustrated. “Try again! Full power!”

Tapping buttons on their gauntlets, the grunts fired again – then stopped, as something suddenly became clear.

That wasn’t a Moltres.

“What… the…” Donna gasped. “Is that some guy in a suit?”

Willem’s jaw dropped, as a man in a Moltres wingsuit went gliding overhead before landing (with muffled swearing) in the undergrowth nearby.

Then the ground heaved up in the middle of the circle of Pincher grunts.

An Arbok stuck his head out of the hole, and glared around in all directions – fixing the Pinchers with his gaze, preventing them from reacting.

As Purple-Eyes shook off the paralysis and raised his gauntlet, a horrible smell reached his nostrils, and he slumped over. So did everyone else.


“Well, dat went well,” Meowth said a bit smugly.

“Speak for yourself,” James muttered, pulling twigs out of his hair. “That was a nasty crash – you try it sometime.”

“I’d kinda rather not,” Meowth informed him. “Right. Steal all their gear an’ leave ‘em in a pile outside the police station on Knot?”

James nodded. “Makes sense to me. Nice work, by the way, Weezing.”

Weezing floated up and down happily. Somehow.

“What about the capture gauntlets?” Jessie asked, poking the pile of them.

Meowth considered, then picked one out of the pile and stuffed it in their backpack. “Weezing?”

“Zing?”

“Zap ‘em.”

Weezing used Thunderbolt on the pile of gauntlets, turning them into fused wreckage.

“Well, we did try ta capture some, but dey all self destructed,” Meowth went on. “Shame.”

“Oh, I see,” James said, as he bundled up the suit and packed it away. “What about the one you kept?”

Meowth shrugged. “Could be useful sometime – ya know, like dat annoyin’ Togepi. Ain’t no point wreckin’ em all…”


With only her eyes showing over the crater lip, a young Flying-type was watching the trio of Rockets.

That had been… at once strange and really quite moving. Especially how the blue-haired one had taken the trap intended for her.

She ducked down, to avoid being seen, and contemplated what to do now.


“Okay.” Norman sat down at the table. “Max? Are you okay?”

“Fine, dad,” Max said.

“Really?” Norman asked. “I wanted to check, because – I mean, your teacher mentioned you’d done poorly on a test. That’s unusual, Max – I was worried if something was wrong.”

“I -” Max began, then stopped. He took a breath, and started over. “Okay. I was – yeah, something is wrong. But… not with me.”

Norman nodded. “Do you want to tell me about it?”

“Sure,” Max said readily. “It’s not bullying or anything – it’s kind of weirder.”

Another nod. “I’m listening.”

“Right. Well…” Max got up, and rummaged around for a sheet of paper and a pen.

Finding it, he started to write.

“What’s that?” Norman asked, seeing a list of eleven different type names.

“That’s the types I remember Steel being resistant to,” Max explained.

“…oh,” Norman said, now curious. “Why are Ghost and Dark on there? Those aren’t resisted by Steel.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “And I’d think that that was just that I was remembering wrong, except that I also didn’t know the Fairy type existed.”

Norman’s jaw dropped. “But – what?”

“And then, yesterday, May and I called Ash. That’s when we found out that – surprise, Ash broke time again and created the Fairy type out of nowhere. And for whatever reason, we didn’t notice.”

Max shrugged. “That’s why I failed the test – but now I can kind of remember being taught about it in class. It’s confusing.”

Norman shook his head. “I’m still hung up on – Ash Ketchum created the Fairy type?”

“Well -” Max winced. “It is a bit more complicated than that. Something about a Sylveon being at the creation of the world?”

“But how could a Sylveon be-” Norman stopped, took a deep breath, and started again. “Sorry. I – sorry, Max. I shouldn’t be pestering you about this. And it’s good to know why you didn’t pass that test.”

Max grinned quickly. “I’ll do better so long as Ash doesn’t break time again.”

Norman nodded, and switched to a safer topic. “Max – I know it’s a while, yet, but I was wondering. I know you’ve got Kris already, but – you do need an official starter. Have you put much thought into it?”

“Well – yeah,” Max admitted. “But mainly into Pokémon which we could encounter on the way. I met a Ralts, for example, and I guess I kind of… wondered if he’d be my starter. Same for the Poochyena I met, that kind of thing.”

“When did you meet them?” Norman asked, interested.

“Several months after Ash came to Hoenn – after I started travelling with him, not just May.”

“Right…” Norman nodded. “Could be tricky, then. Okay. Well, let me know – about all I can help you with that you couldn’t catch within a mile of our front door would be a Slakoth.”

Max winced. “Thanks for the offer, Dad, but…” he shrugged. “Kind of not what I was hoping for…”


“You mean that Legendary Pokémon stay in touch to that extent?” Professor Oak said, typing away. “Fascinating.”

“Yes, quite a lot of us know one another,” Suicune agreed, pausing occasionally to let Damos translate. “Us Beasts in particular – we are messengers for Lord Ho-Oh across Japan, so we travel a lot. In fact, a fair fraction of what we taught Molly’s friends was simply how to find a lot of the Legendaries that are to be found. Such as, say, Cresselia, or the Hall of Origin.”

“Right!” Oak nodded. “And how do you find Cresselia?”

“Sorry, Professor,” Suicune replied with a smirk. “That’s information which I think the lady in question would prefer kept reasonably private.”

Oak sighed. “Oh well, worth a try…”

He finished typing a line, and turned to her. “Actually, that reminds me – why do only some Legendary Pokémon have signature moves?”

Suicune shrugged. “It’s hard to say – for some of us, there are moves which simply… fit. They make sense. And we can, albeit with difficulty in many cases, teach them to others who are sufficiently compatible.”

“Like Pidgeot, or Togekiss,” Oak agreed.

“That’s right, though of course I’m using the term we inappropriately – after all, I don’t have such a move.” Suicune shrugged. “And then there’s some Pokémon who are not legendary who do have the moves. It’s not really a good determiner of legendary status, but then nothing is… you know it when you see it, I think.”

“What about Phione?” Oak asked, and Suicune sighed.

“You always ask the hard questions, don’t you?” she quipped. “I honestly don’t know if Phione counts. Manaphy insists they do, but others disagree.”

Oak contemplated that for a bit.

“If you don’t mind my asking,” he said, after about a minute, “Why Ash? And – why this time?”

Suicune had been about to speak, but then subsided when the Professor added his second question.

“The first is – because he’s just a really, really good trainer, and he deserves it,” she said eventually. “Lord Ho-Oh performed a mental link with him, the day he came back, and learned of – and mentioned – a few of his grand achievements. As for the second… I honestly don’t know.” Suicune rose, and paced around the room for a little. “Or perhaps I do,” she said, looking at Oak. “Arceus, creator of us all, chose Ash as his champion. That means that Lord Ho-Oh really realized that Ash was… well, he’d become something quite unusual.”

She shrugged. “And he’s saved almost every Legendary Pokémon on the map, which is a good track record. He’s simply good at keeping us safe.”

Suicune then nodded towards Professor Oak. “As, indeed, are you – though you only did it once, you were noble indeed.”

The Professor looked a little uncomfortable.

After a minute or so, he spoke up again. “Is it true that you were created after the Tin Tower burned down?”

“It is. Lord Ho-Oh created us then and there, around one hundred years ago. Others of his species may do the same, which is why other Suicune, Entei and Raikou exist, but-” she shrugged. “He never saw the need before then.”

She frowned, tapping a paw on the floor. “But I suspect he may have done in Ash’s past but our future, had Molly’s friends not come along.”

“Fascinating.”

Damos interjected directly, instead of just translating. Professor? Ash’s gym battle appears to be over, and he is requesting to switch some Pokémon around.

Suicune stretched. “It was interesting talking to you, Professor,” she said.


“May?”

The young girl looked up. “Oh – hi, Mom!”

Caroline smiled. “How are you, dear?”

May shrugged. “Well, school’s been fine, mostly – I mean, I’ve done all this before, so I’ve been looking at extra material.”

“I see.” May’s mother began to continue, paused, and tried again. “Do you have a few minutes?”

May gave her mother another look, and then nodded. “Sure thing.”

“Right.” Caroline sat down gratefully. “Well – dear, I’ve been a little bit concerned about…”

She sighed.

“Professor Birch has told me you’ve been dropping by very frequently, looking at his Starters and asking if he’s got any new in. I’m afraid it got noticeable enough that he’s a bit worried – wonders if you want a Pokémon early and are being frustrated. He even offered to let us fill out the forms to-”

“No!” May shook her head. “No, that’s not it at all-”

“May, calm down!” Caroline said, shaking her head and chuckling. “I know it’s not – you’ve been very patient. More than I’d be in your place, I think – to suddenly not be a trainer…”

She stopped, and restarted. “But you’re acting different, and people are noticing. So – why?”

May sighed.

“I’m not impatient – not really – but… I really don’t want to miss Torchic.”

Caroline blinked.

“I know he’s – I mean, I’m almost sure he’s going to come here,” May went on. “Ash has said – the Pokémon he catches turn up in the same place. I guess the timeline’s really resilient – I mean, I heard from Dawn that that happened when they had trouble with the past.”

Her mother offered no comment on May’s absent recollection of a person she’d never met, about a time that hadn’t happened yet.

“But… well, it still keeps me awake at night,” May confided. “The idea that he’d turn up at the lab in Littleroot… and then that someone else would choose him, and I’d lose him.”

Caroline stood, took a few steps closer to her daughter, and gathered her into a hug. “Oh, May…”

“I don’t know why,” she said, voice cracking a bit. “I – but I don’t worry about this with any of the others. Not Beautifly, not Venusaur… just him. And I don’t know if-”

Caroline cut off her daughter with a gentle finger.

“It’s not a problem, May,” she said soothingly. “Starters are special, everyone knows that.”

May nodded silently.

After a minute or so, she stirred. “I – thanks, Mom.”

Caroline smiled. “Any time, May. I may not be able to help you all the time, but I’ll help with what I can.”


“This is lovely, Brock,” Professor Ivy said, sipping at her glass. “You really do know how to pick a restaurant.”

Brock shrugged. “I’m glad you think so, Philena. But it’s all been luck, really.”

“A lucky man,” Ivy said with a chuckle. “So, what brought you to Cianwood?”

“The local gym,” Brock explained. “We’re staying here the rest of the day to let Ash’s Pokémon recover, and then we’re heading east – to the Whirl Islands.”

“I wish I could come,” Ivy admitted, smiling. “It sounds like great fun.”

“Yeah.” Brock shrugged, and took some more of his food. “Travelling with Ash is sometimes more exciting than I’d like, but it’s always a good time.”

“Except for when things get too exciting,” Ivy quipped. Her expression sobered. “Seriously, Brock, be careful – it was awful watching you going into that tower and not being able to help.”

Brock nodded. “I know, and I’m sorry-”

“You don’t need to be,” she interrupted. “I know full well you’re a specialist at this sort of thing now. What’s that joke about how a speciality is anything you’ve done twice?”

That made Brock chuckle.

“How’s your research going?” he asked, after a moment.

“Oh, well,” Philena made a dismissive gesture. “Its the usual thing – science is 99% perspiration. We’re trying to work out how, exactly, Shamouti is so critical to the world environment – which means lots of careful tracking of ocean currents.”

Brock swallowed. “You could ask the local Lugia, Ash says he’s quite friendly.”

Professor Ivy blinked. “…why am I not more surprised that your friend knows Lugia? He’s already caught Suicune, you say, so…”

Her boyfriend shrugged. “I just kind of accept it, really… Ash is strange. And after a while that becomes the new baseline.”

“Fair point. So, what’s it like having a friend with a Legendary Pokémon?”

“Strange,” Brock admitted. “She heads off every so often for a minor errand, and Ash has already said that’s fine – but she does seem to want to hang around for a while.”

Philena nodded.

“And – I’m not sure if you’re aware, and do keep this under wraps, but my friend Misty is in the application process for the Elite Four.”

The Professor drew in a breath in surprise.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “You know how people qualify for that? Legendary fights. And Misty already had her first.”

“…goodness. How did it go?”

“Raikou won, but barely,” Brock summarized. “Actually, I’m wondering if Entei might turn up soon – it’s easier to keep a battle like that from drawing too much attention in the nearby reserve.”

“Oh, I heard about the reserve!” Ivy smiled. “That’s a Ranger area, right?”

“That’s right, yeah,” Brock agreed. “Most of Shikoku is, though there’s a bit you can use Park Balls.”

“I might have to go there some day,” Philena mused. “I never got around to getting a Pokémon of my own…”

“I’ve heard there’s a lot of choice,” Brock said, with a nod. “All kinds of Pokémon – even ones you’d normally meet in Sinnoh or Hoenn. Even starters, for that matter, in the deeper parts.”

He took a long, measuring look at her, and she blushed slightly.

“Maybe you’d do well with a Shinx,” he said.

“Is that supposed to say something about me?” she asked, chuckling.

“If you want it to…” Brock demurred. “But one reason is that Luxray can see through things, which might help your research.”

Philena snapped her fingers. “That’s right, I remember reading that,” she agreed. “Something about being able to shift object-penetrating radiation back into the visible spectrum?”

Brock nodded. “Yeah, their eyes are specially adapted for it – which means you have to watch out for them if you’re healing them…”


“That was wonderful, Brock,” Philena said, about half an hour later. “I had a thoroughly good time.”

“So did I,” Brock agreed. “Wish we could do this more often. Oh – will you be able to take the time around the Silver Conference off?”

Philena frowned. “Possibly – I’ll have to check. I can certainly squeeze a few days in, but the whole time… might be harder.”

“Please try,” Brock requested. “I know where we’ll be – even if Ash does get knocked out, which I don’t think is likely, he’ll stick around to the end of the conference and so will I.”

“I see I have to compete with Ash in your affections,” Philena teased, then laughed at the startled expression on Brock’s face. “Did I get you?”

“You did,” Brock agreed.

As they left the restaurant, he leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Can’t wait till next time,” he said with a smile.


“See this bit?” Todd asked, pointing it out.

The Sneasel nodded attentively.

“This is the shutter speed setter,” he explained. “The faster it is, the less light gets in and the less the object can move. So if I was taking a photograph of a really fast Pokémon like a Ninjask, I’d want to put the shutter speed right up to very fast – but at night it might mean not enough light gets in for a good picture.”

He handed the camera to her. “Can you show me a couple of examples?”

Sneasel took it, being careful with the weight, and spun the shutter setter. She held it up, pointing it towards the nearby window, and pressed the button.

Again, this time with the setting about in the middle, and a third time at the other end of the traverse.

“Let’s see, then,” Todd said, scooting around to look at the back of the camera with her. “Can we see that first one?”

With care due to her claws, Sneasel tapped away at the control pad and pulled up the first photograph.

It was almost hopelessly blurred, only the largest branches of the trees outside showing up as anything other than diffuse blobs.

“That’s the one with the slow shutter,” Todd reminded her. “The second?”

This one was much sharper. There was still a bit of motion ‘blur’, but only a little, and it was pretty clear what was being looked at.

“There we go,” Todd said, pleased. “Much closer to the best setting here. And let’s see the other one?”

This one was very sharp, but not very bright – even the sensitive camera unable to squeeze all that much out of such a short exposure.

Sneasel looked at it, then nodded, and turned the setter almost to the middle.

She hopped up on the windowsill, balancing with a mustelid grace, and snapped off two more pictures.

Paging through them, she showed them to Todd.

“Not bad,” Todd complimented, noticing the small flock of Pidgey fluttering around the nearby field. “They’ve got just a little wing-blur, which looks nice.”

Sneasel smiled.

“Oh, that reminds me,” Todd said, reaching into a bag. “I got this at the Mart this morning.”

It was a magazine, in a clear plastic cover, with a big splash on the front of two Articuno side-by-side.

Sneasel looked at the wrapped magazine, recognizing the photo, and then sliced the cover carefully open with a claw.

Todd opened it, turning the pages slowly. “Whoa… I think they basically made the entire issue be about me… didn’t realize that!”

Sneasel stopped him as he was about to turn the page again, pointing.

“Oh, there’s you!” he smiled. “Well spotted!”
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This is an unusual chapter – Ashes nowhere to be seen. Instead, I’ve looked at a fair slice of some of the other people who’ve been touched by the changes in the timeline.






81. Johto 23


Bright and early the next morning, the friends left Cianwood Pokémon Centre.

“Right,” Ash said, yawning. “Where now?”

“Well, there’s a few things to do in the Whirl Islands,” Misty pointed out. “Like the Whirl Cup. But I guess we don’t have to get there straight away…”

“We could look around the Safari Zone,” Brock suggested.

“Nah,” Ash shrugged. “Don’t really think that sounds all that exciting-”

Pikachu interrupted. “Look!”

They followed his gaze, towards a hill a little way outside Cianwood proper.

Ash blinked. “The heck? That’s… is that Entei and Raikou?”

He glanced down at his belt. “Suicune? You have any idea-?”

The Fast Ball flashed and opened. “No, but I’ll go ask.”

With that, the Water-type went loping off towards the hill.

“I… guess we should follow?” Ash asked, to general agreement.


Some minutes later, Suicune came back with the explanation.

“They’re here for different reasons,” she clarified. “Entei’s here because he’s aware that you have a battle pending, Misty, and he’s fine with being your Fire-type match. As for Raikou-” She shrugged. “It seems he wants a race. He informs me that, since I’m here, you’ve got no excuse at all.”

Ash chuckled. “Wow, guess he’s really eager for this… okay, give me a sec.”

He got out Dexter. “Is Pidgeot available?”

She is indeed. Who else do you want?

“Well, I’ve got Pikachu and Lucario… lets go with Houndour and Quilava.”

Confirmed. Please wait.

As he was sorting that out, Misty was rummaging through her Pokéballs. “Entei… okay, Fire-type, so that’s easier, but he’s also… right. Psyduck?”

Psyduck promptly emerged from his Pokéball. “Yes?”

“Your job is to make sure he doesn’t use Sunny Day.”

“Got it.”


“Right!” Raikou said, as the humans arrived. “We all ready for this, then?”

Ash double-checked his team. “I think so!”

He then took Dexter out. “You’re probably going to need to record the battle Misty’s going to have with Entei, so I can’t take you along.”

Understood.

“Enough faffing around!” Raikou pronounced, prancing from paw to paw in his eagerness. “Let’s dashed well GO already!”

“Okay, I get the idea!” Ash chuckled. He returned Suicune, to have her along just in case, and then sent out Pidgeot and swung aboard.

“Ready for this, Pikachu?” he asked.

“Yep!” Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, and then lightning crackled out across Pidgeot’s wings. “There we go. Thunder Armour up and running.”

Raikou blinked, thrown. “What the hells is that?”

“It’s me giving Pidgeot my Lightningrod ability, by using electrical charges to cancel out any attacks which hit her,” Pikachu explained glibly.

“…oh,” Raikou said. He then turned, facing back for a moment. “Right. Anyway. Let’s go!”

He crouched, paws digging into the ground, and then shot off west and south towards the interior of Shikoku.

Pidgeot took off in a storm of wingbeats, and followed – accelerating rapidly.

“Well, now that they’re out of the way,” Entei said, nodding to Misty. “Shall we begin? I suggest the same rules as applied with my brother.”

“Two Pokémon at a time for me, six total, and no capture,” Misty reiterated. “Fine by me.”

“Very well. Let us begin.” Entei planted his paws in the ground. “Sunny Day!”

Psyduck raised his fore flippers. “Nope!” he said, eyes glowing for a moment.

Entei blinked, and looked upwards. The sun was, indeed, not glowing brighter – nor was it lending force to his attacks.

“How exactly are you doing that?” he asked, then leapt out of the way as Gyarados launched a Hydro Pump at him.

Snarling, he landed a little way down the hill and hit the next watery attack with a colossal blaze of flame in the form of a Fire Blast.

As the two attacks produced an instant cloud of steam, Misty lost sight of Entei for a moment. She closed one eye, focusing on Aura Sight, and managed to get a vague sense of where Entei was.

“Gyarados – left!” she instructed. “Water Pulse!”

Gyarados roared, firing off a Water Pulse into the steam, and was rewarded with the sight of Entei leaping over it – out of the steam cloud, back into clear air.

Eyes glowing, Psyduck picked up a globe of water from the attacks which had already spilled it all over the ground and used it to hit Entei with. The impact seemed more stinging than harmful, and Entei retaliated by running close in and launching off a Flamethrower.

Psyduck deflected it – though not without some difficulty – using a psychic shield, and added a Water Gun which Entei barely noticed.

He certainly noticed when Gyarados launched off a Hydro Pump, though. Entei was sent bouncing down the hill, rolled a couple of times, and only then came back upright.

Growling, he opened his mouth, and a globe of green energy formed as he charged a Solarbeam.


“How are you holding up, Pidgeot?” Ash asked, feeling her wings working away underneath him.

“This isn’t too bad,” Pidgeot admitted, rising slightly to clear a ridge. “I mean, it’d probably be easier if we were going along a valley rather than across several of them, but…”

She dove, gathering speed as they crossed a wider valley than usual, then pulled up again and cleared the ridge.

Ash pointed. “There – he’s gone a bit to the left.”

“Got him.”


Jayden didn’t know quite what to make of the situation.

As an Area Ranger, he was supposed to keep the area safe for Pokémon and prevent poachers… but it was hard to know whether this situation qualified. In fact, it was hard to know if his superiors had ever imagined it was possible.

First, there was the Raikou. It was running as fast as it could across the valley floor below his position… and clearly laughing. He could hear the booming laughter from here, sounding a lot like a roll of distant thunder.

Then there was the Pidgeot following it… which was, for whatever reason, sheathed in lightning as though it was cosplaying as a Zapdos or something.

As he watched, the Raikou leaped over the line of a ridge and pelted down the far side – still pursued by that Pidgeot.

It would probably be a good idea to check what was going on… especially as he spotted the human on the Pidgeot’s back.


Still charging, Entei jumped over a tail sweep from Gyarados and used the backstroke to kick off from – gaining height and speed, and aiming directly for Psyduck.

Psyduck held up his flippers in a defensive position as Entei’s Solarbeam fired.

The condensed solar energy splashed off his psionic shield, carving small furrows in the ground, and then Entei slammed his paws into the ground barely feet from Psyduck before batting him aside and following up with a nasty kick in the stomach.

As he coiled to spring after Psyduck, Gyarados hit him with another Hydro Pump. Entei’s counter was swift and powerful – Eruption, turning the incoming water to steam and making the water-saturated soil hiss as it dried.

The fire attack lasted for several seconds, then slowly began to die down – with Entei nowhere to be seen in the circle of scorched ground.

Psyduck made a thwap sound as he hit the ground.

“Done,” Entei said triumphantly, landing next to the Water-type just before Misty recalled him. “Now – Sunny Day!”

The sun blazed more brightly in the sky as the clouds around it shifted away, producing an area of supernaturally intense sunlight.

“Right,” he said, somewhat mollified, and turned to Gyarados. “Solar-”

Politoed landed on his back with a Bounce, driving the air out of him with a whoof. “Rain Dance!” he said, clapping, before jumping free just ahead of a claw-swipe from Entei.

Entei got back to his feet, already feeling the drops of water landing on his fur from the Rain Dance.

Then a Bubblebeam pummelled his flank.

“You have got to be KIDDING!” Entei roared. “Right, that’s it. Extremespeed!”

Kicking off with his back paws, he shot out of the way of a rain-boosted Hydro Pump which blew a sizeable crater in the ground.


Pidgeot rolled over on her left side, making a painfully tight turn to follow Raikou without having to go the long way around a mountain peak, and Ash and Pikachu clung on grimly.

As she righted herself and bore in, Raikou’s tail crackled. He snapped off a Thunderbolt at them, which flowed into the Thunder Armour and dissipated.

“That is very useful,” Pidgeot observed, then frowned. “Wait – I think he’s slowing down!”

She slammed her wings to vertical, maximizing their area to brake, and her huge white wings-of-air copied the manoeuvre – resulting in a rippling crack as they shoved huge areas of air aside.

That slowed them down in a startlingly short amount of time, resulting in Ash jumping clear of his Flying-type in the same clearing Raikou stopped in.

“Well!” Raikou said, chortling. “That got the blood pounding, didn’t it! Right, let’s be at all this – come on!”

Ash returned Pidgeot, and sent out the rest of his prepared team – Heracross, Lucario, Quilava and Houndour.

Raikou looked back and forth between them, then jumped forwards.

Lucario stepped out in front to meet him, forming a Bone Rush staff in his paws. He swept it in front of Raikou’s face with a swift motion, making the Electric-type check his advance slightly, then brought it in towards Raikou’s cheek for a fast blow.

Raikou replied by opening his jaws, and then slammed them shut on the Bone Rush staff – smashing it to pieces.

“That’s a new one on me,” Lucario admitted, forming two more staffs, and then Raikou pounced on him with a Wild Charge.

Lucario dropped the staffs and set his feet in the ground, digging long furrows as Raikou pushed him bodily backwards. He took handfuls of Raikou’s shaggy mane and gripped as hard as he could – and managed to hold him in place. The electricity was nasty, but Lucario could – with difficulty – handle it.

On Ash’s side of the field, there was a flash as Suicune emerged to watch.

“Flame Wheel!” Quilava announced, balling up and flashing into fire. She plunged into Raikou’s flank, stinging him and making him snap off a Thunderbolt at her – a Thunderbolt which went nowhere except at Pikachu, whose Lightningrod absorbed it with a crackle.

Heracross got in on the act next, charging and ramming home a Focus Punch into Raikou’s other side – the force of the blow making both him and Lucario skid a few more inches to the side.

Then Houndour contributed.

“Hey,” he barked, drawing Raikou’s attention.

The Electric-type blinked, still trying to push Lucario backwards. “Yeah?”

Houndour’s teeth gleamed in the morning light. “Beat Up.”

Raikou had just enough time to work out what was about to happen before shadowy doubles of Keldeo, Lucario, Suicune, Heracross, Pidgeot, Quilava, Pikachu and Houndour himself all appeared and started hitting him from every direction at once.


Entei slammed his paws into Politoed’s side, knocking him off-balance, and followed up with a nasty Bite attack. He had to stop at that point to dodge out of the way of a potent Aqua Tail, but finished off by using a Lava Plume to blow Politoed skywards and out of the battle.

By now the battle area was starting to resemble a miniature recreation of the legendary battles between Groudon and Kyogre, with water everywhere, perpetual rain and the odd residual cone from a small volcanic eruption.

Panting a little, Entei jumped at Gyarados as he used another powerful Water-type attack, running just ahead of the Hydro Pump and stamping home with both forepaws on Gyarados’ neck to send the Atrocious Pokémon collapsing backwards – down but not out.

Entei prepared to use another Bite, but got hit by a Psychic attack before he could – one which pushed him off Gyarados’ neck and allowed the Water-type to get up again.

“What now?” he asked, whirling, and saw the Starmie. “Right!”

He roared again, using Eruption as a place to hide from any immediate Water-type moves that might be aimed at him, and used Sunny Day again.

It didn’t work.

Leaping out of the firestorm, he noticed that Starmie’s gem was pulsing in time with the crackles of thunder in the clouds overhead.

“Do all of your Pokémon know Rain Dance?” he asked, exasperated, and pounced at Starmie ready to Bite.

Starmie’s five fore arms all sprayed water at him at once, forcing him to dodge with care around the streams.


“You’re sure?”

Jayden nodded. “Yes, sir. A human on a Pidgeot chasing a Raikou, right in the middle of Shikoku.”

“Damn poachers.” The gruff Top Ranger sighed. “Well done for getting here so fast. Is that a capture?”

Jayden shook his head. “No, this is my partner,” he explained, patting the head of the Staraptor he hed been riding. “She evolved only a few days ago.”

“Right, that explains it.” The Top Ranger sighed again. “Well, it can’t be helped. I’ll call in everyone on local patrol – you go ahead and identify the location. Oh – what’s your score with that Styler?”

“A rank, sir.”

“Right. You might have to be the one to calm down the Raikou, then… okay, off you go.”

Jayden nodded, sprinting to Staraptor and leaping to her back. Wings already spread, the burly Flying-type was airborne within seconds.


Entei burst through a Water Pulse, squinting as the Water-type attack hit him, and managed to clip Starmie’s arms with his swiping paw. The impact sent Starmie spinning backwards and down, and Entei capitalized on that by leaping forward and getting a grip with both paws.

Starmie gave him another soaking, following it up with a Thunderbolt for good measure as Entei hurled it to the ground. This earned an irritated snarl and a Bite attack, knocking it out.

Then Gyarados slammed home an Aqua Tail.

Entei flew through the air, bounced, rolled over three times and skidded to a halt. He managed to dodge the next blast of water, and started on his new plan.

Firstly, he punched up another Sunny Day. This time, it stuck, and Gyarados’ attacks became much less dangerous as a result.

That wasn’t enough, though – Solarbeam wouldn’t be that much better against Gyarados than a Fire attack would be. So he selected a spot where he’d already blasted off the topsoil and sprinted towards it – ducking one Water pulse and leaping over another Aqua Tail before delivering a both-paws blow into the exposed bedrock – cracking it with the force of the blow.

Then he roared, and used Eruption. Less powerful now than at the start of the fight, it still blew the weakened rocks into the air in a miniature volcanic blast.

Quick as a flash, Entei jumped into the air after the largest of the rocks. He batted it with a paw as he reached it, adjusting its tumble, and then kicked it as hard as possible directly at Gyarados.

That did it. The half-ton rock was more than enough to finish Gyarados off, and he collapsed.

As Entei landed, he looked around in puzzlement.

“That was only four…”

A drop of water landed on his muzzle.

“Oh, what now!?” he asked, spinning on two feet, and saw Kingdra in one of the deeper puddles formed by the earlier battle – even now growing in the gathering rain.

A pair of yellow eyes flashed at him from next to the puddle, and then a large glob of water narrowly missed his face.

Ignoring Kabuto, Entei lunged forwards to attack Kingdra – paws sending up splats of mud as he boosted forwards with Extremespeed.


Lucario grunted as he pushed hard – pushing Raikou slowly backwards, now the Beat Up had weakened him.

Raikou delivered another electrical attack into Lucario, struggling, but it wasn’t enough to break the grip of the tough Fighting-type. And as he tried, Heracross and Quilava were ramming home some nasty blows of their own on his sides.

“Just a bit more…” Houndour said, watching as Lucario slowly bent Raikou’s posture upwards – until his front paws left the ground entirely. “And – now!”

Slipping in underfoot, he avoided being stomped on and kicked Raikou’s left knee. “Foul Play!”

The blow finally overbalanced Raikou, sending him crashing to the ground with Lucario on top of him.

Using one paw to keep Raikou on the defensive, Lucario raised his other and formed a Bone Rush staff in it.

“Stop!”

Startled, Lucario froze. So did Raikou, as did the other Pokémon in the clearing.

Suicune strode forwards. “Brother! This is unacceptable!”

Raikou blinked. “I don’t know what you could possibly-”

“Don’t try that on me, brother!” Suicune shook her head, mane whipping in the wind. “I know you can fight better than this! A lot better! You wouldn’t have let yourself be caught and held like that if you were fighting normally!”

Lucario looked hurt. “I thought I had something to do with it…”

“No, you misunderstand,” Suicune told him in an aside. “Raikou is too smart to be caught like that in the first place, and certainly to just keep trying to bull through. He didn’t use hit-and-run nearly as much as he should have, and he should have aimed to eliminate Pikachu first.”

She turned a suspicious eye back to Raikou.“And you didn’t run nearly as far as I know you can… you were throwing the fight, weren’t you?”

Raikou blushed. Actually blushed. “Er… hrm, now you speak of it…”

“Raikou!”

“So what if I was?” he asked, defensively. “Dash it all, I-”

“She’s got a point, Raikou,” Ash contributed. “I mean – I don’t really mind catching Legendary Pokémon if they offer to let me, and catching Suicune the way I did was a really great moment, but… to say it’ll be a fight and then throw it? That doesn’t feel right to me…”

“…blast,” Raikou muttered. “Can I get a do-over?”

“I suspect you’ll have to come back later,” Suicune suggested. “And make sure you mean it next time.”

Grumbling, Raikou nodded. “Fine. Now, can you get this beastly weight off my chest?”

Lucario duly stepped off.

Snorting, Raikou rolled to his front and stood. “Well, that’s me told… and I would have gotten away with it were it not for my meddling sister…”

“And don’t you forget it,” Suicune said, rolling her eyes.

“Fine, then,” Raikou went on. “I’ll find some way to show I mean it, and then we’ll bally well do it properly!”

“I look forward to it,” Ash said. “Wonder how Misty’s doing, though-”

There was a crashing sound, as two humans – one male and one female – with Capture Stylers ready on their arms came through the foliage at the edge of the clearing. “Stop, thief!”

“Pokémon rangers!”

Ash blinked, completely thrown. “Pardon?”

“Kellyn, handle the Raikou!” the girl added. “I’ll stop this poacher from attacking with any of his stolen Pokémon!”

Kellyn nodded, activating his Styler.

Raikou frowned at the spinning disc as it circled him, occasionally emitting flashes of light. “This seems rather peculiar.”

“I’m not a poacher!” Ash said hotly. “I’m a Pokémon trainer, and Raikou challenged me!”

“That’s the stupidest excuse I’ve heard in a long time,” the girl said, unfazed.

Lucario sighed. “This could take some time to sort out.”


A loud explosion rippled the pool water.

Entei landed by the side of the miniature lake, and batted at the mud running down near one eye.

His opponent faced him, fins flapping steadily to keep him in position in the water.

Entei frowned, looking closer. That wasn’t just to keep him in place…

With a roar, he pounced forwards again – and used a Lava Plume from below, to boot, to blast Kingdra into the air and interrupt his Dragon Dance.

When he reached the now-airborne Kingdra, Entei had no illusions about it now being an easy fight – which was fortunate, since Kingdra had no intention of giving him one.

The Water-type opened this round of hostilities with a Waterfall, which quickly extinguished the remains of the Lava Plume and knocked Entei about from the force of the water.

Entei reacted to that by grabbing on to Kingdra’s nearest fin with his paws, dragging him along for the ride as Entei came in to land on the other side of the pool and finally getting him clear of the water.

Though that meant Kingdra was now at a disadvantage – being on land – it wasn’t the end of him by a long shot. As he started using more Water attacks to get some breathing room to use to return to the water, Entei was forced to step back somewhat before pouncing again to deliver another Stomp.

The two of them were actually at something of a stalemate. None of Entei’s attacks were really potent enough to damage Kingdra – his fire speciality in particular was at a huge disadvantage – and the only thing he had which stood much of a chance, Solarbeam, ideally required it not to be raining.

But of course it was raining.

That line of thought led Entei somewhere. Was it Kingdra who was maintaining the weather?

To test that, he fired off another Sunny Day, watching Kingdra closely.

The Dragon-type didn’t use any moves beyond the ones he’d already been doing – Water Gun, Bubblebeam, and the occasional nasty Flail if Entei got too close – but the rain clouds rolled straight back in after the few seconds of clearer skies.

Right.

Entei spun, loping around the lake for his new objective – Kabuto.

Kabuto saw him coming, gave a worried click, and fired a barrage of Mud Shots.

Closing his eyes, Entei bulled through them and slammed his paws down on the Rock/Water type.

The impact drove Kabuto several inches into the mud.

As Entei lifted his paw to check on his handiwork, he got an Ancientpower to the face.

“Ow! Right, that-” Entei bit off the rest of the sentence, and Stomped Kabuto again before turning back to Kingdra.

As he loped back over, he fired off a Sunny Day. This time, for a wonder, it wasn’t cancelled out or overridden.

“Now, as I was saying,” Entei said, green light gathering in his mouth. “Solarbeam!”

The blaze of green energy splashed across Kingdra’s skin, doing less damage than it would have done to another Water-type due to the Dragon typing – but still clearly hurting.

Kingdra’s reply to this was to spit off a stream of Dragonbreath at Entei, who dodged handily and retaliated with another Solarbeam.

That finally knocked Kingdra out.

Panting heavily, Entei turned to look at Misty. “I take it this means I-”

He stopped, as a drop of water landed on his nose.

Incredulously, he looked up into the sky, and saw that the clouds were gathering again.

“Oh, you have got to be kidding.”

He turned back to the lake shore, where the crater he’d left Kabuto was. “Right. Time to-”

The mud erupted upwards.


“Right,” said the girl, Kate. “So, let’s go over this again.”

“Sure,” Ash nodded.

“You’re a Pokémon trainer.”

Ash indicated his Pokémon and Pokéballs. “I’m pretty sure I am.”

“Despite how Pokémon trainers are only allowed six Pokémon,” Kellyn went on.

“Actually…” Ash shrugged. “It’s more like six per battle. I only use six in any one battle, but I keep more than six on me.”

The two Rangers exchanged glances, then nodded dubiously.

“Okay,” Kate said, pursing her lips. “We’ll take that bit on trust for now. So, you’re a Pokémon trainer. And you’ve got… among others, a Pidgeot, a Heracross, a Lucario, and a Suicune.”

The relevant Pokémon nodded amicably.

“How did you get a Lucario?” Kellyn asked. “Riolu are a protected species-”

“The nobles of the Lucario Kingdom determined that Ash was worthy to receive a Riolu egg,” Lucario stated evenly. “Rest assured, I was most certainly not poached, and were Ash to do that I’d hit him until he stopped.”

Ash chuckled nervously. “I can’t tell if you’re joking…”

The next thing Lucario said was not translated for the benefit of the Rangers. “Given how often you get possessed… no, I am not joking.”

“Wise precaution,” Pikachu agreed.

“Fair enough,” Ash admitted.

“Well – I guess,” Kate admitted. “I mean, I heard Riolu and Lucario were really noble and brave – but couldn’t you just be brainwashed?”

That made Kellyn chuckle.

“What is it?” she asked him.

“Oh – sorry, just – the image of trying to brainwash a Lucario,” Kellyn explained, sniggering. “I got this image of one of those Dim Sun guys running a brainwashing machine, and then suddenly a Lucario fist punches through the side of the machine and rips it apart.”

That made Kate chuckle too.

“Okay, so maybe not the brainwashing thing isn’t so…” she shrugged. “But still – what about Suicune? I mean, the heck? You’ve got a Legendary?”

One of the balls at Ash’s waist flashed and opened.

“He’s got two right here!” Keldeo said brightly.

Ash winced. “That’s not actually helping…”

“…oops.” Keldeo winced. “Sorry…”

The two Rangers were too busy staring back and forth between Keldeo and Suicune to comment.

“…you’ve got two Legendaries right there…” Kate said weakly. “How?”

Keldeo answered that one, speaking firmly. “Ash did me a great service, so I’m following him and battling for him for a year or so. I’ve learned a lot myself, actually!”

He glanced over at Suicune. “As for her – she and her brothers are challenging Ash. If he beats them, he catches them – with their blessing.”

Kellyn blinked. “Uh… brothers?”

Raikou cleared his throat. “Am I still allowed in this conversation!? It’s about me, after all!”

“They can’t understand you,” Ash pointed out to him.

That statement didn’t seem to help the Rangers get back on an even footing.

“Okay, so you can understand Pokémon too…” Kate said, shaking her head. “I’m starting to wonder if we missed a briefing.”

“No, probably just the radio,” Ash shrugged. “I got interviewed earlier this year, it came out then.”

“That explains it,” Kellyn said gratefully. “We recently transferred here from Almia. Guess we must have just missed a lot of the news…”

After a moment’s pause, Kate clapped her hands together. “Right. So – Raikou,” she said, addressing him directly. “He says you challenged him. Is that correct?”

Raikou nodded firmly. “I should say so! I’ll get that bally Volt Crash move if it’s the last thing I do…”

Pikachu blinked. “Wait, is that why you were going to-”

“It’s the best Electric move I’ve ever seen!” Raikou rhapsodised. “I really, really want it!”

“I’m flattered. I think.”

“And the chase started outside the Ranger area?” Kate asked.

“Well, it started about a mile outside Cianwood Pokémon Centre,” Ash said. “Does that count?”

“It’s probably fine,” Kellyn shrugged. “Okay, Kate, looks like this was a false alarm.”

He fixed Ash with a look. “But don’t pull some stunt like this again!”

“Never fear!” Ash said, chuckling. “Not after-”

There was a sudden windstorm of air as two Staraptor and a Braviary swept down to land in the clearing.

“Pokémon Rangers!”

Kate squinted up. “The heck? Jayden? What are you three – we were on top of this!”

Pikachu sighed. “Here we go again.”


Entei regarded his final opponent for several more seconds, a growl rumbling in the back of his throat.

“…Misty,” that opponent said, after a moment more of silence. “I am glad for how you treated a poor, time-displaced fossil like me.”

With that, Kabutops darted in, wicked scythes flashing.

Entei jumped back, blasting fire at Kabutops – to little effect – and then got hit by rocks in both sides of his chest.

Surprised, he backed away further, and watched more closely this time as Kabutops came in.

The scythes glowed faintly-

Entei jumped to his right, looking left, and saw what was going on. Kabutops was using Stone Edge to throw chunks of rock from his earlier impromptu Rock attack at Entei himself, using the Slash attacks as cover.

Now understanding, he jumped up when Kabutops swiped this time, and the rocks passed underneath him.

Kabutops had an answer for that too, though. He simply launched himself into the air like a very literal heat-seeking missile – slamming home a powerful Aqua Jet.

Air came whooshing out of Entei’s lungs, and he snarled before kicking off, landing well clear, and starting the laborious process of charging a Solarbeam.

Kabutops landed thigh-deep in the water. He spun, spotted the charging Solarbeam, and ran forwards.

Fortunately for Entei, the inconveniently deep water slowed Kabutops’ progress. The Grass-type move finished charging just as Kabutops made it out of the water, and Entei immediately fired it.

Pivoting on one foot, Kabutops whipped his left scythe towards the beam of energy. It hit, flashing energy off in all directions, but was clearly still making a major impact on the Rock/Water type.

Kabutops stumbled, sped up again, and then kicked off hard – going up into the air, away from the direction of the Solarbeam. Entei tried to retarget it, then gave up and let it dissipate.

Just as he did, Kabutops reoriented himself in mid-air and cloaked himself in water. “Dive!” he announced, and came crashing down on Entei in a sixty-degree angle dive powered by jets of water from the rear of his exoskeleton.

Mud and dirt fountained up.


“Kabutops?” Misty called, squinting through the drumming rain.

Then, out of the mist, a silhouette appeared.

“I win,” Entei said, walking closer. “And… I think I would like to lie down now.”

His left foreleg missed a step, and he slumped over on one side before starting to snore.


Ash, his Pokémon, and Raikou – now aided by Kate and Kellyn – had to explain the situation to the three newly-arrived Rangers all over again.

They skipped some of the more inconsequential details (the radio programme), explored others anew (surprisingly few of the Rangers had heard that the Beasts of Johto were siblings) and were almost done when the Top Ranger for Shikoku turned up with four more Area Rangers.

By the time that was over, everyone was quite thoroughly sick of talking about it. Raikou went off in a huff, muttering about ‘busybodies’ taking the fun out of the whole business, and Ash climbed back aboard Pidgeot for an escorted flight back to Cianwood.


“And don’t do it again!” Kellyn called, waving, as his befriended Fearow pulled up and away from them at the border of the reserve.

“I won’t!” Ash called back.

“You will,” Pikachu pointed out. “Maybe not on purpose, but you will…”

Pidgeot banked smoothly, lowering her altitude back towards their start location earlier in the day.

“Oh, look!” she said, as she shed speed. “There’s the others! And quite a lot of dirty water flowing down that small valley… and several scorch marks.”

“Guess Misty’s done with her battle, then,” Ash said, then jumped off as Pidgeot alighted.

“Hey, Ash!” Brock hailed, looking up from where he was cooking some brunch. “How did it go?”

Ash shrugged. “Not great. Raikou was trying to throw the fight, which kind of isn’t-”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed, filling in the conversation space as Ash looked for the words. “It’s not what you were after.”

“Right,” Ash confirmed. “And then the Pokémon Rangers for the area showed up, calling me a Poacher.”

He sighed. “We had to explain the whole thing. Three times.”

Brock winced.

“How did Misty do?” Ash asked, more cheerfully.

“Well, I think it’s actually a draw,” Brock told him. “Entei knocked out her team, but then fainted.”

“Whoa…” Ash grinned. “Nice work, Misty!” he called.

A faint “Thanks!” came from over a small rise.

“Oh, yeah, her Kabuto evolved, too,” Brock added.

“I’ll have to congratulate him too,” Ash decided with a smile. “Those sausages smell great!”

Lucario emerged from his Pokéball as Ash contemplated the meal. “Ash? Do you have a moment?”

“Oh – sure,” Ash agreed.

He followed Lucario a dozen or so metres away.

“What is it, Lucario?” he asked, once they were somewhere a little more private.

“It’s just – did you recognize that first male Ranger? Kellyn?”

Ash frowned. “Now you mention it… yeah, I did run into him before! Up in Sinnoh, back when-”

He blinked. “Oh, right. Back when we first met.”

“That is correct,” Lucario nodded. “I remember he helped rescue me, as well as you.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” Ash nodded. “I wonder if it’s just that-”

“Ash, you misunderstand my concern. Why is he down here in Johto – or, rather, a Ranger in Shikoku? In the other timeline, he was much further north even two years later than this.” Lucario shook his head. “I’m worried that we might have changed something for the worse – somehow stirred things around.”

Ash frowned. “I don’t know, I’m afraid. I guess… maybe it’s just that Hunter J was sighted further south, and now she’s in prison – they just don’t need to keep so much of an eye on the Almia reserve especially, without her around.”

“It is possible, I suppose,” Lucario admitted, frowning. “But it seems… well, it seems we should keep a look out for other such changes.”

“I agree with you there,” Ash nodded fervently. “Pidgeot’s been making flights up to Sinnoh when she has the time to spare, but no sign of Galactic yet.”

Lucario nodded. “That sets my mind at rest, a little.”


“A truly marvellous battle,” Entei pronounced, once revived and dosed with brunch. “Misty, if it was mine to decide, I’d say yes. I remember Malcom, and this battle was every bit as entertaining as that one!”

He bowed once, low, and then turned to Ash.

“We will, of course, meet again.”

With that he spun, to face the mainland, and set off at a ground-eating lope.

“Hey,” Brock said, frowning. “Something just occurred to me. How did Entei and Raikou get from Honshu to Shikoku?”

“I can answer that,” Suicune said. “They ran over the water, of course – just like I do.”

Brock blinked. “But… you’re Water-type. Entei is Fire-type.”

Suicune shrugged. “So?”


“Arceus?” Sir Aaron asked.

Yes?

“I can’t help but think that you’ve having trouble deciding on a stable difficulty curve for this game.”

Guilty, Arceus admitted. I’ve been trying a few things, but for some reason I just can’t seem to get something coherent together.

“Yeah, and the dragon gang is getting a bit uppity,” Aaron reported. “After how much fun the big battle in Illusio was, Cragspur was a letdown.”

Fair point, Arceus admitted. A Gigalith wasn’t much of a challenge.

“Viperia was worse,” he went on. “A Croagunk is not an appropriate finisher challenge, not really.”

There was subdued muttering from the heavens.

“And as for the Dark-type kingdom…”

All right, all right, I get the point. I could have done something a bit more impressive with Dark-type than a Zorua and a Zoroark.

“Exactly my point,” Sir Aaron nodded. He jumped, caught the lip of the next ledge, and hauled himself up onto the battle zone of Avia itself. “So, anyway, my hope is that you put a bit more effort into this one.”

Uh… Arceus sounded a bit embarrassed. Tell me. How do a Rufflet and a Braviary sound?

Sir Aaron sighed.

Okay, okay! I’ll rewrite it – just give me a second.

“Thanks.” The Aura Guardian turned, to watch the three Dragons as they ascended the cliff.

By floating.

“How are you doing that?” he asked, blinking.

Palkia grinned. “I’m creating a zone of negative gravity around myself!”

“I’m a Ghost,” Giratina pointed out. “And I’m using my Orb to remain in Origin Form.”

“And Dialga?”

The Steel-type shrugged. “It takes time to fall.”

“That doesn’t-” Sir Aaron stopped, blinked, and shook his head. “Okay, I don’t care enough.”

With the softness of a thistledown, two very large dragons landed on either side of him. (Giratina floated overhead.)

“Okay, Arceus,” he went on. “Let’s see this challenge.”

…and done!

A man with a very impressive helmet came strutting up to them.

“Hi!” he said, smiling. “Welcome to Avia! I’m Masamune, and I will be defeating you today!”

Palkia sniggered. “He’s not as good at the voice as I am.”

Sir Aaron gave the Water-type dragon a quelling look.

“Let’s see this, then,” Giratina suggested. “What have you got?”

“Pidgeot?” Dialga asked. “Staraptor?”

Masamune spread his arms. “Attack!”

Sir Aaron blinked, peering off into the distance. “Uh… guys? Is it me, or is that… Articuno, Zapdos, Moltres, Dragonite, Ho-Oh, Salamence, Rayquaza, Tornadus, Thundurus, Landorus and Yvetal?”

Palkia squinted. “You missed Lugia. Behind Zapdos.”

“Oh, there we are,” Sir Aaron agreed, a little airily. “Glad that’s cleared up. Arceus? The heck?”

You said they were stir crazy, Arceus pointed out. Enjoy!


AN:

Misunderstandings, eh?

I was wondering which of the Beasts to do next, so I went with both.

Poor Entei - weather effects, and all that…






82. Johto 24


“Not long to go until I get Corsola back,” Misty sighed. “That’ll be nice – I never could speak to her before.”

Ash nodded. “It’s always nice to meet an old Pokémon again – I’m looking forwards to when we find Donphan, he’s next.”

“He was fun,” Pikachu admitted. “Quite childish at first, but he grew up a lot.”

“I guess he would,” Brock said. “You hatched him, right, Ash?”

“Yep,” Ash confirmed. He blinked. “Hey, wait… look up there!”

The others followed his gaze.

“Isn’t that…” Brock tailed off, and got his binoculars out of his backpack. Twiddling the focus wheel, he zoomed in. “Yep – there it is. That’s a Pidgey… but he’s a lot higher than I’d have expected.”

“That must be that high-flying Pidgey!” Ash said, snapping his fingers.

The others blinked.

“…well, sure, it sounds obvious now,” Misty chuckled. “You’re right.”

“Guys,” Brock said urgently, still looking through the binoculars. “I think there’s a Fearow going after him.”

Ash’s hand immediately went to his waist, and he sent out Pidgeot. “Make sure that Pidgey’s safe, Pidgeot!”

“Got it!” she called back, already accelerating with powerful wing-sweeps.


Orville pumped his wings steadily, with eyes only for the sky. Every flap brought him further into the sky, and closer to the sun.

He’d trained for this for years. He would be the highest-flying Pidgey ever!

A sudden caw from below broke into his single-minded concentration.

His rate of ascent slowed as he recognized the noise – that was the cry of a Fearow.

Was one of the locals-

Then the Fearow shot past him, tumbling backwards and quite confused.

Orville blinked, not sure what to make of it.

“Hi,” a female voice chirped. “How are you doing, little guy?”

Orville’s beak gaped. “You’re a Pidgeot!”

“I know,” she said. “Don’t worry, that Fearow won’t get you. What are you doing, by the way?”

“I’m trying to fly higher than any Pidgey ever has!” Orville said, resuming his upwards climb. “I’m trying to fly to the sun!”

“The sun might be a bit too hard,” the Pidgeot said, with a warm lilt to her voice. “But aiming high is good. Tell you what – I’ll follow you up, to make sure you’re safe.”

“As long as you don’t help me directly,” Orville asked firmly. “I want to do this for myself.”


“Wow, that’s a long way up,” Ash said, as they watched through Dexter’s air-lenses. “How high are they?”

Lasing.

Dexter’s eyes flashed, and then flashed a second time.

“What was that second one for?” Misty asked. “The Pidgey? Can you still see him? We’re only able to see Pidgeot, even with the-”

No, it was not. It was checking my result. Dexter paused. Pidgeot is currently in the stratosphere.

“She’s what?” Ash asked.

“That’s… really ridiculously high,” Brock said, blinking.

“Wait!” Ash pointed. “Look!”

As they watched, Pidgeot’s wings beat once more, and then she dropped back down.

“I guess that’s it, then,” Ash said. “Whoa… look at how long she’s diving for. That Pidgey must have got really high!”

Pidgeot descended for some time, going from a near-dot to a recognizably Pidgeot shape through the air telescope.

At that point, though, she stopped diving, and began to circle.

“Huh,” Ash frowned. “Not sure what that means.”


Some minutes later, Pidgeot accelerated out of her holding pattern and dove a little, then began to head rapidly back to the group.

As she alighted, Ash jogged over. “Welcome back, Pidgeot – what kept you?”

Pidgeot waved a wing at Ash, still a little tired. “I was waiting for Orville to come back down.”

Misty blinked. “But – wait, if you were waiting for him, that means… you didn’t follow him all the way up?”

“No, I did not,” Pidgeot confirmed. “My wings iced up too much for me to feel confident following him all the way up. He seemed to cope better with it.”

“And was he okay?” Ash asked her. “I mean, I guess he must be…”

“He was fine,” Pidgeot assured him. “He passed out on the way down, but I caught him down in the denser air and he recovered nicely.”

“Wow,” Ash said, contemplating that. “That is one tough Pidgey.”

“No argument here,” Pidgeot agreed firmly.


“Well, I guess it’s off to Yellow Rock Isle now,” Brock said, looking at the map. “That right, Dexter?”

Yes, it is. That’s most of the way to the Whirl Cup, and it is also where Misty will find Corsola.

“Not so fast,” Misty said.

Ash, Pikachu, Brock and Lucario turned to her in surprise.

“Pardon?” Ash asked for all of them. “I thought you were looking forward to-”

“I am!” Misty interrupted. “Of corsola I am!”

There was a stunned silence, then the faint clang of Lucario facepalming.

“Anyway,” she went on, blushing slightly at how horrible her own pun had been, “What I was saying was that I wanted to see if I could catch a Chinchou, since I remember there’s some on this island.”

Brock blinked. “Don’t you have a Chinchou?”

“I remember her alright,” Pikachu muttered. “That was a very, very annoying fight.”

Misty thought about bringing up the destruction of her gym again, but – remembering how casually Chuck had taken it – let it go, though not without some effort. “She was the gym’s Chinchou,” she said instead. “She belongs to the Cerulean Gym, part of the high-level challenge team – and one of the ones who keeps herself fit, which is what made her so useful. Anyway, I kind of want one for myself.”

“Huh,” Ash said, and shrugged. “Go ahead, then, we’ve got time.”


Misty cleared her throat, and several dozen of the migrating Chinchou turned to look at her.

“Hi!” she said, brightly. “Would any of you like to become one of my Pokémon?”

“…I have to admit,” one of them said, turning to the others. “This is refreshing. Humans normally aren’t polite enough to ask.”

“Thanks,” Misty replied.

The Chinchou blinked.

“Did… did I just imagine that?”

“No,” Misty said.

“Oh.” The Chinchou seemed a little nonplussed. “Okay then.”

A younger one spoke up. “What other Pokémon do you have?”

Misty smiled. “Staryu and Starmie, Seaking and Kingdra, Psyduck, Politoed, Gyarados, Togekiss and Kabutops.”

“What’s a Kabutops?”

Misty demonstrated by sending him out.

“Hello,” Kabutops said, bowing. “I am a reanimated fossil.”

“That’s something you don’t hear every day…”one Chinchou said.

“Talk about understatement,” another quipped.

The younger one flashed his lights twice. “I’ll go with you!”

Misty smiled, pleased. “Thanks! I have to admit, that was easier than I was expecting…”

The Chinchou shrugged. “You seem nice!”


“Well?” Brock asked.

She flashed him a grin. “Piece of cake! Didn’t even have to battle for him!”

“Hey, Misty?” Ash asked. “Remember when you said all my captures were pity-captures?”

Misty shot him a look. “Quiet, you!”


“Right, here we are,” Misty said. “Megi City.”

Ash looked around. “How is this a city? It barely looks like a town.”

The others shrugged.

“Hey – wait.” Pikachu’s ears twitched. “Did you hear that?”

Ash frowned. “Hear what?”

“I heard someone crying out – there it was again!”

Pikachu hopped off Ash’s shoulder. “This way!”


A few minutes took them to a beach, where they saw a house slowly floating out to sea – with a girl on the roof, calling for help.

“Right!” Misty said, snapping her fingers. “I remember this!”

Frowning, she considered how to help. “Okay – Gyarados!”

She sent out her largest Pokémon, and turned to Ash as he formed. “Can you have Meganium and Ivysaur help to tow the house back to shore?”

“Sure!” Ash replied promptly, climbing on Gyarados’ back and releasing the Grass-types.


With the powerful Gyarados providing power, they were able to pull the house away from danger in minutes, and from there Ivysaur and Meganium could switch to reeling it in from the shore and pull it the rest of the way to the beach.

Barely had they started that second phase, though, when Misty went diving off Gyarados’ back into the water.

“Uh…” Ash said, looking at where she’d just vanished from. “Misty?”

There were a couple of flashes visible through the water.

Then Misty came splashing back to shore – with her hair frizzed out, despite the seawater.

“I caught Corsola,” she said, holding up one of her Lure balls. “Might have been a mistake for Chinchou to use Thundershock underwater, though…”

“That was quick,” Ash blinked.


Sorting out the placement of the house – and reuniting the girl with her family – occupied some considerable time, and it was nearly lunch by the time they had everything sorted out and could afford to bring Corsola up to speed.

When she emerged from her Pokéball, the Coral seemed a bit miffed at being caught so easily. Ash gave her the usual treatment, and she blinked – then blinked again. “Misty?”

“That’s right,” Misty smiled. “Sorry about that…”

Corsola shrugged, which was quite a feat for an animate scleractinian. “I suppose it’s fine. I suppose.”

“Glad to have met your high expectations,” Misty said, a little tartly.

The Pokémon blinked. “Okay, I knew you knew what I called you, but that’s new. You speak Pokémon?”

“I taught her!” Ash said proudly.

“Ash Ketchum taught you how to speak to Pokémon,” Corsola repeated. She shook her head. “Now I’ve heard everything. Uh… why are we in the past?”

She did a double take. “And where’s Togepi? If this is the past-”

Togekiss emerged from her Pokéball, and waved. “Hi!”

“…I must admit, I had expected you to at most be a Togetic,” Corsola admitted. “Okay, so what else is new?”

Misty frowned. “Okay. You know Staryu, Starmie and Politoed?”

“Yes?” Corsola said warily. “Why?”

“They’re the same,” Misty clarified. “Just about everything else is different.”

“Define everything.” Corsola took a deep breath, preparing herself for this.

Misty cleared her throat. “Right. Horsea is now Kingdra, Goldeen evolved, I have a Kabutops, you’ve already met Chinchou, Psyduck is now coherent, Gyarados has been around for a while already, I’m on the Elite Four shortlist, and that’s not even getting into what Ash has done.”

Ash waved.

“…okay, I wasn’t ready for that,” Corsola admitted. “It was a lot crazier than I was expecting. How long have you been back?”

“Closer to two years than one,” Misty said. “They’ve been busy.”

“She’s fought Raikou, and then had a draw with Entei!” Ash contributed. “That last one was just late last week!”

Misty held in a giggle. “Poor Entei… I used Rain Dance every chance I got. The poor Beast…”

“I can see I have a lot to catch up to,” Corsola admitted.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Misty replied. “You’ll pick it up in no time!”

She winked. “At least you don’t have to get up to speed with what Ash’s team is like now.”

“I’m afraid to ask…”


That night, as they cruised towards Redrock Isle, Ash gazed out over the stern of the ship.

“Man, but it’s kind of nice to be going among islands again,” he mused to Pikachu. “The smell of the sea… kind of reminds me of home.”

Pikachu nodded. “I can see why it would.”

“Plus it means less time walking,” Ash added, grinning. “I mean, walking is fine, but it’s sometimes a welcome break to get around by boat.”

Pikachu smiled. “I can agree with that.”

“You mostly ride on my shoulder anyway,” Ash chuckled.

“Guilty as charged.”

They enjoyed the sound of the ship’s wake for a few minutes.

“Ash?” Pikachu asked. “What’s the plan for the Whirl Cup? Who are you going to use?”

“Whoever wants to,” Ash decided. “I’ll try to use everyone who does – but I’ll try to be careful with the Legendaries, if they do.”

The boy sighed. “I – yeah, I had this discussion already, but I don’t want to be like Tobias was.”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked a little. “Tobias… yeah, I know what you mean. Fighting his Latios was great fun, but it all felt a bit hollow.”

Ash reached up to the railing where Pikachu was standing, and gave him a gentle scratch. “Just let me know if I’m being a jerk, okay?”

“Sure thing,” Pikachu agreed. “But I can be bribed with ketchup to overlook the odd mildly jerkish moment…”

They shared a chuckle.

Then Pikachu frowned, looking out to sea. “Eh?”

“What?” Ash asked, becoming alert. “Do you see something?”

“Not see, no… hear.”

Ash listened, hard. Ignoring the faint splashing of the waves against the ship, and the disturbed water from the screw propeller…

There.

He looked up. “Wait – that’s… Lugia? Pikachu, didn’t we see that-”

“Ash, this isn’t the local one. Voice is too deep – I can tell the difference. In fact…”

With surprisingly little fanfare, a white-and-blue head emerged from the water. Hello, Ash.

Ash’s hand came up and he waved, largely on reflex. Then he did a double take. “Wait – you’re the Lugia from-”

From Shamouti, yes. In one sense, yours. Lugia nodded, and beneath the surface they saw his wide wings beating to keep him moving at the right distance from the ferry. I came to ask a favour.

“Sure!” Ash said immediately. “What is it?”

Thank you, Ash. I would like for you to carry me – in my Pokéball – for the next week or two, and for Pidgeot to handle my duties in Shamouti.

Ash frowned. “Uh – sorry, but – why?”

Do you recall how, around this time last timeline, my mate and child were abducted? I believe you were there.

“We were, yeah,” Ash confirmed.

I was not there at the time, of course, Lugia elaborated. I don’t know much about what happened – it seemed unimportant to find out. And now, when it does matter… I can’t ask anyone, and I don’t want to risk them killing Silver – whereas if I stay with them to keep them safe, whoever did it will be ready for me. So, all I can do is try to help rescue them.

He fixed Ash with his gaze. Last time, you saved them. And this time, I want to help you do it again.

Ash nodded. “Right. Of course I will, that’s fine – hold on a sec.”

He released Pidgeot. “You heard?”

“Only the bit you said,” Pidgeot replied. “What do you need me to do?”

Pidgeot, would you be willing to handle my duties at Shamouti for now? Lugia asked. I understand if you are reluctant.

“No, I’m – well, flattered, but if you think I’m ready then I’ll try to live up to your recommendation.” Pidgeot flapped her wings. “I’ll keep an eye on them.”

Good. Thank you. Now, Ash, if you don’t mind-”

“Sure,” Ash said. He gave Pidgeot her Pokéball, and she set off south towards the open sea on silent wings.

When she was well clear, he rummaged for the ‘ball keyed to Lugia, and returned him.

“I’m glad of your trust,” he said, smiling. “And that Doctor Namco won’t know what hit him…”


“Welcome to the preliminary rounds of the Whirl Cup!” the announcer said. “Now, remember, these rounds are held under sudden death conditions – both competitors send out one Water-type, last one standing is the winner! There will be two sudden death rounds today.”

Ash grinned. “All right!”

He glanced down at his set of Pokéballs for the week – aside from Lugia’s Pokéball, which was safely in his bag, everyone was a Water-type.

They’d discussed it last night, who he would send out and in what order.

Predictably, Squirtle wanted to go first.

“Okay, listen up!” Squirtle announced, as Ash duly sent him out onto the first battlefield. “You may be a Seel, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to go easy on you!”

Raising his arm, he pointed to the sky. “If you want to be a great Water Pokémon, you have to understand what it means to be a Water-type! Water is strong, and powerful, and it moves around the whole world! That means it has the force of a tidal wave, the power of a storm! Waterspout!”

The Seel facing him had just enough time to do a double-take before Squirtle finished charging his attack. The high-throughput stream of water smashed into him, sending him skidding backwards across the floor of the arena and into the retaining wall at speed.

When the Waterspout faded, he was out for the count.

“…huh,” Squirtle said, blinking. “I kind of expected that to take longer.”

“I’ll be honest, so did I,” Ash admitted.

His erstwhile opponent was muttering something unprintable about the matching-up system, which had put him – a hobbyist with one badge – up against the most recent Indigo league winner.


Misty was having it just about as easy. She stuck to using Corsola for the first match, to help re-familizarize herself with the Coral Pokémon, and her opponent had never heard of Mirror Coat – worse luck for him.

The second was even quicker, as she sent out Chinchou against what turned out to be a Magikarp.


“Is it me,” Ash said, that night, “or is the challenge a bit lower than we’re used to?”

Misty shrugged. “I’m sure there’s some other good Water-type trainers taking part.”


The second day of the tournament, they moved to the Whirl Cup Colosseum itself.

As Ash prepared for his next match, one of the orderlies approached him. “Mister Ketchum?”

Ash nodded. “That’s me – why?”

“Oh – well. You have a reputation,” the orderly began. He cleared his throat. “So don’t break the colosseum, we’re going to need it for the whole tournament and we’ve only got so many replacement arena floors – and no replacement arena walls.”

Surprised, Ash blinked. “Am I really that bad?”

“Yes,” the orderly said, bluntly. “We’ve all seen what you did to Cianwood gym.”

“That was partly Chuck…” Ash muttered, hurt.

“Doesn’t matter,” the man told him. “Be careful!”


Fortunately for the Whirl Cup Colosseum, Ash stuck to using Totodile and Kingler for the next few matches. While both were powerful Pokémon, they – unlike Squirtle – could resist the urge to overdo it.

The quarter final, however, was another matter.


“I can’t believe we’ve been drawn against one another!” Ash sighed.

“Yeah,” Misty agreed. “This is really inconvenient.”

Brock cleared his throat. “Well, it was going to happen. Unless one of you was planning on losing to someone else-”

“Yeah, but it could at least have been the semi-finals or something.” Ash shrugged. “Well, I guess you’re right… hey, Misty? How do you want to do this?”

Misty looked at him suspiciously. “Explain?”

“Well… I mean, I could use Suicune and Keldeo, but that would be…” Ah rubbed the back of his head. “Silly…”

“And unfair,” Pikachu contributed.

Misty frowned, tapping her fingers. “How are you doing teaching Suicune more moves?”

“Huh?” Ash thought. “Pretty well – she’s got several more Water moves, but Freeze-Dry is still giving her problems.”

“Right.” Misty nodded. “Okay. Can you use just her, please?”

Ash smiled. “Sure thing, Misty.”

Suicune burst out of her ‘ball, and gave Misty a curious look. “You’re planning something, aren’t you?”

“Of course I am,” Misty replied with a shrug.


“And welcome!” announced Maya, the Sea Priestess. “Now, this match, the second match of the quarter-finals, is unusual – because one of our contestants, Ash Ketchum, has announced his intent to use just one Pokémon!”

Ash stepped up to the stand, and waved. Then he took the Fast Ball from his belt, and threw it.

Gasps ran around the stadium. “Is that-”

“That’s Suicune!”

“I heard about-”

A smirk playing about her features, Suicune paced around in a circle before coming back to stand just before Ash.

“…right,” the normally unflappable Maya said, recovering. “And his opponent, Misty Waterflower of Cerulean.”

Misty sent out Politoed. “Okay, Politoed! Ready?”

Politoed clapped his hands. “Yep!”

Maya cleared her throat. “Begin!”


Suicune pounced forwards, aiming directly for Politoed.

The froglike Pokémon hopped from right leg to left, and then Bounced high into the air, evading Suicune’s first rush.

Suicune skidded to a halt and looked up, aiming for the flying Politoed. She inhaled, and fired a Bubblebeam – gauging it carefully to compensate for Politoed’s movement.

For his part, Politoed endured the bubbles bursting around him with little trouble. He landed on one side of the pool, legs coiling to take the impact, then kicked off again as Suicune approached.

“This could get annoying,” Suicune muttered.

“Can you cover the surfaces in ice?” Ash asked. “Make it so he can’t get the leverage?”

“Good plan,” Suicune said. She switched tacks and began to use Rime – supercooled water – to plaster the side of the pool, remaining on the move all the time by walking in circles on the central pool.

Politoed was able to keep bouncing around for a while by aiming for the places where the ice hadn’t reached yet, but sooner or later that ran out.

At this point, Politoed landed instead in the water.

“…hm,” Suicune said, looking down into the water. “Any ideas?”

Ash frowned. “Not really… guess you could try to freeze the whole pool?”

Suicune began to nod, then jumped backwards and opened fire with a Bubblebeam. The reason became immediately clear, as Politoed burst out of the water where Suicune had been standing.

Politoed was hit head-on by the stream of bubbles, but shook it off and disappeared into the water again.

Suicune let off the attack, and switched to Ice Beam again. Hopping up onto the icy poolside, she began moving with deliberate care on the layers of ice while freezing over the surface of the pool.

Ash watched carefully, trying to figure out what Misty was planning. As seconds passed into minutes, the icy crust joined up and thickened.

“…come on,” he said, frowning. “What’s going on?”

He closed his eyes, to see Politoed under the water. He sat there, seemingly content with his situation, for several seconds – then burst upwards.

“Whoa!” Ash snapped, eyes opening. “Look-”

The icy coating shattered into thousands of pieces as Politoed punched through it, engulfed in a red glow. He followed up by picking one of the largest pieces of ice and punching it directly at Suicune with a Mega Punch.

Suicune blurred into motion to dodge, skidding back to a halt on the other side of the battlefield – extending the claws normally hidden in her paws to brake on the icy surface.

“How’s he so-” Ash began, then overrode himself. “That must be Belly Drum! Look out!”

“Got it!” Suicune replied. The North Wind coiled around her, and she used it to dart out of the way as Politoed came down for a devastating Body Slam which shook the stadium. Skating around in a curve, she volleyed in more Bubblebeam at Politoed, before adding an Air Cutter to it with her summoned wind.

Unlike all the previous attacks, that had a visible effect. Politoed winced, and stumbled a bit.

“How come none of the-” Ash blinked. He pointed accusingly at Misty. “I didn’t know Politoed had Water Absorb!”

Misty shrugged. “You never asked.”

“That explains a lot…” Suicune muttered. She coiled her body, claws finding purchase on the ice, and sprang forwards for a physical attack.

Politoed’s reply was to Bounce into the air again – using the shattered section of ice he’d landed on before for purchase – and Suicune growled as she skidded to a halt again.

“This could become annoying.” Streamers flapping in the wind, Suicune pulled together another Air Cutter and sent it knifing out at Politoed.

Politoed went backwards slightly from the attack, and recovered with a grimace. Folding his arms, he gave Suicune a glare.

“…is that supposed to… I mean… what?” Suicune asked, blinking.

As she frowned in confusion, Politoed jumped back up – and vanished into his Pokéball.

“What was that in aid of?” Suicune turned to Ash, seeking some kind of explanation.

Ash had one. “Look out!”

Well, it wasn’t really an explanation, per se.

Suicune turned in the direction he was pointing, yelped, and got a green-glowing blade to the face.


Misty smirked.

It hadn’t been easy to set this up – teaching Kabutops Leaf Blade had been almost as much effort as teaching Politoed Baton Pass – but it had certainly paid off, as her Fossil Pokémon was waving around supercharged Grass-cloaked scythes running off a huge amount of extra energy from Politoed.

Suicune finally got Kabutops out of her face with a high-pressure blast of water, and in reply the eurypterid-of-doom plunged into the pool.

The water churned from strokes of his powerful swimming muscles, and he burst out of the water again moments later and half the pool away. Scythes held ready, he darted forwards with his clawed feet finding easy purchase on the ice.


Suicune went skidding backwards from the next impact, one she wasn’t able to fully block, and she grunted from the impact of the blow after that. She tried to pounce forwards in a counterattack, and Kabutops backed away from it with ease.

“I think we outsmarted ourselves,” she muttered, paws scrabbling and barely able to gain traction on the icy surface of the poolside – especially with all the larger chunks everywhere.

Ash nodded, wincing. All the ice made it harder for Suicune to use her greatest advantage – her blurring speed – and the water pool meant that Kabutops could actually come close to matching her on that front at the moment.

Kabutops slammed in another dual-scythe blow, staggering Suicune and sending her skidding backwards – onto the section of ice Politoed had previously broken up.

As soon as she reached it, she felt the change in the character of the surface and broke into a grin. “There we go!”

Raising her forepaws, she rammed them into the splintered ice – shattering it completely and finding her way through to the stone underneath.

Looking up, she locked onto Kabutops’ position. “Bulldoze!”

“Jump!” Misty shouted.

The stadium shook as Suicune pulsed out the powerful Earth shockwave, shattering the ice coating every surface – and doing minor, mostly cosmetic damage to the stone beneath.

Kabutops had managed to jump in time, however, and was mostly unaffected by the Bulldoze. He came down on Suicune like an avalanche, just as she recovered her footing again.

Twin Leaf-Blade cloaked scythes slashed down on a sudden spherical eruption of water as Suicune used Hydro Pump.

That blunted the initial impact of the scythes, but Kabutops promptly crossed his arms and then uncrossed them again – delivering two pairs of scissoring blows through the curtain of water as it collapsed.

Suicune managed to endure those blows, too, but was left panting and exhausted. Growling, she inhaled, and surged forwards into a horizontal Waterfall just as Kabutops raised his scythes for one more blow.

Water fountained everywhere, raining down on the spectators.

When it faded, neither Pokémon was conscious.


Misty stared for a moment, before glancing up at Ash.

He looked just as surprised as she was. Then, with a sigh and a grin, he nodded to her. “Nice work, Misty!”

Ash stepped back from the stand, returning Suicune, and walked back down the steps.


“…whoa,” Bruno said, finally.

Lorelei rubbed her eyes. “That was-”

“Yeah,” Lance confirmed.

“And he was using-”

“Exactly.”

“And she still-”

Lance grinned.


“I think I hate battling people who know what I’ve been working on,” Ash said to Brock, as they sat in the crowd the next day.

Brock made a sympathetic noise.

“Especially when they’ve been working on things behind my back,” Ash added. “I didn’t even know Kabutops could learn Leaf Blade…”

“Well, you know now,” Brock pointed out. “And I bet you’re not going to forget about Water Absorb again for a while…”

“Too right,” Ash agreed.

“But what strikes me most is how she used your tendency to plan on the fly,” Brock added.

Ash blinked. “She did?”

“Yeah,” Brock nodded. “She baited you into doing something to ruin the poolside as a viable fighting platform… and then used the water to her advantage.”

Ash turned thoughtful after that.

A moment later, there was a loud bang from the arena. They looked up just in time to see a thoroughly zapped Gyarados collapsing to the side of the pool.

“Good one, Chinchou!” Misty called. “Now, use Brine!”

Misty’s opponent sent out her Golduck, who was splashed by the Brine attack and then hit by a blast of electricity. Undeterred, the Golduck advanced behind a psionic shield, and managed to knock Chinchou out of the fight.

“This is going to be close,” Ash said, leaning forwards, as Misty sent out her own Psyduck.


Maya tapped the staff on the floor. “And congratulations to our winner, Misty Waterflower!”

Applause ran around the stand.

Maya smiled, and handed Misty the pendant. “Here is your prize – a Mystic Water. Congratulations, Sea Heroine.”

At Misty’s surprise, she chuckled. “It’s the official term for the winner – well, when they’re a girl. Well done!”


Raikou’s tail lashed.

“You seem annoyed,” his double pointed out.

“I AM!” Raikou rumbled. “I was an idiot, tried to throw the match with Ash-”

Suicune’s shiny copy blinked. “You actually did that?”

The Beast of Thunder rolled his eyes. “Yes, I did. More fool me… now I have to make amends. And I think I might just know how…”

He stood. “Who do you know who understands Pokémon and speaks human?”

Blank looks.

“Right!” Raikou’s voice was full of conviction. “Sign language it is, then!”

With that, he pelted off.

The remaining beasts exchanged confused looks.


Falkner was enjoying a quiet evening, so far.

There’d only been one challenger, a new kid who’d had the forethought to bring a Geodude. Those weren’t the most enjoyable matches, since Falkner’s first-timer lineup was almost comically unprepared for Rock Throw, but – well, using type advantage well was quite enough to earn the first badge.

Then there was a knock at the door.

Rising, Falkner called Hoothoot to his shoulder and walked over to the gym door. “Come in!” he called.

There was a pause, then the knocking again.

“I told you, it’s unlocked!”

More knocking.

Confused, Falkner pulled the handle down and opened the door. “I told you, it’s – what?”

A large yellow-purple quadruped stood there – one of the Beasts of Ecruteak!? - looking levelly at him with red eyes.

Then it reached down to the floor, picked something up delicately between saber-like fangs, and held it up.

Falkner was surprised to discover it was a sign. A wooden sign, painted white, with words in slightly shaky black lettering.

I WOULD LIKE TO CHALLENGE

After several seconds of staring, Raikou adjusted his grip on the shaft of the sign and twirled it around to show the other side.

YOU FOR A BADGE

Falkner gaped.

His Hoothoot tapped his head with a beak.

“Oh! Sorry – uh… I guess… why?”

Raikou rolled his eyes. He put the sign down, took a paintbrush from his mane, and started to write on a sign blank that had been behind him.

Falkner watched as a succinct explanation took shape.

Briefly put, Raikou felt like it.

“…okay,” Falkner said, absorbing that. He massaged his temples, and sighed. “Right. Right. Uh… do you have any badges already?”

Head shake.

“Right. Please don’t hurt my no-badge team…”


“I told you!” Zapdos cawed. “Neither of you is ready to-”

“Say what?” Moltres snapped, wings flaring. “If you’re going to make that kind of claim-”

“You’re both morons,” Articuno sighed. “Clearly I’m the only one sensible enough to be in charge!”

“Ahem,” a quiet voice coughed.

“Sensible? Sensible?” Moltres laughed. “Don’t, please, you’ve got worse impulse control than-”

“And which of us was it who-”

“Ahem,” the quiet voice said, more loudly this time.

“At least I didn’t start it!” Moltres said hotly. “In fact, if I recall correctly-”

A red beam of light speared out from overhead, wove delicately between the three birds and blew a zigzag-shaped series of waterspouts out of the sea below.

“Right,” Pidgeot said, now that the Birds were listening. “None of you is in charge. I am. And that’s for two reasons. First, Lugia specifically recruited me to keep you three in line.”

The Birds reacted to that with dubious looks.

“Secondly, and more importantly, I know Aeroblast and I have a sustained speed in level flight three times greater than what any of you can achieve. I can reach out and touch you from miles off, and you can’t stop me.”

Zapdos charged a bolt of electricity and snapped it off at her, quick as a flash.

When the rumbling had faded, all that was there was a cloud of featherdown drifting towards Shamouti Sound miles below.

Then the beam came again. It was blue, not red, a purposefully underpowered Aeroblast, but it traced right up Zapdos’ spine before terminating at the base of his neck – the whole knocking him tumbling through the sky, until he righted himself substantially lower down.

Pidgeot drifted closer to them again, shedding altitude. “Any questions?”

None were forthcoming.


Professor Oak looked up as the doorbell rang.

“Oh! Ah – Tracey, can you get that, please?”

Tracey Sketchit duly stood. “Sure thing, Professor.”

He walked over to the lab door, and opened it. “Oh, hello Molly!”

“Hi!” Molly said, waving. “Want to buy some cookies?”

Tracey’s eyes widened. “Don’t say that word! Not when-”

There was a glutinous noise.

“Cookies?” Muk asked, oozing into view.

Tracey sighed. “Oh, well…”

Eevee chuckled.

“Don’t worry, mister Sketchit!” Molly said earnestly. “We made a special one for Muk!”

Muk’s smile widened.

It congealed slightly when Molly waved a finger at him. “And you’re not allowed to have any of the others, okay? Only your special one.”

Disappointed, Muk nodded.

Molly rummaged in her bag, and took out a wide, thick cookie with Muk drawn on it in icing. “Here you go!”

Muk beamed, and she unwrapped it from the cellophane before throwing it to him.

His jaws closed on it with a slam, and he oozed off chewing happily.

“Good plan,” Tracey said with a smile.

“Thanks!” Molly replied. “It’s Curse!”

There was a sound of shattering plastic.

Tracey blinked. “You mean… you gave him a TM in a cookie?”

“Yep!” Molly nodded. “He likes them!”

“You’ve got that right,” the boy admitted.


“You’re kidding,” James said, with a sigh. “She found us again.”

“Ta be honest, I’m surprised dat it took dis long,” Meowth said with a shrug. “Remember, we were kinda on da news for a bit.”

“True,” Jessie agreed, as they watched the helicopters sweep in. “Seriously, if she has this much money, why does she even want to marry you?”

“Beats me,” James said, with a shake of his head. “Okay, guys, how do you want to play this?”

“We could just run away again,” Jessie suggested. “Go take another holiday.”

“True,” James nodded.

“Or we could send Meowth in to leave a Ponyta on her pillow,” she went on.

Both the others blinked, giving her a confused look.

“What?” she asked, defensively. “It would burn her bed down and then escape out the window, damaging that too. It would be a way of making her back off.”

“Yeah, but where we gonna get the Ponyta?” Meowth asked. “I mean, it ain’t like da Laramie Ranch is gonna give ‘em out without expectin ‘em back, even ta James.”

Jessie shrugged. “Well, it was an idea…”

She took the Pokéballs belonging to Cubone and Wobbuffet. “Right, let’s just do this the old fashioned way. Think you’re going to get more of them, or am I?”

Meowth raised his paws, coins glittering between them. “Ya know, a helicopter engine’s kinda vulnerable to being hit very hard by a lump a’ metal…”

All three looked up at a sudden roar of flame, followed by an explosion.


“There they are!” Jessiebelle said, a grin spreading across her face. “Remember, I want James alive and preferably unharmed… but, in a pinch, having one ring finger left will do.”

“Roger that, ma’am – gah!”

“Gah?” Jessiebelle repeated, grin of triumph replaced by a frown. “What could-”

Her command helicopter rocked in the wash from an explosion.

She glanced out the side, looking for the source, and saw four helicopters were already plunging towards the plain below. Parachutes blossomed as the crews bailed out, and then the cause of their loss swept past.

Jessiebelle gaped. “…what the heck is a Moltres doing here?”


“Ya know,” Meowth said, as the Legendary swept through Jessiebelle’s private army and turned it into a public rabble, “Any time about two years ago or so, it’d be us on dem helicopters.”

James nodded. “Times have changed.”

The final rotary aircraft went down in a ball of flame, parachute canopies indicating that the crew there had survived too, and the Moltres turned – cutting a spectacular figure against the billowing smoke – before vanishing into the distance once more.

“…that probably means nothing,” Jessie said, eventually.

“Yeah, probably not.”


AN:

That Pidgey is kind of strange… almost Pidgey Baumgartner. Dedicated, though.

Lugia… well, you’d be surprised.

As for the Whirl Cup…

Misty is very good with Water-types. She’s also now fought all three of the Beasts, and the one she did the best against was the one where she saw exactly what moves she had and hadn’t mastered yet.

And a quick look in on several other people. Incidentally, once he recovers Falkner is probably going to give Raikou a bit more of a fight than that.






83. Johto 25


This is the first of two chapters today.


“Doctor Namco?”

The Doctor sighed. “Namba, as you well know.”

“…actually, no, I didn’t,” the grunt said, looking confused. “I got told it was-”

“Oh, never mind. Report.”

The grunt nodded. “Right. Target two is still following the normal behaviour patterns, and the decoy has been put in place.”

“Good.” Namba smiled. “And target one?”

“We’ve not seen it recently, but no departure was noticed – and since target two is still there-”

“Very good.” Namba nodded. “Our countermeasures?”

“I’ll answer that,” said one of his allies, striding into the room. “At ease.”

The grunt nodded to him, and stood back.

“Doctor Nerva, we-”

“Why do I even bother?” Namba interjected. He waved a hand. “Sorry. Do go on.”

“As I was saying, we have delivered on our end of the bargain.” The tall, gaunt man handed over a bag. “Six Shadow Pokémon. Two each Magnezone, Dusknoir and Probopass – they should suffice for the trap.”

“Excellent,” Namba said, earlier irritation forgotten. “These will be most suitable.”

The gaunt man waited.

When the silence stretched, he sighed. “And your side of the bargain?”

“You know as well as I do what that is,” Namba said, waving a hand in dismissal.

“Please. Do remind me.”

Namba sighed. “Very well. You get the adult, properly converted and enhanced by the machine. The child is mine – suitably enhanced, of course.”

“Of course,” his interlocutor agreed. “A pleasure doing business with you… Doctor Samba.”

Namba’s eye twitched.


Ash squinted, looking ahead on the path. “Wait – is that…”

He grinned. “It is! Hey, Ritchie!”

At his shout, the figure turned. “Oh, hi Ash!”

Sparky waved, too, long orange-tipped black tail flagging back and forth, and the other boy stopped to let Ash and his friends catch up.

“Man, I’ve not seen you in months!” Ash said, jogging up. “How’s things?”

Ritchie shrugged. “Well – I told you about Almia, right?”

Ash nodded.

“We handled it – Cid evolved while we were there. He’s a Gallade now.” Ritchie chuckled, rubbing the back of his head. “The final battle was just awesome – I was on Zippo, blowing chunks out of this gigantic war machine, and Cid just jumped on board and started wrecking the insides.”

Sparky nodded. “I helped, too!”

“Yeah, Sparky helped,” Ritchie agreed, scratching his Raichu. “He was swatting missiles out of the air left and right… we all owe one another, really.”

“I know the feeling,” Ash said, with a nod. “How about since then?”

“Oh…” Ritchie reached up again, and Sparky’s tail wrapped around his finger. “Since then it’s been pretty quiet, actually. Last several months, we’ve just been going around Japan trying to pick which League to challenge next. I’m thinking Sinnoh, but Sparky disagrees.”

“I want somewhere with a Water or Flying gym,” Sparky explained. “Or Hoenn. Hoenn has both.”

“Well, I guess I can understand that,” Ash said, and nodded to the side of the path. “Hey, let’s catch up all the way – how are the others?”

Taking the invitation, Ritchie swung his bag off his back. He braked it with a quick burst of psychic energy, and sat on the grass next to it. “Okay… well, you know Zippo’s a Charizard, of course, and I mentioned Cid.”

So saying, he released the duo. Zippo sat with a pleased growl, spreading his wings out in the sunlight, and his Gallade gave each trainer there a measured bow.

“Lighten up, Cid,” Ritchie invited. “They’re friends.”

The Psychic-type spread his hands. “That is how I show respect to friends, Ritchie.”

Shaking his head, Ritchie looked at Ash as if to invite comment. “Yeah, it’s this all the time. I keep telling him he needs to relax…”

The trainer shrugged. “Oh, yeah, the others. This is Cruise.”

He released a Pupitar, who hovered there for a couple of seconds before hovering gently to the ground.

“He’s not been as active, recently,” Ritchie apologized. “He says it’s just the evolutionary stage, but I’m not so sure…”

Cruise animated long enough to give his trainer a look, then settled back to the grass and closed his eyes.

“Layabout,” Ritchie said fondly. He then took another Pokéball from his belt. “Oh, yeah, you know Eevee…”

“Still not evolved?” Ash asked, curiously, as the little Normal-type ran around in circles and Sparky kicked off to join him.

“Yep,” Ritchie confirmed. “Still can’t decide. I guess there’s that much choice.”

“I’d have figured Espeon,” Ash admitted. “You know, with the psychic thing.”

“He’s not great at psychic training,” Ritchie replied with a shrug. “We have tried.”

“You two really know one another well, don’t you?” Brock said, half his attention on Sparky playing keep-away with his lightning-bolt tailtip and Eevee.

“Actually…” Ash frowned. “We only met once, at the Indigo League.”

“I guess we just hit it off well,” Ritchie agreed. He then blinked, and rummaged in his bag. “Oh, yeah, I forgot! This is Fortune, he’s new too.”

The Pokémon who solidified from the Pokéball was a sleek Rapidash. He looked Ash over, then nodded.

“I use him to get around when Zippo’s kind of a bit big,” Ritchie filled in. “I’ve got a few more… there’s Goldie, my Cherrim, Soaker – a Finneon – and a Poochyena called Sooty… and I think that’s about it.”

He glanced over to make sure that Eevee was okay, then turned back to Ash. “So – who do you have who I’ve not met? Who’s evolved?”

Ash took a breath. “This could take a while… okay, Riolu evolved-”

Ritchie looked up at Lucario. “I’d never have guessed.”

“It was quite dramatic,” Lucario assured him.

“Apart from that…” Ash counted under his breath. “…right, let’s do them in chronological order. I met a Lapras…”


“You’ve been busy,” Ritchie complimented him, as the list approached the end.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I know.”

He looked up as Brock handed him a plate. “Oh – thanks, Brock, you’re awesome.”

Brock smiled, passing another plate of food to Ritchie. “Well, this is turning into a picnic.”

“You have cool friends, Ash,” Ritchie said, smelling the food. “That smells delicious, Mr. Slate.”

“Please, call me Brock!” Brock asked firmly. “Mr. Slate is my Dad. Makes me sound old!”

Ritchie chuckled. “I’ll remember that. So, Ash – was that the end of the list?”

“Not quite,” Ash hedged. “There’s a couple-”

He looked up. “What was that?”

The scattered conversations between the Pokémon went silent too.

For a moment, there was stillness. Then a tremor of movement ran through the camp as over half the Pokémon came to their feet.

“Who else heard that?” Lucario asked, paws already sparking into bright blue life.

“I certainly did!” Zippo roared. “What was it?”

“A Lugia,” Lucario said, having teased out the voice itself. “In severe pain. We should hurry!”

Brock’s food fell to the ground, forgotten, as all four trainers set off at speed.


“Marvellous,” Namba said, chuckling.

Catching the young one had been easy enough, but the adult… that had posed more of a problem.

Or it had – until six Shadow-enhanced Pokémon had simultaneously caught her in a powerful Gravity trap as she crested the hill searching for her babe, and slammed her into the ground hard enough to knock the wind out of her.

The grunts – mostly from Cipher – moved in to get their specimens underground. It would be important to have this Lugia in the machine before she recovered enough to fight.


Ritchie got there first, with Fortune’s help.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t head straight on in. By the time he got there, the Cipher team was ready for him.

He was attacked by a Liepard as he dismounted from the Rapidash, its wicked tail-scythe slashing at Fortune’s legs, and he returned the Rapidash before switching out to Cid.

For his part, Cid opened hostilities with enthusiasm. Grabbing the tail just behind its scythe with one arm, he pulled the startled feline towards him and volleyed in a Brick Break before it managed to eel out of his grip and regain some distance.

“What the hell’s going on?” Ritchie asked, gaze flicking back and forth and noticing the other three admins – as well as at least a dozen grunts, all standing back as reserve.

Liepard darted back in, tail lashing, and Cid raised both arms in a Quick Guard – successfully deflecting its attempt at Fake Out – before giving a pace and blocking a Night Slash.

His next move was a sudden switch to aggressiveness. Lashing out with a Power-up Punch, he knocked the incoming Dark-type backwards and pounced forwards as a follow-up – then grunted as the local gravity suddenly tripled.

Ritchie grunted, looking up, and saw a Dusknoir with strange purple-shadow highlights was focusing on the area. Probably that was the one using the enhanced-gravity move.

A slap-BANG drew his attention, as Cid used Vacuum Wave – barely slowed by the higher gravity. It licked out and punched the startled cat in the face, sending it skidding backwards.

The Liepard shook his head, tried to get up, and slumped back.

Apparently the man Ritchie was fighting considered the battle as good as done as well. He scowled, and switched to some kind of bizarre hieroglyphics-like flying Pokémon.

“You back here as well, Cid!” Ritchie instructed, flipping open his Pokédex with one hand. “Huh. Sigilyph… okay, Sparky, you handle it!”

Sparky’s cheeks… well, sparked. He jumped forwards, taking Cid’s place on the battlefield, and snapped off an exploratory Thunderbolt.

The Raichu’s bolt crashed forwards, then splashed off a series of Light Screens, and both human and Pokémon frowned.

“Looks like it’s not going to be as easy as all that…” Ritchie sighed, and Sparky nodded.

“Perhaps we should try – whoa!”

A beam of psionic energy hit the ground where Sparky had been. Not wanting to be hit, the Raichu dodged away from the next two blasts as well, and focused.

His tail lashed back and forth, glowing for a moment, and then stopped glowing and he volleyed in two more blasts of electricity.

“I predict you’re in trouble,” Sparky said lightly, still running around in circles.

“That’s not going to help,” the Cipher man said with a chuckle. “You realize that trying the same thing when it failed the first time is insanity?”

Ritchie grinned.

Then a ball of light appeared next to Sigilyph, hovered there for a moment, and shot sideways.

“Future Sight!” Sparky explained, tail snapping, and he sent forwards a Thunder Wave just as the Future Sight ball hit.

Distracted by the multi-pronged attack, the Sigilyph’s screens let through the crackle of electricity. It slumped to the ground, and Sparky pounced with a Wild Charge.

“Still think that was insanity?” Ritchie asked, as the Psychic-type skidded along the ground from the force of the Electric attack.

The Cipher man pursed his lips. “I’m afraid you’re unlikely to appreciate this properly, boy, but needs must. This is a Shadow Pokémon! Druddigon!”

Ritchie winced at the sight.

It was a Druddigon, right enough, but it was… wrong. Purple energy gathered on its claws and on the edges of its rocky skin, and it had dead-looking eyes.

“Watch out, Sparky…” he said, frowning. “This could be a tough one.”

“Shadow Smash!”


Brock gaped. “You’re… are you real?”

Miror B pointed to a grunt. “Music!”

Some Latin-styled dance music began playing from a boombox.

“There we go!” Miror B said, starting to dance. “But I got to tell you, you ain’t gonna have an easy time of it with me!”

He reached to his waist. “Go! Ludicolo! Ludicolo! Ludicolo! Ludicolo! Ludicolo, and Ludicolo!”

“That’s…” Brock was lost for words.

“Ludicolous?” Ninetales recommended.

He gave her a look. “You’re not helping.”

“Sorry…”

“Okay” Brock took a breath. Right. Ludicolo.

At least he knew how to handle that Pokémon, having used it himself.

“Crobat! Forretress!” he sent out.

As the two Pokémon materialized, Miror B was giving his own commands. “Rain Dance! Now, just plain dance!”

The six Ludicolo started dancing.


Ice roared skywards, and a Tropius with crackling purple energy running over its wings jinked to one side.

A second blast followed, and this time the Grass-type wasn’t so lucky. It was caught in the powerful Ice Beam, and came crashing to the ground.

“Hm,” Misty’s opponent said, seeming offended. “So much for the vaunted strength of Shadow Pokémon… some brat finished it off.”

Misty shook her head. “You really expect a Water-type specialist not to have some plan for Grass-types?”

She shrugged. “Besides, Shadow or not, it’s still got the same weaknesses as usual!”

“You’ll pay for that,” her opponent promised. “But if weaknesses are the problem… Manetric!”

Misty was already returning her Gyarados, and switching to Staryu. “Okay, Staryu – Cutting Water Dance!”

“Hah!” Staryu replied, spinning up into the air.


“Look out!” Ash called, and Lucario ducked below a sweeping Blaze Kick from his opponents’ Blaziken.

Palms glowing, he slapped the follow-up punch aside, and slammed home a Force Palm as Blaziken overextended a little.

“Hm,” Nascour said, frowning. “Feisty little boy, aren’t you…”

“More than you’d think,” Ash said with a grin. As he said that, Lucario formed an Ice Punch on his off-hand, and started giving ground from the Shadow Pokémon he was fighting.

Nascour looked closely. “There’s no way that’s… what are you up to?”

There was a sudden crash from behind the Cipher admin, and he looked around – the puzzle of Lucario’s tactics forgotten.

His gaze fell on the Shadow Dusknoir who had been forming part of the trap for Lugia – or, rather, one of them in particular, who was currently being beaten up, down and sideways by phantasmal copies of several wildly distinct Pokémon. (Including, strangely enough, a Lugia.)

“Got him!” Houndour yapped to Ash, poking his head over a small rise next to the Dusknoir.

“Good work!” Ash called back. “Now get the next one!”

As he said that, the duplicates disappeared, and the Shadow Dusknoir fell to the ground.

Nascour looked back to the trainer, just in time to see his Lucario do an uppercut which went nowhere near Blaziken.

To his astonishment, an instant whirlwind formed from nowhere at all, sweeping his bewildered Fire-type into the air. Lucario blurred after him, delivering a combination of stunning mid-air blows, and then finished off with an axe kick which sent Blaziken slamming back to the ground.

Undeterred, Nascour switched to his Alakazam.


“Hang in there, Sparky!” Ritchie said. “Just one more… there! Electroball!”

Sparky’s long tail whipped out in a circle, pulling together the electricity for an Electroball before launching it forwards. It was especially potent against such a slow Pokémon when fuelled by his earlier Agility, and despite the unfavourable type it proved to be enough to finish the Shadow Druddigon off.

“Good work!” he added, as Sparky landed next to him.

His opponent sighed. “Eelektross, handle this peon.”

Ritchie blinked at the sight – another Shadow Pokémon.

“Cruise, you handle this!” he instructed. “Have a rest, Sparky.”

The Pupitar jetted into position, and hovered there for a moment as the shadowy Eelektross began to circle.

“Giga Drain!” the Cipher admin shouted suddenly.

Eelektross lashed its tail and darted forwards, teeth glowing inside the sucker-like mouth-

And Cruise fired a Hyper Beam.

“What!?” the admin asked, startled at the sudden eruption of brightly-glowing energy.

Ritchie shrugged. “He learned it back in Almia,” the young trainer volunteered, as Eelektross staggered back. “Good work, Cruise – now, Smack Down!”

A circle of glowing rocks formed, orbiting Cruise at speed. They spun faster and faster, then speared out at the recovering Eelektross and knocked it to the ground.

“Earthquake!” Ritchie added, hoping to hit the grounded Electric-type before it recovered.


Crobat skimmed low over the heads of his opponents, spinning off Air Slashes to hit the Ludicolo.

They barely seemed to notice, continuing to dance.

“Uh…” Brock began, hesitantly. “You’ve been dancing for the last five minutes. Are you going to fight?”

Miror B shrugged, dancing himself. “Why would I do that?”

“Not sure, it just seems like the thing you do in this situation,” Brock admitted.

Forretress opened her shell slightly, and fired a Signal Beam out – playing it over one enemy at a time, hitting all six in sequence.

Again, no reaction. That could just be because they were using Rain Dish to heal, though.

There was a plume of flame from behind Miror B and his Pokémon, as Ninetales managed to sneak up on one of the Magnezone and Fire Blast it.

This got no more reaction from Miror B or his Ludicolo than anything else.

Brock took the time to try and get some kind of overview on the fight.

Ash and Misty seemed to be doing fine… and as he watched, Ritchie’s Pupitar finished off a Shadow Electric-type, so he was doing well too.

There was a bang from the other side of the battlefield, drawing Brock’s attention. None of them were over there, so what was that?


Lucario lowered his paws as his opponent slumped to the ground.

It had taken longer than either Ash or Lucario were comfortable with to beat the Alakazam, and he’d managed to get a few nasty psychic blows before going down…

On the plus side, Houndour had managed to get the other Dusknoir, so there were only the two Shadow Probopass left blocking the friends’ large Flying-types.

“That Lucario of yours is… inconveniently powerful,” Nascour said, frowning in irritation. “Very well – I’m sure this will handle him.”

Out came a Camerupt.

“Okay, Lucario, take a break,” Ash said. “Your turn!”

Suicune emerged, landing lightly, and smirked. “I’ll do my-”

“What!?” Ritchie called from halfway across the battlefield. “That’s awesome!”

Ash waved, a little embarrassed. “Yeah, I was about to mention…”

“Did you actually catch her?” Ritchie asked. “That’s so cool!”

“Camerupt!” Nascour snapped. “Sunny Day!”

The sun blazed brighter in the sky, banishing the clouds.

“Now, Solar-”

There was a rumble of thunder, and the clouds returned.

Taking advantage of the reprieve, Suicune fired a Hydro Pump at her still-charging opponent.

“Miror B!” Nascour said, in tones of complete exasperation. “What the hell was that for?”

“You’re not the boss of me, man!” Miror B called back. “I be dancing!”

“We’ve got a damned Legendary to deal with now!” Nascour admonished him, and got a rude gesture in return.

One of the ‘balls on Ash’s belt trembled.

“Not yet,” he said to it, as the two Cipher admins continued arguing. “They’ve still got some of their trap set up. Just a little longer.”

No further movement, but he could tell Lugia wasn’t happy with even as much waiting as they were doing.

Nascour sent out a Luxray next, who promptly got a faceful of Brine.

“What was that for?” he growled, looking with intense irritation at Suicune.

She smirked back. “A friend showed me.” With that, she darted in, and slammed her paws down to deliver a Bulldoze.

Luxray went skidding backwards from the blow. He snarled, and snapped off a Thunder at this irritating Water-type-

Which grounded off his tail back into his fur.

“Told you,” Suicune said, and rammed home a second Bulldoze.


“Man, I can’t believe these guys all got out of prison,” Wes said.

“I guess we missed a few,” Rui replied with a shrug. “Hey, at least we managed to catch up with them.”

“I guess.”

Their mount rocked a little.

“Hey… that’s strange,” Rui added, frowning. “I think there’s some Aura adepts over there.”

“Really?” Wes looked up. “Where?”

“I think it’s some of the kids. Not that one with the Raichu, though.”

Another Cipher grunt jumped in their way, and released a Girafarig and a Medicham. “You won’t get past me!”

Wes sighed. “Metagross?”

Affirmative. Meteor Mash.

Raising his two forelegs, Wes’ Metagross slammed home a Meteor Mash onto both Psychic-types.

When he resumed his advance a few seconds later, neither were conscious.

“These guys aren’t very tough,” he added, as the peon sent out a Delibird and a Parasect. “But it’s taking ages to get through them.”

He came to a decision. “Okay, you two,” he said, releasing his twin starters. “See if you can help clear us a path.”

Umbreon and Espeon jumped down from Metagross, landing lightly, and began lending supporting fire with Dark Pulses and Psybeams.


The ground shook slightly.

“Hurry up!” Dr. Namba hissed, eyes flicking across the control panel.

It didn’t help, of course. The whole Shadow-ification process was going to take as long as it took, especially when combined with his Rage Crown modifications, and it wasn’t going to be sped up by berating the computer.

Perhaps he should have started with the younger specimen. That one might have taken less time…

As he considered it, the young Lugia cried out in its native language. Namba wasn’t sure what it meant… probably something about calling for a parent, actually.


The Chandelure fell to the ground, wavering, and its flames dimmed.

“Good work, Cruise!” Ritchie said, grinning. “Nice Stone Edge!”

Cruise floated there for a moment longer, as Ritchie’s opponent scowled.

“Right, you brat!” he said, simmering. “That rock lump of yours isn’t going to last the match! Simisage, Seed Bomb!”

Simisage emerged from his ‘ball, and stepped forwards with a Seed Bomb charging in his hands.

Ritchie’s reply was a grin. He returned Cruise, and switched Pokémon. “Zippo, blast him!”

Simisage’s attack fizzled out as he looked up (and up) at the burly Charizard.

He sighed, and put his hands over his eyes just before Zippo used Flamethrower.

“Got anything left?” Ritchie asked, as Simisage collapsed to the ground.

The admin looked frightened.

“Guess not,” Ritchie decided. “Come on, Zippo, let’s go!”

“Grunts!” the admin shouted. “Stop them!”

The Pokémon the grunts sent out were underwhelming to say the least. Ritchie left them to Zippo, sending out Fortune once more and swinging onto his back. “Come on, Fortune, let’s get into that lab!”

Fortune snorted an affirmative – then staggered, nearly losing his footing as the ground shook.


Kabutops slashed his scythes through an incoming Charge Beam, deflecting most of the electricity aside in twin blasts which blew troughs in the ground.

Some of it got through, though, and crackled up his arms. He grunted, pivoted on one leg and swiped his left scythe down with a Night Slash.

The Grumpig he was facing was knocked backwards, reeling.

Capitalizing on his advantage, Kabutops ran forwards. He pushed through a pulse of telekinetic energy intended to check his advance, crossed his scythes, and brought them down-and-across in an X-Scissor.

That was finally too much for the Psychic-type, who passed out.

“How did you do that?” the admin asked. “I – but – you’re a single-type trainer!”

Misty grinned, and flashed a V-sign. “Single-type trainers do have weaknesses, but they know what they are and train to overcome them!”

The admin muttered something.

Deciding to ignore him, Misty looked around to see if her friends needed much help.

Kabutops stood from where he’d finished off the Grumpig, then jumped – back, towards Misty. His scythes flashed out, cutting a Vine Whip as it reached out for Misty.

She looked around, startled, and then towards a grunt with a Tangela already readying more vines.

“Gyarados!” she called, pointing. “Get him!”

The grunt suddenly looked a lot less confident as Gyarados charged up a Flamethrower.

His Tangela got a brief reprieve, though, when the ground shook. It fell over, but the flamethrower was aimed where it had been and missed.


Brock snapped his fingers. “I know! Forretress, use Toxic Spikes!”

Forretress glanced back at him, nodded, and did so. Her shell glowed as she sent out dozens of the toxic caltrop-like spikes, aiming them especially where the half-dozen Ludicolo were dancing.

“Hey!” Miror B said, as his Ludicolo started to wince and flinch – finding the spikes as they danced. “Stop messing up my dance, hombre!”

Brock shrugged. “Sorry, but this is a battle…”

“Huh.” Miror B frowned, looking honestly confused. “I thought it was a dance-off, man.”

“…why would you think that?” Brock asked, thrown.

“Well, look at your Forretress!” he said, indicating her with a gesture. “She’s breakdancing!”

“…that’s just spinning.”

Miror B shrugged. “Same difference.”

Brock shook his head. “I’ve got no idea how your thought process works. Crobat – Venoshock!”

Crobat came swooping in, trimming his wings, and delivered some globs of greenish gunk on a low-level bombing run of an attack. When they hit one of the Ludicolo, there was a flash of discharging energy and the Grass-type staggered.

They were still dancing, though.

Then the ground shook, knocking Brock and Miror B staggering and all six Ludicolo off their feet.


Ash frowned, as Pikachu opened up enthusiastically on the shadow Walrein in front of him. “I heard something there! A faint-”

The ‘ball at his waist shook again, more strongly still, and then burst open.

Ash! Lugia said, opening his wings. That was Silver, I’d know his voice anywhere!

Nascour gaped. “You have… a Lugia?”

Then he grinned. “It doesn’t matter – we’ve still got our trap set up, after all. Probopass, use Gravity!”

Lugia grunted as the two powerful Gravity attacks clawed at him, and began to glow as he resisted the psychic attack.

Then the force on him abruptly halved, allowing him to begin to gain height.

Nascour blinked. “What just-”

Ash punched him in the chin.

Nascour went down like a sack of potatoes, and Ash shook his hand to get the stiffness out. “Man, he was annoying…”

“Secret Sword!”

Keldeo’s voice echoed off the nearby hillside as he fired the ranged version of his signature attack. It scythed across the outside of Namba’s lab, carving a path through the rock facing, and slammed into the remaining Shadow Probopass.

The Rock-type didn’t stand much chance against Keldeo’s powerful attack.

“Sorry I took so long!” Keldeo called. “I was trying to take the one over here by surprise!”

Ash glanced up, and saw Keldeo was in fact standing on the unconscious Probopass.

With a crackling bang, Walrein went down, but then staggered back upright.

“You doing okay, Pikachu?” Ash asked, worried.

“I’ve got this!” Pikachu replied. “Lugia needs your help now!”

Ash nodded, and jumped aboard as Lugia gained height.

This lab should not exist, Lugia said firmly, inhaling in preparation for his signature move.

Just before he did, though, the whole place trembled.

“Was that you?” Ash asked.

No, it wasn’t... Lugia informed him, puzzled. I wonder if-

The lab exploded from the inside out.

Clinging on, Ash gaped as a completely transformed Lugia climbed free of the ruin – gaining height quickly. Rather than the usual downy white feathers sported by all Lugia Ash had seen before, she was completely different in colour – a dark purple, nearly black, with glowing red eyes.

Love! Lugia called, suddenly.

“That’s your mate?” Ash asked, bewildered. “Why does she look-”

I don’t know! Lugia replied, mental voice full of anguish. But that’s her! I’d know her anywhere!

“Lugia!”

Lugia looked down to see Suicune facing up at him.

“We’ll help your son! Go save her!”

Lugia glanced up to see his mate heading east at speed – already a considerable distance away – then back down to Suicune. I will. My thanks, Suicune.

He whirled, turning almost in his own length, and set off after his mate.


AN:

The Lugia Incident. I’ve kind of expanded this one out, slightly.

A couple of characters we’ve met before – Ritchie’s evolved his Pikachu, Sparky, into a Raichu, and his Kirlia who turned up in the League in this fic has become a Gallade.

As for Wes and Rui, they’re the protagonists of Pokémon Colosseum – one of the games with which I’ve merged this incident, the other being the sequel, Pokémon XD (that’s where the Shadow Lugia’s from, though the idea of it being Silver’s mother is merely common fanon rather than canonical to the game).

Oh, Fortune is a ‘mon I’ve sort of “imported” from the excellent series of Nuzlockes by Kitfox-Crimson. Well, I imported the name-mon combo, not the personality – Fortune’s kind of different to this in the Platinum Nuzlocke. (Apologies to Kit if he’s offended!)






84. Johto 26


This is the second of two chapters today.


“What just happened, Wes?” Rui asked, as they watched the second – white – Lugia vanishing off to the east after the first one.

“And why are you asking me?” Wes replied, shaking his head. “I don’t know any more than you do.”

“Well, excuse me for-”

Query. Does this argument serve a purpose?

Wes winced. “Metagross… don’t interrupt.”

Correction accepted. Metagross’ mental tone somehow seemed smug, as it slammed aside two more Pokémon and battered through to the last member of a Grunt’s team.

Espeon contributed at that point, firing a beam of psionic energy which knocked the burly Magmortar to the ground, and Umbreon pounced with claws ready.

“Who are these kids, anyway?” Wes asked, as their ride continued tearing the Cipher perimeter a new one. “I swear I saw one of them using a Suicune. And – wait, is that Miror B?”

Rui stood to get a better view. “…yes, that’s him.”

Wes took in the view for a moment longer. “At least someone gave him a beating… wait, how come he’s got six Ludicolo? Where’d he get the other two?”

Rui shrugged helplessly.

Requesting input.

“Huh?” Wes shook his head, looking around. “Huh. Looks like we ran out of grunts.”

Affirmative. Requesting input.

That was definitely smug.

“Okay, you big bucket of bolts,” Wes said with a sigh. “Uh… provide cover, I guess. We should go see what those kids are here for…”

“The same as us?” Rui suggested. “I mean, they’re presumably from this country, at any rate, which is more than we can say.”

Wes crouched, sliding down Metagross’ head and dangling his feet off for a moment, then jumping down. “Yeah, but I mean more why they’re picking a fight with Cipher in the first place.”

His knees bent, absorbing the force of impact, and his twin starters flowed into position on either heel. “You coming, babe?”

Rui made a rude gesture and jumped down behind him. “Don’t call me that.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Wes waved her off. “Okay, where’s the Shadow Pokémon around here?”

She gave him a look. “Everywhere! Or haven’t you noticed the-”

“Okay, okay. Jeez.” Wes grinned. “Right, let’s go.”


“Okay, I think that’s all of them,” Brock said, dragging one of the grunts over with his arm twisted up behind his back. “Lucario? Can you handle this one?”

Lucario nodded, and picked up another one of the reinforcing rods scattered all over the place from Shadow Lugia’s spectacular escape (which had blown the concrete of the lab to bits). He bent it into a knot with casual strength, and used it to tie the hands of the Cipher grunt behind his back.

A second rod went around his ankles, tying them together.

“Thanks,” Brock complimented him.

“No problem.” Lucario looked up, scanning. “There’s several more over there, but they seem under control for now.”

“Why’s that?” Misty asked.

“There’s a Metagross staring at them.”

“That would do it, yeah,” Ritchie said. “Hey, who’s this?”

Wes waved. “Hi! Name’s Wes. This is my main babe, Rui.”

Rui’s cheeks flamed. “Stop calling me that!”

“Why?”

She didn’t reply.

“Heh.” Wes returned his attention to the locals. “So… what brings you here?”

“We were having lunch just over there,” Ritchie explained, nodding. “Then most of our Pokémon heard a noise – they said it was a Lugia in pain. Really nasty pain.”

The two Orreans exchanged a look.

“That was probably the creation of a Shadow Pokémon,” Rui said, after a moment. “We’ve fought them before – this is Team Cipher.”

Wes aimed a kick at the unconscious Nascour, which missed – probably deliberately. “Especially this jerk. I don’t recognize most of the cannon fodder, though.”

“We’ve run into Shadow Pokémon before, too,” Brock said.

Pikachu winced. “That was not pleasant.”

“Huh, really?” Wes shrugged. “Good to know we’re not the only ones who can handle it. How’d you purify them?”

“Ash appealed to the Pokémon in question, and managed to bring him back,” Lucario said by way of an explanation.

“Yeah, sounds about right,” Wes agreed. “Worked for Metagross.”

Pikachu blinked, at the news that the burly pseudo-legendary glaring at a band of captured Cipher personnel had previously been a Shadow Pokémon.

“So, where’s this Ash?” Wes went on. “It’d be nice to compare notes, I guess…”

He looked around at the piles of unconscious Pokémon. “And see if we can kinda speed up the process of helping these Shadow Pokémon, there’s like two dozen…”

“Professor Krane could help with that, couldn’t he?” Rui asked. “I heard something about-”

Wes shrugged. “Like I listen to the old fart.”

Rui decided to ignore that for now.

“Ash… went off on Lugia, I think?” Brock asked, glancing at Suicune for confirmation as she loped back over.

“That’s right,” Suicune confirmed. “I said we’d help Silver. Keldeo’s trying to find a way into the lab.”

“Who’s Silver?” Rui asked, frowning.

“Lugia’s son – the child of the two Lugia you saw,” Suicune explained. “Are you a… ah, I see. You’re an Aura adept, like Ash.”

“So he’s an Aura user?” Rui asked. “Interesting, I’ve not met many others before.”

They glanced off into the distance, trying to spot the Lugia, and saw the occasional flash of light.


Ash bent low over Lugia’s back, trying to produce as little wind resistance as possible.

I’m… not having much luck… catching her, Lugia reported, sounding a little out of breath even in his mental tone. She’s flying faster than I’m used to.

“Can you catch up?” Ash called. “Just get close enough for me to jump over?”

That might be difficult, Lugia reported. Why do you need to jump over?

“I’ve got an Aura technique – Aura Purge!” Ash told him. “I need to be in contact, but I think it can help her!”

That is excellent news. Lugia broke off for a moment, as they hit a cloud. Anything that works – we have to try it.

“I agree there,” Ash said.

He glanced down at his belt, and winced. “Oh, no – I left everyone back by the lab!”

A pity. Lugia frowned, hammering his wings much more than usual as he tried to squeeze every last breath out of his speed. Then we’re going to need to slow her down some other way. Sorry, love.

He inhaled, energy rushing towards his mouth. Not for long – far less time than it would normally take to charge the attack. Then he fired a weakened Aeroblast.

The bluish beam traced across the flank of the Shadow Lugia. It didn’t hit very hard, but the effect was immediate – rather than flying at full speed away, XD001 banked in a startlingly tight turn and bore back in on them, screaming with rage.

Hold on tight, Ash! Lugia warned, sideslipping in the air and ducking away from his corrupted mate.

After a moment, Lugia felt a warmth on his feathers as Ash started using Aura to cling on.

That worry alleviated, he threw himself into trying to outfly his mate.

It took some doing – she wasn’t as experienced as he was, but the process which had turned her into a Shadow Pokémon had made her faster and stronger and a lot more powerful.

Lugia found himself forced to focus entirely on defence within the first few seconds as she spun off a tornado of dark, wrong-feeling energy and whipped it at him. He established a Light Screen with hurried intensity, which splashed the attack off it, but it clawed at his wings despite that and tried to suck him down towards the sea.

Then she did – something.

Shadowy wings churning the air, she gathered together a ball of energy between her talons. It throbbed, like a heartbeat, and then pulsed outwards in a spherical wave.

Lugia grunted as it hit his Light Screen, smashing it to pieces, and she followed up with another of those tornadoes of dark energy before he could get his shield back up again.

Deciding not to stick around, Lugia replenished his shield and began to climb – gaining height as fast as he could.

Is she following? he asked Ash. I can’t spare the attention to look.

Ash did have the chance to look, though, and he turned back as Lugia’s climb went near-vertical. “Yeah – she is! She’s going slower, and – look out-”

Ash’s voice gave Lugia just enough warning. He rolled forwards, already charging an Aeroblast, and fired it at her just as she launched her own corrupted version of the attack.

The two beams hit one another halfway between Lugia and Shadow Lugia, producing a violet ball of energy as they flowed towards one another. The ball grew, crackling with lightning, and then exploded as it passed a critical threshold.

Immediate danger over, Lugia resumed his climb.


Doctor Namba shook his head, trying to clear it.

The process had been going fine, and then… the Lugia had cried out, and then XD001 had…

Had…

As the world came back into focus, Namba saw the ruins of the machine and realized what must have happened.

The process of turning a Pokémon into a Shadow Pokémon was well understood, but his Rage Crown additions were new and much more poorly studied. The combination of the two must have left XD001 unstable, and then the sound of an injured juvenile had startled it and driven it to act.

How inconvenient.

Voices floated down through the lab to him, and he sat up – pushing a few small chunks of plaster off his legs – then stood.

The young Lugia was still in its cage. There were scorch marks all over the walls next to the shadowification machine, and most of the structural damage seemed to be over that side of the lab – and, with no XD001 in sight, he could deduce the course of events.

XD001 had broken out of the machine, then blasted through the roof and left that way – bringing the upper levels down on top of the hole once it was through.

The fact it hadn’t rescued the juvenile probably meant that the shadowification process had changed it, though. Otherwise – presumably – it would have saved its child.

Namba was contemplating his next course of action when there was a crash from overhead.

“…nearly there,” he heard someone say.

“Lucario, are we-”

Then something he didn’t quite catch.

He paled. That meant the guards were defeated.

Namba reached for his waist. “Kadabra, get me out of here!”

His Kadabra nodded, raised her spoon, and they vanished in a flare of teleportation.

A few seconds later, the ceiling crumpled and collapsed near the centre of the room. A Metagross slammed to the floor, looked up, and began using psionic force to hold the rest of the building up.

“Thanks,” Brock said, dropping through the hole himself. “There he is!”

Silver looked up, frightened. “Who are you? Are you friends of the bad person?”

“We’re with your father,” Brock said. “He’s trying to make sure your mother’s alright.”

“They’re related?” Wes asked. “Neat.”

The Orrean followed Brock through the hole, being caught by Metagross with a casual exertion of telekinesis, and looked around. “Wow… man, I’m surprised to see some of this stuff. I thought it was all impounded way back when.”

“Where do you think the other Shadow Pokémon came from?” Rui asked, rolling her eyes as she hopped down into the lab. “Sometimes, Wes…”

Wes shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Hey, quieten down,” Brock said, keeping an eye on Silver. “I think this poor guy’s a bit scared.”

“I’ll help,” Suicune volunteered, leaping down through the gap herself. She landed with feline grace on the floor surface, and smiled. “Hello, Silver. Remember me?”

“Suicune?” Silver asked, tilting his head. “Didn’t you visit me and momma a few times?”

“That’s right,” Suicune confirmed. “Now, we’re going to get you out of here, okay?”

Silver considered that, then nodded.

“Good.” Suicune looked back up through the hole. “Keldeo? I think we might need your help down here.”

Hooves clattered on the floor above, then there was a sudden blast of water (soaking Metagross for a moment, who then established a telekinetic shield and looked annoyed) as Keldeo slowed his fall with Hydro Pump.


Lugia rolled, snatching his tail away from a blast of Shadow Storm, and slapped the air with his wings as he banked.

“How high are we?” Ash called, as Lugia’s trajectory stabilized once more.

Several miles! Lugia glanced down, then performed a peculiar little wingover to evade a Shadow Blast. I can’t tell more precisely, but the air’s definitely thinner up here.

“Right,” Ash nodded. His grip tightened for a moment. “Okay, I’m going to need to get onto her back at some point – but when I do the Aura Purge, we’re both going to pass out.”

Lugia twisted his neck around to look at Ash. Really? You didn’t mention-

“I’ve been kind of preoccupied!” Ash admitted. “Sorry. But – I’m going to have to do it.”

Then I’ll have to catch you, Lugia decided. Keep the two of you up while you’re doing it.

“Won’t work,” Ash said, shaking his head, and winced as another corrupted Aeroblast came uncomfortably close. “If you touch someone in Aura Purge, you get pulled in too. I guess… the best thing to do is to follow us down, and to pull us apart psychically if we’re about to hit the ground.”

Won’t that ruin the attempt? Lugia asked, half his attention on his attacking mate.

“It’s better than hitting the ocean that hard!” Ash pointed out.

True. Okay, be ready to jump… I’m going to try to get you heading towards her.

Ash nodded. “Got it,” he said, rising to a crouch on Lugia’s back.

For the next several seconds, Lugia was trying to avoid being hit. Shadow Shed blew away his attempt to maintain a shield, and then he was clipped by a Shadow Storm which spun him around in mid-air.

At that moment, though, he saw his chance. Folding one wing, he side-slipped out of the line of fire and below Shadow Lugia as she tried to close on him.

Rolling and pitching, wings snapping back open, he pulled a wingover and was heading the same direction as the corrupted Pokémon for a moment.

Ash gathered himself and leaped.

He covered the forty or so feet between the two Pokémon in a couple of seconds, but Shadow Lugia had been turning and dodging as he moved.

Ash missed her torso, got clipped by her lashing tail as she turned into an escape dive, and fell past her.

Ash! Lugia called, folding his wings in and following.

Ash glanced up, spreading his arms to increase his air resistance and slow his plunge towards the sea miles below. “Lugia-”

The wind built up around him as his speed increased, snatching at his clothes. The cape slowed him, but it was pulling on his neck harder than was comfortable-

And the comforting white bulk of Lugia loomed up next to him. A quick pull-up, and he was on Lugia’s back again.

“Thanks, Lugia,” he said, as the windrush vanished. “Okay, that wasn’t close enough by the looks of it.”

I concur, Lugia replied, using the velocity from his dive to climb back to fighting altitude again. I am going to have to make contact with her.

He inhaled, building another Aeroblast, and then fired it upwards as Shadow Lugia tried to catch him off-guard with a Shadow Blast.

This time, it was a more powerful Aeroblast – and the Shadow Blast had been charged for longer. The globe of clashing energy grew faster and remained stable longer, producing a stunning concussion when it finally destabilized which knocked both Lugia tumbling.

Ash’s hands wound around Lugia’s feathers as his ride spun through the air, then breathed a sigh of relief as he regained control of his attitude. “Do you think you can get close enough?”

Lugia contemplated that for a few seconds, as his mate likewise recovered her flight regime. Yes, he said after a moment.

He tilted back, gaining height, and his wings slammed the thin air for as much traction as he could gain.

Sunny Day, he announced, and the sun blazed brighter in the sky overhead. Using it, he moved so he was above and a little to the south of his mate.

Hiding in the sun.

Then, when she seemed to have lost track, he turned downwards.

Ash saw the bluish fins on Lugia’s back fold in, and crouched low over his neck to reduce air resistance as they dove.

Shadow Lugia noticed him coming about half a second before he arrived – not enough time.

The impact was stunning for all involved, making Ash’s teeth click painfully together and knocking both Lugia out of their flight regime.

Ash’s friend recovered first, twining his tail around that of his mate to hold them together for as long as possible. Then, as she began to thrash about to get him off, Ash jumped from one neck to the other – barely four feet of distance.

He wrapped one arm around her top right fin for grip.

“Lugia, go!” he called.

Seeing Ash was on safely, Lugia released his mate and dropped free.

A second later, Ash’s glowing palm touched XD001’s back, and they fell into Aura Purge.


“Okay, Silver,” Brock said. “We need you to duck down now, okay? Hide in that corner of the cell.”

Silver nodded, and squeezed himself into one corner of the tough metal cage.

“Ready, Keldeo!” Brock said, unnecessarily.

“Sacred Sword!”

A curved beam of light slashed out from Keldeo and sheared off the entire top left edge of the cell. A second one followed, cutting off the bottom left edge, and several of the bars clattered to the floor.

“There we go,” Misty said. “Can you get out that way?”

“I… think so,” Silver said. He pulled in his wings, to take up as little space as possible, and gingerly eased his way through the missing bars.

“There we go,” Suicune said with a smile. “Now, let’s get out of here, okay?”

She looked around. “Metagross? Can you lift us out of here?”

…the important thing, I find, is that those actions are not ones I want to do now. Therefore, my actions when I was a Shadow Pokémon are not ‘mine’, and as such I can consider myself not to be responsible for them.

Pikachu nodded. “Thanks, that gives me a lot to think about. I can tell you’ve put thought into this.”

Suicune cleared her throat.

“Oh!” Pikachu looked up. “Sorry, we were distracted.”

Metagross stamped its feet on the floor as it rotated to face them. Right. I think I can help lift people up through one at a time, though it would be easier if there was no overburden above us.

“Right,” Ritchie said. “Zippo! Cid!”

Zippo and Cid duly emerged from their Pokéballs.

“Can you two help clear away some of the stuff on top of us?” Ritchie asked.

Cid nodded, leaping up the hole and starting to use Psychic to move the rubble out of the way. Zippo jumped after him, wings flapping to make the jump, and began moving material too.

“Psyduck, you help!” Misty said, sending him out.

Wes sent out Espeon. “Hey, can you help move stuff too?”

Espeon gave him a look.

“Hey, Umbreon can’t do this kind of stuff!” he protested. “I don’t use you as a night light, I don’t use him for this stuff, it evens out.”

Espeon’s reply was a disdainful tail flick. He looked up, and started moving material with Psychic.


Ash came to his feet, looking around to get his bearings.

It was… interesting. He’d been in several inner worlds so far, and they’d all been quite different from one another – indeed, there’d been the implication that they changed depending on the circumstances.

This one was a rocky, windswept island. The air was chill, and there was no greenery whatsoever.

Ash shivered as the wind started to bite. It was really cold…

He started up Lucario’s Airslip Aura trick, diverting the main force of the wind around him without letting it bite, and looked around. There had to be something important-

Movement caught his eye, and he turned in time to see something emerging from the low clouds.

Shadow Lugia.

A glow built around her mouth, and Ash dove sideways with a yelp just as Shadow Blast fired. It carved a trench in the black rock of the island, sending gravel flying in all directions, and narrowly missed Ash’s boots.

He came to his feet, looking around for where the corrupted Lugia had gone.

Closing his eyes for Aura Sight, he caught a glimpse of her vanishing upwards into the clouds. Once there, she became much more blurred – though still possible to track.

Ash squinted, looking closer as she turned and came back down through the low cloud layer. This time, ready for her, he could get a closer look.

In addition to the dark colour of her feathers, there was something else wrong…

Ash ducked behind a hexagonal pillar of rock as she made her second attack run, forcing her to sheer off to avoid crashing, and it was then that he got a good look at her head.

Some kind of metal headband, with an angrily-glowing red crystal on it centred right between her eyes.

That had to be something important.

Ash’s first reaction was to ask Pikachu to hit it, but before he said anything he realized – he didn’t have Pikachu. In fact, he didn’t have any Pokémon whatsoever.

He would have to do this himself.

But how to hit the headband – and Ash was sure he had to get it off – without hurting Lugia? Either he had to get onto her back again, this time without a friendly Lugia to help, or…

Or he’d have to attack it off.

As he thought, Ash kept the pillar between him and the shadow Lugia, using Aura Sight to keep an eye on her position while also glancing around for what might help.

Perhaps he could use Aura Sphere?

No, that wasn’t a good idea. In the first place, it would be hard to hit the headband, and in the second place getting just the headband would be very difficult indeed – it was placed in a very inconvenient location.

Ash racked his brains, trying to think what to do.

Then something… suddenly seemed to make sense.

Ash couldn’t tell you what the logical chain was that led to the realization. He just knew there was something he could do which would solve the problem, if he could pull it off.

At that moment, Shadow Lugia got tired of his dodging. A Shadow Blast lashed out, hitting the base of the pillar Ash was hiding behind and bleeding past on both sides.

Fortunately for him, Ash was in the blast shadow of the pillar.

Unfortunately, the pillar was being hammered by what amounted to an Aeroblast, and it wasn’t able to withstand that kind of pummelling. It creaked, cracked, and began to fall over.

Ash ran for cover, looking around for another pillar to use.

There!

The one which caught his eye wasn’t a single hexagonal spire of rock like most of the rest. In fact, it was formed of dozens of them, crowded together right near the centre of the island in a big irregular accumulation.

Better still, some of them were snapped off at different heights, providing a convenient way to climb up. Ash wasted no time, making a series of Aura-enhanced jumps to get to the top of the series of pillars.


Lugia trimmed his wings, holding down his speed to make sure he followed his mate and his trainer as closely as possible.

It was disconcerting to watch, as Ash and his mate plunged limply towards the surface of the ocean – still a couple of miles below, but getting closer faster than he’d like.

There was a brief slap of moisture, as they passed through a wisp of cloud – then it was clear, heading towards the ocean below with nothing but air beneath them.

I hope this works, Ash… he said silently.


Ash got his fingers over the lip of the column, and hauled himself up by main strength.

Almost immediately he was hit by a blast of wind as Shadow Lugia skimmed low over the surface of the rock, and he raised an arm against flying debris – mostly pebbles.

That over, he took a deep breath and looked up.

Shadow Lugia was circling overhead, now, apparently having given up the attacks for a bit.

That suited him fine.

Ash reached for his staff, and swung it off his back.

He’d done this once before, about a year ago, in his own mind – with the memory of Keldeo.

He was in another’s mind now, though. He only had himself to work with.

But, in theory, it should work. So he concentrated, focusing on the idea of what he wanted to do.

I want a sword.

Alone, that wouldn’t help. But he also knew from working with Keldeo that the Sword moves could be used at range.

And that should be what he needed.

The staff twitched for a moment, as it felt his Aura and the idea of the staff tried to react with the idea of what he wanted to do.

Ash’s eyes snapped open as the back of his neck prickled. He ducked, and Shadow Lugia didn’t take his head off with her feet.

Pushing himself back to his feet, Ash focused on the staff. He needed this to work!

He needed to help Lugia – by hitting just the headband, and nothing else.

And the staff quivered in his hands – then changed.

For a moment, Ash was distracted by its new appearance. It was, most certainly, a sword.

There was nothing particularly special about the cross-guard, nor the hilt – though it was certainly not a katana. It looked a little bit European, if anything.

The blade had letters inscribed on it, though Ash saw only a few – burn.

Shadow Lugia let out a screeching roar overhead, reminding Ash of her presence some distance away.

He grimaced – I hope this works – and wound up, then threw the sword.

It was a clumsy, two-handed swing with a weapon not built for throwing.

But it didn’t seem to matter. The blade sliced out with perfect accuracy, rotated once, and cleanly sheared the headband in two right at the crystal with its razor tip.

Two brassy halves fell away, and then everything went white.


Lugia came to a decision.

They were too low. He had to pull Ash away, had to make sure they didn’t crash into the sea – which would be like hitting the ground, from this high.

He reached out with his mind, groping for Ash’s form to break the connection, as they plunged through the last few hundred metres. One moment the sea was a uniform blue, then he could see the white of the wave-crests, then the waves were as clear as could be-

And he couldn’t get a grip on Ash.

Instinctively, Lugia spread his wings and pulled up and away as the water loomed close. The moment he did, he regretted it – he should have-

Saffron-scented air blasted him from behind.

“You were kind of cutting it close, there,” a voice said.

Turning frantically, Lugia saw-

A human teen. Ho-Oh. (Though a different one to the familiar one of Johto.)

Ash was safe, coming back to groggy awareness on Ho-Oh’s back.

And then, in a fountain of spray, his mate burst back out of the sea. White-winged, hale and well, and most certainly not corrupted.

Lugia felt a bit breathless from the sudden shocks. What just happened? he asked.

Good question, his mate asked, looking around in some confusion. The last I remember, I was in a laboratory.

The human teen shrugged. “Okay, this might take a while – hey! Where’d you go, you little…”

A Celebi emerged from beneath Ho-Oh’s wing, and shrugged.

“You took us here!” he said. “You could at least explain.”

Celebi shrugged again, and vanished in a flash of light.

“…fine, be that way,” the boy said. “I’m Wes. Let’s head back to the lab, I’ll try and explain on the way.”


Clearing the overburden took several long minutes, after which Metagross was able to send the humans and Pokémon up one by one.

Fortunately, Houndour hadn’t gone into the hole in the first place – being Dark-type, he would have had to seek alternate means of exit.

“Phew,” Misty said, wiping her brow. “Glad that’s handled.”

Metagross levitated out of the hole behind her, and there was a rumbling crash as he stopped holding the roof up.

“Is that going to be a problem?” Wes asked, jerking his chin in that direction.

“Not sure,” Brock admitted. “Any ideas?”

Ritchie frowned. “Well, I’ve helped the police with their inquiries before, up in Almia… I guess it depends on how nice the individual Jenny is.”

“Japanese police are all called Jenny?” Rui asked, blinking. “I heard about that, but I wasn’t sure if it was true…”

“It’s true,” Brock assured him. “Well, there’s support personnel – I think you’d call them deputies – but the police are all from the Jenny clan.”

“Weird,” Wes said succinctly. “Right, everyone still-”

He stopped.

“Oh, come on!”

“What is it?” Rui asked.

“Miror B got away somehow. Heck knows how…”

“I’ve never understood how a man that incompetent evades the police so easily,” Rui admitted.

Wes shrugged. “He’s probably going to be Michael’s problem someday. Right, we done?”

“We should wait until Silver’s parents get back,” Misty suggested.

“Yeah, sounds like a good idea,” Wes admitted. He looked into the east. “Wait, I see something… looks like… two Lugia and a Ho-Oh.”

“Is Ho-Oh here?” Brock asked, interested. “It’ll be nice to-”

One of Wes’ Pokéballs burst open, and a Celebi came out. “Biiii!”

Wes looked up. “What is it, Celebi?”

The time-travelling Pokémon tapped one of the other balls on his belt. “Bii!”

Misty blinked. “He’s saying that’s your Ho-Oh. You have a Ho-Oh and a Celebi?”

“Sounds familiar,” Brock said to her sotto voce.

“Oh, great.” Wes looked around and spotted a small rise. He jogged over behind it, Celebi following behind, and the friends watched with some bemusement.

Wes sent out Ho-Oh with a flash of light and clambered aboard. Celebi circled them as Ho-Oh took off, and then they all vanished in a flash of light.

A few seconds later, he came gliding down on Ho-Oh from the east.

“Hi!” he said, waving. “Miss me?”

“…you were only gone four seconds,” Ritchie said slowly.

“Huh. Cutting it fine, then,” he mused. “Anyway. Here’s your friend back.”

Ash stepped off Ho-Oh’s back with slightly unsteady legs, and got mobbed by his Pokémon – Pikachu first.

Silver looked up joyfully. “Mama! Papa!”

The two Lugia, who had been lagging a little behind Wes’ phoenix, separated from their close formation and came down to land either side of their son.

His mother swept Silver up in her wings. Silver! It’s good to see you, dear!

It is, indeed, his father added, embracing them both. I was so afraid for you.


The reunions and explanations took some time after that.

Ash and his friends were informed of the trouble Cipher had already caused in Orre, and how they’d been turning Pokémon into Shadow Pokémon to make them more powerful. It seemed that Wes and Rui had tracked down rumours of Cipher looking abroad for help across the Pacific to Johto, and arrived in the proverbial nick of time.

In return, Ash told Wes and Rui a slightly edited version of their adventures so far – touching mainly on the most important moments, such as Shamouti and the Lake of Life.

Ritchie got in on the act by telling everyone the fuller story of his mission to save Almia. One of the moments everyone was quite impressed by was the last-minute evolution of Cid to defeat a mind-controlled Tyranitar.

Once that was done, there was still a hearty meal to have as everyone unwound from the tense battles they’d been through for the last hour or so, and then there was talking to the police – who arrived halfway through dessert, and left some time later with a large number of Shadow Pokémon and a number in Orre to contact for help if needed.

As the sun began to slip towards the horizon, though, everything that needed to be said had been said.

Ritchie and Rui both promised to come to the League to see Ash battle – and after some arm twisting, Wes reluctantly agreed to come too.

The Orreans said their goodbyes first. As it turned out, they had taken a passenger jet from Orre, which had landed them in Olivine, and simply Surfed the rest of the way on Wes’ Feraligatr. They had a plane to catch, so left to return to Olivine the same way.

Ritchie hung around for a bit longer, discussing things with Ash, Brock, Misty and their Pokémon. Pikachu spent about half an hour having a long discussion with Sparky about evolution, which left him quite contemplative.

Eventually, though, Ritchie left too, and Ash and friends were on the seashore as the light faded.

Ash, Lugia said after a while.

“Yeah?” Ash asked, turning.

I haven’t said this enough. Thank you, for helping me save my son and my mate.

Ash blushed, rubbing the back of his neck. “It’s fine, really… I mean, I’d help out any-”

Nevertheless. Lugia nodded to him. I am, once again, in your debt. And – I look forward to the League. I expect to compete by your side.

Before Ash could really react to that, Lugia spread his wings and took off. He circled his family once, and they too took to the air – flying back towards Silver’s home for the night.

I’ll tell Pidgeot where you are, his mental voice floated out of the gathering gloom.


Giovanni considered the report in front of him for some time.

“You say they forced you to apply the research to Lugia?” he said, eventually.

“That’s right!” Dr. Namba said, nodding vigorously. “I’d never do it myself – too dangerous – but they threatened me, and I had to tell them how to do it until I got a chance to get away.”

“Indeed,” Giovanni said. “It’s a good thing they didn’t know about your Kadabra – but they must have been guarding you very closely, for it to take five days for you to have a chance to use her to escape.”

Namba prevented himself from swallowing nervously with an act of will.

Giovanni examined him for a few minutes more, then shuffled the papers on the desk with a sudden slap.

“How well did it work?” he asked.

“The specimen was transformed physically,” Namba said, happy for the move to safer topics. “It was clearly much more powerful, but also uncontrollable – or, at least, they didn’t manage to establish control.”

“So they did finish,” Giovanni mused. “Interesting. Their security must have been excellent to keep you from escaping for so long.”

Namba said nothing. It was probably the safest option.

“Well,” Giovanni said, eventually. “It’s a good thing we don’t seem to have been officially linked with this whole sorry incident. I’m assigning you some bodyguards to make sure you’re not snatched again, Sambo.”

Giovanni hid his amusement at the twitch in the man’s eyebrow.

He wasn’t all that pleased with the scientist at this point. The bodyguards were for his protection, yes, but they were also for Giovanni’s protection – against any actions by the good Doctor of which he might not approve.

Really, Samba was getting off lightly.


AN:

And that’s where I was going with that. It’s one of the scenes I’ve been planning for a long time, the Shadow-Lugia-versus-Lugia bit of it…

Shadow Blast is basically a Shadow version of Aeroblast, by the way. I used all the moves the canon Shadow Lugia has in Pokémon XD except Shadow Down, because I couldn’t find a good way or place to use it.

And – yes, Wes does canonically get hold of a Celebi and a Ho-Oh. He also gets a lot more ‘mons, many of them very powerful.






85. Johto 27


This is the first of two chapters today.


Olivine City again,” Ash said, as they stepped off the boat. “And it looks like Amphy is back to work in the lighthouse.”

The others followed his gaze, and saw the clear light shining out of the lighthouse windows.

“Looks like,” Brock agreed. “It’s nice to see he’s better.”

Ash nodded. “Which means that Jasmine should be ready for a gym challenge!”

He started forwards, then stopped. “Hm…”

“What is it, Ash?” Misty asked, worried.

“Oh, I was just wondering who I should use in this gym battle,” Ash explained. “I wonder if anyone is waiting for a battle…”


Based on this, they headed to the Pokémon Centre first.


“Right!” Ash said, some time later. “Let’s do this!”

He knocked on the door of the Olivine Gym.

After a few seconds, the door opened. “Hello?”

“I’d like to challenge the gym!” Ash announced.

The girl who’d answered the door blinked. “You seem a little bit-”

She was interrupted by Jasmine’s voice. “Is that Ash?”

The door opened further. “It is!” Jasmine said, smiling. “I see you’re here for your gym challenge!”

“That’s right!” Ash agreed. “Sorry for the wait.”

“Not at all,” Jasmine said with a shrug. “It’s whenever you have time – which is now, I suppose. Come in.”

“Uh…” Ash hesitated. “You’re having the battle inside?”

“That’s correct,” Jasmine confirmed. “Why? What’s the problem?”

“Oh, well…” Ash shrugged. “It’s just that – well, I was wondering if you might not want to have it somewhere else. I kind of wreck gyms these days.”

Jasmine smiled. “Don’t worry, this gym is quite durable. It’s actually made out of old rolled armour they never got around to putting on battleships, so the walls are over a foot thick and made of armour steel.”

“Really?” Ash blinked. “Huh. Now that’s tough.”

“Precisely,” she said. “Now that your worries are alleviated, perhaps we can go inside…?”


The gym was large, and nearly featureless – some sand on the floor, presumably for grip, but the walls were nearly blank steel.

“Seems kind of boring…” Misty said, looking around.

Jasmine shrugged. “There’s living rooms in the back, they’re much more pleasant. Right, challenger – select your first Pokémon!”

“Got it!” Ash said, reaching for a Pokéball. “Do we go on a three-count, or-”

“Why not. Three, two, one-”

“Go, Ivysaur!” Ash said, sending him out.

Brock blinked. “Are you sure that was a good choice?”

“Why not?” Ash asked, as Ivysaur formed.

“Well, he’s part-Poison type, so-”

Ash shrugged. “Moves matter more.”

“Indeed,” Jasmine said, as her Aggron materialized on the other side of the battlefield. “This should be interesting. Aggron, Stone Edge!”

The ground trembled, and rocks burst up from it. They formed a large slab, which promptly fell towards Ivysaur.

The Grass-type wasn’t there any more, however. He backed hastily away, vines lashing out at the slab to break it up again, and managed to get clear before the rock fell on him.

“Flash Cannon!” Jasmine added.

Aggron roared, energy gathering in its eyes.

“That’s probably bad,” Ash commented.

“I noticed!” Ivysaur said, using Dig to get underground just before Aggron fired his eye beams.

“Interesting,” Jasmine said, as the Flash Cannon died down and revealed the hole in the middle of a small, glassy crater. “I didn’t know that Ivysaur could Dig.”

“He’s been able to for a while,” Ash shrugged. “It’s actually quite lucky for us that the floor of the gym isn’t steel like the rest of it.”

“I need the clear earth for moves like Stone Edge,” Jasmine agreed. “That and the steel plate was costly enough. Aggron – be ready to hit him when he emerges.”


Underground, Ivysaur considered his options.

He could tell where Aggron was easily enough – that much Pokémon meant quite a lot of weight, so it wasn’t hard to tell – but damaging him was another matter.

He stretched in the confines of his tunnel, and came to a decision.


“…is your Ivysaur coming back up at some point?” Jasmine asked, looking around. “I mean, I understand the need for tactics, but-”

The gym floor heaved up, and then huge roots came smashing up out of the floor towards the startled Aggron. They wrapped around his arms and tail, holding him still for a moment despite his thrashing.

Ivysaur punched up out of the ground directly underneath Aggron, delivering a powerful Dig attack as his target struggled to get free.

“Aggron!” Jasmine called. “Fire Punch! Use it to break the Frenzy Plant!”

Aggron roared, and his fist burst into flame. He pulled on the roots as they smouldered from the sudden heat, and they began to give way.

“Now, Heavy Slam!”

Ivysaur blinked, then started trying to get back down his tunnel.

Aggron came crashing to the floor in a belly-flop of doom, and mashed Ivysaur into his hole.

“Ivysaur!” Ash called, as Aggron got back off again. “Are you okay?”

A frond waved feebly. Then there was a crunch, as Ivysaur dug himself out of the hole.

He looked up in time to see Aggron coming down for another Heavy Slam, and his vines lashed out and up.

They wrapped around Aggron’s shoulder-spikes, and Ivysaur used that leverage to get himself out of trouble – barely. The Heavy Slam came within inches of getting him a second time, and he skidded to a halt halfway across the gym panting heavily.

“You alright?” Ash asked.

“I’ve been better,” Ivysaur admitted. He examined Aggron closely as the big Steel-type came back to his feet. “Not sure if this is going to work…”

He slammed his forelegs into the ground. “Fissure!”

The white line formed from his foreleg, and lanced out towards Aggron. The Iron Armour Pokémon took a forward step, foot landing just behind the leading edge of the Fissure, and then cried out as his foot sunk into the ground.

About two feet, leaving most of him still above the ground.

“Oh, well,” Ivysaur sighed. “Ground’s just not deep enough here to really – whoa!”

He broke into a run, barely avoiding another Flash Cannon.

Jasmine was doing some mental arithmetic. “Let’s see… two hundred and sixty… one hundred and sixty… Aggron!”

Aggron deactivated his eye beams, and turned to her.

“Autotomize – twice! Then Heavy Slam again!”

Nodding, Aggron emitted a series of whirrs and clanks. His stance became more erect, less hunched over, and then he burst forwards with astonishing speed.

Ivysaur was unable to avoid the crashing belly flop of the Heavy Slam this time, nor did he have a convenient hole to dampen the effect. Aggron now weighed less than half what he did the first time, but that still meant over a hundred and fifty kilos of Pokémon landing on top of him.

There was a muffled shout from underneath Aggron, then a grassy explosion blew Aggron back to his feet as Ivysaur detonated a Seed Bomb at point-blank range.

That revealed, however, that the effort had been too much for Ivysaur. He was unconscious.

“Nice work, Ivysaur,” Ash said, returning him. He gave Aggron a considering look, taking in how battered the Steel-type seemed. “Okay, Kingler!”

“That’s an interesting choice,” Jasmine said, as Kingler formed. “He’s got type advantage…”

Ash shrugged. “Moves are the important bit – Kingler, you know what to do!”

Kingler clicked an affirmative, raising his pincers. Both of them clashed once, knocking like a pair of castanets, and then zeroed in on Aggron.

“Flash Cannon!” Jasmine ordered.

Kingler’s left pincer fired a Bubblebeam straight at Aggron’s face. The burly Steel-type was forced to raise his arm, blocking the stream of high-speed bubles from hitting him but also blocking his own aim with his eye-beams.

Then the right pincer opened up. It wasn’t as spectacular – just a stream of water, which was losing momentum by the time it reached Aggron – but it quickly started pooling on the floor of the gym.

Janina hit a button on a control panel, and small platforms came grinding out of the walls for the trainers to stand on.

“Very modern,” Ash said.

“I try,” Jasmine admitted. “Okay, Aggron, that’s enough water. Thunderpunch!”

Aggron’s fist crackled with electricity, and he brought it down into the water.

Kingler grunted as the electricity grounded through the water into him, staggering a little, but seemed still fairly hale. His pincers rotated, clicking twice, and he switched to Surf on both of them.

As Aggron raised his fist, he took both bursts in the face. That made him stagger, and then – betrayed by his reduced weight – he overbalanced and crashed to the floor.

Kingler capitalized on that, scuttling forwards as Aggron came laboriously back to his feet. As the Steel-type finished standing back up, Kingler brought both pincers down in Crabhammers aimed for the knees.

That made Aggron stagger again. Roaring, he raised both fists and shrouded them in electricity before volleying in a one-two Thunderpunch.

Kingler was knocked off his feet by the second blow, pushed nearly under the water by the force and crackling with electrical bleed.

A grin formed on his crustacean face, and his pincers clacked open with a sound like the action on a gun.

Then they slammed closed.

One of the supercavitating explosions went off underneath Aggron, sending him a few inches into the air and fouling his Thunderpunch.

The other went down, into the hole Ivysaur had left, and blew a large amount of muddy water into the air to rain down over both combatants.

“Mud Sport,” Kingler explained, pushing himself back to his feet and swinging his left claw in another Crabhammer.

Because it couldn’t hurt to try, Aggron tried to use Thunderpunch again. The mud worked, however, making the attack fizzle before it finished charging.

Aggron switched tactics, and came down in a Heavy Slam.

He didn’t make it to the floor. Kingler crossed his pincers, and managed to hold Aggron up off his carapace by main strength. (It helped that Aggron had reduced his weight by more than half.)

“Stone Edge!” Jasmine called.

Aggron nodded, thumping his tail on the floor. Rocks peppered Kingler’s underside, but he endured the blows grimly.

His left claw glowed, and he slammed it into Aggron’s neck. Getting a grip despite the Steel-type’s struggles, he hauled Aggron off the ground and slammed him to the floor head-first.

The Guillotine did the trick. Aggron twitched, then slumped.


“Not bad,” Jasmine admitted, returning her Iron Armour Pokémon. Her free hand toyed with her bow for a moment, then she took another Pokéball. “Magnezone!”

With a flash, Magnezone appeared. “Preparing to engage.”

“Uh oh…” Kingler said. He stuck his right claw underwater, aiming it at the tunnel, and fired another Crabhammer burst – repeating his Mud Sport from before.

Mud rained down in spatters all over him, tainting the water a greyish colour, and he pulled a hunk of mud from the floor before aiming his claw at Magnezone.

“Magnet rise.” Magnezone crackled, and drifted smoothly sideways away from the glob of mud. “Locking On.”

Kingler glanced back. “Ash?” he asked. “Any ideas?”

“Hyper Beam!” Ash decided.

“Right.” Raising his left pincer, Kingler clicked it. An orange glow built in the centre of the claw, brightening quickly.

Magnezone fired first. “Zap Cannon.”

The high-impact Electrical attack shot unerringly for Kingler, then burst in a shower of tiny lightning bolts as the Hyper Beam fired straight through it. It hit Magnezone with an audible screeeeech, sending the Electric-type floating jerkily backwards, and small secondary beams went reflecting off all over the gym – scoring small lines in the armour plating of the walls and making the trainers flinch back slightly.

After several seconds, the Hyper Beam died away.

Magnezone was almost uninjured. Electricity crackled over its magnets, and then it fired a crackling, booming Thunder at Kingler.

Tired from his Hyper Beam, Kingler was unable to dodge. The mud helped, but not enough, and he slumped to the floor.


Jasmine waited several seconds, until the electricity playing over the walls subsided. “Uh… Ash?”

“Yes?” Ash replied.

“Sorry, but – can we drain the water? I don’t fancy my entire gym being electrified with every attack Magnezone uses. It was bad enough when Aggron was doing it, but that was just too dangerous.”

Ash shrugged. “Sure, we can take a break to do that.”


Five minutes later, the gym floor was merely moist.

“Those are powerful fans,” Ash said, as the artificial breeze died down.

“I’ve got them installed so I can do things like pump out poison gas,” Jasmine explained. “It’s kind of a problem, actually, because a surprising number of people forget Steel-types are immune to poison.”

Ash blinked. “Wow.”

“Yeah, imagine someone forgetting about type immunity,” Pikachu chuckled.

“Fair point…” Ash said, remembering all the times he’d had Pikachu attack a Ground-type. Then he remembered the times it had actually worked, and frowned before shrugging it off. “Okay. Pikachu, you next!”

“Sure!” Pikachu said, jumping forwards and landing with a splat on the moist floor.

Magnezone’s main eye rotated smoothly down to eyeball him. “New target acquired.”

Its magnets rotated into position, and began to vibrate.

“I’m resistant to Steel-attacks,” Pikachu pointed out. He rolled his neck. “So you may as well use Electric-type attacks like Zap Cannon.”

“Incorrect.” Magnezone’s magnets spun faster. “Your ability – Lightningrod. It means electrical attacks are flawed.”

“..kinda hoped you’d be fooled by that,” Pikachu admitted. “But you don’t have many good-”

“Type resistances are irrelevant against Sonicboom.” Magnezone’s magnets emitted a baleful, high-pitched hum, and then fired two closely-spaced pulses of sound and air pressure.

Pikachu jumped out of the way, getting lightly splashed by wet sand from the resultant crater, and began running around with Agility to avoid being hit.

Magnezone’s eye narrowed slightly as it fired off more Sonicbooms, trying to pin Pikachu down, but with only two magnets able to fire at any one time it was hard to properly bracket the fast Electric-type.

“Magnezone!” Jasmine called.

Leaving off the attack for now, Magnezone spun to face her.

“Supersonic!”

“Affirmative,” Magnezone buzzed. It rotated again, spinning up all three magnets, and got a Force Palm to the face.

“That’s… new,” Jasmine blinked, as her Magnezone went skidding backwards in mid-air with a noticeable paw-shaped dent next to its eye. “I was warned about you, but I didn’t think it was that bad.”

Pikachu went backwards from the recoil, skidded to a halt, and jumped forwards again.

This time, however, Magnezone was ready for him. It trained both magnets on him, emitting a rising whine, and Pikachu had just enough time to notice his mistake before they hit him with twin Sonic Booms.

The first one halted him, cancelling his forward momentum and leaving him falling straight down. The second one sent him rocketing backwards towards the wall, which he hit feet-first to absorb his momentum.

Ash shrugged as Pikachu avoided a nasty impact with the wall. “We originally worked on it to handle a Steelix.”

Brock muttered something about hypocrites.

“I see,” Jasmine said, with a little concealed smile. “Well, we’ll see about that…”

As she spoke, Pikachu was running up the armour-plate wall, which shivered from near misses as Magnezone barraged it with more Sonic Booms – none of which hit, though a few came close.

“Tactic switch,” Magnezone announced. “Locking On.”

Red beams of light pulsed out of its central eye, bouncing off the steel walls around Pikachu until a few of them hit him.

The magnets raised, and fired off another Sonic Boom – this one aimed unerringly at Pikachu’s position.

Pikachu’s response to that was… unorthodox. Jumping off the wall, he curled into a forward roll, tail shimmering with Iron Tail, and produced a “buzz-saw” effect from the jagged appendage. When the focused air of the Sonic Boom hit it, it was slapped aside into two smaller pulses which burst on the steel either side of his former position.

Coming out of his roll, Pikachu raised a glowing blue paw as he descended. “Force palm!”

Slamming the close-range attack in, he drove Magnezone halfway to the floor with the force of the blow. A matching dent appeared the other side of Magnezone’s eye from the impact, and a stray crackle of electricity arced between the tips of the outer magnets.

Then Magnezone used Metal Burst.

There was a thunderous bang, and Pikachu was sent backwards as fast as he’d come down. He hit the wall with an audible crash, and dropped to the floor.

Ash took his hands off his ears. “What was that?”

“Magnezone can’t normally learn it,” Jasmine admitted. “It’s kind of a Steel-type fusion of Counter and Mirror Coat. I happen to like it.”

Pikachu pulled himself up out of the sandy impression he’d left, brushing sand off his fur. “Ow.”

He looked up, yelped, and jumped clear of another Sonic Boom which scattered the sand he’d landed in.

Pikachu kept running after that, avoiding two more Sonic Booms and a Signal Beam, before skidding to a halt on the other side of the gym. Magnezone’s eye took a while to track around to see him, affording Pikachu precious thinking time.

He took a breath, and held up both forepaws. Each one began to produce a glowing blue sphere.

“Aura Sphere?” Jasmine asked, raising an eyebrow. “Interesting. Okay, Magnezone, be ready for this.”

Magnezone’s magnets came up, humming as they built resonance.

Pikachu grinned, and slammed the blue spheres together.

A cloud of smaller blue Aura Spheres went in every direction. The Sonic Boom detonated on one of them, but the rest were unscathed – and, as Pikachu ran for cover, they meant Magnezone was too busy to focus on targeting.

The twenty or so seeker spheres curved in towards their target, who was forced to use Protect – abandoning all its offensive capacity for pure defensive shielding.

When the cloud of explosions faded, his shield bubble took a moment longer to disappear.

Then Magnezone blinked, looking around. “Target not identified-”

Pikachu slammed into it from above, palm glowing with Force Palm.

Once again, the impact overcame Magnezone’s electromagnetic levitation. It went jerking towards the floor with the impact – and, as it began to recover, Pikachu’s other palm hit just as hard.

An unmusical crash echoed through the gym as Magnezone hit the ground, fouling its magnets with sand and dirt. The Magnet Rise shut down completely, and Pikachu kicked off from its body to land in the blind spot behind it.

As he charged a Force Palm, Jasmine raised her voice. “Stop!”

Pikachu did so, looking up.

“You win that one,” Jasmine said with a smile. “No point carrying on.”

She returned Magnezone, and reached for another Pokéball.

“Pikachu, come back here,” Ash instructed.

“What?” Pikachu asked, indignant. “I can still-”

“Yeah, but I’d rather have you rested, just in case,” Ash explained.

Pikachu considered it, then nodded. “Sure.”

“I see,” Jasmine said. “Please have your next Pokémon ready before I send mine out.”

Ash nodded. “Ready!” he said, taking the Pokéball from his belt.

“Right. Bronzong!”

“Keldeo!” Ash said, then frowned. “Ugh. Psychic type… do your best, Keldeo!”

Keldeo nodded, and set his stance firmly on the sandy floor of the gym.

Bronzong hovered there for a moment, then rotated itself so that the open end faced Keldeo.

Keldeo cantered to the side, so that the open end no longer faced him.

Bronzong paused, then rotated so the open end faced Keldeo again.

Keldeo again moved so he wasn’t being targeted-

“Just use an attack!” Jasmine said.

Bronzong’s strikers moved outwards a little, then CLANGed back into the bronzed metal of its body. Air shivered in the body cavity, and then a pulse of psychic energy pulsed out towards Keldeo.

The Sword of Justice kicked off, using a quick burst of water from his hooves to gain height and avoid the Psychic. It hammered into the wall below him, and he landed on the far side with a Sacred Sword glowing on his horn.

“Wait a moment,” Jasmine said, snapping her fingers. “I know where that Pokémon seems familiar from! He’s like Cobalion, isn’t he?”

“That’s right!” Keldeo replied, with a quick smile. “I grew up with Cobalion, Virizion and Terrakion.”

She smiled, then her expression firmed. “That means… Bronzong, don’t let him close! That’s a powerful Fighting attack!”

Bronzong clanged in agreement, and fired another Psychic which Keldeo galloped out of the way of.

Horn still lit, Keldeo turned at bay and tossed his head. The blazing blade separated from it, scything forwards, and the lower half of the attack clipped one of Bronzong’s strikers.

The upper portion of the attack hit the armour-plate wall with a grinding, tearing sound, making a visible cut in it.

Jasmine gaped for a moment. “That… but – that’s Vickers face-hardened steel armour!”

Ash blinked. “Is that bad?”

“Well, I’ve never seen it much more than scratched before,” Jasmine admitted. “That’s half an inch deep!”

Bronzong slammed his strikers into the metal of his body again, making the air in his central bell-cavity resonate more strongly before pulsing out another Psychic.

This one clipped Keldeo’s hoof as he dodged, spinning him around slightly with a cry of pain.

Recovering, he cantered halfway around Bronzong and began to prepare another Sacred Sword. As he charged, though, Bronzong tracked around to face him and fired a Psychic, and he had to get out of the way.

Coming to a halt once more, Keldeo loosed his Sacred Sword – which hit a Light Screen, slowed considerably, and did very little damage to Bronzong.

“Ash, this kinda seems like a stalemate,” Keldeo said, wincing. “Any ideas?”

Ash frowned. “Give me a minute…”

Keldeo nodded, willing to do that, and jumped over another blast of Psychic energy. The water spraying from his hooves whipped in the intense telekinetic shove, splashing into the wall behind him, but it didn’t hit him directly.

Jasmine was thinking hard too. “Bronzong! Trick Room, and Gyro Ball!”

Bronzong bonged in agreement, and then bashed its clappers three times in quick succession.

Unlike the earlier ones, a resonance began to build in the whole room.

“Uh oh…” Ash said, frowning. “Keldeo, do you know Curse?”

“I don’t – why?” Keldeo asked, then blinked. “Wait – did he say Trick Room?”

Trick Room activated.

Blue light pulsed out from Bronzong, washing over Keldeo, and he suddenly felt almost like he was moving through syrup – it took no more effort, but much more time.

Bronzong, on the other hand, began moving much faster. Lights sprang into life on the ends of its clappers, and it started to spin at speed.

“Look out, that’s Gyro Ball!” Ash called in warning.

Keldeo tried to get out of the way, but the effect of Trick Room slowed his reactions. Bronzong hit him in the flank with one spinning arm, and he hit the wall with a cry – though one more of shock than pain.

He pushed himself back to his feet, raised a hoof through the slowing influence of the Trick Room, and braced himself against the wall with another hoof.

Then he opened up with Hydro Pump, as powerful as he could make it, and aimed at the oncoming Bronzong.

Water went everywhere, sprayed off in a broad arc by the high-speed spin. It also made Bronzong slow a little, and the Gyro Ball flashed and partially-discharged repeatedly under the stream of water.

“Keldeo!” Ash called, his own voice slightly distorted by the speed-altering effect of Trick Room. “Use your Hydro Pump to get around!”

Keldeo blinked, and nodded with a grin. “Got it!”

He lowered his hooves to the floor, and then fired full-power Hydro Pump from all four. That sent him rocketing into the air, and he controlled the sprays as best he could to avoid hitting the wall.

The propulsive force from the sprays wasn’t affected by the psychic effect, and he shot off as fast as he could normally manage – though he had more trouble than usual steering, simply because his legs couldn’t move as fast to compensate.

Bronzong rotated to try and fire on Keldeo, but the Fighting-type was moving too fast to pin down even with Bronzong’s speed boost from Trick Room. Psionic bursts splashed off the walls and ceiling behind Keldeo, and he bobbed and weaved to make the job of aiming harder.

With a flash, he switched to Resolute Form, and formed Secret Sword as he hurtled overhead.

Raising his horn, he swung it in a sluggish circle as he landed. “Work Up!”

The glow of the Secret Sword increased in intensity, and he released it just as Bronzong’s spin let it retarget.

The Psychic attack knocked Keldeo backwards into the armour plated wall, forcing the air from his lungs, and he gasped to try and recover.

Bronzong had it much worse. The attack hit like a freight train, sending it skidding into the wall, and those parts of it which weren’t slowed by the Light Screen went on to hit the wall – cutting deep gashes into the armour plate of the wall.

The Steel-type seemed to have been left in a bit of a dent, struggling to get out again, and Keldeo had a few precious seconds to recover.

Jasmine shook off her surprise at the heavily damaged armour plate, and frowned. “Bronzong! Sandstorm!”

Bronzong’s strikers came out one more time, and clanged back into the main body of the steel bell. The resonance rang in the room, picking up the sand scattered on the floor, and began to bring it up to hang in the air.

Keldeo inhaled, shaking his head as he shook off the stunning effect of the impact, and spun his neck again – much faster this time, as the Trick Room collapsed. “Swords Dance!”

A Sacred Sword formed on his horn, and went knifing forwards as he fired it. That was too much for Bronzong, and it went rigid.

Jasmine returned her Bronze Bell Pokémon, and took another look at the scarring on the inner wall of her gym. “That’s not going to buff out…”

She sighed. “Oh, well. They’ve got some armour plate left over, I think.”

Keldeo winced. “Sorry…”

Jasmine turned to him, and sighed. “Don’t worry, it’s not really a problem, it’s just… inconvenient.” She chuckled. “The others did warn me, and so did your trainer.”

She cleared her throat. “Right. Do you want to switch Keldeo out?”

“Well-” Ash began.

Keldeo interrupted him. “I want to stay out!”

Ash waved his hands. “Sure – if you want to, I mean.”

Keldeo nodded in confirmation, and turned back to Jasmine. “I’m ready!”

“Okay, then.” Jasmine smiled.


“Rime Crasher!”

The Jumpluff was engulfed by a shower of freezing water, and came out the other side with ice clinging to his puffs. He wobbled, losing height, and Blastoise ignored the Mega Drain it pulsed down at him.

“You don’t have the dedication to push through! You’re just blowing in the wind!” Blastoise proclaimed, cannons clicking as they retargeted. “Ice Beam!”

Jumpluff went crashing to the floor.

“Not bad,” Ramos allowed, returning his Pokémon. “Looks like I’m down to my last.”

“I’ll take ‘em all on!” Blastoise announced. “Bring him on!”

“Hold on,” Gary said, shaking his head.

Blastoise spun, giving Gary a look. “What!?”

Gary indicated Furfrou. “She wants a go.”

“Indeed I do,” she said, with a nod. “I want to try out some of my new moves.”

Blastoise stared for a moment longer. “Fine,” he said eventually, with bad grace, and stomped off the field.

Furfrou replaced him, facing across the grassy field. “Who am I to fight?” she asked, curiously.

By way of answer, Ramos sent out a Gogoat.

“Hello,” Furfrou nodded to him.

“Greetings,” the Gogoat replied. “I wish to thank you for your manners. Now – to battle!”

He tapped his hooves on the floor, producing a scent of new-mown summer lawn and making the grass glow softly. The plants hanging off his back glowed as well, bristling up and thickening.

“Interesting,” was Furfrou’s main comment. She tilted her head slightly, then dove underground with a quick Dig to avoid the storm of Razor Leaves sent her way.

“Underground is a bad idea here,” Ramos said. “Gogoat! Earthquake!”

Gogoat reared up, and slammed his hooves into the floor. The ground shook – and Furfrou erupted from the ground in a huge torrent of water.

“Please!” she said, coming down to land with a splat. That threw her off her patter for a moment, and she looked with disdain at the wet grass. She tossed her head, and sighed. “Oh, that’s awfully crude…”

Gogoat’s horns glowed green, and he charged forwards towards her. His hooves drummed on the floor, turning to a series of splats as she reached the wet section.

As he arrived, Furfrou turned to face him, and took the Horn Leech attack on her shoulder.

She kept her footing quite easily, despite the water.

Gogoat frowned. “Normally this is more effective.”

She batted her eyelashes at him. “Could you really hurt such a lady as myself with so brutish an attack?”

Gary chuckled. “Between Fur Coat, Charm and Cotton Guard… not really.”

Furfrou tossed her head, her ears flying. “Now we’ve resolved that,” she said as Gogoat stepped back warily, “Let’s try the other side of the coin.”

She jumped into the air towards Gogoat, evaded his horns with exquisite care, and nipped at his shaggy grass pelt with flame-shrouded teeth.

“Excellent,” she pronounced, seeing the effect of the flames. “Just as I hoped.”

Gogoat turned back towards her, horns glowing again, and used Giga Drain. She slipped underground just as the attack came in, and Gogoat started looking around for any sign of her.

The ground erupted again, this time beneath him. Furfrou’s head emerged just long enough to deliver an Ice Fang, and then she was back underground and gone.

“This could take a while,” Gary said, looking for a place to sit down.


Growlie bounded into the campsite, James on his back.

“We got takeout!” James announced, holding up some big carrier bags. “Who wants some?”

A lot of Pokémon wanted some, as did his partner-in-sort-of-crime. They got the groundsheet out, and settled down for a slap-up meal before bed.


Some way off through the foliage, an interested pair of blue eyes watched them.

Moltres frowned, not sure what to make of these humans. They’d certainly saved her, and she felt she owed a debt… but the question was what to actually do about it.

And even though she’d saved them… it didn’t feel like the same. She was sure they’d have been able to handle it without her help…

“Ya know, that ain’t really very polite,” a voice said.

She jumped, her flames flaring up with the shock. “What? Who’s there?”

Looking around by the light of her wings, she saw – nothing.

Then a Meowth seemed to fade out of the darkness beneath a branch. “Hey.”

Moltres blinked. “But – you weren’t there! I looked there!”

“Yeah, that’s ninja skills for ya,” Meowth shrugged. “Hey, ain’t you dat Moltres what blew up Jessiebelle’s helicopters?”

“I – well, I blew up some helicopters,” she admitted. “I don’t know whose they were.”

“Why’d ya do dat, then?” Meowth asked, sitting down on a tree root.

“Because they looked like they were going to hurt – someone,” she explained.

Meowth considered her for a bit longer, then shrugged. “Whatever. Thanks, I guess – but it is rude ta stare.”

With that, he vanished.

Moltres frowned, not sure what to do now.


“Oh?” Jessie said, as Meowth walked back into camp. “Where were you?”

Meowth shrugged. “Just a walk. I got ta stretch my legs sometime, Jessie!”


AN:

Steel-type gym!

It’s been a while since Ivysaur and Kingler have fought a gym.

Jasmine’s got a very tough, durable gym. It’s built out of the armour from what used to be the Japanese naval yards, which is about as “Steel-type” as I think is feasible to do.

Of course, Ash is Ash. So it might be a good thing there’s some spare knocking about.

Meanwhile, Gary Oak Is Fighting A Gym, and that Moltres is still interested in the Rockets.






86. Johto 28


This is the second of two chapters today.


With care, the Gym Leader took a simple Pokéball from her belt. “Rusty, let’s do this!”

In a flash, Jasmine’s Steelix materialized in the Gym. He took up a fairly large amount of the floor at full stretch, and he reared up to roar at Keldeo.

Unfazed, Keldeo set his stance.

Jasmine then shook out her wrists, and held up a bangle. She slipped it onto her right wrist, and held it up.

Ash blinked. “What’s – wait, is that a-”

The small red bow on Rusty’s head began to glow, matching the bangle Jasmine had just put on.

“That’s a Mega Stone!” Brock said, blinking. “I didn’t know Steelix had one!”

As he said that, Rusty flashed orange as the Mega Stone activated.

When the glow had died down, the friends saw through the gathering sandstorm how Rusty had changed.

He was a little bit longer – a few feet. His lower jaw had expanded, forming protrusions either side of the chin, and his head had flattened down a bit.

Most of the changes, however, had happened to his body.

A rotating ring of glowing crystals girdled the base of his neck, flashing irregularly as the energy of the Mega-Evolution jumped between them. There were pairs of similar iridescent crystals growing out of alternate body-boulders, with the other body segments smaller than before and marked with glowing blue hexagons.

“That’s pretty cool,” Ash admitted. “I didn’t know you had a Mega Stone – or a Key Stone.”

“You’re well informed,” Jasmine said, with a smile. “Most people haven’t heard of it – this is for special occasions.”

“I’ll say…” Misty muttered. “Wish I had a Mega Stone.”

“You know what to do, Rusty,” Jasmine told him. “Begin!”

Keldeo squinted through the sandstorm, and dodged aside as Rusty’s head came slamming down with Thunder Fang crackling.

Horn glowing, he lashed out with a Sacred Sword which splashed off Rusty’s armoured carapace.

“What?” he said, blinking. “That should have done at least some-”

Rusty’s head came forward again, lightning-fast, and slammed home with an Iron Head attack which knocked Keldeo backwards.

The Colt Pokémon kicked out with his rear legs, hitting the wall with a clang, and arrested his movement that way. Charging up another Sacred Sword, he tried to get a bead through the sandstorm.

He saw Rusty coming just a little too late.

The Steelix slammed into him at high speed, and this time there was nowhere to shed the force before hitting the wall. Keldeo cried out at the impact, fired his Hydro Pump more-or-less randomly, and went shooting off across the gym – his Sacred Sword fizzling as he lost control of it.

Landing one-hoof-first and staggering, he turned to look into the core of the sandstorm. Aiming his forehoof somewhere into the cloud, he fired a burst of water.

There was a brief sound of water drumming on metal, and then Rusty’s tail came sweeping out of the sand at about knee height.

Keldeo was able to dodge that sweeping Iron Tail with another burst of water from his hooves, jumping barely over the appendage, but one of the crystals clipped his rear left leg and destabilized his landing.

Capitalizing on that, Rusty swung his tail back again to hit Keldeo before he recovered. This time, the Water-type was too slow, and Rusty sent him slamming into the wall.

Staggering a little, Keldeo lit off his horn and built up one more Secret Sword. He worked out where Ash and his friends were, and where Jasmine was, and then sent it shooting off into the clouds of sand midway between the two trainers.

Rusty roared in surprise and pain, and Keldeo felt a fierce triumph that he’d scored – then the Mega Steelix retaliated with a large rock at high speed, and knocked Keldeo out.


Ash held his arm up to shield his eyes. “This sandstorm is really annoying… okay, let’s see if this works.”

He reached for another Pokéball. “Okay, here goes – Charizard!”


The big Fire-type erupted into the air, and snorted at the sand as it reached for him. His wings hammered as he hovered near the roof, sending great gales into the swirling sand and driving it towards the floor.

A rock flew up at him from the cloud, and he smashed it aside with a Metal Claw before retaliating with a huge blast of flame – not especially potent, but hot enough and broad enough to drive most of the sand to the floor.

It cooled quickly, fused a little by the heat and made sticky and cohesive.

Charizard smirked, satisfied with his solution to the Sandstorm – then yelped, ducking out of the way as a blizzard of rocks flew in his direction.

Rusty’s crystalline spines glowed as he levitated more rocks for a particularly dramatic Stone Edge, then flung them too at Charizard.

Flying out of the way, Charizard quickly came to a conclusion – the indoor gym, large as it was, was too small for a Pokémon his size to properly fight in the air.

Grumbling about that, he dove for the floor – managing to reach it quickly enough to avoid all the rocks, though one was a close thing – and roared defiance.

Rusty considered Charizard, spines flickering with multicoloured light, and then his tail slammed into the floor – shattering the glass there into smaller pieces.

Through the gap, more rocks came rumbling up to hover around him – ready for use.

While Rusty was preparing, Charizard had not been idle. He began with a shot of fire, aimed not towards the Mega Steelix – but to his left, towards the wall. It burst with a loud crack, releasing clouds of thick smoke, and he took a half-flapping leap into the concealing darkness.

The smoke drifted for a moment, and then rippled as Rusty sent the first half-dozen rocks into it.

There were a loud series of clangs as they struck the armour plate on the other side of the cloud of smoke.


Jasmine frowned. “That didn’t quite sound right… I hope that doesn’t mean that bit of the armour’s unsound.”


Rusty sent pattern after pattern of rocks into the smoke, producing loud clangs with a monotonous regularity – and no grunt of pain from Charizard.

It didn’t sound like any of the rocks were hitting flesh, either.

Finally, after a couple of minutes of this, Rusty tired. He came forwards in a grinding, slithering motion, pivoted about a third of the way down his body, and whipped his tail through the smoke.

It hit something with a clang – and stopped.

Rusty blinked, clearly confused. He tried to bring his tail back, and found it was being held still.

“Inferno!” Charizard roared, punching out a lance of blue flame from the smoke cloud. It splashed off Rusty’s head and side, heating it to cherry-red and even orange in some places.

The blast also sent the smoke away in coils, and everyone could see what had happened.

Charizard was standing up, refurling his wings – which had, until that moment, been shielding him in tough, hard-to-damage Steel Wings. And his tail was unwrapping from his legs, still shimmering with the Iron Tail which had made it, too, too tough for Rusty to damage easily.

Shaking his head and recovering, Rusty snatched his tail away from Charizard’s grip. Rather than be dashed into the wall by it, Charizard let it go – instead, he took off once more, and fired a Draco Meteor at the pile of rocks which was most of Rusty’s ammunition.

One flash of orange and a roar of overlapping explosions, and all Rusty had to work with was gravel.

Undaunted, he switched approaches. Coiling briefly, he launched himself forwards for a powerful physical headbutt.

Charizard was caught wrong-footed, coming down to land, and the headbutt hit him in the chest. He slid backwards several feet, then managed to dig his clawed feet into the ground and halt his backwards movement just short of the wall.

“Charizard!” Ash called.

Charizard looked over, then turned back to Rusty as the Steel-type’s fangs began to crackle with energy. Using his head, he slammed the mouth closed again with a headbutt of his own. “Kind of busy here!”

“Whenever you want, use-” Ash began, then Rusty pushed forwards again with a grinding cacophany of metal on rock.

Charizard roared, putting one foot on the armourplate of the wall, and shoved. He drove Rusty skidding backwards a few paces, then unleashed a point-blank Fireblast and got clear in the explosion.

“-Blast Burn!” Ash completed.

A grin crossed Charizard’s face. “Sure thing!”

He hit the ground arms-first, rolled, and came to his feet as Rusty turned towards him. The big armoured faceplate of the Steelix was shimmering faintly with heat as he cooled, and he looked a little more sluggish than he had done.

Charizard began to inhale, and an eerie light built in his throat.

Correctly interpreting this as terrible news, Rusty lunged forwards in an Iron Head attack to try to interrupt him.

The Fire-type opened his wings and beat them with a fiery crackle. Flame sprung from his tail, surrounding him and his wings, and then rocketed forwards in a bright orange-yellow pulse to spring up in a column of fire between him and Rusty. The same flap of the wings also sent Charizard into the air, out of the way when Rusty broke through the Fire Pledge.

Rusty turned in on himself and launched over half his body length into the air, jaws opening to try and grab Charizard’s tail and pull him down that way.

Diving to gain speed, Charizard snatched his tail away from the clamping Thunder Fang, and pulled up just before hitting the cracked-glass floor in a wingover.

At about that point, he charged up as much as he was intending to.

A pulse of incandescent flame and plasma erupted from his mouth, slamming into Rusty’s first thick body segment a little left of centre and driving him backwards into the armour-plating of the wall. Steel armour ablated off in a plume of golden radiance, and Rusty’s body was nearly white hot by the time the second or so of the attack ended.

A little of the Blast Burn had missed Rusty’s body itself, instead striking the armour plate of the walls directly. As the glow of overheated metal began to cool down, the spectators saw – with not a little awe – that there was a deep dent melted into the steel plate, and the whole section around it was deformed.

Rusty flashed orange and slumped forwards, revealing that the armour plate he’d been driven into was itself deformed and softened by the burst of intense heat. He was back to a non-mega-evolved Steelix by the time he hit the floor.

Charizard smirked. “Mine was better.”


“Nice one, Charizard!” Ash called, after a few seconds of silence. “That was awesome!”

He glanced over at Jasmine. “One left, right?”

“…my poor gym…” Jasmine said, softly. Then she shook her head. “Right. Sorry about that… okay.”

She raised a Pokéball, and returned Rusty. That done, she raised another.

“That’s a Lure Ball,” Ash said, recognizing it. “Back here, Charizard, that’s going to be a Water-type-”

“No!” Charizard said immediately.

Ash blinked.

“I want to do this,” Charizard told him. “If I faint, then fine – but this is the last one, and you don’t need me to conserve my strength.”

“Sure, then,” Ash shrugged. “I’m going to leave Charizard out.”

Jasmine blinked. “Fine, then. Empoleon!”


“Good day,” Empoleon said, with an elaborate bow towards his opponent. “I am Empoleon, and I will be your opponent today.”

“Yeah, I gathered,” Charizard agreed. He slammed one fist into the other palm. “Let’s do this!”

“Very well.” Empoleon nodded. He stood up straight, clicking his heels together, with his flippers straight down at his sides.

Charizard blinked. “What’s-”

“Aqua Jet!”

Empoleon took off, gouts of water erupting from the base of each flipper and sending him into the air.

When he was about halfway to the roof, he stopped there for a little – and then tilted forwards, sweeping his flippers up behind him and jetting towards Charizard.

The bigger Fire/Flying type sent a blast of flame towards Empoleon, which was met by a precise Water Pulse – both attacks detonating in mid-air – and Empoleon then swept past him, flippers coming out to his sides to slow down and perform a wingover.

As he did, water sluiced over the wall, producing a great cloud of steam from the still-hot metal.


Ash blinked. “I thought penguins couldn’t fly…”

“Ash,” Pikachu pointed out. “Keldeo flies. The same way, even.”

“True,” Ash agreed with a nod.


Empoleon banked around, flippers shifting again from beside to behind as he accelerated, and fired a string of Water Pulses at the dodging Charizard.

By dint of luck, skill and a judicious blast of Dragonbreath, Charizard managed to avoid being hit by all but one of them. That one hurt, though, slapping into his chest and knocking him backwards.

Growling, Charizard tracked Empoleon’s next turn. There was definitely a weakness there… he just had to work out how to use it.

First, though, he had the attack run to deal with.

Empoleon rolled as he came in, accelerating hard, and opened fire with a Bubblebeam. The glowing white bubbles hit the ground in front of Charizard, tracked across it towards him, and then locked on.

Charizard used the moment’s warning well. Sweeping his wing up – once more glowing with Steel Wing, as he’d done against Rusty – he used it as a shield, reducing the impact of the Water-type attack and protecting his tail.

Behind the wing, an eerie green glow built up.

As Empoleon reached his closest approach, he had to stop firing – and Charizard whipped his wing back down, opening fire with a gout of Dragonbreath that swept across the flying penguin from front to back.

Empoleon staggered in the air from the influence of the Dragon-type attack, then recovered. Sweeping his flippers back to their outer position to increase his manoeuvrability, he slowed and banked-

“Look out!” Jasmine shouted-

And Charizard arrived.

As soon as his dragonbreath blast had done its job, the Fire-type had pushed off from the ground with all the strength in his powerful legs. Wings snapping out, he hammered them against the steamy air and leaped after Empoleon, aiming to grab him and physically prevent him from using his unorthodox flight method.

This approach got him a faceful of water from the water-jets as they shifted position, but he powered through it and his grip slammed home on the banking penguin.

“Seismic Toss!” Charizard explained, another flap of his wings carrying him towards the wall – holding Empoleon out in front of him to take the impact.

This did not go as planned.


Jasmine’s jaw dropped as the two fully-evolved starters slammed into the wall – and tore an irregular section of the steel off.

A rough circle about eight or nine feet across parted company with the rest of the armoured steel with a horrible screeching of rent metal, leaving a jagged hole in the side of the gym and admitting both Pokémon into the open air outside.

“What the-” she began, staggered.

Through the hole, she saw Empoleon struggle free of Charizard’s grip and take off – soaring into the sky at the head of a plume of water.

Roaring, Charizard followed with a crack of leathery wings, and she lost sight of him too.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, looking over at her. “I thought you said this was battleship armour!”

“It is!” Jasmine replied. “Or – well, was? But…”

She blinked. “Oh! I know what it is!”

“What is it?” Ash asked, as the Gym Leader and challenger both hurried over to the hole to see where their Pokémon were.

“Steel expands when it’s hotter. Your Charizard’s attack heated that section of steel to…” Jasmine trailed off for a moment, calculating in her head. “About a thousand degrees? More?”

“Oh, right,” Ash nodded. “I get it. So he heated it up, then your Empoleon cooled it down, and that made it weaker?”

They reached the hole, and picked their way carefully over the jagged edges of the torn steel.

“Pretty much,” Jasmine agreed. “When it cooled down, that bit suddenly shrank – and it had expanded before, so there must have been cracks all through it as it changed size.”

She looked skywards, searching for the combatants. “There they are!”


Charizard unleashed a Fire Blast, aiming it at Empoleon. The flying penguin’s flippers tilted, letting him dodge away from the direct line of the attack, but Charizard had planned for that – it detonated near Empoleon, knocking him sideways a little in the air and making his flight path a bit unstable.

Water jets traced a path in the sky as Empoleon regained control, and then shot off at an increasing speed.

Charizard followed, losing ground steadily as Empoleon’s jets pushed him faster and faster, and then kept a careful eye on his opponent as he began a wide, high-speed circle.

Empoleon didn’t use Bubblebeam this time, as he steadied down on his next attack run. His trident glowed as he prepared an attack, but this time it was a single watery sphere striated with white lines.

Charizard recognized it, and slipped sideways in the air away from it. He had to get as much distance as possible, before-

The Hydro Cannon detonated.

The huge amount of high-pressure water still had the speed it had started with, and spread in a watery cone whipped by the wind and pulled down by gravity. By the time it reached Charizard, the slowing effect of air resistance on the leading edge had made it pile up into a kind of saucer-shape, the rim reaching for him as he tried to get out of the attack basket.

He almost made it. The edge of the disk of water slapped into his side, and only a quick tail-curl managed to keep his flame from being hit by the it was, though, his right wing was forced against his body by the impact, and he began to tumble. The ground went right-below-left-behind-above, and he fought the disorientation it produced.

Empoleon dropped into a shallow dive, following his foe down, and then hissed in disappointment as Charizard’s right wing extended again and he corrected his spin. The yaw was corrected next, and Charizard pulled up and out of the dive – going low enough that he went sweeping past the glass windows of a skyscraper.

No Bubblebeams shot at him, despite his vulnerability, as Empoleon’s Hydro Cannon had nearly spent his element. He was recovering fast, but during that period Charizard was most in danger Empoleon was having to use all the water he could just to stay flying.

Wings working, Charizard pulled back up again, and didn’t stop climbing until he had a good few thousand feet under him for safety. Empoleon followed him up, and the two Pokémon circled warily for a moment before diving back in.


“This seems unusual,” Brock said, shading his eyes to watch the battle overhead. “Is the water raining down all over the city going to be a problem? I know Pewter occasionally complained when Onix made the ground shake too much.”

Jasmine frowned. “I’m not sure, it’s never really been a problem before… oh, I’m going to have so much paperwork. I need to see if the naval yard has enough armour for replacing the gym wall…”


The two Pokémon flew at one another, rolling and passing at a distance of just a few feet. Steam exploded as their attacks collided, and Charizard wrenched himself around in a turn to try and get on Empoleon’s tail.

The sound of Bubblebeams told him that Empoleon had had the same idea, as they whipped off in the direction of where he’d been going before the turn. That also gave him a target, and he slammed out a Dragon Rage which hit home with an explosion which rocked the dissipating cloud of steam.

Continuing to turn, he caught sight of the dark form of Empoleon. Water jets shot out erratically as he tried to regain level flight, and Charizard grinned before launching down a Fire Blast.

Unfortunately for Empoleon, the blast detonated just as he managed to recover, and threw him off all over again. The penguin seemed to stagger in the air, slowing, and Charizard dove hard.

Flame crackled in his mouth, then roared forwards and encircled Empoleon in a Fire Spin. It hissed as water blasted out into it, and Charizard pumped more power into it to keep it up.

He had a plan. Empoleon couldn’t steer if he didn’t know which way the ground was, and with the fire circling him-

There was a huge blast of water, erupting out in all directions and extinguishing the entire Fire Spin. Empoleon appeared from inside it as it fell to the ground below, pointing both flippers straight down with huge torrents of water flowing out to try and avoid crashing.

The lower he dropped, the slower he was moving as he shed speed. About fifty feet above the ground, and barely ten above the roof of the nearby gym, he finally bottomed out.

Charizard used Overheat.

The potent, hoarded Fire-type attack slammed into Empoleon, blowing away his water-jets and slapping him to the ground just outside the gym. As he landed, Charizard swept down on top of him and slammed his fists down in a Rock Smash.

Empoleon twitched, and finally went limp.

Charizard panted, watching Empoleon for any sign of a recovery, and when he was sure that the Water-type wasn’t going to get back up again he roared his triumph. “Hah! Take that, Water-types!”

Ash came around the corner of the gym. “Charizard – that was awesome!”

He glanced over his shoulder. “I think you broke the gym, though…”


“You’ve certainly earned this badge, Ash,” Jasmine said, a few minutes later. “Twice over, if you count helping Amphy. But now I really feel I should have insisted you take it just for helping him.”

Ash chuckled nervously. “Sorry about the wall…”


“Hello, and welcome back to the breakfast hour,” the presenter said, smiling into the camera. “Now, we have a very special guest joining us today – the powerful, mysterious Pokémon Mewtwo. Hello, Mewtwo.”

Mewtwo nodded. It is nice to be here.

The presenter nodded, then frowned. “Oh, sorry, I’m being told that there’s a few technical-”

Allow me. Mewtwo raised a hand, which glowed. “Sorry for the inconvenience.”

“That’s – er…” Her hand went to her ear for a moment. “That’s fine now. What did you do?”

“Before, I was speaking using my psychic powers,” Mewtwo explained. “I’m using psychic energy to create sound, so it appears I am speaking out loud. Your cameras can pick it up.”

“Oh, I see.” The presenter nodded. “Thank you for that.”

“It is my pleasure,” Mewtwo said placidly.

“Well… okay.” She shuffled her papers, and decided to try and push past the confusing moment. “Mewtwo, I understand that you’re returning to the world of media?”

“That makes it sound all very official,” Mewtwo shrugged. “I’m writing a book, that’s all.”

“I see,” the presenter smiled. “That’s a lot more than a lot of us do.”

“I try,” Mewtwo shrugged. “It’s mainly about the relationship between humans and Pokémon. I’ve come at it from the other side, as it were, so-”

There was a pink flash.

Mewtwo sighed. Not now, Mew.

“That’s Mew?” the presenter asked, sounding startled all over again.

Ooh, this is nice! Mew giggled, waving into the camera. Hi, everyone! I’m in your TV!

They can’t hear you, Mew, Mewtwo told her. That’s a film camera. It records sound and images.

Awww… Mew pouted, then hovered over to just behind Mewtwo. What are you talking about?

“We’re discussing my book,” Mewtwo said, out loud this time as a courtesy to the camera. “This really isn’t a good time, Mew.”

Nonsense! Mew said, and tapped him on the forehead. Tag!

Mewtwo shook his head. “I’m sorry about this,” he said to the presenter.

She took a deep, steadying breath. “Right. I know you’re – sorry, this is just a bit startling.”

“I understand,” Mewtwo said, shaking his hand to try to get Mew off. “She’s nice, and she’s given me a lot of help, but – she can be a bit of a handful.”

I’m on your hand, so of course I’m a handful! Mew giggled.


“Wuffles!” Whitney wailed, as her Bidoof bounced off two walls and came to a concussed halt in the corner.

Raikou rolled his eyes, and held up another sign. Do I get the badge now?

He’d had to make a lot of signs recently.

“No you don’t!” Whitney said, crossly. She put her hands on her hips. “You’ve still not finished the battle!”

Raikou made a sound like thunder over the horizon, and wrote another sign.

Hurry up, then.

“I will!” Whitney told him. “Miltank! Get him!”

Miltank nodded, curled into a ball and began Rolling Out towards him.

Raikou examined her, then snapped a Thunderbolt at her from his tail and loped out of the way.

Electricity crackled around the bovine Pokémon, but she continued to roll on regardless.

“Hm, that’s interesting…” Raikou mused, watching her turn the corner and pick up speed. “I suspect she’ll just keep accelerating, becoming more and more dangerous…”

Another Thunderbolt. This one hit home, too, but Miltank toughed it out and kept coming. Raikou had a little less leeway dodging this time.

“Right!” Raikou said, electricity building on his mane and arcing over his body. “Let’s start by paralyzing you, then!”

His legs coiled up behind him, and he launched himself foewards. “Nuzzle!”

Raikou hit Miltank with a thunderous boom of impact and discharging electricity. The Normal-type went cannoning across the room, and slammed into the wall with a thud.

She dropped to the floor, residual static frizzing up her fur.

“Miltank!” Whitney said, gaping.

She turned to point a finger at Raikou. “You beastly, beastly, beast!”

“What?” Raikou asked, rhetorically. “She’s paralyzed.”

He glanced over. “And unconscious, I grant you… anyway.”

Loping back to the entrance, Raikou held up a sign. Do I get the badge now?

“Fine!” Whitney said, sulkily. “And never darken my doorstep again!”

Raikou accepted the badge, and pinned it to a scarf wrapped around his neck.

Three down, five to go. Now, where to head next…


AN:

Looks like the gym wasn’t tough enough.

Oh well. At least there is that spare armour.

Meanwhile, Mewtwo’s threat level goes ever closer to “negligible” in the eyes of the public, and Raikou demonstrates an unusual interpretation of the move Nuzzle.

(Incidentally, note that she’s not using her Clefairy. She’s not allowed to, it’s retroactively Fairy-type and always has been… unless of course her gym were the Cute gym rather than the Normal one.)






87. Johto 29


(This is not, despite my earlier mistake, the first of two chapters today. Sorry for the confusion.)


“I never really realized how much easier this journey was than when we went the other way,” Brock said with interest. “I mean, on our way south we were dodging away from things which happened last time which were bad, running into other things, and all that. As for the way back through… it’s just been cake!”

“I agree,” Ninetales said, flirting her tails. “Perhaps it’s just that we’ve taken the main road, this time.”

“That might be it,” Ash agreed. He glanced overhead at the circling form of Noctowl. “Everything alright?”

“Rather,” Noctowl said. He dipped his wings, flying a little lower. “I do believe we’re about to arrive on the outskirts of Ecruteak.”

“We made good time, then!” Misty said. “Right, what do we have to do here…”

“I can’t think of anything,” Ash admitted.


As it happened, though, something to do found them. As they entered the city proper, they were met by a familiar face.

“Oh, hi Sakura!” Ash said, recognizing her. “How are you?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” Sakura told him. “The bells started ringing, so we knew you were coming.”

“Which bells?” Misty asked. “You said there were a lot, as I remember.”

“Yes, that’s right,” Sakura confirmed. “A lot of them started ringing. But one of them was that one which rings when someone worthy of Ho-Oh is approaching, and of course that means you.”

Ash gave an embarrassed chuckle. “Right.”

“Anyway,” Sakura went on. “We have a rather unusual request to make. If you’d follow me to the hall?”

Ash looked among his companions, who shrugged, and turned back to her. “No problems here.”

“Excellent,” Sakura smiled.


“So, what did you want?” Ash asked, some minutes later.

Tamao cleared her throat. “We were wondering – we heard that you’d been seen with Suicune, and whether that meant-”

There was a flash, and Suicune emerged from her Fast Ball.

“…well, that answers that,” Sumomo said faintly.

Suicune waved.

“Do you mess with us deliberately?” the girl asked plaintively, as her Vaporeon stretched on her lap.

“Not deliberately, no,” Ash said, with a shrug. “It just kind of… happens…”

Koume tapped the table. “If I may. We were wondering whether we could request that one of your battles take place where we may observe it, since we have never seen the Beasts at battle first-hand before despite our extensive studies.”

“The closest we’ve come is watching things on television,” Satsuki said. “We missed catching that broadcast of you in the Whirl cup, though.”

Dexter beeped. I could provide you the recordings.

“That would be nice,” Sakura admitted.

For her part, Suicune frowned. “Hm… I wonder whether Entei’s going to challenge you again soon. I might ask him. Or, if Raikou’s willing to put his all into it this time, we might have that instead.”

“She says she’ll check,” Ash translated. “Maybe we should all go to that clearing from last time, actually.”

“That seems a fine idea,” Tamao smiled.


Suicune loped into the basement of the Tin Tower.

“Hello, Suicune!” her brother said, looking up. “It’s been a while.”

“Sorry,” she said, looking around. “I… where is everyone else?”

Entei frowned, one paw going to his chin. “Let me see… well, my double is handling a little matter up north in Almia, since I intend to challenge Ash again some time soon. His brother is headed down to Hoenn to speak with Rayquaza on a matter of some urgency – Lord Ho-Oh requested it – and your own double is of course handling her new duties.”

Suicune nodded, then blinked. “And what of our brother?”

He sighed. “We’ve got no idea. He went off a couple of weeks ago talking about sign language, and seems to have vanished off the face of the earth.”


Raikou turned the pages of the guide. “Hm… ah, I see! The gym relies on Ghosts? Well, that means I’ll just have to make sure I brush up on my Dark-type attacks!”

He emitted a low, rumbling growl. “But how to make sure I’m up to snuff? Perhaps I should try and bite some trees!”


“He’ll turn up,” Suicune said with a shrug. “Eventually. Anyway, Ash is in town, and the Kimono Sisters were wondering if you’d be willing to challenge him without a race – to have just a battle.”

Entei began to respond, then stopped. He stood, and paced in a circle. “He has that Pidgeot of his with him, right?”

“That’s right,” she confirmed.

“Right, so I can’t outrun him, and as such it would come down to the battle anyway… very well, then.”

Suicune smiled. “Excellent. Shall we head over there?”


“Lord Entei!” Koume said, bowing. “You honour us.”

“It is not a problem,” Entei stated. “As my sister has said before, your work is valuable and done well. We have no complaints.”

He frowned, very slightly. “Except that the bell reporting our presence probably needs a muffler. We live here.”

Ash translated.

“I think I know which one you mean,” Sumomo said, frowning. “But it’s broken – it doesn’t ring, even though the clapper strikes it.”

“Not to you, maybe,” Entei said. “We can all hear it quite well. It’s too high pitched for human ears.”

When that was explained, the sisters winced. “Sorry, lord Entei!” Koume said, blushing. “I’ll be sure to prevent it disturbing you.”

“It is no fault of yours,” Entei dismissed. “Now… Ash Ketchum.”

“I’m listening,” Ash said.

“On account of your Pidgeot, I am well aware that I could not escape you. From my sister’s tale, your Flying-type is able to fly any of us to exhaustion – and there is no clear route to run a sprint, here in the heart of Honshu. So I propose that we have our battle as a battle alone.” Entei indicated the clearing with a sweep of his head. “Right here, as it happens.”

“Sure!” Ash agreed. “Uh, should I only use five Pokémon?”

“Six will be fine,” Entei replied. “You have ten minutes, if you need it.”


“Okay, guys,” Ash said, about ten seconds later. “Who do I use?”

He frowned. “I can see two important issues. Who’s able to resist fire, and who can do a lot of damage…”

“Do I count?” Pikachu asked.

“Of course,” Ash agreed with a smile. “But – okay. I’m not going to use either Suicune or Keldeo.”

Keldeo’s Pokéball burst open.

“Why not?” Keldeo asked, hurt. “I can help!”

“I know you can,” Ash told him. “That’s why I don’t want to use you – it doesn’t feel right, because you’d make it too easy.”

Suicune released herself. “I agree with your logic, Ash. I’d fight if you ordered me to, but… I would feel uncomfortable fighting my brother like that.”

“Which is another reason not to use you,” Ash agreed. He smiled. “And thanks for your trust – that you’d do it if I asked, I mean.”

She returned his smile.

“Uh… we’re wasting that ten minutes, Ash,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Right!” Ash said, more firmly. “Hmmm… okay, I’ve got a plan. Dexter?”

I’m listening.

“I’m going to want you to get Squirtle from Professor Oak,” Ash explained. “And Houndour – he’s with his family, I know, but I’d really prefer to have him.”

Sent. Will you want Kingler as well?

Ash considered. “Him or Totodile… it’s tricky…”

Who else are you using, then? Dexter asked.

“I’m using Pikachu, Squirtle, Quilava, Houndour, either Totodile or Kingler, and you,” Ash told him.

Totodile burst out of his Pokéball. “Pick me! Pick me! I’ve got Hydro Pump, and Muddy Water, and-”

Quilava joined him. “And I’ve learned Rollout, so I can certainly help.”

At that point, Dexter beeped. Got Squirtle and Houndour. What’s your decision on Kingler?

As he spoke, the Water-type and the Fire-type emerged from their Pokéballs and looked around.

“This should be awesome!” Squirtle pronounced.

Ash looked around. “…when did I become completely surrounded by Pokémon?”

Suicune shuffled back a few steps to give him more room.

He thought a bit more, then confirmed his decision. “I’ll use Totodile, I think. Right, Houndour? Dexter? Here’s my plan…”


About eight minutes after Entei had given the time limit, Ash walked over to stand opposite him. “I’m ready,” he said with a nod.

“Very good.” Entei took a breath, and let it out. “Sister? Please ensure the spectators are safe – and so is the forest.”

“I’ll help with that,” Misty volunteered. “Water types.”

“Just so long as you don’t use Rain Dance,” Entei muttered. “Right. Three, two, one, now!”

Pikachu opened the battle with an earsplitting crack as he fired a Thunder straight at Entei. The Fire-type blurred into motion, mostly evading the bolt of incandescent lightning, and roared. “Sunny Day!”

The light clouds overhead vanished, pushed aside by the powerful weather-alteration attack, and Entei grinned when – for once – it wasn’t immediately countered by a Rain Dance. “Finally!”

He spat a Fire Blast at Pikachu to celebrate.

Houndour jumped in the way, the flames bursting on his black fur and scarring the ground – some of it flowing into his Flash Fire. “Nope.”

Pikachu fired another Thunder. This one went slightly wide, the heat in the air throwing off his aim slightly despite his best attempts, and Entei more easily dodged it.

Tracing, Dexter announced. Trace complete.

Houndour loped out of the way as Totodile opened fire with a blast of water, and approached Dexter. “Ready?”

Yes, Dexter agreed. Be gentle.

Houndour’s reply was a fanged grin. He concentrated, and Dark doubles of most of Ash’s team appeared to either side of him.

Then, one by one, they kicked Dexter in the vector.


Entei fired off a Lava Plume as he slowed, boiling off the Hydro Pump Totodile was sending his way in the stream of intense flame.

Then a blur of orange and yellow hit him in the side.

“Ow,” he said, not really very injured, and turned to see what had hit him.

The blur came in again, and hit his other flank this time. The impact was worse this time, and the blurred ball of fire bounced off, spun for a moment on the floor and shot off through the fire and flames surrounding him.

Entei’s brow furrowed. He wasn’t at all sure what that could mean…

Then something blue and pink and moving incredibly fast hit him in the chin at a slight upwards angle, knocking him clear out of his Lava Plume.

Crashing to the ground and rolling upright, he looked around.

“What?” he asked, blinking at the sight of Dexter. “Was that you?”

Dexter nodded. Justified plus Beat Up plus Zen Headbutt equals considerable stopping power.

Entei growled, smoke escaping his nostrils. He lunged forwards, paw reaching out to bat, and then a high speed ball of flame hit his wrist and knocked his paw off target.

He swiped at the hurtling missile with his other paw, and missed.

Dexter had vanished while he looked around, and he switched targets to Pikachu. That one, at least, was an easy target.


Pikachu caught Entei’s little frown as he selected a new target.

He grinned, putting his arms out to either side, and began to charge electricity to his cheeks.

A lot of electricity, actually. But, rather than use it for a Volt Crash, he held it – unused, and ready to be used. For when-

Entei’s paws dug in, and he leapt forwards. The speed of his charge meant that Quilava missed her latest attack run, and spun on past Entei’s former position before beginning a fast, wide turn to come back in.

When he was about halfway between his starting position and Pikachu, Entei came under attack from Totodile. He unleashed a huge Fire Blast back down the oncoming Muddy Water, producing a bubbly explosion of steam and sending rapidly boiling water everywhere.

Pikachu flinched away from the force of the explosion, and relied on his electrical sense instead for where Entei was. He could feel the Fire-type Beast running from the tiny electrical currents in his nervous system – not very well, but easily enough to tell how close the Volcano Pokémon was getting.

In a very short space of time, Entei got close enough.

Pikachu opened matters with a crackling close-range Thunderbolt, slamming it into Entei as he charged, and dodged out of the way as two big grey paws tried to slap him into the ground.

The earth shook as Entei delivered his Bulldoze, barely missing Pikachu and making the spectators wobble slightly.

Totodile took advantage of Entei slowing down, and fired a Hydro Pump directly at Entei’s flank. Though it was weakened by the Sunny Day, it still struck home hard, and Entei growled before shaking his mane. A series of small explosions erupted from it, filling the clearing in choking black ash and smoke.

Now unable to see Entei even if he’d been trying, Pikachu elected not to bother. He closed his eyes instead, relying on Aura Sight coupled with his electrical sense, and fired off another Thunderbolt at close range.

Entei snarled at the impact, returning his attention to Pikachu. “Incinerate!”

Pikachu’s tail was clipped by the flame, despite his best efforts. He shifted it to Iron Tail briefly, extinguishing the smouldering tip, and kept running – the more trouble Entei had with him, the better.

“Let’s see if this works…” Pikachu muttered. Lightning snapped around his tail, and he jumped onto Entei’s back and slapped it home – delivering a burst of electricity which crackled around Entei’s paws and fangs.

The Legendary shook his head, more startled than hurt, and shook Pikachu off. Turning in his own length, he slapped the Electric-type aside as he dropped through the air.

There was a crackle of discharging electricity, and Pikachu’s cheeks flared brighter as they absorbed the electricity.

“Thanks,” Pikachu grinned, skidding to a halt. “I wondered if you’d heard of Ion Deluge.”

Entei replied to that with another Bulldoze. Pikachu jumped, avoiding the attack itself, and then spun out an Electroweb and threw it at Entei’s forelegs to tangle them.

Another Incinerate flashed out, then a Heat Wave. The smoke whipped as Quilava passed through, delivering a glancing blow to Entei’s flank as she did so, and then a very loud voice drew everyone’s attention.

“This water of mine is icy cold! It’s so cold that even the sun’s blazing heat can’t impact it!”

Entei blinked, thrown, and squinted through the clearing smoke. “…what… was that?”

“That means, when it’s used in the light, it’s not even affected! It’s still just as wet as ever, and that’s what it means to have a Torrent of dedication!”

Pikachu shrugged. “You kind of tune it out after a while.” He then fired another Electroweb, and this one hit home more easily now that Entei was distracted.

Snarling, Entei rounded on the Electric-type. “That’s it! No more surprises! You-”

“Super Destructor Waterfall!”

Squirtle arrived.

Entei was surprised.


When the Fire-type finally fought free of the Electroweb ensnaring his paws, he was about a hundred metres past the end of the clearing and still being pushed by Squirtle’s huge Water attack.

He retaliated with the only thing he could really do under the circumstances. Opening his mouth, he quickly charged a Solarbeam – paws scrabbling to avoid being pushed still further – and fired it through the torrent at Squirtle.

Rainbow light went scattering everywhere as the water refracted the light from the Solarbeam into crazy patterns. Much of it was wasted, playing over the trees and going into the air in a light show visible from the Tin Tower, but enough hit Squirtle that he had to abandon the attack.

Panting, the Water-type starter sent himself soaring into the air with a spiralling Hydro Pump, before being hit by a second Solarbeam as he started to come back down for an attack.

The moment after Entei finished firing the attack, Quilava’s Rollout hit him in the jaw.

“Ow!” he yelped, and looked around for the pesky Fire-type. For several seconds, only flashes of fire caught his eye through the thick ground cover, and then she darted out of one – moving faster still – and bounced off his back before vanishing again.

Entei came to a conclusion. If she was using the forest as cover…

Then he just had to get rid of the forest.

Fortunately, the local Pokémon had basically abandoned the area as unsafe when the fight started.

“Lava Plume!”

Even more fortunately, there was a particularly skilled Water-type user on hand, along with two unengaged Legendary Water-types.

That patch of the forest, however, was pretty much doomed. The intense heat blasted out across an area of ground twenty feet in radius, burning away the ground cover in seconds.

Quilava was blown through the air by the pillow of overpressure. She bounced off one of the surviving trees outside the blast zone, wobbled, and came back in – straight into the path of a Bulldoze.


The Kimono Sisters held up their hands in reflex against the sudden dry heat – then winced at the sound of soaked branches exploding.

“Is this safe?” Tamao asked, as Totodile waddled across the clearing to get a bead on Entei once more. “Quite apart from anything else, Lord Entei seems… upset…”

“I assure you, it is fine,” Suicune said. “My brother is often full of praise afterwards for battles he finds infuriating in the heat of the moment.”

Punctuating her words, there was another roar of frustration from Entei’s side of the battlefield. The smoke hid the reason for a moment, but then it became evident that Houndour had just intercepted a Fire Blast aimed at Pikachu and negated it completely.

“What was that you said?” Sumomo asked. “We can’t understand you.”

“…oh, my apologies,” Suicune apologized. She glanced over at Misty. “Can you help, please? I’m afraid I’m getting used to this whole translation business very quickly…”


“Come here!” Entei snapped, paws slamming down just behind Houndour’s dodging form.

“Not seeing the advantage for me, there,” Houndour replied, turning a right-angle and barely avoiding a Bite attack. He went back on himself, got in under Entei’s body, and kicked out at a knee as Entei tried to turn and target him.

Entei staggered, barely avoiding tripping over as he found himself suddenly supporting himself on his two right legs, and Houndour slipped out of the danger zone again.

The bigger Fire-type whirled to follow, and then got interrupted by a Zap Cannon from back over by the clearing. He spotted it in time to dodge, and it shot bare inches over the top of his mane with a hum of static.

Another Fire Blast went shooting off towards the Electric-type, and he blurred out of the way with Agility before it exploded. A moment later, Totodile arrived and began firing a steady stream of Bubblebeam across the gap between them. The heat of the sun reduced the potency of the attack, but some of the white bubbles still started to burst on Entei’s flank before he got moving again.

“Beat Up!” Houndour announced. Just in case Entei was starting to get comfortable with the situation.

As the illusionary doubles closed in, Entei slammed his paws on the ground. “Right! Lava Plume!”

Dexter, curving in for another Zen Headbutt, was sent flying into the air by the force of the firey blast. All of Houndour’s shadow-clones vanished as well, blown away before they could land a hit, and Houndour himself was only technically unharmed.

Yelping, he bounced across the smoke-strewn ground and skidded to a halt.

One of Entei’s paws slammed down just in front of his head. He tried to roll out of the way, but a second paw landed the other side.

“Anything to say?” Entei asked, smirking through the ash-clouds his Lava Plume had produced.

“Yes, actually,” Houndour replied. “Bet you can’t beat us without using another status move.”

Entei blinked, not having expected that. “…that’s it?”

“I’m not sure what you’re having trouble with here,” Houndour admitted, one eye on the slowly clearing ash clouds. “It’s a simple challenge. No more status moves. Or are you not confident that you, a Legendary, can beat us?”

Entei shook his head. “No, I just-”

He frowned. “Wait a moment! You’re stalling!”

A paw slapped Houndour into unconsciousness.

Entei whirled towards the clearing, which he was just about able to see through the smoke hanging in the air, and leaped to the side to avoid a crackling, electrified Brine shot from Totodile and Pikachu together.

“Clever!” he admitted, and charged forwards again. He sent a Heat Wave spearing back down the next Water attack – a Hydro Pump – and grunted as a Thunderbolt skirled over his forelegs, then arrived at the two Pokémon before they could attack again.

Pikachu was his first target. He sent a Bulldoze Pikachu’s way, knocking him backwards into a tree with a soft crunch of scorched moss and a pained squeak, then rounded on Totodile and fired another Solarbeam.

That close, Totodile couldn’t manage any tricks to dodge. He tried, firing a Muddy Water, but was knocked out by the time the green-yellow light of the attack faded.

Once that had ended, Entei turned back to Pikachu – coming to his feet covered in mud and ash. “A good battle, but not quite enough,” he said.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, trying to force electricity through the grime.

He scowled, concentrating, and his orange-yellow cheeks switched back to red as he pulled his Light Ball out of his voltage wells.

Lightning crackled around it, then stabbed forwards and cloaked Entei’s body.

Entei tried to move, and couldn’t. “Thunder Wave? A nice improvisation.”

He spat an Ember, blowing Pikachu back into the tree and knocking the Light Ball out of his hands. Then the lightning intensified, locking him in place.

Pikachu panted as he pushed himself back up again, feeling absolutely exhausted.

Despite that, though, he couldn’t keep the smirk off his face.

“Why are you-” Entei asked.

Pikachu pointed up.

Dexter used Giga Impact.


“Whoa!” Ash said, as the blast of the impact sent a wave of ash and twigs flying in all directions.

Closing his eyes to avoid getting anything in them, he took the Fast Ball he’d readied, and ran forwards. As soon as he saw the glow of fiery Aura which marked Entei, he sent the ‘ball forwards with a fast overhand throw.

It hit Entei with a soft thud, opened up, and sucked him in in a flash of light.

Wobble.

Ash’s run slowed, as he arrived at the crater where Entei had been, and glanced around to spot his Pokémon.

Wobble.

There was Totodile, already stirring – must have been only just hit hard enough to knock out.

Wobble.

Pikachu was lying against the base of a tree, and appeared to actually be conscious – though barely. And Ash had seen the Fire-types and Squirtle go down, so that only left Dexter.

The Fast Ball twitched one more time, then stopped. Ash knelt down, and picked it up.

It was… a strange feeling. It somehow felt different than when he’d caught Suicune, in terms of achievement… probably because he’d already caught her, and so the idea he could catch one of the Beasts of Johto wasn’t so shocking.

Of course, it could just be that when he caught Suicune there was an emergency literally two minutes later.

“Well done!” Suicune said, pacing up behind him. “That was quite the battle. I noticed he’s been practicing – did you notice the Bulldoze?”

“Yeah, it seemed like he was using it a lot – aha!” Ash said, reaching down. “Here we are. Nice work, Dexter!”

Gravity is a harsh mistress, Dexter said indistinctly as Ash picked up his projector. Did you get him?

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. He looked around. “Uh… we might have a problem, I think the forest is actually on fire…”


The next few minutes were a confused mess, with Misty using her entire team to extinguish the fire while Suicune kept it contained and Keldeo jumped in and out getting the Pokémon to safety.

Once that was done, though, Ash walked back over to the astonished Kimono Sisters.

“…wow,” Koume said, not for the first time. “That was…”

“It’s one thing to think, in the abstract, of one of the Beasts being caught,” Sakura said. “But if that’s what it’s actually like…”

“Suicune was… different,” Ash admitted. “The first part of that one was a chase – which went hundreds of miles.”

“It did,” Suicune agreed. “And it tired me out, quite a bit.”

She nodded towards Ash. “Perhaps we should see what my brother has to say.”

“Good idea,” Ash agreed, and opened the Fast Ball.

Entei promptly slumped to the floor, and began to snore.

“We might need to head to the Pokémon centre first,” Pikachu suggested. “I wouldn’t mind that, either…”


It turned out to take about half an hour for the various Pokémon to be healed up. Entei caused quite a stir, but the sight of Suicune calmly standing to Ash’s side helped to reassure the Joy that this was all above-board and legitimate.

That done, Ash sent out Entei again. This time, he was significantly less unconscious.

“How are you-” Ash began, a little concerned.

Entei shook his head. “I should have known, after last time,” he said, with a chuckle. “I really should. But… well, we agreed on the rules. I have no complaints.”

“Good,” Ash said, glad there were no hard feelings. “Oh, did Suicune tell you what I told her?”

“About your rule that we may leave whenever we wish?” Entei nodded agreement. “Most accommodating of you.”

He frowned. “Hm. Now… what gym badges do you yet lack?”

Ash blinked. “Pardon?”

“It’s a simple question,” Entei said patiently. “What gym badges haven’t you won yet?”

“No, I understood, it just seems-” Ash broke off, shaking his head.

Pikachu spoke up. “We haven’t got the Glacier or Rising Badges yet.”

“I see,” Entei said, considering. “Well, both of those are tempting… 

“A Legendary Fire-type in the Ice gym?” Pikachu asked.

Ash shrugged. “Keldeo had trouble in the Steel gym, though that was because of a Psychic-type and then a Mega-evolution.”

“True.”

Entei considered. “Well, I suppose we shall see nearer the time.”

“I guess,” Ash agreed. “Oh, yeah, that reminds me. Suicune’s already got a training regimen, and she discussed adding formal Aura training to it while you were being healed – for translating, and stuff. Do you want that too?”

He shrugged. “I mean, to go with the other things you need work on.”

Entei’s tail lashed. “Like what?” he asked, tilting his head on one side.

“Well.” Ash started ticking off the points. “You seemed fine one-on-one, maybe two-on-one, but you were having trouble managing more than that at one time. So first off would be working on how to avoid that problem.”

Entei grumbled a bit, but had to admit it was true. That was how Ash’s six had beaten him, after all – keeping him from focusing in on any one of them for too long. “How do you suggest we work on it?”

Ash shrugged. “Practice, really. Plus it helps the others get experience at fighting a single powerful opponent.”

Pikachu grinned. “I like the sound of this.”

“Yeah, but I’m also going to let him and Suicune go after you at some point,” Ash replied without missing a beat. “Got to give you more dodge training, after all…”

“Slavedriver.”

“I got punched in the chest by a Lucario last night!” Ash protested. “I do it to myself too!”

Pikachu was unconvinced.

“Anyway,” Ash went on, turning back to the bemused Entei. “There was one other major issue – handling Water-types when you can’t be the one to enforce the weather.”

“I admit, Water-types are a problem,” Entei nodded. He shot a glance over towards Misty, currently discussing Vaporeons with Sumomo. “Especially when they use Rain Dance…”

“I’ve got a couple of ideas on that front,” Ash said. “First… there’s a move called Energy Ball? Ninetales knows it. Not sure if you could, but it can’t hurt to try.”

“If it worked, it would be a great help,” Entei admitted. “Anything else?”

“Trying to get you an Electric attack, like Thunder Fang,” Ash shrugged. “That or a stronger neutral-typed attack – something like Shadow Ball, I can probably teach you that one. Oh, and – if you go for the Aura training – there’s always Aura Sphere.”

Entei considered. “I see you’ve given this a lot of thought.”

Ash waved a hand. “A bit. But a lot of it’s kind of similar to what I’ve done with either Suicune or with my other Fire-types.”

“I’ll be glad for the help, then,” Entei decided.

Suicune released herself, and gave her brother a smug look. “Told you.”

“Yes, yes, you don’t have to rub it in,” Entei admitted. “I admit it. You were completely right.”

Suicune beamed.

“But don’t expect me to say it again,” he muttered.


“That was a pleasant experience,” Tamao said, as they waved the friends off towards the east and Mahogany Town. “The Lord Entei did seem happier than he was during the fight…”

“Yeah,” Sakura agreed. “I wonder if that means Ash will be using him to fight gyms?”

“If not, he’ll be using Lord Entei along with Lady Suicune to help fight evil,” Sumomo predicted. “Remember? They mentioned that-”

“The Lugia, yes,” Sakura agreed. “That sounded… worrying. Shadow Pokémon…”

“Indeed,” Satsuki noted. “Especially if they were able to corrupt so powerful a Pokémon as the Lady Lugia. We should keep a look out – and warn others.”

“Uh…” Koume said, pointing. “Sisters?”

The four other Kimono Sisters looked around, following her pointing finger.

“Is that… Lord Raikou?” Satsuki asked. “Why is he wearing a scarf?”

“I’m more confused about the bundle of signs on his back,” Sakura admitted.


Morty opened the door. “Welcome, challll…” He blinked, swallowed, and started again. “Raikou?”

“Did you just say-” came a voice from behind him. There was the sound of someone moving quite quickly, and then Eusine appeared behind Morty at the door. “Morty? What’s Raikou doing outside your gym?”

“I wish I knew,” Morty admitted.

While they had been talking, Raikou was juggling signs about in his pack. Finally finding the one he was after, he held it up.

“Apparently challenging your gym,” Eusine read. “Is that a thing?”

“So it would seem,” Morty agreed, stepping back to let Raikou in. “Whitney sent me a whiny email about him last week…”


“Are you ready for this, young man?” the examiner asked.

Max nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Right. This will be an oral exam to test your knowledge of Pokémon, Pokémon types and the way they interact. There will be written questions, but you are expected to explain your reasoning out loud – simply giving an answer will not earn many points.” The examiner picked up his deck of question cards. “First question. You’re facing a Poliwrath. Which of these is the best choice?”

Max glanced over the three options. “Mudkip’s neutral defensively and doesn’t normally get any good offensive moves. Combusken has a few Flying-type moves, but the weakness to Water-type moves is too much of a problem, so the best choice is Taillow. If the Combusken has Speed Boost, though, it should be able to gain the advantage by way of sheer speed. But, all else being equal – Taillow.”

“Good,” the examiner said, making a note. “Second. Which of these three Pokémon is the best choice against Mudkip?

“Roselia,” Max said promptly. He was about to continue, but the examiner frowned.

“What?” the young Maple asked.

“That’s not what I have on the card…”

“Then the card’s wrong,” Max said boldly. “Roselia’s a Grass-type which resists Water and which also has an advantage over it. Plusle has an advantage, but they’re not resistant to Water-type attacks and are actually weak against the Ground-type attacks that Mudkip learn early – even Roselia’s Poison typing doesn’t give it that weakness, because the Grass compensates for it. As for Torchic, that’s a terrible choice because Fire is weak to Water.”

The examiner wrote down a few lines of notes. “I can see I need to make a phone call… anyway, next question. Which of these evolves into Grovyle?”

“Treecko,” Max answered without even looking at the card.

“Good. Which of these Pokémon is the best to battle Kirlia?”

“Any of them except Combusken,” Max said. He pointed to Graveler, then to Togetic. “Both of these are equal-type match ups – Togetic has Fairy and Flying-type moves which do normal damage, the same for Graveler and its Rock and Ground moves, and neither has a weakness. Combusken’s weak to Psychic.”

He shrugged. “Graveler versus Kirlia would take less time, though.”

The examiner nodded along with the logic, and then caught sight of the answer on the card. “What the – who printed these?”

“Let me guess,” Max said with a sigh. “It says Combusken.”

The examiner wrote something on the back of the card and shook his head. “Sorry about this, kid. Give me a minute…”

Max watched as the examiner went though the cards, occasionally dropping one on the floor with a muttered comment. “The heck? Seviper doesn’t evolve from anything…”

“Should I be worried?” he asked.

“Oh, don’t worry, we’re still using these ones,” the examiner said with a shrug. “I’m just going to write down all the ways an eight year old is smarter than the question setters…”


AN:

That poor forest.

Dexter copied Justified off Keldeo, by the way. Sure he wasn’t in the fight, but he was nearby.

Raikou’s guide, by the way, is one of the works of Prima. (It’s this kind of thing which is taking up an increasing amount of her time, and leading to her wanting to retire from her E4 job.)

Incidentally, the cards-thing is based on Pokémon Trainer’s Choice, which was often misleading and on several occasions out-and-out wrong.

(This is not, despite my earlier mistake, the first of two chapters today. Sorry for the confusion.)






88. Johto 30


“Hey, Ash, look!” Misty said, pointing.

“What?” Ash asked, eyes flicking around to try and spot movement. “What do you see, Misty?”

Misty walked over and tapped the sign. “Look!”

“Eggseter?” Brock read off, then groaned. “Ow, that’s a terrible pun.”

“See?” Misty asked, with a grin. “You’re not the only one puns follow around!”

“That’s cruel, Misty,” Ash said, shaking his head.

“True, though,” Lucario noted.

Ash – a reminder. This is where you got Donphan.

“I knew that,” Ash replied to his Pokédex. “I don’t lose track of things that important!”

Counterexample. Muk.

Ash blushed. “Usually.”

“Is that Ash I hear?” a voice asked. “Hey, it is! Hi, Ash!”

Ash turned to look. “Casey?”

“That’s me,” Casey said, waving. Her Pidgeotto settled to her arm, and she braced it with her free arm to hold the weight. “Ugh… Pidgeotto! That’s my pitching arm!”

The avian took flight again, and she rubbed her elbow for a bit before grinning at Ash. “Fancy meeting you here! How are you doing on badges?”

“Six down, two to go,” Ash told her. “My most recent one was the Mineral Badge.”

“Oh, cool,” Casey nodded. “I’ve got five – I’ve not done the Mineral Badge, though. How was it?”

“Pretty good,” Ash said, then winced. “We broke the gym, though. Same with the gym in Cianwood…”

Casey shook her head. “You have problems.”

“I don’t mean to!” Ash insisted.

“You really, really do,” Pikachu replied. “Sometimes, anyway. Remind me how you beat Chuck’s Machamp?”

“…point taken,” Ash admitted. “Pikachu just reminded me I dropped the roof on Chuck’s Machamp.”

“Really, really big problems,” Casey repeated. “Anyway – I heard about this thing they do here called the Extreme Pokémon contest. Want to compete?”

“Sure,” Ash nodded – then winced. “I don’t have a skateboard, though…”

“Oh, that’s okay, I met a nice guy who loans them out,” Casey said. “Follow me!”


“Here he is!” Casey said, sweeping her hand across the old man and his wife. “This is Mr. Shellby, and this is his wife. Mrs. Shellby.”

“Hello again, Casey,” Mr. Shellby said, nodding to them. His wife waved from behind the counter. “Who’s your friend?”

“This is Ash Ketchum,” Casey said. “He’s a pretty cool trainer – he’s even the current Indigo Champion! But I still managed to beat him…”

“You’re never going to let that go, are you?” Ash asked.

Casey shook her head. “Nope!”

“Hi, Mr. Shellby, Mrs. Shellby,” Ash said. “These are my friends, Brock and Misty.”

“It’s a pleasure,” Brock said. “I’ve done a bit of training on being a Pokémon breeder, and that means I’ve done research into the kind of thing you do every day – but I’m sure you’re much better at it than I am!”

“Well, there’s always something new to learn,” the old man said with a smile. “Perhaps I could show you around?”

“I’d like to have a look too,” Misty said.

“And me!” Ash chipped in.

Mrs. Shellby chuckled. “I’ll make lunch. You show the kids around, Tamazo.”


The tour started in the large paddock of the ranch, where several recently-hatched Pokémon played around together from the common to the rarer – Pidgey, Wooper, Happiny, Smeargle, even a Dunsparce (the sight of whom made Ash’s palms itch – but he sighed and resisted the temptation)

They were shown how Mr. Shellby fed all those Pokémon, and taken for a quick ride on his Tauros-drawn cart to make the point clear of just how big the ranch was. After that, though, they returned to the house – where Mrs. Shellby reported that she’d like about another ten minutes.

After thinking for a moment, Mr. Shellby showed them into the incubator room – a room with six widely-spaced sets of open shelves, each of them holding hundreds of eggs in a toasty-warm, brightly lit climate.

“Notice all the mattresses on the floor?” Mr. Shellby asked. “Those are there in case a Pokémon hatches and neither of us get to them in time. The idea is, if a Pokémon falls off the shelf, at least they don’t hurt themselves. And the large space is because some Pokémon hatch out big.”

“I get it!” Casey said. “So, if – say – a Shinx hatched, it wouldn’t be as much of a problem, but if a Rhyhorn hatched…”

“Eggsactly,” the man replied, to general groans.

Ash, meanwhile, was looking around – wondering and worrying.

He certainly hoped that Donphan’s egg was still here, and he’d been betting on it – but-

There! A familiar even blue, and with that glow to it in Aura Sight which meant it was his old friend. Until now it had been hidden by the sheer number of other eggs in the room confusing his senses.

He reached out, touching the blue shell. “It’s really-”

“Ash?” Pikachu asked urgently. “Remember what-”

The shell glowed.

Then over a hundred kilos of Pokémon appeared in a flash of light, let out a brief trumpet of happiness, and landed on Ash.


“Ow…” Ash muttered.

“What just happened?” Mr. Shellby asked, coming around the curve of the shelves. “Did a Pokémon just… hatch?”

“That’s not a just-hatched Pokémon, is it?” Casey asked, frowning. “That’s Donphan – it evolves from Phanpy?”

“Ash!” Donphan said, nuzzling his trainer with his trunk. “It’s good to – where are we?”

He looked around. “Is this the day-care you got me from?”

“Pokémon just evolve around me,” Ash said, and sat up as Donphan sheepishly got off his trainer. “Sorry, Mr. Shellby, I didn’t expect that…”

“Think nothing of it,” Mr. Shellby said, waving his hand. “Let’s see… D26. That egg wasn’t waiting for anyone, so you may as well take him – he already seems to like you.”

“He’s got that right,” Donphan said, as Ash stood. “But why are-”

“We’ll explain later,” Pikachu told him. “It could take a while, but we will. Don’t worry.”

“Okay.” Donphan nodded, accepting that.

“Well, after that eggscitement, I think everyone should have lunch,” Mr. Shellby suggested.

More groans met this suggestion.


“Right,” Ash said, some time later. “We should discuss who does this, guys.”

“What, precisely, is ‘this’?” Entei asked.

“Oh, right.” Ash glanced over at Meganium. “Do you want to explain?”

“Sure thing,” Meganium said. She nodded over at the town. “They do this every so often – I’m not sure exactly how often, though. The idea is, the Pokémon pull the humans on skateboards. So, last time, I pulled Ash – I was a Bayleef then,” she clarified for Entei.

“I remember hearing about that!” Donphan said, eagerly. “That was when Ash won my egg, wasn’t it?”

“I thought I did most of the work…” Meganium grumbled good-naturedly.

“Yep,” Pikachu agreed. “Bayleef beat Gary’s Arcanine.”

Meganium nodded proudly.

“She did?” Entei blinked. “Arcanine are very fast… er… how?”

She stopped nodding. “…I’m not sure…”

Donphan frowned. “Chlorophyll?”

“No, I don’t have that.” Meganium frowned. “Darn it, now that’s going to bother me all day…”

“Guys?” Ash reminded them. “Uh… anyway, the problem is… I’m not sure who to use.”

“Pick me!” Keldeo suggested.

Donphan raised his trunk. “What about me, Ash? I’m fast – and it would be kind of nice, to win-”

“What about-” Entei began.

Ash started to laugh. “I can see you’re all eager!”

“Well, yeah,” Pikachu said. He hopped down from Ash’s shoulder, and turned to face him. “We like you, Ash. We’re all competitive, some of us really, really competitive, and we like to see you succeed.”

“Lucario didn’t volunteer,” Donphan said. He frowned. “Speaking of which, when did you get a Lucario?”

“I simply wish to give the others a chance,” Lucario said loftily.

“You seem less surprised than I would have expected that Ash has a Lucario,” Suicune mentioned. “Or… three Legendaries, for that matter.”

Donphan shrugged. “I’m sure I’ll find out the details, and it’s not like Ash has ever managed to avoid a Legendary.”

“…that’s surprisingly pragmatic,” Pikachu admitted. “Guess I remember you more as a Phanpy.”

“That’s okay,” Donphan said. “I don’t mind-”

“Okay,” Ash said. He took a deep breath. “Donphan, I think it’s going to be you. Sorry, guys,” he added, looking at the rest of them. “But I haven’t seen Donphan in nearly two years, so…”

“That makes sense,” Meganium agreed. “Doesn’t it? Everyone?”

Nods all around, though some of them (notably that from Entei) were quite grudging.

“Okay, Donphan!” Ash said, standing up. “Let’s get practicing!”

He paused. “Wait. I just realized. Where are we going to tie the rope?”

“…let’s ask Brock,” Donphan suggested. “He’ll know.”


“…so you just need to curl up around this metal axle,” Brock said, proffering it. Donphan took it in his trunk, and rolled up around it in a Defence Curl.

“Good,” Brock said. He tied a couple of loose knots around it, one on each side of Donphan’s body. “See? The knots can slip as the axle rotates, so they shouldn’t wrap around it!”

“Thanks, Brock!” Ash said, clapping him on the shoulder. “You’re a real help!”

“Neat,” Donphan said, a little indistinctly. “Let’s try it out!”

Ash nodded. He took the rope, and got on the skateboard. “Ready, Donphan?”

A trumpet of agreement.

“Go!”


Ash’s Pokémon watched as Ash, Donphan, a metal axle and a skateboard ended up in a pile at the foot of a hill.

“Kind of glad he’s so tough,” Lucario admitted, wincing as Donphan bounced to a stop on top of Ash. The impact clearly winded Ash, but he hauled the Ground-type off his chest fairly quickly and stood.

They watched as Ash stretched, reassured Donphan he wasn’t really hurt, and then they set off again.

“Hey,” Keldeo said to Lucario.

The other Fighting-type looked down. “Yes?”

“I was wondering… well, you’re kind of human shaped, right? Could you ride a skateboard?”

“I’ve been surfing,” Lucario admitted. “Not in the last couple of months, though… but I do know how to stay on a board.”

“Great!” Keldeo said. “I’ll pull, you ride.”

“…is that legal?” Lucario asked, curiously. “Dexter?”

Please wait. Dexter’s projector flashed, producing an image of a floating hourglass. Downloading… parsing… done.

The hourglass vanished, replaced by Dexter’s vaguely avian form. It is indeed legal. Nothing mandates that the rider has to be human, it just says ‘contestant’ – and since people can borrow Pokémon, that’s fine too.

“Great!” Keldeo said. “Come on, Lucario, let’s go borrow a skateboard!”

“We might have to make it quite a tough one…” Lucario suggested.

They headed off in the direction of the farm building, leaving the others behind.

“…well, that’s going to be interesting,” Pikachu said. He blinked. “Dexter? Can you check if Squirtle’s available?”

You’re going to participate with him, aren’t you? Dexter asked. It was barely a question.

“Yeah, kinda,” Pikachu admitted.

Okay, give me a minute…

Entei frowned. “Hmmm…”

“I know that hum,” Suicune commented.

“Well, I was wondering…” Entei began. “I didn’t get a chance to give Ash a race, so…”

Suicune blinked. “You’re going to race him when he’s on the skateboard? You realize that you’re about four times faster than his Donphan at a minimum…”

They watched as Ash and Donphan ramped off another hill, aimed for a precisely balanced landing, missed, and rolled down the hill in a confused bundle again.

“I think we’re improving!” Ash’s voice carried to them on the wind. “That time we lasted longer!”

“I know I’m faster,” Entei said. “So, I need some form of handicap.”

He turned to Dexter. “Small computer! Where is the nearest rail yard?”

I’m a- Dexter’s vocoder cut out mid-sentence. Pardon?

“What are you planning?” Suicune asked, suspiciously.

“You’ll see. Actually, you’ll probably need to help.” Entei pointed at Dexter. “You as well, I will need to communicate with humans.”


“So… I have to pull you,” Squirtle said, deadpan.

Pikachu nodded. “That’s about the size of it.”

“Again.”

“Last time you carried me, and we flew half of it anyway,” Pikachu pointed out. “Besides, it’s not like we’ll actually be using the skateboard much.”

Squirtle blinked. “Pardon?”

“How far can you do a Horn Drill Break, assuming you don’t hit anything?”

The Water-type began to grin, slowly. “You’re really going to do this?”

Pikachu nodded. “I’m going to take some poffin made entirely from confusion-healing berries beforehand… but yes.”

Squirtle rubbed his palms together. “This changes everything!”

“I really hope I don’t regret this,” Pikachu said quietly.


The morning of the race, Ash showed up to the starting line in the centre of town with about ten minutes to spare.

“Hey, Ash,” Brock said, waving. “Cutting it close!”

“Kinda,” Ash admitted. “Oh, are you competing?”

Brock nodded. “I sure am, Ash!”

“Mr. Shellby’s run out of skateboards,” Casey told him, walking over. “Oh, you’re using that Donphan for this.”

Donphan waved his trunk.

“He seems nice. What about you, Mr- uh, Brock?”

“Crobat,” Brock told her. “Steelix and Stantler wanted to, as well, but Steelix is too big and Stantler is too young.”

“Huh,” Casey nodded. “Guess you have to think about these things… hey, what the- Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash replied.

“Are those your Pokémon?”

Ash followed her nod. “Lucario? Keldeo? What are you doing?”

“Participating!” Keldeo said, proudly.

Lucario waved with the hand not holding the skateboard.

“…okay,” Ash said. He exchanged a glance with Brock, who shrugged. “I guess that’s not a problem… Lucario’s the one riding on the skateboard?”

“That is correct,” Lucario confirmed with a nod. He set the skateboard down on the other side of Brock from Ash, and Keldeo trotted around to take position just ahead of him.

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Ash said, addressing Brock. “Do you know if Misty’s competing?”

“She applied,” Brock said with a shrug. “Gyarados was all for it, but he’s too big to be safe.”

Ash nodded. “What about you, Casey? Who are you using?”

“Pidgeotto,” Casey told him. “He’s faster than Raticate, and Bayleef was training kind of hard earlier – she’d prefer a rest.”

“Yeah, I understand,” Ash said. “I saw Beedrill’s fine, too…”

Casey nodded. “Yeah, he is. And-”

“Five minutes!” the race marshal announced. “Take your places!”

“Whoops,” Casey said. “Guess we should be ready… okay, Pidgeotto?”

The Flying-type emerged, took the rope, and flapped up to hover at about chest height.

Brock got ready, too, sending out Crobat and tying his rope around the Poison-type’s midsection. “How’s that?”

Crobat nodded. “Seems snug.”

Ash was just checking the axle Donphan was holding – and glancing over at the way Lucario and Keldeo were handling their own tether, which seemed a bit last-minute – when a familiar voice interjected.

“‘scuse us,” Pikachu said, stepping around a Raticate and her trainer heading over to the left end of the line, and then taking a place just next to Ash.

“Pikachu?” Ash asked. “What are you doing here?”

“Participating,” Pikachu explained.

“Hey, I said that first!” Keldeo told him.

“I wasn’t here, how was I supposed to know that?” Pikachu asked. As he spoke, Squirtle stepped in front of the Electric-type and proffered his tail, and Pikachu tied a line to it.

“Oh, no…” Brock said, wincing. “This isn’t going to go well, Squirtle’s in a sporting event.”

“Is he really that bad?” Casey asked.

Lucario answered first. “Yes.”

“Right.” Casey shuffled a couple of steps to the side, further away from Squirtle.

As they waited for the flag, Ash looked around for Misty. She wasn’t taking part, so she should be – aha!

It looked like she – and her Pokémon, and for that matter Brock’s other Pokémon – were using Steelix to get a good view.

“Hey,” Ash said, frowning. “Where are Meganium, Suicune and Entei?”


“Are you sure this is a good idea, brother?” Suicune asked.

“Of course I am!” Entei told her. “Now, you two get on, and let’s hurry!”

“Why both of us?” Meganium asked, using her vines to pull herself up onto the old rail push-cart.

“Because otherwise I’d be pretty much sure who’d win,” Entei explained. “This way, I’ve got a proper handicap.”

Suicune gave the cart an experimental push with her paw. “This weighs a ton. A literal ton. It might weigh several.”

Entei shrugged. “I didn’t get my race with Ash, I want it this time. And it’s not fair if I just run through at half the speed of sound… so, I am going to pull this.”

Frowning, the Water-type Legendary turned to Meganium. “Ever had one of those moments where you realized you were probably the sane one?”

“All the time.” Meganium sighed, shaking a small cloud of pollen from her flower. “All the time.”


“Three!” the marshal said, raising his flag. “Two! One! Go!”

Several dozen Pokémon started moving.

“All right!” Donphan trumpeted, jumping forwards and rolling up. He started slow, but soon he and Ash were on the move right in the middle of the pack – and speeding up, as they left the starting area and went out onto the course proper.

The dust gradually subsided.

“Why haven’t we gone yet?” Pikachu asked, as the last of the slower racers passed around the corner and out of sight.

“You can’t rush awesome!” Squirtle told him, already surrounded in a swirl of aura-saturated water.

Several more seconds passed.

“Squirtle-”

“Bored now.” Squirtle pointed his right arm forwards. “Horn Drill Break!”

Pikachu held on to the skateboard for dear life.

This turned out to be a decision of questionable merit. At least if he’d fallen off it would have been over quickly.


“Left here!” Brock called, and Crobat rolled and pitched. His two pairs of wings cut the air, rippling as he pulled Brock around in a turn, and he carefully trimmed the change in momentum to avoid sending Brock too far outside his own turn path.

“Great!” Brock added, as they reached an incline. “Now, straight up – the map says it’s a straight the other side of the hill, too, so full speed!”

Crobat’s wings developed white air shocks on them as he accelerated.

Then Casey drew level with them, her Pidgeotto producing great clouds of dust and grit on the downstroke of his wings. “Hi again, Brock!”

“Hi!” Brock said. He glanced back, trusting Crobat to keep them stable. “Looks like we’re ahead of the pack.”

“Yeah,” Casey agreed. “But I’m not sure where-”

She blinked. “Wait. Do you hear that?”

“…aaaaaAAAAAHHHH!”

Brock, Pidgeotto, Crobat and Casey watched in surprise or astonishment as a huge, translucent, blue cone shot overhead – glittering in the sunlight, and raining down drops of water behind it.

“Is that Squirtle?” Brock asked. “Wait, that must mean-”

He squinted, looking closer.


Pikachu was not having a good race.

His skateboard – to which he was still clinging – was tied to Squirtle’s tail.

Squirtle was rotating very rapidly, and moving very fast, and throwing out long streams of water as he Horn Drill Broke his way through the sky.

The result of this was that Pikachu was being soaked in water, blasted with high speed air, and swung around in a wide circle at high speed.

He was, in short, going through a spin cycle.

“I knew this was a bad idea,” he mumbled.


Some distance ahead of Brock and Casey, Ash was holding onto a rope with both hands.

“Good work, Donphan!” he called, as they went over a small bump and Donphan decelerated slightly to avoid throwing his trainer into the air. “Just keep up that Rollout!”

“You’re pretty fast, kid,” a man being pulled by a Tauros said, as the Armor Pokémon caught up to him again. “You’re really giving Ushi and I a run for our money!”

Ash shot him a grin. “Thanks,” he said, then leaned sharply over as both Pokémon-human teams swerved around another sharp bend. “Whoa!”

The skateboard skidded sideways for a moment, wobbling on two wheels with the wood of the board perilously close to the track, and then Ash pushed down on it as they straightened and the other two banged back down.

Ash’s current opponent gave a curse as he went close enough to the side of the track for willow branches to hit him in the face. “Ow! Sunova… hey, Ushi, try not to whiplash me into the bushes, okay?”

Ushi mooed a reply. “Sure. Just make sure you duck more.”

Ash transferred one hand off the rope to check the map. “Let’s see… Donphan! The next bend is to the right! Don’t slow down, it’s banked!”

“Got it!” Donphan said, indistinctly. “Right turn coming up!”

Ash braced himself, and they went around this corner at full speed. They slanted over at an alarming angle – probably not as steep as it felt – and then they were out, just ahead of the man and his Tauros.

As they settled down onto the straight, though, Ash’s head came around. “Wait, that sounds familiar…”

He risked a glance back.

About a hundred metres behind them, and gaining fast, were two familiar blue shapes.

“Hey, Keldeo, Lucario!” Ash waved, as they got close enough to talk. “How’s things?”

“Could be better,” Lucario admitted, switching which hand was on the rope and using his heavy tail as balance.

“Yeah!” Keldeo agreed, mumbling slightly. “It took us ages to work out where to put the rope without throttling me, and then I tried using Hydro Pump-”

“It didn’t work,” Lucario said succinctly. “I could barely hold the skateboard on with Aura, let alone steer, and we nearly… crashed… into… Ash, are you seeing this?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I think that must be Squirtle.”

“Oh, sure, he can fly with water jets…” Keldeo mumbled.

“Watch out!” Lucario said quickly, and they barely swerved around a small rock in the roadway. “Keep your eyes on the road!”

“I need to-” Keldeo started, stopped, and then started again. “Sorry, focusing on the race.”

He put his head down and pulled harder, hooves hammering the road, and they started to slowly draw ahead of the two humans.

“You’re not getting me that easily!” the man said. “Ushi, take this next corner on the inside! Fast as you can!”

Ushi nodded, snorted, and began to drift towards the left.

“Outside is fine, Donphan!” Ash said, holding his right hand out and producing an Aura Sphere. “I’ll be fine, just worry about getting yourself around fast!”


“Hey, look!” someone said, pointing.

The table of judges watched a sparkling drill-shape of water coming rapidly towards them.

“The heck?” someone said. “Is that-”

“It’s coming this way!” someone else said. “Take cover!”

The judges hid behind the table.

As it happened, though, the drill came crashing in to the ground about twenty metres from the table itself. They got sprayed with water as the pent-up centrifugal energy all suddenly had somewhere to go, and it was several seconds before someone felt confident enough to poke his head over the parapet.

They beheld a Pikachu wobbling in confused circles, a tired but triumphant Squirtle, and a large, damp crater in the middle of the right of way.

“Oh, for…” one of the marshals sighed. “Dugtrio! Fill this in, quick! The racers will be along soon!”

Squirtle looked up, indignant, as Dugtrio filled in the hole in about ten seconds. “The rest of the racers! We were competing too!”

He rummaged in his shell and pulled out his entry form. “See?”

“Well, that…” The marshal rubbed his temples. “Okay, I can’t understand you but I get the gist. Come over here, would you?”

Squirtle headed over to the damp, wobbling Pikachu, and guided him over to the judges’ table.

Shaking his head, Pikachu downed another Persim berry and felt himself starting to recover. While he was, Squirtle hopped up onto the (righted) table and placed his entry form down. “See?”

Adjusting his glasses, the judge he’d put it in front of scanned it. “I must admit, this is all filled out… but you’re disqualified anyway.”

“What?” Squirtle said, gaping. “You can’t disqualify awesome!”

“It’s a skateboard race. Where’s your skateboard?”

Squirtle glanced back at where he’d landed. “Uh…”

He leaned over the edge of the table. “Pikachu? Where’d the skateboard go?”

“It exploded halfway through the course,” Pikachu mumbled. “I barely managed to grab the rope in time.”

“Oh… right,” Squirtle said, wincing. He took the form and jumped back down off the table. “Well, so much for that. At least it was fun, right?”

“Ask me when the world is no longer spinning.”


“Not far to go,” Ash told Donphan. “A few more corners.”

“Good!” Donphan said, canting around as they went around a long, shallow curve. “I’m starting to get a bit tired…”

“Join the club,” Ushi muttered.

“Not a problem for me!” Keldeo said cockily. “I’m still pretty fresh, because I’m used to running such long-”

Ash heard a snap sound.

“What was that?” he asked, glancing around.

Keldeo’s eyes crossed, as he tried to look down at his own mouth. “Uh oh…”

There was another quiet snap, and then the whole rope parted as Keldeo’s teeth finally rubbed through one too many strands.

Lucario had been drifting to one side, using the rope as support as he did so, to avoid an obstacle near one side of the track. The rope parting abruptly removed his counterbalance, and he had to push off the skateboard in a forward dive to avoid being carried into the trees.

Rooster-tails of dust went flying up as he used both feet and one hand-paw to brake, discarding the ropes, and the other racers went shooting off ahead and were out of sight by the time he’d stopped.

Keldeo trotted over. “Sorry, Lucario…”

“No, it’s fine. Not your fault.” Lucario looked around. “Where’s the skateboard gone… ah, there we are.”

He crouched, paws flashing blue, and jumped fifteen feet into the air. At the apex of his jump, he plucked the wood-metal-and-plastic board from the crook of two branches.

Landing with another flash of Aura, he brushed the board off. “It must have hit a root and been knocked into the air.”

“Guess so,” Keldeo said, then sighed. “That sucks, we were doing so well…”

Lucario shrugged. “Can’t win them all.”

He glanced around, then started. “What the – what is that?”

Keldeo followed the direction he was looking. “I don’t see – oh, right, Aura.” Closing his eyes as well, the Colt Pokémon took a second look.

“That’s not normal…” he said. “Wonder how they’re managing that?”


“Keep it up, Donphan,” Ash said, crouched low to help with air resistance. “Just a bit further. One more corner to go.”

“I understand, Ash,” Donphan told him. “I’ll keep going all the way.”

Ash smiled, and glanced around. The Tauros was dropping back a little, sides lathered with sweat, and his trainer was getting a resigned look on his face.

“Looks like Ushi’s getting to the end of his tether, kid,” the man said. “Running so fast for so long isn’t quite what we trained for. You’ve given us a good race!”

“Thanks!” Ash called back. “Pity you can’t make it a photo finish-”

With a triumphant rumbling growl and a squeal of metal, Entei arrived.

“-what the heck!?” Ash said, for once shocked by the strangeness of what he was seeing.

There was Entei.

There was a heavy Rapidash collar around his neck, the kind used for pulling loads.

There were ropes – more like cables – coming from the collar.

There was a large railway handcart attached to the cables, the wheels digging ruts in the grassy field just next to the race track.

And there were Suicune and Meganium on the handcart, both of them clinging to the central support.

“Entei!” Ash called, as they turned onto the final straight. “What’s that?”

“Well, I didn’t get my race!” Entei explained, seriously. “So I thought that now would be a good time. It is a good time, right?”

“Well – but – what’s with the cart?” Ash asked, blinking. Donphan tried to turn to look, then remembered he was pulling Ash and concentrated on speed.

“It’s a handicap,” Entei told him. “I mean, obviously I’m faster, but what about when pulling this much extra weight?”

“Okay, seriously, Ash?” Donphan asked plaintively. “What’s going on?”

“It’s going to take a while to explain,” Ash said. “Just – it’s the final sprint, so I guess full speed ahead!”

“Just what I wanted to hear!” Entei chuckled. He crouched down, paws working away as he accelerated, and the cart increased speed.

Both the passengers held on more tightly.

“Brother?” Suicune asked. “Please make sure we don’t crash into anything when we slow down…”

Ash crouched lower over the board, trying to make Donphan’s task as easy as possible.

For several seconds, the two teams – Ash and Donphan, and Entei and his two ballast Pokémon – thundered down the line towards the finish. Entei was edging ahead, the axles of his repurposed cart squealing in protest, but Donphan was still close behind.

Meganium’s voice rose in a question. “What’s that coming up behind us?”

Ash turned to look. “That seems somehow familiar…”

Donphan jolted into the air for a moment as he hit a pebble, landed again, and squeezed out one last burst of acceleration.

As the finish line came up, the white shape which Ash and Meganium had seen got bigger very quickly. Then they passed the line, and there was a sudden roar of sound and air which blew Ash off his board.

Before he had time to position for the landing, Suicune had him. Leaping from the handcart, she kicked off the ground and came up underneath her trainer – letting him fall onto her back, before twisting in the air so she was facing the same way she was going.

That turned it into just running, and she slowed to a walk and then a stop before the end of the finishing area.

Entei, on the other hand, was having considerably more problems. He’d tried to stop, but rapidly discovered that stopping in front of a large railway cart was not a smart thing to do.

That left him running in front of the cart, slowing as it slowed, and he finally ended up coming to a halt several hundred metres away.

The moment he did, Meganium jumped off the cart and dug her roots into the ground, seeming like she’d be there for a while.

“That was – what happened?” Ash asked, looking around.

Then he caught sight of the other finisher. “Casey? Congratulations!”

Casey waved, as her Pidgeot landed next to her. “Hi, Ash! Wonder who won?”

She patted the flank of the Flying-type. “Yeah, he evolved about three corners back. Wow, but he’s fast! The whole last bit of the race was just a blur!”

“I can tell,” Ash said, sniffing. “I think your wheels are smoking.”

Casey looked down, and winced. “Oh, yeah, that could be a problem…”

Suicune used Water Gun. There was a hiss, and the skateboard was very wet.

“Excuse me?” one of the judges asked, clearing his throat. “Do you want to hear how you did?”

“Sure, I guess,” Ash agreed. He returned Donphan, who’d rolled to a stop about halfway across the track, and swung off Suicune. “Thanks for the save, by the way.”

“Not a problem,” Suicune told him.

“Okay,” the judge said, as they turned up. “The good news is, you both did the course properly – unlike these two-” he indicated Pikachu and Squirtle, who were coming over to Ash now that Pikachu was better, “-you can both be ranked. So one of you will be first-place.”

“Really?” Ash asked, frowning. “I thought Entei was-”

“He never registered,” the judge told them. “We’re waiting for the photo – ah, here it is!”

The marshal handed over the picture. As the judge examined it, there was a wave of cheering.

Brock came rolling across the finish line accompanied by a wash of wind, a few seconds ahead of the Tauros trainer Ash had jockeyed for position with for much of the course.

“Ah!” The judge looked up from his rulebook. “If we apply that… right. Congratulations, young man!”

“All right!” Ash said, grinning. He then subsided, and glanced over at Casey. “Sorry you came second.”

“It’s okay,” Casey told him. “Really-”

“And, as a special prize donated by Mr. Shellby, you are awarded this Pokémon egg!”

Ash gave the egg an interested look over. It was mostly yellow, with a black circle covering about the upper quarter and a yellow dot inside that.

“…and now I really wish I’d won,” Casey said, as Ash took the egg container. “That looks like it’d hatch into a yellow-and-black Pokémon!”


As Ash, Brock and Casey were nearly back to the starting line to meet up with Misty, there was a flash of light.

Gary Oak appeared, his Alakazam’s spoons raised and his Arcanine by his side. “Am I too late to register? Sorry, I-”

“You’re too late to compete,” Ash pointed out. “Race finished twenty minutes ago.”

Gary blinked.

“Too late?” Arcanine barked. “I knew it! Umbreon told you you shouldn’t have slept in!”

“But – how could…” Gary checked his watch again. “I know the adjustment from Kalos time! The race shouldn’t be starting for another… what, ten minutes?”

Brock raised a hand. “I know what the problem is, Gary,” he said. “The clocks changed.”

Gary blinked, then sighed. “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me… how did I miss that?”

Ash shrugged sympathetically. “Sorry.”

“Errrgh… right.” Gary rubbed his temples for a moment. “Sorry about that, Arcanine. We’ll do the endurance race in the south of Kalos instead, when it’s on.”

Arcanine gave a slightly mollified bark.

“Anyway, since I’m here…” Gary began, then paused. He pointed at Casey. “Is she trustworthy?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Ash nodded.

“Right.” He turned to address Casey directly. “Don’t talk about this, it’s not been published yet.”

“‘kay,” Casey said.

That done, Gary pointed to a ring on his finger. “See this?”

“Did you get married?” Brock asked.

“No!” Gary denied, a little startled. He lowered his voice. “It’s a Mega Ring, with a Key Stone.”

“Neat,” Ash said, looking at it. “It’s a lot neater than mine…”

“It is,” Gary agreed. “There’s a neat thing it can do to any Mega Stone, too – it can identify them. By the way, I’ve got a Lopunnite and an Absolite I’m not using.”

He shrugged. “So if you find any Mega Stones you need identified-”

Ash found the one he’d been looking for in his pouch. “What about this one?”

Gary blinked. “How long have you had that?”

“Since I fought Chuck,” Ash told him.

“Right,” Gary said, deciding not to question it. He adjusted the Mega Ring, and extended it towards the stone in Ash’s hand.

There was a small, unspectacular flash as it made contact.

“You’re one lucky trainer, Ash,” Gary said, almost conversationally. “That’s Heracronite.”

“Wow,” Ash grinned. “That’s cool! Heracross can use it!”

“What’s a Mega Stone, by the way?” Casey asked, curious.

Brock spoke up before Ash could. “You know the thing that Ash’s Charizard did when he fought three Legendary Beasts at once?”

Casey nodded. “That was pretty cool!”

“Mega Stones let that happen.”

“Neat.” She frowned. “Can I have one?”

“Not easily,” Gary said, coming back into the discussion. “Like I said, we’re still doing research.”

“Hey, Gary?” Ash asked. “What Mega Stones did you say you have?”

“Weren’t you listening?” Gary shook his head. “Right. I’ve got Absolite and Lopunnite I’m not using, and Blastoisite I am-”

Squirtle burst out of his Pokéball. “Blastoise has a mega evolution? I demand to see it!”

Gary yawned as his translator earbud filled him in. “Dee? Can you send Dexter the pictures we took?”

Transferring.

That done, he pointed. “Okay, Alakazam, take us back to Kalos. If I had to waste getting up at two in the morning, I can at least get back to bed before losing too much sleep.”

Raising his spoons, Alakazam teleported himself, Gary and Arcanine back to Kalos.

“You have strange friends,” Casey said.


After they’d returned their borrowed skateboards, and Ash had paid for the small one Squirtle had disintegrated, the friends hiked to the edge of town ready to leave.

“See you guys later, I guess!” Casey grinned. “I’ll beat you at the League final!”

“As if!” Ash replied with a grin. Then his expression sobered. “Seriously, though, Casey – if you want, you can have the egg.”

“No way!” Casey shook her head. “You won it fair and square! Besides, I’ve already got some cool Pokémon, while you need all the help you can get!”

“Was that an insult?” Pikachu asked, frowning. “It sounded like one.”

Lucario shrugged – then his head snapped around at a polite cough.

“Am I interrupting anything?”

Lucario dropped into a brief bow, then straightened. “I am honoured.”

“You do have good manners,” a female Lucario said, coming out of the nearby underbrush. “Clearly your trainer has taught you well.”

“Aren’t you the one who broke my arm?” Ash asked.

“You cracked my rib, honours are even.” The Lucario shrugged. “Sorry, though.”

“Are you here to check up on me?” Ash’s Pokémon queried.

“Heavens, no,” she replied. “You’re clearly fine. No, this is something else.”

She straightened, and made eye contact with Casey. “Young one, one of our number has been observing you training for some time now.”

“You’ve been watching me train?” Casey repeated. “Like… baseball scouting?”

“I believe that might be an apt metaphor, yes,” the messenger said. “In any case. We have decided… positively.”

Ash blinked. “Lucario? Is this-”

“So,” the female went on, and beckoned.

Before the eyes of the group, a Riolu emerged from the brush. It seemed a little nervous, eyes flicking around to take in an unfamiliar situation, but was clearly facing down whatever fear she had.

And – immediately recognizable – she was a yellow-and-black shiny Riolu.

Clearing her throat, the Lucario began. “Casey Nanako of New Bark, will you accept this charge:

To educate in the ways of both battle and peace.

To keep morality, and to ensure the same of your charge.

To protect those weaker than yourself, with all the breath you have in your body.

If you so swear, then we beg you accept this scion of one of our noble lines as an apprentice and companion.”

Casey gaped. “But – why me?”

The female inclined her head towards Ash’s Lucario, a smirk playing across her lips. “You were recommended.”

Casey blinked. “Ash? Did you-”

“Yeah, I asked them to take a look at you,” Ash admitted. “After the bug catching contest. Lucario wrote a letter.”

“I… wow.” Casey sat down, a little heavily. “This is pretty huge.”

“I felt kind of the same,” Ash admitted. “And I was getting an egg.”

Ash’s Lucario knelt down next to Casey. “Would you like me to give you some advice? I can answer any questions you might have.”

“Yeah, sure,” Casey nodded. “Just – give me a minute. And I might want to discuss this with my Pokémon, too – can you help with that?”

“I would be willing to facilitate.”


The discussion took quite a long time.

Casey was clearly well aware of what a big moment this was, and was acting appropriately – thinking it through, getting all the details, and talking things over with her entire team.

They weren’t all of one mind, either. Her Bayleef was concerned that it might put them all – especially Pichu – in danger, while Beedrill and Pidgeot were all for it. Raticate, meanwhile, was more nuanced in her opinion.

In the end, the one who made the choice was effectively Pichu. He wandered off during the discussion, approached the young Riolu, and started to play around with her.

Catching sight of them, Casey smiled. Then her expression firmed, and she took a deep breath.

“Okay,” she said, standing. “I’ll do it.”

“Excellent,” the female Lucario said. “May you two have long life and many happy memories together.”

With that, she blurred to the line of bushes – leaving Riolu behind, with her new trainer. Ash caught sight of the messenger pausing for a moment, in case they had any further questions, and then she set off for far-off Sinnoh.


AN:

The Eggstreme - sorry, Extreme - Pokémon race. Originally it had Gary in, but he was In Kalos.

The egg is that of a specific Pokémon, but it’s one for which there is no official artwork. As such, I used some fan art as the basis – partly because it was well thought out.

Here’s the finishing order, by the way:

Squirtle and Pikachu – disqualified

Entei, Suicune and Meganium – not competing

Donphan and Ash – first place (by photo finish)

Pidgeot and Casey – second place

Crobat and Brock – third place

Tauros and (man who may be called Auron) – fourth place


Oh, and since I’ve had a lot of questions about it – yes, Pokémon Heroes is approaching. It was first broadcast shortly after the eighth gym battle – Altomare was more-or-less supposed to be the friends’ quick holiday before the League, I think – so it’ll be after the Claire match.
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“…told you, there’s no such thing as Squirtilite!”

“You don’t know that for sure,” Squirtle said, waving his hand. “Gary said he found a new kind of Mega Stone!”

“Yeah, but it’s a new kind of evolutionary energy,” Ash rejoined. “It’s something which is, fundamentally, like an evolution. And fully-evolved Pokémon are the only ones who seem to have it.”

Squirtle shrugged. “Whatever. I’ll prove you wrong and show how awesome I am.”

He frowned, thinking it over. “Right! I need an Everstone, an expended Water Stone, a chisel, and an indeterminate amount of development time!”

“…who keeps expended Water Stones around?” Misty asked.


Professor Oak looked up. “Oh, Damos, can you answer that call please?”

Answering.

There was a click, and Ash’s voice came out of the speaker. “Professor? Uh, this might sound a little weird, but… do you have an Everstone?”

“I’ve got several, Ash,” the Professor said, smiling. “Does one of your Pokémon not want to evolve? Who is it?”

“It’s not quite for that, Professor,” Ash replied. “And – do you have a spent Water Stone?”

“A spent Water Stone?” Oak repeated. “I’m not sure, actually…”

Damos cut in on the conversation. Gary Oak left one here after evolving his Shellder to Cloyster.

“Ah! Well, there you are,” Oak smiled. “What are they for?”

“Well, you see…” Ash sighed. “Squirtle found out about Gary’s Blastoisinite.”

Samuel winced. “Ouch.”

“And now he wants to make his own Squirtilite,” Ash went on. “By the way, can I switch him for Quilava?”

Oak put his head in his hands. “Ash… you know he’s going to blow holes in the south paddock…”

“It’s that or he does it to random towns,” Ash said, apologetically. “Hey, Squirtle? Can you at least make sure you practice at the beach? The water’s harder to break.”

Oak heard Squirtle’s voice, and Damos flashed up a translation on the monitor. Squirtle was okay with that plan.

“…okay, then,” Oak said, eventually. “But I’m going to regret this.”

“Great!” Ash said happily. “I’ll-”

“Hold on a moment, Ash,” the Professor interrupted, frowning. “I have a question. Have you done all that paperwork for getting Max officially registered as your student?”

“…no,” Ash admitted.

“I ask because Professor Birch told me yesterday that Max passed his oral exams with flying colours – and that there’s a pending investigation into the people responsible for the exam flashcards,” Oak went on. “So I really think you should get that done.”

Ash sighed. “I guess you’re right. Can you send me Pidgeot instead, then? I’ll fly over.”

“Of course,” Oak smiled.


“Okay, guys, looks like I’m spending the day at Oak’s Lab doing paperwork,” Ash sighed. “Be back later this evening, or maybe tomorrow, depending on how much there is.”

Misty looked at the sky, then at her watch. “Ash… it’s morning.”

“It’s paperwork,” Ash replied, deadpan. “It’ll take forever.”

“Fair point,” Brock agreed.

Dexter pinged, and produced Pidgeot’s Pokéball. Here you go.

“Thanks,” Ash said, taking it and returning Squirtle. As Dexter transmitted that one in turn, Ash sent the Flying-type out. “Hey, Pidgeot.”

“Hello, Ash. We’re going for a flight, I understand it?”

“Yeah, back to Pallet. I’ll visit my mother while I get the chance, I think-”

“Actually, Ash,” Misty interjected. “Can I borrow Suicune?”

“Ask her,” Ash said, sending the Water-type out.

“What for, Misty?” Suicune asked.

“Well…” Misty shrugged. “I think about now is when my sisters start thinking of just up and leaving me the gym to manage. If we’re just going to spend today doing not much, I thought I’d let them know of my candidacy – and take the time to make sure they’re running the gym properly, too.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Brock agreed.

“It’ll be my pleasure,” Suicune told her. “You live in Cerulean, right?”

“That’s right,” Misty confirmed.

“Good. I know the way. Climb on!”

“Thanks for the favour, Suicune,” Misty said. “I really do appreciate this.”

Once she was on, Suicune loped off east in a blue blur – slightly ahead of Ash and Pidgeot, who shot off southeast towards Pallet.

Brock looked around the clearing. “Guess we’re camping here tonight. Hey, guys, looks like we’ve got a chance for a full day’s training!”


A little after lunch, Brock lay back on a hummock and watched his Pokémon with a smile.

Geodude was still working on that altered form of Stone Edge he’d been working on for months. It always seemed to be one more breakthrough away, but Brock didn’t mind – with Ash around, there was rarely a need for more firepower.

Besides, it was just a cool concept.

Some distance away was Steelix. He was focusing on something else entirely – dealing with fast, manoeuvrable opponents. Brock had suggested it, based on the simple observation that a slow opponent could simply be hit very hard by all thirty feet of metal snake until they gave up or were driven like a tent-peg into the ground.

As such, Steelix was lunging around and snapping away at a fast-moving, four-winged bat. That would be, of course, Crobat, who was in turn working on his aim with Venom Drench.

Drenching Steelix with Venom was of course completely ineffectual, so it was much safer than practicing with someone else.

Shooting spikes at Crobat in turn was Forretress. She had some good Bug moves and some good Steel moves, but the better her aim the better she would be at using them – and she had even less chance of chasing her opponent down than Steelix did, so it all worked out nicely.

She could even try out her Zap Cannon on Steelix.

As the other end of the clearing, Ninetales and Stantler were playing around and experimenting with Stantler’s ability to maintain illusions while also making other attacks. Ninetales felt it would be helpful if he could perfect Me First, in particular, since it had the potential to be quite disconcerting if a Pokémon was suddenly hit from an unexpected direction by its own attack.

As Ninetales had reminded him, her Fire-attacks wouldn’t actually harm her, and so Stantler could work on pre-empting them safely.

The wind sighed, and Brock stretched with a languorous pleasure. Sometimes it really was just nice to have a quiet day.

There was an explosion as Zap Cannon crashed into Steelix’ flank. Well, maybe quiet was a relative term.


Some time later, Brock startled awake. “Eh?”

Master.

He turned, seeing a familiar shape next to him. “Ninetales?”

Master, come this way, please.

“Something you want to show me?” he asked, with a yawn. “Sure. Just give me a minute.”

She waited patiently, as he got up and stretched, and then turned and padded into the trees – pausing halfway, to look back.

Something seemed a bit off, to Brock. He considered glancing back to check on everyone else, but almost immediately dismissed the idea.

Steelix could take care of them…

Come, Master. It is important.


Flames swirled around nine long tails. “Okay, ready? Emb-”

The Stantler she was aiming at vanished in a flash of light, and her teammate materialized at her shoulder. “Me First!” he said quickly.

His antlers seemed to shimmer, the view through the space around them distorting slightly. Then there was a flash of fire-

And the attack fizzled.

Ninetales’ Ember attack went off, shooting off across the clearing, and then fizzled too as Ninetales used Extrasensory to quench the flames.

“Awww…” Stantler muttered, shaking his head. The bell on the antlers jingled, and he sighed. “I thought I had it that time…”

“Well, you’re certainly doing well with your illusions,” Ninetales told him. “I couldn’t even hear the bell – but it did still collapse when you tried to use Me First.”

Stantler nodded seriously, taking the advice in. “Again?” he asked.

“Sure,” Ninetales agreed.

“Oh, look!” Stantler added, nodding, as she began to pace around in a half-circle for another go. “Brock’s up.”

Ninetales glanced around. “Looks like he’s off to stretch his legs! I’m not surprised, after that nap.”

She turned back to Stantler, and didn’t find him. “You cheeky little fawn!” the Fire-type said, with a chuckle. “Right, where are you… aha!”

Her tails flickered. “Ember!”

Stantler jumped aside, illusion wavering for a moment, then cloaked again. Ninetales sniffed the air, tails lashing, with a grin across her muzzle.

This was fun.


Brock walked through the woods, following the sleek vulpine shape.

Something about this seemed… wrong, somehow. It was… almost like-

Ninetales glanced back, red eyes flashing. Come, master. We are late.

“Okay,” he said, the niggling worry fading into the background.

It probably wasn’t anything important anyway.

Ahead of him, the Fox was picking her way along an old path. It seemed to be overgrown, with moss and even tree roots across it, but Brock could still tell where it was and Ninetales seemed familiar enough with it.

But… Brock frowned. Ninetales had never been here before…

Had she?

Master, it is not much further.

Rubbing his temples with one hand to stave off a mild headache, Brock followed her along the path. He nearly stubbed his toe at one point, but cream-coloured tails eased his foot gently over the root.

After a walk of some minutes, they came to a house. It seemed momentarily strange to Brock that there was such a well-kept house in the middle of a forest, but Ninetales glanced back and beckoned him on, and… it seemed to be less of a problem.

As he approached the scrubbed and glistening front door, Ninetales barked softly. There was a pause, and then the door opened.

“Master, you’re back!” a woman in a kimono said, bowing lightly. “It is good to see you here again.”

“Right,” Brock said, a little confused. “Uh – what’s going on?”

His head ached.

Ninetales glanced back at him, eyes flashing, and the dizziness increased slightly.

“Brock?” a familiar voice asked. “Are you alright?”

Brock looked up, and saw Professor Ivy coming out of a door adjoining the entry room.

“Philena?” he asked, frowning. That made his headache twinge, and he winced – the question of what she was doing here in northern Johto slipping his mind.

“Oh, you look exhausted!” Philena said, wincing. “Come on, you’ll feel better after a sit down.”

That made sense to Brock. He followed Ninetales into the building, and the door clicked shut behind him.


“Come on!”

Stantler’s illusions flickered and vanished, revealing to Ninetales that he was actually right up against her side. Her Ember attack collapsed, and they both looked towards Geodude.

His rocky arms worked frantically as he used Stone Edge. “Come on, come on… work this time!”

Slowly, with a grinding noise, the ground in front of him mounded up. Grass and earth cascaded away, and a large, earth-and-stone clenched fist rose out of the ground.

The others stopped their own sparring, turning as well to watch Geodude’s attempt.

“Right,” he said, when the fist was out of the ground to the wrist. He clenched his own right arm into a fist, then made a sweeping gesture.

With a screeching of rock moving against rock, the fist moved too. It tilted, fingers opening in a copy of Geodude’s hand, and then slowly shifted back.

Then it fell apart.

“Aaaargh!” Geodude sighed. “It was so close that time!”

“Don’t worry,” Steelix said, kindly. “I’m sure you’ll get it eventually. You’re making progress!”

“Yeah, but it takes a long time. It’s really not cool.” Geodude shrugged. “Hey, where’s the Brockster?”

Crobat shrugged, rolling in mid-air. “Probably just having a walk-”

“I don’t think so,” Ninetales interrupted. “He’s been gone for nearly an hour, now. He’d have said something.”

“…you’re right,” Geodude agreed. “This is serious.”

He slammed one fist into the other. “Right. Where do we start looking?”

“I’ll look from overhead,” Crobat suggested.

“Good,” Ninetales agreed. She paced over to where Brock had been, and took a deep sniff. “There’s something…”

Sniffing occasionally, she followed the trail towards the edge of the clearing. About halfway there, she blinked.

“What!?”

Stantler eyed her warily as her hackles raised and she began to growl faintly. “Uh… Ninetales?”

“Someone else was here. Another Ninetales.”

Geodude blinked, then slammed his fist into his forehead. “Stupid! I can’t believe we forgot about this!”

He pointed at Steelix. “You remember? That Ninetales who thought Brock was her old master?”

“I do!” Steelix thumped the ground with his tail, making the ground shake and both quadrupeds stagger slightly. “Uh, sorry. But – what do we do?”

Ninetales sniffed again. “I have Brock’s scent. Follow me!”


Brock was led into a lounge room, with a high-backed armchair and a roaring fire in the grate.

He sank gratefully into the armchair. “Oh, I feel so much better, now…”

The headache receded a little, and he looked around – blinking rapidly.

Where was he, actually? Ninetales had led him… here, and it seemed familiar, but it also seemed… wrong. Like the time he’d been here last hadn’t been good…

“Philena?” he asked. “Where are we?”

“That doesn’t matter, Brock,” she said calmly. “What’s important is that you’re here, and you’re not well. You need to get better.”

That… made sense.

Didn’t it?

For whatever reason, Brock wasn’t quite sure…

Master, you need to relax, Ninetales said, pacing around to lie down across his feet. Her tails flirted slowly, back and forth in a complicated pattern, and she looked up at him with glowing red eyes. You need to relax.

Brock listened, and relaxed.

It wasn’t really that big of a problem anyway. This was quite a nice place…


“Anything?” Geodude asked.

“Nothing!” Ninetales replied, scowling. “The scent just – stops. Right here.”

She paced up to where the trail ended, then turned right and took a wide circle through the trees – sniffing all the way. “Nothing. Nothing. Nothing!”

Forretress looked up anxiously. “Was he carried off?”

“No, if he was I’d smell metal, or a Flying-type, or something… and there’s no sign of a struggle.” Ninetales completed her circuit, coming back to them. “If any of you have any ideas, I’d love to hear them…”

Stantler frowned, tilting his head on one side.

“Grah!” Steelix swung his tail in an arc through the part of the forest they’d walked through, smashing big gouges out of the trunks and sending a couple of smaller ones toppling with a dry crash. “What’s happened? How could Brock just vanish?”

“Wait a minute,” Stantler said, still frowning. He looked up. “Crobat!”

Crobat left off quartering the nearby forest and skimmed down to hover. “What is it?”

“You saw the path we took?” Stantler asked, and got a nod. “Right. Now – fly along it, and keep going. Just a hundred metres or so.”

“Uh… sure,” the Flying-type agreed. He skimmed off through the trees, back the way they’d come, then performed a low wingover and came gliding through the trees along a faint path.

Just as he passed the others, he pulled up, and kept going at about twenty feet high.

“There!” Stantler said, triumphantly. “Did you see that?”

Geodude shrugged. “See what?”

“Crobat pulled up. And Ninetales walked around… I think there’s something here.” The adolescent Stantler advanced slowly, frowning. His legs trembled, wanting to step aside, but he kept his concentration and pushed forwards in a ruler-straight line. “Something… right… about… here!”

There was a tink as his horn struck… air.


Brock leaned back in his chair. The smell of incense in the air was relaxing, making his headache feel better.

It smelled familiar, though he knew… knew? He thought he hadn’t used it much before.

Brock wondered about that, but then sighed and shook his head. It wasn’t important, he was just woolgathering.

The servant who’d greeted him at the door – Lokoko, that was her name – opened the door with a faint creak. “I brought tea, master.”

“Oh, thank you,” Brock said, smiling at her. “It’s nice to not have to cook for once.”

Then he blinked. She had called him master? But-

I see it is your favourite, master, Ninetales said, raising her head to follow the servant as she brought in the cup of hot tea. Peppermint, with a little sugar.

“My… favourite?” Brock repeated, getting that weird sense of distortion again. Something was very wrong, here, and he couldn’t work out what it was. He just had to focus-

Surely you remember, master. Ninetales’ eyes flashed, and she inclined her head towards the tea as it was placed on the small table. It is your favourite.

“But-” Brock frowned, trying to think. “My favourite is… it’s…

Nothing seemed to come to mind.

“I… I guess I’ll have the tea,” he said, picking it up and taking a sip.

It is good to see you enjoying your favourite again, master, Ninetales stated.


“What…” Geodude floated forwards, blinking. “What the heck are you doing?”

Stantler demonstrated by clicking his horns against the air again. “There’s something here, something that’s trying not to be noticed.”

He frowned. “But… I think I can break it. I just need to show very clearly that there’s something there.”

Coming to a decision, he reared up and took a step forwards. His forehooves came down on the invisible something, hitting with a light clack.

“That’s giving me a headache,” Ninetales said, wincing. “There’s something there – but – ow. That’s a good illusion, even with you doing that I’m not convinced there’s anything there…”

Stantler thought for a moment, balancing on air at an impossible angle.

“Okay,” he said, pushing off and coming back down. He took four steps back.

“Ninetales?” he asked, blinking. “How many steps did I take back?”

Ninetales found herself drawing a blank.

“Four,” Crobat supplied. “Your bell rang four times.”

“Thanks,” Stantler said, trusting the Flying-type. He crouched, then sprang forwards. “Jump Kick!”

His right foreleg came back, then shot forwards at thin air. There was a frozen moment when he wasn’t sure if he’d gotten the count right, then a loud crack of impact.

Stantler bounced off, landed on his side, and scrambled up. “There!” he said, pointing with one hoof.

A small chunk of lacquered wood lay on the forest floor.

As the others stared at it, Stantler stepped forwards again. He tilted his head, manipulating his left antler into the hole the wood had come from, and concentrated.

A whole section of the forest started to waver, as the slight space-distortion around Stantler’s antlers intensified from his unfinished Me First. Then, with a kind of crisp mental snap-

There was a house there.

“Wow,” Ninetales said, blinking. “I didn’t realize it was this big-”

“That was pretty awesome, kid,” Geodude said, floating over and punching him lightly in the shoulder. “Great work.”

“Thanks,” Stantler panted. “That was – hard.”

Steelix reared back. “Our trainer’s in there!” he said, whipping his steely tail back. “Let’s get him out!”

With a loud crash, an Iron Tail smashed into the side wall, cracking it open and making the whole side wall heave and shift. A few chunks of the facing fell off in a shower of splinters, and the nearby section of roof buckled slightly.


Brock saw Ninetales’ head snap up, and she frowned.

“Is something wrong?” he asked, concerned.

She shook her head. It is nothing important, master.

As she said that, her eyes began to glow faintly again. Nothing important at all.


“Careful!” Geodude said, as Steelix withdrew his tail from the small crater. “You’ll bring the whole thing down – Brock’s in there!”

He gestured. “Stone Edge!”

A small section of the wall trembled, then fell. The nearby roof sagged alarmingly.

“Steelix – hold it up, okay?” the Rock-type added. “Right. Crobat, we need to find out where Brock is – map the place. Everyone else, come with me.”

Steelix shifted, putting his tail tip under the sagging roof section, and the other Pokémon proceeded through into the house.


Crobat’s wings sliced the air as he flew down the corridors. They were large, but not extravagant, and he was having to be careful with his flight angle to avoid hitting the walls on the turns.

Coming around in a sharp banking turn, he blinked. Another dead end?

Shaking his head, he dropped down to hover, and shook his head. There had to be doors somewhere. It wasn’t as if whoever took Brock – that old Ninetales, wasn’t it? - could pass through walls.

Pass through walls…

Maybe not, but she could certainly hide an entire mansion – couldn’t she hide doors too?

Cursing, Crobat flew back into the air and started to scan the corridors with his sonar. Almost immediately, he found an opening – an open door to boot, not a closed one.

Flying through by briefly turning on his side, he continued mapping the building – using his auditory senses, rather than his visual ones, this time.


“Good,” Geodude said a few minutes later, nodding to Crobat. “We know a lot about how this place is laid out now. Thanks, Crobat.”

“My pleasure,” Crobat replied, hovering near the ceiling. “What now?”

Geodude snapped his rocky fingers. “Where’s the centre?”

Crobat indicated. “Go along that way for a couple of dozen-”

“No,” Geodude interrupted. “That’s not what I mean. Which way’s the centre, directly?”

Ninetales blinked. “Pardon?”

“What do you mean, then?” Stantler asked.

Crobat’s eyes widened, and he pointed his left forewing. “That way.” That said, he flew back a little.

Geodude grinned. “Forretress? Blow us a path.”

Forretress wobbled slightly in concurrence, rolled forwards, and Selfdestructed. The explosion blasted a chunk out of the light wood of the internal wall, and Geodude jumped forwards to punch the hole wider.

“Follow me!” he beckoned.


As the explosions continued, Crobat hovered over Geodude’s head giving occasional instructions on direction. The two quadrupeds hung back a little, Stantler keeping his eyes open for any further signs of illusions.

“What happened here – last time, I mean?” Stantler asked.

“I don’t know,” Ninetales replied with a sigh. “Last time, I went back to Suzy around when we last met her. And-” she shook her head. “Suzy’s lovely, don’t get me wrong. But I missed adventure.”

A faint, almost inaudible growl. “Except when it’s like this.”

Another explosion rocked the mansion, and was followed almost immediately by a blast of flame from ahead.


Brock half-stood in shock as the wall collapsed in, and a Forretress rolled in.

Before she (and how did he know it was she?) could do anything much, Ninetales roared a blast of flame forwards and sent the Bug/Steel type out of the room smouldering and soot-blackened.

“Ninetales, what’s-” Brock began, startled.

Stay there, Master! Ninetales instructed, fire curling around her tails. I will keep you safe. 

Another blast of flame crackled forwards, towards a Crobat hovering in the hole, which swooped out of the way of the Flamethrower attack and was forced to pull back. “Brock!”

Brock’s hand went to his temples as another headache rolled in. “What…”

Then a blur of fur and tails and snarling teeth came leaping clear over the Forretress, slamming both forepaws into Ninetales’ side and knocking her over.

“Mine!” a second Ninetales snarled, teeth bared. “Not yours!”

A tail slap sent her sprawling, and she rolled to her feet to face down the older Ninetales. There was a frozen instant of stillness, then both pounced forwards again.


Ninetales ducked as her older counterpart came in, rolling to try to get under her belly. The canny vixen’s response was to leap, instead – taking her clear over the paws swiping at her, and letting her tuck into a roll as she landed halfway across the room.

The corner table trembled, then came flying at Brock’s Ninetales. She smashed it to pieces with a blast of intense flame, but the distraction cost her – her elder’s fangs clashed closed near her throat, and she yelped and used her tails to give her some distance.

Leave us alone! The older Ninetales called, fangs clashing with fire enshrouding them. I lost him for so long, let me have this!

“No!” the younger replied, baring her own fangs. “He’s not yours, and never has been! Your trainer was someone else!”

The reply to that was an enraged snarl, and flames burst around the elder Ninetales – an eerie, purplish blue fire.

Ninetales recognized it – a Ghost attack, not a Fire one, and a potent Ghost attack at that – much more powerful than Ninetales normally learned. She inhaled, sweeping her tails out of the way of the first shot, and fired a Dark Pulse.

The elder hissed as her foxfire was extinguished by the pulse of darkness, and Brock’s Pokémon had just time enough to feel triumph before the Night-Shade born flame she’d missed struck her on the small of the back.

Yelping, she used Fire Spin, forming a cloak of flame around herself. It wouldn’t damage either combatant, but it gave her the chance to try to break away.

It almost worked. Fangs clashed closed on one of her tails, and she was pulled to the floor mid-jump. The canny elder Ninetales released her before she could try to turn the grip into an advantage, and threw the armchair at her with another burst of psychic energy.

This time, rather than simply blow it to bits, Ninetales jumped towards it. She struck the item of furniture paws-first, on her own terms, and pushed off with a powerful shove.

The elder Pokémon was forced to blow the chair apart herself with a Flamethrower, and Ninetales used the moment of distraction ruthlessly. She swept her tails around, all nine in one thick bundle, and batted the aged Ninetales’ forelegs out from underneath her.

Ninetales followed that up with a lunge and a blast of psychic force, more hammer-blow than her opponent preferred-

And hit air.

Realizing her opponent had started using illusions again, Ninetales glanced around frantically to make sure Brock was out of the room. Seeing he was, she turned back and nearly had her ear bitten off as the enraged old Fire-type appeared out of emptiness.

Right.

Brock was clear. Ninetales had a solution for this.

She let fire curl around her for a fraction of a second, remembering Growlie coaching her on this, then slammed out an intense Heat Wave.

The whole room burst into flame, soft furnishings crumbling in the heat. There were several small flashes as illusions collapsed, revealing the true state of the old Ninetales’ house – somewhat dilapidated, despite all her efforts.

Why!? Howled the old fox, pain in her eyes. Why remind me of how long it has been? I was happy!

Ninetales winced. There wasn’t going to be an easy way to resolve this…

She sighed, and then lunged forwards once more.


“Brock!” a Geodude called, as the two Ninetales pounced at one another and one went sprawling. “We’ve got to get you out of here!”

“A Geodude?” Brock asked, feeling sure there was something he should remember here. It was on the tip of his tongue…

The Geodude sighed. “Okay, you’re coming with me.”

Grabbing his hand, the Rock-type hauled him bodily out through the door. He plucked a Pokéball off Brock’s belt as they moved, returning the Forretress, and an anxious-looking Stantler and Crobat met them outside.

“How is he?” Crobat asked.

“Not well,” Geodude said grimly. “Can’t recognize me…”

“Please feel better!” Stantler said, and Brock heard a faint, familiar jingle. His eyes flicked up to the bell, sure he should remember it.

“Okay, we need to leave – fast!” Geodude said. “Steelix can’t hold the place up forever, and by the sounds of it those two back there are trying to burn the place down!”

Brock was dragged through another hole, and then caught sight of the Steelix supporting the roof-

“Steelix?”

His Starter. How had he forgotten his-

And then it all came back in a rush, as the web of illusions and suggestions collapsed.

Brock’s first action was to sweep up Geodude in one hand and Crobat in the other, and hug them – irrespective of how much they weighed.

“Thanks for coming to find me,” he whispered.

“You think we’d have done anything else?” Geodude quipped, grinning. “Good to have you back, boss.”

“It’s felt like ages,” Crobat agreed. Steelix rumbled his concordance, and Stantler gave a firm nod.

“Right.” Brock took a breath, and gave a firm nod. “We have to go back in.”

“What?” Crobat asked, astonished. The reaction of the others was more or less the same – total incredulity.

“You alright, boss?” Geodude asked.

“Yeah, but-” Brock shook his head. “That Ninetales… she’s trapped here. Her Pokéball is here somewhere, we just have to break it and she’s free.”

Geodude sighed. “You’re the boss. Crobat, any ideas?”

“I think so -follow me!”


Steelix shifted, adjusting his weight to delay the collapse of the house.

It couldn’t be held off forever, but so long as Brock and the others were in there he’d do his best to delay it.

Even though it now seemed to be on fire. Where was a Water-type when you needed them?


Crobat stopped in front of a painting, hovering there with steady wingbeats. “I think this is it.”

“Why?” Geodude asked, examining the painting. “Huh, you really are the spitting image of this guy…”

Brock ran his fingers over the names. “Takeshi and Kyoko. I guess Takeshi must be who she thinks I am… so the Ninetales must be Kyoko.”

“And look at the date,” Geodude added. “An’ei 6. Over two hundred years ago.”

Brock winced. “She’s been here for over two centuries…”

“I think this is it,” Crobat repeated. “There’s a desk here – it’s hidden by an illusion, and there’s something on it.”

Stantler nodded, leaning down. There was a flicker, and the desk appeared.

Brock snatched up the Pokéball, and ran back through the house towards the room the two Fire-types were fighting.


Kyoko panted, one paw coming up to rub a split lip.

Her opponent wasn’t much better off. They’d been going at it hammer-and-tongs for several minutes, and both were tiring fast.

Why? She called, again. Why do you get him and not me? I waited for two hundred years!

“It’s not the same person!” the other Ninetales replied, breathing deeply. “Brock’s not your master!”

But he’s so close – he- Kyoko’s mental voice wavered, as she fought to control her emotions. It’s not fair!

“No, it’s not.”

Both Fire-types’ heads snapped around.

Brock stood in the ruins of the doorway, holding Kyoko’s ancient Pokéball – much less sophisticated than the ones at his belt.

“But you deserve to be free, Kyoko,” Brock added, shifting his grip on the ‘ball. “And I’m going to-”

NO! Kyoko howled, tails standing on end. Don’t take this from me! You don’t know what it’s like, to lose someone and then have them back!

Brock was silent for a moment at that.

“I do,” he said, quietly, and Kyoko got a momentary flash of sensation from his thoughts. Shoulder-length purple hair, knowing brown eyes, the smell of a powerful perfume applied purely to cover up lingering smells from the lab…

The woman he loved? But – how could he have…

“I do,” Brock repeated. “But that doesn’t matter. What matters is that this house has turned into a prison, Kyoko.”

Then, suddenly, he threw the ‘ball at the floor. Made of old, brittle materials for all its fine craftsmanship, it exploded into a thousand pieces.


There was a series of blue flashes, as all the illusions collapsed. The true state of the house was finally revealed – a shell, maintained for so long by an obsessive Pokémon after the servants had all left or died, now smouldering as the fires burned what was left.

After a moment, Brock noticed Kyoko was crying.

“What am I to do now?” she asked, her voice sounding rusty and pained as if it had not been used in decades. “Takeshi is dead, and his legacy crumbles… I have lost everything.”

“I don’t know,” Brock said, sighing. “But – it wouldn’t have been right to take me, anyway.”

Ninetales nodded, baring her teeth tiredly. “Brock is Brock, not Takeshi. He has other loved ones, other Pokémon… other things to do.”

“But… he wouldn’t have wanted you to-”

“You realize,” Kyoko interrupted, facing Ninetales directly. “You will feel this pain too. One day, he will leave you, just as Takeshi left me.”

“Yes!” Ninetales agreed, pain in her voice. “But I know that, and I accept that.”

She licked Brock’s palm. “One day. Not today, but one day, I will lose him. And I will mourn, and remember him, and I will carry on. With others, and – I hope, one day – children. Mine, his, both, I don’t know. But… I will adapt.”

That said, Ninetales turned her gaze on her counterpart. “Would your master – would Takeshi – have wanted you to live nine lifetimes in lonely grief? Or did he think better of you than that?”

Kyoko seemed to slump, tails drooping. “I… don’t know. He never told me…”

After a moment, Brock spoke up again. “I can tell you what to do. One order, if you think Takeshi would have given it.”

She looked up.

“Live,” Brock explained. “Go and walk the fields of Almia. Travel to Mt. Pyre in Hoenn, and teach young Vulpix about your old master. Visit Pallet town, and talk to Professor Oak. Find another you think Takeshi would approve of! But… more than anything else, live.”

Kyoko looked down, hiding her eyes. “I… think that Takeshi would have told me that. Thank you.”

She turned, and loped off into the dark forest all around.

There was a long silence.

“Can I get out from under this roof now?” Steelix asked. “Not to interrupt the moment, but it is starting to itch…”


“Oh, you’re gorgeous!” Daisy said, beaming.

Suicune shrugged gracefully, her long blue streamers rippling as the shrug passed down her body. “Oh, you’re too kind…”

She stepped out onto the water of the pool, producing a number of tiny ripples which spread out until they touched the far side.

All three of Misty’s sisters gasped.

“That’s beautiful!” Violet said, beaming. “I mean, I knew Suicune could walk on water, but that’s just lovely!”

“Thank you,” Suicune said, smiling. She looked down, frowning suddenly. “Was this supposed to smell?”

Blank looks all around.

Suicune coughed. “Psyduck?”

Psyduck emerged from his Pokéball with a flash, landed in the water with a splash, and immediately spread his flippers and started floating very carefully.

“Why did Misty have to leave my Pokéball right by the water’s edge? Psyduck asked, plaintively.

Suicune stepped over and lifted him out of the water. “There you go.”

“Thanks,” he quacked.

Suicune tossed her head. “My pleasure. Now – I have a question for my hosts. If you would translate?”

Psyduck nodded.

The Legendary Pokémon cleared her throat. “I seem to have removed some rather smelly dissolved chlorine from this pool. Was that supposed to be there?”


Misty paused the latest tape for a moment.

No doubt about it, that was a genuinely good move on Lily’s part. The kind of thing she’d do herself, though not as fast as Misty felt she could make the switch herself.

Using Chinchou against the Grass-type at first, then switching to Dewgong when it used a powerful Grass-type attack… good, by itself. But the impressive bit was when she went back from Dewgong to Chinchou when an unexpected Electric-type attack came in.

Chinchou had healed nicely, and that had really made the other trainer work for his badge.

It was unusual – not quite unique, in the couple of dozen tapes she’d skimmed so far – but it was pretty close.

She sighed, sitting back in the chair.

It would be nice to say her sisters were incompetent layabouts. But… they weren’t, not quite.

They did really prefer the dancing stuff to fighting, but… they were improving, no doubt about it.

In the considered opinion of Misty Waterflower, who’d seen Ash fight something approaching two dozen high level gym challenges counting both timelines, her sisters were… good.

Not great. They couldn’t manage to fight quite on the level of someone who was after their seventh or eighth badges, but they could manage anything less.

Which honestly wasn’t too bad. And if worse came to worst, they could just have Vaporeon dissolve into the water system and impose a time limit on the battle.

She shook her head, and got back to reviewing the tapes. This time, she went after the ones specifically for people on their final gym badge – to see what they were like.


“How’s it going, Ash?” Tracey asked. “Man, that’s a lot of paperwork…”

“I know,” Ash agreed. He looked up as Tracey put a glass of lemonade on the side table, a few feet from the desk he was using. “Thanks.”

“No problem.”

Ash went back to the latest form. “Some of this makes no sense!”

“Really?” Tracey asked. “What kind of stuff is it?”

“Well… I mean, this is fine,” Ash said. As he spoke, he filled out Pikachu’s basic information on a form labelled Tutor Starter. “Let’s see… caught as a Pikachu… quirks, capable of form change… egg moves? No idea.”

He put the form on the finished pile, and moved on to the next. “But this one asks where my grandmother’s hometown was! I don’t even know that!”

Dexter bleeped. Viridian.

“Oh, thanks.”

It is a law dating to pre-Meiji times, as well. I do not know why it is still on the list.

Ash filled it out anyway, and took a gulp of drink. “I’d much rather be outside with my Pokémon…”


“Right!” Squirtle said, grinning. “Ivysaur! You ready?”

“Reluctantly,” Ivysaur said with a nod, holding up Ash’s staff in one vine. The small bag holding the pair of Legendary feathers swung slightly from the base of the crystal, and he adjusted the angle.

“Good!” Squirtle judged, rummaging in his shell and bringing out the bluish object he’d been working on.

“You’re seriously going to use that?” Ivysaur asked, not for the first time.

It was not very impressive.

It was, basically, an Everstone crammed into a hole in the side of an expended Waterstone.

“Yeah!” Squirtle nodded. “It’s the S-stone! It has Squirtle energy! Now, start that key stone up!”

Ivysaur rolled his eyes, and started concentrating.


Tracey’s head sent up and he looked out the window. “What was that bang?”

Ash barely noticed. “What’s the airspeed velocity of an unladen Swellow? They don’t even say what kind of Swellow… I mean, my one…”


Ivysaur shook his head. “That did not work.”

“I know what went wrong!” Squirtle announced, as the water splattered down all around them and down the hill. “Just give me five minutes, and-”

“I’m taking this back to Ash,” Ivysaur interrupted. “I don’t want to be responsible for breaking it. Or you.”

“Spoilsport.”

“You ended up inside a giant Vaporeon made of water, which exploded,” Ivysaur reminded him. “This is not how you use any of the things you’re using. Including me.”

Squirtle muttered something about science.


AN:

Ah, this episode. One of the more memorable ones.

I tweaked it, just a bit. Hope it works – I know some fanon is that the Ninetales is called Lokoko, but I assumed that was the servant instead.
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This is the first of two chapters today.


“…still sorry about that, Brock,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I can’t believe we forgot about her-”

“Really, Ash,” Brock repeated. “It’s fine. Just remember to keep an eye on future events so this doesn’t happen again.”

He glanced around. “Speaking of which, what happened around now?”

Accessing, Dexter informed them. He summarized briefly. The next issue is the Lake of Rage – if things are going to schedule, then we’ll get there in a few days.

Ash glanced between his friends.

“Okay, who wants to stop that as soon as possible?” Ash asked.

“Count me in,” Misty agreed. “Maybe if we get there in time we can stop that poor Magikarp from being forced to evolve.”

Brock was quick to agree too. “Sure!”

“Good.” Ash then frowned. “Okay, what was there… there was a Rocket base, right?”

“Yeah,” Misty agreed. “And there was something else, too – something about an evolution field?”

Pikachu nodded ruefully. “That was painful. It basically meant that, if you weren’t a fully-evolved Pokémon, you could barely concentrate. It kept trying to force me to evolve.”

“Right…” Ash thought for a moment. “Can either of you two manage an all-fully-evolved team?”

Brock tapped a Pokéball. “Geodude’s not, but all the rest of mine are.”

“Great,” Ash said, already thinking. “Misty?”

“I can do… Gyarados, Corsola, Starmie, Kabutops, Politoed, Kingdra, Seaking, Togekiss. Any six of those.”

“And-” Ash broke off. “Okay, I’ve got a lot of choice, but… we do need to get there.”

He opened two of his Pokéballs. “I know you just got back from Cerulean, Suicune, but can you manage another run with one of us?”

Suicune nodded. “I’ve gone much further before.”

“Entei? Do you mind?”

“If I have to,” Entei grumbled, good-naturedly. “And I suppose I must.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, with a grateful nod. “We’ve got Pidgeot, too… I don’t think the Rocket base should be too much trouble.”

“Maybe not,” Suicune agreed. “But we should still prepare for the worst.”

“Don’t worry, I am,” Ash nodded. “Okay, Electric-type, Flying-type, Fire- and Water-types… and a Bug/Fighting Type… what am I missing?”

“You’re bringing Heracross?” Pikachu asked, then corrected himself. “Oh, of course.”

He frowned. “I’d say bring Lucario – I might not be able to fight properly, and you need someone with Electric attacks.”

“Good idea,” Ash agreed. “And I’ll bring Meganium as well, just in case.” He took out his ‘dex. “Dexter?”

Already making the preparations.

“While that’s going on, who’s going to ride on whom?” Entei asked.


“This is not very much fun,” Brock mumbled, clinging to Entei’s shaggy mane.

“Count yourself lucky, I’m not going very fast!” Entei told him, powerful muscles bunching underneath Brock’s seat. “Of course, unlike my sister I can’t control the wind, so I suppose you must be a little windswept…”

Brock pushed himself up enough to glance at Misty, who seemed perfectly content on Suicune alongside, and then up at Ash and Pidgeot skimming along overhead.

“River coming up!” Entei informed him, accelerating. “Hold on!”


The ferry crew were startled and somewhat aggrieved.


About ten minutes later, the two Beasts slowed to a walk, then stopped on a low rise overlooking the Lake of Rage.

Brock promptly got off and sat down hard.

“It wasn’t that bad,” Entei informed him.

Having had prior experience, Misty was much better prepared for her high-speed trip. She got off, only a little unsteadily, and scanned the lake surface.

“It seems alright,” she said. “Nothing moving, certainly not a Gyarados… Ash?”

Pidgeot dropped down to hover just overhead. “Yeah?” Ash called, from her back.

“Can you make sure there’s no Red Gyarados down there?” she shouted over the wingrush. “If there isn’t, we might have arrived in time!”

“Got it!” Ash called, and Pidgeot duly beat her wings faster. She accelerated a little away from the rise, then dipped forwards towards the lake.


“Wonder how this place got called the Lake of Rage?” Ash asked, as Pidgeot circled at a hundred feet or so and he scanned the lake through both regular sight and Aura.

“I think it’s supposed to be famous for Gyarados,” Pikachu supplied, holding on carefully. “Just not red ones.”

“Really?” Ash asked. “Huh. I don’t always remember everything about last time, so… hey, that’s strange…”

“What is it?” Pidgeot asked, slowing a little. “Do you need me to hover?”

“No, normal speed is fine,” Ash replied. “A bit lower might help, though.”

Pidgeot’s reply was to drop lower still, until she was barely three feet over the surface and her left wingtip was almost touching. Tiny waves whipped by in a blur, and Ash peered into the lake depths.

“I don’t know,” Ash said eventually. “There’s definitely something in there, but I don’t know what. Something at the bottom… okay, Pidgeot, you can pull up now.”

Pidgeot gratefully pulled up, rising away from the lake to a more comfortable altitude.

“Any sign of the Gyarados?” Pikachu asked.

“No,” Ash said, frowning. “A couple of normal ones, but they didn’t seem – wait a minute…”

He pointed. “Pidgeot! Down there!”

“Oh, you want to go back down now?” Pidgeot chirped.

Despite her complaint, though, she dropped lower again. This time, she switched to hovering, producing big concentric ripples on the lake surface.

“There!” Ash said, pointing.

Both his Pokémon looked.

“That’s a golden Magikarp,” Pikachu said, puzzled. “Why is there a-”

He winced. “Ow ow ow!”

Ash looked around, Magikarp forgotten. “Pikachu? Are you okay?”

“No!” Pikachu replied, clutching his head. “I – Pidgeot! Get us out of-!”

The Magikarp Ash had noticed started to flail around in pain as well. It flapped up out of the water once, then plunged back in.

There was a sudden eruption of water, soaking Pidgeot in spray. Chirping in surprise, she hammered the air to get to a safe altitude.

Below them, a huge red serpent rose from the water. Pained eyes locked on them, and the Red Gyarados inhaled massively-

A white blur shot across between Pidgeot and the Gyarados, intercepting a gout of shimmering green flame.

“Ash!” Togekiss called, as the Dragonbreath ended – having damaged her not at all. “Misty says she can handle this! You and Brock stop the machine!”


Misty ran down the hillside towards the lake shoreline, rummaging at her belt as she did so. “I hope you guys can handle this between you…”

“Misty?” Suicune asked, loping alongside. “Do you need help?”

The Water-type trainer gave that several seconds of thought as she waded through the long grass.

“…I might,” she admitted. “If Ash doesn’t need you, I’d appreciate the backup.”

“He sent me,” Suicune explained. “He, Brock and my brother are on the lookout for the transmitter.”

“Right,” Misty said, as they crashed through the foliage and reached the lakeshore. “Thanks.”

As she spoke, she threw her first Pokéballs, and Kabutops and Kingdra splashed into the water.

Togekiss was relieved to see them arrive, as the newly-evolved Gyarados had been blasting Flamethrowers at her after seeing the Dragonbreath attack had failed. She went up-and-around in a wingover, dodging the Fire-type attacks for now, and kept it up until Kabutops arrived.

For his part, the Fossil made it count. Bursting out of the water propelled by powerful jets of water, he brought his scythes across in a pair of Slash attacks which stung the Shiny Pokémon and made it break off attacking Togekiss.

Of course, that now meant that Kabutops was the main target. The Gyarados roared, and blasted a Dragon Rage attack down at him in a stream of bright purple-yellow flame.

Most of the attack’s fury hit Kabutops on the heavily armoured cephalon, and he closed his eyes to avoid taking too much damage to them. Some of the blast went on his exposed scythes, flaring off in showers of sparks, and what got past him entirely hit the water and produced a hiss of steam and bubbles.

Kabutops splashed back into the water, and swam away at speed. His opponent followed, keeping up a continual torrent of Dragon Rage.

Togekiss used the distraction well. She spun in the air, turning to face the Red Gyarados, and closed in in a shallow dive. As she did, sparkling blue energy built up on the front of her wings.

She skimmed over the head of the Atrocious Pokémon, and pulled down in an inverted loop. Interrupting the stream of the attack and flying up it, she released the attack she’d been charging. “Dazzling Gleam!”

The Shiny took a shotgun-spread of sparkling Fairy-type energy directly to the face.


Misty gaped, as she saw her opponent shake his head and then start charging a Hyper Beam. “That just made it angrier! How can that have just made it angrier?”

The intense blaze of energy fired. It swept through the sky, scattering the few Pidgey who hadn’t made it to cover yet, and then clipped Togekiss on the wing.

Misty’s Pokéball came up in a flash, and she returned the lamed Jubilee Pokémon before she hit the water.

As a kind of bizarre compensation, though, Kingdra finished his Dragon Dance at that point. He shot a blaze of his own Dragonbreath at the Red Gyarados, getting its attention, and then Headbutted it in the neck.


Entei braked in front of the pair of steel double doors, throwing up a cloud of dust and a few clods of turf, and Brock got off.

“I am only doing that if it’s necessary,” he said, breathing deeply.

The Fire-type gave him a brief, mildly offended look. “Not sure how to take that…”

Pidgeot arrived in a storm of wind, and Ash hopped off. “You okay, Pikachu?” he asked, taking care to support the Electric-type as he landed.

“My cheeks hurt like nothing I’ve ever experienced before,” Pikachu said indistinctly. “Just stop the machine. Please.”

“You got it, Pikachu,” Ash said firmly. He returned Pidgeot, and turned to Brock. “Dexter managed to confirm it – this is where the radio signal’s coming from.”

“So, what’s the plan?” Brock asked.

“I have one,” Entei said. “Stand back.”

Ash raised an arm, thought about it, and lowered it. “Sure, just give me a second.”

He closed his eyes, looking through the metal of the door. No-one on the other side, at least not nearby.

“Go for it,” he said, standing back.

Entei’s mane crackled with smoke. His tail lashed, producing a smell a little like wood-smoke, and a rumbling grew deep in his throat.

Then he used Fire Blast. The flaming attack hit the wall, detonated, and blew the doors open along a weak seam.

Droplets of cooling steel ran down the doors as the smoke cleared.

“That was pretty cool,” Brock admitted. “Right, let’s go, Ash!”

“Right!” Ash agreed, following his friend into the Rocket base.

Entei followed, and almost immediately he saw a problem.

This room, the one with the doors they’d just blown up, was a loading area. The way down to the rest of the base was through a long corridor.

One barely high enough for Entei to fit into, top to bottom, and full of statues of Persian which crowded the walls in left to right. It was immediately apparent that Entei would fill the entire corridor, and even then he would probably knock the statues over – if, that is, they were easy to knock over. Otherwise he might just end up wedged.

“…I could probably squeeze through there,” he said unconvincingly.

“Sorry, Entei,” Ash shrugged. “You’ll be with us if we need you.”

So saying, he returned the Fire-type.


Deep underground, in the main control room, a Rocket executive blinked.

“Who just did that?”

“I’m not sure,” the camera operator reported. “The camera in that room was destroyed by something – not sure what – and we barely caught any speech. They’re coming past – oh.”

Everyone in the room recognized the boy walking past the cameras concealed in the Persian statues. The Pewter gym leader was just icing on the cake.

“Well, we’re in trouble,” Tyson sighed. “How did we have luck this bad? Ash Ketchum is within a mile when we start our experiments?”

“Doesn’t matter!” Butch said, clenching his fist. “We’ll be fine, sir! We’ve got new and better teams now, and there’s no way he’s got his A team around on this short notice!”

“I’m well aware you’ve got a better team,” Tyson replied irritably. “But that’s Ash Ketchum.”

He turned to Professor Sebastian. “How soon can you evacuate?”

“The longer I have, the more equipment we can save,” Sebastian informed him. “I’ll put some of the grunts onto breaking down what’s portable.”

“Good,” Tyson nodded. “See to it.”

Turning back to Butch and Cassidy, he nodded. “All right, you two are going to get your chance to show me just how well you can fight. Don’t disappoint me.”


Kingdra accelerated, curving out of the way of a green Dragon Pulse from the rampaging Gyarados, and vanished underwater for a moment.

A visible trail of disturbed water tracked his path, and then he emerged behind his opponent before firing a Dragonbreath attack at his back.

Enraged further, if that was possible, the Red Gyarados turned and blasted Dragon Rage at him. Kingdra mostly avoided it, but the energy clipped his tail as he swam for distance, and Gyarados roared in triumph.

He tried to follow up, but Kabutops interrupted with a Night Slash to the back of the neck. His scythes hit hard, Dark-type energy sparking off as the sharp blades scraped along Gyarados’ red scales, and he jumped clear just before Gyarados used Twister to try and hit him.

Plunging back into the water, Kabutops swam over to his teammate. “This one is very strong,” he said.

“I noticed!” Kingdra replied. “Any ideas?”

Kabutops thought for a moment. As the Twister died down, the Red Gyarados saw that he hadn’t caught either enemy Water-type, and looked around for his targets.

“Outrage him,” Kabutops decided. “I’ll try and distract him until you get the first hit in.”

With that, the Fossil swam forwards to give time for Kingdra to get his run-up. He raised one scythe to block the impact of a Hydro Pump, wincing as the water cannoned into him, and managed to escape before being driven too hard into the lake.

As Gyarados prepared a second Hydro Pump, Kabutops lunged. Scythes cloaked in green energy, he rammed a Leaf Blade into the midsection of the big serpent, and then Kingdra arrived with his Outrage in the form of a high-speed blow to the forehead.

The Red Gyarados went back over with an enormous splash.

“Did that get it?” Kingdra asked, as the waves subsided.

“I-”

A red blur crashed out of the water underneath Kingdra, sending him flying into the air. The Red Gyarados emerged nearly to his tail fin, body redder than usual with an ominous red glow, and slammed his jaws down on Kingdra as his opponent dropped back to the lake.

Struggling despite the pain of the fangs gripping him, Kingdra blasted jets of water and dragonfire at Gyarados’ face. The Shiny’s reply to this was to emit a rumbling roar, then ram his foresection into the shallow mud of the lakeside – carrying Kingdra with it.

The blow, coming on top of a nasty Outrage, finished Kingdra off.

As the Red Gyarados roared his triumph, Kabutops hopped onto his back. Rotating his wrists, he put both scythe tips in with another flash of green energy.

Gyarados immediately began to thrash and try and force him off. Clawed feet holding on grimly, Kabutops crouched, then ran up the back of the other Water-type – using the motion to slice twin parallel cuts into Gyarados.

He got about halfway up to the neck before the thrashing about got too much, and he was thrown at the water as hard as Kingdra had been rammed into the ground.

Reorienting, he disappeared with a surprisingly small plop.

At this point, Starmie announced its presence by firing a Thunderbolt.

That got a reaction besides more anger. Gyarados lit up like a Christmas tree, stray electricity crackling from his fins, and wobbled for a moment.


“Did that get it?” Misty asked, watching closely. “That has to have done some damage!”

“I don’t know, Misty,” Suicune admitted. “That must have been one strong Magikarp, but I’ve never seen-”

Gyarados snapped out of it.

There was an almighty boom as he hit Starmie with Payback, which knocked it out of control and crashing through a tree near its trainer. Misty could see from here that Starmie’s core was giving the weak warning pulse which meant it was no longer combat effective.

Misty readied to send out her next Pokémon, but what the Red Gyarados did next forestalled her. It plunged back into the water, vanishing from sight.

“Why did it do that?” Suicune asked.

“I don’t – wait!” Misty overrode herself. “Kabutops!”

There was a ripple as a large glob of muddy water splashed to the surface, fell apart and collapsed back to the lake. Then another.

Then a rock tumbled through the air just above the lake surface.

“I know what’s happening!” Misty said, snapping her fingers. “Kabutops couldn’t use his Rock-type attacks because there weren’t any rocks, out in the middle of the lake. So he’s gone digging for them - those must be Rock Throw or Stone Edge or something!”

This time, the lake surface exploded upwards.

Kabutops emerged first, slashing downwards. This was because he was now the one in the red Gyarados’ mouth.

He was thrown into the air, and then a familiar-looking ball of striated water shot up at him from Gyarados.

“Look out, that’s Hydro-” Misty began.

Kabutops did hear her, and swiped at the ball as it began to destabilize. He was partly successful in making it detonate wrongly, but even the relatively small amount of force from the Hydro Cannon which hit him finished the tired Eurypterid off.

He landed heavily in the mud next to Misty and Suicune, splashing them both.

“Who are you going to send out now?” Suicune asked. “Do you need me to contribute?”

“I…” Misty glanced down at her remaining Pokéballs. “I can’t send Seaking out against that – I brought her in case there was a Thunderbolt around, but…”

She shook her head. “I’ve only got my Gyarados left. I hope you can win this one.”

Before she could throw it, the Pokéball burst open on its own.


The door opened as Ash and Brock approached it.

“Hello, Mr. Ketchum,” Tyson said courteously. “I see you’re quick off the mark.”

“Turn the machine off!” Ash told him. “This is pointless!”

“Well, not really,” Tyson disagreed. “See it from our point of view. It’s a machine which means that we can make Pokémon evolve on demand.”

“Only if they want to anyway,” Ash countered. “It’s really not very hard to train a Pokémon up to evolving, anyway…”

“Ash, most people take years to do it,” Brock pointed out.

Ash blinked. “Really? I – wow, I knew my experience was unusual, but-”

Tyson shrugged, quite happy to talk if it gave time for the Professor to evacuate. “As your gym leader friend says, most people have to spend much longer than you do in order to train their Pokémon to the point of evolution. But really, this machine’s useful in more than one way.” He indicated the Electric-type Ash was supporting with one hand. “If it does this to all non-fully-evolved Pokémon, imagine how much easier it could make it to steal-”

“It actually sounds like it’d make it harder,” Ash interrupted. “It gives a warning, and it also means that any Pokémon stopped by the effect would just have to evolve to be immune to it. If you tried to steal from a newbie trainer with a Mareep, you’d have an Ampharos to handle instead…”

Tyson’s jaw dropped. He glanced at Butch. “Why didn’t we-”

Butch shrugged. “Not sure, boss. Makes sense, though.”

“I can’t believe we were so stupid,” Tyson said with a wince. “Oh well. At least it’ll be useful in speeding up training. And it seems to do something unusual, because that Gyarados was red. That deserves further research.”

“Have you even heard of Shiny Pokémon?” Brock asked. “Are you sure you’re-”

“But that wasn’t a shiny Magikarp,” Tyson retaliated.

“Yes it was,” Ash told him. “I saw it evolve – I was right overhead when it did.”

“Really?” Tyson looked a bit lost. “I could have sworn we checked to be sure there were no Shiny Pokémon in the lake…”

“You’re not very good at this, are you?” Brock asked.

Tyson’s jaw clenched, but he didn’t rise to the jab. “I’m tired of this,” he said, forcing calm. “Sundance, Cassidy, handle them.”

“That one was on purpose!” Butch snapped.

“Butch,” Cassidy hissed. She gestured to his waist, and he took the new Pokéball there. Cassidy readied her own, and Ash and Brock did so as well.

“Charizard!” Cassidy announced, sending the Fire-type out onto the floor of the underground chamber.

Her teammate sent out his new Aggron at the same time, and it took a stance next to Charizard.

“That Charizard is going to be a problem,” Ash admitted with a wince. “Shouldn’t have left Suicune with Misty…”

Tyson blinked. “Did he just say-”

“Right,” Ash decided. “Brock, can you handle the Aggron?”

“Hey, idiots!” Butch called, before Brock could reply. “We’re criminals! Charizard, Flamethrower!”

Charizard complied, spitting a blast of orange-yellow flames at the friends.

“You idiot!” Tyson snapped. “The boss doesn’t-”

“Wait!” Cassidy interrupted. “Look!”

As the flames died down, Charizard took a startled step back.

Ash lowered his arm, and the Protect vanished.

“Okay, annoyed now,” he said. “Entei, get them!”

Tyson took the prudent choice of diving behind some relatively solid looking lab equipment.


Gyarados emerged from his Pokéball. Forewarned by what he’d heard of the battle, he didn’t roar in challenge – instead, he approached as quickly and quietly as possible, before hitting his Shiny counterpart with a Dragon Pulse at close range.

Roaring, the red Gyarados turned to face him and slammed its tail into him. The blow knocked him sideways a little in the water, but he endured the impact relatively easily – it felt like the other Pokémon was tired.

That didn’t mean it should be underestimated, though. Gyarados was preparing a Dragon Rage when the other Water-type lunged at his throat, jaws snapping, and he was forced to fire it unfinished.

The gout of energy splashed over his enemy’s scales, but it didn’t seem to really have given the other Pokémon much pause. The big red tail came around again, slamming into his body about halfway out of the water.

Roaring in retaliation now, Misty’s Gyarados backed water for a moment and coiled up in an S-shape. Inhaling, he fired a Hyper Beam at the other Gyarados.

The enraged Shiny had had the same idea. Hyper Beam hit Hyper Beam in the middle of the lake, producing a white globe of energy which expanded to enormous size and exploded – knocking both Water-types backwards, and producing a momentary crater in the water which quickly filled back in.

Misty’s Pokémon had come off the worse in that exchange, the explosion coming significantly closer to him, and it took him a moment longer to recover.


Misty watched, heart in her mouth. Gyarados didn’t look very tired – yet – but it was clear that his opponent was stronger, and it would take something special to avoid him losing.

Next to her, Suicune paced with feline grace – one eye always on the battle, making sure that if she needed to intervene she would be able to leap into motion from a moving start.

Then she stopped pacing, and blinked. “Misty – look!”

Misty glanced over at Suicune, to see where she was looking, and then turned to follow her gaze.

There was an orange-yellow shape descending rapidly towards them. As she watched, it grew from dot to sticklike figure, and then got close enough she could identify it.

“That’s a Dragonite,” she said, squinting. “Wait. That’s Lance!”

“Ah, I see,” Suicune nodded, as the Dragon came down and skimmed low over the lakeside. It stopped with a flap of green-skinned wings, floating over the muddy beach.

Lance of Blackthorn, Champion of the Indigo Plateau Elite Four, swung off the back of his partner and stepped to the shore. “Hello, Misty.”

“Have we been introduced?” Misty asked, thrown. “I mean – I guess you’d know my name, but-”

“No, you’re right,” Lance agreed readily. “Sorry. I’d introduce myself properly, but-”

He indicated the ongoing fight, as both Gyarados slammed into one another repeatedly – trying to gain an angle with which to grip with their fangs.

“Are you going to step in?” Misty asked. “That’d be great! Of course your Dragonite knows Electrical attacks – but you’ll have to give me a moment, Gyarados is-”

“No,” Lance interrupted, shaking his head with a tiny smile. “I’m not going to step in. This is your fight.”

Misty’s expression went from grateful to startled. “Pardon!?”

The smirk grew a bit.

“Misty of Cerulean,” Lance said, with a chuckle. “Do you know who nominated you for your candidacy?”

“No, actually,” Misty said slowly, completely baffled. “What does that have to do with anything?”

Lance rummaged around in a pocket of his outfit as he spoke. “I did,” he told her. “Based on what the Dragon Clan told me, the few times they saw you at work – and since then you’ve been clearly throwing yourself into this.”

Finding what he was looking for, he tossed it to her. She caught it automatically, and he nodded to her. “Now, show me if you can work that thing.”

Misty looked down at it. It was a small bracelet with a hinged clasp, and an adjustment mechanism that meant it could be made to fit a variety of arm sizes snugly. Mostly thin silvery metal, there was an inset band of something crystalline and faintly blue running around the outside.

“What is it?” Misty asked, lost for the purpose.

“It’s a Key Stone,” Lance told her.


Deep in the Ilex Forest, a flash of light illuminated a shrine.

Hello, Celebi said to Celebi. What’s today’s work?

Her slightly-future self began ticking off points on her fingers. First one’s minor. We’ve just got to make sure that Sam Oak’s thesis mentions the Fairy-type, because otherwise that might affect his overall grade. It should have been handled already, but we’ve got to check it.

Got it. The Celebi who hadn’t done the day’s work yet nodded. And the next?

That’s the main job for today, Celebi explained to Celebi. Remember that Normal-type gym leader? Before the Fairy-type existed, she had a Clefairy as her lead Pokémon. Good luck fixing that.

Can’t you give me any hints? Celebi asked. You’re from my future…

Yeah, and it was really frustrating! Celebi replied with a giggle. But it was really fun when I finally worked out how to handle it. Okay, I’ll give you one hint – Munchlax knows Metronome.

I’m sure that’ll make sense later, Celebi grumbled. Okay, I’m off.

There was a white flash, and Celebi vanished.

I’m glad I put all that practice into quick transits since I met Sammy, Celebi decided. Right, where to go now…

She considered, and decided to go and watch the original performance of the Ode to Joy. She’d never actually gone before, but… well, why not?

Fixing timelines had become a full time job recently – well, recently in metatime – but it did have perks.


“…and you join me here in Cinnabar,” Roxy said, looking calmly into the camera. “It looks like there’s going to be a full-blown typhoon here, and it’s a big one – category three on the Saffir scale. The islanders are already locking up and battening down the hatches, as winds grow above eighty kilometres an hour gusting to one hundred and fifteen.”

“That sounds nasty, Roxy,” the studio presenter replied. “Are you going to be safe?”

“The Pokémon centre here is well reinforced, or so I’m told,” Roxy said. “My Wooper seems to be having the time of his life, though, so I suppose every cloud has a silver lining.”

Oli, the camera operator, knew a cue when he heard one. He tracked off Roxy for a moment to show her diminutive starter frolicking in the heavy surf off the wharf.

“He does look like he’s having fun,” agreed the studio presenter. “But I think you should get undercover, Roxy – we don’t want an exclusive that much, after all!”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Roxy smiled – then turned to the window. “What was that?”


About forty miles out to sea of where Roxy was, Ho-Oh floated in warm, calm air.

He trimmed his wings, taking advantage of the updraught from the eye, and frowned.

Normally a typhoon like this would be nothing to really worry about, for the cities in its path – not with the ability to use Pokémon to help with keeping people safe.

But this wasn’t a normal situation. There was a cruise liner below, being driven towards the shoals around Cinnabar, and absent intervention they would not be able to get clear in time.

Ho-Oh’s choice was therefore obvious.

He spread his feathers to their fullest extent, making his tail as broad as he could, and charged for several seconds.

Then he used Sunny Day.


Roxy stared, as the storm… vanished.

One minute there’d been a full-bore typhoon barrelling in towards Cinnabar, and then over the next four or five minutes it gradually unravelled until it was nothing more than a series of isolated thunderheads far out to sea.

She caught sight of a cruise ship wallowing in the swell, and tapped Oli on the shoulder to draw his attention to it. Swinging the camera into place, he provided footage while Roxy began to talk again.

As she said her piece, she saw a rainbow forming in the sky overhead. And, just at the end of it, a glittering shape of red and green and gold.

It looked nice. Hopeful.


AN:

Yep, another two part one. This time, the Lake Of Rage Thing.

Fortunately for the Rockets, they have planned ahead for what to do if they’re facing Ash. Unfortunately for the Rockets, they are facing Ash.

Also, some of the Legendaries at work.






91. Johto 33


This is the second of two chapters today.


Entei lunged forwards the moment he stabilized, slamming bodily into Cassidy’s Charizard and knocking it to the floor with a crash.

Not waiting for orders, the Charizard struggled to push Entei off. After a moment, it hit on the idea of rolling over and using that leverage to throw Entei. Heaving with four limbs, it managed to get out from under the Beast.

Following that minor success up with a two-handed Slash, the Charizard began to regain the initiative – concentrating on attacks which didn’t involve his Fire type, due to the presence of his allied Aggron. Instead, he volleyed home a Power-up Punch into Entei’s flank, made to follow up with a Rock Smash, and instead got slapped in the face by a clawed Stomp.

Jumping back with a flap of half-open wings to help him gain distance, the Charizard considered again how to do this. He came to a different decision this time, pushed off the wall, and came back down with green-glowing claws ready to slash.

Entei’s reply was to dart forwards, under the Dragon Claw, and body-check Charizard again. Air whooshed out, and the Fire-type hit the wall with an audible clang just under the small marks he’d made with his claws.

“Now, listen here!” Entei said forcefully. “You don’t attack humans!”

Snapping and snarling, Charizard craned his long neck around to get past Entei’s own jaws and bite the relatively vulnerable neck. For his pains, he got hit by a powerful Flamethrower in the side of the neck – which may not have done much damage, but which physically pushed his neck to the side from the force of the blow.

Mustering his strength again, Charizard hauled Entei off him – though not without taking a few more nasty paw bats – and half-jumped-half-flew through the air again, gaining distance and barely avoiding a Bulldoze which made the light fittings overhead tremble.

“Get back here!” Entei roared after him, paws crashing on computer screens and keyboards as he followed the Flying-type across the underground space.

Charizard, on the whole, was not enjoying this fight.

He glanced over to see if he could switch with his teammate, and saw that Aggron was fighting a Ninetales – one seemingly content to pace around and throw occasional Embers, for now, but one calmly evading all Aggron’s own attacks.

That would not be a useful swap. He did not like the sound of fighting a Pokémon with Flash Fire, even assuming that the Legendary Pokémon would let him switch.


“Aggron, use Head Smash!” Butch ordered.

Roaring, Aggron lowered his head and lunged forwards. Blue light enveloped first the head, then the whole Pokémon, and he slammed into the wall behind where Ninetales had been hard enough to produce a sizeable dent.

“No, that’s not how you do it,” Ninetales sighed, flames licking up her tails. “Observe.”

Flames curled around her feet, and she pounced forwards as they spread to her whole body. There was an explosive bang as the attack connected, and she punctuated that by adding a point-blank Fire Blast.

The concussion from the explosion knocked a few bits of equipment over, and Aggron’s steel armour sections glowed red for a few seconds before cooling back to black.

Landing daintily, Ninetales nodded. “Like that. An attack is nothing if it does not hit.”

Enraged, Aggron staggered back to his feet and roared. “Take this!”

Tearing a chunk out of the dented wall, he threw it at Ninetales.

She ran forwards, sliding just under the hurtling chunk of steel, and fired a blast of Smokescreen to give herself cover as he pulled another steel chunk to throw at her.

“Earthquake!” Butch snapped.

Throwing the improvised weapon aside, Aggron slammed his feet into the ground and caused a minor earthquake. The floor shook, staggering both Entei and Ninetales, and the two Rocket-owned Pokémon took the opportunity to regroup back-to-back.

“Use Wing attack to clear the smoke!” Cassidy told Charizard, and the Flying-type complied – his powerful wingbeats dispersing the smoke through the whole room, letting Aggron see once more.

He did not, however, see what he was expecting. Instead of a Ninetales, a Geodude hovered there on the battlefield.

“What?” Cassidy asked, shocked. “But – the machine!”

Geodude shrugged. “The kid broke it.” With that cryptic comment – completely incomprehensible to Cassidy, of course – he gestured.

The two chunks of steel Aggron had torn off the dented wall earlier had left a hole, through which the bedrock could be seen. A large chunk of that bedrock detached at Geodude’s command, and slammed straight into Charizard’s back with a thud.

The Fire-type went over like a sack of potatoes.

Aggron whirled, trying to keep an eye on both enemy Pokémon at once, and backed towards the wall.

Entei smirked, and opened his mouth. A blue orb formed, grew, and began to swirl rapidly.

“Aura Sphere!” he said proudly, firing it at Aggron. The Iron Armor Pokémon managed to avoid being hit by flinging himself to the floor with a crash, shaking the room and also making one of the lights fail in a shower of sparks.

“I’ll do it,” Pikachu suggested, leaping down from Ash’s shoulder.

“No thanks!” Entei replied, pouncing forwards. He slammed both paws down to deliver a Bulldoze before Aggron could get up, making the room tremble, and finished the job with an Overheat.


Tyson fought down the urge to glance at his watch.

“Not bad,” he admitted, as Butch and Cassidy stared at what had been major upgrades to their Pokémon teams. “But I’m afraid you’re not finished yet, Mr. Ketchum. I have to ask, how did you-”

He stopped, and watched as a Stantler calmly walked past him. It trotted across the room to stand beside the Pewter gym leader, who tied a belled ribbon onto its antlers.

“…what?” Tyson asked. “What was that?”

“I sent Stantler to go break the evolution-inducing machine,” Brock explained.

Stantler nodded. “Stantler,” he said.

“Right…” Tyson muttered. He noticed he was losing control of the situation, and coughed. “Ahem. As I was saying. You’re not finished yet.”

Calmly, Tyson retrieved a Pokéball from his own belt.

“This team of scientists here has been working on evolution. Evolutionary stones, evolution theory, induced evolution… and mega-evolution.” Tyson saw the surprise in their expressions, and permitted himself a smile. “You of all people should be familiar with it. It’s a kind of evolution which grants a temporary boost in-”

“We know,” Ash interrupted, taking the wind out of Tyson’s sails again.

“Right,” the executive said. “Okay, well… anyway. Tyranitar!”

The Pokéball released a big, burly Tyranitar, which took in the wreckage of the room and snorted.

“Mega evolution puts Pokémon on par with Legendaries,” Tyson reminded them. “And, unlike you, we worked out exactly how to do it! Tyranitar, show them!”

As he said that, Tyson removed one of his black gloves. Glinting on the revealed middle finger was a small bluish gemstone, set on a functional steel ring.

Tyranitar let off another roar, lashing tail revealing a larger gemstone on a cloth band just above the tail base – the Mega-stone fleck a deep red fringed by black. Then the Mega Stone began to glow in harmony with Tyson’s ring, producing a flash of orange light.

When it died down, Tyranitar had changed significantly. The gaps in his armour had expanded and multiplied, with red markings in some of them, and much bigger spikes sprouting all over his body.

Mega Tyranitar roared.

“So, Mr. Ketchum, I doubt you could beat a Mega-evolved Pokémon,” Tyson said. “Certainly that Entei there would be at a disadvantage – and even Legendaries can be beaten – and as for that Charizard, if you’ve got it, it’s still a Fire type.”

Ash waved a hand. “Back here, Entei. I know just what to do.”

Tyson frowned. “You seem less impressed than I thought you’d be…”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Heracross!”

The Rocket executive blinked. A Heracross? It was a strong enough Pokémon, a Fighting-type, but it would have the disadvantage of-

“…no,” he said, as Heracross emerged. “You’re joking.”

Ash grinned.

Heracross reached up to his headband, adjusting the fit of the Heracronite, and then set his stance and faced Mega Tyranitar.

Then there was a second orange flash.

When it faded, Tyson had his first look at a Mega Heracross.

There were three changes which immediately caught the eye. First, the horn – one of the major features of a Heracross – had changed. Instead of a tool to dig under the trunks of trees or the bellies of opponents and prise them up, it was now an unambiguous weapon – sharp, spiked and curved.

Second, there was the general bodyform. Mega Heracross was squatter, stockier, and overall shorter but more… condensed… than the original.

It took Tyson a moment to realize that – no, actually this Pokémon was slightly taller than before. It was just that the horn distorted the sense of proportion that much.

Third – and most worryingly, really – there were the fists.

They were enormous.

“Okay, Heracross,” Ash said after a moment. “You know what to do.”

“Tyranitar!” Tyson said, realizing that he was about to lose the initiative. “Attack! Stone Edge!”


“A Key Stone?” Misty repeated. “How can I use it? I mean, I don’t have a Mega Stone-”

“No, you don’t,” Lance agreed. He glanced out at the battle in the water, which currently seemed to involve the two Gyarados playing chicken with Giga Impact, and decided to explain more concisely. “That one can’t do it, but Maurice has a new one from Kalos which can pick up Mega Stones. There’s a Gyaradosite in the lake.”

Misty absorbed that, and her expression firmed. “Right.”

Slipping the bracelet on, she took a deep breath. “Gyarados! There’s a hard stone somewhere at the bottom of the lake. Can you find it?”

Gyarados was a little preoccupied – as she spoke, there was a blaze of Dragon Rage blowing water into steam just behind him – but he glanced towards the shore, gave a brief nod, and then upended and plunged deep.

Snarling, the Red Gyarados followed him with a roar and a splash.

“Remember,” Lance said in a low voice. “What’s important is the time you’ve had together. That’s what powers the process.”

Misty nodded, already concentrating.

Years ago now – or a little in the future – when she’d returned to Cerulean City as gym leader, and there’d been a newly evolved Gyarados rampaging around.

Trying to calm the Pokémon she was so scared of, by any means she could think of. Finally earning his trust by defending him – not with Pokémon, but with her own body.

That was when she’d seen that… Gyarados were scary, intimidating, water type Pokémon. They were no different than any other.

And with that realization, she’d gained a great Pokémon and a good friend. One of her strongest.

Eyes closed, Misty didn’t see the flash of orange which circled the bracelet – or the flash in the water. Lance did, and smirked – his instinct about this particular trainer had been spot-on.

Then the surface of the lake heaved up.

The Red Gyarados emerged first, turning in a tight circle and blasting Dragon Rage back down into the churning water.

It didn’t help much. A powerful blast of water came thundering back out of the disturbed lake, producing a cloud of hissing steam as it interacted violently with the Dragon Rage, and then a blue shape followed the Hydro Pump and slammed bodily into the Shiny Pokémon.

“Wow,” Misty said softly, as Mega Gyarados drove his opponent back – and back, and back, despite the thrashing tail of the enraged Pokémon pushing back as hard as it could manage.

“Huh,” Lance said, next to her. “So that’s what a Mega Gyarados looks like.”

The Red Gyarados finally managed to thrash out of the way of Misty’s Pokémon. Roaring, it charged up and fired a Hyper Beam.

Mega Gyarados took the attack much better than he could have done before his power boost, though – thick scales shedding much of the force of the attack, though it clearly still hurt. He let out an ear-punishing roar, and plunged forwards with fangs bared to deliver a Crunch attack to one of the Red Gyarados’ fins.

“Gyarados!” Misty called. “Try and bring him closer!”

The Red Gyarados didn’t like the sound of that plan. He twisted, aiming for the side of his opponent, and unleashed a blast of dragonfire.

The tail blow which knocked him over with a concussive slap was not entirely unexpected.


Mega Tyranitar roared, swinging his tail, and a miniature tornado of sand began to form around his body. The remaining light fixtures crumbled, and then some much more durable emergency lights came on – bathing the battlefield in an eerie green glow.

“Get him!” Tyson called out. “Use Fire attacks!”

There were some small red flashes as the Pokémon not in the battle were withdrawn, and everyone human (or Electric-type Pokémon, in the case of Pikachu) ducked for cover.

Then Mega Tyranitar’s fists and fangs burst into flame, adding a flickering orange light to the scene where the light got through the gathering sandstorm. Hunching over slightly, he lunged forwards with legs digging into the floor below and tail thrashing behind.

Mega Heracross waited as his opponent advanced, setting his stance. He pulled back his right fist, clenching his claws.

As soon as Mega Tyranitar was near enough, the big dinosaur’s fist cocked back. With a roar, he volleyed in the Fire Punch.

The flame-enshrouded fist met a pistonlike Focus Punch coming the other way. The impact produced an audible BANG, blowing wisps of flame in all directions, and both Pokémon staggered back from the impact.

Ash’s Mega recovered first. He ducked low, horn foremost, and lunged with it – jabbing at the red patch on Mega Tyranitar’s belly where the armour didn’t cover.

The Megahorn hit hard making Mega Tyranitar roar in pain, and Mega Heracross worked his legs to keep the horn in contact and doing damage for as long as possible in spite of the sandstorm.

After a few seconds, Mega Tyranitar forced the issue. Kicking out with his left leg, he dug the spiked protrusion on the armoured kneepad into Mega Heracross’ side, knocking him back and away.

Bouncing once with a crack on the green-lit floor, Mega Heracross braked his slide and sprang back upright. He squared off for a moment, looking for an opening, and then Mega Tyranitar made his next attack – opening his mouth, and unleashing a stream of billowing orange fire.

Mega Heracross blocked the Flamethrower with crossed arms, protecting his eyes and antennae, and the flame rippled around his horn and fists for a few seconds.

When the flames subsided, Mega Heracross had a few scorch marks on the exposed parts of his body, but he seemed mostly fine.

“Flamethrower again!” Tyson instructed.

Mega Tyranitar got halfway through the process of preparing the second Flamethrower attack when a half-melted piece of computer hit him in the chin. Eyes wide, he half-swallowed the burst of flame, and orange fire burst out between the top and bottom of his mouth.

Shaking his head as he recovered, he roared, and the sand swirling about his body intensified.

“Rock Tomb!” Tyson changed his mind. “Stop him from moving!”

Mega Tyranitar’s foot slammed into the floor, and it trembled. The emergency lighting flickered for a moment, and a half-dozen boulders pushed their way up through the floor to surround Mega Heracross.

There was a moment’s silence, and then one of the boulders moved.

Mega Tyranitar blinked as his opponent lifted a boulder bigger than it was, and then flinched away as the boulder came flying across the room at him. Swiping with his shoulder armour, Mega Tyranitar blew the rock to pieces, and then tried to see where the Bug-type had gone.

Something pulled on his back.

“He’s between your back spines!” Tyson called suddenly, as Mega Tyranitar swung around looking for the cause of the pull. “I just saw – the sandstorm is-”

Mega Tyranitar soon had all the evidence he could need that Mega Heracross was there. A series of fast, repetitive Arm Thrusts began slamming home into the small of his back.

Roaring in pain, Mega Tyranitar slammed his tail on the ground and then swung it up with an almighty crack into the area of his back the pain was coming from. The impact hurt, a lot, but the punches stopped.

“He’s just behind you!” Tyson snapped. “Stomp him!”

Steadying himself with his tail, Mega Tyranitar took a step back and slammed his foot down where Mega Heracross had landed.

The foot did not go down all the way. This wasn’t because it had hit Mega Heracross, though – it was because Mega Heracross had caught it.

All three Rockets gaped as Mega Heracross clung firmly onto Mega Tyranitar’s foot. The bigger Pokémon tried to shake his opponent off, but to no avail, and then Mega Heracross got his feet under him and pushed.

Slowly but surely, Mega Tyranitar was lifted off the ground entirely and into the air. Roaring, the Rock-type tried to get free of Mega Heracross’ grip, and got his wish – sort of.

Adjusting his stance, Mega Heracross crouched, and then straightened with an explosive push – throwing Mega Tyranitar across the room to crash into the far wall.

Mega Tyranitar shook his head, a little unstable, and looked up just in time to see the incoming Focus Punch.


Snapping and snarling, the two Gyarados – one shiny, one mega – clashed repeatedly, the sound frightening away whatever Pidgey hadn’t already left the area.

Misty’s Mega-evolved Pokémon had the upper hand, overall, and was able to gradually force the battle towards the shoreline where his trainer stood. Neck contorting back, he avoided a fanged Bite from the Shiny and counterattacked with a torrent of water.

Soaked and pushed back by the Hydro Pump but manifestly not yet out of the fight, the enraged Gyarados replied with a torrent of green fire which mostly splashed off his target’s scales. Some found purchase, burning with a crackling intensity where it could, and Mega Gyarados hissed in pain before slamming his head forwards again to knock the Shiny aside.

Misty watched closely, trying to get a handle on what the two Pokémon were doing and when. If she could spot a-

There!

“Protect!” she called, and Mega Gyarados frowned. Complying, he let up the attack and produced a greenish shield between himself and the Shiny.

About half a second after the shield stabilized, the Red Gyarados fired a Hydro Cannon.

Misty’s timing was just right. The striated ball of water hit Mega Gyarados’ Protect, compressed momentarily, and exploded outwards in a colossal torrent of water which, unable to get past the shield, went almost entirely back at the red Pokémon.

Startled to be hit so hard, the Shiny staggered backwards – wobbling a little, as the drain from firing the Hydro Cannon acted to momentarily tire him.

Mega Gyarados was not inclined to let him recover. Surging forwards in a powerful Body Slam, he propelled his opponent into the shallows as requested and then crashing to the muddy beach.

“Good!” Misty said, exhaling explosively. “Good work, Gyarados.”

“Are you going to catch it?” Lance asked, nodding towards the red Pokémon. “The Shiny, I mean.”

“Uh…” Misty frowned. “Not sure, actually – I mean…”

She tailed off.

Last time, she remembered, it had been Lance himself who had caught the big Shiny – and it had been an important member of his team. She’d even heard from Brock that it had helped save him and May once, down in Hoenn.

But last time, Lance had been the one to stop its rampage, as well. Would it even be wise to have him catch it – or to let it go? The Pokémon clearly needed a lot of help controlling his anger…

…and Misty didn’t want to be the one to do it. She had a Gyarados, and though he wasn’t as strong – nor Shiny – she’d rather use him any day.

Seeing her indecision, Lance frowned. “I know. You catch him, and then I’ll trade you him for a Key Stone.”

Misty glanced down at the still-faintly-pulsing band around her wrist. “You mean – I’d keep this?”

“Well, you’re clearly good at using it,” Lance smiled. “Besides, we’ve got a couple spare.”

“Right.” Misty nodded, and took the last of her Lure Balls from her bag.

One of them now held her Corsola, an old friend, and one her relatively new Chinchou.

It seemed appropriate for this to be the third. She expanded it out, and threw it.

Too tired to resist much, the Red Gyarados was caught relatively easily.

As she picked up the Lure Ball, there was an orange flash as Gyarados transitioned back down from Mega.

Suicune walked out onto the mud-clouded water, clearing it as she went, and delicately plucked a rough gemstone from the sloping beach. “Found the Mega Stone, Misty.”

“Thanks,” Misty smiled, then glanced over at Lance. “Is it okay for me to-”

“Finders keepers,” the Champion smiled, as she passed him the Lure Ball. “And thank you, Misty. I’m sure he’ll be a handful, but Dragonite and I will enjoy the challenge.”

“Speak for yourself…” Dragonite grumbled.

Lance waved him off. “I look forward to seeing you at the Silver Conference, Misty. We’re hoping to move up the final decision on who qualifies for the open slots there.”

“I’m sure I’ll be there,” Misty told him.


“Good work, Heracross!” Ash called, after waiting a few seconds to be sure the Mega Tyranitar wasn’t getting back up again.

Mega Heracross turned to him, saluted, and flashed orange as he transitioned back down. “Not a problem!”

Mega Tyranitar emitted a deep, exhausted moan, and another flash of orange light illuminated the room as he too reverted from his Mega-Evolved state.

Tyson recalled him automatically. “Well,” he said, shaking his head. “I thought I had all the bases covered, I really did. Even taught Tyranitar all those Fire moves to handle your Lucario, and now-”

A head poked around the door. “We’re finished, sir!” Behind him there was the sound of a helicopter taking off.

“Right!” Tyson turned and jogged for the door. “Hopalong, Cassidy, come with me!”

“Where do you people get these-” Butch began, before Cassidy grabbed him by the wrist and hauled him along with her.

Ash ran forwards, picking his way over the ruined floor of the underground room, and Pikachu came bounding alongside him. They reached the other door some seconds behind the Rockets, and came around it just in time to see Tyson releasing a pair of sleek-looking Fearow.

Two Rockets jumped onto each Flying-type, which got into the air with indecent haste, and Butch also released a Drowzee which blocked Pikachu’s quick Thunderbolt attack with a Light Screen.

Then they were out of the closing doors leading to the open air, and Butch just about managed to return the Psychic-type before they were out of sight entirely.

“Ash?” Brock called from the other room. “Is everything alright?”

“They got away,” Ash called back. “They flew off, and the doors closed – I don’t think I can follow on Pidgeot.”

Brock winced. “Ouch. At least we broke their machine.”


“So,” Ash said, when they were all back together about half an hour later. “How did that go?”

“Not bad, actually,” Brock said with a shrug. “I mean, we didn’t catch any of the Rockets, but we did manage to stop their plan – early, even.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash nodded. “What about you, Misty?”

“I’ve got a Mega Stone,” she said, glancing down at it again. “I think… yeah, that was a good outcome.”

She looked up. “Wait – something Lance mentioned… remember Maurice? The guy with the Altaria?”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded. “He got caught by J, right?”

“That’s him,” she confirmed. “Lance mentioned he’s got a Key Stone too.”

“Guess the Dragon Clan has a lot of them,” Brock said.

Ash nodded, then blinked. “Wait – we need to let Gary know about some of this stuff…”


Gary picked up the phone. “What is it, Ash, it’s six in the morning here…”

Pause.

“Of course I know it’s you, Dee tells me.”

Another pause.

“Wait, wait – you said Team Rocket had this?” Gary groaned. “Right. I’ll head over to the Tower of Mastery and let Gurrkin know we may as well just publish now… what did they have?”

Gary took notes as Ash talked. Umbreon paced over, yawning, and cocked her head on one side in confusion.

After a few more seconds, Gary was done. “Right, thanks. So that’s a Tyranitarite, a Gyaradosite, and you think there might be an Altarite…Altariaite… or whatever the name is as well. Thanks. Okay, guess I’ll see you next time there’s some kind of emergency.”

He closed the call, and started pulling on a coat. “Okay, Umbreon. We’re headed back to Gurrkin’s place. Alakazam?”

Alakazam promptly sent himself out. Whenever you’re ready.


A pale blue canine with a furred, dark blue mane loped across the surface of a high alpine lake.

Taking her bearings from the mountains, the shiny Suicune accelerated. She didn’t have any particular deadline to deliver her message, but the sooner she got there the sooner she could return home – and to Pallet.

After having checked in on just about every legendary in Sinnoh, she for one was looking forwards to some time with Molly.

Coming to her next combination of landmarks, Suicune turned slightly to the left and began to lope up the steep side of a mountain abutting the lake. Her paws gained purchase on the small ledges dotting the rock, using them to push off and reach the next ledge, and before long she arrived at the summit.

Pacing forwards, she came around to the front of the temple surmounting this lonely mountain, and stepped over the threshold.

“Regigigas, I bring greetings,” she said formally. “From my lord Ho-Oh, from my siblings, and also from the sundry other Legendaries of our land.”

Regigigas did not reply.

“I have important news,” she went on. “Regigigas?”

Starting to get a little miffed, she stepped forwards. “Regigigas!”

She waved a pale blue paw in front of his face. No response.

Howling did nothing, either, though some snow did fall off the roof.

Gods. When my counterpart told me that Regigigas had a reaction time measurable with a calendar, she was not far off the mark…

Suicune rolled her eyes. She went outside for a moment, retrieving a large rock, and balanced it on Regigigas’ head.

Then she curled up for a nap. Hopefully, if he did wake up, the sound of the falling rock would alert her.

She tried not to think about having to do this again in Snowpoint. Perhaps she should obtain some kind of gong…


High above the Oblivia island chain, somewhere to the north-east of the Coral Sea, a green shape bored along through the sky.

Interesting. So, this is the ozone layer.

Rayquaza’s serpentine form flew with the exquisite care of long practice, heading for the precise location he had all-but-instinctively calculated would give him the best angle.

It’s not very ozonific. It doesn’t smell much like ozone.

Turning back on himself, Rayquaza gave Mewtwo a look. “I had been led to believe you were one of the sensible ones.”

Sorry, Mewtwo said promptly. You’re right, that was intemperate of me. It’s just that this is my first time work shadowing, and…

“I do understand,” Rayquaza told him, relenting. “But – well, I’m trying to concentrate.”

Mewtwo merely nodded.

Turning back on course, Rayquaza covered the last few miles to his ideal firing position.

He coiled up, hovering in defiance of gravity as though he were an Arbok being charmed on land and not a Legendary Dragon well into the stratosphere.

Looking out into the cosmos, he took only a few seconds to spot his target. A ball of ice and rock, already developing a faint tail from nearness to the sun, and falling steadily towards the green-and-blue world below.

Left to its own devices, it would hit in around half an hour. The impact would produce a sizeable tsunami, affecting much of the ocean basin with waves big enough to destroy cities.

Rayquaza did not intend to leave this potential bolide alone.

Frowning, he began the almost-automatic process of compensating for atmospheric disturbance – then felt a faint whisker of psionic energy.

“Mewtwo, don’t jog me,” he requested.

Sorry, just making sure it wasn’t a Deoxys on there, Mewtwo replied. Carry on.

“I will.”

Returning to his work, Rayquaza felt the atmosphere above him. Already calm, he extended his Air Lock out into it, and it became glassy-still – as clear as space.

The great dragon inhaled. Energy crackled in his maw, building and cresting, and then an intense Hyper Beam speared out at the incoming rock.

It exploded into a thousand pieces.

Turning with exquisite smoothness, Rayquaza targeted the largest piece that remained and sent a Dragon Pulse to intercept it. Then the next largest. The next.

Within two minutes, every rock over a hundred or so tonnes had been targeted to be blown to fragments. It would take a while longer for the long-range Dragon Pulses to connect with their targets, but Rayquaza’s job was done.

Very impressive, Mewtwo told him sincerely. If you don’t mind my asking, how do you discern when a dangerous rock is coming in?

“I have a network of Absol and Xatu,” Rayquaza replied. “Between them they pick up any disasters on a large enough scale, and I get a warning some weeks in advance. I just tend to wait until they’re close enough I’m certain of hitting, though the larger the rock the earlier I have to start.”

My thanks, Mewtwo nodded. How long have you been doing your job?

“About sixty-five million years.” Rayquaza looked off into the distance. “Formerly my main role was regulating Groudon and Kyogre, but after the Creator of All was pancaked into the asthenosphere by a meteorite ten miles across he decided to take steps.”

Mewtwo winced. Ouch. He was under that?

“He had all his Plates, so it wasn’t dangerous to him, but I am reliably informed it hurt.”

Ah. Mewtwo looked down. Speaking of Groudon and Kyogre, it seems that they are fighting. Again.

“You what?” Rayquaza glanced down, seeing the flashes of red and blue in the middle of the Coral Sea already being obscured by a roiling hurricane, and sighed. “Oh, no, not again. At least I’m high up… hey, morons! Dragon Ascent from a hundred thousand feet!”

Rolling over, the green Dragon-type plunged towards the ground.

I suppose I should follow him… Mewtwo mused.


AN:

I told you they were unlucky to face Ash.

So – that was the first Mega versus Mega fight for the fic. Unfortunately for Tyson, his list of Ash’s powerful Pokémon had a few glaring holes in it.

Also more Legendaries at work.






92. Johto 34


This is the first of three chapters today.


It was evening by the time Ash and his friends arrived in Mahogany Town.

“Let’s see…” Ash said, frowning. “Where’s the gym?”

He glanced around. “Dexter?”

It’s the building just next door to the Pokémon centre.

Ash looked up. “Oh, yeah! Thanks!”

“Did you do that on purpose?” Brock asked, blinking.

“Well, not especially, no…” Ash replied. “I just thought it was going to save time to ask first, rather than getting lost.”

“That’s… surprisingly sensible,” Misty informed him. “Okay, let’s go. Think there’ll be time to get a challenge in tonight?”

“Hope so,” Ash said, looking up at the sun slipping towards the horizon. “Come on, guys!”


Ash knocked on the gym door. “Hello?”

There was a long pause. Then a middle-aged woman opened the door. “Good evenin’!”

“Uh… hi?” Ash said. “Are you the gym assistant?”

“That’s me,” she nodded. “Sheila’s the name. Guess you’re one of the ones who did their research, half the people who don’t do it come here and think I’m the leader…”

“I’m sure you’d be good at it,” Brock told her.

“Oh, thanks,” Sheila smiled. “Pryce might not, though… he’s a great trainer, but a bit… prickly, sometimes.”

“Is there time for me to challenge him?” Ash asked. “I know it’s kinda late?”

“Sorry, he left about ten minutes ago,” she apologized. “I was just locking up.”

“Aw…” Ash sighed. “Where’d he go? Or do I have to wait until tomorrow?”

“Hmm.” Sheila pursed her lips. “He does tend to spend a lot of time meditating… tell you what, come with me and we can let him know there’s a challenger.”

“Sounds good to me!” Ash agreed. “Lead the way!”


“You know,” Sheila mused, as she hiked up a mountain trail in the gathering gloom, “You’re a lot fitter than I was expecting.”

“I keep in shape,” Ash agreed, breath steaming in the air. With the sun sinking below the horizon, it was quickly getting colder – and darker – but Quilava was helping, so there wasn’t much of an issue with seeing where they were going.

Her flames lit the way quite nicely.

“Just, uh…” Ash looked around. “How far is it?”

“Oh, not much further.” They reached a broader spot, one lined with benches for people to stop and rest, and Sheila pointed out one particular path. “This way, he tends to meditate here in the evenings.”

Squinting, Quilava blazed her flames up a bit higher so they could see further. The path wound through some boulders for a few dozen feet, then disappeared around a corner.

“Want a lift?” Ash offered her.

“No thanks, I’m good,” she replied, leaping to one of the boulders. “Got to stay in shape somehow.”

Ash nodded. “Got it.”

Not noticing the curious look Sheila was giving him, he followed the path through the boulder field – towards where he could hear a faint splashing sound.

As it turned out, for Pryce, to meditate meant to sit in a freezing waterfall.

The Mahogany Gym Leader didn’t look up at first as Ash approached. When the young trainer was only a few feet away, his eyes opened.

“Hm,” he said, spotting Quilava first. “Better than some…”

Looking up further, he saw Ash – though not very well, in the flickering orange light provided by the Fire-type’s flames.

“This is a challenger, Pryce,” Sheila said briskly. “Thought I’d bring him up – so you knew to be at the gym on time tomorrow.”

“Heh.” Pryce shook his head. “Not likely to be worth my time…”

“You’d be surprised,” Ash replied. “But… aren’t you a gym leader?”

“What’s it to you?” Pryce asked.

“Well… I thought Gym Leaders were supposed to take on all challengers?” Ash pressed. “Why should it matter? If they’ve got a Pokémon-”

“Pokémon are only for battle,” Pryce replied. “A Pokémon that can’t battle well is worthless.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!” Ash replied hotly. “Pokémon are friends and partners!”

“You know it!” Pikachu agreed.

Pryce gave him a look, then shook his head with a sigh. “Live in the mountains for a few decades and you might change your mind on that, boy. Nothing’s your friend except yourself.”

“Oh, thanks,” Sheila said with heavy sarcasm.

Pryce continued as if she hadn’t spoken. “You live up here, you get a feel for how the weather works – and then it turns on you. I’ve been in fine weather which has turned to a white-out blizzard in the time it takes to have lunch. Pokémon are the same.”

“Do you want to get punched?” Pikachu asked, blinking. “Seriously…”

Quilava shrugged. “I’m amazed his Pokémon haven’t done that already, to be honest.”

“You’re wrong!” Ash said firmly. “And I’m going to prove it to you – by tomorrow morning!”

Pikachu’s head snapped around. “What did you just say, Ash?”

Pryce laughed. “That’d be the day. But… you know what? I’ll make it a supplementary challenge, now you say that. If you can’t prove to me that my philosophy is wrong, then I just won’t battle you.”

“Fine!” Ash agreed.

Pikachu sighed. “Ash… this is a bad idea.”


“What are we going to do now, Ash?” Pikachu asked, as they walked back down the mountain path. “You and your big mouth…”

“No, I’ve got a reason for this,” Ash denied. He checked Sheila was out of earshot, and then went on. “I remembered as he was talking – his Piloswine, remember?”

Pikachu frowned. “I think… hmmm, it rings a faint bell…”

“It went off in a snowstorm to get him medicine, and never returned,” Ash explained in a low voice. “Pryce thinks it abandoned him. I just need to get back to the Pokémon Centre and switch a few Pokémon around…”


As they entered the Pokémon Centre, Sheila sighed.

“Sorry about that, kid,” she said, shrugging. “But that’s just Pryce for you. He’s a good trainer, but he can be a real prickly customer at times.”

“I know,” the Joy said, leaning on the counter. “Hi, Sheila. This a challenger?”

“I want to be,” Ash confirmed.

“Good luck trying,” Sheila said, shaking her head. “If you want to change his mind, you’ve missed the boat on that one. He’s not been the same since his Piloswine left.”

“I heard that,” the Joy agreed, frowning. “But I never really heard the why behind it. What happened?”

“I don’t know.” Sheila spread her hands in apology. “Why does a perfectly normal Pokémon – a starter, even – just up and leave? Especially when their trainer’s hurt? I don’t know… but that’s what made Pryce so jaded.”

“Right!” Ash said firmly. “I’ll go find that Piloswine!”

Sheila blinked. “What? How?”

“Wait a minute…” the Joy began, leaning further over her counter. “Aren’t you Ash Ketchum?”

“…you’re kidding!” Sheila gave Ash another look. “You’re not kidding.”

Ash blushed at the sudden change in their attitude. “Really, it’s nothing big…”

“Sure, and I’m the Grand Champion of Unova,” Sheila replied. “Okay, now I kind of want to see what happens. That old grouch has needed a shakeup for a while…”


“Okay, Noctowl,” Ash said, some minutes later. “Your job is just to make sure Pidgeot and I don’t fly into a mountain in the dark.”

“Well, I’ll do my bally best… hmmm.” Noctowl looked Pidgeot over closely. “Tell me, old chum, can you see this?”

He waved a wing.

Pidgeot blinked, as a pair of faintly glowing lines materialized in front of her. “Yes, actually.”

“Right.” Noctowl took flight, and the lights drifted to his wingtips – one red, one green. A third, white, light appeared on his tail. “They’ll leave a long trail, so just follow it and everything should be tickety-boo.”

“Ash?” Lucario asked, as he clambered aboard Pidgeot. “You’re really going to do this?”

“I am,” Ash confirmed. “I want to be sure that Pryce is… well, I guess I want to make sure he’s okay. Last time, he changed his mind, but this time… I don’t know.” He shrugged. “I suppose I think the most likely thing to work is something dramatic.”

“I see. Well… stay safe, Ash,” Lucario advised softly.

“I intend to,” Ash replied. “Right, guys, let’s go!”

Noctowl took flight, the lights leaving a long trail behind him as he flew. Pidgeot waited a few seconds, then took to the air in a storm of wind and followed.


“Can we go a bit lower?” Ash called, looking out into the night with his Aura senses rather than relying on his insufficient night vision.

“For a bit,” Noctowl allowed from ahead. “But there’s a dashed big wall of rock in half a mile or so, and we’ll have to sheer off.”

“Got it,” Ash confirmed. “Give us a roll before you do, so Pidgeot has the warning.”

“Understood.”

They dropped lower, the mountains obscuring the stars on both sides as they flew near-silently through the night. The occasional Ledian flashed below, but otherwise the night was dark and still. Even the moon was down.

“How much area do we need to search, Ash?” Pidgeot asked, wide white wings-of-air in broad, low-speed configuration barely visible as she carefully angled them for maximum efficiency. “We could be here a while – I dare not fly fast and low when it’s this dark.”

“It’s okay,” Ash assured her. “Noctowl? How far are we from Mahogany?”

“About eight miles, old chap,” Noctowl replied. Ahead, he performed a slow roll, then pulled up into a climb.

Recognizing the signal, Pidgeot followed suit. The two Flying-types rose up the near-sheer cliff face with a comfortable amount of sky room, then dipped down into the next valley.

“Whoa,” Ash said, distracted for a moment by the starlight glittering on the lake of ice below. Then he frowned. “Wait… Noctowl, can we head ahead and a bit to the left?”

“Abso-balley-lutely. Follow me!”

Ahead, the illusory constellation marking Noctowl’s position drifted down and left. Pidgeot banked gently, feathers rustling, and she followed with great care.

“Yeah,” Ash said, some seconds later. “Yeah, that’s a Pokémon alright. And quite a big one. Noctowl? There should be some kind of place to land… about ten thirty to Pidgeot now.”

There was a pause.

“Right, I’ve got one,” Noctowl reported. “Pidgeot, I’ll guide you down. Follow the yellow lights.”

A glidepath appeared ahead of the larger Flying-type, curving around in a spiral and then dropping down.


The landing was tricky. Pidgeot couldn’t see her destination even as she dropped lower and lower, following the light-path Noctowl gave her, until suddenly she caught sight of a rock looming out of the darkness and backwinged desperately.

Fortunately, the rock was several feet to the side of her flight path, but even so it was a nasty scare.

“Sorry about that, Pidgeot,” Ash said, wincing. “I’ll try to make sure the takeoff is smoother.”

“I’d appreciate it,” Pidgeot replied, shaking her wings out as Ash got off her back. “How, though?”

“Don’t worry, I do have a plan,” Ash told her. “Want a rest for now, though?”

“That’d be nice.”

Ash recalled her, and looked up to Noctowl’s signal lights still orbiting overhead. “Stay up there for now, okay? Keep an eye out.”

“Not a problem. Not a problem at all,” Noctowl agreed.

Ash smiled, then sent out Quilava. “Right. Ready, Quilava?”

She nodded, and blazed her quills up. The flickering firelight they shed revealed a frosted landscape, moss clinging to the otherwise-barren stones.

Ash blew on his hands. “Brr, chilly up here…”

Concentrating, he started up the Airslip Aura technique, holding air close to his body to warm it up. It helped, a little. “Right, let’s go…”

He set off, boots crunching slightly, and Quilava followed close behind.


Some distance away, Pikachu shook his head.

“Ash is an idiot,” he said.

Lucario shrugged. “Would you rather be out up that mountain, in the cold?”

“No!” Pikachu replied. “I’d rather be in here, like I am – but I’d rather he was here as well. I’d rather we went in the morning, instead of Ash go flying through the night without even moonlight for Pidgeot to see by!”

After a moment, his blue comrade stretched out a palm. “I understand your frustration,” he said, calmly. “But Ash wants to do this, and I couldn’t come up with a good reason why not. So I did not say anything.”

Pikachu nodded, touching the palm for a moment. “Sorry,” he sighed.

“No need to apologize. As I say, I feel much the same.”


“Nearly there,” Ash said, nodding. “Look – I can just about see a cave.”

Quilava inhaled briefly, and spat a small Ember. The light it gave off lit a cave mouth about five or six metres away, with a faint trail visible heading off to the left and down the mountain.

“Looks like,” she agreed. “What do you want to do?”

“Well, that Pokémon I could see is very close – in fact…” Ash closed his eyes briefly to check, “yeah, I can see it’s a Piloswine now. So… head in, and start the process of thawing him out.”

“Right,” Quilava nodded. She continued forwards, lighting the cave as her Ember died, and Ash followed her.

The path led down a few metres of uneven ground before kinking a little to the right, and in the small hollow that resulted Quilava’s light began to reflect off something clear and glittering.

A moment after Ash confirmed that this was the frozen Piloswine he was expecting, he sent out Meganium.

“We’re here?” she asked, shivering slightly. “Brr, it’s cold in here…”

“Yeah, surprisingly cold,” Ash agreed. “It must have been like this for decades, if Piloswine’s still frozen. Right – Sunny Day!”

Meganium nodded firmly. Her flower opened a little, and five glowing orbs shot out of it to hang in the air.

“Good,” Ash complimented her. “Now – keep that up, and use Aromatherapy as well. Quilava, what’s your weakest Fire-type attack?”

“That’d be Ember,” she replied. “Wait, no – I suppose it’s Fire Spin, that move’s damaging over time.”

“Good. Can you set up a fire around Piloswine? A good distance away.”

“I’ll do my best.” Huffing, she blew flame from her quills and traced a wide circle around the frozen Ice-type. The flames licked up for a moment, then fell back to a steady, simmering heat.

“Chaps?” Noctowl said, flying back from the far end of the cave. “I found why this place is so bally cold – that end only opens onto a flippin’ glacier!”

“…that would do it, yeah,” Ash agreed. “Right. Time for step two.”

“What’s step two?” Noctowl asked.


“…so, the idea is, you provide light here and so Pidgeot can use that to land,” Ash said.

Makes sense, Dexter agreed. How long will you be?

“Depends how long it takes me to persuade Pryce,” Ash replied, rolling his eyes. “Right. Pidgeot?”

The big Flying-type formed. “Are we going flying at night again?”

“I’m afraid so,” Ash shrugged. “Don’t worry – no more low level stuff for now.”

Chirping a moderately happy acknowledgement, Pidgeot bent down to let Ash board. “Where to, then?”

“Pryce’s cottage,” he told her. “It’s on the outskirts of Mahogany, I think – land next to the Pokémon Centre, and I’ll check there.”


There was a knock on the door.

Pryce looked up from his mug of cocoa, frowning. “What do you want?” he called. “It’s far too late! Come back tomorrow!”

“It’s important!” a voice replied.

The gym leader frowned. That voice sounded… familiar.

Just in case, he scooped up the Pokéball belonging to his Jynx before going to the door.

Unlocking it, he glared out. “It’s eleven thirty, what do you-”

“Hi,” Ash waved. “Sorry, but – this is kind of important. You need to see this.”

“See what?” Pryce asked, frowning. “Can’t it wait?”

“Not really,” Ash hedged. “Sorry.”

Pryce glared at him. “I’m sure you are. What is this thing that’s so urgent?”

“I found your Piloswine.”

The elderly gym leader blinked. “What.”

“He was frozen in ice – I found him, he’s thawing out now,” Ash explained. “I think you should be there when he recovers.”

“But…” Pryce shook his head. “Why – I mean… he left me! Why did he do that?”

“I heard a bit about that,” Ash nodded. “You were burned, right?”

Pryce nodded reluctantly.

“And – there were some Lum berry branches around him,” Ash went on. “I think he got frozen on the way back with medicine for you.”

Pryce’s mouth opened for a moment, then he shut it and gave Ash a suspicious look. “Why should I trust you about this? You could just be making it up to get your gym challenge!”

“Then let me show you,” Ash replied. “It’s quite a long way up the mountain, but I’ve already been there. On a night this clear, Pidgeot can fly there safely – with both of us.”

The Mahogany gym leader frowned for a little longer, then sighed. “I suppose it’s not too… right, give me a minute.”

He went back into his house, and picked up a couple more Pokéballs.

“Just in case,” he told Ash, not explaining further.

“Right.” Ash nodded, and sent Pidgeot out. “Ready for this?”

“As I’ll ever be, I suppose…”


Backwinging hard, Pidgeot came down to land by the light of Dexter’s Flash.

“That was so much easier this time,” she said gratefully.

You are welcome, Dexter replied. Another Venomoth flew at him, and he ducked out of the way. Can I turn off the light now?

“Go ahead,” Ash said, slipping off Pidgeot’s back and helping Pryce down. “Thanks for your help.”

As Dexter collapsed into vectors and returned to his projector, the gym leader looked around. “This is a long way up in the mountains…”

Ash shrugged, picking Dexter up. “It’s where I found him. This way.”


The cavern was much warmer the second time Ash entered it. The half-dozen floating orbs of the Sunny Day were either still there or had been replenished, and Quilava’s circular Fire Spin crackled away with a gentle red heat.

“Good to see you back, Ash,” Meganium said with a smile. “He’s starting to stir, I think.”

“Looks like we got here just in time, then,” Ash replied.

Pryce had stopped in the door, eyes fixed on the slowly defrosting Piloswine. His eyes flicked from the puddle of water to the pile of Lum branches, some of them still half-held in ice, and then to the Pokémon himself.

There was a metallic clatter as his grip on a Pokéball loosened, and it fell from nerveless fingers to hit the ground.

A Glalie promptly emerged, yawning. “What is it, sir?”

It stopped. “Wait, is that your Piloswine? Last time I saw him I was a Snorunt!”

Pryce took a shaky step forwards. “Piloswine?”

The words seemed to reach the big Ground/Ice type. He shook himself, ice cracking away with a series of splats and splashes, and looked up.

“Pryce?” he asked, sounding confused. “You look… old. Is that really you?”

“I’m sorry,” Ash said, addressing Piloswine. “You’ve been up here for decades.”

Piloswine glanced over at Ash, then looked back to Pryce. “You’re better, that’s all that matters.”

Pryce blinked. “I… what did he say?”

“He said that all that mattered was that you were okay,” Ash supplied.

“I heard rumours you could understand Pokémon, but…” the gym leader shot a look at his Glalie, who nodded a confirmation.

On seeing that, Pryce reached up to his eyes. “I… oh, damn and blast!”

He stepped over the flames, and knelt down. “Sorry, Piloswine. I should never have thought you’d leave me…”

Piloswine took a careful step forwards, brushing the plants out of the way, and nosed him. “It’s okay.”

“Sir…” Glalie said, then wobbled back and forth. “It’s good to see you’re happy again.”

He glanced down at Pryce’ belt. “Hey, Jynx! Check this out!”

A sleepy-looking Jynx materialized. “What is it? I was – wait a minute, is that Piloswine?”

“I know, right?” Glalie agreed.

“How do you feel?” Meganium asked, moving around outside the flames to face Piloswine.

“Alright. A bit cold, a bit numb…” Piloswine said, moving his legs to test them. “Not bad, I suppose.”

“Right.” Meganium glanced at Ash. “I’d prefer to have him thaw out more overnight, until he starts to feel uncomfortably warm. Then we can head down the mountain in the morning.”

“That makes sense,” Ash agreed. “Meganium says it’d be best if we overnighted here and went down in the morning.”

Pryce thought about that, then nodded. “Fine,” he said. “I’ve slept rough before.”

He chuckled. “And… I guess you win. You did manage to change my mind.”


The door to the Pokémon centre creaked open.

As it did, an electric mouse sat on one of the chairs stirred.

Pikachu yawned, blinked, and spotted who’d just come in.

“You’re back!” Pikachu beamed, running over to Ash and leaping to his shoulder. “And you didn’t hit a mountain!”

“Sorry, Pikachu…” Ash said, taking his friend down off his shoulder and giving him a scratch. “I know.”

“I’d just rather you don’t get into those kinds of dangerous situations…” Pikachu sighed, leaning into the scratch. “At least wait until morning next time, okay? I…”

He shook his head. “I know you’ll fight through just about anything you see coming. I’m worried about things when you don’t.”

While they were talking, Pryce had gone up to the counter and rung the bell. “Hello?”

There was a pause, then the sound of a Chansey speaking.

The Joy came hurrying out to the counter, wearing a dressing gown. “Sorry about that, I’m – oh, hello, Mr. Pryce. Don’t usually see you in this early.” She yawned, then caught sight of the Piloswine. “Oh, is that a new Pokémon?”

Pryce handed over an old, worn but well-cared-for Pokéball. “No, an old one. Can you give him a general check up?”

“Sure.” Joy yawned again, as Chansey came up to the computer and started typing away… then blinked. “Wait.”

She looked over at Ash, now sitting down next to Lucario in the hospitality area. “Did he-”

“Yes,” Pryce confirmed with a sigh, then smiled. “He did.”


In the pre-dawn gloom, an encampment slept.

The two humans were in their sleeping bags, underneath a blanket on pegs – no need for a full tent this far south, the Sevii islands were so warm in fact that a tent was a worse idea – and their Pokémon were scattered around taking the opportunity for a night in fresh air.

After all, they were scouting out the meadow for a potential Rocket satellite base… and the Boss had given them two weeks to do it. That was reason enough for a holiday.

Slowly, the light across the camp brightened. This light, however, was unusual – it flickered and danced, like firelight, and it came from the west.

Hunched over, stepping carefully, trying to sneak and not doing very well at it, a Moltres came walking slowly into the campsite.

She stepped carefully over the Arbok sprawled out on the ground like a fallen log, ducked under the Meowth dangling from a tree, and – after some thought – just went around the burly Gyarados.

Periodically, she looked up to make sure she was still on course for her goal.

The trainer she’d learned was called James was… fascinating, to her. She’d picked up that he was part of some kind of organization which habitually stole Pokémon – but, at the same time, she’d seen him protect her and even some other Pokémon, and never seen him steal a thing.

It was all very confusing.

Distracted, her foot came down on something which rolled away beneath her. She staggered, giving an undignified squawk of surprise as she stepped on a second Luxury Ball, tripped and landed in a heap.

There was a bright flash of light.


Meowth yawned, and cracked an eyelid. “Eh?”

Scanning the campsite, he saw nothing out of the ordinary. Gyarados rolled over slightly in his sleep, but there was no other sign of movement.

“Huh. Must be some Flyin’ type or somethin’,” he shrugged, and went back to sleep.

Wedged underneath Gyarados’ bulk as he settled down, a Pokéball flashed once.


That afternoon, the two – accompanied by Brock and Misty, as well as Sheila – climbed up into the foothills outside Mahogany proper.

“This should do,” Pryce decided, looking at the prospective battlefield. “And no potential avalanche sites around it, either.”

“Is that a-”

“Yes,” Pryce told him bluntly. “I looked you up, I heard what you did to Jasmine’s walls.”

Ash’s cheeks heated. “I don’t mean to, it just happens!”

“And I’d rather not melt my gym,” Pryce countered. “Right. First off – the rules. Five Pokémon a side, and the winning Pokémon must switch out until at least one other Pokémon has been defeated, until this is no longer feasible.”

“Why’s that?” Misty asked. “That’s an unusual rule.”

“Something something hypothermia,” Pryce replied shortly. “Now shush. Are these acceptable, challenger?”

“Sure!” Ash agreed. “I’ve got my anti-Ice team ready!”

Pikachu grumbled something indistinct.

Pryce began by expanding out his first Pokéball. “Okay, Dewgong!”

Pikachu perked up. “Can I-”

“Sorry,” Ash replied. “I’m trying to make sure everyone gets a go. You’ve had three already in Johto.”

“Awww…”

While Pikachu sulked, Ash sent his own Pokémon out. “Snorlax!”

Snorlax yawned. This was fairly usual for him.

“Oh, I see where this is going,” Pryce nodded. “Your Snorlax is so fat that Ice attacks won’t hurt it much.”

“…actually, I just don’t think he’d be much use against Dragon types,” Ash admitted. “But yeah, that helps too…”

Sheila waved her arm. “Begin!”

“Dewgong!” Pryce instructed. “Begin with an Aurora Beam!”

The Ice-type attack hit Snorlax, creating a small patch of frost. Snorlax glanced down at it, miffed, and then fixed Dewgong with a stare.

“…why are his eyes glowing?” Pryce asked.

Dewgong yelped, and dove for cover as Snorlax fired his Hyper Beam.

The blaze of intense orange energy hit the ground just where Dewgong had been, and traced a line of scattered frost and crumbly soil across the ground after him.

Fortunately for the Ice-type, the attack was petering out as it reached him, and only retained enough force as it clipped his tail to spin him around a little.

“Get him while he’s recharging!” Pryce called. “Water Sport!”

Dewgong skidded to a halt on the frosty ground, and nodded. Inhaling, he fired a shower of water at the sluggish Snorlax, soaking him from top to bottom.

Snorlax swiped irritably at the water jet. “I don’t need another bath, it rained yesterday…”

Misty winced. “Ew.”

“Actually, I saw him doing it a few days ago,” Pikachu informed her. “He uses shower gel and everything.”

“Huh. Okay, I… guess?”

The spray of water finally stopped, and Snorlax shot an irritated look at Dewgong again. This time, rather than just opening up with a Hyper Beam, he began to lumber forwards – clapping his fist into his palm menacingly.

“Now, Dewgong!” Pryce ordered. “Freeze him in place!”

Snorlax flopped forwards with a wet thud as the Ice Beam arrived, and started to snore.

“…wait,” Pikachu said, as the Ice attack froze a thin coating of ice across Snorlax’ body before expanding out to the water which had covered the nearby floor as well. “This seems somehow-”

“Sleep Talk!” Ash called, from behind a convenient rock.

Snorlax let out an ear-punishing snore, and his right fist caught fire. Pushing off with his feet, he slid across the icy ground towards the startled Dewgong.

The Sea Lion Pokémon got out of the way with a quick Ice Beam to produce some surface to slide on, and propelled himself along it to evade Snorlax’ Fire Punch. Turning in a skid at the end of his track, he charged another Ice Beam to fire at Snorlax.

It was at this point he discovered Snorlax had been following him.

Very fast.


“Ouch…” Ash winced, as the Giga Impact hit. “I guess he learned that one too…”

“Is it me or is he becoming your ice specialist?” Pikachu asked.

Ash shrugged.

Dewgong went flying across the arena as they spoke, hitting a rock with a thwack and cracking the surface slightly. He got up, wobbled for a moment, and slumped back to the floor.

Pryce looked at the results for a moment.

“Well, so much for that,” he said, shaking his head. “It’s vaguely embarassing to be beaten by a Pokémon who doesn’t even wake up to do it…”

“Sorry,” Ash replied, recalling Snorlax. “Who’s next?”

Pryce considered it. “Tell you what. Glalie, your turn!”

Glalie materialized. “On it, sir.”

“Glalie, huh?” Ash said, frowning.

“Ash, if I may?” Lucario asked.

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “You’ve only had the one Johto gym fight so far.”

“My thanks.”

Pikachu muttered something which Ash decided not to notice.

“I hate it when people abuse type advantage,” Pryce grumbled good-naturedly. “It’s practically the defining attribute of my gym…”

As he spoke, Glalie floated out to take his position, and Lucario matched him.

The Fighting-type bowed to his opponent, palms together. “I hope we will have a great battle,” he said.

Pleasantries over, he took his stance – one foot forwards, the other back and perpendicular to the direction of his opponent. Both forepaws were clenched into loose fists, one above the other, held to protect his torso and head.

Blue aura crackled around them for a moment as he made ready.

Glalie was not idle either. His horns glowed, blue light drifting around them for a moment, and the glow then spread to his whole body.

Sheila watched them, until both seemed to be ready. “Right. Begin!”


“Aha!” Chuck said with a grin, reading the sign. “You are truly a dedicated Pokémon, to put such effort into training yourself! Tell me, how many badges do you have?”

Raikou showed the set of four badges pinned to his scarf.

“Excellent!” Chuck proclaimed, cracking his knuckles. “Now, let us begin! Primeape!”

Raikou looked Primeape up and down. “Right! A Fighting type, makes sense I suppose… this being the Fighting gym, and all…okay, here goes!”

He pounced forwards, electricity crackling around his fur.

Primeape jumped out of the way, avoiding the Wild Charge except for a single stray bolt which snapped onto his gloves – making a bang but doing no real damage – and hit the floor with legs compressed, before bouncing forwards as if he’d been shot from a spring.

Whirling, Raikou grinned. “Time to show you something new from the box of tricks!”

His eyes flashed.

Primeape drew back his fist to deliver a devastating Superpower – then stopped in mid-air, outlined by a yellowish glow.

“Ha!” Raikou boomed. “Didn’t expect that, did you! Extrasensory!”

Whipping his head around, he slammed Primeape into the wall with a thud.

The simian Pokémon wasn’t out of the fight yet. He pulled himself out of the small crater, brushed the cracked plaster off his fur, and came in again – this time, with dark-typed energy swirling on his gloves in an Assurance.

Raikou let him approach, then whipped his tail around. “Thunder!”

Primeape bounced off the ceiling that time, and hit the ground with a final thwack.

“Most impressive!” Chuck applauded. “But I am not done yet, challenger! Here is the other member of my four-badge team! Poliwrath, show your skill!”

Poliwrath gave Chuck a look.

“What?” Chuck asked.

“That is a legendary Electric-type, sensei. I am a Water-type. I have a problem with this.”

“Can we fight now?” Raikou asked, tail lashing.

Poliwrath sighed, took his stance, and got hit by a Thunder.

Chuck took in the slightly bored expression on Raikou’s face, and returned his smoking (and annoyed) Poliwrath. “Right! I can see I was right to prepare a little something extra for you!”

“Oh?” Raikou’s eyebrows went up. “I like the sound of this! What do you have for me?”

In reply, Chuck took a third Pokéball. “Chesnaught, go!”

Chesnaught bashed her fists together. “I am ready!”

Raikou frowned, examining her. “Hm, I’ve never met a Chesnaught before. You seem to be some kind of Grass-type, but-”

Arm glowing, Chesnaught slammed her fist into the gym floor. Roots erupted from it, reaching for Raikou’s form, and he jumped into the air at speed.

Ducking one reaching, spiked vine, he blew a second into charred carbon with a close-range Thunder attack and bit through a third. Spitting out the bitter-tasting plant material, he landed outside the perimeter of the attack.

“Aha!” he said, tail crackling. “Electroball!”

The attack hit her shell and bounced off.

“…hm, that’s not normal, I must admit,” he said, blinking. “You’re not secretly a Ground-type, are you?”

“Chesnaught!” Chuck called. “Show your Superpower!”

Raikou leaped back into motion, the spiked fist whistling over his head as he got clear, and then launched forwards in a blurring Extremespeed.

Chesnaught blocked with a Spiky Shield.

“Ow!” Raikou announced, bouncing off and landing on stinging paws. “You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you…”

He grinned. This was more like it.


AN:

This just wouldn’t stop growing. Do let me know what you think…

Despite what Ash says, he does have a positive reason for sending out Snorlax here. The big bear is strong, tough, and – on ice – fast too.

Also, Raikou happened to pick a terrible move, since Bulletproof negates that specific Electric attack.






93. Johto 35


This is the second of three chapters today.


The moment Sheila gave the okay, Lucario exploded into action.

Pushing off with his back foot and using his forward one for a powerful kick-off against the ground, he lunged upwards towards Glalie with one fist drawn back. It burst into fire as he climbed, and he volleyed a Fire Punch at the hovering Ice-type.

Glalie’s horns pulsed, and an instant sphere of ice formed around him at about two feet distance. The surface of the sphere included Lucario’s wrist, and the sudden addition of the whole sphere’s weight threw his aim and speed badly off.

Pryce’s Ice-type didn’t bother trying to keep the icy sphere solid, either. He simply broke through the top as it fell under gravity, getting clear just before it shattered into a million pieces as Lucario smashed it with a Force Palm delivered by his off-hand.

Lucario stuck the landing with finicky precision, and looked up as he stood up – making sure he could see anything else Glalie might try.

He soon got his answer, as the Ice-type sent up a beam of light into the sky. It got colder rapidly, and then began to hail.

“I can see you’re not going to make this easy, precisely…” Lucario muttered, gaming out possible alternatives in his head.

“It is my job,” Glalie horns crackled with bluish energy, and then ice began to form out of thin air around Lucario and sweep towards him at speed.

Lucario lashed out at the oncoming ice with a snap-kick, adding a pulse of Aura which shattered that portion of the encircling ring, and jumped clear in that direction as it closed. Paws glowing a shimmering silver, he launched a Flash Cannon shot out at Glalie as he arced through the air – which splashed off another instant sphere of thick, clear ice – and landed on the icy ground, using a pair of Metal Claws from his free paw to brake.

No sooner had he stopped than he had to push off again, launching himself away from another surging wave of ice with a powerful handspring.

“I can see where this is going,” Lucario muttered. He landed upright, forming Aura-spikes from the soles of his feet to ensure his grip on the quickly-icing surface of the battlefield, and formed a pair of Aura Spheres – one in each paw.

Glalie spent a moment building his next attack. The blue light of his cryokinesis flickered around his horns, then lashed out – broadening, and widening, until it was a gigantic ball of ice and slush at least ten feet across, and heading for Lucario at speed.

Slamming his paws together, Lucario burst both his charging Aura Spheres, producing a cloud of smaller seeker spheres. As they shot off in all directions, gaining distance before turning to dive back in towards Glalie, he switched his attention to the incoming ice ball.

In the last half-second or so before it arrived, he crossed his forearms together over his chest – then brought them back across-and-down, recrossing one another in a scissored Cross Chop.

There was a blue flash of Aura, bright enough to make the spectators flinch, and the ball of ice exploded into four quarter-spheres which went bouncing off in all directions.

Squinting through the shower of snow and ice as it rained down around him, Lucario saw Glalie’s latest icy-shield collapsing – having successfully absorbed all the impacts from the seeker spheres first.

Lucario took a deep breath, regaining his focus, then leapt skywards away from a wave of ice as Glalie returned to the offensive.


“Thanks for the shield!” Misty smiled, as hail rattled off a Barrier screen.

My pleasure.

Ash was focusing on the battle. “Right… so, that ice-shield of his… okay, got it. Lucario!”

“Little busy right now!” Lucario called back, and Ash glanced from Glalie back to his own Pokémon.

Lucario was… fighting a large draconic thing made out of ice. As Ash watched, Lucario slammed two snap-kicks into the thing’s neck in quick succession, breaking it off, then fired a Flash Cannon at the remainder and used his other paw to Force Palm an incoming ball of ice into oblivion.

“Right,” Lucario said, a little more calmly, and shot a pair of Aura Spheres at Glalie to keep him occupied. “What was it?”

“Get closer!” Ash instructed. “Try close-in combat again!”

“Uh… sure,” Lucario said. He lashed out with a spinning kick at the latest attack from Glalie – a four-foot ice sphere – and smashed it into pieces. “I’ll get right on that.”

“Good,” Ash nodded.

“Are you sure that’s wise?” Brock asked. “I mean-”

“Well, Glalie’s clearly got the advantage right now,” Ash pointed out. “Glalie are strong in hailstorms – they heal – and he’s clearly good at ranged combat…”


Lucario jumped forwards, into the teeth of the wave of ice surging at him. He pulled both forepaws back right to his shoulders, then pushed them forwards with swirling balls of Aura in them.

The twin Aura Spheres, driven to rotate faster than usual, smashed a hole in the wave, and Lucario’s tail just about squeaked through before the ice healed up again.

Aha. That pretty much confirmed it – Ash was right, Glalie didn’t want him too close.

That was exploitable, potentially.

Unfortunately, the Ice-type wasn’t going to let himself be caught easily. He was levitating well into the air, out of reach – not as out of reach as he might think, but high enough to be mostly safe.

Lucario’s challenge now was to work out how to change that.

Glalie fired down an Ice Beam directly, using the blue cryo-energy in a straight-on attack rather than trying to use it to form something solid to attack with.

Not missing a trick, Lucario flipped his left arm up to counter it. His metal wrist-spike glowed an eerie blue as the energy hit it, skating off and hitting the ground in a semicircular arc.

By dint of careful prediction, Lucario kept the spike in the right place as Glalie tried to sneak a blow past, and after ten seconds or so the Ice Beam ran out.

Lowering his left arm, Lucario snapped his right out to the side. His fists crackled, and then caught fire in the precursor to a Fire Punch.

Rather than simply lunge skywards again, though, Lucario brought his flaming fists together and let the heat build on them. He heard the rumbling crash as an ice wave came in, and he kicked out with one foot just as it reached him.

That sent him a few feet skywards, and he used the other leg in a volleyed blow straight away – gaining about ten feet more height.

At the apex of his jump, he brought both paws to his mouth and exhaled. The fires caught, and a rippling jet of flame lashed out towards Glalie.

Startled, Glalie switched to his icy shield. Solidifying out of the moisture in the air in an instant, it took the Flamethrower with relative ease.

That hadn’t been the point, though.

As Lucario fell, he snuffed out the blaze on his right paw and formed an Aura Sphere instead. Crushing it, he formed a shower of blue tracer spheres – which came shooting out in all directions just as Glalie’s shield expired, making him form it again to avoid being hit.

But that hadn’t been the point either.

Knees bent, Lucario absorbed the impact with the ground. His left paw blazed up ever brighter, but his right paw shone a clear, cool blue for a moment – then flashed icy.

Capitalizing on the three-to-four seconds he had while his loosely sequenced tracer spheres hit home on Glalie’s defence, he sprang into motion. His flaming left paw traced an orange ribbon through the hailstorm, matched by his cool blue one.


“What’s he trying to do there?” Pryce asked, frowning, as Lucario kept running. “Is it some kind of Fire Spin? Or-”


Reaching the centre of his track, Lucario paused for a moment – and punched upwards.

The Flying Dragon Uppercut triggered, sending him soaring into the air in a flurry of snow and a roaring storm of wind.

It lasted two seconds before the wind started to lose its ability to push him bodily into the sky. And at the end of those two seconds, Glalie was down.

The startled Ice-type had only a moment to react. He did well with it, however, conjuring a Blizzard out of nowhere and forming a great, thick wall of ice between him and the incoming Lucario.

Lucario didn’t much care.

His paws flashed an intense Aura blue. Slamming his left foot into the ice, then his right, he spiderwebbed it with cracks, and then a lance of palm-delivered Aura blew it to smithereens.

The final barrier was Glalie’s spherical icy shield. It was also, however, a mistake – Lucario formed a pair of metal claws, using them to grip onto it, and then smashed an Iron Tail through it before Glalie could get clear.

Glalie was sent straight towards the ground by the heavy hammerblow, dazed, and Lucario landed on top of him a moment after he hit the ground.

“Close Combat,” Lucario explained, then delivered another palm strike.


Pryce returned his thoroughly stunned Glalie. “I’ve never seen that move your Lucario did there before,” he said. “What was it? Some kind of Flying move?”

“Kinda,” Ash shrugged. “Lucario invented it. It involves a spiral of hot and cold air. I think he used it once or twice at the League last year-”

“Oh, is that what that was?” Pryce asked, nodding. “Right, I remember now. It looked more like a standard Sky Uppercut then. I didn’t realize it worked like that…”

“Not many do,” Ash agreed. “It’s a neat move.”

“Indeed.” Pryce frowned, as Ash returned Lucario. “Next up – the Pokémon I use to handle opponents who are ready for Ice. You may have some trouble with this one! Jynx!”

“Heracross!”


“Here you are, Jessie,” James said, passing her a plate of breakfast. “Just how you like it.”

“Thanks, James,” Jessie nodded, and started in on her meal. “Ah, it’s great being in the field…”

“Yeah!” Meowth grinned. “We hardly ever ate dis well when we was after Ash!”

James shrugged, flipping the next okonomiyaki . “Well, that’s mainly because we were too busy selling food to pay for the latest giant robot…”

There was a hiss as he slid the thick pancake onto a plate. “Abra, this one’s-”

He blinked at the now-empty plate. “That’s impressive and slightly worrying.”

“You’re tellin’ me,” Meowth muttered.

Gyarados yawned.

“It’s half past ten, ya big lunk,” Meowth added, beaning the mammoth Water-type with a toothpick. “About time you got up!”

As he rumbled and shook himself out of the small depression he’d slept in, two Luxury Balls went bouncing across the grass.

“Eh?” Meowth blinked, then hopped down from the table. He spotted a plain Pokéball, a gold-painted Pokéball, and a Great Ball in the grass as well. “Hey, who knocked over da bag full a’ Pokéballs?”

“I think that must have been me,” Cubone volunteered, looking up from her own okonomiyaki . “I was the one closest to it, sorry.”

“Eh, no harm done…” Meowth picked up the balls one by one. “Okay, lessee… da two Luxury balls are for Weezing an’ Arbok… those are spare… spare… dat’s Gyarados’ shiny one what we got him sold in… o’ course Growlie has da Ultraball ‘cause James’ parents are posh… Victreebell… Wob…”

One by one, the balls clattered back into the bag. Then Meowth blinked. “Huh…”

“What?” James asked, looking up from the hissing skillet as he added yet another pancake to Gyarados’ stack.

“Well, I tink Gyarados is lyin’ on one. Hey, budge up!”

Gyarados yawned again, and slithered out of the hole. A red-and-white Pokéball was half buried in the mud.

“Huh, dat’s weird,” Meowth added, looking around. “Did we pick up-”

The Pokéball opened.

“Finally!” its occupant said, stretching her wings with a snap-crackle of flame. “That thing wasn’t opening no matter what I did!”

Jessie dropped her plate.

James dropped his skillet. This landed on his foot, which produced a fair amount of mostly-muffled swearing.

“…hey, ain’t I seen you somewhere before?” Meowth asked, frowning.

“Is that a Moltres?” Jessie asked. “What was-”

The Moltres turned to look at her, and was visibly confused by the tableau that confronted her. “Um… what’s going on?”

“Good question,” Meowth quipped. “Let us know when ya find out.”

“Why did one of our Pokéballs have a Moltres in?” Jessie pressed. “I know we didn’t have one last night!”

The Moltres blushed. This wasn’t easy for a Fire-type whose plumage was half fire and mostly orange, but she managed it.

“I…” She folded her wings, looking down in embarrassment. “I was… I tripped over the Pokéballs.”

James looked up from rubbing his injured foot. “What did they say?”

“She said she tripped over da pile o’ Pokéballs what Cubone knocked over,” Meowth explained.

“But…” Jessie blinked. “Those were in the middle of our camp. Why was she in the middle of our camp?”

Moltres somehow looked even more embarrassed.

“Oh, dat one’s easy,” Meowth continued, glad to have a question he knew the answer to without interpretation. “She’s got a crush on James, is what-”

“Hey!” Moltres snapped. “That’s private!” After a moment, she shook her head. “And I don’t!”

“She… what?” James repeated, taken aback.

“Well, I guess you did swoop in and save her from the Pokémon Pinchers,” Jessie said. “I mean, I guess this is that one from Mt. Ember.”

“Does that mean she’s the one who torched Jessiebelle’s private army, too?” James weighed in.

“…yes, I am. And I did.” Moltres nodded, glancing over at Meowth – having already seen he was the translator on the team.

“Well… thanks, then, I guess,” James said.

Jessie nodded her agreement. “Though I’m still not sure why you were following us around…”

“I owe you!” Moltres replied. “I want to make sure you’re… well, safe, I guess…”

Jumping off her chair, Cubone walked over to the depression Gyarados had left in the grass. She picked up the red-and-white Pokéball, and held it up. “There’s one important question here. What do we do now?”

James frowned, thinking for a moment, then nodded. “I know. Pass it here.”

She threw it, and he caught it out of the air with the hand not holding the frying pan.

That done, he put it on the ground and stood well back. “Destroy it if you want to,” he said, addressing Moltres directly. “I mean, you could just fly off if you wanted to, and we wouldn’t stop you, but…” He shrugged. “It just… seems right, I guess.”

Moltres looked from the ‘ball to him a few times, then turned to look at the rest of the group.

This was easier said than done – Wobbuffet was behind her, Gyarados was behind her in a different direction, and Abra was – somehow – still asleep.

Then she took a deep breath, bent down to the ‘ball, and knocked it back towards James with her beak.

“I’ll stay,” she said. “For now, at least.”

James stared at the Pokéball for a moment, then picked it up. “Thank you,” he said, nodding to her – ignoring the throbbing in his foot.

“Now,” Meowth interjected, an expression of concern on his face. “Dis is where it gets all complicated. We got enough breakfast for a Moltres too?”


Jynx stood on the battlefield, seemingly having no trouble with the ice or the hail.

She looked across at her opponent, and frowned. “A bug? Oh, that’s annoying…”

“I’ll try not to be offended by that,” Heracross replied. He winced as a hailstone hit his horn. “Right, let’s get started!”

Clenching his fists, he jumped forwards and opened with a Hammer Arm.

Jynx held her hand up. “Nope, sorry.” A wall of psychic force formed between the two, and Heracross’ attack slammed into the Reflect.

“Ow,” he said, shaking his fist out. “That was not – whoa!”

Jynx made a circling motion with her other hand, pointing with two fingers and curling the rest up. A pulse of Psychic came off the gesture, clipping Heracross as he jumped into the air and opened his wings, and he went back a few feet before stabilizing and landing again.

“Right,” he said, and glanced back at Ash. “Any advice?”

“Just try to get in close for now, Heracross!” Ash called. “And stick to Bug-type or any Dark-type attacks!”

“That I can do,” Heracross replied, leaning over and charging forwards again.

Jynx made a clenching gesture with her right hand, turned it so the back was facing her, and opened it again. A small blue orb appeared, expanding out rapidly, and then Heracross was hit by a Water Pulse.

The slap-in-the-face knocked him back a bit, staggering, and he took a moment to recover and continue his forwards charge.

Jynx hadn’t been idle during that time, either. With a series of gestures, she formed another Reflect wall between herself and Heracross, then made a heart shape with both hands and blew through it.

The Heart Stamp hit Heracross in the chest, but this time he was ready. Leaning forwards as it came in, he bulled through, and slammed his horn into the psychic shield.

It creaked, then shattered as Heracross slammed a Brick Break into it. Lunging at Jynx as she gestured again, he scored a hit on her metallic chest-plate with a screeeech noise.

Jynx gave ground a step, and flattened both her hands palm up a little in front of her hips. Heracross stabbed forwards with his Megahorn, and nearly hit her again.

Then she used Blizzard. Straight up from the ground.

The storm of ice enveloped Heracross, sending him flying into the air at least fifty feet before he got clear. A Heart Stamp followed, hitting him as he began to reorient himself, and he hit a snowdrift with a crunch.

“Good work, Jynx!” Pryce called, as Heracross staggered out of the snowdrift. “Just keep him at a distance!”

Jynx nodded, hands moving in a complicated gesture and gathering a ball of light between them.

She held it for a moment, then fired out the Secret Power.

Heracross saw it coming, and tried to dodge clear. The staggering impact of the Heart Stamp he’d taken slowed him, though, and the Ice-effect pulse of natural energy swirled around him before flashing to solid ice.

“Ha!” Pryce grinned. “Your Heracross is in trouble now!”

He blinked. “Wait. What are you doing?”

Ash swung the staff off his back. “Did you see the band thing on Heracross’ arm?”

“I did,” Pryce admitted. “Silk scarf? Expert belt? Focus band?”

“Heracronite.”

The staff flashed a bright, clear blue, accompanied by gold-and-silver light from the two feathers below the capstone.

An answering flash of orange light came from the slab of ice containing Heracross, which then steamed and began to melt.

Within seconds, it exploded outwards, and Mega Heracross stood there.

“I’ve never heard of such a thing,” Price said, looking closer. “I… your Pokémon was fully evolved, and then… is that an evolution?”

“It’s a Mega Evolution,” Ash explained. “It involves a Mega Stone the Pokémon holds, a Key Stone the trainer uses, and a strong bond of love between the Pokémon and their trainer.”

“All right, you don’t have to rub it in…” Pryce muttered. “I get the point. Why is the ice around your Pokémon melting?”

“Mega Heracross has… kind of a high body temperature,” Ash shrugged. “Okay, Mega Heracross, back to the fight!”

Mega Heracross crouched over, and ran forwards. Dark energy streamed from his horn, and he rammed right through the Reflect wall in his way before shoulder-charging Jynx to the ground.

She rolled out of the way of the Megahorn he tried to use, formed a Heart Stamp with hurried movements, and got a little more distance as he shook the effect off.

“Jynx – put him to sleep!” Pryce said. “He can’t be frozen, but he can still be put to sleep!”

Jynx nodded. A gesture sent a wave of ice at Mega Heracross as he came charging forwards again, slowing him, and she then formed another heart shape over her mouth before blowing a kiss through it.

Mega Heracross blundered straight into the pink energy pulse, staggered, and measured his length in the snow (which quickly hissed and began to melt away around him).

“Phew,” Jynx said, building up a Psyshock attack. “That was close.”

“Sleep talk!” Ash called.

Mega Heracross surged to his feet again, horn crackling with Dark-type energy, and slashed the incoming surge of Psychic energy in half as it hit. Part of the attack curved off, carving a long furrow in the ground, and the rest blew a snowbank to bits.

“…of course he knows Sleep Talk,” Pryce shook his head. “Right. Jynx, Draining Kiss!”

Jynx kissed her palms, one and then the other. Levelling them, she blew something off each palm in turn at Mega Heracross.

“Sleep Talk again!” Ash told him.

Mega Heracross fired an Aura Sphere off into the distance, some way to the right of Jynx, and then got hit by both Draining Kisses in a row.

“Ergh…” Ash winced, as Jynx visibly recovered. “Try Sleep Talk again!”

This time, Mega Heracross used Pin Missile.

The way he used it, though, was quite surprising to all involved. He levelled his burly right arm, which started spinning, and then a stream of needles rattled out at high speed in a tight pattern.

Of course, they still missed. But it was quite surprising.

“Heracross?” Ash asked, shocked.

Mega Heracross yawned. “What is it?” he asked, blinking. “Oh, right. Sleep-causing-”

“Your arms are machine guns!” Ash interrupted.

Mega Heracross examined them. “Really?”

“Yeah!” Ash confirmed. “Point them at Jynx, and then use Pin Missile!”

“I don’t like this trend,” Jynx said nervously.

Mega Heracross duly did so. Both arms spun up, and launched barrages of needles at Jynx.

She formed a Reflect wall with two quick gestures, backing it up with a second layer behind it, and the needles pinged off the wall in a series of spangs and ricochets.

“Hey, this is easy!” Mega Heracross said, keeping the barrage going. “I could do this all day!”

“Really, really don’t like this trend.” Jynx frowned, then made an upwards gesture to try and hit Mega Heracross with another of the vertical blizzards.

Unfortunately, not much ice was left where Mega Heracross was standing, as his vents warmed the air and ground around him. What little of the attack that did hit him hardly did anything, and he sustained the barrage of pin missiles.

“Hmmm…” Ash frowned. “What about Rock Blast?”

Mega Heracross considered it. His left arm stopped firing, clicked once, and then launched a large rock instead.

“This is really cool!” Mega Heracross decided.

“I don’t agree,” Jynx muttered. She fired another Heart Stamp with her free hand, and Mega Heracross blocked it with a rock before lumbering forwards – using his twin Pin Missile guns to give himself covering fire.

Jynx was forced to sustain the Reflect shield until Mega Heracross had almost reached it. Taking a chance, she dropped it as he drew back one arm for a Brick Break, and put everything into a grand, sweeping gesture to hit him with Psychic.

The intense psionic blow knocked Mega Heracross back on his heels, and he staggered back a few steps. For a moment, he teetered on the edge of falling over – then recovered, and hit Jynx with a Megahorn which knocked her across the battlefield.

She landed in an awkward pile, muttered something about “Niebulungs”, and collapsed.

“Well, I’ve learned something new today,” Pryce said ruefully, recalling Jynx. “Don’t suppose you know if there’s any Ice-type Mega Evolutions?”

Heracross transitioned back down in a flash of orange light, adjusted his Mega Stone, and then Ash recalled him too. “Not sure,” the trainer said. “I think Gary might have mentioned one… Gary Oak,” he elaborated, on seeing Pryce confused. “He’s researching it.”

“Right.” Pryce frowned. “Maybe I should contact Samuel, see if he can put me in touch… anyway. Next you’ll face my Piloswine!”


Ash thought for a minute, looking at the thickening layers of snow and ice on the ground. Piloswine was… hm.

How’d he beaten Piloswine last time?

Ash blinked. Oh, yeah. Pikachu had electrocuted a Ground-type again. They should probably get that looked at… regardless, that wasn’t really an option.

He could send Lucario out, but… Lucario was weak to Ground attacks. And that did leave the question of what the rest of Pryce’s team was.

Looking at the ground again, he came to a decision. The ice was thick enough for Snorlax.

“Go!” Ash called, releasing him.

“Ah, the Snorlax again,” Pryce nodded. “You know, I’ve worked out what you’re trying with him.”

“What’s that?” Ash asked, as Snorlax waved amiably at Piloswine.

“You were trying to lure me into a false sense of security, but he’s really best on ice,” Pryce said. “Piloswine! Earthquake!”

“Yes, Pryce!” Piloswine announced, slamming his forelegs into the ground and producing a rumbling impact that shook the whole battlefield. Snorlax staggered, arms flailing, and the human spectators nearly lost their footing.

The most important thing, though, was what it did to the sheen of ice that had built up over the course of the battle so far. It shifted, creaked, and took on a crazy quilt of tilts up and down and all over the place – leaving no areas for Snorlax to slide around easily on.

“Well, that’s just not fair,” Snorlax said, and yawned.

“Snorlax, just close in directly!” Ash called. “He’s not going to be able to move fast either!”

Snorlax nodded, covered his mouth for another yawn, and lumbered forwards.

“You know what to do, Piloswine!” Pryce said.

“Yes, master!” Piloswine nodded, his shaggy fur shaking about as he did. He fired off an Earth Power, which traced a line of ice-dust and hit Snorlax.

The big bear tilted his head, then just kept advancing.

Piloswine got in one more attack before Snorlax arrived – a surging, freezing Blizzard, which drew in the hailstones already starting to litter the ground again and buffeted Snorlax.

Then the Normal-type arrived. He raised a clawed arm, which burst into flame, and hit Piloswine in the side.

This did not seem to have much effect.

Snorlax frowned. “Shouldn’t that have done something?” he asked, glancing back at Ash.

Ash shrugged. “Try again?”

Nod.

Snorlax turned back to Piloswine, who seemed to be more-or-less willing to be attacked, for now.

He tried a Mega Kick, a Mega Punch, then decided to try another Fire Punch.

At that point, Piloswine used Avalanche.

Snorlax was carried backwards by a surge of high-speed, powdery snow, and ended up head first in a snowbank.

Shaking his head, he pulled himself out again, and turned towards Piloswine. “Okay, now I’m angry.”

He took a deep breath, and used Hyper Beam.

Piloswine skidded backwards as the attack hit, legs churning to maintain traction. His whole body began to glow an eerie red, and the ground shook – then a compact ball of rock rose out of the ground, hung there for a moment in the path of the Hyper Beam, then shot forwards as the beam ended.

Panting as he recovered, Snorlax was clocked on the forehead by the Ancientpower.

Ash recognized the attack, and groaned. “Oh, here we go again…”

Piloswine evolved into Mamoswine.

“This just happens all the time around you, doesn’t it?” Misty asked.

Ash nodded.

Snorlax pulled himself out of the snow again. “That’s it!”

Mamoswine hit him with a Fissure.

“Huh,” Pryce said, blinking. “That’s new…”

“Okay,” Ash said, returning the unconscious Snorlax. “Now you have to use someone else!”

“I know, I know,” Pryce agreed. “I made the rules. Right… Aurorus!”

“Aha!” Ash grinned. “Good thing I-”

His Fast Ball burst open.

“Dibs,” Entei stated.

“…pardon?” Ash asked, lowering Lucario’s Pokéball.

“Dibs,” Entei repeated. “I want a fight here, and I like Quilava so I don’t want it to be a face-off between us.”

“Sure, I guess,” Ash said, shrugging. “Sorry, Lucario.”

Lucario emerged as well. “It’s okay. The Glalie was enough of a fight for me to be satisfied.”

“Is that Entei?” Pryce asked. “I… I tried to be ready for Suicune or – or the Keldeo, because I saw them on the news! But – Entei as well?”

“What?” Entei asked, miffed. “Is there something wrong?”

“Nothing at all!” Ash grinned. “Okay, off you go!”

Pryce seemed to recover a bit. “Right. Aurorus!”


AN:

A few things about the structure for the Pokémon’s moves, here. Glalie was done as kind of an “Ice bender” - while Jynx was being more of a “spellcaster” type. It’s interesting to come up with these different setups.

I actually think this is the longest single gym challenge I’ve done yet, though there’s some considerable competition.

As for the Moltres – yes, this is a thing now.






94. Johto 36


This is the third of three chapters today.


Todd Snap walked through the outskirts of town, sniffing the air. “Ah, this is lovely.”

Sneasel shrugged, ears alert for any sound which might indicate a Pokémon about to come out into the open.

“Sorry we missed the ferry,” he went on. “We’ll catch the next one, okay?”

She nodded, sniffed, then her eyes widened. Moving on quick feet, she ran in front of Todd and pointed.

“What is it?” Todd asked, frowning. He glanced in that direction, and didn’t see anything through the line of trees. “A Pokémon?”

Sneasel indicated he was mostly right, and that there were several. She couldn’t give him more specifics, but something about one of them confused her.

“Right, thanks,” he said, offering his elbow to her. She took it, running up his arm to his shoulder, and then rummaged around in his bag.

Todd took the parts she handed him with easy familiarity. “Thanks… good… might want a sun filter – ah, good, you’ve already got it.”

He clicked the lens onto the camera, the filter onto the lens, and the flash assembly to the top. Just in case – though he left it firmly off.

That done, he passed her the remote viewfinder as she zipped the bag back up again. “You know the drill, take any good shots I miss.”

She nodded firmly, sitting herself on his shoulder.

That ready, Todd approached the treeline slowly and carefully.

He reached a point where he could see through into the meadow proper, and blinked. “Hey, Sneasel?” he whispered.

He felt a small nod.

“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?”

Sneasel made a show of looking down the second viewfinder, and shook her head in confusion.

“Because I’m seeing what we came this far south for, on the wrong island, eating a stack of okonomiyaki …”


“That was lovely,” Moltres pronounced, fluffing her feathers out. “You’re good at this!”

“Yeah, but now we gotta buy groceries twice as often…” Meowth chuckled. “Ah well, it’ll be nice to have some way o’ flyin’ around without havin’ to take da plane everywhere.”

“Oh, I saw the plane,” Moltres agreed. “It was… odd?”

“Odd doesn’t begin to cover it,” Victreebell muttered. “Who rigs an old cargo plane with a dozen VTOL engines?”

“I’m sorry, these are our Trainers,” Weezing said. “Have you met them?”

“Well, dat might be bizarre enough, but remember da submarines?” Meowth reminisced.

“I only ever heard of the Basculin submarine, but it sounds strange enough without seeing it…” Gyarados admitted.

Moltres looked from ‘mon to ‘mon. “Oh, dear firelords, what have I gotten myself into?”

“Is the talk of submarines giving you a sinking feeling?” Wobbuffet asked, to general groans.

“Eh, ya get used to it,” Meowth shrugged. He turned. “Hey, who’s dat?”

There was a pause, as everyone followed his gaze. Then, with a crashing of bushes and long grass, a lanky teenage boy stepped through into the meadow itself.

“Wait a minute…” Jessie said, looking closer. “Is that Todd Snap?”

Everyone gave her a blank look.

“You remember, right?” she asked. “The Pokémon photographer guy who took those pictures of an Articuno!”

“You know we don’t read your Contest magazines, right?” James asked.

“This wasn’t a contest mag!”

“Uh, hi?” Todd asked, nervously. “I… why do you have a Moltres?”

“I will be honest,” Moltres said, “It sort of just happened.”

Meowth chuckled.

James snapped his fingers. “Wait a minute…”

He stood, and nodded to Todd. “I have an idea of how we can help one another.”

“What would that involve?” Todd asked.

James glanced over at Moltres. “What’s your opinion on having your picture taken?”


Entei prowled out into the blizzard, ignoring the snow piling up on his back. “Right,” he said, peering through the snow at the large form of Aurorus as it materialized opposite him. “Ice and Rock type, right?”

“That’s correct,” Aurorus agreed, spreading her sail. “While my typing has some disadvantages, the Fire type is not among them.”

Entei shrugged. “Well, now to set the stage… Sunny Day!”

He roared, and a wave of energy pulsed out from him. The snowstorm eddied, the quality of the light improved, and then the clouds parted and a hot afternoon sun beat down.

“Now then,” Entei rumbled. He coiled up like a spring, then pounced forwards with fire wreathing his mane. “Flare Blitz!”

Aurorus turned as he came in, tail winding up, then attacked with a whiplash-fast Aqua Tail. That hit Entei at the same time his Flare Blitz hit her side, and there was an unmusical crash-bang.

Entei rolled in the air, and landed on all four paws on the snow. His left forepaw slipped a bit, and he extended his claws to try and reduce the effect – then looked up, as a hailstone bounced off his muzzle.

The sky was clouding rapidly over again, turning a dirty grey, and it was already starting to snow and hail again.

“Oh, come on!” Entei muttered. “Sunny Day!”

The incipient clouds dissolved, rushing away again. This time, though, Entei paced in a broad circle while keeping an eye on them – and growled, irritated, as they halted and came right back in.

“Ice Hyper Beam!”

Entei blinked. “Ice wha-”

What hit him was one of the most powerful Ice-type attacks possible. The Pokémon firing it was no Kyurem or Articuno, but the effect of Refrigerate on the Hyper Beam nevertheless resulted in a blast of supercooled energy several inches across.

By the time it ended, Entei was about twenty feet from his starting position and inside a thick, splash-shaped coating of ice.

Aurorus panted, not foolish enough to believe that would finish a Legendary Pokémon, and began to charge her next attack.

As she did, the ice began to glow.

Entei exploded out in a burst of rose-red flames. “What was that!?”

“Icy you like my abilities,” Aurorus smiled, her sail raising again as she gathered more power.

Entei blinked. “Was that a pun?”

Stone Edge snapped out towards him, and he ducked just in time.

“Right, take this!” he snapped, then had to dodge out of the way as Aurorus let out an ear-punishing, bitterly cold, Refrigerated Hyper Voice.

He then had enough time to charge and fire a Fire Blast, which shattered on an instant wall of ice some feet away from her – the blast hitting her even so, but not severely.

“Okay, seriously,” Entei added, accelerating with Extremespeed and trying to get somewhere she couldn’t just blast ice attacks at him, “What’s going on? Those moves don’t do that!”

“It’s called Refrigerate,” Aurorus informed him. “It’s one of my abilities.”

This time, she fired a Secret Power. This one was already icy from the terrain, picked up more ice from the Ability, and crescendoed in a huge encircling wave of ice that came crashing down on Entei from every direction except his left side.

“Eruption!”

The pulse of heat that resulted from Entei’s attack blew the boosted Secret Power away, melted a considerable quantity of the ice and snow all around him, and made Aurorus blink and take a step back.

“Is your other ability why all this snow keeps coming back?” Entei asked, a simmering heat behind his words.

“Yes,” she nodded. “Snow Warning.”

“I’m starting to have mixed feelings about weather,” Entei muttered. He pounced forwards again, paws splashing on the mud and slush, and flames built around him. He accelerated as he reached firmer ground, and aimed for a point at the base of Aurorus’ neck.

Aurorus swung her head, sail glowing with power, and fired an Icy Hyper Beam in a jagged line in his path. The impact of the ridiculously powerful Ice attack produced an instant wall in Entei’s way, absorbing the momentum of his Flare Blitz, and when he came out the other side he wasn’t moving fast enough to do significant damage. He actually came off the worst of the exchange, as Aurorus hit him with another Aqua Tail which sent him right back into the slushy mud.

As he rolled to his feet, coat splattered with mud, another of her overloaded Ice attacks hit the puddle, freezing him and it in an instant.

A familiar rosy glow shone from inside the layers of ice, and then Entei burst out again.

He looked a mess. His coat was caked with mud, some of it charred from the heat of his latest Sacred Fire to blast through the ice as quickly as possible, and his breath steamed in the chill air as another squall of snow rolled in.

“I dislike you,” he said cordially.

“Entei!” Ash called. “Ice and Rock are both weak to Fighting!”

“…I knew that,” Entei mumbled.

Aurorus inhaled, and shouted at him. “Echoed Voice!”

The pulse of sound picked up moisture from the air, freezing along with it, and what actually reached Entei was a dense wavefront of chill air and ice. He blew it to bits with a fairly casual Ember, and started to charge an Aura Sphere.

Undaunted, Aurorus shouted again. This one resonated deeper in her chest, picking up more power from her brightly flaring sail, and Entei pulsed out a Heat Wave to prevent it reaching him.

Charging done, he fired his Aura Sphere. It rocketed forwards, crossing the intervening space in a moment, and then hit Aurorus on the shoulder, staggering her but not knocking her out yet.

A third Echoed Voice cracked out, wider than the last one. It picked up ice from the ground, this time, and when Entei used Flamethrower on it he found himself instead confronting an oncoming wave of water.

Using Extremespeed with lightning speed, he barely avoided being hit full-force by what was quite a lot of very cold water.

The fourth Echoed Voice was slightly mis-aimed, hitting the ground in front of Entei – but erupted into a shimmering tower of ice actually a little larger than the one the Ice Hyper Beam had produced, the tips of which just barely missed Entei as it grew with startling speed.

No fool he, Entei used it for cover while he considered.

Of course – she was using Echoed Voice to build up to the most powerful Ice attack she could. By now it was even more powerful than her previous Hyper Beam, and when he concentrated Entei could hear the thrumming resonating through the air.

The sheer amount of power she was pulling through her sail was also very impressive. It lit the air for several metres around, and he could see it glittering on snowflakes even though she was out of his direct line of sight.

Then he remembered the downside of using Echoed Voice. The resonance was fragile – if you took your concentration off enough to use another move, it collapsed.

And that meant she’d be reluctant to do it.

Crouching, Entei kicked off in a blaze of flame. Eddies of snow curled off, driven by the wind of his passage, and he was clipped by the solid wall of ice produced by the latest pulse of frosty sound.

Accelerating, Entei dug in his paws on the turn. They skidded and slipped, his traction impaired by the thick snow that melted as he stepped across it, but it was enough to get him around the corner and driving in behind her.

She craned her neck around, firing an Icy Echoed Voice back over her own tail, and Entei jumped through it with Sacred Fire flaring.

The impact hurt – it was like jumping into a pane of glass several inches thick – but Entei was a Legendary, and an annoyed one at that. The pulse of ice fell apart in splinters around him, and he landed exactly where he wanted to.

On her back.

She immediately shook herself, trying to get him off – he was almost as heavy as she was – and inhaled to fire another Icy Echoed Voice.

But Entei was in close now, past the lashing tail which had been a problem for him before. He focused, and fired off an intense Lava Plume – knocking her neck back and throwing off her aim, which sent the icy blast skywards.

Then, still clinging on with three paws, he rammed the fourth one down in a Rock Smash.

Aurorus wobbled, then crashed to the ground – unable to support the extra weight – and Entei jumped free. Rolling, he came to his feet and charged a second Aura Sphere.

Still trying to fight on, the Ice-type turned to try and get a bead on him.

“Aurorus, that’s enough!” Pryce called. “He’s got you.”

Returning her, Pryce chuckled. “Well, well… I don’t think she actually managed to hurt him much, did she? But she certainly gave him the run-around!”

“You’re telling me…” Entei muttered. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I absolutely need a bath as soon as possible…”


“You’re down to just Mamoswine, right?” Ash checked, as Entei padded back over.

“That’s right,” Pryce confirmed. “I don’t have to switch out after a victory any more, too.”

“So I’ve got to beat your Mamoswine, and I’ve got… everyone except Snorlax to do it with,” Ash said. “And I can’t send Entei out first…”

He nodded to Entei. “You may as well go and have a quick shower at the Pokémon centre, get the worst of it off.”

Entei was gone before Ash had finished the sentence.

“Okay…” that done, Ash considered. Mamoswine was powerful, entirely at home in the cold, and had some strong Ground-based attacks. But he wasn’t agile, which could be crucial.

Oh, who was he kidding?

“Quilava!” he called, sending her out.

“You took your sweet time,” she grumbled, rotating her neck as she readied for the battle. “It’s not as if you’ve got Charizard or Houndour with you…”


“Clearly this trainer is insane,” the alpha said, matter-of-factly. “But he’s the good kind of insane, so it’s less of a problem.”

“You seriously fought Entei again? And your trainer caught him?” one of Houndour’s brothers asked. “That’s awesome!”

“Yeah, I did,” Houndour confirmed. “By the way, dad, thanks again for teaching us Beat Up – it hits like you would not believe when I’m on a team with Pokémon like a Lucario, a Keldeo, Suicune and Entei.”

The rest of the pack nodded along.

“So,” his mother asked, after a moment. “How do you feel?”

“It’s…” Houndour paused, looking for the words. “Awesome,” he decided. “Obviously we can’t all be with Ash all the time, but when he does do work one-on-one with one of us it’s pretty neat. And I really feel like an important part of the team – I’m the only one with Flash Fire, at least that Ash has, and on top of that I’m the only Dark-type.”

“And I can see you’re fine with being away from us,” his uncle added. “Good to see, that. I tried to lone-dog it once.”

“You lasted three hours,” the alpha chuckled. “Right, thanks for the update. I’m glad you like what you’re doing, that alone makes me feel perfectly fine about our move.”

“Thanks,” Houndour said, wagging his tail. Then he frowned. “Oh, yeah, something cool I learned recently. Uh – we’ve all got Flash Fire, right?”

One of his sisters, and his uncle, prudently stepped back.

“Right. Anyway – Overheat!”


The two Charizard sat atop a mountain peak.

“Does this count as a date?” Ash’s Charizard asked, curiously, as he finished the last of their packed lunch.

“Good question,” Charla replied. She frowned. “Did… did we… do this last time?”

“No, this is definitely new,” Charizard assured her. “I think it’s the Beautifly effect, or something – use enough Fire attacks on enough Beautiflies…”

“That can’t be how it works,” Charla frowned. “Anyway.” She spread her wings. “Remember the rules?”

“Yes!” Charizard told her. “Three flaps, furl wings, first one to spread them loses, whoever hits the ground loses and has to carry the rubbish home!”


Liza looked up at the sound of the double thud-crash that echoed through the valley.

“Morons,” she muttered.


“Okay, Quilava,” Ash said, glancing up. “You know what to do, right? He’s strong, tough – and fast, but not agile. So you’ll need to keep moving.”

“Right,” she nodded.

“And – I’ll keep an eye on him for you, and try to warn you when he’s about to use Earthquake or something like it.”

“Thanks.” Quilava gave him a quick look to see if there was any further advice, then walked forwards onto the snowed-in battlefield, balled up, and flashed into her Flame Wheel.

She immediately spun up and dashed forwards, heading for Mamoswine.

“Jump!” Ash called, and she pulsed her flame slightly. In most directions it just blasted off into the air, but the force that went down was reflected by the ground – producing a net takeoff effect, and putting her in the air when Mamoswine’s Earthquake rocked the ground beneath.

Quilava bounced back to the floor, dug in for traction, and continued moving fast.

She could tell which direction Mamoswine was, via scent, but it was hard to know what he was doing when she was balled up like this. She was having to rely on Ash for cues-

“Jump, then attack!”

She pulsed fire again, launching herself into the air, then oriented herself mid-air as the rumble of what sounded like an Earth Power went below. She identified where Mamoswine was – closely enough for an attack, anyway – then used Aerial Ace, another heat-pulse launching her forwards and straight at her target.

Mamoswine’s thick, shaggy coat bounced her off, but she’d definitely scored a hit.

This was working.

“Mamoswine!” Pryce called. “Slow her down! Scary Face!”

Quilava didn’t notice the icy glare aimed at her, because she was already fighting with her eyes closed – looking where she was going would only make her feel a bit queasy.

Skidding around in a tight turn, she launched herself into the air again and hit Mamoswine on what she thought was probably the flank.

This time, when she hit the ground, she did it at a bad time. Mamoswine had just used another Earthquake, and the aftershock bounced her into the floor harder than she’d been expecting.

Stunned, she skidded out of control and ended up in a snowbank.

“Ow…” she muttered, shaking her head, then yelped and jumped clear just before an Ancient Power blew a hole in the snowbank.

Balling up again, she accelerated off.

“Keep going!” Ash called. “And… jump!”

Blasting herself into the air with another pulse of fire, she hung there for a moment. There was the grinding sound of an Earthquake-

“Attack now!”

Quilava fired herself at Mamoswine.


Ash watched as Quilava bounced off Mamoswine’s forehead with a blast of flame from the impact, spun straight up into the air, and then attacked again before landing on the battlefield and skidding out of the way of an Ancient Power.

He kept a close eye on Mamoswine, watching for what move he’d try next.

There – Mamoswine was rearing back for an Earthquake.

“Jump and attack!” he called, and Quilava’s moving orange form bounced into the air for a moment. She passed safely over the Earthquake, then rocketed into Mamoswine, staggering him.

This was working! Quilava was too fast for Mamoswine to catch, and her way of finding her targets made it nearly impossible for him to hide in the snowstorm!

Across the field, though, Pryce was thinking about that too… so, what would he-

“Mamoswine!” Pryce called. “The hail isn’t working! Rain Dance!”

Uh oh.

“Quilava, look out!” Ash called, as the temperature rose noticeably and it began to sleet, then rain. “The slush is going to be harder to move on!”


“You’re telling me…” Quilava muttered to herself, feeling the surface change under her as rainwater infiltrated the ice and snow.

The rain itself wasn’t pleasant, either. She had to expend more energy to keep up the same level of heat – and the same combat effectiveness – and she could already feel the warning signs of tiredness.

“Quilava!” she heard Ash call. “Don’t attack for now – just dodge when I say! Jump!”

This time, Quilava’s fire-jump produced a minor steam explosion, and threw her much higher. Caught off guard, she nearly fluffed her landing, and an Earth Power came within inches of catching her as she accelerated again.

She turned, throwing out a great arc of cold water lit by the flickering of her quills, and wondered what Ash was planning.

That he was planning something was obvious, of course…


Ash saw Mamoswine rear back for another Earthquake, and winced. That could produce some powerful waves, now that the battlefield was mostly watery.

“Jump – and attack away from Mamoswine!” he told Quilava.

Surprised, she followed instructions. The Earthquake itself passed beneath her as she rose into the air propelled by the steam blast, and then she rammed home a Flame Wheel into the wall of less-melted ice around the battlefield.

It creaked, cracked – and crumbled. Several thousand gallons of water spilled out as the icy dam broke, and the water level quickly dropped to something more normal.

Misty craned her neck to look. “Where’s that going – oh, good, it’s going to end up in the river.”

Ash’s eyes were flicking between the sky and the battlefield.

The rain was starting to slow and peter out – good.

“Head straight for Mamoswine!” Ash called. “If I say jump – just a small jump!”


Quilava took a moment to check those instructions.

Nope, she couldn’t see how they made sense.

That thought actually heartened her. If she didn’t know, nor would Mamoswine.

Spinning up, throwing up mud behind her, she shot forwards – aiming directly for Mamoswine, not deviating in either direction.

Ash called for her to jump, and she did – a tiny little hop, which carried her over the shockwave of the Earthquake aimed at her.

“Now – come out of Flame Wheel and stop!”

Quilava relaxed, uncurling, Her hind legs hit the ground, and she used them to skid and brake as she would if hit out of her Rollout or Flame Wheel mid-air.

Driving her forelegs into the ground as well, she skidded sideways towards Mamoswine – unable to stop in time, she ended up directly underneath Mamoswine.

He promptly began trying to Stomp her – but he didn’t have time. Quilava had worked out Ash’s plan.

She grinned. “Eruption!”


The blast of heat radiated out in all directions.

The battlefield, which had been alternately hailed on, frozen, shaken and soaked, now got dried out for several feet around Quilava.

But that was just the side-blast. Most of the fury of the Eruption went straight up, and it was far too much for the already-tired Mamoswine to cope with.

Quilava had just enough time to realize the very particular downside to her of this plan before three hundred kilos of mammoth landed on her.


Ash ran forwards onto the field as soon as he’d seen what went wrong, and gathered up Quilava as Pryce returned his scorched Mamoswine.

“Sorry, Quilava,” he said, wincing. “Guess I didn’t think it all the way through…”

“Ow,” she said indistinctly. Then she shook her head, and shrugged. “I guess I’m the one who actually did it, and I didn’t notice either.”

There was a series of soft splats as Pryce walked across the battlefield to him. “Pretty good work, overall,” he said, frowning. “If you wanted feedback, though, I’d say… it seemed like you need to work with Entei a bit more. I got the sense he’s just used to using Fire attacks on everything.”

“That’s not far off,” Ash agreed. “We’ve been working on coverage moves, but it’s the difference between being able to do something and thinking about how to use it.”

“Right,” Pryce nodded. “You should be quicker to give advice like that, though. And as for that Mega-Evolution…”

He shook his head. “It was impressive, but I got the sense you didn’t know everything about it. And neither did he.”

“Again, that’s about right,” Ash nodded. “It’s only been an option for a few days. We’ve run into Mega-Evolutions before, and all the other ones we’ve seen just make a Pokémon stronger – they don’t change things that drastically, so…”

He shrugged.

“Right.” Pryce considered that. “Well, you clearly know these things are issues… if it had been a close battle overall I’d have said you should have used your Lucario against Aurorus like you intended, but it wasn’t so that doesn’t matter. Good luck, Ash – and let me know if you run into a Mega Stone for an Ice-type!”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” Ash smiled. He turned back towards the rest of the group, and blinked. “What the-”

“Not one word. Not. One Word,” Entei insisted, tail lashing and a growl rumbling in his throat.

The intimidating effect was spoiled, however, by why he was insisting on silence. Clearly his shower had turned into something more elaborate.

There were a few clues to that, of course. First, his fur had been combed once clean, and the comb-lines were still just about visible.

Second, there was the faint scent of shampoo as one got closer.

Both of those were less surprising, however, than that his tail had been styled. There were even pink bows.

“That Nurse Joy is an evil-minded individual,” he muttered.

A Fast Ball emerged from Dexter’s transfer system, bounced once, and flashed open.

“What is it-” Suicune began, blinked, and put a paw to her mouth to avoid laughing.

I thought you’d want to see.

“Traitorous contraption,” Entei simmered.


“And done,” Todd said, smiling. “You can come down now.”

Moltres made a final circuit low over the meadow, flared her wings, and touched down gently. Once down, she walked carefully over, accompanied by the rest of the group of humans and Pokémon.

Already anticipating what she wanted, Todd flicked through the pictures on his camera.

There were several he thought were particularly good – that is, special. The kind of thing he felt privileged to be there to photograph.

One had her just passing in front of the sun, with her flaming tail partially obscuring the disc itself. It produced a lot of camera artefacts in the lenses, but that helped – it conveyed the impression of incredible heat and brightness, in a way another picture might not have been able to.

Then there was the one with her using Fire Spin, the leading edges of her wings just breaking out of the wall of flame and making it look like she was emerging, fully formed, from an explosion.

But the one which was most impressive was more mundane. It was the photo he’d taken just as she set off – firey wings clapping together, producing a shower of sparks, but none of the flame was reaching the grassy meadow below. And yet, the windrush of her takeoff was clearly disturbing the grass, making it bend away in concentric circles from her launch point.

It gave the impression she was at once part of the world and not.

After a few minutes, there was a whispered discussion.

“I don’t know either,” Todd shrugged to Sneasel, on seeing her questioning look. “They seemed to like that one you did, though.”

Sneasel nodded, pleased. That had been a slightly nerve-wracking one – Sneasel had taken the smaller camera, and ridden on Moltres’ back for a few minutes.

Being four hundred feet in the air on the back of a firebird had been an interesting experience for a groundbound Ice-type, to say the least…

“Right!” Meowth said, clapping his paws. “We got a conclusion – dat was all pretty awesome.”

“Oh, that’s fine, really!” Todd assured them. “I’m trying to put together a portfolio of all three Legendary Birds, that’s why I came to the Sevii Islands in the first place.”

“Really?” Meowth smiled. “Huh. Glad we could help…”

“Apart from Shamouti, there’s also one I remember hearing of up in northern Johto,” Jessie supplied. “There’s a lake there regularly visited by Zapdos, I think.”

“Thanks for the advice.”

“Oh,” James added. “Before you go – I did have the idea of a picture that’s not for the magazine…”


Giovanni looked through his morning paperwork.

“Interesting. It seems that Tyson successfully implemented the Mega-Evolution system – and that the Ketchum boy has already got a Mega-capable Pokémon,” he said as he read one report.

Persian yawned, and he stroked the Classy Cat with his other hand.

“And… oh, dear. Botch nearly butched the whole operation. His report says that he had his Charizard use Flamethrower on the boy in order to startle him and make him retreat.”

A pair of feline ears perked up, and Persian growled softly.

“Of course that’s not what he was trying to do. But at least something came of it – we now have confirmation he’s capable of using a shield with his Aura…”

Putting aside the matter of discipline for later, he picked up the next sheaf – and found a small memory card with it.

“Hm?”

Slotting it into his air-gapped, disposable computer, he opened it and verified that the only thing on it was a file with Rocket admin-only encryption.

Not a very big file, either…

He entered the correct code, and the file decrypted itself into an image file tagged with the title “new team photo”.

Now very curious, he opened it.

For several seconds, neither Giovanni nor Persian reacted visibly.

“Persian?” Giovanni asked, calmly. “Have my top agents somehow finagled themselves a Legendary Pokémon?”

Persian nodded.

“Right.” Giovanni nodded, then deleted the file. “I’ll ask them about it in person.”


AN:

And the final two battles of that gym match, along with some stuff with the Moltres.

Aurorus is capable of some of the most powerful Ice type attacks in the game, with at least five ways of outpowering Freeze Shock and Ice Burn (Kyurem’s signature moves). That’s not the most powerful, though.

The most powerful is a Mega Glalie doing a Refrigerated Explosion, which has a base power of 325!

As for the other Fire-types, they’re having time with their family. In different ways.

Then there’s the Quilava battle. Basically modelled off a Sonic battle, mostly…

Finally, Todd continues his take-amazing-photos streak.






95. Johto 37


“Man, but the last couple of days have been hectic,” Ash said, as they walked eastwards out of Mahogany.

“Well, yeah,” Brock agreed. “There was the Mega Evolution stuff and the thing with that Gyarados, then there was one of your gym battles…”

He glanced back. “Wonder how long it’ll take the grass to finish growing back… good thing Sheila’s Sunflora knew Grassy Terrain.”

Ash shrugged. “This kind of thing just… happens…”

“How are you doing with that egg, by the way?” Misty asked. “Weren’t you keeping it in your backpack?”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded. “But for now… well, I guess I should get to know whoever it is in here.”

He adjusted his grip slightly, and patted the case. “I’m still wondering what Pokémon this is, too…”

Scanning.

“No, don’t,” Ash said quickly. “I don’t want to find out by… well, cheating, I guess. Guessing seems… better?”

If you insist. Dexter paused. I did identify the Pokémon though. Just letting you know.

Ash shrugged. “Like I say, no thanks. Anyway – where next?”

Mostly along the path, actually.

“Like that’ll last…” Brock quipped.

Ash chuckled. He picked a Pokéball from his belt with his free hand, and sent out Keldeo. “Hey, Keldeo?”

“Yes?”Keldeo asked, catching back up to trot alongside them.

“I know you’ve got your Sacred Sword trick, now, but…” Ash shrugged. “I was wondering if there were any problems you were having with training it, I guess.”

“Right!” Keldeo nodded. “I see. Yeah, I am having a bit of a problem… mainly with Ice attacks.”

Ash thought back. “Right, yeah, I can’t think of an Ice attack you’ve used.”

“That’s right!” Keldeo smiled. “I don’t know any, and I’m not sure how to learn. And since you said the next gym is Dragon-type… well, I want to help.”

“Okay.” Ash frowned. “Suicune knows some, but… well, I guess I’ve been working on ice – not much luck yet making it into an attack, though.”

He held out his free hand, and exhaled. A blue glow built on the palm of the hand – then, excruciatingly slowly, it turned pale and wan. Almost white, more than blue.

“That’s some Ice-typed Aura,” Ash explained, as Keldeo examined it. “It’s kind of like… you put the heat somewhere else, but you leave the Aura.”

“Interesting,” Keldeo said, frowning. “How long can you keep that up?”

“A while,” Ash told him. “But it falls apart if I try to do anything with it – it’s too fragile.”

“Perhaps… hmmm…” Keldeo thought hard. “Is it falling apart because you’re disturbing it, or because it breaks your concentration?”

“I think a little bit of both,” Ash replied.

“Right. Can you just hold that for a moment? Concentrating just on keeping it cold?”

After a moment, Keldeo blew a very thin stream of water from his mouth at it. It hit the icy spark of Aura, and blew it to pieces.

“Oops… right, I’ll try something else.”

“Oh, I see,” Ash nodded. “You’re trying to blow something through the ice, so that what comes out the other side is an Ice attack itself?”

“Yes!” Keldeo nodded, pleased. “Do you think it’ll work?”

“Can’t hurt to try!”


Misty looked down with some surprise, as Pikachu tugged on her trouser leg. “What is it?”

“Can I ride with you for a bit?” he asked. “I think those two are going to be talking shop about how to make Ice-type Aura for hours.”

Misty sniggered, and picked him up. “Is the poor little Electric-type upset?”

“No, I just feel the cold…”

“You should think about it, you know,” she said more seriously. “Just about all the Types which resist Electricity are weak to Ice.”

Pikachu’s ears perked. “Now you mention it… good point…”


“Sorry, Meganium?” Ash asked. “Can you explain that again?”

Meganium sighed. “I know, it doesn’t make all that much sense to me either. So, here goes.”

She indicated the field. “A lot of Gloom live there. Some of them have evolved into Vileplume, some into Bellossom, and they’re not sure why.”

“It’ll be something to do with Leaf Stones and Sun Stones,” Brock frowned. “Not sure where they could be, though…”

“They said they evolved when it was windy.” Meganium shook her flower. “Anyway. Now they’re having constant arguments over who gets to be in the sun.”

Ash blinked. “What?”

“I don’t know either!” Meganium reminded him. “They seem to live near the tree, but they get really annoyed when they’re in the shade – and I suggested moving away from the tree. No luck. Their parents lived there, so they’re going to live there.”

She sighed again. “It’s just… why do they take sides based on who evolves into what? What does shape matter?”

Ash frowned, and put down the egg case. “Right! I’m going over there myself. I’ve got a few questions to ask…”


“…so it’s got nothing to do with the tree itself?” Ash checked. “Just the location?”

“That’s right!” a Bellossom said. “They’re taking the south side, where all the sun is-”

“We’re not!” one of the Vileplume replied. “You’re on the east, and that’s the bit where there’s dawn-”

“Why not just chop down the tree?” Ash asked, exasperated. “If it’s that important…”

Every Pokémon, including all the Gloom, looked at him.

“That would mean using Cut,” one Gloom said. “Who learns Cut? It’s useless…”

“Unless you need to chop down a tree,” Ash replied. “Okay, I know who does…”

He rummaged for a bit. “Aha! Hey, Heracross?”

“Yeah, I know Cut,” Heracross nodded. “Any problems with me using it?”

Ash glanced over the Grass-types. No objections were raised.

Taking a run up, Heracross jumped and rammed his horn into the tree.

There was an ominous creeeeeak, and then the tree fell over. Not actually cut, though – just knocked hard enough to rip it out of the ground, roots and all.

“That wasn’t Cut!” one of the Bellossom protested.

“Of course it was,” Heracross replied. “Tree’s down, isn’t it?”

Muttering imprecations, Meganium got Lucario to help her picking the tree up. With some considerable effort – helped by Ash and Heracross – they moved it to a less obstructive position, and then Meganium used her plant-healing powers to make sure it would survive the transfer.

“Done,” she said with a smile. “Now, how to sort out those-”

Crobat flew over. “Found the evolutionary stones causing this!” he announced, dropping five of each to bounce to a stop next to the new tree. “If anyone wants me to get more, I can do that too!”

“Right.” Meganium cleared her throat. “Anyone who wants to evolve should come over here now, so we can make sure you evolve into what you want to be. Please form two orderly queues, Bellossom on the left and Vileplume on the right – my right,” she clarified, seeing an argument about to develop. “Can you pick up a few more of those stones, please, Crobat? This could be a while.”


Norman knocked on the door to his son’s room.

“Come in,” Max greeted him.

Entering, the Gym Leader saw his son sitting at the desk, with a pad of paper in front of him and several lines of notes.

“What’s this?” Norman asked, walking over. “Oh, I see…”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “I’m trying to work out who’d be a good starter for me, and…”

“Interesting list,” Norman commented. “Ralts, Shroomish, Poochyena… any reason for those in particular?”

“They’re the ones I met, and… well, got on with, really,” Max told him. “But… I don’t know, Dad. It’s kind of hard to tell what’s the right choice.”

He sighed. “It just feels like… I mean, I met them all, sure, but… Ash isn’t sure if he can do the whole memory thing with them.”

“Right,” Norman nodded. He moved a couple of books, and sat on Max’s bed. “Do you want to talk about it?”

He smiled. “Or would you rather your old father gave you some completely unwanted advice?”

Max turned his chair, frowning. “How could you ask to… oh, right.” He chuckled. “Sorry, Dad, missed that one at first.”

Norman nodded. “Right. Now… we talked about this before, but I see you’ve still not reached a decision. My offer’s still open, I could get you one, or… you know what your choices are already, I take it.”

Nod. “Either I get one as a gift, basically – or I get one of the Littleroot starters… or I go with Ash, and he’s supposed to catch one for me.”

“That’s about the size of it, yeah,” Norman concurred. “Now, I could see if Bill’s got an Eevee who needs fostering out-”

“You know Bill?” Max asked. “I didn’t – I mean, I assumed-”

“We’ve talked a few times.” The steady Gym Leader smiled. “I mean, he’s quite eccentric, but he knows his stuff.”

“Thanks for the offer, Dad,” Max said, frowning. “I’ll – I guess I’ll give it more thought.”

“Sure,” Norman told him. “Just – if you have any questions, ask me. Even stupid ones, you wouldn’t believe the mistakes I made my first few months.”

Max looked at him quizzically.

“I tried to catch a Ninjask with my Slakoth,” Noman told his son. “Thinking back, that’s just painful…”

He raised a hand, palm up. “So everyone makes stupid mistakes. We either learn these things by asking, or by making the mistake ourselves.”

“Or by looking it up,” Max added, indicating the piles of books. “I’ve been looking at a lot of the old League records…”

I keep telling him to look at televised gym challenges, too, Kris contributed, flashing into form from her projector on the desk.

“Yeah, and whenever we look we hardly find anything,” Max replied. “And a lot of it’s just first-time kids who forgot everything about type advantage and went after Wattson with a Wingull…”

Norman chuckled. “Well, you’re certainly better prepared than most, I see. Just – like I say, ask any questions you need answered.”


“Explain to me again the purpose of this?” Lucario asked, stepping back quickly from a deluge of Sleep Powder.

“It’s for a magic spell,” Ash said for the fourth time.

“I heard you, I just don’t really follow.” Lucario feinted in again, then brushed piles of Poisonpowder off his arms. “Nope, that one wasn’t Stun Spore either…”

“It’s simple,” said the young witch, Lily. “These are the ingredients for a magical spell that will help a human understand their Pokémon better.”

“But I already understand Ash, and Ash already understands me,” Lucario said, puzzled. “Aha!”

Lily lunged forwards, and sucked up the cloud of Stun Spore with a vacuum cleaner. “Got it!”

“Trust me, Lucario,” Pikachu told him, “You’re going to love this one. Really!”

“What does it entail?” Lucario asked, stepping thankfully back now they had the ingredient.

“I don’t want to spoil the surprise…”


“Lily?” Misty asked, as she put the decanted powder on the table and began rifling through her book of spells again. “I know how Aura – like Ash uses, and like I use a bit – is basically Fighting-type…”

“That’s right,” Lily agreed. “And I see where you’re going. This kind of thing is actually a bit Ghost-type – it’s about sacrifice.”

“That sounds ominous…” Brock said, wincing.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she assured him. “In this case, the sacrifice is a lot of time and effort. Most spells are like that – you should be worried about the spells which require simple ingredients, they’re probably going to require a sacrifice of you – or someone else.”

“I am glad to hear no knives will be coming out today,” Lucario said solemnly. “What’s next?”

“Get back here!” Ash called.

An Aipom ran past, laughing and brandishing Ash’s big blue hat.

“Well, it looks like your trainer has already found it,” Lily told him. “We need tears from an Aipom. But not tears from violence.”

“One for sorrow, two for joy!” Murkrow cawed.

“That’s about the shape of it,” Lily agreed, then winced as Ash fell off the tree he was climbing with a thud.

Aipom fell about laughing.

“And it looks like he’s going for joy…”


Bashing his fists against the branch he was on, laughing fit to burst, Aipom watched Ash trying to climb the tree again.

He slipped, losing his grip, and somehow landed squarely on his own thumb. He sat there for a fraction of a second, then jumped up howling with pain.

Aipom laughed so hard he cried.

“Aha!”

The Long Tail Pokémon startled, as Ash was suddenly just there. One arm on the branch overhead, the other holding out a jar and collecting a few of Aipom’s tears of laughter.

“Thanks!” Ash added, plucking his hat from the branch, and let go.

Knees bent, he absorbed the impact of the fall with barely a wince, and carried the tears over.


“Here you go!” he said, putting the jar down for Lily.

“And you only had to sacrifice your dignity…” Misty muttered.

“Right…” Lily frowned, checking down the list in her book. “…and I think that’s everything! Okay, who was it who wanted to try it?”

“Not me,” Brock said.

“Nope!” Misty agreed promptly.

“Then it’s me!” Ash grinned. “Okay, here goes!”


The magic erupted up from Lily’s cauldron, accompanied by a big puff of smoke. It swirled for a moment, seeking its target, then came rushing towards Ash.

Unlike last time, Ash was fully ready for this. In fact, he was concentrating almost entirely on the energies of the magic spell – the feelings, the way it worked, everything about it.

It didn’t actually enter his body, at first. It surrounded him a little above the level of his clothes, in a continuous layer of fizzing energy which did feel a lot like Ghost-type energy did.

That process took a little under a second. Once it was there, it came towards him from all sides – all in a rush, and while the smoke cloud from the spell still lingered.

What happened next felt… bizarre.

Ash had once banged his funny-bone, and felt a flash of branching, tree-shaped pain – his entire arm downwards from that nerve feeling as though it had been injured at once, tracing the shape of his nerves. This was a lot like that.

The actual sensations themselves weren’t very abnormal – it was a bit like the slight tingling from washing hands in hot water, mixed with the chill from mint toothpaste.

It’s just that it was coming from every single part of his body at once. The sudden sensory overload made him flinch involuntarily, and then there was a moment of discontinuity-

And he was flat on the ground.

“Ash?” Lucario asked, slowly. “Did you expect this?”

“Well, I-” Ash began, and stopped. “Man, that feels strange…”

Something black was just at the bottom of his line of sight, too. It was distracting him.

Wait. Black? Shouldn’t it be yellow?

He looked down, towards his feet, and blinked at the sight.

There was a black-blue muzzle, more visible now he was looking down in that direction. His body was roughly the same shape, but smaller – thinner and more compact, and he had blue haunches and arms with long black paws – twitching slightly as he experimentally flexed them.

His arms each had a wrist-nub on them, too – of a very familiar type.

Just to confirm his guess, he reached down to the feeling of pressure at the base of his spine, feeling a muscular tail, and then the pair of floppy ears at the sides of his head.

He was a Riolu.

Pikachu started to laugh as the smoke cleared. “I can’t believe it!”

“Somehow,” Ash muttered, “I was expecting to be a Pikachu.”

“Oh, was he your starter?” Lily asked. “Yeah, the spell wasn’t sure what to make you, I think – it was less stable than usual.”

“Right.” Ash sprang to his feet, promptly overbalanced, and fell over again.

“Lucario?” he asked, sounding a bit embarrassed. “How did you stand up on these?”

“They’re digitigrade feet,” Lucario commented, reaching down and taking Ash’s forepaw. “You have to stand on the balls of your feet… I’m surprised you’re not finding this easier, though, your combat stance is a bit like that.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, as Lucario hauled him upright. He spread his other arm to steady himself, and started to get the hang of it. “Yeah, thanks…”

“I think that went quite well!” Lily smiled. “Nothing broke, and only the person who asked to be transformed got transformed!”

The others turned to her, somewhat startled.

“That might have happened?” Misty asked, speaking for both her and Brock.

“Well… you were safe,” Lily told them. “Almost certainly… but this kind of power is self-directed. It has to be to work. And it… kind of has a sense of humour…”

Her Murkrow landed on the side of the now-inert cauldron. “Braixen! Braixen!”

Lily nodded. “You would not believe how many times I’ve been accidentally turned into a Braixen. It’s kind of an operational hazard.”

“I would not have fancied ending up a Psyduck,” Misty muttered.

She glanced down at her side as Psyduck emerged from his Pokéball and gave her a look. “No offence.”

“Some taken.”

“So… how long does this last?” Ash asked, now not using Lucario as support any more. “I think I’m getting the hang of this…” He wobbled a bit, then corrected. “Okay, a bit.”

“It should last anything from a few hours to a day or so,” Lily told him. “It’s really variable, which can be kind of inconvenient.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. He took a deep breath. “Okay, let’s see if this works.”

Blue aura built over his palms, then spread to the rest of his body.

“That was quick!” the witch blinked. “It took me much longer to get used to using Pokémon attacks…”

“This is normal for Ash,” Lucario said. “I spar with him nightly. He’s quite good.”

Ash was only half-listening. He focused, reaching through his body, and reaching for the same things that the spell had changed.

He made to change them back-


-Ash blinked, finding himself on the floor again.

“What-” he began, and stopped, because it hurt to keep talking.

“What did you just do?” Lily demanded.

Lucario arrived with a glass of water. “Ash, here.”

Reaching for it with clumsy paws – he was still a Riolu – Ash took the glass, and had a sip. “I… I tried to reverse…”

“How could you even-” Lily bit her words off, and sighed. “Right. I have heard of you, now I think – you’re an Aura adept, right?”

Ash nodded, taking another sip of water.

“Right. Should have guessed.” Another sigh. “Some of my books mention Aura users – never positively.”

“How so?” Lucario asked, keeping an eye on his transformed trainer.

“Magic… magic’s not like Aura,” Lily said, rubbing her temples. “It directs itself – well, another way to say that is the spirits do it, that’s part of why it’s Ghost. It handles all the fiddly little bits of something like completely transforming a living person into a Pokémon, or… or making someone look younger!”

She pointed. “But you, just like all the Aura adepts in my books, tried to replicate it yourself using Aura! Not only is that life energy – and you could kill yourself if you overdid it – but it’s basically impossible to catch every single change, so you could kill yourself that way!”

Pikachu’s jaw hung open slightly. “You let my trainer get into something this dangerous?”

“It’s safe when it’s done magically,” Lily replied, taking a calming breath. “But… you weren’t doing it magically. All the safeguards just… go away, like that. And that means he could have seriously hurt himself.”

She reached into a pocket of her robe. “Murkrow? Seven feathers, please.”

“Seven for a secret, never to be told!” Murkrow cawed, and flapped his wings. Precisely seven feathers drifted down – two flight primaries, one secondary, two down and two tail feathers.

Taking a small vial of powder – it looked like chalk – she picked the feathers up, one at a time, and made white marks on the lustrous plumage. “Let’s see… there!”

Each feather flashed once, then vanished in a puff of smoke.

“Good,” she said, relaxing. “Nothing dangerous. You should just be fatigued. And you might be a bit low on fluids.”

“I can feel that,” Ash said, finishing the glass. “Well… I guess I should have asked if it was safe first.”

“You got lucky,” she nodded. “But… well, next time just wait for the spell to wear off!”


Professor Birch looked up, at the now-familiar sound of a bicycle bell ringing.

“Just a minute!” he called, making a few notes to avoid forgetting where he’d got to. He put the clipboard down, and walked over to the door.

“Hello again, May!” he said, opening it. “No school today?”

“Professor, it’s Saturday,” May sighed, smiling. “Did you lose track again?”

“It’s always work for me!” Birch replied. “Good timing, by the way, you can check on the new arrivals.”

May glanced up quickly at the mention. “I’d hoped there were some,” she admitted.

“Well, that’s perfect!” Birch waved her through into the main room. “Six of each – more than I need, for now, but they had some extra hatchlings volunteered by their parents in the Shikoku reserve and I can always use a bit of a buffer.”

“Right.” May nodded, picking up the second scanner, and started to go over the newly-arrived starters – giving them a health check, mainly, routine stuff.

She started with the Mudkips. They weren’t her favourite Pokémon – memories of being blasted in the face while trying to save Professor Birch came to mind – but Brock’s one had warmed her up to them, a little.

Warmed up or not, though, May always made sure to have Ethan’s projector ready to block any unexpected streams of water.

As it happened, though, this set of Mudkips were relatively docile. Two girls, which was a little below average but nothing notable, and one of the boys showed off with a cute Yawn which nearly had her falling asleep herself before she noticed.

“Okay, the Mudkip are fine,” she reported, moving on to the next.

“Excellent!” Birch smiled. “I’ve almost finished the Treecko, so you should just handle the Torchic.”

May nodded absently, already back in her routine – learned over the last few months, once Birch decided to turn her visits into lessons.

Release the Pokémon from the standard Pokéball. Give them a quick physical inspection, scan them with the portable medical scanner and note any irregularities, give them some food, move on to the next.

She reached the fifth one-

-and nearly dropped the Pokéball.

It was him!

She’d know her lovely little Torchic anywhere.

It had been years, subjectively, since she’d seen him as a Torchic – indeed, it had been over a year of subjective time since she’d seen him at all. But there was no mistaking him – everything, from his stance to his slightly airy attitude to the precise distribution of his crest feathers, was just the same as the Pokémon who’d first wormed his way into her heart.

“Are you okay, May?” Birch asked, looking concerned.

May became aware she was staring.

“Sorry, Professor,” she said, blushing. “I just-”

Birch smiled knowingly. “I know exactly the feeling,” he said with a nod. “The first time I saw Rono, I knew we’d be friends.”

Torchic tilted his head curiously.

“I – that’s it exactly, Professor!” May nodded. “I – sorry, can you give me a moment? I’d like to make a phone call…”

“Of course!” Birch told her. “You’ve done more than half my job, you deserve a break!”


The moment she was out of the lab, May held up Ethan’s main body. “Ethan? I need to speak to Ash – right now!”

I had guessed, Ethan replied. Placing call now.

He emitted a ringing sound.

There we go-

Ethan abruptly stopped vocalizing.

“Ethan?” May asked. “Is there a problem?”

Sorry, I just got the call picked up at the other end. And… well, see for yourself.

His main screen booted up, and displayed a hat-wearing Riolu.

“May!” it said, with Ash’s voice. “What is it?”

From off camera, a Lucario said something.

“Oh! Right… sorry, May.” The Riolu rubbed the back of it’s neck. “Ash here, it’s complicated.”

“It always is,” May said, shaking her head. “Seriously… you’re a Pokémon?”

“Magic,” Ash told her. “Anyway, why’d you call?”

Thus reminded, May went from bewildered to excited. “Ash, he’s here!”

“Who’s where?” Ash blinked.

“Blaziken! Only, he’s a Torchic, and… anyway, he’s here and you said you could remind him and-”

“He is?” Ash interrupted. “Great! I’ll be right over!”

The connection closed.

May smiled for a moment, then blinked. “Wait. He’s still a Riolu…”


“Why are you a Riolu?” Pidgeot asked, blinking down at her trainer.

“That would take too long to explain,” Ash said. “Really, it would.”

“It seemed fairly simple to me.” Pikachu shrugged.

“…okay, maybe it was. But we’ve got an appointment in Hoenn! Let’s get to Littleroot town!”

Pidgeot flared her wings, and crouched to let Ash climb on – trickier than usual, in his abnormal body shape.

Once he and Pikachu were both on, Ash returned Lucario. “Okay, let’s go!”

Pidgeot’s wings spread, reaching up and cupping the air, then she slammed them down in a powerful downbeat and kicked off from the ground.

Two more steady, measured wingbeats, and she was speeding off to the south.


About half an hour later, May saw a dot in the northeastern horizon.

It grew with startling rapidity, going from a moving speck to a tiny bird-shape to a Pidgeot approaching at impressive speed – though clearly shedding speed – and then there was a very faint bang as the sound of Pidgeot’s earlier supersonic flight arrived, a little ahead of her.

The big Flying-type skimmed low over the forests between Littleroot and Oldale, wings flapping gently, and then flared and landed barely six yards from May’s feet.

“Thanks, Pidgeot!” came a familiar voice, and then a blue Riolu hopped down from her back. “Hi, May!”

“That is the weirdest thing I have ever seen,” May admitted, looking down at the two-foot blue Pokémon her friend had become.

Ash shrugged. “I’ve had a whole half hour to get used to the idea. Okay, where is he?”

“Inside the lab,” May said. “I’ll let you in. Oh, hi Pikachu!”

Pikachu waved, and said something.

He says he can’t wait until Ash has given you the basic Aura lessons so you can understand him directly, Ethan supplied helpfully.

“That would be cool,” May admitted, fiddling with the door. “There we go.”


Ash strode briskly through the main room of the lab, his destination already firmly fixed.

May was exactly right – there was the dancing, sparkling beauty in Aura sight that was a remindable Fire-type.

Ash smiled – he liked Blaziken.

“Well, here goes,” May said, walking up behind him. “Ready?”

“Of course,” Ash replied.

Torchic gave him a quizzical look.

“Hi,” Ash said. “I’m Ash. We’re going to know one another better some time.”

That said, he reached out a hand and took Torchic’s wing, and shook it.


“Ah, there you are!” Birch said, spotting May as he came in through the door. “I-”

He stopped.

“Why is there a Blaziken in the lab?”

Blaziken stepped a little closer to May.

“Why is there a Riolu wearing a hat in my lab?”

Ash waved.

“Why is there a Pidgeot outside my lab, looking in through the door?”

Pidgeot chirped.

May winced. “This could take a while…”


“So, you’re my daughter’s time-displaced starter,” Norman mused, looking Blaziken up and down.

The Fire/Fighting type nodded, folding one arm across his chest and bowing slightly.

“Hm. Interesting. May?”

May nodded. “Yes, Dad?”

“I’d like you and Blaziken to show what you’re capable of working together at the gym some time soon. Let me know a good time next week.”

“Okay, Dad!” May agreed readily.

She glanced over, and saw her brother looking a bit downcast.

“Don’t worry, Max,” she assured him. “Blaziken and I will make sure you get a starter.”

Max looked up, and smiled a bit. “Thanks, sis.”

Norman then turned his attention to Ash. “What happened?”

“Magic,” Ash replied, standing on a chair to be at about the same level as everyone else. “Literally magic.”

Norman blinked. “Your life is bizarre.”

“I know.”


bink

Mewtwo looked up. Oh, hello Sabrina. Hello Mew.

“Hello yourself,” Sabrina said, as her friend Mew began playing with Mewtwo’s friend.

She put down a sheaf of paper on Mewtwo’s trestle-table desk, along with a small memory stick. “I finished the foreword, by the way.”

Thank you, Mewtwo smiled. What did you think of the book?

“Pretty good,” she said. “I’ve got a few changes to suggest, mostly minor, but we can discuss that after you’ve read the foreword.”

Mewtwo nodded his acceptance, and picked up the paper – using his hands, rather than raw psionic might.

It relaxed him.


Foreword – Sabrina, Saffron gym leader


In many ways, Mewtwo and I are much alike. He, like I, is a powerful psychic individual. Like myself, his upbringing was profoundly unusual and focused more on his gifts than on him as a person. Like me, he has struggled with the question of whether he is important as a person – or, instead, just important as a set of psionic skills.

There is one difference, however, which most people would notice first. He is a Pokémon, and I am a human. That is a major difference – even a legal difference, despite how many advances in Pokémon rights have been made over the past century. It is the kind of difference which at first glance seems to divide us, and the rest of the world.

This book is about the other ways we are all alike – and why a Pokémon is not apart, just different.

One of the benefits of being a psychic – human or Pokémon – is that the task of interacting with those on the other side of the Pokéball is easier. A Psychic Pokémon can use telepathy, the ability to communicate with projected thoughts rather than spoken words, to make themselves understood to humans – and a psionic human can pick up the thoughts of their Pokémon and thus gain an insight into what is meant above and beyond what is normal.

But, until now, those insights and advantages have been largely ad hoc and individual. For example, I talk with my Kadabra, or with my dear friend Mew, but insights thus gained are rarely shared with others. I know that my Kadabra likes orange juice, but I do not even know if that is a racial trait or one peculiar to him.

It is my hope that this book, which I have helped to edit in places, results in a better understanding and dialogue between human and Pokémon. As a Gym Leader, I am used to battle – but I am also used to not battling, and I would consider forcing a Pokémon to battle when they do not want to a good reason to not present my badge – irrespective of the victor in a battle.

I hope that I never have to do so. And this book is a good example of why I feel that hope may be justified.


Mewtwo came to the end of the section. I see, he said, softly. Thank you for the vote of confidence.

“You deserve it, you really do,” Sabrina assured him. “I heard of your life – to overcome that, and become so committed to peace, is a great achievement indeed. And I really think this book is going to be an important one.”

May that be the case, Mewtwo smiled.


AN:

So. Hocus Pokémon. Best known as “That episode Ash turns into a Pikachu”.

I decided to go with Asholu instead of Ashachu, on the grounds his greater Aura affinity outweighs his connection to Pikachu. It was close, though.

And here’s magic, the third kind of “broad variety of things humans can manage” along with psychic powers and aura manipulation. They’re not the same, and trying to do one with another can lead to… bad results…

Also the Blaziken thing. Seemed neat, for the mental images as much as anything.

I currently have a preference for Max’s starter, but it’s not set in stone. (It’s none of the ones he befriends in canon – the Ralts in particular is over a hundred episodes into AG.)

Finally, Mewtwo’s book. I’m actually writing some of it – short bits per chapter, as and when I can and I have a good idea of what to do for the bit.
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“Is it me, or is that taking longer to wear off than normal?” Misty asked.

Ash shrugged. “Don’t know,” he said, adjusting his hat. “I can’t remember how long it took last time.”

“Not this long,” Misty assured him.

“It took… well,” Pikachu counted on his paws. “Last time the spell was cast in the afternoon, this time it was the morning. And last time you’d turned back by now.”

“Huh,” Ash frowned. “That could actually be a bit problematic.”

He shrugged. “Whatever, we’ll give it a bit longer… aha!”

With a flash of light, Suicune formed.

“…right,” she said, looking Ash up and down. “I heard about it, but…”

“Yeah, it’s a whole different experience seeing it,” Misty muttered.

Ash shrugged. “It’s better than last time.”

“I’m hurt, I really am,” Pikachu told him.

“No, I mean at least I’m about the same shape this time,” Ash pointed out. “Anyway – Suicune, you know which gym’s next?”

“Dragon, yes,” she nodded.

As they set off, Ash went on. “Well… I know you’ve got Ice Beam already, but what about that move Lapras was showing you? Freeze-dry?”

“That one has been a huge problem,” Suicune admitted. “It’s still not very near completion – in the time I’ve been working on it, you taught Entei and I Aura Sphere, and that’s for starters…”

“Well, show me what you’ve got at the moment,” Ash suggested.

Suicune nodded. She began to build the icy energy, in a way similar to an Ice Beam, but then frowned and altered it a little.

Ash watched closely. “What’s that you’re doing?”

“I’m trying to get rid of the moisture,” Suicune mumbled, in her effort to not disrupt the ball of cold energy building just in front of her muzzle.

Frowning, the trainer-who-was-currently-a-Riolu looked closer again. “Oh, I think I see!”

The attack finally destabilized, producing a whuff of fine powder-snow.

“What is it?” Suicune asked, blinking snow out of her eyes.

Ash brushed the powder from his arms. “Well, it looks like a bit too much of your natural Aura is leaking in. That’s fine, normally – it might make Ice attacks more powerful – but it’s turning this into… well, something that’s not Freeze-Dry.”

He shrugged. “And I want to have this ready, because Clair has a powerful Kingdra, and because Freeze-dry is much more powerful than a normal Ice attack against a Kingdra.”

“I see,” Suicune nodded. “I could most likely beat it anyway, but – yes, that would help. What do you suggest?”

“Well…” Ash frowned. “Start by gathering aura like you would for an Aura Sphere – stripping out your Type from it, I mean. Then try adding the Ice energy to it in the way you’ve already been trying.”

“Good idea.” Suicune’s eyes half-crossed, as she focused again on the point in front of her muzzle she was using as a focus for the attack.

Brock glanced down at the egg container – currently in his arms, as Ash was a bit short to do it properly. “I wonder about the environment this Pokémon is going to grow up in…”

There was a crash, as Ash slipped on some ice and fell over.

“Not bad!” he called, getting up again. “That was much drier! Now, make it not destabilize!”


Pikachu stretched out his tail, tiny lightning bolts crackling along it. “Ah, this place is lovely.”

Snapping her fingers as the idea occurred to her, Misty sent out Chinchou. “What about you? What do you think of this?”

“It’s great!” Chinchou enthused, lights flickering. “Really neat – like the air’s full of energy!”

Stepping forwards, he dipped a toe in the water. “Ooh, and so is the water! I love it!”

A sound like all the cloth in the universe tearing made them all look up, startled.

Appearing around the edge of a headland, a Zapdos skimmed low over the water. Lightning blazed from Pokémon to lake in a continual, flickering connection, and several of the spectators threw up arms or squinted against the brilliant light.

After at least ten seconds, the Zapdos pulled up. There was a final crackling bang, and it rose well into the air – leaving clouds of steam behind from the repeatedly blasted lakewater.

“What the heck?” Ash asked, having gone for putting his paws over his ears instead.

“Pardon?” Misty replied, wincing. “I can hardly hear you!”

The Zapdos performed a wingover, and plunged back towards the lake at an angle to its previous path. This time, it hit the cloud of steam, and emerged out the other side with an almighty BANG.

Rolling twice, it turned towards the shore and began to slow.

“Okay, now I want to know what that was,” Ash said. “Hey, Keldeo? Mind giving me a lift?”

“Sure!” Keldeo grinned. “At least you’re smaller now, I’m pretty sure this won’t end badly!”

Ash jumped up on Keldeo’s back.

Keldeo took a run up, getting up to a good canter with Ash holding onto the back of his mane. As he crossed the shore, he began to skate using Hydro Pump, and set out across the lake.


“We nearly made it without falling over…” Keldeo said, a little less cheerfully, as they splashed ashore.

Ash chuckled. “Don’t worry, Keldeo, not your fault – that was clearly an evil Vaporeon disguised as a wave…”

Keldeo sniggered, then they looked along the beach to where the Zapdos was still hunched.

As they looked, though, the Legendary noticed them. It cocked its head, confused.

“Wait a second…” Ash said, looking closer. “That… behind them, is that Todd?”

“I think it is!” Keldeo agreed.

“Hey, Todd!” Ash called. “Nice to see you!”

The Zapdos just looked more confused. So did Todd.

“Who’s that?” the lanky youth called. “Do… wait a minute… Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash said, frowning. “What’s so-”

“Why are you a Riolu!?”

Ash glanced down. “…do you know, I’d actually forgotten that?”

Todd shook his head. “I don’t even… hey, are the others here?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “We were over on the south shore, then we saw the show. What was going on?”

“I’ve been trying to get pictures of all three Legendary Birds – after the two Articuno you pointed me at, I mean,” he clarified. “Got pictures of a recently-caught Moltres down in the Sevii-”

“Caught?” Keldeo interrupted. “I wonder who caught a Moltres…”

“I didn’t know them,” Todd shrugged. “Few years older than me, at least. Had a talking Meowth-”

Ash’s mouth fell open. “What.”

He sighed. “Okay, you’re going to have to explain the whole thing to us. Suicune, mind giving Todd a lift?”

At that point, they discovered Todd was still not inured to Ash surprising him.

“Okay, are you like catnip to Legendaries or something?” he asked, completely flabbergasted, as Suicune materialized. “How many do you have?”

Ash started counting.

“No, wait!” Todd interrupted. “Forget I asked!”

As he shook his head, astonished, Ash and his Pokémon noticed Sneasel clambering down his backpack.

Dropping the last foot or so to the floor, she ran lightly over to them – stopping several yards out – and bowed slightly.

“It is an honour, my lady.”

“Please,” Suicune said, raising a paw. “The formality is tiresome. Are you the photographer’s Pokémon?”

Sneasel began to reply, and stopped. She started again. “Technically, no… he never got around to capturing me – too busy travelling and learning how to photograph. Some of mine got into the magazine,” she added, with a slight blush.

“…we have got a lot to catch up on,” Ash stated. “Okay, let’s head over to the others.”

“I remember when this place was calm and private,” Zapdos mused.

“Really?” Keldeo asked, interested. “When was that?”

“This morning.”


“She was stalking the trainer?” Zapdos chuckled. “Okay, now I may well have heard everything. At least she’s more sensible than those idiots on Shamouti, though, those three are astonishingly immature.”

“Maybe it’s being on their islands alone?” Misty suggested.

“That could well be it, I know my siblings have done much to keep me grounded,” Suicune mused.

“So, anyway, they said that she’d literally tripped over a Pokéball,” Todd finished. “And the next morning she decided to stay with them. Crazy, huh?”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded.

Brock chuckled. “You don’t get to say that, Ash. You’re currently a Riolu.”

“Oh, yeah, speaking of-” Todd brought his camera up, and took a quick picture.

“Hey!” Ash said, wincing. “What was that for?”

“Souvenir?” Todd shrugged. “I won’t publish it or anything, but… you know.”

“Maybe Delia would like to see?” Pikachu suggested, grinning.

“That sounds like a good idea!” Misty grinned. “Todd? Pikachu just suggested-”

“Hey, no fair!” Ash interrupted.

“What?” Misty asked, innocently. “I’m sure your mother’d love to see!”

Ash frowned, thinking. “Uh… yeah, maybe you’re right. Might be… okay, good point,” he said reluctantly.

I can send her one right now, via Damos, Dexter suggested.

“Sounds good!” Todd agreed. “Do you have a data port?”

No need, I should be able to interface directly.

As Dexter got on that, Ash grimaced. “Huh, that felt weird…”

“Are you okay?” Lucario asked, concerned.

“Yeah, I think-”

There was that same peculiar, fire-and-ice nervous discontinuity as before, and then Ash found himself almost flat on his back.

Almost. There were paws gripping his shoulders, holding him a few inches off the ground.

“I’ve got you,” Lucario informed him, before lifting Ash back up to his feet. “I saw it coming that time.”

“Good you did,” Ash muttered, looking down at the beach. There were a number of quite large pebbles among the smaller sand. “Ouch, that could have hurt… thanks, Lucario.”

Lucario nodded, pleased.

“Looks like that photo just about got taken in time,” Brock grinned.

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, guess so…”

“That was peculiar,” the Zapdos said, blinking.

Ash gave the Electric Pokémon a shrug. “Sorry.”

“No, I didn’t have a problem with it per se, I just… it’s baffling.” Zapdos shook his head. “Ah well. I’ll take my leave, I suppose…”

Raising spiked yellow wings, he took flight and circled once before setting out over the lake.

“That was nice,” Brock smiled.


“…okay, this is not what I expected as my third challenge this week,” Pryce admitted.

Raikou held up a sign. ‘Let’s get on with it!’ it read, in large characters.

Pryce nodded. “Sure. Okay, S… no, never mind them,” he amended, discarding his plans to use Seel and Dewgong. “Let’s start with Aurorus!”

Aurorus looked Raikou up and down. “I believe I fought your brother recently,” she said, raising her sail. It started to glow.

“Oh? How’d he do?” Raikou asked, frowning. “I could see him having a bit of trouble, what with that dashed Rock type and all…”

“He did,” she smiled. “I mean, he won, but – Ice Hyper Beam!”

Raikou’s paws slipped on the ice as he tried to jump clear, and the Ice-type attack drove him into a wall in a crescendo of ice.

For about a second, that was it. Then the ice trembled, and Raikou exploded out of it with his eyes flashing an eerie gold.

“Trying to take me by surprise, eh?” he asked, chuckling. “Well played!”

His paws dug in, this time, and he avoided an incoming Ice Hyper Voice to skate in an arc around the frosted-over gym.

Twisting to keep him in her arc of fire, Aurorus snapped off a series of Ice attacks, and Raikou dodged them – mostly. The one which hit, he blew to bits with a Thunder before it could hamper him too much, and he skidded behind an icy obstacle.

“You know,” he said, conversationally, “My sister always said I had a head like a rock.”

Snapping thunder traced a path along the floor, curving out from his concealed position towards Aurorus.

“Iron Head!”

The icy stalagmite smashed apart, as Raikou rammed through it with a shining Iron Head.

It hit Aurorus on the flank with a crack, and she skidded across the floor a few inches before retaliating with a point-blank Ice Hyper Beam.

This time, Raikou took a few more seconds to blow the ice to bits, and grinned.

“Oh, I like this!” he said, chuckling. “Very impressive!”

His tail blazed, and he threw a bolt of lightning at Aurorus to keep her honest. While she was blocking that with a quick Light Screen, he plunged through one of the damaged patches of ice and vanished underground.

Pryce, no fool, withdrew Aurorus and sent out Mamoswine.

“Earthquake!” he called.

The moment before the attack fired, Raikou burst out from underground again. The shaking made his tunnel collapse, and spiderwebbed cracks out across the ice, but he was mostly fine.

“Sneaky!” he chuckled. “Take this! Iron Tail!”


“Oh, right!” Donphan said, nodding. “That makes a lot of sense! So I use that for getting into the air!”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I mean, your Rollout is a pretty good start, but I was thinking – your Earthquake would be more powerful if you could get some momentum, and you could manage Magnitude too which is sometimes even more powerful.”

“I get it,” Donphan agreed. “And it makes sure I can attack Pokémon flying in the air, too… great! How do I use Bounce, then?”

Ash gave Donphan a look over. “I think it might be uncurling for a moment at the right time,” he said. “Or – can you use your trunk to push off against the ground as you roll? That sounds like it might work.”

Donphan duly gave it a go, diving forwards into a roll and promptly pushing off against the ground. Something went a bit wrong with the aiming, and he ended up in a tree.

Rather than take the difficult step of climbing up to save him, Ash did the sensible thing and returned Donphan before sending him out again.

“Whoops,” Donphan muttered. “At least I went up… oh, I saw something over the hill before you recalled me.”

“Oh?” Ash said, interested. “Let’s go see!”


“Somehow,” Ash mused, “I remember this being different.”

There were still the two Igglybuff.

There was still the TV camera, and the stage, and the girl – Brittany.

One thing that was new, though, was the electric guitar and the drumset.

“Oh, hi!” Brittany said, noticing them. “Want to listen? I’m helping my friends practice for an audition for Jiggly and the Puffs!”

“Sure!” Misty said. “Only… do you have a Poké flute?”

Brittany blinked.

She turned to the two Igglybuff. “That’s what we’ve been forgetting!”

One of the Fairy-types slapped her face. The other one nodded ruefully.

“That does explain why everyone’s been falling asleep all the time…” Brittany said, shaking her head. “Okay, sorry – guess we’ll have to sort that out…”

“Not so fast,” Brock said. “I think – do any of us have a Pokémon with Uproar?”

“I know it,” Crobat volunteered.

“Right. Because that’s just a way of making loud sounds so they keep people awake, even through Sing,” he went on. “Think you could explain for the Igglybuff?”

“I think so.”

“Thanks,” Brittany said, all smiles. “That’s a great help.”

“It’s kind of a habit for us,” Misty chuckled. “I mean, we kind of put her together with that Poké flute guy herself…”

For about four seconds, the three aspiring musicians tried to work out what she meant. Then they got it, and their eyes went wide.

“You… you put Jigglypuff together with her backup act?” Brittany gaped. “That’s amazing!”

As if on a coordinated signal, both Fairy-types pulled out autograph books.


“Ready for this?” Norman asked.

May glanced over at Blaziken, getting a confirmatory nod, then repeated it. “We sure are!”

Blaziken cracked his knuckles.

“Okay, this is going to be pretty much the kind of battle I give mid-level trainers,” Norman went on. “I’m going a bit easy on you because you’ve only got Blaziken, but on the other hand this isn’t just about winning – it’s about how well you’ve trained Blaziken, how strong your bond is… and, of course, how impressive you two look.”

“Is that why Mom’s watching too?” May asked.

“That’s right,” Caroline smiled. “I’m going to judge your contest skills!”

“Right,” May nodded. “Okay, Blaziken… here goes.”

Her starter nodded to her, then stepped forwards.

“Let’s start this off nice and easy,” Norman said. “Vigoroth!”

Blaziken watched Vigoroth bounce back and forth, full of energy, and set his stance.

“Okay, Blaziken, let’s do this!” May called. “Sky kick!”

Norman frowned minutely. “I’ve not heard of that one before…”

Blaziken stepped forwards, feinting towards Vigoroth, and scythed a kick out.

Vigoroth ducked under it, lunging forwards, and Blaziken flinched back from the Fury Swipes attack.

“Wait-” Caroline said, suddenly noticing.

Blaziken hadn’t flinched. He’d gone over backwards in a preplanned move, lashing out with his other foot, and taking his weight on backwards-leant arms. The uppercutting kick caught Vigoroth off guard, connecting with his abdomen, and a whoof of air came out as Blaziken launched him skywards.

Springing back upright, Blaziken crouched and followed with a powerful leap.

By the time he reached altitude, Vigoroth had recovered somewhat. Whirling in mid-air, he slashed out at Blaziken again.

“Spiral toss!” May told her Fire-type.

Blaziken blocked with one arm, then the other, and used both blocks to gain a small height advantage over Vigoroth. Once he had, he fired a Flamethrower blast through the V at the top of his crossed arms, and kept it on Vigoroth as he fell.

The spiralling, red-orange stream of flame kept Blaziken from falling as fast as he otherwise might and also forced Vigoroth down faster. When the Normal-type hit the floor, Blaziken still had a little way to go.

All through his trip towards the floor, Blaziken had been coiling up. Now he kept firing, but turned the direction he was firing and straightened out in the same moment.

The result was that he turned a three-quarters-somersault, landing with both legs and one arm down as his Flamethrower finally cut out.

Seen from the side, as Caroline and Norman were, it was an upwards half-circle of flame which rippled and dispersed in the cool gym air.

“…well, that tells me our daughter’s cut out for this,” Caroline said, after a few seconds of silence. “Was that a version of Seismic Toss, May?”

“Yep!” May replied, proudly. “Blaziken and I worked on coded versions of his normal attacks that recreate other ones, so they’re not what people expect – and they’re quicker to explain, too!”

“It must be something about Ash,” Norman muttered.

“What’s that?” Caroline asked, also in a low voice.

“He just… brings out the best,” Norman said, and shrugged. “Anyway.”

In a louder voice, he addressed May. “Wonderful work! Now, I’m afraid I do have to make you work a bit harder… your choice, May. Fire or Fighting?”

May exchanged a look with Blaziken, who shrugged. “Fire, I guess,” she said.

“Right,” Norman nodded, returning Vigoroth. “Girafarig, go!”


“That’s the main engine controls,” James said, indicating a set of four throttles. “They normally need a few minutes to warm up, but there’s also pyro charges controlled there in case we need to go from a cold start.”

“Right,” Jessie said dubiously, already having a little trouble keeping up with the array of switches and buttons James had installed on their transport plane. “Why do we need to know this?”

“Well, we’ve got a Flying-type now,” James pointed out. “One who knows Fly. But she certainly can’t carry all of us, so… you should know how to fly this thing.”

Jessie blinked, then scowled. “Are you calling me fat?”

“I don’t tink dat’s what he meant…” Meowth said, shaking his head. “More like, Moltres ain’t all dat big, an’ she sure can’t carry Gyarados!”

“What about this one, then?” Jessie asked, pointing at a control.

James blanched. “Don’t-”


“It all sounds very peculiar,” Moltres admitted. “Time travel?”

“Pretty much,” Victreebell agreed. “I mean, some of the new guys-”

There was a loud floomp! noise, and a braking parachute fired out the back of the transport before slowly settling to the ground.

“I am so glad we don’t have to repack that,” Weezing said sagely.


“Upper spin!” May instructed.

Blaziken sprang forwards onto his hands, and spun his legs around with flame trailing from them. The arc of fire joined up, broadened, and became a roaring fire spin completely concealing his position.

“Psybeam,” Norman ordered. Eyes glowing, Girafarig fired a multicoloured beam of light towards the flaming tornado at about chest height.

It blew through the flames easily, showing no Blaziken in sight.

“Hm,” Norman mused, as the Fire Spin unravelled in both directions. Then, as the flames reached about knee height, Blaziken exploded out of a crouch and lunged forward.

Another Psybeam came at him, catching him on the side, and he winced. Turning the momentum into an advantage, he slammed one foot down on the floor to control his spin and lashed out with a Blaze Kick at Girafarig’s other side.

The Normal-type’s other set of eyes flashed, and a Reflect shield formed. It flared from the impact, but managed to prevent most of the force of the blow from reaching Girafarig.

“Switch to Special attacks!” May called, as Blaziken flipped backwards and braked by sliding along the floor. “Flamethrower!”

Launching a sheet of flame forwards, Blaziken scored a hit on Girafarig before his opponent could turn and attack properly. He then had to dodge out of the way as another Psybeam came flashing out, and barely avoided being hit a second time.

May frowned, trying to look for a good moment to change tactics. The Girafarig was already forming a series of Light Screens, so the Flamethrowers weren’t doing as much good any more.

She already knew what she was going to have Blaziken do, so – there!

“Friction jump!” she called.

Norman blinked, not even sure what that could mean. Then he saw Blaziken crouch slightly, fists held in a knife-hand position which rested on the gym floor.

Then Blaziken came rushing forwards. The blue-glowing fists dug a little into the floor, leaving a trail – and glowing brighter.

“Look out!” he called to Girafarig. “Now!”

Girafarig’s horns flashed, and another Psybeam flashed out – to hit Blaziken when he couldn’t dodge.

Unfortunately, though, Blaziken wasn’t planning on delivering the attack in the first place. His arms came up, fists clenching, and blocked the Psybeam with his boosted Sky Uppercut before springing into the air.

“Overheat!”

Caught off guard, Girafarig couldn’t erect a fresh Light Screen in time. The Overheat speared down from overhead, browning a circle of the gym floor and heavily damaging Girafarig.

Landing on the far side of his opponent, Blaziken whirled to continue the fight with a Blaze Kick.

“That’s enough!” Norman called, and Blaziken’s foot halted about three inches short of Girafarig’s flank.

“So,” the gym leader went on, returning Girafarig. “What do you think, dear?”

“Very good,” Caroline said with a smile. “Nice and showy, but not to the point that they became the focus rather than the Pokémon themselves, which is good – the aerial combat thing was a nice touch – and I’m guessing that they were still powerful moves?”

“Oh, very much so,” Norman agreed. “May?”

May looked up from where she was inspecting Blaziken’s side, where he’d taken the Psybeam earlier. “Yeah?”

A Balance badge came flying at her. She caught it with some surprise, and looked at it. “Dad?”

“Well, you’ve earned it,” he smiled. “Well done, May. I’ll be here for you to practice on before you leave, but – well, I’m no longer in doubt about your ability to look after yourself. Congratulations.”

May glanced at Blaziken, then hurried across the floor to her parents.

“Thanks,” she said, giving Norman a hug. “That means a lot to me.”

Releasing him, she grabbed Caroline as well. “Both of you.”


“…so, it’s kind of like a lower powered version of Solarbeam,” Ash went on. “Just that you fire it much earlier, and you fuel it internally rather than with solar energy.”

“I see…” Entei nodded. “Well, I’m sure I’ll get the hang of it eventually…”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, it’s one of those things I’ve not even got close to yet. But being able to hit Water-types no matter what other Type they are would be pretty useful for you.”

“Hmmm…” Entei rumbled, and glanced up at the sky. A bit cloudy, but not very overcast… “Perhaps I should practice under rainy skies, loath as I am to admit it. To be sure I am not accidentally using the sun for my power.”

“Good idea,” Ash agreed. “The other thing might be easier to do – dragonfire. Have you run into it before?”

“A time or two,” Entei confirmed.

“Right. Well, the reason I think it’d also be a good one is we’re on the way to Blackthorn, and that means-”

“Are you sure this is the way to Blackthorn, Ash?” Misty asked. “This does look familiar, but it doesn’t seem like the right way to go…”

We are certainly headed in the direction of Blackthorn, Dexter supplied. However, due to the fact we got very lost last time, this direct route is not where we’ve been before.

“You sure?” Brock frowned. “It seems…”

“Hey, look!” Ash said, pointing.

Brock and Misty followed his gaze.

“That seems to be… a Charizard? No, two Charizard…” Entei said, blinking. “Either we’re very lost, or… well, I’m not sure…”

As he spoke, the two distant forms drifted towards one another. Then they banked around, and began to head towards the friends.

Ash began waving. “Hey!”

“Oh, I get it!” Pikachu realized. “That’s Charizard!” He paused. “Wait, no, I mean Charizard, but not just any Chari – oh, you know who I mean. Him.”

“It sure is!” Ash confirmed, grinning. “Down here!”

Charizard had clearly already seen him, of course. The burly Fire-type came stooping down on them, flared his wings with a rush of air, and settled down just in front of them.

Charla swooped overhead, losing height a little less dramatically, and began to slow for her own landing.

“Hi, Charizard!” Ash greeted him. “It’s been a while…”

“Too long,” Charizard agreed, a grin of his own on his muzzle. He indicated Entei with a nod. “He’s new.”

Entei tilted his head. “Not that new, surely? We met in Greenfield?”

“…I was probably too unconscious,” Charizard muttered. “Anyway, come on – you’re only a little way from the Dragon Holy Land! I’ll show you the best way in!”

“That’s what was familiar!” Misty said, snapping her fingers. “Hmm… wonder what they’ll think of Gyarados…”

Charla landed next to them. “Why is Entei standing there?” she asked, blinking.

“I caught him,” Ash explained simply.

Liza sighed. “I’m starting to see why it was you who ended up time travelling.”


The Dragon Holy Land really was an amazing place. Set in a sparsely-inhabited valley, it provided a refuge in the heart of Honshu for the normally much more solitary dragons.

As the place where Pokémon from the Cianwood Dragon Clan rested and recuperated, as well as where they raised their young, it was a place of astonishing variety. Just in the time Ash and his friends were walking in, they saw at least fourteen different Pokémon species – from Swablu in the trees, to a Dratini in the river running by the path, to a timid Goomy half-hidden behind a friendly Flygon.

“Wow…” Brock breathed. “It’s amazing to think there’s so many rare Pokémon here – look, that’s a Gabite!”

The Gabite gave them a curious look, then shrugged.

“Oh, look,” Misty added, pointing. “That’s a Milotic!”

Unnoticed by Ash, the Gabite did a double take and looked at Ash more closely. “Hey,” he said to a nearby Swablu. “Is that me, or is that Ash Ketchum?”

“I think you’re right!” the Swablu confirmed.

“Did you just say-” A Vibrava hovered down, and looked between them. “Hey, it is!”

“Who’s that?” asked a Grovyle.

“Can I see?”

“How come you’re here, though?” Ash asked Charizard, heedless of the rapidly spreading rumors. “I mean… you know, you’re a Fire and a Flying type.”

“I’m clearly a dragon, what are you talking about?” Charizard replied, posing (to laughter from Charla). After a moment, he shrugged. “Actually, I think they treat Dragon quite broadly – it means at least some Pokémon from the Dragon egg group, too.”

“Oh, right…” Ash nodded. “So… I guess that means Sceptile?”

“That’s one of them, yeah.”

Ash was about to say more, but a bing from his bag distracted him.

The others stopped walking too. “Ash, was that-”

“Yeah!” Ash replied, swinging the bag down and unzipping it. He took out the egg capsule, and confirmed that the egg inside was just starting to glow.

Moving with cautious speed, he unlatched the top of the capsule and took the egg out. The glow brightened as he did, and he sat down with the egg in his lap just before it went completely white.

Several of the nearby dragons craned their necks to watch.

Then, as the light died down, it revealed the hatchling.

“Maw,” she said, stretching and yawning. With both her mouth, and her big pair of secondary jaws.

“Aw…” Misty smiled. “How cute.”

“Hi,” Ash said gently. “It’s nice to meet you.”

At about that point, the shock of the spectators wore off.

“Ash Ketchum has a Fairy type,” a Dragonite said, with forced calm. “Ash Ketchum. Has. A Fairy Type.”

“The guy whose Charizard knows Draco Meteor?”

“And it’s even immune to Poison?” a Dragalge checked.

“We’re all doomed,” the Gabite decided.

Mawile yawned again, and blinked up at Ash. “Hi!” she said, smiling. “Nice to meet you too!”

“Now, don’t worry,” said the Flygon. “This might not be as bad as-”

“Hey, look what I learned!” Mawile added. Her secondary jaw opened, then slammed shut with an audible crash of Ice Fang.

“It knows Ice Fang! Run!”

Ash looked up, somewhat bewildered, at the sound of a mass stampede. He saw every single Dragon-type in the area running for the hills.

“…what just happened?” he asked.

Charizard sighed. “I’ll see if I can calm them down…”

“How did you learn Ice Fang, anyway?” Ash asked Mawile, as Charizard took flight and headed north.

“I heard you and Mister Keldeo talking about it,” Mawile beamed. “I didn’t understand everything, but that bit was easy!”

“…oh, that’s right,” Misty nodded. “Egg moves don’t just mean moves which are inherited, it’s also moves which are learned by a Pokémon while still in the egg. Doesn’t come up much…”

“I can see you’re a clever one,” Brock said, crouching down. “Any other moves you worked out?”

“Uh… not really,” Mawile said, shaking her head. “Sorry.”

Ash chuckled. “It’s okay, really!”

He rummaged in his pocket. “Hold on, I’m going to get Dexter to do a quick scan – just to make sure you’re healthy.”

“Sure!” Mawile agreed. “And – hey, is Mister Keldeo here? Or Miss Suicune?”

“I’m afraid they’re not, at the moment,” Ash told her. “Maybe I should take you to meet them all, after my next Gym Battle.”

“What’s a Gym Battle like?” Mawile asked, as Dexter’s scanner flashed.

“It’s kind of a way of showing how much I and my Pokémon have learned – how good we are at fighting,” Ash explained.

“Oh, okay.” Mawile nodded. “Do all your Pokémon have to?” she asked, a bit nervously.

“No, just a few,” Ash assured her. “I think you’re a bit young, at the moment. Even though you seem to have scared off every dragon in the valley…”

Mawile giggled. “Rawr!” The big faux-jaw on the back of her head opened and shut as well, a bit more ominously.

“Oh – that reminds me,” Ash said, retrieving the Pokéball from the discarded case lid. “Do you mind if I go ahead and catch you now?”

“Sure!” she nodded. “Do I get ice cream?”

“I’m pretty sure most Pokémon centres do ice cream,” Brock supplied.

“Okay.”

Ash promptly used the Pokéball – nothing special, just a plain one – to catch her, and then sent her out again as soon as the capture registered.

“That was fun!” the Fairy-type told him.

“Not how I felt about it…” Pikachu muttered.

“Oh, hello!” Mawile added, looking over to Pikachu. “You’re Mister Pikachu, aren’t you?”

“…last I checked, yes.”

“You’re funny,” Mawile told him firmly.

“Hey…” Misty frowned. “Sorry to interrupt, but I just thought of something. Do Gyarados count as Dragons?”

Liza had been hanging back a bit, not wanting to interrupt the scene. “I think I remember seeing a few in the lake,” she supplied. “It’s about half a kilometre down that stream. Why?”

Misty adjusted her Mega Ring. “Oh, no real reason…”


AN:

Right, going down the list:

Todd finally runs into Ash again. I actually think this is his Sneasel’s first dialogue.

Raikou’s nearly done with his gym challenges, just one to go.

Sing works better with anti-sleep effects in play.

May and Blaziken working together, in the first battle in a long while where I’ve been not writing Pokémon dialogue. Hopefully it was very… uh… Coordinator-y.

For some reason, I see James as the pilot and Jessie the copilot. Functionally that means she has a much more limited range of controls, usually…

And, finally, that egg. Yep, Mawile. Hopefully she’s cute!






97. Johto 39


This is the first of two chapters today.


“…oh, I didn’t know there was such a thing as a Mega Gyarados,” Liza said, watching Misty’s Mega Gyarados roaring, splashing and generally showing off. “He’s pretty impressive.”

Misty nodded, her bracelet-shaped Key Stone holder pulsing faintly as it sustained the transformation. “Yeah, though it’s kind of hard to find a battlefield he can really cut loose on… Ash’s Mega, Heracross, is much easier to do that with.”

Liza nodded. “I imagine that’s a consideration… well, for a Water-type trainer generally, too.”

“Water can’t be the only type it matters for,” Misty shrugged. “I mean, Steel types and Rock types are sometimes heavy enough to be a problem on upper floors, and as for Flying types…”

That earned her a chuckle. “Yes, Charizard mentioned how hard it was fighting inside the Steel-type gym down in Olivine. Until he broke it.”

“Ash is making a bit of a habit of it… wonder how Clair’s going to handle it,” Misty mused.

“Actually…” the Dragon Tamer said, craning her neck a bit. “I think that’s her now!”

“Really?” Misty followed Liza’s gaze. “Oh, yeah, does look a bit – wait. Why’s Raikou with her?”


“…and do you have any idea how much that’s going to cost?” Clair asked, exasperated.

Raikou flicked his tail, and rummaged through his huge collection of signs. ‘I don’t see what you’re complaining about.’

He twirled it around. ‘It was a legitimate strategy.’

“How many times have you had to – never mind, I don’t want to know.” Clair rubbed her temples. “Anyway… here’s what it means. I’ll have to get someone out to cut through eight inches of granite facing in several different places, completely re-wire the entire gym, and then probably get a Magcargo in to replace the rock with some basalt – that’s not the same, but it’s as close as I can get!”

Raikou rolled his eyes, then looked up as a familiar pair of shapes came loping towards him.

“Aha, Suicune, Entei!” he greeted, fangs flashing in a grin. “Lovely to see you!”

“Where have you been, Raikou?” Entei asked, as he came to a stop. “You vanished weeks ago blathering about sign language… wait a moment.”

The Fire-type paced around his brother, and snagged one of the wooden signs. Turning it, he read it.

“…you are a moron,” he sighed. “Why didn’t you just get a Psychic type to help or something?”

“That would have been boring!” Raikou said firmly. “Anyway, I’ve got all eight badges, so that should prove to Ash that I’m not holding back!”

Suicune blinked. “…I don’t follow the logic.”

Ash came running up behind. “Are you the Blackthorn Gym Leader?”

“I am – and you must be Ash Ketchum?” Clair asked, getting a nod in return. “Sorry, gym’s closed for now.”

“What!?” Ash gaped. “Why?”

Clair indicated Raikou. “This Electric-type idiot blew out all the lights with an electro-magnetic pulse!”

“…well, if you will use a Kingdra on me then I don’t see how I can be held responsible,” Raikou mumbled.

“Why was Raikou challenging your gym?” Ash asked.

“To prove that I’m dashed well not going to hold back again!” Raikou told him proudly.

“…I’m not sure that makes sense,” Ash said slowly. “I mean, just because you got badges doesn’t mean you’re never going to hold back…”

Raikou started to prance back and forth, holding in his irritation. “Fine! I’ve taught myself Extrasensory, Dig, Iron Head and Iron Tail, for starters! I’ll use them, you’ll see!”

“I’m sure this conversation is fascinating,” Clair interrupted. “But – hmmm…”

She frowned, then nodded firmly. “Okay, Mr. Ketchum. Give me an hour or so to contact those available of the Clan, and we can have our gym battle. Up there.”

Ash followed her pointing finger, which indicated the opening of a little side valley.

“Right!” he said. “I’ll spend the time making sure my team’s ready!”

Clair nodded. “Very good; I’ll be doing the same.”

She made to turn away, then stopped. “What’s that in the lake?”

“Oh, that’s my friend Misty’s Mega Gyarados,” Ash explained.

“…right.”


Around an hour later, they reconvened in the side valley. It was steep-sided, with old terraces cut into the walls, and something of a curve to it so that where they were standing was a little out of view of the main floor of the Holy Land.

“Is this place used for battle often?” Ash asked, looking around at the occasional burn scar and the variably-aged greenery.

“Occasionally,” Clair agreed. “Lance and I come up here to keep one another in shape – he usually wins, though…”

She shook her head. “Anyway. Do you know what the secondary challenge of the Dragon Gym of Blackthorn is?”

“Not really, no,” Ash admitted.

“It is – overwhelming power,” Clair informed him. “Now, in your case, that’s caused me a bit of a problem – but, fortunately, I have a solution.”

She reached into her pocket, revealing a Mega Necklace holding a Key Stone – and no fewer than three Mega Stones.

“I had to borrow over half the ones the Clan has, so I hope you appreciate this,” she told him, as Ash blinked in shock. “Anyway. This will be a set of six one on one battles. If you win all six, you win automatically – otherwise, it’s up to how the Clan thinks.”

She pointed skywards, indicating the valley rim on her side. Ash looked up, and saw a dozen or so trainers standing there – each one next to a Dragon-type or similar Pokémon.

“Do you understand?” she resumed.

Ash frowned. “Uh, I guess, but – question?”

“Go on.”

“The river here’s only a few inches deep. Is your Kingdra going to be okay?”

Clair sighed. “Kingdra’s in the Pokémon Centre. Raikou electrocuted him – that’s when he blew the lights out.”

Ash tried not to breathe a sigh of relief – that actually made things quite a bit easier, since it meant he didn’t have to save one of the Pokémon with Freeze-Dry to handle Kingdra.

“Yeah, I understand,” he said, after a moment.

“Good luck, Ash!” Misty called down from the valley rim on his side.

“Yeah!” Brock added. “Last Johto badge!”

“Thanks, guys!” Ash called back up. He turned to grin at Clair. “Who’s first?”

Clair carefully took the first Pokéball off her waist. “Right. First is – Ampharos!”

Ash blinked. “Isn’t that… whatever. Donphan!”


Donphan stood on one of the lowest terraces before the valley floor itself, looking across at the Electric-type sheep facing him.

“I thought this was the Dragon-type gym?” he asked, curiously.

Ampharos shrugged. “You’d be surprised.”

He cracked his knuckles. “Okay, let’s get started here.”

Electricity crackled around his fur, and then he faced Donphan and fired a Dragon Pulse.

“Whoa!” Donphan yelped, jumping back out of the way. He balled up, pushed off with his trunk, and rolled a few feet up the wall of the next terrace up before coming back down faster.

“Rollout!” Donphan stated, rather obviously, and ramped off his terrace straight at Ampharos.

In reply, Ampharos streamed electricity across his fur again and stepped to one side. Donphan tried to correct in towards Ampharos, and then some crackling electrical sparks appeared on his tusks and he found himself swerving aside.

“What was that?” Ash asked, looking closer.

“It’s magnetism,” Clair explained. “Magnetic Flux exploits the positive charge Ampharos has, and diverts objects away by inducing a current in them too.”

“Then we’ll just have to hit harder!” Ash decided. “Donphan, you know what to do!”

“Not really…” Donphan admitted, turning some way down the valley to face Ampharos again.

“…that thing we worked on?” Ash asked.

“Oh, right!” Donphan nodded. He skidded briefly, then accelerated, steering for a small fold in the ground. Hitting it, he went flying into the air.

Arms out, Ampharos refreshed his Magnetic Flux. “That’s not… wait…”

Donphan plowed into the ground several feet from Ampharos – and used Magnitude.

The ground shook, making several of the spectators stumble, and Ampharos nearly fell over.

While he recovered his footing, Donphan came speeding out of the small crater he’d made and hit home with a Rollout.


“Mister Donphan’s doing well, isn’t he?” Mawile asked, watching the fight closely. “Is this what most Gym battles are like?”

“It’s much quieter,” Pikachu told her. “Well, it’s early days yet…”

Mawile nodded.

“I don’t like it when the ground shakes like that,” she said after a moment, as Donphan pulsed out an Earthquake. “How do I make it stop?”

Misty reached down and picked the Fairy-type up. “That better?”

“Kinda,” Mawile nodded, her false-jaw moving a bit as she did. “Thanks!”


Donphan just barely missed with his latest Rollout, and got hit in the side by a well-aimed Iron Tail as he went past. He skidded a little, bounced into the air with a push from his trunk, and came back down with another Magnitude.

This one, unfortunately, hit fairly strong rock. It produced only minor shaking, and Ampharos kept his footing with ease.

“Let’s go all the way, Ampharos!” Clair called.

The Electric-type looked back towards her, and caught a thrown Mega Stone.

“So Ampharos has a Mega Stone?” Ash asked, and then the answer became obvious. Clair’s Mega Necklace shone with a bright orange light, matched by the Mega Stone in Ampharos’ paw, and then the valley was lit by a flash.

Arm thrown up to block the light, Ash noticed another Ampharos on the valley rim nodding to itself with satisfaction.

That must be the Pokémon who normally used the stone, then… so that meant this Ampharos was Clair’s. He’d wondered.

Then the light died down, allowing everyone to see Mega Ampharos.

It was certainly… different.

The wool that a Flaffy mostly divested itself of when evolving to Ampharos was back, in the form of a long, stylized mane coming off the back of his head and a similarly styled tail with several red orbs on it.

There were also a few changes to the general black/yellow colouring.

Mega Ampharos reached one arm up, and brushed at the hair. “There we go. Dragon.”

“How is that a dragon?” Ash asked, blinking. “I mean, he’s certainly a Mega Evolution, but… dragon?”

“You think I’m not a dragon?” Mega Ampharos asked. His orbs flickered red, and electricity shot between them.

As Donphan came charging back in, Mega Ampharos jumped into the air – and didn’t come back down again, using Magnet Rise. Donphan went rolling past underneath, a little startled, and then got hit from behind by a Dragon Pulse.

Coming to a halt in a pile of soil and shaking his head, Donphan frowned. “Right.”

He got moving again, just ahead of a Dragon Pulse which blew a crater in the ground.


Ash watched Mega Ampharos’ fighting style, trying to work out if there was something exploitable in it.

It was a little hard to tell, in all honesty. Mega Ampharos was floating in mid-air using Magnet Rise, several feet off the ground, and was also using Dragon Pulses quite liberally – with a lot of punch behind them. Donphan was having to weave erratically to avoid being hit, and near misses were still sending him skidding across the ground for a moment before he recovered.

If the Mega had been firing them from his mouth, that would have been bad enough – but those red orbs of his seemed to focus dragon-type energy. Balls of green light periodically jumped from one of the orbs to his paws, then got fired out at the evading Donphan.

Wait…

Ash looked closer. That was clearly Magnet Rise he was using to stay in the air, not something that he could just do as a matter of course. That meant…

“Donphan!” Ash called. “Bounce!”

Donphan responded by rolling straight at the wall of the lower terrace. He rolled up it at full speed, just ahead of a Dragon Pulse which blew the wall to bits, and pushed off with his trunk as the Pulse hit home.

“Mud Slap!” Ash added.

Suddenly realizing what Ash was doing, Mega Ampharos changed the electric fields holding him up to try to move out of the way. He didn’t quite manage it, though, and Donphan’s trunk fired a spray of mud – some of which was deflected by the electromagnetic fields, but they were unable to block it all at such a close range.

There was a crackle as the mud interrupted Mega Ampharos’ ability to keep himself in the air, and he dropped back to the ground.

Any celebration was premature, though. Just as Donphan landed, Mega Ampharos fired a pair of Dragon Pulses at him.

One went wide. The other hit hard enough to slam him through the packed-earth terrace wall, and part of it collapsed on him.


Ash clenched his fist. “Come on, Donphan!”

“Might be a problem, there,” Clair told him. “Mega Ampharos can overload abilities like Sturdy, so your Donphan won’t still be able to… eh?”

Light shone from behind the earthslide, and then it exploded outwards. The fragments of earth, some quite large, pelted Mega Ampharos – surprised, he’d not got his electromagnetic shield up in time.

Donphan panted, tired from the effort of the Hyper Beam he’d used to blast through the earthen wall, then focused. He reared up, glowing with a brown aura, and slammed his forelegs on the ground.

The whole valley shook as Donphan used Magnitude 10. A few small rocks fell down the sides, trees and bushes trembled, and at least one member of the Dragon Clan was grabbed by their partner to make sure they didn’t fall. But that was only the side effects.

The main, unfortunate target of the attack was Mega Ampharos himself. The ground under his feet became unstable, like quicksand, and he sank into it up to the waist before the trembling stopped.

No longer able to draw power from his tail-orbs, Ampharos was forced to rely on the single ball on his head. It pulsed, building power, but Donphan simply rolled around behind to where Ampharos couldn’t aim.

“That’s enough,” Clair said, before Donphan decided to Rollout her Ampharos. “Good work. I can see we need something better against Ground-types, though…”

Mega Ampharos transitioned back down to Ampharos. He picked up the Mega Stone where it had fallen, threw it back to Clair, and she caught it before returning him.

Ash did likewise with his tired Donphan.

“Good work,” he said, then looked up at Clair. “Uh – is it okay if I use Legendary Pokémon?”

“Yes, that should be fine,” Clair agreed. “That’s part of why I requested the six one-on-one battles format, since it means no one Pokémon can face more than one member of my team.”

“Thanks,” Ash nodded. “Right, Suicune!”

Clair smiled. “Sceptile!”


Suicune’s first action upon materializing was to leap up several flights of the terraces, until she was a little way up the curving valley and well above the Sceptile facing her – who was clambering down, having been sent out just next to Clair herself.

“So,” she said, looking down – well down. “I think we both know where this is going.”

Sceptile frowned. “How so?”

“Well, clearly you’re another of the ones with a Mega Evolution that turns them Dragon-type. Sceptile isn’t normally Dragon-type.”

Sceptile raised clawed hands in a shrug. “Lance’s main team includes a Gyarados and an Aerodactyl – I’ve met them.”

Suicune nodded. “Fair point, I suppose. Well, let’s get started then.”

The wind picked up in the valley. A tendril of it curled around Suicune, making her streamers flutter in the wind, then launched forwards at the Grass-type.

Sceptile’s arms glowed. She swung the flaring blades on her arm into the swirling Air Cutter, and her Leaf Blade blew both attacks apart.

The back-blast sent her back a step, but otherwise she was unscathed.

“Interesting,” was Suicune’s only comment. She began to pace, slowly, and then called the north wind to her once more.

This time it was stronger and more intense, and the plants growing on the valley sides fluttered – a few leaves being whipped off the trees.

Both Suicune’s streamers flared, and whipped back and forth. This time, two Air Slashes came off each streamer, resulting in four separate blades of wind curling in towards Sceptile.

Faced with this more powerful assault, the Grass-type burst into movement. She jumped to the left, evading most of the reaching blades, and spun her thick leafy tail into the fourth with the unmistakeable glow of an Iron Tail.

The impact produced a bang, and sharp eddies cut blades of grass around Sceptile. The Pokémon herself, though, was fundamentally undamaged.

“My turn,” Sceptile stated. She swung her tail around, scattering glowing green leaves, which showered towards Suicune.

Suicune opened her mouth slightly, charging an Ice Beam. She waited until the Magical Leaves had almost arrived, then produced an instant wave of water with Hydro Pump and released the Ice attack into it at the same moment.

Sceptile’s Magical Leaf attack expended itself on the icy sphere, which then shattered as Suicune burst out of the weakened side facing away from Sceptile.

Paws flashing as she kept running, Suicune fired another Ice Beam towards the Grass-type. This one, Sceptile blocked in an entirely different way – she volleyed in what looked a lot like a Drain Punch, which made the Ice attack scatter off in all directions.

She gestured, tail slapping the ground, and a tornado of grass and plant matter erupted from the earth just in front of Suicune.

Fortunately for the Water-type, she reacted fast enough to slow down – and to keep her Tailwind going at full speed. The powerful wind smashed into the Grass Pledge, breaking the column up, and by the time Suicune arrived it wasn’t very coherent.

She still had a problem, though – the ground where the attack had been launched had been torn apart by the Grass Pledge, and her footing was uncertain. It took her a moment longer to accelerate to full speed, and that meant she was caught by the fringes of a Giga Drain attack.

Wincing, Suicune leapt clear and ascended two terraces, running along some distance above Clair while building up her next response.

The wind, ice, and water she summoned combined into a Blizzard, which howled down from the terrace towards Sceptile.

Sceptile’s response was… unexpected.

She inhaled, then shot a roaring gout of Dragonbreath up at the incoming storm of ice and snow. The mystical fire wasn’t nearly as hot as genuine Fire-type attacks, but it still took the worst off, and by the time Suicune could get a clear line on Sceptile again the Grass-type was brushing the frost off her leafy arms.

“Hmmm…” Suicune pondered, as she jumped down a terrace and used the momentum thus gained to cross the valley at speed. “Ash? Any ideas?”

Ash frowned. “Yeah, actually! Hit her with Hydro Pump!”

“If you say so,” Suicune said dubiously, then jumped to a higher terrace as the one she was on was hit by a Seed Bomb. “Okay, here goes!”

Keeping an eye on Sceptile, she waited until the Grass-type was just about to fire – then spun, skidding to a halt so fast that the Giga Drain aimed at her running form missed entirely.

Before Sceptile could retarget, Suicune fired a full-force Hydro Pump at Sceptile. Water went everywhere as Sceptile raised her arms to block with a Leaf Blade, and by the end of it Sceptile was standing in a muddy field and absolutely drenched.

“Now, quick! Bulldoze!” Ash told Suicune. “Then Ice Beam!”

Suicune pounced, paws slamming into the mud of the valley floor, and fired off a Bulldoze.

Sceptile sank into the grassy mud, but only an inch or two, and when Suicune followed up with an Ice Beam the effects weren’t what they could have been. Sceptile was clearly caught, but just as clearly capable of escaping.

“What!?” Ash asked, sounding personally offended, as Sceptile smashed out of the ice and barely missed Suicune with a Leaf Blade. “I – wait a second…”

“Grassy Terrain,” Sceptile said, smirking, as Suicune leaped clear from the valley floor to the terrace above Ash. “Good try, though.”

Suicune’s reply was to charge up another icy attack. This one, though, was clearly not an Ice Beam.

She fired it, then added to the general theme with a Blizzard.

Sceptile tried to deal with the Ice attack with a Drain Punch – and that first icy attack burst, flash-freezing her wet arms in place as the Freeze-Dry detonated. Sceptile was hit next by the blizzard, and staggered backwards – using her tail to hold her up.

“Sceptile!” Clair called, her necklace glowing again. “Now!”

An orange light flashed from something half-hidden under the foliage at the base of Sceptile’s tail.

“Oh, come on!” Suicune said, exasperated. “I thought she said-”

“Thinking back, she never actually did,” Ash replied. “Oh, great…”

The glow grew and crescendoed, then subsided – revealing Mega Sceptile.

There were much more prominent head crests than a regular Sceptile, and her eyes had narrowed and gained red markings. Red markings also circled the tail, some of her claws and striped her lower belly, and her tail had gained a red tip.

The seeds on her back had grown substantially larger, some of them changing colour, and plates of dark green leaves formed armour at the shoulders and across the front of her chest.

She waved her tail back and forth, facing Suicune – then brought it around, over the top of her head, and fired the red tip at Suicune.

The Aurora Pokémon blurred into motion, jumping down almost to the valley floor, and successfully avoided the red plant-missile as it exploded into a storm of leafy fragments which peppered her former position.

“What was that!?” she asked, glancing back at it.

“Leaf Storm,” Mega Sceptile replied. Her tail-tip had apparently regrown already, and she fired it a second time at Suicune – who, predictably, dodged to avoid being hit by the cloud of razor-leafed shrapnel.


Ash watched the third Leaf Storm, and then the fourth, and frowned. Something didn’t seem-

“Suicune!” he called. “It’s not getting any weaker! I don’t know why, but-”

“Oh, that’s just perfect,” Suicune muttered, pelting down the valley terrace. She kicked off, avoiding the latest shrapnel-storm, and landed on a terrace on the other side of the flat valley floor.

Since her original strategy of waiting out the Leaf Storm’s normally-considerable burden on the user wasn’t going to pan out, she decided to instead take advantage of her opponent’s own Mega Evolution.

If, as she suspected, it had given Sceptile the Dragon-type… well, that just made her more vulnerable to Ice.

“Look-”

Ash’s voice gave her warning. This time, the Leaf Storm missile burst earlier – covering more of the valley, and giving her less of a chance to evade.

She fired her Ice attack – an Icy Wind, this time – early, and then pulsed out a great spherical flood of water. More than she usually did, in fact – purely to try to resist the impact of the high-speed leaf shrapnel.

It almost worked, in fact. The few green-glowing fragments which connected with her had been significantly slowed, and she shook off the impact with relative ease.

As the water sluiced off her and down onto the valley floor, she jumped clear to avoid any follow-up and sought out Mega Sceptile with her eyes.

The Grass-type was… unscathed, actually, though she was only just regrowing her new red stinger to use. That was curious.

“Ash!” she called, before summoning another wave of water and using it as cover to change position – it worked, and leaf shards peppered the ground some distance from her. “What happened?”


Ash raised his voice, to be sure Suicune could hear him. “She kind of… summoned a storm of petals from the seeds on her back, which took the attack, and then regrew them first!”

Trying a new trick, Suicune battered the Leaf Storm projectile with an Air Slash before it detonated. It tumbled, pointing in a different direction, but the shower of fragments went in the original direction anyway.

Looked like it was the speed of the stinger which was moving the shrapnel, not that they were being launched from the stinger mid-flight. That was a pity…

“Any ideas?” Suicune asked, snapping off an Aurora Beam at the Mega Sceptile to see for herself. Sure enough, pink and yellow petals promptly came seething out of the seed pods on her back, ablating away and preventing the Ice attack from reaching her.

“Uh… yeah!” Ash said, suddenly. “Right – head around the curve of the valley, out of sight, and use that to build up speed. Then come charging back in as fast as you can!”

“I refuse to dignify that with the word plan,” Suicune deadpanned, wincing as one of her dodges wasn’t quite fast enough.

“No, seriously, do it!” Ash instructed. “I’ll give more instructions in a moment!”


Suicune considered that. Actually, that was probably the best choice, if she wanted to avoid Mega Sceptile from countering whatever Ash’s plan was.

She skidded out of the way of a Leaf Storm, and pelted along the valley floor at maximum speed – aiming for the very far end, which was as Ash said out of direct line-of-sight.

Turning, she began to accelerate. Wind at her back, she fairly rocketed along – body flat to the ground between the moments where her paws landed, and she coiled-stretched-sprung again.

To make sure she could corner this hard, she was running close to the outer wall of the curve. She sighted Mega Sceptile, and the Grass-type swung up her tail to fire again.

“Icy Wind!” Ash called, just as the Leaf Storm fired.

Suicune reached the wet patch from her earlier Hydro Pump shield, but her paws found it just as sure footing as the grassy ground. She snapped off an Icy Wind, which spread out in front of her and hit the Leaf Storm projectiles the moment after they burst.

Since Ash had said what she was to do out loud, Mega Sceptile had overheard – meaning the detonation on the tail missile had been set late, to do the most damage. But that also meant they were close together, all caught by the same Ice attack, and while the frozen projectiles hurt as they bounced off they weren’t nearly as powerful as the unaffected Grass attack would have been.

“Ice Beam!” Ash added, as Suicune pelted along towards the reloading Mega. “And – Extremespeed!”

Suicune’s Ice attack flashed out, and Mega Sceptile formed her petal-shield automatically. The Ice Beam splashed off the shield, freezing it but going no further-

At which point a large, powerful Legendary moving at speeds considerably faster than a runaway train hit it, shattering it into a thousand pieces of ice-encrusted plant matter.

They, and Suicune, hit Mega Sceptile all in one go.

Mega Sceptile was driven back across the Grassy Terrain, feet scrabbling for purchase, and slammed into the lowest terrace retaining wall. As she tried to pull herself out of the mud, Suicune hit her with a Blizzard at point-blank range.

“Good match!” Clair called, and Suicune stopped attacking.

She took a deep breath, and exhaled it.

That had been… interesting. And invigorating.

With a wet, muddy sound, part of the terrace wall collapsed.

Oops…


“That was cool!” Mawile smiled. “Mister Ash was smart!”

“More like crazy…” Pikachu muttered.

“Don’t be like that, Mister Pikachu,” Mawile admonished, shaking her head. “That’s not nice!”


Mega Sceptile transitioned back down to Sceptile, and Clair retrieved the Mega Stone from her before returning the Grass-type.

“Very good,” she said again. “Not many are ready for that little trick of hers – but you managed to work around it. Well done.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, as Suicune jumped from terrace to terrace to join the spectators. “Uh… whose turn is it to pick who goes out next?”

“I think mine,” Clair smiled. “Flygon, your turn!”

Ash glanced down at the floor. Well, it was now or after Squirtle, those were the times there’d be enough water… “Lapras, you have a go!”


Lapras splashed into the water, grounding out with an oof before floating back up to a still-uncomfortable float an inch or two above the submerged valley floor.

“You couldn’t have made sure there was more water?” he asked, grumpily.

“It was now or after Squirtle, and who knows what he’s going to do…” Ash replied. “Anyway, can’t you fix it?”

Lapras nodded. He inhaled, and got hit by a rather nasty Iron Tail as Flygon swooped down on him.

“Ow!” he snapped, and fired his Hydro Pump. The broad blast of water whipped around, spraying the nearest terrace and eroding off some of the earth making it up, and tracked around towards the evading Flygon.

Some of the water spatter did hit the insectile Dragon, but he performed a roll away from the reaching Hydro Pump and gained altitude.

Lapras ended the Hydro Pump, now floating considerably higher off the ground, and sculled around to face Flygon directly.

“Well, I think we all know what I’m going to be using…” he muttered, charging an Ice Beam.

When it fired, snapping out into the sky, Flygon dodged with relative ease – the Ice Beam was a long, thin line, and even when Lapras swept it across the sky the agile Dragon was able to keep one step ahead.

As soon as the Ice Beam ended, Flygon retaliated. Wings blurring, he came diving down towards Lapras with his foreclaws glowing.

Hurriedly, Lapras pulled another Ice attack together – this time, a potent Frost Breath which he exhaled just as Flygon arrived for his melee attack.

There was a crashing sound of splintering ice, the crack-thud of an impact, and Flygon was pulling away again with a dusting of ice falling from his wings.

Lapras came bobbing up out of the water again – Flygon’s Superpower had knocked him down, and it had taken a moment for his bouyancy to reassert itself – and turned to face the next attack.

He frowned, watching as Flygon did a complex series of loops and turns at the end of his run. A lot more than was necessary…

“He’s using Dragon Dance!” Ash called. “Watch out, he’s going to use it to negate the drawback of Superpower!”

“Oh, great…” Lapras sighed. He fired another Ice Beam – to no effect, the speedy Ground/Dragon type evaded it almost casually – then paused, to consider how to best hit Flygon.

He could just save his attacks for when Flygon came in close – but that didn’t sound like a good idea, to him. It was passive and would normally work quite well, but with the Dragon Dance boosting him Flygon would only hit harder and harder. Perhaps hard enough to win with ease.

No, Lapras had to pre-empt him. And the best time would be during his attack run.

Thrashing his fins, Lapras began to charge another attack. This time, the blue ball of Ice energy was different – smaller, and harder, with a blue core.

Flygon finished his Dragon Dance, and dove. He bottomed out just out of sight, then came charging along the valley floor – his green colouring making him a little harder to spot.

Lapras smirked, and fired the ball of ice. As it shot forwards, he added to it with an Aurora Beam – weak, from being given so little time to charge, but he didn’t need power.

Inside the icy sphere was a core of unfrozen, supercooled water. As the Aurora Beam hit it, it all froze at once – expanding, and making the sphere explode into a shower of Ice Shards going in all directions.

Several of them peppered Flygon, and he wobbled in the air. One wing brushed close to the water, then he pulled up again and prepared for his attack.

He flew into another Frost Breath – one he was at least a little better prepared for, this time – and in return hit Lapras with another painfully hard Superpower.

This one sent Lapras skating back through the water, despite his best efforts. He turned, firing another of the bursting Ice Shard bombs, and managed to clip Flygon with a couple of the fragments.

Flygon did another of his looping wingovers, and came in again – dodging from side to side, this time, so Lapras couldn’t line up a good attack.

“Sheer Cold!” Ash called.

As soon as he said it, Flygon began to slow – not wanting to be caught in the potent Ice attack.

“Should I still-” Lapras asked, glancing back. Flygon was circling, looking for an opening, but staying out of range.

“Yes! Right now!” Ash ordered.

Feeling a little confused Lapras complied. The surface of the water around him froze, and then the ice quickly spread out to cover the entire elongated lakelet.

As the Sheer Cold went on, the ice creaked – and exploded upwards, the whole thing acting like a gigantic version of Lapras’ earlier ice bomb.

Blindsided from below, Flygon was bounced about thirty feet into the air by an upwards shower of ice. He described an arc through the air, wings twitching and then flapping frantically as he fell, and hit one of the terraces with a thud.

Pushing off, he tried to gain height again, but Lapras hit him with a well-placed Ice Beam.

“There,” Lapras said, feeling satisfied, as Flygon crashed into the next terrace down – snapping through a few bushes before skidding belly-down on the earth of the terrace. The ice shattered off as he spun to a halt, but Flygon was in no further shape to battle.


Clair nodded to herself. “Ice is one of the banes of all dragons,” she agreed, returning Flygon. “Fairies are the other – you don’t have any of them, do you?”

“Aside from Mawile, no,” Ash said. “And she’s a bit young for battle at the moment.”


Mawile seemed very amused by the idea of battling. “That’d be fun!” she said, one hand over her mouth as she giggled. “I’d be all sneaky, and then BOO!”

Her false-jaws half-opened and closed, though not in time with her words.

“I’m sure you would,” Misty agreed. “You’ll probably need some training, though.”

“Sure!” Mawile agreed readily. “Training sounds fun too!”


“Okay, that’s three down and three to go,” Ash said, withdrawing Lapras. “Who’s fourth?”

“It’s your choice,” Clair reminded him.

“Right.” Ash frowned, considering.

He didn’t know what Clair had, but… oh, why not.

“Charizard!” he called.

“Took you a while!” Charizard chuckled, as he emerged. He rolled once, then turned over and began hovering in place over Ash’s head.

“Ah, your Charizard. A familiar sight around here,” Clair told him. “Well… how about this?”

She took a fourth Pokéball “This is one of the few Pokémon whose primary type is Flying. Though in practice it’s no different from having a secondary type of Flying, apart from academic curiosity. Noivern!”


AN:

It’s the final gym in Johto, so it’s a bigger fight than usual.

Inspirations here: Ampharos-M is taking a bit from Dragonball, what with his floating, his dragon-type orbs, and his energy blasts from the hands.

Sceptile-M is pretty much an artillery piece.

And Lapras vs. Flygon took on a bit of an anti-air gun vibe.






98. Johto 40


This is the second of two chapters today.

As the Sound Wave Pokémon materialized, Charizard gave her a considering look.

“I’ve met Noibat before,” he commented. “Are you evolved from them?”

She nodded, silently, and began to climb. Matching her, Charizard beat his wings harder and rose into the sky.

“Hey!” Charla called. “You’d better win this – or we’re all going to look like wimps!”

“You know it!” Charizard called back, then returned his attention to Noivern.

“Why are your ears glowing?”

Noivern used Boomburst.

The blast of sound was clearly visible, a pressure wave in the air which turned it whiter and more translucent. Charizard had just enough time to realize it was coming before it hit him.

It was like flying into a plate glass wall. The almightly SLAM of impact passed Charizard in a moment, shoving his wings back to their furthest elevation and making his neck snap back.


“Charizard!” Ash called, startled.

What had just happened?

He watched as Charizard went through a slow backflip, shedding forward momentum before dropping towards the valley below.

Then his wings snapped out again.


Roaring, Charizard shot a pulse of Dragonbreath out at Noivern from below. The Sound Wave Pokémon rolled to the side, wings flapping as she evaded, and fired another Boomburst downwards.

Gritting his teeth, Charizard gave one great wingbeat and flew straight at it.

The sonic pulse blasted over him again, but this time he was ready for it. Wings stooped over to deflect the blast of sound, teeth held unclenched to reduce the impact, Charizard grunted and powered through the sonic attack.

It was still like flying into a plate glass window. But Charizard absolutely could do that, and keep fighting.

Already Noivern was charging again. To avoid her getting too long to build it up, he fired a Dragon Rage at her and followed it up with a less effectual Flamethrower.

Noivern’s response surprised him. She fired her half-charged Boomburst, this time directly at the Dragon Rage. It reacted as though it had hit something solid, detonating early, and Charizard had to roll to one side to avoid flying through the explosion.

This was going to be harder than he’d been expecting.


“Why’s it a primary Flying-type anyway?” Ash asked, squinting into the sky.

Charizard snatched his tail away from the latest pulse of sound, wings hammering, and fired a roaring pulse of flame to give himself some cover.

When Noivern blew a hole in the smokescreen with Boomburst, she didn’t reveal her orange foe. Then Charizard emerged from the smoke with his mouth full of green fire, and scored a line down the side of her body before she fired a point-blank Boomburst which knocked both of them tumbling for a second.

“Oh,” Clair blinked, realizing she’d been asked a question. “What’s that?”

Recovering first, Charizard spun around in a tight turn and launched a Fire Blast at Noivern. The attack detonated on a pulse of intense sound, but successfully disrupted the attack and prevented it from reaching Charizard in turn.

“I asked how come Noibat and Noivern are primary Flying types,” Ash repeated, half his attention on Charizard.

Flaring his wings, Charizard shed speed. Noivern’s attack – a Dragon Pulse, seemingly for sheer variety – shot in front of him, and he dove to regain speed.

“Right,” Clair said, also a bit distracted by the overhead battle. “Basically, that’s what the scanner says.”

Pressing her advantage, Noivern stooped towards Charizard to reduce the charge time for her attack. It took at least a little time for her to go from deciding to fire to actually firing, and the closer her target the lower the power she could get away with.

“Really, so – dodge!” Ash shouted.

Noivern rolled and pitched, gaining the right angle, and Charizard dodged to his right just before she fired. The blast of sound rippled out, but Charizard had gotten away with it – his tail flame whipped in the side-burst, but the hammering sonic attack itself missed.

“Break left!” Clair called, seeing something Noivern couldn’t.


Under his body, Charizard’s mouth was glowing. He pulled his wings in, slamming around in a painful yaw turn, and fired his Draco Meteor.

The glowing orb soared towards Noivern, exploded, and showered the whole area of sky she was in with bright orange projectiles. She blasted one out of the way, dodged another, and then a third one hit her in the small of the back – producing an explosion of orange and purple light.

“Take that,” Charizard said, panting, and followed up with a blast of Dragonfire.

Noivern snatched herself away from the gout of mystical flames, hammering a Hurricane back at Charizard to keep him occupied.

As he fought the intense winds, Noivern gained height. She flared her wings, and a pinkish glow enveloped her.

The injury on her back started to fade. Then a Fire Blast detonated near her, and she stumbled slightly in the air.

Charizard climbed up towards her at speed, already shooting out a column of Fire Spin, and she abandoned her healing technique to fire back at him. The Boomburst blasted his Fire Spin apart, and he bulled through it with a grunt of pain.

“Charizard!” he heard. “Use Blast Burn if you want!”

Oh, Charizard very much wanted that.

He sent another salvo of fire Noivern’s way, licking at her wings and making her spend energy blowing it out, and gained height.


“Blast Burn?” Clair repeated. “That’s the powerful… wait, he’s a Charizard. The ridiculously powerful Fire attack? The version they only teach at the Valley?”

“Yep!” Ash replied, hand already up to shade his eyes. “Only thing is… we kind of improved on it.”

Clair blanched. “You improved on that?”

She looked around. “I hope everyone’s going to be safe when you let that off…”

“No, it’s fine,” Ash hastened to let her know. “No-one’s been hurt yet.”

“That doesn’t exactly fill me with confidence,” she muttered.


The two Pokémon were both rising further and further into the heavens, as Charizard drew the battle higher – climbing whenever possible, firing attacks down from his position of height, and refusing to give up any of his hard-won altitude even if it would improve his chances of dodging.

Since distance reduced the effectiveness of her attacks, Noivern was forced to come climbing after him and keep him within effective range. Both Pokémon were fit, and well-used to hard flying, but she was tiring just that little bit faster.

Or so Charizard thought, anyway.

As he considered that, she fired out another Boomburst to make sure he wasn’t getting complacent. The attack spread as it climbed, losing some of its force, but still retained enough to rattle his bones and click his teeth painfully together.

Snarling, Charizard pulled around in a tight turn, inhaling. Blue light shone from his throat, and he launched out a jet of Aura-saturated hydrogen gas.

The gas reached the distance he set within a couple of seconds, and spread out into a sphere as Noivern stopped climbing – turning to stay a reasonable distance from this unknown attack.

Smirking, Charizard triggered his Blast Burn.

It began at his mouth, flashing down to encircle the bluish globe evenly. The explosion flashed inwards, growing stronger and more powerful as it approached the centre-

And then Noivern hit it with a full-power Boomburst.

The delicate conditions which would have led to the micro-fusion explosion were disrupted by the wall of sound. There was instead a complicated BANG as the remaining gas detonated all at once, producing a wash of heat and pressure but nothing like what Charizard intended.

“That’s just not fair!” he shouted, highly offended, as the cloud of smoke from his fizzled attack spread. “Do you have any idea how much work that took?!”

Noivern replied by launching a Dragon Pulse at him.

Charizard slipped sideways in the air, avoiding the attack, and blasted a stream of Dragonbreath back down – diving, now that he had less need for his height advantage, and managing to get close enough to score on Noivern.

Pressing his attack, he swiped out at her with a Dragon Claw attack, and barely missed. He took a hasty Boomburst to the side as Noivern rolled clear, which came in at an oblique angle and didn’t get proper purchase.

Snapping around in a turn, Charizard decided on a new strategy.

She didn’t want to fight him close in? That’s exactly what he’d give her.

Mouth flashing with an eerie green light as he repeated his earlier Dragonbreath, Charizard lunged forwards. He fired it ahead of Noivern, making her instinctively slow to avoid the sheet of green flame, and he managed to get close enough to swipe at her wing – scoring a hit, and making her hiss in pain.

As Charizard continued going for close-quarters attacks, Noivern pulled up into a wingover to stymie him. She managed to evade his attempt at a Bite, but shed a lot of speed in doing so, and Charizard – experienced at fighting other dragons – performed a dizzying forward roll to come up below and behind her as she tried to regain speed.

Mouth flashing with blue light, Charizard volleyed in one of the lesser, ‘normal’ Blast Burns he had learned before. Noivern was hit for just a moment before managing to slip out of the line of fire, but the momentary contact was clearly painful despite her Type advantage.

Swallowing as he waited for his flames to build back up again, Charizard banked after his opponent – noticing as he did that they were losing height rapidly.

That gave him an idea.

He stayed on her tail as she tried to jink and lose him, focusing hard to make sure he caught every last indicator of her next moves, and as soon as it was feasible he shot out a Fire Blast just below her.

Instinctively, she pulled up slightly – losing a bit of speed. Then the Fire Blast detonated, producing a rippling air current which knocked her flight path off further, and by the time she’d made up the speed deficit he was close enough to grab her tail and yank.

He lost his grip quickly, but it was enough. She stumbled slightly in the air, slowing further, and Charizard slammed bodily into her before fouling both her wings with his claws.

They were falling much faster, now, as Noivern lost the ability to control their flight and Charizard wrenched them around into a dive.

Struggling, she fired a Boomburst at him at point blank range. The concussion made Charizard’s head swim, but he held on gamely – and blazed a Dragon Rage ball right back at her from just as close.

As she tried to charge another attack, he slapped her neck aside with his horns – making it go wide – and kept one eye firmly on the uprushing ground.


“Are they about to-” Clair began, then interrupted herself. “Look out!”

She ducked reflexively as Charizard abruptly pushed Noivern away from himself. Wings straining, he bottomed out a few feet above the valley rim and swept inches over the head of the watching Suicune – who skidded backwards a little before regaining her footing.

Noivern wasn’t so lucky. She made a good effort to stop herself, but hit the valley side with a concussive WHAM. Staggering back into the air from the glancing crash, she flapped once, then hit the upper branches of a tree and went tumbling to the ground in a tangle of branches and dust.


“Is she okay?” Ash asked, wincing. That hadn’t looked pleasant…

“I hope so,” Clair admitted.

After a moment, Noivern’s head was seen shaking. She stood, wobbling a little, and as she did Charizard came flying back over the valley side and hovered menacingly overhead.

“Noivern can’t battle on,” Clair decided. “Well done once more, Ash Ketchum. Though I think you and Charizard were both a little surprised by Noivern there…”

“Yeah, she was really good,” Ash agreed. “Blocking attacks like that was neat!”

Clair nodded, returning her Pokémon. “Overwhelming force doesn’t just mean being able to knock out your opponent – it means being stronger, in some way, and forcing your opponent to think to react. My gym’s purpose is to ensure trainers cannot rely simply on strong Pokémon.”

“Right!” Ash realized. “So either they have to do something you’ve not seen before, or they have to come up with something on the fly!”

“Very good,” Clair smiled. “Now, my turn. Dragonair, your time to shine!”

“Squirtle!” Ash replied promptly.


“Ooh, that looks pretty,” Mawile said, looking down with interest at Clair’s Dragonair. “Is it a Water-type as well as a Dragon?”

“No, just pure Dragon,” Misty replied.

“Thank you!” Mawile glanced up, smiling, before returning her attention to the battle. “What moves does Mister Squirtle know?”

Misty rolled her eyes. “I’m not even sure he knows…”


“Okay, Dragonair!” Squirtle announced, sliding down the terrace slope with one arm used for braking his fall. “You’re not the first dragon I’ve fought, but you’re the first in a good long while that wasn’t a Dragonite!”

Dragonair tilted her head slightly. “…are you well?”

“What’s that supposed to mean!?” Squirtle reached the valley floor, in a different patch to the one Lapras had frozen solid. “Of course I’m fine! I’m better than fine, I’m the badass leader of the Squirtle Squad!”

Over on the valley side, Charizard cleared his throat. “He gets like this,” the Fire-type told Dragonair succinctly. “You may as well get on with it.”

“Very well.” Dragonair rose up with the upper third or so of her body, her beaded tail waving lazily and producing a series of ripples.

“…in the world!” Squirtle finished. He pointed at Dragonair. “So eat this! Rime!”

Inhaling, Squirtle fired out a jet of super-cooled water.

Dragonair reacted by briefly drawing back, and then darting to one side – moving with blurring speed, and easily getting clear before the water froze into a complicated splash-shaped structure on the valley wall.

“Interesting,” she said. Her tail tip rose again, describing a circle, and a wind picked up.

Squirtle fired another attack, this one an Ice Beam, then jumped into the air and used Hydro Pump to get clear of the Twister attack.

Behind him, the Dragon-typed whirlwind scoured a semicircle out of the terrace side, with some of the earth slumping into the space it left.

“That’s a powerful Dragonair,” Ash commented, wincing as the wall of the next terrace up slumped slightly.

“She wouldn’t do so much damage if the walls hadn’t been weakened by… well, everything else,” Clair admitted. “But yes, she’s quite strong.”

There was a small explosion, as Squirtle’s Ice Beam hit a Dragon Rage ball and detonated it about halfway between the two battling Pokémon. Dragonair followed up her attack with a Twister, and Squirtle plucked his sunglasses from his face to swipe at the tornado – breaking it in half.

“How did he-” Clair began, then shook her head. “Never mind, I’m not sure there’s going to be an explanation I’d be happy hearing…”

Dragonair ducked under the next Ice Beam, and launched a wave of Dragonbreath at Squirtle. The Tiny Turtle retaliated with a huge wave of water in a Surf, which extinguished the mystical flames more by hammering them flat than by elemental advantage, and threw his glasses into the next Dragon Rage ball.

It went skidding off course, almost back towards Dragonair, and blew another crater into the valley wall.

Following straight up on his previous attack, Squirtle launched a wave of water at Dragonair again. This time, it was a steaming Scald, which underwent a series of steam explosions as it travelled in order to fling it into the evading Dragon-type, and while she was focused entirely on dodging he managed to lead her enough with an Ice Beam to freeze the lower part of her body.

The Scald quickly melted the ice, but it had held her still long enough for Squirtle to get in a full Rime. Freezing near-instantly on contact, it solidified Dragonair to the place her dodging had taken her – two terraces up.


“Good work, Squirtle!” Ash called. “Now she’s frozen, she can’t-”

He noticed Clair smirking.

“…Aspear Berry?”

Clair shook her head. “Something else entirely.”

Light began to emanate from the ice. Then it exploded, and an orange-cream Dragonite went soaring skywards.

“She deliberately held back from evolving!” Clair explained, as Dragonite blocked Squirtle’s quick Ice Beam with a Flamethrower.

“I prefer it when it’s me doing things like that,” Ash said ruefully.


Squirtle gestured with his glasses. “Not going to stay down here and fight?”

He put the glasses back on, firmly. “Right! That’s it, I’ll come up and fight you!”

Withdrawing his arms, legs, head and tail into his shell, he fired a Hydro Pump and went flying into the air.

Dragonite retaliated by flying higher, and crackling light flickered between her palms for a moment.

“Look out!” Ash called. “That’s-”

The light focused on one hand, and Dragonite flicked it downwards. A Thunder slammed down, hitting one of Squirtle’s water jets and conducting up to him.

Shocked and stunned, Squirtle wobbled out of control and crashed about halfway up the valley side.

Ash scaled the terrace behind him and ran along to where Squirtle was. “Squirtle, are you okay?”

The Water-type shook his head, standing on wobbly legs. “Ow,” he reported. Taking a breath, he produced an Aqua Ring around himself. “Okay. It’s time to break out the big guns.”

“The big guns?” Ash repeated, glad Squirtle seemed to be recovering swiftly. “You mean that Drill Break?”

“Bigger! It’s time to use… that,” Squirtle said ominously.

There was a pause.

“What?” Ash asked.

“No, That! It! The Thing!” Squirtle went on, waving an arm encouragingly. “Plan S!”

“I have no idea what you mean, Squirtle,” Ash explained. “What is It?”

Squirtle rolled his eyes, then reached into his shell and produced… it.

Ash did not find the sight encouraging.

There was a deep, indigo blue sphere, striated with cool and watery markings – though so faded they were barely visible.

There was some kind of greyish sphere rammed into a hole drilled in the side, blocking off the hole.

And, through the crystal, Ash could faintly see something glowing.

“What is it, Squirtle?” he asked.

“It’s Squirtilite!” Squirtle told him. “It’s much more likely to work than last time!”

“Last-” Ash stopped. “No, I don’t want to know.”

“Good!” Squirtle said firmly. “Now, light up that staff of yours and let’s do this!”

Dubiously, Ash swung his staff off his shoulder, and concentrated.

Squirtle, one of his first Pokémon. Kind of strange – this being one example – but certainly brave, strong and loyal.

Ash remembered Squirtle saving his life, back when they first met. He remembered the times Squirtle had fought for him, worked to keep his friends safe, and gone to his limits and beyond in battle.

No, Squirtle wasn’t perfect. But Ash didn’t care, since he was still great.

Then there was an orange glow.


“What the heck!?” Pikachu gaped. “That shouldn’t even have been possible!”

“He got it working,” Suicune sighed. “He asked me for advice, but… I can’t believe he actually got it working.”

As the light faded, they saw what had happened

Standing there was, unmistakeably, a Mega Squirtle.

His glasses had gone along with the Mega Stone – replaced by a pointed pair of black markings around his eyes, forming the outline of his signature shades.

On his wrists, just above the hands, bands of what looked like semisolid water supported a pair of drill-like gauntlets – one per arm – and a similar-looking material formed a pair of tiny water cannons on his back as a separate, almost backpack-like unit.

Misty sighed, facepalming. “I don’t believe this.”


“That’s right!” Mega Squirtle announced, not quite gloating. “My indomitable will has overcome all obstacles in its way! Even the rules which dictate what can evolve and what can’t stand no chance against the power of a hot blooded mon’s friendship!”

“How the heck did that even-” Ash shook his head. “Okay, I’m not questioning it. Uh – Heracross had trouble knowing what his body did when he Mega-Evolved, are you-”

“I’m fine, of course!” Mega Squirtle announced. The gun pack swivelled, pointing down, and he pointed one fist skywards. “All right, you overgrown Dratini, I’m coming up to-”

A Thunder speared down out of the sky, and Mega Squirtle just about managed to jump out of the way.

“Right, then,” he said, cracking his knuckles, and raised his fist again.

Then his cannons fired.

In a stream of high-pressure water, Mega Squirtle ascended skywards. Ash raised an arm to fend off the rushing water, and then the jets altered slightly so they were spraying the valley floor instead of the terraces.

There was a moment of near-silence.

“…what just happened?” Clair asked plaintively.


Rolling his neck as he ascended, Mega Squirtle considered his options.

A Thunderbolt crackled down at him, and he batted it aside with one of his water-drills. There was a hissing BANG as the water reacted violently, making him roll once to the side, before he steadied down and ascended further.

Levelling his other drill, he fired a blast of water at the Dragon-type. Dragonite rolled away from it, losing a little height, and then found Mega Squirtle adjusting the angle of his gunpack to follow.

What resulted was an unlikely dogfight, with Dragonite finding herself pursued by the jet-powered Mega Squirtle in a series of close engagements mixed with sudden, wide, swooping curves.

Neither was all that good at flight – Dragonite had flown as a Dragonair, but more of a lazy levitation than the kind of high speed Dragonite could produce, while Mega Squirtle was basically going off what he’d seen on TV – but it all seemed to cancel out, resulting in a very evenly matched aerial battle.

Dragonite took an Ice Beam that clipped her wing, making her snatch it away from a follow up blast – she spun into a tight turn, managing to get inside Mega Squirtle’s turn – Mega Squirtle was nailed by a Thunderbolt as he sought to evade, then switched his gun pack briefly to Ice Beam and hit Dragonite that way – Dragonite fired out a Dragon Pulse, clipping Mega Squirtle and sending him into a spin – Mega Squirtle recovered…

They flashed back and forth across the sky, jockeying for the advantage, until after several minutes Dragonite managed to hit Mega Squirtle with a Dragonbreath.

Mega Squirtle tumbled for a few seconds, jets firing away, and stabilized in a much lower hover.

“Finish him off, Dragonite!” Clair called, her voice just about audible over Mega Squirtle’s jets. “Use Outrage!”

Mega Squirtle jinked to the side as Dragonite’s first attack run of the Outrage came in. “That’s your mistake! You’re trying to finish me off! And if there’s one thing the Badass Leader of the Squirtle Squad never is, it’s be in a position where he can be finished off! Just get that through your thick head!”

Coming in on the second attack, Dragonite caught him a glancing blow. Mega Squirtle grinned, rubbing at his cut lip.

Both drills began to glow, and then shot off streams of water that dripped as they arced off into the sky. Again, and the second pair were dripping water that froze to ice beneath them.

The third pair were ice, and they stayed connected to Mega Squirtle’s fists.

“Mega Squirtle Ice Drill Break!” the chelonian Pokémon announced, and all six drills converged on Dragonite.

There was a very loud explosion.


Jets flaring, Mega Squirtle came down to a landing in the centre of the valley.

Behind him, covered in ice, Dragonite crashed to the floor of the valley.

“And that’s why I’m the badass leader of the Squirtle Squad,” Mega Squirtle finished.


“…I have no idea what we just saw,” Clair admitted.

“Not surprised, I don’t either,” Ash confessed.

Clair shook her head, and went on. “Still, I think that counts as a win for you. Impressive, if baffling.”


“That was cool!” Mawile announced. “Mister Squirtle’s amazing!”

Charizard sighed. “I really hope you don’t take too much inspiration from him…”

“Why not?” Mawile asked, turning to look at him.

“He goes a bit… too far, sometimes,” Pikachu volunteered. “It’s okay to be strong, certainly, but Squirtle overdoes other things.”

Mawile nodded seriously. “Okay.”


As Dragonite was returned, Mega Squirtle exhaled. “Right, now we’re done-”

He flashed orange, and reverted to Squirtle. His glasses were back on his face, and the homemade Squirtilite was in his left hand. “I- eh?”

Immediately obvious was that the Squirtilite was not behaving as it should. It was crackling with energy, the water-stone component was a deep, night-dark black, and the Everstone component was fizzing like limestone in water.

“What’s-”


Finally overloaded with strain, the makeshift Mega Stone detonated into a tidal wave of water. The sudden rush splashed both Clair and Ash as it briefly overtopped some of the terraces, then flowed back – carrying large amounts of mud and silt with it, along with a startled Squirtle.

A blue blur came leaping down from the valley side. Pausing a moment at each terrace to kick off, Suicune landed on the rushing water rapidly draining out of the side valley. She plucked him from the water, her powers purifying the flood as she did so, and then jumped clear and skidded to a halt.

“Got him,” she announced, depositing the bedraggled Squirtle on the grass.

Ash returned him. “Thanks, Suicune.”

She nodded. “I’ll go make sure no-one else is caught in the flood.” With that, she jumped off down towards the Dragon Holy Land proper.

“Okay… well, I guess we’re both down to one left,” Ash went on. “And that means it’s Keldeo!”

Keldeo emerged with a flash, and gave a determined nod. “I’m ready!”

“We are indeed down to one left,” Clair agreed. “This one determines if you win automatically, or if the Clan is to judge you. Altaria!”


Keldeo looked Altaria over, head tilting slightly.

The Humming Pokémon leant down to receive a Mega-stone charm from Clair, then ascended to hover several feet in the air as Keldeo set his stance.

“Begin!” Clair said. “Sky Attack!”

A silvery-orange glow flashed into being around Altaria’s body, growing in intensity. Altaria circled once, then came diving down to deliver the Sky Attack.

Keldeo stamped a hoof on the ground, and formed a ball of bluish Aura in his mouth. As he concentrated, the colour leached out of it, resulting in a near-pure-white sphere.

He then leaked a bit of his own Aura back into it, adding water to the ice, before releasing it just as Altaria came down.

The shotgun-like spread of the Icy Wind attack peppered Altaria as he stooped, making the Sky Attack ripple and weakening it considerably, and one of Altaria’s semisolid cloud wings managed to clip the dodging Keldeo.

There was a flash as the energy of the attack released, knocking Keldeo onto his side, and then Altaria scraped the next terrace up as he climbed frantically to avoid crashing into the earthen wall.

Keldeo pulled his hooves in and pushed himself back to his feet, shaking his head. “That didn’t go too well…”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “But I guess – wait, look out-”

There was a flash of multicoloured light from Clair’s Key Stone, and Altaria’s Altarianite charm responded.

Incongruously, as the orange glow lit the valley, Ash noticed someone moving up on the rim. A young man with an Altaria beside him.

He looked familiar…

A moment later, though, the transformation was finished, and Ash returned his attention to Mega Altaria.

Compared to some Mega Evolutions, there weren’t many obvious changes to Mega Altaria’s body. His semisolid cloud-stuff had shifted, revealing different parts of his draconic form, and his tail feathers had grown to long, opalescent streamers.

The biggest change, however, was to the cloud itself. Normally, the cloud for an Altaria was clumped in a fairly spherical blob around its main body. Mega Altaria had distinct wings around his arms, a diffuse tricorn-like hat on his head, and a great mass of it behind him.

It was all also shimmering with an eerie pinkish-silver shading, as though the light itself was just beneath the surface.


“Wow…” Mawile said, both mouths slightly agape. “That’s pretty!”

“It’s certainly different,” Pikachu decided.

Lucario nodded. “Hmmm…” He closed his eyes, frowned, then glanced around at the spectators.

His lidded eyes flicked between Togekiss and Mawile, then to the Mega Altaria.

“That’s interesting…”


“Tyl…” asked a Salamence, slowly. “What types do you get when you go Mega?”

“Oh,” Tyl replied, shrugging under his cloud. “I become Dragon/Fairy, of course!”

“…that’s vaguely disconcerting,” commented a Dragonite absently.

“Shh, I want to watch the match,” Maurice said, waving a hand. “That Altaria’s stronger than Tyl is, I want to see how he handles being Mega!”


Keldeo contemplated his opponent anew, examining the shimmering energy that seemed to fill his cloud.

“This could be tough, Keldeo,” Ash said, frowning. “I think you should-”

“Right,” Keldeo nodded, filling in Ash’s meaning. He stamped a hoof on the floor, and transitioned to Resolute Form.

“I didn’t know Keldeo could go Mega,” Clair said, interested. “And – I thought the staff was your Key Stone, but-”

“No, that’s a Form change,” Ash explained.

“Right, I see…” Clair nodded.

Keldeo grinned, then lit his Sword. “Okay, let’s do this!”

He cantered forwards, gaining speed quickly, and launched himself off the terrace side.

Mega Altaria promptly used Fairy Hyper Voice.

A wavefront of sparkling light spread out towards Keldeo, and hit him all across his front from hooves to horn. The shimmering sparkles detonated on contact, halting Keldeo’s charge and knocking him back into the upper wall of the terrace he’d just left. Wincing, he slid down the wall, regaining some control over his position, and jumped clear before the second one arrived – making the ground shake slightly, and the terrace collapse behind him.


“Whoa!” Ash said, blinking. “Was th – look out!”

His warning came just in time. Keldeo jumped down a terrace, avoiding a Fairy Hyper Voice which made where he’d been running crack visibly, and skidded around in a turn to fire his Icy Wind.

The gust of chilled air spread and expanded out, reaching for Mega Altaria, but he ducked down underneath it with ease and fired a Pixilated Hyper Beam.

Yelping, Keldeo interposed his Secret Sword into the way of Mega Altaria’s attack. The howling, sparkling beam of energy crashed home, making Keldeo wince, and he braced his hooves and leaned into the attack to avoid being knocked flying.

Side-blast snapped off in smaller beams, carving lines into the sides of the valley, and the spectators took some nervous steps back. Ash spotted that Clair had her – now recovered – Ampharos setting up Light Screens to protect her, and Dexter started to do the same.

After some seconds, the Fairy-typed Hyper Beam sputtered out.

Keldeo looked a little the worse for wear, but still hale, and his Secret Sword blazed back up again as he focused.


“Take this!” Keldeo called, swinging his horn down sharply. “Secret Sword!”

The golden blade separated from his horn, exploding forwards in a curved scythe of energy, and Mega Altaria brought up his tail to block. The tail collided with the Secret Sword with a bang, shielding Mega Altaria’s body from the main attack, and his type advantage removed a lot of the sting of the blow.

Dodging back and to one side to prevent Mega Altaria lining up easily, Keldeo fired another Icy Wind. This one he charged with more power, and filled with his Aura until it was barely stable before firing, but even that attack – which was approaching the strength of a Blizzard, if not the speed – didn’t connect. Mega Altaria simply swooped down to the surface of the valley floor, squeaking underneath the attack, and launched another beam of Fairy-typed energy.

Reigniting his sword, Keldeo blocked again. This time, the beam was much lower, and he had to crouch to make sure it wouldn’t push his head up and out of the way.


Clair glanced over to her opponent, and saw Ash seemed to only be keeping one eye on the battle. Half his attention was on his palm.

Curious, she looked closer, and saw a faint white sparkle there.

“Okay, Keldeo, I’ve got an idea!” she heard Ash call. “First – as soon as you can, get moving! This could take a while!”


The blast of Fairy-typed energy finally subsided, as Mega Altaria stopped using Hyper Beam.

Keldeo glanced up, coming back to his full height, and saw the Dragon-type was already recharging. Pink-silver energy flowed through his cloud, gathering on his neck ruff and crown, before streaming from there towards his mouth.

Deciding he’d got more than enough of a look for now, Keldeo spun on his forehoof and got moving – leaping up three terraces in a row, then running along to look for a good place to jump up again.

A Hyper Voice slammed into the ground behind him, making it crack and fall away.

“What now?” he called, most of his attention on his headlong gallop.

“Okay!” Ash replied. “Now – do the first step of how you form an Icy Wind! Just the first step, the cold ball of Aura!”

“Right,” Keldeo replied, nodding and leaping up to a new level as he did so. Mega Altaria sent a blast of Fairy-energy at him, and he jumped straight back to the old one – forming the ball of cold.

“Got it!” he called, a few seconds later. “What now?”

“Now – keep it going, and focus on how it feels!”

Keldeo skidded as he reached a particularly broad tree, ducked – the tree exploded into splinters as Mega Altaria blew it up – and skidded down a level before deciding to cross the valley and start coming back the other way. “I’m concentrating as much as I can!”

The next thing Ash said was lost in the sound of an explosion.

“Pardon?”

“I said to concentrate on how your Secret Sword feels too!” Ash repeated.

Keldeo duly did so, concentrating on the rippling Aura of his Secret Sword and the nascent ball of cold in his mouth at the same time. “Ash, is this-”

“Look out!” Ash interrupted.

Keldeo glanced ahead, and yelped as he reached one of the sections damaged earlier in the fighting. A hasty jump carried him over the slumped part, and he accelerated further.

“Now…” Ash’s voice hung on the word for a moment. “Swap them around!”

Keldeo blinked. “What?”

He stumbled, almost fell, and went back into a canter. “I don’t see-”

“You did it!” Ash told him. “Or, started to! Just keep it up!”

A Fairy Hyper Voice went a bit long, and knocked a chunk from another tree.

Keldeo lost the ball of frost as he switched focus, and felt a tendril of aching cold on his horn.

But – that could mean…

He switched all the attention he could spare entirely to that nascent chill, and pumped energy into it. His Sword changed colour, going from a glowing gold to a frosty silver, and by the time he was getting close to Mega Altaria again the transition was complete.

“Good work!” Ash congratulated, as Keldeo shot past on the next terrace down. “Now – fire!”

“Ice blade!” Keldeo shouted, launching the silvery blade-beam from his horn. It snapped out towards Mega Altaria, and the slightly startled dragon fired his Pixilated Hyper Beam early.

The blade shot past the Hyper Beam, eroding a little as it clipped the edge of the energy stream, and hit Mega Altaria’s left wing – producing a musical crash as the icy attack connected, and a thin layer of ice over the cloudstuff covering the wing before Mega Altaria shook it off.

“All right!” Ash grinned. “You know what to do!”

“I sure do!” Keldeo agreed, his grin matching Ash’s. Reigniting his sword, he cloaked it in ice and fired a second scything ice blade – one Mega Altaria only barely dodged.


Clair blinked. “Did you just invent a move in the middle of a battle?”

“Yeah, why?” Ash asked, puzzled.

“…nothing.”


Keldeo fired out another Ice Blade, and Mega Altaria’s tail snapped up to block.

Having taken three hits already, it was caked in layers of ice, and this fourth one seemed to reach a critical mass- it lowered again only slowly, and Mega Altaria bobbed side-to-side slightly before recovering.

Cantering out of the way of a Fairy Hyper Voice, Keldeo charged his next one. His horn was beginning to tingle with the effort of sustaining all that throughput, but it was paying off!

This time, though, he’d barely fired the Ice Blade when it was hit by a Flamethrower.

Mega Altaria followed that up with a Fire Blast, and Keldeo rocked back on his hind legs and used a Hydro Pump jet to negate the flames in a hissing explosion of steam.

As the steam cleared, Keldeo saw that Mega Altaria had used the Fire Blast as a cover to switch back to charging Hyper Beam.

“Keldeo!” Ash called, in the moment before Mega Altaria fired. “Go for melee!”

Mega Altaria heard Ash as well, and began to ascend into the air.

“Right!” Keldeo called, his sword flashing from gold to icy silver, and interposed the blade between himself and Mega Altaria. The beam of Fairy-typed energy hit and splashed off, blowing holes in the grass around him, and he jumped.

All four hooves erupted with water, sending him soaring skywards, and he gritted his teeth – wobbling around a bit, trying to make sure he kept his Ice Blade in the right place.

Rising faster than Mega Altaria, he rode the Pixilated Hyper Beam right up to the Dragon-type himself, and slammed his Ice Blade into Mega Altaria’s chest – then pushed as much Aura into it as he could.

The pink and icy silver explosion was about half as wide as the valley.


Keldeo landed on three hooves, stumbled, and stood there panting for a long moment.

“Ow,” he said, shaking his head. “That kind of stung.”

He looked up at a slithering sound, as Ash came down the side of the lowest terrace and ran over to him.

“Nice work, Keldeo!” he said, grinning. “Really – that was awesome!”

“Thanks,” Keldeo replied, reverting to his Ordinary Form. “Phew… that was intense.”

He and Ash looked around the side valley.

It was a wreck. Trees were blown to bits, there was water and ice damage everywhere, a number of long furrows had been carved by attacks that had missed or gone wide, and about a third of the terraces had collapsed completely.

“Uh… sorry about breaking the battlefield!” Ash called up at Clair.

“…I think I’m now much less upset that Raikou broke my gym lights,” Clair sighed. “Otherwise you’d have ruined the entire building. Well, you won, Ash Ketchum – and won outright. Congratulations.”

“Thanks!” Ash said, with a relieved sigh. “That was a really good battle!”

Clair inclined her head slightly. “I’ll give you the Rising Badge in a moment. Now… who would like some lunch?”

“What!” Raikou roared.

He came bounding down the slope, and skidded a halt in front of Ash. “When are we going to have our bally race, then? It’s always something!”

“Raikou!” Ash shook his head. “We’ll have the race – in fact, we’ll probably have it today. Just let me get everything else sorted out first…”

The Electric-type Beast subsided, somewhat, but looked mutinous.


Gary Oak yawned. “Oh, that was a terrible night’s… what is it, Dee?”

He glanced at the clock, and blinked. “It’s four in the morning. Why did you get me up at four in the morning?”

Ash just fought Clair, thus earning the Rising Badge, Dee explained.

“So?” Gary bunked sleep out of his eyes. “This better be good…”

In reply, Dee’s projector sparked to life. She hovered into the air, and showed a flat-screen image of Mega Squirtle.

Gary stared at it for several seconds, as his brain booted up.

“…what is that?” he asked, carefully.

Mega Squirtle.

“Okay, how?”

I’m not sure of the details, Dexter sent me the picture… Dee broke off for a moment, then resumed. Right. Squirtle put together some bizarre bodge-job Squirtilite. It handled one battle and then exploded, but…

“…but it’s flat impossible under what we think of as the rules of Mega Evolution. Right.” Gary shook his head. “When’s the paper due back from peer review?”

Two days from now.

“Right.” Gary yawned. “Okay, I’m not going to pull it out of review, reformat the references, and go through all that faff for this. I’ll just… write an addendum or something.” Another yawn. “Maybe a monograph, always wanted to write one of those…”

Umbreon came out of her ‘ball, looked at the picture, and rolled her eyes. “Sometimes I forget that Ash’s one is the worst of the lot.”

Gary was already back under the covers. “Wake me sometime after nine, then we can go to that Fairy-type gym…” he mumbled.


“What does Mister Raikou mean a race?” Mawile asked, nibbling on some pocky.

“The three Legendary Beasts of Johto have been challenging me,” Ash explained. “I have to beat them in a race followed by a battle, and if I do then I can catch them.”

“Right!” Mawile nodded. “I see! Are you going to catch Mister Raikou?”

“I’ll certainly try,” her trainer chuckled. He passed her another piece. “This one’s strawberry.”

“Thanks!” She took a bite, and beamed. “I like strawberry!”

“Okay, I’ll remember that in future!” Ash chuckled.

He pretended not to notice that the dragons were still giving them quite a wide berth.

Except one…

“Hi, Ash,” one of the dragon riders said, walking over. “How’s things been?”

“Uh…” Ash frowned momentarily, trying to place the man, then realized. “Oh! You’re Maurice, right? The guy who J captured?”

Maurice shrugged. “Yeah, that’s me – seriously, thanks for saving Tyl and me back then. And, uh – sorry about loaning Clair that Altarianite.”

“That was yours?” Ash asked. “Huh. Well – congratulations, I guess, for having it. They’re pretty cool.”

“The cloud dragon was pretty!” Mawile said.

“I guess they are cool,” Maurice agreed. “So – guess you’re off to the Silver Conference, then?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “But we’re going on holiday for a couple of days before I get down to training hard, pretty much.”

“Oh?” The dragonrider nodded. “Sounds cool. When and where?”

“Altomare,” Ash said – simplifying things a bit. “Should be in a few-”

“You’ve not forgotten about-”

“No, I haven’t!” Ash replied, turning to Raikou. “So stop asking! We’ll do it once I’ve put together a team for it!”

“Then do it now!” Raikou whined. “I’ve been waiting for this for weeks!”

“You’ve been running all over Johto fighting Gym Leaders, I thought…”

Maurice raised a hand. “Is that a speed run?”

One of the other riders made to throw something at him.


“So that’s your newest Pokémon, Ash?” Delia asked, looking at the screen. “She’s such a cutie!”

Mawile waved, and said something.

Delia waited for a moment. “What did she say, Ash?”

“Oh, sorry!” Ash blushed. “She said it was nice to meet you, too. Hey, Mawile, do you want to meet her in person?”

Mawile nodded.

“That’s good – I’m going to be shifting a few Pokémon around, so you can head to Pallet Town for a bit.” Ash thought for a moment. “Oh, and don’t forget to see Molly, she can understand Pokémon too.”

That sentence seemed to puzzle Mawile a bit. She asked what Delia could clearly tell was a question.

“No, only some humans can understand Pokémon. I’m lucky to be able to,” Ash said with a smile.

That satisfied the little Fairy-type, and she nodded again.


“Okay, let’s see…” Ash said, counting under his breath. “Pikachu, Lucario, Houndour… Pidgeot, of course… Donphan… and Meganium.”

“Interesting choice for Meganium,” Pikachu said, as Ash sent out Pidgeot and clambered aboard. “Why her?”

Ash shrugged. “She’s not got a disadvantage, and her petal storms are surprisingly potent – and, of course, she can keep everyone else healthy. That could be important, remember Raikou’s been basically training for the last few months.”

“Fair point.” Pikachu hopped up onto Pidgeot. “We ready?”

“We are ready,” Pidgeot replied, raising her wings briefly to feel the wind. “Okay, not too bad…”

“I guess I’ll see you in Altomare!” Ash called to Brock and Misty. “Oh – do you want me to leave you Entei and Suicune so you can get around faster?”

“We’ll be fine!” Misty told him. “There are these things people use, they’re called boats!”

“Sounds boring!” Ash laughed.

“Right, shall we do this?” Raikou asked, crouching down. “Three, two, one…”

He set off with a crack of thunder, and Pidgeot launched herself into the air. Cream-brown blur chased streak of moving lightning southwards, and then they were gone.

“…well, I guess that’s that,” Brock said. “Where’s the nearest port?”

Clair frowned. “Tell you what… I’ll give you a lift. Where’s Salamence…”

“That’s very kind of you,” Misty said gratefully.


AN:

The second, longer, half of the gym fight.

Boomburst is loud. Very loud.

As for Mega Squirtle… yeah. That happened. Though many will want to forget it.

And finally, Keldeo vs. Mega Altaria. It is interesting how many cosmetic similarities Resolute Form has to a mega evolution, at least in the film/anime.






99. Johto 41


“Okay, here goes,” James said, sitting himself firmly down in the back seat. “You two ready for this?”

“Good question,” Jessie muttered. She glanced out the window of their modified C-130 Machamp, and looked down the beach on beautiful Five Island. “Uh – is that clear enough?”

“Should be, we landed on it a couple a’ weeks back,” Meowth quipped.

Jessie double-checked, then flicked a few switches. “Right. Self Test… good. Engine oil levels are fine… Meowth, how’s the fuel?”

“All good!” Meowth reported. “We got several hundred miles in dis thing!”

“Good,” Jessie said, concentrating. “Okay, injectors ready… mix is rich… I think we’re ready to start.”

“Remember, we’re testing a sudden takeoff,” James hinted.

“Right.” Jessie clicked a toggle, and a plastic cover unlatched. She slid a fingernail under it and flipped it up, then rested her finger on the switch.

“Cover your ears, guys!” Meowth called. “Dis is gonna be loud!”

Jessie hit the switch, slamming the throttles forwards with her other hand.

In each engine, several small explosive charges went off. They spun the engine rotors to full heat and power in an instant, and the engines coughed, then caught and began to run steadily.

“Flaps down…” Meowth reported.

“Right,” Jessie confirmed. “Pitch going to coarse – we’re rolling!”


Moltres tried to put her wings over her ears. “This is so loud!”

“Don’t worry,” Arbok said, shrugging with a sinuous flick of his body. “You’ll barely notice it after a while.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about that…”

“I think Abra has some earplugs,” Victreebell suggested.

The aircraft surged forwards, then tilted back to the accompaniment of a roar from the engines.


“Good work, Jessie,” James complimented, as they levelled out. “How was that?”

“…unexpectedly complicated,” Jessie admitted. “I thought it would be more like those robots we have. You know, four buttons and a joystick.”

“The robots used ta last about twenty minutes once we got in dem,” Meowth said, shrugging. “So it might be a good ting.”

“True…” Jessie nodded.

“Right!” James said. “Two more things to try out before we head back to Honshu. Well, three. Anyway – which of the first two should we do first?”

Jessie waited.

James looked expectant.

“James…” Jessie said slowly. “What are these mysterious things?”

“Oh, right.” James winced. “Okay. The first one is to give Meowth a go flying.”

“Me?” Meowth asked, blinking. “Why me?”

“Don’t worry,” James shrugged. “I won’t try to have you land. It’s just so you can keep the plane orbiting if we need it.”

“I guess…” Meowth said, looking with trepidation at the yoke. “I’m more of a copilot cat… what’s da second one?”

“Testing the hover capabilities,” James explained. “The third one’s… well, basically, seeing if Moltres can catch someone when they jump out the back.”

“…and how is that useful?” Jessie asked, banking slightly as they spiralled slowly up to cruising altitude.

James took several seconds to answer. “If we need to jump out in a hurry and one of us forgot their parachute?”

“Sure,” Meowth said, unconvinced.


Raikou jumped from rock to rock, approaching a steep drop. As he arrived, he took in the valley below at a glance, and kicked off for a point about a third of the way down the far wall. Reaching it, he turned inside his own body length to jump back across the valley – arresting his fall to the river below.

Pidgeot shot overhead, turning in a three-quarters-circle to drop into the steeply sided valley as Raikou reached the bottom. Balancing briefly on a rock outcrop in the middle of the river, he jumped again to pelt downstream.

Glancing back, he spotted Pidgeot – her wings slightly folded back, to make her narrower in this constricted airspace – before turning back to the river and accelerating.

A few miles downstream, the valley sides began to flatten out, and there were farms. Raikou went blazing past, relishing in the glory of running flat out, and as he made each turn he caught just a glimpse of the steady Bird Pokémon following him – swinging wider on the turns, banking over to avoid oversteering too much, and keeping pace without too much difficulty.

Another turn, and then Raikou was out of the hills and onto a plain. He saw a bridge coming up, and quickly verified that there was more than enough room underneath for him to pass.

But that was boring!

The Electric-type’s legs bunched up, and he launched himself entirely over the bridge in a prodigious leap – passing over the covered footbridge, and the higher roadbridge suspension cables.

Landing again in a great splash of water, he dug deeper to make sure he was properly skimming across the surface rather than sinking – and, glancing back, he spotted that Pidgeot had also done the reverse of what was expected by going under the bridge.

She was getting uncomfortably close. Raikou spotted a wier coming up, and used the broad spill surface to spin around and snap off a Thunderbolt at her.

It connected, but Pikachu’s Lightningrod caught it and drank it in without letting any through to Pidgeot. It did startle her instinctively, though, and she let off the pace slightly.

Spinning around again as he reached the base of the spill surface, Raikou kicked off again.

The river was becoming swiftly broader and flatter, now, as it reached the sea. There was another bridge, and then another – which Raikou jumped over, sometimes landing in a mud-flat before accelerating back to full speed – and then with shocking suddenness the land just ended and he was running over an inlet of the sea.

There seemed to be an airport on an island to his left, though, which was peculiar…

Returning his attention to where he was going, Raikou was somewhat surprised to discover he was about to run into a yacht. Managing to turn away in time (though getting the owner of the yacht quite wet with spray), he settled down for the long run south.


“Hey, Max,” May said, standing up. “Come with me for a bit, okay?”

Max blinked. “What?”

“Come on!” May insisted. She sighed. “Look, I’m not trying to take your lunch money, or anything…”

“…why would you even-” Max shook his head. “Okay, I guess, just – why?”

“It’s a surprise!” May told him. “Come on!”

Max sighed. “Okay, I guess you’re going to pester me until I say yes…”

“That’s about the shape of it,” May agreed readily. She glanced down at her belt, checking Blaziken was with her. “Okay, let’s go!”


“Are you going to explain why we’re out here yet?” Max asked.

“Ssh!” May admonished.

Max rolled his eyes, sighing. “I could have been reading or something.”

“You’d prefer this – aha!” May stuck a hand out, stopping Max from moving past the bush she was looking through.

“What?” Max asked, more quietly this time.

May peered through the bushes for a moment longer, then nodded to herself. She picked Blaziken’s Pokéball off her belt, shoved it into his hand, put another Pokéball in his other hand, and gave him a shove that sent him staggering around the bush.

Blinking, Max glanced down at his hands. “What the-”

A bark interrupted him. Looking down – and not very far down, given his height – he saw a green Electrike staring at him, growling softly.

“May?” he asked. “What in the-”

Blaziken’s Pokéball burst open. He stared impassively back into the bushes at May for a moment, then turned to Electrike and knelt down.

This rather wrong-footed the little Electric-type, who stopped growling in confusion. “Rike?”

Blaziken shook his head, smiling slightly. “Ken.”

Max glanced at his pocket. “Kris? What are they saying?”

It seems May planned this without actually telling Blaziken what she wanted him to do, Kris postulated.

“Hey!” May called.

You did, though, Ethan’s synthesized voice pointed out.

“Well, yeah…”

The two Pokémon appeared to have worked something out. Blaziken stood, coming back to Max’s side, and took a stance. Electrike matched him, hunching down again and growling.

“May?” Max asked, a little plaintively.

“It’s a Pokémon battle, Max!” May told him. She came out of the bushes, the pretense now so threadbare it wasn’t worth keeping up. “You know how those work.”

“Well, yeah, but – why?”

Blaziken looked back expectantly, and said something.

Apparently the Electrike is fine with this, Kris supplied. I think you’re supposed to tell Blaziken to do an attack now.

“Uh…Ember?”

Blaziken duly used an Ember.

With a crackle of electricity, Electrike launched itself forwards and out of the way of the Ember. It Thunder Fanged Blaziken’s leg, and the Fire-type responded with a vague shake.

He gave Max an encouraging look.

“Blaze Kick!” Max instructed, then frowned as Electrike let go. “And – uh, Fire Spin!”

Raising his fists, Blaziken summoned fire from his wrists and directed it forwards in a pair of swirling motions. The flame formed a tornado around Electrike, who yelped, and had noticeable scorch marks when the flames died down.

“That’s weakened it!” May said, as the Electrike started trying to bite at Blaziken’s hand and Blaziken retaliated by lifting his hand out of the way. “Now, catch it!”

Max blinked. He glanced at May, then at Electrike, and then at the empty Pokéball she’d given him. “…oh, right.”

“Took you long enough,” she said, shaking her head.

“You didn’t exactly warn me,” he pointed out.

“True.”

“But – I mean, is this okay?” Max asked. “I don’t know if-”

He said he was fine with it, Kris repeated. That’s what he and Blaziken were talking about.

Over the intervening time, Electrike had started biting at Blaziken’s ankles again. His teeth crackled with a Thunder Fang, but Blaziken endured it relatively easily.

“Right!” Max said, more firmly. “Pokéball, go!”

The red-white sphere spun across the intervening space, opened, and sucked Electrike in. It wobbled for a moment, slowed, and clicked.

“See?” May asked. “Not so hard, is it?”

“…it would have helped if you’d given me any sort of warning at all,” Max muttered. He picked up the Pokéball, and let the passenger out.

“How’d you know?” he asked, kneeling down to the green Electric-type. “That I was considering Electrike, I mean?”

“…right,” May said, blushing. “I was cleaning your room, and-”

“May!”

“It was right there!” May protested. “Under your textbooks, closed, with a note on it telling me not to read it!”

Blaziken gave his trainer an amused look.

“Oh, shut up,” she said to him, unable to restrain a snort of laughter.

Electrike yapped something.

You’re his starter, Kris informed him. I don’t count.

The Electric-type considered that, scratched, and then jumped up and licked Max’s face.

“Hey!” Max said, flailing. “Gerrof!”

Blaziken exchanged a glance with May, and both nodded – satisfied.

They may not have planned it ahead of time, but they could tell when something had worked.


Pidgeot rose slightly, steering around a small and startled flock of Wingull, then dropped back down towards the surface of the sea.

“Good work, Pidgeot,” Ash said, one eye on Raikou. “Easy does it for now-”

Raikou jinked to the right, then left, and snapped another thunderbolt up at Pidgeot as he slowed briefly. The blast of electricity came in, hit her wing, and flowed up the thunder-armour enshrouding it into Pikachu’s cheeks.

“Ah!” the Flying-type said, flinching slightly. “That was-”

“It’s okay,” Ash reminded her. “Just focus. He can’t-”

He stopped. “Okay, left!”

Pidgeot turned on her side and banked, wings hauling around in a sharp turn, and the rainbow-coloured beam of light just about missed hitting her tail.

“What was that!?” she asked, turning back across her base course to stay a difficult target.

“Looks like Raikou’s been teaching himself some new moves,” Ash explained. “That was Extrasensory. Pikachu can’t block that!”

“No kidding,” Pikachu muttered. “But you can, Ash.”

Ash nodded, taking the big blue hat off and placing it on Pidgeot’s head. He had to hold it on, as her crest wasn’t very well suited to keeping a hat that size on, which meant he was a little startled when she made another sharp turn and dove seawards.

Spinning in a tight, wings-in roll, Pidgeot spun off two layers of air which intensified and sharpened. They curved gracefully down and along until parallel with the sea surface, then sliced in towards Raikou from both sides.

He saw them coming, jumped, and got hit by a Gust from behind.

The slug of air wasn’t very damaging, but it did blow him forwards and foul his landing. He skipped off the water at several hundred miles an hour, rolled, straightened out in mid-air and resumed running.

“Nice work,” Ash said, then Raikou skidded around and fired another blast of Extrasensory. It splashed off Pidgeot’s breast, negated by the Dark subtype the hat gave her, and she powered forwards while he was slowed.

She shot past him at a few feet distance, kissing the sound barrier as she did so, and the SLAM of her airstream hit Raikou like a sledgehammer.

Growling, he snapped a thunderbolt after her – which Pikachu absorbed – and darted off in a different direction.

Pidgeot came out of her shallow, U-shaped dive-and-climb. “What now?”

“Try and push him towards an island!” Ash said. “I – there’s one there! Uh…” he glanced skywards. “To the southwest! Nearly at the horizon.”

“I see it.” Pidgeot banked around, describing a three-dimensional arc through the sky, to come in on Raikou’s right side and push him towards the small island.


Excuse me.

Oak looked up, startled. “Wh – Mewtwo?”

The grey-purple Psychic-type nodded. I hope I am not interrupting anything.

“Not much,” Oak sighed. “Just – be careful when you’re teleporting directly indoors, okay? Most people prefer it if their guests knock.”

Sorry, Mewtwo ‘pathed, contrite. I can see I still have to internalize some things.

“No, it’s not… oh, never mind.” The Pokémon Professor leaned back in his chair. “So, what brings you here?”

You are aware I am writing a book? Mewtwo inquired.

“I think you mentioned, yes…”

He was provided with a manuscript. As and when you have the time, I would appreciate a proof-read. It’s mainly nerves, I hope.

Oak took it, noting the title – The Other Side of the Pokéball – and flicked through. “Anywhere in particular?”

Please, start from the beginning, Mewtwo requested. I hope you enjoy it, and maybe even find it useful.

Nodding, the professor found the start of the first chapter and began reading.


The Circumstances of One’s Birth – wild, tame, artificial


One of the most important moments in the life of anyone, human or Pokémon, is the very first.

Almost all Pokémon hatch from eggs. They are born to a mother of the same evolutionary line, and to a father who may be a very different Pokémon. While they may hatch alone, with a family, in a small house or a big hatchery, or even at the inducement of another Pokémon, for the purposes of this chapter I will consider two categories – wild, and tame.


A wild-hatched Pokémon is one which has been born into a natural environment, no matter what it may be. Examples of wild Pokémon are all around you – the Pidgey in the trees, the Butterfree overhead. Almost without exception, Pokémon caught in the wild are wild Pokémon.

To be a wild Pokémon is to grow up mostly apart from humans, and among one’s own kind. They teach the wild Pokémon things it may not learn from humans – how to survive alone, for example, or how to find food. Wild Pokémon also must learn self-reliance – the wild is not for the faint hearted.

This very unsafeness, however, is why those Pokémon who tend to live on the fringes of human settlements tend to be the smarter ones. They are more able to tell that humans are – for the most part – not very dangerous, will pick up the languages of humanity much more easily, and many of the smartest will carefully weigh up the pros and cons of becoming caught. Ask your caught Pokémon about it – they may surprise you.


Tame Pokémon, on the other hand, are those bred by humans or born to Pokémon partnered to the same. As a rule, they are comfortable with humans, and tend on average to be more intelligent than the average wild Pokémon (though not necessarily the average captured wild Pokémon.) They are part of the social contract of society and often understand this, expecting to be treated well, fed and kept safe – and, in return, they are willing to perform quite impressive tasks for their human partners and friends. That said, no Pokémon will do anything, and most tame-born Pokémon are quite capable of coming to conclusions about a poor trainer by comparing them to prior experience.

Tame-born Pokémon will tend, on average, to need more attentive training than wild Pokémon – being less able to figure things out for themselves, at least at first – but over time there comes to be little distinction.


Some Pokémon blur the lines between these two categories, being born into a civilized community of Pokémon. One of the most commonly known is the Lucario Kingdom in Sinnoh, whose noble families are born into a community as centralized as any human village. They are taught to fight and to learn, and are thoroughly pleasant individuals.


There is a third way a Pokémon may come into the world, however. I am one of this third kind, the created Pokémon – one not born to parents, but made. In my case, it was through cloning and genetic manipulation of the DNA of a Mew. Many of my companions were similarly created, though not all.

Other examples of created Pokémon are those Porygon who have started to appear more often in the world of late, as technology becomes more up to the task of their creation, as well as the three Legendary Beasts – created by Ho-Oh – and the Dragons and Fairies of Sinnoh, all of whom were directly created by Arceus in an act of extreme direct power.

Created Pokémon tend to be powerful – we are made artificially, so weakness can be factored out – and tend not to have a childhood, since in all cases to date they have been made fully grown. We are unconventional, but we are not fundamentally different from other Pokémon – indeed, clones of my acquaintance have themselves laid eggs, and their young are a delight to play with.


Case study one: Wild Pokémon

For this case study, I have elected to examine the starter Pokémon of a friend of mine. This starter is one of those relatively rare starters who was caught, not bred, and his initial attitude to his trainer was…


Finishing the first chapter after about twenty minutes, Oak looked up.

What do you think? Mewtwo asked nervously.

“It seems… very level-headed,” Oak said. “You’ve clearly put in a lot of effort to be objective – and there’s some nice personal touches. I couldn’t see any particular errors.”

Thank you, Mewtwo smiled. Let me know if you do spot anything.

Nodding, Oak went back to reading.


Pidgeot’s belly skimmed inches over the sea, as she closed in on Raikou’s position. The highest point on the small island they were headed for was now visible, and she judged distances-times-speeds to make sure she had the right moment.

Her mouth opened, and she sucked in air towards a swirling sphere held just outside her beak. It grew, building up, and then she tilted her wings and popped up.

Raikou had just reached the island, and was turning to launch an attack off at her – exploiting the solid ground it provided. Just as he was about to get off what looked like a Signal Beam, though, Pidgeot fired.

The Aeroblast hit a little off-target at first, smashing into the shallow waters of the beach. It slid quickly onshore as Pidgeot corrected her aim, blasting a long furrow in the ground, and connected with Raikou as he dropped his attack and turned to dodge.

Pidgeot held the attack for a second more, then dropped it. The moment she did, a Hyper Beam speared back out of the dust cloud, and she rolled hastily out of the way.

Raikou’s Hyper Beam blew the dust away, revealing him to be standing in a respectable crater. He turned his head, sweeping the beam around to follow Pidgeot, and she just about managed to stay ahead of him by shedding height for speed and pulling in close to him.

Ash winced as the g-forces drove him into his seat, then Pidgeot rolled and soared back up into the air. Wings spread wide to catch as much air as possible, she shed speed and came down again to land.

Jumping off her back, Ash sent out Houndour, Lucario and Meganium. “You know what to do, guys!” he called, as Pikachu jumped from Pidgeot’s back to join them.

Lucario nodded for all of them, and they set off at a sprint.

He turned to Pidgeot, and sent out Donphan. “You two – like we planned.”

Pidgeot nodded, picking up Donphan by the tusks, and set off skywards.

There was a crackling BANG as Raikou launched a Thunder attack at Ash’s team. Pikachu darted out in front, drinking the energy into his Lightningrod, and then retaliated with a quick Aura Sphere.

Raikou darted aside, evading it, and dug his paws into the beach before pouncing forwards – ramming home a powerful Bulldoze attack aimed at Pikachu.

Lucario scooped Pikachu up on the run, getting him out of the way of the Ground attack just in time, and rammed home a kick on Raikou’s flank – producing a crackle of electricity, and a whoof of air. For his pains, Lucario got a Rock Smash to the shoulder, and was knocked back a step.

As he gave ground, Houndour darted in and lashed out with a Foul Play. Raikou called down a stream of lightning from the cloudless sky, not all of which Pikachu managed to absorb, and lashed out at Houndour with a paw before darting away from a Bone Rush staff-blow.

The Electric-type beast blurred across the beach, skidding to a halt on one of the few high spots on the small island. “Right, now-”

Meganium unloaded a Petal Dance on him.

“Ow! Right, you first…” Shaking his mane, Raikou charged forwards for a direct melee attack.

Unfortunately for him, he’d missed keeping track of Pidgeot. The Flying-type came screaming in at low altitude, and released Donphan on an intersecting trajectory.

Donphan proceeded to use Earthquake directly on impact with Raikou, sending him skidding off-course, and then bounced back into the air where he was caught by Pidgeot once more.

“…right!” Raikou said, shaking his head as he came back to his feet. “I can see this isn’t going to be easy…”


“Shadow Ball!”

Alakazam’s spoons crackled with greyish, ghostly energy. As his opponent’s gloves crackled, building up a Dazzling Gleam, he swirled one spoon around and defined a circle in the air.

Placing his other spoon in the middle, he let go, and it hovered there.

“Get on with it!” Gary called.

Alakazam didn’t deign to respond. He reached up, tapped the hovering spoon, and the whole circle of shadow energy flashed to it before the spoon shot forwards as though fired from a cannon.

It beaned Valerie’s Mr. Mime on the forehead, sending her staggering back, and the Dazzling Gleam earthed into the floor.

Moustache bristling, Alakazam gestured again. The spoon came back from where it had ricocheted, sparkling with shadowy energy again, and slammed into Mr. Mime from behind as she tried to get a shield up.

That did it, and she faceplanted into the floor.

“Right!” Valerie called, making a sweeping gesture with the wing of her outfit. “Good. Now, the final match of the Laverre gym is against Sylveon!”

“A Fairy-type, right…” Gary frowned, recalling Alakazam. “Who-”

“Dibs,” Umbreon said.

“Really?” Gary blinked, as Dee fed him the translation. “I mean-”

“I know, I know, type advantage.” Umbreon shrugged. “I can take her.”

“If you insist…” Gary nodded her forwards, as Valerie sent out her Sylveon.

Umbreon rolled her neck. “Right, let’s do this.”

“A Dark type?” Sylveon asked, looking her over. “Ew. And I could have turned into you?”

Umbreon was silent for a moment.

“Right, you’re going down,” she said, claws scraping on the gym floor as she got a good grip. Her ear and forehead rings flickered in an odd, disjointed way.

Sylveon frowned. “What is it? Surely you’re not offended by- by-”

She looked suddenly very confused. “My head hurts…”

Umbreon pounced forwards, kicking off from the ground and performing a forwards roll. Her tail flashed silver, and she slapped an Iron Tail into the back of the slow-to-react Sylveon.

“Ow!” Sylveon said, snapping out of it. “What did you do?”

Umbreon grinned tightly. “That would be the Confuse Ray.” Her rings started to flicker again, and Sylveon looked away.

“I don’t have to see you to beat you, ruffian!” Sylveon insisted, her furry tendrils gaining a coating of blue-pink sparkles. Keeping her eyes closed, she turned to face Umbreon. “Dazzling Gleam!”

The attack shot across the intervening space, and detonated.

“Missed!” Umbreon informed her cheekily. Another Iron Tail slammed home, making Sylveon stagger, and the Fairy-type lashed out with her tendrils and got nothing but air.

Gary winced. “What did she do, insult your mother?”

“As it happens, yes,” Umbreon replied. “Now, excuse me while I see what effect Toxic has.”


Palms glowing, Lucario rammed home a one-two Force Palm kata into Raikou’s side. He followed that up with a scything axe kick, and Raikou responded by firing Extrasensory at him.

The blast of psionic energy streamed off Lucario’s body, pushing him backwards a step, before he rallied by firing a Dark Pulse from his off hand.

Raikou growled, knocking Lucario back with a physical blow, and turned abruptly to hit Pikachu with another Extrasensory.

Pikachu wobbled, already fatigued from the buffeting he’d taken earlier in the combat, and fell backwards.

“Right,” Raikou said, shaking his mane out and turning back to Lucario. Lightning crackled all along his body. “Let’s get this bally show on the road!”

Thunder surged out, hitting Lucario’s crossed arms and grounding on his metal wrist-spikes. The Fighting-type formed a pair of Bone Rush staffs, sweeping them down-and-across in a reverse scissor blow to intercept the thunder, and Raikou rolled his eyes before pouncing forwards with a Wild Charge.

The bones went out of Lucario’s hands as he was knocked physically over by the impact, and Raikou delivered another blast of electricity.

Dazed but not yet out of it, Lucario shook his head to focus it. He pulled his legs in and kicked up, forcing Raikou off him, and came back to his feet.

Houndour contributed with a Beat Up, swarming Raikou in duplicates for the time it took the Beast to clear them out with electrical attacks, and then shot a Flamethrower at him.

His reward was a bolt of electricity several inches wide.

As Houndour collapsed, finally out of the fight, Raikou rolled his neck again. “Looks like I’m starting to get a grip on this dashed fight!”

Lucario summoned a pair of Bone Rush staves again, and took up a guard stance.

“Wait just one minute…” Raikou frowned. “I could swear there were more of you…”

His tail cracked, and he fired an Electric attack at the incoming Pidgeot.

It didn’t hit her.

“What now!” Raikou roared, thoroughly annoyed. He whirled, and saw Pikachu running determinedly towards him.

Behind the Electric-type, Meganium smirked and fired a tornado of petals.

Jumping clear of the four-way pincer attack, Raikou shot an Extrasensory skywards. Pidgeot was hit, wobbled briefly, and was unable to swoop down and catch Donphan again.

“How are you still doing this?” Raikou asked Pikachu, swiping at him with a paw and missing.

Pikachu ducked in under Raikou’s guard and hit him with a Force Palm. “I’ll let you figure that out.”

“…wait one minute!” Raikou batted at the ground with a Bulldoze, which hit Pikachu but didn’t knock him out, and jumped off.

Another storm of petals came his way, and he fired a Signal Beam back up the Petal Dance whirlwind at Meganium.

She flinched, keeping the attack going for as long as possible, but finally gave up and slumped.

“She knows Heal Pulse, doesn’t she?” Raikou said indignantly. It wasn’t a question. “I knew I should have kept track of the blighter!”

Donphan came spinning over a hill at speed, and Raikou unlimbered the tattered bundle of signs that had been on his back this whole time. “Wood hammer!”

Donphan was hit for six.

“…did you plan that?” Ash asked, from the rock formation that was the closest thing on the island to hard cover.

“Why do you think I was still carrying the things?” Shaking his head, Raikou charged down on Lucario and hit him with a Bulldoze. Lucario’s counter Counter blow was powerful enough to knock him backwards, and then a chirping, snapping sound drew his attention.

Pikachu’s tail was a shimmering silvery colour.

“…Iron Tail?” Raikou asked, uncertainly. “Are you all right in the head there, Pikachu? That’s not going to-”

Pikachu charged forwards, lightning enveloping him, and jumped at the baffled Raikou. He spun, bringing his tail down for an almighty blow. “Volt Tail!”

There was a very loud bang.


Ash ran forwards and caught Pikachu as he fell from the sky. “Nice work, Pikachu.”

“Ow,” Pikachu said faintly.

“What the blasted hell was that!?” Raikou asked.

“It’s a combination attack,” Ash explained, setting Pikachu down and watching Raikou carefully. “It’s something we’ve only ever used on Pokémon resistant to Electricity, but it still seems to work pretty well. We’re careful with it.”

“Oh,” Raikou said, nodding. “That makes a deal of-”

He fell over.

Ash blinked, then glanced over at Lucario – who was still standing.

“I… guess I win?”

“Presumably,” Lucario agreed. “You should probably use that Pokéball now.”

“Oh, right!” Ash nodded, and threw the Fast Ball. It was still for a moment, then began to rock wildly.

Ash watched it, hoping. Raikou was clearly awake, and if he wasn’t as weak as he’d guessed…

The ball gave one more shake, then subsided. There was a quiet click, and the capture registered.

“Well done,” Suicune said. “Three for-”

“Gah!” Ash spun. “Where did you two come from?”

“We have been watching since about halfway through the battle,” Entei informed him. “I suppose it was a bit loud for you to notice…”

“We wanted to make sure our brother didn’t mess around this time,” Suicune explained. “It seems he did not – a well earned capture, Ash. You should be proud.”

Pidgeot came skimming in for a landing, and Ash nodded. “I guess so…”

“So,” Suicune went on. “You mentioned Altomare when we set off. Are we heading there next?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I – how far is it from here?”

“Not far, actually,” Entei informed him. “About twenty or thirty miles.”

“Thanks – I guess that helps,” Ash nodded. “We were there for my birthday last time, and that’s coming up – and…”

“Your birthday?” Suicune said, interested. “How fortuitous! You’ve caught… is something wrong?”

“Kind of,” Ash agreed. “Sorry, I – it wasn’t a very happy one for me. See, there’s a Latias and a Latios who – who are the guardians of Altomare, and someone came after them while we were there.”

He sighed. “Latios died. I couldn’t save him. And…”

“I see,” Suicune said, nodding sombrely.

She shook her head. “Well! That will not be happening this time!”

Entei nodded, embers flashing briefly in his mane. “Whoever this is, they won’t stand a chance!”

“But-” Ash stopped, swallowed, and started again. “Thanks, guys.”

“We’ll sort it out, Ash,” Pidgeot chirped. “After all, last time you didn’t have us with you.”

Her wing sweep took in herself, the three Beasts and Lucario.

“Good point,” Ash agreed. “Okay, I promise to try to enjoy my time there. I mean, we’ll keep an eye out for Latias and Latios, because we could stop the whole thing, but… yeah, trouble comes to me, I guess.”

“That’s the spirit.” Suicune then blinked down at Raikou’s Fast Ball. “Is he alright?”

Ash opened the Pokéball, and Raikou staggered as he materialized.

“…I was hoping to come out in a Pokémon Centre,” he muttered. “Oh – when can I learn that Volt Crash move from Pikachu?”

“I can barely credit you’ve been obsessing over that for this long,” Entei said. “We should probably head to Altomare as soon as possible, then, to get looking.”


“Brother?” Latias asked. “Can we go out into the city again?”

“No,” Latios instructed her firmly. “If there’s even the slightest risk, we have to remain safe. The best time to go out is when the city is busy with a festival, because then people don’t notice strange things happening so much.”

“Awww…” Latias sighed. “But… fine.”

She paused. “But I heard there was someone who has Legendary Pokémon!”

“Where did you learn that from?” Latios asked, alarmed. “If you’ve been going out without permission-”

“I haven’t!” Latias said quickly. “Bianca told me. When we were painting.”

“I’ll be checking in on her to make sure,” Latios warned. He sighed. “Well, I suppose going out would be fine… but during the festival only!”

Latias pouted.

“Don’t do that,” Latios said. “That hasn’t worked on me for years.”

Latias just pouted more.


AN:


The Rockets’ aircraft is a bit indistinct, but it’s basically a modified four-engine propellor cargo aircraft with extra hover-capable jet engines.

Max has his starter! Yeah, Electrike seemed to be fun, because there’s no type overlap with anything else he’s slated to get. Bit inexperienced, for now, but he’ll learn.

Some more of Mewtwo’s book – The Other Side of the Pokéball. I’m not going to be able to write the entire book, but I can certainly pull off the first chunks of a chapter or two.

Gary Oak Fighting Fairies In Kalos. (If you recall, Umbreon’s mother was also an Umbreon, hence why she wanted to evolve into one as an Eevee. That’s one reason she took Sylveon’s comment so badly…)

And the Lati twins being their very-much-not-twins mental ages. Latios is stern, Latias is kind of playful.

Oh, yeah, and something about a Raikou, too. (Ever seen a Donphan fly?)






100. Heroes


There is only one chapter today. It’s a doozy, though – chapter 100 is the entirety of Pokémon Heroes.

Just FYI.


“Well, here we are,” Misty said, looking out towards the peaceful city. “This is a nice place – all the canals…”

“You Water Pokémon trainer, you,” Brock laughed.

Misty chuckled, nodding. “I guess so… oh, you’ve got the presents, right?”

“Of course I do,” Brock replied. “After organizing holiday presents for all my siblings, Ash is easy to remember.”

Their boat heeled over slightly, as it headed in towards the docks.

“We should get ready,” Misty suggested.

“Good idea,” Brock agreed. “Can you send out Togekiss to look for Ash?”

“Right.” Misty released her Fairy-type, who took up station alongside for a moment before soaring skywards and orbiting overhead.

Misty peered out towards Altomare a moment longer, smelling the sweet sea-breeze, then followed Brock to go and get their stuff.


“Hey!” Ash waved from the quayside. “What took you guys?”

“We don’t have a supersonic Flying-type, Ash!” Misty called back. “We discussed this, remember!”

Ash chuckled, hoisted Pikachu a little higher on his shoulder, and came over to the gangplank. “How was the trip?”

“Fine,” Brock shrugged. “Nothing particularly unusual happened – Misty did give this Water specialist a few tips, I think she’s got a fan-”

“Hey!” Misty said.

“If you do make it, you’re going to have to deal with fans, Misty,” Ash said. He glanced a little nervously around at the docks, noticing that several people were looking at him. “I know I’m starting to have to…”

“Yeah, good point.” The Water-trainer sighed, then perked up. “Okay, that’s enough of that. Where’s the Pokémon centre?”

“Uh…” Ash frowned. “This way. I’m pretty sure.”

“Dexter?”

He’s right.

Once they were walking, Brock raised the next question. “So… have you managed to find-”

“No,” Ash sighed. “I’ve been looking, too. But even with Aura sight, no sign of either Latias or Latios.”

“How is that possible?” Misty wondered. “Unless they were never coming out… couldn’t you just go to that secret grotto?”

Ash shrugged. “I don’t know where it is. We were only there a couple of times, and it was years ago.”

“That could be a problem,” Brock winced. “Pikachu, do you remember?”

“I’m afraid not, sorry.” Pikachu shrugged. “I was kind of preoccupied.”

“Great…”

“I guess the best thing we can do is wait for trouble to find me,” Ash suggested. “It usually does.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

Brock and Misty exchanged a glance, and Brock spoke up. “Hey, Ash…”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t forget – you’re thirteen now! It’s not every day that you become a teenager!”

“Most people only do it once…” Ash chuckled. “But yeah, good point. Suicune pointed that out too, I just…”

He shrugged. “I worry, I guess.”

Misty punched him in the shoulder. “Come on! Hey, tell you what – bet you can’t win the Tour de Altomare!”

“…who with?” Ash asked. “I mean, Suicune’s just plain cheating… she’s faster than most Flying-types…”

“What about Keldeo?” Brock suggested. “I’m sure he’d enjoy it.”

Ash frowned, then nodded. “That does sound like a good idea – thanks, Misty!”


Ash’s birthday meal wasn’t something the friends made much of a production out of. They’d been on the road together for years, and each of them had had their turn – and it was often just a particular favourite of the person, made by Brock. (Or, if it was Brock’s birthday, something put together by Ash and Misty from a cookbook, with great care and the odd scorched thumb.)

They still had a nice lunch, though. Altomare had such good restaurants it would be rude not to.

“So,” Misty said, over the dessert. “How did you do?”

“How what?” Ash asked, looking up from passing Mawile his spare strawberry.

“Raikou,” Misty specified. “How’d you do? Did you catch him?”

Ash nodded, fighting a grin. “You bet!”

“Wow,” Brock said, shaking his head. “All three, huh?”

“Yeah.” Ash shrugged. “But Raikou’s mostly been back at Professor Oak’s the last couple of days, it’s a bit crowded in Altomare.”

The others nodded, understanding. They both had Pokémon who were best kept out of crowded city streets.

“Oh – that reminds me,” Misty said. “Brock, the presents?”

“You got me presents?” Ash asked, a little surprised. “I mean, to have now, instead of-”

“I know, I know, we usually sort it all out just before the League,” Brock agreed. “But we saw a couple of things we thought you’d like!”

He took a small wrapped box from a bag. “Here’s mine – well, we all discussed it.”

Picking it up, Ash undid the ribbon and tore the wrapping off.

Inside was… nothing.

“Huh?” he said, looking up in confusion.

Brock chuckled. “Told you he’d fall for it, Misty…”

Misty rolled her eyes. “It’s the ribbon the box was wrapped in. It’s a brand new Expert Belt.”

“Oh, right!” Ash said, pulling the ribbon out from under the paper. “So this is what they look like when they’re new… all the ones I’ve seen have been old…”

Brock nodded, pleased at the reaction. “We thought it would be good to get you something any of your Pokémon could use, rather than just one.”

Mawile looked up from her strawberries. “Ooh, that does look nice…”

“It’s a good reason to train, then,” Ash suggested. “This helps Pokémon battle.”

That was a revelation to the young Mawile. “Nice looking things help Pokémon battle?”

Pikachu removed his Light Ball, showing it to her. “This has been helping me battle for nearly two years now.”

“Cool!”

Misty pushed her box across the table next, and Ash opened it more carefully – checking to make sure there was nothing on the box that might be the actual present.

This time, however, there was something in the box. It was a small amulet, which on investigation turned out to be a locket.

Opening it, Ash saw a picture of himself on one side and Charizard on the other.

“That’s kind of nice,” he said, frowning. “But why-”

The picture on the right changed to show Meganium.

“-wha?”

“It’s got a memory card in,” Misty told him. “It cycles through several different pictures. We put a few on there, but you could have your entire team.”

She shrugged. “It seemed nice, especially since your team’s far too large to have them all on hand at once any more.”

“Yeah, I like it!” Ash grinned, putting the chain around his neck. “Thanks, Misty!”

He frowned. “Now I need to work out what to get you guys for your next birthdays…”

“Attention!” a PA system announced. “The Tour de Altomare will be starting in fifteen minutes. Will all contestants please proceed to registration if they have not already done so!”

Ash blinked. “Uh oh… come on, Misty, let’s go!”


“So, how does this work?” Keldeo asked, standing on blue-glowing hooves on the water’s surface. He looked a bit dubiously at the rope tied around his midsection. “I hope this works better than it did back in Eggseter…”

“It’s a Water Pokémon race,” Ash told him. “Each person’s pulled by one Water-type, and they have to follow the circuit through the canals back to here.”

“Right!” Keldeo glanced both left and right, noticing the other Pokémon floating in the water. “I’ll do my best!”

One of the race officials came over to Ash, sculling a small coracle. “Excuse me, young man?”

“Yes?” Ash replied.

“…is that a Water-type?”

“Water and Fighting type!” Keldeo said helpfully. “Hi, I’m Keldeo!”

“Right, thanks for the confirmation.” The official glanced through his paperwork. “Ah, I see, originally from Unova. Thank you.”

“I’m on there?” Keldeo asked. “That’s quite impressive.”

“We do – wait a minute…”

The official looked at Keldeo. “…I just realized you were the one speaking.”

“It’s Aura,” Ash explained.

“Right…” The hapless man glanced over at Ash. “You seem to have an Electric-type with you.”

“Ballast?” Ash asked.

“You’ll pay for that…” Pikachu muttered.

“Seriously, no, he’s just here to be another passenger,” Ash told the man. “And an excuse if we only just lose.”

That prompted a smile. “I see. Well, it’s not long before the race starts, and that all seems in order…”

“Hey, Keldeo?” Pikachu asked, as the marshal sculled back to shore. “Are you just going to run across the water?”

“Nope!” Keldeo replied. “By the way, do you mind getting wet?”

“…uh oh.” Pikachu clambered around to Ash’s back. “I’ll just stay here for a bit…”


Brock leaned over the edge of the bridge, quickly finding his two friends – Ash was easiest, with Keldeo standing on the water in front of him, but he was only a little slower to find Misty.

She was using Kingdra, who seemed just about small enough to fit easily. Gyarados was probably too big, and as for Kabutops…

Given the town’s history, not a good plan.

A ripple ran through the stands as the countdown started. Three Natu statues unfurled, one by one, and then the wings of the big Xatu at the bottom of the pole opened.

Almost immediately, there was a huge cloud of spray from Ash’s end of the line. Keldeo rocketed forwards, passing under the bridge in seconds, and two other indistinct shapes sped past not far behind.


“Whooaaaaa!” Ash yelled, one arm up in front of his face to block the spray. “Keldeo, what the-”

“I’m using my water jets for propulsion!” Keldeo replied, voice almost lost in the roar of spray. “They can lift both me and you at once, so they’re easily able to tow us!”

Ash had his eyes closed, since that let him see better. “How fast are we going?”

Unseen by him, Keldeo frowned. “Uh… I think we’re going at about sixty knots!”

“Is that fast?” Ash asked. He shook his head. “No, wait, I know it’s fast!”

He leaned over as Keldeo took the first turn, a great crescent-shaped wave of water blasting out during the turn.

“I feel sorry for all the spectators…” Pikachu said. He blinked. “Hey, Ash… we’re not right out in front!”

“Really?” Ash asked, startled. He glanced behind, and saw two other racers keeping pace.

One of them was easily recognizable – Misty. The other one he didn’t know, but they had a Sharpedo.

He turned back to the front, wobbling a little as Keldeo took another turn, and concentrated on not falling off.


“Wow, Ash, overdo it much?” Misty asked, staying just out of the spray zone.

“You know this kid?” the racer next to her asked.

“Yeah, we travel together!” Misty explained. She jinked to the side, and took the turn on the inside. Her skiff swung wide as Kingdra hauled around the corner, but didn’t quite hit the outer edge of the track.

Her fellow competitor slowed down a bit for the turn, then accelerated again.

“Is that a Sharpedo with Speed Boost?” Misty asked, noticing something about the way it was managing its speed.

“Yeah!” the other racer said, pleased someone had noticed. “You’ve got quite an eye for Water Pokémon!”

Misty shrugged, then yelped and leaned far over as a tight corner came up.

Managing to take it without falling over, she saw that the next section was a long straight.

That would be a problem – the Sharpedo would be best on the straights. At the same time, this one was wide, so the spray was less of a problem…

“Kingdra, left a bit!” she called, aiming to try and get alongside Ash.


I’m still not comfortable about this, Latios said through their bond.

Oh, come on, brother! Latias whined. You said it was okay for us to come out here during the festival!

I did, yes, Latios agreed with a mental sigh. Just remember not to do anything suspicious.

Okay, Latias said, a little reluctantly. I’ll be a good girl and stay out of the way. Seriously, we’re the same age, why are you so boring sometimes?

Someone has to be an adult, Latios explained. Again.

He bobbed back and forth, invisible with his light-bending feathers in stealth mode, and hovered a little higher. Come on, you wanted to watch the race and I think it’s coming past-

Then there was a great wave of water which washed into their side canal, soaking both Latias and Latios.

“Gah!” Latios squeaked, shaking the water off his feathers to try and make sure they could stealth him properly. “What just-”

He focused, and switched to telepathy. What just happened?

I think that was a Keldeo! Latias said excitedly. That’s one of the ones that boy who has Legendaries is supposed to have! Come on!

Wait! Latios snapped – too late.

He rolled his eyes, then sped after his sister.


“Wait, I think-” Ash cut himself off, turning to look back and see if he was right.

No sign. They must have been going too fast, or maybe he’d been wrong in the first place. But he could swear he’d seen a shimmering light in his Aura sight – a completely unfamiliar colour, as well, pinkish-purple-blue which didn’t look like any type he’d ever seen before.

Maybe that meant it was one of Latias or Latios, then. Thinking about it, he’d never seen what a remindable Dragon-type looked like, and the pinkish part of the hue could have been due to the Psychic-typing.

“Ash, look out!” Pikachu said quickly.

Turning back, Ash ducked as Keldeo nearly pulled him into a flock of startled-looking Pidgey. There was a comparatively wide turn next, and the Legendary leaned hard into it along with his trainer.

“I’m starting to think we should charge for washing all their walls…” Pikachu quipped.


Latias! Latios called, skimming invisibly through the sky. Latias! Where did you go?

A mental giggle was his main reply.

Latias, this isn’t funny! Latios said. He closed his eyes, and borrowed her sight for a moment.

He got a view of a red-headed girl and a twentysomething man with bronzed skin, either side of Latias’ head – and, out ahead, a huge plume of spray.

That’s not very fair, brother! Latias twitted him, as he opened his eyes again and dove towards the front of the Tour de Altomare.

As he levelled out about ten feet above the water, Latios caught a glimpse of the boy in first place making a wide turn.

Huh. He does have a Keldeo.

Shaking his head and refocusing, Latios looked for his sister.

No sign of her.

LATIAS! Latios snapped. Get back here! This isn’t funny!

I beg to differ!

Another flash of sight-sharing, and Latios located where Latias had gone this time – she was going through a back canal which would join up with the race again.

She’d made a mistake, though… by following the race directly, Latios could come out in front of her.

Folding his invisible wings back, he accelerated, shooting around the corner just ahead of the second- and third-place racers.


Ash’s eyes flicked back and forth as he tried to keep track of everything. “I saw one of the Latis earlier, Pikachu – keep an eye out! Either Latios or Latias, but I don’t know which one!”

“What’s that?” Keldeo asked, glancing back. “Ash, did you say-”

“Look out!” Ash warned, and Keldeo turned his attention back to the race just in time to avoid hitting a house.

Ash leaned to help him turn, then glanced up at a flicker of movement.

Nothing- but-

Switching to Aura Sight, his suspicion was confirmed. There was one of the Eon Pokémon – and it was shining just like everyone he’d reminded had.

He still wasn’t sure which one this was, though.

Then another blue-purple-pink blur shot out of an alley just ahead, and Ash flinched reflexively. He knew that both Dragons wouldn’t try to crash into him – or anyone – but-

Keldeo started his next turn at just the wrong moment. Ash’s foot slipped, and he came crashing off the skiff in a plume of water.

“Ash!” Keldeo called, braking as Pikachu landed on his back. Two other skiffs went shooting past as he slowed, and he hurried over to where his trainer had hit the water. “Are you okay?”


Latias slowed, looking down. Had she managed to startle-? But – how? She was invisible!

Latios grabbed her around the waist. Latias!

But – I wasn’t-

This is too risky! Latios said sternly. I said we could watch the race – from a distance! Not take part!

I wasn’t going to! Latias protested. Much! But – that boy, Ash, he fell off because of me!

How? Her brother asked, and she didn’t have an answer. Come on, we’re going. Now.

Latias huffed. Fine.

What were you going to do, anyway? Latios asked, as they zoomed off to somewhere less crowded.

…pull him, Latias admitted. Pull the rope, I mean. Just enough to make sure he gets back to first place!

And that’s your idea of being not obvious? Latios sighed. Latias, I don’t enjoy these rules. They’re there for a reason.

“I know, I know,” Latias sighed, vocalizing this time. “But they’re no fun.”


Ash hauled himself out of the water. “Ow…”

Glancing around, he saw no sign of the Latis. “Oh, come on!”

“What is it?” Keldeo asked, a little anxious. Pikachu hopped from his back to Ash, and the trainer grabbed the wayward skiff.

“I saw Latias and Latios,” Ash explained. “Both of them. But – they’re gone. That’s…”

He shook his head. “Never mind, we’ve got a race to win!”

Keldeo nodded firmly, as Ash remounted the skiff and took the tow rope’s handle. He tilted his hooves back slightly and restarted his Hydro Pump, and they sped off towards the finish line.


“Ash has the worst luck with this race…” Misty muttered to herself. “Okay, Kingdra! We can still win this!”

Kingdra tilted forwards, pulling her harder through the water, and she crouched over slightly.

The announcer started talking about how it was the last turn, and she winced – glancing over at her opponent, she could see that he was only slightly behind.

That Sharpedo of his would do better than her on the final straight-

“Kingdra!” she said, suddenly remembering. “Don’t take the turn at full speed, I’m going to give you something!”

“Okay!” Kingdra replied, slowing slightly for the turn.

Misty reached up, and pulled the Mystic Water pendant off her neck. Reaching forwards, wobbling slightly as they banked, she tossed it to loop around Kingdra’s neck.

The mystical object flashed once, then began to glow.

Kingdra steadied down onto the final stretch, and his fins whirred – faster, now, as the Mystic Water amplified his strength.

There were several confusing moments of jockeying for position as they sped out of the turn, Sharpedo waving back and forth to try to prevent Kingdra coming alongside, but then they were coming up on the bridge-

There was a camera flash, and Kingdra slowed down.

The Sharpedo trainer wobbled and jumped clear of his own skiff, sending out a Swellow as he did so, and the Flying-type caught him and let him down into the water gently.

“And it looks like that one’s going to go to the judges, folks! Misty and Jakob are in first and second, but we don’t know which one’s which! Looking at the replay…”

The announced paused, and when he resumed he sounded a bit offended.

“And the replay shows they were absolutely neck and neck. I guess they’ve both won?”

Misty shrugged, retrieving her Mystic Water. “I’ll take it!”

Ash and Keldeo came speeding through in a giant plume of spray, which subsided as Keldeo switched from Hydro Pump to running and then to walking. “Sorry, Ash…”

“Don’t be!” Ash replied, as they came to a stop. “I’m the one who fell off, not you…”

He sighed. “I just wish I’d managed to warn Latias and Latios. I guess we’d better go looking as soon as possible.”


“So you saw them?” Misty asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed, with a nod. “Both of them – Latias and Latios, though I couldn’t tell quite which was which. And – I think I can give both of them their memories back.”

“Is that such a good idea, with Latios?” Brock asked, as they walked – keeping a surreptitious eye out for anyone else who might be trying to listen in on them. “I mean, when you think about it, what he experienced last time was basically horrible pain and then dying.”

Ash winced. “Yeah, I know… not sure if there’s a good answer.”

“What’s the plan, Ash?” Pikachu asked.

“Good question,” Ash sighed. He shook his head. “Okay, let’s see… they might be invisible, or disguised as humans. You two know what Latias’ disguise was, right?”

“I think…” Misty frowned. “Yeah, it was a girl, right?”

Ash nodded. “I think I can spot her with Aura Sight – well, I saw them when they were invisible, but…”

“Well, I’m pretty sure Crobat could spot her,” Brock suggested. “And Misty, do you think Togekiss could?”

“Maybe if they were invisible…” Misty hedged. “I’m not sure about disguised. She can pick up emotions…”

“I guess we’d better split up,” Ash suggested, getting nods from both of the others.


“Latios…” Latias wheedled.

“I know you want to go to the festival,” Latios sighed. “You’ve told me enough times. But I still think it’s not safe!”

“But I’ve been waiting for weeks!” Latias complained. “You said yourself that the festival would be the best time to go out, because we wouldn’t be as likely to be noticed!”

Latios sighed, but didn’t answer.

“Come on!” Latias insisted. “I’ll be careful – I’ll stay disguised as a human, and I’ll not talk to anyone, and I’ll stay in crowds – or near a canal so I can escape if I need to!”

“Latias, this isn’t a game of-”

“You promised, Latios!” Latias whined. “You did!”

The blue Eon Pokémon sighed again.

“…fine,” he said, reluctantly. “But come straight back here as soon as you’re done, and don’t stay out too long.”

Latias beamed. “Thanks, brother!”

She headed over to the grotto’s exit, and then shimmered as she folded light around herself to appear like a slightly altered version of her friend Bianca.

“I’ll bring you something!” she called.

“Remember you’re supposed to walk! And don’t forget yourself and speak-” her brother replied, but she was gone before he could finish the warning.

Latios rolled his eyes. Sisters…


Ash soon found himself with little idea where was the best place to look.

Altomare was full of plazas, little back streets – both at and above the water level – and areas dissected by canals and only joined together by the occasional bridge.

For lack of a better idea, Ash decided to focus on the plazas he could find. He glanced around every so often, using both regular sight and Aura sight, and moved around regularly to try and cover more ground.

“See anything, Pikachu?” he asked.

“Nothing much,” Pikachu replied. “Wait – at the top of those stairs!”

Ash glanced at Pikachu to see where he was pointing, then looked up.

There was a momentary sign of movement.

Closing his eyes, Ash spotted a fading shimmer of purple-pink-blue.

“I think you’re right!” he said, starting forwards – walking quickly, but not running. “What did you see?”

“A girl – the same disguise Latias used,” Pikachu reported.

“Okay, thanks. Good work, Pikachu!”

Ash reached the stairs, and pelted up them. He could still just about see the shimmer of Latias’ aura, but it was fading quickly.


Togekiss floated back down to Misty, shaking her head.

“No luck?” Misty asked.

“No luck, sorry,” Togekiss sighed. “I couldn’t feel anything that might be Latias or Latios. No invisible emotion sources in the sky.”

“Well, thanks for looking,” she said, shrugging. “I guess we should just keep our eyes peeled.”

“Got it.” Togekiss gained height a bit, and floated along just behind Misty. “What should I be looking for?”

“That’s it, I’m not sure…” Misty sighed. “I have some idea, but… wait!”

A girl had just come out of one of the nearby doorways. She looked just right – her hair had a pair of tufts which Misty remembered the human disguise of Latias having.

Hoping they could get this all sorted out quickly, Misty hurried over. “Excuse me, miss?”

“Yes?” the girl replied, turning. “Oh, you’re the girl who drew first place in the Tour, aren’t you?”

“That’s right,” Misty confirmed, hiding her disappointment. She remembered Latias couldn’t speak – so this couldn’t be Latias.

“Why did you call me, anyway?” the girl asked, now a bit curious.

“Oh, sorry, I thought you were-” Misty stopped. “Well… Latias…”

“You know about Latias? You know she sometimes looks like me?” the girl – Bianca, Misty remembered – asked, startled. “How?”

“…it’s a long story,” Misty said, before shaking her head. “Never mind that – if you know Latias, and Latios, then we need to warn them. They could be in danger!”

Bianca frowned. “How do I know I can trust you?”

“You don’t,” Misty admitted. “But this is really important – someone’s going to try to take the Soul Dew.”

The young girl swallowed. “Well, if you know that much you’re either a master criminal or you’re trying to help… okay, follow me!”

Misty nodded. “Right. Togekiss, can you find Brock?”

“I’ll certainly try,” Togekiss said, dipping her wings and spiralling into the sky.


Latias hurried along the raised walkway, trying to avoid feeling too stupid.

She’d noticed the boy – Ash – and wanted to get a good look. But Ash had noticed her, somehow, and now he was coming after her.

The question Latias wanted answered, though, was why. Not only had he spotted her – and she was sure she’d kept her disguise up, so she’d just appeared to be a girl – but why had he come running after her?

She turned a corner, finding some steps, and took them at speed – taking care, even so, to make sure her cloaking illusion used the steps properly.

“Hey, wait!” the boy called after her. “I just want to talk! It’s important!”

Latias wondered why she hadn’t just gone invisible. Or abandoned her disguise, vanished into the canal, and come back out in the secret garden.

Maybe it was that… she did want to see what he wanted. A boy who had several Legendary Pokémon, who used them openly… there had to be something special about him.

And his Keldeo had seemed to care for him. He couldn’t be one of those horrible trainers Latios told her about.

Perhaps that meant there was a way she could leave the garden. Safely, and for good – or, for long enough it wasn’t just a taste of something she craved.

Latias realized she’d already come to a decision. She stopped, abruptly, and spun around to face Ash.

As soon as she did, Ash slowed down – going from a run to a walk, and panting slightly.

“Uh… thanks for slowing down,” Ash said, sounding uncertain. “Why did you-”

He shook his head. “Never mind. Latias, you’re-”

“You know who I am?” she asked, startled into forgetting one of the rules Latios had drummed into her. Then she gasped, realizing she’d just confirmed it for him.

“Yeah,” Ash nodded. “You’re Latias, disguised as a human. And you’re in danger.”

“Oh?” a smirking female voice said. “How touching.”

Latias looked past Ash, and realized she’d missed the approach of a motor boat with two young women in it. They were looking straight at her, with predatory grins.

“Uh oh…” Ash’s Pikachu said, cheeks sparking. “Thunder!”

There was a flash, and an Excadrill materialized on the prow of the boat. It blocked the Electrical attack with sharp, metal claws, and grinned.

Ash grabbed her hand. “Come on, we’ve got to-”

And then there was a confusing swirl of sensations and memories.

Her brother… dead? Had- did- was going to have died?

Ash and Pikachu helping – another version of the Tour De Altomare, where Ash was using Totodile -

Latias felt her illusion dissolve as she lost focus, trying to work out what had happened and what hadn’t.

“Get them, girls!” one of the women in the boat ordered, and Latias felt the sudden smashing pain of a Dark Pulse.


Ash blinked, realizing he’d accidentally passed on memories to Latias – then blanched, as no fewer than five Eeveelutions came swarming out of the boat and began to attack.

Oakley sent out her team as well, and Ash caught sight of a Beedrill and a Bisharp before Annie came towards him in a forward roll and kicked him in the chest – sending him skidding backwards, and losing his grip on the stunned Latias.

A bolt of electricity crashed into the Espeon attacking Latias, who yowled and turned her attention to Pikachu, and Ash ducked a sweeping kick before releasing most of his own on-hand Pokémon.

Pidgeot was just too big for the cramped canal, but the rest of them-

“Should have stayed away, hero,” Annie taunted him.

Ash’s arm came up in a block, knocking her punch aside, and he shoved into her with his shoulder before she could follow-up with a snap kick.


Lucario ran forwards across the water, all four paws glowing, and volleyed in a Mach Punch at the Excadrill.

Claws coming up, Excadrill blocked with a musical crash of steel on steel, and stabbed forwards with his head spike before launching himself forwards in a Drill Run.

Lucario flinched as the drill-shaped attack scraped up his side, and retaliated with a quick Aura Sphere. It shot off towards Excadrill, who hit the wall and drilled into it to escape.

Emerging a second later, he threw two bricks at Lucario, who blocked with lightning-fast paw strikes and lashed out with a kick. Excadrill swiped at his calf as it came in, and then there was a sudden eruption of water from one of the other fights which slapped into both of them.

Lucario recovered first, and stepped up to land a palm strike. It crashed into the wall just next to the evading Excadrill, and the mole promptly slapped his clawed paw on the wall to fire off an Earth Power.

Wincing as he slid backwards, Lucario braked with a foot. He pivoted, launching a sweep kick at Excadrill, and the mole vanished into the wall again.

Emerging a little higher up the wall, the Excadrill threw more hunks of brick at Lucario. He frowned slightly as the Fighting-type smashed them to pieces, then blocked a follow-up Force Palm and swiped out again with his metallic claws.

The clashing of steel continued for a few more seconds, and then Excadrill burst out in a Drill Run. He hit Lucario twice – once on the elbow and once on the shoulder, and turned to come in again.

He met a Fire Punch coming the other way.

Lucario ran after the mole as he tumbled, and added a Force Palm to finally knock him out.

A red beam lashed out to return the Excadrill as soon as he was done, and he turned to see what was going on in the rest of the fight.


Pikachu’s cheeks sparked once, and he opened up on the Espeon with a blast of Thunderbolt.

He remembered this cat from last time. She’d hit Ash with a Psybeam, and had Ash not already been so freakishly tough that probably would have seriously injured him.

Espeon shielded herself with a Light Screen, tail snapping across to establish it, and then added in a Psywave from her forehead-gem.

Pikachu gritted his teeth, then pushed out a shield of electricity when the Psywave let up for a moment. The electricity interfered with her Psywave, and he broadened it out into a full Counter Shield to make sure she couldn’t hit him easily again.

“What on earth-” Espeon began, then intensified her shield as Pikachu slapped an Electroball out at her. The electrical explosion reached around her Light Screen, and she broadened it frantically to ensure she wasn’t hit.

Tail lashing, she pounced forwards at Pikachu – electing to attack him directly, rather than handle his electrical attacks at range. She fired out a Confusion as she leaped, and Pikachu’s Counter Shield rippled for a moment before she hit it.

The electricity of the shield grounded in her fur – then a sudden wave of water from the canal hit her, conducting the electrical attack into her more harshly than she’d been expecting.

Her eyes glowed as she regenerated the damage, and her claws swiped at Pikachu.

Much to her surprise, the Electric-type blocked her first swipe and caught her second.

“Thunder!”

There was a sudden BANG as Pikachu discharged thousands of volts into her.

Espeon was thrown backwards by the blast, bounced and rolled to a stop, and came to her feet just in time to leap clear of a Volt Tackle.

Her eyes glowed again, and she battered at him with a wall of psychic force.

Pikachu skidded to a halt, abandoning his Volt Tackle, and then launched another Electroball forwards. This one hit a wider, stronger Light Screen, and he frowned in concentration.

His feet stuck to the floor, paws glowing blue, and he resisted the battering of the psychic surge for a couple of seconds before lunging forwards again – cheeks blazing up brighter than before.

This time it wasn’t an electrical attack. It was at least four, arcing and snapping in wildly different directions before joining up behind Espeon.

She glanced around, and began trying to establish another Light Screen behind her before the combined attack struck home. She was mostly successful, and the Shockwave merely made her knees tremble and her hair stand on end.

At that point, Pikachu pushed his paw into her shield. Pulsing a needle of Aura into it, he broadened the spike out and popped her Light Screen like a balloon.

His Thunder attack finished the job, and he smiled for a moment before looking for the next opponent.


Quilava glanced a little nervously at the water to her right, then set herself – facing her opponent.

She wasn’t very familiar with this Pokémon. She’d gathered it was a Bisharp – learning the name of a Pokémon wasn’t exactly hard, you just had to listen to the sounds instead of the words – but beyond that she knew very little.

“So, what-”

The Bisharp lunged forwards, sword-like arms flashing for her neck. She yelped, balled up, and flashed into fire.

That seemed to ward him off, but a Night Slash came in a moment later and she had to dodge awkwardly back.

Looking closer, she came to a decision. This Pokémon was all sharp edges, and so she couldn’t use her Flame Wheel to any great effect.

That meant she’d have to switch styles.

Rolling back a bit, she uncurled and gestured with one paw. Her quills flickered up, and she eyed Bisharp – looking for an opening.

It wasn’t long in coming. Bisharp lunged forwards, arm-blades flashing, and Quilava retaliated with a stream of fire in a Flamethrower.

She rolled sideways out of the way of the first Night Slash, ran forwards underneath a second – briefly ending her Flamethrower as she did so – and then spun in her own length and launched a cinder-strewing Flame Charge at Bisharp’s exposed back.

The attack connected, and seemed to do damage – but a moment later a wave of water hit them both. It blasted Quilava sideways, extinguishing her flames and sending her into the wall with an oof of pain.

Bisharp came off much the better of the sudden blast of water, and spun, using Swords Dance to power up before diving to hit Quilava again.

Quilava leaped forwards out of the way of the sword-slash, glancing in all directions to check where everyone was.

Another swipe, and Bisharp forced her to back against the wall again. Fortunately, it was a blank wall – no openings on it.

Ash was just about-

There!

She inhaled, and fired the most tightly focused Lava Plume she could manage. Bisharp was caught in the fringes, staggering backwards briefly with flame licking over his exposed blades, and nearly fell into the canal before rallying.

The blast of fire also left black scarring on the canal-side path and in a long teardrop-shape reaching up the wall Quilava had been backed against. She was just about to jump clear when a scorched Ariados landed on her.

Bisharp stepped forwards, wavering but not yet down, and his arm-blade produced a shimmering white extension – Guillotine.

He wound up to hit her neck as she struggled free-

Then a Sacred Sword hit him from behind.


Keldeo jumped into the water as soon as he emerged, getting some fighting room. He charged up a Sacred Sword to attack the Umbreon going after Latias, but was forced to abandon his plan when a stream of Sticky Web nearly hit him in the head.

Jinking back out of the way of the shower of spider-silk, he saw an Ariados focusing on him. A shower of poisonous needles came next, and Keldeo blocked them with his blade before retaliating with a ranged Sacred Sword.

The attack whistled in on Ariados, who sprayed a continuous stream of more spider silk at it and made the attack weaken itself cutting through all the gunk. Scuttling out of the way, Ariados fired more poisonous shots at Keldeo, forcing him to focus on defence.

A second wave of sticky web came lashing out, and this time Keldeo was still blocking. It covered him with the gunk for a moment, but then Suicune blocked one of the attacks aimed at her with a huge spherical wave of water.

It washed out across the whole fight, knocking both her opponents back, and Keldeo benefitted too – it washed the webs off, letting him canter clear of the follow-up Venoshock attack.

“Thanks!” he gasped to Suicune, skating sideways on the water and aiming for a good target. He fired a Focus Blast to try and knock Ariados into the water, but the arachnid Pokémon scuttled backwards and up onto the wall – using his height advantage to pepper Keldeo with pin missiles and needles.

Keldeo switched to an Ice Blade, which hit Ariados’ foremost left leg and seemed to freeze it slightly. The Bug-type side-walked higher-

And got hit by a sudden blast of flame from below.

Keldeo glanced down. Quilava!

She looked like she was in trouble, though – his opponent had landed on her, making it hard for her to get away.

Scowling, Keldeo charged forwards. He powered up his Sacred Sword, and brought it down in a diagonal cut which hammered Bisharp to the floor and unconsciousness.

Both their opponents vanished in red light, and Keldeo turned to face the rest of the battle just as a Moonblast came the other way. It smashed him backwards, making him lose his concentration on water walking, and he sank up to his knees before reflexively activating his Hydro Pump jets.


Suicune emerged, landing with feline grace on the water of the canal, and oriented herself.

Latias was under attack by several Pokémon at once, and she gathered herself to spring to her aid – but then she was hit by an explosive Seed Bomb on the side of the muzzle, and she shook her head briefly before turning her attention to the Pokémon on the footpath.

A Leafeon stood there, already firing another of the explosive seeds, and Suicune batted it out of the way with her paw. It hit the water hard, plunged a little way beneath it, and detonated.

Riding the swell, Suicune produced a ball of swirling cold in her mouth and fired it. Leafeon jumped aside, tail lashing, and Suicune corrected the Ice Beam onto her.

The Grass-type flinched backwards, a frosting of ice forming by the time the attack ended, and Suicune prepared a follow-up. Latias was in trouble, but not yet subdued, and if she worked quickly-

Leafeon’s eyes flicked to the side. It was just enough warning for Suicune, who saw the incoming Beedrill out of the corner of her eye.

She pulsed out a huge wave of water with Hydro Pump, which intercepted the Beedrill and made its Poison Jab discharge into the water instead of into her flank. Suicune’s water-purification power quickly neutralized the poison, and an additional effect of the spherical water-shield was that it knocked Beedrill violently backwards.

Turning her attention back to the now-bedraggled and soaked Leafeon, Suicune fired another Ice Beam. This time Leafeon seemed to be more ready for the attack, jumping over it and firing a shower of Razor Leaves back at Suicune.

Suicune darted to one side, ducking most of the Razor Leaves and freezing a few with an Icy Wind, then got hit in the side by an Electroweb from the Beedrill.

Wincing, she fired another Icy Wind – this one got through to Leafeon, knocking her out – and turned to focus on the Beedrill.

“Stupid stone!” one of the criminals said, shaking something in her hand. “Annie, you said this was-”

“I’m a little busy right now!” Annie replied, still engaged in close quarters combat with Ash.

Suicune blinked, noticing the band around Beedrill’s stinger. Was that a-

Happily, it looked like they couldn’t work it. How fortunate.

Ducking another Electroweb, Suicune fired a stream of water and knocked Beedrill backwards. A stream of Bubblebeam followed, and knocked Beedrill out entirely.

Turning, Suicune prepared to help Latias, but saw she was too late – the Eon Pokémon had been neutralized by a Cofagrigus, and a fraction of a second later a Moonblast whistled past her face to hit Keldeo.

A blaze of multicoloured light went past in the other direction, and smashed into the Umbreon standing over Latias – knocking her out with a bang.


Latias hit the floor hard, as the Umbreon hit her with another Dark Pulse which blew her backwards and interrupted her levitation.

Still shaken from the experience of having a whole new set of memories, she scrambled for an attack she could use to help her out. Psychic-type attacks were no good-

She fired a Dragon Pulse, hoping that would help, and a Sylveon darted into the way and took the attack without flinching. The Sylveon then lashed its tail and pounced on her.

Somewhat to Latias’ surprise, the Fairy-type Pokémon kissed her on the neck. Much more to her surprise, it hurt – horribly, as though it was pulling her strength out through her feathers.

Panicking, Latias released a pulse of psychic energy. It knocked the Sylveon back, but at the same moment the Umbreon came in and bit down hard on her leg.

Latias tried to throw the Umbreon off, and largely succeeded – though her situation didn’t improve even then, as a Glaceon stepped up next. Tail and ears swirling in an artificial wind, the icy vixen hit her with a point-blank Blizzard.

Stunned, battered, drained and now chilled, Latias was reacting more than thinking now – trying to do something, anything, which would make the attacks stop. She formed a Safeguard shield, driving all three Eeveelutions away, and looked for Ash-

And got hit by a draining, deadening Curse.

The Cofagrigus who had hit her with it laughed, shadowy arms reaching out for her, and Latias reached deep. Remembering an attack she’d only managed to use once before, she gathered together a ball of mist as the Cofagrigus snared her wings and arms.

Umbreon fired a Dark Pulse at her, and she sank back towards the ground – but kept that attack going. It reached full power, and she fired.

A blur of motion sped into the way of her attack between her firing and it reaching the target, and she stayed conscious long enough to see a Shedinja absorb the attack without a ripple.

Then darkness closed over her.


Seeing Latias collapse made Ash all the more determined to get past Annie.

The Rocket agent was a quick, slippery opponent, and kept trying to use cheap shots – sharpened stiletto, a quickly thrown rose, even a web gun – to wrest the initiative away from Ash.

Ash had only managed to land a solid blow on her once. Despite that, though, he was pushing her back, and he could see it wouldn’t be much longer before he could slip past her and get at the downed Dragon-type.

What he’d do then, he wasn’t sure. But it would probably involve throwing at least one Eeveelution into the canal, possibly all three.

“Annie!” Oakley called. “Back here!”

“Trying to! This kid is-” Annie began, and then there was a tearing sound as a Signal Beam went past the battling humans.

Unnoticed by any of the other participants in the chaotic waterside fight, Dexter had managed to set up and fire a Signal Beam at the Umbreon. He’d been a moment late to help Latias, but it was still welcome.

Before he could get off a second attack, though, a Kirlia jumped up onto the bow of the Rockets’ motorboat and fired a Moonblast at Keldeo.

“Get us out of here!” Oakley snapped, grabbing a Pokéball from the seat beside her and returning the Umbreon.

Nodding, Kirlia spread her arms. Suicune pounced, but a moment too late – both Rockets, all their remaining Pokémon and Latias vanished in a flare of light.

Ash panted, feeling bitterly disappointed. He noticed absently that his clothes were soaked – the blast of water from Suicune had been noticed but not really thought about during the intense hand-to-hand battle he’d been engaged in.

“What do we do now, Ash?” Keldeo asked.

Ash slumped. “I don’t… wait. Follow me!”

He set off at a run.

His Pokémon exchanged glances, then headed after him.


Brock glanced up as Crobat came back down. “Nothing?”

“Nothing!” Crobat replied, orbiting his trainer. “Everyone here’s the same shape they seem. Sorry, Brock – maybe they’re just not in the public places.”

“I guess we can hope that Ash or Misty found one of them,” Brock said, shaking his head. “Where-”

He paused, glancing around the large open space they were in. “Wait a minute… that’s the museum, right?”

“I suppose it must be,” Crobat said, looking at it. “Unless this place has an extremely large and ornate bike shop, or something…”

“That might be our best bet!” Brock started forwards, and Crobat dropped a little to hover alongside. “I think the curator knew – knows – Latios and Latias.”

“That sounds right…” Crobat agreed, frowning. “I think.”

“It’s at least somewhere to start,” Brock shrugged.

It took him a minute or so to reach the museum across the large, open plaza – it was less crowded than it had been an hour or so ago, as people went in for lunch, so Brock could follow a much straighter path.

The museum itself was, as Brock remembered, a little palatial. Beautiful stained-glass windows encircled the building, which had a high top surmounted by a spire, and ornamental towers guarded the main entrance.

Inside, Brock looked around for the man he remembered meeting here years ago. It was frustratingly hard to remember what he looked like, so Brock was forced to rely on the hope that he would know the man when he saw him.

Despite his preoccupation, though, the D.M.A. was a fascinating sight. It was much bigger than he’d remembered, all dark metal and complicated mechanisms, and lit an eerie green by the light coming through the stained-glass windows.

“This thing’s huge,” Crobat said.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed.

“That’s the D.M.A,” a voice said. “The Defence Mechanism of Altomare.”

Brock turned to the speaker, and blinked as he recognized – Lorenzo, that was his name!

“It was built to-”

“Sorry,” Brock interrupted. “Can I have a word?”

“Well, sure!” Lorenzo said, readily enough. “What do you want to know?”

Brock spoke quietly. “Latios and Latias are in danger.”

Lorenzo’s reaction was quite impressive. His eyes widened, but apart from that he showed no particular surprise or recognition of the news. “You mean the defenders of Altomare?”

“I mean Latias and Latios – the ones you know. My friends and I are here to-”

“Okay, come with me,” Lorenzo said, urgently. He guided Brock out through one of the side doors and into an empty backroom.

“What’s that about Latias and Latios being in danger?” he asked, once the door was shut.

“There’s some agents coming – we think – to try and capture Latios or Latias. We need to warn them,” Brock said succinctly.

Lorenzo examined him for a long moment. “Suppose I believe you. What then?”

“We head for wherever Latias or Latios is and warn them – fast,” Brock said promptly. “We’ve been looking, but no luck so far.”

A frown. “Hm. Well, Latios can take care of himself, but I’m not so sure Latias can… right, we’d better go. Latios can decide if you’re trustworthy. Follow me.”

Brock returned Crobat and followed, out through two more back rooms and through a small door letting out onto the canal.

“Quagsire, can you pull us?” Lorenzo asked, releasing his Pokémon. “You know the way.”

Quagsire nodded placidly, and took a painter rope attached to the nearest gondola.

“Get in,” Lorenzo nodded. “It’s safe, don’t worry.”

Brock duly got in, and the Water-type started to pull them off.

A few seconds later, Brock looked up at a familiar voice. “Togekiss?”

“Brock!”

The Jubilee Pokémon came swooping down on him, pulling around in a turn to come alongside. “Misty found the girl – Bianca! They’re headed for the garden!”

“Good!” Brock said. “Can you tell her I’m headed there too?”

“Sure!”

Togekiss orbited once more, then set off again.

“What’s that?” Lorenzo asked, blinking. “Headed there too? Did you understand what that Pokémon said?”

Brock nodded. “My friend Ash taught me how to-”

Lorenzo nodded, as if this made sense. “Oh, right, you’re friends with that Ash Ketchum. That explains everything.”

“Even-”

“Everything,” Lorenzo repeated. “That kid’s been on the news.”


A few minutes after Brock and Lorenzo were out of sight, there was a bright flash in the main room of the museum.

Two women and close to a dozen Pokémon materialized, some of them unconscious.

As the few people in the museum looked around in shock, Oakley pointed. “Get them out of here!”

Sylveon and Glaceon nodded, darting forwards. Glaceon fired a shower of Ice Shards which peppered the ground near one group, startling them and making them run for the exit, and Sylveon went the more direct route of firing a blast of weakened Fairy Wind which physically propelled the victims out the door.

One trainer, however, refused to be intimidated. “You’re not going to get rid of me!” he called. “Klang, get them!”

The Steel-type materialized, fired a Flash Cannon at Sylveon, and abruptly found itself confronted by a Shedinja which absorbed the beam of focused light. The ghostly Bug’s eyes glowed, and it launched a wave of flame from Will-O-Wisp at Klang.

Startled, the Klang was unable to get out of the way in time before the ghostly flames struck home, flickering on all its exposed surfaces as they washed over it.

Thus weakened, the Steel-type was easily driven out the door by Glaceon and Sylveon between them.

“Okay, Annie,” Oakley went on, once the door was closed and she’d locked it. “What the heck was up with that?”

“What was up with what?” Annie asked, defensively. “Ow, my shoulder…”

“That kid!” Oakley snapped. She glanced at Kirlia, noting with approval that the Psychic-type was healing up Espeon with a Wish. “I know we heard he was tough, but thirty seconds! That was half our teams – and he nearly got you too!”

Espeon got back up, shaking her head, and glanced around. She took in the situation, noting the new surroundings and – with relief – the lack of Pikachu.

“Well, excuse me for trying to actually fight him!” Annie said, huffing. “And if you had managed to use that Mega Stone-”

“Don’t blame me for your-” Oakley cut off her statement, and sighed. “Right. We’ve got Latias. Now, all we need is the Soul Dew.”

“Where are we going to get it?” Annie asked. She glanced at the doors. “We don’t exactly have long before someone comes and tries to get in, and we don’t know where it is.”

“We don’t,” Oakley agreed, with a wicked grin. “But she does.”

“…oh,” Annie said, nodding. “Right. Now?”

“Give it a few minutes,” Oakley suggested. “I want to have Umbreon back and healed first, and probably Ariados too so we can take her out of Cofagrigus’ wrappings.


Latias blinked, twitching slightly.

She could remember pain-shock-darkness, but beyond that it was… indistinct-

Latios! Latios had been… he’d died…

But… Latias could still feel him at the other end of their bond. She reached for it, and stabbing pain flashed through her as two alien presences drove into her mind.

Her half-dreaming consciousness was a whirl of images and sensations. A horrible nightmare, from when she had realized Latios was gone – sulking, because her brother wouldn’t let her out to play – training, in the hope that she would be safe – long hours in the garden, painting – being told about the Soul Dew – Bianca – hearing about Ash, who trained Legendaries – how to use the D.M.A – the Soul Dew – the Soul Dew, resting in its plinth in the garden – the Soul Dew – Latios!

With a half-panicked surge of mental muscle, Latias threw the intruding minds out of her own. She began to hyperventilate, and closed her mind as much as she could. The probes came back, but this time she was awake enough to notice and resist them.

The cold feeling of Ghostly energy which had surrounded her abruptly abated. She shook her head, opening her eyes and rising from the floor, and then a Dark Pulse smashed into her from the same Umbreon as before.

Already weak, that nearly knocked her out again. A spray of web from a familiar-looking Ariados followed, and pinned her to the floor.


Kirlia looked up at her trainer, and waved her hand.

“Did you get the location of the Soul Dew?”

A nod.

“Great!” Annie enthused. “That’s the best-”

“And how to use the D.M.A?” Oakley interrupted.

Another nod. Kirlia spoke to the other Pokémon for a moment, and they hauled the immobilized Latias into a circular incision on the ground.

“Right!” Oakley grinned. “Umbreon, Sylveon, Shedinja, keep an eye on that Latias. Come on, Annie, we’re going to get that Soul Dew right now!”


Ash slowed to a walk as he went through the iron-arched plant trellis, turned right, and faced a blank wall.

Closing his eyes, he saw the reality. The wall was an illusion – covering the entrance into Altomare’s hidden treasure, the secret garden.

“Ash!” Pikachu called, panting, as he came hurrying up behind followed by the others. “What just – why are we here?”

“It’s the entrance to the garden,” Ash explained.

Pikachu blinked, and glanced back at Quilava. “I did hear that, right? Ash just said he found the garden?”

“I heard,” Quilava agreed. She shot Ash a look. “How!?”

Ash blinked. “I… I’m not sure, but-”

I have a hypothesis, Dexter interjected. Ash – were you thinking about where you were going?

“Well… no?” Ash admitted.

Ah, there we go. You’re overthinking things, that’s part of why you get lost. If it’s familiar enough you don’t have to think, you’re fine.

“Okay…” Ash said, turning that explanation over in his mind. “Okay, I guess.”

He nodded, then stepped forwards – directly at the blank wall.

Keldeo flinched slightly, then blinked, as Ash’s form was outlined by a greenish shimmer. “Oh, that’s cool! It’s an illusion!”

“Yeah, it is pretty cool,” Pikachu agreed. “Wait ‘til you see what’s inside…”

“We can save recreation for a later date,” Lucario suggested. “Our main priority is finding Latios and warning him, and then finding out where Latias is so as to help her.”


It wasn’t the first time Ash had seen Altomare’s secret garden, but it was just as amazing as when he’d first entered.

The garden was set in a circular depression, ringed by an arched walkway, and – whether illusion or something else – there were trees, tall ones, visible over the walkway and blocking out the surrounding buildings.

Inside the tiered depressions, accessed by steps or by steep turfed slopes, was a dense network of trees and lawns and pools, with the occasional fountain scattered around under the cool shade. Stone walkways gave access to much of the garden, and there were statues visible in a few places.

Closing his eyes, Ash took the whole place in again in Aura sight for a moment. It was really soothing – if he didn’t know better, he’d assume he was in the wilderness rather than the heart of a city.

Beautiful.

“Amazing place, isn’t it?” Pikachu said, coming up behind him, and Ash knelt to let his Starter get on his shoulder.

Then there was a blur of motion.

“What are you doing here?” Latios shouted, speeding in with his feathers tuned to invisibility. Ash ducked aside, and the Eon Pokémon shot past him before turning in a breathtakingly tight turn to come around again.

“Stop!” Pikachu called, jumping off Ash’s shoulder once more to interpose himself between Ash and Latios. “We’re here to help! Latias is in trouble!”

Latios screeched to a halt in mid-air, inches from hitting Pikachu.

“Latias is – but – how do you know?!” Latios asked, startled. “How are you even here?”

“We ran into Latias,” Ash explained. “And some Rocket agents did too, and they ambushed us. We weren’t able to get through to help-”

“So you failed-” Latios stopped. “How did you just-”

“Latios, I understand your concerns,” Suicune said, startling the Dragon-type by speaking up from about two feet away. “But Ash is a trustworthy trainer, and we should focus on how to save your sister.”

“Where did you – Suicune?” Latios asked, thoroughly confused. “Wait. You said Ash?” His head went back to looking at Ash. “Are you the trainer my sister keeps going on about? I didn’t know you could understand- but if you are, that means-” Back to Suicune. “Are you one of his Pokémon?”

Suicune nodded. “I offered him the challenge, he took it up, and I was caught. It has been fun so far.”

Latios shook his head. “Sorry, I’m a bit – Latias! Where is she?”

“The Rocket agents got her,” Ash repeated. “They managed to knock her out and then teleported – we don’t know where.”

Latios winced. “Okay, I think I can try and find where she is.”

His eyes flashed, and he activated sight-sharing – extending it to Ash and his team, now all gathered around.

What Latios saw was not encouraging. The view through his sister’s half-lidded eyes was of the museum from ground level, with a watchful Umbreon standing before her – and, a moment later, there was a clunk and three pairs of rings rose up from the floor, carrying Latias with them.

“The D.M.A is already activating!” Ash said. “That’s not good-”

Latios blinked. “How do you know about the D.M.A?”

“Time travel,” Pikachu informed him. “It is a very long story.”

“I… suppose it must be,” Latios admitted.

“We know where Latias is,” Lucario stated. “We should hurry there, before-”

He paused. “Wait. They have a teleporting Kirlia, and I can’t see her. Do they know where the Soul Dew is?”

Ash paled. “Latios, end the sight-sharing! We have to-”

The psychic connection collapsed. Latios sent a brief pulse of reassurance to his sister, who seemed groggy and uncertain, then a thunderclap punished his ears.


“La!” Kirlia stated, dropping her trainers and two of her fellow Pokémon in the secret garden of Altomare – right next to the location she’d extracted from Latias’ memories.

“There it is!” Annie said, grinning, on seeing the glittering Soul Dew under a small caged pool. “Let’s grab it!”

Oakley nodded, reaching in. The gemstone seemed a little warm to the touch, and it took her considerable effort to pull it out.

“Come on, hurry up!” Annie hissed. “I don’t think we’re alone in here!”

With a twik sound, the Soul Dew came free of its holder.

“There!” Oakley said, holding the gem up. “Got it!”

Annie took it from her hands. “This is so beautiful!”

“It’s not just that which we want!” Oakley reminded her. “That gem of ours is the key to ultimate power!”

Both of them looked up at the sound of a distant shout.

“What was that?” Annie asked.

Excadrill ran forwards, claws ready – then an almighty blast of lightning cannoned into him, actually knocking him backwards and sending him skidding along the floor.

Oakley saw the Pokémon charging down the path towards her, and reacted instantly. “Kirlia, get us-”

The Fairy-type’s arms spread, and they vanished about a second before an Ice Blade and a blast of high-pressure water went through the space they’d been occupying.


“No!” Pikachu cursed. “This is… no! I won’t let it happen again!”

His cheeks sparked emphatically as he said that, and Suicune gave him a slightly worried look.

“Pikachu?” she asked. “You realize you just hit a Ground-type with a Thunder attack?”

Pikachu’s ear twitched. “Yeah, so? That happens.”

He turned to Ash. “We’ve got to get to the museum as soon as possible! If we get there – fast – then we can stop the same thing happening to Latias that happened to Latios!”

“I know-” Ash began.

“What happened to me?” Latios asked, with a horrible sinking feeling.

Ash winced. “It… wasn’t good. I can show you, but… it’s kind of your choice.”

He took a deep breath. “You died.”

“I…” Latios took a moment to process that, then his expression hardened. “Show me. If it will do anything to help my sister, I’d gladly pay that price.”

Ash reached out, and touched the downy feathers on Latios’ side.

There was a blur of sensation and memories.

An almost identical version of the last two or so years, though without Latias becoming interested in recent months in finding out about the trainer who travelled with Legendaries.

A different version of this meeting in the garden, with Ash coming in later and his sister being the one to vouch for the young trainer.

That night, those same women attacking Latias – he got in the way – the DMA – pain and struggle, and then a death-ride into the maw of an oncoming tsunami. Breaking it, saving Altomare.

And a couple of years of vague sensations, what was left of his spirit slumbering in the new Soul Dew.

It all took only a moment to play out.

Latios took a long, deep breath. “Right. Let’s-”

“Ash!” called two voices, almost overlapping.

Ash’s head flicked from one side of the garden to the other. “Brock? Misty?”

The two gym leaders came running over, followed respectively by Lorenzo and Bianca. “What happened?” Brock asked.

“I found Latias, but those Rockets found her at the same time!” Ash explained. “We couldn’t stop them from taking her.”

“Didn’t they have an Ariados and an Espeon?” Misty asked.

“They had significant reinforcement,” Lucario stated. “Four other Eeveelutions, an Excadrill, a Kirlia, a Cofagrigus, a Shedinja, a Bisharp and a Beedrill.”

“…ouch,” Brock said faintly.

“And they just appeared here – by Teleport – took the Soul Dew, and left before we could stop them,” Ash went on. “We’ve got to get to the DMA as soon as we can!”

“You’re all very knowledgeable about this,” Lorenzo said, curiously. “How so?”

“Time travel,” Ash said. “We’ll explain more later – Latios, have they worked out how to operate the machine?”

Latios’ eyes glowed, and he sight-shared again.

This time, it was worse. The DMA was clearly active, with the machinery whirling around to bring the control chair down to floor level, and at a request from Latios their view turned to show the Soul Dew in its slot.

The view collapsed, and Ash clenched his fist. “We’d better hurry. What’s the quickest way?”

“The quickest way I know is through the canals, but I’m the only one who can take that route,” Latios frowned. “And if they could beat me last time, and now – no, I need help.”

“I know the quickest way!” Lorenzo said. “Well, it’s not quite the fastest, but the city’s going to be on lockdown once the DMA activates so it’s the best we can do. Follow me!”


“At last,” Oakley said, clambering into the control seat. “That was a lot harder than it could have been, but we’re all set!”

“What’s so great about this thing, anyway?” Annie asked. “I mean, it’s the most powerful weapon in the world – what does that mean?”

Oakley chuckled, stretching out her arms to the gesture panel. “Oh, lots of things. Let’s start with – this! Lockdown initiated!”

There was a grinding sound, and a dense network of steel bars closed over the doors. All over the city, similar grids of bars formed out of the stonework, startling the tourists and locals alike as they found themselves abruptly locked either inside or outside.

“Now, time to clear the streets!” Oakley went on, accessing submenus. “Hmmm… that’s interesting. Did you know Altomare is built on limestone, Annie?”

“No?” Annie volunteered.

“Well, it is! Watch this!”

Oakley made a grand gesture, and Latias screeched as the DMA drew heavily on her energy.

And, all over the city, exposed bedrock trembled.


The group came hurrying back out of Altomare’s hidden garden, and Lorenzo pointed. “This way!”

His route led them along two corners to a small dock, where a gondola was moored. As they filed down the steps, a set of steel bars ground down – separating Ash, Misty and Bianca from Brock and Lorenzo.

“Hold on!” Keldeo said, lighting his Sword. A few quick slashes, and the bars collapsed.

“Good one, Keldeo,” Ash grinned.

Suicune stepped onto the water. “Would you mind if I pulled?”

“Pardon?” Lorenzo asked, frowning. “I didn’t quite catch that…”

Concentrating, Suicune repeated herself. “Would you mind were I to pull? I suspect I’m the fastest one able to.”

“Oh – of course!” Lorenzo agreed.

“I see you got that Aura trick working,” Brock complimented, as the rest of the group piled into the boat.

Suicune waited until everyone was in, then leaned forwards and began to accelerate the boat – quickly going up to about as fast as the racers had at the Tour de Altomare.

“Left here!” Lorenzo called. “It’s the main canal, it leads right where we want it to!”

Suicune replied by curving into a wide left turn, following Lorenzo’s instructions, and then her head snapped aside – focusing on movement overhead.

“What is-” Ash began, then saw – a large, leathery-winged Aerodactyl with glowing white eyes coming in.

“That happened last-”

Pikachu fired a blast of lightning into the sky, hitting the Aerodactyl. It wobbled in the air, steaming, but rallied.

A second blast finished it off, sending it crashing to the water in a plume of spray.

“Was that the Aerodactyl from the museum?” Latios asked, skimming invisibly alongside.

“I think it was!” Lorenzo frowned. “But why would it be here?”

“The DMA can animate them!” Ash said. “There should be a Kabutops as well.”

Ash had barely finished when something came bursting out of the water, swiping at Suicune with clawed arms.

Lucario fired a Flash Cannon at it, knocking it back and plunging into the water. “Armaldo,” he reported – then saw the look on Ash’s face. “What’s wrong?”

“There wasn’t an Armaldo last time,” Ash explained. “This is bad.”

Latios shot upwards into the air, producing a wash of wind. He came down a few seconds later, and decloaked – looking worried. “There’s several Fossil Pokémon in the streets,” he reported. “And I saw ripples heading our way through the water – lots of them.”

Ash made a quick decision. “Suicune, we’re going to need to carry on on land! It’s too easy to ambush us on the water!”

Suicune nodded, slowing to bring their gondola to the nearest docking point. The impromptu team de-boated, and a moment later a white-eyed Omastar came rearing out of the water to pull the gondola apart.

It got about halfway through doing that before Keldeo fired a Sacred Sword, slicing the Gondola neatly in half and knocking the Omastar back into the canal.

“Latios!” Ash said, getting his attention. “Were the fossils just coming after us?”

“I – no!” Latios realized. “They were everywhere, and there were people running from them!”

“Right.” Ash glanced at his pocket. “Dexter, we need my entire team – everyone who’s available.”

Understood.


Grant looked around, keeping close to the walls. “Marill – see anything?”

“Mar!” his Marill replied, shaking his head.

“Great…” the trainer sighed. “The heck happened?”

Marill shrugged. “Rill…”

A roar alerted them both.

Startled, Grant looked up – hoping against hope it was another Anorith, like the one they’d beaten earlier.

It wasn’t. A huge Tyrantrum was coming storming down the canalfront towards them, accelerating steadily and roaring as its white-glowing eyes fixed onto him.

Marill jumped out in front of his trainer, inhaling and readying a Bubble attack – unlikely to do anything worthwhile, but better than just waiting-

There was another roar, this one from overhead, and a big orange Charizard swept down the street. It fired a burst of orange light which split into a shower of meteors, backwinged as the Draco Meteor spread blasted the Tyrantrum in the chest, and then sped forwards again and slapped it in the face with an Iron Tail.

Roaring, the Tyrantrum snapped at the irritant, and got a face full of Dragon Breath for his trouble.

“Whoa…” Grant breathed, and then decided to run while the big dinosaur was distracted. “Come on, Marill, we’re leaving!”


“Right-o,chaps, tallyho!” Noctowl announced, his form wavering as he formed a Double Team effect. Rising, he caught the attention of an Aerodactyl and an Archeops, both of which came swooping down on him.

The Rock/Flying types passed right through their respective targets, collided with a crash, and dropped several hundred feet before recovering and pulling out of their dives.

“Pity that didn’t work better, but oh well,” Noctowl muttered to himself, spinning off another illusion – then the Archeops was hit by a wave of air which hammered it into the ground, and Pidgeot swooped past the crash site before climbing fast.

“Lovely weather for the time of year!” Noctowl pointed out, rolling to one side and avoiding an Archen. “Not that you’re bothering to notice… manners, I do declare!”

His eyes glowed, ensnaring the Archen in a bubble of psionic force, and he swept it around before releasing it on a downwards trajectory.

A couple of hundred feet below, Butterfree slipped sideways and out of the way of a shower of Rock Slide-created rocks. He spread his wings, powering up, and then launched off a Solarbeam at the Aerodactyl on his tail.

The Grass-type attack made Aerodactyl flinch slightly, but it wasn’t as effective as it would be on some Fossils. Eyes flashing with a spark of rage behind the blank white, it lunged forwards and was promptly hit from below by a Fairy Wind.

“I could have handled that,” Butterfree commented to Togekiss, performing a banking spiral and getting the Aerodactyl in his sight-line. A psychic bubble enveloped the Rock-type, and it went crashing into the water of a canal.

“I’m helping, that’s all…” Togekiss pointed out.

Pidgeot swept past them, focused air swirling under her wings, and bored in on a small flock of Archen. An Ominous Wind boomed out at them, knocking them around and making a couple of them drop towards the ground.


“Nice work, Olympic!” Keiran called. “Now, over there!”

“Baay!” his Bayleef nodded, and vines lashed out towards an oncoming Cranidos. They pulled on one leg, making the saurian Fossil wobble, then abruptly switched to the other and sent it tumbling into the canal.

“Great!” Keiran enthused, glancing around.

The other trainers helping keep this area safe all seemed to be doing okay. He’d never met them before, but their Pokémon – a big, burly Rhydon, a lightning-fast Floatzel and a Pokémon he’d never seen before which seemed to be a Fighting and Flying type – were working pretty well with Olympic, allowing him to concentrate on just one entrance to the square.

Then Olympic frowned, and called for Keiran’s attention.

“What is it, boy?” Keiran asked, worried by the tone of voice his starter had used.

Olympic nodded to the waterfront, and Keiran looked closer.

Nothing.

Then, a series of purple tendrils appeared over the canal wall. As they rose, they revealed themselves to be attached to about a dozen Cradily, all with blank white eyes in place of the normal yellow.

“Uh oh…” Keiran muttered. “Olympic, do the best you can! Guys? Anyone here know an Ice move?”

“Floatzel has Ice Shard,” one of the others volunteered. “But that’s a lot of Cradily-”

There was a sudden blaze of fire and flame, sweeping along one of the roads into the plaza, and then a blue sphere of brilliant light shot forwards and hit the foremost Cradily.

The firey blur slowed, skidding to a halt between the plaza and the canal, and shot a Fire Blast at the crowd of Fossils.

“…that’s Entei…” Keiran heard himself say, a little numbly. “That is actually Entei.”

A Fire Spin roared out, and then Entei jumped aside from a barrage of Ancientpower – except for one, which he smashed to pieces with a blow of his paw – before lunging in and hammering one of the crinoid Pokémon with a fire-based body blow of an attack.

Over the course of about twenty seconds, Entei hammered the fossils flat. He glanced around briefly once that was done, and pelted off again.

“Thanks!” Keiran heard one of the others call, and Entei shot a smiling glance before continuing.

Now there was a lull, Keiran could hear the battles going on elsewhere – the occasional crash or bang, as attacks hit home, and the roar of water from somewhere else.

Then an Archen swooped down, and it was back to the battle.


“…pardon?” Ash asked, blinking.

“I said it once already!” Squirtle complained, then sighed. “Right. For the second time! Here is my plan. We are about a mile from the museum – we need to get there as soon as possible, and the streets are full of Fossils.”

“That bit’s not a plan,” Misty pointed out.

“I was getting there, as you know!” Squirtle said, a bit huffily. “Anyway. My plan is this! Bull-Dozer!”

“That’s just a word,” Ash said.

“No, it’s two words, one awesome idea! Show him, guys!”

To Ash’s surprise, his quintet of Tauros trotted forwards.

“Right!” Squirtle began pointing. “You go there! You there! And you there! And you two on the outside!”

The hyperactive turtle jumped up onto the one in the middle, and posed. “That’s five Tauros! One Squirtle! And one thousand pounds of sheer awesome!”

“…I don’t get it,” Brock admitted.

“Oh, you will,” Squirtle promised. “Right! Ivysaur, right side! Totodile, come up here on the left!”

Ivysaur glanced at Ash for confirmation.

“I guess we should see what he means,” Ash decided. “Go ahead.”

Nodding, Ivysaur hoisted Totodile up with his vines and then pulled himself up.

Bianca had been looking at the spectacle without speaking for some time. “I have no idea what’s going on here,” she said eventually.

“The bounds of brotherhood are wide! A team, a herd, they’re all the same – organized dedication and fighting-”

“Can you get on with it?” Ivysaur interrupted. “Because I think they’ve seen us.”

Squirtle sighed. “Fine, then, we’ll just do it the boring way. Three! Two! One! Outrage!”

All five Tauros reared up. “What are we?” the one in the centre called.

“Annoyed!” one said. His fellow Pokémon chimed in with “Angry!”, “Just plain mad!” and “A bit ticked off!”

“And what are we going to do about it?” the middle one went on.

“Wreak havoc!” came the response, this time in unison, and the bulls drummed their hooves on the floor for a moment.

“And when do we do that?”

“NOW!”

And then the whole assemblage set off at a ground-trembling run.

Ash, Brock, Misty, Lorenzo, Bianca and all the Pokémon watched in shock as all five of Ash’s Tauros, with supporting fire from Totodile and a resigned-looking Ivysaur, charged straight down the main thoroughfare of Altomare and sent Fossil constructs flying like poorly-made skittles.

One of them was running on the canal. This did not seem to concern him.

Lucario was the first to recover. “I suggest we hurry after them,” he said.

“Right!” Ash shook his head, recovering from his surprise, and set off at a run. “Come on, guys!”

Brock and Misty exchanged a glance, then sent out the remainder of their teams. Misty helped Bianca onto Gyarados, Brock helped Lorenzo onto Steelix, and they began to hurry after Ash and his Pokémon.


“This way,” Lorenzo’s Quagsire said, gesturing. “It’s one of the important canal junctions.”

“Good to know,” Seaking nodded. She noticed an oncoming Tirtouga, and lowered her head to bore forwards in a Drill Run.

The impact resonated through the water, but the Tirtouga wasn’t out for the count just yet. It swiped at Seaking with a scaly arm, knocking her backwards.

“Look out!” Chinchou called, flashers sparking, and launched off a bolt of electricity at the Tirtouga.

It went entirely into Seaking’s horn.

“…I really need to work on my aim,” Chinchou sighed.

They were interrupted by a half-dozen Omanyte, which jetted over and began firing Spike Cannons at them. Quagsire fired a Water Pulse, ducked a blundering rush by the Tirtouga, and barely avoided being hit by a Relicanth which shot through their formation.

Corsola returned fire with her own Spike Cannons, supplementing it with a Bubblebeam, and then used Mirror Coat to deflect a sudden Ancientpower from one of the Omanyte. As she did, the Tirtouga came in again, and Chinchou charged forwards to deliver a physical Spark attack to the revivified turtle.

There was a crackle-bang through the water as the two Water-types collided.

Kingdra came charging around the corner, glowing a faint green from his Dragon Dances, and bounced from Fossil to Fossil delivering slamming blows with his tail. Most of the Omanyte went down, as well as the Relicanth, and Kingdra then engaged a Carracosta which had reared up out of the mud.

Quagsire hit a Kabuto with an Earth Power, turned, and raised an eyebrow slightly. “That’s a new trick, there.”

“Thanks! Now – oh, right, Shock Wave!”

Two bolts of electricity snapped off Chinchou’s flashers. One of them came too close to Seaking and was drawn into her Lightningrod, but the other steered clear enough and wove unerringly around Kingdra to hit his burly opponent.

Corsola turned frantically back and forth, trying to keep track of everything at once. “Seaking, behind you – a Kabuto! And-”

She swam upwards, ramming her head into a second Relicanth and making it slow down suddenly.

“Zap it, Chinchou!” she called.

Chinchou nodded, and fired another Shock Wave.


“This is not ideal,” Ivysaur muttered, vines wrapped firmly around the Tauros he was riding.

“Hup, two, three, SMASH!” the Tauros chanted, in unison with the others. “Five, six, seven, BASH!”

Ivysaur looked around, spotting one of the kind of targets he was after. A big Bastiodon, snorting and lowering its head to get in the way of the quintet of Tauros.

His flower opened slightly, pulling in energy from the sky, and he then shot a Solarbeam forwards – aiming it just a bit off-centre, so the dazzle didn’t make anyone in Ash’s team lose focus.

It hit the Bastiodon hard, making it take a step back, and then Ivysaur followed that up with a shower of Magical Leaves.

Ivysaur wasn’t actually doing all that much damage, not to such a tough Pokémon – apart from anything else, a lot of his coverage moves were melee-only. But he was making it unable to set itself for the charge, making it tilt its head back-

Then two Tauros ran up its face and down the other side.

“That was quite impressive,” Ivysaur said, then saw an incoming Aerodactyl and fired an Ancientpower at it – hammering it to the ground in a tangle of limbs and wing membrane. It shook its head, eyes glowing white as it stood, and then it got run over by the herd of Tauros too.

“This is fun!” Totodile announced, shooting a Hydro Pump at the nearest Armaldo. “Whee!”

“Speak for yourself…” Ivysaur said, teeth clicking together as the vibration shook him. “Squirtle, what exactly gave you this idea?”

“I’ve been working on it for ten months!” Squirtle replied, grinning. “Why else do you think I’ve been riding all the Tauros at once?”

“You are a scary person to be friends with…” Ivysaur sighed. “At least it’s better than the alternative.”

“Hey, look!” Totodile said, pointing. “Birds!”

“Those are Archen,” Ivysaur corrected him. “…wait. Why are they flying?”

Totodile shrugged. “I just guess it makes sense! I mean, they were skeletons in a rock until twenty minutes ago, why shouldn’t they be able to fly?”

He frowned, and fired an Ice Beam at one. It hit the ground with a crash. “Problem solved!”

Ivysaur declined to comment, and began looking instead for a better target.

Was that a Tyrunt coming out of that alleyway? Excellent.

“Totodile, to your left!” he called, and indicated the target with a barrage of Razor Leaves.


“Is it always this chaotic?” Lorenzo asked, clinging to one of Steelix’ spines.

Brock shrugged, as his big Steel-type powered up the landward side of the thoroughfare. “Sometimes it’s this bad, sometimes it’s a lot quieter.”

“Never been boring yet, though,” Ninetales said, noticing a Lileep approaching. Flames curled off her tail and lanced forwards, knocking the Grass/Rock type Fossil to the flagstones and scorching its protrusions.

Stantler jumped off, galloping alongside for a moment, then pulled a little ahead. “Jump Kick!” he announced, and rammed his hooves into the shield on a Shieldon.

Pushing off again, he landed on Steelix’ neck and panted for a moment.

“Big wave coming from here!” Crobat called, circling an alleyway ahead. Geodude peered forwards, then cracked his knuckles.

“Okay, let’s see if this works! Stone Edge!”

The paving slabs just by the entrance to that alleyway heaved up, and then crashed aside. A mound of earth formed, making a barrier several feet high, and Geodude gestured once more to send it rumbling back down the alley.

“Looks good!” Crobat reported. “Oh – look out, a Cranidos got past-”

Ninetales’ Energy Ball and Forretress’ Flash Cannon hit at the same moment, sending the Cranidos flying backwards faster than it had been charging forwards.

“Boys,” Ninetales chuckled, and Forretress did what was as close as she could come to a shrug. The Bug-type then swivelled, and fired another Flash Cannon – skywards, this time, and knocking an Archeops low enough that it hit a building and slumped to the ground.


Pinatubo sent up another blast of flame, which knocked the oncoming Anorith backwards and flipped one of them over.

“Now, Chompy!” Rosalind called, and her Aron pounced forwards to hit the immobilized fossil with an Iron Head attack that sent it bouncing away and against a wall.

“Good!” the young trainer said, glancing back and forth. “Now – Pinatubo, there!”

The Typhlosion hunched down, neck-ruff blazing, and launched an Ember forwards to block off the next few fossils.

Then there was a roar, and something big and bipedal and with a hardened, spiked head came around the corner at speed.

“Uh – Chompy, can you-” Rosalind asked, glancing at Pinatubo. Her Fire-type didn’t have any good moves to handle a Rampardos, and Chompy was still young…

Chompy gave a determined nod, and jumped forwards. His Iron Head attack collided with a BANG with the Head Smash coming the other way, and the Aron hit the floor in a painful-sounding clatter of metal on stone.

The Rampardos roared again, head coming up for long enough for Rosalind to see its blank white eyes, then charged forwards once more.

There was a sudden flash of blue behind the Rampardos-

And then a wave of water came from Rosalind’s right, hitting the Rampardos in the side and carrying it bodily into the nearest wall.

Startled, Rosalind and Pinatubo turned to their saviour.

It was – Suicune. Standing there, calm as could be, before firing a volley of Bubblebeam at the Rampardos to keep it out for the count.

“You should try to find others who can help,” Suicune said, and somehow Rosalind understood. “There are many fossils, and your Typhlosion will not be capable of stopping them all.”

Rosalind nodded, numbly, and then Suicune ran off – jumping out onto the water, and crossing it as easily as if it were dry land.

As she shook her head, recovering her equilibrium, she heard a loud voice.

“Attention! All those trapped in buildings, stay calm and remain inside for now. Those outside, try to group together under the protection of trainers.”

The loudspeakers paused for a moment. “The nearest safe place is the junction between the Verde canal and the Fourth Street.”

Deciding to take the advice, Rosalind rummaged for her map. So, she was near the Bridge of Birds…


Skimming along behind the friends, Latios was only half-concentrating on the outside world.

Latias, we’re coming! Just hold on!

Brother? I- Latias seemed to shake herself. I’m scared, Latios. I don’t want to-

Don’t think about it, he told her. Use my eyes. Focus on that – we’re coming to save you, sis.

He felt Latias reaching out, so she experienced what he did.

There was a moment of silence in their bond.

What the… what’s going on out there, Latios? Who’s that riding a Keldeo? What are all the Tauros doing? Where did the Steelix come from?

She sounded confused and startled by the scale of what she was seeing. That was good, in Latios’ opinion – better that than scared.

Ash is coming, that’s what. Him and his friends. Latios waved his wings left and right slightly, and then ducked under a crashing Aerodactyl. And he’s got a lot more firepower than last time.

You remember last time? Latias asked. How?

Ash did it – he did it to you, too. That’s how you remember. Latios paused. Sis, I’m sorry for leaving you before.

It wasn’t your fault! Latias snapped back, then recoiled. Sorry, Latios, I’m just – all the time, I was so… and then…

Latias… Latios paused. I was wrong too. Neither of us are strong enough to keep ourselves safe, let alone Altomare – we should have been learning. I should have taken Rayquaza’s offer – I should have done something to make sure we couldn’t be…

He shook his head, invisibly. It doesn’t matter. We’re coming to save you, sis.

A mental caress. Thanks, brother.

Latios felt Latias relax away from him a bit, breaking the sight sharing. I’ll fight as hard as I can to make sure they can’t stop you, she promised.

Stay safe, sis, Latios told her.

Then he noticed something, and blinked.

“…what’s that coming in towards the museum?”

Lucario glanced up, then looked towards the building. “It looks a lot like a pair of parachute canopies…”


Annie frowned, a bit worried by how her sister was acting.

She didn’t seem to be very interested in making sure the jewel was alright. She was tapping away at her keyboard, saying things about revivification and enhancement that Annie was having trouble following.

Well, in between the bouts of maniacal laughter, that is. Those were a bit worrying too.

“Oh, this is outrageous!” Oakley said, making a fist-clenching motion. “Absolutely… gah! Attack, you stupid fossils!”

“What’s wrong, Oakley?” Annie called up.

“Those stupid brats! No matter how many reinforcements I throw at them, they’re just coming through them!”

She pointed at something on the screen. “And how does that make sense? They’re running on the water!”

“Well-”

Annie’s comment was interrupted by a loud crash from overhead. Both looked up, startled, as chunks of lead and glass rained down from a shattered window.

Two shapes landed on a catwalk up near the roof.

“Prepare for trouble, because this isn’t a game!” one of the silhouettes announced.

“And make it double, because you’re ruining our good name!” the other said – a male, this one.

“Annie?” Oakley asked, quietly. “Who are they?”

The duo overhead didn’t seem to notice. “To protect this city from devastation!”

“To help us save our reputation!”

“To denounce the evils of idiots in our way!”

“To extend out our strength and help save the day!”

“Oakley… I have no idea,” Annie admitted.

“Jessie!” the woman overhead called, seemingly in answer.

“And James!” her compatriot added.

“Oh, right!” Annie said suddenly. “These are those guys who did all those boring lectures.”

“Team Rocket will blast you off at the speed of light!” Jessie said, sounding annoyed.

“Surrender now!” James agreed. “Or prepare to lose this fight!”

There was a pause. Then one of Jessie’s Pokéballs opened.

“Wobuffet!” the Pokémon inside reported.

“…I’ve never seen anything so stupid,” Oakley said slowly.

“Okay, now it’s personal!” James said. “Growlie, get them!”

Growlie materialized and pounced straight off the catwalk, fire lashing from his fur. A Fairy Wind hit him as he fell from the Sylveon, but he more-or-less ignored it and hammered home a Flare Blitz into Annie’s Leafeon as the nearest target.

The Grass-type bounced off the wall and collapsed to the floor, and James’ Arcanine looked around for the next target. Cofagrigus’ spectral hands reached for him, and he dodged aside before ducking under a Psybeam from Espeon and barraging Shedinja with Embers.

While that was going on, James released Weezing as well. The Poison-type floated skywards and began firing attacks down, making Espeon switch from trying to catch Growlie to focus instead on keeping Weezing from getting off too many Sludge Bombs.

Jessie’s own contribution to the battle was just as significant. She sent her Arbok out, and it darted down to shower Cofagrigus with poisonous stings before chomping home with a nasty Crunch. The Dark-type attack connected with Cofagrigus, making the Ghost shudder and phase partly solid again, and Arbok stabbed his tail in to inflict some poison while it was possible.

“Annie!” Oakley called. “Stop them!”

Ariados went down in flames from a Fire Blast, and then Espeon managed to get a grip on her Poison-type opponent. She hit him with Extrasensory twice, and he crumpled to the floor before fainting and being returned.

That was about the point Growlie’s luck ran out, too. He overextended going after Bisharp, and Kirlia caught him in a psionic bubble. Frowning, she did the same to Arbok, holding the two of them in the air.

Sylveon fired a Moonblast at Jessie and James, which Wobuffet blocked and returned via Mirror Coat. The attack hit Glaceon in the side, not knocking her out but severely injuring her, and for a moment there was an uneasy silence.

“Umbreon!” Annie said. “Dark Pulse, he can’t Mirror Coat you!”

Umbreon nodded, firing. Wobbuffet grinned, blocking it, and was just about to use Mirror Coat aimed at the Sylveon when Growlie and Arbok cannoned into him from a psionic shove. Their momentum carried all three Pokémon and their masters back out the window.

“And that takes care of-” Annie began, and then there was a huge flash outside the window.

To their shock, a Moltres climbed past the window, James on her back and Jessie safely held by her shoulders, and a thundering roar began to shake the building.

“Why do they have a Moltres?” Annie asked. “What’s that noise?”

Scowling, Oakley glanced at the monitors. “They’ve got a cargo plane! With hover jets! That’s – where did they get that?”

She watched as Moltres deposited her cargo inside the open door, then came flying back out and speared flame down into the museum. Espeon and Kirlia established Light Screens over the window, blocking most of it, but the temperature got uncomfortably warm.

Oakley clapped her hands and made a grand gesture, pulling up a great wave of water from the nearby lake and hurling it at Moltres in the form of a waterspout.

Latias screeched in pain, ignored by both the sisters, as the DMA drew out more of her energy to fuel itself.

The fire-type dodged, but she and the aircraft both had to gain height to avoid it, and Oakley capitalized on that by sending every Flying-type she had access to at them to keep them busy.


A dozen Anorith fountained up out of the water.

Snorlax picked one, wound up, and punched it so hard it hit a building opposite.

“Good,” he declared. “Next please.”

“I’m trying,” came Kingler’s muffled voice. “It’s a bit hard to aim these – whoa, big one!”

Another blast of water from a Crabhammer, and this time there was a Carracosta. Snorlax hit it with a pair of blazing orange beams from his eyes, but the shelled Pokémon endured the attack fairly easy and hauled itself up onto the road.

Muk used Mega Drain, Giga Drain, Shockwave, Focus Blast and Thunderbolt, and Carracosta fell limply back into the water. In a different canal.

“Good,” Snorlax said solemnly. “We are a good team.”

“Next one’s coming up!”


Primeape exploded around the corner, volleying in powerful punches to the five Fossils trying to break through a barricade. Two of them collapsed, and the remaining three – a Rampardos, an Armaldo and a heavily-armoured Kabutops – turned, white eyes glowing blankly as they regarded Primeape.

“Fire, left!” he called. “Ground right!”

Quilava made a screeching turn around the same corner, nearly hitting the wall as she turned, and rammed home a Flame Wheel into the Armaldo. It staggered backwards, and Quilava hit it again – focusing her attacks on the one she was most able to harm.

Donphan followed a moment later, driving his attack into the Rampardos to Primeape’s right and knocking it over. He bounced off, rolled back into a ball in the air, and hit it with a Magnitude attack which shook the street.

The Kabutops, however, seemed made of sterner (or possibly just more durable) stuff. It slashed out at Primeape, and he retaliated by punching up under the scythe blade aimed at him – knocking it off course and up into the air.

Barely had that happened when another blade came whistling in from the other direction. Primeape handled this one by the simpler and more satisfying expedient of punching the Kabutops directly in the face, knocking it over backwards and making the scythe miss.

Not letting the fossil get its feet under it, Primeape exploded forwards and delivered another blow – this time to the chest of the Fossil Pokémon. He grabbed one of the ones he’d knocked out before, a Shieldon, and began using it as an implement to pound away – alternating between hitting the chest, and hitting one or another of the arms to keep them from attacking.

“Now!” Quilava called, and Primeape jumped free a moment before her Solarbeam hit the stalled Kabutops.

Landing with feet apart and one arm down, the primate Pokémon launched himself forwards in another sprint to the next turning.

Quilava and Donphan spun up and followed, only marginally slower.


“Get the Ice-type, Nile!” Ingrid called, and her Feraligatr ducked a blast of ice from an Amaura. The big Water-type growled defiance, before grabbing the Amaura in her jaws and giving the fossil a rattata-killing flick over her head.

There was a faint crash as it hit something the other side of the square, and Ingrid winced. “And watch out for the buildings!”

Nile glanced back at her and shrugged, before lunging forwards and chomping down with an Ice Fang on a Tyrunt.

She glanced up at the sound of a roar, and paled slightly. A whole group of bigger fossils were headed for her team – more than Nile could handle alone.

“Look out!” she called, and Nile kicked the Tyrunt out of her way before launching forwards a Hydro Pump. The attack went off course, drawn into the Storm Drain of a Cradily, and she hissed. “That’s not good…”

There was a crackling BANG.

She blinked, as an Omastar came flying into the square followed by a trail of crackling lightning. “Wait, what’s-”

A purple-yellow blur bounded over a fallen food stand, slowed briefly, and hit a Bastiodon with an electrical globe that sparkled like starlight. Bastiodon staggered, and the blur pounced forwards – hitting the Bastiodon again with a BANG before kicking off its face to crash into the side of an Aurorus.

“Is that Raikou!?” she asked, glancing at Nile, and the Water-type shrugged.

Booming laughter echoed around the square as Raikou hit the Aurorus with an Electrical attack, before unlimbering something from his back and smacking it in the face with what appeared to be a large bundle of signs.

Glancing over at them for a moment as the Aurorus crashed to the ground, he threw one of the signs to the floor. It hit with a clatter, and Raikou pushed off to knock a Kabutops to the ground with another of those huge blasts of electricity.

Ingrid could read the sign from where it had landed. “‘I’ve got this under control’?” she read. “Eh?”

Another booming laugh, and Raikou hit an Armaldo with his shimmering-iron tail. It folded over, hitting the ground hard, and Nile contributed by blasting it with a Hydro Pump.

Screeching, an Archeops shook itself out of a pile of rubble near the middle of the square – apparently having revived itself after being shot down earlier. It ran four steps with an ungainly gait, took off and turned towards the direction of the main square of Altomare, and an enormous bolt of lightning from Raikou hit it.

It promptly crashed into the canals.

Sparks snapping from his fur, Raikou glanced around one more time. He hit the Cradily with a Rock Smash, taking it out of the battle, and then pelted off to help someone else.

“…that happened,” Ingrid said faintly, looking at the pile of neutralized fossils.

Nile grinned.


“Not much further to go,” Misty said, as Mega Gyarados swam towards the museum at high speed – covering the seaward flank.

He’d already flattened at least four Pokémon she was sure were supposed to be Sturdy in a single blow… which was interesting, but probably something to concentrate on later. For now, she was trying to make sure she was giving good cover for Ash.

She’d already noticed he was keeping several Pokémon out of the fighting – Lucario and Pikachu were the most obvious ones… well, apart from Keldeo, who he seemed to be riding… but she hadn’t seen a few others, so she guessed he was making sure he had a full team ready for the fight in the museum.

“How common are Mega Stones?” Bianca asked.

“I don’t think they’re very common,” Misty hedged – she’d of course had to explain what the heck was going on when Gyarados went Mega - “but we’ve run into a couple, so I guess they’re not too rare either. Somewhere middling, I suppose.”

Bianca nodded. “Got it.”

“Oh – over there!” Misty added, pointing. “There’s a big Omastar!”

Barely had she spoken when Kabutops dove off Mega Gyarados’ back, plunging into the water with a crash. He swam over to the Omastar with swift strokes, and brought his twin scythes down in a cross-cut Leaf Blade which knocked it out in one devastating blow.

“I’ve never liked Omastar,” Psyduck muttered. “Too many sharp bits.”

Politoed shrugged. “I’m sure they’re nice if you get to know them.”

Kabutops jumped back up onto Mega Gyarados’ scaly back, looked around for a moment, and plunged off after a Relicanth headed for them with blank white eyes.

“Make sure not to get too far from us!” Misty called after him. “You look like just another fossil to anyone overhead!”

“I’d bally well say not!” Noctowl said, curving into a spiral around them for a moment. “‘scuse me, just recuperating for a moment – all the flying ones are going after that hovering aircraft, the bounders.”

That said, he swooped up. “So we’re going after them! Tallyho!”

Politoed frowned briefly, then blasted a Hydro Pump at an incoming Armaldo which knocked it back under the water. “Starmie, can you-”

Starmie spun once. “Hiyoh!”

As the Armaldo came up for a second run, the starfish engulfed it in a bubble of psychic force which kept it from escaping. The Water/Psychic type then electrocuted it with a Thunderbolt before hitting it with a Water Pulse to finish the job.

Psyduck wobbled as Mega Gyarados shifted. “Careful, we’re on the-”

He glanced up, and blanched. One of those Archeops from the snarling aerial battle overhead had been knocked out – and it was coming directly for them.

Reaching into his mental reserves, he pulled his headache back to the fore – drastically increasing his psychic powers, at the cost of an enormous and painful headache. His eyes flashed, and he shoved at the Archeops to try to deflect it.

For a moment, he had it under control. Then the Archeops’ eyes snapped back open, and it beat its wings to force itself down faster – slipping his control for a moment, as it moved far faster than he was expecting.

The Fossil bird came diving down on a genuine attack run, now. A violet and yellow aura began to build around it, as it used Giga Impact, and the task of stopping it got exponentially more difficult.

Psyduck pushed harder, determined not to let Archeops hit them.

He didn’t care how much it hurt. He didn’t even care just how hard it was to push past the energy of the Giga Impact to get at the Pokémon underneath.

All that mattered was making sure Misty – and Gyarados, and Politoed, and all his friends – were safe.

There was a timeless moment of crystal clarity-

And the Archeops went flying back into the air, hit an Ice Beam from Totodile, and splashed into the water some distance away.

“What just-” Misty began, then stopped. “Uh… do you feel okay?”

I feel.. fine, actually. Better than-

Starmie floated down, using its gem as an impromptu mirror.

…huh, Golduck blinked. That’s new.

“Congratulations!” Politoed grinned.

These seem very peculiar, Golduck muttered mentally, inspecting his webbed hands and feet. What are they for?

“Swimming!” Misty informed him. “Now you’ve got no excuse not to learn!”

Just watch me…


The quintet of Tauros came thundering up to the doors of the museum, trampling a final line of Shieldon underhoof, and slowed – panting, as the fatigue from their charge began to bite.

Squirtle jumped off. “Okay, nice work guys! That was awesome!”

“I’m sure it was,” the lead Tauros nodded, flanks heaving. “But next time we train, we do it with big, beefy weights so we build up more stamina!”

“No complaint here!”

“Thank goodness…” Ivysaur muttered, jumping hastily to the ground. “It’s over.”

Ash and Keldeo arrived in a clatter of hooves, Lucario skidding to a halt a few paces behind with Pikachu on his shoulder. As soon as they were stopped, Pikachu transferred himself to Ash. “Phew. Are we ready?”

“I don’t know…” Ash muttered, looking at the doors. “These weren’t sealed last time – look out!”

A wave of water came crashing over the side of the museum plaza, and then abruptly halted in place.

There was a sudden feeling of pressure, and the wave thundered back into the sea.

I can handle the waves, announced a mental voice that was almost but not quite like that of Psyduck. I might need help with the Fossils, though.

Ash blinked, on seeing who’d been speaking. “Psy – no, Golduck! You evolved?”

I’m as surprised as you are. But – look!

Everyone looked, the humans dismounting as their rides reached the steps.

There were a lot of Fossil Pokémon coming towards them. By the looks of things, in fact, most of the remaining fossils in the city were headed their way.

“Ash, you and Latios go save Latias!” Misty told him. “We can handle ourselves out here – right, Brock?”

Brock nodded firmly. “Right, Misty. Let’s do this!”

The sound of engines grew briefly louder, and a Victreebel landed next to them with a slightly mushy sound. That was followed by a familiar-looking Scratch Cat, who nodded to them. “Jessie an’ James said we was surplus ta requirements,” he explained. “Jessie’s flyin’ da plane, an’ James is directin’ everyone else firin’ out the doors an’ stuff. Well, an’ flyin’ escort.”

“Oh, so that Moltres was yours,” Ash nodded. “I did wonder – cool, we can use the help!”

Victreebel saluted with his lash-whip spike. “Glad to help.”

He lumbered down the steps, placing himself ready. It didn’t take long for the help to be needed, as a large number of Kabuto, Omanyte and Anorith came scuttling over the lip of the plaza – with a Tyrantrum in the distance just one of the visible reinforcements on the way.

Keldeo, for his part, was facing away from the oncoming hordes. “Right!” he said firmly, flashing over to Resolute Form and taking a swing. “Secret Sword!”

The armour behind the wooden doors flashed sparks as Keldeo cut into it, but he managed to cut a line through it on the second swing. Two more cuts, and he had a rough outline of a door.

Ash sent out his full team for the fight inside. “Okay, everyone ready?”

Nods all round.

“Right. Go for it, Keldeo!”

Keldeo spun on his forehooves, and lashed out with a kick at the weakened section. It resisted only for a moment, then blew inwards with a BANG.


“Oakley, what’s going on out there?” Annie asked. “I thought this thing was-”

“I’m trying!” Oakley snapped, gesturing frantically. “But this is just… gah!”

She looked down through her control panel at Oakley. “Not only are there all three Legendary Beasts out there, but that Ketchum kid and his friends just fought their way to the museum!”

Annie blinked. “But that means-”

A triangular section of the museum door exploded inwards.

“Why doesn’t this thing have close in defences?” Oakley asked, annoyed. “You’ll have to stop them, Annie!”

“Right!” Annie nodded, glancing around.

Kirlia had finished healing Umbreon and Sylveon from the hits they’d taken, but at least three Pokémon were still unconscious.

Well, that would have to do. “Get him!” she said, pointing at the boy – Ash. “Stop them!”

There was a brilliant flash of orange light from that side of the room, and Annie threw up her arm for a moment.

When she lowered it, Ash’s Heracross was – different. More muscular arms, different horn, all kinds of minor differences. And he looked a lot tougher.

“What the-” Oakley spluttered. “That’s not fair! Our one didn’t work!”

“You were just using it wrong-” Annie began, and then things got loud.


Lucario crouched briefly and launched himself forwards, aiming a punch for the startled Bisharp. He got about halfway before there was a flash to his right, and the Kirlia materialized before hitting him with a Fire Punch.

Rolling with the blow, Lucario spun and braked his momentum with a forepaw as he slid along the tiled floor. There was an earsplitting BANG as Pikachu opened fire, and then Lucario was concentrated wholly on the battle with the Kirlia as she teleported over and attempted another Fire Punch.

Lucario dodged swiftly to his right, evading the attack aimed for his shoulder, and punched up with his right fist under his supporting left arm. His opponent flickered away from that one as well, appearing behind him, and got in a hit before he sprang back to his feet and lashed out with a kick.

That blow connected, but only for a moment before Kirlia flashed away again.

For a fraction of a second there was no sign of Kirlia, then she materialized behind Lucario and fired a Dazzling Gleam at him.

The sound of her feet on the floor was just enough for Lucario to get warning. He spun on one foot, paw already glowing for a Flash Cannon attack, and fired just before the Dazzling Gleam hit.

Both combatants were knocked backwards by the attacks hitting them. Lucario went over sideways from the blast of the Fairy-type attack, flinging out his free arm to brace himself, and slid along the floor for a moment before coming back to his feet.

For her part, Kirlia was too concentrated on her attack to manage a teleport. The intense light of the Flash Cannon hit her a little off-centre, spinning her around once and knocking her back into the wall.

She shook her head for a moment, looked up, and teleported out just before Lucario hit her with a pair of Metal Claws.

Using the momentum of his swipe, Lucario spun and put his back against the wall to avoid her teleporting behind him again. He scanned the room, absently assessing the situations his allies were in, then looked up and had his answer.

Kirlia was using the overhead catwalks as a place to recover and plan. He charged a pair of Aura Spheres, one in each paw, and fired them upwards to break the one she was on in two places.

Unfortunately for him, the Psychic-type noticed. She flashed out just before the Spheres hit, and Lucario turned his attention back to the floor just in time to catch an incoming Fire Punch.

This time, his retaliatory kick connected, and Kirlia was sent flying backwards before recovering and using a Light Screen to block his Flash Cannon.

Fortunately for Lucario, the overhead catwalk made a grinding sound just before its weakened section finally snapped off. He had enough time to reach up, blocking the heavy steel material, and throw it off to one side to avoid it getting in the way. He blinked, as – by sheer luck – the metallic object landed right on top of an exhausted-looking Umbreon, which had picked a terrible place to hide in the shadows.

Kirlia used the distraction to wind up and fire a Psychic pulse at him. Wincing, Lucario endured the attack and turned back towards her, before lunging forwards with both sets of Metal Claws forming from his hand-spikes.

She teleported out again, and Lucario dove forwards to arrest his movement with both palms against the floor. He coiled up like a spring, then uncoiled and pushed backwards – unbalancing it, so his right arm pushed more than his left.

The unorthodox move let him hit Kirlia with an Iron Tail as he spun, knocking her to the floor, and she got up a little slower than she had been as he landed with his back to the wall.

Scowling, she disappeared once more.

Lucario’s paw went out to his right, catching her incoming Fire Punch.

He smirked, and Kirlia had just enough time to realize what was going on before the Dark Pulse he’d been charging fired. That scrambled her teleportation for a crucial moment, and he followed up with a paralyzing Thunderpunch and a final Flash Cannon.

As his opponent hit the floor, clearly out for the count, Lucario glanced up to check on the rest of the battle.


Pikachu’s first big Thunder attack was blocked by the same Excadrill from before, this time keeping his right set of claws firmly on the ground to channel the electricity away from him.

Deciding to sort the Ground-type out first, Pikachu ran forwards. His paws shimmered with blue as he readied a Force Palm, and the Excadrill went from nervous to alarmed as he realized just how unconventional an Electric-type Pikachu really was.

Excadrill brought up both sets of claws in a blocking position, managing to intercept Pikachu’s Force Palm, and slammed his feet into the ground for a Bulldoze.

Pikachu’s response to this was to jump over it, keeping in the air for the moment the attack was actually firing, and he fired another Electric attack as he came down – a Thunderbolt, this time, which skirled over Excadrill’s claws and headspike without doing anything damaging.

That seemed to reassure Excadrill slightly, and he launched forwards into a Drill Run which took him out of the way of the descending Pikachu before curling around in a tight circle and boring in directly on his opponent.

Pikachu dodged aside from the first Drill Run attack run, charging and firing a small Aura Sphere, and hissed as Excadrill drove underground and the Sphere burst on the surface.

A moment later, Excadrill came boring up out of the ground, barely missing Pikachu with his Dig attack, and swiped out with his claws a couple of times. Pikachu stepped back, giving ground, and was about to retaliate when a burst of bluish energy scythed along the ground nearby.

“Careful, Keldeo!” Pikachu called, getting a “Sorry!” in return, and his Force Palm was just a moment too late to catch Excadrill. The mole burrowed underground again, and Pikachu focused.

Aura Sight was enough for him to see the speeding Ground-type, who emerged a few metres away before spinning into another Drill Run and coming in on the attack.

This time, Pikachu hit him with another Thunderbolt.

This time, it worked. The shocked Excadrill wobbled, losing track of his spin, and drilled a furrow in the floor of the museum that missed Pikachu by at least a foot. He braked with a horrible screeching of claws on stone, swiped at Pikachu’s speculative Zap Cannon and managed to block that one, then lunged close-in with his claws flashing.

Pikachu was unable to quite dodge all of them. One swipe scored thin red lines down his side, and another came close enough to trim his fur but didn’t quite draw blood.

Cheeks sparking, Pikachu gave ground once more and rammed a pair of Aura Spheres together. The cloud of small blue seeker spheres which resulted barraged Excadrill from all sides, halting his forwards rush and making him stagger.

Pikachu nailed him with another Thunder, sending him collapsing to the ground, and panted – then looked up, confused, as something clattered to the floor from the main DMA mechanisms.


Keldeo galloped forwards, and fired a scything Ice Blade from his horn as he ran at the Espeon in his way.

Her tail snapped across, producing an intense Light Screen, and the Ice-typed attack splashed off. Her eyes glowed, and she fired a beam of multicoloured energy from the gem on her forehead.

Keldeo swung his Secret Sword down to block, wincing as the attack connected – then a sparkling ball of energy hit him in the flank, making him stagger sideways as the Sylveon joined the fight.

“Take this!” Houndour called from behind, and Beat Up duplicates descended on Sylveon and Espeon. The Fairy-type popped them with a quick Dazzling Gleam, but her ally seemed to be having more trouble.

Trying not to let the Sylveon have time to help her friend, Keldeo launched forwards another Ice Blade – aimed at her this time. Unfortunately, the Sylveon was quick-witted enough to get out of the way, and avoided being hit by the Ice attack – though it did hit Ariados as it started to recover, quite firmly returning it to unconsciousness.

“What’s the plan?” Houndour asked, glancing up at Keldeo. As he did, the Sylveon finished off getting rid of his Beat Up duplicates for the Espeon.

“Go for the Espeon!” Keldeo instructed. He reared back, and fired a blast of water from his hoof at Sylveon – knocking her backwards, before the Espeon formed a shield to protect her.

Shaking the water from her fur, Sylveon launched a shower of Swift stars at Keldeo. The Water-type blocked them with his blade, eyes flicking from one star to the next to make sure he got all of them, then yelped as a Moonblast followed the Swift attacks.

Ducking down low, Keldeo evaded the powerful Fairy-type attack – not noticing as it blew the lurking Umbreon backwards towards the DMA machinery – and swung his horn to fire off an Ice Blade at Sylveon. She dodged, running around to his side, and he was forced to turn to follow.

Meanwhile, Houndour focused mainly on keeping the Espeon occupied. He Snarled at her, the pulse of Dark-type energy battering her Light Screen, then interposed himself to stop a Psybeam hitting Keldeo and formed more Beat Up copies – this time of Meganium, Keldeo himself, Pikachu and Lucario.

The quartet of Dark-type spectres got in a hit each, with the copy of Lucario managing two, before Espeon swept a Signal Beam around herself to clear the doubles out.

Grinning, Houndour pounced forwards while the feline Psychic-type was occupied. He feinted left, then right, and managed to slip in under her guard to bowl her over with a powerful kick.

Rolling back upright, the Espeon fired a Signal Beam at him. He jumped to one side, wincing as the Signal Beam hit one of his white bones before he got clear, and hit her in return with a burst of flame she couldn’t fully shield against in time.

She began to charge another attack, and he slipped in quickly to headbutt her in the jaw before she could finish the process.

“Sucker…” he chuckled, dodging out of the way of a retaliatory paw swipe.

As he did, Keldeo was trying to hit the dodging Sylveon. He fired off two more Ice Blades, one of which clipped her tail and the second of which went uncomfortably close to Pikachu.

“Sorry!” he called, wincing, and evaded a second Moonblast before closing the distance on Sylveon and switching to physical attacks. He scored a hit with his hooves, catching Sylveon in the side and rolling her over once, but she came quickly to her feet and managed to evade the Scald that Keldeo sent her way.

Glancing over at Houndour’s fight, Keldeo saw an opening. He spun, kicking out at Sylveon – who jumped back, her Moonblast fizzling – and fired a blast of water at her from his rear hooves. That sent her further backwards, spluttering, but the important bit was that it sent Keldeo jetting forwards.

He launched an Ice Blade at Espeon as he approached, hitting her in the side as she focused on preventing Houndour’s Inferno from reaching her, and the shock of the impact left her unable to get out of the way of a follow-up Dark Pulse from Houndour.

“Thanks!” Houndour yapped, and returned the favour by hurrying over towards Sylveon. He ducked a Fairy Wind attack which only managed to clip his tail, feinted right, and hit her with a hasty Overheat.

Finally pushed beyond endurance, Sylveon collapsed.


Meganium hung back, trying to keep an eye on the whole fight.

She’d jump in if one of her friends was in too much trouble, but her main role here was something else entirely. As the Pokémon who could heal out of Ash’s team, it was her job above all to revive Latias once she was freed from the DMA.

Shivering, Meganium remembered what Ash had said about it. Latios, much the stronger of the two Eon Pokémon, had been so drained by his long spell in the DMA last time around that the effort of stopping the tsunami had killed him – and Latias had survived.

This time, it was the weaker – Latias – who was in the machine. And that was scary.

The ground shook as someone outside used something powerful, and the roar of a Tyrantrum was abruptly cut off by what sounded like a yelp. Meganium itched to go out and help – but that wasn’t her job. She was needed here.

Looking back over to the DMA, she winced again at the sight of Latias contorted in pain. There was a metal-rending crash from inside the museum, and her eyes flicked to the source – that was Lucario, but he was alright. Good.

Then a shower of icy shards came at her from her right, impacting on her skin almost before she noticed them. Crying out in shock and pain, Meganium turned – vines lashing out – and saw the Glaceon from earlier.

It hadn’t been knocked out, like she’d assumed. A blast of cold air washed out from the Ice-type, battering her vines aside, and it fired an Ice Beam at her.

Meganium fired a blast of petals, which managed to mostly intercept and interrupt the Ice Beam, and stepped back warily looking for an opening.

The vulpine Glaceon didn’t seem inclined to give her one. Building up a storm of ice, it readied an all-up Blizzard to throw at Meganium.


Dexter’s projected form flickered as he tried to interface with the ancient technology in the DMA.

It was dizzyingly complex, but more importantly it was almost completely different to the computing structure he was used to. There were hints of something familiar – and it was, at least, Turing-complete – but apart from that it was frustratingly hard to make much headway. He was having to essentially perform digital first contact, writing new interface protocols from the ground up.

Wait…

Now that was familiar. He’d last run into it over a year ago on J’s floating battleship, but the structure was familiar. And that had interfaced into much more modern systems… like… so!

Dexter glanced up briefly as something exploded. Seeing it was only Heracross, he returned his attention to the DMA.

Ah! The interface protocol he’d run into back on J’s battleship did work. That let him use it to convert commands in his own machine language to whatever this used, which was very helpful.

A few more seconds, and he was past a layer of rather rudimentary ICE and into the system.

Unfortunately, it looked like most of the power feed measures were mechanical. Who came up with this thing?

This is an affront to proper systems design… Dexter muttered out loud. A battered-looking Umbreon pounced on him, and he fired a quick Signal Beam to knock her away towards the back of the museum before returning to his task.

It looked like the system which interpreted the gesture commands was very complex and very easy to shut down. That would, at least, prevent any more power draw.

Dexter didn’t exactly need to carefully weigh the pros and cons of doing it. He deleted a line in the parser software, and Oakley started screaming and banging on the controls as they hashed and began to show gibberish.

Now, could he shut down the mechanism animating all those Fossils?

Dexter dove back into the code, looking for whatever it was sending that on.


Mega Heracross found himself facing two opponents at once, who both charged him as soon as he was halfway to the DMA.

The Beedrill came in first, spikes ready, and made to hit with a Poison Jab from all three at once – then buzzed in shock, and dove out of the way of a stream of Pin Missiles fired from Mega Heracross’ left arm.

Recovering, the Beedrill tried to come in again from a different angle, and Mega Heracross discouraged him with a large rock from the other arm.

“Okay, how does that even make sense!?” Beedrill asked, exasperated.

Bisharp didn’t have any useful insights to volunteer. He decided to contribute instead by attacking directly – bringing his bladed arms up and bringing them down in a Dual Chop.

Mega Heracross punched the arms as they came down, knocking them back and ruining the attack, before kicking the Bisharp unceremoniously in the chest and firing another Rock Blast at Beedrill as he tried to exploit any distraction.

This Rock Blast exploded on contact, knocking Beedrill back and some distance into the air.

Breathing space thus gained, Mega Heracross proceeded to hit Bisharp again as he got up. The blow sent the Steel-type skidding backwards a few paces, and he gave a steely-faced frown before swiping at Mega Heracross with a Guillotine.

Mega Heracross stepped back, firing a few Pin Missiles at Bisharp as he did so, and successfully avoided the Guillotine. He had a bit less luck with the abrupt Psycho Cut, which extended from Bisharp’s arm blades and hit his chest-plate.

“Take this!” Mega Heracross announced, pulling back his right fist. It clunked, the chunky forearm section spinning around once, and then Mega Heracross delivered a devastating Focus Punch which knocked Bisharp against the far wall and clearly out for the count.

Beedrill buzzed in again, and got hit by another Rock Blast which took him out too.

On the whole, Mega Heracross thought, that hadn’t gone too badly. He glanced around for somewhere else he might be needed.


“That’s not nice!”

Glaceon’s Blizzard fizzled out, as both she and Meganium looked in bafflement towards the speaker.

Mawile stomped forwards, hands on hips and looking very cross. “Miss Meganium is lovely and nice! And she wasn’t fighting you or doing anything wrong, so you shouldn’t attack her!”

Glaceon blinked. “But… this is a battle…”

“And Miss Meganium wasn’t taking part!” Mawile scolded. “You’re being very naughty!”

Shaking her head, Glaceon seemed to recover her equilibrium a bit. She looked down her nose at Mawile, and rolled her eyes. “Right, I’ll handle you first.”

Ice began to gather around her muzzle as she charged an Ice Beam.

“Mawile, look-”

Mawile’s false-jaw swung forwards, glowed white, and headbutted Glaceon hard enough to knock her into the wall.

“…out?” Meganium finished, more uncertainly, as Glaceon slumped into unconsciousness. “Was that Iron Head?”

Mawile shook her head. “I said you were being naughty, naughty Glaceon. You should have listened!”

“Where’d you learn that, Mawile?” Meganium asked curiously.

“Mister Scizor was doing it at Professor Oak’s place!” Mawile explained brightly. “And Mister Raikou helped explain how it was done!”

“…I’m not sure if that counts as a good influence or a bad…” Meganium said with a frown.


Latios skimmed invisibly through the room, coming to a halt just in front of the sphere which had held him in another timeline – and which now contained Latias.

Sis, we’re here! Latios called, gaining her attention. Don’t worry, we’ll get you out of that thing!

Latias nodded, weakly, then her eyes widened. Latios, look out! Behind-!

Latios whirled around, and a pair of ghostly hands clawed at him. He pulled at them, struggling free of the Cofagrigus’ first attack, and it hissed menacingly at him.

The Ghost-type didn’t look very healthy, actually – the sarcophagus-shaped central body was battered and damaged, and purple lightning shot across the surface every so often. It looked like it was afflicted by some quite nasty poison, actually.

But, poisoned or not, it was still quite capable of fighting. Ghostly arms whipped out at Latios again, and he backed out of the way – since the Ghost could clearly tell where he was, he dropped his invisibility to focus more fully on the battle.

Flames shot from the Ghost’s eyes as it used Will-o-Wisp, and Latios dodged to one side. He considered diving forwards in a Tackle, but realized that the Ghost-type was immune to attacks like that.

What does this Pokémon do, Latias? Latios asked, looking for advice.

It grabbed me and paralyzed me! Latias replied. It kind of… drained my energy, and knocked me out.

Right! Latios said, frowning. We’ll see about that!

He feinted left and dodged right, avoiding the grabbing hands again, and heard a shout of rage from the woman operating the DMA. It sounded like the systems controlling it had gone a bit haywire, actually, and the whole structure shivered a bit.

Latios darted out of the way as Cofagrigus nearly managed to grab him, skimming right next to the Ghost and avoiding a burst of flame, and blocked the next attack with Safeguard. As he did, he racked his brains – what was that move he’d worked out once?

It was something about…

Latios! Latias called, as his distraction cost him. Cofagrigus grabbed Latios’ left wing with a long arm snaking around the entire structure of the DMA, and hauled him in close.

Closing his eyes, Latios really hoped he’d remembered this right.

He opened them again, and two rings of multicoloured energy pulsed out from them. One went wide, hitting the DMA machinery, but the other one connected with Cofagrigus – apparently finally enough to knock the Ghost-type out.

What was that? Latias asked, sounding a little better now.

Psywave, Latios answered. I’ve only used it once before – that was decades ago. It took so long to remember how to…

He shook his head. How are you feeling?

Better, a bit, Latias confirmed. It’s stopped-

She cut off mid-sentence, and winced as a new pulse of energy ran from her to the machine.

Latias!

Latios glanced back and forth between his sister and the DMA, and noticed something strange.

Part of the machinery, up where he’d hit it with Psywave, was rattling. Loose.

He floated a bit closer, keeping one eye on his exhausted sister, and as he did a stuck hatch opened fully and two small spheres clattered to the ground.


“Okay, seriously, what’s up with this kid?” Annie asked, mostly to herself, as she evaded a kick from Ash and grabbed her remaining net gun from her belt.

Ash swung his staff in an arc, intercepting her arm as she brought the weapon up. It hit her in the elbow, and the net gun fell from nerveless fingers to clatter on the floor. Wincing, Annie gave ground and shifted her guard to her other arm.

“Oakley, can’t you help over here?” Annie called. “Doesn’t that machine have some kind of setting to – whoa!”

Ash feinted low, then rapped her shoulder with the brightly-glowing head of his staff.

“Ow!” Annie snapped. “You brat!”

“Annie, there’s no setting to-” Oakley began, then there was a shattering sound from her control panel. “What? What just happened – where’d the controls go!? Work, you stupid-”

She hit the projectors with her fists, enraged, and something went clunk.

Annie wasn’t having a much better time of it. Ash pressed her harder and harder, using his staff to extend his reach, and knocked away her grapple when she tried to get at it.

Finally annoyed beyond endurance, Annie overextended – just slightly. The punch she’d overcommitted to went a little wide, and Ash helped it on its way with an elbow strike before hitting her in the vulnerable knee with the butt of his staff.

“Argh!” Annie shouted. “You little-”

Ash punched her in the face.

“That felt way too satisfying,” he said, shaking his head. “Guys?”

He glanced around, seeing that just about everyone else was finished. Even as he watched, Heracross transitioned back down from Mega and Pikachu blasted the Excadrill into unconsciousness about halfway back to the door.

There was a clattering sound from the DMA. “What was that?” Ash asked, surprised. “Dexter, did you-”

Not me, Dexter reported. Though the power reserves just stopped growing.

“Ash, we need to get my sister out of there!” Latios reminded him. “If you think that’ll help, then fine, but remember what happened to-”

He stopped, thrown, and did a double-take at the base of the DMA.

“Why is that sphere glowing?”

Lucario hurried over. “I handled the Kirlia – Ash, why is your staff glowing?”

Ash glanced down, noticing that the capstone on his staff hadn’t gone quiescent when Heracross had reverted. Instead, it was glowing more and more brightly – gold, then silver, then fusing into the familiar blazing orange light of-


-the flash of orange light died down.

“What was that?” Latios asked. “There was a bright light, but where did it come from?”

Latias gasped. Brother! You’re- look!

Latios shared his sister’s sight for a moment, and his jaw dropped.

His entire shape had changed.

The fins from his upper back had moved, or fused to his arms – he wasn’t sure which – and he now found himself with a pair of broad, streamlined fins on the outer edges of his arms. If he held them right, which would mean his claws pointing behind him, they seemed like they would form a kind of wing surface.

A pair of fins like he’d had before were still there, but on the base of his body instead of the top, and there were minor changes to his head as well – the horn-tufts slightly different, two small spikes on his cheeks.

Most peculiar, though, was his colour. He was purple.

“What just happened?” he asked, out loud.

“You Mega Evolved!” Ash said, looking from his blazing staff to Latios. “But that must mean – and where’s the Mega Stone?”

“Look,” Lucario said, pointing. “One of the spheres that fell out of the DMA is gone.”

“That must be it,” Ash nodded. He blinked. “Wait – this means we can break down that forcefield! Latios – uh, I mean, Mega Latios-”

“What is Mega Evolving?” Mega Latios asked. “I’ve never heard of – wait, is that what your Heracross was doing? What Misty’s Gyarados did?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “It means you’re a lot more powerful now, but it’s temporary. Usually it requires a strong bond between the trainer and the Pokémon, but…”

Mega Latios blinked, then frowned. “We can discuss it later. You said we could break down the forcefield?”

“Right!” Ash nodded. “There’s a really powerful move Latios learn – I saw it in Sinnoh, it’s called Luster Purge. If you use that, you should be able to break down the field!”

“Luster Purge…” Mega Latios repeated. “It sounds…”

The name seemed to speak to him. To something deep inside his psyche, something which was so deep it seemed inherited.

He inhaled, and the power seemed to come to him as he did. Energy, a deep purple like his current form, flowed towards him as he turned and took aim.

Latias, get to the bottom of the bubble, he said softly through their bond. I don’t know how big this is going to be.

Latias did so without complaint.

Then the Luster Purge fired.

A beam of intense pink-white-purple energy erupted out from his mouth, and tore through the shield like a soap bubble. Two of the three rings clattered to the floor, a hole melted in one side of their metal, and the third one fell a moment later.

Ash caught Latias as she slumped to the floor. “Meganium, can you heal her?”

“I’ll certainly try,” Meganium said, hurrying over. She exhaled softly, a sparkling pink pollen building up in her flower, and then shook it towards Latias.

As her brother watched anxiously, Latias inhaled the glowing pollen. She coughed weakly, then her colour improved and she seemed to become more animated.

“Thanks,” she said, taking another breath and rising slightly off the floor. “I feel a bit-”

Then there was another bright flash of orange light.

When it faded, it was Mega Latias hovering there.

She looked a lot like her brother, right down to the purple colour of her highlights. About the only difference was the colour of her eyes, which were a bright yellow-orange rather than Mega Latios’ deep near-red.

“Latias – are you okay?” Mega Latios asked, concerned.

She smiled – and it seemed much more certain than before. “I feel great – better than I have since all this started! Better than-”

Mega Latias paused, not wanting to say it. Better than since you died.

“Why were there two Mega Stones in the DMA?” Lucario asked, curiously. “I mean, obviously Ash’s staff is acting as the keystone here, but where did the Mega Stones-”

I can answer that one, Dexter said from his position over in a corner. The DMA, at least this time, was built to reverse the normal process of gaining energy for a Pokémon via Mega Evolution. As far as I can tell, the more affection the operator feels for the Pokémon used as a power source – the better the whole thing works, and the less pain and suffering it causes.

He paused. Speaking of which, I think I may have tripped an ICE program.

“A what?” Ash asked.

Intrusion Countermeasure Electronics. It realized I was hacking it, which is… bad.

“How bad?” Mega Latios asked, not happy at the sound of this new threat.

It’s going into an emergency lock down mode. That means it’s going to try to destroy the DMA – and the Soul Dew – to prevent it from being captured.

“That’s terrible! How do we stop it?” Ash asked.

The main calculation mechanism’s about twenty feet down through solid rock, Dexter told them. I’m not sure if-

“I know!” Mega Latias interrupted. “Brother – can you do that Luster Purge again?”

Mega Latios nodded. “Why?”

“Uh – Porygon? Where’s the mechanism, exactly?”

Dexter floated quickly over to a point a little off-centre on the main floor. Directly under – here.

“Right!” Mega Latias grabbed her brother’s finned arm. “Fire your attack straight down there, where the Porygon just showed us!”

I have a designation, you know… Dexter muttered.

“Right!” Mega Latios said, understanding. Dexter got out of the way, and Mega Latios charged up his Luster Purge a second time.

He spotted his sister doing something similar. “What are you doing, Latias? A Luster Purge as well?”

“Nope!” she told him, teasingly, sounding more like herself than ever, and he smiled with relief.

Then he fired – straight down.

The blast of purple and pink energy went straight through the museum floor. It smashed through the underfloor crawlspace, then burned through foot after foot of rock layered with ancient armour before finally petering out.

Then Mega Latias fired.

Unlike her brother’s Luster Purge, Mist Ball was an altogether more subtle attack. There was no ravening blast of energy, just a globe of misty, compacted material which travelled at a comparatively leisurely velocity.

It then exploded, making the whole building shake on its foundations and sending a fountain of pulverized rock dust back up through the irregular hole Mega Latios had made.

The DMA seized up, twitched, and went quiescent.

We did it, Latias said, transitioning back down. Her brother did the same, exhausted, and the two of them floated limply to the floor.


The sound of movement made Ash look around.

Oakley’s control pod had opened out, and she was leaning out – groggy, probably because the DMA had been flailing wildly around for the last couple of minutes and giving her a wild ride.

“Ow…” she muttered. “Hey, what’s with the-”

As she reached for the dimming Soul Dew, Pikachu blasted her with a Thundershock.

“Not. Happening,” he said, firmly.

Ash hurried over to inspect the battered gemstone. “Ouch…”

“How is it?” Latios asked, nervously. “That does not look-”

“I think it was pretty close to giving up,” Ash said, kneeling in front of the holder. “Hold on, I think I…”

“Ash… what are you doing?” asked Pikachu, worried. “That looks familiar…”

“That’s because it is,” Ash replied, still concentrating. “It’s what I did at Cameran Castle, to heal the Tree of Beginning.”

He managed a grin, nodding to his worried Starter. “Don’t worry, I know when to stop…”

As he spoke, the Soul Dew’s glow began to brighten. It started out a deep, flickering purple, then as Ash poured Aura into it the purple lightened and cleared to become a modest, ocean-blue.

It was nowhere near the brilliant, shifting sky-blue it had been earlier that day, but it was certainly an improvement.

Ash finished his careful nourishing of the gemstone. “Good,” he said, standing up – and wobbled, nearly falling over again.

Lucario was there in a moment, and supported some of his weight. “Careful, Ash – you put a lot of your own strength into that.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I guess…”

He double-checked his gloves were on, then picked the Soul Dew up – careful to make sure he wasn’t accidentally touching it with his skin, in case that was bad for it.

“Let’s get this home.”

He looked around, ignoring the damage done to the museum – that didn’t matter at the moment. “Uh – hold on a moment. Pikachu? I think the one in the control pod mentioned that she had a Mega Stone? Can you look?”

“Sure,” Pikachu said, scurrying over and hopping up into the control chair. A few seconds of rummaging, and he had a Mega Stone – and a Key Stone – secured.

Ash took them. “Thanks – guess we could have a use for these sometime. And – hey, Latias, Latios? Maybe you should grab those Mega Stones you were using. I know they were part of the DMA, but you could probably use them better.”

“That sounds better than leaving them lying around,” Latios agreed, picking up the blue-marked Latiosite. His sister’s Latiasite was almost the same – both had greyish-purple main stones with purple flecks, but the centre of her Mega fleck was a bright pinkish-red which matched her feathers.

“Let’s go,” Ash added, stepping away from Lucario now he felt a bit more steady on his feet.


Emerging from the museum, they found what looked a lot like a small warzone.

The fossils had disappeared with the shutting down of the DMA, but the evidence of battle remained – scorch marks, cracked stone, scored or melted pathways through the plaza tiles, water and mud all over the place, and one of the big pillars fallen and shattered.

“Hey, that’s my one!” Latias said, feeling vaguely hurt, and that got everyone’s attention.

“Ash! You’re okay!” Brock called, a grin lighting his face. “And Latias, and – everyone’s fine!”

“We are indeed,” Latios said, with a smile. “Rather better than I was when this happened before.”

He frowned, reminded. “Before – the sea! Is it going to-”

No, it’s not.

The mental voice was one quite familiar to most of those present.

I handled the wave for you, Mewtwo said, floating down to a landing a little way in front of Ash. I also made sure that all the buildings with people in were unbreached by the fossils, that trainers knew where to go to link up with other trainers, and incidentally that the number three hover-jet on Jessie and James’ new aircraft survived ingesting an Archen.

“Wow, thanks!” Meowth said, blinking. “Ya know, dat’s a really nice-”

Abra materialized, picked up Meowth and Victreebel, and vanished.

I think I can guess what he was going to say to finish that, Mewtwo mused. Right, let’s go somewhere more private.

There was a bright flash-

And the plaza was empty.


In Altomare’s secret garden, everyone appeared in a bright flash on one of the larger lawns. Several Water-types landed with a splash in the lake.

There we go, Mewtwo said, dusting his hands off. Piece of cake.

“How’d you teleport Houndour and I?” Ash asked, curiously. “For that matter, how am I hearing you?”

Miracle Eye, Mewtwo explained. It’s really quite simple. Anyway, I believe you have-

“Right,” Ash agreed. He took the Soul Dew, walked over to the metal cage with Latias and Latios hovering around him, and placed it carefully in the water.

It flashed, then began to glow more brightly. The fountains started to let out water again, flowing into the canals, and Altomare somehow felt right again.

“Phew,” Ash added, slumping back to sit down. “I think we need a bit of a rest, after that…”

Not surprised, Mewtwo agreed. I’ll be over here if you need me.

There was another flash, and Mew appeared.

Hello, Mew, he added, a little warily. Nice of you to join us.

Mew ignored him. Hello! The playful Legendary said, waving cheerfully at Mawile. You’re new!

“I’m only young!” Mawile nodded. “So that makes sense. What’s your name?”

I am Mew, only young one, Mew informed her, and got a giggle in return.

Mew floated up a few inches, and faced Ash. She is adorable!

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, I’m glad to have her.”


“Uh… Meganium?”

The Grass-type looked up from where she was soaking up the sun’s rays. “Yes?”

Latias looked nervous, rubbing her hands together. “Um… Pikachu told me I should talk to you about… something…”

Meganium looked Latias over for a moment, then sighed. “Sit down,” she suggested, using her vines to tap the slope next to her.

Latias nodded, a quick, jerking motion, and settled to the grass.

For several seconds, neither spoke.

“Uh… thank you for healing me,” Latias said.

“It was no problem,” Meganium told her. “Really. But I don’t think that’s what you wanted to talk about, is it…”

“No,” Latias admitted. She swallowed. “Pikachu told me…”

Latias gathered her courage for a moment, then took the plunge. “He said you’d had a crush on Ash.”

Meganium nodded, slowly. “I did. And – I guess you did. Or do.”

“I-” Latias frowned. “It’s hard to tell what I think. I’ve got… two sets of memories, and they’re all confusing. I have one set where I saw Ash walking in the street, and… and I was attracted to him, a bit. And then he saved my brother, and I was so grateful to him. But… I guess I…”

She shook her head. “And then there’s a second set, where I’d heard about Ash before he got here. He’d been in the news, as a skilled and famous trainer, and…”

Meganium waited a few seconds. “And what?” she asked, gently.

“And… I guess he meant freedom,” Latias explained simply. “He’s had Suicune for months now, other Legendary Pokémon for some time – at least, that’s what I understand – and… I’ve never been allowed to be visible in Altomare, let alone leave, so…”

“…so you were a bit attracted to him, and you liked the idea of leaving – for a while, at least,” Meganium filled in.

Latias nodded. “And then… this.” She gestured around the garden, and Meganium took her meaning. “He saved my life. He literally rode to the rescue on a legendary Pokémon… and now I don’t know what I think.”

A moment later, Latias felt a pair of vines encircle her. Gently, just enough to let her know they were there.

“I know the feeling, Latias,” Meganium told her, giving Latias a hug. “You want my advice? Talk to him about it. Maybe not now, but soon.”

Latias nodded. “Thanks,” she said, voice a little raw. “I think I will.”


“You okay, Ash?” Misty asked.

Ash looked up, a tired grin on his face. “Yeah,” he said, with a nod. “Yeah, I feel… great, really.”

“I can see why you would,” Misty agreed. “I mean, not only is it your birthday-”

“Did Brock ever tell you what I did for my birthday when I was fighting the Battle Frontier?” Ash interrupted.

Misty blinked, thrown. “Uh… not really, no.”

“I didn’t do anything,” Ash explained. “Didn’t really do much in Sinnoh, either. And… well, Altomare was why.”

He sighed. “Last time… Latios died. I mean, I know the Entei in Greenfield died last time, but… it was my birthday, and I couldn’t save him, and…”

“Ash…” Misty began, worried.

Ash rubbed at his eyes. “I’m alright,” he said. “Really, I’m alright – I mean… Misty, have you noticed that things seem… harder, this time around? Ever since Shamouti, at least.”

“Yeah, now you mention it,” Misty nodded. “There were three Beasts at Greenfield, not one, and the Marauder had a lot more firepower.”

“Right!” Ash nodded. “And – this time, it was harder than last time… and we won. We did better.”

He sat back. “That’s why I feel great.”

“I can see that, I guess,” Misty agreed.

She glanced over, and poked Ash. “Hey, get up, Ash!”

“I wasn’t asleep…”

“Latias and Latios are coming over,” she said, nodding.

As Ash sat up again, Latias reached them. “Uh, Ash?”

“Yeah, Latias?” Ash asked.

“I… thank you, for saving me,” she said. “And… can we come with you?”

Ash blinked. He was about to reply, but Latios spoke up first.

“Latias – I appreciate that you want to leave Altomare. I won’t stop you – it wouldn’t be right, you have a chance to leave safely and do what you’ve dreamed of. But… this is our home, and our purpose is to protect the city. If you leave, I’ll stay to keep it safe.”

Latias shook her head. “No! Latios, I want you to come with me! I – don’t want to lose you again.”

The male Eon twin blinked. “Again – oh. Oh. Sorry, Latias, I didn’t-”

“I know you’re alive, now,” Latias said, hugging him. “But – I feel so afraid. I didn’t really appreciate you enough, and now – and – I’m afraid that if I go alone, you won’t be here when I come back-”

Her voice caught for a moment.

“Latias…” Ash said, wincing.

“And-” Latias went on, swallowing. “I – how can you protect the city? How can either of us? We just got shown that neither of us is strong enough! We should be stronger, strong enough to protect ourselves or we’re just a liability to Altomare!”

“I know, Latias,” Latios agreed, bowing his head. “I was a complete fool. I should have agreed to Rayquaza’s offer of training when he made it, decades ago. But… I didn’t want to be away so long, and I wanted your childhood to last a little longer. I had to grow up too fast, sis… I wanted you to have the time to play.”

“Exactly!” Latias said. “But Ash – even Pokémon like… have you seen what Pikachu can do? What Lucario can do? We’d be safest with him – and he could help us learn to defend ourselves!”

Ash frowned. “Hold on… I think I’ve got an idea. Misty, can you get Bianca?”

Misty blinked, unsure what Ash was going for, but nodded. “Sure.”

She looked around for the aspiring artist, and saw her having a talk with Mewtwo on the other side of the garden. “Be back in a few minutes,” she informed them.

“Right. Do you know what Mega Evolution is?” Ash asked, addressing the Eon twins directly.

“I… have some idea,” Latios said, slowly. “It’s what happened to us in the museum?”

“Right,” Ash confirmed. “Heracross can do it, Misty’s Gyarados can do it, and my friend Gary has a Blastoise which can do it. It’s a big powerup for the Pokémon which gets it.”

He indicated the staff on his back. “This is my Key Stone – a trainer needs three things for their Pokémon to Mega Evolve. A Key Stone which they have, a Mega Stone which the Pokémon has – a different one for each Pokémon…”

Latias glanced over at where they’d put the two stones from the museum, and Ash nodded. “Right. And the third thing is – a strong bond between trainer and Pokémon. That’s it.”

“Right,” Latios said, nodding.

“Wait – you said trainer,” Latias frowned. “How did it work with us?”

“Well, clearly the Pokémon doesn’t actually need to be caught by the person using the Key Stone,” Latios mused. “And as for the bond – yes, I can see how that would work. Ash saved both our lives, sister – I remember the effort and sacrifices he went through to save me.”

Latias considered that, then nodded. “Right.”

“So, my idea was-” Ash began, then noticed Misty returning with Bianca. “Right. Latias, Latios, can you get the stones from the museum?”

Latias nodded, zooming over to where she’d left hers and picking it up. Latios was a little slower, but they were both back by the time Bianca got there.

“Hi – Misty said you wanted a chat?” Bianca asked. “What’s this?”

“Okay,” Ash said, rummaging in his pocket and laying his staff on the grass. “Bianca, can you hold this?”

Bianca took the gemmed earring with some confusion. “Sure… uh, why?”

“Oh, I see where this is going,” Misty smiled.

“Bianca – just think about Latios,” Ash told her. “I know you’ve grown up knowing him, so I’m sure there’s some good memories-”

“Right,” Bianca said, still a little uncertain, and closed her eyes – thinking of the time she’d shared with the Eon Pokémon.

The first time she’d done a picture of him, with crayons and scrap paper, and he’d made squeaky noises of delight over it – one of the times he’d been as exuberant as his sibling.

The time she’d fallen into a canal, and Latios had been there almost before she’d hit the water – pulling her out, invisibly, and placing her back on the canalside as gently as a breeze.

And – the indescribable relief, when she saw both Eon twins emerging from the museum. Tired, but hale and whole.

There was a flash of orange light. Startled, Bianca opened her eyes – and saw the earring in her hand shimmering with light.

And Latios was… purple.

“What just happened?” she asked.

“It’s Mega Evolution,” Misty told her. “It’s a way a Pokémon can become much more powerful by working with someone who cares for them. Ash, that’s a great idea!”

Ash nodded. “Right. So – Latias, would you feel leaving Latios was safe for him if he was able to do that?”

Latias blinked. “I… actually, yeah,” she admitted, as Latios shifted back down from Mega. She thought about it a bit longer. “I mean, I guess I’d feel he was safe if Latios was able to transform – but Bianca had better not let him out of her sight!”

“Bianca, what do you think?” Ash asked her.

She just looked a bit confused.

“…Ash, she didn’t understand what Latias said!” Misty reminded him.

“Oh, right!” Ash chuckled nervously. “If you had that earring on you, and Latios or Latias was with you with their Mega Stones, then they’d be safe. Would you be willing to do that?”

“If it would keep Latias and Latios safe – then yes,” Bianca nodded, understanding. “Wait, does this mean that you might be taking Latias away? I guess she’s always wanted to – but she is my friend, and-”

“I may have a suggestion,” Suicune volunteered, moving closer. “Sorry to interrupt, but – for we three of Ecruteak, Ash already has the system that we may leave whenever we wish. Perhaps one of you at most should be with him at any one time – but perhaps, if training is the intent, you should both spend some time with him.”

“So Latias and Latios kind of commute?” Bianca asked.

Latias frowned. “I… guess that sounds fine,” she admitted. “Latios?”

“It does sound sensible,” Latios nodded. “It would ensure we were both safe, better able to protect Altomare – and had the chance to train, to become stronger.”

“Great!” his sister beamed. “That’s settled, then!”

She blinked. “Wait. Does this mean Ash has to catch us in Pokéballs?”

“That’s a tough one…” Misty said. “If we left one of Dexter’s transceivers here, then you two could swap places whenever you wanted to – if you were both caught.”

“It’s really your choice, though,” Ash added. “I’ve made really sure with all the Legendaries who I’ve-”

“All the – how many do you have?” Bianca asked, then shook her head. “Never mind. I don’t think I can handle many more shocks…”


“So, how are you getting along with Electrike?” Norman asked his son.

“Pretty well!” Max replied, stroking the stiff fur of his Electric-type. “I kind of think I should give him a nickname, though… any ideas?”

“Nicknames are a pretty personal thing,” Norman said, frowning. “I wonder if-”

There was a clatter on the stairs as May came running down.

“Ethan just spotted – you have to see this!” she said, scooping up the remote control and turning their TV on.

“…the situation in Altomare seems to have largely stabilized. The marauding Fossil Pokémon from earlier have now vanished, and thus far all indications are that there were no serious casualties from the incident.

All indications are that this unexpected good news is due to the efforts of trainers – both local and those in town due to the Altomare festival – who fought off the strange invasion with great dedication.

In particular, all three of the Beasts of Johto were seen roaming the streets, rescuing those trainers or groups of trainers who were in trouble. Since Suicune and Entei have previously been confirmed to be caught by a trainer, the indications are that Raikou was present for the same reason.”

“Wait…” Norman said. “Didn’t you say Ash had caught Suicune?”

“Hang on, they’re going to show it again,” May told him. “Look!”

Jaws dropped as the shaky camera-footage was played. Taken from the second floor of a building looking towards the museum, it showed the friends’ charge in with the Bull-Dozer, Mega Gyarados, the sheer number of fossils, someone who seemed to be Ash riding Keldeo towards the museum, and then there was a flash towards the right of shot.

The camera moved to show a Moltres materializing from a Pokéball, a hovering aircraft under attack by Aerodactyl and Archeops, and then a Pidgeot boomed past barely below the sound barrier and launched in a Sky Attack to clear the air around the hovering plane.

“…the heck?” Norman asked weakly.

May frowned. “Huh, more spectacular than usual… “

The footage wound on for several more minutes, capturing a huge battle around the museum, and then the fossils abruptly vanished.

There was a momentary shot of Mewtwo, and then everyone vanished.

“…when you get a chance, can you call Ash?” Norman asked. “I’d kind of like to know what the heck was going on there.”


“Do you think that went alright?” Jessie asked, as their transport aircraft headed east towards a pre-arranged airstrip.

“Well, I don’t know,” James replied, steering them up a little to avoid some turbulence. “I guess we didn’t manage to stop Annie and Oakley, but the Boss mainly wanted us to be seen – and we certainly were.”

“Do you think we helped?” Meowth asked. “I mean, I kinda did a bit, an’ Victreebel knocked out dis whole line o’ Carracosta, but what about you guys in da museum?”

“Probably,” Jessie nodded. “Growlie did a lot of damage – knocked out their Leafeon and Shedinja, I saw that – and I’m pretty sure Arbok managed to poison the Cofagrigus. He couldn’t get through to the Sylveon, though.”

“Growlie hit the Glaceon,” James reported. He frowned, and increased the pitch on their piston engines a little. “Didn’t knock her out, though, which might be a problem.”

“What were Annie and Oakley tryin’ ta do, anyway?” Meowth asked.

“Take over the world?” Jessie guessed. “That’s the usual.”

James frowned. “Wonder what’s going to happen to them…”


Giovanni walked into the room, and sat down. For a long moment, all he did was look at the two humiliated agents.

“Can you give me one good reason why I should not have you both killed?”

“Sir, we-” Annie began.

“Do you have any idea how much you have cost us? How much your little scheme would have cost us if it went through?” Giovanni shook his head. “You’ve managed to single-handedly undo two years of patient PR work. Two years. I suppose I would be impressed, if I thought you meant to do anything like this.”

“I-”

He continued talking over them, not deigning to notice that they were speaking. “As it stands, I have to convince several highly placed people that supporting Team Rocket initiatives is in their best interests. The legal ones, at that. It is only because you failed that I can salvage anything from this. That and that one of my top teams was visible in the area helping to stop you.”

He fell silent for a second. Annie and Oakley didn’t speak.

“Yubitsume. All of it. Both of you. You’re not allowed Pokémon any more, you’re assigned to grunt work, and if you make anything approaching a slip one more time then you will consider that merciful.”

He stood, leaving the room without a word.


Gary came down to breakfast, squinting in the morning light. “Thanks for letting me use the spare bedroom, Professor Sycamore…”

His fellow researcher nodded, pushing a cup of coffee across the table. “I heard you getting up – here.”

“Thanks.” Gary took a swig, sighing. “Ah, that’s nice.”

“You’ll like this, too,” Sycamore winked, putting a magazine down on the table in front of him.

Gary glanced up at the title. “Pokémon journal? I mean, I do read it – everyone does – but-”

He paused mid-sip, eyes widening, as he spotted the cover splash.

Mega Evolution – examples and details

Below that was a big picture of a Mega Lucario, with smaller images all around the edges.

“What!? Did we get pre-empted?” he asked, shocked.

Sycamore shook his head. “I know a couple of guys who work at the journal, I showed them the paper early. We got the news late yesterday it passed peer review, and they managed to get it into this month’s issue. Nice work, right?”

Gary put his coffee down a bit hard and opened the journal, glancing at the contents before leafing through to page 53.

Mega Evolutions – observations, conclusions, mysteries and further directions of research

Oak, Sycamore et al

“…I mean, wow…” he said, blinking. “This is… well, this is huge.”

“I know, right?” Sycamore chuckled. “It’s out there, now – enjoy it, Mr. Oak! I’ve only been in Pokémon a few times… but anyway, this means there’s lots more research to be done. There could be whole papers on individual Mega Evolutions, now… and we’re at the forefront!”

He waved his empty mug around, punctuating his sentences. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it! All that research to be done!”

“And I can use Mega Blastoise openly, now,” Gary nodded. “It’s pretty… huge?”

Sycamore looked up at the abrupt change in tone. “What is it, Mr. Oak?”

Gary nodded to the muted TV. “I think my friend Ash just got in trouble again.”

Reaching for his pocket, he took out Dee’s main body. “Can you call Ash?”

Placing call. Dee paused. Line busy. I think it’s Ethan – that means May saw the news first.

“What have you done this time, Ash?” Gary sighed, rubbing his temples.


AN:


Phew!

There were a few experimental bits in there, and the whole “One big chapter” thing is experimental too. Let me know how I did – with the film as a whole and with this format in particular.

The idea of it being Ash’s 13th birthday was because it fit with the timescale I’ve been using – and because of how it also explains why his other birthdays weren’t celebrated afterwards. (Kind of a traumatic event.)

Jet-powered Keldeo is something I worked out a while ago. Given the amount of power he clearly uses in the Kyurem and Keldeo film, his minimum over-water speed with Ash is something like 70 mph—nothing to sneeze at – and that’s a lower estimate!

The sisters, Annie and Oakley – they kind of brought reinforcements.

Pikachu’s ground-type thing… yeah, that’s an ongoing issue. I’ll explain later.

I tried to fit in everyone in the teams of all three – Ash, Brock and Misty – except for a few unreachable at this time, like Lugia, Ho-Oh or Lapras.

Motto credit to Leonite.

And – yep, of course I had to have Mega-Eons. Not long until Hoenn…
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“How about… Watt?”

A considering look, and a head shake.

“Come on!” Max said, with a sigh. “Watt was cool. James Watt invented the steam engine, he developed the concept of measurable power, and the Watt is a unit of power – as in electrical power.”

Electrike cocked his head, then shook it.

I think that’s a no, Kris vocalized.

“Fine.” Max scrunched up the paper, and threw it at the bin. It missed, and there was a little crackle of sparks as Electrike pounced on it and brought it back over.

Smiling, the little Electric-type deposited the paper at Max’s feet. “Got it! Let’s do this instead of a name!”

Max glanced at Kris, who dutifully supplied a translation on her main screen.

“Sorry, boy,” he said, shaking his head. “I want to get this sorted out now.”

“Awww…”

“Right,” Max said, looking at the next sheet. “Hey, what about Volta?”

Noticing Electrike’s frown, he elaborated. “Not Volt, Volta. Alessandro Volta invented the battery, after studying the cheek pouches of a Pikachu.”

Electrike did not seem particularly impressed.

“Ah well. Coulomb?”

Another no.

“Not even going to give it a think?” Max asked. “Coulomb developed the definition of electro… electrostatic force.”

“What’s electrostatic force?” Electrike asked.

“It’s kind of… you know, when your fur all stands on end?” Max tried, reading the translation off again. “When you’re charged up. That’s electrostatic. It’s why your fur needs to be kept nice and even, because that way you can charge up more electricity at once.”

Electrike nodded, slowly. “I don’t think I like that name, though.”

“Come on…” Max wheedled. “We’ve already done ten… what about Amp? Ampere was really important in working out how electricity works.”

Electrike yawned. “I’m bored. Can we go for a walk?”

Max shrugged. “Guess so. I’m nearly out of ideas anyway…”

He got up off his bed, pulled his jacket on, and picked up Electrike’s Pokéball.

That still surprised him, sometimes – that he had a Pokémon.

And, at the same time, he couldn’t wait until Ash was done with the Silver Conference. He wanted to meet his other friends, and see if they wanted to travel with him.


“Okay, Electrike…” Max called. “Ready?”

Electrike nodded, jumping back and forth.

Max threw the stick. “Fetch!”

The Electric-type coiled up for a moment, and launched himself forwards. Eyes on the stick as it fell, he picked it up a moment after it landed and came running back over.

“Right,” Max nodded, patting him and taking the stick back. “Good. Now – catch!”

Electrike jumped, a faint bzzzrt coming from his rear legs as he pushed off from the ground, and his jaws snapped closed on the length of wood.

Which promptly broke.

The slightly startled canine landed, looked at the bits, then spat the remainder out. “Pfah! Whoops… sorry…”

“It’s fine!” Max reassured him, crouching down. “Really. I guess we just used that one a bit too much… is there another one?”

“Uh…”

“Wait, here’s one,” Max added, finding one within arm’s reach. “…huh, this looks like it was broken deliberately.”

Electrike cocked his head on one side, sniffing it, then shrugged.

“No idea-”

There was a bright flash of green light from a little way into the forest, and several more sticks came raining down.

“…I guess we know where they came from,” Max said. He reached into his pocket, and took the bronze octagon of Kris’ projector. “Ready?”

Stand by… ready. Set up.

Kris materialized, and Max moved cautiously forwards with Electrike just ahead of him.

There was another bright flash, this one closer. Max peered through a bush, and saw what was going on.


“Good!” May said, nodding. “Now, let’s try it a bit faster!”

Blaziken stood up straight, arms by his sides.

“Go!”

On her command, the Fire-type jumped backwards. He skidded along the floor, shedding momentum as he did, and crouched with his clawed hands together by his right side.

A green light flashed into being, cradled between them, and he brought them up before making as if to fling the globe of energy towards an imagined foe.

Intense yellow-green light blasted out, hitting a tree trunk, and made it creak ominously.

“Great! You’re really getting the hang of Solarbeam, Blaziken!” May said, satisfied. “That’ll surprise any Water-types!”

“May?”

May turned, and blinked. “Max? What are you doing-”

“I saw the light,” Max explained. “Pretty cool, Blaziken.”

Blaziken stood straight again, and inclined his head in a respectful nod.

“The idea’s supposed to be that we can throw it into a routine no matter which way it’s moving,” May told him. “It looks good, and it’s useful too – especially because, if it’s weaker, I’m pretty sure I can have Wartortle’s water stream or even Beautifly’s scales shimmer in it. Should look nice.”

“I guess you have to think about that,” Max nodded. “I’m mainly working on speed and jumping with Electrike, at the moment.”

“Weren’t you going to nickname him?” May asked, bending down to scratch Max’s starter.

“I’ve been trying… no matter what I come up with, he just doesn’t like it.” Max sighed.

“Ah, I know what’s been going on!” May winked at her brother. “You’re overthinking it!”

“Overthinking it?” Max repeated.

“Yeah, I bet you’re trying to come up with some big, meaningful nickname,” May said. “And that’s fine! But I’d guess he’s just not all that interested in that kind of thing.”

“That would explain a lot…” Frowning, Max considered Electrike. “Is that what’s been going on?”

Electrike nodded, looking a bit ashamed.

“No, it’s fine!” Max hastened to reassure him. “It’s just… yeah, okay, I’ll try and think of something simpler. Unless you’ve got any ideas?”

“Hmmm…” Blaziken murmured. “Arc.”

Electrike hummed. “…not sure… but I like it a bit. Better than all the other boring names, anyway.”

Max glanced at Kris for translation, and snorted. “Thanks…”

“Rai?” May suggested. “Or maybe something like Shocker?”

Electrike’s ears perked up. “Ooh, I like that one!”

“Shocker? Really?” Max asked, blinking. “It seems kind of… generic?”

“But I’m shocking!” Electrike insisted. “I shocked you when I appeared, and I shock enemies!”

He frowned. “Or maybe Arc would be best. I don’t know… can I think about it some more?”

“Guess so…” Max agreed with a nod.

“If you two are finished,” May said, a little tartly. “Blaziken and I were practising.”

Blaziken nodded, considering, and stood. He brushed off his hands, and walked to the centre of the clearing.

“Okay, this time let’s try coming out of a spin kick,” May suggested. “Oh, and try not to hit my brother, I’ve only got one… thank goodness.”

“Hey!” Max called.


“That looks good,” Tracey said, pencil flying over the paper. “Lovely… right, can you turn left a smidge?”

The shiny Entei complied, shifting his angle so the spikes on his back were differently lit.

“Lovely.” Tracey frowned slightly, pencil slowing, and shaded in one of the spikes a bit more. “Right, I think that’s done!”

“May I see?” the Legendary asked, and Tracey flipped the sketchbook around.

“I like it,” he said after a moment. “Interesting you did my mask in colour – it does stand out.”

“Well, it’s one of the ways to make you distinct in sketch from your doppelgänger,” Tracey agreed readily. “I mean, a lot of the colouring differences are subtle.”

Entei nodded. “All three of us are a bit more subtle than most. Well, Suicune and I – Raikou is a little more striking.”

“It’s the lack of the purple bit,” Tracey agreed. “He’s the easiest to do in pencil sketch, actually…”

He stood. “Well, thanks for your time.”

“The pleasure is mine, really,” Entei informed him. “It’s partly a case of… wanting to leave mementoes behind, for when we go off to do our duties.”

Tracey nodded. “I can understand that, yeah. I mean, I don’t travel much any more – keeping the mob under control is a full time job…”

“Possibly several,” Entei noted, deadpan.

“Fair,” Tracey agreed. “I was actually thinking of making sure I’ve got sketches of everyone who comes here, you know… well, and Pokémon like Umbreon and Pikachu who never seem to be here at all.”

“That sounds great!”

Tracey looked up at the voice. “Oh, hi Marill. Have a nice swim?”

“I did,” Marill nodded. “There’s a nice group of Buizel and Floatzel offshore, I had a play around with them. They’re a bit excitable, but really nice!”

“Floatzel? Really?” Tracey looked interested. “I wonder… where are they?”

Marill pointed. “Just over there.”

Tracey flipped his sketchbook open again, and opened a fresh page. “Okay, the rock they’re on is shaped like… that…”

As he drew, he smiled. “I know Ash is going to get a Buizel at some point, but Floatzel’s one I wasn’t sure I’d get a chance to draw from life.”

“You like drawing a lot, I can tell,” Entei murmured.

“It’s relaxing,” Tracey agreed. “It’s kind of… well, I guess it started as a joke. You know – sketch it!”

“No, I had managed to completely miss that,” the Fire-type informed him sardonically. “Really? A joke? Perish the thought.”

A smile tugged at Tracey’s lips. “Yeah, yeah. But… I don’t know, it just seems like it’s possible to really connect with a Pokémon when you draw them. The best pieces of art aren’t like photos – art, like a painting or a sketch, shows the essence of the subject.”

He frowned a little, erased a line and started to redraw the Floatzel’s tails. “And… yeah, I kind of go back and forth between drawing and studying Pokémon anatomy, but drawing’s the thing I love the most.”

Entei looked closer at the drawing taking shape. “You’ve put an interesting expression on his face.”

“Her,“Tracey informed Entei casually, shading the arm-fins.

“…okay, how did you tell that exactly? We’ve not seen the back.”

The artist shrugged. “Couldn’t tell you, but she is. It’s the kind of thing I’m talking about – you get to know the tiny little differences.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

Finishing his rough sketch, Tracey drew in the ripples of the sea state and closed the book again. “I’ll tighten that up later. What’s the time…”

He glanced at his watch, and blinked. “Whoa, we took longer than I was expecting.”


“Sorry I’m a bit late back, Professor,” Tracey said, as he came through the door to the main building.

“Eh?” Oak looked up. “Oh, don’t worry about it, Tracey. Most of Ash’s team is resting at the moment – the battle in Altomare was quite tiring, as I understand it. Have you seen this?”

He passed a magazine over to the confused Tracey.

“No, actually…” Tracey admitted, taking it. “What’s… wait a minute. Isn’t this the stuff Gary’s been working on?”

His eyes flicked to the title, and widened. “This is Pokémon journal?”

Professor Oak sat back, blinking at his eyes. “I… I’m so proud…”

“Gary got published in-”

“Even counting the time travel, he’s so young it’s really impressive,” the Professor continued. “Back before… well, before Ash straightened him out – I suppose I can say that – I was a little bit worried, but since then… I’m very impressed with him, I really am.”

Tracey smiled. “I guess that’s a great reason to be proud. Have you told him?”

“Oh, I have,” Oak said. “I think he was a bit embarrassed, but I’m sure he was happy for it.”

He shrugged. “I’m not sure when I’m going to tell him what Ash said about Mega Latias and Mega Latios, though.”

“What’s – oh, right, the bit about them looking basically identical.” Tracey shrugged. “Whenever you want, I guess. It’s not like Latias and Latios look all that different.”

“A fair point, Tracey, a fair point.” Oak made to continue, but there was a knock on the door.

“I’ll get that,” Tracey volunteered.

He opened it, and was greeted by Molly and her Eevee.

“Oh, good afternoon, Molly!” he said, smiling. “I guess you’re coming around for your usual lesson?”

“Yep!” Molly nodded. “What’s today?”

Tracey frowned. “Let’s see… I think it was Water-types. Does that sound right?”

Eevee turned into a Vaporeon, tail wagging, and Molly nodded. “That sounds about right!”

“Let’s head over, then – I’ll go pick up Marill from wherever she’s gone, and then we can see how Ash’s Squirtle and Gary’s Poliwrath and Cloyster are doing.”

Another nod. “That sounds good. Thanks, Mr. Sketchit!”


“…so the important thing for just about all Water-types is to pay attention to how hydrated they are,” Tracey said, playing the hose over Cloyster. “Most of them can do alright out of the water – though some like Finneon and Goldeen do need to stay wet all the time – but they do need to keep damp.”

Molly absorbed the information. “And Squirtle?”

“He has his own rules,” Tracey sighed. “Anyway. Most Water-types can keep themselves a bit wet, but they can end up dehydrated if they rely on themselves for too long.”

Vaporeon briefly dissolved into a puddle, then reformed with a giggle and flirted her tail. “I don’t!”

“I think you might, you’ve just never been a Vaporeon for long enough that it matters,” Tracey replied. “Oh, the other thing is that Pokéballs keep the Pokémon in the same condition as they went in, for this. So a Pokémon won’t dry out in the Pokéball.”

“I see,” Molly frowned. “And I guess that’s for hot or cold weather, too? So… a Pokémon which didn’t like being hot could be in their Pokéball?”

“That’s right!” Tracey nodded. “You’re catching on!”


Charizard’s wings beat steadily, as he climbed a little to get over the ridge and turned south for the Valley.

Not far to go now.

Of course, it wasn’t as if he’d be staying particularly long. The Silver Conference was only a week or two away, and he’d most certainly be participating – the question was how much.

The big Fire-type had certain opinions on that. So what if Ash didn’t want to flatten less experienced trainers? Surely there’d be someone worth the battle. (Preferably three and the entire Elite Four.)

An orange shape leapt from the rim of the ridge as he approached, and he followed it as it climbed steadily to meet him.

“Hail the conquering hero,” Charla said with a chuckle, turning and pulling up into formation with him. “So, how was your latest trip?”

“Not bad,” Charizard replied. “Sorry about the timing.”

Charla nodded critically – it really hadn’t been a good time, they’d been out on another of what were technically not dates when Dexter’s emergency summons had come in.

If anyone asked, Charizard would deny taking it out on the Tyrantrum.

“We saw what was going on,” Charla volunteered. “On the news. Well, not you except for the bit at the end, but your trainer and his friends – fighting through the horde of fossils. That looked pretty amazing.”

“I was somewhere else,” Charizard shrugged, waggling his wings a little and shedding speed. “Punching Tyrantrum in the face, mainly.”

Charla snorted in amusement. “You know, that sounds kind of cool.”

“It was…” Charizard admitted. They came over the valley wall into the Charific Valley itself, and he blinked.

Most of the Valley population was turned out to greet him. Again.

“Didn’t you say I mostly wasn’t on television?”

“Mostly,” Charla stressed. The two flared, dropping down to land, and touched down in the middle of the Charizard.

“What did you do this time?” one asked.

“Did you use your special Blast Burn?”

“Did you do that cool transforming thing again?”

“I didn’t use Blast Burn or Mega Evolve, no,” Charizard said, to a couple of disappointed sighs. “But I did beat a super-powered Tyrantrum in single combat.”

Most of the other Charizard contemplated fighting a super-powered Fossil Rock/Dragon type three times their mass.

“Okay, nice,” one admitted.

“In a narrow city street,” Charizard went on. “In under two minutes.”

“Steady there, Pyroar,” Charla coughed, to general laughter.

“What else happened?” one of the younger Valley members asked.

“My trainer rescued a Legendary,” Charizard hinted. “Again.”

“Okay, you’re telling us all about this now,” one of the elders decided. “Start with why the Fossil Apocalypse was happening.”

“I might need to go back a bit for it to make sense…”


“Congratulations,” Charla said to him, some time later once the crowd had finally dispersed. “You managed to get through all of that without mentioning the time travel thing.”

Charizard sighed, relieved. “Good, I was wondering… it’s hard to remember to, sometimes.”

Charla nodded sympathetically. “I think I understand.”

After a moment, she looked up. “Who’s that?”

A middle-aged Charizard approached, a little hesitantly. “Sorry to be a bother – what did you say your trainer’s name was?”

“Ash,” Charizard supplied.

“Right…”

The other Charizard looked a little preoccupied, for some reason.

“What is it?” Charizard asked.

“I just… okay, there was this thing about forty years ago. I don’t remember seeing a Charizard there, but… seeing that boy and his team on TV just then…”

A deep breath. “Have you heard of Celebi?”

“Pardon?” Charla said, a little thrown by the topic switch.

“…wait. Was your original trainer Professor Oak?” Charizard asked. “Ash said he had a Charmeleon during the-”

“-the time jump, yes,” Sammy’s Charizard went on. “I’ve not been back to my trainer’s house in years… I should go, some time. Sorry for-”

“No, it’s fine-”

“Boys!” Charla said, tail blazing up slightly. “Can you stop apologizing to one another and just have a proper conversation?”

“…yes’m,” Ash’s Charizard said meekly.


“Hey!” Terrakion called, looking up the scree slope at his fellow Swords. “Did you guys see the news last night?”

“I’m afraid I didn’t,” Virizion shrugged. “I was busy – there were some Petilil who wanted me to choose who got a Sun Stone they’d found.”

She shrugged.“Fortunately I knew where to get two more. So that was nice.”

“A very even, just approach,” Cobalion complimened her. “And no, Terrakion, I didn’t see it either.”

“I’m gonna have to show you two this,” Terrakion said firmly. “Keldeo was on it.”

“He was?” Virizion asked, and Cobalion looked about as interested as she was. “Great – hold on a moment.”

She stepped forwards, controlled her skid down the scree slope as fragments of hard shale avalanched to the bottom around her, and stepped off next to her comrade. “What was he doing?”

“You know that Ash kid?” Terrakion asked. “The one who helped Keldeo? Well, he was riding Keldeo to the rescue. Literally.”

“I’m surprised Keldeo would be alright with that,” Cobalion admitted, halting himself next to the others. “It sounds a little… well, I’m surprised.”

“Lighten up, Cobalion!” Terrakion chuckled. “Keldeo was fine with it – hey, I’d be fine with it if it was someone I respected! And it looked pretty cool.”

He shook his head. “Anyway, they saved a Latias and a city full of people and Pokémon, that’s what I can tell. And there was a huge fight against loads of Fossils.”

Virizion nodded. “He is doing us all proud, then. A Sword of Justice, pure and true.”

“Indeed,” Cobalion agreed. “Perhaps we should ask about it in the next letter?”

“That does sound a good idea,” Virizion smiled. “We can tell him about that unpleasantness with the Klinklang.”

“Do we have to?” Terrakion asked, ruefully. “I hate Metal Burst…”


Lance walked, slowly, to the end of his office.

He turned, and walked slowly back.

Glancing up, he saw Dragonite looking at him.

“What?”

Dragonite shrugged.

“I’m not worried, of course I’m not,” Lance said, then shook his head. “Okay, maybe a bit. We saw the news, but… what happened in Altomare? What went wrong?”

The Dragon-type shook his head, raising his arms.

Lance glanced up, then returned to his pacing. “Okay, I get your point… but still. We should have had someone there in time.”

Dragonite had barely begun to speak before Lance interrupted him. “I know! We’re stretched thin as it is… I can’t ask more of my riders. This is why I’m so glad Lorelei agreed to help run patrols…”

He frowned. “Actually, we should consider… hm. Perhaps-”

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in!” Lance called, and the door clicked open.

A young woman in thick riding clothes came through. “Sir? I’ve got the report.”

“Ah, good,” Lance smiled. “I was wondering… let’s hear it.”

“Right.” The dragonrider took off her overcoat, and wiped her brow. “Hotter here than it is at altitude… right. You were right, that was the Indigo Champion from last year leading the charge – and his companions were Brock of Pewter and Misty of Cerulean.”

She paused for a moment on seeing Lance’s interest. “Sir? Any questions?”

“Not for now, Lola,” Lance told her. “Keep going.”

“Right.” Lola nodded. “It took a while, but I managed to get some information beyond what was on the news. First off – Raikou was confirmed to be in the city, alongside Entei and Suicune.”

“So, he’s got all three…” Lance nodded to himself. “Very impressive. Well, that’s good to know. Let’s remain on the topic of Mr. Ketchum for now.”

“Yes, sir.” Lola frowned. “Well, it seems a lot like he had all his Pokémon in the city – I counted well over a dozen, and I could match his entire Indigo team to observed sightings.”

“Right,” Lance said. “It sounds a lot like we were lucky they were there.”

Lola nodded. She took her riding gloves off, putting them on the chair on top of her overcoat. “We don’t know much about what happened in the museum, but the place was a wreck. The DMA was clearly missing some parts, there was one window gone and a giant melted hole in the floor – we don’t know what did that.”

“Right.” Lance frowned. “Did you see the Eon Pokémon?”

“I’m afraid not,” Lola said, shaking her head. “I did hear that they were seen coming out of the museum with Mr. Ketchum, though.”

“I see…”

After a moment, the Grand Champion sat down and tapped his fingers on the table. “You mentioned the Beasts. Can you confirm what they were doing?”

“Roaming the streets, along with a lot of other Pokémon, and knocking out Fossils wherever the two groups intersected.” Lola shrugged. “The streets are a bit of a mess, battle scars everywhere, but the museum plaza where that big battle took place is the worst.”

She switched topics. “There was a confirmed Mega-Evolution out in the open – Mega Gyarados – but fortunately Pokémon journal broke the silence before then so it’s not too much of an issue…?”

Lance nodded a confirmation of her interpolation. “That was fully approved, we had news that Rocket agents had gained access to a Mega Stone and Key Stone combination, so it was hardly giving much away... right, my other question. The Moltres?”

“Several people said the Moltres was working with people wearing Rocket uniforms,” Lola told him. “I’m not sure why-”

“No, it does make a kind of sense,” Lance sighed. “Especially if this was some kind of rogue Rocket operation, whoever’s in charge would want to make it clear they were rogue – and what better way than sending a team with a Legendary? It’s excellent PR for them, actually…”

He shrugged. “Well, never mind that. Perhaps… no, that’s for later. Thank you for your time, rider Lola.”

After she left, he drummed his fingers on the table.

“It keeps coming back to Ash, doesn’t it…” he mused. “Gringey City. New Island. Shamouti. Greenfield, Arborville, the Whirl Islands, the Lake of Rage… and now Altomare.”

He glanced over at Dragonite, reading his expression. “I know, but it’s a heck of a string of coincidences. I think… hmmm.”

Lance reached out, and picked up the phone. He dialled a number, waited a minute, then smiled. “Ah, Lorelei! Good. I was wondering if we’d be able to hold the discussion about our candidates before the Silver Conference… I know it’s short notice, but I’ve got an item to add to the agenda… oh, and someone extra to invite.”

There was a pause.

“How would you feel about going out with a bang?”


“Hey, doc!” Akiyama called, banging on the door. “Doc!”

“He’ll notice eventually,” his friend Noguchi sighed. “You should know what he’s like by now.”

“Yeah, but Fraxure and I are getting cold out here. Open up, doc!”

Katou rolled her eyes. “You’d think we’d never done this before.”

“I’m sure he’s doing something worthwhile,” Tachikawa volunteered. “Or he’d better be, at any rate.”

“I’m not so sure…” Akiyama muttered. He made to bang on the door again, and it opened. “Whoa!”

His Fraxure picked him up and set him back down on his feet.

“Thanks…” the young trainer said, wincing. “What was that for, doc?”

“What was what for?” Doctor Akihabara asked, frowning. “I heard you knocking, I opened the door…”

“We’ve been out here for twenty minutes,” Tachikawa said, tapping her foot. “In the wind. My hair looks-”

“It’s fine,” the eccentric genius waved her off. “I was working on the Up-Grade project. I’m nearly there!”

“You’ve been nearly there since you formed our team,” Akiyama muttered. “Okay, what’s it today?”

“Ah!” Akihabara raised a finger. “I hope you’re ready for an urgent mission!”

“How urgent was it before you kept us outside for-” Katou began.

“No time!” Akihabara interrupted her. “Right! Through here, quickly – there was a cyber attack on Silph corporation, it’s your job to go sort it out!”

Akiyama gaped for a moment longer, then sighed. “Okay, whatever. Let’s get going. Guys?”

“Ahem?” Katou coughed pointedly.

“And girls. Let’s get ready!” His Fraxure moved up behind him, ready to go.

Tachikawa sent her own Lilligant out, and the elegant Grass-type bowed slightly.

“We really need a bigger room, Doctor…” Noguchi sighed. “Since Rufflet evolved.”

“This is the room the transfer device is in,” Akihabara replied, with a shrug.

“Fine.” Noguchi released Braviary, and the room got a great deal more cramped. When Katou sent out her own Pyroar, the Fire-type found himself with barely enough floor space to sit – somewhat uncomfortably.

“Ready?” Akihabara asked.

“Just get on with it!” Akiyama implored.

“Your elbow’s in my face…”

“Okay!” Akihabara tapped a few controls. “It’s Porygon number five this time! Off you go!”

The transfer device flashed, digitizing the quartet of trainers and sending them on their way.


Bianca leaned back on her chair, glancing between the window and the easel, and steadily applied stroke after stroke of paint.

It was a glorious May day in Altomare. A bit breezy, the white clouds scudding across the sky, and with the sun shining steadily down on the city of canals.

Rebuilding and repair work was already going on on the damage sustained the previous day, which was nice as well. No-one had been much more than bruised – amazingly – and so everyone was surprisingly optimistic for the recent site of a horde of rampaging Fossil Pokémon.

There was a squeaky sound from beside her, and Bianca glanced up. “Latios?”

Feathers shimmering, Latios decloaked and nodded. He gave another quiet, hooting call, and Bianca got the rough gist.

“Yeah, I know Ash said Latias told you to stay right next to me at all times. I guess I’m not used to it…”

She looked at the Latiosite glittering on the dresser, and swallowed – one arm reaching up to touch the Key Stone she’d gained the previous day. “I’m not much used to this, either.”

Latios nodded silently.

There was some shouting outside. By the sounds of it a couple of workers had accidentally knocked a cement mixer another group was working with into the canal.

Bianca sighed, and got back to painting. “Sorry, Latios, I’m being a bit melancholy. I’ll try to paint something nice and sunny…”

She paused, looking at what she’d already done – mainly the skyscape – and blinked. “Wait, I’ve got an idea. What about if I pack this up, we head to the grotto, and then I paint you – just overhead.”

Latios tilted his head, cooing a question.

“Well, I was thinking I could add Latias to it, and you’d both be on there,” Bianca explained. She sighed. “I miss Latias already.”

Another coo from Latios. The Dragon-type made an expansive shrug, then waved over at the window – indicating the sky.

Bianca nodded. “Yeah, I guess she is happier. I mean… yeah. I’m glad she’s getting her chance.”

Latios nodded.

“Do you think you’re going to enjoy it?”

That produced a more uncertain shrug – she got the impression Latios just plain wasn’t sure.

“I guess it does matter what it turns out to be like…” Bianca shrugged. “Well, anyway, I’ll pack the easel up. Don’t forget the stone.”

Latios nodded, and picked it off the dresser. He concentrated, and light bent around his form to make him invisible again – as well as the stone, which seemed to have the same properties.

“Good,” Bianca said, bundling up her paints. “Okay, let’s get going. Hey, maybe we could try out that transformation, too, I could paint that…”


AN:


Another chapter of Ashes Nowhere To Be Seen, to cool down a bit after Pokémon Heroes.

I’ve still not decided what nickname to give the Electrike.

Tracey and Bianca are both artists of slightly different stripes, here. As for the CyberMon lab – well, there’s a few shoutouts there.

And Lance is starting to realize just how much help it is having Ash around.
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“Ah, I love this part of the trip,” Ash said, breathing in the sea air.

“The bits where we’re by a beach?” Misty asked.

“No, not that-”

“The bits where we’ve just saved the world?” Brock suggested.

“Well, kind of, but I mean…” Ash shook his head. “Where it’s not long to go until the League. I mean, I love arriving in a new region, and going out to battle a gym, and meeting new friends… about the only bit I don’t like is after the League, when everything seems to be leading towards leaving friends behind.”

Misty frowned. “Well-”

“No, no, don’t worry!” Ash hastened to say. “I know my friends are still there, and I’ll make sure to stay in touch. It’s just… one of those things.”

He shrugged. “Sorry. Okay, where now… back to New Bark, right?”

“I think so,” Brock agreed. “We’re a bit ahead of schedule, though.”

Ash nodded. “Well, I guess we should sort one thing out…”

He took an unusual red Pokéball from his belt, and opened it.

“How was that?” he asked, looking Latias over carefully. She’d been in the ‘ball since they left Altomare – it had taken Ash a while to find a good one to use, but one of the marts had been doing a special on gorgeously-coloured Cherish Balls and he’d bought two.

Latios’ one was blue – he hadn’t been able to resist how closely the colours matched their feathers.

Latias shook her head, a little dizzy. “Is it like that every time?”

“Yes,” Pikachu said firmly.

“Don’t listen to Pikachu,” Ash advised the Dragon-type. “He just really dislikes Pokéballs generally. Everyone else says it’s fine once you’re used to it.”

“Not convinced…” Pikachu muttered.

“Right. I’ll take your word for it,” Latias decided.

She looked around, brightening. “Apart from that – this is lovely! Very different to Altomare – even the sea breeze, I’ve never felt this much breeze in the grotto!”

“No, I suppose you wouldn’t,” Brock mused. “The buildings would be in the way.”

Latias nodded, then floated a little way into the air. She bent her wings back, then shot off – looping, whirling, spiralling in the sky. Exulting in being able to fly free – and openly.

Ash and his friends watched, shading their eyes occasionally when Latias flew in front of the sun.

After several minutes, reluctantly, Latias floated back down to the humans. “I suppose we have to do the boring bit now,” she said, sighing.

“Oh, you’d be surprised. Boring is not the word…” Pikachu told her.

“Really?” she asked, surprised.

“I try to…” Ash paused. “Actually, maybe you could see how I do it with the others first. I do need to work out training for Raikou and Mawile. It’s been a bit hectic the last couple of days.”

“Looking for me,” Latias nodded, deflating a bit.

“It’s not your fault!” Ash hastened to reassure her. “Really, it’s not – you staying undercover was the most sensible thing to do.”

The Eon Pokémon absorbed that, but didn’t look convinced.

Ash sent out Raikou first. “Okay, Raikou – you already heard from Suicune and Entei what I said to them. If you’ve got some reason to leave urgently, leave and let me know later.”

He looked up at the hovering Latias. “That goes for you, too, Latias. If you need to head back to Altomare, the only reason I’d stop you is if I knew it was dangerous to go – and if it was, only so I could come with you to help.”

“Thank you, Ash,” she said, nodding.

“Oh, don’t worry!” Raikou chuckled. “I’ll be sure to do what I can to keep everything above board. Now, can we get onto the training schedule?”

He emitted a crackling rumble-purr. “I’ve already been waiting long enough…”

Ash shook his head. “Alright, I get it… okay. The obvious one’s Volt Crash, you’ve been after that one for months. But!” he added, seeing Raikou’s expression. “Not just that. There’s other things I’d like to see you learn too – the counter shield, for one, you’ve got a good element for it.”

Raikou nodded, considering that. “Go on…”

“How are your coverage moves?” Ash went on. “Do you have something for dragons?”

“Now you mention it… hm, Ice fang?” Raikou mused. “Questions, questions…”

“And the other one is Shock Wave. Pikachu knows… what? Twenty? Thirty?”

“Thirty-four,” Pikachu supplied.

“-different kinds of Shock Wave,” Ash picked the explanation back up. “None of them are perfect, but they mean he’s got a lot of different options to get past a Pokémon’s ability to dodge.”

Raikou frowned. “Hm. I see.”

“But I guess Volt Crash should be first. Pikachu, do you mind starting that?” Ash requested, and got a nod. “Good.”

He glanced up at Latias. “Any thoughts so far?”

“I… think so,” Latias said slowly. “You’re trying to work on the areas the Pokémon’s weak?”

“Not just that,” Ash told her. “I’m also trying to use their strengths. You notice half of what I gave him was Electric-type?”

She nodded.

“That’s because of how powerful Raikou’s electricity is. It’s usually going to be a good option for him, so long as he’s got other ones for enemies strong against it.”

Latias took that in, thinking.


I already told you, I don’t want to learn to swim.

“Though an explanation was kind of obviously absent…” Misty muttered, then shrugged. “Okay, whatever. Let’s look at the other stuff first. What Golduck are known for.”

She frowned, tapping her foot. “Well, firstly, Golduck are often mistaken for Kappa.”

“What’s a Kappa?” Togekiss asked.

“…actually, I don’t know,” Misty admitted. “Any ideas?”

Golduck shrugged. Is it Unovan?

“I don’t think so,” his trainer frowned. “Hmmm… no, I can’t think of what it might be…”

She shrugged. “Oh well. Anyway, that’s not the only thing. You’re also a more powerful telepath and telekinetic – as if you hadn’t noticed.”

Yes, it is a bit obvious. Golduck shrugged. It’s a lot like my headache boost, but it’s not painful and always on. Very peculiar.

“It’ll be interesting getting used to you not having to use the headache,” Misty admitted.

It’ll be much more pleasant on this end, I assure you… anything else?”

“Yes,” Misty said, sounding positively gleeful. “The most widely reported thing about Golduck is that it’s one of the fastest swimmers of all Pokémon.”

Really? Golduck blinked. What about… you know. Sharpedo. Or Buizel.

“Nope, it’s you,” she repeated. “Golduck, you seriously do need to learn to swim sometime – having a Water-type who can’t is just getting ridiculous.”

I beg to differ! Golduck pointed over at Ash, now talking with Mawile. I’ve never seen Suicune go swimming.

“That doesn’t mean she can’t, it just means running on the water is easier for her,” Misty sighed. “Okay, we’ll leave that for now… the other thing is that that forehead gem of yours is quite a good focus.”

I think I’ve heard of what you mean.

“Yeah, I’ve seen Golduck using moves like Hyper Beam, Signal Beam, Focus Blast or even electrical attacks from it – as well as it being a good amplifier for psychic powers.” Tapping her foot, Misty clicked her fingers. “And that means you’re good for handling Grass-types, especially ones who have a good counter to Ice Beam.”

Huh. Golduck looked interested. That is interesting. So I could be the-

Starmie picked him up with Psychic. Startled, he was slow to react, and the Psychic-type dropped him unceremoniously in the water.

What the heck!? Golduck snapped, flailing. What was that for?

“Sorry!” Misty said, not sounding very sorry. “But you’re in about two feet of water, you know, you could just stand up.”

…I knew that, Golduck muttered unconvincingly. He stood up, shaking the water off, and shuddered. Ghastly stuff. Why do people swim, again?

“It’s fun, as you’d know if you gave it more than about three seconds before panicking,” Misty informed him. “Fun, relaxing, a good way to get fit, and… okay, you know what?”

What? Golduck asked, worried.

“I’m going to ask Dexter if your species can breathe underwater. After I get the result, either I’m going to see about getting you a rebreather or just get Corsola to open your Pokéball at the bottom of a suitable lake…”

A scuba tank would help… the Water-type admitted. But I’m just… okay. He took a deep breath.

I’ll give it a go, Misty. I might be no good, but I’ll at least try.

Misty smiled, sighing. “Thanks, Golduck.”

I can’t promise I’ll be able to do it without floats, though…


“Okay, Mawile,” Ash said, sitting on the crisp grass to put himself more on Mawile’s level. “I was wondering – do you want to take part in battles?”

Mawile frowned, one hand going to her chin as she thought. “Would it be hard?” she asked.

“Well, it really depends,” Ash told her. “Some opponents are a lot tougher than others, you see – if we’re facing a really tough opponent, even Pikachu finds it hard.”

The Steel-type considered that, then nodded. “Okay, I see.”

She pursed her lips, moving one foot in a small circle. “I think – yes,” she decided, seriously. “I’d like to do something fun, and if everyone else thinks it’s fun then I should do it!”

“Makes sense to me,” Ash said with a grin. “Okay, you already know Ice Fang and Iron Head… oh, I’ll just explain a bit about battling,” he decided. “First off, most Pokémon use mainly moves in battle – like your Ice Fang, that’s a move.”

“Right.”Mawile nodded, still serious, then giggled and chomped her horn-jaws together with a faint crash of ice. “That always feels funny!”

Her trainer smiled too. “Right. Moves have Types, and so do Pokémon – so Ice Fang is Ice type, and you’re Steel and Fairy type.”

“Does that mean it’s wrong for me to use it?” Mawile asked, concerned.

“No, it’s fine!” Ash assured her. “It’s just that it won’t be quite as powerful as if an Ice-type Pokémon used it, they have better control and power when using Ice.”

The young Pokémon absorbed that. “Does that mean I’m better at… uh… Steel and Fairy attacks?”

“That’s right!” Ash nodded. “You’re catching on fast.”

Mawile beamed.

“One of the important things in a fight is to make sure you’re in the right place – that matters more for Pokémon like you, who have close-ranged attacks a lot. You have to make sure you can attack your opponent and avoid being hit yourself.”

“Can I ask a question?” Latias asked.

“Sure,” Ash nodded.

“Uh – am I more one of those or one of the other kind?”

“I fought a Latios once, up in Sinnoh – I’ve no idea where the trainer got him,” Ash began. “He was good at both… I’ve got some ideas. But for Pokémon who use ranged attacks, they have to try to avoid being somewhere their opponent can hit.”

“So they kind of have to dodge?” Mawile asked, nodding seriously. “I see!”

“That’s it exactly!” Ash told her, smiling. “So – we can probably leave working on moves for a bit. First I’d like you to get a bit of practice at moving – it’ll get you fit, as well.”

He reached to his belt. “Totodile?”

“Yes?” Totodile asked, jumping from foot to foot. “Oh, I know what’s coming! It’s going to be a game!”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “Okay, Mawile – I think you’ve met Totodile?”

“Yep!” Mawile nodded. “I’ve met mister Totodile! He’s funny!”

“I’m funny?” Totodile beamed. “That’s nice of you!”

Latias couldn’t restrain a happy giggle.

Ash glanced up at her, then back to the two smaller Pokémon. “Okay, Totodile, here’s what I want you to do. You and Mawile are going to be playing tag – but you’re allowed to keep her away with your water blasts. Go easy on her at first and don’t use too much water. Got that?”

“I got that!” Totodile assured him.

“I’m it!” Mawile announced. “When do we go?”

“Three, two, one… now!” Ash counted down, and the two Pokémon jumped into action.

Water went everywhere.


“Okay, so – first, can you sustain a single layer of electricity across your whole body?” Pikachu asked.

Raikou shrugged, rolling his body back and forth. “That’s easy!”

Putting action to words, electricity snapped between his fangs before spreading in a great crackling curtain across the whole of his body – from mask to mane to jagged tail.

“What now?” he demanded, prancing back and forth. “It can’t be much effort, you-”

“Don’t finish that sentence,” Pikachu warned. “Anyway. Can you collapse that layer down to a single ring?”

Raikou blinked. “You what?”

Pikachu demonstrated, forming a crackling layer of electricity before drawing it together into a single ring. “It’s important because of the resultant magnetic fields – they’re much stronger, and that in turn amplifies what we’re going to do next with it.”

“…right.” Raikou frowned, concentrating, and the curtain of electricity surrounding him quivered – then it shot off and blew a divot out of the grass.

“Whoops!” he said, wincing. “This is a lot more bothersome than I was expecting…”

“Good luck, you’re going to need three of those at once,” Pikachu advised him. “This wasn’t exactly easy.”

“Three of-” Raikou’s question choked off into spluttering. “HOW many?”

“Three,” Pikachu repeated.

“Can’t I do it with two?”

“Impossible, sorry,” Pikachu assured him, not sounding very sorry. “The whole idea is that independently rotating and crossing the three rings ties the magnetic eddies up in knots, and if there’s only two then when the rings cross there’s two routes for the blast to discharge straight off – the third ring’s needed to make sure it doesn’t fire until it’s ready.”

Raikou stared.

“Ash and I sat down with Dexter, a copy of Maxwell’s equations, and a nice colourful visualization package,” Pikachu added. “Ash is surprisingly good at understanding things explained to him with colourful visualizations.”

“…right,” Raikou muttered. “That’s me told, all right…”

He sat back, and started to try to create an electric ring again.

Pikachu? Dexter asked. Do you have a moment?

“Sure, I think Raikou’s occupied for now. What is it?”

I was going back over my records. You electrocuted that Excadrill several times in Altomare.

“So?” Pikachu asked. “That happens occasionally, right?”

Very occasionally. From you, and you alone.

Pikachu blinked. “…I wasn’t… but… how?”

I see you take my point. Dexter’s form briefly shattered, before reforming itself from vectors. It’s not something about the Electric type, at least as far as I can tell… Trace.

Dexter’s highlights changed, becoming yellow-tinted. Hm, no, that’s not it… that’s Lightningrod.

“You think it might be an Ability?” Pikachu asked, as behind him Raikou started cursing overly delicate techniques. “I’ve never… wait, there is that one that Pokémon like Miltank have, isn’t there? Scrappy?”

Exactly, Dexter agreed, highlights going back to the initial colour. Trace.

This time the highlighting was slightly different, a bit more orange and less yellow. I think this is Static.

“Should I get someone to test it?”

No, I’m pretty sure… hm. Ash does have Donphan, though – can you get him? I think we might need to look into this more.

Pikachu nodded, and headed over to his trainer. Halfway there, he got hit by a wet slap of water from Totodile, who apologized hastily before jumping out of the way of a giggling Mawile.


“Right,” Ash said, frowning. “I’m afraid there is quite a lot to work on, for you.”

Latias nodded slowly. “I guess there would be – I’ve never really had formal training.”

“Formal training’s boring,” Ash shrugged. “Training as a whole, though… okay, let’s start with what you already know.”

“I’ve used… well, I have… a couple of Psychic attacks. I know Dragon Pulse, too, but I’m not very good at it, and I can do Safeguard.”

Ash waited a moment, then grinned. “That’s not all you know – you can go invisible and disguise yourself, as well as fly. Those are just as useful.”

“Oh, right.” Latias blushed. “Sorry, I’m not used to thinking of those as… okay.”

“It’s fine, this is the kind of stuff everyone has to learn,” Ash assured her. “Okay, so you know how to tackle, how to…”

He frowned for a moment.

“First, there’s attacks with your two Types. I think it would help if you learned Psychic, if you don’t already have it-”

“I don’t,” Latias informed him.

“Right.” Ash nodded. “That’s a good one… so is Dragonbreath, that can be quite good for a counter shield because you could use your Psychic to shape it as a shield.”

Seeing her bafflement, he elaborated. “Counter shield is a trick I worked out in Sinnoh, last time. It’s not easy, but it basically uses an attack for a combined defence and offence – forming a shield of the attack, so that it can be used to counterattack.”

“Oh, I get it,” Latias squeaked. “That sounds neat.”

“Thanks,” Ash chuckled. “Okay, the other thing I was thinking of, move-wise, was things like Light Screen – the Latios I fought up in Sinnoh did that.”

Latias nodded. “Right. That would be helpful – Safeguard isn’t always enough, I – yeah.”

Ash shrugged. “It certainly worked on me… without that, Pikachu would probably have knocked him out earlier, though I’ve no idea what the rest of Tobias’ team must have looked like. With a Latios and a Darkrai…” he shook his head.

Latias giggled, glancing over at Raikou trying to do something Electric-type and failing. “You’re one to talk…”

“Good point,” Ash admitted. “I’m going to try not to use Legendaries much in the Silver Conference, though.”

Another nod. “What else was there?”

“Staying on moves for now… you need to be able to handle Dark, Fairy, Bug, Ice, Ghost and Dragon types. Your Dragon Pulse is good against Dragons, but you need something for the rest…”

Ash thought for a bit. “Okay, there’s a few moves I think would work to help you out. There’s Shadow Ball, I know that one and I think I can teach you… Pidgeot and Quilava are just two of the Pokémon I have who know Aerial Ace, you’re a natural for it with how fast and manoeuvrable you are-”

“Thanks!” Latias said, beaming, and prompted a chuckle.

“It’s only the truth,” Ash assured her. “Right, on top of those there’s also Steel Wing – that’s good for handling Ice-types and Fairy-types – and I think you could learn Aura Sphere as well, which is a good move to use while invisible because it can be made to home in.”

Latias looked a bit lost. “That’s a lot of moves to learn…”

“I’m keeping track, don’t worry.”

Ash was about to continue when a slightly wet Pikachu came over. “Ash?”

“What is it, Pikachu?” Ash asked, glancing down at the bedraggled Electric-type. “Did you get in the way of Totodile and Mawile practicing?”

“Gotcha!” Mawile announced, managing to touch Totodile’s tail. “Now you’re it! Come and get me!”

Totodile frowned, then used Aqua Jet to shoot after Mawile. She jumped to the side, giggling, and he hit the ground with a splash of mud.

“Yes, I did,” Pikachu reported. “But that’s not the important bit. The important bit is-”

The next words were drowned out by a loud shout of triumph. “HA!” Raikou announced. “Done it! Now-”

There was a BANG.

“Don’t make the second ring on top of the first, especially not going the other way!” Pikachu snapped, exasperated, as Raikou blinked wide eyes and felt to make sure he still had a mane. “Honestly…”

He turned back to Ash. “Can we borrow Donphan?”

“I don’t have a problem with it,” Ash shrugged. “Donphan?”

Donphan emerged. “Hi, Pikachu – no, I don’t have a problem either. What’s it for?”

“We want to test how I keep electrocuting Ground-types,” Pikachu told him.

“…can I change my mind, please?”

Once Donphan was assured they’d only be trying out low-powered electrical attacks and the two had headed back over to Raikou and Dexter, Ash resumed. “Right. I mentioned invisibility – that’s a huge advantage, since your opponent has to know you’re there to hit you at all. You’ll have to stay out of the way, stay invisible, and keep them guessing… but there’s another thing you could do, too. I saw a Pokémon do this in… uh… I think Sinnoh first.”

“What’s that, then?” Latias asked.

“There’s these Pokémon called Zorua and Zoroark. They disguise themselves as humans, like you do, but they also disguise themselves as other Pokémon. It makes them able to pretend to be that Pokémon, at least until they make a mistake.” Ash shrugged. “I think maybe if you could learn a few attacks that, say, Lucario or Pikachu know, then you’d be able to pretend to be them for a bit – and that might be really helpful.”

Latias blinked. “That sounds pretty useful, yeah, but it sounds like a lot of work… and my disguise has a bit of a problem, because I can’t speak.”

“That’s the other thing I was thinking of,” Ash told her. “Other Psychic-types I’ve met – some of them – can use telepathy, which could fool people into thinking you’re another kind of Pokémon.”

Nod. “That’s clever! And it would mean I can speak to Bianca, too – great idea!”

Ash pushed himself up. “Okay, let’s start with-”

“Ash,” Latias interrupted. “There was… something I wanted to speak to you about. I talked about it with Meganium, but…”

Ash looked worried. “What is it?”

The Dragon swallowed, taking the plunge. “I… think I might… possibly… have a sort of… crush on you,” she managed, blushing gradually as she spoke until she was the same red colour as her Cherish Ball.

The boy blinked. “…does that mean it was you who gave me that sketch, last time?”

“Yes,” Latias confirmed. “I kind of wish I’d done it again – oh, blast!”

She shook her head, trying to hold back tears. “It sounds so…”

“Latias.”

Latias looked up at Ash, swallowing again.

“I don’t know what to… right,” Ash began. “I know why Meganium was probably a good choice to talk to you about it. She… never mind.”

He took a deep breath. “I don’t think that I’m old enough to know what to think about this. I’m… It’s flattering, of course, but I don’t…”

Ash gave a helpless shrug.

Latias nodded. “I see. And… yeah, I guess that’s about…”

She trailed off.

“Thanks,” she added, after a moment. “For helping me in general, I mean – and for handling that well.”

Ash smiled, a little uncertainly. “Okay, I guess.”

He snapped his fingers. “Right – let’s see… oh, perhaps we can start with stealth and illusions. Noctowl, do you have the time to work on that with Latias?”

Noctowl shimmered into existence on Ash’s shoulder. “Should have known you’d notice me.”

“You do weigh a bit,” Ash told him, as Latias blinked in surprise.

“Ash – how are you doing that? He weighs forty kilos!”

Ash shrugged, and Noctowl used the momentum to take off with a clap of his wings. “I think it’s Aura or something.”


Okay, so I think I’ve got it this time. Dexter’s form shimmered and changed, unfolding into a four-petalled flower with his glowing projector in the centre. Please hold still.

“I don’t like this experiment,” Donphan said.

Charge Beam.

The bolt of electricity hit Donphan, and skirled off – then, as Dexter sustained it, Donphan frowned.

“That’s actually starting to hurt.”

Dexter ended the blast, reforming back to normal. Interesting. The voltage seemed to be part of it, but not all of it…

“Sorry?” Pikachu asked.

Charge Beam ups the voltage and current going through it as it goes on. The attack didn’t work at first, but it started to affect Donphan later on.

Dexter hummed, then spoke up again.

Okay, I think I have a theory.

Graphs and plots appeared, including one marking voltage and resistance.

Firstly – the how. No insulator is perfect, just as no conductor is perfect. You’re able to cause electrical breakdown, meaning that what’s normally an insulator becomes able to take current – and, so, you’re able to shock Ground-types.

Pikachu nodded, frowning. “Right. So that’s how it’s happening – but that doesn’t explain everything else.”

Yes, the why is the trickier question. I’ve checked my records, and it shows that the first time you did this you’d been overcharged by a power station.

“He was what!?” Raikou asked, blinking.

“Back to work!” Pikachu told him. “Your mane has stopped smouldering, you should be doing the next attempt!”

Muttering about rodent slavedrivers, Raikou got back to trying to produce more than one electrical ring at once.

As I said, Dexter resumed. Overcharged by a power station. That meant your voltage output was higher than normal, and you were able to reach the breakdown voltage of Geodude.

“But a lot of Pokémon have Lightningrod, and a lot of them are just more powerful than I was at the time,” Pikachu said uncertainly.

That’s just it. It’s not Lightningrod that was the key – it’s this other ability. It would seem Pikachu have three possible abilities, not two.

Dexter shattered briefly and reformed himself again. Pokémon without this ability – which lowers breakdown voltage to something attainable – will almost never get this effect, no matter how powerful they may be.

As if to punctuate that, Raikou’s latest attempt exploded. This time the grass caught fire, and he stamped it out hurriedly before it spread.

“But – so that means that you’d need to be a Pikachu – or otherwise have this ability – and be really powerful, or this would never even come up.”

Correct, Dexter confirmed. This must be how abilities are discovered – something just doesn’t make sense.

He paused. I’m thinking we should call it Zappy.

“Call it what?” Pikachu repeated, blinking.

Zappy. Like Scrappy, but with a Z.

“That name’s stupid,” Pikachu stated bluntly.


A few hours later, everyone reconvened.

“How’d it go, Misty?” Ash asked.

“Oh, alright,” Misty said with a shrug. “Golduck’s not exactly taken to water like, uh… a Ducklett, but he’s certainly better with psychic powers.”

“Neat,” Ash said with a nod.

“And he’s actually quite good at lifting huge amounts of water into the air. I’m thinking that we could work out a way to have Kingdra or Seaking fight in a big water bubble…” Misty raised her hands. “Worth a try…”

“Sounds cool!” Brock said, sitting down. “Main thing we were doing was trying to teach Steelix how to use Aqua Tail. It could be quite useful.”

“I’ll say,” Ash agreed. “How about you two?”

Pikachu rolled his eyes. “Well, there’s been less explosions now…”

“This is much harder than I was expecting,” Raikou informed them all. “Still, it’s going to be worth it, by thunder!”

“I caught Totodile lots!” Mawile said, tired but happy. “He caught me lots too, though…”

“Yeah, I saw – looked like you were really starting to get the hang of it, though,” Ash nodded. “And Latias – I saw how you were doing. You’re definitely getting faster at vanishing, and at moving without making quite so much sound – which helps. Have you decided on a move to practice first?”

“Well, Noctowl was starting to show me Aerial Ace,” Latias said, frowning. “I think we should just keep working on that, though I’ll practice Dragon Pulse and Psybeam as well since I’ve already got those working.”

“Okay, that sounds like it worked fairly well.” Ash frowned. “Oh – I was going to try to make sure everyone got at least one go at the Silver Conference. Mawile, do you want to give it a to?”

“That sounds fun!” Mawile agreed with a nod. “If I’m able to, then I’ll give it a go!”

“Atta girl,” Ash smiled. “Now-”

Ring ring, Dexter interrupted.

“Who’s calling?” Ash asked, as he picked the ‘dex up and flipped his main body open.

“Ah, Ash!” Professor Elm said, appearing on the screen. “Good, I was hoping you were available. There’s a Marine Pokémon Research Centre not far down the coast from Altomare – between there and New Bark Town. I understand you’re near there right now, could you go and pick something up for me?”

“Sure,” Ash replied quickly. “Where is it?”

“I’ll send the location to your Pokédex,” Elm told him. “Sorry, I’m a bit busy, I can’t spare time to chat – thanks for doing this for me!”

For a moment before the call cut out, there was a voice in the background shouting.

“What was that?” Latias asked, a little startled.

The other voice said, and I quote, ‘no, Typhlosion, that’s flammable!’

Ash, Brock, Misty and the Pokémon exchanged glances, and decided there was probably an explanation.

“Ash, remember, that’s where Larvitar’s egg came from,” Misty said. “That means his mother still got poached.”

“Poachers?” Raikou asked, shaking his mane out. “Well, I think we all know the appropriate response to that!”

“Actually, the appropriate response depends on if Larvitar’s one of the Pokémon I can remind,” Ash said. “If he is, then we can sort this all out pretty quickly – and early – but otherwise it’s going to mean giving him therapy first. I mean, I can do it, but we have to wait until he hatches.”

The two Legendaries nodded, understanding.

“Well, let’s get going!” Misty said, after a moment. “Dexter, how far is it?”

A few hours’ walk.

“Let’s go, then!” Ash decided, jumping to his feet.


AN:


One of those chapters which shows how there’s training going on – just that usually it’s relatively behind the scenes.

Pikachu’s thing is a thing which I think - hope - makes vague sense.

And, incidentally, I came up with the Volt Crash visual effects years before I came up with what they meant. It’s pleasing that there’s an explanation that works as much as there is.
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The Marine Pokémon Laboratory was not exactly inspiring.

“…this is just a house on the edge of a small cliff,” Misty said, after a moment.

“I don’t know,” Brock hedged, leaning out over the cliff. “I think that’s a small pier down there too.”

“Do you need much, for it to be a lab?” Ash asked.

“Not really, no,” Misty admitted. “I guess I’d expect a bit more, though…”

“Professor Oak’s lab isn’t much bigger than this,” Ash pointed out. “Though his ranch is huge. I guess Marine Pokémon don’t need – hey, look!” he said, interrupting himself. “Out there!”

They squinted.

“What is it?” Latias asked, hovering invisibly at about head height. “Wait, I can see.. something. Very faint.”

“It’s Lapras!” Ash grinned. “He was busy during the Altomare thing, he’s not met you yet… ah, here we go!”

He sent out Pidgeot, jumped off the cliff onto her back, and they shot off towards Lapras and his pod.

Latias blinked, unseen. “…should I follow him?”

Misty shrugged. “I honestly think it’s your choice.”

“Excuse me?” a voice called, and the two gym leaders turned to see a woman waving at them. “Hi? Do either of you know why that boy’s going out to that Lapras pod? I’ve been trying to call them over for hours, he’s going to ruin my work!”

“I doubt Ash is going to do that,” Brock said. “One of his Pokémon is the pod leader.”

“…really?” The researcher blinked. “How?”

“He sort of released his Lapras, back when we found them in the Orange Islands,” Misty explained. “I say sort of because Lapras still gets called on for battles occasionally.”

“Okay, well then.” Shaking her head, the woman sighed – then blinked, looking closer at Brock. “Oh, I recognize you now!”

“Really?” Brock asked, a little surprised.

“Yes, Professor Ivy has a picture of you on her desk… oh, dear, where are my manners? I’m Naomi, I’m the head researcher here.” Naomi shrugged. “Also the only researcher…”

“Low budget?” Brock asked.

“Pretty much,” Naomi confirmed. “I’m researching communication between Water-type Pokémon, specifically Lapras and others who use ultrasound and infrasound.”

She shrugged. “I put in a budget application for a month’s worth of Wailord food, that’s like asking to be allowed to open a restaurant. I got denied.”

“Ouch,” Brock winced. “Philena’s mostly managed to succeed on her applications, but she’s never very calm about them…”

“You research communication between Water-types?” Misty asked. “Interesting. I’m a Water specialist myself.”

“You know, Misty…” Brock said, slowly. “We could help her a lot.”

“Oh?” Naomi looked interested. “How could you help me?”

In reply, Misty sent out Golduck. “Hey, Golduck?”

What? Golduck asked, glancing down at the water below. You don’t have another scheme to teach me to swim, do you?

“Not at the moment, no,” Misty assured him. “It’s mainly to see if you can help this lady with her research.”

Ah, I see. Providing subtitles. Golduck nodded. I suppose I could.

Naomi stared for a moment, then sighed. “Well, I never considered a Psychic-type… well, Golduck isn’t one, but you know what I mean.”

“I’d suggest Slowking,” Brock volunteered.

“Hey!” Ash called, as Pidgeot swept back over. “They’re on the way over for a chat! Lapras is looking good – he said there’s a Lanturn over here?”

“A Lanturn?” Misty asked, interested. “Maybe he and Chinchou could have a talk, too…”

“This looks like it’ll be better than if I’d just got my grant in the first place,” Naomi said with a chuckle.


“This all seems very peculiar,” one of the Lapras said, as they floated just offshore.

“Well, you know how it is…” replied the pod leader, shrugging. “My trainer’s not one to do things by halves.”

“I still remember when he dropped you off,” another admitted. “That was ridiculous and amazing.”

Ash’s Lapras tilted his head, shrugging. “Oh, well… thanks?”

“Uh…” his mother began, frowning. “Is there something invisible in the air just over there? Or is it just me?”

“Now you mention it…” Lapras admitted, frowning. “It does look like there’s something.”


“Ash?” Latias asked, quietly. “Can I-”

“Lapras and his pod are good,” Ash assured her, just as quietly. “The researcher I’m less sure of, but it should be fine.”

“Okay,” she said, trusting him. She took a deep breath, and slowly shimmered into existence.

“Cool!” several of the Lapras chorused.

“You’re pretty,” one of the younger ones added. “Are you one of my brother’s friends?”

“We’ve not met yet,” Latias told her. “Speaking of which – hello!”

“Hello to you too! Latias, right… I see you got another Legendary, Ash,” the pod leader said with a smile. “Nice to meet you, Latias. That’s a neat trick you have there.”

“Thanks,” Latias replied, bobbing up and down a little.

“I’ve got some food,” Naomi reported, coming out of her lab. “It’s a thanks to everyone for helping out… oh, I’ve not seen that Pokémon before. What is it?”

“She’s Latias,” Ash explained. “She’s from Altomare.”

“Altomare… interesting,” Naomi said. She looked closer. “Is she a water Pokémon?”

“No, Psychic and Dragon.”

“Oh, okay.” Naomi nodded to herself. “Now, I was wondering – I know that these Lapras are from the Orange Islands, mainly, but how far do they migrate?”

“We’ve been up to Sinnoh once before, my mother says,” Ash’s Lapras said. “We usually go down a little further south than the Orange Islands – once or twice to Oblivia – and west to the mouth of the Long River or east to the Deepest Trench.”

Golduck translated helpfully, adjusting his rubber ring a bit.

“Ah, interesting!” Naomi nodded to herself. “And is that normal?”

“Fairly normal,” one of the older Lapras spoke up this time. “Other pods have about the same range, some have longer if they have access to good currents. We’re comfortable in just about any temperature so long as the sea’s there.”

“Wonderful!” the researcher said, taking notes. “There’s so much to ask – oh, I must ask about how far you tend to travel in a day…”


Some hours later, Naomi finally ran out of questions.

“That was amazing,” she said, putting down her third full notebook. “Just.. wonderful, to get that much first-hand information. Thank you so much for your time and effort.”

“It’s no problem,” Lapras told her. “My sister enjoyed it, and you paid us well.”

“Yes, though it took quite a lot of my supplies of…” Naomi shook her head. “Oh, who cares! I’m going to write this all up, and publish some papers about it, and then I should be able to get one of my more ambitious projects going!”

She turned to the friends, who had been discussing how Mawile could best use her jaw-horns in battle. “Oh, and thank you three as well for being so patient! Sorry about that, I got a bit-”

“It’s no problem!” Ash said, grinning.

“It’s nice of you to say so,” Naomi smiled. “Oh – sorry, I nearly forgot! Elm said you’d be coming to pick up the egg!”

“Is there a reason he couldn’t get it himself?” Brock asked, curious. “I mean – when we heard him on the phone he seemed a bit… preoccupied…”

“He said something about a trainer with a recently-evolved Typhlosion without much control of his flames,” Naomi reported. “The lab seemed to be pretty much all either wet or smouldering.”

“Ouch,” Misty winced.

“Anyway, just give me a moment-” the scientist said, collecting her notebooks and hurrying up the stairs towards the lab doors.

“She’s a bit excitable,” her Lanturn said, by way of apology. “By the way, I hope I wasn’t being a nuisance earlier.”

“You mean the Supersonic?” Lapras asked. “No, it was okay. Bit off-tune, but not as bad as some of the other Pokémon we’ve met.”

“I’ll work on that, then,” Lanturn said firmly. He glanced to one side. “So, what do you think?”

Misty’s Chinchou shrugged. “I’m still deciding about whether I want to evolve. You’re certainly a lot bigger than me!”

“That happens,” Lanturn agreed.

“What’s the back light for?”

The larger Pokémon blinked. “…good question.”

“Here we are!” Naomi said, coming back down the stairs with an egg container. “The poor thing was stolen from the Pokémon preserve at Mount Silver by poachers, but they were forced to leave it behind in a police raid.”

“Poor thing!” Latias said, wincing. “That can’t have been pleasant…”

“We’ll get him sorted out,” Ash said, taking the container. “I guess we’d better get going, though, it’s still mid-afternoon and there’s plenty of time before nightfall.”

“Right,” Naomi agreed. “Well, thanks again for your help!”

“Oh, it’s okay,” Misty assured her. “Golduck needed some time getting used to the concept of water – even if he is still using that rubber ring…”

It makes me feel safe, Golduck said firmly.


A mile or so down the road, with Latias back to invisibility, the friends sat down in a clearing.

“Well, let’s get this sorted out,” Brock said. “You checked, right?”

“Yep,” Ash confirmed. He unscrewed the top of the case, and took the egg out – then added the little touch of Aura which reminded the recipient.

Responding quickly, the greyish egg began to glow. It intensified, then – as the glow died down – a Larvitar, slightly curled up, stood there.

Larvitar blinked. “What just happened?” he asked, uncurling a little and looking around. “Last I remember I was – and now – what?”

“This could take a while to explain,” Ash told him. “The basic version is – we’re now back in time. It’s a day or so before you hatched last time.”

“That explains why Brock and Misty are there,” Larvitar admitted. “Hi, Pikachu.”

“Hi!” Pikachu grinned. “You’re a lot more sociable than last time.”

“Not much worse I could be,” Larvitar admitted ruefully. He blinked. “Wait – if it’s the past, that means… those poachers! My mother-”

“I was worried about that,” Ash admitted. “We can sort that out now, if you want – or very soon, anyway.”

“How soon?” Larvitar asked.

“Pidgeot flies really fast, so – today, probably,” Ash said, trying to remember how far it was to Mount Silver. “If we find them, anyway.”

“Ash, you’re not thinking of heading off and leaving us again, are you?” Misty asked.

“Kind of?” Ash tried. “Uh – who do we have… Charizard said he’d be busy for the next few days… maybe Suicune and Entei again?”

“I’m not riding Entei again,” Brock said quickly. “Not until he learns a way to keep the wind out of my eyes.”

Larvitar did a double take. “Wait. Entei? Suicune? Those are available to you?”

Pikachu chuckled. “Ash has Legendaries. Plural.”

Hearing a good cue, Latias switched to visible. “Hi!” she said brightly, then started giggling at the expression on Larvitar’s face.

“We’re getting off topic,” Togekiss said. “I might be able to carry Misty, but I’ll be a lot slower than Pidgeot is… I don’t think I could keep up with Suicune, either.”

Latias cleared her throat. “I could try,” she said.

“What?” Ash asked, blinking. “I mean, I know you can lift me, but… you’re sure?”

“It solves this problem,” Latias said, more firmly. “And – well, I think it might be a good time to try out the – what did you call it? Latias…ite?”

“Oh, right, the Mega Stone,” Ash nodded. “Yeah, I guess that might be a good thing.”

“What’s a Mega Stone?” Larvitar asked.

Pikachu chuckled. “Oh, you’ve got so much to catch up on…”

Ash unlimbered the staff, reaching around in his bag. “We’ve got to get you something to keep this on,” he said, retrieving the Latiasite – then frowned. “Actually, that might mess with your stealth. Tricky one…”

He passed it to Latias, who took it, and adjusted his grip on the staff.

Latias.

Ash’s mind couldn’t help but remember the two parallel approaches to the museum, from different timelines – once when he was racing to rescue Latios with Latias’ help, and once the reverse.

There was a flash of orange light, and he blinked.

“Huh.”

“What?” Mega Latias asked, as her transformation finished.

“That took a lot less time than usual to trigger… strange.” Ash shrugged. “Oh well…”

“What just happened?” Larvitar asked plaintively. “Is that a Form change?”

“No, something else,” Pikachu told him. “It’s kind of… yeah, we were surprised too.”

“Right,” Mega Latias nodded. “Let’s see how fast I can fly like this. Climb on!”

Ash had a moment of uncertainty, looking for the best place to use as a grip, but ultimately used her upper ‘arms’ to help him climb on. Her back was broad enough to fit him quite easily, and she bobbed there for a moment before rotating her arms to face backwards.

“So… how are we going to do this?” Ash asked, crouching down a bit.

“Give me a few minutes to see how I fly, okay?” Mega Latias asked. “If you fall off, it’s better if you have Pidgeot to catch you.”

Ash winced. “Good point…”

Mega Latias took a breath, then-

“Whoa!” Ash called, startled, as she shot forwards. Almost as soon as she had, though, she braked again – and Ash was glad he was using Aura to hold on tight, because otherwise he’d have gone flying forwards off her back and ended up in the sea.

“It’s okay!” Mega Latias said, arms coming back to a more normal angle. “It’s okay, I just wasn’t expecting to be that fast…”

She frowned. “Okay, I should probably be really careful not to break the sound barrier, that might be quite a bad idea with someone on my back…”

“I agree!” Ash said ruefully. “Pidgeot uses wind shaping to make that easier, though, I think it means that we’re in a kind of air bubble?”

“Maybe I could try that with psychic… hm,” Mega Latias frowned. “I’ll certainly try that later… let’s see if I can go slower this time.”

She zoomed forwards again – still accelerating too hard, but less so than before this time.


“Okay, I’m pretty sure we’ve got the hang of it now,” Mega Latias said, drifting back down to the others some minutes later. “And we only lost your hat twice.”

Ash winced, remembering the dives to catch his hat. “I’m keeping it in my bag for now.”

“Probably a good idea,” she agreed. “Okay, who’s going with who?”

Pidgeot flashed out of her Pokéball, wings spreading, and came down to land the other side of the small clearing. “You know, if Togekiss can lift Misty, then I can probably use Tailwind to keep her at the same speed as the rest of us.”

“…that makes sense,” Misty admitted. “Whoops…”

“Let’s go, then!” Larvitar said. “I want to help my mother!”

“Right!” Brock nodded. He glanced over at Pidgeot. “I guess I’m riding her?”

“If you ask nicely, yes,” Pidgeot twitted him.

Ash got down off Mega Latias, hoisted up Pikachu to his shoulder, then lifted Larvitar and started to get back on.

“Okay, that’s even more ridiculous than Noctowl!” Mega Latias said, head curved around a little to watch. “Larvitar weigh as much as a full grown human!”

“Really?” Ash asked, glancing down at Larvitar. “Huh.”

The Dragon-type didn’t really have a sensible reply to that.


“How’s that feeling?” Misty called, the slight windrush pulling at her words as she spoke.

“It’s okay…” Togekiss replied. “It’s a lot faster than I’ve ever gone before, but at least keeping you in the air isn’t too hard.”

Misty looked down, seeing the land unfolding beneath them. Then to her side, where Pidgeot flew with lazy-looking flaps of her huge white wings of air, incidentally sustaining a tailwind blowing the two Flying-types along at three hundred miles an hour.

She was shielding them from the wind, too. Special bonus.

A few hundred metres ahead, Ash’s staff shone a bright orange-gold as it sustained Mega Latias’ transformation.

The Psychic-type seemed to be enjoying herself, if the occasional whoop was anything to go by.

“Hey, look – there’s Mount Silver in the distance,” Misty said, squinting, as they climbed a little to clear a ridge. “Just there!”

“I see it,” Togekiss agreed. “We’re really covering the distance fast!”

“Hey, Misty!” Brock called.

She looked over. “Yeah?”

“Below us!”

Misty leaned as gently as she could to look over the edge of Togekiss’ wing, and frowned. “Hey, you’re right – that looks like a Flying-type climbing up to meet us!”

For several seconds, they watched as the Pokémon approached. It fairly soon became clear it was a Pidgeot, and one with a rider at that.

“I hope we’re not about to have trouble with Rangers like Ash did!” Misty called over to Brock. “Are we in the Silver reserve yet?”

“Don’t think so!” Brock called back. “We could be, though!”

With surprising suddenness, the Pidgeot grew from a stick-figure shape to a large, obviously real Pokémon. It approached, slowing slightly as it levelled off, and then came alongside.

“Oh, it’s Casey!” Brock said, smiling. “Hi!”

“Hi yourselves!” Casey replied, waving from the back of her Flying-type. “What brings you here?”

“We’re helping a Pokémon – a Larvitar,” Misty explained. “Ash has got him – he’s just ahead!”

“I wondered whether that was him,” Casey admitted. “Especially after seeing who it was on his Pidgeot. What are you helping the Larvitar with?”

“He was stolen as an egg from his mother by poachers,” Brock told her, and the usually easygoing Casey scowled.

“Poachers… yeah, we had trouble with some yesterday. Bunch of idiots with a giant robot, they nearly got Riolu. Pichu and Elekid together managed to drive their robot off, though – watch out, it’s tougher than it looks.”

“Oh, you got an Elekid?” Misty asked. “Congratulations!”

“Thanks!” Casey replied, grinning. She glanced ahead, and saw Mega Latias turning into a broad descending spiral. “Guess this is where we head down, right?”

“Suppose so,” Brock nodded.


“Well spotted,” Mega Latias said, as she descended. “I can see it more clearly now – that’s a Tyranitar alright.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Even if it’s not the right one, we can ask whether they know Larvitar’s mother.”

Larvitar peered down. “I can’t see the- wait, there we go! It’s her!”

“Lucky us,” Ash smiled. “Latias, can you land a little way clear of her? We don’t want to startle her.”

“Got it.”

Arms up so her fins were perpendicular to their direction of travel, Mega Latias bled off the rest of her speed. She hovered down to about two feet off the ground, some distance from the curious Rock-type, and Ash slid off her back before lifting Larvitar down.

“Remember, she’s not gone back,” Ash reminded Larvitar in a low voice. He put the young Rock/Ground type down, and stepped back to let her see him.

“Mother?” Larvitar asked, raising his voice.

The Tyranitar looked thoroughly shocked. “What did you just say?”

“Mother,” Larvitar repeated. “I’m your son – from the egg that got stolen.”

“Oh, right,” she said, nodding. “I see what you mean. I’d thought you wouldn’t…”

She trailed off, looking up. “What was that? I heard wings!”

“They’re just my friends,” Ash said. He squinted into the sky, and frowned. “Oh, hey, two Pidgeot. That’s unusual – hey, is that Casey?”

The trio of Flying-types swept over the branches of a low tree, and alighted near the still-transformed Mega Latias.

“Ash,” Larvitar said slowly. “Did you just answer my mother’s… wait, why am I-”

He paused.

“Would you believe I was so startled by everything else that I didn’t notice you speak Pokémon now?”

“I’d believe it,” Pikachu said. “Mainly because everyone else seems so surprised by it.”

Brock strode over. “Thanks for the ride, Pidgeot!” he called behind him, getting a smile and a wing-wave in reply, and turned to face Tyranitar. “She’s a big one.”

“I may be a little bit lost, here,” Tyranitar said. “Who are all these other people?”

“They’re Ash’s friends,” her son told her. “Ash helped me get back to you after I hatched.”

“About half an hour ago,” Pikachu supplied helpfully.

“Yes, it was all a bit quick…”

“Excuse me?” Casey asked. “I was wondering – do you have any idea where the poachers are? We had a run in with them yesterday, and I want to make sure they don’t steal any more Pokémon!”

“I don’t know,” the Tyranitar admitted. “Sorry.”

Ash translated, looking a bit downcast. “That could be a problem…”

“Sounds like we’re quite popular!” a voice said, distorted by the loudspeaker it was being said through.

Everyone turned. “What was that?” Misty asked.

A loud stomping began to echo through the forest. It got closer and closer, until the source came into view as it pushed a tree over.

Casey blinked. “…that’s a giant robot Tyranitar.”

“Could do with being a bit bigger,” Pikachu said critically. “And the joints are kind of poorly made.”

“It’s very good of you to bring that Larvitar!” another voice said through the loudspeaker. “We can use this to catch it - and Tyranitar!”

“…you’re a moron,” Brock said, sighing. “Didn’t you notice the four Pokémon trainers?”

“They’re the morons, Braggo!” said the third voice. “Look, there’s only three trainers!”

Brock glanced to his side, and blinked. “Uh, three?”

Tyranitar blinked. “Actually, now you – where did my son go? Where did the other trainer go?”

There was a shimmer over the Tyranitar-bot.


“Here goes,” Ash said. “Now, Noctowl!”

The Flying-type flapped his wings, dispelling the cloaking illusion. As he did, Ash jumped off Mega Latias’ back, landing with a thud on the big robot’s head.

“Thanks for the lift,” Larvitar said, clinging on with one arm and using the other to volley blows in on the saurian machine’s head.

“Ash!” Brock called up at him. “What the heck are you doing?”

“Breaking the robot?” Ash replied, puzzled. “Why?”

“Oh, whatever…”

“Hey!” the loudspeaker blared. “Stop that! That’s expensive armour up there!”

A flash down below heralded the materialization of Casey’s Riolu. The young Pokémon took in the situation, drew back a foot, and formed a sphere of glowing energy between her palms.

“Look, guys!” the third voice – Blurt, that was it – said. “Boss, they’re trying to break our robot from the front too!”

There was a crackle from where Larvitar was steadily hammering his way into the machine.

“Quick!” said the second voice, firmly. “Get the brat! Squash them both flat!”

One of the machine’s arms reached up to swat at Ash and Larvitar, up on the head of the machine. The other reached for Riolu, aiming to knock both her and Casey out of the fight.

Ash saw the big metal arm coming, and summoned Aura into his palms. They flashed blue, and he drove a palm-strike into the artificial claws with a splintering crash.

The other arm didn’t have much better luck either. Casey sent out her Meganium, who used her big, powerful Vines to snarl the arm mechanism up before it reached Riolu.


Tyranitar blinked. “Who exactly has my son made friends with!?”

“Ash, for starters,” Brock told her, focusing on the fight. “Okay, Steelix, stop it from moving!”

His Iron Snake burst into existence, charged forwards – evading the kicking of a metal foot – and twined around the mecha-Tyranitar, weighing it down and trapping its feet.

About at that point, Riolu’s Aura Sphere finished charging. She threw it at the metallic machine, blowing a hole in the armour at about chest height and revealing a maze of circuitry.

“Zap the hole in the armour!” Misty said as she opened a Lure Ball, aiming her instruction at both Pikachu and her just-released Chinchou.

“Got it!” Pikachu said, grinning, and electricity snapped and crackled around him before lancing forwards in a Thunder. Chinchou gave him a slightly disgruntled look, then added a much-less-impressive Shock Wave.

The whole robot lit up like a Christmas tree, and there was the sound of an argument over the loudspeakers.

“…told you, it can’t take any more than this!” Chico snapped. “Get them to stop!”

“That sounds good to me!” Casey grinned. “Elekid, Pichu, zap it!”

The two Electric-types joined hands and lanced forwards a Thunderbolt, and then the whole machine exploded.

“Larvitar!” Tyranitar called, as smoke hid the wreckage. “Did he-”

Ash landed about halfway between her and the ex-robot, one arm down to break his fall and the other firmly clutching Larvitar to his side.

“Whoo!” Casey grinned. “That was awesome!”

Latias transitioned back down from Mega with a bright orange flash, catching her Latiasite as it fell, and drifted back down with Noctowl.

“I guess we should tie these guys up or something,” Brock said, nodding towards the thoroughly unconscious Poachers.

“Good idea,” Misty agreed. “Brock, can you send Crobat to look for a Ranger?”


Fortunately, there was a Pokémon Ranger not too far away.

Once the situation had been explained and the criminal brothers had been carted away, there were still a few discussions to be held.

“So, how have you been?” Ash asked Casey, who shrugged.

“Good – catching Elekid was great, he and Pichu work well together. And… yeah, we’ve been doing what you’d expect, pretty much. Just got our eighth badge recently – Clair. Strange thing, she was holding it in a field…”

“Yeah, I think that was Raikou’s fault,” Ash said with a wince.

“Raikou?” Casey repeated. “I met someone who… oh, don’t tell me you caught Raikou too…”

“Well, yeah… but that was after he broke the Blackthorn gym,” Ash protested. “Not my fault this time.”

“Sure it wasn’t,” Casey laughed. “Anyway, I saw you on the news, at Altomare. It wasn’t a great picture, but it was you – I recognized Keldeo, too.”

Ash rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah, this kind of stuff just happens… oh, I guess Riolu’s doing well. And your Bayleef evolved to Meganium, too.”

“Yeah, that was recent,” the baseball fan said. “She was keeping Riolu safe, actually.”

“It’s a good reason,” Ash nodded. “Oh, I guess you’re going to be at the Silver Conference? Don’t lose to anyone who isn’t me, now!”

“I’m not going to lose to anyone!” Casey told him. “That way, when I beat you, at least you’ll have been beaten by the champion!”


“Excuse me?” the Tyranitar said, looking to Latias. “Can I ask you a question?”

Latias blinked. “Sure, I guess,” she said, nodding.

“You are a Legendary Pokémon. Why is it that you travel with this boy, Ash?”

“Good question, actually… Larvitar muttered. “We didn’t get around to discussing that.”

“Well… for myself, it’s partly because I wanted to see the world. Partly because he’s a good trainer, and making me stronger. And partly because… partly because he’s able to keep me safe – his Pokémon are very strong,” Latias said, thinking carefully as she did so.

Tyranitar nodded, and glanced down at her son for a moment. She considered her next question carefully.

“I had heard that Latias and Latios were guardians of a great city.”

“That’s right – Altomare,” Latias nodded. “My brother and I take turns being with Ash or being there, because that way we keep Altomare safe and also learn how to fight.”

“Interesting.” Tyranitar nodded again. She turned to her son. “Larvitar, my son – what do you think of this human?”

“He kept me safe both before and after I hatched, and helped me find you,” Larvitar said simply.

“Right.” Tyranitar considered that a moment longer, then thumped her tail on the forest floor – not hard, just enough to make a soft noise.“Trainer?”

Three of the humans looked up. “Yes?” Brock said. “Who do you mean?”

“The one who aided my child.”

Ash stepped forwards. “Me?”

“Yes.” The female paused. “What do you plan to do now?”

“Well, uh – get ready for the Silver Conference, really, we’re nearly there…” Ash said, shrugging. “Contact all my Pokémon, make sure they’re ready, that kind of thing.”

“Contact? Ready?” she asked. “You speak as if they are not all at your command.”

“Of course they’re not!” Ash said with a nod. “They’re my friends – and some of them might not want to fight, or they might be busy with their family or with something else. So I ask them, to make sure.”

“Interesting…” Tyranitar frowned. “How do you contact them, then?”

“Mother, what are you-” Larvitar began, and trailed off at a quelling look.

“There’s some transceivers that I have, which work with the Pokémon Transfer System,” Ash explained. “So my Butterfree’s with his family most of the time, but I can contact him and bring him over – that sort of thing, it’s so I don’t have to abandon them when I release them.”

Tyranitar nodded, in understanding. She fixed Ash with a stare. “If my son wishes it, then he may travel with you.”

“Wha?” Misty said, blinking.

“That’s kind of sudden…” Brock managed.

“I like what I’ve seen. I would not wish to be apart from my son for long, but if you can make him strong and give him happiness then he should travel with you – if he wishes it.” Tyranitar looked down at the little Rock-type. “Do you wish it?”

Larvitar gaped. “I – well, yeah, I guess…”

Tyranitar smiled. “Then that seems settled.”

She gave Ash an intimidating glare. “Provided, of course, that you do right by him.”

“Of course I will!” Ash said, stung.

“Excellent.” Tyranitar nudged her son forwards, and he took a few steps before looking up at Ash – who swept him up in a hug.

“Nice to have you around,” Ash said, grinning.

One of the Pokéballs on his belt opened.

“Yay!” Mawile said, beaming. “I’ve got a little brother!”

Larvitar blinked. “But…”

“You hatched after me, you’re a little brother!” Mawile said firmly. “That’s maths!”


“I’m not even going to ask how long that battle took,” Sir Aaron said, sighing. “Because the answer would worry me.”

Yeah, it was a while, Arceus admitted. You could probably tell that from where you’re standing, though.

Sir Aaron had to admit, Arceus had a point. They’d started this particular battle on the high clifftop of Avia, and ended it in a smoking crater which was so deep water was seeping in through the sides. Salt water.

The three Dragons came over, chuckling to one another.

“Did you see that bit where Yveltal came up behind me?” Giratina asked. “I just Shadow Forced my way out of the attack zone of Oblivion Wing, appeared behind him, and knocked him into your Roar of Time!”

Dialga nodded, his back-plates shifting slightly. “Pity Lugia hit you with an Aeroblast, though.”

“That was pretty funny,” Palkia nodded, sniggering at Giratina’s expression. “What? It was! Completely hilarious.”

“Hey!” Giratina snapped. “It wasn’t funny, it was painful!”

“Funny from here,” Palkia said.

“Guys!” Sir Aaron said, and they subsided. “Thanks. Now, where are we going next?”

Ah, this is where it gets interesting, Arceus said. I really want to show off the Fairy type one, so you get teleported straight there.

“Fairy!?” the three dragons chorused.

“I’m not ready!” Giratina said, blanching. (It looked strange.) “That’s not fair, dad!”

“You think you have problems, my special move’s Dragon-type!” Palkia shot back. “They’re immune to that!”

“Now, which of you is going to manage to come up with something I want first…” Dialga mused.

Sir Aaron was about to speak, but then there was a wrenching discontinuity-

-and they were on an island.

“Welcome to my lands!” said… someone wearing a fuku.

“Arceus, what the-” Sir Aaron began.

The reference was obvious, Arceus told him. That’s Tsuruhime.

“Oh, great…”

“I’m afraid you’re going to have to be battled with all my strength!” Tsuruhime said brightly. “Xerneas, let’s go!”

All three Creation Dragons looked nervously at the deer-like Legendary as it strode forwards.

“What’s that on his horns?” Sir Aaron asked, looking closer. “Wait. That’s a Power Herb. Oh, this isn’t going to go well…”

Xerneas used Geomancy. The Power Herb flashed into fire as it was consumed, meaning that Geomancy’s charge time was reduced from considerable to seconds. A huge pulse of green energy spread out across the whole battlefield, before rushing back into Xerneas and crackling on the ends of his horns.

Then he used Moonblast. Eight times. At once.

Giratina phased out of existence before the attack wave arrived. Palkia summoned a colossal wave of water, dampening the effects of the attack, and managed to endure the worst of it.

Dialga fired a Flash Cannon back at the shots headed for him, resulting in a large explosion.

“Yeah, I’ll handle this,” he said, fins extending. “Stand back!”

Sir Aaron stood back.


AN:


Golduck is, at least, putting the effort in.

Of course I had to have Soaring in the Sky some time. And Togekiss are, in the manga, able to carry people – though speed is an issue.

Casey’s been improving, too – incidentally, the Pichu-and-Elekid-working-together thing is somewhat inspired by Pikachu’s Rescue Advenure.

Yep, Larvitar’s part of the team – those transceivers really allow for the option of part-time team members, which helps justify including Pokémon like this who would otherwise make more sense with their family.

And, finally, Sir Aaron and co. They’ve been busy. Mostly with explosions. (Incidentally, Power Herb plus Geomancy equals horrible pain for dragons - unless they also happen to be, say, Steel-type…)
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“Your mother,” Ash said, looking down at his newest Pokémon, “is a fantastic negotiator.”

“I’d gathered,” Larvitar admitted. “How long do you have me for?”

“Two hours a day until the Conference, all day during, and alternate days afterwards,” Ash rattled off. “Well, we’ve got a week or so to train first.”

“I look forward to it,” the little Rock-type said with a smile. “Mother taught me some ways to defend myself, but – I have little doubt you’ll teach me some she didn’t.”

Ash smiled back. “I’ve got a few ideas. Let’s see… hey, maybe Primeape can teach you Outrage.”

“I… don’t think I ever met him,” Larvitar admitted. He glanced up at Latias. “Not that that necessarily means anything these days. What’s he like?”

“Angry,” Pikachu supplied. “Usually, anyway. He has a very focused kind of rage.”

“…right.” Larvitar considered that. “Why Outrage?”

“It’s Dragon-type, so not much resists it,” Ash explained. “Only Steel and Fairy, and you can learn Fighting and Steel attacks to handle those.”

“Right.”

“Oh, you have Hidden Power, right?” Ash asked, snapping his fingers. “Do you know what type it is?”

“No, sorry.” Larvitar shrugged.

“It’s okay, we can try to work it out. That could be pretty useful. Hmmm…” Ash glanced up as they exited the trees, then got back to thinking. “Oh, of course – Tyranitar are Dark-type. Did you learn any Dark attacks?”

“Bite, yes, but that’s about it.”

“Still a good start – Lucario knows Dark Pulse, though, he can teach you that. And I can see about getting you started on Aura.”

“Can I join in?” Mawile asked. “I want to learn that too!”

“You’re better at different moves to Larvitar,” Ash told her, smiling. “You’re a Fairy-type, though you could probably learn Steel moves at the same time as him. You could even show him how to do Iron Head.”

“That sounds fun!” the young Pokémon said. “I get to teach my little brother how to do an attack!”

“I’m years older than you,” Larvitar frowned.

“No you’re not!” Mawile denied. “I saw, you hatched after me!”

Latias stifled a giggle.


“So, what you do is, you put your head forwards,” Mawile said earnestly, demonstrating. Her horn-jaws swung down a little as well, coming to a position alongside her forehead. “And then you headbutt it!”

She cracked the bark of a tree.

Larvitar blinked. “It sounds like there’s a step missing. Isn’t that just Headbutt?”

“I don’t understand the question,” Mawile said, frowning. “It’s how I do it.”

“But you’re made of iron. I’m not, so I need to have the Steel-type bit somehow.”

“Oohhh, right,” Mawile nodded. “I get it!”

Larvitar waited.

“Well?” he asked, after a few seconds.

“No idea!” she said, shrugging.

Pikachu came to the rescue. “I might be able to help you, Larvitar.”

“Good,” Larvitar said, gratefully. “I could see us going in circles for quite a long time.”

“Okay, first I’m going to do the switch from normal to iron tail – just here. Watch.”

Pikachu frowned briefly, concentrating, and his tail shimmered blue-white for a moment. “Did you catch that?”

“A bit,” Larvitar said, looking closer. “Can you do it again?”

Pikachu complied, and Larvitar watched.

“I think I’ve got an idea,” he said, after a moment. “See if this is going in the right direction.”


“Pikachu’s really good with them,” Misty smiled. She lobbed another ball at Golduck, who deflected it with a pulse of psychic energy.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I guess it’s because… you know, I’ve never really taken him off my team. He’s had the most experience dealing with Pokémon from all over, from Caterpie and Pidgeotto to Pokémon like Iris’ Axew.”

“You miss them, don’t you?” Brock asked, seeing Ash’s expression.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I’m afraid to try and contact them, in case I… well, wreck their lives, I guess. I’ve been lucky so far, and it looks like very little changes so long as I don’t get too close.. but I do miss them.”

He sighed. “I was thinking of giving Kalos a try, actually… then, I mean. Just an idea.”

“You just can’t sit still, can you, Ash?” Brock chuckled.

“Nope!” Ash replied firmly, chuckling. “Where’d the fun be in that?”

He frowned. “Oh, yeah, I almost forgot. Dexter, I’ve got a training idea for you and Lucario.”

This sounds worrying.

Lucario hit the ground lightly as Ash sent him out, and took a slow, deep breath. “What do you think we should do?”

“Well – how’s your Mirror Coat, Lucario?” Ash asked, glancing up at the sky – where Togekiss, Crobat, Pidgeot and Latias sparred – then returned his attention to the two Pokémon beside him.

“Reasonable,” Lucario hedged.

“Reasonable should be good enough. Okay, here it is – tennis!”

There was a pause.

“I don’t get it,” Lucario told him.

“Okay, here it is,” Ash began. “Dexter, you go over there – bit further, bit further – there. Now, you’re going to be firing attacks at Lucario – who won’t be dodging.”

“I won’t?” Lucario asked, then nodded. “Ah. I see.”

“Yeah, you’re going to be using Mirror Coat to send them back at Dexter,” Ash agreed. “That’ll give you training at that, and Dexter at quickly switching from attack to defence.”

Interesting. My serve.

Dexter unfolded into combat configuration, and Ash prudently moved out of the way.


Tyranitar looked up as the transceiver flashed.

A Pokéball bounced out of it, opened, and released her son.

“Afternoon, dear!” she said, picking him up and giving him a hug. “How was your lesson?”

“I can now headbutt rocks in half,” Larvitar told her.

“I knew this would work out well!”


“I’m surprised how big this town is,” Ash admitted, looking up at Mt. Silver. “I mean, isn’t that a dormant volcano?”

“Volcanoes often have a lot of people around them, Ash,” Brock told him. “And it’s active – it last erupted during the Shogunate.”

Ash winced. “That must have been pretty bad…”

“I remember hearing about it,” Misty volunteered. “They had a week or so’s warning from the local Xatu, which meant they knew what was coming – and there was only ash fall, no lava.”

“Oh,” Ash blinked. “That’s not so bad.”

Misty shrugged. “I guess active volcanoes just have a bad press.”

“Well, they can be quite nasty – Mount Chimney…” Brock began, then shrugged. “Oh, you probably know anyway.”

“Pretty much,” Ash agreed. “Remember the thing with Groudon?”

Brock winced. “Yeah…”

Ash glanced up. “Hey, is that – it is! Look, guys, it’s Mr. Goodshow!”

“Who’s that I hear?” the spry man said. “Ah, if it isn’t the Kanto Champion! Ash!”

The trainer in question flushed. “I… it still feels strange, hearing someone say that – most people don’t, and it sounds more like something someone would call Lance.”

“Don’t be so modest, my boy!” Mr. Goodshow said, coming over and pumping Ash’s hand up and down in a ferocious handshake. “Good to see you. Good to see you! I hope you, and everyone else, put on a good show!”

“Badum tish,” Brock said, deadpan.

“What’s that?” Mr. Goodshow asked, glancing over at Brock for a moment. “Anyway, it’s good you arrived so early, there’s more than enough time to get everything sorted out. Oh!”

The organizer pointed at Ash. “Now, I saw you on the news a few times! I heard you had Legendary Pokémon, young man!”

“Uh – yeah,” Ash nodded, a little embarrassed. “I wasn’t going to-”

“I was going to make an announcement anyway, at the start of the conference,” Mr. Goodshow overrode him. “It’s because of these Mega Evolutions everyone’s talking about, so I’ll just add Legendaries to the list. No more than one of each without prior agreement!”

Brock blinked. “…that’s it?”

“That seems very permissive,” Misty added.

“Well, what’s more spectacular than a battle with two really powerful Pokémon?” Mr. Goodshow asked, winking. “Now, a little bird told me that you might not be the only person with one of those, so we should get some smashing battles!”

“Uh… okay,” Ash nodded. “Sounds fun! I was worried about what I was going to do… though I guess using Pokémon like Entei or Keldeo or Lugia might-”

“Lugia?” Mr. Goodshow asked, delight in his voice. “Wonderful! Simply wonderful! Tell me, young man, what other secret treasures are you bringing to the humble Silver Conference?”

Ash looked a little lost. “Pardon?”

“I think he wants to know what other Legendary Pokémon or Mega-evolving Pokémon you have,” Pikachu suggested.

“Oh, right!” Ash said. He winced. “Well, I’m not even sure about Lugia – he said he wanted to come… the others might not.”

“And who are these others?” Goodshow pressed.

Ash took a deep breath. “Ho-Oh and Mewtwo,” he said. “But I’m not sure if-”

He stopped, seeing the grin on Mr. Goodshow’s face.

“This will be amazing!” the man said, beaming. “You’ll have to ask – even if Ho-Oh can’t compete, he should be there for the opening ceremony! Excellent!”

“Calm down, sir,” Brock advised. “You’re getting a bit overexcited…”

As he said it, Mr. Goodshow restrained himself with a bit of an effort. “Sorry, I – very sorry about that, I just think this is going to be one of the best Pokémon League Tournaments for a good while. Not just the new scheduling, but this…”

“What’s the new scheduling?” Misty asked.

“Oh, it’s simple!” Goodshow beamed. “First off, all competitors are entered into a random draw which gives them between one and three matches to impress the judges. They can use one Pokémon each in each of those judged matches! Once that’s done, there’s a three-trainer round-robin six-on-six, and after that it’s a straight elimination tournament! What do you think of that?”

He blinked, seeing their blank expressions.

“…wait, how does that work?” Misty asked. “What about the people with a really good team who get one bad matchup in the first bit?”

“…I’m guessing you don’t like it?” Goodshow said, with a sigh. “Oh well. Was it at least interesting?”

“The round-robin sounds alright,” Brock told him. “Maybe you could do those, but three-a-side? And then the top one or two go through to the finals?”

“Maybe that does sound better…” Goodshow muttered. “I’ll certainly give it a think.. wonder how many…”

He trailed off, muttering.

“Perhaps if-”

“Sorry to interrupt, Charles,” a voice interrupted. The friends glanced up, and saw a caped man who was unmistakeably Lance walking towards them. “I’m afraid I’ll have to borrow two of your friends here.”

“Oh, by all means!” Mr. Goodshow nodded. “By all means.”

“Good,” Lance said courteously. “Misty Waterflower, Ash Ketchum, would you mind accompanying me?”

“What’s going on?” Ash asked, confused.

“Well, I suppose you’d know – it’s the selection meeting for the prospective Elite Four candidates, Misty’s invited. As for you…” Lance smiled. “I’ve got a few things to ask you as well, so I thought I’d pick you both up at once.”

“Sure!” Misty nodded. “Let’s get going, then!”


Much to Ash’s surprise, they didn’t have far to go.

Lance led them through the streets of Silver Town, past the Ho-Oh Shrine – still quiet, with a few days to go until the ceremonies started – and into one of the better hotels surrounding the Pokémon Centre. They went up two floors, and Lance motioned them into a conference room off a plush corridor.

Inside were several other trainers, all older than Ash and Misty – Ash recognized Lorelei and Bruno, sat next to a projection screen, and Koga who was leaning against the wall.

The others were new to him – a young man in his early twenties with a flamboyant outfit and a Solosis hovering by his shoulder, a slightly older grey-haired woman sat on the far side of the table, and a firey-haired girl who looked to be in her late teens and had a Growlithe by her side.

“And here’s our last two,” Lance said, as he came through into the room behind Ash and Misty. “Misty’s the other prospect, and since Ash Ketchum was-”

He was interrupted by a yelp from under the table.

Ash glanced down, and saw a pair of red eyes staring at him in shock and what seemed to be terror.

“Nope!” said the owner of the eyes, who turned out to be an Absol. “Nope, nope, nope, nope, nope!”

She bolted out from under the table, past her trainer, dove at the window, and bounced off with a reverberating DONG.

“Absol!” Karen called, jumping out of her seat and hurrying over. “What’s gotten into you?”

“…what just happened?” Lance asked, bewildered.


Feeling obscurely guilty for how he’d somehow scared the poor Dark-type, Ash sent out Meganium to help her out with Heal Pulse, Aromatherapy, and a nice chat.

“There we go,” the Grass-type said, after calming Absol down a bit. “Feel better?”

Absol shook her fur out, still a bit wide-eyed. “I feel a little better,” she admitted. “But – what is that boy? I look at him, and it’s like he’s a walking disaster area!”

“You’re not far wrong…” Meganium admitted. “Ash is a bit of a weirdness magnet. What do you actually see?”

The Dark-type took another breath of the soothing scent. “Well, with most people it’s kind of… the trouble they’ll run into. Minor things today, more major things further out. Very general, though, and it’s stronger the more likely something is.”

She shook her head. “But looking at that boy, I see a confusing mish-mash of catastrophes overlapping and layered onto one another. I guess, looking more closely, I did panic a bit, but…”

“But?” Meganium prompted.

Absol groped for the words. “It’s… they’re still further away than I first thought, but they’re a lot bigger. I can’t actually tell much more than that, the echoes of possibility are all kind of reverberating off one another and confusing me.”

“That sounds… painful,” Meganium winced. “I hope you feel a bit better now.”

“I think I’m just going to not bother looking over that side of the room,” Absol muttered. “And try to ignore my subconscious telling me to run away.”


“Well, now that that’s sorted out,” Lance said, with a slight questioning tone.

“She seems calm now,” Ash informed them.

“Yes, we’re going to talk about how you can tell…” Lorelei muttered. “Anyway. Let’s get going. First – thank you all for coming, candidates.”

Misty took a steadying breath.

“We’re sorry for calling you to turn up so early compared to our original deadline,” Lance began. “But fortunately you were all finished with your challenges anyway – sterling work.”

Koga nodded silently.

“Thanks,” Courtney said, smiling briefly. “It was interesting fighting Registeel.”

Lance nodded. “You’ve all done well – congratulations. Now… there’s going to be a total of three slots available. I am stepping down from my current position to revert to Grand Champion, since I only took the fourth seat in the first place in order to make up the numbers.”

Nods.

Lorelei spoke up next. “I’m stepping down in order to focus on my writing business, which is really taking off, and – how did Agatha put it, Bruno?”

Bruno frowned. “Something like… she wanted to retire while there were still a few months left in her.” The fighting-type specialist sniggered. “She’s been going on about that for ages, and she’s only just sixty-five.”

“Don’t you know not to ask a lady’s age?” Lorelei asked archly.

“I didn’t have to, I worked it out,” Bruno replied with a wink.

Lance caught the expressions on the applicants. “I see you’re surprised how we’re relatively informal in private. We’re friends, as well as colleagues.”

Misty nodded. “I guess that makes sense.”

“So – because there’s three people moving, we asked more than the usual number of prospective candidates.” Lance looked around the room, nodding to each in turn. “You’ve all done very well, but I’m afraid we’ve reached the point we have to select.”

There was a shifting, as people pulled their chairs in or leaned a little forwards in anticipation.

“There’s a few things we consider,” Lance went on. “It’s not just your performance when facing your Legendaries, but how hard they were. Similarly, it’s the nature of how you helped the Pokémon you did – nothing’s a rubber stamp, here.”

He smiled. “Team variety plays into it, too – even the Pokémon that aren’t of your type, since they show you’re able to raise a variety and do it well. So.”

Another pause.

“Lance, get on with it!” Lorelei said tartly. “These poor people have been waiting long enough!”

“Karen, of Goldenrod,” Lance began, and Karen looked up in surprise.

Lance nodded to her. “You went far afield for your challenges, which is to be commended. Your battle against Lugia was brave and showed inspired strategy, while your decision to travel to Sinnoh to clash with the Darkrai of New Moon Island was one that we did not expect.”

He smiled. “And, of course, you did well indeed to prevent that Spiritomb at Lavender Town from panicking. Well done indeed, Karen – you are our first selection.”

Karen blinked, somewhat shocked.

Her Absol, now seemingly mostly recovered, padded over – keeping her distance from Ash – and licked her palm, head-blade carefully tilted away from anything vital.

“Thank you,” she said, recovering a bit. “Sorry, I’m a little-”

“Understandable,” Lance nodded. “Courtney, of Vermillion – you at one point sent us a letter informing us you had declined. Might I ask why you changed your mind?”

Courtney blushed. “I… well, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go through with it. I’m still not sure, really – but I thought I should at least give it a go. See if I was capable.”

Lance smiled. “I see.” His expression turned a bit harder. “Unfortunately, while you are clearly Gym Leader material, I don’t feel that your challenges were up to the standard of the Elite four – it’s a demanding task, working in this Elite Four, as we have to watch over and work within two regions.”

Courtney pursed her lips, considering that.

“Thanks for letting me know,” she said, eventually. “Sorry, I guess – for wasting your time.”

“On the contrary, it’s always good to know about up-and-coming trainers. I’ll recommend you to Blaine as a possible secondment,” Lance consoled her. “Will, of Saffron.”

Will faced up, calmly.

“If Karen went far afield, you went to astonishing lengths. How was Unova?” Lance quipped, and the laugh that followed broke the tension a little. “I understand you challenged the Swords of Justice to duels.”

“I did,” Will confirmed. “I would like to submit my battle against Terrakion for consideration, since I did best with that one.”

Ash and Misty exchanged glances, both thinking the same thing – he fought all three?

“Accepted,” Lance said promptly. “And your battle in Sinnoh was also a worthy feat – even to find Giratina is a great achievement, let alone battling him.”

Will inclined his head in a small nod. “He destroyed me, though,” the Psychic-type trainer pointed out.

“That’s hardly surprising. I’d be worried if he hadn’t,” Lance said. “Nevertheless, we consider you to be a skilled enough trainer that we’re going to be robbing Sabrina of her most promising trainee – you’re second on the selection list.”

Will took this fairly stoically, nodding and sitting back.

“Misty, of Cerulean.”

Misty swallowed.

“It has been a long time since we had someone who fought the Beasts of Ecruteak for their challenge,” he said. “It has also been a long time since I personally witnessed part of any challenge for an applicant to the Elite Four. Your youth tells against you, but your skill and the skill of your Pokémon counteract that. You are our third selection.”

“That’s…” Misty’s voice was brittle, and she stopped speaking for a moment. She resumed, a little more firmly. “That’s… thank you. Even after I got the letter, it’s still… well, a surprise, I guess.” She chuckled, shaking her head. “Sorry, this is a bit overwhelming.”

“I’m not surprised,” Lance smiled. “You’re one of the youngest to get the nod.”

“Well,” Koga said, pushing himself off the wall he was leaning against. “I suppose that means I don’t get in.”

“I’m afraid so,” Lance nodded. “It’s just a case of there being so many good candidates – you’re Elite Four material as well, just less so than these three. If Bruno ever wants to retire-”

“Ha!” Bruno laughed. “That’ll be the day.”

“It’ll come to all of us sometime,” Lance shot back. “Anyway, if Bruno does decide to step down, or if a space opens up for some other reason, rest assured you’ll be called upon.”

“Thanks,” Koga nodded. “Perhaps it’s for the best, anyway, Janine’s on the cusp of being ready to challenge for the right to operate Fuchsia but I’d really prefer her to have a couple more years.”

“Well, it’s nice when things work out,” Lance smiled. “Koga, Courtney, thank you for your time – and sorry the journey was wasted.”

Courtney shrugged. “I wouldn’t say it was wasted, at least I get to stay in a nice hotel during the busy season at Mount Silver.”

“Very upbeat of you,” Lorelei said, approvingly. “I like it!”

Koga strode from the room in silence.

“I hope he wasn’t too offended…” Lance muttered, as the door shut.

“From what I remember, Koga’s a bit stoic at the best of times,” Misty volunteered.

“True,” Bruno chuckled. “Right. What’s next…”

Lance glanced down at a sheet of paper on the table. “Right. Now, the switch-over isn’t happening immediately, we’re aware you all have arrangements to make – for starters, housing, since we do have some connections. In particular – Misty?”

“Yes?” Misty asked.

“As you’re a Water-type trainer, you’re going to want a place of residence with good facilities for Water-types. You’ve got a fairly large – but not unreasonable – budget and some leeway on how you spend it, so keep that in mind. In any case, the formal changeover is going to take place in a month or so.”

The three newly selected candidates nodded or muttered to themselves.

“Who’s going to be handling the challenges?” Will asked. “The Silver Conference starts next week, and it’s going to take a while…”

“Well, that’s one reason I’d asked Mr. Ketchum to join us,” Lance replied. “I’ll get onto it in a moment. Don’t worry, though, you won’t be expected to fight challengers for a while after you’re settled in – or, rather, Bruno will be the first challenge they face.”

Bruno chuckled. “Wish me luck.”

“Actually,” Karen said, frowning. “That does raise a question. What order would we normally be expected to battle in?”

“That’s up to you to work out,” Lance told them. “The most recent set was a rotating one, we took turns, though as the Grand Champion I was always last.”

He paused a moment. “Of course, no-one actually got to me… anyway. As members of the Elite Four, you may also join a group called the G-men. It’s basically something for us to do the rest of our time when we’re not handling challengers, assessing prospective Gym Leaders or training, and it involves trying to pre-emptively handle trouble.”

“Lance, you and Bruno were the only two members of the last set who were part of it,” Lorelei sighed.

“So?” Lance asked. “I’m making the option available. Any further questions?”

Misty raised a hand. “What about our Pokémon who aren’t of our type?”

“Ah, that’s an interesting one!” Lance smiled. “I forgot to mention that. The usual practice is that they’re available for Gym Leader candidates to use – so your Togekiss would be a prime choice for a prospective Flying-type or Fairy-type leader to take Bruno or Karen on, actually.”

“Interesting,” Misty nodded. “So that’s where the Pokémon I used in my own test came from?”

“Some of them,” Lance hedged. “There’s a larger number who are just part of the general pool.”

Misty nodded, satisfied. “Thanks.”

“What he’s not telling you is that he raises a lot of them himself,” Lorelei chuckled. “All kinds of dragon-types or Dragon egg group Pokémon.”

“Lorelei…” Lance said warningly.

“That’s why he has to keep buying new capes!” Bruno added, quickly, before his boss could make good on the threat in his voice. “They keep biting holes in-”

“Bruno!” Lance snapped, but too late. The room dissolved in laughter as the nervous new members of the Elite Four pictured it, and after a moment Lance joined in ruefully.

“Well, so much for that,” Lance sighed, once they’d got it out of their system. “Does anyone have any further questions?”

None were forthcoming.

“Okay,” Lance nodded. “Any further questions, I’ll be in town for the next month or so unless things go badly wrong somewhere – and so will Bruno. Misty, could you and Ash Ketchum stay for a minute?”

Karen and Will gave them confused looks for a moment, then shrugged. Karen left by the door, her Absol still avoiding looking at Ash, and Will sent out an Elgyem which teleported him somewhere.

“Is this about me?” Ash asked, as the door closed.

“It is, that’s correct,” Lance confirmed. “There’s two separate issues here. Firstly – I’ve noticed you seem to get involved in an awful lot of… strange circumstances.”

“What do you mean?” Misty frowned. “I’ve probably been in all of those…”

“Maybe,” Lance nodded. “But Ash is usually the one who’s more clearly taking major action – we saw his Charizard on the news, and that was clearly mostly his team in Altomare. And he’s one of the few trainers we know to have more than one Legendary.”

Lance turned to Ash. “So – first question. We know you’ve got at least four Legendary Pokémon, but how many is it really?”

“Nine,” Ash answered. “Lugia, Ho-Oh, Mewtwo – those are ones I just hold the Pokéballs for, I don’t use them in battle-” Lance nodded in understanding, and Ash continued. “Latias and Latios I’m training in rotation, we’ve not worked everything about that out yet. And there’s the three Beasts of Johto, as well as Keldeo. They insist I use them properly.”

“Most trainers wouldn’t need to be forced,” Lance commented. “Interesting. And we’ve seen or heard of you all over the place, usually saving lives or Legendaries – New Island, Shamouti, Greenfield, the Lake of Life, that incident in the Whirl Islands, and now Altomare. There’s also what happened at the Lake of Rage, and at Gringey City when you saved one of my clan members.”

Ash fidgeted, as the recitation brought home just how often that kind of thing happened. “Yeah…”

“Ash Ketchum,” Lance went on. “The annals of the Dragon Clan are incomplete, but I think I have found the reference I want. Are you one of the Chosen?”

Misty blinked, not having expected that question.

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I didn’t know until I met Ho-Oh, but… yeah, I am. And I think Ho-Oh mentioned the Dragon Clan are too.”

“Correct,” Lance agreed. “Though we barely use the term any more. I see you’ve been living up to your heritage, and more.”

Ash blushed a bit. “Yeah… I just run into things, I guess. And my normal instinct is to… well, help…”

“You certainly run into a lot of situations where you can-” Lance began.

There was a bright blue flash, interrupting him, and all eyes turned to the centre of the table.

“Don’t tell him about that, that’s… a bit…” Celebi looked around, and sighed. “I was two minutes early again, wasn’t I…”

“Pardon?” Ash asked, blinking. “What just-”

“I wanted to make sure things don’t go too far off what my plans say!” Celebi said, as the Elite Four members stared. “So far we’ve kept it all nice and lined up with making sure you get all your Pokémon and meet people when you should… mostly.”

“Mostly?” Misty asked.

“May and Max was a mistake, but at least it was a fortunate one!” Celebi told her brightly. “Now-”

“What’s Celebi doing here?” Lance asked, shaking off his shock.

Celebi blushed. “Oops… I might have caused more trouble than I was planning to fix…”

“Time travel’s involved,” Ash said, keeping an eye on Celebi. “When we saved her at the Lake of Life – that battle with the Iron Masked Marauder – we kind of broke time.”

Lorelei blinked. “What.”

“Okay, so – there was Professor Oak there, as a young boy, because Celebi brought him forwards in time. And there was a bit of a time paradox, and Molly Hale’s Sylveon was involved, and…” Ash shrugged. “Long story short, the Fairy-type happened. We altered history a lot.”

Bruno blinked. “So you – but wait, the Fairy-type has always been there. It’s one of the Eighteen Types, it’s why I have a Toxicroak…”

“It’s always been there since Molly’s Sylveon was at the creation of the Plates,” Misty said. “Before that-”

“But that doesn’t make sense!” Lance burst out. “How can there have been a Sylveon there if the Fairy-type didn’t exist until a Sylveon went back in time? Why are you using the word before?”

“Tell him that if he’s got a headache he’s getting the hang of it,” Celebi suggested. “Oh, you should probably tell him about Galactic, too.”

“Right,” Ash said, glancing at Celebi again. “Celebi said that if you don’t have a headache you’re not understanding time travel, basically. She also mentioned a team who are going to cause a lot of trouble in the future – Team Galactic, up in Sinnoh.”

Lance sighed. “I can see I’m going to understand less after this meeting than before. Right, Galactic – I’ll let Cynthia know, she can keep an eye out.”

He turned to Celebi. “What’s going on? Why him?”

Celebi frowned. It’s because he’s the Chosen One, she said, now speaking to Lance directly. Not just ‘one of the Chosen’ – it’s been directly affirmed by a large number of legendaries, including the Creators.

“…when did he meet Arceus?” Lance asked, now completely lost. “When did he meet Dialga, Palkia, and Giratina, for that matter? Is this more time travel?”

He has been sent back in time to fix a great wrong, Celebi told him. Too many details are a major problem here – but tell Cynthia this. Keep an eye out for Team Galactic, and for Cyrus – he’s the leader.

Lance looked like he was brimming with questions, but clamped down on most of them. “Is that all we can know?” he asked, after a moment.

“And can we be sure-” Bruno began.

I’m afraid it’s about all you can know now, Celebi said. I’m sorry, but I’ve checked. Rest assured, we’ll keep Ash running into the major disasters, and he’s good enough to solve them.

“Right…” Lance said, sighing. “I suppose that’s as much as I’m getting.”

Afraid so. Bye!

Celebi vanished.

“…I followed maybe half of that,” Lorelei admitted.

Lance sighed, rubbing his temples. “Maybe I’d have been happier not knowing… anyway. Right. There was one other issue I wanted to bring up with you, Ash, and fortunately it’s somewhat less grim of a matter.”

He managed a smile. “You heard that three of us are stepping down, one way or another – Agatha, Lorelei and myself. You’ve currently got challenge rights. Well, first – rest assured that if you win the final, your opponent gets the right to challenge too. People with the right can still compete, and it’s not preventing anyone from getting a slot.”

Misty blinked. “Wait, does that mean I might have to fight Ash at the end of-”

“No, actually,” Lance told her. “There’s a short moratorium on challenge at the end of the Silver Conference, because of that. The current plan is, instead, to give the current slate of Elite Four members a grand send-off. Four exhibition matches, one for each of us.”

He nodded at Ash. “You said you had nine Legendaries available? I think you’re a suitable opponent for those.”

Ash’s jaw dropped.

“It’s not a challenge, not formally, but…” Lance shrugged. “It should look spectacular.”


Gary squinted through the hail, trying to see the combatants. “Arcanine, you doing okay out there?”

His reply was a flicker-flash of flame, and then a Fire Blast speared out of the snow and detonated on the leg of his opponent – a large, sturdy Avalugg.

“Good work!” he called, as Wulfric’s third Pokémon staggered back a bit. “Just a bit more, Arcanine! You’re doing fine!”

There was a howl out in the artificial snowstorm that had been raging since Abomasnow had been sent out, and Arcanine charged out of the hail with flame enveloping his legs and spreading to his body.

Avalugg shook itself, eyes flashing, and fired a Water Pulse out towards his opponent. The moment he did, Arcanine jinked – sending up a great plume of swiftly-melting slush as he drifted across the icy floor and out of the way – before blurring forwards in a series of splashes and leaping high into the air.

As the Ice-type lowed deeply and fired a Blizzard, Arcanine’s forepaws hit the Avalugg’s back. He snarled, gripping on hard as the Blizzard tugged at his frosted fur, and then launched another Fire Blast in at point-blank range before leaping off. Avalugg’s next attack – a violent Double-Edge – knocked his paw as he jumped, and he landed a little askew.

Panting heavily and favouring one paw, the Fire-type turned back towards his foe – watching, to spot any sign of weakness.

Avalugg growled one more time, and then slowly slumped sideways.

“Very good!” Wulfric called, as Arcanine sank to the floor himself in exhaustion. “I wondered why you did not change after two, since the hail was taking its toll, but you raise your Pokémon well!”

“Thanks,” Gary said, recalling Arcanine for a well-earned rest. “He wanted to see if he could do it, and… well, I believed in him.”

“A noble sentiment!” Wulfric declared. “Well, you now have all eight badges! Most impressive, for a scientist!”

Gary winced. “I’m not just a researcher… I mean, I’m studying Pokémon and how they battle, which means being a trainer.”

“That is true!” the burly Gym Leader agreed. “Will you be in the League, then?”

“Sounds like fun,” Umbreon volunteered. “See how far we get this time, and all that.”

“I think.. yeah, I’ll give it a go,” Gary said. “Seems rude not to.”

And, he thought, silently, it might placate Blastoise. He was all sulky that I was going to use Arcanine first…


AN:


Mawile’s logic is impeccable.

The Silver Conference setup – I’ve changed it from the original, because the original was a bit incomprehensible for me.

That poor Absol…

As for the Elite Four stuff itself, it’s a bit complicated and a bit info-dump-y but it’s one of those meetings where things get worked out. (Congratulations, Misty!)
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“They wish to see Lord Ho-Oh at the opening ceremony?” Suicune asked, blinking. “Interesting. Most interesting.”

“Do you think he’d say yes?” Ash asked, worried. “And about the other-”

“Oh, I’m sure he’ll at least consider it,” Suicune assured him. “It was a surprise to me, that’s all – for all that the Conference of the Silver Mountain is dedicated officially to him, I don’t believe he’s ever been before.”

She frowned for a moment, thinking. “Yes, I think I know where best to go to meet him. If you’ll excuse me?”

Ash nodded, and she set off at a run.

“What about me?” Raikou asked. “You went to all the bother of getting me, too, so let’s hear it!”

“Well…” Ash frowned. “Do you know where Mewtwo lives?”

“Nope!” Raikou said, shaking his head emphatically.

“…okay… do you know where Mount Quena is?”

“I most certainly do!” Raikou confirmed. “And now I know where Mewtwo lives, too!”

He pranced about a little. “I assume you want me to head over there and get him?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed, and before he’d finished speaking Raikou was off.

“And myself?” Entei asked. “Presumably it’s Lugia who you want me to get.”

“No, I sent Pidgeot off to alert him,” Ash replied. “The Lugia I’m talking about is the one who lives at Shamouti, in the Orange Islands.”

Entei worked out how far that would be to run across water, and winced. “Yes, probably for the best to use the Flying-type.”

“I just wanted to have you for training with Houndour and Quilava, actually,” Ash resumed. “As you’re all Fire-types, it’s safer to practice moves on one another.”

Entei nodded, considering. “That makes sense… you do intend to use us, correct?”

“Well…” Ash frowned. “I’m… well, we’ll see how it goes. I don’t just want to win by using Legendaries first or anything, and… oh, I don’t know.”

“Consider it, please,” Entei said. “It’s an interesting experience, if sometimes a little unusual.”

“Got it,” Ash nodded. “I’m trying to make sure everyone’s used, best not leave you guys out…”


Lucario stood, eyes resolutely open, and looked around himself at the clearing.

Nothing was moving – well, nothing that could be his foe. The grass waved in a gentle breeze, Butterfree and Ledyba drifted from flower to flower, and in the distance something exploded in the direction of Entei’s training session with Houndour and Quilava.

Lucario’s eyes narrowed. He swept his paw out, blue Aura forming for a moment, and a blade of compressed air snapped out.

It whipped through the air, hitting one of the Butterfree, and the Bug-type dissolved to be replaced with Latias. “Aww… you got me…” she said, sighing.

“You failed to take into account the way you crushed the plants below yourself,” Lucario informed her. “You’re getting better, though.”

“Sure you didn’t need to use Aura Sight?” Latias asked plaintively.

“No, but I’m running out of other options. Keep it up.” Lucario looked away for a moment, and when he looked back Latias had recloaked.

He settled into his stance. Her training goal for the day was to tag him with an attack launched before he noticed her – and he wasn’t allowed Aura Sight.

It was an interesting challenge.


“Okay, watch this,” Primeape said. “Pay close attention.”

Larvitar nodded attentively.

Primeape walked over to a boulder, and took a deep breath. He then scowled, and launched himself at the large rock – shouting, screaming, flailing, he proceeded to hammer blow after blow after red-glowing blow into the rock, blasting chips out of it in showers and finally smashing it in half with an almighty impact.

“Like that,” he told Larvitar. “Now you try.”

Larvitar blinked. “Uh… okay.”

He walked slowly over to another rock, and punched it. It split in half neatly down the middle.

“No, no, that was just Rock Smash,” Primeape told him. “I want to see passion! Rage! Outrage! Imagine the rock stole your dinner!”

The little Rock-type blinked. “Okay… if you say so…”


“Okay – Ash, Pikachu, let’s try this again, okay?” Keldeo said. “First, focus your Aura together into both palms.”

Ash complied, twin blue-glowing spheres forming. Pikachu did the same, but his were slightly flecked with yellow for a moment before they cleared and became blue.

“Right,” Keldeo nodded. “Good start. Now, focus all the heat into one palm, and all the cold into the other.”

They both got that far without much trouble, resulting in spheres of elementally-typed aura hovering just over their hands.

“Now for the hard part,” Keldeo told them. “Try to power up the one in your right hand – the ice one – without breaking it, and without changing how it feels. It should stay icy cold-”

There was a bang from some distance off, breaking Pikachu’s concentration. His globes of Aura burst, and Ash frowned as the hot ball shattered and the cold one wobbled dangerously.

“Nearly-” Keldeo said, and then there was a loud shout from the direction of the bang.

“Get this stupid stuff OFF me!”

Ash leapt to his feet, exercise forgotten. “That was Entei!” he said, eyes already looking towards where the Fire-types had been training. “Come on!”

Pikachu hopped alongside and up to his shoulder, and they set off at a run.


“Who left all this confounded tripwire here?” Entei snarled, wincing as the tungsten-steel snarled his paws. “This is not a safe training environment… you two okay?” he added, glancing up.

Quilava nodded, and Houndour bit down on the strand across his forepaw with a Crunch and a spang. “We’re okay, I think,” he reported.

“Who did this-” Entei began, and then was interrupted by the sound of a Pokéball opening.

“Mean Look, Misdreavus!” a voice commanded.

Entei glowered right back at the Misdreavus. “What’s this in aid of?”

An Ultraball bounced off his flank, and failed to trigger.

“What!?” the same voice added. “But – I could understand if it didn’t catch him, but-”

Entei rolled his eyes, and Roared. The Misdreavus vanished back into her Pokéball with a squeak of fear, eliciting a huff of satisfaction from Entei before he went back to handling the wire.

Another Ultraball hit him, in the shoulder this time, and he sighed. “Young man, I am going to get very annoyed soon…”

“What’s going on, Entei?” Ash asked, hurrying over. “We heard-”

“Hey, I saw him first!” said the young man. “Croconaw!”

A Water-type emerged from the Pokéball he threw this time. It glanced at Entei, at the two inert Ultra Balls, and the dozen or so Pokémon (and one trainer) surrounding the tableau, and rolled his eyes. “Nelson, really? After what happened with the net trap at the hot spring?”

“This trainer is trying to catch me!” Entei said, sounding offended. “The others could have been hurt by these stupid wire traps! I’d pull them off, but…”

Keldeo swung his horn down. “Relax,” he warned, and sliced through the tungsten wire. As it wasn’t splitting under tension, it just fell off rather than whipping in all directions.

“Stop interfering!” Nelson said. “I’m trying to catch Entei, and I’d got him, and-”

“-and you’re kind of late,” Ash told him. “Sorry, he’s taken.”

Nelson’s sentence fizzled out. “Pardon?”

By way of demonstration, Ash held up a Fast Ball. Entei glowered at Nelson, then Returned himself back into the ball.

“…oh,” Nelson said, in a brittle voice.

He sat down, putting aside his folded-up laptop, and sighed. “Well… sorry, I guess.”

His Croconaw patted him on the shoulder, a little awkwardly.

“I kind of caught all three of the Beasts,” Ash explained. “Sorry…”

Entei emerged again. “And, I might add, we suggested it to him… well, my sister did, but we both agreed.”

“I’m sorry about this,” the Croconaw said, shrugging. “He’s always wanted to… well.”

Ash winced. “That’s kind of… well, now I feel bad.”

Nelson swallowed. “I guess… well, I guess I’ll work out something else to do,” he said, sighing. “Sorry, I just feel a bit…”

Keldeo frowned. “What about if… he’s not the only Entei, there are others, so you could try to make yourself into someone who the Beasts of another land are interested in.”

Nelson looked a little startled to get advice from a Pokémon, but considered it. “Yeah,” he said, after a moment. “Maybe that is the best idea-”

Lucario interrupted, pointing. “Look.”

Ash and the others followed his paw, and saw a shimmering shape coming over the crest of a nearby ridge – followed by a trail of rainbow light.

“…well, this is just the perfect time, isn’t it…” Ash said, as Ho-Oh began his final approach. “I hope the clearing’s big enough-”

Mewtwo materialized, with Raikou alongside. I believe you wanted to speak with me?

Darting out from behind him, Mew made a bee-line for Mawile. Hi again!

“Hi!” Mawile waved. “Have you met my little brother?”

Larvitar sighed. “She means me,” he informed Mew, who emitted a strange squee sound.

Suicune skidded to a halt. “Hello, Ash, I found – oh, I see my brother arrived… who’s this?”

Nelson looked increasingly overwhelmed, which wasn’t helped when Lugia came backwinging into the clearing in a storm of wind.

Ash, good to see you. Pidgeot’s off fetching my mate to handle things in Shamouti, so…

His mental voice trailed off. Is this a new companion of yours?

“What’s going on?” Nelson asked, faintly. “Is Arceus about to jump out of your backpack or something?”


“So, what do you think of this one?” Brock asked, after a few minutes.

Misty frowned. “Actually, I’m still thinking… mainly, I’m wondering about if I have a modification budget.”

“I think so,” Brock hedged. “After all, Lorelei’s house has a large refrigeration unit built into it. And I’m pretty sure that Lance’s house had a big launch tunnel fitted, so he can take off from inside.”

The Water-type trainer nodded. “Yeah, I guess that makes sense.”

“What were you thinking about modifying?” Brock asked, looking around the largely-empty house Misty was considering.

“Well, a lot of my Pokémon are aquatic, and that swimming pool is nice, but…” Misty shrugged. “Might not be so nice in the winter. So I was thinking – first, roof over half of the swimming pool and put in an underwater curtain – you know, to seal off the outside portion if it gets too cold…”

“Right…” Brock said, following along. “So there’d be a heated indoor pool?”

“Not just that,” Misty went on. “I was thinking of plumbing in pools to as many indoor rooms as I could manage, connected to the outside one. I’d probably need to stock up on a couple of those nice compact rebreathers, but it would mean I could swim from room to room.”

Brock blinked. “…that’s actually a pretty cool idea.”

He frowned. “Just remember to have dressing gowns or something so you can put them on if someone comes around, I guess. And you’re probably going to have trouble fitting Gyarados whatever happens.”

Misty nodded, considering. “Hmmm… maybe the swimming pool needs to be bigger…”


After Nelson had been politely led away, Ash sat down with just about all the Legendaries he’d ever – technically – caught.

“Right,” he began. “Sorry for calling you all-”

Ho-Oh waved his big rainbow wing, interrupting Ash. “I’m mainly upset it took you over two years to get around to working up the courage!” he admonished. “I didn’t let you catch me because it was neat, it was because you were the person I considered to be worthy of it – and because I wanted to see what it was like!”

Ash blinked. “You’ve been waiting for that long?”

“Yes!” Ho-Oh informed him, in no uncertain terms. “I know an Articuno who’s used in battle more often than you use me, and he’s not even caught!”

“Wait…” Pikachu said, slowly. “Do you mean the one Nolan has?”

“I think that was the name, yes,” Ho-Oh confirmed, smoothing his feathers down. “I accept that you don’t want to appear to be privileged, which is good – but there are limits, you know…”

“Lord, I think his reluctance stems from the time that was,” Suicune said respectfully. “There was a trainer who defeated him at the Lily of the Valley, who commanded one each Darkrai and Latios, and who fought his way through Sinnoh with only the Darkrai.”

Lugia nodded, slowly. That makes a great deal of sense – but you are going too far the other way, Ash.

“Alright, alright, I get the picture!” Ash said, raising his hands in surrender. “Fortunately, there’s a good way for me to use you without feeling too guilty. Well, two of them, really.”

Interesting, Mewtwo observed. I think this will be the first time I’ve actually been used in a proper battle by a trainer… and no, Giovanni does not count.

“So,” Ho-Oh asked. “What are these two?”

“The first one was the opening ceremony – because the Silver Conference uses your flame,” Ash explained. “And it’s in your honour.”

“True.” The big phoenix smiled, nodding. “That would be impressive indeed.”

“And the other one is – well, you remember Misty?”

“I do indeed,” Ho-Oh said. “How is her Togekiss, by the way?”

“She’s helped us out so many times,” Ash told him. “Especially with her Sacred Fire – that was a really good move for her.”

She saved me, once, Lugia told his fellow great bird. I did not realize it was from you her talent came. Many thanks.

“Well, Misty’s been working on the qualifications for the Elite Four,” Ash said, drawing a nod from Ho-Oh. “She got in.”

“I will have to congratulate her!” the Rainbow Pokémon declared.

As will I, Mewtwo added. Misty is a brave trainer indeed. Who did she replace?

“That’s the thing,” Pikachu grinned. “We don’t know – Lance, Agatha and Lorelei are all stepping down or otherwise moving out of their Elite Four slot.”

Lugia blinked. My own islands have a League that works a bit differently, but – I understand that’s unusual.

“It is, yeah,” Ash confirmed. “Three at once is pretty unique. Anyway, they asked me to be their opponent for some… well, farewell matches, though I think I’m supposed to be fighting Bruno as well – he’s the one who’s sticking around.”

Ah, now it all becomes clear, Mewtwo smiled. I for one would be interested in being an opponent for such a match. Do we get to spectate on the off days?

“I don’t think anyone could stop you,” Ash admitted.

“I like both ideas,” Ho-Oh pronounced. “But if we are to battle in your name, then we should have at least some training.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “I did think about this a bit… though I guess I have a few questions first.”

“Ask away.”

“Well… you’re a phoenix, right?” Ash asked. “What does that mean?”

“In terms of rebirth?” Ho-Oh chuckled. “Aside from healing others, or causing rebirth as I did with the Beasts… I can also recover faster than other Pokémon, healing myself of wounds and fatigue, though it takes a while.”

Ash nodded. “And – I know about Sacred Fire…”

He counted on his fingers. “Rock, water, electricity… Do you know Solarbeam?”

“I do indeed.”

“Let’s focus on handling that Electrical weakness, then…” Ash frowned. “Right, I’ve got a couple of ideas for that. When Pidgeot gets back, we can work on dodging and also on one of my ideas. The other thing we should look at is Dragons and other Fire types, because they resist your fire.”

Ho-Oh frowned. “You think that could be a problem? I resist Fire as well…”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded. “But if one of them knows Stone Edge, you’re in big trouble.”

The phoenix winced. “That, I admit, I had not considered. Ouch. What do you recommend?”

“Well, we’ll see if there’s some good moves you could learn…” Ash frowned. “Can you do dragonfire?”

He shrugged. “We’ll work on that in a minute. Lugia, you have… water, psychic, flying, and I remember you used Twister?”

“Correct. I’m aware I need some way to handle many types, though.”

“Yeah… let’s see, what about Earth Power? Donphan can help teach you that one…”


“He’s supposed to be somewhere around here, right?” May asked, glancing down at Ethan’s screen.

Correct. Dexter says he’s training around here.

“How are we going to find him, though?” Norman looked over at his children as he asked the question.

May shrugged, and Max pointed into the sky. “I think that’s a pretty good clue.”

Norman and Caroline followed his arm, and gaped.

“Is that Ho-Oh? And Lugia?”

“Looks like it,” Max agreed. “Even if I didn’t know they were on his team, random Legendaries is usually a good indicator Ash is around.”

“True,” May nodded. “Right, let’s see… where are they flying from?”

Norman sent out his lone Flying-type, a Staravia. “Let’s find out. Staravia, can you have a look and see if there’s a trainer around here?”

The Flying-type chirped, nodded, and launched herself skywards.

“I can see this is going to be an interesting Silver Conference,” Norman commented.


“Ready?” Ash asked.

I believe so. This sounds like a most effective way to deal with subterranean Ghost-types.

“Well, effective it might be, but it’s not very efficient,” Ash admitted. “I’d originally planned it to be something Lucario or I could do, but it’s far too draining.”

And for me it’s relatively easy. Well, I suppose that’s one of the advantages of being designed as the world’s most powerful Pokémon.

Mewtwo cracked his knuckles. Let’s try this with a small area first.

He jumped into the air, and stuck there. Shadow Balls formed on his fists, and crackled out – splitting and multiplying and growing, until there were dozens of them.

Then he made a grand gesture, and the Shadow Balls wove a high-speed, braided pattern through the space below him. Some of them went far enough down to reach the ground, and passed through it as easily as air.

Well? Mewtwo asked, a few seconds later, as the Ghost-type attacks dissipated.

“I’m pretty sure anything inside the area would have been hit at least once,” Ash decided. “Might want to work on making it charge faster, though.”

I will.

“Hey, Ash!” a familiar voice called.

Ash turned. “May! Max, nice to see you both!”

“What’s with all the Legendaries?” Max asked, looking around the clearing. “I knew about most of them, but Mewtwo’s a new one on me.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Uh – Misty’s managed to score a pass on her acceptance tests to the Elite Four, and because they’re changing the lineup they asked me to be a kind of opponent for exhibition matches – for the old lineup, I mean.”

Norman blinked. “That’s quite an honour – for you and for her, actually.”

Ash chuckled, reddening slightly. “Yeah, guess so…”

He shook his head. “Anyway – are you here to watch the tournament?”

“That’s correct,” Norman confirmed. “I’d like to see what you’re like in battle before you reach Hoenn – and, of course, my kids both want to see you.”

“So does Blaziken!” May added. “Though we might have trouble with the seating…”

“What about your Electrike, Max?” Ash asked, remembering hearing about it. “Have you picked a name yet?”

“We’re down to a few,” Max said. “Still not sure, but the current favorite seems to be Arc.”

The Electric-type formed out of his Pokéball, and gave Ash a quick sniff. “You smell of a lot of Pokémon,” he said, tilting his head. “I don’t recognize all of them.”

“I’ll introduce you,” Ash decided. “That could take a while, though…”


The first day of the Silver Conference dawned bright and clear. The air was crisp, as if in anticipation of the tournament to come, and muttered conversation ran around the stadium.

As the minister stepped down from his podium, where he’d delivered the official and not-very-important opening pronouncement, Mr. Charles Goodshow took his place.

He picked up the microphone, and a hush spread through the stadium.

“Welcome, welcome, welcome!” he said, a smile on his face. “I’m glad to see you all here, come to watch this wonderful tournament about people and Pokémon and how they work together as a team!”

He paused for a moment, looking over the grass – which, of course, wouldn’t last long. There were too many skilled trainers about to battle over it.

“This tournament, the Silver Conference, is the tournament of Johto – the region of our fair land where everything takes place a few days into the past.” Mr. Goodshow smiled. “Which is why I found it so hard to book a hotel room today.”

There were chuckles at the Obligatory Bad Speech Joke.

“But more than that, Johto’s focus is not so much on the past as on how the past becomes the future. It is for that reason that this tournament’s flames are those of Ho-Oh – the Legendary bird of Fire, the end of storms and the Pokémon, above all, of rebirth.”

He threw his arms wide. “So, welcome to the Silver Conference!”

The fireworks went off, the crowd began to cheer – and then stopped, startled, as Ho-Oh came flying low over the stadium wall.

Banking, the Rainbow Pokémon dropped lower – below the line of the roof – and skimmed just over the heads of the crowd. As it did, a rainbow-coloured trail spread out and grew and brightened, so that when Ho-Oh turned in and climbed out of the stadium again it did so through a shimmering ring of seven colours.

Ho-Oh’s wings came in for a moment, and it slowed. Then, as it spread them again, flame crackled out in a rose-red flower in the sky which hid it from sight.

As the billow of flame cleared, it became apparent Ho-Oh had vanished completely.


Up on the roof, Ash shrank the simple Pokéball and clipped it to his belt. “What do you think, Pikachu?”

“Not bad,” the mouse agreed. “We’d better get down there, though, your first match is in ten minutes.”


“Hmmm…” Ash muttered, trying to decide. “Who to use first…”

“Me?” Pikachu suggested.

“No – not unless there’s a really powerful opponent,” Ash replied. “Which means you’re not being sent out first, at least…”

The Electric-type nodded reluctantly.

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Ash added, and released Mawile. “Want to watch? Just to see what a battle’s like?”

Mawile smiled. “Sure!”

Ash lifted her to the edge of his box, so she could see, and made his decision. “Ivysaur, you’re going out first.”

The Pokéball he was speaking to didn’t react, because it was a Pokéball. Presumably Ivysaur was fine with that, though.

“Actually, who’s my opponent…” Ash looked up, and frowned. “That looks familiar… isn’t that that kid who was after a Cyndaquil?”

“Will both contestants send out their first Pokémon?” the announcer called.

“Right!” Ash said firmly. “Ivysaur!”

“Sandslash!” his opponent called.


“I remember hearing about you,” Ivysaur said, tilting his head. “Wasn’t your trainer a bit of a jerk?”

“I must admit he was,” Sandslash confirmed, with a slight nod. “That is for the past, though.”

He brought his arms up into a ready posture, then separated the claws out and gestured. “Sandstorm!”

Ivysaur winced as the sand-laden wind kicked up. He lashed out with his vines, aiming to grab Sandslash before the shifting sands concealed him completely, but the pholidote jumped over one and sliced a nick in the side of the other – knocking it off course.

Then the Sandslash melted into the sand, and Ivysaur closed up his flower to protect it.

“I hate sandstorms…”

Something moved. Ivysaur reacted quickly, inhaling and launching a gust of wind from his mouth that blew a tunnel of clearer air into the sandstorm.

Nothing was revealed.

Then the faint tap of running clawed feet drew his attention – from behind. Whirling, Ivysaur fired a barrage of Razor Leaves towards the sound.

There was a grunt of pain, and then Sandslash loomed out of the storm with shocking suddenness – claws flashing, making Ivysaur give ground and dodge away from the Fury Swipes.

Using his vines as extra appendages, Ivysaur managed to fend off most of the swipes. One scored a line down his flank, making him wince, and he got a hit in in return with a second shower of Razor Leaves.

“Don’t stay in combat for long!” the trainer – Koji – called. “Stay in the sand!”

“Yes!” Sandslash replied, jumping back – just in time, as he was only caught in the fringes of a Seed Bomb from Ivysaur. The bomb did part of what it was supposed to, though, blowing the sandstorm away in a great plume of disturbed sand and revealing more of the battlefield.

Following up on his advantage, Ivysaur fired a shower of Magical Leaves. The multicoloured attack sprayed out in a broad cone, then focused back in on Sandslash and pelted him with leaves that detonated in a succession of small explosions.

“That’s enough for now, Sandslash!” Koji called, as his Ground-type skidded to a stop and crouched down. “Jumpluff, your go!”


Ash blinked. “Huh. Maybe he really has changed, I don’t remember him calling a Pokémon back before… speaking of which. Ivysaur, you okay to stay out?”

Ivysaur nodded firmly, before turning to the battle again.

“So… Pokémon can be called in and then go out again,” Mawile said, absorbing that. “So they can get a rest, right?”

“That’s right,” Pikachu confirmed. “Though admittedly most of the battles you’ve seen so far have been kind of unofficial…”


Ivysaur frowned for a moment, considering.

Jumpluff was high in the air, out of reach for a fair number of his attacks. There were always ones like Razor Leaf or Seed Bomb, but against a Pokémon with those types then asking nicely might be the better option…

Ah, that might do.

His flower opened again, shaking the sand out of it, and he rolled his neck for a second before concentrating.

The sand that had made the earlier sandstorm came rushing towards him, forming a ball in front of his nose and glowing red as it did so.

“Jumpluff!” Koji called. “Watch out for that, that’s a Rock-type attack!”

Jumpluff darted aside as the Ancientpower fired, then came swooping in. As he did, a blue-grey light began to shine in his top puff.

Ivysaur fired another Ancientpower, but the agile Flying-type dodged around the attack with a nimble grace.

“Acrobatics!” it announced, swinging one puff into Ivysaur’s side.

Empowered by the Flying Gem, Jumpluff’s attack hit with a force that belied his low weight. Ivysaur went bouncing and skidding across the arena, hitting the retaining wall with a wham, and took a few seconds to right himself once he came to a stop.

“Ow,” Ash’s Pokémon said indistinctly. “That was painful.”

“Ivysaur!” Ash called. “Use Poisonpowder, then he can’t get close to you!”

Nodding, Ivysaur opened his flower again. Purplish powder came out in a hazy cloud, hovering near him and making the Jumpluff break off a second attack run.

“Fairy Wind to clear it!” Koji instructed.

As Jumpluff duly did so, swirling around and producing a sparkle-laden gust, Ash spoke up again. “Whirlwind, and keep up the Poisonpowder!”

Ivysaur blinked, wondering what Ash was going for, but complied. He blew sharply, producing a wind of his own, and the wind focused and concentrated the poisonous dust he’d released into a plume that reached for the sky.

Jumpluff released his Fairy Wind, but the sylvan nature of the gust worked against it. Ivysaur’s improvised gust of toxic wind hit it, pushed it back, and reached Jumpluff with the cloud of Poisonpowder.

“Ergh…” Koji winced. “Okay, Jumpluff, Acrobatics again!”

Grimacing as the poison began to bite, Jumpluff darted down again. Already poisoned, the cloud held little fear for him, and he smashed Ivysaur around like a golf ball with a second Acrobatics.

That one was too much for Ivysaur, who passed out.


“Nice work,” Ash said, recalling Ivysaur. “Okay, I’m not sure who else he has, but…”

He frowned. “Wait a minute. Grass and Flying…”

Pikachu caught his meaning. “Really? The Silver Conference for her first battle?”

Ash shrugged. “Well, given the opponent…”

“True.”

Ash turned to Mawile. “Want to give battling a go?”

“Sure!” Mawile said readily. “What do I do?”

“Wait until the Jumpluff gets close enough, then use Ice Fang on it.”

She nodded, horn-jaws waving, and Ash recalled her before sending her straight out onto the battlefield.


Jumpluff blinked. “What?”

“Hi!” Mawile said, waving. “It’s my first official battle, so I’ll try to do my best!”

A little thrown, Jumpluff glanced back at his trainer. “What should I…”

Koji didn’t understand, but got the gist. “Uh… well, I guess it would help if we saw what his third Pokémon was – so hit her with Acrobatics again!”

“Right!” Jumpluff nodded, adjusting his angle slightly, and swooped down – building up a spin, to hit Mawile with his puff hard enough to knock her across the arena like he had Ivysaur.

“That looks like fun!” Mawile giggled. “All spinny!”

Jumpluff adjusted one last time, ready to attack, and- TEETH


“It somehow never fails,” Norman said, shaking his head, as Jumpluff plowed an icy furrow in the battlefield. “The first time someone meets a Mawile, they’re always tricked.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “It’s not like newly hatched Pokémon are always weak, either…”

“Newly hatched?” Caroline asked.

“Ash told us she’d hatched about… a few weeks ago, I think?” May frowned. “When he faced the eighth gym.”

“Interesting,” Norman commented. “So that must be an egg move.”


“Good work, Mawile,” Ash said, calling her back. “Let’s see what he’s got next, shall we?”

“Okay!” Mawile nodded. “Was that okay?”

“It was fine,” Pikachu told her with a smile.

Across the field, Koji took another Pokéball. “Typhlosion!”

“Typhlosion?” Ash repeated, as the fire-type formed. “So he did get one. Okay, let’s try… Totodile!”


Totodile looked up at the big burly badger. “Hi!”

“Hello,” Typhlosion growled. “You’re very small.”

“And you’re quite big!” Totodile said in reply. “I bet you find it hard to fit through doors! I sometimes have trouble, but only very little doors.”

“I’m not really allowed inside any more,” Typhlosion admitted. “I burned down half of Professor Elm’s lab… it was an accident…”

“Typhlosion, start this off with a Fire Blast!” Koji instructed.

“Ulp!” Totodile jumped into the air, using Aqua Jet to boost himself out of the way, and the Fire Blast detonated just behind him.

As he passed over Typhlosion, he aimed a burst of water down. The Fire-type replied with an Eruption, lancing flame into the air, and Totodile’s Hydro Pump kept him safe but evaporated in a great plume of steam before it reached its target.


“I hope you’re recording this, Ethan,” May whispered. “Maybe when I get Wartortle we can try something like that. That looks- whoa!”

Below, Totodile landed, and immediately had to head skywards again as his opponent charged in in a Flare Blitz.

“I wonder how they’re going to fix the arena…” Max said absently. “I mean, it’s getting pretty wrecked.”

“True…” May admitted, as the grass fire spread out and began to join up.


Totodile landed, rolled, and turned to fire back at his opponent. The first Scald met an Inferno coming the other way, but the second slipped past the Flamethrower aimed to intercept it and splashed across Typhlosion’s flank.

“Ow!” Typhlosion roared, stung. “Okay, that’s-”

Totodile hit him with a Hydro Pump, knocking him over backwards, then hesitated – as the Fire-type got back up again.

Typhlosion’s ruff blazed up brighter, this time with a flickering blue mixed into it. He set himself, paws against the ground and back arched, and then inhaled – massively.

“Careful, Typhlosion!” Koji called, warningly. “Remember what we talked about!”

“I know!” Typhlosion managed, then fixed on Totodile again. “Take this!”

With a ripping, tearing sound, a lance of purple-white fire blazed out.


“That’s… wait, Dexter, am I right about this?” Ash asked, squinting. “It’s a lot weaker than I remember, but – is that Blast Burn?”

I don’t know any other moves that are a plasma lance like that, but–

Pikachu overrode him. “Wait, look!”

Ash looked closer, and saw what Pikachu meant. There was a surf-roar of steam explosions under the sound, now he listened closer, and the lance seemed to be bifurcating near the end…

“Add Ice Beam to it!” Ash called, guessing what must be going on.

The moment after he gave the order, there was a definite change to the character of the clash. The white heat of the flame receded a bit, going yellow and then orange, and Totodile became visible again – jaw open, tail dug into the ground for balance, firing a stream of icy water which had just barely kept the unfamiliar form of Blast Burn from hitting him.

As Typhlosion’s attack finally fizzled out, Totodile stopped firing as well. He panted, water dripping from his teeth, and shook his head before feeling his jaw. “I think I strained something…”

“Totodile! Aqua Tail!” Ash called. “Quick!”

Totodile’s jaw may have been aching, but his tail was fine. He pulled it out of the ground, tilted his head forwards, and ran towards Typhlosion.

“Look out, Typhlosion!” Koji called, and the Fire-type shook himself out of his exhaustion. Lightning crackled in his fur, and he launched forwards in a Wild Charge.

Leaving it to the last minute, Totodile pushed off and did a forwards-roll over the charging Typhlosion’s head. As his Wild Charge died out in confusion, Totodile landed and rammed his water-cloaked tail home with full force.

Just to show he’d recovered, he added to that with a blast of water from a Hydro Pump.

Soaked, Typhlosion staggered a bit and collapsed.

“You did great,” Ash heard Koji say, as the other trainer called his Typhlosion back. Then Sandslash came out again, and Totodile was faced with a second fight in a row.


“Your friend seemed to have anger problems,” Totodile said.

“Yes, he does a bit,” Sandslash admitted. He took a stance, and spread his claws. “Sand-”

Totodile hit him with a Water Gun.

“Do you mind!?” Sandslash asked. “I was trying to… oh, whatever.”

He dove at the ash-marked ground, and vanished into it as though it were a swimming pool.

“Oh, right!” Totodile nodded. “That’s Dig! I know how to deal with Dig!”

He jumped into the air, and used Aqua Jet to keep himself in the air for longer, before launching down a blast of Hydro Pump towards the ground.

The soil and grass right under him quickly became soaked with water, and when he landed again it was with a marshy splash.

A moment later, the water drained away, and muffled cursing came from below him.

“Yep!” Totodile said, as Sandslash burst to the surface with a wet splat of mud a few feet away. “Diggin’ in mud’s hard!”

By way of reply, Sandslash slapped the ground. “Earth Power!”

Totodile jumped to the side as the crackling vein of Ground-type energy shot towards him, just about avoiding it, then ducked the sandy tsunami of a Sand Tomb and punched a Rock Slide rock in half.

Staggering back on one leg for a bit, he returned fire with another Scald which splashed across Sandslash’ spines and soaked him.

“Use Sand-attack!” Koji called. “Then Focus Blast!”

“Uh oh…” Totodile muttered. He lunged forwards, water spraying off him as he used Aqua Jet, and broke through the stream of sand to hit Sandslash just as the Focus Blast began to charge.

There was a bang.


Totodile landed, wobbled a few steps, and sat down hard. “I see pretty Starmie…” he said, eyes following something only he could see.

A few feet behind him, Sandslash hit the ground with claws ready. He took one step, and promptly fell down the hole he’d used for Dig.

“Sandslash?” Koji called, after a few seconds. “You okay?”

Several more seconds passed in silence, aside from Totodile slumping over and starting to snore, and the referee raised his flag. “Both Pokémon are unable to battle. Mr. Ketchum is the winner, as he still has one Pokémon!”


“Does that mean I kinda-sorta won?” Mawile asked, frowning. “I’m the only one left…”

“I think it does,” Ash smiled. “Not bad for your first match… I think that might just deserve ice cream!”

“Yay!” Mawile giggled.


“I have to say, Koji, I’m really glad you paid attention to what we said,” Ash told his opponent a few minutes later.

“Thanks,” Koji nodded. “That’s good to hear, especially since I know now you were the Indigo Champion last year. And… yeah, I just spent a lot of time trying to be a good trainer – two of my Pokémon decided to leave, but Sandslash and Skiploom were some of the ones who stuck around… I’m glad they did.”

“Wait…” Ash frowned. “Were you the one whose Typhlosion torched Professor Elm’s lab?”

Koji blushed. “Yeah, that was me. Quilava – well, he was one then – was being a bit listless, so I took him for Professor Elm to look at, and… well, he evolved.”

He shook his head. “Anyway. Good luck, Ash – can I call you that?”

“Sure!” Ash agreed. “Hope you do well too!”


AN:


And the Silver Conference begins!

First off, that guy is from the Entei at your Own Risk episode. He’s a bit swarmed.

As for the battle – well, Koji at least has improved markedly. When a Lucario tells you in no uncertain terms to improve, some people have the clarity to do so. It’s also a first battle for Mawile, and not a bad intro for her.

As an aside – someone has been very nice and done some fanart for this story! It’s linked on my profile, and is gorgeous.
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“You know,” Pikachu said, as they entered the box for the second match. “The grass seems awfully not burned given what we did to it last match. And we can’t be the only ones throwing around powerful attacks.”

“Yeah, good point…” Ash admitted. “Do they replace the floor or anything?”

I believe they have a groundsPokémon with Grassy Terrain, Dexter commented.

Ash nodded, pleased there was an answer. “That would do it. Hey, I wonder who our opponent is this time…”

“Good question!” Latias squeaked, hovering alongside. “Ooh, so this is what the trainers see during a league battle…”

“Yeah, it’s pretty restricted, I guess,” Ash said. “But I can see my Pokémon, and the battlefield, and that’s usually enough – though Aura Sight helps, too.”

“Right! And I guess you could see me if I was cloaked?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. He was about to go on, but the announcer cut in.

“And facing him, Macy!”

“Uh oh…” Pikachu muttered.

“What?” Ash asked. “I think I remember her…”

“Hi!” Macy called. “I really like you, Mr. Ketchum!”

“Congratulations,” Pikachu said, deadpan. “Meet your greatest threat. Fangirls.”

“I don’t get it,” Ash muttered. “Okay, let’s see…”

He selected a Pokéball. “Go! Houndour!”

“Slugma!” Macy replied, throwing her own Pokéball.


Houndour landed on lithe feet, and looked across the field at his opponent.

With a faint crackle, the grass caught fire around Slugma.

“Whoops…” it said, glancing down.

“I know the feeling,” Houndour said. “Right, battle time?”

“Okay!” Slugma said, ears flaring up.

“Blast him, Slugma!” Macy called. “Show him our passion!”

“Flamethrower!”

Houndour dodged aside, frowning as the grass-smoke began to spread out in an impromptu smokescreen. “Ember!”

The scatter of small fireballs did nothing in particular to the Slugma, but the way some of them glittered through the smoke but others vanished did tell Houndour one important thing – where to attack next.

He howled, a chilling sound, and then lunged forwards – bounding through the flames, and feinting left before hitting Slugma in the side.

There was a crackle of heat as Slugma’s skin shifted and the hot rock beneath glowed through, but Houndour was used to heat – indeed, he relished it, his Ability drinking in the flames and sending an extra pulse of energy through his body.

“Take this!” Slugma called, lunging at Houndour, and the Dark-type gave way and just about avoided being hit. The follow-up attack was more of a problem, though – an Earth Power which knocked him backwards and rolling out of the smoke cloud.

Shaking himself, he got up – facing the advancing wall of smoke – and let out a yip of confusion as eight Slugma came out of the smoke cloud.

He sniffed, trying to tell which was the real one by scent, then sneezed.

With all the ashes and soot in the air, that had been a bad idea.

“Ash?” he asked, glancing at the box for a moment.


Latias frowned. “Wait, they’re not setting the grass on fire…”

“Right!” Ash nodded. “Good spot. Houndour – none of them are real! They’re not making the grass burn!”


Houndour blinked in realization. “Oh, right! I missed-”

A rock came wooshing out of the cloud, making it billow, and he ducked with his belly flat to the ground to avoid being hit.

The Double Team of Slugma vanished, and Houndour frowned. Coming to his feet, he paced around the expanding circle of flame and smoke before firing a Dark Pulse into it.


“Houndour!” Ash called. “Look out, he’s-”

A shower of large stones came out of the smoke, spaced in a close pattern around Houndour. The canine Fire-type kicked off from the ground and smashed his forepaws into one, knocking it aside, and landed with a shake of his head – then nearly got clocked upside the jaw by a very, very fast lava-snail.

“-evolved,” Ash finished.

“Wonderful!” Macy called. “A symbol of the deep connection between my opponent and me!”

Pikachu glanced up at Latias’ invisible form. “Are you growling?”

Latias turned cherry-red under her feathers. “Eep – was I?”

Pikachu nodded slowly.

She didn’t know what to say to that.


Houndour jumped out of the way of the turbo-snail, keeping track of it as much by sound as sight – the high-speed Magcargo wasn’t moving quietly, after all.

“How exactly does this work?” he asked, running for a relatively safe area, and then jumped out the way as that became a dangerous area.

“Rock Polish, I think!” Ash called over to him. “Hey, Houndour! Dig!”

“Right!” Tail wagging, Houndour picked a spot and dug a hole into the ground – making it under just before Magcargo tried to knock him flat again.


“I hope he gets this right…” Ash said, squinting as the smoke irritated his eyes. He waved a hand, starting up the Airslip trick, and tried to keep both Magcargo and Houndour in view. “Come on…”

Can Houndour learn Dig? Dexter asked, confused.

Ash looked puzzled. “He’s a dog. And I know that Growlithe, Poochyena and Lillipup can do it…”


Magcargo slowed down a little, looking around. “Okay, where’d you go?”

There was a pause. Then Houndour lunged out of the ground just behind him, delivering a powerful blow with both forepaws, and added in a Crunch for good measure.

“Ow!” Magcargo snapped. “That hurt!”

“It was supposed to!” Houndour muttered, fighting to stay on the thrashing snail. “By the way - Foul Play!”

With that, he wrenched his neck around, and Magcargo overbalanced.

Panting, Houndour jumped off and dove underground again with a Dig – aiming to hit his opponent before it could right itself.

“Come back, Magcargo!” Macy called. “Star-”

Houndour came back out the hole he’d just dug, and pounced. “Pursuit!”

The impact finished Magcargo off.

“Phew,” Houndour said, tail wagging, as the smoke began to disperse. “Who’s next?”

His reply was a large, high-speed globe of water which slapped to the ground right next to him.


“A Starmie,” Ash frowned. “Those are tough, I hope Houndour’s ready for this.”

“That’s a Water-type, but also a Psychic-type…” Latias said, following along. “So I guess it’s even?”

“Starmie are fast, though,” Ash pointed out. “Type isn’t everything.”

“With you it sometimes doesn’t mean anything…” Pikachu quipped.


Houndour glanced over his shoulder, looking towards Starmie, and then jumped aside as another Water Pulse came in.

He jumped over the curtain of fire that was still rolling across the stadium, and hid in the smoke cloud.

“Right!” he said, before yelping as a Thunderbolt barely missed him.

Starmie followed that up with a Water Pulse and a Water Gun, and Houndour headed deeper into the smoke to avoid being pasted.

“Okay, let’s try-”

“Starmie, use Surf!” Macy called. “Quench those flames!”

“Houndour!” Ash called immediately. “Run forwards – get under the wave!”

Hondour spun towards Starmie, and began to run flat out – body flat and at full extension between long lopes, kicking up puffs of ash and dirt from the smouldering grass.

To either side of him the Surf hit the ground with a hiss, and he closed his eyes before barging through the leading edge of the watery attack.

He slipped on the wet, slick ash as he landed, rolled over once, and got moving just in time to avoid a Water Pulse.

“Keep it up, Houndour!“Ash called.


“He’s not attacking…” Latias muttered. “Is that bad?”

“I think he’s trying to,” Pikachu replied. “But he’s not able to stand still long enough to attack. Ash, what’s the plan here?”

“That water’s making more smoke,” Ash said. “It’s getting harder and harder for her to see through it… Houndour! Try now!”

Houndour nodded, and split off two duplicates as he ran. They crackled with Dark-type energy, formed into doubles of Lucario and Pikachu, and promptly got obliterated by a Thunderbolt from the hovering Starmie.

“Not thick enough, then,” Latias observed.

“Good work, Starmie!” Macy called. “Now, get that Houndour!”

Houndour zigged when he should have zagged, and got caught in the side by a Water Pulse. He yelped in pain as it smashed into him, knocking him off-course and skidding across into the smouldering area of the battlefield.

Starmie fired two follow-up attacks mostly-blind, producing wet slap sounds but nothing more.

There was a long pause. Then a Dark Pulse came flashing out of the smoke, and Starmie slipped sideways in the air to avoid it.

“Starmie!” Macy called. “Use Psychic to clear the smoke!”

A hammer of psionic force washed across the field from left to right, gathering up the smoke and forcing it out of the way.

And, smoke streaming around him as it plumed from his Dark-type shadow, was Ash’s Pokémon.

He wasn’t a little Houndour any more. Over twice as tall as before and easily three times the bulk, rangy legs ringed by bony manacles held up a pitch-black body with rows of bones across his back and with a spade-tipped tail lashing behind him.

His red jaw hung slightly open, baleful eyes flashing above it, and the two big bony horns topping his skull shimmered in the sunlight.


Houndoom snarled briefly, tail snapping across like a whip-crack, and this time four duplicates appeared next to him.

They poofed into the forms of Suicune, Entei, Raikou and Keldeo, and proceeded to charge in on Starmie as a group.

Starmie managed to blast away the Entei-copy with a powerful Thunderbolt, and the Raikou-copy ate a Water-Pulse which destroyed it as well, but then the pseudo-Suicune and the pseudo-Keldeo hammered Starmie into the ground and then jumped on it.

Before the starfish Pokémon could hover back out of the small crater, Houndoom pounced – both paws landing hard on the outer body, before slamming home a Crunch and using that as leverage to toss it across the battlefield like a frisbee.


Ash blinked. “Huh.”

There was a flicker of red light as Macy returned her Water-type.

“Uh,” she began, then rallied. “That’s another sign of our bond! Your Fire-type evolved as well!”

Houndoom looked over at Ash, and beamed. “I did it!” he yapped, tail wagging happily, and bounced around a bit. “I beat the Starmie too!”

Ash chuckled. “You sure did – nice work, Houndoom! Congratulations on evolving!”

“Thanks!” Houndoom barked, still prancing around. “That was a fun battle!”

“Okay, Electabuzz, we can still win this!” Macy called, getting their attention. “Go!”


Houndoom shook his head, focusing, and turned to face his opponent.

She gave him a brief, considering look, then put her hands together and launched forwards a Thunderbolt.

Houndoom feinted and dodged, snatching his tail out of the way of the attack, and then cracked it. “Beat Up!” he announced, one eye on his opponent, and sent in copies of the three Beasts to hit Electabuzz.

“Shockwave!” Macy called out, and Electabuzz’ horns crackled. She nodded once, and the two horns exchanged a flicker of lightning before producing a spherical electrical shockwave that burst the three incoming Beat Up clones.

“…that’s not very fair,” Houndoom said, a whining note in his voice. Then he released a Dark Pulse, blowing away the incoming Thunderbolt, and elected to close in instead.

Another Thunderbolt snapped past his ear, making him flinch away reflexively, and the third and last she got off before he arrived glanced off a horn and sent a tingle of electricity through his body.

Growling, he hit her with both paws, bowling her over, and her next attack – a Thunderpunch – slammed into his flank as he built up the heat for an Inferno.

Wincing, he focused the purplish flames and launched them down at his opponent. There was a crackle as the grass around crumbled further, but Electabuzz seemed fairly hale.

Then she pulled her other hand out from beneath her. Houndoom had just enough time to realize there was a Focus Blast glowing between the two forefingers before it hit him in the chin.


“Ouch!” Latias squeaked, as Houndoom performed a complete cartwheel in the air.

He landed surprisingly well, forelegs reaching out to slow his fall, but was still a little dazed when he landed – and then he took a Zap Cannon squarely in the shoulder, which detonated and crackled along his fur.

When it faded, Houndoom wobbled for a moment and slumped sideways.

Ash returned him with a smile. “That was awesome, Houndoom.”

He switched Pokéballs. “Okay, Donphan, let’s finish this!”


Donphan materialized. He looked at his opponent, then around at the stands, and blinked. “I have this strange feeling of deja vu…”

Shaking his head, he frowned. “Right. Battle time. Let’s try…”

Rearing up, he drove his hooves into the floor and sent a lance of brown-glowing energy forwards along the ground. Electabuzz tracked it as it came in, and jumped over it – avoiding the Ground-type attack, before landing again and throwing forwards a Signal Beam.

Donphan rolled sideways to avoid it, and discovered why Donphan didn’t usually do that as his tusk promptly stuck in the ground.

“…oh, this is embarassing.”

“Electabuzz!” Macy called. “Close in and get him!”

Electabuzz ran forwards, legs pumping, and her fist drew back and began to shimmer.

“That’s Ice!” Ash called urgently. “Look out!”

Donphan glanced at the oncoming Electric-type to judge her speed, and drew back his two hooves which were closer to the ground. Just as she arrived, he kicked off with them – taking a glancing and painful blow from the Ice Punch, but also knocking himself onto his back rather than his side.

As Electabuzz planted a foot and spun into a sweeping low kick, Donphan accelerated – moving rapidly out of the way of the attack before it could connect, and curving around to come in on an actual attack run with Rollout.

“Get another Ice Punch ready!” Macy called, and Electabuzz set her stance.

Donphan’s Rollout connected with an Ice Punch coming the other way, which sent both combatants bouncing backwards from the point of impact and knocked him out of his curl.

Electabuzz recovered first and pressed her advantage, running forwards to deliver another Ice Punch, and Donphan took it in the side as he spun up before shooting off to the other side of the arena.


“What now?” Latias asked, trying to follow the fight. “I think… well, does Donphan know any good ranged attacks? That Electabuzz seems fast enough to hit him as he comes in.”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “And no, he doesn’t… but he can come in faster. Donphan! Head around to the south side of the arena!”


Donphan changed course as soon as he heard, and accelerated – easily dodging Electabuzz’ Signal Beams she fired at him.

“Ram the wall and push off!” Ash added.

Trusting his trainer, Donphan charged the retaining wall. He hit with a crash, rolled part-way up it with his topspin, and then pushed himself into the air.

To his north, Electabuzz watched the hurtling elephantine Pokémon. She cocked her fist back, glowing with another Ice Punch, then frowned – squinting, as Donphan moved near the sun.

“Look out!” Macy called, suddenly realizing Ash’s plan. “Dodge!”

“Magnitude!” Ash ordered, as Donphan came down.

The impact made the stadium tremble, and Electabuzz had left it too late to run. Too close to the impact, she was battered into the air by a slab of arena underfloor knocked up by the impact, and Donphan ran her over with a Bulldozer just after she landed.

“Electabuzz!” Macy cried out. “Are you okay?”

Electabuzz twitched, looked up at the large Ground-type giving her a look, and tapped her hand on the floor twice.

“Electabuzz is unable to fight on!” the referee announced. “Victory to Ash Ketchum!”


Ash caught up with Macy as she left the stadium.

“That was a good fight, by the way,” he told her. “I know I kind of beat you with just two Pokémon, but – I thought I’d let you know it was good.”

Macy’s expression broke into a smile. “Thanks, Mr. Ketchum!” she said enthusiastically. “That means a lot to me!”

“Heh, it’s-”

“I mean, a lot!” she stressed. “I mean – I feel so lucky to have been beaten by you!”

Ash blinked. “Wait, what?”


Pikachu glanced up at Latias. “You realize you actually have to focus psychic energy to use Psybeam, right?”

Latias blinked. “What?” she asked, looking away from Ash trying with increasing desperation to end the conversation without seeming rude.

“You kind of looked like you wanted to get that trainer as far away from Ash as possible…”

Invisibly under her light-bending feathers, Latias blushed. “I did it again, didn’t I…”

Pikachu nodded.


“Here goes,” Misty said, leaning forwards in the box as the groundskeeper’s Grotle finished replenishing the grass. “Ash’s last qualifier.”

“Thanks for letting us sit here, by the way,” Brock added, nodding to Lance.

“The stadium’s built with plenty of room,” Lance told them. “And the Elite Four box seems to have been designed in case someone wanted their Wailord to watch… anyway, Misty, I hope you’re paying a lot of attention to all the battles.”

Misty nodded. “I’ve certainly been keeping track of the Water-types and anything else that’s relevant – for example, I can’t help but notice that someone had what looked like a Greninja, but Greninja don’t learn all those moves.”

“They don’t?” Lance asked, interested. “Well, well. I missed that one. Thank you for the information.”

He shook his head. “I must have been misled by how it’s a ninja.”

“Ninja or no ninja, they don’t learn Solarbeam or Night Daze,” Misty assured him. “I think everyone else missed it because they’re so rare here, but…”

Brock frowned. “Night Daze? Now you mention it-”

“Wait a minute,” Misty interruped him. “Is that Pietra?”

Brock turned back to the battlefield. “It is! Look at that…”


“Nice to see you again!” Pietra called.

“You too!” Ash replied. “Who are you sending out first?”

“You’ll know when I do it, of course!” Pietra told him.

“Please send out your first Pokémon on the count of three!” the referee said, raising his flag. “Three, two, one – go!”

“Azumarill, let’s go!” Pietra cried, throwing her Pokéball forwards.

Ash threw his Safari Ball. “Tauros!”


“Right, let’s get on with it,” Tauros said, rolling his neck. “An Azumarill, huh… well, I know how to handle that! Take Down!”

He bent down and charged forwards, hooves drumming on the springy grass underfoot.

Azumarill tilted his head as the bull came in, then jumped and twirled – the ball on the end of his tail enveloping itself in water just before impact.

Tauros grunted in surprise as the Aqua Tail hit – very, very hard. Water exploded out in all directions, knocking him to the side and making his hooves skid a little as he avoided falling over, and even after he recovered there was at least an inch of water on the floor.

“How exactly does that work?” he asked, hooves splashing in the water as he turned to face Azumarill more directly.

His opponent shrugged, and fired a stream of Muddy Water. Tauros snorted, squinting, and charged up it – sending up great plumes of water as his hooves propelled him forwards in the gradually deepening water.

Just as he reached Azumarill, he slowed – digging his hooves in and shedding speed. That threw Azumarill off, and his second overpowered Aqua Tail didn’t connect.

Tauros wasted no time capitalizing on it. He Stomped down at Azumarill as the Water-type landed from his jump, managing to connect with one blow of two before Azumarill blocked with his still-powered-up tail ball and produced another huge blast of water.

The water sluiced down Tauros’ hide, carrying the mud that had accumulated there, and the water level rose another inch or so.

“Seriously, how are you doing that?” Tauros muttered.

“I’ve just got Huge Power!” Azumarill replied, jumping at him. “Play Rough!”


Brock blinked. “Misty – why is that Azumarill swinging Ash’s Tauros around by its tails?”

Misty shrugged. “I don’t know…”

“Is your Azurill going to do that?”

“Only if I let Ash babysit, most likely,” Misty said.


Landing in a slippery, skidding kind of way, Tauros shook his head to recover before turning to face Azumarill once more. “That hurt,” he announced, and kicked a hoof irritably at the water. “And the lake doesn’t help…”

Azumarill added to the water with a Hydro Pump, and then looked at Tauros again. “Are you having trouble with all the water?” he asked. “I hope you’re not… that would be terrible…”

“You’re quite annoying, surprisingly,” Tauros announced. “Okay, that’s it.”

Snorting, he broke into a trot and then a run. “Giga Impact!” he said, pushing mightily to maintain his speed through the thigh-deep water.

“Waterfall!” Azumarill called in reply, cloaking himself in water and charging forwards.

Tauros skidded to a halt, the purple-yellow glow of his attack dissipating. “Sorry, meant-”

Azumarill hit home, with an almighty blast of water as his overpowered Waterfall connected.

“-COUNTER!”

There was a BANG, and Azumarill was sent flying into the air by a red flash of light as Tauros returned the power of the attack with interest.

Both participants came off badly. Azumarill hit the water – now over a foot deep – hard enough to make a loud smack noise, and bobbed to the surface a moment later looking much the worse for wear.

Tauros was worse still. He’d done what would probably have been a bounce if he were lighter, and fetched up against the retaining wall in a splayed pile of limbs. A long moment passed, then he pushed himself back to wobbly hooves.

“Ow,” he said, and met a Bubblebeam from Azumarill which finished the job of knocking him out.


“I wonder if I should feel guilty that I taught him that,” Misty muttered. “Well, the Bubblebeam bit, not the Aqua Tail stuff.”

Brock shrugged.


“Okay, time for my second Pokémon!” Ash said, grinning.

Pikachu sighed. “You’re really going to do this, aren’t you.”

Ash shrugged, and picked up the second Safari Ball. “Tauros!”


“…wait, I’m getting deja vu,” Pietra said, blinking. “And – okay, how is he standing on the water?”

She shrugged. “Well, I can hardly talk. Right, Azumarill – same as last time!”

Azumarill nodded, and dove under the water.


“Hmmm…” Tauros mused, keeping his eyes peeled. “Where might that Azumarill be…”

He shrugged. “Not that it matters!”

Bunching, he began to run – and his hide snapped and crackled with electricity as he used Wild Charge.

The entire miniature lake crackled and fizzed, and Azumarill burst back out of the water looking battered.

Unfortunately, he came out right in front of Tauros, who planted a well-aimed kick on his midsection to send the Water-type flying in the direction of the stands.


Azumarill halted mid-air as the LinesPokémon caught him, and then levitated him back to his trainer.

“Azumarill is unable to battle!” the referee announced. “He was defeated by Ring Out. Pietra to send out her second Pokémon!”

Pietra nodded. “Well, you’re best here!” she said brightly. “Go!”

Misty sighed. “Pokémon these days don’t appreciate water battlefields.”

Brock nodded sympathetically, and they watched as Pietra’s Rhydon surfed into the battle.

“That’s a better board than the one he had last time, though…” Brock pointed out, absently.


“That Wild Charge won’t work on me,” Rhydon said, slowing slightly, and then dipped his tail into the water and thrashed it to get back up to speed.

“Well, yes, I’d gathered,” Tauros replied, trotting around to keep his opponent in his line of sight. “Hold still, please!”

As he said that, he abruptly accelerated – hooves thundering along the water as though it were solid earth – and curved in towards Rhydon, snorting and bellowing.

“Iron Head!” he bellowed, his horns glowing with a silvery light as he approached.

Rhydon chuckled roughly, then drew back his fist.

“Left!” Ash called suddenly, and Tauros dug in his hooves and slowed – sending up a great wash of water which splashed Rhydon’s face, and made the Hammer Arm attack Ash had seen being prepared go wide.

As he curved, Tauros hit Rhydon with all three tails in succession – the first one was normal, but the second and third ones glowed with the same silvery light as his horn had as Tauros belatedly used Iron Tail.

Both those latter two impacts made crunch sounds which were audible from the stand, and Rhydon wobbled a bit before overbalancing and falling off his board with an almighty splash.

“He’s not down yet!” Ash told Tauros. “Look out!”

Tauros kept running, gaining some distance, then turned to look and saw Rhydon standing out of the water – his board on his head.

As he watched, Rhydon walked, then broke into a lumbering, sloshing run. He threw the board down into the water, jumped astride it, and used his tail to accelerate back up to speed.


“That’s going to get annoying…” Ash muttered. “That’s much faster than Rhydon normally are. Hmmm…”

He frowned for a few more seconds, then snapped his fingers. “Got it! Tauros, new plan!”

Tauros glanced over at him, still circling.

“Run straight at Rhydon!” he commanded.

“So… this is the old plan again?” Pikachu asked, as Tauros accelerated and charged in.

“Not really…” Ash said absently, frowning. “Right – Earthquake!”


About two seconds from reaching Rhydon, Tauros reared up. His hooves glinted for a moment, then he rammed them with full force into the water.

Although he was on water, not earth, the trick he was using to stand on the water made it react a lot like earth. The watery surface trembled, then knocked him backwards as it burst outwards in all directions.

Rhydon found himself abruptly facing a wave nearly as tall as he was. He turned to try to ride it out, but too late – the breaker curled over him and crashed down in a massive avalanche of water.

Tauros was similarly pulled down by the instant wave, and the remains of it slapped against the retaining walls and sent spray skywards.


“…that’s new,” Misty said, blinking. “Instant huge wave. I’ll have to see if I can do that somehow.”

“That reminds me, how would you deal with this Rhydon?” Brock asked, as he saw both Pokémon hauling themselves erect again – a bit bedraggled in each case, though Tauros seemed marginally better off.

“Kabutops and Leaf Blade,” Misty replied promptly. “Even if he’s more resistant to Water than usual, Kabutops could attack from unexpected directions with a Grass move.”

“Makes sense,” the Rock-type specialist… who had just the one Rock-type… nodded.


Tauros shook his head, recovering his senses, and then crouched briefly and reared his front legs out of the water. When they came down, they hit the water surface as though it were solid, and he used that as a lever to pull himself the rest of the way onto the water.

Rhydon was looking down at his board. “Oh no!”

“What?” Tauros asked, frowning. “What is it?”

Rhydon held up a small piece of fabric. “The arm strap came off! It’s not safe now!”

Tauros blinked. “…right…”

“That’s not fair!” Rhydon went on. “Take this!”

His horn began to rotate, faster and faster, and he crouched over and began a splashing run through the water.


Ash frowned. “That’s Horn Drill, and that means – right, I hope this works. Tauros! Cancel the water walk!”

Bemused, Tauros did so. He splashed back down up to his haunches, and faced the oncoming Rhydon.

“What are you-”

“Now, Fissure!” Ash shouted, just as Rhydon arrived.

The Fissure shook the stadium slightly, and hit Rhydon square-on – invisible under the deep coating of water covering the floor – at just the same moment the Horn Drill hit Tauros.

Both Pokémon went flying backwards, out for the count, and slammed down into the water.

Which was rapidly draining away.

“…did you plan that?” Pikachu asked, blinking, as the Fissure drained out the entire stadium in only a few seconds.

“Yeah?” Ash replied, sounding a bit confused. “Why? The others can’t water-walk.”

He picked up his third ‘ball for the fight. “Tauros!”

“You’re kidding!” Pietra called, as the third Tauros appeared. “You are kidding! You’ve sent out three of the same Pokémon?”

“They’re still different!” Ash replied. “What’s your third?”

Pietra blinked, glanced at her third Pokéball, and flushed slightly. “Uh… Dugtrio…”


“Does that really count as one Pokémon?” Tauros asked, as he jumped up and down a bit to feel the consistency of the ground.

“Yes,” Dugtrio said, all three voices in unison. “We train a lot to be this coordinated.”

“Okay,” Tauros muttered.

A ball of energy began to grow between his horns.

“What’s that?” Dugtrio asked. “It looks like-”

Tauros fired the Solarbeam.

The moment he finished, a Mud Bomb hit him in the side.

“Missed!” the Dugtrio said, then popped back down its hole.


Ash blinked. “Is that Dugtrio male or female?”

Pikachu cocked his ear, and listened for a moment.

“Two male, one female,” he said.

“Dugtrio are strange. Anyway… uh… Tauros! Can you use Earthquake?”

Tauros’ reply was to lean forwards, coming off the ground with his hind legs, before swinging back and driving them into the ground.

Another tremor resonated out across the stadium, driving the Fissure fissure to crack a little wider, and Dugtrio popped out of the ground before diving right back in as soon as the shaking stopped.

“Uh… right…” Ash frowned, as Dugtrio launched itself out of the ground long enough for a Fury Swipes before going right back in again.


“Over by the stadium wall!” Tauros heard Ash say, and lumbered over there.

“Okay, good!” Ash told him. “Now – Earthquake again!”

This time, Tauros saw the Dugtrio pop out of the ground. “Aha!” he bellowed, and charged forwards – and the Dugtrio promptly vanished underground.

“…well, bullocks,” he said, and glanced at Ash’s box. “Any ideas how I can whack some moles?”

“Yeah!” Ash replied. “We’re nearly done – now, go over to the stadium wall, and charge up Solarbeam!”

Nodding, and wincing as Dugtrio hit him with a nasty Slash, Tauros trotted over to the side of the arena and began to build a Solarbeam again.

There was the sound of a muffled argument from underground.

“What are we going to do? We can’t stay underground during an Earthquake!”

“I don’t know, you know everything!”

“Guys, we need to-”

Tauros slammed down an Earthquake, and the Dugtrio popped out of the ground again.

“Aaaaah!” they all called in unison, as Tauros fired his Solarbeam at the trio of Ground-type moles.

When the green beam of light faded, they were all unconscious – having fallen mostly back into a hole, but not far enough to keep them safe from the attack.

“Ash Ketchum wins!” the referee announced.


“I have to admit, Dugtrio confuse me, too,” Brock said, joining in the applause. “So… how does it work now?”

“Well, Ash is one of the first to finish the round-robin stage,” Lance told them, as Tauros and Dugtrio were recalled and the Grotle trotted out to refresh the grass. “So he’s probably got a day or so free before the elimination stage.”

“Okay, neat,” Misty said. “I guess he gets a day off…”


AN:


Continuing along with the Silver Conference…

The idea of a big, scary-looking Houndoom being a doofus amuses me.

As for that last battle… well, Tauros, Tauros and Tauros all wanted a go.






107. Johto 48


“Okay…” Ash said, frowning. “Not bad, but I think it needs to be faster.”

Understood, Lugia nodded, looking down at the craters. I’ll keep working on it.

“Good!” Ash called up. “And Ho-Oh – that curtain of fire?”

“Getting better at setting it up,” Ho-Oh reported. “It’s certainly helping me out, but-”

“Hey!” a voice called.

Ash turned. “Who is – oh, hey Wes!”

Wes nodded. “Yeah, it’s me alright. Don’t know if you’ve been checking the matchups..?”

“Nope, he hasn’t,” Pikachu chuckled.

“…yeah, Pikachu’s right,” Ash admitted. “I’ve got no clue.”

“Right,” Wes said. “Anyway. It’s basically me, and… well, I had this idea.”

Ash blinked. “I didn’t know you’d entered…”

“Rui insisted,” Wes sighed. “Disobey her at your peril… I basically got Celebi to take me around the gyms of Johto and got the badges in a day. Anyway… this idea.”

“Oh, right,” Ash nodded. “What is it?”

“Well…” Wes paused. “Actually, I don’t think you know this stuff. Those jerks in Orre who I stopped had a load of Pokémon they turned into Shadow Pokémon, including the three local Beasts. And I totally stole them back.”

He tapped his belt, and an Entei and a Suicune materialized.

“…huh,” Ash blinked. “I knew you had a Ho-Oh, but I didn’t realize you had Legendary Beasts too.”

“It was on the news… in Orre… when you were, what, nine?” Wes shrugged. “Doesn’t matter.”

“So this is who Ho-Oh mentioned?” Wes’ Suicune asked, in a deeper voice than Ash was used to. “Interesting.”

“Now now, brother,” the Entei smiled. “Ho-Oh was quite impressed – be more positive!”

Suicune looked skeptical.

“I apologize for my brother,” Entei chuckled, shrugging at Pikachu.

“Hey, I’m trying to have a conversation here,” Wes said without much heat. “Right. So, the idea was – both of us have all three Beasts, so we both use those for our match. It’s a three-on-three anyway, so…”

Ash blinked. “Oh, right. Yeah, the idea sounds pretty neat – I’d like to check with them, though.”

“Go ahead,” Wes shrugged. “I’ve got a couple hours until Rui’s done shopping.”

He blinked. “Wait a moment… hey, where’s Raikou?”

“Probably asleep,” his Entei said, rolling her eyes.


“So, what do you think?” Ash asked, some minutes later.

Suicune smiled. “It does sound like an interesting match – certainly a spectacular one! That Mr. Goodshow might like it a lot.”

“Yes, it’d be great to see if this other Raikou has any moves I can learn!” Raikou agreed.

“Question,” Entei said, frowning. “How, exactly, will the spectators know which one is which?”

“…good question,” Ash admitted.

“Well, I know exactly what I’m doing!” Raikou announced. “I’m getting that scarf out of where I left it and putting it right back on! And, not only that, I’m going to take my signs to battle!”

Suicune blinked. “Well… that will, at least, be distinctive…”

“Would Wood Hammer – well, your version – work on another Raikou?”

“Don’t see why not,” Raikou muttered defensively.

“Ash, can I borrow your hat?” Suicune asked. “Either one.”

“That’d be pretty good,” Ash nodded. “What about you, Entei?”

Suicune and Raikou exchanged a glance. Then they both grinned.

“Oh, no,” Entei said, shaking his head and backing away. “No, no, no. Not again!”

Ash held something out of his bag. “You’ll get this if you agree.”

“…fine, then.”


“Hi!”

The Houndour pack looked up. “What was that?” the alpha female asked.

Her mate frowned. “Not sure – but it might be-”

A Houndoom came pelting over the crest of the hill, skidded to a halt, and wagged his tail. “I’m back!”

There was a pause.

“Wait,” said one of the younger Houndour. “Did you evolve?”

“Sure did!” Houndoom nodded, happily. “I feel all tall now, and it’s kind of funny, but at the same time – I feel great! Really strong!”

“Son,” the alpha said, looking up – then stepping back, so he didn’t have to look up quite so much. “…I’m proud of you. Well done.”

Houndoom’s tail wagged faster. “That’s really nice of you, Dad – thanks!”

“You’ll have to tell us all about it,” his mother added. “Was this at the Silver Conference you mentioned?”

“Yeah! Okay, so I was fighting this Slugma to start with…”


“Thanks for inviting us into the box!” Molly said brightly, sitting down next to Misty. “It’s really big…”

“It’s usually less crowded than this, though,” Lance said, amused, as he watched the three shiny Beasts sprawled over two or three chairs each. “Don’t they have jobs?”

“Most of the Legendaries in Johto are actually within a mile of this building,” the shiny Entei said, and Molly translated for him.

“That’s quite… wait,” Lance said, counting to himself. “That might actually even be true.”

“It probably depends where the various Legendary Birds are,” Brock volunteered. “I assume there’d be a warning if there was anything major going on.”

“That’s a point…” Lance muttered. “I think I’m going to just make sure the patrol schedule’s up to date, though…”

As he got out a phone, Eevee jumped up onto her trainers’ lap and shifted to Sylveon. “This should be fun!”


“Will both competitors send out their first Pokémon!”

Ash chuckled. “Suicune, go!”


The blue-white-and-purple Legendary materialized on the battlefield, a wind whipping around her but not touching her snazzy-looking hat, and there was a ripple through the crowds.

Lance blinked, lowering his phone. “That’s quite a bizarre sight, even though-”

Then Wes’s first Pokémon materialized too.

“-what the heck!?” he gaped, seeing the Suicune there too. Then he looked between the field and the other Suicune, who craned her neck slightly to watch the battle.

“…this is not a normal day…”

“Well noticed,” Misty said, with a chuckle. “I think maybe we’d have been happier if this was the finals…”

Lance recovered a bit, and smiled ruefully. “One of the perils of an elimination tournament, I… think…”

His voice trailed off.

“Didn’t you have an Eevee?”

Molly’s Sylveon waved, shifting back to Eevee and then through all her other forms in a display of Shininess.

“If you’re wondering,” Brock added, “She’s why there’s such a thing as the Fairy-type.”

Lance sat down heavily.

“He’s funny,” Molly said, then turned back to the stadium. “Oh, look, they’re starting!”


“May our battle be productive and closely-fought,” Wes’s Suicune said, bowing his head.

“Indeed, and may both profit from the day,” Ash’s one replied. Then she chuckled. “Dear me… I hope that sounded formal enough.”

“Passable,” the male Suicune said, his own lips quirking in amusement. “Right.”

He pounced forwards, his wind-swirl abruptly tightening and focusing into a Gust which slapped forwards at Ash’s Suicune.

Her reaction was swift. She turned on the ball of her forepaw and pelted to one side, dodging the immediate threat, then strafed him with Bubblebeam – not that it did much damage.

In reply, Wes’s Suicune fired forwards a pair of Air Slashes, and Ash’s Suicune accelerated away from them – running a complete circuit of the arena in a breathtakingly short time, before coming back in from the other direction entirely and firing an Aura Sphere.

“Interesting!” her opponent said, bursting the incoming Aura Sphere with a blast of Extrasensory – then blinking, as it went on to not affect her at all.

Before he could recover from his surprise, Ash’s Suicune bowled him over and got in a quick Stomp before jumping free ahead of a Swift retaliation.

The sparling stars of the Swift attack followed her around the arena, chasing her and giving their master time to stand up, and as they finally arrived she launched out a huge spherical pulse of water to block them.

After that explosive ten-second exchange, the two Water-types went back to circling one another looking for an opening.


“Impressive,” Molly’s friend Raikou said, watching closely. “They’re clearly both very quick – and quick-thinking, to boot.”

He glanced aside at his fellow. “What would you do differently?”

“Well, I’m not as good as these two,” the shiny Suicune said thoughtfully. “I think I’d just rely on straight-line speed, and use my wind from a distance – but I’m not sure how that would go, with how many ranged attacks these two have-”

The battle erupted into high gear again.


Ash’s Suicune darted in, firing another Aura Sphere, and this time her opponent blocked it with a Hydro Pump. She shot a blast of Ice Beam at the attack, realized that meant she was now about to be hit by a lump of ice, and jumped out of the way before volleying in two Air Cutters to keep her opponent occupied.

He grinned, and batted them away with a Gust before retaliating with a Signal Beam. The burst of reddish, Bug-type energy played over her side for a moment, and then she released a big blast of water to diffract and dilute the energy of the attack.

Aside from making the ground more sodden, all this water wasn’t filling the stadium like last time – though buried by earth, the cracks left by the Fissure remained, drawing away the water and avoiding flooding.

Which was nice.

Suicune’s paws dug into the muddy ground, and she put on a burst of speed before shooting an Icy Wind at her opponent. He gave her a vaguely disappointed look and took the attack, not really bothering to dodge, and used the time to charge up something much more potent.

Ash’s Suicune recognized the incoming Hyper Beam just in time.

She dropped the attack she was charging in favour of a massive, overloaded water-shield, then pivoted on one foot and ran for it – using the sudden cloud of steam as cover, so by the time the Hyper Beam burned through her watery defence she was somewhere else entirely.

“She’s to your left!” she heard, over the roaring of the attack, and hissed – of course, Wes was helping his Pokémon.

As he should, of course… still, it gave her a problem, as her opponent promptly swung the Hyper Beam in her direction. She jumped over it, taking a nick to the ankle, and watched it finally fade out with some relief.

Then she tripped over.

“Ow…” she muttered, then scrambled to her feet and got out of the way of an Air Cutter.


“That wasn’t very like Suicune…” Misty said, looking closer. “Wait-”

“I saw it too,” Brock interrupted.


Ash cupped his hands around his mouth. “Suicune, look out! He’s using Grass Knot!”

“That explains that!” Suicune said, noticing another one forming and jumping over it. “Thanks!”


Another Extrasensory hit Suicune in the flank, and she ignored it completely – feeling very grateful indeed for the hat she’d borrowed. The next attack missed, and ironically did more damage – blowing a hole in the ground ahead of her and making her break stride to avoid the hole.

She skidded around, shedding momentum as she did, and fired an Aura Sphere before breaking back into a blisteringly fast sprint.

Wes’ Suicune dodged the Aura Sphere and broke into a run after her, and for several seconds the two of them jockeyed back and forth in a run so fast the wind snatched at the sleeves of people in the front rows.

Eventually, something gave. Ash’s Suicune was forced a little too close to the retaining wall, scraped into it, and bounced off in a complicated skid which knocked her opponent over. Both came rolling back to their feet in an instant, mud streaking their pure white-blue coats, and Gusts exploded between them.

Ash’s Suicune followed that up by charging up another white-frosted, icy attack, and her streamers whipped in a powerful wind. Her opponent, for his part, charged up a purplish Shadow Ball.

“That’s not going to-” he began, and then Suicune fired.

Much to his surprise, it turned out she’d used Freeze-Dry. The ball of cold exploded as it reached him, drawing out moisture from him and from the air, and he went skating backwards on an instantly-icy floor before regaining his footing.

The Shadow Ball whipped out in reply, and Suicune ran forwards – not avoiding it, but rather aiming directly for it.

“Mirror Coat!” she announced, and her body briefly flashed silver – sending the Shadow Ball right back at Wes’ Suicune.

That, finally, was too much.


Misty glanced at her watch. “…that took a lot less time than it seemed to.”

“We’re kind of fast,” Molly’s Entei said, shrugging his head. “I suspect it would have taken longer in a more open space, though.”

“Good point.”


Eusine glanced over at Morty.

Morty glanced back.

They both looked around at the various Pokémon also spectating from the Ecruteak Gym.

“…that was cool,” Morty said after a moment.

“Please tell me you recorded that,” Eusine said suddenly. “That was one of the most amazing-”

“Suicune vs. Suicune, eh?” Morty chuckled. “Why Suicune especially?”

“…grace, I think,” Eusine said, after a moment’s thought. “Entei and Raikou are fast and sleek, but Suicune has an air of indefinable… precision. Purity.”

He nodded at the screen, which showed Ash’s Suicune walking back over to her trainer’s box. “Look at her! She’s been battling another of near-equal power to herself, and she looks gorgeous!”

“Okay.” Morty raised his hands in surrender. “Fine, I get it…”


Ash took his hat back. “Nice work, Suicune. We should probably have you work on Grass Knot, it’s one of those useful moves.”

“Very true,” Suicune nodded. “Who next?”

Ash plucked the second Fast Ball from his belt. “Raikou,” he said. “Wes and I worked it out.”

“Right.” Suicune dipped a paw into his pouch for a moment, and withdrew a small flag. “I think I’ll go spectate from the box.”

With that, she darted back out onto the field, and loped quickly up the central rail of one of the flights of steps before leaping into the box.

Thus positioned, she began waving the small flag with Ash’s name on it.

“Okay, here goes!” Ash said, then glanced over at the referee. “By the way, Mr. Referee? We worked this out first.”

With that, he sent out Raikou. As did Wes.


“Here we go,” Ash’s Raikou said, rolling his neck around and adjusting his scarf. “That’s better – now, time for a right rollicking battle!”

His counterpart blinked. “…why do you have a bundle of signs across your back?”

“Why not?” the first Raikou asked. “Anyway, let’s get on with this!”

He pawed the ground, then pounced forwards. “Bulldoze!”

The other Raikou’s tail snapped across. “Reflect.”

Raikou ran into a wall of force.

“Ow!” he said, shaking his head. “Right, take this!”

Electricity snapped out, a great crackling blast of it which enveloped his opponent completely and turned the nearby grass brown and black from proximity.

“…was that supposed to do anything?” Wes’ Raikou asked, blinking.

“…not really, no,” Raikou replied, shaking his head. “Right!”

He pounced forwards again, this time ready for the Reflect. Wes’ Raikou jumped away as Ash’s one broke through the wall of force, and the two darted back and forth for several seconds exchanging physical blows or the occasional ranged attack.

This time, it was Ash’s Raikou who brought out something new. He skidded to a halt, paws slipping a little on the muddy ground, and – as Wes’ Pokémon came in for an Extremespeed – swung his sign bundle off his back.

“Wait, what the-”

Wes’ Raikou had just enough time to realize what was about to happen before it did.

“Wood Hammer!” Raikou called, and smacked his opponent in the side with the signs.


“…is that legal?” Lance asked, blinking.

Bruno shrugged. “Gurdurr can use their, well, their girder. And Marowak can whack their enemies with their marrows.”

“It’s certainly… inventive… of my brother.” Suicune shrugged, twirling her little ‘Ash’ flag. “It does give him options.”

“I wouldn’t want to be hit by it,” the shiny Entei said, to general agreement.

“Is it actually Grass-type?” Brock asked with a frown, and got shrugs.


“…what the heck was that for!?” Wes’ Raikou said, shaking his head and feeling his fangs. “Phew, you didn’t knock one of them out…”

“It’s Wood Hammer, of course!” Ash’s Raikou replied with a chuckle.

“That makes very little sense.” Sighing, Wes’ Raikou formed Double Team images and charged forwards – making the images overlap and swap places with his real body to obscure his location.

Ash’s one replied with a much simpler expedient. He dug a hole.

The doubles fizzled out, and Wes’ Raikou looked annoyed. “…oh, now that’s not-”

He jumped backwards, and fired a burst of Extrasensory which hit the ground just as Raikou burst out of it.

“Whoops!” Ash’s Raikou chuckled, not particularly bothered by the psychic attack due to the shielding effect of the ground. “Right, take this!”

He pounced forwards again with the Wood Hammer ready to go.

Unwilling to be hit by it, the other Raikou darted away and formed Double Team doubles again, using the confusion caused by them to refocus and pick a new attack method.

As the Wood Hammer smashed another illusion and went for him, he snapped out at it with a Crunch.

This may have been a mistake, as he got a mouthful of splinters. Then he was forced to let go as the indignant wielder snatched it back and slapped him in the muzzle with a Rock Smash.


“This is so cool,” a young trainer said, watching with amazement as the two Electrical beasts blazed back and forth across the battlefield. “Raikou are amazing!”

“Again with the Raikou,” his friend chuckled, shaking her head and sharing a glance with Little Miss. “You weren’t like this over the Suicune.”

Jimmy shrugged. “Raikou are better.”


“Okay, we’re pretty evenly matched,” Ash’s Raikou said, some minutes of slogging, snarling battle later. “I’ll give you that! But! This is my newest move!”

Electricity began to collect in front of his muzzle, and he focused half on it and half on his opponent – wary for a surprise attack from the other Electric-type.

Slowly, gradually, a ring of lightning formed. Then another.


Misty blinked. “Wait, is that…”

“…oh, dear,” Suicune sighed. “This could get loud.”

“Is this that move he wanted to throw the fight just to learn?” the shiny Entei asked. “I didn’t know he’d learned it yet.”

“Well, last I heard…”


Frowning, Raikou managed to complete the third ring. “Aha!” he said, and set them independently rotating around one another.

The magnetic field within began to twist up into a complex coil, holding more and more energy stored within.

“What, exactly, is that?” his opponent asked, looking a bit closer. “There’s a lot of power going into it…”

“Volt Crash,” Raikou said absently.

“What?” Wes’ Raikou replied, blinking. “I’ve never heard of that before…”

Ash’s Pokémon didn’t answer for a moment, as he twisted the fields tighter and tighter until they were wound up like a spring. “Hold on, nearly got it…”

Suddenly getting a sinking feeling, Wes’ Raikou formed a Light Screen and crouched – ready to dive for cover from whatever this was.


Pikachu blinked. “Wait, that’s not quite how it works. He’s not doing the backstop step.”

Ash put his hands over his ears, and after a moment Pikachu followed suit.


“HA!” Raikou grinned, deciding it was charged up enough. “Volt Crash!”

The rings locked together, allowing all the coiled potential to escape at once.

Unfortunately, in his eagerness, Raikou had forgotten one of the steps.

When Pikachu used it, he made sure that there was one path that was much easier than the other one – usually by charging his own body up to the point that it repelled the charge and made the other route the easiest.

As Raikou had forgotten this, the Volt Crash fired in both directions at once. Both he and his opponent were hit by an earsplittingly loud horizontal lightning bolt, hurled against the wall of the stadium nearly at the top, and slid limply down opposite walls.


“…ow,” Wes said faintly, blinking away the flash blindness. “What just…”

He squinted through the flash, and saw that both Raikou were unconscious.

“Huh,” he said, shaking his head. “That’s a new move on me.”


Ash recalled Raikou, and switched to the third and last Fast Ball.

“Okay, we’ve probably got this,” he said, remembering Suicune was still available. “But let’s make it a good one.”

With that, he sent out Entei.


As Wes sent out his own Entei, the people in the stadium realized that – yes – they were watching a match that was one hundred percent Legendary Beast.

There were some cheers, though not many – most were a bit stunned.


Lance craned his neck. “I think Charles Goodshow is about to explode.”

“Well, I suppose this is certainly a spectacular match,” Brock chuckled. “What do you guys think?”

“It’s been good so far – wait, what exactly is my double wearing!?” Molly’s friend Entei said, staring down into the arena.

“I helped do them!” Molly announced proudly.


Wes’ Entei held a paw to her mouth, trying to stifle her laughter.

“Not. One. Word,” Ash’s one growled, as the ribbons tied on his mane, spikes and tail fluttered in the wind.

“I’m sorry, I just-” the female Entei began, then broke down in giggles.

“You realize I’m the girl here, right?” she asked, between fits of sniggering.

“It’s a long story,” Ash’s Entei muttered. “Anyway.”

He took a deep breath, then pounced forwards – opening matters with a Stomp.

The female Entei replied by feinting left and jumping right, avoiding the paws aiming to hit her in the flank, and skidded around to swipe with her paws at him in turn.

She followed that up with an Incinerate attack, producing a plume of smoke and flame as it licked along his side – not doing anything in particular to him, though, being nowhere near hot enough to do serious damage.

“Whoops!” she said, then avoided a sudden darting Rock Smash and gained some distance.

The male Entei grinned, charging an Aura Sphere, and fired it out as he ran after her.

As it spun after her, the female Entei reached the side of the arena. She jumped, using it as a springboard to pounce off in another direction entirely, and produced an almighty BOOM as she fired off an Eruption in the middle of the arena.

“What was that in aid of?” Ash’s Entei asked, suspiciously, as the cloud of smoke roiled skywards. “That wasn’t even trying to hit me…”

“You’ll find out,” she twitted him, before jumping at him in a spark-strewing Flame Charge and snapping with Bite.


Ash watched the pure-white smoke cloud rising into the air. “Hold on a moment… that looks familiar. Isn’t that what the smoke-cloud looks like when Charizard uses the full version of Blast Burn?”

“It does,” Pikachu agreed. “And I guess that means-”


Ash’s Entei jumped back, firing a Lava Plume to cover his departure, and the Orrean one glanced skywards.

“Ah,” she said, satisfied. “It’s ready.”

“What’s that?” Ash’s one asked. “What’s-”

A water droplet landed on his nose.

“No,” he said, with a sigh. “You’re kidding.”

“What is the problem?” the female asked, cocking her head and shaking her fur out as the rain began to fall out of the steam cloud. “I happen to like how I look in the rain.”

“I don’t like you,” Entei informed her. “Not one whit.”

“That’s okay, then,” she replied. “It’s a battle, after all.”

With that, she dug in her claws and darted forwards.


“Silly Entei!” Molly said, shaking her head. “She summoned rain! Why would a Fire-type do that?”

“Well, her opponent’s a Fire-type as well,” Suicune pointed out. “So maybe she felt the disadvantage was even.”

“I suppose that’s possible,” her doppelganger mused. “How did she do it, though?”

“I think it’s hydrogen,” the shiny Raikou said.

They looked at him.

“It’s simple – hydrogen explodes, and it creates water vapour – which cools to form a raincloud,” he explained. “She just did it that way. Interesting form of Rain Dance, if you ask me.”

“Yeah, that could be it,” Brock agreed, listening in.

From the drumming rain that filled the stadium and nowhere else, flash-bangs of Fire attacks and the occasional sign of something else could be seen.


“Aura Sphere!” Entei announced, firing it off into the rain. It curved, hitting his opponent as she dodged, and he followed up on that by pouncing in and hitting her with a Crunch.

One of his ribbons came off in tatters as she retaliated, her paws raking down his side, and he grunted before being blasted away by a Lava Plume.

Skidding to a stop, he took stock.

Fire moves were being weakened by the rain.

Aura moves still worked, but they didn’t have much punch – and he needed to win this fairly fast, she was more used to the rain than he was.

That left…

“Right,” he said, shaking his fur out. “Still not very good at this…”

His opponent pounced forwards, and he went flat before rolling and kicking out as she went overhead. That staggered her slightly as she landed, buying him time.

The ribbon tied closest to his forehead pulsed slightly, and he launched a barrage of rocks at his opponent with a Stone Edge.

They hit Wes’ Entei hard, and she skidded backwards on the slick earth.

“I see this isn’t working too well,” she said, then formed a Smokescreen before the second Stone Edge came crashing in. “Right, let’s change this up!”

Another huge explosion covered the battlefield. This one blew the entire Rain Dance cloud away, and made everyone in their seats feel a bit overwarm.

“What was that?” Ash’s Entei asked, blinking in the sudden light, and frowned as the scorched grass disintegrated.

He looked up for a moment, and saw that there was a lot of ash and dust spiralling skywards as the heat drew it out of the stadium roof.

More air rushed in at ground level to replace it, and the quickly-drying earth of the stadium floor began to flake up.


“I love this,” Mr. Goodshow said, in tones of great joy.


“Did she just use Sandstorm?” the shiny Entei asked, blinking. “That’s new…”

“I wonder why she did it,” Misty frowned. “Maybe it’s to hide in?”


In a Pokémon centre a little north of New Bark, Nelson was glued to the television.

“This is so cool!” he said, and his Croconaw chuckled.

I guess at least he’s seeing Entei on TV…


In the swirling, growing sandstorm, Entei emitted a subsonic growl.

He’d hoped the Expert Belt-boosted Stone Edge would take the edge off her – no pun intended – and this sandstorm was quite unwelcome.

As he considered, she loomed up out of the dust in a shower of sparks. She pounced at his ruff, he retaliated with a quick, half-formed Aura Sphere, and they shared ten seconds or so of snarling combat before she bounded off back into the Sandstorm.

“She’ll be making it hail next…” Entei muttered, then frowned – struck by a thought.

This whole thing was one big cyclone – hot air fuelling a vortex.

But so was that move of Lucario’s he liked to show off – the Dragon Uppercut or whatever it was.

So perhaps he could intensify it and hijack it.

Entei saw a shape prowling in the sand, and fired an Aura Sphere to keep her honest. It popped, revealing itself to be a Double Team, and he hissed.

Better make this quick.

Flame sparked around his paws and along his back as he charged up and inhaled. A heavy feeling developed in the air.


Karen’s Absol blinked, from where she and her team were watching the match on television half a mile away. “I just got some very mixed messages,” she muttered.

“What’s that?” her teammate asked with a caw.

“It felt like there was about to be a very small volcanic eruption-”


Entei roared, using Eruption.

The column of fire that normally distinguished the move, however, did not form. Because he had used Eruption underground.

The whole surface of the arena trembled, then burst upwards at the centre in a shower of pebble-sized lumps of hot rock. All that extra heat fed into the Sandstorm, hijacking it, and Ash’s Entei directed the majority of the wind by heating it in specific places.

The practical upshot of which was that Wes’ Entei was hurled into the air, pelted by lumps of rock, then crashed back to the ground as it rained rocks in all directions.

Ash’s Entei did not escape unscathed, either. Two or three of the smaller ones hit him in the sides and back, then a particularly large piece of glowing stone bounced off his chest and made him cough, winded.

It seemed, though, as if that had been as much as his opponent could handle. Entei waited a moment longer, to give her the chance to stand again (and get his breath back) – then roared again, this time in triumph.


“Well done, Entei!” Ash called. “That was pretty cool!”

He looked at the smouldering crater, the piles of rocks, and the irritated Alakazam levitating the debris down to ground level. “I think you might have overdone it, though…”

The referee coughed in the smoke. “Uh… I guess… Ash Ketchum wins?” he said, questioningly. “Why were there so many Legendary Beasts?”

“Some of them are Orrean!” Wes shouted. “Long story!”


“That was great fun!” Molly said with a smile. “Are you that powerful?”

“Not quite, Molly,” her friend Suicune told her. “Not yet. We’re working on it, though, when we get the time. A lot now, actually, since most Legendaries of Johto and Kanto are in the building.”

“I do wonder who’s taking over their duties, though…” the shiny Raikou mused. “Lugia, especially.”


“Oh, not again…” Lugia sighed. “Silver?”

“Yes, momma?” Silver replied, looking up from playing a game of polo with Slowking.

“Stay here for a bit, okay? Ask Slowking to call Melody over if you’re bored. I’ve got to go and teach some naughty Birds a lesson.”

She spread her wings, and took off into the sky over Shamouti Sound.

“It’s good of her to do this,” Slowking said placidly.

“I guess…” Silver nodded, and swung his neck. “Hey, look, it went through the hoop that time!”

“You’ve got good aim,” Slowking smiled.

There was an explosion out over the sound.

“Momma’s powerful,” Silver said, glancing up at the very one-sided battle. “Lots more since that time she got all scary.”

Overhead, another Shadow Blast cannoned out and smacked into the fleeing Moltres.

“And stop setting fire to the other islands!” Lugia shouted after him as he dove for safety on Fire Island.


Professor Oak sat back. “Well,” he said, shaking his head. “That was impressive…”

A roar sounded outside.

“Oh, what is it now…” he asked the air.

A Charizard, Damos replied promptly.

“Thanks,” Oak nodded, and stood. “I wonder who that could be…”

He opened the door, and was confronted by the Charizard Damos had mentioned.

“Hello-” he began, then stopped. “…I know you, don’t I?”

The Charizard nodded, looking a little shame-faced.

“Oh, dear me…” Oak said, shaking his head. “Don’t be ashamed, Charizard! I knew you were going, and I gave my blessing. I’m glad you’ve come back at all – it means a lot to me.”

He stepped back from the door. “Do come inside – I’ll get some of that pocky you like.”

Charizard perked up, and he growled a question.

I can translate for you, Damos volunteered. Free of charge.


AN:


And we start getting into the chapter-commanding battles. The remaining five are all six-a-side, so might take a while…

Speaking of which, I’ve been asked several times in the last couple of days what my update schedule is. The answer is – as soon as the chapter’s finished.

Every single day since last October, without fail, I’ve written 1000 words or more on this fanfic. And I’ve got a full time office job. I am getting the chapters to you as soon as I can be sure they’re better than random smackings on the keyboard, and I don’t really have a schedule per se beyond “write all the things!”.

So… asking me what my schedule is makes me annoyed, please don’t, be assured that if I know when I’m posting a chapter it’s because it’s about to be posted.

Anyway. The actual chapter.

Wes was a late entry, mainly made possible due to Celebi. Yes, that means there’s two Ho-Oh in the region. Of his beasts, I had the Entei be the girl, because it amused me.

The Suicune battle was mainly about speed, the Raikou battle about trying not to be hit by a Ground-type attack, and the Entei one about weather and weather conditions and the occasional explosion.

Also – that is not how you Volt Crash.

As for the subsidiary stuff, Lugia’s mate is taking over his job for a bit and has an unusual way of purging lingering corruption from her Shadow sojurn, while Houndoom is reconnecting with his family after a short hiatus and Professor Oak has an old friend visit.

And all three Beasts have their own fans.






108. Johto 49


“Hey, Ash?” Pikachu asked, looking over the bracket list as they waited in the box.

“What is it?”

“Remember who Jon Dickson was? The name seems familiar.”

“I think…” Ash blinked. “Oh, wait. Yeah, I remember him. Last time. We didn’t fight him, but…”

“Oh, yeah. Oh.” Pikachu blinked. “What’s up with the random slot assignment for this tournament? First Wes, now the guy who won this last time around.”

Ash shrugged. “I’ll take it over Rocket attacks every other day.”

“True…”

“Will both contestants send out their first Pokémon?” the announcer asked. “And a reminder that this is a six-Pokémon match!”

“Right!” Ash said, taking his first ‘ball. “Meganium, go!”


Meganium materialized on the field. She took a breath, and let it out. “Right.”

Her opponent formed a moment later – a finned blue Vaporeon, tilting its head to regard her.

For a couple of seconds, they both looked for an opening.

“Ice beam!” Jon called, and Vaporeon sprang forwards.

Meganium waited for a moment longer, until the Water-type was preparing his Ice Beam, and then shook out her leaf. Petals shot forth, forming a dense cloud around her in the twinkling of an eye, and she nodded forwards. “Petal Blizzard!”

Vaporeon’s Ice Beam crashed into the cloud of petals, freezing them and making them shatter or fall to the floor, but was unable to do more than keep a tunnel open for the Water-type to run up – it didn’t have the throughput to actually break past and damage Meganium, at least not at first.

Seeing that the beam’s leading edge was approaching her, Meganium kept up the blizzard of pinkish blossom. Her vines whipped out, reaching for the Vaporeon’s tail, and she managed to snag him with her second attempt.

The Ice Beam splashed across her flank just as she caught him, and she winced before pulling with all her strength. The Vaporeon yelped as it was unceremoniously thrown into the distance, then dissolved into a ball of water before it hit the ground and reconstituted once it had finished splashing.

Meganium exhaled a cloud of glowing pollen over her own flank, healing herself a little, then ran to one side as she was targeted by a jet of Icy Wind.

Her flower pulsed, and she salvoed out a dozen Magical Leaves which homed in on her opponent – and the Vaporeon dissolved back into water again, so the attacks barely did anything.

“That’s going to be tricky,” she mused, electing to fire some more Razor Leaves to try and catch him when he reformed. Unfortunately, though, Jon’s Pokémon seemed to be familiar with this trick – he stayed liquid for several seconds, then jumped back to solidity as soon as her barrage paused and began a quicksilver run across from one side of the arena to the other.

Catching her breath, Meganium launched into a Leaf Tornado – spraying much of the battlefield with leaves, though they were so diffuse that only one or two actually connected.

“Blizzard!” Jon shouted, and Vaporeon jack-knifed into a turn that avoided the main focus of Meganium’s attack before firing a wet, swirling cloud of cold air and water at her.

Meganium stepped back, wincing, and took the brunt of the icy attack with a grimace. Frost formed on her petals, and she shook it off as soon as it began to fade.

She began to heal herself again, then switched tactics abruptly and fired a Seed Bomb at her opponent.

That connected – caught off-guard, Vaporeon didn’t have the time to go liquid, and the blast blew him halfway across the arena.

Meganium healed the worst of the ice damage, frowning at the sight of her browned petal-tips, then summoned another wave of petals and streamed them forwards as her opponent came back in.


“Meganium’s having a few problems doing good damage,” Ash said, frowning. “Perhaps she needs to – yeah. Meganium!”

Meganium began to turn to him, but was abruptly a bit busy. Vaporeon launched a wave of water at her, melding into it and attacking out of it at unusual angles as it crashed to the ground, and Meganium’s petal blizzard tightened in around her body for defence.

Vaporeon got hit painfully as he tried to jump out, then just as he retreated Meganium blasted the petals out in all directions and hit him solidly.

“Yeah?” she asked, as Vaporeon hit the wall with a splash in water-form.

“Sweet Scent!” Ash ordered. “As much as you can do!”

“Right!” Meganium replied, and began to pump the soothing, distracting pollen out from her flower. It filled the air as a faint pink mist, and Vaporeon paced around the outside of it – not wanting to get closer.


“Okay, Vaporeon!” Jon called, frowning. “Blow that scent away with an Icy Wind!”

Vaporeon nodded, and inhaled – building the power for another Ice attack. He launched it, and immediately ran up behind it as he sustained it – carving a shimmering-blue path into the pinkish mist.

The Meganium watched him coming, and her vines whipped out again. Vaporeon dodged left, then right, tail whipping around to stabilize him and keep him inside the swept zone, and then he was close enough and dropped the Icy Wind to instead fire a full-on Blizzard.

The attack crashed out, breaking easily through a petal shield the Meganium threw up, and Vaporeon had just enough time to feel gratified before he felt the vines coming back for another go.

Instinctively, he used Acid Armor to dissolve into a puddle of water, and the Sweet Scent cloud closed over him.

…that may not have been the best plan, he thought to himself. Mentally gathering himself, he jumped back out of his puddle-form to try and either hit Meganium with another attack to finish her off or just to gain a greater distance before trying something else.

Neither happened. Instead, as soon as he emerged, a horizontal tornado of petals and leaves and grass hit him and drove him into the arena wall.

It did smell nice, though. There was that.


Meganium panted as the Leaf Storm aftereffect bit into her reserves.

There was at least half an inch of ice cracking off her front, her petal was very cold indeed and she was fairly sure that if she moved her antennae they’d turn out to have snowballs on them.

But, as her attack faded, she was fairly sure she’d handled the Vaporeon.

“Good work,” she heard the other trainer say, returning his unconscious Vaporeon.

“Ash?” she asked, plaintively. “Can I have a rest now, please?”

“Sure!” Ash told her, and she vanished in a beam of red light.


“That was pretty cool,” Max said, adjusting his glasses slightly. “I guess the type advantage was all over the place there – Meganium had the upper hand on type, but Vaporeon was really good at avoiding taking that kind of damage.”

“Right,” Norman agreed with a nod. “Some Pokémon have unique powers which make the normal type chart nearly meaningless. I actually think an Ice-type attack would have worked best against it, to try to freeze it in puddle form.”

“Ice-type, eh…” May grinned. “Hey, maybe I could try something with Wartortle and Glaceon…”

Her expression sobered for a moment. “I miss them.”

Caroline squeezed her hand wordlessly.

“Hey, look!” Max said, pointing to the arena. “They’re sending out their next Pokémon!”

Jon’s Rapidash formed first, a fine mare with a sleekly groomed coat. She stamped a hoof, glaring proudly across at her opponent as he formed.

“That’s a Shiny Pokémon, isn’t it?” Caroline asked. “Your friend is very lucky, they’re so rare!”


“Right, you fine filly, let’s do this,” Noctowl said, flapping his wings and ascending. He soared skywards in a glide, letting his momentum die down until he hung for a moment in the air, then turned downwards and accelerated.

White wakes formed around his wings, and he rolled out of the way of a Flamethrower before spinning off a pair of Air Slashes and pulling back up.

The blades of wind struck Rapidash across the side, and she snorted with contempt before launching another jet of flame skywards. It washed across Noctowl’s path just ahead of him, and he wove skilfully out of a collision course with the flaming blast.

He performed another flip, spinning wind around his tail, and dove in with his wings crackling with golden fire. “Tally-ho!”

Rapidash broke into a canter, and then a gallop, circling the arena with a trail of fire behind her flying hooves. Her movement forced Noctowl into a tighter turn, and his Sky Attack failed to connect as she jinked away from his path.

Leaning forwards on her forelegs, Rapidash kicked out behind her at Noctowl – aiming to knock him down. The hooves whistled around him, and he wove a complicated path to dodge below her first swipe and come out from under her body barrel before she could readjust.

As a parting gift, he spun off another Air Slash and flicked it along her flank. That didn’t actually hurt her much, but it did seem to make her annoyed.


Ash watched the battle, squinting against the occasional flashes of intense flame. “Good work, Noctowl!” he called. “Keep it up!”

“Why haven’t you sent me out yet?” Pikachu grumbled.

“I want to see what he’s got,” Ash told him. “I only really know he’s got a Rhyhorn…”

“I can handle a Rhyhorn any day,” the Electric-type muttered, shaking his head. He sighed. “I know, I know, let everyone else have a go… but I’m getting bored.”

“You seemed to be having fun sparring with Raikou last night,” Ash pointed out.

“Beaning him in the head with his own signs, you mean. Volt Crash is not a toy!”


Rapidash shook her mane out, sparks falling from it, and broke into a canter again. She crouched, legs bunching, and sprang into the air in a Bounce.

Noctowl rolled sideways, trying to get away from her as she climbed, and she launched out a Fire Blast which forced him to abandon his attempt to get away.

Turning towards her as she reached the apex, Noctowl fired an Extrasensory, and Rapidash shook her head before forming a curtain of flame all across her body and kicking out at Noctowl.

He burst.

Rapidash blinked, before falling back earthwards and landing lightly. “What-”


“Noctowl!” Ash called. “Any luck?”

“Dashed if I’ve been trying and trying, but she’s not really being hurt much!” Noctowl said, dropping his illusion and revealing himself to be hovering just in front of Ash’s box. “That’s one resistant Rapidash!”

“Okay,” Ash said, frowning, as Rapidash began to come over. “Keep it up, though – you’ll do some damage eventually!”

“Agreed, but it might take a while…”

Rapidash arrived, horn stabbing forwards, and discovered that Noctowl had left another double.

Another version of the Flying-type dropped down towards her, and she kept one eye on it as it formed an Air Slash and attacked.

This time, she paid more attention, and felt the impact of an Extrasensory on her flank just as the Air Slash hit. It felt subtly different, enough she could tell now she was paying attention…

She pushed out a wave of flame in all directions, which popped the illusion but didn’t do much beyond that.


“I think I’ve lost track,” Norman said quietly, as Rapidash burst illusion after illusion with waves of flame. “Where’s Ash’s Noctowl?”

“I have no idea,” his daughter replied. “I think only Ash knows, because he can apparently do things like that now.”


Rapidash looked around, flanks heaving.

Where was the infernal Noctowl!?

She’d landed dead-on hits on what had looked like him at least twenty times now, and of course none of them had been the real-

“Overheat to your left!” her trainer snapped.

Rapidash didn’t question it. She turned, and launched out a sudden intense torrent of flame.

There was a pop, and a caw, and Noctowl rose out of the blast on smouldering wings. He flapped hard, smoke streaming from his feathers, and managed to get out of the attack basket.

“Ow,” he said faintly, glancing back and noticing his tail was smouldering. “I’ve only gone and bally well caught fire, haven’t I?”

Ash waited a moment, then called out. “Noctowl, you may as well come back! Good work!”

“Positively delighted to be back, old bean…” Noctowl replied, just before Ash returned him.

“Right.” Ash frowned, judging the state of his opponent’s Rapidash. Kind of tired, but still ready for a fight… and if she went back now, then she’d just be back stronger.

His best choice was probably-

“Lapras!”


As Lapras appeared, Jon did his own set of calculations.

Rapidash was tired, right enough, but she could probably keep it up for a bit longer. And at least she had a trick up her… well, hooves.

“Stay out there!” he called, and Rapidash gave him a proud glance before turning back to her opponent.


Before Lapras even hit the stadium floor, he fired out a blast of water.

Not at Rapidash, though – at the ground, which was still uncomfortably warm from all the times the Fire-type had stampeded over it.

There was a hiss, and the grass cooled and stopped smouldering. Lapras followed that up with a blast of ice, creating a cold area to rest on – then had to switch to Hydro Pump to ward off a blast of flame from Rapidash.

The duel of attacks went on for several seconds, with the Fire Blast blowing water droplets in all directions, and when it ended a large section of the arena floor near the centre was dampened – if still quite hot.

Wasting no time, Lapras fired another Ice Beam at it, and pushed off with his flippers to gain mobility on the now-frosty ground.


“That’s an interesting trick,” May mused. “I’ll have to remember that one, it could be useful.”

Norman nodded, as Lapras skidded sideways and fired a Hydro Pump at Rapidash. She whirled and cantered out of the way, before countering with a blast of flame aimed at the floor – trying to melt Lapras’ icy rink, to no particular avail. “I’m more used to Normal-types, of course, but I suppose an aspiring Coordinator has to think in terms of all the types.”

May nodded. “Skitty, uh, will have Blizzard, she uses it a lot.”

“That must be nice,” Caroline said with a smile. “Oh, look-”


Another blast of flame from Rapidash collided with a Hydro Pump from Lapras. This time the water overpowered the flame, and made it nearly to the Fire-type before Lapras had to pause to recharge.

“Now!” Jon called suddenly.

Rapidash pounced forwards, stampeding towards the startled Lapras with flame-mane and tail whipping in the wind she made as she ran. Flame began to spread across her body in a Flare Blitz, and she whinnied a challenge to her foe.

Lapras blinked, not sure how this made much sense, then decided to capitalize on it and sent forth another Hydro Pump.

Eyes closed and steam hissing off her form as the water fought with her Flare Blitz, Rapidash powered up the stream. She slowed just before she reached Lapras, and thrashed out with her hooves-

“Look out!” Ash called, a little late, as he realized what was about to happen.

Rapidash slammed home a Double Kick into Lapras’ body either side of his neck, making him cry out in pain and skid backwards. Panting, she followed up with another hoof-blow, hitting Lapras in the side this time, and then he got his act back together and skated backwards out of the way – splashing an Ice Beam across her side as she tried to follow.

The chill, coming on top of her earlier exertions, was too much for Rapidash. She stumbled, hard hooves slipping on the icy ground, and then fell to her knees.


There was a flash of red light as Jon recalled her, and Ash frowned – wondering what he’d send out next.

Ash could see why he’d won the tournament last time. His Pokémon certainly had a lot of skill, so far at least…

As he was wondering whether to switch Lapras out, Jon’s third Pokémon materialized.

“A Rhyhorn…” he said to himself. “Okay, Lapras, see what you can do!”

Lapras nodded to him, then turned back to the battle.


“This is a tricky one…” Max mused. “Rhyhorn has a major weakness to Water, but they learn a lot of attacks with effective types – and Lapras is already tired.”

“And some of those moves are Rock-type, yes,” Norman agreed. “Good spot.”

“I guess this is a battle where the first moves really matter,” May said.


Rhyhorn’s body-plates glowed and flashed red, and then he pounced – far, far faster than Lapras was expecting, startling him.

Rocketing forwards under the effect of Rock Polish, Rhyhorn covered the distance between himself and Lapras at a run. He rammed into the Ice-type, knocking Lapras’ neck aside and making his hasty Ice Beam miss, then followed that up with a point-blank Rock Blast that only added to Lapras’ woes.

The force of the impacts did give Lapras a chance to recover a bit, sending him skidding backwards as far as the icy area extended, and he capitalized on it by firing a blast of water at Rhyhorn.

Rhyhorn grunted as the water struck home, and then stamped his foot on the ground.

There was a crackle, then an almighty BANG as Rhyhorn fired a Thunder at Lapras from the tip of his horn.

The blow arced over Lapras’ body, fizzling between points on the shell, and when it faded the Water-type was out for the count.


Max blinked. “…or, okay, maybe it’s not so tricky. Whoa!”

“I didn’t know Rhyhorn could learn Electrical moves,” May blinked.

“They’ve got quite a talent for learning unusual moves,” Caroline smiled. “My main rival when I was doing the Kanto circuit years ago had a Rhyhorn – she taught it everything from Ice Beam to Fire Blast.”

“I didn’t know you had a rival,” May said, interested.

“We’ll discuss it later, look,” Caroline told her.


“Great…“Ash said, wincing as he recalled Lapras. “Pikachu, I guess you’re the last-ditch option for handling that Rhyhorn… I’ll try Meganium first, though. We’ve already seen his Water-type.”

“So you’re going to send her out because he’s unlikely to have something else she’s good against,” Pikachu nodded. “Right.”

“That’s the plan,” Ash agreed. He sent out Meganium, who looked a little more hale than she had before.

Jon replied by promptly withdrawing Rhyhorn. He took a moment to switch, and then sent out a Jolteon.

“Okay, Meganium!” Ash called. “Just do your best!”


Meganium nodded, and took a deep breath.

“Okay,” she said, giving her opponent a quick look. “Petal Blizzard!”

Petals formed from her flower, drifting in the wind for a fraction of a second, then came rocketing forwards towards Jolteon.

Jolteon bolted to his side, dodging away from the shower of plant material, and fired a crackling bolt of electricity back. Meganium blocked with her vines, using them to conduct the blast into the floor before it could reach her, and for a moment there was an uneasy silence.

This time, Jolteon broke with it first. He darted forwards, avoiding a vine-blow from Meganium, and jinked to the side just before he would have hit her. Meganium’s Petal Dance went mostly wide, only a few of the sharp petals hitting her opponent, and Jolteon was able to make his next attack mostly unopposed.

Electricity snapped between the tips of his sharp yellow fur, and arced forwards – enveloping Meganium in a cocoon of snapping, crackling electricity.

“Ow…” she muttered, shaking her head and releasing a cloud of scent. The Aromatherapy ate away at the paralysis, but by the time she could move again Jolteon was some distance away – and attacking again.

“Look out!” Ash called, suddenly recognizing it. “That’s Pin Missile!”

As he said it, Jolteon fired.

A barrage of white missiles sprayed out from Jolteon’s fur in all directions, then converged on Meganium.

She crouched, bending her knees for a moment, and pushed off with her vines and all her strength – sending her skywards, in a forwards leap towards Jolteon.

Several of the missiles crashed into the ground, throwing up dirt, but the rest changed course and soared up after Meganium.

“Behind you!” Ash shouted to her, and she heard him – summoning another storm of petals and directing them back along the path she’d taken, forcing the Bug attack to chew through the petals before reaching her.

They still hurt as they hit home in a series of miniature explosions, but she was able to handle it. Her petal storm switched directions as she landed, barraging towards Jolteon and catching him a glancing blow on the flank.

Her reward was a second salvo of Pin Missiles, and this time Jolteon was ready for her. He kept up the barrage as she dodged skywards, and the strain of keeping up the Petal Dance coupled with the damage from the impacts was too much.

She crashed back to the stadium floor in a rain of petals, wobbled for a moment, and fell forwards.


Ash recalled her. “Good work, Meganium. You deserve a rest.”

He switched ‘balls. “Okay, Quilava, you go! Show that Jolteon what fast means!”


Quilava appeared on the stadium floor, flared her quills, and faced Jolteon.

Then she began to speak.

“For what you’ve done today – for the terrible pain you’ve inflicted on one of the sun’s proud children, you will be punished! In the name of the sun, I will defeat you!”

Jolteon blinked. “…you what?”


May blinked, as she read off what Quilava had just said. “Huh. I always thought Ash said Squirtle was the Otaku…”


“Oh, no,” Pikachu groaned. “Not another one.”

“Squirtle was bad enough,” Ash agreed.


Quilava shook her head, grinning. “Nah, I’m messing with you. I just like the show, I’m not obsessed… mainly, I wanted to shock my trainer.”

She balled up, and darted forwards. “Flame wheel!”

Somewhat taken aback, Jolteon was a moment late dodging and Quilava hit him in the thigh. “What the – ow!”

He shook himself. “Okay, you want a race?”

Bunching up himself, he used Agility.


“Wow, that’s fast…” Max said, watching as the flame and lightning darted across the arena – Quilava tending to move in faster, gentler curves while the slightly slower Jolteon threw himself into tight corners. “I wonder if Arc could learn to move that quick…”

“Electrike are able to use electricity to power their movement, so it’s possible,” Norman smiled. “Just keep training!”

“Yeah, I know…” Max chuckled. “That’s the impression I get from Ash, anyway…”


Turning as sharp a corner as she could manage, Quilava avoided a Thunderbolt so barely it passed through her firey ruff and launched herself into the air.

She paused for a moment, then jetted towards Jolteon’s current position.

There was a yelp, and she bounced away with a feeling of satisfaction before spindashing up to speed again and evading another attack.

He’d stood still for just a moment too long. A bad mistake.

Still, the battle was taking a while, and she’d taken a hit or two already. If she got hit by a Thunderwave, that would be… inconvenient.

Dodging quickly, Quilava launched herself at the retaining wall and rolled up it. Uncoiling as she reached the apex and bounced out into the air, she located Jolteon – already preparing to hit her as she went through the air.

His Thunderbolt crossed her Fire Blast in mid air.

Jolteon was blown sideways by the force of the explosion, smoke and ash streaked with mud across his flank, and stumbled back to his feet as the smoke cloud faded.

Quilava came off only a little better. The Thunderbolt strafed along her side as she moved, and she let out a cry of pain before balling up to take the landing.

She bounced twice before coming to a stop, and winced. “Ow.”

“Look out!” Ash called.

Quilava looked to her side just as Jolteon came in and hit her with a slashing Thunder Wave.

The electricity crackled across her fur and locked up her muscles, and she grimaced as her opponent came to a halt halfway across the field.

She gave him a baleful look, and he smirked.

“Care to give up?” he asked.

Quilava frowned, shuddering briefly as another pulse of electricity crackled across her body, and shook her head. “Pikachu shocks harder.”

She took a deep breath, then dipped her head under her body and used Flamethrower.

The blast of fire acted as an impromptu form of jet propulsion, and she bounced twice painfully on the ground as she shot towards the surprised Jolteon.

Then she used Eruption.

The blast produced a towering column of flame in the centre of the arena, and when it faded Quilava was barely able to keep to her feet..

Jolteon, on the other hand, was unconscious in a heap up against the arena wall.


Ash had decided to call back Quilava even before her last-minute Eruption, and did so as Jon called his own Pokémon back.

A Slowbro replaced it, and he frowned. “Hmm… let’s see… Meganium’s out, Ivysaur’s weak to Psychic…”

He spotted Pikachu looking eager, and smirked. “Houndoom’s weak to Water…”

“Oh just send me out already!” Pikachu snapped.

“Well, if you really want to…” Ash said, then laughed. “Fine. I choose you, Pikachu!”


Max leaned forwards. “Oh, this should be good.”

“Pikachu’s his starter, right?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah, and he’s really powerful,” May assured her.


“Slowbro!” Jon called. “Amnesia!”

Slowbro frowned, confused. (This was a normal state of affairs.)

His skin glowed slightly, as the sheer force of his forgetfulness gained expression in reality – forming a barrier against attacks.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked. “Right! I’ve been waiting for this for days!”

A Thunderbolt slashed forwards. It hit the Amnesia barrier, crackled over it looking for purchase, and then earthed through Slowbro’s tail.

“Huh?” Slowbro asked, frowning. “That hurt. Was that you?”

“Who did you think it was?” Pikachu muttered, already building up to a bigger attack.

Then a sudden powerful blast of psychic energy hit him, knocking him backwards.

“Right!” he said, shaking his head. “You get the full treatment!”

Bolts of lightning crackled outwards from Pikachu, and began to form a sphere of electricity around him. They multiplied and intensified, getting denser and denser, until Pikachu was almost covered in a ball of electricity.

Slowbro yawned, and frowned slightly- firing forwards another bolt of psionic energy.

It hit the shield, making it bend inwards as though it were a balloon in a high wind, but then snapped back to spherical and pushed the psionic pulse away.

Then it, and Pikachu, blurred into motion. He ran at high speed along the ground towards Slowbro, his Counter Shield resisting another psychic attack, and then Slowbro decided to try a Water-type attack instead.

This went poorly. Not because it was a bad idea – Slowbro cut off the attack before it reached Pikachu, so the electricity didn’t conduct up the stream to him – but because Pikachu simply jumped out of his Counter Shield while the attack was being fired, using the electrostatic forces to propel him higher and out of Slowbro’s line of sight.

Slowbro blinked, looking up – and met an Electroball larger than he was coming out of the sky.

It exploded as it hit Slowbro’s defensive barrier, and enveloped him in a crackling curtain of lightning which pressed across the entirety of the shielding layer at once.

Then Pikachu plunged into the zone of clashing psychic and electrical energy, and slammed home a Wild Charge into the bargain.

There was an almighty CRACK, and Pikachu bounced back out of the ball of lightning faster than he’d come in.

When it faded, Slowbro was lying on his back. It was hard to tell if he was out or just staying still, but – when Pikachu started to build what was unmistakeably the same attack as Raikou had used earlier on – Jon gave up, and recalled his Pokémon as defeated.


“That was the quickest battle so far,” Norman noted. “Big attacks, too – I see what you mean about how powerful Pikachu is.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Hm… wonder what Ash’s opponent’s last Pokémon is?”

“We’ll have to wait a bit to find out,” May said, nodding. “That’s the Rhyhorn again.”


On seeing the Rhyhorn emerge, Pikachu’s response was to grin.

“Okay, let’s see if this works.”

Rhyhorn blinked. “Why… why isn’t your trainer recalling you?”

“He has his reasons.” Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, and he jumped into the air. There was a crackle, and he stuck there as he used Magnet Rise.

“…right,” Rhyhorn said. He shook his head, pawed the ground, and charged.

As he did, a globe of orange energy formed in his mouth.

“That’s Smack Down!” Ash warned. “Look out!”

“Don’t need to tell me twice…” Pikachu said to himself, and gestured forwards.

An enormous lightning bolt BOOMed across the space between him and the Spikes Pokémon, and checked his charge – making him stumble, and letting Pikachu cancel his levitation and jump nimbly aside.


Jon blinked “What just-”

Pikachu fired another Thunderbolt, as a test, and this one splashed off Rhyhorn’s hide without working.

Any hope the first one had been a fluke vanished, though, when the third attack hit – hard.

The blazing line of electricity crashed home across Rhyhorn’s flank, making him jerk involuntarily at the foreign feeling of actually being affected by an Electric attack, and when it ended he shook off the tingling sensation and regarded Pikachu warily.

Jon pushed away his shock. “Okay, Rhyhorn!” he shouted. “So what if his attacks work – just treat it like fighting an Ice-type!”

Rhyhorn nodded, grateful for the advice, and winced as Pikachu strafed him with electricty again.

He raised his foreleg, and brought it down with a crash.


Pikachu yelped, and dodged the incoming Earth Power attack snaking its way along the floor. He evaded most of it, but took a hit from the fringe of the Ground-type attack with a wince.

“Might have expected I’d not have it my own way…” he said, shaking his head, and set himself before the charging Rhyhorn.

He waited a moment, until the Rock-type was nearly on him, then launched himself into the air and fired downwards with a more powerful Thunder attack.

Whatever his ability was doing wasn’t very consistent – this time, the attack bounced off at first but suddenly grounded through the Ground type as he turned at bay.

Pikachu judged how much damage he’d done, and frowned. This could take a while, and all Rhyhorn needed to do was get in one solid hit with a Take Down to give him a lot of trouble-

Jumping backwards, Pikachu avoided a Megahorn and switched tactics. This time, a blue-white sphere flashed out, and Rhyhorn batted it aside with a BANG as he charged.


“…did I just see that?” Norman asked, glancing between his children. “Tell me I just saw that.”

“We’re as lost as you,” Max reported. “Kris? We didn’t just imagine that, right?”

You did not, Kris informed him. That was indeed an Electric-type attack working on a Ground-type.

Kris paused. Ah, I see. Dexter has just informed me that Pikachu has been discovered to have a new – and, as yet, not officially classified – ability.

“At this point I’m just glad there’s an explanation,” Norman admitted, then his attention was drawn back to the battle by a loud crash.


Pikachu’s paws blurred as he fended off the shower of rocks avalanching down at him.

He destroyed one with an Aura-infused palm strike, dodged the second, jumped on the third and used it to launch himself over the fourth and fifth, and spun up an Iron Tail to smash his way straight through the last one aimed at him.

Landing with a forwards roll, he evaded an Earth Power and fired another Electric attack straight at Rhyhorn to keep him busy.

This one glanced off his horn and hit the stadium behind him, throwing up clods of earth and browned grass, and he winced.

“Rhyhorn!” Jon shouted. “Use the mud to weaken that Pikachu’s attacks!”

“Great…” Pikachu muttered, shaking his head, and gathered together more electrical power.

He lashed out with a four-pronged Shock Wave, aiming to get in one last good hit before Rhyhorn was covered in mud, and was rewarded as two of the homing attacks hit true on Rhyhorn’s rocky skin.

Then a familiar glow lit the stadium.

“Oh, come on!”


“Great…” Ash said, shaking his head. “How often does this happen to me?”

Both your last gym battles and two League battles so far.

“Yes, okay, thank you…”


Pikachu looked up at Rhydon. “Okay, fine. So you’re bigger.”

“Yep,” Rhydon nodded. He slammed his foot down on the ground, and the stadium trembled as he used Magnitude.

From Pikachu’s perspective, the ground dropped abruptly and left him behind, then it got a run-up and came back to hit him.

He bounced once, righted himself, and skidded to cancel the last of his momentum. “And heavier,” he amended, cheeks sparking. “Okay, take this!”

An almighty Thunder attack blazed out. It crashed home on Rhydon’s rocky skin, crackled over it, and made the Rock-type stagger back a step before the attack wore off.

Then Rhydon used Fire Blast.

Rather startled by the attack, Pikachu was a little slow to respond. He jumped directly away from the impact point, and discovered that Rhydon had actually planned for him to do that – though he’d rather have discovered that a bit earlier, as the realization came in the form of a Drill Run.

Hit three times by the rapidly-spinning drill before finally being knocked clear, Pikachu bounced across half the stadium before managing to brake.


“Good work, Rhydon!” Jon called. “Just keep it up a bit longer, you’ve got to be damaging him!”

In the back of his mind, though, there was a little alarm warning him. He had one Pokémon left after this, and Ash had several – though they were mostly tired, there was still a fresh Pokémon that could be just about anything.

After seeing three Legendary Beasts earlier, Jon couldn’t help but be a bit worried about that…

Pikachu had regained his footing and was building that blue-white attack again. An Aura Sphere?

“Get him before he can use it, Rhydon! Outrage!”

His reply was a roar, and Rhydon charged – head-down and cloaked in violet energy.


How many moves does this Pokémon have? Pikachu asked himself, then realized how hypocritical he was being – what with the Aura Sphere he was about to use.

He built it for as long as he dared to as Rhydon came charging in, shaking the ground, and then smacked it with his other palm – bursting it, and producing a cloud of a dozen seeker spheres which salvoed in on Rhydon from all directions.

Using the distraction, Pikachu called on his Light Ball for a quick boost, and electricity formed around him in a great crackling layer.

It was going to take something special to handle Rhydon, right now…

He waited a moment longer, then formed just the beginning of another Aura Sphere. It had barely grown to more than the size of his closed fist when Rhydon was close enough he had to act, and he jumped – forwards, Aura Sphere first, and fuelled by the force of his Volt Tackle.

There was a very loud bang, and a swirl of dust hid the participants for a moment.


“What was that?” Caroline asked, wide-eyed. “I mean – what?”

May was glancing down at Ethan’s screen. “Outrage colliding with an Aura Sphere and a Volt Tackle, apparently.”

“That sounds like a painful-”

“Look!” Max interrupted.

As the dust cleared, they saw a large form lying in the dirt.

Rhydon was flat on the floor, unconscious. And, standing atop his tail with cheeks sparking wearily, was Pikachu. Panting, but still standing.


“Great work, Pikachu!” Ash called. “Come back over here now, okay?”

Pikachu was only too glad to, and hopped through the window of the box as Jon Dickson recalled his Rhydon. “That was a lot harder than I was expecting.”

“At least we got proof that your ability works in battle,” Ash pointed out. “Okay… right, you’re tired, Quilava’s tired, Noctowl’s a bit tired… I think there’s actually a really sensible choice here.”

He took a Pokéball. “Keldeo!”


Keldeo glanced around a little nervously as he formed, trotting around in a circle as he took in the size of the crowd.

There were a few cheers, and what sounded like a strange squee noise, and he smiled uncertainly – sure, he was cute, but he didn’t exactly go out of his way to be…

Jon sent out his last Pokémon a moment later, and Keldeo turned to look.

It was a Pokémon he was only passingly familiar with – Exeggcute. It was, he recalled, six egg-like seeds.

They were, now he could see them, really egg-like.

“Sunny Day!” Jon called, and the six Exeggcute eggs briefly formed a hexagonal formation before bouncing off in all directions.

As they moved, the sun brightened, and Keldeo glanced up at it before looking back down at the Exeggcute. “Uh… okay!”

He charged his horn, and swept it down. “Ice Blade!”

The scything beam of ice came slicing out, and crashed into one of the Exeggcute. It went over backwards as the icy attack detonated, twitched, and went still.

“This is easy!” Keldeo said – then gulped, as he noticed the other five.

“Solarbeam!” one said, and all five remaining eggs began to glow brightly.

Keldeo took the simplest recourse available to him, and launched himself skywards in a massive spray of water.


“…that is, I will admit, a novel way to Hydro Pump,” Norman said, blinking, and shaded his eyes as the five beams of intense light refracted in all directions to fill the arena in a pretty array of spraybows. “How does that work?”

“I guess he just uses a lot of water?” Max asked. “I’m impressed he can do it under the effect of Sunny Day, though.”

“I’m getting so many ideas from this,” May enthused. “Wait – look.”

The rest of her family followed her finger.

“…that’s not good for Keldeo,” Max said.


Keldeo landed a little hard, having had to work more than usual to keep his jets going, and turned at bay.

Fortunately, with the arena wall right next to him, he was much harder to surround.

He focused on one of the nearer Exeggcute, and fired an Icy Wind at it. The blast of cold knocked it out, and then he dodged aside at a gallop as streams of Bullet Seeds peppered the wall just behind him.

A moment later, one of the streams swung past him, and he jumped to avoid running into it.

This wasn’t going too badly, despite how much he was being shot at.

Skidding to a halt as he arrived next to another component egg, he hit it with a Night Slash, and then five beams of intense light blazed towards him-

Five?

One of the Solarbeams – one coming from somewhere Keldeo had been sure it couldn’t – hit him in the flank, spinning him around, and he winced.

The Exeggcute seemed unwilling to sustain the beam more than a second or so, though. Maybe it was how there were so many of them, they were individually weak?

Keldeo’s more immediate question, though – how come there were still so many Exeggcute – was answered a moment later, as he saw the Grass-types use Synthesis.

Not only the conscious ones glowed. The unconscious one did as well, got up, and seemed just as hale as ever.

Then it got hit by an Ice Blade, and Keldeo had a second to feel faintly satisfied by that before being peppered with Bullet Seeds.


“Okay, that’s a new one on me,” Ash admitted, as Keldeo flashed over to Resolute Form and started to swing his Secret Sword in a series of arcs to catch incoming attacks. “How do we handle that?”

“I guess by beating them all at once?” Pikachu suggested.

“Yeah, I suppose…” Ash agreed, still frowning. “But I don’t know a good way to do that, not with Keldeo’s attacks…”


The salvos of seeds finally stopped, and Keldeo panted for a moment.

His neck kind of hurt after that… blocking one seed would have been easy, but blocking dozens of them in quick succession had tested his skills to the limit.

Then he saw what the six-bodied Grass-type had switched to, yelped, and jumped out of the way before half a dozen Seed Bombs blew a crater where he’d been standing.

Cantering around in a half-circle, he batted away the one bomb that managed to predict where he was going next before firing another Ice Blade at the closest egg.

The impact came just before the other five renewed their assault, and Keldeo multiplied himself with Double Team to spread the attacks. It resulted in a cacophany of bursting clones as the attacks swept the whole region of the arena he was in, then they followed him skywards as he shot into the air on wavering pillars of water.

Three clones remained of the great horde he’d produced, all standing there inert without orders.


Jon frowned. “Wait – how could he have left Double Team when he took off, his jets would – Exeggcute! That’s not the real one!”

The three remaining Keldeo bolted in different directions, and the one flying overhead vanished. Jon winced – that had cost valuable time, and the Sunny Day wasn’t going to last forever…

“Extrasensory!” he said.

The eggs glowed, charging beams of golden light.

One of the Keldeo turned at bay, charging a black-glowing Night Slash on his horn, and Jon pointed at it. “That one!”

The beams jetted out – and burst their target like air.


“Keldeo!” Ash called suddenly, as the final Double Team double popped under a barrage of bullet seeds and the real one deflected a Solarbeam attack. “I’ve got a plan!”

“Good, because I haven’t!” Keldeo called back, most of his attention on parrying attacks.

“Can you do any of your blade moves as a projectile?” Ash asked.

“I think so!”

“Good – now, Hydro Pump! Head to my left!”

Following Ash’s instructions, Keldeo launched himself skywards in another blast of water. This time the Exeggcute knew he was going to do it, but it still made him a harder target than he would have been on the ground as he could dodge in more dimensions.

“Land on that one and kick it into the middle of the arena!” Ash went on, with a focused intensity.

Across the field, he caught a glimpse of Jon frowning – trying to work out his plan.


Keldeo landed with a teeth-rattling impact just behind the egg indicated, and kicked it into the middle of the arena with a powerful blow of his rear hooves.

“What now-” he began.

“Fall over!” Ash said.

Keldeo blanched. “-What!?”

“Fall over, tail towards the wall!” Ash repeated.

Gulping, Keldeo trusted Ash. He leaned over, and crashed to the ground at an awkward angle.

And he saw it.

Every single Exeggcute was now in front of him. They hadn’t been evenly spread, and with the one Ash had had him kick away they were all visible at the same time and along the line of the floor.

“X-Scissor!” Ash finished.

Keldeo didn’t need to be told that twice. His horn flared into brilliant blue life as he poured as much energy as he could spare into it, and he swung it from ‘up’ to ‘down’ with a shout.

The silver-blue blade that resulted swiped across the arena from one side to the other, and hit all six component parts of the Grass-type in one fell swoop.


“Whoo!” May called, clapping.

She wasn’t the only one. The back-and-forth battle had had everyone glued to the arena, and when Keldeo pulled off the unorthodox plan it released a wave of tension.


Keldeo clambered back to his feet, shaking his head. “My horn hurts…”

He looked up, and saw Ash climbing out of the box with Pikachu beside him. “Ash?”

Ash came over, slipping a little on the damaged ground, and grinned. “Great work, Keldeo!”

“Thanks,” Keldeo said with a chuckle. “I didn’t realize what you meant until I did it, but…”

“Yeah, I just… looked at it from a different angle, I guess,” Ash shrugged. “Oh, wait a minute, there’s something I want to do.”


Jon recalled Exeggcute, and sighed.

Well, that was it for this conference, then.

Still – it had been a lot of fun. He felt he’d really made his opponent work for the win, and that was great.

“Hi!”

He looked up, and saw his opponent at the box window.

“Just wanted to say – that was an awesome battle!” Ash said, with a grin. “Seriously, I think it’s a pity that wasn’t one of the semifinals or finals.”

Jon chuckled. “That’s the most polite way of saying you beat me that I’ve ever heard,” he joked. “Still – yeah, that was a good one.”

He pointed. “You’d better win, though – I’m not losing to someone who gets knocked out in the next round!”

“I’ll certainly try not to,” Ash agreed, with a chuckle of his own.


AN:


Yep, Jon Dickson was the one who won the Silver Conference in canon.

I tried to make this one a battle where Jon’s clearly worthy of winning the title – that is, where he’s got all kinds of tricks in the box, from a Vaporeon who can evade damage by phasing into water all the way to the puzzle-boss of Exeggcute.

So – yeah. Hopefully I did that.

Also, we have the first intentional use of Pikachu’s whatever-they’re-going-to-call-it.






109. Johto 50


One of the perks of competing in the Silver Conference, just like all the other recognized League tournaments, was that you got a pass for the stands for the whole tournament.

People used it in different ways – most didn’t really have the time to watch any matches apart from their own in the first phases, since they were usually doing last-minute training and if you watched all the matches you’d be in the stadium for hours on end – but one thing that was common was that, if someone was knocked out, they’d follow the further challenge of whoever beat them.

Jon Dickson was no different. The day after he’d been beaten, he picked his seat about five minutes before Ash’s next match and sat down with a drink.

He contemplated sending one of his Pokémon out to watch with him, but really only Vaporeon and Jolteon were the right size for the seats…

“Excuse me?” someone asked, and he glanced to his side. “Are these seats taken?”

Jon shook his head. “No, go ahead.”

“Thanks,” the other boy said, taking one. He sent out a Blaziken, who took the seat next to him. “Sorry, there’s not many other seats available, especially not two together…”

“No, it’s fine,” Jon assured him. “Really.”

“Thanks – oh, I’m Harrison,” the teen informed him.

“Jon,” Jon replied. “What’s your story?”

“Well…” Harrison winced. “I got knocked out earlier today. Some guy with a ridiculous Garchomp. And… well, I’ve heard about Ash Ketchum, so I though I’d watch his match since it sounds like it’ll be interesting.”

“I actually lost to him yesterday,” Jon confided. “The guy’s quite a sight…”

“Look!” Harrison said, interrupting him. “It’s about to start!”

Jon leaned forwards. “Who’s that guy he’s facing?”

His new friend pulled a rumpled tournament bracket sheet out of his pocket. “Says here… he’s called Samurai.”

That elicited a blink. “Isn’t that a job title?”

Harrison shrugged.


“I will show you how far my Bug Pokémon have come!” Samurai called. “Metapod!”

Ash blinked. “Okay, I’m kinda… whatever. Larvitar, let’s see your first go!”


“Neat, he’s got a Larvitar,” Jon said, leaning forwards a little. “Those aren’t exactly common, even around here… usually the parents object.”

“Speaking from experience?” Harrison asked, amused.

“Maybe a little…”

They watched as Larvitar frowned, a little confused, and then slowly walked over to the Bug-type.

When no unexpected surprises materialized, he proceeded to punch it.

“Harden!” Samurai called, and the Metapod’s case flashed and became harder.

“…have you seen any of this guy’s earlier matches?” Harrison asked. “I’m kind of wondering how he got here…”

“Now, Iron Defence!”

“There’s got to be something,” Jon frowned. “Surely…”

As it turned out, there was something. However, it wasn’t something useful.

“Well, at least most Ground types are immune to Electricity still,” Jon sighed, as Larvitar pulled the Electroweb off him. “This is a bit-”

Finally getting tired, Larvitar used Hidden Power. The blow knocked Metapod for six, and when it landed it was clearly no longer able to continue the fight. (Such as it was.)

“That… was not really a League battle,” Harrison winced. “How did this guy get his badges?”


“Good work for now, Larvitar!” Ash called. “Stay out there, okay?”

Larvitar glanced back and nodded, then turned to face Samurai’s next Pokémon.


“Okay, that’s a bit more-” Harrison began.

“Wait…” Jon said, blinking, as the Vibrava spread its wings and took off. “Is that even a bug?”

“…actually, that’s a good question,” Harrison admitted, glancing over at his Blaziken. “You’re right, they’re Ground and Dragon types – we’ve met them in Hoenn. Any ideas?”

Blaziken shrugged.

“Maybe it’s that it looks a lot like a bug?” Jon suggested. “Even though it’s technically a dragon.”

“Yeah, but – wait, there it goes,” Harrison said, pointing, as the green insectoid did a flip in the air before coming diving down at Larvitar.

The little Rock-type frowned briefly, and drew back his fist. When Vibrava came skimming along the arena floor, touching down for just long enough to produce an Earth Power shockwave, Larvitar jumped forwards and hit the Dragon with a punch to the face.

The force of the impact sent Vibrava skittering off across the arena, his trajectory impaired, and Larvitar landed after the Earth Power had passed him by.

“That’s interesting,” Harrison said. “It looks like Vibrava will need to come up with a new plan, that Larvitar’s quite good near the ground.”

Jon nudged him to get his attention. “Look – looks like he has.”

Harrison followed his gaze. “I can’t see it – what’s that?”

“He’s charging a Solarbeam,” Jon informed him. “That’s going to-”


“Bide!” Ash called, just as the Solarbeam reached firing power.


“-oh, nice work!” Jon said approvingly, as a reddish glow covered Larvitar’s rocky skin. A moment later, the blaze of greenish light crashed down, and could be seen crashing off in all directions. “I didn’t know that Larvitar could learn that move.”

He frowned. “Mind you, I’ve no idea what half the moves his Keldeo used even were, so…”

Harrison shrugged. “I remember hearing there were TMs for it.”

The Solarbeam faded, revealing a bright greenish glow on the surface of the red one, and – no fool – Vibrava began to dive for cover.

That was the point when Larvitar unleashed the energy he’d stored.

A column of light speared skywards, sweeping across and hitting Vibrava hard enough to blow it high into the air.

“If that Solarbeam was as powerful as it looked, then getting all that energy right back again is going to be a major pain for Vibrava,” Harrison judged. “Wait a minute…”

“Huh,” Jon said, shading his eyes. “That happened with me, too…”


“Three times already!” Pikachu said with a sharp sigh. “And two of the other battles it would have been impossible…”

“I don’t try to make my opponent’s Pokémon evolve!” Ash replied, as Flygon shook out its wings and circled. “It just happens!”


“What are these Pokémon like?” Jon asked.

“They’re basically faster, stronger – everything’s more powerful than a Vibrava,” Harrison told him, and Blaziken nodded solemnly. “One of them was on the team which took us out of the Ever Grande conference.”

As they spoke, Larvitar switched to firing Hidden Power attacks skywards. Flygon dodged around them, rolling his long green body and beating his wings with a singing buzz, and then pulled an Immelman turn and swept down towards Larvitar at speed.

Skimming across the grass, he flicked his wing away from another Hidden Power attack and grabbed Larvitar around the chest.

As tactics went, the short term return of this was mixed. Larvitar promptly bit onto one of the arms holding him and began to volley in punches, and what had been intended as a smooth manoeuvre became anything but.

“…what was he planning?” Jon asked, as Flygon flew in erratic circles, shaking his arm frantically to try to remove the clinging Rock-type.

“I think it was Superpower, actually,” Harrison frowned. “Blaziken?”

A nod.

“Right – see, Blaziken knows the move, so I thought it looked familiar…”

“Guess that makes sense. It’s a Fighting-type move, so…”

A moment later, Flygon managed to dislodge his passenger. Larvitar bit at the other arm, and Flygon basically just dropped him to avoid that happening – adding an Iron Tail to send Larvitar on his way.

The Rock-type curled up, Hardening, and hit the retaining wall hard enough to leave a small crack before dropping back down.


“Okay, Larvitar!” Ash called. “This isn’t your kind of fight!”

He held up two Pokéballs. One drew Larvitar in, the other sent out his replacement.


“That’s one sleek Pidgeot,” Jon said admiringly, as the Flying-type gained height fast with a series of steady wingbeats.

She blew past Flygon at speed, avoiding his Dragon Breath attack, and his wings hummed as he accepted her challenge and followed her up into the sky overhead.

“I guess we’re getting an airborne battle, too,” Harrison observed.


Pidgeot decided she was about high enough, and settled down from her glide into a more flat, steady pattern.

The Flygon buzzed up after her, taking up his own glide position some distance away, and they regarded one another for a moment.

Then, as though on a signal, both accelerated hard. Pidgeot went wide, building up momentum for an attack run, and Flygon gained a little height to trade for speed if need be.


“That looks really fast,” Jon blinked. “I wonder if-”

He saw the shock cloud form, and then a faint shimmer covered the roof of the stadium. It was translucent, and they could see through it fairly easily, but when the sound of the sonic boom came it was only a loud crack rather than the ear-punishing SLAM it had the potential to be.

“I heard about this, actually,” Harrison observed. “Last year in Indigo his Pidgeot was making sonic booms-”

Overhead, Pidgeot reached Flygon.

“-and-”

There was a complicated clash with a pulse of wind and a flare of green dragonfire, and when it ended Pidgeot was climbing skywards with Flygon managing to ride her slipstream and stay with her.

“-they got the Alakazam to block it!” he finished. “What just happened? I missed it, it was too quick!”

Pidgeot rolled and spun, shedding her slipstream and diving, and Flygon was carried a little too high to mount an effective attack. He tried anyway, and the Dragonflame he sent forwards this time was whipped into spiral streamers by the wind of her passage before dissipating.

“Okay, I can see why he’d be impractical for fighting on the ground, but wow,” Jon said.

“She, I think,” Harrison corrected. He glanced at Blaziken, who nodded. “Yeah, the article said she was female.”

Pidgeot rolled in, performing an eye-fooling kulbit which shed most of her speed before regaining a lot of it all over again with a powerful wingbeat. She dodged cannily away from a shower of rocks Flygon tried to hit her with by yawing, and one of the wind currents she’d left behind turned into a Razor-Wind sting in the tail which caught Flygon off guard.

She didn’t have it all her own way, though. Flygon’s next trick was a cloud of sand, which she didn’t notice until she hit it – not that the spectators could see it, either, but the way she wobbled with sudden uncertainty showed something had happened.

Her erratic path tempted Flygon, who came in for a telling blow with his fist crackling in a Thunderpunch. The powerful Electric attack was visible from the stadium as the two Pokémon descended, and Jon frowned.

“That looks wrong, somehow,” he said, pointing at Pidgeot. “That doesn’t look real-”

Pidgeot abruptly proved him right.

She slammed her wings out, white air-shocks forming as she braked with an effective wing surface area over ten times her real one. Wrong-footed, Flygon shot past, and then Pidgeot brought her wings back down again.

Skilled flyer or not, Flygon was completely unready for suddenly being in Hurricane-force winds. He whirled down like a leaf in a storm, and Pidgeot sustained the blast for a few seconds before abruptly pulling up and away.

Her breast kissed the top of the stadium, drawing gasps from the crowd, and then half a second later Flygon hit the ground with a thud.

“Flygon!” they heard Samurai call. “Are you all right?”

A tail twitched feebly, then Flygon pulled his head out of the ground and shook the mud off it. He wobbled a bit, cocked his head to look upwards, and then fell over.

“…so,” Jon said, casually. “What would you call that?”

“Crash damage,” Harrison replied promptly.


“Okay, Pidgeot,” Ash said, as he returned her. “Good work, but I’ll keep you in reserve in case there’s another high-flyer. Let’s see…”

He looked up as the Samurai pulled out a Nest Ball. “Volcarona!”

“I thought those weren’t found around here...“Pikachu blinked. “How’d he get a Volcarona?”

Ash shrugged. “Hmm… Dexter, want to give this a go?”

I think I will.


“That’s a rare one,” Harrison said. He blinked. “Wait, I’m saying that about someone with at least four Legendaries. Never mind.”

“Is that a Porygon?” Jon asked. “They’re kind of rare, yeah… I heard they’re getting a bit more common now, though.”

They watched as the Porygon seemed to unfold, going from his normal, almost-avian form to a kind of octagon made of pink and blue facets.

“Okay, I’ll admit that looks pretty cool,” Jon said, leaning forward a bit. “Wonder if it’s like Vaporeon, and changing shape like that is a special way of doing a move?”

Harrison shrugged.

Faintly, they heard Samurai talking. “Fiery Dance!”

Volcarona’s wings buzzed, and it began to rotate. Slowly at first, the speed it was spinning quickly increased until it was a kind of localized tornado of fire.

It wobbled in the air, and then the fires spread out. They formed a great disc in the sky, pulsing and spiralling, and focussed in towards the Porygon. It was as though the outwards-spiralling flames Volcarona was sending out were being drawn towards Porygon in a mirror-image inwards spiral.

There was a flash, and the pink facets turned red just before the flames swept down.

For several seconds, the fire poured in. Then light shone from behind the flaming wall.

The red-and-pink petals burst outwards, knocking the flames away, and a beam of tri-coloured energy salvoed out at Volcanora. The Bug-type was forced to temporarily abandon its attack, and produced instead a shroud of flame to obscure its location before dodging away under the cover of the incandescent display.

“That’s pretty flashy,” Jon observed. “I’d expect that attack to have done more damage, though…”

“Actually…” Harrison leaned forwards slightly, squinting. “I think the fire component of the Tri Attack is stronger. The Porygon changed type.”

“Can they do that?” Jon asked.

“Apparently – I know Pokémon like Kecleon can, but I’ve never had a Porygon, so-”

The roar of flame intensified. It seemed Volcarona had picked its next course of action, and waves of heat pulsed out.

“Bit of a one-trick Pokémon, isn’t it?” Jon commented, raising his hand reflexively against the heat.

“Well, maybe it just has good Fire moves… or maybe all the moves it has are basically resisted by Fire.”

He shook his head. “With that much heat, I’d be worried for Blaziken…”

Blaziken gave him a considering look, then shrugged.

“I wonder what the Porygon’s going to do, though,” he went on. “Apart from that Tri Attack, it’s been very passive.”

Harrison had spoken too soon. Dexter reformed from a basic diamond-shape to a more purely offensive tri-pointed cannon, which then fired a blast of electrical energy forwards in a Shock Wave.

Forming flaming walls to shield itself, Volcarona spun skywards away from the crackling beam of electricity. The attack curved, however, twisting up to follow its’ foe, and bulled through one of the walls to deliver a fairly convincing hit.

That did not make Volcarona happy at all. It spun faster, a glowing halo of energy forming as it did, and produced a complicated pattern of fireballs which salvoed back towards the Porygon and made him shift to a defensive pentagonal-prism with a Light Screen protecting him.

The situation was further complicated as the grass, for the umpteenth time this tournament, caught fire.

The next few minutes were oddly beautiful, if a bit abstract. The smoke clouds that roiled up made it hard to see anything but the light of a particularly bright section of the fire, and it was hard to tell if the Pokémon inside could see one another either – but the constant crash and rumble of firey blasts combined with the infernal lighting from inside the smoky cloud to give an altogether otherworldly feel.

Eventually, inevitably, the grass burned off entirely. The smoke began to fade, pulled by powerful updrafts, and Volcarona sped it on its way with a whirlwind.

A beam of reddish light played across it as it did so.

“Is that a Lock On?” Harrison asked.

“I guess it must be,” Jon agreed, as Volcarona’s attention shifted to the Porygon again. It fired a powerful blast of flame – an Overheat, which washed down the sides of the attack-form the Porygon was in – and for a moment it seemed to have forestalled whatever its opponent was planning, as Ash’s Pokémon drifted towards the floor.

Then the Porygon fired its Zap Cannon.

The potent, if inaccurate, attack hit and crackled over Volcarona’s wings – locking them up with a burst of electricity, and reducing the Bug-type to hovering in place.

“That’s a good hit, but is it enough?” Jon asked, glancing at the falling Porygon. It hit the floor none-too gently, still in a long, thin offensive form, and wobbled for a moment before seeming to stand itself fully upright again.

Sharpen.

“Did you say that?” Harrison said.

“No, wasn’t me…”

Sharpen. Sharpen.

With each repetition, the cannon-form changed slightly. It narrowed up, the opening at the top becoming narrower until it was sealed before slimming down to a needle-like sharpness, and the base thickened and broadened until the result was a long, thin pentagonal pyramid.

Then it trembled, before rocketing skywards with a crackle of residual electricity.


Aerial Ace.

Volcarona had managed to shake off the paralysis, but it didn’t help.

Dexter’s form for this was fast enough that the Bug-type could barely move half its own length in the time it took him reach the target, and the powerful blow caught Volcarona on the lower abdomen.

It flipped twice before managing to stabilize, and that was enough time for Dexter to repeat the attack – from above, this time.

The Volcarona’s fiery body was clearly having an effect, but not enough of one – Dexter drove his opponent into the floor, reformed swiftly into a five-pointed petal facing directly down, and added a Hyper Beam to the trouble Volcarona was in.

When the dust cleared, Volcarona was clearly out of it.


“…Porygon are strange,” Jon decided, and Harrison nodded confirmation.

There was a pause, as both Pokémon were returned. The Samurai sent out his next one first, a glossy-looking Pinsir, and then Ash produced a Tauros.

“Oh, I heard about this…” Harrison mused. “Someone was talking to me about it yesterday. Apparently he used three Tauros, and they all had different moves.”

“Right,” Jon said. “Did you hear what they were?”

“One of them walked on water, if you can believe it…” Harrison said, to a startled look. “I know. And – look, they’re starting!”

Tauros stamped the floor, then thundered forwards. He was met by Pinsir, who lowered his horns, and they clashed – horn against horn.

The two pushed at one another for a few seconds, then backed off as if by mutual agreement before coming in again.

“Okay, so I don’t see much water…” Harrison said. “So I guess it’s one of the other ones?”

“What did they have?”

“There was one with Counter, and the other one had Solarbeam.” The Hoenn trainer frowned. “But I guess if this was the Solarbeam one then it wouldn’t be able to use it much – we might not find out.”

Another bang of impact, then Pinsir’s grip improved. It fell backwards, levering Tauros into the air, and slammed him down with a crash.

Tauros shook his head, and replied by Stomping at Pinsir’s hide.

“Storm Throw!” Samurai called, and Pinsir adjusted its grip slightly. A glow built around its pincers, and it then lifted Tauros up again – and over.

The bull hit the ground upside-down with a painful-sounding crash, and rolled over befoe getting up as quickly as possible. Pinsir drove in another hard, painful hit before Tauros managed to gallop clear.

“That’s just nasty,” Jon winced. “I think my back kinda tingles myself now… hey, what’s the Pinsir doing?”

Rather than pursuing, Pinsir was flexing. A reddish glow began to build around its body, and it seemed to be bulkier.

“That’s Bulk Up, I think,” Harrison told him. “I guess maybe it’s to counteract the effect of that Superpower?”

Tauros was coming in again, this time with his head down and his horns glowing. The two Pokémon collided with a bang, bounced off a little, and began grappling again.


“Good!” Samurai called, watching Pinsir carefully. “Don’t let him Counter you!”

That was what he was most worried about, so it made sense to assume it was that one. If he was wrong it wouldn’t have much in the way of repercussions…

“Right!” he added. “Now, push him away!”


Pinsir tossed his head, sending Tauros hurtling off to the other side of the arena. He bounced once, rolled, and got up.

“Wonder why Pinsir did that?” Harrison began, then they heard Ash’s voice.

“Now!” Ash shouted.

Tauros nodded, shaking his head, and began to storm forwards.

“Okay!” Samurai shouted. “Hyper Beam!”

Light began to glow on Pinsir’s horns.

Then Tauros used Fire Blast.

“What the-!?” Jon gasped, as the flame shot forwards. The orange Hyper Beam lashed out a moment later, piercing through the middle of it, but the five outer lines kept going.

Both Pokémon were enveloped in explosions at once.

“You didn’t mention Fire Blast!” Jon said, blinking.

“I didn’t know about it!” Harrison replied. “Are they just three really talented ones, or does he have loads?”

The smoke began to clear, revealing that both were still standing – though, in both cases, it was a close-run thing.

Tauros shook his head, looking a little dazed, and charged forwards. His horns flashed, as he prepared a fairly straightforward Horn Attack.

As he arrived, though, Pinsir swung down his horns, and a glow enveloped them.

They snapped shut on the charging Tauros’ neck-ruff, and the Guillotine attack triggered – knocking Tauros out.

Unfortunately for Pinsir, doing that to a charging Tauros didn’t make it stop moving. The Bug-type was rammed back into the wall, took a wobbling step out of the crater, and slumped forwards.


Ash returned Tauros, and frowned.

Now it was his turn to send one out first. Who to pick…

“Noctowl!” he decided, sending the avian out.

Samurai threw his own Pokéball a moment later, and a Vespiquen emerged.


“Right, let’s get to it!” Noctowl said, dipping his wings. “Time to be about it, and all that rot.”

“I beg your pardon, good sir?” the Vespiquen said, hovering in the air with her arms folded. “Do you seriously inform me that you intend to challenge Her Majesty?”

Noctowl blinked. “…what, what?”

“I may have the body of a Bug and Flying type, but I have the Power Gem of a Rock-type!” she informed him, making a gesture, and Noctowl was forced to bank away from a hexagonal gemstone moving rather faster than was safe.

“That’s just not cricket!” he replied, spinning off an illusion and phasing out of visibility.

“Tallyho!” the Vespiquen responded, and dozens of miniature Combee doubles swarmed out of her dress. They spread out across the stadium, until one of them hit something invisible and the others began to converge on that location.

“Extra-bloody-sensory!” Noctowl shouted, forcing them away in a pulse of psionic energy, and salvoed in Air Slashes at his opponent.

“Protect me, my guards!” Vespiquen said sharply. More miniature Combee appeared from her abdomen, forming a wall which took the impact of the Flying-type attack, and Noctowl used the distraction to phase out of visibility again.

Vespiquen sent out the Attack Order again, and there was nothing for several seconds. Then Noctowl briefly flickered into visibility, and she ordered a concentration on him there – only to be hit by a sudden Air Slash from behind her, revealing that the first flicker had actually been a fake.

“You are no knight, but a knave!” she hissed, calling on her bees to heal her… somehow.

“I resent that implication and all it stands for!” Noctowl replied hotly, and flicked a wing away from renewed attack by another Power Gem.


“What.” Ash said, blinking.

“I think they’re having a Battle of Brit-ing,” Pikachu observed.

Ash gave him a glare. “That was terrible.”

“…you’re right, it was. Sorry.”


“You had to fight this one, right?” Harrison asked, as Noctowl jinked back and forth across the stadium.

“Yeah, I-” Jon paused, as another Noctowl was swarmed by bees and turned out to be a fake. “I don’t really follow how illusions like this work… anyway, yeah, my Rapidash had trouble with him.”

“Right.” Harrison said. “By the looks of things, there’s not much that you could do against him… what did you end up having to do to find him?”

“Actually, it was mostly because of all the smoke and flame,” Jon said. “He disturbed it, and I managed to spot a ripple in the smoke quick enough to let Rapidash know about it in time.”

“That’s pretty impressive, I’ll admit,” Harrison said, then both were interrupted by a sudden amplification of the buzzing sound from the battlefield.

Vespiquen had apparently tired of the situation. She was sending out huge numbers of bees to sweep the whole battlefield, sweeping her arms as she ordered them around.

“Question,” Jon said, blinking. “How, exactly, is this one Pokémon?”

“…I think they’re constructs?” Harrison asked, uncertainly. “Probably?”

“It’s even more confusing than Zweilous…”

After a minute, Vespiquen turned with an air of triumph and pointed.


“Aha! The blaggard is revealed!” Vespiquen crowed, as Noctowl began to lose his cloak due to the sheer number of bugs clinging to him.

“You have me at a disadvantage, madame…” he muttered, trying to shake the Combee-constructs off.

“Now, witness the power of this Royal Bee Force! Attack!”

Dozens of red glows began to light up the whole arena, as the Bug Buzz attacks charged.

“Pity, really…” Noctowl mused, shaking his head. “You only went and forgot the most British thing of all.”

Vespiquen frowned.

“Why, to spit fire of course!” Noctowl’s eyes flashed, and his beak opened. “Heat Wave!”

The spherical blast of flame sent the constructs showering in all directions, and Vespiquen hissed. “No! Off with his top hat!”

“It’s only a bally illusion,” Noctowl muttered, and flapped hard. He carved a path of flame through the bee formation, and dove down on Vespiquen with an air of smugness.

“Destiny Bond!” she managed, the moment before he hit, and there was a flash of fire and smoke which flashed from Combee to Combee and sent her whole construct force up in smoke.

It smelled of wax and honey.

When the scented smoke cloud had streamed out of the roof, both Pokémon were crashed in long furrows on the arena floor.


“You know…” Jon frowned. “I have this vague sense that we missed something there.”

Blaziken held in a snicker.

Harrison shrugged. “Let’s see.. okay, the bug guy has one Pokémon left, and Ash has… well, his Pidgeot, which isn’t very manoeuvrable in tight spaces; his Larvitar, which is kind of slow; that Porygon, who seemed pretty hurt… and whatever else he’s got now. Well, I guess the bug guy could pull it out of the hat…”

Samurai sent out his last Pokémon, and the Hoenn trainer blinked. “Okay, wasn’t expecting that…”

“What is it?” Jon asked.

“It’s an Armaldo – they’re fossils. Where’d he get that?”

“I guess… the ground?” Jon asked.

“…yeah, fair point,” Harrison admitted with a laugh.

Ash sent out his own Pokémon, and they examined it.

“Well… it’s a Kingler,” Jon said, not sure what else to say about it.

“Is that kind of like a Crawdaunt?” Harrison asked.

“…I’d know if I knew what a Crawdaunt was.”

“They’re kind of crustaceans. Big claws, Water and Dark type…”

“Oh, okay.” Jon frowned. “No, they’re just pure Water.”

Kingler flexed his claws, and advanced on the Fossil. Armaldo examined him for a moment, then accepted the challenge and advanced.

There wasn’t much subtlety to this particular battle. The ancient Fossil and the more modern crab engaged one another in a brutal, percussive slugfest.

Claws clashed against pincers, Armaldo working up a rhythm with his Fury Cutters in between the occasional blast of water from Kingler’s Crabhammers as they impacted.

“There doesn’t seem to be any strategy going on,” Jon said, sounding a bit disappointed. “I mean, it’s alright, but…”

His new friend had already spotted something, though. “Is it me, or is that water getting deeper?”

Jon looked again. “…you’re right. That’s already at least a foot deep…”


“Kingler, now!” Ash called. “Surf!”

Kingler stepped back a pace, making Armaldo whiff his Fury Cutter and interrupting his rhythm.

The Bug-type scowled, seeming offended, and readied to charge in – and then Kingler’s Surf happened.

The water deepened nearly instantly, as Kingler produced a kind of continual wave which deepened the pool by a factor of two at least.

Armaldo was carried backwards by the wave, and took a moment to right himself. He scowled, then dove into the water with a plip.


“Okay, this is much more interesting,” Jon said happily, as he tracked the high-speed ripple of Armaldo swimming through the shallow water. “Wonder why Ash had Kingler do that, though – I mean, it seems like it’s just making a disadvantage.”

“I don’t know, but I’m sure there’s a reason,” Harrison shrugged. “After all, why would he do it?”

At that point, Armaldo got close enough to Kingler that the Water-type tried his luck.

“Whoa!” both trainers said, echoing the response of most of the stadium, as a plume of water geysered skywards from Kingler’s Crabhammer – carrying with it the Armaldo.

The baffled Bug-type described an arc through the air, and Kingler got in a salvo of Bubblebeam which detonated along his side before he plunged back into the water – taking a more cautious approach angle, this time.


“Armaldo!” Samurai called. “Armaldo!”

The second time, his Fossil heard him. It kicked up spray as it swam over to the booth, and popped out next to its master.

“You’re going to have to close in faster than Kingler can react!” he said. “For the honour of Bug-types!”

Armaldo saluted, then plipped back into the water.

A moment later, a yellow-violet light began to shine from beneath the surface.


“That’s a Giga Impact!” Ash realized. “Kingler – on my mark!”

Kingler’s claw clicked open under the water, ready to fire.

Ash closed his eyes, and located Armaldo. The Bug-type was swimming in a circle, accelerating – then he changed course and came straight in at high speed.

Unlike Kingler, Ash could see exactly where Armaldo was as he did that – so he could tell Kingler-

“Now!”

The Crabhammer fired, producing a tiny bubble of superheated water which expanded to steam. The bubble promptly collapsed under the water pressure, but not without blowing a huge hole in the water – and deflecting Armaldo upwards.

Kingler then learned the same lesson Pinsir had, and was struck between the eyes by seventy kilos of Armaldo still cloaked in the energy of Giga Impact.

Ash wasn’t sure if he’d miscalculated or whether that was just going to have happened anyway, but he reacted fast. He called back the knocked-out Kingler and sent out Pidgeot in the same movement, and she swept forwards.

One wingbeat, and then her wings were sliding up into a configuration with the leading edge vertical. Her tail flicked from position to position as she extended her claws, and she snagged Armaldo just before he made it back to the water and safety.

Still tired from the exertion, Armaldo was unable to take any quick countermeasures. Within a few seconds, Pidgeot had him up as high as the stadium roof, and she pulled around in a tight, air-control-boosted turn before flinging him right back towards the water again.

The final step was a Gust. That sped him along, but more importantly it dished the water in at his impact point – so there wasn’t nearly enough to provide a cushioning effect, and he hit with a splattering crash.


“With Pokémon still able to battle, Ash Ketchum wins!”

“Exciting enough for you?” Harrison chuckled, as he joined in the applause.

“Pretty much, yeah,” Jon agreed. “I’m kind of glad he didn’t have to use that Pikachu, though, I feel proud of forcing him to!”


AN:


Remember this guy?

He’s been improving.

Also, this is what happened to Harrison – I have plans for the remaining three battles, and he’s not in them.

Hopefully this framing device was interesting…

As for the Noctowl-Vespiquen battle, all I can say is - sorry…






110. Johto 51


Casey took a deep breath, looking out at the field.

She was… well, she kind of had mixed feelings about this one.

It still amazed her how far she’d got. She was in the quarter finals! And… every time she won, she felt a kind of mixture of triumph and queasiness.

“Master.”

She looked down, and smiled. “I was doing it again, huh?”

Riolu nodded to her. “You were. It does not matter if you win, merely that we all do all we can.”

“Right.” Casey took another breath, happier this time. “Okay, let’s do this.”

There was a grating on the floor as Riolu moved the chair over, and hopped onto it so she could see out across the battlefield.

“Who first?” she asked, rolling her neck.

Casey took out two Pokéballs, both marked with a little lightning-bolt.

“Uh… let’s see…”

After a moment of thought, she put one away. “Sorry, Elekid, not your turn this time.”

The referee raised his flag. “Will both competitors please send out their first Pokémon!”

Casey bounced Pichu’s Pokéball for a moment, then threw it with a practiced skill.

It burst open in the air, releasing her little Electric-type mouse, and she noticed Ash had sent out a Butterfree before catching the ‘ball as it returned to her from the backspin.

“Okay, Pichu!” she called. “Do your best!”

Pichu nodded to her, then turned back to the battle. He touched his tail for luck, a spark jumping from it to his hand, then set his stance.

Butterfree began by swooping down for a moment, producing an Air Cutter out of his wake, and sent it down towards Pichu.

The Electric-type jumped over it, took a moment to aim at the fast-moving Flying-type, and launched out a bolt of crackling lightning.

Butterfree dodged away, and Pichu’s attack missed – but barely. His eyes glowed, and he fired down a hammer of psionic energy which Pichu avoided with a sprint and skid-dive to a safe area.

“Good start!” Casey called. “You know what to do now! Play!”

Pichu clapped one fist into the other palm as he got up, a mischievous grin on his face. Lightning crackled around his cheeks, and he sent another burst skywards.

As Butterfree had done the first time, he slipped out of the way and began to prepare a Psychic counterattack.

That was about when he discovered what Casey had meant by ‘play’. Pichu had followed the nasty plot they’d prepared before the battle, and used a hidden ball.

Specifically, a hidden Electroball, which came flashing out from behind the Thunderbolt towards right where his opponent was trying to dodge to.

Butterfree managed to divert the Psychic energy to a shield in time to avoid the worst of it, but the Electric attack still clearly hurt. He wobbled before recovering, and fired down a Bug Buzz while sustaining his psionic shield.

Pichu dodged that one, too, though he took a hit to the tail as he cleared the area. Glancing up as he ran, he fired another bolt skywards (a fastball, this time) and Butterfree decided that discretion was the better part of valour.

Wings beating steadily, the Bug-type ascended to the apex of the stadium, and Casey frowned.

“Pichu, how are you feeling?” she asked.

Pichu threw her a thumbs-up. “Pichu pi!”

“He says he is full of energy,” Riolu translated.

“That’s what I like to hear, Pichu!” Casey enthused. “Okay, Charge for now. I want to see what he’s planning next…”

For several seconds, not much happened. Butterfree stayed high, out of trouble, and Pichu stood ready on the battlefield with electricity crackling around him.

Then Butterfree came swooping down again – with a powerful psionic shield visible around him.

“Looks like he’s been using Quiver Dance…” Casey mused. “Right! Okay, Pichu – start off with a Charge Beam!”

Pichu nodded. “Chuuu!”

Electrical energy built, crackling around his ears, and he gestured up. The beam hit the edge of Butterfree’s shield, and he dodged away and built up an attack.

This time, Pichu was a bit slow in dodging. The Psychic slam hit him hard, knocking him backwards across the arena, and he bounced several times before managing to turn it into a foot-first slide and shed the rest of his momentum.

The electricity skirling around him was as strong as ever, though, and he threw another electrical attack skywards. This one was a Shockwave, curling around at speed to hit Butterfree despite his attempt to dodge, and Casey grinned.

“Yeah!”

Butterfree was not happy – that much was obvious. He fired down a Signal Beam which hit Pichu on the side, then swooped down a little and added to that with another – and more powerful – Psychic.

“Pichu!” Casey called. “Endure!”

The little Electric-type flashed red just before the Psychic arrived, and managed to survive the impact. His cheeks flared through the dust cloud, and as it began to fade he crouched.

“Okay, go for the home run!”


Butterfree would have blinked if he were biologically equipped for it. “Home run? What’s that supposed to-”

As it turned out, that meant Volt Tackle.

It hurt.


Casey recalled Pichu before he hit the floor, checked Butterfree’s condition for just a moment, and sent out her next Pokémon. “Okay, Beedrill! You know what to do!”

She opened the Pokéball again, and gave Pichu a look over. “I think he’s okay…”

“Just exhausted,” Riolu judged.

There was the woosh of a psychic attack from overhead, followed by a thwack.

“All right!” she said, as Butterfree began to fall. “Great shot, Beedrill!”

She felt quite triumphant about it all. Fell Stinger was not an easy move at the best of times, but actually getting it to work?

Yeah, this was a good start.

A moment later, a red beam lashed out and caught Butterfree.

Ash’s next choice surprised her. There were several she was afraid of – Lucario, Pikachu, Charizard, or any of the Legendaries – but what she actually got was that Larvitar they’d both helped save.

“Huh,” she said, then cupped her hands around her mouth. “Outfield, Beedrill!”

Beedrill flipped up his pointed stinger, and saluted her. Then he buzzed back around to the front… contemplated Larvitar, and looked just a bit confused.

“Beedriiilllll?” he asked, in a buzzing tone.

Riolu blinked. “He… asks how exactly he’s supposed to fight Larvitar.”

“Uh… good point…”


Larvitar frowned up at Beedrill, then decided to take matters into his own hands.

He concentrated, forming a circle of Hidden Power orbs, and threw them at Beedrill.

Unfortunately for him, while the Bug-type may have not had many ideas what to do now he was still alert. He zipped aside, and the balls of energy missed.

“Aha!” Larvitar heard Casey shout, and winced. Things might have just got difficult… it sounded like there was a plan afoot.

In preparation, Larvitar hardened his skin a little and set his stance, before beginning to charge more Hidden Power attacks.


“He’s a Rock-type!” Casey reminded Beedrill. “So he’s weak to Ground-type attacks! Use Drill Run!”

Beedrill heard her, and flitted sideways out of the attack path of a second shower of Hidden Power orbs before putting his spikes together.

There was a pause as he lined up, and then he came down in a high-speed drill-based attack run.

Larvitar met the attack with one of his own, drawing back his fist and punching at the stinger. It clearly did some damage, but Larvitar just as clearly came off worst – he was knocked backwards by the heavy blow, his feet making twin furrows in the dirt, and he wasn’t able to do any kind of follow up before Beedrill was skywards and safe again.

“Good work, Beedrill!” Casey called. “Don’t get cocky!”

Beedrill began to reply, but was interrupted and nearly hit by an explosion just behind his shoulder. Deciding not to stay within range of Larvitar’s accurate Hidden Powers, he gained height before reversing and going in on a second Drill Run.

This time, Larvitar seemed to try a different approach. Rather than face the attack head-on, he did just about the opposite – and dug a hole.

Beedrill aborted his attack run, buzzed for a moment, and then dove down the hole.

There was a second when nothing moved, then both Larvitar and Beedrill burst from the ground. Larvitar was volleying in a series of punches, and Beedrill was blocking and jabbing with his arm-spikes in a complicated Fury Attack.

The combat continued until they landed – which, since it happened to be upside down, imposed a sort of halt as both righted themselves.

“Beedrill, stay outfield!” Casey called, and her Bug-type duly shot skywards away from the Rock-type as he readied what looked like an absolutely devastating headbutt. “He’s mainly good close in!”

Beedrill replied with a frantic buzz, and Casey glanced over at Riolu.

“He was reminding you that so is he,” she said.

“Right, true… uh…”

Casey frowned, thinking.

She could switch out, here… but that would mean losing the effect of that boost Beedrill was on. That would be a real shame…

Wait.

That boost meant that some of Beedrill’s attacks would be much more effective than they normally would be. And that meant-

“Beedrill!” she called, and the Bug-type backflipped away from one of the Hidden Power orbs and glanced over. “Pin Missile!”

Beedrill’s reply was to launch a shower of homing needles. They spread out, then converged on Larvitar.

“Now Twinneedle!”

Wings humming, Beedrill followed the shower of missiles down. He put both stingers out in front, one a little ahead of the other, and reached Larvitar almost before the impacts had stopped.

The first stinger hit, empowered by Beedrill’s earlier success with Fell Stinger, and he brought up the second one to deliver that as well.

Larvitar’s counter to that was somewhat unorthodox.

“Ow!” Casey winced, clapping her hands to her ears, as the little Rock-type Screeched.

It was loud, and shrill, and atonal, and it hurt her ears.

She saw Beedrill wobble a little drunkenly through the air as he tried to gain height, the sound clearly disorienting him. This meant he was in trouble when Larvitar pushed off from the ground, leaping for his opponent (though mercifully ending the Screech) and managed to grab the Bug-type around the thorax.

As Larvitar weighed between two and three times as much as Beedrill did, this was a quick ticket to a crash landing.

“Drill Run!” Casey called, trying to mitigate the situation, and Beedrill managed a few revolutions before they hit the ground with a crash.

Larvitar finished the battle off by a close-range spread of Hidden Power, which seemed to do enough damage to Beedrill to knock him out.

Casey winced. “Okay, that wasn’t good…” She raised a Pokéball and returned Beedrill, then frowned. Meganium or-

“Master?” Riolu asked. “May I?”

“Sure,” Casey nodded readily. “Go get ‘im, girl!”

“Thank you.” Riolu hopped up onto the viewing slit, then out onto the field.


“Watch out, Larvitar!” Ash called. “She knows Aura Sphere!”

Larvitar nodded, and vanished underground for a Dig – the best way he had of avoiding being hit, at least short-term.

Riolu stood poised, one foot slightly ahead of the other and her paws together at about waist height. She turned back and forth a little in the wind, and Ash frowned.

What was she-

Larvitar burst from the ground behind her, readying a Hidden Power attack, and Riolu exploded into motion.

Her left leg pushed off a little from the ground and came up, sending her spinning towards Larvitar, and her clasped paws came up towards her right shoulder before separating out.

A blue light flashed between them as her arm movement revealed the Aura Sphere she’d had charging in her right palm, and as she came to the point she was facing Larvitar she put her leg back down again – then her right arm came whip-cracking around, and the Aura Sphere flashed across the stadium towards Larvitar.

The Rock-type was still charging his attack, and Riolu’s devastatingly accurate fastball came by surprise. It hit his readying Hidden Power, bursting it, and carried on to hit him on the nose with a crash.

A moment later, and Larvitar was out for the count.

Pikachu blinked. “Okay, she’s been playing a lot of baseball…”


“Nice work, Riolu!” Casey cheered. “Great pitch!”

Riolu smiled back at her, then turned as Ash sent out his third Pokémon.

“Primeape, huh…” she said, frowning. “Let’s see what this means! Riolu, play it safe for now…”

The yellow-and-black Fighting-type’s stance changed, subtly, as she followed Casey’s general directions.

Between her paws, a little blue spark could be seen.

Then Primeape exploded forwards, Riolu countered with a thrown Aura Sphere, and things got very fast very quickly.


Riolu took a quick step back as soon as she’d pitched her sphere, feeling a distinct satisfaction as it hit Primeape on the cheek, and her paws glowed as she pushed Aura into them.

Primeape launched a punch, and Riolu reacted with the kind of speed she’d learned through playing considerable amounts of baseball. She jinked a little to the side – not much, not in the time she had, but enough to get herself away from the path of Primeape’s punch – and brought her right paw around for a Force Palm strike at the side of his elbow.

Primeape turned the punch into a kick, accepting the elbow blow and even using it for extra momentum on the volleyed-in impact, and air whooshed out of Riolu’s lungs as he caught her on the side of her chest.

She rolled with the blow as much as she could, flipping backwards and onto her feet again, and forced down a deep breath before throwing another whiplash-fast Aura Sphere.

Again, it was so fast that Primeape couldn’t really get out of the way in time. He tried, but the globe of Aura still burst on his glove as he headed sideways.

This seemed to annoy him.


Casey watched with a mix of pride and apprehension as Riolu and Primeape blurred back and forth.

There was a definite pattern emerging, though only a general one – things were happening too fast for her to be specific. But it looked like, generally, Riolu was managing to get off her high-speed Aura Spheres whenever the range opened – though the range was usually opened by Primeape hitting her very hard – and then the resultant close-quarters exchange overall favoured the bigger monkey, though Riolu was still getting some licks in.

The main question now, for Casey, was how she could help. This wasn’t like the earlier battles – this was all happening a bit fast for her to keep track of, and that felt like she was letting Riolu down.

There was a thud, and Riolu rolled backwards before coming to her feet – favouring her right arm a little.

“Are you okay?” Casey called, worried.

Riolu glanced back. “It’s nothing.”

“I don’t think it is,” Casey replied. “Okay… right. New plan. We practised for this, right? Left hand pitch!”

The Fighting-type shiny nodded, and shifted her stance a little. Another Aura Sphere sparked to life in her palms, and she threw it just as Primeape came in again.


“I have to admit, this worked out really well,” Ash said, as the high-speed battle continued. “I didn’t even realize the baseball thing until just now, but – yeah, that worked out nicely.”

“You seem oddly pleased that Casey’s currently about even with us,” Pikachu pointed out.

“I like Casey,” Ash replied with a shrug. “She kind of… well, it’s a bit like I imagine I’d be if my life wasn’t an endless parade of chaos. Or, rather, what I’d like to be like.”

Pikachu nodded, considering. “Right. Because she’s got a good team…”

“…and she’s doing well with it, and because she’s good at getting them all involved,” Ash agreed.

A pause. “Plus it’s nice to see a Riolu fighting again. Lucario’s great, but there’s still a difference.”

“I do know what you mean.”


Riolu threw another Aura Sphere, panted, and swivelled on her right foot to kick out at Primeape’s oncoming fist.

That deflected the blow away from her centre-of-mass, though she still took a glancing blow to the shoulder.

She rolled with the blow, her right hand coming out to slap at Primeape’s back, and he shifted enough that the attack failed to connect.

Taking advantage of the lull, she pushed back and opened the distance again as soon as her foot reached the floor.

This was going to be a tricky one.

So far, she’d been pitching. Time to field.

Primeape kicked off and plunged towards her, by now moving fast enough that most Pokémon wouldn’t have been able to properly track it.

To a Riolu used to catching attempts at home runs, it was merely very fast.

She reached for the boxing glove as it approached, stepped just a little to one side, and her hands closed over it – then, before the force of the blow could transmit itself to her, twisted sharply to one side.

She rotated through a quarter turn, and then the effort of holding on was too much. Her grip broke.

The whip-crack effect was brutal – on her end, let alone what happened to Primeape.

Riolu went over on her back with a thud, wincing, and skidded along for several paces before stopping.

Primeape, on the other hand, went hurtling towards the arena wall. He managed to turn himself, so he was moving feet-first, but the impact still produced a small crack and quite a loud noise.

By the time he’d dropped down to the floor and crouched down, Riolu had come back to her feet – and, cheekily, she even threw a new Aura Sphere at him with a left-handed curve pitch.

She realized that antagonizing him might not have been a great idea when his Anger Point activated.


Ash, prudently, put his hands over his ears.


“You’re doing-” Casey began, and then there was an earsplitting CRACK-BOOM. Dust blasted up from the arena floor with the instant wash of wind, and she threw up an arm to protect herself from it.

When it faded, she looked out in apprehension.

Riolu was out cold, but it looked like the effort had exhausted Primeape as well – as she watched, the fuzzy Fighting-type dropped to his knees and supported himself with one arm.

“Excuse me?” she heard Ash call. “Referee?”

The ref duly looked over to him.

“My Primeape can’t fight any more… and probably needs medical attention… so I’m withdrawing him. It’s going to take a few minutes to arrange, if my opponent’s fine with it.”

“Sure!” Casey called, relieved for the chance to let Riolu recover.

Sure, the Emanation Pokémon wasn’t going to be able to participate in the match – but it’d be nice to have her watching.


Fortunately, Riolu had managed to get her paws up in time to block. The attack – apparently a Master Blow, whatever that was – hadn’t done much more than knock her out, and a quick spray of Potion had her up and ready to watch the next part of the match.

That done, Casey considered her options.

She was worried about… Lucario, Pikachu, Charizard, or any of the Legendaries.

The one who gave her most options was-

“Pidgeot, go!”

“Snorlax!” Ash shouted, at the same time.


“…oh, great,” Ash winced, as Casey’s Pidgeot climbed smoothly into the stadium’s large open air zone. “Might not have been the best choice…”

“What were you thinking?” Pikachu asked, curiously.

“Meganium,” Ash replied. “Do you want to give this a go, Snorlax? I can call you back-”

Snorlax replied in quite a direct way, by firing a blast of orange energy from his eyes up at the circling Pidgeot.


“Whoa!” Casey said, as Pidgeot weaved away from the Hyper Beam. Snorlax corrected it once or twice, and it swerved briefly across his body near the tail before running out. “Okay, Pidgeot, stay high and stay fast! Don’t let him get you!”

Her Pidgeot beat his wings hard, letting out a defiant cry and ascending skywards. A Gust blasted down as he did, hitting Snorlax and making him scratch an itch, and he then replied with a second shot of Hyper Beam.

Reaching a more comfortable altitude and speed, Pidgeot started to prepare a larger attack.

He started off with a Twister, a tornado laced with mystical energy which lashed down around Snorlax. The Normal-type didn’t seem to mind much, yawning, and after a few seconds the Twister faded leaving a circle of affected grass behind it.

“Snorlax!” Casey heard Ash call. “Fire when I tell you!”

“Look out, Pidgeot!” she said in response. “He’ll be trying to get you when you slow down – so keep the speed up!”

Another cry from Pidgeot, and she glanced over at Riolu.

“He is quite ready for this,” she assured her trainer. “Most of that was aimed at Snorlax.”

“Now!” Ash called suddenly, and orange energy lashed skywards.

Pidgeot slammed his wings up, shedding speed, and then rolled and dove as Snorlax retargeted. The beam hit him for a moment, but he powered away from it, and then pulled up and increased speed again to make himself a harder target.

“Okay, Pidgeot!” Casey called. “Home run!”

Pidgeot obliged, levelling out, and then began to turn inwards. Faster and faster, tighter and tighter, reaching for a goal of a barely-subsonic circuit no wider than a baseball diamond – until a windstorm developed.

He was forced to leave it for a moment as Snorlax fired again, but then the miniature tornado whipped downwards and crashed into the ground – well away from Snorlax.

That was exactly what Pidgeot was aiming for, though. The impact kicked up a plume of grass and dirt, which was promptly swept into the vortex and began to fill the stadium with dust.


Ash squinted through the dust. “Snorlax – down a bit, down a bit – fire!”

Orange light flashed, and he hissed – Snorlax had missed.

Not surprising given the sand everywhere, but annoying.

As he watched, the blue aura signature of Pidgeot threw himself into a turn. He dove into the cloud, and aimed for Snorlax.

“Look out!” Ash called. “Ready an Ice Punch!”

There was a crash, and Pidgeot’s Sky Attack hit. The Ice Punch connected, hitting his leg, but the Flying-type’s attack was far more of a problem.

Snorlax bounced backwards, staggered once, and shook his head as Pidgeot climbed back into the swirling dust storm.

“This isn’t your kind of fight, Snorlax!” Ash called, raising a pair of Pokéballs. “Return!”


Casey heard the return-beam and the sound of a Pokéball opening, and squinted. “What’s he-”

“Charizard,” Riolu said tersely, and then there was a roar and the sound of wingbeats.

The dust storm collapsed as its momentum slowly ran out, and Charizard climbed into the sky after his opponent.

Camera flashes started in the stands.

“He is well anticipated, it seems,” Riolu noted.

“Not surprised, he’s been on TV a lot,” Casey replied. “Okay, Pidgeot! Don’t let him get too close!”


Charizard took a deep breath, and let it out with a rush of air.

This was going to be interesting… by his count, Casey had all three of the Pokémon who’d fought him last time still available to her.

Pidgeot first.

“You’re bigger than last time,” he observed neutrally, and Pidgeot chuckled – then flipped a wing, and bored away at high speed.

Charizard saw the sonic boom cloud form a moment before he heard the SLAM that proved it, and winced to himself – fighting a Pidgeot was always a tricky mental exercise. They were so dang fast…

He gained a little height, then settled down to hover.

Pidgeot wasn’t long in coming back. Brown-cream wings showed for a moment as he turned, and then he was on the way back in.

Wind swirled around his wings.

Right.

Charizard inhaled, then began to Flamethrower – a long, rolling gout of fire that just kept coming and coming and coming. Twisting his neck, he sprayed it out in all directions, forming a continually-replenishing sphere of flame which covered all possible directions.

A moment later, a hammer of air hit him – blowing the counter shield away, but disrupted sufficiently that it didn’t hit as hard as it might otherwise have done.

Charizard frowned, wings crackling as they spread to full extension again to arrest a momentary drop, and surged to the side after Pidgeot. His Flamethrower clipped the feathers of his opponent, and then the faster Flying-type was away and safe.

This could be a tricky one.


“I’m so glad we spent so long training to handle Charizard,” Casey admitted. She cupped her hands around her mouth. “You’re doing fine! Just make sure you take a wider line!”

“This is the Charizard who fought legendaries?” Riolu checked.

“Yeah – though I’m not sure if he’s got the Mega Stone to transform here, Ash said it was kind of strange…” Casey shook her head. “Kind of wish I had one…”

Pidgeot rocketed past Charizard again, waves of Air Cutters slicing across in a diagonal wave which flicked at the Fire-type’s orange scales.

“Okay!” Casey shouted. “Now, try to get him out!”


Pidgeot heard, and interpreted what his trainer meant.

Leaning back in a climb, he soared upwards – thousands of feet in seconds, then came curving around upside-down in preparation for his dive back towards Charizard again.

As he flew, wind began to gather under his wings for a Hurricane – the strongest wind-blast he had, intended to knock Charizard out of the sky entirely.

Even if he wasn’t knocked out by it, being driven into the ground had to hurt.

Reaching the turnover point, he dove – ready to attack.

Then he spotted a bluish shimmer in the air.


Charizard felt quite proud of this one.

That Noivern he’d fought back in Blackthorn had given him the idea. His Blast Burn didn’t detonate all at once – which led to the conclusion that, if he planned specifically, the explosive lensing that resulted from a cloud of gas exploding just right could be put to very useful purposes.

Pidgeot stooped towards him, then his tail suddenly changed shape – aborting his attack run early.

Can’t have that, Charizard thought cheerfully – and spat a shower of Embers.

A cloud of bluish hydrogen shaped a little bit like an inverted cone exploded. Rather than from the tip to the base, though, this one flashed into flame along the entire curved surface at once – the blast racing inwards and contracting, until it reached the centre of the base and produced a huge overpressure wash aimed straight up.

The hammer of hot air smashed into Pidgeot as he tried to pull out of his dive, wrenching his wings back with a painful suddenness and sending him tumbling.

Charizard most certainly did not have it all his own way, though. Pidgeot’s Hurricane was mostly unhindered by the highly-focused blast, and hit the Flame Pokémon in the chest – missing his wings, but driving him towards the ground as well.


Casey watched, heart in her mouth, as both Flying-types fell from the sky.

Pidgeot’s tail was flaring from side to side as he fought to control his tumble – she could see his spin slowing, but he was running out of sky-room.

There was a ripple of indrawn breath all around the stadium as the battling Pokémon fell into it. Distantly, she was aware Charizard was falling faster than Pidgeot was, and then Pidgeot’s beak began to come up as he broke the stall-

Bottoming out so low the grass caught fire, Charizard swooped up underneath the recovering Pidgeot and strafed him with green dragonfire.

That seemed to do the trick. Already tired, Pidgeot wobbled – then flopped down onto the grass in a relatively soft landing.

His trainer held out her Pokéball and returned him. “Good work,” she said, then frowned. “Hmmm… who now…”

One of her Pokéballs wobbled, and she glanced down at it. “Really?”

Another wobble.

“Okay, sure.” She threw the ‘ball. “Meganium, your turn!”


Charizard blinked. “…okay, wasn’t expecting that.”

His opponent shrugged. “Perhaps you should have.”

“No, I mean – seriously. Grass-type. Can you see the problem here?”

Meganium smiled thinly. “Not at all.”

“Whatever.” Charizard shook his head, wings beating as he came down to land. “Okay, this is mainly going to be difficult in terms of how to do it without hurting you too badly-”

Meganium’s vines lashed out.

Charizard rather abruptly found himself under attack from four directions at once, as Meganium’s well-conditioned vines whipped towards him. He inhaled in surprise, and then one of the vines lashed around his muzzle and held it shut.

The snort of flame that issued from his nostrils was bright and potent, but went nowhere near where it would need to go to damage the Constrict.

Meganium’s other three vines were just as well aimed. One whipped up around his leg, another his arm, and the fourth one scored the most important success. Passing twice around his torso, it trapped his wings and tail beneath it – preventing him from simply flying away.

“Mrrf!” Charizard roared, enraged, and pulled violently on the vine on his wrist with main strength. It creaked, but held, and then the trailing end of the one holding his leg came up and snagged his other wrist as he tried to use his claws to cut one of the vines.

Snarling, he bent his neck to try and flame one of the vines – and then saw Meganium’s flower glowing.

A large rock floated up in front of her face.

“…mff.”

Then Meganium used Ancientpower.


“What.”

Liza stared at the screen, as a barrage of small rocks repeatedly knocked Charizard’s head back before the vines pulled it forwards into position to be hit again. “Is this actually happening?”

Behind her, Charla collapsed on the floor in fits of giggles.


“This is working,” Casey said, mostly to herself. “This is actually working.”

She could see the strain on Meganium’s face, the sheen of sweat as she struggled to hold Charizard down – even off balance and being continually beaned in the head with rocks, the Fire-type was powerfully muscled and Meganium was having trouble holding him despite the two Ancientpower boosts she’d gained already.

Another curl of flame escaped Charizard’s mouth, and she winced. That was a bad sign…

“Keep it up!” she shouted to Meganium, getting a determined nod in response. “Don’t let him refocus!”


“…this is strange even by my standards,” Ash observed.

Pikachu nodded.

Ash raised his voice. “Charizard! Try to go over backwards!”

Charizard seemed to hear him, though it was probably a little hard for him to interpret anything with the rhythmic thwacks of rocks against his forehead. He flung his neck back hard when the rock hit, wobbled, and crashed to the ground.

The abrupt change in position threw Meganium off a little, and fouled her aim. She staggered forwards a step and a half as Charizard pulled on the taut vines, and that made the others – including the one holding his right forearm – go slack.

“Dragon Claw!” Ash added.

The reminder seemed to help. Charizard slashed out with his forearms – one was caught, but the other was held loosely enough that it had some play. The sudden tug pulled the remainder of the vine off his arm.

Then Charizard’s mind got enough traction to take up the fight again.


Casey winced as Charizard’s claws flashed – and cut the vine holding his other arm, just before Meganium recaptured his first one.

“Okay, Meganium!” she called. “Grand Slam!”

Meganium pulled with her three remaining vines with all her strength, flipping Charizard over onto his front, then withdrew the vines just ahead of a vengeful blast of Flamethrower.

She skipped back a step, then shouted. “Me-ga-UM!”

The ground trembled.


Charizard pushed himself back to his feet, shaking his head to remove the residual dizziness.

He wasn’t sure how many times he’d been hit in the forehead by rocks, but it was going to give him one heck of a headache in the morning…

Resolving to take Meganium as seriously as possible, he spread his wings and launched himself skywards.

Flame came to his mouth – this time not being penned in by the stupid vines – and he fired a Fire Blast down at her.

It didn’t knock her out, not with the reddish enhancement energy crackling over her, but she was clearly badly affected by it nevertheless.

Swinging around for another attack run, Charizard prepared to finish the job.

Then the arena floor erupted in four different places, and huge root-like constructs grew out of it with shocking speed. They reached towards him in a kind of diamond-shape, and he switched targets to them with an almighty WHOOMPH of Inferno.

That reduced one of the towers of roots to a smouldering mess, but then another one smacked him in the side and knocked him towards the floor.

He rolled and landed in a long skid, braking his momentum with his hind legs, and had just enough time to be proud of avoiding a crash before all three other pillars of the Frenzy Plant landed on him.


“Did that do it?” Casey asked, anxiously.

Riolu closed her eyes, reaching out with Aura sight.

“…he’s not moving,” she said after a moment, then gasped. “Wait-”

The towers of plant matter exploded.

As flaming debris crashed to the ground all over the stadium floor, Charizard loomed out of the smoke. His mouth flashed with orange heat, and Meganium was knocked out by a direct hit from a Fire Blast.


Once Meganium was recalled, Charizard let out the breath he’d been holding.

“What’s she been feeding that Pokémon?” he asked rhetorically. Then he frowned. “Wait…”

Turning, he pointed a claw at Casey. “Have you been training your Pokémon specifically to fight me?”

Casey glanced over at her Riolu, who muttered something.

“Oh! Uh… yes?” Casey said, with a shrug.

“That explains a lot…”

Casey scooped up her final Pokéball for the match. “Okay, Raticate! You know what to do!”


Charizard had, by now, learned his lesson. As Raticate formed, he blew a stream of fire at her.

A plume of smoke fountained up, and then Raticate blurred out of it with a whoosh of wind – yellow-black scarf fluttering behind her.

“Oh-” Charizard began, then took off in a clap of wings to try to get clear – too late.

As he rose, Raticate jumped and grabbed onto his tail. Her fangs flashed briefly, then she chomped down on the tip.

It hurt. A lot.


“Hold on, Raticate!” Casey called, as the Fire-type thrashed his tail around to try to throw the Normal-type off. “And keep working that Super Fang!”

Riolu winced. “That looks painful.”

“I know, but-”

There was a whoomph of flame, as Charizard sent a blast back down his own body to try and force Raticate off. The Mouse Pokémon scampered to the lee side of his tail, avoiding the worst of the flames, and bit down again on the orange scales of her opponent.

Charizard roared something, and bashed his tail into the floor.

Casey glanced over at Riolu.

“He asked why it was always the tail,” she supplied helpfully.


Charizard felt yet another stab of pain from Super Fang, and snarled – this was not fun!

He inhaled, then whip-cracked his tail upwards. The force seemed to be just enough to dislodge Raticate, and he gave an evil grin before bathing her in the purplish fire of an Inferno.

The wash of flame hid her for at least a full second, and then a tattered Choice Scarf fell out of the fire.

Charizard blinked. “Wasn’t that-”

Raticate dropped out of the smoke cloud.

Her tail and some of her fur were on fire, but that only seemed to have made her angrier – a violent red aurora of energy swirled around her, and she fell past his head before grabbing onto the top of his neck.

“Get off!” Charizard snarled, as the large rat clung to his neck and started to swipe with her free paw – knocking his head back and forth while dodging out of the way of his attempts to grab her and physically pull her off.


“That looks about right!” Casey called. “Now!”


Raticate used Thunder.

By itself, her attack wouldn’t have done much to Charizard – he was, after all, used to Pikachu. But he had not been having a good day, and the blast of electricity came at a bad time.

Raticate jumped off just before her opponent plowed a furrow in the dirt.


“Right,” Charla said.

Liza glanced back. “What is it?”

“He’s never – never – living this one down,” she chuckled.


“Nice work!” Ash called, recalling Charizard. “I guess he needs to learn to take his enemies seriously!”

“Thanks!” Casey replied, feeling really quite pleased.

She’d beaten Charizard. Sure, it had taken three Pokémon to do it, but… well, this was Ash’s Charizard she was talking about.

“Okay, Raticate!” she added. “Let’s see what he’s got!”

After a moment, there was a flash of white light – revealing Squirtle.


Squirtle rolled his neck. “All right, you rat bast-”

“I’m a girl,” Raticate interrupted.

“Right,” Squirtle said. He blinked. “Uh – anyway! As I was saying – all right, you dirty rat-”

“I washed this morning!”

“Just let me get started!” Squirtle rejoined. “Okay, you… female… rodent… you may have beaten my comrade, Charizard, but that means nothing! I’m Squirtle, and-”

“You realize I electrocuted-”

“That’s it!” Squirtle announced, removing his glasses from his eyes. “You’re going down! Eat this, Hydro Cannon Fodder!”

A tiny sphere of water shot towards Raticate. No fool, she jumped- and was above and a little to the right of it when it detonated.

The sudden eruption of water knocked her skywards, and she tumbled for a moment before steadying herself. Electricity crackled around her fang and whiskers, then lanced down towards Squirtle.

He raised his glasses and blocked, sending the bolts of lightning skirling off to blow holes in the ground in three places.

As she ended the barrage, Squirtle switched the grip he had on his weapon and charged.

There was a clash of fang against glass, and the two bounced off where they’d collided – skidding to a halt, neither particularly beaten up from the experience.

Eyes narrowed, and they jumped towards one another again.

The two engaged in combat, Super Fang against enhanced glasses, for several seconds. Then Squirtle locked blade with her, and pushed her back with a shout.

Raticate spun away, landed on her feet, and fired another bolt of Thunder. Like the previous one, it made little impression, as Squirtle simply blocked with his glasses.

“Take this!” he announced, drawing them back, and threw them. Halfway there, they flashed with Aura and duplicated themselves.

Raticate glanced between them, then darted for one and chomped down on it with a Hyper Fang.

It broke.

The other pair of glasses vanished.


Ash blinked.

“…that’s torn it.”

“Shut up and get down!” Pikachu advised.


“…what?” Squirtle asked, astonished.

Raticate fired another Thunder at him. This time, he had nothing to block with, and the Electric attack knocked him bouncing across the stadium.

“You’re not so tough without your-” Raticate began.

“Shut up!” Squirtle replied, pushing himself back to his feet.

“Those glasses were a sign of friendship,” he said firmly. “A symbol of the unbreakable bond between fighting Pokémon! They’re what show me to be the badass Squirtle, leader of the Squirtle Squad!”

“They’re just glasses, steady on,” Raticate said.

“Just glasses? Just glasses?” Squirtle repeated, sounding scandalized. “Is a letter from a loved one just paper and ink? Is that scarf of yours just wool and dye? No!”

Water began to swirl around him.

“It’s what it means that matters! The symbology of friendship! And that’s why I do this!”

Getting a little worried, Raticate fired a blast of electricity at him. It bounced off – Squirtle was too worked up to care about little things like lightning any more.

“Horn!”

The Aura-saturated water began to coalesce around Squirtle’s out-thrust hand.

“Drill!”

This was not a drill. This was seven of them, layered on top of one another and whirling frantically in alternating directions.

“BREEAAA-KKERR!”

The moving sliver of bluish light shot across the stadium, shedding water in a mist of tiny droplets. It rode up a yellowish flicker of Thunder, then turned up – towards the sky, and making it instantly rain inside the Silver Conference main stadium.

The movement continued until both Pokémon were a tiny dot in the sky.

Then it exploded.


“…what?” Casey asked, baffled. She glanced down at Riolu, who shrugged helplessly.

After about a minute, Raticate landed in the foot-deep water with a splash and floated to the surface.

Squirtle came down a few seconds later, hitting the ground feet first and absorbing most of the force. He turned triumphantly to Raticate, said “Squir-” and fell over.

“I believe he just said, ‘and that’s’,” Riolu reported.

“Um…” the referee said, hesitantly. “Do either of you have any Pokémon left?”

“…sorry, no,” Casey told him.

“I’ve got Snorlax,” Ash volunteered.

“Right.” The referee raised his flag. “Ash Ketchum is the winner!”


AN:


Casey made it to the quarter final!

If you couldn’t guess the theme, it’s basically – baseball, baseball, baseball. (Well, apart from Raticate, whose own baseball talents weren’t very relevant. She’s a demon running the bases, though.)

I think the one who was most interesting to write, though, was Riolu. That whole thing of whiplash-fast Aura Spheres was a neat concept to write.

Okay… there might be a bit of a delay before the next battle, the semi-final. It’s going to be a big one.






111. Johto 52


This is the first of two chapters today.


“Not far to go now, Pikachu,” Ash said, lying back on the floor. “Semi finals next!”

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “Ash… you did look up who we’re facing, right?”

Ash frowned. “Uh… no, actually…”

“Isn’t that supposed to be part of your job?”

“…you’re right,” Ash agreed. “Yeah, I should be doing it. But… well, I guess five of the six battles so far have had someone we know in them. Think that’s coincidence?”

“That’s your crazy luck, is what it is. I don’t think there’s anyone left we know in the tournament, though – Ritchie’s not entered and I’m sure Brock and Misty would have mentioned if someone we knew was in the other three quarter finals.”

There was a whoosh overhead as Ho-Oh tried the new manoeuvre Ash had come up with for him.

“That worked pretty well!” Ash called up, as the flames died down. “Just keep doing that, okay?”

Ho-Oh rolled his wings and nodded, and Ash frowned. “Dexter? Do you know who we’re facing?”

Of course I end up having to do the work, Dexter sighed electronically. Yes, as a matter of fact I do.

His screen lit up, showing various moments from various battles.

“Huh…” Ash said, watching. “That’s a Hydreigon – I thought they were from Unova…”

“They might well be, you’ve got Keldeo here,” Pikachu pointed out. “Wait, did that just…”

He trailed off, watching closely as the battle continued. “Did that Kakuna just use Hyper Beam? Something’s not right…”

Indeed. Dexter’s screen changed to show a trainer – tall, long-haired, with a pair of glasses and an outrageous longcoat. This is the trainer. Steve.

Ash waited.

“…that’s it?”

Just Steve, yes. He beat Harrison, by the way.

“Huh, I did wonder about him…” Ash frowned. “Okay, I wonder who I should use. Who hasn’t had a go yet… well, Lucario, I guess…”

There was a shimmer over his shoulder.

“What about me?” Latias asked, her feather-powered invisibility breaking. “Or Heracross?”

“Two more good ones,” Ash agreed. “I wonder…”

He frowned. “Wait. Was that-”

“I heard it too,” Pikachu said.

There was the faint crunch of twigs underfoot, then a crash, and muffled cursing.

“Uh… are you okay?” Ash called. Latias shimmered back into invisibility and rose a few yards, getting to a distance from which she could run or fight.

The cursing continued unabated.

“…stupid, idiotic bunch of…”

“Hello?”

The other voice stopped.

There was a series of crunches, the occasional further muffled curse, and then someone broke through the brush into the clearing Ash and his Pokémon were using for training.

“This is impossible to get to,” the human said, brushing off his longcoat.

“Wait… aren’t you my opponent?” Ash asked. “And… why didn’t you take the path?”

The trainer – Steve – blinked, then followed Ash’s finger to see a fairly broad path weaving off towards the stadium area proper.

“…I’m going to kill him,” Steve said, shaking his head. “Anyway. You’re Ash, right?”

“Yeah?” Ash confirmed.

“Right.” Steve nodded, then fixed Ash with a look. “We’re fighting tomorrow morning,” he said. “And I want it to be cool.”

“Cool?” Ash repeated. “What does that mean?”

“Absolutely no restrictions whatsoever,” Steve said firmly. “You can use Legendaries? Sure! More than one Mega Stone? Fine! Bring a whole team of Megas if you can! Heck, bring Legendary Megas if you can!”

He leaned a little closer. “My Pokémon are kind of bored,” he said in a stage whisper. “If you give them enough of a beating, maybe they’ll shut up for five minutes…”

“Is that a problem?” Ash asked.

“You have no idea,” Steve assured him. “Anyway, that’s what I wanted to say… now, where’s the path back to town so I don’t have to spend another two hours shoving my way through the trees…”

Ash pointed wordlessly.

“Thanks! See you tomorrow!” the lanky trainer said cheerfully, and walked off at an angle to the direction of the path.

The moment after he entered the trees, there was the sound of a foot on a tree stump. This was followed by a muffled ow, a thump, and another litany of curses.

“What a strange trainer,” Lucario said, frowning.

Latias waited a moment to be sure he was gone, then flickered back into visibility. “Well, I guess that means I’m on the list…”


As the crowd filtered into the stadium, Misty looked over at Lance. “Do we know who this guy is, at all? He seems pretty strong…”

She glanced around for interlopers before continuing. “And he wasn’t here, uh… last time.”

“He wasn’t?” Lance frowned. “Interesting. Anyway, what I’ve gathered is that he’s something of an itinerant adventurer.”

“You mean kind of like Ash?”

Lance considered that. “No, Ash isn’t nearly as itinerant as this Steve is. We’ve had reports from the League in Urobos – you know where that is-”

“South America, yes,” Brock contributed. “It’s got some really high mountains.”

“That’s correct.” Lance nodded. “Anyway, they were having trouble with some revolutionaries calling themselves Team Ayacucho. Then this man showed up, flattened half their operations, and… just left. Very strange.”

“Wait.” Brock blinked. “Half? Why not all of them?”

“According to my contact – Tess – he left saying his Pokémon were… bored.”

Lance smiled at their clear bafflement. “Exactly. You now know why I’m not really sure what to say…”


“Right!” Ash said, looking at the set of Pokéballs he’d got ready for this battle – including one reserve, just in case he had to change his plans. “Let’s start with…”

He picked the ‘ball up.

“Not me?” Pikachu asked.

“No, sorry. You’ll be used, just… not first.” Ash shrugged.

“Ready?” the referee asked.

Ash nodded.

“Yeah, I’m ready,” Steve said, shrugging. “Can’t say the same for the old coot.”

The official looked at him a little strangely, then shrugged. “Anyway. Will both competitors send out their first Pokémon!”

Ash threw the ‘ball. “Lucario!”

“Waltz, get your lazy old ass out here!” Steve called.


Lucario landed smoothly on his pads, and looked up to see what his opponent was.

‘Waltz’ turned out to be an elderly Poliwrath… slumped on his face on the floor.

Lucario blinked. “Is he well?”

Waltz contined to not move.

“…seriously, I’m getting worried here,” the Steel-type added.

Waltz let out a long, rippling snore.

“Oi!” Steve called. “Wake up, you old coot! This isn’t the old folks’ home!”

The Poliweath snorted, then seemed to wake up. He pulled his arms in and levered himself up to a standing position, and gave Lucario an appraising look.

Then he turned, and shot a blast of water back at his trainer.

“Ow!” Steve shouted. “What was that for!”

“For calling me an old coot!” Waltz replied, shaking his head. “If you’re going to call me old… respect your elders.”

“That’s got nothing to do with it!” Steve retorted. “You’re old; also boring, therefore, you’re an old coot! Don’t like it, don’t be old!”

“Am I interrupting anything?” Lucario asked, a little confused.

“No, the moron’s just not paying me any respect,” Waltz informed Lucario. He rolled his unseen neck, producing an extravagant series of creaks and cracks. “Well, we may as well get on with it.”

Lucario bowed, palms together. “Very well.”

There was a moment of stillness-

Then Waltz exploded forwards.

He may have been elderly, but that seemed to bother his physical skills not a whit. He covered the distance between himself and Lucario in a trice, muscled arms back to punch, and Lucario wove away from the first attack before countering with a roundhouse kick.

The blow connected, but Waltz seemed disinclined to budge. Instead, he grabbed Lucario by the ankle and threw him at the arena wall.

Twisting in midair, Lucario revised his assessment of Waltz’ strength – upwards, by a considerable margin.

Hitting the wall feet first, his legs compressed to handle the impact. Lucario charged an Aura Sphere, then launched himself off the wall again at an angle.

The Aura Sphere curled in towards Waltz, who held up a hand in a casual manner.

Water, then ice, crystallized out of the air. It formed a hexagonal sheet, which took the impact of the Aura Sphere without breaking and dispersed it.

“Interesting…” he mused, letting his Protect collapse.

While that had been going on, Lucario skidded to a landing on glowing blue feet.

He contemplated Waltz for a moment, then closed in more cautiously – his fists crackling as he did so, before burgeoning into full Thunderpunches.

“He’s be-hiiind youuuuu!” Steve called.

“No he’s not,” Waltz sighed, without looking. “I know what an illusion looks like, and this isn’t it.”

“No, he really is behind you!” Steve repeated. “Totally is! Look if you don’t believe me – waaagh!”

Waltz spent a moment longer on the Water Gun, then sighed and faced Lucario again.

“You clearly have better luck in trainers than me,” he said, shaking his head. “Right.”

Lucario abruptly dashed in, pulling back his right arm for a punch before pivoting on one foot and kicking off over the Water-type. His crackling left fist came down from overhead, and Waltz endured the Thunderpunch with a grunt before reaching up and snagging Lucario’s tail.

The jackal-like Pokémon had just enough time to realize what was about to happen before it did.

There was a wham, and Lucario bounced off the floor. He shook his head in mid-air, stabilized, and landed a little harder than the first time.

“Ow,” he said blandly.


“…is it me,” Brock said, staring down at the battlefield. “…or is that Poliwrath crazy strong?”

“Certainly looks like it,” Misty agreed, noticing the dent Lucario had made when slammed into the floor. “That must have been fairly painful…”


“Thought so,” Waltz observed. “You’re a tough one, that usually knocks other Pokémon out in one blow.”

“…being honest, I can see why,” Lucario admitted, reaching up and touching his muzzle. “What makes you so strong?”

“Lots of things,” Waltz sighed. “Mainly keeping the others in line.”

“Except you totally don’t!” Steve shouted, and then got another Water Gun to the face.

Lucario tilted his head a little. “He seems to understand you.”

“That’s because he’s crazy,” Waltz informed Lucario. “Well. Shall we?”

Putting action to words, the Water-type fired a blast of super-heated water.

Lucario sprang away from the attack, hurling an Aura Sphere, and Waltz blocked it with one of those hexagonal ice-shields without letting up his Scald attack.

Frowning, Lucario formed a Protect of his own and blocked the watery attack. He sustained it for the few long seconds the Scald had left, then brought his hands sharply down in an X-shape to release a pair of Vacuum Blades.

Waltz formed another icy shield, and then broadened it into a complete protective dome as Lucario fired a storm of small seeker spheres which came in every which way.

The bulky Poliwrath was almost hidden under the cascade of explosions for a few seconds, then they faded – and out came a Focus Blast.

Lucario ducked, the Blast passing barely over his head and making a small crater in the wall, and released a Flash Cannon.

Waltz replied to that by punching the stream of energy – diverting it in all directions in a crackle, the orange light of a Power-up Punch reducing the damage it did to him – then used Surf, producing a huge wave of water.

Lucario jumped aside from the wave, then blinked as – rather than relaxing to the stadium floor – it mounded up and began to follow him.


“That’s pretty cool,” Ash said, watching as the watery blob followed Lucario. He shot an Aura Sphere into it, blowing away a plume of water which was quickly reabsorbed, and then ran up the wall and backflipped over the strange attack to get away. “Now I kind of wonder if one of my Pokémon can do something like that…”

“I don’t think you’ve got a Water-type with good enough control,” Pikachu said.

“Yeah… hm, but maybe it doesn’t have to be water. Maybe if it’s just the…” Ash frowned. “I’m going to be thinking about that for a while, now… perhaps Glalie could do it with ice?”

Lucario went past in the other direction, tendrils of water following him. He fired a shower of seeking Aura Spheres, which crashed into the water and deflected some of the most prominent components of the attack, then followed up with a Flash Cannon which lit up the whole mass and produced a small cloud of steam.

“Any ideas, Ash?” he asked as he retreated.

“Uh… three!” Ash said. “First – try an elemental punch!”


Lucario decided that couldn’t hurt. He closed in with the wall, turned, then – as the mobile wave surged towards him – drew back his fist.

His other hand began to glow as well, with Aura this time. Whatever happened, he was going to need a quick exit…

At the moment before the wave broke and sent tonnes of water thundering down on him, he lunged forwards.

His crackling Thunderpunch hit the wave surface and blazed through it, disrupting it for a moment and making it lose animation – then, as it seemed to recover, he fired a powerful lance of Aura directly at it.

The paralyzing effect of the Thunderpunch seemed to do the trick. It made the water seem slow to respond, sluggish, and the hole lasted just long enough for Lucario to dive though to safety.

After he was through, though, the water seemed to revive fully. It snapped closed where his feet had been a moment before with a wet slap, and flowed after him at speed.

Lucario sprinted across the stadium, noticing that Waltz seemed to be taking the opportunity for a nice, restful sit down.

That was a little bit rude, to be honest…

Halfway across the arena, Lucario whirled – paws glowing again, this time with bluish ice.

He rammed both of them into the path of the wave together, pouring Aura into them and making that whole section of the mobile water freeze up into a sheet.

“You realize ice is just water that’s stopped moving, right?” Waltz asked. He made a small gesture, and the whole thing melted in an instant.

Lucario backflipped away, kicking at the water itself for leverage using his water-walking trick. It worked, after a fashion, but the water’s movement was unpredictable and threw him off.

He hit the ground a little awkwardly, rolled, started moving again, and the water crashed down all around him.

Waltz raised an eyebrow, and got up with a sigh and a creak. “That’s that, then,” he said.

“Cocky old coot!”

There was a brief tinkling sound, as Waltz formed a cane out of ice. He then threw it at his trainer, who was knocked backwards with a thud.

That was about when he noticed the bright blue glow from inside the water.

The whole animated globe of water exploded in all directions, and Lucario emerged with his whole body flaring with Aura.

The blue light also clung to the globs of water, which seemed to be wholly unable to reconstitute into larger ones now as Lucario increased their surface tension past the point they could join.

“Aha!” Waltz chuckled. “This is more like it!”

He gestured, and something solidified out of the air. It looked like it was made of ice and snow, layered onto one another like a hailstone.

It was shaped like half a teardrop, and Waltz held it by a handle on the straight edge.

Lucario blinked, a little surprised. “What’s that?”

Waltz shrugged. “I heard some whippersnapper around here came up with some Ice Blade thing, so I got my own.”

The Steel-type frowned for a fraction of a second, and then Waltz charged.


“Whoa!” Max said, gaping, as the Poliwrath and the Lucario below exchanged a series of high-speed strikes – Waltz with his half-teardrop icy blade, and Lucario with a pair of long Bone Rush staffs. “This is pretty intense!”

“I’ll say,” May agreed. “We’ve seen ranged combat, melee combat… and something I’m not sure what it was. All kinds of different ways to use moves.”

There was a crash as Waltz smashed a Bone Rush staff, then caught Lucario with a swing from the side. Lucario bounced away, a splash of ice on his side, then skidded to a halt and lunged back in – Metal Claws forming on his right hand to replace the Bone Rush.

The blade slid up and down Lucario’s staff with a shriek, then Lucario snagged it with the Metal Claws as well. He held it there for a moment, struggling, then brought both feet off the ground and hammered in a one-two blow with them on the side of the Ice Blade.

It smashed into a thousand pieces, then reformed – but a little smaller this time.


“What were your other ideas?” Pikachu asked, curiously, as Lucario engaged in blistering hand-to-hand.

“Well… he kind of did the second one,” Ash admitted. “Using the water-walk trick to hold the water and stop it from reforming. And the third was just… fight so close to the Poliwrath the water would have to get them both.”

“Right.”


Panting, Lucario hit the teardrop-blade one last time.

This time, to finish the job, he hit the fragments with a quick Flash Cannon as they tried to reform.

He glanced up at Waltz, who mainly looked smug.

“Look out!” Ash shouted.

“It’s be-hiiiind youuuu!” Steve called, and got another cane to the face from Waltz as Lucario whirled.

The water was back, having reformed when his concentration wavered. It split, forming a ring, then lunged towards him from all compass directions.

Lucario took the only way out he had. He went up.

As he rose, he began to charge an attack – and a powerful one, at that. The globe of aura in his paws grew as he funnelled energy into it, reaching the size for an Aura Sphere quite quickly and not stopping.

The water surged up at him, mounding and building. It reached for his legs, and Lucario pulled them up – then thrust them down again, with a pulse of Aura to make them treat the water as solid.

That pushed him high enough that he was safe, for long enough.

As he fell back towards the arena and Waltz’ next planned attack – whatever it was – he was carrying an Aura Sphere almost as big as he was.

Then he flipped over so he was upside down, feet highest and palms lowest, and opened a small hole in the sphere on the lowermost edge.

“Aura storm!”


Norman flung his hand up against the bright blue light. “Isn’t that the thing he wrecked the arena with at Pumello?”

“I think it is!” Max called, over the rushing sound of the energy. “I think he’s changed it a bit, though!”

The sheer force of the Aura was keeping Lucario essentially suspended in mid-air, and he stayed there for the full seven or eight seconds the blast lasted.

When it faded, there was a great cloud of steam around where Waltz had been, and Lucario dropped to the ground – landing more heavily than usual.


Panting heavily, Lucario slowly came to his feet.

His palms ached from the sheer throughput they’d had to handle. Mind you, his whole body ached from the strains of the battle, so that was nothing new.

He turned towards where his foe had been, and tried to scan for him. As it turned out, he was too dry of Aura for even his Aura Sight to work properly, and he couldn’t tell if Waltz was in there.

Ash’s mental voice reached him through their link. Thunderpunch left NOW!

Trusting his trainer, Lucario’s fist snapped up.

It met a Focus Punch coming the other way, and there was a moment of stillness before both Pokémon went flying backwards – Waltz enveloped in electricity, Lucario from sheer momentum.

Both hit the wall on opposite sides of the arena, and slid down unconscious.


“…okay, that was pretty impressive,” Misty said, blinking. “How strong was that Poliwrath?”

“I think Ash is in for one heck of a fight,” Brock observed.

Lance blinked. “…I’m sure this guy hasn’t won any Leagues before, I’d have heard about it. I wonder why he hasn’t taken part before…”


“Right!” Steve said, recalling Waltz. “Next up is one of my strongest Pokémon!”

“Are you supposed to give warnings like that?” Ash called back.

“It’s so you send out something powerful, she’d probably attack me if you didn’t!” Steve informed him.

Ash blinked. “Uh… okay, give me a second.”

There was a flicker of light inside the box, and then Ash stepped up to the window. “Okay, ready!”

“Right!” Steve said. “Three, two-”

“That’s my job!” the referee interrupted.

Steve stuck out his tongue and kept counting. “One! Go, Zuzushi!”

“Latias!” Ash called out.


‘Zuzushi’ turned out to be a female Garchomp. Tough, rough, and with an incongruous pink bow on one of her hammerheads.

She cracked her knuckles, looked Latias up and down, and grinned toothily.

“Fear me, little Pokémon,” she said. “For I am the offspring of Groudon and Rayquaza-”

“You’re noooot!” Steve hollered from his box. “You were an egg I hatched eight years ago! In a daycare!”

“And do you know where it came from?” Zuzushi snapped back.

“How could you?” Steve replied, pointing his finger at her. “QED!”

“Pokémon form memories in the shell!” The Garchomp turned her back on Latias to continue arguing. “That is science fact! Proven by scientists!”

“How can you be an egg of Rayquaza and Groudon, anyway?” Ash asked. “They’re both male!”

“SO?” Zuzushi snarled, turning back to Ash. “I am the child of them because I say so! I don’t need to give you some kind of crazy story about how it happened!”

Steve nodded sagely. “We have no need to fuel the fangirls. You should remember that.”

“I-but… what?” Ash blinked. “She was the one who brought it up!”

“When two Legendaries hate one another very much…” Zuzushi began.

“Can we actually have the fight now?” Ash requested. “This is getting strange…”

“Fine, whatever,” Steve said. “Okay, Zu-zu, your time to-”

A blast of sand knocked him over.

“I am Zuzushi, moron!” she snapped, then turned her attention to Latias – and smiled.

“Sorry about the idiots,” she said kindly. “We legendaries should stick together.”

“But… you’re a pseudo-legendary, right?” Latias asked, a bit confused.

“I’m Legendary, damnit!” the Garchomp insisted.

“You barged into a meeting between Zekrom and Raikou, insisting you were Legendary and daring them to electrocute you if you were wrong!” Steve called, leaning on the edge of his box. “That’s not how you-”

Another burst of sand.

“Right!” Zuzushi said. “Let’s get on with it! Ready?”

Latias had to think that one over for a moment, but nodded.

Then Zuzushi opened matters with a Dragon Rush, and Latias skimmed sideways out of the way before folding light around herself and going invisible.

“Okay, Latias!” Ash called. “Remember what we discussed!”

He had one eye closed to keep track of the invisible Dragon-type. As he watched, she ascended into the sky, before doing a flip and hovering head-down in mid air.

“Dragon Pulse!” she called, and a turquoise lance of energy flashed down towards Zuzushi.

She scissored her arm-blades together, knocking the attack away, and grinned. “So, that’s where you are!”

The Garchomp crouched, and jumped.

And kept going.

“I thought Garchomp were Ground-types!” Pikachu said. “They don’t even have Levitate!”

Ash shrugged. “Keep moving, Latias!”

She did so, moving forwards and levelling out before dodging Zuzushi’s first slashing attack.

“How can you tell where I am?” she asked, as Zuzushi shot a Dragon Rage after her.

“Because I can!” Zuzushi replied unhelpfully. She swiped out with a Dual Chop, which came within inches of clipping Latias’ wings.

Ash frowned, watching, then brightened. “Latias, Flash!”

Latias uncloaked and released a bright flare of light in the same instant.

“Agh!” Zuzushi snarled, flailing her claws in front of her eyes. “Sneaky little-”

“Now, go high and cloak again!”

There was a wash of displaced air, and Latias vanished completely once more.


“I’m confused,” Molly admitted.

“You’re not the only one…” Lance muttered. “I was starting to get used to Ash, but now there’s this guy who’s… well, worse…”

“No, I mean I can’t tell where Latias is,” she explained. “It’s kind of confusing.”

“Oh, right. Well…”

Lance had nothing.


“Sandstorm!” Zuzushi snapped, once her eyesight had cleared a bit.

She made a grand gesture with her blades, and a swirling wind started up before filling the arena.

“Latias, look out!” Ash called. “Can you stay above the sand?”

“Not this much sand!” Zuzushi said, and the sandstorm intensified and plumed upwards. It was contained by a shimmering shield to avoid hitting the crowd, but aside from that it filled the entire arena in moments and began to spread out above it.

“Aha!” Zuzushi crowed, and rocketed skywards – directly towards Latias, where her invisible form was deflecting the swirling sandy winds.

Latias zoomed away from her former position, and Zuzushi changed course to follow. “Ash?” she asked, a little frantically, as she tried to throw the other Dragon off by weaving back and forth – to no avail. “What do I-”

“Safeguard now!” Ash told her.

Latias produced the shield just as Zuzushi was about to hit her. The sudden expansion of the energy field pushed Zuzushi away, deflecting her attack, and Latias followed that up with a Dragon Pulse which knocked her back towards the ground.

“Good work!” Ash called up. “Now, stay clear of her!”

Cancelling her shield, Latias gained more height.

The Garchomp levelled out about a hundred feet above the stadium floor, and made to climb again.

“Hey!” Steve called. “Zu-zu!”

“I will end you!” Zuzushi raged.

“Can’t do that!” Steve replied smugly, dangling something in front of him. “Or you won’t get to be super awesome, and we wouldn’t want that!”

Zuzushi looked like she was about to pop a nerve, torn between her desire to smack her trainer around and her desire to get to use what he was hinting at.

“FINE!” she growled eventually.

“I knew you loved me really,” Steve teased, then concentrated.

An orange light began to shine from the thing Steve was holding up, answered by the bow on Zuzushi’s left hammer.

“Uh oh…” Ash winced. He glanced up in Aura sight, making sure the little spark he needed was in its place in Latias’ right hand, then swung his staff off his back and concentrated as well.

This time, he focused on something different. The sheer, exhilarating joy of soaring along on Mega Latias – knowing that they were working together, to travel so fast that even Pidgeot would have trouble keeping up.

Two more orange lights began to shine in the stadium.


“No way!” Max said, leaning forwards. “They’re both going Mega!”

“This could get loud,” May observed, and then both Pokémon erupted with the full energy of Mega-Evolution.

When it faded, both Dragons had changed.

Latias was a little high to see all the details, but it was clear her arms had become more like wings and her colouring was now purple instead of pink-red.

Zuzushi, on the other hand, was lower and easier to see.

Her face was a bit more angular, as were her shoulders.

There were many more spikes on her front, including some on her knees, and her arm-blades had taken over the ends of her arms completely to produce wicked-looking red-edged scythes.

Her tail was also a bit more swept-back, but in comparison that was hardly noticeable.


“See why I told you to bring everything you had?” Steve asked. “You may have a Legendary Mega, but I’ve got the next best thing!”

Zuzushi snarled at him.

“…no, still saying it. Next best thing. Not the same thing. You’re not a Legendary!”

“I can destroy you with one finger,” Zuzushi snarled.

“You don’t have fingers!”

Shaking her head, Zuzushi ascended into the air again. She was a little slower than before, at first, but a red glow built around her and accelerated her until she made up her previous speed and more.


“Can Garchomp learn Dragon Dance?” Brock asked. “Ash had a Gible before the time jump, and I looked up the moves… I don’t remember that one…”

“Actually, you’re right,” Lance agreed, as the shark-like dragon zoomed out into the sky overhead – carrying the sandstorm with her. “Garchomp don’t get Dragon Dance. Most dragons do, but…”

“That’s a little worrying,” Misty admitted. “With what kind of – whoa!”

Zuzushi had approached Mega Latias close enough that the Eon Pokémon had started to move away and open the distance. That had led to Zuzushi accelerating, and opening fire with a succession of Dragon Rage attacks.

“They’re going really fast!” Molly said, staring upwards. “That’s cool!”


Mega Latias banked left, away from a series of explosions on her right flank. The Dragon Rage balls continued to miss for a moment, then Zuzushi corrected her fire, and Mega Latias had to dive a little and roll before pulling hard to get out of the attack zone.

She yanked herself around in a tight turn, pushing the air out of the way with psychic force, and managed to get herself behind Zuzushi for a moment.

Not wasting it, she opened fire with a Dragon Pulse. The stream of blue-green energy rolled forwards, splashing across Zuzushi’s tail for just a moment before the flying shark pulled around and out of danger.

“You remember I said I was the offspring of Groudon and Rayquaza?” she asked, twisting around and managing to get close to Mega Latias for a moment. Her scythes came across in a Dual Chop, and only a hasty psychic shield by Mega Latias prevented them doing painful damage.

“I – uh, yeah?” Mega Latias replied, screeching to a halt in mid-air. Zuzushi overshot, and the Psychic-type barraged her with Dragonbreath in the fraction of a second she had before the Mega Garchomp refocused.

“Well, let me prove it!”

Zuzushi fired another blast, and Mega Latias dodged away to her left – over the stadium.

The stadium, the floor of which seemed to be glowing.

“Precipice blades!” Zuzushi shouted, scythes a brilliant red.

And a tower of flame and earth erupted upwards.

Mega Latias was taken completely by surprise by the shower of lava and sharp-edged rock. The leading edge of the Precipice Blade attack hit her in the side, and there was an enormous orange-cored explosion.


“That’s Groudon’s attack,” Pikachu said, blinking. “Well, that’s a new one on me…”

“This proves nothing!” Steve hollered.

“Are you okay?” Ash called into the sky, searching for a sign of Mega Latias.

For some seconds, there was nothing.

Then, tumbling down out of the sky, Mega Latias emerged from the smoke. She seemed to perk up as she fell, put her arms up with the fins in a slanted position, and pulled up a few hundred feet above the stadium roof.

“Hang in there!” Ash called, and she squeaked a reply.

Zuzushi dove out of the cloud, arm-blades ready. “Do you see now? How could I have Precipice Blades – Groudon’s own signature move! - without inheriting it?”

“My Pidgeot knows Aeroblast,” Ash volunteered.

Overhead, Zuzushi’s eyebrow twitched.

“I’m going to win this fight,” she said to Mega Latias, calmly. “I’m going to win this fight and then I’m going to give your trainer one hell of a talking to!”

“I… uh…” Mega Latias frowned, then shook her head. “I’m not going to let you win!”

“Oh, that’s cute,” Zuzushi chuckled. “She thinks she has a choice.”

Mega Latias’ eyes narrowed.

“Counter Shield!” Ash called.

A purplish-blue-yellow glow formed in her mouth, and she fired out a cloud of Dragonbreath. It only made it halfway to Zuzushi, but then began to swirl and roil – captured in Mega Latias’ psychic powers, it focused and contracted until it formed a shimmering layer of mystical flame.

“Cute trick,” Zuzushi added. “But it’s not going to be enough.”

Sweeping her arm-blades back, she rose into the air.

Mega Latias followed, arms flat in speed-optimized configuration, and fired out a Dragon Pulse to keep Zuzushi off-balance. The Mega Garchomp rolled right, evading it, and then passed into the lingering smoke cloud from her earlier Precipice Blades.

Mega Latias slowed down, maintaining her Counter Shield. It was something that was still hard to do in her normal state, but Mega-Evolution seemed to make it easier…

Just in case, she formed a Safeguard to supplement it. This one was much more diffuse than before, just a soft white light emanating from her tiny feathers, and it only interfered slightly with her Dragonbreath counter shield.

Where are you…

She pushed the smoke away with a moment of mental effort, gaped, and dove for safety.

Zuzushi dove through the cloud layer, enveloped in green light. “Told you Rayquaza was involved too! Taste my Dragon Ascent!”

Mega Latias did not want to taste dragon ascent.

She arrived at the stadium floor ahead of the incoming Zuzushi, and looked over frantically at Ash. “What do I do?”

Ash had already come up with a vague plan. “Mist Ball! Once it’s ready, fly up and try and stop her as high as possible!”

Mega Latias started to charge her attack, wisps of smoke coming from all directions as she pulled it together.

Zuzushi was approaching worryingly fast. Already she was growing from a speck to a recognizable shape, and-

Mist Ball ready, Mega Latias shot upwards to meet her.

She released her attack a little higher than the roof of the stadium, and pulled away as hard as she could. There was a frozen instant as Zuzushi changed course to follow her, swerving away from the path of the Psychic-type attack-

Then the Mist Ball detonated.

Latias had discovered, by experiment, that she could set it to go off at a pre-specified distance – and, this time, Mega Latias had managed to time it perfectly.

The eruption of mist and force smashed into Zuzushi’s belly, sending her tumbling with the green light of her Dragon Ascent flickering around her, and Mega Latias soared skywards to get above her.

A moment later, the flailing Ground-type recovered control of her trajectory. She bottomed out two-thirds of the way down the stands, shooting over the heads of the Maples fast enough to tug at May’s hat, and went soaring back up into the sky.

“Latias!” Ash shouted. “Behind you!”

“I thought Dragon Ascent was a diving move!” Mega Latias yelped, as she saw the greenish dot rocketing towards her.

“It’s called Dragon Ascent, isn’t it?” Zuzushi called back as they passed through the cloud layer – and kept climbing.

There was a boom as both went supersonic, and Mega Latias tried to think of what she could do to escape the bizarre Garchomp.

Even going as fast as possible wouldn’t help – she’d still have to come down some time or lose.

Except…

Mega Latias pushed herself to full speed, rolling around her base course in a kind of ascending spiral. Zuzushi followed, still cloaked in green light, and accelerated further – the energy of the Dragon Ascent seemingly letting her keep pace with Mega Latias.

The Psychic-type gritted her teeth. This was going to be painful-

She abruptly stopped pushing herself, flipped end-over-end until she was facing down, and shoved.

Mega Latias hit Zuzushi at a combined speed of something over mach four. Dragonbreath, Safeguard, Dragon Ascent, Zen Headbutt and a last-minute Dragon Pulse all combined to produce an almightly explosion, though it was so high up it was barely visible to those on the ground.


“Latias!” Ash called, though she was clearly too high up to hear. “Dexter, is she alright?”

One moment.

The digital Pokémon formed out of vectors, then began lensing the air to improve his view. Tracking… tracking… Target acquired. They’re both no longer conscious.

“Knew it!” Steve crowed. “She talks a lot of talk, but she’s not able to beat a Mega Legendary that easily!”

Ash blinked. “…should you be this satisfied about one of your Pokémon being knocked out?”

“Probably not!” Steve admitted. “Uh… do you want to catch them or shall I?”

“Mr. Referee?” Ash said.

The referee looked a bit miffed. “What is it?”

“Both of them are unconscious. I’m going to recall-” he glanced over his shoulder at his staff, which had gone quiescent, “-Latias, and send my Pidgeot to catch the Garchomp. Is that okay?”

“Sure, go ahead,” the referee agreed.

Ash aimed carefully, and hit Latias on the second try before releasing Pidgeot – who took off in a storm of wings.

Nearly… nearly… she has her, Dexter reported.

Ash exhaled. “Good. Now-”

Something hit the ground next to him with a WHAM. A similar object landed next to Steve’s box, burying itself almost as deep as it was around into the soil.

“…oh, right, the Mega Stones,” Ash realized, digging the Latiasite out. It looked no worse for wear from the journey. “I guess… yeah, another draw, next Pokémon?”

“Sounds about right,” Steve agreed readily.


Ash decided to try sending his other Mega-capable Pokémon out straight away, and threw Heracross’ Pokéball into the arena.

As the Bug formed, he looked up – half-ready for a Salamence or something. He didn’t get one, though.

Instead, a Hydreigon materialized on Steve’s side of the arena. It blinked, then turned all three heads back towards its trainer.

“You. Promised. Me. Fuzzies.”

Ash blinked. “Wait, pardon?”

Steve held up his hands. “Whoa, now, Shadow. I don’t remember promising you fuzzies. Just heavily implying… and possibly signing a contract…”

The Hydreigon seemed to consider this answer insufficient. “How could you have not managed to send me out against fuzzies!?” she asked, as Heracross quietly Mega Evolved behind her. “He has a Lucario! A Lucario!”

“…yeah, about that, Waltz already took him out. Mutual KO.” Steve rubbed the back of his neck. “Funny, huh?”

The eyes Ash could see twitched.

“You denied me the chance for fuzzies?” Shadow asked, dangerously.

Both her arm-heads opened up, and a blast of water knocked Steve over backwards with a spluttering sound.

“I’m glad you don’t do that to me,” Ash said quietly to Pikachu. “Well… not that hard, anyway.”

Mega Heracross cleared his throat with a chik sound.

“What is it, non-fuzzy thing?” Shadow asked, glancing over her shoulder. “I am busy!”

“…actually, I was rather wondering if there was going to be a fight?”

“Chocolate if you wiiin!” Steve called, as he pulled himself to his feet. “I’m resorting to flat-out bribery here!”

The Hydreigon’s ears perked. “Chocolate? What kind of chocolate?”

“The good stuff!”

“Just the good stuff?” she pressed. “None of that Turkish Delight stuff?”

“No, because that’s horrible and everyone knows it! I’m talking Klondike bars!”

Shadow nodded firmly. “Right! This just got important!”

“This just got expensive,” Steve sighed.

Ignoring him, the Hydreigon turned back to Mega Heracross. “Okay! You’re going down, bug thing – oh my lord those are big arms.”

The Mega blinked. “Pardon?”

“I mean, seriously! Those must be, what, forty percent of your body mass! They’re huge!”


Lance glanced over uneasily at his guests, all of whom were trying to hold in a fit of giggles.

“…what is it?”

“That Hydreigon is not very focused,” Brock explained. “She’s just started going on about the size of Mega Heracross’ arms…”

“Right,” Lance said uncertainly. “I see.”

He looked closer. “I suppose they’re quite big?”


“And the sheer amount of weights you must need on tables! So you don’t accidentally fling them against the wall when you try to adjust them!” Shadow ranted. She shook her head(s) and sighed. “Oh, wait, sorry.”

Levelling her hand-heads, she shot a blast of flame at Mega Heracross.

Fortunately for the Bug-type, he’d suspected something was on the way. He kicked off from the ground with his powerful legs, wing-cases snapping open for a moment to help his jump, and the Flamethrower hit the ground below him.

Shadow retargeted quickly, swinging a head forward, and Mega Heracross levelled his own arms to open fire with a barrage of Pin Missiles.

“They shoot things too?” Shadow blinked, then got hit. “Ow!”

Snarling, she retaliated. “Take this!”

A Water Pulse and a blast of sand fired from two of her three heads.

Mega Heracross punched out at the water, scattering it, and the splash carried away a lot of the sandblasting Sand Tomb as well. The remainder hit him, making him blink it away, and he dodged to the side to avoid a follow-up before retaliating with another shower of Pin Missiles from his left arm.

His right arm, meanwhile, began to spin and glow.

Shadow launched a jet of flame from two of her heads, and added a blast of wind to it from the third. The result was that the wind blew out the flames, and she frowned.

“I could swear it doesn’t work like that…”

Mega Heracross’ blue-glowing fist finished charging. He levelled it, the three claws on the tip spreading, and a blue sphere formed in them.

“Well done for getting it working!” Ash called.

The Hydreigon noticed her opponent readying the attack, and sagged slightly. “Oh, come on! Bugs are not mechas, and they do not have energy-”

Mega Heracross used Aura Sphere.

The blast of Aura shot across the space between him and Shadow, bulled through a hastily-created wall of darkness, and smashed into her chest a little below her middle neck.

“Ow!” the Dragon-type snapped, and retaliated with blasts of electricity, ice and fire from her three different heads.

Mega Heracross prudently got out of the way.


“Is that normal for a Hydreigon?” Brock asked. “I’ve not run into any before.”

Lance thought for less than a second. “No.”

Brock waited.

“Any more details?” he asked, and Lance frowned.

“They’re usually less… strange. And normally they stick to the standard breath attacks, this is kind of ridiculously varied – I swear that was a Gust earlier…”

There was a crash as Mega Heracross managed to land a Focus Punch.


Shadow staggered backwards, feet barely touching the ground due to her Levitate ability, and nearly fell over. She avoided a second powerful blow from Mega Heracross by the thinnest of margins, then got barraged by Pin Needles.

“Shadow!” Steve shouted. “If you lose then I will never stop holding it over your head!”

“I’m already trying, damn it!” she roared at him, waving her hand-heads vaguely in the direction of Mega Heracross while unleashing an extravagant stream of fire. “He’s a Bug and Fighting Mega, what more do you want!?”

“Listen carefully,” Steve said.“This is absolutely true and not at all a desperate lie.”

Shadow listened carefully.

“…he ate your last Klondike bar.”

The red glow that came into Shadow’s eyes was visible from the stands.

“DESTROY!” she shouted. “DEATH! MURDER! AND MY POOR KLONDIKE BAR!”

Mega Heracross had the distinct feeling he’d been unfairly maligned. He didn’t have time to make much of it, though, as a Draco Meteor came screaming out of the sky towards him.


“Okay, the heck?” Ash asked, glancing down at Pikachu. “Is she seriously going into a psychotic rage over a chocolate bar?”

“It seems so,” Pikachu agreed. “Is this how other people feel when they fight us?”

“…good question,” Ash admitted, as Shadow stampeded across the arena after Mega Heracross. “I… don’t know.”

He cupped his hands around his mouth. “Hey, Heracross!”


Mega Heracross ducked a Flamethrower, and punched a Dark Pulse to split it up and prevent it doing as much damage. “What?”

“Can you head over to the side of the arena?” Ash asked.

“Sure!” the Fighting-type said readily, jumping and using his wings and heat-vent to boost himself. He had to abort that a moment later, though, as two blasts of Dragonbreath came at him from left and right.

Firing a stream of Pin Missiles from both arms, he knocked Shadow’s central head away from completing the barrage, and she snarled something incoherent about ice cream.

Deciding he could probably ignore what she said from now on, Mega Heracross darted forwards – getting under her guard, if only for a moment – and grabbed one head in each hand, then bashed them together.

The shout of rage was incredible. It actually blew both the levitating Shadow and Mega Heracross backwards a few paces, producing furrows in the ground.

The Mega followed up on that by swinging both arms behind him, and firing a Rock Blast from each. The extensive recoil pushed him forwards, and he jabbed his Megahorn into Shadow’s abdomen as she recovered.

A glow built in her central mouth, and the second Draco Meteor crashed out. This one was weaker than the first, but knocked Mega Heracross back in a shower of overlapping explosions.

“The side of the arena!” Ash reminded.

“Right!” Mega Heracross confirmed, and rattled off another barrage of Pin Missiles to keep Shadow busy while he made as much distance as possible.

The Hydreigon did not seem inclined to be kept busy. She roared out a Hyper Voice, then came crashing after her opponent in a blundering rush.


“Okay, what-” Mega Heracross began, reaching the side of the arena.

“Turn and counterattack!” Ash interrupted him.

“Wait, you mean-”

Mega Heracross turned.

It was about at this point that Shadow tried to Crunch him. Her jaws loomed over him, and his hands snapped out in both directions.

The Dark dragon’s roar turned into a strangled yelp, as Mega Heracross punched her on the nose. Twice. In two different noses.

The central head kept roaring, but it was outnumbered – then Mega Heracross delivered a devastating Headbutt, sending her stumbling backwards.

Drawing back both fists and planting one foot on the wall itself for leverage, Mega Heracross made the cylindrical sections of his arms spin once – chambering a pair of Focus Punches.

Shadow blinked. “Oh, I get it! You’re Evil Popeye-”

Mega Heracross punched her most of the way back across the arena.


“No!” Steve shouted, as his second Dragon-type shook her head a little unsteadily. “Think of the chocolate, Shadow! The chocolate!”

“But evil Popeye has spinach,” Shadow said, sounding a little dazed. “That does not taste like chocolate…”

“You’re doing great, Heracross!” Ash called. “Now, finish the job! Focus Blast!”

Mega Heracross pulled his fists back, opening his claws, and there was another clack as he began to charge the powerful Fighting-type attack in one hand.


“That looks like it’s the end of the battle,” Brock said, leaning forwards. “I don’t think-”

He frowned. “Wait a moment…”


Mega Heracross’ Focus Blast lashed out-

There was a poof, as the substitute burst.

“What?!” Ash asked. “Wait – above!”

Everyone in the stadium looked up.

Shadow emerged from the shadows of the stadium roof where she’d been hiding – since when wasn’t clear, though she looked quite beaten up – and came diving down at speed.

“For truth, justice, and for – oh, who am I kidding. Chocolaaaate!” she called. “Head Smash!”

All three heads began to glow blue, and the aura spread to her whole body.

Mega Heracross’ free hand – the one he hadn’t just used for a Focus Blast – rotated once, and then he launched up a Focus Punch just as Shadow arrived.

There was a very loud WHAM as the two attacks impacted. A cloud of dust was driven up by the concussion, and obscured the middle of the stadium.


AN:


If you’re wondering about the source of all this insanity, that’s because I ran out of people from the actual anime to have as opponents (for various reasons) and resorted to a cameo in order to provide a challenge for Ash’s first team.

This team is essentially based off the Oogakari from Third Fang’s fics Yet Again and Take Two Round Two, just Pokémonized.

Yes, I did check with him first.

For those not familiar with it, just think of him as kinda like a more amusing version of Tobias or something.

Anyway, more specific references… Lucario’s got his Final Smash from Brawl, and Heracross-M is getting increasingly like a tiny giant robot as time goes on.






112. Johto 53


This is the second of two chapters today.


“Sooooo…” Steve said, after a moment. “I’m guessing they’re both knocked out again?”

Ash checked with Aura Sight, then glanced back at his staff – now dimmed to quiescence. “…yeah, pretty much.”

“This keeps happening today,” Steve frowned. “Oh well. Next?”

“I guess,” Ash said, as Steve recalled Shadow – revealing Heracross underneath where she’d been, his Mega-stone containing headband once more across his forehead.

Ash recalled the Bug-type, and sighed. “Right… okay, who next…”

“I know who I’m sending out!” Steve informed him gleefully. “Okay, Crypt, time to wreck face!”

He threw the Pokéball, and a blue-skinned Sawk materialized.

“Raikou!” Ash called in reply. “You wanted another fight, right?”

“That’s correct!” Raikou agreed, tail lashing. “Right, let’s do this!”


“That’s odd,” Misty said, frowning. “I didn’t think he had a Sawk… then again, I suppose he might just have not sent it out yet.”

“Wait…” Brock blinked. “What was the name of that Greninja he sent out before?”

There was a pause.

“Oh,” Misty said. “Well, that explains that.”


“Attack!” Steve called.

The Sawk promptly punched the stadium floor.

“…no, attack the enemy,” Steve clarified.

The Sawk punched the floor again.

Raikou got tired of waiting, and fired an experimental Thunderbolt attack at his opponent. Crypt’s reply was a surprisingly supple dodge, whirling around the bolt of electricity and coming to rest with both feet firmly on the floor again.

“Oh, for… the Raikou!” Steve shouted. “Attack the Raikou!”

Crypt frowned, then charged towards Raikou. A dark energy gathered on his palms, and then lashed forwards in a Dark Pulse which collided with Raikou’s Thunderbolt and smashed both apart.

“Raikou!” Ash said, as the Fighting-type got closer. “Use Rock Smash!”

“Right!” Raikou agreed, skipping back and batting with a paw.

The heavy blow connected, and there was a poof of blue light – and the Sawk vanished, replaced by a dark-furred Zoroark.

“Oh, that explains that!” Raikou said, pleased. “I did wonder…”

The Zoroark lashed out at his muzzle, scoring thin parallel red lines on the side of it. There was a negative-flash of darkness from the Dark-type’s other hand, and an attack which seemed like nothing more nor less than a wave of reddish blackness lashed out.

Raikou blinked, staggering backwards. “Ow! That’s not… right…”

Pawing at his streaming eyes, he focused.

There was no longer a Zoroark there. Instead, there was a Magikarp flopping in a small puddle.


“Okay, Raikou!” Ash called. “Look out, he’s still able to attack like that!”

“Got it!” Raikou replied, running to gain some distance, before turning and beginning to charge an electrical attack. “Um… question? Is he going to?”

“You are not a Magikarp, you idiot!” Steve shouted. “You are capable of using moves that aren’t Splash!”

Crypt did not seem to be capable of using a move that was not Splash.

“Raikou, Thunderbolt!” Ash called.

Raikou complied. A net of electricity briefly covered his body, then zipped up to his tail and lashed forwards.

The Thunderbolt connected with Crypt, blasting him backwards out of his puddle, and he reverted to his base form before bouncing along the floor a couple of times with smouldering fur.

Snarling, he vanished entirely in a shimmer of illusion.

“…that’s a new one on me,” Raikou said, blinking. “Well, Latias has pulled it on me a time or two, but-”

He shook his head. “Ash? I require assistance!”

Ash already had one eye closed. “Okay… uh, let’s see… to your right!”

Raikou whirled, stabbing out a broad spread of electricity.

It caught something, which flickered, but then vanished again – and an audible schwing of darkness emerged from thin air, going straight for Raikou’s footpaws.

The Electric-type jumped over it, and roared – slamming his paws on the floor, making it shake.

Crypt tripped over something as the ground trembled. He faceplanted into the floor, materializing, then ignored the Aura Sphere Raikou sent his way in favour of launching a vicious attack on the ground.

“…okay,” Ash said, blinking. “Press the attack!”

“Zap Cannon!” Raikou announced, firing it. Crypt saw it coming, and turned into a Hoothoot.

The attack passed over his head.

“Now how does that work!?” Raikou demanded.

“Zoroark transformations are… well, kinda solid!” Ash explained. “I don’t know what that means here, though!”

“Hoot,” Crypt said clearly, tilting his avian head. Then a wave of ghostly energy lashed out from his eyes, reaching for Raikou.

While the Electric-type dodged, Crypt changed shape again. This time, his form was that of an Exploud, and he promptly used Boomburst.


Karen sat up, making the Umbreon on her lap grumble slightly.

“But… that’s not how Illusion works…” she said weakly.


Raikou was blasted backwards by the roar of sound. He dug his paws in, claws extending, and leaned into the blast to shed speed – leaving furrows in the dirt.

“Right!” he roared, and launched a crackling Thunder attack at his opponent.

This burst the illusion, and seemed to do some damage on top of that. Crypt snarled, teeth bared, then jumped into the air and turned into a Drifblim.

“I’m starting to get dizzy,” Pikachu admitted, as Crypt floated gently skywards. “How many Pokémon has he been already?”

“Too many!” Raikou commented. He frowned, and began the laborious process of charging a Volt Crash.

“Raikou, don’t!” Ash called quickly. “It’ll just leave you open, and you’ve still got aiming problems. Use Thunder again!”

Complying, Raikou switched to Thunder. He fired off the attack, and Crypt’s illusion collapsed.

Then Crypt turned into a Wailord.

Raikou had the misfortune to be underneath.


Ash winced. “Raikou! You okay?”

For a few seconds, there was nothing. Then the Electric-type burst from the floor, mud clinging to his mane, and shook himself.

“Ow.”

Another blue flash caught his attention, as Crypt shifted forms yet again.

This time, he (rather underwhelmingly) became a Feebas.

“…the heck?” Ash asked, blinking, as the Feebas flopped around not doing much.

“You are not a fish!” Steve hollered. “You are a free shapeshifter!”

Flop.

“Turn into something useful, damnit!”

As Raikou advanced for a Wild Charge, Crypt’s fishy body glowed blue once more and reformed into something round.

“I am a Pokéball!” he said clearly, and exploded.


Raikou landed on his side, which drove the air out of his body with a whoof. Shaking himself, he clambered back to his paws and swiped at the smoke.

“He’s gone invisible again!” Ash informed him. “Left!”

Raikou shrugged his small bundle of signs off his back, and swiped them through the smoke. They connected with a thwack, and Crypt materialized rolling and shaking his vulpine head.

“Quick Attack!” Ash called.

Slightly surprised, Raikou duly jumped forwards in a Quick Attack. The charging blow hit Crypt before he recloaked, though a moment later the Dark-type fired a swirl of Night Daze and vanished in the confusion.


“Okay, Raikou, I think I’ve worked something out!” Ash called.

“I can barely see…” the Electric-type muttered, shaking his head as the Night Daze began to wear off. “What is it?”

“I think he’s reacting differently to different Types than Dark-types normally do,” Ash explained. “The Aura Sphere wasn’t nearly as effective as it should have been, especially compared to how he took the Quick Attack…”

“I did wonder.” Raikou shook his head once more, then smiled as he seemed to have driven the problem off entirely. He looked back and forth, searching for a possible sign of a Pokémon, then pulsed out a hemispherical wave of electricity. “Shockwave!”

It didn’t hit anything.

Ash closed his eyes, and gasped. “Below!”

Raikou leaped out of the way just before Crypt – in the form of a Diggersby, now – burst through the soil and swiped his ears at him. The blow connected, knocking Raikou about a bit, but he quickly rallied and sent an electric blast at the concealed Zoroark.

A moment’s scowl from the now-revealed Dark-type, and then there was another poof and-

Raikou blinked. “What?”

He shook his head. “Zap Cannon!”

The Ditto-shape which Crypt had taken up reshaped itself – forming a hole in the centre, which let the attack pass through without touching the sides.

“…hm, interesting.” The Electric-type frowned, and began to charge a Shockwave – intending this time to slam down a horizontal plane of electricity and get the confused Dark-type that way.

Just as he was about to bring it down, though, his target changed again. This time, a Ninjask buzzed towards him, passing close enough to trim his fur on his right side, before curving out over the stands and finishing above the crackling electrical plane.

Raikou rolled his eyes, and sent the plane upwards instead.

“…oh, yeah, right,” Steve said, airily, as Crypt transformed back to a Zoroark and plummeted back towards the ground. “Hey, moron! Turn into something that can fly!”


“I’m getting a headache…” Pikachu muttered. “And if it’s this bad for us, how do the audience feel?”

“Raikou!” Ash called. “Try a Shadow Ball!”

“Pardon?” Raikou asked, blinking, as Crypt briefly became a Honchkrow and beakplanted into the ground before emerging and shaking his head. “But… that’s not an effective attack…”

“Just try it!” Ash advised.

“If you say so…”


Still a little dubious about the plan, Raikou began to prepare a Shadow Ball – then stopped, as Crypt made yet another transformation.

This time, into a Regice.

“…that’s new,” he muttered, then bolted as Crypt fired a Hyper Beam from his eyes which carved a long furrow in the arena floor.

Running hard, muscles bunching, Raikou remained ahead of the beam while it lasted. The moment it died out, he skidded around in a sharp turn and fired his Shadow Ball.

It made it about halfway before being hit by an Ice Beam.

Raikou shook his head. “Right, get closer first!”

He dodged out of the way of a second laser-beam of energy, turning hard, and snapped off a Shockwave as he approached.

The electric attack did the trick, breaking Crypt’s illusion, and a moment later Raikou himself arrived and bowled the Zoroark over before firing a close-range Shadow Ball.

This attack hit hard. Ash’s gamble paid off, as the Ghost-type attack seemed to do as much as almost all the other attacks so far put together, and Crypt snarled before bringing his hind legs up and pushing Raikou bodily off him.


“Keep it up!” Ash advised. “One more should do it!”

As he said that, though, Crypt transformed one final time.

This form was an Absol, and it bared gleaming teeth for a moment before howling.

The noise was indescribable. It made Ash’s teeth itch, and Pikachu nearly fell off the window slit.

“Is that Perish Song?” Ash asked, hands on his ears.

“Well, I feel ready to faint…”

There was a crackle-BOOM from the stadium, as Raikou landed a body-blow with a Wild Charge.

The Perish Song cut off in a strangled squawk, and Raikou followed the flying Dark-type before Stomping up and down on Crypt a couple of times as he reverted.

Panting, he turned back towards Ash’s window. “Okay! Okay. I’m done. I think.”

“Good work!” Ash managed, taking his hands tentatively from his ears. “What do you mean you think?”

“Well, I feel-”

Raikou stopped talking mid-sentence, and collapsed.

“…okay,” Ash said, blinking. “Oh, right. Perish Song. Uh… what the heck was up with that Zoroark?”

“Yeah, people ask that,” Steve admitted. “Basically, he’s a moron with Sketch. He’s learned most of the moves in the world, but he’s utterly convinced he is whatever he’s pretending to be.”

There was a flicker as he returned his out-cold Dark-type. “I have seen him disguise himself as a Rotom and spend three hours trying to get into the toaster. Anyway – next?”

“Sure-” Ash began, then stopped. “Wait. What’s that?”

He squinted, shading his eyes as he followed the dot approaching the stadium.

It soon became clear as a Pokémon – a Flying-type, he could see the wings – and then a Charizard, who circled once before dropping down into the arena proper.

As the Fire-type came in to flare, Ash realized who it was. “Oh – you’re Charla, right?”

“That’s right!” Charla roared. “Hey, has my boyfriend fought yet-”

She stopped dead, and began to blush.

Charizard burst out of his own Pokéball. “Knew it! Knew you’d be the first to say it!”

“Yes, yes, alright, you win,” Charla muttered, blushing heavily. “Anyway!”

She faced him directly. “Liza and I got hold of this just yesterday,” she informed him, reaching up and unpinning her bow. “Take good care of it.”

“Of what-” Charizard began, then focused in on the bow as she handed it over.

In pride of place, gleaming on the knot, was a small spherical stone.

“…really?” he asked, hushed.

“I expect it back completely undamaged!” Charla insisted.

“Wow. Uh… yeah, I’ll take great care of it,” Charizard promised.

“Good,” she said, with a satisfied smile. “Now, show whoever you’re fighting what Charizard are made of!”

As she spread her wings, she winked. “After all, I don’t think it’s going to be a Raticate.”

“That was a special case!” Charizard bellowed, and she laughed before flying up to a clear spot and landing there.

Grumbling, Charizard slipped the bow over one of his horns and turned to face his foe. As he did, Steve held up a Pokéball.

“Hey, Ghost!” he called. “Your turn!”

There was a flash, and Charizard found himself facing a Blaziken.

He blinked. Blaziken. At the Silver Conference.

“…oh, not again…” Charizard muttered. He took a deep breath, and sighed it out. “Right!” he said, more loudly.

The Blaziken cocked his head. Charizard couldn’t help notice that there seemed to be some rather nasty scars around his eyes.

“Was that your girlfriend?” he asked, looking up towards Charla.

Charizard nodded. “Yes,” he said simply, pride in his voice.

“Smoking hot – I mean, wow!” the Blaziken went on. “Damn! I’d love to discuss fire alone with her for hours!”

Charizard’s nostrils let out just a bit of smoke.


“Ready, Charizard?” Ash called, seeing the warning signs of an impending explosion.

He unlimbered his staff for the third and final time this match, and concentrated.

Charizard.

There were a lot of memories here. Ranging from when he first found the frightened Charmander on a rock, through the months with Charizard a recalcitrant, argumentative presence… then that terrible, wonderful night in the Orange Islands when all that changed.

And since then, Charizard had been his rock and powerhouse. Not always there, and Ash didn’t begrudge him for it – but always there when he was needed. Gym battles, league battles… and to catch him when he fell.

There was an intense flash of orange light.


“Well, there he is again,” Norman said, looking over the orange-and-cream Mega Charizard. “I think he was the first Mega I ever saw, come to think of it… that thing in Greenfield last year.”

“Probably,” May agreed. “I – wait, what!?”

The rest of the family followed her gaze, seeing the Blaziken taking out and donning a pair of glasses – glasses which were shining with an orange light just like Charizard’s borrowed bow had done.

“Blaziken has one too?” Max asked, just before the Blazikenite activated.

When it faded, the Fire-Fighting type had changed significantly.

Gone were the yellow markings, replaced by differently-patterned black ones forming a rippling fire-pattern against the red feathers. Long coils of flame rippled off his wrists, and white feathers formed wing-like crests either side of his forehead and spaulders around the base of each arm.

“…I want one,” May decided. “I so want one.”


Mega Charizard spread his wings, hammering at the air, and took flight – shooting skywards on his broader, sleeker wings compared to normal.

“Okay, Ghost!” Steve shouted. “First, don’t get too distracted by pretty female Fire-types in the audience!”

The Mega Blaziken – Ghost – chuckled, gaze tracking Charizard as his opponent soared skywards.

“Second – get him!”

“Look out, Charizard!” Ash called up. “He looks-”

Ghost crouched, briefly, and exploded skywards.

He ascended into the heavens with astonishing speed, but Mega Charizard was ready for it – he pulled up, shedding forwards speed and firing out a burst of flame.

Intensified by the brightening sun overhead, the Fire Blast detonated with a BANG and a spherical blast of heat. It knocked Ghost sideways in the air, but he rallied quickly and lashed out with a kick.

The kick went nowhere near Mega Charizard. The whoosh of air which it produced, however, did reach him and buffeted at his wings – making him roll and turn, before he recovered and flew a little higher as Ghost dropped back to the arena floor.


“Is it me, or is that Blaziken accelerating?” Ash asked, watching as Ghost landed before volleying a pair of punches skywards.

The blasts of air that resulted were spectacular, and Mega Charizard weaved around them with his wings nearly perpendicular to the arena floor before coming around in a wingover and launching down another Fire Blast.

Ghost skipped back a step, then backflipped – landing on his hands, he bounced for a moment before kicking with extravagant force at the oncoming fire attack and detonating it early.

He then came back to his feet and sprinted at the arena wall.

“Definitely accelerating,” Pikachu agreed – then blinked. “Whoa!”

Ghost reached the stadium wall, ran up it without slowing, and kicked off to soar skywards once more.

As previously, Mega Charizard braked – wings hammering the air to change his trajectory and throw off Ghost’s attack path. This time, however, Ghost had a counter.

He lashed out with a kick behind him, producing another of those blasts of wind from the sheer speed of the blow, and propelled himself towards the surprised Mega Charizard.

Fists flashing, he aimed a blow at Mega Charizard – who was, though surprised, more than ready to tangle in melee.

For several long seconds, the two Fire-type Megas clashed in mid-air. Ghost’s legs pumped, slamming air down to keep him skywards through sheer strength, and his arms flashed through a series of punches which Mega Charizard alternately blocked and countered with his own.

As Mega Charizard had a long tail, that of course came in too – flashing with green light for a Dragon Tail, or silver for an Iron Tail, Mega Charizard aimed to disrupt Ghost’s kick-based way of staying in the air.

Ultimately, though, the two separated once more. There was an almighty BANG as Mega Charizard used Flame Burst at point-blank range, and used the moment of confusion to climb higher and away.

“Good!” Ash told him. “Try and stay higher than he can reach!”

No longer concerned with staying in the air, Ghost fell to the ground and absorbed the impact with ease.

“Hey!” Steve shouted. “How do Flying-types stay in the air?”

Ash blinked. “Pardon?”

“Just answer the question!” Steve insisted, as his Mega Blaziken punched up at Mega Charizard and countered a Dragonbreath.

“Uh… well, I guess by flapping their wings?” Ash replied, a little mystified.

Ghost and Steve smirked. Their expressions looked almost identical.

“WRONG!” Steve informed him. “Okay, Ghostie!”

Ghost spread his arms, the firey plumes on his wrists flaring around – then there was a wash of flame, which quickly subsided.

As it did, the wrist-plumes stilled completely.


Overhead, Mega Charizard wondered what was going on – then, suddenly, his wings stopped working.

He could still flap them, but they weren’t holding him in the air. It was like they’d turned into dead weight.

Unbeknownst to him, Ghost’s manoeuvre had aimed at equalizing out air pressure in the battle area. All air pressure, and just about all air movement – including the pressure difference and vortices which made aerofoils and wings work.

“Charizard!” Ash called up to him, as he began to fall. “Fire Blast, right down – now!”

Unquestioningly, Mega Charizard complied.

The high-powered Fire Blast scoured a great big crater in the arena floor, but more importantly it disrupted Ghost’s layer of dead air – with a powerful pillow of blast overpressure, which slapped into Mega Charizard’s spread wings and prevented him from hitting the floor too hard.

“Look-” Ash added.

Mega Charizard looked up just in time to get a Blaze Kick to the face.


“How the heck did you do that?” Ash asked, keeping an eye on the ground fight.

Fortunately, while Mega Charizard would have undoubtedly preferred to fight in the air – or to have a different Mega Charizard form, if he had to fight on the ground – he was still just as tough as ever.

“Oh, the falling thing?” Steve checked.

Wings glowing silver to stiffen them, Mega Charizard blocked a roundhouse kick from the overpowered chicken and retaliated with a blazing gout of Dragonbreath. The blast blew Ghost backwards, and he did a handspring before skidding to a halt.

“It’s kind of a bizarro version of Gravity!”

Ghost crouched, and blurred around in most of a circle to attack Mega Charizard from behind. His axe kick met a claw as Mega Charizard whirled, and both fired out a Fire Blast which knocked both combatants flying.

“Basically he uses the flame to set up a huge pattern of horrible air currents-”

Mega Charizard landed first. He dug his claws into the ground to slow down, inhaled, and shot out a second plume of flame at Ghost to throw off his landing.

“-and it really screws with fliers!”

Ghost dodged to one side with the recoil from an air blast, and sprang right back into action by closing in on Mega Charizard while he reloaded.

A high kick was blocked by Mega Charizard’s claws. Mega Charizard’s tail swipe was avoided by Ghost’s skywards leap, though the one-footed High Jump Kick he came down with met a Flamethrower coming the other way.

Powering through it, Ghost landed with one foot on Mega Charizard’s shoulder and swiped at him with the other – resulting in his knocking Mega Charizard sprawling.

“Charizard!” Ash called. “Fire Spin – everywhere!”

Coming scrambling back to his feet, Mega Charizard built flame in his mouth for a moment and fired it out in a continual cylinder which spread out to cover the entire field.

The flames themselves were weak – even with the blazing sun overhead lending it force, his Fire Spin was spread thin – but they did set the remaining grass on fire.

“Now, back in the air!” Ash went on.

Mega Charizard’s wings spread with a crackle, but as he made to leap Ghost emerged from the blaze and aimed a spin kick at him.

Not in the mood for this, Mega Charizard fired a blast of Dragon Rage and sprang skywards.

Ash proved to have guessed right – the wild flames throughout the stadium were overriding Ghost’s earlier wing-binding effect, and Mega Charizard lost no time in rising to fighting altitude.

Below, he saw Ghost crouching ready to spring, and a grin formed on his face for a moment.

Then, as the Mega Blaziken launched skywards, Mega Charizard fired. The incandescent ball of orange energy travelled a few feet, then exploded with a bang into a shower of meteors.


“Ow!” Molly said, hands going to her ears, as the dozen or so projectiles from the Draco Meteor all hammered into Ghost in the same fraction of a second. “That was loud!”

“What I don’t know is if-” Brock began, and then Ghost emerged from the cloud of smoke.

He was still going up, but significantly slowed by the multiple explosions, and peaked a little way below Mega Charizard’s operating altitude.

“Blast Burn!” Steve called.

“Wha-” Ash yelped. “You too, Charizard!”

In the frozen moment as both Fire-types charged – a glowing ball of bluish light forming in Ghost’s clenched hands, and Mega Charizard’s maw gaining a similar-hued glow from inside – one voice could be heard.

“Everyone close your eyes!”

Then Blast Burn met Blast Burn. The two bluish lances of Fire-typed energy collided about halfway between the two participants, and there was a very big bang.


The concussion was incredible.

A hot wind snatched at hats and hair around the stadium, buffeting through the energy shield erected by multiple Alakazam for the first overpressure of the blast – before they got it back under control, and the wind dropped.

Even through closed eyelids, the blast had been a bright red bar of light – but no-one had seen the result, and the colossal plume of smoke and steam which had resulted blocked anyone seeing either Pokémon.

“Are you okay?” Charla called into the smoke, wings half-unfurled to fly down there herself.

Then, driven by a powerful upcurrent, the smoke and steam was drawn out of the arena into the open air.

It revealed two Pokémon lying sprawled on the arena floor.


“Another double-” Ash began, then frowned. “Wait… Charizard!”

“What is it?” Pikachu asked, squinting.

“He’s still transformed!” Ash pointed out. “Charizard, get up! Charla’s watching!”

His Fire-type stirred.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, he pulled his arms in and used them to lever himself to his feet. Once there, he paused for a moment – then let out a tired, triumphant roar.

With an orange flash, he transformed back, and – with great care – took the bow from his horn.

Then, with the whole stadium watching in a hush, he forced himself into the air and flew over to his mate to return her Mega Stone.


“Well done!” Charla said, voice full of pride. “Oh, lords of fire and air… well done!”

She took the bow and replaced it, and Charizard smirked – then stumbled.

“I think I’d like a sit down now,” he said, and she chuckled.


“Well, Charizard might be able to fight once he’s had a rest,” Ash said, frowning. “But for now I guess it’s you, Pikachu.”

“I’ve been waiting for it,” Pikachu agreed. “Fortunately, if it’s a Ground-type I should be fine.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Go show ‘em, Pikachu!”

The mouse grinned, then jumped out onto the smouldering battlefield to face Steve’s final Pokémon.


“So,” Steve said, stretching. “Couldn’t help but notice that you used three Megas there.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It was going to be only two, but…”

“Pretty cool,” Steve told him. “Hey. Snap.”

He sent out a slate-grey Metagross, and grinned. “Oi, Scabbard! Win this or I’m cancelling my debts to you!”

The Metagross stomped in a circle to face him, and its’ golden metallic cross sparked briefly as it regarded him. You are not getting out of it that easily.

“Oh, come on!” Steve wheedled. “I’m useless with money, you know that, but before long I’m gonna need to start selling organs!”

Indeed. Now, make yourself somewhat useful.

Sighing, Steve took up his Key Stone once more.

He blew on it to cool it down a bit, and raised it.

“A third one?” Ash asked, a little startled.

“I said snap!” Steve pointed out, and then the now-familiar orange glow suffused his Metagross.

When it faded, Ash – and most of the audience – had their first look at a Shiny Mega-Evolution.

It was quite a strange one.

To begin with, the golden cross had gone blue – the same colour as the body of a normal Metagross – while the rest of the Pokémon had the silver-body and gold-claws it had retained beforehand.

The bigger changes, however, were to the body plan. Specifically, the major change was that the Mega Metagross was floating – and had eight limbs, not four. There were four large ones forwards, arrayed around the face, and four smaller behind.

Scabbard swivelled, and his red eyes flashed. Target acquired.

“Let’s do this, Pikachu!” Ash called.


“Twelve Pokémon in one match, and half of them have gone Mega,” Lance said, shaking his head. “This is getting ridiculous.”

He frowned. “Actually, though, I don’t…”

“What?” Lorelei asked, looking up from the stand-off.

“I was just wondering – one of these two is going to be in the final. Who are they going to be fighting?”

Lorelei frowned, then winced. “You’re right – whoever it is, they’re going to be a lot less-”

There was a BOOM from the arena below.


Pikachu tucked into a forwards roll, tail glowing, and sheared through the closest chunk of debris before unrolling and landing on the cracked earth.

“Missed!” he said, then dove out of the way again as the Mega Metagross launched a Flash Cannon shot at him.

The Steel-type attack blew a furrow in the ground, then a lance of psychic energy followed it, and Pikachu slipped nimbly around both with bursts of Agility before turning and making his first counterattack.

Electricity sparked briefly around his cheeks, then shot forwards with a sound like tearing cloth. It splashed on a psionic shield for a moment, then powered through, and the Zap Cannon exploded between Scabbard’s four forearms just short of his face.

Interesting. Analyzing…

Pikachu followed it up with a Thunder, then Scabbard matched electricity with electricity by firing a succession of tightly spaced Thunderbolts.

The first one hit Pikachu and drained down into his voltage wells – or began to, because when the second hit there was a SLAM of equalizing current as the second half of the positive blast hit the first half of the negative blast.

Pikachu was sent flying backwards, rolled, spun and landed against the wall before scampering out of the way of another sequence of attacks.

“Okay, Pikachu!” Ash called. “He wants to match electricity with electricity – let’s show him!”

“You got it!” Pikachu replied, and slapped out a Shockwave variant to keep things fluid.

The lightning bolt he sent at Scabbard branched, then branched, then branched… splitting into eight currents, then sixteen, then thirty-two until the whole assemblage became a single conical lance of electrical fire.

It sleeted across Scabbard’s raised shields, worming in at a hundred places, and the shield failed in several local patches. The Shock Wave attack drove through those patches of failure, following the path of least resistance, and crackled down one of Scabbard’s claw-arms into his body.


Pikachu hadn’t been idle while his attack had been propagating. He focused electrical energy into his cheeks, then out of them into a broad ring around his body – much thicker and broader than his usual fare.

Maybe a battle wasn’t the best time to experiment, but then again they’d tried this a couple of times already…

He shifted himself so the ring was about a pace ahead of him – moving continually as he did, running around the wall so he didn’t present an easy target.

Then the ring split. But not into three – into four.


Lance half-stood, staring down into the arena. “That is a Pikachu, right? I mean… just a Pikachu?”

“There’s nothing just about Pikachu,” Misty chuckled.

“No, but I mean – we just saw Raikou earlier!” Lance pointed out. “Raikou! And yet – that attack, whatever it was, was more sophisticated than anything Raikou did… and…”

He looked closer. “Isn’t that that signature move Ash’s Raikou tried during the battle with that other one?”

“Actually, it’s a move Ash and Pikachu invented,” Brock corrected him.

Lance blinked. “What.”

The shiny Raikou lounged across two seats chuckled, and said something Lance didn’t catch.

“Yes, I know, he blew up my gym with it,” Misty sighed. “I’ve come to terms with it.” A pause. “Really I have.”

“Actually, that looks a bit different this time,” Brock said. “It doesn’t normally get this bright-”


With four rings instead of three, Pikachu was able to exercise tighter control over the resultant snarled-up electromagnetic loops.

It took more effort, and more concentration – that was true. But everything had some kind of price, and in this case Pikachu felt the price was worth it.

Because what it got him was the ability to do this.

Three of the rings locked together, forming an escape path facing directly towards the approaching Scabbard – producing an almighty blast of electricity.

But Pikachu was not using a backstop this time, so the electrical blasts went both directions. Instead, the fourth ring shot out and curved the other blast, making it come back on itself in a hairpin turn and crash home a sliver of a second after the first one.

The first one, which had blown a hole in Scabbard’s shield.

The net result of this was that an attack almost as powerful as a complete Volt Crash blazed through an open space where a shield should be. It hit Scabbard full in the face, knocking him backwards, and electrical energy crackled around all eight limbs.


“All right!” Ash grinned. “It worked!”

“I know!” Pikachu agreed, still on the move and now coming around the curve towards Ash. “I guess that’s just because I’m that good!”

This is excellent!

Both trainer and Pokémon blinked. “Eh?”

Scabbard’s eyes flashed, and the last of the residual energy discharged into the ground. So much power in such a small Pokémon! Fascinating! Let me do science to you.

Faintly, Steve could be heard.

“Oh, no…”

It was not encouraging.


Scabbard opened up by charging forwards, levitating smoothly over the badly scorched ground, and hammered in a two-clawed Meteor Mash with opposite arms.

Pikachu’s yellow form blurred slightly as he dodged around the attacks, then slipped away from the second volley of two Meteor Mashes and took a quick breath.

Then, when the third blow came in, he drew one paw back briefly – and lashed out with the palm shining a bright blue.

The impact was incredible, producing a swirl of air lifting the ash strewn around the arena floor.

There was a frozen moment of perfect balance, then both Pikachu and Scabbard were blown backwards as Pikachu’s Force Palm fired.

Rolling and flipping, Pikachu skated across the floor before sticking to it like glue as his feet glowed with another use of Aura – not quite the water-walk trick, but something close, holding the dusty ash together and him to it.

Scabbard was already coming back in. Excellent! Not just electricity, but Aura as well! How does this feel?

He drew back one glowing arm, then launched a Hammer Arm forwards.

This time, Pikachu caught it.

Cracks formed in the ground around him, as the force of the impact had nowhere else to go but to try and shift the ground he was clinging to – but it held, as a flicker of blue light danced around from his left paw to his right.

“Counter!” Pikachu announced.

This blow spun Scabbard halfway around, and he blinked before refocusing and switching to something else.


Lance gaped. “What?”

“He’s been learning from Ash and his Lucario – or Riolu – for a couple of years at least,” Brock clarified.

“He’s fighting a Mega Metagross! In melee!”

“I think that’s mainly by spending a lot of Aura,” Misty said, wincing as Scabbard drove Pikachu into the ground with an Ice Punch – then a torrent of electricity came from the crater, smashing the ice, and Pikachu followed that up with a shower of Aura Spheres and a Brick Break to let them through Scabbard’s shield.

“Question,” Molly’s Entei muttered.

Brock tore his eyes from the battle, and looked – then blinked.

“Aren’t those all Steve’s other Pokémon? Why are they hiding behind you four?”

Ash’s Suicune shook her head. “Good question…”

“Save us, volcano dog!” Shadow demanded. “You are the one who is strong against Scabbard in Science Mode!”


Interesting. Interesting! Tell me, how does this feel?

This time, Scabbard’s claws all came down at once – crackling with electricity.

Pikachu spent more Aura in blocking the physical impact, and the Thunderpunches drained down into his voltage wells.

He blinked. “Uh, not that I’m complaining, but… why?”

Assessment of ability potential! Scabbard explained, before swiping a claw to backhand Pikachu away. The Mouse wasn’t there when it arrived, dodging to one side before ramming an electrically-enhanced Force Palm into the metallic limb.

Yes! This is exactly what I was interested in – electrical Aura used in the same way as conventional! A major-

“Just get on with the fight!” Steve hollered.

I will do science if I want to do science, Scabbard replied, sounding a little hurt. He swiped irritably at Pikachu, and was then forced to take the combat more seriously by Pikachu using the contact to channel a Thunder through him.

Scabbard lifted up his claw, and Pikachu came with it – clinging grimly on, and shocking away.

I feel this is not an ideal situation.

“Pikachu!” Ash called. “Can you try an Electroball?”

“Good idea!” Pikachu replied, electricity crackling around his tail. “Electro-”

Scabbard punched him off his claw with his other claw.

Pikachu twisted in mid-air, positioning himself for when he hit the wall, but it still hurt. He bounced off with a pained squeak, and landed hard before coming to his feet.

“Ow,” he said, shaking his head, before facing Scabbard.

The Mega Metagross was crackling extravagantly, lightning playing over all eight claws. Let us see whether this works.

Two spheres of lightning began to form, defined by his claws. One was yellow, the other blue, and as they approached one another a few bolts bridged the gap – producing, for just a moment, an eerie green colour.

Do you know how Fusion Bolt works? Scabbard asked.

Ash paled. “Get ready, Pikachu!”

Pikachu nodded firmly, arms outstretched.

Then Scabbard came rocketing across the battlefield, surrounded in blue light.

Pikachu crouched, power gathering around his cheeks for a moment, then leaped forwards in a Volt Tackle.

The two Electrical attacks collided, Pikachu’s yellow corona against Scabbard’s blue outer layer.

“Hey,” Pikachu managed, as his attack tried to burn through Scabbard’s to reach his target. “The real Zekrom does it BETTER!”

An extra bolt darted out from his tail. It curved around, and hit Scabbard’s Fusion Bolt on the top edge.

It was hardly enough to make a Pidgey twitch.

More importantly, though, it ionized the air – leaving a path Pikachu controlled, and down which the Fusion Bolt began to drain. Straight into Pikachu’s Volt Tackle, lending it force.

Ah, Scabbard said, as the blue layer collapsed – and reformed, around Pikachu this time. Now I see why Teravolt is so important to the successful use-

The second layer collapsed, and Pikachu hit Scabbard with all the pent up force of the entire clash. There was a moment when the oversize ball of electricity was about to collapse in on its bearer, but Pikachu dealt with that by the simple expedient of cramming it all into an Electroball and shooting that after Scabbard.

The detonation filled most of the arena.


Pikachu landed, and flopped back into a sitting position.

His cheeks chirped once, then fell silent – stinging something fierce. “Owww…”

Across from him, there was an orange flash at the base of a small crater.

“Huh, look at that,” Steve mused. “Scab got beat. Doesn’t happen every day.”

After a frozen moment, Ash clambered out of the box and raced across the battlefield to his starter. “Pikachu!”

He picked Pikachu up and whirled him around, heedless of the static buzzing through Pikachu’s fur. “That was awesome!”

“I’m glad you liked it…” Pikachu said, a little woozy. “Ow. I think I strained my Type.”

“Ash Ketchum… uh… wins?” the referee asked. “Does Steve have any Pokémon left?”

“Nah, they all got knocked out,” Steve shrugged. “GG, gotta go. Oi, Shadow!”

“Isn’t there a third-fourth place playoff?” Ash asked, curiously, as the Hydreigon swooped down into the arena.

“Don’t care,” Steve waved. “I fought who I came to fight, I’m off now.”

After a brief argument with his Dark-typed Dragon, he returned the rest of his team and flew off.


Up in the stands, a boy in his early teens put his head in his hands.

“Oh, no…” he said, sighing. “I’ve got to fight him now.”


AN:


And there we go.

That was the single most ridiculous fight I had planned for the Silver Conference. And… well, Charizard in particular deserved some closure.

He was Mega Y, in case it wasn’t obvious.

And as for that guy in the final little bit… well.

See next chapter.
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“It’s a pity we can’t do this more often,” Brock said, inching his arm around Philena’s back.

She noticed, but let it go with a tolerant smile. “I said I was sorry… something came up with a couple of poachers trying to steal-”

“Don’t worry,” Brock interrupted her. “It’s fine. I know.”

He rolled his eyes. “I travel with Ash. Believe you me, I know things can come up at short notice.”

Philena Ivy chuckled. “Fair point. I did catch his semi final match on TV, though…”

She shook her head. “I’m sometimes amazed how powerful trainers are – I mean, I know there are some really powerful Pokémon, and intellectually I know the Elite Four can fight Legendaries on some sort of level pegging, but to see two trainers of that kind of level going all out…”

“Just wait, we’ll get you that Shinx and you’ll change your mind,” Brock teased. “I can see it now, in two years you’ll be challenging Zapdos to a duel or something…”

“You’re teasing me,” Philena stated.

“Doesn’t make it incorrect.”

Holding in a giggle, the researcher leaned forwards a bit. “…who’s that in the other box?”

“I saw his battles,” Brock filled in. “Well, the last few. He’s quite good.”

“What does quite good mean here?” Philena asked. “Good, great, or knowing the signature moves of Legendary Pokémon?”

There was a pause.

“Poor guy,” Brock mused. “Oh well, at least since Ash has won a league before-”

“There we go,” Philena pointed. “A Feraligatr?”

“He calls it Floodwater,” Brock supplied. “He gives all his Pokémon nicknames, I think – most people do all-or-nothing.”

With a second flash, they watched as Ash sent out his Snorlax.

“That’s one of the ones Ash caught in the Orange Islands, right?” Philena checked. “Okay, should be interesting.”


“Good work, Floodwater!” Fred Farrell called, as his powerful Starter grappled with Snorlax. “You’re doing great – keep it up, keep low so he can’t topple you!”

Floodwater’s growl was a little strained, but seemed hale enough. He opened his mouth and fired out a blast of water, then got hit by a burst of Hyper Beam from the Snorlax in return.

“Wait – I know!” Fred realized. “Fire at his feet! Hydro Pump, then Ice Beam!”

Floodwater let out a roar, then fired Hydro Pump at Snorlax’ big feet. The blast drove through the grass and into the earth below, making it a kind of soup, and the big Normal-type’s feet slipped.

“Hold the Ice Beam!” Fred decided. “Just twist-”

With Snorlax losing traction, Floodwater was finally able to get a good enough grip. He lifted, muscles straining, and slammed Snorlax over onto his side before finally unleashing the Ice Beam.

A torrent of ice roared out, covering the Normal-type’s chest, and by the time it ended there was a thick layer of frozen water pinning Snorlax to the ground.

“Don’t let up!” the trainer called.

“Fire Punch!” he heard Ash shout, and winced.

“Wait – Focus Punch!”

Floodwater drew back his fist, which glowed, and volleyed it forwards as the ice shattered.

It met a Fire Punch coming the other way, and Snorlax clearly came off much the worse – skidding backwards, rolling over in a somersault before coming back to his feet.

“Good!” Fred called. “Okay, Floodwater, finish this! Hydro Cannon!”

Floodwater’s spines began to light up – the ones at the tail tip first, then rapidly going up to his head. He inhaled, then fired – just as Snorlax unleashed another blast of light from his Hyper Beams.

Water went everywhere, some of it hissing to steam.


“I see what you mean,” Philena admitted, as the two attacks petered out and both big Pokémon lunged forwards for another bout. “Good, but…”

Brock nodded.

“Okay, Floodwater!” they heard Fred call. “That’s enough for now – Fuchida!”

The Feraligatr was replaced in a flash by a Forretress.

“That might be quite a bad idea,” Brock frowned. “Snorlax knows Fire Punch, after all.”

As he said that, Snorlax did indeed lunge forwards with his fist glowing with orange-red flame.

Just before it connected, Fred raised his voice. “Explosion!”

There was a BANG, and Snorlax staggered backwards from the concussive blast.

“Or he might do that,” Brock admitted.

“Don’t you have a Forretress?” Philena asked.

“That’s right!” Brock confirmed. “I was thinking about what I’d do in this situation, but the answer is I’d send out Steelix so I wasn’t really in the right mindset.”

Below, Fuchida followed up his Explosion with a Flash Cannon. Snorlax wobbled, then seemed to rally, and fired off another Hyper Beam – this time at the grass, aiming to flip the Forretress into the air.


“You asked to see us, boss?” Jessie said, as the trio entered the room.

“Indeed I did,” Giovanni confirmed. “Sit down.”

The three sat.

Meowth looked up, and noticed that Giovanni’s attention was mostly focused on a screen rather than them. “Uh… boss?”

Giovanni glanced up. “Go on.”

“I was kinda wonderin’… uh… what you’re watchin’?”

The Boss of Team Rocket nodded to himself. “Understandable. Observe.”

He pressed a button, and the big wall-screen to their left lit up.

It showed a Snorlax attempting to play soccer with a Forretress, trying to kick it into the air hard enough that the Explosions wouldn’t hurt him.

“Wait a sec…” James said, looking closer. “That Snorlax looks familiar.”

“Indeed it should,” Giovanni smiled thinly. “That is the Ash Ketchum you’ve been following.”

He steepled his fingers. “Unfortunately, I’m going to be pulling you off the task of following him directly – not merely to handle some singular other task, that is.”

“Why’s that?” Jessie asked.

The image of the battle onscreen shrank down to fill a single quarter, making it a little harder to see as Snorlax threw the Forretress straight upwards before launching Hyper Beams at it.

In two of the other quadrants, symbols appeared.

“There are two groups in Hoenn who worry me. They seek Cosmic Power – specifically, they appear to be attempting to gain control of Groudon and Kyogre respectively.”

Giovanni contemplated his agents. “Most of my other cells would be incapable of matching a Team which seeks to control a Legendary. You, on the other hand, have the resources required.”

“You got it, boss!” Meowth grinned. “Uh… what’s da plan?”

“Find out what they’re doing, and how far along they are. Slow them. Stop them, if you can. And…”

Giovanni paused.

“If all else fails, at least be visible trying to help things out. If the world is heavily injured but not destroyed, then that will make us prominent in the rebuilding.”

“Right!” Jessie and James nodded, and Meowth jumped off the chair.

“Oh, and James?” Giovanni added. “I don’t know how you managed to obtain that Moltres, but take good care of him or her.”

“Don’t worry about that,” James said fervently.

Once they’d left, Giovanni glanced over at his Persian.

“This is so much less effort than trying to recapture Mewtwo would have been,” he observed, then hit another button on the remote control and returned the screen to full size.


“Keep it up, Totodile!” Ash called, as his little Water-type twisted to keep Fred’s Flareon in his sights.

Water sprayed out, some of the droplets hitting the Flareon’s side, and the Fire-type yipped before accelerating and coming around in a blazing Flare Blitz.

“Aqua Jet!” Totodile announced, waddling forwards a step and then diving into a charging head-first water-cloaked headbutt.

The Flareon, however, didn’t play ball. He continued charging in until nearly the last moment, then jinked aside – letting the plume of fire and heat slap into Totodile on a slant.

The Water-type had turned to follow, but the sideways Flare Blitz knocked him off course. He hit, rolled, and another burst of Aqua Jet got his momentum under control.

“Good one, Flambé!” Fred encouraged his Pokémon. “Just like we practiced! Now – Dig!”

Flambé vanished underground, and Totodile looked around warily.

Ash closed one eye. “Totodile, Aqua Jet straight up!”

Totodile did so, and a moment later the ground blew open in a fair-sized crater.


“This might be lower-key than that battle Latias was in, but that’s only a very relative thing,” Bianca said, one eye on the television and one on the canvas as she painted busily away.

Latios squeaked, and frowned.

Bianca’s brush stilled as she paid attention, and got a transmitted sensation from Latios. It wasn’t telepathy, nothing close yet, but it was progress.

“I know,” she admitted, going back to painting – but moving slower. “She was amazing, and it’s a bit frightening that she got that good that fast.”

Another sensation.

“But mostly good, yeah,” Bianca agreed. “I’m pretty sure it would be much harder for those Rockets to get her if it happened now. She’d just shoot into the air and turn invisible.”

Bianca switched colours, loading more red and blue paint onto her brush to get just the right purple, then dabbed most of it on her pallet to save it and got to work. “I’m kind of wondering what you’ll be like at the other end of your first time with Ash…”

She frowned, then made a correction. “There.”

Latios looked at it, bobbing gently up and down, and shrugged.

This time, Bianca got an image of – purple. Expanses and expanses of it. And a distinct puzzlement.

She guessed the meaning, and chuckled. “Yes, you are that colour when you go Mega. Same as Latias.”

Latios didn’t seem to like that.

“I know… but you do still look different.”

A confused sound.

“Watch.”

Bianca painted busily, one eye closed as she concentrated. Her brush swished back and forth, drawing out the shape of a Mega Eon, and adding in the fins with exquisite care before going back over the body of the Pokémon with a pale alabaster highlight.

“There,” she said, some minutes later.

Latios stared at the result. His dear friend hadn’t done the eyes, so the most obvious indicator of who was whom hadn’t been done, but…

That is Latias, he said softly. It’s as clear as-

“I heard you that time!” Bianca smiled. “Well done!”

Latios looked up, startled, and squeaked happily. He concentrated, and after a moment Bianca shook her head.

“Sorry, missed it that time…”

She smiled as Latios gave a more disappointed sound. “Don’t worry. We’ll keep practicing.”

She looked back over at the television, just as the tired-looking Totodile managed to catch Flambé a direct hit on the nose with an Aqua Tail.


“Nice shot, Totodile!” Ash called. “Watch out, though, he’s still a threat!”

Totodile nodded firmly.

As he turned back to his opponent, Flambé dug himself out of his crash scar. He shook his head, grumbling, then crouched down and charged forwards again.

“Fire Blast!” Fred called suddenly.

The Flareon dug in his paws, skidding slightly as he came to a halt, and unleashed a jet of flame which roared towards Totodile.

“Now!” Ash ordered. “Counter Shield!”

Totodile dove forwards, tucking into a half-roll and firing a burst of water forwards.

He splashed into the water he’d just created a moment later, and began firing at full Hydro Pump power – tilting his head a little to the side, so he began to rotate and spin with increasing speed.

The spinning cascade of water was about half-established by the time the Fire Blast reached it, and it wasn’t quite ready for it – but the effect was already there, as the Fire Blast was eroded and sprayed from the side and front with successive waves of water droplets that drank away the heat.

Totodile was still knocked out of his spin by the explosion, but with most of the force gone he endured it easily before twisting and coming to a halt.

He inhaled, then launched a tiny blue sphere forwards.

“Flambé, run!” Fred rapped out.

The Flareon tried, he really did. But Totodile’s Hydro Cannon was just a little too fast, and he was caught by the abrupt eruption of water and hammered to the floor.

Thanks to a quick Endure, he was still able to get up – just. But clearly not in fit shape for battle.


Fred winced. “Okay, not sure how a Totodile did that…”

He returned Flambé, and switched Pokéballs. “Okay, Felicity, your go!”

Felicity, his Flaafy, landed on the battlefield with a crackle of ready electricity. The Everstone pendant around her neck shone in the stadium light, and her tail flashed twice as she took her stance.

There was a thrack as she fired off her first move, an Electric Terrain which spread throughout the stadium, and then a Charge Beam caught Totodile as he readied an attack.


“And… there!” Bianca said with a smile, finishing the eyes. “How does that look?”

Latios contemplated it.

So far, there was no background, beyond a few pencil marks indicating where things would go. But – there she was, alright.

Mega Latias, a cheeky grin on her face, with a shimmer along her wing indicating she was just emerging from stealth. She was full of life and verve, and somehow Bianca had managed to capture his sister’s pure joy at flying free – safe in the outside world at last.

Latios had no reservations sending his approval.

“Glad you like it,” Bianca chuckled. “Now, let’s see… should I do the trees or the grass first?”

An image of a Sudowoodo insinuated itself into her mind.

“Trees it is,” she agreed, then looked back at the television. “Oh, there’s that Ivysaur. He seems to be doing well…”


Backpedalling, Ivysaur’s vines whipped out and grabbed at the leek.

“Okay, Fowler!” Fred called. “Fury Cutter!”

The leek glowed, cutting slightly into the vines, and Ivysaur withdrew them before they took more damage.

Firing out a storm of leaves from his flower, he grunted as the avian swung his glowing plant and blocked leaf after leaf.

“Ash, any thoughts?” he called.

“Uh – yeah!” Ash said. “Okay, Whirlwind!”

Ivysaur inhaled, and blew – hard.

The wind caught his opponent by surprise, and tugged at the leek in his hands.

Ivysaur renewed his leaf-based assault, stepping to the side and trying to stay out of range.

“Gust!” Fred called, and Fowler’s wings hammered. They didn’t quite lift him into the air, but it was close, and the wind clashed with Ivysaur’s Whirlwind and negated much of the air movement.

Fowler swept his leek around and pointed it like a wand at Ivysaur, and a beam of light came out.

It swept across Ivysaur, who blinked as it did nothing whatsoever. “Eh?”


“I wonder what that was,” Delia said. “Do Farfetch’d get moves like that? I thought they were mostly about hitting things with the leek…”

“That’s correct,” Professor Oak agreed, glancing between the two TV screens. “Farfetch’d are Pokémon who really do only one thing well, as a rule, and that’s hit things very hard with their leek. A skilled trainer is one who can work with that.”

Ivysaur lashed out with his vines again, and Fowler blocked with a down-to-up swipe before flaring one wing and producing a cloud of feathers.

“That’s odd,” the Professor blinked, leaning closer.

“The feather thing?” Delia asked.

“No, what feather-” Oak switched screens. “Oh! Ah, that’s a Feather Dance. It weakens the enemy – shouldn’t have worked that well, though,” he added, as Ivysaur hauled in his vines with a great deal of effort.

“Maybe that beam did it?” Ash’s mother suggested. “Sorry, I’m not great at recognizing all the moves…”

Ivysaur volleyed out another shower of leaves, but these ones were much more sluggish than the previous one. They barely reached their target, and he swept his leek in arcs to intercept them all with ease.

Oak nodded. “Hmmm… could be…”

As the battle went on, Delia spoke up again. “Professor?”

“Yes?” Oak asked, as Fowler went on the offensive and Ivysaur barraged out attacks to keep the duck at a distance. “What is it, Delia?”

“Well… I know you won the Indigo League in the past, but… what did you do after that?”

Oak leaned back. “Ah, now there’s an interesting question! I actually did several things at once. I was quite the traveller in my misspent youth, you know…”

Delia chuckled. “I’m sure. But what were they?”

“Well.” Oak sat back. “I’d been travelling for a few years before I won the Indigo League, and after that I went abroad for a year… Kalos, it’s a nice place.” He frowned. “Though, actually, that’s quite confusing… I remember two quite different gym battles against the same person…”

He shook his head. “Anyway. I came second in that league, then I won another, and after that my qualification path took too much time.”

“University, you mean?” Delia checked.

“That’s right.”

Oak smiled. “I was going to go back and carry on travelling, but… then I met her.”

“And then your son came along, and…”

“That’s right,” the professor confirmed. “After that, it was too hard to justify going away for months on end.”

He shrugged, a little melancholy. “These things happen.”

After a moment, he glanced at the television. “Ouch!”

Delia looked over at that one too, and blinked. “Is that allowed?”

“Apparently.”

The moment passed, with the referee not raising his flag, and Oak nodded to himself. “Well, well… anyway. If you’re wondering what Ash should do… that’s up to him. I’ve already gathered from our conversations that he’s certainly not someone to just stomp someone’s dreams flat – look at the team he’s using here.”

Ash’s mother nodded, understanding. “Right. Because he’s not using, say, Pikachu, it’s still an interesting match.”

“That’s right – and Ash’s Pokémon are all strong, but not all of them are as strong as one another. He’s giving the weaker ones a chance to-”

The ground ripped open, as roots came surging out of it. They were slow and sluggish, though, and Fowler hopped from root to wooden root and cut his way out with a series of Air Slashes.


Ivysaur panted, as his Frenzy Plant collapsed.

What was wrong with him today?

“Ivysaur!” Ash called. “I think I worked it out!”

“Good, because I haven’t!” Ivysaur replied. He pulsed out a Grass Whistle, just to see if he could knock the Farfetch’d out and gain an advantage that way, and was rewarded by Fowler’s eyes drooping until he fell asleep.

Then he started using Sleep Talk.

“Gah!”

“He used Simple Beam on you!” Ash explained. “It meant his Featherdance affected you much more strongly than normal!”

“That would explain a-” Ivysaur ducked under a swish of the leek, “lot!”

“Ancientpower!” Ash told him.

Ivysaur’s vines snapped out and snarled up Fowler’s legs, making him trip. He lurched back to his feet and cut the vines with a quick swipe, but the time that took gave Ivysaur a change to use his Rock-type attack.

A momentary glow of light as the rock formed, then it fired forwards.

Fowler might have been able to block it if he’d been awake. He wasn’t, though, and the rock hit him on the forehead.

Blinking, Fowler awoke. He rubbed his stinging forehead with his free wing, and promptly got hit by another Ancientpower.

As the duck slumped, Fred recalled him. “Okay, Flambé!”

“Ivysaur, you’ll be no good out there!” Ash called. “Have a rest!”

“Gladly!”


Fred thought for a moment. Should he call Flambé right back and switch to Floodwater? Both Pokémon had had a rest, but…

He’d see what Ash sent out first.

With a burst of white light, a Muk formed on the battlefield.

“Muk, huh?” Fred asked. “Interesting – okay, Flambé, remember, don’t let off the Flare Blitz! You can burn off poisons that way!”

Flambé nodded firmly back at him, then engulfed himself in flames once more and charged at Muk.


Tracey blinked, looking up at the computer from his paperwork. “Wait, is that-”


“…what just happened?” Koji asked, glancing at his new friends. “Seriously, what?”

Casey shook her head. “This happens all the time with him. He told me this story about how he basically brought down the roof of the Cianwood gym…”

“But – what?” Koji looked to Pietra for advice. “What moves did that Muk just use?”

On the battlefield, Flambé rolled to a stop, heavily bruised from his encounter with Muk’s everything-and-the-kitchen-sink approach to TM moves. Shaking his head, he inhaled and switched to Fire Blast.

Pietra counted on her fingers. “I had… Hidden Power, Shadow Ball, Venoshock, Sludge Bomb, Rock Tomb and Focus Blast, but there were a lot more in there. A Fire move as well, at least.”

“Isn’t the Fire move a bad idea dealing with a Flareon?” Casey asked, and got shrugs.

“It’s not like he was only using the Fire move,” Pietra pointed out.


“Is it me, or is this surprisingly close?” Bruno asked. “That Muk was pretty impressive, but then again I didn’t know they could be diluted out of a fight.”

“I know,” Lance admitted. “Especially after the previous match… I was worried that either Ash would use one of those Pokémon and it’d be one sided, or…”

He realized he hadn’t thought of an or yet, and shrugged.

“That’s kind of deliberate, I think,” Brock said, as Tauros and Floodwater clashed with a slam. “He’s used everyone in his entire team this conference.”

“Oh, I see,” Bruno admitted. “That’s kind of a nice idea… hey, I didn’t know his Tauros had that move-”

“He’s got three, remember,” Lorelei said.

“Actually five,” Misty told them. “All pretty different.”

“Right,” Bruno nodded.

There was a WHAM as Tauros slammed home with a Wild Charge, then followed up with a Spite as Floodwater began to charge his Hydro Cannon.

“Good!” Ash shouted. “Great work! Now – Thrash!”

Snorting, Ash’s Wild Bull stampeded forwards. His horns glowed briefly, and then the impact resounded around the arena.

Floodwater was bowled over by the impact. He pushed himself up on one side, then slumped back with a sigh.

“Well, that’s that, then.” Lorelei smiled. “A well-fought final, both of them.”


Fred sighed, shaking his head. “That was… ah well.”

It had been closer than he’d been fearing – Ash’s Raikou and Latias had scared him, the Charizard, Heracross and Lucario had worried him more, and the Pikachu was frankly terrifying if only because of howmuch firepower had been crammed into a small volume.

He recalled Floodwater. “Good work, bud,” he said, sincerely. “It wasn’t our conference, but… good work.”

After that, Fred sat down for a moment, breathing deeply to try to let the adrenaline wear off.

“Hey.”

Looking up, Fred saw that his opponent was at the edge of the box.

“I just wanted to say,” Ash began. “Great work. Really – I know what it’s like, believe me.”

“Really?” Fred asked, a little startled. “When?”

“…I guess not in tournaments,” Ash admitted, realizing his five heartbreaking losses had technically never happened.

“Ah, here you both are!” Mr. Goodshow said, entering. “Wonderful show, both of you, wonderful show!”

He nodded to the runner-up. “Mr. Farrell? Just so you’re aware, you have Elite Four challenge rights too.”

Fred blinked. “I do? But-”

“Mr. Ketchum has that right already, so you get it too,” the organizer smiled. “It’s for exactly this situation. Now, come on – there’s the podium in a minute.”

He frowned for a moment. “Unfortunately, Mr. Steve has left the country, so there’s no third-fourth playoff. Your opponent from the semi-final will be in third place on the podium. Now – come on, come on! A marvellous conference, all of it!”


As the cheering died down, Lance stepped up to the microphone.

“Now that the Silver Conference is over, I have a few announcements to make,” he said. “Firstly – there’s been rumours about it, so I’ll confirm several of them. Some of the Kanto-Johto Elite Four are stepping down.”

He waited for the muttering to subside. “It was a hard series of decisions to make, but we’ve come to them after a lot of thought – and we hope they’re good decisions. Firstly, my colleague Lorelei will be retiring to work on her secondary career as a writer.”

Lorelei waved, as a groan of disappointment ran around the stands. “I’m glad everyone’s so upset!” she quipped, producing some laughter. “But I’ll still be around – Lance and the others are friends, not just co-workers, and I’ll stay in touch with them.”

There was general approval of this.

Lance waited for a moment. “Secondly, Agatha – a staunch veteran and one of the longest serving members of the Elite Four on record – has decided to retire to spend more time with her sisters.”

Agatha looked offended the disappointment was more muted. “Oh, you all like the young one…” she said darkly. “Well, see if I write a book!”

The laughter that followed, and the applause, seemed to mollify her somewhat.

“And, finally, I will be-”

Lance had to stop for a moment at the shock that spread through the stand.

“-I will be moving to the position of Grand Champion only, as we have recruited three new members for the Elite Four from what was a close-fought and hotly contested field. We’ll be introducing them tomorrow-”

He let the relieved cheers build and peak, then subside a little.

“-and I’m sure you’ll love them. First, though, we’ve all decided on a grand sendoff for Agatha and Lorelei, and Mr. Ketchum – this year’s winner – has kindly agreed to waive his usual challenge in favour of battling each of us – with, in all cases bar one, a single Pokémon.”

He smiled at the clear bafflement. “Everything will be clear tomorrow, ladies and gentlemen.”


“Man, now I feel really nervous…” Ash admitted. “When I fought Lorelei, it was pretty much solo…”

“It’ll be fine, Ash,” Pikachu assured him. “Really.”

“I hope so,” Ash said. “I wonder how-”

Dexter beeped.

Incoming call.

“Huh, wonder who-”

It’s from Dee, Dexter interrupted, as Ash flipped him open.

“Oh, right… hi, Gary!”

There was a pause.

“What do you mean, snap?”


“I mean snap!” Gary repeated, adjusting the trophy in his off hand. “We got bored and won the conference here in Kalos!”

“That’s overstating it just a bit,” Umbreon rolled her eyes. “It was a lot of work…”

“Yes, very much,” Furfrou agreed. “But – well, a grand challenge indeed!”

“No, I don’t feel threatened by you!” Gary said, shaking his head. “Whatever, Ash – I’m only one behind you now! And no, Orange doesn’t count.”

“That Pyroar was tricky,” Arcanine admitted. “Good thing he made that mistake right at the start with Flash Fire.”

Indeed, the whole team was quite remarkable, Alakazam nodded.

Furfrou rolled her eyes. “Umbreon could not hear you,” she pointed out.

“Sorry.”

“It was totally as much of a challenge as you had!” Gary insisted. “So what if you had to face some crazy nutjob with three Megas, you have Legendaries!”

“This argument is going to take a while,” Umbreon predicted. “Who wants coffee?”


AN:


Poor Fred.

At least he gave a pretty good showing for himself.

In addition, I took the chance to catch up with a few other people. There’ll be more catching up next chapter.

And this is what Gary Oak has been doing. In Kalos.

(I wonder if anyone’s spotted the theme for this NPC finalist…)

Incidentally, sorry for the longer than usual wait – a bit of fatigue over the length of the tournament. I don’t think it’ll be feasible to give everyone a go any more, when Hoenn rolls around…

Incidentally also, this story seems to be the number one most reviewed Pokemon fic on the site. Thanks everyone for the feedback!






114. Johto 55


This is the first of two chapters today.


“Ready for this?” Ash asked.

Keldeo nodded firmly. “I am, Ash!” he said. “You’ve helped me out a lot, and I think I can do it!”

“Good,” Ash smiled. “Should I tell you how well I did when I faced her last time?”

Keldeo frowned.

“…tell me afterwards,” he decided.

“Sure thing,” Ash agreed. “Okay – and remember, there’s the backup if you need it.”

Another nod, as Keldeo glanced down at his belt – specifically, the three Fast Balls in a neat row.

“Okay, Keldeo!” Ash said with a grin. “Let’s do this!”


“Dewgong, Surf,” Lorelei instructed.

Her Water-type complied, sending out a wave of water, and Keldeo’s first Sacred Sword hit him on the side. Turning, Dewgong fired a Water Pulse which slapped into the second blade-beam and attenuated much of its power, then rolled to one side and fired an Ice Beam.

Lorelei waited for several seconds, as the water spread and flattened out. “Okay, now – Sheer Cold!”

Dewgong was quite some distance from his opponent, so the pulse of intense cold didn’t harm Keldeo – it certainly didn’t knock him out, though the arena did get a bit chilly.

What it did, though, was to freeze the water in a ring around him into cold, slippery ice. Ice which Dewgong was experienced at battling on, but which Keldeo most certainly was not.


The young Fighting-type saw the problem coming before it arrived. “Right!”

Ash saw it too. “Keldeo – try-”

What he was going to say, though, went unheard. Keldeo reared up, then – just as the wave of ice crossed under him – slammed his forehooves down onto the ice hard enough to crack it.

He pivoted forwards, taking the weight on his forelegs, and then drove his rear hooves down with the same ice-cracking force.

That got him a stable platform. He ignored the skating Dewgong for now, and swung his horn twice to fire off two scything blasts – one of them slicing a line out from Keldeo to cross just behind Dewgong, the other about a quarter turn away.

Then he fired blasts of water from his hooves down the cracks.

This course of action led to two results.

First was that Keldeo was rocketed into the air, soaring easily fifty feet into the air from the sheer force he’d put in.

The second one was that all that water went through the cracks and under the ice, lifting it up.

It fractured with an almighty BANG along the lines Keldeo had scored, and Dewgong was suddenly on a chunk of ice four inches thick and a hundred feet on a side which was rapidly tilting to vertical.

WHAM.


“That was very… Ash-like of Keldeo,” Misty observed. “Guess he’s been learning well.”

“No kidding,” Brock agreed, as Lorelei returned the Dewgong from underneath the broken ice. “Which might be a bit scary, come to think of it… I’m sure being Ash-like would make him very capable, but I fear for nearby buildings.”


Keldeo twisted, hooves lashing out, and caught the Mamoswine a glancing blow as it thundered past him.

He used his Hydro Pump to brake, then multiplied himself and charged up an Aura Sphere. A chomp, and the Sphere shattered into dozens of fragments which deluged towards the shaggy-coated Ice-type.

“Mamoswine, Ancient Power!” Lorelei instructed. “Power through it!”

Mamoswine grunted agreement, horns flashing, and shot a blast of Rock-typed energy at his opponent.

Keldeo’s horn swung down, flaring, and he scythed through the Ancient Power – then, as it blew two craters in the floor either side of the Water-type, he counterattacked.

Hooves drumming on the frosted ground, he charged forwards – jinking around a Mud Bomb, leaning over a bit to make the turn, before lighting his horn with Secret Sword and clashing it against Mamoswine’s tusks.


“There’s something…” Cobalion frowned. “I don’t know. Something strikes me about Keldeo now…”

“What, that he’s stronger?” Terrakion asked. “He’s been doing well-”

“That’s not it,” Virizion interrupted. “I see it too, and I think I know what it is. Cobalion… he’s come into his own. Look here.”

All three Swords followed the next few moments closely.

A Jynx flared into existence on the battlefield, and Keldeo faced her down – flanks heaving, after the heavy work he’d been doing already in the battle, but steady and confident.

“…you’re right,” Cobalion agreed. “There was no nervous glance, there. He’s quite self-confident – not just in his ability to fight, but in his ability to judge his opponent’s strength.”

“Oh, I get it,” Terrakion said, nodding. “He’s not looking to Ash for confirmation something’s a good idea any more. Cool!”

“It is indeed,” Virizion smiled. “It is indeed. He’s grown up.”

They winced as a wave of Psychic energy crashed across the battlefield – then that turned to shock, as Keldeo launched a Night Slash which punched through the psychic wave and hit Jynx a glancing blow.

“Can he do that with anything that uses his horn?” Cobalion asked. “That’s quite remarkable.”

“Certainly looks like it,” Virizion agreed.

“Okay, when’s he getting back here?” their friend asked. “I want to learn that!”

“We all do,” Cobalion chuckled.

“Audine?” the Pokémon Centre’s assistant nurse asked.

“No, we’re just here to watch the television,” Virizion told her. “But – actually, if it’s not too much trouble, could we get something to eat?”

“Dino.”


“Great work, Keldeo!” Ash said, sincerely. “That was amazing!”

He held out a Pokéball, and recalled the exhausted Fighting-type. He’d managed to get through Dewgong, Mamoswine and Jynx, but that last one had left him absolutely exhausted – and the arena a mess of powder-snow and icy chunks.

“Should we-” he began.

Lorelei smiled. “This has been a lot of fun so far, Mr. Ketchum. Please, continue.”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “Okay – Entei, see if you can finish what Keldeo started!”


About ten minutes later, Entei managed to haul Cloyster’s shell open and launch a blast of flame in through the gap.

Lorelei held up her hand in acceptance of the loss. “I’m out – good match.”

“And I can take that as I want to,” Entei muttered, rubbing at his spike-stuck paw. “Ow.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention?” Mr. Goodshow called, through a PA system. “First, let’s all thank Mr. Ketchum and Lorelei for that wonderful battle!”

The applause that ran around the arena was gratifying.

“Secondly – that was one reason why this series of matches are so special, with such a skilful opponent as Mr. Ketchum for our Elite Four members. But the other one is – Mr. Ketchum will only be using Legendary Pokémon.”

That drew some gasps, and at least one shout of ‘lucky bastard!’ from the crowd which was answered by a great deal of laughter.

“Well, he’s done the work…” Charles Goodshow quipped. “Next will be Bruno, the Breaker of Bricks and the Fighting-Type master of the Elite Four! Though I still don’t understand the Onix…”

Another ripple of laughter.


“What’s he going to send out to fight Bruno, do you think?” Casey asked, as the second member of the Elite Four took the field.

“Good question…” Pietra admitted. “Latias, maybe? That one makes sense…”

Next to them, Koji leaned forwards. “Wait… who are they?”

He pointed, and the girls followed his finger.

“Aren’t those the Kimono Girls from Ecruteak?”

“Yeah!” Casey confirmed. “I met them once. They’re nice…”

She frowned. “Wait. Why are they coming out on Ash’s side of the field?”

One of the five girls, wearing an ornate rainbow-patterned kimono, struck two bamboo clappers together.


“May?” Norman asked, glancing over at his daughter – who seemed to be all but trembling with anticipation.

“I helped him with the ideas for this,” May explained. “Wait for it…”

Ash threw the Pokéball. It was almost invisible at this distance, but then it opened and there was a great big crackling BANG from the seals attached to it. A towering cloud of white smoke erupted forth, with orange flame at the base…

And then, bursting through into the sunlight, came Ho-Oh. The blazing noonday sun reflected and refracted off his iridescent wings, spreading an aura of colour all over the stadium as his wings churned away the smoke.

“…top marks,” Caroline remarked.


Casey gaped. “You’re kidding me. You’re… how long has he had that?”

“I’m getting the distinct impression we got off lightly,” Koji said.


Ho-Oh’s wings flared, and he settled down to a stately hover just above the arena floor.

“Okay, Bruno’s main thing is to go for the all-out strike,” Ash said, giving some last-minute advice. “That’s one reason why I came up with the new move.”

The firey legendary dipped his wings, then beat hard down and ascended as Bruno sent out his Hitmonlee.

“Hitmonlee!” Bruno called out. “Our big challenge is going to be doing damage fast enough – so start with a lot of it! Stone Edge!”

Hitmonlee complied, drawing one leg back and digging it hard into the ground before snap-kicking up with it – carrying a load of the rock and dirt of the arena floor, which shot up at Ho-Oh.

“Now!” Ash called.

The Rainbow Pokémon seemed to explode in a cloud of flames, which streamed upwards – and the Stone Edge went through empty air before being stopped by the Alakazam.

Bruno’s head went back as he followed the flame, and blinked. “How did-”

The flames dissipated, revealing Ho-Oh much closer to the stadium roof with his wings covered in scorch marks. He called out, voice rippling in the air, and turned before spearing down a bolt of flame.

“Ho-Oh’s able to heal really quickly!” Ash explained. “So I thought – why not make an artificial thermal to get out of trouble?”

“…I can see this one’s going to be difficult!” Bruno called.

His Kicking Pokémon emerged from the flames somewhat the worse for wear, and he pointed up. “Okay, Hitmonlee – another Stone Edge! Aim high!”


“…well, now we know why there were those regular explosions over where Ash was training,” Norman admitted, as the fiery glow of Ho-Oh’s attacks cast second-shadows across the stadium.

“Impressed?” May asked, a bit smugly.

“I’ve been impressed for a while,” Norman pointed out. “But now I’m a bit more impressed than before, certainly. And – it looks very spectacular.”

“I wonder if he’d want to do some contests with you!” Caroline suggested. “I believe he’s got so many Pokémon that getting them all into gym challenges might be difficult.”

“…actually, I should ask him,” May admitted.


Hitmonchan punched out, fist cloaked in ice, and the rosy flame splashed off his glove – the ice acting like an oven glove, preventing him from being directly contacted by Ho-Oh’s attack.

“Right!” Ash called. “Ho-Oh, change in tactics!”

A cry of acknowledgement, and Ho-Oh unleashed flame again. This time, it streamed out from his tail and wings in a continuous layer, joining up to form a tornado of flame which hung in the air – whipping the air in the stadium into a breeze, then a stronger wind.

Hitmonchan’s gloves came up in a high guard position, ready to block the next blast of flame – though the tornado would be harder to deal with.

“Behind you!” Bruno called out, and Hitmonchan spun with blazing speed. His fist came out, crackling with thunder, and scored a hit on Ho-Oh – then the Fire-type’s talons grabbed him by the arm, and hauled him skywards.

Flying straight up through the core of the flames as they dissipated, Ho-Oh was carried skywards faster than he might have been through wing-power alone. Repeated Thunderpunches rammed into his talons, but he could handle it – then, reaching his apex, he turned around and flung Hitmonchan at the floor in a Sky Drop.


“Flaps down… engines slow… okay, I think we’re about ready ta land, Jessie!”

Jessie nodded, and shifted the joystick slightly. The big aircraft seemed to float in the air for a moment as it flared, shedding speed and height, then touched down with a gentle bump.

The bumping got less gentle a moment later as they jostled their way to a landing on the grass strip, but it was a lot better than it could have been.

“Phew!” Jessie said, relieved. “This thing’s a lot more intimidating than a balloon or submarine, at least they don’t tend to crash if you do nothing…”

Meowth shrugged. “Hey, it ain’t like we’d hit da ground, not with Abra on board.”

Jessie nodded. “True…”

A trail of flame went past, and Moltres backwinged to land just in front of them.

James staggered off, looking a bit queasy.

“Guess he didn’t enjoy da turbulence,” Meowth observed. “Okay, we’re in Hoenn again, now what?”

“Well, going by what Team Aqua and Team Magma did last time… they’re not exactly subtle,” Jessie observed.

She winced. “Though neither were we.”

“Jessie, we got a giant firebird on da team and you been teachin’ her to do aileron rolls through Cubone’s bonemerangs. We ain’t subtle now,” Meowth said.

“Point taken.”


“Okay, Onix!” Bruno said, as the Eviolite sparked to life. “Remember, you’re the strongest thing on the battlefield – so go close in, you’ll come off best!”

Onix coiled up, then lashed out with a cascade of rocks in a Rock Slide.

Ho-Oh cloaked himself in flame and executed a radical course change, and only one of the rocks hit him – though that one hit plenty hard enough.

Rising, he used the flame-thermal trick to accelerate skywards faster, and levelled out nearly at the stadium roof. Solar energy flowed over his feathers, and then blazed down as an intense green Solarbeam.

Onix had an answer for that one, though. It raised a shining iron tail, and the grass-type attack reflected off in all directions – scoring lines on the field, and driving the tail back a few inches.

When the attack faded, however, Onix was still quite healthy.

Ash’s response to that was a grin. “Okay, Ho-Oh! Rain Dance!”

Everyone else was a little taken aback. Pardon?

Ho-Oh, however, complied. He beat his wings once, flames crackling beneath them, and then swept his shimmering feathers outwards.

There was a kind of ripple through the air.

Overhead, clouds began to gather, blocking out the noonday sun. Within a few seconds, they had joined up and the first drops began to fall.


“No more long flights unless we have to…” James sighed.

Moltres looked a little worried. “Are you okay?”

She shook her head. “Sorry – never mind, forgot… no Meowth, no translation.”

After a moment, James leaned back on the grass. “Hoenn… hm, it’s been a while.”

Seeing Moltres looking curious, he expanded. “Last time around… yeah, it kind of got confusing. But at the same time, it was pretty fun, some of it – this is where Jessie got into Contests.”

“That explains why she’s been working on making my moves showy,” Moltres mused.

“Actually, this is about the time we lost Arbok and Weezing,” James said. “Not having that happen again… it was poachers,” he filled in.

“How ironic.”

“And then we got Cacnea, and Seviper… now Seviper was kind of funny. Jessie captured Seviper by beating her up herself…”

James blanched, as the memory touched something off. “Whoops… hey, Jessie!”

“What?” Jessie called back from the plane.

“We’re going to need to head to my parents’ summer house in Sinnoh! I forgot Carnivine!”

Jessie looked aghast. Then she threw the flight manual at him. “Couldn’t you have remembered that before we flew all the way down here?”

Moltres couldn’t quite hold in a giggle.


As the rain intensified, Ho-Oh shook his wings out and rode the wind.

Unlike certain other Fire-types, rain was not a problem for him – he preferred the sun, but there were no exposed flames to harm.

But… there were certain advantages.

Half-hidden by the drumming rain, he charged up his attack.

“Ready?” Ash called, a moment later.

The Fire-type nodded, knowing Ash at least could see him perfectly.

“Weather Ball!”

In his enthusiasm, Ho-Oh may have overcharged the Weather Ball slightly. It drew in all the water currently falling through the stadium into one ball as he fired it, and then slammed that considerable mass into Onix at equally considerable speed.

Mud went everywhere.


As Bruno recalled his last Pokémon, the rain dwindled to a patter before stopping entirely.

Exactly this situation was what Ho-Oh was well known for, and he did not disappoint. His feathers glowed as the sun broke through the clouds, and he came spiralling down with a rainbow trailing him from the top of the arena to barely above the floor of the stadium.

Then, just as he passed Ash’s box, he flared. Landed. Raised his head, and let out a long cry with wings and tail spread.

That done, he nodded courteously to Ash, who returned him.


“We’re certainly having a treat today,” Norman smiled. “Do you know who’s next?”

“I’d have thought you’d know, Norman,” Caroline teased. “You’re the Gym Leader.”

“Not of around here I’m not,” Norman pointed out.

“It’s obviously Agatha next,” Max frowned. “But who’s Ash going to use to battle her?”

“At this point I wouldn’t be surprised if he sent out Lugia…”

“Oh, he can,” May assured him matter-of-factly. “He doesn’t talk about it much, but even last time he helped save Lugia – Brock told me once, he wasn’t there but Misty told him…”

Norman blinked, but had become almost inured to Ash stories by now. “I see. Do you think he’ll use Lugia here?”

May frowned.

“I think no,” she began, but before she could explain why she though that she was interrupted.

The crowd began to murmur as Agatha stepped up, before swelling as she sent out her first Pokémon – a big, black Gengar.

In reply, Ash gestured.

For a long moment, nothing happened. Then a white and purple form stepped onto the field from one of the tunnels, with an odd gliding step that suggested it was more floating-at-ground-level than walking per se.

Greetings, Mewtwo broadcast.

The crowd went very quiet.

Yes, I know, I know. It’s all a bit surprising. Mewtwo spread his hands, and rose a few feet into the air. He’s a very hands-off trainer.

“Ready?” Ash called.

Suppose so.

Turning to face Agatha’s Gengar, Mewtwo gathered energy into his palms. Let’s see how this works out.


“So?” Ritchie asked, gazing down over Hoenn. “What do you think? Should we do this place next?”

Zippo shrugged, giving his wings a shake.

“I think so,” his Raichu volunteered. “It’s got Water and Flying gyms, which is a definite plus.”

Another grumble from Zippo.

“Oh, come on…” Ritchie chuckled, patting the flank of his Charizard. “There’s a Fighting gym, you’re not just a Fire-type.”

“Fair enough,” the Charizard sighed. “Should we head back down?”

“In a bit,” Ritchie denied. “I like flying up here.”

Sparky coughed. “You realize that Ash’s third match should be on by now?”

For a couple of seconds, Ritchie did nothing.

Then he pointed down. “Okay, Zippo, enough flying for now! Let’s get back to the Pokémon centre!”

Chuckling, Zippo folded in his wings and dove. The wind whistled around him and his passengers, going from a breeze to a gale in moments, and he stooped down towards Slateport’s main Pokémon Centre.

As the ground rushed up, Ritchie waited until Zippo was slowing down and then hopped off the side. A burst of psychic energy braked the rest of his fall, and he hurried into the Centre to watch the main screen.


Mewtwo made a seemingly-lazy gesture, and a huge pulse of energy roared out towards Gengar.

The Ghost-type responded by swooping out of the way, letting the attack expend itself on the floor of the arena, before heading underground.

“Okay, Mewtwo!” Ash said. “You know what to do!”

I do indeed. Mewtwo gathered shadowy, ghostly energy in his hands, and then thrust them down towards the floor. Shadow sweep!

Dozens of Shadow Balls cascaded from his fingers, reaching the ground and phasing through it just as Gengar had done. They moved in a complicated pattern, appearing and disappearing for several seconds and tracing a space underground so that Gengar had nowhere to hide that would not be intercepted by a Shadow Ball at least once.

The whirling balls produced a purple haze in the air for a few seconds, and at the end of it Gengar emerged somewhat the worse for wear.

“Watch out, he’s not done yet!” Ash called. “Psystrike!”

Mewtwo gestured, and the Gengar was driven into the wall by a hammerlike blast of energy.

There we go, he said, pleased. One down, four to go.

The second Pokémon Agatha sent out was a new one to Ash and Mewtwo both. It was almost like a sword and shield joined together, with the shield held in one ‘arm’ and the other one – a tassel-like appendage – clearly visible.

“Dexter?” Ash asked.

That is an Aegislash. It’s got the move King’s Shield – if you hit it when it’s blocking with the shield, it drains energy.

“Thanks. Mewtwo, stay clear when it’s defending!”

Thank you for the advice, Mewtwo said somewhat tartly. And should I keep breathing, too?

He clenched his fist, and frowned.

“What is it?” Ash asked.

I can’t manage a Psystrike any more. How-

“Grudge!” Ash realized. “Gengar used Grudge on you – I guess we’ll have to watch out for that one in future…”

Very true. I can see this could be harder than I-

Aegislash brought its shield up to the defensive position. Then, startling both Ash and Mewtwo, it charged at him.

What the!? Mewtwo asked, and backed away to keep the range open. Aegislash followed, pommel-eye glowing, and Agatha cackled.

Ash was frowning. “So I guess you can’t attack it… uh… can you throw stuff at it from a distance?”

I think so. Mewtwo reached down to the arena floor, getting as firm a grip as he could while being chased by the surprisingly mobile animated weaponry, and made a sharp upwards gesture – making the arena floor crumble into dust.

Mewtwo’s power reached out to enfold it, and he drew the dust and sand towards him – then set it whirling around his body at close range, forming a kind of ersatz sandstorm through which Aegislash would have to pass.

The King’s Shield Pokémon promptly did so, abrading badly in the high-speed sandshield but reaching Mewtwo to deliver a shield bash.

Mewtwo flinched back from the feeling of the impact. What – that hurt! More than it should have!

“I see!” Ash called up, as Mewtwo swooped away from Aegislash to gain more distance. “It’s making itself hit you so the King’s Shield thing happens!”

That’s just annoying! Mewtwo frowned, and this time a much larger chunk of rock came flying up and cannoned into Aegislash.

It clattered back to the floor after that, shield askew, and Mewtwo had a moment to feel satisfied before it vanished.

Not wasting so much as a moment, he launched out a spherical Dark Pulse which filled the whole arena with night-black and purple-blue shadows.

“Left!” Ash called, and Mewtwo saw a black-glowing blade swinging itself at him from the side. The shield was in one of the tassel-arms, revealing the wicked blade aimed for his shoulder.

Reacting quickly, Mewtwo managed to use an intense Reflect shield to prevent the Night Slash from connecting with him. The Dark-type attack eroded through it almost instantly, but Mewtwo reinforced it with a rush of compressed air that formed a physical shield in its place.

A backhanded Psychic, and he knocked Aegislash to the arena floor again.

“King’s Shield!” Agatha called. “Now, Rest!”

The shield blocked the blade once more, and then Aegislash’s pommel eye closed.

This seems- Mewtwo began.

“Dodge!”

Mewtwo teleported out of the way, trusting Ash to only tell him that if there was a need. That trust was borne out a bare second later, as Aegislash launched forwards a Hyper Beam.

Ah. Sleep Talk, Mewtwo realized, as he saw Aegislash was still asleep.

This was going to be a complicated battle, he could tell.


Giovanni leaned back in his seat.

“You know,” he observed, and Persian looked up with sleepy eyes. “That is getting your money’s worth.”

Persian yawned, not all that bothered.
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This is the second of two chapters today.


Hands together, Mewtwo fired out a storm of Shadow Balls at Dusknoir.

Opening its central body, the Ghost-type absorbed the attack into itself. Mewtwo kept up the barrage, swerving them so that Dusknoir had to keep adjusting, and after about twenty seconds Mewtwo finally snuck one past the defences.

There was an almighty explosion, and Dusknoir dissolved into the wind.

I assume they come back at some point… Mewtwo muttered. Right. Four down, one to go.

“That’s right!” Ash confirmed. “Hey, can you still use Shadow Ball?”

Mewtwo checked, holding out his hand. Dark energy resolutely failed to form on it, and he sighed.

Oh well. I still have Psychic and Focus Blast, at least…

Agatha chuckled. “Now – ask yourself, child. Why would I sacrifice four Ghost-types without using Curse?”

“It had occurred to me,” Ash admitted. “I didn’t want to ask, though, because it might give you ideas.”

Another chuckle. “Smart boy!”

Agatha sent out her final Pokémon – a Sableye.

Mewtwo frowned. That’s not exactly-

“Miracle Eye now!” Ash snapped.

“Too late!” Agatha announced, and there was a flash of bright orange light.

Squinting against the glow, Mewtwo saw the Mega-Evolution faintly. Sableye’s body lit up, and then the energy all focused towards the gem on its chest. The red jewel glowed brightly, flaring and expanding, and came loose as it rapidly ballooned to being larger than the Sableye itself.

When the orange power faded, some other changes were visible – mainly cosmetic, such as yellow teeth and red eyes.

The gem was the important one, though. It was so big Mega Sableye was able to use it to hide behind.

“Good luck handling that!” Agatha cackled.

I intend to, Mewtwo informed her calmly. Miracle Eye.

That done, he summoned a ball of glowing psionic energy into his palms, and launched forwards a sparkling Psybeam.

When the dust faded, he frowned. Eh?

Mega Sableye was completely untouched. The gemstone was undamaged, and the ground around it was scarred – but not even the fingers holding the gemstone up had been affected.

“The attack bounced off the shield gem!” Ash told him. “But there was something else… wait, see if you can detect him!”

“Her!” Agatha said peevishly.

Mewtwo extended his mind.

Hundreds of mental whispers, bleed-through from the crowd – mostly tense with anticipation, seeing what Agatha had been building up to all battle.

The shining star that was Molly Hale, still bearing the – thankfully positive – marks of her experience with the Unown last year.

Wily old Agatha, and Ash’s determination, and Pikachu and all the rest of them.

…but no Sableye.

You are correct, he informed Ash. Miracle Eye did not work.

“It’s Magic Bounce!” Agatha said. “Foresight and Miracle Eye don’t work on her now!”

“An ability?” Ash asked. “Huh. I thought you’d just use Magic Coat…”

Any suggestions? Mewtwo asked. I must admit this is a new one on me.

To demonstrate, he hammered down another pulse of psychic energy. It made the ground around Mega Sableye crack and sink a few inches, but the patch shielded by her gem was untouched.

A rock hurtled in from the side, and Mega Sableye demonstrated she could go intangible as well – phasing through the rock without it contacting her.

The Ghost-type then cackled, sounding a lot like her trainer, and her shadow deepened and blackened. It spread out, unhindered by the early afternoon sun, and stretched out towards the hovering Mewtwo’s shadow.

“Don’t let her connect!” Ash warned, and Mewtwo looked down before swooping away.

A blast of bright light flashed out from Mewtwo’s palms, forcing the Shadow Sneak to retreat, and Mewtwo kept it up to try to force Mega Sableye to retreat behind her shield again.

On a hunch, he clenched one fist and sharply pulled on the entire arena floor. It rose up, but Mega Sableye’s shield-crystal blocked it from affecting the ground directly underneath her – and her shadow used it as a cover to lash out and claw at his legs and tail.

Another Flash drove it back, and Mewtwo glanced over at Ash – his irritation fading, as he saw Ash deep in thought.

“Okay, Mewtwo!” he said, after a few more seconds’ thought. “You know Aura Sphere, right?”

That’s not exactly going to-

“It’s just the start point!” Ash interrupted him. “Okay, keep high and safe – throw some rocks at her or something – and listen closely!

Mewtwo did so, exerting his telekinesis to rise higher into the air and away from attacks. A few Shadow Balls whipped up at him, but he avoided them with relative ease – most of his attention on Ash.

“Okay, build up an Aura Sphere, then – concentrate on the Aura itself,” Ash began. “Everything about how it feels, everything about how it moves. How it’s basically life energy, concentrated into a sphere.”

Mewtwo nodded slowly, listening.

“It’s just energy, at the moment – but it can be more. Think about that energy, and remember – life is like a flame.” Ash’s voice was low but urgent, and Mewtwo could hear him quite clearly. “It spreads, and burns up, and once it’s strong enough it’s impossible to blow out. Aura warms you deep inside, and it’s got the potential to be not just warm but hot.”


“What’s he doing?” Norman asked.

May frowned. “I think… no, I know what he’s doing.”

“Do you?” Max asked. “I sure don’t…”


“Understand?” Ash asked.

I believe I do.

“Now, just bring that heat to the surface!” the trainer finished. “Make it move faster, swirl so it rubs against itself and heats up!”

Putting both hands around the ball of Aura, disdaining the Power Gems and Shadow Balls whipping past his floating form, Mewtwo concentrated and split his Aura Sphere down the centre – setting one half spinning one direction, the other half directly opposite it, and the central plane a place of clashing opposites.

For a few seconds, that was that. Then a spark caught.


Ash spotted it as soon as Mewtwo did, thanks to his Aura Sight. “Right!” he called up. “You got it! Now – throw that flame!”

Mewtwo needed no further prompting. He threw the ball of flaming Aura downwards, and it exploded on Mega Sableye’s shield sending a roar of fire in every direction.


“…oh, that’s what he was doing,” Norman realized. “He just taught Mewtwo a new move mid-battle.”

He considered it.

“Neat trick, if you can do it.”


Now he had an attack that could actually work, Mewtwo went back on the offensive. He built flaming balls of Aura in both hands, and sent them out on curving paths which intersected Mega Sableye from perpendicular directions.

“One step back and shield to the front!” Agatha ordered.

Mega Sableye did so, planting her shield so that both the balls of fire hit it the other side to her – just about.

The concussion was impressive, knocking her back despite the steadying influence of her shield, and then Mewtwo launched down a third fireball.

This one – finally – connected.

Mewtwo pressed his advantage, growing increasingly confident with pyrokinesis as the battle went on, and about a minute later Agatha sighed and raised her hand.

“Okay, you win. Well done.”

The words were not exactly enthusiastically said.

Excellent, Mewtwo said, and settled gently to the ground. That was a great deal of fun, and an amusing mental puzzle. Ash – thank you for your assistance. I am glad to see that your mind is as sharp as ever.


Brock nearly choked on some popcorn.


Incidentally, Mewtwo added, raising his head and looking around the stadium. I am going to be signing copies of my book in the Pokémon Centre later.

He spread his arms, and rose steadily into the air until he was out of the stadium and out of sight.

After a moment of silence, Lance turned on the microphone.

“I’m sure we all enjoyed that,” he said, with a smile on his lips. “That’s Agatha for you, ladies and gentlemen – the most tricky of our number.”

A smattering of applause.

“And – well, we know who’s next, don’t we?” he added. “There’ll be a short break, but I will be facing Ash myself soon!”


“Thanks for coming on such short notice,” Ash said gratefully. “I kinda didn’t think to…”

The girl smiled, a little uncertainly. “The journey was certainly quick.”

“Yeah, that was nice of Mewtwo too,” Ash nodded. “You know what-”

“Of course I do,” she replied. “I’ve been learning everything I can about the subject for over a year, since it’s apparently all completely true.”

“I’d do that,” Ash admitted. “But I don’t really have the time…”

“Yeah, at least I can focus on… well, legend singular.”

Melody adjusted her outfit. “Right, let’s go do this.”


“Did you have any advice for this one?” Norman asked.

“Yeah, actually,” May confirmed. “It took us a while to work out what would be best, but we finally got it this morning.”

“Any spoilers?” her mother asked cheekily.

“No, wait like everyone else has to!” May laughed. “Look, here we go.”

As they watched, a girl clad in a red-fringed white robe walked out onto the grass. She bowed, then took an instrument from her sleeve and began to play.

Sweet, pure notes resonated out into the arena, describing a simple and haunting tune. It had a slow time signature, and it took about thirty seconds to get through the first five or six bars.

Once it reached that point, Ash threw the final Pokéball.

It exploded outwards in an enormous cloud of towering white smoke as the half-dozen white smoke seals detonated, and then a second voice wove into the song. Deep and rich, it formed a counterpoint to the ocarina’s tune, and a moment later a great whirlwind of air and water streamed out of the cloud and up into the arena.

A shadow moved across the stands, the sunlight picking out something moving within the Twister-

And, with a sweep of his wings, Lugia emerged. The Psychic-type dismissed the swirling wind, and hovered there beating his wings.

“May?” Norman asked, calmly. “At some point I’m going to ask Ash for a list of Legendaries he doesn’t have, and it’s going to be shorter than the list of ones he does.”

“…yeah, probably,” May agreed. “How was the intro? The music’s Lugia’s song, by the way, it actually helps heal him if he’s injured.”

“I think it worked quite well,” Caroline told her. “How did you manage the water?”

“Splash seals.”

“Good thinking, they’re underused.”

Max leaned forwards in his seat. “Let’s see how Lance does!”


Lugia hovered there for a moment longer, and then Lance sent out his first Pokémon – an Aerodactyl.

He glanced down at Ash. I will be listening. But I think this might get a little far for you to shout.

With that, he brought up his wings and beat them – hard. He went soaring up into the air, and Aerodactyl followed.

Servos clicked, and the roof retracted all the way to give people a better view as the two Flying-types swept skywards.


Neck craned back, Melody watched as the Great Guardian went to battle.

His wings beat, churning the air, but his speed was much greater than that alone could explain. Glowing softly, he wove around Aerodactyl’s Rock-type attacks and countered with battering blasts of psionic energy.

The Rock-type was overall coming off the worst, she thought – which wasn’t surprising, given Lugia was a Legendary.

She glanced over at Ash, and blinked. His eyes were shut.

“Uh-”

Ash held up a hand. “Sorry, concentrating.”

“Right…”


Lugia rolled, avoiding a shotgun-blast Rock Slide from his opponent, and hissed as it clipped his tail.

Down!

Diving for a moment, he flared his wings and twisted around to get a bead before launching out a wave of water from his maw. The blast met a Stone Edge coming the other way, which attritted it down, and Aerodactyl snapped around in a manoeuvre riding the edge of a stall to get out of the way.

As he came back up to speed, Lugia’s fins folded in and he rolled. Wings spreading, he whipped up a horizontal Twister and curved it around to hit Aerodactyl.

The Rock-type got blindsided by the attack, and whirled towards the ground – then levelled out and came back up, wings beating hard.

Twister from below.

Lugia absorbed the suggestion Ash had sent, and nodded. His wings whipped up another Twister, and he sent it lashing past Aerodactyl before making it whip around in a U-turn and come from behind.

Caught off guard, Aerodactyl was carried past Lugia early, and his Rock Slide spread went awry – mostly. He did manage to hit Lugia in the side with two or three of the rocks, which stung but didn’t do any real harm.

A Psyshock met a quick Stone Edge, and the two Flying-types began circling for another clash.


“Hmmm…” Brock said, looking up. “That’s interesting.”

Philena glanced at him. “Oh?”

“Oh, just…” Brock shrugged. “I can really see how Lance got his title, that’s one well-trained Aerodactyl.”

Professor Ivy nodded silently, as Aerodactyl managed to flip around and get a bearing on Lugia from behind. The big Psychic-type was already turning out of the way when Aerodactyl lined up, and a crackling Light Screen expanded out to protect Lugia from whatever Aerodactyl was planning.

As it turned out, Aerodactyl had something big planned. He gave a hissing roar, and as he did a red-glowing ball of grey rock formed in his claws.

Turning to match Lugia’s dodge, he released the ball of rock – which snapped forwards with startling speed, directly at Lugia.

Brock half-stood. “That’s Rock Wrecker!”

The potent Rock-type attack slammed into Lugia’s shield and smashed it aside, detonating as it did with a mighty BANG. Rock fragments sprayed Lugia’s back for a series of painful impacts, and he let out an audible cry of pain before snatching himself up into a flip.

That let him target the tired Aerodactyl squarely, and a Hydro Pump forced him to the ground.


Ash frowned up as Lance recalled his Fossil and switched Pokémon. “Lugia? Are you okay?”

I am fine, Ash. I have taken knocks harder than this from my charges before.

Reassured, Ash nodded. He watched, then frowned and warned Lugia – silently this time. That Salamence has a neck band. I think it’s a Mega Stone.

Understood.

Ash spared a moment to smile. The fact they could communicate mentally – when close, when both were concentrating on it – had been a nice surprise to confirm, and it had the potential to be useful in other situations too.


“We’re certainly getting to see a lot of Mega evolutions,” Misty observed.

Bruno nodded. “I’m still looking for one,” he admitted. “I’ve heard of a stone that works on Medicham, so that’s my goal for now.”

Misty smirked slightly.

“Yes, we know you’ve got one already,” Lorelei smiled. “Lance told us about it. I actually think he plans to use his Gyarados you caught for him today.”

“That was one strong Gyarados,” Misty agreed. “But – has he managed to train him yet?”

“Mostly. I think it involved beating it up a couple of times…” Bruno shrugged.

There was a whipcrack of air as Mega Salamence rose skywards, and they leaned forwards to watch.


The path crunched softly as Todd walked up it.

“This is quite nice,” he said, stamping one foot on the springy gravel-topped path. “I wonder how they do it… moss?”

Sneasel shrugged.

“I suppose there’s no real way to know,” he admitted, and resumed walking. “Man, but the air here’s lovely!”

His assistant chuckled softly, and he joined in after a moment. “I guess so… but when we were in Saffron, that was pretty bad.”

Sneasel waved a claw, indicating she wasn’t sure – then tensed slightly.

“What is it?” Todd asked, all business now.

In reply she pointed ahead, and Todd shaded his eyes before nodding.

“That looks like it, alright. Okay…”

Swinging his bag off his shoulder, he got out the big camera. He had hopes of being able to get close, but if he wasn’t able to then distance shots would be fine.


A gasp ran around the stadium as Mega Salamence and Lugia exchanged powerful Flying-type blasts of energy.

An Aerilated Hyper Beam met a powerful Aeroblast coming the other way, and the two attacks clashed violently and birthed a short-lived ring-shaped vortex. The shock cloud dispersed, and then the two Flying-types passed one another at close range before turning around for another high-speed attack.

If Aerodactyl had been a close-in dogfight, this was more like boom-and-zoom. Both Pokémon were using their great speed to attack on the fly, hoping to limit the engagements and avoid too much trouble if they happened to be the one who came off worst, and neither had yet taken too much of a hit.

“Okay, change of plan!” Lance called up. “Boomburst, then get Thrashing!”

“Boomburst?” Ash repeated. Lugia, ready a Light Screen -and a Protect too!

A moment later, the roar of sound came blasting out from Mega Salamence’s maw. It spread in a cone pattern, visible as a solid wall in the air, and Lugia whirled to accelerate away as he built his shield – anything to reduce the impact.

Behind the wavefront, Mega Salamence’s whole body pulsed a faint red. A visible air shock formed around him as he prepared for a series of agile passing attacks, intended to outpace Lugia’s ability to rebuilt his shield.

There was a flash as Lugia’s shields firmed-

Contact.

The impact knocked the Great Guardian through the sky, and he flipped twice before regaining his flight regime. As he did, he whipped out a wing, and cuffed the skewing Mega Salamence.

That didn’t seem to faze the powerful Dragon-type, who performed what would have been a tumble had it not been so exquisitely controlled and slashed up at Lugia under his guard.

Lugia’s reply was a powerful Hurricane, but he was scrambling – reacting, not taking the initiative – and Mega Salamence rode his advantage to deliver a one-two punch of slashing air-bladed blows with the wind on his wings.

Aeroburst! Ash sent up.

Lugia complied, building energy and letting the air rush towards his mouth. Mega Salamence came in for another run, aiming to be behind and safe when the attack finished charging-

And Lugia used Aeroburst, abruptly releasing the energy that corralled the high pressure air for his attack.

The resultant omnidirectional attack hit both him and Mega Salamence, but he’d been ready for it. Mega Salamence had not.


Walking cautiously down the path, Todd kept his camera half-raised for a quick snapshot if something turned up.

“I didn’t imagine it, right?” he asked, after a few minutes of slow walk had taken them around into a narrow draw. “We did see-”

Sneasel tapped his arm urgently.

“What?”

She pointed.

Todd looked up.

Hello, the Lugia hovering overhead said, speaking as well – presumably for Sneasel’s benefit. What brings you here?

“I just want to take some photographs,” Todd said automatically. “How did you manage that without my noticing?”

I’ve had quite a lot of experience staying hidden, the Lugia informed him. Speaking of which, why are you up here to take photographs?

“Uh… I got a tip from my friend Ash,” Todd explained. “He said-”

The Lugia visibly brightened, and drifted downwards. Ah, I see. That would be my mate he sent you after – I’m afraid he’s away at the moment.

She frowned, legs taking her weight as she landed. Actually, if I understand it right, he’s probably battling in the Silver Conference today.

“He’s – wait,” Todd said slowly. “That implies… oh.”

He and Sneasel exchanged an astonished look.

“I said Ash was catnip for legendaries, I guess I should have expected this,” Todd sighed. “Oh. Well… can I wait around until he gets back? Or… would you mind if I took photos of you?”

He saw the female Lugia consider it.

I might be alright with that, she said, after a moment. And… knowing what I do of Ash Ketchum, if he sent you our way then you can be trusted.

She raised her mental voice. Silver?

A cry answered her, and Sneasel blinked in shock.

“What?” Todd asked, and she pointed.

A moment later, a smaller Lugia came half-hopping half-flying over the low ground. He said something Todd didn’t understand, and the female – the mother – Lugia smiled.

He’s one of Ash’s friends, she told him. He’d like to take pictures of us. Doesn’t that sound nice?

“I seriously need to thank Ash for this,” Todd said absently. “Hello.”

The young Lugia waved, and bugled a question at his mother.

Yes, I’m sure you’ll get to keep some. Oh – if you stay around long enough, she said, turning to Todd again, I’m sure that my mate would be willing to have a few taken as well.

“That would be lovely,” Todd smiled. “Thank you.”

Of course, depending how his battle goes he might need a bath first…


A torrent of raw orange energy traced a path skywards, meeting a red blaze heading down and impacting it a little above the stadium roof.

Hyper Beam clashed with Aeroblast, producing a ball of bright energy, and then the whole thing destabilized and fell apart with a crash and a brief cloud of smoke.

“You fought that?” Brock called over the din to Misty.

“He did knock out my entire team except Mega Gyarados!” Misty replied, also shouting. “But some of those moves are new!”

The Shiny Gyarados let out a roar as Lugia swooped overhead, and launched himself skywards.

Ice blasted out, and scraped along Lugia’s wing, but the Flying-type was too high to get a Bite into and Lance’s Gyarados hit the floor again a few seconds later with a thump.

Unconcerned, the Atrocious Pokémon charged something else and spat it skywards as Lugia came around for another run.

The Zap Cannon hit Lugia’s shield, crackling against it, and some of the energy bled through into his fine white-and-blue feathers.

Fighting off the paralysis with an effort of will and the benefit of his earlier Safeguard, Lugia dove and got out of line-of-sight.


Sweeping low over the buildings of the town itself, Lugia turned in to stay close to the stadium.

He couldn’t just wait it out, he had to stay in battle… but how was the question, as Gyarados was proving a powerful opponent with a good mix of moves and excellent aim.

Lugia, time for the last trick, Ash sent to him.

After considering it a moment, Lugia nodded to himself. Ash was right – this was exactly the situation his final new trick would be most useful in… and it wasn’t worth saving it for shock value, not really. (Besides, Lance’s final Pokémon would probably be another Flying-type.)

Very well, he sent back. Please – concentrate on where the Gyarados is.

Ash complied, and Lugia managed to get the very rough sense of where Gyarados waited – in the middle of the stadium, offset a little away from Ash’s box.

That would be enough.

He turned to face the stadium, hovering, and tilted so he was looking a little way up.

Then he began to inhale.


“Mr. Ketchum?” the referee asked. “I’ve just been told your Pokémon is charging an attack – and aiming it at the stadium. I hope you’re not planning on blasting through the stands…”

“Of course not!” Ash replied. “People might be hurt!”

“Yes, that’s why we’re worried…” the referee explained.

“Oh, right… uh, anyway, it’s not a problem!”

The referee was about to ask for more information, but that was about the point Lugia fired.


Ash had gone back and looked at how Aeroblast worked – more specifically, how the blast managed to collimate itself into one beam.

(Ash couldn’t actually spell ‘collimate’, but that was the general gist of what he’d been working on.)

Together, he and Lugia and Pidgeot had worked out that the main Aeroblast was actually the rushing air around it – the red beam was carried along by it, and in fact would follow it if it bent.

Which led to this attack – where Lugia’s Aeroblast swept up into the sky, curved in a shallow, graceful loop, and slammed down onto the startled Red Gyarados before he could fathom what was about to happen.

It was quite painful.


“…well, that’s a new one on me too,” Lance admitted, as his Gyarados measured his length on the floor. “New move?”

“Just an adjustment to an old one!” Ash replied. “It’s kind of tricky to set up, though…”

“I imagine so. Well.” Lance recalled Gyarados, and took his final Pokéball. “Okay, Ash – you may be interested to know that this is my starter. He’s been with me for decades, and he was there when I qualified for the Elite Four.”

“Neat!” Ash replied.

Lance waited a moment, then finished. “Against Palkia.”

With that, he sent out his Dragonite, who wasted no time in blurring skywards with a crack of air.


Giovanni made some notes on a pad of paper.

“Eight,” he said out loud. “Possibly more.”

Persian glanced up.

“The number of Legendaries that the boy actually has and has used,” he explained. “There’s also that Orrean who had three confirmed… that’s more Legendaries in one place than I think have been recorded in decades.”

The Normal-type yowled-yawned, and shook himself.

“My primary concern is making sure that the information is disseminated widely,” Giovanni went on.

Persian gave a limber shrug, and Giovanni chuckled harshly.

“Well, at least if everyone’s warned the ones who do press the issue are too foolish to have on the team.”

That got a nod.

Giovanni thought for a moment more, then turned back to the screen. He blinked.

“I see Lance hasn’t lost his touch…”

The Rocket leader was pleased to see that his long-term strategy of keeping out of the way of the Dragon Clan was fully justified.


Lugia rolled, avoiding a Thunder. A second followed almost on the heels of the first, and he plunged into a Twister to get a moment of respite.

Safe within his energy-laced whirlwind for the moment, Lugia curved around to try to get behind Dragonite. The crack of an Extremespeed penetrated the rushing sound of the wind, and he felt like chuckling.

Of course that wasn’t going to work so easily…

He came out of the Twister with his mouth glowing, and launched the Ice Beam towards Dragonite. A trio of shields sprang out from the orange Dragon-type nearly instantly, Barrier layered on Light Screen layered on Reflect, and the Ice Beam stalled out before breaking through the Light Screen.

A moment later the shields came down again and Dragonite shot out of the way of a Sky Attack. He came around in a tight hairpin curve, passing Lugia at a distance of feet, and volleyed in a Blizzard as he did so.

Lugia pulsed his Safeguard to block the ice, and shook his head.

Fighting Zapdos and Articuno usually involved harder-hitting attacks, but not nearly this much speed!

Right, time for a change of pace.

Lugia dove, trading height for speed, and began to gather the air for his signature attack.

A Thunder attack sizzled past, and he knew exactly what Dragonite was going to expect him to do. The most sensible move – and the likeliest one – was to charge the attack, come around in a wingover and fire it as he rolled back to horizontal.

So Lugia didn’t do that.

Fins snapping up for better manoeuvre capabilities, he pitched forwards – coming so close to the ground below that he had to tuck in his tail as he bottomed out upside down in a valley – and Dragonite’s Blizzard went harmlessly past, way overhead.

Then he fired his Aeroblast, aiming up from below at the evading Dragonite.


A red beam lashed out from somewhere the spectators couldn’t see, and reached for Dragonite.

The Dragon-type moved with shocking speed to evade as Lugia’s Aeroblast played across the sky to get him, but his luck ran out about two seconds in. An explosion went off, and the orange dragon came out of it tumbling before righting himself.

Lugia swept back into view, wings churning, and fired an Ice Beam which Dragonite countered with a precise Fire Blast.

“This looks like a battle of equals,” Norman said, squinting. “Or… I suppose Lugia’s got more power, but Dragonite’s still controlling much of the course of the battle.”

“Who do you think will win?” Max asked.

Norman shrugged.

Then there was a bang overhead.


Lugia, you still okay? Ash asked, as the instant snowcloud began to fall.

I am, Lugia confirmed, and then his wings swept away the cloud.

His voice sounded tired, and there was a sheen of ice on his wings that was falling away as Ash watched. I think that got both of us.

Yeah, he’s – behind!

Lugia went straight back to a Twister, and the Thunder attack spalled off the surface of the draconic whirlwind.

Undaunted, Dragonite flew alongside it and fired in a Blizzard – one paw glowing blue, the other yellow, as he kept up the alternating thunder-snow barrage which was wearing Lugia’s impressive stamina down.

When the Psychic-type burst out of his Twister, he immediately went into another one, which managed to confuse Dragonite for a precious second. This second Twister went on the attack, hitting Dragonite twice on the flank and producing flashes of light as it did so.

Wait – try and get him with a Hydro Pump! Ash instructed, realizing something.

Lugia muttered something mentally about how that was easier said than done, and swerved to try and get a bead on Dragonite. The highly-trained Dragon was already gone, though, and a moment later a fresh Blizzard arrived on Lugia’s right rear side.

Can’t I just use Rain Dance?

It has to be another Water attack, Rain Dance would just make his Thunder stronger! Ash replied. Okay, try Aqua Tail – left now!

Lugia turned, lashing out with his tail, and it connected with a thwack as Dragonite got just a little too close. The impact produced a wash of water, and Lugia’s neck snaked around ahead of his turn to add to that with a blast of Surf.


“Dragonite!” Lance called up. “Don’t use Blizzard – your paws are wet, it would hurt you more than him!”

Dragonite agreed, and switched to evasion. He dodged between the stadium roof and an Icy Wind, then rocketed around in a wide turn for speed. He gained height as he did so, and by the time he turned in again for an attack run he was visible from inside the stadium itself.

“Dragon Rush!”

“He’s coming to you!” Ash called up, close enough to be heard for once. “Aeroblast, you can’t miss!”

The trainers looked at one another for a moment, looking for clues as to whether the other was planning something extra.

Aeroblast roared out, and Dragonite dove directly into it.

Ash’s grin turned into a frown. “Wha – dodge!”

Unfortunately, Lugia simply didn’t have the time to get out of the way. Protected from the Aeroblast by a layer of Barrier shields, Dragonite hit Lugia directly in the chin.

This destabilized what was left of the Aeroblast, which exploded, and a moment later there was a CRASH from the arena floor.


“What just happened?” Lorelei asked. “I can’t see – there’s too much smoke and dust!”

Bruno frowned. “Was that a very big Pokémon hitting quite hard, or quite a big Pokémon hitting very hard?”

“That’s what I’m wondering!” Lorelei replied, willing the debris to settle.

The first thing to emerge as the dust slowly cleared was an orange tail, twitching feebly. Then a series of dark blue fins.


“…wow,” Misty said softly, as she saw the damage that had been done.

Both Pokémon had clearly managed to get up some kind of shield in the last moment before impact, as they were in spherical craters at the end of their crash scrapes instead of something shaped more like their bodies.

“I just – wait!”

She pointed.

Below, Dragonite stirred. He shook his head, then pushed himself clumsily to his feet and kicked off from the ground.

Lugia tried to rise as well, but his strength failed him halfway up and he collapsed.

“Didn’t you say that’s the Legendary whose job is subduing three other Legendaries?” Philena asked. “And Lance beat him?”

“I guess that’s why he’s the Grand Champion,” Brock agreed. “Close match, though…”


AN:

And that is the end of Ash’s Silver Conference run.

For these matches, I’ve tried to show why the Elite Four are who they are. In particular, why Agatha’s been in post for decades, and why Lance is in charge.

Put simply, he’s just really good. Dragonite can manage supersonic speed? He trains his one intensely so that his Dragonite can manoeuvre and react at that kind of speed.
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“Guys, I don’t know what to say,” Ash said, shaking his head. “Well… I guess ‘that was awesome’ counts. Thanks so much!”

Charizard spoke for all of them. “It was a lot of fun for us too.”

Nods confirmed it.

“Thanks,” Ash said again. “And… yeah.”

He frowned. “Unfortunately, there’s kind of too many of you for me to manage it like this next time. I guess we’ll just make do.”

“One time has been worth it,” Suicune said. “I am glad to have helped you win the Conference.”

“My daughter is right,” Ho-Oh affirmed. “As before, I will be there if you need me – but consider calling on me if you merely want me. I hardly have a full schedule.”

Ash nodded. “Right. I’ll try to remember.”

“I suppose that’s the best I can hope for…” Ho-Oh sighed mournfully. He spread his wings, and set off west into the setting sun.

I should go as well, Ash, Lugia said. I can only echo what Ho-Oh has said – I am there if you require my help.

The Diving Pokémon beat his wings, and readied for takeoff.

I’ll give you a lift if you want, Mewtwo volunteered.

Lugia’s wingbeats stopped. That would be nice, actually.

Think nothing of it. Now… Ash, don’t break anything I can’t fix.

Both Legendaries vanished in a flash.

“As for us…” Suicune smiled. “Well, what do you think, brothers? A holiday in Hoenn?”

“Sounds like fun!” Raikou agreed. “Maybe we can get Entei into a contest, too…”

“Raikou…” Entei muttered.

“Yeah, it’s Hoenn soon,” Ash confirmed. “As soon as everything’s sorted out, really… oh, that reminds me. Latias.”

Latias looked up expectantly.

“I think it’s time for you to go back to Altomare for now – I’ll pick your brother up later,” Ash told her. “That way you get some time to talk together.”

“Thanks!” Latias squeaked. “It’ll be nice to see him and Bianca. I wonder if he saw me on TV…”

“If he did he saw you battling a crazy Garchomp,” Pikachu pointed out.

Latias winced. “Good point…”

“And I…” Keldeo paused, and then went on. “I still want to travel with you, Ash. But in a few months or so I think I’d rather head back to Unova.”

“Just let me know when, Keldeo, I won’t keep you from home,” Ash told him.

“Home’s where you want to be,” Keldeo smiled.

Ash was touched, and took a moment before starting to speak again.

“Charizard?” he asked. “I guess you’re headed back to the valley…”

“That’s right,” Charizard confirmed. “I expect I’ll never hear the end of it about Raticate, but apart from that…”

There weren’t many more goodbyes to handle, among Ash’s Pokémon. Butterfree was off to his family, and Lapras to his, but most of them were staying either with him or with Professor Oak – in rotation.

Larvitar was a special case, as his carefully-written schedule showed.

But, before long, everything had been said.

Well, everything to Pokémon.

“I guess it’s time to talk to Misty,” Pikachu said, with a sigh. “It’s going to be weird not having her around.”

“Or Brock either,” Ash pointed out. “Remember, he’s off to Pewter to check in on things – we’re meeting him later.”

“Buy enough ready-made food for the whole time we’re without him,” Pikachu said promptly. “You can’t cook.”

“May can,” Ash reminded Pikachu.

The Electric-type blinked. “Oh, yeah, that’s right, May Pokémon food’s on offer. Disregard what I said.”

“Is this May really that much better than Ash?” Houndoom asked, curiously.

“Well, she’s quite good, and Ash is best kept away from trying to mix up his own recipe…”


“So, Misty,” Brock asked. “How’d the press conference go?”

Misty slumped down on a park bench. “That was exhausting!”

“…I guess not great?” Ash said hesitantly.

“Well, I think it went okay, but… I’m not used to that kind of questioning,” Misty admitted. “I mean… my speciality’s the Water type, that’s about it…”

“Misty?” Brock asked. When she looked up, he continued. “You’re one of the youngest Elite Four members there’s been in a long time.”

Misty blinked. “But… oh, right, the time thing.”

“Yeah, they don’t know about that bit, but you’d still be on the shortlist even counting that,” Brock told her.

“Right…” Misty winced. “I guess that explains that…”

There was a moment of silence.

“Well… I guess this is goodbye, guys,” she said, slowly. “It’s been fun, but… yeah, I’m still pretty overwhelmed.”

“I’ll drop in whenever I get the chance!” Ash told her.

“You bet!” Pikachu confirmed. “Hey, we’ll probably be challenging you before too long!”

“True…” Misty said, looking a bit worried at the prospect.

“It’ll be fine, Misty,” Brock assured her. “I’ll make sure he writes.”

“Hey!”

“That’d help,” she nodded. “And – hey, that thing with Manaphy? Make sure I’m involved! That’s my speciality!”

“You got it!” Ash nodded.

Another silence.

“Are you going to head back to the Cerulean Gym first?” Brock asked. “Check in on your sisters?”

“I think I will,” Misty confirmed. “Ash – can I borrow Pidgeot?”

“Sure!” Ash said, taking a Pokéball and passing it to her. “Use her to get back to Indigo Plateau too, and then send her back to Pallet or on to Littleroot – that’s where I’ll be for the first day or so.”

“Thanks,” Misty said. “I could fly on Togekiss, we did find that out, but… it’s kind of awkward for both of us.”

“I can imagine,” Brock nodded. “It didn’t look too comfortable…”

One of Misty’s Pokéballs flashed, and Togekiss emerged. Her eyes were a little wet, and she grabbed Brock with one wing and Ash with the other and pulled both of them into a hug.

“I’ll miss you,” she said. “Both of you.”

“We’ll miss you,” Brock told her. “Take care of Misty for us, okay?”

“I’ll try…”

“What did you just say, young lady?” Misty asked, indignant. “I do not need to be kept out of trouble!”

“That’s not what I meant,” Togekiss assured her, releasing the boys and twirling to face her trainer. “But you’re going through a stressful time, and I’ll be there for you.”

“…oh, I see,” Misty said, and reached up to brush away a small tear. “Then… thanks, Togekiss.”

She switched her attention back to Ash. “And speaking of taking care of people… Pikachu, don’t let your trainer get into any trouble he can’t get out of!”

“And how do I tell what that looks like?” Pikachu asked. “On the list of things he can get out of we’ve already got the collapse of time itself and a fossil apocalypse.”

Misty considered that, and laughed. It was a little forced, though, and ended quite quickly.

“So,” she said, after a moment. “This is it, huh?”

“Guess so,” Ash said. “We’ve come a long way from Viridian City.”

Misty whispered something Ash didn’t catch, and then took a deep breath. “I’ll head off to Cerulean, then, make sure my sisters haven’t broken the place.” She left a pause just long enough to make the others wonder, then smirked. “Again, I mean, after you broke it.”

“See, Ash?” Brock said, shaking his head. “If it’s not the bike it’s the gym.”

“Actually, speaking of the bike-” Misty began, and then the whole group dissolved in laughter.

“I needed that,” Brock smiled, when the giggles had faded.

“I think we all did,” Misty agreed. With quick, decisive motions, she sent out Pidgeot and climbed aboard.

“You better not lose to too many gym leaders while I’m not there, Ash Ketchum!” she called, and then Pidgeot set off into the blue yonder – Togekiss cruising alongside, in a tailwind provided by the larger Flying-type.

“…is it me, or is it strange she’s the one flying off on Pidgeot when her new house is, uh… there?” Ash asked, pointing.

“It’s not just you,” Brock confirmed.


“Nearly there,” Misty said, watching as Mount Moon went past on the left.

Togekiss nodded. “It’s going to be a strange visit,” she said. “I lived there with you for a while, back when I was young… but this is just for a few hours. Then it’s off to the new home.”

“Do you like the room?” Misty asked. “I tried to furnish it with you in mind…”

“It’s fine, Misty,” Togekiss assured her, and did a little roll. “Really. You know my tastes quite well, and the hammock looks like fun!”

Misty smiled.

“I’m about to brake now,” Pidgeot informed them, and the tailwind swirling around them began to weaken. “Just so you know… would you rather I stopped outside Cerulean?”

Misty thought about it for a moment.

“No, land me by the gym,” she said. “Wait… look!”

Pidgeot looked.

“There’s some kind of argument – those are your sisters on the right!”

White condensation clouds rippled around Pidgeot as she slowed herself. “How do you feel about a dramatic entrance?”

“I don’t mind the idea,” Misty said.

Togekiss peeled off, and Pidgeot swept low over the gym roof before pulling up in a lazy Immelman turn.

That shed the last of her speed, and she came flapping down to a hover just by the gym door.

“Misty?” Lily asked, blinking. “Where’d the Pidgeot come from?”

“She’s a loaner,” Misty replied, sliding off the Flying-type’s back. “Who are these guys bothering you?”

“We,” one of the teens said, “are the Invincible Pokémon Brothers – Kail, Kim and Kai! We’re here to take over the gym!”

“…that’s not how it works,” Daisy sighed. “We told you. Twice.”

“Actually…” Misty got an idea. “Hey, Daisy. I’ll take them on. They win, they get the Gym.”

All three older Sensational Sisters turned to their younger sibling and gaped.

“What?” Lily gasped.

“Misty!”

“That’s just-” Violet began.

“We accept!” said Kai promptly. “You can’t back out now!”

“I don’t intend to,” Misty informed them.

“Misty?” Violet said, grabbing her elbow and pulling her away from the gym door. “Can we talk?”

“Yeah, like ask what the heck you’re doing!” Lily added.

Misty pointed at Daisy. “Hey, sis? How long has this argument been going?”

“Uh…” Daisy frowned. “I can’t remember, but I’m pretty sure it started hours ago.”

“Pidgeot?” Misty went on. “How long did the flight take?”

“About twenty minutes.”

“Good.” Misty raised her voice. “Cerulean park, ten minutes, boys!”

“All right!” she heard Kail say. “We’re going to beat her for sure!”


Ten minutes later, Misty stepped forwards to face the first brother – Kim.

There was quite a crowd. Word had spread quickly, though the Brothers didn’t bother even trying to get much information about the young Waterflower they were going to face.

If they had, they might have not turned up.

“Okay, boys,” Misty began, tossing a Pokéball up and down in her hand. “Who among you knows how someone gets to be a Gym Leader?”

“Easy!” Kail said. “They beat the previous Gym Leader!”

“Wrong,” Misty told them. “They have to battle – and give a good showing against – a member of the Elite Four.”

She paused for a moment, enjoying the muttering in the crowd – most of whom had been watching the news – then went on. “Fortunately, I’m qualified. Beat me and – yes, you’re officially gym leaders.”

“Pardon?” Kim asked, blinking.

“But… that means…” Kai frowned. “You’d have to be a member of the Elite Four.”

“Oh, you passed?” Daisy asked. “Cool – way to go, Misty!”

“The heck?” Kail asked. “She is a member of the – what?”

Misty threw the Pokéball, and the middle and little fingers of her other hand toyed with something for a moment. “Gyarados!”

The big blue Water-type appeared, and let out a long, loud roar – he recognized these three.

“…so what, you can’t beat all of us!” Kai said. “Everyone at once!”

Three Tentacruel materialized, along with a Hitmonlee, a Hitmonchan and a Hitmontop.

In reply, Misty smirked.

And an orange glow shone across the field.

When it died down, all three brothers took a step back.

A Gyarados was intimidating enough. This Gyarados was huge and spiked and black and giving a very displeased glare.

In the silence, Kim muttered “…oh, hell…”

“Don’t hurt them too much, Mega Gyarados,” Misty reminded him, and got a rumbling growl. “Water Pulse!”


“How’d you make them do that thing where they went flying into the distance?” Daisy asked, some minutes later. “I think they landed right in the deep water off the Cape!”

“Practice,” Misty replied, with a chuckle. “Lots and lots of practice…”

She shook her head. “Anyway – yes, as you probably gathered I’ve passed. I’m now officially a member of the Elite Four. I was coming over mainly to let you girls know – and to pick up some stuff from my room, too…”

She hugged Lily, then Daisy, then Violet. “Take care of Cerulean for me, okay?”

“After that performance, I’m afraid of what you’ll do if we don’t…” Violet joked.

Misty snorted. “Oh, girls – bit of advice? Get a Psychic-type like a Slowbro or something, those clowns might be back.”

“Good idea,” Daisy agreed. “Okay, sis – and good luck! Invite us over some time, we’ll eat everything in your fridge for you.”

“I might do that,” Misty agreed. “Bring rebreathers.”

“…why?” Lily asked.

“You’ll see…”


As she left the gym about an hour later, Misty turned back to give it a good long look.

“It’s been fun,” she said, and Togekiss nodded.

“Excuse me?”

Misty turned, and saw a woman in a thick coat which concealed her face.

“Yes?” she replied.

“I was wondering – you’re Misty, right? The Gym Leader here?”

“I was,” Misty corrected. “I’ve been travelling for a few years – almost since the qualification – and now I’m no longer really eligible to run the place except if all my sisters are away…”

“Right,” the woman said, accepting the correction. “I’m with the Gym Inspection Agency – I’ve been checking out the Kanto gyms, it’s taken ages…”

“Yeah, some of them were actively dangerous when Ash and I went through,” Misty agreed. “I hope Cerulean’s fine?”

“No worries there, though there’s room for improvement,” the agent said. She drew back her hood, revealing herself to be one of the Joys. “I wanted to ask, though – but you said, you’re one of Ash Ketchum’s friends?”

“That’s right,” Misty confirmed.

“Well – he used a Latias in the Silver Conference, and I was wondering where he met her,” the Joy explained. She looked briefly unsure, then went on. “Mine’s a bit lonely, and-”

“You have a Latias?” Misty blinked. “Huh, I guess that’s why they give you the hard jobs…”

“She’s a dear,” Joy agreed. “She’s gotten me out of a few scrapes…”

“Well…” Misty thought about it for a moment. “Sorry I’m so suspicious – can I see her?”

There was a flicker as the Latias dropped part of her camoflage for a moment, and Misty nodded. “Yep, that’s a Latias. Okay… you know Altomare? The museum curator’s called Lorenzo – let him know you’ve got a Latias and that I sent you, he’ll decide…”


“So you’ll make sure to turn up as soon as you can?” Ash asked.

“Of course I will, Ash!” Brock said, for the third time. “Relax! You won’t be forced to rely on sandwiches for long.”

“Sandwiches are overstating it,” Pikachu said, with a stifled giggle. “Try bread.”

“…Pikachu, make sure Lucario makes the food,” Brock advised.

“Hey!” Ash laughed. “I’m not that bad, not really!”

Pikachu stuck his tongue out.

With a wave, Brock set off. Ash watched him head to the station, and thought he saw Professor Ivy there for a moment – before both she and Brock moved out of sight.

“Just us for a while, huh?” he asked Pikachu.

“Yeah,” Pikachu nodded. “For, what, an hour? Until we meet the Maples for the flight back to Hoenn.”

Ash shrugged. “It’s still a big thing.”

He took a deep breath. “Man, but I hope I’m ready for helping teach Max…”

“It’ll be okay,” Pikachu assured him. “I’ll help.”

“Now I know it’ll be fine,” Ash chuckled. “What with all your experience as a trainer and everything.”

“I train! It’s just that I mostly train myself. And Raikou.”

“Yeah, but can you throw a Pokéball?” Ash asked. “Wait, don’t answer that, I taught you how to punch rocks in half… of course you can throw things…”

Pikachu laughed.


“Well, here we go,” Philena Ivy said, as they stepped out of the Pewter station. “I guess this is goodbye and back to the long-distance relationship.”

She leaned in and gave him a peck on the cheek. “It’s been fun.”

“Not so fast,” Brock told her, and she blinked.

“Pardon?”

“I’ve got a plan,” Brock explained. “Come on, it’s not far to the Gym…”

“Why are we going to your gym?” Philena asked.

Brock shot her a grin. “I’ve got to introduce you to my parents some time, haven’t I?”

Ivy blinked, and her eyes went a little wide. “Brock? You mean-”

“Philena,” he interrupted. “I’m sorry for springing it on you – there is a reason, I promise. But… yes, I do think we’re ready for this.”

He squeezed her hand. “Really. I’m going to be down in Hoenn, then up in Sinnoh, and that might be a problem. But… you should get to know my family, because I intend to be serious about this.”

The professor blushed, touched. “Brock…”

She shook her head. “Sorry, I must sound very silly. I’m flattered, really I am – thank you. And… okay, lead on. I’ll just start mentally preparing myself…”

“Preparation’s good,” Brock agreed.


“Should we do some training?” Pikachu asked.

“Doesn’t seem worth it, with only half an hour left,” Ash replied. “I wonder…”

He looked around the open space, and frowned. “Hey, there’s someone I saw in the quarter finals… and so’s that! Look!”

Pikachu looked. “Oh, hey, it’s Casey!”

“Yeah – hey!” Ash called, waving. “Casey!”

“Ash!” Casey called back, and hurried over. “I was just about to Fly back home – not sure where I’ll be going after that, though…”

“It’s always a tough choice,” Ash agreed. “Ever been to Kanto?”

“Only on holiday, not as a trainer,” Casey told him. “I might do that, though…”

“The Gym Leaders are pretty good… most of the time,” Ash winced. “I had trouble with a couple…”

“I know what you get up to,” Casey shook her head. “You probably broke their gyms, didn’t you?”

“…in a few cases, yes,” Ash admitted.

He snapped his fingers, and rummaged in his bag. “Oh, yeah, I was going to… give you… aha!”

“I’m vaguely worried,” Casey quipped. “Last time you did something for me I became a target for poachers.”

She shrugged. “But Riolu’s worth it. What’s the…”

Casey stopped, staring, as Ash pulled the object out of his bag.

“Ash…” she said, blinking. “That’s a Mega Stone, isn’t it?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “You said you wanted one…”

“Where’d you get this?” she asked, examining it – pale blue stone, with a near-black and yellow striping on the fleck inside it. “Do you just trip over these or something?”

“Those jerks at Altomare tried to use it on their Beedrill,” Ash told her. “But they didn’t have the right kind of bond-”

“Are you about to give me a Beedrill Mega Stone? A Beedrillite?”

“You’re the only person I know with a Beedrill,” Ash told her matter-of-factly.

Casey sat down hard. “Well, Ash,” she said, in a faint voice. “Being friends with you is… an experience.”

She shook her head. “I can’t take it, Ash, it’s too much like charity-”

“There’s no Key Stone with it, I passed that on to someone else,” Ash interrupted. “Seriously, Casey, it’s you or I’ve no idea what I’ll do with it.”

After a few moments of intense thought, Casey took the Mega Stone. “Ash, you’re probably going to regret this… but if you insist.”

“Casey, if you manage to use Mega Beedrill against me I’d consider it thanks enough,” Ash told her. “They only work if you’ve got a great bond with your Pokémon.”

Casey nodded, absorbing that. “Well… okay, I guess.”

She looked up. “Riolu? When did you come out?”

“A couple of minutes ago,” Riolu informed her, sitting across from Lucario in seiza. “I was taking the opportunity for a talk with my cousin.”

“Fair enough,” she said, and chuckled. “Well, I guess… yeah. It might take me a moment to really get to grips with this…”

She clenched her fist. “And next time I’ll beat you, Ash! Just send out Charizard last, we’ll beat him!”

“I think he might try to incinerate me if I did that,” Ash chuckled.


“I know you said how many brothers and sisters you have, Brock,” Ivy admitted. “But seeing them all at once like that was… different.”

Brock chuckled. “How do you think I got so good at cooking? Hey, Forrest, how’s training going?”

“Pretty good!” Forrest replied. “It’s been interesting training Rhyhorn, I think he’s pretty close to evolving – we’ve been working on Dig for now.”

“It’s a good move in the gym,” Brock agreed. “Remember, the walls are rock too – they’re deceptively thick, so you might be able to squeeze Rhyhorn in there.”

“Thanks!” Forrest said, nodding earnestly, and Ivy chuckled.

“Starting them young?”

“Misty’s been a gym leader for a few years, and she just – well,” Brock shrugged, and Ivy nodded.

After a moment, she cleared her throat. “Brock?” she asked. “Why did you come up with the idea of visiting your family at the last minute?”

She frowned. “And where’s your mother? You said she was at home usually nowadays…”

“Oh, she usually is,” Brock agreed. “But she’s been out today – due back any minute now…”

He nodded to Yolanda. “That’s right, not long now!”

Brock’s oldest sister smiled happily. “I can’t wait!”

Now completely mystified, Philena wondered what was going on.


A few minutes later, the door opened.

“Hello, everyone!” Brock’s mother called, with a smile. “I’m back!”

Her younger children came running, Yolanda in the lead, and she chuckled. “I know, I know, I’ve been gone a long time… excuse me… thank you, Cindy,” she nodded, as one of the girls took her bag and put it on the table. “Very polite of you.”

Cindy beamed.

“And – ah, here he is! Welcome back, Brock!” Lola said, stepping forwards and giving him a quick hug. “How are you?”

“It’s nice to be home,” Brock admitted. “Everything okay?”

“Yes, the trip back went fine,” Lola answered. “Someone challenged me to a battle, and Blastoise and Mantine got a bit of a work out…”

“It’s good to stay in practice,” Brock said.

Lola nodded. “And I see you’ve brought your girlfriend.”

Philena was unsure whether to curtsey or bow or whatever, and settled for a nervous smile. “Hello, Mrs. Slate.”

“And hello to you too, Professor Ivy,” Lola winked. “Brock’s told us a lot about you – all of it positive!”

“Okay…” Philena said, still quite nervous. She raised her hand. “Sorry, I’m a bit-”

Lola nodded, and stepped back a little. “Sorry, this must be all quite sudden for you.”

“It is, a bit,” Philena admitted. “But… I feel like I shouldn’t feel this-”

She shook her head, and forced a smile. “It doesn’t matter, I’m just worrying for no reason.”

Lola nodded. “It’s always a scary moment, meeting the parents. Don’t worry, I don’t bite.”

She clicked her fingers. “Oh – Brock? I think we’ll do it before dinner, there’s no point making Yolanda wait too long.”

“Do what?” Philena asked Brock quietly. “I’m really confused…”

“You’ll see,” Brock assured her. “Think of it as a surprise.”

She nodded, dubious, and followed Brock into the main room.

On the table there were two boxes, both with colourful wrapping paper on them and the ribbon done up in neat bows.

“Now, you get to choose!” Lola told Yolanda. “So pick carefully!”

The girl nodded, smiling, and visibly considered.

“I want… that one!” she said, pointing, and picked the box up.

“That means the other one’s yours,” Lola added, nodding directly to Philena and indicating the other wrapped box.

“Mine?” Philena repeated. “Uh… okay?”

She took it hesitantly. “Is it Yolanda’s birthday? It’s not mine…”

“No, it’s not my birthday, silly!” Yolanda giggled, and tore off the wrapping paper.

Unfolding the top of the cardboard box within, Brock’s oldest sister took out-

A Pokéball.

As Philena blinked, Yolanda opened the ‘ball with a deliberate motion, and a flash of white light coalesced into a big-pawed Litleo.

The cub shook its head, looked up at her, and gave a very small and high-pitched roar.

“She’s so cute!” Yolanda beamed, and pulled the Fire-type into a hug.

Then there was a flicker of flame as the Litleo sneezed, and Lola’s Marill hurried over to extinguish a small fire on the discarded wrapping paper.

“Now you open yours!” Yolanda said, scratching the Litleo and earning a satisfied purr.

Philena looked down at the box, and slowly undid the ribbon before breaking off the tape sealing the wrapping paper and unfolding it.

Inside her box, just like in Yolanda’s one, there was a Pokéball.

She looked at it, then glanced at Brock. “How do I-”

Brock indicated the control. “There.”

The Pokéball opened with a flash, and revealed a blue-black-and-yellow Shinx cub. With a purr, the Electric-type stepped forwards and rubbed against her arm.

“Brock,” she said, in a startled tone of voice. “Is this-”

“Yolanda’s old enough for her first Pokémon,” Brock explained. “And I thought it would be nice if you got one as well – so I got Mom to get two at once.”

“They’re cute!” Tommy said, looking between the two Pokémon. That drew their attention to one another, and the two growled at one another before Litleo was distracted by another scratch.

Shinx didn’t seem all that focused either, and returned to asking for the same kind of treatment from Philena.

“Do you like her?” Lola asked. “I got them from the fostering agency connected to the Shikoku Reserve.”

“This is…” Philena began petting the Shinx, still a bit amazed. “I’m flattered – especially that you’d just give me one outright. Thank you.”

She shook her head. “But… sorry, it’s all a bit overwhelming.”

Brock tapped her arm. “Philena? Can I have a word in private?”

At her startled glance, he shook his head. “Nothing bad. Just… a talk.”

The scientist nodded. “Should I bring… Shinx?”

“You may as well,” Brock decided.


Brock led her into the kitchen, and closed the door.

“Philena, there’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you for a while,” he said. “It’s private, and… I’m not sure if it’s really mine to tell, but I think I should explain why I’m so serious about this.”

“That would be nice,” Philena admitted.

There was a quiet flash as Ninetales came out of her Pokéball, and began playing with Philena’s brand-new Shinx using her tail for keep-away.

The laughter of the Electric-type made Philena smile, and she took a deep breath. “Okay, let’s hear it.”

Brock cleared his throat. “Celebi? Last chance to stop me.”

Nothing happened, except Philena getting deeply confused. “Celebi?” she repeated. “What-”

Her boyfriend took a deep, steadying breath.

“I’ve time travelled,” he said. “From a couple of years in the future by now, to a couple of years ago.”

“…well, I suppose that explains why you said Celebi,” Philena admitted in a faraway voice.

She blinked. “Wait. Does that mean – did you only-”

“No!” Brock interrupted her firmly. “I didn’t only – but…”

He shook his head. “Okay, I’ll start with the important bit. Last time around, I turned up on the Orange Islands at the same time, and stayed at your lab while Ash was going around the Islands.”

Philena nodded along. “So you were following the same events as the first time to reduce the divergence?” she asked. “Preventing the Butterfly Effect as much as you could?”

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed.

She frowned. “Did we… it was, what, a month after you arrived that we started going out? Was that deliberate? Pre-planned?”

“Philena, I…” Brock shook his head again. “I… you may not know this, but before I met you I kept going after every woman I saw. It was stupid of me, but I did. But when I met you… there was something different. I don’t know. Maybe it’s just that I was in one place for a few weeks and didn’t need to move fast to have a chance…”

He shrugged. “It’s hard to tell, it was about… nearly six years ago for me, by now. But I started to fall in love with you, and I’m pretty sure you felt the same way about me…”

Brock trailed off.

“Did it go wrong?” Philena asked.

“Yes, but not in the way you’re probably thinking.” Brock made an inconclusive gesture with his hand. “Remember the resonance experiment?”

“That… yes,” Philena said, frowning. “You hit a lot of Unown with that crowbar of yours-”

She went pale. “What happened last time?”

“I wasn’t ready for it,” Brock told her. “I hadn’t been paying attention to your research, so I wasn’t able to tell when you got to it this time until it happened… but last time I reacted quickly. Just not as fast as this time. Not fast enough.”

His hand came up to his face, and there were tears in his eyes. “You got pulled into the portal, and lost – and I don’t know what happened to you after that. What happened to Doctor Hale makes me think you might eventually have come out, but… I didn’t know that, then. And…”

He slumped. “After that I went right back to my old ways. I think you’re the only person I ever really fell in love with, and…”

Brock fell silent.

Philena swallowed.

That did explain a lot. And she wasn’t sure how to feel about the idea that Brock had ‘known’ they would fall in love…

But… thinking about it, he hadn’t really pushed it. He’d made sure she was interested before reciprocating, at least until they’d reached a certain point and it had all gone much faster.

And if that was the point they’d been at when it happened…

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” Brock spoke up again. “I should have. But… this is bigger than us. Ash got sent back and pulled us along, and it was to stop the literal end of the world-”

He stopped again. “Sorry. That’s just excuses.”

Philena considered the whole situation, carefully, thinking it all over in depth.

When she was done, she had a few questions.

“Why didn’t you do something to stop me running the experiment?” she asked, first.

“I didn’t know which experiment it was,” Brock told her. “There was a whole battery of them, and I knew at least two of them had given you crucial results… but I didn’t know which one caused the problem. And I was deathly afraid that if I changed things, you’d get around to that experiment when I wasn’t there. If I’d been so much as out shopping-”

Philena winced.

“That’s the same reason why you and your friends haven’t changed anything else much, is it?” she checked.

“It had been,” Brock replied. “Celebi showed up recently and told us she’s trying to keep us all on course – so we meet the same Pokémon again, that kind of thing… but of course we’d stop the man who did it if we could find him.”

A shrug. “But we can’t. We’ve been looking – quietly. But we don’t know any of his movements from last time until next year – and as soon as we can, we come down on him like Rayquaza.”

Philena nodded. “That makes sense,” she said.

She glanced down at Shinx, who was looking back up at her with worry clear in her eyes – even if the concepts were going over her head, the tones of voice were clue enough something was wrong.

Philena Ivy thought about what she’d learned, and came to a conclusion.

It was surprisingly easy.


“Hey, Brock, are you two done?” Forrest called, opening the door. “It’s dinner – ulp!”

He shut it again, blushing. “Sorry!”


Brock’s eyes were a little wide as Philena released him.

“I guess I can forgive you for saving my life,” she said, and kissed him again.

Next to them, Ninetales smiled with satisfaction.

“What’s going on?” Shinx asked, looking up. “I don’t understand…”

Ninetales chuckled. “I think it’s called a happy ending,” she said.


“Ash!” May called, waving. “Over here!”

Ash came jogging over, Pikachu running alongside. “Sorry I’m late!” he said, slowing to a walk as he got closer.

“It’s okay, they’ve not called us for boarding yet,” Norman assured him. “It’s close, though.”

“Is that the plane?” Ash asked, inspecting it. “Those are big wheel struts… wait, is this a flying boat?”

“Yep!” Max nodded. “They’re common around Hoenn, we’ve got so much water it’s easier than building loads of runways. But they’ve got wheels in the floats so they can land on land as well.”

“Neat!” Ash grinned. “Kind of like a Water-Flying type!”

Pikachu muttered something, and the trainer grinned.

“Ash?” Norman said. “I’ve got a suggestion for your-”

He was interrupted by the PA. “This is the first boarding call for flight 201 to Petalburg City. First boarding call.”

“I’ll tell you on the plane!” he decided. “Let’s try and get the good seats.”

“Sounds good to me!” Ash agreed, as he joined the Maples heading for the roll-away stairs.

As they walked, Ash let out a happy sigh.

It was time to go back to Hoenn. Old friends, new friends, adventure and battle awaited.

He could hardly wait.


AN:


And that was the Johto Journeys.

The total length of the Johto arc of this fic was around three hundred and ninety thousand words, and was written in around 195 days.

It’s nice all the closure lined up neatly for all three of Ash, Brock and Misty.






117. Hoenn 1


The big flying boat dropped lower as it approached Petalburg Bay, slanting a little as it slipped across the wind before turning into it to make landing easier.

It skimmed over the spit of land that defined the bay, scattering a flock of Wingull as it headed south, then flared a little and touched down on the rippled water with a long, drawn out splaaaaaaash.

Engines still burbling, the half-aircraft-half-boat turned, riding the swell, and headed slowly towards the nearby pier to tie up and offload.


“All right!” Ash grinned, as the door opened. “We’re here!”

He sniffed the sea air, then got out of the way so May and the rest of the Maples could follow him down the gangplank.

“Home again, home again,” Norman smiled. “I’m glad we decided to move here last year, it really is a beautiful place. Not as sooty as Olivine, and not too busy either.”

Max had a different opinion. “Agh! I forgot how fishy it smells here!”

His family chuckled good-naturedly.

“Well, we should get going,” Norman added. “You’re setting off tomorrow, right?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I was going to make sure I had Latios, too, to have a good talk with him before we’re off on the road.”

He frowned. “I’m still thinking about that idea of yours, Mr. Maple…”

“Ash, given how much you’re going to be seeing of both my children over the next year, you should probably get comfortable with calling me Norman,” the Gym Leader admonished.

“Right,” Ash said. “What should we do for the rest of the day?”

“Well, Max and May both need to register officially as trainers and get their cards,” Caroline pointed out. “Maybe you could take them to Littleroot. I think you could borrow Norman’s bike-”

“Bad idea,” May and Ash chorused.

“Pikachu destroys bikes,” Ash explained. “How far is it?”

“Well, a few miles…” Norman frowned, looking up at the sun. It wasn’t setting yet, but it was getting low in the sky. “Maybe you should do that tomorrow morning, and just spend the evening discussing Pokémon and what your plans are.”

“That might be a good idea,” Max agreed. “Oh – Ash, what Pokémon do you have with you?”

He looked a little uncertain. “I’m trying to practice thinking in terms of tactics-”

“Oh, right,” Ash nodded. “Yeah – okay, I’ve got Pikachu with me-”

Pikachu said something neither Max nor May understood.

He said that he wouldn’t be surprised if Ash forgot Pikachu was there, despite his being on his shoulder, Kris reported promptly, and the siblings chuckled a bit.

“That’s cruel, Pikachu…” Ash sighed. “Okay – aside from him, there’s Entei, Mawile, Lucario, Dexter of course, and Houndoom. I’m expecting Pidgeot overnight, I’m going to pick up Latios later and Larvitar tomorrow morning.”

“…and Ash just ignores the Pokémon limit completely,” May sighed. “Champions think they’re above the rules, don’t they?”

“I’m not planning on using more than six in a battle, if that’s what you mean,” Ash replied. “Besides, Pikachu doesn’t count because he doesn’t use a Pokéball, and Dexter doesn’t count for basically the same reason…”

“That still only puts you at seven,” Max pointed out. “And they’re not very good excuses anyway.”

Ash shrugged.

“Ash,” May said, remembering the other thing she’d been going to ask. “Would it be better if we started practising that thing you said you can teach people? The… Pokémon-y understand-y thing?”

“Yeah!” Max agreed. “That’d be great! Using Kris to translate works, but it feels all clunky.”

“Actually, you’re right!” Ash nodded thoughtfully. “I guess we should get started on that-”

There was a grumbling sound.

“…after dinner?” he added, sheepishly, and there were chuckles.


“Okay, ready?” Ash asked.

Both brother and sister nodded. Blaziken did as well, having invited himself, and over in the corner Watt played with Mawile.

(Max’s Electrike had changed his mind on his preferred name. Again.)

Ash smiled, and then closed his eyes. He took a deep breath, and let it slowly out.

A pale blue fire danced at his fingertips.

“This is Aura,” Ash explained, bringing his hand up. “I know you guys saw it at Cameran Castle, as well as a few-”

He paused.

“I forgot to go to the tournament again…” Ash sighed, with a shake of his head.

“Ash?” May asked pointedly.

“Oh, right…” Ash nodded. “Anyway. This is Aura. Now, I’ve got… kind of a lot of it.”

“Yeah, I remember…” May agreed. “Wait – weren’t there those special gloves? Did you get those? I remember seeing you in them…”

Ash nodded confirmation. “I took them off so you can get a better look,” he said. “They only work for me, so that way of getting better isn’t an option… but yeah, that’s one of the first things I did.”

“How did you get so good?” Max asked. “Did you actually start Aura training in Unova?”

“No, I didn’t,” Ash told him. “It was between the end and going back, Sir Aaron taught me.”

“…I know he’s dead, but when has that ever stopped you,” May muttered. “Right. Training from a dead hero, got it. So, how do we get to do this?”

Ash sat himself more comfortably. “Firstly, you need to understand what Aura is. It’s kind of like an expression of life energy… hey, feel this.”

He held out his hands, and Max took the left one.

“How does it feel?” Ash asked, as May took the right.

“Tingly,” Max said, frowning. “It’s like… pins and needles, but in a good way. And warm – really, really warm, but not uncomfortable.”

“Yeah,” May agreed, a bit distantly. “Ash, is this what it feels like for you whenever you do it?”

“Well, there’s warm and tingly, yeah,” Ash agreed. “But I’ve kind of gotten used to it – I had to to be able to use a useful amount.”

He frowned for a moment. “Okay… now, close your eyes. Concentrate on that feeling.”

Ash pushed a bit more Aura into his hands, the glow getting brighter as he did so, and May’s eyes opened for a moment in surprise.

“Keep them closed,” he reminded her. “And keep breathing deeply – in and out, staying relaxed. Now… think of a really happy moment. Something that always makes you smile.”

True to his instructions, smiles spread over both their faces. Ash closed one eye to check how it was going, and considered.

“Remember exactly how it happened, every detail,” he said. “Everything you can think of about it, from the really important bits to the tiny little details that stick in your mind.”

Ash slipped his hands gently out of those of his friends, and fought back a grin as he saw the almost invisible blue lights dancing there.

“Now,” he went on. “Aura can be used to tell how people are feeling, that’s most of how the translation works. So – push that lovely warm feeling towards my hand so I can feel it.”

The blue glow strengthened, and then Max frowned.

His eyes flew open, and he looked at Ash – then down at his hand.

His blue Aura light vanished as he did, winking out as his concentration went, but he’d seen it – and that was what mattered.

Ash quickly put his finger to his lips, signalling for Max to remain silent. May hadn’t noticed yet…

“Good,” Ash told her, after a moment, as the blue light faded slightly from her palms. “Now, think specifically of Blaziken.”

“Already doing it,” May said, a little distantly. “You said to think of a good moment…”

Blaziken was clearly touched.

“You’ve had him as a Pokémon for a few years,” Ash reminded her. “And in that time, I bet you’ve come to know a lot of the ways he expresses himself… even come to understand some of what he’s saying.”

May nodded. “Yeah, I kind of do…”

Ash pointed at Blaziken.

“Thank you, May,” Blaziken said. “For everything.”

May gasped, eyes opening. “I… was that my name? I heard it – I understood it, and not just because I know what Blaziken says for…”

She stopped, looking down.

“Ash, when did you take your hand away?” she asked.

“About twenty seconds after I told you to close your eyes,” Ash informed her. “You were getting a fairly steady glow there – so was Max.”

“I – that’s…” May frowned. “If it’s this easy-”

“It’s not,” Ash interrupted her. “There’s a reason I took your hands at first, I was kind of training your body to recognize Aura. It was quite tiring to produce enough that you could feel it… and you’re getting the streamlined version.”

He frowned. “That was really good, especially getting some of what Blaziken said – but I’m afraid now we get to the hard part, which is the more general practice.”

Lucario came out of his Pokéball with a flash, and nodded to them. “Evening.”

Max giggled at how prosaic that suddenly seemed.

“Lucario’s not just able to use the Aura translation trick himself,” Ash explained. “He’s also able to control the extent to which it works. It’s kind of… if there’s a certain amount in the connection, then understanding happens – so Lucario’s going to start off doing most of the work, so it’s easy for you to understand him. Then we’re going to push until it’s harder.”

“Did Misty and Brock find it this hard?” Max asked.

“I found it that hard,” Ash told him. “And harder. It took ages until I could understand any Pokémon, but I hadn’t worked out this trick yet – Tracey was the first person I did it on.”

May nodded. “Right… and it’s Pokémon we know well first?”

“That’s what makes the connection easier. Though…” Ash frowned. “Actually… Blaziken, I guess I should offer to teach you the opposite side of it. Suicune decided to learn, but it took a month or two…”

“I think I will pass, for now,” Blaziken decided. “I will certainly remember the offer, though.”

Watt came bounding past in pursuit of a stick, grabbed it, and brought it back to Mawile. He threw it with a flick of his head, and Mawile spun around to catch it in her head-jaws.

“That’s pretty cute,” May smiled, then shook her head. “Right. Let’s keep going.”

“Very well,” Lucario said. He cleared his throat, and spoke again, and this time May frowned.

“No, sorry, only got Lu-rio-car there.”

Again.

“…no…”

“May, remember – deep breaths, and try to relax and focus on that feeling,” Ash reminded her, and she nodded.

There was a crack.

“Sorry…” Mawile winced. “I think the stick fainted.”


“Okay, Latias,” Latios said, smiling. “I’m off – wish me luck!”

“Good luck, brother,” Latias told him, and impulsively gave him a hug.

Latios relaxed into it, smiling, and returned it. “I’ll miss you, sister,” he whispered.

“I’ll miss you too,” Latias agreed. “We don’t get nearly long enough together, even with this setup.”

She sighed. “Well, I’m sure Ash would be fine with us changing things around a bit… but it’s fine for now.”

Latios nodded, and the two separated.

“See you soon,” Latias said, and her brother nodded. “And don’t forget the Latiosite!”

“Got it right here,” Latios told her, picking it from behind his neck to show where he kept it.

With that, he picked up the transponder, and pressed the button he’d been told to before Returning himself back into his blue Cherish Ball.

A flash, and he was spirited away south to Hoenn.

Latias sighed sadly. Maybe once both of them were a bit better trained it would be possible to have time ‘off’…

“Latias?” Bianca called, into the gathering gloom of the garden.

Latias turned and headed over. “What is it, Bianca?” she asked – then shook her head; Bianca wouldn’t understand her, of course.

Being around Ash had spoiled her.

As she rounded a line of bushes, Latias smiled on seeing her friend – then skidded to a halt in mid-air, shocked.

There was another Latias floating in mid-air next to Bianca.

“What?” she asked, shaking her head slightly and checking that, yes, that Latias was still there. “What the-”

“Hi,” the other Lati said, a little shyly. “Uh… someone said you lived here?”

“Yeah!” Latias confirmed with a nod. “How – who told you – what’s going on?”

Bianca indicated the woman standing next to her, and Latias swung her head to pay attention to her, as well.

She looked a lot like a Joy.

“I’m Latias’ trainer,” the woman introduced herself. “We were told about this place by Misty Water-”

Latias relaxed. “Oh, that explains that,” she smiled. “Sorry, this all took me a bit by surprise… I’ve never actually met any other Eon Pokémon besides my brother.”

“I’m the same,” the other Latias agreed. “I guess there’s just not that many of us… well, nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you!”

“I’m glad they’re getting along well,” the Joy smiled. “Would it be too much trouble if I stayed a few days? I’ve had a busy schedule recently.”

“I’m sure Latias would be glad of the company,” Bianca smiled, and got a confirmatory nod from the Dragon-type. “Her brother’s just headed off to their trainer, so…”

“You have a brother?” Joy’s Latias asked. “What’s he like? Is he anything like my brother?”

“He can be really stuffy,” Ash’s one said… then giggled, unable to help herself.

“Wow, my brother’s the same! We’re really similar!” The newcomer then frowned. “Or it’s just how older brothers are…”

“That sounds more like it.”

“So, what do you do?” Bianca asked.

“Oh, I’m with the Gym Inspection Agency,” Joy said, as the two Latias started having a more in-depth conversation. “Latias has gotten me out of trouble a few times… basically we look in on gyms to make sure they’re properly running, and I’ve had to do all of Kanto after some outrageous things reported last year by Ash Ketchum…”

“Ash Ketchum?” Bianca repeated. “Huh. Small world… he’s their trainer.”

“I know,” Joy assured her. “That’s why I asked Misty in the first place.”

“Right.”

The conversation stalled for a moment.

“What do you do?” Joy returned the earlier question.

“Paint, mostly,” Bianca told her. “I’m looking to do it for a living.”

“That sounds nice – do you have any I can see?”

“Sure,” Bianca nodded. “There’s a shed over here that I keep the ones I paint in the garden…”


“It’s nice to meet you,” Caroline said, smiling and trying not to look nervous.

Latios waved, also a bit uncertain. “Um… hi?”

“I don’t think I need to translate that,” Ash said.

“No, it’s fairly obvious,” Lucario agreed.

“I have to admit, I’m quite impressed,” Norman said. “This is the closest I’ve ever been to a Legendary Pokémon, and there’s something… indefinable. A presence…”

Latios offered a hand to shake, and Norman took it. “Thank you.”

“Sorry if we’re not treating this right,” Max said, fighting down a yawn. “But we’ve been concentrating really hard for the last few hours…”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “And… yeah.”

“It’s certainly not the closest you guys have been to a Legendary, either,” Ash said.

Norman blinked. “That’s right, you did mention… Jirachi and Manaphy were the two big ones, right?”

His children nodded.

“And Rayquaza, Deoxys, Groudon, Kyogre and Mew,” Max added. “And I think there were Regi golems too… and an Articuno.”

Ash tried to resist the temptation.

He really did.

“Should I find out what Entei wants for breakfast tomorrow?” he asked.


The next morning, bright and early, May stretched and got out of bed.

From the guest room Ash was staying in, she heard the sound of an alarm. Then the alarm getting louder.

As she dressed – putting on her new green-and-yellow bag they’d picked up on a shopping trip – she tried to prepare herself for the journey.

Any thought of it being a serious, solemn occasion was somewhat spoiled by the electronic voice coming from Ash’s room.

Ash, it is time to get up. Do not make me use alternative methods.

There was a pause.

May tied her hair, then heard a Pokéball opening. There was a grating noise, and a loud thump.

“Owww…” Ash groaned. “Did you have to tip the bed, Lucario?”

I gave you five minutes to get up. Alternative methods were used.

Lucario said something May didn’t catch, and then she was ready – picking up Blaziken’s Pokéball from her bedside table, she set off downstairs.


There was an unexpected guest at the breakfast table.

“Mrs. Ketchum?” May asked, stopping as she caught sight of her friend’s mother.

“Good morning, May,” Delia Ketchum said, with a smile.

“She arrived earlier,” Caroline volunteered. “She took her son’s Pidgeot down here – the Flying-type’s outside having a rest.”

May nodded. “Okay,” she said. “Nice to see you, Mrs. Ketchum. What brings you to Hoenn?”

“Well, obviously I’m grateful to you all for bringing my son down here,” she said, and sighed. “But he didn’t stop off at home for long enough to pick up new clothes – or anything else…”

May winced.

“Mom!?” Ash gasped from the stairs behind her.

“There you are, mister!” Delia said, voice suddenly much sharper. “We’re going to have a good long talk about this!”

May could swear she heard Ash gulp audibly, and she stepped prudently aside.

Rescue baby Legendaries, sure. Stand on a Contest field in front of thousands of spectators, May was your girl.

Face motherly wrath from Delia Ketchum, even by proximity? May knew what was best for her.


“Ya know, it’s kinda a good ting that James taught ya to fly dis thing,” Meowth observed. “Ain’t like he could even if he wanted to, right now.”

Jessie glanced behind her. “James, stop encouraging Carnivine.”

“I’m trying,” James mumbled. “He is being very affectionate.”

Meowth pricked up an ear, and listened to Carnivine’s own speech.

He seemed pleased that James had come to get him.

“Where should we aim for?” Jessie asked, a moment later. “What’s the latest information?”

Meowth grabbed their phone and scanned through it. “Uh… well, accordin’ to dis, we can get a cheap-o mortgage…”

“Really?” James asked, interested.

“It’s obviously spam,” Jessie pointed out. “Besides, we don’t need one.”

“Ah, gotcha!” Meowth crowed. “Somethin’ about Team Magma bein’ after da ruins near Oldale. Guess dat’s where we’re headin’!”

Jessie nodded. “Makes sense.”

She banked them slightly, and they settled down on a course southwest.

After a moment she blinked. “Wasn’t that the place where all there was was a school of Relicanth?”

“Ya know, I tink it might be…” Meowth shrugged. “Actually, dat’s a good question. We even gonna bother?”


“Nice outfit,” Max said, looking Ash up and down. “Much more like what I remember.”

“Yeah…” Ash agreed, embarrassed. “I forgot to pick it up from Mom before coming down here…”

“You’ve still got the stuff from Cameran Castle, right?” May asked. “That was pretty cool…”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, but Mom had a point, I’ve been wearing it too much again.”

“I’ve noticed…” Pikachu sniffed.

“Oh, what’s that?” May added, pointing. “There.”

“This?” Ash indicated the small crescent-moon pinned to his lapel. “Yeah, Mom decided to make me one when I won a League.” He smiled. “It’s really nice of her.”

“That is a pretty neat idea,” May agreed. “What do the other ones look like?”

Ash duly got his badge case out, lifting off the top row which was ready for Hoenn. Beneath it were the two other League badges, Indigo and Orange.

“She did flowers for the first two, but there isn’t really a silver flower,” Ash shrugged. “So I guess this was the closest choice.”

Max nodded, then glanced at his watch. “Ash? When are we supposed to be at Professor Birch’s lab?”

Ash looked at the clock. “Uh… we’d better get going!”

“Seriously, Ash, how did you manage to keep all the timings straight in Johto?” May asked. “We’re going to be really late now!”

“Brock helped,” Ash admitted, as he scooped up his bag. “A lot. Uh… okay, I don’t think there’s really a better way to do this on time…”

Entei materialized in a flash, and Latios a moment later.

“I know what you’re going to ask,” Entei told him. “If Max and May don’t mind, I think I can carry both of them.”

Max blinked. “Wait, what’s going on?”

“Entei says he thinks he can take both of you,” Ash translated.

“Ash, this is a pretty huge overreaction,” May pointed out.

“It’s this or Pikachu accidentally wrecks your bike…” Ash winced. “What about you, Latios? Do you mind?”

“Latias told me about how fast she went in Mega, even carrying you. I think I’d like to give it a go.” Latios shrugged. “Well, it’s better to find out now, when the greatest risk is being late to a meeting…”

“That’s the spirit!” Ash grinned. “Okay, let’s go!”


May got up on Entei’s back somewhat awkwardly. “Is that okay?”

Entei said something she didn’t understand, but it sounded fairly ambivalent.

“Okay, uh… Max, I guess you come up here?”

Max nodded, and May pulled him up a bit to help him get aboard.

“Remember, we’re new to this,” May said. “We might not be able to stay on…”

Another mutter, and May thought it sounded just a bit offended.

There was a bright orange flash, and she turned to look.

Mega Latios looked… well, identical to Mega Latias. Except for the eyes, she thought.

“Remember,” Ash told him, settling the glowing staff where it was slung acros his back. “You’re going to be trying to move a lot faster now – so keep that in mind.”

Mega Latios nodded, and then reached down to pick up Pikachu and lift him to his back. Ash followed, making sure he had a good grip.

“You know which way Littleroot is?” he asked Entei, and the fire-type replied with a bass chuckle.

“…yeah, fair enough, you’ve been running all over the country for a hundred years,” Ash admitted. “Okay, let’s go-”

May blinked.

One moment there’d been Ash and Mega Latios, floating there… the next moment, they’d vanished.

A breathless cry, shifted by speed so it was low and hard to hear, drew her attention towards the south.

“…now that’s fast,” Max admitted, spotting the disappearing shape.

Entei rumbled something – May listened, trying to concentrate, but got none of it – and set off at a walk.

He picked up speed quickly, going to a flowing lope which bounced the siblings up and down a bit but wasn’t as bad as they’d feared.

May still grabbed onto one of the spikes, though. Just in case.


“How much more is there to fill out?” Ash asked. “I thought I’d done most of the paperwork already…”

“You did!” Professor Birch told him. “It’s just there’s an awful lot of it.”

Behind him, there was a clang as Birch’s Aron played a reflexes game with Mawile.

“I’m sure I’ve filled this one out already…” Ash muttered. “Right. I think that’s it?”

Birch took a moment to check through. “Yes, it does look like it! Just need May to fill out this form, and Max to sign these, and they get their official trainer cards.” He passed something over to Ash. “This identifies you as Max’s mentor, by the way.”

“Thanks!” Ash said, looking the card over.

“Here they come,” Pikachu reported from the door.

“Ah, good,” Ash added. “Right, let’s see how it went…”


When May came up to the door, she still looked a little green.

“Everything go alright?” Ash asked, letting her and Max in.

“Well, it wasn’t too bad…” Max said critically. “Entei was going a bit fast, though – I think he wanted to catch up with you and Mega Latios.”

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, that was a bit too fast…”

“It’s good to see you, May,” Birch said, waving. “I’ll be wanting to hear about what you get up to!”

I will make sure you are kept up to date even if she forgets, Ethan informed him.

“Hey!” May said. “I’ll remember!”

I am sure. Nevertheless.

“What do we have to fill out?” Max asked.

Birch pushed a set of forms across the low table towards him. “Here, here, here and here, and then on this one…”

“May?” Max asked. “Was there this much paperwork when you became a trainer?”

“Not really, no…” May said, taking her much smaller pile of paperwork and filling it out with quick strokes of her pen. “Contest entry forms were the tricky one there.”

“You might have to show me how to do that,” Ash said.

“Oh, yeah, that’s right, Dad suggested you do the odd Contest,” May nodded. “Hmmm… well, I guess we can think about that if you have trouble with the gym challenge he said you should do.”

“I’m kind of nervous about that one,” Ash admitted. “Trying to not break a gym… well, I guess I should use some of my Pokémon who need the training…”

“Hey!” Max said, pointing. “Look!”

All three of the older trainers turned, to see a Zigzagoon picking up a piece of laminated plastic from the lab bench. At the sound of Max’s voice, the Zigzagoon looked up in surprise before bolting out the window.

“…that was Max’s trainer card…” Professor Birch said weakly.

“Give it back!” Max said. “Watt, follow the scent – I’ll meet you outside!”

Max’s Electrike materialized on the bench, sniffed, and jumped out through the same window. As for the young trainer, he was already heading for the door at a run.

“Should we help?” May asked.

“Actually, I’m kinda interested how he does,” Ash admitted, following Max towards the door. “I’ll have Houndoom sort it out if he has to, but otherwise it’s a good chance to see how he’s doing!”


“Watt?” Max called, as he rounded the corner of the building.

The Electrike glanced back at him, then put his nose to the ground for a moment. He barked, and set off at a fast walk – slow enough to let his trainer catch up.

“Which way did it-” Max began, then saw that Watt was already on the trail. “Good! If you spot it, try and zap it!”

Watt gave a bark of agreement, and his fur began to buzz slightly as static charge built up.

He then let out a yip, and a bolt of electricity crackled forwards. It hit a branch, and the startled Zigzagoon dodged left before heading back in the same direction it had been going.

“That was close!” Max said. “Okay, keep it up!”

Another electrical bolt zapped out.


Behind him, Ash jogged through the sparse trees.

He wasn’t in any particular hurry, just wanting to keep up and watch how Max worked with his Pokémon.

“How was that, Pikachu?” he asked.

Pikachu waved a paw. “Passable for a young Pokémon. Accuracy was actually pretty good, but it didn’t have much zap…”

“Where’s the power going?”

“I can’t… ah. He’s charging his legs, but not actually using the boost.”

Ash nodded to himself, and hurdled a fallen log to avoid having to take a detour.

“Maybe he’s staying back to let Max keep up… which is good, actually, but it means the electricity’s going to waste.”

“I agree.”


Some way behind them, May slowed and came to a halt.

“Okay, there’s no way I’m going to be able to keep up,” she sighed. “Back to the lab… I miss Beautifly.”

Blaziken pointed.

“I know you could catch up, but really there’s no need,” May told him. “Ash has a Pokémon that can break the sound barrier and he can see through walls… I was just interested to see what would happen.”

The Fire-type said something, and frowned. Then he made a gesture.

“…nah, don’t think it’s worth it,” May decided, after deciphering that he was suggesting he carry her. “Thanks for the offer, though.”


Max and Watt came crashing through a screen of bushes, and found themselves facing a ledge – about six or seven feet high, and nearly sheer.

Zigzagoon had just run into the same ledge. It looked quickly back and forth, then turned back the way it had come and saw the Pokémon and trainer facing it.

Watt let out a challenging growl.

In reply, the Zigzagoon began to growl as well. It dropped the card, which didn’t look too badly chewed, and jumped forwards at Watt to deliver a Tackle.

“Left!” Max said quickly.

Watt jumped left, and Zigzagoon caught him a glancing blow on his right haunch. He yipped, more in surprise than in pain, and came to a halt on the loose earth of the clearing.

Max tried to look at everything at once, not just keeping track of the two Pokémon but also the environment. “Uh… okay! Run up that log there!”

Watt jumped to the log, narrowly avoiding another attack by the Zigzagoon, and ran up it – nearly falling off as it trembled from a headbutt.

“Okay, now – Spark!”

Watt barked, electricity sparking in his fur, and leaped back down off the log. The moment he kicked off, the Zigzagoon jumped back out of the way, and Watt hit the ground with a painful thud.

Max winced.

Electrike brushed dirt off his muzzle, whimpering, then flinched away from a barrage of sand kicked up by his Normal-type opponent.

“Watt, use your electricity to make yourself faster!” Max called. “And Quick Attack… now!”

Watt discharged all the electricity in his fur with a zrrrrp sound. He launched himself forwards, and thanks to Max’s timing he hit the Zigzagoon in the side as it turned to attack again.

The Tiny Raccoon was knocked several feet and rolled to a stop with a whimper. It took one look at Watt, got up and fled.

“Nice work!” Ash said.

Max did a double take. “How long have you been there?”

“…a while,” Ash told him.

Panting, Watt picked the trainer card up carefully in his teeth and brought it back over to Max. The boy accepted it, and gave Watt a rub. “Uh – Ash, do you have some water?”

“Yeah,” Ash replied, digging in his bag. “Uh – here.”

“Thanks.”

As Max started to carefully wash out Watt’s eyes, Ash sat down next to them. “I’ve got a few pointers to start with,” he said. “Think you want to hear them now?”

“Sure,” Max decided, and stopped pouring water for a bit on a yip from Watt.

“Right – well, you did eventually have him use it, but there was a fair bit of charged electricity that Watt wasn’t using,” Ash began. “The other thing I’d say you should have done is stay up on that log and use ranged attacks. You might also have been better off sending Watt on ahead using all that charged up electricity to speed him up – you got lucky with the ledge, but it might have been hard to stop that Zigzagoon otherwise.”

Max nodded. “Right.”

“As for moves… well, Shockwave might be a good one, Pikachu knows loads of those.” Ash frowned. “He also needs to get used to using his speed-boosting trick more, that’s a good thing to be able to do if he can keep it up… oh, the other one. Quilava and Houndoom can both blind-fight using smell, so maybe Watt should learn that one.”

A final dribble of water, and Watt relaxed. He shook himself, sending water droplets flying, and perked up considerably.

“We can work out other moves for him to learn later,” Ash decided. “Let’s get back to the lab so we can finish this paperwork off and get on our actual journey!”


AN:


Welcome to Hoenn!

Here we have Ash getting a few things sorted out such as the early stages of Aura tuition for the Maples, and picking up Latios.

Incidentally, there’s a lot of Pokémon on the way – early Hoenn is crowded!
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118. Hoenn 2


“You’re handling the walk a lot better than you did last time,” Ash said, approvingly.

“Thanks,” May smiled. “Max and I have been trying to get ready for the journey, so no more complaining after just a few miles!”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Watt likes walks.”

The Electrike yapped something.

“Max?” Ash asked. “He just said he’s stopped liking the name Watt.”

“Oh, not again…” Max sighed. “Okay, what name do you like now?”

A shrug.

“…I’ll get the list out next time we stop,” Max decided. “Uh… how does the catching Pokémon thing work, actually? There’s some who I got to know, but…”

“Well, I’ve caught a few this time I didn’t last time,” Ash pointed out. “Like Houndoom here.”

The big Dark-type gave a happy bark, tail lashing back and forth. May kept an eye on the spade-tip, a little nervous, but he kept it well clear of anyone else.

“So it’ll be the same with you, I guess,” Ash went on. “And – a word of warning, I’m not always sure what I can or can’t restore. It’s usually pretty good, but it might not work.”

Max nodded, absorbing that. “Right… so I guess the first one I might get would be Shroomish?”

Ash thought for a moment. “Guess so.”

“Hey,” Houndoom said, looking down at the smaller Electric-type canine. “How are you at biting things?”

“…don’t know,” Electrike admitted.

“I’ll show you,” Houndoom decided.

“I guess it’ll be Beautifly for me?” May added. “How do you know which Pokémon it is, anyway?”

“There’s a kind of… glow, in Aura Sight,” Ash told her. “It shows up depending on the type of the Pokémon – so, say, when I did Torchic he was a bright orange-red sparkle. It’s visible from a fair distance, too.”

“That’s good to know,” May smiled. “And… I guess they evolve straight away?”

“As far as they were, yeah,” Ash nodded. “So you’d end up with Glaceon straight away – eggs hatch too.”

“Very convenient.”

There was a crunch.

“Like that!” Houndoom said, dropping the splintered bits of the branch.

Electrike looked at it, and frowned. “I don’t think I can make my mouth that big.”

Houndoom shrugged. “Then use a smaller branch.”

“Don’t do that, Electrike…” Max said, as his starter picked up a length of wood. “You don’t know where it’s been.”

“Uh… on the floor?”

Ash chuckled.

“What?” Max asked.

“…I really need to get you two understanding Pokémon,” Ash said. “You’re missing a lot.”

“I never really missed it before, but now I’m really eager,” May agreed.

She shaded her eyes, looking ahead. “Hey, look, it’s Oldale town! I can see the top of the Pokémon centre!”


When they arrived in Oldale town itself, they were met by a familiar face.

“Afternoon, Ash!” Brock called, waving from the door of the Pokémon centre.

“Nice to see you too, Brock!” Ash replied. “Everything okay?”

Brock smiled. “Everything’s absolutely fine.”

He lowered his voice slightly, now they were all close enough to still hear him. “Hello to you two as well, May, Max – long time no see.”

“It’s nice to meet you again, Brock,” May grinned. “Have you been keeping Ash out of trouble?”

“Hey!”

“Don’t ask the impossible,” Brock sighed, provoking a giggle from Max.

“And I hope you’ve been keeping him away from the ladies, Ash,” May went on, and blinked as both trainers started laughing.

“…did I say something wrong?”

“Brock’s… kinda got a girlfriend now,” Ash explained. “We’ve not had to pry him off a girl all Johto.”

“We’re sure we got the right Brock, right?” Max asked.

The Rock-type specialist who wasn’t fooling anyone about his typing any more gave Max a look. “Of course you’ve got the right Brock. I can have a girlfriend, can’t I?”

Max considered it. “Well, you have to admit it’s quite surprising…”

“Thanks,” Brock said, not sounding very thankful.

“So, how’d it go?” Ash asked. “You went back to Pewter, right?”

“Yeah – it was fine,” Brock told him. “I introduced Philena to my parents, and got her her first Pokémon – that was nice.”

“…now I’m sure Brock’s been replaced by a Ditto or something,” May said, blinking. “You pulled off a romantic gesture?”

“I’ve been trying for years!” Brock said, hurt. “It’s just that now it’s working…”

“I’m sure,” Max said, unconvinced.

“What was the Pokémon?” Ash asked.

“Oh, well, my sister got a Litleo – they’re from Kalos – and Philena got a Shinx, like we’d discussed before,” Brock told him. “She seemed to like Geodude and Ninetales-”

“Wait, Ninetales?” May asked. “I thought you had a Forretress, Crobat, Geodude and Steelix at the moment?”

“She’s the Vulpix I borrowed, she wanted to evolve,” Brock explained. “And Suzy was fine with me keeping her.”

“Well, show us!” May asked.

Brock did so.

“…okay, wow,” May blinked.

Ninetales curled her tails around herself, smiling.

“Can I stroke your fur?” May asked, and on getting the nod bent down and ran her hand down the Fire-type’s back. “Her fur’s so silky… you take really good care of her, Brock!”

Ninetales barked something.

“She says thank you for the compliment,” Brock translated, with a smile himself. “I should have known you’d like her!”

Another bark.

“What was that?” May asked.

“Oh, she suggested I show you Stantler,” Brock explained.

“Is Brock’s Stantler one of the new catches you mentioned?” Max asked.

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed, and then Stantler materialized in a flash.

“I like the Soothe Bell,” May said, inspecting Stantler’s antlers. “Are you going to use any Pokémon in contests, Brock?”

“I’ve considered it,” Brock admitted. “I think it depends what they want.”

Stantler looked a little nervous, then concentrated hard.

A faint, wavery set of words appeared slowly in mid-air. Don’t think so.

“Illusions, right?” May checked, and got a nod. “Neat.”


Some minutes later, the re-introductions were complete. Forretress had introduced Max and May to her three less-familiar compatriots, and Electrike had been generally admired.

“Where is it next?” Max asked.

May frowned. “Well, I guess it’s back to Petalburg. We can let Mom and Dad know about the Zigzagoon thing…”

“Right,” Max nodded. “I see.”

“I don’t think there was anything else,” Brock agreed, frowning. “Oh, one thing’s been bothering me – you’re awfully quiet, Pikachu…”

“It’s me trying not to leave Max and May out of the conversation,” Pikachu explained.


“…okay, this is ridiculous,” Gary sighed. “It’s going to be impossible to get any kind of baseline for what the energies of Mega-Evolution actually are if you keep trying to force the transformation further!”

Mega Blastoise shrugged. “Not really my problem.”

Gary listened to Dee’s translation, then shook his head. “Okay, I get the idea the easiest thing to do is just going to be to get another Mega-capable Pokémon…”

“Can’t you borrow one from Gurrkin or Professor Sycamore?” Umbreon asked. “And Ash has several.”

“I can borrow the mega stone quite easily. The Pokémon?” Gary waved his hand. “Even if they’d be willing to stick around for a week or two, I wouldn’t have the connection. I take your point about Sycamore, but… no, I’d rather have a second one myself to see what’s the same or different about the energy from the trainer as well.”

He tapped a finger against his palm for a moment, then clapped his hands. “Got it!”

“What?”

“Well, I just catch another one. I know there aren’t that many in Kalos, at least not that we have the Mega Stones for, but…”

Gary trailed off, and got out the big list of notes.

“Several of these are found in Hoenn, and Ash is in Hoenn…” he mused. “Maybe Ashy-boy would be willing to catch one for a trade…”


“It’s funny,” May said, looking around at the trees. “I’ve come this way dozens of times since we moved to Hoenn, but now… because I’m officially on a Pokémon Journey, it still feels new.”

She chuckled. “Even though it’s not, if you get my meaning.”

“It is for me,” Max said. “I didn’t meet up with you guys until Dad’s gym last time.”

“Glad to be back in Hoenn, Brock?” May asked, turning to him. “I remember you caught kind of a lot of Pokémon in this region…”

Brock nodded. “I’m looking forward to meeting them again, same as you guys.”

Abruptly, a searchlight snapped on in front of them.

“Prepare for talking!” a familiar voice said.

“It’s a break from walking!”

May and Max groaned.

“Now this is one thing I haven’t missed,” May said, reaching for Blaziken’s Pokéball. “How are they still following you around?”

“We’re not!” James said, and the searchlights turned off again with another click.

This let the group see Jessie and James at the top of a small hill.

“Hey, guys!” Ash called up. Max and May blinked at his casual attitude, but he didn’t notice. “What brings you here?”

In reply, James held up his arm.

“…oh, is that your Carnivine?” Ash asked. He frowned. “I thought that didn’t turn up until Sinnoh…”

“It took me this long to remember to go get him,” James admitted, mournfully. “Mind handling him?”

Ash closed an eye to check. “Yeah, he’s restorable. Just give me a moment-”

“Why are you guys suddenly friends?” May asked plaintively.

“I guess you didn’t get around to that bit,” Jessie observed. “Look… May,” she said, though it sounded like an effort, “We’ve changed. Turned over about half of a new leaf. We’re not trying to steal Pokémon any more.”

“…okay, I’m starting to question if we came back to the same timeline,” Max said weakly.

“I was changing things for over a year before I reminded you guys, so it kind of is different,” Ash informed him, and touched Carnivine.

The Grass-type shook his head, and then grabbed James again. “You remembered me again! Sooner this time!”

“I’m not necessarily thrilled about Cacnea,” James mumbled through the vines. “That one’s going to be painful…”

“Okay,” Ash said, a little louder. “Guys – I guess I should have been more clear about this. Jessie and James have been pretty helpful, and they’ve almost stopped bothering us completely.”

“We got called off following you altogether,” Jessie informed him. “We’ve got a new job now.”

“What is it?” Brock asked. There was a flash at his belt, matched by one at James’ belt, and their respective Fire-types started playing together.

Max was a bit sidetracked by that. “What the…”

“They’re friends,” James said, finally pulling Carnivine off his head. “Growlie got to know her, they went on a few dates…”

“…know what?” May said. “I’ll just take that one as read…”

“You should thank us, you know,” Jessie informed her. “We handled your unfinished business.”

“What unfinished business?” May asked. “We’ve barely started!”

“Oldale ruins?” Meowth hinted.

Ash blinked. “…oh, yeah. Whoops…”

“I’m kind of glad Celebi said she’d make sure we got steered in the direction of all the really big stuff,” Pikachu said, shaking his head.

“What happened?” Max asked. “I mean, if you said you handled it…”

“Right,” James nodded. He sat down. “So, basically, we got there and… you remember how there was Team Magma?”

“Vaguely,” Ash admitted.

“They were still there, but Team Aqua was there as well,” Jessie informed them. “We landed the aircraft some way off and flew in with Moltres-”

“Does everyone have Legendaries these days?” May asked.

Brock raised his hand. “I don’t!”

“Anyway, we flew in with Moltres and ambushed the guards guarding the scientist,” James took up the tale. “Weezing knocked them out with sleeping gas.”

He paused. “They did look pretty disgusted, though… I guess the sleeping gas smells bad. Anyway, we saved him, and then talked him into helping us open the vault.”

“Why?” Ash asked.

“Because if there was sometin’ useful in dere, we didn’t want either of ‘em gettin’ it!” Meowth informed him. “Keep up!”

There was an outbreak of happy barking from the hillside, and conversation paused for a moment as everyone watched the Ninetales and Arcanine play-fighting.

“What was in there?” Max asked.

May frowned. “Actually… I don’t think it was anything that Team Magma would want.”

“Nah,” Meowth confirmed, waving his paw. “It was a load’a Relicanth. Pretty interestin’ if ya like dat kind of thing…”

“-which the Boss’s mother does,” Jessie agreed. “We caught one for him to give to her, and then just left the rest. Left the door open, too.”

“What about the researcher guy?” Ash asked.

“We dropped him in Oldale,” James said. “Well, Abra teleported him somewhere, and he says it was Oldale…”

“That’s surprisingly… nice of you guys,” May admitted.

“They have saved my life loads of times,” Ash told her.

Max was frowning, trying to remember something.

“Oh, that’s right!” he said. “Weren’t you doing Contests?”

“Right!” May agreed, snapping her fingers. “That’s right – you were Jessebella, right?”

Jessie nodded ruefully. “I’d hoped you’d forgotten that… I was going to try to surprise you with Moltres and-”

“How exactly did you manage to fool us?” Brock interrupted. “Sorry, I just… your name was nearly the same, and you’ve got huge and distinctive hair.”

Ash blinked. “Hey, yeah, I just realized that! Wait, were you Jessalina and Jessilinda as well?”

“We’re masters of disguise!” James said, posing. The effect was spoiled by Carnivine nibbling on his hair.

“You said Abra, right?” Max asked. “What other Pokémon do you have?”

Jessie paused. She turned to James. “Do we need to get the plane? There’s quite a list…”


“Is that your new Pokémon?” Charity asked.

“She’s so cute!”

Shinx yawned, and all three assistants cooed over her.

As they did, Philena noticed her looking quite self-satisfied. She winked at her trainer, then yawned again and settled her head on her big paws before starting to snooze.

“That’s right, she is,” Ivy agreed. “She’s still quite young, though – it’ll be a while before she’s ready for battling.”

“Who’s a good cub?” Faith asked, bending down. “Whooo’s a cute-”

Bzzrp.

“I think maybe she wants a nap,” Ivy said, holding her hand up to stifle a giggle as her assistant tried to smooth down her static-ed up hair. “Come on, we’ve got that scan to run on the Eviolite.”

“Got it, Professor!” Hope said, and rushed off to get the sample.


“Okay, here goes!” Ash said, as they strolled into Petalburg. “First gym battle of a new region!”

“Who are you going to use?” Max asked.

Ash frowned. “Well, given what your Dad asked me to do… I guess no Pikachu, Charizard, or anyone else who’s too likely to break the gym.”

Pikachu crossed his arms and sulked.

“Apart from that,” he went on, considering. “Well, he’s Normal type… I guess it might be a good time to give Mawile a go. Or perhaps Ivysaur, he’s not had much of a go in a while…”

“I don’t know how you keep track, Ash,” May said, shaking her head. “I really don’t. You’ve got so many Pokémon…”

“They’re all friends, it’s easy to keep track of friends,” Ash said with a shrug. “Perhaps Larvitar?”

“You could use Mawile and Larvitar as a team,” Brock suggested. “They seem to get along fairly well.”

“Good point…”

“Should I challenge Dad too?” Max asked. “I mean – do you think I’m ready?”

Ash considered. “Well, you’ve only got your Electrike-”

“Ohm,” Max informed him. “For now, anyway…”

“Ohm, then,” Ash said. “You’ve only got him, and while gyms tend to give an easy challenge for the first battle someone faces – I think Ohm alone might not be enough. You might want to wait until Rustboro – or, possibly, even Dewford, I think that’s where we go after Rustboro…”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “I remember the Sharpedo.”

Pikachu was still sulking.

“Pikachu,” Ash said, coaxing. “It’s not like I’m going to stop using you or training with you – you’re just too much Pokémon for one building. Maybe if we get your ability to confine your electricity more refined, then it might work…”

May pointed ahead. “What’s with the scaffolding?”

Ash looked up.

“Hey, yeah, good question…”

“May! Max!” Norman called, waving from one side of a group of workmen. “How’s things?”

“They’re fine, Dad!” May called back. “What’s with the construction equipment?”

“Well,” Norman began, walking over. “I’ve scheduled the gym’s maintenance about now.”

“That seems like quite a coincidence,” Brock observed. “At Pewter we only have to do that once every year or so, and most attacks that are good against Rock types are also good against… well, walls.”

“It’s not a coincidence,” Norman replied with a chuckle. “No offense, Ash, but I’d rather my gym wasn’t the first one to find out if you’re able to keep the collateral damage down.”

Ash winced. “That’s… well, to be honest it’s fairly accurate…”

“Dad!” May said, shaking her head. “That’s-”

She thought back over what Ash had told her his last half-dozen or so gym matches had been like. “…okay, still rude, but also pretty much right.”

Norman smiled. “Oh,” he added, “your mother and I have got some things for you. They’re not much, but we thought it’d be nice.”

Mystified, the two Maple children followed their father into the gym, trailed by Ash, Brock and Pikachu.


The gym was already clearly undergoing renovation. Half the floor was up, and the undersurface was being carefully looked over for signs of cracking.

“It’s good hard teak,” Norman said, noticing Brock looking interested. “Nearly fireproof if treated right, and there’s a layer of balsa over the top to add a bit of spring. It’s also less prone to break in half than stone when hit by a Fighting-type attack, and I get a lot of those aimed at this gym…”

Brock frowned. “That’s a good point, Mr. Maple. Maybe I should suggest Dad puts in some sand underfloor to absorb the impact…”

“We have to think about this kind of thing a lot,” Norman said in an aside to Ash. “It’s one reason why I’d rather you not break all this hard work… though I think there’s extra added to the repairs budget when you’re around by now…”

Ash blushed slightly.

“Anyway!” Norman added, leading them into one of the back rooms. “Here we are – Max, these are just a little something we thought you should have.”

Max took the box, surprised, and opened it.

“…this seems to be full of Pokémon contest accessories.”

“Whoops!” Norman chuckled, and switched the box he was about to give to May to Max instead. “Sorry, that one’s for May.”

Max passed that one to May, and opened the correct box this time.

There was quite an assortment of small things in there. Max saw a Shell Bell on a worn-out old string, a Toxic Orb wrapped carefully in clear film, a Magnet and a strange-looking scarf, as well as a couple of sparkling stones.

“What are these?” he asked. “I recognize about half of them…”

“They’re my old things from when I was a trainer,” Norman told him. “That Toxic Orb I used to use to really make my signature move have some punch, for instance… but I don’t really need them any more, so we thought you should have them.”

May blinked. “Wait… I recognize some of these. Are these Mom’s old contest accessories?”

“That’s right!” her father agreed. “We talked it over, and really this is about the best help we thought we could be with your contest ambitions. They’re better off helping you than gathering dust in a box somewhere…”

She put the box down carefully, then hugged him. “Thanks, Dad.”

“Yeah!” Max agreed, tying the Magnet to Ohm’s neck with a tight knot. “These are going to be really helpful!”

“I hope they are,” Norman smiled.


“Any idea what you’re going to do with those?” May asked, once they were well out of Petalburg.

“I’m not sure what half of them are,” Max admitted. “I mean, I’m pretty sure this is a Shell Bell, but what are these?”

May examined the two stones. “…not sure, I was never good at working out what Evolution Stone was what. I never had to use any, see…”

“Right,” Max said. “Oh well… Ash? Brock? Either of you know what these are?”

Ash examined them. “Uh… actually, I think that one might be a Dawn Stone. I looked at one for Snorunt… well, before working out it wouldn’t work. This was before he evolved into Glalie.”

“…see, I’d have checked first,” May said. “A Dawn Stone, really? Huh.”

“The other one looks familiar,” Brock contributed. “Not sure where from, though. And I don’t recognize the paper either.”

Max shrugged. “Oh well, I guess I’ll find a use for everything somehow.”

“Me too,” May said. “Though possibly only by covering Venusaur in them to disguise her as a fabric shop.”

Max restrained a giggle. He glanced down at Ohm, who was looking a little tired. “Uh… can we break for lunch?”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Ash said. “I’m pretty hungry.”

“Ash, that’s your ground state of being,” Brock said.

“Pardon?”

“He means it’s normal,” Pikachu translated helpfully.

“Thanks!”


Brock, as ever, rose to the challenge of catering. Despite having not seen them in years, he still remembered the preferences of Max, May and Blaziken, and gave Ohm a collection of small things to try to work out his own tastes.

“I’m really glad you’re here, Brock,” Ash admitted. “We ate at a lot of restaurants or had sandwiches in the Orange Islands… which kind of gets boring after a while.”

“Never considered learning to cook, Ash?” Max asked.

“Last time I seriously tried, Cilan thought I’d just picked ingredients at random,” Ash reported.

“You can just follow a recipe,” May pointed out. “It’s not like you have to go straight from sandwiches to freestyle gourmet cuisine.”

Ash looked dubious for a moment, then glanced over at his Pokémon. “Everything OK, guys?”

Pikachu nodded. “Thanks for the hash browns, Brock!” he said happily.

“I knew you mainly wanted a way to get ketchup,” Brock replied with a chuckle. “Don’t forget to have the regular Pokémon food as well, it’s for nutritional balance.”

The Electric-type’s reply was to have some more of the bowl of food Brock had cooked for him. “Not quite as good, but still good!”

“How did you make it taste so nice?”Mawile asked, taking another piece of her own meal and eating it carefully.

“There’s some strawberry in the mix,” Brock told her. “Specially for you.”

“Thank you, Mister Brock!” Mawile said firmly. “That’s nice of you.”

“…I was kind of getting some of that,” May said. “Was she saying thank you?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “That’s right, you’re starting to get it!”

“To be fair, it wasn’t exactly a hard one to pick…” Max said. “No, Ohm, you don’t need to eat the grass…”

Brock took a note. “Okay, I’ll add a bit of wheat to the next ones for him. He might have a fiber problem. It should be okay if he doesn’t have much of it.”

“Did you have this kind of problem with Pikachu, Ash?” Max asked.

Ash chuckled. “My problems with Pikachu were more… direct. He did not like me at first, I was wearing rubber gloves and dragging him on a leash…”

He shook his head. “But I guess Professor Oak knew it would work out, what with the time travel thing and all…”

Finishing his plate, he took one of the cookies. “Man, this brings back memories… wait, didn’t Taillow-”

“A-ha!” a voice chirped, and then there was a dark-blue and white blur swooping down from the branches.

Ash flung up an arm by reflex, and his block hit the oncoming Taillow in the breast. There was a bright blue flash, and Ash was bowled over backwards by twenty kilos of Swellow moving at high speed.

“…what just-” May blinked, looking at the space Ash had been occupying.

“Hiya, Swellow!” Ash mumbled from underneath his first Hoenn Pokémon.

The Swallow Pokémon flipped upright with a clap of her wings, and looked around. “May? Max? Brock? …why is there an Entei?”

She looked down at what she was perched on. “Oops – sorry, Ash!”

“No problem,” Ash said, pushing himself back upright. “I guess we should explain everything…”


“Right,” Swellow said, some minutes later. “Honestly, I should have expected you to get involved in time travel sooner or later…”

“Actually, this is the third distinct time,” Brock said. “I think?”

“Fourth counting Coronet City,” Ash said, with a frown. “Not sure if that one counts. But yeah – there was one in Johto, before we met the first time, and then one in Sinnoh, and this one we’re in now.”

Swellow nodded, accepting that. “Thanks for the info. So… I guess you’ve basically just kept on the same schedule from the first time…”

“Kinda,” Ash agreed.

“Right.”

She was about to raise another question, but was interrupted by the curious Mawile.

“How did you originally meet Ash?” she asked.

“About the same way as this time, actually…” Swellow admitted. “I stole a cookie from Max, and then Ash got interested when he saw how many shocks from Pikachu it took to make me stop… well, I never actually did give up, as such…”

“Keep telling yourself that,” Pikachu said, and Swellow gave him a look before chuckling.

“You’re resistant to electricity?” Ohm said, cocking his head. “But.. you’re a Flying-type. That’s not how that works…”

“Just try me, mutt,” Swellow invited with a toss of her beak.

“…what’s a mutt?”

“That would be you,” she told him.

“Oh, right!” Electrike hunched down slightly. “I guess I should try not to shock too hard…”

“No, go ahead!” Swellow told him, taking off and hovering in mid-air. “It’s been a while since I had a good fight!”

Electrike fired a blast of electricity at her, which skirled over her feathers and ran from the bases to the sleek, pointed tips before dissipating.

“Was that it?” Swellow asked, sounding honestly offended. “You did hear me, right?”

Another blast. Swellow handled this one as easily as the last one, before flipping over on one wing and banking around in a wide circle. She dove at Electrike, letting out a loud cry, and didn’t turn aside until the very last moment – tail flicking up to let her turn more sharply.

The sight of her attack run had made Electrike jump backwards, startled, and Swellow did a satisfied roll before alighting on a low branch and preening for a moment.

“Told you.”

“Ash?” Max asked. “Why were they fighting just then?”

“Swellow was showing off,” Ash explained. “She’s good at taking electrical attacks – Pikachu first put together the Thunder Armour on her, and I’m pretty sure he hadn’t worked out how to stop it actually shocking her yet…”

He frowned. “Actually, that was pretty helpful. I can see you’re still really manoeuvrable, so you’re much better close-in whereas Pidgeot is more long-ranged.”

“Oh, yeah, Pidgeot!” Swellow said, brightening. “That was what I was going to ask – I heard a lot about her, but I never actually met her. Is… she…”

Ash began to go for the Pokéball in question at his belt, but Swellow’s voice tailing off made him look up. “What?”

“…I know you’ve got Entei,” she said, nodding. “But… what about Lugia?”

“Yeah – the Lugia from Shamouti, anyway,” Ash said, surprised. “Why him in particular- whoa!”

Swellow was abruptly hovering in front of his face. “You mean that your Pidgeot is the one who learned Aeroblast!? I heard about that early this year from some of the migrating Swellow who went to the Orange Islands – that’s one of the coolest things-”

Pidgeot finally came out of her Pokéball, forming perched at the side of the clearing. “Ah, you must be Swellow.”

Swellow’s head flicked around, and she darted over to Pidgeot a moment later. “It is you, right? I’ve heard so much about you!”

“I’ve heard a lot about you as well, the last couple of years,” Pidgeot said, with a smile. “And yes, that’s right – I learned Aeroblast from Lugia while Ash was in the Orange Islands and Johto.”

She frowned slightly. “Mind, I did have to use it on the Birds of Shamouti a few times…”

“You’re even more amazing than I’d heard,” Swellow said, then blushed slightly. “Uh… sorry, I must be being kind of overeager…”

“I’ll admit it’s a bit strange,” Pidgeot mused. “But – don’t worry, really, it’s fine. I’d be happy for the company in the air, if you want to train – Noctowl’s too stately for our styles to be very similar and Charizard just likes to incinerate everything.”

“I am so there!” Swellow said quickly.

Ash smiled. “That’s nice,” he said, then blinked. “You guys hear that?”

Houndoom nodded. “I can hear it. Flying-types – lots of them.”

Swellow blinked. “Oh, yeah, hold on a moment-”

Approximately fifty Taillow arrived in the clearing.

“Guys!” Swellow shouted. “Guys? Listen!”

They ignored her, chirping among themselves asking what had happened to ‘the boss’.

“Okay, you morons…” Swellow muttered, and plunged forwards.

She wove a complicated path through the flock, tweaking tails and cuffing with her wings, and by the end of a few seconds had managed to hit about ten of them and get all fifty hopping mad.

“Okay, Pikachu!” she said, doing a hairpin turn back along the line of the Taillow flock. “Blast us!”

Pikachu obliged.

It rained Taillow.


“…so… you’re the boss?” one of the larger Taillow asked, some minutes later.

“YES!” Swellow said, rolling her eyes. “How many times… bird-brains.”

“If you’re really the boss, then why aren’t you a Taillow?”

“I evolved,” Swellow replied simply. “Oh, by the way, I’m going with this guy now.”

A flip of her wing indicated Ash.

“…okay, sure,” the first Taillow said. “Whatever. Just don’t pick fights with something too tough for you.”

“I’m sorry, you must be confusing me for a Pokémon who’s weak enough she can get in over her head,” Swellow rejoined. “Besides, have you seen his Pokémon? That’s the Pidgeot we heard about!”

“Wait, the one from Shamouti?” someone near the back asked. “Okay, now I want to go with him…”

“I saw him first!”


“It’s nice having a Flying-type who I can do this with,” Ash said. “Pidgeot’s kind of big now…”

“Yeah, I’m definitely the small one in the bunch,” Swellow admitted. She adjusted her grip on his arm. “That’s not hurting at all, right?”

“No, it’s fine,” Ash assured her.

Nodding, Swellow glanced over at the group. “Max training Pokémon is new, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, he was just about to start before the time travel thing… seemed kinda cruel to make him wait another four-odd years,” Ash said.

Max heard, and shot him a quick smile.

“Wait… I heard something,” Swellow said, and launched herself skywards with another quick flirt of her wings. She went high, seemed to pause for a moment, and came skimming back down again.

Landing on Ash’s arm, she cleared her throat. “Uh… there’s a guy wearing a giant Taillow suit over in the next clearing…”

“I remember him!” May said, realizing. “It’s that guy… Nicolai, that was it. He was my first opponent in a proper Pokémon battle.”

“Oh, yeah, him,” Swellow nodded. “I was thinking Zigzagoon suit…”

“Hey – Ash?” Max asked. “Should I challenge him? Should both of us, for that matter?”

“Actually, that sounds like a pretty good idea,” Ash agreed.


“Left, Ohm!” Max called. “Now – Spark!”

Ohm barked, fur bristling, and charged forwards.

“Type isn’t everything,” Nicolai said, stepping back a pace in his costume. “Mudkip – Mud-Slap!”

“Jump!” Max said quickly. “Try to get over it!”

The Electric-type tried, jumping with a yip of exertion, but the spray of muddy water and soil caught his rear legs as he jumped and knocked him off course slightly.

Mudkip tackled him as he landed, taking a shock in return, and then sprayed another Mud-Slap at Ohm. This one made him close his eyes to avoid his vision being obscured, and he growled in annoyance. “Not again!”

“Okay, right and forwards!” Max said. “Boost!”

Ohm directed some of his stored electricity into his legs, accelerating with a zzzip and sizzle, and collided with the retreating Mudkip before it could react.

“Bite, quick!”

“Mud bomb!”

Ohm’s attack connected, making Mudkip wince, but then the little mudskipper fired out a sizable ball of grey-brown mud which knocked Ohm flat on his back.

“I think that’s the match, kid,” Nicolai said. “Not bad, not really… but I’d have expected better – a lot better – from Norman’s kid.”

May cleared her throat.

“What is it?” Nicolai asked, looking up.

“Max is my brother,” May said. “My younger brother – I’m the one who’s at the normal starting age.”

There was a quiet splash as Mudkip hosed Ohm down – feeling it was only polite.

“Oh?” Nicolai asked. “Interesting… well, I guess I’ll fight you too! Zigzagoon!”

“Blaziken!” May replied.

Nicolai blinked. “Huh… okay, Zigzagoon, use Tackle!”

“Skyfire!” May called.

Blaziken glanced back at her, looking quizzical.

“Not the full version,” she assured him.

Satisfied, Blaziken stepped back as Zigzagoon came in, before planting his left foot on the ground and sweeping it forwards.

When it met the Normal-type, he handled the impact of the Tackle with a slight wince before raising his left foot sharply into the air.

Zigzagoon let out a slightly startled chitter as it was lifted into the air, and then Blaziken bent over backwards to take his weight on his hands - then straightened his leg again.

The force of the push launched Zigzagoon a long way skywards, and Blaziken came back to his feet before launching forwards a stream of rippling fire.

“Wait, that’s-” Nicolai began, as the fire reached for Zigzagoon. “Hey, stop!”

At that point, the apex of the flames detonated – before Zigzagoon fell back into them. The pillow of pressure bounced Nicolai’s Pokémon into the air a little, and then Blaziken was off and running.

He caught the Normal-type gently as it came back to earth, looking woozy, and placed him carefully on the ground once more.

“Basically, it’s a long winded way of saying don’t mess with my brother,” May informed him.

Nicolai considered, then nodded. “I guess so… well, sorry, then?”

“That’s okay,” Max said, towelling Ohm off. “No harm done.”


“Arceus, are we done?” Sir Aaron asked, looking out over the latest devastated landscape.

He had to admit, it was quite a conveniently designed world. Thus far none of the battles had actually damaged any property, as such… though the smoking, melted ruin that had previously been a castle carved out of a Nixtorm glacier probably belonged to someone, now he thought about it.

Not quite. One more area left. A pause. As you well know, I’m sure you’ve been counting.

“Yeah, there’s still the Dragon type region left.” Aaron cupped his hands around his mouth. “You guys okay down there?”

“We’re fine!” Palkia called, and there was a crashing sound as hundreds of tonnes of ice avalanched down the mountainside. In a plume of steam from his Scald, Palkia emerged from the icy cliff he’d been buried in, and Dialga followed him out a moment later.

“Kyurem was a dirty trick, dad,” Giratina added, phasing through the ice. “Especially all three of them.”

It was a good fight, right? Arceus asked. Never say I don’t keep you lot entertained. I’ve already planned the next game… anyway, yes, it’s time for the dragon region. How much of a fight do you want it to be?

“On a scale of what to what?” Sir Aaron asked.

Put it this way. One option means Rayquaza’s on Nobunaga’s team, and that’s the low end.

Aaron braced his foot, and heaved one of his Sacred Swords out of the ground it had been buried in for inspection.

Deciding it was too damaged to bother with, he let it collapse – intending to form a new one nearer the time. “What’s the high end?”

Every single dragon I can think of.

“Go for that!” Giratina said immediately.

“I agree!” Dialga chimed in. Then frowned. “Wait… don’t you have a Plate that makes you-”

With a flash, they vanished as Arceus exerted a miniscule portion of his divine will.

There was silence for half a second. Then, with a groaning, shuddering crash, the last of the icy castle finally gave way and avalanched down into the valley.


AN:


Some stuff which happened in the first few episodes of Advance Generation.

Incidentally, that Pokémon the Rockets got for Boss and his mother is one of the ones who probably wouldn’t give a damn about going from an underground and hidden pool to a fishtank.

They’ve learned that lesson…

The Maples’ little gifts was an idea I thought was sweet. Everything in Max’s box has an intended purpose.

The Gary thing… forwards planning.

As for Swellow – it’s number three of the regional birds! (Or four, if you count Lugia for Orange Islands.) She’s quick, agile, and tough.

Finally… well, May did have certain annoyances to work out with regard to Nicolai.

Oh, yeah, and Sir Aaron and co. have nearly finished Ransei.






119. Hoenn 3


Dexter rang.

“Who is it?” Ash asked, taking the Pokedex out of his pocket.

It’s Gary, unless one of his Pokemon wants a word, Dexter supplied.

“Thanks. Hey, Gary!” Ash said, hitting the answer key.

“Ashy-boy,” Gary replied. “How are you finding Hoenn?”

“It’s nice,” Ash said, stretching. “Warmer than Johto, which is nice. I do kinda miss Misty, but…” He shrugged.

“Right,” Gary said. “I’m still in Kalos, it’s more convenient for research to stick around where Gurrkin and Sycamore stay.”

“Oh, yeah, the Mega thing,” Ash agreed. “How’s that going?”

“Pretty well,” Gary said. “I do kind of need more Mega transformations to study first-hand, though, especially how it differs between different stones and Pokemon for the same trainer… anyway, I called for a reason.”

“Go ahead,” Ash said.

“Want to do a trade?”

Ash blinked. “Uh… wait, who were you thinking of?”

“No, you’re not understanding,” Gary informed him. “I wasn’t thinking of trading a Pokemon you have – I was thinking, you catch a Pokemon or two from a short list, and I catch something vaguely cool over here in Kalos to swap with you.”

“Uh… I guess I don’t see the problem with that,” Ash said, frowning. “So long as the Pokemon don’t mind, I mean…”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Gary waved off. “I’m charismatic! Anyway, what should I look at to catch for you?”

Ash gave that a thought. “Well… I guess something not from anywhere I’ve already been – Kanto, Johto, Hoenn, Sinnoh or Unova.”

“Got it. And Ash?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks, this’ll be a real help. Smell ya later!”

The call closed with a click.

“Huh,” Max said, blinking. “That was kinda strange…”

“Gary’s… Gary,” Ash decided to say.

There was a ping from Dexter’s speaker. He just texted a list of Pokemon he’d be fine with. I think we meet most of these.

Ash scanned through the list. “All of them, actually, one way or the other… okay, I guess I’ll keep an eye out – wait, Houndoom has a Mega Stone? Neat…”

“I do?” Houndoom asked, interested.

“Not you specifically, Houndoom in general…”


“Hey, you!”

Jessie and James looked up. “Who’s that?”

“Me,” a green-haired man said, coming out of the trees. “Those Ekans are mine!”

Jessie looked down at the dozen or so Poison-types in her arms. “What, these Ekans? Sorry, you must be mistaken. These are another group of Ekans.”

“Like hell… hey, stop that?”

Meowth didn’t stop picking the lock on a cage full of Koffing. “Eh, you ain’t da Boss of me.”

“Those are mine as well!”

“Then I guess you can recall them?” James challenged. “If they’re yours, I mean.”

“No, they ain’t Pokemon I caught,” the man – Rico – said, in tones of exasperation. “They’re mine because I’m going to sell them – now, hand them over!”

Jessie gave him an unimpressed look. “Whoops,” she said, depositing the Ekans on the ground – the Poison-types wasting no time in slithering off into the bushes.

“Butterfingers!” Meowth added, chuckling, and then the cage clunked open. A cloud of Koffing headed skywards, also not particularly interested in sticking around.

“Right, that’s it!” Rico said, eye twitching. “Fearow, catch those Koffing! Pupitar, you can handle these morons – then get the Ekans too!”

“Hey, Jessie?” James asked. “Did we do the motto?”

“We didn’t do the motto,” Jessie replied.

“Poor guy,” James said. “He didn’t get that chance to surrender.”

“What’s that?” Rico asked, as his Pokemon emerged. Fearow let out a caw and soared skywards, and Pupitar jetted into position to attack.

“You do know what these big R letters on our shirts mean, right?” James checked.

“I’m not impressed in small-timers who hide behind the symbol of Team Rocket,” Rico chuckled.

“…he doesn’t know what da big R letters mean,” Meowth sighed.

James pointed. “Vine whip!”

Vines duly Whipped out from the bushes, reaching for Pupitar, as both Carnivine and Victreebel attacked at the same time.

“Wha-” Rico began, then shook his head. “Okay, no more games. Fearow! Back down here – cut those vines!”

“Let go!” James said quickly, and the vines from both his Grass-types went slack a moment before Fearow reached them with his long beak.

Pupitar looked a bit worse for wear… for a moment. Then he flashed a bright white, and began to evolve.

“Well, I guess Ash is nearby…” Jessie sighed quietly to herself.

“At last!” Rico chuckled. “Fearow, back after the Koffing! Tyranitar can handle this!”

Another harsh caw, and Fearow ascended back into the sky.

“Tyranitar!” Rico went on, clearly enjoying being able to use the word. “Hyper Beam!”

Jessie brought her Pokeball out from behind her back. “Mirror Coat!”

Wobbuffet materialized just as Tyranitar fired, and the enormous Rock/Dark Type then found itself on the receiving end of its own Hyper Beam.

Except this one was twice as strong as the one he’d fired in the first place.

Rico jumped out of the way as his Tyranitar came crashing back towards him, then did a double-take as a very determined-looking Cubone jumped on Tyranitar’s chest and started hitting him with a club to keep him quiet.

Then there was an explosion of flame and smoke, and Fearow crashed to the ground.

“This is Rocket turf,” James summed up, as Moltres flew down to hover overhead.

“You might want to try somewhere else,” Jessie mused. “I hear it’s nice in India this time of year.”

Rico gaped, then returned both Pokemon and fled.

“Nice,” Meowth said, once he was gone. “Now dat should scare ‘im off for good.”

Carnivine said something.

“Oh, good point,” he added. “Carnivine just asked where Cacnea was…”

“How?” James asked.

“…good question,” Jessie frowned.

Carnivine said something else.

“Oh, dat’s convenient,” Meowth said, relieved. “Carnivine already found him.”

Demonstrating, Carnivine held up the Grass-type in question in his vines.

“You know,” Jessie mused, as James gave the slightly confused cactus a hug. “Maybe we should just visit Ash in a week when we’ve got Seviper too…”


“It was around here, right?” Ash asked, glancing around. “I think we were near here…”

“I think so too,” Pikachu agreed. “Wasn’t there that big tree?”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Okay… hey, Swellow, can you look to see if there’s a big tree around here?”

“Ash?” she said, blinking. “We’re in a forest. It’s trees everywhere.”

“Yeah, but this one’s really big,” Ash clarified somewhat. “It should be the tallest tree in… well, the tallest tree nearby, anyway.”

“Right,” she chirped, and took off.

“Looking for Treecko?” Max asked, and got a nod. “Right, I thought it was around this place.”

“It’s kind of nice, seeing all these old friends turning up again,” May said. “Can’t wait for Beautifly… or anyone, really. Especially being able to talk to them.”

“Found something,” Swellow reported. “Well, I think it’s the right thing… it’s a tree, but it really isn’t much of one. All dried up and sad-looking.”

“That sounds about right,” Ash agreed, looking up at her as she came down to land. “Which way is it?”

Swellow pointed her wing. “That way.”

“Thanks! Come on, guys-”

Ash paused.

“Wait a moment… Dexter? Is Professor Oak available? I’d like to make a switch-out or two…”


“This is the tree you meant?” Larvitar asked, looking up. “It’s certainly…”

He paused, looking for an appropriate word.

He didn’t find one.

“Large.”

On seeing Pikachu’s unimpressed expression, he shrugged. “I eat rocks, do you want me to be impressed?”

Ash chuckled. “I think it’s nice… I mean, it must be the oldest tree in the forest!”

A twig whistled out of the foliage of a nearby, smaller, tree and stuck in the ground in front of Ash.

“What was that?” Brock asked, then noticed Ash’s smile and closed eyes. “Is it-”

“Yep,” Ash agreed. “Hey, Treecko! Come down from there, okay? I just want to talk.”

There was a pause for a moment, then the Treecko came jumping out of the leafy branches to land some distance away.

“Talk?” he asked. “What do you mean, talk?”

“Well…” Ash considered. “I’m pretty sure that I know a way to help that tree. I can’t promise anything, but it might help… just hear me out, okay?”

Treecko tilted his head for a moment, toying with another sharp twig, then gave a nod.

Ash sat down. “First… I knew you in the future, and yes that sounds ridiculous. Second… I’ve got a Meganium, they can heal plants and I think she might be able to heal the tree. But… well, you were my Pokemon, which would probably mean coming with me even if the tree did get healed, so think it over.”

Treecko considered. “I’m grateful for the help, but… how, exactly, do I know you’re telling the truth about that first one?”

“I can show you, which would mean I use Aura to remind you of our time together,” Ash said, demonstrating for a moment with a flicker of blue light that he did indeed have the ability to use Aura. “If you don’t want to go with that… I guess one of my Pokemon could vouch for me.”

“Would that impress me?” Treecko asked.

“It might,” Suicune replied.

Treecko noticeably did not jump.

“…I will admit, that is impressive,” he said. “Okay. You heal the tree, and I’ll come with you.”

He looked down for a moment. “I… would rather stay, in all honesty. But I have the suspicion that my birthplace died in this other time you mention, and if I went with you then I’ll do it now. Having my family live there would be enough.”

Ash smiled. “Thanks, Treecko – and, really, if you’d rather stay I’ll let you. I’d miss you, but… I would.”

“Thank you for giving me the choice,” Treecko said.


Meganium took a deep breath, held it, and then let out a long, slow exhalation laced with golden pollen.

Under the hushed gaze of the clan of Treecko, Meganium’s pollen spread out. Drifting slightly on the wind, it settled on the aged trunk and hung there.

“Meganium?” Ash asked. “Is it working?”

“A bit,” Meganium reported, and did it again. This time, the pollen glowed a little brighter, and where it settled some colour began to come back into the lower reaches of the tree.

“This is a pretty tough tree… there’s still something there, but it’s taking a lot of effort to bring it back.” Meganium shook her head, then used a third Heal Pulse. “It doesn’t help it’s so big…”

“Don’t hurt yourself, Meganium,” Ash said, keeping an eye on her. “If it’s too hard-”

“No, I can do it,” she insisted. “Just give me a moment… actually…”

Flower flaring, she left off healing for a moment. First she fired up a Sunny Day, greatly increasing the brightness of the sunlight falling around them.

The second thing she did was to use Growth. A lot.

With the solar-enhanced energy flowing through her she tried another healing pulse of energy. This one was bigger and brighter than before, reaching high up the trunk, and lingered there for a long time.

“Look!” one of the younger Grass-types said, pointing. “Is that a bud?”

“All right!” Ash smiled. “Just keep it up!”

Meganium got off three more deep healing breaths before she had to stop, flanks heaving, but by that point the process was starting to develop a life of its own.

One by one, buds unfurled at the tips of the tall branches before studding the sides. They trembled for a moment, then burst open, releasing leaves and flowers, and a great sigh went up from the watching Pokemon.

“That was amazing, Meganium,” Ash said. “Really cool!”

“Thanks, Ash,” she said, smiling back.

Turning to the Treecko elder, she nodded to him. “It’s still going to be weak – make sure to take good care of it, make sure it gets the right amount of water and stuff like that. But it should be okay now.”

“Thank you, Meganium,” the elder said, bowing. “And thanks be to your trainer as well, for restoring our home.”

A moment later, the one Ash knew stepped forwards.

“You fulfilled your end of the bargain,” he said, and rubbed the back of his neck for a moment. “Though I would probably have considered trying enough… anyway, now it’s time for me to fulfil mine.”

“Glad to have you,” Ash said, shaking his hand.

“Ash-” Brock began, but then it was too late.

The elder observed what happened for several seconds, then frowned. “Was he always a Sceptile?”


“I see,” Sceptile said, as they walked along. “That is… troubling.”

“I know,” Ash admitted. “We’ve been looking for Cyrus, but no sign so far.”

“Sensible,” Sceptile agreed. “And… I wanted to thank you for giving me the option as you did, and both yourself and Meganium for healing the tree. I’m grateful of it – that tree was, and now is, important to me.”

“I’m glad you think so,” Ash said.

They walked along in silence for a moment.

“So… Suicune?” Sceptile asked.

“It’s a long story,” Ash told him, and the Water-type nodded in agreement. “The short version is, apparently being the one Arceus chooses to send back in time to save the world is considered a vote of confidence, and now Legendaries are impressed with me.”

“That’s the very short version indeed,” Suicune said, a smile dancing over her muzzle. “Fairly accurate, though – and I can’t say I regret a moment.”

“Then I’m glad to have you on the team,” Sceptile said seriously. “Perhaps we could spar some time?”

Suicune blinked. “Well… certainly.”

“Sceptile’s pretty tough,” Ash informed her. “He’s the one who beat Darkrai in Sinnoh.”

“I see. Well, now, this might be a great deal of fun…”


“I’m really amazed by how tall that tree is,” Ash said, shading his eyes. “I mean, I know we’re on a hill, but I can still see it today!”

Brock squinted, not that anyone could tell. “Yeah, there it is. Is it me or does it look just a bit greener than when we saw it before?”

“Looks like,” May said. “That’s nice.”

Ash let Meganium out so she could see her handiwork, and she smiled at the distant splash of green.

May frowned. “Wait a moment… hey, Ash, you know how you’ve only got Larvitar on alternating days?”

“Yeah?” Ash confirmed, one hand going to his belt for a moment – Larvitar’s Pokeball wasn’t there, as it happened, he was with his mother. “What of it?”

“Well…” May looked a little embarrassed. “One of us should have thought of it sooner… couldn’t you have just left one of the transceivers back at the tree? Sceptile could have gone back if he wanted to…”

There was a silence for a few seconds.

“…whoops…” Ash said, weakly.

“Now you mention it,” Meganium said, slowly, “that would have worked.”

“I can’t believe I forgot that!” Ash said, shaking his head. “Sceptile? Do you want to-”

Sceptile emerged.

“I’ll certainly give the offer deep thought,” he said. “I do wish I’d known about it before, but… well, what’s done is done, and with Pokemon like your Pidgeot around then the problem can be handled at short notice.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “But it shouldn’t really have happened in the first place… ergh, sorry!”

Sceptile smiled faintly.

“I’m sorry, too…” Meganium admitted. “I mean, we all know Ash is a bit of an idiot-”

“Hey!”

“-but we should know better.”

“I’ll second that,” Pikachu said. “I feel kind of guilty about that, Sceptile.”

“Don’t worry, really,” Sceptile assured them. “Nothing’s wrong that can’t be fixed.”

“What are they saying?” Max asked.

“Horrible, horrible things…” Ash sighed, trying to keep the smile off his face.

It was just inexplicably funny somehow.


“Is it me or is it really kind of a long way from Petalburg to Rustboro?” Max asked, as they toiled up another hill. “It’s ridiculous!”

“Actually, it’s not that bad for Hoenn,” May said, huffing a little herself. “It’s just that it’s a long way on land – we usually get to sail most of the really long distances. That and it’s hilly.”

She glanced down at Ethan’s map. “That said, yeah, we’re not very much of the way at all.”

“I’m kind of glad of the journey,” Ash said. “It’s a good chance to get reacquainted with friends – human and Pokemon both.”

“I like that way of thinking of it,” May agreed. “Especially getting reacquainted with Brock’s cooking!”

Brock smiled at the compliment. “Thanks, May. I try to do the best I can.”

“The best you can is really tasty!” Max chimed in.

“Wait,” Ash said, raising a hand. “There’s something…”

His hand crept towards his waist, then something exploded out of the bushes and he threw the Pokeball in a single flowing motion. “Bullet Punch!”

Lucario emerged from his Pokeball in mid-air, took in the situation at a glance, and punched the attacking Pokemon in the side of the head. A hissing roar turned into a startled yelp, and the Seviper crashed to the ground a few yards from the group.

His tail lashed out at Lucario, hitting with a clang, and Lucario pursed his lips in an attempt not to giggle as the Poison-type drew back a slightly dented Poison Jab.

“Lucario, that’s another remindable one,” Ash told him. “One of the Rockets’.”

“Oh, yeah, this was about where we got attacked last time…” May agreed, nodding to herself. “I’d forgotten that.”

Lucario nodded, and closed in to attack.


Thirty confusing seconds later, he had the somewhat stunned Seviper held by the neck and tail, with his midsection tied into a simple knot to reduce his length.

“I’ve never seen someone do an overhand knot with a snake before…” Brock said. “And that really shouldn’t ever need to be said.”

Ash shrugged, before moving forwards and tapping Seviper lightly on the side with a blue glowing hand.

Seviper shook his head, seeming to shake off some of the paralysis. “What just happened?”

He looked around. “Okay, I recognize you, you, you and you… wait, where’s the… and… okay, did you somehow steal me from Rocket HQ? Where’s Jessie? James?”

Seviper thrashed irritably, and Lucario let his tail go. Using the loose end, the Poison-type untied himself. “James or Meowth would do…”

“They’ll be along soon, I guess,” Ash said. “There’s this whole time travel thing going on, it’ll take a while to explain.”

“You seem friendly all of a sudden…” Seviper observed.

“Yeah, we kind of made up with your trainer,” Brock told him. “We’ve not seen them in a few days, but I guess they’ll come looking for you. This is about when you got caught last time.”

“Right…” Seviper said, a bit dubiously. He gave Lucario a long, suspicious look. “Fine, then. I suppose it’s going to be simpler to just… follow you around…”


Sceptile watched the Seviper from afar, eyes narrowed with suspicion.

He trusted Ash, but not enough to be sure that he wasn’t making a mistake. So… he watched.

Nothing more.

The Poison-type snapped a little irritably as the Electrike, Volta, walked too close – then subsided, glowering, as Lucario raised a warning paw.

“Do I need to tie you in a knot again?” Lucario asked.

“…no,” Seviper admitted reluctantly.

“Good. Remember, we’re planning to return you to your trainer as soon as possible.”

Sceptile watched as the serpent subsided, muttering.

“Can I have a word?”

“Meganium?” he asked, looking up as the other Grass-type approached. “Certainly.”

“Thanks. Well…” Meganium paused, trying to come up with the words. “I was wondering why you look at me like that?”

“Like what?” Sceptile asked, not sure what she meant. “Was I looking at you funny?”

“Not funny, just… different.” Meganium rolled her neck in a shrug. “Or maybe it is funny, I’m not sure. I noticed you were… well… you seemed to be expecting someone else.”

Sceptile frowned, then realized what it probably was. “Ah. I think I know.”

Meganium looked at him expectantly.

“When I evolved,” he began. “I’m not sure if you’re aware when this was… it was in Kanto?”

“The Battle Frontier, right,” Meganium said. “I think I remember hearing about it from Donphan, but that was a while later.”

“Right,” Sceptile nodded. “And… well, it sounds silly. There was a Nurse Joy with a Meganium, and… well, I fell head-over-heels for her. Absolutely besotted.”

Meganium winced. “I think I can see where this is going, actually…”

“If you’re guessing it didn’t work out, you’re more aware than I was,” Sceptile said bitterly. “I battled the Tropius she loved over her, but that didn’t fix anything – she didn’t have any affection for me – and even after I evolved, the experience made me unable to use attacks. It was… traumatic.”

Meganium winced.

“Would you believe me if I said that I know the feeling?” she asked.

Sceptile blinked. “I wasn’t aware you’d had a romantic relationship.”

“I didn’t, that’s the problem,” Meganium clarified. “In fact, if anything it was more impossible than yours.”

“I somehow doubt that…” Sceptile muttered.

The other Grass-type took a deep breath. “Ash.”

Sceptile’s twig fell out of his mouth.

Catching it with a vine, Meganium passed it back, and he took it absently. “You actually… I must admit, that does indeed beat my experience.”

“Well, it’s stranger…” Meganium admitted. “And more futile. But it sounds like you had more heartbreak than me. Fortunately for me, Ash is sensible enough that once it got through his thick head we talked it out.”

“I’d have liked that…” Sceptile said ruefully.

The conversation stalled a little, and then there was a crack from the other side of the clearing.

Dreading it having been Seviper causing trouble, Sceptile looked up. What he saw instead, though, was… something else entirely.

His trainer had just knocked Lucario into a tree.

“…what?” he said, nearly losing his twig again.

Meganium giggled at his reaction. “Ash takes Aura training seriously – speaking of which-”

Lucario rejoined the fight, and his first combination evened the score. Ash was hit in the shoulder by a roundhouse kick, stumbled, and then Lucario swept in past his guard with a Force Palm and knocked him to the floor.

“I’m guessing more Aura is also the reason he’s still able to walk…” Sceptile said, as Ash bounced back to his feet.

“That’s about the size of it, yeah,” Meganium nodded.

She sat back on her haunches, watching, and Sceptile brought his legs together to sit more easily as well.

“What’s the first gym here?” she asked, after a minute.

“Rock, I think,” Sceptile said. “Rustboro.”

“Wonder if we’ll be called on…”


“How much longer is it going to be?” Seviper asked, testily. “Didn’t we used to run into you every other day?”

“Yeah, but things have calmed down, like I said,” Ash informed him. “Heck, we didn’t meet much all of Johto – which was really kind of a nice change, actually.”

“I’m sure…”

Lucario raised a paw. “Hold on. I see something.”

Ash closed his eyes, looking. “Yeah, there’s something there… it’s kind of hard to make out, a spark of light – wait. Swellow? Can you check if that’s their Moltres?”

“Sure thing, Ash!” Swellow chirped, and set off in a blur of wings.

“…did you just say… their… Moltres?” Seviper blinked.

“Oh, yeah, you’ve got some catching up stuff to do,” Ash said. “They’ve been busy.”

“I wonder just how busy…” Seviper flicked his tail. “Whatever. It’ll be nice to be with Jessie again.”

“I’m sure you’ll have a great time with their new Pokemon,” Ash told him sincerely.

Seviper blinked, then tossed his head.

For a few minutes, they stood on the hilltop.

“Didn’t you meet Shroomish around here?” May asked.

“It was a bit further,” her brother replied. “The city just through that forest. Not long now, though…”

“Right. And it’s not all that much longer until I meet Beautifly again…”

“Ah, the Bug,” Seviper said, drawn into the conversation despite himself. “I think I faced him once or twice in contests…”

May looked at Seviper, then glanced at Brock for help.

“Oh, right,” Brock said, shaking his head. “Sorry, didn’t realize – what was that, Seviper?”

“Forget it.”

“There’s no need to be rude…”

Seviper let out a hissing sigh, then looked around.

He blinked. Did a double take.

“What is that?”

“That’s Jessie and James’ plane!” Ash called, over the growing roar of the engines. “Told you they’ve been busy!”

Seviper’s reply was drowned out by the almighty thunder of the VTOL engines as they engaged, taking the weight of the big plane as it slowed to a halt and dropped to the nearest stretch of flat ground.

Once there, they spooled down a bit, and the hatch lowered.

“Got them!” Swellow chirped, flying out of the hold and alighting on Ash’s arm again.

“Thanks, Swellow,” Ash said, then frowned. “Wait, I see… oh, hi, guys! I see you got Cacnea too!”

“We did,” James said, walking down the ramp festooned in Grass-types. “Carnivine spotted her. Can you…?”

“Sure!” Ash said, and reached out to touch Cacnea with his free hand.

A moment later, James had a much larger cactus on his arm than he was expecting.

He promptly fell over. On top of him.

“Ow…”

“Cacturne, then,” Ash observed. “Huh…”

“James!” Cacturne said, happily. “I learned lots of stuff from Gardenia!”

“…glad to hear it,” James said, levering himself up. “Does anyone have any tweezers? I’ve kind of got needles to pull out…”

While that had been going on, Jessie exited the aircraft herself. “Seviper?”

Seviper brightened, and slithered forwards. “Jessie, it’s good to see… you?”

He slowed. “Is that that Arbok you said you had?”

Arbok poked his head out from the door. “Is that that Seviper you said you had?”

Meowth winced. “Dis could get complicated.”

The two Poison-type serpents approached one another, and each gave the other a long look from nose to tail. There was the odd tremble, as one of them moved slightly before aborting the motion.

Then they nodded courteously to one another.

“Nice to meet you,” Seviper said. “How are you at Contests?”

“We’ve done a bit of practice, but I’m not sure I’m cut out for it,” Arbok admitted. “Did Jessie really catch you by beating you up herself?”

“I’m afraid so…”

Jessie let out a relieved breath. “Phew.”

She then looked contemplative. “Wonder if I could do a routine with both of you at once…”

“Were you worried?” James asked, and pulled on one of the spines. “Ow!”

“…of course not,” she said unconvincingly.


Max swallowed.

“Don’t worry, Max,” May said. “We’ll be here if you have trouble.”

“I’ll handle it if you want,” Ash volunteered.

“No thanks, Ash,” Max replied. He took another breath, and steeled himself. “I should do this.”

Stepping up the path, he knocked.

After a moment, the door opened.

“Hello?” asked the young man who answered the door. “Good morning!”

“Morning,” Max said. “Uh… are you the guy who owns that old mansion on one of the main streets?”

“I am, that’s right,” said the man – Alex. “I’m afraid it’s about to be torn down, though – why do you ask?”

“Well…” Max frowned. “There’s loads of Shroomish living there, and I was wondering what was going to happen to them.”

“Lots of Shroomish?” Alex repeated. “That’s strange, I thought they’d all gone…”

“I think they didn’t have anywhere else to go,” Max said.

“I see. Well… I suppose we should go and have a look,” Alex decided. “I think it’s too late to stop the mansion being taken down, but… well, I’ll see what we can do. I liked the Shroomish when I lived there, but I thought they’d all gone…”


“That seemed a lot easier than it was last time,” Max said, a few hours later.

“I think it’s because Team Rocket weren’t interfering,” Ash suggested. “It made Johto easier, between the bits they weren’t involved with at all…”

“It’s nice of Alex to cancel the demolition work and replant all those trees,” Brock said. “I can’t imagine it was cheap.”

“Yeah,” Ash admitted. “It’s good of him… wait, I think I see the Shroomish you knew, Max.”

“You can? Is he… well…” Max began.

“Doesn’t look like it, I’m afraid…” Ash said, crouching down as the curious Grass-type hopped over. “Hey, Shroomish?”

The Shroomish looked quizzical.

“It’s a long story, but…” Ash thought about how to summarize it. Before he could, though, Max started to speak.

“I’m Max,” he informed the Grass-type. “I… well, I’m kind of new to being a Pokemon trainer, but I was wondering if you’d like to come with me.”

Shroomish frowned. “You mean go in a Pokeball and stuff?”

He considered. “Well… hm, I’m not sure… I guess it’d be neat. And you did help us… sure!”

Ash smiled. “Nice to have you. I’m Ash – I’m kind of helping Max learn how to be a trainer.”

“You are?” Shroomish looked interested. “Uh…”

“Don’t worry, ask any questions you have,” Ash told him.

Shroomish blinked. “You speak-”

“Hi!” Volta said, wagging his tail. “I’m Volta! I’m Max’s Starter!”

“…hello,” Shroomish said after a moment. “You’ve got a nickname?”

“Yeah!” Volta nodded. “I’ve not really settled on one, but there’s a lot of choice!”

“Okay, here’s the full explanation,” Ash said, smiling at the Electric-type’s antics. “It’s kind of complicated…”


“Have you picked a name yet?” Max asked, looking down at the Shroomish he was still carrying.

Shroomish frowned, then shook his head. “Not really.”

Max listened closely, then sighed. “I can’t wait until I get the hang of this Aura stuff…”

“It is a gradual process,” Lucario informed him.

“I guess I’ll have to be happy with that.”

He missed Lucario’s little smirk… as well as the fact that, last week, he wouldn’t quite have been able to understand what Lucario had said.

“What about… Mike?” Max suggested.

Shroomish turned around to look at him. “What?”

Some things needed no translation.

“No, see, it’s because one of the words for mushroom like Paras or Foongus is that they’re Myco… Mycorrhiza,” Max said, stumbling over the word slightly. “And… you know. Mike.”

“You put way too much thought into those,” May said, with a chuckle.

“About the only other idea I had worth hearing was Truffle,” Max admitted. “Unless I try and name him after a Manga character or something…”

He shrugged. “Ah well, we’ve got a while to decide, it’s taken Volta months and he’s still not sure.”

“I’m not!” Volta yipped in agreement.

Max frowned for a moment. “Uh – Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash looked around, then waited a few seconds so Max caught up with him. “What is it?”

“Well… I had an idea for what to teach Shroomish first,” Max explained. “I wanted to see if it made sense.”

Ash nodded.

“Okay, so… I know that when he evolves, which might take a while, he’ll be Fighting-type,” Max began. “And I thought – it’d help to have a good ranged attack, and to be able to keep opponents from moving. So as well as all kinds of spores, like Stun Spore or… just Spore, I wondered if maybe Bullet Seed would be a good one.”

“Sounds like a plan!” Ash agreed. “I’d say it’d be good to get a move like Mega Drain, too, because that would help in staying healthy. Maybe even Grass Knot, too, in case spores don’t work.”

Max nodded. “Right. How do those sound?”

Shroomish frowned. “Do I have to learn them all at once?”

“No, just one at a time,” Ash told him. “Sceptile knows Bullet Seed, you could start by asking him if that’s what you’re going for first. Or… I guess there’s Ivysaur, he’s got a few of the powder moves…”


“The world’s most powerful Pokemon?” Max read off the sign. “Wait…”

He frowned. “Ash, I remember this place. Why are we coming here?”

Ash smiled, a little worryingly. “I’m just going to use it to see how you cope with tricky situations, that’s all. Don’t worry. I have a plan for him.”

“What plan?” May asked.

Ash told them.

“…evil,” Max said. “I like it. Okay, Volta, let’s give this a go!”

“Right!” Volta yapped, not sure why his trainer had reacted like this but willing to listen.


“So, here’s how this works,” Anthony said. “My Pelipper here is the best Pokemon in all of Hoenn, possibly the world!”

He rattled off the spiel, not particularly bothered as to why the girl and that vaguely familiar kid in the billed hat were chuckling to themselves.

“So, kid, how about it?” he asked.

The boy – who looked really young, actually – nodded. “We’ll get you!” he said, firmly. “Okay, Volta, let’s do this!”

Volta turned out to be an Electrike. Interesting – he didn’t have any Pokemon with Ground attacks, so Grass would have to do.

“Vine Whip!” he said, as the battle began.

“Boost, Volta!” his opponent ordered, and the Grass-type attack thwacked to the ground just behind the suddenly-faster Electric type.

“Impressed?” Anthony asked, keeping an eye on the Electrike as it came curving around. “My Pelipper’s special, right?”

“I’ve got an Ivysaur who can use Whirlwind,” the kid with the cap contributed. “The Grass thing’s fairly new, but…”

He shrugged.

“Yeah, Pelipper’s got a much better move spread – Smokescreen!” Anthony interrupted himself, seeing the Electrike readying itself for a pounce.

There was a crackle of flame, and the smoke streamed out of Pelipper’s jaws. Disoriented, the Electric-type stopped in confusion before yapping.

“Fire a Thundershock into the cloud!”

Anthony grinned. “Counter with a Thunder!”

The Electrike was pretty surprised when a Thunder attack came cracking back out of the smoke cloud and hit him. Some of the electricity charged up his fur, which visibly stiffened, but most of the rest of it did actual damage.

“Now, finish him with Flamethrower!” Anthony ordered.

“Thunder Wave back along the line!”

Both attacks fired at the same time. The crackling stream of the Thunder Wave took its cue from the Flamethrower for direction, and Pelipper stumbled a bit as he came flapping out of the smokescreen -electricity arcing around the middle of one wing.

The Flamethrower itself, meanwhile, had hit dead-on. The Electrike stumbled a bit, then flopped forwards with a pant.

“Nice work, Volta,” his opponent said. “Return!”

“Hey, Max?” the middle boy of the three asked. “Can I take over?”

“Sure, Ash,” Max replied, stepping back.

Ash… Ash… the name was kind of familiar, from somewhere…

“You okay to keep going?” Ash asked him.

“Sure!” he replied, sure in his ability to win.

Ash took a Fast Ball, and threw it. “Suicune, use Roar!”

“Suicune!?” Anthony repeated, startled, and didn’t realize the real problem for a moment.

As the blue canine formed, though, he followed the train of thought to its conclusion. “Wait, don’t-”

Suicune ROARED. The sound echoed off the walls, making the Pikachu on Ash’s shoulder tremble for a moment, and his own knees felt a bit weak.

That was the side-scatter, though. The main effect was focused directly on Pelipper, and he promptly vanished back into his Pokeball.

Leaving Magby, Bellsprout and Magnemite abruptly in mid-air as his beak dematerialized from around them.

“Care to explain?” the girl asked, as it rained Pokemon.

“Uh…”

Anthony had to admit, that had looked pretty bad.

“Not impressed,” Suicune added, giving the three remaining Pokemon a look. “This is no way to fight an official battle.”

Magby looked almost ready to cry, and even Magnemite seemed unsettled. Which was perfectly understandable, given an actual Legendary was giving them all a chewing-out.

…and, way too late, he recognized the kid. He was the one who’d won the Johto League, just not wearing his outfit.

“This hasn’t been my day…”


“I’m surprised you let him off that lightly,” Brock admitted.

Ash shrugged. “Well, it’s a strangely workable idea for triple battles, and he wouldn’t have to feel all that bad about it either.”

He turned to Max. “Nice work, by the way – Volta’s real advantage at the moment is his speed, and you did use that well, but aiming back along his attack was a good one too. That’s especially useful when an opponent doesn’t cover you with their smokescreen too.”

Max nodded seriously. “Right.”


One human, one bipedal dragon, one quadrupedal dragon and one floating dragon materialized on (or above) a tiled floor.

“I guess this is the location for the final fight, then?” Sir Aaron asked.

Pretty much. I decided against throwing all the dragons at you at once. Aren’t I a caring parent?

“That’s actually a difficult question…”

Arceus sent a mental sniff to Sir Aaron’s mind – though the ancient knight could tell there was some humour in there.

Basically it’s divided into two parts. Part one is the ones in the tower. That’s just about all of the ones which aren’t Legendary, Mega, or both.

“Ah,” Dialga said, wincing slightly. “I know what that means by process of elimination…”

Sir Aaron muttered something, and formed the other one of his pair of Sacred Swords. “Right. Let’s get ready for this. One of you knows a Fighting move, right?”

Nods from Dialga and Palkia.

“Good. Now, Dragon attacks will be the workhorses – but don’t forget your Ice move, Palkia, that’s better against a lot of them, and-”

Bored now.

The wall collapsed, and a Dragonite and a Salamence were first through the crumbling ruins.

Sir Aaron took aim, threw his swords, and then things got a little bit complicated.


AN:


So, that’s Gary’s plan.

We also have… the Rockets getting some much-belated revenge, Sceptile’s return, Seviper’s somewhat more complicated return, Cacnea/Cacturne, and Max’s Shroomish.

Of the Pokemon Max befriended, it’s the first one he actually interacted with the least – there’s not quite enough to work with there for Ash to restore.

Aside from that…

Well, Sir Aaron and his friends have started their final battle.

There’s a third name that I’ve not mentioned which is in the running for Shroomish. Guy – as in, a fun guy.

(I, and therefore Max, kind of like meaningful and humourous names.)






120. Hoenn 4


“Excuse me?”

Ash looked to his side, seeing a girl with an official-looking uniform hurrying up to the path. “Yes, ma’am?”

Slowing as she arrived, the girl gave them all a quick look. “Hi – sorry about the inconvenience, I’ve not found time to put the signs back up yet. They blew down in…” She shook her head. “Sorry, that’s not the important bit. Anyway – I’m afraid you’re entering a reserve area, so no catching Pokémon and try not to startle them.”

“Right!” Ash said. “Got it. Uh… how far does the reserve go? If the signs are gone…”

The girl pursed her lips. “You’re right, that is a bit of a problem. Tell you what, it’s fairly quiet recently – I’ll lead you through. I need to look at the eastern side anyway, and I’ll be glad of the company.”

“Sounds alright,” May agreed. “Is it a big place?”

“Not really, about ten miles on a side…” A shrug. “It’s basically here because it’s sometimes too far to the Shikoku Reserve.”

“Oh, are you a Ranger then?” Brock asked.

The girl nodded, tapping her belt – indicating a compact device clipped to it, which was clearly a Styler. “Yep. Ranger Katerina, that’s me.”

She shrugged. “Though I barely use it, in all honesty – not much need to…”

“Why not?” Max asked.

Katerina gave him a grin. “I’ve got my own ways of dealing with unruly Pokémon or trainers.”

Putting her fingers in her mouth, she blew hard – making a shrill whistle.

Three loud barks followed, and a trio of Mightyena came loping out of the underbrush nearby. May jumped at how close they’d been, and Ash gave a small smile.

“They seem quite formidable,” Lucario noted. “Fit and sleek – and well coordinated.”

“Yeah,” Katerina nodded, ruffling the fur on one’s neck. “They’re all from the same litter, and I couldn’t find anywhere to foster any of them… so I just raised them all myself. They’re only recently evolved…”

For a moment, she looked a little downcast, and sighed.

“Anyway, they’ve worked pretty well for me.”

“Is there a problem?” Ash asked.

A higher-pitched yap heralded the arrival of the problem, as a Poochyena came hurrying into the clearing before skidding to a halt.

“Sorry, guys…” she said, panting. “I really tried to keep up…”

“We know you did,” replied one of the Mightyena. “It’s no fault of yours.”

“But…” Poochyena huffed. “I really want to be like you three. I really want to evolve… and I just can’t.”

“It’s just a matter of time,” her bigger sister said. “None of us hold it against you.”

Poochyena looked like she was more than annoyed enough at herself to make up for that.

“She sounds upset,” Ash said, indicating the Poochyena with a nod.

“You could tell she’s female?” Katerina blinked. “That’s quite impressive.”

“It’s her voice,” Ash replied. “It’s pretty obvious now I know what to listen for.”

Katerina decided to take that at face value. “It sounds like you could probably do my job for me…”

“Actually, I guess we could help,” Ash added. He glanced at Max for a moment. “She’s upset she can’t evolve, and I can help her with that pretty quickly.”

There was a little indrawn breath from Max.

“How?” Katerina asked. “You can’t just… make a Pokémon evolve. Can you?”

“Ash can,” Brock said immediately and with deep conviction. “On at least one occasion, a Pokémon he was facing evolved twice.”

Ash crouched down, and caught the attention of the Poochyena. “Hey,” he said, softly. “Can I have a word?”

The Poochyena looked up, still a bit upset, and regarded him for several seconds before nodding and padding over.

“This is going to sound pretty unbelievable,” Ash went on. “But it’s all true. First – I’m an Aura wielder.”

“No way!” the biggest of the three Mightyena said, taking a step forwards.

“Way,” Lucario intoned solemnly, making May hold in a giggle.

Ash shifted a bit, getting more comfortable. “And – and this is the crazy bit, the big-secret bit – Max and I met you before, in the future.”

Poochyena tilted her head on one side. “What?”

Her siblings didn’t seem all that clear either.

“Because of that, I can…” Ash shrugged. “Well, I can give you memories of when you evolved, with Max’s help, and that will mean you evolve again. It’s your choice, though.”

“If it means I evolve – I grow up – then I’m all for it,” Poochyena said firmly. “I don’t want to be left behind – or slow my brothers and sister down. Do it, please.”

“Sister, you should think about this for a bit longer-”

“He’s got a Lucario!” Poochyena barked. “You honestly think he’s not trustworthy?”

“It’s not that, and you know it.”

Poochyena growled. “It’s my choice!”

“And it’s one you should think over,” Ash told her. “They’re right, it is a big choice.”

Her ears went down, flattening a little. “I… okay, I guess. Give me a minute.”

While the argument had been going on, Max had rummaged in his pack.

“Can you help out, Kris?” he said softly.

Sure thing.

“Poochyena?” Max said.

She looked up.

“I remember what happened when you evolved too,” he said. “I was wondering… well, if you had any questions, I guess.”

Poochyena frowned, then nodded. “I guess you’re Max, then. He said you helped me – how?”

“I think the best word for it is that I trained you,” Max told her, reading the translation of Kris’ main screen. “Gave you a few tips, taught you Bite, took you out with me to get some practice in… we had a battle with some Pokémon thieves, and…”

He shrugged. “That was enough, I guess.”

“Then…” Poochyena looked lost. “You were my trainer?”

“No,” Max shook his head. “I was too young. I still would be, but Ash is helping me be a young trainer and so I’m allowed to start early.”

Poochyena frowned, thinking that over. She stepped forward and gave him a long sniff, then stepped back again.

Then she turned to Ash. “Okay,” she said.

Ash held out a hand, and she contemplated it for a moment before shaking it.

There was a white flash, and a moment later a Mightyena stood there.

A moment later, Max was bowled over by a very happy Dark-type with a furiously wagging tail.

May started forwards, worried, but then relaxed on hearing Max laughing breathlessly.

“Hey! Stop it – that tickles!”

“I’m glad you came back to meet me!” Mightyena said, licking Max to within an inch of his life. “I know it’s kind of strange…”

“You can say that again,” Max agreed, trying half-heartedly to fend the big canine off. “You really missed me?”

“I did!” she told him whole-heartedly. “You helped me, and I always hoped you’d come back!”

May gasped. “Max!”

“What?” Max asked, finally managing to sit up again, and reaching up to give Mightyena a rub. “What is it?”

“Max – you understood her!”

Max blinked.

“…you’re right!” he said, after a moment. “I really did!”

“How did you?” Mightyena asked, as her siblings approached to congratulate her.

Max frowned. “I… almost got that. Sorry, it’s still not quite working right, I guess…”

There was a flash as his starter’s Pokéball opened.

“Hi!” Blitz said, looking Mightyena up and down. (Mostly up.) “Nice to meet you!”

Another flash came from Ash’s direction, and Houndoom loped over. “Can I join in?”

“Should… we help him?” Brock asked, as Max became the epicentre for a half-dozen happy canines of various typings and sizes.

“I think he’s fairly happy,” Ash said with a shrug.


Some minutes later, the various dogs calmed down enough for things to continue.

“…so I guess I’m starting to get the hang of that Aura thing,” Max said, keeping one eye on Kris’ screen to make sure he got translation for anything he needed. “It’s still not working very well, but… yeah.”

“Sounds good,” Mightyena said, tossing her head. “It’ll be nice if you can understand me…”

“You mean…” Max looked a little worried, but mostly happy. “You do want to come with me?”

“Sis…” the largest of the four siblings said, and smiled – tongue lolling out for a moment. “We’ll miss you, but we’d never stop you.”

“Actually-” Max began.

“Well, I can see where this is going,” Katerina said, shaking her head. “I’ll miss you, you know.”

“Wait, there’s-”

“I’ll miss you guys too,” the newly evolved Mightyena said, looking down for a moment. “But-”

“Ash!” Max said loudly. “The transceivers?”

“…oh, yeah, that would solve this,” Ash admitted. “Mightyena can come back for a visit really quickly if she wants.”

Katerina blinked. “…right. So much for that heartfelt goodbye…”

“I don’t have to choose!” Mightyena announced happily.

There was much tail-wagging.


“Okay, so…” Max pointed. “You’ve decided?”

Shroomish nodded. “Guy,” he said. “It’s a joke, like the Mike one, but it’s one I think more people will actually get.”

Max thought about that once he had the translation, then nodded. “Okay. It’s your choice, and I’m fine with it.”

The newly-named Guy smiled. “I’m glad!”

“And… I guess you’ve still not decided?” Max added.

Blitz barked an affirmative.

“You’re gonna have to make up your mind someday…” he said, scratching the green-yellow canine.

“What about me?” Mightyena asked, a little apprehensively.

“I actually thought of one for you quickest,” Max said. “How do you like ‘Cinder’?”

“Why Cinder?”

“It’s because of the colour of your fur.” The Dark-type received a stroke, and leaned into it with a rumble of pleasure. “It’s all dark-black, like ashes after a fire… but I can’t call you Ashes or Ashen because that would be way too confusing. So… Cinder.”

“Hmmm…” A pause. “I like it!”

Cinder promptly gave Max another good licking.


“Max sounds like he’s having fun,” Brock said, smiling.

“Yeah,” May agreed, sitting back a bit.

She thought for a moment.

“Brock?”

Brock looked up from preparing dinner.

“I was wondering… how do you handle meeting people you knew, but who Ash can’t restore? I mean…” May shook her head. “Mom and Dad weren’t so bad, because they already knew me, but…”

She shrugged helplessly.

“Is this about people like Drew or Haley?” Brock asked.

“That’s right,” May nodded. “I know it’s not all that long until we run into him again, and…”

Brock didn’t reply for a few seconds, flipping the burgers over for their final grilling.

“With me it was probably Philena that that mattered with most,” he said. “And I really tried to focus on… well, remembering I could save her. It was stressful, but…”

He shrugged.

“I’m not sure what I did, but it must have worked.”

May chuckled. “That’s a lot of help… thanks, though. I guess.”


“Leaf Blade!”

The rock trembled as Sceptile’s arm-blade drove into it. When the green glow of the attack faded, there was a deep, thin score cut into the rock surface.

“Nice!” Keldeo said, nodding. “So it’s kind of like Sacred Sword, a bit, but it’s Grass instead. I wonder if I could do that…”

“I suppose it’s possible,” Sceptile frowned. “What does your Sacred Sword look like?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right, Ash said you might like this.” A brief grin flashed across Keldeo’s muzzle, and then he stepped back.

Sceptile blinked. “That’s quite a long way… are you going for a run up?”

“Nope,” Keldeo said, with a wink.

Then he fired Sacred Sword at the rock.

His attack hit at an acute angle to the one by Sceptile, and there was a small bang as the pressure wave rushed along Sceptile’s cut in a complicated way.

“That has potential,” Sceptile said, blinking at the sight of the second – deeper – cut. “It seems powerful.”

“Yeah!” Keldeo agreed. “Ash and I have been developing it – by now I can do it with just about all my blade moves! I’d love to add Leaf Blade to the mix, though.”

“Wait, that’s not a normal part of the move?”

“Nope!”

Sceptile considered that.

“Want to trade how to do that for Leaf Blade?”

“Works for me!” Keldeo watched carefully as Sceptile powered up his Grass move again. “Right, so it’s kind of… okay… I think I’ve got an idea now. But… hm, maybe it’ll be easier to work with X-Scissor for teaching you how to do the ranged version, at least I know that one already so I can see if you’re headed in the right direction…”


“Ash?” Max asked. “I was wondering if you could help me work out a good battle style for Cinder.”

Ash nodded. “Sure – but I won’t just design one for her, you’ll need to do most of the work.”

Max blinked. “Uh… I will?”

“Sure,” Ash replied. “Don’t worry, I’ll walk you through it.”

He sat down, and checked his own Pokémon were all training nicely.

Swellow, Pikachu and Lucario appeared to be practicing double battle tactics – or, in Lucario’s case, hitting highly manoeuvrable targets in midair.

Sceptile and Keldeo were occupied doing things with their respective blade-based moves – something involving X-Scissor, at the moment – and it looked like Mawile was training to handle disorientation.

At least, that was probably why Blaziken was throwing her up in the air and catching her.

A little further away, Larvitar was trying to get Dark Pulse working.

“Right!” he heard Houndoom say. “Let it all build up in your throat, then push it out!”

Larvitar coughed.

“No, not like that…”

“Right,” Ash said, turning back. “The first question is – what can your Pokémon already do?”

Cinder frowned. “Right… well, when we had to handle a big Pokémon or person I was usually the one who went in to trip them over. Does that count?”

Max thought about that. “I guess so,” he decided, glancing at Ash to make sure he wasn’t making a mistake. “Even if you’re working on your own, it helps to be able to knock your opponent over – it stops them from chasing you until they get up again.”

“Right,” Cinder said. “You know about Bite and Tackle… I’ve still not really got Crunch working, but I can sort of do Iron Tail.”

She lashed it as she thought. “And… well, I can Snore, and I have Play Rough. That’s about it.”

Max nodded. “Okay, I guess… hm. Kris?”

The translation disappeared off her screen. Yes?

“What moves do Mightyena tend to learn?”

“Good work,” Ash said quietly, and Max gave a quick smile.

There’s quite a list.

Rather than read it all off, Kris displayed it in the air from her projector – neatly organized by type and rough power.

“Hey, that’s pretty good,” Max said, pointing. “Fire Fang, Ice Fang and Thunder Fang.”

“Thunder Fang?” Blitz asked. “I know that one! I can teach her!”

“I’m pretty sure Houndoom knows Fire Fang, too, and Mawile has Ice Fang,” Ash volunteered. “That would be a pretty good set of moves, actually.”

“Yeah!” Max nodded. “That and Bite – and Crunch, and I guess Super Fang too – would all be the same kind of move, so just one kind of way of attacking for all different Types!”

“I like it!” Cinder said.

“Uh…” Blitz frowned, suddenly struck by a question. “Master?”

“Yes?” Max replied.

“I can do Thunder Fang, right? And I can do Thundershock. Is there a Fireshock sort of move, and could Cinder learn it?”

“That’s a really good question!” Ash smiled down at the Electric-type.

“Thanks!” Blitz replied, tail wagging.

“Why don’t you give it a go?” Max suggested. “See if you can make your Thundershock come straight from your Thunder Fang, and if you get it to work then you can teach Cinder that as well.”

“Sure!”

Max snapped his fingers, remembering something. “Oh, yeah, what about that move you teach half your team, Ash?”

“…which one?”

“Aerial Ace, remember?” Max said. “Could Cinder learn that one?”

“That’s a great idea, Max,” Ash told him. “It’s good against Bugs and Fighting types, which are two of her biggest problems. If she learns that, the only Type she’d still have to be somewhat worried about is Fairy.”

Cinder looked confused for a moment. “…why don’t I remember ever fighting a Fairy-type? I know I fought a Jigglypuff once…”

“Okay,” Ash said, shifting a bit. “So, there was this time I met a Celebi…”


“It was about here, right?” Ash asked, looking around at the shady lakeside.

“Looks familiar,” Brock agreed. “I remember more the experience of-”

Ash’s foot caught on a root, and he hit the ground hard – flinging his hands out to make sure he didn’t land too hard in the bush. His knee hit the root painfully, and a moment later there was a bright flash.

“Where am I?” a large, green-and-yellow Pokémon asked, looking around in confusion. “Brock?”

“Ash!” Max said, wincing. “Are you okay?”

“Only you, Ash,” May said, shaking her head. She offered her hand, and Ash took it. “Only you would literally trip over just the right Pokémon.”

Ash was a bit scratched when he got up, with red marks on his face, and he pulled a few twigs out of his hair. “Ow. That wasn’t much fun…”

“Hey, Brock, isn’t this where you caught me?” Ludicolo asked, frowning. “Why are we back here?”

“Okay…” Brock frowned. “Were you with me when Ash, Dawn and I went back in time to early history?”

“No, but I heard about it. That was pretty bizarre.” Ludicolo blinked. “Hey, why are you getting what I’m saying?”

“Aura,” Ash said, touching a scratch on his cheek gingerly. “Ow… if this is how Celebi’s doing that whole run-into-everyone-again thing, she needs to have a rethink. That was painful.”

“Think you’ll need help, Ash?” Brock asked. “I think I’ve got some Sitrus cream in my bag…”

“I’ll be fine, it’ll heal in a bit,” Ash waved off.

“So… time travel, I guess?” Ludicolo asked. “Is that why Max has a Mightyena with him?”

“Essentially yes.”

“Huh. Trippy.”

“Excuse me?” someone asked, and the friends turned to look.

A girl strode up. “Did you damage that berry bush?”

Ash blushed. “I… guess so?”

He reached down, and lifted the berries gingerly off the ground. “I think only these two actually fell off… sorry, though.”

“This is our property!” the girl insisted.

“Hey, calm down, you know?” Ludicolo advised, not that she could understand him. “It’s not like there’s a fence, and that makes it just part of the forest.”

“Calm down, Cinder,” Max said, stroking her back as the Mightyena thought seriously about growling.

“I’ll get my sisters to talk to you!” the girl said. “They’ll know what to do!”


“…so, yeah, I’m afraid I did do a bit of damage,” Ash said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I grabbed the berries that fell, though…”

The oldest of the three siblings inspected them. “They seem okay, though by the feel of them they’re going to bruise. I’ll juice them now and we can have them for drinks.”

“Uh…” the middle one of the three began. “What’s with the Ludicolo?”

“He evolved,” Brock said. “Twice.”

“…what, at once?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised, that’s Ash Ketchum,” the oldest said. “Remember, Nicole, Natalie? We noticed all his opponents seemed to have their Pokémon evolve?”

“Oh, that’s right!” Nicole agreed. “Well remembered, Rita. I hadn’t recognized him.”

“You’re Ash Ketchum?” Natalie said, earlier animus forgotten. “Really?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“Do you have your Ho-Oh with you?”

“…I’m afraid not,” Ash said regretfully. “You liked him?”

“Yeah, he was really cool!” Natalie enthused. “The way he used a Water attack as a Fire type, that was neat!”

“I actually came up with that one,” Ash told her.

“That’s awesome!”

She turned to Brock and May. “Do you have cool Pokémon too?”

“…well, we can’t really compete with a Legendary,” May admitted. “I’ve got Blaziken, though, and I think he’s pretty cool.”

“Was he your starter?” Nicole asked, getting a nod in return. “That’s nice, Starter Pokémon are always special.”

“My Wailmer lives in the pool out back,” Rita said. “Mind you, I never really caught anyone else to go with him, and I’ve only got one badge… but I don’t mind. The shop’s enough for me.”

“What am I going to get as a starter?” Natalie asked. “Is it going to be something cool?”

“Yes,” Ash said, so quickly that neither sister had a chance to answer. “Pokémon are pretty much all cool, and a Pokémon you get to know well…”

“I know one which isn’t,” May muttered. “Dang Tentacool…”

“Oh, that’d be neat!” Natalie said promptly. “Tentacool are all gross and neat!”

“…I have nothing to say to you.”


As they left, Brock let out a sigh of relief.

“Problem?” Ash asked.

“It’s just… last time, Natalie kind of got a crush on me,” Brock explained. “I wasn’t looking forward to letting her down.”

“Huh,” May said. “That’s weird…”

“Maybe it’s because you weren’t asking her sisters out?” Max suggested.

“…you’re right!” May blinked. “Okay, now that just feels strange…”

“…Brock, you sure you’re feeling alright?” Ludicolo asked. “‘cause now they mention it…”

“This is where I tell you about my girlfriend,” Brock replied.

Ludicolo stared for a moment.

“I was surprised too,” Ash said. “Professor Ivy.”

The Water-Grass type immediately clapped his trainer on the shoulder. “Hombre, if she made it this time, then I take back all my shock.”

“But…” Brock blinked. “I never told you about her.”

Ludicolo shook his head sadly. “Geodude did, after I asked why you had the occasional nightmare.”

They walked on in silence for a bit after that.

“So!” May said, to try and push past the awkward moment. “Anyone feel like entering that contest we’re going to run into soon?”

“Ask me later,” Brock said. “I don’t feel much like discussing it now…”


“I wonder what this is going to be like, actually,” May said, a bit wistfully. “This was where I really found out what it was like to be a Coordinator – even if it’s only by watching.”

“Right!” Max agreed. “I remember seeing – you seemed a lot happier about being a trainer, after that.”

May nodded. “Yeah… I was kind of getting used to the idea before, but…”

She shrugged.

“So, Blaziken? Think you and Ethan are ready for this? I think it’s a double performance…”

“Double performance?” Brock repeated. “I thought I only saw Dawn do those… weren’t those a Johto and Sinnoh thing?”

“Yeah, now I think of it…” Max agreed.

May blushed. “Actually, that might have been my fault. I mentioned it to Mom once – how much I enjoyed the double performances in Johto – and she mentioned it to someone, and… within a few weeks, they’d started doing doubles mixed in with the singles…”

She shook her head. “Anyway. Blaziken?”

Blaziken shrugged.

Our routine is not the most visually spectacular, Ethan commented. Except for Blaziken’s bit. My role is essentially to be stepped on.

“Yeah, but it’s neat being stepped on,” May said. “Oh well, it’s your first time… unless one of you guys wants to compete?”

“I don’t think anyone’s really ready,” Max shrugged. “If we were going to do it at all.”

“Yeah, I’ve not thought up much in the way of routines,” Ash agreed. “I could work something out really quickly, like Pikachu and Swellow working together or something, but it wouldn’t be very polished.”

“Well, you know…” May waved her hand. “I just wondered if anyone wanted to have a go. What about you, Brock?”

“Stantler’s not really into it,” Brock said. “Not yet, at least. And I’ve already done the routine I worked out with Ninetales and Steelix, so it would be a bit…”

“Yeah, I know the feeling,” May agreed. “It’s all about variety, partly because by the time you’ve performed a routine once or twice all the practice means you’re already sick of it…”

“That’s not a problem you often hear about…” Ash noted.

May shrugged. “It’s not as bad as all that… well, I guess there’s no need for my first time back in the saddle to be a win, so I don’t mind if we give the skystep routine a go.”

Blaziken nodded. “Fair enough, then. It’ll be interesting.”

May sort of got the gist, and smiled. “Thanks, Blaziken.”


“Can I-”

“Sorry, last applicant got in just before you,” the woman running the desk said.

“…oh,” May said, with a sigh. “Ah well. Hey, Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash replied, coming up a bit behind her.

“You did remember to pick up a Contest Pass, right? And you too, Brock?”

“…good question,” Ash admitted. “I didn’t. Brock?”

“I got one when I arrived here,” Brock answered.

“Right… okay, my name’s Ash Ketchum…”

While Ash filled it out, May raised her hands. “Sorry, Blaziken.”

Blaziken shrugged. “There’ll be other Contests.”

“Actually, that’s a good point,” Brock said. “How many Contests are there?”

“Good question!” the woman at the desk said, as Ash filled out the application form and entered his trainer number. “Each location has a contest at least once a week, and there’s dozens of them around Hoenn. You’d have to try hard to not have a good number of chances to win a Ribbon!”

“Thanks,” Brock said, nodding. “So I guess it’s partly up to the place?”

“Partly,” she agreed. “But there’s a minimum rate they have to do accredited ones… you sound like you’re from Kanto?”

Brock nodded.

“Right, they have a slightly different setup there. Here in Hoenn, there’s Contests for locals doing try-outs, and those don’t always award Ribbons. It’s easy to tell the difference, though, so you shouldn’t end up in the locals by accident.”

“Done!” Ash said, pushing the paperwork back across the desk, and got a Contest Pass in exchange. “Thanks – that was quick!”

“I’m in practice,” the organizer told him with a wink.

“Hey, look!” Max said, pointing. “That’s Jess-elina!”

“Wait a minute,” May blinked. “Were you the one who took the last contest slot?”

“So what if I was?” Jessie asked, defensively.

“No problem at all,” May tried to assure her. “It’s just kind of a funny coincidence…”

“Right…” Jessie shook her head. “Anyway! I’m sure you’ll love my routine… or else.”

“We have to,” James said disconsolately. Meowth nodded, and Jessie rounded on them both.

“What’s that?”

“Nothing!”


“I wonder what Jesselina’s going to do for her routine,” Brock said, as they took their seats.

“Good question,” May agreed. “She was pretty good… actually, now I think about it her Pokémon should have made it really obvious…”

“Think she’ll use Moltres?” Ash asked.

“Not sure…”

“Actually, maybe I should design something involving Ho-Oh, he’s been making noises about me using him properly – look!” Ash said, pointing. “She’s first!”

“So she is,” Brock agreed, leaning forwards slightly. “Let’s see what she’s got for a routine…”

Jessie tapped her first Pokéball, and waited for about five or six seconds. Then she threw it, threw the second a moment later, and Cubone emerged – visible for a second before a curtain of blue fire spread out as her Marble triggered.

It didn’t last long. The pressure of the world forced it to collapse almost as soon as it had begun to appear, but it was long enough to conceal the second Pokéball opening – and when the Marble collapsed, it was with Cubone and Growlie both standing on the contest stage.

Brock hurriedly sent out Ninetales to watch.

Cubone was quick to get started, holding her paws out to either side. A pair of Bonemerangs formed, and she threw them out to either side on long, looping trajectories.

A moment later, Growlie jumped forwards.

As the bones came scissoring back in, he jumped, and they passed underneath his lithe form. He turned as he reached the edge of the stage, running along the edge, and a second pair of bones came whipping in.

These came overhead, and he slid just below before heading around in another turn.

After two more dodges, Cubone sent out a big Bronzor-based shield in a frisbee-like trajectory, and Growlie kicked off it with a clang – making it shatter from the impact – before sailing through the air.

More bones came soaring at him from all directions, from the various bones Cubone had thrown throughout the routine, and Growlie’s fur crackled with fire before erupting in a Flame Burst.

The blast destroyed all twelve bones in a shower of sparks, and he landed just in front of Cubone before turning and letting out a loud bark.


“…so, how was that?” Ash asked May.

“Not bad,” May allowed. “Let’s see how everyone else does.”


“I guess sometimes you just get bad luck,” James sighed. “I thought it was good, Jessie.”

Jessie pursed her lips. “I was better than she was…”

“We don’t doubt it, Jess!” Meowth said firmly. “But dat Swanna was kinda a bad opponent for ya in da battle section, ‘cause ya couldn’t use finesse!”

Jessie had to admit, it hadn’t been an elegant battle on her part. The Swanna and the Emolga had been a good, well-polished team, managing a few combination water-electric attacks on Growlie, and about all she could have her pair do in response was try to catch one of them in a Smack Down or just use More Fire.

It had been pretty good, winning her second place, but pretty good wasn’t a Ribbon.

“Well, we’ll just have to get better,” she said. “James? Next time I am going to use Moltres if she’s ready!”

James nodded quickly.


“So, how was it?” Ash asked, as they walked across the leafy land bridge towards Rustboro proper. “I mean, compared to how you remember it?”

May gave that a lot of thought.

“Not as good,” she said, eventually. “I mean, there were some things where this time I had enough experience to know how they could have done better. But… this isn’t the Grand Festival, it’s a routine Contest in one of dozens of halls. And… now I know how many Contests there are, in a region, I understand how special it is that they’re all about this good.”

She smiled. “It’s not a couple of dozen people. It’s thousands. And they’re all doing well and having fun. That’s really neat, to me.”

“…deep,” Max said.

“Hey, Brock?” Ninetales asked. “Do you think Growlie and I could do a routine sometime?”

“That sounds like it would be pretty good, actually,” Brock admitted. “And it’d be fun for both of you, too.”

“Yep!” Ninetales agreed, all nine tails wagging happily.

“I guess we should work that out next time we see them,” Ash said.

He blinked. “And… that might be earlier than I was expecting…”

“What is it?” Brock asked.

Ash pointed, diagonally across the water towards a small wood just outside the city limits. “I’m pretty sure both Wurmple are over in that patch of forest.”

“…that makes things easier,” May admitted. “At least Beautifly’s harder to mix up with Dustox than Wurmple with, well, Wurmple…”


Misty heard a knock on the door, and frowned.

“I guess we’ll continue later,” she told Golduck.

Suits me fine… Golduck said, gratefully pulling himself back out of the shallowest section of the pool.

As he did, Misty exited the pool herself with a rush of water and brushed the worst off in great sheets – noticing the grilles in the floor catching the water like she’d intended, and smiling at the proof the work had been done well.

“Just a moment!” she called, and grabbed one of the towelling dressing gowns before pulling it around herself.

When she opened the door, hair still wet, she saw Karen standing on the doorstep.

Her fellow Elite Four member blinked. “Uh… is this a bad time? Were you in the shower?”

“No, I – oh, yeah, you’ve not been inside yet,” Misty said. “No, this is pretty cool – come in!”

Karen nodded her thanks and entered. “Okay, that is cool. There’s a swimming pool in the front room?”

“There’s a swimming pool in every room,” Misty corrected. “Except the guest bedrooms and some of the other ones upstairs. And they’re connected.”

Karen was silent for a moment, then shook her head. “You’re way more imaginative than me…”

“What did you do?” Misty asked.

“Oh, just had a few windowless rooms because that way I could fit a really big TV,” Karen shrugged. “Yours is much more neat, though.”

“I don’t know, you might have to invite me over for a movie some time,” Misty replied. “What brought you over?”

“Right,” Karen nodded. “Well, a few things… the first one was just to say hi, I guess.”

Misty nodded. “Yeah, I can understand that. You’re from…?”

“Goldenrod,” Karen told her. “I know you’re from Cerulean. Uh… right.”

She shook her head. “Sorry, I’m not really sure what to say…”

“What about if we start with the other things that brought you over?” Misty suggested.

“Right!” Karen said, thankful for the save, and sat in one of the chairs. “Okay… well, I guess the first one is – how’d you get your Mega Stone?”

“It was in the Lake of Rage,” Misty replied, sitting down herself. “There was a Shiny Gyarados – that one Lance has now – going mad, and I tried to stop him. It was pretty hard, but Lance showed up and told me that there was a Gyaradosite in the lake… and, well, things happened.”

“That’s pretty neat,” Karen nodded. “So… you found that Gyaradosite at a place important to Gyarados… hmmm.”

“Actually, Ash got his Latiasite and Latiosite-”

“Latiosite?” Karen blinked.

“Whoops…” Misty winced. “Oh well, it’ll be obvious fairly soon… yeah, he’s got a Latios as well. Latias’ twin, actually. And both of them were in an important location for Latias and Latios, so you might be onto something there.”

“That is interesting…” Karen frowned. “Maybe I should look for a place important to Absol, or Sharpedo or something.”

“I’m pretty sure Tyranitar have Mega Stones,” Misty volunteered.

“Thanks!” Karen smiled. “Pity I don’t have a Tyranitar… ah well, that’s a long term project. The other thing was… well, did you hear someone’s applying for a Gym license?”

“That’ll be the first one we’ve contested. Right…” the Water-specialist nodded. “Any idea what Type?”

“Fairy,” Karen said with a grimace.

“Ouch…” Misty agreed, then blinked. “Wait a moment. That probably means we’ll be facing Togekiss, actually – she’s my only Fairy-type, but she’s actually quite a good choice.”

“I’ve got a Whimsicott, we’ll probably have to battle her too,” Karen nodded. “Wonder what they’ll do about Will’s Mr. Mime…”

“Well, I guess if they’re setting up a new gym they’ll be likely to have a powerful team of their own…” Misty mused. “We’ll see, I guess.”

Karen nodded. “Makes sense to me.”


AN:


Some of Max’s Pokémon he met last time are remindable. And a quick look at a Pokémon who does want to evolve.

Brock also meets up with his next not-a-Rock-type; there’s a contest of some sort… and Misty’s getting into the rhythm of things.

Incidentally, not far to go now until the first gym in Hoenn!






121. Hoenn 5


“Okay, here goes,” Ash said, as the two Wurmple looked curiously at him.

“Wait a moment,” May interrupted, as he was about to get to work. “I want to check something, first.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed.

May frowned, then pointed. “That one’s Beautifly.”

The Wurmple in question looked down at itself, then across at the other one – who shrugged.

“Wurm?” it asked.

“…based on what she just said, you confused them,” Ash observed. “Okay, let’s find out if you’re right.”

He tapped both of them gently on the back.

There was a double-flash, and Beautifly and Dustox lifted off the ground as softly as thistledown.

“Looks like you were right,” Brock said, nodding. “Impressive.”

“I knew Wurmple well,” May replied with a smile, holding out her arm to let her Bug-type land on it. “Especially after that time they got – urgh!”

Moving her other arm to support it, she got her arm back up to the place she’d been holding it. “I forgot you were so heavy…”

Beautifly trilled something, and Ash chuckled.

“She says she’d appreciate an explanation as to what’s going on.”

“Duuust!” Dustox asked, seconding that.

Ash winced. “Oh, sorry, Dustox – I didn’t realize…”

“What’s that?” Brock asked.

“She’d left to start a family,” Ash filled in. “Dustox – if it helps, my Butterfree had the same thing happen, and it worked out fine for him.”

Dustox asked another question.

“Very short version is that we went back in time to stop the end of the world,” Ash summarized. “That includes Jessie, James, and their Pokémon.”

He paused. “Though they’ve picked up a few new ones. Like Moltres.”

Both Beautifly and Dustox looked as shocked as a lepidopteran could be at that.

“Team Rocket has a Legendary?” Beautifly asked, blinking. “That’s new. How’d they steal it?”

“Hey!” Dustox replied. “We don’t steal Pokémon!”

“What are you talking about? You spend all your time-”

“Actually, Dustox is right, they’ve more or less stopped trying,” Ash said, trying to keep the peace. “And she’s also right in another way… they hardly ever succeeded…”

Dustox drooped. “It’s sad because it’s true…”

She shook her head. “Okay… I guess I can accept that you must have something to do with the time travel – I mean, I’m pretty sure I remember you getting involved with Jirachi once…”

Max smiled. “Yeah, that’s something I’m looking forward to.”

“I’m looking forward to a contest or two!” Beautifly said, flaring her wings and sending down a glitterdust of shed scales.

“Hey, I was talking…” Dustox said, and shrugged her own wings. “Anyway. I kind of miss Jessie, is there any chance I can see her soon?”

“Sure!” Ash agreed. “We’re going to keep an eye out for them, and-”

Okay, this is ridiculous.

Ash looked down at his belt, a bit surprised. “Dexter?”

You’ve got their phone number, Dexter pointed out. I was hoping you’d realize eventually, but…

Ash slowly turned pink.

“Whoops… that would have saved a lot of time with Seviper,” he admitted. “Okay, let’s try that.”

Dexter beeped. Ringing.

“So,” Dustox said, wafting overhead. “You guys are the ones who are supposed to save the world?”

“He performs better under pressure,” Brock said in Ash’s defence.

This is odd, Dexter said, after a few seconds. There is no connection being made.

“Is their phone just off?” Brock asked. “Huh, I guess you should text them?”

Good idea.

“Well, that makes things a bit more difficult,” Ash observed. “I guess you’re staying with us until that gets sorted out?”

Dustox nodded. “It seems the best choice.”


“Oh, fer cryin’ out loud!” Meowth sighed.

“I couldn’t help it,” Gyarados said weakly. “It was right there.”

“Ya ate da phone!”

“I guess we shouldn’t leave it on the table near Gyarados’ plate,” Jessie said, blinking.

The big Water-type hung his head.


“Well, I guess we should get some training done,” Ash added. “Doesn’t the gym in Rustboro have unusual hours?”

“It doesn’t take challengers in school hours, yeah,” Brock agreed. “That means we should turn up in a couple of hours, so there’s some time for last minute training.”

“Ash?” Max asked. “Can you give me some tips on… well, who to use, I guess?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed readily. “Okay, this is your first gym challenge, so it’s not going to be all that hard – is that right, Brock?”

“That’s about right,” Brock nodded. “Pretty much, for the first couple of gym challenges using type advantage is enough. What I don’t know is what Roxanne’s secondary challenge is… for that matter, I don’t know them for most of Johto, Ash was strong enough that it was pure combat challenge.”

“Right,” Max frowned. “I know Dad’s one is… well, I guess you could call it rhythm? Being able to handle a Pokémon that operates at a certain speed. I know he once gave a badge to someone whose Pelipper timed their Protects to when Slaking was fighting.”

Ash nodded. “Right. So… since you know it’s probably going to be type advantage, who do you think you should use?”

“Well, Kris doesn’t really have a good move against the Rock type,” Max said. “Jolt’s learning Dig, but he’s not great at it… so I think it’s Guy and Cinder who are the priority. Guy’s just about got Bullet Seed working, and Cinder has Iron Tail… though I’m not sure how good she is with it.”

“She could practice with Pikachu, perhaps,” Ash suggested. “Okay, that’s pretty good… and what’s the usual advantages and disadvantages of the Rock type?”

“They’re often quite slow, but pretty tough,” Max said, and Ash nodded. “So… I guess the best choice would be to stay distant where possible?”

“Generally, yeah,” Ash agreed. “But you do have to think on your feet, so rules like that don’t always work.”

Max took that in, adjusting his glasses slightly. “Ash? Can I borrow Lucario for some aiming practice?”

“Ask him,” Ash replied, sending his Steel-type out.

“I’d be okay with that,” Lucario told Max. “Bring on the seeds.”


“So, how are you finding it so far?” Ash asked.

Latios bobbed up and down, considering.

“It’s interesting,” he said. “Steel Wing is a tricky move for me to get down right, and these exercises to make sure I can move things psychically in the right patterns are quite hard.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Counter Shield is a tricky one, it took days for Latias to get it right even though she’d already learned a Dragon attack or two… you know. After.”

Latios nodded.

“Your first gym battle here is soon?” he asked.

“That’s right, Roxanne in Rustboro,” Ash confirmed. “She uses Rock types.”

“Will you need my help?”

“I don’t think so, actually,” Ash said after a minute. “I’d rather you were a bit more experienced with Steel Wing before having you fight a Rock type, and going Mega would be overdoing it a bit – especially since I don’t want to damage her gym.”

Latios rolled his wings a little, appreciating that. “I see.”

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me, I think it might be a good idea for you to learn Extrasensory or Zen Headbutt,” Ash added. “Depending on how you’re doing, Brawly might be a good battle debut, and that’s one place where those moves help… but let’s focus on Dragonbreath first.”

A nod.

“Ash?” Latios said, as Ash reached for his belt. “…thank you for your help. Both for me and my sister. I should have learned this kind of self reliance years ago, but you’re making it very easy for me to pick it up.”

“That’s okay,” Ash smiled. “You’re a friend, after all.”

After waiting a moment, he sent out Mawile.

“Ready for practice?” he asked.

“Yep!” Mawile nodded, smiling. “What’s it today?”

“Well, today the main thing is timing,” Ash replied. “Remember when we discussed how to not be hit by Earthquake?”

He stamped his foot on the floor, and Mawile hopped quickly so she was in mid-air when his foot hit the ground.

“Good!” Ash nodded. “That’s exactly right!”


Ash knocked on the gym door.

After several seconds, he frowned. “Shouldn’t she have opened the door by now?”

He switched to Aura Sight and looked through the wall, searching for an Aura signature. “Huh. Empty.”

“That doesn’t seem normal,” May said. “I wonder if we’re early?”

Ash glanced at the nearest clock tower. “No, this is at least half an hour after school is supposed to have ended-”

“Sorry!”

Roxanne hurried over, holding a folder full of papers. “Sorry about the delay, I had coursework marking.”

Max winced. “Ouch. It’s hard enough doing it.”

The Rock-type gym leader nodded wearily. “Right… okay. Who’s here to challenge?”

Max and Ash raised their hands.

Roxanne blinked, focusing on Max. “You seem a bit young…”

Max held up his Trainer Card.

“Max… Maple. Oh, Norman’s kid? He mentioned you a couple of times, he’s very proud of you.” Roxanne handed the card back, and unlocked the gym doors. “Okay, how many Hoenn badges do you have?”

“None yet,” Max admitted.

“That’s fine, everyone has to start somewhere.” Roxanne walked to the other end of the room, and readied a Pokéball. “This match will be two Pokémon a side. I will be looking for use of appropriate moves and understanding of the type chart.”

Max nodded. “Got it.”

Roxanne took her first Pokéball. “Geodude!”

“Cinder, let’s do this!” Max said in return.

“Sure thing!” Cinder announced, landing on all four paws and crouching down a bit.

Roxanne looked the sleek Dark-type over. “Impressive given how recently you started. A trade?”

“Well, vaguely…” Max shrugged. “Okay, Cinder, ready?”

She answered with a bark.

“Rock Throw,” Roxanne ordered.

“Left!” Max called, sending Cinder towards the nearer wall. “Kick off and come back at him!”

Cinder ducked one of the thrown rocks, then leapt at the wall and hit it fore-paws first. She twisted, pushing off with all four legs, and landed to one side of the hovering Rock-type.

“Iron Tail!” Max added, hoping to get the attack in before he reacted, and Cinder swept her tail around towards Geodude.

He blocked with a clang, skating back a few inches, and Roxanne inclined her head slightly.

“Geodude, Mega Punch!”

Geodude swung his free arm towards Cinder, who – no fool – jumped clear.

Max watched, frowning, as Cinder skipped sideways out of the way of a second attack – this one another Rock Throw. “Can you try…”

He remembered something Pikachu had done a couple of times, and inspiration struck.

“Try jumping towards him and doing a roll – and use Iron Tail!”

Cinder was about to try, but misjudged her jump slightly and took a rock to one forepaw – letting out a yelp of pain.

“Cinder!” Max called.

“I’m fine!” she assured him, favouring the paw a little, and pushed off on her pounce anyway. She tumbled forwards in the roll, tail glowing, and a Rock Throw attack spanged off as she closed in.

“Geodude, Hammer Arm!”

Max’s eyes widened. “Cinder, look out!”

Geodude drew back, then hammered in a punch as Cinder began to untuck from her roll. The impact knocked her sideways, and she hit the wall with a yipe.

“You okay?” Max called, and Cinder came to her feet before shaking her head woozily.

“Take a break for now,” he added, recalling her. “Okay, Guy!”

“A Shroomish?” Roxanne frowned. “Odd. I’d expect you to have one of the starters from Birch’s lab…”

“Nah, my starter’s an Electrike,” Max replied, as Guy looked around. “He’s not really at his best here.”

“I see. Geodude! Rock Throw!”

“Bullet Seed!” Max said.

Taking a breath, Guy spat out a stream of hard, glowing seeds. They hit the oncoming rock, cracking it and making it shatter into much smaller fragments.

As the smaller bits of rock bounced off his top surface, Guy stepped back a pace. “What now?”

Getting the gist, Max pointed. “Uh, try and get closer!”

“Interesting choice,” Roxanne noted. “Geodude, use Mega Punch!”

“Mega Drain!” Max said quickly.

The Grass-type attack had just begun to spin out when the Mega Punch connected.

Guy rolled backwards, sent less towards the air than Cinder had been when she’d taken a nasty blow, and stopped near the other side of the gym.

Geodude had not come off well from Guy’s attack either. He shook his head, then rallied – but going noticeably slower than before.

“Bullet Seed, quick!” Max said.

Geodude flung up his rocky hands against the barrage of seeds, but one slipped through and cracked him on the forehead. He fell to the gym floor with a “Dude…”


“Interesting,” Roxanne concluded. “You got a lot of impact out of that Mega Drain. Very good… now, Nosepass!”

“Stay out for now, Guy!” Max said. “Okay, he’s going to be a bit slow, so keep your distance!”

“Nosepass, Sandstorm!”

“…oh, great,” Max said with a sigh, as the battlefield disappeared in swirling sand. “Okay, we can do this!”

Guy nodded firmly.

“Bullet Seed… now! Just two!”

Two seeds snapped out into the sand, and Max watched them for the short distance they could go before they went out of sight.

There was a faint tink sound as they hit the side walls, just about audible through the rushing sand.

“Great!” Max enthused. “Okay, Bullet Seed and turn in a circle!”

“Harden, Nosepass!” Roxanne ordered.

Guy turned slowly, spitting out a stream of Bullet Seeds into the sandstorm. They swept across the gym, a bit at a time.

“Rock Tomb!” Roxanne said suddenly.

“Wait, back there – that’s where Nosepass is!” Max realized. “Where you just fired!”

Guy turned back, and got off a few Bullet Seeds before rocks came crashing down to land on him.

“You okay?” Max asked, worried.

The rocks wiggled, then Guy pushed one off him.

“You look in a bad way…” Max frowned. “Okay, return!”

Changing Pokéballs, he sent out Cinder again.

“If you can win, great,” he said, crouching down to give her a quick rub. “If not, then see if you can give Guy some time to rest.”

Cinder nodded, determination in her eyes, and turned to plunge into the sandstorm.

“Rock Tomb,” Roxanne ordered.

The rocks landing made the floor tremble slightly, but there was no yip of pain from the Mightyena.

“…hm,” Roxanne frowned.

Then she blinked. “Wait – move!”

Nosepass was about to move when Cinder burst out of the ground next to him, and slammed in a tail-blow with Iron Tail to add to the impact from her Dig.

The impact made the rocky Pokémon wobble, and Max noticed that as she got clear – aided by the sandstorm collapsing.

“Get a run up and push him over!”

“Thunder Wave!” Roxanne instructed, and crackling energy burst out and ran across Cinder’s fur.

The effect, however, was not what she had anticipated.

Rather than being locked in place, Cinder let loose a howl and accelerated. She covered the distance between herself and Nosepass in a flash, seemingly not caring for the electricity all over her body, and slammed both forepaws into the top of Nosepass’ body.

That made him teeter forwards, then overbalance – hitting the ground with a thud.

“Finish him off with Play Rough!” Max said.

Jaws glowing, Cinder lifted Nosepass with a grunt of effort. Her legs trembled, her bruised foreleg nearly giving out, but she let out a shouted bark and tossed Nosepass at the wall.

Roxanne recalled him before he impacted.

“Good work,” she said. “You were alert to the condition of your Pokémon, and didn’t let them faint if there was a chance of their continuing to fight later. Well done, Max Maple – you’ve earned your first Badge.”

Max panted a little, having been caught up in the battle himself, then grinned. “We did it!”

He bent down to give the tired Dark-type a rub. “Great work there, girl.”

Cinder stretched her back, luxuriating in the feeling, and Max continued to do it with one hand as he caught the Badge with the other.

“Nice work, Max!” May called. “Great first gym battle!”

“Thanks!” he called back, then returned Cinder. “I guess it’s straight to the Pokémon centre when we’re done…”


“My turn now!” Ash announced.

Roxanne nodded to him. “And how many Hoenn badges do you have?”

Ash blinked. “Uh… Hoenn badges? I guess… none either?”

“Right. This battle will be one-on-three, then – you may use three Pokémon to beat mine.”

“…what’s she got?” May asked Brock quietly. “A Regirock or something?”

“No, I just think she’s making a huge mistake…” Brock replied.

Ash frowned as he stepped forwards. “Three? Uh… that seems kind of-”

“I know, but my Pokémon’s a tough one. I’m looking to see how you deal with an especially tough opponent,” Roxanne explained. “You might not need to knock him out if you do well.”

There was a high-pitched chuckle from thin air. Roxanne frowned, then shook it off.

“Right,” Ash said. “Uh… okay, then.”

He plucked a Pokéball from his belt. “Okay, Mawile, time for your first gym battle!”

“A Mawile?” Roxanne said, interested, as the Steel-type formed. “I’m surprised you’ve got one.”

“I got her as an egg,” Ash said by way of explanation.

“I’ll do my best!” Mawile nodded, jaw moving slightly.

“Golem!” Roxanne sent out.

The Rock-Ground type rolled his neck, stretching, and his rocky carapace shifted slightly as he did.

“Start with a Rock Tomb!” she ordered.

Golem nodded, picking up a hunk of rock from the ground and throwing it at Mawile.

“Block with your jaws!” Ash told her.

Mawile nodded, jaws glistening in the light of the gym striplights, and the rock cracked into two pieces as she swung her main weapon into it.

“That tingled! Kind of like an ice cream headache but not really…” Mawile said. “Uh – what now?”

“Iron Head!” Ash instructed her.

“Right!”

The young Pokémon leaned forward slightly and jumped forwards. Golem raised his arm, and she hit with a crunch which produced a slight wince on Golem’s part.

His arm moved, throwing her backwards, and she landed on one foot and nearly fell over backwards before rebalancing. “Whoaaaa… phew!”

“Flamethrower!” Roxanne instructed.

“Turn around and use Ice Fang!” Ash said quickly.

True to her instructions, Mawile did a hasty half-pirouette. Her jaws half-opened, glittering with ice, and then slammed closed as the Flamethrower attack arrived.

The ice sapped some of the heat, and she came out of the attack better than she otherwise would have done.

Once she was okay, though, she immediately lunged forwards in another Iron Head.

“Good job!” Ash praised, as she landed a second blow with her Steel-enhanced jaws.

“She’s weak to… Ground!” Roxanne reminded Golem. “Earthquake!”

“Jump, quick!” her opponent countered.

Mawile landed on the ground just as Golem stamped down, and the beginnings of the attack hit her before she managed to get into the air again.

“I don’t like that…” she said, staggering a bit.

“Just hang in there if you can,” Ash told her. “Let’s try an Ice Fang!”

“Golem, Roar!” Roxanne ordered.

Golem inhaled briefly and let out a reverberating roar.

Mawile promptly vanished back into her Pokéball.

There was a moment’s pause, as none of Ash’s Pokémon came out of their own Pokéballs.

“Guess it’s me, then!” Pikachu observed, jumping into the arena. “Okay, you’re a tough Golem, huh?”

His cheeks sparked.

“I won’t count this as one of your three if he comes back,” Roxanne told Ash. “It’s an unusual situation, I know…”

“Nah, I trust Pikachu,” Ash said. “Soften him up for Larvitar, okay?”

Pikachu nodded.

“I see, so he must know Iron Tail,” Roxanne observed. “Or Brick Break? Some move like that.”

“Thunderbolt!” Pikachu announced, and launched a bolt of electricity forwards.

Roxanne threw up a hand, startled, and then slowly lowered it.

Her smouldering Golem, skin blackened and scorched, exhaled a cloud of soot.

“Thank you, come again,” he muttered, and flopped forwards.

Pikachu looked honestly offended. “Is that it? That wasn’t even Thunder…”

“…but…” Roxanne blinked. “How’s that… possible…”

She pointed at Pikachu, then at Ash. “Wait. Are you Ash Ketchum?”

“Yeah?” Ash asked, as Pikachu came back over to him – somehow managing to convey deep disappointment.

“…oh, I see,” Roxanne realized. “I’ve only ever seen you wearing this kind of blue outfit… it looked really distinctive, I didn’t recognize you without it…”

“Can we try this again?” Ash asked. “That was kind of anticlimactic, and… wait, did you think I didn’t have any badges at all?”

“I asked… about Hoenn badges, of course,” Roxanne winced. “Okay, here’s an idea… I’ve got a Probopass and a Gigalith, you can face them with two Pokémon – not including that monstrous Pikachu.”

“Sounds good!” Ash agreed, already thinking about who to use.

Pikachu sighed. “And I bet that’s going to be all I get for battles in Hoenn, too…”


“Okay, let’s do this!” Ash said, readying the first of his two now-selected Pokéballs. “Larvitar!”

“Gigalith!” Roxanne replied.

“…I was hoping for the Probopass,” Ash admitted. “Think you’ve got this, Larvitar?”

The Rock-type gave him a thumbs-up.

“Of course he has!” Mawile said brightly. “I know he can do it!”

Roxanne pointed. “Solarbeam!”

“Dig!” Ash ordered, but Larvitar had already started. By the time the beam of intense sunlight fired, he was underground.

“Okay, Larvitar, I’ll let you know when he’s charging!” Ash called. “Try to use Dig underneath the Gigalith!”

“Jump!” Roxanne said.

Gigalith pushed off from the ground, and then slammed back down a moment later.

Just as he did, Larvitar punched his way out of the ground to one side of the pure Rock-type and lashed out with a punch.

Gigalith grunted at the impact, and flailed the leg that had been hit in Larvitar’s direction – knocking into Larvitar twice, but unable to knock him back far enough to matter from that angle.

Capitalizing on the awkward position he was in, Larvitar followed up his blow from the Dig by jumping up onto Gigalith’s leg and wrapping one arm around one of the glowing orange crystals.

“Hold on tight, Larvitar!” Mawile told him. “You don’t want to fall off!”

“I want him to fall off!” Gigalith said, now trying to get an angle where he could use one of his other legs to scrape Larvitar off. The doughty Rock-type wasn’t particularly interested in being scraped, though, and dodged away from one attempt before punching the leg on the backswing.

The orange crystal on that leg cracked slightly.

“Uh…” Larvitar began, noticing that crystal starting to pulse. “What happens now?”

Gigalith used Explosion.

Larvitar went several feet into the air, shook his head to get rid of the daze, and stuck a three-point landing with a faint crunch on the stony floor of the gym.

Gigalith didn’t look much the worse for wear from using Explosion, overall – though the left rear leg crystal was a dull orange instead of the bright colour of the others all over his body.

“That must have used up the stored energy!” Ash said. “Can you hit the others, Larvitar?”

Larvitar’s reply was to sweep his hands out, forming a circle of Hidden Power orbs. He flung them at Gigalith, then had to hurriedly dive underground to avoid a Flash Cannon attack.

“Any ideas?” his voice floated up from the hole.

“Yeah!” Ash replied. “Okay, Earth Power!”

Gigalith stomped forwards, and brought his fore right leg down on the tunnel entrance – making it creak, and collapse in.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked worriedly.

A moment later, Larvitar’s hand emerged from the ground and slapped down on it. A brown-gold trail of light arced along the ground, and discharged into Gigalith in one of his free legs.

The Rock-type stumbled slightly, but then rallied and charged up a Solarbeam.

“Wait!” Ash said, getting an idea. “Iron Head!”

“I helped teach him that!” Mawile said proudly.

Larvitar pulled himself out of the ground the rest of the way, leaned forwards, and kicked off for an Iron Head attack.

As he approached, Gigalith fired. The green bolt of energy for the Solarbeam hit Larvitar on the forehead and reflected off in two directions, making furrows in the gym floor, and then Larvitar arrived and knocked Gigalith’s neck back with the impact.

Bouncing back as well from the collision, Larvitar grabbed at Gigalith’s front and managed to get a grip. He hit one of the crystals, making it flash, and then jumped clear just before the second Explosion.


“It looks like it’s working,” May observed, as the thin cloud of smoke cleared to show Gigalith looking a bit dazed.

“Yeah, but how many more crystals are there?” Max replied.

“Good question…”


“Change of plans, Gigalith!” Roxanne said. “Earthquake!”

The ground shook as Gigalith rammed his feet down in a pattern – diagonally opposite feet in pairs.

Larvitar wobbled, not able to keep his footing easily, and threw out a set of Hidden Power orbs to keep Gigalith busy.

Ash picked up Mawile so she wouldn’t be too upset by the Earthquake.

“Keep it up!” Roxanne said. “Don’t stop the Earthquake, and use Power Gem!”

“With which one?” Gigalith asked. “He damaged my front one!”

Roxanne looked blank.

“Larvitar, do you know how to do Rock Throw?” Ash asked.

“No!”

“Just pick up a rock and throw it! There’s one to your left!”

“…put like that it seems very simple,” Larvitar admitted.

As he staggered over to the rock on the heaving ground, Gigalith decided to take a guess and rotated himself so that his foreleg was pointed towards Larvitar.

The gem on that leg glowed as it powered up, then he stopped the Earthquake pulses long enough to aim.

Larvitar took the opportunity to grab the rock and throw it.

It missed.

“Whoops…” Larvitar winced, as the rock clacked off the far wall.

Then he got hit by a Power Gem attack which sent him skidding back a considerable distance.


The Rock-Ground Type picked himself up, and blinked

This was because he had picked himself up with jets of compressed air, instead of with his arms – a pair of appendages he was currently lacking, along with a tail and legs.

He was also not all that well equipped in the neck department.

“He evolved!” Brock said.

“Okay, Pupitar!” Ash grinned. “Let’s-”

“How do I attack now?” Pupitar asked, concerned over his lack of everything except a torso.

“The same way other Pupitar do!” Ash replied.

“Which is?”

“Flying around – head left now!” Ash interrupted himself, and Pupitar obeyed instantly – managing to avoid being hit by the Solarbeam.

“It’s still a battle,” Roxanne pointed out. “Stay alert.”

“Right… Pupitar, you’re a lot faster now! Come around to the side of Gigalith and hit one of his crystals with an Iron Head!”

Pupitar was a lot faster now.

He was not, however, able to steer very well. He corkscrewed crazily for a bit before starting to get the hang of it, then avoiding a Rock Blast sent him off course all over again and he spun into the ground.

“Little brother?” Mawile asked, blinking. “Where’d you go?”

Ash was about to explain the concept of evolution, then realized that she was wondering something rather simpler – something he wasn’t sure on either. “Wait. Where did he go?”

“Earthquake, quick!” Roxanne ordered.

Pupitar used Dig.

He burst out of the ground underneath Gigalith, hitting with a crash hard enough to knock the Rock-type several inches into the air, then wobbled to a landing and tried to focus.

“I feel dizzy…”

“Look out!” Ash called, and Pupitar got back into the air a moment before a Solarbeam hit his crash site.

Gigalith sustained the Solarbeam, energy pouring in from all his remaining crystals, and tracked Pupitar around in a circle before following his trajectory up into the air.

“Go for the central crystal!” Ash said.

Roxanne blinked. “Gigalith, dodge!”

“Superpower!”

Pupitar slammed down at high speed on the Rock-type just as he began to dodge, and there was a loud explosion – followed by several more, as the shock disturbed the other crystals and they discharged as well.


“Pupitar?” Ash called into the smoke.

There was a loud thud.

Then Tyranitar walked out of the smoke, taking it slowly and carefully.

“That was a lot quicker than I think it was supposed to be…” he said, looking himself over. “At least I’ve got my arms and legs back.”

“He evolved twice?” Max asked.

“It’s Ash…” Brock pointed out.

Mawile wriggled out of Ash’s arms and walked over to Tyranitar, leaning back a long way and looking up at him.

Then she tilted her head.

“…nope. Still my little brother.”

“I’m older than you and nearly twenty times your weight!” Tyranitar protested.

Mawile shook her head. “Little brother means little brother. Size doesn’t matter.”

That said, she clambered up his leg and onto his shoulder. “There’s a good view up here!”

Tyranitar shook his head slightly, trying not to grin.

“I suppose this means you won,” Roxanne said, recalling her out-of-it Rock-type. “Though you did get lucky in his evolving. Twice.”

“…actually, it happens often enough it might be a viable battle tactic,” Max observed.

“I’ll take your word for it. Okay, do you have your final Pokémon ready?”

“Yeah!” Ash replied. “Okay, Sceptile, your turn!”


Sceptile materialized, and took in his large-moustached opponent. “A Probopass. Interesting.”

“Stay on your guard,” Ash warned. “It’s part-Steel type and has Electric moves.”

“I see.”

Shaking out his neck and rustling his tail, Sceptile prepared for combat.

Probopass did some preliminary work as well, hovering up a few inches with a greasy-air static hum.

Then one of the three smaller noses levitating around it caught fire.

“Fire Punch!” Roxanne instructed.

There was an audible pang sound, and a small flaming stone nose shot at Sceptile at a quite startling velocity.

Sceptile moved in a blur. His arm came up, the leaves on his elbow glowing a bright green, and the Leaf Blade intersected the Fire Punch with a bang and a flash of discharging Grass-type energy.

Probopass tracked the nose as it spun off, momentum lost, then corralled it with electromagnetic forces and pulled it back to join the other two he had ready to fire.

“Sceptile, if you’ve not already used Agility, do it!” Ash called, and got a terse nod.

“Ice Punch,” Roxanne decided this time.

Sceptile’s other arm swept up to block this one, which turned out to be a barrage of all three noses. His two-leafed Leaf Blade blocked two of them, but the third struck home on his side and knocked him sprawling from the force.

“What’s going on there?” May asked.

“It’s a railgun, I guess?” Max said, uncertainly. “Or – would it be a coilgun? Anyway, it’s using electromagnetism to fire those noses.”

“How is that a punch?”

Max shrugged.

“You’re right, it’s electromagnetism,” Roxanne confirmed. “It’s the main way I got my position, actually, Drake had huge trouble coping with it.”

While she’d been speaking, Probopass had reloaded and Sceptile had come back to his feet. He cracked his knuckles, toying absently with his twig, and his tail lashed back and forth.

“Fire Punch!”

Sceptile spun, digging the tiny suckers on one foot into the floor and using it as a pivot. His bushy, leafy tail came whipping around and smacked all three mini-noses aside, and then he lunged forwards.

“Reload, quick!” Roxanne told Probopass, who honestly didn’t look like he needed that particular reminder.

Sceptile slammed his tail into Probopass, then caught the first mini-nose as it came back in and held it tightly to stop Probopass from getting it back.

His fist glowed as he used Mega Drain, and the nose twitched before dropping to the floor – spent, for now.

Then two Ice Punch mininoses panged out at him at close range. The impact, unblocked as it was, sent him back a couple of feet before he recovered.

Unfortunately for him, Probopass used the interval to shoot a blast of electricity at the third mininose. Now recharged, it floated back into the air and joined the other two.

“Sceptile, I’ve got an idea!” Ash said.

Sceptile glanced over at him, then fended off another barrage with his tail. “I’m listening.”

“Mega Drain worked on the nose – so try the hat! That’s his main power source!”

“Probopass, don’t let him do that!” Roxanne said quickly.

“It sounds like it’ll work,” Sceptile observed. He crouched slightly, then the seeds on his back glowed and he launched out a beam of incandescent light.

Wrong-nosed by the Solarbeam, Probopass aimed at where he guessed Sceptile had to be. Two of them went wide, and the third one went spinning off into the distance as Sceptile blocked with a Leaf Blade mid-charge.

“Magnet Bomb now!” Roxanne ordered.

Sceptile was hit in the chest as he lunged. That close, the attack could hardly miss, and he went backwards with a grunt of pain.

Then he spat his twig out at Probopass’ hat. His twig, which was glowing bright green.

The moment it hit, vines came lashing out from it. They wrapped around the magnetic red hat, glowing as they drained energy from it.

“Get it off!” Roxanne told Probopass. “It’s on your magnet!”

Probopass drew his mininoses back in, aimed upwards – with difficulty – and fired at the vines wrapping his magnet. One hit, making them shake slightly, but the second and third were knocked off course by a salvo of Bullet Seeds.

Then enough power was drained from the magnet that it couldn’t keep Probopass in the air any more, and all three hundred and eighty kilos of Steel/Rock Type hit the ground with a crash.

“That’s enough!” Roxanne said, as Sceptile came running in to deliver a finishing blow. “Impressive work.”

“Thanks,” Ash grinned, as Sceptile walked back over to him.

“I’m guessing that Sceptile’s been with you for much longer?” she added. “He seemed more comfortable working on his own… I didn’t think you used him at the League, though.”

Ash shrugged. “Didn’t seem like the right time.”

“Well, if this is his gym debut then he’s done very well.”

Max managed to hold back laughter, remembering how well Treecko had done here the first time. (About as well as a Grass type with no Grass moves could.)

“Anyway,” Roxanne went on. “I’ll be sure to remember to be more careful how I phrase questions to challenging trainers from now on… and I appreciate that you didn’t break my gym, of course.”

“Norman challenged me to not break any gyms in Hoenn,” Ash shrugged, catching the badge she lobbed him. “I’m trying.”

“I see.” Roxanne thought for a moment. “Well, I appreciate it. Oh – I assume you’re Max’s mentor, then? I wasn’t sure if it was you or Brock Slate.”

“No, I’m just travelling with them,” Brock said. “Ash is the one who’s mentoring Max.”

“You’re doing a good job with him so far, then,” Roxanne told him.

Ash smiled, glad to hear it.

“Okay, guys, let’s go!” he said.

Tyranitar nodded, turned a bit, and wobbled. “Uh… Ash?”

“What is it?” Ash asked, looking up at the worried note in Tyranitar’s voice.

“I think I might be about to fall over. My balance is all funny…”

“That’s not good,” Ash agreed, wincing. “Maybe it’s because you evolved so fast. Uh… tell you what, we’ll work on that this afternoon before you go back home.”

Tyranitar nodded… just a bit too enthusiastically. His tail wavered as he tried to balance, and then he fell over.

Ash managed to recall him before he hit the ground, and Mawile was caught in mid-air by something invisible.

“Nice save, Latios,” Ash complimented, as Mawile was set down gently on the floor.

Roxanne blinked. “Did you just say…”

Latios shimmered and decloaked, and she did a double-take. “Has he been there this whole time?”

“Pretty much,” Ash confirmed, as Latios went invisible again.

“Right,” she said. “I suppose that explains where the invisible laughter came from.”

A sigh. “And now I have to hope that none of my students hear about this battle, or they’ll be trying to defeat my Geodude with a Plusle or something…”


“How are you doing?” Ash asked, some hours later.

“I think I’m okay,” Tyranitar said, a little uncertainly. “Don’t ask me to run yet, I’ve no idea how to move quickly, and I keep almost overbalancing. But if I move slow and careful-”

His arms went out to the side, and he wobbled precariously for a moment. “I was so afraid of how hard it would be to get used to being a Pupitar that I tried not to evolve, and now…”

Ash squinted a little to see in the fading light, then tapped Tyranitar on the elbow. “Don’t worry, Tyranitar. We’ll help you get through it.”

“I know you will. Thank you, Ash.”

He sighed. “Now to explain this to Mom…”


The big female Tyranitar blinked.

“Okay, there’s an explanation for this…” her son said. “There was a gym battle…”

“You evolved twice?” she said.

“Yeah, it was kind of…” He shrugged, and wobbled. “Yeah.”

“…wait, if you evolved twice… how long did you spend as a Pupitar?”

Tyranitar had to think about that one. “About a minute?”

“Then you must not know how to work your pneumatic system!” his mother said matter-of-factly. “Poor thing… I’ll start teaching you tomorrow.”

“…my what?” Tyranitar asked, perplexed.

“I’m sure I’ve told you about it before…” the older Tyranitar said, frowning. “It’s how we move quickly. Hollow bones… none of this sounding familiar?”

She sighed. “I’ll show you what I mean tomorrow. For now…”

Both Tyranitar looked down at the patch of clear earth that served as his bed.

“This may need to be replaced,” Ash’s Tyranitar said, measuring it against his new size.

His mother gave him a hug. “You’re still so adorable!”

“Moooom…”


Mavis pointed. “Okay, Laxus! Finish this Golduck off! Parabolic Charge!”

Her Dedenne’s cheeks sparked, and he whipped his tail around before launching forwards a crackling bolt of electrical energy.

“Block it – then Mud Bomb,” Misty replied.

Golduck brought up one hand, his gem glowing, and a sheet of water splashed up out of the pool to form a shield. The Parabolic Charge hit it, punctured it, but lacked the momentum to get all the way to Golduck and collapsed.

With his other hand, Golduck rammed a clot of mud from the edge of the pool into it. The result was a large, muddy ball of water and earth, and Golduck sent it out and forwards in a kind of planar wave.

When the splash effect faded, the Electric/Fairy type was slumped to the floor.

“Good work,” Mavis praised him, recalling her Pokémon.

“Can I just ask?” Misty said, raising a finger. “You’ve trained with Lt. Surge, right?”

“Yes, I got help training Laxus there,” Mavis replied. “I’m from the same town, so it was easy for him, but we got help from several of the Kanto Gym Leaders before submitting the paperwork – just to make sure we’d be on top form!”

“Sounds sensible,” Misty agreed. “Who’s your next Pokémon?”

“One of the rentals,” Mavis told her. “Togekiss!”

“Hi mom!” Togekiss said brightly.

“And how have you been doing?” Misty smiled.

“Okay – her Pokémon are pretty strong,” Togekiss told Misty.

“…oh, right, she’s yours,” Mavis nodded. “I wondered whose she was, she’s gorgeous.”

“She certainly is,” Misty agreed. “But don’t think that means I’ll hold back!”

Me neither, Golduck contributed.

“Okay, let’s start with Fairy Wind!” Mavis instructed, and Togekiss dove in to the attack.

Golduck’s first counter was to hit her in the face with half a swimming pool, which at least slowed her down a bit.


AN:


And here we go. Hoenn’s first gym battle.

Well, first two.

Max here not using his Electrike because he’s not stupid, sticking instead to the two Pokémon with a good chance of doing damage. Incidentally, Cinder had less trouble with the sandstorm – because she can smell!

Then we have Ash giving Mawile her debut.

And you kind of have to feel sorry for that Golem… (Yes, this is how Pikachu beat her Geodude in canon, just not quite that fast.)

The double-evolution was a tricky choice, one which both I and my proof-readers were divided on. In the end I went with what you see here, a double-evolution where it’s clearly not worked quite according to how it’s supposed to. Tyranitar will require a fair bit of work to be back to normal.

Finally there’s Sceptile’s battle. The Polynesian Railgun thing was taken from Choro’s Let’s Play of Platinum.

Oh, and there’s Misty At Work.






122. Hoenn 6


“You know which gym we’re doing next, right?” Ash asked.

“Yeah, Dewford,” Max nodded. “Fighting-type, right?”

“Won’t that be a problem for Max?” May frowned. “I mean…”

She waved her hand. “Whatever he’s called at the moment-”

“He’s going back to Arc for a bit,” Max supplied.

Arc barked and nodded.

“Right. Arc would be okay, and depending on his moves I guess Guy would be too, but I kind of wonder about Cinder.”

“Yeah, it’d be best to not use her there,” Max agreed readily. “What about you, Ash?”

“Well…” Ash frowned. “I was thinking Swellow and Latios should get their turns, but apart from that I’m not sure – if it’s three or more Pokémon, I mean. Tyranitar’s probably not a good idea…”

Brock winced. “That wouldn’t go well, no, not when he’s having trouble walking.”

“So!” Max said. “Does that mean we’re heading straight to Dewford?”

“Not likely,” Dustox muttered, speaking up for the first time in a while. “I want to make sure we’re not sailing directly away from Jessie.”

“We don’t know where they are,” Ash reminded her. “They could be on Dewford… but you’re right, we should try to look.”

“Thanks,” the Bug-type said, a little mollified.

“And we’re not heading straight to Dewford,” May said. “We’re going shopping!”

“Didn’t you do this last time?” Max asked.

“Well, it’s not as if I still have what I bought last time,” May replied. “So I’m going shopping, and that’s that.”

Max looked skeptical.

“Actually, there’s something I’d like to get too,” Ash said. “So I’ll be going shopping for a bit, at least.”

“Traitor,” Max muttered. “So what should I do?”

He looked hopefully at Brock, who shook his head. “Sorry, Max,” the mixed-type specialist said. “I’ve got a few things to get as well.”

“…fine, I’ll just sit around in the park or something,” Max decided.


“Let’s see…” Ash looked at the next pair, checking the size and shape, then shook his head. “Not quite right. They need to be pointier.”

Pikachu examined the latest reject. “No complaints about the colour? These are a bit blue…”

“I doubt he’ll care if they’re the wrong colour… or indeed leave them the wrong colour,” Ash replied. “Hm, these look about right.”

His Starter looked at them. “Could be. Dexter?”

Scanning… they appear to be the right size.

“Great!” Ash grinned. “Exactly what we were after!”

“Thank goodness,” the sales clerk muttered. “You’ve gone through the entire collection on the floor.”

“I have?” Ash repeated, and looked around.

He had.

“Oh… uh, sorry for being a bother…”

“No, it’s no problem,” the clerk assured him, not sounding like he meant it. His smile became a bit less wan as Ash replaced all the ones he’d taken off the rack. “Thanks for putting them back, though, I’d have had to otherwise.”

“That’s okay,” Ash smiled. “Uh… hm, I was thinking of getting something for Mom, too…”

“What Pokémon does she have?” the clerk asked.

“Well, she’s kind of got a Mr. Mime…”

“She might like a charm fired from Light Clay, then,” he suggested. “There’s some just over here…”

“Thanks!”

“That actually looks pretty reasonably priced,” Pikachu observed.

“What do these do, again?” Ash asked, examining one. He liked the design – it was all clean lines and shimmers.

“They make barriers, like Reflect and Light Screen, stronger,” the clerk said by way of a reminder. “Perfect for a Mr. Mime.”


May was… honestly going a bit wild. She’d saved up the money she’d got for helping Professor Birch out at the lab, and there was a lot here to buy – all kinds of things!

Some Pokéball seals were a good idea, and a few outfits she’d had her eye on, and a couple more outfits which just looked good…

She got a supply of five cheap-o scarves that were on special, too, in case she could do something nice with them in a routine for Blaziken. Oh, and there were a few of the things she’d missed the first time – little things which made travelling around for months more easy, like a nice shampoo and that kind of thing.

Then, as she headed for the checkout, a smell that was hauntingly familiar stopped her in her tracks.

Backtracking a few steps, she found the source. It was a display of incense, with one of them in the burner.

It was a peculiar scent. Not exactly unpleasant, but nothing which would especially stand out… there was a slightly fishy tone to it, and seaweed, and some salt-spray, and what actually seemed to be a tiny bit of gypsum.

But together… it made May blink away tears, and she swallowed.

“Manaphy,” she whispered.

That was what he had smelled like. It had been years, but the smell brought it all rushing back like they’d never been apart.

“You seem to like that one, dear.”

May jumped. “Sorry! I didn’t mean to-”

“No harm done, dear,” the elderly woman said. She sniffed it in herself, and smiled. “There’s all kinds of incense they sell here, and I know them all. This is an interesting one, indeed.”

“What’s it called?” May asked, a little nervously.

“Heart incense,” the woman told her. “I don’t know why they call it that, of course, but it’s a nice name.”

Seeing the pile of stuff already in May’s arms, she smiled. “I’m not sure if you’ve got the space to carry anything else, but I think they do free burners here if you get your first bundle. Since you seem to like the Heart incense, you should think about it.”

“Thanks,” May said. “I will.”

She did. In fact, she purchased two bundles of the salty incense, and picked out a nice blue burner to go with them – despite the larger-than-intended hole that made in her finances.

It would be a reminder of their promise. A promise she intended to fulfil.


“Exercises done…” Max said, looking down at the panting Electrike. “Okay, Kris, let’s see how that worked.”

Agreed.

The Porygon formed out of her projector, then hovered up a few inches and took a kind of planar triangle form.

“Okay, Arc!” Max said. “Spark!”

Arc duly did so, jumping at Kris’ form and hitting with a crackle-thwack.

That jump was higher than last week, Kris confirmed, reforming. It’s working.

Arc barked happily.

“Okay, Cinder, your turn!”

This may not be as optimal, Kris observed, looking at the much bigger canine. If she jumps at me, it will hurt.

“Excuse me, young man?”

Max looked around. “Yeah?”

“Is that a Porygon?”

“She is,” Max confirmed. “She’s Kris.”

He looked closer. “Wait… aren’t you Mr. Stone?”

“I see my disguise wasn’t good enough,” Mr. Stone said, with a theatrical sigh.

“I don’t see a disguise,” Max blinked.

“Told you it wasn’t good enough,” Mr. Stone quipped.

Cinder sniggered.

“Would you mind if I had a look at your Kris?” he went on. “I’ve only seen a Porygon once or twice before…”

“Kris?” Max asked.

I do not see why not.


“So, what do you think?” Brock asked.

“It’s a nice idea,” Crobat replied. “Thanks. I know I weigh a lot…”

The rack he was perched on creaked slightly, and he gave it a worried look before switching to hanging upside down from a sturdy-looking banner pole.

“Yeah, I thought maybe you could rest on there so it’d be easier to carry you,” Brock nodded. “Hmm… what hat to get, though? It’s an important question…”

“Why’s it an important question?” Crobat asked. “You’re not trying to attract girls any more.”

“No, but I’d rather one that Philena would like… or at least find funny,” Brock shrugged.

Ludicolo emerged from his Pokéball. “Doesn’t she like your sombrero?”

“Actually, I don’t think he has one this time,” Crobat frowned, bringing one wing up to his cheek as he pondered.

“Que?”

Brock blinked. “Did you just-”

“What does he mean, you don’t have a sombrero?” Ludicolo asked, looking shocked. “Why don’t you have a sombrero?”

“Never really saw the need to get one,” Brock shrugged. “I mean-”

“You should get a sombrero. And some maracas while I’m at it. Two pairs.”

“Uh…” Brock took a step back, getting a little more distance from his Water-type. “You’re enthusiastic…”

“You look good in a sombrero, hombre,” Ludicolo insisted. “And it’s big enough for Crobat to perch on. So I say…sombrero.”

“Thanks for the advice,” Brock said, looking around at the other hats as well. “What about-”

“Sombreroooooo…”

“…oh, fine,” Brock sighed. “I guess maybe it’ll be good for a laugh.”

“Pick a really colourful one,” Crobat suggested. “Oh, and learn more than one Mariachi song while you’re at it.”

“Slave drivers,” Brock muttered. “But I’m getting Ludicolo castanets, not maracas.”


“Really?” Ash asked, blinking. “They had something which… wow, that’s pretty good luck.”

“Yeah, and remember his big thing was Heart Swap,” May added. “I kind of wonder if that’s why it’s called Heart Incense. Makes as much sense as anything.”

Ash smiled, and nodded to her. “Don’t worry. We’ll work something out when we save him again.”

The confidence in Ash’s voice made May smile back. “Thanks, Ash, that…”

She stopped, and Ash followed her gaze.

“Brock, what the heck are you wearing?”

“A sombrero,” Brock replied, adjusting it and trying not to look too silly.

He failed.

“This is pretty comfy,” Crobat said, from his perch inside the hat bowl.

“Just don’t expect me to wear it all the time,” Brock told him. “I’m kind of worried about narrow doors…”

“…right,” May said, shaking her head. “Anyway. Let’s go get my brother, and we can head to Dewford.”

She led the way out of the building, trying to make sure she didn’t drop anything.

“Ash?” she asked. “That bag of yours – can I use it to put stuff in?”

“Sure,” Ash replied. “It’ll make it easier to carry everything. Just ask me when you need it.”


I am capable of producing the data required to run a high-quality render. The issue is the data bus to my hologram generator.

“I see,” Mr. Stone said. “So the projector is capable of sustaining only a very small number of independent polygons?”

“Yeah, a few dozen,” Max confirmed. “It still means she can change shape a bit more than the basic Porygon form allows, but it’s not much. I understand that there’s been an upgrade just around the corner for more than a year now.”

“I’m familiar with the syndrome,” Mr. Stone smiled. “Actually-”

He stopped, and looked up. “Is that Ash Ketchum I see?”

“Yeah, I’m travelling with him,” Max confirmed, turning to see the others returning from their shop. “Hi, guys!”

“Well, well!” Mr. Stone said, standing. “This is a treat! I’ve been having a lovely time talking with the young man and the…” he paused. “Would young be appropriate?”

No, but lady is quite polite.

“Thank you,” he said courteously. “And now I have Ash Ketchum to speak to as well!”

“Why me?” Ash asked.

Both May and Brock looked at him like he was an idiot.

“Did you forget your league wins?” May asked. “The Legendary Pokémon? Charizard? Pikachu?”

“Well, no, but…” Ash shrugged helplessly.

“You’ve been lucky enough not to be recognized much,” Brock said.

“I guess…”

“Actually, it’s not that young mister Ketchum has won his qualifications that makes me want to speak to him,” Mr. Stone explained. “You see, my wife was a member of the Chosen… and Steven is.”

“Wait,” Ash said. “So it’s Steven who Ho-Oh meant when he said there were people in Hoenn?”

“I don’t know about that, but certainly Steven is a very impressive person,” Mr. Stone said. “You’ll have to meet him some time, I’m sure he’d love to see you.”

Ash nodded.

“Actually…” Mr. Stone frowned. “I’d like to check something, and I know you have Pokémon with Mega Stones… would you mind coming with me?”

“That’d be fine,” Ash agreed. He looked around. “Wait, where’d Dustox go? She was supposed to be in sight of you…”

“Well, she is her own Pokémon,” Brock said. “Or Jessie’s, anyway. She can look after herself.”


“Oh, it’s so good to see you!” Jessie said, as her Dustox fluttered down to her. “I was so worried when we couldn’t find you… should have guessed Ash and his friends had found you instead.”

Dustox nodded. “They’ve got a Latios, in case you didn’t-”

“Yeah, we know,” Meowth interrupted. “Hey, Jess, you got dose bows?”

“That’s right!” Jessie said. “James, hand me the bag!”

James muttered something.

“I didn’t hear that,” Jessie admitted.

“I tink he’s sayin’ he don’t got no hands free.” Meowth reached in delicately and plucked the bows from the appropriate bag. “Here ya go, Jessie!”

“Thanks.” Jessie tied the bows on Dustox’ antennae. “There you go.”

Her Bug-type fluttered happily. “Thanks!”

“Can we put the shopping in the plane now?” James asked, from behind the stack of boxes and bags he was holding. “I don’t get why we need this much medical supplies.”

“We’re not always able to get hold of a Pokémon Centre,” Jessie pointed out. “And I do have training, but sometimes you need potions to help with that.”

“And da perfume?” Meowth teased.

“That’s… personal.”


“You know about Mega Stones, of course,” Mr. Stone said, leading them into an empty boardroom. “But do you know how to find a Mega Stone?”

“…I hadn’t put much thought into it,” May admitted.

“Gary says he has a special Key Stone that tracks them down,” Ash volunteered. “But mostly he just chases rumours.”

“Oh, you know Gary Oak, that simplifies things,” Mr. Stone said. “You’re right, the stones resonate, and a strong enough one can harness that. But what if I said I’d worked out a way to find Mega Stones without a Key Stone?”

“That sounds pretty amazing,” Max said. “It sounds like it’d make it much easier to build up enough Mega Stones to swap around and get ones you could use.”

“Well, yes, though Steven doesn’t much need the help,” Mr. Stone smiled. “He’s got quite the collection… those of us a little less well equipped, though, sometimes need some help.”

He rummaged in his pocket, and pulled out a small card. Fitting it into the computer, he signed in with quick keystrokes and activated the program.

“It’s the Stone Stone Detection System,” he announced, as the application booted up. Seeing the surprised looks his audience was giving him, he winked. “Working title.”

“Huh,” Max said, looking at the interface. “Looks… complicated.”

“It is, a bit,” Mr. Stone admitted. “The real trick is getting it to run properly… it keeps crashing, but it can detect both Mega Stones and Key Stones with a bit of care – aha!”

The screen fuzzed for a moment, then showed a map of the room they were in. For a fraction of a second, there were images-

-then the whole thing collapsed back to a cursor.

“Always happens,” Mr. Stone said, with a sigh. “There’s just too many threads for the processor to handle… I can run it on the mainframe, but that’s about it.”

My whole processing system is outrageously overengineered, Kris suggested. My projector and main body are independently capable of supporting… well, me.

“Really?” Max asked, blinking. “I didn’t realize there was that much spare space…”

Professor Oak’s idea of appropriate processing power is being able to scan and analyze a new Pokémon in about fifteen seconds, Dexter supplied from his own position. You may recall I came about by accident.

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “Wait, does this mean that one of you could run the program?”

I’d like to give it a try, Kris said.

“Well…” Mr. Stone considered. “I can’t see the harm, not really. It’s proprietary, but I can give you a few trial licenses – it’s not as if stealing from a Porygon is really possible.”

We have a tendency to get violent over data protection, Ethan noted, not wanting to be left out of the conversation.

Chuckling good-naturedly, Mr. Stone removed the data card from his computer and held it out. “If you can load it..?”

Analyzing. Kris’ scanner flashed for a moment, then an arrow appeared on her screen. Appropriate data port is here.

Max took the card and slotted it in.

Thank you. Loading… setting up… parsing…

There was a long pause.

Loaded. I will be using my projector to run the scan.

Max let out a sigh of relief, and reached his free hand into his pocket to get the prized projector out.

Once it was on his palm, it lit up and displayed a kind of compass-like screen about six inches across. There was a dot right in the middle of the screen, and after a moment range ticks appeared followed by a number of bright dots.

“Aha!” Mr. Stone said, happily. “That’s the one! Now, what does this tell us…”

May pointed. “That’s Ash, isn’t it? There’s two dots close together – and he’s got Latiosite and Heracronite.”

Three, Kris clarified, highlighting a much fainter dot with a caret.

“Oh, interesting – I’ve not seen it do that before,” Mr. Stone said, leaning in. “It looks like… wait, it’s moving!”

There was a quiet swish as Ash moved his staff through the air. “Looks like it can sort-of pick up my staff, then.”

“What’s that?” Mr. Stone frowned, then smiled as he recognized it. “Ah! The Key Stone you used in the Silver Conference, of course!”

This seems useful, Dexter remarked. Is there a range limit?

In reply, Kris made the holo-display pull back a bit. The image got fuzzier and fuzzier, but before it hashed out into complete uselessness a couple of dots appeared at the edge of the screen.

“Ah, that must be my rock collection!” Mr. Stone chuckled. “Interesting.”

“You have Mega Stones in your rock collection?” Brock asked, a bit startled.

“Only one Mega Stone at the moment, Steven’s out looking for more,” Mr. Stone clarified. “We built up quite a collection over the years, but they really deserve to be used – I’ve been passing them out to people who can use them. I’ve got a few Key Stones, but the only Mega Stone is Pinsirite – you don’t have a Pinsir, any of you?”

He got shakes of the head.

“Pity…”

Sir? Ethan asked, vocoder sounding a bit troubled. I just got completely unrestricted access to your entire corporation computer network.

Mr. Stone looked up. “What?”

The change was quite surprising. In a single word, Mr. Stone had gone from a jovial gentleman showing off his achievements to a no-nonsense businessman.

The firewall just went down completely, Ethan clarified. I wasn’t even trying to get access, just seeing what networks were around – then suddenly the main corporate wireless let me in automatically.

“That should not be happening,” Mr. Stone said firmly. “Our security is-”

Compromised, Ethan interrupted. A virus just tried to infect me.

“Are you okay?!” May demanded, snatching him out of her bag.

I’m fine, Porygon were designed to fight viruses. It’s been sandboxed.

“Can you tell anything about it?” Mr. Stone asked urgently.

It appears to be called ArdentSharpedo, Ethan reported. It’s not very sophisticated, fortunately – I doubt it got in from outside.

Dexter, Ethan, Kris said. We should have the resources to sort this out. With your permission, sir?

“If it’ll solve this, then fine!” Mr. Stone agreed readily.

Thank you. The scanner field collapsed as Kris redirected her processing power. Dexter, you’re the most experienced – you get rid of the virus. I’ll be firewall.

Got it, Dexter replied.

Ethan – if this virus took down the security, it’s to do something. Can you access the cameras?

I can.

“How can we help?” Ash asked. “Do we need to go in and help fight the virus?”

I don’t have a digitizer – quite apart from anything else they’re the size of a room, Dexter reminded him. You might be needed soon, though – we think someone’s in the building.

“Right!” Mr. Stone said, nodding. “If someone took down the security then they’d be doing it to steal something. Let me know if you find anything – we have to stop this!”

Firewall established, Kris reported. I’ve stopped the copy – Ethan, check the fourth floor.

“That’s only two floors up!” May said, heading for the door. “Come on!”

Everyone piled out of the room, May first and following Ethan’s quick directions based on the building map.


“Come on!”

Wavel slapped the computer, which refused to start the file transfer again. “This was all going well! The heck happened?”

After a moment more scowling at the screen, he flipped open his phone. “Boss?”

“Don’t call us during a mission!” the distorted voice came back.

“Boss, the transfer stopped. I got some of their files, but not all of them.”

A sigh came down the speaker. “Then send on what you have and leave.”

“Right!” Wavel agreed, nodding, and pulled the transfer card out of the slot before slipping it in his phone. “Sending now!”

Slipping his lab coat back on, the Aqua grunt paced back and forth until the files showed as sent.

As soon as that was done, he turned his phone off and put it back in his pocket, before heading to the door. With luck, he could sneak out and no-one would be any the wiser.

The door crashed open before he reached it.

“What’s going on?” he asked, keeping the charade going as a large Blaziken lowered his kicking leg. “I was-”

“That him?” a girl’s voice asked from behind the Fire-type.

Affirmative. He just put on the lab coat.

Wavel stepped back, then his hand went to his belt. “Okay, screw this! Crawdaunt, get them!”

The big crustacean clashed his claws together. “Craaaw!”

“Okay, Blaziken!” the girl said. “Double Kick!”


Make sure that the lockdown has a portal for Ethan to keep using the cameras, Dexter reminded, as he delved into the computer systems of Devon Corp.

Already on it.

And put a tracer on that portal, too, in case something escapes, Dexter added. It looks like the ICE tripped, but this ArdentSharpedo virus stifled all the active alerts. Passive ones are going, of course.

His tone changed. Aha! I think I found the source. It’s a drive that’s still plugged in. Hold one moment…

There was a pause.

There. Drive locked down, now we just need to clear out what’s already in here.

If there’d been a human along, the visualization making sense of the virtual world would have shown Dexter reforming from his normal avian shape to an icosahedron, then into a three-petalled shape which screamed attack.

Of course, no-one was.

Dexter was applying the visualization anyway, because he liked how it looked. Engaging.

Light stabbed out at one of the viral agents, which burst into a sparkle of light.

What does that even represent? Kris asked, engaged in data-sharing and following the events herself.

Deleting a file, Dexter informed her. And this is denying something execute privileges.

A sphere of blue energy formed around one of the virtual Sharpedo, which froze before disintegrating.

At about that point, the priority list of the virus copies designated Dexter as the next threat.

Incoming, Kris noted, as several dozen virtual sharks came swimming towards him through the virtual world. Do you need help?

Negative. Engaging Zap Cannon.


One of the techs blinked. “Okay, why is Space Invaders running in the middle of a virus attack?”


“Damnit!” Wavel said, ducking out of the way. His Crawdaunt came past at speed and smacked into a wall, before hitting the floor hard.

He winced as it staggered in a circle and fell over.

“Okay, so you beat him,” he muttered. “Walrein, finish that Blaziken off!”

Walrein gave him a look.

“What?” he asked. “Brine, damnit!”

Walrein sighed, turned to his front, and spat out a stream of salty water.

“Steambath!” the girl called.

Blaziken’s fists snapped into fire, and he blew flame before punching it forwards. The blast of incandescent fire smacked into Walrein’s salt water, producing a hiss and blast of steam, and the water that actually reached Blaziken was much less of a problem.

“So much for the computers in here,” Mr. Stone sighed.

“Water Pulse, then!” Wavel ordered. “Hit the-”

As Walrein fired, the Blaziken moved – fast.

He launched himself off the ground, spinning once in mid-air, and brought down a devastating High Jump Kick on the Water-type.

Springing back off as Walrein skidded backwards, he landed with lithe grace on the floor of the room and snapped in a Blaze Kick for good measure.

“Hey, moron!” the girl called, as Wavel watched his Walrein backing away from Blaziken’s ongoing assault. “He’s an Ice-type too!”

Walrein muttered something, holding his flippers up, and Blaziken’s foot swished to a stop a moment before the first of another set of Double Kicks.

“I think it’s time the police had a word with you,” Mr. Stone said, stepping forwards. “I take a very dim view of people breaking into my building.”

Wavel gulped, then straightened. “It doesn’t matter!” he said. “I have done my duty. For Aqua!”

“Your duty sucks,” a smaller kid said.


“Do we know what they got?” Mr. Stone asked, once the Team Aqua agent had been carted off by the police.

Mainly data related to Mega Stones – theoretical stuff, the actual practical information was not stolen, Kris reported. I can’t see what use they could get out of it.

“I see.” Mr. Stone clapped his hands. “Well, thank you indeed! Thank you for saving my data, and especially for your gallantry in subduing the intruder!”

“Don’t you have a Pokémon yourself?” Ash asked.

“I do!” Mr. Stone agreed. “Several. They’re all at home.”

“…maybe you should consider keeping one with you,” Brock suggested. “Just for safety if nothing else. I mean, we know people are after your research now.”

“Excellent advice, Mr. Slate,” Mr. Stone said. “I’ll certainly do that – Crustle will be glad of the workout, I’m sure.”

“Oh, you’ve got a Crustle?” Brock asked. “They’re neat.”

“A positive delight.” Mr. Stone frowned. “Hmmm… well, now, you most certainly deserve a reward for this… is there anything you’d like?”

No-one spoke up for a moment. Then May cleared her throat.

“Sorry if it’s presumptuous, but… I saw a Mega Blaziken at the Silver Conference a couple of weeks ago, and since then I’ve really wanted a Mega Evolving Pokémon – especially being able to do it to Blaziken-”

“Oh, I certainly agree, it’s a wonderful sight!” Mr. Stone interrupted. “Hm – I’ll tell you what. I may only have one Mega Stone available, but I have a whole box of Key Stones upstairs! I can certainly spare one for each of you, to bring your dream closer to reality!”

“No need for one for me,” Ash said. “I’ve already got something that works the same.”

Mr. Stone nodded. “I understand. Well, that sounds wonderful – follow me!”

As he led them through the corridors, he explained further. “They’re not especially strong Key Stones – they’re not nearly sensitive enough to detect Mega Stones – but they should be fine for your purposes.”

A wink. “Besides, Steven’s been complaining he doesn’t get good enough fights. I’m sure this’ll help give him a challenge!”


“That went really well,” Max smiled, touching the bracelet he was now wearing on his left arm. “It was nice of Mr. Stone to give us these, even with how we helped him.”

“It sure was,” May agreed. She looked around as they left the building. “Huh, it’s later than I thought it would be… I hope Dustox had a good reason for flying off.”

“Well, I’m sure Team Rocket will text us if they’ve got any questions,” Ash said. “Hey, should we try sleeping rough tonight, or-”

“Hotel!” May and Max chorused.

“Sounds good,” Ash admitted. “Brock? Any idea where we should go?”

Brock shrugged. “To be honest, I’m not very sure of the details of hotels here…”

He frowned. “Can one of the Porygon find out?”

I probably can, Ethan volunteered. Please wait, collating data…

As he worked, May frowned. “Okay, I know what Brock got, and I know I got loads of stuff, but – what did you get, Ash?”

“Oh, right!” Ash nodded. “Dexter? Is Squirtle ready for transfer?”

Indeed he is.

Ash walked into the park a little way, then held out his hand. “Okay, bring him over.”

There was a flash, and Squirtle’s Pokéball materialized in his hand.

“Ash?” Brock asked.

“Hold on a moment…” Ash pulled some paper out of his pocket. “Right… Squirtle!”

The Water-type materialized. “Hey, Ash! What’s up – is it time for a Gym Battle?”

“No, we had one yesterday,” Ash explained. “It’s something else.”

He crouched down, glanced at the paper, and cleared his throat. “Squirtle, I’m not great at speeches, but I kind of want to say this. I’m really glad to have you as one of my Pokémon – you’re sometimes exasperating, and kind of worryingly overenthusiastic, but that helps – it makes me… it makes us feel like we can do anything. Because you can, and we can’t let you down.”

Squirtle tilted his head. “I give that a three out of five.”

“Hey!” Ash said, stung. “Wasn’t it a bit better than that?”

“You said you weren’t great at speeches! Now, I’ll show you how a good speech-”

The words died in Squirtle’s throat, as Ash handed him a slim plastic case.

Curious, Squirtle opened it – and saw a pair of swooping, pointed orange-black glasses.

His jaw opened slightly, then he swallowed. “For me?”

“Of course,” Ash replied, with a smile. “I didn’t forget about them, Squirtle. I just wanted to make sure I could get you a good pair.”

Squirtle took his new shades, and reverently put them over his eyes.

Then he struck a pose.

“This ultimate bond of brotherhood will not be forgotten!”

“Oh, here we go again,” Pikachu muttered.

“What was once broken has been reforged, greater and better than before! My raging spirit has blazed up again, and that’s just how I roll!”

Let’s go look at hotels, Ethan suggested. I get the sense this could take a while…


“Look, I’ve said sorry,” Gary said, for the fourth time.

“I know you have said it, but that does not excuse it!” Furfrou whined. “My coat is still dreadfully matted! It’s awful! It’s as bad as could be!”

She made to groom herself, then made a mortified face and shook her head. “Oh, that would have been appalling!”

“At least you managed to weaken him before capture,” Gary pointed out, trying to find a bright side.

“Yes, but that meant I got all awful and covered in goo!” Furfrou said, not deterred. “I demand a hot shower, a groom, and a trim!”

“Fine, fine, keep your fur on,” Gary muttered.

“My fur is the problem!” Furfrou insisted, shaking herself and sending drops of greenish gunk flying. “Ugh, this will take forever to clean…”

“You nearly got some on me,” the trainer pointed out, then sighed as Furfrou turned up her nose. “It was you or Umbreon, you’re the ones who could get at him…”

“Then send her!” Furfrou told him promptly. “She’s got shorter fur!”

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,” Umbreon commented.

“Man, I hope Ashy-boy’s happy with this trade,” Gary observed, glancing at the Pokéball. “It was enough trouble to find something interesting…”


AN:


This is basically That Time The Porygon Get To Do Stuff.

Mostly.

That means lots and lots of underline speech, so I may not have correctly caught any errors. (Underline sometimes gets dropped.)

The image I was basing the Mega Stone scanner on is the scan mode of the D-arc in Digimon Tamers, because it’s a neat image.

There’s also some shopping, with various things to pick up – mostly sentimental.

Oh, and Gary Oak doing stuff in Kalos.






123. Hoenn 7


“Excuse me, sir?” May asked.

“Aye, what it be?” the burly old man replied.

“Well, I be-” May blushed. “I mean, I was wondering if I could ask… could we charter your boat for a trip to Dewford?”

Briney stroked his chin. “Well, now, lass, I’m not so sure that’s a good idea. The barometer be sinking, the weather be getting poor, and I’m not so sure it’s a good time to go out to sea.”

Ash raised his hand. “I have Pokémon with Sunny Day.”

Briney nodded. “That’ll do, cast off be in twenty minutes.”

“If you don’t mind my asking,” Brock said, frowning. “Why do you talk like a pirate?”

“What’s that?” Briney asked, confused. “What be wrong about how I be speaking?”

“…never mind.”

There was a caw from overhead, and his Wingull swooped low over the group.

“Peeko!” Briney called, a little sharply. “They be customers!”

“Sorry!” Peeko said, chastened, and did a little flip before coming down to rest on his arm. “I was worried.”

“Peeko’s a little shy, you see,” Briney told them. “She be a caring companion, though, and a friend of mine these last three decades. Arr.”

“Three decades?” Max blinked. “Wow. She doesn’t look old…”

“Well, Pokémon aging be strange,” Briney observed. “Not like humans be, where they be following the same course. But aye, she be a faithful old friend.”

“You always were a flatterer,” Peeko observed.


“This is nice,” May sighed, leaning back on one of the old deckchairs Briney had got out. “It’s great to be able to spend some time in sun, sea and salt without worrying about Tentacool.”

“Tentacool aren’t that bad, May,” Brock pointed out, from another of the chairs. “I know you had a bad experience, and they’re Poison-type Water Pokémon who get everywhere, but they’re really kind of okay.”

“They’re ew and gross,” May said with finality. “End of argument.”

“If you say so…” Brock chuckled.

He glanced over his shoulder. “What do you think, Stantler?”

“It’s pretty amazing!” Stantler smiled, looking out over the blue-green water. “It’s cooler here than it was on land – do you think it’s all because of the water?”

“I think that’s most of it,” Brock agreed. “But there might be something to do with the weather as well, remember it would be quite bad if Meganium wasn’t helping out.”

They looked towards the bow, where Meganium was steadily pulsing out Sunny Day attacks – nothing too tiring, just enough to keep them in clear skies as they moved.

“Is it that much worse out here?” Stantler asked. “It was quite calm back when we went across to Shikoku or to Altomare.”

“You’re right, it was calm,” Brock agreed. “It’s because the water there was quite sheltered – there was land in the way, which broke up the power of storms or waves. But here we’re exposed to the ocean waves.”

Stantler nodded firmly. “Right! That makes sense.”

“Glad you think so,” Brock smiled.

There was a splash sound, drawing the attention of everyone on the boat.

May blinked slowly. “What?”

“Oh, Lucario likes surfing,” Brock explained. “He doesn’t get a chance very often, so I guess this is a nice relaxing moment for him.”

“Why’s Keldeo pulling him along?”

As they watched, Keldeo’s water-spraying hooves drove him at a broad swell. The Water-type went up one side and down the other, and Lucario – dragged along behind at the end of a tether – went several feet into the air before splashing hard back down again.

“Fancy a go, lass?” Briney asked.

“What? No, no thanks!” May said hurriedly. “I was more… astonished, than anything.”

“Well, the seas be strange, you see a lot when you’re out here,” Briney said, gazing out. “Not much that be surprising me any more.”


“Ash, I was wondering…” Max began.

“What were you wondering, Max?” Ash replied, turning from watching the islands and headlands pass on their left.

“Well, why did you do the gyms in the order you do? I don’t just mean in Hoenn, I mean anywhere.”

“It’s just… the ones I run into, really,” Ash shrugged. “A couple of times a gym’s been closed, or I lost the first time, and then I came back later and handled it then. But usually it’s just convenient… Rustboro’s pretty close to where you live, and then Dewford’s on the way to Slateport by sea… but it doesn’t really matter.”

Waving a hand, Ash went on. “Most gym leaders have a team that can fight on at least a late-badge level, so you can really do it any order you like. Some people prefer to pick gyms their starter’s strong against early on, to give themselves an easy start… others save those for later so they don’t have to face a really, really tough opponent at the end.”

“And Ash picks whichever one he ended up at after getting lost again,” Pikachu chuckled.

“Hey!” Ash said, grinning.


“Here comes a big one!” Keldeo said, legs held rigid to keep the jets of water going in roughly the right directions.

“I see it,” Lucario confirmed, sending a bit more Aura to his paws to keep his water-walk effect going.

Keldeo went up and over, and then the wave began to crest and Lucario went up-

He let go of the rope to avoid being pulled back down too painfully, did a graceful flip, and landed with a splash before going deep.

Lucario were a heavy Pokémon, but it was quite possible for them to swim nevertheless. Ash’s Lucario promptly did so, kicking his legs hard in a scissor kick and breaking the surface before hauling himself up onto the water as though it was a solid floor.

“You okay?” Keldeo asked, trotting over. “That looked-”

“It was deliberate,” Lucario informed him. “Don’t worry, I was fine.”

“Great!”

Something shot past.

“What was that?” Keldeo asked, looking worried for a moment.

Another woosh of water, closer this time, and then a Sharpedo fin came out of the water and began circling them.

“Excuse me?” Keldeo asked. “Sorry if we disturbed you!”

There were a series of splashes, and four or five Sharpedo heads came out of the water.

“That’s okay, then, sorry about this,” one said. “We were asleep, and-”

“It’s not okay!” another snapped, fins thrashing. “This is our territory!”

“…it’s the sea,” Lucario blinked. “I know that some areas are territory nevertheless, but you can’t fault people who go overhead, surely?”

“Forgive my son, he’s a bit of a hothead-”

“Shut up!” The boistrous Sharpedo launched himself forwards, and Lucario dodged nimbly out of the way.

“Stop!” the older Sharpedo ordered, and was ignored. “Sorry about this…”

“It’s okay,” Keldeo said readily, as Lucario dodged the next Aqua Jet. “I guess he just needs to cool off a bit.”

“Probably,” the elder said. “Oh, might I ask – are those humans on the boat yours?”

“My trainer’s on board, yeah,” Keldeo agreed, watching as Briney’s ship approached.

He turned his focus back to Lucario, and blinked. There was a little spark of chilly blue in Lucario’s right hand…

Oh, right.

Lucario punched upwards as Sharpedo came in, and the spiral activated.


“…well, that be a new one on me,” Briney said faintly, as a miniature windstorm carried the rather startled Sharpedo into the air.

“Cool move, isn’t it,” Ash said.

He frowned, then looked down at Dexter and scrolled through the files until he found one he was after. “Now, was Sharpedo on Gary’s list…”


“Now do you see why you don’t do this kind of thing?” the elder asked. “It’s just asking for trouble!”

The much-chastened Sharpedo muttered something that was too quiet to hear and probably wasn’t meant to be heard anyway.

“Uh – hi?” Ash called, from Briney’s boat. “I was wondering – I’ve got a friend who’s doing research into Mega-Evolution, and I wanted to see if any of you guys might want to be caught to be traded to him to help with that.”

“What’s Mega Evolution?” one of the Sharpedo asked.

“It’s that thing I saw on the news!” another said. “You know, that thing I told you about where that Lucario got extra spikes and became a lot more powerful!”

“You watch the news?” the first Sharpedo said, blinking. “How?”

“There’s a fisher on one of the small islands near Dewford who watches the TV outside, I go to watch sometimes…”

“Do you mean that Mega Evolution is something Sharpedo can do?” the older Sharpedo said. “You know this?”

“Well, Sharpedo’s one of the Pokémon on Gary’s list,” Ash said. “He said he’d catch something for me in Kalos and we’d trade.”

“I’m not sure it’s such a good idea,” one of the sharks said. “I mean, it sounds interesting, but it’d be a long way from home…”

There was a general series of nods.

“Okay, then,” Ash said, a bit disappointed but not wanting to make an issue of it. “Thanks for considering it!”


“What a nice young trainer,” the shoal leader said as the boat moved off.

There was a grumble.

“Oh, you’re just grumpy because of that sore tooth.”


“There we be, shipmates!” Briney said, as they cruised into Dewford roadstead under the setting sun. “That be a fine cruise, it be.”

“Yeah, it was!” Ash agreed. “Thanks for putting up with us.”

“It be no problem at all,” Briney smiled.

“Yeah, it was nice!” Peeko put in, gliding down to rest on his arm. “Especially with the weather help in the morning, it’d have taken an overnight trip without it.”

Ash smiled. “Hear that, Meganium?”

“I did,” Meganium nodded, and stretched her neck out from where she’d been napping – alongside her fellow Grass-type. “It was quite a workout, but that’s a good thing – it helps me get stronger.”

“Oh, we’ve not thought that way for decades at least,” Peeko said, waving a wing. “We’re old and slow now… Not that I could provide clear weather if I tried, of course – I can make it rain, but that’s hardly helpful!”

“Peeko be glad for the company too, she be,” Briney said, and stroked his Flying-type under the beak.

“Yeah, I can hear,” Ash said.

Briney reached into the wheelhouse and spun the wheel, cutting both throttles. His boat’s engine died down from a burble to a sigh, then went quiet entirely, and went coasting in towards the jetty before just bumping up against it.

“Showoff,” Peeko chuckled.


“Oh, shipmates?” Briney called, as they walked down the jetty towards land.

Ash and his friends turned, wondering what he was going to say.

“I’m glad you liked my performance,” he said with a wink. “I think it adds a little authentic touch.”

“…oh, right,” May said. “It was all an act?”

“More or less.” Briney shrugged. “Wouldn’t you talk like that if you had a boat?”

“…I have to admit, I probably would sometimes,” Max admitted, and his sister laughed.


Ash passed Pikachu one of his chips, nicely covered in ketchup, and the Electric-type bolted it down.

“It’s not really ideal for him to have too many of those,” Brock said. “May and I do prepare meals so they give the proper balance of nutrition for Pokémon, you know.”

“Yeah, but it’s just extra starch,” Ash replied. “So he’ll burn it off next time we train – and he likes it.”

“I do!” Pikachu agreed enthusiastically.

“Ash?” Max asked, looking up from his starter happily chewing his way through the meal Brock had laid out. “I was wondering – you came back to challenge this next gym a second time, right?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

“Well – should we do that this time? I know there’s a couple of Pokémon we should pick up, I’m just…”

He shrugged. “Well, I’m asking for advice, really.”

Ash gave it some thought.

“I think it might be good to wait,” he agreed. “If you’re happy with the Pokémon you have, even then it’s still good to train them up. You might need to rely on Cinder’s Play Rough, but even just getting Jolt to pick up Aerial Ace would give you a couple more options, and so would Guy learning more stalling moves – that’s a valid way to win…”

Ash followed that up with a shrug. “Or you could catch a Pokémon which has a move or type advantage against the whole gym, too. About the best thing I can say, I guess, is that if you feel uncomfortable challenging a gym you can always spend the time training before you come back – and since we’ve got that extra time, you should use it.”

Max smiled. “Thanks, Ash. That does help.”


The wave mounded up towards breaking, and then began to curl over.

“Now!” Ash said, and Swellow launched herself forwards.

Tail flagging right-left-right, she flitted across the twenty yards or so separating her from the wave, then turned and flew along the length of it as it went from peak to breaker to tunnel and then crashed down as it collapsed.

Bursting out from the far end, Swellow did a loop and banked sharply around – the tip of one wing just brushing the water surface – before coming back to land on Ash’s arm again.

“Oh, yeah!” she said, as she backwinged to a stop. “Who’s only the most awesome Flying-type on the beach?”

Ash smiled. “Still got it, huh?”

“Never lost it!”

“Didn’t we get absolutely soaked last time we tried training with waves here?” Pikachu asked.

Swellow shrugged. “Hey, speaking of which, want to come along this time?”

“No chance…”

“Oh, hey! Ash Ketchum, right?”

Ash looked over. “Are you Brawly?”

“That I am, my man,” Brawly replied. “I recognized the Pikachu. So, you’re challenging my gym?”

He pointed at Ash with a nod. “Man, I can tell you that I’m not going to give you a one-badge challenge, not after what happened with Roxanne!”

“You heard about that, huh?” Ash winced.

“Sure did!” Brawly shook his head, and his Makuhita planted a surfboard in the sand before walking over. “That was wack. So, you planning to use that Swellow?”

“Probably,” Ash said. “I’m still not sure, I might use her against Wattson instead.”

“Why not both?” Swellow asked.

“It wouldn’t be all that fair to everyone else,” Ash explained, and she subsided with a mutter. “Actually, I wasn’t going to challenge you just yet. I’m going to help my friend Max train first – he plans to challenge you too.”

“Cool,” Brawly nodded. “Makes sense to me, man – just gives me more time to prepare!”


“Hey, guys?” May asked, pointing. “Is it me or is this that fishing spot the Rockets tricked us into using?”

“Looks like it,” Brock agreed.

The nascent Coordinator shrugged. “Maybe we should give it a go this time too?” Nodding towards her brother, she elaborated. “I was thinking – I don’t think any of the Pokémon Max befriended last time were Water-type, so he could pick one up.”

“Yeah, that does sound like a pretty good idea,” Ash agreed. “Max, you’re certainly going to need someone able to fight Fire-types by the fourth gym at the very least… so do think about it.”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “I guess I should have Jolt ready to fight them, then?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash agreed. “Him, Guy or both – remember some Water-types have other types too, like Ground.”

Brock smiled.

“Okay!” Max said, then frowned. “…uh, do we have a fishing rod?”

Brock produced one from his bag.

“Where’d you get that from?” Ash asked, blinking.

“Philena got me to do the fishing to examine colour change in imported Magikarp when fed with Pinkan island fruits,” Brock explained. “It’s collapsible, so I just had it in the bottom of my bag all this time.”

“Convenient,” May smiled. “Okay, ready?”

“Sure!” Max nodded firmly.


“…I forgot how boring fishing was,” Max said, about half an hour later.

“Yeah, it’s not exactly exciting,” Brock nodded. “It’s kind of… relaxing.”

May snorted. “Must be why Ash is training instead of watching.”

They glanced over at Ash and his Pokémon.


“Good, you’re getting there!” Keldeo called. “Now, separate it entirely! Houndoom, more doubles!”

Houndoom barked, using Beat Up, and more half-real copies of his teammates rushed at Sceptile.

The Grass-type set his stance, then spun and brought his elbow around in a scything blow – or what would be one, had it got within ten feet of the shadowy doubles.

His arm-blade flashed a brilliant green, then a weak green shimmer detached and snapped out at the oncoming opponents.

One of them exploded from the impact, but the Leaf Blade faltered with it.

“Great work!” Ash said, as the other doubles stopped and vanished. “You can do it, you just need it to be a bit quicker!”

Sceptile nodded, and returned to his base stance. “More, please.”


“…yeah, I can see why he’s doing that instead of watching,” Max agreed. “That’s kind of the boring side of practicing, but it’s more exciting than-”

Brock leaned forwards and grabbed the rod as it jerked slightly. “Here goes!”

He flipped the rod up and into the air, pulling the Pokémon on the end up and out of the water.

A Magikarp landed with a wet splat on the grass.

Max contemplated it for a few seconds, as it Splashed futilely. “Do I have to catch it?”

“No, not really,” Brock said. “If it’s not what you’re after, just throw it back.”

“Right,” Max said, picking up the flopping Magikarp with difficulty by the tail. It thrashed a bit, trying to get out of his hands, and he tossed it back in before he lost his grip.

It landed with a plop in the water and vanished.

“Another go?” May suggested.

“Maybe,” Max agreed. “How long is that going to take?”

“Not as long as you’d think!”

May rummaged in her pack, and triumphantly revealed a Pokéblock. “Put this on the hook, we’ll see what we get.”

“What’s wrong with my food?” Brock asked plaintively.

“Nothing, really,” May shrugged. “It’s just that you forgot to put any on.”

“…why didn’t you say anything?” Max asked. “That was half an hour of waiting!”

“I thought it was some kind of special fishing that Brock knew how to do,” May defended. “He’s the expert.”

Brock sighed. “Okay, give me the Pokéblock.”

May handed it over, and he duly impaled it on the hook.

“What kind of Pokémon do you think we could catch?” Max asked. “I know there’s Octillery in here, one nearly Constricted me last time.”

“True… I hope there’s no Tentacool,” May said with a shiver.

Brock pulled the rod back out of the water. “Aha!”

“That’s no Magikarp!” Max said excitedly. “Okay, Jolt, Thunder Wave!”

Jolt barked, and fired a crackling burst of electricity at the moving shape – which flipped and dodged away from the attack.

“Wait, is that a Mantyke?” May asked, recognizing it. “Neat!”

“Uh, Thundershock!” Max ordered. “Try and make sure it doesn’t get back into the water!”

Jolt fired another blast of electricity, which missed again.

“Aim poolwards of it!” Max amended, and this time Jolt’s attack sort of worked. It didn’t hit the Mantyke, but it did make it dodge awkwardly and it landed on the grass instead of in the water.

“Okay, use Spark!” Max said quickly, as the Mantyke shook itself and rolled upright. “Boost now!”

There was a zrrrp as Jolt discharged his excess electricity, and managed to close in before the Mantyke could get out of the way. He delivered a close-in electrical attack, then got a faceful of water for his troubles which left him sputtering.

Mantyke flopped a bit, then jumped – getting quite high into the air, and arcing back towards the water.

Taking a gamble, Max grabbed one of his Pokéballs blindly off his belt and threw it.

The ‘ball impacted with a thwack, and didn’t trigger – but it knock Mantyke off course, and then a rather startled Cinder appeared in midair.

“Fetch the Mantyke!” Max called, trying to make the best of a bad situation, and then there was an almighty splash as Cinder hit the water.

“…that went terribly,” May said. “Mind you, that Octillery-”

Cinder burst out of the water again, paddled for a moment, then launched herself half out of the pool and batted the incoming Mantyke back to shore.

“Jolt, get it!” Max called, glancing down and dumping Guy’s Pokéball so he was down to just the empty ones, then took one of those empty Pokéballs and readied to throw.

Jolt jumped into the air, snapped home a Thunder Fang, and then Max threw the Pokéball.

This time, it worked. Mantyke was grabbed by the capture beam, pulled in, and the ball closed before bouncing to a halt on the ground.

Water went everywhere as Cinder shook herself dry, making both Brock and May back away hurriedly from the watery sheets.

There was a tiny little ‘click’.

“All right, Max!” May called. “Nice one!”

“Weren’t you saying it was going terribly?” Brock asked.

“It worked,” she shrugged.


“Oh, right!” Mantyke said, once the situation had been explained. “So you’re a Pokémon trainer?”

“That’s right,” Max agreed. “Is that okay with you?”

“It sounds fun!” Mantyke said, looking up. “I’ve never been outside the pool before, so it’s kind of scary – but I’m sure I’ll cope!”

He rubbed his side. “Just keep me away from electricity, okay? That really stung!”

“I’m afraid you’re weak to Electric attacks,” Max said apologetically, checking Kris both for translation and to confirm what he was saying. “Really, really weak.”

“It feels it…”

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me – I thought of a possible name for you,” Max added. “How does Delta sound?”

“Where’s that from, Max?” May asked.

“Well, a delta is kind of a triangular shape, and some really big flying aircraft are delta wing,” Max explained. “And the shape sounds about right.”

“I like it!” Delta agreed chirpily.

“It’s where the river meets the sea, too,” Brock added. “Good name choice!”


“So, how does Delta affect what’s a good idea to battle Brawly?” Max asked. “I mean, I guess as a Flying-type he’s a good choice, but…”

“You’re right there,” Ash agreed. “One thing you should practice is to make sure he can move quickly, because-”

Dexter rang, interrupting them.

Ash glanced at the screen as he retrieved Dexter. “Oh, it’s Gary. Afternoon, Gary – well, I guess it’s morning, there. Morning?”

“Hi, Ash,” Gary replied. “Hey, you caught a good Pokémon to trade yet?”

“No, I’ve not,” Ash replied. “There was a Sharpedo but it didn’t want to come along.”

“Ah, come on, Ash!” Gary said, sighing. “I’ve already got the Pokémon you’re getting. You’re gonna love him.”

“Really?” Ash asked, interested. “What is he?”

“Now, now, that’d be telling,” Gary teased. “Think of it as an incentive. But I can tell you he’s not something boring!”

A pause. “Might be something you’ve seen before, though. Depends how closely you looked.”

“…you got me a Spearow, didn’t you?” Ash asked.

“Nope!” Gary replied promptly. “I’ll leave you guessing, Furfrou’s got a spa appointment. Smell ya later!”

The line went dead.

“…okay,” Ash said, blinking. “Well, let’s keep going, I guess…”

“Where next, actually?” Brock asked, looking around. “I see a cave, over there, but…”

That’s where you need to go, Dexter said. Granite cave – it’s the quickest route to the Mudkip breeding grounds, which is where you want to go.

“Thanks,” Ash smiled. “Okay, let’s go.”

He frowned, then sent out Lucario. “I think this place is a bit unstable, Lucario. So… be ready to catch one of the others if the floor goes, okay?”

Lucario nodded calmly.

“Same with you, Steelix,” Brock added – though didn’t send the Steel-type out, mainly for reasons of size.


Granite cave was dark.

Actually, it was dark. Unlike many other caves, the entrances were small and heavily overhung, and so hardly any light filtered in to make the cave navigable.

More important, though, was the lack of convenient glowing fungus or shafts of light from the surface or other such convenience.

“Crobat?” Brock asked softly. “Can you map out the cave?”

“Sure.” Crobat launched himself from Brock’s shoulder, and a series of high-pitched clicking noises came echoing through the granite structure.

“Hmmm…” Pikachu mused, and then a faint crackle-sizzle of electricity sounded.

Holding his paws about half an inch apart, Pikachu repeatedly pulsed electricity back and forth between them – producing a faint but serviceable light.

“Thanks, Pikachu,” Ash smiled. “That’ll make it much easier for the others to avoid tripping.”

“Oh, yeah, you have that crazy Aura thing,” May nodded. “You can see in the dark too?”

“Still can’t see where we’re going, though,” Max said. “Good thing we’ve got Crobat too.”

The Poison-type came fluttering back. “I’ve not found a way through yet, but… I found someone in here.”

“You did?” Brock asked. “Who?”

“You’re going to want to see this.”


“What do you think, Aron?” Steven asked, probing with the metal rod in some of the less consolidated mudstone. “Something around here?”

Aron nodded. “Ron!” he said, watching Steven’s Key Stone pulse gently.

“Right-”

There was a clink.

“Aha!”

Steven put the rod aside, and retrieved a trowel before getting to work.

Spadeful after spadeful of dirt came up as he dug away, and after a few minutes there was a sizeable hole – and, sparkling at the bottom, a little dot of light.

Wiping his brow under the helmet, Steven dug around the spherical stone and prised it out of the ground. “Here we are!”

Aron nodded excitably.

Undoing his Mega Stickpin, Steven rubbed it for a few seconds, until the pulsing intensified to an audible thrummmm sound.

That done, he touched it against the Mega Stone.

His face fell. “Oh, come on!”

“Ron?”

“Another Steelixite. That’s the third one!”

Aron sighed.

“We’ll find an Aggronite sooner or later, don’t worry,” Steven said, going from kneeling to standing. “At least there’s another one for Dad’s collection.”

“Hey!” a voice called.

“Sssh!” Steven replied. “This place can be a bit unstable – hey, wait…”

He pointed. “Brock Slate, right? The one who was Pewter gym leader?”

“That’s me,” Brock agreed, walking forward a little onto the flatter floor of the cave. The others followed, crowding into the circle lit by Steven’s torch.

“Wait, I know you too…” Steven frowned. “You’re Norman’s kids, I saw you once when he was new to the job…”

“I’m flattered you remembered us,” May said.

“And is that Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me!”

“Four out of four,” Brock said with a chuckle.

“I heard you were in Hoenn – it’s nice to meet you,” Steven said, brushing his hand off and offering it for a shake.

“Nice to meet you too,” Ash agreed. “What brings you here?”

Steven grimaced. “Well, I was trying to find an Aggronite, but no luck – I’m trying to complete the set, and I’m one short.”

“What set’s that?” May asked.

“I’ve got a few Pokémon that can Mega Evolve, and a couple who will be able to,” Steven filled in. “Aron here’s the last of those, and I was trying to get him an Aggronite for when he’s old enough.”

“Yeah!” Aron agreed with a steely grin.

Booting up.

Max reached into his pocket and got out Kris. “What is it?”

It’s worth a shot. Setting up… loading program… ready.

The holographic screen expanded out from Kris’ main body, about a foot in radius.

“Wait, isn’t that Dad’s program?” Steven asked. “I didn’t realize he’d gotten it working…”

“Kris has enough memory and processing power to run it,” Max explained. “How close in are you scanning? I see a lot of dots…”

Those are all Mega Stones in your possession. Expanding.

“So you met my father?” Steven asked, as Kris slowly increased the strength and range of her scan.

“Yeah, back in Rustboro,” May said. “He’s really nice – he and Max had a great chat, and then we helped him with a bit of trouble.”

“Oh, so it was you who helped with the break in,” Steven realized. “Yeah, he told me about that, but I didn’t realize who it was. Thanks!”

Signal located, Kris interrupted. It is approximately thirty metres from here.

Max blinked dubiously at the snowy screen. “You can tell that?”

The signal is faint, but present.

“Lead the way!” Steven requested. “This is great – so much quicker than searching the way I tend to have to!”


“How much further?” Ash asked, glancing back.

“Uh…” Max frowned. “Is there a scale, Kris?”

There is now.

“Oh, thanks… yeah, up there, I think. Just a few more metres…”

Ash’s hands glowed a faint blue as he hoisted himself up onto the ledge.

“Aura?” Steven asked, nodding to himself. “Right, I heard about that.”

“Yeah,” Ash admitted. “It kind of came out a while ago…”

“We’re trying to learn,” May said. “It’s kind of tricky, though – I can occasionally get a vague sense of what Blaziken’s saying, but nothing more than that.”

There was a flash up on the ledge. “Okay, Houndoom, see if you can dig the mega stone up!”

Houndoom nodded, barking an affirmative, and got to work. Dirt went flying.

“Hey, careful!” Ash called.

“Sorry!”

Dirt stopped flying, and began being shifted aside gently instead.

“That’s better.”

“I wonder what Mega Stone this’ll be,” Steven mused. “They tend to be vaguely appropriate to the location – but that means a lot of the ones I find in caves are Steelixite.”

“They are?” Brock asked, interested. “You’ve found a lot of them?”

Steven gave him a speculative look, then nodded. “That’s right – I’ve got one, and I gave the second to Jasmine. I did find a third here just before you turned up… do you have a-”

“Found something!” Ash called down from the ledge. “Pikachu, mind coming up here?”

He reached down and helped his Electric-type up, and there was the sizzle of Pikachu’s unorthodox Flash again for a moment.

“Yeah, this is a Mega Stone alright,” Ash reported. Houndoom was Returned with a flash, and Ash swung his legs over the drop before jumping down and landing with a thump. “Not sure what it is, though…”

Steven’s Aron gave it a sniff, cocking his head. “It’s all silver and grey…”

“Well, it’s not one I’ve seen before,” Steven allowed, rubbing his pin to charge it up. “Let’s see now…”

“What Mega Stones do you have?” May asked.

“Well, I’ve got a Steelixite like I mentioned,” Steven told her. “There’s also Scizorite, Metagrossite and Mawilite.”

“Mawilite?” Ash repeated. “I’ve got a Mawile, she’s cute. Wonder what she’d look like Mega Evolved…”

“All Steel-types, I see,” Brock commented.

“They’re my speciality,” the Champion confirmed. “Okay, let’s see what this is.”

He pressed the thrumming pin to the Mega Stone, and broke into a grin. “Great!”

“Is it what you were after?” Max asked, as Kris cancelled her scan mode.

“It is,” Steven said. “An Aggronite, just like I came looking for.”

“Great!” Aron beamed. “Now I just need to evolve to where I can use it…”

“Glad we could help,” Ash smiled.

“And I’m glad you did,” Steven agreed. “Actually… wait, Dad and I found homes for most of them. You don’t have a Pinsir, do you?”

Ash shook his head.

“Oh well… tell you what. I’ll try to think of you first when I find a Mega Stone, to check if one of you can use it.”

“That sounds great!” May said. “Really generous of you!”

Steven shrugged. “They’re better used, and I know Ash can do it… oh, I was going to ask. Brock – do you have a Key Stone?”

Brock nodded.

“Great!” Rummaging in his pocket, Steven retrieved the uncut pale-blue stone he’d dug up earlier. “Here, have a Steelixite.”

“…wow,” Brock said, blinking. “That’s… thank you so much!”

Steven chuckled. “You’re the only other person I know who has a Steelix. Apart from Byron, but he refused when I offered…”

“He did?” Ash asked, honestly startled. “Why?”

Steven shrugged. “He wasn’t forthcoming with an explanation.”

After a moment, Brock took the stone. “Thank you, sir.”

“I’m no sir,” Steven waved off. “At least not off duty. Oh, Ash – can we have a word? Nothing important, just…”

“Sure,” Ash agreed readily, following Steven into one of the side sections of the cave.

There was a silence for a few seconds.

“So,” Max said. “Who knows the way out?”

Don’t ask us, it’s too far underground for GPS.


“What was it?” Ash asked, once they were around the corner.

“Ash,” Steven began, then sighed. “I… I’ve thought about how to put this, but it doesn’t really… okay. You know the whole thing with being one of the Chosen?”

“I do,” Ash agreed. “Or, I know I am one, and your Dad said you and your mom were Chosen as well.”

“That’s right,” Steven confirmed. “I just wanted to ask – do you think you’ll need help? I mean, I understand the whole thing with how your team is improbably powerful, but you’re… what, thirteen?”

Ash shrugged. “I’ve handled it so far, but… I guess it’d be nice to have some help if something happens with Team Aqua or Team Magma.”

Steven nodded. “Right. And… well, I guess that’s the main thing.”

He shook his head. “I know it’s not much – I just wanted to let you know I’d help if you needed it.”

“No, that’s good to know,” Ash smiled. “Thanks for the offer.”


A section of hillside shivered, then crumbled away into a pile of loosely consolidated pink-and-white granite gravel.

“That was much harder than it needed to be,” Brock sighed, as they emerged into the evening sun. “Thanks, Geodude.”

“No problem, man,” Geodude said, turning back to the hole and gesturing.

There was a grinding noise, and the wall sealed up again.

“Good to see that tip helped,” Steven noted. “It seems to be a very versatile Pokémon you have there.”

“Yeah, Geodude’s been working on that one for over a year,” Brock agreed. “We hadn’t worked out the whole dislocation creep lock problem that whole time, though…”

“It’s hardly an obvious topic,” Steven demurred. “It came up in my degree course in the materials science classes.”

“Well, wherever he learned it, it’s a real breakthrough!” Geodude steepled his fingers. “This is going to be great!”

“Speaking of which…” Brock glanced around the shallow valley. “This looks pretty empty… let’s give it a go.”

“I’ll be interested to watch,” Steven said, checking the time.


“Okay, Steelix,” Brock said, taking a deep breath.

He squeezed the Key Stone, and checked for the fifth time that the uncut Mega Stone was perched on Steelix’ head.

“Let’s do this.”

He glanced at Ash, who smiled encouragingly. “Just think about Steelix,” he advised. “Great moments you’ve had together.”

Brock nodded, and closed his eyes.

Steelix.

His starter, and a very special Pokémon. He’d got the big Rock-type on his tenth birthday, and they’d worked together alongside rented Pokémon to earn gym leader certification only a couple of years later.

Since then Onix, and Steelix, had been the big guy of his team. Whenever he needed someone strong enough to bull through anything in the way, or someone to keep him safe… there was always Steelix there for him.

Brock realized the key stone felt warm. A good, humming warmth.

He opened his eyes, and looked at Mega Steelix.

“All right, Brock!” May called. “That looked great!”

Mega Steelix shifted slightly, moving and testing his body. “I feel… a bit slower, but a lot tougher.”

“See the crystals?” Steven asked, pointing. “They’re extremely hard – still not sure quite what, but my current theory is that the pore space has been filled with Mega-Evolution energy. Another side effect of that is that a sandstorm will continually bombard those crystals, which seems to result in making more of that energy directly available for moves that can use it.”

“So, like Rock or Steel moves?” Max asked.

“That’s right,” Steven confirmed. “Basically it’s Sand Force.”

Brock nodded. “Right. Thanks, that probably saved us a few days of experimentation.”

“No problem,” Steven replied. He checked the time again, and winced. “Sorry – I’d love to talk longer, but I really need to get going.”

“Nice meeting you!” the friends called.


AN:


The trip to Dewford, and much of the pre-gym stuff.

No Sharpedo (though there was a shark tornado) – though there is a new Pokémon for Max. Meet Delta!

(No relation to the raptor. Or the episode.)

I like looking at slightly unusual Pokémon for their type. The other option I was considering for him Water-type wise, as it happens, was a Wailmer/Wailord…

Oh, yeah, and a thing with Steven. He’s got a geology qualification.

The reason dislocation creep lock is important is that that’s how work-hardening happens. After a few earthbending-type moves, Geodude was getting much less responsiveness from the ground as it hardened.

Now he’s got a much reduced version of that problem.






124. Hoenn 8


“What are we doing today, Ash?” Max asked.

“Well, the first thing’s going to be to train Delta,” Ash said. “If he can get a couple of good Flying-type moves, that’s going to really set you up well for Brawly’s gym-”

There was a bright blue flash overhead, and a startled crustacean landed on Ash’s head.

“What just-” Ash asked, reaching back and catching the Corphish before it hit the ground.

“Ash?” Brock said, blinking. “Celebi just materialized out of nowhere, dropped a Corphish on you and vanished.”

“What’s going on?” the Corphish asked.

“Ash?” Pikachu began. “I think this is your Corphish.”

Ash lifted the Water-type and inspected him. “Oh, yeah, you’re right!”

“Why am I not in a Pokéball?” Corphish asked. “Last I remember I was in a Pokéball! And… also somewhere east of Sootopolis.”

“…this could take a while to explain,” Ash said. “Okay, Max, first thing today’s explaining things to Corphish…”

“I kind of guessed,” Max agreed. “Then it’s training Delta and Guy?”

Ash nodded.


“Okay, so one of the things that you’ll need fighting a Fighting-type gym is practice fighting Fighting fighting styles,” Ash said, then looked confused.

“…I think I got that right…”

“So, what’s the plan?” Max asked, looking at Lucario. “Am I likely to have to fight a Lucario?”

“No, but Lucario’s got a few different styles,” Ash explained. “So it’s a good bit of practice. He’s also got moves that are usually not very effective against each Pokémon – Electric moves for Guy and Sparker, Fire moves for Delta, and a Ghost move for Cinder.”

“I see!” Max nodded. “Okay, let’s start with Delta!”

The Mantyke emerged, and struck a determined pose.

“Okay, Delta, remember – keep moving,” Max said. “Don’t be afraid to get your distance before coming back in.”

“Right,” Delta agreed. “Okay – yah! Bubble!”

Lucario raised a hand to block the stream of bubbles, then swept his foot out in a scything roundhouse kick.

“Whoa!” Delta said, bouncing backwards and avoiding the attack. “What do I-”

“Supersonic!” Max said quickly.

Delta adjusted his fall with a flip of a fin, managing to avoid Lucario’s next (deliberately somewhat sluggish) attack, and replied with a barrage of resonant sound.

Lucario’s ears glowed blue for a moment, and then he began staggering around very deliberately and obviously.

Max and Delta stared for a moment.

“Mango chutney!” Lucario added distinctly.

“Okay, we get the point,” Ash said. “You’re confused.”

“Delta, try a Wing Attack!” Max said. “Now!”

“All right!” Delta agreed, pouncing forwards.

His wing-fin hit Lucario’s shoulder with a clang, and the Fighting-type dramatically keeled over.

“Lucario, stop being silly,” Ash said, and was answered by a faint chuckle. “Okay, I’ll leave you guys to it – don’t forget to give Kris some practice, too, she’s going to be useful at the Mauville gym.”

“Right,” Max agreed.

As they continued practising, Ash moved a little way over and sent out Tyranitar. “How’s the practice going?”

Tyranitar sighed. “All right… I’ve not fallen over in a couple of days, but it’s still something I have to think about. It’s going to be a while before I can fight.”

“That’s just fine,” Ash told him. “Take as long as you want… actually, though, I did have one training idea.”

“What’s that?”

Ash sent out Corphish. “Okay, Corphish, here’s the plan – your job is to use Bubble and not get tagged by Tyranitar. Tyranitar’s job is to try to tag you with an attack. My job is to return Tyranitar if he falls over.”

“I have mixed feelings about this plan,” Tyranitar muttered.

“But what happens if I hit him?” Corphish asked. “Do I win then?”

“Eventually.”


“I still feel sorry for those Carvanha,” May winced, looking back over her shoulder.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked. “Hey, they attacked first.”

“They were being quite aggressive,” Brock agreed. “We could have tried to find a bridge, but I think Pikachu’s approach was better.”

“Couldn’t Steelix have carried us across?” Max asked. “I mean, I know it’s a big river, but he could have just moved along the bottom and carried the boat…”

“Actually, that might have been a good idea,” Brock said. “I guess that’s just how it is sometimes, the idea comes along too late.”

“Sorry,” Max winced. “I should have thought of it sooner.”

“It’s fine-” Brock began, then blinked. “Wait, did you just see that Mudkip?”

Ash shaded his eyes. “Sure did – you think it’s him?”

“I’m pretty sure none of the others are that big,” Brock replied, then his eyes widened. “Wait-!”

The Rock-type specialist turned and began to run downslope, sending out Pokémon. “Geodude, block the stream for just a moment! Crobat, Ludicolo, be ready to help me get out!”

“What’s he doing?” May asked, as Geodude made a sharp hand gesture.

A rocky wall rose up out of the streambed, forming a wide dam, and the water built up behind it for a moment before spilling over in a shallow cascade.

With a splash, Brock jumped into the deepening pool of water, and took a deep breath before vanishing underneath for a moment.

Geodude kept gesturing, keeping up his earth-manipulation effect and making sure the rocks were ready to distort again, and then Brock burst out of the water holding a very young Mudkip.

Crobat swooped down to lend a claw to his trainer, but then Geodude rendered it unnecessary by gesturing and raising the level of the section of earth underneath Brock – resulting in his suddenly standing on a very shallow pool shore as the rest of the dam crumbled back into the earth.

“I didn’t even see that Mudkip,” Ash admitted. “Good spot, Brock!”

The much larger Mudkip came slithering down the watercourse a moment later, landing in the muddy area with a splat. “Is she okay?”

“She looks fine,” Brock said, giving the Water-type a quick visual examination. “I imagine she’s a bit startled, but she should be fine in a few minutes.”

Mudkip blinked. “…wait, I was asking the Crobat. You understood me?”

“I did,” Brock agreed. “My friend Ash taught me.”

Mudkip did a double take. “Ash? Ash Ketchum?”

“…why have all the Pokémon heard of you, Ash?” Brock asked with a sigh.

“It’s only some of them!” Ash protested.

“When we were visited by the pale-and-blue Suicune, she explained how come she looked different from the other one,” Mudkip explained, reaching out and taking the young one from Brock. “I was really impressed!”

“Hey!” a man called. “Are you trying to steal the-”

He didn’t actually understand what Mudkip said in reply, but it was pretty clear that the situation wasn’t as simple as he’d assumed.

“…okay, I know,” the man said, after being talked at by the big Mudkip for a few minutes. “Why don’t you come up to my place, and we’ll talk about this somewhere calmer…”


“Thank you again for helping,” Mudkip said, looking up at Brock. “I was worried about her.”

“He seems to have taken quite a shine to you,” Old Man Swamp observed, poking a fire that seemed to be burning peat. “I’m one of the people they come to for Mudkip to send to labs, but that ‘un didn’t feel like leaving, and…”

He shrugged.

“I see,” Max said, looking out over the swampy water. “So this is the natural habitat of Mudkip?”

“One of ‘em,” the old man said. “Marshy wetlands, that’s what they like. They can live in fresh or salty water, it don’t matter much to them.”

Brock nodded. “Right.”

“Sadly, this ‘un’s getting a bit old,” Old Man Swamp went on.

Mudkip gave him a look.

“You are,” Old Man Swamp said defensively. “Look at the size of you!”

He shook his head. “You’ll evolve, soon. I’ve been telling you and telling you, you need to pick between havin’ a trainer or goin’ off into the wild.”

“I don’t want to work with a beginning trainer!” Mudkip said, shaking his head. “I know how it works, spending months before the trainer’s good enough to battle properly…”

“Hey, we’re not all like that,” Ash said defensively. “Max is pretty good already.”

“Thanks!” Max grinned.

May waited.

“Ash?” she asked.

“…being honest, May,” Ash said, wincing. “Not so much. I wasn’t great either.”

May frowned. “Well, if you think that about yourself too, fair enough – I guess.”

Mudkip frowned, considering, then shook his head. “No way to tell if the trainer I pick is one of the quick ones.”

“There might be,” Ash said. “If you went with someone who’d already been a trainer for a while.”

“That’s a great idea!” Old Man Swamp said, slapping the table with a bang and making everyone jump. “I’m tellin’ you, big man, this boy has his head screwed on right!”

“You mean you?” Mudkip asked. “You’re clearly tough, I admit… but how do I compete with Suicune?”

“I was thinking of Brock,” Ash explained. “He’s been a Gym Leader, so you know he’s qualified.”

The Water-type looked over at Brock.

“What’s your speciality?” he asked.

Brock let out a long, drawn out sigh. “Here we go again…”

He raised a finger. “I’m a Rock-type specialist.” A second. “With one Rock-type.” A third. “He’s a good one, but I have more Ground-types than Rock-types.”

And a fourth one. “Actually, I have more Pokémon who use illusions than Rock-types… but I’m supposed to be a Rock-type trainer.”

“Basically, Brock’s speciality is in not being a Rock-type specialist,” Ash said, and got a glare for his pains.

“Okay, sure,” Mudkip decided.

Ash blinked. “…that was quick.”

“The old man’s right,” Mudkip said. “And I’d like to see what it’s like with a gym leader… even if his speciality isn’t my Type.”

“Sounds good,” Brock smiled.


“…I never really noticed that before,” Marshtomp said, squinting up at his trainer. “You’re a terrible Rock-type specialist.”

“That’s the first thing you say?” Brock asked, a little hurt.

Marshtomp shrugged, and then gave Brock a firm handshake. “Nice to be back, Brock. What’s that you said about illusions?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” Brock nodded. “You never met Vulpix, and Stantler’s new.”

He sent out the two Pokémon in question.

“Hello,” Stantler said, bowing his head slightly. “Geodude’s said a lot about you. He really respects you.”

“Glad to hear it,” Marshtomp replied, raising a flipper and nodding when Stantler bumped it.

He turned to Ninetales. “So, what’s your story? How come you’re still with Brock?”

“Suzy offered me the choice, and I wanted to stay with Brock a little longer,” Ninetales filled in.

There were a series of flashes as the other Pokémon emerged.

“Good to see you, Forretress,” Marshtomp said, nodding to her. “Geodude, how’s things? The earth-raising trick’s new.”

“Just got it working yesterday,” Geodude explained.

“Neat.”

Steelix got a long look.

“I always forget how big you are,” Marshtomp commented. “Hey, Crobat, Ludicolo. Everything okay?”

“Pretty much,” Crobat said. “Oh, quick warning, Brock’s got a girlfriend, don’t be too surprised.”

“Knew you’d make it eventually,” the Water-Ground type told his trainer.

“…you’re the first one who hasn’t been surprised,” Brock admitted.

Marshtomp shrugged. Then he blinked. “What’s that on Steelix’ neck?”

Steelix moved to show it off.

“It’s my first Mega Stone,” Brock explained. “We’re still practising with it, but it’s a pretty useful upgrade.”

“And they’re not easy to find,” Max put in.


Old Man Swamp poked his fire, and frowned.

“Wonder if I should have told ‘em about the Swampertite…”


Transfer complete.

“Thanks, Dexter,” Ash said with a smile. “Okay, Noctowl, ready?”

“Shipshape and Bristol fashion, what what?” Noctowl agreed.

“What’s Bristol fashion?” Pikachu asked, distracted.

“…not sure. Something about tides?” Noctowl shook his head. “Anyway, onwards and downwards!”

His wings made a near-silent whoooosh as he set off into the mine, and Ash and his friends followed.

“Are you sure this is the best way to convince that Sableye?” Max asked.

“We kind of need to find him first,” Ash pointed out. “And Noctowl’s best in conditions like this.”


“Yah! Power Gem!”

Noctowl dove out of the way, wings whispering in the dark, and red beams emanated from his eyes. “There you are! Bally-”

The next rock didn’t miss.

“Ow,” he said indistinctly, wobbled in the air, and nearly hit a pillar. “I seem to be at a bit of a disadvantage, what what?”

“What?” Ash asked.

“That’s what I said, what?”

“I think Noctowl’s confused,” Max volunteered.

“Probably,” Ash agreed, returning him.

“So, what’s next?” Sableye asked. “I hope you don’t think I’ll just let myself be caught!”

“Foresight,” said a voice from just behind him.

Sableye turned, and met Lucario coming the other way.


“Okay, you win,” Sableye admitted, as Ash sent him out. “I did agree…”

“If you do want to go free, that’d be fine,” Ash said. “Just let me know.”

“Right…” Sableye rubbed his forehead. “Being punched is new. I don’t like it.”

“I didn’t hit that hard,” Lucario said quietly.

“So, why me?” Sableye added.

“That’s one reason I’m saying it’s okay if you want to go,” Ash clarified. “The reason I caught you is that a friend of mine – Gary – wanted to do a trade, and Sableye was on the list.”

“Why was there a list?” Sableye asked.

“He’s researching Mega Evolution, and I guess he can get his hands on a Sablenite,” Brock contributed.

“Wait, I have a Mega-” Sableye gaped. “If you’d said that I wouldn’t have bothered fighting!”

“That’s a good sign,” Ash grinned.


Gary yawned, blinking away sleep. “Okay, Dee, let’s do this.”

Initializing.

Dee’s transfer device lit up, and then the Pokéball vanished in a flash of light. The screen showed a Pokémon rising up it, then switched to the other one and followed it back down.

Registering trade. Transmitting. Recieving. Trade complete.

“What happens if there’s a connection problem halfway through?” Gary asked, suddenly curious.

It works out very well, thank you, Dee replied tartly, and then the Pokéball materialized. Done.

A moment later, it flashed and opened.

“…it’s pretty dark here,” Sableye said, noting the drawn curtains and the lamp. “What time is it?”

“About four in the morning,” Gary said, once Dee had provided the subtitles. “So… I guess you’re what Ash caught?”

Sableye nodded, giving Gary an appraising look. (With gemstones for eyes, it was quite easy.) “That’s me.”

A slightly awkward silence developed.

“So,” Sableye said, considering. “Mega evolution?”

“Yeah,” Gary agreed. “I know someone with a Sablenite, I can borrow it for a fairly long period of time in order to do experiments.”

“Sounds neat.”

The silence continued.

“What do Mega Sableye look like anyway?”

“From what Ash has told me, they’ve got a great big super-hard crystal as a shield,” Gary replied. “I heard he fought one when he battled Agatha.”

“Agatha?” the Sableye asked.

“The Ghost-type Elite Four for Kanto – she retired recently,” Gary explained. “Ash did better against her than I did against Siebold, but then again…” he shrugged. “He did have an unfair advantage.”

“Siebold?” the Sableye asked. “Sorry, there’s all these names…”

“He’s one of the Kalos Elite Four. He’s got a Mega Blastoise,” Gary clarified. “Fun battle.”

Another pause, interrupted by a jaw-cracking yawn.

“I think maybe you should get some more sleep,” Umbreon suggested, stepping out of a corner of the room. “I’ll introduce him to the others.”

Sableye jumped. “Where did you-”

“Sounds good,” Gary admitted. “Thanks, Umbreon.”


“What did Gary get you?” May asked, interested, as Ash took the Pokéball that had replaced Sableye’s.

“I’m not sure,” Ash admitted. “He kept it kind of secret.”

He sent the Pokémon out with a flash.

“…that’s kind of unusual,” Brock admitted, looking at the blob-like Pokémon.

“Hi?” the Goomy asked, somewhat uncertainly.

Ash crouched down to be closer in height. “Hi,” he said, with a smile. “I-”

Mawile interrupted him. “You’re so cute!”

“Am I?” Goomy said, thrown. “Wait… are you a Fairy-type?”

“Yep!” Mawile agreed with a nod. “I’m a Mawile! Nice to meet you!”

She hurried over and extended a hand, bending down slightly.

Goomy looked at it.

“What do I do with that?”

“You shake it!” Mawile explained.

“…what with?”

Mawile blinked, looked closer, and pulled her hand back. “Oh, sorry… I didn’t see you didn’t have any paws…”

Ash chuckled slightly. “I see you’ve met Mawile.”

“She’s a lot nicer than some Fairy-types,” Goomy said. “Most Fairy-types I’ve seen are kind of unpleasant…”

“Then they’re not nice Pokémon,” Mawile said firmly. “Naughty them!”


“Brawly?” Ash called, waving into the surf. “Excuse me?”

Brawly waved back, small with distance, then hopped up on his board as a particularly dramatic breaker came in.

Adjusting his stance, he rode the fore-curl of the wave, and used it to propel him towards the beach at great speed.

“Whoa!” Max gasped. “Now that’s an entrance!”

“I just opened the door,” Brock muttered. “I don’t see why-”

The wave finally collapsed with an almighty crash, and Brawly’s hands went out to either side. He used them to adjust his angle as the surfboard leaped forwards, then guided it to ground out gently as the remaining force of the swash dissipated.

“Cowabunga, dude,” he grinned. “Both of you ready for this?”

“We sure are!” Max agreed with a nod.

“Right you are, man.” Brawly considered. “Let’s have the show right here!”

“You mean battle out on the beach?” Ash asked.

“Sure!” Brawly confirmed. “Okay, let’s see… one badge team… right, Meditite, you first!”

Meditite duly emerged, landing with a twik on the sand and readying her stance.

“Okay…” Max nodded. “Sparky, you first!”

The Electrike barked, wagging his tail. “My first gym battle!”

“Watch out, Meditite are tough in close combat!” Max said. “Their ability makes them really strong… Thundershock!”

Sparky launched a beam of electricity forwards, and Meditite dodged to one side with a swish before retaliating with a blast of psychic energy.

“Whoa!” Sparky winced, jumping back to get out of the way. “Uh-”

Meditite charged forwards.

“Thunder wave!” Max said quickly.

Electricity crackled out and blasted over Meditite, despite an attempt to block it with power channelled through her palms, and she slowed noticeably.

She was still quite capable of battle, though, and thrust one palm forwards to hit Sparky hard in the flank.

The Force Palm knocked Max’s starter several feet through the air before he hit the ground.

“Ow-ow-owwww…” the canine muttered, shaking his head and coming back to his feet.

Max considered the situation, noticing how Meditite was trying to push through the crackling paralysis. “Okay, uh… right! Close in with Dig!”

Sparky nodded, and dug a hole in the sand of the beach before vanishing into it.

Brawly frowned. “That’s seriously wack… be ready to react, Meditite.”

Meditite nodded, wincing occasionally as the electricity played over her.

For a long moment, nothing happened. Then the ground erupted, and Sparky lunged up out of the sand. “Spark!”

His electricity-infused tackle hit home hard, making Meditite stagger back a bit, and then she countered with a sweeping kick that knocked him away again.

Waiting until he landed, Max recalled him. “Okay, time for a rest… Delta!”

“A Mantyke?” Brawly asked, interested, as Delta materialized – in the surf. “Don’t see many of those around here, man.”

“Use the waves for a launch!” Max said, and Delta nodded before going underwater with a splish.

“Watch out, Meditite..” Brawly said. “Don’t be caught off guard, you dig?”

There was a crash as a wave broke, and Delta shot out of the foamy crest.

“Thunderpunch!” Brawly said quickly.

Meditite drew back her arm-

“Bubblebeam!” Max ordered.

The Mantyke inhaled, fins coming up to slow his flight, and spat a stream of bubbles at Meditite instead of closing in for a Wing Attack. The jet hammered into his target, making her stagger, and by the time she’d recovered Delta was back in the surf and safe.

Meditite glanced at her trainer for advice, and he shrugged. “Tricky one, man.”

“Wing Attack this time!” Max called.

Delta shot out of the waves again, steering high by trading momentum for altitude. He curved in, gliding carefully, and Meditite readied a crackling Thunderpunch.

As she was about to throw it, Max put something he’d noticed to the test. “Bubblebeam to steer!”

The Water-type fired another stream of bubbles, and once more the recoil had a considerable effect on his trajectory. This time they slowed him, pushing him a little higher, and Meditite’s punch went very nearly wide.

A tiny spark of electricity jumped across from her crackling fist, and he let out a little ow before diving for good and slamming home a Wing Attack.

That was enough to knock the Meditate Pokémon out, and she flopped backwards into the sand with a soft thwap.

“How was that?” Delta asked, waving from the beach – sand clinging to his wet skin. “It worked!”

“It did!” Max agreed. “That boost you got from the waves was great!”

“Man, I should have done this indoors…” Brawly sighed, returning Meditite. “Okay, kid – you’re doing pretty well rolling with the blows so far… let’s see how you handle Makuhita! Go!”


Max returned Delta as Makuhita came out, not wanting to risk him on the ground just yet.

“Okay, Sparky,” he said, switching Pokémon for the second time that battle. “Your go!”

The Electrike seemed a little better off than he’d been when punted halfway across the beach, and shook himself for a moment before nodding. “Right!”

His fur bristled and crackled, and he crouched down a little – ready to spring.

“Wait…” Max said, cautiously. “Until-”

Makuhita blurred forwards, faster than it looked like it should be able to move. Sparky jumped backwards, trying to get a bit out of the way, but only a moment later Makuhita slammed his hands together with a loud clap in a Fake Out.

Knocked backwards by the burst of air, Sparky twisted to try and land on his feet.

He might have managed to, except he’d been knocked seawards and as such landed in the surf zone – and then a wave rolled over him.

“Does that count as Brine?” May asked.

“Good question…”

Sparky burst back out of the waves, spluttering, and ran through the shallowing water back to the beach. Shaking himself drier, he stuck his tongue out. “Pleh… I think I swallowed some…”

“Thunder wave!” Max said, keeping an eye on Makuhita as the Fighting-type lumbered towards his Pokémon.

“Right!” Sparky agreed, and lightning didn’t shoot at Makuhita.

“Eh?”

“It’s the salt water!” Ash explained. “It messes with Electric-types!”

“Right!” Max said, realizing. “Uh… okay, keep distant for now!”

Sparky dodged aside from an attempt at a Vital Throw, and scampered up the beach to drier sand. “Right…”

He looked at Max. “What do I do now?”

“I’m thinking…” Max said, frowning – then came to a decision. “Okay, Spark – but don’t charge it yet!”

Muscles bunching, Sparky ran in. There was a shower of sparks as he tried to boost and failed, and Makuhita stepped back a pace to get a good swing.

“Thunder Wave!” Max said quickly, just as Sparky jumped.

Electricity snapped over the Electrike’s green fur, and then discharged into Makuhita’s fist as the Fighting-type hit him with a powerful blow.

Something went sailing into the air as Sparky skidded to a halt on the sand, and Brawly and Max both followed its flight.

“What’s that, man?” Brawly asked.

“That’s Sparky’s Magnet!” Max realized. “Was that Knock Off?”

“Must have been,” Brawly agreed. “He does know it.”

“Right… okay, that makes it trickier,” Max said, eyeing Makuhita. He was occasionally crackling with electricity as the paralyzing Thunder Wave played over him, but still seemed quite able to fight.

“Let’s try this, then!” he said, walking over to pick up the Magnet. “Dig!”

Wet sand fountained up again as Sparky dug into the beach, then a splash of water.

“I found the sea!” Sparky reported. “Right…”

“Ready…” Brawly said. “Try and feel the vibrations as he digs.”

For several seconds, the main sound was the crashing of the waves.

“Now!”

Makuhita punched down as Sparky burst from the ground. The Electric-type got in one good hit, and then the blow arrived.

Sand plumed up in all directions.

“Whoa!” Max gasped, arm up against some of the sand which had come in his direction. “What just-”

As the sand and spray cleared, two things were obvious.

First, Brawly’s Makuhita had evolved – though the new Hariyama was still troubled by the Thunder Wave crackling over him.

Second, Sparky was quite thoroughly unconscious.

“It’s Guts, Maku – uh, Hariyama’s ability,” Brawly explained. “It means he’s able to power through any kind of status effect – paralysis, poison, even being set on fire just makes him more powerful!”

Max winced. “Ouch…”

He recalled Sparky. “Hey, Ash – can Meganium heal him?”

“She’s not in rotation at the moment, sorry,” Ash apologized.

“Okay,” Max said, with a sigh. “I guess – do you mind if we take him to the Pokémon Centre after the battle? That would delay yours…”

“That’s fine,” Ash told him.

“Okay – right, Delta, let’s finish this!”

“Tyke!” Delta agreed, emerging and making straight for the water.

“Here we go again…” Brawly sighed. “Dude, this isn’t supposed to be a game of whack-a-Diglett.”

Max shrugged. “Hmm… so, Guts means that paralysis makes Hariyama stronger… right! Delta!”

The manta-ray briefly hopped out of the ocean, and waved before vanishing back in again.

“Supersonic!”

“Wuh-oh…” Brawly winced. “Hands over your ears, Hariyama!”

The big Fighting-type tried to put his hands over his ears to block the sound, but that didn’t entirely work. Joints stiff from the paralysis, he only managed to cover one ear before the screeching-clicking Supersonic echoed out of the surf zone.

It was audible over the crashing of the waves, though barely, for the humans – who winced.

Hariyama was at the focal point, though, and got barraged by a stream of discordant sounds.

He frowned, waving his free hand around to try to fend it off, then staggered a bit.

“Great!” Max said. “Now – Wing Attack!”

Delta launched himself out of the waves, flapped his wing-fins as hard as he could to gain a little more speed, and bored in to hit Hariyama in the shoulder.

His attack went in, and then Hariyama tried to slap the annoying Water-type out of the air.

He missed, and punched himself roundly in the cheek. The impact actually spun him around a quarter turn, and he flopped to the floor.

“…wait, did he just knock himself out?” Brawly asked. He slumped. “Dude… I know my thing is rolling with the waves, but…”

“He did?” Max repeated. Then a grin broke out. “I won!”

“You did all right, little dude,” Brawly agreed, coming over to shake his hand. “Won fair and square.”

He looked down at the unconscious Hariyama. “I hope that’s not going to bruise… that’d be a downer.”


“How did we do?” Sparky asked, once revived. “I thought we were doing okay, but then everything kind of went dark…”

“You did well!” Ash assured him. “He had Guts, which meant he was stronger because he was paralyzed, but that just helped Delta finish him off.”

He grinned. “You and Delta were a good team!”

“Thanks!” Sparky yipped, wagging his tail. “Maybe we can help to beat the next gym too!”

“That might be difficult…” Max said. “Wasn’t it Wattson next?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “Sparky, Guy and Cinder would be okay, Delta would be in serious trouble with that weakness.”

“Awww…” Sparky sighed. “Okay, good point. I guess we can’t do teamwork if he gets knocked out by one Shockwave…”

“Actually, that reminds me,” Ash admitted. “I was wondering who to use in my battle against Brawly.”

He turned a little, and addressed empty air. “Feel up to a gym battle yet?”

“Not sure,” Latios squeaked. “I’ve got a couple of Psychic moves… do you think it’s enough?”

“Your invisibility and flying are the big advantages,” Ash pointed out. “And the speed, the speed is a huge thing.”

Latios nodded uncertainly, though Ash couldn’t see him. “I guess…”

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep an eye on what’s going on and let you know what you should be doing,” Ash assured him. “It’ll be fine.”

“I guess,” Latios said. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

Ash smiled. “Good. Okay, and as for the others…”

He tapped two Pokéballs on his belt to make sure they were there. “These two first. Then Pidgeot, then Meganium, and then Keldeo if it’s a six-a-side.”

Pikachu pouted. “No me?”

“I can’t use you every gym battle, Pikachu!” Ash replied, a little exasperated. “The others deserve turns too.”

“Sure, I just…” Pikachu shook his head. “No, you’re right. I’m just being difficult, you do have me fight a lot of the wild Pokémon we run into.”

Ash hid a smile, remembering Pikachu refining one of his Shockwave variants on a Barboach which had quickly gone from confused to panicked.

“Tell you what,” he said, with a chuckle. “We’re going to run into the idiots on Team Magma or Team Aqua sooner or later. You can certainly go for them.”

“I like it!”Pikachu said, accepting the concession. “I just wonder-”

“Freeze!”

They turned to the doors, blinking.

A half-dozen or so goons in blue pirate costumes barged through the doors.

“We claim this Pokémon centre for Team Aqua!”

“Mr. Ketchum?” the Joy called.

“Yeah?” Ash replied, glancing around.

“Please don’t break the building.”

“Got it!” Ash called back. “Think you can handle it, Pikachu?”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked as the various goons sent out Poochyena, Krabby, a Surskit and two Clamperl. “You bet I can!”

Launching himself off Ash’s shoulder, Pikachu charged. In two senses of the word.

“Stop that shock rat!” one of the Aqua thugs shouted, and then Pikachu attacked.

He started off with a sizzling Thunderbolt which knocked one of the Clamperl for six, then jumped over the grasping claws of two of the three Krabby and landed squarely in front of the four Poocheyna.

His knuckles cracked. “Right. Force Palm!”

“Force what!?” a Poochyena yipped, and then found out. The impact sent him sailing back through the open doors, and Pikachu’s tail whipped out to knock the forelegs out from under another one.

As he strafed that one with a quick Thundershock to keep it down, the other two Poochyena darted out to get some distance.

“Bubble!” an Aqua goon ordered.

Pikachu jumped, avoiding the first rush of the attack, and launched out a crackling wave of electrical energy which left the Surskit and two of the Krabby blasted.

“Stop it, you idiots!” said one of the Aqua members, who seemed to be moderately in charge. “It’s just a Pikachu!”

Pikachu landed on sprightly feet, and was bowled over by a rush from the two remaining Poochyena.

The one who’d hit him harder growled, teeth bared, and then Pikachu showed his displeasure with a Thunderbolt that knocked the Dark-type flying. A slap with an Iron Tail made the final Poochyena back off with a whimper, and then Pikachu completed the set with an Electroball that engulfed both the Krabby and the Clamperl.

As the two Water-types collapsed, the Aqua Grunts exchanged shocked glances.

“Run!” one of them shouted, and they legged it for the door.

As they reached it, though, a woman on a large black-and-white Pokémon rode up to it.

“What’s all this, then?” the local Jenny asked, dismounting from her Zebstrika.


“…unfortunately, they don’t know anything about the wider group’s operations,” the Jenny said, with a shrug. “Classic cell organization – none of them bothered to even ask about what they weren’t being told.”

“Right,” Brock nodded. “I’m impressed by how quickly you responded, by the way.”

She gave a small smile, pleased. “I try to put the effort in – our gym leader’s a tough one, but he’s not always very… dedicated?”

“I never thought of that,” May said, interested. “Well, thanks for the help, I guess.”

“Thank you,” the Jenny said, indicating Pikachu especially. “Someone might have ended up hurt.”

She frowned. “Well, aside from them…”


AN:


More pre-gym stuff. (There’s a lot.)

First off… this is what Celebi does when she notices something late. When late means something in metatime… anyway, she was in kind of a hurry.

We have Mudkip/Marshtomp, back and reminded, bringing Brock up to eight all told. And here’s the trade!

Well done to those who guessed right what Gary caught. Yes, their goo is green – look at Goodra’s art.

Then we have Max’s second badge, and a quick pause before it’s Ash’s go.

(Tip: do not attack a Pokémon Centre with Ash in.)






125. Hoenn 9


“Okay!” Ash said. “My turn now!”

Brawly nodded. “That it is, my man. Oh – how big are we talking here?”

“Not too huge,” Ash assured him. “I’m only using one Pokémon I used in the Johto league.”

“Good,” Brawly said. “That should mean my eight-badge team isn’t too badly outmatched… I hope.”

He paused. “It’s not Lugia, is it?”

“No,” Ash replied. “That would be just cruel.”

He frowned, considering something. “I wonder if it’d be possible to battle Winona with some of the flying Legendaries… oh, sorry, just a thought.”

“Better her than me, man,” Brawly replied. “Okay, let’s get on this!”

Ash took the first Pokéball and readied it, and Brawly did likewise.

“Who’s first, Ash?” May asked.

Ash replied by throwing the Pokéball. “Go, Squirtle!”

“Pangoro!” Brawly replied.

The panda materialized, gave Squirtle a look, and discarded his bamboo twig. “I see it’s time for a fight!”

“That’s right!” Squirtle agreed, striking a pose. “This is the battle of great champions! Unmatched across the universe!”

Reaching into his shell, he drew out a pair of sunglasses and placed them carefully on his face. Then went right back to the pose. “With new bonds formed from friendship among brothers, even setbacks are turned into ways to move further forward-”

Pangoro punched him.

“It’s a fight, not a posing contest,” he said, shaking his head, as Squirtle flipped away and landed with a spray of sand. “Pay attention!”

“Oh, I will,” Squirtle assured him. He raised his glasses, flipping them around to wield them like a sword. “Just who the hell do you think I am?”

A flash of light engulfed the glasses.

“…wait, what just happened?” Brawly asked, pointing to the shades which seemed to have gained a certain solidity. “Tell me you guys saw that.”

“It’s Squirtle,” Brock sighed. “I gave up sometime in Johto.”

“Right…” Brawly shrugged. “Okay, Close Combat!”

“You got it!” Pangoro agreed, lunging forwards with claws ready.

Squirtle replied by sliding a little to the side, using his glasses to knock the bear-paw aside, then blasted his opponent with a stream of water and dodged a second paw swipe. “You’re too slow, you big palooka!”

“That’s panda, idiot!” Pangoro shot back. His claws glowed, and he slammed a Dragon Claw into Squirtle’s shell.

“Right!” Squirtle announced, withdrawing his arms and legs into his shell. “Hydro Pump!”

Pangoro held up his arm against the spray, watching him go for a moment, then crouched. “Sky Uppercut!”

Squirtle spun faster, waves of water blasting the approaching Pangoro, then popped his limbs out again and launched a blast of near-freezing liquid. “Rime Crasher!”

Blocking with a slap, Pangoro shook the ice off his arms, then blurred out of view.

“Wha-?” Squirtle blinked.

A hand grabbed his leg.

“Vital Throw!” Pangoro announced, and threw him back towards the ground.

Squirtle’s response to that was to hold an arm forwards, and bubbling water curled around it. “The ground is no barrier to a drill! Aqua Drill Jet!”

True to his word, he vanished underground without slowing.

Pangoro landed, frowning, and then spun as Squirtle burst back out of the beach in a fountain of spray.

They traded a series of high-speed blows – Pangoro using a quick Close Combat combination, Squirtle using his shades to good effect – then bounced apart again, skidding to a stop in different areas of the beach.

“Pretty good,” Squirtle admitted. “You’re a canny fighter! This will be a great battle!”

“It’ll be a short one,” Pangoro replied, and blurred out again.

“Behind!” Ash called.

Pangoro slammed a purple-glowing fist into Squirtle’s back. “Venom White Snake Reliable Fist!”

“…pardon?” Ash blinked, as Squirtle was knocked flying.

“I think it’s just Poison Jab,” Brock said, uncertainly.

“It’s completely different! It’s a backstab!” Pangoro told him.

Squirtle pulled himself out of a crater. “What the hell did you think that was going to do?”

“…poison you?” Pangoro asked.

“Dig that wax out of those big ears of yours and listen!” Squirtle shouted. “I’m a turtle! I’ve got a shell!”

“…that does pose a problem,” the panda admitted. “Right!”

He dashed in, paws glowing. “Vacuum Wave!”

Squirtle jumped, blocking the one headed for him with a shade-swipe, and retaliated with a blast of boiling water.

“Ow!” Pangoro retorted, swiping at his opponent.


“You know…” May frowned. “For some reason, I was expecting that Scald to do something…”

Max shrugged.


“Okay, you overgrown Zigzagoon!” Squirtle announced, raising his hand. “It’s time for you to just accept it! I’m the badass Squirtle who you’ve heard about, and that means-”

“Hey!” Pangoro interrupted. “Listen!”

Squirtle listened.

“Gurren Lagann sucks!”

With that, Pangoro vanished back into his Pokéball.

A Conkeldurr replaced him, and blinked at the slack-jawed Water-type.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

Squirtle ignored him. “Ash! Return me!”

Ash frowned. “Pardon?”

“Return me! That panda is going down, and I want to be the one to do it!”

His trainer complied, returning Squirtle, and switched to Swellow instead. “Okay, if you insist…”

“Right, here we go!” Swellow chirped, hovering for a moment before landing and folding her wings – though remaining crouched, ready for a quick takeoff. “Should be fun!”

Conkeldurr pointed. “I am going to hit a birdie.”

She cocked her head on one side. “What’s that you say?”

Then she had to rapidly get clear as Conkeldurr tried to use her as a golf ball.

Flipping into the air, she turned in a tight circle and gained height rapidly. “That’s not very polite!”

A giant stone pillar swished through the air, once more coming uncomfortably near her. “I’ll try for an eagle instead.”

“I’m no Braviary…” Swellow muttered. Her split-tail moved, one side going up and the other side going down, steering her as she banked around for an attack.

Conkeldurr swept his other pillar across in a blocking move, and Swellow’s beak came up to lift her trajectory just enough that she slipped neatly over the stone.

A white light erupted around her for a moment as she slammed home an Aerial Ace. “Yah!”

Not particularly fazed, Conkeldurr swiped at her with one hand. She dodged back, wings whirring, and dove forwards to slip under his arm and out the other side.

“She’s nimble,” Brawly noted approvingly. “Just right for a Flying-type!”

“What do you think of Pelipper, then?” Brock asked, with a curious frown.

Brawly shrugged. “It’s a very punchable bird.”

While they’d been talking, Swellow had come around for another attack. She whistled past Conkeldurr’s ear, cuffing him on the side of the head with her wings as she went, and pulled up into a power climb to shed momentum.

A roll, a flip, and she was heading back along the path she’d taken at a higher speed still.

This time, though, Conkeldurr had enough time to line up a trap. He adjusted his grip on the pillars, and then swept them together to offer her no way out.

“Faster!” Ash shouted.

Realizing the danger, Swellow summoned up reserves of speed from somewhere and dove forwards. The two stone pillars loomed up before her – then above and below – then behind, as they collided with an almighty WHAM.

Swellow yelped as a stinging pain hit her. “What was that?”

“It caught your right tail feathers!” Ash called. “I think one of them got pulled out!”

“That explains my balance being all off,” Swellow agreed, trimming her feathers to correct for the missing rudder feather. “Okay, that’s going to make it a bit harder…”

“I can see,” Ash agreed. “Okay, try to make sure you don’t lean left too much.”

“Got it.”

She circled around, maintaining a safer distance, and then bored back in. Her path drifted slightly left despite her best efforts, and Conkeldurr swept a rocky pillar towards her – which she evaded with a wing-flip that turned her base course into a corkscrew, throwing him off.

Staying still just long enough to peck at his knee, she shot past another counterblow and headed skywards.

“Okay, let’s give it a go!” Ash told her.

“Right!”

Swellow swerved to the right, and accelerated. A white shock built around her wings for a moment, and then she curved sharply in towards Conkeldurr – then away, and the shock didn’t turn with her.

Her Air Slash whipped out, knocking a few chips from Conkeldurr’s columns, and Brawly frowned.

“That’s going to make things harder… Conkeldurr! Rock Throw!”

“That doesn’t mean what I think it-” Swellow asked.

She got her answer. It was those rocks he was carrying.

Two enormous stone pillars spun up at her, and she dodged the first with a sideslip in the air before braking and stopping just ahead of the second one.

“Ha!” she called. “Missed me, missed-”

“Dive!” Ash called.

Swellow did, and the rocky cylinder merely passed close rather than actually knocking her out of the sky.

“They’re boomerangs!” Max realized, as Conkeldurr caught his weapon and the second one crashed into the sand next to him. “How does that work?”

Brawly shrugged. “It just does.”

Not one to waste time, Swellow swooped around and fired another Air Slash. This one was less potent as she’d fired it from further away, and Ash frowned.

“This could take a while…”

“Yeah,” Swellow agreed, willing to take the time to grind Conkeldurr down but not particularly relishing it. “Do you have any ideas?”

“I might,” Ash agreed, and grabbed Dexter. “Hey, quick question?”

Go ahead.

Swellow missed the next bit of the discussion, as Conkeldurr smashed one pillar against the other and produced a spray of high-speed gravel.

She dodged and weaved, tail flipping back and forth frantically as she compensated for the injury and steered through the dozens of potential hits, and then had to climb just as fast to avoid being smacked by the whole mostly-intact pillar.

“Okay, Swellow!” Ash called. “We’ve got a plan – go high!”

Swellow rose, spiralling up until she was a good hundred metres in the air. “What now?”

“Use the dive speed and try to go straight past with an Air Slash! The speed should help!”

“My kind of plan!” Swellow flipped a wingtip and dove, air streaming out from her wings and thickening rapidly into the white shock of an Air Slash.

Conkeldurr swept both columns up, one into her path and one to her left.

So she went right.

Ash had hinted at the plan without ever actually saying it – having seen that she was inclining right due to the drag from her mussed right tail, he’d promptly told her to act as though it was making her incline left.

The practical upshot of all that was that she rolled right faster than Conkeldurr thought she’d be capable of, and her Air Slash battered him harder than ever.

“Great work!” Ash called as she pulled up again, then noticed her sudden frown.

Pulling a sharp Immelman, she shot back down again, opened her mouth – then stopped.

And shouted.

The blast of sound formed a visible shock wave in the air, hammering into Conkeldurr and making him stagger backwards with his arms windmilling.

“Whoa!” Max yelled, hands on his ears. “What was that!?”

“I think it was Boomburst!” Brock said, also a bit loud. “I didn’t know Swellow could learn that!”

“It’s kinda new to me too,” Swellow admitted, panting. “I remembered that thing with the pillars, and it suddenly-”

She broke off and dodged a thrown pillar.

“Follow it!” Ash called. Swellow nodded, then did a high-speed loop to avoid the return arc and paced it as it came back in.

The Flying-type put on a burst of speed and overtook the stone column just before it arrived, hitting Conkeldurr’s catching arm with an Air Slash that made him flinch.

There was a loud THUD as cranium met conglomerate.

“Oh, look, more birdies…” Conkeldurr said, pointing around him, and then crashed to the floor.


“Is that how battles usually go?” Goomy asked, tilting his… face… on one side. “That seemed to be awfully fast.”

Mawile shrugged. “I guess they usually go a lot of different ways! I had my first battle recently, it was fun!”

Goomy considered that. “I see,” he said, eventually.

Their ride shifted slightly. “Mawile, can you not move too quickly? I think I came close to falling over…”

“Okay!” Mawile agreed, making sure to hold on more tightly. “I wonder who’s next?”


“Should you be worried you keep having your Pokémon knock themselves out?” Brock asked.

Brawly shrugged. “It’s a compliment, man – the only thing strong enough to knock out my Pokémon are my Pokémon!” A chuckle. “Well, sorta.”

“Right…”

“You okay to stay out there, Swellow?” Ash asked.

“Sure thing!” Swellow chirped. “I want to test this new move, too, that was pretty cool!”

That got a nod.

“Okay, then!” Brawly said, grabbing a Pokéball. “Go!”

Pangoro materialized, and cracked his knuckles. “I see that fool Conkeldurr had trouble with you.”

“Yeah, that’s right!” Swellow agreed, flapping back into the air. “Okay, how did I do this…”

She flipped around, climbing rapidly, and then turned over into a dive – beak open.

The pressure built up, but she lost her control and coughed – resulting in a pulse of sound, but nothing like a Boomburst should be.

As the faint white pressure wave reached Pangoro – he vanished, as the Double Team image burst.

Swellow pulled up to hover. “Wait, where-”

“Look-!” Ash began.

A Faint Attack hit her from behind, producing a cry of pain, and she dove to try and get clear of the attack. A second came in, this one an Ice Punch, and Swellow’s dodge took her so close to the ground that she kicked up a wash of sand with her slipstream.

“Swellow, you’re too tired!” Ash called. “Come back-”

As he raised the Pokéball, Pangoro blurred forward and hit Swellow with a nasty scything kick. She spun out of control, stalling, and hit a wave just as she recovered her angle of attack.

“I think that’s Swellow out of the battle,” Brock said as Ash recalled her. “Not bad.”

“Pangoro’s kind of a dirty fighter sometimes,” Brawly agreed. “Anything goes with him.”

Ash switched out Squirtle. “Okay, Squirtle, your turn!”

Squirtle nodded silently, and pointed.

“…yes?” Pangoro asked. “What is it?”

“Surf,” Squirtle explained.

Pangoro frowned.

His trainer, who wasn’t looking directly away from the sea, gasped. “Whoa, dude… isn’t that kind of an overreaction?”

Pangoro glanced behind him, then gaped. His hands flashed, and he fired an X-shaped pattern of air pressure blades at the massive oncoming wave.

Plunging through the hole, he spun to face Squirtle – and was met by Squirtle wielding his glasses like a sword in a series of close-in blows.

“Your disparaging words and petty glances may make you feel all big and important!” Squirtle called, as water fountained up around them from the collapsing wave and the push launched them both into the sky. “And you may try to sap the will of fighting mon with your damp, weak spirit! But that’s not how I roll!”

“It’s just a TV show,” Pangoro began, knocking aside a succession of attacks and snapping off a few counterpunches in between Squirtle’s strikes. “I don’t see why you’re so-”

He had to duck back as a Rime attack splashed out at him, and then pushed violently to jump clear and get some distance.

Squirtle smirked.

A drop of water flashed green-blue, and then the glow expanded to cover the entire cascade of water that had been carried skywards by Squirtle’s moves.

“Gurren Lagann is a TV show! That’s true!” Squirtle called, as the water became a swirling vortex. “But it’s more than that! It’s a philosophy, a way of life, a reality!”

Pangoro blinked as the watery drill formed. “What…?”

“Taste this, panda-brain! Horn! Drill! Breaker!”

There was an explosion in the sky high over the beach.


“Your Squirtle’s something else, man,” Brawly said, squinting skywards.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “He sure is.”

The tiny turtle Pokémon landed with a soft thump on the sand, and posed. “That’s how team-”

Pangoro landed on top of him.

“Ow,” Pangoro said, shaking his head ruefully. “I-”

Several tonnes of water landed on top of him.

“…I think they might both be knocked out,” Max said hesitantly.

“Yeah, looks like,” Brawly agreed, recalling Pangoro. “Okay, dude, what’s your final Pokémon? Something not from the Silver Conference, right?”

“That’s right!” Ash confirmed.

“It’s not one of those?” he added, indicating Tyranitar and the Pokémon on his shoulders.

“No, Mawile and Tyranitar both got used, and I’m still giving Goomy his early training,” Ash replied. “Okay, Latios!”

Brawly took a surprised step back. “Latios?”

“La-ti-os!” With a flicker of blue, Latios decloaked.

“…how about that,” Brawly said. “At least it’s not Lugia…”

He frowned, thinking hard about his choices. “Well, I guess there’s no point sending out Toxicroak… right, I know.”

Brawly tapped a Pokéball. “Mienshao, let’s do this!”

A Mienshao emerged, complete with boogieboard.

“No, dude, break in the surfing,” Brawly explained. “It’s a gym battle.”

A nod, and the mustelid discarded his board before taking a ready stance.

“Right!” Ash called. “Latios, remember what we discussed – your biggest advantages aren’t moves at all!”

“Got it!” Latios agreed, and shimmered back out of the visible spectrum.

Mienshao’s stance changed slightly, becoming more open and less focused – ready to spring in any direction.

“I guess we’ve started,” Brawly said, in one of the less formal match starts Ash had experienced. “Okay, start us off with an Aura Sphere!”

“Wait, your Mienshao knows how to use Aura?” Ash asked. “Uh-oh – look out, Latios, he can tell where you are!”

A blue sphere snapped off one of Mienshao’s furry arms, curving in the air and following a barely-visible moving blur.

“Counter Shield!” Ash called, and Latios sent out a blast of green Dragonbreath. His psychic powers caught it, warping and shaping it from a cone of flame into a shimmering shield, and the blue Aura Sphere detonated on it instead of following through to hit Latios himself.

“Okay, that worked well!” Ash told him. “Let’s see – right, stay at a good distance so you get time to block his Aura Sphere…”

Latios squeaked agreement, swerving out over the water and reapplying his cloak – making it harder to see him, if nothing else.

“And… right,” Ash added. “Try an Extrasensory!”

Tilting over so one wing was nearly straight down and the other a little the far side of straight up, Latios conducted a hairpin turn and locked onto Mienshao.

The circle of naturally-white fathers on his forehead began to glow an eerie gold, and a beam of opalescent golden light fired out at Mienshao.

Just as the beam shot out, though, Mienshao exploded into motion.

He jinked to one side, letting the attack hit the sand of the beach and blow up a plume of yellow grains, and charged.

When he reached the surf, he kept moving – jumping across the water in great skipping leaps.

It wasn’t the water-walking that Lucario and Ash could do. It was simply that Mienshao was moving so fast that he could jump from wave-crest to wave-crest before he had time to sink.

“Look out!” Ash called. “Climb!”

Tilting back, Latios gained height as fast as he could, aiming to get above any possible direct attack.

In reply, Mienshao jumped into the air.

The water dished away around his takeoff point, forced by the sheer impulse of his takeoff, and Latios found himself having to dodge a very nasty high kick over a hundred feet in the air.

Mienshao’s follow-up to the High Jump Kick was to bring his whips across in an X-pattern, then bring them back out again to cross a second time.

Both Dual Chops hit Latios in the chest, the first harder than the second, and he cried out in pain before expanding out a Safeguard shield and knocking Mienshao away.

The agile Fighting-type flipped once, skipped off a wave, and returned to running across the water while positioning for his next move.

“He’s got to have a limit how high he can jump!” Ash reasoned. “So stay high!”

Latios nodded.

As he did, Mienshao swerved towards a breaker and ran up the crest – using it as a ramp, and kicking off to get high again.

Rather than go for a direct attack, he fired out a pair of Aura Spheres, and followed them up with a dense shower of Swift stars.

“Safeguard!” Ash reminded Latios, who formed his shield out again and dodged frantically.

One of the Aura Spheres struck the shield, making it ripple alarmingly, and a few of the Swift stars broke through but did little actual damage.

“Man, you’re on fire today,” Brawly complimented. “Okay, U-turn and back to shore!”

“What’s U-turn again?” Latios asked, and formed a Counter Shield out of dragonfire on the grounds it would probably help no matter what U-turn was.

“Bug type contact move!” Ash summarized quickly, and then Mienshao used U-turn.

He broke through the flaming shield, whipping his arms across to blow a hole, and slammed both feet into Latios’ chest to use him as a bumper to change his direction.

Air whooshed out of Latios’ lungs accompanied by a pained squeak, and he slid backwards in the air before recovering.

“And I thought my sister was fast and annoying…” he muttered, shaking his head and watching Mienshao land back on the shore.

“Okay, new plan!” Ash called. “Catch!”

He threw something into the air, and Latios dove to catch it.

“What’s that, man?” Brawly asked, as the Dragon-type rose back into the sky.

“Kind of a speed booster,” Ash replied, and his staff began to pulse.

Orange light shone overhead.

“Oh, ouch,” the Gym Leader winced. “A Mega Legendary? I guess I’ll just take it as a compliment…”

Ash shrugged. “Right! Mega Latios, ready?”

The purple-white Mega overhead did an easy roll, then pulled up to hover and nodded.

“Okay! Basically – he wants speed, we’ll give him speed!”

“Right!”

Mega Latios pulled over into a dive.

“Everyone cover your ears!” Brock called urgently.

A moment later, Mega Latios hit the sound barrier.

It lost.


Water crashed out either side as Mega Latios blew past, forming a trough in the ocean that sliced through waves like nothing, and spraybows shimmered in the air overhead.

Mienshao wasn’t nearly fast enough to keep up – but his ability to use Detect was giving him an offsetting advantage, and he was still managing to land the occasional glancing blow.

“Ash, I’m having trouble focusing at this speed,” Mega Latios called, slowing enough that he could manoeuvre. “What should I do?”

“Try a Psywave!” Ash decided. “Make it really wide!”

“Won’t that weaken it?” Mega Latios asked.

“Yeah, but it’ll hit!” Ash countered.

Mega Latios nodded. His eyes lit up, and he pulsed out the widest psywave he could.

The pulse of psychic energy expanded rapidly, and Mienshao was left unable to get far enough away to avoid being hit.

Mega Latios was right, that did make the attack weaker… but given it was fuelled by a Mega Evolution, there was still quite a lot of force.

Mienshao was knocked backwards, hit a wave with a smack, and nearly sank before swimming back to the surface.

“Reversal!” he called, and sent a blast of energy right back at Mega Latios.

“Zen Headbutt!” Ash called.

Mega Latios charged. The psychic energy of the Zen Headbutt attack formed around him, blunting the Reversal, and then he smacked into Mienshao hard enough to send them both underwater.

For a moment, there was only the crash of the waves. Then Mega Latios emerged from the sea, saltwater streaming off his feathers and dripping from his wings, and with the bedraggled-looking Mienshao in his claws.

“Does this mean I win?” he asked.

“Well, guess you get the badge, dude,” Brawly decided. “Interesting style that Latios has.”

“We’re kind of still working on it,” Ash admitted. “Most of it involves stealth, and that kind of didn’t work here…”


“It’s showtime!” Professor Akibahara announced, and activated the latest attempt at an Upgrade.

The Porygon in question (Porygon-twelve) emitted a rising hum.

“How likely is this to work?” Akiyama asked, leaning back into his chair.

“Nearly certain!” the eccentric professor said. “I’ve calculated out all the variables!”

“That’s what you said last time,” Katou sighed, running a brush along the hot fur of her partner. “And what happened then?”

“…yes, yes, it took Porygon-nine a week to defragment itself, but this is different!”

“How so?” Katou pressed.

“It’ll work this time!”

Configuration loaded. Beginning testing.

“See?” Akibahara said, pointing. “It’s never got that far before!”

Then the lights went out.

In the darkness, a blue-pink Porygon materialized itself out of the same flat polygons as always. Power drain excessive, program terminated unexpectedly. Would you like to file a Bug-type report?

“You were saying, prof?” Akiyama asked.

“…maybe I should refactor the code a bit…”


“Okay, Power Gem!” Gary ordered.

Sableye snapped his fingers, producing a gemstone. It pulsed briefly, and he sent it flying out towards the target.

Fearow slipped sideways, evading the Power Gem attack and making it look easy, then flared his wings and launched a blast of wind towards Sableye.

Ducking briefly into the ground, Sableye avoided the improvised attack, and emerged again just in time to get a faceful of Drill Peck.

“Ow!” Sableye winced, as the beak spanged off his eye-gem. “Don’t chip it!”

“Power Gem again!” Gary called.

Sableye jumped backwards, evading Fearow’s second stab with his beak, and threw another gemstone. This one hit with a crack, and Fearow wobbled before spreading his wings and ascending higher into the air.

“Can’t we get to the Mega Evolution thing already?” Sableye asked, rubbing his right eye-gem.

“We could try,” Gary stressed. “I’m not sure how much of a bond is required to activate the Mega Evolution… hmm… Dee?”

Listening.

“Take a note – we should test Mega Evolution twice a day with the Sablenite, and also record how strong Sableye’s Return is. They might just run off the same resonance…”

“And how do you suggest I do that?” Sableye asked, tossing a Power Gem from hand to hand. “Headbutt a rock?”

“Yes,” Gary told him, after hearing the translation.

“…oh, okay then…”

“How’s things going, you three?” Gary added, over his shoulder. “Done yet?”

“It’s five-three to me!” Arcanine yapped.

“Only because of some most questionable tackles…”

With a pop, Umbreon’s Reflect ball collapsed, and she staggered in a circle before slumping to the ground. “I feel ill…” she said faintly. “You’re evil.”

Gary shrugged. “Well, if you can keep Reflect up for that long and avoid being disoriented when it’s used as a football…”

“Yes?” Umbreon pressed, tilting her head on one side to hear the rest of this.

“…you’ll be better able to deflect attacks by staying in Reflect?” The trainer shrugged again. “Makes sense to me…”

Umbreon gave him a death glare, though her line of sight was a bit wobbly.

“Okay, new idea,” he added. “You try to hit them through the Reflect ball with Dark Pulse, and try not to make the ball collapse completely when you do it.”

“I’m glad I’m not trying to maintain a haircut,” Furfrou observed. “This second session sounds much more difficult for us.”

“…have you been reading Ash’s training session notes?” Umbreon asked. “This sounds like the sort of thing he’d do…”

Fearow crashed to the ground, shook his head irritably, and clawed skywards again.

“Direct hit!” Sableye crowed. “Take that, beakbrain!”

A gimlet gaze focused on the Dark/Ghost type, who promptly tried to hide behind Gary’s leg.


“Here you are, sir,” Amber reported, handing a cylindrical case of burnished wood to Archie. “The idiots provided the perfect distraction.”

“They did?” Archie asked, and chuckled. “Well, that was the plan… so, where are they?”

“They got caught.” The Admin shook his head. “The Pokémon Centre turned out to have the latest Silver Conference champion in, his Pikachu beat the lot.”

“Electric-types…” Archie shook his head. “Clearly allies of Groudon, the lot of them.”

Breaching the seal, he slid a rolled-up scroll of paper out from its hiding place.

“It’s never been opened,” he observed.

“The fool didn’t know what he had,” Amber replied. “Just a curio, he thought – flotsam, nothing more.”

The boss of Team Aqua chuckled again. “More’s the better. But if Maxie had gotten his hands on this…”

A shake of the head, and he unrolled it.

“What’s this…” he began, then smiled. “Ah. A map of major research sites of Pokeatlantis… very good indeed.”

His finger stabbed at the paper. “Here. This is what we need.”

Amber leaned over. “The… no, I’m no good at reading those characters.”

“The Blue Orb,” Archie translated for him. “It was built to allow Pokeatlantis to empower their greatest ally… and, of course, to interfere with the ability of their great rival to use Groudon for their own aims.”

The burly man stood up, and clapped Amber on the shoulder. “You’re promoted,” he said without fanfare. “Commodore rank. And I’ve got a new task for you…”


“…so, it’s mainly telling us that we need to make sure your attacks are faster,” Ash explained. “A spherical pulse would be perfect, but I’m not sure how easy that would be.”

Latios nodded, keeping pace with the motorboat carrying them towards Slateport. “Psychic?”

“That might work,” he agreed. “I guess Butterfree can help teach you when he has the time.”

The Eon Pokémon nodded. “What’s the plan for changing me with my sister, by the way?” he asked.

“Well, if you feel like swapping we could do it pretty soon,” Ash agreed. “You’ve still got some practice to do on aiming Steel Wing, and that’s practice you don’t really need help with – just a target.”

Latios nodded thoughtfully. “Thanks for the assessment,” he added. “I can see that gym leaders really put a lot of effort into making a strong team for their Type.”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “The next one’s going to be Mauville, which is Electric-type… I wonder…”

Reaching for a Pokéball, he sent out Goomy. “Hi!”

Goomy looked up at him. “Hi?”

“Everything okay?” Ash checked. “I know it’s not been long since we met, and I was kind of occupied training the others…”

“It’s okay,” Goomy said quietly.

“No, I should have given you more attention,” Ash insisted. “So – want to start training properly?”

Goomy looked a little nervous.

“It’ll be fine, don’t worry!” Ash crouched down, and held out his hand. “You don’t have to – but I promise, I’ll make you a stronger Pokémon if we work at it together.”

Goomy considered that, then nodded.

“Great!” Ash grinned. “Let’s see… what moves do you know?”

“Rain Dance.”

Ash waited for a moment.

“…no, that’s it,” Goomy clarified.

“Okay,” Ash said, not particularly daunted by the shortness of the list. “Well, you’re a Goomy, and Dexter says you’ve got Hydration… I guess a good first step is just learning to use Rain Dance really quickly. Just being able to slip about in the puddles will help.”

Goomy nodded, taking that in.

“After that… well, I guess a Water-type move would be good to make use of that rain,” Ash went on. “How does that sound?”

Whatever Goomy thought of it would have to wait, as Max pointed over the port side of the boat. “What’s that?”

“What’s what?” the driver asked, leaning out of the wheelhouse. “Oh, that’s Sea Mauville.”

“Sea what?” Brock asked.

He exchanged a glance with the others – that wasn’t there last time.

“Yep, Sea Mauville,” the driver confirmed. “It’s a place that did some kind of research – don’t know what, and I guess it’s probably a good thing they didn’t-”

The engine of the boat gave a worrying cough sound.

“Is it supposed to sound like that?” May asked, worried.

“Nope,” the driver said, and there was another sputter. The engine died for a moment, then picked up again before cutting out.

“What do we do now?” Max asked.

“Any of you guys have Pokémon that can tow us?” the driver asked. “I’ve got enough parts to build a spare engine, but it’ll take a while – and it’s a bit hard to work on the engine of this thing when the propellor’s in the water.”

“I’ve got a few,” Ash volunteered. “Sorry about the bother, Latios – think you can give us a tow?”

“No problem,” Latios agreed.


AN:


And that’s Ash’s fight.

Brawly may be laid-back, but he earned that gym leader slot!

Incidentally, the Pangoro is a nod to that most unesteemed demipanda, Genma Saotome, while the other two are more generic.

As for the other stuff…

Well, work on the Upgrade continues apace… Gary and Sableye are getting to know one another a bit – and there’s an explanation for that rather pathetic raid last time.






126. Hoenn 10


“Good work,” the driver said, nodding as Latios released the rope. “The little sandbar here is just what we needed.”

He rummaged in his pocket and sent out a Machoke, and the two of them heaved the boat onto its side.

“How long is it going to take?” Ash asked.

“Could be a couple of hours…” the driver hedged, unlatching his toolbox. “Go explore or something.”

“…okay,” Max said, blinking. “Fair enough.”

“Seriously, look around!” the driver added as he got out a screwdriver. “This place is a nature reserve now – after it got damaged, enough Pokémon moved in they decided it would be best to not just scrap it. Maybe you could find a Pokémon or two in there.”

“I guess that sounds like a good idea,” Brock agreed. “Let’s see if there’s anything interesting to find here.”

There were several nods.


“See anything?” Brock asked Ash. “You’re the one who can see through walls.”

“It’s kind of hard here,” Ash admitted. “The walls are kind of thick, and this is a big place.”

Brock nodded. “Right. Crobat’s not come back, either.”

A moment later, on cue, the Flying-type came zooming around a corner. “Brock, I found someone!”

“You did?” Brock asked. “Who was he?”

“A couple of years younger than you, I think…” Crobat shrugged, an elegant thing involving all four wings. “Want me to show you?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed.

“Should I go invisible?” Latios asked.

“Good idea,” Ash agreed. “I’m sure it’s fine, but it’s probably best to stay out of sight.”

There was a bluish shimmer, and Latios vanished.

“Okay, Crobat, lead the way!” Brock instructed.


“I have to admit, I wasn’t expecting to see anyone else out here,” the boy said, shaking Brock’s hand. “I’m Tommy, by the way. What brings you here?”

“Brock,” Brock replied. “And – well, we were taking a boat across to Slateport, but the engine died. We’re basically having a look around while the owner fixes his boat.”

“You are?” Tommy asked, and smiled. “That’s nice. Hey, if you’re not all that busy, could you help me with something?”

Ash and the others exchanged glances.

“Sure!” Ash agreed, seeing no particular complaint. “What is it?”

“Well, I’ve been looking for my old Marshtomp,” Tommy explained. “I came along with a friend’s Kadabra and scanned the ship we were on when I lost him, but there was no sign of him – but just yesterday I realized I’d forgotten to check this place.”

“Right,” Brock nodded. “So you think your Marshtomp might have come over here?”

“Since it was abandoned, yeah,” Tommy agreed. “The ship – the Cactus – ran aground years ago, and no-one bothered to clear her up. I never got the chance to look until last week, but I really hope Marshtomp’s still somewhere I can find him. Otherwise he’s probably lost forever…”

May looked sombre. “He was your starter, I guess?”

Tommy nodded.

“Well, we’ll help!” Ash decided. “Let’s get looking!”

He frowned momentarily. “Right… okay, Lucario!”

The deck creaked slightly as Lucario emerged.

“Can you help us look for the Marshtomp?” he asked.

Lucario nodded. His eyes flared for a moment before he closed them, and he began to reach out with his Aura – seeking a signature similar to Brock’s own Marshtomp.


“You know that’s the same guy from last time, right?” Max asked.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Brock and I are kind of used to this by now… you just have to try to remember what the other person knows, and as far as he’s concerned we’ve never met.”

“Doesn’t that mean his Swampert is around here, though?” May added.

“I don’t know, actually,” Ash admitted. “Remember, Sea Mauville wasn’t here last-”

There was a screech of rending metal, a crash, and a splash.

“Lucario!” Ash called. “Are you okay?”

“I’m a little startled…” Lucario said, from through the hole in the floor. “Stand back. It looks like the deck is more rusted than we expected. My weight was too much for it.”

“What’s down there?” Brock asked.

“Actually it seems to be some kind of control room,” Lucario said. He looked around, then up through the hole. “Perhaps you should come down here? Can anyone make sure the fall doesn’t hurt too much?”

Ash glanced next to him, and a high-pitched sigh was followed by a slight shift in the air.

“Latios can,” he said.

Tommy blinked. “…who? Latios? Okay, who the heck are you?”

“Ash Ketchum!” Ash said.

“Oh, right…”

There was a blue shimmer as Latios decloaked, and held out his arms. “Who’s first?” he asked, and Ash conveyed that.

Max decided he should go first, and Latios picked him up carefully.

Before he could carry the young boy through the hole, though, Ash pre-empted him by jumping down and absorbing the force of impact with bent knees.

“Show off!” Brock called.


“Found anything?” May asked, shutting another one of the books. “This is all technical stuff about how the dredge thing works.”

“Yeah, I’ve got something,” Max said. “Look at this!”

The friends crowded around.

“So,” Brock said, reading through the page. “It was built to dredge the seafloor for minerals?”

“Not just minerals,” Max said, pointing. “Look!”

“…Mega Stones?” Ash repeated. “They were trying to get Mega Stones?”

“Well, I guess there might be some there,” Max admitted. “If they got washed into the sea, I mean, I guess they’d end up somewhere.”

“So what happened to it?” May wondered aloud. “I mean… what could knock it about this much?”

“Is there a map anywhere?” Tommy asked. “Maybe Marshtomp’s gone further underwater…”

He paced in a circle. “Sorry, but… I’m worried for him. If he’s here.”

Latios splashed up through the water visible via a hole in the floor. “I think I found him!”

“You did?” Ash asked, looking over. “Where was he?”

“Well, if it is him… he’s a Swampert now. Hold on, I’ll get him.”

Spinning around, Latios plipped back into the water.

“Did he say he’d found Marshtomp?” Tommy said, breaking into a smile. “That is what he said, right?”

“That’s about right,” Ash agreed. “Only-”

“Oh, that’s what happened,” Max said, reading from another document. “Apparently Kyogre showed up kind of annoyed, they’re not sure why, and knocked out one of the legs of the platform.”

“Was anyone hurt?” Tommy asked.

“No, it says everyone was fine, but they decided to stop after that and leave,” Max said. “I can’t blame them!”


It was a few minutes after that that Latios came surging up through the hole in the floor again. “Got him!”

“Is it really him?” Tommy asked, crouching down. “Marshtomp?”

A Swampert head came out of the hole.

“…in retrospect, I really should have anticipated that,” he admitted.

“Who are you?” the Swampert said, tilting his head. Then he frowned. “Wait… Tommy?”

“It’s him,” Ash confirmed – for both of them.

Tommy hurried over and took Swampert’s shoulder as the Water-type hauled himself out of the hole, leaning back and pulling to help. “I’m so sorry I didn’t come back for you before, Swampert! I tried, but without a Pokémon I wasn’t able to… and when I asked for…”

Swampert wrapped a sopping wet arm around him. “I’m just glad you came back.”

After a minute or so, the two stepped apart slightly.

Reaching into his pocket, Tommy pulled out and expanded a dinged, scratched Pokéball. “I kept it all this time,” he said. “Through three house moves – and a shipwreck…”

Swampert reached out, touching it, and vanished inside with the red flash of a return. Then, a few seconds later, he came out again and picked Tommy up in a rib-creaking hug.

“You’ll have to meet my friends!” he announced. “I met a Tentacool, and an Octillery, and a nice Clamperl…”

“Apparently the Swampert knows a Tentacool,” Ash commented – keeping an eye on May.

As he’d guessed, she overreacted. “Ew, Tentacool? No thanks!”

Max chuckled.

“Hey, Max?” Brock said, frowning. “That folder said they were after Mega Stones, right?”

The young trainer nodded. “Right.”

“Well… do we know if they actually found any?”

“They mentioned at least a couple,” Max hedged. “But not what they were… oh, I see what you mean. Hey, Kris?”

Understood. Booting into scan mode.

Max held the Pokédex up, and it flashed before slowly drawing out the holographic map.

The walls are quite dense, scan efficiency is impaired. Calibrating…

Kris paused for several seconds.

There is a signal, but it is extremely faint. I cannot localize it.

A broad area lit up at one edge of the map, which was by this point nearly incomprehensibly fuzzy.

“Can you make the image better?” Max asked.

Not without getting closer – and, unfortunately, that’s almost directly down underwater.

There was a silence for several seconds, as everyone thought it over. Then Ash frowned.

“Latios, how good is your Psychic by now?”

“It’s okay,” Latios hedged. “Why?”

“Ash, you’re not thinking of doing something stupid, are you?” Pikachu asked, worried.

“…actually, I pretty much am,” Ash admitted. “Latios, how big an air bubble could you pull underwater?”


Ash held on to Latios’ back with one hand, holding Kris with the other and trying to remember to breathe evenly.

It was kind of a hard thing to remember. Latios’ air bubble was quite big, covering his entire back, but beyond the glowing, shimmering surface was the ocean nearly a hundred feet underwater.

“How’s it looking?” he asked, as they dropped towards the sea bed.

The image is clearing up considerably, Kris reported, her plot zooming in and getting clearer by steps. The signal seems to be coming from that mound of debris over there.

Ash squinted through the bubble surface. “Looks like a lot of stuff slid through a hole in the platform, or something…”

A sensible supposition. Kris let out a beep. Localized.

Ash examined the map for several seconds, then nodded. “Right. A bit closer to the pile, please, Latios.”

Latios’ squeak of agreement resonated through the water, transmitting itself to Ash’s bubble of air.

Taking a Pokéball, Ash spoke to it. “Corphish, it’s in the big pile of debris that will be on the other side of you to Latios and I. There’s something just a bit to the right of the centre, facing it – it should be a kind of sphere a couple of inches across.”

Once finished, he pointed the Pokéball. “Go!”

Corphish duly emerged. He looked around, locating Latios and the pile, and then scuttled forwards and a little to the right.

“That’s right!” Ash called. “Just a bit… there!”

Corphish looked at the revealed Mega Stone.

Then back at his trainer.

Back to the Mega Stone.

“What now?” he asked.

Ash frowned. “What did he say?”

“He said ‘what now’,” Latios relayed.

“What’s that?” Corphish asked. “I didn’t hear.”

“He asked what you said,” Latios said.

“I said-” Ash began, just as Corphish repeated what he’d said as well.

This could take a while, Kris observed.

“Latios!” Ash decided. “Tell Corphish that he needs to pick up the Mega Stone and then come back over here!”

Corphish nodded as the instructions were relayed, and picked up the Mega Stone in his pincers before bringing it back over.

Latios took it with his clawed right hand, and then Ash returned Corphish and they headed back to the surface.

Remember to ascend slowly, Kris cautioned. Humans suffer from the bends if they decompress too fast – it is extremely dangerous.

“Slow and steady it is,” Latios agreed, steering for the hole he’d come down through.


“That was pretty brave,” May said. “I don’t think I’d have been that calm for long enough.”

Ash shrugged. “I’ve been underwater before, remember?” he said, trying to play it down.

“Yeah, but that was in the Temple of the Sea,” May replied. “You nearly died.”

“…I was trying to forget that bit,” Ash admitted.

“So, any idea what Mega Stone this is?” Brock asked. “It looks kind of familiar…”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “I think it might be a Lucarionite – like that one Gary borrowed! Hey, Lucario, let’s test it!”

Lucario nodded, taking the stone from Brock’s palm, and clutched it in his fist.

Unlimbering his staff, Ash concentrated.

Several seconds passed.

“Or maybe it’s not Lucarionite…” Max said, with a chuckle. “Worth a try.”

“Should we go and see if the driver’s got the engine fixed?” May suggested.

“Good idea,” Brock agreed, as Lucario passed the Mega Stone to Ash and Ash put it in his bag for later checking. “He should be about done. Are you going to be okay, Tommy?”

“I’ll be fine, now,” Tommy smiled. “Thanks for your help, Mr. Slate!”

“What did you help with?” Ash asked, curious.

“He and Swampert had a chat, and then Swampert talked a couple of his friends into going with Tommy,” Brock summarized. “Clamperl, Remoraid and… Carvanha, I think.”

Tommy nodded. “That’s right. Well, it was nice meeting you all – thanks so much for your help!”


“I forgot how crowded Slateport is,” May said, as they walked along the beach. “How easy is it going to be to find a place to practice?”

“Not easy, I’m guessing,” Brock agreed. “Maybe we should just go as far along as we can?”

“Sounds like-” Max began, then ducked as a spray of water whipped past. “Whoa!”

“Sorry!” a girl with an Azumarill called. “We’re still practicing this one!”

“Just be careful!” May called back. “Don’t splash my brother!”

“… it is kinda hot,” Max said. “A little splash would be okay, I guess…”


“How’s this?” Ash asked, looking around the small field.

“It’ll do,” May agreed. “Okay… it’s a one-Pokémon contest tonight, so I’ll use…”

She frowned hard.

“Blaziken,” she said. “I’m happier with our routine, the new one with Beautifly is a bit more touchy still.”

Blaziken emerged, and nodded. “The fire dance?”

“I…” May frowned. “I almost got that.”

“Fire dance?” Ash repeated. “Sounds neat.”

“Blaziken and I worked on it while we were back at home,” May explained. “It was good practice, right Blaziken?”

The Fire-type nodded.

“Right,” May added, swinging her bag down and looking through it. “Let’s see… here we go.”

She drew out a pair of wooden batons.

Brock blinked. “How long have those been in there?”

“A while,” May replied, applying some paste from a jar. “Okay, Blaziken, let’s see if they still work!”

Blaziken sent a thin beam of flame out, and the baton in her right hand lit up with a flicker of yellow-orange flame.

“Flame gel?” Brock asked, interested.

“That’s right,” May agreed. “It lasts a few minutes at least… right, let’s see if I can remember how to do this.”

She held the inert baton up, then rolled her wrist and let the baton drop. It clung to her hand as she made a small, practiced motion, and flipped back around to where she could grab it again.

“Good,” she smiled. “That’s a start…”

“Should I have Delta ready in case you set yourself on fire?” Max asked.

May was about to retort, but a voice interrupted them.

“Not half bad,” the boy said, drawing their attention. “I’ve not seen you around before – new coordinator?”

“Isn’t that Drew?” Max asked quietly.

“That’s right,” May said, answering both questions. “What about yourself?”

“I’ve been doing Coordinating for a couple of months,” Drew said, looking pleased with himself. “Three ribbons already… If you’re new, then you’ve trained that Blaziken really well – he looks very sleek.”

Blaziken nodded acceptance of the compliment.

“Thanks,” May smiled. “I… well…”

She tried to pull together all the times she’d rehearsed this second first meeting. She’d never imagined Drew would be so complimentary – did Blaziken really make that much of a difference?

“But you’ll have to try harder to beat me,” he went on.

That put things back on track.

“I’ll certainly try just as hard as you deserve,” she said, earning an amused snort. “How hard is that again?”

“All out!” Drew replied. “Roselia and I aren’t amateurs, and don’t think type advantage will save your Blaziken!”

“May?” Ash began.

“Well, I look forward to seeing it,” May replied. “What’s your name?”

“Drew,” Drew replied. “And you?”

“May – May Maple,” May told him.

“May, this is-” Ash tried

“Wait…” Drew blinked. “Maple – isn’t that the surname of one of the gym leaders?”

He whistled. “Now I know how come you’ve got a Blaziken…”

“May, he’s remindable,” Ash said into the first pause he could.

“…he is?” May asked, startled. “But I thought-”

“What’s that?” Drew asked.

“It’s kind of a long story,” Max said.


“…okay, I think I understand,” Drew said, some minutes later. “So… you guys have saved the world, what, five times?”

“That’s how many times May has helped Ash,” Brock clarified. “Ash has done it over a dozen times.”

“And… wow.” Drew shook his head. “This is so bizarre, I mean, you warned me – but… it’s like we’ve gone back to when we first met… because we have.”

His Roselia gave him a worried look, and he sighed. “Sorry, Roselia. I’m just… it’s a lot to get my head around. I remember time with you you never had with me, and…”

After a minute or so, he looked up. “So. What do we do now?”

“What we’ve been trying to do is to make sure that we don’t break the timeline too badly,” Brock summarized. “If we can get to Cyrus and stop him, we will, but thus far we’ve not found him – and we’ve been looking.”

“Right,” Drew nodded. “And… my Pokémon? Absol? Flygon? Butterfree? What about Dodrio and Nidorina? Even little Cherubi?”

“I think you should run into them about the same time this time around,” Ash volunteered. “That’s been how it works so far. If we run into Celebi I’ll ask her to make sure… but you’ll need to get to know them all over again. I can’t restore your Roselia, and I’m not sure about the others.”

Drew nodded. “Got it.”

He sighed. “Man, I don’t know how I’m going to compete, now… May and I have been rivals for, what, five regions?”

“That’s right,” May confirmed. “Counting the Orange Islands and Sinnoh.”

“And now she’s… well, you’ve got a massive head start…” Drew shook his head. “I don’t know…”

“Actually, keep trying,” May said, and he looked up. “I’m not going to reuse any of my routines from last time, don’t worry – they’d be too easy. Just…”

She shrugged. “Think something new up, maybe you’ll beat me on appeal points.”

“Hey, I can battle too!” Drew replied, stung. “I’ll beat you easily-”

He stopped, and smiled. “Okay, I get the point. You had to catch up to me, now I have to catch up to you.”

“It’s this or I’ll end up stuck with Harley,” May added, with a wince.

“Right!” Drew added, and stood up. “You’re right, and you did offer me the choice… okay, Roselia, we’ve got a lot of catching up to do! I’ll-”

He stopped.

“Did you just say you’d put in a good word for me with Celebi?”

“Welcome to life around Ash Ketchum,” Brock said.


“Okay.”

May took a deep breath, checking her outfit.

“Think we can do this, Blaziken?”

Blaziken shot her a smirk.

“Yeah, I know,” she agreed. “But it is the first contest we’ve done in over a year.”

A frown.

“Well… less than a year for you, I guess. Time travel’s confusing…”

Blaziken chuckled, then brushed at his shoulder plumage to make sure it was all properly aligned.

“Right,” May said, and returned him before slipping the ‘ball into her pocket. “Let’s do this.”


“That was pretty cool,” Max said. “That bit where she evolved Nidorino to Nidoking as a finisher – I wonder how much time that took to set up?”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed, as the applause died down. “Wonder who’s next?”

“And next,” the announcer went on, conveniently, “A first time contestant – May Maple and Blaziken!”

Max leaned forward in his seat. “Okay, this is going to be great!”

“Do you know what she’s going to do?” Ash asked, as May took the stage.

Max hesitated. “Well, I saw her doing bits of it…”

“I guess we know what she was buying at the Slateport department store,” Brock pointed out, nodding to her dress.

It wasn’t particularly extravagant, per se – just a short, practical dress made of orange-dyed material. But the way it fluttered at the edges as she moved gave it a certain… flamelike quality.

She curtsied, then released Blaziken.

“Flame Wheel!” she ordered, and Blaziken’s arms snapped out – flame roaring up from his wrist-feathers as he rolled his shoulders, before diving forward onto his palms and spinning his legs around as they ignited in turn.

The flame described three complete revolutions, broadening into a disc for a moment before vanishing all at once as Blaziken launched himself into a roll and came back to his feet.

May tossed him one baton, then the other, and he lit them in turn before throwing them back with a flicking motion. She caught them, one in each hand, and spun both about her hands with the same roll-of-the-wrist she’d practiced earlier that day.

Once that was done, she nodded to Blaziken. “Fire Spin!”

Blaziken began a kind of looping, whirling dance – flames blazing at his wrists and ankles, he spun first upright on both feet, then on one leg, then flipped over onto his palms again and produced a swirling tornado of fire which keened and roared.

May’s dress whipped in the instant wind, coming close to the flames but not close enough to catch fire, and she waited for several seconds until Blaziken was back on his feet and the flames began to die – then stepped forwards.

Blaziken formed a stirrup with his hands, took her foot and hoisted her into the air.

“Whoa!” Max gaped. “I didn’t-”

Back upright, Blaziken took her ankles before she began to fall, and held them in a grip of iron. May held her arms out to either side and spun the batons again, and this time when Blaziken did a spin he moved them both.

Her batons traced out a complicated pattern, spinning in two separate planes at once, and then she brought them together in front of her and began to juggle them.

“Did she join the circus?” Ash asked, blinking.

“Not that I noticed!” Max replied.

After throwing and catching each baton about six times, May threw both of them at once high into the air, towards the peak of the stadium. Blaziken crouched, she quickly jumped off, and as the batons came down Blaziken caught them both and threw them backwards to his trainer.

May caught them, spinning them around her wrists. “Spiral toss, Blaziken!”

Blaziken crouched, then leaped skywards. He turned a complete somersault as he ascended, and as he approached the apex May sent both batons at him. “Skyfire!”

The Fire-type sent a stream of flame downwards, which shot past ahead of the batons and exploded as they were just over it.

The smoke and flame obscured both him and the batons for a second, and then Blaziken came rolling back out of the smoke with an unlit baton in each hand.

A tongue of flame licked out as he reached the ground, forming a rippling semicircle in the air before vanishing.

There was a second or so of silence as Blaziken stood, and returned the batons – then the applause began.

“Ladies and gentlemen, May Maple!” the announcer said, apparently refusing to be flapped. “What an appeal!”

“That was pretty cool!” Ash said, clapping as hard as everyone else.

“Don’t you mean hot?” Brock asked.


Back on the hall floor, May breathed a sigh of relief.

The hardest thing to set up had always been that finisher. They’d actually prepared several versions of the finale – one had been the one they’d used, where it had snuffed the batons like they’d hoped as the flame gel all burned off in the blast.

There was also the one where the batons were still on fire, which would have had Blaziken use them to breathe a Flamethrower, and finally the slightly more embarrassing version where Blaziken accidentally blew the batons to smithereens.

That one was basically ‘act like we meant to do that’.

“Good work, Blaziken,” she said quietly.

Her starter nodded in return. “It was a pleasure, May.”

May blinked, and tears came to her eyes. “Oh!”

“Excuse me, ma’m?” one of the organizers coughed. “We do need the stage.”

“Oh – sorry!” May winced, and made for the stairs.


Drew blinked.

“Okay, Roselia…”

The Grass-type looked up at him.

“We need to seriously up our game. How do you feel about learning Dazzling Gleam? I think we could do something neat with Petal Dance…”

Roselia nodded thoughtfully.


“Okay, so…” Ash glanced over at Brock. “Can I just check I understand how the battle bit goes?”

Brock nodded. “Sure.”

“So… it’s a knockout tournament… but you get judged on your performance during the knockout section,” he said slowly. “And you can lose but still win, it’s just that the better you do the better your score tends to be because you get more time to show off.”

Brock shook his head. “No, not quite. You lose points for being boring or your Pokémon being hit, and you can knock points off your opponent for hitting them with a good-looking move. So being a good battler helps, but so does being flashy – though I guess you could just knock out your opponent before the time limit, which is five minutes. At the end of that whoever has the most points wins.”

“Oh, yeah, I remember,” Ash said. “It’s kind of bizarre how the appeals are just to get into the knockout round… who do you think May’s going to have trouble with?”

“Well, there was that guy with the Milotic…” Brock frowned. “He got a really high score too, after all, which means he’d do well on points.”

Max nodded. “He got almost exactly the same score as May!”

“And he’s got type advantage… I guess he’s the one to beat, then,” Ash nodded to himself.

“What would you have done for this contest, Ash?” Brock asked, curious. “Do you have any routines ready?”

“I did have one for Meganium,” Ash said. “We’ve worked on it a bit, and I guess it’s about ready…”


“Three, two, one…” the announcer said. “Begin!”

“Water Pulse!” Robert ordered to begin the battle. His Milotic’s tail swirled, water bubbling around it, and she launched out a pulse of water at Blaziken.

“A beautifully formed move!” Contesta said, as the shimmering globe of water shot across the stadium.

“Double Kick, Blaziken!” May instructed, and her Fire-type leaped forwards. “And Heatwave!”

The first kick which snapped out burst the Water Pulse, giving it enough momentum that it sprayed in all directions instead of hitting Blaziken specifically. A flash of flame from a Heatwave punched out from Blaziken a moment later, pushing the water aside in a wash of heat and shimmering air.

Still moving fast, Blaziken snapped off a second kick at Robert’s Milotic. Her reply was to form a shimmering green shield, and his kick hit the Safeguard instead of continuing on to strike the Pokémon herself.

“Knock him back with a Twister!” Robert said, and Milotic’s tail spun again – producing a swirling, shimmering vortex of wind.

“Back, Blaziken!” May called, and he duly kicked off in a backflip which gained him some space. The Twister continued to build up, though, and Milotic sent a whirlwind laced with sparkling draconic energy straight towards him.

“Now, put Water Gun in it!” Robert added, and Milotic cooed before spraying a beam of water into the twister.

The extra weight made the vortex slow, developing a ponderous quality, and it came crashing down towards Blaziken as it began to unravel.

“Upper Spin!” May called.

Blaziken sprang backwards, balancing on his hands, and whipped up a Fire Spin with both legs just as the Twister-turned-Waterspout reached him.

“This is interesting!” Sukizo observed. “We’re not sure which move is winning here, so we don’t know who gets the better of this clash!”

The water was shimmering orange underneath, and what looked like a bubble was growing underneath – then it burst in a plume of steam, and Blaziken pushed himself into the air in a half-flip to land on his feet once more.

“Very impressive!” Contesta said, noting that Blaziken hadn’t come off entirely uninjured and deducting points from both Pokémon.

“Let’s go for another Water Pulse!” Robert told his Milotic.

“Friction Jump!” May called.

Blaziken crouched, palms crooked slightly, and pressed the tips of his fingers into the floor – not hard enough to damage it, just enough to get friction. Then, as Milotic launched a barrage of Water Pulses, he sprinted sideways.

Sparks flew from his hands as they dragged along the floor, and light began to grow on his knuckles. Then he turned towards Milotic as she fired another Water Pulse, and snapped up his Sky Uppercut-boosted hands to block the Water-type attack.

He knocked it to both sides in a V-shaped splash which hung in the air for a moment, and then jumped skywards in a forward roll.

“Look out!” Robert called. “Use another Twister to keep him off!”

Milotic’s tail began to swirl as she formed a Twister, and a splash of fire came snapping down at her as Blaziken took the opportunity to distract her.

“Now, Rising Sun!” May said.

Blaziken landed on a wet patch of the stadium floor, and made use of it – his right foot skidded out in the direction he’d been going, and his left foot dug into the stage itself for a secure point.

Rolling his body as he bled off momentum, Blaziken switched from facing away from Milotic to facing towards her, and his left talons got a good grip on the stage to use as leverage.

Pushing himself hard forwards using that leverage, he lunged at Milotic with a sweeping low kick.

Flicking her tail, Milotic sent a horizontal whirlwind of a Twister at him, and the buffeting wind slowed him down considerably. His foot barely made contact with the underside of her serpentine body.

At which point Blaziken flipped backwards, lashing his foot up and sending Milotic into the air.

Completing the somersault and coming back to his feet, Blaziken brought his hands together by his right hand side. A faint shimmer came from within, almost hidden by the taloned digits.

“This looks bad for Robert’s Milotic!” Sukizo said. “What will May’s Blaziken do now?”

“Jump now!” May said, as Milotic reached the apex of her trajectory.

Crouching for a moment, the Fire-type launched himself powerfully into the air and passed Milotic on the way down. She fired a Water Pulse at him which smacked into his chest and winded him, and then they were far enough apart that he could bring his legs in and roll forwards.

“Milotic, Water Gun and Water Pulse – make it a big one!” Robert said quickly, as she hit the ground and recovered with supple grace.

“Oh, and this could change everything!” Contesta said, leaning forwards slightly.

Taking just a moment to aim at Blaziken’s somersaulting form, Milotic fired her Water Pulse – then kept feeding it with water from a Water Gun, making it quickly grow to a size much greater than a normal Pulse.

Blaziken revealed what he’d been charging.

Legs coming out of his tuck to reduce the speed of his roll, he fired the Solarbeam directly at the oncoming Water Pulse.

Rainbow light went in all directions as the Solarbeam shattered the leading edge of the Water attack into a frothy mess of bubbles and air, and then was refracted and reflected and sent off every which way.

Then the beam got through the globe of the pulse and reached the stream of the Water Gun feeding it.

That acted like a fiber optic cable, and blazed intensely green as the Solarbeam followed it straight through Milotic’s shield.


There was a wet splash as Blaziken hit the soaked battlefield, making a three-point landing without any extra risky tricks.

He turned to check on his opponent-

“May and Blaziken are victorious!” the Nurse Joy said. “A victory by knockout – and a spectacular one!”

“Phew,” he said, breathing a little heavily. “I’m glad that was the last battle, I got kind of wet…”

“Great work, Blaziken!” May called over. “And yeah, I think we might need a towel…”

“Congratulations, Ms. Maple!” Mr. Contesta added. “You’ve done remarkably well – are you sure this is your first contest?”

May chuckled nervously. “Well, I only got my pass a couple of weeks ago, but my mom did give me some tips…”


“Nice work, May,” Max said, smiling. “Bet it’s good to be back to contests?”

“Oh, yeah,” May agreed with a broad grin. “It’s so exciting! You should give it a try some time!”

“I’ll think about it,” Max hedged.

“So, where next?” Brock asked.

“Forina!” Max said firmly. “It’s not long until the festival, remember!”

“That’s right,” May agreed. “Ash? What’s our plan here – I guess you’ve got a plan, right?”

“Sort of,” Ash said. “The main thing is just making sure that Butler doesn’t make that wish, and then everything’s a lot safer.”

He winced. “I hope you and Jirachi have fun together, Max, but I’m not sure we can get things to work out so he can stay awake. I mean, a wish didn’t do it…”

“I actually met a Jirachi once in Unova,” Pikachu contributed. “It was about the same time we were travelling around with Meloetta.”

“Did this involve those Pichu you mentioned?” Brock asked.

“Now you mention it, yes,” Pikachu confirmed. “Which probably explains why you didn’t notice…”

“Okay, that’s strange,” Ash frowned. “But maybe it’s good news – I mean, if a Jirachi’s able to keep going without the Millennium Comet…”

Max looked pensive. “I hope so.”

“So do we,” May told him.


“Interesting,” Maxie said, nodding. “Thank you for the report, Blaise. So… Team Aqua found something new?”

“That’s right, sir,” Blaise confirmed. “Archie recognized something on a map they have, and translated it – the exact meaning was something like ‘the granter of the heart’s desire…”

“…which means Jirachi,” Maxie agreed. “Well, well, well. More than just a myth after all.”

He adjusted his glasses, then clicked a ball-point pen and indicated Blaise with the tip. “Head back and follow them. We want to make sure that if anyone gets Jirachi’s wish it’s us. Take a team.”

Blaise nodded. “Will do.”

“See you do, we can’t afford for Team Aqua to gain an advantage on us. I already have our own teams looking for a map from Pokémonopolis sites… failing that we can try a geophysical survey, of course…”

Blaise took the trailing off for a dismissal, and left the room.


AN:


Here we have Sea Mauville replacing the crashed ship – as per OR and AS. Though here the purpose of it is a bit different.

I know what this Mega Stone is too…

Also, Latios using Dive. It’s quite a bit more complicated than it is in the games – you need to bring air too, after all…

Anyway, moving on – Drew returns. I went back and forth on if he should be remindable, but I decided to go with yes.

And… here’s May’s first Contest this time line. It’s the first time I’ve tried writing the battle section of a contest, so I hope it worked…

Incidentally, M06 is really quite early in the plot of the Hoenn region.






127. Wish Maker 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“There it is,” Ash said, as they watched the fair set up. “I guess we should go down there, huh?”

He glanced down at Dexter. “Am I remembering this right? I think we first met that guy Butler in the big top…”

Correct. He was running a magic show, and you and Max took part.

“Oh, yeah, I remember!” Max nodded. “There was an act where we got locked in a box, and then the floor moved down.”

“Oh, that’s how it worked?” May said. “I’m surprised it was that simple – I was expecting a teleporter…”

“The point of a magic show is that the magician’s not doing what you expect,” Brock lectured. “So when you think he’s showing you what he’s doing, he’s already done the trick.”

“I guess,” May agreed. “It’s a lot more impressive when a magician can make it look like he’s walking on water than when Ash actually does…”

“Hey!”


“Thank you for your help,” Butler smiled. “It’s always a pleasure to have volunteers from the audience.”

Ash chuckled. “It was nothing…”

“Well, I’d say it’s more than nothing,” the magician said firmly. “A good assistant is hard to find, especially when so many of them just stay disappeared after the act…”

Max looked faintly nervous, and Butler chuckled. “Sorry, just a magician joke. There’s only a few…”

“…and you ran out years ago,” Diane added tartly.

“What’s that?” May asked, indicating the crystal formation he’d been carrying around.

“Oh, this?” Butler hefted it. “That’s actually one thing I wanted to speak to you about – Max especially.”

“Why me?” Max asked, curious.

“Whoa!”

Everyone looked at Ash, who was rubbing his eyes.

“Sorry,” he added, looking faintly embarrassed. “I just looked in Aura Sight, and that crystal’s so bright it dazzled me.”

“Can you be dazzled by Aura?” Brock asked. “I mean, it involves closed eyes…”

“Well, yeah,” Ash pointed out. “It just happened…”

“We’ll take your word for it,” May said.

“Right,” Butler said, frowning. “Oh, yes – the crystal.”

He held it up. “This is – I believe – the legendary Pokémon Jirachi.”

The reaction he got was not all he’d hoped for.

“Right, so if Jirachi only awakens every thousand years there must be a lot of stored power in there,” Ash said with a nod. “I guess that’s why it was so bright…”

“You seem underwhelmed,” Diane observed.

May shrugged. “Well, I guess it’s neat to meet another Legendary Pokémon, but Ash has… how many is it?”

“Four right here,” Ash replied with a glance at his belt. “I picked up Keldeo and Entei for training – Entei’s nearly got Energy Ball working…”

Butler’s jaw dropped. “How many?”

“At this point we’re kind of getting inured to surprise about Legendaries,” Brock supplied.

“I can see why,” Butler said, shaking his head. “Right… anyway, according to legend Jirachi needs a friend to awaken when the Millennium Comet comes – which is tonight. And I thought that you, Max, would be the one.”

“I guess there’s a good reason for that,” Ash said. “If I’d been in a crystal for a thousand years, the thing I’d want more than anything else is an understanding friend…”

May noticed his expression. “Were you thinking of Lucario?”

Ash nodded.

“…you’ve been in a situation like this before?” Diane asked. “I can see that Butler was right to notice you.”

“Yeah, though I was dressed like someone Lucario thought had betrayed him,” Ash supplied. “There was a bit of a fight before everything got sorted out, I hope that won’t happen here.”

“I see,” Butler said, not sure how to take that.

He shook his head. “Well, Max – do you think you can do that?”

“Sure!” Max agreed.

“Where did you find Jirachi?” May asked, as Butler handed the crystalline formation to her brother.

“It was around here, actually,” Butler said. “Just a few months ago. I’d been looking for Jirachi because this place is associated with him in some ancient legends, but it took quite some time to actually find what I was after.”

“You know,” Ash said with a frown, “I actually can’t think of what to wish for. I mean, all the ideas I have are kinda boring…”

Brock nodded. “I’ve got what I’d wish for…”

“Yeah, a girlfriend,” May chuckled.

“You’re not wrong.”

“What about you?” Ash asked, nodding to Butler. “What would you wish for?”

Butler shrugged. “I’m afraid, like you, I’m not really certain what I’d most want. There’s a Pokémon that I’d love to see, and I think that’s the single thing I’d most want, but aside from that… no, nothing really comes to mind.”

“What Pokémon’s that?” Max asked, looking up.

The magician smiled. “Allow me a few secrets…”

“Is it Lugia?” Ash asked.

“No, not Lugia,” Butler said, still smiling. “Really, I’d rather-”

“Pity, I could have done that one…”

Butler blinked, losing his smile. “Wait, what do you-”

“Ho-Oh?” Ash went on. “Oh, I know someone who’s good friends with a Mew…”

“Neither of those,” Butler said. “Really, I’d rather keep it a secret, it’s not a public matter…”

“Well, if you’re going to wish for it then we’re going to see sooner or later,” Max pointed out sensibly.

“Nevertheless, I’d rather not discuss it before then.”

“Hold on a moment,” Diane said, snapping her fingers. “Now I remember! I saw some of a news programme about the Silver Conference a couple of months ago. You were the kid who had, what, eight Legendaries?”

Ash counted under his breath. “…yeah, that many.”

“Eight…” Butler repeated. “Wow, Ash, you’re certainly an unusual fellow!”

“Tell us about it…” Brock muttered


“Ash?”

Ash looked up from their table. “Oh, hi – Diane, right?”

Diane nodded. “Yes, that’s me all right. Do you mind if I have a word?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “I think there’s space for another chair…”

“I’ll go get one from the waiter,” Brock volunteered, standing up and adjusting his sombrero.

“Thanks,” Ash said gratefully. “What was it?”

“Well – I thought I’d let you know what Pokémon Butler really wants to see,” Diane said. “I’m really not sure why he’s so secretive about it, I mean… if anyone would be able to understand it’s you.”

“I guess,” Ash agreed. “What is it?”

“Groudon,” she told him. “He’s been researching Groudon for years, even tried to revive a fossil-”

Ash was about to say something, but a flash of light interrupted him.

“He wants to see Groudon? Revive a fossil?” Suicune repeated, blinking. “That sounds… a spectacularly bad idea.”

Diane took a step back. “Suicune? You – of course, sorry, I wasn’t expecting that…”

“I’m kind of glad we’re out in the awning,” May said, putting down her fork. “I mean, Suicune appearing in the middle of a restaurant…”

Suicune glanced around, and winced. “Sorry about that, I was just…”

Another flash, and Entei joined her. “Indeed,” he nodded. “Simply bringing Groudon to the surface would be bad enough, but if he seeks to revive a fossil-”

“A fossil Groudon?” Ash said, frowning as something occurred to him. “Don’t fossils have to be dead? When did a Groudon die?”

Entei stopped. “That… is a good question…”

“Perhaps it’s just a scale, or something,” Suicune frowned.

“What do you mean?” Diane asked. “Suicune – why would it be bad to revive a fossil Groudon? People have been reviving fossils for at least the last couple of years, and a lot of them revive by themselves.”

“Those are lesser Pokémon,” Suicune explained. “I’ve spoken to Mewtwo before, his cloning took many months to produce a live Pokémon, and his own vast power helped in successfully cloning others more quickly. But producing a Legendary is… hard.”

“How hard?” Diane asked, worried.

“If not done right…” Suicune’s eyes carefully did not flick to Ash. “Especially if Jirachi tried and did not have enough energy… the result would, in all likelihood, be a mockery of Groudon – a monster created with only a burning hunger to consume, and none of Groudon’s majesty or fire.”

“That sounds… well, it sounds terrible,” Diane winced. “We’d better go and tell him.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Do you know where he is?”

“I’ll show you where we’re staying,” Diane decided.


“But… I don’t understand,” Butler said, shaking his head. “Jirachi grants wishes. There’s a thousand years of power from the Millennium Comet stored in the Wish Maker, or will be when he awakens… so why can’t he make Groudon?”

“Suicune said that Groudon just requires too much energy, especially to create in one go,” Ash explained. “She said it might take months, or years – and Jirachi’s only going to be around for one week…”

“Suicune told you that?” Butler shook his head. “I don’t… but Suicune is a water-type Pokémon! Wouldn’t she want to make sure Groudon didn’t return?”

“Butler-” Diane said, shocked.

“It’s just like those fools in-” Butler stopped, and shook his head. “No, I don’t believe it. Jirachi can do anything.”

Suicune materialized, and shook her head. “Not even Arceus can do anything. There are always restrictions – and Jirachi may be powerful, but all I have heard from Lord Ho-Oh suggests that he cannot create life at all.”

“All you’ve heard?” Butler said, focusing on that part. “So you don’t even know?”

“I’m only a century old,” Suicune replied. “And there are no other Jirachi on the islands, I’ve never had a chance to meet one.”

“You’ve literally got a Legendary telling you it’s a bad idea!” Ash burst out. “What’s it going to take to convince you?”

“I’m certain of this!” Butler replied. “And it’ll take more than-”

“Butler, listen-”

“I-”

Entei roared.

The sound rippled around the room, making the windows shake, and all three humans and Pikachu put their hands or paws over their ears.

“Thank you,” Entei said, as the echoes died away into a ringing silence. “Now… Butler.”

“Yes?” Butler said, a lot more quietly now.

“My sister has told you it is a bad idea. My trainer – who has had more experience with Legendary Pokémon than anyone else on the planet – has told you it’s a bad idea. And now I will join them – if you seek Groudon, you will not find him this way. The Lord of the Land slumbers for good reason, but if you truly seek him he is there to find.”

Entei shook his head. “Jirachi only has a week, and is still a child. Do not draw him into this.”

Suicune flashed him a grin. “I see you’ve worked out the Aura trick for speech,” she said, not bothering to make her words understandable to the two magicians.

“I’ve been working on it,” Entei replied.

“Groudon… can be found?” Butler asked, slowly.

“Yes – though it is hard, for good reason.”

“Then…” Butler sighed. “I’d still like to see Jirachi, and ask…”

“Butler…” Diane said. “That might not…”

“I cannot see the harm in asking,” Suicune admitted. “But ask only, do not force.”

“I understand,” Butler nodded.

There was a tap on the window.

Ash looked up. “Crobat?”

“Who’s got a Crobat?” Diane asked.

“Brock does,” Ash told her, pushing the window open. “Crobat was staying in his sombrero. What is it, Crobat?”

“Brock sent me to make sure you knew where we’re camping,” Crobat said.

“Oh, okay – sorry, I’ve got to head back!” Ash told Butler and Diane. “Talk later!”


“We’re further out of the fair than I was expecting,” Ash said, looking around at the rocky pinnacles rising either side.

“Brock said it was better to be safe than sorry,” Crobat replied. “It’s not much further…”

“There we go!” Pikachu pointed. “Just down there!”

“I see it!” Ash confirmed.

He was about to run the rest of the way, but something caught his eye overhead.

Slowly and magnificently, the clouds parted – revealing, in the darkening sky, the Millennium Comet shining overhead.

“…wow,” the trainer said, blinking. “That’s pretty amazing.”

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “Even the second time, it’s still breathtaking.”

Then a flash came from the direction of the camp.

“I bet that’s Jirachi waking up!” Ash realized. “Come on, let’s hurry!”


The blue crystal floated slowly out of Max’s hands, pulsing with echoes of the pale light overhead as the legendary within began to awaken.

“This is pretty amazing,” Brock said. “I mean… well, not many people have ever seen this for any Jirachi, let alone for this one specifically…”

Max nodded, a lump in his throat. “Yeah,” he said. “I hope…”

He shook his head – then, as the light coalesced to reveal Jirachi, he stepped forwards to catch the young-old Legendary.

“Hi, Jirachi,” he said softly. “I’m Max.”

Hello, Max, Jirachi replied, still sounding a bit sleepy. Blinking, he looked around. Who are you?

“I’m May, Max is my brother,” May explained. “This is Brock.”

Hello, May, Max is my brother, Jirachi said. And hello, Brock.

“…no, I’m just called May, I was explaining that Max is my brother,” May chuckled.

Oh, I see, Jirachi said.

He looked around. Where are we?

“We’re near the fair close to Forina, just a little way into the countryside,” Brock said. “We’re camping here for the week – you’re welcome to join us.”

I think that would be fun, Jirachi replied. He focused on Max. What do you think, Max?

“Well, it’s your choice,” Max said. “There’s a fair we could visit, too, that could be fun-”

Ash came running into the camp. “Hi, guys, sorry I’m late – hi, Jirachi!”

Hello, Jirachi replied. Who are you?

“This is Ash,” Max said. “And his Pikachu, too – they’re good friends.”

Ash and Pikachu, Jirachi repeated. Nice to meet you.

“Nice to meet you too!” Pikachu waved. “Ash, is he-”

“What do you mean too?” Ash asked, blinking. “He hasn’t… said…

Blushing, he took off the hat he’d gotten from Cameran Castle. “Whoops… telepathy…”

That’s funny, Jirachi giggled.

“Ash, I was going to ask,” Pikachu said. “Did you check if he’s possible to remind?”

Ash nodded, and closed his eyes – then winced. “Ow, still too bright to see…”

I’m not bright, Jirachi said, looking puzzled. I’m white. That’s different.

“I guess the best thing is just to test it,” May suggested.

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Jirachi – this is kind of… well, complicated.”

What is? Jirachi blinked.

“We’ve been involved in time travel,” Ash explained. “Last time around, you met Max when you came out of hibernation – and you were great friends!”

That sounds amazing! Jirachi said. Time travel? I wish I knew what you meant-

The moment he said that, Jirachi looked worried. Wait, I’ve never done a wish for myself before…

His tags began to glow.

“How’s that going to work?” May wondered. “Didn’t we find that Jirachi can only do some things?”

“Right,” Brock agreed. “Like-”

A sudden gust of wind caught Ash off guard, and he overbalanced. His flailing left hand caught Jirachi as he fell, and then his right managed to snap out in time to absorb the momentum and prevent him faceplanting into the dirt.

“That was close…” he said, bringing one foot forwards and coming back to his feet.. “What happened?”

It worked! Jirachi beamed, and hugged Max. I remember now!

“…that’s a bizarre way to grant that wish,” May muttered.

“You really remember me?” Max said, a smile spreading over his face. “Jirachi – I’ve missed you so much!”

I’ve missed you too! Jirachi agreed. Only kind of not as much because I’ve been asleep most of the time.

“That does kind of suck,” Max said, and the Psychic-type giggled.

A moment later, he frowned. Wait a minute… who are they?

Max followed his finger.

“Greetings, wish-maker,” Suicune said, bowing lightly. “It is an honour to meet you.”

I don’t remember them from last time… Jirachi said, head tilted on one side. Who are you?

“I am Entei, Jirachi,” the Fire-type said. “This is Suicune, my sister. Our brother is elsewhere for now, but may be available to meet you soon.”

Wow… Jirachi said, eyes wide. So you’re other Legendaries? I’ve only met a few before, and none the last two times I was awake…

“Three thousand years ago…” Brock whistled. “That’s a long, long time…”

It’s not long to me! Jirachi smiled, then looked a little sadder. Though that’s because I keep leaving people behind…

“I really do wish you could stay around for longer,” Max agreed.

There was a tiny flash from Jirachi’s tags.

“…what did that one do?” May asked. “And we really need to be careful how we say things…”

Didn’t you try wishing for that last time, Max? Jirachi asked. I don’t think it worked… but if it was because I was tired then, shouldn’t it have taken a lot of power? I barely even felt that one…

Ash looked over at Suicune and Entei, who both gave a rippling shrug.

“So… what do we do now?” Max asked. “What do you think, Jirachi?”

I don’t know… Jirachi frowned. Oh! Do we need to watch out for that Butler person?

“I hope not,” Ash said. “I tried to convince him it was a bad idea to try and use your help to create Groudon – after what happened last time, I mean…”

Yeah… Jirachi said, and sighed. Then he perked up. Oh – do you think we can go to the funfair, then? Just for a couple of days, I mean…

“That sounds like a good idea,” Brock agreed. “Why only a couple of days?”

I’d still like to go to Forina, Jirachi explained. It was nice and peaceful there.

“If that’s what you want, then sure!” Max said readily. “Oh, that reminds me – do you want to meet my Pokémon?”

You’ve got Pokémon now? Jirachi beamed. Cool! I’d love to meet them!

“Okay,” Max smiled, reaching down to his belt. “Let’s see… this is my starter, Arc.”

Arc materialized, and tilted his head on one side. “Hi!”

Hello, Arc! Jirachi replied, floating out of Max’s arms to reach the same level as the Electric-type.

Arc gave him a sniff. “You smell like crystals.”

I was one this morning! Jirachi nodded.

“And this is Cinder,” Max went on. “She’s a Dark-type, so you might need to speak out loud for her…”

Speaking out loud is boring, Jirachi huffed.


“Okay, everyone!” Ash said, the next morning. “Have fun at the fairground!”

“This will be interesting,” Suicune said with a smile. “I don’t think we’ve ever been to the fair before…”

“I have!” Raikou announced. “It was dashed good fun!”

“…wait, I heard about this,” Suicune said, pointing a paw at him. “Didn’t you get on the Ferris Wheel and overload it?”

“Oh, that!” Entei chuckled. “He’s lucky it was at night and nobody got hurt…”

“I didn’t realize you were there as well,” the Water-type said, blinking. “Was I the only one not invited?”

“You were busy making sure that the Lake Trio were alright,” Raikou replied. “Boring stuff like that!”

“Any rules?” Lucario asked, speaking over the three Beasts.

“I guess don’t cause too much trouble,” Ash said with a shrug. “Be sensible, you know… that’s one reason I didn’t get Squirtle, for example.”

Nods.

“Okay, I guess – meet up back here at one PM,” Ash added. “Off you go!”


“What’s this?” Guy asked, peering over the counter.

“I heard about this!” Keldeo said. “It’s a coconut shy!”

“How does that work?”

The man running the stall blinked. “Did… did you just talk?”

“Of course!” Keldeo grinned. “Pokémon talk all the time, the difference is that usually they can’t speak in a way humans can understand.”

“…you know, for some reason I never thought about it like that,” the man admitted.

He shook his head. “Well, you’re one of those, I can see. I guess you’re here for the shy?”

“That’s right!” Keldeo agreed. “What about it, Guy?”

“What do we have to do?” the Shroomish asked.

“I think you have to knock over the coconuts,” Keldeo frowned. “Is that right?”

“Almost,” the man said. “You’re not allowed to just use a Pokémon attack to blast them down, though, you need to use these wooden balls.”

“Okay!” Keldeo nodded, getting out a little of the money they’d all been given to enjoy themselves with today. “How much is it?”

Transaction handled, each got three balls to try with.

Guy looked at his balls, then at the shy. “Uh… I may not have thought this through…”

“Oh, yeah, good point,” Keldeo admitted. “Hmmm… uh, what about if you try using them as a bullet seed?”

“Good idea!” Guy agreed, and picked up one of the balls in his mouth.

“Don’t get them too wet!” the shy owner said with a wince. “I’ll need to clean those!”

“I’m the Water-type,” Keldeo pointed out. “If anyone’s going to get something wet-”

Guy fired. The wooden ball was larger and heavier than he was used to, and dropped below the line of coconuts pretty quickly.

“Whoops…” the Grass-type winced. “Guess I need to aim up…”

He took the second one and fired that too, and this time he was closer – enough to clip a coconut, but not enough to knock it off.

“Good!” Keldeo grinned. “Just one more go, you can do it!”

Guy inhaled, readying this shot – and fired.

It pinged off one of the coconuts, making it wobble on the edge of the cup – then, slowly, fall off.

“Not bad for a first-timer,” the man running the shy said with a grin. “Exeggcutor, replace it if you would.”

“Sure thing, boss!” the Psychic-type agreed, and levitated the fallen coconut back to its place.

“My turn!” Keldeo said with a grin.

“Tell you what,” the man said. “I’ll let you combine your scores to see what you get. It’s not every day a Pokémon comes along wanting to play…”

“Thanks!” the Fighting-type said, and adjusted the positions of his balls on the counter with one hoof.

“How are you going to throw them, actually?” Guy asked. “With your mouth?”

“Nope!” Keldeo replied, braced himself slightly, and lined up his hoof with the balls.

“Wait, what are you-” the man began.

Keldeo used Hydro Pump.

Three high-speed wooden balls pinged around the shy, making the man dive for cover, and knocked down no fewer than six coconuts in a series of clattering impacts before bouncing off into the distance.

“…whoops…” Keldeo winced, as water dripped down the fabric of the shy. “Sorry… I didn’t realize it would work that well…”


“Why’d you just get a hat and a Pikachu toy?” Guy asked. “You could have got a lot more…”

Keldeo stashed the hat in his saddlebags, then sighed. “It’s because it’s not long before I have to leave,” he explained. “A couple of months at most.”

“You have to leave?” Guy repeated. “Why?”

“Well… I love travelling with Ash,” Keldeo began. “I’ve learned a lot, and taught a lot, and it’s been really fulfilling… but I’m missing home, as well. I’ve been away from Unova for nearly a year now, and I miss Cobalion, Virizion and Terrakion.”

He smiled. “So that’s why I got them. They’ll remind me of Ash and Pikachu, and that will remind me of this whole adventure.”

Guy nodded. “I get it. That’s nice!”


“No, Ash,” May said firmly.

“Aw…” Ash said. “But May-”

“I’ve already had to tell Blaziken not to,” May added, unmoved. “And that goes for Lucario, too! No Aura enhanced super strength on the test your strength machine!”

“Spoilsport,” Lucario said quietly.


“So, how does this work?” Suicune asked. “I’m not familiar with how things like this function…”

She looked out over the lights of the fair. “I’ll admit, it’s a nice view… but is this all there is to it?”

“I should say not!” Raikou grinned.

“Your tone of voice worries me,” Entei muttered. “What’s the trick, Raikou?”

“It better not be-”

The platform dropped.

Two Pokémon, one blue and one brown, darted out of it on reflex before it finished the plunge.

“Raikou!” Suicune called, as she skidded to a halt. “That was – wait, was that what it was supposed to do?”

“I fail to see the appeal,” Entei muttered.

Raikou just started to laugh.


I remember this! Jirachi announced happily. Can we get some cotton candy, Max?

“Sure!” Max agreed readily. “What flavour do you guys want?”

There’s more than one flavour? Jirachi asked, gaping slightly. I want to try all of them!

“The strawberry’s the best!” Mawile announced from her seat. “Isn’t it?”

“It’s okay,” Tyranitar admitted. “I know it’s your favourite, though.”

Mawile gave a self-satisfied nod. “That’s right, it’s the best.”

“…I’m not sure that’s how it works…”

“What’s that stuff?” Goomy asked, from Tyranitar’s other shoulder. “It looks scary…”

“It’s just candy!” Mawile explained, walking down Tyranitar’s arm and taking hers from Max. “It’s… uh, I think sugar… all spun up and pretty.”

“Just sugar?” Goomy repeated. “Not a Swirlix?”

“Nope!” Mawile nodded. “Whatever a Swirlix is.”

“I think it’s a Fairy-type,” Tyranitar rumbled.

“Here you go,” Max said, passing some cotton candy up to Tyranitar. “Is this flavour okay?”

Tyranitar nodded his thanks, and started on the sweet treat. As he did, Max’s grip slipped on the next stick of cotton candy, and Cinder pounced – snapping it out of the air before it hit the ground.

“Cinder!” Max said. “I was going to give you some anyway…”

“But this would have gone to waste,” Cinder replied sensibly, licking her lips and Biting through the stick.

Max chuckled, one eye on Kris’ screen for the translation. “I guess…”

“Here!” Mawile said, holding her cotton candy out to Goomy. “Give it a try!”

“Uh… okay,” Goomy said, and took a hesitant bite.

His eyes widened. “Wow, you’re right! This is nice!”

“Told you!” Mawile beamed.

Excuse me? Jirachi asked. Can I come up there too?

Tyranitar kept nibbling away at his cotton candy.

Excuse me?

“Oh, right,” Mawile nodded. “My brother’s Dark-type now, so he can’t hear you.”

Ohhhhh… Jirachi said, realizing.

“What’s that?” Tyranitar asked, looking down. “Sorry, did you say something?”

“Can I come up there too?” Jirachi repeated, aloud this time. “I want to see more of the fair!”

“Sure,” Tyranitar agreed readily. “You weigh basically nothing anyway…”

Max grinned. “I’m glad you’re having fun, Jirachi,” he said.


“Can’t this thing slow down?” Marshtomp demanded, clinging on with one hand to the seat and the other to the scrabbling Arc.

“I don’t know!” Pikachu replied, holding on to the other seat. “The Pichu are overcharging it!”

Heads turned as the roller coaster car sped past overhead, sparks crackling from the wheels and from the motor at the front.

“I don’t like roller coasters any more,” Arc said, as they hit a bump and nearly flew out of the ride entirely. “They’re too scary!”

“They’re usually slower!” Brock’s Water-type replied. “See if you can get them to stop!”

Pikachu moved forwards, wobbling as the cart took a corner hard enough to go up on two wheels. “What’s the problem, you two?” he demanded.

“It’s not our fault!” the slightly older Pichu Big said defensively. “That dance with the Magnemite and Geodude and the two Duskull and-”

“I remember the dance!” Pikachu replied, and held on as the cart went through a dizzying loop. “But what’s the problem?”

“My tail’s stuck!” Pichu Little said, sounding upset and frightened.

Pikachu craned his neck to see, and winced.

Pichu Little’s tail was, as he said, stuck in the casing for the cart’s motor. His intermittent sparks of electricity were more than enough to keep the electric motor running at full power, and whenever it tugged he released extra energy and the whole thing sped up further.

“What should we do, mister Pikachu?” the older brother asked. “Can you help?”

Pikachu thought about what to do.

“Whooaaa!” Marshtomp yelled as they took a corner even faster. “Look out, big bend!”

The centrifugal force of the turn flung Pikachu against the inner wall of the cart with a squeak. He shook himself, resolving to pay more attention to clinging to the floor – then looked up.

Marshtomp was not kidding. It was a very big bend.

More to the point, it was a very tight bend.

Scenarios flashed through Pikachu’s mind, and he quickly came to what seemed the best idea.

“Okay, Little,” he said, and the young Pichu both looked at him with expectant eyes. “This might be a bit startling.”

With that, he raised his tail – which glowed a steely silver, then flashed blue.

“Iron Tail!”

The outer housing of the motor smashed as Pikachu rammed an Aura-enhanced Iron Tail into it.

Unfortunately, the bang startled Pichu Little, who dumped a great big burst of electricity into the motor all at once.

There was a smell of burned insulation, and the whole thing managed about two seconds of even higher speed before falling apart completely.

Pikachu, two Pichu, the cart, Marshtomp and Arc all went flying out into the air.


Swellow banked easily, wondering what to do next.

She’d had fun on the ring toss… mainly trying to fly through the rings after they’d been thrown but before they landed.

There was that hall of mirrors, too, where she’d looked like a particularly flat Pidgeot.

Perhaps she’d have something to eat now…

“…aaaaAAH-”

Flipping around with casual agility, she snatched the hurtling Pichu out of the air.

Electricity crackled over her feathers, and she shrugged it off. “Hey, what’s up? Apart from you, I mean?”

“Look out!” he shouted, and Swellow turned mid-sentence to see what he meant.

“Whoa!”

Her free claw caught Arc’s left foreleg. “Okay, is it raining Electric-types today?”

“Thanks for catching me!” Arc beamed. “Uh – incoming!”

Rolling her eyes, Swellow glanced up.

Her beak grabbed onto the scruff of Pikachu’s neck just in time to stop him from falling past, and her wings began to work harder to keep the weight in the air. “Mf?” she mumbled through the side of her beak.

“Dodge!” Pikachu yelped, and then Marshtomp arrived at speed and knocked the whole assemblage out of the sky.


Tail wagging happily, Houndoom finished the last of his hot dog.

He was a hot dog, so he thought it was funny. And tasty, especially with extra mustard!

“I don’t know how you can eat that much spice,” Beautifly muttered next to him, delicately chewing on a pretzel.

“Hey, it’s not all that hot,” Houndoom replied.

“Not to a Fire-type…”

Something landed on Houndoom’s back.

“Hi mister Houndoom!” a familiar Pichu’s voice said. “Pikachu told us you’d evolved!”

“Oh, right, him,” Beautifly said. She was about to go on, but noticed something overhead.

A lot of somethings.

“Uh… look up, Houndoom!”

Houndoom looked up.

His eyes widened, and he cracked his tail with a yap before diving for cover.

In a series of flickers, about two dozen Beat Up doubles of assorted Pokémon materialized in the space he’d been occupying.

Most of them promptly burst as Pichu Big, Pikachu, Marshtomp, Arc and Swellow landed on them, but the result was what Houndoom had hoped for – his collapsing doubles soaked up most of the momentum and left the Pokémon safe to stumble to the floor.

“Ow…” Pikachu muttered, wobbling a bit before sitting down quite firmly. “Thanks, Houndoom…”

He blinked. “Wait, where’d the cart go?”


“Look out!” Sceptile said, pointing.

Meganium looked, and dropped her ice cream. “What the-”

She shook her head, and focused. “Okay! Sceptile!”

Sceptile nodded, arm-blades already glowing green. “What should I do?”

“Slow it down, I’ll catch it!” Meganium said, and then the cart was arriving.

Sceptile stepped in front of her, and he spun to bring his leafy tail around into it with a wooden whack.

The moment he did, Meganium’s vines came lashing out. They grabbed the cart’s wheels, and she let it go past before digging in her feet and roots and pulling.

There was a brief moment of tension, then her vines went taut with a whunnnng as the cart came to a complete stop.

“Phew,” she said, releasing it. “I wonder what happened?”

“Good question,” Sceptile agreed.

They looked around for the source of the trouble, alert for any sign of hostile attack.

“Wait, aren’t those Pichu over there?” Sceptile asked.

Meganium looked, then nodded. “Oh. Well, that explains it.”

“Yep,” Sceptile agreed.

He passed her his still-intact ice cream. “Here, you dropped yours.”

“Oh, thanks!” Meganium smiled, touched.


AN:


All the fun of the fair.

Yep, this is Jirachi: Wish Maker. An interesting film because they kind of wrote themselves into a corner where the film had to take a whole in-universe week.

It’s also one which involves a fairground, of course, so I decided to show some Pokémon having fun.

And this is the first appearance in fic of the Pichu Brothers! They’re not quite where they should be, but they’re just as prone to shenanigans as always…






128. Wish Maker 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“Is it okay for us to see him?” Diane asked.

Max thought it over for several seconds.

“Ash?” he asked. “Is Lucario available?”

“Yes,” Ash replied. “I can get someone else as well if you think it’d help.”

“No, they’re having fun,” Max replied. He glanced at Brock for a moment, who smiled encouragingly, and then nodded. “Okay, I think it should be okay.”

Butler swallowed, and tried to smile. “Thank you, Max.”

“But if Jirachi says no, that means no,” Max added.

“Right,” Butler said, and took a deep breath.

“Okay, Jirachi,” Max called. “It should be okay.”

Jirachi poked his head up from behind Max’s shoulder, then floated a bit higher.

“Hello, Jirachi,” Butler said. “I… what have you heard?”

I know you wanted my help to make a Groudon appear, Jirachi said, slowly. But I can’t do that… Groudon’s more powerful than I am, and I can’t really make living things. It’s really hard to make things at all.

“You can’t?” Butler blinked. “But I thought…”

Teleporting things is easier, Jirachi explained. And I’m not great at knowing how my wishes will get fulfilled… 

“But all I need is more power,” Butler said, grasping at straws. “I just need to wish for power – enough power to revive Groudon from the fossil I have.”

Jirachi floated back a bit, hiding behind Max, and the young trainer shot him a concerned look. “Are you okay?”

I’m… yeah, I’ll be fine, Jirachi said. But I’m kind of scared…

“Butler!” Diane admonished. “Remember, Jirachi’s just a child – treat him like one.”

Butler was about to reply hotly, but reined himself in. “Diane, you know this is something I’ve been working towards for years,” he reminded her instead.

“I know,” Diane sighed. “But you used to be so much happier, before all this started. Before you got in with Team Magma.”

“Not this argument again,” Butler said. “Team Magma was-”

“Why does Team Magma want to have a Groudon under their control?” Ash asked.

“Well, I don’t want Groudon under control, exactly,” Butler demurred. “I just want to see him – and I’m sure that he’d be a force for good, by correcting the climate.”

“Correcting… the climate?” Brock asked, confused.

“There’s ice caps on both poles of our planet,” Butler said. “That’s not normal, geologically speaking. If the world was warmer, then there’d be-”

“-most of the coast flooded out?” Brock interrupted. “All that ice would have to go somewhere…”

“Not with Groudon’s power,” Butler replied.

“Then wouldn’t it-”

“Guys!” Ash called. “I don’t speak geology… but, uh, wouldn’t it be better to just not provoke a powerful Legendary?”

Butler noticed that Jirachi was almost completely hidden behind Max now, only peeking out with one eye. “I… sorry, this has been something I’ve worked on for a long time, and…”

“Butler, please,” Diane said. “Just… you discovered the Jirachi of Forina. Isn’t it enough?”

The magician and scientist wavered, then let out a long sigh. “I… well, I suppose,” he said. “I just wish I knew if I was right about that fossil.”

Jirachi’s tags began to glow.

“Jirachi?” Max asked, turning – staying between Butler and the Psychic-type. “Are you okay?”

Uh… Jirachi’s mental tone was distracted. I kind of don’t know…

The air wavered, then the whole group was engulfed by an image.

Everyone there except Butler, Diane and Brock’s Pokémon recognized it instantly – it was what had happened last time around, with the fossil and the machine that had used Jirachi’s power.

Butler and Diane gaped as the machine activated, light engulfing it – then the construct mockery of Groudon appeared.

The next minute or so was humbling for the scientist-turned-magician. He saw some – but not all – of the battle, flickering impressions divided up by the viewpoint moving around crazily as Jirachi dodged attacks.

There was enough, though, for an answer to the question he had wished for. Whether that was a fossil of Groudon or not – and it seemed to be – it was not possible for Jirachi to revive.

The image collapsed, and Diane gasped. “What was that?”

“Future Sight, I think,” Brock said – not sure himself but happy to describe it that way. “I guess that’s what would have happened if you’d made Jirachi help.”

“I see.” Butler sat down hard. “Well…”

He put his head in his hands. “What a waste.”

“Butler…” Diane began, softly.

“No, I…” He sighed. “Never mind.”

Diane put her hand on his shoulder – then blinked. “Wait, where’d they come from?”

Most of Brock’s team waved awkwardly.

“Stantler had them under an illusion,” Brock explained. “It was basically in case there were problems – we’d heard about the Team Magma thing, and some Team Aqua grunts attacked us in a Pokémon Centre a week or two ago… so…”

“An understandable caution, I suppose,” Diane said.

“Diane-” Butler began.

“We do have a Salamence,” Diane pointed out. “And they’re right to be wary… I’d have thought you’d appreciate it, you’re a magician.”

Butler surprised them – and himself – by chuckling.

“Alright,” he said, after a moment. “I suppose… well, I suppose I’ll have to be happy with that.”

He frowned. “Wait. The valley in that… vision… looked like Forina. Is that right?”

I think it was Forina, Jirachi confirmed. It looked kind of familiar.

“Would you like to go there?”

Jirachi frowned. Well, I guess I kind of have to… I’d like to stay around here first, though. The fair’s fun.

“I’m sure we can help make it fun for you,” Diane agreed.

She smiled, as an idea came to her. “Actually… we do need a couple of people to help us in the stage show. How would you kids like to join the circus for a day or two?”

That actually sounds fun, Jirachi said. Can the other Pokémon join in too?

“I’m surprised you use that word,” Butler said. “It’s less than a thousand years old.”

I learn quick! Jirachi replied.


“Ladies and gentlemen!” Butler announced, flourishing his wand and shaking a stray Swablu off it. “Allow me to introduce – the great escapologist, Brock of the Locks!”

Ash and Max, both dressed as clowns, threw glitter into the air as Brock walked onstage.

“In order to demonstrate his skills,” Butler went on, voice projecting through the entire big top, “Brock of the Locks will escape from these handcuffs!”

Ash brought out the handcuffs, and Diane locked them on with a click.

“While tied up in this rope!”

Max brought this out, trying not to grin, and Diane efficiently lashed Brock’s arms to his sides.

“When in these handcuffs!”

Another set, these larger and more ornate.

“And footcuffs!”

“What are footcuffs?” Ash asked out loud.

“Handcuffs for feet!” Max replied. “Pay attention!”

Butler went on, listing item after item. After the footcuffs went on, there was a chain. Then a cage. Then a larger cage, with a padlock on the door and another padlock on the padlock.

Finally, the whole thing was wrapped in a heavy, locked tarpaulin and lifted into the air on a crane.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” Butler called, with another flourish of his slim wand. The same Swablu from before landed on it, and he shooed it away with a swish and a flick. “The great Brock of the Locks will now escape from his trap! Ten! Nine… eight… seven…”

The audience counted along, and began to cheer as they reached zero.

Nothing happened.

“Oh…” Butler said, surprised. “That’s not happened before… lower the cage!”

Ash and Max nodded, and went over to lower the crane.

A few people in the audience started asking one another questions. “What’s going on?”

“Did something go wrong?”

As soon as the contraption reached the floor, Ash and Max began to laboriously undo the locks on the tarpaulin – working around from the front to the back, one each at a time.

Then the tarpaulin fell.

“What the-!?” Ash asked, from inside the cages. “What just happened?”

“Why are we in the cage?” Max asked.

Brock finished lowering the tarpaulin, and raised his arms from behind the cage. “Ta-dah!”

“Ladies and gentlemen!” Butler called. “Brock! Of! The Locks!”


That was a lot of fun! Jirachi giggled, once the crowd had left. I helped with a magic trick!

Max grinned. He’d been the one to actually make the wish – a simple one, wishing for Brock to swap places with him and Ash – and Jirachi had quickly granted it in just the way they meant.

“It’s fascinating to watch,” Diane added. “I know Jirachi can grant wishes by teleporting things, but I do wonder what else he can do.”

Um… Jirachi frowned. I can do… well, giving energy, if there’s not too much. You know about teleporting things… and I can use Psychic. I’ve got an attack, too… but that’s scarily powerful.

He shrunk in on himself slightly. I don’t really like using it. I don’t like hurting people.

“That’s a good thing,” May assured him.

Yeah, I know, Jirachi agreed.

He shook his head. What should we do now, Max?

Max smiled at the much happier tone in Jirachi’s voice, and thought about it.

“Well, maybe we could do some training? I mean, just… well, exercise. My Pokémon enjoy training, so you could give it a go too – and then we can go on more rides in the afternoon.”

Do you think the roller coaster’s fixed yet?

“Last I heard, they were still working on it,” Butler said. “But they seemed nearly done.”

Let’s do that, then! Jirachi said.

“Just stay clear of any Pichu you spot…” Pikachu said ruefully.


“Like this,” Butler’s Kirlia said, opening her hands to reveal the glowing spark of light. “This is Wish, it’s a move that heals people or Pokémon. Did you see how I did it?”

Jirachi frowned. Uh… you kind of made a light?

Kirlia sighed. “This could take longer than I’d thought… shouldn’t you know Wish already?”

I know how to grant wishes! Jirachi replied, indignantly. I just don’t know the move…

“Okay, I’ll show you again.” Kirlia blew the light out, and focused again. She clasped her hands, and a faint light appeared inside.

So it’s… wait, is it just energy?

“Shaped energy, but yes,” Kirlia told him. “Do you know how to focus the right kind of energy?”

Uh… I’ll give it a try…

As Jirachi focused his energy and tried to make it into a concentrated spark of healing light, there was an outbreak of barking a little way across the packed earth.

Houndoom rolled onto his back, got both forepaws underneath Cinder, and pushed her off with a huff of effort. He came back to his feet, but then Butler’s lupine Mightyena slammed into him from the side.

“Good!” Max called. “Don’t let him recover!”

“Not fair!” Houndoom whined, knocking the Mightyena away and swiping his tail at Cinder.

Then there was a crash, and a grey-white shape burst into the clearing.

“Don’t worry, I can-”

Heads turned, and the newcomer’s pace slowed.

“…help?” she said, a little more uncertainly. “Uh…”

“An Absol?” Diane asked, surprised. “What’s an Absol doing here? Is there going to be a disaster?”

The Dark-type scanned the clearing with glowing red eyes, seemingly at a loss. “I… well, I thought one was going on right now… the whole place is saturated…”

She noticed Jirachi. “Wish Maker! Are you alright?”

A light began to crackle up her horn. “Have you been kidnapped?”

“No!” Jirachi replied, speaking both telepathically and out loud at once. “I’m having great fun!”

“…then what’s going on?”

“I think I know,” Lucario said, lowering his leg from the snap-kick he’d frozen in mid-spar.

Absol turned to him, tilting her head. “I’d love to hear an explanation…”

Lucario pointed. “That’s my trainer.”

Absol looked, did a double take, and took a pace back. “…wow.”

“The last Absol I met tried to jump through a window,” Ash said.

“Can someone explain what’s going on?” Butler asked. “I thought Absol were warnings of disasters.”

“Ash is a disaster,” Brock chuckled.


“I’m still kind of surprised by the number of legendaries here,” Absol said, a couple of minutes later. “It’s not what I expected at all, when I came here.”

May leaned over to show Ethan’s screen to both Diane and Butler, to keep them following the whole conversation.

“Why did you come here?” Max asked, glancing at Jirachi. “I mean, I guess it’s because of Jirachi, but…”

“I sensed great danger,” Absol reiterated. “The potential for extreme disaster, to the Wish Maker and to others, and strong enough I noticed from miles away.”

“That doesn’t sound like it’s just the normal Ash situation,” Brock frowned. “From what I heard, Karen’s Absol didn’t notice until he was in the room.”

“I see,” Absol nodded her bladed head slowly. “Then… maybe it is not just this trainer’s influence.”

She blinked, slowly. “I will see what I can tell.”

“You can get information about that kind of thing?” Suicune asked. “I’ve heard Absol can tell calamities approach, but nothing about the specifics.”

“I have something of a gift for chance-sifting,” the Absol said. “Lots of practice.”

“It sounds like to get practice you’d have to experience lots of disasters, close up,” Pikachu frowned. “Otherwise you’d never be able to tell…”

“That’s correct,” Absol agreed. “Let me see…”

The blade of her horn seemed to shimmer faintly as she closed her eyes. It reflected the light of the sky overhead, and she took a deep breath.

Then her eyes snapped open.

“Run!”

“What?” Ash asked, jumping to his feet. “What do you mean?”

“We need to get to safety-”

“Now, Gorebyss!” shouted a voice that none of them recognized.

Then a huge wave of water blasted across their backstage training ground, knocking humans and Pokémon about and carrying most of them along with the almighty Water attack.


Latios decloaked, shimmering into visibility, and looked around a little frantically.

There!

He darted forwards and down, and his arms closed around Max before hauling him out of the subsiding current.

“Are you okay?” he squeaked.

Max coughed out water, and Jirachi hovered anxiously over.

“What happened?” May asked, as Blaziken lowered her to the ground – feathered legs steaming as he pushed away the worst effects of the water. “Max – did you swallow any water?”

“That was an attack,” Brock said, stating the obvious. “Wait, where’s-”

He looked around, locating humans and Pokémon one by one, and a silvery-blue blur shot across the ground in the direction they’d come.

“Is that Ash?” Butler asked, pointing.

Brock followed his finger and saw Ash, palms glowing and with Pikachu on his shoulder, running towards the trainer who’d attacked them – a bald man in a bandana with a Gorebyss wrapped around his torso.

Then everyone was gaping, as the Aqua agent gestured – and the water rippled around him.

A bubble of water came quickly up to his torso height, and then slammed out at Ash – who was forced to block to avoid several kilos of water knocking him flat on his back.

Jirachi floated a little lower, and his face scrunched in concentration. A spark of light appeared in his palm.

“I wish Max was better,” he said fiercely, and the light flashed for a moment before flickering out and hitting Max – making him sputter again, but then take a deep breath.

More Aqua trainers came out of hiding, Pokémon appearing from their Pokéballs, and Suicune was diverted from her charge to support Ash by the appearance of a Stunfisk.

A moment later, her brothers joined her, and the three Beasts of Ecruteak roared a united challenge.

“No!” Absol spluttered, then coughed out the rest of the water. “No!” she repeated, more easily. “We can’t do this here!”

“I don’t think Ash is going to run away,” Brock said, wincing as Entei slammed down a Heat Wave which evaporated much of an incoming Hydro Pump.

Another of those blasts of water came pulsing out from the Aqua admin – who had to be a Psychic of some kind – and Ash batted it away with his staff, then Pikachu fired a Thunderbolt which was hastily deflected by a Protect from the Gorebyss.

“No – there’s going to be people hurt!” Absol insisted, nodding towards some startled fairgoers visible through the support struts of one of the rides. “If this fight happens here, people will get badly hurt!”

“Then we need to go somewhere else!” Keldeo decided, and swung his blade to deflect an attack aimed at the group. He followed it up with a scything Sacred Sword, but a Shedinja swooped in and absorbed the attack. “We can’t let bystanders get hurt!”

“Right!” Max said, wiping his mouth. “Jirachi!”

“Yes?” Jirachi replied.

“I wish we could get out of here!”

Jirachi’s tags flashed, and then there was a flare of bright light-


-and everyone landed on a hillside.

“What happened?” Ash demanded, as he recovered from a stumble. “Guys?”

“I got Jirachi to teleport us!” Max explained.

“Absol said that too many people would be hurt if the battle kept going,” Brock explained.

“We’d have won if you’d given us another minute…” Entei muttered.

“Where…” Butler began, then looked around. “This is Forina, isn’t it.”

“Yeah,” Jirachi said. “This was the best place I could think of.”

“That’s the valley we saw!” Diane added, pointing. “Look, down there!”

“Wait!” Ash said, worried. “Where’s Houndoom? And the Absol, and Cinder and the other Mightyena?”

“…Jirachi?” Lucario asked, after a moment. “Do you have Miracle Eye?”

Jirachi looked uncertain. “I’ve got this thing on my chest…”

“Oh, no!” Max said. “The teleport must not have picked up the Dark-types!”


“Cinder?” Houndoom asked, looking around at the mostly-bare battleground. “The others just vanished – this isn’t good…”

“Get that Absol!” the Aqua admin said, pointing. “And the others! We can at least use them as hostages!”

The grunts nodded, sending out the rest of their Pokémon.

Absol backed away, growling, and the other three canines moved up to cover her flanks.

“What are you good at?” Cinder asked, softly. “In battle, I mean.”

“I’m a good chance-dancer,” Absol said. “And I’m good with my blade… you?”

“Trips,” Cinder said shortly. “Working on some other stuff.”

“About the same,” Butler’s Mightyena confirmed.

“Right, looks like I’m the muscle,” Houndoom said.

Absol glanced back at him, remaining alert to the skeins of chance. “How so?”

Houndoom smirked, and his tail snapped.

Suddenly there were twice as many Mightyena as before, and a near-perfect duplicate of herself.

Absol blinked, and then the three shadow copies charged.

Pulses of water hammered into them from the Aqua admin and destroyed them, but at that moment Absol saw her opening.

She lunged across the muddy ground.

Both Mightyena fell in beside her, protecting her flanks, and she jumped away from a crackling Thunderbolt attack from the Stunfisk before swiping at one of the newly-released Pokémon – a Meditite – with a Night Slash crackling on her horn.

The half-Psychic type fell back before coming around to attack again, and Cinder grabbed him by the arm before tossing him around in a Play Rough that left him much the worse for wear.

Houndoom took a nasty hit from a Brine as he was producing more Beat Up doubles, and yelped as the Water-type attack staggered him before rallying and sending out a thick, dense Smokescreen.

Using the smoke with the ruthlessness of the Dark-type she was, Absol slashed at the Feraligatr who was her biggest single obstacle. There was a crash and a whimper behind her as one of the Mightyena was hit, and then the smoke was blasted away by the wings of a Pelipper.

Cinder pounced skywards through the thinning smoke, favouring one foreleg, and clamped down on the Pelipper’s wing with a Thunder Fang.

Still trying to stay on the best path she could sense, Absol stepped back and evaded a counter-attack from the big alligator she was focused on. The other Mightyena tried to use her as a distraction to get in a telling blow, but the enemy leader spotted him and blasted him with a watery attack.

Absol’s sense of calamity warned her to duck, and Houndoom shot an Inferno over her head which startled Feraligatr and forced the human leader to shield himself with his water. Coiled like a spring, she launched herself up as soon as the attack was dissipating and hit Feraligatr hard with another Night Slash.

Suddenly the probabilities screamed at her, and a moment later a Poliwrath pummelled her into the ground.

Shaking her head, clearing the stars which had been filling it, Absol stood – a bit shakier now.

“Poliwrath, hypnosis!” one of the grunts called.

Absol bared her teeth.

“…you’re a moron,” the human leader said. “Just knock them out.”

Her instincts gave her warning, and Absol dodged to one side away from the blurring X-Scissor attack of a Ninjask.

As she did, and as Houndoom caught it in an Ember and sent it crashing to the ground, something else appeared.

It was an outside probability of severe property damage from a sonic boom – something so unusual that she wondered what it even meant.


“A little to the left!” Ash called, over the rushing sound. “And – okay, slow down now!”

His hands and feet pulsed with Aura as he gripped tightly, and Mega Latios shed speed – braking as hard as Ash could handle.

They’d left it so late that Mega Latios only went subsonic a mile or so away, and skidded to a stop in mid-air sending a blast of wind in all directions.

Lucario emerged from his Pokéball while the Aqua agents were still gaping, and picked up the startled Absol by the neck and the back.

“Sorry,” he said, and threw her upwards.

“What-” Amber shook his head, and pointed. “Stop them!”

Lucario threw an Aura Sphere at him as Ash returned first Houndoom, then Cinder, then the other Mightyena – all three of whom looked exhausted – and Mega Latios caught Absol in both clawed hands.

Another red return beam flicked out, catching Lucario, and then Mega Latios shot off again.

“…well, great,” Amber sighed, letting his latest water bubble drop back to the floor with a splat.

“Sir?” one of the grunts asked. “What now?”

“Follow them, of course!” Amber replied. “Get the Seakings back in the air, that way we can find out where Jirachi went!”

“Right!” another agreed, returning his Poliwrath. “You’re the boss, skipper!”

“I know,” Amber said, rolling his eyes. “Right, make sure to grab all the knocked-out Pokémon, too…”

“Aye aye, sir!” several enthusiastic grunts called, fired-up from seeing their opponents run, and got to work.

“Skip?” his second in command asked, with a frown. “Aren’t you worried that that was a Legendary? That there were three other Legendaries there – at least?”

Amber shook his head. “No, Lady Kyogre will destroy them all.”

“Of course, sorry.”


A few minutes later, two big amphibious helicopters lifted off in a thunder of rotors and turned to follow the direction Mega Latios had come from.

Three pairs of eyes followed it.

“Well, guess it’s time ta get back ta work,” the shortest of the three said. “Da fair was pretty fun…”

“You know what they say,” James said, putting his icecream down. “There’s no rest for the wicked.”

“Den we really did turn over a new Leafeon,” Meowth noted. “At least two weeks’a rest!”

“We’d better follow them in the plane,” Jessie decided. “Who’s got the keys?”


Mega Latios popped up over a ridge, already slowing down. He banked, wings tilted to dig into the air, and shed speed a little more slowly – and safely – than back at the fair.

By the time he reached the others, he was just skimming along – and once they were near the ground, Absol jumped gratefully out of his arms.

“That was… an experience,” she said, shakily. “How fast were we going?”

“More than the sound barrier,” Mega Latios replied. “Not sure the exact numbers.”

“Did you get the others?” Max asked, and Ash tossed him and Butler the borrowed Pokéballs before jumping down from Mega Latios’ back.

There was an orange shimmer as Mega Latios became just Latios, and caught the falling Latiosite with one hand.

“Thank you, Ash,” Butler said, sending out Mightyena to check on his condition. “Kirlia, can you help-?”

Nodding, his Fairy-type bent over and began to build up a Wish.

“What do we do now, Ash?” Max asked. “Those Aqua guys were after Jirachi!”

“They must be trying to do the same thing that I planned,” Butler said, frowning. “But with Kyogre instead of Groudon, obviously.”

“What would happen if they tried?” Diane asked. “I thought you didn’t leave any other versions of your machinery around…”

“No, it’s encrypted,” Butler confirmed. “Even if they got it here, it wouldn’t function.”

“But it’s the middle of the comet’s pass!” Jirachi said, worried. “I’m strongest today, I might actually be able to kind of make the fake Kyogre myself!”

“You could?” Suicune asked. “I hadn’t realized you were stronger today…”

“It only shows up when my eye is open…” Jirachi indicated the eye on his chest. “I… don’t really know a lot about how my wishes work, but I feel like it might actually make… the kind of fake version of the Legendary.”

“I guess we need to get ready, then,” Ash said. “At least this place isn’t as densely populated…”

In fact, it looked like there were no people for miles – and not even very many Pokémon.

“How long do you think it’ll take?” May asked, glancing at Latios.

“I don’t know,” Latios replied. “A while… it depends how they get here.”

“Right,” Brock said, and sent out his starter. “Steelix? Are you ready for this?”

Steelix nodded, Mega Stone glittering.

As Diane sent out the Salamence she and Butler shared and checked his saddle, May frowned.

She sniffed, and her frown deepened. “Huh… that’s strange.”

“What?” Ash asked, glancing over.

“I can smell…” May sniffed again. “I think it’s sulphur.”

“I can’t smell anything,” Cinder said, sniffing as well.

Absol’s eyes flashed as something reached her disaster-sense. “Look out-”

A lithe man with hair over one eye seemed to appear out of thin air, and grabbed Jirachi’s torso with his right hand.

“Jirachi!” Max yelled.

“What the-” Butler began. “Blaise!”

“Jirachi, I wish for Groudon!” Blaise said forcefully. “Right here, right now!”

Jirachi’s face scrunched up, his tags glowing, and a moment later Latios blurred forwards and rammed into the Magma agent to knock him backwards.

Blaise staggered, then recovered and shimmered out of view again.

“It must be an illusion!” Brock said. “Stantler, can you help?”

“Jirachi, don’t!” Max called, as the Legendary clutched at his star-headpiece. “You don’t have to!”

Sorry, Max! Jirachi managed, then cried out as his eye opened. A glow built up to blinding intensity around the little Psychic-type-


Flygon snapped awake.

Something was very wrong. The ground shook, and then a roar came throbbing through the canyons of Forina – a roar like nothing he’d ever heard before.

It sounded… almost liquid.

His wings snapped open, and he flew skywards – aiming to get an angle to see what was making the noise.

The Dragon-type rose into the air… then saw what it was, and promptly dove again.

“What’s the problem?” a Tropius asked, as Flygon came down to hovering altitude. “What did you see?”

“There’s a giant evil Groudon in the next valley over!” Flygon said. “Everyone run for it!”

The Pokémon of Forina exchanged startled glances.

“A what!?”

“How?”

“Are you sure?” a Linoone asked.

“It’s Groudon-shaped and it’s got weird tendrils of green goop!” Flygon went on. “You need to get out of here!”

“What do you mean, you?” Tropius replied. “Why just us?”

“I’m the fastest,” Flygon replied. “Except for Ninjask, and he’s too small – he should help warn everyone. But I’m going to try and distract it to give you time to get away.”

The green-and-red Dragon-type turned and flew back towards the chaos, and after a moment Ninjask followed him.

Glances were exchanged among the others, and then they began to run.


AN:

And here’s where things go pear-shaped.

The Magma and Aqua agents, Blaise and Amber, are from Pokémon Special. The powers and moves they use here are about right for their Special incarnations.

Team Magma and Team Aqua may be composed of complete idiots, but some of them are very competent indeed. They’re just… well, cultists.

Also – Absol! This one’s got a greater capacity to endure being right next to Ash than the other one we’ve seen so far. Which helps.

Finally – as this is right in the middle of the comet’s pass, Jirachi has more energy in his budget.






129. Wish Maker 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


“What the…” Butler said, gaping. “That was… that was how I thought my machinery would resurrect Groudon… but there is no way that is Groudon!”

The trees around it were shrivelling up, dying simply from being near it, as the monster sucked energy from the earth around it.

It had the shape of Groudon, sort of – but it was far too big, and had none of the grace or precision of the real Legendary.

Exhausted, Jirachi slumped into Max’s arms – his true eye closing, most of his energy spent.

A moment later, the Beasts pelted down into the valley. Suicune took the lead, and roared a challenge – then unleashed a mighty barrage of Bubblebeam on the creature.

Her bubbles exploded off its skin, possibly doing damage – though it was hard to tell – and the Groudon lookalike replied by lashing out at her with green tentacles of energy formed from its claws.

Suicune ducked one, jinked around another and fended off a third with a burst of water, and then Raikou joined in by severing a fourth tendril with his Thunder.

Entei went next, launching a shimmering blue sphere at the Groudon which checked it slightly – though he just ended up the next target, and had to dive aside to avoid being caught by the Groudon’s attacks.

“Butler!” Diane called. “Please tell me you have a plan to stop this!”

“I don’t- wait!” Butler said, overriding himself. “Jirachi – that vision!”

“Yes?” Jirachi asked, still sounding a bit out-of-sorts.

“In it you used a powerful attack – Doom Desire!” Butler went on. “And that did it! So that’s how we have to destroy this Groudon!”

“Butler, be realistic!” Diane said. “Look at him – Jirachi’s exhausted!”

“I know,” Butler agreed, and winced as one of Entei’s attacks lit up the whole valley. “But I still have my equipment – it’s back at the fair, but if we can get it here then we can recharge Jirachi enough for a Doom Desire!”

“I guess that sounds like it might work,” Max agreed, remembering how that had sort of been the plan last time. “How are you going to get it here, though?”

“I think Kirlia can teleport that far,” Butler frowned. “But what I don’t know is if she can teleport with that much weight…”

Max and Jirachi exchanged a worried look.

“I will try, master,” Kirlia said firmly. “Just give me a moment.”

The monster’s tendrils lunged for the cliff they were on, and then the nearest one was bisected by a glowing arc of golden light.

“Get clear!” Keldeo said, Secret Sword flaring brighter. “I’ll help keep it busy.”

“Right!” Butler said, and hurried the others on their way.

“Where’s May?” Max asked, looking around. “Ash? Brock?”

“I saw them follow that Magma agent,” Diane said.


Mega Steelix roared, tail thrashing as he drove down the slope.

“Are we heading the right way?” Brock checked.

Lucario’s eyes were closed, and his Aura appendages shimmered faintly in the evening light. “It’s hard, but I can still track him,” he reported. “Keep going – wait, he’s turning left.”

“How’s he doing it?” May asked. “Blaziken, do you have any ideas?”

Blaziken shook his head, one arm around May’s waist and the other holding onto one of Mega Steelix’ spines. “Sorry, May, I’ve never heard of a way a human can become invisible. Maybe he’s a psychic like that Aqua agent.”

“I don’t know…” Ash said. “Cinder didn’t see him either.”

He wobbled as Mega Steelix smashed a rock formation to powder, and scowled down at Dexter’s screen. “What’s wrong? We always have signal!”

Usually I just don’t mention when we don’t, Dexter replied, a representation of his Porygon form appearing on the screen. But this seems more like we’re being jammed. It’s probably the Team Magma goons…

“Probably?” Brock asked. “Who else could it be?”

There’s an energy sucking abomination less than a mile away! Dexter said, a little sharply. I don’t know if it might be that instead!

“Then I guess we’re not getting reinforcements…” Ash winced. “Good thing I had all the Beasts along, but I’d really like Charizard’s help…”

Lucario crouched, and launched himself off Mega Steelix’ back. His right paw glowed with a shimmering blue, and he hit what looked like thin air with a powerful Ice Punch.

A Slugma bounced backwards, the heat-haze shimmer around it rippling and fading, and Mega Steelix slowed before slamming his tail into the ground and firing a Stone Edge forwards.

Stantler blinked. “Wait – so that’s how it was working! Heat haze!”

“Wouldn’t that only be vision?” Brock asked.

“Not if it’s doing the same thing my antlers do! May must have been close enough she was in the ripple, and that’s why she smelled sulphur!”

More shimmers rippled through the air, and then a second Slugma appeared along with a whole team of Magma grunts.

“Looky here,” the lanky leader said. “Bunch of brats! Get them, everyone!”

A Heatmor fired out a blast of heat at Lucario, who deflected the worst of it with a crossed-hands block and jumped back to safety. The Heatmor then got blasted by Pikachu in turn, and staggered back a step.

“Camerupt, you handle that Pikachu!” a grunt ordered.

His Camerupt lumbered forwards, and Pikachu grinned.

Trainers felt their hair stand on end. Pokémon felt tingles through their fur if they had it, or their skin if they didn’t.

Then Pikachu used Thunder, and the Camerupt was knocked backwards at least two and a half feet by the sheer force of the attack. Residual crackles arced over his body, skirling around the twin peaks on his back, and several of the Magma agents took an unconscious step back.

“What the…”

“What should we do, Blaise?” another grunt asked.

“Do you even have to ask?” Blaise replied. “Blast Burn, Infernape!”

“Everyone look out!” Ash called.

The Infernape in question had already summoned fire to his hands. Now he focused it, drawing his hands back to his waist for a moment, and rammed it forwards in a lance of blue flame.

“Endure!” Brock shouted to his Mega Steelix. “And block it!”

All the blue crystals on Mega Steelix lit up an incandescent blue, and he surged forward while shaking off all his passengers – and then the Blast Burn connected, detonating with stunning force and knocking Mega Steelix entirely into the air and off the cliff.

Blaziken exploded into motion as soon as the attack fired, launching himself at Infernape with a scything kick that knocked the other Fighting-type sprawling before pressing him closely in a succession of snap-kicks and distracting flame-jets.

“Brock!” Ash called. “Where – he was still on Steelix!”

“No!” Stantler cried, galloping to the edge as the battle started in earnest.


Flygon was, by this point, fairly sure he’d gotten mixed up in something far bigger than he was expecting.

The battle going hammer-and-tongs in the valley was audible – and visible – before he was halfway there, and the Salamence wheeling and plunging around the enormous fake Groudon looked like the least powerful Pokémon involved.

There were all three of the great Beasts – he’d never seen even one before – battling back and forth across the forested terrain, always keeping an eye on one another and making sure none of them got caught in a situation they couldn’t get out of in a hurry.

There was a Latios, feathers shimmering blue as he cloaked before reappearing halfway across the valley and turning to launch a gout of Dragonbreath, and also doing something which involved a very loud bang – a Boomburst – appearing from just nearby and knocking one of the grey-green tendrils to pieces.

On top of all that, there was a Pokémon who looked like a strange Ponyta – throwing around huge, golden-glowing blades as though they were mere Air Cutters, and scything through as many as a dozen of the tendrils at once.

Flygon had just started to question if he could help at all when a bright flash and a roar caught his attention from directly below.

A strange-looking Steelix – a Mega Steelix! - was knocked bodily backwards off the cliff by an explosion. He flashed orange and reverted as he fell, and a human shape separated from the Steel-type and fell as well.

Flygon tracked his trajectory by instinct and saw it was going to intersect some rocks. Making his mind up in an instant, he dove – wings making a buzzing hum as he drove them as hard as he could – and came gently up underneath the human before swerving skywards.

“Thanks!” the human said, clipping a Pokéball back to his belt – Flygon saw the Steelix had vanished – before grabbing onto his neck with both arms for stability. “Can you get me back up to where I fell off?”

“Sure!” Flygon buzzed.

“Thanks again!”

Flygon did a double-take. Had that just been a really good guess, or…?


“How are the engines doing?” Jessie asked.

“They’re running fine,” James replied. “This plane’s built for low altitude work as well as high, you know…”

Jessie pulled the yoke back slightly, and they hopped over a rustic little village.

“Hey, I hope dey didn’t get our registration,” Meowth said, looking out the window. “I think we startled their town Pidgey… oh, and it looks like we annoyed a coupla Masquerain too…”

Jessie pushed the throttles forwards slightly.

“Yeah, dey’re givin’ up,” Meowth reported.

“Where are they going?” James asked, getting some binoculars to follow the Seaking helicopters. “This looks like Forina.”

Meowth counted under his breath. “…yeah, wouldn’t ya know it. Three days early, but da twerps have got da whole thing with Jirachi goin’ pretty close ta on time.”

“They should try getting creative one of these days,” James quipped.

“Guys?” Jessie asked, frowning. “They’re slowing down. What’s the plan?”

James focused his binoculars. “Look – a battle’s going on. It looks like Ash and… the others. And they’re fighting Team Magma.”

Jessie reached out and flicked some switches. “Well, I guess we should take over. That’s our job!”

“Dat’s what da Boss said,” Meowth agreed.

There was a muted rumble as the eight VTOL engines spooled up, and Jessie reduced the pitch of the propellors to slow them down a bit. Then, as the jets reached full power, she switched over to them with a roar.

“That way!” James said, pointing. “But don’t get too close!”


Absol paced back and forth, tail lashing.

The battle with this strange not-Groudon was going poorly.

Thus far, the Beasts of Ecruteak, between them and with the help of Salamence, Latios, Swellow and Keldeo, had managed to keep the monster from taking any prey… but it was an increasingly close run thing.

Their attacks were doing damage, that much was clear to see – blasts of flame blowing away chunks of material, water hammering away the skin of the Groudon, and blasts of lightning harming the beast like the real Groudon could not be… but their attacks were still energy, and this abomination was being healed by energy every bit as much as the attacks were harming it.

They were keeping it busy, distracted – but that was nowhere close to defeating it, and that was the problem.

“How’s it going?” she heard Diane ask, and turned to look.

The complicated machinery retrieved by a tired Kirlia was now almost completely set up, with a dish antenna pointed far over to the east to the point that the Millennium Comet was just rising over the horizon.

“It’s nearly ready,” Butler replied, and tapped a few more buttons. “I built this to draw energy from the comet via Jirachi, not to charge Jirachi… but I think this is ready.”

“Absol?” Max asked. “Can you check if this is going to work?”

“I… I’m not sure how I could,” she admitted.

“That’s easy!” Max replied. “Just stand over here, and let us know if a disaster’s about to happen!”

It wasn’t quite that simple, but in principle there was nothing too difficult about that.

Pacing slowly forwards, Absol stood by Jirachi and extended her disaster-sense – focusing entirely on the contraption.

“Okay…” Butler pushed some switches to full power. “Forming link with Jirachi.”

The Wish-Maker winced, the device pulling on him slightly as it powered up. “That feels weird…”

“It’ll be okay, Jirachi,” Max said, trying to keep his voice level. “Just stay calm.”

“Extending link to Millennium Comet,” Butler went on, and punched a key with a flourish.

The dish antenna pulsed, and fired out a small packet of light to the east – at a little white glow starting to peer over the horizon.

Everyone held their breath.

Then a soundless white flash answered, and light streamed from the Comet back down along that line towards the device.

“It’s working!” Diane said in wonder, as the collector array lit up and fed power to Jirachi.

“That feels a lot better now,” Jirachi reported, wiggling a little at the feeling of the energy flowing into and through him. “I’m a lot less tired already!”

His True Eye opened, drinking in the power of the Comet, and Butler sighed with relief.

“The hard part’s done.”

Absol gave him a look. “Why would you even say something like that?”

As if on cue, there was a roar of shock and pain from the battle, and then Suicune’s shout reached them despite the distance.

“Brother!”

“What – no!” Max said, craning his neck to see. “It got Entei!”

“That’s bad,” Diane said, wincing. “Very bad. If it’s now got the energy of a Legendary to draw on…”

“Nearly done,” Butler reported. “Jirachi should be fully charged very soon.”

Max’s Electrike barked softly.

“I know,” he agreed, reaching down absently and rubbing the Electric-type. “I wish we could help…”

Absol decided the machine was probably not going to explode, and expanded her senses again. Feeling out the situation as a whole, searching for the shining golden path and the many pitfalls along the way.

She took about half a second to realize they were in big trouble.

“Look out!” she shouted, and a moment later two big heavy-lift helicopters roared over a ridge and directly towards them.

Diane paled. “Who do we have?”

“Arc, Delta and Guy,” Max said quickly. “Cinder’s tired.”

“So are Kirlia and Mightyena,” Diane said. “Butler?”

“Dusclops!” Butler called, sending his Ghost-type out. “Stop them! Shoot the engine! - just the engine!”

“I shall!” Dusclops declared, spreading his hands.

“Butler-” Diane began, startled.

A glow developed between Dusclops’ hands, and he fired a blast of light at the lead helicopter.

Something exploded, and the helicopter visibly slowed. It slewed back, and the blades slowed – though they kept turning, as the pilot fought the controls to bring it to an autorotation landing some way down the slope.

The trailing helicopter kept coming, and a familiar face leaned out of the door.

Absol snarled, and tossed her head – sending a Razor Wind flicking up towards the trainer.

The attack flew straight and true, but was smashed aside by a blast of water from his Gorebyss. Two more water attacks came down, both targeting Dusclops, and he phased through them before being slammed to the ground by a Murkrow.

Arc pounced on the Flying-type, getting it off Dusclops before it did too much damage, and then Absol had her paws full with her own fight.

She skipped back a step, avoiding a pellet of high-speed water, and shot off another Razor Wind at the hovering machine – aiming for the same spot Dusclops had hit.

The attack dented the helicopter’s skin, but didn’t go all the way through. A second one did, and this rotary-wing aircraft began to descend the same way the first one had.

Absol turned, flicking an attack at someone going after Keldeo, and then her senses screamed threat.

The man with the Gorebyss had jumped out of his Seaking as it began to fall, and used a Hydro Pump blast to brake. Lunging for the machine, he grabbed onto Jirachi just before Absol got there to stop him.

“I wish-” he began, and then Absol bit him in the leg. He grunted in pain, but hammered her with a blast of water and kept speaking. “-for a Kyogre like that Groudon!”

A Focus Blast hit Absol in the side, forcing her to let go of the man’s leg. She spat out some trouser fabric, and then the Shroomish – Guy – hammered her new opponent with a barrage of Bullet Seed.

That was small comfort, though, as Jirachi rose skyward to grant the second wish. And everything she could tell said it would make things much worse.


Suicune panted, triumphant.

It had taken quite a while, but between them she and Keldeo had managed to completely flood the small depression the battle was taking place in.

Three feet of water made the fake Groudon much less dangerous, bogging it down in mud and making it move tonnes of water with every step – and also sealing off the trees from further energy absorption.

Now they just had to keep it busy until it could be destroyed – and her brother freed.

There was a BANG overhead as Swellow blasted another tendril to bits, but she was looking peaky already from the effort of keeping her speed up.

“Swellow, break off!” Suicune called. “You’ve done enough – and you’ll be no good absorbed!”

Swellow dipped her wings in agreement, and turned for their impromptu base of operations – then gasped. “Suicune! Get off the water!”

Suicune blinked, then noticed a tracery of light beginning to shine on the water surface.

Deciding Swellow was almost certainly right, she turned and pelted for the shore.


“What’s going on?” Keldeo asked, squinting down from his vantage point. “I heard Swellow – but…”

He finally got a good view of what had just happened.

Huge and ponderous, a blue so dark it was nearly black, a facsimile of Kyogre rose from the water and sounded a long blast.

The Groudon turned, roaring, and its tendrils whipped out at the new opponent – matched by a blast of shimmering greenish water from the Kyogre.

Swellow landed next to him, absent most of her usual grace. “At least they’re busy with each other,” she noted.

“Right,” Keldeo agreed. “But what happens when one of them wins?”

The fake Kyogre sent out a waterspout of shimmering green water. Salamence was too slow to react, and the foul water engulfed his torso before dragging him inexorably downwards.

“No!” Keldeo said, horn flaring gold again. “Secret Sword!”

Latios fired a blast of Dragonbreath at the same moment, and the two attacks exploded on the spout – cutting it off, but not clearing the goop from Salamence’s torso.

He crashed to the water of the pool, and thrashed frantically to try and wash the substance off.

“Hold still!” Raikou roared, pelting across the water. Lightning crackled from his mane and tail, stabbing out at the Kyogre as it tried to batter him with a fluke, and he rammed into the stricken Salamence with an almighty Wild Charge.

The electricity seemed to help, and Salamence managed to get airborne with the green stuff dripping off his body.

Raikou was not so lucky, as the Kyogre turned with deceptive speed and snapped him up in one huge gulp.

Lightning blasted out from between its teeth, and Keldeo heard booming laughter.

“What did he just say?” Swellow asked, head tilted.

“I believe my brother just said he couldn’t possibly miss now,” Suicune said, flanks heaving as she reached the top of the hill.

“What do we do now?” Keldeo asked.

Neither of the others had a ready answer for him.


“Brock!” Ash called, happily, as his friend flew down on the Flygon.

“Yeah, Flygon saved me,” Brock said, and got off. He thanked the Flygon, who took off – though he stayed hovering nearby just in case. “What’s going on?”

“I really wish we had more Pokémon,” Ash said. “We’re doing okay, but there’s so many of them we can’t actually knock them out fast enough!”

May looked up. “Guys – do you hear that?”

Slowly, majestically, an aircraft rose vertically into view on eight tongues of heat and flame.

“Prepare for trouble if you’re from a team!” Jessie called, leaning out the door with a megaphone.

“And make it double – I dropped my ice cream!”

Jessie beaned James with her megaphone. “Was that the best you could come up with?”

“We didn’t have time to practice…”

Blaise gaped. “Who the heck..?”

“Forget the twerps, your battle’s with us!” Jessie said, trying to get things back on track.

“And face everyone in our battle bus!” James improvised frantically.

Jessie gave him a look, then decided not to hit him for that one. “Jessie!”

“James!”

“Team Rocket, arriving stylishly late!”

“You should have wished to be safe from your fate!”

“Meowth’s too busy flying da plane to join in!” came a faint voice.

Blaise sighed. “Right, wipe these idiots out and finish the others off, then we can help Lord Groudon.”

“Boss?” a grunt said. “The other kids ran off while these new guys were talking.”

“…surrounded by idiots, I swear,” Blaise said. “Then stop these guys and then we’ll work out what to do!”

“Right!” someone said. “Magmortar, Hyper Beam!”

“Mortar!” Magmortar announced, and fired a beam of brilliant white energy.

Jessie sent out Wobbuffet.

The Magmortar was hit in the chest by his own attack, bounced halfway up the hill and came to a stop with smoke pouring off him.

“Growlie, get them!” James called, sending out his Arcanine. “And you, Gyarados!”

Jessie sent out her Cubone, too, and Blaise frowned.

This was going to be tricky-

“Moltres!” James called.

The Legendary exploded out of her Pokéball, doing a loop-the-loop and strafing the Magma Pokémon with Flamethrowers, and even the Fire-types looked uncomfortable from the sheer heat.

“…oh, you’ve got to be kidding me…” Blaise muttered. “First aura users, now this? Slugma, put the illusion back up!”

Slugma did no such thing.

Blaise frowned, and turned – only to see a pair of smug-looking snakes and two unconscious Slugma.

“…ah.”

Arbok and Seviper did a high five with their tails, though it was more of a high one given their lack of fingers.


“Max!”

The young trainer turned from the battle for a moment. “May!”

Beautifly flew in, wings shimmering, and knocked a Skrelp away from Guy with a blast of Psychic energy.

“Guy, are you okay?” Max asked.

“I think so,” the Shroomish said, sounding a bit surprised about that. “I mean… I’m fairly sure I’m poisoned, but-”

Max was unable to tell what was said next, as Kris materialized from her projector to block an attack aimed directly for him and Jirachi.

“Blaziken, get that Empoleon!” May shouted, and Max ducked reflexively as the Fighting-type came dashing forwards to open with a Double Kick.

“What happened?” Ash asked, as Pikachu jumped off his shoulder to help fend off Team Aqua. “Butler, what-”

“We’d just finished recharging Jirachi when that Aqua agent turned up!” Butler explained, most of his attention on the control panel of his machine. “He wished for a Kyogre, just like the monster Groudon!”

He looked up as Salamence came staggering in, wings leaden with fatigue, and barely avoided plowing a long furrow in the ground as he landed.

“What now?” Brock asked. “Crobat, how’s the battle going?”

“Really badly!” Crobat reported. “The monsters are fighting each other, which helps a bit, but they’ve each eaten one of the Legendary Beasts and they’re getting stronger as I watch!”

“That’s… really bad,” Ash gulped. “Can we stop them?”

There was a crackling crash as Pikachu hit a Quagsire hard enough to knock it out, which was followed by a rumble from the direction of Geodude.

“Ash!” Jessie called. “Get on with it, we’ll keep these idiots busy!”

As she said that, James’ three Grass-types all fired out showers of Razor Leaves at the Aqua Pokémon.

“Right!” Ash said. “Pikachu, we’re going to need your help!”

There was another great crackling bang, and a Seismitoad fell over. Then Pikachu blurred out of the chaos and arrived back at Ash. “What is it?” he asked.

“I don’t want you tired out,” Ash explained. “You’ve at least damaged that real Kyogre, so…”

Pikachu nodded understanding.


“It’s good to see you,” Ninetales said, flame licking off her tails and wrong-footing an Armaldo by engulfing it in fire. “We should really do this again some time.”

“With less Water-types, I hope?” Growlie asked, grabbing a Pelipper that had gotten too close and flinging it to the floor. He went in to finish the battle, but a battered-looking Empoleon blasted him with a Hydro Pump and sent him skidding backwards.

“Probably,” Ninetales agreed. She coiled herself and leaped at the Empoleon, dousing him in flames, and he lashed out with a flipper – which missed, hitting nothing at all as Ninetales melted away.

He blinked, thrown, and then Stantler appeared out of thin air. “Jump kick!”

There was a meaty clang as the Fighting-type attack struck home.

“Nice one!” Growlie complimented, shaking himself dry and adding a cascade of Embers to make the process quicker. “Who next-”

There was a splash, and water rained down on him.

“Look out!” Geodude called, arms gesturing, and the rock shield he’d formed punched further out of the hillside to block Amber’s next water bullet. “Stantler, Ninetales, can you two try to get behind him?”

“I’ll try!” Ninetales replied, fading in and out briefly.

Growlie blinked as the Rock-type gestured again, and launched a rocky projectile back at the Aqua admin – who retaliated with a tendril of water which slapped the rock bullet down. “This seems new.”

“Got it working properly just a couple of weeks ago,” Geodude replied absently, broadening out his shield and peppering his opponent with small attacks.


“What do we have?” Brock asked. “I mean – I can see several Pokémon are tired…”

“Well, the machine is damaged…” Butler said, and tapped one of the indicators. “But it looks like it should still work… I can recharge Jirachi again, but it’ll be slower this time.”

“We’d better get started,” Jirachi decided.

Max nodded, and at that Butler activated the machine. It lined up on the comet, now a little higher above the horizon, and pulsed a beam of light at it to start the charging process.

“I’ve got Crobat and Ludicolo,” Brock went on. “The others are either out of it or busy.”

“Just Beautifly and Ethan for me,” May said. “That Infernape basically tired Blaziken out.”

“Delta’s okay,” Max volunteered. “And so is Kris.”

Ash glanced over at the battle site – though the valley itself was obscured by the fold of the ground, they could all hear the roars and feel the impacts of the ongoing battle. “Latios looks okay,” he said. “I can help him go Mega. But I’m not sure about Keldeo, and Suicune was pretty tired.”

He reached up to scratch his starter absently. “Apart from that it’s Pikachu, Dexter, Meganium, and I think Lucario’s still got some fight in him. I don’t think Goomy or Mawile are ready for that kind of fight.”

Brock nodded. “Butler?”

“No-one left,” Butler sighed. “Salamence can barely walk, let alone fly, and Kirlia’s still wiped out from her teleport…”

“You have me as well,” Absol said firmly.

“I’ll help too!” Flygon added. “I’m not sure if I can help, but if there’s something I can do then I’ll do it!”

“That’s actually very helpful,” Brock said. “Okay, here’s how I see it.”

Everyone leaned forward to listen, including Jirachi – as far as the machine would let him.

“We know that Doom Desire will stop these monsters, and I think we’ve spent the last twenty minutes or so proving that nothing else is going to stop them,” Brock stressed. “But I’m pretty sure that a big attack can stun them a bit.”

“That’s what I saw,” Latios agreed, drifting closer. “When Raikou blasts Kyogre from inside it’s kind of twitching and stopping for a moment.”

“But Doom Desire – I know this much,” Absol said. “Doom Desire must not be fired downwards – it’s too powerful.”

“Yeah,” Jirachi agreed. “But how am I going to get underneath Kyogre to fire it upwards?”

He paused. “And how am I not going to get eaten when I try?”

“Here’s my plan,” Brock said. “First, we need two Pokémon to stun Groudon and Kyogre. That means Latios – Mega Latios – and Pikachu.”

Butler blinked. “You’re serious? I remember a mention of that Pikachu and Kyogre, but…”

“Pikachu’s strong enough for it,” Ash said, trusting his starter.

“Yeah!” Pikachu agreed.

“We’re also going to need to have a fast Pokémon to get Jirachi close in underneath Kyogre,” Brock went on.

“Why Kyogre first?” May asked.

“Because Groudon’s taller, and Jirachi can hit it from further away,” Brock explained. “And because all the water will slow Groudon down once it’s not got Kyogre to distract it.”

“I get it,” Ash said. “And then we can just blast Groudon whenever we want to.”

“Won’t it be more dangerous than before, though?” Absol asked. “I mean, it’ll have more energy – and it’ll take a long time to recharge Jirachi.”

“It’s the best option we’ve got,” Brock said. “Oh – and we’ll need Kris, Ethan and Dexter between them to punch a hole in the water to get Jirachi underneath.”

I see, Dexter said. We can create a strong enough Reflect screen between us that it can punch through the water.

“But who-” Max began.

“I’ll do it,” Flygon said, landing. “I’m not as strong as Latios – and I can’t believe this whole situation… but I am quick. And I can carry weight.”

“Right,” Brock nodded. “That makes things a lot easier.”

Latios looked up and around suddenly.

“What is it, Latios?” Ash asked.

“Reinforcements on the way,” he said.

“How?” Brock asked. “We still haven’t managed to stop that jammer.”

“There’s one Pokémon I can contact no matter where in the world we are,” Latios replied. “Look!”

He pointed, and they looked.

For a moment, no-one saw anything. Then May pointed. “I see it!”

“Is that Latias?” Ash said, recognizing her Aura. “How’d she get here so fast?”

In seconds, Latias grew from a dot to a shape to a Pokémon – revealing herself to be Mega-evolved, and with a familiar-looking artist on her back.

“Bianca!” Brock called. “Nice timing!”

“Thanks,” Bianca said, looking faintly green as Mega Latias slowed to hover. “We’ve been going at full speed all the way from Altomare…”

“That makes things much easier!” Ash said. “We can have Mega Latias and Mega Latios do the stunning-”

“No,” Mega Latias interrupted. “I know what the plan is, Ash – but I can help more in a different way.”

She took a breath. “About when you first got to Hoenn – when you got Latios for the first time – I met another Latias. And she taught me a new move – Healing Wish.”

“Oh – right!” Ash said, realizing. “So you can recharge Jirachi straight away!”

Mega Latias nodded. “That’s right.”

Keldeo came cantering down the hill. “Uh, guys? I think there’s a problem…”

“What now?” May asked, exasperated.

“I think the monsters have got so powerful they’re starting to make the terrain give way,” the Sword of Justice reported. “Some of the pillars are collapsing.”

“Then I guess we’d better hurry,” Brock said. “Who’s going where?”

“Well, Ash and Bianca need to stay with the Pokémon they’re Mega Evolving, right?” Max said, frowning. “I think that’s how it works…”

“And I’m coming with you on Flygon,” May said.

“Pardon?” Max asked.

May reached out and hugged him. “I want to make sure you’re safe,” she whispered. “And I know you’re going to go with Jirachi.”

“Can you take both of us?” Max asked, glancing at Flygon.

The Dragon-type examined both humans, then Jirachi. “That should be fine.”

“Jirachi, you should be charged now,” Butler said. “The machine’s not giving you any more power – either it’s broken or you’re charged.”

Jirachi nodded, worried.

“Let’s get going,” Ash said. “Keldeo, can you take Pikachu with you? He needs a good angle to hit Kyogre…”

“Sure!” Keldeo replied. “Come on, Pikachu!”

As Pikachu got on Keldeo’s back, and Jirachi and both Maples onto Flygon, Ash unlimbered his staff for a moment.

“Let’s do this, Latios,” he said, and concentrated.

Orange light flared, and then they were ready to go.


AN:


Team Magma and Team Aqua are really quite hard to get rid of. Fortunately, there’s our old friends Team Rocket on the case.

When they’re done improvising their motto, anyway.

Incidentally, all helicopters are required to be able to autorotate to a landing if they have only one engine. It’s part of a principle called “single engine safety”, where any aircraft with just one engine has to be able to land if that engine suffers a failure.

Also – Bianca!






130. Wish Maker 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


Keldeo cantered to a halt at the top of the rise, where there was a good view of the battling titans.

“Ready?” he asked his passenger.

Pikachu hopped off. “Just give me a minute,” he said, cheeks sparking, and began to build the first ring of his attack.

Keldeo glanced around, checking to make sure Pikachu wasn’t going too early.

Mega Latios hovered overhead, Ash’s staff shining in the gathering gloom, and the Legendary waved down – they were ready too.

Back in the other direction, Mega Latias was just about ready to go – and so was Flygon, with May in front and Max holding Jirachi behind her, and all three Porygon hovering alongside.

Pikachu finished his third ring, and set them spinning. A light began to grow as he twisted the electromagnetic fields contained within – tighter and tighter, storing up as much energy as possible.

“I hope this works,” Suicune said softly.

“Yeah,” Keldeo agreed.

He lit his Secret Sword, ready to give the signal.

“Ready!” Pikachu said.

Keldeo swung his head, sending a blaze of golden light into the heavens.

Pikachu fired first. The three rings of his Volt Crash locked together, firing an incredible bolt of electrical energy directly at the Fake Kyogre.

The impact made a shattering BANG which made the water tremble violently, and the submerged trees shivered as Fake Kyogre was driven almost underwater before coming surging back to the surface – stunned.

A moment later, Mega Latios used Luster Purge.

Light focused in his mouth, then erupted out and down towards the Fake Groudon. It slammed into the monster as it renewed an attack on Kyogre, and the energy crashed off for a moment before exploding – staggering Groudon as the rest of the Luster Purge attack poured down.

When it had run its course, the fake Groudon was just as stunned as its counterpart.


“Now!” May said, and Flygon dove with his wings humming.

He came down to about two feet above the surface of the water, then carefully dropped lower and lower – until his tail was bare inches above the water and was leaving a visible wake.

Body twisting as he flew, he weaved in and out of the leafless trees standing starkly out of the water.

“Careful!” Max called. “We nearly hit that one!”

Flygon smirked – enjoying this part of the crisis at least – then glanced at the Porygon flying alongside.

“Ready?” he asked.

Engaging.

Dexter took the lead, forming his whole body into an octahedral prism as he accelerated. A Reflect screen shimmered around it, and he plunged into the water with a crash.

The impact formed a shaped crater in the water, one which would normally have collapsed back in less than a second – but Ethan and Kris moved in, and exerted shaped forcefields of Reflect to keep it open.

For a second or so, there was a curved cylinder of air sweeping under the fake Kyogre – and Flygon took the opportunity with all four clawed feet.

“Jirachi, NOW!” Max called, as they shot towards the tunnel and Flygon folded his wings back. “Doom Desire!”

Jirachi had been readying the attack for several seconds, and launched it halfway through their underwater arc.

Hi-YAH!

Flygon burst back out into the air, the tunnel collapsing behind it as all three Porygon followed him, and turned so he and his passengers could watch.

Jirachi carried Kyogre skywards in a torrent of glittering light and energy, shining brightly enough to banish the shadows of the evening and light the whole valley as though it were day.

The light rose higher and higher, and then exploded in a sparkling fountain which rained down across central Forina.

Of the Kyogre, there was no sign.


Suicune glanced to her side as her brother materialized, along with two surprised looking Metapod and a Linoone. “You okay?”

“I nearly finished the beast off myself!” Raikou announced, then flumphed down and began to snore.

The Aurora Pokémon couldn’t help but chuckle.


“Okay, one down and one to go!” Max said, patting Flygon’s side. “Let’s catch Jirachi and get him over to Latias!”

Flygon nodded, tail lashing, and flew up to meet the descending Jirachi.

“Okay, a bit to the right… and…”

Max grabbed his friend out of the air. “Gotcha!”

Did it work? Jirachi asked, anxious. I tried as hard as I could…

“It did great, Jirachi!” Max assured her, as Flygon descended again. “Just one more time, okay?”

Right, Jirachi agreed.

“Look out!” May shouted suddenly, and Groudon’s tendrils lashed up at them.

“I thought it was supposed to be stunned!” Max called. Flygon flipped over onto his side, angling his wings to descend faster, and jinked to avoid a cluster of the energy-sucking green liquid.

“Maybe it’s just not stunned for as long as we were expecting!” May replied. “I – whoa!”

Flygon threw himself into a wide banking turn to avoid some of the tendrils, and then a bolt of psionic energy from Mega Latios smashed some of them aside.

The Psychic-type fell in alongside for a moment, and Ash began to shout something – then the Groudon launched all its tendrils at them, and they were forced to split up again.

“Look out!” May shouted, and Flygon dove hard to avoid the latest barrage. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Mega Latios fighting his way free with a green-fire Counter Shield-

A flailing tendril caught the side of Flygon’s head, and scraped down his neck – drawing out energy as it went, until it caught May’s leg and snatched her from Flygon’s back.

She struggled, but the green quickly closed over her.


“May!” Ash called, as Mega Latios broke free of the danger zone.

“Look – Flygon’s in trouble too!” Mega Latios said, and Ash followed his gaze.

Flygon seemed to be favouring his left side, and one of his wings wasn’t quite working right.

Crackling blasts of electricity from Pikachu’s direction knocked away the last few tendrils reaching for Flygon, and the Dragon/Ground type flew towards what looked to be a wobbly crash landing.

Then Absol burst out of the undergrowth, shouting something. Meganium followed, vines at the ready, and she managed to catch Flygon and lower him comparatively gently to the floor.

“What should we do?” Mega Latios asked, as his sister hurried over as well.

Ash thought, then nodded to himself.

“Keep that Groudon busy,” he said. “Meganium can heal Flygon, Latias can heal Jirachi – we just need to give them the chance to get the Groudon, and that’ll save May and Entei!”

“I understand.”

Mega Latios turned in, banking hard, and fired a Psywave to get Groudon’s attention.


Brock hurried into the clearing. “Max! Are you okay?”

“I think so,” Max said. “Brock – it got May!”

“She’ll be okay,” Brock said.

“I know, but-” Max shook his head. “It’s hard to remember that…”

Brock nodded. “Okay – Flygon? How badly hurt are you?”

“Mostly just tired,” Flygon said, rubbing his side. “It was like suddenly that part of me had been exercising hard for days…”

“Right,” Brock said. “Meganium – can you…?”

“I’ll see what my Heal Pulse can do,” Meganium informed him. She inhaled deeply through her nose, then exhaled a cloud of glowing golden pollen.

Flygon sniffed it, and blinked. “That’s… really soothing…”

“It should be, medicine doesn’t have to smell bad,” Meganium said. “How does your side feel?”

“A bit better…”

“It’d be worse if Absol hadn’t warned me where you were going to come down,” the Grass-type noted. “That prevented a nasty crash.”

Bianca and Mega Latias arrived, and Bianca jumped down from astride her friend. “How are things going? I lost track…”

“That monster got May,” Max summarized. “And Flygon’s not very well.”

“Does that mean Latias might need to carry you in?” Bianca asked, looking out at the lake – where Ash and Mega Latios were leading Groudon a merry dance, dodging and weaving through the cloud of glowing tendrils and knocking away whatever got too close with a Counter Shield of green flame.

“No, I have something else to do,” Mega Latias replied. She took a deep breath, eyes closed, then frowned. “Okay!”

Her feathers sparkled for a moment with rainbow light, and she focused on Jirachi. “Healing Wish!”

A wave of energy began at the tips of her wings before rippling up through her body. It grew brighter and brighter as it went, and left her feathers looking dull and tired where it had already passed.

Once it had completed its path, it balled for a moment at the tip of her muzzle before dissolving into a cloud of sparkles which flowed over Jirachi.

The whole process took about ten seconds. Then, as soon as it was over, Latias transitioned back down from Mega and drifted slowly to the floor.

“Are you okay?” Bianca asked, collecting the Latiasite for her friend.

“Just tired,” Latias yawned.

“Jirachi?” Max asked.

Jirachi flexed his fingers, and beamed. “I feel great!”

“What about you, Flygon?” Brock said, looking the Dragon-type over. “Better?”

“I think so,” Flygon said. He flexed his wings, and nodded. “I should be okay.”

“Right,” Brock nodded. “Max, do you think I should come along?”

Max considered, then nodded. “I’d feel better.”

At a nod from Flygon, Brock climbed aboard behind Max.

“Crobat?” he asked, and the Flying-type came up to hover alongside. “If everything goes wrong – get Max to safety.”

“I can’t carry him,” Crobat said.

“No, but you can make sure he doesn’t hurt himself when he falls.”

Crobat nodded, looking worried, and Brock took a deep breath.

“Okay, let’s go!”

Flygon’s wings buzzed, and he took off again.

Absol paced them for a moment, then jumped off to one side and fired the biggest Razor Wind she could at the fake Groudon.

It did very little, but – as she’d probably intended – got the attention of both the Groudon and of Ash and Mega Latios.

Ash waved, then bent low over Mega Latios’ back, and the Psychic/Dragon tilted upwards and shot higher into the air.

Pivoting end-over-end, he charged and fired a second blazing Luster Purge directly at the fake Groudon.

Shockingly, the blast which had stunned it last time only staggered it this time, and dozens upon dozens of tendrils whipped up as it diverted everything towards catching the Mega-Evolved Pokémon overhead.

“Go now!” Brock shouted, and Flygon squeezed out a bit more speed.

They dropped down to the surface of the lake and bored in on the fake Groudon, which loomed closer and higher until it was the whole skyline ahead-

“Doom Desire!” Jirachi called, and launched himself forwards in a sparkling trail of light.

The Groudon roared with a kind of triumph as it finally snagged Mega Latios’ wing – then abruptly had other things to worry about.

A torrent of light dragged Groudon with it as it rose, and the harsh energies of Doom Desire ripped the tendrils apart – freeing Ash and Mega Latios – before eating into the body of the fake Groudon like acid.

Finally, high overhead, it exploded in a shower of sparks.


Suicune looked up as a pair of Nuzleaf were teleported in. They looked confused, then ran off.

Entei materialized on top of his slumbering brother, and then May appeared on top of him.

“Ow,” he said, deadpan.

“Sorry!” May said, stumbling to her feet and getting off the pile of Legendary Beast. She nearly tripped, but Suicune was there as a support in a moment.

“Are you okay?” Suicune asked. “That must have been quite a nasty experience, both of you.”

“It was mostly just… icky and really tiring,” May said, making sure she was steadier. “Thanks, Suicune.”

“Not a problem,” Suicune assured her. “It is done, and we are fine.”

May nodded.

“Speaking of which… Entei, are you going to get off Raikou at some point?”

Entei looked down, and then got off the sleeping Electric-type. “I did wonder what I’d landed on…”

Raikou muttered something in his sleep.

“May!” Max called, as Flygon and Latios – no longer Mega – swooped in for a landing. “You’re okay!”

“So are you!” May replied, and hurried to embrace him. “I was so worried…”

Butler, Diane and Bianca came clambering up the slope to join them.

“What now?” Diane asked, worried. “What do we do after something like that happens?”

“In my experience… just keep going and look out for the next one,” Ash said.

“In your experience?” Diane repeated. “I know you’ve done some amazing things, but… you have a routine?”

“That explains a lot,” Absol muttered.

“What about Jirachi?” Max asked, cradling the sleeping Psychic-type. “It’s still three days until he’s got to go back to sleep… what should we do about that?”

“I have an idea,” Brock said. “I’ve got a few, actually… first, where are Team Rocket?”

He looked around, then spotted Ninetales leading the other Pokémon back from the Aqua battle.

“I see the battle’s over,” Ninetales said, her tails drooping slightly with fatigue. “Our battle is done as well – Jessie and James stood guard until Moltres managed to blow up the jammer, then called the police and then left.”

As if on cue, the big aircraft rose into view on eight jet engines, then started its main propellors and transitioned to horizontal flight.

“That’s Team Rocket for you,” Ash chuckled, as Butler checked Dusclops over. “They never stick around for the cleanup…”

“Except that time with the Lake of Life,” Brock corrected.

“Right,” Ash said. “Except for that one.”

“And they did help out after the thing with Lugia-”

“Okay, I get the point…”

Bianca giggled.

“Are you sure they won’t get away?” Brock asked.

“Their Abra basically used Hypnosis on the lot,” Geodude explained. “Then I buried them in earth. They should be stuck there for a few hours at least, and last I heard there was a police helicopter on the way to take them into custody.”

“That sounds pretty sorted out,” Ash said.

“We tried,” Geodude said.

Absol cleared her throat. “I think,” she said, carefully, “that it would be a good idea for us to spend the next few days until the Wish-Maker slumbers again… somewhere out of the way and calm.”

I’d like that, Jirachi said sleepily. Calm sounds nice…

“What about somewhere in Forina?” Ash said. “I mean, it’s mostly quite calm and quiet… well, apart from this bit…”

“I can’t stay away from the fair that long,” Butler said. “Nor can Diane. Once Kirlia or Salamence is ready, we’ll head back there.”

“And I should really get back to Altomare,” Bianca added. “Lorenzo’s going to be worried about me.”

“I’ll take you home once I’ve had a rest,” Latias volunteered. “Speaking of which… can I go in the Pokéball now? I’m too tired…”

Ash translated, and Bianca returned her friend into the red Cherish Ball.

“I know a place we could stay,” Flygon suggested. “It’s about a mile or so from here – follow me!”

“Hold on a moment,” Ash asked, and started returning Pokémon. “Dexter, can I switch out a few Pokémon? I’d like to have Charizard available for a start, now it’s an option…”


Bright and early the next morning, two dragons departed the valley Flygon had shown them.

One, Salamence, set off back to the fair they’d left the previous afternoon – carrying Butler, and Diane, and everything that could be salvaged of the machinery that had connected Jirachi to the Millennium Comet.

The other, Latias, set off with Bianca towards Altomare for a rather more sedate flight than the one she’d taken down.

Ash waved them off, and so did Max, but most of the others were too busy relaxing.

“This place is great!” Brock said, leaning back on the dewy grass slope that led down to an icy lake. “Thanks for showing us!”

“Yeah!” Stantler agreed. “This must be one of the most beautiful places in Hoenn!”

“I don’t know about that,” Flygon shrugged. “I like it, though.”

“You’ve got good taste,” Beautifly said, overhearing the conversation from her perch near May’s tent.

“This is the first time in about four days I’ve not felt like there was a disaster imminent,” Absol said, stretching. “It’s almost boring, now I-”

“What is it?” Brock asked, noticing she’d stopped.

“Spoke too soon…”

“Uh oh,” Brock said. “Charizard, we might have trouble…”

Charizard came to his feet. “Right, bring it on!”

“Charizard?” Ash asked, hurrying over. “What’s the matter?”

“Not another disaster…” Max moaned.

Then there was a flicker of almost-movement, and Mewtwo was hovering there with a giant pile of notepaper and two thick books.

He looked around. …I must admit, it’s not what I was expecting, given the circumstances…

“Where were you yesterday evening?” Brock asked. “When there was the two abominations shaped like Groudon and Kyogre, and the Team Magma and Aqua strike teams?”

Mewtwo gaped, then put his fingers to his temples. Oh, dear… sorry about that, I was busy handling something else.

He indicated the stack of books and paper. I was just coming to let you know how it was going…

“Why us?” Ash said, frowning. “I mean, why us specifically?”

Well, it was you who assigned it… Mewtwo frowned. He retrieved one of the books and a note. These fell on my head about two days ago.

Ash took them, frowning.

There was something called an “Orbital Mechanics textbook, third edition”, and a note asking for the Millennium Comet to be placed in a more stable orbit in some way.

“Why?” Ash asked. “I mean…”

Wait! Jirachi said suddenly. Remember? I wished to be able to stay with Max, and…

He giggled. So that’s what it did!

“So this is a way that Jirachi can stay around?” Brock asked. “How?”

As far as I can tell, the idea is that the Millennium Comet is what gives Jirachi the power to stay awake. It’s a long period comet with a semimajor axis of around one hundred times the orbital radius of our own planet, which means that it has an extremely high velocity at the crossing point – which is why it only remains in range for about seven days.

Mewtwo began shuffling through his notes. Now, I considered a number of solutions, the first one was to alter the orbit of the entire comet… however on further consideration this turned out to be unfeasible due to concerns about whether it was important for other reasons. I asked Rayquaza for some advice, and he felt that it would be best to keep a majority of the comet in the original orbit and simply alter the orbit of a small portion. Accordingly I went up there to have a look…

The friends kept staring.

…so once the component was contained I examined the amount of energy it would emit based on an inverse square law, and concluded that the maximum viable distance to allow Jirachi to remain awake – even with reduced power – was unfortunately too small to allow a Trojan-type L4 or L5 orbit with regard to the solar-terra system.

By this point Mewtwo had opened one of the books and was pointing to diagrams.

“Should we understand this?” Max asked his sister quietly, and she shrugged her complete lack of understanding.

…unfortunately she threw quite a snit when I suggested a simple lunar landing, or even a low lunar orbit, so I decided that rather than get in a fight with Cresselia over this I would use my fourth option until such time as I can convince her otherwise. As such, there’s now a chunk of the Millennium Comet in a large-period halo orbit circling the lunar L2 point, Mewtwo concluded with a flourish.

He noticed the blank looks. What?

“We understood about one word in four,” Ash said.

Mewtwo sighed. Fine, whatever. Here it is in really, really simple terms – there’s a chunk of the Millennium Comet on the far side of the moon, it should keep Jirachi charged enough to stay awake.

“It will?” Max asked, blinking. “Wow – thanks!”

Yeah! Jirachi agreed. I’ve always wanted to be able to stay awake more than a week at a time!

Ah, there we go… Mewtwo smiled. It’s nice to be appreciated.

“But…” May frowned. “Doesn’t that mean that anyone can still make Jirachi grant wishes?”

It will reduce his power budget, the chunk’s not as big as the whole comet and shouldn’t give him as much power.

“And…” Max frowned. “I’ve been thinking about this, and I think I’ve got an idea.”

He cleared his throat. “Jirachi, I wish you only had to grant wishes you wanted to.”

Jirachi’s tags flashed, accepting the wish.

Everyone was silent for a moment.

“…that… would have made things simpler,” Brock admitted. “A lot simpler.”

I feel funny, Jirachi announced. Like I’m granting a wish, but it’s continuous…

Ah, I think I see, Mewtwo said. I believe that you are, indeed, granting a wish – the wish that you should only have to grant wishes you wish to.

“…I’m starting to get confused again,” Ash complained.

“No, I think I get it,” Brock said slowly. “Jirachi is constantly granting that wish that Max just made, and because of that he doesn’t have to grant any other wishes unless he wants to.”

That’s what I said, Mewtwo sighed.

“So…” May looked between her brother and Jirachi. “Does this mean that Jirachi’s staying here? Or – well, coming with us?”

I like the second option! Jirachi said quickly. Can I come with you guys?

“It does sound like a good idea,” Ash agreed. “Especially if you use the chance to get training in how to defend yourself in a fight.”

Awww… Jirachi sighed. That sounds a lot less fun.

“It’s very helpful,” Latios said. “I wouldn’t have been able to help out yesterday without training – not nearly as much, anyway.”

Fine…

I’m glad that’s sorted out, Mewtwo said. Anyway, now you know, and let me tell you orbital mechanics is a headache and a half…

“Thanks, Mewtwo,” Ash grinned. “I don’t understand half of what you did, but…”

I suppose I’ll have to be content with that, Mewtwo said mournfully. He gathered up his notes, and vanished with a tzzt of teleportation.

“…is someone going to explain what just happened?” Absol asked.

“You’d need one of us to understand it for that…” May muttered.


By midday, everything was pretty much sorted out. Max and Jirachi had talked about things with his Pokémon for several minutes, and ultimately decided it would be safest if Max registered Jirachi to a Pokéball which was kept on his belt.

Jirachi himself, for now at least, would be in Max’s backpack whenever possible, as he was still used to sleeping a lot.

Tyranitar was informed that he’d unfortunately missed the entire battle, and on balance decided that that was probably a good thing – balance was still an issue for him, and he’d have been more hindrance than help.

But after that, and after Charizard had headed home again-

“Pardon?” Ash said.

“I’d like to come with you,” Absol repeated. “If only to get some sense of how you handle the chaos that surrounds you.”

She shrugged. “Besides, if anyone needs a herald of disaster accompanying them…”

“I knew this would happen eventually!” Houndoom said.

“Are you sure you’re okay with that?” Ash asked. “I mean, the last Absol I met tried to jump out a window…”

“Oh, I can certainly see why,” Absol agreed. “But I think I’m getting the hang of noticing the nuances – the ways it’s not you that’s the disaster…”

“Right,” Ash said. “Well, I guess I can’t complain…”

“Thank you,” Absol smiled. “It’ll be interesting having chaos come to me rather than the other way around…”

“Actually, I guess I should tell you part of the reason why we’re so used to this, if you’re going to come with us,” Ash added. “It’s a long story, but the short version is… time travel.”

Absol blinked. “I hope the long story goes into more detail!”

“It does,” Pikachu assured her. “A lot more detail. It could take quite a while…”


“Where next?” Max asked, Jirachi riding on his shoulder as they climbed the slope to leave.

“Uh…” Ash glanced at his waist.

We are headed for Slateport, Dexter noted. Stopping there before heading on to Mauville. Any further questions?

“I guess not…”

Reaching the rise, they turned to look across the vale.

“It looks like what happened yesterday didn’t even touch it,” Brock said. “I wonder if there’s Diglett already repairing the damage…”

“I’m glad we were here,” Stantler noted. “Thank you for showing me Hoenn so far, Brock.”

Brock smiled, and scratched his left antler. The Normal-type leaned into the scratch for a moment, then turned and frowned.

“Excuse me?” he asked. “Are you the Flygon who helped us?”

A tree rustled, and Flygon’s head poked out. “Yes?”

“Are you following us?” Stantler asked, head tilted.

“Uh…” Flygon looked evasive.

“Cool!” Stantler said. “Want to join us officially?”

The idea seemed to be a novel one to Flygon. “I could do that?”

“It’s what I did!”

The Dragon-type looked vaguely disappointed. “I’d always thought it involved some kind of battle…”

“It can,” Brock explained. “But it depends on personal preference.”

Flygon thought that over, then hopped out of the tree – shaking loose a cascade of leaves – and fluttered down to land in front of them.

“What kind of trainer are you?” he asked.

“Who are you asking?” Ash said.

“All of you, I guess.”

“Right… I’m someone who trains Pokémon for gym battles and Pokémon leagues,” Ash said.

“And world saving,” Pikachu filled in.

“Yeah, that too…”

“I’m kind of doing the same thing,” Max said. “I’m fairly new to it, though, and Ash is helping teach me.”

Flygon nodded, understanding. “You?”

“Contests,” May told him. “Performance routines that look good just as much as they involve actual fighting.”

“And I’m a gym leader,” Brock said. “My type is being misleading.”

The other three humans – and their Pokémon – looked startled.

“I know, it’s supposed to be Rock,” Brock chuckled. “But by now I have more Pokémon that use illusions than I do Rock-types, it’s pretty much inevitable. I’ve also had some experience in Pokémon Breeding – you know, grooming and stuff – and I’m a Pokémon doctor as well.”

“Sounds good to me,” Flygon said. “No offence, but I don’t think I’m one for contests or battling gyms… helping people sounds better.”

“Cool!” Stantler said. “A dragon teammate!”

“That was quick,” May said, blinking.

“I know, but-”

Hey, Flygon? Jirachi asked. Can Max and I have a fly some time?

“Ooh, me too!” Mawile said. “And Goomy! It’ll be good practice for when he’s a flying Dragon!”

“I’m pretty sure Goomy don’t evolve into flying dragons,” Ash protested. “I looked it up.”

“Hmph!” Mawile said, shaking her head. “He’ll be a flying dragon if I say he’ll be a flying dragon! I know just how, too!”

“Do I get a say in this?” Goomy asked.

“You do!” Mawile agreed readily. “You get to say ‘wheeee, flying is awesome!’”

“I’ve always found it a lot of fun,” Flygon volunteered.


“Okay, let’s see…” one of the Jennys said. “Two bizarre facsimile Legendaries created by a real Legendary, and four… five?”

“Six,” her partner said.

“Six more Legendaries showed up to-”

“No, wait, there was the Moltres. Seven.”

“Seven more Legendaries showed up to help stop it.” The Jenny finished writing the slip, affixed it to the front of the folder, and put it down with a sigh. “We really need to get those special Ketchum Incident reporting slips that they started printing up in Johto…”


AN:


And that was Wish Maker.

Several new team members as a result, and Mewtwo did an awful lot of work in the background to sort out the issue with Jirachi. (The orbit he’s put it in would gradually decay, but it’s a stopgap measure.)

This one took a bit longer to write than previous films, so this is why nothing’s been posted for Ashes in a while.






131. Hoenn 11


“That’s an interesting way of flying,” Brock noted, as Flygon flitted forwards a few steps with a hopping spring before furling his wings again.

“Thanks, I think?” Flygon said, frowning slightly.“Is there a problem?”

“No, it’s fine,” Brock told him. “I’m just interested that you’re kind of half-flying along with us.”

“Well, I don’t want to leave you behind…” Flygon explained. “When I was with Ninjask, he always had to take care not to leave me behind, so I’m just doing the same thing in reverse.”

“That’s very thoughtful of you,” Ash said.

“Thank you.” Flygon trimmed his wings slightly and came down to his latest landing. “Where are we going, by the way? I mean now specifically.”

“Oh, right, you didn’t hear that bit,” Brock nodded. “We’re headed to Slateport, which is a coastal city another few hours down the road from here.”

“I’ve never seen a city,” Flygon said, interested.

Max looked up from Kris. “Slateport is kind of interesting – it’s got no real gym, but there’s a contest hall and a museum.”

“A museum of… the sea, right?” May added.

“I think so.”

“Oh, okay. Forina’s kind of… well, not-a-city,” Flygon noted. “It’s rare to see humans at all in the central zone, so this is the longest I’ve been around humans… probably ever.”

“You picked good ones,” Pikachu assured him. “It’s not very calm or quiet around Ash, but he’s certainly a good person.”

“Thanks,” Ash smiled.

“Right.” Flygon flitted another few paces onwards. “I don’t think I’ll mind excitement too much, it was a bit too calm in Forina…”

“Forina is a very nice place,” Absol noted, walking alongside. “It’s not very prone to things going badly wrong… well, apart from the odd gigantic fake Legendary Pokémon.”

“That was by far the most exciting thing there’s ever been there,” Flygon agreed. “And it was… well, I felt so proud of helping out. Is that normal?”

“Helping’s certainly a thing to be proud of,” May contributed.

“Good!” Flygon said, then his head snapped round.

“Did you-”

“I saw it too,” Lucario said. “Or I saw something moving, anyway. What was it?”

“…that’s what confuses me,” Flygon said. “It looked a lot like a Shiftry carrying a human woman under his arm.”

“Huh,” Ash said. “Well, I guess we’d better find out what’s going on.”

Brock sent out Crobat. “Can you follow the Shiftry?”

Crobat’s reply was to launch himself into the air with a clap of wings. He swerved, and began to fly off into the trees.

Absol blinked. “…oh, dear… this is normal for you, isn’t it?”

“Pretty much,” Max said. “Let’s follow Crobat!”

“I’ll help!” Cinder announced. She jumped into the foliage, and began to sniff. “Got it! Come on, this way!”


With care, the Shiftry deposited his sleeping passenger on a shelf inside the trunk of a tree.

He tapped her on the shoulder, and after a moment the Joy yawned and began to move.

“What happened?” she asked, blinking, and looked around. “Okay, either my sister remodelled the Pokémon centre without telling me, or…”

A Tropius called, and she looked up. Then the Shiftry spoke up. “Shifffft. Try!”

“…did you put me to sleep and kidnap me?” she asked. “That’s manners for you…”

“Try?” the Shiftry asked.

“You could have just asked, you know…” the Joy sighed. “Or brought whoever it is you want me to help over to me instead.”

The Shiftry looked blank.

“Okay, who is it you want me to help?” Joy asked.

Then there was a commotion below.


“Look, we just want to make sure she’s okay!” Ash said.

“A likely story!” a Seedot said, hiding behind a big Gloom. “You just want to catch us!”

“I’ve got enough Grass-types,” Ash protested.

“I’ve got Guy, that’s enough for me,” Max said.

“Ludicolo!” Brock said.

Everyone looked at May.

“…it’s not my fault I only have three Pokémon so far,” she muttered.

“You have to admit, it’s not very nice to just kidnap a healer,” Cinder pointed out. “What if someone else needs her too? More urgently?”

There was a general shuffling and exchange of embarrassed looks.

“…when you put it that way…”

“Look, can we at least go up and see she’s okay?” Brock asked. “We could even help out – I’m qualified in Pokémon medicine.”

“…okay, but just one of you!” the Seedot insisted.

Ash reached down to his belt and clicked a Pokéball off. “Brock, here,” he said, passing it to him. “You’ve got the experience, and Meganium has a healing move to help you out.”

“Thanks,” Brock said, touched. “Uh… Flygon, would you mind getting me up there?”

“Not at all!” Flygon assured him.


“Okay, he looks like he’s mainly running a fever,” the Joy said. “Now, if I had my medicine, this would be easy to deal with…”

The Nuzleaf hovering over her friend looked up, and looked a bit… shifty. “Leeeaf,” she said, shaking her head and shrugging.

“I guess Shiftry was just frantic, huh?” she asked, keeping her tone soothing. “Okay, I’ll see what I can do… can you get some water?”

There was a buzzing, and she looked up as a Flygon landed on the branch just outside.

It was quite a tight fit.

“Do you need some help, ma’am?” a trainer asked, clambering down. “I’ve got a Pokémon here with Heal Pulse…”

“That would be marvellous, thank you,” Joy smiled. “It’s just a fever, but those can be tricky to deal with without at least basic medicine…”

“Hold on, I think I can see some Oran berries,” the trainer told her. “I’ll just be a moment. Meganium, can you help her?”

The Meganium emerged, and nodded. “Gain.”

There was a crash from below.


“We already explained this!” Ash said, exasperated. “We’re just here to help.”

“Why so many of you?” Shiftry demanded.

“We were all travelling together!”

“A likely story. Leave before I make you!”

Shiftry advanced menacingly forwards, and then a blur of light whipped past him and slammed into the ground – cutting a furrow.

Keldeo glared, horn already lit with a second attack. “Stop! We’re trying to help – at least listen before just dismissing what we have to say!”

The Grass-type blinked and took a step back. “…what was that?”

“X-Scissor,” Keldeo explained. “I can make it do that. So please listen.”

Absol tilted her head. “…you can make X-Scissor do that?”

“Yeah, it took a while to get it worked out, but-”

Ash raised a hand. “Uh… question?”

The Shiftry scowled. “What now?”

“What would convince you that we’re not trying to trick you?”

That actually made Shiftry pause for thought.

“…I don’t know…”

“Ash?” Meganium called down. “Everything’s sorted!”

“Really?” Ash asked. “Wow, that was quick…”

“Yeah, a Potion cleared it up,” Meganium told him. “We’re coming back down now.”

Keldeo smiled. “Would that do?”

“…I’ll think about it.”

“Oh, shut up, dad!” the Seedot said suddenly. “I know you told us to stay away from humans just in case, but this is just silly!”

“I can’t be too careful!” Shiftry protested.

“Didn’t you just kidnap someone, which might have meant humans actually attacking to rescue her?” Max asked.

“…uh…”


“That took a lot longer than it probably could have,” May sighed. “Okay, which way’s Mauville?”

“This way, I think,” Ash said, pointing.

Nope.

“…yeah, that’s why I didn’t just head off that way,” Ash admitted. “Okay, which way is it?”

Take a left turn… there. Now you’re looking the right way.

“Thanks!” Ash said, setting off in what was now the right direction.

Absol blinked. “…is this a common problem?”

“Never – never – let Ash have the map,” Brock said.

“I see…”


“…so, basically, these were Sir Aaron’s spare set,” Ash explained, as they walked along the road. “He told me he had two pairs during the time we were in the bubble of reality after the end of the world, and since the first time around the gloves had responded to me they had to be from the spare pair… so I picked them up as soon as I could.”

Jirachi nodded. I think I understand… so, what do they do?

Several seconds passed in silence.

“Ash…” Max said, with a snicker. “Jirachi asked you a question.”

“He did?” Ash asked, lifting the hat. “Oh, right, sorry… yeah, the hat basically means I count as a Dark-type for the purposes of psychic powers.”

Right! Jirachi nodded. I get it! That could be really useful!

“It has been,” Ash agreed. “As often when someone like Pikachu or Lucario’s using it, though… but it was really helpful with Mewtwo.”

Jirachi considered that.

What about the other stuff?

“Well, the gloves-”

Ash was interrupted by a gasp.

“It’s the legendary hero!” someone said, in tones of great excitement. “Look, he’s got a Pikachu, and he’s wearing blue-”

“Yeah!” another voice agreed, this time male and sounding younger.

“…what?” May asked. “Ash, have you been giving out business cards or something?”

The sources of the voices came crashing out of a bush.

They were a young boy and a slightly older girl, with three Pokémon between them – a Plusle, a Minun and a Magnemite.

“Wait, wait!” Ash said, holding up his hands. “What do you mean, legendary hero?”

“It’s an old legend of our village!” the boy explained, tripping over his words in his excitement. “The Light Stone was given to the village by a hero with a Pikachu, wearing blue – it’s the treasure of our village!”

“And you’re the legendary hero!” the girl picked up. “It fits!”

“How long ago was this?” Brock asked.

“…I’m not sure,” the boy admitted. “My grandfather told me about it.”

“I’m pretty sure it wasn’t me,” Ash said slowly. “I’m thirteen.”

Both kids deflated slightly.

“Oh,” the girl said.

“But… why are you only pretty sure?” the boy asked, refusing to let the idea go.

Ash counted under his breath. “I’ve time travelled… at least three times, and those are just the ones I can remember offhand. It could be me, but if it is I’ve not done it yet.”

Now both of them were staring.

“It’s true,” Brock said.

“Wow…”

Absol sighed. “I keep reminding myself, this is my new normal…”

“Hey, at least it’s not boring,” Brock pointed out.

“Well… if you’re not the legendary hero, then can you still give us some training?” the boy asked. “Oh – I’m Thatcher, by the way, and this is my sister Alyssa.”

Remembering – vaguely – that he’d helped them last time, Ash nodded. “Sure, I’ve got some experience helping Electric-types…”

“I do most of the work,” Pikachu quipped. “Mind you, Raikou asked for it…”

Thatcher noticed his Minun was gaping. “What is it?”

“…did you say Raikou?” Minun asked.

“What’s that?” Raikou inquired, erupting out of his Pokéball. “Sorry, I was having a nap…”

“…okay, now I’m sure you’re the legendary hero,” Thatcher decided. “You’ve actually got Raikou!”

“A Raikou,” Ash corrected. “There’s two just on the islands – him and another one, who’s shiny.”

“Ash, if you were trying not to look like the legendary hero, you’re doing a terrible job at it…” Brock pointed out.

“…oh, yeah, right,” Ash blushed. “Whoops…”


“…so the important bit with Electric-types, especially, is to keep a close eye on their voltage,” Ash explained. “It’s a talent that they learn to take better care of as they age, but it’s always good to top them up if they need it.”

Thatcher nodded. “I see… so your Pikachu had to do that?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “Back when we first met, he often used up all his charge in one really big attack, and that’s not always a good idea.”

“Right… I’ve trained Plusle and Minun to charge one another back up with Helping Hand, is that a good thing?” Thatcher asked.

“It’s a really good support trick,” Ash confirmed. “But make sure they can battle on their own, as well – it’s good to have teamwork, but you can end up too reliant on having that teammate.”

“Right,” Minun agreed. “I think I see.”

“Apart from that, the thing to remember with any Pokémon is – get to know them, learn what they can do, and trust them.”

“Is that how you got Raikou?” Alyssa asked. “How’d you meet him?”

“Well, his sister told me that they’d let me chase and try to catch them,” Ash said, with a shrug. “I think the main reason why they did that is that they heard how I helped Lugia with the Shamouti birds.”

“Sister?” Thatcher asked. “Wait – you helped Lugia?”

Max sniggered.

“What?” the boy asked hotly, turning to him.

“You don’t watch much TV, do you?” Max asked.

“…not really,” Thatcher admitted. “It’s hard to get reception, so we often have to order in shows we want to watch.”

“Seriously, look Ash up,” Max advised. “At the last Silver Conference. You’re in for a treat.”

“If you say so,” Alyssa decided.

“What does this thing do?” Raikou asked, loudly enough that Ash could hear him from inside the lighthouse.

“What have you found?” Ash called.

“Some kind of stone!” Raikou reported. “It’s very strange… and where’s the light?”

“I think the stone is the light!” Ash replied. “It’s powered by Electric attacks!”

“Right!” Raikou said, in tones of determination.

“What was that?” Thatcher said, looking confused. “All I heard were roar sounds, apart from what you said.”

“Raikou found a stone in the lighthouse,” Ash said. “I think it’s the one you told me about-”

There was a very, very bright flash from the lighthouse.

“Argh!” Raikou yelped. “My eyes!”

“I think you overdid it!” Ash called. “Excuse me, I think I need to make sure Raikou doesn’t trip down the stairs…”


“What’s this place again?” Max asked. “I kind of remember it…”

“I think it’s the trick house,” Ash replied. “That place where there were all kinds of challenges in there… like a maze, I think.”

“Oh, yeah, with all the doors…” Max nodded. “I remember now. Should we give it a go?”

“I don’t know…” Ash said.

“Can we go?” Mawile asked.

Ash looked down at her. “Who’s we?”

“Me and Jirachi and Goomy and Tyranitar!” Mawile replied promptly. “It’d be fun!”

“Did you understand that?” Ash checked with Max, who shook his head. “Okay. Basically she wants to go in with Jirachi, Goomy and Tyranitar.”

Can I go, Max? Jirachi asked. Please? It sounds like great fun!

Max considered.

“Okay,” he said. “But remember to wish yourself back to us straight away if you get in trouble!”

What about Tyranitar? Jirachi asked. Isn’t he tough enough?

“That’s a point, he’s Dark-type and you can’t teleport a Dark-type without putting them in a Pokéball or something,” Ash said. “Hmmm… Tyranitar?”

The big Rock-type emerged. “Yes?”

“Do you think you should take your Pokéball, so in an emergency you can just go right back in?” Ash suggested.

“That sounds pretty sensible,” Tyranitar admitted. “I’m able to walk pretty well, now, but fighting’s different… so running for it is probably the best option.”

“Right,” Ash said, and unclipped the Pokéball. “Here you go, you know how to use it.”

“It’s only how I get to and from home,” Tyranitar agreed.

While he was accepting the ball, Mawile clambered up his back and sat on one shoulder. “Let’s go! Come on, Goomy, it’s time for some puzzles!”


“Welcome to the trick house!” the Trick Master said. “I’m afraid there’s no special prize today, just the usual, but you’re welcome to come in!”

He made a flourish. “So, who’s coming in? Is it the gentleman in the back? The young lad?”

Us! Jirachi said proudly.

The Trick Master blinked. “Who said that?”

I did! Jirachi waved. I’m the psychic one, so I’m the one who’s saying things for us!

“Is it okay for our Pokémon to go in?” Ash asked.

“Well…” the Trick Master considered today’s puzzle. “I guess so – just be careful, okay?”

Right! Jirachi nodded, and Tyranitar lumbered carefully through the door.


“Hmmm…” Mawile frowned, looking over the room. The floor was tiled, and covered with big blue arrows – and a few red ones. “Is it like a kind of maze? Where you have to follow the arrows?”

Looks like! Jirachi agreed, floating overhead. But I can’t see a route through…

“Don’t forget to speak so Tyranitar can hear you,” Goomy pointed out.

“Oops – sorry…” Jirachi blushed. “Okay, the door’s over there, and there’s some switches…”

“I see a way to one of the switches!” Mawile announced. She hopped down from Tyranitar’s arm, and walked over to one of the paths. “I think it’s this-”

Her foot hit one of the tiles, and she shot off along the floor with a surprised yelp and a zzzzzzip!

“Whooaaaah”

“Mawile, are you okay?” Goomy asked, following her progress – forward-up-right-back-down and ending up in a heap.

“Owie…” the Fairy-type said, rubbing her head-jaw. “I didn’t know they did that…”

Shaking her head, she reached over to the lever and gave it a pull.

“It’s not moving!”

“I’ll come over and help,” Goomy decided. He descended Tyranitar’s leg, and followed the same path as she did.

Working together, the two Pokémon managed to haul the lever across.

“Did that do anything?” Goomy asked.

“Yeah!” Jirachi reported. “One of the red tiles changed direction!”

“I think I can see how to get to the next switch, too,” Tyranitar volunteered, leaning over – then stumbled forwards slightly as he nearly overextended. “Come back here and I’ll show you…”


Gradually, switch by switch, the four Pokémon worked together to get the puzzle solved. Each switch flipped a red tile, showing the way to another switch, and after about ten minutes they had the whole assembly set up properly.

“We reached the door!” Mawile cheered. “Great work!”

Goomy smiled, glad the puzzle was solved. It had been a lot of fun.

“Yep!” Jirachi agreed, floating down to land next to them. “Okay, Tyranitar, your turn!”

“Um… okay,” Tyranitar said. “Which panel is it?”

“Left a bit… left a bit… that one!” Jirachi said.

Tyranitar stepped on it.

The tile grabbed him and whisked him off towards the left. After four or five tiles in one direction, the next one made him turn a sharp corner towards the right.

Then another right turn.

Then he was heading for the raised flyover section, and realized a problem was coming up. “Wait, whoaaa-”


“What was that bang sound?” Brock asked, looking up.

Ash frowned. “Not sure…”


“Ow,” Tyranitar muttered, pulling himself out of the dent in the wall.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked, hurrying over. “That looked painful!”

“It was,” Tyranitar agreed, rubbing his shoulder. “I don’t think this is built for Tyranitar…”

“Still!” Mawile said, smiling suddenly. “We did it! We solved the puzzle!”


“Ready for the gym?” Ash asked.

“Sure am!” Max replied. “My first choice is going to be Arc, because he’s not had a battle yet… then I think Guy, he’s got an advantage, and if it’s supposed to be three it’s Cinder’s turn too.”

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “I think Pokémon should sometimes have a go at fighting gyms they’re weak to to get used to it, but Delta’s kind of too vulnerable to the Electric-type.”

May nodded, following along. “What about Jirachi?”

Ash frowned. “Not really a great choice, he’s still working on having attacks…”

“Right,” May agreed. “Who are you going to use?”

“Well, Swellow was one option,” Ash said. “I know I’m not going to use Pikachu…”

“Why not?” Pikachu asked.

“You beat him in two minutes last time, it was kind of embarrassing,” Ash pointed out.

“…wasn’t my fault…”

Brock chuckled.

“But I guess it depends on if he’s got a special setup,” Ash went on.

Max nodded. “I’ll just bring everyone, because I can still do that.”

May sighed. “I miss Skitty… at least with her around I’ll have nearly as many Pokémon as you, Max…”


The door opened.

Absol looked around, and frowned. “I had heard that gyms had gym leaders… and, for that matter, battlefields. Do I understand that wrongly?”

“No, there is, I think,” Ash replied. “Look.”

He indicated a platform. “I think we get on here.”

“Some people build puzzles or tricks into their gym,” Brock noted. “Of course, for whatever reason most people in Johto didn’t have them put together when Ash showed up…”

“Yeah, they liked their buildings in one piece,” Pikachu chuckled.

“So… we step on this?” Absol repeated. She stepped forwards and tapped it, then concentrated. “It seems relatively safe…”

They all got on, one at a time.

A moment later Absol’s eyes widened. “Wait, now it-”

The platform shot off into the depths of the gym, accompanied by a surprised cry from the Dark-type.

“What’s going on?” she asked. “Why did it suddenly do that?”

“I think Wattson does it!” Brock called back. “He’s probably running it personally!”

“Right, that would do it,” Absol admitted. “I didn’t look that far into the potentials…”

“So the battle room’s at the back of the gym,” Max said, adjusting his grip on the handrail to avoid falling over. “Wait, is that a moat?”

“I guess Wattson really likes his privacy!” May agreed, as they zipped over it with a splash.

“Or just messing with people,” Pikachu added.

A door loomed up at the end of the slanting corridor, and hissed open – revealing a great big Raikou.

The beast roared, then crouched down.

“…okay, now it’s a lot less impressive,” Max said. “It’s surprising how jaded you can get from knowing the real Raikou…”

At that, a Fast Ball on Ash’s belt flashed and opened.

“A what?” Raikou asked, then saw his double. “Hmmm… so, a robotic duplicate of me, huh?”

He prowled forwards, claws clicking softly on the floor, and as he did the mecha-Raikou roared at him.

“Roar yourself,” he muttered, and tapped it with a paw. “It’s not very talkative, is it… and my eyes aren’t even that colour.”

“They are red,” Ash said.

“Not the whole of them, they’re not,” Raikou replied. His double roared again, and he swiped at it irritably – producing a clang. “And while I’m at it…” Pacing around it, he ran a paw along the metallic mane. “This is just an insult. My mane is not this stiff!”

The mecha-Raikou snarled, and then the gym leader came hurrying up – holding a remote control.

“I should have recognized you, my boy!” he boomed, nodding to Ash. “Of course you’re one of the trainers I saw on the Silver Conference who had a Raikou! Wonderful!”

“Uh – hello, Wattson,” Ash said – a little bemused. “Sorry we didn’t find your robot very impressive…”

“Oh, the real thing’s much more spectacular,” Wattson admitted freely. “No surprise there, by Jove! But-”

“Who’s Jove?” Max asked.

“Ancient Roman name for Thundurus,” Wattson replied promptly. “So, who’s here to challenge my gym?”

Ash and Max raised their hands.

“Capital!”

The bombastic Electric-type gym leader then indicated Ash with a pointing finger. “But don’t think I’ll go easy on you just because you brought Raikou!”

“I wouldn’t even want you to,” Ash replied. “What’s the setup?”

“Well!” Wattson chuckled again. “My team for someone with only a few Hoenn badges is one thing, but you need something special! I’m going to set up a triple battle for you – and the three Pokémon you use should be linked somehow!”

Ash frowned, thinking it over.

“…you don’t want me to get Suicune and Entei too, do you?”

“Nope!” Wattson said, with a shake of his head. “Not a chance, by Zeus!”

“Who-”

“Another ancient name for Thundurus.” Wattson chuckled. “No, a gym battle with all three Beasts of Ecruteak could only go one way… but I’m sure you’ll come up with the group you want! I certainly have a team with links like that!”

“What about me?” Max asked.

“Ah, Norman’s lad!” Wattson boomed. (It was already clear he had a volume control with the dial broken off.) “Well, you’re more of a tyro, but I have just the Pokémon for you! Just one point first…”

He grinned maliciously. “Your starting challenge is for you – and all the Pokémon you’re going to use - to stay on Raikou for thirty seconds!”

Tapping a button on the control, he made the mecha-Raikou thrash violently.

Max frowned. “…okay, I know how.”

He walked over to Ash’s Raikou and whispered in his ear. The Electric-type chuckled, and crouched down.

Max got on.

“Let me know when thirty seconds are up,” he said.

Wattson stared for a moment, then began to laugh again. “Well, I should have seen that one coming! But what about your Pokémon?”

In reply, the trainer tapped his belt. “All on here.”

“All right, all right, you got me,” Wattson said, smiling broadly. “I really should have made clearer what I meant!”

“Well,” Max said, seriously. “I’d have just had my Electrike zap the robot so it stopped moving, and then stand on top of it until the time was up.”

“I can see it’s not going to be easy to pull a fast one on you, lad,” Wattson chuckled. “Right, who’s first?”

Ash and Max exchanged glances.

“You first, Ash,” Max suggested. “It’s been me first the last couple of gyms.”

“Right,” Ash said, and flipped open Dexter as Max got off Raikou. “Dexter? I’d like to get a couple of Pokémon from the lab…”


“Okay, Wild Charge!”

The Luxray leaped forwards, electricity crackling around his sleekly brushed fur. Some of it bled off, forming a distinct shape around the Electric-type’s mane, and he pounced skyward in a blast of energy.

His fangs reached for the leg of his target, and snapped closed just short – but the clashing teeth produced a bang and all the electricity in his mane discharged at once – reaching just a little higher and grazing her thighs.

“Excellent work!” one of the judges said, and one of the point bars went down.

“Grab him!” the other coordinator called, and the Moltres dipped in her flight to snag her foe’s fur in her two taloned feet. “And Sky Drop!”

Moltres beat her wings, gritting her beak against the electricity crackling into her, and performed a hasty backwards flip.

That spun Luxray around, disorienting him, and she released him when he was headed floorwards before curving around into a much faster forwards half-roll.

Beak opening, she strafed him with flame as he fell, and then spun her wings in a roll to come back to a steady attitude.

“Oh, and Moltres is certainly fighting back!” the local Joy said, as this time it was the other point bar which dropped.

“Finish it, Moltres!” the not-really-disguised Jessie said. “Flaming Sky Attack!”

“Watch out, Luxray!” her opponent said. “That could be tricky – try and get her before she finishes getting it ready!”

“Luuux!” the Luxray roared, bass deep, and electricity crackled over his fur.

“Kick off the wall and do a Thunder!”

Luxray pushed off, muscles bunching, and used the retaining wall as a second push-off point. Thunder boomed and lightning crackled around his fur-

-and Moltres used Sky Attack.

The glowing golden aura separated from her almost completely, and soared forwards in a blaze of light – connected to her by a long trail of flame blown from her beak which formed the tail.

Luxray released his Thunder to try and destroy it, and there was an almighty BANG.


Flames trailing from his fur and covered in scorch marks, Luxray landed on the floor with a slight stumble.

The expanding cloud of flame he’d passed through had been too diffuse to actually knock him out, but it had been pretty nasty anyway – and if he hadn’t managed to burst it, then he’d have been out. But he was still in the fight, and he turned to-

“Time’s up!” the Joy called.

Both Pokémon looked somewhat disappointed.


“At least you’ve got as many as the twerps now,” James observed.

“They’re not nearly as busy as we are,” Jessie replied, handing the Pokéball back. “I don’t know why the Boss wanted that sealed crate, but picking it up from a tiny island twenty miles south of Mossdeep…”

“At least it was better dan when we had to get dat one from da tree!” Meowth said.

Both the others nodded, wincing.

There were few worse times to hear a chorus of “Beeeeedrillllll…”

“I just wonder what’s in there…”

I could tell you, Abra noted. But I won’t, because I’m like that.


Giovanni smiled, noticing the other man had finished reading.

“So,” he asked, smoothly. “What do you think?”

“Well…” the mayor frowned. “I don’t know… it all seems in order…”

That wasn’t actually true. It pushed the boundaries of legality to the exact limits of what the most generous reading of the law would allow, and at least one court case had decided that that generous interpretation did not hold water.

But… it would make them both quite a lot of money.

“Explain it to me again?” the mayor asked. “I’m not quite sure what these machines do…”

“It’s simple,” Giovanni said, with a winning smile. “They’re just quiz machines, with the occasional minigame – they occasionally ask you to do a little puzzle. It adds to the variety.”

And it was the computer itself which decided if you hit the target, even with perfect aim.

They’d be quite nice little moneymakers.

“And, of course,” Giovanni added, “I’m having a special giveaway of Pokéballs – a lucky dip of five kinds of Pokéball from Kalos. Unfortunately I was unable to secure enough Master Balls to make it worthwhile giving them away, and so they’re going spare… all six of them.”

The mayor of Goldenrod frowned. “You mean – oh!”

He swallowed. “Well, I’m sure there’s no problems. Uh, a pleasure doing business with you.”

“The pleasure’s all mine,” Giovanni said, with a sincere smile. “Why don’t we have dinner to celebrate?”

He shifted a rectangular box in his pocket. Just slightly. Just enough to catch the mayor’s eye.

That was the beauty of setting up a fully legal game corner in the city, of course… all the attention was focused there, not to the bars and their game machines.

Not to mention that it was a good reason to get an excellent dinner.


“Vaporeon, your turn!” Daisy called, and sent out the watery vulpine with a flourish. “Acid Armour!”

She took in the situation at a glance, then hit the pool and dissolved into it with a soft plip.

Her opponent frowned. “Okay, that makes things harder… Riolu, can you tell where she is?”

Riolu considered, paws gently pressing on the floating platform as she adjusted her weight. “I can see her aura, master, but it’s… distributed.”

“Right, so she’s… I guess spread out over the water-”

One of the waves in the pool coalesced.

“Strike zone!” Casey said as quickly as she could.

Riolu whirled, her Aura appendages flying out from her head as she turned, and the float wobbled slightly. It made it harder for her to keep her footing, but she managed it – and then Vaporeon emerged from the wave, and blasted a stream of bubbles at her.

Riolu’s Aura Sphere cracked out, and managed to clip Vaporeon on the tail – but the Bubblebeam hit her harder than she’d hit her opponent, and her follow-up attempt at Force Palm missed as Vaporeon dissolved back into the water.

“Okay, Vaporeon!” Daisy said. “Tip that platform!”

Casey took a moment to realize what that meant, then yelped. “Look out!”

Vaporeon’s tail shimmered out of the water, and slapped hard into the edge of the platform – which wobbled, once, and then tipped over with a ponderous finality.

Riolu plunged into the water, and Casey ran a few steps forwards – making sure she could still see that yellow-black form.

She was still so calm, that was the surprising thing. Casey was more worried for Riolu than the Fighting-type was for herself, she could see that.

There was a blue flash as Riolu punched out a spike of Aura into the water around her, aiming for Vaporeon.

It missed, the Water-type slipping away through her element and melting back into the pool.

Casey came to her decision, and recalled the Fighting-type.

She frowned for a moment, and switched to Pichu. “Okay, Pichu, zap that water!”

“Chuuu!” Pichu said, and blasted the pool with an Electric attack.

There was a splash, and Vaporeon jumped up onto the platform she’d previously tipped over, electricity crackling over her.

She gave Pichu a look, then pounced forwards in a ripple of movement.

Pichu charged up another attack-

-and there was a flash of red-white light.

A Chinchou materialized in the place of the Vaporeon, and drank in the electricity with a grin.

“Oh, no…” Casey sighed, recognizing the Electric-type as one she’d had Meganium damage earlier – now healed.

“This could take a while,” she said, considering, and sent Riolu out again to stand next to her.

Vaporeon to hide in the water. Chinchou to deal with her Electric-types. And Meganium had been hurt a lot by the Dewgong before she’d knocked it out.

At least the Gym Leader only had two Pokémon left.

“Okay, Pichu, electrocute the water!” she said. “Give it a big blast!”

As she said that, she readied her Pokéballs – and pulled the switch as fast as she could.

The surprised Pichu was snatched out of battle, and Meganium came in in her place.

“Constrict!” Casey called, and the Chinchou was lifted into the air by Meganium’s vines.

“Signal Beam!” Daisy said.

“Quick – Leaf Storm!”

The reddish beam of light flashed from Chinchou’s twin lights, and then a tightly focused swirl of leaves came cascading upwards.

For about two seconds, both Pokémon held their attacks – the red beam barely visible inside a tornado of leaves – and then Meganium crumpled, pushed beyond endurance.

“Riolu, now!” Casey said, and the Fighting-type leaped forwards. “Fastball!”

Daisy tried to return her Electric-type, but was just a bit too slow. The swirling ball of Aura hit Chinchou as she fell, carrying her into the wall and knocking her out.

“Phew,” Casey sighed – just the Vaporeon to go, now…


“That was a good fight,” Daisy complimented her, handing over the Cascade badge. “Very watery, lots of switches.”

“Thanks,” Casey smiled, and glanced around the pool – noticing that the water was already running back into it from the ridged tiling. “I guess this place gets wet a lot?”

“Well, we rebuilt it a couple of years ago, and we paid attention to that kind of thing. Vaporeon helped, actually…” Daisy chuckled. “Mind you, it was my sister who had that battle.”

Casey frowned. “You mean Misty, right? Wait – was it Ash who did it?”

“Oh, right, you battled him…” Daisy chuckled. “I remember watching that one.”

“Actually I met him loads of times,” Casey said. “Wait, was it here he started destroying gyms?”

“Probably…”

Casey giggled.

“So,” Daisy asked, after a moment. “Where next, for you?”

“I was thinking somewhere like… well, I’ve done Saffron – that was hard,” Casey admitted. “So perhaps I should do Vermillion or Celadon next…”

“Leave Viridian for last,” Daisy advised. “The gym leader there is so cool – he’s always wearing a business suit, which is really stylish!”

“Sounds like you might like him,” Casey said.

Daisy stuck her tongue out. “Ew. He’s stylish, but he’s… like… old.”

There was a knock on the door. “Hey, Dee, you done yet?”

“Sure!” Daisy replied. “Just a minute!” Turning back to Casey, she shrugged. “We’re going out to a gig…”

“Nice,” Casey agreed. “They’re the other gym leaders?”

“Right,” Daisy nodded. “Sisters, heh?”


AN:


Sorry about the line break trouble, ate the line breaks on upload.

The thing the Shiftry does is a bit… silly. In the episode, too. (And yes, they did lose track of where they were going.)

As for the puzzle house… it’s not built for Tyranitar.

And, oh, the mecha-Raikou. Real Raikou is not impressed.

Not because of the mockery, it’s because of the design.

Oh, yeah, and we check in on some guys. And girls.

Giovanni’s a smooth operator.






132. Hoenn 12


“Ready for this, kid?” Wattson asked.

“Sure am!” Ash replied, stepping up to the battlefield. “So – three a side, right?”

“Right!” Wattson confirmed. “And it’s the first one to have two Pokémon knocked out who loses – so the one who keeps their team a team the longest wins.”

“That’s an interesting rule,” May said. “What’s the justification for it?”

“You need two ends for an electrical current!” Wattson told her. “Besides, once I’m down to just one Pokémon they’re unlikely to be able to fight well…”

He turned to Ash. “Okay, send out your Pokémon!”

“Got it!” Ash said. “Come on out, guys!”

“Two of us are girls,” Meganium pointed out as she materialized.

“But I’m not!” Totodile added, drawing a chuckle from Quilava.

“Huh,” Wattson said. “All three Johto starters! That’s certainly enough of a theme for me!”

He expanded out three Pokéballs. “Go!”

Ash watched as they materialized. A Plusle, a Minun, and an Electric-type that looked vaguely…

“Is that a fat Raichu?” Pikachu asked, blinking. “No, wait, I heard about these…”

“Hey!” the Electric-type replied. “I’m not fat or a Raichu!”

“So you’re a Dedenne,” Brock said.

Ash flipped open Dexter.

Do you want me to tell you about the Plusle and Minun?

“No thanks, just the Dedenne,” Ash requested.

Dedenne. The antenna Pokémon. They get great radio reception.

“Really?”

Yes. But only to other Dedenne. They communicate with others over long distances.

“Huh,” Ash frowned. “Anything else?”

Yes. They can have the ability Plus. And this one does.

“Uh-oh…” Ash winced, realizing what that meant as the Plusle, Minun and Dedenne all began to crackle.

“Begin!” Wattson said. “Thunderbolt!”

“Totodile, look out!” Meganium said, snagging him in a vine and hauling him out of the way of the electric blasts.

Quilava balled up and bounced herself into the air, avoiding the one aimed for her, and uncurled again before sending a blast of Flamethrower spearing at them.

They dodged, but that was good enough for now.

“What’s the plan?” she asked, landing to Meganium’s right.

“Stop them getting too powerful!” Meganium said, and petals swirled around her before lashing forwards.

“I think they’re already plenty powerful enough,” Quilava muttered, before frowning. “Hey, can you do a Sweet Scent?”

“How can I help?” Totodile asked.

“I know!” Ash said. “Totodile, use Brine – straight at Dedenne!”

“Don’t get hit, Dedenne!” Wattson called. “He’s planning something!”

Totodile fired his stream of salty water, and Dedenne hopped aside before launching a crackling Parabolic Charge out to hit the brine. It connected, flashed up the salt water and connected to Totodile – who yelped – but before it could come back to complete the circuit Meganium and Quilava unleashed their combination attack.

Meganium produced a pulse of Sweet Scent. The nice-smelling pollen was caught up in the ongoing barrage of petals from her Petal Blizzard, and all of it whipped out at the Fairy-type.

“Yah!” Quilava said, balling up and spindashing down the stream herself – with Rollout, not Flame Wheel. As she approached Dedenne, she partially uncurled and blew a scatter of flames. “Ember!”

The whole pile of leaves, petals and pollen exploded with a whoosh.

When it faded, the two female Pokémon sighed – Dedenne was a bit flash blinded from being in the middle, but he was clearly still in the fight and so were Plusle and Minun.

“That was a good combination,” Wattson nodded. “But I prefer this – Shockwave!”

Bolts of crawling electricity crackled between the three Electric-types, then speared forwards – going up and over Meganium and aiming for Totodile.

“I’ve got two of them!” Meganium announced, and her vines whipped out to intercept a pair of the Shock Waves. Both electric attacks ran back down her vines, grounding into her, and she grimaced from the force of the electrical attack – these little Pokémon were surprisingly strong like this…

Quilava was about to intercept the third, but Totodile beat her to it – he fired a jet of Muddy Water which smothered the final Shockwave.

“We’ve got to stay on the attack,” Meganium said, a little breathlessly. “Those attacks of theirs are too strong.”

“On it!” Quilava replied, and darted forwards. “Get planning!”

“Wait-” Meganium began, then sighed. “Okay, I guess you can take care of yourself.”

Totodile waddled over and hopped onto her back. “Is it okay if I stay up here?”

“Sure, you’re easier to defend,” Meganium replied. She exhaled a breath of healing pollen and sniffed it in, then another which she sent over Totodile to make sure he wasn’t too beaten up.

“Thanks!”

Meganium smiled, then looked back to the battle. There were blasts of electricity trying to catch Quilava, who was bouncing off the walls as often as the floor, and the odd skirl of fire reached out.

“What should we do?” Totodile asked. “…hey, I know!”

Meganium looked over, and he whispered in her ear.

“…I like it,” she said. “Quilava! Head back over here!”

There was a bang and a yelp, and then both Plusle and Minun jumped back before Quilava skidded to a halt next to the Grass-type – looking a little worse for wear.

“I’m here,” she said. “What’s the plan?”

“Well-” Meganium began, then interrupted herself. “…what are they doing?”

Plusle and Minun began to cheer. “De-de-Dedenne! He’s the mon who gets his way!”

They gestured, and each formed a crackling hula-hoop of electrical energy.

“…is this Helping Hand?” Quilava asked.

“Kinda!” Totodile said. “But-”

“Meganium, look out!” Ash called, as the two Cheering Pokémon finished their routine and threw the rings to Dedenne.

He caught both of them, one on each antenna, then drew a third circle with his tail.

“That looks familiar-” Quilava said, and then there was a BANG.


“Was that Volt Crash?” Max asked, waving away the smoke with a cough.

“Kind of,” Ash said, peering through closed eyelids. “Meganium looks pretty badly off…”

“Yes, I saw your move and thought I’d give it a try!” Wattson laughed. “We’re still trying to get the power-gathering to work, though!”

Petals swirled, drawing the smoke along with them, and then banished it in the side-breeze from a Petal Blizzard as Meganium made clear she was still in the fight.

She looked much the worse for wear, though. There were scorch marks all down her side, where she’d shielded the others, and her antenna and petals drooped.

The Electric-types she peppered with petals were rather better off, though not great. The effort of performing such a powerful attack through sheer brute force rather than gradually charging it had taken its toll, though they were clearly powering up again quite fast.

“Quick!” Wattson said, pointing. “Finish that Meganium off! Electro Ball!”

Ash thought quickly. “If – okay! Meganium, Totodile, Quilava, all use your most powerful attacks! Totodile, aim lower than the others!”

“Right!” Totodile agreed, and inhaled. The other two did as well, trying to charge their attacks before the Electric-types could.

One of the smaller petals in Meganium’s flower flashed into a gentle golden flame, consumed in a moment but leaving the scent of thyme, and then she finished charging a Solarbeam.

She fired it, just as Totodile fired his Hydro Pump and Quilava unleashed a Fire Blast.

The three Electric-types combined their attacks into a single giant Electroball, and Meganium’s vines whipped out. She grabbed both her teammates, and threw both of them as far away as she could.

Then the attacks hit.

Dedenne ducked under the Fire Blast, but the Hydro Pump carried him backwards in a sputtering torrent of water before hooking under him and forcing him up into the Solarbeam – and, when it faded, he was flat up against the wall and upside down.

Meganium, for her part, nearly vanished into the huge globe of electrical energy, and when that faded she was out for the count.

“Looks like you’ve lost a Pokémon first!” Wattson said with a chuckle – then a ballistic Totodile head-bashed his Dedenne and knocked him out too.

“Both sides are down to two Pokémon…” Brock noted. “That’s going to make their teamwork have more problems, but it also means neither side has a sudden advantage.”

“Speak for yourself!” Quilava said, shaking herself out and giving Totodile covering Fire to let him retreat. “We lost the one who has a healing move!”


“It must have been hard to recreate that attack,” Max said, as the battle settled down to a wary stalemate. Totodile spat out a blob of water every so often, and the Plusle and Minun between them blasted it hard enough to shatter it in the hopes that he’d leave a connection to himself at some point.

“What’s that?” Wattson asked, glancing up from the battle.

“I don’t think it’s turned up that often on TV…”

“Well, no,” Wattson said, shrugging. “I actually got my final clue when Raikou messed it up at the Silver Conference!”

Raikou said something defensively.

“What was that?” Wattson asked.

“He said it still worked,” Brock supplied. “And to be fair, it did…”

“Yes, well, that’s what really made it clear to me what was going on,” Wattson said. “Dedenne’s ability to charge electricity in his pouches let him handle the backstop bit, but he can’t do three rings of electricity at the same time – so my other two rodents give him a Helping Hand!”

“So it spreads the difficulty out over three Pokémon,” May said, nodding. “It’s a pity there’s not three-Pokémon contests, that would be a pretty good combo.”

Wattson chuckled.

“Don’t flood the gym, by the way,” he added. “I mean, that’s a lot of water attacks Totodile’s doing. What’s your plan?”

Ash shrugged. “Not sure. I’ve got a guess…”

“Plusle!” Wattson decided. “Use Thunderbolt, get past that Quilava! Help him, Minun!”

The two Electric-types began to clap in unison, and then a flash of electricity flowed from Minus to Plus.


Quilava frowned. “Look out!”

“Right!” Totodile agreed. “Okay, let’s try this!”

He fired a burst of water directly at Plusle, who gestured and launched a bolt of electricity back up it.

As the bolt hit, though, the water froze. Instantly.

Perturbed enough to crystallize as it was blown apart by the lightning bolt, the supercooled water exploded into a shower of ice shards which peppered the startled Plusle.

“Nice use of Rime,” Quilava noted. “So, why have you been-”

She broke off, rolling up and bursting forwards into a Flame Wheel to deflect an electrical attack from Minun.

“Don’t use any more fire attacks!” Totodile said quickly.

“What?” Quilava asked, blinking. “Uh – okay…”

She shook her head, coming to a stop next to the Water-type for a moment, then nodded. “Fine. I’ll trust you on this one… Rollout, then!”

“Thanks!” Totodile called after her, then skipped aside away from one Thunderbolt and used a blast of Aqua Jet to dodge a second. “Hi-yah!”

Water sprayed towards both Plusle and Minun.


Totodile launched himself into the air, avoiding an Electroball which shot across the battlefield towards him. It detonated where he’d been standing, and the Water-type cut out his Aqua Jet to avoid the electricity conducting right up to him.

That left him unable to dodge the Thunderbolt, though, and a powerful blast of electricity slammed him into the wall for the moment it lasted before Quilava clipped Minun with her Rollout.

“Ow!” Totodile said, shaking his head as he dropped, then used another burst of water to slow himself to a safe velocity. “Hey, Quilava, over here!”

Quilava skidded to a halt, both forepaws and hindpaws digging in to make sure she stopped in the right place. “Yeah?”

“Thanks for not using your quills!” he said. “Now, Solarbeam!”

“Give me a moment to charge…” Quilava asked. “Meganium only found one Power Herb, and she used it…”

Totodile was about to reply, but then a pair of powerful Thunderbolts came his direction and he dodged before heading off in another direction.

Quills extending and glowing slightly, Quilava gathered energy together in her mouth.

It would have been a lot harder to do if Totodile wasn’t keeping her opponents thoroughly busy. The doughty Water-type was taking an awful beating as both Plusle and Minun tried to catch him in an inescapable web of electrical attacks, and occasionally one hit him before he managed to get free.

“Quilava, target Plusle!” Ash said suddenly, just as she finished charging.

Trusting his judgement, she fired – and the rush of green-yellow energy washed over Plusle, knocking him over and sending him rolling back to hit the wall.

Totodile took the opening and escaped, dodging an attack by Minun and rolling to a stop next to Quilava.

“Now – everyone put your hands over your ears!” Ash added, somewhat strangely.

Wattson blinked. “Wait – you don’t-”

“Ember!” Ash said.

Quilava used Ember.

There was a kind of whoomph. Like a squeaky little pop amplified a thousand times.


“Did your Water-type just electrolyze enough hydrogen to make an explosion?” Wattson asked.

“What?” Ash asked.

“What?” Brock said.

“What?” Wattson replied.

“Pardon?” Max asked.

Oh, of course you have to be different… Dexter said, as his Reflect screens went down.

“What?” Pikachu asked.


As the spectators waited for their hearing to come back, Quilava slowly uncurled.

“Ow,” she said.

She glanced over at Totodile, who’d happened to be encased in an Aqua Jet at the moment of the explosion. “Hydrogen?”

“Yep!” Totodile replied. “I remember Pikachu told us about when it freed that Moltres! But I had to get the Electric-types to make it…”

“Quilava!” Ash called. “Quick, get Minun before she recovers!”

“Right!” Quilava said, crouching before springing forwards.

Minun replied by rolling over, managing to avoid Quilava’s first attack, and sent a Thunder Wave her way – which the Fire-type dodged with a jump before using Aerial Ace to launch herself right back at the Minun.

Uncoiling, she fired down a Fire Blast from directly overhead, and when the five-pointed star of flame faded it was to reveal a second knocked-out Electric-type.


“Enough!” Wattson said, a little too loudly. “That’s enough! A fine battle, Mr. Ketchum!”

“Thank you,” Ash said, also a bit loud.

“Your Pokémon are very creative!” Wattson added. “And they worked together well – very impressive!”

“Thanks,” Ash repeated. “I’m just glad that your gym’s tough enough to take that blast…”

“If the doors had been closed it would have blown them open, most likely,” Wattson muttered. “Anyway! Now that that’s over with, it’s time for the other lad!”

Max nodded.

“Now, I’m sure you know all about type advantages and disadvantages,” Wattson said. “So how does that affect the Electric type?”

“Well…” Max frowned. “Weak to Ground, strong against Water and Flying, weak at attacking Grass and Dragon, usually unable to damage Ground, and strong at resisting Flying and Steel.”

A chuckle. “That’s right… so! Send your first Pokémon out! You will have three Pokémon to battle my one, so you can probably tell this is going to be a tricky one…”

“Right,” Max nodded. “Okay, Arc, your go first!”

“I’m ready!” Arc yipped.

“You’ve got good taste, I’ve often wanted to catch an Electrike,” Wattson chuckled. “Anyway. Eelektross!”


“Ash?” Max asked. “What’s an Eelektross?”

“Ask Kris,” May reminded him.

“Oh, right,” Max nodded, and flipped her open. “So – Eelektross?”

Eelektross. The EleFish Pokémon – don’t ask me. It locks its mouth onto opponents and delivers an eelectric shock.

“A what?” May asked.

Now it’s got me doing it. Anyway, it is an Electric-type which uses the ability Levitate by way of magnetic currents.

“…so it doesn’t have a weakness,” Max finished. “Uh oh…”

Arc looked back at him. “Don’t worry!” he yapped. “I’ll be fine!”

Eelektross clapped his arm suckers under his body, and electricity buzzed between them for a moment.

“Right!” Max said. “Okay, let’s start with a Bite!”

Arc barked, and then jumped forwards with his jaws ready to bite. He dodged away from a Poison-type attack – it looked like Acid – and bit onto Eelektross’ left arm.

“This tastes terrible…” he muttered, and was then flung off towards the wall. A blast of electricity followed him, and he yelped as he hit the side of the arena – then the electricity hit as well, crackling over his fur.

He brightened – both figuratively and literally – as his fur drank down the energy of the attack and used it to charge up. “Thanks!”

Eelektross frowned for a moment.

“It’s Lightningrod,” Wattson frowned. “Okay – no Electric attacks now!”

Eelektross nodded, and hovered forwards, tail waving from side to side to increase his speed.

Somehow.

Arc fed electricity to his legs and kicked off, curving around the Eelektross before cutting in behind and biting his tail.

“Let go… now!” Max called, and Arc released his Bite a moment before Eelektross sent him flying towards the wall again.

It was hard to feel glad about that, though, when Eelektross simply Fire Punched Arc towards the wall anyway.

“I think that was a bit better!” Max said. “Okay, now, use Quick Attack!”

Arc feinted one way and pounced the other, and nipped at Eelektross’ skin with another Bite attack before retreating – fast enough to avoid being hit, this time.

Using more of his stored electrical power, he kicked off a wall and attacked from an unexpected direction – slowly wearing him down, one attack at a time.

“That’s enough of this!” Wattson said. “Dragon Tail!”

As Arc came in for his latest Bite, he got smacked in the chest by a glowing green tail which sent him heading towards Max.

Ash’s hand whipped out and caught him, then put Arc gently in Max’s arms.

“Thanks,” Max said, with a quick smile. “Arc, are you okay?”

“I’m feeling kind of tired…” Arc admitted.

“Right, we’ll switch you out for now,” Max decided. “Okay. Guy, your turn!”

He sent out the Shroomish, returning his Electric-type for now.

“How am I doing?” he asked.

Ash shrugged. “Alright, actually… one against three is tricky when a gym leader sets it up, because they pick tough ones!”

“I guess so,” Max agreed.


“You seem a bit… small,” Eelektross said, blinking down at Guy.

“I am,” Guy agreed, shifting on his small feet.

“Bullet Seed!” Max called.

Guy inhaled slightly, and sent out a stream of the glowing pellets – which Eelektross deflected with his arms, first, then dove away from in what looked a lot like swimming through shallow water.

“Fire Punch!” Wattson instructed.

“Look out!” Max called. “Run that way – and then use Mega Drain to get the energy back!”

Guy turned and ran, as quickly as possible – managing to at least roll with the blow, though it still hit hard and knocked him most of the way to the wall – then fired out a bubble of glowing green energy which washed over Eelektross and pulled in some energy.

“Healing?” Wattson asked, chuckling. “We can’t have that! Eelektross, use Toxic!”

“Look out!” Max repeated. “Don’t let it-!”

Guy turned out to not have much choice about letting it hit him. The blast of Toxic which Eelektross fired was impressively large, splashing off the rubber-impregnated walls and splattering down Guy’s side.

He glowed purple, and then a kind of bright green.

“…oh, yeah, that’s right,” Wattson said, in more subdued tones. “So much for stopping him from healing…”

“Max!” Guy called. “I feel great!”

“But you’re-” Max stopped. “Why did we never check if he had Poison Heal? Dad gave me a Toxic Orb, for goodness’ sake… anyway – this is awesome! Okay, Guy, let’s try close-in!”

“What with?” Guy asked.

“Headbutt, that’s what!” Max replied.

“Fire Punch!” Wattson said.

The coil in Eelektross’ right fist hummed as it heated up from heavy current load, and snapped into fire. He punched, and the punch met Guy launching himself forwards.

Flame skirled out from the impact, and Eelektross – not able to brace against the floor – skidded backwards from the impact.

Guy hadn’t come off unscathed either, but the faint glow that had announced his Headbutt began to strengthen.

“Wait – he’s evolving!” May said, realizing it first.

“All right!” Max enthused. “Way to go, Guy!”

The light became a soft white glow, and then spread – carrying Guy’s form with it. His dome expanded slightly, flattening out, and a whole new body expanded in short order… until, when it faded, there was a Breloom standing on the gym floor.

A faint purple glow still covered his skin, but that was hardly a bad thing – even as they watched, the scorch marks remaining from the Fire Punch slowly shrank and vanished.

“Huh,” Guy said, looking himself over for a moment. “I have arms.”

“Do you have any Fighting-type attacks?” Max asked.

The new Breloom considered, then nodded – and flashed forwards with a whiff of displaced air.

The Mach Punch knocked Eelektross backwards into the wall, but he rallied and fired a Thunderbolt back.

“He’s still weak to Poison!” Wattson said. “Use an Acid Spray!”

Eelektross used Acid Spray.

“Ew,” Pikachu winced.

Guy frowned, brushing the acid off – it was clearly doing damage, but just as clearly his Poison Heal and condition were combining to heal the damage with accelerating speed.


“Hey, Brock?” May asked.

Brock looked over. “What is it?”

“Well-” Guy used Mach Punch again, and got Zap Cannoned in return- “I was wondering who you think’s going to win this battle, I guess…”

Mach Punch collided with Fire Punch.

“Your brother’s doing well,” Brock said, considering. “But I think Wattson’s too skilled to count out this quickly.”


“Acid spray was working…” Wattson considered. “And he’s Fighting-type now, too. Eelektross!”

Eelektross nodded.

“Bounce!”

The Electric-type nodded again, and both arm-suckers hummed loudly. He placed them such that they were parallel with the floor, their axis pointing straight down, and pulsed them – flying into the air with a sudden crack of electrical energy.

“Look out!” Max said. “Above!”

Guy took a step back, sliding one foot along the floor and readying his fist for a Mach Punch.

As Eelektross came down again, Guy launched himself skywards. There was a boom of impact, and Guy hit the floor hard – driven by both recoil and the impact of the Bounce.

Eelektross went up again, swivelling in mid-air, and used his magnets to affix himself to the ceiling before firing another shot – a Zap Cannon, this time.

Coming on top of the double impact from before, that gave Max cause for concern. “Remember, Guy, you need to stay out of trouble until you heal!”

“Right!” Wattson said, pointing. “Another Bounce!”

“Mach Punch again!” Max decided – on the grounds it was the best of a number of bad options.

Eelektross’ magnets thrummed, and he fired himself down at the Breloom.

There was a wham which produced a small blast of air, and a spray of gunk.

“Did… did Guy just punch Eelektross in the chest?” May asked.

“I didn’t know Eelektross had one,” Brock said.

The Eelektross fell to the floor, hitting it for a moment before rising up and hovering at normal altitude once more. He coughed, then let out a spray of something which hissed on the arena floor.

Abruptly, Guy collapsed.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, blinking.

It seems that liquid is Gastro Acid, Dexter volunteered. It disabled Guy’s ability, and the Toxic instantly became as damaging as it would have been had it been working all this time.

They considered that for a moment.

“Sounds kind of strange,” May said.

“You did great, Guy,” Max said, recalling him. “We’ll get you set up with that Toxic Orb as soon as we can. Now, uh…”

He took a few seconds to think about this one.

That lack of weakness was being a real problem for them. Delta was right out, and there wasn’t really much to recommend Cinder here either – most of her attacks involved getting too close.

And using Jirachi would be going too far.

“…oh, wait,” he realized. “Kris?”

Agreed.

He took out the armoured projector that was her body for combat – a small, octagonal medallion that seemed to be made of bronze.

“Time for your first proper battle,” he told her.

Stand by, ready. Set up.

As Wattson watched with interest and his Eelektross watched with something of a lack thereof, Kris drew herself out of vectors and polygons.

“A Porygon!” Wattson chuckled. “Interesting, very interesting. I’ve not actually seen one up close…”

“There’s three in this room,” Ash told him. “All our Pokédexes.”

Indeed, Dexter said.

“Nice!” Wattson nodded. “Well, let’s see how a Porygon fights, shall we?”

Max nodded, Pokéball ready. “Okay, Kris!”

Engaging.

“Start with a Tri Attack!”

Kris’ vectored head seemed to split open, the ‘beak’ hinging open, and three lights spun in a circle inside before flashing blue/yellow/red and launching beams of light.

Eelektross levitated hurriedly away from it, then raised his magnets – which thrummed again, trying to drive the attack off course. They bent it, slightly, and the result was that it only grazed his tail.

“Good!” Max nodded. “Okay – Gravity!”

Eelektross had just enough time to look surprised before being driven into the floor with a WHAM.

“Good thinking, lad!” Wattson praised.

His Eelektross managed to give him a seriously unimpressed look, and his arm-coils whined as they tried to overcome the gravitational effect.

“Okay, how long is that going to last, Kris?” Max asked, all his attention on the battle.

Approximately twenty seconds, power output lowering over this time.

“Right!” Max said. “Arc, your go! Dig!”

Kris collapsed back into her projector as her trainer switched Pokémon, and Arc yapped once before digging into the ground.

“Oh, I see,” Wattson nodded. “Good plan, kid. Just one problem…

There was a rising hum, and then Eelektross floated back into the air – and a moment later Arc broke through the soil before looking disappointed.

“Aw…” he whined.

“…Eelektross was powering up too fast,” Wattson explained.

“He was, huh?” Max asked. “Okay, new plan! Kris, back out there!”

“You’re using a lot of switching,” Wattson observed. “I like it!”

“Why?” May asked.

“Electrical circuits have switches, of course!” Wattson replied with a flourish.

“…that was bad,” Brock told him.


“How does the battle look?” Ash asked, looking down at Absol.

“Interesting, certainly,” she mused. “I see why Pokémon have trainers – if I focus only on the Pokémon, then when a human gives an order the potentials and probabilities snap into a new path and usually one which is better for the ordered Pokémon.”

“That must be a pretty interesting way of seeing things,” Brock said.

“It’s what I’m used to,” Absol replied. “Though admittedly it’s a skill I’ve nurtured.”

She frowned, focusing on the battle. “Ah, there we are!”


“Psybeam!” Max instructed. “Push him back a bit!”

From the weapons compartment of Kris’ head, an antenna with three rings around it appeared. It glowed briefly, then fired out a blast of multicoloured light and knocked Eelektross skidding through the air.

“Now – Gravity!”

Kris used Gravity, and Eelektross slapped into the floor again. Wasting no time, Max switched to Arc. “Dig!”

“This again?” Wattson asked. “It’s not going to work this time either, you know – think of something else!”

“I did,” Max replied.

Wattson looked confused, and then the Dig attack hit Eelektross from below.

“Again!” Max said, noticing how injured Eelektross already looked. “Just one more!”

“Eelektross, what’s wrong with you?” Wattson asked. “You’re not usually this groundbound!”

“That’s because usually he hasn’t landed in a pool of Gastro Acid!” Max replied. “Levitate is shut down by Gastro Acid just like Poison Heal is!”

“…ah,” Wattson said, and then Eelektross finally fainted as Arc burst out of the ground again.

“Did I do it? Did I do it?” Arc asked, turning in a circle.

He saw the slumped Eelektross. “…does this mean I did it? Or are there more?”

“You did it alright, Arc,” Max smiled. “Great teamwork!”

He gestured, and Arc ran over to jump into his arms and be scratched.

Wattson chuckled, returning his Eelektross. “Well, I can’t argue with that! Impressive work handling an unusual Pokémon – thinking on your feet will do you good! Now, where do I keep the Dynamo badges…”

“So I guess the theme here was teamwork?” Brock asked. “Three on three, and then that single Pokémon which usually requires teamwork to battle.”

“Yes, that’s it exactly,” Wattson agreed, rummaging around in his pockets. “Where did I put those badges?”

“But – why just one Pokémon?” Max pressed. “I mean, if I’d had a different team – like if I’d had a Pokémon with Mold Breaker or something like that – it could have been easy.”

“Did you see how much pounding Eelektross took?” Wattson chuckled. “Ah, here we are… anyway, Eelektross is actually one of my high tier challenge team, he’s quite the tough one.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Max agreed, catching the first badge. Pikachu caught the second for Ash, who cased it.

“Of course it does!” Wattson beamed.

“To be honest, I’m kind of glad their teamwork didn’t break the gym…” Ash said. “Sorry about the scorch marks.”

“Oh, it’s no problem,” Wattson waved off. “Not a problem, not one whit! Least said, soonest mended, after all – now, there is one thing I would like, though.”

“What’s that?” May asked.

“Simple!” Wattson chuckled. “When else am I going to get an opportunity to have a good long look at a Raikou? Would he mind?”

“Raikou?” Ash asked.

“Of course!” Raikou agreed readily. “At least this way maybe the dashed robot will be a better likeness…”


“So I guess we go back there in a few hours?” May asked, glancing over at Brock.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Brock agreed. “Ash is going to be there for a while… we should give him a while first, though.”

Max nodded, then frowned. “Wait a moment… remember last time?”

“Last time?” May repeated.

“Yeah, last time – you know, there was that Electrike we helped Wattson meet. I wonder if we should try and make sure they meet again!”

“Well, he did say he wanted one when he saw Arc,” Brock agreed. “But how, that’s the question…”

“I know how,” Max said. “Jirachi-”

“Max!” May said quickly. “Are you sure this isn’t a frivolous use of the ability to get wishes granted?”

“…May?” Brock said, drawing her attention. “The first wish Jirachi granted was for candy.”

“…point taken,” May sighed. “Okay, go ahead.”

“Right,” Max said. “Jirachi?”

Yes? Jirachi asked, hovering up out of his place in Max’s bag.

“I wish we could find an Electrike who would like Wattson!”

There was a poof of smoke, and Arc vanished from his position by Max’s side before landing on Max’s head.

“…what happened?” Brock asked.

I guess Arc liked Wattson? Jirachi asked, as Max lifted Arc down from his new perch. Sorry, my powers can be a bit literal…

“I did like him!” Arc agreed. “He sounded smart!”

“That’s one way to put it,” Brock said.

“I’ll try to think of a better wish,” Max decided.

“While you do…” May looked around. “Yep, there’s a contest hall here. One of you guys feel like having a go?”

“I’ll have a talk with my Pokémon,” Brock said. “Maybe one or two of them will want to show off…”


“Okay!” Gary said, glancing down at his map. “This is where the seam is supposed to be – somewhere around here.”

He sent out Sableye. “Ready to give this a go?”

“I guess so,” Sableye agreed, and waved a hand through an outcrop of rock. “This feels different from where I used to live… it’s harder.”

“I think that’s because it’s metamorphic rock,” Gary said. “That means it’s been heated and compressed underground – though this area’s all blueschist facies which means it’s been compressed at a lower than normal temperature when you consider the adiabatic curve. That means it’s been involved in a mountain forming-”

Sableye yawned extravagantly.

“…the rock’s harder than before and it has large blue crystals,” Gary summarized.

“Oh, why didn’t you say?” Sableye asked, reaching into the rock with most of an arm. “Hey, there’s… ugh…”

The rock cracked, sending out a shower of stony shards. Dee formed a Reflect screen to protect her trainer and continued translating, letting the little bits of rock clatter off.

“I was saying that,” Gary told him. “Just in more detail. Okay, you eat this stuff, how are you not interested?”

“Can you bake a cake?” Sableye asked, tossing a lump of blue glaucophane into his mouth. There was a crunch, and he chuckled. “Delicious.”

“We’re not just here for you to have some gourmet food, you know,” Gary said. “I’m hoping to get some good crystals using your phasing powers, because that way we can trade with the Geosenge stone merchants in return for some info on Mega Stones they might have heard of.”

“Isn’t this close to Geosenge?” Sableye asked. “Why haven’t they already cleaned the place out?”

“It’s an island,” Gary pointed out. “Besides, they probably got most of what’s on the surface – but I’m fairly sure there’s got to be some underground still.”

“Right,” the Ghost-type agreed. “Okay, I’ll see what I can find.”

Putting his hands together, he ‘dove’ into the rockface as though it was a swimming pool.

There was the sound of an avian throat being cleared.

“Oh, fine,” Gary said, popping out a Pokeblock and tossing it into the air. “Usual fee to bring us back across once we’re done, too…”

Fearow snatched it out of the air, nodded once while swallowing, and set off to terrorize some hapless Starly.

“Why are so many of my Pokémon big eaters?” Gary asked the air.


“…wait,” Ash said. “Weren’t we headed back to Slateport?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Probably wasn’t anything important.”

There was a crackle-BANG from across the room.

“And that’s what it looks like when I use Nuzzle!” Raikou explained.

Dexter repeated what he’d said, with a little less enthusiasm.

“Excellent!” Wattson chuckled. “And what about the signs?”

“Wood Hammer, of course!”

“Hey, Absol?” Ash asked, looking down. “Was introducing those two a terrible idea?”

In reply, the Dark-type frowned and concentrated- a faint glow coming from her red eyes.

“…probably not your best,” she said. “Just make sure you leave fairly soon.”

“Why?” Ash asked.

“I agree with her!” Pikachu said suddenly.

“What’s that?”

“I just heard Wattson mention the idea of powered armour.”


AN:


Most of this is two gym battles. One of them being the Teamwork battle (Plus and Minus have good synergy, and the result is a Dedenne that hits like a truck) and the other being… well, fighting something with no weakness.

Note the Triple Finish, Johto version. And I know that in reality the hydrogen explosion would have been a lot worse or completely unworkable… but this is exactly what happens in Power of One when the protagonists break out Moltres.

Also – Guy upgraded to Fight Guy. And he’s pretty much instantly become the heavy of Max’s team – just wait until he picks up Facade. (In at least one generation, Poison Heal healed the Toxic damage tick – increasing every turn!)

Meanwhile, in Kalos, Gary Oak is doing some quite carefully researched geology.






133. Hoenn 13


“Where are we going to find an Electrike who might like Wattson…” Max asked, frowning. “I wonder…”

Kris beeped. Wild Electrike are abundant in this area of Hoenn.

“…that does make things easier,” he admitted. “Hey, Arc? Cinder?”

Arc looked up, and barked a questioning ‘Rike?’. Next to him, Cinder emerged from her own Pokeball.

“Can you two see if you can find an Electrike around here?” he asked. “Just for a chat, that’s all.”

“Right!” Arc nodded, and set off. His teammate watched him for a moment, then set off to check a complementary section of the undergrowth.

Max watched them go for a moment, then unslung his backpack.

“I guess this is the time to sort it out,” he said, taking out the box his father had given him. “Let’s see… there!”

Holding it with one hand, he sent out Guy with the other. “Hey!”

Guy nodded to him.

“So, how is it having arms? …and a tail… and a neck, now I think of it…”

“Well,” Guy replied, waiting for Kris to start translating before going on. “It’s certainly been an interesting experience gaining everything but a head and feet – and both of those have changed, too.”

“I can hardly imagine…” Max said. “I kind of wish-”

Guy moved quickly, pressing the blunt end of his claws against Max’s lips. He made a shushing gesture with the other hand, and nodded to the floating Jirachi.

Max giggled. “Yeah, good point…”

I wouldn’t have granted it unless you were sure, Jirachi told him.

“Thanks,” Max smiled. “But yeah… I guess you’re getting on okay?”

“It’s not been too hard,” the newly evolved Breloom said. “What’s the box for, by the way?”

“Oh, right,” Max nodded. He put the box down, and took out a well-wrapped purple orb. “I was thinking – you should probably have this.”

“I see!” Guy agreed. “A Toxic Orb, right? Yes, that’ll help a lot!”

“Just watch out for Gastro Acid,” Max cautioned, letting Guy take it and unwrap it.

After a few seconds of consideration, Guy tucked the orb up under his frill. “It should be okay there…”

“Great!” Max smiled. “Glad you can use it!”

He frowned suddenly. “I wonder if Dad could help teach you Facade, that move would really do well with this. Apart from that… well, I wonder if Blaziken or Lucario could teach you some moves too…”

“It’d be interesting to learn… you know, now I have arms…”

Jirachi giggled. That’s funny!

Arc came loping back over. “Hey! Hey, we found someone!”

“Sounds good!” Max said. “Which way?”

“Follow me!”

I’ll let Ethan know where we’re going, Kris said as they set off through the brush.

A chitter interrupted them.

Looking ready for a fight, a Zigzagoon burst out of a nearby bush. “Intru-”

Guy punched it.

Max watched the Normal-type go hurtling off back into the bush. “Whoa, that was quick…”

Mach Punch is a very quick move.


“Okay, Brock!” May said, back at the contest hall. “Ready?”

“Yeah!” Brock replied. “And so’s my partner!”

No response.

He tapped his hat. “Ready?”

“I’m ready,” Crobat agreed, with a slight yawn. “I didn’t see you up all night last night, don’t expect me to be up all day…”

“Just long enough for this,” Brock promised. “Don’t want to miss the big debut, do you?”

“Hombre, are you sure this is a good idea?” Ludicolo asked. “I mean… you only know…”

A sigh. “Ah, whatever. Que sera, sera.”

Crobat leaned out of the hat a bit. “That’s French, not Spanish.”

“It is both, señor.”

“Oh, hey, May!”

“Drew?” May asked, turning a little to see her rival. “What’s up?”

“I’m going to be competing, that’s what!” Drew told her. “I’ve got a new Pokemon, too!”

“You mean Masquerain?” May asked, trying to remember the order Drew got his Pokemon in.

“No, a new Pokemon,” Drew repeated, stressing the word. “Can’t stand still around you, can I?”

“Oh, right,” May nodded – realizing belatedly what he meant. “Okay – well, I guess I hope you’re happy with him or her.”

“I think so,” Drew agreed. “She evolved just recently, but I’m pretty confident in her.”

“I almost wish I was competing now,” May said, shrugging. “Ah well – we can battle someplace else, right?”

“Right,” Drew grinned. “I’ve got to flatten you every so often or where’s the challenge?”


“Third up, Brock Slate – originally from Kanto!”

Brock bowed briefly, mustache wiggling, and straightened.

“This is a song about how my life was,” he said simply, and began to shake his maracas.


Up in the audience, jaws dropped.

“What the heck?” someone asked. “Why is he just singing a Mariachi song about not being able to get a date?”

“Where’s his Pokemon?”


Brock reached the end of the short song, and – with that being the only song he could actually do – started again.

At that point, though, Crobat revealed himself. Wings flaring, he jumped skywards from Brock’s wide-brimmed sombrero hat – and began to chirp, bringing his sonar down into the normal human range.

The really tricky bit was to sing in time, though – flying in circles, curved wings slicing the air, and accompanying Brock while weaving in enough of a counterpoint that it sounded like something other than just the same music all over again.

As they reached the end of the second verse, Crobat pulled up with a swish of air and let out a burst of sound, fuelling it with a Sonic Boom and resulting in an abrupt BANG that punctuated the end of the song.

That done, he flopped back into Brock’s hat.


“…well,” May said, diplomatically. “Not bad for his first go, I guess…”

“Brock needs to learn more songs,” Ludicolo said, and the Blaziken next to him nodded agreement.

“Oh, looks like it’s Drew now,” May added, leaning forward slightly. “I wonder what he’s got…”

She watched as her rival stepped out on stage, and released his Pokemon.

What it was drew a blink of surprise. “A Leafeon?”

“Okay, Leafeon, like we practiced!” Drew instructed. “Magical Leaf!”

A swirl of glowing, multicoloured leaves formed around the lithe Grass-type, who whipped them forwards – though there was a pulse of green as she did so, and the leaves lost their multicoloured glow to revert to being simply shining new-grown leaves.

The wind that had carried them eddied, then died out – leaving a kind of quarter-circle arc out from Leafeon of springlike yellow-green leaves that carried the scent of spring to the whole audience.

“Right, now, Razor Leaf!”

The second wash of leaves that came out were more normal – rather than being fresh and new, they were more hardened and a little darker. The leaves were leaves of summer, this time, and a wash of Sweet Scent suggested new-mown summer grass and warm, lazy days.

They also formed a second quarter-circle, overlapping slightly with the first one.

“Razor Leaf and Solarbeam!” Drew continued, jogging around his Pokemon, and she turned to follow him before firing a third barrage of leaves.

These ones got hit by a localized – very localized - blast of intense sunlight, and browned and discoloured quickly in the influence of the effect, forming a third quarter to the circle made of brilliant reds and yellows and browns.

“…oh,” May realized, as the smell of crisp autumn leaves and apples came to her nose. “I see what he’s doing…”

“Now – one more Razor Leaf, Leafeon!” Drew ordered. “And Giga Drain!”

The energy-sucking attack hit the leaves before they’d really even been fired, making them shrivel up completely and producing a scatter of browned leaves to make up the final sector of the circle.

For just a moment, the fourth Sweet Scent tickled the audience – carrying the smell of winter snow and a hot fire.

“The four seasons!” Drew announced, coming to a stop back where he’d started – and with Leafeon surrounded by what amounted to a very crude calendar.

May smiled, applauding along with everyone else.

That was a nice trick, with a lot of unusual uses of moves. Just right for a Coordinator, and it should earn him a lot of points.


“Where was it?” Max asked, crouching to get under a low branch. “Through here?”

Arc barked, tail wagging.

“I got it,” Max chuckled. “Okay, good boy… here we are!”

Emerging from the brush, he came out on a lakeside.

“…so, where?” he asked, after a few seconds.

“Oh, right!” Arc yapped, and sniffed. “This way!”

He loped off along the lakeshore, and the group – Max, Guy, Jirachi and Kris – followed.

About a hundred metres along the shore, they passed a copse of lakeside trees and Cinder came into sight.

She waved, tail wagging, and the Electrike she’d been talking to looked up in interest.

Now they were moving slower, Max went back to Kris’s screen in time to see the conversation start again.

“So this is your trainer?” the Electrike asked, looking Max up and down.

“Yep!” Cinder nodded.

“He’s kind of short…”

“…well, I’m kind of young,” Max excused himself. “I’ll get bigger.”

That surprised her slightly.

“Told you,” Cinder said.

“Yes, I see…” the Electrike agreed, then shook herself. “So – what do you want to talk about?”

“Well,” Max said, sitting down. “I just had a gym battle with Wattson, and… well, he said he wanted an Electrike like Arc here.”

Arc nosed up under his hand, and was given a careful scratch that made his eyes close in pleasure.

“Ah, I see,” the female said. “I did wonder, since you already had an Electrike.”

She paced, considering.

“I won’t say yes now,” she said, after a bit. “But I’ll be okay to meet him, I think.”

“Great!” Max smiled. “Is now okay?”

“Is he nearby?”

“Well, kind of, but that’s not what I meant,” Max said. He turned, and Electrike’s jaw dropped as she spotted the Steel-type Legendary hovering behind him. “Ready, Jirachi?”

Sure!

“Okay – Jirachi, I wish we could go back to Wattson’s gym!”

Jirachi’s tags glowed, and he frowned in concentration.

Cinder looked up, and blinked – and, when she opened her eyes, she was alone on the shore.

“Oh, not again…”

She scented the air, then set off for Mauville at a ground-eating lope.

“Jirachi needs to learn Miracle Eye, he really does…”


“Aren’t you a cutie!” May said, scratching along Leafeon’s back. “Yes you are! You’re such a lovely little Leafeon, aren’t you?”

Leafeon leaned into the scratch, making cute little yips, and stretched. It was a big, long stretch, starting with her forelegs extended and her back bent down to allow her hindquarters in the air, then she reversed it so her shoulders were up and her hindquarters down.

That done, she emitted a chirping purr, and shook herself before demanding another scratch.

Blaziken covered a chuckle with his hand.

“Yeah, she’s settled in well,” Drew said. “I kind of wondered for a bit, after – you know… well, I wondered if I should catch any Pokemon I didn’t last time.”

He shrugged. “And I decided – yeah, I should. Not just to give you a better challenge, but so that I got to know more Pokemon and developed more as a trainer.”

Roselia nodded, and spoke.

May couldn’t understand the Grass-type, but Drew got the gist and smiled. “Yeah, we talked it over a lot.”

“I think I should as well,” May said, after a moment. “It’s something I’ve given a bit of thought, but… you’re right, it’s okay to catch more Pokemon. Brock has, Max has, Ash certainly has…”

She frowned, continuing to pet the young Leafeon. “I wonder who might work…”

“Well, don’t forget we have those transceivers now,” Brock said. “So it’s not an either-or choice for a Pokemon, and if you explain that then some might be willing to come along – because they can head home if they want to.”

“Those sound really useful,” Drew said, with a chuckle. “You guys are all kitted out for this save-the-world thing, aren’t you?”

“Well,” Brock said, with a shrug. “Since last time we met we did defeat two giant evil versions of Groudon and Kyogre.”

“…wait, that was you?” Drew asked. “I… what?”


There was a flash, and Max materialized along with half-a-dozen Pokemon in the main room of the Mauville gym.

“What the-” Wattson began, standing, and then relaxed. “Ah, I see! A touch of the old teleport?”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Oh – I know you said you’d like an Electrike, so I brought one to see if you two would get along.”

“You don’t exactly move slowly, do you…” Raikou chuckled. “Capital!”

“…right,” Wattson said. “Excuse me a moment, Raikou.”

Electrike was looking between Jirachi and Raikou, then shaking her head. “I have gotten in over my head.”

Dexter translated that too, and Wattson chuckled. “No, this isn’t normal, I normally only have the robot Legendary in my gym.”

“Robots are okay. I can get behind robots.”

Wattson chuckled again. “What about getting in one?”


“That worked out pretty well,” Ash said, some minutes later, as Electrike showed off her stuff for Wattson. “Think she’s the same one from last time?”

“You can’t tell?” Max asked.

“Afraid not, it’s mostly remindable Pokemon I can tell a lot about,” Ash told him.

There was a knock on the door.

“Hold on, I’ll get it…” Wattson said, and hit a control on his remote.

The door opened, revealing a dripping wet Cinder.

“The cart system wasn’t there,” she said. “I had to swim.”

“Oh, no!” Max said, coming to his feet. “Sorry!”

He gave her a hug, and wrinkled his nose. “Gah, wet dog smell… uh, Ash, do you have a towel?”

“Jirachi?” Cinder asked. “Please learn Miracle Eye…”


“Okay, we’ve got a while before we need to get going…” Ash said. “I think we should spend a couple of days training by the lake – it’s a good place to practice, there’s brush, water and beach as well as open grass.”

“I think that sounds like a good idea,” Brock agreed. “Marshtomp and Ludicolo have some work to do, and I was going to work on… well, a better contest routine…”

May chuckled. “I know you did a good one in Johto, but you really need to keep innovating as a Coordinator – speaking of which, I want to perfect something Beautifly and Ethan have been working on.”

“Max?” Ash asked.

“Oh, yeah – can I borrow Lucario’s time to help with Guy?” Max requested. “Primeape too, if he’s available.”

Ash nodded. “I’ll get hold of him.”

“And I would be glad to help,” Lucario added.

“What about your team, Ash?” May asked. “What are you planning to work with?”

“Well…” Ash counted to himself. “I’m already trying to think of who’s going to battle at Lavaridge, which is Fire-type. I hope that Goomy can have his first go there, and Corphish as well… apart from that I’m not sure, but there’s some other things to work on as well.”

“I’ve got something I’d like to ask, too,” Absol spoke up. “I’d like to learn Keldeo’s blade-firing trick – and his moves that use it, too, if he’s willing.”

“Sure!” Keldeo agreed readily. “Let’s get started!”

“And… oh, I know,” Ash added. “Okay, Entei, we’re going to help teach Goomy how to battle.”

“I don’t like the sound of this…” Entei muttered.

Ash frowned. “Wait, Flygon – are you available too? And do you have a Dragon attack or two?”

“I have Dragon Pulse,” Flygon nodded. “And I’d be glad to help.”

“Can I help teach Goomy too?” Mawile asked.

“Sure you can!” Ash agreed. “Actually, my plan for one of the next moves to teach him is Dragon Pulse, since Flygon has it, so you’d be a lot of help for target practice.”

Mawile giggled. “I bet it’ll be all tickly!”

That drew a chuckle from Entei. “Fairy-types…”

“Okay, everyone,” Brock said. “We’ll meet back here later – I’ll send Crobat to get you all if there’s a problem, but don’t go too far.”

“Right!” the humans and Pokemon agreed, and began to spread out to get some room for battle.


Entei let out a roar, and sent a stream of flame crackling along the ground.

Goomy yelped, and squelched to the side to get out of the way.

The very weak attack – which wasn’t even very strong by non-Legendary standards – fizzled out, and Entei sighed.

“Sorry, Goomy,” Ash said, crouching down. “That’s not what we’re after. Remember, we’re just trying to get some, uh, live fire practice for now.”

“Right,” Goomy said, shaking his face. “Sorry, I… no, I wasn’t thinking right.”

“Shall we do another dry run?” Ash asked, and the Dragon-type nodded before turning.

“To the left!” Ash said quickly. “Ten yards!”

Goomy frowned, antenna tingling slightly, and a very small storm cloud appeared.

It rained down about where Ash had indicated, and the grass crackled before sagging in the miniature rainstorm.

“Right, that’s it!” Ash said, as the raincloud slowly grew. “Okay, Entei, let’s go back to sunlight.”

Entei nodded, and his mane flickered as though there were sparks drifting in an invisible wind.

The cloud shrank to nothingness, and the sun seemed just a bit brighter.

Goomy seemed a little dehydrated, as well, which is why Mawile threw a bucket of water over him. “There you go!”

“Thanks, Mawile,” Goomy said back, smiling – then turned, and took a deep breath. “Okay. Can we try again?”

Entei’s tail waved, and he blew a thin stream of fire once more.

Goomy frowned. “Rain Dance!”

The cloud formed faster this time, and let out a small crackle before beginning to rain. The slow-moving Ember attack hissed, then went out under the pressure.

“There we go!” Ash beamed. “Much better!”

Goomy smiled shyly.

“Okay, let’s try another use of Rain Dance,” Ash said. “This time, you’re trying to make it as big as possible!”

“Of course you are,” Entei sighed. “Why does it always rain on me?”

Is it because you lied when you were seventeen? Dexter asked.

The others looked at him.

“What?” Flygon asked, speaking for all of them.

Sorry, sometimes I forget not everyone else knows all the songs. In the world.

“All right, no need to boast…”

“What do I need to do?” Goomy asked.

“Well, in a battle when the opponent uses Fire-type attacks, or just… generally – because you’re a Pokemon who has an ability that works well in rain – then it’s good to set it up so it’s raining,” Ash explained. “Sometimes it’s not such a good idea because of allies or things like that, but as a general rule… anyway, because of the rain it makes Fire attacks less powerful and Water ones more powerful.”

“I get it,” Goomy frowned. “So I need to make it rain in a big space?”

Ash replied by spinning up an Aura Sphere. He threw it off to make a small divot, then did it three more times – describing a very rough rectangle.

“Just try to get all four holes with the rain as quickly as you can,” Ash said. “That’s about the size of a normal gym arena. Okay, Entei, over there – your job is to use Solarbeam.”

“Why Solarbeam?” Goomy asked.

“It doesn’t work as well when it’s raining, and it gives a good idea of how long you’re taking,” Ash explained. “Don’t aim for Goomy, by the way, Entei…”

“Right,” Entei agreed.

“Okay, Goomy – Rain Dance!” Ash said.

Rain clouds spilled out from above Goomy, thickening and darkening, and they began to produce a spotty rain.

“Great!” Mawile said, feeling the first drops hitting her. “Keep it up!”


“And stop!” Lucario said, holding up a palm.

Both Primeape and Guy halted, and stepped back a pace from their battle.

“Good work, Guy,” Lucario began. “You’re getting used to fighting faster – that is, you’re being more able to aim at targets moving faster, and so you’re able to use the potential of Mach Punch more.”

“Right!” Guy agreed, rolling his shoulder, and sighing as the poison in his body removed the bruises from the spar so far. “How was my technique?”

“Good, if a bit basic. No actual flaws, but no real complexity to develop on it. That’s fine,” he added. “No complaint here – but I think it’s time for you to start working out an actual style.”

Guy nodded seriously.

“I was thinking you might want to mix in your Bullet Seed to the style, because it means you can hit enemies who try to stay at range,” Lucario said. “But you might also want to learn Aura Sphere, if you’re willing to put the work in. The more important bit, though, is close quarters combat… you’re clearly built for it.”

“I agree,” Primeape said. “Perhaps it would be best to work on a style that is all about strength and smashing the opponent with sheer force – not to the extent I rely on ending battles very quickly, but something which simply does not care much about taking blows in return in order to deal damage.”

“Because of Poison Heal,” Guy said, following along. “I see.”

“I also recommend Sky Uppercut,” Lucario said, after a little thought. “Your biggest problem by far is Flying-types, and that would at least let you get the height to hit them.”

“Blaziken can probably teach me that,” the Breloom said. “Can you show me what you mean by a style based on strength, though?”

Primeape considered, then nodded. “Lucario, if you would?”

“Just don’t knock me into the lake,” Lucario replied, and took up a stance. “Actually, we should go slow.”

“…fine,” Primeape agreed grudgingly.

Lucario stepped forwards – stepped, not moving with the speed of combat – and threw a slow, careful punch.

Primeape replied by sweeping up an arm in a rising block and – were it not for the slow motion nature of the combat – smashing Lucario’s arm aside, not redirecting it so much as knocking it off course with main strength.

Guy watched, and continued to watch as Primeape then lashed out – slowly – with a kick, which Lucario evaded by a sweeping side movement which knocked the limb aside.

“The idea is that your blows have enough force that the enemy can’t ignore them and has to put a lot of effort into avoiding them,” Primeape explained. “And the blocks are hard enough to bruise the attacking limb – usually, anyway. It doesn’t matter for you if you bruise too, your healing will handle it.”


“Okay, here goes,” Beautifly said, flapping her wings gently and rising into the air. “Ready for this?”

I have heuristically and algorithmically determined myself to be ready, Ethan replied.

Beautifly tilted her head. “Pardon?”

That means yes.

“Right,” Beautifly said. She drifted a little south, into the shade of a tree, and Ethan followed her.

“Is it dark enough?” she asked, looking around.

Hopefully. If not then we can just use this as proof of concept.

“Okay!” May said. “Ready?”

Both Pokemon indicated they were.

“Right – Beautifly, off you go!”

Beautifly beat her wings once, and slipped off behind the tree trunk.

Before she re-emerged, Ethan produced three bright lights. One from each eye, and a third one from the tip of his beak.

All three were limelight-like, bright and a little harsh, and visible even in the midday shade.

As they began to wave around, searching the air, Beautifly came flying back out from behind the tree with a glittering cloud of Quiver Dance scales falling from behind her.

She slipped between two of the searchlights, and one of them caught the scales – which shimmered as the light struck them, sending light in all directions.

Ethan stepped up the speed of his searching beams of light, and Beautifly accelerated too – using the boost from the move to accelerate.

For about twenty seconds of gradually increasing tempo, the pattern continued. Occasionally one of the searchlights glanced off Beautifly’s form, and once two of them did – though the Bug-type always slipped away, leaving a cloud of glittering dust in her wake.

Then all three caught her at once.

Lightning crackled over Ethan’s body, and he fired a Zap Cannon which rose lazily through the air towards the ‘caught’ butterfly.

Her wings flapped wildly, producing a great cloud of iridescent scale-dust – then Ethan fired a second, faster Zap Cannon into the first.

The bright flash illuminated all the scale-dust in the air, making it seem as though there was a rainbow shimmering throughout the arena.

May blinked away the flash-blindness, and as sight returned she saw Beautifly land lightly on Ethan’s back.

“Great!” she said. “I think we should try it again tonight, just to make sure the effects look right, but that’s really getting there!”


“Okay, here’s how this is going to work,” Geodude said, cricking his fingers. “You’re going to be learning how to use Ground-type attacks, because you really don’t have enough.”

“I’ve got Mud Shot,” Marshtomp said, a little offended.

“Yeah, and while we’re at it, you need some more Water attacks too,” Geodude added. “And probably a Rock attack or two… apart from that, though, you can learn just about anything.”

“Can’t I just focus on using what I have?”

Geodude thought about it. “No. Now, we’re actually going to start with a very important move for you.”

“What’s that?” Marshtomp asked.

“Dig.”

The mudskipper blinked. “…why Dig?”

“Hombre, you can operate underground and underwater just as well, and if you use a powerful enough water attack underground then you can turn the whole battlefield to a kind of muddy soup,” Ludicolo explained.

“…oh, I see,” Marshtomp said. “So… how do I learn to Dig?”

“That’s why I asked to borrow Arc and Cinder,” Brock interjected. “They’re both good users of Dig.”

“Right,” Marshtomp nodded. “So, how do I dig, then?”

“Like this!” Arc yapped, and dug a hole.

Marshtomp raised an arm against the flying clods of earth, then blinked at the neat little hole. “That was quick.”

“That’s the idea!” Arc informed him, head poking back out of the hole.

“Right… but that doesn’t tell me much about how,” Marshtomp admitted. “And.. I’m really not very sure about how to add these to my fighting style. Can’t I just learn to punch things? I think I can work out how to use punching things.”

“I still think you should learn Dig,” Brock said. “And Hydro Pump, just because it’s sometimes useful to produce a lot of water. But apart from that it’s fine for you to learn what you want – Ice Punch would be good, because Grass is the only Type you’re actually weak to.”

“Darn Grass-types…” Geodude muttered.

“Hey!” Ludicolo admonished.

“I’ll see if Lucario’s available later,” Brock said. “That okay?”

“Sure,” Marshtomp agreed. He pressed on the ground, then began hauling out great chunks of it with his arms. “Is this the right kind of thing for digging?”

“A good start,” Cinder said critically. “Now do it faster and without making a giant crater.”


By the lakeside, Corphish looked at a rock.

Then he hit it.

The rock split in half.

Satisfied, he nodded to himself.

“Is that all the training you’re doing?” Swellow asked, confused.

Corphish shrugged. “Don’t mess with what works.”

“Did you learn nothing in the last… year or two?”

Corphish shrugged again. “I watched a lot of Wuxia movies, if that counts.”

His legs clicked as he scuttled into motion, and aimed both claws off to one side before firing a spray of Bubblebeam at a tree.

Only a few shots even hit it.

“…is that supposed to be impressive?” Swellow blinked.

“No, it’s supposed to be distracting,” Corphish held his claws up, and crossed them. “This is impressive!”

Snap-hiss.

“…what.”

Swellow hovered down, wings beating up a storm, and examined the two blue-glowing blades extending from Corphish’ claws.

“I am a lazer sword crawfish,” Corphish informed her blandly.

“What the heck is… oh, right, that thing Oshawott has. Razor Shell. Huh, guess you do have a trick or two up your… exoskeleton.”

There was a wumm as he swung the Razor Shells, then a shwwwwwwip as he deactivated them.

“…so, your battle strategy is?” Swellow asked, coming down to land.

Corphish shrugged. “Basically however I can get the enemy close enough to grab with my claws.”


“I think I’ve nearly got it,” Absol said, lighting up another Night Slash on her blade. “Let’s see how this works…”

She took a deep breath, focusing on the crackling Dark energy, and felt for the edge. The point it was connected, like the half-moon of a nail.

Carefully, she teased it away until the connection was the weak point – barely there at all, and liable to come off at short notice.

Then she swung her head, and the Night Slash came off halfway through the motion.

“Right!” Keldeo said, as the blade curved through the air and hit some feet to the right of the target. “You’re doing well – just aim now, and then we can get onto another one!”

“Thanks,” she panted. “This is tricky, but it’s really going to be worth it – especially if I can combine it with your other trick.”

Keldeo frowned. “You should consider trying to do it with your tail as well,” he said. “I mean, that looks almost as bladelike as your horn…”

“That might be useful,” Absol agreed, shaking her head and readying to try again. “I mean-”

Her tail swept out with an Iron Tail glowing on it, and she hit Stantler in the leg with a thwack.

“Ouch,” Stantler muttered, phasing back into visibility and rubbing his knee. “I guess I can’t hide from your danger-sense, right?”

“You were doing okay until you got ready to attack,” Absol confided. “I have to be concentrating harder when the danger’s more indirect.”


“Okay, how close are we to Fallarbor?” Ash asked.

A few days yet, Dexter replied. More importantly, you’re getting close to the Togepi Kingdom.

“Oh, that’s right…” May agreed, remembering. “Actually, how are we going to handle that? Are you going to get Misty to help, Ash?”

“I’ll ask in case she wants to,” Ash decided. “Hold on, I’ll write her an email – hopefully she can spare the time to deal with it…”

“Wait until we stop for the night, Ash,” Brock said. “It’s getting towards evening, anyway-”

“Hey, look!” May interrupted. “I remember this place!”

“I wonder why…” Max sighed, noticing the sign.

Mawile tilted her head on one side, walking over. “Uh… let’s see… Lake… May? Is this named after you, miss May?”

Brock relayed the question, and May chuckled. “No, it’s not – and I’m not named after it, either. It’s just a coincidence.”

She looked out over the water as it came into view. “It’s an appropriate coincidence, though – it looks elegant, doesn’t it?”

“I’m not seeing the resemblance,” Max twitted.

“Hey!”

“Come on, come on…” Brock said, sighing. “Let’s just set up camp on the shore, okay?”

There were nods.

“Sounds great!” Ash agreed. “Hey, Max, this sounds like another chance to train Delta – I think he was starting to get the hang of Surf.”

“Right,” Max said. “I guess that’s going to help at the Fire gym, too, since we can’t always be sure of there being a convenient pool…”

“If there is one it’ll be a hot spring,” May noted. “How is Delta with hot water?”

“Good question…”


“That didn’t look like it went well…” May said sympathetically, as the last Volbeat was finally retrieved from the water. “What went wrong?”

“Well…” the trainer sighed, also dripping wet. “I… no, I’m too nervous. It started well, but – whenever I’m around Juliet I’m too nervous. I just keep fumbling everything!”

“I noticed,” Brock said. “Really, I think you still had a chance of recovering until they crashed.”

The trainer – Romeo – returned his Volbeat and sat down with a groan. “What do you suggest?”

“Well,” Brock frowned. “With my girlfriend, one of the important moments in our relationship was when I told her everything – you can’t keep some things bottled up for too long.”

“You think so?” Romeo asked, turning to Brock and hanging on his every word. “How did you meet your girlfriend?”

“She’s a researcher – basically, I worked as a gofer for a couple of months…”

“…and?” Romeo asked.

“And then Unown invaded the lab.”

Romeo looked a bit green.

“That’s okay, though,” Ash hastened to say. “That kind of thing doesn’t happen to everyone… right? Seriously, I need to check…”

“No, it’s not normal,” Brock assured him.

“So just tell her how you feel!” May advised.

Romeo sighed again. “I don’t… but how do I work up the courage?”

“Well, maybe we could dress up Ash like Juliet?” May suggested.

“What’s that sound?” Max asked.

Everyone listened.

“It sounds like someone complaining,” Cinder volunteered.

Corphish came into view around the corner of a hut.

He was dragging Juliet by the corner of one trouser leg, ignoring both her complaints and the attempts by her Illumise to get him to let go.

“Corphish!” Ash called. “What are you doing?”

“I’d like to know that as well!” Juliet said. “Call your Pokemon off!”

Corphish clicked determinedly up to Romeo, still dragging Juliet, and shoved her at him – sending them both tumbling to the grass.

Lucario coughed. “It strikes me that now would be a good time to tell her,” he said.

“Tell me what?” Juliet asked, pushing herself upright. “Romeo? Did you have something to tell me?”

Romeo looked extremely nervous as he got up, and swallowed.

“I…”

He took a deep breath, and let it out.

“Juliet… I love you.”

Juliet blinked.

“…wait,” she requested. “How long has this been going on?”

“Several years,” Romeo replied. “I’ve loved you for years, but I’ve never…”

“I thought you didn’t love me anymore!” Juliet replied. “We promised when we were children, remember?”

“That was quick,” Max observed, as the two trainers stared at one another.


“Welcome in,” Tracey said, standing back from the door of the lab. “Todd Snap, right? Ash told us about you.”

“Thanks,” Todd replied, smiling. “Yeah, we’ve met a couple of times.”

“What brings you here, actually?” Tracey asked, letting the door swing closed and leading Todd into the main room. “If you’re looking for Ash, it’s the wrong place – he’s in Hoenn.”

“No, it’s not him,” Todd shook his head. “There’s two other reasons completely. First – well, this is Sneasel, who’s a friend of mine.”

Sneasel waved.

“And I was reminded recently – again – that I never actually registered her as being ‘my Pokemon’.”

“Can you speak Pokemon, actually?” Sneasel asked, curious. “I remember hearing that Ash’s friends could…”

“I can, yeah,” Tracey confirmed. “But here it’s kind of easier. Damos?”

I was wondering when you’d mention me, the speakers said.

Both Todd and Sneasel jumped.

“Damos is a Porygon,” Tracey told them. “You can turn down the volume, Damos.”

If you insist.

“So… the lab kind of is a Pokemon?” Todd asked. “I don’t think I can photograph that…”

“Right, the photography thing,” Tracey nodded. “But – hold on, we’d better handle this first. I guess you want to register her to you?”

“Yeah, it seems safest,” Todd replied. “And I don’t have any Pokeballs, so… I guess, is there a good choice for one?”

Tracey thought about it, rummaging in drawers. “Okay, here’s the right form… and I’d say a Friend Ball would be a good idea. It’s symbolic.”

“That sounds nice.”

“…did what she said just appear on the screen over there?” Todd asked.

“Testing… oh, it is – that’s clever.”

Thank you.

Tracey handed the form over, and they began to fill it out.

“So…” the assistant said, after a few minutes. “Photos, huh?”

“Yeah,” Todd agreed. “I try to capture what’s inside a Pokemon – what really defines them, based on the surroundings. To be symbolic.”

Tracey chuckled. “…and that’s exactly what I thought a photo couldn’t do. It sounds like our styles are more alike than I’d really guessed…”

Todd grinned, then looked down at the paper with a frown. “Pokemon age… I don’t actually know.”

“I do,” Sneasel said.

“Oh, right, I can just ask!” Todd grinned again. “That’s pretty cool.”

All three of them looked up at the sound of a knock on the door.

“I wonder if that’s the Professor,” Tracey said, standing.

“It’d be good if it was, I wanted to ask him something…”

As her currently-registering trainer continued with the paperwork, Sneasel watched Tracey head towards the door with interest.

Professor Oak was a famous person, and often wrote articles in the magazines that their photos got into – in fact, more than once they’d been commissioned to get photos of the subjects of his articles.

It would be interesting to meet him face to face, and she was looking forward to it.

“Hi!”

Sneasel blinked, and adjusted her gaze downwards a little.

“You’re kind of cute,” a young girl said, with an Eevee riding in her arms. “What’s your name?”

“Sneasel?” Sneasel said.

The girl giggled. “It’s funny when a Pokemon says their name in their language!”

She adjusted her grip, and the Eevee jumped out of her arms with a flowing grace – and, to the shock of both Todd and Sneasel, landed on the floor as an Umbreon.

“But…”

“It is still daytime, isn’t it?” Todd asked.

Umbreon flirted her tail, then went Sylveon and looked cute.

“That’s her trick!” the girl said. “Do you like her? Oh, I’m Molly – Molly Hale, nice to meet you!”

“Nice to meet you,” Todd replied, falling back on politeness.

“And from me as well,” Sneasel agreed.

“You’re nice,” Molly decided.


AN:


Brock wanted to do the song at least once.

Apart from that – well, there’s Drew, who’s got a new team member. Leafeon’s an interesting one as Eeveelutions go.

Max shown recruiting a new friend for Wattson, and Cinder once more being left behind by a Jirachi-port.

Then there’s… a lot of training. They have the time for it, so they’re hashing some things out. Goomy in particular has yet to pick up an offensive move, while Guy has to completely redesign his fighting style.

And, finally, Corphish not caring about this whole romance thing.

Oh, and there’s the arty duo.






134. Hoenn 14


This is the first of two chapters today.


“So, did Misty reply?” Brock asked.

“Oh, yeah – she said she was just making sure her schedule was free, and she’d come as soon as she could,” Ash replied. “Togekiss would rather solve things without having to stay there, but it’s kind of more important to-”

“Bagooooon!” interrupted them.

“What was-” Max began, and then a Bagon came flying off a nearby cliff.

It hung in the air for a moment, arms windmilling frantically… then fell towards the surprised friends.

May reached out automatically, and caught the Dragon-type – and, just a moment later, discovered that he actually weighed over forty kilograms.

The net result was that she staggered under the impact, went over sideways, and landed in the stream running alongside the path with a startled yelp.

“Ow!” she said, coming back to her feet – having let go of the Bagon, who paddled to the streambank and began to clamber out. “Why did I have to catch the dragon?”

“…because he was headed towards you?” Max asked.

“Ash, couldn’t you-”

“I thought Latias was going to get it!” Ash protested.

Latias decloaked with a blue flicker. “Why me?” she asked with a squeak. “Couldn’t Lucario have done it?”

“…in my defence-” Lucario began.

“Oh, whatever!” May said. “Just get me out of this stream…”

Blaziken reached over and pulled her out, then snapped his fingers and produced a curl of flame.

May sighed, feeling the rush of warm, hot air blowing from Blaziken’s feathers. “Thanks, that’s so much better…”

“I’ll keep it up until you’re dry,” Blaziken told her.

“That’d be nice…” May said, and looked into the blue sky overhead. “At least it’s a nice warm day, too.”

“You didn’t ask if Blaziken could have caught it,” Max pointed out.

“Oh, shut up…”

“Bagon, where are you?” someone called.

“Here!” the Bagon replied.

“Latias?” Ash asked, glancing over. “Can you check who that is?”

“Sure!” Latias said, shimmering back to invisibility and ascending into the sky.

“What was that about?” Max asked the Bagon.

“I’m trying to learn to fly!” the Bagon said proudly.

Glancing down at his Pokédex, Max frowned. “But… it takes evolving into Salamence to do that. You’ll not be able to fly for a while.”

The Bagon slumped. “Stupid Dragonair can do it, why can’t I…”

Latias came floating back down. “Looks like a trainer, she’s heading for the cliff.”

“Yep, that’s my trainer!” Bagon agreed. “She’s smart!”

The friends exchanged glances.

“…so,” Pikachu said. “Should I make the obvious joke about him needing the help, or…?”

“What obvious joke?” the Bagon asked.

“Hey!” came a shout from the top of the cliff. “That Bagon’s not yours!”

“We know!” Ash called back. “He literally jumped off a cliff at us!”

“At me, you mean,” May corrected.

“Do you need a lift down the cliff?” Brock asked. “I’m sure Flygon wouldn’t mind.”

“I’ll come myself,” the girl said, and proceeded to slide down the cliff in a shower of scree.

“That’s pretty cool…” Max said, watching.

“Did you say you had a Flygon?” Bagon asked. “Neat!”


“…so, basically, these glasses predict movements,” explained the trainer – who was, as it turned out, called Michelle. “I use them to help tell Bagon when to dodge.”

Ash blinked. “I usually just do that by looking.”

“Well, yes, but it’s helpful for faster moving Pokémon,” Michelle explained. “That’s not all they do, either – there’s a whole computer built into them.”

I could be glasses if I wanted… Kris muttered.

“She’s a Porygon,” Max told her, forestalling the question. “So… I guess there’s projectors in the side pieces or something?”

“In the glass itself, they’re semitransparent LCD,” Michelle corrected.

“So… your Bagon wants to evolve?” Brock said. “Would it be okay if we helped?”

“Oh, you mean by battling?” Michelle checked. “That would help, yes – my only plan so far is to make him a jetpack.”

She showed it off.

“That’s so cool!” Mawile said. “Hey, can Goomy give it a try?”

She turned to Ash. “Can you send Goomy out so he can give it a try?”

“Uh-” Ash began. “Well – first, I guess I should ask… can we borrow that for a bit?”

“I suppose that’s alright, so long as you don’t break it,” Michelle decided after a moment.

“What do you think, Goomy?” Ash added, sending the Dragon-type out.

“Hi!” Bagon said with a smile, waving.

“Uh, hi…” Goomy replied. “A jetpack? What does that mean, exactly?”

“It’s like a backpack!” Mawile said, walking over and pointing at it. “Here’s the straps, and this is where the fire comes out!”

“Fire?” Goomy repeated. “That doesn’t sound very safe…”

“Don’t pressure him, Mawile,” Ash admonished. “I guess we should start the battling – what Pokémon do you want to fight first?”

“What do you have?” Bagon asked.

“Well…” Ash frowned, then got Dexter out. “Can you display everyone who’s available? It might take a while to say them…”

Michelle frowned. “Wait, now I’m sure – you were conversing directly with the Pokémon. How do you do that?”

“Aura,” Ash replied.

“I prefer to call it ‘crazy Ash magic’,” May added.

“It’s not magic,” Brock cut in. “That would involve turning him into a Riolu again.”

“Oh, right, my mistake…”

“Flygon!” Bagon said. He frowned. “Hey, does it sound to you like I should evolve into a Flygon? Bagon, Shelgon, Flygon?”

“…actually, it does make sense,” Brock admitted. “And Trapinch, Vibrava, Salamence… hm, doesn’t sound as good…”

Shrugging it off, he sent the Ground/Dragon type out. “Okay, you know what we’re doing?”

“Yes,” Flygon agreed. “Fighting to help someone else get stronger is something I’m fine with.”

“That’s the idea,” Brock agreed.


“Okay, how does this work?” Goomy asked, looking at the jetpack.

“I think you put your arms into the… oh,” Mawile blushed. “Sorry, I didn’t think of that…”

She brightened. “I think the idea still makes sense, though! You know, rockets!”


“Ready, Pikachu?” Ash asked.

Pikachu nodded, cheeks sparking.

“Agility!”

Pikachu blurred forwards, and dodged around Bagon’s clumsy headbutt before firing a crackling bolt of electricity into the ground just behind his Dragon-type foe.

Bagon yelped, and retaliated with a quick Ember attack. The flames missed, but got close, and Pikachu sent a near-miss bolt back in reply.

“Nice work, Pikachu!” Ash called. “Keep it up!”

“So the idea here is that it’s as intense as a real battle, but because Bagon’s not being hit they can keep it up for much longer?” Max asked.

“Right,” Ash agreed.

Bagon flailed wildly with a Dragon Claw, and managed to clip Pikachu on the tail. The Electric-type responded by jumping away, skidding on the floor, and then dramatically falling over.

“How was that?” he asked, still lying on his back. “Was it better acting than Charizard does?”

“A bit,” Brock said. “Right, who next?”

Bagon considered. “That big Blaziken!”

Blaziken looked to May for approval, got a nod, and advanced to give battle.

Not the kind of battle one would normally expect from such a veteran Pokémon, though.


“…so I think you could just Dragon Pulse straight down, and then you’d go flying up into the air!” Mawile explained enthusiastically. “See! Told you we’d find a way for you to be a flying dragon!”

Goomy nodded dubiously. “I guess that would work… how’d I steer, though?”

“Practice!” Mawile said. “Plus I’ll come along on your back to tell you which way to go!”


Bagon jumped, head first, and caught Latias a glancing blow on the side.

She promptly cut her levitation and flopped dramatically to the ground, then started giggling uncontrollably.

“This is so silly it’s hilarious!”

Bagon started to laugh as well, then stopped – looking uncertain. “Uh… I feel kind of strange…”

A glow spread across his fine blue scales, and then to the rest of his body – and he began to change.

“Bagon!” Michelle called. “No – Shelgon? You’re evolving!”

When the light died down, the Dragon-type standing there was indeed a Shelgon.

“This doesn’t feel like a step forwards,” Shelgon said, a little indistinctly. “It feels like I’ve ended up less likely to fly in the near future than before, in fact…”

“Well, I guess it’s something you should get through as quickly as possible,” Ash admitted. “But at least you’re nearly there!”

“Thank you,” Michelle said with a smile. “You’ve probably saved me weeks or months of training.”

“That’s fine!” Ash replied. “We’re happy to help out!”

Dexter beeped. Okay, Misty’s on the way.

“We’d better get going,” Max said. “Nice to meet you!”


“They were nice, huh, Shelgon?” Michelle asked, a few hours later. She leaned back against his warm shell in the late-afternoon light, and adjusted her glasses. “It’s not everyone who would help out like that, especially not considering the Legendary…”

Shelgon made a sound of agreement.

“How are you doing?” she asked. “Everything okay so far?”

The Dragon-type began to reply, but then stopped.

“Shelgon?”

“Shellllll…” he said, and then erupted in light again.

“…okay, they saved us a couple of years,” Michelle corrected, blinking at the sight of the now-fully-grown Salamence who emerged.

Salamence looked back along his big, sleek body, then rumbled and gestured towards his back.

The message was clear. Hop on!


“Nearly there,” May said, as they passed a road sign. “That’s the place, right?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Misty said she’d meet us here.”

“Do you know how she’s coming over?”

Ash shrugged. “She didn’t say… well, Togekiss can carry her – just – but I don’t think that’s great for long distance stuff.”

“She’s got a Gyarados, right?” Max checked. “Could she come that way?”

“She could,” Ash agreed, frowning. “But I’m still not sure-”

“Hey, Ash! Brock!”

They looked up as Misty waved, before coming running towards them.

“Or we could just ask her now,” Max noted.

“Great to see you, Misty!” Ash grinned, as she slowed to a walk on reaching them.

“I second that!” Pikachu agreed, running down Ash’s arm to say hello.

“How have you guys been?” Misty asked, looking around at the group and giving Pikachu a quick scratch.

“Well, you know,” Brock shrugged. “The usual. There was a giant evil Groudon and a giant evil Kyogre.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty normal,” Misty agreed. “Ash broken any gyms yet?”

“No, he’s on a winning streak so far,” Brock told her. “Just five to go!”

Misty’s smile became slightly fixed for a moment.

“Anyway,” she said, shaking her head. “I know you two already, but I don’t know Max and May nearly as well. So, how’s it treating you?”

“Great!” Max said. “I’ve got nearly a full team already!”

“Delta, Arc, Jirachi, Guy, Cinder and Kris?” May asked. “That is a full team.”

“…yeah, Ash is a bad example,” Max muttered. “Anyway, I’ve got three badges!”

“Good work,” Misty told him. “What about you, May?”

“Only one ribbon so far,” May shrugged. “I’m taking it a bit slow, I want to make sure everyone gets a go.”

Misty nodded. “Yeah, I can understand that.”

“So,” May added. “What’s it like being a member of the Elite Four?”

Misty snorted. “There’s more paperwork than I was expecting?”

“You mean there was paperwork?” Ash asked.

“…well, yeah,” Misty admitted. “But the battles so far have been interesting – there’s been three or four people wanting to set up gyms already.”

Brock frowned. “How many of them made it?”

“Two,” Misty replied. “There was a nice Fairy-type trainer who managed to beat Karen – Togekiss told me all about that battle – and then a Dark-type trainer, he managed to beat everyone except Bruno and Lance.”

“That guy must be pretty cool,” Max said. “How’d he beat you?”

“Mega Sharpedo headlined his team,” Misty shrugged. “Pretty amazing battle, it’s a pretty good thing I had the battle take place in a giant lake – or I think Mega Gyarados might have broken something.”

“Like your house?” Brock asked.

“Pretty much… anyway, should we get going?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Oh, I guess you’ve got Togekiss with you?”

Misty nodded. “She’s in her Pokéball for now, though…”

“That reminds me,” Max said. “How’d you get here?”

“Will gave me a lift,” Misty told him.

“…oh, yeah, Psychic-types…”


“…this mission is one I entrust to you specifically,” the Boss finished. “Do you understand?”

“Crystal clear, boss!” Meowth agreed.

“Yeah,” Jessie nodded. “Makes perfect sense to me.”

“Really?” James asked.

“…well, no, but we don’t need to understand it, do we?” Jessie retorted.

“We’ll get it done, boss,” Meowth said.

“See you do,” Giovanni said, and ended the call.

“Well, I guess we’d better go turn off da autopilot and get over dere,” Meowth nodded. “Which way is it?”

“Well, we’re somewhere north of Fortree…” James began. “Oh, don’t forget we need to not run into the ash cloud from Mt. Chimney, too!”

“Right!” Meowth agreed, and disappeared into the cockpit. There was a building whine as the engine pitch and revs increased, and they began to turn to the left.

“Is there a good landing site?” Jessie asked, as James opened out a big map of Hoenn.

“Of course dere’s a good landin’ site!” Meowth replied. The engine noise declined slightly, then stabilized as they steadied onto a new course. “Dis plane could land on a hillside in a really big forest!”

“Once,” James added. “Hey, Jessie, does it count as landing if the plane’s on fire at the end?”

“Find us a proper landing site!” Jessie ordered.

“Right!” James agreed, spreading the map on the table. “…hey, it says there’s a tennis club here!”

“That’ll do!”


“I forgot how sandy it is around here,” May admitted, as they trudged through the desert. “Thanks, Jirachi!”

My pleasure! Jirachi sent, floating along in the middle of the group and using his psychic powers to deflect the sand.

“This whole having-Legendaries thing is spreading,” Misty laughed. “Who’s next? May?”

“…actually, that’s quite possible,” Brock pointed out. “Remember? The thing with Manaphy?”

Misty winced. “Sorry, you’re right…”

“It’s okay,” May said, smiling. “After what’s happened so far… I really hope it’s going to go better.”

“Guys!” Ash called back. “Swellow says we’re reaching the kingdom itself!”

“Great news!” Misty shouted to him. “I didn’t come here to walk through a desert for half the day…”


“Flaps down… engines on low…” James said, moving the yoke to adjust their approach. “Jets ready?”

“Yep!” Meowth called back. “Three, two, one-”

There was a thunderous roar from outside as the eight VTOL jets blazed to life, and James feathered the piston engines at the same moment.

Their transport trembled, losing the rest of its forward momentum, and settled slowly to the ground in a plume of dust.

“Dere!” Meowth said. “Nice an’ inconspicuous!”

“By what definition?” Jessie asked.

“Well…” Meowth had to think for a moment. “We didn’t crash?”

“…true, that’s not always something we could count on…” Jessie sighed. “Okay, how far do we need to walk?”

“About three miles,” James said. “I’ll leave Growlie here to protect the transport.”

Jessie nodded. “Right, let’s get going… where did the boss say those helicopters were?”

James indicated it on the map. “Just here.”

“Good.” Jessie reached for a Pokéball. “Okay, Dustox, see if anyone’s waiting for us!”


“Halt!”

The friends looked around, surprised, as guards came doubling out of the side alleys. More came across behind them, and a third detachment hustled any spectators out of the square they were in.

“What’s the big idea?” Ash asked. “We’re just here to-”

“Silence!” said the man leading the guards – and wearing a very big hat, to make sure they knew he was an important person. “No outsiders are permitted during the state of emergency!”

“This is the Mirage Kingdom, right?” Max asked. “I’d have thought Togekiss alone would make Misty welcome at least…”

“You have a Togekiss?” the man asked, eyes flashing. “That changes things. Guards! Confiscate it!”

“No way!” Misty replied hotly. “She’s not an it! Togekiss not anyone’s and she’s certainly not yours!”

“Att-” the man began, and then Ash punched him.

“Ouch, Ash,” Brock said, blinking, as the man was only stopped from hitting the floor by two of his soldiers.

“You attacked me!” he said, stumbling back to his feet and touching his nose. “Men, protect your colonel!”

“Wait, are you Colonel Hansen?” May asked, taking a step back.

“Of course I am!” the colonel replied, as Pokéballs flashed and Pokémon emerged all over the square. “And you’re guilty of high treason!”

“…you’re a colonel, not a king,” Max protested.

“I will be!” Hansen snapped. “Now!”

A Doublade swished in towards them, and Pikachu blasted it with a torrent of electricity – throwing it off – before being hit himself by a Shadow Ball from a high-speed Shedinja.

Latias decloaked, bathing a Ninjask in Dragonbreath to distract it, and then it all got a bit complicated.


“Anyone looking?” Jessie asked.

Meowth appeared next to her, and shook his head. “Nope. Nothin’ movin’.”

“Right,” she said. “Go!”

She and James moved across the garden, as nonchalantly as possible without whistling.

Periodically, Jessie stopped and trimmed flowers from the flowerbeds, making them look a bit nicer by removing the dead-heads.

James took the simpler route of just hoeing everything remotely hoeable on their path.

It helped that they were dressed in spare gardeners’ outfits.

After a few minutes, they reached the far side, and pulled the costumes off again once they were safely out of sight of the main building.

“So far so good!” Meowth observed, sticking his head out of a bush. “Now, it’s dat way to da helicopters!”

“…are you wearing a page’s outfit?” Jessie asked.

Meowth shrugged. “I ain’t gonna disguise as much else.”

“Quiet!” James hissed. “We’re nearly-”

“Who are you people?”

James jumped about a foot in the air.

“We could ask the same o’ you!” Meowth retorted to the speaker, who turned out to be a young girl. “What’s a girl like you doin’ out here?”

“It’s our palace!” the girl said. “I am Princess Sara – and none of you are servants, I’d recognize you…”

She gasped. “Are you some of Colonel Hansen’s troops?”

“Colonel who?” Jessie and James asked, in near-perfect unison.

Meowth frowned. “Da name rings a bell… nope, never mind, lost it.”

“Then you can’t be his troops,” Sara said, frowning. “And you can’t be that awful woman’s mercenaries, either…”

“What awful woman?” James asked.

“Mercenaries?” Jessie repeated.

“She does look a bit like you do,” the Princess went on, indicating Jessie. “But not quite the same.”

James paled. “Uh oh…”

“You tink-” Meowth began, and then a loud, loud noise interrupted all of them.

Rising over one of the low garden walls, the first of a small fleet of helicopters faced them – with a very familiar face at the door.

“James, what a pleasure!” Jessiebelle said, with a cruel smirk. “I’m glad to see you still can’t resist seeking me out-”

Jessie shook her gardening shears at the other woman. James joined in by shaking the hoe, making them look like a very small and unusually horticultural mob.

“-but I’m taken!” she went on, unfazed. “Have you met my new beau? No? Well, he’s ever so rich and powerful – he’s going to be a king!”

“Ew!” Princess Sara shouted, sticking her tongue out. “My father’s the king, my mother’s the queen, and Colonel Hansen’s never getting our kingdom!”

“I beg to differ!” Jessiebelle called. “Get them!”

Both Rockets went for their Pokéballs, and the first two to emerge in flashes of white light were Wobbuffet and Moltres.

“Fire at the Moltres!” Jessiebelle ordered over the radio, and her whole helicopter fleet deployed rocket pods.

Then dozens upon dozens of missiles wooshed out, aiming for the Fire-type Legendary.

Moltres plunged towards them, wings flaring, and spat a blast of Flamethrower which blew three missiles to pieces. She gave it a moment longer, then dodged to the side and pulled up – the missiles following, their heat-seeking heads locked firmly onto her enormous thermal signature.

“…okay, so Moltres is kinda busy for now,” Meowth noted, watching as the aerial chase continued. From the occasional bursts of flame which starred the sky, it was clear Moltres was trying to get a good angle to destroy a missile, but they were fast enough she was rarely able to get that angle.

Abra spread his hands, and a shimmering shield flashed into existence around the Rockets, their Pokémon, and Princess Sara – just in time to catch some incoming bullets.

“They’re shooting at us!” the Princess said. “That’s illegal!”

“Is it?” Jessie asked.

“It is if I say it is!” she pointed out.

“Good point,” Meowth chuckled weakly.

“How long can you keep the shield up, Abra?” James asked him.

A while. Ignore the bullets, focus on the important stuff, Abra suggested.


Absol’s horn flared with a Night Slash, and she swung it to block a strike from a steely Doublade.

She concentrated, dialling up the intensity of her senses, and as the other blade came in she adjusted for it – sensing that she would be in trouble if she stayed as she was, she took a step back and used a Dark-empowered paw to grip the blade she’d deflected.

That freed up her horn, and she smashed the second strike from the Doublade to knock it into the floor – digging a hole for a moment, before it simply phased out.

She sensed Keldeo approaching her from behind, largely by the abrupt warning that he had a small chance of accidentally knocking her over, and adjusted her position to allow for his presence – hearing the ring of horn on steel that suggested that he was fighting a second Sword Pokémon.

“Everything okay?” he asked, to the sound of more clashing attacks. “These guys are tricky – I think one of them used Sacred Sword! That’s our move!”

“I know,” Absol replied – having felt the probability of that happening. “I suggest Psycho Cut to block if they do.”

“You know that?” Keldeo checked, and saw her nod in reply before batting away another strike. “Great!”

“Yes, I-”

The Doublade Keldeo was facing switched targets, and swung its off-blade towards Absol’s rear.

“Look out!” Keldeo said quickly, lashing out with a hoof to try to turn the blade aside.

Fortunately, Absol had a reply ready. Her tail flared black with a Night Slash like that on her horn, and flicked across to deflect the swipe and prevent it from hitting her.

“You can fight like that?” Keldeo blinked. “Nice!”

“It’s not exactly easy,” Absol admitted, dividing her attention between keeping one Doublade busy to her front and moving her tail in the ways which would not result in her being backstabbed.

“Then I’ll just make it easier!” Keldeo told her, and blasted the Doublade with a torrent of water from his hoof.

Ghostly it may have been, but the two-bladed Steel-type was knocked flying – and, as it began to recover, Cinder pounced and began worrying at it with her Crunch.

Glad that was being handled, Keldeo whirled and began to help Absol with the other Doublade.


“Yah!” Meowth said, forming a trio of coins between his claws and pitching them at his opponent.

The Purugly batted aside two of the coins with a paw swipe, and took the third blow on his haunch – giving an ill-tempered look to the other Normal-type.

“Get him, schnookums!” Jessiebelle told him.

“…ya what?” Meowth asked, taking a step back. “She actually calls ya schnookums?”

Purugly yawned, then charged – startlingly fast.

Meowth blurred away from the attack, kicking off one of the low walls, and swiped at Purugly’s back as he passed overhead. That earned a discontented yowl, and he got free just before the long spiral tail managed to snag him.

The Purugly huffed, and let out a loud and resonant MROWL which produced a shockwave visible in the air.

Meowth jumped over it, doing a flip at the apex of his arc, and threw another brace of coins with each paw before landing and lashing out with his claws.

Purugly blocked with his right paw, then his left, and the two exchanged blows for several seconds – until Purugly managed to cuff Meowth in the side, sending him skidding off.

“Okay, not tryin’ dat again…” Meowth muttered, as he came to a halt.

“Are you okay?” Princess Sara asked.

“Yeah, just peachy,” Meowth told her. “Ain’t it obvious from how I’m smilin’ all the time?”

He shrugged. “What’s da deal, anyway?”

“I think she’s trying to get a Togepi,” Sara said. “You need one to be eligible to take the throne!”

“Yeah, trust me, Togepi ain’t easy to steal…” Meowth replied, remembering the times he’d tried.

Turning back to the fight, he found that Purugly hadn’t moved to follow up his advantage – just sitting there, looking smug.

“Yeah, you ain’t gonna look like you got into da cream for long,” the Rocket feline said.

Purugly’s expression invited Meowth to come and have a go if he thought he was large enough.

Meowth’s response was to grin, and another Meowth burst out of the ground underneath his opponent. The Substitute managed to score a telling blow before being stamped on and dispelled, and the original produced two more before launching a coordinated attack with Fury Swipes and more Pay Day coins.

“…I’m being saved from our own army by ninjas,” Princess Sara said, shaking her head. “Okay, that’s not how I imagined today would go…”


“Look out!” Stantler called, and trotted forwards to lash out with a one-two kick at a Raticate.

The first blow missed, but the second told – knocking his opponent away, and preventing him from hitting Blaziken in the back.

A moment later Blaziken joined in the kicking, sending the Raticate hurtling off into the middle distance with a Blaze Kick.

“Thank you,” he said, and Stantler grinned.

“Horn Leech!”

The ghostly horn of a Trevenant hit his side, and did nothing whatsoever.

“Geodude, to your left!” Stantler said, and the Rock-type forced a quick wall of earth up to block the attacking Ninjask – then gave the Normal-type a grin.

“Thanks, kid!” he said, and added to the earthy fortress he was erecting around the trainers.

Stantler smiled in return, half his attention on the illusions that were keeping quite a lot of Pokémon and soldiers distracted.

“Wood Hammer!”

The Trevenant’s leafy limb smacked into Stantler’s side, again doing nothing much.

Stantler spotted another situation that could use his help, and sped over to smack the Durant with a Jump Kick.

It staggered, but still managed to use Entrainment – and he spotted a Shedinja swoop in and do… something.

“Pay attention to me, damn it!” the Trevenant snapped. “Shadow Claw!”

Stantler’s ears picked up. “Me First!”

The space between his horns twisted, in an eye-hurting way much more intense than his normal illusions, and he lashed out with both rear hooves cloaked in shadowy energy.

Empowered by several Sap Sipper boosts from the not-particularly-bright Trevenant, the attack hit hard enough to knock his arboreal opponent over with a crash of ethereal branches.

“Someone didn’t study the type chart,” Geodude chuckled. “Good work again, kid.”

Stantler’s ears heated at the praise, and he ducked away from an attack by one of the Ninjask before vanishing completely in another layer of illusion.


Latias gained height, avoiding the attacks of the Pokémon closer to the ground and knocking yet another of the considerable Ninjask supply off course with a Dragonbreath before breaking out into open air.

She noticed the explosions happening near another part of the palace grounds, and watched with some surprise as a Moltres emerged from the smoke cloud – followed by a number of highly manoeuvrable missiles which reached out to try to englobe her.

The Moltres blew two of them away with a Fire Blast, and turned on a wingtip to throw the rest off before vanishing back into the smoke.

Latias was about to go to her aid – recognizing her fellow Legendary as an ally – when she was rebuffed by more Pokémon being sent out from below.

Half a dozen Drifblim materialized, all sent out by a particularly specialized soldier below, and she considered them before attacking one with a blast of Dragonbreath.

It stood up to the attack for a moment, began to waver, and then the others sent blasts of Icy Wind her way and she had to dodge – towards her target.

Coming to meet her, it rammed her – and exploded.

“Ow!” Latias cried, not having expected the close-range blast – her wing had actually been slightly phased into the Ghost-type when it blew up – and feeling at her ringing ears underneath her feather coat.

“Latias!” Pikachu called.

She dodged a second barrage of ice and looked down – seeing Lucario picking Pikachu up, and the Electric-type seemingly steeling himself.

Then Lucario used Fling.

Realizing what was going on, Latias side-slipped lower and snagged Pikachu out of the air. “Are you here to help?” she asked.

“That’s right!” Pikachu agreed, as she transferred him to her back. “I’ll get those Drifblim out of the way for you, I’ve got longer range!”

“Right!” Latias agreed. “How long will-”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, then there was a BOOM as he fired a Thunder.

It arced from Drifblim to Drifblim, and they lit up like fireworks before releasing great explosions of gas and slumping towards the ground.

“-it take?” Latias finished, impressed. “Nice work!”

She spotted movement on the ground below, and banked in a sweeping turn – one which became a high speed evasion as what she’d seen came rocketing up towards them.

“Target identified. Proceeding to obliterate.”

Pikachu sighed. “Oh, great, a Golurk. And not a very bright one.”

“Any advice?” Latias asked.

“Keep us on the move, I’ll fight it!” Pikachu advised, and Latias complied – accelerating them away at speed, and drawing the Ghost-type robot after them.

“Ice Punch.”

Latias spun in a broad loop, dodging the first attack. “Wait, does it have rocket fists!?”

“Looks like!” Pikachu agreed, and hit the other rocket-powered punch with a Thunderbolt. “Keep moving!”


“Magical Leaf!”

Cubone ducked under a blow from an enemy Floette, and the bone in her right hand blurred as it intercepted the return stroke.

Her left hand formed a fresh weapon with a crash of blue light, and it solidified as a great big thigh bone as big as she was just before impact.

There was an almighty crack, and the Floette was forced back at least four feet by the impact.

“Arbok!” Cubone called, dissolving the heavy bone, and reached behind her.

A snake tail snaked its way into her grip, and she gave Arbok a sharp tug which brought him forwards at speed.

“Poison Fang!” Arbok announced, grinning.

The Floette blanched – though as her flower was white it was hard to tell – and swung her implement at him to try to ward him off.

It kind of succeeded – the fangs closed on the petals, not the Floette herself – but left her with Arbok in close quarters and readying a Poison Sting.

Deciding her teammate could handle that, Cubone turned to the rest of the fight – and had to backpedal as a Teddiursa swiped at her.

Using the moment of extra time her backwards move gave her, she formed a Shieldon shield for her left arm and used it as a battering weapon.

“Ow!” the Teddiursa said, rubbing at his nose. “Meanie!”

“I’m not an idiot,” Cubone sighed.

“But you hit me!”

Cubone’s reply was to grab Seviper’s tail and use him as a thrown weapon too, hitting the Teddiursa with about fifty kilos of snake.

“Must you do that?” Seviper asked, coiling back up again as Teddiursa picked himself up.

“It was quite satisfying,” Cubone said blandly. She formed a handful of knucklebones and threw them at the recovering Normal-type. “Would you rather I threw you at that Snubbull?” 


“Damn you!” the Colonel said, staying behind his guards. “Stop resisting and give me the Togekiss!”

“Sorry, did you think getting a Pokémon off an Elite Four member was going to be easy?” Misty asked, blinking. “It’s not like you’re doing well in forcing me…”

“You’ll sing a new tune soon!” the Colonel snapped. “Gengar!”

“…sorry?” Max asked. “Is that supposed to-”

“Look!” May interrupted him, pointing. “That’s a Mega Stone!”

“Ah, good, you’re familiar with it!” Hansen said, and drew out a baton with a flourish.

“Isn’t that the baton of a field marshal?” Brock asked. “Aren’t you just a colonel?”

“I’ll be whatever rank I want once I rule this kingdom!” Hansen replied sharply.

The stone set into the baton began to glow, and it was matched by the Mega Stone on its headband.

For a moment, the orange light was too bright to see. Then, as it faded, the friends saw Mega Gengar.

Surprisingly, the place the Mega Stone had been was changed – a ring of orange and gold on Mega Gengar’s forehead, with a dark point in the middle.

The eyes were different – redder, with extra marks either side of the pupils – and spikes had proliferated all over his back and hands.

The biggest change, though, was that Mega Gengar had half-sunk into the ground. Violet-magenta energy crackled around the points of contact, a dire warning for anyone nearby.

“So what?” Misty asked, reaching for her bracelet. “Gyarados, let’s make this a Mega versus Mega fight!”

Gyarados emerged, roared, and began to transform in his own right – flashing orange just as Gengar had.

Warning! Dexter said suddenly. That Pokémon has Shadow Tag.

“So that means Mega Gyarados is going to be committed to the fight,” Ash said, then overrode himself. “Wait – Sceptile!”

The others followed his gaze, and saw Ash’s Grass-type was just finishing off a Loudred right next to the Mega Gengar.

“Sceptile, look out!” Ash shouted.

“Pardon?” Sceptile asked, rubbing at his ear. “This Pokémon kind of deafened me…”

Ash reached for Sceptile’s Pokéball to recall him, but the Mega Gengar chuckled and stamped a hand on the ground – resulting in a purple-violet pulse of light which deflected the return beam.

“Ah.”

Sceptile turned, looking Mega Gengar up and down, and cracked his knuckles.

“Right, let’s dance.”

Mega Gengar lashed out with a blast of shadowy energy, opening with a Night Shade.

Sceptile stepped aside, tail waving for balance as he dodged the first blast of the attack, and rammed a Leaf Blade blow into the side of his Ghostly opponent.

As Mega Gengar was Poison-type, this did less damage than it might have done on another opponent. It didn’t do no damage, though, and Mega Gengar hissed before launching a barrage of Shadow Balls.

Leaping backwards and into the air, Sceptile replied with a barrage of his own Bullet Seed. The attacks intercepted most of Mega Gengar’s Shadow Ball attacks, blunting the potency of what had been a spectacular attack, though one got through and detonated against his thigh.

Sceptile only flew backwards a few feet from the impact, before hitting the invisible wall of the Shadow Tag with a thud and dropping to land on lithe hind legs.

Then he had to dive to the side to avoid a Shadow Sneak, and countered with a Leaf Blade that sprang off his arm-leaf and bit home.

“Stop him!” Hansen ordered. “Hit him, crush him! He’s a Grass-type, not a Dark-type!”

Mega Gyarados rumbled. “Lucky you…”

“Wait,” Ash said. “Keldeo!”

There was a shwiiing as Absol pinned down the last of their opponents, then Keldeo blasted it with a torrent of water and knocked it out.

“What is it?” he asked, galloping over.

“How’s Sceptile doing at learning-” Ash stopped as Mega Gengar caught Sceptile in the side with a Shadow Punch, though the blow seemed to be only glancing.

“-Night Slash?” Keldeo guessed, and got a nod in return. “We were getting close. We weren’t that far off on a lot of the blade moves.”

“Do you think you can finish teaching him?” Ash went on.

“Yeah!” Keldeo agreed. “Absol, can you help me with that?”

“Of course,” Absol said, padding forwards to do just that.


Colonel Hansen faced facts.

Whether his Mega Gengar managed to defeat this Sceptile or not, it was an open question whether Mega Gengar could defeat all the Pokémon arrayed against them.

Fortunately, like any good commander, he’d stacked the deck.

“Keystone,” he ordered.

One of his men passed him a Pokéball, and he threw it at the ground.

What came out was, for a moment, a stone with odd markings on it. Then it began to awaken, a cacophany of voices merging into a single call.

“Spiritomb…”

“Shedinja, over here,” Hansen added. “Now.”


“Carnivine!” James called, pointing. “There!”

His Grass-type nodded, and a Vine Whip snaked out in the direction James had indicated.

Two of Jessiebelle’s mercenaries raised their guns and fired – the bullets whipping around Carnivine’s vine as it approached.

Always around, though. None of the bullets actually hit the vine, and they only had a couple of seconds before it reached them and a coil of tough plant material wrapped around the ankle of the one on the right.

“Whoa!” he shouted, kicking out. “Get it off me!”

His partner aimed his gun.

“No, don’t shoot my leg!”

“Then what do you want me to-”

Carnivine pulled hard, making the right-hand man fall over with a thud and a shout of pain, and then whipcracked him the other way and knocked that man over as well.

While they were stumbling to get up, he relieved them of their guns and put them in the growing pile next to James.

“Victreebel!” James ordered next. “Get those three!”

This fire team had seen what happened to their allies, and readied themselves for a fight.

“Fire!” the one in charge said, and more bullets cracked out towards Victreebel.

They ricocheted from what seemed to be thin air as Abra exerted psionic force, and then Victreebel mounted his attack.

Rather than use vines, he simply blew a cloud of Sleep Powder at the group. They waved at it, trying to avoid the soporific effects, then slumped to the ground.

Now was when Victreebel sent out a Vine Whip – just to relieve them of their guns.

Cacturne contributed with a focused blast of sand, making a soldier drop her gun and rub at her eyes to try and clear them out.

“Great work!” James said. “Pity Weezing’s not here, though…”


“This worked well,” Weezing said, floating up and down.

Growlie barked his agreement. “Yes – nice work!”

Four well-armed men groaned on the floor, trying to get the incredible stench out of their nostrils.

“They’re not going to get this plane any time soon,” Growlie nodded. “What move was that, by the way?”

“Move?” Weezing asked. “I didn’t have time to use a move. I just breathed on them.”


“Wow…”

Silver watched with round eyes as a flaming light swept across the northern sky, with misty blue ice trailing it like a shadow.

There was an explosion, rendered soundless by distance, and the sources of the light emerged from it – the local Moltres, wreathed in flame, dove towards the flat-topped mountain with Articuno behind.

They wove in and out of a common base path, trading first place, and then took on a two-helix spiral as they plunged towards the ground.

A burst of lightning lit the sky from below, and Zapdos came out of a glacial crevasse.

Silver gasped. “So that’s where he went!”

His parents smiled, exchanging a warm glance.

The family watched as all three Birds now formed a triple-helix, rising towards the low clouds that brooded overhead.

“When do you think your great-uncle will turn up?” the female Lugia asked, and her son frowned.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I mean-”

Red light speared out of the cloud, shooting off over the horizon and then sweeping up to vertical.

“-whoa!” Silver interrupted himself, as the three Birds broke apart and began to whip the clouds into a thunderstorm. “This is amazing!”

“Yes, my uncle is quite the showman,” his mother agreed. “As are his friends.”

“Do your friends Articuno, Zapdos and Moltres do this?” Silver asked.

Lugia shook his head. “They’re more… recalcitrant.”


AN:


This was one of the not-randomly-selected things to go kind of… over the top.

Before that there’s an appearance of that Bagon who wanted to evolve, and succeeds.

And then… the Mirage Kingdom. With Misty!

Also Jessiebelle.

By the way, those Birds at the end – they’re on Iceland.






135. Hoenn 15


This is the second of two chapters today.


Sceptile leaped into the air, powerful legs pushing him up and over Mega Gengar’s Shadow Ball attack, and swiped out with a blazing green Leaf Blade as he went.

The attack impacted, hard enough to make Mega Gengar flinch, and he lashed out with a pulse of crawling Dark energy.

Sceptile’s tail whipped around, slamming into the Dark Pulse wavefront and breaking it, and he spat out his green-glowing twig for a Leech Seed as the darkness hid him for a moment.

The result was that Mega Gengar was caught by the quickly-growing roots and vines, but snarled in rage and began tearing them apart again with Shadow-Claw hands.

“What was that last bit again?” Sceptile asked, stepping back almost to the barrier.

“You have to keep the blade’s energy calm and cool,” Absol said. “It doesn’t matter how you feel, but there can’t be much contradiction in what you send it – otherwise the typing breaks down.”

“You get the hang of it pretty quickly,” Keldeo added. “You’re already using Dark energy, you just need to make it last long enough to use.”

“Right,” Sceptile said, and concentrated.

Green light formed on his arm-blade, then darkened – colour and brightness leaching out of it to leave a purplish darkness.

“Right!” Keldeo said. “You’ve-”

“Look out!” Absol interrupted him.

Sceptile darted aside as a Shadow Ball formed, dodged it as it slashed past him, and lunged forwards with the Night Slash glowing in not-light on his right arm-blade.

Mega Gengar fired a second blast of shadow as he got within attack range, and Sceptile sliced through it with his Night Slash – making it ripple perilously, but not collapse – before jumping clear over Mega Gengar and firing it downwards into his back.

That made the Mega Evolved Pokémon very unhappy. He fired out an omnidirectional Dark Pulse, batting Sceptile higher as he flew, and then his tail vanished into the ground.

“Sceptile, he’s using an attack with his tail!” Ash called. “Look out!”

Landing hard, Sceptile rolled and came to his feet – tail lashing to steady him.

There was a frozen moment, and then the tail emerged again – glowing purple, bright with the poison it carried.

Directly underneath Sceptile.

Cat-quick, the Grass-type jumped away at the very instant the tail phased through the ground surface. But it wasn’t enough to avoid all the barbs, and two struck him – one on the upper right of his chest, the other on his right arm.

“Sceptile!” Ash called. “Are you okay?”

“He’s poisoned!” Brock said, recognizing it as it began to take effect. “That’s going to be a problem!”

“Come on, Sceptile!” Ash said. “You can do it!”


“Entrainment,” Hansen said.

The Ghost/Bug type used the move it had mimicked earlier in the battle, and a pulse of light passed from it to Spiritomb.

Colonel Hansen smiled.

At last, things were going according to plan.

That Sceptile wouldn’t be able to last much longer, and once he was handled then any Fairy who they might have could be sorted out by Mega Gengar… and Spiritomb would sort out absolutely everything else.

That was his job, after all.

It was a pity that the few other times Shedinja had managed to spread Wonder Guard had all been to Pokémon that had promptly been beaten by super-effective moves, though…


Sceptile touched his chest, stained purple where the poison had arrived, then looked up at Mega Gengar and crossed his arms.

“Hey,” he said.

“What?” Mega Gengar asked, not having expected that response.

In reply, Sceptile’s arm blades both began to glow night-black.

“Night Slash!”

Sceptile lunged forwards, jinking left and then right to throw Mega Gengar off, and slashed at his arm with a Night Slash – then another, then a third as he spun against the counterbalance of his tail.

Startled by the force, Mega Gengar drew his arm out of the ground and slammed it back in – aiming to knock Sceptile away.

The Grass-type simply knotted himself to the ground with Grass Knots, enduring the blast with a wince, and continued his attack.

Mega Gengar dove underground to escape, and his Poison Jab stabbed upwards again.

Sceptile’s blades stabbed at the appendage – snagging one of the barbs, and keeping it from retracting back underground.

“Here’s something a friend taught me,” Sceptile said, and rammed his green-glowing tail into the ground – shattering the already-gouged stone of the plaza, and driving into the soil beneath.

Then the whole area around Sceptile heaved upwards.

“Frenzy Plant!” Sceptile announced.

The whole fury of the Grass-type attack went underground – and, unfortunately for Mega Gengar, he was stuck underground right at the epicentre.

Shaking and trembling lasted for several seconds as vines and roots wormed their way out of the ground all around the inside of the barrier, and when it finally faded Mega Gengar woozily dragged himself back out of the ground.

He met a Night Slash with both arms at once, wobbled, and fainted – flashing orange and reverting to merely Gengar.

The barrier collapsed, and Ash ran over. “Sceptile! Are you okay?”

“I think I’m about to pass out,” Sceptile informed him, and did so.


Zwwom Zwwom Zwwom

“Get off my back!” the Aggron roared.

“No,” Corphish replied, clinging on with all six legs and slamming his Shellsabers home in a methodical left-right-left-right pattern.


“Damn you!” Colonel Hansen hissed, returning Gengar. “Right, that’s it. Spiritomb! Get them all!”

“Tomb…” the Spiritomb hissed, rising higher into the air. Then a blast of lightning crackled out, slamming into Mega Gyarados and knocking him backwards.

Mega Gyarados roared, loud and long, and charged forwards. His first Crunch hit Spiritomb, producing a crackle and a bang as the Water-type scored a telling blow.

“Entrain him!” Hansen snapped, and Shedinja fired out another converting rush of energy at Mega Gyarados.

The Water-type snorted and Crunched Spiritomb again… and got nothing.

“What?!” Misty asked. “How does giving Mega Gyarados Wonder Guard make his attacks not work?”

Mega Gyarados has Mold Breaker, Dexter said. So that Spiritomb must be under Wonder Guard too – and now Mega Gyarados can’t hurt him any more.

Misty paled.

Then there was a wham as Spiritomb used another Shockwave, and followed it up with a nasty Infestation attack which drained Mega Gyarados’ strength with disquieting speed.

“What do we do?” Max asked. “Wait – Cinder! Can you get him – he’s still weak to Fairy attacks!”

“Right!” Cinder agreed with a bark, and charged forwards – ready to hit Spiritomb with a Play Rough attack.

She bunched, leapt, and -

-and Shedinja interposed himself, taking the Fairy-type attack as though it were nothing at all, and then slapped her down with a Bug Buzz which forced her back to the cracked stonework.

Then an Ominous Wind pulsed out from Spiritomb, hitting most of the Pokémon in the courtyard and knocking some off their feet.

“Brock, what do we do?” Stantler asked, sounding panicked. “I wasn’t hit, but… I… but I feel… sleepy…”

He collapsed with a sigh.

“Hypnosis!” May said. “Was this guy saving the best for last or something?”

“Looks like it,” her brother agreed.


“Right,” Jessiebelle sighed.

Why was it so hard to hire good troops these days?

As if to punctuate her thought, Moltres came swooping back down from overhead with flames trailing from her feathers. The last missile detonated, and there was an ominous click from the launching pods.

“Out of missiles, ma’am!” the pilot told her.

“I can see,” Jessiebelle agreed. “Fine, we’ll do this the boring way.”

“Hey!” Princess Sara shouted up at her. “Get out of our kingdom!”

Jessiebelle pouted. “Oh, and I was just settling in…”

Hovering down to just over James’ head, the Moltres let out a cry of challenge. Her feathers blazed up, and she fixed Jessiebelle with a stare.

“Sorry, must dash,” Jessiebelle apologized. “Klefki!”


“Wat’s one o’ dem when it’s at home?” Meowth asked.

Jessie shrugged. “I’ve not heard of it… wait, is that it?”

“I ain’t sure how dat’s gonna be a threat,” Meowth admitted, looking at the Klefki.

It was essentially an animate keyring, about twenty centimetres across, with about six keys strung on the ring portion of its body.

“Wait!” James held out his hand. “Remember what happened last time we decided a Pokémon looked too cute to be a threat?”

The entire Rocket cell exchanged glances.

“Run!” Meowth said, summarizing their views.

A moment later, Klefki’s whole body flashed, and a series of bright pink barriers formed around them – trapping them in the courtyard.

“Fairy Lock!” Jessiebelle explained. “Like it?”

Meowth wound up and threw a coin at Klefki. The lump of metal passed through the barrier and got close to hitting, but then a Protect screen materialized around Klefki and the coin spanged away.

The next to try something was Carnivine, who lashed out with a Vine Whip towards Klefki.

The moment part of the vine impinged upon the sparkling pink barrier, a shock travelled back up it to him. He withdrew it quickly, stung, and shook it out.

“Abra?” James asked. “Can you try to teleport-”

I tried seven times already, Abra informed them, one eye cracking open for a moment. That barrier’s pretty much impervious to travel – it’s tracking life force, I think.

“So a Ghost-type could get through it?” Jessie guessed.

“You see any around here?” Meowth groused. “Okay, let’s try dis – Dustox, can ya Whirlwind ‘im?”

“Right!” Dustox agreed, beating her wings, and a swirling storm of wind began to build up. She slammed it forwards, and it coiled and twisted through the air – passing the barrier…

…and Klefki blocked it with another pulse of energy.

“Well, how about that…” Jessie sighed. “It was worth a try, I guess.”

“Now, where did that silly girl go?” Jessiebelle asked.

Klefki jangled, and swooped down to pick something off the floor.

“What’s that?” Jessiebelle asked, then smiled. “Ah, excellent – it’s the key to the Mirage temple!”

“Dat place has a key?” Meowth asked, blinking. “Ain’t it kinda… needed for worship an’ stuff?”

“This is different,” Jessiebelle began, then stopped herself. “Well, anyway. Enjoy yourselves! Don’t let them out, Klefki.”

She picked up one of the weapons left lying around, a pistol, and headed off to the temple. There was a flicker as she sent out what seemed to be her last Pokémon – a Spritzee – and then she was out of sight.

“What now?” Jessie asked, not unreasonably.

“I know!” James said suddenly. He put his fingers in his mouth, and whistled – loudly enough to make Meowth put his paws over his ears.

“What was dat for?” the feline Pokémon asked.

A few seconds later, there was a bark. Growlie came bounding clear over one of the walls, and skidded to a halt just short of the barrier.

“Okay, Growlie!” James said. “See if you can find a young girl around here – and help her stop Jessiebelle!”

“There’s no need to look,” Sara’s voice said.

She crawled out from under one of the surviving bushes, and brushed her dress off. “I used to play there when I was younger,” she explained. “Can he help me?”

“I’m sure he can,” James told her.

Growlie whined.

“You need to help her, Growlie,” James said firmly. “That’s the best way to help us – if you can, then Sara can get that Klefki’s Pokéball and return it.”

Growlie huffed out a sigh, and nodded.

“Right!” Sara said. “This way!”


Lucario surged out from behind the cover of the stricken Mega Gyarados, blue Aura flaring on his paws and his eyes red with Foresight.

An Ominous Wind attack – stronger than the last – battered at him, and he crossed his forearms and raised a Protect before charging forwards again as soon as the wind died down.

“Lucario, look out – the Shedinja’s hiding inside the Spiritomb!” Ash called out.

“I see!” Lucario agreed, and one of his paws went from blue to orange as a Fire Punch flashed into life on it.

Spiritomb moaned, and a concentrated blast of Psychic energy rushed down to engulf Lucario.

May gasped as the doughty Fighting-type came out the far side, and launched himself forwards – one paw flashing with Aura, the other with his Fire Punch.

Shedinja stayed hidden, so Lucario’s Force Palm was the one he delivered. It hit with a crackling bang, ramming through two layers of ghostly energy to reach Spiritomb’s body, and the impact knocked Spiritomb skidding backwards in the sky.

Lucario’s body twisted, recovering from delivering the blow and swinging his other paw to hit with the Fire Punch, but Shedinja was too fast – slipping back and out of range before the attack could connect.

Then the Bug/Ghost was back inside Spiritomb, who rose higher into the air as Lucario fell – getting out of melee range.

Undeterred, Lucario landed with bent knees and began to build up an enormous amount of Aura – pushing it into his paws, building a great globe of it… and then fired it skywards.

“Aura Storm!”

The ground at his feet shifted, moving along the cracks and making him adjust his stance, and a blue beam of fire connected him with his opponent.

After perhaps five seconds, it faded to a trickle before vanishing entirely – and Ash groaned.

Shedinja was just in front of Spiritomb, and neither looked at all harmed by the blast.

Lucario reacted quickly, reigniting his Fire Punch and forcing a blast of flame off it towards the sky – but Spiritomb moved in the way, and the attack slid off.

Both spiral pupils of the Dark/Ghost type glowed, and Lucario staggered as he fought the Hypnosis – with his eyes open for Foresight, he couldn’t use his normal way of avoiding the attack. Then his knees went, and he crumpled.

“Stay up there!” Ash called, noticing Latias and Pikachu. “Stay clear – neither of you can hurt that Spiritomb!”

Misty frowned. “Wait… I-”

Togekiss exploded out of her Pokéball. “Misty! I can fight them both!”

“Togekiss?” Misty asked. “But – I’m sure there’s another-”

“I want to do this, Mom,” Togekiss said firmly. She took a breath, and added something else – quieter. “Last time… this place was good to me.”

“I see,” Misty said. “Okay, then – and good luck.”

“At last!” Colonel Hansen said. “Put that Togekiss to sleep!”

Togekiss’ feathers shimmered a faint green for a moment, and then she took off in a wash of wind.

“Why haven’t you put it to sleep yet?” Hansen demanded.

Spiritomb would have shrugged if it had shoulders.

“Fine, then – if it’s going to be a fight! Dream Eater!”

The over-a-dozen Pokémon who had been rendered asleep by Hypnosis began to twitch, moving in their slumber as energy drained skywards to heal the damage Spiritomb had already taken.

Then Togekiss reached fighting altitude. She did a flip, and a glow lit her wings before blasting forwards as she opened the battle with a Fairy Wind.


“The gate’s shut,” Sara said, pushing on it and turning the latch. “She must have bolted it.”

Growlie rumbled, and inhaled.

“No, don’t!” she said in a hasty whisper. “That’ll make it obvious we’re following her.”

The Arcanine nodded, and let his lungful of air out again. He cocked his head questioningly, and yipped at the young princess.

“Uh… I’m not sure,” Sara admitted.

Growlie considered, then padded over to a wall. He reared up and gripped near the top with his forepaws, then gave her a come-here gesture with his head.

“…oh, I see!” Sara said. “Thanks!”

Using his furry body as a stepladder, she clambered up to reach the top of the wall.

Jessiebelle was there, just disappearing through the door of the temple. Her Fairy-type began to turn to look, and Sara ducked back down quickly.

After several seconds, she peered over again.

“I can’t see her,” she said softly.

Growlie nodded, and lifted one forepaw off the wall for a moment to gesture her forwards.

Sara hoisted herself up, and lowered herself down the far side of the wall before dropping the last foot or so to the ground.

“Okay, I’m over,” she called softly. Dusting herself off, she headed for the gate-

There was the sound of a heavy Pokémon moving around, and then Growlie jumped clear over the wall and landed on the stone with a patter of feet.

“That was impressive,” Sara complimented him.

Growlie lolled his tongue out for a moment in a canine laugh, and then they followed Jessiebelle into the temple.


Jessiebelle crouched behind the altar. “Now, where were we… there!”

She took Sara’s key from her pocket, and used it to open a panel and reveal a hidden device.

“Of course, there has to be a way to get to the sanctuary without a Togepi to get a Togepi,” she congratulated herself. “And that fool had just what I need…”

Taking out the icon, she admired it for a moment.

It was really quite a nice piece of work. Made of some shimmering crystal, it had a Togepi engraved on it, and was marked by eight dots in an octagon.

Smirking, Jessiebelle placed it in the slot.

There was a weighty click as some hidden mechanism actuated, and then the temple floor lit up.

“Good,” she said, standing up and walking to the centre of the design.

There was a flicker, and she vanished – along with her Spritzee.

For perhaps ten seconds, the temple was silent. Then the door opened, and Princess Sara and Growlie came through looking cautiously around.

“Oh, no…” Sara groaned. “She must have stolen Father’s icon from his room…”

Growlie let out a rising growl, then butted the back of her hand – pushing her forwards.

“What are you-” Sara began, looking back, then did a double take and looked at the pulsing floor.

“Oh, I see – it’s still active!” she realized. “Good idea!”

Growlie nodded, barking agreement, and she steeled herself before stepping onto the design with the Fire-type.

It took a long time to build up the energy, but eventually they were gone as well with a flash.


“How long?” Phoebe called, shouting to be heard over the wind.

“About ten minutes!” Drake shouted back, his longcoat whipping in the wind.

His Dragonite dipped slightly, avoiding a cloudbank, and they swept towards the slopes of Mt. Pyre – aiming to miss it to the left, and then continue on their course towards Route 111.

“Any updates?” Drake added, looking back at his fellow Elite Four member.

Phoebe had her phone out. “Nothing since last time – I guess whatever’s going on, they don’t have the time or attention to keep us up to date.”

Drake considered, mustache bristling. “I hope you brought the big guns, Phoebe!”

“I’ve got Chandelure and Mismagius, for a start!” Phoebe replied. “And I know you’ve got Salamence and Altaria as well as Dragonite!”


“This place always amazes me,” Sara said softly, looking around.

She shook her head. “I don’t see that horrid woman… can you tell where she is?”

Growlie bent his nose to the grass, and sniffed. He frowned, sniffed again, then nodded and set off.

Sara hurried to follow him, and he described a meandering path through the underbrush.

There was such a lot of greenery that neither of them could see more than ten or twelve feet, and the young princess had the sense that they weren’t far behind – but then something else caught her attention.

“Wait,” she said, and Growlie stopped – looking confused, then sniffing and tilting his head.

Crouching down, Sara looked under a bush. “Hello?”

“Piiii!” the Togepi underneath said, voice full of fear.

“It’s okay,” Sara said, soothingly. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

“Toge… to?” Togepi asked, glancing over at Growlie.

The powerful Fire-type gave a solemn nod, and Togepi considered that for several seconds – then jumped up into the arms of a somewhat surprised Sara.

“Whoa!” the princess said, and cradled the little Togepi. “It’s okay, sssh… I’ll look after you. That nasty Colonel Hansen or his girlfriend won’t get you.”

Togepi hugged her, and Sara smiled.

Then Growlie’s ears perked up, and he whirled back the way they’d come.

“What is it?” Sara asked, shifting Togepi slightly. “Is she coming?”

Growlie shook his head, and gestured for her to come along.

“Right!” Sara agreed, and lowered Togepi to the ground. “Stay here, where it’s safe.”

Togepi shook his head and clung on.

“You want me to stay here?”

Another shake.

“You mean – you want to come with me?” Sara asked, surprised. “Uh – okay, I guess…”

Growlie barked, and Sara hurried to follow – carrying Togepi in her arms.

It took less time to get back to the portal site than it had to get to where they’d found Togepi, but they were too late – whatever Growlie had heard was gone.

“Is she still in the sanctuary?” Sara asked, and got a head-shake. “Then we’d better hurry to stop her!”


Togekiss rolled in mid-air, snatching herself away from the barrage of Shadow Ball attacks that both Ghosts were firing at her.

“I miss being immune to that,” she said ruefully, then pitched up in a half-loop and performed a wingover.

The leading edges of her wings glowed, and she fired a blast of Fairy-typed energy forwards – augmenting it with a swirling wind that whipped it into a wide cone.

Shedinja darted forwards, absorbing the brunt of the attack, but a little of it bled through to hit the Spiritomb despite his best efforts.

Togekiss wasn’t done. She fired a second blast of Fairy Wind, then dipped and pulled up again.

Air Slashes curled off her wings, aiming for Shedinja, and the Pokémon fighting her switched places – the Air Slashes hitting Spiritomb and dissipating, before a Night Shade lashed out at her.

Togekiss dodged, which led to her only taking a glancing hit as the Night Shade crackled down her side. She bit back a cry of pain, pulled up in a high Immelmann turn, and her wings glowed with steely light.

“That’s not going to help!” Hansen crowed, and neither of his Pokémon bothered to dodge.

Rolling, Togekiss avoided a Shadow Ball and aborted her attack run to switch approaches.

Once more, a Fairy Wind built on the leading edge of her wings. This time, she held it and held it, dodging and weaving through the attacks Spiritomb was sending her way, then turned abruptly in and fired the wide Fairy-type attack.

Shedinja darted out to block, and Togekiss smirked.

He’d notice an oncoming Air Slash. But this wasn’t Air Slash.

Inhaling briefly, Togekiss let out a blast of rose-coloured flame that licked across the space separating her from Shedinja.

“Sacred Fire!”

The attack roared, and Shedinja turned around to try and dart back inside Spiritomb for protection.

As he reached it, just ahead of the wall of flame, Togekiss used her other trick. A blast of Fairy Wind.

The attack smacked into Spiritomb, knocking him backwards… but didn’t touch Shedinja at all.

The Bug-type was exposed only for a moment. But it was enough, and the stricken Husk Pokémon fell from the sky in a trail of rosy fire.


“All right, Togekiss!” Misty called up. “Great work!”

“Bet that was a surprise!” Brock smiled.

“Okay, love!” Misty added, cupping her hands around her mouth. “You can damage him now!”

“I know!” Togekiss called back down, evading a Dark Pulse from the vengeful Spiritomb. “Just give me a few minutes and I’ll do just that!”


“Where’s she going?” Sara asked, panting. “This is right back along the same route from before!”

Growlie shrugged, the motion flowing into his movement, before turning back to look at her again and wait for her. She could almost see his frustration with their slow pace, and blushed before redoubling her efforts.

“Toge-piiii…” the little Fairy-type said, and she adjusted her grip to not jostle him so much.

They reached the archway that led back into the square, and paused long enough to hear Jessiebelle talking.

“So, James,” she said, smirking. “How have you enjoyed yourself in there?”

“Skank,” the other woman – Jessie – muttered, loudly enough to hear.

Sara tried to stop Growlie growling, gesturing to him, but he didn’t pay much attention.

“Sadly, I’ll have to take my leave,” Jessiebelle went on. “It’s a pity, but it seems my beau is having a little trouble… ah well, I only wanted him for his country anyway.”

There was the sound of an engine starting.

“At least I have time to take care of you,” she added, and there was a metallic klik sound.

Growlie bolted around the corner, snarling, and Sara followed in time to see the Arcanine’s jaws reaching for the gun in Jessiebelle’s hand.

There was a bang, a yelp, and the weapon clattered to the floor.

“Lock him!” Jessiebelle ordered quickly, and a shimmering shield of Fairy-type energy slammed down around Growlie.

“Damn mutt…” the woman added, rubbing her right hand with her left.

“Are you okay?” James asked, worried. “Where did the bullet go?”

“Look at his side!” Jessie said, and pointed.

Sara looked as well, and saw a thin crease of ruffled fur on his haunch. By the looks of things, the bullet hadn’t drawn blood… but it had certainly made a mark, albeit one that would fade.

Found it, a mental voice announced. Something pinged off the stone floor, and then a squashed metal shape floated up. It hit a stone.

“That dog has too much good luck,” Jessiebelle grumbled, as her helicopter got louder. “Well, I’ll just leave you all to it. Klefki, keep them in there until I’ve escaped, there’s a good schnookums.”

Growlie shook his head, refocused, and launched a surge of flame at Klefki. The Fire Blast hit a Protect and blazed off, harmlessly, and Klefki giggled with a key-jangling sound.

“To-ge, to-ge…”

Sara looked down at Togepi.

He was standing on her arm, waving his fingers back and forth and chanting rhythmically. “To-ge, to-ge, to-ge, to-ge…”

“Ain’t dat a Metronome?” the talking Meowth asked.

“I suppose it must be,” Sara agreed, remembering Togepi knew that move. “What are you trying to do?”

“To-ge, to-ge-to-ge… piiii!”


Faerie-fire crackled around Togekiss’ wings, and she pulsed out a Fairy Wind as Spiritomb lashed at her with a Night Shade.

The attacks crossed, and it was the Night Shade which gave way. Spiritomb wailed as Fairy-type energy washed over him, hampering him, and Togekiss was past and away before he could attack again.

Distant again, Togekiss turned to get a good look at her opponent.

She was getting close… but then, she was getting tired as well. Sure, she could damage her opponent, but he’d been boosting himself with Ominous Wind before the battle had even started.

Togekiss decided to push a bit harder. She let the fairy energy gather on her wings again, then brought it in to saturate the whole leading edge – forming a crackling, sparking layer that was thick and unstable, and which spread further until it coated every feather she had with restrained energy.

She dove, the wind whipping at her feathers, and Spiritomb howled triumph as she got closer.

A quick pulse refreshed her weakening Safeguard, keeping his continual Hypnosis from affecting her, and then she was in range of his Shadow Balls.

Left-right-dodge and pull up – down-and-

One of the attacks burst too close to her, ghostly energy snatching at her feathers, but she pushed past and plunged on – into the body of Spiritomb.

At that moment, she released the Dazzling Gleam.

A bright pulse of light pierced the darkness that was Spiritomb’s form, and a cacophony of cries crested before slowly dying down as the shadows dissipated.

Curls of darkness flowed sullenly back into a Pokéball at Hansen’s side as he stared.


“Well done!” Ash called up, as Togekiss drifted wearily down. “That was really cool!”

“Yeah!” Brock agreed. “Great work!”

“Thanks,” Togekiss smiled wanly. “But I had to do it.”

Misty coughed.

“…I did have to do it, right?” Togekiss asked, with a sinking feeling.

“You wanted to,” Misty said. “But there’s a much easier way we could have handled it.

Togekiss touched down, and her wings slumped. “There was?”

By way of reply, Misty held up Seaking. “She knows Soak. I remembered just before you went up there.”

Everyone else stared at her, especially Pikachu.

“You mean you could have just done that and none of this would have been a problem!?” Pikachu demanded.

“It was a backup plan,” Misty defended herself. “Besides, I trusted Togekiss.”

“I can’t argue with that…” Togekiss giggled.

She looked around. “Uh… what now? Should we stop that guy getting away?”

The trainers whirled, to see Hansen sending out a tough-looking Pidgeot.

“Latias, Pikachu, quick!” Ash said. “Stop him!”

Hansen’s Pidgeot took off with a clap of wings, and ascended like a homesick meteor. Latias frowned, and set off after him with Pikachu clinging to her neck.

“Can they catch him?” May asked.

“I don’t know…” Ash admitted. “I’m not sure which is faster…”


Arceus turned his attention from the ongoing battle for a moment.

It had been a truly epic conflict, so far. Lasting days for each battle, as the hero and his three Legendary companions battled the most powerful Dragon-types that existed.

They were, at the moment, handling Reshiram. And Zekrom. And Kyurem.

All at once.

But despite that, Arceus focused on something else. A flicker of awareness from outside their little world, the first he’d had in a while.

Well, it’s not like Giratina has a copyright on it…

“Ultimate Space-Time Barrage!” Dialga and Palkia chorused, and fired a blast of rent spacetime at Reshiram.

Arceus floated a few inches into the air, so the resultant massive earthquake didn’t wrong-foot him.

Now, how should I start when it’s my turn? wondered The Creator. Perhaps a Judgement barrage? I’m not exactly going to need to keep this continent in one piece when I’m done…


Sara watched as the light of the Metronome flashed on Togepi’s fingers, wondering what it was going to be.

Togepi’s head glowed blue, and he vanished in a flicker.

“What-” Jessiebelle blinked. She looked at Klefki, who was safe inside a Protect augmented by his own kind of special shielding.

Then Togepi materialized inside the shielding.

Behind Klefki.

At about fifty miles an hour.

The impact of what had in fact been Shadow Force hit the Fairy-type hard enough to stun him, and all his barriers – Fairy Lock, Crafty Shield and Protect – collapsed at once.

This did not bode well for either Klefki or Spritzee, both of whom promptly got completely flattened by the teams of the Rockets, and then Meowth threw a brace of coins through the helicopter engine and it coughed and aborted takeoff.

In the sudden silence, a faint voice could be heard.

“…to-ge-to-ge-piiiii!”

Then Jessiebelle vanished, looking faintly surprised as she did so.

“What happened?” Jessie asked, blinking. “I thought normally you’re at least supposed to go blasting off…”

Sara’s new friend rubbed his head. “Owww… that Klefki was hard…”

He shook himself, and frowned. “Wait, was that – it was! That was my cousin!”

“What was?” Meowth asked.

“That voice – it was my cousin! She’s really kind of horrible!”

“Figures,” Meowth sighed. “Da whole Mirage Kingdom and she finds da one nasty Togepi in the bunch…”

Sara collected up Togepi, and turned to the Rockets. “Thank you so much for helping to save our kingdom – we’re in your debt!”

“It wasn’t much, really…” James began.

“Shut up!” Jessie hissed.

“I’m going to ask my Dad to give you two a knighthood,” Sara decided. “I-”

A boom interrupted them, and they looked skywards to see what was happening.


“It’s no good!” Latias said, as they climbed higher into the sky. “He’s getting further away from me – he’s been resting all this time, and we were fighting that Golurk…”

“Right!” Pikachu replied, running along Latias’ neck to stand on her forehead. “Thunder!”

The Electric attack snapped out, but missed – by now the Flying-type was too far away for him to aim well.

“Awww…”

Pikachu sighed, and sat down – still on her head. “Worth a try.”

There was a whoosh, and both Pokémon looked sideways with some surprise.

“What’s going on?” asked a burly man on a Dragonite – that Pikachu suddenly recognized. Drake!

“Stop the guy on the Pidgeot!” he shouted.

Drake looked lost.

His Dragonite, however, did not, and shot off at the kind of speed that very few Pokémon could match – heading straight for the Pidgeot, and gaining.

“…well, I guess we should head back down,” Latias said eventually. “Was it me or ws there a girl on the back of that Dragonite too?”


“Very good work, everyone,” Phoebe said, some minutes later, as Colonel Hansen was loaded into the first of a number of police vans. “I wish we could have gotten here sooner – it sounded like you had a lot of trouble.”

She nodded to Misty. “It’s good to see that Lance has chosen some competent team members for the Kanto-Johto Elite Four, as well!”

“Thanks,” Misty smiled. “But everyone was important, really.”

“I see.” Phoebe returned the smile. “I shouldn’t be surprised, not when one of the others is Ash Ketchum – we’ve heard about him already down here in Hoenn!”

“Why am I not surprised…” Max muttered.

“That was really fast work!” Ash said. “I mean – it can’t have been more than half an hour?”

“It was probably a bit longer than that counting travel time,” Phoebe shrugged, then sighed. “Like I say, we should have been quicker. As it is we only arrived in time for cleanup.”

“I actually think he planned for you to turn up,” May said.

They looked at her.

“Hansen, I mean,” she clarified. “Or, rather, he had a plan for dealing with you. That’s what the Mega Gengar, Spiritomb and Shedinja were for, he’d put anything you did have that could take care of the Spiritomb in with the Mega Gengar… and anything else would be helpless, with that Wonder Guard.”

Phoebe was silent for a moment. “Yes, I can see that,” she said, after some consideration. “I’d certainly have trouble with it, though I think I could sort it out.”

She shrugged. “Ah well. I suspect I’m going to get to know some of these Ghost-types very well, I’ve already been asked to help rehabilitate them…”


“Fine specimen!” Drake delivered his verdict, nodding at Flygon. “Not too battle-ready, but there’s more to even Dragons than battle!”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “I know what you mean.”

Flygon smiled at him. “I like him,” he said. “What do you think he thinks of Goomy?”

“Good question,” Brock agreed, and relayed it.

“Oh, you’ve got a Goomy?” Drake asked, eyebrow raised.

“No, Ash does,” Brock clarified.

“Well, they’re a worthwhile Pokémon to raise,” Drake judged. “They’re the most powerful groundbound Dragons that aren’t Legendary, at least when fully evolved.”

Flygon frowned. “Really?”

Brock relayed that.

“Garchomp’s as powerful – more powerful if they go Mega – but they can fly, if they’re trained right,” Drake informed him. “Mostly ground-effect, but it counts.”

“I see.”

The Ground/Dragon type shrugged, with a flip of his wings.


Pikachu jumped down into Ash’s arms. “Ash!”

“Hey, Pikachu!” Ash replied, smiling. “Looks like you and Latias were a good team!”

“Yeah,” Latias agreed. “It’s good to have a passenger who can attack behind me…”

“Glad to help,” Pikachu replied, then turned back to Ash. “You know who I spotted during the battle?”

“No,” Ash admitted. “I’m guessing it wasn’t someone who was here?”

“Nope – I saw Moltres,” Pikachu told him. “I’m pretty sure it was James’ one.”

“…huh.”

“I know,” Pikachu chuckled. “I didn’t expect them to be here either.”

“Well, I guess…” Ash looked around through closed eyes. “Wait, I think that’s them. Come on!”

“What’s that?” Max asked, turning away from a discussion with Guy.

“Jessie, James and Meowth are here,” Ash replied. “I guess they were in the neighbourhood?”


“So, what brought you guys here?” Ash asked.

“Well…” James shrugged. “The Boss was worried about something, so we came over here to see what it was…”

“Is that how it works?” Ash asked, curious. “That seems a bit of a coincidence.”

“Imagine our surprise when it turned out that it was Jessiebelle,” Jessie said, with a scowl.

“Jessie who?” Ash frowned.

“…now, dis could mean one of two tings,” Meowth observed. “Either Ash never heard of her, or he just plain don’t remember…”

Pikachu shrugged. “Don’t ask me.”

“So, what happened to her?” Misty asked. “Did she end up blasted into the sky?”

“No, actually,” James said, sounding troubled. “We’ve got no idea. She vanished in a teleport – which seems to have been due to a Togepi.”

“She stole a Togepi?” May asked, shocked.

“No,” Meowth replied. “An’ dat’s the worryin’ bit.”

“Excuse me?”

They turned, to see the princess standing a little hesitantly at the edge of their group.

“I was wondering,” Sara began. “It was mentioned by Elite Four member Phoebe that you,” she indicated Ash, Misty, Brock, May and Max, “helped to defeat Colonel Hansen at the same time as Jessie and James handled-”

“An’ me!” Meowth interjected.

Sara covered her mouth for a moment. “Yes, and Meowth – handled Jessiebelle. Since you’ve all done our kingdom a service, then I am going to ask my father to honour you – our saviours.”

“What sort of honour?” Max asked.

“Well…” Sara frowned. “I was thinking a knighthood each might do. Do you think that would do?”

A small hand tugged at her sock, and she bent down to pick up Togepi – missing the surprised reaction of the friends.

“…well, I didn’t expect that,” Brock admitted. “That’s a great honour.”

“That’s settled, then,” Sara said. “I’m sure father won’t mind.”


Sir Aaron panted, hands on his knees, and tried to get his breath back.

After so long training here, and all the battles, on top of his experience in his old life and the removal of several physical considerations in this altered world… it was quite unusual to be so exhausted.

“Sorry,” Dialga said, sounding genuinely contrite. “I didn’t see you there.”

“It’s okay,” Sir Aaron assured him. “No harm done.”

“What happened?” Giratina asked, drifting down. “I missed it.”

“I managed to finally knock out Kyurem,” Dialga explained. “Unfortunately he landed on Aaron.”

Giratina nodded. “That does explain the crashed Kyurem.”

“Handled Reshiram!” Palkia called. “Did you know that if you turn someone into a localized gravity centre while they’re over a lake, they get absolutely soaked?”

“I think we could have worked that one out ourselves,” Sir Aaron said. He stood with a grunt. “Okay, what now?”

“Well, we already fought Zygarde… I guess that means the only one left is…”

Dialga fell silent.

All four of them looked skywards, and saw Arceus in glory resplendent with his Plates rotating around him.

Then, sixteen of them shimmered for a moment and vanished. The final one, the purple-russet Draco Plate, drifted towards him and merged with his body.

His golden ring became purple, as did his hooves.

Put it this way, Arceus observed. Consider this a final exam.

Judgement.

“Aaron, get on!” Dialga said, and Sir Aaron jumped to do so – getting himself up on the back of the Dragon-typed Legendary as the meteors screamed in.

Then there was a blur, and they were over a smouldering wasteland.

“I jumped us through them!” Dialga explained.

Aaron nodded, understanding. They’d skipped the actual moment of impact itself…

Space tore with a bass rumble as Palkia fired at the draconic Arceus overhead.


AN:

Let’s just say that Hansen really came loaded for a big fight.

He did not quite go big enough.

Meanwhile – a Togepi who’s shown up before in the show, though not in this fic.






136. Hoenn 16


“This still feels kind of bizarre,” Ash said for the eighth time, fiddling with the entirely non-functional symbolic sword the Mirage Kingdom had pressed on him.

“We know,” Max replied. “You’ve said it enough…”

“What I can’t get over is that you’re Sir Ketchum,” Pikachu said. “Sir Ketchum of… what was it?”

“The Wall Garden’s third quarter,” Lucario supplied blandly. “A noble location.”

May gave him a suspicious look. “You’re trying not to laugh, aren’t you?”

“No,” Lucario told her, cool as ice. “It makes sense, anyway. After all, they’re not a very big kingdom, they don’t have much land to bequeath.”

“I guess that explains why they gave Misty a pond,” May agreed. “I’m still not sure why I got a shed, though…”

Brock shrugged. “At least you didn’t get a rock.”

“It was a very nice rock, I thought,” Ninetales observed with a smile.

“A rock.”

As they reached the crest of the pass, as if by a spoken signal, they halted.

The friends looked back over the Mirage Kingdom, and after a minute or so Max pointed. “Look!”

A cloud of dust and debris swirled up, and Team Rocket’s transport aircraft rose into the air before switching to horizontal flight and sweeping off south.

“It’s a good thing they were here,” May observed. “I wouldn’t have liked us to have to face the whole force ourselves.”

After some more contemplation, Ash turned. “All right, let’s go!”

“I guess we should be glad he waited this long,” May sighed.


“You know, I’m glad we did this,” May said. “This is much quicker than walking through the desert.”

“I’m glad to hear it!” Flygon told her, wings buzzing steadily. “I don’t mind a desert, but I understand other people and Pokemon think differently…”

May frowned. “I think I got that… you’re happy with the desert?”

“Pretty much.”

“Yeah, that was about right,” Brock agreed.

Both Dragons flew on under a hot sun, well above the shifting sand that would have taken exhausting hours to walk through.

“Where should we stop, Brock?” Flygon asked, looking ahead. “I think we’re reaching the outskirts of the desert area.”

“I think you’re right,” Brock agreed. “Okay, can you fly closer to Latias?”

Flygon did so, moving a little to the right and closing up with his wingmate.

“Hey, Ash! Max!” Brock called. “Where do you think we should stop?”

“I don’t want us to miss Skitty!” Ash called back. “I’m pretty sure she’s around here – so we should land fairly soon. What about by that building there?”

“I like the sound of that!” May weighed in.

Both dragons, one green-and-red and one pink-and-white, banked towards the compact shape of a building.

“Is it me…” Max began, after a moment. “Or does that look kind of familiar?”


“Welcome, travellers!” Victoria Winstrate said heartily, waving as they landed. “We usually see people on the ground, but anyone’s welcome!”

“That’s very hospitable of you,” Brock replied, sliding off Flygon’s back and giving him a grateful caress. “I guess it’s living by a desert, right? Everyone you meet is a bit unprepared, so you get into the habit of helping?”

“What? No!” Victoria shook her head. “We get bored stiff just battling each other! Speaking of which…”

“I guess you’d like a battle?” Brock asked, as a series of flashes marked the others sending out their walking Pokemon – Ash added Lucario to Pikachu, Max sent out Cinder, and May opted to let her Blaziken have some time out. “Well, I think it’s more likely to be my friends who’d like a good friendly match right now.”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “We’re doing the Gym Challenge, and I’d like to give some of my Pokemon some good training!”

“That sounds like a fine idea,” Victoria nodded. “Hey, everyone! There’s some trainers here!”

Three other Winstrates came bursting out of the house.

“Is it time for a battle?” asked the youngest, Vivi.

“That’s right!” Victoria told her daughter. “Now, you all know which order we go in!”

Vivi nodded her agreement. “Momma’s stronger than Papa, I’m stronger than Momma, and Grandma’s stronger than me!”

“So it’s my turn first,” the father agreed. “Let’s go to the arena!”


“Zigzagoon, let’s start this off!” Victor said, releasing his normal-type.

“Okay, Mawile, your go!” Ash told her, sending the Steel-type out. “See how you do!”

“Okay!” Mawile agreed. “Hi!”

“Hello yourself,” Zigzagoon waved.

“Mawile…” Ash considered. “Start off with Ice Fang!”

“Right!”

Mawile advanced, leaning forwards slightly as she ran, and her horns snaked up a little with ice glittering on the teeth.

“Left and attack with Thunderbolt!” Victor ordered, and his Zigzagoon skipped to the side before launching a bolt of lightning.

The attack hit Mawile in the side, crackling over her body, and she giggled.

That made Victor blink. “Did she just giggle?”

“Mawile’s kinda tough!” Ash said.

“It was kind of painful, a bit, but mostly tickly!” Mawile informed everyone, still giggling a bit, and swiped with her jaws to try an Ice Fang.

Zigzagoon – no fool – jumped back and warched her warily.

“Okay, try a Quick Attack!”

Clang.

“You’re funny,” Mawile said, watching as Zigzagoon rubbed his head with his paws before ditching that idea.

“Hm, I might need to think about this one…” Victor admitted.

“Iron Head!” Ash said.

Mawile nodded, and jumped forwards to deliver a Steel-infused headbutt with her overhanging jaws.

Zigzagoon blasted her with another Thunderbolt, which made her giggle and stumble, and got clear before she could recover.

“Right, this is going to have to be done carefully,” Victor said.

“Come on, Dad!” Vivi called. “You can do it!”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” her grandmother said, and winked.

“Vicky…” Victor sighed. “Okay – Zigzagoon, Belly Drum!”

Zigzagoon got a safe distance from Mawile, and then rolled onto his back and drummed his belly for several seconds.

“Look out, Mawile, he’ll hit pretty hard now!” Ash called.

“Okay, got it!” Mawile said, focusing. “I’ll just make sure I’m not an easy target!”

She put her balled fists up in a martial-arts pose, and puffed herself up.

Shaking himself out, Zigzagoon blinked. “You look seriously adorable…”

“Iron Tail!” Victor instructed.

Zigzagoon – looking a little winded now – lunged forwards, and went into a roll before striking out at Mawile with his iron-infused tail.

“Play Rough!” Ash ordered.

Mawile staggered as the Iron Tail hit her, then grabbed it before Zigzagoon could get away.

“You’re not very nice!” she informed him, giving him a shake. “You should be more polite, you big meanie!”

“I – uh… sorry?” Zigzagoon asked, a bit bewildered.

“Is this okay?” Mawile stage-whispered up at Ash. “I’m not quite sure how to do it…”

“That’s fine!” Ash said. “Now, Ice Fang!”

“Okay!” Mawile agreed, brightly, and then her jaw swung around again and Zigzagoon briefly wondered why he’d felt sorry for something with so many teeth.


“Not bad,” Victoria said, as her husband returned Zigzagoon. “She’s quite nice… well, would you rather battle me or my daughter next?”

“Can I?” Vivi asked. “If Mr. Ketchum doesn’t mind…”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “I guess I should switch out?”

“That’s what we’d prefer,” Victoria said. “Vivi has actually got a Fairy-type too.”

“Really?” Mawile asked, walking back over to stand by Ash and watch.

“Okay, Marill!” Vivi said, sending the Water-type out. “Ready?”

Marill’s tail bobbed up and down. “Yep!” she said.

“Tyranitar!” Ash called.

Victoria took a step back. “…oh.”

“Do you think you’re ready for this?” Ash checked, as Mawile beamed and began cheering.

“I’ll give it a go,” Tyranitar replied, planting his feet carefully.

“Is this fair?” Victor asked.

“Shut up and get on with the fight!” Vicky called, and Vivi giggled.

“Okay…” she said, and frowned. “Right, I think we should be okay. Keep on the move, Marill!”

“Tyranitar, start with Dark Pulse!” Ash said, sticking to ranged moves for now.

Tyranitar opened his mouth, inhaled briefly, and sent a blast of Dark energy forwards.

Marill jumped out of the way, bouncing once before running along the arena floor, and fired a stream of bubbles at Tyranitar.

“Good!” Victoria said, as Tyranitar carefully raised an arm to protect himself from the barrage.

Vivi smiled, glad of the praise. “Now, close in!”

“Uh, can you try and Stomp?” Ash asked.

“I don’t know that-”

“Silly, you just tread on them!” Mawile said.

“Oh…”

Arms out for support, Tyranitar’s foot rose and fell.

It came nowhere near Marill, who jumped up onto his tail and thwacked him with an Aqua Tail.

“Ow!” Tyranitar roared, and thrashed his tail. The violent movement unbalanced him, making him stumble a step or two, and by the time he’d regained his balance Marill was back on the ground – safe.

The Water-type promptly barraged Bubblebeam at Tyranitar again.

“Ow, ow, ow!” Tyranitar complained, bringing up an arm to block – more fluidly, now, as he gained confidence. “Dark Pulse!”

Dark-typed energy blasted out at Marill, who ducked under it and ran in for another Aqua Tail.

“Tyranitar!” Ash called. “Do you think you can do Iron Head?”

“…not really,” Tyranitar admitted, smacking Marill away with his tail. The bubbly Water-type compressed from the impact, bounced twice on the floor, and rolled to a halt before firing a Water Gun. “Do you have any other suggestions?”

Ash considered. “Iron Tail?”

“I know the theory…”

Marill jumped in for an attack, and Tyranitar’s arm shot out. He grabbed his opponent by the spring in the tail, and promptly got a faceful of water.

Reaching out with his other hand, he turned Marill to be facing away from him.

Then the pom-pom on the end of the tail glowed blue and whacked into him.

Taking his hand to deal with that meant he had to let go of Marill’s body, and he got blasted by water at least twice more before ultimately ending up with the Fairy-type’s head in one hand and the tail in the other.

“…what now?”

“Does that count as winning?” Ash asked.

“Nope!” Vivi told him. “Marill, use Superpower!”

Marill’s little arms reached out, grabbed Tyranitar’s thumb, and in a topologically questionable move threw him over her shoulder.

“…how did that work?” May asked, blinking, as Tyranitar measured his length in the dirt with a ground-shaking crash.

“I don’t know, and it happened to me…” Tyranitar muttered, pushing himself back to his feet. “Ow…”

A white glow developed around Marill as he did so, and Ash winced.

“You know, Ash, you should really start charging for that,” Brock chuckled, as Vivi’s Azumarill emerged from the light.

“Wow, you evolved!” Vivi said, with a smile. “Okay, Superpower again before he recovers!”

Azumarill chambered a punch and jumped at Tyranitar.

The blow hit hard – very hard, knocking Tyranitar skidding backwards into where the stands would be on an official pitch and leaving a long furrow in the ground.

“…wait,” Vivi asked. “Why’s he glowing?”

Tyranitar used Bide.

Azumarill dodged as best she could, and the eruption of returned energy only clipped her in the side – sending her rolling and bouncing across the arena in turn.

“You’re doing great!” Ash called.

“I don’t feel it…” Tyranitar replied, rubbing his upper torso where the Superpower had hit.

“You can do it, little bro!” Mawile cheered, waving two fluffy bits of tinsel May had given her. “You’re the best!”

Tyranitar frowned, then seemed to realize something.

A blue light formed at the base of his tail.

Max and May stared as the light spread – rising up his tail, lighting up spine after spine, until it reached his neck.

Unfortunately for Azumarill, she hadn’t seen it. She leaned forwards, spring-tail flexing, and then launched herself forwards with the impetus from her tail.

Tyranitar used Hyper Beam.

The Fairy-type was swept away in the torrent of bright blue energy, sliding away along a path that left a scorch mark in the floor.

She ended up in a heap at the side of the arena. “Ow.”

Unfortunately for Tyranitar, Hyper Beam had a lot of recoil.

He ended up going over backwards, and the last dregs of the Hyper Beam stuttered skywards before giving out.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked, dropping her pom-poms and hurrying over.

“…I guess that counts as a draw?” Vivi asked tentatively.

Ash looked at his Rock-type, who seemed to be pretty out of it. “I guess so… hey, Max, you want to do the next one?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “Who am I fighting?”

“Well, me,” Victoria told him. “Since your friend fought Vivi.”

Max nodded. “Okay – I’ve got a Pokemon who’s not battled much yet, so I’ll use him!”

“Sounds good to me,” Victoria agreed.

He opened his bag. “Jirachi, want a go?”

“Ji-what?” Vivi gaped.

A yawn came from within, and then Jirachi floated out.

Sorry, I was asleep… he admitted.

“Want a battle?” Max asked. “We can try out that new move you’ve got!”

Sure thing, Max! Jirachi agreed, perking up considerably.


“Okay, so I’m battling a Jirachi,” Victoria said, shaking her head. “Right… Roselia!”

Roselia emerged, did a double take, and gave her a look.

“I know, I know,” Victoria admitted. “But give it a go, okay?”

The Grass-type sighed, nodded, and turned to face her opponent again.

I’m kind of new to this! Jirachi said, waving, and then frowned suddenly.

His tags waved as if in an invisible wind, and lit faintly with a soft yellow glow.

“…what are you doing?” Roselia asked.

Yah! Jirachi announced, and the glow and wind vanished.

Two or three seconds went by with nothing happening.

Roselia shrugged, and pointed her right flower. “Pin Missile!”

Jirachi floated sideways in a somewhat anaemic dodge, and then there was a sudden whack from behind Roselia that sent her sprawling forwards.

“Ow,” she muttered.

“Good shot, Jirachi!” Max said.

“Was that Future Sight?” Victor asked.

“That’s what it was!” Victoria agreed. “Okay, Roselia, stay on the move! Don’t let him get you with the Future Sight!”

Jirachi’s tags lit up again, and pulsed – but stayed lit, pulsing regularly.

Now on the move, Roselia pointed one flower and shot another stream of Pin Missiles.

Ouch! Ow! Agh! Jirachi yelped, trying to not be poked too hard by the sharp missiles flying at him.

“Reflect!” Max called.

I don’t know how! Jirachi replied, as explosions of psychic energy began to erupt behind and around Roselia.

“You kind of… make a wall of psychic energy, I guess?” Max said, half-asking.

I’ll… uh… Jirachi concentrated, and a shimmering wall appeared. Aha!

Roselia halted for a moment, aimed as the blasts caught up with her, and fired a half-dozen Pin Missiles.

The first one hit the Reflect, and it shattered. The other five came through, and Jirachi yelped as the attacks hit him.

Fortunately, Roselia had to dodge then and couldn’t keep the attack up.

“Jirachi!” Max called. “Try just using lots of Future Sight instead! Don’t bother guessing, just spray randomly!”

Okay! Jirachi agreed, and his tags began to react as though they were in a high wind.

Roselia dodged, ducked and rolled, and then zigged when zagging was the answer. A blast of Future Sight threw her into the air.

All right! Jirachi cheered, as the Poison-type shook her head and reoriented. Then he realized all the blasts were still on the ground, and Roselia could concentrate on attacking him. Wait – uh-oh!

Pin Missiles came towards him in a salvo.

I wish I was over there! Jirachi said very quickly, and vanished in a teleport before the Bug attack connected.

Looking around, Roselia found him again, and kept him in sight as she landed on the (no longer exploding) floor.

Both flowers raised this time as she targeted the Psychic-type.

“Uh – Jirachi, blast the right hand side!” Max said. “And then move it across!”

Jirachi nodded, and curled up slightly before letting his tags stream out again.

A series of blasts began to form at one side of the arena, and swept across towards Roselia.

“Get ready to jump over!” Victoria ordered.

Roselia nodded, turning to face the oncoming wall of blasts – and then one went off directly underneath her.

As she went skywards, a second one detonated, and then a third, and she was rocketed off into the air looking rather surprised.

“Nice work, Jirachi!” Max called.

Thanks! With a giggle, the Steel-type floated back to the floor. I thought – hey, she’s standing still!

“Good idea,” Max agreed. “And the other ones?”

Well, she went flying into the air last time…

Roselia hit the ground with a thwap.

“I think she’s kind of unconscious,” Max said after a moment.

“All right,” Victoria agreed. “I think that gives you the win.”

“Great!”

“That was pretty good!” Vivi said, and Max blushed slightly.


Giovanni shuffled some papers, and signed one with an ornate fountain pen.

His Persian yawned, blinking sleepy eyes.

Jessie, James and Meowth stood at attention.

Giovanni shifted the papers again, raised an eyebrow, and put something into a drawer.

Then he looked up.

“You know,” he said, conversationally, “I can’t tell if you’re hypercompetent and just look silly, or you’re the luckiest people who don’t actually have a Victini.”

He paused. “You don’t have one, do you? I’m sure I’d have remembered if you did…”

“Nope!” Meowth confirmed. “Just a humble Moltres, dat’s us!”

Giovanni considered that, and Meowth felt a little like a Bug-type under a microscope. (Probably a Joltik.)

“Well, it certainly went well,” he said, after some time. “We now effectively have a location to build on in Hoenn, which is… useful.”

A pause.

“Now, do explain the specifics of how you ended up knighted.”


“Okay, last one,” Vicky said. “Now, young man, what’s your Pokemon going to be?”

“Actually, can you give me a minute?” Ash requested.

“Certainly,” she agreed amicably.

Ash sent out Goomy. “Do you think you’re okay giving this a go?”

Goomy frowned. “I’m not sure…”

“It’s okay, it’s just a practice!” Mawile assured him. “I’m sure you’ll do just fine!”

“Really,” Ash said, crouching down. “It’s okay, Goomy – I won’t force you if you don’t want to, but you’ve come a long way so far. I think you’re ready to do some actual battling.”

Goomy thought about it.

“Okay,” he decided. “I trust you.”

“Great!” Mawile beamed. “Good luck, Goomy!”

“Ready?” Vicky asked, releasing her Camerupt onto the battlefield.

Goomy looked up at it.

There was quite a lot of up.

“Can I change my mind, please?”

“You’ll be okay!” Ash called. “Remember what we discussed?”

“Right…”

“Begin!” Victor punctuated the command by lowering his hand sharply, signalling the start of the match.

Goomy took a deep breath, and concentrated.

Clouds began to condense out of thin air, quickly forming a blanket above both Goomy and Camerupt – then they roiled, and it began to rain.


“Hmmm…”

Suicune looked over at her brother. “What is it, Entei?” she asked, as they pelted across the water to Sinnoh.

“Oh, I just feel very glad I’m not in Hoenn right now…”


Camerupt snorted, shaking his head and blowing smoke from his nostrils as the rain began to patter down around him.

“Well, I guess it’s a good start,” Vicky admitted, with a nod. “Camerupt! Eruption!”

“Get back, Goomy!” Ash said quickly.

Camerupt lowed, and his two caldera began alternating blasts of flame and smoke. There was a hiss of steam as the fire-spikes cut into the increasingly torrential rain, and flaming debris landed all around Camerupt as he snorted.

“What should I do?” Goomy asked, worried.

“Just stay back, that’s okay!” Ash assured him, raising his voice to be heard through the rain. “Now – Bubble!”

Goomy inhaled, and fired out a stream of a dozen or so small bubbles.

They floated through the air, serenely unaffected by the rain, and then a couple of them were hit by flaming embers showering out of the column of the Eruption – promptly making them burst.

The rest hit, and Camerupt flinched before continuing the steady pulsing of flame.

Goomy looked back at Ash. “Well, I did Bubble… now what?”

“Let’s get rid of this rain!” Vicky said. “Sandstorm!”

“Rain Dance again!” Ash countered.

A great puff of ash and smoke came bursting out of the forward crater on Camerupt’s back, and the rain clouds parted as ash began to swirl. Then the rain clouds intensified again, and the ash was quickly rained out of the air into a kind of ashy sludge on the floor.

“Take Down!”

Camerupt blew air out of his nostrils, and charged forwards – making the ground tremble as he moved.

Goomy yelped, and began to ooze away – not nearly as fast as his opponent.

“Bide!” Ash said.

Goomy visibly gulped, then began to use Bide. His skin flickered red for a moment, and then Camerupt hit him.

The impact sent him flying through the air, making him bounce once and leave a trail in the ashy residue on the floor, and when he came to a stop he shook himself.

“That hurt less than I was expecting…”

“Remember to release the Bide!” Ash called.

Camerupt stepped on him.

“Ow,” Goomy squeaked.

Then there was a bright white light, and a blast of energy erupted from under Camerupt’s foot and drove him backwards.

When the blast ended, Goomy blinked. “…I did that?”

“You sure did!” Mawile agreed brightly. “Great work!”

“Okay, Camerupt, new plan!” Vicky said. “The old plan, just more of it! Eruption!”

Camerupt nodded, concentrated, and there was a wet BLAM from its back.

The spectators threw up their arms to block the wave of smoke, and when it faded there was quite a startling sight.

Camerupt had one crater – the back one – simmering away, producing smoke and flames.

The other one, however, was cold and inactive. And by the startled, worried look on his face, it was clear he hadn’t planned this.

“What happened?” Ash asked, then blinked. “Wait – I know! It was the rain!”

“Not just the rain,” Brock corrected. “The rain and the ash must have gummed up his craters! I guess only one of them was unstickable…”

“I feel funny,” Camerupt muttered.

“Bubble again!” Ash said, and Goomy obliged. “You’re doing great, Goomy!”

“Heat Wave!” Vicky ordered.

Camerupt did so, exhaling a blast of heated breath which washed over Goomy and left him smouldering.

“Ah! I’m on fire!” Goomy cried, and then frowned. “Wait… no I’m not. What just…”

“It’s Hydration!” Ash told him. “It’s fine – just keep using Bubble!”

Goomy nodded, and inhaled.

Much to his surprise, he did not use Bubble.

What came out of his mouth was bubble-shaped, but there was just one of it and it moved much faster than his earlier Bubble attacks.

The globe of water flew gracefully across the space between him and Camerupt, then intersected one of the glowing embers from the Eruption.

It burst into a shower of water, which sprayed all along Camerupt’s front and left flank.

“That was Water Pulse!” Ash called, as Camerupt shook his head to get the sheets of water off it. “Great! Can you do it again?”

“Uh…” Goomy tested.

He could, indeed, do it again. This Water Pulse didn’t get intercepted, and burst on impact with a splash and a roar from Camerupt.

“Magnitude!” Vicky ordered, and Camerupt reared up on his hind legs.

“Bide!” Ash said quickly.

Camerupt’s crater flared, sending out a column of fire and propelling his forelegs into the ground with considerable force.

The ground shook, making Max stagger and nearly fall, and Pikachu had to use his claws to hold onto Ash’s shoulder rather than topple off.

Goomy came off worst, bounced around by the ground moving under his foot, and by the time the Magnitude ended he was upside down.

“Quick!” Mawile called. “Face the Camerupt, or you’ll break their house!”

Goomy shook his head, reoriented himself, and turned to face Camerupt.

A blast of white light shot out as his Bide unleashed itself.


Slowly, the rain stopped.

Ash walked out onto the field, boots skidding slightly on the ash-sludge surface, and picked his tired Dragon-type up. “Good work, Goomy.”

“Did I win?” he asked.

Ash looked at the upside-down Fire-type. “…yeah, I think you did.”

“Good.”

“That was so cool!” Mawile contributed, hurrying over. “And you didn’t break their house!”


“Thank you for the battles,” Ash said, shaking Victor’s hand.

“And thank you,” Victor replied. “It’s nice to get visitors willing to battle.”

He sighed. “I just wish we knew where our son was, he’s been gone a while…”

Max? Jirachi asked. Should I?

Max nodded, remembering last time.

Jirachi’s tags began to glow.

“…wait,” Vivi said. “Papa, did you say you wish you knew?”

“Whoops…” Victor winced.

Then there was a flash, and a teenaged boy appeared.

“Wha!?” he said, looking around. “Why – wait, I was over there a – but… how?”

“Son?” Victoria asked, startled.

Vivi ran over and hugged her brother.

He wasn’t even very far away! Jirachi reported. Just over that hill there.

“He was? You were?” Victor frowned.

“…I was trying to work up the courage to come back,” Vito said. “What happened?”

“I said I wished I knew where you were, and…” Victor gestured.

Vito noticed Jirachi.

“What happened while I was gone?”


Thank you for your time, Pidgeot, Lugia smiled. It’s not very often that we get to go on a family holiday together.

“I understand,” Pidgeot assured him. “How was the Land of Fire and Ice?”

It was beautiful, he told her. There’s great rifts in the earth which hiss flame and smoke, and thick ice sheets, and dormant volcanoes everywhere… and the local Lugia and his charges do a lovely air show.

Pidgeot smiled.

“Speaking of which,” she added, a little tartly, “Moltres began showing off by flying very close to the lip of his crater. Articuno and Zapdos copied him.”

I dread to think, Lugia winced.

“Yep, all three knocked themselves out about two days ago. I had to get the local Joy to check up on them, just in case…”


“Good!” May said, pointing. “That’s what we’re after!”

Arc looked back at his fur, where sparks were still crackling from fur strand to strand in a rippling, discontinuous curtain. “Oh, right! I get it now!”

“I don’t,” Houndoom said. “So… I need to make the fire do the same thing?”

“Just about,” May agreed. “Make sure it’s going down over your body in waves, rather than as a continuous surge.”

“Right,” Houndoom said, a little dubiously. “Ember?”

Flame washed down his body.

“No, you’re still doing it in a single pulse,” May told him. “You need to do it for a bit, then stop, then do it again – alternate.”

“Okay…” Houndoom frowned.

He let off another pulse of flame, this one shorter. “How’s that?”

“You’re getting there.”

There was a whoosh from over where Beautifly was training with Ash. Meganium’s vines whipped out, aiming to snag the Bug-type out of the air, and Beautifly dodged with a lazy-looking sideways roll.

“Great!” Ash praised. “Now, let’s see a counterattack!”

Arc frowned, sniffing. “Hey… I smell something…”

“Is it singed fur?” Brock asked.

“No… it’s something else…”

Arc sniffed again. “Aha!”

He loped off towards a bush, and there was a frightened squeak from underneath.

“What was that?” Houndoom asked, following the movement of the other canine.

May’s eyes widened. “Wait…”

She knelt down. “Is that Skitty?”

“It’s a Skitty!” Arc replied, head poking back out of the bush. “She seems kind of ill, though…”

May stepped forwards, and reached under the bush. “Sssh, it’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you…”

Skitty said something.

She’s not very trusting, Ethan informed her, since his screen was now out of her line of view.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be okay,” May went on. “My friend has a Pokemon that can heal you – and I promise you’ll be free to go,” she added.

Silence.

Then, a poorly-looking pink-and-yellow feline crawled out from under the bush, and let out a feline whine.

May held out her hands, and Skitty looked suspicious – then, working out what May meant, clambered into her arms.

“Ash?” May called. “Can I borrow Meganium? And – you might want to come over here yourself, too…”

“Right!” Ash called.


“Okay, just hold still,” Meganium said.

She inhaled, letting the breath hold in her lungs for a moment, then breathed out a long stream of shimmering pink mist.

Skitty twitched as the Aromatherapy washed over her, then began to relax. Her tail twitched, and she smiled faintly.

Meganium sent a second cloud of Aromatherapy out, then added to it with a Heal Pulse which helped even more.

“There you go,” May said. “That better?”

Skitty looked up at her, and shrugged – before starting to purr.

“I think that’s the best answer you’re getting,” Max said, stifling a chuckle.

“Yeah, so do I…”

“Skitty?” Ash asked. “This is going to sound really weird, but… May met you before.”

Skitty gave Ash a confused look.

“Time travel,” Ash explained. “I can sort of… remind you of what happened, and how you got to know May.”

He held a hand out. “Do you want to?”

Skitty mrowled. “Remind? But, like, how can you remind someone of something that’s not happened yet?”

Ash blinked. “…pardon?”

“Yes, she was always like this,” Pikachu confided.

“Sure, I guess,” Skitty added. “It’s not like I was, like, planning anything today.”

“May?” Brock said. “You might want to reconsider learning to speak Skitty.”

“I’m sure it’s not that bad,” May shrugged.

Ash reached out, hand glowing, and touched Skitty on the back.

Her tail stood out straight. “Like… wow.”

She looked up at May, purred, and gathered herself to leap into May’s arms – then stopped, flirted her tail, and sniffed. “Well, I guess you’re, like… tolerable…”

“Come on, Skitty,” May said, reaching down.

“…oh, okay then.”

Skitty graciously let herself be picked up and stroked.


“After me, me hearties,” the Aqua gangster said. “I pledge me word to the Cap’n, Archie.”

“I pledge my word to the Captain-”

“No, no!” he said, shaking his head. “You has to say it right! You pledges your word to the Cap’n!”

There was some muttering among the half-dozen-or-so ‘middies’ – recruits – as they considered that.

“I pledge me word to the Cap’n,” one of the girls said, saluting, and the others followed suit.

“An’ to follow Kyogre an’ give due honour ta all Water-types.”

The girl led the others in repeating that as well, making sure to put the accent in.

“You catches on quick, young lass,” the gangster said. “An’ I pledge to follow ‘is flag.”

“An’ I pledge to follow ‘is flag.”

“There we go,” he said. “Welcome ta the Crew.”

As the new grunts filed out to head to their stations, he stopped the girl who’d been first to pledge. “You’ll go far, you will,” he told her. “I’ll be askin’ the Cap’n if he needs any special jobs for a Middie, so I will.”

“Thank’ee,” the girl said, a little uncertainly. “‘tis grateful I am. Uh… arr?”

Chuckling, the gangster clapped her on the shoulder. “That’s the right attitude, so it is.”


AN:


I should probably apologize for what I did to Skitty.

Anyway.

The Winstrate family, here.. letting me show various members of teams. In two cases it’s a first fight debut, which is nice… and in one case, Tyranitar, it shows he’s well on the way to fixing his problem.

Recoil’s a problem, though.






137. Hoenn 17


“…so, what do you think?” May asked.

Skitty tilted her head. “Well, like, I guess it’s cool and stuff, but I’m kind of okay with being a Skitty right now.”

May nodded. “Okay – let me know if you change your mind.”

“Totally.”

Max put the Moon Stone back in his bag.

“So, are you looking forward to a contest?” May asked.

Skitty nodded eagerly. “Absolutely!”

“I was thinking… well, if it’s a two-Pokémon one then there’s a routine we were practising with Beautifly. Remember?” May asked.

“I sure do!” Skitty agreed, eyes glinting slightly. “That was so much fun.”

“Right, we’ll do some more work on that tonight,” May decided. “To make sure you’re in practice.”

“Psheah, I can do this easily,” Skitty said, licking her paw.

They were interrupted by Brock’s Crobat, who came flapping back down to the group. “Uh…”

“What is it?” Brock asked.

“Well… there’s a guy in a Zangoose costume.”

“Oh, Nicolai again!” Max said. “Hey, sis, can I battle him again? I kind of want to show what I’ve learned…”

“I don’t see a problem,” May agreed.

Ash sighed.

“You get enough battles,” Brock pointed out.

“I guess so…”

“Wait,” Skitty said, pointing at Max. “Isn’t he, like, too young to be a trainer?”

“Special exemption,” Ash said. “I’m technically his tutor.”

“…so, like… he doesn’t have as much time to pet me?” Skitty huffed. “Seriously uncool.”

May tickled her under the chin, and reduced her to a purring fuzzball in seconds.

“No fair,” she managed, then went back to purring.


The larger Zangoose reached up and pulled its head off.

“Hey, guys,” said the contents, Nicolai. “Fancy meeting you here!”

“We could say the same to you,” Brock replied. “How’s things?”

“Not bad,” Nicolai said, reaching down and giving his Zangoose a caress. “I caught this guy a couple of days ago, he’s fitting in pretty well already.”

“Just keep him away from Seviper,” Brock chuckled.

“We’re not all that bad,” Zangoose muttered. “My father’s father is supposed to have been a Seviper.”

“Pardon?” Pikachu asked, blinking.

“Dad was a Linoone, it’s a long story…”

“Wait,” Ash said, and got out Dexter. Paging through, he found the page he wanted… and blinked.

“I did wonder… apparently Zangoose and Seviper are directly compatible.”

Zangoose gaped. “What?”

“Can we have a fight now?” Nicolai asked. “I’ve barely followed any of this.”

“Sure!” Max agreed readily.


“Okay, so, one Pokémon a side,” Brock said. “Basic rules… go!”

“Zangoose!” Nicolai called, now back in his costume.

“Guy!” Max replied, and released the Grass-type.

“Okay, Zangoose!” Nicolai said. “Swords Dance!”

“Don’t give him time!” Max instructed, and Guy surged forwards.

Taking four quick steps, he threw himself into a foot-first flying kick aimed for Zangoose’ lower body.

Zangoose moved quickly, stepping back to throw off the attack, and then jumped as Guy planted one foot and turned it into a whirling low kick.

“Just missed!” Nicolai said, relieved. “Okay, Aerial Ace!”

“Block!” Max called quickly, as Zangoose darted in to attack.

Guy’s arms came up into a blocking stance as he bounded back to his feet, then his right arm swept across in a block that struck Zangoose on the elbow just as he launched his attack.

His left arm punched up through the gap, and Zangoose was knocked away.

Guy didn’t follow up, panting and rubbing his lower arm instead.

The Flying-type attack – though blocked – had hit hard, that much was clear. But the damage was healing fairly quickly.

“Don’t let him attack again!” Max called. “Mach Punch – hit him first!”

Guy nodded, and sprinted forwards with his fist ready.

Zangoose tried to dodge away, and was partly successful – the Fighting-type attack only caught him a glancing blow.

Recovering, he paced warily for a moment – cirling, looking for an opening.

“Aerial Ace again!”

“Seed Bomb!” Max ordered.

Guy fired an explosive seed at the incoming Normal-type, who aborted his attack and swiped at the seed instead. There was a bang and a cloud of sesame-smelling smoke, which obscured the battlefield a little.

“Crush Claw!” Nicolai said, and there was the sound of claws – then the sound of fist.

Both Pokémon came bursting out of the smoke, Guy once more looking worse off but healing rapidly, and Zangoose sporting a few fresh bruises that hadn’t been there before the clash.

“Okay, Guy!” Max shouted. “Dynamic Punch!”

They saw Zangoose’ eyes widen, and he tried to get out of the way of the attack.

Guy lunged forward, fists glowing, and then slammed home a punch.

It exploded.


“Great work!” Max said, as Guy walked back over – a little unsteadily.

“You too, Zangoose,” Nicolai added, returning the Normal-type. “You had a disadvantage, but you coped well.”

He nodded, mostly to himself, then turned to Max. “Good work,” he said formally. “I apologize for what I said last time we met.”

“That’s okay,” Max grinned. “I was pretty new…”


“You’ve got a lot of Pokémon,” the Joy said, handing back the Pokéballs. “Collectors?”

“Ash and I are both doing the Gym challenge,” Max explained, releasing Cinder in a flash of light. “So we do a lot of training – and my sister’s a Coordinator!”

“I see,” the Joy smiled, then did a double take. “Wait… is that Ash Ketchum?”

Ash rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“Well, that explains it,” the Joy said. “I did wonder what some of those Pokémon even were…”

“Goomy’s from Kalos and Keldeo’s from Unova,” Ash explained. “Actually – sorry, Latias, forgot to check earlier. You okay?”

“I’m fine!” Latias assured him happily. “I wasn’t doing combat training, so I just needed a rest.”

The Joy nodded. “Well – everything okay?”

She looked back as the Chansey brought the last set of Pokéballs over – and a yellow mouse, who jumped from her arms to the desk to the counter to Ash’s shoulder in a series of flowing leaps.

“Hey, Pikachu!” Ash smiled. “Miss me?”

“Of course,” Pikachu replied, taking his customary place and adjusting Ash’s hat slightly.

“Me too,” Ash replied.

“Well, I heard you could speak to Pokémon,” the Joy admitted. She passed over the remaining Pokéballs, and Ash clipped them to his belt. “It’s just strange to watch…”

There was another flash of light as Skitty emerged. “Can I, like, have a ride on a shoulder too?”

May glanced down at Ethan’s screen. “Fine, I guess…”

“No, like… not yours.” Skitty indicated Max. “I want to ride on his shoulder, you know?”

“Are you jealous?” Cinder asked, a smirk curling her lip.

“Totally not!” Skitty replied vehemently.

“Then I guess… well, it should be okay,” Max said, reaching down to pick her up.

Skitty stuck her tongue out at Cinder – then gaped as the Dark-type smirked, and padded over to May.

May saw what she was going for, and bent down to give the Dark-type a scratch.

“Hey, that’s totally uncool!” Skitty meowed. “It’s, like, making it into a contest!”

“And you weren’t already?” Cinder replied, tail wagging lazily.

“Not, like, like that…” Gathering herself, Skitty leapt off Max’s shoulder and onto May’s.

Cinder padded back over to her own trainer.

Skitty jumped back again.

May stifled a giggle as Cinder came right back over to her.

I feel like there should be music accompanying this, Dexter commented.

“Hey!” someone said. “Get out of the way, you’re blocking the counter!”

“Sorry!” Brock said, speaking for all of them.

“Like, this totally isn’t settled,” Skitty informed Cinder.

That done, they moved off to one side.

“This is why you shouldn’t have young trainers,” the person said, shaking their head. “They’ve got no manners…”

“You’re one to talk!” Max replied, stung.

“Isn’t that…” May asked quietly.

“Think so,” Brock agreed. “He does look basically the same as Max.”

“I’m old enough to be a proper trainer,” the older boy said, looking pointedly down at Max. “You’re, what… six?”

“Seven!” Max replied. “How old are you, anyway?”

“Ten!” the other boy said.

“…really?” Max asked. “I’m not that much shorter…”

“Excuse me?” the Joy asked. “Don’t you have a Pokémon to check?”

“No, I just wanted to make sure the counter was clear,” the boy replied.

Joy looked at the mostly-empty room, and the lack of a queue. “Okay, if you say so…”

The boy turned back to the argument. “How come you’ve got Pokémon this young, anyway?”

“Max passed the tests early,” Brock said. “He got very good marks, and Ash is basically acting as his tutor.”

“Max?” the boy asked. “But that’s me!”

“I’m pretty sure I’m called Max,” Max said.

“So am I,” Max protested.

Cinder sniffed. “You smell different, can’t we just use that?”

“Most humans can’t smell that well,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Okay, look!” Max said. “Do you have a Pokémon?”

“No!” Max said, a little sharply.

“Then I’ll help you catch one!” Max said.

Max was taken aback. “You… really?”

Max shrugged. “I won’t promise you’ll get the first Pokémon we find, I might want to keep it…”

“I guess,” Max agreed.

“I’m glad you two are wearing different coloured outfits,” May said. “Or this might be really confusing.”


The float of Brock’s fishing rod bobbed on the water surface.

“So, how long does this take?” Max asked.

“Well, last time it took hours,” Max admitted. “Brock, you did put something on the lure, right?”

Brock nodded.

“Good,” May smiled. “Who are you going to use to help catch the Pokémon, Max?”

“Well, either Delta or Arc, depends what Type it is,” Max said. “I guess if it’s a Ground type I might even use Guy.”

“Who are those Pokémon?” the other Max asked, making a clear effort to reach out.

“This is Arc,” Max said, and the Electric-type emerged in a flash. He yapped happily, and Max gave him a stroke. “He’s my Starter.”

“Huh, really?” Max asked, interested. “I thought most people who started early got the fancy starters.”

“Arc’s fine for me,” Max replied. “My sister got a Torchic, though – he evolved really fast.”

May giggled. “That’s an understatement…”

Another scratch, and Max returned Arc before switching Pokéballs. “And this is-”

“Hey, Ash!” Brock called, interrupting them.

“What?” Ash asked, hands up in a cross-block.

“Stop training on the lake, you’re going to scare the Pokémon!”

Ash sighed, and walked back onto the shore. Lucario followed him, leaving tiny ripples where his paws kissed the surface.

“…did he just stand on a lake?” Max asked.

“Yep!” Max agreed. “We’re kind of getting used to it by now.”


“Excuse me?” Mawile asked politely.

Skitty opened an eye. “Like, what is it?”

“Well… I wanted to ask a question,” Mawile explained. “Why do you talk like that?”

“Like, like what?” Skitty asked, and yawned.

“Like that!” Mawile said.

“Yawning?” Skitty flirted her tail. “I’m, like, tired…”

“No, like that!” Mawile insisted. “With all the likes!”

“…I don’t, like, get what you’re saying…”

Mawile frowned, and walked off.

Skitty’s tail flirted again, and she rolled over onto her back and yawned again.

“Excuse me?”

“Guh!” Skitty rolled her eyes. “What now?”

“Why do you use… the…” Mawile’s voice took on the tones of someone concentrating. “Quo-ta-tive like?”

Skitty rolled back over on her front, and saw Mawile was reading off Dexter’s screen. “Like, what does that mean?”

“Like that?” Mawile said, in the tones of a question.

“Like, like like, or like?”

“Like like,” Mawile replied.

Dexter emitted an electronic sigh.

“But… it’s just, like, talking?”

This is going to take forever.


“How come you’re travelling with Ash Ketchum, anyway?” the older Max asked.

“It’s kind of a long story,” May said. “Basically, we first met when my Dad was officiating a League challenge he was in.”

“That’s kind of neat,” Max admitted. “Which one? Kanto or Johto?”

“Orange Islands,” May told him.

“…I’ve never heard of that one. They have a League?”

The younger Max chuckled. “Yeah, but not many people seem to have heard of it… it’s a pity, the battle was really cool!”

“That’s pretty lucky of you, then,” the older one said. “I-”

The rod was abruptly jerked out of the holder. There was a splash, and something began struggling.

“What happened?” May asked, standing up.

“It looks like something got caught in the string!” Brock frowned. He grabbed a Pokéball from his belt. “Marshtomp, can you go and look?”

Marshtomp emerged, and began swimming out into the water.

“And watch out for the line!” Brock added.

“What could have got caught in the string?” the older Max asked.

“Well, it couldn’t have been a swimming Pokémon,” May began, then interrupted herself. “Or I guess it depends what you mean by swimming – look!”

As they watched, Marshtomp lifted a Surskit out of the water and began untangling it.

“Oh, that’s cool!” the older Max said, standing. “I like those!”

His doppelganger picked up a Pokéball, ready to throw, then put it down again. “Actually, he looks kind of stressed… maybe we should make sure he’s okay first.”

“Good idea,” Brock agreed. He waded out into the water and started to help Marshtomp untangle the Surskit. “It’s okay, calm down… sorry about that…”


“So… you want to know why I, like, say like?”

“Yes!” Mawile nodded.

“It’s when I, like, like something?” Skitty tilted her head. “Or when, you know, something’s kind of similar to another thing? Like, a Glameow is kind of like a Skitty?”

“No, not like that,” Mawile shook her head. “The other way!”

“Then I, like, totally don’t get what you mean…”

Can I go now? Dexter asked.


“Well, he seems to like me,” older-Max said, some time after the Surskit was properly untangled. “Don’t you?”

Surskit looked up, smiled, and chirped something.

“You can probably guess that that was a yes,” Brock said.

“Do you think he’d like to come with me?”

Surskit nodded again.

May passed a Pokéball over. “Here you go – you’ll need one of these.”

“Thanks,” the local Max said, and held it out for Surskit to tap.

There was a flash, and the Pokémon was caught.

“I… I’ve got a Pokémon,” he said, slowly. “Thank you so much!”

“No problem!” the younger Max replied. “We Maxes have to stick together!”

“Since when was that a rule?” May asked.

“Since I came up with it,” Max told her.


“…ooooh, I get what you mean,” Skitty said. “Like, no, it’s just talking. You know what I mean?”

Mawile shook her head earnestly.

“…like, never mind,” Skitty said. “I’m going to have my-”

“We’re leaving, guys!” Ash called.

“Guh.”

“Sorry!” Mawile said, shuffling her feet. “I really wanted to know…”


“Was that the same one he had last time?” May asked.

“I think so…” Max agreed, as they walked down the road. “Maybe it’s just… fate, or something.”

“Or Celebi,” Brock nodded.

Sorry, did I miss something?

Ash turned to his right, and saw Celebi floating along next to him. Her eyes widened, and she vanished with a pop and a flash of blue light.

“…well, at least she’s busy,” Max said.


“Okay,” Butch said, noting something on a pad of paper. “That’s the third time at least we’ve seen that Tyranitar, so I guess we have to add it to the list too.”

Cassidy nodded. “Right… we’re sure it’s his?”

“It’s talked a lot with that Ivysaur,” Butch pointed out. “And he did have a Larvitar – it’s quick for one to evolve to Tyranitar, maybe he captured a relative.”

Cassidy nodded.

“Why are we just taking notes?” one of the Rocket agents asked. “We could just steal the Pokémon that are there right now!”

Butch and Cassidy exchanged a glance, then gave him a long look.

“That wouldn’t work,” Cassidy said, summing it up.

“Why not?” the agent asked. “We’ve got Mega Stones – five of them! You’ve got a Mega Aggron, and you have a Mega Charizard!”

“And that is one of the hardest targets in the country,” Butch explained.

“Why, Branch?” another agent asked, fiddling with his Key Stone. “What’s so tough that a Mega Charizard, Aggron, Abomasnow, Venusaur and Slowbro couldn’t handle it?”

“It’s Butch!” Butch snapped.

“Sssh!” Cassidy said. “Keep it down!”

Butch subsided reluctantly.

“Anyway,” Cassidy went on. “Professor Oak is a former League champion. He’s still got his Dragonite, which has been seen more often recently.”

“His grandson is also a League Champion – a current one – who leaves a lot of Pokémon here for long stretches of time,” Butch went on.

“And then there’s Ash Ketchum.”

“You can’t scare us with scary stories about Ash Ketchum!” Ariana said, joining her two teammates in standing up to Butch. “I heard you ran like a Butch, B-”

“Don’t finish it!” Butch warned.

“We don’t have to tell you scary stories,” Cassidy pointed out. “Just look at the paddock. Actually look at it.”

The three younger agents crowded forward to see.

“That’s one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon,” Butch said. “It’s a Heracross who beat up Tyson’s Mega Tyranitar.”

“While it was Mega too,” Petrel said mulishly.

“Would you take your chances?” Cassidy asked. “And that’s another one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon.”

They looked at it.

“I saw that on on the news,” Proton admitted. “What is it?”

“A Legendary from Unova,” Butch told him. “And the Squirtle he’s talking to is the one who does things we’re pretty sure should be physically impossible.”

“And that’s someone who lives around here,” Cassidy took up the ‘lesson’.

The three lower-ranked agents stared.

“Are those Legendary Pokémon she’s got playing roly-poly with her?” Ariana asked slowly.

“Yes,” Butch agreed, as Molly romped around laughing with Entei.

“And that’s not even getting into-”

Slowly, with majestic wingbeats, the Storm’s End flew into the paddock.

“What… the… hell?” Petrel breathed, as Ho-Oh folded his wings and strutted over to talk with a Houndoom.

“That’s also one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon,” Cassidy said.

They watched the conversation for a few more minutes, the younger agents thankfully shocked into silence – then there was a stir of movement.

A Houndour came running up to the Houndoom as they watched, and began barking – made faint by the distance.

Ho-Oh and Houndoom listened. Then both Fire-types turned to look at where the Rockets were hidden.

“Okay, time to get out of here!” Butch said, very quickly. “Who’s got the Natu?”


“Okay, girls?” May asked. “Ready?”

Beautifly nodded.

“Like, yeah,” Skitty agreed. “I guess we’re, like, not doing the Assist thing?”

“Depending on who counts as a teammate you could end up using Aeroblast,” May pointed out. “So… well, maybe we’ll leave that for later, it could look quite good… anyway, yeah, we’re doing the other one.”

“This is, like, so much easier,” Skitty declared. “Totally.”

“Yeah, Ethan’s a big help,” May agreed.

You are welcome.

“Good luck, May!” Max said, nodding to her. “We’ll be watching!”

“We sure will!” Ash agreed. “Let’s see something cool!”


Somewhat surprisingly, May was called almost immediately – it seemed that she’d been selected to appeal first, or second at the latest.

As she walked out onto the arena floor, she smiled – and released the first of her two Pokémon.

Skitty appeared in a flash of sparkles, and flourished her tail before meowing cutely.

She chased her tail in a circle, then looked up as May released Beautifly – who materialized in a cloud of smoke, which was then swept out of the way by the churning of her wings.

Skitty crouched, tail waving from side to side… then her tail stopped, and she jumped up at Beautifly with paw outstretched.

Beautifly gained height, dodging the swipe, and did a lazy roll.

Pouting, Skitty frowned – then perked up, and jumped again.

Beautifly was a little higher than last time, so that didn’t work the second time either – but this time, Skitty didn’t quite land back on the floor of the arena.

There was a flash of blue, and she landed on a small piece of ice – produced by a quick and tightly focused Blizzard.

Claws gaining purchase, she jumped again, and Beautifly dove out of the way this time.


As the routine continued, Skitty’s ice platforms got more and more elaborate. From a series of individual pillars, it began to take on a continuous character – connecting the platforms up, then spreading out into broader shapes, until within a minute she was skating around on a three-dimensional racetrack she was forming as she slid along it.

Beautifly ducked, dodged, wove and climbed, leading her on a merry chase, and finally seemed cornered as Skitty bounded after her towards the icy wall of an earlier part of the structure.

In reply, Beautifly’s compound eyes flashed a brilliant blue. The whole wall of the ice sculpture exploded in a shower of icy dust, and the blast eddied out an instant diamond-dust to fill the whole arena.

As the dust-like snow faded, people began to see what was inside the cloud – and began to applaud.

In the pile of snow, Skitty and Beautifly were just finishing a small Snow-Munchlax.


The Emboar bellowed, hooves skirling with flame, and did a forwards flip before slamming down on Skitty.

Yelping, the Normal-type dodged out of the way – but didn’t quite make it. The tip of her tail got caught under the Heat Crash, and a moment later Beautifly hit the Emboar with a Psychic-attack.

“May’s team has good teamwork, but a bit slow,” the local Joy remarked critically. “And Marcus is doing great double-team work!”

As she said it, the other Pokémon – a Fearow – turned in a stately wingover before flaring her wings and extending her claws.

“Jump!” Marcus called, and Emboar leaped skywards to grab onto Fearow’s legs again.

“What do we do?” Beautifly asked, looking over at May.

May frowned. “I don’t – wait! Beautifly, try to slow them down!”

She pointed at Skitty. “Pikachu’s your teammate, now use Assist!

Skitty blinked. “Like… it doesn’t work like that…”

“Just do it!” May said.

Beautifly launched a Gust at their opponents, and Skitty frowned.

Then her eyes widened.

“Like, whoooaaaah!”

Electricity crackled around her paws and tail, arcing from point to point, and began to form a globe.


“I didn’t know you could do that…” Ash said, blinking.

“Is that Volt Crash?” Brock asked, glancing at Pikachu.

The Electric-type promptly shook his head. “No, wrong structure. It’s-”


Skitty used Zap Cannon.

The blast of electricity crashed up and out, striking the Fearow on the wing, and brought both of Marcus’ Pokémon down in a staggering crash onto the stage.

“An interesting move!” one of the commentators said. “But can she build on it?”

“Beautifly, down to the ground!” May called quickly. “Skitty – up on her back!”

Skitty began to run, wincing as the electricity still frizzing up her tail began to discharge, and jumped up onto Beautifly’s back between the wings.

The two rose back into the air, a little clumsily, and May pointed. “Up a bit higher – there!”

“Ember, quick!” Marcus called, and a shower of Embers began to flash skywards from his Emboar as the Fearow shook her head and recovered.

As they burst, they produced little red-cored snaps of smoke, and Beautifly wove between them to avoid being hit.

“Blizzard!” May said. “Beautifly, boost it with Psychic – and make it go around Emboar!”

Skitty inhaled, and let loose a blast of icy wind that formed a potent Blizzard.

Beautifly’s eyes glowed as she shaped the icy wave, speeding it and curling it, and it split into three streams of ice.

Her aim wasn’t perfect. One of the streams was intercepted by Emboar’s arm, hissing as it expended itself, but the other two hit nicely – frosting up Fearow’s wings and preventing her from taking off again.

Then the whistle went.

“Time’s up!” the organizer said. “And – well, well… I’m not sure what we do in this situation. How do we handle an exact draw?”


“It’s okay, May,” Max suggested. “It’s not that bad.”

May looked mulish.

“You should have gone with rock,” Brock told her.

“Okay, like, that was totally unfair,” Skitty said. “Hey, Pikachu? I’m going to need you to, like, teach me moves and stuff.”

“You are?” Pikachu asked. “Like what?”

“How to do Thunderbolt!” Skitty replied. “Duh! And I, like, need a Water move too…”

“Where are we headed now?” Max asked.

Ash frowned. “I… well, I guess there was something about Mt. Chimney?”

“It’s on the way to Lavaridge,” Brock agreed. “I think we’re pretty close – we could get there fairly soon. Today, if we flew.”

Nope.

“Dexter?” Ash asked.

It’s time to deliberately get lost again.

“How many times have we heard that…” May sighed. “Okay, where to?”

Firey path, for now.

“Okay!” Brock said, checking the map. “That’s… this way!”

He pointed.

There was a pause, then Dexter let out an electronic sigh. Yes, you’re right.

“Great!”


“Hey, Ash!”

Ash looked around. “Who said – wait, is that Thatcher?”

“That’s me!” Thatcher confirmed, waving. “I’m surprised I overtook you – I’d have thought you’d be long past here by now!”

“…no, not really,” Max said, shaking his head. “It takes us weeks to go a short distance, it really does.”

“So, what have you been doing?” Brock asked.

“I’ve been helping to teach my Plusle and Minun how to cheer!” Thatcher told him. “You know, Helping Hand!”

“So… do they both use Helping Hand?” May asked.

“Yep!”

“At the same time?”

Thatcher paused. “Er… well, I guess one of them would have to have another move… so Plusle does know Thunderbolt…”

“Really?”

May looked up to see Skitty on her shoulder. “Wait, when did you get-”

“Like, can you get one of them to teach me? I’d totally love to know how to Thunderbolt!”

“She wants to learn how to use Thunderbolt,” Ash supplied. “Hasn’t Pikachu been able to help?”

“No,” Skitty replied, rolling her eyes. “He’s totally not a good teacher, he – like, he just expects me to get it. And, like, nuh-uh!”

“…I’m not that bad,” Pikachu muttered.

“That sounds like something we could help with,” Thatcher agreed. “At least, I think Plusle could give her a bit of training…”

He sent out both Electric-types, to get their opinions.

“…teach a cat?” Plusle asked, a little nervously.

“I’ll make sure nothing goes wrong,” Pikachu assured his fellow Electric-type.

“Like, I wouldn’t do it anyway,” Skitty said, flirting her tail. “I’m sure you’re totally bad for my diet.”


“Tabitha,” Maxie said, looking up and adjusting his glasses.

“Sir,” Tabitha replied.

“A matter of great urgency has come up,” he said, standing up behind his desk. “Have you heard of the power of a Meteorite?”

“I remember the research we took from Stone’s corporation mentioned it,” Tabitha agreed. “It was something about Infinity Energy?”

“That’s correct,” Maxie agreed. “Now, we managed to intercept information from the space tracking facility on Mossdeep, and they picked up an incoming meteoroid. It was small enough to make it into the atmosphere, and seems to have made it down more or less intact – so I intend to test our assumptions about the ability of meteorites to do what we think they can.”

“I see, sir!” Tabitha nodded. “So – am I to retrieve the meteorite?”

“Not just that, Tabitha,” Maxie said. “Your job is to take a package of machinery we built to harness Infinity Energy, find the Meteorite – on Mt. Chimney – and use that machine.”

“What will it do, sir?” Tabitha asked.

Maxie adjusted his glasses. “It is designed to empower our Lord Groudon – and, in this specific case, that means to cause Mt. Chimney to erupt.”

“I see!” Tabitha agreed, eyes shining. “When do I leave?”

“Tomorrow, just before dawn,” Maxie told his Admin. “Gather a team – take two of the big transport helicopters.”

“I won’t let you down!” Tabitha assured him.


“Worst… Training… Ever!” Skitty panted. “Like, how did this happen?”

“You’re the one who hit them!” Pikachu retorted, as they ran from the horde of angry Slugma. “Swellow!”

The Flying-type shot over. “Yeah, what is – whoa.”

Swellow reversed direction, and began flying alongside the four fleeing Pokémon. “What happened here?”

“Like, these Slugma started chasing us!” Skitty said. “I totally don’t know why!”

“She got frustrated and used Blizzard, it hit one,” Pikachu corrected.

“Hey! That’s totally not true!” Skitty protested.

“This has gone really, really badly,” Minun panted. “I’m getting tired…”

Swellow swooped down. “I’ll carry you two back!” she suggested. “Plusle, Minun – grab on! I’ll carry you back down to your trainer!”

Plusle and Minun exchanged a glance, then both nodded.

“Jump!”

Both the Cheering Pokémon jumped up and grabbed onto Swellow’s feet.

Then, as she rose back into the air and away, a determined red shape appeared on the path.

“Hello,” Corphish said, crossing his pincers. They both flashed, and Razor Shell ignited with a snap-hisssss. “I challenge you all to a battle.”

The Slugma piled up, muttered to one another, decided they were going to attack anyway, and surged forwards again.

They quickly changed their minds.


“…like, I want to learn that attack now,” Skitty said.

“I’m not sure you can,” Pikachu replied. “You don’t have any shell.”

“Like, I can use any attack if it’s with Assist, why can’t I do that?” Skitty demanded.

Pikachu shrugged, then considered that further. “Actually, we should do some experiments. Can you do, say, a move like Sacred Fire or Secret Sword?”

“Are you guys okay?” Ash asked, running into view. “I – oh, you are. Okay.”

Corphish waved from on top of a pile of Slugma.

“Like… how are you not getting burned by that?” Skitty asked.

“I never was much good at thermodynamics.”


“Yarr,” Archie said. “Matt, your job be to take a cuttin’ out expedition an’ head up to the top o’ Mount Chimney.”

“Aye, sir!” Matt nodded, saluting. “An’ what be my crew?”

“That be up to ye to decide,” Archie assured him. “A good cap’n picks his own crew! Take ten picked lads an’ lasses along, and make sure ta capture that Meteorite that landed up there!”

“What be the purpose, cap’n?” Matt asked.

“Ar, well, it be to use the Infinity Energy from the meteorite, an’ to test how it can be used to catalyze the powers of Lady Kyogre,” Archie said. “An’ in that vein, it’ll be a machine you take which’ll test it – aye, it’ll make it rain strong enough to put out Mt. Chimney, so it will!”

“Aye aye, sir!”


Several hundred miles away from Hoenn, Giovanni stirred his coffee, and took a sip.

Putting it back down, he lifted the newspaper.

“Hm,” he observed. “The front page is interesting… a meteorite landed in Hoenn.”

Persian yawned.

“Well, mostly that it looks like we kept that little matter on Cinnabar out of the news…”


AN:


Moving swiftly along.

Developing Skitty a bit further… she’s a cat.

Hence, she’s catty.

We also have a doppelganger like Ritchie, except that in this case he’s called Max. And he looks like the other Max.

If you’re confused, that’s intentional.

Then there’s a contest routine with Skitty and Beautifly, and a sad loss for May on tie-break. (She picked paper.)

Oh, and the whole Meteorite thing is coming up.
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“Well, at least the Numel were easy to handle,” Max said.

“Speak for yourself…” Brock muttered. “I had to treat one with a cold.”

“Yeah, I was wondering why your eyebrows were scorched,” May giggled. “Did one sneeze while you were picking it up?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“How long is this cable car going to take to get here?” Ash asked, looking up the slope of Mt. Chimney.

“It’s not the busy season,” Brock pointed out. “So I guess they just don’t need to be as prompt. Wait – there we go!”

He pointed, and they looked up to see a cable car descending the mountainside.

“Great!” Ash said. “Not long now before we get to Lavaridge!”

Don’t forget we may need to wait on Mt. Chimney, in case Team Magma and Team Aqua show up a bit later than us, Dexter noted.

“What were they after again?” Brock asked. “A meteorite, right?”

Correct. The meteorite was tracked coming in, so it’s not been affected by what’s happened so far… it landed somewhere near the top of Mt. Chimney.

“Right,” Brock nodded. “So, basically, if we grab that then there’s no problem?”

Well, apart from two groups of well-armed criminals.


“Right, me hearties!” Matt called back through the Sea King. “We all ready?”

“Aye!” the Aqua agents agreed, saluting.

“Remember, our first priority be to find that Meteorite,” he said, as they rose over a small ridge and began to rise towards the top of Chimney itself. “An’ to stop any interfering Magma types, o’ course.”

He pointed. “You, you, you. Starboard side. You and you – larboard side. An’ these four brave lads and lasses with me, we be fightin’ Magma if they show their faces.”

Some blank faces looked at him.

Matt sighed. “There be no love for the classics. Right – you, you and you are headed to the north side of Chimney, and you two are headed to the south. And I’m taking you four with me in case Magma turns up.”

“What about me, sir?” asked one of the new grunts.

“You – and those two – are keepin’ our helicopters in one piece,” Matt instructed. “The scientists have their own guard, but you’re keeping the Sea Kings safe.”

“Right,” the grunt said, looking relieved.

“First mission, lass?” he asked, and got a nod. “Don’t worry, it ain’t so bad once you’re in the thick of things.”

“Two minutes!” the pilot called back.

“All right!” Matt shouted, standing up and clinging onto one of the rails over a door. “Everyone get their Pokémon ready, we be goin’ in fast!”


“The view’s pretty incredible,” May said, looking out over quite a large sweep of central Hoenn.

Hundreds of feet into the air, there was almost nothing to impede their view of anything in any direction except for straight towards Mt. Chimney, and it was quite a view.

“You can see so much! Look – there’s Lavaridge, where we’re headed…” May smiled, remembering. “Wow, you can see the hot springs from here!”

“Oh, yeah!” Max agreed. “Man, those look good…”

Ash looked down at Lavaridge as well, but had eyes mainly for a different place – the Gym. “So, Max, how do you think you’ll do against Flannery?”

“Huh, I’m not sure…” Max admitted. “Guy’s not really the best to use, but… well, I guess it depends if Delta’s ready for it. Apart from that, Arc and Cinder are pretty much the best choices.”

Ash nodded. “Makes sense to me. But actually, Guy could be better than you think – remember, with that Toxic Orb he can’t be set on fire…”

Max frowned. “Why not?”

“…not sure,” Ash admitted. “But I’ve never seen a Pokémon poisoned and burned at the same time.”

May shrugged. “I’d just use Blaziken.”

“Or there’s that,” Ash said. “What about you, Brock?”

“Marshtomp and Geodude, for a start,” Brock said. “Then Ninetales.”

“Makes sense,” Ash agreed. He looked down at Absol. “So… uh, this is a volcano – do you feel anything about it?”

“A certain foreboding,” Absol admitted. “It’s not just the potential of an eruption, either, or even the chance that those we are here to stop might intervene. There’s something… more localized.”

She concentrated, and her eyes lit up – then she growled.

“What is it?” Brock asked.

“We need to get out of here! Now!”

The cable car trembled.

“What was that?” Ash asked, hand already reaching for a Pokéball.

Absol pointed up the mountainside with a paw. “The cable!”

A moment later, the steel cable went slack.


An almighty wham heralded the destruction of the cable car, as it exploded into hundreds of pieces.

The four friends – along with Absol and Lucario, who’d destroyed the car – came tumbling out of the wreckage, and the moment they were clear Pokéballs began to flash open.

Brock sent out Flygon, who took a moment to assess the situation and then caught him by the shoulders.

“We’re making a habit of this!” he said, transferring Brock to his back.

Ash had the good fortune to have two flying Pokémon available, and he sent both out at once. Latias materialized in a flash and caught May, who began to shout in surprise before realizing what had happened and that she was safe, and Pidgeot appeared in a flash of light before coming up underneath Ash and saving him and Pikachu from the long drop.

“Get us close enough to grab Max!” Ash said urgently, and she banked around hard before diving at speed.


“Jirachi!” Max shouted. “Help!”

His bag opened, and Jirachi looked out sleepily. What is it, Max – whoah!

Now thoroughly awake, the Psychic-type tried to work out what to do in a hurry. Uh… Psychic?

The glow slowed Max’s fall – a bit – but not enough to really help out.

One of Max’s Pokéballs opened in a burst of white light, and Delta emerged. “Max, hold on!”

“But you can’t lift me!” Max called back, as Delta’s fins tilted and pressed him against his trainer.

“I’m a Flying-type! I… can… try!”

I wish Max doesn’t go splat! Jirachi said as fast as he could.

His tags began to glow, and then so did Max and Delta.

Then Delta’s glow outshone the others.


“…okay, maybe we don’t need to help Max!” Ash said, looking up as the glow faded.

Delta spread his fins – his big fins – and began to flap them. As he did, he pulled up and away from the drop… with Max safely on his back.

“Delta!” Max said, audible at this distance. “You evolved!”

“…I guess I did!” Delta agreed, flapping his fin-wings less intensely now that they were out of danger. “Thanks, Jirachi!”

I can’t make Pokémon evolve, Jirachi replied. I was just catching Max – that was all you.

As Pidgeot beat her wings, rising from her hover to join the others, a steady rushing sound of water became gradually louder.

“I caught Absol!” Keldeo reported, hooves blasting away with the full force of his Hydro Pump as he joined them.

Sure enough, Absol was – somewhat nervously – draped across his back.

A wham from below made them all look down.

Lucario rose from his crouch and waved.

“…I guess we forgot to catch him,” Pidgeot noted. “Whoops…”

“He’s tough, he can take it,” Pikachu waved off.


Matt sent out his first Pokémon, a big tough Carracosta he’d gotten special from Unova. “Scurvy landlovers got here before us!”

A series of flashes heralded the emergence of other Pokémon – such as a pair of Crawdaunt, and a burly Whiscash.

“Hey!” someone said. “Where’d my Pokémon go?”

“Use yer backup, you sea-dog,” Matt ordered.

The grunt blushed. “Really?”

“No, you can just sit this one out – of course send your backup out!” Matt snapped. “What do you think?”

“Sorry!” the grunt squeaked, and raised his Pokéball.

A Luvdisc came out.

Matt sighed. “Lad, you need a better backup.”

“I didn’t expect to lose her!” the grunt defended himself, as Luvdisc looked around in bafflement. “And he’s not trained for battle!”

“It’ll have ta do,” Matt decided. “All right, lads, you know your places!”

He checked that they did – making sure there were enough Pokémon, and that the Wingull scouts were in the air, as well as making sure the team defending the helicopters were ready.

Spotting the graceful Milotic that new Grunt had sent out, he gave her an approving nod. “Right – everyone, charge!”

“Aqua!” they called in near-chorus, and went on the attack.


“Well?” Tabitha asked.

“Cables cut, sir!” the grunt reported. “We should be secure against anyone trying to interfere.”

“Good – stay here, in case there’s any further problems,” the admin instructed. Getting a salute, he went on. “The rest of you – come with me. We just got word – the meteorite’s been found.”

“Aqua!” someone shouted, running towards the group with a Croconaw by his side.

Tabitha sent out a Pokémon, a fully-grown Camerupt, and it snorted before beginning to gather energy in both its craters.

“Use Hydro Pump!” the Aqua grunt ordered, and a blast of water crashed out at Camerupt.

There was a long hiss and a cloud of steam.

When it faded, however, the Camerupt was all but unfazed.

Startled, the Aqua grunt took an involuntary step back. “But… how?”

“Solarbeam!” Tabitha instructed, and green light shone from Camerupt’s nostrils. He aimed, then opened his mouth, and a blast of yellow-green energy shot across to strike the Croconaw and knock it skidding backwards.

“Vulpix!” another Magma agent said. “Finish it off with an Energy Ball!”

The Grass-type attack flashed out, and Croconaw muttered something before slumping.

“Uh – you’re not going to…” the grunt improvised, and grabbed his other Pokéball. “Pelipper!”

“Rock Slide,” Tabitha ordered.

Camerupt’s craters both went off with a bang, and chunks of basalt came raining down on the hapless Pelipper.

“Let’s get going,” Tabitha said, striding forwards. “Aqua could be an inconvenience.”


“That meteorite is ours!” the Magma grunt said.

“No, it’s ours!” his Aqua opponent rebutted, pulling on it.

The Magma agent pulled back. “Ours!”

Their Pokémon – both Poochyena – looked at one another and exchanged sighs.

“So…” one said. “Humans, eh?”

“Word,” the other replied.


“The machine’s set up!” a scientist reported. “But we’re still waiting for the meteorite.”

Tabitha nodded. “I see. I’ll make sure you get it.”

Below, the lava lake of Mt. Chimney bubbled.

“Sir?” one of the scientists asked, as Tabitha turned away.

“What is it?”

“Well… if we’re going to make Mt. Chimney erupt… aren’t we on Mt. Chimney?”

Tabitha chuckled. “I see the cause for your confusion. No, we’re going to set the eruption going and then get clear in the helicopters.”

“I see!” the scientist nodded. “For Groudon!”

“For Groudon!” Tabitha replied with a nod.

“Uh…” the other scientist began. “I saw this film, once, and a helicopter tried to get away from a volcanic eruption but couldn’t.”

“Propaganda,” Tabitha dismissed.

He frowned. “Where is that meteorite?”


“Good work!” Matt said, holding the meteorite up. “Now all we needs to do is set the machine goin’, and then get the charges ready!”

“Charges?” someone asked.

“Why, it be simple!” Matt told him. “We needs to start it rainin’, extinguish Mt. Chimney, and then fill the caldera with water… then blow the side off the mountain! Down goes the water, an’ washes Mauville out to sea!”

“Cool!” someone said.

“Isn’t it just,” Matt chuckled. “Now, where’s that machine…”

“Sir!” called a grunt. “Magma’s set up a machine too!”

“Landlubberly copycats!”

With a sigh, the Admin gestured. “Right, let’s go stop ‘em!”


“It’s not like anyone can even get up here,” the grunt muttered, looking again at the destroyed winch mechanism. “And if they did have a Flying-type, why’d they come here?”

He glanced down at his Houndour, who shrugged.

Then a squeaky voice came from behind him. Startled, he looked – and saw nothing.

His Houndour blinked, and barked something that sounded like a confirmation.

“What is it, boy?” the grunt asked, crouching down to the Fire-type.

Something tapped him on the shoulder.

“What?” he asked, looking, and Blaziken punched him.


“Hey!” Houndour said, growling, as Blaziken eased the unconscious Magma agent down. “That was my trainer! You hurt my trainer!”

“Your trainer nearly killed my brother,” May replied, sliding down from Latias’ back.

Houndour’s eyes widened, and he whined. “…really? But… it wasn’t supposed to hurt anyone…”

“You do realize that Team Magma’s trying to make the volcano erupt, right?” Brock asked.

Houndour looked confused. “But… that shouldn’t hurt anyone… I mean, lava’s kind of warm and sticky, but it’s not really dangerous…”

“I see,” Blaziken said solemnly. “Do you know that not all Pokémon have Flash Fire?”

“They don’t?”

Keldeo landed in a clatter of hooves, and Absol jumped gratefully down from his back.

“What now?” Ash asked, as Pidgeot landed with the rest of them on the lip of the volcano peak.

“I’m not sure…” Brock frowned. “I-”

He stopped, and his gaze turned to look back the way they’d come.

“Why is there an Octillery on Max’s face?”

Delta’s fins worked frantically as he steered towards a landing, and flopped down with a last-minute burst of Surf to help the landing go smoothly.

“I don’t think I can carry you a very long way…” he said, panting.

May hurried over and helped to pull the Octillery off her brothers’ face. “Where did this come from?”

“Mffmfff – ah!” Max gasped as the Pokémon finally popped off. “I don’t know! It was in my bag!”

“Wait…” Brock frowned. “Don’t Mantyke need Remoraid to evolve into Mantine? Maybe that’s… why…”

The Octillery launched itself out of May’s grasp and began hurrying across the battlefield at speed, heading for some intense fighting going on between Magma and Aqua agents.

“Well, now we know where Jirachi got it from,” Brock observed.

Oh, yeah, I guess that must be what happened!

Distantly, the Octillery fired into the combat – knocking a Growlithe off a Luvdisc, by the looks of it.

“It looks like the best thing is if I just go after that Meteorite!” Ash decided. “Anyone got any reasons that might not work?”

None were forthcoming, though Lucario did arrive a few seconds later.

“That run was bracing,” he said.

After a few more seconds, Pidgeot took off with Ash in a rush of wind, and Latias followed her to help out where she could.


“This crazy scheme of yours be flawed in all kinds o’ ways!” Matt said. “How exactly do y’ plan to stop the eruption flattenin’ Mauville?”

“Well… we don’t?” Tabitha replied, as their Pokémon faced off.

Carracosta and Camerupt slammed heavy physical blows into one another, neither making much impression on the other.

“Sacrifices must be made,” Tabitha went on.

“But ain’t your plan t’ make more land for humans?”

“You’re one to talk,” Tabitha said, shaking his head. “Won’t all the silt make it much harder for Pokémon to live in the bays?”

Matt shrugged. “There’s Barboach too.”

“Anyway!” Tabitha went on. “Now!”

A Honchkrow snagged the Meteorite from Matt’s hand, avoided the attacks from his Golbat, and deposited it in Tabitha’s own hand.

“Now that I have the meteorite, I can-”

A brown-cream blur shot past, and Tabitha didn’t have the meteorite any more.

“…what just-” Matt asked, blinking, and looked.

Out over the magma, Pidgeot slowed to an easy, stiff-winged hover in the updrafts from the lava lake.

Ash waved, and put the Meteorite in his bag.

“…well, that’s annoying,” Tabitha sighed. “At least I still have the machine…”

There was a whoomp.

“Some scurvy invisible Pokémon just tipped it in the lava,” Matt supplied helpfully. “An’ now it’s doin’ the same with mine.”

Tabitha rubbed his temples. “Right. Retreat!”

“Don’t mind if I do!” Matt agreed, and both ran for their helicopters.


“Well, I guess they got away,” Max said. “Some of them, anyway.”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed, looking at the half-dozen or so team members from each faction who hadn’t managed to make the helicopters.

In at least one case that had been because Mega Steelix had physically interposed himself, and in two more Geodude had built hasty prisons out of earth-manipulation.

May was frowning. “Did either of you see the Aqua agents protecting their helicopter?”

“No,” Brock said. “I was focused on Magma.”

“I didn’t see anything,” Max said. “Why?”

“Oh, just… one of them looked familiar,” May shrugged. “Not sure why, I certainly didn’t recognize the Pokémon…”


Several minutes later, the police finally arrived.

“Hi!” the head Jenny said, wincing, as she slid off the back of the Pokémon she was riding. “Sorry about the delay – the cable car was cut…”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “We were in it.”

She gaped. “But – how did you…”

“Lucario has very fast reactions, and we had just enough flying Pokémon,” Ash told her. “Good thing you had some Dodrio, though.”

“Yeah, they’re my sisters’,” the Jenny said, indicating another one of the police officers. “She has five – they ran straight up the side of the volcano!”

“Impressive,” Lucario noted. “Incidentally, there’s some prisoners over there.”

“Oh, that’s good,” the officer smiled. “I wondered whether they’d all got away.”

“At least half of them did,” Brock told her. “Some heavy lift helicopters left before we could stop them.”

“Well, you did your best,” the Jenny smiled. “So… hm.”

She turned. “Hey, sis! You got a Wailord too? We’ve got a lot of prisoners to transport!”

“Give me a minute!” the sister called back, giving one of the Dodrio a rub. “I’ll call in a chopper!”

“Right!”

Turning back, the Jenny smiled. “Sorry about that…”

“No problem,” Brock assured her. “What’s going to happen to the Pokémon?”

“Well, we usually try to rehabilitate them,” she told him. “The service can assimilate a few Fire-types fairly easily, we have some good trainers back at the main station… as for the others, well, it was Team Magma and Team Aqua?”

Ash nodded.

“Hm, they don’t usually work together…”

“No, they turned up at the same time by coincidence,” Max said. “I think.”

“That does explain it,” she nodded. “Well, that means there’s Fire-types, Water-types and Dark-types… well, I’m pretty sure that Wallace can help to handle the Water-types, and Sidney’s always a good help with Dark-types.”

“It sounds like you’ve got it under control,” Ash said. “We know someone in the Elite Four up in Kanto and Johto, but if you don’t need their help with the Water-types that’s fine.”

The policewoman nodded, and turned to get to work – then frowned.

“Is that one of theirs you missed?”

Ash looked over. “The Corphish? No, he’s mine.”

He took out the Pokéball, and returned Corphish from the middle of his circle of defeated enemy Pokémon.

“That crawfish has a lot of anger to work out,” Pikachu observed.


A few minutes after that, as the friends were preparing to fly back down the mountain to Lavaridge, another of the policewomen approached them.

“Excuse me?” she asked. “Well… I was wondering. How many Legendaries were there here?”

“Three,” Ash told her. “Jirachi, Latias and Keldeo.”

“Thank you,” the Jenny smiled. “We’ve been asked to keep track, when you’re around…”

“Well, I guess it’s one kind of reputation,” Brock chuckled.


That sounds pretty dangerous, Latios sent to his sister.

She smiled, amusement coming across their bond. It’s okay, really… they never even saw me until I wanted them to.

I know. And I know you’re so much stronger than you were a couple of months ago. Just… stay safe, Latias, Latios said softly.

I will, brother, she replied. And you. Fly safe.

The mental link faded, and Latios let out a happy sigh.

It was good that his sister was okay, even after a run in with a volcano…

He had to admit, these days it really felt like they were legendaries. They did heroic things, saved people, and fought powerful enemies.

It felt good. And the Soul Dew was still as safe as ever.

“Hey, Latias?” a voice asked, faintly.

Latios was instantly on guard. That wasn’t Bianca, or Misty – so it had to be an intruder.

He whirled, cloaking, and began to store power as a prelude to an attack. After last time, Latios refused to be caught by surprise in his own home!

A woman stepped through the shimmering veil, and Latios readied himself to pounce.

Then a Latias drifted through the portal behind her.

Latios did the psychic equivalent of a spit-take, and blew a divot out of the grass.

“What was that?” the Latias asked, zooming down to hover protectively in front of the human. “Who’s there? Latias, are you okay?”

“What do you mean?” Latios asked, moving to a new position. “What are you doing here?”

“What am I doing here? I’m visiting a friend – what are you doing here?”

“This is my home!”

“What’s going on, Latias?” the human asked, baffled.

Latios heard a giggle through his link with his sister. Oh, yeah… I forgot to mention my new friend. She’s a Latias!

Sister, how could you forget this? Latios demanded, gesticulating.

He missed the approach of the other Latias until she barely avoided bumping into him.

“That’s where you are!” she said, poking him, and his cloak dropped from sheer surprise.

“…oh, so you’re Latias’ brother!” she added. “Nice to meet you!”

“Uh, nice to meet you,” Latios replied. “She told you about me?”

“Well, yeah!” the Latias said.

“She didn’t tell me about you…”

“I can’t understand you, you know!” the human called. “Why don’t you two come down here so I can at least pretend I know what’s going on?”

“Sorry!” Latias called, zooming back to her trainer.

Somewhat confused, Latios followed.

Stop giggling, please, he asked his sister.


“You’ve got a what?” Gary asked, yawning.

“A meteorite!” Ash repeated, holding it up to Dexter’s camera.

“And why are you showing me at four in the morning?” Gary pressed.

“Four in the – whoops,” Ash winced. “Sorry, Gary, I keep forgetting about the time difference…”

“Right,” Gary said, and yawned again.

“Look,” he sighed, once his yawn was over. “Meteorites might be interesting, but as far as I know they don’t do anything special. I’ll send you some papers about it later this morning.”

“Okay, no need for that,” Ash protested. “Thanks anyway, Gary. Sleep well!”

Dee ended the call, and Gary lay back in bed.

Three seconds later he bolted upright.


“Well, it was worth a-” Ash began.

Incoming call, Dexter announced. It’s Dee again.

“…what, already?” Max blinked.

Ash hit the answer button.

“Why didn’t you tell me you had an Absol!?” Gary demanded, sounding very awake now.

“…pardon?” Ash asked weakly.

Behind him, Absol waved – having just worked out she was in view of the camera.

“Ash, I’ve had an Absolite for over a year!” Gary told him. “I told you about it! How come you haven’t-”

“I forgot!” Ash protested.

“How can you forget something like that?”

“I’m not the geologist!”

Absol raised a paw. “…does this mean that I might be able to Mega Evolve?”

“I guess it might,” Brock said.


Ritchie Getem walked out of the Pokémon Centre, and smelled the sea air.

“Pacifidlog is a pretty cool place,” he said.

“Yeah!” Sparky agreed, bounding along behind with his long tail lashing. “I never knew you could have a floating town!”

Ritchie nodded.

“Oh, I was thinking we should do Brawly next,” he added. “Any thoughts?”

“I guess that Cid gets to do most of the fighting?” Sparky asked.

“Well…” Ritchie shrugged. “Don’t most of you have psychic powers? Any of you would be pretty good…”

“Yeah, but he’s really good at it,” Sparky shrugged. “I guess maybe Fortune could have the other half of the battle, though…”

“That sounds like a plan,” Ritchie agreed, as they walked along the wooden walkways between one raft and the next.

It was pretty deserted, this time of day – everyone was having lunch, which was fine by Ritchie.

He looked up. “So… hm, wonder what’s the best way to get there?”

Sparky thought about it too.

“You could just-”

The air tore open in front of them with a shimmer of green light, and Ritchie threw up a hand reflexively.

As he lowered it, he couldn’t help but stare.

“What the heck?” Sparky asked. “Celebi?”

“Oh, so this is where you are!” Celebi said, hands on hips.

“What?” Ritchie asked, confused. “Why shouldn’t we be?”

“You’re due in Marion Town!” Celebi informed them. “Yesterday. And yes, that’s literally the day before this one!”

Ritchie blinked, nonplussed. “Where’s Marion Town?”

“Johto!” Celebi informed him, and her hands began to glow. “Don’t worry, you’ll be back here in time to do whatever it was you were going to.”

“Don’t we get a say in this?” Sparky asked plaintively.

“Nope!” Celebi smiled, and they vanished.


Ritchie landed behind a tree, inside what looked like quite a big city.

“Okay, what’s the big idea?” he asked, looking around – and seeing no Celebi.

“Ritchie?” Sparky asked. “Do you have any idea what’s going on?”

“Not really,” Ritchie admitted.

“Oh. What a pity…”

Ritchie chuckled at Sparky’s tone of voice, then frowned.

“Did you hear that?”


They looked around the tree.

“You can’t destroy the Pokémon Centre!” an elderly woman said, standing in front of a bulldozer. “It’s a historical site!”

“It’s on prime land,” someone in a hard hat replied. “I’m sorry, ma’am, but there’s not enough Pokémon Centres in the city to serve it – even with the other one much newer than this old relic – and the new designs would let this one take up the slack.”

Trainer and Raichu exchanged glances.

“This is private property!” said a younger woman. “Part owned by our family. You can’t demolish it!”

The hard-hatted man sighed.

“Right, if you’re going to make this difficult… I’ll go get the compulsory purchase order and come back tomorrow.”

“No!” the older woman gasped – she looked like a Joy, as did the younger one. “This has been my home for decades!”

“I’m sorry,” the foreman said, sounding like he meant it. “If it matters, I made sure you got a good price – very good.”

He waved his hand. “Okay, everyone! Leave the dozers outside the grounds, we’ll come back tomorrow. It’s nearly the end of the day anyway…”

At that comment, Ritchie blinked – and looked skywards.

The sun was sinking below the horizon.

But… it had been lunch back in Pacifidlog…

Oh, yeah… Celebi did say we were needed yesterday…


“This used to be such a nice little town,” the old woman said, emphasizing the little. “But poor Marion has lost its history as it grew. Now people care more about building better buildings than they do taking care of the past!”

“It’s not the Johto way,” her granddaughter said. “We like to hang onto the past – it’s important to remember where we came from.”

“I agree,” Ritchie nodded. “This building looks like a real treasure – it could be a museum.”

“We tried applying,” the younger Joy told him. “But the Mayor wouldn’t have any of it.”

Ritchie winced.

The girl looked over at her elderly relative. “Grandmother?”

“Sorry, love,” she apologized. “Just lost in memories… back when this building was opened. When my dear friend Nick died in a landslide… it put a terribly sad face on the proceedings, but at the same time – well, it means this building’s the main way I remember him.”

She sighed. “It’s a pity he didn’t come to my party – he might have survived.”

Ritchie exchanged a look with Sparky. Now that sounded potentially significant.


That night, Ritchie found himself unable to sleep.

If he’d been brought here to help with the Pokémon Centre… then how could he do what he was supposed to?

Would he have to speak to the mayor? Argue passionately about the value of the past?

This was much simpler when we were up in Almia…

“Hey!”

Ritchie sat up. “Wha-?”

“Sssh!” Celebi said, putting her finger to her lips, and Ritchie obediently shushed. “Get your Pokémon, we’ve got to be quick.”

Not willing to argue with the Psychic-type Legendary, Ritchie shook his Raichu awake and grabbed his belt before following Celebi.


Celebi led him downstairs, into the main room, and then pulled open a drawer on a dresser.

“We’re having to do this really quickly, since you’re already time-displaced just to be here,” she told him. “See this?”

Ritchie caught the carving she threw him. “This… is a Celebi?”

“And a pretty good one, too…” Sparky said, admiring it.

“Good.”

A flash of green light, and they vanished.


This time, Ritchie materialized into the middle of a thunderstorm.

“Agh!” he said, startled, and then began projecting a weak psionic shield to make the rain slide off him. “What’s the big idea?”

“I said we were in a hurry!” Celebi told him. “There’s an unconscious Joy – it’s the one you met today – near one of my shrines just that way. Chop chop!”

She vanished in a twinkle of light.

“…okay,” Sparky blinked.

Ritchie sent out his Gallade. “Cid, can you tell if there’s anyone around here? Any humans?”

“Two”, Cid told him without preamble. “One over there – and one approaching quickly from that direction. On a Ponyta.”

“We’d better get to that Joy,” Ritchie decided. “Lead the way!”


Fortunately, there was only a short way to go before they found the Joy in question – clearly the (much) younger version of the elderly woman they’d met in the Pokémon Centre.

“How is she?” Ritchie asked, glancing up at Cid. “You can tell this stuff, right?”

Cid nodded, and bent down. His hand hovered just over her forehead, and a flicker of light played over it for a moment.

“She’s okay, just out cold,” Cid reported.

“So, I guess Celebi was right,” Ritchie agreed. “What do we do now?”

Sparky shrugged. “Make sure she’s okay – whoah!”

His cheeks sparkled, and he fired a blast of electricity to the sky.

Ritchie tracked it, and watched as the Thunder attack batted away an incoming lightning bolt.

“Where was that going?” he asked, blinking away the flash.

“I’m pretty sure it was about to hit that guy Cid sensed,” Sparky explained.

A few seconds later, a Ponyta cantered into the clearing with a young man on her back.

“Whoa!” the boy called, and the Fire-type halted in a shower of sparks from her hooves.

“Is she here?” he asked, sliding down from Ponyta’s back and recalling her. “Have you seen Joy?”

“She’s right here!” Ritchie replied.

Diving past Ritchie into the shelter of the copse around Celebi’s shrine, he crouched down and examined her.

“Good,” he said, feeling her forehead. “She seems fine.”

“Yeah, we thought so,” Ritchie confirmed. “My Gallade checked.”

“He did? Thank goodness – oh, sorry, I don’t know your name.”

“Ritchie,” Ritchie said. “What’s yours?”

“Nick,” the boy replied. “We – my father and I – we travel around quite a lot, but we’ve been in Marion Town for longer than usual…”

“Right,” Ritchie agreed. “I get what you-”

Sparky sent another bolt of lightning skywards.

“That one could have set the copse on fire!” Sparky told him, glancing over his shoulder. “The trees here are too tall, they’re attracting all the lightning!”

“We’ve got to get to safety,” Ritchie said. “Can we-”

“She’d never leave the shrine!” Nick replied. “It’s her favourite thing in the world – I’ll do anything to protect it for her!”

There was the ionic crackle of a Thunderbolt from Sparky, and a moment later Cid’s arm-blade snapped up to block a second bolt.

“It’s getting worse,” he said, clinically. “Now would be a very good time to leave.”

Joy’s eyes fluttered open.

“Nick?” she asked, then shook her head and became more alert. “Wait – what’s-”

Cracka-cracka-BOOM!

“Sparky!” Ritchie called, looking up.

“I missed one!”Sparky told him, sounding panicked. “The tree’s on fire!”

Then Celebi appeared in a flash of green light, spreading her arms, and a green glow enveloped the shrine – and, as the chunks of flaming tree came crashing down, they hit the shield and skittered off.

“Celebi,” Joy said, softly. “I… wow.”

Celebi turned her head slightly and winked at Ritchie.


“I’m decided,” the Joy said, once the danger had passed and the storm was subsiding. “I’m going to stay here and become a proper nurse!”

“Sounds like a plan,” Nick agreed, before sighing. “It’s a pity you can’t come with me, though…”

Joy blushed.

“Hmmm…” Sparky said, softly. “So that’s not what we came back here to change… I wonder what was?”

“You’ll find out!”

“Wait-” Ritchie tried to say, but another green flash whipped them away again.

“What was that?” Joy asked, looking around. “Huh. He left.”

“Wonder why?” Nick frowned.


Ritchie, Cid, Sparky and Celebi appeared on a dusty track, still soaked from the rain.

“-what… are you…” Ritchie began, and sighed. “I was going to ask what it is you want us to do…”

“Oh, you’re nearly there,” Celebi told him.

Another Celebi flew overhead, and dropped a wooden carving.

“Ah, that’s right!” Celebi said, and vanished.

The one who’d dropped the carving flew down to them. “Now, you need to get Nick to go back and give this to Joy.”

“But…” Ritchie pointed at where the Celebi had been, then at the Celebi floating down to them, and then at the wooden Celebi carving she’d dropped. “Where’d the other one go?”

“I’m the other one, just on the other side of two very short time-space jumps,” Celebi said. “You get the hang of it eventually.”

A shrug. “Or go nuts. Either or.”

“I really hope my own preferred Legendary is more sensible than this,” Sparky muttered.

“Oh, I can tell you! Who is it?” Celebi asked, lying back on thin air.

“Well… I kind of like Thundurus…”

Celebi pursed her lips and waved a hand. “Eh, depends which one. Anyway, you’d better get going!”

She pointed. “They went thataway! Hurry!”

With that, Celebi vanished. Again.

“Fortune!” Ritchie called, releasing his Rapidash. “We’d better hurry!”

Sparky jumped up onto Fortune’s croup as Ritchie returned Cid. “Right, let’s go!”


With the powerful Fire-type’s help, they sped down the track at a brisk pace.

“You’re damp,” Fortune complained as his legs ate up the distance.

“We were in a thunderstorm five minutes ago,” Ritchie explained. “Wait – there they are!”

He tapped Fortune’s mane, and the Rapidash slowed to a canter and then a trot as they came up to the two travellers and their Tauros cart.

“Nick!” he said, waving.

“Aren’t you that kid from last night?” Nick asked, frowning. “Ritchie? Wait… your clothes are still wet. How’s that-”

Ritchie tossed the carving to Nick. “Here!”

Nick caught it, and turned it over slowly. “This is the Celebi carving I made Joy…”

“And you should go back and give it to her!” Ritchie told him.

“I should?” Nick repeated. “But… we’re already on the road… I don’t understand…”

“If you walk away from her you’ll be making the biggest mistake of your life,” Ritchie said. “So don’t! You should-”

The ground trembled.

“What was that?” Nick’s father asked, looking around as the shaking increased in strength.

“Up there!” Nick gasped. “Landslide!”

Nick’s father pulled his son onto the back of the Tauros, and cut the reins connecting him to the cart. “Run, boy!”

Ritchie could see at a glance that they weren’t going to make it. Not quite.

That decides things, then.

He grabbed at his belt, releasing all the Pokémon he had on hand. “Zippo, Cid, Rose, Cruise, do something about this landslide!”

Zippo roared, wings hammering, and charged up-slope. Picking one of the bigger boulders on the right-hand edge of the slide, he slammed an Iron Tail into it and made it shatter into pieces.

Cid ran up behind, blades glowing, and slashed at another boulder, and Cruise projected himself forwards in a blast of compressed air.

The Pupitar dodged away from a small rock, matched speeds with a large one, and began to push it to the side.

Rose – being a Taillow – mainly provided moral support.

And Fortune galloped up behind the Tauros, and began shoving him forwards with powerful pushes of his muzzle. The shock of the flame scared the Tauros even more than the oncoming landslide, and he found an extra gear somewhere.

They ran for perhaps twenty seconds. Then there was a roar, and dust, and a shower of gravel and larger stones.


When the dust settled, both Nick and his father – and their Tauros – and Ritchie and Fortune were, somehow, safe.

“That was close…” Nick said, sounding deeply shocked. “If we hadn’t had you here…”

He touched the Celebi carving. “I guess – wait!”

Turning, he looked back at the huge pile of rocks. “All our things were in that cart…”

“Any Pokémon?” Ritchie asked.

“No, Ponyta’s here, and…” Nick sighed.

“We’re ruined,” his father commented. “I don’t know what we’ll do now…”

“Wait!” Nick said, filled with a sudden hope. “We can ask Joy for help! She wouldn’t let us down!”

He turned. “Thank you for the help, Rit…chie?”

The young trainer was nowhere in sight.


“There we go!” Celebi said, smugly, as Cruise and Zippo popped in. “Got all of them! Good work, by the way!”

“So, I guess we did what we had to?” Ritchie asked, looking around at their latest landing spot. “I guess we’re back in the present?”

“Nearly!” Celebi winked. “Look over there!”

Ritchie did.

He saw a little presentation ceremony taking place, complete with ribbon and big scissors.

“And it gives me great pleasure, as Mayor of Marion Town,” an elderly man was saying, “to formally open this museum of Marion Town Life!”

“This is Marion Town in the present?” Ritchie asked, startled.

He looked around.

No skyscrapers in sight. Just a sprawl of landscape and traditional Johto small-town buildings.

“And,” the mayor went on – in front of what looked a lot like the same Pokémon Centre from before, now Ritchie looked – “to name as the curator – my wife!”

Ritchie stared. “That’s the Joy we met – so that must be Nick!”

“Like I say, good job!” Celebi nodded. “Now, back to Pacifidlog!”

Another green flash, and they were gone.


“…well, that was… different?” Ritchie asked, some minutes later.

“Yeah,” Sparky agreed.

The trainer frowned suddenly, and sighed. “Oh, no – I should have asked her to drop us off in Dewford!”


AN:


The Meteorite Thing.

Also some other stuff, like Ritchie showing up again, or Latias meeting Latios.

(They can’t all be two-chapter double-bills.)






139. Hoenn 19


This is the first of two chapters today.


“How are you doing, Delta?” Max asked, looking up.

The Mantine flapped by, fins working frantically, and swerved up just in time to not hit a bush. “Whooooah-”

“You need to glide more, what?” Noctowl advised. “Flap to gain speed, glide to turn it into height, and bally well soar!”

Delta tried to soar.

He managed something more like a stall.

“No, no!” Swellow piped, zooming around under him and pushing his angle of attack back to something more normal. “You’re asking too much of your airflow!”

“I used to be good at this,” Delta muttered.

“You used to be small!”

“Why can’t it be like swimming…”

Viscocity, Kris said bluntly.

“Ash?” Max asked, glancing over. “Do you think he’ll be okay for the gym battle?”

“Probably,” Ash frowned. “He can fly okay, he did when he caught you – he’s just a bit nervous.”

Max nodded. “I see…”

“Maybe we should look at it another way,” Brock suggested. “Would it work to teach Delta how flying works, and then he can work out how best to do it?”

“That could work,” Ash agreed. “I-”

He stopped.

“Mawile? When did you come out?”

“I heard you talking about teaching Delta how flying works!” she said, with a notebook in her hands and a pencil in her false-jaw. “I’d like to take some notes!”

“She’s quick,” May chuckled.

“Well, now!” Noctowl said, flaring his wings and coming down to land on Ash’s shoulder. “That’s a dashed good idea!”

Max caught Delta as the big Manta came wobbling down to a landing, and they watched as Noctowl spread his wings.

“Now, there’s two ways to fly! The first is to just rely on pure power – it’s called thrust – and flap or blast hard enough to stay in the air!”

An illusion formed in front of them, made of shimmering light and outlining several Pokémon – including a soaring Mandibuzz and a hovering Natu.

“These plucky lasses have very different ways of flying! The Natu’s using sheer wing strength to keep herself from pranging, flapping away so hard that she can stay up! And as for this Mandibuzz here, she’s doing the opposite…”

“Okay, I think I get it,” Delta said, watching. “So… which would I be better at?”

“Let’s see how you glide!” Swellow grinned. She took off in a clap of wings and began to hover there. “You need speed and height, and then hold yourself as flat as possible!”

As the Water/Flying-Type got to practising, Mawile finished her notes.

Ash crouched down to have a look. “What’s that?”

“How to fly!” she said, showing him.

Ash took it.

There was a sketchy blob in the middle of the page, with puffy clouds drawn both above and below it (and labelled with ‘cloud’). Speed lines showed that the blob was moving at high speed through the air, and another set of lines denoted a blast of non-specific energy which was shooting down and behind the blob.

There was a bit by the side of the diagram listing possible types of energy. ‘Flamethrower’, ‘Dragon Pulse’ and ‘blowing really hard’ were all on there, as well as a few others that were crossed out.

“So, who’s this?” Ash asked, pointing at the blob.

Mawile shrugged. “It’s kind of… ge-ne-ric.”


“Here we are!” May said, happily. “Lavaridge! Hey, let’s go to the hot springs!”

“But…” Ash looked downcast. “Gym battle?”

“Can’t it wait?”

“Well, yeah, if I have to,” Ash admitted. “But I’d kind of like to know who I should get hold of first.”

“Fine,” May sighed. “Let’s go, then.”

“Great!”

“But we’re just going to check!” May added. “If you start a battle, I’m going to watch it from the hot springs!”

She turned to Brock. “Think he heard me?”

Brock shrugged.


“Oh, hi!” waved a young woman – Flannery – as they approached her gym. “Are you here for a Gym Battle?”

“Yeah!” Ash and Max both said.

May coughed.

“Later today,” Ash amended reluctantly.

“Sure!” Flannery agreed. “I’m just getting Meg and Mag ready for a challenge… they’re my mid-league-run team…”

“Wait, look out!” Max said, pointing.

Flannery tilted her head. “What?”

The end of her hair touched her Slugma.

“…you’re kind of on fire,” Max continued, weakly.

“What?” Flannery repeated, then smelled the burning hair. “Aah!”

“Marshtomp, go!” Brock said, sending him out. “Douse that hair!”

Marshtomp duly blasted water on Flannery’s hair, producing a hiss and a horrible smell.

“I’ll handle that,” May said, “Beautifly, Sweet Scent!”

A soothing pulse of tulip rolled out, replacing the smell.

“Thanks!” Flannery said brightly. “Sorry, I’m kind of new…”

She trailed off. “Wait… you’re Ash Ketchum, aren’t you?”

“That’s me,” Ash agreed.

“Great!” Flannery grinned. “Hey – would you mind doing me a favour?”

She lowered her voice. “My grandpa used to run this gym, but I think he keeps creeping back to see how well I’m doing. So I want to show him that I’m able to handle a big battle – even if I don’t win.”

“Who did you beat in the Elite Four?” Brock asked, curious. “I’d have thought that would settle the question…”

“Who do you think I beat?” Flannery shrugged. “Glacia, of course – but I managed to edge out a win against Phoebe, too, just by setting the whole arena on fire so her Ghosts got hit whenever they phased.”

“Ouch,” May winced.

“Yeah, but Gramps didn’t see it, so he doesn’t really believe me. Oh, yeah, speaking of arenas…” Flannery rubbed the back of her neck awkwardly. “Can we battle outside?”

“Why?” Max asked.

“I broke the floor,” she said simply. “Heatmor tore it up going after a Dig user.”

“Geodude can fix that up for you,” Brock volunteered.

“Yeah, that would be cool,” Flannery grinned. “Thanks!”

“I’d still like mine outside,” Ash requested. “Given who I’m planning to get – if he’s willing – then the battle wouldn’t fit in the gym…”

“Cool,” Flannery nodded. “There’s a big flat place cut into the slopes of Chimney a little way out of town, come back here when you’re ready and I’ll show you.”

“Sounds good,” May smiled. “And it gives us time for a quick go in the hot springs, I’ve been looking forward to them for a week!”


“These are quite nice,” Absol said, stretching in the luxuriant warm water.

She glanced up at Mt. Chimney. “Though if I couldn’t tell that volcano is uninterested in erupting, I’d be a bit worried about it.”

Ash followed her gaze. “Yeah, I can see that…”

Pikachu floated past.

“Make sure you don’t zap us,” Ash pointed out.

“Yeah, yeah…”

Ash lay back, sighing. “I guess May did have a point, we’ve been on the go a while…”

“It’s been the most event-filled few weeks of my life, so far,” Absol nodded. “And… this is normal for you?”

“Fairly.”

“Excuse me,” Lucario requested.

Absol shifted to one side, and Lucario got in.

“Good training session?” Ash asked.

“Very good, thank you,” Lucario nodded. “I think we really are on the verge of a breakthrough with Sacred Sword.”

“That’s great news!” Ash grinned. “What’s the trick?”

“I’ll tell you on the other side of the actual breakthrough,” Lucario informed him.

“Fair enough…” Ash shrugged. “Oh, sorry, Absol – you were saying?”

“Well…” Absol gave a sinuous shrug, sending ripples across the water. “I’m fully aware that I joined you essentially to see how you handle the chaos that swirls around you… but since then, I’ve been thinking quite hard.”

“Oh?” Ash asked.

“I’ve enjoyed it,” Absol said, then glanced up at Chimney. “Mostly. And the mention of Absolite… sort of brought a question into quite sharp relief.”

She took a deep breath. “I’d be willing to become your Pokémon in truth, if you’ll have me.”

“Sure!” Ash agreed. “It’ll be great to have you!”

Absol let out a little breath.

“Are you glad?” Ash asked, curious.

“Well, yes… but not – not just – for the reason you’re thinking. As I asked the question I was keeping careful track of just how dangerous my life was – and joining you didn’t do anything.”

“I guess that’s… a useful thing to check,” Ash agreed. “So – should I ask Gary for the Absolite?”

Absol blinked. “Huh, now there’s a blip…”


“Okay, ready?” Flannery asked. “Two on two!”

“Sure am!” Max agreed. “Okay, let’s give this a go!”

“That’s the attitude I like to see!” Flannery grinned. “Okay, Meg!”

“Morning,” Meg said, waving a pseudopod.

“Is that one of the Slugma you had earlier?” May asked. “They’re pretty neat – if dangerous around flammable objects.”

“Yeah, like hair,” Flannery said, unfazed.

“Delta, here we go!” Max called, and sent his Mantine out.

“Okay, not bad!” Flannery agreed. “Okay, Water and Flying type that’s not a Gyarados… right!”

She pointed. “Okay, Meg, show them what a volcano means! Lava Plume!”

“Whoa!” Delta gasped, hammering at the air with his fins to gain height as a blast of flame went skywards with a dull whoosh.

“Delta, stay clear!” Max called, as the arena began to smoke and smoulder. “How are you setting that on fire? It’s rock!”

“Actually the fire’s not really burning the basalt itself,” Flannery told him, as the flames spread out to cover most of the arena in a flickering, dancing web of conflagration. “It’s just sitting on top – but it looks cool!”

“I guess it does,” Max admitted.

“Max?” Delta called down, wobbling through the air.

“Oh, right!” Max winced. “Uh – Bubblebeam!”

A stream of bubbles speared down into the firey cauldron. Some of them were on target, but the recoil quickly pushed Delta wildly off course and he began to tumble.

“Don’t panic!” Max called. “Spread your fins, tail to the right – and flap!”

The calm instructions helped more in abstract than in specifics. Merely knowing that Max was there to help let Delta recover his confidence, and he pulled up out of his tumble before soaring back skywards.

“Phew,” Max sighed. “But – wait, what happened to the bubbles? I swear some of them were on target…”

“They vanished in the heat!” Brock realized. “She’s made the area hot enough to boil water!”

“Well, it’s not quite that hot yet,” Flannery replied, as the Lava Plume continued. “But it’s certainly hot enough to disrupt a Bubblebeam!”

“Okay, that’s not good,” Max frowned. “Okay, stay high for now! And – try short bursts, to get used to firing in the air!”

Delta inhaled, and fired a short burst of Bubblebeam. The recoil jinked him, and he flapped in an undignified way for a few seconds before recovering.

“Good!” Max said. “Keep it up!”


Some distance away, Flannery’s grandfather lowered his binoculars.

“Okay, now she’s setting rock on fire. I guess that’s a good sign?”


“Wait!” Delta called down. “I think I worked out something!”

He banked in, dove slightly, and fired out a torrent of water.

“That’s more like it!” Max grinned, watching as the water steamed its way through the firestorm.

“Back, Meg!” Flannery called quickly.

Her Slugma slipped backwards, resulting in an interruption of the Lava Plume, and avoided the blast of water – though some splashed her, making a hissss sound.

“Fire Blast!” she ordered.

Meg nodded, and blasted a star of flame into the sky.

Delta yelped, inhaled, and fired another blast of water. The attacks detonated in a huge cloud of steam, and Delta emerged from the other side of it wobbling slightly in the air but broadly fine.

“Fire around the Slugma!” Max ordered. “Then right at her!”

Delta banked around again, and fired his newly-mastered Surf attack in a hose-like stream.

His wingfins trembled as he held himself on course, and a Flamethrower shot past his ear a little close for comfort, but the attack pattern worked – hot, steaming water splashed down around Meg and then hit her head-on.

There was a BANG.

“Meg!” Flannery called, squinting through the steam. Overhead, Delta circled watchfully.

Then, as the steam cleared, it revealed Meg.

“I’m okay-” she began, and was hit by a blast of Bubblebeam.

“…oh,” Flannery said. “Ah well… one down, one to go!”


With a flash, the second Pokémon appeared.

Max frowned. “…that’s another Slugma.”

“Yeah,” Flannery shrugged. “But he’s different.”

“Really?” May asked, looking closer. “Different how? Is he Shiny?”

“No, but… well, there’s two things. First, he’s male – Meg’s female.”

“Right,” Brock said. “That’s a pretty important difference.”

Mag nodded.

“Second – well, he knows different moves.” Flannery pointed skywards. “Rock Throw!”

Mag’s skin bubbled for a moment, then he opened his mouth and fired a flaming rock larger than he was into the sky.

“Turn left!” Max called quickly.

Delta jinked, diving out of harm’s way, and the rock whistled just over his tail – then exploded.

“Whoa!” Max said, half-raising a hand as some bits of rock pinged off Delta’s upper surface. “What happened?”

“It’s basically like Rock Blast,” Flannery told him brightly. “It’s a rock which is superheated on the inside, so it bursts!”

“That sounds tricky to handle…” Ash admitted.

“How would you deal with it, Ash?”

“In all honesty I’d probably have the Pokémon punch the rock,” Ash said. “Sorry.”

“Yeah, Delta doesn’t have fists… pull up!” Max warned, and Delta did so.

This time, the rock didn’t burst, and reached an apex some distance away before falling to the ground.

“There’s no-one nearby, right?” Brock asked.

“There shouldn’t be,” Flannery said, frowning.

There was a wham as the rock landed.

“Okay, you’ve got a good point… Mag, we’re not in the gym any more, make sure to aim so the misses don’t land outside the cleared zone!”

Ash looked to his left. “Can you handle any that do go out of bounds?”

“Sure!” Latias squeaked.

Flannery hadn’t noticed. “Right – now, use Inferno!”

A blast of heat plumed skywards, and Delta spread his fins to ride it.

“Look out!” Max called.

Delta side-slipped, and the rocks fired through the obscuring curtain of flame whipped past and missed him.

“Can you gain more height, Delta?” Max added, cupping his hands. “Try and get out of range!”

Delta pulled up, rising into the sky, and before long he was only a small shape.

“Ancientpower!” Flannery said, pointing, and Mag fired a glowing red rock into the air.

“Bubblebeam!” Max said, as loud as he could.


Delta heard his trainer, and turned to aim better.

As the rock left the region of intense heat, he opened fire – barraging Bubblebeam into it, in short bursts so he didn’t accidentally flip himself over and start tumbling again.

The blue stream pounded into Mag’s Ancientpower, and it resisted for a few seconds – then, came apart as it reached altitude, and Delta evaded most of the bits with relative ease.

Latias shot past, grabbing the largest bits to stop them falling on anyone.


“…is that yours?” Flannery asked, distracted.

Ash nodded.

“Right – okay, let’s try this! Flame Burst!”

Mag inhaled, and his magma-like body bubbled and swelled up.

Then he fired a great big ball of flame, which flew skywards in a stream of firey tendrils and detonated into a great cloud of fire.

“…no, a bit higher,” Flannery said. “Man, that Mantine’s really high up…”

“I don’t think he wants to be fried,” Max replied.

“Well, he’s got to come down sometime…” Flannery muttered. “Wait, can I set a time limit? I can, right?”

Brock nodded. “That’s allowed.”

“Brock…” Max sighed.

“No, it’s legitimate,” May agreed.

“Okay – Delta, surf!” Max shouted.

Delta waved his fins, then fired down a blob of water.

Mag watched it come in, charging his attack, then fired – and, a second or so later, the falling water hit the rising flame.

There was a bang and a cloud of steam, and water splashed down all over the place.

“Cargo?” Mag asked.

“What was – you evolved?” Flannery realized, looking down and seeing her Fire-type was now a Fire-and-Rock-type. “That’s great! Now – uh, try loads of Fire Blasts! Make some turbulence!”

Mag nodded, and leaned back. His shell began to light up, in an uncoiling spiral, and then a series of flaming stars reached for the heavens.


Delta dodged and wove, trying to avoid the pillows of overpressure produced by the Fire Blasts, but he couldn’t avoid them all – one slapped into him from the side, then another came up from underneath and made him take a tricky up-and-over manoeuvre.

“Delta!” Max’s voice came faintly from the ground below. “I’ve got a new plan – dive and use Surf as you do!”

Considering that, the Mantine wove around a Fire Blast and then tilted forwards.

Inhaling, he fired a Surf – and the next Fire Blast came straight for him.

There was a bang as the attack detonated on the water, leaving Delta pretty much uninjured.

“Keep it up!” Max encouraged.


“He’s building a water shield,” Flannery realized. “Cool tactic! Okay, Mag – blast through it! Fire Blast!”

The second Fire Blast aimed at the diving Mantine went skywards, and did little better than the first. It produced a huge, beautiful disc of water as it blasted gallons of the Surf away, but some of the shield remained and Delta just rebuilt it faster.

Flannery blinked. “Wait – try a Rock Throw!”

The Rock Throw was duly used.

It dished out a kind of reverse splash in Delta’s progressively-thickening watery wavefront, then exploded – but the water soaked up most of the explosion, and by now Delta was getting close.

“Overheat!” Flannery finally said.

Mag’s shell glowed again, and he fired the almighty blast of heat.

“Dive!” Max called out, and then both shielded their faces from the sudden blast of hot steam.


The diving manta ray landed squarely on the snail.


“Delta!” Max called, running onto the hissing battlefield as it cooled rapidly. “Are you okay?”

Delta mumbled something about Octillery, visibly draped over something large.

“How’s Mag?” Flannery asked, worried.

Max pulled, and decided he wasn’t going to be able to lift his Water-type up. Taking the Pokéball, he returned him in a flash of red light.

With the weight removed, Mag fell over with a thud.

“…I think he’s out too,” Ash volunteered.

“Right,” Flannery agreed. “Well, I guess that’s a win for you!”

“But…” Max blinked, then realized. “Oh, right – two on two.”

“That’s right,” Flannery confirmed. “Who’s your number two?”

Max sent Guy out. “Him, probably.”

Flannery gave the Grass-type a bemused look over. “Wouldn’t he catch fire?”

“Nope, he’s already poisoned,” Max explained.

“Huh, neat trick… okay, here!”

Flannery tossed him a Heat Badge, and Max caught it – then fumbled it, and Guy caught it for him.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling.

“Okay!” Flannery snapped her fingers. “Your turn!”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “Oh, what’s the rules?”

“We’ll do that… uh, extra battle… at the end,” Flannery decided. “You know, just to end on a high note. Apart from that, three on three.”

She took a Pokéball from her belt. “Ready?”

“Sure!” Ash agreed.

Both threw their Pokéballs.


Corphish formed on the battlefield in a flash of white light, and looked around.

He didn’t see his opponent.

“Up here,” she said.

Ash’s Water-type looked up.

He turned to Ash. “Okay, explain this one.”

“I don’t know myself,” Ash admitted. “Why is there a Blaziken hanging from a balloon?”

Flannery shrugged. “Don’t knock it, it works.”

“It does?” Pikachu asked.

“Blaziken, Flamethrower!” Flannery said, pointing.

Blaziken inhaled, then blew a gentle stream of fire onto the hand not holding onto the colourful little balloon.

The hand swirled for a moment, and then she lashed out with a billowing wash of flame.

“Yah!” Corphish cried, opening both claws and firing a stream of Bubblebeam.

The Water and Fire attacks hit one another, producing a side-scatter of flickering flames and a cacophany of popping bubbles, and after a few seconds the Bubblebeam won out and the flames dissipated.

Blaziken just hung there for several seconds as bubbles peppered her entire half of the arena – most of them not coming near her, let alone close enough to hurt.

“You’re not very good at this, are you?” she asked, once he finally stopped.

“I’m good enough,” Corphish replied. He fired another shot, which went nowhere near her.

“You’re manifestly not.” Blaziken swung herself by the string connecting her to her Air Balloon, and kicked a wash of flame at Corphish.

“I’m Water-type, you know,” he said, firing away again to defeat this attack.

“Look out!” Ash called.

Corphish ignored it.

When the flames subsided, he looked at Blaziken again – and saw a green glow in her free hand.

“Ah,” he said, and sprinted to his right.

The beam of solar energy that emerged from Blaziken’s palm hit the ground just behind him, and swept across to follow him.

As he ran, Corphish aimed both claws directly at Blaziken and began to fire Bubblebeam again.

This time, paradoxically, they were a bit more accurate – at least two bubbles actually hit Blaziken’s hanging body – but nowhere near enough to make her stop her Solarbeam or even significantly affect her aim.


“I thought those things just made it so Ground-type attacks didn’t work,” Max said, frowning.

“Well, she’s ten feet in the air,” Brock pointed out. “It’s not as if he can hit her with Razor Shell…”

“Why’s he missing with Bubblebeam, though?”

“I think his aim’s just absolutely terrible,” Pikachu opined.

“Yeah, probably,” Ash agreed, as the Solarbeam faded – it had scored a few glancing hits on the exoskeleton, but Corphish was mostly fine. “Corphish, don’t hit the balloon! Aim for her feet!”

“Wait, what?” May asked.


Corphish continued to spray Bubblebeams semi-randomly across the battlefield, but his point of aim drifted downwards as he ran – staying ahead of Ember attacks that starred the ground – and came to focus on Blaziken’s feet.

Switching methods, Blaziken inhaled and let out a Fire Blast. She swung backwards with the recoil, then punched out behind her with a Fire Punch that mostly reversed the effect, and continued to keep up her barrage of flame.

All through this time, not a single Bubblebeam bubble hit Blaziken’s feet.

One hit the balloon, though, making it boing and wobble slightly back and forth. Then a second.

“Look out!” Flannery called. “He’s hitting the balloon!”

Then a Bubblebeam finally reached its target, and the balloon burst with a pop.

Blaziken fell and landed on two legs and one hand, and her wrists smouldered faintly as her head came up in a smooth motion.


“Oh, I get it!” Max said. “His aim’s so terrible you told him not to hit it!”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “And that meant he did.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” Brock said weakly. “Unless his aim is never accurate.”

“Did you see what just happened?” May asked. “It kind of looks like it is never accurate.”

She sent out Blaziken, just so he could watch the next part of the battle.

“Thank you,” he said gravely, and sat down to spectate.


Blaziken crouched, muscles tensing, and then exploded forwards at her crustacean of an opponent.

Crossing his claws, Corphish ignited his Razor Shellsabers, and met her first snap-kick with a glowing blade of water-typed energy.

The contact produced a hiss and smoulder, with a little flame leaking past the blade to reach his exoskeleton, and he swung his other blade to try and hit her while she was stalled.

Unfortunately for him, though, the Blaziken was observant as well as athletic. Pushing hard on his interposed saber, she pushed him back a step – despite his supporting legs – and got clear fast enough that his swing met only air.

Corphish frowned, and scuttled forwards to resume the battle.

Another clash – this time of shellsaber versus Fire Punch, followed by a hard impact of kick on shell matched by a painful Razor Shell to the knee – and the two gained distance once more, feeling each other out.

“Try another Solarbeam!” Flannery called.

Nodding, Blaziken cupped her hands. As Corphish charged to try and interrupt her attack preparation, she ran backwards fast enough to keep her distance before springing into the air.

She executed one slow backflip, and then brought her hands together and fired.

Corphish crossed his beam-like blades, holding them in front of his face, and the blaze of green light hit just off-centre of the X.

Light glanced off, mostly to the right, and carved a thin path through the ground.


“Who do you think’s going to win?” May asked, as the green light ran out.

“Hard to say,” Brock admitted. “They’re not really damaging one another…”


Blaziken landed with a crouch-squat, and stayed for a moment before springing forwards again.

Her foot glowed blue, and she lashed out with a one-two Double Kick at Corphish.

Razor Shell blades swinging up, Corphish blocked both the attacks – though he was sent back a step by the force – and fired a conical blast of Bubblebeam.

Most of them missed – but this close, some of the attack actually hit. Blaziken sprang quickly back out of range, and blurred around to come in on a new vector.

A punch flashed out, flame skirling, and Corphish blocked it with one saber. He stepped to the side, relaxing his muscles, and the remaining force of Blaziken’s blow made her stumble forwards for a moment.

Swinging his other claw, Corphish hit her in the back of the knee, and the impact caused Blaziken to fall forwards.

Already recovering, she landed on spry forearms – coming into what looked like a push-up position – and made ready to launch herself back upright.

Then Corphish used Crabhammer.

Directly on her nose.


“…ouch,” May said weakly.

Her own Blaziken touched the front of his face a little gingerly.


Blaziken did not get up as smoothly as she had hoped.

Stunned by the impact, she reeled backwards – managing to not fall over backwards, though it was a close thing – and shook her head before recovering.

Waving away the shower of terribly-aimed Bubblebeam headed at her, she wound up and lashed out in a Blaze Kick – one that was noticeably more cautious than her earlier attempts.

Corphish blocked this one, too, and swiped at her ankle with a Razor Shell which missed.

“Fire Blast!” Flannery called.

Blaziken obliged, inhaling and then letting loose a burst of star-like flame.

Corphish didn’t have time to dodge this one.

The star-shape detonation covered him for a couple of seconds, and when it faded there were a few small scorch marks on Corphish’ exoskeleton.

“Keep it up!” the fiery Gym Leader said. “Blaziken – Overheat!”

Heat sparked between Blaziken’s fists.

She sprang back, away from a charge by her Water-type opponent, and brought both fists down on the ground.

Flames skirled around the impact point, forming a circle, then in less than a second pounced forwards to form a moving curtain of intense heat that roared and hissed.

What looked like a great, indistinct bird keened and lunged down onto Corphish, who raised his glowing Razor Shell blades to protect his face.

There was an almighty hiss.

“Corphish!” Ash called. “Are you okay?”

There was no answer for a second or two, then glowing blades cut through the swirling flame and dissipated it.

Corphish looked pretty badly scorched by now, with blackened marks running down his claws and ash on most of his body except for his face.

His opponent, meanwhile, looked quite enervated from the effort of the powerful Fire-type attack. She was visibly panting, but seemed capable of continuing the fight.

“Great!” Flannery complimented, glancing between the scorched Corphish and the tired Blaziken. “Now – finish him off! Focus Blast!”

Blaziken nodded firmly, and steadied herself before forming a globe of blue light.

A second, and then it fired.

Corphish crossed his shellsabers.

Much to the surprise of just about everyone, the Focus Blast bounced off the X-shape of glowing light and rebounded on an unsuspecting Blaziken.

That was finally too much for her.


“I can honestly admit I didn’t know he could do that,” Ash told Flannery.

“Really?” Flannery asked, interested, as she returned Blaziken. “I thought all the crazy things your Pokémon did were planned out in advance.”

“Some of them are,” Ash agreed. “Some I make up as I go along.”

He returned Corphish. “And some I don’t even know…”

May stifled a giggle.

“Okay, next up – Pyroar!” Flannery said, sending him out.

Ash considered that, looking the Pyroar over. “Cool Pokémon.”

“Yeah, she’s from Kalos,” Flannery nodded. “Got her on my gap year.”

“You had a gap year?” Brock asked. “I never got a gap year…”

“Okay, Goomy!” Ash decided. “Ready?”

“No,” Goomy replied, materializing on the battlefield.

“You can do it!” Mawile said, waving. “Good luck!”

Goomy looked back, and smiled faintly. Then he turned back to face the feline Pokémon, and nodded. “Okay.”

“Begin!” Flannery called.


“Ah, good,” Giovanni said, looking up from his desk at the grunt. “You have what I asked for?”

The grunt nodded, placing a Pokéball on the desk. Persian paced up and sniffed it.

“Excellent. You may go – and tell my next appointment to come in.”

He adjusted the placement of the Pokéball slightly, and then looked up again. “Good. Do you know why I called you in here?”

“Well… dat’s pretty much a no,” Meowth admitted.

Giovanni nodded. “Indeed. Well, it did not escape my notice that you were lucky to escape serious injury on that last mission.”

“Yeah,” James agreed. “Poor Growlie, he could have been badly hurt…”

“Indeed,” Giovanni nodded. “Which is why I am providing you with assistance.”

He picked up the Pokéball. “Jessie. Your friend from nursing school, Chansey – now Blissey, of course – was quite willing to help.”

“Is that her?” Jessie asked.

“No,” Giovanni informed her. “She’s unavailable due to prior commitments. It is, however, her student.”

He passed the Pokéball across the table, and Jessie took it.

“I advise you get to know him before your next mission,” the Boss added.

He let a few seconds elapse.

“Now, I do have other appointments today…”

“Sorry boss!” Meowth said, standing up quickly. “Didn’t mean ta hang around!”

“We’ll just be going,” Jessie agreed, and they hurried to the door.


“So, dis Pokémon’s been trained by dat Chansey you used ta know?” Meowth asked, when they were back in the vehicle bay.

“That’s what the boss said,” Jessie agreed. “I didn’t know she even did training…”

“Any idea what he is?” James asked, curious.

I know, Abra noted idly. There was quite a lot of discussion about it.

“There was?” James asked. “We didn’t hear it…”

Of course not, there was a wall in the way.

Before he could be asked to explain that cryptic comment, Abra promptly returned himself into his Pokéball and went to sleep.

“One of these days we should remind him to explain himself,” James said. “Okay, I guess we should have him look at Growlie?”

Jessie nodded, and opened the Pokéball.


AN:


So, Flannery!

Fire-type gym leader, so everything gets very… no, not going to do the pun.

By the way, Mawile kind of likes the idea of flying.

And Team Rocket have another new team member.






140. Hoenn 20


This is the second of two chapters today.


As the battle started, Pyroar crouched and sprang forwards – paws ready for a buffet.

Goomy yelped, and dove out of the way – resulting in the Fire-type missing, skidding a few paces, and turning to attack again.

Her long flaming hair crackled with heat, and she inhaled. Fire sparked in her mouth, then moved to her fangs, and she clashed them ready for a Fire Fang from behind Goomy.

Ash spotted it coming. “Goomy, use-”

“Rain dance!” Mawile said. “Quick!”

“Right!” Goomy said, remembering.

His antennae glowed, and there was a miniature crack of thunder. A small raincloud bloomed out, and the first spatter of rain began to fall.

“Oh, great…” Flannery sighed. “Here we go, always with the rain…”

Pyroar’s Fire Fang dissipated unused, and she let out a mrowl of discontent at the water.

“I know, I know,” Flannery agreed. “Right, Pyroar, rain countermeasures!”

The leonine Fire-type nodded, tail lashing, and reared her head back. As the rain began to come down in earnest, she launched a Flamethrower skywards, then followed that up with a broader Incinerate.

“Does that help?” Max asked.

“Yeah, actually,” Flannery shrugged, as Pyroar shook herself of some of the water. “It takes the edge off, anyway…”

“Goomy, Bubble!” Ash called.

Pyroar gave him an irritated look, then lashed out with her tail at the water bubbles. They popped, producing nothing more than a few stinging marks, and then she pawed the ground and let out an almighty roar.

“Wow…” May said, wincing. “That’s loud!”

Goomy flinched, and gulped visibly. “Uh…”

Pyroar launched a Fire Blast.

Goomy swallowed, but didn’t run. He concentrated hard, and a squall of intense rain came down from the clouds overhead and battered away at the fury of the five-spoked Fire attack.

There was a great deal of hissing, and what actually reached Goomy was much weaker than it could have been.

“That’s a new trick!” Flannery said, surprised. “Can he do that whenever he wants?”

Ash shrugged.

“Let’s find out! Fire Spin!”

Pyroar paced forwards, moving at a steady trot for a moment. Then she accelerated, quickly reaching a quite startling speed, and ran in a circle around Goomy.

Flames trailed from her long red-gold mane and lengthened behind her with every pace, and three laps in they joined up to form a continuous circle of heat and flame.

As she continued to run, the ring expanded into a hollow cylinder four feet high, then got higher – and shrunk, keening hotter and hotter. The rain clouds overhead recoiled from the heat, and patches of blue sky began to appear.

“Look out!” Mawile called, worried.

Goomy was hidden from view for a few long seconds. Then a whole new rain cloud formed, directly over the top of Goomy’s position, and what looked more like an artificial water cannon than anything came surging down from the little black cloud.

Pyroar turned to look, surprised, and then the torrential raincloud spread and she retreated with a startled yowl.

The Fire Spin collapsed, and Goomy stood in the middle of a puddle. He was breathing hard, and as soon as he was safe the rain slackened back to normal.

“All right!” Ash called. “Great work, Goomy! That was some really heavy rain!”

“Yeah!” Mawile agreed. “That was really wet!”

Goomy smiled, a little shyly – then saw Pyroar readying another attack. She was staying at a distance, but what looked like a Flame Charge was spreading over her body and beginning to blaze brighter.

“Water Pulse!” Mawile said, a moment before Ash could.

Nodding once, the Dragon-type produced a bubble and filled it with water. Holding it in his mouth for a moment, he shot it off as Pyroar began her charge.

The Fire-type was forced to leap aside, interrupting her attack, and the Pulse hit behind her with a splat.

Trying her luck, she surged forwards to try to hit him with another attack before he could fire again. She got very close, and Goomy’s hasty second Water Pulse was poorly aimed – it splashed down her flank rather than getting a direct hit.

Roaring in triumph, she burst into crackles of electricity and hit home with a Wild Charge which entirely failed to knock Goomy out.

There was a pause.

“Uh…” Max raised his hand. “She knows that’s a Dragon-type, right?”

“Wait, what?” Flannery asked, blinking. “I thought for sure… you know, all the rain, all the Water-type moves…”

She waved her hand at it. “It doesn’t look like a dragon!”

“Hey…” Goomy mumbled, feeling hurt.

“Goomy’s a dragon all right!” Ash confirmed. “Water Pulse!”

Knowing when she’d miscalculated, Pyroar turned tail and got out of the way.


The next few minutes of the battle were somewhat lower in intensity.

Pyroar stayed mostly clear, trying to avoid the Water Pulse attacks which Goomy was firing with gradually improving accuracy, and occasionally tried to roar again with a Noble Roar or even a Hyper Voice – but doing that involved standing still, and Goomy was also learning to appreciate a stationary target.

For Goomy’s part, he wasn’t really able to hit Pyroar solidly with much in the way of Water attack – she was quite nimble – and, though he could dampen her flames, he couldn’t really move fast enough to take the initiative himself.

“I’m starting to get kind of tired…” he panted. “What’s the plan?”

“Just keep it up!” Ash advised, glancing at the water level. “She’s tiring too!”

“Flamethrower!” Flannery called again, and another wash of fire and flame crashed over Goomy.

When it faded, his antenna were smouldering.

“Aha!” Flannery said. “Now he’s Burned!”

The antenna went out with a hiss.

“…and now he’s not,” she added, less enthusiastically. “I hate Hydration…”

“Was that my-”

“Bide!” Mawile said suddenly, pointing.

Goomy used Bide.

A second or so later, he discovered why – as Pyroar used Hyper Beam.

The blaze of golden energy hit his reddish layer of Bide, propelling him bouncing backwards across the battlefield, and the liquid light piled up on itself in a layer of frozen energy.

“…uh oh,” Flannery said, into the stillness.

Pyroar gave her trainer a look.

Then the Bide layer collapsed, launching glowing red energy back at Pyroar with the gold of her own Hyper Beam right in the middle.


The rain began to peter out, clouds fading into the air, as both Pokémon picked themselves up from their date with a Hyper Beam.

Pyroar was favouring one paw, and gave it a lick before gingerly putting her weight back on it. She hissed through her teeth at the resultant twinge, but seemed willing to go with it for now.

As for the Dragon-type, he was still glowing faintly.

“Are you okay?” Ash called.

“I… don’t know,” Goomy said, sounding startled. “I feel all weird… like I’m about to sneeze…”

Then the glow brightened.

His body lengthened, gaining distinct parts, and his antennae became longer and more prominent. A small shell-like protuberance formed on his back, and a pair of stubby limbs out on his front.

When it faded, he was no longer Goomy – having evolved, and become a Sliggoo.

Sliggoo looked around in surprise, and then reached up to feel at his face. “…I can’t see? But – I can feel loads of other-”

Pyroar pounced on him.


“That wasn’t fair!” Mawile said crossly, hands on hips as Ash returned the newly evolved Dragon-type. “She’s not a nice Skitty cat!”

Pyroar gave her a lazy glare.

“She’s got a point,” Ash said.

“…what?” Flannery blinked.

“Oh, Mawile said that wasn’t nice,” Ash explained.

“Yeah, it wasn’t great,” she admitted. “Sorry, I really should have told her not to attack just yet… want a break?”

“Not really,” Ash decided. “Mawile? Can you make sure Sliggoo understands it’s not his fault?”

“It’s not!” Mawile agreed. “And I’ll tell him until he listens!”

May giggled.


Ash sent out his next Pokémon, and Pyroar gave him a disdainful look.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” Corphish asked, curious.

“Nobles do not speak to their inferiors,” she said, nose turned up.

“Right,” Corphish agreed, and Crabhammered her so hard she turned a backflip.


“…I can’t honestly say she didn’t deserve it,” Flannery said, returning the out-for-the-count Pyroar. “Okay, I’m onto my third!”

She kicked at a nearby puddle, producing a splash. “Wish we could wait until the battlefield’s dried up, though…”

“Is that why you wanted a break?” Ash asked. “We still could…”

“Don’t worry about it,” she waved off. “Right, let’s go!”


Houndoom emerged with a flash.

“All right!” he said, tail lashing, as he landed between some of the puddles. “I’m ready!”

Then he spotted his opponent.

The fluffy Flareon waved. “Uh… hi!”

“Hi yourself,” Houndoom said, and began to frown. “Uh… question? Do you have Flash Fire?”

“Yeah, I’m a Flareon,” Flareon confirmed. “Wait… don’t tell me you have it too…”

“Flamethrower!” Flannery called.

Just to test it out, Flareon duly launched a blaze of fire at Houndoom.

Billowing clouds of orange-red flame engulfed the Dark-type for a few seconds… and when it faded, he was not only unharmed but his bones were faintly flickering with their own light.

Water steamed up from the nearest puddle.

“Yeah,” Houndoom agreed. “This is going to be a little strange…”


“Why’d you do that?” Max asked. “I mean, he’s got Flash Fire.”

Flannery shrugged. “Not all Houndoom do. And it’s not like the side effect worries me…”

“Right,” Max nodded. “I guess sometimes you don’t really have to worry that much about an Ability.”

“Beat Up!” Ash called.


Houndoom’s tail whip-cracked, and duplicates appeared of Pikachu, Sliggoo, Mawile, Corphish and Lucario.

Sliggoo promptly fell over.

“Whoops, didn’t mean to do that one,” Houndoom admitted.

A moment later, the other four charged towards Flareon.

The Fire-type crouched, and charged – heat blasting out from his body, forming a continuous shield as he used Flare Blitz – and cannoned directly into the duplicate Corphish.

The impact made the fragile shadow-construct vanish in a puff of smoke, and the duplicate of Mawile also vanished as Flareon went past.

“Aha!” Flareon yapped, and skidded around in a half turn as his Flare Blitz ran out. He inhaled, and launched a wide cone of flame which caught all three of the other clones to destroy them in one go.

“Thought so!” he said, triumphantly. “You’re immune, but they’re not!”

Houndoom replied by creating more clones, and these ones lunged forward straight away.


“This is always a bit strange to watch,” Pikachu noted, as Flareon blasted away some clones with a Fire Blast. “I mean… that’s me. Lots of me.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

A Lava Plume punched into the sky, not only catching all the clones currently attacking but also slamming Houndoom himself backwards with the force of the concussion.

“Is it me,” May asked, slowly. “Or is it getting… kind of warm over here?”

A pillow of warm air came softly towards them, and it suddenly felt like the middle of summer in a desert for a few seconds.

“Perhaps we should back away,” Brock suggested.


Flareon’s paws beat a tattoo on the battlefield surface as he ran in. By this point, the surface was almost all dry, and his footing was sure as he jinked left-right to avoid a Dark Pulse and body-checked Houndoom over onto his side.

Houndoom’s tail and paws lashed at him, jaws flashing with a Bite, and Flareon fired a burst of purple gas before kicking off and getting clear again.

“Fireblast the floor, Houndoom!” Ash called quickly.

Trusting his trainer, Houndoom launched a weak Fire Blast directly downwards. It produced a globe of bright yellow flame for a moment, and was then replaced by smoke which hung in the air for a few seconds.

“Keep using fire attacks!” Ash said, still speaking loudly to make sure Houndoom could hear him despite the distance. “That was a Smog attack!”

“I got it!” Houndoom agreed, and padded in a circle launching out Flamethrowers to clear the rest of the space around him before going back on the offensive.

He Snarled, aiming for Flareon, and the nimble Fire-type rolled to one side to dodge before coming back to his paws and sending a ball of flame towards Houndoom.

It hit Houndoom’s own follow-up, a Dark Pulse, and the attacks detonated with a deep boom.

The sound was low enough that it made the ground shake slightly, and both opposing Pokémon were unsteady on their feet for a moment.

Houndoom recovered first, and charged forwards to use Crunch – though Flareon was less than a second behind, and all Houndoom got was a mouthful of tail fluff.

Then Flareon used Lava Plume, and the mouthful of fluff effectively exploded.

Houndoom went through a backflip, landed upside-down with a yelp and scrabbled back to his paws.

Cracking his tail, he formed more Beat Up clones – which burst instantly.

“What?” he asked, startled, and formed a second set. This lot burst as well.


“What’s making that happen?” Ash asked, watching with his eyes closed. “He keeps making them, but they keep vanishing!”

“Ash, look!” May said.

“What?” Ash asked, confused for a moment, then got it and opened his eyes to look.

The smoke that had made him resort to Aura Sight was gone, but it hardly made it any easier to see – because the air was wavering and shimmering with heat haze badly enough that it was only just possible to make out Houndoom and his orange-yellow opponent.

“How hot is that?” Max asked.

530.2 degrees.

“Oh,” he said. “Thanks.”

Not a problem.

“Use other attacks!” Ash called, and Houndoom moved slightly – presumably he’d heard – before charging forwards.

Flareon matched him, adding a Flare Blitz, and the two passed one another at close range while lashing out with their paws.

At least, that was probably what happened. It was a little hard to tell.


“Thunder fang!” Houndoom announced, biting out at Flareon’s ruff. The attack delivered some voltage, making Flareon twitch, and he replied with a Lava Plume and blasted Houndoom physically backwards.

The ground was starting to feel a little… tacky, almost, pulling on individual hairs on Houndoom’s legs at times, and there was a kind of roaring background noise which he didn’t recognize.

It certainly wasn’t Flareon making it, Flareon was right there – cloaking himself in a Fire Spin for a moment, then attacking out of it with a Bite of his own.

Houndoom jumped to the side and hit Flareon with an Inferno, aiming to blow the Fire-type off course and make him land poorly.

The Inferno, however, didn’t dissipate once it hit. Instead, it hung there, coiling into a long wisp which spiralled upwards into the air.

Houndoom frowned. “What was…”

He broke off as Flareon charged in, snapping off a Smokescreen which shielded him for a few seconds before being torn to shreds by the strengthening wind, and the two tried to knock one another over to get a solid hit in.

After several seconds of rolling-back-and-forth battle, Houndoom got Flareon on the ground, and was about to attack when Flareon used a Fire Blast to gain separation.

Houndoom felt light for a moment, the blast knocking him into the air… then it didn’t stop, and he noticed he was still rising.

Flareon came up into the air as well, whirling around in a wind that abruptly reached a strength great enough to lift them skywards, and below them the ground glowed a dull red.


“What just happened?” Ash shouted over the train-roar of wind.

Set up. Dexter materialized in a flash of polygons, and formed a shield against the worst buffeting of the wind. The temperature-driven winds reached a speed and force great enough to lift both Pokémon into the air. This is like what Lucario does, but without Aura to channel and focus it.

“Okay, what do we call this?” Flannery asked, watching as their Pokémon collided high in the air and were then flung out of the top of the tower of wind. “Is it a draw, or…?”

“Let’s call it that and make sure they don’t hit the ground,” Ash agreed. “Latias, can you catch them?”

Flygon emerged from his Pokéball. “I’ll get Flareon,” he buzzed, and set off with a buzz of wings.


“Well, you get the badge,” Flannery said, fishing a second one out of her pocket once Flareon was safely returned. “That Corphish of yours is still not knocked out… oh, did you manage to get a Pokémon for that extra battle, though?”

“Sure did,” Ash agreed. “He was kind of eager – he said he’d been waiting for… uh… two and a half years…”

“Must be one of the first Pokémon you caught,” Flannery noted.

Ash nodded. “Yeah, that’s right.”

He glanced down at the Pokéball, then at Flannery. “Okay, who should send theirs out first?”

“I will,” Flannery decided. “Magmortar!”

Her Magmortar materialized on the cooling battlefield, set his feet wide apart in a squat, steady stance, and stretched to make sure his cannons were ready.

“Ho-Oh!” Ash said.

The Storm’s End exploded into the air with a cry that – to anyone who could understand Pokémon – sounded an awful lot like “FINALLY!”

Sweeping his magnificent seven-coloured wings, he slowed to a hover and slowly turned to face them.

“…okay, yeah, I did kind of ask for it,” Flannery admitted. “Ready for this, Magmortar?”

Magmortar gave her a look, then looked at Ho-Oh. “Are you sure this is okay?”

“Of course,” Ho-Oh replied. “Why wouldn’t it be?”

Magmortar shrugged, turned to his trainer, and nodded confirmation.

“That’s the spirit!” Flannery grinned.

“Begin!” Brock called.

“Thermal rise!” Ash ordered quickly.

Flapping his wings, Ho-Oh enshrouded himself in a blast of flame which carried him skywards. A quick Thunderbolt from Magmortar hit his tail feathers, crackling between them for a moment, and then Ho-Oh’s stiff wings had carried him well above his starting point and the rest of the Electric attack missed.

Emerging from a cloud of bluish smoke, Ho-Oh beat his wings once and began to circle. The scorch marks on his feathers from the controlled close-range explosion began to fade as his powers of rejuvenation and rebirth took effect, and then Magmortar fired another Thunderbolt.

This one, Ho-Oh dodged with a side-slip, and he returned fire with a blast of rose-coloured Sacred Fire.

“Whoa!” Flannery said, throwing up her hand against the radiant heat. “That’s some Fire-type attack!”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, shading his own eyes. The attack faded, and it was revealed that it had hit a little to Magmortar’s left – mainly by the splash of molten rock quickly solidifying on the surface of the battlefield.

“That’s got to be more than eight hundred degrees,” Brock noted.

Celsius, Farenheit, or Kelvin? Dexter asked.

“Celsius – why?”

Oh, I just thought I’d point out Kris forgot her units earlier.

Kris beeped. …whoops.

That’s not very rigorous, Ethan noted.

Ho-Oh fired down a second blast of Sacred Fire, which caught a Rock Throw that Magmortar had fired skywards and made it explode into a cloud of shrapnel.

“Great shot, Ho-Oh!” Ash called into the sky, as the rainbow phoenix evaded the semi-molten remains of the attack. “Try to hit Magmortar!”

“Dodge!” Flannery shouted.

Magmortar dove to the floor and fired a Smokescreen, and a pulse of rose-red flames hit behind him before sweeping through the smoke.

Unable to see if he was hitting, Ho-Oh ended the attack after a few seconds, and the smoke began to clear – revealing that he had caught Magmortar for a second or two, as the Fire-type was still in the middle of a glowing scar that turned black as they watched.

Not out yet, Magmortar raised both cannons this time. They glowed, and he launched forth bursts of Thunderbolt which Ho-Oh slid nimbly between.

“Now – Rain Dance!” Ash instructed.

“Oh, yeah, I saw this one,” Flannery agreed, nodding. “Rock Throw again, Magmortar!”

“Target… fire!” Magmortar announced, and there was a whoosh of smoke from his right hand mortar-gun as it launched a second rocky projectile skywards.

This one was faster, and Ho-Oh’s flames were already weakened by the rainclouds he’d started to create. The rock was attenuated by the flames, but Ho-Oh couldn’t stop it, and it thumped painfully into his breast.

That didn’t stop him, however, and the rainclouds began to produce their watery payload. The drops hissed and exploded on touching the ultra-hot rocks, and a cloud of condensing steam quickly began to hang in the air.

“Weather Ball!”

“Protect!”

Magmortar spread his cannons, and blue-green light erupted from both of them to form a continuous dome stretching above his head.

Ho-Oh’s raindrop-the-size-of-a-truck smacked into the shield, hiding it for a moment, then there was an earsplitting sizzle as the water sluicing off the shield hit the high-temperature rocks around.

When the hissing and cracking faded, Magmortar was standing on a patch of hot rock surrounded by quenched, glassy obsidian.

“Oh, I get it!” May said. “So the shield meant all that water didn’t hit Magmortar!”

“Right!” Flannery agreed. “I saw that move on TV, and I knew it’d be a fun one to work out a counter-tactic to!”

“What would you have done if I’d sent out Lugia or Mewtwo?” Ash asked, curious.

Flannery shrugged. “He’s got Fling and Feint Attack, I’d work something out. Rock Throw!”

Magmortar fired two rocks this time, and Ho-Oh tucked in his wings and dove past them before launching a stream of flames at Magmortar.

The Sacred Fire beat on Magmortar for at least a couple of seconds, and then Ho-Oh spread his wings once more and pulled out of his dive – safe, for the moment, because Magmortar had been unable to see anything through the rosy curtain of flame.

“Ho-Oh, I’ve got a plan!” Ash called. “Back up into the sky!”

With great sweeps of his wings, the Storm’s End gained height once more – rolling to the right to evade a Thunderbolt, then enduring the impact of a second one and levelling out at altitude.

“Rain Dance!”

“This again?” Flannery asked. “We can – wait, you know that too. What are you planning…”

Ash grinned, then looked upwards – judging the situation. “Ready?”

Ho-Oh waggled his wings.

“Smokescreen!” Flannery said.

The thick cloud of black smoke formed around Magmortar, and then Ho-Oh began to charge his Weather Ball.

“Protect!” Flannery said.

“Sunny Day!” Ash ordered, a moment later.

Spreading his wings with a loud cry, Ho-Oh banished the clouds and called down the sun. The battlefield brightened, and as it did Flannery squinted. “What-”

Ash had one eye closed. “Sacred Fire!”

The rose-red flame stabbed down again, into the rough centre of the smoke cloud.

“Left a bit – forward – there and hold it!” Ash corrected.

“What are you-” Flannery asked, then frowned, thinking it through. “Wait – oh, no! Magmortar, look out! Move!”

After several seconds of full intensity, Ho-Oh cut off the Sacred Fire as abruptly as turning a switch.

The last winds of its firing eddied, sweeping away the smoke, and revealed Magmortar.

His Protect was still up, but only his head and shoulders could be seen – because the rest of the shield had submerged into a pond of lava.

“Tricky!” Flannery agreed. “I guess I’d better recall him now.”

She raised her Pokéball, and Magmortar vanished back into it – and, as his vanishing removed the shield, the whole bubble of molten rock began to collapse back in on itself.

As it quickly cooled, it became sticker and more viscous, and didn’t just fall back in a glop like water would have.

“That was pretty heated!” Max said.

“…really?” May asked, sighing. “Did you have to say it?”

“Well, it certainly wasn’t cool…”

“Stop. Please.”

“Good work, Ho-Oh,” Ash smiled, as the Fire-type drifted down to a landing. “I’m sorry I don’t get much chance to battle with you.”

Ho-Oh gave him a look.

“Okay, I don’t want to overuse you,” he amended. “You’re… well, a bit too powerful, and you’ve got responsibilities.”

“Most of which are not very urgent,” Ho-Oh muttered. “Shall I just set off from here?”

“If you don’t mind,” Ash agreed.

“Very well, then. Fair skies, and I hope you’ll use me a little more often in the future.”

“Contest sound okay?”

“Of course.”

With that, Ho-Oh took flight. Rainbow light streamed from his tail, and he set off to the northeast.


Some distance away, Flannery’s grandfather put down his binoculars.

“…what the heck?” he asked, of no-one in particular.


“So,” James said, looking at their new team member. “Nice to meet you.”

“Audino,” the new team member said.

“Meowth?” Jessie asked.

“Basically da same ting as you said,” Meowth informed him. “Welcome to da team!”

“Dino.” Audino smiled. “Audino-dino-dine.”

“…Meowth?” James prompted.

“Oh, right,” Meowth nodded. “He’s sayin’ dat Blissey told him a lot about yas, Jessie!”

He shrugged. “Tink we should go out an’ get ta know da rest of da team? Like, ya know… Moltres, an’ Cubone, an’ da Snakes an’ stuff?”

“Sounds like a good idea,” James agreed.

Audino nodded, earpieces wobbling slightly.


AN:


And the rest of the Flannery battle. Including Goomy getting his first gym battle… sorry, did I say Goomy?

Then there’s some firestorm, and Ho-Oh at last having a gym battle.

Also – Audino.
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“Are you holding up okay?” Ash asked, crouching down.

Sliggoo faced towards him, roughly. “Uh… I think so… um, you are there, right?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “You can’t see, right?”

“No, I can’t,” Sliggoo nodded. “I can kind of… tell where you are, but not very well.”

“Dexter?” Ash asked, taking his Pokédex out. “Anything you can tell us?”

Sliggoo. The Soft Tissue Pokémon. His four horns are acting as a kind of radar, detecting scents and noises.

“Huh, that’s pretty neat,” the trainer nodded. “But… well, I guess we should do some target practice. I think we’ve got the time… we have got the time, right?”

You have time to do some training, it’s a couple of days until you are scheduled to meet Torkoal.

“That’s about what I thought,” Ash nodded. “Okay… Absol?”

The new Dark-type materialized, and nodded. “Yes, Ash?”

“I was wondering if you could help us with teaching Sliggoo how to use senses that aren’t sight,” Ash explained. “You’re used to using a sense which is really kind of vague, so my hope is you could help him with that.”

“I see,” Absol nodded. “Yes, that sounds sensible. How should we start?”

Ash grinned. “Well, I know who’d be up for target practice… Swellow?”

“Heh, of course!” Swellow agreed, flying down. “So, dodging back and forth through a hail of Bubble? Slipping over and under unerringly aimed Water Pulses?”

Ash waved his hand. “…more like, making sure Sliggoo can aim in the right direction.”

“Oh, right,” Swellow said, correcting herself. “Okay, I’ll fly around slowly. Really, really slowly.”

She began to do so – still moving quite quickly, but no longer at the rate that she was a blur.

“Can you tell where she is, Sliggoo?” Ash asked.

“Kind of…” Sliggoo frowned. “I think… uh… that way?”

He fired a Bubble.

“Missed me!” Swellow called out.

“That’s not the point,” Absol noted. “Of course he missed you, the question is by how much.”

“…oh, right,” the Flying-type agreed, slowing to a hover. “I guess I forgot what we were trying to do. Whoops…”

“Did I get close?” Sliggoo asked.

“You were firing pretty close, for the first time,” Ash told him. “Okay, Swellow, hover there for a bit… try again, Sliggoo.”

Sliggoo fired another Bubble.

“Okay, that was a bit too low… up a bit.”

The second one was closer, and Ash nodded. “That’s right!”

He waved at Swellow, who moved a little to the side, and Sliggoo fired again.

The bubble’s path was a little to the side of his previous attack as well. Not as much, but the difference was there.

“Good, you spotted her moving, that’s great,” Ash praised. “You just need to get used to aiming that way.” Ash looked over. “Absol, do you have any tips?”

“Well, I’d say that an important thing to remember when using a non-visual sense like this is that you can detect things all around you,” Absol told him. “That means you can see behind you, but it also makes it harder to work out where something is if you’re used to seeing – something halfway through your field of vision is actually to your side, not to the side and ahead.”

“Okay,” Sliggoo said, absorbing that information. “Bubble!”

This one got close enough Swellow had to zip to the side.

“Great shot!” Ash told him. “Okay, now try a Water Pulse!”


“So, you know who’s next, right?” May asked, leaning against the slope.

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Dad.”

“Got a plan?”

“Well, kind of,” Max nodded. “Guy’s the obvious one, but I think it would make sense to use Cinder and Arc as well.”

“Right, because they’re quick and agile,” May agreed. “Quick enough to say out of Slakoth’s way.”

“That’s pretty much what I was thinking.”

They watched as Sliggoo shot bubbles of water at the speeding Swellow.

“Got any plans to use Jirachi?” May asked.

“Not really,” Max said, shaking his head. “I mean, it would kind of feel like cheating. I know that he’s a Steel type, and it would be appropriate to use him against Dad, but… I’d rather fight him without using a Legendary.”

“I heard Ash was going to use a Legendary,” May commented.

“Really?” Max blinked. “Who?”

“Well, Keldeo’s leaving fairly soon,” May reminded him. “I guess it’s him.”

“Oh, right,” Max snapped his fingers. “I keep forgetting he’s from Unova.”

There was an outbreak of barking as Arc and Cinder chased one another across the grassy field below.

“It’s nice they’re having fun,” Max smiled.

“How close do you think Arc is to evolving?” May asked, suddenly.

“…you know, I’m not sure how I’d tell,” Max admitted. “He’s been near Ash, does that count?”

“Probably…”


“Hmm, that’s pretty good,” Ash said. “You can stop for a bit, Sliggoo.”

The soft snail stopped promptly, and took a deep breath. “Was I doing any better?”

“You were getting better, yeah, but… well, I want to check something,” Ash told him.

He closed his eyes, looking around for a moment, then pointed. “Hey, Swellow, can you check if Stantler’s available?”

“Sure! I was getting moss growing on me standing around for that long!”

Wings clapping, Swellow flew off at speed.


A couple of hundred metres overhead, Flygon hovered in the still air.

“Thanks for this,” Brock said, patting the Dragon-type with a smile. “I know it must be fairly tiring.”

“Not as tiring as you’d think,” Flygon said, bobbing his head. “It’s good to get some time in the sky, actually.”

“You just need to ask,” Brock assured him.

He looked out at the bulk of Mt. Chimney rising nearby, and then out at the mountains of central Hoenn. “This is a great view – it’s amazing what rising above the trees gets you.”

Flygon buzzed happily.

“Hey,” Crobat asked, flying up to come alongside. “Fancy a race?”

The Dragon-type glanced back at Brock.

“Go ahead,” Brock smiled, leaning lower over his back. “I’ll try not to fall off.”

“Once around Mt. Chimney, first back to the campsite wins?” Crobat offered.

Flygon nodded, and they set off at speed.


“What was it you were wanting, Ash?” Stantler asked.

“Well, I’m trying to help Sliggoo’s aim improve,” Ash said. “But – something occurred to me. Can you make an illusion?”

Stantler nodded, and a large Steelix illusion appeared with a flicker of his horns.

“Okay, try to hit the illusion,” Ash told Sliggoo.

Sliggoo frowned. “What illusion? I can’t tell where it is…”

“That’s what I thought,” Ash grinned. “You can’t see, so the illusions don’t work!”

“…was that all you wanted me for?”Stantler asked, letting the illusion vanish.

“Yeah, just wanted to see,” Ash said. “If he could see them they’d be good for training, but since he can’t…”

Stantler nodded. “Okay. I guess it’s something to think about, too… I wonder if I can work out how to do an illusion with smell…”


“Well, the Spinda thing was…”

Ash searched for the words.

“Bizarre would do,” May suggested. Spinda are kind of cute at times, but raising them must be a really trying experience…”

“Hey, look!” Brock said, pointing ahead of them. “I think that’s the Valley of Steel!”

“Yeah, it looks like it,” Ash agreed. He closed his eyes, and squinted. “I… no, can’t quite see him.”

“Torkoal, right,” Max nodded. “What else was there about the Valley of Steel, though…”


A Skarmory swooped down on them.

Pikachu jumped up onto the top of Ash’s head, cheeks crackling. “One more flap and you get Thunderbolted-”

There was a whistling sound as Skarmory flared his wings and began to hover. “Wait, you’re… yeah, I did hear of you!”

“Pardon?” Ash asked, a bit surprised.

“We heard about this trainer with a Pikachu who – and he – but yeah, that’s you, so…” Skarmory trailed off for a moment. “Can I start again?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed.

“Well, I was wondering if one of your Pokémon would like a battle? We’re kind of all about fights here…”

Ash glanced at the others. “I don’t see any problem with that – anyone have a problem with that?”

May shook her head. “Not if Blaziken wants the fight, no.”

“You’ve got a Blaziken?” Skarmory asked. “Neat! Not my kind of battle, but I’m sure someone would love a match!”

Max frowned, looking up from Kris’ screen. “What about a Breloom?”

“I’m game for that,” Skarmory agreed.

There was a bzzt noise.

“What was that?” Ash asked.

“Oh, we found some Torkoal who wanted to challenge the boss Steelix,” Skarmory said, shrugging his wings. “If he can’t get past – wait, where are you going?”


Ash ran over the top of the low ridge, and saw Torkoal held in a crackling cage of electricity from two Magnemite.

“Your continued challenge is not advised,” one informed the Fire-type.

“Additional combatants approaching,” the other noted. “Preparing to-”

“Force Palm, Pikachu!” Ash called.

“Force what?” Magnemite asked, in a much less emotionless tone.

Then Pikachu duly used Force Palm.

The Magnemite he hadn’t targeted observed what had happened to its ally, then promptly disengaged its half of the Thunder Wave. “Fine, you can have him.”

Muttering, the Steel-type floated off to retrieve his friend – who had gone quite a way.

“Thank you,” Torkoal muttered, shaking the sand off his shell. “I wasn’t sure what to do…”

“Don’t worry,” Ash said, crouching down. “I don’t like seeing people bullied.”

“But… I’m a Pokémon,” Torkoal said uncertainly.

“So?” Ash asked. “You’re still a person.”

Torkoal smiled, and snorted out a cloud of soot which drifted over Ash and Pikachu.

“Oh, yeah…” Ash smiled. “I forgot you do this…”

Torkoal stopped. “Have we met before?”

“Nice going,” Pikachu snarked.

“Hey, it’s not every day I meet one of my Pokémon,” Ash defended himself, promptly digging himself deeper.

“You’re going to need to explain this one,” Torkoal requested.

“Okay,” Ash agreed, sitting down. “Hey, Dexter? Can I have some of the pictures of Torkoal?”

Torkoal looked at the pictures.

“…yeah, that’s me,” he said. “Well, I guess… either amnesia or time travel?”

“In a strange way, sort of both,” Ash said hesitantly. “Okay, here’s what happened…”


“Sky Uppercut!” Max called, and Guy crouched before springing into the air.

The Skarmory turned in on himself, evading the first punch but not a lightning-fast Mach Punch follow-up, and squawked in pain before rolling and lashing out with a Peck.

The Flying-type attack hit Guy hard, but the Breloom’s ability began to heal him in short order, and he got in a clanging blow with an Iron Tail before skidding to a landing.

“Seed Bomb above him!” Max instructed.

Skarmory put on a burst of speed, avoiding the first one, but the second cracked open just above his right wing.

“And – Dynamic Punch!”

Knocked lower by the blast of the Seed Bomb, Skarmory was unable to avoid the impact of the explosive Dynamic Punch. He spun once through the air, recovered, and pulled up short of crashing.

“Okay, okay, I give,” he said, panting. “Not bad!”

“Thanks,” Max replied. “I’m glad we could give you a good fight.”

“Yeah, that’s most of what we do around here,” Skarmory chuckled. “If you’re crossing the valley – whoo, you’re going to get challenged a lot of times!”

“That’s actually quite good news, in a way,” Brock said. “Steelix has wanted a battle or two.”

“There’s a lot of Steelix around here,” Skarmory said – having gotten quite used to the talking-to-Pokémon thing quite quickly. “What’s special about him?”

Brock held up his Key Stone.

“…whoa,” Skarmory said, flapping down to land. “You’ve seriously got a Mega Stone for a Steelix?”

Brock nodded. “Yeah, we got it down in Dewford.”

“That is going to be so popular,” Skarmory observed.


Lucario bowed.

His opponent crossed pincers, and bowed as well.

The two Steel-types – one Bug-type, one Fighting-type – shifted slightly into their fighting stances, and stood that way for several seconds.

Then they blurred into motion.

Lucario opened his side of the battle with a forearm blow into Scizor’s chest, knocking him back. The Bug countered almost immediately with two lightning-fast Bullet Punches, delivered with enough force that Lucario went skidding back in turn.

The next move was also taken by Scizor, who lashed out with a Brick Break and turned it into a Rock Smash as Lucario evaded the original strike, resulting in Scizor’s metallic pincer striking home with a belling clang of metal-on-metal.

Lucario whirled, his Iron Tail swiping out towards Scizor, and barely avoided scoring a body blow as Scizor blurred into the air in an acrobatic backflip.

As Scizor charged a Flash Cannon from his safe altitude, Lucario demonstrated that it wasn’t a safe altitude at all with an Aura-boosted high jump and a Bullet Punch of his own.

“Like… this is kind of loud?” Skitty opined. “All this clanging, I mean, it’s like two ironmongers, like, throwing things at each other. You get what I’m saying?”

“Yeah, it sounds like this pretty much all the time,” Skarmory chuckled.

“You, like, couldn’t pay me to live here,” Skitty said, sticking her tongue out.


“Come on!” Mawile said, tugging on Sliggoo’s pseudopod. “You’ll love it!”

“I’m not sure,” Sliggoo said, swallowing slightly. “I’m still a bit nervous with Fairy-types…”

“But they’re like me!” Mawile told him. “You know – Mawileiles!”

“I’m almost certain that’s not how you say it…” Sliggoo muttered. He let himself be pulled along a bit further, then sighed. “Well…”

“Please?” Mawile begged. “I’ve never met another Mawile before!”

“…okay, then,” Sliggoo decided. “But I’m still not very good at sensing things…”

“That’s okay!” Mawile said firmly. “I’ll tell you where to go and where not to go!”

“Thanks,” Sliggoo said, sounding a little more confident. “I’ll trust you.”

They were quiet for a couple of minutes, as they walked on following the directions the Skarmory had given them.

“How much further is it?” Sliggoo asked.

“It’s that cave, just-” Mawile began, then blushed. “Oh… sorry, forgot. Um… it’s about as far away as… Steelix is long.”

“Thank you,” Sliggoo said. He frowned. “Hold on a moment, I’m getting a bit dry.”

A flicker of light around his horns, and a miniature raincloud appeared.

Mawile held her hand under it as it poured out a very short and very intense rainstorm. “I still think this is really cool!”

Sliggoo smiled.

A minute or so later, after letting the rain soak him to the point he was rehydrated, Sliggoo nodded. “Okay, we can keep going.”

“Great!” Mawile said, and took his pseudopod again. “This way!”


Lucario skipped backwards, paws glowing blue. He turned his jump into a skid, extending his rear foot out to brake his slide, and built a glowing blue globe of energy in his palms.

Scizor charged forwards, wings buzzing, and lashed out with a Bullet Punch – and Lucario brought his globe forwards and fired.

The blaze of blue light that resulted cannoned into Scizor right in the thorax, and lasted for about three seconds. Lucario’s back-swept foot skidded backwards a few more inches, and when it faded Scizor was collapsing backwards some distance away.

Lucario drew himself back erect, and bowed. “My thanks for the battle.”

Scizor shook his head, a bit dazed, then came to his feet as well. “Indeed. A close match, but a fine one.”

A nod. Then, the Aura Pokémon held up his hand – which flashed into flame.

“…you know Fire Punch?” Scizor asked, sounding vaguely disappointed. “But why…”

“I wanted to see if I could win without the obvious answer,” Lucario explained. “Make no mistake, I’m thankful for the spar, and I mean no insult.”

Scizor considered, and nodded. “Then thank you, as well. It was interesting to battle a Pokémon skilled in Aura.”

“Nice work, Lucario!” Ash called, hurrying over now the battle was over. “That move was pretty cool – what was it?”

“It’s basically Aura Storm,” Lucario told him, turning. “Just a fair bit weaker – that’s about the limit of the force I can put in before I go rocketing off into the middle distance.”

“Given how often you throw me around then it would serve you right…” Pikachu muttered.


“Excuse me?” Mawile called. “Hello?”

She knocked on the side of the cave mouth. “Is someone there?”

There was a pause. Then another Mawile leaned out. “Hello? I’ve not seen you before.” She giggled. “Where are you from?”

“Oh, I’ve got a trainer!” Mawile explained. “We’re just passing through!”

“We?” the other Mawile called. “Oh – girls! We have visitors!”

She turned back to Ash’s Mawile. “So… who’s your friend?”

Sliggoo tried to look small as two more Mawile – both a little shorter – came hurrying over.

“This is Sliggoo!” Mawile introduced. “He’s just evolved recently, so be nice!”

“Recently evolved?” one of the younger Mawile asked. “Well, he must have looked great as his last form!”

“That’s-” Ash’s Mawile began brightly.

“Yeah,” the other younger one said. “Anything would be an improvement on that.”

Sliggoo slid backwards slightly, wincing. “Um…”

“Hey!” Ash’s Mawile said, hands on hips. “That’s not nice! You’re not nice!”

“Why should we be nice about a Dragon?” the first one asked. “Dragons can hardly even hurt us!”

“Girls,” the mother said soothingly. “He can’t really help what he is.”

“That’s not much better,” Mawile pointed out. “It’s not something he has to help!”

“Be realistic, dear,” the mother told her matter-of-factly. “He’s slimy and gross.”

Sliggoo drooped.

“Now, that doesn’t mean he can’t be a nice Pokémon, but-”

“You’re all horrible!” Mawile told them crossly. “Sliggoo’s fine just the way he is, he was fine before he evolved and he’ll be fine whatever he evolves into!”

“But really, come on,” the second young Mawile said. “He’s just ew.”

Ash’s Mawile shook her head. “He’s not! He’s not ew! Stop bullying him!”

“It’s not bullying if we’re just pointing out the truth,” one of the sisters pointed out.

Mawile wasn’t even sure which one it was, being too busy trying not to cry. “You’re all horrid! Completely horrid!”

“You may be a guest, but no insulting my daughters in my house,” the mother said firmly.

That was the last straw.

“Sliggoo?” Mawile said. “I’ve changed my mind. Let’s go!”


The two young Pokémon were nearly silent for most of the trip back.

Mawile hiccuped, trying not to let her emotions get the better of her, and Sliggoo squirmed steadily along with his head bowed.

“…Mawile?” he asked, after some deep thought.

“Yes?” Mawile replied, looking up and taking a deep breath.

“…do you think I’m icky, really?”

“No!” Mawile shouted, with a vehement shake of her head. “You’re not! You’re great! You’re kind of slimy, but I don’t mind that – you’re my friend, and that’s way more important!”

She stopped, and threw her arms around the startled Sliggoo.

“I wish they weren’t horrible,” she whispered. “I don’t think I like other Mawile now…”

Sliggoo sighed, and reached out to her in return. “I don’t think all other Mawile are like them,” he said, softly. “I think they’re just not very nice Pokémon – like that Glaceon you’ve told me about. She wasn’t a very nice Pokémon either.”

Mawile nodded, but said nothing for a long minute.

“Sliggoo?” she asked, eventually.

Sliggoo nodded.

“…can you make it rain? I think I’m stuck…”

Sliggoo blinked unseeing eyes, then – unable to help himself – began to laugh.

As he laughed, Mawile began to giggle as well, and then the rain began and the two of them collapsed into fits of hysterical laughter under the drumming rain.


There was a loud, echoing clang as Mega Steelix slammed into one of the family of Aggron.

The tough Rock-type was sent skidding several paces backwards by the force of the blow, but he rallied and roared in defiance – and his mate smashed a heavy two-handed blow into Mega Steelix’ back.

Unperturbed, Mega Steelix lashed out in reply with the length of his tail, whip-cracking it into the stomach of the female Aggron, and followed that up with a gout of blazing Dragonbreath into the face of the male – which startled him, and made his feet skid back a pace from the surprise.

“Sandstorm!” Brock called, and a swirling dust-devil of wind began to develop, obscuring the combatants… all except Mega Steelix, whose crystals began to glow brighter and brighter.

He roared, slamming his tail on the ground, and Stone Edge pillars came crashing up from the valley floor towards the female Aggron. She side-stepped, smashing her elbow into one of the pillars with a crack that echoed off the valley walls a second or so later, and as she did so her mate got Mega Steelix’s attention with a Headbutt.

“It’s a good thing this isn’t near anywhere populated!” May shouted over the noise. “It’s pretty loud!”

Brock watched the shifting blue glows, and the shine of Aggron steel they illuminated. “Good work, Mega Steelix… okay, use Earthquake!”

A blue crystal slammed into the floor, making the ground shake and tremble. Both Aggron staggered back some distance, and one of them nearly went over backwards before righting itself.

“That looks like those Aggron are getting tired,” Ash volunteered.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “But he’s still outnumbered two to one, so I need to be tricky about it…”

One Aggron caught the eye of the other, and gestured. The other nodded, and then both lowered their heads and charged.

The female opened her mouth, inhaled, and fired a Water Pulse. The watery wavefront slapped into Mega Steelix’ spine with a splash, sending water sluicing off in all directions, and wrung a grunt of discomfort from the Steel-type.

“Ignore her!” Brock warned.

Mega Steelix didn’t question the order. He lunged at the male instead, jaws creaking as he used Crunch, and hit the Aggron in the side.

Another Water Pulse slapped into his side, but he ignored it – instead pushing hard on the male, bringing his tail around for an almighty Iron Tail, and when the CLANNNNG died down the male Aggron was out for the count.

Mega Steelix was struck in the side by a third Water Pulse, but this one he didn’t ignore – he reared up to his full height, crystals flaring as he coiled, and struck down like a giant serpent made of steel and stone.

Which he was.


“…that probably counts as a win,” Ash said, looking at the somewhat buried female. “I guess you told him to ignore her because she was being the distraction?”

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed. “I trusted Mega Steelix to handle a few of them, and I didn’t know what the male was going to do in the meantime.”

The swirling sands dissipated, revealing Mega Steelix triumphant among his defeated foes.

“Thanks for the battle,” Brock added, addressing the two Aggron. “It was a good one.”

Mega Steelix nodded, though the male at least was too unconscious to appreciate it, and then flashed bright orange and slowly reverted.

“Okay, who’s left?” Ash asked their local guide.

“Well, you’ve fought most of them… and usually won, too, which is a bit embarrassing,” Skarmory noted. “The most important remaining one is the Steelix, really…”

Ash looked down at Torkoal. “You want that one?”

“I’m not really sure,” Torkoal admitted. “I’d be okay with fighting him if no-one else wants to, but… well, I’m not sure if someone else would…”

There was a whoosh, and Sceptile emerged from his Pokéball. “May I?”

Ash looked around to check no-one else was also asking, and nodded. “Looks like that’s fine!”

“But… uh…” Sceptile shrugged. “I’m not sure how strong this Pokémon is, so I might need healing afterwards.”

Ash frowned. “Right, I’ll get Meganium…”

“Good,” Sceptile nodded. “That’ll be fine.”

Pikachu looked suspicious. “Is there any particular reason why you want her to…”

“Healing. I said.” Sceptile lashed his tail, and turned. “Now, where’s that Steelix?”

“I’ll get him,” Skarmory volunteered. He spread his wings, and hammered the air at a run for a moment before getting airborne.

“It must be hard for such a heavy Pokémon to fly, sometimes,” Max commented.

“Yeah, I think Pokémon like that or Aerodactyl need to use air manipulation to keep them up,” Brock agreed.

“So that’s what we forgot with Archen!” Ash said, in the tones of one making a great realization.

The others looked at him.

“…it’s a long story,” he said. “From Unova.”

Request made, Meganium will be available shortly, Dexter noted.

“Great,” Ash said. “Okay, let’s…”

He paused, and turned.

“Mawile? You’re back early…”

Mawile came hurrying up at a fast walk, and hugged Ash’s leg. “I don’t like other Mawile,” she said, with a catch in her voice.

Ash knelt down. “What happened?”

“We met some Mawile,” Sliggoo explained, coming up behind her. “They… weren’t very nice.”

“They were horrible,” Mawile told Ash. “And I’m going to try really really hard to not be horrible like them!”

With a flash, Meganium materialized. “Hi, sorry, I was helping Ivysaur… rebuild…”

She stopped.

“Why is Mawile hugging your leg?”

“She had a bit of a bad day, I think,” Ash explained.

“Poor thing,” Meganium said, reaching down with her vines to give Mawile a quick squeeze.

The little Steel-type smiled wanly. “Thank you…”

“Was that why you wanted me?” Meganium asked, glancing at Ash.

“No, not really.” Ash patted Mawile on the head and stood again. “Sceptile wanted you around in case he got hurt in his next fight.”

“Okay,” Meganium nodded. “I’ll be ready.”


The Steelix looked down at Sceptile. “You’re the one who challenged me?”

Sceptile nodded.

“I accept,” the Steel-type said, then darted forwards with a speed that belied his size.

Sceptile leapt aside as the metallic head hit the floor with a wham, and swung his tail for a stinging blow – then got thwacked aside by the much larger and heavier tail Steelix could bring to the fight.

He shook his head mid-air, reoriented himself, and landed with a long skid and rooster-tail of dust and earth.

“That was quite fast,” he noted.

Steelix tilted his head, then lunged again. This time, Sceptile raised his green-glowing Leaf Blades, and the Iron Head hit it with an audible spang and drove Sceptile back several inches.

Twisting, Steelix hammered in his head again and accompanied it with a tail sweep at the same time.

“Get back!” Ash called quickly, and Sceptile launched himself backwards to get out of the threat zone.

He nearly made it.

The Iron Tail’s penultimate segment blurred in, hitting him in the side, and he rolled once before getting somewhat more slowly to his feet.

Steelix blasted him with a torrent of Dragonbreath, and Sceptile’s reply was to sweep his tail around in a scything motion to block the worst of the purplish flame.

He discovered a little late that there’d been an Iron Tail attack winding up as well, and had to hastily duck under the high-speed swish of steel.

Lighting up his arm-blades with Leaf Blade again, he darted forwards as soon as the attack was over, and vaulted over a coil of Steelix’ body to drive the Leaf Blade attack in on the third segment down from the head of his foe.

Steelix grunted, then twisted in a violent motion which launched Sceptile off his body and some way into the sky.

“Sceptile!” Meganium called.

The green shape of Sceptile shrank quickly as he headed into the air, and then brighter green flashed down from his arms as he fired a pair of Leaf Blades.

The first glanced off the glacis of his Steel-type opponent, but the second bit home – and the Steelix coiled, then launched himself skywards with fangs flashing fire.

Sceptile noticed, and began to get out of the way, so the two hit a little off centre of what Steelix would prefer. The Fire Fang hit with a burst of flame, and Sceptile was seen for a moment with his leaves smouldering before he pushed off and fired a Leech Seed.

He made a three-point landing, and Steelix crashed to the ground behind him – thrashing and tearing at the crawling roots of the Leech Seed, and shredding them quickly.

“Are you okay?” Meganium asked, worried. “Are you burned?”

“Don’t think so,” Sceptile replied, brushing at his tail and pinching out a glowing ember. “It didn’t hit me very hard.”

He turned around as the Leech Seed finally failed completely. “Well, I guess it’s time to use this.”

“You’ve got a new move?” Ash asked, interested. “You didn’t mention…”

“Just got it working last night.”

Sceptile crouched, and took a deep breath. His arm-blades flashed green, and then began to shimmer towards turquoise in waves.

“Wait…” Ash said, closing one eye to look. “Is that… it is!”

The corner of Sceptile’s mouth quirked.

As he stood, both arm-blades shone a clear azure blue.

“Sacred Sword!” he announced, and charged.

Steelix lashed out at him with his tail again, but this time Sceptile simply held up his right arm-blade to block. Several hundred pounds of Iron Tail smashed into the crackling blue blade, and Sceptile staggered a step sideways but kept going.

He swiped out with the other blade at Steelix as he closed, and the blue energy of the Sacred Sword knocked Steelix backwards bodily – but, as Sceptile skipped backwards from the impact, the blade lost its’ blue glow and reverted to green.

“Look out, Sceptile!” Ash called. “The left one stopped working!”

Sceptile frowned slightly, jumping over a tail sweep, and grabbed one of Steelix’s spines to use as an anchor for a moment. He threw himself clear over Steelix’ body, and tucked into a roll as he reached the ground on the other side.

Leg sliding out and left Leaf Blade down to grip the ground, he turned around and over into a crouch facing Steelix.

Steelix glared at him for a moment, then smashed forwards with an Iron Head.

Sceptile surged to his feet as the attack came in – and caught Steelix, hands grabbing the sides of his mouth to hold him in place. His feet skidded backwards, digging into the ground as much as possible, and his tail dug in as well.

Flame flashed into place on the sides of Steelix’ mouth as he used Fire Fang, and he pushed harder – making Sceptile wobble dangerously backwards, despite the steadying effect of his tail.

Then an Iron Tail smashed him aside.


Sceptile picked himself out of the Sceptile-shaped crater in the rock face, shaking his head to clear it, and stood to face Steelix once more.

A green light began to swirl around his entire body as Overgrow kicked in, and some of it ran down his arm to his left blade – which brightened, then flared blue as he reestablished Sacred Sword.

Steelix watched warily.

“Quick Attack,” Sceptile informed him, then blurred forwards like a comet with a tail of green fire.

His legs bunched as he ran, and then he vaulted over Steelix’s Iron Head – and rammed both Sacred Swords down into the Steel-type’s forehead.

A cascade of blue sparks went up as the blade collided, and he kept running along Steelix’s back with blue-cored green trailing behind him.

Dodging left-right-left around the steel spines that stuck up in his path, he reached the other end and leapt off just before the thrashing tail could wrong-foot him.


The friends watched, silent, as Sceptile did two forwards flips in midair and skidded to a halt in a cloud of gravel.

Behind him, Steelix crashed to the floor with a sound like gigantic falling steel ingots.

“Wow…” Meganium said, staring. “That was amazing!”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “Good one, Sceptile!”

Sceptile smirked slightly, then wobbled and collapsed sideways.

“Oh no!”

Meganium hurried forwards, extending her vines to hold him up, and looked him over. “Are you okay? Did you strain something?”

“I’m fine,” Sceptile waved, then wobbled again. “Okay, maybe not… that was a lot more tiring than I was expecting.”

“How did you do it?” Ash asked. “I thought Keldeo hadn’t managed to teach anyone…”

“It’s actually quite simple,” Sceptile explained, breathing heavily. “You just need to build the Sacred Sword on top of something – like Keldeo has his horn – and charge it with other energy first.”

“…that sounds really hard,” Ash admitted.

“It’s simple in concept, not in execution,” Sceptile confirmed. He sighed. “Thank you, that feels wonderful.”

“Do you need another?” Meganium asked, as her Heal Pulse took effect.

“Yes please, that would be great…”


Ivysaur sat in the sun, drowsing just outside the main door to Oak’s lab.

It was a lovely afternoon, just right for not doing much – and he’d managed to get Molly to help keep some of the more boisterous Pokémon occupied, as well, so the chances of a major disaster were less than usual.

There was a click as the door opened, and he cracked an eyelid to look.

“You know where everything is,” Tracey said, from just inside the door, and then Torkoal came waddling out.

“Oh, hi!” Ivysaur said, shaking himself and coming to his feet. “Long time no see!”

Torkoal looked at him.

“Uh… wait, is that you, Bulbasaur?”

“Used to be,” Ivysaur confirmed. “Sorry, I’ve been an Ivysaur for years, but I guess for you it was just a few hours ago…”

Torkoal nodded. “Yeah. I’ve already seen Bayleef has evolved into Meganium, and Pikachu’s cheeks are… kinda strange… and I think there was a Flygon and a Mawile and… something purple?”

“Do you mean Sliggoo?” Ivysaur asked.

“That’s the one, yes,” Torkoal confirmed. “He seemed nice.”

“He is,” Ivysaur nodded. “I’ve only met him a few times so far, but that’s the impression I got.”

He gestured. “Come on, I’ll introduce you to the Pokémon you’ve not met – like Pidgeot, she left before you joined last time.”

As they set off, Torkoal frowned. “So… how’d you evolve?”

Ivysaur chuckled, a little nervously. “That’s the thing… accidentally.”

“Does that happen?” Torkoal blinked. “I thought it was a very deliberate choice.”

“Not really, no,” Ivysaur shook his head. “Choosing not to evolve is, and I’d done that… but then I overdid it in a battle, and there I was.”

“Oh.”

The Fire-type contemplated that as they walked.

“Did it hurt?” he asked. “I mean… you didn’t want to, right? What was your reason?”

“I was kind of afraid of evolving, because I wondered if it would still be me inside,” Ivysaur said, uneasily. “But… I guess, over time, I realized by talking to Charizard and Staraptor and all the other Pokémon we know who evolved… it’s not that they became different people when they evolved, it’s just that they got a new perspective.”

“Okay,” Torkoal said, absorbing that. “But… well, I know I’ve never evolved, and never can evolve. But I still think I’ve matured…”

“You have, you’re right,” Ivysaur agreed. “That’s the other half of it. I’ve met Pokémon who didn’t change at all when they evolved, including a Houndoom who felt better about being playful when he’d evolved… and I’ve met Pokémon who changed a lot despite not evolving or not being able to evolve.”

There was a crash in the middle distance.

Ivysaur sighed. “Speaking of which…”

“What was that?” Torkoal asked.

“Allow me to introduce you to my friend,” Ivysaur said, looking upwards. Torkoal followed his gaze, and saw a hurtling orange-white shape approaching them.

A moment later, water blasted out of the shape, splashing over Ivysaur and barely missing Torkoal. The spray concentrated down on a point a little in front of the two quadrupeds, and a Squirtle came down to land in a fountain of water and mud.

“…Squirtle,” Ivysaur finished.

“Hey!” Squirtle waved, walking over. “How’s my favorite Ivysaur?”

“I was enjoying a quiet afternoon…” Ivysaur muttered. He indicated Torkoal next to him. “This is Torkoal – I mentioned him before? Ash just ran into him again.”

“He did?” Squirtle asked, with a grin. “Great! It’s been too long without a fellow Chelonian around here!”

He shook the forepaw of the confused Fire-type. “Welcome back to the team! I’m Squirtle – only the most badass Squirtle in a hundred nautical miles in any direction!”

“Does that include up?” Ivysaur asked, idly.

“If there’s no Squirtles in space, then sure!” Squirtle agreed. “If there is, then I need to up my game!”

“It’s… nice to meet you,” Torkoal said. “Didn’t you have a fire brigade?”

“They don’t need my burning passion to extinguish any fires!” Squirtle waved off. “Speaking of which, what’s your thing? How do you battle?”

“Well, I’m a Fire-type,” Torkoal told him. “I mostly stand back and hit opponents with Heat Wave or other Fire-type attacks, and if I need to I charge in and use Body Slam.”

Squirtle waited.

“…why are you not speaking?” the Fire-type asked.

“That’s it? That’s all you have?” Squirtle checked.

Torkoal kicked the grass. “…‘s not that bad…”

“Well, it’s not good enough!” Squirtle announced. “I’m taking you under my wing!”

“You don’t have wings,” Torkoal pointed out.

A Tauros stampeded past, followed by two more and a high-speed Primeape clutching a wooden sign.

“Come back with that, you bounders!” Raikou roared, pelting past after the four other Pokémon.

“…sorry, guys, I’ve got to handle this,” Ivysaur sighed. “See you later.”

He set off at a run.

“…was that a Legendary?” Torkoal asked.

“Man, you are behind the times,” Squirtle muttered. “Anyway! It’s time for the ultimate chelonian team-up that destroys everything before it!”

Whipping his pointed sunglasses out of his shell, Squirtle used them to punctuate his points. “The team-up of fire and water! Held contained within a shell, the combination expands to twelve hundred times the size with a force that nothing can stop!”

Torkoal blinked.

“What does that mean?”

“Steam!” Squirtle explained. “You’re a Pokémon with a fire in your belly! Mix that with water and you get steam, a force that causes motion!”

“I suppose that’s true,” Torkoal said, slowly. “But I can’t use Water moves.”

“Of course you can!” Squirtle waved off. “You can pull your legs back into your shell, can’t you? That’s Withdraw!”

He pulled out a sheet with a list of moves. “And this says that Withdraw is a Water-type move!”

“…wait, is it?” Torkoal looked at the sheet. “Huh, so it is… wait, where’d you get this?”

“It’s one of Prima’s new guides!” Squirtle told him. “I keep it because it has a list of things people think are impossible for Squirtle to do. Anyway, that’s the answer – use that and you’ll go three times as fast easily!”

He frowned. “Actually, it might be quicker if we paint you red…”

Torkoal tilted his head, now completely lost.

“I say, what ho!”

Noctowl came fluttering down, wings flared, and alighted in front of the two testudines. “I heard that you were back, young chap. Capital!”

“Hi, Noctowl,” Torkoal smiled, relieved. “I’m glad to see something hasn’t changed around here…”


AN:


Sliggoo can’t see. He can do other things, but the can’t-see problem is one that does need to be addressed.

And then we have the Valley of Steel, with all kinds of steel-y things. Torkoal (who isn’t steel), various battles, and some of the other kind of Mawile.

Oh, and Sceptile does something or oher.

After that, we have Torkoal meeting a couple of Pokémon.






142. Hoenn 22


“Now dis is a nice afternoon,” Meowth sighed, picking at his teeth with a claw. “You’re one heck of a cook!”

“Thank you,” Audino smiled, moving the pan a little lower towards Moltres’ blazing tail. “I’m glad you like it.”

“What’s it called, exactly?” Cubone asked, sniffing her plate. “It smells… interesting…”

“Well, you can see the sausages and mash, but the sauce is honey and mustard with some flour to help it stick,” Audino explained. “It’s a recipe Blissey taught me, she says it’s a nice one to share with friends.”

“I can understand that,” Cubone admitted, and took a bite.

Her eyes widened beneath the skull, and she coughed. “…wow, that’s a bit stronger than I was expecting…”

“Still good, I hope?”

“Yes,” Cubone assured her. “But I might need to take smaller bites… can I have some water?”

Meowth threw her a glass. It flipped three times through the air, leaving a glittering trail of water, and Cubone caught it in her free paw.

With a splitterplish, the water all poured right back into the glass again. A lemon slice landed in it, and two ice.

“Show-off,” she said tartly.

“Hey, it’s one a’ da things I do,” Meowth shrugged.

“A little more heat, please,” Audino asked. “I’d rather get this batch finished before Gyarados eats one of the plates.”

Gyarados looked down, somehow managing to look sheepish despite his enormous blue form.

“Of course,” Moltres agreed, and her tail flared higher. “I hope you’re doing mine with extra spice like I asked…”

“I got some Babiri special,” Audino told her, and pulled the green fruit out of a small box by the chopping board with his free hand. Taking a knife, he began to chop it with small, efficient strokes.

“Man, but you’re so nice it’s kinda bizarre,” Meowth said idly. “I mean, it ain’t like we don’t appreciate it, but… ya know.”

“I don’t, really,” Audino told him. Finishing the Babiri, he flipped the sausages out of the pan and arrayed them on the plate. “There we go.”

Gyarados surged forwards, and took the plate in his jaws before heading off to eat.

“That was one of the paper plates, right?” Cubone asked.

“Yes, I learned that lesson after the first time,” Audino assured her. “Now, let’s see… how many do you want, Moltres?”

“Three?” Moltres asked. “Are there that many left?”

“Easily.” Audino laid the next set of sausages out, and they began to sizzle almost immediately – and the sizzling took on a new note as he added the Babiri. “By the way, you’re basically immune to catching fire, right?”

“Pretty sure I am,” the Fire-type Legendary agreed.

“Good,” Audino smiled.

“Wait, wait, back up,” Meowth said, sitting up. “Didn’t ya just say dat you didn’t know why we appreciated ya bein’ so nice?”

“I wondered about that,” Cubone admitted, swallowing another mouthful of food.

“No, it’s not that I was denying,” Audino said, shrugging. “I just don’t know why my being nice is unusual. You’re all quite nice people.”

“…pardon?” Meowth asked, tilting his head. “Ya do know dat we’re kinda criminals, right?”

“Oh, I did know that,” Audino agreed. “Blissey told me about where Jessie went after she dropped out of nursing school, and of course I was assigned to you. But… well, you’re still nice people.”

The Normal-type poked at the sausages, turning them over. “Jessie’s nice. James is nice. And you’re all nice too.”

“…don’t say dat around another team, you’ll ruin our rep,” Meowth chuckled.

Audino smiled. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

After a pause, he resumed. “But… well, my point was that – you’re good people. That’s obvious. And if the law disagrees, that’s a mistake by the law. It’s not like it’s always exactly right all the time.”

“But what about the rest of Team Rocket?” Cubone asked, curious. “Surely you must know that some other members of our organization are engaged in some highly dubious activities.”

Audino nodded. “Yes, I do. But I think you should judge a group by the best in it, not by the worst.”

He gave the sausages a look, and put them back on the heat for a little longer. “Blissey taught me the rule was – first, do no harm. And as far as I can see, we’re doing no harm and a lot of good.”

Taking the spatula, Audino pushed Moltres’ sausages onto a waiting plate, and gave the rest of the Babiri berry a quick dose of heat to flush out the juices before pouring it into the sauce and sprinkling it over. “There we go!”

“Thank you,” Moltres said, letting her tail simmer down and turning to have her lunch. “It smells lovely.”

Audino did a little bow, smiling.

“I mean,” he resumed. “Look at our mission at the moment.”

“Breakin’ into tombs an’ ancient temples ain’t my idea of law-abidin’,” Meowth said, then frowned. “On da other hand, it’s fine when a guy with an archaeology degree does it, ain’t it… hmmm, dat’s a puzzler…”

“It may be illegal, but does that make it wrong?” Audino asked. “I don’t think so. We’re breaking into places with powerful artefacts, like the Caves of the Golems, and then… well, we’re checking everything’s still there, and then sealing the place up again.”

“I see,” Cubone agreed. “It’s because we’re making sure that the artefacts are not being misused.”

“And there’s people out there who would,” Audino confirmed. “You already told me about several of them.”

“Looked at like dat, we’re doin’ a public service!” Meowth grinned. “Hey, I feel more virtuous already, how ‘bout that…”

There was a startled cough from behind Audino, and a spiralling tongue of flame hiccuped skywards.

“Told you,” Audino chuckled.

“What was in that?” Moltres asked, coughing out gouts of smoke with her eyes wide. “That felt like eating a volcanic eruption!”

“Well, that was some specially bred Babiri,” Audino said. “Have you heard of the Scoville Scale?”

“I know enough that that’s not a good thing,” Moltres admitted, and coughed again. “What was it?”

“About seven hundred thousand.” Audino washed his hands carefully. “Too much?”

“Yeah…”

“I’ll make sure to stick to something a little cooler in future,” the Normal-type noted. “Need some healing?”

“…I think I might, actually…”

Audino nodded, and waved his fingers.

There was a flicker of green light around Moltres’ body.

“What was that?” Cubone asked. “That didn’t look like Heal Pulse…”

“Oh, I gave her my Ability,” Audino explained. “It’ll wear off once she’s healthy.”

“Now dat’s kinda useful!” Meowth nodded. “Guess you’ll-”

Audino’s head turned, and he scowled. Picking up the pepper shaker, he threw it into the middle distance.

It connected with Arbok’s nose with a thwack.

“Don’t add that much salt, you’ll ruin it!” he called sternly.

Arbok managed to mumble and hiss at the same time.


“There really aren’t that many ways to travel through Hoenn, are there?” Max asked, looking up from the map as they reached the Mauville outskirts. “It’s Mauville or Rustboro, really…”

“There’s other routes, we just don’t take them,” Brock told him. “This map only shows really large scale stuff.”

“That explains why we kept getting lost in a space the size of a full stop…” May muttered.

“Yeah, probably,” Brock agreed. “Where’s Ash?”

They looked around.

“I think he might just have run off to challenge the gym…” Max said, slowly.

“…he does know we did this one already, right?” May asked. “Okay, let’s go, I guess he’ll probably be there already…”


Ash stepped onto the moving platform. “Okay, let’s go!”

The platform didn’t move.

“Do you think you broke it?”Pikachu asked.

“I hope not, I’ve not broken anything in a gym yet,” Ash said, worried. “I wouldn’t want to lose my streak…”

A speaker crackled. “Is that you, Ash?”

“Yeah!” Ash confirmed. “Wattson?”

“The same,” Wattson said. “But… well, you’ve already got your badge here.”

“Yeah, but I wanted to see how Electrike was getting on,” Ash explained. “Since, you know, we helped her meet you…”

“Ah, of course.” Wattson went quiet for a moment, and the platform began to hum. “Okay, you’re on your way… by the way, do you have Raikou with you?”

“No, I think he’s busy,” Ash shrugged. “Sorry.”

“Last I heard he was visiting the Orange Islands,” Pikachu volunteered. “Swellow had a chat with him last time she went back to Pallet.”

“Oh, okay,” Ash nodded. “I guess that makes sense… wonder what he’s doing?”

“Well, it could be carrying messages like normal, or it could be…” Pikachu trailed off. “Does he like sunbathing?”

Ash chuckled. “I can just see him with a pair of sunglasses under a big beach umbrella…”

Pikachu nodded. “Yeah, and a sign next to him with ‘Caution: Relaxing Legendary’.”

Ash snorted.

The platform clicked as it reached the far end, and after a short pause the door hissed open.

An empty corridor confronted them.

“Wasn’t there supposed to be a Raikou here?” Ash asked, slowly.

“Yeah, it was about here…” Pikachu agreed with a frown.

There was a mechanical roar-noise, and then a Manectric ran around the corridor shrugging a Raikou costume on. “Um… no, I was too late, wasn’t I…”

Ash and Pikachu exchanged a glance.

“What happened?” Ash asked.

“Well…” the Manectric shook herself, sending bits of costume flying. “Wattson rebuilt the Raikou-bot so I could stand on its back and send controls, and we were just starting to install the controls inside instead when I evolved… and it sort of broke.”

“Ouch,” Ash winced. “Did it hurt?”

“Not really, no, but you should see the Raikou-bot,” Manectric told him. “Anyway, we’re building a mk.2, but it’s only finished up to the middle of the torso, so we kind of had to improvise…”

“Wait, I thought that was a joke,” Pikachu blinked. “He’s actually building you powered armour?”

“Yeah?” Manectric asked, shrugging. “I certainly like the idea, and – well, Wattson always has to be tinkering with something.”

She smiled with clear fondness. “He’s kind of silly, but I’m glad you helped me to him.”

“No problem!” Ash smiled.

The platform clicked and moved off again.

“I guess that’s the others?”

“Probably,” Manectric agreed.


“…so, this is what it looks like,” Wattson explained, pointing. “That’s where her feet go, and they use the charge in her fur to help actuate the servos – that way the whole leg moves like she does.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Max agreed. “Is it working?”

“Not really, no,” Wattson told him. “Well, in the last test we certainly got it moving! Stopping was more of a problem, though…”

He indicated two Magnemite hovering up near the ceiling. “They had to stop her.”

“That’s going to look very impressive when you’re done,” May said. “Are you going to make it seem like you’ve got a Raikou?”

“Hah! For as long as I can manage!” Wattson told her with a booming laugh. “It should be quite a jape!”

“Maybe you should tell Raikou about it, Ash,” Brock suggested. “I mean, I’m pretty sure he’d love to help create that impression.”

“He probably would,” Ash agreed. “I wonder how that would look…”


While they talked, Arc pawed the ground anxiously. He looked up at Manectric, and frowned before looking down again.

“What is it?” Manectric asked, looking over.

“Uh – well – I was wondering,” Arc began, then shook his head and started again. “What I mean is… I’ve been thinking a bit about evolving.”

“Go on,” Manectric invited.

The little Electrike sat back on his haunches, and sighed. “Well… I was wondering what it was like, really. I’ve asked a lot of Pokemon, but… I still feel nervous, and I wasn’t able to ask any Electric-types.”

“What about that Pikachu?” Manectric asked, a little confused.

“He’s… well, his relationship with evolution is kind of strange,” Arc said, trying to work out how to summarize it. “He said it hurt a lot when he half-evolved, though.”

“…yes, I can see his relationship with evolution must be very strange,” Manectric mused. “Anyway – since you’ve asked, here’s what I think.”

She took a breath.

“When I evolved – at the moment I evolved – I wasn’t trying to evolve, and I wasn’t trying not to evolve. It just happened, and I didn’t notice it until it was almost over, and when it was done I felt…” Manectric shrugged. “Stronger. Lighter, because of that. Bigger, certainly… and also like I could feel more of everything.”

“More?” Arc repeated.

“Well, more electricity,” Manectric clarified. “I could feel currents in things I couldn’t feel before… and I could also feel the Raikou-bot mk.1 shorting out as I overloaded it, which was a bit embarrassing.”

Arc nodded. “Okay, thanks… I guess that does make me feel a bit better about it.”

“It’s nothing to be afraid of, really,” Manectric assured him. “Besides, I think it looks good.”

Arc examined her, sniffing and looking up and down, and did a complete circuit of her body.

“…it’s a bit blue,” he concluded.

“That’s all you got from that?”

“Not all… hey, does that tail itch like that?”


“Hey… May?”

May looked up. “What is it, Max?”

“Well…” Max shrugged, and sat down to his sister. “I guess… I just wanted a talk.”

“Well, talk,” May invited. “What’s bothering you?”

“Not much, really,” Max said. He glanced across the clearing, smiling at the sight of Arc trying to encourage Cinder to play fetch, and then shook his head. “Well, more like… I kind of wonder if you’re bothered by something.”

May blinked. “Pardon?”

“I mean…” Max sat back, and waved. “I can see how much Ash enjoys it being able to get to know and train with new Pokemon… and he’s kind of focused on gym battles anyway. And Brock’s been studying Pokemon anatomy more, I’ve seen the books… and I know that a lot of what I enjoy about this time is being able to train Pokemon and do gym challenges when I couldn’t last time.”

He nodded to May. “So… I guess I wondered, because you’ve… more or less been doing the same stuff. Maybe you’ve got new routines, but…”

Max trailed off, and shrugged.

May considered that, looking troubled, and then sighed. “Yeah, you’re right. I’ve been doing the Coordinator thing, but that’s about all I’ve been doing… and I’ve been feeling a bit uncomfortable about it, but you’ve put it into words.”

“So…” Max asked. “What now?”

May frowned. “I’m not sure, really… I mean, I kind of know about this Cyrus thing – we certainly know he’s a problem, but I can’t bring myself to think that he’ll be a big one.”

“He did kind of destroy the universe,” Max pointed out, and May sighed.

“I know, Max!”

After a moment, she shook her head. “No, sorry, that was… it’s because, well, look at Ash.”

Max did, turning to see the time-travelling trainer.

“…okay, yeah,” he admitted, watching as Keldeo earnestly talked Ash and Absol through another attempt at Sacred Sword. “He’s got ridiculously strong Pokemon…”

“That’s it exactly,” May agreed. “I mean, I know Cyrus is a threat, intellectually, but… Ash has, is friends with, Pokemon who move comets around, and…”

Her hands dropped. “I just can’t really see how I can compete. And… I don’t really have a sense of progress on that front, either.”

Max nodded, looking troubled. “I guess I can see what you mean… uh…”

He sighed. “I don’t know. I could suggest you do the Gym Challenge, but both Ash and I are already doing it…”

Arc came trotting over, and Max began to stroke him absently.

“I know what you could do,” Max said, after a moment.

May looked up.

“Speak to Drew about it,” he explained. “Let him know you’d like to do some pure battling as well as Contests – I’m sure he’d love to help you out.”

“I guess he might,” May admitted, then frowned. “Wait… what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well, he certainly seems to like you,” Max teased.

“That’s not… but…” May shook her head. “It’s not like that!”

Max nodded, somehow conveying that he wasn’t convinced in a simple up-down movement.


“The big breakthrough we made was… well, more twofold,” Lucario said, sitting cross-legged. “The first one was fairly obvious – you really need to think about Sacred Sword, and what it means to you. It has to come from the heart.”

“I guess that’s why it’s sacred,” Ash nodded. “But yeah, thinking about it that was how Keldeo got both moves working – that is how you got Secret Sword working, right?”

“Right,” Keldeo agreed. “It was when I realized that I… well, that I didn’t have to be a hero to be valued by the people I wanted to impress all along.”

Ash smiled. “Right! And Sacred Sword was…”

“…when I realized what it meant to be a hero,” Keldeo confirmed. “That what matters isn’t being cool or amazing… it’s saving people. That’s the valuable bit.”

“For myself…” Lucario smiled slightly. “It was to work out what was most important to me. Ash… you have done so much for me, and I owe you a debt that can never be repaid. But it is my honour to stand beside you, whenever and wherever I can, and your companionship is more precious to me than anything.”

Ash swallowed past the lump in his throat. “Lucario, I… thank you.”

“It is only what you deserve.” With that, Lucario pressed his paws together. “Now… here is what that realization won me.”

The spike on the back of his right paw glowed with the silvery sheen of Metal Claw, then began to change – elongating into a slim metal blade.

It took perhaps four seconds to form, then froze – but still glowed blue with Aura, as Lucario layered his energy on it in alternating, glowing pulses.

After several more seconds, it began to change – then, with a shocking suddenness, elongated out into what was recognizably a sword-blade like Keldeo’s own.

“Sacred Sword,” Lucario explained, sweeping it through the air for a moment. It hummed and sang, then flickered off as Lucario stopped sustaining it.

“That’s… wow,” Ash managed. “It felt – and looked… special.”

“It should,” Sceptile agreed.

“What’s yours?” Ash asked. “Your realization, I mean…”

“I’m afraid it’s… private,” Sceptile said, shaking his head. “Sorry, but… I don’t feel comfortable talking about it.”

“Right,” Ash said, a little disappointed. “I guess it’s your choice…”

“So that’s the most important thing?” Absol asked, speaking up for the first time. “Coming to terms with… well, with who we are?”

“Not quite,” Keldeo hedged, waving a hoof. “It’s quite personal, but it just has to be something about you. Something important, but not what defines you – people and Pokemon aren’t just defined by one thing.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “I know what you mean, I guess… but I’m not sure what that could be. I mean…”

He shrugged helplessly.

“You don’t have to just guess,” Keldeo said. “Since three of us have done it, we’ve noticed what’s kind of similar – it helps to meditate a bit. You’ve both been learning how the energy form works, so… try to lose yourself in it, I guess. Try to see what makes it react, and you can home in on something.”

“That’s how I did it,” Sceptile volunteered.

“Right,” Absol nodded. She closed her eyes, laying her head on her paws, and took a deep breath.

Aura – what little she’d gotten working so far – swirled around her paws for a moment, then traced up to her horn. It flashed around it in a pale blue glow, then snuffed out almost completely.

“Should it-”

“That’s about right,” Lucario assured her. “Now, keep that up, but start meditating.”

“I’m not even sure where to start,” Ash sighed, sitting cross-legged and summoning Aura with practiced ease to his hands. “Sceptile said it kind of has to focus around something that’s already the right shape, but I don’t have any moves like that…”

He considered, then brightened. “Oh, right – when I did it in Lugia’s mind, and in my own, it was the staff that did it – I’ll try that.”

Unlimbering it, he let his clear blue Aura flow down the staff, coating it in azure light, then started to try what Keldeo had described.

“How do I know if I’m getting it?” he asked.

“It kind of just… suddenly makes sense,” Keldeo said.

“Well, when you’re doing it this way, it’s a bit more gradual,” Sceptile amended. “But it is just… it feels right.”


Absol breathed evenly, concentrating on her self.

Born at a particularly low risk time, just like any other Absol. Raised by a caring family, trained as a chance-dancer – a skill for which she had a particular talent – and accomplished in journeying alone. Relying on no-one but herself.

And, now, a captured Pokemon, working with a trainer whose avowed aim was to save the world.

Put like that, things had gone rather strange when she’d run to save Jirachi a month or so ago.

So. She was… a proud Absol, and with a trainer who she respected.

Nothing.

Perhaps she was going about this the wrong way… taking a deeper breath, Absol concentrated instead on the precise feeling of her horn as it tingled with energy.

It is about who I am.

Frowning over the response, she tried something else.

It is about how I interact with others.

Nothing again – then, as she wondered what else there was, a slight tingle.

Trying to remain calm, collected and unexcited, Absol followed up on that slight tingle. She wondered whether it was specific to her abilities, and compared that to the question she’d asked earlier.

Still nothing.

Perhaps she should stop-

-and catastrophe rolled over her. A warning and premonition of enormous risk, possible defeat and destruction and the failure of-

Absol flinched, shaking off the feeling of impending doom.

“Are you okay?” Keldeo asked, and she opened her eyes.

“I’m fine,” she assured him, shaking her head. “Sorry, just… worried by something. A sensation of doom…”

Keldeo nodded seriously. “Right,” he said. “Still there?”

Absol considered the answer to that question.

No, it wasn’t… or, it had receded. From a dire risk to a distant chance – still a danger, still the chance of failure, but nothing like it had been.

Absol took a deep breath, and resolved to keep trying on Sacred Sword until she had it mastered.

As she did, the sensation faded further, and she felt a faint satisfaction. At least I know I am on the right path.


“Ash!” Brock called. “Don’t forget to get some sleep!”

Ash glanced up, noticing how dark it was. “Oh – sorry, I’ll get to bed! Thanks for the reminder, Brock!”

“You’re welcome!”

“Were you making any progress, Ash?” Lucario asked.

“I don’t… well, I don’t think so,” Ash said. “Maybe it’s just that this isn’t a mindscape… I guess the staff can’t change shape like that in reality. Was the Aura right, at least?”

“Not really,” Lucario said. “Sorry… I’d hoped you were making progress on the thought part of it, at least.”

Ash shook his head. “No, nothing.”

Lucario put his right paw on Ash’s shoulder. “You will work it out, Ash. I believe in you.”

“Thanks,” Ash smiled, touching the paw.

“What about you, Absol?” Keldeo asked. “Anything?”

“Some,” Absol said, shrugging her shoulders and getting to her feet. “I’m not very far along the way yet, though.”


The next day, in Verdanturf, May left the stage to cheers.

“That worked pretty well,” she said, as Beautifly settled on her arm.

Indeed, Ethan confirmed. Let us hope that it achieves a sufficient score to go through.

May smiled, then looked out over the field to see who was next.

“Oh, hey, it’s Drew!” she said, interested. “I wonder who he’s going to use – I don’t think I’ve seen him do a doubles run yet…”


“Roselia!” Drew announced, sending out his main Pokemon. “Time to bloom!”

Roselia nodded, doing a twirl, and then jumped into a forward roll.

She came up and twirled again, petals glowing faintly, and swept her arms around in a back-forth pattern outlined in traceries of blue and red. She brought her flowers together, and the glow brightened.

Again, and the glow began to light the room, throwing purple light onto the faces of the watching spectators as she twirled and pirouetted.

Drew watched, then gestured. “Okay, Petal Dance!”

Roselia stepped backwards, the glow intensifying, and a plume of petals spiralled upwards before beginning to collapse back again in a dense cloud.

“Dazzling Gleam!” her trainer called, before the petals really reached the ground, and Roselia unleashed the Fairy-type attack.

The pulse of bright pink light flash-blinded the audience for a fraction of a second, and when it faded Leafeon was leaping gracefully down from the epicentre of a spherical burst of pink-red-blue petals.

As the other Grass-type landed, Roselia swept her arms out and produced a cloud of Stun Spore. Spreading out with impressive speed, the amber powder got as far as the edges of the arena before stopping, and lent a golden tinge to the two Pokemon all but completely ignoring it.

Roselia’s petals began to glow again, faster this time, and Leafeon ran a complete circle around her at a lope before skidding around to face her and opening a mouth glowing with greenish-white light.

Their Solarbeams hit at the midpoint of a line between them, sending out a sparkle of light which made the Stun Spore glitter like stars.


“…that’s my idea,” May muttered.

Beautifly fluttered her wings.

“Yeah, I know, it’s not like I was the first to try it…”


“Look out!” May called. “Dodge left!”

Beautifly dodged, and the wham of a pair of precisely aimed Seed Bombs pushed her further left like a pillow of sweet-smelling air.

“What should I-” she began, then winced as a Dazzling Gleam flashed out and caught her in the side. “Ow…”

“Switch!” Drew ordered, and both his Pokemon smoothly changed target. Roselia spun on the tips of her toes, firing a shower of leaves at Ethan’s approaching form, and Leafeon ran alongside the Razor Leaf before sweeping her tail across in a Leaf Blade as a passing attack.

Ethan formed a shield out of hard-light to block the Grass-type attacks, then let out a blatt noise as Leafeon fired a blazing ball of green light through his Reflect shield and into his body. Ow.

“Excellent teamwork!” one of the judges noted. “Using a combination attack to decoy out the opponent!”

“Switch!” Drew called almost on the heel of the judge’s approval, and both Grass-types switched back to keeping Beautifly busy as she swooped in.

Her Air Cutter came off successfully, slicing through some of the shower of leaves, but the follow-up Dazzling Gleam hit her hard enough to make it something of a wash.

“And May Maple’s having trouble keeping things going,” the local Joy said. “She’s going to have to come up with something to turn this around…”

“Around,” May said, then brightened. “Oh, of course!”

She cupped her hands around her mouth. “Ethan, Reflect and Light Screen!”

Establishing, Ethan reported, and the two shields together formed a mirror-bright layer.

“Now, Beautifly – down a bit, left and–!”

“Scatter!” Drew ordered, realizing what she meant-

“–Signal Beam at Ethan!” May finished.

The shimmering blaze of light went well to the right of Roselia and Leafeon, homing in unerringly on May’s Porygon. It hit and blazed off in a flash of reflected light… and the main beam bounced squarely onto Leafeon.

Leafeon yelped, producing a cloud of Magical Leaves in reflex, and dodged for cover.

“Keep firing!” May said. “Ethan, turn the shield to reflect it!”

Moving his wall of reflective force in precise increments, Ethan shone the Signal Beam back and forth across Leafeon repeatedly – now making it go ahead so she ran into it, now jerking it back as she slowed.

After several seconds, Roselia reached the Porygon and hit him with a Sludge Bomb, covering the shield in gunk which rendered it non-reflective, and followed up with a Poison Jab – but by the time she did, Leafeon was in trouble.

“Dive down and use U-turn!” May ordered, and Beautifly ended her stream of Bug-type energy in favour of a down-and-up dive that hit Leafeon in the side.

The Eeveelution wobbled, took three steps, and collapsed in a faceplant.

“And May Maple turns it around at the last moment!” one of the commentators said. “What an innovative use of Reflect to… er, reflect!”

May realized she’d been holding her breath, and let it out in an explosive rush.

“Nice work,” Drew said, recalling his Grass-types. “I guess I don’t have to feel bad about being beaten by you, May.”

May smiled. “Thanks!”


“Hey!” Ivysaur called.

Very little notice was taken of him.

“Hey, guys!” he repeated, trying to make himself heard over the din.

The sound of stampeding Tauros, several Pokemon talking loudly, and Houndoom showing off his Flame Burst drowned him out.

“Right, spud this,” he muttered, and took a deep breath.

The ground beneath him began to creak and crack, and then an enormous pillar of wood rose out of the ground and carried him several feet into the air.

“Quiet!” Ivysaur bellowed, and this time he got it.

“Right,” he went on, after a few seconds. “Who here feels a little bit bored?”

Hands, arms, paws and wings went up. So did whatever Muk had.

“That’s about what I thought,” he agreed. “But we need to do this in an organized manner. We can’t just wreck the place, poor Professor Oak is putting up with a lot.”

There was a general – though reluctant – muttering of agreement.

“So, here’s what I suggest,” Ivysaur went on. “A league cup.”

“A what?” Totodile asked, tilting his head.

“Basically, we take turns battling one another, until everyone’s had a go. We keep track of who wins and who loses, and the one who won the most battles at the end is the winner.”

“How do we work out who goes when?”

“Good question,” Ivysaur nodded to Swellow. “I’m going to ask Damos if he’d be willing to generate us a match list.”

“Sounds good,” Swellow agreed. “I’m impatient already, let’s get this done!”


Somewhere mostly outside time and space, Arceus considered things.

The battle was going pretty well, really. It was a shame about Ransei – he’d put quite a lot of work into the design – but at least it reassured him that his sons were working together well.

A space-portal opened in front of him, the sky tearing open with a sound like all the cloth in the universe tearing, and Roar of Time came through the hole.

Arceus blasted the attack away with an instant meteor swarm, dropped three hundred metres, and hit Giratina from below as the Ghost-type materialized behind his former position for a Shadow Force.

You’re getting better, he informed them, and sent a meteor back through the portal as it closed.

Below, there was a large explosion.

Ah, that’s where you are…

Arceus flexed his will, and teleported. He appeared in a flash of light, and added to the crater field by pounding Palkia and Dialga into the bedrock.

“Ow,” Dialga muttered.

I’m just doing this so you get valuable experience, Arceus informed them. It’s something you’ll need before going out into the world… at least, if the last few years before Cyrus broke everything are a baseline to go by…

“Why does it have to hurt so much?” Palkia asked.

Giratina crashed next to them, and his orb went clattering across the battlefield. He reverted to Altered Forme in a flare of energy, and dragged himself painfully to his feet.

The one question I have is where Sir Aaron is, Arceus admitted. Which, frankly, is a bit suspicious. I’m only God, I should be able to at least tell where he is if I try…

Something flickered on Arceus’ senses. He looked outwards, saw what was coming in, and had to nod. Okay, fair enough, this is a good one.

Then he was buried in swords.


“It worked!” Dialga said, floating down to land on the blasted ground with Sir Aaron standing on his back.

Dialga’s past self muttered something, and vanished in a flash of chronal energy – taking Palkia with him.

A moment later, Palkia appeared out of a space portal. “Nice one, Dialga, I didn’t think it would actually get Dad…”

“I don’t think many Pokemon are ready to be hit with the same Sacred Sword four hundred times,” Sir Aaron agreed, and caught the white and black blades as they flew back out of the final portal. “I’m trying not to think about the maths of it, though, given they were being attracted to one another’s past-time clones and future ones…”

Dialga shrugged. “It worked, so I don’t question it.”

Nice one, Arceus announced, rising back out of the hole he’d been in. I think that counts as a win for you. What’s the score again?

“One hundred and eight to twelve,” Sir Aaron supplied. “Incidentally, I don’t think we’re ever going to catch up…”

You’re probably right, Arceus admitted. I’m just too fond of Judgement.

Aaron looked around at what was – he assumed – a small section of the floor of a crater so big the edges were below the horizon. “I’ve noticed. So, what’s the plan now?”

Ah, the plan, Arceus nodded. Well, I’ve been thinking about this, and suffice to say – I’ve come up with a new one.

The hero was about to ask what it was, but then reality inverted itself.


Aaron came to groggy consciousness, feeling grass against his cheek and all down his side. Blinking blearily, he saw trees – a forest – from a side view.

He was, it seemed, lying on the grassy forest floor.

Wait… he thought, yawning. I can… am I not wearing any clothes?

The ground trembled, and Sir Aaron sprung to his feet – finding it a little awkward, as his balance seemed off.

Then he noticed the tail.

Then he noticed the fine blue fur on his forearms.

“…why am I a Riolu?” he asked, looking up at clear blue sky overhead.

Honestly, it fit better than any of the other options, Arceus replied.

“Hi,” said a deep, rumbling voice.

Aaron spun, overdoing it slightly as he got used to his tail and digitigrade feet, and saw the enormous form of Dialga towering over him.

Palkia peered out from behind Dialga’s left side, waving a clawed forearm, and Giratina’s head poked over the top of both of them.

“You guys can speak here?” Aaron asked. “I mean, speak normally… speak without the terrible accent… you know what I mean.”

“No?” Palkia replied, uncertainly. “We’re speaking normally. You’re the one who stopped speaking human.”

Look, Pokemon speak their own language and it’s natural to them, Arceus explained defensively. Since it’s a world with no humans, only Pokemon, you logically have to be Pokemon. If you’re going to get all hung up on the mechanics of it all…

“No, this is okay,” Sir Aaron said, flexing his tail experimentally. “I’m starting to get the hang of this… right, what’s the plan here?”

Well, you’re a new Rescue Team, Arceus told him – and, by the slightly surprised looks on their faces, the Creation Trio as well. This might be a bit of a spoiler, but your first mission is to rescue a Caterpie.

“Can’t we just rip a hole in spacetime and save the Bug-type inside thirty seconds?” Palkia asked.

Sorry, outright snapping Minkowski space in half is disallowed, Arceus informed them. Intangibility’s okay, though.

Giratina stuck his tongue out at the others, who grumbled.

“No offence, Arceus,” Aaron began, frowning. “But saving a Caterpie doesn’t sound like… well, much of a test of our skills.”

You haven’t seen how much I’ve overdone the other Pokemon, Arceus noted. Put it this way, you remember how we saw Ash’s Pikachu can blast Ground-types?

All four nodded.

He wouldn’t stand out here. They can all do that.

“…did we offend you?” Giratina asked, glancing up.

I’m just a concerned father wanting his sons to be able to take anything that threatens them, and snap it in half, Arceus told them virtuously. Now, here comes the quest…

A Butterfree fluttered over to them. “Somebody! Please, help me – my poor baby fell into a cavern! When I went to get him, Pokemon attacked me!”

“We’ll sort it out,” Sir Aaron told her. “You can count on us. Guys?”

“Yeah!” Palkia agreed.

Dialga nodded, letting out a bass rumble rather than words.

“It’ll be fun, anyway,” Giratina concurred.

The Butterfree didn’t bat an eye at three Legendaries agreeing to help her son. “Wonderful! Thank you so much!”


“Fell down a hole?” Aaron asked, glancing upwards as they walked back along the path Butterfree had come down.

…okay, so it’s an entry-level quest…


AN:


So, this is Audino.

Yes, he’s male. I wanted to do that because it’s not quite what you’d expect offhand.

Then there’s some of that Electrike (Manectric) getting on well with Wattson, and a great deal of introspection of various different types.

Then a contest, I guess.

And, finally, two different kinds of high powered training.

Yes, that’s PMD. Yes, all four of them are in the team.






143. Hoenn 23


“That was a pretty nasty thunderstorm last night…” Max said, looking around at the twigs and branches all over the path.

May nodded. “Yeah… and something seems kind of familiar about it.”

Max glanced over. “…well, we’ve been in thunderstorms before.”

“No, I mean this one,” May said. “It’s just…”

She shook her head. “Never mind, I’m sure it’ll be obvious when it happens.”

I’m pretty sure I know the answer, Ethan said.

“…how?” Brock asked. “I mean, sure, Dexter was along, but you weren’t.”

I did provide them basic précis of our journeys last time, Dexter told him. He’s right, by the way.

They waited.

“You’re not going to tell us, are you?” Ash asked.

Of course not, that would ruin the fun.

Ash kicked a branch out of the way with a thwack of boot on wood. “Figures…”

You know, you could just try to remember this stuff yourself, his Pokédex pointed out.

“I remember the big stuff,” Ash protested. “Like, you know… Rayquaza.”

“Yeah, we don’t have perfect memories like you guys do,” Max added.

My memory is not perfect, Dexter corrected. It is simply much better than any of yours.

“That’s nice…”

“Hey, look!” May pointed.

They looked.

“Oh, that’s a Swablu,” Ash nodded. “Right, now I remember…”

May crouched down next to the blue Flying-type. “Are you okay? Poor thing…”

Swablu looked up, wincing, then did a double-take. He cringed, and began to sing a piping tune.

“That’s nice,” Max said, and yawned. “Actually, it’s… kind of…”

Blaziken caught him with one hand as he slumped, and then caught his trainer with the other.

Ash and Brock put their fingers in their ears.

“How come you’re not falling asleep?” Pikachu asked, covering his own ears as well.

Blaziken held up a Chesto Berry, and popped it into his mouth. “I come prepared.”

He lowered both siblings to the floor, and crouched down himself. “Excuse me, Swablu?”

Swablu quailed at the sight of him, but kept Singing as though it was helping him stay relaxed.

“We don’t want to hurt you, but could you please not put my trainer to sleep? It’s not very polite.”

The little blue Normal-type stopped singing, and looked contrite. “Sorry, I’m just… scared…”

“It’s okay to be scared,” Brock told him. “What happened? Normally Swablu nest in trees, right?”

Swablu indicated the fallen tree. “I was in that one, with my flock. Only… there was a big storm, and it blew over, and… and one of the branches hit me and I couldn’t get away and-”

Blaziken held up a clawed hand, slowly, and Swablu stopped gabbling. He took a deep breath, and sighed it out. “Sorry…”

“Don’t worry,” Blaziken said, kindly. “We’ll make sure you’re okay.”

May stirred. “Ugh… what happened?”

“Sing happened,” Blaziken told her. “Swablu, this is May – my trainer. May, I know you already saw Swablu, but he seems to be a little timid – give him some space.”

“Okay,” May nodded, understanding Blaziken’s gentle tones for what they were. “I’ll do that.”

“Good.”

“How did you do that?” Swablu asked, astonished. “She understood you!”

“I know,” Blaziken said, full of quiet pride. “It’s her, not me – my friend Ash over there has helped train the rest of the humans to understand Pokémon when they speak.”

“That’s pretty cool…” Swablu said, nodding. “So can all of you – ow!”

He gingerly moved one of his cloudy wings, and sighed. “I think something got broken…”

“Can I have a look?” Brock asked. “I’m a Pokémon doctor.”

Flygon materialized with a flash, interested, but hovered a little way off to not get in the way.

“I guess…” Swablu nodded. “Um… don’t you have things like Potions?”

“Those are pretty general-purpose,” Brock informed him, speaking in soothing tones. “They can handle bruises, cuts, scrapes and stuff, but they’re not very good at serious injuries. It’s almost always better to let something heal, if you’ve got the time.”

“Okay,” Swablu said. “I guess that makes sense.”


“Okay, last bit,” Brock said. “I’m going to check your other wing, now, just to make sure it’s not hurt as well.”

“Right,” Swablu said, and swallowed. He steeled himself against the potential pain, and Brock moved the wing back and forth, up and down, through the full normal set of motions it should have.

“That seems okay,” he said, after a few minutes. “Looks like it’s just a bad sprain on the middle joint of your wing.”

“So it’s not broken?” Swablu asked, looking up hopefully.

“No, but it’s still going to be a couple of days to heal,” Brock told him. “I’ll make a poultice to help it heal faster, and we can get Jirachi to use Wish on it as well.”

Swablu blinked. “Get what?”

“Jirachi,” Max told him.

Jirachi poked his head out of Max’s bag. Sorry, I was kind of asleep… what is it, Max?

Swablu’s good wing went limp with shock. “…that’s Jirachi.”

Hi! Jirachi said, and levitated into the air. Nice to meet you!

He offered his hand, and Swablu thought for a moment then offered his undamaged wing to shake.

“Should we camp here?” Brock asked, looking over. “There’s probably a Ranger station nearby…”

“Yeah, sounds good,” May agreed.“Would that be okay?”

“Um…” Swablu looked at his wing again. “Is it far?”

“I’ll carry you, if you want,” Blaziken volunteered.

“Thanks,” Swablu said, relieved. “I didn’t want to go that far on foot…”


Footfalls beat a fast tattoo on the hard-packed earth.

A blur shot through sparse grass, making the blades tremble and then wave as though a high storm was trying to rip them out of the ground.

Primeape sprinted through the air so fast that it felt almost like a wall, producing a visible air-shock around his form as he closed in on his foe.

A slight change in his sprint, and he planted both feet at once and sprang into a low, looping trajectory that was nearly parallel to the ground.

“Outraaaaage!” he shouted, drawing his fist back. “Take this!”

Muk used Thunderbolt, Rain Dance, Shadow Ball, Sludge Wave, Belch, Flamethrower, Rock Tomb and Ice Punch.


“And I’m pretty sure that’s a victory for Muk,” Ivysaur noted, watching Primeape go flying skywards. “Someone note that one down, please?”

Donphan duly noted it down.

“Okay, who’s next…” Ivysaur turned to the third page of the matchlist, and blinked. “Uh… okay…”

“Who is it?” Swellow asked.

Ivysaur turned. “It’s…”

He stopped, tilted his head, and blinked. “Shouldn’t you be catching Primeape?”

“…oh, yeah, I forgot! Be back in a moment!”

With that, Swellow shot skywards in a whirr of wings.

“Who is it?” Donphan asked, raising his trunk and the pencil gripped in it. “It can’t be that bad, surely?”

“Oh, it is,” Ivysaur assured him. “It’s-”

“Snorlax versus Kingler?” Donphan guessed. “Wait, it’s not me against Pidgeot, is it?”

Ivysaur showed him the matchlist.

“…oh,” Donphan blinked. “Yeah, that’s going to be a fun one…”

Swellow deposited Primeape next to them. “One non-flat Primeape!”

“Thanks,” Ivysaur nodded. “Look, can you go find where Lugia is?”

Swellow gaped. “Oh, that’s going to be a cool one! Who’s he fighting?”

The Grass-type sighed. “Ho-Oh.”

If Swellow’s beak could get wider, it would have done. “Oh. Wow. That’s going to be awesome!”

“It’s going to have to be done somewhere we don’t mind breaking,” Ivysaur pointed out. “Donphan, can you go and ask Damos where we should go for it?”

“On it!” Donphan confirmed, saluting. He planted his pencil in the ground, curled up, and Rolled Out at speed.

Ivysaur watched him go, then picked up the matchlist in one vine and the scorecard in the other. “I think I’m going to have some lunch first.”


“How are you feeling?” May asked, lifting a pine-smelling bandage out of the green medicine it had been bathed in. “Bit better today?”

“A bit,” Swablu said, then flinched as May carefully undid the previous bandage. “Ow – that still hurts!”

May sighed. “I know. And this is going to sting a bit, as well, but it’s needed.”

“I understand, I guess,” Swablu nodded. “It’s still – ow!”

The astringent green liquid stung as it got through his cloudy feathers, and he tensed for a moment before relaxing slowly.

“There we go,” May said. “Now, I’m going to tie the splint – ready?”

“Yeah,” Swablu agreed.

May put the three short pieces of wood in their positions, holding Swablu’s wing slightly bent instead of ramrod straight, and then pulled the cords tight before tying them off to keep the splint in place.

“All done!” she said, and picked the bag off the table. “Now it’s time for your other medicine.”

“Oh, I like this bit,” Swablu admitted.

May took one of the treated rice balls out of the bag, and broke a piece off that was small enough for Swablu to swallow. She put it on her palm and held it out, and the little Flying-type bent down and plucked it delicately off her hand.

“Thank you!” Swablu smiled, swallowing with a happy chirp.

“It’s my pleasure,” May smiled back. “Ready for the next bit?”


“They’re getting on well,” Brock said, with a nod. “May’s really building up a rapport with him.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I don’t know if you noticed, but she forgot to get Ethan out this morning.”

Brock blinked, and looked back at the table.

May’s Pokédex was still in her pocket.

“…wow,” he said, after a moment. “Does this mean she’s getting the hang of it more generally?”

“Don’t know,” Ash admitted. “We’d have to see how she does with a random wild Pokémon.”

Brock nodded. “I guess-”

“Guys!” Max called, interrupting them. “Are you watching the news?”

“No?” Ash called back, surprised. “Why? Is there anything good on?”

“Is there-” Max looked back down at Kris’ screen, then up at them, and shook his head. “Well, yeah, but it’s what the good thing is!”

“Maybe you should just tell us,” Brock suggested.

“Look at this!” Max said, turning the TV on and grabbing the remote. He flicked from channel to channel, looking for the one Kris had found, and then pointed. “There!”

Ash and Brock looked. So did May, turning around from her chair, and Swablu tilted his head to see past the cupboard.


“I’m here on a peninsula about two kilometres east of Pallet Town,” the reporter said, speaking clearly into her microphone. “This is where the amazing sights have been taking place for at least half an hour now.”

Her cameraman panned left, sweeping out over the sea, to show two colossal shapes moving as silhouettes through low cloud.

Bright rose-red flame erupted, burning off the cloud in a trice, and the huge Storm’s End keened with his tail ablaze before stooping down towards his equally massive opponent.

The Great Guardian plunged towards the water half a mile below, fins folding in, and crashed into and through the water surface without slowing.

For a few seconds, the camera showed only a dissipating plume of water and Ho-Oh slowing to hover over it, watching warily.

Then a huge whirlpool of water and wind burst out of the sea, reaching to smash Ho-Oh aside, and only a deft move involving an eruption of omnidirectional flame saved the Fire-type from a soaking.

Capitalizing on the breathing space he’d gained, Lugia broke out of his roll and beat his mighty wings once. His mouth glowed red as he built up the full force of his Aeroblast, and he fired it – almost directly away from Ho-Oh.

Red light traced a curving loop in the air, and slashed back at Ho-Oh – whose reply was somewhat unorthodox.

He vanished into a swirling white sandstorm which seemed to come from the very air itself, and the Aeroblast had to quest around for purchase rather than boring unerringly in – and, it was clear, mostly blazing out the other side rather than striking Ho-Oh’s feathers.

The moment the Aeroblast faded, all that white sand compacted back into a ball and fired at Lugia like a cannonball – before the Weather Ball hit a shield and smashed into a thousand pieces.

“Hey, Roxy, look!” Oli said, pointing. “There’s loads of Pokémon watching the battle!”

“We can only guess why these Pokémon are fighting with such determination,” Roxy said into the microphone. “Or why all these other wild… Poke…”

Her voice trailed off.

“Wait, I recognize some of those Pokémon from the Silver Conference!”


Brock looked at Ash.

Ash shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know either.”

“What’s that?” Pikachu asked, padding out of the bathroom with a to-scale towel around his waist. “I was in the shower, did I miss anything?”


“There we go,” May said, dabbing the flannel on Swablu’s fine blue feathers one more time. “That should have you clean.”

Swablu chirped happily. “Thanks!”

He shifted a little, and winced.

Brock noticed. “Actually, I think that dressing could probably come off by now… it’s had about enough time.”

“Really?” Swablu asked. “That’d be nice – it’s kind of itchy…”

“Want me to handle it?” May asked.

The Normal-type nodded, and May carefully undid the twine holding on the outer edge of the splint.

The three pieces of splint-wood shifted outwards as the string came loose, and then May undid the inner knot as well and they fell off entirely.

“There,” May smiled, pushing the splint out of the way. “Better?”

“Yeah,” Swablu agreed.

“Want to see if it’s healed right?”

The Flying-type nodded, and crouched. As he did, though, an expression of shock flitted across his face and he tensed up.

“What’s wrong?” May asked him, hand halfway to comfort him.

“I… I can’t do it,” he said, voice close to tears. “I can’t fly!”

“You can’t?” May repeated. “But… does your wing hurt, or…”

“I’ll just crash!” Swablu protested, his voice rising. “And I’ll get hurt again and it’ll be even worse and my wing’ll never heal and, and…”

May reached out, and stroked his back with gentle fingers. “There, there,” she said, softly. “Don’t worry, we’ll sort it out.”

“But how?” Swablu asked, sniffing. “I can’t… but… and my wing…”

He shook his head. “Last time it went all wrong, this time…”

May shared a glance with Brock.

“I don’t really know what to do,” she admitted. “Any ideas, Brock?”

Brock considered.

“Well, I guess it depends if it’s a mental thing or a physical thing,” he said. “If it’s just that his wing’s not strong enough, then we’d need to teach him to fly all over again… but if it’s mental, then maybe Ash could help.”

“How could he help?” Swablu asked, curious. “Is he Psychic?”

“No, he’s not,” May told him. “But Ash can use Aura.”

“Wow… like Meditite can?” The Flying-type’s eyes widened. “That’s kind of cool…”

“I’ll go get him,” Brock suggested. “Can you see if his wing can move like it normally should?”

“Sure,” May nodded. “Is that okay with you?”

“Yeah…” Swablu said, and stretched his wing out.

May took it, and began to carefully and gently flex his wing through the normal range of motion. “Is that okay?”

“Um… no, that’s fine, that’s… okay so far…”


“Okay, I get it,” Ash nodded. “So you think I should try Aura Purge on him.”

“It’s the kind of thing that that move can help with,” Brock confirmed.

“Who should I take with me, then?” Ash asked. “I mean… Swablu’s a Flying-type. So I guess his mind might… well… be kind of in mid air.”

Pikachu winced. “Yeah, that could be a problem.”

Ash thought. “Hmmm… well, I guess I could get Pidgeot and Noctowl… and Swellow…”

He glanced over in the corner, where a crossword was doing itself. “Would you mind helping, Latias?”

The pencil clattered to the table. “Sure!” Latias nodded, appearing several feet from the table.

“Oh, were you practising your telekinesis?” Brock asked. “That’s a clever way of doing it.”

“Yeah, but I’ve filled in some of the clues kind of wrong,” Latias pouted.

“Do you want Delta along as well?” Max asked. “And – Brock, you’ve got a couple of flying Pokémon. Should Flygon and Crobat go with Ash?”

“If they want to,” Brock agreed. “Good idea – I’ll ask.”

“I’ll ask too,” Max nodded. “Hey, Delta?”

“Couldn’t you just get Lugia or Ho-Oh along?” Lucario asked.

“I’m pretty sure it would take too long to get them,” Ash replied. “It’s a good idea, but…”

He shrugged, and Lucario considered that for a bit before nodding. “You’re right. Be safe, Ash.”

“I’m pretty sure the worst that can happen is being kicked out again,” Ash shrugged. “I’ll be okay.”

“That which does not kill you can still give you a really bad headache,” Lucario opined sagely.


“Excuse me, kids?”

Mr. Morita, the Ranger, knocked on the door and opened it. “I’ve got some more supplies, so if I can just get to the-”

He stopped. Stared.

That kid – Ash – was kneeling in the middle of the floor, with his hands glowing blue and the Swablu standing in front of him.

And, piled into the room close enough they were almost standing on top of one another, there were… a Pidgeot, a Noctowl, a Swellow, a Mantine, a Flygon and a Crobat.

“…what the heck?” he asked.

“Nuz?” his Nuzleaf asked, clambering up onto his shoulder to look.

“We’re helping Swablu out!” Ash explained cheerfully.

“…right,” Morita said, nodding, and shut the door again.

“Leaf?”

“I’m going to come back in half an hour,” Mr. Morita said. “Hopefully by then it’ll have gone away…”


There was a moment of discontinuity as Ash’s hands touched Swablu’s feathers, and then he found himself – in mid-air.

“Whoaaaah!” he called, then landed with an oof on a familiar feathered back. “Thanks, Pidgeot!”

The big Flying-type chirped. “No problem!”

Noctowl took up position on her wingtip. “Seems bally empty up here… well, there’s lots of clouds, but dashed all else. What what?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. He closed his eyes to look around. “The clouds seem a bit more than just… well, clouds… they’re kind of blueish on my Aura Sight. Swellow, can you have a look?”

“Sure!” Swellow agreed, zipping off towards the nearest one.

She trimmed her wings, skimming low over the surface and whipping up cloud-matter in a complicated vortex, then dipped in – and bounced off.

“Huh,” Pidgeot said, watching. “That’s not normal.”

Swellow recovered her flight regime and aplomb, then looked around quickly. “Uh… did you see that?”

“We did, I’m afraid,” Pidgeot confirmed.

“I wish I hadn’t done that in front of you…” Swellow said sadly.

“Ah, here you are!” Crobat called, coming out from behind another cloud. “Nothing so far – I haven’t found Swablu, either. This place just seems perfectly pleasant.”

There was a peal of thunder.

“I say, what!” Noctowl noted, as rain began to fall. “This all seems something of a pathetic fallacy!”

“A what?” Swellow asked, as all four Flying-types dove for the ground.

“It means the bally weather’s listening to us!”


Pidgeot flared her wings and came to a screeching halt, and Ash jumped off.

“I guess this is the storm that scared him!” he called, and focused. A shimmering Protect shield sprang into being, and the slower, less powerful fliers – Crobat and Noctowl – ducked behind it.

“What’s the plan?” Swellow asked, head darting back and forth.

“Can you go look for Swablu?” Ash asked her. “It’s him we’re here to help, he should be somewhere… wait, look for a fallen tree!”

Swellow nodded, and flashed off into the rain.

Pidgeot turned into the storm, and hammered her wings. The blast of wind lifted her a little way off the ground, but the swirling Tailwind she summoned lingered and battered its way into the teeth of the storm.

“That’s the best I can do!” she called, landing again and beating her wings more slowly. “This storm is awful!”

“Given how you feel about hurricanes, that says a lot!” Ash called over.

“I know…”

Crobat folded his wings tightly, trying to avoid letting them catch the – still gale-force – winds, and nodded. “That looks like shelter to me.”

There was a little dip in the ground where he was indicating, which looked like it was deep enough to afford some protection against the wind.

“Seems to be as good an idea as any, what?” Noctowl agreed. “Let’s get over there soonest!”

Ash took the lead, leaning over and running across the wind, and the Flying-types followed behind.


“At least we can hear ourselves think now,” Ash sighed, as the wind whipped by overhead. “Good spot, Crobat.”

“Thank you,” Crobat nodded. “What I’m worried about, though, is what if Swablu’s upwind…”

“I’ll make it,” Pidgeot volunteered. “Whatever’s causing this, I’ll get you there.”

Ash patted her side. “Thanks, Pidgeot.”

A blur whipped past, turned around in a sharp, leaned-over angle, and fought its way noticeably slower upwind towards them.

“So that’s where you went!” Swellow shouted, landing on Ash’s out-stretched arm. “How exactly am I supposed to find you in weather like this if you move?”

“We didn’t go far…” Crobat protested.

“Anyway, I found them,” Swellow said. “Flygon and Delta found him, he’s stuck in a fallen tree. No sign of Latias yet, though…”

“Can you show us?” Ash asked. “Actually, which way is it?”

“Based on the way she came… it’s upwind,” Pidgeot sighed. “Of course it is…”

Ash frowned. “Actually… I just realized. We don’t have a Mega Stone for you, Pidgeot, but I’m pretty sure you were able to Mega Evolve anyway in Cubone’s mind.”

Pidgeot blinked, then her eyes glittered. “I like the sound of this.”

“…it was quite a good hole, I thought…” Crobat muttered.


Long streamers out behind her as straight as an iron bar, Mega Pidgeot charged upwind with wingbeats that slapped the storm aside.

Wind flicked off in sheets, blasted away by her layers of air control before it reached her, and the other three Flying-types came in her wake trying frantically to keep up.

Ash glanced back, lifting himself from her back for a moment, and saw Swellow’s wing flip. “Left a bit, Pidgeot!”

“Got it,” Mega Pidgeot chirped, and banked to her left into the beating rain.

“Wait – I can see them now!” Ash added, one eye closed to improve his Aura sight. “They’re down a bit, left a bit – there, you’re headed right for them!”

“Good!” Mega Pidgeot called, angling down. “I think this is getting-”

A flash of lightning lit the clouds from within, and a fraction of a second later a rumbling BANG punished their ears.

“Get on the ground, Pidgeot!” Ash advised, hands over his ears. “Or we’re going to be hit next!”

Not needing to be told twice, Mega Pidgeot dipped and skimmed low along the surface of the ground before coming to a slamming halt in a startlingly small space of time.

Ash lost his grip, somersaulted forwards, and used one hand and both feet to brake as he hit the ground.

“Are you okay?” Mega Pidgeot asked, concerned. “I didn’t think-”

“I just wasn’t holding on hard enough, it’s fine,” Ash waved off. Another earsplitting peal of thunder and flash of lightning happened almost on top of one another, cutting off the conversation, and they – and Noctowl, Crobat and Swellow – dove for the shelter of a tree.

“Is it safe to shelter under a bally tree?” Noctowl asked. “I seem to remember the bally things go off like Roman candles…”

“It’s not the tallest tree around, it’ll be fine,” Mega Pidgeot told him absently. She shifted, a little awkward on the ground. “Where did you see Swablu, Swellow?”

Flygon’s head popped over a fallen tree trunk. “We’re over here!” he called. “Poor Swablu’s a bit drenched… I think a tree got him.”

Crobat frowned. “Another tree?”

“…yes,” Flygon agreed, after a moment. “You’re right, how strange…”

“Going into minds is kind of like that,” Ash said, with the voice of experience. He jumped up onto the trunk, and slid down the other side. “Hi, Delta!”

“Hi!” Delta called, flipping a wingtip. Most of his body was currently cupped protectively over Swablu, keeping him from being utterly drenched by the rain lashing down. “We ended up pretty close together over here!”

“Good thing you did,” Ash said, crouching. “How are you, Swablu?”

“Scared,” Swablu admitted softly. “The storm’s coming back.”

“What do you-” Ash began, and then with a huge WHAM one of the nearby trees exploded.

A moment later, something visible only by the way it pushed the rain aside shot past, and then a blaze of green fire shot skywards into the clouds.

“Latias!” Ash called, realizing who it had to be.

The Dragon-type sent another gyre of dragonflame skywards, then decloaked in a flicker of blue and zoomed over to them. “Hi! Sorry, I was kind of a long way off…”

“Any idea what’s going on?” Flygon asked. “Is there a Pokémon up there?”

“Well, there is,” Latias hedged. “But I’m not really sure what it is… it’s kind of sitting in a thundercloud, and…”

Ash blinked. “Wait, that sounds familiar… what colour is it?”

Latias looked at him in confusion. “Have you met this one as well?”

“Probably,” Ash nodded.

“Well… blue,” she said – then looked up.

Flygon took off, wings a blur, and the enormous thunderbolt that slashed down out of the sky hit him and grounded into nothing.

“I think it’s Thundurus!” Ash explained, shouting a bit as his ears rang. “That’s a Pokémon I met in Unova – kind of a living thunderstorm!”

“No wonder Swablu’s scared,” Delta winced. “I’m kind of nervous myself…”

“It’s probably best if you stay out of the line of fire,” Flygon agreed. “Anyone who goes up to battle should be either immune to electricity or resistant. Who does that leave?”

Latias floated a little higher. “I’m in!”

“Me too!” Swellow said, puffing her chest out.

The other Flying-types gave her looks.

“What?” she asked, defensively. “I’m really resistant to electricity!”

Mega Pidgeot glanced at Noctowl for confirmation, and got a nod in return.

“What about you, Pidgeot?” Ash asked. “I know you can’t get close or you’ll get zapped, but you don’t really need to…”

Mega Pidgeot considered.

“We can’t get hurt anyway, right?” she checked.

“Worst that happens is that you just end up knocked silly and in your own mind for a spell,” Noctowl told her.

“Right, then I’m coming,” Mega Pidgeot decided.

“Great!” Ash said. He nodded to Latias, and tapped his staff again – and, with a familiar orange glow, a second Mega-Evolution took place.

“Ready?” he asked.

The four Pokémon nodded.


Flygon pushed skywards, blinking furiously to keep his ommatidia clear enough to see despite the rain.

“Any idea where he is?” he called, peering around. Then a flash of light strobed through the cloud – accompanied by an almighty BANG – and a Thunder blazed into his side.

Startled, but not harmed – even as the Thunder ran along his wings, forming sparkling stars of witchfire before dissipating – Flygon simply used the Thunder as a cue to change course.

This quickly bore fruit, and further sparkling electrical bolts – smaller than the first – began to show through the squall.

Flygon burst out into clearer air, did a flip to shed water, and fired a Dragon Pulse at Thundurus. “Found him!”

The Electric-type began to dodge as the attack bored in – then, abruptly, he was somewhere else, and the Dragon Pulse burst a Double Team.

“What…?” Flygon asked, confused, then rolled sideways and intercepted a Charge Beam. “How did you do that?”

Thundurus roared, a sound that was like lightning striking a hundred times at once, and lashed out with a punch.

Flygon’s flight path dipped and rolled as he dodged, fighting the uncertain winds of the storm cell, and he fired another Dragon Pulse back at the incarnation of Swablu’s fears.

This time he saw it for sure. Thundurus was there right up until the attack hit, then he was abruptly somewhere else and the Dragon Pulse hit only a Double Team.

“How’s it doing that?” Flygon asked, louder this time. His tail whipped around as he used it as a counterweight, and charged directly this time – enduring a spherical Shockwave without any damage, but hitting nothing but air. “There’s no way that’s just a Double Team!”

Mega Latias shot past, blazing away with a Psychic attack, and Thundurus turned. His body flashed yellow as he Charged in the blink of an eye, then expended it to launch a blazing bolt of electricity at Mega Latias.

Flygon watched as it hit her shield with an impact that was audible as the thundercrack faded, and splashed off.

“That was less powerful than I was expecting!” Mega Latias admitted, banking around for another attack.

“Must be knowing Pikachu,” Flygon noted, and watched closely as Mega Latias used Zen Headbutt.

Her attack run went right up a powerful stream of Thunderbolt, making her shield ripple and flex, and then she hit-

-and didn’t hit. The attack just dispersed a Substitute, which appeared and vanished in the blink of an eye.

Flygon whirled, spotting movement out of the corner of his eye, and fired a Dragon Pulse at the Thundurus he’d just seen coming out of approximately nowhere.

That attack, too, failed to hit – bursting a Double Team instead. And, with a BANG, a Thunderbolt slammed down towards the ground – towards where Swellow and the others were.

Flygon charged, interposing himself between the ground and the follow-up, and scowled. “What is going on?”

“It seems like it’s able to dodge!” Mega Latias said, worried – then flew a little higher, avoiding a lance-like Zap Cannon which made a sound like ripping cloth. “But I don’t know how…”


“Is Noctowl okay?” Swablu asked, looking at the smoking Flying-type.

“Absoballylutely top hole, old chap,” Noctowl said distantly, adjusting his wings. “Now, excuse me, I’m about to take a nap.”

He hit the floor with a thump.

Swablu glanced at Delta, who shrugged.

“He’ll be okay,” Ash said, soothingly. “Like he said, you just get knocked back into your own mind for a bit.”

“Okay…” Swablu said, looking nervous. “Um… what if it happens to me?”

“It still doesn’t hurt,” Ash explained.

“Why not?”

“Well… this is your mind. You’re kind of… in charge, I guess?” Ash searched for the words.


“Coming through!”

Flygon rolled sideways automatically, then did a double-take. “Swellow? Didn’t we say-”

“Can’t hear you, too busy being LOUD!” On the last word, Swellow’s beak opened and she launched an intense wave of pressure forwards.

The Boomburst piled up raindrops as it moved, taking on the character of a sheet of water fronting a sheet of air, and slapped hard into Thundurus-

-into where Thundurus had been.

A Thunder cracked down from overhead, striking Swellow on the small of the back between her wings, and she wobbled before plunging into an electricity-cloaked dive.

“Swellow!” Latias called. “Are you okay?”

She made ready to dive after the stricken Flying-type, but a further bolt of lightning dissuaded her by forcing her to dodge.

“Any ideas?” she asked, glancing sideways at Flygon.

“I’m not-”

The cloud trembled at the sound of an almighty boom.

“That wasn’t a thunderclap,” Flygon realized.

Then a beam of red light lanced down from overhead.


“All right!” Ash said, grinning, as Mega Pidgeot hit Thundurus square in the body with Aeroblast.

Whatever trick he’d been using to avoid attacks, it didn’t work against Mega Pidgeot. Even though he was resistant to Flying attacks, the blazing Aeroblast still smashed him backwards across the sky and tumbling end-over-end.

Mega Pidgeot kept the attack up for about two seconds, then broke off and swept past the reeling Thundurus.

“Are you winning?” Swablu asked.

“I think…” Ash broke off. “Wait, that doesn’t look good…”

As he watched, Thundurus glowed and changed. His body reshaped, losing most of the cloud-body, and cloudstuff instead gathered around hands shifting into claws. A horn formed on his head, a serpentine body appeared as the cloud vanished, and a long, purple tail with six big black beads whipped behind him.

“…and now he’s gone to Therian Form,” Ash said. “Uh-oh…”


Thundurus roared again, louder this time, and his tail crackled and cracked – sending Thundershocks spearing out in all directions.

Two hit Pidgeot, one on each wing, and she screeched in pain before clawing for height and safety above the clouds.

Flygon flew in to distract him again, firing Dragon Pulses, and was almost surprised when these ones did hit.

“That’s almost worse!” he said, sounding offended. “Why can’t this make sense?”

Casting around for a new target, Thundurus ignored Flygon and looked around elsewhere. He twitched as another Dragon Pulse hit him, then gathered lightning in his cloud-shrouded hands and hurled it.

Mega Latias screeched with pain as the almighty Electric attack broke through her shield, hitting her only a little off-centre despite her invisibility, and knocked her tumbling through the air.

“Look out!” Flygon called, hurrying forwards to try and help, but unable to keep up with the swift Electric/Flying Legendary.

An Electroweb began to build between his claws, and he made to hurl it.

“Hey, UGLY!”

Swellow Boombursted Thundurus in the face.

Flygon screeched to a halt, baffled, as Thundurus reeled back from the sonic blast. “Shouldn’t you be knocked out?”

“I told you!” Swellow replied, still loud. “I’m electricity resistant!”

There were a few scorch marks on her feathers, and her tail was a little shorter than it had been, but Swellow did indeed seem mostly fine.

Thundurus howled, and threw the Electroweb he’d been charging at Swellow instead.

She flew right through it, wincing at the sensation, and Boombursted him again.

“Don’t push your luck!” Flygon advised, flying over to hover between her and Thundurus.

“This isn’t luck!” Swellow called back, eyes bright with excitement. “This is pure-”

A Discharge made the sky light up like a firework had just gone off.

“-skill,” Swellow finished. She panted, then rallied. “Should we-”

A glowing white ball of smoke flew almost lazily through the sky, contacted Thundurus, and exploded.

Flygon, no fool, had made tracks as soon as he saw it coming.


“You’re right,” Swablu said, nodding in understanding. “I think… I think I understand now.”

He took a deep breath. “You’re all really nice… helping me like this, even if it’s in kind of a strange way. And because of that… I should help too. I can’t just sit here while other Pokémon do my fighting for me.”

“You don’t have to fight,” Ash said, deciding to make that clear. “If you’d rather not, then we’ll do it for you. That’s how friends do things.”

Swablu swallowed, touched by the offhand description of him as a friend. “Thanks… but… well, I want to help. I want to face my fear.”

“Then you can,” Ash said. “Whenever you want.”

Swablu nodded, and his expression focused. He shifted, and Delta got off, moving his fin aside to let Swablu out.

“Okay!” the Flying-type said. He bent down slightly, and jumped – cotton-cloaked wings spreading to hold him up.

The clouds rippled, then began to dissolve into thin air.

“What’s going on?” Delta asked, looking around.

“I think it’s Cloud Nine?” Crobat suggested. “When Psyduck – or Golduck – did it, it looked like this sometimes.”

“Now, what do I-” Swablu began.

Thundurus, in Therian Form, crashed to the ground about twenty feet away.

“…oh,” he said, frowning. “…um… it looks like it’s all been done already…”

Swellow was the first to reach them again. “Woo! Take that, you lousy overgrown sparkplug!”

“What happened?” Ash asked. “I wasn’t paying attention…”

“Well, I got zapped, but it wasn’t anything important,” Swellow shrugged, flipping her wings. “Then I hit it with Boomburst, and I’m pretty sure Mega Latias hit it too, and… well, there was a lot of hitting with attacks.”

“It’s getting up again!” Crobat warned.

There was a cracking of twigs as Thundurus pulled himself back to his feet, sparks flickering over his skin, and then floated a little way into the air.

Overhead, the three tough fliers – Flygon, and the two Mega-Evolved Pokémon – circled warily.

“Right,” Ash said, reaching for his staff. “Okay, I’ll-”

Swablu flapped past him.

“Hey!” he called, glaring at Thundurus.

The Legendary raised a claw, coating it with crackling electricity as he slowly Charged.

“You don’t scare me!” Swablu said, firmly. “You’re not a real Thundurus, you’re just my nightmares when I was a hatchling! And I’ve grown out of nightmares about bedtime stories!”

He took a breath, then began to Sing.

The sweet, lilting notes rang out across the now sun-drenched copse, and Thundurus stopped Charging. His burgeoning Thunderpunch dissipated, and he sank to the floor before lying down and beginning to snore.

Then, as Swablu sang on, the Electric-type dissolved altogether. Motes of blue light rose into the air, growing as they ascended, and then precipitated into fluffy white clouds that hung innocently in the air.

Swablu stopped, and alighted on the floor.

A moment later, everything went white.


“They’re up!”

Ash yawned, shaking his head, then sat up. “Huh… I think that Sing might have got us too…”

“What Sing?” Noctowl asked, head twisting around. “I spent the last ten minutes stuck in my own bally mind again!”

“Does that mean it worked?” May asked, then broke into a grin on seeing Swablu flap into the air. “Oh, that’s wonderful!”

“Yeah!” Swablu agreed. “They helped – I got to know that it was just a silly fear…”

“It’s not really that silly,” Ash corrected. “Just… too much.”

“It’s probably still a good idea to be a bit careful in thunderstorms,” Max agreed, as his sister gave Swablu an exuberant hug.

“Well, he has to be careful in thunderstorms,” Swellow corrected. “But who took an attack from Thundurus like it was nothing? This Flying-type, that’s who!”

“Okay, how did you run into Thundurus?” Pikachu asked.

“Well, it was Swablu’s fear of storms,” Ash said, matter-of-factly. “And that kind of merged with a nightmare he used to have, I think…”

“You’re going to have to tell the whole story,” Brock decided.


“And then, Swablu flew up to confront Thundurus himself,” Ash said.

“Yeah, it was really impressive!” Delta agreed, nodding firmly.

“I could tell he was scared, but he didn’t really care about how scared he was,” Crobat informed them. “Which is what being brave really is. And then he used Sing, and that… sort of solved the problem.”

“Wow…” May said, softly. “You’re a tough one, aren’t you?”

She gave Swablu a scratch, just where he liked it, and he peeped in happiness.

“What I don’t get, though, is why we couldn’t hit Thundurus at first,” Latias said, frowning.

Actually, I think I have a hypothesis about that.

They looked down at Ash’s belt. “What is it, Dexter?” Ash asked, speaking for all of them.

You mentioned it Charged very quickly, and that it used Double Team and Substitute nearly instantly, Dexter said. I believe this was the ability Prankster, which has exactly this effect.

“Yeah, that would explain it,” Max said, already working through the implications. “And then when it changed to Therian Form it changed ability, so it didn’t have Prankster any more.”

Correct.

There was a knock at the door.

“Kids?” Mr. Morita called. “Are you done with whatever you were doing yet?”

“I guess we’d better send some of you back to the ranch,” Ash said, looking at Pidgeot taking up a sizeable chunk of the room. “Or at least into your Pokéballs…”


“Okay, here’s where we found you,” May said, looking out over the lake. “Can you see your flock?”

Swablu flapped up to sit on her head, drawing a surprised half-flinch then a chuckle, and looked carefully around.

Then he took off, and looked from a bit higher.

“…I can’t see anything,” he said, a catch in his voice.

May sighed. “I guess it’s never going to be easy to find some Pokémon several days later, even if they’re looking,” she said. “Well… uh, I did have one idea…”

“What’s that?”

“Well, you could come with me,” May suggested. “I mean – you know, just as a temporary thing, even. You could come back afterwards, and…”

“Come with you?” Swablu repeated. “As in… be one of your Pokémon?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “You could even leave one of our transceivers here, so you can come back home whenever you want – that’s what we do for several of our Pokémon!”

“It’s where Cinder is,” Max added.

“The Mightyena you have?” Swablu asked, tilting his head. “Is that why she’s not been around the last day or two?”

“Yeah, she’s with her family,” Max confirmed.

“I… I’d like that, I think,” Swablu said.

“I would too,” May smiled.

Swellow skidded to a wing-flaring halt. “Hey, I found a load of Swablu and Altaria who were missing someone. I think that’s your flock.”

Swablu blinked. “…oh. Uh…”

He frowned.

“Is your offer still open?” he asked May.

“Sure!” May agreed. “Let your family know you’re okay, and we can talk about it then.”

“Okay, May!” Swablu agreed. He launched himself skywards, the wind from his wings ruffling May’s hair, and flew towards the white-cotton shapes just appearing at the other side of the lake.


“Remember what Arceus said,” Aaron advised. “He said he was making the Pokémon in this place really tough.”

“How bad can it be?” Palkia asked.

“Pretty bad.”

“But…” Palkia pointed. “It’s a Sunkern.”

“Right, which means it’s a Grass-type,” Aaron noted. “And that means-”

Palkia walked over and poked the Sunkern. “It means it’s not nearly powerful enough to hurt me, that’s what. Sure, maybe the Charizards or the Luxrays or the Aegislash would be tough enough to hurt one of us, but-”

Sunkern used Absorb.

-AAAARGLE!” Palkia finished, limbs flailing as the Sunkern unleashed a vortex of green energy. Light poured into the seed-like Pokémon in a steady stream, and the effect only ended about twenty seconds later when Palkia accidentally kicked Sunkern into the middle distance.

Then, the Dragon of Space fell over.

“You should have listened,” Giratina noted.

“I feel like I’ve been dragged backwards through a jungle…” Palkia mumbled, dragging himself back to his feet.

Aaron sighed. “Here.”

He threw a Berry to Palkia, who swallowed it in a single gulp.

“Where’s Dialga, by the way?” Giratina asked.

“I think he went on ahead…”


“Get off. Get off. Stop. I can destroy your very history. Stop it! That itches!”

Dialga scratched, trying to get off the Pidgey pecking incessantly at the base of his neck.

“This is going to be a long day…”
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“Hey, May?”

May looked over, not ceasing in giving Swablu a scratch. “What is it, Max?”

“Well…” Max shrugged. “Nothing, really, just… well, I was a bit nervous about tomorrow.”

“Oh, right,” May nodded. She looked around, noting the landmarks – in particular, the high hills. “Nearly home.”

“Yeah, and I’m battling Dad tomorrow,” Max agreed. “I’m kinda nervous… I mean, I know I’ve already got four badges, but…”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “It’s Dad.”

Swablu peeped, and May chuckled. She picked up a bit of Pokeblock, and gave it to him. “There you go.”

Chirping his thanks, Swablu floated into the air.

“What have you got him practising?” Max asked, watching the Flying-type go.

“Well, basically, I’m starting with singing without Singing,” May told him. “I think he could do a piece of classical music I found, and some acrobatics with that – and if he puts up some mist, then clears it as he rises using Cloud Nine, that’s a good visual accompaniment.”

“Sounds nice,” Max agreed. “Very low-key, but sometimes that’s better.”

He shook his head. “Sorry, that’s not what I wanted to talk about. I wanted to… well, what do you recommend?”

“To battle?” May checked, and got a nod. “Well… you remember when we were training Ethan and Kris?”

Max nodded.

“That’s going to help, but he’ll be ready for all Kris’s tricks. So… if you do use Kris, try to make him think you’re going to do one thing before doing another. Apart from that…”

May frowned, looking over the campsite at Guy and Lucario having a deep discussion about the best way to punch.

“Guy’s your obvious first choice,” she said. “In fact, he’s so obvious that Dad’s sure to have picked a Pokémon to stop him. But… that means you can pick a Pokémon to stop that.”

“Like… Arc?” Max asked. “I guess he’d be good handling a Flying-type.”

“Well, that would mean Staravia,” May agreed. “Unless Dad’s caught something else. The trouble is, Staravia’s pretty tough herself.”

“Right,” Max nodded. “I guess there’s no simple answer.”

“That’s the point,” May agreed.

The two siblings were silent for a few minutes, and May lay back with a pleased sigh. Her arms went out to either side, and she looked up into the darkening sky.

“It’s going to be good to be home, even for just a couple of days,” she said.

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Mom’s cooking…”

“Well, who’s better, Mom or Brock?”

Max thought about that.

“I know,” he said. “Ask them both that at the same time. Then we get them competing over it.”

“Sneaky,” May sniggered. “I like the sound of that.”

They watched the sky darken for another few minutes.

“Hey, look!” May said suddenly, pointing.

“Where?” Max asked.

“Aw, you missed it…” May sighed. “Sorry, I wasn’t quick enough. It was a shooting star.”

“Well, I guess you should make a wish,” Max said.

May nodded, and squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.

“Did you make one?” Max asked, looking over.

“Yeah,” May agreed. “I wished that it’d be possible for Manaphy to travel with me… some day.”

“That’s a good wish,” Max agreed. “I wonder how they handle things when Manaphy’s not been born yet?”

May shrugged. “I don’t know… but yeah, that’d be a good thing to find out.”

“Hey, guys!” Brock called. “Do you want some hot cocoa?”

“Sure!” Max called back. “What about you, May?”

“Some for me too, please!”

“Okay, it’ll be over in a minute!” Brock called back.

“It’s a good thing the weather’s so nice,” Max said, getting up and finding a stump to lean back against. “This way, we can stay outside while it’s warm.”

May nodded.

Blaziken came walking over with three mugs, and passed two of them down to the humans. “Here you are,” he said, flame licking around his wrist for a moment. “Just the temperature you like it.”

“That’s really convenient,” Max said, with a chuckle. He patted the grass between them. “Hey, come join us!”

“Thanks.” Blaziken sat down, crossed legs, and sipped his cocoa.

Frowning, he gave it another flicker of heat, and the noise made Max look over.

“…did you just boil that?” he asked, startled. After a moment, he fumbled out Kris so he could see any reply.

“Yes?” Blaziken said, after waiting long enough to let Max read the answer off. “Is that a problem?”

“He is a Fire-type,” May pointed out. “Did you put any marshmallows in?”

“They melted,” Blaziken said, morosely. “So did the spoon.”

Max did a double take. “But – wait, how?”

“He’s just joking,” May said fondly. “I’m pretty sure he is, anyway…”

“No, you’re right, I am,” Blaziken confirmed, with a quick smile. He took another sip of the cocoa, and apparently enjoyed that dose much more. “Ah, it’s just right when it burns all the way down.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Max admitted.

He took a gulp of his own drink, then spluttered as some if it went down the wrong way.

“Max!” May said, concerned. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” Max nodded, coughing. “Just drank a bit too fast…”

“Well… don’t?” May suggested.

“Thanks, that’s a real help…”


“So you met Brock kind of like I met May!” Swablu said. “That’s kind of an interesting coincidence…”

“Yeah,” Stantler nodded, then winced. “Sorry, forgot!”

Swablu’s wings flapped lazily, and he came drifting down to alight on Stantler’s horns again. “It’s okay, I know you didn’t mean to.”

Stantler sighed in relief. “Sorry… I did wonder…”

“So… uh…” Swablu looked around. “This is probably the closest I’ve ever been to a city.”

“I was amazed the first time I saw one, too,” Stantler agreed. “From a long way away they look kind of… well, kind of indistinct. But when you’re close you can really see how the buildings make it up – look, there’s houses here, and further ahead there’s all the much taller buildings. They’re called tower blocks, and some of them are called skyscrapers.”

Swablu hopped around in a half-circle, and gazed up at the tallest building in sight. “Wow. And humans and Pokémon built that?”

“They did,” Stantler agreed. “I’ve seen some buildings even taller than that – which are just shops. Shops all the way up the inside!”

The Flying-type thought about that.

“But how would humans get to the top?” he asked. “Do they float on Pokémon?”

“No, they use stairs,” Stantler told him. He concentrated, and an image appeared for a moment which showed the inside of a building. “There are floors all the way up, and stairs between them.”

“Oh, I get it!” Swablu nodded. “Thanks, you sure know a lot!”

Stantler smiled, half-closing his eyes in pleasure, and shrugged – gently, to not shake Swablu off. “I’m glad you think so – I joined Brock to see the world, and so far I’ve seen a lot… and it’s all been fascinating.”

Stopping for a moment as Brock and the others stopped, Stantler raised a leg. “This is a lot warmer than it was where I grew up. It’s a bit more humid, too – kind of like a really hot day of summer back home, but it’s like this all the time.”

“So… for me it’d be colder?” Swablu asked. “That’s kind of… well, Momma always told me that my feathers are good for stopping cold air to get to me, but I’m not sure how that works.”

The group got moving again, more slowly as they moved through the press of people, and Swablu hopped from one prong to another. “So… what’s it like, having a trainer? And battling, I mean?”

“Well, Brock’s really nice,” Stantler said. “He’s really helped teach me a lot – about how to battle, and how to use my illusions to stay safe. He says that’s every bit as important.”

The Normal-type skipped sideways to avoid colliding with his trainer. “And I guess your new trainer is a Coordinator… from what I’ve seen, the important bit there is looking good, though battling’s important too. And May’s pretty good at it.”

“Yeah, I’m kind of looking forward to the first bit,” Swablu agreed. “Battling, though… I’m not all that sure if I can hurt someone.”

“Well, anyone you’re battling will have wanted to,” Stantler pointed out. “Ninetales says that it’s more important to show someone you’re taking them seriously, in an official battle – if you don’t give it enough effort, it’s kinda insulting to them.”

Swablu considered that, and flapped his wings a bit to stay stable. “I think I understand that…”

“It’s something it took me a while to learn,” Stantler agreed. He stopped talking for a moment as raised voices started, then continued. “I actually used to do battles by just setting up a Double Team, camouflaging myself with illusions, and standing a long way away.”

Swablu giggled, a piping sound. “That must have looked really funny!”

A flash behind the blue Flying-type made Stantler blink, and he nodded. “Yeah, it kind of was – hey, this crowd’s a bit loud…”

Swablu switched prongs again, getting to one much closer to Stantler’s ears. “Is this better?” he asked, speaking up a bit.

“Yeah,” Stantler agreed. “It was a bit, but since then I’ve learned some better moves – like Me First, that’s pretty cool.”

“What does that move do again?” Swablu frowned, trying to remember the details.

“Whatever my target was going to do, first,” Stantler said. “It’s pretty funny too, actually…”

Someone bumped into them.

“Hey!” Stantler protested, taking a couple of steps sideways. “That’s kind of rude!”

“Uh – Stantler?” Swablu asked. “I just realized, I didn’t ask about it before… I know Ash has Latias, and Max has Jirachi, and I’ve met Keldeo-”

“He’s Ash’s Pokémon as well,” Stantler interrupted. “But I’m pretty sure he’s going home soon.”

“Oh, okay,” Swablu said. “That’s kind of sad. I like him… anyway, do any of May’s friends have any other Legendaries?”

“Ash has… um, hold on, I need to count…” Stantler looked up. “Suicune, Entei, Raikou, Ho-Oh, Lugia, Mewtwo and Latios as well.”

Swablu blinked. “That’s quite a long list.”

“Yeah,” Stantler agreed. “But they’re all really nice – Raikou’s kind of bombastic, but he’s funny. And Suicune is very kind.”

Swablu glanced around. “Oh, hey, look – that’s Suicune right there! I didn’t notice before!”

Stantler followed his gaze, and saw Suicune standing in the middle of a clear space.

“Thank you,” the Water-type said, as the crowd fell silent. “Now. My trainer and his friends are trying to get through the streets to Petalburg Gym. Would it be too much to ask that you didn’t make all this noise?”

The large crowd – which, the two Normal-types now noticed, was very large indeed – muttered and shuffled their feet.

“Thank you,” Suicune said. “Now, if we could please come through…?”


“Be the hatches dogged tight?” Archie asked, over the intercom.

“They be!” Matt called back. “All fast, shipshape, and finest Sasebo order, cap’n!”

“And Shelly!” Archie added. “Are the ballast tanks all filled?”

“Filled, skipper!” Shelly replied. “An’ the engines be ready for startin – we be ready to set sail!”

“Then weigh anchor!” Archie ordered.

“Two and one-half tonnes!” a member of the bridge crew said.

Archie sighed, smacking his hand into his forehead. “Nay, belay, weigh the anchor!”

“Oh, right! Uh, I mean, aye!”

Fumbling in his haste, the unfortunate crewman threw a switch. The clanking grate of the anchor winch echoed faintly through the hull, and then the Kyogre’s Revenge trembled as she nosed out of her anchorage.

“Ar, now this be like it!” Archie said, slapping the console. “What speed?”

“Three knots… four… five, skipper,” the helmsman replied. “We can’t be making more than five knots in these waters, there be shoals.”

“Aye,” Archie nodded, stroking his chin. “Well, then… Sonar?”

“The channel be straight for forty more yards, then there be a turn right,” the sonar-man said, most of his attention on his screen and earphones. “Then we be heading out into the open sea.”

Archie leaned back against the rail. “Good… good. How be the weapons?”

“Sharpedo trainers be at tubes one and two,” Matt reported.

For the next few minutes, Archie checked on system after system as Kyogre’s Revenge sailed out into open water.

“Depth?” he asked.

“It be twelve fathoms,” the sonarman said.

“Good!”

Archie chuckled. “Now, here be the fun bit. Dive!”


Up on the surface, a pair of Wingull flew above a small inlet on the rugged Hoenn coast.

“Hey, look,” one said, nodding down.

Her mate dipped his flight path, spotting the tiny-looking ship, and frowned. “I’ve never seen one like that before. Where are all the people?”

“Humans don’t have to be on the top of their ships, I think,” the female frowned. “They can be inside… I’m fairly sure.”

“Really?” the male asked. “Who told you-”

They were interrupted by a great bubbling rush.

As they watched, startled, the strangely-shaped boat vanished under the water in a huge rush of bubbles.

“Do you think someone used Bubble on them?” the male said, after a moment.


“Twenty feet down and holdin’, captain,” the helmsman reported. “All seems sturdy.”

“Good,” Archie nodded. “Now, make for the open-”

There was a crunch.

“Cap’n, I think there be a sandbank in the way!” the navigator said.

“…ye don’t say,” Archie sighed. “All right, let’s be back up again.”


“…but what I’m saying is, maybe it was damaged,” the female suggested. “That could mean it would just break…”

“Or perhaps…”

Water cascaded aside, and the Kyogre’s Revenge broached with a splashing sound before beginning to slowly reverse.

“…never seen a ship unsink before,” the male noted.


Norman sat on a chair in the lobby of his gym, reading a magazine.

It was quite a good one. The article he was reading was about Mega-Evolution, and specifically the various Fire-types already confirmed to have Mega-Evolutions.

He’d heard they were going to do all the types, one by one.

Linoone churred, bouncing up onto his knee, and he gave the swift-running Pokémon a stroke. “Hey, boy…”

Leaning into the scratch, Linoone let out a sound of ecstatic pleasure.

“So, what do you think?” he asked the Normal-type. “Think you’re going to be able to Mega-Evolve?”

Linoone contrived to shrug without getting any further from Norman’s scratches.

“Well, you know…” the Gym Leader shrugged, then looked up at a knock on the door.

“Come in!” he called.

The door clicked open, and his children came through – followed by the slightly startling shape of Suicune, turning to speak (actually speak, comprehensibly to his ears) behind her as she did so.

After that, Ash and Brock slipped in with their Pokémon, and the door was closed quite firmly.

“Phew!” May sighed, slumping a little. “Those crowds were awful…”

“Hi, May,” Norman called, standing up. Linoone jumped off his lap, dodged through his legs, and claimed the warm seat he’d left behind. “Bad day?”

“Dad, your fan club’s awful,” Max said, to an agreeing yap from his Electrike – Jolt? Arc? One of those names, anyway. “They recognized us just inside the city limits, and it took us ages to get through.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “And it didn’t help that they recognized Ash as well…”

“Well, if he had Suicune with him,” Norman said, nodding to the blue-white Water-type. “She’s – it is she, right?” On a nod, he went on. “She’s kind of recognizable, I think…”

“Actually, Suicune was what let us get through,” Brock explained. “She told them all off, and got them to make space to let us through.”

“I see,” Norman nodded. “I’ve only met you once before – Brock Slate, right?”

Brock confirmed with a tilt of his head. “One of the Pewter Gym Leaders, though I’ve not done any challenges there in a while…”

“Well, you’ve got others to take over,” Norman agreed. “It’s perfectly fine then. Oh, are those two yours?”

Brock followed Norman’s gaze to Stantler and Swablu. “Oh, no, just the Stantler.”

“Whose is the Swablu, then?” Norman asked.

May smiled, and raised her arm. Spotting the cue, Swablu took off with the lightness of thistledown and flew gently over to alight on her forearm.

“We helped him out a week or so ago,” May explained. “He had a broken wing, so we stayed with him until it healed, and… well, we got to know one another.”

“It’s nice to meet you, then, Swablu,” Norman said, speaking directly to the Flying-type. “Of course, my opinion on Swablu is a little coloured by how they stop being Normal-types – the traitors-”

Swablu giggled.

“-but he looks like a handsome Pokémon,” Norman concluded. “Take good care of my daughter, Swablu.”

Puffing himself up, the blue Flying-type let out a self-important chirp.

Smiling, Norman turned to his son. “And how are you, Max?” he asked. “I got your most recent letter, but…”

“No, nothing much has changed since,” Max confirmed. “I’ve been kind of worried about our battle, though…”

“That’s all right,” Norman assured him. “It’s okay to be nervous.”

He switched topics, to take Max’s mind off it for a while. “And – would you mind letting me see all your Pokémon? You as well, May,” he added. “I’ve heard a lot about Skitty and Beautifly, but never actually seen them.”

“Good idea!” Max agreed. “Hey, Jirachi, you first!”

The Legendary Steel-type poked his head out of Max’s bag with a perky grin. Hi, Max’s dad! I’m Jirachi!

“It’s good to meet you, Jirachi,” Norman smiled. “I’ll be careful not to accidentally wish anything.”

Thanks! Jirachi nodded. It can get kind of inconvenient sometimes…


“Okay,” Norman said, after meeting all of Max’s new Pokémon. “Ready?”

Ash nodded eagerly. “Yeah!”

Max looked a bit more apprehensive.

“What about you, Max?” Norman asked.

“I… yeah, I think I’ll be okay,” Max nodded. “Sorry, I’m just kind of nervous…”

Norman considered. “Would you rather go first or second?”

“I think…” Max paused, thinking it over. “I’ll go… first.”

“Right,” Norman said, with a quick smile to reassure him. “Then can the others get off the floor… and can you pick your first Pokémon?”

“I’ve already chosen,” Max said, tapping a Pokéball as the others took their places.

“Good,” his father agreed. “Three versus three, last mon standing… or flying, or just there, as the case may be.”

The quip, weak as it was, made Max snort. “Okay, got it.”

Norman paused, then drew back his hand. “Vigoroth!”

“Guy, you first!” Max instructed, sending the Breloom out at the same moment.


The Grass-type and the Normal-type faced one another, exchanging looks.

Max spoke first. “Mach punch!”

“Quick Attack!” Norman countered, and the two Pokémon shot towards one another.

Vigoroth’s feet hit the floor and he kicked off, tucking into a roll and striking out at Guy’s shoulder, and the Breloom lashed out with a punch at the same moment so there was an overlapping thwack of impact.

Vigoroth was sent skywards by the impact, but that didn’t faze him – he just grabbed onto one of the Gym roof rafters, swung in a tight circle, and came back down on an intercept course.

“Look out behind you!” Max called hurriedly. “Don’t let him-”

Vigoroth’s second blow hit harder with the momentum, and Guy staggered before swiping out with his tail and knocking the Normal-type sideways.

Guy followed up on his success with a hard one-two combination, and Vigoroth dodged the first blow before being hit by the second and skidding off towards the wall.

“Focus Energy, Vigoroth!” Norman called, and the entirely-not-slothful sloth began doing a hooting chant.

“What’s he saying?” Max heard his sister ask.

“It’s… not really very polite,” Ash replied awkwardly.

“Watch out, Guy!” Max instructed. “Vigoroth’s getting pretty worked up – okay, try a Mega Punch!”

Winding up briefly, Guy launched himself forwards with a springing motion of his powerful hind legs.

As he ran, Vigoroth coiled up too, and then began swiping with his long claws.

Guy didn’t dodge a single Fury Swipe. Instead, he blocked – putting so much force into the blocks that Vigoroth was clearly being bruised a bit as well – and then just took one or two of them, accepting them as the price of landing his Mega Punch.

The blow knocked Vigoroth backwards, but he once more managed to reorient himself in time and avoid hitting the wall too hard.

“Huh, that’s – wait a moment!” Norman said, realizing. “He’s got Poison Heal, hasn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “And he’s got your old Toxic Orb, too.”

“Good thinking!” Norman praised, as the two Pokémon circled warily. “That’s a lot better use than I tended to get out of it – I’m glad I entrusted it to you.”

Max smiled, touched.

“Okay!” he said, focusing on the battle again. “Let’s try a Force Palm!”

Guy’s claws dug slightly into the thin layer of bamboo over the top of the main gym floor, and he used the leverage to come bounding forwards again.

Accepting the challenge, Vigoroth moved as well – then side-stepped, making Guy’s blue-glowing Force Palm go wide, and landed a one-two-three combination of both feet and a claw swipe on the wide-open Breloom.

“Guy!” Max called, then sighed with relief as the Grass-type indicated he was still hale. “Great… I was worried…”

“I’ll be okay,” Guy replied. “I’m tougher than that!”

Max smiled. “I guess you are.”

Norman looked on a little wistfully. “I wish I could do that,” he said. “It must be great for your Pokémon to be able to talk back.”

“It is, yeah,” Max agreed. “And… yeah, it’s great.”

He turned his attention back to the battle. “Okay, Guy – let’s try a low leaf storm!”

“Jump over it!” Norman instructed.

Vigoroth promptly coiled and did so – getting into the air, over…

…no attack.

Norman blinked, as Guy moved swiftly forwards… towards where Vigoroth was going to land.

“Wait,” he said, suddenly. “Breloom can’t learn Leaf Storm…”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, and then Guy was close enough.

As Vigoroth landed, his opponent lunged – powerful clawed foot sweeping out to hit his foe in the legs.

The blow knocked Vigoroth sideways and a little into the air – and, spinning faster, Guy slapped his tail into Vigoroth with a rising movement.

Vigoroth managed to partly ride out that blow, but then the third and final component of Guy’s combo came into effect.

He sprang skywards, and hit Vigoroth with a Sky Uppercut.

“Good!” Norman said, nodding, as Vigoroth sailed through the air – much less controlled this time. “You worked out an attack combination, and named it after a real attack – that’s clever!”

Vigoroth landed, rolled once, and came to his feet, and rubbed a cut lip.

“Unfortunately,” he went on. “Vigoroth’s not out of the fight yet.”

He pointed. “Return!”

“Look out!” Max yelped.

Vigoroth didn’t delay in using the attack. He sprang forwards, slamming his fist into Guy’s chest and accepting the stinging counterblow, and this time it was Guy’s turn to go flying backwards into the wall.

“Ow,” he said indistinctly.

“Guy, are you-”

“I’m fine,” the Breloom interrupted, reaching up and touching his Toxic Orb. “Or, I will be soon.”

“I guess so,” Max agreed. “Okay, just hang in there!”

Guy nodded, rolled his neck, and advanced back into battle – his Mach Punch clashing off a Chip Away from Vigoroth.


“I’m amazed how evenly matched they are,” May said, softly. “I mean, I know Dad’s a great trainer, but… you know. Guy’s a really hard-hitting Fighting type.”

“Well, if you’re a good enough trainer then types are just another challenge,” Ash agreed. “But I think Guy’s got the advantage here – he’s healing, Vigoroth isn’t.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “But I bet Dad knows that too…”


“Ice Punch!” Norman ordered suddenly.

Caught off guard, Guy’s block didn’t prevent the Ice-type attack hitting home. There was a musical crash, and he skidded backwards.

“Where’s that come from?” Max asked, startled.

“Well,” Norman shrugged. “Can’t show you everything right at the start, can I?”

Max nodded ruefully. “I guess so… Guy, you okay?”

“I said already,” Guy confirmed, brushing snowy ice off his arms. “I’m tougher than that.”

“Yeah, but I do worry…” Max said, sighing. “Okay, ready? And look out for the Ice Punch this time!”

“Of course.”

Guy lunged, and the two fast Pokémon engaged in another snarling fistfight.


It was about twenty seconds into the latest, complex exchange of punch-counterblow that Guy made a tactical blunder.

Reacting half-way on instinct, he ducked a punch aimed for his face and used the same move he’d used on Lucario the last time they’d sparred.

Specifically, he used Stun Spore, and a dusting of yellow-green particles poofed out from his cap.

It had worked on Lucario, who hadn’t been using his Airslip trick to ensure a clean air supply… but here, the disadvantages outweighed any advantage the paralysis had given.

Vigoroth flipped backwards, the dusting of spores settling across his fur but not managing to quell his sheer energy, and launched himself away from Guy with a two-footed spring.

“Facade!” Norman ordered, spotting what had happened.

“Duck!” Max said quickly.

Guy didn’t quite have time to.


The Facade produced a rush of air that ruffled hair all through the gym, and sent Guy soaring backwards to slam into the wall most of the way up it.

“I’m okay!” he said, the moment before he hit the floor.

A tense moment later, an arm raised. “Still okay…”

Max sighed in relief. “Phew… that was close.”

“Facade’s a powerful move,” Brock agreed. “Especially like that.”

Coming heavily back to his feet, Guy took a couple of deep breaths, and focused carefully on his opponent.

Vigoroth bounced from foot to foot, noticeably tiring, but still able to continue fighting.

Guy tilted his head, judging, then put one foot back on the wall behind him.

It tensed-

-then he kicked off from the wall, fist bent back with a white glow in it.

He punched out at Vigoroth, and the Normal-type had only just started to dodge when the explosion happened.


Norman watched as Vigoroth described an arc through the air, and landed with a thump on the floor of the gym.

The Normal-type twitched, then stopped moving.

“I guess that’s one,” he said, smiling, and returned the stunned Vigoroth. “You had the Type advantage, but you didn’t just lean on it the whole match – good.”

“Thanks,” Max said, and Guy nodded his tired agreement.

“Now,” Norman added. “My turn.”

He threw his second Pokéball. “Brave Bird!”


“Brave bird?” Max repeated, then his eyes widened. “Look-”

By the time he could warn Guy, the high-speed Staravia had slammed right into Max’s Breloom, and propelled him back into the wall again.

The Grass-type hit the ground with a thud, then staggered drunkenly to his feet. He took a bead on Staravia, chambered a punch, and fell over.

“You did your best, Guy,” Max said, recalling him. “Great work.”

He frowned. “Okay, I guess this one’s obvious… Arc, go!”

Arc’s Pokéball spun through the air. It bounced, flashed, and released its cargo – who sniffed eagerly and glanced back at his trainer. “My go!”

“That’s right,” Max agreed, catching the returning Pokéball. “Be careful, though – Staravia’s tough too.”

“Got it,” Arc agreed, turning back to the battle. He yapped, and electricity crackled through his fur for a moment. “What should I do?”

“Okay…” Max thought for a moment, then pointed. “Wild Charge!”

Electrical energy snapped across Arc’s legs, and he boosted into the air towards Staravia.

The agile Flying-type dodged back, evading Arc’s attack, and then darted in for a shoulder-checking Quick Attack as his electrical curtain died down.

Arc hit the floor with a pained yelp, rolled, and came back to his feet. Shaking his fur out, he barked – full-throated bark, not a yap – and crouched, ready to spring again.

“Not yet, Arc,” Max said. “Wait… wait… Spark!”

The little Electrike jumped, using his electricity again to increase the force of his jump, and he managed to bite down on the tip of Staravia’s wing.

The electricity rushed over her feathers, making her cry out involuntarily, and she dove to slap him into the floor.

A stunning impact knocked Arc clear, but the Double-Edge hadn’t left Staravia unhurt either.

“Good!” Max said, nodding. “You’re doing damage, all right!”

“I think I have a headache,” Arc said, shaking the head in question. He took a breath, and perked up a bit. “Okay, ready!”

“Quick Attack, Staravia!” Norman said, and the Starling Pokémon dove into a screaming power dive with shocking suddenness.

She levelled out just inches above the ground, and cuffed Arc with her clenched feet – knocking him back again.

“Arc, this isn’t working!” Max called. “Okay, let’s change tactics… Charge!”

Electricity flowed over Arc’s form in a sleet of sparks as he Charged, before firming up as a pattern of potential in his stiff, bristly fur.

“Done!” he said, nodding. “What now?”

“Sorry, Dad…” Max said. “Dig!”

Norman did a double take. “What? No – Staravia, stop-”

“Quick Attack!” Max overrode himself, and Arc whirled and kicked off from the ground.

Thrown by the sudden change of tactics, Staravia was slow to dodge, and Arc dumped a pulse of electricity in all directions as he Discharged.

Staravia screeched as the electricity slammed into her, and wobbled in the air for a moment.

“All right!” Max grinned, as Arc landed lightly. Then, as the crackling electricity was replaced by a white glow, the smile slid off his face. “Wait…”

Staravia’s wings beat steadily, and lengthened. Her tail broadened, splitting into a more ragged affair, and a curl of feathers lengthened in its overhang.

The sides of her head tufted up with more feathers… and when the light faded, the colouring only confirmed it.

“Oh, come on!” Max called, turning to look at Ash. “Seriously?”

“I don’t control this!” Ash protested, waving his hands. “It just happens!”

“Sure…” May agreed sarcastically. “It just happens. Which is why it’s always at a really dramatic time.”

“It’s not always…” Ash muttered.

“Great work, Staraptor!” Norman called, drawing Max’s attention back to the fight. “Now, use Double-Edge!”

“Arc, face away from her and use Quick Attack!” Max said, hoping to reduce the damage of the attack, and his obedient Electric-type whirled before breaking into a run.

“Left!” Max called, and Arc jinked left – managing to avoid the sweeping wings of Staraptor as she whooshed past.

“Good!” the trainer went on, as Staraptor pulled up to avoid hitting the gym wall and did a wingover. “Now, just keep it up!”


Arc managed to keep away from Staraptor for the next two attack runs – jumping to one side to throw her off, then changing direction and leaping directly over her – but then his luck ran out.

As he dove to one side, Staraptor did too, and the reckless Double-Edge powered by her full momentum hit him in the side and drove him into the corner of the room.

There was a crash at the impact.

“Ow,” Arc said, clambering back to his feet. “That was… uh… wait… was I always this tall?”

He looked down at his legs.

His blue-furred, yellow-tufted legs.

“He evolved!” May said, stating the obvious.

“You evolved!” Max added, hurrying over and giving his Manectric a hug – scratching up his flank, and the long yellow fur on his head. “I was worried, and then…”

“I like being taller,” Arc decided, rubbing back against Max. “I guess this means I can give you a ride?”

“That’d be nice…”

Norman waved Staraptor off, soundlessly telling her to orbit for a bit and give them the moment.

“Ash?” Max said quietly, after several seconds. “I take it back.”

Ash chuckled.

“Okay,” Max added, giving Arc a quick scratch and stepping back. “Let’s restart!”

“Right!” Arc agreed.

He crouched down, and lightning crackled over his fur.

“Wild Charge!” Max ordered, and Arc pounced. There was a smell of ozone as he used his stored electricity to boost – harder than before, because he had a lot more fur to charge with now.

Staraptor rolled, then had to flap and pull an awkward move to get out of the way of the now-much-larger and just-as-fast canine.

“Whoa,” she said, as Arc hit the floor with a springy thud and whirled to face her again.

“Nearly did it!” Max said. “Now – just a bit more! Wild Charge!”

“Double-Edge!” Norman instructed in turn.

Arc’s powerful legs pushed him skywards, electricity crackling around him, and Staraptor met the challenge head-on.

The blast of electricity and the woosh of air came at the same moment, making both father and son hold their arms up in reflexive action.

When they could see again, Arc was standing on the floor, favouring one leg, and Staraptor was crashed in a heap against the opposite corner.

“Great work, Arc!” Max called, as the Manectric let out a surprisingly high-pitched whimper. “Rest now, okay? See if that leg gets better, and we’ll have a good long play later.”

“That sounds nice,” Arc agreed, and let himself be returned.

“Well, I wasn’t expecting that,” Norman admitted.

He glanced over at Ash. “Though, to be honest, I probably should have. Ready for the third part of the match?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “Who should send their Pokémon out first?”

“I will,” Norman elected. “Slaking, go!”

“In that case – Kris!”


Kris’ projector flew lazily towards the middle of the arena, then flashed and activated.

Drawing herself out of shapes of pink and blue light, the Porygon materialized. Stand by, ready. Set up complete.

Slaking looked at her, then lay down and scratched his leg.

“Okay, Kris, just like we practised!” Max called. “Ready?”

Ready, Kris agreed electronically.

“Slaking, use Mega Punch!” Norman ordered.

Slaking yawned, then got up and stood erect. He pulled back a fist, then launched the attack forwards.

“Protect!” Max called.

Shield, Kris agreed, a tall antenna telescoping up from her back and flashing green. A matching green shield formed around her, and the Mega Punch went wham into the Protect shield – with no noticeable effect on the Porygon beneath.

“Now, attack!” Max added. “Tri Attack!”

I am not unaware of the plan, Kris muttered. Her vectored head seemed to split, with the beak hinging open, and beams of blue-yellow-red light flashed out in a triangle to hit Slaking on the chest.

He rubbed the point of contact, looking irritated, and yawned.

Effectiveness estimate: too low to be meaningfully-

“He’s trying to trick you!” Max interrupted. “Also – Protect!”

Kris switched back from attacking to defending, and blocked an abrupt Hammer Arm from Slaking.

Now that she wasn’t attacking any more, the place the attack had hit was visibly sizzling – indicating that at least some damage had been done.

“Thought so!” Max said, then frowned suddenly. “But – wait a moment… Kris, use Psybeam instead!”

Affirmative.

The three lights merged into one, which shifted to purple and broadened out into a disc. Then another beam flashed out, this one purple and round.

“I was wondering if you’d notice,” Norman chuckled. “You really don’t want to set Slaking on fire, let alone paralyze him.”

He pointed. “Speaking of which – Hyper Beam!”

“Pro-”

I am aware, Kris confirmed. Her antennae flared green, producing another spherical shield.

As she did, Slaking drew his hands back. They flashed golden as he brought them back past his hips, then he pushed both forwards at once and a beam of lambent force crashed into Kris’ shield.

This time, the shield actually dished in a bit under the impact. Kris skidded backwards as some of the impulse bled through, and she leaned forwards to counter that for the remaining few seconds of the Hyper Beam.

The moment it faded, Max pointed. “Okay, now – hit him while he’s recharging!”

“That’s right,” Brock nodded. “I’ve read about this – Slaking don’t have the usual problem with Hyper Beam, they just recharge while they’re loafing around…”

“Right,” Norman agreed, as Slaking irritably scratched at the spot where the Psybeam was hitting him. “Okay, Slaking – Taunt!”

Slaking hooted.

You take that back! Kris replied. I am top of the range, cutting-edge equipment. I am certainly not valve based!

“Kris, look out!” Max called.

What-

Slaking used Hammer Arm.

Kris did not have her shield up in time.


I know that feeling, Dexter commented, as Max prised the projector out of the wall.

It’s not a great one, Kris agreed. Does this mean I count as out?

“I think you have to,” Max said. “There we go!”

He put the projector back in his pocket, and took Guy’s Pokéball out for a moment. “This is where I’d really like to have Guy again…”

Norman shrugged. “That’s part of being a trainer.”

“Yeah, I know…” Max shrunk the Pokéball back down and replaced it, and took Arc’s. “Okay, boy, ready for this?”

He sent Arc out again, and the Manectric let out a wurfle as he considered Slaking. His Magnet bounced, the string holding it on visibly straining to fit around his much thicker neck than before.

“You look different from up here,” he said.

Slaking shrugged.

“Let’s go!” Max said.

Arc’s first move was to give a loud bark, electricity pulsing off him in waves.

It adhered to the floor, forming a crackling layer which pulsed and shifted with his every movement, and Norman frowned. “Not seen that before…”

Slaking looked down at the sparking electricity, and scratched his hip.

Electric Terrain, Ethan said. A move which it seems Arc must have learned when he evolved.

I was about to say that, Kris protested. No fair.

“Oh, so that’s what it looks like,” Norman noted. “Right – Slaking, just ignore it!”

“Spark!” Max called. “You’re still tired, so don’t overdo it!”

“I feel okay,” Arc protested, but duly used Spark. His paws slapped the wooden gym floor as he pounced, and the electrical energy on the floor of the gym let out a bang as it enhanced the current that went through Slaking.

“Great!” Max said, as Arc landed and turned to attack again. “Just keep that up!”

Arc’s second attack was a Thunder Fang, chomping down on Slaking’s arm, and letting go just as the Normal-type was about to fling him into the wall.

“Okay, just keep it up!”

“Keeping it up!” Arc agreed. He padded around in a quarter-circle, putting him in line with his trainer, and fired a Charge Beam. The electrical current looping between him, Slaking and the gym floor intensified, and there was a faint smell of singed hair.

“Return!” Norman instructed.

Arc yelped as Slaking lunged, and then suddenly a big meaty fist hit him in the chest.

The cord holding his magnet snapped with a ping, sending it flying off in one direction, and he himself went another with the sheer force of the blow.

“Arc!” Max called, spreading his arms to catch his Electric-type.

About half a second later, he remembered that Arc had evolved.

Faced with the unenviable position of trying to catch a canine Pokémon bigger than he was, Max did his best. The impact drove him staggering backwards, and he sat down hard – but he didn’t mind.

“Are you okay?” he asked, feeling along Arc’s chest for the impact.

“I’m okay,” Arc said, sounding a bit breathless.

Brock caught the magnet. “Hey, Max, I’ve… oh.”

A bright orange light began to shine from between Max and Arc, and then brightened and spread until Arc’s whole body was flashing an opalescent orange.

“What’s going on?” Norman asked, then his gaze flicked to the discarded magazine. “But… oh, wow.”

When the glow died down, Arc had changed again.

He was significantly taller than he’d been – not as big a change as the first one, but now he looked about as tall as Norman was.

His mane had grown to outsize proportions, forming jagged spikes covering most of his back, and a pair of horn-like spikes of hair pointed up either side of his head.

Everywhere his fur was spikier, more pointed, and his claws had grown too – and become red.

“I didn’t even know Manectric could Mega Evolve!” Norman said.

No-one did, Dexter commented. This is a new one. We’ll have to tell Gary.

“But how’d that happen?” Max asked, rubbing Arc’s side and feeling the tingling of his electrically-charged fur. “I mean, I’ve got a Key Stone, but…”

“Wait!” Ash said, realizing. “That Mega Stone we found at Sea Mauville – you were carrying it, right, Max?”

Max reached for his pocket, and didn’t find it. “I was – yeah, that must be it! It was… well, Manectrite? Manecite?”

“It feels tingly!” Arc woofed, voice deep and resonant. “And kind of warm, too. Thank you, Max!”

“I guess… yeah, I suppose it must have been partly me,” Max realized, squirming a little as he got out from under his Mega Manectric. “That’s how it works… but, seriously, that’s so cool!”

Slaking sla-coughed.

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” Max said, wincing. “I kinda forgot about the battle…”

“That’s okay,” Norman smiled. “It’s a big moment.”

“Right,” Max agreed. “Okay, Arc – ready for round three?”

“Sure am!”


Arc stood on the gym floor, opposite his opponent. There was a faint crackle from the Electric Terrain still humming through the floor, and he shifted his paws slightly to feel it.

It was nice. Tingly.

“Okay, Arc!” Max called. “Thunderbolt!”

Arc used Thunderbolt.

The resultant blast of electricity surprised him, Slaking, Max, Norman and in fact everyone in the room except perhaps Pikachu.

“Whoa!” Max said, lowering an outflung arm. “That was way brighter than I was expecting!”

“Me too!” Arc agreed, blinking dazzle out of his eyes. “I just put as much as normal into it… wow, I’m really strong now!”

Slaking coughed out smoke.

“I guess that’s Mega-evolution for you,” Norman said, then clenched his fist. “Okay, Slaking! Return!”

Slaking took a step, and lunged forwards.

Arc jumped to one side, blurringly fast – faster than he’d been before – and pulsed electricity through the floor. “Discharge!”

Another great blast of electricity battered Slaking, who slowed a little and staggered from the sheer electrical energy.

“Slack Off!” Norman said.

Slaking sat down, and began tapping his fingers together.

“…what’s he doing?” Max asked, confused.

“I guess he’s slacking off?” Brock suggested. “That means he’s healing!”

“Oh, yeah!” Max realized. “Don’t let him – Charge, and then Discharge!”

Arc barked, a deep sound, and his frizzy yellow mane began to light up as the energy stored in it became visible. There was a hum and greasy feel in the air, and Pikachu waved his tail to gauge the strength of it.

“Pi-ka,” he said, contemplatively.

Arc finished Charging, and pawed the ground once before letting off a Discharge.

The electricity flowed from his tail to his horns in a flicker of jumping lightning, and then fired off in a pair of powerful beams which split and resplit to blanket the entire battlefield.

Slaking was hit from three directions at once, and staggered back before wincing as electricity crackled over his form.

“Whoops…” Max said, into the stillness. “Arc, watch out!”

“What?” Arc asked.

“Facade!” Norman ordered.

Slaking lumbered back into motion, charging towards Arc at high speed.

“Oh, right!” Arc said, taking a step backwards.

He glanced back at Max, then turned towards Slaking and frowned.

The electricity on the floor intensified, and then there was a BANG.

“Thunder!” Arc howled, electricity flowing through his fur in a continuous stream and arcing off his horns.

Slaking was caught mid-charge by the powerful Electric attack. He leaned forwards, as though trying to go through a high wind, then was forced back by the sheer energy of the attack and hit the wall with a wham.

The electricity drained away with a series of faint snap sounds, and then all was still.

Arc padded forwards, and tapped Slaking with a paw. “You still awake?”

Slaking mumbled something and rolled over.

“Guess not…”

“I think that means you’ve won,” Norman said, slowly.

He raised a hand to his eyes.

“Dad?” Max asked, noticing.

“Sorry,” Norman said, shaking his head. “I’m just-”

His voice went a little husky. “I’m so proud it hurts.”

Max walked over, and Norman reached down to give him a hug.

“As a gym leader,” he said, with a smile. “I can’t express how frustrated I am… but as a father, I couldn’t be happier.”

Arc flashed orange, transitioning back down from Mega, and picked up his Manectite with care before walking over to Max.

“And yet, at the same time,” Norman went on. “It’s kind of… I don’t know how to say it.”

Max looked up.

“I feel… like this really brings home how much you’ve grown,” he said. “It feels like it was just weeks ago I was watching you leave to become an official trainer… and now you’ve got your fifth badge, and you’ve beaten me-”

Arc licked them both.

“Hey!” Max protested, using a hand to ward his Pokémon off. “We’re having a moment here!”

Norman started to laugh.

That set Max off, and Arc laughed too, and the Gym Leader gathered Arc into the group embrace as well. “Thank you, Arc. You’ve been a great Pokémon for my son.”

“I couldn’t have done it without him,” Max agreed.


“How many photos do you have?” May asked quietly.

Everything I see is a photo, Ethan replied. Enough.


In a hotel room in Cyllage city, a small red computer received a message.

She considered it, turning the information over, and contemplated whether her owner would like to be woken up for this.

After several seconds of intensive computation, Dee decided she didn’t really have the information to be sure, and opted for further research.

Her projector flashed. St- it began, then cut out as Dee belatedly muted herself.

Umbreon looked up from gazing out the window at the night. “Something up?” she asked quietly.

Just wondering if I should wake Gary, Dee replied. It’s not urgent, precisely, but I think he’d like to know.

“Well, he had an early night,” Umbreon said, gazing back out the window. There was a nice moon out tonight, it was very clear. “I think… hm. What is it?”

In reply, Dee set her projector to produce an image.

Umbreon stared at it for several seconds.

“What,” she said, eventually, “is that?”

Mega Manectric, Dee replied. Yes, that’s a completely new Mega Evolution. You can see why I wonder…

“How did you find out?”

Max’s Electrike just evolved, and they discovered they’d had a Manecite for several weeks – by accident.

“Of course they did,” Umbreon sighed. “Okay, I think we should wake him.”


“That’s great news!” Gary said, covering a yawn. “I’m impressed you managed it so soon after evolving.”

Arc wagged his tail, barking, and Dee printed a translation under the screen.

“So – what were the characteristics?” Gary added. “I saw what you looked like, Arc – what else changed?”

“Well, he was really powerful,” Max said. “Not so strong, not like I’d expected, but he could produce a lot of electricity.”

Pikachu grabbed the ‘dex on the other end. “Gary?” he said. “I’m pretty sure he’s more powerful than that makes it sound. It’s… well, he was stronger than any Electric-type I’ve ever met who wasn’t either me or a Legendary, and I’m not sure about the Legendaries.”

Umbreon rolled her eyes. “Yeah, and that really shows some humility right there…”

“He’s not great at finesse, though,” Pikachu added. “My tail, ears and cheeks help me do complicated shapes with my electricity, but I think Mega Manectric is pretty much limited to firing it all off in one enormous burst.”

“Okay, interesting,” Gary said, stifling a yawn.

“Is that the first Mega we’ve seen with a disadvantage?” Umbreon asked.

No – Mega Heracross has overheating problems, for example, Dee cited.

Gary nodded. “Right – thanks for telling me straight away, guys… and for leaving it up to Dee to decide whether to wake me. That’s really considerate of you.”

“No problem!” Ash said, retrieving Dexter from his starter. “I guess you want to get back to sleep now, though…”

“Pretty much,” Gary agreed, with another yawn. “Smell ya later, Ash.”

The connection closed.


AN:


First, there’s some discussions. Then some really rather rowdy people causing trouble.

Then… well, Team Aqua have a new ride.

And the rest of the chapter is Max’s Petalburg gym challenge, basically.






145. Hoenn 25


“Okay,” Norman said, after a few minutes. “Now – it’s time for the other gym battle.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah – this is actually kind of a special one…”

“It is?” Norman asked. “I mean – well, it’s me, but I don’t think that’s what you mean.”

Linoone churred with laughter from Norman’s chair.

“I mean… well, Keldeo’s been around for about a year,” Ash explained. “But it’s just about time for him to go back home to Unova.”

“Ah, right,” Norman agreed. “I see now. You’d like to give him a grand sendoff.”

“Pretty much,” Ash agreed. “Do you have anything that could work for that?”

“I think I might…” Norman said, thinking about it. “It won’t be the start, though. Say… do you want four versus four?”

Ash considered. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Right,” Norman nodded. “Okay-”

There was a tap on the window.

Ash and Norman looked and saw Swellow there. She waved a wing, and nodded.

“Oh, great!” Ash smiled. “Looks like the spectators are here!”

Norman blinked. “…who?”

“Oh, right, Swellow went and got them,” Ash explained. “Is the door open?”

The gym leader nodded. “Yeah, it’s open…”

Swellow nodded, and vanished from the window.

A few seconds later, the door creaked open.

A very old Treecko stopped at the threshold, put his palms together, and bowed. “May we enter your building?”

“He’s asking if he can come in,” Ash supplied.

“Oh – well, sure,” Norman agreed. “I guess there’s a reason for this?”

“They’re Sceptile’s relatives,” Ash explained, as about two dozen Treecko and one Grovyle trooped in and sat along one wall.

His Sceptile materialized with a flash, and walked over. “I’m glad you could come.”

“It’s good to see you,” the old Treecko said. “And the company you keep, as well. I’m glad you were able to find peace.”

“How is the tree?”

“It’s doing well,” the elder informed him. “Budding nicely, much more healthy than it’s been. Your friend did a good job.”

“She’s-” Sceptile began, then smiled. “Yeah. She’s a good friend.”

He turned to the Grovyle. “I hadn’t realized you’d evolved.”

“It was a week or so ago,” the Grovyle said. “I’m still getting used to it.”

“It comes in time,” Sceptile said. He held up a hand. “And before you ask me how I know…”

“…it’s complicated,” Grovyle agreed.

“Who’s that, Sceptile?” Ash asked, coming over.

“Grovyle,” Sceptile deadpanned.

“You know what I mean,” his trainer laughed. “I guess she’s a relative?”

“She’s my aunt,” Sceptile explained. “She taught me how to battle when I was younger.”

“It wasn’t that long ago…” the Grovyle said, shaking her head.

“Well!” the elder said. “Let’s see how young Sceptile has put your lessons into practice, shall we?”


“I take it you’re using Sceptile first,” Norman said, taking a Pokéball from his belt.

“Pretty much,” Ash agreed.

“Right. Dunsparce!”

Ash checked to see it was indeed a Dunsparce, then sighed. “This is getting a bit cruel…”

“What’s that?” Norman asked.

“Oh, I kind of want to catch a Dunsparce some day,” Ash replied. “Just… you know, I never seem to get a chance.”

“I’ve had that,” the Normal-type gym leader agreed. “I’ve always wanted to train a Minccino, but it’s never been the right time…”

He shrugged. “Oh, well. Right – ready, Dunsparce?”

Dunsparce contrived to look ready.

“Remember, Sceptile, don’t break the walls,” Ash said. “Okay, you know what to do!”

“Begin!” Brock called.

Sceptile darted forwards, blades flashing blue, and swiped at Dunsparce in a one-two combination.

Halfway through the first attack, however, Dunsparce tapped his tail on the floor.

And it rained rocks.

Caught thoroughly off guard, Sceptile converted his lunging charge into a quick retreat. His blades blurred as they swung up to slice falling bits of rock apart, and when he slid to a halt again there was a pile of gravel on the floor.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, blinking.

Norman smiled slightly. “I’m glad I managed to surprise you, you know…”

Sceptile paced for a moment. “I see that simply getting close won’t work. Hmmm…”

Dunsparce interrupted his pondering by firing a large rock at him.

Moving with balletic precision, Sceptile sliced this rock to gravel as well, and followed up with a stream of Bullet Seeds as a counter-attack.

Showing surprising agility, Dunsparce dodged most of them. His eyes flashed, and he fixed Sceptile with a glare.

Sceptile scowled, and sprang sideways – clinging onto the wall for a moment, before coming back down from above.

Dunsparce replied to this by headbutting him.

“Ow!” Sceptile said, then hit the floor back-first. “Ow… that little land snake hits hard.”

“Think you’ve got it handled?” Ash asked, worried.

“Sure I do,” Sceptile confirmed. He sprang back to his feet, using his tail to push himself further erect, and both blades began to glow again.

“Sacred Sword!”

Dunsparce hit him with a Fire Blast.

Sceptile crossed his arms, letting the shimmering blue blades take the forefront of the attack, and then powered forwards as all the accumulated fire exploded.

Bursting through the five-spoked blast of flame, he slashed at Dunsparce, and managed to score a hit which knocked the Normal-type several feet backwards.

“Look out!” Ash called. “Your tail’s on fire!”

Sceptile flexed, bringing his tail to where he could see it, and frowned at the smouldering flames down the end.

“Is Cousin Sceptile okay?” one of the Treecko asked, tugging at Grovyle’s leaves.

“He’ll be fine,”Grovyle assured. “Look.”

As she pointed, Sceptile handled the flames in a slightly unorthodox way. He tensed, then whip-cracked his tail around in a circle so fast it blew the flames out in one go.

“Wow!” another young Treecko said.

Sceptile smirked, then his hand whipped up to catch a small rock aimed for the side of his head.

“Okay, that’s it!” he said, tail flaring green. “Frenzy-”

“Don’t break the gym!” Ash said very quickly.

The green glow died. “Fine.”

Sceptile reached up and adjusted his twig, then contemplated Dunsparce again. “Okay, let’s try this instead.”

A bright light began to glow in his palms.

Seeing he was charging a Solarbeam, Dunsparce fired another ball of rock at Sceptile. It whistled through the air, glowing a faint red, then Sceptile deflected it with his tail and smashed it to pieces.

“Something’s not-” Ash began, then interrupted himself. “Wait, I get it!”

Sceptile used Solarbeam.

Dunsparce tapped his tail on the floor, and an enormous howling blizzard materialized from nowhere. It blocked the glittering Solarbeam in an instant, and carried on to engulf Sceptile in a whirlwind of snow and ice.

When it faded, Sceptile was half-encased in blue-clear ice.

Dunsparce tilted his head, then bounced another rock off Sceptile’s nose.

“Think you can get out of there?” Ash asked.

By reply, Sceptile concentrated. His arm-blades, which had dimmed to green, began to glow once more in the brilliant green-blue light of his Sacred Sword-

-and the ice exploded off him.


Drew sat back in his chair, sighing. “Man, but that was a good meal!”

Roselia nodded, patting her chest. “Selia…”

His newly-regained Masquerain chittered happily, hanging upside-down from the curtain rail.

“What about you, Leafeon?” Drew asked, looking over at the bed.

Leafeon let out a chirping purr, smiling.

Roselia frowned. “Rose?”

Drew looked down. “What is it, Roselia?”

Roselia shrugged, gesturing at Leafeon. “Rose. Lia-rose.”

“…no, sorry, not quite understanding,” Drew said, with a shrug.

“Leeeeaf,” Leafeon said, tail waving lazily.

Roselia jumped off her stool and walked over to the bookshelf. Rummaging through it, she pulled a book off the shelf and opened it.

Holding it carefully in both flowers, she walked over with it and laid it out in front of Drew. “Lia. Rose.”

Drew looked down at the book, then at Roselia.

His eyes widened, and he looked at Leafeon. “Is she right?”

Leafeon nodded, looking satisfied.

“Huh,” Drew said, frowning. “I wonder who we know who might be a good place for an Eevee egg…”


Chunks of ice showered outwards, and Sceptile slapped his tail on the floor to break off what little remained.

“Watch out, Sceptile!” Ash warned. “Dunsparce has used Ancientpower a lot – he’s going to be really charged up!”

“What do you suggest?” Sceptile asked, and sliced another Ancientpower rock to bits with his blue-shimmering Sacred Swords. “Every time I try to attack I get set on fire, encased in ice…”

“Yeah, but you just need to push through that!” Ash explained. “He’s not that tough, so you can beat him – you just need to hit him!”

Sceptile considered that, then nodded – clenching his fist. “Got it.”

He crouched, and paused for a moment – then lunged forwards.

Dunsparce tapped his tail on the ground again, and an avalanche of rocks rained down.

This time, though, Sceptile was ready. He tucked into a forwards roll, tail glowing a bright green, and smashed right through the Rock Slide without slowing.

Completing his roll and landing back on his feet, he lashed out with his Sacred Sword. Dunsparce unleashed a storm of flame, knocking him backwards from the force of the Fire Blast, but Sceptile didn’t particularly care for being set on fire right now – he just powered through and connected with the other Sacred Sword.

Dunsparce skidded back about twice his own body length, then focused again.

“Zen Headbutt!” his trainer called, and Dunsparce came blasting forwards at staggering speed. He wove around Sceptile’s blocks and slammed directly into the Grass-type’s forehead, and Sceptile stumbled back a step from the stunning impact. As he tried to recover, Dunsparce added to his woes by shooting a stream of flame that joined up with the fire already smouldering on Sceptile’s tail.

“Leaf Storm!” Ash called.

Sceptile reacted on automatic, using the attack and trusting to Ash to have a good reason for ordering it.

This time, unlike with Guy, it was a real Leaf Storm. Dozens of glowing leaves peppered Dunsparce – some of them burning from their passage through the flames – and the Normal-type was whirled into the air by the powerful attack.

Wings whirring frantically, Dunsparce managed to gain control of his trajectory just before hitting the floor – and there was a wham as Sceptile’s last-minute lunge with Sacred Sword connected.

“Ow,” Sceptile finally said, and collapsed forwards on top of the unconscious Dunsparce.

Ash blinked. “Uh… Suicune? Can you give us some help?”

Suicune complied by putting the fire out. With a lot of water.


“I’m glad this gym has good drainage,” Norman said, a couple of minutes later. He looked at the slight scorch marks on the floor of his gym. “I think most of those are probably from Dunsparce, so… yeah, you’ve not really damaged my gym yet. From what I’ve heard from Johto, that’s pretty good from you…”

“Yeah, I’ve been trying,” Ash agreed. “Okay, I guess that counts as a draw…”


“That was pretty cool!” one of the Treecko said, speaking up now he wasn’t ankle-deep in water. “That Dunsparce was really powerful – I didn’t know something that wasn’t a Fire-type could make that much fire.”

“Normal types have strange and varied combinations of attacks,” his mother said. “It’s one of the lessons you should learn.”

“I see,” the Treecko agreed. “I wonder what Pokémon we’ll see next?”

There was a flash from Ash’s side of the field.

“Ah, a Lucario!” the elder noted. “Very wise Pokémon – and powerful, too. This should be an interesting battle.”

Norman sent out his own Pokémon, and the Treecko settled down to watch.

“May I sit with you?” a cool voice asked.

The elder blinked. “Certainly, my lady. It’s an honour.”

“It’s the best place to watch from,” Suicune smiled. She sat down, and smiled as one of the Treecko children promptly climbed up her back for a better seat. “And you’re a brave one.”

“Thanks!” the young Grass-type said cheerfully, sitting down atop her head. “I can see much better from up here!”


Lucario bowed. “I hope our battle is a well-fought one,” he said, straightening. “And that we both-”

“Are you trying to say I look like a wimp?” his opponent asked, bristling.

“My apologies,” Lucario tried. “I didn’t mean to cast any sort of aspersions on you. I’m just trying to be polite…”

“Yeah, well, I don’t need chivalry,” the Lopunny said. “We going to fight or what?”

“I think we should start,” Lucario recommended, glancing at Brock. “Before I say something else wrong…”

“Having trouble with her?” Brock asked.

“…like that, yes,” Lucario sighed, as Lopunny scowled. “I think you just made him very upset indeed.”

“…oh, right,” Brock said, quietly. “Sorry. Uh – begin?”

Lopunny blurred forwards, lashing out with a low kick which slammed into Lucario’s shin. He followed that up with a second kick delivered from below, and then Lucario countered with a Force Palm which knocked the incoming Sky Uppercut off course.

Both combatants rubbed the points they’d been hit, and began to circle a little more warily.

“Ash?” Lucario asked. “I can’t just use Aura Storm, right?”

“No, because that would break the gym,” Ash agreed.

“Right…”

A moment more, and then both lithe Pokémon moved in again. This time, Lucario got off the first blow – scything out with a kick which turned into a Vacuum Wave, and which Lopunny flipped over before Bouncing into the air.

Lucario used the extra preparation time to wind up an Aura Sphere, then had to fire it quicker than he’d expected as Lopunny used his ears to ‘kick’ off the roof.

One foot out in front of his body, Lopunny used Blaze Kick – wincing as the Aura Sphere hit home, then slamming into Lucario’s shoulder and knocking him sprawling.

Following up on his success, Lopunny darted in behind Lucario and gave him a Fire Punch to the back of the neck.

Lucario rode the blow, letting the impact flip him forwards. He put one palm down, using it as a pivot, and drove both feet into Lopunny’s abdomen – pushing him backwards with a whoosh of air.

Tucking into a forwards half-roll, Lucario kicked out a leg which skidded across the floor of the gym as he shed momentum. A blue glow built in his hands as he readied another Aura Sphere, but once more Lopunny blurred in too fast for him to have time to spin it for greater impact.

A Mega Kick clanged into his forearm, knocking it wide and sending the Aura Sphere shooting off to burst on the gym wall.

The next few seconds were a blur of blows – Force Palms, Fire Punches, Blaze Kicks, a Drain Punch which went wide, and a few hastily-attempted ranged attacks – until Lucario forcibly opened the range by deliberately botching an Aura Sphere and blasting himself and Lopunny apart.

The bunny did a slow flip and landed on his paws, and took his stance again. “That’s a bit more like it!”

Hopping back a step, he crouched and then leapt – using a Jump Kick to come down in a devastating blow.

Lucario skipped backwards to keep the range open for a moment longer, and raised blue-glowing paws to form a Protect screen.

Lopunny’s foot crashed down on the unyielding green shield – then his ears whipped round, coming around the Protect, and one of them grabbed onto Lucario’s arm.

To the amazement of most of those watching, Lopunny then used his ear to whip-crack himself around, repurposing the recoil that Lucario had tried to turn against him and gaining speed for a Blaze Kick into Lucario’s side.

Reacting as soon as he realized what Lopunny was doing, Lucario twisted his body to throw the Normal-type’s judgement off, but the blow still connected and sent him sprawling.

Unfortunately for Lopunny, the Fighting-type had tightened his grip on Lopunny’s ears as he did so, and so Lopunny was sent flying towards the wall as well.


“I can barely keep track of what’s going on!” Max said. “I didn’t know Lopunny was this good, Dad!”

“He’s watched all Lucario’s fights I could get the footage for,” Norman replied with a wink. “He’s kind of motivated.”

“Right,” Max said, as Lopunny ran back in with his fist blazing with Fire Punch. Lucario ducked under it, landed a quick Iron Tail as a counterblow, and then fell back before Lopunny’s attack.

The young trainer frowned. “Wait, I recognize this…”

Norman winked.


Fist flickering a cool blue, Lucario dodged away from Lopunny’s attacks.

He stepped back and a little to the right, avoiding a scything Blaze Kick. Back again, always giving ground, not wasting time on counterattacks.

“Stop doing that!” Lopunny raged. “Fight back, damnit! Or at least let me hit you!”

Lucario felt the Aura around them.

Nearly there.

He took two more steps back and to the right, tighter now, and then swept his fist around as the Ice Punch on it glowed with fierce, cold fire.

Lopunny reached into his ear fluff, pulled something out, and put it in Lucario’s free palm. “Hey.”

In the frozen moment before the air spiral clicked over to mix, Lucario looked down at his free paw.

A Flame Orb flickered sullenly in it.

“Surprise!” Lopunny said, and punched upwards with an Ice Punch of his own.

Unfortunately for Lucario, that meant he was now the hot point.

Then the Flying Dragon Uppercut activated.


The instant tornado plucked at hats all around the gym, and picked the heavy Steel-type up before whirling him around in two complete circles.

“Whoa!” Ash said, startled. “I didn’t know that could-”

Lucario’s palms blazed blue, cutting him off. Then his whole body followed, as he summoned a great deal of Aura, and his now-clenched fists switched to Fire Punch and Ice Punch.

The Aura Pokémon swept them around in wide arcs, following the tornado, and then pointed them both at Lopunny.

Lopunny stopped looking smug.

“Razor Wind,” Lucario said, and launched a combined Aura Sphere. It shot across the intervening space, and the artificial tornado followed it with a whoosh.

Lopunny’s ears closed as a makeshift shield, and as a result he was just picked up and battered into the wall by the attack.

Lucario landed with surprising gentleness on the planking as the slap of impact died away, and took a deep breath before letting it out.

“Uh… Lucario?” Ash asked. “You do know you’re on fire, right?”

“No, actually, it had completely escaped my attention,” Lucario said blandly.

Lopunny shook his head, then got back up again. “Okay, I didn’t expect that…”

He took a stance, and light began to glow on his fist. “But take this! Focus-”

Lucario used Fling.

The Flame Orb hit Lopunny with a thwack, disrupting the preparations for his Focus Punch and setting him on fire as well.

“Ow!” Lopunny said, shaking his tingling fist. “Right – Drain Punch!”

Lucario let the attack come in, then shifted his own stance as Lopunny reached him. “Copycat!”

Both Pokémon punched one another. Green light crackled out as the two identical attacks collided, and energy streamed between the two as they fought for the upper hand.

The clash of flashing witchfire lasted several seconds before it slowly died away, leaving both Pokémon standing there with their fists still touching.

Then, very slowly, Lopunny fell over.

“All right!” Ash said, enthused. “Nice work, Lucario!”

“Yeah, that was great!” Pikachu agreed.

“Thank you,” Lucario said, gingerly lowering his fist. “Can someone put me out now? I’m still on fire…”

Suicune put him out as well.

“I should start to charge for this…” she mused.

Lucario brushed suds off his side. “How did you make it-”

“Bubblebeam mixed with it,” she explained.

“I see.”


“Torkoal, ready for your gym battle?” Ash asked, sending the Fire-type out.

“Well… yeah,” Torkoal agreed, shifting his neck. “I mean, we did discuss it…”

“Yeah, good point,” Ash agreed.

Norman sent out his own Pokémon, a big beefy Exploud. “I’m too experienced with you by now to think that’s a normal Torkoal, so I’m just going to assume he’s got some ridiculous trick you worked out.”

“Not really,” Ash replied. “He’s a relatively recent recapture, and he was back at the ranch meeting everyone for a bit.”

Norman shrugged. “In that case, I guess I’ll manage to get a bit of my own back.”

He nodded to Brock, who raised his hand. “Begin!”

“Boomburst!” Norman ordered promptly, gesturing.

Exploud inhaled, and then launched out a visible wave of sound.

Torkoal yelped, and pulled his head and legs back inside his shell. The sound-burst hit, broke off his shell, and refracted into the air as a loud BANG.

“Ow,” May winced. “Uh… can we get some kind of soundproofing?”

Affirmative, Ethan supplied. Kris? Dexter?

“Good idea,” Max agreed. “Dad? The Porygons can set up some Light Screens so we don’t get deafened…”

I will shield the visitors, Dexter volunteered, materializing and moving over to them.

Exploud glanced back at Norman, who gestured a few times.

“…wait, is he deaf?” Ash asked. “Huh.”

He shrugged. “Okay – anyway, the battle!”

“Took you long enough,” Pikachu muttered.

Torkoal stuck his head out of his shell. “Is it – good.”

Faint white smoke began to leak out around his neck.

Norman made the same gesture he’d done before, and Exploud fired another Boomburst.

As he did, though, Torkoal jumped – and a breathy whistle sounded into the gym, as jets of white smoke – steam – propelled him violently into the air.

“Knew it!” Norman said, as the Boomburst passed harmlessly underneath the Fire-type.

“I didn’t teach him,” Ash said. “But I think Squirtle did.”

“And trust me,” Brock added. “If this is it, we got off lucky.”

Torkoal had turned a slow flip in the air while his steamblast’s momentum had lasted. Now he landed back on the floor with a thud, and staggered a bit. “That still gives me a bit of a headache…”

Shaking his head, he launched a Flamethrower at Exploud – who blasted it aside with a Hyper Voice and followed that up with a bubble of water.

Air pressure rammed into the water from behind, bubbling it out into a Water Pulse, and Torkoal did another hasty steam-eruption dodge to get out of the way.

“Don’t use Overheat, Torkoal!” Ash reminded him. “Keep your heat up – that way you can do your steam better!”

“Right!” Torkoal agreed. He landed, steadied himself, and fired a burst of flame from his nostrils. “Hey!”

Exploud looked blank.

“…oh, yeah, you’re deaf,” Torkoal remembered. “Anyway-”

He launched a Flamethrower forwards.

Exploud blocked this one the way he had the first, then opened his mouth and shouted – this time an Echoed Voice, which started loud and just kept getting louder and louder.

Torkoal walked back a step, grimacing at the sound, then his expression hardened. “Okay, try this!”

He leaned forwards, and unleashed another burst of steam.

This one came from his rear leg-holes, rather than all four leg holes, and sent him flipping forwards and over Exploud’s head.

Landing on his back, spinning once, and levering himself hastily upright, Torkoal fired a Flamethrower at the back of his startled opponent.

Then he discovered that Exploud have tubes at the rear too.

A thunderous blast of sound blew him backwards towards the wall, and he hit with a wham.

Ash squinted, then saw that Torkoal had had time to withdraw before actually hitting the wall, and he seemed more or less fine.

Unfortunately, in the time it took him to reorient and get his head back out of his shell, Exploud had turned to focus on him once more.

Norman gave two hand signals.

Exploud nodded, grinning, and then shouted loudly enough to make the trainers cringe even inside their sound-damping Reflect screens.

The Uproar bounced around the room, amplifying and resonating, and Torkoal winced at the sheer sound.

He Withdrew again, head returning to his shell, and then Exploud stepped forwards.

His foot slammed down on top of Torkoal as he Stomped, and then Stomped again – still keeping up the Uproar.

White steam began to leak out again. More visibly this time.

“Exploud!” Norman called, waving to try to get his attention.

The deaf Normal-type was too busy stamping away to notice.

Until, that is, Torkoal reached peak pressure. Then, with an ear-penetrating shriiiiek twin jets of boiling smoke launched Torkoal forwards – out from under Exploud’s foot, pinwheeling off his other leg, and hurtling around the gym like a frisbee with its own ideas on where to go.

The errant tortoise bounced off three walls, the floor twice, and the emergency door pusher – making it open a few inches with a clack – before gaining control of his trajectory and cancelling most of the momentum with another steamburst.

What was left of his speed led to an ungainly, skidding landing, and he wobbled a bit before sitting down quite firmly.

Then Exploud hit him with another Boomburst.


When Torkoal pushed himself back upright, he was all the way over in the corner of the room.

“Okay… ow?” he asked.

“You’re doing fine, Torkoal!” Ash said. “Just… a bit underpracticed at this move! Don’t worry, it’s working great!”

“Good, it doesn’t feel like it,” Torkoal said candidly.

“Hey…” Ash began, frowning. “Could you use that steam as… an attack?”

Torkoal’s expression became a frown of consideration. “…I’m not sure how, but… well, I guess it’s a bit like fire…”

Norman signalled.

“Uh oh!” Torkoal gulped, and used a burst of steam to launch himself upwards.

It barely sufficed to get him six inches into the air, and he flopped back to the ground before desperately using a Flamethrower to disrupt the sound wave.

It still hurt.

Once the worst of the echoes had died away, Torkoal Withdrew – deciding, correctly, that he’d just run out of steam and that he’d need more of the stuff.

“I’ll let you know when to come out,” Ash said, watching Exploud carefully as the Loud Noise Pokémon watched Torkoal in turn.

Steam oozed up from Torkoal’s shell, first in driblets then a steady stream.

“Okay,” Ash added, and then spoke quickly. “When I say now, go up then forwards then do an attack from over his head. Now!”

Norman took a moment to parse that, and was still thinking of how to explain to Exploud by the time Torkoal was doing it.

The first jet of steam came from all four of Torkoal’s leg holes, and sent him vertically upwards. The second was just from his rear two, and flipped him forwards – and then the third and fourth, coming within moments of one another, stabilized him pointing downwards then launched him violently forwards.

Exploud fired his ready Boomburst, and clipped Torkoal’s tail – sending him pinwheeling sideways, rotating through the air on all three axes.

“Now!” Ash said.

Torkoal unleashed all his stored, high-pressure, high-temperature steam at once.

The result was a little surprising to everyone in the room.

The white vapour which rises from a kettle is not actually steam, per se – it is water vapour. Condensed water in tiny droplets, albeit at a high temperature.

Real steam, on the other hand, is invisible – and takes up more space.

The result of this abrupt release was, essentially, an explosion. Exploud was hammered to the floor, Torkoal bounced off the roof, and the emergency doors were blasted violently open as most of the pressure took the easiest route out of the building.

The rest of it just condensed, forming an instant mist that hung in the air and left it feeling like a steambath.


“My ears hurt…” Max said, wincing.

“What?” his sister asked.

“What?” Brock asked.

“Torkoal!” Ash said, looking for his Fire-type. He spotted the testudine after a moment, and sighed with relief. “I was afraid you’d ended up embedded in the ceiling…”

“Pardon?” Torkoal asked, shaking his head.

He noticed Exploud standing up, and quickly shot an Ember at him.

That seemed to be too much, and the Normal-type fell over.

Ash pointed. “Does that mean I win?”

Norman inserted a finger in his ear and waggled it about. “Sorry, I didn’t hear you…”


Ash sent out Keldeo. “Okay, ready for this?”

Keldeo nodded, smirking. “Sure thing!”

He turned back to Norman. “So, what’s it going to be? Oh, do you have a Regigigas – because I’d be less surprised than you’d think…”

“No, I don’t,” Norman said, shaking his head. “I do have a Girafarig, but I don’t think he’d do very well. No, I’ve got this.”

He threw the Pokéball, and his final Pokémon for this gym battle materialized in a flash.

Keldeo blinked. “That’s a-”

“Oh,” Ash realized. “A Ditto.”

The pink blob waved.

“Begin!” Brock called.

Keldeo’s horn flashed, and he charged forwards, swinging his Sacred Sword-

-and it clashed off the blade of another Keldeo.

The jarring impact rang through the gym, and Keldeo took a step back.

Rolling his neck, the Ditto slashed a Sacred Sword at Keldeo’s flank, and the real Legendary skipped to one side before retaliating with another clash of sword on sword.

Keldeo gave ground a step, and used the momentary reprieve to switch to Resolute Form. Secret Sword flashed into being on his horn, and the two Pokémon clashed blades once more.

Ditto feinted right, then swiped left-right with his horn. Keldeo was forced to move several steps to the right to blunt the impact, and locked swords with Ditto for a moment before shoving him backwards. “Yah!”

Charging a Focus Blast, Keldeo was forced to fire it early as Ditto jabbed for his side, and the attack burst on a Water Gun from the fake Legendary.

After another clash, Keldeo decided to switch tactics – gambling he was better in the air than his opponent. He fired a Hydro Pump which lifted him into the air for a moment, and fired a ranged Leaf Blade diagonally downwards.

Caught off guard, Ditto replied by charging forwards – under the attack. He turned at bay in the open emergency door, and then Keldeo knocked him backwards out of the gym.

Ash and Norman stared through the door for a few seconds, as the clash of sword-on-sword continued.

“I… guess we’re having the rest of this one outside?” Ash asked.

“Looks like,” Norman agreed.


Keldeo jetted through the air on Hydro-Pump-spraying hooves.

A green flicker of light shot past him, and he spun around with dexterous ease to return fire with a ranged Slash before landing on the roof of a building.

His double clattered to the tiles a moment later, and the two Pokémon fenced back and forth on the terracotta for a couple of seconds before the Ditto gave ground and stepped back onto the apex of the roof.

Blade hit blade, and Keldeo put enough force into the hit that his knees and hocks quivered. His opponent wasn’t quite so well braced, and hit the roof in a sliding crash before scrabbling back upright and sweeping his bright Sacred Sword around in an arc.

Forced to check his stride, Keldeo had to let Ditto get to his feet, and then it was his turn to handle a jarring attack.

Using sprays of water from his hooves, Keldeo just about managed to avoid falling – then his hooves slipped on the now-wet rooftop and he had to go airborne.

His double followed, trying his luck with a Focus Blast which Keldeo’s horn swiped out of the air.

Neither of them noticed the children looking out of the school they’d fought on top of.


“Well, I guess this means Keldeo’s getting a good send-off…” May said, watching the two near-identical Pokémon, the constant fencing, and the back-and-forth movement which never seemed to end up quite the same way twice. “They’ve been going for ages!”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Got a good view, Dexter?”

I have, Dexter agreed. I missed the bit when they first went outside, the time they were behind that hedge, and when they were in the middle of the fountain, but apart from that I have the full battle so far.

The real Keldeo – distinguishable mainly by the feathers in his mane and the longer blade of his horn – used a complicated one-two-three combination of attacks, and Ditto was knocked to the side. Recovering quickly, the fake Keldeo jumped sideways onto a merry-go-round – and, bending his knee, used a massive blast of water to set the merry-go-round spinning.

Keldeo blinked, then wound up for a powerful Secret Sword as his opponent came around again – only to be wrong-hoofed as Ditto jumped clear of the ride entirely and swept in from his side.

The Water-type Legendary rode with the impact, but that didn’t make it not hurt, and he winced before retaliating with an Aura Sphere and jumping backwards onto the high ground he’d noticed before.

“Should we tell them they’re fighting in the middle of a playground?” Norman asked, diffidently.

Ash shrugged.


Keldeo lunged, blade flashing, and his doppelganger blocked with a musical skirl of Sacred Sword on Secret Sword.

Then Keldeo kicked out with his foreleg and hit Ditto in the knee.

The ersatz Keldeo collapsed, blocked Keldeo’s next two Leaf Blades with desperate movements, and then fired an almighty rush of water from his hooves which propelled the two combatants violently apart.

Recovering his footing first, the double fired a Leaf Blade from his own horn which hit the staggering Keldeo in the shoulder.

Keldeo forced himself to his hooves anyway, launched off a Secret Sword which intercepted the follow-up attack halfway between them, and grinned.

“Hey,”

The Ditto cocked its head on one side.

Keldeo’s horn lit up again, this time a swirling energy which seemed barely contained on the blade. “Air Slash.”

“But-” Ditto began, startled, and only just managed to get his horn in place to block in time. “But that’s not a move-”

“You copied me a whole twenty minutes ago!” Keldeo replied, the swirling air already building up on his horn again. “Ash trained me in a lot of things, but the most important thing was to never stop learning – never stop trying, not even for a moment!”

He launched a second Air Slash, then charged forwards after it.

Ditto managed to block this one, too, but the swirling Flying-type energy tugged at the integrity of his blocking Sacred Sword. Then Keldeo’s blazing golden Secret Sword hammered into it, and the weaker move shattered.

Flanks heaving, Keldeo pointed his blade at his foe. “Yield,” he said, between breaths.

Ditto stared back for a moment, then bent his knee and bowed. Between that moment and the next, he dissolved back into his base form.

“Well,” Norman’s voice came, intruding suddenly on Keldeo’s combat focus. “I suppose you didn’t break the gym…”

Shaking his head for a moment, Keldeo looked around to see what Norman meant.

The play area… could best be described as an ex play area. The metal and wood structures were mostly intact, but there were cuts in the grass all over it and a number of divots from an overloaded Hydro Pump or other.

“…oops,” he said, noticing the crowd of schoolkids watching, and waved awkwardly. “Uh… sorry?”

The applause made him feel better, though.


After some hasty clean-up work – helped by the Treecko – had been done, Norman smiled ruefully and handed over a Balance badge. “I suppose there wasn’t any real doubt about this…”

“I don’t know,” Ash replied with a shrug. “You certainly know your type – those were some neat tricks.”

“I bet I could put that on the sign,” Norman chuckled. “‘Norman. Petalburg City gym leader. Knows some neat tricks.’”

“Well, you do…”

“That makes three of us,” May said, as Ash put the badge in his box. “Hey, Brock, are you going to get a Balance badge too?”

“I’m not sure I’m allowed,” Brock defended himself. “Besides, I’d rather handle-”

“Who?” Max asked, as Brock paused. “You were going to say you’d rather battle Flannery or Winona, weren’t you?”

“Well… yeah…”

“And you have how many Rock-types?” Max pressed. “You’ve got more Ground types than Rock types.”

“…you don’t have to be cruel about it,” Brock muttered.


Ash sighed.

“So,” he said, softly. “I guess this is goodbye.”

“Yeah,” Keldeo agreed, smiling sadly, and slipping the transceiver into his saddlebag. “I guess it is.”

He took a deep breath. “Ash – I’ve enjoyed my year with you like… nothing else I’ve ever done,” he began. “It’s been a chance to pay you back, a chance to learn, and… it’s just been so much fun meeting and knowing and training with all the Pokémon you’ve got.”

Ash nodded. “And I’m really glad you could travel with me too, Keldeo,” he replied. “You’re a powerful Pokémon, but – you’re a good friend, too.”

“Thanks,” Keldeo said.

“We’ll miss you too,” May volunteered. “I mean, you’ve only been with us for a bit in Hoenn, but it was great – I can see why Ash was so glad to run into you earlier than he was expecting.”

Max nodded.

“Since Misty’s not here, I’ll say the goodbye for her,” Brock informed him. “So – from her and from me, Keldeo, good luck and be safe.”

“You bet!” Keldeo smirked. “I won’t forget any of you – and you better let me know if you need any help, Ash! I’ll come running, you can count on it.”

“Thanks,” Ash said with a smile.

“And that goes for you too, Pikachu,” Keldeo added. “And you, Lucario. If Ash gets in trouble without realizing he should call me…”

“Hey, I’m not that bad… am I?” Ash asked.

His friends nodded. “Yep.”

“Completely.”

“Like, have you… like… met you?” Skitty drawled.

“…actually, no,” Ash said, distracted. “But by now I can’t help but think I really should have…”

There was a general agreement.

“I have to admit, after a year with you – after time breaking, after legendary Pokémon and hordes of fossils and even energy-devouring monsters, I kind of think being back with the Swords of Justice will be kind of a vacation…” Keldeo said.

Ash gave Keldeo a quick hug, and the Water-type put his hoof up in return.

After a few seconds, they separated, and Ash handed Keldeo his Pokéball. “Keep it safe.”

“I will – I’ll remember you by it, as well,” Keldeo promised.

Then Lucario gave a slow nod. “It has been an honour.”

“Thanks!” Keldeo grinned. “Oh – Absol, any idea if I’m going to get into trouble?”

Absol considered, reaching out with her senses.

“I can’t feel anything,” she said, after several seconds. “On the whole, you should be okay.”

Nodding his thanks, Keldeo waved one last time and turned.

Then he stopped.

“What’s wrong?” Ash asked, worried.

Pikachu frowned. “…you forgot to arrange how you’re going to get home, didn’t you?”

“…yes, yes I did,” Keldeo agreed.

After a moment of silence, Max snapped his fingers. “Got it! Just ask Jirachi!”

“Can you teleport me all the way to Unova?” Keldeo asked, frowning.

Uh… not sure, Jirachi admitted. I guess we could try?

“Try wishing that you’ll get home quickly,” Max suggested. “That way, even if he can’t send you all the way, he can sort it out so you’re able to head home.”

“Sounds great!” Keldeo agreed. “Thanks, Max! Kind of glad I don’t have to hire a shipping container again or something…”

“No problem,” Max replied with a smile.

Keldeo cleared his throat. “Jirachi? I wish that I could get home to the Swords of Justice – quickly.”

Jirachi’s tags began to glow with a soft light. Then they flashed, and Keldeo was gone.

“I hope he gets home safe,” May said.


A light, drizzling rain beat down on Indigo Plateau.

With a flash of light, Keldeo materialized, and looked around in surprise.

“…I guess Jirachi couldn’t get me very far,” he said, disappointed. “That’s a pity…”

Looking around, he wondered what he was supposed to do now. Then he spotted a house which looked a bit familiar-

“Oh, right!” Keldeo realized, speaking out loud. “That’s Misty’s house! I guess she’ll know what I should do!”

He cantered briskly over, and knocked on the door with his hoof.

Nothing, for several seconds. Then there was a click, and Golduck opened the door. “Who is it?”

He looked up. “Oh. Keldeo – weren’t you with Ash?”

“I’m on my way home, and apparently this is on the way home,” Keldeo explained. “Is Misty in?”

“No, she’s out,” Golduck replied.

“Is that Keldeo?”

Keldeo turned, and saw someone coming up the path. “Who are you?”

“I’m Will,” the young man explained – smoothing his formal outfit. “Misty asked me to make sure her house was kept up while she’s away.”

He extended a hand. “You are Keldeo, right? The Swords of Justice had a lot of good things to say about you when I did my challenge against them.”

“You did your Elite Four challenge against the other Swords?” Keldeo repeated. “Then – maybe this is why Jirachi sent me here to get home!”

“If you need to get home, I can sort you out,” Will agreed. “Duosion!”

The Psychic-type materialized, and waved.

“Remember where we met the Swords of Justice?” he asked. “Can you send Keldeo back there?”

Sure!

“Where is Misty, anyway?” Keldeo asked.

Golduck shrugged. “Like I know. She’s been away for-”


-Keldeo landed on a scree slope, and his hooves worked quickly to prevent a tumble. Once he was stable, he slid the rest of the way to the bottom of the slope and looked around.

“Hey!” a deep, booming, familiar voice called. “Long time no see, Keldeo!”

“Terrakion!” Keldeo called, turning towards the voice. “Virizon, Cobalion – it’s great to see you all!”

He broke into a gallop, charging across the valley towards his friends, and the others did as well.

“Welcome home, Keldeo,” Virizion smiled, as they slowed once more. “It’s been too long.”

“Indeed,” Cobalion nodded solemnly. “We’ll want to hear all about it.”

“And tell you all the cool stuff we did without you!” Terrakion agreed.

“Oh, there’s a lot to tell!” Keldeo agreed. “It’s going to take days.”

“Then we better get started!” the burly Rock-type said promptly. “How about you go first – what was that thing you were doing in the Pokémon League?”

“You were watching the Silver Conference?” Keldeo asked.

“That we were,” Cobalion confirmed. “And you truly did us honour, Keldeo. But Terrakion is right – that trick you used is new to us all, and I am not the only one looking forward to using it.”

The Water-type smiled. “I’ll be glad to teach you guys. But – first, I should tell you how I came up with it. See, I was trying to use Aura Sphere and Sacred Sword at the same time-”

“Why?” Virizion asked.

“I was fighting a really tough Hitmonchan, and he was kind of distracting me…”


AN:


Goodbye, Keldeo.

Apart from that – well, we see what Torkoal’s been working on, and in general how the Normal-type can be used for some quite effective tricks.
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“Right, so you’re over here for… how long?” Ivysaur checked, looking at his notes.

“Three days,” Furfrou replied, tail held at a jaunty angle. “My trainer, he has managed to borrow an Alakazite and is running tests – I volunteered to be the one who went back to the ranch.”

“And you’d like to participate?”

“Certainly, why not?” Furfrou nodded, very slightly. “It seems an amusing pastime…”

“Okay.” Ivysaur flipped through. “I see Primeape’s not got a battle for a while… we could put you in against him, at least until Damos can re-jigger the combat roster.”

The Normal-type tossed her long ears, and considered. “Yes, that sounds very good.”

Ivysaur wrote that down, then waved. “Hey, Primeape?”


Whack.

“Hey, what’s that noise?” Molly asked, looking up from her homework. “Do you know what it is?”

Her Eevee shrugged, and shimmered into an Espeon. “Should I go look?”

Floomph.

“No, I’ll come – I just need to finish this sum…” Molly said, sticking her tongue out. “Uh… so there’s twelve trainers, and they’ve each got three Pokémon… but then four of them catch two more Pokémon… so…”

Another flicker of change, and Leafeon leapt lithely to the windowsill to watch over Molly’s shoulder.

Thwack.

“So… uh, twelve times three…” Molly held up her fingers, and counted. “That’s three tens, and three twos. So… thirty… six…”

She wrote that down.

“And then there’s four times two more Pokémon… so another… eight…”

Wham.

Molly looked at the numbers again, then kept going. “So – six plus eight is fourteen, so that’s a four, and the ten goes to be one in the next column over… forty-four!”

Quickly writing ‘44’ in the answers, Molly stood up and held out her arms. Leafeon jumped, landing in her arms as Eevee, and she hurried out the door.


“Take this!” Primaeape shouted, winding up. “Mega Punch!”

Floomph.

“So, you see,” Furfrou explained, padding along at a walk, “in Kalos we do not have such a salubrious climate as here. We need to rely more on, well, the architechture to keep us warm.”

“I see you’ve not been here in winter yet,” Houndoom replied with a shrug. “It’s a lot colder than you might think.”

Furfrou shrugged.

“Outrage!”

Fwump.

“Is he annoying you?” Houndoom asked, looking back at Primeape.

“Actually it’s quite amusing,” Furfrou said, tossing her ears back over her shoulder.

“Hello!”

The two canines looked up to see a girl running towards them, Flareon bounding at her side.

“Hello, Molly!” Houndoom called back, tail wagging. “Did you finish your homework?”

“All the maths!” Molly said, slowing down. “Who’s this?”

“This is Gary’s Furfrou,” Houndoom introduced. “Furfrou, this is Molly Hale – she moved in a little before my family did.”

The Normal-type tilted her head. “Interesting. You can speak to Pokémon?”

“Yeah!” Molly said, nodding. She crouched down. “It’s nice to meet you, miss Furfrou!”

Furfrou covered her mouth with a paw for a moment, then held the paw out to shake. “Enchanted.”

Molly took it and shook it. “I’ll show you around!”

“Force Palm!”

Thump.

“But I guess maybe I should wait until your battle’s over?” she added.

“Non, this is a good time,” Furfrou said. “Well, an okay time, certainly…”

Primeape rammed his fist into her fur again, to little effect.

“I wish I could do that!” Sylveon said.

Furfrou did a double take. “Wait… was there not a Flareon? And where did the Sylveon come from?”

“That’s my Sylveon!” Molly said, scratching the Fairy-type. There was a flash, and Sylveon became Umbreon. “Umbreon’s special!”

“So I see,” Furfrou agreed, considering.

A slow smile spread across her face.

“So… she can become any of the evolutions of Eevee, correct?”

“Yeah!” Molly agreed. “She’s great!”

Furfrou thought about that.

“I think that is wonderful – but at the same time, I think there is a great waste of potential going on.”

She shrugged off another hit from Primeape.

“Young lady, I feel I should teach you how to properly groom the fur of your Pokémon. To style it, to make it flow, to give her the countenance that fits with the latest Lumiose fashion!”

“You mean…” Umbreon blinked, and reverted to Eevee. “I could look pretty like you?”

“No, you are already pretty,” Furfrou said.

She smirked. “What I will explain is how to make you – and your trainer – fantastic.”


“What do you think?” Todd asked.

Sneasel looked at what her trainer was pointing at, then back to him.

“I’m willing to pay, if you really want it,” Todd added. “Think about it carefully – don’t feel pressured, but don’t just dismiss it out of hand – uh, paw – either.”

Sneasel nodded once, to show she understood, then jumped down from Todd’s shoulder.

Landing with barely a sound on the floor, she looked down and tapped her foot.

After a long moment, she tapped his leg to get his attention, and then shook her head slowly.

“No?” Todd asked to confirm, and got a confirmatory nod. “Okay, then.”

He moved on from the Razor Claw box, leaving them sitting there ready for any trainer who wanted to buy one.

“Anything else you want, then?” he asked, reaching down a hand.

Sneasel took it, used it as leverage to clamber onto his palm, then swarmed up his sleeve back to her spot on his shoulder.

Using the perch, she looked around the big store for an aisle with just the right contents.

“Sneas!” she said, spotting it, and pointed.

“Okay, let’s see…” Todd laughed, moving along three rows to the aisle she’d indicated.

Halfway down, she tapped his shoulder twice and jumped back down again – then scaled the shelves, and pointed out what she was after.

“Huh, I didn’t know they had these here…” Todd said, picking up and examining the light. “This is one of those ones that only a few Pokémon can see, right?”

Sneasel nodded, touching her eyelashes and then nodding to the light.

“Well, I’m…” Todd smiled. “Touched, I really am, that you’d want our one-year-together present to be some camera gear. But I still think we should get you something for you.”

Sneasel shrugged.

“I know,” the photographer decided suddenly. “I’ll surprise you!”

The Ice-type looked a little surprised, then smiled – accepting she was getting a present whether she wanted one or not.

“Atta girl,” Todd said, and put the mid-IR light in their basket. “Now, let’s get this checked out, and then we can head to Dark Cave to test it. I’ve heard there’s Shuckle in there.”


“Nearly there,” Ash said.

The others stopped and stared at him.

“I assume,” Ash added. “Mainly because we said we’d have lunch at Birch’s lab, and I’m kinda hungry…”

“Well…” May looked up at the foliage. “Yeah, actually, we pretty much are. But I’m still surprised to hear you saying something correct about location.”

“I’m not that bad,” Ash protested.

“Ash, we once managed to find a desert to get lost in,” Brock pointed out. “In Kanto.”

Ash winced. “Okay, maybe I am that bad…”

“I only hope your sense of direction didn’t wear off on Keldeo, or he’s going to end up somewhere near the south pole,” Pikachu snarked.

“So!” Ash said, changing the subject. “How much further is it?”

“Well, if I were riding my bike I’d say another two minutes,” May frowned. “But we’re walking, so… ten?”

Ash sighed, looking up into the dappled light of the woods, then took a Fast Ball from his waist and released Entei with a flash. “Hey, Entei?”

Entei looked around. “This seems familiar…”

“I was wondering – well, you know how your job involves going to visit all kinds of Legendaries?”

The regal Fire-type nodded, pacing alongside.

“Well… I guess that means you’ve met Pokémon I’ve not re-met yet, and actually never really got to know. So… what’s Rayquaza like?”

Entei blinked. “Any… particular reason?”

Ash shrugged. “Not really… just wondering.”

“Ah. Well…” Entei paused, thinking.

“Rayquaza is… dutiful,” he began. “He has an important job, and he is truly devoted to it – and with good reason, for he has saved the world many hundreds of times and parts of it uncountable thousands.”

“Yeah, I guess when we saw him last time around he was pretty… well, he kind of overdid it,” Ash said, trying to sum it up. “He tried to shoot down a meteorite that turned out to be a Deoxys, see…”

“That would be quite a mistake, yes,” Entei agreed. “But he considers the exosphere and ionosphere his territory, and it is rare another Pokémon can reach high enough to make him reconsider.”

“Do you have any idea what he thinks of space travel?” Max asked, looking over. “I mean, at Mossdeep they keep sending up space shuttles – and there’s a space station in orbit right now, too.”

“I believe he can tell the difference between a few tonnes of man-made metal and several hundred thousand tonnes of solid nickel-iron,” Entei stated.

“I guess that’s a good point…”


“May!” Birch called, waving. “It’s good to see you!”

May smiled. “Hello, Professor! It’s been a while!”

“Yes, I’ve missed the help,” Birch admitted ruefully. “Especially when it’s the rush season – I sometimes have dozens of starter Pokémon to handle, and it’s no fun being bitten by a Torchic.”

Max sniggered.

“They do bite,” Birch defended himself. “And some of them Peck. Anyway, what brings you to my humble lab?”

“Well, we were passing pretty close anyway,” May said. “And we thought it’d be a good idea if some of our Pokémon got a check-up.”

“But you could get that at any Pokémon centre,” Birch said, a little confused.

“Plus it lets all our new Pokémon meet you!” Max added. “And lets Arc meet you again, too.”

“Arc again, is it?” Birch asked. “How long has he had that name?”

Max began to speak, and stopped.

“…months, actually,” he said, frowning. “Huh, I hardly noticed. I guess he’s settled down on one.”

“If he feels comfortable in it, that’s a good sign,” Birch opined sagely. “Maybe it means he should just use that name from now on.”

“That’s about what I thought,” Max said. “Anyway – you remember Professor Birch, Arc?”

“Yep!” Arc woofed, tail wagging.

Birch took a step back. “I was… expecting him to be shorter.”

“Yeah, he evolved!” Max said, with a smile. He reached up to Arc’s stiff blue ruff, and worked his fingers into it – earning a little foot-twitching croon of pleasure from the big canine. “Plus he’s got a neat new trick!”

Birch looked closer again, stroking his beard. “I – wait, yes, that’s a Mega Stone! Wonderful!”

“I kind of want a Mega Stone,” May said a little wistfully. “When I see Ash, and Brock, and now Max – it seems to, I don’t know, prove they’re doing things just right as a trainer.”

She smiled. “Anyway – Max, are you going to show Professor Birch your other Pokémon?”

“Oh, right!” Max said. “Okay… there’s Guy, first, and Cinder.”

The Fighting-type and Dark-type emerged in twin flashes of light, and Birch crouched down to give Cinder a stroke. “She’s a sleek one!”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “She’s kind of getting used to being the little one at the moment…”

Cinder stuck her tongue out. “I’m perfectly happy being the small one.”

Arc batted at her with a paw. “Sure?”

“Of course I’m sure, now stop trying to tip me over!”

“They get on well,” Birch remarked.

“You wouldn’t say that if you could understand them,” Max sighed, and Birch chuckled.

“If I could understand Pokémon my research would be much easier… and this is Guy, right?”

The Breloom gave him a careful nod.

“Watch out, he’s got a Toxic Orb,” Max said.

“I see – I’ll make sure to keep my hands to myself,” Birch chuckled. “Still… yes, a wonderful example of a Breloom, all right. Does he have your father’s signature move?”

“Not yet, but mainly because we haven’t had time to use the TM,” Max told him. “And this is Delta – I caught him down near Dewford.”

Resting on his rear fins, Delta waved.

“Hold on a moment,” Birch directed. “I’ll go get the water tank. No reason he should be dry, and he shouldn’t have to stay in his Pokéball either.”


Once Delta was safely ensconced in a small fishtank, they resumed.

“And is that the last Pokémon you caught?” Birch asked.

Max grinned. “Nope.”

“Can I do this one?” May asked.

“But May!” Max sighed. “I’ve been-”

“You’ve got more Pokémon to talk about than me,” May said. “Come on, please?”

Another sigh. “Fine.”

“Right!” May said. “So – Max also caught a Pokémon a little before Mauville. He’s a Steel-type.”

“Ah, an Aron like mine?” Birch asked. “Excellent choice.”

There was a faint giggle.

“No, not an Aron,” Max said.

“He’s also a Psychic-type,” May went on.

“A Beldum or Metang?” Birch asked, deeply impressed. “Those are extremely hard catches. A real feather in your cap, especially as such a young trainer.”

A stronger giggle.

“But…” Birch frowned. “Wait a moment. Beldum and Metang don’t have a recognized male/female gender… a Bronzor? But no, they wouldn’t…”

Max and May exchanged a glance, smiling.

“Okay, what did you-”

Birch stopped. Looked at Entei, sitting calmly on his haunches watching the conversation. Then at Ash, then Max.

“…you didn’t.”

Surprise! Jirachi giggled, bursting out of the open top of Max’s bag. Hello, Mr. Professor! It’s nice to meet you!

May tried valiantly to keep a straight face. Her brother didn’t even bother.


After Professor Birch had calmed down (and said hello, and received a demonstration of Jirachi’s wish-granting powers by way of a cup of coffee), May sent out Blaziken.

“You know Blaziken, of course, Professor,” she said, indicating the Fire-type.

“Ah, yes, of course,” Birch agreed. “I’m fairly sure that your hypothesis was right about the cause of his evolution, by the way – I found some footage of a Charmander evolving twice in five minutes during a league battle where Mr. Ketchum was present.”

“Yeah, it does kinda happen a lot,” Ash admitted easily.

Blaziken inclined his head to the Professor.

“And so you can speak to him as well?” Birch asked, glancing at May. “Like your brother can now speak to his Pokémon, I mean.”

“Yes,” May confirmed. “I’ll always treasure that first time it worked perfectly – it was right at the end of an Appeal, and…”

Blaziken smiled as well. “It was the best moment for it,” he said, quietly. “I’m glad it worked out like that.”

“Well, you’re in good hands – ah, claws…” Birch looked at Blaziken’s arms for a moment, including the feathers. “Wings?”

The Fire-type raised his arm and inspected the feathers.

“I think hands will do,” May said, smiling.

“Well, I’m not one for Contests myself,” Birch said, with a shrug. “But is it going well?”

“Pretty well,” May agreed. “I’ve done well so far – though I really should get on and win some more ribbons.”

Reaching for her belt, she sent out Beautifly. “She’s my first catch after leaving home – isn’t she lovely?”

Beautifly did a slow roll, then came down to land on her outstretched forearm – wings beating gently, to minimize the weight May felt.

“Those are very interesting Pokémon,” Birch agreed. “Beautifly and Dustox are from the same Pokémon – Wurmple – but they evolve in two very different ways. It’s fascinating.”

“It is, I guess,” May agreed, with a little smile. “But I’d have Beautifly whether she was Beautifly or Dustox.”

“I prefer how I am,” Beautifly said, adjusting her position a little. She took off again, then, and landed over on the counter.

“I take it you’ve used her in Contests?” Birch asked.

“Once she evolved, yes,” May said. “She did pretty well in a doubles contest, but we lost the final…”

“She picked Paper,” Max supplied.

“…pardon?” Birch asked, confused.

“It’s not important,” May waved off. “She worked with Skitty.”

Another flash.

“Like… yawn,” Skitty mrowled, tail in front of her mouth to catch her yawn. “I was, like, asleep…”

“You’re a Skitty,” May pointed out, scooping her pure Normal-type up and giving her a stroke – eliciting a reluctant purr. “You’ll be able to do without your beauty sleep.”

“Like, no fair…” Skitty purred, stretching sinuously and leaning into May’s fingers. “That’s soooo not fair.”

Birch chuckled. “I’m guessing she’s a right minx.”

“She is a bit,” May agreed, and giggled as Skitty let out a huff. “But she’s quite the darling on stage – she’s got Assist, which means she really has to know how to improvise.”

“I imagine you’d have to…” Birch agreed, with a firm nod. “Assist is one of those funny moves.”

May nodded. “Yeah, and that’s sometimes caused problems,” she agreed. “Especially since sometimes it gives me a move from one of Ash’s Pokémon, and he’s got a completely crazy team.”

“…yeah, I can’t really argue with that,” Ash admitted.

Birch joined in stroking Skitty, who mumbled something about liking him, and chuckled.

“Anyone else?” Birch added. “Uh… you didn’t catch Rayquaza or anything, right?”

“No,” May replied with a smile, putting Skitty down. “But I did catch him.”

A flash, and Swablu appeared.

He settled on May’s arm like Beautifly had, puffed out his chest, and gave a self-important peep!

“A Swablu,” Birch said, stating the obvious. “Fascinating Pokémon – they change their type to Dragon when they evolve, and then when they Mega-Evolve-”

“I know,” May said, with a small sigh. “I keep being told that…”

“So, how long ago did you catch him?” Birch asked, as the Flying-type took off and did a circle of their heads.

“About a week or so,” May approximated. “Maybe another day or so…”

“Right. Well…” Birch glanced at the clock, and smiled. “Ah, good – lunch time!”

He glanced at Max. “Sorry, Max – May – but I think it’d be better to do the checkups after lunch.”

“Fine by me!” Max agreed.


Professor Birch headed into the kitchen, and took some dishes out of the oven.

“That smells great!” Brock said, with professional interest. “Do you cook?”

“Well, this is all just stuff I get delivered,” Birch said with a shrug. “I get the big boxes, because there’s usually enough Pokémon hanging around to have whatever I don’t have, and it’s all pretty healthy stuff.”

Still, I’m kind of interested,” Brock told him. “I like cooking, and this looks like good cooking to me.”

Birch smiled. “Thanks. Oh, here – May, this one’s yours.”

May took it, and headed quickly to her place. Putting it down, she sucked on her fingers. “Ow…”

“Problem?” Birch asked, handing another plate to Ash.

“The plates are kind of hot…” May said.

“Really?” Ash asked, looking down at his. “I don’t… oh, yeah, gloves…”

Ash’s friends laughed at that.

“Allow me,” Blaziken said, taking the plate for Max in his heat-proof claws.

“Thanks, Blaziken,” Max said with a smile.

Then a thought occurred to him, and he frowned. “Wait… uh, May? Have you considered having Blaziken juggle plates?”

“Don’t give him ideas!” May said quickly.

Brock put his plate down with a sliding clunk, and took his frilly oven mitts off.

Seeing the others staring, he shrugged. “Well, I had them in my bag…”


Some rather good lunch later, Birch stood up from the table. “Well, I’d better get started.”

He began to step over to the lab’s machinery, then paused. “Actually… May, do you mind giving me a bit of help?”

“What do you need done?” May asked.

“Well, there’s a few of the starters Oak normally gives out in the back,” Birch shrugged. “They’re part of an exchange program. I’d just like you to give them a look-over – you know, like you did earlier this year.”

“Sure,” the young Coordinator agreed. “Want to help out, Max?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “Why not?”


“Okay, Charmander,” May said, softly. “I’m going to pick you up now, so I can make sure your scales are healthy. Is that okay?”

The little Charmander frowned, considering it, then nodded.

“That’s a brave girl,” May smiled, and reached in to lift her up.

Squirming only slightly, the Fire-type looked up at May as she was lifted up, and asked a question.

“I kind of wish Birch wasn’t checking up on Ethan and Kris, too,” Max said.

“I think I can guess…” May said, smiling. “No, it won’t hurt – I’ll let you know when I’m going to do something, okay?”

Another nod.

May inspected Charmander’s scales, looking closely, and frowned. “Hm, I think some of these are a bit chapped… Max, can you grab the wax?”

Max went to get it, and passed it to his sister.

“Thanks,” May said, noticing he’d opened the lid. “Now, I’m going to give your scales a rub with this wax, okay?”

Charmander nodded again, and May took a finger-ful of the wax before touching it gently to the trouble spots.

“So… normally, this would be done by a Pokémon Centre, right?” Max asked.

“That’s right,” May agreed. “Or by the parent, in the wild. But because these guys and girls aren’t with trainers yet, it’s up to Birch – and us – to make sure they’re in top condition.”

Charmander leaned into the rub a little, tail waving happily, and both Maples smiled.

“There we go,” May said, after a minute. “That should feel a bit better.”

She put Charmander back down, and took some food from the counter. “And here’s your lunch.”

“You’re pretty good with them,” Max said.

“Well, after handling Eevee…” May shrugged. “With her it was brushing, but it’s the same thing. And – well, any Coordinator needs to know how to keep her Pokémon looking beautiful.”

“So, who next?” Max asked, as Charmander finished her lunch and had a quick drink.

“Hm…” May frowned. “Do you want to try doing one yourself?”

“Sure,” Max nodded. “So long as you can tell me what to do.”

“Okay, then, we’ll do the Mudkip next,” May said. “Come on, Charmander, let’s get you back to your box.”


“Ready?”

“Yeah,” the tough replied. “You know what to do, Musharna.”

“Shaaaarn,” Musharna agreed, and drifted up to the window.


“Right, so the important bit is keeping him damp,” Max nodded. “I get it – so normally he’d live somewhere damp enough.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “And when they treat a Water-type, they always make sure to give it a good wash down, just to make sure it’s nicely hydrated.”

Seeing her brother looking a bit guilty, she smiled. “But don’t worry – Delta’s a Flying-type, too, so he’s got a bit less trouble with it. And he’s been keeping himself wet enough.”

“Right,” Max said, and yawned. “I guess that makes sense…”

“Not enough sleep last night?” May asked.

The Bulbasaur waiting his turn yawned, and then so did the Treecko.

“No, I got to bed early enough, I just…”

Max yawned again.

Blinking, he shook his head. “Sorry, I should be concentrating…”

May yawned too. “No, I think… uh…”

She sat down a bit heavily on the floor, then her eyes closed and she drifted off.

Max blinked, owlishly, then slumped asleep as well.


“Great!” the ringleader said. “Now – quick, get those Pokémon and get them back to the truck!”


May yawned, stretched, and her fists met hard metal.

“Wha?” she asked, yawning again, and then blinked her eyes open.

The sight made her jolt awake.

She was in a dark room – a moving room, swaying and occasionally jolting – with the sound of an engine throbbing in the background and a pile of cages across from her.

The first thing May noticed was that the cages held all six of the Starters which she’d been helping care for. She recognized them – especially the Torchic, because she’d had so much experience with her own.

Then she looked quickly around. “Max?” she asked, in a hoarse whisper. “Are you okay?”

Squirtle knocked on the bars of his cage, and pointed urgently. May followed his pointing claw, and saw her brother still asleep on the floor.

“Max!”

Stumbling in her haste, May moved over and checked Max was okay. Feeling for his pulse, she confirmed he was alive, and then checked his breathing. Normal, but even after that and a vigorous shake he didn’t wake.

“What…” she began, then fought off another yawn. “What happened?”

The Bulbasaur gestured with his vines, sending out a tiny puff of pollen and gesturing to it.

“Sleep powder?” May guessed, and got a nod. “Or… well, or something, I suppose.”

She glanced down at her brother again, hoping he was okay, and then her expression firmed.

“I guess someone stole you all,” she said, and the Starters looked worried. “Well… so what? We’re going to get out of here – all of us.”

May nodded to them. “But I’m going to need your help. Okay?”

A pause, and then all six Pokémon nodded.

“Right,” she said. “First – Charmander, Torchic, do either of you know Ember? Raise your arm or wing.”

Charmander held up her forearm.

“Right…” May looked at the cages for a moment longer.

They were made of close-spaced metal bars, and looked like they were six sides simply bolted together.

After considering for a moment, she picked her spot. “Okay, Charmander – Ember right there. Make it as hot as you can.”

Charmander nodded, and breathed a stream of flame onto the bar.

They waited, May bracing herself against the wall as their truck did a turn and bounced over an obstacle, until the bar was glowing cherry-red.

“Right!” May said. “Okay – now, Bulbasaur, can you wrap your vines around through there… and there… and around there again… good.”

Bulbasaur winced as his vines got uncomfortably warm, from contact with the bar not far from where it had been heated.

“Now – pull as hard as you can!”

Bulbasaur did so, and Squirtle pulled on the vines running through his cage to help.

The improvised pulley system took up the slack, then groaned, and the bar slowly bent outwards an inch or so.

After a few more seconds, it was stopped completely, and May nodded. “Now – Squirtle, spray Bulbasaur’s vines!”

Squirtle did so, and the Grass-type sighed in relief as his planty appendages cooled down again.

“You’re doing great,” May said, looking at the bent bar. “Nearly there – Charmander, can you do the one next to it?”

Charmander nodded, taking a deep breath, and then began to use Ember again.

“Shut up!” shouted a voice, banging on the partition between them and the driver’s cab. “Don’t make me come back there!”

“…more quietly,” May amended, speaking in a hoarse whisper this time.


“Okay, a bit wider,” Birch said, and Cinder dutifully opened her mouth a bit wider.

Birch put the plastic-covered sensor into the back of her mouth, between the back teeth, and drew his hand back. “Okay, Crunch.”

Cinder’s jaw strained as she bit down as hard as she could.

The laptop beeped, registering her peak force, and Birch read it off. “Good, that’s perfectly healthy.”

Cinder’s tail gave a few wags, and she barked something.

“She’s asking if there’s anything else,” Ash supplied.

“No, that’s all,” Birch confirmed, taking the sensor out again. “Let’s see… just two more tests to get data on.”

Arc whined.

Arc would like to know if you’re going to take the multimeter off him any time soon, Kris stated.

“Oh – sorry, forgot about it,” Birch said, wincing. “Sorry, the peak-voltage measurement was the last one. You’ve got a clean bill of health too.”

As he said it, he took the sensor pads off, and the Manectric shook his fur out before licking at the gummed-up section where one of the pads had been secured.

“Should he be doing that?”

“It’s actually edible,” Birch smiled. “Learned that lesson in university…”

“Pardon?”

“Oh, a friend was measuring his Luxio. Poor thing had terrible hairballs for a week…” Birch shrugged. “Anyway, Blaziken, I already have your height, now can I just get you to step onto these scales… good…”

Blaziken shifted his weight from foot to foot.

“Yes, you’re fine too,” Birch said, writing down the result. “BMI is a bit high, but I’m fairly sure that’s muscle.”

The Fire-type looked a little smug. Just a bit.

A clock went bing.

“Ah, good, time’s up,” Birch said. He checked the climate monitor in Delta’s tank, and nodded. “Good, respiration of oxygen is within normal bounds. You’re all as healthy as you should be.”

With a splash, Delta came up to the side of the tank and leaned over the top. “Maan.”

“Yeah, I bet they’ll be glad to hear it!” Ash agreed.

“Actually…” Brock frowned. “Where are they? It shouldn’t take forty minutes to check on six Pokémon, right?”

“Well, a full check might, but… you’re right, they should be done by now,” Birch agreed.

Kris beeped. Interfacing… Professor!

“What?” Birch asked, hearing the urgency in Kris’ emulated tone. “What’s wrong?”

Cameras show a forced entry to the building. They must have disabled the alarm somehow.

Agreed, Ethan said, his own lights flashing. The self-test on the alarm does not function.

“But – oh, no,” Birch said, paling. “What happened?”

According to the camera records, an unknown Pokémon knocked out all eight of them – six Pokémon, Max and May – and then two men and a Metang carried them all off.

“Why’d they kidnap Max and May?” Ash asked, baffled. “I mean-”

“Hostages?” Brock asked.

“Who cares?” Cinder yelped, already heading for the door. “We need to save our trainers!”

“Right!” Arc agreed, following her and hitting the emergency-door release with both paws.

Ash and Brock followed, as did their Pokémon, and Blaziken brought up the rear with his feathers starting to smoulder ominously.


“Over here!” Cinder barked, sniffing. “I think – yes, there’s three men now!”

Arc came bounding up, and sniffed as well. “Yeah, I can smell it too!”

Another sniff. “And… what’s that?”

“Vehicle fuel,” Cinder said, frowning. “A truck. About half an hour ago.”

Ash glanced up at Latias. “Can you find a truck?”

“They could be anywhere within about fifteen miles!” Latias protested. “And I don’t know where’s easy for them to go!”

“Can’t you do something?” Blaziken asked, turning to the Porygon floating along behind.

We’re trying all we can, Ethan said. There’s a weather satellite passing overhead – the cameras are not built for ground surveillance, but I am fairly sure we can get something.

“Not good enough!” Blaziken snapped, then slammed a fist into a tree trunk.

There was an ominous crack.

“…sorry,” he said, after a moment – looking down. “But I feel so-”

“I found where the truck was!” Arc reported. “And there’s wheel ruts!”

“Great!” Ash said. “Latias – follow those tracks!”

Entei emerged in a flash. “Right! Let’s go!”

Both Legendaries sped down the path, following the marks of the truck’s passage, and Arc and Cinder rocked into a run behind them.

Brock sent out Flygon and Crobat, and then Blaziken ran past them at speed.

“That’s… pretty fast,” Ash blinked.

“Aren’t you going to follow?” Pikachu asked him.

“I don’t think I can run as fast as Entei – and…” Ash winced. “I kind of forgot to ask him for a ride…”

As Flygon took off in a whirr of wings, Ash headed back to the lab. “I think I might get Pidgeot, if she’s available…”


“I wish we knew Agility,” Cinder said, loping along at a dead run.

“Yeah!” Arc agreed, a continuous zip-buzz and faint smell of ozone trailing in his wake as he constantly used his electricity for boost. “I can’t go any faster than this- wait, right turn!”

He skidded as he threw his weight around the turn, going a few feet wide, and then accelerated back to full speed with a burst of electrical energy.

Cinder lacked his quick electrical acceleration, and instead leapt at a tree. Her forepaws hit it, then her hindpaws, and she pushed off again at a fifty degree angle to her base course.

Loping along a little behind Arc, now, she focused on breathing deeply and evenly so she could run for as far as they might have to.

Then there was a whoosh as Blaziken sprinted past.

“…I didn’t know he was that fast,” Arc panted.


“Do you have Entei in sight?” Brock asked.

“No, but I can see Crobat, and he can see Latias every so often,” Flygon replied. “I can’t keep up, but we can take the straight course and save some time.”

“Right,” Brock agreed. “It’s going to take several Pokémon to get them all back to the lab – and I think we’re going to call the police.”

“Why haven’t we already done that?” Flygon asked, glancing back at his trainer.

“We don’t know where we need to call them, and it looks like we don’t need their help to find where Max and May are,” Brock explained. “Besides, if these criminals can beat at least two Legendaries, then I’d like to know that before calling the police so they can bring everything they’ve got…”

Flygon nodded, and went back to flying at full speed.

“What’s that down there?” he asked, after a moment.

Brock looked.

“It almost seems like…”


Entei bounded along, eyes flicking left and right as he identified each wheel rut in turn.

“Why – aren’t you – going ahead?” he asked, speaking between the jolts as he hit the ground.

“I can barely keep track of the wheel ruts now!” Latias replied. “If I went faster, I’d either be running into trees, lose the trail, or have to fly up above the trees and lose the trail that way – I’m mostly following you, actually.”

“Right!” Entei said, paws slamming into the ground as he ran. “Well, the faster we-”

A brown-red-cream blur shot past.

Latias blinked, then swerved to avoid a tree. “What was that?”


“Okay, ready?” May checked.

The Pokémon nodded.

“Right. Now!” she said, as quietly as she could.

Charmander blew a stream of flame onto the bar, and it began to glow a dull red as it heated.

“Torchic, push!” she added, and the young Fire-type jumped up and grabbed on to the hottest part of the bar.

He winced – he was resistant to heat, but not immune – and pushed with all his might, aided by Bulbasaur’s pulley system.

The metal squeaked, then gave a few inches, and Bulbasaur detached his vines as they started to hurt.

Squirtle sprayed water over the bent metal, cooling it down, and Mudkip hopped up and added some mud to the floor of the cage.

The young Treecko picked some up, frowned a bit, and smeared it over his body – then got to the now-cool bars, and squeezed himself through with a gasp.

“Great!” May said. “Now, we just need to open the-”

The sound of the engine died away, and they all skidded forwards a few inches.

“…uh oh,” she said, softly.

Voices came from outside. “…yeah, took the kids, too, the hunt for them should keep the Jennys distracted…”

“…they better be good…”

“…top quality, told you…”

May stepped towards the rear of the truck, standing between it and her still-unconscious brother. “Okay,” she said, still quietly. “Let’s see if we can surprise them.”

Nods, from the Pokémon she’d helped escape.

Then one of the tough guys threw open the door of the cargo container. “Look!” he said, then blinked. “Eh?”

Squirtle used Water Gun.

The thug went staggering backwards, spluttering and holding his hands up in front of his face.

“They escaped!” said another voice. “Baltoy, stop them!”

“Vine Whip!” May ordered, as the Baltoy came into view. “Snag it and keep it from moving – then Treecko, use Absorb!”

“Rapid spin!” the trainer called, and Bulbasaur yelped as the Ground-type spun rapidly and twirled his vines up.

“It’s okay!” May said, grabbing the vines and bracing herself – taking some of the jolt, so it didn’t pull her out of the vehicle entirely.

A glance to her left, and she spotted a Magnemite lining up on Squirtle.

“Mudkip, Mud-slap!” she called. “And Charmander, use Ember!”

The jolt came, and she staggered forwards – then took the vines in both hands and hauled as hard as she could.

Her pull was strong enough to unwind the wound-up vines, spinning Baltoy like a top, and Treecko hit it with an Absorb as it wobbled dizzily.

“Hit that guy again, Squirtle!” she ordered, trying to keep track of everyone at once. The Magnemite hit the ground with a thud, then rose into the air again, and Mudkip hit the Steel-type with another Mud-slap.

The Baltoy stopped moving, fainted, and she sighed in relief – then a Voltorb turned up, and she looked quickly at Bulbasaur. “Throw that Voltorb away!”

“Bulba!” Bulbasaur agreed, wrapping the Voltorb in his vines. He wound up and threw it, and managed to get it about twenty feet or so away before it Selfdestructed with a bright yellow flash and a cloud of smoke.

Then vines reached out and grabbed her in turn.

“All of you stop or Tangela’s going to bash her into the wall!” one of the thugs said.

Squirtle stopped firing his Water Gun, looking shocked, and the others paused.

Then the Torchic jumped up and bit through two of the vines with a single Peck.

Charmander joined in, firing an Ember, and May managed to pull her way free of the vines before the threat could be carried out.

For a few seconds, there was a tense standoff.

“Screw this!” said the man who’d been asking about quality. “Aggron, go!”

“Yeah, you too, Metang!” another said.

May paled – the six little starters were tough and working well together, despite their inexperience – but an Aggron and a Metang?

“Okay, guys,” she said slowly. “This is going to be-”

There was a rooster-tail of flame, and then a foot slammed very hard indeed into the Metang.

It went flying off into the distance, and the flaming blur which had Blaze Kicked it went forwards in a handspring and launched two kicks in a row into Aggron’s chin – resulting in hollow boom sounds and launching Aggron at least six feet into the air.

“Blaziken?” May asked, recognizing him as he paused for a moment.

Then there was another blur, and Tangela went flying before Blaziken dove into a forwards roll back towards Aggron and kicked upwards, with his whole body upside down at full extension.

His unconventional Sky Uppercut hit Aggron hard enough to knock the Rock/Steel type out in that devastating blow, and a moment later the Steel-type crashed to the ground in a long furrow.

Metang returned to the fight at speed, fist extended for a Meteor Mash, and Blaziken launched himself forwards to deliver a keening, blazing axe kick which smashed Metang to the ground in a sound like a collapsing ironmongery store.

The Musharna looked at him as he landed and slowly stood erect, then decided to return herself to her Pokéball without being set on fire first.

“I want to be a kickboxer when I grow up,” Squirtle decided. “I will be The Strongest Squirtle!”

“I always wondered how you guys got started,” Charmander commented. “You see something cool, and – you’re away.”

Entei and Latias charged into the rendezvous point. “Halt!” the Fire-type shouted, his voice echoing. “Place your hands on your heads and do not send out any Pokémon!”

“I think Blaziken’s already got that bit covered,” Latias said, looking at the unconscious Pokémon lying around the clearing and comparing them to the number of Pokéballs she could see. “Well, there’s one missing…”

“May?”

May had half-scrambled down from the bed of the truck to greet Blaziken. Now she turned and hauled herself back up, assisted by Charmander and Treecko, and helped Max get up. “Are you okay?”

“I… uh, I feel sleepy,” Max muttered. “What happened?”

One of the thugs made a break for a pickup parked nearby, and Blaziken kicked it so hard the engine block fell out.

He put his hands back on his head.

“I guess we got kidnapped,” May said. “They were saying they’d leave us here so any Jennies would be too busy looking for us…”

A buzzing heralded the arrival of Flygon, Crobat and Brock.

“May! Max!” Brock called, jumping off the back of his Dragon-type. “Are you okay?”

“I think we are now,” May said, looking again at Blaziken – who, she realized, had just beaten Entei to reach her. “We’re all right now.”

“Yeah,” Max said, shaking his head. “I guess so… wish it hadn’t happened, though.”

They both froze, looking around for either Jirachi or Celebi, then started to laugh at their instinctive reaction.


Jirachi floated his giant sandwich back into the main clinic. Hi, guys! Sorry I’m…

He looked at the deserted room.

Where’d everyone go?


“Sure, Larry,” one of the thugs muttered. “Take the kids, it’s not like they’ll do anything…”

“How was I supposed to know?” Larry replied, stung. “What about them-”

“-when Ash goddamn Ketchum’s in the same building-”

“-and they’re Norman’s kids too-”

“Shut up!” Larry snapped.

“All right, that’s enough!” the local Jenny said, and her Arcanine growled menacingly. “Into the van, all of you.”

Grumbling and sniping amongst themselves, the gangsters filed into the Black Maria and Officer Jenny slammed the doors shut.

As she dusted her gloves off, May looked down at Ethan’s screen.

“Another Ability? Really?”

The number of abilities a Pokémon has varies, Ethan noted. It is a combination of personality, inclination, training and even mindset as to which manifest. It seems that Blaziken simply unlocked the other one that his species is known to possess.

May looked up at her stoic Fire-type, and smiled. “Well… I’m glad, Blaziken. Thanks so much for coming to rescue us.”

“I wanted to be in time,” Blaziken explained. “More than anything else – the thought of you being hurt because I was not there… horrified me. And I just kept running.”

“How do you guys want to get back to the lab?” Brock asked. “I think Entei and Arc can each take one, Latias one, and Flygon can handle two…”

“I can take two,” Entei replied. “But what about the young Pokémon?”

“That’s easy,” Arc said, looking up from where he and Cinder were licking Max silly. “I’ll take Max, Latias can take May, and Entei can take all the starters!”

You would have had to have looked very closely to see Entei wince.


AN:


A slight alteration of that time some thugs stole some starters.

Also, some quick looks at Molly and Todd and their respective Pokémon.






147. Hoenn 27


“You know,” May said, looking around. “I can’t help but feel a bit apprehensive today…”

Swablu took off from her hat, flying a circle around her. “I can’t see anything that could be dangerous.”

Alighting back on her arm, he tilted his head. “Is it one of those things you remember from last time around?”

“I think it is…” she agreed, giving him a scratch. “But I’m not quite sure, so I could be just getting nervous about something from a different day.”

She turned to Ash. “How do you keep all this straight?”

“It’s funny because you think he does,” Pikachu said.

Skitty jumped from the ground to a log, from the log to a branch, ran along it, and launched herself into a flying leap which ended with her landing firmly on May’s shoulder.

Then she purred, loudly and insistently.

May rolled her eyes, and reached up to pet the feline with her free hand. “I don’t have nearly enough arms for this.”

“I know the feeling,” Ash admitted. “I’ve got enough Pokémon that I have to work from a schedule.”

“You’ve got enough of us that we have to work out our own entertainment schedules,” Ivysaur agreed. “Hopefully the fact I left Donphan in charge back at the ranch will keep Professor Oak’s workload down a bit.”

“Yeah, we saw on the news,” Ash agreed. “They were kind of worried, until they worked out it was probably training.”

Max chuckled. “Yeah, for other people it’s a possible sign of the end of the world. For Ash it’s training… and not even training he’s there for.”

“It’s not that bad,” Ash protested.

“Ash?” Brock asked, waiting for Ash to look at him. “You’ve just turned up in a new town, and two powerful Legendaries are fighting one another in the middle of a thunderstorm. What’s your first reaction?”

“Um…” Ash frowned. “I guess… yeah, I pretty much start working out what I need to do to save the town, the world, and possibly the universe…”

“See, Ash?” May asked. “It is that bad.”

“Hey, look!” Swablu said, pointing. “There’s a Skarmory!”

“…oh, yeah, now I remember,” May said, wincing. “Blaziken, can you-”

Pikachu jumped off Ash’s hat, and fired a crackling Thundershock at the Skarmory.

It wobbled in mid-air, then came down to a barely-controlled crash landing next to the path with electricity still flaring off its steel feathers.

“What was that for?” she protested, shaking her feathers to make a menacing rattle. “I didn’t even do anything!”

“Yet,” Brock said. “But I know Pokémon behaviour – especially Rock, Ground and Steel types. You were coming in to attack.”

“…you can’t prove that,” the Steel-type muttered, now significantly less bellicose.

“Please do not,” Blaziken asked, looking down at the Skarmory as she got to her feet. “It would make me sad if you attacked us – especially my trainer.”

Skarmory said something rude, and flew off – glancing over her shoulder every so often.

“Well, that went well,” Max said.

“Yeah,” May agreed. “Thanks, Pikachu.”

“No problem,” Pikachu said, looking smug.

He glanced back. “Hey, you two!”

Meganium looked up, and realized how far back she and Sceptile had fallen. “Oh – sorry!”

“Come on!” May said, waving. “I don’t want to be late to get Bulbasaur!”

She looked over at Ash as the two Grass-types hurried to catch up. “Can you see her yet?”

“Not yet, no,” Ash replied, shaking his head. “If she was right at the near edge of the reserve I might, but it’s a big place.”

“Well, I guess we’ll have to find out if we can get in,” Brock said. “We might need to get Professor Oak to ask them to let us in, but it’s best to just try…”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “That sounds good.”

“That’s Venusaur, right?” Swablu asked. “She sounds like a nice Pokémon.”

“She is,” May nodded. “She’s my biggest Pokémon – though I guess Munchlax might be bigger, when he evolves… and so might you, actually.”

Swablu fluffed himself up, preening, then giggled.

“Huh,” Ash said, looking closer.

“What is it?” May asked, turning her attention to her friend. “Can you see Bulbasaur?”

“Well… I’m not sure,” Ash admitted. “I can see something – actually, I can see two somethings, but one of them is…”

He squinted, still walking.

“I think that’s Drew,” he said, eventually. “Hey, Noctowl?”

There was a flash, and Noctowl shed his illusion – appearing just over Ash’s head. “Pip pip?”

“Can you go see if Drew’s got anyone with him?” he asked. “Anyone who isn’t Roselia or Leafeon, I guess…”

“Or Masquerain,” May volunteered. “He found his Surskit again, and evolved him.”

“How do you know that?” Max asked, blinking. “We’ve not met him since then.”

“He sent me a text,” May replied, a little defensively. “We’re rivals, not enemies. Anyway, doesn’t Team Rocket send Ash text messages?”

“Occasionally,” Ash admitted.

“There you go,” May said firmly.

“I’ll be back in two shakes of a Mareep’s tail,” Noctowl said.

He frowned. “Actually, that doesn’t exactly bally well roll off the tongue, does it? Two shakes of a Lilligant’s… no… hm, this is harder than I-”

“Noctowl?” Ash prompted.

“Right you are, right you are,” Noctowl agreed, beating his wings and sweeping off towards the mid-morning sun.


“Oh, hey May!” Drew called, waving. “Ash, Brock… other guy.”

“Come on!” Max said, shaking his head. “We met more often than you met Ash! Remember, in Johto?”

“Yeah, but you’ll always be other guy to me,” Drew said.

May stifled laughter. “So, how’s things?” she asked.

“Not bad,” Drew replied. “I wanted to have a look around the Grass-type reserve, and between Roselia and Leafeon they were pretty convinced I wasn’t out for trouble – well, I guess that’s what happened…”

“Why?” Ash asked “Who was convinced?”

“There’s some Nuzleaf who looked at me back when I arrived,” Drew said, gesturing over his shoulder.

“We didn’t have that,” Ash said, confused.

“We did,” Sceptile corrected. “They asked Meganium and I about the purpose of our visit. You must have been too far off to notice.”

“Oh, okay.” Ash shrugged. “Fair enough, I guess…”

He gave Drew another look, then closed his eyes and looked again.

Not noticing Ash’s scrutiny, Drew shook hands with Brock. “I noticed your Flygon,” he said. “Good taste – I got one myself, you remember?”

Flygon waved.

“And as for Absol…” With a chuckle, the young Coordinator shook his head. “It’s kind of like you’re trying to get all the good Pokémon before I can!”

“Drew?” Ash asked. “Did you get a new Pokémon recently?”

“You mean Masquerain?” Drew replied. “Well, he was fairly recent…”

“No, I mean a Normal-type,” Ash said, still frowning. “Or I think I’m seeing a Normal-type…”

Now Drew looked confused too. “I’ve got two Grass-types and a Bug-Flying,” he said, then thought again. “Unless you mean… well, there’s an egg, could it be that?”

“That would work,” Ash confirmed.

“Then yeah, I do,” Drew nodded. “Leafeon’s first egg, from just a couple of days ago. I’m keeping it for now while I see if anyone’s a good trainer for it… why, are you volunteering?”

“May?” Ash said, instead of answering the question directly. “Where did you get Glaceon?”

May looked up from a side conversation with Brock, a little confused. “Uh – you remember, right? That farm in Kanto which took in eggs from people who couldn’t find homes for them…”

“Can I see that egg, Drew?” Ash asked.

May gave a tiny gasp, hand going to her mouth. “You don’t…”

“I don’t know,” Ash stressed. “But I think it’d be a good idea to check.”


“What did you want to show me?” asked the shiny Suicune.

The non-shiny one smiled. “Oh, it’s something that I came up with just recently – after discussing things with Ash and Pidgeot.”

“Then it must be good,” the shiny said. “I assume it either involves water or is very destructive?”

Ash’s Suicune chuckled. “Indeed it is – why do you ask?”

“Well,” said Molly’s friend, looking at the distant lighthouses. “We are a few miles out to sea.”

“Of course,” Ash’s Suicune agreed. “Now, watch closely.”

She began to pace faster, streamers swirling, and Molly’s Suicune fell behind a little to get a clear view.

“Tailwind!” called the non-shiny Pokémon, and accelerated further. Her feet picked up, hopping from wave-crest to wave-crest, until she was flying across the water at hundreds of miles per hour.

As she ran, her power over the North Wind divided the air she was rushing through into two streams which curved away from her.

Then, she pushed herself just a little faster – and stopped dividing the wind.

Molly’s friend took a step back, shocked, as an enormous wave built up in seconds, then crashed down as it became unstable and Suicune blasted through it.

“Did you see what happened?” she called, loping back over.

“I… think so,” said the younger of the two Water-types. “You were going… well, it must have been the speed of sound… and then you used your sonic boom as a, a trowel – to dig into the water.”

“That’s right,” Suicune agreed. “And, for just a moment, I was moving hundreds of tonnes of seawater at great speed.”

She smirked. “It may mostly work on open water… but it’s quite a surprise to anyone who’s not expecting it.”

“I see.”

The shiny Suicune considered, then bowed. “My thanks once more for the lesson.”

“Oh, the pleasure’s all mine,” Suicune replied. “Do you have any idea how fun it is to be able to discuss Suicune-specific tactics?”

Her doppelganger chuckled. “Yes, I imagine this one wouldn’t work with Entei…”


Drew knelt on the soft grass, opened his bag, and carefully retrieved the egg canister.

Leafeon stood beside him, mouth a little open and one paw raised.

“Careful,” she said, very softly.

Moving with gentle care, Drew set the canister down and opened it. Reaching in, he lifted the egg out in both arms.

“Is that enough for you to tell?” he asked.

Ash nodded. “It is.”

Rather than continue, though, he bent down to address Leafeon directly. “Leafeon?”

“Yes?” the Grass-type asked.

“This is going to feel kind of strange for you,” he explained. “Not… well, not tingly Aura stuff. Just… it’s going to be bizarre in the same way it’s bizarre that your trainer can talk about the Flygon he’s going to meet, or the Absol he hasn’t caught yet.”

Leafeon looked down for a moment, then up again. “Did… did my child know me before, then?”

“I don’t think so,” Ash replied. “May got her egg in Kanto – at a place where eggs are dropped off to be hatched. I don’t know if your daughter ever said anything about her parents – I only got the ability to understand Pokémon after going back, so I never could ask.”

“She did,” Pikachu spoke up unexpectedly. “She didn’t do it much, but she did speak about you.”

Leafeon’s paw came up to touch her left eye.

Straightening, Ash nodded to Drew. “She’s going to weigh a lot more in a moment,” he cautioned.

Nodding, Drew shifted his grip – so the egg was resting on his palms, instead of held to his chest by one arm.

Ash waited for a moment, as May came up to stand beside him, then touched a blue-glowing palm to the Eevee egg.

It began to glow, then flashed a brilliant blue-white light.

The spherical form of the egg came apart, gaining definition, and then in a flash a long flat tail and two pointed ears and all the other features came at once.

Glaceon landed lightly on the grassy floor, shook her head, and blinked upwards. “…what just… happened?”

She glanced from left to right. “May? Ash? And… wait, Max isn’t that… and where did…”

Spotting Pikachu, she directed a question at him. “Did Drew get a new Pokémon? I’m pretty sure his Roselia evolved…”

“Actually, it’s kind of… different,” Ash said. “That’s his Roselia – before she evolved.”

Glaceon did a double-take.

“Glaceon?” May asked, voice soft.

“Of course it’s me,” Glaceon replied, then her ears pricked up at the tone in May’s voice. “…why wouldn’t it be? What’s wrong?”

She glanced over at Ash. “If he’s gotten involved with Legendaries again-”

May crouched down and ran her hand along Glaceon’s chill back, scratching all the good spots. “I’ve missed you, Glaceon!”

“Like, me too,” Skitty volunteered, jumping down from her perch on May’s shoulder. “It’s been – ohmigawd, whole weeks!”

“We had a chat this morning, didn’t we?” Glaceon asked, still confused.

“Like… the one about dresses?” Skitty asked. “Yeah, that was, like, this morning for you, but it was ages ago for me. Totally different.”

Glaceon tapped Skitty on the nose with a paw, smiling at the pink-yellow feline’s purr. “If you say it’s been ages, then it probably has been…”

“Daughter?”

The Ice-type froze.

“Who said that?”

“I did,” Leafeon said, walking around into Glaceon’s field of view.

Glaceon’s eyes flicked along her body. “But… you’re… but my mother was a Flareon.”

The words made Leafeon’s face fall.

“Last time,” Ash stressed. “Last time she was a Flareon – but there’s been time travel, Glaceon. This time, Drew caught your mother, and she evolved into a Leafeon.”

“…oh,” Glaceon said, and winced at Leafeon’s expression. “Uh… um…”

She glanced at her friend. “Skitty? Any help here? I don’t know what to…”

After a moment, the Normal-type reached up with her tail and gently pushed Glaceon’s muzzle back around to face Leafeon. “She’s, like, your mother, Glaceon,” Skitty pointed out. “So… like, do what you always thought you’d do when you met her, you know what I mean?”

Glaceon swallowed, then nodded.

She sat back on her haunches, tail curling around her, and looked down for a moment. “Uh… sorry, I had this whole meeting planned out in my head, but it really didn’t work out that way,” she began. “But… I’ve always wanted to meet my- to meet you, mom. And…”

Leafeon’s eyes shimmered with unshed tears.

“…and I’m really sorry I reacted badly,” the Ice-type went on. “But I want to… I need to… make it up to you. And – well, this is what I wanted to say to someone who…”

May put a silent hand on Glaceon’s head, stroking her as lightly as a feather.

“It doesn’t matter what you did, or didn’t do, or… or how you’re different from the mother I remember before I hatched,” Glaceon went on. “Or, one of the mothers – I remember you as a Leafeon, and as a Flareon. But either way, I love you, and I want to know who you are.”

She extended a paw. “So… can we talk?”

Leafeon took a deep breath.

“When I discovered I was going to have an egg, I imagined all kinds of things,” she said. “This wasn’t one of them. But…”

Her muzzle quirked in a smile.

“If you want to get to know me, then I can only say yes. I hope we get to know one another well, daughter – and I’m happy beyond words that your trainer knows mine, so that we have that chance.”

Glaceon took two quick steps forwards and touched her muzzle to that of her parent, and then Leafeon licked the cold nose in front of her.

“I love you,” Glaceon said softly. “You look nothing like I imagined, but you’re everything I could have wanted.”


“So…” Leafeon said, tilting her head slightly. “I guess you’re mostly a Contest Pokémon?”

“That’s right,” Glaceon agreed. “Like you are, I believe – at least, if you’re Drew’s Pokémon it seems a safe assumption.”

“That’s right,” Leafeon agreed. “I’ve taken part in about four shows so far-”

“Only four?” Glaceon repeated, then blinked and blushed. “…oh, sorry – I should have realized…”

“This is really strange,” Leafeon sighed. “I mean… you’re older than me, and that shouldn’t be possible.”

“Imagine how I feel…” Glaceon muttered. She shook her head, bangs swinging. “But – sorry, I interrupted. How’s your contest style?”

“Well, Drew tends to work with using moves like Razor Leaf, for me,” Leafeon explained.

They came to a gate, and Glaceon let her mother go first as the group filed though. She exchanged a quick smile with May, assuring her trainer it was fine, then accelerated slightly to get alongside. “So… just nice patterns of leaves?”

“Not just that,” Leafeon corrected. “So I might produce Razor Leaves, and then brown them with Solarbeam or dry them with Giga Drain. That means I can make whatever pattern I like with them – within reason, of course.”

“Sounds neat,” Glaceon agreed. “I’m a bit more for close combat – though of course I can work either there or further away. One of my favourite tricks is… well, Mirror Coat.”

“It sounds almost like cheating,” her mother said, with a smirk. “Whatever he did, just more of it!”

Both vulpines giggled.

“So…” Glaceon said, after a moment. “I’ve only ever heard of this bit – this is before I hatched, the first time. Do you know…?”

“I might know more than you, you’re right,” Leafeon agreed. “But not a lot more. The main thing I can tell you, at the moment, is that we’re in a grass-type Pokémon reserve.”

“What about May’s team?” Glaceon asked. “Do you know anything about them? And-”

“Not much,” Leafeon replied, tail flicking. “I want to – especially now, daughter, I want to know all about your team and about you – but as yet I don’t know much.”

Glaceon smiled, shrugging it off. “That’s fine – I’ll find out, and let you know.”

A pause. “I can probably tell you the most about Skitty, though. She’s a good friend.”

“I’ve not fought her yet,” Leafeon said, with a sinuous shrug. “But yes, I saw her with you earlier. What’s she like?”

Glaceon’s expression turned a little awkward. “Well, she’s… kind of a ditz, sometimes… but she’s always a good friend if you really need it.”

“That’s the best kind of friend,” Leafeon said, then snorted in sudden laugher.

“Mom?” Glaceon asked.

“Sorry, I’m just – I’m trying the whole, motherly advice, thing… and I’ve got no idea how to do it. I’m just guessing…”

Leafeon jumped to the top of a log, and Glaceon gathered herself before following – then the two Eeveelutions trotted along in single file, paralleling the path the rest of the group were taking.

A blue-white shape flew over, and hovered beside them.

“Uh – hi, Glaceon…” Swablu said, shyly. “Sorry, I didn’t really get to say hello earlier… I’m one of May’s Pokémon, and I guess you are too.”

“…just when I was getting the hang of this time travel thing,” Glaceon sighed, so theatrically her mother giggled. “Okay, it’s nice to meet you, Swablu.”

She glanced sideways at May, who waved. “Can you give me a bit of help with who else May has caught?”

“I think I’m the only really new one,” Swablu said, sounding a bit unsure. “There’s Ethan, and Blaziken, and-”

“Who?” Glaceon asked, blinking.

“…you don’t know Blaziken?”

“I know Blaziken, I don’t know Ethan,” Glaceon said.

“Now him I did battle,” Leafeon interjected. “Swablu, would you mind-”

“It’s fine,” Swablu assured, flying up a bit. “You can talk, I’ll join in if I want to.”

“So, who’s Ethan?” Glaceon asked, glancing sideways.

“Well-” Leafeon’s flow was interrupted for a moment, as they jumped back down from the log and padded over towards the main path. “He’s a Porygon – I don’t know where your trainer got him, but I think it was a while ago.”

Glaceon frowned. “Okay… I suppose I’d just better ask him about it later.”

There was a growl in the bushes, and Glaceon leaped to the defence of her mother.

Unfortunately, Leafeon had also jumped to defend her daughter, and both Eeveelutions ended up in a tangle of limbs.

“Ow!”

“Hey!”

Glaceon sneezed as a leafy tail tickled her nose. “Gerroff – ow, that’s-”

“Your foot’s in my ear!” Leafeon yelped.

“Well, I-”

The Grotle moved menacingly out of the shadows, and then a blur of motion shot past and the Grotle went hurtling backwards.

“I had that handled,” Blaziken said, lowering his foot.

“Can’t hurt to help,” Lucario shrugged, bringing his fist back from full extension.

He reached down and helped disentangle Glaceon and Leafeon. “That better?”

“Thanks,” Leafeon said a bit breathlessly. “And – sorry about that, I guess.”

“Yeah,” Glaceon agreed. She chuckled, then shook her muzzle. “Maybe we should decide who’s the one who needs protecting…”

Leafeon licked her on the cheek. “You’re my daughter, it’s my right to feel protective. Even if you could probably freeze me solid.”

Glaceon smiled, touched. “Thanks, mom.”


“Any sign of anything?” Brock asked.

Ash shook his head. “No – I’m looking for a Grass-type, but there’s a lot of Grass-types around here. I’m having trouble seeing where she might be.”

“Just do your best,” May asked. “I mean, I guess if it’s too much of a problem then Celebi’s just going to dump her on your head, but-”

“Yeah, being underneath a Venusaur would be painful,” Ash agreed.

“Being under a Venusaur would crush most people,” Drew commented offhand.

“Well, you know,” May shrugged. “It’s Ash – after going back in time to save Arceus, what’s being flattened by a Venusaur?”

There was a yelp from behind them, then a human cry of surprise, and a leafy crash.

“Max?” May asked.

Looking around, they saw her brother clambering out of pile of ferns with Arc looking sheepish next to it.

“I don’t think I’m going to be able to ride Arc just yet…” Max said, brushing plants off his clothes.

“Sorry…” Arc whined, tail wagging, and Max scratched him.

“Not your fault, Arc, we just need to practice a bit more.”

The Electric-type nodded, still looking unhappy.

“Chaps and chapesses?” Noctowl asked, flying down.

“What is it?” Ash asked. “Did you find some Bulbasaur?”

“Well… I found a dashed lot of Grass-types, that’s for sure…”


“This feels familiar,” James mumbled.

Jessie nodded. “Yeah, it kind of looks it too… but this is the first time in a while the Pokémon have been running towards us.”

“What was da last time?” Meowth asked.

“Ow,” James wheezed.

“Hey, ain’t dat a Tropius?” Meowth said, looking interested. “Now dat’s not the most common Pokémon…”

“It’s not the lightest Pokémon,” the Rocket said. “Uh… little help here?”

“How?” Gyarados asked, glancing over at Jessie. “Is there a good way I can…”

Meowth shrugged. “Ain’t like I know a good one,” he said. “Unless… hm. Jessie? How many Pokéballs we got?”


“How much further, Noctowl?” Ash asked, glancing up.

“Not far, what?” Noctowl replied. “Just over this next tuffet, I’d say.”

“A what?”

“A tuffet,” Noctowl repeated. “One of those bally things that Miss Muffet stood on.”

Ash and Brock exchanged shrugs.

“I think it’s a small hill,” Pikachu volunteered.

“Really?” Ash asked, looking at his shoulder-riding starter. “What makes you say that?”

“We’re climbing one.”

“Oh, yeah…” Ash said. “I guess that makes sense.”

As they reached the summit, a voice could be heard.

“Okay, listen up!”

A babble of voices could be heard below it, almost loud enough to drown out the familiar voice.

“Okay, you got three options! Any of you who wants to leave, you can leave – I’m giving ya thirty seconds. Then ya got a choice.”

“Is that Meowth?” May asked, listening. “Sounds like him…”

“Either ya get in one o’ dese Pokéballs, or Moltres an’ Growlie here makes ya get off James!”

“Meowth?” Drew repeated, frowning. “Wait, that talking Meowth you ran into a couple of times?”

Max snorted in laughter.

“I’m pretty sure I’ve run into that Team Rocket trio more than six hundred times,” Ash said.

Drew blinked. “But… what?”

“It’s okay, they’re not very committed to the whole stealing thing any more,” Brock told him. “Which helps, given they’re actually quite good at it-”

A blast of flame pyred skywards, and several Skiploom and Jumpluff scattered in all directions – a Tropius labouring into the air after them with sweeps of his wings.

“Did he say Moltres?” Drew asked. “I mean – okay, so I knew Ash had Legendaries. But those guys?”

“Yeah, it’s a long story,” Ash shrugged. “Or… well, I guess for them it’s more short-but-funny.”

“What are they doing here, anyway?” May asked.

“I guess we should go and find out…”

“Aren’t you worried?” Drew frowned. “I mean… these guys are Team Rocket, and they’ve got a Legendary too…”

“That’s okay, we’ll be fine,” Ash assured him. “They’re friends!”

“Plus they’re not the only ones with a Legendary,” Brock added. “Right, Latias?”

Latias shimmered back to visible right in front of Drew, and the Coordinator jumped a foot in the air.

When he landed again, panting, he heard giggling – both from Latias and from his Leafeon.

“Traitor,” he muttered, shaking his head.

“It’s fine, really,” Ash shrugged. “Come on, let’s go see them!”


“Well, dat went pretty well,” Meowth said, brushing his paws against one another. “If I do say so myself…”

“I guess so,” Jessie agreed, picking up one of the Pokéballs. “Who knew you could just… recruit?”

“Can we not recruit that way again?” James asked, getting out a comb and starting to remove twigs from his hair. “It was painful.”

Wobbuffet said something, saluting.

“Ow,” Meowth winced.

“What was that one?” Jessie asked.

“Now I gotta repeat it…” Meowth sighed. “Okay, he was sayin’ that it’s a straw poll for who wants to join.”

“…I don’t get it,” James said, after several seconds.

“Hey!”

All three looked up at the shout.

“Oh, hey, look – if it ain’t Ash,” Meowth said, brightly. “Fancy meetin’ you here!”

“We’re a bit surprised to see you, too,” Ash admitted. “What was going on?”

“Well, ya know how James is wid Grass-types,” Meowth explained.

“Yeah, coming to a Grass-type reserve wasn’t the best of ideas,” James agreed. “I think I have pollen down my shirt…”

Ash winced. “Yeah, that can be hard to clean…”

“How do you know about that?” Jessie asked.

“Bayleef,” Ash replied.

Meganium promptly materialized with a flash. “I don’t do it any more…”

“Yeah, which is why I said Bayleef and not Meganium,” Ash countered.

He noticed Jessie picking something up. “What’s with the Pokéballs?”

“Well, we did warn ‘em,” Meowth shrugged. “An’ we used Pokéballs, too – all legit an’ stuff.”

The friends exchanged glances.

“I… actually think we can’t complain about you catching Pokémon that way,” Max said slowly. “Why did you never do it this way before?”

“Good question,” James muttered.

“So, what brings you here?” Jessie asked, picking up the last of the Pokéballs.

“Well, actually, we were looking for Bulbasaur,” May said. “She was around here.”

“Guess that makes sense,” Meowth agreed.

Brock glanced at his watch. “Well, it’s actually pretty near lunchtime – shall we just do that, and then keep looking afterwards?”

“Sounds like a plan!” Ash said promptly.

A Pokéball on Jessie’s belt lit up, and Audino emerged. “I’ll get my tools.”

“Hey, who’s this?” Ash asked, interested.

Audino turned, and nodded to him. “Pleased to meet you. I’m Audino – I’m the team medic, and I also cook.”

“So do I,” Brock said.

Audino’s eyes narrowed just slightly. “I see,” he said. “Then we’ll see who’s the better cook.”

“Are you challenging me?” Brock asked.

His eyes did not narrow, mainly because they couldn’t really get much narrower.

“If you want to put it that way… yes, I am!” Audino confirmed.

“Huh…” Meowth said, as the human and the Pokémon began setting up their grills. “Cook-off. Wonder who’s gonna win?”

“I think it’s actually us,” Max replied. “If Audino’s anything like as good as Brock, this is going to be one tasty lunch!”


“How did we get in this situation, again?” a Nuzleaf asked, munching his way through some canapés.

“Good question,” his friend replied, with a shrug. “It all happened a bit fast.”

The Bayleef in question reached out with his vines, and grabbed another small tray. Taking the fresh, steaming naan bread off it, he pulled it into two pieces and passed one to Nuzleaf.

“Thanks,” the Dark-type said, taking a bite. “Mm, this is great, though. Much better than what we normally have.”

They ate in silence for a minute or so, and then a Geodude came over with some plates. “Do you want some of the next course?”

Nuzleaf craned his neck to see into the plate. “What is it?”

“Oh, it’s some curry – don’t worry, it’s not too hot, and we’ve got some yoghurt to mix in to cool it to taste.”

“Neat,” Bayleef said, taking one of the plates. “What about you?”

“I’m pretty full,” Nuzleaf begged off.

Geodude went on his way, now a little lighter, and Bayleef took a bite.

Nuzleaf watched his eyes widen.“…I’ll go get that yoghurt…”


“Well, basically, it’s not a lot different from being a normal trained Pokémon,” Victreebel explained, waving his single big vine. “Sure, Team Rocket does some dubious things – but they’re mostly just normal business deals, just a bit less official than normal. Everyone benefits really.”

“Sounds nice,” replied the Gloom he was talking to. “Well, somewhat… so what kind of thing would I have to do?”

“From talking to other Pokémon at Rocket headquarters, the most likely thing is guard duty,” Victreebel said. “Just being there if your trainer gets in trouble. There’s also catching Pokémon, some of that…”

“So no daring escapes over rooftops with stolen jewellery?” asked an Ivysaur. “That sounds a bit… boring.”

“Actually, you probably could ask for that,” Victreebel frowned. “I mean, you know…”

“We’ve done more dan our share of da tough stuff,” Meowth volunteered. “It can get kinda annoying after a while, when ya trip an’ fall off a rooftop… for the fifth time in a week…”

“I still think I’d be interested in the exciting stuff,” the Ivysaur decided.

“Well, I’ll put in a good word for you,” Victreebel promised.


“What?” Cacturne asked, looking down.

The Sunkern twitched.

“No, I don’t know what you’d be best at.”

Twitch.

“Carnivine?” Cacturne asked. “I think I’m out of my depth here.”

“I know exactly what you should do, don’t worry,” Carnivine told the little Grass-type. “You can be an athlete!”

Sunkern’s eyes shone.

Cacturne blinked. “How?”

“Oh, Growlie told me how they lost a Pokeathlon run to a team with a Sunkern MVP. It’s quite possible.”

The long-limbed Grass-type then shook his head. “Just don’t ask me how…”


“What’s that?” Audino asked, looking up from his barbecue.

“I’m making bok choy,” Brock replied, busily cooking away. “It’s very nutritious – I’m going to serve it with rice and a glaze flavoured with rosewater, as well as some crispy fried carrots and thin-sliced potatoes.”

The Normal-type examined that for a moment, then turned back to his barbecue. “Right! I can see I’ll have to get serious! Moltres!”

Moltres looked up from the last of her teriyaki. “What do you need?”

“I need your flames at an even yellow heat!” Audino replied. “And some almonds, butter, and four kilos of sugar. I’m making toffee – straight from the sugar.”

Brock blinked, looking up from his sizzling cabbage. “Okay, that’s going a bit far…”

“Of course it’s not!” Audino replied. “It’s a valid dessert choice!”

The Gym Leader bent back to his task. “In that case I’ll finish this and get started on my own dessert – a four layer cake with checkerboard pattern baked into the inside!”

“A worthy challenge,” Audino admitted. “Very well – let the best cook win!”


“I’m just saying,” Stantler shrugged. “I don’t think this is really the best way to tell if Brock or Audino is the better cook.”

“Why not?” Growlie asked, tilting his head.

“Oh, I’m sure you know,” Ninetales smiled, tail tapping Growlie’s nose. “It’s because this is partly a test of which of them knows the better recipe – which is the more inventive cook.”

“I think that’s important,” Growlie replied, and smiled at Ninetales. “But if you say so…”

“I still think it’s a good way,” Stantler was at pains to explain. “Just that maybe it’d be better if we didn’t know who had cooked what until the end.”

Growlie gave an interested nod. “Oh, I see… yeah, maybe that would work better.”

He looked over at the battling cooks. “Should we tell them we got it all worked out?”

“Best not, they’re having so much fun…” Ninetales chuckled. “Now, while they’re busy, why don’t you and I see which one of us has gotten faster since last time?”

“I like the sound of that,” Growlie nodded. “Once around the perimeter fence?”

“Wait,” Stantler said, frowning. “Are you sure that’s-”

“Let Brock and James know where we’ve gone!” Ninetales called, dashing off to the south.

Growlie jumped after her with a laugh, and Stantler stared after them for a moment before sighing.

“Hmmm…” he said, glancing over at the rest of the party.

Illusory versions of the Arcanine and the Ninetales flashed into being for a moment, and then vanished as he shook his head. “No, that could go wrong far too easily…”


“Ohhhh…”

May leaned back, and sighed. “That is lovely.”

Drew glanced at her plate. “Aren’t you going to finish it?”

May shook her head, still smiling. “Too full.”

“I’m pretty sure they’re doing dessert now,” he added. “Want some?”

“…I might have to get some in a bag, or a lunchbox,” May decided after a moment. “This has been great.”

She looked up, seeing Glaceon padding over. “Hey, sweetie. How’s things?”

“Good,” Glaceon replied – and smiled, remembering that May could actually understand her now. “Leafeon’s over trying to work out exactly what it is about James which makes him smell so nice. I couldn’t tell myself, but…”

She shrugged. “Mom seems to want to work it out.”

“You’re getting on well,” May said, smiling. “I’m glad – and especially glad that you two can keep seeing one another, whenever Drew and I have a Contest together.”

“That’s one of the nice things about this,” Drew agreed.

May was about to go on, but felt a tug on her trousers.

She looked down, and a Bulbasaur smiled uncertainly back up at her.

“Bulba?” the Bulbasaur asked.

“She wants to know if you’re going to eat all of that,” Glaceon supplied, then paused. “Wait a moment…”

May reached down and hugged the startled Bulbasaur. “It’s great to see you!”

“Sauuur?” Bulbasaur asked, baffled.

“It’s because of the heart mark on your forehead,” Glaceon said. “I’m sure we’ll explain in a moment.”


“I’m sorry?” Giovanni asked, blinking. “You did… what?”

“Well-” Meowth began, ready to tell the whole story again.

“No, never mind, I heard you,” Giovanni said, raising a hand. “So… you were swarmed by Grass-types.”

“That’s right,” James agreed, pulling a leaf out of his shirt.

“And you drove them off with your Moltres.”

“Most of them,” Jessie confirmed.

“Yes, most of them… except for the ones you…”

“Captured!” Meowth said, holding up a basket of Pokéballs. “They’re all kind of eager, too – well, ya know. Interested.”

He picked one of the balls up. “Dis one’s a Turtwig!”

Giovanni nodded. “I see. Any you want to keep hold of?”

“Not really, no,” James said, shaking his head. “I’ve got three Grass-types, that’s enough for me…”

The Boss considered that, then accepted it. “Understood. Deliver them to one of the existing bases within two days, and they’ll be assigned for training.”

“Got it, boss!” Meowth said, saluting, and the call ended.

Persian put his paws on the edge of the table, and Giovanni reached down to give him a stroke.

“Well, their little trip has been profitable, so far…” the entirely-respectable-businessman mused. “Some more Grass-types will be useful.”

He chuckled, making Persian look up. “But knowing how things have been going, I wouldn’t have been completely surprised to be given a Pokéball containing a Shaymin…”


“So, this is our new place,” Aaron said, inspecting it.

It looked… like nothing more nor less than a building shaped like a giant Riolu head.

“Are you sure this is where we’re supposed to go?”

Of course I am, Arceus replied from the heavens. It looks like you, see? It’s even got a house name.

Aaron looked. “Ah. Cameran Cottage. Cute…”

The ground trembled slightly, and Palkia squelched his way wearily up the path.

“I. Hate. Tiny Woods.”

“Can Palkia and the others fit in here?” Arceus asked, looking up as the Dragon of Space stomped past.

“Of course I can,” Palkia replied, walking through a five foot doorway without bending down. “I’m the Dragon of Space, and this building’s as big as I say it is.”

“That explains why my hands – ah, paws – were tingling,” Aaron admitted, rubbing the nubs on the backs of his wrists. “I think… don’t forget to make it big enough for the others, too!”

Palkia’s reply was a snore.

A few seconds later, Dialga walked up as well. “Please get this Pidgey off my back.”

Aaron looked, sighed, and jogged forwards. He ran up to Dialga, then jumped up onto his back, and gave the Pidgey a firm kick.

“Thank you,” the Dragon of Time said. “I think I’d like a lie down now…”

“Where’s Giratina?”

Dialga shrugged. “I don’t know, and I don’t particularly care at this point.”


Giratina groaned.

“Now, what have we learned?” asked one of the Kecleon.

“Stealing is painful,” the Ghost-type dragon managed.

“Good,” the other one said. “Now – do you want to buy something?”

“Do you have any painkillers?”


AN:


Surprise!

Bet people weren’t expecting that… it was interesting writing that relationship.

Also, of course, the cook-off. There are few things nicer to eat than what two cooks make when vying for the title.

It’s a delicious cycle.






148. Hoenn 28


“This all seems…”

Venusaur groped for the words.

“Unbelievable?” Meganium suggested. “That usually does me pretty well.”

“Yes, that,” the slightly larger Grass-type agreed. “Astonishing could fit, as well…”

She waved a vine. “I mean – quite apart from the time travel, look at what’s happened to everyone… Max has Pokémon, which I admit I was expecting to see some time soon but…”

“Really, it’s something you get used to quite quickly,” Sceptile said.

“I doubt you’re a good example for that,” Venusaur replied. “Weren’t you the one who reacted to your trainer being possessed by just shrugging and going along with it?”

Sceptile’s cheeks heated slightly. “In fairness-”

“Hey, leave him alone!” Meganium scowled. “I know it’s a bit confusing, but don’t take it out on him…”

Venusaur blinked. “Sorry… I wasn’t really…”

She shook her head. “You’re right, I should have been-”

The Grass/Poison type stopped, and stared.

“What the heck?”

“Oh, that’s Jirachi,” Ivysaur said, speaking up for the first time. “He decided to come with Max after Mewtwo fixed his problem.”

Venusaur let out a long sigh. “It’s going to be nothing but this for days, isn’t it?”

“You’re getting it all in one go,” Meganium said, with a smile. “Honestly, after things like Altomare and Forina and… everything I’ve heard about from the others… I was somewhat prepared for it even before Ash asked for our help catching Suicune.”

Venusaur had been nodding along, but froze at that last. “What?”

Ivysaur and Sceptile exchanged glances.

“Okay, Venusaur,” Ivysaur said, with a chuckle. “Tell you what. I’ll let you know all the Pokémon Ash has at the moment, so you won’t be surprised any more.”

“After seeing you’d evolved – you, mister ‘I don’t want to evolve, I’m happy as a Bulbasaur’ – then I thought I was ready for anything…”

“Yeah, trust me, we’ve barely started,” Ivysaur replied. “Okay, May now has a Porygon – he’s called Ethan – and a Swablu. Max has Arc, who’s a Manectric – that’s his starter, by the way-”

“Really? Huh,” Venusaur said, shrugging. “Always thought he’d get a Treecko.”

She looked up for a moment, and her vines manipulated a knife to cut another small slice of Brock’s checkerboard-cake.

Putting the knife and plate back on her upper back, just in front of her tree, she moved the cake to her mouth and ate it in one bite. “That is so lovely… sorry, where were we?”

“Max’s Pokémon,” Meganium said. “We can do the names later, but he’s got a Mantine – and a Breloom, a Mightyena, another Porygon… and you saw Jirachi, of course.”

“Of course,” Venusaur echoed. “How could I forget…”

They began to climb a hill, heading out of the Grass-type reserve, and Venusaur smiled. “I think I remember when I’d just joined May, climbing this hill,” she said. “The whole Pokéball thing was so new to me, I wanted to be outside all the time… I grew out of it, though.”

“Pretty quickly, if I remember,” Ivysaur agreed. “And some Pokémon never grow out of it.”

“Better hope Pikachu didn’t hear that,” Meganium giggled.

They climbed in silence for a bit, until the party reached a ridge-line and began to descend – heading for their next adventure.

“So,” Venusaur said, when they were on the downslope. “What about Brock?”

“Oh, Brock’s got a few new ones,” Ivysaur replied. “You never met Vulpix – she’s a Ninetales now – and he’s also got Stantler, and Flygon’s new too.”

“A Flygon? Like Drew?” Venusaur asked, interested.

She paused. “He’s not the same one, right?”

“No, not as far as we know,” Ivysaur replied. “It’d be quite a coincidence, but then…” he looked over at Glaceon, padding alongside her trainer. “Coincidences do seem to follow us around.”

That earned a smile. “And… okay, I’ve put it off long enough. What about Ash?”

Venusaur sighed. “I’m expecting the worst…”

“Right,” Sceptile said, adjusting his twig. “He’s got a Porygon too. He’s got a Lucario, and I don’t think you ever met Pidgeot or Butterfree – or Primeape – but they were from last time.”

“You didn’t meet them last time either,” Meganium pointed out, and he shot her a glance.

“As I was saying,” he went on. “Lapras is another we never met last time. He’s got Houndoom, Mawile, Tyranitar-”

“Aren’t you missing a few?” Ivysaur asked.

“No, I’m not,” Sceptile replied firmly. “When-”

“Sorry, a Tyranitar?” Venusaur asked, sounding overwhelmed. “A fully-grown… Tyranitar?”

“Yeah, but he’s still kind of young,” Ivysaur clarified. “He’s nice – you’ll like him.”

When no reply came, he looked over. “Are you okay?”

“I probably will be, once I’ve had time to assimilate all this,” Venusaur said. “I need to stop thinking in terms of contest circuits for a bit and think more… Cameran Castle, or LaRousse City…”

“Yeah, that’s a good start,” Ivysaur agreed.

“Where’d we got to?” Meganium asked, ducking under an overhanging branch. “Someone needs to trim this path…”

Sceptile spun on his heel, arm-blades lighting up a bright, blazing blue, and cut the branch in two places with long-range Sacred Swords.

“Overdoing it much?” Meganium blinked, as the ex-branch hit the ground.

“Did… what was that?” Venusaur gaped. “I know you’re good, but… what?”

“I’ll explain later,” Sceptile said, with the faintest hint of a smirk. “Anyway – Absol and Sliggoo make up the rest of the list, apart from…”

Venusaur blinked. “Are you trying to get most of Drew’s Pokémon before he can?”

After a moment, she sighed. “And I know you’re trying to make me ask, so… what’s the apart from?”

Meganium giggled.

Sceptile took a deep breath. “Ash has caught, or holds Pokéballs for… Ho-Oh, Mewtwo, Lugia, Latios, Latias, Suicune, Entei, Raikou and Keldeo.”

Venusaur tripped.

“What!?” she asked, heaving herself back to her feet. “That was… what, nine Legendaries?”

“Yep!” Latias agreed, shimmering into view.

“You really like doing that, don’t you…” Ivysaur mused, as Venusaur stared.

A giggle was his answer, and Latias performed a roll before flashing blue and vanishing again.

“You get used to her,” Ivysaur said with a smile.

“I suppose I’ll have to,” Venusaur agreed. “Well… thank you, then. Anything else I should know?”

The three other Grass-types frowned.

“I don’t think…” Ivysaur began, then paused. “Wait – did we tell her about Fairy-types and Mega-evolution?”

“No,” Venusaur said. “You didn’t.”

Both Sceptile and Meganium started to laugh – it was obvious they were trying not to, but also obvious they were failing.

“Okay, so the Fairy-type… I was taught about it by my mother, but only in this timeline – oh, this is so hard to follow!” Venusaur said, slamming a vine down on the ground.

Ivysaur caught the plate of cake before it fell on the floor. “Whoops!”

“Thanks,” Venusaur said, taking it. “But I’ve never even heard of Mega-evolution.”

“Well, there’s about five Pokémon between Ash, Brock and Max who can do it, and several more who probably could if they had a Mega Stone,” Ivysaur clarified for her.

“But what is it?” the Grass-type asked. “It sounds like-”

She rounded on Sceptile and Meganium. “Stop laughing! Get a room if you have to!”

Both pure-Grass types exchanged a startled look, then turned back to her.

“We’re not-”

“What makes you-”

“How would you even-”

“What’s the-”

“Why-”

“Nice one,” Ivysaur said, very quietly.


“See anything?” Brock asked, holding out his arm.

Crobat landed on it, all four wings cupping the air to slow down. “Well, there’s a lake ahead… and someone wearing a pretty silly outfit.”

“Given what Ash wears I’m not sure we can comment on things like that,” Brock muttered. “Okay, I guess we should find out what’s going on. Which way was it?”

“This path, about another ten minutes.”

“Hear that?” Brock asked, looking back.

“Hear what?” Max replied, turning his attention away from Arc earnestly instructing Cinder on the difference between Thunder Fang and Thundershock.

“…never mind,” Brock decided. “Crobat says there’s someone up ahead, so don’t do anything too ridiculous.”

He paused. “You know. More so than normal…”


“Greetings!” called a grey-haired man in a big purple cloak. “I am Sullivan – the fishing god!”

He swept his cloak around. “I can capture any Pokémon that you catch with a fishing rod!”

“You can?” Max asked. “But… what would happen if you brought up Kyogre or something?”

“I don’t think there’s a Kyogre in the lake!” Sullivan chuckled. “No, the biggest thing in here is Nero – my nemesis, my age-old foe!”

There was a moment of silence.

“Is no-one going to ask what Nero is?” he asked, lowering his arms with a sigh.

“I would have,” May said. “Eventually.”

“Well, Nero is a mighty Whiscash, over three times the size of a normal one!” Sullivan told them. “I have tried countless times to capture that cunning Whiscash, but always failed!”

“Why?” Max asked.

“…what do you mean, why?” Sullivan replied, frowning. “I didn’t catch him. That’s what that usually means.”

“No, I mean – why didn’t you catch him?” Max pressed. “I mean, if you’re a fishing god, then I guess you must have managed to fish him up?”

“Several times,” Sullivan agreed. “Once I managed to haul him out of the water entirely – though it took all my strength – but he simply escaped again.”

“And didn’t you attack him with a Pokémon?” Max pressed. “I mean, just using a Grass-type would have done wonders.”

“I… don’t have a Grass-type,” Sullivan admitted.

“What do you have, then?” Max frowned. “What Grass attacks do they know?”

Sullivan replied by taking a Pokéball from his belt and releasing a Flaffy.

“Hi,” she waved.

“…please tell me she knows Energy Ball or something,” Max begged.

“No – but she knows Iron Tail and Dynamic Punch,” Sullivan said.

Max glanced at his sister. “Why’s this guy a god again?”

Sullivan slumped.

“I’m sure he’s… quite good?” May suggested weakly.

“We’ll help!” Ash volunteered. “How many fishing rods do you have?”

“Aha!” Sullivan brightened immediately. “I’ve got several fishing rods – I’ll show you how to fish!”

“Actually, I already know,” Max said. “I caught Delta that way.”

“Why don’t you show me?” Brock asked. “I’m glad to learn.”

“But you know-” Max began to protest.

“Of course!” Sullivan said loudly, enthusiastic again. “Now, let’s get going!”


“The most important thing for a fisher is patience,” Sullivan said. “Also a very strong back, an ideal cast, and a good boat. And luck. And a good Pokémon. And a durable rod.”

“I guess you’re speaking from experience?” Brock asked.

“I’ve been trying to catch Nero for decades!” Sullivan told him. “I think it’s called trial and error.”

“Emphasis on the error…” Max muttered. “How’s it looking, Delta?”

“The water’s great!” Delta replied, wheeling and diving in again with a splash.

Emerging in a wash of spray, fins beating to get him airborne, he rolled over the boat and splashed everyone.

“Hey!” Brock laughed. “Watch it!”

“I’m glad he’s having fun,” May smiled. “Hey, Ash, can you use your crazy Aura vision to spot that Whiscash?”

“Sort of,” Ash replied. “I can see a few big Water-types, and I guess there’s a couple which must be Whiscash – wait, there!”

He grabbed the rod resting by his side and cast it, sending the float flying out into the water.

“Great cast!” Sullivan said, as it came to rest. “Now, it’s going to be a long wait before-”

The float bobbed, then went hard down into the lake.

“Or maybe not,” he added.

There was a flash, and Sullivan blinked as Lucario dug his paws into the water of the lake to use as leverage. Together, he and Ash hauled back, pulling Nero up hard enough to make him broach.

“Now!” Max called, and Delta plipped into the water.

A moment later, he came up underneath the big Whiscash and knocked him further out of the water – and a big Surf propelled him towards the shore, with Ash and Lucario running along the water to help tow their catch.

Sullivan pointed. “That’s a new one on me.”

“Yeah, they do that,” May admitted. “Come on, let’s get to shore!”


“Right – Hannah, use Dynamic Punch!” Sullivan ordered.

“Okay!” Hannah nodded, and punched Nero.

The Ground-type barely seemed to notice. He frowned down at the Flaafy, and hit her with a blast of muddy water which propelled her backwards across the beach.

“Are you okay, Hannah?” Sullivan called, concern on his face.

“I’m fine!” Hannah waved back, slicking mud off her wool.

“This isn’t working,” the legendary fisherman said. “I’ll need to use a super-effective move!”

“Wait,” Max said, frowning. “I thought he said Hannah didn’t know any-”

“Thundershock!” Sullivan ordered.

Hannah tilted her head. “Are… you sure?”

“What are you waiting for?” Sullivan asked.

Nodding, Hannah used Thundershock.

The electrical attack sizzled onto Nero’s skin, and did nothing.

“How long did you say you’d been trying to catch him again?” Brock asked.

“Fifty years!” Sullivan replied.

“And…”

Brock shook his head, a little lost for words.

“Okay, that’s-” Sullivan began, reaching into a pocket.

“That’s it!” Pikachu said, launching himself off Ash’s shoulder and hopping forwards. “Hey, Nero?”

The Whiscash frowned, looking up at Pikachu. Then he yawned.

Sullivan stopped, hand still in his pocket, and watched with some confusion. “What’s going on?”

“I think Pikachu’s negotiating,” Brock said.


“Look, I’ve got to ask you something,” Pikachu said. “Do you mind?”

“Who wants to know?” Nero asked, yawning again. “Is this going to take long?”

“Nero – or, if you’d rather, Whiscash – that trainer’s been after you for fifty years,” Pikachu pointed out. “I’m pretty sure that, if you didn’t want this, then you could have either scared him off or moved to another lake.”

The Whiscash shrugged. “Not like moving’s easy.”

“But it’s less trouble than fifty years of capture attempts, that’s my point,” said Pikachu, getting a bit exasperated now. “Is it possible for you to give me a straight answer? If you don’t mind, then that’s fine – but if you do then my trainer can get him to stop.”

“I don’t see why I should tell you,” Nero said, sticking his tongue out.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, but he controlled himself with a sigh. “Okay, put it this way. Either you don’t want to be caught, and I’ll get Sullivan to leave. Or you do, and I’ll sort this out – but this fifty years of constant messing about is kind of annoying.”

“It’s no business of yours,” Nero said, and sprayed him with muddy water.


Sullivan looked around. “Why are you all running away?”


“Okay, that is it,” Pikachu said, rubbing mud out of his eyes. “That. Is. It.”

His cheeks crackled, an electrical nimbus spreading to the tips of his ears and tail.

Nero yawned.

Then Pikachu unleashed a full-bore Electroball amplified by a follow-through Thunderbolt all the way to target, and Nero rather abruptly discovered that an immunity wasn’t everything.


Pikachu jumped, grabbed an empty Pokéball from Sullivan’s belt, and threw it at the stunned catfish.

There was a flash of white light, then a series of slow rocks, and the Pokéball clicked.

“There!” Pikachu said, dusting his paws off. “Problem. Solved.”

After a moment he nudged Sullivan in the ankle. “Well?”

Slowly, walking with small steps – and with his Flaafy by his side – Sullivan stepped forwards and picked up the Pokéball.

“This… is it,” he said, looking at the ‘ball. “After fifty years, I’ve caught you, Nero.”

He chuckled, patting a pocket. “And I didn’t even need my Master Ball…”


“He had a Master Ball?” Max asked. “Why didn’t he just…”

“Actually, I can kind of relate,” Ash said, scooping Pikachu up. “You know… using Pokéballs instead of Ultra Balls, that kind of thing.”


While they spoke, Sullivan had been looking out at the lake.

“I guess it’s kind of the end of an era,” he said, patting Hannah on the head. “No more coming down here, every day, and trying my hardest to coax you to the surface. No more battles of wits, no more close shaves…”

He sighed.

“I almost wish…”

After another few seconds, he opened the Pokéball, sending Nero out.

Nero gave Pikachu the evil eye, then looked up at his new trainer.

And Sullivan broke the Pokéball at the hinge.

Dropping the bits on the floor, he waved at Nero. “Go on, off you go. I’ll be back tomorrow, and we can do this all again – I think I enjoy the trying more than actually having caught you!”


“He didn’t…” May said, blinking.

“He did,” Max confirmed.

Pikachu’s eye twitched. “Oh, come on!”


Polite applause filled the Contest hall.

“And that’s a wonderful Appeal from miss Nonaka and her Braixen,” the announcer said, as both Coordinator and Pokémon bowed.

Braixen’s twig flashed, and she twirled it to make a little flash of flame – the circle spreading out and consuming itself, before dissipating and leaving a faint scent of wood-smoke in the air.

“Up next!” the announcer went on. “It’s Jesselina and her Meowth!”

Fully dressed up, ‘Jesselina’ walked out on stage.

“Dat’s right!” Meowth agreed, jumping out after her. “It’s Meowth and his Jesselina!”

There were a few gasps.

“That Meowth can talk!” someone said.

“Yeah, we know,” said the person sitting next to her. “We saw Jesselina two weeks ago – he’s normally in the audience…”

“Oh,” the girl said, frowning. “Okay. I must have missed hearing about that…”

While they talked, Jesselina rounded on Meowth and put her hands on her hips. “That’s Jesselina and her Meowth!” she insisted. “We know how this works – I’m the Coordinator, you’re the Pokémon.”

“If you’re the coordinator, how comes I can speak?” Meowth asked. “Sure you ain’t the Pokémon?”

“It doesn’t work like that!” Jesselina insisted.

She cleared her throat. “Ahem. My Meowth is a talented acrobat – he’s going to perform for you all!”

“How comes I have to do the work?” Meowth asked, crossing his arms. “I always do all da work…”

“This isn’t a topic for discussion, Meowth!” Jesselina insisted. “Now get out there and do your thing!”

“Nope,” Meowth said.

“Nope?” Jesselina repeated. “Nope?”

She grabbed for him, and he jumped into the air with a supple backflip and bounced off her shoulders to gain more height.

Executing a perfect two-and-a-half forward roll, he landed on his feet and picked at his teeth. “Nope.”

“You’re embarassing me in front of all these people!” Jesselina protested.

Meowth looked her up and down. “Wait, you’re worried about bein’ embarrassed?”

He frowned. “Then why are you wearin’ a dress so like a Tamato?”

A few giggles chased through the crowd, who were starting to realize that this wasn’t just a radically disobedient Pokémon.

“Why, you-” Jesselina began, biting off the sentence before she finished. “I’ll show you what…”

She made another grab for the Normal-type, who evaded her this time by taking two quick steps to the side and kicking off – performing a cartwheel over her head, and landing neatly in the middle of the floor.

“Okay, that’s it!” Jesselina snarled, and rounded on her misbehaving Pokémon. “Come here!”

Meowth snapped his claws together, and Substitutes formed in a series of smoky poofs.

They quickly formed a Meowth pyramid, and the original clambered up it to reach the lowest of the stage ropes – dismissing the whole pile as Jesselina was about to grab one of the scratch cats.

“Get down here!” Jesselina raged, and picked up a broom.

She thrust it up at Meowth, and got back a pole.

Meowth did his nails with the broom-head, to laughter, and threw it aside. “I ain’t seein’ why I should be comin’ down, here…”

He ran lightly along the ropes to a light, and turned it directly on Jesselina.

“Agh!” the Coordinator yelped, throwing up a hand in front of her eyes.

Not at all coincidentally, the broom handle was in the hand she threw up. It turned a lazy mid-air circle and went thwack as it landed on her forehead.

Giving an overexaggerated stagger, she took the handle again as it started to fall and waved it. “If you don’t get down here right now-”

Meowth landed on the far end of the handle. “Done!”

The weight pulled Jesselina forwards unexpectedly, nearly making her fall, and as she recovered Meowth ran up the broom handle and stood on her head.

“My hair!” the coordinator wailed, grabbing at the evasive Meowth to no avail. “It’s got Meowth fur in it now!”

“Hey, you’re the one who spent five hours in da hair salon,” Meowth retorted. “I coulda cut it in two minutes!”

He jumped off her hairdo again, and held up a hairclip. “By da way, is dis important?”

Jesselina’s whole hairdo collapsed down in front of her eyes.

“I’ll turn you into a rug for this!” she shouted, and brushed the hair out of her eyes.

When she had, Meowth was gone entirely.

“Huh?” she asked, looking around. “Where’d you go?”

With every turn, the laughter swelled – as Meowth put one claw to his lips, using the other three limbs to cling to the back of Jesselina’s dress.


“That was… exhausting,” Jessie sighed, some time later. She rubbed the bruise on her forehead. “The things we do for a good Appeal…”

“Yeah,” Meowth agreed, inspecting his claws. “I hope I don’t got a hangnail…”

“That was very impressive.”

Both human and Pokémon looked up to see who’d spoken – and Jessie gasped.

“Are you… Wallace?”

“Sssh,” said the Water-type trainer – clad in a long, white cloak, with his turquoise hair showing through under his distinctive round hat. “I’m incognito.”

“Nice ta meet you, mister Cognito,” Meowth said.

Wallace chuckled. “I must say, I was impressed with your performance – very innovative.”

“I’m glad you think so,” Jessie said, a little startled. “What was it?”

“Well, mainly that you decided to poke a little fun at yourself,” Wallace explained. “It’s easy to become egotistical as a Coordinator – and it’s healthy to avoid it.”

Reaching into his cloak, he placed something in Jessie’s hand and turned. “I’ll keep an eye out for you, Jesselina.”

Jessie blinked. “Uh… okay…”

“What happened?” James asked, coming over with three ice creams. “Who was that?”

“It was Wallace – you know, da former Champion,” Meowth said.

He frowned. “Wait, did he just give you a Pokéball?”

“I… guess he did,” Jessie agreed, looking at it. “And it’s… full?”

There was a flash, and a Pokémon emerged.

“Hi!” the Pokémon in question said, adjusting her outfit. “It’s nice to meet you!”

There was silence for a few seconds, during which her ears drooped slightly.

“Huh,” Meowth managed. “So dat’s how ya get a Pikachu…”

“It seems easier than we thought,” James agreed.

“It’s the costume, isn’t it?” the Pikachu sighed. “I’ve got others?”

“Others?” Meowth asked. “What kind of other costumes?”

“Well, I’ve got a Luchador one – Wallace said it was Luchadorable, but I think that’s a joke – and I put together a neat Samurai one a couple of weeks ago…”


“It’s a long way to Fortree, isn’t it?” Ash asked, as they climbed slowly up the side of a mountain.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed, looking at the map. “It’s… yeah, the trip across the water to Mossdeep or Sootopolis is longer, but that’s by sea…”

“Well, I guess it’s just good training time!”

“And walking time,” Pikachu noted.

“Yeah, but you’re sitting on my shoulder,” Ash pointed out. “You’re not getting any exercise from it.”

“I’m just getting you into shape,” Pikachu replied promptly. “Now, mush!”

Ash laughed. “Okay, okay…”

“Hey,” Max said, looking ahead a bit. “It looks like it’s getting foggy ahead. Who knows Defog?”

“Crobat does, but he can’t do that much space,” Brock volunteered. “What about you, Ash?”

“Pidgeot knows it, but she’s busy,” Ash shrugged. “Something about endurance training.”

“So… what are our options?” May asked. “Can Crobat do the path, or…?”

“Maybe we could clear it some other way,” Ash said. “Wait – I know!”

He sent out Sliggoo.

“Ash, you better not be about to-” May began.

“Rain Dance!” Ash said.

“Um… are you sure?” Sliggoo asked. “I heard May saying it wasn’t a good idea…”

Ash stopped and thought about it. “…oh, right. Yeah, I can see it wouldn’t be much of an improvement…”

“Ash…” May sighed. “You don’t think that maybe Sunny Day might be better?”

“…oh, right,” Ash agreed. “Sorry, Sliggoo…”

As he reached for Ivysaur’s Pokéball, Sliggoo frowned. “Which way’s the fog?”

“It’s up the mountain,” Ash said.

Pikachu jumped off his shoulder and tapped Sliggoo on the paw. “That way,” he said, lifting the paw to indicate a direction.

“Okay, thanks,” Sliggoo said. “Let’s see if this works…”

His horns glowed, faintly, and rain began to fall.

But not on the group. Ahead of them.

“Oh, right,” May said, realizing, as the fog rose and rained itself out. “So you’re making it so just the bit that’s already foggy is raining. Clever!”

“Thanks,” Sliggoo said, pleased that he’d managed to solve the problem.

“Let’s just sit down to wait until it runs out,” Ash suggested. “It will run out quickly, right?”

Sliggoo nodded. “Right – at least, I’m almost sure it will.”

“Good enough for me,” Brock agreed.


After about ten or fifteen minutes, Sliggoo’s rainstorm ended, and they proceeded up the path.

“It’s a nice smell, this,” Max said, sniffing the air. “The smell you get after rain… it’s different in different places, but there’s always something nice about it.”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “Like everything’s been washed clean.”

“It means it’s kind of muddy, though,” May said, wincing. “It’s going to be a pain to clean these…”

“Delta can help!” Max offered.

“I’d rather wait for the mud to dry and brush it off,” May decided. “You know, rather than have my shoes blasted off a cliff by a torrent of water.”

“…yeah, I guess,” Max agreed. “But you don’t know we’ll be stopping by a cliff for the night, do you?”

May pointedly looked out at the mountainous landscape. “I think it’s kind of likely.”

“Okay, okay, I get it,” Max sighed.

“Hey! Hello up there?”

“Is that who I think it is?” Ash asked, looking down the cliff. “Cool – I’ll be right down!”

To the surprise of his friends, Ash jumped off the cliff.

“Did he just-” Brock asked, then watched as Ash used both feet and one hand to skid down the steep cliff-side – flickers of blue Aura showing as he braked his fall to a sensible speed.

Sensible for sliding directly down a mountainside, anyway.

“Oh, hey, it’s Ritchie,” Brock realized, spotting who Ash was headed for. “Couldn’t he have just come up to us?”

“How should we get down?” May asked, glancing at her older friend. “I don’t think we can do what Ash just did…”

“Flygon?” Brock asked, sending him out. “Mind helping with that?”

“Not at all,” Flygon agreed, as Lucario skidded down after Ash. “I should be able to take all three of you at once, if you just want a soft landing.”


“What brings you to Hoenn?” Ash asked, shaking Ritchie’s hand.

“Oh, you know, the usual,” Ritchie shrugged. “Gym stuff.”

“Oh, yeah, you said you’d be doing the Hoenn gym challenge,” Ash agreed. “How’s Sparky finding it?”

“Great fun!” the Electric-type said, tail waving. “Winona’s got a great team – lots of surprises!”

“We’re fighting her next, so I’ll look out for them,” Ash decided. “Any Mega evolutions?”

“Well, we only saw one,” Ritchie replied. “A Mega Pinsir – really, really powerful Flying-type attacks, and they’ve got big orange-blue wings.”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” Ash decided.

“Are you going to use me?” Pikachu asked.

“You’re not my first choice,” his trainer replied, diplomatically.

Lucario reached the base of the cliff in a shower of gravel, and a moment later Flygon’s wings flared as he brought the others down as well.

“Oh, yeah, I should mention,” Ritchie went on. “Watch your step around here – there’s some kind of time machine.”

“That’s right, now I remember,” Ash said. “The Baltoy, right?”

Ritchie gave him an odd look. “Yeah… but how’d you know that?”

Ash winced. “Oh… sorry, I wasn’t really…”

He sighed. “Well, I guess I really should have told you a while ago – you’re a good friend, and you’re kind of mixed up in stuff like this too.”

“What kind of stuff?” Ritchie asked.

Ash glanced up, just in case Celebi was about to materialize and tell him off, then got started. “Okay, so… first off, not only have I time travelled before but I’m actually in the middle of one right now…”


By the time Ash finished the short version, Ritchie was nodding along.

“Okay,” he said. “Not surprised, somehow – better you than me.”

“You’re perhaps the first person who hasn’t either panicked or had to have a long sit down,” Brock said. “Or at least spent a long time coming to terms with it.”

Ritchie shrugged. “Yeah, but I’ve gone back in time twice since coming to Hoenn, so I’m kind of ready for this by now.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Ash agreed.

He looked over at where Lucario and Cid were enjoying themselves – which, to the untrained observer, would look like they were trying to see which could hit the other hard enough to cause concussion. “At least they’re having fun.”

Ritchie shrugged. “Yeah, that’s a good sign – oh, yeah, almost forgot. Have you done any of Mauville, Petalburg or Rustboro yet? They’re my next choices.”

“All of them – twice,” Ash said, glad for the change of subject. “Norman’s actually the toughest, I think – he’s really good at using some of the cool things Normal types can do.”

Ritchie nodded. “I guess that makes sense… I mean, Arceus is a Normal-type.”

“I’m really glad he didn’t use Arceus in my gym match,” Ash agreed. “Not that he could, but… still.”

Pikachu looked contemplative.

“No, you can’t challenge him to a fight,” Ash said.

“What?” Pikachu asked, as his evolved counterpart chuckled. “I wasn’t even thinking about it. Much…”

He shook his head. “More seriously, I’m pretty sure he’d just meteorite me.”

“Thank goodness, some realism,” Ash sighed.

Ritchie held up his hand to hide a snigger.


“Are you sure this won’t mess up your schedule?” Brock asked. “I mean, you’ve still got more gyms to go than us…”

“It’ll be fine,” Ritchie replied, with a wave of his hand. “I’ve got Zippo to make sure I can finish the region on time.”

“I guess that works,” May admitted. “How does he feel about the whole thing?”

“Mostly okay,” Ritchie said. “I mean, he grumbles, but I think that’s what Charizard just do.”

“No argument here,” Ash agreed. “Mine is kind of snippy sometimes… hey, let him fight Flannery by himself or something, that might calm him down.”

“I’ll remember that,” Ritchie agreed. “So, what have you caught recently?”

Ash counted under his breath. “…it might take a while. When was the last time you heard what I had?”

“I saw your League challenge,” Ritchie told him.

“Okay, so just the Hoenn Pokémon… well, there’s Sceptile, for a start. And I also got a Goomy traded across from Kalos – he’s a Sliggoo now.”

“Oh, I’ve heard of them,” Ritchie agreed. “Don’t they evolve in rain?”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted.

“Well, maybe you should have had him training about an hour ago, there was a sudden rainstorm…”

Ash laughed, a bit nervously. “Uh, yeah… about that…”

“Oh, right,” Ritchie realized, smiling. “Don’t worry, I didn’t get that wet. And it did get rid of the fog, I nearly fell off the path earlier!”

“Why do so few people teach their Pokémon Defog?” Brock asked.

“Brock?” May asked sweetly. “Does Flygon have it?”

“…ask me again next week,” Brock said hurriedly.


“Does this town have a gym?” Ritchie asked, glancing up as they entered. “I mean, if it does, maybe I’ll give it a go…”

“I don’t think it does,” Max replied. “It looks kind of small. It does have a contest, though.”

“How’d you know?” Ritchie asked.

Max pointed out the giant poster. “I worked it out.”

Ritchie blinked. “Huh, I had completely missed that…”

“It says you need a ribbon to take part,” May told them, indicating the ‘R1’ on the poster. “I guess they don’t want anyone who’s just not experienced.”

“Seems a bit unfair,” Ritchie said. “I mean, gyms don’t do that.”

“Dad did,” Max shrugged. “Well, kind of.”

“You mean he scheduled his renovation to be when you could challenge him first-time,” May corrected. “That was mostly to keep Ash out of the building.”

“Hey, I didn’t break it,” Ash protested.

“Yeah, you didn’t – but you did kind of destroy that poor playground.”

“Lucario helped fix it,” Ash said weakly.

Any further retaliation from May was drowned out by a gasp of surprise.

“Look!” someone said. “It’s them!”

“Uh-” Ritchie began, and then half-a-dozen women swarmed the group.

“It’s so nice to meet you!” said one, shaking the hand of a startled May.

“And you as well, Max Maple!” another told Max.

“Uh… who are you?” Ritchie asked, blinking.

“We’re the Mothers For Pokémon!” said the apparent leader. “We absolutely love talented, promising, handsome young trainers!”

Ash blinked. “Uh…”

“So, tell us about your father,” said the one who’d accosted May.

As both Max and May were bombarded with questions about Norman, Ritchie glanced over at his friend. “How come they’re not going after you, Ash?”

“Ash isn’t promising, he’s insane,” the group leader told them tartly. “We’re staying out of the blast radius.”

“A wise choice,” Absol noted.

Ash glanced down. “Not you as well…”

“I consider it important to remind you not to break anything,” she said. “There are so many breakable things around. Rocks, trees… Mauville…”

Before her trainer could reply, she went on. “How many times have you encountered an enormous flying machine that wasn’t shot down or wrecked by the time you left?”

Ash drew a blank.

“…so I was thinking perhaps something with a nautical theme,” came a voice from behind them.

May looked up. “Wait, did Pikachu run off somewhere?”

“Nope!” Pikachu said, waving from Ash’s shoulder. “But – actually, who is that?”

He glanced at Sparky, who shrugged.

“But you gotta ask,” said a much more familiar voice. “How’s dat gonna work ta be recognizable? Are ya gonna dress as a sailor?”

“I was thinking more pirate… pirates are fun.”

“Is that Meowth?” Brock asked.

A few seconds later, both Meowth and the Pokémon he was talking to walked around the corner – followed by James, who was carrying an armful of costumes.

“Meowth?” Ash asked. “Who’s… wait, you’ve not gone back to going after Pikachu again, have you?”

“That’s what I’ll do!” the Pikachu said, waving her heart-tipped tail. “A thief! Complete with big swag-bag!”

She blinked, shaking her head. “Wait, do you know these people?”

“Yeah, ya could say dat,” Meowth agreed. “Dis is Ash, an’ his friends. Guys, dis is our new friend Pikachu.”

“I can see this getting confusing,” Pikachu opined.

Sparky chuckled.


“It’s nice to meet you both,” the female Pikachu said, nodding to Ash’s Pikachu and to Sparky. “It’s been a while since I’ve met another ‘chu.”

“Pleased to meet you, then,” Pikachu said. “How’d you meet Team Rocket?”

“Oh, that’s simple!” the cosplaying Pikachu told them. “You see, Wallace trained me for a bit, and then he decided that an up-and-coming Contest goer should take over training me! And he picked Jessie, after her performance a couple of days ago – and it’s been great so far! James has so many costumes!”

“Yeah, we’ve seen some of them,” Pikachu agreed. “You know he once disguised himself as my trainer? Successfully…”

Sparky blinked. “But… your trainer’s much shorter. And doesn’t have long blue hair.”

“They’re kind of good at disguises,” Pikachu summarized.

“I know!” the female one said. “Oh – have you heard about when he disguised himself as Moltres? She said it saved her from being captured – it was really impressive, I’ve seen the costume…”

She shook her head. “Anyway! Well, I was trying to decide what I should wear for tomorrow’s contest, and I’ve got a few ideas. Do you think I should go with the pirate outfit, the thief one – or perhaps…”

Pikachu frowned. “What is it?”

She leaned closer, putting her paw to her mouth for a moment, and rubbed at his cheeks.

“Hey!” Ash’s Pikachu complained, pushing her away with his tail. “That’s not-”

“They’re not makeup!” she said, unfazed. “Wow… okay, I know what I’m going to do tomorrow!”

Turning on her heel, she called out. “Hey, Meowth! We need to get some blue fabric – and paint – and a paste jewel, about the size of my paw – oh, yeah, and a wooden rod as well, about two thirds of my height!”

Pikachu and Sparky exchanged glances as she hurried off.

“Well, at least she’s enthusiastic,” Pikachu said with a sigh.


AN:


I’m all about the surprises lately.






149. Hoenn 29


“What’s the best seats?” Ritchie asked, looking along the row. “I’m not actually sure…”

“They’re all pretty good,” Brock told him. “Basically, anywhere there’s four seats together will do.”

Blaziken coughed.

“Sorry. Five seats,” Brock corrected. “See any like that?”

“Not… really,” Ritchie admitted. “Well, there’s four there, then a person…”

The person in question looked up. “Oh, should I move?”

“I don’t want to inconvenience you,” Ritchie said.

“It’s not a problem at all,” the woman said, shuffling along one seat to leave a block of five free. “Just ask.”

“Thanks,” the trainer said, gratefully, and he picked his way along the row with Ash, Blaziken, Max and Brock behind.

“Thanks!” Max said as they went past.

“No trouble at all,” the woman repeated, then smiled at Brock as he sat down next to her. “So – what brings you here?”

“Oh, our friend is competing,” Brock explained. “She’s… Max, do you have the programme?”

Max passed it over.

“Okay…” Brock ruffled through it. “Right, here we are. She’s fourth.”

The deception-type specialist closed it and passed it back to Max. “But the one who’s on sixth is a friend as well, so I’m interested to see how she does.”

The woman checked her own programme. “Jesselina? You know her?”

“Yeah – well, we used to run into one another a lot,” Brock explained. “Not quite so much now, but we still talk when we get the chance.”

“Is she… a close friend?” the woman asked.

“Well, kind of…” Brock shrugged.

She looked a little disappointed, but rallied. “Right… so, are you going to be here all day? Or do you have some time after the Contest?”

“Well,” Brock said, frowning. “I guess this show does end in the middle of the afternoon, and I’m not sure where we’ll be going after that.”

“So you’re free?” the woman pressed.

There was a flash, and Brock’s Ludicolo materialized on his lap.

“Hey!” someone called in the row behind.

“Amigo, I will be gone in a moment,” he said, waving his hand. Adjusting his sombrero, he looked Brock in the eye.

“My friend, she is attempting to indicate her amore for you.”

Brock blinked. “She is?”

“Si.”

With that, Ludicolo vanished again.

“Thank you,” the guy from the row behind said, with exaggerated patience.

“What just happened?” the woman asked.

“Miss…” Brock said, with a shake of his head. “I’m flattered – but I have a girlfriend, so no thank you. Let’s just watch the Contest, okay?”

“…sorry,” the woman blushed. “That was… yeah, I feel kind of…”

She shook her head. “I didn’t realize you…”

A pause. “I’m just going to watch the show now, and… try to get my foot out of my mouth.”

Max noticed his jaw was open, and closed it.

“First up!” the announcer called. “Is – wait, are we cleared for this?”

“Just go ahead!” one of the judges called.

“Okay, sir,” the announcer nodded. “Um… it’s Dray and his Hydreigon!”

“…maybe we should make sure our Fighting types are ready,” Ash suggested. “Just in case.”

Blaziken did a thumbs-up.


“Ready for this?” May asked, as they heard the applause from the successful third appeal.

Glaceon nodded, and gave her hand a frost-cool lick with her pink tongue.

May suppressed a giggle, and smiled. “Okay, Glaceon – just like old times.”

The vulpine yipped her agreement.

“You’re up,” said one of the stage hands.

“Right,” May said, taking a breath to quell the Butterfree which she’d probably always have before a performance.

She returned Glaceon into her Pokéball, and strode out onto the stage.


“Nice dress,” Ritchie noted. “I guess she’s using Glaceon?”

“With that dress, I think so too,” Max agreed – looking at the light blues and glittering glass ‘gems’ scattered over it. “It does look pretty frosty.”

A moment later, May sent out her Glaceon, who emerged in a flash of white smoke punctuated by flaring blue stars in bursts.

Doing a forwards flip, Glaceon landed daintily on her forefeet before jumping in a long, flat trajectory.

Ice flashed out from an Ice Beam as she flew, forming an ice rink out of the stage and letting Glaceon skate around in a half circle as she moved.

May stepped inside her curve, using little spots of floor which Glaceon had left un-frozen, making it look like she was walking on the ice, and pointed up. “Ice Shard!”

Glaceon dove forwards, curling up and spinning on her back, and fired a barrage of Ice Shards towards the roof. They flew up, about twenty of them all told, then reached their apex and came back down again.

“Another Ice Shard!” May said, and Glaceon’s paws pushed her into a faster spin. Firing a stream of icy projectiles outwards, she intercepted every one of her original attacks and smashed all forty lumps of ice into twinkling shards of frost which hung in the air.

Not done yet, she fired a third, smaller salvo into the air, before pushing off with her tail and coming back to her feet.

She did another half-circuit around May, coming back to her original position, and then reared back her head and shot a bright Ice Beam at the oncoming lumps of ice.

“They’re going to hit Glaceon,” Ritchie said, watching the now-much-larger icy fragments fall. “What’s she going to do?”

“Mirror Coat and Shadow Ball!” May called.

Glaceon’s cool, stiff fur shone a shimmering silver-blue just as the ice crashed down – and shot off in all directions, reflected away by her fur.

Then the Ice-type fired a Shadow Ball at her own tail – still coated in Mirror Coat – which smashed it into a dozen pieces and destroyed all twelve augmented Ice Shards.

May took one more step, Glaceon pushed off from the ice, and then the Coordinator caught her Pokémon squarely in her arms.

The crowd went wild.


“That was great!” Ritchie said, smiling as he clapped. “I guess I can see why people like this!”

“Yeah, it’s not quite as fun as a battle, but it’s not bad!” Ash agreed. “May keeps pestering me to do one, and I guess I might give it a go!”

“Who’d you use?” Max asked, curious.

Ash shrugged. “Not sure, depends who’d want to.”

Ritchie suddenly sniggered.

“What is it?” Ash asked.

“I just thought of a terrible pun,” Ritchie replied, as May left the stage. “That was… cool.”

Someone threw a bit of popcorn at him.


“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Jessie asked, looking down at Cosplay-Chu.

“Sure!” the Pikachu agreed, which Meowth relayed. She reached down and checked her bag, everything packed neatly into it, then waved her heart-tip tail and gave a thumbs-up. “All set!”

“Well… good,” Jessie decided.

Pikachu passed her the bag, and she took it by the strap – then recalled the Pikachu back into her ‘ball.

“Okay,” the Rocket agent said. “Here goes.”

She glanced at Meowth. “Going to watch?”

“What, a cat watchin’ a mouse?” Meowth asked. “Could catch on…”

“And please give a warm welcome,” the announcer announced, and Jessie stepped forwards.


“That’s who you mentioned, right?” Ritchie asked. “Jesselina?”

“That’s her,” Ash confirmed. “It took us years to work out who she really was…”

Ritchie glanced sideways at Ash. “Somehow I’m not surprised.”

“Hey!” Ash protested.

There was a flash, as Jesselina sent out her Pikachu – currently bereft of any outfit.


“Okay, Pikachu!” Jessie said, sticking to the script. “Prepare for trouble!”

She slung the bag at her Pokémon, who jumped into the air and caught it mid-flight.

Spinning halfway around with momentum, Cosplaychu unzipped it with one paw and pulled out the long blue rod within.

“All right!” she said, her cheeks sparking, and the circuit inside the rod made a bulb at one end light up – throwing multicoloured light across the room from the faceted glass around it.

Landing on both paws, she swung it around once. “I pledge myself to fight evil – wherever it may be!”

Her cheeks sparked again, and then a bolt of lightning blazed up into the building. It crawled along one of the lighting rails, then bounced back down and struck the staff – making it flash a brilliant white which dazzled onlookers.

When it faded, the Pikachu was now wearing a pair of slim, blue-black gloves on her paws.

Another sparkling flash, accompanied by a twirl, and she was in boots. Again, and a blue-grey outfit covered most of her body.


Up in the stands, Max squinted. “How’s she doing that?”

Ash was more concerned about something else. “Wait – is she dressing up as me?”

Ritchie was about to reply, but then a final almighty Flash filled the arena.

When it faded, the female Pikachu’s outfit was complete. The cape flapped loosely as she spun to a stop, and the hat which was a remarkably good copy of Ash’s one from Cameron Castle – especially given she’d only had about an hour to work on it – rested atop her head.

The Pikachu did one more spin of her ersatz staff, then – in a move which shocked just about everyone – threw a glowing orb of blue light into the air and detonated it with a precise Thunderbolt.

Motes of blue light rained down around the arena as she posed.

“How did she-” Ash’s Pikachu began.

“That was Aura Sphere!” Ash agreed. “When did she learn that?”

Blaziken shrugged, joining in with the applause.

“I guess it must be a really good costume,” Ritchie suggested, chuckling at how perplexed his friends were.

“Yeah, but…” Ash shook his head, as the judges judged the Appeal and Jessie picked up the now-empty costume bag. “That just felt… bizarre.”

“I know what you mean,” Pikachu agreed. He glanced up at his trainer, and shook his head. “I’m not ready to think of you as a girl.”

“Actually-” Brock began, ready to remind Pikachu of several incidents.

“Never happened!” Ash insisted.


“Hydreigon, use your Dragon Pulses!” Dray called.

The three-headed dragon threw back both side heads, light gathering in their maws – different colours, blue for the right head and orange for the left.

The moment they were ready, Hydreigon’s heads swept back down again, and the central head reared back from where it had been keeping Cosplay-chu in play.

Both outer heads roared, and bolts of light shot forwards.

The perky Pikachu had ditched the staff that formed part of her costume in order to continue the battle, but the rest of her outfit was unchanged – and the hat barely avoided an explosion as she skidded low to get underneath the first attack, before spinning on one toe to sweep the cape away from the second one.

“Agility!” her trainer called.

Doing another half-spin, she dove underneath the floating Hydreigon’s belly and emerged behind him.

Leaping into the air, cape trailing behind her, Cosplay-chu kicked off a thrashing tail and somersaulted once as her opponent began to turn to face her.

“Now, Thunderbolt! Left and right!” Jessie went on, thoroughly familiar with how a Pikachu fought best… for good reason.

The Cosplay Pikachu fired two crackling Thunderbolts, one then the other from her waving tail, and they hit both side heads to interrupt their attacks.

Growling and roaring, the main head readied a Dark Pulse to swat her out of the air.

“Yah!” shouted the Electric-type, and fired an Aura Sphere from both paws which punched through the gathering Dark energy.

The recoil pushed her back slightly, and she did a backflip before landing and striking a pose.

Blowing the smoke out of his face, Hydreigon roared and struck-

“Time’s up!” the judges called.

Hydreigon’s lunge turned into a desperate attempt to not flatten Pikachu, and he stumbled before floating a little way into the air.

Pikachu smirked just slightly.

Unlike some Pokémon, she’d been watching the clock.

“We are in agreement!” said Raoul Contesta, after a few seconds of conferring. “While Jesselina’s Pikachu was quite skilled, she did not do much damage to her opponent. However! Dray’s Hydreigon was quite unable to land a hit due to Pikachu’s superior dodging! As such, Miss Jesselina and her Pikachu will advance to the final round – where they will face our other finalist, May Maple, and her Glaceon!”

“Well… that sucks,” Hydreigon sighed. “How’d you beat me?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Isn’t it obvious? Heroes beat Dragons.”

She adjusted her hat, then took it off and inspected it. “Hmmm… this really needs to be a bit darker…”

After a glance up at the stands, she replaced the hat.

“What’s with your cheeks, anyway?” Hydreigon went on.

“It’s the other part of the costume – I’m doing fusion cosplay,” his opponent explained.

“…I wish I understood that…”


“And let’s hope that this is a great show!” said Contesta. “How do you think it’ll go, Mr. Sukizo?”

“Marvellous!” Sukizo said.

“…somehow I was expecting something else…” the judge said. He shook his head. “All right – let’s get started!”


“Okay, Glaceon!” May said, as the clock ticked down to the start time. “Start with…”

The timer clicked and started.

“-ice shard!” May called.

Glaceon’s tail flicked, sending a shower of ice towards her opponent, and she pushed off with her rear legs – her forepaws glowing faintly and producing a thin ice layer on the battlefield below them.

Using that instant skate-path for mobility, Glaceon ducked under a Thundershock and pirouetted to face her opponent more directly.

Cosplaychu’s cape whipped as she dodged through the icy shards, taking a single glancing hit to the tail, and fired back with a larger Thunderbolt.

“Beam!” May said quickly.

Glaceon’s mouth lit with blue light and she fired an Ice Beam, which collided with the Thunderbolt and sent both attacks passing through one another in a shower of secondary element shards.

“Excellent from both Pokémon!” Joy said, smiling, as the two continued firing streams of their elements back and forth and the scattershot grew in intensity. “They’re aiming to hit, but they’re also aiming to make a great deal of flash!”

After about five seconds, Glaceon was the first to break off the clash. She dug her claws into the ice below her, and used the leverage for a leap-and-dive to Dig into the stage.

“It’s a good thing this stage is built for that kind of move,” Contesta said. “But that Dig was-”

“Remarkable!” Mr Sukizo said.

“Exactly what I was going to say!”


Cosplaychu frowned, cheeks sparking, and took her staff off her back to hold in both paws.

Electricity flowed through it, lighting it up again, and she swung it before striking it on the floor.

Then she jumped into the air, and threw it – and Glaceon burst out of the ground beneath her, taking a hit on the nose from the staff and yelping.

“Great prediction work there!” one of the judges said, as Glaceon shook her head and refocused.

“Aura Sphere!” Jessie called, recognizing a good moment to attack, and her Pikachu agreed – a blue orb growing in her palm before she threw it directly at Glaceon.

“Mirror Coat!” May replied, alerting Glaceon of her danger, and a shimmering light spread over Glaceon’s coat just before the attack hit.

The force of the Aura-infused blow knocked her skating backwards – intentionally, her cryokinesis turning the arena below her to shivering ice and enhancing the backwards-propulsion effect of the blow.

Glaceon held her counterattack in for a second, as blue light flowed over her silvery Mirror Coat – then focused it back together, aiming directly for Cosplay Pikachu, and fired.

Letting the recoil push her further back, she enhanced it with an Ice Beam, and Pikachu had to block with her ersatz staff to avoid taking her own attack straight to the chest.

Blue-painted splinters from what had been the staff fountained up, each one coated in frost, and Cosplay Pikachu did a double backflip before landing quite firmly on her feet.

“Shock wave this time!” Jessie instructed.

Lightning crackled again, and speared out from Cosplay-chu’s cheeks.

Glaceon’s reply was a dainty dodge, then a shower of ice shards as the attack curved to follow her.

Diamond-dust filled the air from the ablative impact, floating slowly down and swirling in the wind from the ongoing exchange of attacks.


“Shadow Ball!” May called, and Glaceon skidded out in a turn before firing her Ghost-type attack.

It curved in towards Pikachu, who blasted it with a Thunderbolt, and the diffusing cloud of negative energy made her wince before she fired right back with a Shock Wave.

Glaceon’s tail whipped across, shimmering with iron, and deflected the attack sparking into the floor. She winced as some of the charge made it through to her anyway, but rallied and fired a one-two-one pattern of ice shards at Pikachu as she got moving again.

“Great!” May called, one eye on the clock.

There wasn’t much time left, and the score was going back-and-forth with every move. Both Glaceon and her opponent were using combination after combination of attacks, but they were also managing to avoid taking attacks too heavily and so their scores were both dropping slowly.

“Let’s try a big finish, Glaceon!” she said, and Glaceon’s ears perked up.

She pushed backwards, skating out of the way of one attack and blocking another with a shower of Ice Shards, and looked back at her trainer with a grin.

“Blizzard wave,” May decided, and Glaceon’s vulpine grin increased.

Her claws dug in again and she pulled herself forwards again, her bangs glowing faintly, and used Blizzard.

It began as a wind from behind her, which intensified and picked up snow – and pushed her forwards on the icy ground she was making around her paws.

As she moved faster, the Blizzard intensified – and built up, piling in on itself, until the whole fury of the attack was a single thin wall of snow ready to crash down on Pikachu.

“Great!” May said.


“Do something!” Jessie said. “Aura Sphere?”

Cosplay Pikachu did not use Aura Sphere.

Instead, she struck a pose. “True heroes have more than one trick up their sleeves!” she announced. “And an expert cosplayer can mix their costumes so they’re representing more than one character at once!”

Her cheeks sparked.

Her orange cheeks, carefully made-up during her ‘transformation sequence’ earlier.

Paws glowing, she swept them around in a half-circle which left a glowing trail – and which joined up into a complete yellow band of electrical energy.

Another move, and a second band joined up – and a forward flip made a third.


“That’s not fair!” Ash’s Pikachu said, up in the crowd. “Why does everyone keep copying me!”


As Glaceon’s attack swept down, Cosplay Pikachu spun her three crackling rings of electricity.

She had time for about four turns, not as much as the attack could normally do but enough to store up a substantial quality of electricity.

Then she lined them up-

“Glaceon, ice shield!” May shouted.

-and fired.


An earsplitting BANG echoed through the contest hall, accompanied by a bright blaze of yellow light.

Glaceon’s blizzard wave was shattered, blown apart by the concussion of Cosplaychu’s copied Volt Crash, and fine powder snow filled the air.

The attack continued on, until it was nearly to Glaceon – and there it ran into the Ice Shield Glaceon had hurriedly established in the last moment before the attack reached her.

It wasn’t a solid wall – instead, it formed a series of angled, layered facets arrayed like an icy pine tree to deflect and channel an attack.

Some of the panes of ice were nearly flat horizontal, trying to make the attack skip off, while others were rough and opaque and intended to be smashed and absorb the energy of the attack.

They couldn’t stop it. The Volt Crash was too powerful – but they did make it weaker, so it reached Glaceon with perhaps half the energy it had had to start with.

Glaceon was knocked backwards all the way to the opposite wall of the stage by the blast, and nearly fell off entirely.

Then she looked up, electrical light glowing on her mirror-bright coat.

A second blast of energy, every bit as powerful as the one which had been fired at her, shot back across the battlefield. It hit the remnants of the ice shield, blowing it to powder, and continued on to hit Cosplay Pikachu and send her flying backwards as well.

“And that’s time!” Raoul Contesta announced.

Both Glaceon – legs trembling with fatigue – and Pikachu – her outfit scorched as she came back to her feet – gave him an astonished look.

“…well, it is timed,” he said defensively.

May and Jessie looked up at the scoreboard.

The bars were so close together it was impossible to tell which was larger.

“Oh, not another draw…” May sighed.

“No, actually,” Raoul said. “There’s three points in it.”

He paused for a long moment, both Coordinators on tenterhooks.

“And the winner is… May Maple!”

May let out an explosive breath in relief.


“All right, May!” Max called, getting to his feet and applauding.

Brock and Ash joined in, then Ritchie, and the whole arena was just a few moments behind.


“Thanks for that, guys,” Ritchie said, with a grin. “I guess I can see why people like contests – are they all like that?”

“They’re all different,” Brock told him. “That last battle was one of the faster-paced ones, but you never get a boring Contest battle – that’s kind of the point, really.”

“Right,” Ritchie agreed.

He reached his hand down, and Sparky used it as a ladder to get back to his customary shoulder perch before twining his long black tail around Ritchie’s upper arm.

“Well, I guess I’d better be going,” he smiled. “Guess I’ll see you guys at Ever Grande!”

“Bet we beat you there!” Ash replied promptly.

“Okay, now it’s a race!” Ritchie laughed. He reached for his belt, and Zippo materialized with a flash. “Just don’t run into too many more legendaries, okay?”

Ash winced. “Uh… how many is too many? Because… I’m pretty sure I’ve met at least one of all the Legendaries I’ve been within three hundred miles of.”

Ritchie chuckled, swinging aboard his Charizard. “If you have to ask, it’s too many. Okay, Zippo, let’s go!”

“Right!” Zippo agreed, wings flaring, and he took off in a storm of wind which raised dust and grit in a low cloud.

By the time it faded, they were an orange speck winging away towards Mauville.

“He was nice,” Max said. “What did you say you two were?”

“Lucario – Riolu then – said we were destiny entangled,” Ash supplied. “But he said it broke a while ago. I guess he’s just being picked by Celebi to handle time stuff because… I don’t know, maybe she got mixed up?”

“Actually, he’s just quite good at it,” Celebi said.

May jumped six inches in the air, turning to look at the Psychic-type Legendary hovering by her left ear. “How long have you been there?”

“I’m a time traveller, do you think the answer even makes sense?” Celebi asked. “Now, what was I – oh, right!”

Her cheeks pinked slightly. “I guess I need to sort out that Corphish – see you earlier.”

A fingersnap and she was gone.

“That was… somehow strangely worrying,” Brock said, in the air of someone saying something that had to be said.

Max, May and Pikachu all nodded agreement.


“That went pretty well,” James said.

Jessie nodded, a little ruefully. “I guess that kind of loss is the next best thing to winning…”

“Well, yeah, of course!” Meowth agreed. “And dang, but dat was one heck of a move! I bet you could really sweep da Contest stakes if you just kept practicin’ dat!”

Cosplaychu – now bereft of her blue outfit, and rubbing orange makeup off her cheeks – looked up. “Eh?”

“Ya know. Just keep doin’ dat move,” Meowth explained.

“But I don’t know it any more,” she replied, as the last of the makeup came off and she put the cloth in for washing. “That’s not how it works.”

“Come again?” Meowth asked.

“What did she-” Jessie began.

“She’s sayin’ dat she don’t know how to do Volt Crash no more!” Meowth said, a little forcefully. “How does that work?”

Pikachu shrugged. “I honestly think it’s more important that I learn moves than that I forget them again,” she said. “Now – do you think I should try ninja next?”

“Go for it,” Arbok agreed. “Do you mean realistic ninja, or black-suit wearing ninja?”

“Hey!” Meowth protested, stung. “Dat is realistic!”

“It’s from Noh plays and you know it,” Arbok shot back.

He noticed a few of the others staring at him.

“What?” he asked. “I have culture.”


Ash looked up at the sun as they walked.

“Looks like it’s about time,” he said. “What do you guys think?”

“Yeah, seems to be,” Brock agreed. “I’ll start dinner.”

“I think I need to give Arc another trim,” Max sighed. “So I guess that’ll take an hour or so…”

Arc licked Max on the cheek. “Sorry…” he said, with a whine. “I’ve got so much fur…”

“It’s not your fault,” Max replied, weaving his fingers into the stiff, tingly fur. “I mean, it’s great – it’s just kind of a lot of work when it is time to cut it.”

“What about you, Ash?” May asked, already looking for somewhere to practice Venusaur’s latest routine.

“I’ve got something Gary asked me to try out,” he explained. “I’ll be over there.”

“Right,” Brock nodded. “I’ll shout when it’s ready – I’m doing teriyaki style tonight!”

“How do you fit all those ingredients in your bag?” May asked, blinking.

“Ash carries everything else,” Brock replied, getting out the base for the sauce. “And I mean everything.”

“Yeah, I do,” Ash confirmed. “Okay, where’s that…”

He went off, rummaging in his pouch. As he walked, the others watched him stick his arm in up to the elbow, then Pikachu waved him out of the way and jumped in with a string around his waist for retrieval.

Max shrugged, and got to work with the clippers.


“Okay, here we go,” Ash said, sitting down.

“Indeed,” Absol agreed.

She looked up at Heracross, and then across to where Lucario stood. “I’m glad to have such experienced helpers, as well.”

“I’ve only done it once,” Lucario said, just to make sure she had the picture right. “Latias has done it more often than I have.”

A nod was his answer, the red-white dragon phasing out of invisibility for a moment to confirm his statement.

“Okay,” Absol said, rolling her neck. “I… well, nothing urgent seems to be on my senses.”

She stepped closer to Ash, and watched intently as he picked up the slim metal brooch.

It had a small hole in the back, and Ash threaded some of her fur through it before tightening the screw and cinching it in place.

He gave a quick tug, to make sure it wasn’t going to come off, then took his hands away. “Does that work?”

“It’s fine,” Absol confirmed.

“Right,” Ash said, and reached back to get his staff.

Taking it in both hands, he concentrated.

Absol was a new Pokémon. One of his newest.

But, at the same time, he’d known her for a long time. They’d first met back on Ash’s first Hoenn journey, and though she didn’t remember it they’d discussed the events in careful detail.

Absol was… dependable. Reliable. Well grounded simply because she could literally feel how important something was, but not to the point of becoming stuffy.

And, fundamentally, a good Pokémon – and a good friend.

The brooch began to shine, a spherical-cut blue-and-white stone at the core lighting up to match Ash’s glowing staff.

Then the light stole over Absol’s form, and the changes began.

Fur grew, an inch or two at least, and spiked up at the back of her mane into two broad white shapes – one either side.

Her clawed spikes – on her heels and elbows – grew larger, longer, and the fur around those grew into tufts which half-hid the longer claws. No such camouflage added itself to her tail, which took on a new shape with more points and a little more length.

Finally, the horn on her head became larger, with a small new horn poking out from the white fur on the left side of her face.

As the light faded, she took in a deep breath – and hissed it out, claws clenching.

“Absol!” Ash said, worry in his voice. “What’s wrong?”

“Not… sure,” Mega Absol managed, through gritted teeth. “But-”

Red energy crackled over her fur.

“Absol, listen to me,” Lucario said, in measured tones. “Can you control this?”

Mega Absol hesitated, then her expression clouded and she let out a howl – before lunging at her teammate.


Despite his surprise, Lucario acted quickly. He got his forearms up in time to block the first attack, more of a swipe than anything deliberate and powerful, but the impact alone knocked him backwards a step.

“Absol!” he called, trying to get through to her. “What’s going on? I know you’re not like this!”

“Look out!” Pikachu called, cheeks sparking. “I can’t get her when you’re that close!”

“Don’t hurt her!” Ash said forcefully, half his attention on Heracross as the Bug-type’s own Mega Stone began to activate. “It’s not her – it can’t be her fault!”

“Whatever it is, she can’t control it!” Pikachu replied. “And I’m not going to hurt her!”

Lucario’s paws dug into the ground, and he pushed – as hard as he could, forcing Mega Absol back before retreating with alacrity.

For a moment, Mega Absol was on her own, and at that moment Pikachu used his attack.

“Thunder wave!”

Streams of crackling, pulsing energy cascaded out from his cheeks, and slammed directly into Mega Absol’s flank.

She snarled, and her furry ‘wings’ pulled in with a twitch – then spread out again, forcing the electricity back, and Pikachu yelped with shock as the Thunder Wave rebounded on him.

“What the-”

“Magic Bounce!” Lucario said, having worked it out. As Mega Absol gathered herself to spring, he launched himself back into the fray and body-checked her to the floor. “We’re going to have to do this the hard way!”

Mega Absol gathered herself, coiling slightly, then pushed Lucario backwards with a fangs-bared shout.

She flicked her horn, sending a dark scythe of energy blazing skywards, and Latias yelped as she took a Night Slash to the side.

Then Mega Heracross arrived.

Mega Absol twisted with preternatural skill, avoiding his punch, and her eyes blazed red as she spun to face him.

“Calm down,” Mega Heracross said, and fired a barrage of Pin Missiles at her.

Mega Absol may have been in pain, but there was clearly nothing at all wrong with her precognitive talents. She dodged through the storm of needles, taking only a few minor hits to the thickest parts of her fur, and swiped at Mega Heracross with both forepaws.

Lucario re-joined the battle, coming in from behind her, and Mega Absol kicked him unerringly in the shin without taking her attention off the Mega in front of her.

“Just keep her still!” Ash called. “And be ready to follow me in!”

He charged forwards, palms glowing, and both his Fighting-types combined their efforts to give Mega Absol no reasonable escape.

Ash’s hand touched Mega Absol’s side, he began the familiar work of Aura Purge-


-and there was an explosion of blue light.

Mega Absol howled, an ululating sound which scraped at the ears, and Ash landed sprawled on the grass some feet away.

“What happened?” Mega Heracross asked, glancing back for just a moment.

“I don’t know!” Ash replied, shaking his head and getting to his feet. “I guess Magic Bounce must have stopped it!”

“That leaves us without other options,” Lucario said, regretfully. “We’re going to have to hit her until she snaps out of it.”


“What was that sound?” May asked, looking up. “That sounded like… I don’t know what.”

“That was Absol, I think,” Max frowned. “But why would she be in pain?”

Another keening howl reached them, still loud despite the distance. Then there was what sounded a lot like an impact.

“That can’t be good,” May said, starting to get up. “Blaziken, can-”

There was a whoosh.

Brock managed to catch the pan before it hit the ground. “Oh. Uh… Ninetales, can you take over the heating? I guess Blaziken went.”


Mega Heracross’ chunky forearms spun, and he braced himself.

As Mega Absol lashed out, eyes narrowed, he reached out in turn to grab at the wrists just behind her forepaws.

Unfortunately, things didn’t go according to plan. Mega Absol twisted with startling agility, her wrists moving out of the way of where Mega Heracross had expected them to be, and both her paws came down instead on his chest and bowled him over.

Her claws left scratches in his armour, and he twisted his short legs up to push the Dark-type Mega off him – uselessly, as she jumped back the moment he was in position and before he could actually deliver the push.

Mega Heracross saw her horn start to glow – preparation for an attack – but she then had to abort it as Lucario swung a kick at her side.

Lucario’s full-force kick swiped past her flank, missing by the thickness of a hair, and Mega Absol’s teeth snapped at Lucario’s own side – then she pulled her head back, just avoiding a Bone Rush staff Lucario had conjured.

“What do we…” Ash began, glancing at Pikachu. “How can we help her?”

“I don’t know,” Pikachu admitted. “I don’t want to hurt her, I can’t just blast her… I don’t even know if she’s Flying type now, I wouldn’t know how hard to hit her, and…”

Another crackle of yellow lightning flowed over Pikachu’s side, and he winced. “And that.”

Blaziken shot across the clearing in a blur of brown and red, and Mega Absol jumped skywards – rising twenty feet into the air – to avoid his first blow, before landing back down on the grassy field and lashing out at the nearest Pokémon.

The impact of her paw with Lucario’s chest produced a clang, but not the flinch that might have been expected – his metal spike had slid smoothly between her second and third claw on that foot, and she’d completely avoided hitting it.

Mega Heracross tried to get her again, swiping his horn across from left to right, and the Dark-type rolled underneath his sharp-tipped horn with barely a millimetre to spare.

Rolling back upright, she tripped Lucario with a blow to the ankle and whirled to knock Blaziken aside – only failing to floor him as well because the Fire-type managed a double backflip and stuck a one-handed landing that he turned into a Blaze Kick.

Mega Absol’s left wing lowered as the Blaze Kick approached, and she snarled at the feel of the near-miss before feinting and diving at Mega Heracross’ legs.

She hit him, bowling him over, but Lucario threatened her side and she had to abort instead of following up.

“She’s… wait,” Ash said, frowning. “She’s doing the only thing she can to avoid being overwhelmed.”

Pikachu looked up at him, wincing. “Pardon?”

“Look,” Ash said, pointing as Mega Absol backed up two and a half steps and knocked an attack by Lucario just wide enough to miss. “If she’d done anything else, one of them would have hit her.”

The Electric-type watched again, looking closer.

Now that Ash mentioned it, it was kind of… there.

“So… what does that mean?” he asked, looking at his trainer.

“It means they need my help,” Ash said, adjusting his gloves. “If I’m there as well, then Mega Heracross – or Lucario, or Blaziken – can grab her and stop her moving. And then we can actually think about what to do next.”

“Ash…” Pikachu said, concerned.

“I’ll be okay,” Ash replied. He pushed Aura into his boots, shifting their polarity from ‘training’ to ‘battle’, and sprinted forwards.


Mega Absol’s world was pain.

It wasn’t a blanket agony, but shifted – playing on her nerves as though it was trying to find all-new ways of reducing her to a whimpering mess, every moment bringing a new blast of information so dense it felt like it was trying to saw her skull open.

One of her foes shifted, his toes getting a better grip on the muddy grass, and a million possibilities flowed through her mind – shifting probabilities, driving her to act and try to make it so they would just stop.

Her incoherent mind was able to work out that it was stronger for those nearby – so if she could knock out everyone close enough for her senses to be on overdrive, maybe the pain would stop enough for her to think.

She snarled, white-hot needles of pain lancing through her mind, and lashed out with a paw to cuff the Steel-type in the side.

Something about this felt wrong – like she shouldn’t be fighting him – but the momentary contemplation was driven from Mega Absol’s attention by a further spike of intense pain as another joined the fray.

Instinctively riding the currents of fate, she turned and slapped aside a Sky Uppercut from the Fire-type. That got her an opening, and she reached forwards-

-and, very suddenly, the pain vanished.

Mega Absol felt like the world was moving suddenly very slowly, as her precognitive senses shifted from their cacophonous chaos to complete, stark agreement.

Finish that attack and everything goes horribly wrong.

She wrenched her paw back, aborting the swipe, and a foot took her in the side as she lost her dance-between-the-raindrops.

But that didn’t matter.

The painful chaos of the fight wanted to intrude, but now she had her level she could push it back – forcing her senses away from their discord and towards a single critical question.

Had she just nearly hit Ash?

Yes.

Then her trainer was there, hands reaching for her – gently, despite what she’d nearly done – and the Fighting-types were stepping back, and Mega Absol became aware she was panting like she’d just run for a week.

“Ssh, calm down, it’s okay, I’m fine…” Ash said, voice low and soothing, and Mega Absol gingerly pressed her chin into his shoulder.

“I’m sorry, Ash,” she said, softly. “I didn’t know what was going on, and…”

“It’s okay,” Ash repeated. “You’re fine now, right?”

A pause, as Mega Absol considered the question. Then she gave a mute shake of her head.

“I… I don’t feel safe to be around,” she admitted.

Ash shrugged, making her head move up-and-down. “It’s fine. We’ll work out what happened. Both of us.”

Mega Absol could feel hot, salty tears rolling down her cheeks.

She was a tough, hardy Pokémon. One who lived in the wilderness, and meditated on the future, and tried to save the world.

But right now, she didn’t care about that.


“Are you feeling better?” Ash asked.

Mega Absol swallowed her Teriyaki, and managed a weak smile. “I think I’m getting a little better,” she said. “It still hurts, but…”

She shrugged. “I think I’ll be able to tell if it’s about to get overwhelming again.”

“Right,” Ash said.

“What happened to her?” May asked. “You went off to do something – which I guess was the Mega Evolution thing – and the next we know we can hear Absol – Mega Absol – howling in pain!”

“I think-” Mega Absol winced, but waved off Ash as he made to rise. “No, I’m okay… I think what was happening was that my disaster senses got supercharged. I was sensing so much that it hurt, and I couldn’t think straight past just wanting the pain to stop.”

Dexter silently relayed what she’d said, projecting a hologram for the two Maples, and they sat in silence for a moment.

“Is it going to happen again?” Max asked. “Is this something that could happen with any Mega Evolution? Is it something that could hurt Arc – or Latias?”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “I don’t know the answers to any of those.”

“Maybe we should give the Absolite back to Gary,” Mega Absol suggested, looking down. “If it’s going to mean something like this happens-”

“No, we’re not,” Ash interrupted. “We can decide to not use it, if you don’t want to. And if Gary wants it back because of that, then we can give it to him. But I don’t want to give that up just yet – we can beat this.”

Mega Absol smiled at the words, looking down for a moment, then shook herself.

“I… think you are right,” she said. “I would like to be able to use this – to use my Mega Evolution – in the way it is intended. The way we hoped to be able to use it… but I still worry.”

“Gary knows that guy in Kalos… Gurrkin, right?” Brock asked. “Can we ask him if this has happened before? Or if there’s any records of something like it happening?”

“I guess we could,” Ash agreed. “I just wish there was some way to-”

“ASH!” Max shouted.

“…to… never mind,” Ash winced. “Sorry, Max. Sorry, Jirachi!”

Jirachi looked up from his plate. Pardon? Sorry, this is great!

He swallowed, and blushed. Uh… wait, sorry, that wasn’t very polite of me.

Mega Absol managed a smile. “I’m kind of glad you’re able to enjoy your meal, though, Jirachi. I’d hate to ruin everyone’s day because of my problem.”

“It’s our problem,” Ash said forcefully. “I won’t leave you to face it on your own, Absol.”

The Dark-type turned to Ash, with a smile. Then she looked down again. “Thank you, but… I still don’t know where we’re even going to start… perhaps asking your friend is the best option.”

“…actually, now I think about it,” Brock said. “I think another of our friends had a similar problem. Remember Psyduck?”

“That really should have occurred to one of us sooner,” Pikachu admitted, as Ash dove into his bag. “Maybe it would have helped before…”

“What is it?” Mega Absol asked. “What did Psyduck have as a problem, and what was the solution?”

“His psychic powers were so strong they caused him immense pain, and only with immense pain could he use them,” Lucario summarized. “So, basically, Ash used a Calm Mind TM on him. It worked quite well.”

“A TM?” Mega Absol repeated. “I’ve never actually seen one before, but… aren’t they quite fragile?”

She smiled, a little ruefully. “I imagine trying to apply such a device while I was enraged would just have smashed it.”

“Got it!” Ash reported, pulling his entire arm back out of the pouch. “Okay, Absol, this might feel a bit strange…”

The Mega watched a little warily as Ash approached. “How do you use that? Does my horn go through the middle, or…”

“No, it just goes on your forehead,” Ash replied. “Ready?”

Mega Absol looked a little uncertain.

“We don’t have to if you feel uncomfortable,” Ash assured her.

That seemed to decide her. “I – yes, best try it.”

Ash waited a moment longer, then placed it on the little black triangle which poked out of her white fur between her horns.

There was a shimmer, and Mega Absol blinked – then gasped, and took a step back.

“Are you okay?” Lucario checked, watching as she shook her head with some force.

“Yes, I – yes,” she said, in tones of wonder. “It’s as though my head’s been wrapped in cotton wool, dampening the worst of the noise… it’s there, but I have to pay attention, and from now I’ll be ready for it.”

Her furry wings came down to lie flush along her side, and she nodded – almost a bow of fealty. “My great, heartfelt thanks – all of you – for helping me through this, and for ensuring I can use the power of this form with a clear conscience.”

Smiles and sighs of relief ran around the group.

“So,” Lucario said, raising a paw. “What’s for dessert?”

May groaned. “That was really beautiful right up until you said that.”

“What?” Lucario asked, with a shrug. “I’m kind of hungry.”

“Actually, I did prepare something,” Brock told them. “Waffles – and since I knew Ash had picked up Heracross, I’ve got a lot of maple syrup!”

“That sounds great,” Pikachu agreed. “Can we have ice cream, too?”

“Glaceon?” May asked, looking over at her Ice-type.

“Sure, I can help with that,” Glaceon agreed.

“What flavour would you like, Absol?” Ash asked.

“I think I’ll just have whatever you think is best,” Mega Absol replied. “I’m not really very familiar with the choices – but I’m sure you’ll pick something good.”


AN:


Two things covered here, mainly.

First, there’s that Contest which the previous chapter led up to – hope that it worked out quite nicely. The idea of Glaceon as an ice-skater is a fun one, and we of course need to see Cosplaychu doing things that are basically impossible.

And secondly we have… well, something that sometimes happens with Mega Evolution.

Because Ash had been getting lucky so far with those.

Anyway. Next chapter is chapter one-hundred-and-fifty. And I’ve got something… interesting… planned.






150. Hoenn 30


“Right… right,” Gary said, making notes with his free hand. “And… sensory overload… and Calm Mind handled it.”

He rubbed his forehead. “Okay, Ash. Thanks for letting me know so quickly. Everything okay now?”

There was a pause.

“Good. Right, let me know how she does in a battle. Smell you later.”

Gary ended the call.

“Why do you say smell-” Sycamore asked.

“It’s an old joke,” Gary explained. “Between Ash and me, basically. Okay…”

He glanced down at his Pokédex. “Did you get the pictures?”

I did, Dee confirmed. Her projector flashed, and a half-there image of Mega Absol appeared.

“Wings,” Sycamore said. “Interesting. I’ve never actually seen a Mega Absol before. Do you know if she’s Flying-type?”

“I don’t know,” Gary shrugged. “Sorry.”

“It’s not a particularly major concern,” Gurkinn said, bringing in the tea with his two Lucario. “What is a concern is this berserk state.”

He set down the cups with a clink, and took a seat. “It’s occasionally turned up in the old legends – the stories about Mega Evolution, back from before it was anything like as systematic as it was even forty years ago.”

Gary winced. “Okay…”

“So, what do we do?” Sycamore asked. “I mean – obviously we’ll need to write this incident up, and include references to those legends Gurkinn mentioned.”

“I know,” Gary agreed. “But I wish we had enough data points to say with some kind of certainty what’s causing it, or what the remedy should be. Calm Mind worked, according to what Ash said, but so did…”

He paused.

“Actually, that does suggest something. Any Pokémon able to Mega Evolve is going to have a strong bond – I tested with Sableye to confirm that – and that means the Pokémon doesn’t want to hurt their trainer. Or anyone, usually.”

“So…” Sycamore asked.

“I see what you’re getting at,” Gurkinn agreed. “You’re suggesting that the Pokémon in question is going to be trying to restrain itself.”

“Right!” Gary agreed. “I mean, it’d be a really bad idea to rely on that, but…”

He shrugged.

Gurkinn considered. “There’s another option, as well,” he said. “Lucie?”

The female Lucario checked her armband, then nodded. There was a bright orange flare, which lit the lab from within, and then a Mega Lucario stood to Gurkinn’s right.

“Try to stay in Mega form,” Gurkinn told her. “As much as you can.”

He handed the Key Stone to Lucen. “Carry this away as fast as possible.”

Lucen bowed, and set off at a run.

The other two humans watched Lucie, as she went from calm to frowning to clearly straining to hold her Mega state. A few more seconds and her fists clenched, before energy washed over her and she reverted to simply Lucario once more.

“So just getting the Key Stone far enough away would work,” Gary said, nodding, as Lucie fell to one knee and panted. “I see.”

“Yes,” Gurkinn confirmed. “But we should test to see just how far and how long. I’m afraid we may be doing this many more times, Lucie.”

Lucie tensed, then pushed herself back to her feet and gave a nod of understanding.

“I’ll start writing up the observations,” Gary volunteered. “Augustine, can you take the notes on that distance experiment?”

“Of course,” Sycamore agreed. “But we may need to do this somewhere large and open, rather than the lab – I have no idea how far Lucen got before he stopped.”

“Wait,” Gary said, frowning. “Did he stop?”

“…that is a good question,” Gurkinn admitted.


“It’s certainly a nice afternoon,” Delia said, smiling as the scent of pine came to her on the wind. “Don’t you think so?”

Mimey nodded. “Mime!”

He adjusted his grip slightly, and passed the needle in-and-out of the open weave canvas on his lap.

“What are you making this time?” Delia asked, putting her tea down. “Can I see?”

The Mr. Mime passed her his pattern with one hand, concentrating on the other. “Miiiime…”

“Oh, that’s going to be lovely!” Delia smiled, comparing the pattern picture with how far the Fairy-type had already gotten. “I can see you’re already doing the feathers – and that’s a gorgeous blue you’re using.”

There was a tssz sound.

“What was that?” Delia asked.

Mimey lifted his canvas, showing that a needle was embedded in a Reflect layer between the canvas and his leg.

“That’s clever,” Delia told him. “But don’t get careless, dear.”

“Mime!” Mimey agreed whole-heartedly, and returned to his needlepoint.


“We’re coming up on the coastline!” Todd called.

Sneasel nodded, and used the light metal frame to clamber around to his back. She undid the click strap with a careful press, and shifted to the right before easing the camera out of its pouch.

“And make sure your safety line is tight,” Todd added, more softly. “We’re pretty high up.”

Sneasel double-checked her line, as requested, then gave Todd a thumbs-up. She swapped the memory cards in her camera, putting the half-full one into the appropriate bag, and swung out onto the wing.

Todd banked their microlight, taking them a bit closer to the flock of migrating Taillow and Swellow. One of the Flying-types looked over, confused, then shrugged and kept going.

Bracing herself with her long claws, Sneasel steadied the camera and began taking photos – paying special attention to the formation as it scudded through the thin, icy cloud layer just a few feet below them.

Todd smiled underneath his thick coat.

He’d never be able to take photos in mid-air at this temperature… but an Ice-type found it just right.


Misty Waterflower – Kanto-Johto Elite Four – sat back on her bunk and frowned.

“I wonder if I should get a Vaporeon…” she said, with a contemplative air.

The Gym one was nice, and a tricky battler… but wasn’t really her style. But then again, the same species of Pokémon could be very different between two individuals.

It wouldn’t be that hard to pick one she liked, either. Just find a nice, fuzzy Eevee, and see if he’d be interested in evolving into a Vaporeon.

The room shifted slightly, and she adjusted with the ease of long practice.

Several of her friends had Eevee-evolved Pokémon, too… she’d never met May’s Glaceon, but she’d heard of the Ice-type, and of course there was Molly’s Eevee who got to be all of them whenever she felt like it.

“Maybe I could even expense the Water Stone…”


“Yah!” Cobalion shouted, swinging his Sacred Sword.

The powerful blow, delivered with all his considerable strength, staggered his opponent – who roared, and let out a blast of icy wind.

Cobalion let it run off his flanks as though it were rain. “Terrakion! How are things!”

“There’s six of them, boss!” Terrakion reported, his stentorian bellow cutting through the snow. “And I can’t handle all six – they keep getting further while I’m busy with another one!”

“I can’t help, Terrakion,” Virizion said regretfully. “The Deerling are too afraid of being hurt if I leave them be.”

“What about-” Cobalion began, and then a shimmering blade of golden light scythed across the icy clearing and smashed into the side of the Beartic he was fighting.

Keldeo landed next to the Steel-type, his waterjets steaming in the chill air. “Just try using Sacred Sword Beam,” he recommended. “It means you don’t have to keep running back and forth!”

Cobalion turned to the next crisis point and began to canter, then gallop, and his fellow Sword of Justice followed at a brisk pace.

“It’s not that simple, Keldeo,” Cobalion said, tone gentle. “We know about your trick, but we can’t do it ourselves.”

“That’s okay, I’ll show you!” Keldeo replied earnestly. “First you need to charge up a Sacred Sword, then you kind of flick your head and sever the connection while also pulsing extra energy into your blade-”

“This is not the time, Keldeo!” Cobalion cut him off, spinning on his forehooves and kicking another of the rampaging Beartic. The impact made it whimper, staggering backwards a few steps, and Cobalion’s hooves landed back on the snowy ground with a krang. “We are in the middle of a battle!”

“So?” Keldeo asked, frowning. “That’s a great time to learn a new move!”

“What has that Ketchum boy been teaching you?”


Slow, heavy wingbeats pressed down on the afternoon air.

Pidgeot smiled, spotting the familiar landmarks of home. She beat her wings one final time, then relaxed, and let the wind around her form dissipate.

Exterting much less force on her wings than normal, Pidgeot let her flight surfaces flap in the air and shed speed that way.

After a few seconds of that, she got back to work – tensing her muscles once more, bringing her wings into position, and gliding steadily down towards Pallet.

An air pocket caressed her, knocking her path off a little, and she steepened her angle of attack in response. Then she was passing over the first row of houses, and Pidgeot swung her wings up to cup the air and shed it both above and below.

Her feet came forwards, and she landed with a bit of a jolt which meant she took three half-flapping steps to stop entirely.

A moment, poised, with her wings half-spread, and then she furled them and let out a grateful sigh.

“Hey, look who it is!”

Swellow flapped over, wings working overtime, and hovered in front of Pidgeot. “Did you do it? Did you actually-”

“Yes, I did,” Pidgeot confirmed, putting down her bag before rolling her aching wings with a wince. “And right now I feel like a long bath…”

“Well, yeah, you deserve it!” Swellow agreed. “I mean, you flew around the world!”

Pidgeot chuckled. “Thank you. Honestly, the last bit was the hardest – maybe I should have gone east instead of west…”

Swellow thought about a world map.

“Whoa. Yeah, that must have been one long final journey! How long did it take?”

“Well, it was at least a few hours – the longest leg was from the coast west of Orre to the great mid-ocean island,” Pidgeot explained, Swellow hovering about her head as the larger Flying-type walked over to the pond. “That one took special preparation.”

She took a hop and glide into the pool, and sighed. “Oh, that feels great…”

“Did you buzz any jetliners?” Swellow asked. “I totally would have buzzed jetliners if it was me.”

“You’re welcome to try,” Pidgeot suggested.

“No fear!”

After a moment, Pidgeot frowned. “Actually, could you do something? My bag’s got some postcards – can you put them indoors before I forget?”

“Sure!” Swellow agreed, taking off in a whoosh of wind.


In the garden courtyard of Rota castle, a man with the rank of majordomo walked on the shaded side of a huge lilac bush.

A sound drew his attention, and he shaded his eyes to look up.

Several metres overhead, paws glowing a light blue, Lucario ran through a flowing warm-down kata.

On the broad, sun-drenched side of the castle wall.

“Ah, Lucario!” the majordomo called, drawing the Fighting-type’s attention. “Everything all right?”

“It is, thank you,” Lucario replied, not pausing his exercises.

“Nothing you need?”

“No, I am quite content. Please, do not let me keep you from your afternoon.”

“Of course,” the majordomo agreed. “Sorry for disturbing you.”

“Not a problem,” Lucario informed him, performing a strike which incorporated a springing leap. The moment he left the wall, gravity began to pay attention to him, and he used a complicated twist to get his palm back in contact with the stonework and execute the somewhat-altered blow.

Eyes wide, the majordomo took several seconds to shake his head and head off to his next task.


Lucario sat cross-legged on the wall, paws on his knees, and looked up at the few clouds dotting the sky.

“This world has an endless fascination,” he said, musing. “The modern world is… remarkable. But what is more remarkable is how little things have changed.”

Stretching out his arm, he examined the metal spike protruding from it.

“Majin may be Pokémon now, but they are still the same. Humans may have Pokéballs, but they are no different. And that, I think, is a treasure.”

He smiled as he remembered Ash - taking time to be just a little miffed that the human Aura adept kept forgetting to come to the Rota tournament - then lay back, more blue aura sticking his back to the stonework.

“Where are you, I wonder… Aaron, my friend,” he said. “Wherever you are, do you look up at the sky as do I? Will you sleep, when the sun goes down?”

He smiled. “And do you have friends, as you had Pidgeot and myself?”


There was an almighty CLANG which resonated through the entire area.

“That didn’t hurt!” came a protest, some seconds later. “I’m made of steel! You can’t-”

BONG.

“Shouldn’t we be actually fighting him?” Giratina asked, tilting his head.

“This is fighting him,” Palkia replied, clenching his fist.

A ripple spread out from it, and the Skarmory was abruptly hammered into the opposite wall.

“Still okay!” it said, voice still defiant but becoming slightly slurred.

Then it hit the opposite wall.

That’s not really in the spirit of a boss battle, Arceus pointed out.

“Yeah, but it hurt Dialga,” Palkia replied, glancing over at his wounded brother. “Quite a lot. So this is kind of… payback.”

He made an up-and-down gesture, and Skarmory made five Skarmory-shaped craters in the floor in quick succession.


“Don’t worry,” Aaron said, clinging to the side of Diglett’s pillar. “I’ll get you to safety.”

“You will?” the Diglett asked, sounding relieved. “I was so worried… how are you doing that?”

“Aura,” Aaron replied. “So is this.”

He whispered something, and a pair of bright blades – black and white – formed in his paws.

“Cooooool,” Diglett said softly. “What’s that?”

Aaron smirked. “Sacred Sword!”

He brought the two blades together, cutting about three feet off the tip of Diglett’s pillar, and then grabbed it and threw the whole rocky cylinder towards the main battlefield with an almighty Fling.

“Whoooah!” Diglett said, voice wavering, and then his rock hit the far side. “Wow!”

Aaron jumped after it, dismissing his Sacred Swords, and looked over at the others. “Need any help?”

“Don’t think so,” Palkia replied.

“I’m still able to fight!” Skarmory groaned.

Palkia clenched both fists, and Skarmory vanished upwards.

They watched for several seconds.

“…is it coming back?” Dialga asked.

“No,” Palkia replied. “Not unless it hitches a lift on Cresselia.”

I may need to apply a patch, Arceus mused.


It was almost too early in the morning for it to be early in the morning.

The shop bell jangled, and the half-drowsing night shift worker looked up with a start. “Uh – hello, welcome to Astilbe Pokemart, your one-shop stop for… uh, stop shop for-”

Blinking, the cashier actually focused on his new customer.

It was a gangly looking young man, almost a boy, with green hair and a black cap restraining it from falling down over his face.

But what was more surprising was the Pokémon.

The Pidove was fairly normal, almost expected, though most trainers had their Pokémon resting on their shoulder rather than hovering overhead. And the Fennekin sitting on top of his black cap was a little exotic, but nothing too out of the ordinary.

The huge Zebstrika, on the other hand, was not the sort of thing one found in a shop. And there was nothing one could really say about the Scolipede.

“…nuts, please.”

With a start, the cashier realized he’d completely missed the young man’s order. “Uh, sorry! Can you repeat that please?”

The Fennekin sniggered to itself, and his trainer reached up to pat it before continuing. “Two Pokeblocks of each colour, seventeen Poffins, a berry mix bag and five bags of nuts, please.”

Nodding uncertainly, the cashier got the food and rang it up – taking care to count the Pokeblocks and Poffins, to make sure he didn’t get them mixed up.

“That’ll be-” he began, and the young man handed over a large bill.

“Keep the change,” the green-haired trainer said.

Blinking for a moment, the cashier nodded. “Okay – thank you, sir!”

“I’m not-” his customer began, then shook his head. “Never mind. I’m glad you’re grateful.”

While he spoke, his hands carefully opened the first bag of nuts and passed it to the Zebstrika. Taking three of the Poffins, next, he gave one each to the Scolipede, the Fennekin and the Pidove.

“Uh… you know that’s going to make a mess, right?” the cashier asked.

“Don’t worry, they won’t,” explained the green-haired man. “I asked them not to.”


N smiled, enjoying the help he could give to these Pokémon, as Zebstrika started on his second bag.

True to their word, none of the Pokémon had spilled more than a few crumbs, and N had already asked for the dustpan and brush to clear up the resultant mess.

“Hey,” his companion said quietly. “N? Look at this.”

N glanced up at the foxy Pokémon on his hat. “What should I be looking at?”

“Over here.”

The vulpine ran down his arm, pausing at the elbow, then pointed with his foreleg at a rack next to the counter.

“What’s this?” he asked, indicating it.

“Oh – that’s something the owners put in a while ago,” the cashier explained, tearing his eyes from how daintily Zebstrika and Scolipede were eating their meals. “It’s some of the recent best-sellers – but they’re kind of cheap, they only stock paperback stuff.”

“I see,” N said. “Was there anything in particular?”

His companion barked an affirmative, then jumped down onto the floor and clambered halfway up the display.

“Hey, look out!” the cashier protested, reaching out a hand to hold it in place. “That could fall on you if you’re not careful.”

N decided he liked this young man.

Then he took a closer look at the indicated book.

“The… Other Side of the Pokéball?” he asked, one hand reaching up in a nervous gesture to feel his hair. “Who’s Mewtwo?”

“You don’t know who Mewtwo is?” asked the cashier, surprised. “But he’s been in the news a lot – especially when his book came out last year!”

“I’m afraid I don’t,” N confirmed. “Who is he?”

“He’s a Pokémon – he’s been in a couple of films, and he wrote that book,” his new acquaintance explained, as N’s foxy companion clambered back up to his customary perch. “It’s all about what it’s like to be a Pokémon.”

“Hmmm…” N said, considering, and picked up one of the copies.

Turning it to the pictures halfway through, he blinked. “These are very good quality.”

“I heard he actually got some Legendaries to pose for him,” the cashier said. “I guess it’s easy to do that when you know them personally.”

N’s curiosity was piqued.

He had the nagging feeling that Father would not enjoy him reading this book…

…which was why he turned to the counter once more. “I’d like to buy this.”

“Sure!” the cashier agreed, ringing it up. “You’ve paid more than enough for it already, so no need to give me any more-”

N cut him off, passing over the money anyway. “Please, accept it anyway. For your help tonight.”

“We’re done,” Scolipede reported. “What should we do with the rest?”

“I’ll share it out with other Pokémon who need it,” N told her. “None will go to waste.”

As he left the mart, all four Pokémon with him and a baffled cashier behind him, he cracked open the book.

There wasn’t time to read much by the street lights, but he could already see this was going to be an interesting read.


“Just a little more…” Tracey said, pencil stroking over the paper. “And… done!”

Marill bounced down from her perch. “Let me see!”

Tracey turned the paper around so she could see, and she beamed. “Looks great!”

Chuckling, the artist turned the page. “You’re just saying that because it’s you in it.”

“…not just,” Marill said, waving one arm. “Anyway, what’s next?”

“Next…” Tracey checked his notes. “Okay, Professor Oak asked me to check on the Houndour to make sure they’re all fine.”

Marill nodded, tail waving as she walked alongside. “I like them. They’re great… for Dark types.”

Her trainer laughed.

After a few more steps in companionable silence, Tracey looked down at his Pokémon. “Have you met him yet?”

“Azurill’s father?”

“Yes, of course that’s who I mean,” Tracey teased. “I don’t even know what species he is, you’re making it into a great big mystery when it really doesn’t have to be…”

“I like my privacy!” Marill replied with a giggle. “He’ll turn up.”

“I hope you’re right,” Tracey said, shrugging. “But – well, it’s your mysterious foreign boyfriend.”

A bark from ahead made them look up.

“Hi, Marill!” called one of the Houndour, tail wagging. “Great to see you!”

“And you – and your brother!” Marill replied, as the twin youngsters began playing roly-poly games with her and with one another. “Bet I’ll win this time!”

“That’s it, sis!” the boy yapped. “We’ll work together!”

Tracey started sketching again.


“Not far until we reach Mauville, Sparky,” Ritchie said, shading his eyes to check the angle of the sun. “I guess we’ll probably be able to sleep in a Pokémon Centre tonight.”

“Which is good,” Sparky agreed. “Especially after you had Zippo land at the wrong town.”

“It looked like Mauville from overhead, okay?” Ritchie asked.

“What, that place?” the Raichu replied, with a snigger. “There were only thirty-nine people in the entire town! Well, village, more like… I’d even say it was a thorp.”

“You really need to stop reading the thesaurus,” Ritchie shot back. “Anyway, not far to go – we should make it in an hour of walking.”

“And it wouldn’t be an hour of walking if you hadn’t annoyed Zippo…” Sparky pointed out, then flicked his tail. “Anyway – let’s keep going, I guess.”

“That’s what I’ve been saying…”

Ritchie started down the hill, then stopped. “Did you feel that?”

“Yep,” Sparky agreed, all business now. He rose higher on the shoulder of his trainer, and looked around. “Something – there!”

A blue shape came blurring in from the hilltop, covering the hundred or so yards they’d already walked in one huge leap, and stopped with preternatural grace right in front of him.

“This is a surprise,” said the blue-furred Suicune. “I thought you’d gone past this already.”

“Pardon?” Ritchie asked. He glanced at Sparky, who shrugged.

“And Pikachu’s evolved… and you’ve changed your-” Suicune blinked, and blushed. “My apologies. I seem to have mistaken you for my trainer…”

“But we’re kind of-”

“Remember, you look nearly identical,” Sparky hinted. “Apart from clothes, hair, Pokémon and companions.”

Suicune sighed, which turned into a jaw-cracking yawn. “It’s been a long day… I was in Sinnoh this morning. Since then I’ve been checking on every Golem runic site to make sure the seals are intact.”

She shrugged. “Anyway – sorry for taking your time.”

Crouching, the Aurora Pokémon sprang off, and headed west at a ground-devouring lope that blurred into near-invisibility.

Ritchie watched her go.

“I remember when we didn’t meet Legendaries,” he said to Sparky.

“It makes it easier to fill out the ultra-hard section on that spotters’ guide,” his Raichu pointed out. “That’s helpful.”


Philena sat down at her chair, and sighed.

“Ah, that was harder than it needed to be…”

She could hear her assistants still clearing up the remnants of the mess. Fortunately it was down to mops, now, but that much mud would take a long time to clear off.

“Well, at least we now know for certain that that’s the frequency,” the professor said.

Maybe it did mean that it was absolutely sure and certain that Diglett communicated by infrasound, but it was still unpleasant when three hundred of them mobbed the lab.

After a moment, she heard a purr, and looked up just in time to see a blue-yellow kitten jumping into her lap.

“Oof!” she gasped, then looked down at the guilty party. “You are a minx of a Shinx, do you know that?”

The comment rolled off Shinx’ back as unimportant, and she gazed up at her trainer with another loud, insistent purr.

Philena tried to ignore it, but surrendered to the inevitable after only a few seconds. “A minx,” she repeated, rubbing her Electric-type behind the ear.

Shinx purred louder, legs stretching and splaying as she accepted the tribute.


The Oak Labs door clicked.

“I’m home!”

With a faint hum, the main screen activated. Welcome home, Professor. Shall we play a game?

“I should never have told you about that film,” Samuel Oak said, putting his flying scarf on the peg. “Nothing too bad happened while I was gone, I hope?”

Damos drew himself on the main screen. Not especially. It’s actually slightly calmer than usual. How did the conference go?

“Oh, it went fine,” the Professor said, sitting down with a smile. “The keynote went well… I only wish I’d remembered to tell Ash and his friends in time, it would have been wonderful to have Entei or Suicune along.”

That is a pity, Damos agreed, with a nod of his virtual beak. I assume you still used the footage and photos, though?

“Indeed,” Professor Oak confirmed. “There were one or two old stick-in-the-muds who thought that the footage was, at best, staged – and at worst, counterfeited – but they were very much in the minority.”

Staged? Damos repeated, mild incredulity in his vocoder-generated voice. How, exactly, do they think you persuaded three Legendary Pokémon to pretend to socialize?

“Oh, don’t ask me,” Oak sighed. He took a box out of his pocket. “Actually, you can see for yourself – this is the data disc with the conference minutes.”

Opening it with a clack of plastic, he slotted the disc into one of the computers all around the lab – which one didn’t matter, they were all Damos anyway.

The drive immediately spun up to full speed, as Damos parsed the information.

How was the flight? Damos asked, making small talk as they waited for him to finish.

“Oh, not bad,” Oak shrugged. “There was a tailwind on the way back, so Dragonite didn’t have to fly quite so hard.”

He could carry you a lot faster than you’re comfortable travelling, Professor, Damos rejoined. I am fairly sure that under tailwind conditions he can put in more effort, because the effective airspeed is less for the same groundspeed.

“…fine, fine,” Oak said, shaking his head with a smile. “You’re right, of course.”

Ah, there is the keynote, Damos added. I see you went a little off script.

“I extemporize, you know that,” the Professor explained. “Nothing too bad, I hope?”

No, you handled the questions very well. I especially liked the bit where you analyzed Silver Conference footage in response to one of those stick-in-the-muds. An Entei barely restraining a laughing fit is quite good evidence.

“I thought so,” Oak replied, with a smile.


“Hello?”

Dragonite looked up, then waved – using his other clawed arm to unlatch the harness on his back. “Hello yourself, Charizard!”

A middle-aged Fire-type came swooping down, wings flaring, and landed in a windstorm just outside the lab itself.

“It’s a long time since I’ve seen you around,” Dragonite added, shucking off the harness. “What brings you here?”

“Actually, I’ve been back a couple of times,” Charizard told him. “All in the last few months… but… well, I guess I keep missing you.”

The Fire-type blushed slightly. “Or – I deliberately missed you. I waited until you weren’t there to talk to Sammy, and… that was wrong of me.”

“It’s your choice,” Dragonite said, and sighed. “I just wish you’d talked to me, though. We were friends.”

“That’s why I didn’t want to-” Charizard began, then slammed his foot on the floor. “No, that’s an excuse. I… didn’t want to discuss Arcanine with you. And I was afraid it would come up… but now I’ve decided that I should.”

Dragonite winced. “I wondered if that was why you left when you did.”

“I couldn’t face it,” Charizard sighed. “We all knew him, Dragonite. And… well, it brought home to me that Charizard live a long time, and that I was probably going to…”

Another sigh.

Dragonite blinked, then punched him in the shoulder.

“Ow!” Charizard replied, voice too shocked to be a roar, and made ready to retaliate.

“You’re an idiot, Charizard,” Dragonite said. “Did you forget that Dragonite live for hundreds of years? I’m going to outlive you by more of my lifespan than you outlive Arcanine.”

Charizard stopped, touched his shoulder, and gulped.

“…sorry,” he said, after a moment. “And – I guess I was a bit of a coward about it, too…”

“There’s no shame in not wanting to see your friends grow old and die,” Dragonite said, then snickered. “But there might be a bit in assuming it’ll happen thirty years too early.”

The Fire-type looked down.

“Growlithe was already quite middle-aged when we met him,” Dragonite reminded gently. “Older than Samuel.”

He waved. “So – come on, I’ve missed you. How are things in that valley in which you spend so much time?”


Noctowl snored.

It was, after all, still light.


“Hi?” called the trainer. “Hello?”

No answer.

“I know how this works, Wattson!” he called. “It’s my second time – I trained up, like you suggested!”

Shrugging, he stepped off the moving rail.

“Whatever,” the trainer said, shaking his head. “Okay, I know what’s next… can we skip the stupid mecha-Raikou thing and get to the gym challenge?”

A door swung open in front of him, and he walked through. About four seconds later, though, a blur appeared and let out a roar which made the ground shake.

“Oh, come on!” the trainer said, not impressed, as the Raikou’s roar ended. “You showed me last time! That’s just a Manectric in a suit!”

Something tapped him on the shoulder.

“BOO!” Raikou roared, and the trainer shrieked and ran for his life.


As his footsteps faded, Raikou sat on his haunches and chuckled. “That was absolutely hilarious!”

A door hissed open in the side of the corridor, and Wattson emerged – also chuckling. Some slightly more high pitched laughter came from the first Raikou, which opened up to reveal Manectric in it.

“Best prank ever!” she said, shaking her head.

“Dear me…” Wattson chuckled, then broke into bellied laughter. “The look on his face!”

“And did you hear the sound he made?” Raikou asked. “I’m going to treasure that!”

“Um… sir?” Wattson’s assistant asked. “How are you going to get the challenger back for his gym battle?”

Wattson shrugged. “He’ll turn up.”

“I’ll go look for him,” Manectric volunteered, and jumped out of her robot Raikou suit to pad off deeper into the gym. “I’d ask Raikou to go, but that would just make him run faster…”


“I’ll be honest,” Quilava said, watching. “I didn’t expect you to be a fan of this kind of thing.”

“Why not?” Primeape asked, looking up. “Does it not fit with my style?”

Quilava looked again at what the Fighting-type was doing.

There were several pots, some simple deepened dishes and others more ornate.

There was a small bowl of pure white sand.

Primeape was just putting down a fine jug of clear water, having poured some of it into one of the pots.

And, finally, there were the flowers.

“Not especially, no,” the Fire-type confirmed. “In my mind, you’re a lot of things, but ikebana is about third from last on the list of hobbies you’d have.”

“What are the other two?” Kingler asked, delicately placing a bamboo shoot into his pot and adding a drip of water. “Does that have the right harmony, Primeape?”

Primeape looked over at it. “Yes, that seems harmonious – but perhaps a white lily to go on top? You could weave it in with the base.”

“To answer your question,” Quilava said, a little dryly. “Model ships and calligraphy.”

“It’s simple,” Primeape informed her, trimming a leaf slightly and arranging two lavender shoots in a spiral. “This way, I can concentrate all my anger into the times I need it. Which is to say, almost the entire rest of the week.”

Quilava considered that, then shrugged.

“I guess if it works for you…”


“Why are we over here, Dad?” Silver asked, looking around. “I mean - why do we have to do this all the way up at the shrine?”

“Silver, we flew,” his father pointed out. “It’s not hard.”

“Yeah, I guess,” the young Lugia agreed.

“I know you want to spend time playing with your friend,” said the elder Pokémon, touching his wing. “But this is important. Don’t worry, it won’t take long.”

Silver accepted that.

“So… what is it?” he asked.

Lugia smiled. “Melody - if you would?”

“Hi, Melody!” Silver waved, watching as the human girl - dressed in her white ceremonial robe - came out from the central room of the shrine.

“Hello, Silver,” Melody replied. “Do you know why your father brought you here today?”

Silver hesitated, then shook his head.

“You’ve heard all the legends,” Melody said then. “But this is to show you what they really mean - deep down.”

She brought the ocarina to her lips.

Silver gasped as the sweet, pure notes sounded out, seeming to fill the sky and sea and surround him in music. “It’s… wow, I didn’t know it felt like this!”

Glowing energy began to build on the feathers of both Lugia.

“The song restores our strength,” Silver’s father said. “It is sometimes called the Song of the Great Guardian, because it both helps us do our jobs and makes us stronger.”

“I feel like I could listen to it forever,” the young Lugia admitted. “Was it like this when Melody did it a year and a half ago?”

“It was,” the Guardian of Shamouti confirmed. “But then I was tired and injured - so it was even better.”

They fell silent, then, just listening to the beautiful notes that lifted their spirits and sang through their souls.


Mewtwo frowned. I am not sure I understand what you mean.

“They’re all the rage these days!” replied Cleavon. “You must have seen them on the TV - mustn’t you?”

Mr. Schpielbunk, I am largely busy handling other matters. I do not, for the most part, have time to watch television.

“You’re missing out,” the film director said. He shook his head. “Anyway! In just the last few months, I’ve seen shows about Pokémonopolis, the way that Electric-types were crucial in the development of solid state electronics - which was a bit heavy - at least three shows about space travel, and someone’s told me there’s a documentary being commissioned about the formation of the world!”

Mewtwo frowned. So… you plan to interview Arceus, or…

“No, no, not that, the way it was done!” Cleavon clarified. “How the crust and lithosphere fit together, and so on.”

The crust is part of the lithosphere.

“I don’t know about that, I’ve not seen the documentary yet,” Cleavon shrugged. “Anyway - I’ve got a friend who produces that kind of series, and I think we could turn your book into one!”

The immensely powerful Psychic-type pushed off from the ground a little, hanging there and contemplating the idea.

How do these documentaries work, then?

“Knew you’d like the idea!” Cleavon said, with considerable enthusiasm. “Anyway, the basic idea is - you go all over the world with a camera crew shooting footage, then narrate over the top of it with the basic details of what you’re trying to get across. So… with you, you might show someone with a new Growlithe to illustrate a captive-bred Pokémon.”

It does, I admit, have a certain appeal to it… Mewtwo mused. I must ask, though. Why not you?

“Oh, I’m going to be far too busy!” the eccentric director replied. “After that mess in Altomare some months ago, I had the most fantastic idea for a film!”

He glanced around, and leaned closer. “You know that machinery which can revive fossils? Well, what about an entire amusement park filled with them?”

Mewtwo blinked.

“Imagine it! Being able to see a Tyrantrum, or seeing an Aurorus lumber past! On the big screen!” Cleavon emphasized. “And of course there’d have to be Legendaries as well!”

Mr. Schpielbunk, Mewtwo said, slowly. Please promise me you will not be actually reviving any Legendary Pokémon for the purposes of your film.

“Oh, no, none of that,” Cleavon agreed readily. “I’ll just use CGI. We have our own in-house Porygon now, you know - he’s very good at it.”

I suppose I will have to be content with that. Very well - good luck, Cleavon. I hope this film goes as well as you wish it to.

“So do I!” Cleavon nodded. “Will you be doing that documentary, then?”

I will give it careful and thorough consideration, Mewtwo promised. But I must be getting home, for now.

He looked around. Mew? Mew… where did you go?

After a long moment, the Legendary sighed. I apologize if a pink fuzzball turns up in an hour or two. Mew is a little bit… scatterbrained.

With that, he flexed his mental muscle and vanished.


“Okay, what was it you wanted to talk about?” Ivysaur asked.

“Well, I wanted to point out something you may not have realized,” Squirtle replied. “It’s about Mega Evolution!”

Ivysaur blinked. “I… know about Mega Evolution. Actually, I helped you work out how to Mega Evolve.”

“Right!” Squirtle agreed. “And I’m here to tell you that the feeling of Mega Evolving is indescribable! It’s a burning, thrumming crystallization of friendship, formed in burnished gold liquefied to run through your veins, the flame of true companionship reforging body and soul alike until nothing remains but pure awesome!”

His glasses glinted as he posed. “To Mega Evolve is to be possessed of the ultimate bond between one Pokémon and one trainer! It’s unmatchable, something that has to be experienced to be believed!”

“So… indescribable, huh?” Ivysaur asked.

“Exactly right!” Squirtle confirmed.

“Because you did a lot of describing right there…”

The Water-type gave him a look.

“Just saying.” Ivysaur rolled his neck. “Anyway, what is it? Did you need my help testing out another Squirtilite?”

“No, already made one,” Squirtle replied, producing it from his shell. It shimmered as the light hit it, revealing that this time he had at least used a drill to make the hole.

“Should you be exposing that thing to sunlight?” Ivysaur asked, backing away a bit.

“Sunlight doesn’t matter in the slightest for something that can survive my burning spirit!” Squirtle replied, though he did put it back in his shell quite hurriedly. “Anyway - when I Mega-Evolved, it was purest awesome - so if you mega evolve it should be at least… you know, pretty damn cool.”

“Thanks,” Ivysaur muttered.

There was a pause, then both sniggered.

“Great delivery,” Squirtle admitted. He cleared his throat. “Anyway! My purpose - my goal - my whole reason to explain this was so you realized that you could Mega Evolve as well!”

Ivysaur winced. “Have you made an Ivysaurite? If you have I might need to start sleeping underground-”

“No, no!” Squirtle replied. “Not that! I just mean that, if there’s Charizardite and Blastoisite, there should clearly be Venusaurite!”

The Grass-type frowned, then nodded. “Ah, right, I get it.”

He kicked the ground. “I don’t know. I guess I like being the size I am now.”

Squirtle clacked his claws. “Right, right. I guess I can’t argue with that. Fine, but just realize that you could do it if you wanted.”

Ivysaur gave his friend an askance look. “You just want me to have a big flower you can sit in and shout attack names, don’t you?”

The Water-type coughed. “That’s not the only thing…”


“Look out, Finnbarr!” called the trainer. “Left!”

His Floatzel barked agreement, and dove to his left – barely avoiding the charging Rhyhorn.

“A little slow,” Giovanni commented. “Rhyhorn, use Earthquake.”

“Jump!” the trainer shouted, and Finnbarr was in the air for the first half of the Earthquake. He touched down while the ground was still shaking, though, and staggered a bit.

“Are you okay?” called the challenger, Gale. “Just hold in there a bit longer!”

“Take the northeast path,” Giovanni told his Rock-type, which dove below the level of the broken terrain and moved around at speed – out of sight of either Finnbarr or his trainer.

“Northeast?” Gale blinked, as his Floatzel craned his neck. “Which way’s northeast? The corridors confused me…”

“That’s the point,” Giovanni replied. “Rhyhorn – fissure!”

“Finnbarr!” Gale yelled, and then the ground heaved and split in half along a glowing white trail.

Finnbarr vanished into it with a yelp, and didn’t come out again.

“Your Pokémon is knocked out,” Giovanni informed Gale, after a few seconds. “You are down to your last.”

“Damn it,” Gale said, returning his doughty Water-type. “Cinnabar wasn’t nearly as hard as this…”

“This battle, and this gym, are designed to force you to think – especially as your eighth badge,” Giovanni replied, with a small smile. “Simple brute force will avail you nothing here.”

Gale scowled. “Well, at least my third Pokémon’s not going to have trouble with that Fissure! Bladestorm!”

Bladestorm materialized, the gym’s lighting glinting on his steely feathers, and let out a caw.

Giovanni frowned, just slightly. “Rock Slide.”

“Steel Wing, Bladestorm!” Gale called.

The Skarmory dove, wings shining with a blue inner light, and cut right through the barrage of rocks. Then he slashed along Rhyhorn’s flank, making the Rock-type flinch and step aside.

“Return,” Giovanni said, holding up a Pokéball, and Rhyhorn dematerialized into it. “Persian, handle him.”

Persian jumped forwards, a supple motion, and seemed to flow forwards over the broken ground – jumping from ridge to apex to narrow ledge.

“Another Steel Wing, Bladestorm!” Gale ordered, and his Skarmory let out a battle cry. It pulled up, flipping around into a turn, and dove.

“Thunderbolt,” Giovanni said simply.

Persian’s forehead-gem glowed, and he salvoed out three crackling bolts of electricity in quick succession. The first connected, dancing over Skarmory’s feathers in a nimbus of witchfire, and the second went high.

The third, however, struck the side of one of the rocky protrusions – one just above Bladestorm’s flight path.

Still glowing, Persian’s gem followed up with a Power Gem attack which struck the recovering Skarmory and knocked him off balance a little. Then Persian jumped clear of his perch, letting Bladestorm hit nothing but air, and landed on the valley floor for a moment before returning to his perch.

Bladestorm flipped up-over-down in a wingover, and dove with a screech – this time using his metallic talons.

Persian waited, licking his paws, then jumped at Bladestorm – boosting his speed with Agility – and rammed home a Rock Smash into Bladestorm’s back, but not without taking a few swipes in return.

Twisting as he fell, Persian fired another pair of sparkling Thunderbolts past his opponent, and Bladestorm had just enough time to realize why before half the rocky spire fell on him.

“You will not be getting a badge from me today,” Giovanni said, as Gale stared at the pile of rocks. “Return when your skills are better.”


“Okay, is everyone ready?” Butterfree called, flapping up a bit to look over the whole group.

“I am!” called one of the others.

“So am I!”

“I’m not sure…” said the third young Butterfree, looking a bit embarrassed.

“That’s okay,” Ash’s Butterfree assured him. “You can just stay here if you feel you need to, and we can try again next migration.”

The Bug-type looked nervous, then swallowed. “I’ll come,” he said.

“And the girls are ready as well,” his mate added. “All right, dear, you lead the way!”

“Right!” Butterfree confirmed. “Now – don’t hesitate to let us know if you feel we’re going too fast.”

More nods.

“Follow me, then!” he said, turning, and began to fly northwards – towards Sinnoh.

The air swirled minutely as his six fully-evolved children and their mother took off, one at a time, and flew out over the sea after him.


“Wow,” said one of the Butterfree, some time later. “You can see Sinnoh from here.”

“That’s right, not much further,” their father confirmed. “Just keep it up – wait a minute…”

He flew a bit lower looking down towards the water, then spun around to face them. “Change of plan, everyone!” he said. “Unless any of you is exhausted, we’re going to go down and meet someone!”

His mate looked at the young Butterfree who’d spoken up before.

That Pokémon frowned, then nodded. “I… guess I’m okay.”

“Then follow me!” he said, diving and letting the wind tug at his antenna.

The dive took less time than it seemed, and before long they were down at water level.

“Hey!” the father called, raising his voice. “What brings you this far north?”

“Is that Butterfree I hear?” came the reply. “I could ask you the same thing!”

“It’s good to see you, Lapras,” Butterfree smiled. “Everyone – this is Lapras, one of my team mates, and his pod. Lapras, this is my mate, and these are our six eldest children.”

“Delighted to meet you,” the Water-type said, sculling to maintain position. “I’ll just introduce you to my sister – she’ll love to meet you.”

He indicated a slightly smaller Lapras, who had a pouch slung across her back with a well-carved rock sticking out a little. “Sis – this is the Butterfree I’ve told you about.”

“It’s lovely to meet you!” the other Lapras said, waving her flipper. “And your kids are so cute!”

“Dad has the coolest friends,” one of the female Butterfree said firmly.


Slowing from a run to a walk, Entei loped the last few hundred metres to the Burned Tower and sprang over the stub of a wall in a single mighty bound.

He landed with feline grace on the only bit of the second floor sound enough to bear the impact, and then from there dropped lower into the building.

“Entei,” Ho-Oh said, raising his head as the other Fire-type arrived. “I’m glad to see you back. How was Sinnoh?”

“Cold, as usual,” Entei replied. “Especially up in the far north, near Snowpoint. I was up to my haunches in snow…”

Ho-Oh nodded, considering.

“It is strange,” he said. “This old building is far emptier now than it ever was before… but at the same time, it feels full of life.”

Entei cocked his head.

“Or perhaps,” the Flying-type Legendary went on, “it’s because the Pokémon who used to fill it now have other places to go – and it’s their fulfilment which I am picturing.”

“Lord Ho-Oh, what are you trying to say?” Entei asked.

“Well, firstly – I am glad that you’re happy,” Ho-Oh began. “You and your siblings, I mean. You certainly get used in battle more than I have been…”

“You’re not still upset about that, are you?”

“I’ll be upset about it if I want to be,” Ho-Oh said. “In any case. It is not just that, but that you are gaining a valuable new perspective on the world.”

Entei considered that, and was silent for several seconds.

“Lord,” he said, with a frown. “I have spoken to Mewtwo, and he explained the lesson that Ash once taught him. Do you know what it was?”

“I have spoken to that young Legend as well,” Ho-Oh agreed. “He told me it was his great realization that it is what one does with the gift of life that determines who one is.”

“A lesson we have had reason to apply recently,” Entei confirmed, looking over at where the Shiny Beasts slept when they stayed in the Burned Tower.

Ho-Oh followed his gaze, and nodded. “But I suspect you had some reason to bring it up.”

“Your mention of my siblings – it reminded me of something I have been thinking on,” Entei agreed. “It is this simple question – if Suicune and Raikou are my sister and brother, then what are you?”

Ho-Oh blinked, surprised.

“I admit that it is a question about the circumstances of my birth, not what I have done since,” Entei went on. “But… I would like to know.”

“It is a difficult question,” Ho-Oh admitted. “The terms normally used in matters of birth are mother and father, but as with Mewtwo and his fellow cloned Pokémon they are not terms easy to use.”

He gave it a long, silent minute of thought, and then shook his great rainbow wings.

“You, and Suicune and Raikou, are the Beasts of Ecruteak,” he said. “And that makes me your lord. I am also your creator… but I think that if the term father can be used for me, then I am honoured to claim it as well – and treasure it.”

Entei sat back. “I suppose that makes sense. And I am glad you feel honoured.”

Neither spoke for a few seconds.

“So,” Entei went on, seriously. “About my allowance…”

Ho-Oh snorted in surprised and undignified laughter, and let out a jet of flame. “What!?”

Entei tried to hold his expression, but lost it and began to chuckle.


“Up and over!” Casey called.

Her Pidgeot heard, and his yellow-and-black tail flared out to catch the wind. Using it as an air-driven lever, he pulled up and into a tight flip.

“Don’t follow!” James said. “Bank right – get him as he comes out of it!”

The PokeRinger crowd oohed and aahed as the two big birds threw themselves around the sky – Pidgeot far faster, but Moltres using her Fire type to produce big explosions of flame which physically pushed her around her turns.

Using that advantage now, she side-slipped and used her long beak to snatch at Pidgeot’s prize. They fought over it for a moment, then Moltres twisted her whole body and ripped it out of Pidgeot’s beak before folding in her wings and diving.

She released it as close to the goal as she dared, and pulled up – intentionally fouling Pidgeot’s approach vector, so he had to pull away.

To her surprise, though, he managed to work with it – yanking himself into a stall and then using a powerful beat of his wings to slip past.

Pidgeot’s claws failed to grab the wing, but the wind of his passage knocked it off course – it bounced once just short of the goal, then spun off to land on the floor of the arena.

Moltres was already aiming to pick it up again, ready to get it into the goal this time, and Pidgeot yanked himself around again to compete.

“Wait, Pidgeot!” Casey said suddenly. “Shortstop!”


“What’s one a’ dem when it’s at home?” Meowth asked, as Pidgeot broke off his attack run and drifted sideways.

“Well, it’s a while since I played baseball,” James said loftily. “I don’t-”

“It means he’s going to try to get Moltres as she reaches the goal, morons,” Jessie sighed.

“Ooooh, right,” James and Meowth said, both at about the same time.

Then they looked at one another.

“Moltres, Fire Blast that ring into the goal!” James ordered.


The Fire-type heard her trainer, and nodded once as she approached the goalposts.

Then she inhaled, and fired an almighty roaring wave of flame which blew past the shocked Pidgeot and passed squarely between the goal posts.

Three small metal balls clattered to the ground.

“Uh…” the announcer said, uncertainty in his voice. “I think that may have destroyed the ring they were supposed to score with. Do we do another round?”


As the sun dipped towards late afternoon over Altomare, Pokémon flew this way and that as they returned home for the night.

The dome of the now-fully-repaired museum shone as light caught it, and the tiled roofs sparkled.

A Pidgeot drifted high above the city, seeming to find every thermal there was to be found, and his rider drew away – using watercolour paints and pencil marks to capture the sight of her home from the air.

“This was a great idea,” she said, marking the central canal with pencil strokes before beginning to colour it a rich aquamarine.

I think so too, replied her mount – concentrating mostly on his illusion. It should not have taken us this long to realize we could disguise as other Pokémon – especially Flying ones.

“I guess that’s just how it is sometimes,” Bianca agreed. “It takes someone who’s coming at a problem for the first time to spot the easy answer – you know, because they don’t automatically think of something like how they already do it.”

Latios squeaked agreement.

“Watch out for that,” Bianca added, not unkindly. “Pidgeot don’t squeak.”

Wincing, the disguised Dragon-type shut up and rose slightly into the air.

“I’m glad you managed to learn to talk to me,” the artist added. “It really is a great feeling… being able to actually talk to one another, I mean.”

Tell me about it, Latios agreed. Of course, some part of me wonders if I’d have had the time if my sister was here.

“Latias is…” Bianca began, automatically defending her friend – then stopped. “Well, eager, I think. But she’s getting a lot better.”

Latios chuckled.

“Can you head a bit towards the west?” Bianca asked. “I’d like to get the light… thanks.”

As they flew, Latios’ illusion flapping ‘his’ wings to give the appearance that he wasn’t levitating with sheer psionic strength, Bianca put her pencil in the holder for a moment and just took in Altomare from above.

It was a beautiful sight. The canals of the city stood out much more nicely than a road net would, and there were so many plants and fountains and plazas that it didn’t look at all crowded.

And, more than anything, it was home.

We’re here, Latios sent, and Bianca patted him on the side of the neck.

“Thanks, Latios.”

Getting out her paints, she began to work on one of the tiled roofs – then paused, pencil slowing on the paper.

“Latios?”

Yes? Latios asked, and she felt him moving his head to see her more clearly.

“What do you think of Joy?”

There was no need to clarify which Joy, not between them.

Well… I think she’s done well by her Latias, Latios replied. She’s kept the secret of the garden, and I think she’s glad that her Latias has a place to go to meet Eons who aren’t just her brother.

“I have to admit, I kind of like that too,” Bianca said. “It’s good you’ve got a friend of your own… well, kind, I guess.”

They were silent for a few minutes, as Bianca painted in the terracotta tiling.

Then she put her paintbrush back, and smiled.

“And what do you think of how her Latias looks?”

“I think she – what!? Latios squeaked, and his friend laughed.

“Sorry!” she said, between giggles. “But… you have to admit, it was the obvious-”

I nearly lost my illusion! Latios complained. Don’t surprise me like that!


Growlie sat just outside a Pokémon centre to the south of Mt. Pyre, watching the crowd go by.

His tail flicked back and forth with steady, metronomic precision, and he smiled slightly at the feeling of the sun on his coat.

Then he smelt a familiar smell, and his tail began to wag much faster. Pushing himself to his feet, he had just enough time to shake out his coat and get it looking properly fluffy before the source of that scent came around the corner.

“Hello, stranger,” he said, with a bow.

“And stranger still,” Ninetales replied, smiling back. “It’s been too long, love.”

“I know,” Growlie admitted. “Sorry about that… I know it was my turn to choose the place, but…”

“Problems with work?” she asked.

“Problems, as you say, with work,” Growlie agreed. “But we should start heading towards the restaurant.”

“Lead the way, then,” she requested, and fell into step half a pace behind him.

“So, how are things?” Growlie asked, looking over at her.

“Not great,” Ninetales sighed. “Only an hour or so before I left there was a terrible incident with Absol – her Mega Evolution went wrong.”

Growlie blinked. “That sounds bad. Are you hurt?”

“No, I’m fine – I didn’t get involved,” Ninetales said, with a shrug. “It all happened a bit fast.”

“Too fast for you?” Growlie asked, blinking. “I hadn’t thought that was possible.”

Ninetales flirted her tails, chuckling. “Oh, you! Sadly, though, I didn’t have the chance to assist.”

She shook her head. “But what about you? How is it with the most interesting Rocket cell in the world?”

“…actually that’s pretty accurate,” Growlie admitted. “I don’t know if you met Audino – he was assigned to our team after…”

“After what?” Ninetales asked, when he stopped.

“It doesn’t matter,” Growlie said. His eyes dropped involuntarily to one side, and Ninetales followed them – then frowned.

“Stop a moment,” she requested, and her boyfriend did so. They were well into the park, now, so it wasn’t quite so inconvenient as it would have been on a street.

Still frowning, she sniffed closer – then blinked, and took a step back.

“This fur’s shorter – and it’s ragged,” she concluded. “What happened?”

“I-”

“Growlie,” she said, a stern hint to her voice. “Please tell me – I deserve to know.”

The Arcanine looked back, frowning as much as she was – then looked down and sighed.

“It’s what I didn’t tell you about that fight with Jessiebelle,” he said, reluctantly. “She shot me – it didn’t draw blood, but it was still-”

“Are you okay?” Ninetales asked, concern replacing her annoyance. “If you needed a healer – how bad was it?”

“It didn’t draw blood,” Growlie repeated. “It was a bit frightening, but… afterwards. At the time the main thing I was thinking was relief that she hadn’t managed to shoot James.”

Ninetales blinked as she assimilated that. “You saved your trainer from being shot?”

She gave him a lick on the muzzle. “Okay, I suppose I’ll have to forgive you for being a hero – but don’t do it again!”

Growlie whimpered, in a way so over the top that Ninetales had to laugh.

After a moment, she shook her head. “Okay, I think we both need that meal now. Where was it again?”

“Just over here,” Growlie said, as they resumed their walk. “They do deep-crust pizza – really, ridiculously deep crust.”

“Okay, how deep?” Ninetales asked, taking the bait.

“They do a pizza with sausages hidden in the crust.”

Ninetales noticed her mouth was watering slightly, and shut it with a snap that made her Arcanine friend snort with laughter.

“I guess we’ll be ordering that, then,” he said.

“…yes,” Ninetales confirmed.


“There’s one thing I don’t understand about this,” Lance said, sitting on the thin metal bunk.

His Vibrava – the Pokémon he was officially using as his main Pokémon at the moment – looked up, then shrugged and buzzed her wings.

“I understand the plan to get Groudon,” Lance told her – and, incidentally, the four much more powerful Pokémon hidden inside a concealed pocket of his outfit. “And the bit with how the plan from there is to use his land-raising, sun-intensifying ability to make better use of the continental shelf.”

That was a phrasing he’d come up with some time ago. He didn’t agree with the plan, but he did understand it.

The room shifted slightly.

“What I don’t understand is why Team Magma has a submarine…”


The sun blazed brightly over the Charicific Valley, seeming to have the intensity of midsummer midday and more.

Ash’s Charizard sat back on his haunches, a grin on his muzzle, and watched the airshow.

Just overhead, the source of the sun – a sleek, powerful Mega Charizard Y – shot past, banking hard, and then tilted back so she was perpendicular to the ground and ascended like a rocket.

Every stroke of her wings brought her at least a hundred feet higher, and she climbed until she was a tiny speck – then let out a great roaring blaze of flame which swept around the sky like the second hand of a clock, forming a smoky circle around her position.

“You’re one lucky Pokémon,” said one of the other Charizard, and Ash’s Pokémon nodded – not taking his eyes from Mega Charla as she began to dive.

If she’d ascended fast, she descended like a blazing comet, and corkscrewed around her base course before unfurling her wings and turning them to slow her fall.

The crack of both wings undergoing tension was faintly audible even from the ground.

Then she opened her mouth, rolling onto her back so she was facing the sky, and launched out a bright blue blaze of gas and energy.

“You may want to close your eyes,” Ash’s Charizard advised.

“What-” began one of the others, and then the Blast Burn detonated.

Brilliant white light flashed out in all directions, making at least one of the watching Fire-types yelp as they got temporarily flash-blinded, and the shockwave hit like a Slam which made them all stagger back a step.

While they were still recovering, Ash’s Charizard jumped into the air.

“That was awesome!” he roared, as Mega Charla came gliding back down. “You’ve got it!”

“I’m glad I met your exacting standards,” his girlfriend replied, with a chuckle.


“So… you think I should do what?” Tyranitar asked, leaning carefully over to look at Totodile.

“Dancing, of course!” Totodile replied. “I would teach you to shoot water, but I’m not sure you can do that – so dancing it is!”

The huge Rock/Dark type considered that.

“So… what? Ballet?”

“If that’s what you want to do, sure!” Totodile agreed. “But what really matters isn’t what you dance but that you dance! See… you’ve done really great, but you still have to move kinda slowly.”

Tyranitar straightened, using his tail as careful balance, and nodded. “You’re right, I do.”

“Right!” Totodile agreed. “So… my idea was, what you gotta do is learn to be kinda bouncy!”

He demonstrated, hopping from foot to foot with a springy ease. “‘cause of how I’m moving, I’m never locking my leg in one position – instead, I’m letting it bend to store up energy, and then I can just straighten it again to move back the other way!”

Tyranitar’s head moved back and forth slightly to follow the bouncy Water-type. “I’m afraid I don’t see how that will help.”

Totodile stopped bouncing from foot to foot, and put one finger near his mouth as he thought. “Um… I’m pretty sure it works like this… oh! Hold on a minute!”

Tyranitar watched as Totodile hurried off to the lab.

“You’d never know he was the older one…” he mused.

A couple of minutes later, Totodile hurried right back – carrying a large book.

“See?” he asked, opening it and pointing. “That’s how a pneumatic suspension works! You compress the air, and then it springs back!”

Tyranitar squinted, to make sure he read the whole explanation.

“I see,” he said eventually. “Well, if you think dancing is the way to teach it… what should we start with?”

Totodile looked up at the much larger Rock-type.

“…I think we need to start with one of the solo dances,” he said, waving his arms. “I’m too small to help you with a waltz.”


“Okay, only a few to do!” Molly said, glancing up. “How are you getting on, Eevee?”

Her Eevee jumped up on Suicune’s back. “I’m a few behind…” she said, shaking her head. “These gloves are a little bit clumsy!”

“They look cute, though,” Molly replied. “And really fashionable!”

Eevee posed, drawing chuckles from both the other Shiny beasts as they watched.

The gloves – yellow and orange, slightly puffy, with holes for her claws – were only part of Eevee’s costume. She was also wearing similar gloves on her hindpaws, and a coat around her midsection – which had a pair of little wings standing up just in front of the arch of her back.

To complete the look, there was a tail sleeve which enclosed her real tail, and a pair of antenna.

“You certainly look like a Dragonite,” Entei said, shaking his ruff.

Molly tied another bow. “Nearly done! I’ll come around and help, Eevee,” she volunteered. “Then we can get the mirror and Suicune can look at herself!”

The shiny Suicune’s eyes went up to the big pointy wimple tied on her forehead, and she smiled. “I can see a bit of it already.”

“Yeah, but you need to see all of it,” Molly said seriously. “To get the full effect of the… en-sem-ble.”

“Much like mine,” agreed the shiny Entei, reaching up with a paw and adjusting his wig.

Put together with the ruff, he was the picture of a gentleman. Even if the fashion was a few centuries out of date, of course.

“You’re good at doing those,” noted the shiny Raikou – as yet not dressed up.

“I did them for Ash’s Entei back at the Silver Conference,” Molly said proudly. “He squirmed more than you, Suicune!”

All four Pokémon chuckled.

“I suspect that Ash’s Entei would rather have been the one with Ash’s hat, in that battle,” Raikou mused. “It probably would have been destroyed by the fire, though.”

“Okay, done!” Molly said, and hurried around to Suicune’s other side to help her Eevee. “Can you pass me another ribbon?”

Eevee passed one over.

“I could just turn into Espeon and do it,” she said, with a sigh.

“That might break the costume,” Molly said seriously. “Sorry!”

She used a free hand to ruffle Eevee’s fur, and the Evolution Pokémon purred happily.


“It’s nice to have a quiet afternoon,” Sceptile said, leaning back against a small log.

There was a faint thudding from across the lake.

“Yes, a quiet afternoon.”

“By the standards around here, anyway,” Meganium agreed.

She sat next to Sceptile, who smiled and shifted aside a little for her.

“What is it this time?” he asked. “And should we watch out for one of those huge pillars of water you’ve told me about?”

Meganium shrugged. “Actually, I think it’s not Squirtle this time. I spotted Snorlax asleep across the entrance to the Tauros barn.”

“That would explain the banging,” Sceptile agreed. “And the shouting. And the occasional loud snore.”

He stretched out an arm, letting as much of it as possible catch the sun. “This really is a marvellous day.”

“It is,” Meganium nodded.

She closed her eyes, and extended her flower a little – letting out a happy sigh as it caught the sun.

“Do you think you’ll be in the next Gym Battle?” she asked, eyes still closed.

“I don’t think I will, no,” Sceptile replied. “It’s the Flying gym, and I’m not very strong against Flying types – I’m still trying to get Ice Blade working nicely, it’s not a very easy move for me to use.”

“Right,” Meganium nodded.

After a few minutes of companionable silence, she spoke up again. “You know there’s another tournament scheduled soon?”

“Oh?” Sceptile said, adjusting his twig. “When’s that?”

“Ivysaur told me he’s going to be checking tomorrow who still wants to participate, and then he’ll get Damos to generate the set list.”

“Thanks for the warning,” Sceptile told her, eyes still half-lidded. “I think I’ll take that challenge up. What about you?”

“I’ll be happy cheering you on from the sidelines,” Meganium replied.

There was a wham, and the ground trembled slightly.

“I wonder what that was?” Sceptile said, in moderately curious tones.

“I suspect that the Tauros just added a new door to their barn,” Meganium replied.

She yawned. “Dear me… I think I may be a little low on sleep…”

“Well, I don’t think we’re needed for anything,” Sceptile replied. “Go ahead and get some rest.”


Reinitializing Cyber-Port, announced Porygon One.

“Any sign of them?” Dr. Akihabara asked.

Searching… IFF tag detected. Identity is Porygon Four. Link established.

“Engage de-digitization procedure!” the Doctor said, and hit a key on his keyboard.

Affirmative. Engaging in ten seconds.

A countdown showing seconds and thousandths of seconds appeared in a window on the screen, spinning down through the last ten seconds, then pulsed and vanished.

With a bright flash of light, the Digitizer mk. V engaged, bathing the whole room in light.

When it faded, all four operatives were back in the real world, along with their Pokémon.

Dr. Akihabara took a step back, and blinked. “Why are you all covered with green slime?”

“Where’s the showers, doc?” Akiyama demanded, as Tachikawa tried not to touch any part of her outfit or skin to any other part.

“Well, they’re down the hallway, third on the right. What happened?”

First Katou, then Akiyama, then Tachikawa plodded past him, dripping on the carpet, and their bedraggled Pokémon followed.

“Mr. Akihabara?” Noguchi asked, as his Braviary headed for the showers as well. “Tell Yasuda corporation that they need to empty their trash can once in a while.”

With that, he followed the rest of the CyberMon operatives.


AN:


So, for chapter one hundred and fifty we have…

…no Ash. But just about everyone else. (not guaranteed to have everyone else).

Just a bit of a look at the ripple effect, really. How changes, large and small, are spreading out from Ash’s actions after coming back in time.

And, in a few cases, things that would have happened anyway.

Now, I also have something special planned for chapter 151.






151. Hoenn 31


“You know,” May said, looking down at Absol’s ruff. “I think that actually works pretty well on you.”

“Really?” Absol asked, touching her Mega Stone with one paw.

May glanced at Kris for translation, and nodded. “Really. I mean – you know, you’re a girl, so you should be proud to have some nice jewellery!”

“It’s hardly simple jewellery, but I take the point,” Absol agreed. “Thank you for your kind words.”

She frowned. “Hmmm, that’s interesting…”

“Trouble?” Brock asked.

“No, not as such… or, rather, the trouble I can sense is what you’d call ‘on schedule’. No, this is more…”

Absol searched for words.

“I think the closest analogy is the sight of a plate balancing right at the edge of a table. It’s nothing important, but you know that something’s going to happen very soon.”

“We’ll take your word for it,” Brock said. “And I’ll keep an eye out, I guess…”

“Thank you,” Absol said with a nod. “It’s sometimes tricky to interpret when I sense danger – especially if it’s minor but unpredictable, like this is.”


“You’ve really never been tempted?” Ash asked.

Pikachu shook his head vehemently. “No chance! I know that a lot of my friends live there – but you’re the most important one, Ash!”

He paused. “Don’t tell Ivysaur I said that.”

Ash laughed, and Lucario let out a slightly more dignified snigger.

“Anyway,” Pikachu resumed. “My place is with you, Ash – you’re my oldest and dearest friend. I know that means that, ironically, I get less battle practice than I would back at the ranch – but it’s worth it.”

His trainer smiled, and ruffled Pikachu’s fur just the way he liked it. “Thanks, Pikachu,” he said – then counted in his head. “Hang on… nearly three years after… and five before… yeah, I think it’s only a few years away from my having had more time with you than time without you.”

“We should have a cake for it,” Lucario said solemnly. “Pokémon love cakes.”

“Well, some of us do,” Pikachu replied. “A lot, admittedly… well, most… okay, there’s very few Pokémon who wouldn’t enjoy at least one cake of some description.”

“Told you,” Lucario noted.

“Actually, you’ve not been back to the ranch much either,” Ash pointed out. “Is that okay?”

“It is absolutely fine,” Lucario said, clearly. “I have spent over half my life with you, Ash, and as far as I am concerned that is precisely where I should be.”

His muzzle quirked. “Besides, I’m pretty sure I’m the only reason you’re still in one piece.”

“That’s not nearly true,” Ash denied. “Pikachu’s important for that too.”

“Yeah, I am,” Pikachu nodded.

“And modest, too…” Lucario said with a chuckle.

Pikachu stuck his tongue out.

“By the way, Ash,” Lucario went on. “I’m not quite sure of the schedule. I know that around now is when both the events with Rayquaza and the events surrounding Groudon and Kyogre took place – but that is about it. Are we prepared for them?”

“I think so,” Ash said, frowning. “Well, I mean – I didn’t have any Legendaries or Mega Evolving Pokémon last time, and I’ve got you as well, but I’m just not quite sure… since things have been more powerful than before this time around.”

He shrugged. “I guess I plan to take things as they turn up, and in an emergency get Gary to bring that Lucarionite over from Kalos.”

“Is that more or less of an emergency than the one which makes you call on the Beasts of Johto, the Great Guardian, the Storm’s End and the world’s most powerful Pokémon?” Lucario asked. “In addition to the Guardians of Altomare, of course.”

“…probably about the same level,” Ash replied. “But yeah, having all those Legendary Pokémon available to help out is really kind of comforting. There’s something safe about having a Legendary ready to help.”

“Thanks!”

Lucario blinked. “That… wasn’t Latias…”

“Nope!” agreed a squeaky voice, and the owner accelerated a little to appear between Ash and his Lucario. “Hiya!”

“Mew?” Pikachu asked, startled. “What are you doing here?”

“Uh…” Mew frowned. “Does it matter?”

The Psychic-type did a flip. “Hey, can you take that hat off? It’s kind of boring to speak out loud…”

“Ash?” May asked. “Is that Mew by your shoulder?”

“Apparently?” Ash said, with a helpless shrug. “I didn’t ask for… him? Her?”

“Either’s fine,” Mew told him with a giggle. “I know other people have gender, but that’s kind of boring…”

“Are you the one who lives with Mewtwo or the one from the Tree of Beginning?” Ash asked, removing his hat as requested.

Thanks! And I’m the one who hangs around with Mewtwo, when it’s interesting, Mew told him. The Psychic-type looked around, tail coiling, then zoomed over to May. Hiya!

“Hello?” May asked, a little warily. “Are you-”

She was speaking to empty air, as Mew zipped off to wave hello to Max – floating upside down as he did so. And hiya to you too!

One of Ash’s Pokéballs flashed, and Mawile emerged. “Hi Mew!”

The Psychic-type teleported back to Ash’s side, and leaned forward to examine Mawile. Oh, I remember you! You’re really cute!

Mawile blushed, and did a curtsey. Then she grabbed one of Ash’s other Pokéballs, and opened it. “Hey, Sliggoo – meet my friend Mew!”

Sliggoo tilted his head, antennae extended. “Is Mew the floating one?”

Mew waved, then frowned, then turned into a Sliggoo with a flicker of Transform.

“Oh, no, I forgot!” she said, and flashed back to Mew. Sliggoo can’t see!

The Legendary floated down to ground level, and shook Sliggoo’s paw. It’s nice to meet you, Sliggoo – are you one of Mawile’s friends?

“That’s right,” Sliggoo agreed.

Do you know Mawile’s little brother? Mew asked, looking around. As he did, his tail formed into a question mark for a moment before going back to flirting idly around.

“Oh, Tyranitar?” the Dragon-type asked. “Yes, I-”

You didn’t tell me he evolved! Mew accused Mawile.

“I only met you again a minute ago,” Mawile pointed out, with a frown. “And you should let Sliggoo finish talking.”

Mew blushed. Um… sorry…

Ash crouched down. “Sorry to interrupt you guys,” he said. “But it’s only mid-morning, and we’ve got a long way to walk today. Do you mind if we keep moving?”

“Sure!” Mawile agreed, glancing over at Sliggoo to see he was comfortable with the idea.

The Dragon-type nodded. “I think that’s okay.”

Great! Mew giggled. We can walk and talk!

“Why do I get the feeling this is going to be a long day?” Max asked.

“Don’t worry,” Brock said. “Mew will go away as soon as she’s bored.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Which means she’ll go away as soon as she’s bored of meeting between one and two dozen new Pokémon from Hoenn between the ones all of us have.”

“…you’re right, Mew could be here a while…”


So you can Mega Evolve? Mew asked, tilting his head at Arc.

“Yep!” Arc agreed. “It makes me a bit bigger and gives me lots more fur – and it means my attacks are much more powerful!”

Cooool, Mew said, cooing. Can I see?

Max thought about it. “Well, I guess if Arc’s okay with it…”

“Yeah!” Arc nodded, tail wagging. “I’d really like to show Mew what it’s like!”

“Okay, then,” Max agreed. “Where’s that Key Stone…”

He rummaged in his pocket, and pulled out the powerful energy conduit. “Here we go! And you’ve still got your Mega Stone, right?”

Arc’s paw went to his neck, and he took in a startled breath. “No! It’s missing!”

Max blanched. “Guys!”

Ash, May and Brock stopped walking, and a moment later so did Lucario and Absol.

“What is it?” Ash asked.

“Arc’s Mega Stone is missing!” Max explained. “I don’t know where it could have gone… it could have been-”

“Okay, calm down,” Brock said, a hint of firmness in his voice. “Do you remember putting it on him this morning?”

Max thought for a moment, then nodded.

“That’s a good sign,” Brock told him. “It’ll be somewhere we walked so far today.”

“I think it was still on when Mew arrived,” May volunteered. “I remember comparing Arc’s Mega Stone to Absol’s, and that was about when Mew turned up.”

Stand by, ready, Kris said. Set up.

Max picked up his Pokédex, and looked across her screen. “Can you find it?”

I am already scanning.

As Kris spoke, the scan window materialized – showing the bright stars of Absolite, Latiasite and Steelixite, then zooming out and hashing into static.

“Can I borrow Flygon, Brock?” Max asked. “I guess it’s the only way I’m going to find it quickly…”

“Wait,” May said, pointing. “Look there – that’s a dot, right at the edge of the scan.”

It didn’t pop through my noise filters, Kris told her, a little dubiously. Are you certain?

“Well, let’s head that way,” Brock suggested. “We can check quickly.”

Mew flew through the hologram, giggling. This is fun!

“Mew, can you not do that?” Max asked, as she took another run-up. “That’s interfering with the scan.”

The Psychic-type sighed, tail drooping. Sorry…

After a moment, she zipped over to the Swablu perched on May’s shoulder. Hi!

“I guess Mew doesn’t have the best attention span,” Brock chuckled.


“Well, I guess May was right,” Max said, looking down at the now rapidly flashing icon.

All right, all right… Kris grumbled. Distance about five metres – it’s just the other side of that brush.

Lucario went through first, smashing the brush aside with his heavy form, and trampled down a path for the humans to follow him.

“Thanks,” May said, ducking under an overhanging branch. “Hey, guys, do you hear that… bouncing?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

As Brock and Max followed, the source of the bouncing came into view.

It was a Spoink, bouncing around in a worried circle, with-

“That’s Arc’s Mega Stone!” Max said, recognizing it. “Hey, that’s not yours!”

Spoink bounced in place, rotating to look at them. “Hello? Who are you?”

There was a yelp and a zzzzrt as Arc bulled his way through the brush, electrified twigs falling around him.

“We’re trainers,” Ash said, to sum it up as quickly as possible. “I guess you’re missing your pearl?”

“Yeah,” the Spoink admitted. “I’ve got this, but it’s not really a great substitute…”

“It’s ours,” Max told him. “Arc needs it to Mega Evolve.”

And I really want to see someone Mega Evolve! Mew said, teleporting to between Spoink and the group. Hiya!

Spoink blinked, still bouncing. “Um… are you Mew?”

Yep! Mew confirmed, nodding his head and waving his tail. Well, I’m a Mew, not the Mew, because there’s more than one of us – hey, have you met my new friend Sliggoo? He’s kind of anxious, but really sweet!

“Can I have Arc’s Manectite back, please?” Max asked, to try to get the discussion back on topic.

Spoink looked downcast. “But… I mean, sure, but I won’t have a pearl…”

“We’ll find it!” Ash promised. “Don’t worry, you’ll have your pearl back as soon as possible!”

He thought for a moment, then took the GS ball out of his bag. “Here – you can use this until we find it for you.”

“Uh… is that a Pokéball?” Spoink asked, head tilting as he bounced and making him move gradually to the right.

“Yeah, but it doesn’t work,” Brock shrugged. “Nothing anyone’s tried has been able to open it or make it trigger.”

“I’ve not heard of this,” Absol said, looking at the gold-and-silver ‘ball with interest. “Where did you get it?”

“Philena told me that it was found in a dig site or something like that,” Brock shrugged. “But I don’t know much beyond that.”

“Interesting.”

Absol reached forwards and tapped it with her paw, closing her eyes, then exhaled and shook her head. “Nothing. Whatever else this ball is, it is not a source of calamity or destruction.”

“I guess that’s good, I’ve had it in my bag since we broke time,” Ash said off-handedly. “Want to borrow it?”

Spoink nodded. “I guess so…”


Max held his Key Stone, and began to breathe in and out evenly.

Arc, he thought, remembering how Ash had described triggering Mega-Evolution deliberately.

The name brought a whirl of affectionate memories to mind – the long period when Arc wasn’t sure what name he wanted to use, the moment of catching him, teaching him to use his electricity…

…but before long, Max focused on a single memory. The moment, in the Petalburg Gym, where Arc had evolved to his current form… then, less than a minute later, Mega Evolved.

Coooool, Mew said, and Max opened his eyes.

“I forgot how great this feels!” Arc said, bouncing from paw to paw. “Hey, Max, want a ride?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. He clambered on, smiling at the faint prickles from Arc’s stiff fur, and then felt the muscles bunch and compress and spring-

-and then they were running, in a broad circle around the group, with both trainer and Pokémon laughing at the sheer joy of it all.

You’re really fast! Mew said with a giggle, zooming alongside. Are all Mega Evolutions fast?

“I don’t know!” Max called, then frowned. “Wait – no, I can think of at least one who isn’t! Mega Heracross is kind of slow!”

I wonder if there’s a Mega Mew, Mew pondered. Oh, or maybe Mewtwo’s just a Mega Mew?

Arc slowed again, tongue lolling out as he came back to a walk, and Max jumped off a few yards from the others.

“I guess we need to look for that pearl now,” he said, and scratched Arc on the shoulder. “Any ideas?”

I bet I find it first! Mew announced, flitting off into the trees.


“Why don’t you try it?” Cinder asked, glancing over at her fellow Dark-type.

Absol nodded, a little dubiously, and sniffed.

“…no, not getting it,” she said. “I mean, I can smell as well as most canines or felines, but I can’t tell a one day old trail from a three day old trail – nor do I normally need to.”

“Okay,” the Mightyena said, and shrugged. “Just keep an eye out, then – and let me know if something’s about to try to ambush us.”

“Fine by me,” Absol agreed. She stepped back a pace, and let Cinder sniff busily around for any sign of Spoink’s scent.

She chuckled. “Honestly, you’re lucky that poor Spoink let you get the scent…”

“He wasn’t scared of Arc,” Cinder said, a little hurt.

“Arc is large and a bit goofy. You’re large and have entirely too many teeth to pull off the same effect.”

Cinder looked up long enough to give Absol a look, then snorted and went back to sniffing.

“Anything?” Absol asked, after a moment.

“Give me time, give me time…”


“So… why do you bounce all the time?” Ash asked.

“Oh!” Spoink said, looking up to make sure the GS ball didn’t fall off. “Uh – well-”

You could just ask me, you know, Dexter said, with an electronic sigh. Their spring pumps their heart.

“Actually-”

“That’s… ouch,” May winced. “That sounds like tripping over is a terribly dangerous thing for a Spoink to do…”

“That’s not right!” Spoink protested.

Dexter let out an indignant beep. Are you saying my information is incorrect? I know that your circulatory system is linked to your spring. There have been scans and everything.

“It is – but – it’s kind of the other way around,” Spoink said. He bounced higher and higher, until he was spending almost a second in the air each time and the GS Ball was pinging around crazily. “Look!”

Dexter’s scanner flashed brightly, and there was a long pause before he spoke again.

…that’s bouncing when you’re in mid-air, isn’t it, he said. What?

“My heart works my spring,” Spoink explained, bouncing back down again and panting. He glanced skywards as he bounced, and caught the GS ball neatly between his ears. “They’re connected, just… the other way around.”

Thank you for the information, Ethan said. We’ll update Professor Oak’s records, and correct that little misunderstanding.

“Okay,” Spoink said, accepting that. “Do you do it a lot?”

“With Ash around, I bet that Dexter does it all the time,” Brock chuckled. “I mean, how often do you run into Pokémon no-one else ever sees?”

“…not that often,” Ash said. “But I guess compared to everyone else it happens a lot.”

“We’re not going to have another talk about the whole ‘normal’ thing,” May said. “You’ve heard it before.”

She changed the subject. “So – Ash, can you see anything on Aura Sight?”

“I can’t tell,” Ash apologized. “I don’t know what Spoink’s pearl looks like – I’m looking every so often to see if there’s a thing I’m not used to, but it’s not really getting any results so far.”


Mawile bent over. “I think there’s something here.”

Sliggoo hurried over, and came up beside her.

“Is there?” he asked, after several seconds.

“I don’t know, I’ve not looked!” Mawile said, with a giggle. “Hmmm… can you Rain Dance just in front of yourself?”

Sliggoo’s horns glowed faintly, and it began to rain around the whole area. A few seconds passed, and the rain focused in closer – and intensified, until it had soaked Mawile and water was running off her skin.

“A bit tighter,” she said, shaking her head and making droplets fly off her false-jaws.

Sliggoo nodded, and frowned. The rain focused in closer still, until finally it was a torrent about one foot across pouring down onto the patch Mawile had indicated.

They let it go for about a minute, and then Mawile tapped Sliggoo on the shoulder. “You can stop now,” she told him.

Sliggoo nodded, and the rainstorm abated. There were a few final drops, and then clear air.

Mawile waded into the muddy puddle that resulted, rummaging around, and then held something up. “Got it!”

She brushed some of the mud off, then took a good look.

“…I don’t know what this is,” she admitted. “It doesn’t look like a pearl.”

“What’s it like?” her friend asked.

“It’s kind of… well, it’s a bracelet-y thing, made of heavy metal. It’s got all funny patterns on it, and there’s a shiny gem in it.” Mawile looked at it, then shrugged. “Well, I guess it’s pretty!”

Sliggoo smiled. “Yeah, I guess that is a pretty good result. Should we keep looking?”

“Yeah!” Mawile agreed. “Pick a direction!”

A pink blur went past overhead, not that either of them noticed.


Hey! Hey! Heyheyhey! I found it!

“You found it?” Ash asked, as Mew zipped into the clearing and skidded to a halt in mid air. “That’s great!”

Yep! Mew agreed, with a giggle. She handed over the spherical orb, and kicked back to hover with her back to the floor. It was all shiny!

“That’s… not a pearl,” Brock said, looking at it, and Mew’s eyes popped open.

Eh?

“Look,” Brock told her, holding it up to the light and giving it a rub with a handkerchief. “It’s a bit cloudy on the outside, but that’s a Mega-Evolution fleck. Looks… cream and pink.”

He paused, and gave Mew another look. “Did you just find a Mega Stone lying around on the ground?”

I don’t know, did I? Mew asked, scratching his head.

“Sorry, Spoink,” Ash said. “I guess we’ll have to keep looking.”


“It occurs to me that this may not be the best way to look,” Crobat said, looking aside at his fellow fliers.

“You know, you’re right,” Flygon agreed. “Unless the pearl got stuck in the top of a tree, we’re not finding it up here.”

“That’s… not as silly as it sounds,” Latias muttered thoughtfully. “How high do Spoink bounce?”

They thought about it.

“We’ll have to stay up here, won’t we,” Flygon said, with a wing-waggling shrug. “Oh well.”


In the crook of a low tree, a pearl glittered in the sunlight streaming through the leaves.

There was a huff sound, and a pair of cream paws reached for it.

Another huff, and the paws reached a little higher.

There was a long pause.

Then a pink tail with three prongs reached up, and managed to snag the pearl out of its resting place.

“Like, easy,” Skitty said, ignoring how she’d taken at least two minutes to think to try her tail. “Now, time to, like, get this back to Spoink…”

She glanced around, getting her orientation, and batted it. It rolled across the forest floor, and almost before it had stopped Skitty pounced on it again.

Again, and it rolled a little faster. Skitty followed, and pawed at it from the side – knocking it in a different direction.

Purring, she batted it across the forest floor again, no longer really trying to make it go any one direction.

This was fun!


About ten minutes later, Lucario padded into the clearing on light paws.

He saw what was going on, assessing the situation in a heartbeat, and turned around to head away again – moving with purpose.


Skitty rolled over onto her back and batted the pearl into the air, doing it a second time as it came down on top of her, then rolled back to her feet and flipped it into the air with her tail.

“Like, this is the best toy ever!” she said, running after it.

“Ahem.”

The feline glanced up at Lucario, then shrugged it off as unimportant.

“You know that’s Spoink’s pearl?”

Skitty pouted. “But… like, I’m only borrowing it…”

Lucario nodded gravely. “I see.”

He knelt down, and waved something fluffy and feathery about from one paw. “Wouldn’t you rather have… this?”

Skitty looked at the fluffy, fuzzy thing, then back at the pearl.

Then back at the fuzzy thing.

“Like… omigod, this is such a difficult choice!” she said, tail flicking. “Can’t I, like, pick both or something? That’s usually, like, how these stories go…”

Lucario waved the fuzzy thing again, and Skitty trembled for a moment. Then she sighed, and jumped at the fuzzy thing.


“I’ve got the pearl,” Lucario reported.

Spoink bounced faster, smiling. “You have? Great! I was so worried!”

“Where was it?” May asked.

“Well…” Lucario looked down at Skitty, who was still chasing and batting at the feathery cat toy in his left hand. “It’s not a long story, but it’s one which Skitty might not like my telling you.”

“…yeah, let’s just ignore it,” May agreed.

As Ash retrieved the GS ball and May swapped in the Pearl for a delighted Spoink, Brock took a closer look. “Where’d you get that toy?”

“Oh, here and there…” Lucario said.

“It looks like it’s made with really shiny feathers, actually,” the Gym Leader went on.

Lucario looked a bit shifty.

Brock glanced at Ash’s staff, then back at the toy. “Where’d you get Lugia and Ho-Oh feathers?”

“They’re the spares,” Lucario replied. “The ones to use if Ash’s ones get broken.”

He shrugged, and Skitty managed to grab onto his paw. “Fortunately, I just needed a bit of string – and there we were.”

“Like, this is the best toy ever!” Skitty declared.

“It sounds like you might need to get more spares,” Brock chuckled.

“Perhaps. Or perhaps… Mew?”

Mew flitted over. Ooh, what is it?

“I imagine you’re a pretty agile Pokémon,” Lucario said.

Mew nodded, doing a forwards flip. Yep!

“Can you keep Skitty from catching your tail for ten minutes?”

The Legendary’s eyes went wide, and he waved his tail just over the mountaineering Skitty.

Skitty did a flying leap, missed, and landed in the grass. Undeterred, she turned around and jumped for the Mew-tail again, emitting a happy purr.

“There,” Lucario said, replacing the spare feathers. “Easy.”


“All better?” May asked.

Spoink nodded, pearl wobbling a little, and bounced lower so May didn’t have to keep moving her head up and down so much. “Yeah! I feel so much better now!”

May smiled, then went silent for a moment.

“Spoink?” she said. “I was wondering about…”

She shook her head. “Never mind.”

“What?” the Psychic-type asked. “What is it?”

Behind May the fliers came down to land, then set right off again in order to go and retrieve everyone else still spread out and searching.

“Well, I was wondering if you’d want to come with me,” May explained. “But… yeah, I guess I’m not sure if that’s what you’d want. But I felt I should ask.”

Spoink’s eyes widened, and he blushed slightly. “Well… I’m touched! But…”

There was a long pause.

“Sorry, I’m not sure,” he said eventually. “But thanks for the offer!”

“That’s okay,” May replied. “It was just an idea.”


So… Mew pondered, floating in a circle around the group. Watcha doin’ now?

“There’s a town just up here which has a sport called Pokéringer,” Ash told her. “It’s great fun!”

How do you play that? Mew asked.

“Well-”

Swellow butted in, hovering in front of the group and flying steadily backwards. “It’s great! You have a ring, and you need to get it through the goal – however you want, there’s no restrictions on it pretty much – and it’s Flying-types and other flying Pokémon only, so it’s really frantic and fast paced!”

She glanced behind herself, reoriented to avoid a tree, and kept going. “Last time we were here, I rocked the whole tournament – and evolved, too!”

Cooool. Mew frowned briefly, then there was a flash and he turned into a Chatot. “Does that mean I can play?”

“Actually, that’s a good question,” Brock admitted. “Maybe we should ask…”


“Welcome to Crossgate!” said a man with a Swablu, catching their attention as they entered. “I’m Shane. I’ve not seen you around before – I guess you’re new?”

May’s Swablu waved a little shyly, and the other one gave him an encouraging smile.

“Yeah, we’re new,” Ash agreed. “And – well, I guess I should just ask. When’s the Pokéringer tournament?”

Shane blinked. “…two days ago,” he said, slowly. “Why?”

“We’re late?” May asked. “But I could swear-”

“Yeah, they had to move it this year,” Shane nodded. “The announcements went up a couple of months ago, though.”

“We must have just not checked,” Brock said, with a wince. “Whoops…”

“Does that mean I can’t take part?” asked Mew, currently a Chatot. “But I’ve been waiting whole hours for it!”

She thought for a bit, then brightened – flapping her wings. “I know! I’ll just become a Celebi, and then-”

There was a flicker of blue light, and Celebi materialized in front of them – making both Shane and his Swablu jump.

Ignoring them, the Legendary Pokémon of Time Travel pointed a stern finger at the disguised Mew.

“No.”

Celebi then vanished again.

“…I guess it’s a bad idea,” Ash shrugged.

“Wait, are you Ash Ketchum?” Shane asked. “I thought you looked familiar…”

“Did you mostly get that from the Legendary appearing out of nowhere?” May chuckled.

“Pretty much, yes,” Shane agreed. “Though now I’m a bit glad you weren’t here in the tournament – I was proud enough of getting to the last eight with a Moltres competing, and…”

“Well, I guess we found out where Jessie and James were,” Max shrugged.

Ash was counting to himself. “Uh… Brock has two… I’ve got Swellow, Pidgeot, Noctowl, Latias, and possibly Ho-Oh and Lugia if they want to… May, you’ve got Swablu and Beautifly if they want to… and Max has got Delta…”

He looked up. “Any idea if we can borrow the stadium?”

“Well…” Shane looked lost. “I suppose it’s not being used, but I don’t run it… you’d have to find whoever does.”

The trainer pointed. “Town hall’s that way, that’s your best bet.”

“Thanks!” Ash said, shaking his hand. “Okay, guys, let’s go!”


“Beautifly, turn right!” May called.

Her Bug-type flier slipped around and to her right, turning inside Noctowl, and dove for the ring.

“It’s not going to be that easy,” she added, reminding Beautifly of Noctowl’s speciality, and was vindicated a moment later when the Bug-type phased right through the falling ring.

“Any ideas?” Beautifly called.

“Yeah!” May replied. “Send out a sweep of Sleep Powder – as fine as possible – and blow it in all directions!”

Beautifly duly did so, and the sparkling green-yellow dust pulsed outwards… then stopped, running into something moving in the air.

“Over there!” May instructed, and Beautifly corkscrewed into a dive.

Against Swellow or Pidgeot, she’d have had no chance – they were faster than she was. But Noctowl was much more of a technical flier than a fast one, and Beautifly’s dive steadily closed the distance.

“This is bally inconvenient,” Noctowl muttered, and broke his illusion in favour of a new one – six Double Teams spreading out in all directions at once.

Beautifly took the simple expedient of a bright Flash, dove on the one which had reflected properly, and snagged the ring out from Noctowl’s claws.

“You absolute bounder!” Noctowl called after her, as the Bug-type evened out her dive and toss-bombed the ring into the objective.

“All right, Beautifly!” May called. “Great work!”


“Flying-types,” Marshtomp shrugged.

Geodude looked over at him. “What about Flying-types?”

“Just Flying-types,” Marshtomp replied. “Them and their flying.”

Brock’s lone Rock-type considered that. “And what do you suggest they do instead?”

“I’m not saying instead,” his friend corrected. “Just that they fly low enough to punch.”

“Oh, I see what this is about,” Geodude said, nodding in realization. “You’re still sore about that practice battle from the night before last, aren’t you?”

Marshtomp looked mulish. “So what if I am? I only had to run around in circles hoping Swellow would come low enough to attack… for half an hour…”

“You have ranged attacks, Marshtomp. Get used to using them, is my advice.”

“Hey, I’m no Seadra, I can’t shoot that well.” Marshtomp flexed. “Pick your moment and punch, that’s what I always say.”

“And that worked how well two days ago?” Geodude pressed.

The Water/Ground type sighed deeply.

“Oh, hey, look,” Geodude added. “At least this one’s got a Ground type in it.”

“He’s a dragon who flies with wings!” Marshtomp replied. “I know he’s not technically Flying-type, but it’s hardly a big difference.”

“What, you think they should have me in this?” Geodude made a throwing-away gesture. “No fear. This is a Flying Pokémon contest for Flying-types and other flying Pokémon.”

They watched as Flygon buzzed into the air, and faced off against his opponent.

“Is the Cresselia real?” Marshtomp asked, glancing over at Geodude.

“No, I think it’s Mew,” Geodude replied.

“Ah.”


Mawile sat a little straighter on her seat, and sighed wistfully.

“What is it?” Sliggoo asked. “I know about the game, but what specifically?”

“Oh, just…” Mawile shook her head. “I really, really want to fly. And for you to fly too – you’re going to be a flying dragon!”

“I’m pretty sure my evolution doesn’t have wings…”

“No, I mean the other kind of flying!” Mawile told him earnestly. “Keldeo’s flying!”

“Ah, right.” Sliggoo frowned. “Well… I hope you get that working, I know how much you like the idea.”

“I’ve nearly learned Flamethrower!” Mawile said proudly. “Miss Quilava’s teaching me when she gets the chance!”

Sliggoo gave her a pat on the shoulder. “That’s great news, Mawile.”

“Yeah!” Mawile agreed. “But… I still wish you could learn a move like that.”

Uh… actually, I think I might be able to do that one, came Jirachi’s psychic voice.

Mawile turned, face falling. “Sorry, Jirachi! I didn’t know we were sitting so close to you – that was really, really rude of me!”

No, I think this one’s… Jirachi said, and then his tags flashed.

“…didn’t realize you had legendaries with you!” came Shane’s voice. “I – whoah!”

Mawile and Jirachi looked up-slope, to see that Shane had tripped over a seat. His bag burst open, and a TM came bouncing down the steps of the arena.

It hit Sliggoo square on the forehead, flashed, and then Mawile grabbed it and lifted it off. “Are you okay?”

“Ow,” Sliggoo said, then blinked his sightless eyes. “And… huh, so that’s what I was doing wrong…”

Mawile turned the TM around to look at the label, and read – ‘Dragon Pulse’.

A moment later, Shane’s Swablu came down. “Sorry about that!” he said, flaring his wings to slow down. “Did it hit anyone?”

“It hit Sliggoo,” Mawile told him, handing it over. “But I think he’s okay – are you okay?”

“I’ll live,” Sliggoo confirmed.

“Sorry if that means it’s used up,” Mawile added. “I think my trainer knows a way to make them work again…”


“You know, he’s pretty good at this,” Venusaur mused.

“We’ve been working on training together,” Guy replied, leaning back on his thick tail in lieu of a seat. “Does it show?”

Delta flipped forwards, dodging out of the way of a beak-swipe, and used his big wing area to recover quickly before diving in from another direction.

“Yeah, looks like,” Venusaur agreed. “How did you two train?”

“I trained in kicking things in the air, he trained in not being kicked,” the Breloom replied. “And then, for a change, he trained in hitting moving ground targets and I trained in not being dive-bombed.”

Venusaur nodded to herself. “Yeah, I guess that you have more reasons than most Grass-types to be wary of Flying-types.”

“That’s about the shape of it.”

Delta’s nose pitched up, and the agile delta-winged Mantine pulled into a brutal wingover which wrong-winged his opponent.

“You know,” Guy added, in contemplative tones. “I think Ho-Oh might be a bit big for the arena.”

“He’s certainly got less manoeuvring room,” Venusaur agreed, as the Storm’s End flapped his wings frantically to avoid crashing into the goal. “But that long beak could be useful for grabbing the ring… I think it’s still up in the air.”

She blinked, then winced. “Oh, sorry – I honestly didn’t mean that one.”

With a whoom and a wash of hot air, Ho-Oh used his instant-thermal trick, and rose faster than Delta was expecting. Unfortunately, he misjudged slightly, and the surge of upwards motion carried him past the falling ring so he couldn’t just grab it.

“Now’s your chance, Delta!” Max called.

“…did Ho-Oh just call that move ‘Phoenix Ascent’?” Venusaur asked, with a blink.

“I assume so,” Guy shrugged. “Wouldn’t put it past him…”

“Is he jealous of Rayquaza?”


“Ladies and gentlemen!” the announcer called. “We’ve had a lot of great Pokéringer today, but now it’s time for the final – between Brock’s Crobat and Ash’s Swellow! Both agile Pokémon, so this should be a great match!”

Mawile tugged on his leg. “Excuse me? Lucario?”

Lucario lowered the microphone. “Yes?”

“You know your aura thing doesn’t work like that?” she asked.

The Fighting-type put the microphone down. “…I knew that, yes,” he said, a little too quickly.


Swellow blasted through the turn, wings humming, and her tail pushed her into a roll which was half to confuse Crobat and half just for the sheer joy of it.

Interrupting her own airstream for a moment, she stalled to shed speed – beak clenched in a smirk as the resulting forces pulled at her – and then blew past Crobat at speed and interrupted his climb.

Flaring all four wings, Crobat checked his forwards momentum for a moment – then recovered, and snap-rolled to try and regain the initiative.

“Get that ring, Swellow!” Ash called. “He’s too far to grab it!”

Not needing to be told even once, Swellow was already coming back on her own path. She yawed into a skidding airborne turn and reached for the ring – then blinked as it jumped in mid-air and got out of her reach.

“What the-”

It jumped again, spinning out of her way as she tried to grab it with her talons, and then Crobat nabbed it instead.

“Was that Supersonic?” Ash asked. “That’s clever!”

“Yeah, Crobat just blasted the ring with ultrasound,” Brock confirmed, as Swellow yawed through a hairpin turn and dove like a comet. “It was – look out!”

Crobat’s wings split into an X-formation, and he rolled out of Swellow’s path. Undaunted, Swellow adjusted her own dive, pulling up to interpose herself between Crobat and the goal so that he couldn’t just dive on at full speed.

“Up and left!” Ash said a moment later, and Swellow twisted around with her tail flagging left-right-left to keep her in her flight envelope.

Crobat chose that moment to surge forwards with all four wings, and the two Flying-types collided with a thump.

The ring slipped from Crobat’s claws, and he tried to disentangle himself for a moment – then changed tack, and re-entangled himself by snarling up Swellow’s wings.

She thrashed, pulling clear in a moment, and then watched helplessly as the ring bounced – and a blast of ultrasound shot it straight into the goal.

“Nice one, Crobat!” Ash said. “Bad luck, Swellow – but that was great!”


“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Mega Absol asked, about half an hour later.

The crowds had mostly dispersed, or were watching Ho-Oh fly northeast back towards Honshu – but they weren’t quite done with the arena yet.

“Yeah, I think it is,” Ash confirmed. “I mean – it’s worth trying, right?”

“Yes, I suppose,” Mega Absol confirmed. “And thank you, Latias, for being ready to catch me.”

“No problem!” Latias squeaked from thin air.

Mega Absol smiled at the reminder, then took a deep breath – and jumped from the starting balloon.

Her wide wings of furry materiel waved back and forth in the wind as she began to fall, and she started to concentrate on them.

Trying to work out what muscles to move to adjust them – or just hold them stiff, if that was all she could do.

It wasn’t easy. Like a human learning to waggle their ears, the hardest bit was simply identifying the muscle in the first place…

After several seconds of trying, Mega Absol felt the warning in her danger sense amplify to dangerous levels as she approached the ground – and then Latias caught her.

They went down another ten or twenty metres as Latias slowed her gently, and then touched down light as a feather on the ground.

“Any luck?” Latias asked.

“Not really,” Mega Absol replied. “But… hm. I’m wondering about how my danger sense was acting…”

Latias’ expression suggested she wanted to know more.

“I was… it’s a little hard to describe,” Mega Absol admitted. “But – I feel like if there’s no way to fly like this, or to arrest my fall, then it should be a constant danger of impact. But it was increasing.”

The Legendary considered that.

“Do you want a lift back up to the balloon?”

“Yes, thanks,” Mega Absol agreed.


Wind whistling in her fur and around her ears, Mega Absol concentrated.

There was something – there!

A tiny flex, and a tiny blip in her catastrophy sense – but to a chance-dancer it may as well have been a neon sign. She concentrated on it with all her might, focusing and following up on it with everything in her.

It was hard to tell how well it was working – she had no physical feedback from the fur of her wings – but not impossible, since it altered probabilities around her as she did the right or the wrong thing.

And it was working! She was-

Mega Absol discovered she’d forgotten about the ground.

“Ow.”

Shaking her head and clearing the stars from her vision, Mega Absol stood up and looked around. “Latias? What-”

“I tried!” Latias replied, sounding upset. “But I missed!”

“How could… wait.” Mega Absol looked at her position – her position near one of the bleachers, instead of at the middle of the arena.

Then she looked up at the balloon, still floating centrally.

“…did I just glide?”

“Yeah!” Latias brightened. “You did!”

Mew materialized in a flash, and waved with his tail flicking back and forth.

After several seconds, he blinked, and waved closer to Mega Absol.

“…I’m Dark-type,” Mega Absol said, deadpan. “And I’ve got Magic Bounce. You’ll just have to speak out loud.”

“But that’s boring,” Mew sighed. “Anyway – great work! Well done!”


“That was fun,” May said, with a smile. “It’s nice to be able to do something which is related to battling or performing, but which isn’t quite the same.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Especially since the next gym is that kind of thing, too…”

He frowned. “Actually, come to think of it, isn’t that mansion along here? With Shuppet?”

“I think it is,” May agreed.

Max turned to Ash. “Is Shuppet someone you can remind, Ash?”

“Sorry, Max,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I simply don’t know.”


“It’s great to see you again!” Shuppet announced, then grabbed onto Max’s hand. “Oh! Can I come with you – I mean, you’ve got Pokémon, and so I can be one!”

“Slow down!” Max laughed. “And yeah, you can-”

“Great!” Shuppet said, waving to the Manectric standing next to his friend. “Hey, what’s your name?”

“Arc!” Arc replied, tongue lolling out for a moment. “You’re funny!”

“That’s my job!” Shuppet agreed, then his eyes widened. “Wait… wait, your Pokémon have nicknames? Can I be Casper?”

“Of course!” Max smiled. “I wasn’t sure what name sounded best, but if you’ve got one in mind we’ll just use that one.”

“Okay, let’s go!” the newly-named Casper said. “Hey, can I meet your other Pokémon?”

“That… was surprisingly easy…” May said, blinking, as her brother sent out the rest of his team.

Cinder gave Casper a look, frowned for a moment, then licked him.

“Hey!” Casper complained, giggling. “How’d you do that? I’m a ghost!”

“I’m a Dark-type,” Cinder replied, deadpan. “And Lick is a Ghost move anyway.”

“Yeah, why is that?” asked Jirachi, and Casper’s eyes went very wide indeed. “Does that mean you can’t lick a normal type?”

“Max, why do you have Jirachi with you?” the Ghost-type asked.

“I’m on an adventure!” Jirachi announced proudly. “It’s great fun – and Max and his friends are keeping me safe!”

“You get used to it,” Pikachu sighed, drawing Casper’s attention. He jumped from Ash’s shoulder and landed in mid-air. “Meet Latias.”

Latias pouted as she phased back into visibility. “You knew where I was?”

“Electrical currents,” Pikachu replied.

Casper blinked again, then shook his head and grinned. “Okay! I can see I’ve got to step up my game!”

Guy waved. “Hello. I’m Guy.”

“He punches things,” Delta supplied.

“Yes,” Guy confirmed. “I punch things. And my Water-typed compatriot here is Delta.”

“And this is how I’ve been understanding you – this is Kris,” Max concluded, showing Casper his Pokédex.

The Shuppet frowned, drifting closer. “Is it?”

Yes, the Pokédex replied, making him jump. I assure you, I am fully autonomous.

“Cool!” Casper said. “Are you a Rotom?”

No, I am a Porygon.

“Oh,” Casper said, sounding disappointed. “I thought you were a Rotom.”

A Rotom?

“A Rotom.”

But I’m not a Rotom. I’m a Porygon.

“But if you were a Rotom-”

Brock’s Ludicolo shook his maracas. “Then we’d have lots of fun!”

Everyone stared at him.

“…what, it wasn’t a musical?” Getting no break in the stares, he coughed. “Ahem… adios!”

“I think I’m going to like it with you, Max,” Casper decided. “This is great fun!”


Venusaur rolled her neck, sighing.

May looked over. “I guess you’re enjoying the weather?”

“Oh, very much,” Venusaur agreed. “It’s funny, but I didn’t realize how much I missed Hoenn weather back when we were up north…”

“I guess it is pretty sunny,” May agreed.

She glanced over. “Which is why Glaceon’s carrying a parasol.”

“I’m an Ice-type,” Glaceon said firmly. “It’d be nice if there were some clouds, though…”

May looked around. “Well, I guess you’ll get your wish – look, it’s clouding… up?”

The Coordinator raised her voice. “Guys? Is it me or is it getting dark really quickly?”

Brock, Ash and Max stopped walking, and looked around.

The clouds were growing even as they watched, becoming thick and black and covering the sky.

“Oh well,” Venusaur sighed. “So much for sunbathing.”

There was a crack, and thunder blazed down from the sky. One bolt came close to the friends, and Pikachu batted it right back up into the clouds with a sigh.

“Any idea if any Zapdos live nearby?” Ash asked with a frown. “This looks kind of… unnatural?”

“Yeah, with you Zapdos is the sensible explanation…” May sighed.

“Actually, there was this cold snap in Johto-” Ash began, then stopped as a chill wind blew through the trees.

Venusaur returned herself just before it started snowing.

“A thundersnow?” Max asked. “Was that on the forecast?”

At this point I think we’re just going to have to agree the forecast doesn’t know anything, Ethan contributed. Speaking of which – tornado!

“How can there be-” Brock began, then saw the tornado. “Okay, never mind – run!”

Before it reached the ground, though, the tornado melted away and was replaced by a swirling sandstorm.

“Okay, this is just getting silly,” Ash said. “It wasn’t this bad in Shamouti!”

With one final whoosh, the sandy clouds parted, revealing a sky full of fluffy cumulus – and, down on the ground, someone waved at them. “Hello?”

He coughed. “Sorry about that… we didn’t think anyone was nearby.”

Brock brushed sand off his shirt. “What was that?”

“Oh, Castform and I were practicing,” the man said. “I’m Bart, by the way.”

His Castform waved, having just finished going back to normal form. “Hi!”

“Castform are weather forecasting Pokémon, right?” May asked.

“Actually, I’ve kind of wondered about that,” Max frowned. “It’s not much of a forecast if you’re just showing what the weather’s like now.”

“Oh, they don’t just do that,” Bart assured them. “Castform – what’s the weather going to be like in thirty minutes?”

Castform frowned, then went Sunny Form, Rainy Form, Sunny Form again and Snowy Form.

“…I guess we’d better get indoors,” Bart concluded. “This way – the institute isn’t far.”


“This is the Weather Institute!” Bart explained, opening the door as the wind got gusty. “It’s where we study both forecasting the weather – and changing the weather.”

“Like Sunny Day?” Ash asked, as they filed inside.

“Not just Sunny Day,” Bart agreed. “It’s like that, but we’re also studying how to make a machine do it. It’s still a little hard to tell how the weather will react after we change something – that’s what Castform and I are trying to learn.”

He shrugged. “Of course, part of that is making use of the move Weather Ball, which is a great move to take advantage of changes… in the…”

The scientist blinked, and looked closer at Ash. “Wait, now I recognize you!”

“It’s the Pikachu, isn’t it,” Pikachu said, deadpan. “That’s always the clue.”

Casper sniggered.

“You’re Ash Ketchum, aren’t you?” Bart asked. “I saw your battles in the Silver Conference – well, not straight away, but my grad student Millie saw them and sent me a video of when you used Ho-Oh. Great use of Weather Ball!”

“Thanks!” Ash grinned. “I thought it was a great way to cover a lot of weaknesses, especially ones Ho-Oh has to worry about.”

“Yes, and your demonstration set us thinking about all new ways to use Weather Ball!” Bart agreed enthusiastically. “I mean, what would happen if it was used in a lightning storm?”

As he talked, a little pink shape slipped past them and pondered the machinery.

Hmmm… Mew hummed, contemplating it. I wonder what happens if I do… this!

He pulled a lever, and the machinery crackled.

“What was that?” Bart asked, looking over. “…why is a Mew using the weather control machine?”

Oh, so that’s what it is! Mew said, nodding to herself. You should really label it, or otherwise anyone might come in and push controls.

“I think maybe you should stop pushing controls, Mew,” Ash said, and the Psychic-type pouted.

Meanie.

“Castform – what’s the weather going to be?” Bart asked, glancing over at Castform.

Castform changed to Rainy Form, then did it again for emphasis.

“Rain, then,” Brock guessed. “Lots of rain?”

Pleased that he was getting the hang of it, Castform gave him a nod.

There was a flash as Mawile emerged from her Pokéball. “Lots of rain?” she asked. “Lots and lots?”

Castform looked down at her, a little surprised, and nodded confirmation.

“Great! Uh…”

She looked at Ash’s belt for a moment, then tapped one. “Hey, Sliggoo?”

The Dragon-type materialized, and turned roughly in her direction. “What is it, Mawile?”

“Can we have a quick battle outdoors?” she asked. “Please?”

Sliggoo looked uncertain for a moment.

“Go ahead,” Ash said. “I won’t need you in the next few minutes.”

“Great!” Mawile said, tugging on Sliggoo’s arm – gently. “Come on, it’ll be fun!”


“So, uh…” Sliggoo began, as the rain drummed on the grass. “Why now?”

“No reason,” Mawile said sweetly.

Sliggoo accepted that, and frowned. “Okay, uh…”

He drooped. “Sorry, Mawile. I know that you want to fight, but I feel kind of uncomfortable hurting you…”

“I know that,” Mawile agreed. “But I’m helping you learn to battle. That’s what friends do!”

Sliggoo nodded, and pulled himself upright. “Okay!”

He inhaled, aiming towards the sound, and fired. “Dragon Pulse!”

The moment he used the attack, he remembered that Mawile was Fairy-type.

The multicoloured blaze of light shot across the distance between them and hit Mawile – who, a moment later, fell backwards almost exactly as though she’d leaned back and jumped.

A muffled ‘ow!’ came as she landed, and then she went still.

“What was that?” Sliggoo asked, now completely baffled. “I heard an ow – did you get hurt? But – it was a Dragon-type move!”

Then a strange, swirling energy began to wash over him.

It pooled in his tail, making it lengthen and extend. It focused in his body, expanding it and exchanging his single slimy foot for a pair of strong legs, and extending his little nub-arms out into proper, clawed forearms.

And then, for the first time in over a month, he could see.

“I… evolved?” he asked, looking down at himself – taking in all the changes he could see. “I evolved!”

Then he saw the limp form of Mawile.

Gasping, he ran over – stumbling a little on his still-new legs – and knelt down to gather her in his arms. “Mawile!”

Mawile shifted slightly.

“Mawile, no!” the newly evolved Goodra said, and shouted to the pouring rain. “Mawile!”

For her part, Mawile was trying very hard not to either giggle or scratch her nose.

“You were such a good friend,” Goodra sniffed. “I can’t believe you’re gone!”

Mawile’s tongue lolled out with a ‘bleah’ sound.

Goodra’s cheeks twitched, but he kept going. “You helped me out when I couldn’t see, and you taught me how to- to-”

Finally, he lost it, and started laughing.

Mawile only lasted a moment longer, and then started to giggle as well.

Yay! Mew announced, joining in the giggles because that seemed to be what everyone out here was doing.

“Show some respect!” Goodra said, in between gasps. “Can’t you see she’s-”

He lost it again, and Mawile finished for him. “I’m dead,” she informed Mew seriously – maintaining her serious expression for almost a whole second.

That is the most adorable thing! Mew enthused. I’ll tell Mewtwo about it right now!

She vanished with a flash of pink light.


AN:


Chapter 151! The chapter of everyone’s favourite super-powered psychic transforming kitten, Mew!

(It’s not a big list, I’ll be honest.)

So, here’s Mew. Note that Mew considers gender binary pretty boring, hence the pronoun switches.

We also have a few notable events – Spoink, for example, as well as the appearance of Pokéringer, and finally a certain much-belated evolution.

(Mawile has been studying.)

EDIT - whoops, missed the é in Poké. Should be fixed.

And for more Mew madness, there’s a fic I have called Master Pokémon mk. 2, in which Ash is a Mew.






152. Hoenn 32


“So, who won?” Ash asked, as the door opened.

Then he blinked, grinned, and hurried over. “Oh, wow – you evolved!”

“I sure did,” Goodra agreed, inspecting himself before returning his gaze to Ash. “It’s nice to see you again.”

“He beat me really easily!” Mawile added. “He’s super strong!”

Goodra sniggered, and Mawile began to giggle too.

Smiling – not because he got the joke, but because they were having fun – Ash waved Goodra into the lab. “Come on – we’ll have to make sure you see all the Pokémon that turned up since you evolved into Sliggoo…”

“I look forward to it,” Goodra said.

“Oh, you’ll have to show him Miss Absol’s Mega-Evolution, too!” Mawile reminded him. “She has wings!”

A gasp. “Wait – I just realized! Now you can see, we can practice flying!”

Goodra looked a bit nervous – then they entered the main room of the building, and he waved to the others. “Um… hi!”

“He certainly grew!” May said, chuckling. “He must be three times as tall as he was when he went outside!”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Does that happen a lot with dragons?”

“Not sure,” Ash admitted. “I think Shelgon doesn’t grow that much into Salamence, though… and I think Dragonair gets shorter. I guess it depends.”

“Uh…” Bart coughed. “Sorry, I’m sure it’s a fascinating evolution, but can he stop dripping on the floor?”

Goodra looked down, and blushed. “Uh… sorry, I’ll try and stop.”

“Mister scientist?” Mawile asked, clearing her throat. “I have some ob-ser-vation-al da-ta for you.”

Bart looked blank.

Ash relayed her words. “What’s that, then, Mawile?”

“Well… I looked it up with Dexter,” Mawile explained. “And it said that Sliggoo evolved in rain, but it said they didn’t think it could evolve in ar-ti-ficial rain.”

“Oh, I see!” Brock realized. “So because that was rain made by the weather machine, you know that Sliggoo can evolve in weather machine weather.”

“Ah!” Bart said, nodding in realization. “Yes – that’s very interesting! Thank you – that might mean that the rain is more natural than rain generated by Rain Dance. I’ll have to do some more tests – do you know if there’s a supply of more Sliggoo somewhere?”

Ash blinked. “The… closest place I know is somewhere in Kalos…”

“Oh.” Bart deflated a bit, then thought about it and brightened. “Well, I suppose a little sabbatical in Kalos couldn’t hurt…”

He looked over at Castform. “What’s the forecast for the next ten minutes?”

Castform switched to Sunny Form, and stayed that way.

“It sounds like the weather’s stabilizing a bit,” he told them. “Hmmm… are you planning on staying long? Because if not it might be hard to get a weather window when you won’t be rained on, snowed on or hit by a hurricane.”

“I could probably get Ivysaur or Meganium and have them keep it sunny,” Ash said, thinking. “Or maybe we should just get the raincoats on and let Goodra have it rain for a bit.”

“That’d be nice,” Goodra admitted.

“Not yet, though!” Mawile said. “Can we try flying practice first? Just for a bit?”

The newly evolved Dragon-type thought, then nodded. “I guess we could do it for a couple of minutes.”


“What news be there?” Shelly asked the scout of her strike team.

“There be sev’ral scurvy trainers at the institute,” the scout reported, saluting. “Yarr,” he added, for good measure.

“Who they be?” Shelly pressed.

“They be a man with a squint, a boy with a cap, a Pikachu, a Lucario an’ a Goodra, an’ a young lad an’ lass,” her scout summarized.

She nodded sharply. “They be Ash Ketchum an’ his friends! We be needin’ to use Plan Kidd.”

Grabbing a radio, Shelly hit transmit. “Plan Kidd!”

“Aye, aye, sir!” came back down the link, and there was the sound of an engine starting before the transmission cut out.

“Now,” Shelly added. “Crawdaunt, Seel, Walrein, be ready for this! We be strikin’ fast, an’ runnin’ hard!”

The two other strike team members nodded, as did their Pokémon.

“Now…” she drew the syllable out, then signalled sharply. “Go!”


Goodra hit the ground with a whud, and Mawile bounced around crazily for a moment before Goodra’s antennae managed to damp the motion.

“I don’t think this is going to work,” he said, regretfully. “You’re too heavy, Mawile.”

Mawile pouted, then shook her head. “But strawberry taffy is so tasty!”

She looked down, then jumped off Goodra’s back and nodded. “Okay, Goodra. Maybe later?”

“If I can manage it, and I end up confident in it – then yes,” Goodra confirmed. “But right now I’m not even sure if I can do it on my own.”

“That’s a good way to learn,” Ash told them. “I mean – you know. If you’ve got the time.”

Goodra nodded his understanding, then walked a few paces away from them to a relatively sturdy patch of grass.

He inhaled, seething light building in his mouth for a moment, and then fired a Dragon Pulse almost directly down.

The attack blasted a star-shaped divot out of the ground, and Goodra went flying with the recoil – flying up, and back, and spinning slightly as he went.

“Go Goodra!” Mawile cheered. “Now – twist so you can see where you’re going!”

Goodra tried to do that.

His success was mixed, partly because he hadn’t stopped using Dragon Pulse yet, and he went wham into the ground side-first.

Everyone winced. “Ouch…”

The Dragon-type dug himself out of the small crater, shaking grass and dirt off himself, and scrubbed the rest off with his forearms. “I think it went better that time!”

“Well, he’s certainly become more durable,” Lucario commented. “Hmmm… here’s something that might work.”

Goodra looked up, interested.

“What you need to do – for now – is to prepare yourself to do something before you take off. You’re not used to reacting on the fly quickly enough for this to work, you see…”

A nod. “Yeah, I guess. So I should… hm…”

Moving to another undamaged patch of grass, Goodra began making small motions as he rehearsed in his mind. “So I fire, then stop, then twist myself around…”

There was a boom, and the wall of the weather research institute blew out.

“What was that?” Bart asked.

A few seconds later, four Aqua agents came running out with some large pieces of computer equipment – accompanied by half a dozen Pokémon or so.

“Pikachu, stop them!” Ash ordered, and his Electric-type didn’t need telling twice.

A huge, crackling thunderbolt speared out from Pikachu’s cheeks, aiming for the Aqua group – and flowed directly into a Goldeen one of the Aqua agents was using, to no effect.

“That’s cheating!” Pikachu said, highly indignant. “Foul!”

“Don’t you have-” Mawile began to ask.

“That’s different!”

Lucario and Blaziken began to sprint forwards, Blaziken quickly accelerating past his fellow Fighting-type, but a torrent of water smacked into Blaziken from three of the Pokémon working together.

Lucario was ready for the blast when it turned on him, and raised two blue-glowing palms to split the Hydro Pumps into separate streams that flowed either side of him.

A Swampert met him coming the other way with an almighty punch, one which produced a vicious crack of impact, and Lucario retaliated by bringing out his Sacred Sword and closing for a second attack.

“What’s that sound?” Max asked. “It sounds like a helicopter…”

“Yeah, I can hear it too!” Brock agreed, and within another few seconds it was loud enough to drown out conversation.

A Seaking helicopter bored past overhead, barely above the treeline, and weighted ladders swung down from both sides of the cargo compartment.

All four Aqua agents jumped aboard, two to a side, and the helicopter climbed slightly before heading into the distance.

“Latias, can you stop them?” Ash asked.

“You too, Flygon!” Brock added.

Beams of red light shot out from the Seaking, drawing in Lucario’s opponent along with all the Pokémon left on the ground.

“But… I don’t understand,” Bart said, weakly. “All my research… but how did they get in?”

There was a squeak of surprise, and Latias phased into visibility before crashing to the ground.

“Latias!” Ash called, shocked, and a moment later Flygon followed her.

May blinked. “I… guess they started really pulling all the stops out…”

“Come on, let’s try and see what happened to Latias and Flygon!” Ash said, already running.


“Well?” Shelley asked. “Be they gone?”

“Aye,” the operative replied, hitting the door close and backing away as it whirred into place. “Both their fliers be grounded.”

“Good work,” she complimented. “How far be it to the truck?”

“A quarter-glass, no more,” the pirate pilot called back. “Then we be settin’ off westerly.”

“Did we get it?” asked one of the other Aqua operatives.

The rest of the team gave him a look, and he blushed. “Um, arr?”

“That be good enough,” Shelley pronounced. “And aye, we got their hard drives, so we did.”

The helicopter swayed as it hit an air pocket, and everyone grabbed onto seats or stanchions to stay standing.

“Do we have to be goin’ so fast?” someone muttered. “This be a heavy, uh, sky.”

Shelley snorted. “An’ do you want to be close to Mister Ketchum when the Entrain be wearin’ off on his Legendary Pokémon?”

“…no, skip,” the girl admitted. “I be forgettin’.”

“That be the whole point of Plan Kidd!” Shelley went on. “Why d’ you think we dug under the walls of their scurvy buildin’ in the first place?”

She glanced over. “Speakin’ of the whole point of the plan, how be Goldeen?”

“Well, I be glad we gave ‘im a Wacan Berry,” the Goldeen’s trainer said, looking up from a small bucket. “That be one powerful Electric attack.”

“I be seein’ the clearin’!” the pilot told them, and the rotors took on a new tone as the big Seaking began to descend. “Five minutes an’ we be down!”

“Aye!” Shelley nodded sharply. “You hear that, me hearties? Out of the helicopter as soon as it be on the ground! An’ you, the pilot – park it somewhere an’ be settin’ the charge, then make your own way to the base!”

A firm nod from the pilot.

“Good man,” she said, clasping his shoulder. “For Kyogre!”


“What the heck happened to them?” Ash asked, giving Latias a look over. “Are you hurt?”

The Dragon-type shook her head, inhaled, and then let out a long sigh. “I feel… really full,” she admitted. “Almost bloated. Like I’ve spent all day eating everything in sight.”

“Me too,” Flygon said, a little further on in the field. He’d been shot down second, but Latias had been in front of him and so they’d landed almost on top of one another.

“Full?” Brock repeated, looking up from Flygon and thinking. “I was wondering if it was Gravity or Smack Down, but those don’t cause you to feel full… that’s very strange.”

“Dexter?” Ash asked, getting the Pokédex out. “Any ideas?”

Scanning… hm, I believe I have it.

He materialized, then focused on Latias. Trace.

His polygonal form split apart a little at the seams, becoming awkwardly composed of curved planes straining at their connection points and with space visible between them.

“Shouldn’t you just be levitating?” Latias asked, shifting slightly.

Not at the moment. Your Ability is currently Thick Fat.

Brock worked it out first, and sighed. “This must be Entrainment, then,” he said, and Dexter let out an affirmative beep.

“I guess that’s a good reason you might need to learn Magic Coat,” Ash frowned. “Any idea how long it lasts, Brock?”

“Not really,” Brock admitted, with a shrug. “It’s partly to do with both the target and the user.”

“I hope it wears off soon,” Latias said a little tightly. “I’m too used to flying – this makes me really uncomfortable. It gets my teeth on edge.”

“Don’t worry, Latias,” Ash told her. “Do you want to go into your Pokéball until it wears off?”

The Dragon considered it, frowning. “I… I’m not sure,” she said, and took a deep breath. “I think I’ll be okay, but… thanks for the offer.”

Pikachu jumped down to the grass. “I could try Magnet Rise? I’m not sure I can affect you too, you might be a bit big, but…”

Latias twitched, then hovered up into the air. “Phew!” she said, relief plain in her voice, and she did a couple of rolls-in-place to reassure herself she was flying again. “Sorry, I just… it reminded me a bit of being trapped in the DMA.”

“I didn’t realize-” Ash cut himself off.

“It’s fine now,” Latias told them. “And thank you for trying to work out a solution.”

Flygon buzzed into the air too, and glanced back at his wings. “How did it work on me? I use wings…”

“Maybe it was just making you too heavy to fly,” Brock suggested. “But yeah, with how Abilities work it would still have been enough to knock you out of the sky if the ability had been… Flash Fire or something.”

“Pokémon are strange,” Flygon agreed. “Almost as strange as you people who don’t come from eggs.”

“You get used to them,” Pikachu chuckled.

“Should we get back to the lab?” Brock asked. “I know they’re not going to be in danger with Lucario and Blaziken watching over them, but…”

“Yeah, it’s probably a good idea,” Ash agreed. “Want to walk, Pikachu?”

“I suppose I should once in a while,” Pikachu said, flicking his tail dismissively. “But what else are trainers for?”

“Can’t imagine what,” Ash shrugged.

Mawile raised her hand.

“No thanks,” Pikachu shook his head. “I’d rather not go with Goodra until he’s comfortable flying on his own.”

“…you don’t know that’s what I was going to ask,” Mawile pouted, lowering her hand.


“Are they okay?” Max asked, looking out of the hole in the lab wall.

“Yeah, it was Entrainment,” Ash summarized. “Latias says she’s fine, and Flygon seemed okay.”

“I’m used to not flying, but not recently,” Flygon told everyone who could understand him.

“Okay, I wondered,” Max frowned. “I guess that’s something to watch out for in future.”

“I’ll certainly be looking out for it,” Latias muttered. “That crash stung.”

“How’d they get in?” Brock asked. “I can see how they got out…”

“They dug in,” Max told them. “There’s a great big hole in the floor.”

“Health warning: do not fall down it,” Lucario advised gravely.


“This is going to be a complete pain,” Bart sighed, lifting one of the cables and then putting it down again. “The computer’s basically useless now.”

“What happened?” Brock asked. “I guess they took something?”

“They took the hard drive,” Bart explained, and got a wince from the Gym Leader. “Fortunately, they just took the hard drive.”

“Is that good?” May asked, a little uncertainly.

“Well, it’s not terrible,” Bart shrugged. “It means that the data’s all still there – they didn’t get the boot disk, so I can use the computer, and the backups are in a separate room – but it’s going to take a while to get everything hooked up again.”

“Can we help?” Ash asked.

“The others, maybe,” Pikachu judged. “You, no.”

“Why not?” Ash asked, hurt. “I can-”

“…destroy buildings?” May completed, sweetly.

“Okay, fine,” Ash said, with a sigh.

Bart went over to the weather machine, and tapped out a few commands.

The screen lit up, flashing a dull red – no data.

“Thought so, this is disconnected as well,” he sighed. “Castform, you’ll have to handle the weather for a while.”

“Understood,” Castform said. “Just ask me if you need anything.”

“Really, I’m just glad we use redundant array drives,” Bart admitted, sitting down at his chair in front of the desk. “But I’m going to need to order a new one, now…”

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in, the wall’s open!” the scientist shouted.

A man with a toolbox and a Magnemite peered around the hole. “Oh – uh, okay…”

Stepping over the collapsed wall base, he cleared his throat. “Ahem. Hi, I’m the technician.”

“Technician?” Bart repeated.

“The technician,” the man said. “To connect up the backups and use them as the main disk, and get your computer system working again.”

That brought a sigh of relief. “Oh, wonderful! Thank you for getting here so fast – it’s a huge relief, I was worried I’d lose work for days!”

“All part of the service,” the tech assured him. He opened the toolbox, and took out a flash-light headband. “Now, where’s the main computer?”

“Over here,” Bart pointed. “Sorry, can you make him a path?”

Brock and May moved aside, letting the technician through.

“Ooh…” he said, whistling through his teeth. “This is quite a job. What happened here, then?”

“Some pirates made off with the main drive,” Max summarized. “They came in through the floor and went out through the wall.”

“Right… Magnemite, number two screwdriver.”

Magnemite let out a buzz, and used one magnet to pick up a screwdriver and hand it to the technician.

“Okay, there we go… and it looks like that should be an easy replacement. Cable.”

The Steel-type went to get a cable.


Something is wrong here, Dexter said, quietly.

“There is?” Ash asked, with a frown. “What is it? He seems helpful.”

I am not sure. Just… something off. That is all.

“What’s the drive encryption password?” the tech asked, bringing the backup disk through the door into the main room.

Bart looked up. “Castformforever, with the for replaced by a number 4.”

“Right…” the tech said. “Good…”

Why does he need the password? Dexter asked, now very confused. He is just plugging in a data drive, he does not need to actually decrypt it himself.

“I don’t understand much about technical matters,” Pikachu admitted. “But you’re right, that does sound strange.”

Magnemite let out a buzz.

As the tech was about to put the drive in place, he whirled on one heel and threw a grey ball directly at Latias.

She squeaked in surprise as the ball hit, bursting and producing a cloud of grey smoke which left her and several of the people and Pokémon in the room coughing.

“What-” Brock wheezed.

“The tech guy!” Max said. “Arc, stop him!”

Arc let out a deep, slamming bark, and gathered himself for a lunge – and got hit by another Smoke Ball, making him flinch backwards and nearly fall over.

“Ditto, Transform!” the man shouted, and jumped into the air.

He landed astride a white-and-pink Latias, which shot out into the open air far too fast to follow.

“What just happened?” Bart asked plaintively, as the Pokémon and trainers waved away smoke.

“Can you get after him, Latias?” Ash asked.

“I can barely see!” Latias replied, bending her neck so she could scrub at her eyes with her forearms. “So – no.”

“Wait,” Brock said, between coughs. “Crobat – Defog!”

Crobat emerged, and his four wings swept the smoke and ash out through the open wall.

Now that they could breathe again – though Latias was still dabbing at streaming eyes – the friends could try to take stock.

“Was that Brodie?” Ash asked, suddenly remembering the self-proclaimed master of disguise. “And does that mean Team Magma has the backup?”

“It might,” May agreed. “Great…”

“Team Magma has the other copy of my data?” Bart repeated, still startled. “What could they do with a hundred and ten years of weather data and thousands of simulations?”

You had over a century of- Dexter asked, then stopped. No, of course you did, you need it so the weather control machine can model how it needs to change the weather.

“Right,” Bart confirmed. “But what could they need it for?”

“They worship Groudon, right?” Brock asked, getting out a water bottle and helping wash out Latias’ eyes. “Maybe if they could just find somewhere that seemed to be sunny way too often? That could be why Aqua wanted the first copy as well, to do the same.”

“That… might work,” Bart said. “Might. But… oh, this is terrible!”

“Thanks, Brock,” Latias said, blinking rapidly. “I think I might need goggles if this kind of thing is going to keep happening again…”

“You could try keeping your eyes closed,” Lucario suggested. “Perhaps a blindfold?”

Blaziken came back into the building through the hole, which surprised everyone because they hadn’t seen him leave.

“He lost me in a blind alley,” the Fire-type reported. “Sorry, everyone.”

“I’m surprised you could catch up at all!” May admitted. “Good work, Blaziken – don’t feel you have to do the impossible.”

Max sniffed. “Hey… did Blaziken set something on fire on the way out?”

“Not on the way out,” Pikachu said. He looked out of the hole. “But there is a trail of flame leading off into the distance…”

“Goodra?” Ash asked, sending the Dragon-type out. “Can you use Rain Dance quickly – outside,” he added for clarity. “I think there’s a fire to put out.”


“Oh, what a day…” Bart sighed, some hours later.

The friends – specifically, Brock’s Geodude – had helped him by sealing off the holes with rock walls, but they’d had to leave on their own journey.

Which left him with an enormous pile of hardcopy notes, a broken weather machine, and most of a computer.

“Caaast,” Castform said, tapping him on the shoulder and smiling.

“I know,” Bart nodded. “I shouldn’t be so gloomy…”

There was a knock at the door.

“Hello, doctor?” called his grad student, Millie. “Why is there a big lump of granite on the wall?”

“Ah, Millie!” Bart said, hurrying to the door and opening it. “It’s so good to see you. The institute got attacked!”

“Attacked?” Millie repeated. “But… what were they after?”

“The database,” Bart summarized. “One group of criminals took the database, and another stole the backup. We’re down to hardcopy.”

“What are we going to do, then?” Millie asked, seeing the damage.

Bart handed her a sheaf of notes and unfolded a small laptop. “Time to get typing, I think…”


The next morning dawned bright and clear.

“Thank goodness the weather’s settled down,” Brock said, brushing ice off his tent.

“I know,” May agreed. She turned her bag upside down and shook it, sending sand cascading out. “Did anyone else get woken up by the rainstorm?”

“I don’t think any of us could have missed it,” Ash replied. He pressed experimentally on the ground, which went squish. “Okay, I think this is good to walk on… not sure, though.”

He reached down to his belt, and selected a Pokéball without looking. “Can you help us across?”

Quilava looked down at the wet, muddy ground. “…just for clarity, how exactly were you expecting me to help?”

Ash did a double take. “Uh, actually I was expecting to get Goodra…”

He looked down, double-checking his Pokéballs, then blushed. “Whoops… put the belt on upside down.”

Unbuckling it and switching it around so it was the other way up, he took one of the Pokéballs from the other side – red side up, this time. “Want to go back in and I’ll send Goodra out?”

“Actually, I think I could help anyway,” Quilava mused.

Her flames blazed up, and she fired a blast of Flamethrower – starting almost at her feet, keeping it up for several seconds, and then extending it out towards the high ground of the road.

The water hissed and steamed as she hit it, producing some baked clay and loam which cooled to form a solid – if uneven – path.

“There,” she said, letting the flamethrower peter out. “Fire-types don’t just destroy things.”

“That’s cool,” Mawile told her.

“No, it’s warm,” Quilava replied, earning a giggle.

“Is Max up?” May checked. “Max?”

There was a yap and a yelp from Max’s tent.

“Max?”

“Sorry!” Max called, and there was a red flash of light. “I was kind of cold during the bit it was snowing, so Arc basically sat on my sleeping bag to warm me up last night, and I didn’t hear my alarm.”

“…wait, Arc sat on you?” May blinked. “Didn’t that hurt?”

“Not really, he didn’t have his weight on me… mostly,” Max explained. “I guess it did a bit. But it was really warm – he’s got loads of fur!”

“That does sound warm,” Brock agreed. “Bet it was surprising to need extra warmth in Hoenn, though…”


“Hey, Quilava?” Mawile asked, tilting her head. “I was wondering… you know that flamethrower move? What was it?”

“That was Flamethrower,” Quilava replied, blandly. “It’s a move that throws flame.”

“Oh, I guess that must be why it’s called that!” Mawile said earnestly. “Do you think I could learn it?”

Quilava stopped walking, and gave her fellow Pokémon a look. “What?”

“Well, it’s a move, right?” Mawile reasoned. “And because it’s a move, it’s a move I could learn – or maybe I can’t, but can I try? Please?”

“You know there’s no guarantee it’ll work,” Quilava cautioned. “But yes, we can certainly try.”

“Great!” Mawile smiled.


“What’s that you’re doing?” Ash asked, looking over halfway through lunch.

“I’m learning Flamethrower!” Mawile said proudly.

“We’re starting with Fire Fang,” Quilava told him. “Just to get her used to the Fire type.”

Mawile nodded, and then her jaws slammed together with a crack and a cloud of sparks.

“Looks like you’re nearly there,” Ash smiled. “Those aren’t electric sparks, I mean – they look much more Fire-y.”

“Great!” Mawile nodded, and tried again. The cloud of sparks was larger this time, and she was about to try a third time when a very small localized rainstorm hit her.

“Hi Goodra!” she said, unfazed. “What is it?”

“The grass was catching fire,” Goodra told her. “I didn’t want you to get hurt before you noticed.”

“Wouldn’t that be a bit like if you hurt yourself with your own Dragon Pulse?” Mawile asked, as the rainstorm ended.

“Yes, a bit,” Quilava cut in. “But Goodra absolutely could hurt himself with his own attack, and so could you. You need to be a bit careful when using a type you’re weak to.”

“Oh, okay,” Mawile nodded, understanding that. “I get it. So… can we try actually throwing the flame now?”

“Just give me one more Fire Fang so I can see if you’ve got it,” Quilava asked.

Mawile nodded, and took a deep breath. Her face scrunched up a bit in concentration, and she opened her jaws before slamming them closed.

There was a whoosh of flame.

“There we go,” Quilava nodded. “That’s not good enough for an attack, yet, but it is enough that you’ve got the fire. Now, your next step is focusing on making enough of that for it to last a while.”


“Hey, Ash?” Max asked, looking up from Kris’ screen. “Who do you think I should use for battling Winona?”

Ash frowned. “Well… you know she uses Flying-types, of course… one of the important things to remember about Flying-types is that they’re never just Flying-type. They’re always other types, too – except Tornadus. And I hope she doesn’t have Tornadus…”

“It took me a moment to remember how unlikely that is,” Max admitted.

He shrugged. “But the most important one is that the Pokémon’s going to need to be able to get up to where the Flying-type is. The battlefield’s overhead, and that means either long range attacks or a Pokémon that can fly.”

“Who are you going to use, Ash?” Max asked. “I know you’ve got a lot of choice…”

“Well, I’d like Absol to get a battle – I mean Mega Absol, if possible,” Ash clarified. “And Squirtle’s going to keep pestering me until I give in – but apart from that I’m not sure.”

He nodded at Max. “But you’ve got less choice. So – who do you think you should use?”

“Delta first,” Max replied. “He’s my Flying-type, and so he can fight in the air – like you say, that’s important.”

“Right,” Ash confirmed. “And next?”

“I think Arc,” Max decided, after a moment of thought. “I know he can’t fly, but his Electric attacks mean he should be able to fight at long range anyway… and then third I’m not sure. I don’t think it’s safe to send Guy out.”

“Well, she might just give you a two on two match,” Ash reminded him. “But it’s up to you – your first two choices seem good.”

“Thanks, Ash,” Max smiled. “I feel better now I’ve checked.”

He looked back down at Kris. “…actually, you can hover, right?”

That is correct.

“Maybe I should use Kris, then,” Max mused. “I mean, you do have a good Electric attack…”


“Well, that was definitely Flamethrower,” Quilava said, a little dubiously.

Mawile stood back up, a smile on her face. “Great! Can we keep practicing?”

“That’s the thing,” Quilava sighed. “I’m not sure this attack is a safe one for you to learn.”

“Awww…” the Fairy-type pouted. “How come?”

“Well, you’re firing it from your jaws,” Quilava pointed out. “And they’re way above the rest of your body, so when you do all it means is that you just go over onto your face.”

“But it is Flamethrower!” Mawile insisted. “And that’s what I wanted!”

She flexed her false-jaw, bringing it down to lie more alongside her. “Besides, I can make it do this instead!”

“Wait-” Quilava began, a bit too late.

The jet of flame was tight and focused – Mawile had paid attention to Quilava’s lessons on that aspect of the move – and as such it didn’t hit her side or damage her directly.

Instead, the abrupt pulse of thrust from her right hand side only sent her spinning crazily into the air, doing a loop, and then Latias caught her just before she hit the ground.

“Whoops!” the Dragon-type said, smiling. “Better be careful with that, okay?”

Mawile nodded, looking a little green as she was placed back on the floor. “Okay… I guess maybe that wasn’t such a good idea…”

“Not really, no,” Quilava summarized. “You’ve only got one point of thrust, so it has to be on your centreline if you want to fly.”

Her pupil pouted. “That’s not very fair… I mean, Goodra does it fine!”

“Goodra’s much bigger and heavier than you are,” Latias explained. “So it doesn’t matter quite as much to him.”

Mawile frowned. “I’ll keep trying, though,” she said, firmly. “Just… not as hard.”

“Hey, guys!” Ash called from up ahead. “We’re nearly at the Feather Carnival!”

“Great!” Mawile said, her scare already mostly forgotten. “What is it? Do they do sweets?”

“It’s a kind of celebration of Flying Pokémon,” Ash told her. “Not just Flying-types, anything that can fly… actually, that gives me an idea…”

“You’re not going to buzz the festival with Legendaries, are you?” May asked, warily.

“…not straight away,” Ash replied slowly.


“…so, what do you think?” Cosplay Pikachu asked, doing a twirl.

Weezing looked her over.

“It seems… warm?” he ventured.

Pikachu’s tail fell slightly. “That’s all you got?”

“I’m not very good with fashion,” he apologized. “Dustox? Any help here? You seem to know about this kind of thing.”

Dustox flapped her wings, becoming airborne for a moment, and did a circuit of Cosplay Pikachu to look at her costume.

“I’m afraid I don’t recognize it either,” she admitted. “I know whether something looks good, and it looks good – but what’s with the fleece? That must be very warm.”

“That’s the point,” Cosplay-chu replied. “It’s supposed to be warm because the air gets colder at altitude.”

Weezing gave her another look. “I thought mountain climbers had picks.”

“It’s not a mountain climber outfit!” Cosplay-chu said, a little forcefully. She exhaled, holding up a paw. “Sorry, I’m just… I’d really like to know if this looks good, that’s all.”

“I’ll ask Abra over,” Dustox decided. “He might know.”

As she flew off, Cosplay-chu adjusted her outfit – making sure it all fit well.

The thick fleece jacket, with a waterproofed outer layer – sure to keep her warm and dry even in bad weather.

The long scarf – yellow with black ends – to seal the top of the jacket, and trail out behind her.

And then there was the helmet and the big pair of goggles.

All told, it was far too warm to be sitting here in the sun of the Feather Carnival – but that wasn’t what it was for.

Abra materialized, gave her three seconds of scrutiny, and nodded. Jolly good Aviatrix outfit.

Then he fell asleep.

Cosplay Pikachu blinked, then beamed. “Great! Someone got what I was going for!”

“What’s an aviatrix?” Weezing asked.

“It’s the female version of an Aviator,” the costumed Pikachu told him. “Now, let’s see if this works…”

Dustox flew back over. “I got him – aaand he’s already asleep,” she sighed. “Did you get your answer?”

“Yes,” Cosplay Pikachu replied.

“What move does that outfit give you, then?”

The Electric-type rubbed her paws together, then touched her cheeks – lightning crackling over her, spreading to her whole body.

“Fly,” she replied, and took off in a stream of sparks.

Weezing and Dustox stared after her for a moment.

“Huh,” Weezing said eventually. “How about that…”


“This is so cool!” shouted one of the children on Skarmory’s back.

The other one giggled, holding out a hand as they scudded against the clouds.

Winona smiled, enjoying their own pleasure at flying. Her giant Skarmory wasn’t normally the best choice for Gym battles – she was a little too clumsy by comparison to most of her Flying-types – but she was able to carry far more aloft than most Flying-types, and that was enough of a gift.

“We’ll be heading back down in a moment,” she called, warning them. “Not long now.”

“Okay,” the first passenger said, sounding content. “This is great – I’m going to get a Flying-type when I’m older!”

“I suggest a Staraptor or a Pidgeot, they’re both big enough to fly like this,” Winona told him. “There’s others, too, but those are the easiest to get hold of.”

“Hey, look,” the second said – she thought they were brother and sister. “A flying Pikachu!”

“Oh?” Winona asked, cuing Skarmory to circle with her knees. “Has someone tied balloons to one again?”

Then a Pikachu wearing an aviator’s outfit went past in a shower of sparks.

“…no, then,” she said, blinking. “Okay. I suppose that makes as much sense as anything…”

Skarmory’s wings flared, shedding altitude without gaining speed too fast, and she landed with finicky precision just behind where she’d taken off.

The children got off without complaint, and she smiled.

“Hi!”

Winona looked up. “Hello, who – ah, Mr. Ketchum.”

“You recognize me?” Ash asked, sounding surprised.

“You demonstrated a Mega-Evolved Flying-type in the League,” she reminded him. “And two Flying-type Legendaries. I try to notice such things.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of about that,” Ash admitted.

Behind them, one of Winona’s aides helped get two more passengers strapped onto Skarmory’s back.

“What is it?” Winona inquired. “I’m afraid I can’t do a gym challenge today.”

“No, I know you’re busy,” Ash agreed. “I just wonder how many Flying Pokémon I can bring to the festival.”

Winona was about to assure him that he could bring as many as he liked, but then she remembered who it was she was talking to.

“…I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said, after several seconds of thought. “If they’re who I think they are, then maybe you should do a flypast.”

“Sounds great!” Ash agreed.

“By the way,” she added, as Skarmory shifted – ready for another takeoff. “Do you have any idea where the flying Pikachu came from?”

Her potential challenger blinked. “The what?”

“Oh, good, it’s not one of yours,” Winona chuckled. “I did wonder… well, see you later, Mr. Ketchum.”

She shook Skarmory’s reins, and the Flying-type jumped eagerly back into the sky.


“I don’t get it,” James said, scratching his head. “Why’d you buy it, Jessie?”

“It’s all part of a cunning plan!” Jessie replied, pulling the Chimecho outfit off a gasping Feebas and getting out a bowl. “Gyarados – Water Pulse!”

Water Pulse slapped out, hitting the bowl and going everywhere.

Jessie blinked, rubbed water out of her eyes, and then put Feebas into the now-full bowl.

Meowth wrung his tail out. “Well, ain’t dat a wake up call… ya know cats don’t like water, right?”

“Here’s the plan!” Jessie said, as Feebas stopped gasping and began looking a bit more healthy. “Feebas are hard to catch, but if you treat them properly they evolve into Milotic! So – like with you, Gyarados-”

Gyarados waved a flipper.

“-we’re going to rescue this Feebas, and make sure it evolves. Then, Boss has something to give his mom for her birthday!”

Feebas swam around in a half-circle, and looked up at Gyarados. “You got saved from one of those jerk fish sellers too?”

“I think it was the same one…” Gyarados muttered.

“Then… I guess I’m glad I got away,” Feebas decided. “It was bad enough when he wanted to paint me shiny and sell me like that, but when he saw you looking for a Chimecho…”

“So he rung up a sale?” Wobbuffet asked.

Gyarados gave Wobbuffet a tail slap, sending him shaking back and forth.

“What was that for?” Feebas blinked.

“Wobbuffet has a terrible habit of telling puns,” Cubone told him, looking up from her work. “You will get used to it… eventually.”

“But water long time it’ll take,” Wobbuffet said cheerfully.

This time, it was Cubone who hit him – throwing a Bonemerang which bounced off his side, and catching it again before getting back to work.

“Actually, now I tink of it,” Meowth said, frowning. “Weren’t it about here ya met Chimecho, James?”

“It was, yes,” James agreed. “But for that we’re going to need Ash’s help. I wonder where he is…”

Cubone glanced around, then rapped her Thick Club on the floor to get their attention – and pointed up.

As they watched, a Mega Latias flew past overhead, with a Swellow and a Noctowl trailing behind to left and right and a Flygon directly behind her.

Behind that came a familiar Pidgeot, with the huge shapes of the Storm’s End and the Great Guardian to her left and right escort positions.

“Yeah, dat looks about right,” Meowth agreed, as a Pikachu shot through the formation propelled by trails of smoke from a boxing glove.

James frowned for a moment, then took one of his Pokéballs. “Can you make sure Ash knows we want to talk?” he asked, and sent Moltres out to carry the message.


Winona shook her head, sighing.

They were never going to be able to outdo that next year.


“Are you sure this is okay?” James asked. “When we do this kind of thing, it tends to… backfire.”

It’ll be okay, Jirachi replied. Just be really specific, okay?

James nodded, swallowing, and cleared his throat.

“I wish I knew where the Chimecho I met last time was.”

Jirachi’s tags flashed, processing the wish, and then the Steel-type rose an inch or two into the air.

Then there was a bright flash, and a Chimecho materialized in a pulse of white light.

“Chimecho!” it said, brightly.

“…pardon?” Ash blinked.

“Chimecho!” Chimecho repeated.

“Yeah,” Meowth said, with a shrug. “He ain’t da brightest.”

Ash reached out, touching the Psychic-type’s tassel, and there was a flicker of blue.

“Chimecho!” Chimecho said happily, glomping James.

“I guess that’s a good sign,” Jessie mused.


High overhead, wings churning the air, Lugia contemplated his fellow flying legends.

“So, Ho-Oh,” he said, with a chuckle. “Do you feel that our trainer has begun using you with a little more care?”

“A little more enthusiasm, you mean,” Ho-Oh replied, shrugging his head. “Well, I’m not exactly demanding, and being called upon once was a great boost. What of yourself?”

“I have my family, so I’m glad to be called upon only in times of great need,” Lugia replied.

He turned to smile at the younger two. “And yourself, Latias?”

“I’d kind of like to see Altomare again, soon,” Latias admitted – trying not to notice the camera flashes from below as they hovered. “And I’m pretty sure Latios would appreciate having a turn out, too.”

“Then raise it with Ash,” Lugia advised.

“Got it.”

There was a short pause. Then Moltres cleared her throat.

“Look, I know what you’re going to say,” she began. “Sure, I guess in one way I’m kind of running with a bad crowd. Yeah, I know their organization as a whole is not always very pleasant-”

“Actually,” Ho-Oh interrupted, “I was going to say your plumage is clearly very well cared for.”

“…oh,” the Fire-type said, wincing. “Right. Sorry…”

Cosplay-chu flew past. “Hey, Moltres! We’re kind of leaving soon – just letting you know!”

“Thank you,” Moltres said – grateful for the interruption.

“How are you doing that?” Ho-Oh asked, tilting his head in surprise.

“It’s an aviator’s outfit,” Cosplaychu said, as if that explained everything.

“…right.”


AN:


Team Aqua! And Magma.

This time they’re actually aware of how powerful and dangerous Ash is as an opponent, so planned for handling pursuit.

Poor Latias.

Meanwhile, Mawile’s Plan We Can Fly continues, and the lead-up to Winona.






153. Hoenn 33


This is the first of two chapters today.


“There’s so many kinds of Flying-types,” Mawile said, softly.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “And lots of Pokémon which can fly even though they’re not Flying-types, too – look, a Dragonair!”

“I’m not nearly that graceful,” Goodra sighed, and adjusted his grip on Mawile’s ankles.

The Fairy-type shook her head. “Maybe you’re not – but that doesn’t matter!”

There was a whoosh as an Archeops swooped low over the crowd, and Mawile ducked. “Wow! That’s a cool Pokémon!”

“They’re Archeops,” Ash told her. “Fossil Pokémon – I guess someone here has a revived one.”

“Cool,” Mawile decided. “Like Kabutops! Hey, let’s go see!”

She pointed. “I think it went that way!”

Goodra checked his grip, and followed Ash through the crowds.


“Seriously?” Pikachu asked. “It’s really the costume?”

“Yeah, but I don’t know if it works for all Pikachu,” Cosplaychu replied. “Hey, maybe you should try – here, have this one!”

She held up an outfit next to her.

“No,” Pikachu said, shaking his head. “Not going to happen.”

“But you’d make a great Belle!”


“It went just over there!” Mawile said, craning her neck to see. “Hey, that guy looks familiar!”

Goodra examined him.

“I don’t see it.”

“That’s because you’re much taller than last time we met him, silly!” Mawile giggled.

“You’re a lot higher up,” Goodra replied, taking one hand off her ankles and giving her a poke in the side.

More giggling, and Mawile shook her head. “That’s different!”

“Hold on,” Ash said, with a frown. “Is that Steven?”

On hearing his name, the Rock collector looked up. “Who is – ah, Ash! Good to see you!”

“It’s great to see you, too,” Ash replied, shaking his hand. “What brings you here?”

“Oh, I’m showing Archeops around,” the Champion replied, as the Rock/Flying-Type came down for another landing. “He wanted a look at how many more Flying-types there are these days – there’s actually a theory that all Bird Flying-types are descended from Archen and Archeops.”

“Wow,” Ash said, impressed. “Is it right?”

“No,” Steven told him bluntly. “But it’s an interesting kind of wrong, which is nearly as useful.”

“I like that kind of thinking,” Mawile pronounced.

She waved at Archeops as he took off again, then frowned thoughtfully. “Oh, yeah – you’re someone who knows about rocks, right, Mr. Steven?”

Ash relayed the question, and Steven chuckled. “It’s Mr. Stone – or Steven. And yes, never ask a Stone a question about rocks unless you’re willing to be talked at for half an hour.”

“Great! Then you can tell me what my bracelet is,” Mawile decided. “Do you know where it is, Ash?”

Ash rummaged in his bag.

Steven blinked as Ash’s arm went in up to mid-bicep. “That’s… new.”

“It’s one of Sir Aaron’s artefacts,” Ash explained. “I tried to work out how to do another one, but my head hurt… it’s bigger on the inside. Aha!”

He took the bracelet out, and Steven’s eyes went wide.

“Ash – do you know what this is?”

“…no,” Ash admitted. “Why? What is it?”

“It looks like…” Steven’s voice trailed off, and he reached for his belt. “Hold on a moment, I’ll test it. Can I borrow it?”

Ash glanced at Mawile to check, and she nodded.

At her nod, Steven took the bracelet and passed Ash something from his lapel. He then frowned, thinking for a moment, and sent out a Scizor.

“Okay, let’s see if this works…” he said, and took a deep breath.

The bracelet began to shine, and a moment later so did the band around Scizor’s head.

“Is that a Mega Stone?” Ash asked, holding up his hand against the light, and then looked with surprise at the change. “Wow… Mega Scizor looks cool.”

The Mega-Evolved Pokémon gave him a nod, keeping both enormous pincers carefully closed.

A moment later, the transformation reversed itself.

“Remarkable,” Steven said, taking the Mega Stickpin back. “This, Ash, is a bracelet of a style which is clearly hundreds – if not thousands – of years old. It dates back before the concept of Samurai, to give you some idea… but it has a Key Stone in it.”

“Whoa,” Ash said, blinking. “That’s pretty cool.”

He glanced at Mawile. “Hey, maybe it’s the partner of that Mega Stone Mew found when we were looking for Spoink’s pearl?”

“I guess so!” Mawile agreed. “That makes sense!”

“Remarkable,” Steven pronounced, and handed the bracelet back. “I’d really like to study it, truth be told – but it’s yours, so I won’t just take it.”

Mawile nodded her thanks. “That’s nice of you,” she said seriously.

“But now I’m wondering how I could pay for it,” he added, frowning. “Hmmm… are you here in Fortree for a while?”

“At least until tomorrow,” Ash told him. “We’ve got a Pokémon battle with Winona.”

“In that case…” Steven considered. “I believe that I have an idea what I can trade you for the bracelet, miss Mawile.”

Mawile brightened. “You do?”

“Yes, but I’m afraid I don’t have it on me at the moment,” Steven apologized. “Or – well, I do, but it’s something that really belongs to a member of my team.”

He sent out another of his Pokémon, who stepped forwards a pace to stand next to Scizor.

“Hi,” Mawile said, waving, but not nearly as enthusiastically as she normally greeted new Pokémon.

“Good afternoon,” the other Mawile replied. “And hello to you all.”

“…you’re not going to say Goodra’s all slimy and gross, are you?” Ash’s Mawile asked suspiciously.

“No, I’m not,” Steven’s one told her with dignity. “I don’t especially like slime… it’s rather a mess… but I know others don’t mind – which is their choice.”

“You’re nicer than a lot of other Mawile I’ve met,” Ash’s Mawile complimented.

“All three of them,” Goodra chuckled.

“They were all mean!”

While they talked, Steven’s Mawile reached up to his topknot and undid a small bow.

“Is this what you were thinking of?” he asked his trainer, who got the gist and nodded.

“Mawile?” Steven said, clearing his throat. “I’d like to ask whether you’d be willing to swap your bracelet for a Mawilite.”

Mawile blinked, surprised.

“Remember, I don’t have one to spare yet,” Steven added. “And yes, you can try it tonight – I’d love to watch, Mega-Evolution is always something special and I’d like to see how you handle it.”

Mawile was about to reply when Ash glanced up and yelped. “Look out!”

He caught one Pikachu in one hand, the other in the other, and then Scizor picked both Pichu out of the air with ease.

“Ow,” the slightly larger Pichu said. “I guess that costume didn’t work…”

“I think it worked too well,” the smaller one moaned.

“Pikachu?” Ash asked, then saw the smoking remnants of an outfit and the heart-tip tail on the other one. “And – you’re Jessie’s Pikachu, right?”

“Right,” Cosplaychu agreed, and Ash let her down. She flipped, landed on her feet, and brushed the last of the costume off. “Don’t ask.”

“What-”

“I said don’t ask,” she said firmly, and Ash’s Pikachu nodded his agreement.

“It didn’t make a lot of sense at the time, and it makes little more now,” he confirmed.

“Do you know where my trainers are?” Cosplaychu asked, as Steven stared at the whole tableau.

Ash closed his eyes, and glanced around. “Uh… looks like Dustox is over there – does that help?”

“It’ll do,” Cosplaychu agreed, and hopped up onto a low rooftop.

She turned to point at the Pichu Brothers. “And that was a terrible idea! I’m not going to try doing Superman again!”

With that, she was gone.

Pichu Big glanced at Pichu Little.

“…she didn’t say anything about any other superheroes,” Little pointed out.

“You two are going to blow yourselves up some day,” Pikachu sighed. “You know. More than already.”

“What just happened?” Steven asked, curiously.

“I’m not quite sure myself…”


“This has been a pleasant evening,” Arbok said, craning his neck to watch the latest formation of Pokémon going overhead. “It’s really quite nice to be able to relax.”

“Well, I’m more used to Contests than you, I suppose,” Seviper replied, slithering around alongside him. “But yes, I take your point. It’s not as though we have to be Team Rocket all the time.”

“When a felon’s not engaged in his employment, or maturing his felonious little plans,” Arbok ventured to state.

“Of course,” Seviper agreed. “And how have you been finding your capacity for innocent enjoyment?”

“Just as great as any honest mon’s,” Arbok replied. “Especially when I enjoy the song of birds in ivied towers.”

“And has it been challenging?”

“It’s certainly been interesting,” Arbok agreed. “I’ve never done any Contest training before.”

“What, never?” Seviper asked.

“No, never,” Arbok confirmed.

His fellow snake hissed. “What, never?”

“Well, hardly ever…”

“I’m sure I can help you learn more,” Seviper informed him, waving a tail. “After all, I am the lord high serpent performer.”

“I’ll have to content myself with being the lord high everything else, I see,” Arbok agreed amicably. “Were you taken from the county jail?”

“By a set of curious chances,” Seviper nodded.

“Oh, joy, oh rapture unforseen-” Arbok ventured.

“That’s stretching it a bit,” the Hoenn serpent interrupted.

“Yes, sorry.” Jessie’s elder Pokémon thought for a moment, then brightened. “I suppose my eyes are fully open to my awful situation.”

“Will you go at once to Jessie and make her an oration?”

Arbok shook his head. “I think I’ll just go after the ones on my little list.”

“Ah, you’ve got them on the list,” Seviper nodded sagely. “The ones who’d none of them be missed.”

“But don’t neglect battle training, either, gallant soldier brave and true,” Arbok mused, tail scratching his hood as Moltres did a final crowd-pleasing pass over the town.

“Of course!” Seviper agreed. “We fight the foe together.”

“The enemy of one, the enemy of all is,” Arbok told him seriously. “And thus-”

“What on earth are you two talking about?” Cosplaychu asked, dropping down from a roof.

“Culture,” Arbok told her loftily. “I’m sure you wouldn’t understand it all.”


“Okay, let’s see if this works…” Ash said.

He looked around at the Pokémon around them. “Everyone ready?”

Pikachu nodded, speaking for all of them. “We’re ready,” he confirmed.

“This kind of makes me nervous…” Mawile admitted. “I’m afraid of if this goes wrong…”

“It’s okay to be afraid,” Ash assured her. “Just don’t let it be the only thing you can think of. It almost always goes fine, remember – Absol was the first Pokémon we know it went wrong for, and Steven’s Mawile’s had no problems.”

“Thanks for the advice!” Mawile smiled, much happier now. “Hey, little brother – ready to watch?”

Tyranitar nodded.

“…how is it that she’s your-” Steven’s Scizor began.

“Don’t ask,” Tyranitar advised.

Ash smiled at the interplay, then unlimbered his staff and concentrated.

Mawile.

Mawile was a Pokémon he’d only met after coming back in time… which made her the first Pokémon he’d helped Mega Evolve of whom that was true.

But she was one of the closer Pokémon, in a way. He hadn’t hatched many Pokémon, and she was the first since he’d become able to understand Pokémon… in a very real sense, she’d grown up being able to talk to humans and have them understand her, and that gave her a unique perspective.

And a sweet one, too.

It wouldn’t be accurate to call her a daughter, but she was a little like one…

His staff lit with white-and-gold from the two feathers attached to the headpiece, which then merged into a shimmering orange incandescence and flashed across to Mawile.

“Wowwww…” Mawile said, softly, and then the light of Mega Evolution washed over her.

When it receded, parts of her had barely changed. Her hair was a little longer, and there was a purple colour added to her dress, but for the most part she looked the same.

The exception, however, was her horn. It had become larger, longer, more spiked… and bifurcated into two separate maws which rested symmetrically either side of her back.

“Cool,” Goodra said, the first to break the silence.

“I am?” Mega Mawile asked eagerly. “What do I look like? Oh – do I have wings?”

“Not really,” Tyranitar told her, a little apologetically. “You’ve got two jaws instead of one, though.”

“Oh,” Mawile said, both interested and disappointed. “I kind of wished it was like Mega Absol is – you know, with the wings…”

“I suspect this means she’s not going to go on a rampage,” Lucario said quietly.

“Looks like,” Sceptile agreed. “Good to know.”

“She looks the same as my Mega Mawile does,” Steven said, taking a note on that. “Interesting. Does she fight the same?”

There was a pause.

“I’ll give her a battle,” Goodra volunteered.

“Great!” Mega Mawile said. “Thanks – it’ll be fun, I bet!”

“I think so too,” Goodra agreed. He frowned for a moment. “Just don’t do anything too powerful without giving me a warning, please?”

“Okay!” Mega Mawile nodded. “I’ll try!”

She took a stance, wobbling slightly as she adjusted for the weight of her jaws, and Goodra prepared himself as well.

“Watch out,” Steven’s Mawile said quietly. “Mega Mawile are quite strong.”

“Oh, okay,” Mega Mawile replied. “I understand!”

Goodra inhaled, and she jumped forwards before he could attack. “Tag!”

The impact of her palm, much to the surprise of everyone except Steven’s Mawile, knocked her friend backwards into a wall.

“Oh no!” she said, hands going to her mouth. “How did that happen?”

“I said we were strong,” the other Mawile reminded her.

“Yeah, but I thought you meant strong, not… um… super strong?” Mega Mawile said, shaking her head.

She ran forwards and pulled the slightly dazed Goodra back to his feet. “Sorry! Sorry – I didn’t know that would happen, really I didn’t!”

“It’s fine,” Goodra said, wobbling slightly. “I guess we know how you fight best now…”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Mega Mawile agreed. She thought for a moment, then skipped over to Tyranitar and pulled herself up onto his back. “I know!”

Tyranitar looked back at her. “What do you know?”

“Walk closer and I’ll get them for you!” Mega Mawile told him seriously.

“You know,” Lucario said, idly. “It occurs to me that you’ve now got two places for Flamethrower to come from, not one.”

Mega Mawile’s eyes went very wide.

She got off Tyranitar’s back hurriedly, then glanced back over her shoulder to adjust the position of her jaws.

“What are you doing?” Steven’s Mawile asked, as she determined they were satisfactorily placed and crouched down slightly.

“Liftoff!” she said, and used Flamethrower.

They watched as Mega Mawile soared crazily skywards on twin plumes of smoke and flame.

Then they watched as she hit a nearby bell tower, producing a ringing BONG.

“What now?” Winona asked, faintly audible even at a distance.


Bright and early the next morning, Ash and Max stood at the bottom of a very tall pole.

“What’s the rules again?” Max asked.

“Something about how we have to get to the top without using our Pokémon,” Ash replied. “She said it was so we had a better appreciation of how much effort it is to fly.”

“Right,” Max nodded, looking over first at the equally tall pole supporting Winona’s battle balcony, and then the hundreds of rungs on the ladder. “Uh… mind giving me some help?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “Okay, hold on tight.”

He crouched down, letting Max get on his back, then stood up again and took a contemplative look at the tower.

“Okay, this should be just a couple of minutes,” he told his friend.

I’ll make sure you don’t hurt yourself if you fall! Jirachi informed Max. Ash – make sure he doesn’t fall in the first place, okay?

“Sure!” Ash agreed. He checked that Max was on securely, then headed up the tower.


Winona shook her head at the sight of Ash walking up the wall. “I can see it’s going to be one of those battles…”


“There we go,” Ash said, crouching down again to let Max get off. “How was that?”

“I think I’d have preferred the ladder,” Max admitted. “That just felt so bizarre…”

“Yeah, I’m kind of getting used to it by now…” Ash admitted. “Should I go first?”

“Please,” Max said, sitting down quite firmly.

Lucario joined them at the top of the tower, bearing Pikachu. “Here.”

“Thanks, Lucario,” Ash said, as Pikachu took his customary place. “Okay, let’s see… hey, how do I speak to Winona?”

“There’s an open channel,” Winona told him. “I heard you’re going first – now, I’ve been warned about you by Falkner.”

“Huh,” Ash said, wincing. “How bad was it?”

“He advised me to pull out all the stops,” the Flying-type gym leader said.

Ash looked across the gap to her balcony, and was a little surprised to see that she was actually perched on the box rim. “Uh… is that safe?”

“Of course it is,” Winona replied. “Now, I’m prepared to permit Mega Evolutions – I’ve managed to source two myself – but I must ask no actual Legendary Pokémon since I know you could otherwise just send out Lugia and Ho-Oh.”

“Any other rules?” Ash checked.

“Only that at least one Pokémon should be able to fly,” Winona shrugged. “It’s not so much a rule, as… well, this battle doesn’t have a roof, so I will have my Pokémon fly out of range if need be.”

“Ouch,” Max said. “How often has that rule made someone lose?”

“Fairly often,” the Gym leader replied with a shrug. “It’s not as though it’s hard for someone to just get a Taillow or Pidgey, though.”

She looked up. “So, Ash Ketchum. Send out your first Pokémon!”

Ash took one of the Pokéballs from his belt. “Okay!”

He paused before throwing it. “Uh… I have to ask, though. Does this place have good drainage?”

Winona gave him a confused look. “It’s my gym arena, and it’s open to the sky. And yes, it rains here on occasion.”

“Right,” Ash said, satisfied. “Squirtle!”


From her perch, Winona watched as the Squirtle posed and gestured flamboyantly with his pair of spiked sunglasses.

“Starting with a non-Flying type,” she noted. “Daring.”

“Okay, Squirtle!” Ash said. “Here we go!”

There was a flicker of orange light, and Winona blinked.

That wasn’t…

She put down the ‘ball she’d been about to throw, and switched for another.

She had a feeling she’d need it.


The burst of orange light died down, revealing Mega Squirtle standing on the rim of Ash’s balcony.

He pointed towards the Pinsir that Winona sent out, and cleared his throat. “Okay, ya big bug! Listen up, because I’m only going to say this once!”

The pair of cannons on his back swivelled, pointing downwards. “I may be only a Squirtle, but not only am I the most badass of a very badass kind of Pokémon but I’m the ultra-awesome leader of the Squirtle Squad! And, just to put a real shine to my cool nature, I’m also Mega Evolved! So you may as well just give up now, because… Mega… evolution…”

Mega Pinsir spread his wings and buzzed into the air, hovering in front of Winona’s box.

“…he Mega Evolved while I wasn’t looking, didn’t he?” he asked.

“Pretty much,” Pikachu agreed. “I didn’t want to say anything.”

“All right, then!” Mega Squirtle rallied. “Your Mega Evolution’s a good start, but it’s not nearly as awesome as mine! All you got were some pointy bits and a pair of wings, whereas I have drills and cannons and all kinds of awesome!”

“Is your Squirtle finished?” Winona asked Ash.

Ash listened to some of Mega Squirtle’s rant, then shrugged. “Pretty close.”

“Okay, then… get ready, Mega Pinsir.”

“…so I’m going to show you just why I’m their leader!” Mega Squirtle finished, and stepped forwards – off the side of the balcony.

Mega Pinsir looked down, surprised, and then there was a sound like an enormous waterfall.

Mega Squirtle rose back into the air on twin jets of high-pressure water, water which misted into spray and traced a rainbow of light across half the battlefield below him, and crossed his arms.

“Let’s do this,” he said, with a grin.

“Mega Pinsir, use Double Hit!” Winona said.

Mega Pinsir tilted forwards, then shook his horns – which spawned a whole host of cascading blades of air, numbering in the dozens, and sent them scything towards Mega Squirtle.

The Water-typed Mega replied by rolling onto his back, intensifying the blasts of water holding him up and curving away from the initial flurry of wind-blades, then launched a water-trailing drill cone of ice right back at his Bug-type opponent.

Mega Pinsir did a backflip, easily evading the attack, and climbed up to follow Mega Squirtle.

As the noise began to fade slightly, Winona cleared her throat. “Now I understand a lot of what people were saying about that Squirtle,” she admitted.


Mega Squirtle levelled out about half a mile up, and looked back to confirm where Mega Pinsir was before firing a jet of water at him.

Halfway from his position to Mega Pinsir, the jet stopped as though it had hit a wall. It sprayed out, detonating into a broad flat plane of water, and then increased in size to form a great Water Pulse which headed towards Mega Pinsir.

Mega Pinsir did a pair of flips, sending scythe-like blades of air towards the Water Pulse, and flew through it as it fell into four separate quarter-spheres before heading towards the ground.

As it fell, it broke up and began to become a brief shower of artificial rain.

Neither Mega Squirtle nor his opponent were paying attention to the fate of the water globe. Instead, Mega Squirtle wove up and down as his opponent fired a barrage of compressed-air pockets which tried to slap him out of the air, then reversed course abruptly and spun into a head-on charge with backpack-jets and arm-drills combining to push him towards his opponent.

Mega Pinsir accepted the challenge, and met the Skull Bash with a wind-streaming Quick Attack. The impact sent a spherical blast wave outwards into the air, rattling the windows below, and both Pokémon took a few seconds to recover and soar back skywards again.

The bombastic Water-type pointed at his opponent. “Okay, you’re good – I’ll admit that! That’s great, because overcoming a challenge is far more badass than not overcoming one!”

“Can we just fight?” Mega Pinsir asked. “I mean, it’s kind of why I’m… you know. Here.”

Mega Squirtle looked scandalized. “Just fight? Just fight!? What’s a fight without the meaning that true Pokémon give it? Without the clash of wits as strong and as important as the clash of attacks?”

Mega Pinsir pointed at him. “Smack Down.”

Mega Squirtle’s eyes widened. He avoided that attack by the simple expedient of turning his jets off, falling out of the initial attack basket, and then reactivated them and swooped down-around-and-up to come at Mega Pinsir from underneath.

Mega Pinsir shot skywards, weaving about and shooting off projectiles of air from Double Hit and Fury Attack which scattered before boring back in on his pursuing foe. They came streaming in in waves, a dozen or more at a time, and detonated in blasts of air which made the view through them ripple.

Jets working furiously, Mega Squirtle powered through the barrage. He dodged so close to one that it skipped off his shell and detonated, sending him wobbling, then recovered and used Water Gun to burst a few before they even reached him.

That was supplemented first by a Water Pulse and then another Water Gun, and Mega Squirtle inhaled before firing out a great cloud of Bubblebeam which absorbed the blasts before they reached him.

Emerging from the storm with a few scratches on his shell, he aimed a fist-drill at Mega Pinsir and steadied it on target. “Fire!”

A thin drill shape of ice cracked forwards, and Mega Pinsir avoided it by weaving down at a shallow angle. He was somewhat surprised, however, when it turned around to attack him from ahead.

“Super ice shard converging attack!” Mega Squirtle announced, putting on a burst of speed and extending his other arm. “There’s nowhere to run from someone who can-”

Mega Pinsir used Protect, throwing up a swirling wall of wind which knocked both drill and Pokémon scattering away in the resultant instant tornado.


“He looks like he’s quite used to flying,” Winona said, watching as the falling Mega Squirtle pulled out of his spin before stabilizing himself and blasting back into the sky. “How often do you train like this?”

“Never,” Ash replied. “But he’s been able to fly with Hydro Pump for a while, and he’s watched a lot of giant robot anime.”

“I… see,” Winona said, with a frown. “I think.”

Water pattered down in a very short-lived shower, moving across from one side of the arena to the opposite corner.

“I also start to understand why you asked about drainage,” she added. “It’s probably a good thing that it is well drained…”

“This isn’t really why, yet,” Ash corrected absently. “Huh, that’s new…”


Mega Squirtle let the windstorm of his foe’s Hyper Beam dissipate, then smashed his way out of the enormous ice-drill he’d used as a shield. “That windy might is unmistakeable!” he enthused. “That’s the kind of fight that does credit to any foe of the badass leader of the Squirtle Squad!”

That earned him a look of exasperation.

“Okay, you know what?” Mega Pinsir said, a moment later. “I’m done with this. Giga Impact.”

He leaned forwards, and then charged with a shocking suddenness.

Mega Squirtle dodged out of the way with a backflip, then turned to get out of the way as Mega Pinsir turned sharply and came back towards him – pincers clacking and sending out tiny bursts of wind which followed Mega Squirtle at a faster speed than that of the Bug/Flying Type himself.

Mega Squirtle weaved around a few of those, then turned and charged with a watery drill forming around his arm. “One clash is the ultimate expression of victory!” he called. “This Giga Drill Impact will solve our entire fight in one almighty blow!”

“Guillotine,” Mega Pinsir said abruptly.

Mega Squirtle had nowhere near enough time to dodge, and the thin plane of high-density air slapped his drill in half and knocked him out with a WHAM.

Then Mega Pinsir hit him too, sending him flipping through the air.


“Huh, you beat Squirtle,” Ash said, blinking. “That’s… yeah, wasn’t expecting that.”

He looked up, watching carefully, and then sent out Swellow. “Catch him, quick!”

“On it!” Swellow said, wings blurring as she flew off.

“That’s a sleek Swellow you have there,” Winona said, with the eye of a connoisseur. “She looks fast and skilful. Are you going to use her?”

“Probably not,” Ash said, with a wince. “Sorry.”

“Pity…”

Swellow flew back down, Squirtle in both claws and a ball of blue stone in her beak. “Got him!”

She examined the stone. “Is this his Mega Stone?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, looking at it. He blinked, then threw it off the tower.

A second or two later, the pulses of light reached a crescendo and the stone exploded.

“I guess he hasn’t stabilized it yet,” Pikachu said.

“What the-” Winona cut off her exclamation. “What just happened?”

“Squirtle’s home-made Squirtilite is kind of unstable,” Ash explained. “Sorry about all the water…”

“I can see why you wanted good drainage,” Winona agreed, as Mega Pinsir landed next to her with a buzz of wings. “I’ll withdraw Pinsir for now – pick your next Pokémon.”


AN:


Rocketship Mawile! To The Rescue!

This ended up longer than anticipated. See second chapter for further shenanigans.






154. Hoenn 34


This is the second of two chapters today.


Ash considered for a moment, then decided on his next choice. “Okay, Goodra, I choose you! Let’s see how much stronger you’ve got!”

Goodra materialized, and so did Mawile – having decided to watch. “He’ll be great!”

“I’ll certainly do my best,” Goodra agreed. “Um… one question, though. Do I have to start up here?”

“Oh, yeah, good point,” Ash winced, remembering. “Yeah, just a moment.”

He returned Goodra, confusing both Winona and her Tropius, then sent him out again on the still-wet floor of the arena.

“I assume there was a reason for that,” Winona said eventually. “Okay – are you ready?”

Goodra nodded, and Ash did too. “Sure are!”

“Right,” Winona said, and waved her Grass-type into the air. “Tropius – strafing run!”

“Strafing run?” Max repeated, leaning over the balcony. “What does that mean?”


Goodra squinted into the sunlight, trying to spot Tropius – then a flash of violet-blue light alerted him to an incoming attack, and he jumped out of the way just before an attack blasted into the ground next to him.

“What was that?” he asked, puzzled, as another one hit the ground a little further from him.

Tropius did a wide, banking turn – well out over the rooftops of Fortree – then turned back towards Goodra, diving slightly and craning his neck to reach a bunch of berries just by his cheek.

Swinging one into his mouth, he held it for a moment and then fired down a spike of sparkling pink energy.

Goodra recognized it as a Fairy-type attack, and dove for the ground – measuring his length in the wet arena floor, but avoiding being hit.

Scrambling back to his feet, he scowled and fired a Dragon Pulse – but the Grass/Flying Type was too high for him to easily hit it. The attack did connect for a moment, but it was a glancing blow and barely injured his target.

Tropius did a flip, chewing another berry, and fired down a splash of ice which hit Goodra on one antenna.

Reaching up and brushing the ice off with a wince, Goodra pointed. “How’s that fair? I thought you couldn’t have that many berries!”


“He’s got a point – what’s going on?” Ash asked, watching as Tropius came in for another strafing run. “How come he’s using Natural Gift so much?”

“Tropius has Harvest,” Winona informed him. “It’s an excellent combination – he loves all kinds of berries, so he’s got a supply which makes him as versatile as he pleases.”

“I guess that’s pretty cool,” Ash admitted, then frowned. “Goodra – Rain Dance! Let’s at least make it a bit harder for him!”

Goodra’s antennae glowed, and rain clouds began to gather around the battlefield. There was a crack of thunder, and it began to rain – heavier and heavier until the rain hazing the air made it hard to see Tropius at the end of his run.

Stand by, ready. Set up: Umbrella mode.

A force plane appeared above Ash and Max, sending water sluicing off and making sure they didn’t get wetter than they already were.

“Thanks, Dexter,” Ash said. “Okay, Goodra – keep alert, and try to hit Tropius as he goes over! He’s got to stay low to see you, so use it!”


“Got it!” Goodra called back, then set his stance with feet planted in the thin layer of water.

He looked around for a moment, trying to make sure he could see where Tropius was coming from, then spotted a flicker of movement and turned to face it.

Light built in his mouth as he readied a Dragon Pulse, then he fired it out just as Tropius used a Jaboca Berry for his Natural Gift.

The two powerful Dragon-type attacks hit one another in mid-air and detonated in a burst of yellow-tinged violet flame, and Tropius was forced to pull up to avoid going into the smoke cloud.

“All right, keep it up!” Ash called down.

“And can you make it rain harder?” Mawile added.

“Sure!” Goodra said, to both of them, and his horns glowed brighter. The rain intensified further, until it was a monsoon downpour covering most of Fortree.


“I’m kind of glad there’s no Mega Evolutions in this battle,” Steven muttered, as he sat next to May and Brock in a shelter formed by Steelix’ tail. “It’s nearly impossible to see anything!”


“Use a Kee this time!” Winona called to her Tropius, as it swept past her balcony. “Don’t let him block the attack again!”

Tropius waggled his wings, showing he’d heard, and then vanished into the pounding rain again.

She had to admit, this was an interesting battle. The weather was… well, appalling… but you couldn’t always have clear skies when battling in the sky, so maybe it was a positive thing.


“Goodra! Face away from our stand, okay?” Mawile asked. “And face down a bit – you know, like we trained!”

Goodra’s reply drifted up to them through the rain.

“Ash?” Mawile added. “Can you use your… Aura sight thing… to tell when the Tropius is about to attack Goodra?”

“Sure can,” Ash agreed. “And – oh, I see. I like it!”

“Great!” Mawile beamed. “Is it a good plan?”

“It’s the kind of plan I’d come up with-”

Max dove to the floor.

“Max?” Ash asked, puzzled. “Why did you just do that?”

“Reflex,” Max muttered. “What kind of plan is it you’re talking about, then?”

“It’s to – Goodra, now!” Ash called out, interrupting himself.


Goodra’s antennae twitched, and he looked down – then opened fire with an almighty Dragon Pulse.

The back-blast, amplified by the ground, sent him blasting skywards – wobbling a little, but controllable enough that he could head more-or-less straight back and up. His arc carried him above Tropius’ Fairy-typed Natural Gift, letting him avoid it entirely.

Tropius had just enough time to realize he had a problem – specifically, that Goodra may not have been Flying-type, but he was still manifestly able to get airborne.

Then – twisting in mid-air as he shut off his Dragon Pulse – Goodra kicked Tropius in the side, sending him staggering through the air before he recovered.

Goodra hit the ground with a long splaaaash, braking in big rooster-tails of water, and frowned as he looked skywards – having the feeling that wasn’t going to be the only attack.


“Tropius, are you okay?” Winona called, after the flashes of light from within the rainstorm.

Her Grass-type flew out of the rain a moment later, water dripping from his leafy feathers and moving a lot slower – but he didn’t seem like he was about to crash, so he could keep fighting.

“Good – but stay high from now on,” she instructed. “Carpet bombing!”

The Tropius soared higher, climbing into the rain, and then bright blue flashes of Ice-typed Natural Gift flashed down.

A moment later, they were followed by the purple-yellow fury of Dragon-typed Natural Gift, and pink Fairy-type attacks completed the set.

Light began to shine through the rain, so Tropius directed more attacks at it, and Goodra shouted in pain from a particularly telling attack.

Then there was a sudden blaze of energy.


Goodra unleashed energy.

The fury of his Bide still had to be aimed – but Tropius was moving a lot slower after being kicked in the side, and Bide’s energy spread a bit as it got higher, so the net result was that Tropius was hit by the equivalent of at least three type-advantage attacks at once.


“…I have no idea if that ended the fight,” Winona admitted, after several seconds. “Has it?”

“Well, I guess Tropius is still flying,” Ash said, frowning. “But he’s kind of low…”

There was a splash.

“Wait, no, he crashed,” Ash corrected himself.

“I suppose that means that Tropius has been defeated, then,” Winona sighed. “Now… can you get it to stop raining this heavily? I can’t even see your box, let alone the ground…”


“You did great!” Mawile assured Goodra, giving his leg a hug. “That was so cool – see, you are a flying dragon!”

“I guess I am,” Goodra agreed with a tired smile. “And thank you for helping me with that, Mawile.”

“Thanks!”


The rain died down, becoming a shower and then a few drops before stopping altogether.

“Thanks, Meganium,” Ash said, with a smile. “And good work making sure there were still clouds.”

“That’s okay,” Meganium replied, shaking her head and letting pollen glisten in the light for a moment.

Ash returned her, then checked below his elevated perch to make sure that Mawile and Goodra were done with their conversation.

Recalling them both, he promptly sent out Mawile again and knelt down. “Ready for this?”

“Sure am!” Mawile agreed. “I’m really looking forward to this!”

Ash tied on the borrowed Mawilite, making sure it was tight, then stood again. “Okay, here goes!”

He picked up the staff from where it had been set aside, wiped off some of the water, and held it in both hands.

“Right!” Mawile agreed, as the Mawilite began to shine.


“Okay, here we go,” Steven said, leaning forwards a bit. “It’ll be interesting to see how she fights – I know my own Mawile prefers to fight a bit defensively even in Mega form, but I suspect this Mawile will be different.”

“It’s interesting, isn’t it?” Brock agreed. “How even though Mega Evolution enhances something about a Pokémon, it doesn’t make all Pokémon of that species the same.”

“Oh, very much so,” Steven confirmed. “Father and I don’t often get the chance to compare two of the same Mega-Evolution, especially not side by side…”

“I wonder if I can get a Blazikenite,” May said, frowning. “And what my Blaziken will do with it – I don’t think he could be much more different from that one Ash’s Charizard fought.”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” Steven assured her. “I-”

“What’s that?” Brock interrupted, pointing at the Pokémon Winona had just sent out.

May held up Ethan. “Any idea?”

That is a Talonflame, Ethan told her promptly. A Fire and Flying type Pokémon, known for speed and wing power.

“That… might be a good choice against Mawile,” Steven frowned. “This could be interesting.”


“Okay, Mawile!” Ash said. “Three, two, one-”

“Liftoff!” Mega Mawile announced, and jumped off the tower. Twin blasts of flame speared from her jaws, holding her steady and then sending her rocketing up and into the sky.

“How many Pokémon do you have that can fly when they’re not supposed to?” Winona asked, somewhat exasperated. “It’s only supposed to be Flying-types and Pokémon with Levitate that can do that…”

“I could have used Flying-types,” Ash protested. “But… I thought this was better, because most of them have only just got this working.”

“Fine,” the Flying-type gym leader said, and waved her arm. “Talonflame – up you go!”

Talonflame’s wings thrashed the air, and she ascended into the sky at considerable speed. Little gyres of flame followed her, flicking off her wings, and she began to gain on the jet-packing Mega Mawile.


“This is so much fun!” Mega Mawile said as she blasted up into the air.

She did a roll, weaving a little uncomfortably as she did so, and then levelled out several hundred metres up.

A moment later, Talonflame blew past at speed, slapping her with an Acrobatics as she did so.

“Ow!” Mega Mawile said, more from shock than anything, and rolled onto her back so she could see her opponent.

A side effect of this was that her jets were pointing slightly up, and she hurriedly tried to stabilize herself before she ended up jetting straight towards the ground. This was harder than it sounded, because Talonflame threw in a whiplash-fast blast of wind to complicate her problem, and she levelled out at less than half her previous altitude before climbing fast once more.

Her very lack of practice ended up helping her out, though – Talonflame dove at her, wings folded, but her attempt at an Acrobatics attack was fouled by Mega Mawile’s unpredictable trajectory and she had to abort.

Grimacing against the G-force, Mega Mawile thought about what she should do to actually battle like this.

She couldn’t use Thunder Fang or Ice Fang on Talonflame, because her jaws were too busy doing the jet-pack thing with Flamethrower. So she’d have to work out something else.

Talonflame came slashing in again, blowing a stream of Embers and then amplifying them with a rush of wind to slap a rolling stream of fire at Mega Mawile’s rocketing form.

The attack hit with a rush of sparks and a cloud of smoke, and Mega Mawile emerged from it a couple of seconds later with more smoke streaming from her side.

“Ow, that’s hot!” she complained, wincing, and patted at a smouldering ember until it went out. “Uh… wait, I know!”

She glanced down at her hands, then around to spot Talonflame again – and yelped, as she saw the incoming Scorching Pokémon about twenty feet below her with wind cascading off the leading edges of her wings.

The Brave Bird attack hit, knocking her skywards much harder than her own Flamethrowers were propelling her, and the jet-pack effect stuttered before cutting out.


“Is she okay?” Max asked, squinting.

“I don’t know – I can’t see!” Ash replied. “Dexter, can you show us?”

Dexter duly set up again, and formed lenses out of forcefields and air.

Looking through them, Ash squinted. “I think – yeah, there! She’s still Mega Evolved, she must be okay!”

She is not using her Flamethrower jets, Dexter noted. I wonder why?

“Is it me,” Pikachu said, looking closer. “Or is she trying to punch herself in the jaws?”

Ash looked for a bit longer, trying to focus on the tumbling Steel-type.

“She seems to be… oh, yeah, she’ll be fine,” Ash decided.

“You seem pretty confident,” Max said, a little anxiously. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah!” Ash said, and Pikachu nodded his agreement. “I know just what she’s doing!”


“Okay!” Mega Mawile said, having tested that her new idea was working to her own satisfaction. “Here goes!”

She twisted until she pointed down, managing to face groundwards just as she went past the circling shape of Talonflame, and clenched her fists before reactivating both Flamethrowers.

The start was a bit uneven, knocking her to one side, but then she clenched her teeth and pulled up in a long arc from straight-down to straight-up.

Mega Mawile took a relieved breath, then pushed her flamethrower jets harder – climbing towards Talonflame.

The Fire-type spotted her coming, and soared higher before sweeping her great wings and accelerating away.

“Hey, come back!” Mega Mawile asked. “I’m not that fast!”

Talonflame continued to gain distance, then swept around in a tight turn and accelerated again.

“Acrobatics!” Winona called, her voice faint but audible, and Talonflame dipped down and then banked around to the side – weaving all over the place, then slashing in with shocking suddenness for Mega Mawile.

Who promptly Thunderpunched her in the breast.


The sudden blast of electrical energy flashed out in a fraction of a second, forming a sphere in the sky and then fading away.

Two seconds later, the sound came – a boom which carried some sense of how forceful the impact had been. And, as the echoes faded, Talonflame came tumbling out of the sky with a bright orange flame following her.

“What-” Winona began, then shook her head. “Okay, clearly that was an electric attack. But it was just one attack! How did that manage to…”

She trailed off, and took one of her Pokéballs. Aiming carefully, she Returned Talonflame. “I suppose I should avoid underestimating any of your Pokémon.”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed, then reached up and caught Mega Mawile as she cut her flamethrowers and dropped the last dozen feet or so. “How do you feel?”

“Kinda tired and dizzy,” Mega Mawile admitted. “But that was clever, right? I thought – hey, I’m Steel-type, and Steel conducts electricity, so I should be able to Thunderpunch if I can Thunder Fang!”

“Makes sense to me,” Ash agreed, as she yawned and transitioned back down to Mawile. “Get some sleep, okay?”

“But I wanna watch the rest of the fights,” Mawile yawned.


“So,” Brock said. “How similar was that to how your Mega Mawile fights?”

“It’s hard to believe they’re the same Pokémon,” Steven said with a wry chuckle.


“That was one of the more… unorthodox… forms of flight,” Winona said, as Ash readied his final Pokéball. “But I hope your next Pokémon is a little more conventional.”

“Yeah, she doesn’t fly that way,” Ash confirmed. “It’s not quite free flight at all, actually – more gliding…”

“I suppose I’ll have to content myself with it,” Winona sighed. “Okay. Now, this one’s a Mega-Evolving Pokémon, and I had to borrow the stone.”

“Oh, cool – a Mega Pidgeot?” Ash asked.

“No – I wasn’t aware they could,” Winona said, interested.

“Yeah, mine’s done it a couple of times,” Ash told her, offhand. “It was usually inside someone’s mind, though… anyway…”

Winona blinked, then shook her head. “I’ll just assume that made sense, and I’ll be on the lookout for a Pidgeotite. No, this is one that Steven loaned out to me – he’s interested to see what happens.”

“He’s got a lot of Mega Stones, hasn’t he,” Max said, frowning. “I wonder if he knows what that one we picked up is…”

“Good point,” Ash agreed. “Maybe we should ask – anyway!”

He shifted his staff again, and sent out Absol onto the platform next to them.

“Is that an Absol?” Winona asked. “I’ve never actually seen one this close before.”

Absol waved, smiling a little awkwardly, then adjusted her Mega Stone holder.

“Ready?” Ash asked.

Absol nodded, and took a deep breath.

Max stepped carefully away to the other side of the balcony, just in case.

Then there was a bright flare of silver-orange-gold light from Ash’s staff, a matching flash of light from the Absolite, and then with a pulse of rainbow Infinity Energy Mega Absol stood revealed.

“That is… beautiful,” Winona breathed. “Are those wings – is Mega Absol a Flying-type?”

“We don’t know if she is,” Ash said, with a shrug. “It’s kind of hard to tell.”

“I suppose it must be,” Winona admitted, as Mega Absol shook herself and her fur rippled in waves down her body. “Well, I suppose I’d better send mine out – okay, Aerodactyl!”

Aerodactyl flashed into being, let out a high-pitched caw, and then landed on the lip of the box next to Winona’s perch.

Ash winced slightly.

“What is it?” Max asked.

“Oh, just… first time I met an Aerodactyl it tried to carry me off…” Ash explained.

“That’s not going to have even a hope of happening this time!” Pikachu reminded him, cheeks sparking.

“I don’t think it’s likely,” Ash replied. “I just can’t really help remembering.”

With a bright flash of orange light, mirroring the one from Absol moments earlier, Aerodactyl Mega Evolved to match her.

The result was… interesting.

If there was one word that should be used to describe Mega Aerodactyl, it was spikes. Studded with rocky spikes on his belly, tail, back, wings and even chin, Mega Aerodactyl was almost at the point of wearing a suit of armour made entirely out of chunks of hard, lustrous rock.

It looked almost as though it had been starting to fossilize, in fact.

“That’s pretty… rocky,” Max said, trying to summarize the look.

“Yes, it is,” Winona agreed. “I’m not sure whether it would make it easier or harder to use him for riding… but that’s not what we’re doing here, is it?”

“No, we’re not!” Ash agreed. “Okay, Mega Absol, let’s do this!”

Mega Absol nodded her agreement, horns flashing, and bunched up – furry wings curling a little as her muscles rippled beneath them.

“Begin!” Winona ordered, and Mega Aerodactyl took flight.

As he did, Mega Absol planted her clawed forepaws on the edge of the box, then hurled herself out with a full-footed thrust from all four limbs.

Her wing-like fur flared, and air began to stream around and through it to slow her fall.

“Razor Wind!” she called, her opening attack building on her main horn and then flicking off at Mega Aerodactyl.

The other Mega dodged adroitly to the side, gaining height as he did so, and then pulled around and began to stoop towards her.

Mega Absol threw him off by pulling in her wings, diving faster, and then reached the ground and began to spring. As she did, her horn and tail both began to glow with bright blue light.

“That looks interesting,” Winona said, and then the first Sacred Sword attack flashed skywards and Mega Aerodactyl took a glancing blow. “Whoa!”


Shaking his head in irritation, Mega Aerodactyl shed altitude and gained speed. His wings flashed, the black stones adorning them flashing, and he extended his claws to strike at Mega Absol.

The Dark-type turned at bay, letting him approach as a blue-flame Sacred Sword burned on her horn, and then she jumped skywards just as Mega Aerodactyl came in.

She’d left it so late that the Rock-type had no time at all to recover, and his attack went through empty air. As he pulled up again, a Sacred Sword hit him in one wing, and he shouted in pain before rising back to altitude.

“This isn’t working!” Winona called. “She’s too agile for an attack run – fight on the ground!”

Mega Aerodactyl agreed, but felt he should give it one more go – with something of a twist.

So he pulled up hard, shedding all his speed for height, and then came screaming back down in a high-speed bombing run.

Every single stone on his body glowed with energy, and he used Rock Slide – sending a dense cascade of large, hard rocks raining down on Mega Absol.

The Disaster Pokémon greeted this assault much the same way she had the previous one – waiting as it approached, pacing slowly to get into a better position, then leaping into action with both her horn and tail a flashing blur of blue.

Rocks fell in half, shattered or were roundly slapped aside, and when Mega Aerodactyl pulled out of his bombing run he left Mega Absol standing on a clear ring surrounded on all sides by a field of rubble.

Mega Aerodactyl let out a caw of frustration, and slammed both claws and tail into the ground as he landed.

The ground shook, making the rubble roll in all directions, and Mega Absol perched for a moment on one of the largest boulders before jumping back down and facing her opponent.

Treating it as a challenge, Mega Aerodactyl lunged forwards in a half-flying, half-running charge. His wings flashed forwards, and Mega Absol ducked away from one blow and blocked the other – then made to counterattack, but abandoned it to avoid being hit by his sweeping tail.

Pushing his advantage, Mega Aerodactyl kept the range constant – at close quarters – and stabbed his beak towards her.

Moving with a fluid and slightly unsettling grace, Mega Absol knocked the beak aside and got in a paw swipe before following up with a heavy blow from her horn. That unbalanced her long enough to let him cuff her with a wing, sending her sprawling, but even that didn’t seem to surprise her.


Mega Absol’s eyes flared red as she let the constantly shifting ‘winds’ of probability flow through her.

Her foe swiped out with his wing, the spikes glowing, and she felt the risks of engaging/retreating/remaining to select what to her seemed the best choice. Deciding in a moment, she swung her horn to strike on the very tip of the longest of Mega Aerodactyl’s forewing rock spikes.

The impact belled harshly, threatening to knock one or other of them off their feet, but both remained standing – and left Mega Absol with the advantage, since the strike prevented the Stone Edge from actually connecting with her.

She held the lock for just long enough that the momentum died away and the chance of a blow striking her in the next few moments ebbed, then stepped back and half-spun to bring her tail into play.

Glowing with a Night Slash, she swept her tail in from one side – the angle that had the least chance of Mega Aerodactyl managing to capitalize on any off-balance that resulted – and scored a telling hit.

Mega Aerodactyl replied by opening his mouth. Feeling the flames before they came, Mega Absol dodged back and upwards with an almighty leap.

As her opponent launched himself into the air to follow, Mega Absol flicked a Leaf Blade at him from her horn – slowing him for a moment – then called up a Razor Wind. Instead of using it to slash, she made it ram into her from behind and boost her forwards and over Mega Aerodactyl’s stone-waving rush.

Landing with springy legs, Mega Absol spun and fired another Sacred Sword as the Flying-type pulled around in a wingover to come back and attack her.


“Well, that’s… different,” Steven said, diplomatically. “My Aerodactyl tends to hang back and drop rocks when he goes Mega. But I suppose you have to adapt tactics to your opponents…”

“Yeah, Absol’s good at dodging and blocking,” May agreed, wincing at a particularly loud crack of blade on stone. “And Mega Absol’s a lot better, I guess.”

“Wasn’t that what made her go out of control when she first Mega Evolved?” Brock asked.

“What?” Steven said, turning in surprise. “She went out of control?”

“Yeah – it took Ash, Lucario, Blaziken and Mega Heracross to get her calmed down,” May said. “Ash said Gary Oak was on the lookout for things to do to prevent it happening again – and for what makes it happen in some Pokémon but not others.”

“I… see,” Steven winced. “That sounds like quite a dangerous unknown.”

“You’d have to ask Ash about it,” May said. “He was the only one there – well, Lucario and the other Pokémon were, and Lucario can make himself understood… anyway, you’d need to wait for the battle to be over.”

Steven was about to reply, but a crack sound drew his attention.


Mega Absol did a cartwheel through the air.

Twisting with a supple grace, she let the air on her furry wings and the movements of her muscles combine to bring her to a comfortable landing – forepaws first, then hindpaws.

“Ow,” she said, blandly, and rubbed her bruised chin. “Nice trick.”

“Yes, I quite liked it,” Mega Aerodactyl agreed, contemplating the field of spiked stones. “Anyway!”

He lunged forwards again, bringing forwards beak and talons and wings and tail at once to try and deny Mega Absol an escape.

That did work, but Mega Absol’s chance-dancing involved more than just avoiding pain. She let the winds of chance flow through her, selecting the path which involved the least chance of serious injury.

This turned out to involve headbutting Mega Aerodactyl in the chin.

His beak clicked together painfully, he recoiled back a step in surprise, and one clawed foot came down on a loose stone – resulting in his going over with a crash onto his back.

Mega Absol pounced forwards, pushing her advantage, and she put her forepaws squarely on the middle of Mega Aerodactyl’s wingbones – pinning them to the ground.

“So,” she began, ready to ask him to give up, and then Mega Aerodactyl forced the issue with an almighty wingbeat.

The risk came out of a low-chance possibility, catching the Dark-type off guard, and Mega Aerodactyl managed to force her off before taking to the air with a bout of upside-down flapping.

Pulling up in a half-roll, Mega Aerodactyl came upright and faced Mega Absol once more – standing off and snarling, for now, then dodging aside from a glowing Sacred Sword beam.


“Those two are remarkably well matched,” Winona said, frowning. “Hmmm… Aerodactyl!”

The Rock-type Mega turned, avoiding another swiping long-range attack, and swooped up to hover in front of his trainer.

“You’ll have to use Giga Impact!” Winona told him. “I know it’s going to mean a low-altitude run in, but it’ll hit hard enough she can’t block it!”

Mega Aerodactyl nodded, and then Mega Absol landed on his back with an abrupt snarl.

“What!?” Winona asked, shocked, as the Dark-type used her claws to grip onto some of the rocky projections on Mega Aerodactyl’s wings. “How did she get up here?”

“The platform supports!” Ash replied, as Mega Absol slammed a Leaf Blade into her opponent’s back and then jumped off just before they hit the ground. “They’re close enough she could jump between them – by using her wings to glide!”

Demonstrating that same glide, Mega Absol shed speed by pulling up a little. She used that to turn around, wings flickering, then landed slowly enough she could take up the difference with a slow trot.

“I think that means I win,” she said, panting slowly.

Mega Aerodactyl’s head reared up again, and his opponent cuffed him in the cheek with a powerful paw-blow.

“…ahem. Now I believe I’ve won,” Mega Absol corrected.


“It’s interesting how a Mega-Evolution can change so much about the Pokémon… and at the same time so little,” said Steven, as Mega Absol switched back down to Absol. “She fights almost the same – bladework, tail and horn – and yet there’s that glide which can make all the difference.”

“And then there’s the time it makes a huge difference,” Brock added. “Like Ash’s other two Megas.”

“So… what happens now?” May asked, as Ash recalled his Dark-type. “Is that a win for Ash, or does he still have to beat Mega Pinsir?”

“I’m not sure…” Brock frowned. “I actually think it’s up to Winona – she didn’t say one way or the other.”


“Ash Ketchum,” Winona said, formally. “Mega Pinsir remains undefeated… but I will not require you to defeat him. You have shown skill enough with my other challenge – flight, handling flight, and overcoming it – that you have earned my badge without finishing the battle.”

Ash blinked. “Oh. I’m… actually kind of disappointed… I wanted to see how Goodra would do.”

“I don’t think the drains could take it,” Winona replied, with a sigh. “You’ve earned the Feather Badge… with a team without even a single feather.”

She turned her attention to Max. “Now – I’ve got a different lineup for you. Do you have your team ready?”

“I sure do!” Max agreed. “Now?”

“Ten minutes?” Winona suggested instead. “I’ve got a Mega Stone to return to Steven – and a few questions to ask before I forget them…”


AN:

So, that was Ash’s Winona battle. Non Flying Flying Pokémon Forever!

(Keldeo’d have fought here if he was around.)

Hopefully I did justice to a battle with five Mega Evolved Pokémon… including two using loaner stones – and all the various ways of flying or not.

Tropius was especially fun.
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“Okay…” Steven frowned. “I suppose the best way to put it is that we still don’t understand everything about Mega Evolution. It’s been documented for a while, but it’s only recently that it became something openly discussed – as I’m sure you know.”

“Well, yes,” Winona agreed. “I suppose. Well – thank you for the loan, anyway.”

She passed the Aerodactylite over, and Ash gave Steven the Mawilite he’d borrowed.

“Thank you,” Steven smiled, taking them. “I hope both of you get one of your own someday – and I’ll keep a look out, since my travels often take me to places where unusual rocks come to the surface.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, with a grin. “I’m sure Mawile’s looking forward to it!”

“I’ll try not to disappoint her,” Steven assured him. “Was there anything else?”

“Yeah, actually…” Ash rummaged in his pockets, and took out the Mega Stone Mew had found. “Do you know what this is?”

Steven did a double-take. “How long have you had that?”

“We found it at the same time Mawile found her bracelet,” Ash supplied.

“And you didn’t mention it when we talked… oh, never mind,” Steven said, with a small smile. “I don’t think arguing is going to get me anywhere.”

He rubbed his Mega Stickpin, letting it spark into life and then glow brighter and brighter. There was a faint but audible thrumming, which intensified until they could all hear it clearly.

“I don’t think mine does that,” Winona volunteered.

“I think it takes a strong Mega Stone,” Brock informed her.

Then Steven took his finger off the Key Stone, and pressed the pink Mega Stone to it. He blinked, looking down.

“I didn’t know they had one… this is an Audinite.”

“Don’t we know someone with an Audino?” May said, blinking. “And I can’t believe I’m suggesting giving it to them…”

“It is strange, yeah,” Brock agreed. “Maybe we should let them know, if Gyarados hasn’t eaten their phone again.”

Winona didn’t ask any questions, wisely deciding not to go down that rabbit-hole.

“Do they have a Key Stone?” Steven asked, politely.

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “Maybe they could get one from their work… anyway, thanks for identifying it.”

“Steven?” Winona asked, into the silence. “Can I ask – do you know if there’s a Pidgeotite available? Ash says his Pidgeot has Mega Evolved in the past, but…”

“I’ve not heard of it – that’s news to me as well,” Steven said, sitting back on Steelix’ tail. “When did this happen, Ash?”

“In other Pokémon’s mindscapes,” Ash replied promptly. “It’s kind of strange – it happened without a Mega Stone, but Misty and Brock said that it still made my Key Stone glow. It’s actually how we found that this staff is a Key Stone.”

“You know when I said there’s a lot to learn about Mega Evolution?” Steven asked, glancing up at Winona. “How little I realized…”

He shook his head. “Well, I’ll be interested in seeing this battle – which, I suspect, will involve fewer Mega Evolutions.”

“Yes, I’d better get up there,” Winona agreed. “We’ve kept young Max waiting long enough.”

“It’s kind of funny to hear my brother called that,” May giggled. “I mean, it’s really true, because he’s young for a trainer… but it still sounds funny somehow.”

“Misty and I discussed that once,” Brock told her. “We were both called unusually young… but that was partly Agatha, and she calls everyone young. Even some people older than her…”


“Okay, let’s do this!” Max said, taking a Pokéball.

“So, Max Maple,” Winona began. “I’m interested – what did your father tell you about me?”

“Uh… mostly that you’ve been written up for balancing on places far too high for you?” Max tried.

Winona blinked. “He… does?”

She shook her head. “Well, nevermind. Uh… this battle will be a three on three, where the winner must switch out if possible. Send your first Pokémon out!”

“Okay – Arc!” Max called, sending out the Electric-type. “Let’s show her what we can do!”

“Sure!” Arc agreed, licking Max’s hand. “Ready?”

“Ready,” Max agreed, reaching up to his Key Stone.

“Oh, not again…” Winona said, with a sigh. “Okay. Altaria, you handle this!”

Altaria formed, opening her wings as she did so and letting out a cry. She climbed with flaps of her white, cloud-feather wings, and rolled a little before circling as Arc Mega Evolved to his Mega Manectric form.

The Electric-type Mega set his stance and snarled, then glanced back at Max in a way which slightly ruined the intimidation factor. “How’s that?”

Max chuckled.

“At least this one doesn’t have wings,” Winona said. “Unless it flies anyway?”

“No, he can’t fly,” Max confirmed. “Ready?”

“Begin!” Winona ordered. “Dragon Dance, Altaria!”

Altaria rose higher, flipping and whirling in the sky. A blast of electrical energy stabbed skywards from her opponent, the Thunderbolt whipping past a few feet away, and Altaria reacted by dodging higher and whipping her tail away from the next blast.

“Okay, Arc, stay calm!” Max called, as his Pokémon jumped down from the balcony to the battlefield below. “Don’t waste an attack – aim and fire to try and hit!”

“Gotcha!” Arc called back, eyes fixed on the swift-moving blue-white shape as it wheeled and soared high overhead. “Let’s try… Thunder!”

Lightning arced over his body, drawing together from all over to focus on his horns, then slammed out in a sky-tearing BOOM.

The incandescence made Max wince, blinking spots out of his eyes, and when he looked up again he saw – disappointingly – that Altaria was still up there.

“Sorry, Max,” Arc said with a whine, looking down for a moment. “I missed…”

“What about a Discharge?” Max suggested. “That’s a bit wider, right? You might hit Altaria!”

“Altaria – Kulbit on my mark,” Winona instructed. “Mark!”

Altaria pulled up into an impossibly tight turn, doing a half-flip in stall before taking up the flight path again with seamless grace – and the Discharge punched into the air ahead of her, missing her thanks to the last-moment dodge.

“Hmmm…” Max said, frowning. “I guess the important bit at the moment is hitting… hey, Arc, try a weaker attack! You can do more of them at once that way!”


“A good step,” Winona noted, as electricity began to spark around Arc’s horns again. Rather than firing a single powerful attack, these ones relied on being quick to produce – and flicked into the sky fast enough that the Mega Manectric firing them could adjust his aim.

Altaria rolled, twisting once to avoid the line of attacks as they got close to her, and continued Dragon Dancing.

“But this isn’t an ideal anti-flyer attack,” she went on. “It’s not a homing one, and it doesn’t burst either – so you have to rely on getting the target exactly right.”

The Flying-type gym leader glanced down at the audio link. “And yes, that’s a hint.”

“How come you didn’t give Ash hints?” Max asked.

“He doesn’t need them,” Winona said bluntly. “Anyway… Altaria, jink right!”

Altaria banked, and Arc’s continual stream of Thundershocks went wide.

“Good – now, use Mist!” Winona added.

Altaria rolled once, wings curling in, then sent them flashing out and surrounded herself with a broad cloud of wispy mist.

The mist spread, slowly but surely, and Arc’s job of aiming became harder. Rather than aiming at the dodging Altaria, he was now trying to hit a fast-moving blur of blue almost completely obscured by the Mist.

“Stay calm, Arc!” Max called down. “Uh… keep firing for now, but I’ll try to think of something!”

“Right!” Arc agreed, horns firing off blasts of lightning in a staggered one-two-one pattern.

“Uh… hey, did we cover Electro Ball yet?”

“Pikachu told me how,” Arc said, frowning – his stream of attacks slowing as he thought. “I think I can-”

He was cut off by a keening shout of pain from Altaria.

“All right, you got her!” Max said, clenching his fist. “Great work – keep it up, then!”

Arc nodded, most of his focus on the sky, and held in an attack for a moment before firing it out surrounded by a spray of tiny Thundershocks.

That combination hit Altaria a second time, and she dropped below the Mist layer for a moment before rallying and pulling up.

“Roost!” Winona said, and her Dragon came curving in to land on the tower – the side of the tower away from Arc, of course.


“Hey, that’s not fair!” Arc whined. “She’s hiding!”

“Then run around and get her!” Max called down. “And make it a big attack – if she’s going to stay still, use it!”

“Got it!” the canine agreed, much more happily, and broke into a loping run.

His fur snapped and crackled with stored electricity as he ran, surging up and down his yellow and blue fur, and then he had the enemy Altaria in view.

“Take this!” he called, as his horns began to blaze with electricity. “Thunder!”

Arc used Thunder.

The finger-wide bolt of lightning flashed up to the tower, and hit the Roosting Altaria right in the breast – knocking her backwards with an undignified squawk and producing some grey scorch marks on her downy blue feathers, but not knocking her out.

“Good!” Max called, looking at Altaria. “One more like that!”

Electricity built up on Arc’s flanks again, and focused into his horns ready to fire.

“Takeoff!” Winona snapped, and Altaria’s wings went out-up-down with a fluid grace. She was in the air in an instant, and the second Thunder went through empty air.

“Great…” Max sighed. “Okay, new plan… Arc, remember what we were saying about Electroball? Can you do that?”

“I can try!” Arc replied. “What were you thinking?”

“Overcharge it, then shoot it upwards and burst it with a Thundershock!” Max explained. “It’ll hit a big area, so you don’t need a direct hit!”

“Cool!”

Arc wasn’t quite sure how to pull off an Electroball, but – he reasoned – he didn’t need to be for this. He just had to make a good attack which exploded when destabilized, and he felt he could do that – so he began pacing around in a circle, muscles bunching and generating extra electricity to make this Electroball as powerful as he could manage.

As he watched, Max heard Winona mutter something.

“…not even against Ash Ketchum…”

“What?” he asked, puzzled.

“Altaria!” Winona called, voice loud enough for her Humming Pokémon to hear it. “Earthquake!”

“Earth – look out Arc!” Max shouted.

Arc looked up. “Eh?”

Altaria dove through the mist layer like a meteorite, cloudy wings and blue tail streaming out behind her. The mist cleared with a shoom as the wind of her passage blew it away, and then Altaria hit the ground with a sound like the breaking of mountains.

Earth heaved up in a ring which expanded out from Altaria’s impact point, and when the shockwave reached Arc it knocked him ten feet into the air, before going away for long enough that it could hit him very hard indeed as he came down and it came back up.

When the dust cloud faded, Arc was back to Manectric – out cold in a crater shaped like his Mega-Evolved self.

Altaria let out a cry of victory, then sat down quite firmly.

“Arc!” Max said, shocked. “I didn’t think – that…”

“An Altaria is dangerous in the skies,” Winona said. “Especially when they have time to prepare. Unfortunately, I’ll have to withdraw her for now – she seems to be having a bit of trouble seeing straight – so select your next Pokémon.”


Max recalled Arc, did a double-check to make sure the Mega Stone wasn’t left in the crater, then nodded. “Right, I think I know who to use.”

He sent out Casper, and shook his head. “Sorry, Casper – I know you can float, but I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to battle so soon.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Casper agreed with a sigh. “Can I watch?”

“Of course,” Max agreed.

I’ll watch too! Jirachi said, floating up out of Max’s backpack.

“I did say no Legendaries,” Winona reminded him.

“I know, he’s just watching,” Max assured her, idly tapping on his Pokédex. “Okay, Kris – you can float, so let’s see how you do in the air!”

Affirmative, Kris confirmed. Stand by, ready… set up. Battleform.

Kris drew herself around her projector in a collection of vectors, then floated up into the air. I am prepared for battle.

“Porygon, interesting,” Winona said. “So… Swellow!”

Swellow emerged with a flash and a cloud of sparkles, doing a slow roll and showing off her strikingly pale colouration.

“Begin!” she added.


Swellow flashed to maximum speed in a moment, wings a blur, and curved away on a long looping trajectory before coming diving right back in with her wings held stiff.

“Look out!” Max said, and Kris materialized a Reflect screen as quickly as she could.

The Aerial Ace hit it, smashing through, but Swellow lost momentum and her Aerial Ace only scored a glancing blow on Kris’ side.

“Agility!” Max added. “As much Agility as you can – you need to be able to keep up with her!”

Confirmed, Kris agreed, beginning to pulse with patterns of arrows. Engaging Agility.

Swellow came around for another attack, beak shining, and stabbed it at Kris as she began to accelerate.

Ow.

Kris’ vector head opened, and three lights flashed inside. Engaging point defence weaponry:Tri Attack.

Her head swivelled around, firing flashes of Tri Attack in all directions, and Swellow flew a respectful distance away – then swerved abruptly with wings flashing and plunged in closer.

The Aerial Ace hit Kris harder, this time, but Swellow didn’t get away scot-free – a strobing flicker of power hit her wing, and she grimaced before pulling up and away with the remaining momentum of her attack.

“Good, you’re making it harder for her!” Max said – then blinked, startled, as Swellow dove down under Kris before attacking from below and behind.

Kris couldn’t fire there, opposite her beak, and this time she had to rely on a shaky and last-ditch Reflect shield. The Wing Attack broke through, hitting Kris hard and knocking her forwards, and she tumbled for a moment before righting herself.

Agility at 65 percent, Kris reported, and her blue feet began to shimmer. They broke apart, reforming into knife-like wings either side, and her tail followed by reconfiguring into a speed-based shape as well.

Her weapons compartment switched modes, ditching the Tri Attack for a Psybeam dish, and she spun to catch Swellow out as the swift Flying-type hit her with a Quick Attack.

The beam of psionic energy scored only a glancing blow, but Swellow had had to dodge with lightning speed to avoid anything more damaging.

“Swellow, stop her before she gets too fast!” Winona said, as Kris continued to adjust her form into something geared for aerial combat. “Hyper Beam!”

“Kris, use Conversion2!” Max said quickly.

Engaging conversion fields. Narrowing type… selecting…

Kris’s whole body flashed as she switched type, her colour-scheme changing as she adjusted to a type better able to defend against Normal-typed attacks.

Conversion-2 complete, the semiavian reported as Swellow opened her beak.

“All right, Ghost!” Max grinned, seeing the resulting purple-grey highlights – a moment before the Hyper Beam speared out, and connected with Kris anyway.

The Porygon was blown backwards by the attack – fortunately it hit at an angle, so she was knocked out of the stream instead of carried along with it – and fell almost halfway to the ground before regaining control and pulling back up again.

“How did-” Max cut the sentence off. “Does your Swellow have Foresight?”

“No, Scrappy,” Winona replied. “You got unlucky, there.”

“Yeah, tell me about it…” Max said, wincing as Kris limped back into the air. “Recover, quick!”

Engaging healing subsystems.

The flickering, distorted panels marking Kris’ battle-damage began to heal, solidifying and becoming more healthily angular.

“And just a bit more Agility!” Max said, keeping an eye on Swellow as she circled. That next Hyper Beam would be ready sooner or later…

Agility at one hundred percent.

With those words, Kris’ form shifted further.

The blockiness of her basic form was entirely gone, now, replaced by sleek lines which seemed almost as though it was wrong for them to be standing still. There were swept, curling wings and a stubby tail, rising out of a body that was shaped almost like a dart.

There was also a trio of small intakes on the leading edges, and larger outlets on the back.

Sonic Form, Kris announced – and went.


Swellow tilted left, wings biting at the air, and swerved out of the line of fire. As her orange-and-green tail flicked left-right-left to steer her away from the three-coloured Tri Attack stitching through the air, she accelerated – powering away from the high-speed Porygon before turning and coming back around.

Windblades spun off her wings as she dove in, sharp eyes watching the minute movements of Kris’ weapons module and adjusting her path to avoid being struck.

A moment before they would have collided, she feinted left then went down – sweeping past Kris close enough to get in a cheeky Wing Attack, and letting the Air Slash she left behind hit home as well.

She pulled up-around-and-down in a fast Immelmann turn, aiming to get on Kris’ tail for a Hyper Beam, then clenched her beak in irritation as the currently-a-Ghost-type swerved away and the chance was lost.

Not one to waste a good beam attack position, however, she instead inhaled before sending a tightly-focused Heat Wave out to rake Kris from the side. The digital Pokémon took a hit to the side, then formed a Light Screen and pulled away again under its protection.

“Aerial Ace!” Winona called from below, and the Shiny Pokémon agreed.

Her wings blurred, pushing her harder and faster, and she swooped in on a complicated corkscrew path which gave her full freedom of movement until the last possible second – then she committed, and slammed into (and through) Kris with her talons outstretched.

Kris replied by going to full power, momentarily outpacing Swellow, and then turning back in and firing a stream of small Tri Attack blasts.

“Try another Hyper Beam!” Winona ordered.

Swellow complied, wings settling down to a fast but not frantic rhythm she could keep up for hours, and began letting the attack charge.

It would only take a few moments.


“Kris, Conversion2 again!” Max said, watching her colouration as she kicked in her afterburners.

Converting, Kris stated, loudly enough for Max to hear. Her colouration shimmered, cycling through several colours before settling on a lustrous silver sheened with blue and pink.


Swellow’s Hyper Beam fired, a torrent of orange energy which flashed out across the sky like a flaming spoke of a wheel – tracking the evading Kris, with Swellow making small movements of her beak to adjust for Kris making large movements with her entire body.

This time, though, it was a lot less damaging to the Porygon. Not only was there a Light Screen up, but Kris was Steel-type – so the attack blazed off much of its energy, leaving Kris with scorch marks but still able to battle.

Then the newly-converted Steel-type charged in, tongues of flame behind her from all three of her Agility-born engines, and Swellow turned to evade.

Red lights flashed behind her, passing and then hitting her. Engaging lock… engaging… engaging…

Swellow turned, dove, climbed, spun and twisted, trying to make sure the Lock-on failed. Every time she pulled a particularly radical move, the lock broke – but then Kris turned in and reestablished it, and the next time Swellow used that trick the targeting system held.

Risking a look back as she stood almost on her tail to try and get away, Swellow spotted a glowing orb of yellow light on the tip of Kris’ nose.

She had no illusions about what that was going to try and do.

Diving, Swellow spiralled around her trainer’s tower, trying to lose her pursuer – and managed to put solid metal between herself and the Porygon, breaking the Lock-On and pulling up into clear air.

Then Kris fired the Zap Cannon, and burst it with a Tri Attack as it got close.

Caught by the fringes of the Electric burst, Swellow let out a keen of pain and wobbled a little in mid-air. She tried to gain distance, but Kris followed up with a further stream of Tri Attack which walked along her side from tail to breast and sent her plunging towards the ground.


“An impressive battle,” Winona said, returning her shiny Swellow before she actually hit the ground. “And a much better handling of the problems of airborne battle than the previous one.”

She picked up another Pokéball. “So – send out your third Pokémon.”

“I guess the only option is Delta!” Max said, releasing his Water-type. “Okay, Delta, ready for this?”

“Sure am!” Delta confirmed, flapping his wings and climbing.

“A Mantine, interesting,” Winona mused. “That does put a new spin on this battle. Pelipper, go!”

“Huh, okay,” Max blinked. “I guess we’re getting wet… Delta, get above him and use Surf! Try to make him crash!”

Pelipper’s eyes shimmered green as the water came crashing towards him, and he deflected it with a pulsing green Protect shield.

“Keep it up!” Max ordered, and Delta dove with water spraying from his mouth. More of it spattered off Pelipper’s shield, and then the Water Bird Pokémon pulled up in a sudden motion and opened his beak.

His shimmering green energy shield dropped, and he instead swallowed almost the entire rest of the Surf attack.

“Uh oh…” Delta said, wincing, and then Pelipper fired the water back – with interest.

“That doesn’t work!” Max grinned. “Delta’s got Water Absorb!”

“Yeah, but I’m still wet,” Delta added, wings flapping as he pulled up. “This tastes salty…”

“There’s more to an attack than damage,” Winona said, as her Pelipper flew sedately towards the edge of the arena before making a wide, gentle banking turn. “And there’s more to flying than just speed – sometimes going slow and steady is the best option.”

“Delta, use Fly!” Max decided. “Get up and out of the way!”

“Shock Wave,” Winona replied.

Pelipper’s beak opened, and an electric light flashed inside.

The individual Shock Wave attacks that pulsed out were not very powerful, and would have embarrassed just about any Electric-type worth the name.

Unfortunately for Delta, he was a Water-type and a Flying-type, and was covered with salt water to boot. The stream of small Shock Waves hit him hard, and he flinched in mid-air before abandoning his climb to try and dive out of range.

“Right down to the floor!” Max said. “Try and use the ground for cover?”

Flying slowly and steadily, making sure that the Mantine couldn’t dive out of the way, Pelipper kept up his remorseless stream of shocks. They didn’t all hit, but there were so many of them that Delta was under near-constant bombardment, and only managed to avoid being knocked out by flying so close to the ground that his Water Pulse could knock up a muddy wave to fly through.

Thus plastered with mud, Delta was able to endure the next salvo much more easily, and climbed laboriously up to counterattack.

“Sky Drop,” Winona added.

The Pelipper stopped firing, and closed in directly on Delta instead. His beak yawned wide, and he gulped up his startled opponent in one go before flying up-and-around in a slow loop.

Instead of levelling out at the bottom of the loop, Pelipper dove straight for the ground instead. His beak twitched and he grimaced as Delta fought from inside, but he held his prisoner in place – until they were close enough to the ground, when he used Hydro Pump and fired Delta straight back at the ground.

Delta hit with a thump, and twitched once before flopping back.


May blinked. “That was fast…”

“I guess that Pelipper’s better than Delta was expecting,” Brock said, thinking. “The Shockwave really made it so Delta was reacting rather than acting – and a Mantine’s really not the Pokémon you want to use when there’s Electric attacks around.”

“So… that means it’s Pelipper and Altaria against Kris, right?” Ash checked. “That’s actually pretty close…”


“I’m sure you’ve noticed,” Winona began, returning her Pelipper, “that this final battle is going to be a test of which Pokémon can set up the quickest. It is, in short, about takeoff.”

“Okay, I guess that makes sense,” Max agreed. “Okay… ready, Kris?”

Kris materialized once more, back to her base form. Confirmed. Preparing for abbreviated start-up sequence.

Winona pressed the button on her Pokéball. “Altaria… go! Dragon Dance!”

“Now!” Max said, pointing. “Ice Beam!”

Kris’ beak hinged open and a blast of white-blue ice came out, racing towards Altaria and hitting her as she began to climb.

“I thought she might need this!” Max explained, as Altaria managed to break away from the Ice-type attack – though not without some frost on her side – and Kris aimed upwards to retarget. “So I told her not to use it before!”

“Clever,” Winona agreed. “Change of plans, Altaria – Earthquake!”

“Gravity!” Max ordered.

Altaria flipped in mid-air, abandoning her dance, and turned to dive towards Kris.

She’d just managed to get into dive position when the Gravity reached out to her and pulled her down with a slamming, devastating force.

Kris determined that there had been a miscalculation somewhere.

…segfault.

Then Altaria – pulled down by a gravity field several times stronger than normal – slammed directly into her vectored form.

It was almost as large an impact as the one which had knocked out Arc, and both Pokémon were rendered hors de combat by the slamming blow.


“…ouch,” Max said, wincing at the crater.

He pointed. “Does… does this mean you did most of the damage to your gym?”

“I must admit, it does…” Winona said, with a sigh. “Well, young Max Maple. It looks like you have lost this gym battle.”

“I kind of figured,” Max admitted. “Maybe I should have sent out Guy.”

“What is Guy?”

“My Breloom,” the young trainer explained, as he started down the ladder to get Kris’ projector.

“A Breloom is not a good Pokémon in a Flying gym,” Winona said. She sent out her Skarmory and flew down herself, returning Altaria as she did so.

“Yeah, but that kind of thing works for Ash…”


“An interesting battle, Mr. Ketchum,” Winona pronounced, taking a Feather Badge and presenting it to Ash. “This badge is well-earned.”

Ash took it, and started looking for the key to his badge case.

“And – here,” Winona added, passing another Feather Badge to Max.

He was floored. “Wait – what? I… thought I lost?”

“You did,” she confirmed. “But you showed that you could pick up the tricks of flight very quickly. And when I tested you on preparation you turned out to have been preparing for the battle from when you first sent your Porygon out… which was what made up my mind.”

Winona closed his hand around the metal. “You have earned it,” she clarified. “Well done – and I hope this is a reminder that badges aren’t just about fighting.”


“…hey, Max?” Casper asked, floating up a little. “I had an idea for a trick to play.”

“Oh, yeah, you like those,” Max nodded. “What kind of thing?”

“Well, I’ve already tried some of the classics,” Casper mused. “Like the clappy thing in an envelope-”

“That was you?” Max asked, then chuckled. “Tyranitar stepped on it!”

“Yeah, I had to try really hard not to laugh before anyone else…” Casper admitted. “I couldn’t do the custard pie thing because I ate it – Brock’s a great cook – and… well, I wanted to do the shoelaces thing.”

“Isn’t that kind of dangerous?” Max said, frowning. “I mean, Ash would be fine, but I’m pretty sure Brock or May could hurt themselves.”

“It’ll be fine,” Casper said. “Let me explain…”


“I keep forgetting you were in a film, Ash,” May said, watching as Elijah and his Camerupt rolled up their screen.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I’m kind of glad I was made up so much… I’m more famous than I’m really comfortable with anyway.”

“Then maybe you should have thought about that before you did it,” Pikachu said blandly.

“I wanted to do something nice for Lara and the others at the ranch,” Ash shrugged. “They liked it, and… well, I got Muk back. That’s kind of the important bit, for me.”

“Actually, how did the film do for them?” Brock asked. “I never asked before.”

“Lara said they’ve ended up with quite a lot of money,” Ash replied. “It wasn’t a blockbuster or anything, but…” he shrugged. “Apparently they get extra royalties when interest comes back after I do a League battle?”

May stood up. “Well, I guess we should get going… did everyone enjoy the film?”

Nods, roars, and squeaks from the couple of dozen Pokémon either sitting on seats or otherwise resting within line of sight of the screen told everyone who could hear that – yes, they had.

“I didn’t,” Swellow said, in the silence after everyone else had spoken. “Too slow!”

“Don’t you only like films with airborne combat sequences?” Ash asked her.

“…yes?” Swellow asked. “I’m not sure I understand the-”

Blaziken fell over with an undignified squawk, catching himself with one hand just before he faceplanted.

“…what just happened?” Brock asked.

“Blaziken!” May called, hurrying over. “Are you okay?”

“Someone tied his shoelaces together,” Lucario said, looking down as he stood himself.

“I’m wearing shoes?” Blaziken blinked, confirming it with a glance. “So I am… why am I wearing shoes? I wasn’t this morning.”

Casper sniggered.

“Whose are they?” Brock asked, bending down to help Blaziken take the unfamiliar items off. “They’re not mine – I don’t have any bright blue sneakers.”

“Don’t look at me,” Ash said, raising his hands. “I’ve got a spare pair, but they’re red and black – and I stick to the boots anyway.”

“May?” Brock checked, and she shook her head.

Casper started laughing, and most of the people and Pokémon looked at him.

“They’re kind of mine,” Max said, speaking up. “I got a pair of really cheap sneakers last time we were in town – Casper asked for help with the prank.”

“Aww, you gave it away…” the Shuppet said.

Yes, he gave it away, Kris agreed, speaking up so as to provide translation. But you were the one who started laughing.

“Oh, great,” May sighed. “Was he the one who did the hair dye too?”

“I made sure it was wash-out,” Casper defended himself.

“Was something wrong with the film?” Elijah asked, noticing the circle of humans and Pokémon.

“No, nothing wrong,” Ash assured him. “Thanks for the showing.”

“Not a problem!” Elijah smiled. “Hey, Camerupt – where do you think we should go next?”

Camerupt snorted out flame and grey wind-blown ash.

“Yeah, sounds good. We’re headed off to Fortree – you said you’d come from there, roads good?”

“Pretty good,” Brock supplied, taking the second sneaker off. As Blaziken rubbed his scaled instep with relief, he stood. “Just watch out for Kecleon, there’s a couple of them who like standing in the way and waiting for people to bump into them.”

“Thanks for the warning,” Elijah grinned. “Okay, take care, guys!”


“A little warmer, please,” Brock requested.

Torkoal nodded, took a breath, and let the fire burning merrily away inside his chest get just a little hotter.

Brock looked at the steam for a moment, then nodded. “That’s fine. Keep it there, please.”

“Got it,” Torkoal agreed. “I’ll try and make sure it doesn’t boil over, too.”

“Great,” Brock said with a nod. “I’ll go and get the beans.”

Torkoal watched him go, and listened to the bubbling.

He was quite looking forward to this one, actually. There were the remnants of about six different kinds of pasta packet in the saucepan, and he hoped Brock had gotten it about right…

A peep alerted him to the presence of Swablu, and he cleared his throat. “Watch out, the water’s hot,” he said.

“I can see,” Swablu agreed, coming to rest just in front of the Fire-type. “I’d kind of like to be able to help out cooking like you can.”

“I guess it depends on your personal skills,” Torkoal mused. “I mean, I’m someone who can do heat, and that works well for cooking. But your main thing is singing, and that’s more… I don’t know, accompaniment?”

“Only if you want everyone to fall asleep,” Swablu joked. “And I think Brock would have to be a much worse cook for that.”

He sighed. “I kind of wonder what it’d be like to be as strong as that Altaria we saw in Fortree…”

“I actually think that, if you did evolve, you’d be the first Pokémon May’s had which would be able to carry her,” Torkoal volunteered. He toned down his heat a tad until the pasta stopped sounding like it was boiling over, then returned it to the previous level. “How does that sound?”

“Oh, I’d love to do that!” Swablu smiled. “I think…”

He trailed off as Forretress rolled past.

“What?” Torkoal said, frowning.

“Is she… rolling uphill?”

Torkoal looked. “…you’re right, I never noticed that before. How does she do that?”


Lucario’s palm flashed forwards. “Ha!”

Ash blocked, both arms scissoring up to catch the Steel-type’s fist between them and force it up, and there was a flicker of blue Aura as the trainer then twisted his right hand at the wrist and grabbed Lucario just behind the arm-spike.

In response to Ash trapping his wrist, Lucario jumped – taking both feet off the ground, but using a push so he didn’t put too much weight on Ash’s arm.

The reason for that was his feet – which went forwards into a double-strike into Ash’s stomach, and pushed them both apart violently enough Ash had to let go of the wrist.

Ash braked on the floor, his boots raising a clod of turf as they dug in for a moment, and he wobbled – then turned that wobble into another quick backwards step, gaining space and making Lucario’s next punch hit nothing but air.

Using the space, Ash spun up an Aura Sphere, and fired it – at low power, of course – at his fellow Aura adept.

Lucario dodged aside, moving fast enough that the Aura Sphere couldn’t guide itself into him, and then did a rising kick which caught Ash underneath the jaw and launched him into the air.

There was a thud as Ash hit the tree.

“You know, if someone was watching, they’d think you’d gone berserk,” May commented lightly, combing Glaceon’s fine fur with a plastic currycomb. “Most people wouldn’t be able to walk it off.”

Ash shook his head, clearing the residual dizziness, and grinned. “Okay, that’s a point to you!”

“It could hardly be otherwise,” Lucario said blandly. “Unless the point system was to be the first to strike the tree.”

Ash took his stance again, rolling his neck, and breathed slowly in and out.

“My turn,” he said, and pushed up onto the balls of his feet. Springing just slightly, one hand up and open palm with the other tucked in close to his waist.

Then he darted forwards, striking with the forward palm in an awkward movement which overextended him straight away.

Lucario dodged, stepping smartly aside, and Ash fell forwards palm-first.

As it struck the ground, Ash’s left arm bent and took the momentum of his stumble. At the moment he stopped moving, his other arm – the one he hadn’t used – flicked out and up in a rising sideways punch, boosted by Ash launching himself back off the floor.

Caught a little off guard by Ash deliberately flinging himself straight at the ground, Lucario was slower to react than normal. His counter was late, and Ash’s fist hit him in the chin on the way past with a crackle of electricity.

Coming back to his feet, Ash used the momentum to add in a spin kick. Twisting on his right leg, he lashed out with his left with Aura-boosted force.

Lucario blocked, a textbook motion, but the force Ash had put into it drove him back a step.

“And point to you,” he said, with a nod, once he’d regained his equilibrium. “I suppose I should have expected something like that.”

The bell rang.

“Okay, time’s up,” May said, picking up the repurposed egg timer and twisting it. “Who are you fighting next?”

“That’d be me!” Pikachu said, stepping forwards.

“Are you sure this is okay, Ash?” Max asked. “I mean, you don’t normally do this long.”

“We’re nearly at LaRousse,” Ash explained. “I’m nervous about it… after what happened in places like Forina and the Togepi Kingdom, I really don’t want to mess up…”

“I wondered why you asked for Charizard,” Max admitted. “Yeah… I hope we don’t mess up.”

“Me too,” May agreed. She sighed, then scratched Glaceon behind one ear. “Still, I’ve got some great help!”

Glaceon’s tail lashed happily.

“Okay, here goes!” Ash said, reminding everyone what had started the conversation. He adopted a slightly different stance – more tightly focused, on flat feet – and faced Pikachu. “Ready?”

“Sure am!” Pikachu said, cheeks sparking. “Take this!”

The Electric-type jumped forwards, tail flashing silver, and Ash met his Iron Tail with an Aura-enhanced punch.

Both of them went flying backwards from the impact.

“I’m on the phone!” Brock called from his tent. “Can you guys keep it down?”

“Sorry…” Ash said, blushing, as he picked himself up from the damp grass.

“Sorry, Philena,” Brock went on, more quietly. “Just Ash being Ash…”

“I guess we should wait until he’s done,” Ash said quietly.
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156. Destiny Deoxys 1
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“And there we go,” May said, framing the view out of the window with her forefingers and thumbs. “LaRousse City.”

“Wonder why they built it on an island,” Ash frowned. “I mean, isn’t it harder to get to?”

“I guess it makes it easier for boats,” May shrugged.

“And it makes it easier for them to do experiments,” Pikachu added. “That way things can’t… uh… well, I was going to say escape…”

“Actually, that’s probably the right word,” agreed Max. “Remember the robots?”

“I don’t think we can forget the robots,” May winced. “What are we going to do about it, actually?”

Ash frowned.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I can remember some of the really important bits, like having to find that other Deoxys and help it out, but I can’t remember what caused it all…”

“I guess we’ll just have to make it up as we go along,” Max decided. “It does kind of seem to be what we’re best at.”

He glanced down. “At least this time we’ve got extra help – right, Arc?”

“Sure thing!” Arc agreed. He looked up, taking in the view with a smile, then laid his head back on Max’s lap. “I’ll protect you from all the evil food machines. They’re tasty, right?”

“No, it wasn’t the food machines, it was the… security robots, right?” May asked.

Ash shrugged. “The main thing I remember is… cubes bad.”

He considered, then brightened. “Oh, yeah, and – don’t forget to get your passes.”

“Right, they’re going to be important,” May nodded. “Or… could be?”

“Well, it’s that or we can’t use anything in the city,” Brock volunteered.


“So… how does this city work, then?” Latias asked, floating safely above their heads as transparent as air.

“It’s all electronic,” Ash explained. “There’s robots everywhere – even the bins can detect when you’re throwing something away and open to let it in – and you get cards which are used for everything from security to shopping.”

“And there’s these… moving road things?” Max said, trying to remember. “I think so… those were just a bit inconvenient, though.”

“Yeah…” Ash agreed.

“That looks like one of the robots, up there,” Pikachu said, getting their attention.

Ash followed his gaze, and nodded. “Looks like! Okay, let’s get our passports!”

“And don’t forget to make sure you get a good picture,” May added. She winced. “I had to live with that stupid gasp-face for a week…”

“Got it,” Max agreed.

Welcome! The robot said, in a pleasant electronic voice. You are now in: LaRousse City!

Mine’s better, Dexter muttered.

Welcome again! Smile!

Forewarned this time, May smiled properly, and the camera flashed. Once for her, once for Ash, once for Brock and once for Max… then it shifted slightly.

“I’m not sure I’m the right kind of person for that,” Lucario said, inspecting the camera.

It flashed anyway, and then tilted up about forty degrees.

“Wait, is it-” Latias began, then there was a sixth and final flash.


In the main LaRousse control station, the head Jenny looked up from her control panel. “Eh?”

Visitor data confirmed. Citizenship and point of origin recorded.

The six new pictures flashed up on the screen – showing four humans, one Pokémon, and a patch of the station roof.

“That’s strange…” Jenny said, and highlighted the Pokémon first.

Identity: Lucario. Origin: Sinnoh. Known associates: Sinnoh Grand Champion Cynthia.

“Override,” Jenny sighed. “I knew it was a bad idea to use the quick workaround when Cynthia visited…”

Override accepted. Please enter new identity and point of origin.

Jenny frowned, looking at the other photos taken at the same time.

After a moment, she brightened. “Oh, I know whose you must be!”

She tapped on her console. “Identity… Lucario… and Origin… well, best assume Pallet Town for now…”

Linking his data file with Ash’s, she confirmed the change. Then sat back, looking at the blank image.


“…shouldn’t the passports have come out by now?” Ash asked, as the robot displayed an hourglass for a mouth.

Lucario shrugged.


“Hey, any idea what did this?” Jenny asked, glancing over her shoulder. “This one’s blank.”

One of the techs hurried down, and typed a diagnostic into a control panel.

“Well, it looks like the robot saw something,” he said, frowning. “But there’s no way to tell what. It uses body heat to find who to check on, it’s usually good at not picking up Pokémon… what did it say?”

Jenny played the file.

Identity: Ceiling tile. Point of origin: Shinagawa Glassworks.

“Well, that’s no good,” the tech said. “Uh… hold on, try this.”

He tapped out a new identity on the keyboard, and glanced at Jenny for approval.

“I like it,” she agreed.

Hitting the enter key, he confirmed the change.


The robot’s hourglass vanished, and one of the cubes slid open. These are your passports! it stated cheerfully. Keep them with you whenever you are in LaRousse City!

Ash took his, then passed the others around.

Your passports can be used for shopping and other things, the robot went on.

“Not bad,” Ash said, showing them his picture. “Nice smile, Pikachu!”

“Of course!” Pikachu agreed, tail pressing gently against Ash’s arm.

“Aww…” Max sighed. “I guess Arc’s not tall enough to fit.”

“I didn’t even try to fit Steelix in… the building, let alone the picture,” Brock joked. “But I guess-”

“I’m not from Pallet Town,” Lucario said, looking with some bemusement at his card. “I was born in the Lucario Kingdom, or Rota – depending which version you count – but neither is Pallet Town.”

“I guess they just need something to fill in,” Ash shrugged.

“But if they do, what explains this?” Latias asked.

She handed down her card, and Ash took it from what looked like thin air.

“Let’s see…” he said, then snorted.

“Ash?” May asked, concerned.

“That’s kind of cool,” Pikachu said. “So, Latias, you’re the Mysterious Stranger from the town of Who-Knows-Where?”

“I think I’d have preferred a normal picture,” Latias huffed. “Do you think we can change it?”

“It’s not really important enough,” Brock judged. “I think it’ll be okay to just use this one – it presumably works just the same.”


“You might want to find somewhere to put that,” Ash said, looking over his shoulder. “It looks kind of strange to just be floating in midair.”

“What, you mean like have one of you carry it?” Latias squeaked. “I guess so – but I’ll want it back if I need it!”

“Of course you can have it when you want it,” Ash agreed, reaching up a hand.

“Ash,” May said, warningly.

“What?” Ash asked, still walking, as he took the Mysterious Stranger pass. “What’s – whoah!”

“…you’re about to reach the moving walkways,” May finished, with a sigh.

Lucario blinked. “Who here didn’t expect that to happen?”

“I thought it would,” Max said.

“Same here,” Brock agreed.

Latias just sniggered.


“This is stupid!” Ash said, running against the travelator. “How come you have to cross this bit to get to the bit that goes the other way?”

“No idea,” Pikachu admitted. “Is there an underpass we missed or something?”

“I can’t see one…” Ash replied, speeding up a little and making some headway. “These are really fast!”

“You’re on the fast one,” Pikachu pointed out.

Ash glanced down, blushed, and switched to the slow one. That let him run against it faster than it was moving, and he made his way back to his friends before jumping off and panting. “Phew…”

“Hey, Ash?” Brock asked. “You might want to look behind you.”

Ash did so, and did a double-take. “Entei?”

Entei jumped from one fast-moving track to the other, twisting in mid-air and breaking into an easy lope to hold position relative to the friends. “This is actually quite a good exercise regime, you know…”

Just to check, Ash looked down at his belt – confirming that it wasn’t just another Entei entirely. Or a robot. “When did you come out?”

“Well, you said something about really fast, and it piqued my interest,” Entei replied, still running. “These don’t seem very practical… which way are we going?”

“That way,” Ash said, pointing. “The Battle Tower.”

Entei considered.

“I could help you get across the moving walkways so you’re on the right one?”

“That’d be great,” Ash smiled. “Could you?”

“Holy-” someone said, biting off what could have been a curse word. “Is that an Entei?”

Ash turned to see who it was, and watched as a group of trainers – two older boys and a pair of twin girls – went gliding past on the walkways headed towards the Battle Tower.

“Wait, that’s got to be Ash Ketchum!” the other boy said. “And who’s the lovely lady with him?”

“None of your business,” May muttered.

“Max?” Brock asked, quietly. “Was that what I-”

“Yes,” Max said simply.

“…I feel like saying sorry to half a country.”

“How come you’re in LaRousse?” the taller of the two boys asked, stepping off the travelator so they could talk for longer. “I’m Rafe, by the way.”

“Sid!” said the shorter. “And these are Rafe’s sisters.”

“Hi!” both girls waved.

“Hi,” Ash replied, a little awkwardly. “And yeah, we were just passing through on the way to Lilycove.”

“Then I guess you’re here for the Battle Tower,” Rafe said. “I’ll show you!”

“Thanks, but – I think the main thing we need help with is how to use the walkways,” Ash said with a shrug.

“You just… stand on them?” Sid asked. “It’s not hard.”

“Then how do we get to your one?”

“Oh, that’s easy too!” said Audrey, one of the twins. “You go around that corner, there’s a stair in the lobby of the third building on the right, you go under the street and come up on this side!”

“That’s… easy?” May blinked. “What’s difficult?”

“I see you shan’t require my assistance,” Entei said. “I will amuse myself running the wrong way up the high speed section.”

“Just remember to move if someone’s coming the other way,” Brock said.

“Mind if I join you?” Lucario asked.

“Not at all.”

“I guess that Legendaries really are a lot like other Pokémon…” Rafe said, blinking, as the Fire Beast of Ecruteak ran the wrong way up the travelator.

Max and Arc jumped carefully over the wrong-way sections of the walkway. “I guess we’ll just have to do this… okay, that’s the right one. Ready?”

“Yep!” Arc agreed.

They jumped on, and promptly fell over.

“It’s harder than it looks…” Max muttered, as he got back up.

“We’d better follow him,” May decided. “Come on!”

She and Brock got onto the slower walkway going in the right direction, using Max’s trick to get between them, then switched to the faster one.

Ash just jumped straight to the faster one and began to run up it. “Did you hurt anything?”

“No,” Max said, rubbing his knee anyway. “Just a bit bruised.”

“I’m okay, too,” Arc said, shaking his fur out. He took an experimental step, landed on the fast section, and yelped with shock as he shot off.

“Can you-” Ash began, looking up, and Latias swooshed by overhead.

She reached out with invisible claws, steadied Arc so that he could get his footing, and then – still invisible – ran into a girl with a laptop and knocked her over.

Latias trilled in surprise as the weight landed on her, and she managed to grab the laptop before it hit the ground.

“…how many times has this guy won Leagues?” Rafe asked, blinking.

“No, he’s good,” May defended. “It’s just… this kind of thing happens all the time.”

“That about sums it up,” Ash agreed, as the girl got up.

“What did I run into?” she asked.

Latias decloaked, and gave a shy little wave. “Um… hi?” she squeaked.

Forgetting her irritation, the girl stared. “Are… are you a Latias?”

“She sure is!” Ash said. “She’s still a bit shy sometimes, though.”

“I’ve never seen one in person before,” the girl explained. “Oh – I’m Rebecca, by the way.”

“She’s a battle expert,” Sid explained. “Her laptop has all her strategies.”

“How does that work?” Ash asked. “I mean, if you have to look them up… I guess it seems like that would take way too long.”

“It’s simple,” Rebecca said, taking the laptop back and beginning her explanation. “I store information on possible counters and the appropriate resolution to that kind of opponent, so for example how to handle Fire-types with Metagross, and…”

She stopped.

“Is that an Entei?”

Entei loped past, going faster than them despite being on the high-speed travelator going the other way, and Lucario followed with a ground-eating stride.

“Let me guess, you’ve never seen an Entei in person before either,” Max chuckled.

“Well… no,” Rebecca said. “I guess I’ve just never been in the right place before.”

Should I- Jirachi asked Max.

“No, I don’t think so,” Max replied quietly.

“So… right, I remember seeing something about you having a Latias and all three of the Ecruteak Beasts,” Rebecca added, missing the byplay. “And you clearly have your trademark Lucario and Pikachu with you… who else should I expect at the Battle Tower?”

“I’m trademark?” Pikachu asked.

“I’m more surprised that I am,” Lucario said, dropping back to jog alongside.

“Hey, is that Ash Ketchum?” someone asked.

“I think it is!” another trainer said. “Hey, can we have your-”

“Is that his Entei?”

“Whose is the Latias?”

“…this could take a while,” Ash sighed.


“Poor Ash,” May sighed.

“Yeah,” Max agreed, as they leaned on the railing and looked down into the lobby. “He’s been delayed five minutes already.”

“Should we just head up to the gallery?” May asked. “That way we can watch the match.”

“Sounds good,” her brother agreed. “What do you guys think?”

Swablu peeped agreement, and Arc yapped. “Sounds great!”

“Hey, Brock!” Max added. “We’ll be in the stands!”

“All right,” Brock agreed. “Just make sure you’ve got your passes!”

Max checked his pocket. “Yup!”


“Okay, enough is enough!” Ash said, shaking his head. “Sorry, guys, but I’m kind of here to do stuff myself.”

“Aw…” someone sighed. “I was looking forward to…”

“I didn’t think I was this famous,” Ash muttered.

“To be fair, Ash,” Pikachu began. “There’s very good reasons for you to deserve being this well known.”

The Electric-type pointed. “One of them’s over there trying to explain why he can’t do autographs.”

“…simply can’t hold a pen,” Entei was saying. “I’m able to scorch something, and my brother can both read and write, but his penmonship isn’t great…”

“Can you bite the edge of the book, then?” asked the fan.

Entei focused on the small book, then shrugged his mane. “…oh, whatever, let’s give it a go.”

“I guess,” Ash agreed. “Sorry, everyone, I’m going to head off now.”

“But-”

“Come on!”

“So, how do you plan to get to the escalator?” Lucario asked, inspecting the crowd. “There’s a lot of people.”

“I don’t,” Ash replied. “Hold on, Pikachu.”

“Wait, you’re not going to-”

Ash crouched down, and jumped with a flare of blue Aura. He reached twenty feet into the air, dropped slightly, and grabbed onto the edge of the mezzanine rail.

Taking a breath, he clambered over the edge and let out a sigh of relief.

“That works,” Lucario agreed. “Entei? I think we’re going.”

Entei’s eyes crossed as he tried to push some paper out of his mouth. “All right, just give me a moment…”

“Thanks!” the autograph-hunter said, carefully writing Entei’s name next to the toothmarks.


“How come the battle tower’s so big?” Ash asked, lost already. “I could understand if there were dozens of arenas, but I saw the floor plan. There’s only about five.”

Pikachu crossed his arms.

“Sorry about jolting you,” Ash added, chuckling. “It was that or get Latias to pick me up, and that would have just made it worse.”

“What, and jumping that high didn’t?” Pikachu asked, before remembering he was supposed to be sulking.

Ash shook his head. “It was… uh, well, it seemed more sensible at the time.”

He presented his card to a scanner, which beeped. Hello, Mysterious Stranger!

“Whoops, that’s Latias’ card,” Ash said. “Uh… okay, I guess we should go up the escalator?”

Pikachu shrugged.

“I think there was an escalator…” Ash said, getting on. “You’d think they’d have better signposts to the entry route for the Battle Tower.”

“Do you honestly think you’d have seen them if there were any?”

Ash was about to retort, but the escalator reached the top and he stepped off onto one of the walkways just inside the Battle Tower outer wall.

“Hey, look,” Pikachu added, pointing.

Ash followed his gaze, seeing the library – and a familiar-looking boy.

“Hi!” Ash called. “Do you-”

The boy looked up, did a double take on spotting Pikachu, and began to back off.

“Pikachu – bag,” Ash said, remembering what the problem was.

Pikachu didn’t argue with Ash’s tone of voice. He pulled the zipper open and jumped in, getting out of sight.

“Sorry about that,” Ash added. “I’m just so used to having Pikachu on my shoulder I forgot it can make some people nervous.”

The boy’s hand went on one of the bookshelves, but he stopped and stood there for a moment.

“I’m… well, thanks,” he said. “I’m Tory – Tory Lund.”

“Ash Ketchum,” Ash replied. “Nice to meet you.”

“Oh, I think I’ve heard of you,” Tory said, frowning. “Aren’t you that kid who keeps winning Pokémon Leagues?”

Pikachu muttered something from the bag.

“What was that?” Tory asked.

“That was Pikachu saying it’s mostly him and the others who do the work,” Ash supplied. “I guess I could ask whether I can fight myself next time…”

“Isn’t that… dangerous?” Tory blinked.

“I’m tougher than I look,” Ash summarized. “So… if you’re not okay with Pokémon, what do you do all day?”

“Read, mostly,” Tory said, glancing over at the library shelves. “And sit in a garden dome. And… well, my Dad works at a lab here in LaRousse.”

Ash nodded. “Professor Oak lives in my hometown,” he supplied. “And my friend Gary’s a researcher as well as a trainer.”

“How old is he?” Tory asked.

“About my age – thirteen,” Ash replied. “He’s kind of smug sometimes… hey, you said a garden?”

“Yeah,” Tory agreed.

“What do you think, Latias?” Ash asked, looking up. “Sound interesting?”

“There’s another Pokémon here?” Tory asked, looking nervous again.

There was a blue-white shimmer in the air, and Latias appeared – some way behind Ash, and in human semblance.

“This is Latias,” Ash said, indicating her. “Cool trick, huh?”

Latias waved, making a squeak noise.

“She doesn’t look like a Pokémon,” Tory said, his breathing slowing again – apparently, whatever had made him scared of Pokémon, a human-looking girl slightly taller than him didn’t set it off. “That… yeah, that is cool.”

“Let’s go see that garden, then!” Ash said. “Which way is it?”

“Uh… this way!” Tory said, setting off.


“Any idea who we’ll be watching?” May asked, addressing her question at the twins sitting one row down.

“Oh?” one asked. “Isn’t it obvious?”

“We’re here to watch our brother!” the other said. “And Sid, too – they’re great friends!”

“Does that mean they’ll be facing Rebecca?” Max frowned. “Is it just who enters in what order that determines who faces who?”

“If you go in the same entrance, then yeah,” Kathryn nodded. “They scheduled it. But it’s got this automatic system – it kind of assigns you a level, I guess.”

“We’ve never been,” Audrey added. “Surskit and Masquerain aren’t experienced enough yet.”

“I know the feeling,” Max agreed. “I was just trying to help Arc get better at moving for a while before I started properly.”

“It’s tricky to get-” Kathryn began, then pointed as one of the lifts hissed up from the floor. “Hey, look, there they are!”

“Go Rafe!” they chorused.

“Neat trick,” Brock said. “Some of my brothers and sisters can do that too.”

“What Pokémon do they use?” May asked.

“Oh, Rafe has a Blaziken,” Audrey supplied. “I guess he’ll use that?”

“I’ve got a Blaziken too,” May smiled. “They’re great, aren’t they?”

“Sure are!” Kathryn giggled. “He gives me lifts – and Sid has a Blastoise, so he might use that.”

The other lift rose out of the ground, and May’s jaw dropped.

“What’s Drew doing here!?”

“Where’s Ash, you mean,” Brock pointed out. “I thought-”

“Drew’s a Coordinator!” May interrupted. “Why’s he in a Battle Tower match?”

“You know him?” Audrey said, glancing back. “I’ve seen him once or twice… never really met him, though.”

“He’s kinda cute!”

Max let out a sigh. “Girls…”

Then the Pokémon came out, and all four trainers got ready to battle – Roserade and Metagross against Blaziken and Blastoise.

“Hey, cool, he evolved Roselia,” May said. “Neat.”


Rebecca opened her laptop, holding it with one hand, and directed the camera at all four participants. “Search for battle simulations, constrained by available Pokémon.”

SEARCHING… flashed up on the screen. A moment later, the screen blinked and switched to MATCHES FOUND.

“What’s that?” Drew asked, glancing over.

“Tactics,” Rebecca replied. “Let’s see… the primary problem is the Blaziken. Ignore the Blastoise for now unless something unexpected happens, and try to hit it with status effects.”

“That, we can do,” Drew agreed. “Right, Roserade?”

Roserade gave him a firm nod.

Three! Two! One! Begin!

As the announcer’s voice echoed, Rebecca pointed forwards. “Metagross, use Confusion!”

“Gross!” Metagross declared, raising two legs and hovering with only the support of the remaining two and sheer psionic might. It slammed both forelegs forwards, sending a pulse of energy, and Blaziken darted to the side before lashing out with a Blaze Kick aimed at Metagross.

“Fourth dance!” Drew ordered his Roserade.

“Fourth what?” Sid asked, confused. “Blastoise, Hydro Pump!”

Roserade hopped aside from the stream of water, cape swirling, and pointed her blue flower cluster at Metagross. The swirl of green and purple which resulted formed a layer a little above the Steel-type, hovering there without actually drifting down.

Roserade took another step, her red cluster up, and another swirl of coloured dust emanated from the end.

Then she did a little pirouette, used Petal Dance, and the whole mix went spiralling towards Blaziken.

Blaziken raised his arms to block, flaring them up to destroy the petals, but that didn’t work as well as it could have – the Stun Spore got past, and he coughed before slowing down drastically.

“Not bad,” Rebecca said, as Metagross lunged and engaged Zen Headbutt mode. “Contest move?”

“Of course,” Drew confirmed. “We use it so the opponent doesn’t realize it’s aimed at them until too late.”


“I guess he’s been upping his game,” Max said, watching as Roserade dodged between streams of water with a subtle, flowing grace. “He fights like it’s a Contest, but that’s kind of working.”

“Yeah,” May agreed, nodding. “He is pretty good – whoa!”

Sid’s Blastoise switched strategies with startling speed, and managed to catch Roserade with a Blizzard that knocked her halfway across the room.

“Great!” Sid said. “Now, uh – get the Metagross!”

“Thunderpunch!” Rebecca ordered, and half a tonne of Metagross finished the fight quite convincingly.


“Hey, Drew, long time no see,” May said, with a smile. “I see you’ve got some new tricks!”

“Still working on that one,” Drew admitted. “It’s one you kind of have to learn for every single attack, and we’ve not got to Blizzard yet.”

“I thought it was pretty good already,” Max told him. “So, what brings you to LaRousse?”

“That thing from last time?” Drew said, sounding surprised. “I mean, it is my hometown that’s about to get-”

“You’re from LaRousse?” May interrupted. “I never knew that!”

“I don’t talk about it much,” Drew shrugged. “It’s kind of a silly place to be from, really – the first couple of weeks you’re all confused about why none of the bins work like they do here, and after that you’re just thankful you can cross the road without being hit by a family of five. And a robot.”

“…huh,” May said, faintly. “I guess that does explain a lot.”

“Did you see Ash anywhere?” Brock asked. “He seems to have pretty much vanished.”

Drew exchanged a glance with Roserade, who shrugged. “No, nothing,” he said, confirming it. “Maybe he got lost?”

“That sounds likely,” Brock admitted. “Ash could get lost in a parking lot. I guess we’ll just have to go looking for him…”

As Max and May sighed, Drew snapped his fingers. “Oh, yeah, I said I’d introduce my teammate to you guys – I saw you in the crowd, and said I knew you.”

“Did you point us out?” Max asked. “‘cause we’ve kind of already met…”

“…oh,” Drew said, deflating slightly. “No, I haven’t.”

“So you know her from somewhere?” May asked. “Is that why you branched out into battling?”

Drew blushed. “…actually, no,” he said, shaking his head. “I met her once or twice before, but I… didn’t mean to get into that match. I was trying to find the spectator stands.”

“If it’s that easy to get lost Ash might be on the moon by now,” Brock joked.

“What, really?” Rebecca asked, having overheard that part of the conversation.

“No, it’s just a joke,” Brock explained. “It’s not… you didn’t know?”

“I looked him up after getting here,” Rebecca said. “He’s shot down a giant sky fortress, saved a city, helped defeat three evil versions of the Beasts of Johto, and I think there was something about an incident with a meteorite as well.”

“The sad thing is that that’s an incomplete list,” Max sighed. “We’d better go find him before he breaks something.”


AN:


Welcome to LaRousse City. Vancouver through the filter of Japan.

We have Ash’s Fame causing problems, and the computers being a bit… suboptimal.

Also, note Drew! He is from here, after all.

And there’s Tory, too. He’s got a Pokémon phobia.






157. Destiny Deoxys 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“This seems cooler than the last one,” Latias said, raising a hand and waving it through the air.

Ash translated for Tory, who smiled – shyly, but genuine enough.

“It’s climate controlled,” he said. “All the domes are a different biome – this one is temperate forest.”

Latias spoke again, and Ash nodded.

“Back where Latias lives, there’s a garden,” he explained. “It’s hidden away from the world, because it’s where she and her brother live. But it’s really nice – lots of tall trees, and pools of water.”

“Sounds nice,” Tory said. “Here it’s kind of like that, but other people can come in too. They usually don’t, though – you have to walk to get here.”

He reached down and rubbed the leaves of a fern. “But I kind of like it like that. It’s quiet.”

Latias smiled. “I like quiet, sometimes – but you can have too much of it.”

Tory glanced at Ash. “What did she say?”

“She said sometimes you can have too much quiet,” Ash summarized. “I know when I met her she really wanted to leave the city – to go out into the world and really enjoy it.”

“She did?” Tory asked, interested.

“Yeah!” Latias confirmed. She crouched down and lifted the tube of a pink flower which dripped alongside dozens of others from the plant’s main stalk. “What’s this?”

“That’s a foxglove,” Tory told her, proud to show off his botanical knowledge. “They’re used to treat heart problems.”

“Cool!”

They were near one of the doors now, and Tory glanced up to double-check which one it was. “This is the door to the tropical dome,” he explained. “It’s a bit hotter in there – and a lot more humid.”

“It’s pretty hot and humid already,” Pikachu muttered from inside Ash’s bag.

“Oh, right,” Ash winced. “Hey, Tory?”

“Yeah?” the boy said, looking over.

“Is it okay if I let Pikachu out of my bag again? He’ll behave, I promise – and so does he.”

Tory looked apprehensive, then swallowed and gave a nod.

There was a gentle zrrp sound as the zip was pulled aside, and Pikachu gasped in some air before clambering out and onto Ash’s shoulder.

He gave Tory a little wave, then turned to look at the plants as well.

“I’m not seeing it,” he said.

“Tory likes them, and that’s what matters at the moment,” Ash replied.

“Pikachu are… Electric type, right?” Tory asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “Pikachu’s pretty strong, and he’s a great friend too.”

“I guess it’d be nice to have another friend,” the boy admitted.

“Another?” Latias asked.

“Another?” Ash repeated.

“Don’t you know-”

“I was translating,” Ash explained in an aside to Pikachu.

“Yeah – I met him a while ago. I’ll introduce you!” Tory decided. “He’s through here!”


“You seem to know your way around pretty well,” Ash said, as they walked up a staircase.

“Yeah, I come here a lot,” Tory said. “My Dad’s great, but he has long hours, so sometimes I go here to wait for him to finish.”

“I guess there are worse places to wait,” Ash agreed. “How come there’s no Pokémon in here, though?”

“I think it’s some kind of experiment?” Tory frowned, unsure. “It might be… I read about it once, but it was a long time ago.”

He looked back to make sure the others had arrived, and blinked as he saw Latias float up beside the stairs. “What… how did she do that?”

“Oh, right,” Ash chuckled. “That’s an illusion – she doesn’t really look like that.”

Tory nodded jerkily, began to say something, then shook his head. “I…”

He took a deep breath.

“What does she really look like?” he asked, quickly.

“Kind of cool!” Ash replied. “She’s a Psychic-type and a Dragon-type, so she floats around – she’s got these really soft feathers, too, so small you can hardly see them.”

“I could show him, if that’s okay,” Latias suggested.

“How about it, Tory?” Ash asked. “Do you want to see what Latias really looks like?”

Tory looked uncertain – then nodded. “Sure…”

There was a blue shimmer as Latias dispelled her illusion.

“Wow…” Tory breathed, staring. “I… guess that is pretty cool.”

Latias waved.

Tory twitched forward for a moment, then he shook his head and looked away. “I’ll show you my other friend!” he said, firmly. “This way.”


“How are you telling where he is?” Drew asked, glancing over at Max and the disc of static in his hand.

“Oh, this is a Mega Stone detector,” Max replied – pointing out the bright spots of the Manectite and Steelixite right near the centre. He tilted it a bit, and the image cleared slightly. “And that is Ash – see, there’s that one he’s carrying.”

“Just one?” Brock asked.

“I’m not sure how many he’s got,” Max admitted – looking at the brightness of the dot. “But I know he’s got that one we found back before Fortree.”

Drew nodded in understanding. “I get it – that’s really useful, actually. Where’d you get it?”

“It’s from Stone industries,” Brock told him. “Problem is, it’s so intensive only a Porygon can run it.”

“Really?” Rebecca asked. “Huh… could be-”

“Looks like he’s pretty close,” Max reported. “About… what is it, Kris?”

Fifteen metres.

“That’s in the next dome over,” Drew told them. “The door’s just over here.”

He presented his card in a well-practiced motion, and the door hissed open.

“Hey, Ash!” May called, waving.

“May? Guys?” Ash waved back. “Oh – any of you have any Pokémon out?”

May looked at Swablu on her shoulder. “Uh… I do?”

“Me too,” Max said, glancing down at Arc.

“Can you return them for a bit?” Ash asked. “My new friend Tory is kind of… Poké-phobic… and I don’t want to startle him until he’s used to them.”

“Oh – sure,” Max agreed. “Sorry, Arc.”

“It’s okay,” Arc replied, letting himself be returned.

“See you later!” Swablu waved, as he vanished in a similar pulse of red light.

“Thanks, Ash,” they heard Tory say. “I didn’t know these people were looking for you.”

“Yeah, I guess I kind of just skipped out of the Battle Tower…” Ash said. “It’s fine, though, this kind of thing is more important.”


In the underbrush, a Plusle turned to a Minun.

“Did you hear that?” she said. “That kid we met has problems with Pokémon!”

“I guess that explains why he didn’t want to touch us,” Minun agreed. “But you know what this means?”

“What does it mean?” Plusle asked, tilting her head.

“It means we need to help him!”


“You said something about a friend?” Ash asked, after everyone had been introduced to Tory – and, in the case of Rebecca, to him and Latias.

“Oh – yeah, that’s right!” Tory agreed. “Hold on a moment.”

He moved to the side of a pool, and took a deep breath.

“It’s okay – you can come on out,” he said. “They’re friends – come and meet them!”

There was a flicker of green light, and a shimmering diamond of green-blue light floated out from underneath the fronds of a big tropical plant.

“That’s… kind of weird,” Drew said, blinking. “What is it? Is it a Pokémon?”

“I don’t know,” Tory admitted. “But he’s a great friend – I talk to him all the time!”

Rebecca opened her laptop as the diamond swooped closer, and pointed the camera at it. “This seems to be… some kind of projection of high energy particles?”

“What?” May said, leaning over her shoulder. “How can you tell that with a webcam? Ethan’s scanner takes longer than that…”

“Who’s Ethan?” Rebecca asked.

As May tried to explain, Tory pointed to Ash. “This is Ash Ketchum – he’s a Pokémon trainer – and next to him is Latias, who’s actually a Pokémon!”

The shimmering diamond pulsed, and Tory laughed.

“Can you understand it?” Ash asked.

“A little,” Tory shrugged. “I kind of get a vague sense of what he means.”

Ash looked thoughtful. “Hey, can I check something?”

He took his hat off. “Can you try this on?”

Tory reached up and took it, examining it a bit dubiously. “Why?”

“I’ve got an idea,” Ash said.

“Isn’t that the special hat?” Latias asked.

Tory lowered it onto his head, and the diamond pulsed once before expanding and rotating faster.

Ash pulled it back off. “It’s okay, it’s just the hat!”

Mollified, the projection shrank back down to normal and moved a little closer to Tory – as if to reassure itself that he was really there.

“Ash?” Tory asked, looking scared. “What was that?”

“The hat’s kind of… it gives me a Dark type,” Ash summarized. “It’s kind of bizarre.”

“I tried it on once,” Latias said, giggling. “I fell on the floor.”

“So I guess that means that there’s Psychic energy involved,” Brock said, catching on to where Ash was going. “Does that mean it is a Pokémon?”

“I guess it must,” Tory said, looking lost. “I thought-”

He shook his head. “It doesn’t matter – I don’t not like Pokémon, and I guess if my friend is to do with a Pokémon then that’s fine!”

The diamond pulsed happily, and this time everyone felt the faint push of emotion that came with it.

“That’s the right attitude!” Ash said, then his hand went to his belt. “Uh… Tory? Is it okay if I send out another Pokémon? I think that Entei might know what this is.”

“I’ve heard of Entei,” Tory said, blinking. “You’ve got one of those too?”

“You’re about the only person in this city who doesn’t know that,” Max said with a sigh.

“I don’t really follow Pokémon battles,” Tory admitted. “I guess it should be okay… just, I guess, make sure he doesn’t get too close.”

Ash nodded his assent and sent the Fire-type out.

“Good afternoon,” Entei said evenly, with a regal nod.

“He can talk?” Tory asked, eyes wide.

“So can Lucario and Suicune,” Ash told him. “I think Raikou’s learning.”

Entei turned to examine the floating diamond. “Well, I’m not sure…” he said, with a frown. “I suppose it could be an illusion created by a Zoroark…”

He took a deep sniff, then shook his head. “No, not a Zoroark. And you said it was psychic anyway, so… hm.”

Glancing at Tory, the Beast then tried something new. “Are you willing to let us know what you are?”

There was a faint sense of agreement.

“Right, that makes things slightly simpler… are you a Psychic-type Pokémon?”

Agreement again.

“A Mew?”

“What’s a Mew?” Tory asked.

A Mew is a Psychic-type capable of shapeshifting, Dexter explained, making Tory jump.

“What was that?” he asked, looking around.

“That’s just my Pokédex, Dexter,” Ash supplied, taking the chassis out of his pocket. “Actually, Dexter, do you have any-”

Deoxys, Dexter interrupted, and the diamond of light flashed in agreement. The patterns are similar to aurorae.

“That’s what it was!” Rebecca said, snapping her fingers. Then she frowned. “Wait. How come your Pokédex can – is it a Porygon?”

Affirmative, Dexter agreed. How did you know?

“I’ve got one too,” Rebecca explained, tapping her laptop. “He lives in here… he’s not nearly that curious, though.”

Pokédex based personality matrices are superior, Dexter stated.

Actually, since we are all based off your matrix… you’re pretty much just being a proud father, Kris said – in tones of astonished realization.

“Wait, you’ve got kids?” Ash asked, doing a double take.

It… is a surprise to me as well, his Pokédex admitted.

“What’s a Deoxys like?” Tory asked, drawing their attention away from the digital discussion.

Deoxys is a Pokémon found mainly in outer space, Dexter supplied, thankful for the distraction. His projector flashed, and he produced images of the various Deoxys forms – taking care to not use any images from LaRousse itself.

“Oh, one of those?” Tory blinked. “I’m pretty sure my Dad knows something, because one of them was in the trip we did to the North Pole ages ago. I’ll have to ask him when he finishes work.”

“When’s that?” Max asked. “I mean… I’m interested, but I’m also kind of hungry.”

There were general nods of agreement.

“Tory?” Ash asked. “Do you know somewhere we could all have lunch? Somewhere big, so if we let our Pokémon out you can stay safely away from them.”

“Uh….” Tory had to think. “There’s a picnic area about ten minutes’ walk away – I’ll show you.”

“Great!” Drew said. “I think I know the one – in front of the wind turbines, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Tory agreed.

He turned back to Deoxys’ psychic projection. “Actually – can you come with us?”

The diamond shivered, patterns swirling.

Rebecca narrowed her eyes, and began typing. “I think there’s some language in there… I’ll get Porygon to work on decompiling it.”

“That’d be useful,” Ash said. “I’m kind of used to understanding Pokémon by now, so…”

“I think he means yes,” Tory said slowly. “But that it’s hard.”

“I’ll help,” Ash decided. He reached out a hand, and sent a pulse of strengthening Aura into the projection.

It firmed up a little, becoming more solid and less fuzzy, and Tory stared.

“How did you do that?”

“Aura,” May said, without looking. “It’s always Aura.”

“Thanks,” Tory told him, sniffing a bit. “I… you’re being so nice!”

“I like to help people,” Ash smiled.

“I’d say too much, but I agree with him every time,” Pikachu said softly.

“Let’s go get some lunch,” Brock reminded people. “And you can show your friend more of your home city, too.”

“I’d like that,” Tory agreed.


“These aren’t really built for parties,” Drew explained, holding his card over the sensor. “So you kind of have to just wait a bit.”

Enjoy your: Hot Dog!

The machine dispensed a wrapped hot dog, then paused.

Scanning card… card accepted. Enjoy your: Hot Dog!

“It’ll take a while if I’m the only one doing this,” the Coordinator added, holding his card there as the dispenser released a third one. “So, uh… can you find some others and start using them too?”

“Oh, right,” Max said. “Got it!”

May reached for a Pokéball. “Can you look, Beautifly?”

A flash, and the Bug-type emerged. She did a spiral, gaining height, then dove with a shimmer of sparkles behind her.

Two quick horizontal loops in a figure-of-eight, sparkles trailing behind her for small fractions of the motion, and there was a bright pink arrow pointing across the park.

“Nice work!” May called up.

She headed over to that dispenser, and Beautifly dipped her wings before looking again and drawing another arrow in the sky.


“That’s pretty cool,” Tory said, looking up. “I didn’t know Pokémon could do things like that.”

“There’s not a lot Pokémon can’t do,” Ash agreed. “And I like to think that my Pokémon are some of the best!”

Pikachu waved his tail, agreeing whole-heartedly.

“So…” Tory glanced down at the shimmering projection of his friend, then up at Ash. “What other Pokémon do you have with you?”

Ash reached for his belt. “Well, there’s Lucario – he’s taught me a lot about Aura.”

Lucario emerged in a flash, and bowed. “Greetings, Tory. I am glad to meet you.”

He reached out one hand. “Chocolate?”

Tory blinked at the bar. “…how did he do that?”

Lucario chuckled, and Ash smiled. “He likes being really mysterious and doing silly things. I don’t know when he got the bar, but it’s one of the ones I had in my bag…”

Tory took it, smiling – though his expression went a little fixed when he was so close to Lucario’s paw. “I guess… I should remember that Pokémon are all different.”

“Well, a lot of them are,” Ash agreed. “And this is Charizard.”

“Aren’t Charizard kind of… big?” Tory blinked.

“They’re not that bad,” Ash replied, sending Charizard out – a long way from Tory, to make sure that it wasn’t too scary.

Charizard stood on his hind legs, stretched his neck, flapped his wings, inhaled to roar – and sneezed, violently enough to land sprawled on the grass.

Tory snorted laughter, then looked mortified. “Uh – sorry!”

“Nice work,” Pikachu said, nodding to Charizard – who gave a conspiratorial wink.

As the Fire-type got back to his feet, brushing grass off his neck, Ash took the next Pokéball. “This is Houndoom – he’s a bit enthusiastic sometimes, so just tell him to stop if he’s getting affectionate.”

Absorbing the warning, Tory watched as Houndoom materialized – and then Heracross, as Ash sent out the last of his on-hand Pokémon.

“You seem to have a lot of Fire-types,” he said.

“I’ve got… quite a lot of Pokémon generally,” Ash replied with a shrug. “But yeah, I’ve got more Fire-types than usual today. Charizard’s actually usually somewhere else.”

“And it’s great being called back for a picnic!” Charizard rumbled.

“Okay, we have food!” Brock called. “If this isn’t enough I’ll cook some more!”

“Quickly, Charizard, eat everything!” Ash ordered. “That way we get more of Brock’s cooking!”

“Don’t you dare,” Drew said, sitting down with a sigh. “It took several minutes to get these, if you just eat them in one gulp I might cry…”


“Gotcha!” Arc barked, pouncing out of a bush at Houndoom.

The Houndoom he landed on burst, and Arc was left looking faintly confused in a cloud of smoke.

“Gotcha!” Houndoom riposted, pouncing on Arc’s back in turn. The two wrestled back and forth for a moment, and then a great furry paw landed on both of them.

“I win,” Entei informed them blandly. “New game?”

“Sure,” Arc panted. “And this time we get Ninetales in too.”


Tory laughed as the three canines shook themselves out and trotted off to resume. “They’re really having a lot of fun, aren’t they?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Pokémon training is partly about making the learning and battling into being fun – so that way it’s much easier to do it for a while without getting bored.”

“Battling, for those who like battling, is very exciting,” Lucario said, eating the bun from a hot dog. “And for those who don’t, just being around their friends can be enough.”

“I guess that’s why almost everyone has a Pokémon, huh,” Tory said – smiling as the turquoise diamond of his Deoxys friend flashed. “I never really thought about what kind of Pokémon I’d like to have…”

There was a rustling in the bushes, and two yellow shapes burst out.

Tory flinched, and Ash and Lucario each picked one out of the air before they landed on him.

“Us!” the Plusle and Minun chorused, then looked confused.

“Wait, how come we’re not…” the Plusle asked, glancing at her twin.

“Don’t ask me,” Minun replied, shrugging her shoulders.

They looked up.

“Hey, let us off!” Plusle said, cheeks pulsing faintly.

“That was really rude!” Ash told them. “Tory’s still not good with-”

There was a loud BZZZRT as the Plusle and Minun shocked Ash.

“-Pokémon,” Ash finished, and shook his head. “And that was even worse!”

“Well, you’re not letting us down,” Minun pointed out, and then promptly got dropped by Lucario.

“…ow,” she said.

“Wait, are you the ones I helped get out of that garbage can?” Tory asked. “How come you’re here?”

“I think they like you,” Ash said, putting Plusle down and rubbing his tingling hand. “But they’re not great at personal space…”


“Ash has all these really cool looking Pokémon, and he never does any contests,” Drew sighed. “I’d love to see some of these on the stage.”

Charizard went low over their heads, wings pumping, and rolled once before pulling up and letting out a spiralling tongue of flame.

“Yeah, I get what you mean,” May agreed. “Charizard’s one of Ash’s powerhouses, but past a certain point you more or less have to get elegant just to avoid wasting energy.”

She rubbed Glaceon’s ears, smiling at the little yips of pleasure. “And it kind of works the other way, too. After a certain point you need the power to provide depth to your routine.”

“I can get behind that,” Drew agreed. “It’s why Roserade decided to evolve, at least partly – she wanted the oomph, and when I told her about what happened to LaRousse…”

He trailed off.

“Do you think we’ll be able to stop it?”

“It’s hard to say,” May said, sighing. “I’ve spoken to Brock about this before. He said that generally things seem to get worse when there’s these really big crises… but that we tend to step up anyway. I hope the same happens here – it’s not like the Forina thing where there was just a lot of rock around – this place is expensive to fix, and it has a lot of people in it.”

Venusaur’s vines tightened around Ash’s Heracross, and she said something in stern tones.

May laughed.

“What was that?” Drew asked.

“Oh, right – sorry, it just seems so natural to understand what my Pokémon say… right.” May waved. “Heracross is kind of a fiend for sap, and he’s after what Venusaur has.”

“He is?” Drew smiled, and reached into his bag. “I think I know how she could distract him…”

Retrieving a bottle of golden liquid, he passed it to her. “Here. It’s the city speciality.”

May opened it and took a sniff. “Maple syrup?”

Drew shrugged. “Hey, don’t ask me to explain it… but I grew up with the stuff, I got about six bottles now that I’m in town.”

“Thanks,” she said, touched. “Hey, Heracross!”

The Bug-type looked up, and Venusaur dropped him.

Shaking it off, he tilted his head. “Cross Hera?”

“It’s maple syrup,” May explained. “If you promise not to bug Venusaur then you get some.”

Heracross nodded, scuttling over.

“Bug? Really?” Drew asked.

May did a little start. “…I actually said that, didn’t I?”

Drew nodded.

“Oh, no…”


“Okay, Cinder, ready?” Max asked.

Cinder nodded, a smirk on her face. “Serves them right for forgetting about me…”

Max chuckled. “Yep, pretty much. So, remember, when they’re just about to declare the winner, and they’re way too used to doing it when there’s two of them beaten… in you go!”

“I like it,” Cinder said, and slipped into the shadows – ready to stalk her fellow canines.

“Don’t forget to stay downwind,” Max added.

He looked up, and saw Delta coming in for a landing.

“Hey, Delta,” he said, opening his arms, and catching the Water/Flying type with an oof. “How’s things?”

“I think I’d like a quick rest, please,” Delta requested. “It’s quite tiring trying to keep up with Charizard.”

“Sure thing,” Max said, taking his Pokéball and hitting the button.

Nothing whatsoever happened.

“What’s-” he asked, blinking, and then a purple display of light blossomed in the air.


“What’s that?” Ash asked, looking up.

“It’s the same kind of energy as Deoxys,” Rebecca reported, her laptop already analyzing it. “I’m not able to translate anything – I need more of a language sample.”

“Does that mean there’s another Deoxys?” Tory said – then looked at his friend. “Wait – the thing that happened at the North Pole! This must be what that other Deoxys wanted! It’s looking for you!”

The projection flickered, sending a pulse of agreement, then focused and began to produce an answering aurora.

It got to about six feet wide, then hashed into random noise and collapsed back to a diamond.

“Are you okay?” Tory asked, worried. “What happened?”

He frowned, concentrating, then looked up. “He says that… the other Deoxys will think something’s wrong if he can’t reply in person. And…”

“You can understand him?” Rebecca blinked.

“Kind of,” Tory admitted. “Feelings and pictures. And… he says that Dad’s been trying to revive him at the lab. So we should get there!”

“Which way’s the lab?” Ash asked.

Tory pointed, but before they could get very far there was a change in the lights overhead.

“Those are more Deoxys!” Rebecca said, her laptop’s camera magnifying the image. “What are they?”

“Substitute,” Lucario declared flatly. “We may be about to be attacked.”

“Tyranitar, go!” Rebecca ordered. “Help Metagross!”

Her Pokéball clicked, and produced nothing.

“Guys!” Max called, Delta in his arms and Guy pacing alongside. “The Pokéballs don’t work!”

“We’d better get to the lab before Deoxys does anything else,” Ash decided. “Charizard, try and slow them down!”

Charizard roared, letting out a blast of smoke and flame, and turned to fly up towards the gathering swarm.


AN:

Of course things get complicated.

Unfortunately, Deoxys moved a bit early this time, so they’re not quite ready. Actually, he moved a day early, so… you know.

And yeah, Dexter’s position is somewhere between “father” and “clone template”.
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This is the third of four chapters today.


“What the heck is going on?” Jenny asked, typing on her keyboard. “I thought Deoxys were supposed to be really rare Legendaries, so how come there’s thousands of them in the city?”

“Ma’am, we just confirmed,” one of the techs called down to her. “The EM radiation is disabling Pokéballs in the entire city.”

Jenny swallowed. “Then we need to get everyone out of the city so we can protect them more effectively. Call the nearest towns and get them to send out all the Pokémon they can to defend the evacuation sites.”

She typed in a code, hesitated, and confirmed it. “Emergency evacuation plan three – maximum speed, minimum spacing.”

The computer system receipted the order, and began broadcasting the evacuation alert. Then, not more than ten seconds later, all the lights flickered and died.

“What now!?” Jenny demanded.

“Power cut!” the tech replied. “Must have been a cable got hit or something – looks like the transport systems are still working, I can see them from the window, but the robots all shut down without Main Control.”

“This is really bad,” she winced. “Okay, uh… can we use radios? If we can, distribute the order – evacuate by the main bridge and get people on ships.”

Jenny stood. “I hate doing this, but we need coordination. I want everyone here out and to the backup centre on the mainland – move it!”


“All right!” Charizard growled, wings hammering the air. “I don’t get a chance to do this kind of thing nearly often enough!”

He inhaled, flames building behind his fangs, and launched a spike of Flamethrower into the air. It mushroomed out, forming an umbrella-shaped plume which he used to clear the fragile Attack forms from his path.

After about ten seconds, Charizard was as high as the tops of most of the skyscrapers – and cancelled his flamethrower, letting it fade to give him some idea of what was ahead.

He rolled to one side as soon as he saw, letting a Night Shade pass him without connecting, and chuckled before firing forwards a Fire Blast to smash into the blocky Defence form.

It formed a shield with crackling psychic energy, and the Fire Blast splashed off – though it did knock the Psychic-type backwards some distance in the sky.

Charizard examined it for a moment, then snorted and moved in closer.

The Defence form strengthened its shield, and Charizard replied by simply body-checking it aside with a Wing Attack and continuing his ascent.

“Draco Meteor!” he bellowed, launching out a ball of orange energy shaped a little like a rock, and the prime Deoxys looked down a moment before the Draco Meteor triggered – with the result that it got blasted skywards by an explosion of orange Dragon-type energy.

Charizard watched it recover and shift to a Defensive form itself, and pressed his attack – then got attacked by at least four others using blazing-fast volleys of Psychic, and had to break off to fight them.

The original Deoxys shifted to Speed form and made good its escape, directing several more clones to do nothing but keep Charizard occupied.

Charizard replied by wrapping himself in a massive Fire Spin, but the Speed forms blurred away before they could be attacked and waited for him to emerge.

Snarling in frustration, Charizard flared his wings – slamming the Fire Spin aside, but forcing it into a Counter Shield rather than dispelling it.

Thus protected from sneak attacks, he picked one particular Deoxys and powered after it – firing patterns of Embers and Flamethrowers to bracket it, then grabbing it with both claws and entering a power-dive which finished with the Deoxys clone embedded in a pavement.

Turning to face the others, Charizard roared a challenge.

If he couldn’t go after the actual Deoxys, this would do for now.


“How much further to the lab?” Ash asked, looking around. “I – look out!”

Rebecca’s Metagross produced a shield of shimmering green energy, which blocked a Psycho Boost ball aimed at them from a nearby Attack Form.

Tyranitar contributed to the battle by firing a Dark Pulse, which hit the Attack Form and blew it out of the sky – making it dissolve in a shimmer of sparks.

“Those ones seem to be powerful, but not very tough,” Rebecca reported, one eye on her laptop screen. “And the bulky ones seem to be unable to attack strongly.”

“What about the fast ones?” Max asked.

“They seem to be more generalists,” Rebecca frowned. “Apart from being outrageously speedy.”

She glanced up at Tyranitar, who was keeping pace with the group with a careful lumbering tread, and then at Mega Steelix. “It’s a good thing we’ve got so many powerful Pokémon with us.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “These Deoxys are pretty strong.”

Rebecca reached for a Pokéball, then shook her head. “Sorry, I keep forgetting… wait a moment.”

She took her backpack off with one hand as they jogged, and rummaged in it while trying to balance her laptop.

“Should I take it?” Max asked.

“Go ahead,” Rebecca said gratefully. “Uh… yes, here it is!”

She held up a Mega Stone with a jet-black Mega fleck, coloured only by a red central section and the faint brown of the main stone. “I hoped it wasn’t in the Pokéball…”

“What’s that?” May asked.

“It’s Tyranitar’s Mega Stone – a Tyranitarite,” Rebecca clarified. “I was hoping to use it to surprise someone at the Battle Tower…”

She looked over at Ash. “This Tyranitar’s yours, right?”

“He’s my friend, yeah,” Ash confirmed. “And – yeah, do you mind if I borrow that?”

“Go ahead,” Rebecca agreed. “It’s not as though I’m going to be able to use it without Tyranitar.”

As Ash took it and passed it to his Rock-type, Masquerain fluttered down and waved his wings in warning.

“Look out!” Drew called, pointing. “More Deoxys!”

Houndoom’s tail snapped out, striking the floor, and he howled.

A moment later, Beat Up copies of the entire group formed, and charged towards the incoming Deoxys horde.

“Nice work, Houndoom!” Ash called, as the doubles began to burst – and their attacks, ranging from weak to overwhelming, thinned out the horde of Deoxys duplications. “It’s great you can do doubles too!”

“Thanks,” Houndoom said, breathing heavily. “It’s… quite a lot of strain to do that many at once.”

Lucario took a few steps, his form as smooth as silk, and destroyed three leakers with precisely aimed Dark Pulses off his palms. “We can’t stay here forever.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, and concentrated on his staff – and on Tyranitar.

In an odd way, he’d known the Rock-type since before he was born. When they picked up Larvitar’s egg, he’d been scared and traumatized, and it had taken Ash to coax him into accepting them.

After that, they’d not had long together – but they’d been great days, of getting to know the brave little Larvitar, and then managing to find and rescue his mother from the poachers.

And then, several years later… or even slightly earlier… they’d met again, and Larvitar had grown and become Pupitar then – very quickly – Tyranitar.

Ash remembered all the times he’d helped Tyranitar overcome his weaknesses, and the golden-orange light of Mega-Evolution flashed.

“That felt strange,” Mega Tyranitar complained.

“Huh, so that’s what they look like,” May said. “Very spiky.”

“I hope I don’t have to get used to this,” Mega Tyranitar said slowly. “If it’s like it was when I first evolved, it could take weeks…”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Ash said, replacing his staff on his back – where it pulsed gently as it kept both Mega Heracross and Mega Tyranitar sustained. “Can you-”

“Look out!” Mega Tyranitar interrupted, taking a step forwards and spreading his arms.

He roared, punching forwards with his left arm, and the Deoxys Speed Form which had been about to attack ran squarely into the fist.

“…ouch,” Tory said faintly.

The diamond shimmered in sympathy.

“That’s going to help a lot, thanks!” Ash said. “Okay, I guess… which way is it?”

“Don’t you remember?” Tory asked, blinking.

“Ash has a bad enough sense of direction he’s learned not to rely on it,” Brock summarized.

“Ouch,” Tory said faintly. “But… it’s this way.”

He took a few steps, but then stopped. “Uh… is it me or is the ground shaking?”

“Well, it’s not the ground because it’s an overpass,” Rebecca said, then blinked.

“Run!”


“What’s happened?” May shouted, glancing at Brock.

“I guess the overpass got damaged!” Brock called back. “And there’s about two tons of Pokémon on it!”

May glanced back, spotting Mega Tyranitar, Mega Steelix and a glimpse of Rebecca’s Metagross. “…oh, right.”

She let out a cry of shock as the bridge shook beneath her, and then Blaziken grabbed her and sprinted to solid ground.

“Thanks,” she said, panting. “Wait – Max! Drew? Brock?”

“Why didn’t you say Ash’s name?” Drew asked, slowing to a stop beside her.

“He’ll be fine,” Brock shrugged, dropping down from a few feet above them. “Thanks for the save, Flygon.”

Flygon buzzed, glad to have helped.

“Where’s Max?” May asked, looking around. “Beautifly?”

“Over the bridge!” Beautifly replied – then there was a crack, a crunch and a cloud of dust as the overpass collapsed.

“They’re all on the far side!” Brock said, craning his neck. “I can see them!”

“What now?” Drew asked. “Can Flygon ferry all of the Pokémon over?”

“He might have trouble with Mega Steelix,” Brock frowned. “And Mega Tyranitar, actually. We might have to take the long way…”

“You get so used to Pokéballs you really miss them when they’re not there,” May sighed. “Okay, I guess we’ll have to go down to the main level and cross there.”

“That might not be a problem for long,” Drew said, looking back the way they’d come. “That looks like a lot of Deoxys.”

“Geodude!” Brock said. “Can you make a bridge?”

“No can do, Brock,” Geodude said, shaking his head. “This place is full of wires.”

“Underground, then!” May decided. “Tyranitar, can you help keep them away while we look for somewhere?”

Mega Tyranitar nodded. His spines began to light up, energy blazing between them, and then a torrent flashed out towards the oncoming Deoxys horde.

“Ash!” Brock called, hands around his mouth. “Keep going, we’ll try and keep them busy!”


“How many left?” Jenny asked.

“We’re not sure,” her assistant replied. “The cruise ship’s loaded almost to the line – but it’s going to be another load.”

“Then send it off now – the sooner it gets back the sooner we can load everyone,” the chief policewoman said. “How are the defenders?”

“Holding – so far,” he summarized, pointing to the ongoing battle.

Everyone they could find with a Pokémon able to fight was there, with the complete Pokémon Centre complement trying to keep them in fighting trim.

It wasn’t easy. These Deoxys were powerful, if fragile, and vast in number – it seemed like there were always two more to replace one that got knocked out.

As the ship left with a wash of spray from the propellors, someone shouted. “Look out!”

Jenny turned, to see a Blastoise take three Psychic attacks at once and go down. The trainer next to him ordered his Blaziken in to fill the gap, but after four long seconds of one Pokémon doing the work of two the Fighting-type took a bad hit as well – and, pushed beyond endurance, fell backwards.

The swarm of Deoxys flooded through the breach in their defensive line, and then… stopped.

They scanned their vision over the ship, and then over the humans crammed onto the wharf, and turned to leave – but not before picking up both trainer and Pokémon and dumping them on the quayside next to the waiting evacuees.

“What happened?” asked the head Joy, running up.

“I… don’t know,” Jenny admitted. “It’s like they don’t want to beat anyone, just… want us out of the city.”

She raised her voice. “Everyone back onto the docks! There’s no point fighting if it doesn’t want to hurt anyone – not yet, anyway.”

“Right,” her assistant agreed, and turned to spread the orders.

Jenny reached for her side, then sighed. “I miss having Arcanine… and working radios, too.”


“Do you think the others are okay?” Max asked, glancing aside at Ash. “There were a lot of Deoxys…”

“Yeah, I’m sure they’re fine!” Ash replied. “Remember, there’s Mega Tyranitar and Mega Steelix with them – and the others are great at fighting too, so I’m sure they’ll be fine!”

“It’s a good thing that we’ve got Latias flying support, though,” Lucario commented. “Without her we’d be kind of flooded.”

More Deoxys blurred in from above, using Speed formes to close, and Latias fired a blast of Dragonfire from invisibility.

The green cone of energy sliced through the formation, popping about half a dozen Substitutes and making the rest scatter, and Entei skidded to a halt and roared – a roar full of fire and fury as he pushed out a Fire Blast with it.

With lightning speed, some of the Deoxys switched to Defence Form, and others blurred in behind their shielding bubbles of protection to ride out the attack.

“Metagross, push them aside!” Rebecca ordered. “Try and expose the ones hiding behind them!”

“Hah!” Metagross shouted, slamming a metal leg onto the ground, and cracks radiated out from it. The psychic push hit three of the Defence forms, pushing them back, but wasn’t able to actually move them aside.

Latias shimmered into visibility for a brief moment, just long enough to blow one of the clumped groups out of the sky with a Mist Ball, then recloaked and dodged away from the attacks sent her way.

Entei took a Psycho Boost to the side, and staggered – then rallied, roaring, and the flames turned from crackling orange to a shining dusky rose.

“SACRED FIRE!” he roared, in a voice that shook the ground, and the curtain of red flame marched across the sky to smash aside any Deoxys not protected by a shield bubble.

Mega Heracross fired a storm of Pin Missiles into the inferno, and managed to hit one Deoxys hard enough to pop his shield – letting Entei’s raging fire in, and producing a dull and resonant explosion.

“Houndoom, are you okay?” Ash asked, looking down at the panting Dark-type.

“Too many duplicates,” Houndoom got out, between pants. “I’ll be fine with a bit of rest.”

“This isn’t working,” Rebecca said, glancing down at her computer again. “There’s more of them every time – we won’t make it to the lab at this rate.”

“We need to move faster,” Max said. “Arc!”

He raised his Key Stone, concentrating until it blazed, and Arc let out a forceful yap in response – then let Mega Evolution sweep over him, until he stood taller than Rebecca and considerably taller than Ash.

“What do you mean, faster?” Tory asked, apprehensively. “How does that help?”

“This way, Arc’s big enough – and fast enough – for me to ride,” Max explained. “You can come too, and with Entei and Latias we can make it to the lab that way!”

“But…” Tory looked frightened, and cast around for something to say. “What about the other Pokémon? They can’t come with us?”

“We’ll be okay,” Mega Heracross said, noticing a Normal Form Deoxys hovering overhead and firing Pin Missiles at it. “But you need to stop them, or we won’t be for long.”

“Just you?” Ash asked. “Can you manage it on your own?”

“He won’t be alone,” Houndoom said, standing back upright. “I’ll be with him for as long as I can.”

“So will we,” Guy insisted. “Houndoom needs Delta, Lucario, Cinder and I to give him good templates.”

I am too slow, Metagross said reluctantly. So I will stay if you promise me my trainer will be safe.

“I agree. Go!” Lucario nodded.

“But… if I…” Tory shook his head. “I… I know I have to, but I can’t get on a Pokémon!”

“But you need to!” Plusle said, restraining herself from tugging on his trouser leg. “Come on!”

“Plusle, look!” Minun called, pointing.

“Don’t overdo it, Pikachu,” Ash warned. “We’re going to need quite a lot of power to run the lab in a power cut.”

Pikachu nodded, cheeks sparking.

“Look out!” Plusle said, pushing Tory to the side.

He shouted in surprise, landing with an oof on the ground, and watched with surprise as Plusle and Minun linked hands.

A blast of electricity shot out from them both, gaining strength from their opposed polarities and close friendship, and hit an incoming Deoxys-attack.

Then Pikachu obliterated it and the Defence form behind it, but Tory didn’t notice that bit.

“You… saved me,” he said, blinking, and pushed himself onto his side. “I… thank you!”

Plusle and Minun turned, smiling brightly.

Tory hesitated, then picked them both up – one in each hand. “Thank you so much!”

After about ten seconds, he put them down again and tried not to look like he wanted to wear gloves. “I… sorry.”

Plusle shrugged, waving her tail.

“Come on, we need to go!” Ash told him. “Are you okay riding on Latias?”

Tory looked surprised, then nodded. “And… uh, can she take Plusle and Minun too?”

Latias appeared in a flash of blue about ten feet away, and nodded. “I sure can!”

“Okay, Tory, lead the way!” Ash said. “Rebecca, you get on Entei – he can take you.”

“What about you, Ash?” Max asked, as Mega Arc crouched down and Rebecca tried to balance her laptop.

“I’ll be okay,” he shrugged, then took a deep breath. “Okay. Okay, Latias, let’s go!”

Latias sped off, with Entei and Arc breaking into a loping run behind her.

Bringing up the rear was Ash – boots outlined in flickering blue light as he pushed Aura into them and sprinted far faster than he had any right to.

It still meant he was setting the pace, though, and even Arc occasionally had to check his stride to make sure Ash was keeping up.


Twenty miles from Lilycove Harbour, attacks flashed back and forth over the weather deck of Kyogre’s Revenge.

“Be usin’ Thunderbolt!” called one Grunt, and a flash of electrical energy blazed out from his Lapras’ horn.

The attack flickered along the side of the attacking Gyarados, making it moan and fall back.

“Good!” called Shelley. “Keep ‘em from reachin’ us! Repel the scurvy boarders!”

“El-tee!” someone called from the conning tower. “We be about to dive!”

“Right!” she agreed. “All hands below decks! Ready the guns!”

Aqua grunts recalled their Pokémon, falling back with discipline, and the remaining attackers pushed on – until a pattern of shells from the deck gun blasted a waterspout out of the sea and made their Wailmer-shaped boat capsize.

The strongest of their attackers peeled off, ready to help rescue the swimming Pokémon and humans, but a shouted command had her turning again and back on course.

Shelley turned to her most trusted ensign. “You be Scuba qualified?”

“Aye!” the ensign agreed.

“Then be holdin’ em off until we be below the surface,” Shelley told her, and swung herself up to the ladder inside the conning tower before lowering the hatch with a clang.

Now alone on deck except for her graceful Milotic, the ensign readied herself for the coming battle.


Moltres dove, wings flaring, and screeched a challenge – inhaling, then shooting a great cloud of flame.

Using it for a distraction, she closed in faster with her wings swept back. She dove until the pressure hull filled her entire field of vision, then she spat a bright line of heat aimed to burn through the steel and prevent the Aqua sub from diving.

Water splashed into the side of her beak, and she stumbled in the air – then pulled up, barely avoiding a crash, and glanced over at the Wailmerbot.

Jessie and James were on the slowly sinking hull, wet but out of immediate danger, and as she watched Victreebel retrieved a soaking Audino from the sea.

Glad her friends were okay, Moltres banked around again and focused on the Milotic.

That had to go.

She gained height, wings spreading as she drank in the sun’s energy, and then lanced a powerful green-yellow Solarbeam straight down.

“Muddy Water!” the ensign said crisply, and Moltres hissed as the mud and dirt dulled and scattered the energy of her Solarbeam.

The brownish liquid fell back with a splitterplish across the weather deck, and a moment later great fountains of bubbles rose up from along both flanks of the submarine.

Moltres knew what that meant – they were running out of time.

She elected to try a different tactic. Pulling up in an elegant backflip which made the incoming Bubblebeam miss, she spun briefly before diving out of the sky in a dramatic stoop.

Light flared on the leading edges of her wings, building a golden phoenix like a larger version of herself, and she fired the Sky Attack directly at Milotic – judging that, if it didn’t knock the Water-type out, it would at least send her flying.

There was a red flash, and then Milotic was gone and water was everywhere.

Moltres winced as water battered the base of her flaming wings, and she forced out a Heat Wave to knock some of the impact aside. Then she pitched down to attack-

-and a Water Pulse smacked her in the side, nearly knocking her into the water.

Slamming through a wave, Moltres spluttered and thrashed at the air to get back up before she crashed entirely. What-

Looking back, she saw the Milotic for a moment before it and its trainer were pulled underwater by the submerging Aqua ship.

She had to think for a moment before she got it. The Aqua trainer must have recalled her Milotic for just long enough to get it out of the line of attack – then sent it out again quickly enough to counter.

That was… annoying.

Sighing, she turned towards the sinking boat to pick up her trainers. With everyone in Pokéballs, it would be just Jessie, James and Meowth – which she could carry.


“That be fine work!” Archie roared, slamming his fist down on the padded armrest. “Fine work indeed! Be givin’ that grunt a promotion!”

“She already be an Ensign,” Matt reminded him. “The only level after that be Lieutenant, if you be Captain.”

“So she be an el-tee!” Archie confirmed. “An’ be makin’ sure you be stoppin’ to take her on board through one of the escape hatches, too…”

He sat back. “We be havin’ the Orb… we be havin’ the location… now nothin’ be stoppin’ us.”

“Except Magma,” Shelley pointed out. “They be havin’ an Orb too.”

Archie gave her a look.


“How are you holding up?” Brock asked, looking between the Rock-type and the Steel-type.

“I’m okay for now,” Mega Tyranitar reported, his deep voice reverberating in the confined space. “Kind of tired, but not tired enough to stop me fighting.”

“I’m all right as well,” Mega Steelix agreed.

“You’re some of the only ones,” Geodude said, lowering his aching hands. “I’ve never pulled bedrock up that far before…”

“It’s going to be useful, though,” Brock noted. “With that kind of reinforcement, hopefully Deoxys can’t get into the building.”

“You did see what they were doing when an attack hit, right?” Drew asked.

“…okay, it means we’ll have some warning,” Brock amended. “How’s your team doing, May?”

“Venusaur says she’s okay, but I think she’s more tired than she’s letting on,” May hedged. “She took a Psychic, and she is Poison-type. Glaceon is better, but Blaziken’s about ready to fall over.”

“I’m fine,” Blaziken insisted, one blazing palm on his side.

“You’re not!” May said, shaking her head. “I saw that attack hit you – and that was after a long battle, too. I appreciate that you want to protect me, but you’re not invincible.”

“I should-”

“Don’t finish that,” Roserade said, shaking her head. “It’s not going to end well.”

Blaziken shook his head stubbornly, then sat down – harder than he probably intended.

“If I could I’d put you back in your Pokéball for a rest,” May said. “But since I can’t… just take care of yourself, okay?”

Blaziken huffed.

“And I thought he was the mature one,” Leafeon chuckled.

Her daughter smiled. “Well, you know how it is…”

“What now?” Drew asked, peering through the slit in Geodude’s earth wall. “Do we just stay in here?”

“For now, yeah,” May confirmed. “Everyone’s tired, and hungry – but even without a Pokémon centre we should be much better after a few minutes’ rest.”

She glanced back to where Flygon sat, somewhat awkwardly, on a bench. “Besides, we might need to help Ash in a bit. You heard about the robot thing, right?”

“Of course I heard about the robot thing,” Drew said. “Why?”

“Well… knowing our luck, that’s going to happen again too,” May pointed out. “And if Flygon’s ready to fly when it does, then he can fly one of us up to help disable the robot. Much quicker than what Ash did last time… and less dangerous, too.”

“Why, what did Ash do last time?” Drew asked. “I heard about the robots going haywire, but the actual solution must have been some kind of rumour – all I heard was about jumping across floating robots in mid air.”

“That’s pretty much exactly what did happen,” May confirmed.

I have pictures, Ethan informed him. Would you like to see?

“…oh, right, of course it was real,” the Coordinator sighed. “Okay… and what were you doing during the attack?”

“Mostly getting caught, running away, and helping power the city,” May shrugged. “No biggie.”

At his expression, she relented. “Okay, well – basically, the shield Deoxys put up stopped any wind from getting in, so the turbines shut down.”

“That shut down power for the whole city?” Drew asked, blinking. “There’s river current and wave generators too…”

“I guess that with the shield up it must have stopped the river flowing through as well,” Brock guessed. “It didn’t cross the whole river on both sides, so it would have flowed around the island and headed out to sea. And the waves is obvious.”

“Why don’t we have solar power, I swear…”

Leafeon watched her trainer lie back on one of the benches and sigh, then chuckled and flirted her tail.

“Trainers,” she said to Glaceon.

“I know-” Glaceon began.

“Really?” May asked, hands on hips. “What about trainers?”

“…um…” Glaceon looked guilty. “…can I not answer?”

“Like, you should have stopped talking a while ago,” said Skitty, yawning from her position in May’s bag.

After a particularly unfortunate Assist had led to her using Explosion, she was out of the running for battles for now.

The ground shook, and May glanced nervously up at the ceiling.

“It’ll be okay,” Brock told her. “Geodude builds strong.”

“I guess,” May agreed, looking over at the Pokémon providing them light. “And thanks, you two.”

“My pleasure,” Stantler said, his antlers glowing faintly.

“Wait,” Drew said, sitting up and giving a puzzled frown. “That’s an illusion, right?”

Stantler nodded.

“So how come we can see by the light it’s making?”

“…good question,” Stantler admitted. He glanced at Ninetales. “Any ideas?”

Ninetales gave a many-tailed shrug.


Entei vaulted a ten-foot security barrier, skidded on the gravel, and came to a halt just outside the main door of the LaRousse Research Institute’s main laboratory building.

“There,” he said, mildly. “Told you we didn’t need to stop.”

“It was a request,” Rebecca said, getting off and looking faintly green. She rubbed her aches. “I much prefer riding Metagross…”

Latias airbraked and came to a much smoother halt, letting Tory climb gratefully off and drop the last few inches to the ground.

“Thanks,” he said, checking Plusle and Minun were okay. “That was really fast – I was kind of too scared of that to remember to be worried about Pokémon, I guess.”

The drumbeat of paws from the other side of the security barrier slowed, and then Max let out a breathless shout as Mega Arc jumped right to the top of the barrier.

His paws wobbled for a moment as he scrabbled for purchase, then Latias stretched out her arms and gave him an extra push to levitate both him and his passenger over the wall.

“Is that all of us?” Rebecca asked, counting Pokémon.

She frowned. “Wait, where’s Ash?”

Ash jumped over the wall.

“…okay,” she said, then nodded her head in agreement. “I suppose I should have expected that by now.”

“Which way to the lab?” Ash asked, brushing gravel off his boots.

“Are you okay, Ash?” Max said, giving him a look of concern. “You seem kind of tired…”

“I am a bit,” Ash admitted. “Mostly because of that run.”

“Wait, I didn’t see that,” Rebecca blinked. “You ran?”

“Yeah?” Max said. “He was doing it all the way here.”

“I was too busy trying not to fall off,” Rebecca said.

“Okay, I think I’ve worked out how to open the doors,” Entei said.

He inhaled, and let out a blast of Sacred Fire which blew them off their hinges.

“Hey, that’s my dad’s work!” Tory protested.

“The locks are electronic and the power is out, we would need to have done it somehow,” Entei said.

“When did you learn Sacred Fire?” Pikachu asked, interested.

“It was back allowance,” Entei replied. “Long story. Now, which room did your father work in?”

“Uh… this way,” Tory said, stepping gingerly over the solidifying glass.


AN:


Fortunately for Ash and co., they are rather better armed than last time.

In fact, between the Megas, the experienced Pokémon, the Legendaries and the fact almost everyone was out of their Pokéballs, they’re doing about as well as the evacuation effort.

There’s also Tory working out his problems… oh, yeah, and something about Team Aqua too.

…really, when you think about it, Deoxys-purple’s plan kind of assumed no-one would object to being moved out of the city by a horde of alien Pokémon.






159. Destiny Deoxys 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


Everything in the lab was still and quiet, not even disturbed by the hum of fans or the flash of LEDs.

The voices outside filtered faintly through the door. “…this one.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’ve come here plenty of times…”

A Pokémon said something in a rumbling voice.

“No, I’ll do it.”

“Wait!”

The door handle creaked, and Max pushed the lab door open.

“It wasn’t locked,” he said, stepping into the room.

Ash let the blue glow on his palm die away. “…I would have checked that eventually.”

“No, you wouldn’t,” Pikachu replied. “Okay, we’re here. What now?”

“I don’t even know where to start,” Rebecca said, staring at the complicated equipment.

“Hey, look, there’s the meteorite – and that’s you!” Tory said, suddenly excited, and looked at the shimmering projection of his friend.

The turquoise diamond pulsed, sending out a feeling of agreement.

“So I guess we need to get him out of there,” Ash thought out loud. “Was that what your dad was trying to do?”

“I guess it must be,” Tory agreed. “Do any of your Pokémon have any ideas? Latias?”

“I can use Healing Wish,” Latias suggested.

Let’s not do that unless we have to, it’ll tire you out far too much… and we don’t know if it would work anyway. That heals Pokémon, but I think Deoxys’ problem is that he isn’t a Pokémon at all any more.

Dexter beeped, planes trying to draw themselves in the air for a moment, then he abandoned the attempt. I hate this EM interference… Ash, can you point me at the lab gear?

“Sure,” Ash agreed readily, shifting the camera on his Pokédex so it pointed at each computer in turn.

Okay… right… right, that’s a laser grid… I think I know what this is for.

“Well, don’t leave us in suspense,” Max asked.

It is designed to feed energy into the core at a precise frequency, matching the frequency of Deoxys’ own natural energy pattern.

“Right, so it amplifies the pattern to the point Deoxys can recover,” Rebecca said. “Okay… so the first question is, does it work as it’s supposed to.”

I am not sure, Dexter admitted. We would need to run diagnostics – and the power is off.

“I can handle that,” Pikachu said. “Okay, is there somewhere to plug me in?”

Ash looked around. “What am I looking for?”

“What’s that?” Tory asked, looking up.

“I’m looking for somewhere we can plug Pikachu in.”

Rebecca frowned, then opened a cupboard. “Here! There’s some plugs here, at any rate… we should use this.”

She frowned. “But… wait. How is this going to even be possible? We can’t run the computers unplugged, that would defeat the point – you’re going to have to power… however much of the city this is connected to!”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked. “Okay, then.”

“Do you think you can do this, Pikachu?” Ash asked, seriously.

Pikachu thought about it. “Hmmm… okay. I know – being serious here – that I’m really powerful. I’m not sure I’m powerful enough on my own… but we don’t have to do it with me on my own.”

He tossed his head at Arc. “He can help.”

Arc blinked. “What’s that?”

“It’ll work,” Pikachu said, nodding.

It is worth a try, at least, Dexter admitted. Rebecca, please make what preparations you can. We are going to have Pikachu and Arc try to power the computers.

“Okay,” Rebecca said, a little dubiously. She tapped on her laptop a bit, then hit enter, and took out an interface cable before plugging it into the main desktop. “Right, my Porygon’s ready to try and get into the computers if they go on.”

“Ready?” Pikachu asked, looking up at Arc.

“Sure,” Arc agreed. He shook himself, fur rubbing against itself and producing a slightly greasy feel, and then electricity sparked on his horns.

“Hit me if I ask for it,” Pikachu instructed… then took a deep breath, and channelled electricity into the power cable.

There was a crackling flash, and then the computer fans all turned on at once.

“Are you holding up okay?” Ash asked.

“Are they starting up?”

“Nothing yet,” Rebecca said, reading it off the screen.

Pikachu increased the voltage, then signalled, and Arc hit him with a Thunderbolt – a continuous flowing blaze of electricity.

“He’s in!” Rebecca reported suddenly. “Okay, there’s some experiment notes… and a couple of instruction manuals…”

She looked over at the Electric-types. “And shutdown, Porygon!”

Pikachu held it a few seconds longer, until the screens went blank again, and let out a sigh. “Okay, I think I’ve got a feel for it now.”

“That was awesome, Pikachu!” Ash said, picking him up and chuckling at the bzzt of static. “How much was he powering?”

Good question, Dexter admitted. It is hard to say.

“Give me a minute and Porygon can have a list of instructions for us,” Rebecca said. “How long can you keep that up?”

“That much? Several minutes,” Pikachu said, flipping his tail. “The more you ask for, the quicker I run out, though – and I don’t know how long Arc can keep me topped up.”

“Can’t Plusle and Minun help too?” Tory asked. “They’re Electric-types too.”

“I’ve got Lightningrod!” Plusle said. “And Plus! So Minun and I can give you a lot of electricity!”

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “Anything we can get, I guess.”

“And I can electrocute the whole lab!” Arc barked. “You know, Electric Terrain!”

Ash and Max stared at him.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Max said, slowly. “So… no, not unless you can make it just affect the floor.”


As they talked, Tory sat down on a chair.

“I really hope this works,” he said, reaching up to almost-touch Deoxys. “I want to meet you – and I really want to help you get back to your friend.”

Deoxys replied with a pulse of mental sensation, and Tory frowned.

“Other?” he repeated. “What do you mean?”

Deoxys repeated the pulse, and then followed it with a flash of more familiar meaning.

“Other… friend?” Tory said. “Other friend? Oh – oh!”

He smiled. “I’m… thank you!”


“Okay, I think that’s set up,” Rebecca said, getting up and brushing her hands off. “Everything’s plugged in where it should be, and the switches are in the right places.”

“Great!” Tory replied, giving her a nod of thanks. “Okay, uh… how do we do this?”

“Plusle and Minun build up their charge,” Ash began, pointing at them. “When they’re ready, they and Arc fire it at Pikachu, who channels it into the power grid. Once it’s working, then your Porygon activates the machinery and revives Deoxys!”

“Is that okay, Plusle? Minun?” Tory asked.

The two Electric-types exchanged a glance, then gave him thumbs-up.

Minun took the Magnet that Max offered her, then she and Plusle touched their tails to one another.

A spark jumped between them, and both Cheering Pokémon gasped. Then their cheeks began to glow as they channelled energy into one another, letting it increase in power as it flowed back and forth.

Plusle reached out her paw to Minun, and the two touched – and, as the electrical energy began to follow the loop instead of just going back and forth, the power jumped.

“Okay, Arc!” Max said. “Remember, don’t use it all in one go. Hold back until Pikachu really needs a lot!”

“Right!” Mega-Arc woofed, his own coat fizzing with stored electricity.

Pikachu took a step, adjusting his stance, and then began to funnel power into the power system again.

His orange cheeks glowed faintly, and his ears shot off stray bolts which flowed back into his tail and rejoined his main voltage wells.

“Okay, that should get it working,” he said.

“It looks like it’s coming online,” Rebecca reported, glued to the screen of her laptop. “What do we need to do, Porygon?”

Instructions flashed past, and Rebecca pointed. “Okay! Tory, you hit that switch there. Max, that one!”

“Right!” Max agreed, taking the lever switch and pulling it down with a click.

“Okay, the laser’s in the circuit,” Rebecca said, adjusting her glasses. “That means we need full power – now!”

Plusle and Minun fired. Mega Arc also fired.

The torrent of electrical energy poured into Pikachu, making his corona of power blaze, and several red bars began to turn green on Rebecca’s laptop display.

“Okay, it’s working,” she said. “The laser’s powering up!”


As the big ferry pulled away from LaRousse docks, Jenny sighed – looking back at her city.

“Sidney can’t get here soon enough,” she said, noticing a Mantine swimming in the water just offshore.

“Officer, look!” someone called, running over with his Blaziken. “There’s still lights on!”

“But…” Jenny frowned. “They were off a moment ago. And the power’s out. How…”


“Nearly there,” Rebecca said. “Eighty-five percent.”

Plusle suddenly collapsed, panting. Minun reached down to help her sister, but even their Plus-Minus synergy couldn’t restore the exhausted Electric-type – and a moment later the Magnet’s effects ran out, and Minun slumped to the floor as well.

“You did great,” Tory assured them, then looked worriedly at the other two.

Arc’s flanks were heaving like he’d run a marathon, and he was visibly drooping. Pikachu looked a little better, but it was anyone’s guess how long he’d be able to keep it up without Arc’s support.

“This is going to be too close,” Rebecca said, keeping an eye on the Electric-types. “I wish we could be sure it’s going to work.”

I’ll help! Jirachi’s voice came. Wish granted!

“Jirachi?” Ash asked, startled. “Wasn’t he in-”

“I think he was just asleep!” Max replied. “Jirachi, watch out-”

It was too late. Jirachi’s tags flashed from inside Max’s bag, and then the charging bar flashed through the last few percent in a few seconds.

A laser array flickered with light, pulsing green energy into the crystalline lozenge that was Deoxys’ core.

The projection flickered, dissolving into light and flowing down to return to its body. A moment later, the whole room lit up.

“Sequence is nearly complete,” Rebecca reported – then there was a pulse of psychic energy and the whole room shook.

Arc stumbled, caught off guard, and landed on Pikachu.

“Ow!”

“Did it work?” Tory asked, as the lasers shut down. “Deoxys? Are you…”

Success. Gratitude. Deep thanks.

A shining ball of light rose from the meteorite, developing arms and legs and a head, and the glass shattered.

“All right!” Ash said, grinning. “We did it!”

Rebecca unplugged her laptop now the job was done, and closed it. “Great work, Porygon!”

“What now?” Max asked. “I kind of lost track.”

“We need to get this Deoxys to its friend, and get it to stop attacking the city,” Ash reminded him. “Tory, can you ask him?”

“Can you?” Tory asked, looking up at Deoxys. “The other Deoxys is doing a lot of damage to the city…”

Affirmative. Safety. Agreement.

Deoxys turned, to examine the other Legendaries in the room. Gratitude. Recognition.

“It’s a very strange dialect, isn’t it…” Entei mused.

There was a mumble.

“What was that?” Rebecca asked.

Tory glanced around. “Wait. Where’s your Pikachu, Ash?”

Another mumble, this time quite loud and from underneath the slumbering no-longer-Mega Arc.

“…I’d better get him off,” Ash said.


May looked up. “The power’s back on?”

“I guess whatever was stopping it from being on just… stopped stopping it?” Drew said. “Does that mean Deoxys is gone?”

It may mean that. But-

Ethan paused, and when he resumed there was a note of alarm in his voice. There is considerable EM traffic on the radio bands! It seems that the robots have gone haywire.

“What, again?” Brock asked. “What do we do?”

Ethan emitted several electronic unpleasantries in a sound like a modem trying to convey deep pain, then resumed talking. We should attempt to locate the centre of the disturbance and neutralize the control unit.

“Sounds like a plan!” May agreed. “Okay, Flygon, we’re going to need your help!”

“It is dangerous out there, May,” Blaziken said. “I don’t want you to-”

“We need to help,” May replied. “I know, you’re afraid I might get hurt. But we can’t let that stop us – come on!”

She pointed. “Geodude, let’s get a hole in that wall! Mega Tyranitar, if you’re able to fight then you go first – we’re going to need to make sure Flygon’s got a clear path to carry one of the passes up.”


“Right… here we go,” Ash said, straightening his legs.

Arc shifted, rolling off Pikachu, and the smaller Electric-type let out a relieved gasp.

“Couldn’t you have just lifted him off?” Max asked, frowning. “I mean… Arc’s not that heavy.”

“Say that after you’ve been drained nearly dry then trapped under something four times your weight,” Pikachu fired back. “Maybe I can get Raikou to sit on you…”

“Pikachu!” Ash admonished, making sure Arc was lying fairly comfortably before looking up. “I know you’re feeling kind of upset…”

Pikachu waved a paw. “Sorry, I’m just… yeah, I was feeling really kind of cool for running that much of the city, and then all of a sudden…”

Ash picked him up. “Well, I still think it was cool.”

Understanding.

“Yes, we don’t mind visitors,” Entei confirmed. “But Rayquaza is used to what comes into the atmosphere being a meteorite that might wipe out much of the life on the planet… so he is not inclined to be forgiving.”

Comprehension. Communication. Query?

“Try Cresselia, she’s usually on the moon,” Entei recommended. “And she can help to schedule things. I would recommend Darkrai but he’s Dark-type and you don’t speak.”

“This is really bizarre to watch,” Rebecca said frankly.

“Deoxys!” Tory asked, drawing the attention of the Psychic-type. “We need to let your friend know that it’s okay to stop tearing up the city. How can you do that?”

Remembrance. Planning.

Deoxys’ tendrils unwound, forming a straight pair of red and blue wires as it changed to Attack Form. It gestured, and the ceiling blew up.

The floor above contained teaching rooms, and the floor above that was for maintenance. Both were badly damaged as Deoxys blew a hole straight to the roof of the building with a mighty hammer of psionic force.

“Whoa!” Max said, raising his arms over his head as a defence, and Latias’ eyes glowed as she stopped a desk from falling down into the room.

“Deoxys,” Tory groaned. “Could you try not to break things?”

Incomprehension.

“It’s called property damage,” Latias said, discarding the desk. “You’re supposed to not break something if it’s not yours in the first place – because that’s not nice to the person who does own it.”

Deoxys produced a red aurora for a moment. Embarrassment.

“It’s not that bad,” Tory hastened to reassure him. “I mean… uh, it’s only a building. It’s not too hard to fix.”

Gratitude, Deoxys sent, and then raised his tendrils. Decision. Upwards motion.

A glow formed around almost all the trainers and Pokémon, and then Deoxys lost his concentration in surprise as four hundred robotic cubes poured in through the ceiling.

“Oh, great…” Max said, the moment before Entei roared out a blast of flame which detonated in the middle of the formation.

“Ash!” Latias called, pointing at her Mega Stone, and Ash unlimbered his staff to help her Mega Evolve too.

“Why are things never simple?” Pikachu asked. “I really hoped we weren’t going to have to deal with the robots…”


Charizard rolled, dodging away from a pack of Deoxys, and used a Fire Blast to destroy four of them before the rest could switch to Defence form and endure the attack.

Making hay while the sun shone, he dove away from the slow Deoxys, and then blinked in surprise as he saw the hordes of robots forming in the streets.

“…whatever,” he decided, shrugging his wings, and blasted a quick Inferno down at them to get their attention before flying just feet above the robotic army.

Pulling up and glancing back, he spotted that several Deoxys had been lured into going too low.

“I love it when that works,” Charizard grinned.

Wings crackling, he looked around for somewhere else to join in.


Blue light blazed down a street, scattering cuboidal robots like ninepins.

“Great shot!” May said. “Okay, Mega Tyranitar – sit back and recharge for a bit. Beautifly, Swablu – what can you see?”

Swablu dove down to fly around her head. “I’ve got no idea how cities like this even work,” he admitted. “There’s some Deoxys coming from that way, but I don’t know where to start looking for where we should go.”

“That’s okay,” May told him. “Just do your best.”

Swablu nodded, hovering for a moment, and headed skywards again.

“What kind of attacks do you even use on robots?” Drew asked, kicking one. “I mean… are they Steel type or what?”

“I think the best thing to do is just use attacks which knock them out of the way,” Brock suggested. “Iron Tail, Mega Steelix!”

Mega Steelix used Iron Tail, and scattered more of the ‘bots.

“They’re not dangerous, exactly,” he added. “Just really in the way. And I’m kind of afraid a Deoxys will get us when we’re distracted…”

A Deoxys came hurtling towards them, passed about ten feet over their heads, hit a building, and dissolved.

“Brock! May!”

Lucario skidded to a halt, panting. “How are things?”

“Not bad,” Brock told him. “Considering. Where’s Ash?”

“He went on ahead,” Lucario replied. “We stayed to slow them down.”

The wave of his hand took in Metagross, Houndoom, Mega Heracross and the others.

“No Entei?” Brock asked.

“He took Rebecca onwards,” Lucario summarized. “Okay, how do we deal with the robots?”

I have an idea, Ethan told them. These robots must all be connected to the one giving orders. I can use that to determine where the central node is.

His scanner began to flash erratically. The information codes should not be that complicated to intercept, they are using wireless. I should be able to access-

Mega Steelix used Iron Tail again, sweeping away a wave of cube-bots that were about to come crashing down on Mega Tyranitar.

I was working on one of those! Ethan called, annoyed. I will have to start over from the beginning.


“I never realized the robots were a defence system,” Tory said, as Entei smashed one to pieces with powerful blows of his paws.

“I don’t think they are, I think they just went haywire,” Rebecca told him. “If they were a defence system they’d be able to do something more sophisticated than this.”

“Can’t we get Jirachi to fix it?” Ash asked, looking over to Max.

Sorry, Ash, Jirachi replied, yawning. I didn’t know how much energy that wish would take… I’m exhausted.

“I guess that’s not surprising, since it seems to have fixed the entire power grid,” Rebecca said – before folding up her laptop. “We can’t just stay here forever, sooner or later the robots are going to decide to build a roof. What now?”

“We get Deoxys to Deoxys!” Ash said. “Tory, can you ask Deoxys to lift the others again? Mega Latias can’t carry everyone.”

Understanding, Deoxys sent, and everyone except for Ash and Pikachu – Entei, Rebecca, Plusle and Minun, Tory, Max, Jirachi and even the unconscious Arc – were lifted a few inches with a glow of light surrounding them.

“Why are you assuming I’ll carry you?” Mega Latias asked innocently, then giggled. “Okay, climb on!”

Ash did so, cradling Pikachu against his chest with one arm, and both Psychic-types lifted the group towards the roof.

Emerging into clear air, they looked around with surprise at the city.

“I didn’t realize there were this many robots,” Rebecca blinked. “Is this all the spares in the city as well?”

“Must be,” Max agreed. “Okay, where’s the original other Deoxys? Ash, can you tell?”

Ash closed his eyes, looking around, then shook his head. “Sorry, there’s Deoxys substitutes everywhere – I can’t tell.”

“Can you make substitutes to look?” Tory asked his friend. “Is that something you’re strong enough to do?”

In reply, Deoxys spread its arms. It shimmered, producing a dozen duplicates, and they all shifted to Speed form before spreading out.

They hung there for several seconds, then Ash pointed. “Hey, look – it’s Charizard! Hey, Charizard!”

“Ash, he’s almost half a mile away,” Max pointed out. “And it’s pretty noisy anyway.”

“Oh, right…”

One of the Speed doubles flashed back over to Deoxys and clicked.

Recognition! Deoxys pulsed, and began to move over – with the trainers and Pokémon bobbing along behind. Friendship!

Mega Latias darted ahead, firing a blast of Psybeam to ward off an Attack form which looked like it was charging up an attack, and then – in a surprisingly short space of time – they were approaching the purple Deoxys.

Friend! Deoxys pulsed.

The purple Deoxys froze for a moment, then turned around. Friend?

Friend, Green Deoxys agreed.

Green Deoxys deposited the friends on a nearby rooftop, and then spread its arms.

Purple Deoxys spread its arms as well.

Ash quietly told Charizard not to attack them.

Two aurorae pulsed out from the pair of Psychic-types, spreading and intermingling.

Then approximately a thousand cube robots tried to hit them both, which spoiled the mood.


Okay, that is it! Ethan declared. Mega Tyranitar, could you grab me one of those robots?

The Dark-type picked one up, kicking a few others bouncing off down the street, and lumbered back over to May.

“What’s this for?” he asked.

Whenever I try to hack into one, you or Mega Steelix or Lucario or someone kicks it into the distance and I lose the connection. So hold still!

Blaziken ducked an attack from a Deoxys substitute which was still around, backflipped onto a street light, and hit the Deoxys with a Flamethrower which plumed out of a sweeping high kick.

He landed back down, spotted the robot, and was about to protest when Lucario headed him off with an upraised palm. “It’ll be okay, Blaziken. Let Ethan do his thing.”

“I wasn’t going to say anything,” Blaziken muttered unconvincingly.

Okay, let’s see… Ethan vocalized absently. And… there!

The ‘bot twitched, and rose a few inches into the air. The running lights changed, going from red to a pale pastel blue.

“What did you do?” Drew asked, watching it apprehensively.

It is now under my control, Ethan explained. Excuse me a moment.

His screen dimmed slightly, and the cube-bot spun off towards a group of other cube-bots.

It was easy to tell which one it was at first, the blue light marking it out. Then it disappeared for a moment, and emerged once more.

“How’s that supposed to help?” Brock asked, curious. “Where’s the control robot?”

I have determined the location of the control robot, Ethan told him. This, however, is something else which may be useful.

“Wait, which one of the blue ones did you do?” May said, looking closer. “I can see at least three.”

There are currently sixteen, Ethan explained smugly. Now thirty-two.

“Are you making them take over other robots?” asked Roserade. “Is that possible?”

I have had to rewrite a few subroutines to optimize my multithreading, but yes, Ethan replied. I am using most of the processing capability of the robots to run them, and the remainder is going to spreading my control program.

By now, most of the swarm nearest them had gone blue. As the remaining red robots got chased down and converted, Ethan made the remainder – several hundred strong – rise into the air, then form a large disc out of two layers of floating cubes.

Climb on, he suggested. Do not worry, it can take the weight of even the big Mega Evolved Pokémon. It is-is-is well designed.

“Ethan!” May gasped, looking down at his chassis. “Are you okay?”

Difficulties integrating processing threads, Ethan told her. I am already applying a patch. I will-be fine.

May looked dubious, but got on anyway. “Uh… make sure it stays low, okay? Just in case.”

As the others climbed aboard, more blue cubes flowed in to make their floating disc, and then it rose smoothly into the air and began moving through the streets.

“Am I still needed?” Flygon asked, looking over at Brock before glancing towards Ethan. “If this disc thing can fly, I mean.”

“It’s probably still good if we have you for backup,” Brock decided. “We don’t know if what Ethan’s doing is going to work that close to the core robot.”

I will notice if my control is being overridden, Ethan assured him.

They passed between two skyscrapers, one of them with several windows broken.

“The sad thing is that the city’s actually quite well off compared to last time,” Drew sighed. “Hopefully we’ll get this sorted out before Rayquaza shows up.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “I mean – if it wasn’t for the Rayquaza thing, and for how Deoxys needed to be revived, we might have been able to just stay away from LaRousse.”

“I believe it would likely have followed us there,” Lucario said. “Though having this battle in the countryside might have been easier on the local property values.”

“There it is!” May said, pointing. “That’s the core robot. Okay, Ethan, how close can you get us?”

Increased signal traffic, the electronic Pokémon reported. I believe we have been noticed… we may not be able to get as close as I had hoped.

“Okay,” May said, reaching into her pocket. “Uh… where is it… here! Flygon, can you take this to the robot? Just hold it up and make it scan it!”

“I can do that,” Flygon agreed, taking May’s pass.

His wings buzzed, and he pushed off – just before some more cubes came towards Ethan’s floating platform.


Flygon dodged left, wove right, went underneath a pair of cubes which seemed to be aiming to knock him out of the sky, and pulled up to hover just in front of the main robot.

Knocking one of the cube-bots out of the way with a tail-swipe, he held the card up. “Okay, here goes!”

There was a beep.

The main robot scanned the card, processed it, and got back a result. Welcome: May Maple.

Then it went right back to shooting cubes at Flygon.


“What?” May asked, as Flygon used Dragon Pulse to blast his way clear and dove for the street. “But that worked last time! That’s not fair!”

“How was that supposed to work?” Drew asked.

“Well, last time… uh, the scan of the card meant the robots had to… something about a server?” May looked at Brock for help.

“It has to check the server to verify the card, so it means it can be reset from the main control room,” Brock filled in.

“Did you contact anyone to try that from the main control room?” Lucario asked.

There was a silence.

“Ah,” Brock said. “We may have a problem.”

No we don’t, Ethan insisted, and their platform hit the ground with a grating thud. As of now, I hereby declare there to be no problem at all.

His projector fizzed, and May grabbed it out of her pocket. “Ethan!”

Ethan materialized in a flash of blue and purple light, forcing smoothly rendered curves and shapes through the electromagnetic interference, and his eyes flashed. Full factory reset, full scope. No exceptions.

All the cubes stopped working. They came to a halt in the sky, lights dying as they went completely black, and then began to lower themselves to the ground.

For several seconds, it rained robots.

Mega Steelix raised his tail to cover the other humans and Pokémon, stopping them from being hit by falling cubes, and then slowly lowered it once the cascade was over.

“…Ethan?” May asked, blinking. “What the heck just happened to you?”

Ethan accessed a nearby security camera and viewed himself from the outside.

Ah, he said. I seem to have discovered how Porygon look once they have evolved.

“What’s that even called?” Drew asked.

Porygon…X? Ethan suggested. Porygon 2, now with improved pixel shader?

No-one laughed.

Kris gets my jokes… he muttered.


“I guess it’s over,” Tory said, as Deoxys slowly lowered them to the ground. “Or… I hope it’s over.”

“Unless Rayquaza shows up in the next ten minutes, it probably is,” Ash agreed.

He got off Mega Latias’ back, and relaxed the mental connection that was keeping his Pokémon Mega-Evolved.

Max frowned, then reached for his belt and clicked a Pokéball. Arc vanished into it, and he let out a sigh of relief. “Good…”

“The Pokéballs work again?” Rebecca asked. “It would have been nice to have them before, but better late than never…”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, returning Charizard. “I wonder where the others are?”

He looked around, then pointed. “Over there – come on!”

“Wait!” Tory asked. “I – sorry, but… I wanted to say goodbye.”

He turned to Deoxys. “I guess this is goodbye, right? I mean… your friend came down to help you, so… now you can go home.”

Deoxys-green turned to Deoxys-purple, and they exchanged a long look of wordless – and probably wireless – communication.

Then Deoxys-green returned his gaze to Tory. Goodbye, friend. Selfhood. Visit.

“You’ll visit?” Tory said, a smile breaking out. “Great! I mean – I’ll look forward to it!”

Anticipation, Deoxys-green agreed. Softness. Arrival.

“Yeah, I guess crash-landing isn’t a great way to arrive…”

Preparation. Information. Guidance.

Tory tried to work out what that meant. “You… want me to help other Deoxys look around?”

Deoxys nodded.

“Hey, what about us?” Plusle asked.

“Yeah!” Minun agreed. “Can we stay with you?”

Tory looked down at hearing their voices, then remembered Ash could translate. “Uh – what did they say?”

“I guess you’ve got a couple of Pokémon who’d really like you to train them,” Ash smiled. “What do you think?”

“He’s not allowed to say no!” Plusle insisted. “Unless he really, really wants to, I guess…”

Tory looked at them, and seemed to be thinking hard for a moment. Then he stepped back a pace, and looked over at Max.

“Do you have a couple of spare Pokéballs?” he asked.

Plusle and Minun blinked, then looked at one another, then started dancing. “Yay!”

“You won’t regret it!” Minun agreed, and practically jumped at the first Pokéball Tory got from Max.

Plusle went into the second, and they stayed in for just long enough to let the capture register before coming right back out again and hugging onto Tory’s legs.

“Hey, slow down!” Tory asked, laughing. “We probably need a trip to the Pokémon centre, anyway…”

“Actually, that’s probably the best idea,” Max agreed. “Arc’s kind of exhausted… is there one that’s still open?”


So, you see, Mewtwo explained, floating along placidly with his arms crossed. I feel that it’s an unprecedented opportunity to show the reality of Legendary Pokémon to the world. In particular, I think that if humans know about you then they’re less likely to annoy you.

“I can see the logic,” Rayquaza admitted, tail lashing. “But I also feel that if humans knew about us – in greater detail – then they might come after us more.”

You’re talking to someone who tried that, Mewtwo shrugged. It did not work. You need to have allies, because your enemies are the kinds of people who seek you out anyway – and if they’re the only ones who know about you, you have a problem.

The Psychic-type made a dismissive gesture. But I’ve kept you talking for hours. I suppose it’d be best to just ask again when the time comes for interviews.

“Perhaps so,” Rayquaza agreed. “In any case, I suppose it’ll be interesting to see how Legendary Pokémon interact with humans these days.”

In great quantity and usually around one specific person, Mewtwo replied. Anyway. I will see you at a later date.

With that, Mewtwo vanished.

Rayquaza did a slow roll. “Perhaps it would be a good idea…” he mused. “After all, Groudon and Kyogre have been quiet lately.”


“So… uh, I guess the big question is – what happened?” Ash asked.

I am not entirely sure myself, Ethan replied, floating over the table. I applied multiplexing in order to run multiple robots, and the optimization process seems to have triggered something.

“Hopefully the others won’t have to fight swarms of robots to evolve,” Max said. “It’d be kind of… inconvenient…”

“We should tell Dr. Akihibara about it,” May decided. “That way he’ll be able to… uh, do something with the information, I guess. Maybe tell if there’s a way to recreate the situation without the robots?”

“It’s worth a try,” Brock nodded.

“So,” Max added. “How does it feel?”

Smoother, Ethan decided after a little thought. My basic processes run more smoothly and without as much impact on my CPU, so I can multithread better. Not faster, but more subjects at once.

Now you’re just making us jealous, Kris noted blandly.


“…so, you would say it went more smoothly than last time?” Glaceon asked, blinking. “That’s quite a shock, if you don’t mind my saying.”

“Last time it lasted all night,” Blaziken informed her. “And into the next morning. And there was Rayquaza. So yes, this was relatively smooth, if you don’t count May getting herself into-”

“Into what?” Beautifly asked him. “Into the kind of situation where she can help people?”

She fluttered down to float in front of Blaziken. “Our trainer is a brave young woman, Blaziken. That means she’s not going to live a perfectly safe life. And it’s perfectly right for you to tell her something is the wrong idea… but if you try to moan about it, or insist she follows the course of action you approve of, then you’re stifling her.”

Blaziken sighed. “It’s not like that. I just want to make sure she’s safe.”

“And do that by protecting her, not trying to shut her in a Pokémon centre and never letting her out!” Beautifly replied sharply.

Blaziken’s cheeks heated – more than usual, that is – but he said nothing.

“Would you feel better if you had a Blazikenite?” Glaceon asked.

“…probably. A little. I don’t know.”

“Because a trainer with a Key Stone has to be close to their Pokémon to start the transformation, and has to keep their Key Stone with them to keep it working,” Glaceon pointed out. “That tells me that the trainer shouldn’t just hide and send the Pokémon out to battle.”

She smirked. “Besides, Ethan’s going to keep her safe any time that we’re not stuck inside an anti-Pokéball anti-materialization field.”


“Okay, I’m here!” Sidney called, stepping off his Sharpedo’s back and grabbing the saddle. “What’s the trouble?”

A Jenny looked up. “Sidney? Of the Elite Four?”

“That’s me!” Sidney confirmed, returning Sharpedo. “Where’s the problem?”

“…you’re kind of late,” she apologized. “It’s all sorted out.”

Sidney blinked, then sighed. “Okay, whatever. I’m just going to book a flight home…”


“You know,” Ash said, looking back at LaRousse as the sun set. “I’m kind of glad we didn’t have to pay for how much of the city we damaged. I guess it was less than last time, but… you know.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “It’s impressive how quickly they got everyone out of the way.”

“That’s one thing they do right in LaRousse,” Drew told them. “Since the whole city’s been built to a central plan, they prepared evacuation plans at the same time they were designing it – rather than having to sort of guess all the time.”

“I guess it might have been a bit of a problem that all their robots broke, though…” Max added. “Any idea what’s going to happen to them?”

“I’m sure they’ve got a backup somewhere,” May said.

She was about to continue, but Brock cleared his throat. “Uh, guys?”

Ash looked, and blinked. “Huh.”

Then he sighed. “Oh, great, I’m going to have to explain now…”

“Ash,” Ho-Oh said, wings folded and with a disapproving expression on his beak. “Do you want to tell me why you didn’t even try to get hold of me?”


AN:


And that was Destiny Deoxys.

No Rayquaza whatsoever, which made things a little easier to handle.

We do, however, have Ethan going a little bit Rampant. No despair, rage or envy here, mind… just annoyance.

As for Tory, well, if Deoxys are going to visit it makes sense for someone with experience to help show them around.

…oh, yeah, and the Ho-Oh thing. He’s not really gung ho, just feeling mildly jilted.

Not too dissimilar from Sidney at the moment, really.
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“…the point is,” Ash insisted, “we thought that the Deoxys thing would start tomorrow. Not right then!”

Ho-Oh just kept glaring at him. “And would you have called on me if you had known?”

Ash shook his head. “Uh… no, I guess not. Actually, we had a pretty good team available right then…”

“Chosen One, I feel it is a mutual honour that you are the one to bear me into battle. But that requires that you actually do it.” Ho-Oh shuffled his wings, and used his beak to pick up a garlic-browned mushroom from his plate.

Lifting it into the air with a quick motion, he snaffled it up. “I will admit, the food is good… but, while pleasant, there is relatively little honour in sauté.”

“There is a bit, right?” Brock asked.

“I think it is largely a case of not being able to get hold of you on short notice,” Lucario said, in an attempt at tact. “The same applies for Mewtwo, for example. Or Lugia.”

“Didn’t Lugia actually bring himself along to help us out once?” Pikachu asked.

“That’s just cheating,” Ho-Oh muttered. He took another mushroom, swallowing it with a sigh of happiness. “But the point is well taken. I shall simply have to make sure that I put my opinion across on the matter forcefully enough.”

He turned to Entei. “Did you enjoy yourself, at least?”

“I did,” Entei confirmed. “The many Deoxys provided an interesting challenge, and I was able to make good use of Sacred Fire, especially in blast form – it is a truly formidable move.”

“With many variations,” Ho-Oh confirmed.

The phoenix turned his gaze back to Ash. “So. Have you anything further to say?”

“Actually…” Ash picked Dexter up. “Can I have a map, please?”

Dexter drew it in the air with his projector.

“So… okay, we’re a couple of days from Lilycove,” Ash said, then looked closer. “I think?”

“Seems right,” Pikachu confirmed. “Thanks for the giant glowing arrow, Dexter.”

No problem, Dexter said amiably.

“Hey, May?” Ash called, looking up.

“What is it, Ash?” May replied, sounding frazzled. “My brother’s stupid Ghost-type switched my hairbrush with Skitty’s one!”

“…ouch,” Brock said faintly.

“Do you want to do the Contest in Lilycove?” Ash checked.

“What? No, my hair’s going to be – no, I’m fine, I’ve got three ribbons. I’ll be fine.”

“Great!” Ash said. “So, what about that, Ho-Oh?”

Ho-Oh considered it.

“I’m not sure it’s much of a challenge, now that it actually comes up…”

“Actually, with how Contests work, even the battling requires skill more than strength,” Brock pointed out. “Because of the points system.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “And we can work on a weather appeal thing – that’s okay, right?”

“Storm’s thunder and blizzard’s snow, swept away by the rainbow?” Ho-Oh asked, clearly thinking about it. “I suppose I could agree with that.”

He looked over at Entei. “I’m afraid I may need you to take up a task for me, though. I was going to ensure that all is well on Mirage Island – you know the way?”

“All seven of them, yes,” Entei confirmed. “Ash, I may need to set off now.”

“No, stay the night,” Ho-Oh told him. “It’s not that urgent, just… something to be done soon.”

“I understand,” Entei nodded.

“Can’t Suicune and Raikou handle it?” Ash asked. “Are they busy?”

“Raikou is,” Ho-Oh said, finishing his mushrooms. “But Suicune is, as I understand it, at Pallet by now.”


The swift Water-type’s paws padded on dew-soaked grass.

“It’s strange how fast somewhere can become home,” she mused, smiling up at Swellow as her Flying-type friend swept in to fly alongside for a minute.

“Hey, Suicune, long time no see!” Swellow chirped. “Where have you been?”

“A land which was once known as the Three Kingdoms,” Suicune told her. “They still don’t like us over there. There was an… interesting… discussion with the local Reshiram.”

“I guess that explains the soot on your flank,” Swellow admitted. “Blue Flare?”

“Correct,” Suicune nodded. “Of course, he regretted it.”

“That’s what I like to hear!” Swellow grinned.

She pulled up, climbing into the sky, and did a circuit. “I’m heading off to bed,” the Flying-type explained. “It’s late anyway.”

“I’ll probably do the same once I’ve had some hot cocoa,” Suicune said, loping towards the lab.

“Okay – you can tell us about the fight tomorrow!” Swellow suggested, flying over to perch on her usual branch for the night.

“I’ll be sure to,” Suicune agreed.


“Hello?” Suicune called softly, stopping in front of the lab back door.

She reached up, bracing herself on the frame, and pulled the handle down with a click – opening it, and letting her pace inside.

Pushing the door closed again with her rear left foot, Suicune looked around. This area was the one that Tracey had set up for Pokémon who wanted to be indoors overnight, and it looked fairly empty tonight – just Torkoal, some of the Houndour and Totodile watching a movie.

Suicune looked again, and saw that Mawile was sitting on the sofa – snoozing lightly, huddled into a blanket with one of the younger Houndour.

Smiling, and moving softly so as to not disturb them, she crept through to the kitchen.

“Evening,” she said, nodding to her double and to Entei’s doppelganger. “How’s things?”

“Not bad,” the shiny Suicune replied, nodding back. “Cocoa?”

“What else, this late?” the elder Legendary smiled. “Is there still some of the caramel?”

“I think so,” shiny-Entei said.

“If I’d really, deeply known about this kind of convenience… I’d probably have considered capture years ago,” Suicune chuckled.

She poured out some milk with care, and put the mug in the microwave.

“How did your trip go?” shiny-Suicune asked, tilting her head. “Anything good happen?”

“Let’s just say that there’s a very wet Reshiram who won’t be fighting within three miles of a lake any time soon,” Suicune replied.

“That move you worked out? Or a variation?”

“Variation,” Suicune told her. “I’ll show you some time. Where’s Raikou?”

“Which one?” shiny-Entei shrugged. “If you mean your brother, he’s probably still out training…”

He sat down, and the shiny Suicune padded over and licked his cheek.

“That’s… kind of strange for me to watch,” Suicune admitted, as Entei nuzzled back. “I know Molly kind of created you as being… well, her Mom and Dad, not as brother and sister… but you still look a lot like my brother, and you still look a lot like me.”

“Sorry,” shiny-Suicune said, taking a pace back. “If you want, we can-”

“No, no, it’s a problem with me not a problem with you.” Suicune looked up at the ding of the microwave, and retrieved her drink. “I’ll just leave you in peace.”

“Thank you,” her doppelganger replied, with a smile. “I know, it’s a little strange… but it is how we feel. And while we were created with it… that doesn’t make it wrong.”

“I agree,” Suicune nodded. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I think I have the second half of a film to watch.”


“I’m not really sure the extent to which having me there would have helped,” Absol said, shrugging. “I mean – yes, I am a Dark-type, but by the sounds of things you didn’t really need my help.”

She frowned. “Which is probably why I didn’t get a ping on my danger senses.”

Lucario waved a paw back and forth. “I’m sure you would have been a useful aid if you were there – if nothing else, we did get blindsided when Deoxys attacked.”

“But that’s the thing,” Absol replied. “Everyone was out of their Pokéball anyway, or as close as makes no difference. And you got things handled so quickly that no-one got hurt – not really.”

“Fate is strange, is it not?” Lucario asked.

“You don’t need to tell me, I’ve been studying it for years…”

“I’d really like to hear the other half of that conversation,” Drew said softly.

Absol’s ears perked, and she looked. “Hello?”

“Oh – sorry, I didn’t realize you could hear me,” the Coordinator winced. “I was just saying – I feel like I’d like to know the other half of that conversation. Because I had an Absol, back before… later… you know.”

The Dark-type nodded. “Lucario? Would you mind translating?”

“I don’t mind at all,” Lucario told her.

“Right. Well…” Absol paused. “I’ll admit that after being around humans who can speak Pokémon, I’m used enough to talking that it’s a little hard to frame how I want to say this – when it’s being translated, I mean. But…”

She gave Drew a long look.

“I think I can see why your Absol followed you,” she said. “Why he or she chose – and it always is a choice with Absol, we can after all sense danger – to be your ally and partner.”

Drew nodded, reaching to the corner of his eye for a moment. “He,” he said. “My Absol was, will be, male.”

“As for the Flygon you have also mentioned… well, I’m sure you were good friends. And will be again.”

“Can you tell?” Drew asked. “Can you see if I’ll meet them?”

“Alas, I cannot,” Absol replied with a shake of her head. “I can only foresee disaster and the lack thereof.”

She turned, looking up at the sky. “Celebi, now, is a different matter entirely. I’m sure one of them will be handling it.”

“I guess that’s good to know,” Drew said, with a small smile. “Thanks.”

He shook his head. “And now I wish even more that I’d had a chance to talk to my Absol… before, I mean.”

Absol inclined her head to him. “Regrets like that can be the hardest to deal with.”

Drew didn’t reply, and they looked into the starry heavens above.

“Are you going to be competing in this Contest in Lilycove?” Lucario asked, curious.

“Not sure yet,” Drew replied. “I know Ash is bringing Ho-Oh, and all of my Pokémon are… kind of flammable.”


“Okay!” May said, addressing both Ash and Ho-Oh. “The most important thing when you’re doing a Contest is the Appeal!”

“What about the battling?” Ash asked.

“Most important for you,” May amended. “Battle isn’t much of a question for a Legendary Fire-type like Ho-Oh, and I’ve seen your battles – spectacle is certainly not something you need help with. But what were you thinking of for the routine?”

“Uh…” Ash glanced at Ho-Oh, who shrugged. “I was kind of thinking something like the bit in the Silver Conference. At the opening ceremony.”

“Hm,” May said, then shook her head. “No good. It was on TV, and people will have made the connection – they’ll know it’s a thing you’ve done before. Novelty is key!”

“So… what then?” Ash asked.

“Don’t look at me,” Pikachu shrugged. “It’s your Ribbon, not mine.”

Ash frowned. “Uh… how big is a contest hall?”

“The one in Lilycove is especially large,” May said. “So Ho-Oh will fit, at least. But I don’t think he’ll have much chance to fly very high.”

“See, I was thinking maybe we could do something with his fire,” Ash explained. “You can set yourself on fire, right?”

Ho-Oh replied by blandly initiating Flare Blitz, resulting in a curtain of flame and a pulse of warm air like being slapped in the face by a pillow.

“Right!” Ash nodded. “And… huh, wait, I might need fireproof clothes…”

“Ash?” May asked, confused. “What… I know I used fire batons, but are you talking about actually being in direct contact with Ho-Oh when he is on fire?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I’m pretty sure that’s going to look good…”

“It’ll look amazing if you can do it without catching fire,” May summarized. “What’s your plan for not catching fire?”

“Why bother asking?” Lucario said. “You know the answer is going to be Aura.”

“Not just Aura…” Ash protested. “Okay, while we see if we can do that… I guess we should see if this works. Uh… May? Can I borrow some Razor Leaf from Venusaur?”

“This is either going to be great or a complete disaster,” Pikachu decided. “I wonder if Ash will end up as the Contest Conflagrator.”


“Okay… I think I’ve got an idea, Casper,” Max said. “You know how you’re trying to get a good fighting style?”

Casper turned upside down, floating with his head down and his tail up. “Well… more like I just don’t have a good one right now.”

“Yeah, but I was thinking – can’t Ghost-types make illusions?”

“Some of us can, I guess,” Casper agreed. “But I’m not really very good at that kind of thing… why, did you think it would be a good fighting style for me?”

“Well, it was an idea…” Max frowned. “But there is another one, I guess. Or, another one which works with how you’re kind of a sneaky, trick-playing type.”

The Shuppet allowed that he was something of a prankster.

“So… you can go underground, or phase through things with illusions. So if you hid underground and popped out to hit a target with…” Max waved a hand. “I don’t know, Night Shade or Spite or something…”

“…then I could stop them from ever managing to hit me!” Casper agreed. “I like the sound of that!”

“And I’m pretty sure that one of Ash’s Pokémon has Shadow Ball – well, Ash knows, but… so you could learn that.”

“It’d be nice to-”

There was a strangled yelp.

“Huh, that took longer than I thought…” Casper said, tilting his head, as Cinder sneezed her way out of the brush.

“What was it this time?” Max asked.

“I put some really smelly aniseed stuff in a water balloon,” Casper told him. “I guess Cinder just found it!”

The Mightyena turned, still sneezing, and glared at Casper.

“…what was that you said about hiding underground?” Casper asked. “Uh, I might just go ahead and do that…”


“Phew,” Ash said, sitting down and brushing some small-A ash off his clothes. “That was kind of…”

“Sorry,” Ho-Oh mumbled. “I sneezed.”

“I know what will cheer you two up!” May said. “Lunch!”

“…yeah, that’d do,” Ash admitted. “What’s for lunch?”

“Brock’s doing your food,” May told him. “But as for Ho-Oh – in memory of the first time I made some Pokéblocks, which was around here somewhere, I’m making some special batches!”

“Pokéblocks… hm,” the Legend of the Storm’s End said, looking interested. “I’ve never actually tried any, but I find myself interested in doing so.”

“Great!” May said. “Okay… hm, let’s see…”

She got out a notepad. “What kinds of food do you like?”

“Well, I’m partial to herbs-”

“Bitter, sour, spicy, sweet or dry?” May clarified. “Beyond that it’s more or less up to interpretation.”

“Oh. Well… I suppose I quite like bitter things…” Ho-Oh frowned. “That is, when they’re burned.”

“…I’ll put you down as bitter and dry,” May decided. “What kind of Pokéblocks do your other Pokémon prefer, Ash?”

Ash shrugged. “I mostly don’t remember.”

May gave him a look, then sighed. “Okay, I’ll just make a big pile of all kinds. Can you get everyone out looking for berries? I think I’m going to need them…”


“How’s that?” Lucario asked, pulling on the cords.

“Great!” Houndoom replied, tail wagging, and shook the panniers to be sure they would stay on. “Okay, see you in a bit!”

He loped off through the underbrush.

“I see he’s got a way to collect berries,” Pikachu said. “What about you?”

Lucario replied by using Sacred Sword, turning his right wrist spike into a claw, then a shimmering blade, and cloaking it in blazing blue energy on top of that.

“That’ll do,” Pikachu agreed. “I’ll just use Iron Tail, to be honest…”

He picked up a basket and bounced up to halfway up a big Iapapa tree. Looking around for a convenient spot, he hung the basket on a projecting branch and examined the berry clusters handing above.

His legs tensed, and he burst into motion – jumping off the tree, curling up into a ball, and spinning with his jagged Iron Tail outermost.

It sawed through the stem holding the berries up with ease, and as they began to fall Pikachu kicked off another one of the many spreading branches of the big tree to come right back at the bunch from another direction.

He gave the berries a kick, knocking the whole bunch off course and right towards the basket.

Which promptly broke as several berries almost as big Pikachu himself went straight through the weave.

“Whoops…” Pikachu winced. “Look out!”

Lucario dug his sword-blade into the side of the tree and used it as a lever to come rushing upwards. He spun, catching two berries in each hand, and drove his left wrist spike into the tree along with his chest spike.

Using both points to slow himself, he skidded to a halt just above the ground.

“There,” he said, putting them into a basket each. “Four large Iapapa berries – delivered to the ground without making them explode.”

“All right, all right…” Pikachu muttered, hopping from branch to branch and landing back on the ground. “See any other good trees?”

“There’s an Oran berry one over there,” Lucario suggested. “Don’t forget to get a replacement basket.”

He waited until Pikachu had gone, then planted one hindpaw on the side of a tall tree with a pulse of his Aura to stick to it. Collecting three baskets and slinging them over his elbow, he climbed up the side of the tree and began to pick small Micle berries.

“Or you could just do this,” he added – quietly. “It’s much simpler.”


Houndoom loped through the underbrush, eyes alert for any sign of a berry bush.

Spotting one, he changed course slightly to reach it. His paws balanced on a log for a moment, then he slowed a little and trotted forwards – bringing his tail up and forwards, so it hovered over his right shoulder.

The sharp, spade-like tip flicked out to cut berry stems on the move, and the berries he cut free fell neatly into his pair of panniers.

“I wonder if there’s something sweet nearby,” he said, sniffing. “Aha!”

Loping over to the bush, feeling pleased with himself, he sliced off some berries.

Then a large hand reached out and picked up his panniers, lifting Houndoom as well.

“Hey!” Houndoom yelped. “Put me down!”

The owner of the hand shook the panniers out into its mouth, belched, and began to shake a tree to get bananas down.

Houndoom felt rather put-upon. And put-down, as he was placed none-too-gently back on the forest floor. Upside down.


“…there we go,” Donphan said, using his trunk to place his final basket on the table. “Just Houndoom left, I think…”

“Yes,” Lucario agreed. “And here he comes now.”

He frowned, squinting. “Houndoom?”

“A Snorlax just ate all the berries I’d gathered!” Houndoom complained. “That’s not fair!”

“But couldn’t you just stop the Snorlax?” Lucario asked. “And then get your berries back?”

“I mean she ate them all,” Houndoom clarified. “In one gulp. While holding me upside down to get them out of the panniers.”

“You mean she got a hot dog take out?” Casper asked, brightening.

“I’m a Dark-type, you know…” Houndoom muttered.

“I’ll help,” Max offered. “Hey, Guy, you want to come with?”

“Certainly,” Guy agreed. “I’m sure Arc could handle it, but Normal-types are a speciality.”


“Okay, so…” May chopped up some berries, picking three of the sweeter ones for her first go. “There’s Berry Blender machines which do this a bit quicker, but someone in Johto taught me the way to do it old-style so we’ll do that this time.”

“Why’s that?” Pikachu asked. “I mean… I know we don’t have one of the machines, but…”

May glanced down at Ethan for confirmation of the translation, then resumed. “Basically, it’s because I’m mainly checking what flavours you all like this time. I’ve got a few guesses, but I think we may as well work it out this way before making some of the official ones.”

She blushed. “Besides, it means I look like I can guess exactly what you want when we actually go to the Pokéblock shop to make the big batch…”

Skitty hopped onto the table. “Like… you could just, like, do it the easy way.”

“I know,” May replied. “But this way is kind of more – hey, stop it!”

Skitty swallowed the Nanab berry. “What?”

“Don’t eat the ingredients!”

“Like… guh, that’s totally not cool.”


“Excuse me,” Guy asked. “Snorlax?”

The Snorlax snored.

“Hello?” he said, more loudly. “I would like to speak with you!”

Still no response.

“What are you going to do?” Max asked.

By way of reply, Guy drew back his foot. He took a stance, aimed, and lashed out. “WAKE UP!”

The Wake-Up Slap connected with a crack, and Max stepped back. “Wow, that was loud!”

It didn’t hurt her, did it? Jirachi asked, worried.

“…I don’t think she’s even waking up,” Guy said, disappointed.

A moment later, though, the Snorlax punched him into a tree.

“I was having a nice nap,” the Snorlax said, yawning, and rubbed her eyes as Guy sprang back off the tree and flipped to land on the ground.

Half his attention on Kris, Max replied. “But you’re being rude to our friends! You took the berries Houndoom had been gathering!”

“Those?” Snorlax yawned again. “I was hungry.”

“You’re not very nice,” Guy muttered.

“I’m hungry,” Snorlax reiterated.

“Okay, look!” Max said. “What about a battle? If we beat you, you have to pick enough berries for us to replace the ones you ate!”

“And if you lose?” Snorlax asked, yawning.

Max glanced at Guy, who shrugged.

Perhaps, if Snorlax wins, we provide her with some of May’s Pokéblocks, Kris suggested.

“That sounds good,” Max agreed. “Is that okay?”

“I suppose,” Snorlax yawned.

“Great!” Max said. “Okay, Guy, ready?”

“Of course,” Guy agreed, one foot forwards and the other back and sideways.

“Leaf Storm!” Max instructed, and his Fighting-type cannoned forwards.


“There we go!” May said, tapping it with a spoon. “One Pokéblock!”

“Who was this one for?” Ash asked.

“I made this one for Ho-Oh,” May replied. “See if you like it, okay?”

Ho-Oh bent down, his long, hooked beak delicately closing on the blue-white cube.

He lifted it a little, then tossed it into the air and snapped it up.

“Hm,” he said, tasting it. “It’s quite dry… and… well, not bad, I suppose…”

May looked at Ash’s expression. “I guess he’s not jumping with joy?”

“I think he’s just kind of unenthusiastic about it,” Ash told her. “Sorry.”

“That’s okay, there’s others,” May replied. “Give me a minute…”

She turned the mixing crank, grimacing. “I forgot how much effort this is!”

Lucario proffered his paw. “I will help.”

“You will?” May said, smiling. “Oh – thanks, that’s a great help!”

“No problem,” Lucario replied, and began to steadily turn the crank.

“Okay, so I tried just dry, and that didn’t work,” May explained. “So I’m going to try adding something dry but mixing in a bit of sour as well.”

She added a pair of berries, talking as she did so. “Sometimes Pokémon prefer different Pokéblocks depending on how they feel – I mean, you know, you could just not be in a sour mood. That kind of thing.”

This time, helped by Lucario, she’d felt able to mix more at once. Three berries came out, and she put one on the table.

She passed another to Swablu, but sighed when he took one bite and fell off her shoulder in surprise.

“My mouth feels like it’s trying to suck my beak back in!” Swablu gasped.

“Maybe that was a bit too sour,” May admitted.

Ho-Oh tried a smaller segment of this second one, and declared it not to his taste.

“Ah well, another failure,” May sighed.

Then Crobat snaffled up the third one.

“Thanks!” he called, chewing away, and flew off to a tree branch.

“Well… that’s good to know,” the Coordinator said with a shrug. “Okay, you didn’t like the sourness… perhaps I could try something a bit more mixed?”


Guy used Mach Punch, flashing across the distance and slamming his fist into Snorlax’ stomach.

“Ow,” she said, and Mega Kicked him into a tree.

As he pried himself out of the trunk, she nibbled on an apple. “Are you done yet?”

“No,” Guy replied, landing with a spring in his step.

“Are you holding up okay, Guy?” Max said, looking concerned. “You’ve been punched or kicked into a lot of trees…”

“Well, now you mention it, I am feeling a tiny bit dizzy,” Guy admitted. “But I’ll keep fighting!”

He burst forwards again, slamming his thick tail into Snorlax and using the spring-back to keep on the move. Going off the momentum, he volleyed in a pair of punches, then added in a nasty kick from overhead, and that was about as far as he got before Snorlax threw him into the upper branches.

She nibbled on her apple again, watching as he fell out of the branches and landed tail-first.

“Guy!” Max said suddenly. “New plan!”

“Really?” Guy said, shaking his head. “Are we attacking the left Snorlax or the right one?”

“Between them, Guy!” Max ordered. “Use a Low Kick – and then grab that apple!”

Snorlax held her apple protectively. “No! You won’t take it!”

The Breloom blinked a few times, then focused on Snorlax and took a wind up. He crouched down, aiming his head at Snorlax like a missile, then adjusted just a little to the right and kicked off with both powerful feet.

Spinning, he lashed out just at the base of Snorlax’ belly in a stinging Low Kick which left Snorlax staggering.

Then, using the impact as further leverage, he twisted and slammed his tail into Snorlax’ back.

The combination of blows knocked Snorlax over onto her front, and sent the apple bouncing away across the battlefield despite her best efforts.

Houndoom snagged it with his tail. “Got it!”

“All right, you win…” Snorlax mumbled, then began to snore.

“All right!” Max agreed. “Great work, Guy!”

He blinked. “Wait. Did we agree when she was going to gather those berries? ‘cause she’s just gone back to sleep again…”

“Thank you for your help anyway,” Houndoom said. “But I think we’d better get back to camp or we’ll miss all the Pokéblocks.”


They stared at the Pokéblock.

“How many berries did you put in?” Ash asked.

“Six,” May replied, blinking. “I kind of thought I’d get… something that wasn’t that.”

Lucario stopped cranking, and picked it up. “It’s… got jellybeans in it,” he said. “Or I think they’re jellybeans.”

He checked the piles of nearly arranged berries on the table. “And where did the white bit come from?”

May shrugged helplessly. “I’m almost afraid to give it to anyone…”

“I’ll try,” Ho-Oh suggested.

“If you want to, I guess,” Ash agreed. “Okay, ready?”

He took it from Lucario, and threw it as hard as he could into the sky.

Ho-Oh kicked off in a swoosh of wind and a smell of saffron. He climbed quickly into the air, adjusted a little, and snapped up the multicoloured Pokéblock.

Flames burst out the side of his mouth, red and yellow and pink and blue and green, and he coughed violently. Then he sneezed, realized he was about to hit the ground, and pulled up to an undignified belly landing on the grass.

“Ow,” he wheezed, blowing a cloud of multicolour smoke.

“What happened?” May asked, dumbfounded. “It was just a Pokéblock!”

“I have no idea,” Ho-Oh muttered, picking himself up and preening his feathers quickly. “It actually tasted quite good… I think the term is a flavour explosion.”


“Thanks for helping out,” May said, giving Marshtomp a nod. “This thing clogs up pretty nastily if the juices aren’t washed out.”

Marshtomp shrugged, nibbling on another green Pokéblock.

“Okay, I guess we can get going,” she added. “Uh… let’s see… wait, where’s Max?”

She glanced at her shoulder. “Swablu, can you have a look for my brother?”

“Sure!” Swablu agreed, wings spreading, and took off before rising in a broad, sweeping spiral.

“I wonder if he’s with Houndoom,” Ash said. “I can’t see him either.”

Closing his eyes, he did a quick scan with Aura Sight. “Oh – wait, never mind, there they are.”

“Where?” May asked.

Ash pointed, and she squinted – then blinked. “Wait, they’re still in the bushes?”

“Yeah?” Ash agreed. “I can kind of see through-”

“Oh, right,” May nodded.

Max emerged from the brush, Swablu circling his head and Houndoom walking just behind him, and sat down with a sigh.

“What happened?” May asked, holding out her arm for Swablu to land back on. “You’ve been gone for ages!”

“Well…” Max began. “Uh… this is really going to sound silly.”

“Really?” Brock looked up. “Compared to what?”

“A Snorlax took all the berries Houndoom had collected,” Max summarized. “And I went to try and get the Snorlax to make it up, and she didn’t want to. So I challenged her to a battle over it.”

“Did you lose?” May asked. “What did you have to do?”

“What?” Max blinked. “No, I won – Guy beat her. But she just went to sleep again instead of making it up for us.”

“So… how far away was this?” Brock asked. “You’ve been gone a while.”

“Not far,” Max shrugged. “I was just waiting for her to wake up, but eventually gave up and walked back here.”

“That sounds like a tedious wait,” Lucario said. “I’m impressed you didn’t get bored sooner.”

“Well, I was spending most of the time trying to decide if I wanted to catch her,” Max explained. “I mean, I did beat her in a battle.”

He shook his head. “But I didn’t want to give poor Professor Oak more Snorlax to deal with. Munchlax is going to be hard enough…”

“I know,“May agreed. “Don’t worry, though, I’ve got at least three of his favourite Pokéblocks stored.”

“That’ll make thing simpler,” Max agreed.

“So, did you get the berries?” Pikachu asked.

“No,” Houndoom replied. His tail reached into one of his bags and pulled something out. “We got Poffins!”

Pikachu blinked, watching as Houndoom ate his way through the fluffy snack. “But… how?”

That was me! Jirachi said. I thought – hey, I don’t like stealing, but if I wish for some berries from the trees to be turned into Poffins it’s fine!

He yawned. Kind of tiring, though…


“Okay, ready for this?” Brock asked.

Ash nodded, adjusting his outfit. “Yeah!”

He checked on it again. “This is kind of stiff, though…”

“Be glad it looks that good,” May said. “I’m surprised you had a fire-resistant outfit at all…”

“I guess,” Ash agreed.

“How come you had one of those in your bag?” Max asked.

“Ash’s mother is well prepared,” Lucario informed them matter-of-factly. “Though it took us a while to check. I think there’s a dress in there as well.”

“Which we are never using!” Ash insisted. “Why did she even put that in?”

Brock coughed.

Ash turned to him. “What?”

“…I was visiting Pallet while you were in Unova,” he said, looking awkward. “I may have told her about the Ashley thing.”

“That’s cruel, Brock,” Pikachu said, trying to hide a snicker.

“Anyway!” Ash said, loudly. “I guess I’m going to go ahead and do the Contest now – Lucario, Pikachu, don’t forget to watch from the stands!”

He handed over Dexter. “And help Dexter record it, too – I’m sure that Suicune, Entei and Raikou would like to see.”


“Well, looks like you were right,” Brock said, looking around at the display space of Lilycove Contest Hall. “It’s certainly big enough.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “I guess I’m interested to see how it looks.”

“See if Ash manages to pull it off, you mean,” Max said.

“Pretty much…” May nodded. She glanced over to where Max had Delta’s Pokéball ready – just in case. “Remember, don’t do anything unless he’s actually on fire and not in a good way.”

“I know, I know,” Max said, waving. “I wonder if Ash is first.”

“Looks like he’s not,” Brock replied. “Uh oh…”

May looked. “…oh, you have to be kidding.”


“All right!” said the first challenger. “Go! Use Bullet Seed!”

There was a flash of sparks as the seals detonated, and a Cacturne emerged from the resultant smoke cloud. Planting both feet firmly on the floor, it salvoed off a set of Bullet Seeds in all directions – starting with directly up, and turning and spreading until after only a few seconds there were dozens of seeds in the air going in a great spiral pattern outwards.

“Now! Poison Sting!” Harley added.

Cacturne slammed his arms together, and showers of Poison Stings shot out of his trunk in all directions. Some of them missed, but every Bullet Seed bar one was hit and burst in a clap sound with a cloud of green smoke.

“And finish with Ingrain!” the Coordinator concluded, taking a step forwards.

Cacturne’s roots grew into the stadium floor – fortunately one which was soft enough to permit it – and there was a moment’s pause before they burst out of the ground again and carried Harley into the air.

Dressed in his Cacturne suit, the somewhat-eccentric Coordinator raised his arms out to both sides. Cacturne copied him, taking the same pose, and the final missed Bullet Seed – the one which had been fired straight up – came back down to hit the peak of Cacturne’s head and burst with a little puff of green smoke.


“Not bad,” May said, trying to be impartial. “I think he probably meant to miss that one which went straight up, and letting it be the finisher for his act was probably meant to show that off.”

“Remember,” Max stage-whispered. “You need to say his cookies are great!”

“I’m going to be truthful,” May told him primly. “They are not half bad.”

“Should I understand that?” Lucario asked Pikachu.

“Probably not,” Pikachu replied, twitching an ear. “I don’t think we’ve ever talked about it when you’ve been there.”


Ash walked out onto the stage, Pokéball shrunk and almost invisible in his right hand, and looked around as he reached the centre.

The ceiling was high enough, which was great… and that meant – now.

Putting a burst of Aura-enhancement into his arm, he expanded the Pokéball and threw it in the same motion – throwing it underarm, but fast enough despite that that it reached into the air almost too quickly to see at first.

With a crack and a burst of smoke, the Pokéball burst open – seals firing off and producing a billowing tower of grey smoke. The smoke swirled, then spread and became a great cloud layer which covered the whole top of the stadium.

And, a moment later, Ho-Oh emerged from the half-fired Rain Dance.

He looked a complete mess. Thanks to a combination of makeup, deliberate mis-grooming, an overloaded hairdryer and simple acting, the Legend of the Storm’s End staggered through the air looking like he’d just collided with Zekrom and come off second best.

Ash waved his arms, signalling, and Ho-Oh’s course altered to come down towards the trainer.

Ho-Oh was pulling off the wounded-bird look with a great deal of dedication to his act. He dipped, flapped his wings to recover, and nearly hit the ground before coming back up and closing on Ash – who turned, looking over his shoulder, and began to jog.

Reaching out his arm, Ash ran more Aura through his system to boost it – and Ho-Oh landed, gently despite his apparent exhaustion, on the outstretched limb.

As soon as Ho-Oh was down, wings still beating to keep himself steady, Ash stopped moving and relied on his boots to make himself ‘heavier’ – because otherwise, as had happened at least twice in practice, Ho-Oh’s great weight would simply make him fall over.

Ho-Oh lowered his head, and Ash used his free hand to rub along the underside of his beak before reaching up to the feathers topping his head. As he did, Ho-Oh’s eyes closed and his wings slowed.

Next, Ash took a fistful of dried leaves from his pocket and passed them to Ho-Oh. Some of them were Magical Leaves, which shimmered faintly, and Ho-Oh sampled one.

Then he reared up – and burst into flames.

There were shouts of surprise from the audience as the huge Legendary set himself on fire – starting with a smoky red flame, which intensified until he was engulfed in something only a step away from an all-up Flare Blitz.

But Ash stood stock-still, the special suit protecting his arm and sheer Aura preventing his hair or eyebrows from catching fire even as the fire climbed higher. Streamers of rose striated through the flames, as the source seemed to curl up with his wings close to his chest-

-then, with a triumphant shout, Ho-Oh’s wings spread again.

The fire exploded outwards in a hemisphere of smoky flame before vanishing, and as it did the clouds parted as well to allow the sun to shine down into the arena.

Ho-Oh had changed completely under the cloak of flame. Makeup burned away, feathers realigned, and especially the way he sat Ash’s arm combined to produce the same effect – he was now, clearly, completely healed.

Crouching down for just a moment, he launched himself into the air with a caw and an almighty downbeat which whirled little puffs of smoke away from his trainer. As he rose, a rainbow came blossoming from his tail feathers, and he did a complete circuit of the stadium before engulfing himself in fire again and landing directly in front of Ash.

Wings fully extended, he favoured Ash with a deep bow – and Ash, arm now by his side, returned it.


“Well, I guess it went all right!” Brock said, clapping. “I mean, you know… considering the rehearsals.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “That’s one which must look a lot better if you didn’t see the days it took to perfect.”

“I assume this means he’s made it through?” Lucario asked.

“Not sure,” Max said, as Ash returned Ho-Oh and walked off – brushing cinders off his sleeve as he did so.

“I am,” May countered. “There’s only a couple of acts to go, and he’s got to be fourth placed at least of the ones we’ve seen. He’s going to be in the top eight, which means he’s going to be in the battle section.”

“…actually,” Pikachu said, glancing at Lucario. “How would that work? Don’t they mark you down for using sheer force and fighting boring?”

“You have a point,” Lucario admitted. “He’s going to have to make it interesting, and Ho-Oh using Inferno and winning in one move is not interesting.”


“I’m sorry, you’re… what?” Aaron asked, coming out of his ready stance in confusion.

“Team Meanies!” the Gengar repeated. “And don’t you forget it!”

“I am going to be completely unable to forget that name,” Giratina assured him. “Team Meanies. Me-an-ies.”

“It’s Meanies, not Me-an-ies,” Medicham insisted.

“Okay, time out,” Dialga declared.

“Ah, so scared?” Ekans asked sibilantly. “What-”

“No, I said time out,” Dialga repeated, gem flashing.

Team Meanies froze in space. So did everything else.

Hey! Arceus called from On High. No time stopping!

“Dad, this is ridiculous,” Dialga replied. “What kind of people call themselves team meanies?”

Believe it or not, it’s not the silliest name when compared to real world names, Arceus replied. There was a flash, and he materialized in front of them to aid conversation.

“Oh, really?” Palkia asked, folding his arms. “Try us.”

Giratina quietly slid over to Team Meanies.

Well, Arceus said, thinking. There’s Team Rocket.

“Silly, but not silly enough,” Palkia assured him.

Teams Aqua and Magma. And Plasma.

“What did Plasma do?” Dialga said, catching sight of Giratina and deciding not to mention it.

Pokémon Liberation – meaning, make everyone else give up their Pokémon, Arceus told him. So not related to the name at all.

“Why did they call themselves Plasma, then?” Aaron asked.

Perhaps because they wanted to use Reshiram to defeat everyone? I don’t know… Arceus sighed. And that’s not even the strangest. What about Snagem?

“That one’s quite bad, yeah,” Palkia admitted.

Team Great Rocket… Team Dim Sun… there was a group called the Pokémon Pinchers, and I seem to recall something called the Phobos Battalion.

“Point made,” Palkia nodded. “Okay, you win, Team Meanies is sensible.”

Not so much sensible as on message, Arceus said. He vanished between one breath and the next. Now, please unfreeze time.

“Right away!” Dialga agreed, and unfroze time.

Team Meanies had a quarter second to react before several large rocks landed on them.

“Good work, Giratina,” Palkia said.

That’s not really in the spirit of things either, Arceus muttered.

“Medic?” Medicham gasped.


AN:


Ash Does Contests. (For Once.)

The concept, in case it wasn’t clear, is the rebirth of the phoenix… from its ash.

Badum-tish.

Apart from that, a look at Pokéblocks, a glance at Pallet, and a reminder that the God Squad are still doing PMD.






161. Hoenn 37


“Okay, here goes!” Ash said. “Ready?”

The giant fire-bird gave a caw, once more resting on Ash’s arm.

It was all very visually impressive.

“Hm,” Harley riposted. “It looks like you’re trying to win with nothing but sheer brute force. That’s not how you win a Contest at all!”

He shook his head. “Anyway. You’d better not make Cacturne look bad.”

“…isn’t that kind of the point?” Ash asked, a little confused. He glanced at Ho-Oh, who shrugged.

“It’s your species,” he said bluntly.

“Yeah, but…” Ash shook his head. “I don’t get it…”

“Are both contestants ready?” the local Joy asked.

“Well, I’m certainly ready to show everyone how it’s really done,” Harley told her. “Right, buddy?”

Cacturne nodded, arms out to the side.

“We sure are!” Ash reiterated.

“Begin!” the Joy said.

Ash crouched a little, then pushed himself upright – raising his arm as he did so, giving Ho-Oh a boost so that the Flying-type Legendary could take off with a great sweep of his wings.

“Cacturne, use a beautiful Poison Sting!” Harley ordered, making a grand gesture.

Cacturne’s legs tensed, and he jumped into the air – the holes in his face glowing purple, then volleying out a stream of needles.

“Incinerate them!” Ash called.

Ho-Oh’s wings rippled with fire, and he spread them with a bang. The roiling, spiralling wave of heat and flame pulsed across the Poison Stings, destroying them, and then washed over Cacturne.

The Grass-type hit the arena floor, smouldering.

There was a pause, the only sound that of Ho-Oh’s wings beating.

“Um…” he began, frowning, and glanced back at Ash. “Was that it?”

“I… guess so?” Ash asked, uncertainly. “Is Cacturne okay?”

“Cacturne!” Harley said, shocked. “No!”

The scoreboard showed Cacturne’s points all vanishing at once.

“Is that even allowed?” Ho-Oh said. “It can’t be that easy. Can it? I mean… that was just one move, and it was an accident!”

Harley lifted his smouldering Grass-type, then returned him. “That was horrible!” he said, denouncing Ash directly. “You shouldn’t be so cruel!”

“Uh… didn’t you just try to… poison… Ho-Oh?” Ash asked, lost. “It’s a battle, right?”

“What I did was battle. What you did was unfeeling slaughter!” Harley said, turning his back and marching off stage.

Ho-Oh landed gently on the battlefield. “I’m still not sure if we won.”

“Did we win?” Ash asked, looking back at the panel of judges.

“Yes,” Mr. Contesta agreed. “It’s not what we prefer to see, since artistry is important, but you certainly did defeat your opponent well inside the time limit. So you have to advance to the next round.”

“Uh… sorry,” Ash winced. “I guess we’ve not done much training on underdoing it.”


“There’s a problem I never thought I’d see,” May said thoughtfully. “I wonder how well they’ll do in later rounds…”

“Actually, can they stop him from just flattening the other two opponents?” Brock asked. “I’m not sure how the rules treat things like that.”

“There’s large point penalties for being repetitive, but they do assume that you get to apply them…” May frowned. “It almost seems like a weakness of the system. All someone with a really strong Pokémon needs to do is to make it through the Appeal rounds and then they’ve got a straight shot at winning the entire Contest meet.”

“I guess that’s why they have so many meets,” Max suggested. “So one person can’t really mess it up that much.”


“Maybe we should try some weather stuff?” Ash suggested, sitting in the waiting room.

Ho-Oh shrugged, and plucked a berry from the fruit basket. He gulped it down, pondering, then nodded. “It can’t hurt – and I’d feel better about it, really.”

“So this is where you are!”

Ash looked around. “Harley?”

“I knew you were after me!” Harley said, pointing his finger at Ash. “How else do you know my name?”

“…the announcer said it,” Ash told him.

“Twice,” Ho-Oh added.

“I’m sorry, by the way,” Ash added. “I didn’t realize that Ho-Oh would knock your Cacturne out that easily.”

“Oh, I bet you’re sorry,” Harley said, agreeing in a way that made it very clear he disagreed. “Legendaries aren’t allowed!”

“I’m sure they’d have told me if that was an actual rule,” Ho-Oh frowned.

“He’s got a point,” Ash agreed.

Harley looked blank. “You… agree with me?”

“No, with Ho-Oh,” Ash informed him.

After looking even more lost for a few seconds, Harley shook his head. “Well! I’ll be watching you, Ash Ketchum – don’t think I’ll forget this.”

He stalked off, the effect only slightly ruined by his Cacturne costume.

“What’s his problem?” Ho-Oh asked.

“Don’t know,” Ash shrugged. “Well… I guess he was kind of like this last time, but it was May he went for then. Maybe he’s just really unpleasant to everyone.”

“If you get the same friends as your first turn of the hourglass, perhaps you’re fated to get the same enemies as well,” Ho-Oh pondered.

He shrugged his wings. “Speaking of which, are there any more major events to come?”

“Yeah,” Ash said with a nod. “One in just a couple of weeks – if things are going on schedule for that, anyway, and they might not be. Team Aqua and Team Magma going after Groudon and Kyogre.”

Ho-Oh blinked. “Did… did you tell any of my Beasts? They could have tried to carry warning to-”

“I did,” Ash interrupted. “And Lugia – he volunteered to go and find Kyogre to warn her. I think Entei was the one who went to tell Groudon.”

“I see,” Ho-Oh said, somewhat mollified. “Well… if things do develop despite that warning, please do not hesitate to call upon my power. Thanks to your aid, I can fight quite effectively rain or shine.”

“Got it,” Ash agreed. “Oh – I guess we’re up next.”

Ho-Oh snapped up another Berry as a last-minute snack, then hopped onto Ash’s arm.

“I’ll remember to make it a bit more of a display,” he promised. “Fire hidden by a sandstorm?”

“Could be good,” Ash agreed.


“Okay, Lampent!” called Ash’s finals opponent, Irvin. “Phase!”

Lampent pulsed, flame dimming for a moment, and Ho-Oh’s Wing Attack passed right through him.

“Roll and wingover!” Ash told Ho-Oh, concentrating on image, and Ho-Oh ran a coil of flames out along his iridescent plumage before rolling upside down and performing a quick wingover to get himself pointed the right way.

“Hex!” Irvin added.

Lampent’s flame burned up again, beads of flickering purple light running along his metallic arms, and a dozen eyes blazed into life on the floor in a four-eight pattern.

They stared up, ghostly purple energy reaching for Ho-Oh, and the phoenix winced before flapping his wings to gain height.

“And Irvin manages to keep on top of things!” Contesta said, nodding. “He’s been building up that eye pattern all match!”

The score bar for Ho-Oh dropped a little further, leaving him at about half, and Irvin’s Lampent stayed resolutely at full score since Ash hadn’t managed to touch him.

“Eyes…” Ash said, frowning. “Wait – I know! Ho-Oh, use Inferno! And store the heat!”

“But he has Flash Fire!” Ho-Oh complained.

Deciding to go ahead with Ash’s plan anyway, he entered a glide for a moment before beating his wings faster. There was an audible crack of flames starting inside his plumage, and heat began to haze off Ho-Oh’s wings.

He swept both wings back, then directed them forwards and exhaled into the air – which burst into flame, producing a wide cone of flame which pinched back into a spike and reached for Lampent.

“Smokescreen!” Ash amended, just before the attack hit.

Ho-Oh, to his credit, managed to adjust more or less on time. He stopped exhaling, flapped a second time, and the spike destabilized and detonated in a red-cored whoom of thick black smoke.

“Keep it up!” Ash said.

“I don’t know the point of this…” Ho-Oh grumbled, wings coming up and then down again. Coils of flame rolled off his wings as he soared just above the thick cloud of smoke, passing into the bank before detonating and half-illuminating the cloud from within.

“Lampent, he’s above the smoke!” Irvin called. “Go up! Try and find him!”

“And Ash has neutralized the eye pattern!” Joy said, realizing. “That’s an excellent move on his part!”

“Great!” Ash said, waving his arms. “Now – Sandstorm!”

Lampent emerged from the top of the smokescreen, just in time to spot Ho-Oh accelerating. He tried to hit the Fire-type with a Shadow Ball, but Ho-Oh accelerated and it detonated just behind his golden tail.

Flying faster and faster, Ho-Oh turned continually inwards just inside the boundary of the stadium. Rainbow light trailed behind him, and the smoke began to thin – then, as it clumped together, it took on the consistency of fine sand.

Phasing through the storm of projectiles, Lampent was undamaged – but also unable to attack.

“New plan!” Irvin said. “Lampent – get underground! You can use that to pop out and attack!”

Lampent dove towards the ground, ignoring the strong winds Ho-Oh was stirring up, and passed into the ground as though it was water.

For several seconds, nothing happened. Ho-Oh kept up his sandstorm, which slowly began to build up small electrical charges and spark from within – nothing damaging, but producing the occasional flash and snap.

Ash glanced up at the board, and frowned.

Ho-Oh’s move was stopping him from losing points, but it wasn’t actually reaching Lampent. And while the Ghost-type was taking penalties from being underground and doing nothing, it would be close who was ahead when the timer finally ran out.

“Ho-Oh, heat up the sandstorm!” he decided. “Make it hotter – and use Ominous Wind!”

“That move is far too slow when I use it to do what you want it to,” Ho-Oh grumbled.

“Stay down for now!” Irvin called. “Come out when I say!”

Obeying his trainer – and suspecting there might be a plan in the works – Ho-Oh mixed in the Ominous Wind into his sandstorm. The wave of Ghostly energy took several seconds to build up, then produced a thin, smoky film like the edge of a bubble.

It only lasted a moment before being drawn into the sandstorm – becoming hotter by the second.

Ash looked up at the board again. If he was right…

At eight seconds to go, Lampent’s points passed Ho-Oh’s points.

“Night Shade!” Irvin ordered.

Lampent came phasing out of the floor of the arena, and his flame lit up brightly enough to throw purple shadows across the faces of the watchers.

“Weather Ball!” Ash countered.

Ho-Oh broke his circling movement, wings sweeping across and corralling the whole cyclone into a ball.

“Cancel Night Shade!” Irvin said quickly. “Phase!”

Lampent went translucent again, letting his attack dissipate before it did much damage to Ho-Oh.

Then the Weather Ball fired downwards, a sphere made of just-fused vitreous glass from the entire Sandstorm.

Much to the surprise of most of the audience, it hit Lampent squarely on the apex and shattered with a crash. Shadowy grey smoke wreathed out of the interior, smacking into Lampent, and the Ghost-type wobbled backwards in mid-air.

“Time’s up!” Joy said, as the fragments fell to the floor of the arena. “And for that remarkable use of Weather Ball to carry an unexpected Ominous Wind, Ash Ketchum and Ho-Oh have scraped a victory!”

Ho-Oh exhaled, gliding down to land by Ash’s side. “That was unexpected.”

“If I’d said what the plan was, it wouldn’t have worked,” Ash replied.

“Nice,” Irvin nodded – recalling Lampent as the noise of the crowd swelled. “I guess now I can tell everyone it took a Legendary to beat me at a Contest!”


“You’re not staying?” Ash asked.

“No – I have enjoyed myself, Ash, but in truth I do have some duties. I remember what you said about Groudon and Kyogre, and will attempt to ensure that I am available to help them,” Ho-Oh told him.

He gave a deep bow, which was returned by both Ash and Lucario.

“Clear skies,” Lucario said formally. “Though I suppose you can make them if you need them…”

“Correct,” Ho-Oh confirmed. “And fair winds – or waves – to you all.”

He spread his wings, took two steps, and launched himself into the air. Climbing until he was above the tallest buildings, he circled Lilycove once and set out to the north.

“I guess I’d better go get Latios,” Ash said, as they waved. “I hope he and Latias enjoyed the break together in Altomare.”

“I’m sure they did,” Pikachu agreed. “Thanks to you, Altomare is safer for them – and they can enjoy their time together all the more.”

“Especially since they know how precious it is,” Lucario volunteered.

There was silence for a moment.

“I guess we’d better get back to Brock, May and Max,” Ash decided. “We should work out how we’re going to get across the sea towards Mossdeep.”


“That’s just like Ash,” Max sighed. “Where did he go?”

“Perhaps he is giving Ho-Oh a send off,” Blaziken suggested. “In that case, he should be somewhere nearer the edge of town to give them privacy.”

“That means… this way,” Brock said, looking up from his map and pointing.

As May was the closest, she took the lead – and nearly ran into Harley as the Cacturne trainer came around the corner.

“Oh!” she said, stepping a little awkwardly to the side to avoid actually crashing into him. “Uh… hi?”

“Greetings,” Harley replied, looking her up and down before giving the same survey to Max, Brock and Blaziken. “Who might you be?”

“May – May Maple,” May introduced herself. “This is my little brother, Max, and this is Brock.”

“Interesting,” Harley said. “So… what do you do?”

“I’m a gym leader,” Brock told him. “Though I’ve only been back to my gym once or twice in the last couple of years…”

“Of course – you have to allow your creative freedom full expression, you can’t be stifled by simply being in the same place,” Harley agreed. “I say that’s the truest way to be a great gym leader.”

“I’m taking the Gym challenge,” Max said proudly.

Harley gave him a second look, then shrugged. “Hm. My commiserations on your hormone problem.”

“What’s that-”

“Max!” May interrupted.

Max subsided, giving Harley a mutinous look which the Coordinator ignored completely.

“And I know you’re a Coordinator,” May said. “Your performance was pretty good, I thought. The last-shot trick was a good one.”

“Yes, I thought so,” Harley agreed. “It was a great way for my wonderful Cacturne to show his skills… not that I got one in the battle rounds.”

“Yeah…” May winced. “I really hope I don’t end up with a battle match like that in my Contest career.”

“Oh, you’re a Coordinator as well?” Harley asked, sounding interested. “I could give you a few tips!”

May weighed her possible responses, and decided on diplomacy. “I’d be glad to hear them,” she said.

Harley nodded. “Indeed – I have to say, I’m a particular fan of making your outfit match your contest performance. I don’t think the judges give quite the marks they should for it, but the crowd likes it.”

“May, can we-” Max began.

May shook her head slightly. “Okay, that’s a good point.”

Apparently satisfied, Harley rummaged in an outside pocket of his outfit and brought out a small bag. “Would you like some flapjacks?”

“Sure,” May agreed.

Behind Harley, Max rolled his eyes.

Taking one of the proffered oat treats, May nibbled on a corner.

She swallowed, and took another bite before offering it to Blaziken. “This is pretty good, actually – I’m not normally a fan of flapjacks, but these are some of the best I’ve had in a long time.”

Harley’s lips turned down in a slight moue of disapproval, but then came to the decision that that was sufficient - especially as Blaziken ate the rest of the flapjack in one go. “Well, I’m glad you like it – I’ll keep an eye out for your Contest performances in future.”

“Hey, guys!” Ash called.

Harley’s expression froze.

“Sorry I took so long,” Ash went on. “Oh, hey, is this Harley?”

“You know this person?” Harley asked. “This… this… hack?”

“Hey!” Ash said, stung. “We worked hard on that performance!”

Harley turned his back ostentatiously and strode off.

“…oh, great,” May sighed. “And I was doing so well…”

“Apparently knowing Ash is bad enough for him, I guess,” Max said, blinking.

May shook her head. “I give up. He clearly doesn’t want to like us, so I guess we’ll have to live with it.”

“How was the flapjack really?” Max asked. “Better than Dad’s?”

“Of course not,” May replied. “But I have not had them for a long time. That bit was true.”

“So… I guess you sent Ho-Oh off, Ash?” Brock asked.

Ash nodded. “Yeah, and I told him about the Aqua and Magma thing.”

“So…” Brock glanced at the map. “I guess we need to work out how we’re getting across the sea towards Mossdeep.”

“Well…” Ash glanced upwards, counting. “We need to either have enough Pokémon to carry all four of us across the sea, or we need to take a boat. I guess Pidgeot might be available, and I need to pick up Latios anyway…”

Max brightened. “Oh, yeah, I had an idea about that – how far is Bomba Island?”

“A few miles by sea,” Brock told him. “Not far.”

“Then I kind of want to have Delta take me,” Max said. “It’s a pretty warm day, so…”

“That sounds like fun,” May said, before shaking her head. “But I’m not getting within a hundred feet of the water. I know there’s Tentacool out there.”

“Don’t you trust me to keep you safe?” Blaziken asked.

“Normally, yes,” May assured him. “Normally I’d feel very safe with you around. But… Tentacool are Water types, and Poison types, and they’re just plain ick.”

Brock frowned. “Ash? I just realized… we never did sort out the Porta Vista thing, did we?”

Fortunately for you all, I am quite civic minded, Dexter said. I simply submitted an anonymous tip to the police… and to the Elite Four.

“What’s Porta Vista?” Max asked.

“Oh, it was this place in Kanto…” Ash said, rubbing the back of his neck. “The first time around, it got destroyed by Tentacool angry the shore was being built on. And we… kinda forgot about that bit of it.”

“We need to make sure that doesn’t happen again,” Brock said, with a sigh. “It’s annoying, I know – but if it is your job to save just about everyone in the world individually and in groups, then we need to make sure we don’t miss someone out just because we feel iffy about it.”

Ash sighed. “Yeah… I know, I know. I just-”

He bit the sentence off. “It’d be kind of nice, sometimes, to go somewhere and not have to save it from whatever.”

“What about Cameran?” Max asked. “Whatever happens this time, you shouldn’t have the problem with Lucario, and you said that the Tree’s Mew already has Sabrina as a friend.”

Ash nodded. “Good point, Max. Thanks.”

He shook his head. “Okay, time to head over to Bomba island, then! Dexter, is Pidgeot ready?”

She should be ready soon, his Pokédex told him. I’ve already asked Damos to get hold of her. I’m not so sure on Latios, but he should be almost as quick.


“Okay, here we are,” May said, shading her eyes and looking across at Bomba island. “It’s a lovely day for a flight.”

“Just remember that it’s cold up there,” Brock pointed out. “We’ll be staying pretty low.”

“Who would you rather have carry you across, May?” Ash asked, reaching for Latios’ Cherish Ball and Pidgeot’s regular Pokéball.

May frowned. “Uh… actually, would it be okay if Latios took me across?”

“Ask him,” Ash told her, sending the Psychic-type out.

That would be fine, Latios assured her.

May took a step back. “…how did you do that? That didn’t sound…”

Bianca and I have been practicing telepathy, Latios explained. It took a lot of work, though.

“That’s cool!” Brock smiled. “I guess you’ve been keeping up with your training while back in Altomare.”

“What?” Ash asked, looking puzzled.

Lucario sighed and took the hat off his head. “Latios was using Psychic to talk,” he explained.

“Oh, right,” Ash realized. “Okay – sorry, I guess…”

Nothing to be sorry for, Latios told him with a smile. “I’ll have to remember to speak out loud as well when talking to Dark-types. Or you.”

“Thanks,” his trainer said. “Oh – I forgot to ask. How are Bianca, Lorenzo and Latias?”

“Latias is full of stories about travelling with you,” Latios told him, levitating down and tilting a little. “She told us about how she does crosswords, which was funny, and Bianca said she’d get Latias to try psychic painting.”

“You mean… painting psychic things?” May asked. “Or painting with Psychic powers?”

“Painting with psychic powers,” Latios clarified. “But the first time she smashed the palette into the canvas, which made quite a mess… oh, and Lorenzo has finished rebuilding the museum.”

“Maybe we’ll have to go and visit,” Brock suggested. “What’s there now?”

“Lots more fossils and a model of the DMA,” Latios said, looking upwards as he remembered. “And I think there’s a diorama with a scene from when you saved my sister.”

Ash’s cheeks heated. “…what bit did they do?”

“Something about you riding to the rescue on the back of a Legendary, flourishing a sword.”

“But…” Ash glanced at his back. “Uh… I don’t even have a sword.”

“Yes you do,” Lucario interjected. “It’s in your bag. Remember, Sir Ketchum?”

“…she didn’t mention that bit,” Latios said, blinking.

“It was during the thing in the Togepi Kingdom,” Brock explained. “I’m Sir Brock Slate of That Nice Looking Rock.”

Latios nodded. “I guess… yeah, okay.”

He clasped his hands together. “Okay, are we going to head over to the island?”

Brock sent out Flygon. “Probably. Are you ready, Flygon?”

“Of course,” Flygon agreed, wings flaring half-open for a moment. “I’m looking forward to the time at the seaside too, of course…”

“Not as much as Max is,” May said, nodding over to her brother.

They looked, and spotted Max – wearing swimming trunks, and halfway into the surf.

“What’s he doing?” Latios asked. “Is he okay?”

There was a flash, and Max sent out Delta.

“He’s getting a lift from Delta,” Ash explained, as Max grabbed onto the back of the Flying-type. “We don’t know if Delta can carry him all the way, so they’re going right down next to the sea so it’s not far to fall.”

He sent out Pidgeot, smiling as she stretched and shook her wings out. “And I guess we’re taking the long way, right?”

“Let’s see how many times I can lap the island before Delta gets there,” Pidgeot suggested.

She picked up Max’s discarded bag in her beak, then crouched to let Ash get on. The two Dragon-types picked up their riders as well, and Lucario settled into an easy run towards the sea – and towards the island on the far side.


“Okay,” Max said, taking a deep breath as he and Delta rose into the air. “Ready?”

Delta nodded. “Sure am! Here goes!”

He gathered himself, waiting for a swell to come in, then powered forwards with strong flaps of his wing-like fins in the trough between one wave and the next.

Max laughed in excitement as they sped up, rising up the crest of the next wave – then, with an explosion of spray, Delta took off and they were airborne.

At first it was just a jump, but then Delta continued flapping his fin-like wings and their trajectory became flat and then pointed slightly upwards.

As he held on with both hands, Max counted the flaps under his breath. Nineteen-Twenty-Twentyone-Twentytwo…

“This is amazing!” he said, looking down at the water whipping past below. “I didn’t realize how fast you were before!”

Delta chuckled, flapping harder, then stopped and began to glide down again. “Should we try a landing?”

“Uh…” Max blinked. “Wait, wait, let me think!”

Delta pulled up again, flapping away. “Okay, okay…”

Max thought about it for a bit, looking up to see where they were. “Uh… okay, I guess it’d be fine to land if you’re careful.”

“Of course I’m careful!” Delta told him cheerfully. He slowed his flapping fins, dropping a bit lower, and aimed for a likely-looking wave going in the same direction as them. “Ready… steady…”

They hit with a splash, skimmed across the water as Delta shed momentum, then he tilted up and stopped so abruptly that Max went flying over his head.

“Oh no!” the Mantine said, concerned. “Max!”

He plunged beneath the water, and helped Max back to the surface with a quick push.

“Are you okay?” he asked, concerned, and offered his back for Max to rest on.

“I’m okay,” Max said, coughing and wiping water from his eyes. “I guess I wasn’t expecting to have to hold on like that… I’ll have to use my feet, I guess…”

“Sorry, Max…” Delta said, fins sculling slightly. “I guess I just never notice how much I slow down when I land…”

“Are you okay?” May asked, as Latios descended.

We saw you hit the water, Latios added. Do you need a lift?

“Uh…” Max thought about that. “It’s okay, we just wanted to try landing, but… uh, yeah, maybe it is for the best. Sorry, Delta.”

“I’m the one who should be sorry, Max,” Delta said. “I should have used Surf to brake so we could hit the water more gently. I got too carried away, and you were in danger.”

Arc burst out of his Pokéball. “Max! Are you-”

He hit the water with a splash.

“…oops,” he muttered, treading water with a splashy doggy-paddle. “I don’t think I’m very much help…”

Max returned him, and sniggered. “Now he’s going to smell of wet fur for ages…”


A wave came sweeping in towards a broad, sandy beach.

As it mounded up, a blue-black figure became visible on the crest of the wave. It hung there for a moment as the breaker began to curl, then rode down the forwards edge with water splashing out underneath its feet.

The breaker became a tunnel, hiding its passenger from view for a second, and then Lucario shot out of the far end of the tunnel as the whole thing collapsed into a crashing spume of spray.

He turned, using his momentum to catch up to the swash, and rode it all the way to shore before stepping coolly onto the beach.

“The best way to travel,” he pronounced.

Pikachu glanced up from his towel. “It’s not a great way to travel long distances, though,” he pointed out.

Lucario shrugged. “Where’d you get the ice lolly?”

“Glaceon made some,” Pikachu told him. “I think there’s a few left.”


“It really is a nice day,” May sighed, lying back on the soft sand of the beach. “Sometimes it’s good to just… you know. Unwind.”

She licked on her frozen snack. “Especially when you’ve got something as nice as this to go with it. Thanks, Glaceon.”

“You’re welcome,” Glaceon said, sitting quite firmly in Venusaur’s sizeable shadow. “I’m glad that I could help everyone stay cool.”

“Well, everyone who wants to,” May amended – nodding at Blaziken, who was taking advantage of the long strand of sand to sprint repeatedly back and forth. “I think he’s decided to see if he can set himself on fire.”

She smiled. “Well, you know. More on fire.”

Finishing the last of the frozen juice lolly, she stretched. “Okay, I guess we should get going…”

“I think so too,” Brock agreed. “I just need to make sure Crobat knows… he’s flying out in the surf.”

“Don’t forget to return me,” Glaceon requested, as the humans got up. “Normally I’m okay with being out in the sun, but this is just uncomfortable.”

Smiling, May returned the Ice-type. “There you go.”

“Can I have the sticks?” Brock asked. “I’ll wash them tonight and we can use them again next time we want to do this.”

“I like the sound of that,” May agreed. “This could be a regular thing.”

A shrug. “That is, if Glaceon doesn’t mind being an ice cream maker.”

“Actually, we could try doing ice cream,” Brock agreed. “I’ll look up how to do it…”


“So…” Ash looked around. “This is where people train to be Pokémon Referees?”

“We prefer to call them Battle Judges,” replied the professor, a woman by the name of Serena. “But yes.”

“It’s a tough course,” Brock said. “You have to study it if you want to become a Gym Leader, but they don’t actually do a practical test – and that’s the hard bit.”

“Correct,” Serena agreed with a nod. “What seems very simple in the textbooks is quite a bit more complicated when Pokémon are moving fast, both trainers are calling orders, and of course the attacks themselves are both loud and visually impressive in a lot of cases.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “But can’t you just decide based on which Pokémon is knocked out first? Or when someone says their Pokémon can’t battle?”

Brock, May and Max all stared at Ash.

“…Ash, do you even remember how many times one of your Pokémon has been so determined it got itself hurt?” Max asked.

“…oh, yeah,” Ash agreed, deflating. “Sorry, you’re right. I guess… the referee’s main job is to make sure Pokémon – and people – don’t get hurt?”

“Right,” Serena agreed.

“I like that,” Ash nodded. “And I guess they also have to spot cheating?”

“Yes, though often that’s harder,” Serena agreed.

“Remember that guy with the Pelipper?” Max asked.

“Yeah, that wasn’t very nice,” Ash agreed. He glanced over at Serena, and tried to explain. “There was someone with a Pelipper who kept several other Pokémon in there – in his beak – and used them to make it so it seemed like Pelipper had lots of attacks.”

“And this was a Single Battle?” Serena checked. “Yes, that would be disallowed. In free-for-all or Triple, that would be actually quite a good tactic.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “I did something in one of my gym battles with a Lapras on top of an ice-skating Snorlax.”

Serena nodded. “Indeed. Now – would you like to meet some of the students? I think it’d be nice for us to have some demonstration battles, and the students can practice their calling.”

She smiled. “I think we’ll leave Mr. Ketchum’s battle for after the warm up…”

“Why?” Ash asked. “Is there something about my battles which makes them hard to referee?”

“On the contrary,” Serena told him. “They’re very easy to referee, except where the Battle Judge actually has to intervene in any way. Things tend to move quite fast.”


“Left, Crobat!” Brock ordered. “Come around from behind him!”

Crobat swerved, all four wings thrashing, and-

“Stop!” Serena called, raising her hand.

Crobat tried to stop, failed, and had to flap frantically to avoid crashing into Arc.

“What was the problem there?” Serena added, turning to her students.

“Uh…”

Several blank looks were her main answer.

“Uh – I think I know,” said one student. “Is it that he ended up out of bounds?”

“That’s right,” Serena confirmed. “Well spotted, Jimmy. Yes, this match has an out of bounds condition, and Crobat passed outside the perimeter of the lines.”

She turned to another student. “What should a Battle Judge do here?”

The student looked down for a moment, then looked up. “Is this one of the places you give a warning?”

“The first time around, yes,” Serena confirmed. “Since he didn’t try to exploit it. But more than once is a red card.”

She turned to Brock and Max. “Can you continue, please?”

“…where from?” Crobat asked. “Do I go back where I was, or…”


“That’s enough!” Ash called. “Latios, come back!”

Mega Latios skidded back in mid-air, transitioning back down to his base state, and caught his Mega Stone. “Right!”

Jimmy watched carefully, making sure that Brock’s Geodude didn’t interfere with the switch-out.

“Is that a legal move?” Serena asked.

Jimmy looked uncertain for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah – he didn’t use the Pokéball to pull Latios out of a place he was about to be defeated.”

“Good.”

Ash switched Pokéballs. “Your turn, Heracross!”

Heracross landed on the battlefield with a soft thump, and took a stance with his legs apart and his fists down.

Geodude gestured, making a rocky spike emerge from the ground and launching it at Heracross, and the Fighting-type smashed it to pieces with a fast punch before counterattacking with a thrown piece of rock.

As the Rock-type shielded himself with a gesture and a rocky wall, the Heracronite on Heracross’ brow began to flare with orange light.

When the rocky shield faded, Geodude was faced with Mega Heracross – who promptly drew his fist back, chambering an almighty punch.

Geodude brought both clenched fists up, rising several inches into the air, and the ground mounded up before producing a single massive fist.

“Remember, don’t over-stress a joint,” Brock warned.

Geodude waved sharply, and the fist punched forwards – meeting Mega Heracross’ Focus Punch coming the other way, and sending fragments of rock spilling out all over the ground as the rocky forearm shattered.

“Halt!” Serena called.

Both Pokémon stopped fighting.

“Why did I do that?” she asked, glancing around at the class.

After several seconds of uncertainty, someone raised a hand. “Uh…”

“Yes?” she asked, nodding to the pupil.

“I think it’s because Mr. Ketchum just used two Mega Evolutions in one battle,” the girl said.

Jimmy’s face fell.

“That’s correct,” Serena agreed. “I know it’s quite a new rule, but it is a valid one and when you’re not quite sure you should stop the match just to double check.”

She smiled. “But pick a moment when it’s not going to give one side or the other an advantage, of course.”

“Did Ash decide to do that deliberately?” someone asked.

“Yeah,” Ash nodded. “Well – your teacher told me to do something which wouldn’t be legal in the rules, but to not make a big fuss about it. So I thought I’d do that.”

“And an excellent job you did,” Serena told him. “Sometimes when a Pokémon does something they know isn’t right you can see it in their expression, but that’s not always enough – as it wasn’t in this case. Now… I think perhaps we should try someone else. Grace?”

Ash let Mega Heracross relax back to just Heracross, and returned him. “Brock, do you think we should do an airborne battle?”

“Sure,” Brock agreed. “I guess Flygon’s the best choice, then.”

As Flygon and Pidgeot flashed out of their Pokéballs into mid-air, only Max noticed Jimmy walking away in a bit of a daze.


Finding a rock, Jimmy sat down on it and sighed. “I can’t believe I missed that…”

All three of his Pokémon came bursting out of their Pokéballs, and gave one another concerned glances. A silent conversation ended with Charmeleon taking his arm and nosing up underneath it, while Wartortle sat with his back to the rock and Ivysaur placed himself next to Jimmy’s feet.

“Hi, guys,” he said, smiling wanly. “What brings you all out here?”

“Waaar,” Wartortle said, in a deep voice. “Tortle-tort.”

“I guess I am sad,” Jimmy agreed. “But… I mean, look at this!”

He kicked the ground with a sigh. “I’m no good at Pokémon training – my only badge was for cleaning a swimming pool! And now I’m no good at being a Battle Judge either.”

Charmeleon nosed his side, and he reached up to scratch the Fire-type under the chin. “And it’s not like I’m any good at Coordinating, either…”

A quiet bark caught his attention, and he looked up.

Looking back at him was a Mightyena with its tail wagging, and Max walking up behind it.

“Good work, Cinder,” he said, reaching down to give her a quick stroke.

“So,” he added, looking up at Jimmy. “What’s up?”

“Oh, just… I kind of feel like I’m stupid,” Jimmy tried to explain. “I never seem to do anything at all well.”

Max frowned. “Really? What do you mean?”

“It’s… I bet it’s easy for you,” Jimmy added. “I mean – you’re a prodigy! You’re a Pokémon trainer who I can tell is way younger than normal, and Ash Ketchum is helping you! I mean – Ash Ketchum!”

“Believe me, it’s not as easy as it sounds,” Max muttered. “But… how come you think you’re not good at anything?”

He indicated the trio of starters. “Your Pokémon seem to really like you.”

“Yeah, I guess, but-” Jimmy shook his head. “I got them in really stupid ways.”

Wartortle made eye contact with Max and shook his head, and Charmeleon just snuggled in closer.

“Do they think that?” Max asked.

“I – I got Ivysaur by giving him a rice ball! That’s just-” Jimmy began, then cut himself off.

“That’s actually fine,” Max said. “I mean – sure, capturing Pokémon by battling them is how we’re all told we’re supposed to do it, but I think befriending a Pokémon is better. It means they like you.”

Jimmy sighed.

Max sat down, Cinder clambering into his lap, and looked up. “You know how I got my latest badge?”

Confused, Jimmy shook his head.

“I lost.”

The trainee Battle Judge blinked. “…what?”

“I lost, but Winona said that I’d shown I was adaptable,” Max clarified. “You don’t have to win a gym battle to earn a badge, you don’t have to fight a Pokémon to catch them – and… you don’t have to win badges at all. You can do whatever you want to, really.”

“But if I’m not really good at them…” Jimmy said, looking uncomfortable.

Max frowned, thinking about what to do.

“Cinder?” he said, softly. “Can you ask which of Jimmy’s Pokémon is the strongest?”

Cinder barked the question, and listened to the replies. Then she looked up at Max.

“Uh…” she said, looking confused. “It’s kind of complicated. See, Ivysaur says Wartortle’s stronger than he is. Charmeleon says Ivysaur’s stronger than she is. And Wartortle thinks they’re both a lot tougher than him.”

“Okay,” Max said, trying to remember what exactly happened last time. “I think I’ve got an idea.”


“There we go,” Serena said, as Pikachu’s cheeks sparked off residual electricity and Lucario came out of guard position. “And yes, before you ask, there are rules against humans interfering with battles by fighting themselves, but they’re usually for… people with new Pokémon.”

“I didn’t actually know that for sure,” Ash admitted. “I guessed there would be, though.”

Serena nodded. “Right. Now, I think that’s about everything – the only one left is the difference between Triple and Rotation Battles.”

She looked up. “Where’s Jimmy, he’d be good for this… Jimmy?”

May frowned. “I think Max disappeared, too. What happened?”

“Pidgeot, can you go look?” Ash asked.

Pidgeot nodded, crouching and getting ready to spring, then stopped. “Uh… no need, I think I found them.”

She pointed with a wing, and even those who couldn’t understand followed her gesture.

With slightly clumsy wingbeats, a large Charizard came flying down to land in the courtyard.

Jimmy got down off her back with considerable haste, looking a bit green, and Max jumped off a moment later.

“Jimmy?” Serena asked. “Your Charmeleon evolved? Congratulations!”

“Uh – hi, Professor,” Jimmy said, looking awkward. “Actually, uh… they all did.”

Venusaur and Blastoise came out of their Pokéballs, posing as Charizard reared back and let off a blast of flame.

“Told you you were a good trainer,” Max said.


AN:


Further Contest business with Ho-Oh, and Harley being… Harley.

Max exploring his own flight option, which is… alright, except where landing is concerned. Fortunately there’s some Latios-based air sea rescue around!

Then there’s some fun time on beaches, and a visit to the Battle Judge school. They teach… Battle Judges.
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“So… I guess you gave him a battle?” May asked.

“Yeah,” Max agreed, making sure that everyone else was crowded around Jimmy. “I could remember one of his Pokemon evolved, so I suggested a triple battle because I wasn’t sure which one. And…”

He shrugged.

“I guess you are learning from Ash,” May quipped.

Max sniggered.

“Okay,” he went on. “I guess we’re moving on now? Where to?”

“Not sure,” May admitted. “And I think we need to wait for Ash.”


“So,” Ash said, looking Blastoise up and down. “What’s he obsessed with?”

Blastoise gave him a cool look. “What do you mean, obsessed?”

“Aren’t pretty much all Squirtle, Wartortle and Blastoise really into something?” Ash clarified.

“Are they?” Jimmy said, examining Blastoise closely. “I didn’t realize that…”

“I’m not obsessed in the slightest,” Blastoise huffed. “I can simply quote verbatim half of Mahou Sensei-”

“And there we go,” Lucario said, deadpan. “Knew there had to be something.”

“So who’s the Furret?” Pikachu asked.

Charizard, Blastoise, Venusaur, Ash and Lucario all gave him surprised looks.

“What?” he asked. “I have been known to watch TV sometimes.”

“Should we expect you to start using playing cards in battle?” asked Lucario with a smirk – which quickly vanished as he realized what he’d just revealed.

“I wish I could understand Pokemon,” Jimmy sighed. “I bet it’d be really useful.”

“It is,” Ash agreed. “But it’s really kind of hard – it takes a lot of Aura training to get good at it.”

Jimmy nodded, then brightened. “Well – I guess we’ll work out what to do, together! Hey, Ash – can you thank Max for me? I don’t think I said it enough.”

“Sure thing,” Ash agreed. “Good luck!”

“…but I think the important bit is the kiss,” Blastoise said.

“This conversation got weird quickly,” Charizard murmured to her teammate.


“You what?” asked Serena, blinking. “They disqualified a Pokemon because it was knocked out by Sleep Powder?”

“Yeah,” Brock nodded. “It was really kind of strange at the time – especially because another of his Pokemon was clearly exhausted after he’d been kidnapped.”

“Kidnapped!” Serena repeated. “That alone is grounds for a postponement of the match so it’s under fair conditions. Did you get the name of the referee?”

“I’m afraid not,” Brock demurred. “I mainly wanted to double-check that that really wasn’t-”

“Brock?” Max called. “Are you coming?”

“Sorry, I’ll have to go,” Brock apologized. “Nice talking to you.”


“Okay, ready?”

“Yeah,” Goodra agreed.

He looked back over his shoulder, making sure that Mawile was safely on. “Are you sure about this?”

“Sure I’m sure!” Mawile confirmed. “Now, let’s go!”

Goodra nodded, and turned to face the sand of the beach.

Mawile waved from his back. “Hey, watch this!”

Inhaling, Goodra let crackling purple energy build up in his mouth. He held it for a long second as it built and built, then looked down about ten inches in front of his feet – and fired.

The Dragon Pulse blazed into the sand of the beach, kicking up a big plume of it and leaving a hole several inches deep.

“Wheeeeee!” Mawile shouted, as she and Goodra went upwards and backwards at high speed.

Goodra kept up the blast for about two seconds, then swung his tail around and cut out the blast. Spinning to face towards the sea, he gulped for a moment at how high up they were.

“I bet I do a better dive than you!” Mawile said, clambering up to his shoulder and jumping off with her hands together.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Goodra laughed, flexing his antennae to make himself more streamlined and angling himself towards the water.

Mawile hit in the trough between two waves with a loud splash, and then Goodra threw up an enormous waterspout which took at least three seconds to finally all crash back to the water.

A moment later, Mawile’s head popped back up out of the water. “That was great!” she announced, paddling vigorously. “Let’s do it again!”

She glanced down. “Goodra?”

Goodra blew out a gust of air as he came to the surface. “Phew!”

“Fun, wasn’t it?” Mawile asked. “Come on, let’s go again!”

She began to paddle back to shore, and Goodra smiled before catching up to her with powerful strokes of his tail.

He picked her up and put her on his back, saving her the hard task of staying out of the water, and then kept going. “Think I can make it through the waves?”

“Sure you can!” Mawile agreed. “I’ll tell you when it’s shallow enough you can walk!”


“They’re enjoying themselves,” Latios said, watching the two mismatched Pokemon as they splashed through the surf and got ready for another dive.

“Is that the kind of thing you do with Latias?” Ash asked.

“Not really, no,” Latios replied. “Well, we do go swimming, but normally it’s just playing in the air or underwater. We don’t do that kind of extreme-sports stuff… well, except when Latias tries to interfere with boat races.”

Ash chuckled.

“Is it strange, doing everything over again?” Latios asked. “Doesn’t it get… boring?”

Ash shrugged. “Not really. I mean, all my Pokemon are either new this time or they can remember last time, so I’m not really doing things with them the same way. And the other stuff…” He shook his head. “It’s different enough, so it’s fine.”

He reached out to stroke the drowsing Pikachu next to him. “And – that’s the important bit. My friends are with me.”

“I… it’s hard for me to imagine what it was like for Latias,” Latios said. “But… I’m glad she doesn’t have to face that now.”

“So am I,” Ash agreed. “I only thought I’d lost Pikachu for a few minutes, but they were…”

He let out a long sigh.

“I guess that’s part of why I’m travelling like I am,” he mused. “I could try to devote all my time to getting ready to defeat Cyrus – and no, Professor Oak still hasn’t found any sign of him – but if I did that then I wouldn’t be ready anyway, because I wouldn’t have my friends.”

“No matter what happens – Ash, I’ll be there if you need me,” Latios promised. “You gave me my life back, and saved my sister – so we’re your friends.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, smiling broadly. “I – yeah, thanks.”


Venusaur lifted her vine slightly.

Skitty’s paws swept through the area that the vine-tip had just been, flailing frantically, and she fell back to the sandy dune below.

Shaking her head, she mrowled and stared up at the waving tip. “Like, come on! Come down here so I can, like, play!”

Venusaur lowered her vine again, letting it swing teasingly, and Skitty pounced up high enough to grab onto the very tip.

“Like, gotcha!” she purred, as Venusaur lifted her up. “I win!”

“You do indeed,” Venusaur agreed, lowering her. “Another go?”

Skitty nodded. “Only, like… this time I have to, like, climb along the vine.”

“Go ahead,” Venusaur said.

As Skitty clambered up and set foot on Venusaur’s vine near the base, the Grass-type looked up and spotted her friend coming down. “Oh – hello, Swablu!”

“Hello!” Swablu replied, making to alight on the ground before swerving to take advantage of Venusaur’s other vine. “Thanks for the perch.”

“No problem,” Venusaur replied. “What brings you over here?”

“Just wanted to see how you’re doing,” Swablu explained. “And have a bit of a rest, too…”

Venusaur nodded sympathetically. “Let me guess. Training?”

“Training,” Swablu agreed. “I’m getting really good at the acrobatic stuff – but I’m still not so good at attacks…”

“Your Singing is good enough to be going on with,” Venusaur assured him, looping her vine around to give him a rub on the forehead. “It’s beautiful.”

“Thanks!” the little Flying-type chirped. “But I still think I should learn – I mean, Blaziken’s putting all that effort in…”

“Blaziken’s decided that he needs to make May safe by making himself faster than anything that could hurt her,” Venusaur observed.

They watched for a moment as Blaziken ran through a complex, flowing kata. His limbs flashed and flared as he kicked and spun, and for a moment a tornado of flame hid him from their sight.

“What about you?” Swablu asked.

“Well…” Venusaur shrugged.

Skitty fell off the other vine with a yowl.

“I’ve got a few new tricks…” Venusaur went on. “There’s a petal-dance trick that Meganium showed me once, and I think I’ve worked out a new spin on it.”

“Is that a joke?” Swablu asked, tilting his head.

“…I’m going to say it was intentional,” Venusaur replied.

As Skitty tugged her tail out of the sand, Venusaur lowered a vine to her. “Do you want a lift?”

“Like… no!” Skitty denied. “I’ll, like, do it the hard way, yeah?”

“Suit yourself,” Venusaur agreed.

“Is the Petal Dance thing all?” Swablu asked. “I mean – you seem like such a powerful Pokemon, and I’ve not really seen you do anything really… you know. Like Blaziken is with his fire.”

Venusaur considered that.

“I think I know why,” she decided. “I take a little while to get going – but when I do, I’m pretty tough.”

She glanced up at the sky. “Watch.”

Closing her eyes, she breathed in and out. “Growth.”

As Swablu watched, tingling yellow-green energy flowed down her leaves into her main plant. It quivered, then the petals opened slightly.

Venusaur’s entire body expanded a few inches.

“Whoa!” Swablu said. “You got bigger!”

“Yeah, and I can keep doing it,” Venusaur agreed. “You don’t mess with a Venusaur for long.”

She was about to keep demonstrating, but Swablu cut her off. “Uh… Venusaur?”

“Yes?” the Grass-type asked, catching Skitty as the feline slipped off her vine again.

“I think…” Swablu began, taking off and hovering a little higher. “Yeah, I think that’s Spoink!”

“Oh, yeah, he did keep showing up…” Venusaur mused. “Well, why don’t you go and invite him over?”

“Sure!” Swablu agreed, flapping again, and then dove down towards the Psychic-type. “Hey!”

Spoink jumped. (Higher than usual.) His pearl went flying off, bouncing once on the sand, and then a flaming blur intercepted it before it could hit the water.

“Got it,” Blaziken said, holding up the sphere of nacre. “You should be more careful with this.”

“…uh, hi, Spoink!” Swablu said, looking sheepish. “Sorry, I guess I surprised you…”

“Oh – hello!” Spoink replied, bouncing steadily. “I didn’t think I’d meet you here!”

He took his pearl back from Blaziken with a quick application of Psychic, and placed it on his head. “And thank you, too!”

“Like, I’ll go get May,” Skitty offered.

“That sounds nice,” Spoink agreed. “I’d like to say hello, now I know you’re here.”


“This is kind of cool,” May said, waving her hands and watching as Ethan’s form changed. “I didn’t know you could do this.”

It is a recent discovery on my part as well, Ethan admitted. I am not sure if there are practical applications, but perhaps it would work well for a Contest opening number.

“You mean so you change as I move?” May said, interested. “That could work.”

She made a twisting gesture with her hand, and Ethan’s form collapsed back down to his normal state.

Disabling gesture control. Ethan’s form shivered. Well, that was interesting.

“I guess the next thing to do is to see how well you can battle now,” May pondered. “Who would be a good opponent?”

Kris is the closest match in terms of experience and nominal capabilities, Ethan said. But perhaps it would make more sense for me to engage someone stronger, like Lucario.

“If you think it’d help,” May said, a little dubiously – glancing over at Ash and Lucario, now having their daily spar. “Wouldn’t Guy be a better choice for that?”

With Guy I have no illusions about what would happen. Lucario does not actually hit as hard, he simply uses Aura instead.

“It’s you being dug out of a crater,” May shrugged.

“Hey, May!” Swablu piped, flying down.

May held out her arm. “What is it?”

“You remember Spoink?” Swablu asked, alighting and giving an affectionate nibble to her proffered finger. “He’s turned up here!”

“Great!” May smiled. “I like Spoink. How is he?”

“You can ask him yourself,” Swablu said, nodding.

May turned, just as Spoink arrived. He bounced a little off-target, hitting her bag just where it rode on her hip, and his pearl went flying again.

Half the contents of May’s bag also went flying, scattering all over the floor, and May winced. “Ah, great…”

“Ow,” Spoink said, eyes a little unfocused. “Uh… my pearl!”

He grabbed something about the right shape and colour and levitated it onto his head. “Ah… now I-”

There was a flash of white light, and he vanished.

May stared at the bright pink Love Ball that Spoink had just been sucked into. “Uh… that was unexpected?”

You are going to have to get your mother a new present now, Ethan informed her.

“Not helping!”

Skitty arrived, and pouted. “Like… no fair, Swablu. Flying’s, like, cheating.”


“I’m so sorry about that,” May said, opening the Pokeball and blushing. “I didn’t realize-”

“No, it’s my fault, I guess,” Spoink said, absently taking the Love Ball and bouncing it up and down on his head. “I’m the one who took the ball.”

May blinked. “Uh… do you have subtitles all of a sudden?”

That’s me, Ethan told her. I’m projecting a 20 percent mask in front of your eyes which includes translations of what he’s saying.

“Huh, cool,” May decided. “That’s new.”

It was a reasonable projection that I would be capable of it in my new state.

“Is that that Porygon?” Spoink asked, steadily bouncing. “The one you had back we last met?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” May agreed. “Wow, this really is a lot easier… yes, it’s Ethan. But he’s evolved.”

Recognizing the cue, Ethan drew himself out of thin air, all mathematical curves and independently floating components.

“That’s cool,” Spoink said, bouncing a little closer. “So… uh, I guess we’re teammates now?”

“What do you mean teammates?” May asked, a little surprised.

“Uh…” Spoink glanced up at the Pokeball bouncing above his head, until May passed him his pearl and he switched to that. “I thought that… you know. Since you caught me…”

“But… I didn’t?” May protested. “You kind of caught yourself.”

This is more or less how Team Rocket obtained Moltres, Ethan pointed out. And how Misty got her Psyduck, actually.

“I guess you’re right – but that’s not the point!” May said, shaking her head. “You’re not caught, Spoink – you’re just, uh…”

“Don’t you want a new Pokemon?” Spoink asked. “I mean, if you…”

“It’s not about what I want, Spoink,” May explained, kneeling down. “It’s about how I’d rather have a Pokemon who understands what’s going on, and who wants to be my Pokemon.”

“But you offered before…” Spoink said, sounding a bit hurt.

Venusaur tapped Spoink on the shoulder.

May jumped. “Whoah! Venusaur, don’t sneak up on us like that!”

“I weigh more than a fridge,” Venusaur pointed out blandly. “And I didn’t sneak.”

Spoink rotated in place, and looked at Venusaur. “Hello?”

“I think we’d better give May a few minutes to come to terms with it,” Venusaur suggested. “Beautifly and I can explain to you what May means, and you can decide if you still like the idea.”

“Okay, I guess,” Spoink agreed. “Which way should I go?”

Venusaur pointed with a vine. “Beautifly’s over there.”


“Yah!”

Pikachu’s tail flashed silver-steel, and he swung it in a curving arc.

Corphish’s pair of shellsabers moved to catch the attack in a cross parry, and the force of the impact drove him back a step.

Pikachu slid his tail a little, keeping it in Iron Tail, and then used one of the jagged steps in his tail to haul himself towards and over Corphish’s back.

As he did so, he disengaged his tail and touched Corphish in the back of his shell. “Got you.”

Corphish deactivated his shellsabers with a flicker of red light, then nodded.

“I make that five-three,” Pikachu added. “You’re having trouble keeping me from making it past your guard.”

“Yes,” Corphish agreed. “That is what’s happening.”

There was a sudden snap-hiss and a red blade appeared just in front of Pikachu’s nose. “But I’d have been striking for your body if it was a real fight, and you’d have taken at least two more hits.”

Pikachu replied by forming a crackling sphere of electricity big enough to comfortably entrap both of them.

“Convincing counterargument,” Corphish admitted, and deactivated the attack again.

There was a bang out over the bay, and he turned. “What was that?”

“Either Flygon trying to Dragonbreath Mawile in mid-jump or Mawile managing to Thunderpunch Flygon in mid-flight,” Pikachu judged. “Flygon said he’d try to hit her without hitting Goodra…”

Another blast of sound, this time a crashing roar of surf and water, and Goodra rose into the air on a torrent of Dragon Pulse.

“And that’s a water takeoff,” Pikachu added.

Ash came over, towelling himself off, and flopped down next to Pikachu. “Phew!”

“You seem more tired than usual,” his Starter observed.

“Lucario wanted to practice sword kata,” Ash explained. “That presentation sword weighs a ton!”

“Going to keep it up?” Lucario asked, walking over but remaining on his feet for the moment.

“I might,” Ash said, shrugging. “I guess it couldn’t hurt – I mean, several of my Pokemon can use Sacred Sword now, so it’d be good to understand their limitations.”

“Of course,” Lucario agreed.

His paw shot out, and he caught Marshtomp’s punch. “Not good enough!”

“But I was stealthy that time,” Marshtomp complained.

“You didn’t put enough force into it,” Lucario explained. “If you want to specialize on punching and only punching – then make sure you win with the first punch, because otherwise your opponent might come up with a counter tactic.”

Marshtomp nodded. “Like getting Stantler and Guy to help?”

As Marshtomp’s form began to break down in blue shimmers, Lucario spun around on his heel and delivered a tail swipe to thin air.

“Yes,” he added, as the real Marshtomp hit the ground. “Much better.”

“Do you still need my help?” Guy asked politely.

Marshtomp muttered something pained.

“I’ll take that as a no.”


“…so you have to look good, and show inventiveness?” Spoink asked, not sure how to take that. “I could… um… well, I’m really mostly about bouncing.”

“That doesn’t have to matter,” Beautifly assured him. “May’s good at helping Pokemon to become good Contest performers. If you like the sound of it, well – that’s the most important thing, really. That’s the hardest bit to get right.”

Spoink thought that over, barely bouncing at all.

“And… what if I wanted to evolve? I don’t know quite what Grumpig do, but… it’s got to be easier to do a Contest like that.”

“You could do,” Beautifly agreed. “But it sounds to me like you’ve got your heart set on this.”

The Psychic-type frowned, pearl precariously pogoing from one position to another. “But I don’t know! I thought I’d made my mind up, and then… and I arrived here, and I thought… but May seems worried about it… and… I don’t know.”

Beautifly thought about that.

“I know,” she said, flapping her wings and rising near-soundlessly into the air. “Let’s try something else… where’s some coconuts or something…”


“So, how’s it going?” May asked, looking over as Max came to sit down.

“Pretty good,” Max grinned. “We built a huge sandcastle that Kris designed, and then Cinder went digging up through the middle of it and made the whole thing collapse – so we had to get Delta to wash all the sand off, and some of the water got on Arc, and he kind of… frizzed up. Again.”

“So what did you do after that?” May said. “I mean, you were complaining about all the wet fur smell just a day or two ago, so…”

“Yeah, but since then I found out that Venusaur knows Sweet Scent,” Max confided. “So I got her to help.”

“I guess that works,” May agreed. “And what about training?”

“Well, it was mainly Casper training,” Max replied. “He kept trying to get Cinder – because she’s the one who’s good at sniffing him out – but she got him every time. I think she’s still angry about the aniseed thing…”

May was about to go on, but a familiar voice interrupted her. “Is that – oh, hi Beautifly! And hello, Spoink!”

“Hello,” Spoink said, sounding a bit nervous. “Er… Beautifly and I wanted to show you something.”

“You do?” May asked, adjusting how she was sitting. “That sounds nice. What is it?”

“It’ll be better as a surprise,” Beautifly told her. “Ready, Spoink?”

“Um… yeah,” Spoink nodded, bouncing in place.

He took a deep breath, then got started – bouncing at least two feet into the air, then three.

As he came down from the bounce, he levitated a pair of coconuts over with his psychic power. His pearl bounced on his head, but stayed stable as he began using the coconuts to ‘juggle’.

May watched, realizing she was watching an Appeal, and was about to say something when Spoink pulled his trick.

As one coconut came down to be boosted back up, he bounced just a little sideways – and his spring struck the coconut, propelling him higher.

“Cool!” Max said, watching, and Spoink bounced up again – using the other coconut this time.

Two more coconuts joined in, and for a few seconds Spoink was effectively juggling five different objects – six, counting himself.

Then he made a mistake, bounced forwards, and May caught him before he hit the ground.

Coconuts bounced to the ground all around him.

“How long have you been practicing that?” May asked, looking at Spoink to make sure he was all right.

Max passed over the pearl, and May put it back on Spoink’s head – then let him down to continue bouncing.

“Uh… about… half an hour?” Spoink said, uncertainly. “But that was a bit better than I was in practice… I usually fell off when I added the second pair of coconuts…”

“That’s pretty good!” May told him. “No – that’s really good!”

“Does that mean you’ll let me be one of your Pokemon?” Spoink asked, nervously.

“Spoink – it wasn’t about that,” May explained. “It was making sure you knew what you were getting into – and I guess you know, now, so that’s great. If you still want to be one of my Pokemon, then of course you can.”

Spoink smiled, blushing shyly. “Thank you.”


“Woo!”

“Yeah!”

A large group of kids plunged through the waves, all of them riding on Surfing Pokemon – either Huntail or Gorebyss.

“Gorebyss are better than Huntail!” called one of the boys. “You show them, Mariana!”

“That’s a stupid name!” someone else replied, balancing on her Huntail. “My Nazca’s much faster than your Gorebyss!”

“This looks like fun!” someone called.

“Whoa,” said one of the boys some way back in the race. “That’s cool.”

Both the frontrunners looked over, and stared.

The blue form of a Suicune loped steadily along beside them, paws throwing up surprisingly small splashes as they hit the water, and her trainer waved.

“Hey, which way’s Island A?” the trainer asked.

Wordlessly, both racers pointed.

“Thanks!” Ash said. “See? Told you we’d find someone!”

“I couldn’t possibly comment,” Suicune replied, in a cool voice which the trainers somehow understood.

“Wait, that’s Ash Ketchum!” someone shouted. “I didn’t realize – that’s cool!”

With some larger splashes, an Entei and a Raikou came over. The Entei’s broad, furred back carried an older boy, and two slightly younger trainers were riding Raikou.

“Which way is it?” asked the girl riding Raikou.

“That way!” Ash Ketchum told them.

“Wait!” said the Huntail girl. “How come you’re here?”

“We kind of got a bit lost,” Ash explained. “We were heading for A island, but I think we must have gone the wrong side of C.”

“Raiikou, kourrrrrr,” the Raikou added.

Blank looks greeted him.

“You should really learn how to do the Aura trick,” the Suicune commented.

As the kids watched with bemusement, the Electric-type reached for something on his back.

“Don’t!” his rider said. “You’ll knock me off!”

“What my brother said,” the Suicune went on, “was that it was a good thing that we didn’t end up on the wrong side of the sea. Or we’d be sunk.”

Some of the kids laughed, but most of the rest just groaned.

“How come everyone has the same Pokemon, anyway?” Ash asked. “They can’t be that common.”

“Actually, they kind of are,” replied the boy, whose Gorebyss was slowing down in what looked like a mutual agreement with the Huntail. “Clamperl are really common around here, and they evolve a lot – but the best evolutions are the ones we have on Island B!”

“As if!” the girl objected.

“Far be it from me to interrupt,” suggested Suicune. “But we seem to be about to reach the docks.”

Everyone’s Gorebyss and Huntail braked in a spray of water, and the three Beasts – Suicune in front, flanked by Entei and Raikou on either side – bunched up before jumping clear out of the water and landing on the quayside.


“So… you don’t know why Pokemon in the cave on Island B evolve into Gorebyss and on island C into Huntail?” Max said, nodding.

“Yeah,” agreed Keith, one of the smaller kids. “And it kind of sucks, because I want a Huntail and I’ll be stuck with a Gorebyss.”

“Gorebyss are cool, though,” someone said.

“I think I might have an answer,” Lucario suggested. “There’s at least four humans and four Pokemon here who you would be able to ask about how it works.”

“…oh, yeah,” a girl agreed. “Ash Ketchum can speak Pokemon, remember?”

“I know, Nancy,” Keith replied, in long-suffering tones. “Don’t act like we don’t know.”

“Hey, I didn’t mean it!” Nancy complained. “Stop being so thin-skinned!”

“Do you want me to pick you up before school every-”

“That’s just-”

As the kids devolved into an argument, their Clamperl exchanged looks and sighed.

“How does it work?” Ash asked, crouching down to them.

“It takes about five or ten minutes in the water,” Nancy’s Clamperl told him. “They’re just way too enthusiastic…”

“Huh,” Brock said, blinking. “That was easy.”

“I think our real challenge may just be getting them to listen,” Suicune observed.


The glows faded, and everyone took a step forwards.

“I guess it worked!” said Gorebyss, looking back at herself.

“Yeah,” Huntail agreed.

“All right!” said Nancy, taking the DeepSeaScale from her newly evolved Gorebyss. “So I guess it’s just these and about ten minutes, and they evolve?”

“Looks like,” Brock agreed. “Remember which is which, though.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Keith agreed, taking the DeepSeaTooth. “Thanks – this’ll make it much quicker for us to get to school every day!”

“Speaking of school,” Nurse Joy cut in, hands on hips. “You were supposed to be in class an hour ago!”

“…we were doing a project?” Keith suggested weakly.

Joy smiled. “Well, I suppose you were. But remember to ask first next time… and I’m going to give you homework about Gorebyss and Huntail, too.”

“Aw, miss…”


“Some people are kind of weird,” observed Max. “I mean, I know it’s good to exercise, but… these guys kind of take it to extremes.”

May nodded, throwing a ball to Spoink. He bounced it twice on his head, then sent it back with a flick.

“But… yeah, I guess this also kind of shows how strong Ash has become,” she said, switching to another ball. “I know he’s a strong trainer, but looking at him now I can compare and see how much he’s literally physically strong.”

“Do you think Aura counts as cheating?” Max said, frowning.

May began to speak, stopped, then shrugged. “I think that’s a pretty good question,” she said. “I mean, it is something that not everyone can do… but it’s something that he’s trained and which is part of him. So… maybe?”

She shook her head. “Maybe the difference is that he’s just got loads more of it than normal.”

“What I’m kind of confused by is the shape of the island,” Brock said.

“Why, what’s strange about it?” Max asked.

“Islands don’t look like biceps,” Brock summarized. “Maybe there was a really egotistical Machamp or something…”


“You’re pretty good, kid,” said Rocky, the head trainer. “Are you used to bodybuilding?”

“Kind of,” Ash replied, lowering the pair of Geodude. “I train a lot with Lucario.”

As he put them down, the Geodudes moved off a bit to make some space.

“Well, if you’re good at weight training, then you’d better be good at Pokemon training too!” Rocky told him forcefully. “So, how about it? Want a battle?”

Pikachu blinked. “Uh…”

“Sure, I guess,” Ash agreed. “I was hoping to do more about fitness training, I don’t get a chance to chat to someone who does it themselves very often…”

“Just one battle, come on,” Rocky said. “Okay, double battle! My Pokemon have specially trained to be as strong as they can be!”

“Okay, then,” Ash agreed. “I guess… Torkoal, Sceptile, you want a battle?”

Sceptile emerged, and took a feet-splayed stance with his tail brushing the floor. “I certainly do.”

Torkoal looked a little more nervous, but nodded. “Right!”

“Okay, here we go, then! Walrein, Quagsire, get ready!” Rocky called, sending out both Water-types. “Hey, someone come over and ref this – yeah, thanks.”

Brock cleared his throat. “Ready? Begin!”

“Get the Grass-type!” Rocky ordered. “Knock him flat!”

Sceptile’s left leg shifted slightly as he braced himself, and he spun around to bring his tail whip-cracking around and slug the attacking Walrein in the side.

Following up before his opponent could gather himself, Sceptile swept his Leaf Blades around in a one-two sequence of blows.

Walrein ducked under the first and took the second in the chest, and went over backwards with a startled exclamation.

Stepping forwards, Sceptile glanced over to see if Torkoal needed any help.

“Stop him from moving!” Rocky ordered. “It can’t be that hard, he’s a Fire-type!”

Quagsire got a firmer grip on Torkoal, then was nearly jerked off his feet by a blast of steam. Using the blast, Torkoal wrenched himself free and launched several yards into the air – before coming down much harder, all his limbs retracted and his shell leading the way.

From the sound of the clunk, Sceptile decided Torkoal could probably handle himself.

Walrein surged back to his flippers and hit Sceptile in the stomach, driving the lizardlike Grass-type back a few feet.

“Right!” Rocky said, nodding. “Now, just-”

He stopped, staring, as Sceptile wrenched Walrein into the air and lifted him over his head.

After hefting the Ice-type for a moment to be sure of the weight, Sceptile straightened his legs with an explosive shout and pushed Walrein into the air.

Walrein curled into a ball as he rose, peaked and fell, ready to use Ice Ball, and got blasted by a Flamethrower from Torkoal.

As the Water-type uncurled, slightly dizzy, Sceptile delivered a final blow with a Leaf Blade.

Rocky stared. “But… what happened to my plan?”

“I’m pretty sure it was us,” Sceptile said, glancing at Torkoal. “What do you think?”

“Sounds about right,” Torkoal agreed.

Brock raised his hand. “Uh… Mr – Rocky, was it?”

Rocky nodded, returning his stunned Quagsire. “That’s me, all right.”

“Well… I was wondering if you knew Ash has three League wins?”

Rocky blinked. “Say what?”

He looked at Ash again. “But… how come? He’s way too young to have had time to do that and train to get that fit!”

“Hey, sensei?” someone asked. “Do you even watch TV?”

“What’s that got to do with it?” Rocky asked, confused.

“We’ve basically all heard of Ash Ketchum,” the girl explained. “He’s kind of famous – he’s got Legendary Pokemon, he’s won two Leagues-”

“Didn’t he just say three?” Rocky interjected.

“Orange totally doesn’t count,” she said, waving a hand. “Seriously.”

“I thought it did…” Ash muttered. “Lucario blew up the arena, doesn’t that count?”

“No Elite Four, four gyms, sports challenges, no knockout round,” the girl summarized. “Not a proper League.”


“Well, at least you won,” Max pointed out.

“Yeah, but…” Ash shrugged. “I just kind of feel down about the whole Orange thing.”

“She didn’t mean to be rude,” Brock told him. “Just… unenthusiastic.”

“I know, I know…” Ash sighed.


“Hey, pass me one of the big ones,” Sableye asked, kicking back.

Fearow just gave him a stare.

“I’ll do it,” Alakazam sighed.

Waving a spoon, the Psychic-type lifted up an irregular amethyst cluster and passed it across to Sableye. “There’s not many more this big.”

“I guess we’ll just have to go get more, then,” Sableye replied with a shrug. He nibbled on the gemstone, leaving a small cavity in the side. “Mmm, lots of lovely chromium impurities.”

“I’ll take your word for it on the taste,” Alakazam decided.

On a lounger next to them, Nidoqueen snored. Her tail thumped into the ground once, and a smile spread across her face.

“Ah, this is the life,” Sableye opined, putting the half-eaten rock on a table and laying back with his arms behind his head. “Don’t you guys think so?”

Fearow huffed disdainfully.

Sableye pushed himself half-upright with one arm, leaning to look. “Wait, did you – you did!”

“What’s that?” Alakazam asked, one spoon poised about to dig into an ice cream cone.

“There’s a thing of dried fruit next to him,” Sableye explained, pointing. “But he’s eaten, what, half of them? He always does it when we’re not looking!”

Alakazam chuckled.

“Oh, give it a rest,” he added, waving his left spoon at the annoyed Fearow. “We won’t think any less of you if you’re… you know… not consumed with psychotic rage all the time.”

“We’ll tell jokes, though,” Sableye said.

“Well, yeah, but I was hoping we’d be able to avoid mentioning that one.” Alakazam took a bite of the ice cream, and his moustaches bristled happily. “It’s got peach in it, I like peach.”

“Conferences,” Sableye summarized, “are awesome.”

There was a tremendous splash from the pool, as someone’s Swampert cannonballed into it and sent water washing out in all directions.

A Camerupt snorted its opinion of the interruption, and someone blew a whistle. “Hey!” the lifeguard called, letting the whistle bounce back down on its cord. “No bombing!”

“Remind me again how come we get to come here?” Sableye asked. “Is this just a thing scientists do so they get a week off?”

“It’s supposed to be so they can pool experience and abilities, as well as network,” Alakazam told him. “Obviously they need to go somewhere where most of them will be foreigners anyway, so it may as well be neutral ground. In practice, it’s absolutely so they can get a week off. Which is why they do lovely tropical places like this more often than they do… well… somewhere three feet deep in snow. Or where it just rains all day.”

“Yeah, the sun’s definitely an improvement,” Sableye said, stretching. “Funny thing, really, I used to live in a cave… but this is way better.”

“I understand that mixed drinks are rare in caves, as well.” Alakazam levitated a dry Martini up to Fearow, who dipped his beak into it. “Yes, it’s a dry one, don’t worry…”

Nidoqueen fell off her sun lounger with a whack.

“Ow,” she mumbled.

“Any idea when Gary’s going to be back?” Sableye asked.

Alakazam shrugged. “Based on how long his presentation rehearsals went, he should be back now – but there’s Q&A sessions as well, so he might be a while.”


On a quiet island a little way off the main route from Lilycove to Mossdeep, a large helicopter came down to a rotors-whirling landing. Sand danced out from the downwash, and three Magma agents jumped out of the cargo hold.

Maxie waited while their Poochyenas and Mightyenas fanned out, quartering the beach. His hand reached down to caress the handle of the suitcase by his side, and he adjusted his glasses.

“All clear, sir,” reported one agent.

“Good,” Maxie replied, taking up the handle of the case. “Standard formation. Have the helicopter gain height – not much, just make sure it’s off the ground.”

He stepped out, and his hair whipped as the aircraft regained height.

“Courtney,” he added. “No need for the deception. Archie needs to see that we are serious… there’s no better way to fool him.”

The grunt next to him nodded, and discarded her issue hoodie. Underneath it, Maxie’s able lieutenant was revealed, and she spent a moment adjusting her clothes before nodding to herself.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “The agreed meeting location is over here.”

“Excellent,” Maxie pronounced, looking up at the island’s central mountain. “This will do just fine. Aqua forget too easily that islands rise from the sea, and are not so easily rendered dormant.”


A few hundred metres out to sea, the reddish-brown form of Land’s Wrath – Team Magma’s amphibious fortress – settled to the sandy bay floor.

“All stop,” reported the man at the helm. “We are down and latched.”

Good work,” Tabitha told him. “Now… we wait, until the strike team is successful.”


AN:


Spoink’s grab-anything-round deal was going to lead to catastrophe some time. At least it’s an okay catastrophe.

There’s also a look at some more of May’s team, the whole foursome travelling In Style, and a battle which… probably wasn’t what the challenger intended.

Oh, also, Gary Oak Is In… Barbados.

And finally some guys doing something I’m sure is unimportant.






163. Scuffle of Legends 1


This is the first of three chapters today.


The site for the meeting was a small, grassy meadow screened from the shore by a line of trees.

Several Aqua agents stood around unobtrusively over by the northern side of the meadow, and looked up as the Magma guard team moved in. Each Aqua agent noted the positions of at least three new Magma arrivals, and Shelly counted them up one by one.

“…there be eight… there be nine,” she said, then frowned. “Hey! That be an extra one!”

“What be this, Maxie?” Archie roared, standing up from the table. “Did ya think I wouldn’t be noticing, you scurvy dog?”

Maxie regarded the pirate with a cool gaze. “Archie. Good to see you’re as loud as ever.”

“You’d better be explainin’ that extra crewman you got along,” Archie said, reaching for a Lure Ball. “Or be I needin’ to call off th’ deal?”

“Calm yourself,” Maxie said, adjusting his glasses. “I simply brought along an extra guard to serve notice that I was not unaware of your own attempt to cheat the system. There’s two guards of yours up that tree – and, by the way, you missed one of mine.”

A Magma agent with a pair of Houndour emerged from the shadow of a tree, the white bones of her Fire-types glittering in the sun.

“Arr,” Archie muttered. “‘tis a terrible shame you don’t be trustin’ me.”

“With good reason,” Maxie replied smoothly. “Now, are we going to make this exchange or not?”

He lifted the case to table level, and slid it into place. “Given how it’s reputed to take over the mind of one who touches it, I’m sure you can see why I won’t be opening it to confirm.”

“Aye,” Archie agreed. “That be acceptable – there be no need for us to be causin’ furore before Lady Kyogre be found an’ ready for victory.”

“Lord Groudon would come out victorious in that clash,” Maxie replied.

He reached down to his belt, and several Aqua trainers reached for their Pokéballs – then watched him carefully as he lifted a pair of keys on a chain and placed them atop the case.

“You’ll need these,” he said, a little smugly.

“Landlubber,” Archie muttered. He reached for the keys, and both Houndour growled at a signal from their trainer.

“Not so fast,” Maxie said, raising a finger. “Your end of the bargain, please.”

Archie glanced over at Shelly. “Be orderin’ the chest brought out!”

“You heard the skipper!” Shelly ordered in turn. “Heave away, you scurvy lot!”

Two of the Aqua agents came up, hoisting a heavy chest between them.

“Was this necessary?” Maxie asked, pursing his lips in distaste. “This looks like it’s been underwater for decades.”

“It be the only proper place for such a valuable piece o’ treasure!” Archie informed him, forcefully. “You don’t think we’d be hidin’ somethin’ like an Orb in a rusty box?”

Maxie adjusted his jacket slightly. “Actually, I’d rather hoped you’d use something easier to lift. This is a needless complication.”

He gave Archie a cool look. “And the key?”

Archie slipped a hand into a pouch at his belt, and retrieved a large metal key which seemed to be made out of brass. “This be the key, right enough.”

The Magma leader examined it, first from a distance and then closer. “Well, this certainly looks about right…”

“Of course it be right!” Archie replied. “How many treasure chests do you think there be on-”

“I’m sure you use one to keep your swimwear in,” Maxie interjected.

Shelly reached for her belt, but was stopped by Archie. “Belay that,” he said. “Now… if this all be to your satisfaction?”

“Provisionally, yes,” Maxie agreed. “Second squad – cover us. First squad, take that chest.”

He took his off hand away from the handle of the attaché case, and Shelly spun it around before picking it up.

“It be a pleasure, lubberly land-lover,” Archie told him. “Come – we be settin’ sail.”

Both leaders turned away from one another, and began to walk – their details still glaring suspiciously at one another.

As he walked, Maxie waved the team with the chest over and slipped the key into it.

Opening it with a click, he sighed. “Courtney, team to ready offensive posture.”

“Team!” Courtney called, loudly enough for everyone to hear. “Moltres formation!”

“What be this?” Archie shouted, watching as the Magma agents sent out their Pokémon in a flickering constellation of white. “Treachery in parley? To arms!”

“Archie!” Maxie called, as the Team Aqua Pokémon flashed out as well. There was a splash as the cover of a concealed pool was yanked aside, revealing over a dozen Water-types ready for battle.

He tipped up the heavy chest, letting an iron cannonball roll out and hit the ground with a thud. “You’ve cheated me out of the Blue Orb!”

“Well, of course I be cheatin’ you,” Archie replied with a shrug. “It be a cunnin’ trick on my part!”

Shelly began working on the attaché case with both keys.

“After all,” he went on. “I be havin’ the Blue Orb, what makes Lady Kyogre stronger… an’ now I be havin’ the Red Orb too, an’ that means I can be controllin’ and advisin’ her!”

“Skipper!” Shelly called urgently. “Look!”

Archie took his eyes off Maxie, and blinked.

There was a large green bowling ball in the attaché case.

“Why, you treacherous dog,” he said, folding his arms. “You be sellin’ me a pup!”

“You’re one to talk,” Maxie replied. “Team!”

He was about to give an order, but Courtney cleared her throat. “Sir?”

“What?” Maxie asked, distracted. “What’s so important?”

“If you’ve not got it,” she said, frowning. “Where’s the Blue Orb?”

“It be too late now,” Archie laughed. “Your trick be amusin’, but by now my team be gettin’ the Blue Orb to Lady Kyogre! We be knowin’ exactly where you be havin’ her!”

Maxie glanced at Courtney, who nodded.

“Funny you should say that,” Maxie began. “Because, you see… we discovered last week that you had captured Lord Groudon.”

“Then that mean…” Shelly said slowly. “That… if the Red Orb be somewhere else… then you be takin’ it to Groudon?”

Both groups looked out to sea.


The Magma agent looked down from his lofty perch at Kyogre’s prison.

It was surprisingly easy to contain such a powerful Legendary – or, at least, it seemed to be. She was mostly dormant in the salty water bathing her form, and the walls were reinforced strongly enough that any idle thrashing she made would not be sufficient to break them.

He adjusted his outfit, frowning. There was definitely something strange going on…

Then a flicker of movement made him dive for cover, reaching into his jacket for a Pokéball.

Blasts of water lashed out, driving two of his fellow guards into a wall, and the other one lucky enough to reach safety sent out a Numel.

“Vibrava!” the Magma agent called, sending his Ground-type out. “Don’t expose yourself for now, okay? Stay in cover.”

Vibrava buzzed agreement, and the Magma agent looked around the corner.


“Stop them!” called the Aqua Lieutenant, her Milotic surging forwards with water cloaking its form. “Don’t let them release Groudon!”

Milotic used Aqua Jet, speeding up further. She wove deftly around a Solarbeam, smacking the Magmar who’d fired it with a Surf, and coiled for a moment before attacking again.

Glancing around, the Aqua lieutenant tried to spot any reinforcements. Most of her guard detail had gone down to the initial attack, and that was-

She stopped, staring.

One of the Magma agents had just sent out a Magcargo.

And it had just melted a neat hole in Groudon’s containment cell.

She grabbed at one of the other Pokéballs on her belt. “That’s – Gyarados!”

As the Aqua lieutenant threw the Pokéball, though, the Magma agent in question lobbed a package into the containment cell.

Groudon turned, and slashed it to ribbons with a claw.

A glittering red orb fell out, already glowing.

As her Gyarados systematically destroyed what was left of the strike team, the Aqua lieutenant could only stare as Groudon reached down for the orb.

He took it, and there was a bass rumble which resonated through the entire skin of the submarine.


“Ready?” asked one Aqua agent. “I mean, uh – be things all stowed?”

The strike team leader just nodded, sending out a Crawdaunt. “Crabhammer!”

Crawdaunt cocked his larger claw open, swung it, and snapped it closed just as it hit the glass.

There was a crash as the Crabhammer activated, driving powerful resonance directly into the crystalline surface of the containment cell. It blew a hole four feet across, and cracks spiderwebbed out across the rest of the glass.

“Dragon Rush!” shouted one of the Magma agents, and a high-speed Vibrava hit Crawdaunt before it could make the hole larger.

“Throw, ya scurvy dog!” the team leader shouted, and his subordinate slung the bag he was carrying into the containment cell.

A moment later, Vibrava came back in the other direction. A Bubblebeam whistled past her shoulder, and she jinked left-right to avoid the attack before cannoning into the chest of one Aqua operative.

“Someone tie them up!” called the Magma trainer. “Vibrava, keep it up!”

Two more guards came rushing in, one of them with a Combusken. “Stop that Crawdaunt!”

“It be too late!” the Aqua team leader gloated. “Kyogre be free!”


Lance blinked. What?

He looked again at the hole, which was far too small to release the Water-type… then down at the control panel, which showed no sign of the doors to the ocean being opened.

Then he saw it.

The bag was open, and a sapphire-blue orb was emerging – glowing with streams of azure light, which wafted into the air before drifting towards the blue Legendary.

She inhaled, breaching the surface of the water for a moment, and a river of blue energy flowed into her. As it did, her skin darkened – going from the familiar deep-ocean blue to something more like purple or even black.

A heavy feeling developed in the air, like no humidity anyone had ever felt before – like there was an ocean in the air just waiting to fall out.

Lance began to reach for his belt, but stopped. What did you do? Could he even stop this?

Where would you start?

Vibrava buzzed back over to land beside him, but the Dragon-type had nothing to say.

Kyogre closed her eyes for a moment, and the white markers on her upper body began to seethe with incandescent yellow energy. Lines of light traced back from the larger ones, meeting a new line along her dorsal surface, and a symbol – alpha – formed on her forehead.

Both fins took on a similar unearthly light, and even her four-fluked tail began to pulse.

Then Kyogre opened her eyes again – and they were a similar, unseeing yellow glow.

She flexed, slamming into the side of her cage, and the whole submarine groaned.

“Abandon ship,” Lance said.

“What?” one of the Magma agents said, turning to him. “What do you mean-”

Kyogre slammed her fins into the walls again, and there was an audible groan. The power flickered, and everyone staggered as the latching mechanism detached from the ground below.

“Abandon ship!” Lance repeated.

He reached for his belt – the time for deception was over. “Dragonite, get us out of here!”

“Dragonite?” someone said, floored. “How come you’ve got – you never said you had a Dragonite!”

“You never asked,” Lance replied – it was true – and sent out Salamence as well. “Are you coming or not?”

The sub shook as it broached the surface, and Dragonite rolled his eyes before gesturing to Lance to get on.

“Fine, then,” Lance decided. He thought about the geometry of the ship for a moment, and confirmed that the containment chamber was high enough that nothing was between him and the top of the hull “Dragonite – open us a path! Hyper Beam!”

Dragonite obliged, roaring and letting out a blaze of orange energy. The blast hit the inside of the pressure hull, taking a few seconds to eat through into the open air, then lanced out into the sky.

Kyogre roared, flukes slamming down hard enough to shake the submarine.

And the heavens opened.


Dragonite burst through the hole with a glowing translucent Barrier around his form, Lance a-dragonback, and Salamence followed with several Team agents who’d decided that maybe flying a mysterious dragon wasn’t so bad after all.

Rain thundered down, beating on the Barrier screen hard enough to make it difficult to see, and Lance looked around to try to take the situation in.

Several heavy lift helicopters were taking off from Magma’s submarine, probably carrying the remainder of the crew. Most of them were ashore anyway, which meant-

Lance’s thoughts were interrupted as Land’s Wrath burst out on one side.

Kyogre emerged, flukes beating, and the stricken sub began to founder rapidly.

A moment later, an explosion punished Lance’s ears.

“Where was that from?” he shouted, looking around frantically.

Dragonite pointed, and Lance saw it – an enormous plume of smoke and steam erupting from under the surface of the water.

Bits of Team Aqua’s submarine floated to the surface, and Lance frowned in concern for a moment before spotting a Gyarados among the Pokémon and trainers heading for shore.

Good.

Then Groudon came walking out of the sea.


“So, it’s true,” Maxie said softly, ignoring the rain hammering on his shoulders. “Primal Reversion.”

He looked between the black-blue Kyogre glowing with stolen power and the noble Groudon standing tall with his massive boost of energy.

Groudon – Primal Groudon – reached the shore and roared, golden omega-symbols flowing with molten lava all across his mighty body, and slammed his enormous tail into the ground.

The stormclouds began to swirl, parting in strips and streaks, and a bright sun shone through – lighting up the raindrops like solid bars of light, bright enough to dazzle.

Primal Kyogre and Primal Groudon bellowed challenge at one another, and the streaks of cloud and sun started to rotate.

“Well, we’ve screwed up royally,” Archie shouted into the brewing storm.

Maxie looked over his glasses. “No blather about barnacles?”

“No point!” Archie called back. “What happens now?”

“I never knew that they were this powerful,” Maxie admitted. “I… I’m not sure what happens, now.”

“Boss?” Courtney asked. “I have to ask… you realize that last time Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre fought it created the continents and seas?”

“But I planned for it to be just Primal Groudon,” Maxie protested.

“If you’d only let me use Primal Kyogre, this would never have happened,” Archie muttered.

“Skipper, you’re an idiot,” Shelly summarized. “Didn’t you think maybe Magma would do exactly the same thing as us?”


The ground shook.

Ash stumbled, using his hand to catch himself on a tree. “What was that?”

“Good question…” May said, picking herself up. “It’s too early for it to be…” she slowed. “…Groudon and Kyogre. Isn’t it?”

It’s two days before it happened last time, Dexter told them. That is not the same thing.

“What do we do?” Max asked. “Where should we start?”

Brock pointed. “Over there!”

Even as they watched, an enormous storm of swirling rain and brilliant sun began to coalesce. Waves whipped up, surging up to their beach, and a volcano began to erupt.

Ash turned to Dexter. “Who’s available?”

Counting who can possibly fight Groudon or Kyogre? Dexter clarified. I can give you Pidgeot, Raikou and Absol straight away.

“We need to get over there,” Ash added. “Brock, we’ll need Flygon – Latios, you too!”


“How are you doing, Pidgeot?” Ash called into the wind.

“I’m-” Pidgeot’s next word was drowned out by a rushing, roaring sound, and a cloud of white vapour came cascading upwards from the clash- “-for now!”

“Good work,” Ash told her, as she strengthened her air-control. “What’s going on down there?”

Pidgeot shrugged her wings, then banked over to the right so Ash could get a better view.

“That looks like Groudon and Kyogre, all right,” Pikachu said, raising his tail as a sunshade. “But… were they normally this loud? I swear they weren’t this loud last time.”

“I don’t know!” Ash called back. “Dexter, we’re going to need everyone you can get!”

Damos has informed Swellow, Dexter told them. She is going to find where Suicune and Entei were – I believe they were practicing something some way outside Pallet, so it’ll be a few minutes. Ivysaur and Houndoom are immediately available, I’ll send them as soon as you have somewhere to put them.

“Great!” Ash told him. “What about the others?”

I’m still trying to find some of them, Dexter replied, a little frustrated. And I’ve no idea where Lugia is at all – to say nothing of someone like Mewtwo, who might be on the moon for all I know.

Groudon’s screeching roar punched through the cloud of steam, loud enough to hurt the ears, and they all saw the ground below shake as he used an attack – then Kyogre retaliated, sending out a stream of blue lights which split and resplit to come at Groudon from all directions.

The battle was hidden for a moment through one of the densest rain squalls they’d ever seen, and when it went away they could see Groudon still standing. He sent out a roaring Fire Blast, which cut a hole in the water but did nothing noticeable to Kyogre.

“I’m kind of glad we’re up here!” Ash said, then blinked. “Wait – the forest’s – look, the forest’s actually on fire!”

“In this rain?” Pikachu said, incredulous, then looked. “What’s even going on? I know Kyogre makes rain, but come on!”

They saw a bubble of water and white shock rise from the area of the battle. As it reached the trees, they shook back and forth, fronds visibly breaking off.

“Brace yourselves!” Pidgeot screeched, and slammed her wings forwards.

The shockwave of air she produced hammered into the incoming blast, and punched a hole in the wavefront.

Residual turbulence and diffraction slammed them up and down in the sky, making Ash’s teeth click together, and he felt Pikachu’s claws dig into his skin to avoid falling off.

“Max!” Ash called, looking around. “Are you okay?”

“Right here,” Latios squeaked, phasing back into visibility. “I managed to avoid most of it with a shield, and we just flew the other way so it wouldn’t hit as hard.”

“We need to get on the ground!” Max added. “Somewhere behind cover – so that Pidgeot and Latios can try and make Groudon and Kyogre calm down!”

Oh, no! Jirachi sent, shock in his mental voice.

“What is it?” Ash asked, turning to look. They passed through a squall, which plastered his hair to his head and left his clothes sopping wet, and he wiped water from his eyes. “What’s wrong?”

I recognize that! Jirachi told them, pointing. That’s called Primal Reversion!

“What’s Primal Reversion?” Latios asked. “I’ve never heard of it.”

Nor have I, Dexter supplied. Except as part of a toy line produced somewhere near Unova.

Well, uh… Jirachi tried to sum it up as they lost altitude. The way I heard it is, some Legendary Pokémon like Groudon and Kyogre don’t need to be as powerful as they were when they created the lands and the seas – so they’re, well, Groudon and Kyogre. But-

“Look!” Max interrupted. “Brock’s down there – that looks like a good place to land!”

“On it,” Pidgeot replied, climbing briefly and avoiding an air pocket.

But Primal Reversion is when they go back to that kind of power! Jirachi continued. I don’t know why, but… it’s really bad!

Pidgeot flared her wings, slowing them, and Ash jumped off her back before she’d quite stopped.

“Pikachu, go with her!” he instructed. “She can keep you moving fast enough to stay out of trouble!”

Be careful! Jirachi warned. Most Pokémon don’t stand a chance!

“Then who do stand a chance?” Max asked, one hand on Arc’s Pokéball as he slid off Latios’ back. “Arc has a Mega Evolution, is that enough?”

Uh… I think it is, if he’s careful, Jirachi guessed.

Raikou skidded to a halt in the depression, and a green-faced May dismounted. “I am never riding a Beast over rough water again,” she said, sitting down hard as her erstwhile mount set off at speed towards the battle.

The ground shook.

“Uh…” Ash frowned, looking at his on-hand Pokémon. “Absol could be a problem. Do I need to go with her?”

Pidgeot took off in a storm of wings, Pikachu on her back and Latios taking flanking position, and a moment later a Dragonite surprised everyone by arriving.

“Ash Ketchum?” asked the rider, throwing his Magma hoodie back as a Salamence dropped some bedraggled Magma agents on the other end of the clearing. “What are you doing here?”

Absol emerged, swallowed, and took a careful stance on the ground. “I’d question what we’re doing here, too – but I know it’s too important.”

“We were a few miles over that way!” Ash said, pointing. “I guess you infiltrated this time as well?”

“You mean-” Lance cut himself off. “Of course. Did this all happen last time, then?”

“Except for the Primal Reversion,” Max agreed.

“Hey, come up here!” Brock called. “This little hill lets us see the fight!”

“Dragonite, you and Salamence go and help out as well,” Lance ordered. “Concentrate on Kyogre, if you get a chance.”

The Dragon-types swept off, and Lance followed them to the top of the hill.

After a moment, he blinked. “Wait. Primal Reversion? What’s that?”


Raikou loped steadily forwards, claws digging into the topsoil and throwing up great clods of earth as he ran.

The sky was seething, great sheets of rain coming down lit by incandescent light as clouds formed and rained themselves out in seconds before forming again from the bubbling, hissing steam.

“Well, I’m not going to be able to get the Groudon,” Raikou huffed, blasting through a fallen log in a shower of splinters. “So it’ll have to be the dashed Kyogre!”

His mane began to crackle and buzz as he charged up electrical energy.

A left turn, a right, and he spotted a sudden shift in the cloudscape over the battle. Skidding to a halt behind a knoll, he let the steam-fuelled BANG expend itself before bursting back out from behind the tree and accelerating.

One final clearing, strangely full of humans in bizarre outfits, and Raikou sighed before shrugging his shoulders. A sign fell off the bundle on his back, and he glanced back to check it was the right one before continuing through the treeline and onto the shore.

For a moment, the century-old Beast was left without words.

Groudon looked like magma seethed just below his skin, emitting a palpable heat even from a distance of a hundred metres. Some of the trees closest to him on the shore were smouldering already, and as he watched one of them burst into flame.

Kyogre sat atop a bubble of water, which was flowing downwards and being continually replenished. There was surf at least three metres high crashing onto the beach, tearing great chunks of sand from it and throwing water across at Groudon – who seemed to barely notice.

Overhead, several of the fliers had already joined the battle. A Dragonite and a Salamence, both of them recognizably Lance’s Pokémon, and the high-speed form of Pidgeot flying in on slashing Aeroblast attack runs with Pikachu’s thunder blazing from her back.

A moment later, Latios fired a Luster Purge attack which hit the bubbling water across Kyogre’s skin. It blew a divot into the shell of water and hit home, but it was hard to see any effect.

Lance’s Dragonite threw in a Hyper Beam aimed at Groudon, almost as bright as the blazing sun overhead, and then had to break off as a mammoth blast of flame from the Continental Pokémon forced him to shield.

Shaking his head, Raikou refocused. He spread his paws, reducing the chance he’d be knocked flying by the repeated earth tremors, and then winced as a Hydro Pump hit a Fire Blast and both exploded together in a wash of steam.

“Volt Crash!” he roared, slamming a paw into the beach sand, and a solid bar of electricity lanced out directly at Kyogre.

The impact knocked Kyogre backwards, sending stray bolts crackling down into her water, and spray fountained up in a white column which almost hid her.

“Gotcha!” Raikou said, proud of himself. “Now, let’s try-”

Groudon’s tail slammed into the ground, and enormous pillars of rock and earth formed all around him.

Raikou took a step back as the Precipice Blades fired at Kyogre, attempting to use her moment of weakness, but then a storm of branching and rebranching lines of brilliant azure light slashed out from Kyogre.

They hit the Precipice Blades straight-on, sending shrapnel in all directions, and Raikou had only a moment to realize where one of the pieces was going before it arrived.

He rammed into it with Iron Head, lunging forwards instead of dodging, and a rock larger than he was shattered into hundreds of pieces.

“Ow,” he said, then took a direct hit from Precipice Blades as Groudon deigned to notice him.


“Raikou!” Pidgeot called, thrown off her flight path for a moment. “Is he okay?”

“Can’t tell from this distance!” Pikachu replied. “Can you see?”

“No, he ended up in the trees!” Pidgeot said. “We’ll need to go down and look!”

“No, not us!” Pikachu replied. He glanced around, and fired a Thundershock at thin air. “Latios!”

Latios appeared out of nowhere just near where Pikachu’s attack had gone, and zoomed around to fall into formation. What is it, Pikachu?

“Go check Raikou is okay!” Pikachu ordered. “Then go back to Ash and Mega Evolve – you’re not doing enough damage, you need the boost!”

The Dragon-type looked about ready to argue, but nodded. Right – you’re right. Okay!

Pidgeot glanced back at Pikachu, opening her beak to speak, but then stopped and dodged abruptly left-right-left to get out of the firing line of an Ice Beam.

“Pidgeot – pull up!” Pikachu said abruptly.

Below them, another great steam explosion blasted through the water. It cut out a momentary bowl as the force blew the water away, leaving only Primal Kyogre and Primal Groudon in a circular open space, then the water flowed back.

Pidgeot let her beak go slack and rode out the blast, then turned around. “What now?”

“Give me about twenty seconds, I’m going to do a full Volt Crash,” Pikachu explained. “Targeting both of them.”


Latios sighed in relief. “Thank goodness…”

Raikou was slumped against the earth-covered roots of a fallen tree, and looked to be only unconscious. The bundle of signs on his back was basically smashed, reduced almost to kindling, but apart from that he seemed essentially intact.

Picking him up with not inconsiderable effort, Latios turned to carry Raikou back to Ash – then stopped, cocking his head.

That sounded like music…


Salamence wobbled as a particularly nasty air pocket upset his flight regime. His wings thrashed as he tried to recover, then a wave slapped into his right wing and he crashed in a plume of spray.

“Can you return him from here?” Ash asked, glancing at Lance.

“I’ve never tried from quite this far,” the Champion admitted. “But… let’s see…”

He held out the Pokéball, and sighed with relief as the red beam brought Salamence back. “There. Right – who do I have…”

He looked at one Pokéball for a moment, then frowned. “I don’t think Gyarados is a good choice, not in that water and with Electric attacks like those being thrown around.”

Reinforcements on the way, Dexter told them. Charizard should be here in just a minute.

“That’s going to be a big help,” Brock said, looking down at the tunnel Mega Steelix was leaving through the trees. “If we’re going to stop those two from fighting we’ll need to beat them both.”

“Wait – look out!” Ash called.

Primal Groudon launched a torrent of brilliant flame into the air, aiming directly for the incoming Pidgeot. She flared her wings, cancelling out her attack run, but then Primal Kyogre launched her attack with streams upon streams of blue light towards the Flying-type as well.

Tendrils of energy reached out to englobe Pidgeot, and then an enormous waterspout roared out of the sea and smashed them all aside.

“All right!” Brock called.

“Yeah!” Ash agreed, as the twister exploded. “Just in time, Lugia!”

I am glad to help, Lugia replied over the distance between them. He swept his wings, flying at speed into the air, and shielded his protégé from a weaker attack as she climbed back to a safe altitude.


Suicune pelted through the woods, weaving back and forth to make sure she passed through the gaps between trees. She jumped a log, paws thumping into it and making a hollow boom sound, and soared through the air before landing and pushing off again.

“Not far now,” Entei said, voicing her thought, and then they were out of the treeline and into Professor Oak’s paddock.

Suicune ran directly across the lake rather than swerve around it, then braked hard and skidded to a halt just inside the Lab.

“Here!” she called, panting, and took a moment to locate her Pokéball. “Right – there it is.”

She glanced up at Damos’ screen. “Do you want us in the balls now?”

That would be ideal, Damos confirmed.

Suicune held up Entei’s ball and returned him as he entered the room, then tapped her own and flashed into it as Tracey reached for Entei’s ball.

The long moment inside the ball, waiting for the transfer, seemed to take minutes instead of just a few seconds. Then there was the once-felt-never-forgotten sensation of being transmitted, and Suicune was on her way.


“Look – down there,” May said, pointing. “That looks like more Team Magma guys.”

“And there’s some Aqua agents, as well,” Lance agreed. “Wait – there’s a lot of them.”

He sent out his Red Gyarados. “I’ll handle them. Young woman… May? Could you help?”

“Me?” May asked, blinking. “Uh – sure! I guess it’s because I don’t have any Megas or Legendaries, right?”

“That’s correct,” Lance agreed. “If you wouldn’t mind.”

“It’s fine!” May agreed, sending out Glaceon and Blaziken. After a moment to switch ‘balls, she added Venusaur and Beautifly, while Ethan materialized as well. “What do you need me to do?”

Lance sent out his Haxorus as well. “Well, the important bit is basically to make sure they don’t try anything. Hopefully we’ll be able to arrest them all – though admittedly that might be quite hard.”

As if to punctuate this there was a crash-BANG from the battle.

“Latios, catch Pidgeot!” Ash said hurriedly.

May turned to look. “What-”

After catching sight of the falling Flying-type, she shook her head and turned back to the task at hand. “Uh… how come so many of them are soaking wet?”

“Who are you?” asked one of the Aqua agents, looking at her. “Aren’t you some Coordinator I saw on the TV once?”

May nodded, surprised. “Yes – that’s me.”

The Aqua agent looked at her again, then frowned. “And – uh, what did you say?”

“Why are you wet?” May repeated.

He sighed. “Right. Well… the sub sank.”

Lance frowned. “Did everyone get out?”

“Probably?” The Aqua grunt waved a hand. “I dunno.”

“And what brought you over here?” he went on.

“Well… the way I heard it…”


“I guess doing what that sign said was the right idea,” Shelly said, looking at it again. ‘Run for it.’

She looked up at Matt, still wet from his dip in the sea when Kyogre’s Revenge sank. “Everyone here?”

“Almost,” Matt replied. “There still be one lass missin’, not sure what be happenin’ to her.”

Shelly looked interested. “Who?”

“Oh, come on!”

Shelly looked up – the groan had come from the Magma group trudging along beside them. “What’s that?”

“I just saw – there’s Lance in that clearing!” Courtney explained, looking over. “Lance – you know, the Grand Champion of Kanto and Johto!”

Shelly sighed. “Great…”

“Actually, I think it might be fate,” Maxie said, speaking up for the first time in several minutes. “After what we have unleashed, it’s become clear to me that we need to somehow… come to terms with what we’ve done.”

“I hear you,” Archie agreed. “Perhaps bein’ caught wouldn’t be so bad after all.”

He looked back at the warring titans, and the Pokémon flying around them. “Besides, I think stayin’ here might be bad for our health…”


AN:


And this is The Scuffle of Legends. Except that, you know… Primal Reversion.

Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre are very, very powerful.






164. Scuffle of Legends 2


This is the second of three chapters today.


Ash sent out Suicune and Entei. “Great to have you guys here,” he said, smiling.

“Indeed – though I could wish it had been at the time we’d thought it would be,” Entei noted. “What’s the full situation…”

He stopped, staring.

“Jirachi called it Primal Reversion,” Ash explained. “They’re doing something funny with the weather – more than normal, I mean – and they’re way stronger.”

“Ho-Oh told us about that,” Entei said, frowning. “But I didn’t think we’d ever see it.”

“Where’s Raikou?” Suicune asked, looking around. “He was with you, right?”

Ash tapped his belt. “Here – he’s out cold at the moment. He took one of those powerful attacks Groudon has… Precipice Blades, I think.”

Suicune winced. “Entei – stay clear of Kyogre’s Origin Pulse, that’ll knock you out too by the sound of it.”

She took a deep breath. “Right. I’ll focus on Groudon. Keep me covered, brother.”

“Of course,” Entei agreed, and the two of them set off at a lope.

“Why aren’t you having me go back out?” Pikachu asked.

Ash reached up, feeling Pikachu’s panting had already slowed down. “I want to make sure you’re ready for the fight,” he explained.

“You did take quite a battering when Pidgeot was knocked out of the sky,” Brock told the Electric-type. “And-”

He broke off as Mega Steelix powered forwards, ignoring Primal Groudon and driving into the surf where he hit Primal Kyogre with a powerful Stone Edge.

Primal Kyogre retaliated with a wave-slapping Surf which drove the Steel-type bodily backwards, and he shook his head before advancing out again.

“Sorry,” Brock added. “It’s just… you know, seeing your Pokémon taking risks like that…”

“I know,” Ash agreed. “I…”

He paused. “I wish-”

“Ash!” Max said, before he could finish.

“Oh – sorry, Jirachi,” Ash agreed.

After a moment, he frowned. “Wait… Jirachi, how much teleporting can you do at once?”

Uh… not sure, Jirachi replied. I… no, I don’t know. I think I can do several Pokémon at once, but not sure if I can do this many…

“I don’t mean everyone on the island,” Ash explained, speeding up in his excitement. “I mean – I could wish that all my Pokémon that can help come here, right now!”

I think I can do that! Jirachi agreed. Great idea!

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Brock asked.

Ash was silent for a moment, looking out at the fighting.

There was a blaze of red light as Lugia used Aeroblast, struggling to keep it on target on Primal Kyogre despite the roiling wind and rain, and then had to abandon his attack to shield as the Water-type used Hydro Pump.

Suicune and Entei ran in, the Fire-type taking an en echelon position ahead of and to the right of his sister, and then they switched places as Suicune sprinted out onto the water.

She turned, using a wave for a high climbing skid, and then cannoned several tonnes of water at Primal Groudon.

There was an explosion of steam as the water struck his side, and Suicune was blasted backwards by the attack. Primal Groudon tried to follow up with a Solarbeam, but Entei darted out onto the water to shield his sister and let her get back to her feet.

A moment later, Lance’s Dragonite took an Origin Pulse. It shielded, using Barrier to block most of the attacks before they arrived, but some slipped through and danced along his flank.

“Yeah,” he said. “I think it’s the best idea we’ve got, anyway.”

“I think you’re right,” Brock admitted.

They glanced down at Absol, who nodded confirmation. “It’s not a bad idea,” she clarified. “It’s a little hard to tell beyond that at the moment, though…”

Ash turned to Jirachi. “Okay – I wish that all the Pokémon I have who can help out here came here!”

Jirachi’s tags began to glow.

Uh… he said, uncertainly. I think this might be a big one…

There was a bright flash, and the Psychic-type fell out of the air. Max caught him before he hit the ground, and listened for a moment.

“I think he’s okay,” he said. “Just out cold.”

What just happened?

Ash looked up, and blinked. “Huh. I guess it worked.”

Whatever it was, Mewtwo nodded.

“Hey, I was nearly ready to come over!” Charizard said, shaking his wings out.

“What’s going on?” asked Keldeo, shaking his head and yawning. “Wait – Ash? How come I’m – and why-”

He scrambled to his hooves. “Did I just get teleported while I was asleep?”

“Okay, here’s the short version,” Ash said. “Groudon and Kyogre are fighting and we need you guys to help out!”

That’s the very short version, Mewtwo admitted. And I can see why…

He spread his arms, and floated into the air. What do we do?

“I’d kind of like to get them to stop fighting,” Ash said. “There’s no way this is healthy for Hoenn.”

“It certainly sounds like it,” Sceptile agreed, rolling his neck.

He glanced at Meganium, who looked somewhat surprised to be there, then nodded. “Right. Who goes after which Pokémon?”


That sounds the most sensible division, Mewtwo agreed after a moment of thought. I appreciate your assigning some of us to handle targets of opportunity.

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Now, uh… I’m not sure if this is going to work.”

He took his staff down off his back, looking at it in case it gave him the answer he was after. “I mean, I don’t know if anyone’s tried doing this many before…”

“It’ll be fine!” Latias said, working out what he meant and holding up her Mega Stone. “Let’s do this!”

A roar sounded from the direction of the battle, and she winced. “As soon as possible.”

“Right!” Ash agreed, and closed his eyes to concentrate.

Latias. Latios. Heracross. And Absol.

Not the only four Pokémon he’d Mega Evolved before, but the four for whom he had Mega Stones – and the four who he’d done it for the most.

The twin siblings, kind and loyal. Heracross, sturdy and tough. And Absol, whose first Mega Evolution had been so touched with unexpected difficulty.

They were all different, even the twins, and that was fine. Ash’s Pokémon were all unique, which was what made them such good friends.

When Ash opened his eyes again, his staff was emitting a faint thrumm-mm-mm and glowing bright gold with the power rushing through it.

“So that’s what you did with the Rainbow Wing I gave you,” Ho-Oh mused, as Mega Absol stretched her wings and Mega Heracross spun his forearms back and forth a little.

A bright orange flash came from off to one side, and Mega Arc let out a bark. “I’ll help out too!”

“Good idea,” Ash agreed. “Hey, Arc – do you think you can keep Pikachu out of trouble?”

“I don’t need to be kept out of trouble,” Pikachu muttered. “But fine, I’ll take it.”

“Just – stay safe, okay?” Max asked. “Don’t get right in front of Groudon or something.”

“Right!” Arc agreed.

Mewtwo shot off at speed, deciding to begin the battle, and volleyed a Psystrike directly towards Primal Groudon. It formed a visible ripple in the air, blasting through the falling rain and making it glitter in the harsh sunlight, and then hit Primal Groudon hard enough to make it skid a few inches backwards.

“I guess that means we attack?” Mega Latias asked.

“Yeah!” Keldeo agreed, stamping his hoof and transforming to Resolute Form with a flash of gold. “Come on, guys!”


Putting action to words, Keldeo charged out over the forest. His hooves hissed as he used Hydro Pump to rocket through the air, and before long he was on the beach and galloping forwards.

Ignoring Groudon as per the plan, he crouched slightly and sprang out over the choppy, rain-lashed sea. Another long burst of Hydro Pump sent him skimming over the water, and he slashed his horn at a large incoming wave to blast a hole in it and pass through the middle.

His horn lit up with a bright green energy as he charged up a huge Leaf Blade, and then brought his head down with a shout. “Yah!”

A green slash cut its way through the air, hammering into the side of Primal Kyogre’s body, and she responded by thrashing the water with her flippers – knocking Keldeo backwards, making him work his hooves crazily before restabilizing. Once he was out of immediate danger, though, the Water-type just went right back in.

He saw the Origin Pulse grow and then explode towards him in a shower of thousands of blue streams, and he gritted his teeth before launching a huge Secret Sword directly at the oncoming streams.

Keldeo quickly relit his horn with Sacred Sword, and then the next few moments were a frantic blur of parry and dodge. He blasted into the air at speed, gaining more time to block, and then plunged back into the water to drive the last few strands of blue energy off.

As the Fighting-type burst back out into the air, he saw a Luster Purge flash down from overhead and hit Primal Kyogre on the midpoint of her upper back. A Mist Ball followed, drifting lazily down right up until the moment it exploded, and Keldeo added to Primal Kyogre’s problems with a second Leaf Blade.

All that combination of powerful attacks seemed to do was make her angry, and rain drummed down all around her.

Keldeo made ready for another attack, face set, and then his ears popped as a massive concussion rolled out across the water.

“I guess that was Mewtwo?” he said, glancing up to locate the Psychic type. “I guess so…”


“Over there!” Pikachu said, clinging to Arc’s mane. “Next to Entei!”

Arc complied, and the two Electric-types came to a sudden halt between the Fire-type and his sister.

“Arc – Pikachu!” Entei said, pleased to see them. “I see we have reinforcements!”

“Yeah!” Arc agreed, tail wagging. “How can we help?”

“Pikachu?” Suicune asked. “Were you managing to harm Primal Groudon earlier?”

“Yeah,” Pikachu said, after thinking about it for a moment. “I don’t know how much, but I did see him flinch.”

“Good,” Suicune pronounced. “Then you can help us by taking the point position in one of our attack formations. Right, Entei?”

Entei nodded a confirmation.

“Your job,” he aid, addressing them both, “is to charge right at Primal Groudon and deliver a flashy, loud attack which means he focuses on you. Suicune will use a Hydro Pump from your left, and I will be attempting a Solarbeam from the right.”

“Got it!” Arc agreed, wheeling. “When?”

“Now!” Suicune said, starting forwards, and the others followed her.

Ten paces in, Suicune split off to the left – aiming for a pile of rocky detritus which would give her cover as she charged in.

Twenty paces in, Entei turned right and headed for one of the patches of particularly intense blazing sunshine.

“Right!” Pikachu said, rings forming and rotating next to him – one set to the left, then another set to the right as he drew on Arc’s own considerable electrical power. “Just keep me charged, Arc, I’ll do the attack!”

“Right!” Arc agreed.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked brighter as they powered across the intervening distance.

“Now!” Suicune called.

“Volt Crash!” Pikachu said, and both sets of three rings locked together. They blazed forth two massive, thick bolts of lightning, which hammered into Primal Groudon’s knees and made him roar with fury and shock.

“I think it worked!” Arc said, skidding around in a turn as Primal Groudon’s head swung around to focus on them.

A moment later, both Hydro Pump and Solarbeam fired out from the two Beasts. The attacks hit either side of Groudon’s head, but didn’t seem to actually faze him much at all – and then Groudon launched out a massive roaring column of flame.

“Left!” Pikachu told Arc urgently.

“My left or your-” Arc began, then felt the heat of the oncoming Fire Blast and dodged to his left with a whimper.

The flame seared a broad path in the forest behind them, then tracked around – missing them, but hitting Mega Steelix as he gathered for another attack and making him bellow in pain.

Pikachu clung on to Arc’s mane, watching in astonishment as Mega Steelix crumpled.

“What happened?” Arc asked. “I missed it!”

“Just don’t stop moving!” Pikachu summarized, as Mega Steelix vanished in a flare of red light. “And really, really try not to get hit!”

Flygon came buzzing through the trees, locating the Steelixite and taking it back to his trainer, and then Pikachu was focusing on Primal Groudon again.


Ho-Oh’s wings boomed as he broke through a rain band. A flash of rose flame boiled off his feathers for a moment, blasting away the worst of the deluge, and he looked down at the battle below.

Flashes of attacks sparked, bright enough to be seen despite the scattered glare as bright sunlight hit wind-lashed spray, and the rainbow-winged Pokémon nodded to himself.

He sped up, tail beginning to trail a stream of light, and Ho-Oh traced a broad circle around the battle – flying inland far enough to encompass Primal Groudon’s position, then out to sea further than Primal Kyogre before looping back around.

As he completed the circuit, he joined up with his own rainbow trail. The light grew a little brighter, and he accelerated further – banking constantly, following the rainbow light.

The weather was a complete mess, with sunlight brighter than anything anyone – Pokémon or human – normally ever saw, combined with rain that was already washing away the fringes of the beach and carrying detritus out to sea.

What that meant, though, was that Ho-Oh had plenty of material to work with.

After completing his third circuit, he turned in and spread his wings. Holding them for a moment, he beat them strongly – once, twice, thrice.

Each beat made the area encompassed by his rainbow trail smaller, and as the trail contracted the weather came with it – the sunbeams frozen inside a sphere of boiling air which contracted until it was smaller than the Legendary Pokémon himself.

Giving it one more massive, air-swirling wingbeat, Ho-Oh slowed and looked it over for a second.

Then he looked down at the battle, picked his spot, and launched down a curtain of rose-coloured flame.

Ash’s various other Pokémon looked up, saw what Ho-Oh was doing, and got out of the way.

Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre roared, advancing towards one another – and Ho-Oh fired.

The enormous, swirling, multi-element Weather Ball shot downwards like a cannonball. It hit the shallow sea about midway between Water-type and Ground-type, and exploded – sending out a blast of water, which attenuated and thinned until it split.

Then the caged sunlight rushed out, hitting both Primal Legendaries with brilliant white light as if a dozen Solarbeams were stacked on top of one another.


Sceptile lowered his arm, blinking away the flash-blindness.

By the looks of things, the attack hadn’t actually knocked out either Legendary, but they looked like they knew they’d been hit.

As Keldeo, Mega Latias and the rest charged back in, Sceptile glanced back at his watching trainer.

Seeing the green shape by his side, he smiled – then concentrated, and his arm-blades took on a brilliant green-blue sheen as he activated Sacred Sword.

Leaf Blade formed on top of them, and he crouched to get better grip. The Grass-type focused, taking a deep breath, and charged straight for Primal Groudon.

The ground creaked and groaned beneath him as Primal Groudon slammed his tail into the ground. Sceptile jumped left-right-left to get from stable block to block, then coiled like a spring and jumped directly for Primal Groudon’s tail.

He slammed both blades down as he landed, ready to run up Primal Groudon’s tail the same way he had to the Steelix he’d fought back in the Valley of Steel.

It was at about this point that Sceptile discovered a salient point. Primal Groudon was not just a Ground-type – he was a Fire-type as well.

Sceptile made it three steps before the heat burned through his Leaf Blade attack, and an explosion of fire and fury blasted him clean off the Primal Legendary.


“Sceptile!” Meganium called, vines half-up as if she could catch him. “What happened?”

“I don’t know,” Ash replied, frustrated. “I – I’ve no idea. Maybe it’s the whole… sunlight thing?”

Mawile tugged on his trouser. “Ash?”

Ash looked down. “What is it, Mawile?”

Mawile swallowed. “I’m… scared. Really scared.”

“I think we all are,” Ash said, picking her up. “We’ve got to trust our friends, though.”

“Yeah,” Mawile agreed, head-jaw nodding along. She took a slow breath, then smiled a little as Meganium squeezed her hand with a vine.


Sceptile thrashed his tail, adjusting his angle as he fell back into the trees.

He drove both clawed feet into the ground, pushing himself up with his tail to stop himself rolling, and leaned forwards to dig his forelegs into the ground again.

Plumes of dirt and soil skidded up as he slowed, until he eventually came to a halt some way from the beach.

“Ow,” he summarized, shaking his head and getting back to his feet.

“What happened?” Lucario asked, appearing out of the trees.

Sceptile blinked. “Shouldn’t you be-”

“I was trying,” Lucario replied. “It’s hard to get an opening, and by the looks of things it would have been painful even if I’d tried.”

“Yeah, he’s… I don’t know, Fire type or something,” Sceptile confirmed. “Well, I can’t help here – if he’s Fire type most of my moves won’t work very well.”

A storm of wind blew at the trees next to them, and both seasoned Pokémon looked up.

Lugia’s wings beat at the air, slower than it should take to hold him up. We have a plan, he announced. Sceptile – jump on, Dragonite and I will help you attack Kyogre.

Sceptile nodded, leaping high enough to land between Lugia’s fins. “Let’s go, then.”

Do you need a lift, Lucario? Lugia added, still hovering there.

“No, I’ll make my own way,” Lucario replied. His paws began to glow blue as he spoke, and he broke into a jog which quickly accelerated to a run.


Charizard rolled, snatching his tail flame away from a near-solid sheet of rain, and wondered what his next move should be.

Ash had told him he could Blast Burn any time he wanted for the whole battle, but the tricky thing was finding a place to use it. He’d already tried for Primal Kyogre once – sticking to the lance form since the bigger versions would be near impossible to use in this howling storm – and the attack had seemed to do almost nothing whatsoever to her.

Probably all the water.

After a moment’s further consideration, Charizard decided that he should try using it on Primal Groudon instead. The Ground-type might be an easier target, and the localized weather around him certainly looked better – so, with that in mind, the big dragon cupped his wings together and dove.

At full speed, he covered the distance to the ground in a scant handful of seconds, and opened his blue-lit mouth as he levelled out about a hundred feet above the water.

“Blast Burn!” he roared, spitting a solid lance of flame almost too hot to have a colour. It seared a line across the space between him and Primal Groudon, blowing spray and water drops to steam and then plasma as it passed, and hit the Legendary hard enough to produce a glowing splash on his chest.

Charizard pulled up, away from the blue aftershock of his most powerful attack, and grimaced as he saw red light shrinking the splash even as he watched.

That could get annoying…


Lucario’s paws dug an inch into the hot wet sand, using tiny pulses of carefully-measured Aura to firm up the soft material as it took his weight and prevent it from sinking further.

He was poised for an instant between long, leaping strides, and as he left the recoil from his take-off sent a shower of sand blasting up into the air.

Halfway through his dash from the smouldering treeline to the beach, Primal Groudon noticed. A blast of flame almost immediately stabbed out at the speedy Steel-type, and Lucario jumped to get over the first one before raising his hands and lashing out with a Vacuum Wave which cut the second one in half.

As he landed, still sprinting, Primal Groudon stamped his foot on the ground. There was a tremor which nearly wrong-footed Lucario, and a succession of pillars blasted out of the ground.

Lucario jumped again, landing with a burst of Aura on the side of one of the Precipice Blades. He took a moment to steady himself as it rushed towards one of the others, then jumped free just before they slammed together where he’d been crouching.

The Fighting-type jumped to another pillar, then a third – higher up each time – and poised on the tip of the final pillar before kicking off and diving straight for the water.

Flame blasted around him, and Lucario whipped an ice-glowing fist around to activate a truncated Flying Dragon tornado with the energy. The winds tugged at his body, pushing him a little faster, and he hit the crest of a wave with an almighty splash before tobogganing down it as though it were solid ground. Reaching the trough, he straightened up and began to spring across the water.

A wham sounded from behind him as Mega Latias distracted Primal Groudon. Then there was a whack, and a glance back told Lucario that Mega Latios had finally zagged when he should have zigged.

The Dragon-type was still in Mega form, but he looked dazed, and his sister quickly got him out of the firing line before he took another attack.

Turning his attention back to his target, Lucario ran up the crest of another wave. Surfing down the back on blue-glowing paws, he began judging the timing of his attack on Primal Kyogre.

He wasn’t the first. As he watched Sceptile appeared, blades blazing green, and kicked off her left fin towards Lugia.

The moment his feet left her fin, Primal Kyogre lashed out – Origin Pulse surging out in all directions and battering Lugia, having the luck to pick a time his shields were down so he could catch Sceptile.

The Psychic-type gave a mental shout of pain, flinching backwards, and hit a wave with a splash.

Lance’s Dragonite came in to take his place, blowing a plume of spray off the waves with sheer speed and catching Sceptile with both forepaws, and Lucario spotted Lugia switching to Twister and drilling into the water to recuperate before the view was obscured by a curtain of spray.

Crackling lightning began to build on Lucario’s paws.

Pikachu may not have been able to get out here at the moment, but he could certainly sub in.


Mega Absol paced steadily along the shoreline, feeling at the probabilities all around her.

There were a lot of pitfalls in this particular battle, and it was making her mildly nervous. She would have to be careful how she acted, to try and keep things on the path with the least chance of things going horribly wrong.

The Dark-type took a long breath, and let it out.

Time.

She crouched down and sprang. As she kicked off the ground, her wings snapped out – and, in the swirling, roiling air, they could hold her up so long as she aimed for the invisible upcurrents formed by Primal Groudon’s intense heat.

Mega Absol did not have to rely on sight.

Her horn flashed, then grew to an intense blackness which seemed to be more than just an absence of reflected light.

The rushing river of will-be submerged her, like a branching tree with all too many twigs and branches cut off abruptly by disaster, and Mega Absol embraced it. The information that had once overloaded her ability to cope instead became the only thing which let her cope, guiding her every action with a full understanding of where it could and would lead.

Mega Absol banked around, diving towards Primal Groudon, and swung her horn with a shout. The blade detached, forming a curving scythe of darkness, and when it connected it made the Fire-type roar and wheel to face her.

Rolling away from a Flamethrower and using her wings to catch the roiling hot air it produced, avoiding a cloudburst which might have slicked up her fur and made it impossible to stay up, Mega Absol kept Primal Groudon focused on her with another attack – this one a Leaf Blade fired backwards from her tail.

Almost at the same moment as the Leaf Blade hit, so did another of Pikachu’s outrageous Electric attacks. The two actually hit so close together that Primal Groudon didn’t notice the separation, and concluded that Mega Absol must be responsible for the whole thing.

The practical upshot of that was that Mega Absol ended up flying through a barrage of ballistic rocks. She ducked one, sliced another in half with a Leaf Blade from her main horn, and kicked off a third to knock it so it just grazed one of the second wave.

The resultant crack and spinning fragments passed all around Mega Absol without even one of them connecting, and she gave a fierce grin.

That’s what being a chance-dancer was all about!

She did an aileron roll, horn blazing blacker, and inside the depths of the blackness something else appeared. Like the sheen on a soap bubble, there was the faintest hint of something white inside the blackness.

“Sacred Sword!” she shouted, sending the bolt of energy directly at Primal Groudon.

It hit him, blowing a red line into his craggy hide, and Mega Absol contrived to be on the opposite side of a large chunk of rock at the moment Charizard fired a Blast Burn.

When she emerged from the far side of the rock, her Sacred Sword was blazing again – and everything else about her was just a little… indistinct.

One of Primal Groudon’s attacks passed so close that by rights it should have knocked her out of the air, and the shadowy haze collapsed – then Mega Absol turned in and charged directly at the incandescent Continent Pokémon.

Primal Groudon’s arm came back, and then punched out at her.

Mega Absol maintained her course, following the path she knew was the right one. That didn’t mean she didn’t give a mental grimace-

The attack connected, knocking her downwards into the ground and rendering her heavily winded.

“Absol!” Suicune called, sprinting over. “Are you okay?”

Mega Absol’s response was to stumble to one side, avoiding a Precipice Blade which blasted out of the ground next to her, and smirk.

Then several tonnes of water cannoned directly into Primal Groudon, making it through his heat-shield and connecting with a mighty hiss, and a high-speed Mega Gyarados followed it in a great big Waterfall attack.


Meganium looked up from healing Raikou at the gasp of shock. “What is it?”

“What just happened?” Brock asked, knowing no more than she did about why Primal Groudon was currently struggling with a very persistent Water-type Mega.

Good question, Dexter admitted. I’d just about concluded that Primal Groudon is immune to Water attacks, with how many have not connected.

“Wait, I recognize that Gyarados!” Ash said. “That must mean-”

“Hi!” came a very familiar voice.

A young woman in an Aqua uniform, impressive rank badges and short, bright orange hair landed next to them with a faint oof of effort.

“Misty?” Ash said, astonished. “How come you’re in Hoenn?”

“I’ve been here for ages, Ash!” Misty replied. “I was even at Mount Chimney!”

“Were you the one with the Milotic?” Brock asked, as Togekiss flew down to land beside them. “I wondered how come you were on holiday for months.”

“Yeah, Lance asked me to help out,” Misty confirmed. She sent out Milotic with a flash, and stroked her neck. “I’d try to help with one of my other Pokémon, but I don’t think even Kabutops would do well out there.”

Brock was about to reply when the ground shook harder than anything that had hit them yet.

“What was that?!” Max asked.

Mawile was the first to spot it. “Look! Up at the mountain!”


The effect of Primal Groudon’s presence on the ground around him was considerable, heating up the ground below as well as intensifying the sun above.

There was only one place nearby which was weak enough that this power could really be expressed, and the rain that had run down into it from Primal Kyogre’s constant storm just added a different dimension rather than suppressing it completely.

With a deafening BANG, the volcanic cone at the centre of the island began to erupt. It started with an awe-inspiring blast of smoke and pressure which sent ash and rock flying over half a mile into the air.

The ground jumped, and a moment later the pressure wave carried through the air to the Pokémon and humans below.

“OW!” Mawile yelped, hands going to her ears. “My head hurts!”

Meganium exhaled sharply, sending out a cloud of golden pollen, then whipped it up with a weakened Petal Dance and whirled it around everyone.

“Thanks,” Ash said absently, staring up at the eruption as it got underway.

Smoke, ash and dust blasted skywards in a continuous stream, red-lit from below when Primal Kyogre’s clouds shaded it from the sun, and there was a continuous roar like a freight train that just went on and on and on-

Set up! Ethan announced from behind them, and a bright red blaze of light flashed out to intercept an incoming chunk of rock.

As it rained gravel, the Porygon2’s beams flashed out again, and the recovering Latios added his psychic powers to keeping them safe from the barrage of rocks.

“What’s going on, Brock?” Misty asked, sending out Starmie to help as well. “You know this kind of stuff.”

“Volcanic eruptions like this are dangerous,” Brock said, looking back at the large crowd of sort-of-arrested Aqua and Magma personnel being looked over by May and Lance. “I don’t know how bad this is going to be, but… it’s definitely going to be pretty bad.”

There was a wet slap as something landed next to them.

Max bent down, looking at it, and found some silty gunk. “Ew.”

“That’s rain clogged with ash,” Brock explained. “I guess it’s from where the eruption’s running into the clouds.”

“Is that bad?” Max asked, rubbing it off his hand. It stuck and smeared like greyish mud, and he wiped it on the wet grass to finish cleaning his fingers.

“Well, it’s better than it falling dry,” Brock shrugged. “Because if it falls dry it’s kind of bad for your lungs. But it’s going to kind of set into a hard… almost a rock, really.”

“I don’t like it here,” Mawile said, looking up at the eruption as thunder began to crackle from within the eruption cloud.

The train-roar of the vent stuttered for a moment.

Brock went pale. “Uh-oh…”

He shaded his eyes, looking up the mountain, then exhaled with relief. “Phew – we’re safe for now.”

“I don’t like the sound of that, Brock…” Misty said.

Brock pointed.

They watched as what looked like a cloud came storming down the mountainside, some way off the nearest part of the cone to them.

It moved incredibly fast, and… oddly. As though it was boiling up from something on the ground, surging along below the line of the trees and then rising to blast them away.

Several Flying-types flew away from it, most heading directly up.

“Are there any Pokémon in the way?” Max asked.

Ash closed his eyes and looked. “Uh… I don’t think so,” he said. “The trees are empty. I guess they all got scared off by Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre.”

“What is that?” Meganium asked, swallowing.

“It’s a pyroclastic flow,” Brock explained. “Look!”

With a start, the friends saw what he meant – the flow was plunging over a small headland and entering the sea.

“But… that was only about thirty seconds,” Max said slowly. “How fast was that moving?”

“A pyroclastic flow is kind of like an avalanche of rock and gas that moves at half the speed of sound,” Brock told them, as the smoke began to clear and reveal the scorched and blackened ruin that had been left of that part of the island. “We need to get off the island before one comes down towards us.”

“How?” Misty asked. “I mean, I’m pretty sure Corsola and Kingdra can tow a couple of us, and so can Milotic – but there’s loads of Aqua and Magma people, and…”

She shrugged. “Most of them aren’t that bad. They’re kind of… nuts… but only a few of them have really hurt people. And no-one deserves that.”

Ash frowned. “Uh… huh, that’s a tricky one. Jirachi? Can you teleport anyone?”

Still not time to get up yet… Jirachi yawned.

“Uh… guys?” May called. “You might want to see this.”

They looked.

A great big cargo plane, all four rotors at full power, came thundering along just above wave-top height.

It pulled up slightly as it crossed the coastline, triggered eight powerful jets with a roar, and slewed around to hover about a hundred feet overhead before slowly lowering itself towards the ground.

“Prepare for rescue!” called a familiar voice.

James just looked completely stumped.

“…oh, forget it!” Jessie said with a sigh. “Alright, twerps, all aboard!”

“I’ve never been so glad to see them,” Brock remarked.

“There’s no way we’ll fit everyone, though,” Max warned.

“Actually, I had an idea about that,” Ash said, and expanded out a Premier Ball.


Aha! Mewtwo said to himself, watching as Misty’s Mega Gyarados slammed in another powerful attack. He’s timing it so he can ride in the waves of Primal Kyogre’s weather. That’s what I was missing.

He raised his arm, ready to fire down a Psystrike, and then vanished with a swirl of red light.

A moment later he appeared again, looking very cross with his hands on his hips.

“Uh… sorry,” Ash said, wincing. “But it was really urgent!”

I suppose it would have to-

Mewtwo stopped.

How did I miss the ongoing volcanic eruption?

Brock shrugged, still keeping an eye on the mountain.

“We need your help to deal with all the Aqua and Magma guys over there,” Ash explained, as Max carefully carried Jirachi up the ramp into Team Rocket’s aircraft. “We’re going to need to be nearby so we can return anyone who gets knocked out, but they won’t fit…”

I see. Yes, I’ll handle it, Mewtwo assured him, raising his arms.

There was a flicker, and Team Magma and Team Aqua vanished.

“Uh…” May said, clearing her throat. “You got Lance too.”

Oops.

Lance appeared again, looking a bit confused.

“Where did you go, sir?” Misty asked.

“A very large locked jail cell with all the Team Magma operatives,” Lance explained, shaking his head. “It was quite cramped.”

“Guys!” Brock called, running back over. “Trouble!”

Ash took one look upslope at the oncoming pyroclastic flow and turned, grabbing Mawile and returning both Latios and Meganium. “Come on!”

He waited at the base of the ramp for Brock, May, Misty and Lance to get onboard, then jumped as Meowth rammed all ten throttles past the redline.

The huge aircraft keened, vibrating as it hit full emergency power, and bulled its way into the air. They were a hundred feet up by the time the flow of hot rock and ash passed by below, and everyone winced as a pulse of hot air slapped them in the face.

“Okay, we’re up!” Meowth called from the cockpit. “I’m turnin’ dese things down and goin’ to the pistons, ‘cause otherwise we’re gonna eat too much ash!”

Below them, the ashcloud reached the sea.


“Yar, your elbow be in me face,” Matt muttered.

“Well, your face is in me elbow,” Shelly replied.

“Shut up!” called Archie. “No more complainin’, no more gripin’ and no more shovin’! Understand me, boyos?”

There was a pause.

“When do we get to go to the bathroom?” someone asked plaintively.


Outside the sardine-can cramped jail cell, the head of the Mossdeep Police Department glanced at one of her assistants.

The other Jenny shrugged. “I don’t know either, boss.”


“We need to stay pretty close,” Ash said, holding on to the door rail with one hand. “Misty, Max and I need to be able to recall Pokémon if they’re in trouble.”

“Right,” James agreed from the cockpit.

“Yeah!” Meowth agreed. “Dat we can do!”

The ailerons shifted slightly as they began to orbit, keeping a wide berth from the battling Primals and their opponents.

“Okay, our turn!” Jessie added, taking one of her Pokéballs and one of the ones that belonged to James. “Go!”

Wobbuffet materialized on the door lip. “This is just plane great!” he said cheerfully.

Brock groaned.

Jessie pushed Wobbuffet unceremoniously out of the plane, then sent Moltres out as well. The Fire-type dropped lower, wings snapping out and blazing with flame, and snagged Wobbuffet out of the air with her claws.

Misty joined Ash at the door. “Gyarados!”

Ash followed her gaze, and saw the Water-type had been caught in a two-handed grip by Primal Groudon. The powerful Fire-type slammed him into the ground, then shook him until he went limp and began to revert.

Misty pointed her Pokéball, and returned him with a flash of red light.

With his most annoying foe defeated, Primal Groudon roared in victory. Charizard stormed him with Draco Meteor, and he endured the attacks before replying with a bright wall of flames.

Moltres dropped Wobbuffet right into the stream, and the spectators watched in surprise as a blue stream of Mirror Coat smacked into Primal Groudon – driving him a few inches back.

The doll-like shape of Moltres dove, snagging Wobbuffet out of the air just before he hit the water, and turned to apply the Psychic-type to one of Primal Kyogre’s attacks.

Then their view swung away from the fight.

“Hey, what’s going on?” Ash asked.

“We gotta do dis or we’re gonna fly into dat ash cloud!” Meowth replied, as they banked around in a complete half-circle. “Go open da other door!”


AN:

Yep, that’s a full scale volcanic eruption. Kind of phreatomagmatic, because of Kyogre and stuff.

On the plus side, Team Aqua and Team Magma got put in prison.

…oh, yeah, and the Misty thing. That’s been planned for a long time.






165. Scuffle of Legends 3


This is the third of three chapters today.

Suicune slowed to a walk, panting. “How are we doing?”

“Not great,” Pikachu replied, cheeks barely giving off a spark. “We’re hurting them, but that’s about all we’re doing.”

Arc sneezed, shaking his fur, and pawed at a patch of wet ashy slurry which had landed on his muzzle. They were all dotted with the stuff by now, and Pikachu in particular looked a state with greyish streaks across the brown fur on his back.

“We should be careful,” Entei said, shaking out his mane. “This kind of material is dangerous – there could be a lahar, and even if there is not then the paste will harden to something like cement if it’s given time.”

A shattering BANG caught their attention, as the volcano’s eruption amplified. A new wave of rocks came soaring out, and they were only able to follow most of them for a moment before they vanished against the grey sky background.

Mega Absol landed next to them, her fur matted and scorched, and sighed.

“Mega Absol?” Pikachu asked. “Are you okay?”

“This is as un-smeared with this… stuff-”

“Tephra,” Entei supplied.

“Thank you,” Absol said. “This is as un-smeared as I can get. I’ve traded blows with Primal Kyogre a couple of times, but that attack of hers is a nightmare…”

The Dark-type glanced up, and sent a pulse of Sacred Sword directly skywards to smash a rock in half. The moment her blade’s beam hit it, it exploded, and pumice shrapnel rained down on them.

“My wings have nearly stopped being able to hold me up,” she explained. “And I don’t think even Ho-Oh is doing much better.”

“Where’s Rayquaza?” Suicune asked. “I’m fairly sure this is his job…”

“He was supposed to be at LaRousse,” Pikachu said, worried. “But he wasn’t. So perhaps-”

Mega Absol turned to face the volcano. “Trouble!” she warned. “Look out!”

A moment later, the eruption column stuttered. With no force from below keeping it up for an instant, tons upon tons of eruption material came crashing down on the lip of the volcano and developed into a roaring, rolling landslide.

“Pyroclastic flow!” Entei summarized.

Suicune took a pace towards the mountain, and her wind stilled.

She took a deep, steadying breath.

“Absol?” she asked. “Is this a mistake?”

The Mega looked uncertain.

“…I don’t think it is,” she replied.

Suicune nodded, then looked back up at the eruption.

She crouched, and her wind returned – coiling around her, whipping up some of the drying volcanic ash and plant cinders. Faint blue light of Aura danced around her like witchfire, and her eyes blinked once, slowly.

Then she set off in a charge – and fired.

And kept exhaling, Hydro Pump flowing from her mouth in a continuous stream which built up and built up as she went.

She hit the Pyroclastic Flow about five hundred metres away from the rest of the group, accompanied by tons of water, and the instant wave slapped into the flow at about the same speed that it was going. Water and fragments of rock slapped skywards, and the force of the blow made the flow split cleanly in two so that half flowed either side of the other Pokémon.

The tonnes of water mostly evaporated with a hiss and rush of steam, cooling the temperature of the air-punch, and what washed over Pikachu and Arc was sticky, humid, steamy… but safe.

When Suicune walked back down to them, she was even dirtier than before. Ash and small fragments of gravel smeared her coat, and she was clearly exhausted – her breathing ragged, though it steadied as she regained her breath.

“That was very impressive, sister,” Entei told her softly.

“I’m glad it wasn’t a waste,” she replied. “Though what we do when the next one comes I don’t know…”

Mega Latias came flying down out of the sky. “Guys! You need to get out of here!”

“Why?” Entei asked. “What’s… was the sea always so close?”

“Great, now there’s a tsunami too,” Pikachu sighed. He jumped onto the Dragon-type’s back, and she reactivated her shield to prevent too much ash from reaching her.

Red beams caught Arc, Suicune and Entei, and Mega Latias rose into the sky.

“Can you zap Primal Kyogre?” she asked, looking back at Pikachu.

“Maybe,” Pikachu said, frowning. “I’m not sure, though.”

He held onto her neck with one paw, and looked out over the bay. With only Mega Latias and Lugia able to avoid being covered with ash and hit with rocks, the teams fighting Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre had thinned out drastically. Lance’s Dragonite was carrying both Lucario and Sceptile back into the air, both looking exhausted, and with most of the distractions gone the Primal Legendaries were focusing more on one another.

Primal Groudon roared, and the ground shook – and the train-roar of the eruption intensified. Primal Kyogre’s fins beat the water as she let out a bass rumble, and rain slapped into Mega Latias so hard her shield was impossible to see through for a moment.

Then, all at once, the clouds parted and the wind stilled. A green arrow came shooting down from overhead, with a keening roar seeming to come from well above the position of the arrow itself.


Lance steadied himself, watching the blazing green comet come down. “That must be Rayquaza!”

“Yeah, looks about right!” Ash agreed. “Better late than never!”

Green energy surged along Rayquaza’s form as he smacked directly into Primal Groudon, hitting him hard enough to blow a crater into the ground from the transferred force, and the slap of impact reached them in the plane orbiting high above.

Then things went very wrong.

Primal Groudon’s talons reached up, grabbing Rayquaza in two different places, and slammed the Dragon-type Legendary to the ground.

As Rayquaza struggled to rise, Primal Kyogre got in on the act with a splitting and resplitting stream of blue energy which hit Rayquaza at every point along his body.

Primal Groudon’s clawed foot stamped down, making half-a-dozen Precipice Blades spike up from the scarred beach and hit the grounded Rayquaza, and then Primal Kyogre blasted him with Ice Beam.

“It’s like they both decided to gang up on him…” May said, softly.

Rayquaza was as tough as they remembered from LaRousse, and rose somewhat shakily back into the air. He coiled, ready to spring skywards again, and then both Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre fired Hyper Beams at the same time.

Blazing red-gold and blue-gold light collided, pouring into Rayquaza for three seconds before a double-cored explosion, and Rayquaza came groaning and twisting out of the smoke to crash to the ground dozens of yards away.

“Wow,” Brock said softly.

“Okay, we’re doomed,” Meowth said, voicing his opinion as the weather began to build again.

There was a slam as something big hit the plane, and the whole fuselage shook violently. Ash’s grip slipped, and he missed grabbing at the door as he fell out of the plane.

“Ash!” Brock and May called at once.

“Togekiss, can you catch him?” Misty added, sending her Flying-type out.

“I’ll try!” Togekiss said firmly, flying out of the door and turning to dive.


Rayquaza was not having a good day.

He’d spotted the familiar pattern of tortured weather that signified yet another argument between Groudon and Kyogre on the far horizon, and cursed at the realization that he’d let his guard down. Hastening there with all the speed he could muster, the Dragon-type had poised himself almost in space directly over the battle.

It had looked like an unusually big one even from that high up, rain and dust mingling in the troposphere below, and Rayquaza had decided that the best way to teach them a lesson would be to really hammer both Pokémon – Groudon straight away with Dragon Ascent, Kyogre with a pattern of Hyper Beams – so they’d think twice before doing this again.

Rayquaza felt this was a good plan when he began diving. He’d still considered it a good plan as he plunged like a meteorite into the thicker air, and had been feeling quite happy with it as he reached Air Lock range of the cloud layer.

Then things started going wrong.

First, the effect of his Ability had swept a far-too-small hole in the clouds – and left an ashy haze which was much less tractable to Air Lock.

That was when he noticed the erupting volcano.

A few seconds later, as he aligned on Groudon for his final plunge, Rayquaza noticed a dreadfully familiar golden light filling Groudon’s veins.

After that things got indistinct and painful for a few moments. Rayquaza felt at least five attacks, all of them of the kind of power neither Groudon or Kyogre had used since the fall of Pokeatlantis, and staggered into the air before crashing to the ground.

A series of small, rhythmic tremors came through the ground.

Rayquaza looked up, using one arm to support himself, and saw Primal Groudon advancing on him.

Then – bizarrely – a human landed in front of him, with a flash of blue Aura to break his fall.

A Togekiss pulled out of a dive low enough that her wings stirred up great plumes of ash, and began to circle.

Rayquaza wondered when he was going to find out what was going on.


Ash winced, rubbing his leg. “Ow…”

He shook his head, and looked around. “Where – Rayquaza?”

The Dragon-type looked at him. “Who are you?”

“I’m Ash,” Ash introduced himself, then turned around at the sound of a roar.

Primal Groudon slammed his forefoot into the ground, making Ash stagger, and raised his hands in a gesture which brought up a giant boulder from the ground.

The boulder hung there for a moment, glowing a sullen red, and Ash realized what was about to happen. That was an Ancientpower attack – aimed at Rayquaza.

He didn’t have time to plan, and acted on instinct. Reaching for the weapon he had closest at hand, Ash ran to one side to get between Rayquaza and the attack meant for him.

The boulder fired, coated in red-orange energy.

And Ash brought up his sword.


There was a great eruption of golden light which hurt the eyes, and Ash felt like he’d run for miles.

Panting, he looked up at Primal Groudon – who seemed startled, the first time Ash could remember the Primal Pokémon showing an emotion that wasn’t rage or triumph.

He looked at the sword in his hands. It was certainly the same one he’d been given in the Togepi Kingdom, as ceremonial and non-functional as he remembered – but at the same time, it seemed… different. Lighter, perhaps.

And his backpack had fallen off, the straps cut as if with a knife.

“What just happened?” Rayquaza asked. “There’s bits of rock everywhere.”

Looking around, Ash realized – yes, there were. Pieces of brown and black rock, most of them smashed to bits and a few showing a mirror-like perfectly smooth cut on one surface. Tephra from the eruption was starting to fall to cover them, but there was only one place all those rocks could have come from.

“Did I…” Ash asked, still breathing heavily. “Was that me?”

“I do not-” Rayquaza began, then stopped. “Look out!”

Ash turned in time to see a wave rolling up the beach, as Primal Kyogre had her go at attacking the downed Legendary.


“Ash!” Keldeo cried, seeing from his airborne vantage point a horribly familiar combination of dark-haired Aura wielder and oncoming wave. “No!”


Fed by his determination, Ash’s Aura spiked again. His grip shifted, and suddenly he knew what to do.

The presentation sword flashed in a shimmering, opalescent gold as it rekindled, and Ash drew it back almost to his shoulder before sweeping it around in a complete arc.

“Secret Sword!”

The pulse of energy built to eye-hurting brilliance, then detached from the blade. Ash stumbled, nearly falling as the pull left him horribly drained, and a bar of golden light smashed into the oncoming Surf.

There was an explosion-

And it rained seawater.

The sword clattered to the ground from nerveless fingers, and Ash fell to one knee. The water mingled with his sweat, and there was a strong aroma of burnt rose and saffron around him.


“What just happened?” May asked, squinting. “I can’t see! Is Ash okay?”

“Good question,” Brock admitted. “There was a bright flash – I can’t see him very well.”

“Hey, can you take us a bit lower?” Max called forwards.

“You want us to get closer to dat?” Meowth asked. “Dat ain’t a good idea.”

“Ash might be in trouble down there!” May insisted.

Rayquaza stared.

This young Aura adept – Ash – had just saved him. Twice.

First from an Ancientpower from Primal Groudon, and then from Primal Kyogre’s massive Surf attack.

The Dragon had to admit, that was impressive. For a Pokémon, let alone for a human.

Then he heard… something. Faintly, singing in the shocked stillness – as if it was calling out to him.

Something rolled out of Ash’s bag.

Rayquaza stared for a moment at what had to be one of the largest meteorites he’d ever seen on the ground. Normally anything that big was either stopped on the way down or exploded in the air.

Then he made the connection. This was exactly what he needed!

Reaching out an arm, the Dragon snatched it up and swallowed it in one gulp. The Infinity energy rushed through him, answered by Ash’s staff pulsing with eye-watering brilliance, and then Rayquaza roared.

His body lengthened, symbols forming all down it as his fins expanded and spiked out. The long lines of yellow light running down his flanks lit blazing gold, pulling off to form separate streamers which undulated of their own accord, and a howling air current began to form.

Mega Rayquaza coiled, paused, picked up Ash because the Aura adept looked nearly unconscious with fatigue, and launched himself skywards just before two Hyper Beams hit the space he’d been.


“Huh,” Jessie said, tilting her head. “I guess Rayquaza can Mega Evolve too.”

“Ya think?” Meowth asked.

“I’d occasionally seen mention of this in rumors, and in the oldest lore of the Dragon Clan,” Lance said softly. “But I didn’t realize that he would be this… powerful.”

He pointed. “Look. The weather’s dissolving completely.”

“Yeah,” James agreed. “And-”

“Wait,” Jessie interrupted. “Who’s flying the plane?”

James and Meowth exchanged a glance, then both hurried back to the cockpit.


Mega Rayquaza transferred his new passenger to his back, rising into the air fast enough to produce rippling shock clouds, and checked that he was holding on before turning and facing the two Primals below.

“Right,” he rumbled. “Let’s get this sorted out…”

His weather control spread, banishing the falling rock and thick clouds, and quieting the blazing sun. In its place, there was a powerful turbulence which wrapped around his form in interlocking layers of air control – dozens of them.

Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre faced up, their quarrel forgotten, and both began to gather light in their maws.

Mega Rayquaza obliged them, light running up his streamers as he charged a Hyper Beam of his own. Then, just as they fired, he unleashed a lambent current of orange-golden light.

Mega Rayquaza’s Hyper Beam crashed into both of the other Pokémon’s Hyper Beams, throwing off streamers of gold-red-blue light as they fought for dominance.

For a moment, they were evenly matched. Then Mega Rayquaza began lashing his tail behind him in a rhythmic pattern, and with every movement the conflict point between their beams moved closer to the ground.

“Hah!” Mega Rayquaza bellowed, with one final tail-snap, and the golden Hyper Beam broke through. It hit the ground between Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre, burrowed deep into the soil, then exploded violently enough to make the ground heave up like a live thing and throw them both flying.

Mega Rayquaza was about to pick one of them to go after, when the same Togekiss from before came sweeping up next to him.

“I can help!” called a Pikachu, seated on her back.

Mega Rayquaza managed to avoid a double-take. “Really?” he said, a little dubiously.

“Yeah, he can!” Ash supplied, sounding as though he was none the worse for wear.

“I’ll hit Primal Kyogre just before you do!” Pikachu said. “It can’t hurt, right?”

“Fine,” Mega Rayquaza decided. “But don’t get in the way – you might not like it.”

Accepting that, the Togekiss dove, and Mega Rayquaza circled once to build up momentum before following her down.

Mindful of his passenger, he took a slightly different angle to usual. Rather than hit head-on from a vertical trajectory – and probably end up hitting the ground – he aimed for a point about a hundred feet away from Primal Kyogre, so he could hit her on a horizontal trajectory.

Green light built around Mega Rayquaza’s form as he used Dragon Ascent, and there was a faint tingle as Ash held on with Aura.

Then the Pikachu used his electrical attack. It was powerful enough that Mega Rayquaza had to admit he was impressed, a great crackling bar of energy which blazed directly into Primal Kyogre and let off a thunderclap loud enough to hear over the rushing of the wind.

His currents aided Togekiss as she pulled up and away, and then Mega Rayquaza twisted to skim bare feet above the ground.

Dragon Ascent hit Primal Kyogre with the force of a meteorite, producing an almighty BANG and dishing out the water around the impact point.

There was a bright blue flash, and when it faded Primal Kyogre was just Kyogre.

“I saw a blue orb fall off!” Ash called. “We should pick it up later!”

“Agreed,” Mega Rayquaza confirmed, taking a moment to judge his own strength and deciding he still had plenty for handling Primal Groudon.


“Good work, Togekiss!” Misty said, smiling as the Fairy-type matched speed with the plane. “And you too, Pikachu – I bet Mega Rayquaza was glad of the help.”

“Yeah, I hope he was,” Pikachu agreed, crouching and making the jump into the plane. He stumbled, almost falling, and Max grabbed him before he left the aircraft.

“I guess I’m more tired than I thought…” Pikachu yawned, shaking his head. “Man, what a rush…”

“You saw Ash, right?” Brock checked.

“Yeah, he was on Mega Rayquaza’s back,” Togekiss supplied. “I think his backpack got incinerated, though.”

“Well, I guess we’ll need to go shopping when we reach Mossdeep,” May decided.

“It looks like Mega Rayquaza is going after Primal Groudon now,” Lance informed them, and they all turned to watch.


“Hey, wait!” Ash said, turning to look at something. “It’s Keldeo – Rayquaza, uh, Mega Rayquaza, can you fly a bit slower so Keldeo can catch up?”

Mega Rayquaza rumbled, slowing in his twisting flight through the air. The winds around him slowed a bit, shedding layers seamlessly as he moved to orbit, and a layer spun off to help support Keldeo and make his flight easier.

“Ash!” Keldeo called across the gap. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” Ash said, then frowned. “Well, I feel really, really tired, but that’s okay.”

“I thought you were about to die,” Keldeo said, blinking. “I saw you, and the wave, and I thought-”

He shook his head. “Uh, anyway – Mega Rayquaza, I think I can help with Primal Groudon like Pikachu did with Primal Kyogre.”

“Go on,” Mega Rayquaza invited.

“Well – I can do a pretty good Aqua Jet,” Keldeo explained. “And I can sort of stack it up, by doing more force from my forehooves than my rear hooves – so I can use that to distract him.”

“Sounds like a good plan,” Ash volunteered. “Don’t forget to cool down the water as well with Ice Beam, so it’s harder to evaporate.”

“Great idea!” Keldeo agreed.

“Very well,” Mega Rayquaza nodded. “I will attack as soon as yours goes in.”

Keldeo flashed a grin, then dove – cutting off his jets so he dropped like a rock, then twisting and reactivating them.

His rear hooves thundered away at full power, but his front hooves were kept at a lower force – resulting in a pile-up of water as Keldeo continually caught up with his own water spray.

Once it had grown large enough, he inhaled and added an Ice Beam, making the whole mass of water become – not quite frozen, but chilled and slightly slushy.


Keldeo decided he’d added enough water.

The globe had flattened out with wind shear into a kind of disc, which fell with the flat end towards Primal Groudon, and it was getting thick enough it was hard to see. So he cut off his rear jets, letting his Hydro Pump from the front two flip him once over backwards and propel him away from his creation.

Switching to all four hooves down to lift himself above his attack plane, Keldeo blinked – then lit his horn with a shining Sacred Sword.

Primal Groudon was hiding, a wall of Precipice Blades between him and the oncoming attack. They might or might not stop Keldeo’s huge water attack, but they’d certainly attenuate it.

So Keldeo swung his horn in two sharp movements. “Sacred Sword!”

The x-shaped pair of Sacred Swords shot forwards, overtaking the water, and bit deeply into the Precipice Blades. They shook, then one great slab of rock crashed to the ground.

When the water hit Primal Groudon, there was an explosion of steam visible as a white cloud of pressure. Then, before it had properly faded away, Mega Rayquaza’s Dragon Ascent slammed home through the same gap.

The impact sent a spherical pulse through the steamcloud, momentarily compressing some of the water vapour hard enough to turn it into droplets. It rained around Primal Groudon for an instant, then as the rain faded so did the glowing golden lava.

Groudon slumped to the floor, the Red Orb hitting the ground next to him with a clack.

Keldeo landed hard, his hooves stinging, and let out a relieved sigh.

“That was… ow,” he summarized.


Flakes of ash swirled up as the Rockets’ aircraft slowly came down to a landing.

“Thanks for the lift,” May said, sitting on the door rim and then jumping out – landing with a soft crunch on the ground below.

“Eh, it ain’t a problem,” Meowth shrugged, waving it off.

“Yes, my thanks as well,” Lance said, brushing some of the grey dust off his clothes. “Do we know if the volcano is going to erupt again?”

“It started slowing down the moment Rayquaza mega evolved,” Brock supplied. “And it seems to have gone completely quiet now, so… we’re probably okay for now.”

“Right,” Lance agreed. He took a few steps, grimacing at the effect it had on his boots, then shook his head. “I think we’re going to need some help to find the Orbs – they shouldn’t be in the wrong hands.”

“I’ll handle that,” May said, sending out Swablu and Beautifly. “Guys, can you try to find the Red and Blue Orbs? They should be… uh, not far from Groudon and Kyogre.”

“Maybe it’s best if I look for the Blue Orb,” Misty decided. “I’ve got a rebreather somewhere… and I can have Milotic and Seaking look.”

“Yeah, I was meaning to ask…” Brock said. “Where’d the Milotic come from?”

Misty sent out Milotic and scratched her under the fin. “Well, I thought it’d be good to have a Pokémon which no-one had seen me with,” she explained, as Milotic let out a pleased purr. “And this lovely lady was just who I needed.”

“So… you infiltrated Team Aqua?” Max asked. “For how long?”

“Actually, I joined a few days after the Togepi Kingdom thing,” Misty shrugged. “I was kind of hoping that Lance and I could find good times and places to get the whole leadership, but the only time they were all together was usually on their ships…”


“Ash…” Keldeo said, walking over with his hooves going splat on the muddy ground. “What happened there?”

“I don’t know, not really,” Ash replied. He touched the hilt of the presentation sword, now just as it had been. “After all the practice we’d been doing – that’s me and Lucario, and Sceptile and Absol too – it was just… the weapon that it felt natural to take. And… I guess it was Secret Sword, but I don’t know how I’d do it again.”

“Secret Sword?” Keldeo repeated. “That would explain why it’s so bright gold, but I don’t know why… well, I could have cut that boulder in half, I think, but I wouldn’t have made it explode like that. Into thousands of pieces.”

He shook his head. “This is so hard to – I mean, most of what I know about this is just guesswork.”

“I guess so,” Ash agreed, hand coming back off the hilt.

Keldeo sniffed. “And… uh, how come you smell like that?”

Ash frowned, sniffing as well, and noticed the aroma. “Oh, yeah – I hadn’t actually noticed that… uh, it’s kind of familiar…”

He rummaged for a moment in his pouch, and took out a Pokéball. “Ho-Oh?”

The firebird appeared in a flash of light. “This is about the smell you’re discussing-”

He stopped, blinking.

“Can you get the Sacred Ash bag out, please?”

“I’ll help,” Pikachu volunteered, hurrying over from the landed plane. He jumped into Ash’s pouch, rummaged for a bit, and came squirming back out with a small drawstring bag.

Ash opened it, and blinked. “Huh. This is… what, half empty?”

“A little more than that,” Ho-Oh judged. “But yes, that was enough effort to kill you under normal circumstances. Since it was simple depletion of energy, my ash paid the excess and kept you from total depletion.”

Pikachu absorbed that along with the rest of them, then slapped Ash with his tail.

“Be more careful next time!” he admonished. “I don’t want to-”

His voice broke. “Damnit, Ash, don’t do this to me.”

Ash reached up and squeezed Pikachu, wordlessly assuring him that his trainer was still okay.

“Can you get more?” Keldeo asked, looking up at Ho-Oh.

“Not for a while,” the Fire-type replied. “It’s my Burning ash, and that’s something that happens only once in a human lifetime.”

“Huh.”

There was a long pause.

“I agree with Pikachu,” Lucario said, making them all jump.

“Lucario!” Ash complained. “That was rude!”

“I don’t see how.” The Fighting-type shrugged. “But – you survived. That means your next goal is to make it easier to survive again – I know that Sacred Sword, when used normally, is not much more expensive than an Aura Sphere… so we should train until you can use it at will.”

“I guess so,” Ash agreed.

“Also, you need a new backpack.”


“Here we go!” Misty said, walking over. “One Blue Orb.”

“That’s both of them, then,” Brock nodded, holding the Red Orb in a spare t-shirt. “What are we going to do with them? Uh – Lance, I guess you’re the one in charge.”

“It’s a good question,” Lance admitted. “They probably belong in a museum, but given their known qualities then they’d be safest inside a lead lined box.”

“And even then, they’re still…” Misty began, then stopped talking.

There was blue light coming from inside the bag.

She put it down and stepped away, and the Blue Orb burst out of the bag. The one Brock was carrying ripped itself out of his arms, rising as well, and the two circled one another as they ascended to thirty feet into the air.

Then they rammed into one another and disintegrated in a flash of golden light.

“…or they could do that,” Lance sighed.


Just so we’re clear, Mewtwo said, floating next to the now-reverted Rayquaza. This does not necessarily mean that I am no longer the World’s Most Powerful Pokémon.

Rayquaza turned, coiling around like the thread of a screw. “Why not? You didn’t seem especially able to beat them.”

It’s your speciality, Mewtwo replied loftily. You are the Legendary who keeps these two under control; thus, you should be better at it. It is simple logic.

The Dragon-type snorted.

So, what’s going to happen to those two? Mewtwo added, with a frown.

After a moment of thought, the green Legendary shrugged. “They are going to get such a talking-to, for a start…”

Just a talking to? Mewtwo asked.

“And I’m going to make them say sorry to one another,” Rayquaza elaborated. “Sincerely.”


“Thanks for the help,” Ash said, shaking James’ hand and then Jessie’s. “It’s great to have you guys’ help.”

“Thanks,” James said, nodding.

Behind him, Moltres lowered Wobbuffet to the ground – looking no worse for wear from his experience.

“Yeah!” Meowth nodded. “And imagine how da boss is gonna react when we mention dat Lance owes us one!”

“That’s a good point…” Jessie admitted. “And knowing that the Orbs are gone is going to help too.”

Ash snapped his fingers suddenly. “Oh, yeah – that reminds me!”

He rummaged in his pouch for a bit, reaching in up to about his elbow, then pulled out a Mega Stone. “I guess you guys have more use for this than we do – it’s an Audinite!”

Meowth blinked. “How long have you had dat?”

“Since… uh, before Fallarbor, I think,” Ash frowned. “Mew found it.”

“This is a pretty impressive gift, Ash,” James said, though that didn’t stop him taking it. “We’ll have to come up with something to pay you back.”

“It’s fine,” Ash waved off.

“No it’s not!” Jessie countered. “You’re supposed to be the one who owes us!”


“About two hours ago,” Lance said, speaking clearly, “the criminal organizations Team Aqua and Team Magma lost control of some ancient artefacts they had acquired. The result was a significant incident, but fortunately myself, Elite Four member Misty Waterflower and Champion Ash Ketchum were in the vicinity and the incident was contained.”

“Can you comment on the volcanic eruption?” asked one of the reporters.

“Not at this time,” Lance replied, shaking his head. “Next question.”

“How bad was it?”

Lance replied by holding up a Ketchum Incident slip, then turning a page to reveal a second one stapled to it. “There were fourteen known legendaries present.”

There was an audible intake of breath.


Gary’s eye twitched.

“Oh, come on! Not again!”


AN:


And that was the conclusion of the Scuffle of Legends. Featuring Mega Rayquaza, Secret Sword, tremendous explosions and Gary Oak At A Conference.

The meteorite’s another thing that’s been in planning for a long while.






166. Hoenn 39


“So,” Giovanni said, looking calmly at Jessie and James. “That’s your complete report?”

“Yes, boss,” James confirmed.

“Right.”

The Boss of Team Rocket nodded to himself, checking one of the pages of notes.

“I have a few questions,” he went on. “Just to make sure I understand fully.”

“Ask away, boss!” Meowth said promptly. “We ain’t got no problems with dat!”

Giovanni’s free hand reached down to run his fingers through Persian’s silky fur, and he listened to the deep purr for a few seconds.

“So,” he went on. “You said there was some kind of enhancement to Groudon and Kyogre?”

“Right,” Jessie agreed. “We heard something about orbs and…” she frowned. “They said it was called ‘Primal Reversion’.”

“How inconvenient,” Giovanni summarized. “That sounds a lot like it was a case of Cosmic Power. You mentioned Team Aqua and Team Magma?”

“Right,” Meowth agreed. “Dey were each after dere Legendary, but got the other one.”

“And then they got the right orbs, and-” James made a whoosh gesture. “Boom.”

“Indeed,” Giovanni agreed dryly. “And you saw Ash Ketchum using what Pokémon?”

“Well, uh – Lance and Misty Waterflower were there too,” James hedged. “And I think one of them was Max Maple’s Pokémon as well…”

“…but there were all the Legendaries Ash Ketchum’s been confirmed to have,” Jessie took up the list. “All nine – as well as several of his strongest Pokémon.”

Giovanni checked the list again. “And you say that even Mewtwo, coupled with all these other Pokémon, were just enough to keep these… Primal Pokémon… occupied?”

“Yeah,” James agreed.

“An’ dat’s when the volcano erupted, too,” Meowth continued. “So-”

“I get the point,” Giovanni interrupted. “So you evacuated them?”

“Yes,” Jessie nodded. “Including Misty and Lance.”

“Hm…” Giovanni said, smiling thinly. “It might be useful to have the Grand Champion owe me a favour… anyway, you mentioned something about Rayquaza?”


“…you did what?” Gary said, sitting down quite heavily. “Ash – are you telling me you blocked attacks by both Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre? After they’d just shot down Rayquaza?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash agreed. “I know it sounds kind of strange…”

“It sounds outrageous,” Gary told him frankly. “I know why it didn’t kill you, and I’m still surprised it didn’t kill you.”

“Wow, thanks…”

“In fairness,” Brock said, “he did save Rayquaza doing it.”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “And then – uh, I was a bit out of it, but I’m pretty sure that Rayquaza ate my meteorite and Mega Evolved.”

Gary blinked.

“He… ate your meteorite.”

“Yeah,” Max confirmed. “Keldeo saw it happen, he told us.”

“And then Mega Evolved? Was it just something that tasted really nice, or…”

Gary stopped, and shook his head. “Okay, we don’t know enough to do more than speculate. So let’s do that.”

“That sounds like fun,”Umbreon volunteered from her seat, sipping an iced juice.

“Right,” Gary agreed. “So – were you thinking about Rayquaza at the time, Ash?”

“Mostly I was thinking about how tired I was,” Ash told him. “And trying not to drop the sword – and trying not to pass out, too.”

Pikachu nuzzled his cheek, and he stroked the Electric-type for a moment. “So – not really, no.”

“I’m pretty sure I saw your staff glow, though,” Pikachu added. “So that might mean something.”

“And – right, so if Rayquaza Mega Evolved without anyone helping him out, that might…” Gary began, then stopped. “Okay, we don’t know enough to help there. But we do know he ate the meteorite first… and I guess he’d probably have done it before if he’d been able to before. Maybe meteorites are good for Rayquaza?”

Ash shrugged. “I don’t know. The meteorite was in this bizarre machine when I grabbed it, though, does that count?”

“It might,” Gary admitted. He rubbed his temples. “Right… maybe the meteorite helped him Mega Evolve. And if he did it without you or anyone else, Ash, perhaps that means he didn’t need a Key Stone?”

Or a Mega Stone, Kris spoke up.

Gary blinked. “Pardon?”

I scanned him after he reverted, Kris supplied. Trying to make sure we hadn’t forgotten a Mega Stone on the ground, and – no stone for him.

“Maybe you need to interview him,” May suggested. “That might answer a few questions.”

“Yeah, right, I’ll just interview the… most powerful…”

Brock chuckled, as the young scientist took a reminder. “Yeah, it’s actually kind of plausible, isn’t it?”

Gary nodded. “It is… right, is that everything?”

“Well, except for mentioning that Mega Rayquaza was able to just blast the weather control away,” Ash shrugged. “And – oh, yeah, I gave that Audinite to Jessie and James.”

“…since when have you had an Audinite?”

“We don’t any more, keep up!” Lucario advised.

Umbreon got the giggles.


“An Audinite…” Giovanni said, holding it up. “Very interesting. So this is something you plan to use with your medic?”

“Well, yeah,” Meowth agreed. “If we get a Key Stone, dat is.”

“Approved,” Giovanni told them promptly. “I’m interested to see the results. Very well, I believe that is all.”

“Right, boss!” James said.

“We’ll tell you exactly what happens!” Jessie added, taking the Audinite back. “And… boss?”

Giovanni indicated she could continue.

“Where do we get a Key Stone?” James asked.

“The main armoury has them,” Giovanni said. “I’m sure agents of your… resourceful nature… can find one easily.”

Persian chose that moment to yawn, displaying a great deal of teeth.

“If that’s all?”

Jessie, James and Meowth did not quite flee the room.


Gary lowered Dee’s screen to the table as she went blank. “Well… that happened.”

“Do you think you could have helped?” Umbreon asked, curious.

“I’ve got two Mega Evolutions,” Gary pointed out. “I’m pretty sure at least one of Blastoise and Sableye have to be useful somehow.”

“True,” Umbreon agreed.

She stretched, tail lashing, then jumped down off her chair. “So, what now?”

“Now… I probably start drafting an article on Insights into Mega Evolution and related phenomena in Legendary Pokémon,” Gary decided. “I can get stuff about Latios and Latias from Ash, which is a good start, and the rest of it… we can call it personal conversation with Ash, that’s good enough for most people.”

“It probably is,” Umbreon agreed.

You could contact Keldeo as well, to compare-and-contrast with his Resolute Form, Dee suggested.

“Good idea, Dee,” Gary said. “Now… where did Alakazam go?”

“I think I saw him going to get another ice cream,” Umbreon mused.


Charla looked up at the sound of steady wingbeats, gradually rising over the background noise.

“Aha!” she said, snorting smoke out of her nostrils, and leaping into the air before taking her weight on two scaly wings.

Her mate noticed her, and waved – doing a roll, and blowing out a ball of fire which burst with a red-cored snap. Flying through it, he descended slightly and swung around to come alongside her.

“So, mister,” Charla went on, the beginnings of a smirk on her face. “What’s the excuse this time?”

“Excuse?” Charizard repeated, sounding interested. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“You vanished halfway through clearing out the lair!” Charla clarified. “So you’d better have a good reason for it!”

“Well, I always thought we should have set that bed on fire and made a new one-” Charizard mused, then got punched in the side. “All right, I know,” he added, unfazed. “So, it was a wish.”

“A wish?” Charla said, blinking. “Oh – of course, that Jirachi.”

“Yes,” Charizard confirmed. “It wasn’t just me, either, Keldeo got pulled all the way from Unova.”

“What would be that important?” his mate asked, as they passed over the boundary into the valley itself. “I mean – if you can’t handle it, who can?”

“Well, I did have a bit of trouble with Primal Groudon,” Charizard mused.

Charla looked blank. “With… what?”

“Mega Groudon, except more,” the male Fire-type summarized. “He made a volcano erupt.”

He snapped his tail, making a loud bang sound which startled Charla out of her shock.

“You… fought something that’s like a Mega Legendary, except it was Groudon, and… more Legendary,” Charla said, getting it straight in her head. She trimmed her wings, beginning a spiral towards the main area of the valley, and he followed her lead. “What was it like?”

“Well, I was lucky,” Charizard admitted. “Basically, we all kept both him and Primal Kyogre too busy to focus on one of us – mostly. When we didn’t manage that, then usually one of us got knocked unconscious.”

They backwinged down to land, and a few of the other Charizard looked up.

“Hey, is that Ash’s Charizard?” asked a Charmander, tugging on his mother’s wing. “Mom, is that him?”

“I think it is,” his mother agreed. “Do you want to see if he’ll talk to you?”

“Here we go again,” Charizard sighed.

Charla punched him in the shoulder again. “You deliberately landed right next to him, I saw you…”

“Foiled again,” the male chuckled, then crouched down a little. “Hello, young one. I’ve not met you before.”

“Hi…” the Charmander said, waving shyly.

As her mate began boasting – in a restrained way, of course – Charla smiled.

She noticed that quite a lot of the older, fully-evolved dragons were listening in too…


“No sign of him?” Terrakion asked.

“No, I fear not,” Cobalion admitted. “Not since last night.”

“Nor I,” Virizion supplied. “I’d hoped to spot a hoofprint, or some other sign he’d been around, but… nothing.”

“What do you think?” Cobalion asked. “You’re closest to him, Virizion – you understand him a little better. Would he have gone off like this without letting us know?”

“I think it depends,” the female Sword of Justice said, tossing her head. “If he were in a situation where Pokémon or humans would be in trouble if he dallied? He would absolutely gallop off as fast as his hooves could carry him.”

“True,” Cobalion admitted. “And none of us have trouble thinking of something that could call upon him with such urgency.”

“Maybe he had to help save Meloetta!” Terrakion suggested.

“Like that, yes,” Cobalion agreed. “So-”

“Hey, guys!” Keldeo called.

“Keldeo!” Virizion smiled, turning. “What called you away so early?”

“Uh…” Keldeo’s gait slowed as he got closer. “A wish, superpowered Groudon and Kyogre, two submarines, two evil teams, and a volcano.”

He frowned. “I think there was a tsunami, too, but I kind of lost track at some point…”

“That would do it, yes,” Cobalion agreed. “How did events transpire?”

“We managed to stop Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre from hurting too many Pokémon,” Keldeo said. “I helped Mega Rayquaza beat Primal Groudon!”

“An impressive feat indeed,” Virizion said, with a nod.

“And I hope he felt it!” Terrakion contributed.

“Oh, yeah… Ash got Secret Sword working, too,” Keldeo went on. “He had to use a metal sword to make it work, which I think is a lot like how we use our horns.”

“Secret sword… interesting,” Cobalion mused. “Thank you for informing us, Keldeo, and I’m sure we’ll want to hear the full details as soon as you can tell us.”

“Actually, I think it might help to go and watch the news,” Keldeo said, frowning. “There was a speech that Lance -that’s the Grand Champion of Kanto and Johto – gave, and I think there’s probably some interviews of some sort too. Where’s that Pokémon centre we saw a few days ago, there’s probably a public computer there…”

Terrakion straightened. “I know where it is! Follow me, guys!”

He broke into a canter, and the other Swords of Justice followed.

“…wait,” Cobalion said after a moment. “Mega Rayquaza?”

“Long story!” Keldeo called back. “It involved a meteorite!”

“This I’ve gotta hear,” Terrakion chuckled. “What, did he eat it?”

“Yeah,” Keldeo agreed. “After Ash blocked a giant wave and an Ancient Power aimed at him, so I guess maybe Ash helped catalyze the Mega Evolution too…”

Cobalion and Virizon exchanged glances.

“Does that mean that your trainer now also has Rayquaza?” Virizon ventured.

“Huh?” Keldeo shook his head, still cantering. “No, I don’t think so. Maybe it’d be too crowded…”


“So,” Ivysaur said, nodding to Sceptile and Meganium. “Another big Legendary battle?”

“Pretty much,” Meganium agreed.

“I’m guessing you helped out healing?”

“Yep,” the Grass-type confirmed.

“And did your boyfriend do well?”

“I’m not her-” Sceptile protested.

“How could you-” Meganium spluttered.

“It’s not like-”

Ivysaur concealed a smirk.


A faint bang sounded, making the citizens of Altomare look up.

“What was that?” someone asked, looking around. “Someone have a Pokémon use Fire Blast or something?”

Shrugs answered him.

“Ah well,” he said, returning to his meal.

“You get used to it,” his date said, taking a sip of her drink. “Every few months there’s a bang like that – never worked out what causes it…”

Overhead, invisible, a dragon flew past.


Latias flew into a side canal with no windows, looked around to make sure no-one was watching, and dropped near-soundlessly into the water.

A quick swim, and she emerged in the Secret Garden.

“Latias?” Bianca asked, at the sound of the splash. “Is that you?”

“Bianca!” Latias squeaked back, flying over and decloaking. “Sorry – I just had to go really quickly!”

“Where did you go off to all of a sudden?” Bianca asked. “Did Latios need you again?”

Latias nodded, as Bianca spread out the picnic blanket again and opened the hamper.

“I’m afraid it’s all a bit wilted,” she apologized, putting the fruit out again. “I didn’t even notice you turn invisible, and I thought you were hiding – so I didn’t put it back for too long.”

“That’s okay,” Latias shrugged, taking some berry slices anyway and eating them with two bites each. “Latios – and Ash – needed – my help,” she mumbled, between bites.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” Bianca chided, chuckling at the muffled squeak sounds.

“Bianca?” Lorenzo called. “Is she back?”

Latias waved.

“You gave us quite a scare, young lady,” he said, shaking his head as he walked over from the door. “Bianca had me checking all the roofs – we even had Quagsire spray around in case you were hiding somewhere.”

The Dragon-type waved her arms. “But there was a really good reason! There was a powerful Legendary – actually two – and it wasn’t just me, everyone got called in!”

“…you really need to learn that thing Latios can do,” Bianca smiled.

“And I hope you didn’t fly too fast on the way there or back,” Lorenzo added. “If it was Latios in trouble, he’s all the way in Hoenn…”

Latias frowned, then concentrated and produced a wide-area illusion which showed the moment Ash’s wish had Jirachi pull them all in.

“Huh, teleporting?” Bianca asked. “That’s pretty-”

“What on earth is that?” Lorenzo interrupted, pointing. “That can’t be what Kyogre’s really like, can it?”

Latias tapped her Mega Stone and pointed to Kyogre, then dropped the illusion.

“Mega Kyogre?” Lorenzo said, and nodded slowly as Latias waved her clawed hand in a ‘sorta’ gesture. “Well, that does sound important. Sorry for doubting you, Latias.”

Skimming a little closer, Latias gave him a quick hug. “It’s okay!”

Lorenzo chuckled, patting her on the back. “I don’t think that needs translation!”

He waited until she let go, then sat down. “Come on, Latias – you must be hungry. Let’s have some breadsticks.”

“Great!” Latias smiled.


Misty opened the door. “I’m home!”

And what time do you call this? Golduck asked, tapping one foot on the floor.

“Time for a swim?” Misty asked. “I’ve been infiltrating Team Aqua for months, give me a break…”

“Why would we ever do that?” Corsola chuckled, lying in the shallow end of the pool.

“Dunno,” Misty admitted. “Golduck – any post I should know about?”

As she spoke, she took off the Aqua outfit she’d worn throughout the day’s events and switched it for a swimsuit. “Because I really feel in the mood for relaxing.”

Well, Golduck said, jumping up onto a stool and adjusting a pair of glasses. There’s a few bills, but I paid them – you know, because I’m a duck and we do that kind of thing.

“You don’t really have a bill any more, though,” Misty said, frowning at the fit of the swimsuit. “I think I’ve put on a bit of weight…”

“She’s got a point!” Seaking agreed, jumping out of her Pokéball and into the water with a splash.

Misty sent out Milotic, then followed her into the pool – diving underwater, staying down for several seconds, and coming back up in the living room.

“What’s this?” she asked Chinchou.

“Some program about ancient civilizations,” Chinchou shrugged, watching the TV. “Long story short, they’re all Deoxys.”

I wasn’t finished, Golduck said, waddling through the door and adjusting his glasses. There’s also a formal ball in a few days – I was about to send back a response that you’re busy.

“I’ll have a look,” Misty shrugged. Milotic nosed up next to her, and she gave the sinuous Water-type a rub – then blinked, and looked at Golduck. “Wait, what’s with the glasses?”

They give me an air of dignity, Golduck replied loftily. Besides, it’s funny.

Misty gave him a strange look, then shrugged it off. “Oh – I should show Milotic the sun room, we’ve been down in Hoenn and it’s warmer there.”

“Hey, Misty?” asked Politoed, looking up from his book. “How’d you end up getting back here?”

“I borrowed Lance’s Salamence,” she replied. “He was going to talk to the police for a bit – and I think Steven Stone as well – but Salamence wanted to get home quicker, so I just flew him up.”

Sculling over to the side of the pool, Misty pulled herself out. “I guess we should get something to eat before I spend too long in the pool,” she said reluctantly. “You did get groceries, right?”

Of course I did, Golduck replied. The local shops recognize me.

Kabutops tapped the remote with a blade.

“Hey, I was watching that,” Chinchou complained, as the Rock-type paged from channel to channel.

“You know how it ends,” Kabutops replied. “Aha, here we are.”

“That’s… actually not that bad a reconstruction,” Misty admitted, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around herself as she watched a virtual Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre having a slap-fight. “I guess they must have a Porygon.”

That or they just reused footage from the trailers for that Fossil Park film, Golduck shrugged.

“Hiyah!” Staryu volunteered.

Golduck shrugged.

“Oh, yeah, I should let Karen know we’re back,” Misty realized. “And I really should get a picture of Mega Absol from Ash or something, she’d love that…”


Lugia’s wings beat against the water, propelling him along above a surface that had never seen daylight.

He felt the water as it moved around him, judging it with all his experience, and decided that the currents of the seas were largely undamaged by Groudon and Kyogre’s rampages.

A mental clock prodded at him, and the Psychic-type reached out with his mind to confirm his position. Two cool, singing points of reference that he knew as well as he knew himself sounded from above, and he smiled before gathering himself.

His wings beat once, twice, and then he focused into a swirling underwater tornado of froth and bubbles. His speed jumped, and he surged upwards towards the air far above.


Haunting, high-pitched song resounded across the slopes of Shamouti.

“Dad’s back!” Silver announced, smiling. He crouched, ready for takeoff, then glanced back at Slowking. “Uh – is it okay if I leave?”

Slowking nodded. “That’s fine,” he replied.

As Silver launched himself into the air, then swept down towards the beach with wings held stiff to glide, Slowking nodded to himself.

“He’s a good kid,” he pronounced, to no-one in particular, and picked up the board. He’d already memorized all the positions in case they wanted to start again, so he just poured all the tiles back into place and separated out the cards into their decks to go back in the box.

Games like this were a great way to teach young Psychic types. They got to practice both telekinesis and complex reasoning.

“And it’s better than monopoly,” he added, rolling his eyes.

Anything was better than monopoly.


“Dad!” Silver called, flaring his wings to land on the beach as his father circled. “How did it go?”

“It went fine,” Lugia replied, giving his wings a mighty flap to shake as much salty water off them as possible, then landed in front of his son and nuzzled him. “And I’ve got a great story to tell, now… did your mother manage to keep the Birds under control?”

“Uh…” Silver frowned, looking up. “Mostly. There was a bit where I think Moltres showed off with a really difficult acrobatic move, and then Zapdos tried to outdo him and crashed into the sea, but apart from that it’s been kind of quiet.”

“And where is your mom?” Lugia added, looking around. “Is she busy? I felt she was nearby, but not quite where.”

“I think so,” Silver agreed. “She borrowed a huge blanket and a kettle from Melody, but I don’t know what she was doing with it.”


Zapdos sniffed.

“I told you, drink more of the soup!” the Lugia chided, adjusting his blanket. “You’ve got a nasty chill.”

She inspected the blanket with a frown. “Well… I suppose I’ll just have to come up with a way to replace the blanket. There’s just too many holes in it.”

Zapdos dipped his beak into the cup of soup, and drank it up with a huff.

“Hm, I think you need at least one more cup,” Lugia inhaled, then sprayed Hydro Pump into the air and caught some of it in the kettle. “Just a bit of power, remember?”

The Electric-type legendary grumbled something unprintable, and sent a gentle spark across the prongs of the kettle – which promptly bubbled, hissed, and sent out a jet of steam.

Lugia poured the kettle over another packet of soup. “There we go. Now, remember, no heavy exertion until you’ve recovered, or you might feel like this for longer.”

Zapdos looked like there was a low chance of his following that advice.

“Oh!” Lugia added, tilting her head. “I think my mate is back – remember, drink all that soup before it gets cold!”

“I hate everything,” Zapdos mumbled.


“Thanks,” Ash said, smiling at Mewtwo. “That’s a lot quicker than getting Pidgeot, Latios and Flygon to transport us.”

I was taking plenty of Pokémon home, so I felt I may as well put you where you were going to go, Mewtwo replied with a shrug. It’s not really very much effort.

“Still, thanks,” Ash said.

He looked over at Max, who had the sleeping Jirachi in his arms. “Uh… do you think Jirachi is going to be okay?”

Probably, Mewtwo said, frowning. Yes, I can’t see a good reason why not – it’s just psionic overstrain. The chunk of comet I used might have been smaller than would have been ideal.

He thought back. I think I’ve suffered from it. Once. Just after I was born, when I was much weaker-

“Yeah, yeah, we know,” Pikachu said, making his paw open and shut like a mouth. “You’re all super powerful.”

I do not appreciate being mocked, Mewtwo told him frostily.

Pikachu shrugged.

In any case – welcome to Mossdeep, I suppose, Mewtwo went on.

He paused, then shrugged. And don’t forget to watch my documentary when it comes out.

The Psychic-type vanished between one breath and the next.

Well, he’s unusually promotional, Dexter commented.

“Where next, Ash?” Brock asked. “There’s a lot to do on Mossdeep.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Wasn’t there a space centre here?”

“Of course there is!” Max cut in. “Jirachi wanted to see it, and…”

He looked down. “I hope Jirachi’s all right.”

“Actually, I wonder if they’re going to be okay to launch,” Brock said, glancing at the sky – where there was a gorgeous colour in the west, even though they were hours from sunset. “It looks like a lot of that ash and dust got into the air.”

“I guess the gym’s going to have to wait?” Ash asked.

“Yeah,” Max said. “I’d kind of like to just go the one time, and – well, Jirachi’s not okay. Besides, I’d like to make sure Casper’s got a bit more training, I’d kind of like him and Cinder to do this one.”

“I’ll train against you,” May volunteered. “I’d like to see if we can train Spoink up a bit, and get him working well with the others – see who he works best with.”

“Well, let’s go, then!” Ash decided. “The sooner we do all the space stuff, the sooner we can get training!”

“So, what do you think the odds are that he’s going to get into the spinny thing again?” May asked Brock.

Brock shrugged.


“Okay, that’s a Key Stone…” Jessie said, writing it down. “And… hey, look at this!”

“What’s that?” James asked, peering over her shoulder.

Jessie held up one of the Mega Stones from the armoury drawer. “This is just the ticket!”

Meowth examined it. “An’ what’s dat?”

“It’s a Mega Stone, twit!” Jessie snapped.

“Yeah, I can see dat,” Meowth agreed, darting up and taking the stone from her hand before giving it a look-over with a jeweler’s loupe. “But what kind is it?”

“It’s on the label,” Jessie said, tapping it. “Sceptilite!”

The three exchanged a knowing look.

“Yeah, this is what we need,” James agreed.


“Wow,” Max said, staring at the enormous crawling machine. “So this is what they use to get the shuttle to the launch pad?”

“Didn’t you know that already?” May asked him.

“Well, yeah – but it’s still huge,” Max replied. “I mean – look at it, it’s got to be taller than Steelix!”

Brock sent out Steelix.

The siblings watched as Steelix reared up, raising himself vertically so only a few feet of his length were on the ground.

“…okay, so I was wrong,” Max admitted, as Steelix lowered himself again. “Still, it’s big.”

“It has to be,” Brock said, tapping his foot on the ground. “It has to spread the weight of the rocket, even on the tarmac, or it’d just sink into the ground.”

Jirachi stirred.

“Jirachi!” Max said, shifting him slightly in the hope he would be more comfortable. “Are you okay?”

I’m kind of tired, Jirachi yawned. I didn’t realize it’d be that hard to do all that teleporting…

He looked around, blinking. Wait, where are we again?

“It’s the space centre at Mossdeep!” Max told him. “Remember, I mentioned it? It’s really cool!”

Oh, yeah! Jirachi agreed, brightening. So that’s a space rocket? It’s pretty big!

“It has to be,” Max replied. “It uses lots and lots of thrust to get into space, and then more so it’s moving around in an orbit.”

He frowned. “I heard they tried using Psychic-types, but it was too hard for them to lift something that far and get it moving that fast for that long… so they have to use rocket fuel.”

Pointing for Jirachi, Max went on. “So those big rockets there are just to get it up into the air. The fuel tank – that’s orange – are for fuelling the shuttle’s own engines, and it uses the whole thing in about eight minutes!”

Jirachi stared. I couldn’t drink that much in eight years!

“Yeah, it goes really fast – it feels like a Donphan is sitting on you,” Max told him. “I got kinda lost last time we came here, and ended up going up in the shuttle… we had to land it.”

Cool! Jirachi giggled. You’re an astronaut!

“I don’t think I am,” Max said, reluctantly. “I think I’m a pilot, though.”

“…wait,” Brock said. “Where’s Ash?”


“And this is the training room,” Jin explained, opening the door with a hefty push. “It’s where I train – and the other astronauts – to be ready for spaceflight.”

“Right,” Ash said. “I kind of wondered if it was to train Pokémon in being able to do space things…”

He stopped, looking at Pikachu. “Why are you… floating?”

“I’m surprised you’re not,” Jin said, pushing on the floor with his suited feet and rising gently into the air. “There’s a Metagross who can cancel out gravity in here by attracting people towards the ceiling.”

He took a juice carton out of a rack by the side of the door, moving with just his fingertips as propulsion, and stuck the straw into the softened area of foil.

As he did, Ash took his hat off – and promptly began to float gently into the air as well. “Whoa, this is pretty cool!”

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. He waved his tail, using the broad flat section as a form of propulsion. “I could get used to it.”

“I wonder how Lucario would do here,” Ash pondered. “Come on out if you want to see what it’s like, Lucario!”

As the Steel-type formed, Jin tapped the juice with a finger – producing a series of ripples. “It used to be that we’d have to either go into space or be on a diving aircraft to show this kind of thing off – oh, you’ve got a Lucario, that’s pretty cool!”

“I’m one of his signature Pokémon,” Lucario informed the astronaut, floating a few inches into the air. He reached out a palm to the juice, and drew some of it in to form a ball on the end of one finger.

The ball flickered light blue, then turned into a donut-shape.

“Aura,” Lucario explained. “I’m spinning it like an Aura Sphere, and in no gravity – it does this.”

“Hey, Ash?” Max called. “We were looking for – whoah!”

He stepped across the threshold of the room, entering the null-g field, and suddenly no longer had any way to slow down.

Lucario left the juice floating where it was, briefly touched a paw to the floor to stabilize and gain a hold, then launched himself to intercept Max.

Grabbing the boy’s arm, he twisted – neutralizing Max’s momentum and imparting it all to himself – then let go and landed on the wall.

“Was that Aura too?” Jin asked, sounding interested. “Maybe we should train a couple of Meditite or Riolu as astronauts, being able to do that would be really useful in space.”

“I think it’d be better to do a Medicham,” Ash said, as Brock and May turned up. “Riolu and Meditite might evolve, and Lucario’s got those spikes…”

“I would not do well in a spaceship,” Lucario agreed.

Pikachu exited the null-G field, did a flip and landed neatly on his paws. “…I totally knew that was going to work before I did it.”

Brock chuckled.

“Hey, uh… how long can we use this room?” Max asked, rotating a little.

“Probably another hour or two,” Jin replied. “If you really want to. But the shuttle launch is fairly soon – I need to get going if I’m going to be in time.”

Let’s go see that! Jirachi said. This room’s not really as interesting as I thought…

“That’s because you’re floating anyway,” May pointed out.


“Okay, let’s see if dis thing works,” Meowth muttered.

He glanced between Jessie and James. “Which one’a you two is gonna be da human?”

Jessie held out her hand. “I’ll do it.”

“Good choice,” Meowth agreed, tossing her the Key Stone. She caught it, inspected it, then shrugged.

“It doesn’t look as impressive as I’d thought,” James admitted, looking at it closely.

“I guess da important bit is on the other end,” Meowth pondered. “Speakin’ of which… ready, Audino?”

The Normal-type nodded, his ear-pieces shaking slightly. One of his hands went to touch his earring for a moment, and he took a deep breath.

“Okay…” Jessie said, looking at the Key Stone. “How do you do this again?”

“Just… think about him?” James asked. “I think that’s something to do with it.”

“Right,” Jessie frowned, and began to think.

Audino had slipped easily into a role as ‘team mom’ – despite being male – and was always there with a comforting word, meal or even burst of healing power.

He was just a little bit clumsy at times, which had led to the odd accident, but that was just a quirk – not the only thing about him, or even the important thing.

And, of course, there was the lunchboxes. Everyone got them, at least three times a week, and Audino was always alert for what people liked so he could add to them and mix in something new.

Jessie was fortunate enough to look up just as the transformation began.

Audino’s earring glowed, then flashed a brilliant white. The light spread out across his whole body, turning orange-golden as it pulsed, and then parts of it brightened enough to hurt the eye.

His ears perked up, flashing and gaining a second layer of frills. His earpieces coiled up the other way, bouncing once and then coming to rest in their new position.

The jacket-like pink coat on his sides expanded, fluffing up to form a distinct layer, and joined at the middle. His feet flashed, becoming ensconced in ‘slippers’ with fluffy sections to both sides.

And then a brooch formed where his jacket linked up, followed by a pair of spring-like coils just below the central point of the brooch – giving the whole thing the look of a bow.

“Wow,” Meowth said, as the light died down and revealed his white-pink colouration. “An’ your eyes are pink too…”

“The only thing that was missing was a twirl,” Arbok opined. “And perhaps some music.”

Meowth snickered.

“Hm,” Mega Audino said, looking himself over. “It’s definitely less convenient in the kitchen – these ribbons are going to get in the way on the stove.”

“How do you feel?” Jessie asked.

“Not sure,” Mega Audino replied. He bounced experimentally on the balls of his feet. “I feel a little lighter, but not much…”

Meowth relayed that, then added a bit of his own opinion. “Ya know, I think that he might just be a different Type ta before. It ain’t like it’d be a surprise for him ta do dat, Pokémon do change Type when they evolve, an’ all..”

“How would you find that out?” Mega Audino asked.

“Well, I guess the one to start with would be all the immunities,” Meowth mused.

He gave Mega Audino another look, then shrugged. “But we can skip some of them.”

“You don’t look Dark type,” James agreed.

“This is going to end with me being zapped, isn’t it…” Mega Audino sighed.


The sound of the shuttle engines was incredible, a physical thing as much as sound in the conventional sense. It made the ground tremble, a crashing roar that came in on all frequencies at once.

Wow! Ash mouthed, his voice completely swept away by the wall of sound. This is incredible!

I didn’t realize anything was louder than that volcano! Latios sent, his telepathy making it through much more easily.

For a few seconds, there was nothing but the roar and flames and a great plume of smoke. Then the shuttle began to rise – looking like it was barely moving from this distance, but once you remembered how tall it was you realized it was already travelling at the kind of speed only a few Pokémon could possibly manage.

A CRACK! sound, the sonic boom as the shuttle hit the sound barrier, was loud enough that it could be heard over the roar for a moment… then it was swept away, and the noise continued pounding in on them as the shuttle rose on a trail of flame.

It began to roll, changing attitude so the shuttle was below the fuel tank, and as it got further away it began to get slowly – gradually – less noisy.

Ethan produced a magnified window which hovered in mid-air, showing a zoomed-in version of the view which made it clearer what was going on.

“This is such a great view!” Max said, as loudly as he could so that the others could just about hear him. “I – wait, look!”

White smoke spurted from the side of the tank, and both boosters separated. They tumbled in the air, slowing as the shuttle ascended away from then, and then parachutes opened and began to carry them down towards the sea off Mossdeep – for cleaning, inspection, and ultimately repair and reuse.

“We never get-”

“-tired of this!” two of the other spectators said, smiling. “It’s so-”

“-cool!”

“Liza and Tate, right?” May asked, looking away from the trail of white smoke.

“Tate and Liza/actually,” the two Psychic gym leaders told her.

May blinked, confused, and Tate giggled at the expression she pulled.

“It’s our joke,” Liza explained. “Whichever someone says-”

“-we say it’s the opposite!” Tate finished.

“I can see this is going to be an annoying gym battle to watch,” May muttered.

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Ash said, snapping his fingers. “Do you guys have any special restrictions?”

“Apart from it being a double battle/not really,” the twins replied. “We give extra points for/good teamwork, but it’s not/a requirement.”

Ash looked contemplative.

“And no/Latios and Latias,” they added.

“Awww…”


AN:


A few people doing a few things. Either getting home from the chaos, or hearing about the chaos in question.

Also, astronaut training.






167. Hoenn 40


“Okay, here goes,” Max said, looking out over the battlefield. “You said it was a double battle, right?”

“Right!” the two Gym Leaders said, in unison. “First one to lose/both Pokémon is the loser.”

Max nodded. “Uh – I guess that means I go with the original plan. Cinder, Casper, let’s do this!”

The Mightyena and the Shuppet appeared in bright flashes of light, one on the ground and the other floating at least four feet off the ground.

“I’ll do my best!” Casper said, nodding back and forth. Cinder, for her part, just set her stance and waited.

“We specialize in/paired Pokémon!” the twins announced. “Solrock/Lunatone!”

“Solrock and Lunatone…” Max repeated, glancing down at Kris. “They’re pretty similar, right?”

Very similar, though not identical, Kris confirmed. They have different specializations.

“Okay…” Max said, frowning. “Right.”

“Ready?” Tate asked.

“Begin!” Liza said a moment later.

“Casper, use Night Shade!” Max ordered. “Cinder, focus on Solrock!”

Casper’s eyes crossed, and he launched out a pulse of ghostly energy. It rolled out across the gym, ruffling Cinder’s fur as she loped forwards, and then Solrock shook slightly as the attack hit it.

Lunatone, on the other hand, hid behind a Light Screen, and endured the attack effectively unscathed before firing a flashing Ice Beam out at the racing Cinder.

Growling as the attack hit, Cinder clashed her teeth together with a Fire Fang flashing on the tips. The small pulse of heat helped her endure the attack, and she pounced at Solrock – who simply floated upwards, meaning she only got in a glancing blow with her Bite before falling back to the floor.

“Another Night Shade!” Max called.

Cinder skidded, half-overbalancing before managing to control her trajectory, and turned to face Solrock and Lunatone.

There was a tense stalemate for a moment, with the Night Shade barely affecting the battle. Then Cinder feinted towards Solrock and headed for Lunatone – only to take a Solarbeam in the flank. Knocked sideways by the blaze of solar energy, she landed wrong, tripped and ended up in a heap.

“Can’t you at least try to distract them?” she griped, shooting a glance at Casper as she got back to her feet. An Ice Beam came in, and she jumped away from it before breaking into a loping trot around the side of the arena.

“I’m trying!” the Shuppet told her. “It’s not-”

“How can it not be working?” Cinder asked. She crouched and sprang, landing a Bite on Solrock which made the Meteorite Pokémon twitch. “You’re able to annoy me enough!”

“Cinder?” Max asked. “Try something else – use Iron Tail, they’re Rock-type too!”

Cinder’s paws scrabbled for grip on Solrock’s spiky protrusions, and she adjusted her jaw to hold on a bit harder – a job made more difficult when another Night Shade hit and made her mount shake violently.

Twisting, she managed to get her tail to hit the back of Solrock’s body, but a moment later Solrock slammed into the wall and trapped her tail between itself and the wall.

The Mightyena dropped free with an undignified yelp, landing on the floor on her side, and rolled upright before shaking her head.

“Look,” she growled. “Just keep one of them occupied, okay?”

“How?!” Casper demanded.

“Try flying at one of them?” Max guessed. “That’ll keep it from being able to focus!”

“Right,” the Ghost-type agreed, and dove forwards.

“Keep it off with/Sandstone!” Liza and Tate called.

Both Rock-types began to spin, and sand swirled out from their bodies until there was a dense cloud around both Solrock and Lunatone which was almost too dense to see through.

“Agh!” Casper protested, shaking his head. “I can’t get through that!”

“Are you a ghost or not!?” Cinder demanded, bunching up and launching herself forwards. Her fangs flashed, and she managed to get a grip on the lower prong of Lunatone despite the swirling sand.

Gritting his ethereal teeth, Casper advanced into the swirling sandstorm. The particles of rock battered off him, some of them passing through, and he fired out a Night Shade right next to Solrock.

That seemed to do some damage, and the Rock/Psychic-type lowered in the air a little.

“All right!” Casper cheered, and did it again.

“Ice Beam/Solarbeam!” the twins ordered, then looked at one another.

“Ice beam?” Tate asked. “That’ll just-”

“But Solarbeam’s bad for-”

Both Meteorite Pokémon had their attacks ready at the same time, but then a Night Shade hit Solrock and disrupted the Solarbeam.

“Cinder, drop!” Max called, and his Dark-type dropped just before the Ice Beam flashed out. It went wide, at first, but then Lunatone redirected it and hit Cinder about the middle of her back.

Grimacing, Cinder forced herself to keep moving, and managed to avoid the worst of the Solarbeam that followed up after the Ice Beam.

“If you hadn’t messed around with that then they’d have cancelled out!” she yapped, trying to shake the frost off her back.

“So now this is my fault too?” Casper asked. “Well, then, if I’m making things worse-”

“Moonblast!” Liza ordered.

“Casper, stop that attack!” Max called.

Casper froze for a moment, then dove towards Lunatone. His horn glowed faintly, and he did a spin which released a pulse of purple light. “Will-O-Wisp!”

The flickering fire reached out, forming a ring which hit Lunatone, but it was only a moment or two later that the blast of Fairy-type energy lashed out and hit Cinder.

Then Solrock fought fire with fire in a very literal way, hitting Casper with a Fire Spin.


Max winced. “…ouch.”

He returned the knocked-out Cinder, then waved at Casper – who was faintly smouldering. “Come on, I don’t think you can beat them both on your own.”

Casper nodded, looking downcast.

“Don’t feel/too bad,” the twin gym leaders consoled him.

“Yeah, I’m actually quite good at this,” Tate added. “She’s useless, though.”

“Hey!” Liza laughed, elbowing him. “Don’t listen to this second-rater.”

“But if there’s something/you should learn,” they went on, speaking in unison again, “It’s that teamwork matters more for double battles than type.”

“You can come back and do a rematch any time,” Liza assured him.

“Just work on your coordination,” Tate added.


“They’re right,” Ash said, as they left the gym – Ash having declined to have his battle for now, so Max wouldn’t feel he was delaying them too much. “If you’d used Cinder and Arc, I think you’d have done better – because they’re good friends, and they’re good at working together.”

“And I’m pretty sure that Cinder’s too mad at Casper because of all those pranks to really cooperate with him,” May added. “I know I would be after that peanut butter trick…”

“But canines like peanut butter,” Casper protested. “But I guess not usually in their tails…”

“Yeah, that one was going too far,” Max said. He glanced down at Cinder’s Pokéball. “I guess it’s the Pokémon Centre first… can you guys help me with teamwork?”

“Sure!” May said readily. “I’ve got a plan for the next Contest with Swablu and Venusaur, so we can train Cinder and Casper alongside them.”

“Is that a good idea?” Casper asked.

“It’s an excellent idea,” Lucario replied, pacing alongside. “You have the potential to work well together – you just need to learn how. And it’ll hopefully work through your issues with one another, too.”


Ash sat down, trousers soaking up the faint dew still on the grass, and glanced over. “Do you think you’ll need help, Max?”

Max frowned. “Not sure,” he admitted. “I guess maybe… if you let me know if I’m making a mistake?”

“Sounds good,” Ash agreed. “I’ve got to keep an eye on Pikachu and Lucario, as well.”

“You mean watch us beat one another up,” Pikachu clarified, already taking his stance.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Watch out for the boomerang Aura Sphere trick.”

“I get hit by it one time and no-one ever lets me forget it,” the Electric-type muttered.

“Well, it did look funny,” Lucario commented, one foot sliding back to take up his stance.

As Ash’s pair of signature Pokémon began a swirling high-speed battle, Max sent out Cinder and Casper.

“Okay, guys,” he said, crouching down. “I think we can agree that that… didn’t go well.”

Cinder muttered something, glancing up at Casper, and the Shuppet averted his eyes.

“…wasn’t my…”

“Hey!” Max said sharply. “We won’t say it’s anyone’s fault – but what does matter is making sure you two get better at working together.”

“How would that work?” Cinder asked. “I mean – thinking about it, I’m the one who can actually hurt those Pokémon. They pretty much ignored him.”

“Right,” Max nodded. “But they shouldn’t be able to. And you need to make sure you can use any openings he makes – he did manage to get them off balance with Night Shade a couple of times.”

He sat back. “So – there’s at least a couple of problems. One of them is that you don’t actually like each other.”

“The problem’s not with me,” Cinder stated. “It’s with him – I’ve been minding my own business, and he does things like… like… that aniseed bomb!”

“They’re not all bad, though,” Max pointed out. “Wasn’t the shoelaces one for Blaziken at least a bit funny?”

Cinder shook her head stubbornly.

“Oh, come on, that one was gold,” Casper said.

“And you need to meet her halfway,” Max added. “You’re doing way too many pranks which she doesn’t like, and you’re not taking her feelings into account – some of them are really pretty horrible.”

Casper drifted around in a circle, then dropped down slightly. “Maaax…”

“Okay,” Max went on, in a decisive tone. “Here’s the idea. You’re going to be working together to interrupt the routine that Swablu and Venusaur are working… and you’re going to be swapping who’s in charge.”

Both Dark-type and Ghost-type looked confused.

“Plan it out first,” Max said. “Work out between you what you’re going to do – but the first time, it’s Cinder who’s in charge. That means you have to do what she says, Casper.”

“That doesn’t sound very fair,” Casper complained.

“Yeah, but the second time you’re swapping,” Max went on. “So it’ll be Casper in charge.”

“So that means you’d better make sure the plan’s a good one,” Casper pointed out.

“…fine,” Cinder said, sullenly. “But you’d better learn a proper attack.”

“Actually, I think Ash can help you with that one,” Max suggested. “Ash – can you teach Casper how to use Shadow Ball?”

“I could, yeah,” Ash agreed, then frowned. “But it might not be the best one for Casper to use in a battle – I think moves like Spite might work better for that.”

He shrugged. “But we can start with Shadow Ball, I guess.”

Shifting to get a better angle, he held out his hand to Casper – then used the tiny sliver of Metal Claw that he could manage, and sliced a small gash in the ball of his thumb.

Casper watched as a drop of blood came out, and Ash took a deep breath before working the energy into a ball of shadowy darkness.

“…okay,” he said, tilting his head. “That’s cool and all, but how do I do it?”

Cinder put her paws over her head. “This is going to go terribly…”


Black paws padded softly on the leafy floor, and a ghostly shape went gliding overhead.

“Okay, there they are,” Cinder whispered, peering out through a gap between two trees. “You see them?”

“Yeah,” Casper replied.

Venusaur whipped her vines through the air, one about a foot above the other. Swablu did a roll, wings folding in, and slipped neatly through the gap – then rose a foot, and passed through the vines on their next whipping pass.

He sang as he flew, a tweeting tune which seemed to ascend higher and higher into the air as he kept going, and he accelerated – just a little, just enough to do his trick closer and closer in towards Venusaur’s tree.

“Now,” Cinder went on. “You need to jump out of the ground right there, in front of her foot, and fire a Night Shade off so it just about misses. Then I pounce out of the trees here, and try to catch Swablu with an attack. Right?”

“Right!” Casper replied. “Good plan!”


“Bad plan,” Casper said sagely, floating a safe distance above the ground.

Venusaur finished trussing Cinder up, and lifted the Dark-type to eye level. “You lose.”

With that, she shifted Cinder over to a bush, and dropped her in.

Casper kept a wide berth, and floated down inside the bush to speak to Cinder. “I think we need a rethink.”

“Yeah, I’d like to see you do better,” Cinder said, spitting out leaves. “Pfeh. Okay, your turn, wise guy – what now?”


“Mabel, Mabel, set the table, don’t forget the red hot label,” Swablu sang to himself, weaving in and out of Venusaur’s vines as they accelerated.

“I wonder if the humans watching would be as impressed if they knew what you’re singing,” Venusaur chuckled.

Swablu shrugged, bringing his wings in to slip through a particularly small gap, then opened them again and swerved closer. “Winds blow hot and winds blow freeze, how many times did Mabel sneeze?”

“One, two, three!” Venusaur joined in, and slowed one of her vines down before curling the tip inwards.

Swablu changed direction in a high-speed flip, grabbed onto the tip, and held on as Venusaur wrapped her vines around one another and around her tree.

They shortened quickly, accelerating Swablu further, and then whip-cracked him off to do a flip just overhead.

The Grass-type fired a pulse of Sweet Scent, and Swablu blew it out in all directions with a Gust before switching to a hover just over Venusaur’s flower.

“Great!” May said, clapping. “I think that’s the best go yet!”

“Was there anything we did wrong?” Venusaur asked, panting.

“I don’t think there was anything big,” May clarified. “But it’d be good if we could add a bit more to it – like, say, little Solarbeam pulses or something. And if Swablu can add in his Mist, that’d be great.”

Swablu nodded. “Got it!”

“Apart from that… well, how are you doing with Disarming Voice?” May asked. “I’m thinking about the battle side of things – Venusaur’s fine, but you might not be.”

The Flying-type looked nervous.

“You’ll be fine,” Venusaur assured him. “You’re quick – so your first job is to not get hit and Sing at them. That’ll sound good, look good, and help me fight.”

“Thanks,” Swablu peeped, sounding a bit more confident. Then he frowned. “Look!”

He nodded, and the Dark-type creeping through the underbrush suddenly darted forwards.

Venusaur nodded. “I’ll deal with this,” she said, extending her vines and forming them into a single braided length before pushing them out together.

They hit Cinder – and passed through.

“Huh?” the Grass-type asked, confused. Then a spark of purple energy ran up her vines, and she flinched. “Ow!”

Then the ground heaved up to her side, and Cinder bit home with an Ice Fang.

“Sneaky,” Venusaur admitted, Stomping down next to the hole left by Cinder’s Dig. It collapsed, but the Dark-type jumped free.

Swablu took a deep breath, and sang out a high, pure note. It hung in the air for a moment, then he faced at Cinder and sang louder, the note wavering on the edge of turning into a shriek.

A heart-shape pulsed out and hit Cinder, who flinched and jumped back before diving back underground.

“Great work!” May praised.

“I know what’s going on,” Venusaur said, nodding at the first Cinder. “That’s Casper – he’s using some kind of illusion.”

She thought for a moment, then charged and fired a Solarbeam. The attack hit, and the fake Cinder changed back into a dizzy looking Casper.

He shook his head, recovering, and fled back into the bushes.

“I guess that’s them dealt with,” May said. “Okay, let’s try the same again but with the Mist and some pulses of Sweet Scent as well.”

“Good idea,” Venusaur decided, adjusting her stance a little. “Ready?”

Swablu peeped his agreement, and flew into her flower before getting ready to dart out. “Ready!”

“Three, two, one – go!” May called.


“Well, that was sort of an improvement,” Cinder admitted. “But it’s not going to work again.”

“Yeah, I know,” Casper said. “It’s pretty obvious.”

“I was just saying to be sure,” Cinder said, then bit off the next few words. “Okay, need to remember to be calm about this…”

She shook herself, sending a bit of stray dirt flying. “Okay, here’s the new plan. You can move things, right? Well, if you can make a twig crack, it might distract Venusaur for long enough for me to dart across the space.”

“I… actually like that plan,” Casper said, surprised. “Are you feeling okay?”

“Well, anything that means I don’t get knocked about by Venusaur is an improvement,” Cinder pointed out. “So… the thing which is missing is that it’d be good if you had a better attack… can we give Shadow Ball another try?”

She pawed the ground. “Okay, I’ve got a new first step to our plan. Let’s see if we can find Glaceon.”

“Glaceon, huh?” Casper asked, floating after her as she sniffed the air. “I don’t think I’ve come up with a good prank for her yet…”

“Then don’t,” Cinder replied shortly.

“Spoilsport.”


Ninetales frowned, looking at the result of her work, then moved one tail forward and brushed it lightly.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “What do you think?”

“Not bad,” Geodude said, nodding. “I think that’s a pretty good first try.”

Stantler looked up from the grass he’d been cropping. “Are you done?”

“Sure am,” Ninetales confirmed. “Come have a look.”

The Normal-type cantered around to look at the canvas.

It wasn’t a particularly sophisticated picture, precisely – there was very little blending of colour, and the form of Stantler was drawn out in broad lines rather than in a filled shape like most paintings.

But, at the same time, it had a certain elegant simplicity. The deer bending down to take a mouthful of grass had an energy, a reality about the simple curves, which somehow made it look like the essence of Stantler if not precisely the true form.

“Yeah, that’s pretty cool,” Stantler agreed. “I like how you smudged my horns.”

“Actually, that was a mistake,” Ninetales said, with a slightly embarrassed chuckle. She heated the nearby bucket with a flicker of flame and dipped her tails into it, washing off the nine colours on her nine separate tail tips and staining the water a muddy brown. “But you’re right, it fits.”


“Okay, so…” Glaceon tossed her head, ears waving back and forth. “Shadow Ball is a Ghost move, which means it interacts in tricky ways with non Ghost types. I’m not sure if it’ll be easier for you, though.”

She frowned, then nodded. “Okay, I’ve got an idea – feel this, would you?”

The Ice-type began to gather a smoky grey light in her mouth, only charging it for a moment before switching to letting it stand at a constant power level.

Casper reached in with his horn, and blinked. “Huh. That feels… odd.”

“Is it helping?” Cinder asked. “Giving you any insights into how to use Shadow Ball, like we were hoping?”

After several seconds, Casper shook his head – and hence his body. “No, I’m not sure-”

Glaceon resumed charging the attack.

“Gah!” Casper yelped, darting backwards. “Watch it!”

“I thought it might help,” Glaceon said innocently.

“You know,” Cinder said, tail wagging slightly, “I think that she might just have pranked you.”

Casper thought about that.

“Yeah, she did,” he admitted. “Good one.”

Glaceon discharged the Shadow Ball. “Tell you what – let’s see how you use Night Shade.”

Energy duly gathered on Casper’s horn as he crossed his eyes.

“Stop there,” the Ice-type added. She leaned forwards, and batted at the field of energy with a paw before bringing it back.

“Yeah, that’s a little bit like my Shadow Ball,” she agreed, licking the paw where it stung. “You need to ball it up, and then spin it – to get it more coherent – before firing it off, and try to keep it together.”

“I didn’t see you spin it,” Casper protested, trying to form the energy as she described.

“Yeah, it’s more of a training thing,” Glaceon supplied.

“Okay, I… ergh!” Casper strained, then the nascent attack exploded and sent him flipping back through the air.

“I think the first step of our plan is to keep working on that,” Cinder decided. “It’d be a good surprise if you were… you know. A threat.”

“I guess maybe if it means you get knocked out less often.” Casper sniped back.


“Okay, I think we’re sitting here,” Brock said, putting action to words by claiming a seat.

Ash sat next to him, Pikachu clambering around his arm to get to a good position, and Max filled out the row.

“Any idea where Blaziken is?” Brock asked. “He normally watches this – I didn’t notice he’s not here…”

“I think he said he’d be back at the campsite,” Max shrugged. “Probably because Cinder and Casper were staying too.”

“…wait,” Pikachu said, raising a hand. “Didn’t Ash say their training was to try and sneak up on Venusaur and Swablu?”

“Yeah?” Ash confirmed. “So?”

Max glanced down to Kris, then worked it out. “Uh… maybe I should have mentioned why I asked if they were coming…”

“They’ll find out,” Brock shrugged. “Okay, let’s see when May’s Appeal is.”

Max stood up to check. “I don’t think it’s for a while, people are still coming in.”

They sat watching for another few minutes, until the last few stragglers entered and the doors were closed. The lights dimmed, and one of the judges tapped their microphone.

“Welcome, ladies and gentlemen!” he said, smiling around at the arena. “Today’s Contest has fourteen fine appeals for you to watch, and it’s a doubles Contest – so make sure you put your hands together for the first of our Coordinators, Jason and his Beedrill and Vibrava!”

Jason walked out of the tunnel to polite applause, and waved back before taking two Pokéballs – one in each hand.

“Go!” he called, sending out Vibrava, and then threw the other Pokéball out into the centre of the arena.

Vibrava took it before it could hit the ground, and the Ground-type flew a tight circle around the grounds before lob-tossing his partner up into the air.

During the long flight time, Jason threw the first Pokéball, and Vibrava Returned himself into it – then Beedrill emerged, catching the other Pokéball, and sending Vibrava’s ‘ball upwards.

They continued self-juggling for another two repetitions, then both Beedrill and Vibrava did one final trick with the Pokéballs – knocking them back to their trainer – and did a high-speed pass on one another instead. The buzzing of their wings intermingled, making the air hum, and both began to send out faint streamers of light as they charged some kind of attack.

Purple light around Beedrill and green around Vibrava let them draw shapes in the sky – a big circle around a little circle, with a line across most of the diameter to connect one to the other.

Then, just as it became clear they’d drawn the Pokéball symbol, they flew together right in the centre of the design and fired their attacks into one another.

There was a bright white flash, and they came spiralling out of it before pulling up to hover.

“Not bad,” Brock said, applauding. “A bit unfocused, though.”

“No, I think there was a Pokéball theme,” Max pointed out.


“All right, here we go,” Casper said, quietly. “Ready?”

Cinder nodded.

“Three, two, one – go!”

Casper darted out of the bushes, horn glowing, and fired a Shadow Ball into the ground. It burst as it hit, producing a puff of shadowy smoke, and Cinder pelted forwards through it.

“Wait!” Casper said suddenly, diving back into the bush. “Abort! Abandon plan!”

Cinder’s paws threw up a clod of grass as she skidded to a halt and turned tail. “What?” she barked, exasperated.

“We weren’t going after Venusaur!”

Cinder looked back over her shoulder, and blinked.

“…how come Blaziken was there? Why wasn’t Venusaur there? That’s not fair!”

“Foul!” Casper agreed.

Still looking over her shoulder, Cinder ran into Casper. The impact knocked the Ghost-type flipping over backwards, and he looked a bit green when he righted himself.


Blaziken smirked slightly.


“That didn’t go well,” the Ghost-type muttered, shaking his head. “Where did Venusaur go?”

“Good question,” Cinder agreed, rubbing her nose. “I’ll see if I can track her, but it might take… a…”

She stopped.

“Wait a moment. Can I just… try something?”

“Sure,” Casper agreed.

Cinder pounced on him.

“Ouch!” Casper complained, as her paws knocked him to the floor. “That’s not very-”

“I can use you as a jump pad,” Cinder interrupted.

Casper blinked. “Wait, yeah, you can. Is that because you’re Dark-type or something?”

“Don’t know,” Cinder admitted. “But if that does work then that’s actually going to look pretty cool. Especially if you can fire Shadow Balls as you get in place, so Solrock and Lunatone are confused about what you’re doing.”

The Ghost-type nodded, then stopped. “Wait. If we’re going to do this, that means that you need to be good at using me as a jump platform… and we need to work out a way to warn me without our opponents knowing.”

He sighed. “I’m going to be trodden on a lot, aren’t I?”

“Think of it as character building,” Cinder advised.


“First verse!” May called.

Swablu did a backflip, slowing and halting his forwards movement, and did a wingover. The Beedrill trying to attack him buzzed past, missing by a few inches, and came around for another pass.

A moment later, Venusaur whipped her vines up in a dense pattern. Swablu dove, passing through a hole in the middle of the pattern, and Beedrill came to a halt as he looked for a way to keep chasing Swablu.

“Chorus!” May said, pointing.

“Vibrava, look out!” Jason warned, and his Ground-type’s wings blurred as he rolled to one side – just as Swablu sang out a high, pure note of Disarming Voice.

Venusaur fired a barrage of Magical Leaves into it, the multicoloured flecks of plant taking on some of the Fairy energy they passed through, and then there was a cacophony of pink explosions.

Vibrava dropped out of the bracket looking a little the worse for wear, and the judges applauded politely.

“A nice combination move,” said the one at the centre of the table, and Jason’s points dropped noticeably. “And well aimed, too.”

A moment later, Beedrill fired a salvo of Pin Missiles. They struck home on Venusaur’s flower, making her flinch, and Vibrava added a well-timed Earthquake.

“But Jason’s team is providing some well spaced attacks,” the local Joy agreed. “It looks like this is a battle between two quite evenly matched opponents!”

“Swablu!” Venusaur called, her vines blocking an attack aimed for her partner. “Fourth verse?”

“Fourth verse!” Swablu agreed, and began to sing. As he flew around Venusaur, he released a Mist, then concentrated entirely on his music.

“Good!” May called, as the song got louder. It rose and fell, weaving a coloratura which described note after note around a soaring main theme.

“What’s that?” Jason asked. “Try and stop whatever he’s doing – Vibrava, Beedrill, use a drill assault!”

Beedrill saluted him, circling, and Vibrava flew up to join him. They did a pair of laps to build up speed, brown-yellow energy surging around Beedrill’s drill, and then Beedrill dove straight down towards Venusaur.

Vibrava followed, wings resonating as he built up a powerful sound shockwave. As soon as Swablu broke off what he was doing to stop Beedrill, then Vibrava would be ready to hit him.

The whole attack run took perhaps two seconds, and then things came unstuck.

Swablu’s song rose to a crescendo – then paused, for just a moment, before letting out a final note which was loud enough to knock Beedrill off course.

Venusaur fired her Solarbeam out of the shimmering mist, right at where Beedrill had just been. Vibrava found himself flying directly into a Grass-type attack, and abandoned his attack to try and get free.

The Dragon-type rolled sideways, nearly ramming straight into Swablu, and fired a blast of Dragon Pulse to force the Flying-type to get out of the way.

Swablu yelped as the violet attack hit, and went limp for a moment before recovering and pulling out of his dive.

“And that was a lovely exchange of attacks from both sides!” called the first judge. “It’s looking neck and neck as we head towards the last minute of the Contest!”

“Good luck, Swablu!” May called.

Swablu shot her a quick smile, then dove and flew past Venusaur’s flank to gather speed. The Grass-type fired some Razor Leaves up as a bit of extra defence, and Swablu took a deep breath.

And exhaled a blast of violet fire.

Beedrill was caught by surprise by the sudden appearance of Dragon Pulse, and dodged late. Swablu swept it to the side slightly, producing a nice smoke-ring effect but not managing to give Beedrill more than a couple of quick hits.

Doing a falling-leaf to drop lower, Swablu targeted Beedrill once more, then flipped – an unnecessary but good-looking flourish of purple Dragon Pulse making a half-circle as he did so – and rose to target Vibrava instead.

Vibrava fired a Boomburst just as the first flames of the Dragon Pulse reached him, and there was a spherical explosion which hid everyone for a moment.


“Was that Mirror Move?” Brock asked. “Or…”

“No, I don’t think so,” Ash replied. “Wait – oh, cool!”


Vibrava peered into the fragments of flame as they dissipated.

Had he managed to get that Swablu?

He had to dodge aside as Venusaur targeted him with a Solarbeam, and then a cloud dragon tackled him back into it.

When the blaze of green-yellow energy faded, Vibrava was out for the count.


May whooped, jumping up and down. “Well done! Well done, Altaria – great work!”

Altaria did an aileron roll, a trail of mist rolling out from his wings as he did a lap of the stadium, then came down to perch on her arm as the clock finally ran out.

“Oh, you look beautiful!” she said, stroking his head. “Wait, how am I – are you keeping your weight low?”

Altaria’s wings flapped slowly, and he nodded. “Yeah – I think I weigh too much without doing this. It’s kinda too bad, too – I liked sitting on your shoulder.”

“That’s okay,” May assured him. “And great work with him, Venusaur!”

“Congratulations, May Maple,” the judge said, calling her attention back to the Contest. “And congratulations on your Pokémon evolving, as well.”

Jason came over to shake her hand. “I guess that evolution did us in,” he said, nodding – looking a bit disappointed. “It was really close until that bit.”

“Yeah, you’re a good Coordinator,” May agreed. “I hope you make it into the Grand Festival, you deserve to.”


“Wooah!” Cinder yelped.

She landed on one paw, stumbled, and barely avoided crashing into a tree before managing to steady herself and avoid a tumble.

Whirling, she faced Casper. “You jerked on the takeoff again!”

“Yeah, it’s kind of hard not to when half a ton of Mightyena steps on your face!” Casper replied, shaking his head. “I mean, I could move so you’re using my spike instead – I bet that’d make it easier for me to hold you up!”

Cinder was about to retort, but paused – and sniffed.

“Wait…” she said, raising a paw. “I think they’re back. I smell Max, Ash, Pikachu, Brock, May… Venusaur…”

Another sniff. “And… I think that’s Swablu… hey, they’re upwind, I can track them.”

“You can?” Casper said, interested.

“Yeah!” Cinder agreed, with another sniff. “Let’s use that to ambush them – that way we can use our new trick and finally tag Swablu!”

“No, we can’t do that!” Casper protested.

Cinder gave him a look. “Why not?”

“Because it’s my turn to do the plan,” Casper explained, then cleared his throat. “Ahem. We should use our new trick to ambush them and tag Swablu.”

“Wow, real original,” Cinder said under her breath.


“So, how are you handling being so much bigger?” May asked, turning her head to keep Altaria in view as much as possible. “I know that Venusaur had some trouble when she first evolved.”

“It’s fine, actually,” Altaria said, drifting around them with slow wingbeats. “I mean, I’m still kind of new to it, but my flying is very similar so that’s good-”

There was a crack, and some twigs floated down.

“I do keep trying to fly through spaces too small for me,” he added, blushing. “But that’s fine.”

“Altaria are pretty cool,” Ash volunteered. “You’ve got a Dragon-type now, May – hey, I bet he could carry you!”

“Really?” Altaria asked, looking back along his body.

“Yeah – there was this guy we met back in Kanto who had an Altaria he used as a ride,” Ash explained. “That one was bigger than you are, but he was bigger than May is too – and I think he went long distance.”

“So Altaria should be able to carry May short distances,” Max filled in. “That sounds like fun – maybe you won’t need to borrow a Pokémon from Ash when we go from one island to another, May!”

“Hey, don’t forget what happened when you went flying with Delta,” May shot back.

Brock chuckled.

“I think I’d be okay giving it a go,” Altaria piped up. “But I think we should practice somewhere someone can catch May if it goes wrong. I’m not really sure if I can carry someone… well, not safely at least.”

“Maybe Pidgeot can help,” Ash suggested. “Or – hm, if you’re kind of flying by floating then Latios can help.”

“That would be nice,” Altaria agreed.

There was a sudden rustling in the bushes, and Casper charged out. He did a double take, stopped, and turned back. “Cinder, change of-”

Cinder jumped out, forepaws landing on Casper’s head. She coiled up like a spring until all four paws were on the Ghost – who was rapidly rethinking the whole situation – and then kicked off, getting about halfway to Altaria before Lucario grabbed her out of the air by the scruff of her neck.

“I have to admit, that’s much better,” he said, lowering her.

“Since when did Swablu evolve?” Cinder asked.

“…actually, that was pretty cool,” May said, nodding. “Not going to lie.”

“I’m going to get a headache,” Casper announced.

“…did my Pokémon just do a flying leap off one of my other Pokémon?” Max asked, blinking. “That happened, right?”

“Eh, it’s a good tactic,” Pikachu said.

“So is throwing your teammates,” Lucario added, before glancing at Pikachu. “…not that I would abuse that tactic.”


“Okay, let’s see if you can hover,” Latios said, slowing further and angling himself up. “Slow your wingbeats… slower… now, hold them out to the side completely.”

Altaria did so, his feathery cloudstuff wings rippling in the breeze, and floated in the air. He began to drop, but very slowly – far slower than anyone would expect, just looking at him.

“Okay, that’s good to know,” Latios nodded. “That means that you’re able to effectively cancel out some of your weight, sort of like how I levitate – but not quite.”

“Right,” Altaria nodded, then folded his wings in and alighted. “I kind of know that my wings stop me from falling a lot, that is something I’ve noticed even before evolving.”

He looked over at May, now helping Spoink practice, and waved as she glanced over. “Do you think that means I’d be able to carry a passenger?”

“We can start small,” Latios decided. “I’ll see if Pikachu is available.”

He turned, ready to head back to their camp, and Altaria piped a warning. “Wait, I see someone!”

Latios followed where Altaria was pointing, and saw a Salamence coming in low over the trees.

His gaze hardened. “Altaria, let Ash know – this might be trouble.”

Altaria darted off.

Latios dove for the trees, going invisible as soon as there was a tree trunk within line of sight, and darted back behind Altaria.


“A Salamence?” Ash repeated. “Lucario, this might – oh, never mind.”

“What?” Pikachu asked.

“I thought it might be Hunter J, but it’s not,” Ash told him. “That’s Drake.”

May, Brock, Altaria and Blaziken looked at him, then back at the growing dot of the blue Dragon-type.

“How can you tell?” Latios asked.

“I saw him back in the Togepi Kingdom,” Ash replied. “He’s got a vaguely Dragonish Aura, it’s enough to notice.”

“False alarm, then,” Lucario noted. “Well, better a false alarm than not noticing a real attack.”

“We should probably get ready to say hello,” Brock said. “He’ll be here in a minute.”


You should really take the mission to Silent Chasm, Arceus chided them.

“Why?” Dialga asked. “We’re starting to get the hang of this.”

“Yeah, we know you too well, Dad,” Giratina agreed.

“We can just putz around the first few areas and pick up loads of money,” Dialga went on. “Knowing you, Shiftry got kidnapped by Reshiram or something – no thanks.”

There was a divine cough.

“…did you actually have Shiftry kidnapped by Reshiram?” asked Aaron, lowering his left foot from a practice post.

…no, Arceus declared. Now, hurry up and get with the Silent Chasm or I’ll stop generating missions.

“Spoilsport,” Palkia muttered. “I was going to make a big room full of Poké and warp space so I can swim in it…”


AN:


Casper and Cinder have some issues working together. And that means… trouble.

It also means they’ve got to Dance Like They Want To Win. (Wait, wrong anime.)

As for the bit with Ninetales, they have hobbies.

Also, a Contest or something. And a Rescue Team, too.






168. Hoenn 41


Salamence came down to land, skimming low across the hilltop before flaring and coming to rest.

Drake jumped off before his Dragon had stopped moving. “Mr. Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash confirmed. “Nice to see you again.”

Brock nodded his agreement, and May smiled. “It’s good to meet you when something ridiculous hasn’t happened in the last few hours.”

“Well, that thing with Groudon and Kyogre wasn’t very long ago,” Brock pointed out.

“Actually, now I come to think of it…” Ash frowned. “There isn’t something dangerous going on, right?”

“No, lad,” Drake replied. “Nothing as bad as you think – it’s just that I was checking on Liza and Tate, and they mentioned that your friend Max had faced them recently.”

Reaching up, he gave Salamence a scratch under the chin. “And I thought it might be a good idea to look in on you.”

“That’s nice,” Brock said. “What would you like to drink?”

“I doubt you’re old enough to buy it,” Drake waved off.

“Actually-” Brock began, and then a loud noise interrupted them.

A blaze of white-blue-purple light lit everyone from the north, and then Goodra went hurtling overhead to the sound of Mawile’s happy laughter.

Shortly before the big Dragon-type landed, Mawile jumped off his back, and a makeshift parachute opened with a crack of air.

“…well, you don’t see that every day,” Drake admitted. “I see your Goomy evolved to his final stage.”

“Yeah, it’s been a good month or two for evolving Dragon-types,” Ash agreed, glancing over at Altaria – who blushed slightly, dipping his head. “And Mawile took the idea that Goodra couldn’t fly as a challenge.”

The Dragon-type specialist nodded, frowning. “I see… well, Ash, your Pokémon are clearly as surprising as you.”

“I think Mawile’s decided to take after him as deliberately as possible,” Brock agreed.

As he spoke, the Steel-type came hurrying up the hill with Goodra. “Did you see that? The parachute thing worked – oh, hello,” she interrupted herself, and did a quick curtsey. “What’s your name?”

After a moment of silence, she looked puzzled.

“Remember, not everyone can understand Pokémon,” Brock said gently, and she made an ah of understanding.

“So, you’re the one who came up with a way for Goodra to fly?” Drake asked, bending down. “I’m impressed.”

“Pleased to meet you, Impressed,” Mawile said, then giggled.

Standing up again, Drake looked around, then counted under his breath. “Two… three… four… how many Dragons do you have?”

“Well, you know Flygon is Brock’s Pokémon,” Ash said, remembering the conversation from last time. “And you know Goodra as well, and I think Latias and Latios were on the news too…”

Latios waved.

“Does Charizard count?” Ash added.

“…probably,” Drake agreed. “Close enough for me, anyway, especially with a Charizardite X. But what about the Altaria?”

“He’s mine,” May said, stroking his back. “Just evolved this morning.”

“He looks quite large, for an Altaria,” Drake commented. “Reminds me of the ones the Blackthorn clan keep.”

“I do?” Altaria asked.

Drake looked him up and down, then did the same to May. “You could probably ride him, lass, if-”

“Already thought of it,” she interrupted.

The Elite Four member chuckled. “Well, most people do, and I can’t blame them – there’s nothing quite like riding a dragon.”

Latias told me that Ash nearly fell off her when he started, Latios said.

Drake blinked, startled. “Who was – was that Latios?”

Recovering a bit, he turned his attention to the floating Legendary. “I knew Latios and Latias were Psychic-type, but I didn’t realize they were telepaths that could communicate with humans…”

It took a while for me to learn, Latios explained. Maybe others can do it more easily, but my sister and I kind of had to work our powers out for ourselves. Ash had some great ideas to help with that, too.

Drake nodded. “It’s good to see that some of the only known Latias and Latios with a trainer are in such good hands.”

Turning back to the trainer in question, he gave him another look. “So! I hope you’re not going to just make our League look ridiculous, Mr. Ketchum!”

“Uh… how would I do that?” Ash asked.

“I’m sure you’ve got several different ways to make them look ridiculous,” Pikachu said, making Salamence snort with laughter. “The tricky bit is not doing it.”

“Well, unfortunately, everyone knows you use Legendaries,” Drake said. “So you can’t just not use them… but try not to steal everyone’s thunder.”

“That’s kind of my main ability,” Pikachu protested.

Salamence chuckled again.

“I kind of wish Drake got that one,” he said. “It must be so cool for your trainer to understand you.”


“How much further?”

“Not far,” James replied, glancing out the window. “May was in a Contest just this morning, and it’s not like they’re going to have gone far.”

He looked back at the others. “Right?”

“Nah, I’m pretty sure they could be on da other side of Hoenn by now,” Meowth pointed out. “You know, ‘cause of Latias, Latios, Pidgeot, an’ da Beasts.”

“…oh, yeah,” James admitted. “Should we keep going?”

“Of course we should!” Jessie replied. “We can ask if they’ve done the Gym challenge here yet!”

“And if they have?” Cubone asked, leaning against the rear wall of the cabin and using a sharp spine to clean around her claws.

“Then we work it out as we go along, of course!” Meowth reminded her. “‘cause we kinda do that a lot, an’ all…”

There was a flash of light, just visible from where they were.

“What was that?” James asked.

Jessie got out the binoculars, and focused them. “It looks a lot like… there’s a Salamence fighting a Latios!”

“Okay, da twerps got in trouble again!” Meowth sighed.

“They just keep dragon us back in!” Wobbuffet quipped.

Cubone threw her spine at Wobbuffet, which bounced off. “That was terrible.”


“Okay, that’s something to work on,” Drake said, as Latios went crashing into the ground.

Salamence flew overhead, stopping his barrage of Dragonfire, and let the modified Tailwind he’d been using dissipate as well.

“Yeah, I can see…” Ash agreed, wincing, as Latios shook his head and brushed grass off his flank. “Was that because of the shield bubble?”

“Aye,” Drake confirmed. “Since he was relying on the shield, Salamence just blasted him so he couldn’t unshield – or even see where he was going – then just blew him into the ground. Used it on that Dragonite Lance has.”

The Elite Four member shook his head. “Of course, it didn’t work then…”

“You okay, Latios?” Ash called, and got a thumbs-up from the Legendary. “Great!”

“So, how would you handle that one?” Drake added, as Latios gathered himself and floated back into the air.

“Uh…” Ash frowned, thinking about it. “Well, I guess there are a few options. One of them would be to form a Counter Shield inside the bubble and push it outwards, to create enough of a gap – but for that you’d need to – look out!”

Latios rolled to the side, and a Draco Meteor screamed past to hit a pond below. Water went everywhere, and a Lombre made a rude gesture at them as it hit the apex of its arc.

“Good,” Drake added, gruffly. “Some people will distract you while their Pokémon follows a preset plan, hoping you won’t notice.”

“That’s kind of sneaky,” Ash agreed. “I guess you just have to watch out for people doing things you can’t see.”

Drake cuffed him on the shoulder, seeming momentarily surprised when it didn’t stagger him. “You’ve got the right idea, lad – and I noticed when Latios went invisible, too.”

“I guess it’s hard to surprise a Dragon-type specialist with what a Dragon-type can do,” May observed. “Unless it’s a Dragon which isn’t really well known, like Mega Rayquaza.”

“…yes, I heard about that,” Drake said. “From the message Lance sent, he suggested that you actually rode on-”

He broke off, realizing he was the one being distracted from the fight now, and pointed. “Salamence, there!”

Salamence’s big wings flared, pulling him up into a backflip, and he fired a Dragon Pulse at empty air – which suddenly gained a shimmering transparency, as Latios shielded just before being hit.

“You need to be more unpredictable,” Drake began.

“No he doesn’t!” May said quickly. “If there’s anyone who doesn’t need to be more unpredictable, it’s Ash!”

“…well, I suppose that might be true,” Drake allowed. “But if Latios goes for the ideal shot – the blind spot – then he’s going to be more predictable than if he tried somewhere else.”

Whatever else Drake was about to say was interrupted as a big heavy-lift aircraft came thundering over a nearby hill, all eight hoverjets flaring, and spun around before opening the doors.

A Dustox came flying out of the open doors, flying up into the air to get clear, and a moment later the ramp bounced against the ground for a moment and a dozen Pokémon came rushing out.

“Why are Jessie and James here?” Brock asked, blinking. “I mean…”

Two large bones went flying into the air aimed at Salamence, who dodged them with an adroit flick of his wings, and he counterfired with a Dragon Pulse on his own initiative.

“Wait!” Ash said, realizing, as Wobbuffet knocked the Dragon Pulse back into the air and Moltres burst skywards. “They think that’s Hunter J’s Salamence!”

“Blaziken!” May called. “Let them know they’re-”

Blaziken set off with a whoosh of air, accelerating away from May’s side and leaving a faint smell of smoke behind him.

“Hunter J…” Drake muttered, scowling. “We’re all better off with her in prison.”


“Any sign of the Poison types?” Victreebel asked. “Dustox, can you see anything?”

“No sign!” the Bug-type called back down. “Or her – but I see May and her friends, and they don’t seem in danger.”

Abra picked up Wobbuffet with a pulse of telekinesis and used him to swat aside a Dragon Rush from Salamence. It worked, just, but sent the Psychic-type shooting off into the middle distance.

Mercifully, his latest pun went unheard.

“Any ideas?” Cubone asked.

Well, one, but it’s a bit meta- Abra began to reply, before Blaziken came sprinting into the area.

He spun, using his heels to brake, and span to a halt next to Meowth. “Wrong Salamence,” he explained simply.

“…oh,” Meowth muttered. “Guys! False alarm!”

James poked his head out of the door. “Really?”

“Whose is the Salamence, then?” Jessie asked. “I mean, they’re not very common, and who’d be…”

Her voice slowed.

“Didn’t we get sent blasting off by a Salamence once?”

“Well, it ain’t like we can check da scrapbook…” Meowth said, shrugging. “But yeah, sometin’ about a ship?”

“Wouldn’t that be Drake, then?” asked Cubone, flipping a bone in one hand as she watched the circling Salamence.

The others stared at her.

“What? It’s in the dossiers… don’t any of you read dossiers?”

Growlie raised a paw, and Chimecho dingled happily. “Chimecho!”

“No, no, it ain’t just Chimecho!” Meowth sighed. “What is it?”

Chimecho’s expression contorted. “Chimecho… uh… I do?”

“That’s better,” Carnivine complimented him.

“You know, I think we might have gotten distracted…” Jessie suggested. “Did we just accidentally attack a Pokémon belonging to an Elite Four member?”

“Ta be fair, it ain’t anything close to da first time,“Meowth said. “Even if ya don’t count Misty on dat list…”

“Let’s go explain before we get our plane confiscated,” James sighed.


“Hm…” Drake said, frowning. “So… you saw a Legendary fighting a Salamence, and decided it had to be Hunter J – one of the most ferocious criminals in recent history, and someone who is currently in maximum security jail?”

“Pretty much,” Jessie agreed.

“Can ya blame us?” Meowth added.

“It’s not like it’s even the third time we’ve shown up just in time to help out Ash with trouble of this kind,” James mused.

Drake nodded. “Completely understandable.”

The Rockets nearly fell over.

“Pardon?” Jessie said, frowning. “This never happens.”

“Well, not when we ain’t just helped take da Elite Four guy in question out from in front of a volcano,” Meowth corrected. “An’ a couple of other times too.”

While they talked, James took something out of his pocket and threw it to land a few feet away. “Whoops,” he said. “I think I just dropped something.”

“I hope someone else doesn’t find it before you do,” Jessie agreed. “That would be at terrible accident.”

Everyone else just looked at the glittering stone.

“Just take it!” Meowth snapped, kicking it to Ash. “But if anyone asks, we dropped it – got it?”

“That’s a Mega stone, right?” May said, looking at it. “What’s it for?”

“Sceptile,” James said, apparently giving up with even the pretence. “It’s a Sceptilite – call it payment for the Audinite.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, touched. “That’s pretty cool of you guys.”

“Isn’t Mega Sceptile a Dragon-type?” Brock asked. “I remember Clair using one.”

“…she never told me that,” Drake said, surprised. “Maybe the lass didn’t think it was important enough to mention.”

“I guess I can try it out now, if you’d like to see,” Ash said. “Dexter, can you get Sceptile?”

Placing call now.

“And get Meganium too,” Ash added. “I think I might use them together for my gym battle here.”


Kingler’s enormous pincer reached out, aiming straight for the Nidoqueen.

It closed around her neck, then he shifted his stance slightly and moved her forward three places.

“Not bad,” Quilava admitted, looking at the chessboard. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

Kingler clicked. “You need to keep an eye on the Queen, it can move all over the place.”

The Fire-type nodded, ruff flickering up for a moment. “Hmmm… I don’t think it’s quite as bad as it seems, though. What do you think, Totodile?”

“Huh?”

Totodile looked over to Quilava, then to the board. “Oh, right! Sorry, I kinda got distracted…”

Hurrying over, the crocodilian Water-type leaned down and tilted his head. “Uh… okay, how do the Rapidash ones move again?”

Quilava demonstrated, moving it two places forward and one to the right, then put it back in place.

“Right… uh, I think you should ignore the Nidoqueen one, ‘cause it’s not going to be able to capture anything without being captured,” Totodile said. “You should use this one over here.”

“The Mew I’ve got six spaces across the board, right,” Quilava agreed. She checked again, looking at all the pieces Kingler had in that area, and making sure none of them could capture the Mew before it got to the eighth place and could turn into whatever she wanted. “Yeah, I like that idea.”

She reached out, pushing the Mew piece to the seventh row.

Kingler promptly moved his Rapidash, so it was threatening one of the same pieces the Nidoqueen was targeting.

“Were you planning on doing that?” Quilava asked.

Kingler nodded, looking smug.

“Well, fair enough.. Totodile, do you want to do the honours?”

Totodile pushed the Mew to the eighth place, then took it off the board and put a Nidoqueen there instead. “There!”

Kingler inspected the board, then looked up.

“Have you ever considered evolving?”

Quilava and Totodile blinked.

“Uh… I sort of have,” Totodile said. “But I’d be way too big then. And Croconaw seems kinda slow and clumsy, too, and that’s not something I want to be!”

“I can see why you’d think that,” Kingler nodded. “I mean, it’s a big change – but for me, all that happened was that I got bigger and tougher. I didn’t really slow down, so there wasn’t much of a downside.”

He indicated Quilava with one claw. “What about you?”

“Uh… I don’t know,” Quilava said. “I don’t think my Flame Wheel fighting style would really work as a Typhlosion – they’re more brawlers, and I work best hit-and-run.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Kingler agreed. “You wouldn’t want to end up like Torterra.”

“I can’t wait to meet Torterra again!” Totodile informed them. “He has the best parties!”

“Oh, I remember those,” Quilava smiled. “Who gave him the idea of putting fairy lights in his branches?”

Totodile held up his right paw. “Me!”


“You know, you guys are pretty loud,” Swellow called, banking to circle over the clash. “You could keep someone awake.”

Sceptile jumped backwards, blades blazing with a bright green light. “It’s midday, and Noctowl’s the other side of the ranch.”

He brought one Leaf Blade up to block a swipe from Corphish’s glowing red blade, then jumped back and fired a ranged Leaf Blade from the other. The crustacean blasted it apart with a crossed-blade move, and swept his Shellsabers down to both sides.

The Grass-type attack hit the ground, cutting furrows in the grass, and then they lunged again.

“Hey, Sceptile? Sceptile!” Swellow called. “I just remembered what it was I came over for!”

Another quick blade-clash, and Sceptile brought his tail around. It flexed, flipping Corphish into the air, and the Grass-type came bounding forwards to exploit the moment of vulnerability.

Corphish replied with a blast of Bubblebeam, twisting in mid-air, and used his right shellsaber to push off from Sceptile’s blade.

“Sceptile!” Swellow shouted, with just a hint of Boomburst.

Sceptile disengaged, and let his leaves shed their glowing coating. “Yes?”

“Ash wanted you,” Swellow informed him. “And I guess Meganium – any idea where she is?”

“Why would I know where she is?” Sceptile asked.

“Because you two are friends?” Swellow replied, answering the question with a question. “Fine, never mind then, I’ll look for her.”

Corphish and Sceptile watched her fly off.

“Were you going to tell Swellow that I’m over here?” Meganium asked.

“Not really, no…”


“Hi, Sceptile!” Ash said, sending him out. “Sorry it’s not long since the Groudon and Kyogre thing.”

“That’s fine,” Sceptile shrugged.

He glanced over at Team Rocket. “Afternoon.”

“Hi yourself,” Meowth replied. “How come you ain’t all over James like some Grass types are?”

“Never saw the appeal, myself,” Sceptile replied. “What was it you wanted, Ash?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ash said, taking the Sceptilite out. “Catch!”

Sceptile caught.

“Is this a Sceptile Mega Stone, then?” he asked, inspecting it. “I have to admit, the colour fits. Are we going to try it out?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “Ready?”

“Certainly.”

With a nod, Ash unlimbered his staff.

Sceptile.

Sceptile had had his ups and downs early on, especially as Treecko and Grovyle. He’d been wilful, not willing to go along with an order he didn’t agree with, and independent-minded – something which had made him a handful, but also made him a much better fighter.

As time had gone on, though, he’d concluded that Ash was worthy of his trust. That was something Ash treasured – after all, it meant he’d managed to earn something that was not easy to earn.

Once earned, that loyalty was humbling. The tough Grass-type had been the one to finally defeat Tobias’ Darkrai, and had fought Regirock and Deoxys for him along with being a real powerhouse throughout Hoenn and Kanto.

And, of course, there was his battles this second time around. His mastery of Sacred Sword, and his performance against Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre.

Sceptile was a strong Pokémon, and a worthy one.

“That’s pretty cool,” Mawile said. “He really is like that one Clair had!”

Ash opened his eyes.

Mawile was right – Mega Sceptile looked a lot like Clair’s one had. But there were differences, as well – subtle things, in the way he carried himself and the position of his tail.

“Hey – can you check something?” Ash asked, remembering. “There was a thing Clair’s Mega Sceptile did – when it used Leaf Storm, the tailtip fired kind of like a missile. Can you do that?”

“Let’s find-” Mega Sceptile began, and then the red tailtip rocketed off and blew half the leaves off a tree.

“Whoa!” May said, taking several steps back. “Are you sure that’s safe?”

“…I can see I might need some practice at this,” the newly Mega Evolved Pokémon admitted.


“I think that’s nearly everything tested,” Mega Sceptile said, with some satisfaction. “Thanks for the practice, Lucario.”

Lucario dropped his Protect shield, and nodded. “Not a problem. What’s left?”

“Oh, this is something we came up with back at the ranch,” Meganium told him, and glanced over at Ash. “It’s not really a new trick, but it’s something that could be useful.”

She extended her vines, flexing them, and nodded. “Right, ready. Lucario, can you fire something that looks a lot like a dangerous Bug or Fire attack?”

Lucario’s reply was to form an Aura Sphere, then spin it up further and light one of his hands on fire for a Fire Punch.

The crackling flames streamed into the Aura Sphere, slowly charging it with bright orange under the outer blue shell.

“That’s impressively realistic,” Mega Sceptile said evenly. “Is that actually Fire-type?”

“A bit,” Lucario replied, finishing the process – resulting in a two-layered ball, orange contained within fainter blue.

Then he wound up and threw it at Mega Sceptile.

Meganium’s vines wrapped around Mega Sceptile’s shoulders, and she yanked him back and to one side – well out of the way of the attack, letting it burst harmlessly on the ground.

“There,” she said, slackening the vines and uncoiling them. “Phew, you’re a bit heavier like this.”

“I don’t feel heavier,” Mega Sceptile said, bouncing on the balls of his feet and waving his tail. “Are you sure?”

“There’s not much, but it’s there,” Meganium replied. “Must be the extra tail length and all those spiky bits… whatever they’re for.”

“I think they’re supposed to be aerodynamic… that makes sense, right?” Mega Sceptile asked.

“I don’t think that’s how aerodynamics works,” Lucario shrugged. “But maybe, I don’t know – I mean, you’re a dragon now, who knows how they work.”

Meganium frowned. “Oh, that’s right – that means Fairy type attacks and especially Ice type attacks are something to watch out for. But – do you know any good Dragon type attacks to use your new Type?”

There was a pause.

“…no, actually,” Mega Sceptile said, shaking his head. “No, I do not.”

“What about Steel moves?” Ash asked. “And you can probably transform back now, Sceptile, so take a rest.”

The Grass-type did so, exhaling slowly, and his transformation reversed itself.

Meganium caught the Sceptilite as it dropped out, and passed it to him. “You should probably get a band to keep this on.”

“I’ll ask May if she’s got something,” Ash decided. “But I think it might be a good idea for Sceptile to brush up on Iron Tail – that or one of you gets a good Poison move. Since you have to watch out for Fairy types now, it sounds like it’s just the sensible thing to do.”

“Can’t I just knock them out with my new power before they get a chance to use a move?” Sceptile asked. “It’s not like there’ll be a Pokémon that powerful in this gym battle.”

“…you know this is a gym leader battle, right?” Meganium asked. “And that Ash’s reputation has preceded him? I wouldn’t be surprised if they prepared something specially.”

“Fine,” Sceptile sighed. “If you say so.”

He nodded to Lucario. “Let’s-”

Pikachu jumped in front of him, interrupting the Grass-type. “Actually, I’ll be teaching you.”

Sceptile looked blank. “Why?”

“Because Lucario’s a Steel type,” Pikachu pointed out. “He didn’t need to learn Steel conversion – I did.” Demonstrating, Pikachu switched his tail to Iron Tail and swished it back and forth a few times. “So come on, let’s get this learned before dinner!”

“Are you sure there’s time?” Sceptile asked.

“Yeah, it’s already four PM,” Ash added, checking Dexter. “So there’s only an hour or two – Brock’s already setting up his grill, and I’m pretty sure Audino’s recruiting Mawile to help him out.”

“He’ll finish it before dinner,” Pikachu said firmly. “If that means delaying his dinner, then that’s what we’ll do. Come on!”

Sceptile took a step back. “Wait, I never agreed to that.”

“So?” Pikachu shrugged. “We’re burning daylight, let’s do this!”

“You’d better go,” Meganium said, smiling. “I’ll save you a plate.”

“Traitor,” Sceptile muttered, following his yellow drill sergeant.


“Here you go!” Mawile said, standing on tiptoe and sliding a box of cooking supplies onto the bench.

She turned around, leaning forwards, and her jaw put three fresh onions on top of the box.

“Thank you,” Audino smiled. “And thank you as well, Goodra – just put it over there, please.”

“Why do I have to carry more than anyone else?” Goodra asked, hefting an entire portable grill into the cleared space.

“Because you’re a big strong dragon!” Mawile replied. “Besides, Mister Abra is helping too!”

Abra yawned, teleporting in five hundred berries and some pastry, and fell asleep.

“Psychic powers are sort of cheating,” Goodra grumbled.

Mawile giggled. “Don’t be such a sourpuss!” she said, and Goodra smiled back at her.

“So, what are you doing first?” she added, looking up at Audino. “Are you going to Mega Evolve, to become an even better cook?”

“I could,” Audino agreed. “Meowth – can you ask Jessie to Mega Evolve me?”

“Got it,” Meowth said, dropping out of the trees.

Mawile jumped. “Was he here all that time?”

“I think he was planning on taking one of the pies,” Audino said darkly, adjusting his Audinite.

A moment later, it began to glow.

“Wow…” Mawile said, watching as Audino transformed. “You’ve got a cool transformation sequence!”

She glanced over at Goodra. “Hey, think we can do one of those next time I get a Mawilite?”

“It could be fun,” Goodra mused. “What would I be?”

“The fun mascot who tells the heroine about her destiny!” Mawile said, patting him on the leg. “You’re perfect!”

“He’s a bit big, isn’t he?” Mega Audino asked, using the immense power of Mega Evolution to chop potatoes with his knife. “I mean, he’s big enough to carry you on his shoulders.”

“That’s the best kind of mascot!” Mawile explained. “It’s a pity there isn’t a Goodraite, though… there’s not, right? That would be cool!”


“Okay, so this is Fullmoon island,” Todd mused, shading his eyes and looking up at the mountain forming the peak. “I’m pretty glad we’re coming here now, this would be pretty horrible in winter…”

Sneasel waved a paw.

“Oh, sure, you’d be fine,” Todd said, shaking his head.

The mustelid Ice-type nodded, a faint smirk on her muzzle, then looked inland.

She got out the map, and tapped a point with her foreclaw.

“Yeah, that’s where the lake is supposed to be,” Todd agreed, and glanced up at the position of the sun. “But I don’t really want to go up there without our guide – I think Cresselia might take it wrongly otherwise.”

Sneasel thought about that, then nodded. She folded the map again, and clambered up Todd’s leg to stow it in his bag. Not stopping there, she scaled his back and sat on top of his bag with a chirp.

“See anything?” Todd asked, reaching back to give her a rub and a scratch.

The Dark-type shook her head, leaning into the scratch, then stilled and pushed his hand away.

Planting one foot on his neck, she got a bit more height, then unzipped Todd’s bag with a toe and retrieved her camera.

“Can I turn?” Todd asked, standing still to provide her a stable platform. At a ‘nease!’ of approval, he turned to look out to sea to see.

It took him a few seconds to see it, though Sneasel had no such problems – the camera’s whirr sounded three times before he finally saw what was on the way. “Oh, well done! Can you do the standard set?”

Sneasel smiled, adjusting the camera to reduce the zoom and took another photo. She took a moment out of her time to pass Todd his own camera, then returned to taking a sequence covering the whole time from appearance to shore.

Todd did something slightly different, trusting Sneasel to get a good sequence of regular photos. He tuned the zoom so it showed a wider field of view, then deliberately put the incoming Pokémon out of focus.

Sea, sky, spray and Suicune all blurred together as he took the photo, and only a few seconds later the shiny Legendary came splashing through the surf and padded slowly to a halt on the beach.

“Thanks for coming,” Todd said, smiling.

Suicune nodded, and spoke.

“…no, I’m afraid I can’t understand you,” Todd apologized.

The Shiny stopped, then laughed, shaking her head.

“Sne…” Sneasel chirped. “-easel?”

Suicune nodded, and padded past them before glancing back and gesturing with a paw.

“Right,” Todd agreed. “Thanks again for this – Molly said you didn’t mind, but it’s still great of you to come all this way.”

Suicune indicated his camera, and Todd chuckled. “Certainly, I’ll send some of the best pictures. There’s one I got of you coming in, and-”

Sneasel showed him the back of her camera, one of the pictures she’d taken on screen.

“Great work!” Todd praised, taking it and showing Suicune. “She got one of you bursting through that wave right at the end!”

Molly’s friend nodded enthusiastically, then indicated the trail again.

“Right,” Todd agreed. “We’d better make sure we actually get to Cresselia in time to talk to her.”

The sand crunched under their feet, and then Todd raised his voice again. “Do you think she’ll be okay with it?”

Suicune shrugged, waving a paw back and forth.

Sneasel glanced at her trainers’ face, and Todd chuckled. “That one was obvious.”


“…so, what actually did happen in Hoenn?” Karen asked, rummaging through the movie cases. “Lance told us the short version, but… well, you were there.”

“It’s… kind of hard to summarize,” Misty said, then ducked as Togekiss drifted overhead and perched on the hammock they’d set up. “I mean, I was in Team Aqua for months, so there’s that…”

“No, not that bit,” Karen clarified. “Unless there was something with a Legendary then as well?”

“There was a Moltres,” Misty told her. “I wasn’t on the Groudon capture team, though, so Moltres was the only Legendary I really ran into…”

Karen gave her a look. “You’re desensitized.”

“What?” Misty asked. “You battled Legendaries too.”

“Yeah, and it was hard to find them!” Karen replied. “But for you, Legendaries are just… a thing that happens.”

“Well, Ash did use about three different Legendary Pokémon in his gym battles in Johto,” Misty shrugged. “Maybe you’re right, maybe I am a bit used to meeting them…”

Karen snorted.

“Okay, a lot,” Misty amended. “But you were really asking about the big battle against Groudon and Kyogre, right?”

“Yeah,” Karen agreed. “This one?”

Misty nodded. “Yeah, an action movie would be good.”

Karen put the disk into her media system, and sat back on one of the bean bags. Absol came padding over and licked her hand – blade carefully averted from the beanbag and Karen’s skin – and the Dark-type Elite Four member smiled down at one of her strongest Pokémon. “By the sounds of things you were living an action movie.”

“Well, there was a volcanic eruption, so yeah,” Misty agreed. “But the important bits are… yes, there was a Mega Evolution thing happening to Groudon and Kyogre – it was called Primal Reversion. Yes, they were so strong that the only Pokémon I saw managing to fight them without being Legendaries or Mega-Evolved were…”

She counted on her hand. “Lance’s Salamence, Lance’s Dragonite, Ash’s Pikachu and Ash’s Sceptile… and I think Charizard and Lucario were there too. And all of them are powerful.”

“Who was Mega Evolved, then?” Karen asked.

“Well, the one you’d probably be most interested in is Absol,” Misty informed her. “Mega Absol – I only saw her for a moment, but she was pretty cool. She was actually flying on the air upcurrents around Primal Groudon.”

Absol barked.

“Yeah, we need one of those!” Karen agreed, laughing.

A very loud advert for ‘Fossil Safari’ interrupted the conversation, and Karen held up the remote for Absol.

Misty watched, interested, as the Dark-type hammered the skip button about eight times in two seconds. “What-”

Absol’s gaze went to the screen, and then she nodded in satisfaction.

“Oh, cool,” Misty chuckled, as the main film titles started. “I guess going too far is a kind of disaster?”

“A really small one, but it counts,” Karen agreed. “Okay, here we go… want some popcorn?”


Lucario jumped backwards, spinning with balletic precision on his right foot, and lashed out with a Flash Cannon.

Garchomp dodged, blades flashing as she turned the movement into a spin, and the Steel-type backflipped away from a Dual Chop attack before skidding to a halt again.

Both were already preparing their next attacks, and a Dragon Pulse roared out from Lucario’s palm before being knocked aside by a blaze of energy from the Dragon-type.

Garchomp engulfed her form in glowing violet-yellow energy, powering up a Giga Impact, and there was a knock on the door.

Both Pokémon dropped out of combat stance instantly.

“It’s open,” Lucario called, bowing to Garchomp. He raised himself onto his toes, palms down, and took a deep breath before letting it flow slowly and steadily out.

“I’m still finding that to be very useful,” Cynthia said, shutting the door behind her with a click. “It’s so useful that we can talk properly to one another – and, through you, all my other Pokémon.”

Garchomp waved. “Did you find anything?”

“Both Garchomp and I would like to know if everything went well,” Lucario summarized. “Any problems?”

“Well, a couple of idiots tried to mug me,” Cynthia replied, sitting down on one of the benches lining the walls of the salle. “Spiritomb told them off.”

“Ouch,” Lucario said. “I hope they weren’t hurt.”

“Not permanently,” Cynthia waved off. “He did carry them halfway across the city, but only because that was the main police station.”

Garchomp chuckled. “I’m not sure, but I think if I was there I might have tried to cut their trousers down.”

Lucario explained, and Cynthia nodded. “Thanks.”

She leaned back against the wall. “This is such a great thing to be able to do… I think it’s kind of a revolution we’re in the middle of watching, this explosion of Pokémon and human cooperation.”

“I think you’re very right,” Lucario agreed. “It’s all those things in a short space of time – those films by Cleavon, then the interview with the current Johto Champion…”

“…and the book by Mewtwo on top of that,” Cynthia smiled. “That was very informative – it’s good to get a perspective like that, and it’s got people talking.”

She shrugged. “But I think the bit with Ash Ketchum was the most important one, really. Because he can understand Pokémon, and because he can use Aura well enough it helps remind people that Pokémon are… a lot like them, really.”

The tough Sinnoh Grand Champion snapped her fingers. “Oh, I was going to mention – Lance told us about what happened down in Hoenn, he was there.”

Lucario sat next to her. “Oh?”

Smiling, Cynthia rolled her eyes. “Yes, ‘oh’, Lucario. You don’t need to pretend you’re not interested. Anyway, apparently it was Ash Ketchum being there which helped.”

“He does seem to get around,” Lucario mused. “Well, I suppose he has good taste in Pokémon.”

“He does?” Garchomp said, tilting her head. “I didn’t know he has a Garchomp.”

“He doesn’t,” Lucario told her.

Cynthia chuckled. “Yeah, I get the idea. Anyway, he told us about all this… and reminded me that the tip-off is that Cyrus is worse.”

Lucario glanced at his trainer. “No news of him? I assume you would have told us if there was.”

“It’s like he’s a ghost or something,” Cynthia sighed. “Nobody’s found more than a few vague hints of where or what he’s doing – it took a lot of effort to confirm he existed at all, but I’m pretty sure by now.”

She shook her head. “But that’s all stuff we’ve talked about before.”

Reaching across, she rubbed Lucario’s shoulder. “And – I’m sorry I turned out to be no good at the Aura stuff.”

“You spent weeks with us on Iron Island trying to learn,” Lucario assured her. “That’s enough effort that you don’t need to be sorry at all, Cynthia.”

“Thanks,” the Grand Champion said, smiling.

After a few seconds, she looked towards one wall – south.

“I’m almost afraid what’s going to happen if Ash Ketchum comes to Sinnoh,” she admitted. “He’s met almost every Legendary he’s come close to so far, and Sinnoh is supposed to be the land of the Hall of Origin… not to mention that we’ll have to come up with a good challenge.”

Garchomp huffed.

“Don’t worry, I’m confident you can give him a good battle,” she added, smiling up at Garchomp.

“Good,” the Dragon-type said, satisfied.


“That dinner was amazing,” May said, lying back against Altaria’s fluff with a sigh. The Humming Pokémon leaned his head down, and she scratched it with her free hand. “We should make Brock and Audino have cooking battles more often…”

“I think we’d explode,” Max groaned.

Cinder muttered agreement, tail wagging weakly, and Casper sniggered.

“Hey, Max?” Ash said, helping Brock package up the leftovers. “Do you think you’re ready for having your gym battle tomorrow?”

“Uh… not sure,” Max admitted. “Guys?”

“…I think we could,” Cinder said, glancing at Casper. “I mean, we’re a lot better now, I’m just not certain we’re enough better.”

She shrugged. “What do you think?”

“I think…” Casper did a miniature loop-the-loop. “Yeah, so long as I don’t get trodden on too much.”

“No promises,” Cinder replied, flashing a smirk.

“I think that looks like we’re ready,” Max summarized. “Well, ready enough.”

“Do you want to go first?” Ash asked. “I think I’m okay with either.”

“I think… yeah, going first sound okay?” Max checked.

Cinder nodded, then closed her eyes. “Just so long as it’s the afternoon… I’m going to be sleeping this off for a while.”

“Silly corporeal Pokémon,” Casper said, spinning like a top. “I don’t get full!”

“Want me to try and kill a berry for you?” the Dark-type asked, not opening her eyes. “I’m pretty sure I’ve heard of people murdering a milkshake.”

There was a crackling BANG from some distance away.

“I wonder if that means Sceptile’s worked out Iron Tail,” Brock said. “Ninetales, you’re okay to warm up their food if it’s too cold, right?”

The elegant Fire-type nodded.


AN:


Stuff with Drake – the other Drake with Pseudolegendary Dragons, not the one from the Orange Islands.

Also, the Rockets.

Also, Sceptilite.

Also, chess.

And I guess we look in on some people, too. Including an appearance of what one of my proofreaders termed Adblocksol. (I think everyone wants one.)
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“Okay, ready?” Ash asked.

Sceptile blinked owlishly, then yawned and pushed himself up from the ground. “Pikachu hates sleep.”

“I actually quite like it,” the Electric Mouse demurred, clambering up Ash’s clothes to rest on his shoulder. “I just think that it needs to be earned.”

“How late did you finish training?” Ash asked, glancing at his starter.

“Uh… sometime around midnight, I think,” Pikachu said. He glanced over at Ninetales, who was still asleep – until Brock shook her to wake her up as they prepared to break camp. “He did get his food, though – and he got Iron Tail working, too.”

“I guess that’s good news,” Ash agreed. “Sceptile? Do you want to wait a bit longer before it’s time for your turn?”

“I’d like to,” Sceptile said, letting out a big yawn and shaking his head. “Can I get some breakfast first?”

“I’ll handle that,” Meganium volunteered. “How does a croissant sound? I know where Brock keeps them.”

Sceptile nodded, yawning again.

“We’ll be along later,” the Grass-type told her trainer.

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “Uh – I’ll get Latios to come and get you when we’re ready, is that okay?”

“That sounds ideal,” Meganium confirmed.

“I guess that means I’m going first, then?” Max asked.

“Yeah, looks like,” Ash agreed. “Ready?”

Max thought about it, reaching down to give Cinder a stroke. He glanced at Casper, who nodded firmly, then back to Ash. “Yeah, I think we are.”

“That’s the spirit!” the older trainer said. “Okay, uh…”

Dexter let out an electronic sigh. Take the first path to your right, and go one mile. Then turn left…


Max reached up to knock on the door of the gym, and it opened.

“Hello!” the twins chorused. “It’s good to see/you again, Max!”

“Hi,” Max said, confused for a moment. “How did you do that?”

“Natu told us/you were coming,” they explained.

“Natu saw the future, right,” Max agreed.

“Actually…” Liza began, chuckling.

“..he was looking out the window,” Tate finished.

The friends looked, and a little green Flying-type waved a wing at them through the gym window.

“That’s somehow a lot less complicated,” Max said. “I’m not sure if I should feel let down…”

“Don’t be,” Tate said, standing back with his sister to let them in. “After all-”

“-it’s time for your gym battle!” Liza concluded.

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “I guess so – I hope it goes better than last time.”

“I’m sure it will,” May assured him. “You, Cinder and Casper have put in a lot of work.”

“Thanks,” Max smiled.

May kept talking. “Of course, it’d be pretty hard for it to be worse…”

“…okay, now I’d like to retract that thanks…”


“Right, here we go!” Max said. “Cinder, Casper – you know what to do!”

“But which one of us is in charge?” Casper asked.

“You are,” Max decided. “I’ll shout if I see anything, but you’ve got a better perspective than Cinder does. Just pay attention to her.”

“I hope this works,” the Mightyena muttered.

Liza and Tate exchanged a glance, then sent out their Solrock and Lunatone.

“Ready?” the girl asked.

“Begin!” her twin said.

“Okay – Cinder, same plan as we did with Swablu!” Casper called, spinning up a Shadow Ball. He fired it, aiming for Solrock, and winced as the Rock-type easily floated away from the attack. “Uh… low for now!”

Lunatone charged up a Moonblast, pink energy flickering across its form, and fired it at the racing Cinder. She glanced up, jinked to one side, and kicked off the wall to change direction – letting the attack hit the ground to her left and fizzle.

“Great work!” Max called.

Solrock’s eight points began to glow a faint green, and thin Solarbeams came lancing out from them. They hit in front of Cinder as she loped across the arena, forming a close-knit fence, and she slowed slightly to take it in.

A grin spread across her muzzle, and she sped up again – heading for the widest gap, one just a little wider than it would take to let her squeeze through.

“Left!” Casper called urgently.

Cinder was startled, but complied – dodging to one side. She winced as two of the eight small Solarbeams connected, but any complaint she had died in her throat as a Moonblast hit right in the gap she’d been aiming for.

“Sneaky…” the Dark-type admitted, as Solrock ended its fence of light. “That was planned!”

“It sure was,” Casper nodded. “Okay, Lunatone’s low – go for it!”

Crouching, Cinder bunched up her muscles underneath her and kicked off. She rose quickly into the air, aiming for the Rock-type, but it rose too fast and her jaws clashed on empty air.

Solrock spun in with a Rapid Spin to hit her before she reached the ground again, and then Casper’s Shadow Ball hit Cinder on the tail-tip – making her sting, but also driving the Psychic-type off before it could reach her.

Twisting herself so she could land on her forepaws instead of her shoulder, Cinder growled. “What was that for?”

“It stopped Solrock from getting you,” Casper replied. “Keep moving!”

Muttering something, the Dark-type swung back into motion.

“Rock overhead!” Casper added, and Cinder glanced up for just long enough to fix its position before using an Iron Tail to slam the rock back up at the Lunatone which had fired it.

There was a crackle as the rock burst on a psychic shield, and Cinder allowed herself a grin.

This was going to be such a surprise for them… she could even see why Casper enjoyed playing pranks.

Kind of.

She’d still Bite him if he did anything like the peanut butter again, though.


“So, how are we going to do this?” Meganium asked, passing a second buttered pastry to her fellow Grass-type. “You know, the teamwork thing… do we just make it up as we go along?”

“Mostly,” Sceptile agreed, checking the new Sceptilite holder about halfway up his tail – where he could just about reach it if he twisted his tail around. “I mean, we’ve got a set of tricks, but we don’t even know what we’re going to be fighting so building a complete strategy is going to be difficult.”

He thought, then spread one clawed hand. “Well, I’ve got my X-Scissor and my Night Slash, which will help…”

Meganium smiled as Sceptile polished off the croissant. “And my role?”

“Mostly keeping them busy,” he said, swallowing, and shrugged. “I know you can handle yourself, so I’ll be free to concentrate on one of them.”

“Just don’t get yourself in too deep,” she warned. “I can heal you, but not from too far away – and I think you’d be disqualified if you were knocked out, so I can’t heal you from that.”

Picking up the plate and butter knife, Meganium packed them away. “Feel better?”

“Yes,” Sceptile agreed firmly. “Now, let’s go get ready for our battle… hold on, I’ll check which way it is.”

Meganium squinted against the rush of wind as Sceptile jumped to a nearby tree, then clambered up it in a few quick seconds. “Show-off…”


“Try the left!” Max called, and Cinder swerved – then jinked right again, spotting the incoming attack from Lunatone.

Solrock tried to capitalize on the dodge with a Fire attack, sending droplets of flame raining down all over one half of the arena, and Cinder sped up to dodge between the droplets of the Fire Spin before they could link up and form a wall blocking her way.

Rolling through the final line of flame, she patted out one of the patches smouldering on her fur and bared her teeth at the nearest Psychic-type.

“Why don’t you just come down here and fight properly?” she asked, before jumping aside from a Moonblast.

Glancing up at Casper, she jerked her head across towards Lunatone. “Well? Shadow Ball him already!”

A cloud of shadow built on Casper’s horn, then went unfired as he dove away from a Psychic from Solrock.

Cinder saw her chance, and pounced.

Her muscles bunched, and she kicked off with an almighty shout – aiming straight for Lunatone, still low down to try another Moonblast.

The Rock-type rose quickly, avoiding her attack, and she reached the apex some way short of her target.

Then Casper skidded into place, and winced. “This is going to suck!”

“About time!” Cinder barked, and her forepaws came down on the back of his head.

As everyone watched, Cinder brought her hindpaws up to meet her forepaws. They bunched, and she pushed off from the Ghost-type at full force – jumping in mid-air, and aiming directly for the surprised Solrock instead of Lunatone.

The recoil from her kick sent Casper into the ground, and he sank in before popping up again, eyes spinning. “That was unpleasant…”

While he was doing that, though, Cinder grabbed on to Solrock with both paws. She used Bite to get a better grip, holding on as the Rock-type tried to throw her off, and rammed an Iron Tail into its side.

“Great work!” Max called, then blinked. “Uh – look out!”

“Yah!” Casper called, firing a Shadow Ball at Lunatone, and the floating moon-rock aborted his attack to dodge before turning to fire back at the Shuppet.

“Wait…” Max frowned, watching intently. “He couldn’t see that, and nor could Solrock. So how did he know where to dodge?”

“Who mrrf,” Cinder mumbled, Biting again. She twisted, getting a better grip, then reared back – using all four paws to cling on – and used Crunch.

That finally seemed to overcome the ability Solrock had to resist damage, and it went inert before dropping like a Rock.

“Ow,” Tate complained.

Cinder waited until the last moment before jumping free, pushing down to make certain that the Solrock would hit the ground, and landed with a skid and a grin. “One down, now let’s get that other one!”

“Maybe we should have gone for the one that can use Moonblast first?” Casper suggested.

“Good point,” Cinder agreed. “Run!”

She jumped away as a Fairy-type attack hit the ground where she’d been standing, and glanced back at Casper. “Okay, what now? You’re the expert!”

“…yeah, give me a moment,” Casper said, frowning.

“Casper – use Shadow Ball just above Lunatone!” Max ordered. “And make it a big one!”

“Got it!” Casper called out, charging the attack on the tip of his horn.

Lunatone rounded on him, and Casper used the simple expedient of dropping back into the floor – away from anywhere he could be attacked.

“You’re not allowed to do that forever/you know,” the twins said.

“That’s the first thing you’ve said all battle,” May observed, then blinked. “Wait – are you giving Solrock and Lunatone orders telepathically?”

“Well spotted,” Liza nodded. “Of course-”

“-I can’t really give Solrock orders, now,” Tate concluded.

Casper phased through the wall of the gym, took a moment to orient himself, and fired a Shadow Ball at Lunatone – who dodged, warned by his trainer.

“I know!” Max said. “Casper, back in the wall – and Cinder, come around to near me!”

Both complied, and Casper winked at his trainer before vanishing into the wall.

Lunatone began to build up another Moonblast on his horn, lowering himself just slightly – but staying above jump range.

Then Casper appeared out of the wall – above Liza and Tate, somewhere they couldn’t see and somewhere Lunatone wasn’t looking.

“Jump!” Max called.

Cinder kicked off from the ground, jaws opening and ready to Bite.

Lunatone took a moment longer to line up its Moonblast, ready to hit Cinder before she reached it, and then a Shadow Ball cracked across the gym from Casper. It hit the Rock-type in the back, knocking it to one side, and the Moonblast splashed off the floor.

Cinder lashed out with a forepaw as she hit the apex of her jump, managing to snag Lunatone on the lower arc of its curve and set it spinning. She landed back on the floor with a grunt, then bunched herself to jump again.

“Okay, we give!” the twins called, in unison.

“You did well, Max,” Liza added. “Your teamwork-”

“-and both your Pokemon, are better,” Tate said. “It’s pretty clear by now that-”

“-you’re going to win, but it’d take too long to finish-”

“-the battle.”

“Do you guys have to do that?” May asked, head going back and forth. “I’m getting confused…”

Liza returned Lunatone, and shrugged. “It’s how we are,” the twins said in unison.

Tate took a Badge, and put it on his palm. He concentrated, and it floated slowly across the room.

“Cool…” Max said, watching it. “How long did it take to learn how to do that?”

“A while,” Tate admitted. “But it helps-”

“-when I help!” Liza finished. She snapped her fingers, and Max caught the Mind badge before it hit the floor.

“Hey, I guess it worked,” Casper said, floating back down. “We make a good team!”

“I suppose we do,” Cinder agreed.

“Does this mean we can do some team building exercises?”

“Don’t push it.”

Brock chuckled.

“I guess it’s my turn now?” Ash asked. “Uh… it might be a while until my Pokemon get here, is that okay?”


“Do you have… any threes?” Liza asked.

May handed over some cards, grumbling.

“Any… fives?” Tate went on.

“Okay, this feels like you’re cheating,” May said, giving up more cards. “Wait. You are, aren’t you?”

“There’s no rule against/telepathy,” the twins said cheekily.

“…fine, you win,” the Coordinator muttered. “I wasn’t trying anyway…”

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in!” Liza called.

The handle squeaked, and Latios came floating in. Sorry about the delay, he sent, throwing two Pokeballs over to Ash. They’d left the camp, so it took a while to find them.

“Thanks, Latios,” Ash smiled. “Okay – I’m ready!”

“Right!” Tate said, putting his cards down. A telekinetic Kadabra moved the table back out of the middle of the room, and he took his place next to Liza for the battle. “This will have-”

“-the same rules as Max’s battle!” Liza took over.

“So… two Pokemon, first to run out,” Ash summarized.

“Right!” the twins said, now in unison. “But we’ll use much stronger Pokemon to beat you, Ash!”

Each twin took a Pokeball from their belt, and expanded it out. “Ready? Go!”

Ash threw both of his Pokeballs in quick succession, sending Sceptile and Meganium flashing into existence on the battlefield.

As the Grass-types formed, Liza and Tate sent out their own Pokemon – a matched pair, one Gardevoir and one Gallade, and both wearing medallions around their necks.

“Wait…” Max said, blinking. “Is that a Mega Stone?”

“Which one?” May asked.

“Both of them!”

“That’s right!” Liza agreed with a wink. “Gardevoir-”

“-and Gallade-”

“-both have Mega Stones!” they finished, producing a Key Stone with a flourish.

“Huh,” Ash said, unlimbering his staff. “Sorry, Meganium, I guess you’re the only one who isn’t going to be a Mega.”

“Despite the name,” Pikachu added.

The female Grass-type sighed, shaking her head as Sceptile, Gardevoir and Gallade were all engulfed in light.

The transformation finished for Mega Gardevoir first, and she did a twirl. Everything but her hair and horns had gone white, and her gown had grown longer and more expansive.

More minor but still noticeable changes included her hair, which was more tightly curled, and her face-spikes, which were longer. But perhaps the most unusual bit was her chest-horn – which had split in half, producing a faintly visible aura of power.

When Gallade finished Mega-evolving a moment later, there were some faint similarities visible – chiefly in a cape which had grown to cover most of his back, fluttering in the slightest wind. That combined with the red protrusions on his arms and the crest on his head to form the appearance of a knight, and he stood slightly in front of his fellow Mega.

“Uh… this isn’t going to break my streak of keeping gyms intact, right?” Ash asked. “Because I’m up to six, now, and I was hoping to manage all of Hoenn.”

Liza and Tate exchanged a look.

“…we’ll go and use the outside battlefield,” Tate said.


A few minutes later, the spectators (human and Pokemon) were sat neatly on benches around the stadium rectangle and the combatants were ready to start.

“Right!” Tate said. “Three, two-”

“-one, go!” Liza finished.

“Petal Blizzard!” Meganium called, conjuring an instant storm of pink cherry-blossom and sending it cascading forwards.

Mega Gallade jumped backwards, doing an elegant backflip, and landed behind Mega Gardevoir – who spread her hands, producing a shield of hardened air which shimmered like opals.

Mega Sceptile lunged forwards as soon as he saw the shield, blades flashing out and taking on a night-black glow. “Night Slash!”

The Psychic-type added a flicker of blue and pink sparkles to her shield, which slowed down the pair of Dark-type blades, and by the time they’d carved through her shield she had teleported out of the line of attack – leaving Mega Gallade to fight Mega Sceptile instead.

Petals whipped past them, only mildly inconveniencing Mega Sceptile but making Mega Gallade divert some of his focus, and both blade-users began a two-handed fencing clash.

The Night Slash struck a Psycho Cut, making it disintegrate and revealing Mega Gallade’s bladelike arm – scoring a shallow hit – but the next blow instead belled as Mega Gallade switched to something more like a Brick Break, overwhelming the Night Slash and sending Mega Sceptile skidding backwards.

Using one foot as a pivot, Mega Sceptile spun around – firing a Leaf Storm to his side as he went, throwing off an attempted Psychic by Mega Gardevoir and making her switch to defence – then turned the spin into momentum to fire off a pair of Leaf Blades at the startled Fighting-type.

Meganium stopped using Petal Blizzard, watched the battle for a moment, and fired a Seed Bomb. She could tell that her teammate was concentrating mainly on the Mega Gallade, so the best way she could help would be to keep Mega Gardevoir busy and stop her from interfering.


I could use some help here, Mega Gallade sent, eyes glowing a faint green as he used Detect. He switched the psychic energy on one arm to a shield, which let him push the Grass-type away, but that lasted only a second or so before it was hit with another Night Slash worked into the whirlwind of attacks coming his way.

I can’t concentrate long enough to hit him with a Psychic! his sister replied, annoyance colouring her mental tone. You try shielding against a Leaf Storm like this!

No need to be snippy! Mega Gallade sent back. Perhaps if you-

New plan, his trainer told him, transmitting a concentrated stream of thought through their mental link. Mega Gardevoir, teleport into the air – the height should give you setup time. Mega Gallade, let Mega Sceptile think he’s pushing you back!

Right, Mega Gallade agreed.

Now! Liza told him, handling the coordination side of things.

There was a flicker of movement over Mega Gardevoir’s side of the link, and Mega Gallade lessened his grip on the ground enough that Mega Sceptile managed to push him back two steps – then knock him away hard enough that he skidded to a halt twenty feet away.

Just a bit more… he heard/felt Mega Gardevoir say, and a flicker overhead indicated she was charging an attack. Wait – whoaah-

Mega Gallade relaxed a little of his focus on his battle, enough to see what his trainer was seeing – then blanched.

He tensed, ready to dive to the side, but then Mega Gardevoir smacked into him at high speed.

Meganium released her vines, snatching them back out of the way, and Mega Sceptile launched a tail-missile Leaf Storm at him.

Then a Solarbeam arrived too.


“Did that work?” Brock asked. “It looked pretty good…”

“No, they’re still up,” Ash replied, and a moment later a swirl of psychic energy sent the dust flashing outwards – revealing both the Embrace Pokemon and the Blade Pokemon, now safely inside a thick dome of psionic energy. “But that was a great trick, you two!”

“Thanks,” Meganium replied.

There was a tense moment, then Mega Gallade stepped forwards – blocking the way to his counterpart, who began charging an attack.


Mega Gardevoir’s palms tingled as she pulled her attack together.

I’m going to fire a Psybeam into your next battle, she sent to her brother. I’ll only be able to give you a little warning, so don’t be surprised.

Do you have to? Mega Gallade asked, then grunted as he formed both psy-blades and blocked a Leaf Blade with an X-shaped blade cross.

Adjusting his weight, he shifted to one side – sending the Leaf Blade to his left, wrenching Mega Sceptile so his follow-up went just wide.

Mega Gardevoir projected out a psionic shield with some of her spare concentration, knocking away a Petal Dance from Meganium. Ready to fire!

Just give me a moment! Mega Gallade sent back.

Meganium’s getting something ready, Liza supplied. Try to fire – now!

Mega Gardevoir fired her Psybeam forwards in a torrent of psionic energy. Her gown swirled, and Mega Gallade winced as the blast whipped at his cape and splashed off his quick Light Screen.

Mega Sceptile brought one Night Slash up, alleviating the impact of the attack, and then a pair of vines snagged his shoulders and yanked him out of the way before too much of the Psybeam got past his quick defence.

That Meganium is getting annoying, Mega Gallade sent, muscles clenching. Port us, sis – let’s get at her first.

Mega Gardevoir considered that, and agreed with the strategy. She concentrated, preparing for a battle teleportation, and stepped forwards to bring Mega Gallade into the radius of effect.

There was a blur of pseudomotion as they jumped across forty feet of space in the blink of an eye, and then Mega Gallade was lashing out with both his blades of force towards the unsuspecting Meganium.

Look out! Tate sent urgently. Vine Whip!

Huh? Mega Gardevoir deepened her shield, drawing more strongly on her well of psychic power, then realized what Tate meant.

Mega Sceptile had still been in motion when they’d teleported, and she’d dropped her brother in right next to where Mega Sceptile was about to end up.

There was a wham as Mega Sceptile hit Mega Gallade hard enough to drive him to his knees, doing a forwards roll which brought his thick tail down like a hammer and decisively protecting his teammate.

Forget finding the best moment for this! Mega Gallade sent, and Mega Gardevoir could feel his frustration as Tate and Liza relayed the news that Meganium was getting clear again.

He rotated his waist, using one arm as a shield to hold off Mega Sceptile, and his other one snapped out and flashed into flame.

The modified Fire Punch roared as he swung it around, trailing orange-red trickles of incandescence and smacking square into Mega Sceptile.

Where it did much less damage than it should have done.

What? Mega Gallade asked, taken aback. Sis, did you see-

No, what-

The Fire Punch! Mega Gallade explained. It seemed to hurt less than the Psycho Cut did!

There was a transcendent moment as all four participants – Tate, Liza, Mega Gallade and Mega Gardevoir – thought along the exact same lines. There was some faint cross-bleed from where Mega Gallade and Mega Sceptile were fencing back and forth, but everything else was gestalt.

Mega Evolution. Resistance or Ability?

Assume Resistance. Type substitution unlikely.

He doesn’t look like a Fire-type, but could be… but Rock and Water are right out.

Dragon?

That would/seems likely.

What if it was an ability? Heatproof or Thick Fat.

Try Moonblast.

The fusion fell apart, and Mega Gardevoir took a sweeping step back to prepare a Moonblast.

Pink and blue light swirled together, forming a ball of sparkles in her hands, and she fired-

“Iron Tail!” Ash called out, and Mega Sceptile spun on one heel to smack the Fairy-type attack to pieces with a steely tailtip.

The motion also drove Mega Gallade backwards, but the siblings felt a shared triumph.

Okay, sis, show him what you can really do, Mega Gallade sent, moving back and keeping an eye on both enemy Grass-types. I’ll keep you out of trouble.

Got it, Mega Gardevoir took a deep breath, energy fizzing and coiling in her lungs, and then shouted it out past Mega Gallade’s shoulder in an expanding planar wave of pink energy.

Meganium sent her vines lashing out and snagged Mega Sceptile out of the line of fire, meaning that he only took a glancing blow down his side – but thesize of the explosion that happened proved that the team guess about his typing was right.

Know any Ice moves? Mega Gardevoir asked, as Meganium healed up their opponent.

Not really, Mega Gallade replied. Never bothered to learn. You?

Icy Wind, that’s about it.

Right! Tate sent. You know what to do.

Yeah – aim for Meganium’s left, neither of them are looking that way, Liza informed them.

Another flicker, and both vanished in a teleport.


Mega Sceptile swung his tail to one side, firing the Leaf Storm on his tailtip, and managed to catch Mega Gallade before he completed his Psycho Cut.

A blast of petals swept down on Mega Gardevoir, who then blew them away with a blast of Icy Wind which hit both Grass-types – making Mega Sceptile grimace as his tail iced up, and frosting up the right side of Meganium’s petal.

“This isn’t very… yah!” Mega Sceptile shouted, Sacred Sword blazing as he smashed it into a flaming Gallade-blade aimed for his teammate.

“Got any ideas?” Meganium asked, risking a moment of healing by breathing Aromatherapy over Mega Sceptile’s frozen tail. “We’re not doing enough damage, and they keep teleporting!”

Her vine snagged Mega Gardevoir as she spoke, but it took the Fairy-type only a second to blink out of the middle of the vine -leaving it loose on the floor before she quickly pulled it in again.

“I have something,” Mega Sceptile replied, letting his blades both blaze up. “Let’s just see if it works… Petal Dance now, as thick as you can!”

Meganium obeyed without hesitation, forming a swirling cloud of pink petals which hid them both completely from view.

“They’ll know roughly where we are…” she warned, her petal glowing faintly as she sustained the storm of petals. “And I can’t keep this up long.”

Mega Sceptile nodded, adjusting his twig, then sent a Leaf Blade swiping out into the storm.

Turning to face Meganium, he fired the second blade in the opposite direction entirely – whipping out over her back, barely missing grazing her.

“Hey!” Meganium complained.

Mega Sceptile smirked, then spun around again and spat out his green-glowing twig.

He heard Mega Gallade shout in surprise as the twig punched through his weakened Light Screen. It exploded into a maze of reaching roots as the Leech Seed went off, and Sceptile charged out of the petal storm right after it.

Blades glowing, he got ready to use Night Slash on the Psychic-type before Mega Gallade could fight his way free of the roots… then switched targets a third time, and brought his Iron Tail slamming down on Mega Gardevoir as she teleported in to save her brother.

She panicked, scrambling for the best reaction as Mega Sceptile turned to attack her, and used a Pixilated Hyper Voice which knocked the half-Dragon type flying into the air.

He shook his head, clearing it, then fired a Leaf Storm down from his tail which finally got through her shields – not quite enough to knock her out, at least until Meganium sent her entire petal blizzard at her as well.

Mega Sceptile landed hard, wincing, and rolled to his feet without a lot of the snap he’d had earlier in the battle. “That took entirely too-,” he began, and then got hit by a double Focus Punch.


“Sceptile!” Meganium called, her shower of petals dropping to the floor as she lost focus. “Are you alright?”

Her fellow Grass-type pushed himself back to his feet with his muscles straining, tail back as far as it could go as a counterweight, and shook his head to try and clear the lingering effects of the Focus Punches.

“Had enough?” Mega Gallade asked. “No?”

He swept a Psycho Cut through the air, then switched arms and fired a Psychic at Mega Sceptile – enough to finally knock him out, sending him crashing to the floor.

Meganium watched Mega Sceptile as he lost the strength to keep his Mega-Evolution running, and transitioned back down to plain old Sceptile with a bright flash of light.

Remembering to check, she glanced back over at Mega Gardevoir, and breathed a sigh of relief on seeing the Gardevoirite resting on the battlefield. That Pokemon, at least, wouldn’t be a problem.

That just left her with Mega Gallade.

“Well?” the Psychic-type asked. “Ready to surrender? The tough one from your team’s been knocked out.”

“He is not the tough one!” Meganium replied, stamping a foot on the packed earth. “He’s faster than I am, more graceful, and probably – no, definitely – hits harder than I do. But I’m every bit as tough as him, and don’t you dare suggest otherwise!”

“Really?” Tate asked.

Meganium stamped a foot on the ground again.

It trembled.

Mega Gallade looked down, frowning. “What was that?”

Then the ground exploded upwards in a torrent of woody vines, which reached for Mega Gallade from all sides at once and coiled and twisted like snakes.

The Psychic-type blurred into motion, both blades lighting up and flashing with flame, and he swiped out in all directions to keep away the branches which got closest to him.

He quickly lost ground, though, as Meganium drove her Frenzy Plant harder and faster, and after about ten frantic seconds two trunks trapped his Psycho Cut and forced it to splinter.

He dismissed it and tried to reform it, but there was nowhere for it to go that wasn’t into wood too thick for him to cut into.

There were several seconds of near-silence, broken only by the creaking of the wood – and the cracking of the ground as roots expanded and broke up the surface.

Then Mega Gallade burst out in an explosion of flashing blades and flames, sparks trailing from his arm-blades. “Haiyah!”

The Frenzy Plant fell on him.


Mega Gallade? Tate asked, concentrating. You okay?

Mental silence answered him.

I think he’s been knocked out, Liza sent him.

Yeah, probably, Tate sighed. Pity, we nearly beat him – not bad, right sis?

Not bad at all. Should we split up saying congratulations?

Sure, Tate replied. “Congratu-”

“-lations!” Liza finished. She held out a Pokeball and returned Gardevoir, and Tate did the same with Gallade.

“Uh…” Tate went on. “Could you-” extinguish the big burning lump of plant?

“-get rid of the burning Frenzy Plant?” his sister extemporized. “It’s kind of-” a mess

“-a mess.” See? I follow directions.

Give it a rest, Liza sent, with a mental sigh.


“Great work, Meganium!” Ash said, holding up his hand. Meganium caught his meaning, extending a tired vine to match his high-five, then relaxed.

“And – uh, who should handle the fire…” Ash went on, frowning. “Goodra, go!”

Goodra materialized. He took in the situation, then concentrated, and a miniature rainstorm formed to drench the burning Frenzy Plant in water.

“We’re going to need to rebuild our outside arena now,” Tate commented.

Liza nodded. “But at least it wasn’t-”

“-the inside arena,” Lucario finished.

Seeing their confused glances, he shrugged. “What? The next line was kind of obvious.”

“Actually, we were going to say the entire gym,” the twins chorused.

“I’m so glad Latias and Latios don’t do this all the time,” Brock said. “It’d be very confusing.”

“Fire’s out,” Goodra reported.

“Thanks,” Ash said. “Good work.”

Goodra smiled, then Returned himself.

“So, uh… what now?” Max asked, as Ash took the second badge. “We’re heading to… is it Pacifidlog or Sootopolis first?”

“Actually, I was hoping we’d go to Izabe Island first,” May said. “There’s a Contest there.”

“…didn’t you just do a Contest?” her brother asked.

“So?” May shrugged. “I need to give Spoink his debut – oh, that reminds me, we can all try flying there!”

“That’s a good point, May,” Brock agreed.

“You’ve got a Flying-type?” Liza asked. “What is it?”

“We usually just teleport,” Tate confided.

“Oh, he’s an Altaria,” May explained. “My Swablu evolved just recently.”

The twins exchanged a glance.

“For a non-Psychic type, Altaria are pretty cool,” they agreed.


As the friends left the gym, Max hung back for a moment.

“Uh – thanks, you two,” he said, nodding to Liza and Tate. “I’m glad you gave me some good tips.”

“Our pleasure!” Tate assured him.

“And – I was wondering,” he went on. “I’m thinking of getting a Ralts – a boy Ralts, that is, and I’m not sure what to evolve him into when I get the chance. What do you guys think?”

“It depends,” Liza frowned. “Of course, my Kirlia didn’t have much choice of what to evolve into.”

“But my Kirlia did,” Tate finished. “We talked about it a lot, and he decided he preferred fighting up close to far away. He never learned Moonblast, for example.”

“It depends on the Ralts,” Liza summarized. “Hey, why not bring him over to see us when you get the chance?”

“Good idea!” Max agreed.

“Max?” May called. “We’re going!”

“Be right there!” Max called back. “So – I guess I’ll drop by and visit when I get the chance.”

“We’ll look forward to it,” Tate assured him.


AN:


Mostly about gym battles, and teamwork too.

The mental gestalt for the twins and their Pokemon is a fun idea, I think – ultimate teamwork! Plus it uses the twin-telepathy thing.
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“How’s it going, May?” Ash called, cupping his hands around his mouth as Pidgeot adjusted course.

“Great!” May replied, a little too quickly.

Altaria banked a little, flapping his wings to gain speed, and she clung onto his neck a little more tightly than she’d been doing.

“You look kind of… nervous,” Brock said, looking sideways from Flygon. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine!” May replied. “I’m just – no, I’m fine, okay!”

“Sure?” Altaria asked, twisting his neck around to look.

“Keep looking where you’re going!” May yelped.

“…but there’s only a few little clouds, and we’re half a mile up,” Altaria protested. “Were you this scared with Latias or Latios? Or Flygon?”

May shook her head, eyes closed. “No,” she admitted. “But with them… well, I kind of knew they were good. I’ve known you since I helped mend your wing, and… I remember when you were a Swablu, and somehow I can’t believe – deep down – that you’re as good at flying as…”

Her voice trailed off. “I know it doesn’t sound very nice.”

“I see, I guess,” Altaria hummed. “That’s kind of sad.”

He thought about it, then brightened. “Maybe it’d help if I used Sing?”

“I think that’d make me feel even worse…” May said, shaking her head.

“Should we go lower?” Ash asked. “Until you’re comfortable, I mean…”

He looked down. “I guess we’re kind of too high for Delta, anyway.”

“Okay,” May decided, still holding tightly to Altaria’s neck. “That sounds good.”

“I’m sorry about scaring you, May,” Altaria trilled.

“We’ll think of something,” Brock assured her. “Don’t worry.”


The phone rang.

Misty looked up, and put her pen down. “Wonder who that is.”

As she got up, Kabutops leaned out of his chair and flipped the phone into the air with the flat of a blade. He balanced it about halfway down his scythe for a moment, then flipped it towards his trainer, and she caught it out of the air.

“Nice,” she complimented, and answered the phone. “Who is it?”

A pause, then: “Ash! Hi – everything going okay? If I turn on the news I’m not going to see you riding Rayquaza again, am I?”

Misty sat back down, and began toying with the pen in her free hand. “Yeah, I know it’s not likely – but with you likely has a whole different meaning… pardon?”

She listened, then nodded – not that Ash could see her. “Right, I get the idea. I’ll see if he’s in. And if not… well, I bet Bruno has Clair’s number.”

Golduck handed her a notepad.

“…oh, never mind, Golduck just reminded me that I have Clair’s number,” Misty chuckled. “Thanks, Golduck… right, so should I call her or do you want me to give you her number?”


“Okay,” Ash said, putting Dexter down as the Porygon ended the call. “Clair said that she’d send someone down to help out.”

“That sounds good,” May agreed, scratching Altaria behind his plume. “I guess they do have to have thought of this kind of thing.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It would have helped back when I started flying with-”

There was a huge splash, interrupting them.

“That was Max, right?” May asked.

“Yep, that was Max,” Lucario agreed. “Delta got a bit too low.”

“Is someone making sure he’s okay?” the girl asked. “I mean, he did just crash into the sea.”

“No need to be worried,” Lucario assured her. “Totodile’s treating it as a challenge.”

They watched as Totodile towed Max out of the surf, moving with a purposeful rhythm which got the crashed trainer out onto the sand within moments.

Max coughed and spluttered, and then Jirachi gave him a little burst of healing with Wish to help him out.

“It’s kind of good that Max suggested this kind of training,” Brock said. “I mean, it does mean that he occasionally hits a wave.”

“Yeah, I know…” May agreed, still sounding a bit uncertain. “I’m glad Flygon’s looking out for him, though.”

She lay back, sighing, and stroked Altaria’s cloud. “I wonder how that trainer’s going to show up…”

“It might not be for a while,” Brock reminded her. “Perhaps I should ask for you guys to help me with lunch.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “I guess it’d be good to know.”

“So long as someone keeps an eye on Max,” May said, then nodded. “Oh – I was going to ask. Either of you two interested in the next Contest?”

Ash frowned, then shook his head. “Nah – you can do it.”

“More than one of us can enter at once, you know…” May muttered.

Brock whistled to get their attention. “What do you think of the idea of a burger lunch?”

“Sounds great!” Ash agreed. “So, what’s my job?”

Brock looked Ash over, remembering past incidents with burned thumbs. “I want to say buttering the rolls…”

“What about me?” Pikachu asked.

“Power supply,” Brock replied.

He chuckled, seeing Pikachu’s expression. “No, I’m joking. Ash, you’ll do the first batch of burgers and I’ll make sure you don’t burn them. Pikachu, I think you should make sure the condiments are ready.”

May coughed. “Ketchup!”

“…except that one,” Brock amended. “We’ll take the ketchup out when it’s time for lunch.”

“This is a stereotype,” Pikachu muttered.


“So… you’re from Johto?”Altaria asked, tilting his head.

The Dragonite nodded. “That’s right,” she said, stretching in the warm sun. “The weather there’s nowhere near as nice as this.”

“Yeah, Hoenn’s kind of neat,” Altaria smiled. Something pinched his down, and he turned his neck. “That stung.”

“Can you loosen that one a bit?” May asked. “Altaria said that-”

“I got the gist,” the dragonrider interrupted. “Okay, let’s try tightening it here instead… that better?”

Altaria nodded. “Much, thanks.”

“Right…” the Dragon Tamer went on, and tugged a few of the important straps. “It looks like it’s fairly secure.”

“Thanks, Lola,” May said, inspecting it herself. “I’d never have known where to start. Uh… so I have to wear the belt, right?”

“Right,” Lola agreed. “There’s two straps for every connection point, a short one and a long one – that’s so you can be tight into the saddle, for when you’re first learning, and then the longer one lets you get a bit bolder while still being safe.”

“It feels quite snug,” Altaria said, flexing his wings and tail experimentally. “But it’s not pinching any more.”

“This one’s built for Altaria,” Lola said, slipping her finger under one of the straps and checking it wasn’t loose. “Okay, that’s how it goes on… but we should make sure you can put it back on yourself, May.”

May took another look at the complicated web of straps and connectors. “Uh… is there a quick version?”

“There is,” Lola told her, undoing a clip. She went to a second one and undid that too, and undoing a buckle made the whole thing slide off. “That’s the quick way – but you need to be able to adjust it, too, in case any of it slips.”

The Coordinator sighed. “I guess it’s worth it,” she nodded. “Right – how did you do that?”


“How did you handle this, Ash?” Max asked, using a towel to get some of the salt water out of his hair. “The flying, I mean.”

Ash frowned. “Well… to be honest, the first time I did it – I think it was Pidgeot – it was just… really easy, because Pidgeot controlled the wind so well that I barely noticed how fast I was going.”

“Were you afraid of falling off?” Max pressed.

“…no,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I didn’t really think about it at all – I just trusted Pidgeot, and that was enough.”

He shrugged. “But the second time was Charizard, and that was kind of… it went less well.”

“Didn’t Liza just basically tell you you had to do it?” Brock asked. “Oh, hold on, Max – I’ll get Marshtomp to wash that salt out of your hair.”

“…are you sure that’s a good idea?” Max asked. “I mean, Marshtomp is kind of… big.”

“I’ll do it!” Totodile volunteered.

“That sounds more like it,” Max said.

Totodile promptly used Hydro Pump.

“Gah!” Max yelped, the blast of water knocking him backwards onto the grass.

“Are you okay?” Brock asked.

Max spluttered, then shook his head with a sigh. “I really should have remembered how strong Totodile is…”

“Whoops,” Totodile said, looking guilty. “Is your hair better?”

“Good question,” Brock agreed. “Did that get the salt out?”

Reaching up to the hair in question, Max squeezed some of the strands. “Well, it’s kind of hard to tell…”

He shook his head. “Anyway – what was that, Ash?”

“Right,” Ash said, remembering their topic. “I kind of got the hang of it with Charizard, and after that it was kind of easy.”

“What about Lugia?” Brock asked.

“…actually, I’m not sure that counts,” Ash said. “But… huh, maybe it does count. I just assumed he was holding me on with psychic powers…”

“Do you think maybe it was you falling off and being okay that helped?” Brock mused.

That would have to wait, however, as Altaria came swooping low over them. He turned in a wide arc, skimming over the waves, and slowed to hover.

“Cool!” Max said, smiling. “How is it, May?”

May managed a smile, holding tightly to the straps. “It feels a lot more secure,” she agreed, as Altaira gently beat his wings. “I’d still be a bit nervous about going too fast or too high, though.”

“But it’s safer if you’re up high,” Altaria pointed out. “It means more chance for me to catch you again!”

“…that’s true,” May agreed. “But it makes my knees go weak to think about it.”

She shifted. “Can we land now? Sorry, Altaria – I’ll make sure we go flying a bit every day, to get used to it, but right now I’d rather be on solid ground.”

Altaria trilled gently, and stopped beating his wings. Holding them out as a bar of cloud, he controlled his fall so he landed as softly as a feather.

May forced herself to wait several seconds before undoing the clips and getting off his back, and the first thing she did after doing so was to undo the buckles and take his harness off. “We’ll put it back on tomorrow,” she assured him.

“I can’t wait,” the Dragon-type said, nosing into her shoulder. “Thank you for flying with me.”


“Ready for this?” May asked, looking up at her brother.

Max shrugged. “I guess? I mean, I think I am – but I’ve never really done a Contest before, so I don’t really know if I’m properly ready. How did you feel before your first one?”

May frowned. “…good question, it was a while ago… I guess mostly nervous.”

“Oh,” Max said. “Good?”

“Remember, what’s important is taking part,” May assured him. “For you, anyway. For me it’s winning.”

Max sniggered.

“…okay, yeah, there’s no way I could have pulled that off,” May agreed. “Of course it’s about having fun.”

She threw her Love Ball a few inches in the air, and caught it. “Remember, that, Spoink,” May said gently. “It doesn’t matter how well it goes – just try to enjoy yourself.”


“It feels bizarre being up here without Max as well,” Ash commented.

Pikachu shrugged. “Hey, it means I get a seat to myself.”

“I’m not sure that that automatically follows…” Brock said.

Pikachu flipped an ear. “Well, I’m sitting here, right? Is anyone else sitting here?”

Ash was about to reply, but the start of the Contest interrupted them. “Okay, here we go – I wonder who’s going to be first.”

They heard who was going to be first.

“…oh, come on,” Brock sighed. “Harley again?”

“At least you can’t set his Pokémon on fire, Ash,” Lucario pointed out. “At least, I don’t think you can…”

They watched as Harley threw his Pokéball, which opened to… nothing.

“Hey, what’s going on?” someone asked from the audience.

“It’s simple,” Harley replied. “My Pokémon is already here!”

A Banette burst out of the seats with a flash of ghostly flame, making everyone jump. As it moved, the Ghost-type upped the strength of its flames, making the blue fire swirl around in mid-air and coalesce to form a cloud.

Then, with a mighty BANG, a blast of Thunder stabbed up at the clouds and blew them away.

“Is his thing making people jump this time?” Brock asked. “I know I did.”

“Three out of ten,” Pikachu judged.

“Who gets a ten in your world?” Lucario asked.

“Arceus using Judgement,” Pikachu told him. “Possibly.”

“Does that mean that was actually pretty good?” Brock said. “I didn’t realize.”

“No, it doesn’t,” Pikachu said, before stopping and thinking. “I may need to revise my system.”


“…I guess that means we’re not going through?” Max asked, looking around at the underwhelmed reaction.

Guy got back to his feet. “I thought that went quite well…”

“Maybe they’re just not ready for breakdancing,” Max shrugged. “I thought it was good too.”


May strode out onto the Contest floor, wearing a dress that was almost completely black. It glittered as the light struck tiny flecks of quartz, making it seem like a starfield as she made her way to the middle of the arena.

“May Maple!” the announcer announced, because that was his job. “And her Pokémon today is Spoink!”

Reaching into the pocket of her dress, May took out a bag of flour. She opened the top and hit it from below, producing a massive cloud of floury dust, and sent Spoink out as the cloud began to spread.

The seals attached to the Pokéball went off with a multiple-flash of stars, forming three concentric rings on different axes and causing the cloud of flour to swirl and ripple. Then Spoink landed on the arena floor, pearl bouncing atop his head, and he began to focus.

With a creak, the lights swung upwards so they faced the ceiling – casting the arena into shadow, so the main light was the softly glowing pearl on Spoink’s forehead.

The pearl glowed brighter, and all the flour May had put into the air began to light up. The swirling movement it had already had took on a purpose, a single direction, and every glowing mote was soon moving in a single clockwise rotation.

Another flash of brighter light from the pearl, and the spherical cloud of flour began to flatten and elongate. The dust near the middle, moving slower, was not as affected, and before long a disc began to form – with a bulge in the middle, glowing more brightly as the denser cloud of psychically-controlled dust produced more light.

“Okay, Spoink,” May said, softly. “Here we go.”

Spoink nodded, and the disc began to collapse inwards.

Like a ballet dancer drawing their arms in, the shrinkage meant the whole cloud swirled faster. It contracted, growing brighter and brighter as it became smaller than Spoink – then smaller than his pearl – until there was a tiny sphere of brightly-glowing white powder that lit the whole arena in a diffuse white light.

Then Spoink used Shock Wave.

The tiny flicker of electricity sparked into being in the middle of the ball, and the flour caught fire. In fact, it burned vigorously – consuming the ball in a fraction of a second, then igniting the still-untouched majority of the flour that hung invisibly in the air.

There was quite a loud bang – and, at the end of it, a spark of light floated in the air above the porcine Psychic-type.

“We call it ‘young star’”, May announced into the stillness.

Unfortunately, no-one really heard her – the bang had made it quite hard to hear – but the applause started up anyway.

Spoink let the light drop again and revealed it to be his pearl. “Did that go well?”

“I think it went fine,” May assured him.


“That was pretty good,” Ash said, speaking slowly and carefully. “But I think next time she might want to have Spoink do some kind of psychic shield.”

“What?” Pikachu asked.

No, we’re not doing this, Dexter decided, materializing and forming subtitles.

“Thank you,” Lucario said, calmly. “That does simplify things.”


“So?” Venusaur asked, looking down at Spoink. “How’d it go?”

Spoink blushed. “I think I’m still not very good at the fighting bit… I lost lots of points and got eliminated.”

Venusaur shrugged. “That’s fine – seriously, it is, you’ll learn. Who did you fight?”

The Psychic-type hopped in place, looking downcast. “It was a Banette… and the guy who had it was a Cacturne or something?”

“Hey, don’t be, like, depressed,” Skitty said.

Spoink jumped – more than usual, that is. “Skitty? Where are you?”

“Like… in the flower, you know?” Skitty asked, raising her tail over the tip of Venusaur’s flowery plant. “It’s, like, kind of cozy here.”

The feline hopped up onto the edge of the petals, then down onto Venusaur’s neck and onto the ground. “But… like… what you need to remember is that Harley’s a total jerk.”

Venusaur rumbled. “Are you sure that’s the life lesson here?”

“It’s totally my life lesson from dealing with Harley,” Skitty said, waving a paw. “But… you know, you could, like, learn a good attack or two to… like… get his ghost?”

“Like what?” Venusaur asked, interested.

Skitty shrugged. “I dunno, something, like, ghosty or dark.”

“You’re a regular strategist,” the Grass-type said. She shook her head, then frowned. “Actually… I know what you could do. Glaceon has Shadow Ball, and Casper could let you practice fighting Ghosts.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea?” Spoink asked, hanging on their words. “Could I really learn to battle well enough to beat that Banette?”

“Of course you can!” Altaria said.

Spoink jumped again. So did Skitty, yowling with shock.

Venusaur pointed a vine. “How did you sneak up on us? You’re huge and you’re wearing a jingly harness!”

“I’ve been practising flying really smoothly, so the harness doesn’t jingle,” Altaria told them proudly. “I’m getting help from Latios – he’s great at it!”

“…oh, I get it,” Skitty said, smoothing down some of her fur. “So he’s totally going to appear out of, like, nowhere, and then we’re all, like, ‘argh’ again?”

They waited several seconds.

“Guess not,” Spoink decided. “Good thing too, I think another surprise and I might drop my pearl…”


“You know, this is so much easier to cope with than last time,” Swellow said, tail flicking back and forth as she steered around Ash and Latios. “I mean, I got really, really bored when we were going through Hoenn the first time! All walking, walking, walking, and way too slow!”

She shrugged her wings. “I mean, it’s still kind of slow, but this is a great improvement!”

Ash watched her as she did a roll over his head, then cut in underneath Latios and powered ahead of him to pull up and rise just in front of his nose. “I guess you’re feeling… kind of energetic?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Swellow agreed. “It’s kind of interesting flying alongside at such an icy pace for… oh, five minutes… but after that you just want to go do something else more exciting!”

Latios glanced back at Ash.

Ash nodded.

“What’s that?” Swellow asked.

“Good question,” Pikachu agreed. “Ash, what are you planning?”

There was a bright orange flash as Latios Mega-Evolved, and shot off ahead to the accompaniment of doppler-shifted complaints from Pikachu.

Swellow blinked, wings slowing for a moment, then her gaze hardened and she accelerated. “Right! You want to show off, you get showing off!”

She accelerated, following Mega Latios as he went into a curve up-and-around.


“Brock?” May asked, as Altaria dropped in alongside Flygon. “We don’t have to do what they’re doing, right?”

“No, May, there’s no need,” Brock agreed. “I think Ash is just keeping Swellow busy.”

“Good,” May said, glancing down at Altaria’s back and making sure the clips were in place. “I’m still not sure we want to do that kind of acrobatics… yet, anyway.”

“Should we test if the straps can hold you?” Altaria checked – before going on hastily. “I mean – just with me going upside down right next to the ground, with Blaziken there to catch you if things go wrong. It might help prove that this is going to keep you safe.”

May nodded. “I guess that might help.”

She glanced back. “Where’s Max, again?”

Brock looked, then tapped Flygon on the side and had the Dragon-type bank to give him a better field of view.

“I can’t see him either,” Brock frowned.

“I saw them go ahead,” Flygon supplied. “They’re probably at the campsite by now.”


“…okay, I guess maybe we shouldn’t have gone ahead,” Max admitted.

He shrugged. “Sorry, Pidgeot.”

Pidgeot chirped.

She suggests that we go back to meet up with them, Kris told him.

“That does sound like a good idea,” Max agreed. “Okay… ready?”

Pidgeot turned her back to let Max climb on, adjusting her wings ready for the return to the sky.

“At least we know the campsite’s a good one,” Max said, as he mounted up. “And that looks like a great place to train.”

The big Flying-type shifted once, checking Max was secure, then jumped skywards with a clap of her wings.


“Okay, Latios, I think that’s enough!” Ash called. “Pikachu’s looking green.”

Mega Latios adjusted his levitation, tilting so that the airflow began to brake him, and Swellow shot ahead to do a victory roll.

“Thanks,” Pikachu said, waving his tail. “And it’s only ten minutes after I asked you to stop.”

Ash shrugged. “It wasn’t that bad, right?”

There was an orange flash as Mega Latios went back to Latios, and he glanced back. “Sorry, Pikachu,” he said, with the ghost of a grin. “But I do have to do what my trainer says.”

“Yeah, yeah…” Pikachu muttered. “Where’s the campsite? I feel like fighting Lucario or Blaziken or someone… Ash?”

Ash frowned. “Sorry, I just… this place looks familiar.”

Pikachu looked down from Latios’ back. “Well, yeah, of course it’s familiar, we’ve been here before.”

“No, not like that,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I mean it looks familiar from here. We’re half a mile in the air, and I didn’t have Pidgeot or Charizard last time we came to Hoenn… so…”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I just feel like there’s something…”

With a series of small hops, Pikachu ran along Latios’ neck to stand on his head. “I’m not seeing it.”

“Down there,” Ash said, pointing. “Latios – just ahead and a little to the left. Can you land there?”

“I don’t see why not,” Latios replied, setting off. He folded his wings back slightly, increasing his speed at the same time, and Pikachu ran quickly back to Ash to avoid falling off.


Altaria drifted down, wings spread, and reached ground level neatly between two trees.

May slid off his back, unclipping herself from his harness but leaving it on for now. “Ash?” she called, raising her voice to try and reach him. “What’s up?”

Swellow chirped something, waving a wing, and Altaria hummed back. “I’m sure he’s got a good reason, Swellow,” he said, then shrugged. “Well, at least I think he does.”

Flygon came down to land next to Altaria. “Any idea why Ash landed here?”

Swellow chirped again, taking off, and Brock waved May forwards.

“Apparently this is the closest break in the trees to where Ash went,” Brock supplied for May. “It’s a good thing we saw where he landed, though, or we’d have lost him – maybe Ash forgot we can’t see him through solid objects.”

“Could be,” May said. “Sorry, Altaria – can you wait there for now?”

“Sure,” Altaria assured her, and turned to Flygon. “So… ever heard of Twenty Questions?”

“Of course I have,” Flygon replied. “Want to go first?”


“Ash, what are you doing?”

“Oh – hi, guys,” Ash said, waving back at them. “I’m pretty sure there’s something hidden here – just under these vines.”

“What makes you think that?” Brock asked. “It’s pretty solid old forest here, and it’s not that far from being a jungle.”

“Well, I’m…” Ash began, then shook his head. “Sorry, I’m not really sure. But I feel like we’ve been here before. Or I have, at least.”

“…that doesn’t make any sense,” May summarized.

“I still want to see if I’m right,” Ash said. “Pikachu? Another Iron Tail!”

“I’ve already chopped off about twenty branches,” Pikachu grumbled. His tail took on a silver-steel sheen nevertheless, though, and he ran forwards two steps before jumping and sweeping it around.

The steely, blade-like tail cut off a dozen vines in a single stroke, and a blank rock face was revealed.

“See?” Ash asked. “There is something here!”

“This is probably just a fault scarp,” Brock demurred. “If they’re hidden from weather, they can get so bright you can see your face in it – because the fracturing rock is so smooth.”

Ash closed his eyes, looking at the rock, and then put his palm on it. “Uh… I think… here?”

Stone ground on stone, and a section of rock four feet across descended down into the ground below – exposing a corridor.

“Hey, Brock?” May asked. “Does this have a natural explanation?”

“…no,” Brock admitted. “Unless the local Diglett are really dedicated.”


“Okay, this is… basically a job for an archaeologist, right?” May asked, looking around at the carved walls by the light of Pikachu’s Flash. “Ethan – any ideas?”

Several.

The Porygon2 materialized out of smoothly bevelled curves and rendered spheroids, hovering in front of his trainer and examining the walls. This seems to match most closely to the iconography of the PokéAtlantis culture.

“Pokéatlantis?” Brock repeated. “That sounds kind of… familiar…”

“Oh, I get it,” Pikachu said, looking over at his trainer. “This is that king guy again, isn’t it?”

“I guess it must be,” Ash agreed. “I think he was here once, and I must have got part of that – it’s why this is so familiar. Last time it was this strong it was back at the Pokémonopolis ruins…”

“Is it dangerous?” Brock asked. “I mean… didn’t you get mind-controlled once?”

“It’s not really him,” Ash hastened to add. “Just… a few of his memories.”

“Because that’s not weird at all,” Pikachu said, then frowned. “Mind you, I’ve got memories from my future self… who’s sort of me, though, so it kind of makes sense.”

“So, what was this place, then?” May asked.

“Well, it was an important place to attack Pokémonopolis from,” Ash explained, looking around for a moment as they reached an intersection and then heading down one of the connecting corridors. “And… there was a Claydol, right? Team Rocket released it last time.”

Ah, the giant Pokémon again, Dexter agreed. The giant, enhanced, genetically optimal Pokémon.

“Where are you taking us, Ash?” May said. “We’re pretty deep underground.”

Ash put his hand on the wall again, and another section of stone slid aside – letting in daylight.

“…or not,” May added. “Where is this?”

“Looks like some kind of outpost,” Brock opined. “There’s those little windows with plants covering them… and there’s the bay past them.”

There are four controls on that panel, Ethan stated. I suggest none of you touch them… mapping…

His eyes flashed, sending LIDAR beams across the surface, then drew a holographic shape in the air several inches above the buttons themselves – restoring the pictograms on the buttons to legibility. The leftmost one releases the Claydol, the rightmost releases… it seems to be a Banette. And the two more towards the middle return them to containment. See how there’s a Pokéball symbol.

“Maybe we should make sure that can’t happen before we report this place to archaeologists,” May winced. “Or at least ask if Sidney can be here just in case.”

She blinked. “Wait, I’m way too used to this whole Ash-is-a-Champion thing…”

“There’s another switch over here, though,” Brock said, pointing. “What about this one?”

That one is… wait, that symbol looks familiar, Ethan said, floating closer. Look.

“That’s… a circle and a fleck…” Brock began, then frowned. “You’re right – that’s the Mega Stone symbol.”

“Do you think it belongs to Claydol or Banette?” May asked.

“Banette,” Ash replied, then blinked. “Huh. I’m never going to get used to that…”

“Well, Casper’s going to evolve into a Banette someday, so we should try and find that,” Pikachu suggested. “Ethan, you’re the one who keeps finding things about this place. Any ideas?”

It might be close to the stone Pokéball with the Banette in it, Ethan suggested. Which would be in a high location, visible from this control booth… location determined.

“I guess we’re going there, then,” Brock said. “Wait… that reminds me, did we let Max know we were going underground?”


“You can’t see them either?” Max asked.

Pidgeot shrugged her wings.

It seems as though they have vanished completely, Kris concluded. This is inconvenient.

“I wonder if Jirachi can help…” Max mused. “Jirachi?”

The Psychic-type poked his head out of Max’s bag. Morning, Max!

“Do you think I can wish to know where Ash, Brock and May have gone?”

Sure! Jirachi agreed. That should be easy! Wish away!


“Okay, here we go,” May said, clipping herself to Altaria’s harness again. “Ethan, you’ll need to lead the way for us.”

Of course, Ethan agreed. I will direct Altaria as required.

There was a flash, and Pidgeot materialized in front of them. She flared her wings, hammering the air, and came to a stop just before colliding with Flygon.

Max jumped down. “Guys? What were you doing?”

“…we’re about to take off, actually,” May admitted. “Sorry.”

Max sighed. “Right… sorry, Jirachi, we kind of wasted that wish.”

Why didn’t you just call us, Kris? Dexter asked.

Kris beeped. Whoops…


“Wow…” Spoink said, bouncing softly in place as he looked up at the giant stone Pokéball. “Can I…”

“No, Spoink,” May said firmly. “It’s way too big.”

“Awww…” the Psychic-type sighed.

Altaria trilled a giggle.

Well, there’s something here… go to the left a bit, Kris requested. A bit more. Okay, forward a step… there we are. Just dig there and it should be fine.

Brock sent out Geodude, who raised his fist and made the ground part like the pages of a book.

Showoff, the Porygon muttered.

“I think this is it,” Ash said, crouching down and picking up a clod of mud. “Uh… hold on, it might need a bit of cleaning…”

“We can do it at the campsite,” Max suggested. “This giant stone Pokéball makes me feel kind of nervous… you know, like Ash might sneeze and make it break in half.”

“Why would I do that?” Ash asked.

“Dexter?” Brock said. “Want to play the highlight reel of times Ash has made things-”

“No fair,” Ash muttered, then shook his head. “Okay – let’s get going. And work out what we’re going to say to… whoever we report this to, as well.”

“Maybe Steven?” Brock suggested. “He’s a geologist, so he might know some good archaeologists. And he knows Sidney, too.”


Sidney picked up the phone without looking. “Hey, yeah, Sidney here… what?”

He shook his head. “No way, boss. This is going to be another one of those times I go off and it’s all sorted out by the time Sharpedo gets me there, right?”

Another pause, during which his Mightyena came trotting back over with a much-scuffed rubber ball.

Throwing the ball again, Sidney sighed. “Fine, you’re the boss. Okay, I’ll sort things out and head over.”

Closing the phone, he whistled, and Mightyena came bounding back over.

“The boss had a job for us,” he explained. “We’re heading to Izabe Island – no rush, but we can’t play catch any more ‘cause I’ve got to pack.”

Mightyena nodded, looking disappointed.

“I know,” Sidney agreed. “But hey – Izabe has beaches!”


“Okay, let’s try this again!” Ash said. “Tyranitar, ready?”

“Sure!” Tyranitar agreed, stamping a foot on the ground.

“Right!” Ash confirmed. “Okay – Torkoal?”

“Steam up!” Torkoal reported, white vapour oozing from his nostrils.

“Then let’s see how you do this time!” Ash stepped back, raising his hand. “Go!”

Tyranitar’s mouth opened, and flames seethed within. He took aim, and launched off a Flamethrower.

By the time he’d fired, though, Torkoal was somewhere else. The Fire-type fired a blast of steam from all four leg holes, the vectors cancelling to send him rocketing straight up in the air.

Tyranitar changed his aim, sweeping the flame up, then went left just as Torkoal went right – meaning that his flame crossed paths with the tortoise.

“One!” Ash called.

“Keep it up!” Mawile cheered. “See if you can get five this time!”

Tyranitar kept up his continuous stream of fire, stepping back with one leg and swinging his tail around for balance. He swung his jaws again, catching Torkoal just as the Fire-type let off a steam burst and blew the Flamethrower away.

“I think that’s two!” Ash announced. “Make it hard for him, Torkoal!”

Torkoal tucked his head in and intensified his steam pressure, angling his feet so he rotated at speed before spinning across the training ground like a discus.

Tyranitar was by now visibly having trouble sustaining the Flamethrower, but rallied and pushed forward a lance of fire which clipped Torkoal as he changed direction.

“Three!” Mawile said. “Just two more!”

Torkoal launched himself straight up, getting a moment of thinking time, and in response Tyranitar reduced his stream – keeping it up so he didn’t end the round, but still doing it.

A moment later, he intensified it again and produced a great roaring surge which caught Torkoal by surprise as he came down.

The explosion of smoke and steam sent Torkoal flipping through the air, and he vanished into the trees.

Tyranitar stopped using Flamethrower, panting hard, and coughed. “That’s… harder… than it looks…”

“That was great!” Mawile told him.

She glanced up at Goodra. “That totally counts as two, right? It was a great big explosion!”

Goodra shrugged. “I don’t know…”


Torkoal finally managed to flip himself back upright with his neck.

The Fire-type shook his head, looked around, and confirmed that the smell of smoke was only from smouldering leaves rather than an actual fire.

“Well, that went worse than it could have done,” he muttered.

“Hi!”

He looked up. “Oh, hey Mawile. That kind of went wrong, didn’t it…”

Mawile smiled sweetly at him. “I think it was kind of hot.”

“Yeah, nearly set the forest on fire,” Torkoal agreed.

“Torkoal?” Mawile asked.

Torkoal blinked. “Wait… that sounded like it was coming from behind me.”

He turned around as Mawile came through the brush.

Then he looked back at Mawile.

“…there’s two of you!” he said, blinking. “How will I tell which one is my teammate?”

“I’ll be your teammate any time,” the first one told him.

The second one put her finger to her mouth. “Hmmm… well, you could ask about a Pokémon we both know? So that way you’d be sure it was me. But maybe I should check if you’re the real Torkoal!”

“That was easy,” Torkoal concluded, nodding to the second one. He glanced over his shoulder, then winced. “Can you get Goodra? I think that might actually be catching fire now…”


“Oh, so you’re the trainer of that other Mawile?” asked Samantha, putting her ribbons down for now. “I wondered – they’re so cute, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, Mawile’s a great Pokémon,” Ash agreed. “She’s really good at including and socializing other Pokémon – and she loves teaching Pokémon like Goodra to fly, too.”

“Flying?” Samantha asked, and smiled. “Well, mine’s more… flighty, than flying.”

Max winced. “That joke hurt.”

The female trainer smiled more broadly.

“Um… excuse me?” Ash’s Mawile asked. “Are you okay? You look quite dizzy.”

“It’s only love, darling,” the other Mawile explained, looking with adoring eyes at Tyranitar. “Only love.”

“Love?” Mawile repeated. “Uh… you know that’s my little brother, right?”

That made Samantha’s Mawile do a double-take. “Brother?” She looked back at Tyranitar again, and he waved a big, rocky paw. “Little?”

“He hatched after me, so he’s a little brother,” Ash’s Mawile explained firmly.


“Wasn’t she after you about three minutes ago?” Pikachu asked Torkoal.

“Easy come easy go,” Torkoal shrugged. “If I wanted a romance, I’d rather it be with someone stolid, steady, dependable… and, preferably, heatproof.”

Pikachu’s paws moved as he tried to envision that. “So… a Bronzong?”

“What?” Torkoal asked, blinking. “No, not the ability. Just… not flammable.”


“I didn’t even know Mawile had a Mega Stone,” Samantha admitted. “Shows how much I know, I’m afraid! No, we tend to do displays – I’m trying to work up the courage to do a Contest.”

“What kind of displays?” Ash asked. “I get that it involves those ribbons, but…”

“I’ll show you,” Samantha decided. “Mawile!”

“Yes?” both Mawile said at once.

Brock chuckled.

Once that minor misunderstanding was sorted out, they spent the next few minutes watching Samantha and her Mawile as they did a ribbon-dance. It started slow, but took on a swirling whirligig character and left them both panting by the end of it.

“That is pretty neat,” May said. “I did a fire dance with Blaziken, but there’s something different about that.”

“I’d like to give it a try,” said one of Ash’s Pokémon.

Everyone stared.

“Your Pokémon talk?” Samantha asked.

“Seriously?” Pikachu said, looking up. “Are you sure?”

“Of course.”


Lucario’s foot shifted on the water, throwing up a small ripple. He spread Aura over the surface of the water to increase surface tension and waited, watching out of the corner of one eye, until even that last ripple was still.

Then he began to move, gracefully transforming combat strikes and blocks into arcs of smooth continuity.

The long streamers tied to his spikes trailed out behind his paws – one red, one blue – and the green one attached to his tail formed the counterpoint in the pattern as he whirled and span.

Pikachu shook his head. “I’m torn between laughing and recording blackmail material.”

As Lucario accelerated, his paws began to whip up spray despite the Aura he was using to still it. Working it into his routine, the Fighting-type used swipes of his paws to bring it up further, making the whole last minute of the performance a blur of motion shrouded by flying spray.

Then he tripped, and went into the water with a gigantic splash.

“Somehow that wasn’t how I expected that to end,” Torkoal commented to Goodra, who shrugged.

Picking himself up again, Lucario stripped sheets of water from his body with blue-glowing paws. “Tripped on a Magikarp,” he explained.

“I don’t see it,” Pikachu said, leaning forwards.

“It went downriver,” the Steel-type explained. “Sorry about your ribbons.”

“That’s okay,” Samantha said, accepting them back as he untied them. “I’ll just dry them out before next time they’re used.”

“I see,” Lucario said.

He looked down. “Your Mawile seems to be hugging my leg.”

“No, I’m your teammate,” Mawile said. “I just think that was really nice of you to try that out. Her Mawile’s over behind Goodra.”

Goodra jumped. “What?”

Whirling, he gave Samantha’s Mawile a freaked-out look. “But I thought… oh, no, I got mixed up…”

The other Mawile waved. “I don’t mind… you’re kind of cute.”

Goodra looked too confused for words.


“Why aren’t we just flying all the way across Izabe island?” Max asked, shaking a stone out of his shoe. “This is much slower.”

“Altaria’s back with his family,” May supplied. “And I think Ash mentioned that Pidgeot’s watching over Shamouti.”

“Right,” Max sighed. “Got it.”

He hopped a few steps, leaning on a helpful Guy, then put his shoe back on. “Phew… that was a pain.”

“You could have just stopped,” Brock suggested.

Max shrugged.

“This is quite rugged terrain,” Absol commented, loping along to the side of the path. She balanced for a moment on the tallest point of a large rock, then jumped to another and slid neatly down it. “Quite nostalgic, really, training for chance-dancing is a lot like this.”

“Dangerous situations, right?” Ash checked.

“Yes,” Absol agreed. She landed with a puff of dust on the path, a little ahead of her trainer, and paused to sniff the air. “Hmmm… there’s something in the air…”

“Anything dangerous?” Brock asked.

“No… or, rather, what danger there is isn’t immediate yet. I’ll keep my senses sharp,” Absol told him.

Ash passed her while she spoke, and she began walking again. “I think there’s something just ahead, actually… wait!”

Brock and Ash stopped. A moment later, so did Max and May.

“What?” Ash asked. “What is it?”

“The bridge, there,” Absol explained, pointing it out. “There was a distinct chance of it collapsing if one of you tried to step on it.”

“I guess we need to get across some other way, then,” Brock said, nodding. “And tell the town nearby about this – I think I remember this. There was a town, right?”

Correct, Dexter stated.

Swellow came down from overhead. “Hey, I heard you guys talking about a town? ‘cause there’s some people coming down the road.”

“That’s helpful,” Ash said. “We can let them know how bad the bridge is. Was that what you were sensing, Absol?”

“No, it’s not just that,” Absol agreed. “There’s something else as well – I’d need a look around to be sure, but it’s got more chance of things going wrong… just a longer timeframe. A day or so.”

“A day’s pretty short,” May said, reading the subtitles from Ethan. “But I guess it’s better warning than five minutes.”

“True, that’s a lot of what being an Absol is about,” the Dark-type agreed. “Making sure that you keep on top of what’s the most immediate and high priority danger.”

“Hello?” someone called. “Hey, that’s that Absol!”

The friends looked up, seeing a group of a dozen or so townspeople headed down the road to them.

“Wait!” Absol called, eyes flashing. “Don’t touch the bridge, it’s unsafe!”

She glanced back at Ash. “Can you-”

“Stop!” Ash called. “The bridge isn’t safe – it’ll collapse way too easily!”

“Pardon?” the speaker said. “Another bridge that Absol has ruined?”

“Ruined?” Absol repeated. “Ruined? I certainly didn’t touch your bridge – sort of the point, really.”

As Ash translated that, leading to further confused arguments, Swellow spread her wings and banked down to the bridge. “I don’t see what the fuss is about,” the Flying-type admitted, landing on one of the ropes.

The entire bridge collapsed.

“Huh,” she said, hovering in place where the bridge used to be. “I guess they just don’t build ‘em around here.”

“I guess we’ll have to make our own bridge,” Brock decided. “Geodude!”

Geodude gestured. “Right!”

Stone and earth mounded up, compressing into a hard material made of tiny flecks of black and white crystal, then stretched over the gap with a large overhang both sides.

“That’s much better,” Absol said, smiling. “Now we just need to work out what that other problem is.”

She took a step, then stopped and looked up. “Did I just…”

Everyone else followed her gaze, and then another black-and-white Absol appeared on top of a rock on the town side of the river.

“Are you people going to listen this time?” he asked. “I keep telling you, the spring’s not safe – it’s going to overflow sometime-”

The other Absol stopped, and his jaw opened slightly. It worked twice, no sound coming out, then he gave a strangled gasp.

Turning tail, the Disaster Pokémon began to run as fast as he could into the distance. He made it three steps, tripped, rolled over twice and ended up in a tangle at the bottom of the rock he’d used.

There was silence for a few long, awkward seconds.

“…I forgot what it was like first catching sight of you,” Ash’s Absol said, conversationally, glancing back at her trainer before looking at the heap of Dark-type starting to untangle his horn from his paws. “He took it well.”


“So… hold on, let me hear that again?” the town mayor asked. “Absol are… not dangerous, you say?”

“They warn people of disasters, they don’t cause them,” Ash explained, for the fourth time.

“And they always seem to turn up at the same time as the disasters because they try to warn people,” May continued. “It’s just that they get mixed up with being the cause, and they get the blame.”

There was a grinding noise as Geodude busily built a breakwater for the town, so that any future flood would be diverted to either side of their houses and avoid destroying the town.

“And you know this… how?” the mayor said, still puzzled.

Ash held up Dexter. “My Pokédex has information on just about every Pokémon in Hoenn – including Absol. And we’ve had several talks about how her power works.”

“Right, right, you can talk to her as well,” the mayor said, rubbing his temples. “Well, I suppose Gordon will be happy when he gets back to know that we actually do understand Absol better now.”


“…you can do what?” the local Absol asked, looking at Ash’s Mega Absol like she’d grown an extra tail to go with the wings.

“It’s not that hard,” she assured him, pacing over to a rock. “Like this.”

She focused for a moment, putting a shimmer of energy on the tip of her horn, then began to carve.

“There,” she said, after a minute or so. “Warning given.”

The local traced out the lines with his paw. “…I never thought of that.”

On the rock, in angular lines, Absol had spelled out: Beware Of Flood.

“I’m going to have to tell my friends and family about that one,” the local said. “What gave you that idea?”

“My trainer’s kind of unconventional,” Mega Absol smiled.

“I thought the whole Mega-Evolution thing was neat enough…”

After shaking his head, the local sighed. “Okay, I get the point, I was being kind of… stereotypical.”

“Just a bit,” Mega Absol agreed.


Altaria’s mother and father looked at him.

“You’ve grown,” one said.

“Yes,” the other agreed.

“Really?” Altaria asked, looking at his body. “I didn’t notice…”
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171. Hoenn 44


“I think this is the coldest we’ve been in Hoenn yet,” Max commented, watching with a smile as Cinder and Arc traded snowballs. The Dark-type dove into a snowdrift with a crunch, then vanished – only to ambush Arc from a different direction entirely.

“Yeah, this is one high mountain range,” Brock mused, looking around them and then at the sea far, far below. “I wonder if it’s actually a volcano complex or something.”

He glanced over to May. “Hey – can I borrow Ethan for something?”

“Sure,” May agreed. “That’s okay, right, Ethan?”

The Porygon2 materialized. That would be acceptable. What is your question?

“Well, I was wondering – this doesn’t seem quite right,” Brock said. “I mean – it’s summer, and we’re pretty far south.”

“I don’t mind!” Stantler called. “It’s a lot like winter back home.”

“Aha!” called Geodude, whirling, and picked up a snowball. “So that’s which snowdrift you’re hiding as!”

The snowdrift in question gulped, then a snowball hit it with a thwack.

Analyzing… Ethan stated, his form changing from pink-and-blue to a complicated matrix of equations for a moment. You are correct. This mountain range is a cold point to a degree greater than that explained by normal terrain. The area should be producing relief rainfall, not relief snowfall.

“Did you understand that, Brock?” May asked. “I kind of got confused about why we’re supposed to be relieved.”

“It’s okay, I did,” Brock nodded. “Relief is… well, mountains and hills, how high the ground is. So this kind of terrain should be forcing rain out of the clouds… not snow, it’s not high enough.”

“I guess that must mean there’s a major Ice-type around here or something,” Ash suggested.

“That makes sense,” Brock agreed. “I wonder if it’s an Articuno, a Regice, or something else.”

“Maybe it’s a Kyurem,” Ash suggested. “Those are okay, but a bit moody.”

“I remember Keldeo talking about it,” May volunteered. “He sounded nice, compared to… well, Kyogre and Groudon, say.”

There was a splat as four snowballs hit a gently hissing snowbank, and Ninetales shook herself free of the snow. “How did you all find me?”

“You’ve got some steam,” Brock pointed out, then ducked as a snowball went past towards Spoink – who grabbed it, bounced it on his head twice, then sent it back again.

He looked over at Ash. “Who did you send out to join in?”

“Uh… well…” Ash looked nervous. “It’s – look out!”

“Ha-hah!” Raikou called, pushing about half a ton of snow ahead of him in a great wave aimed towards Geodude. And Stantler, and Cinder and Arc, and for that matter Ninetales too – who had the bad luck to be facing the wrong way.

The craaash of snow went past, making all the other Pokémon scatter, and then they all began to focus on the new threat. The only exception was Ninetales, who’d been covered in several feet of snow and was busily melting herself clear again.

“What made you think that was a good idea?” Max asked, brushing snow off his clothes. “He’s loud enough he might cause an avalanche.”

“Well…” Ash shrugged. “He wanted to?”

“I guess that makes as much sense as anything,” May said. “Hey, what about Pikachu? Isn’t he usually right there?”

“I think he’s planning something,” Ash replied, not particularly concerned. “He took Lucario off to do it.”


“…so your plan, then,” Lucario said, slowly. “Is for me to do all the work.”

“Well, it does fit with your very particular set of skills,” Pikachu waved off, tail flipping back and forth. “I’d do it, but I can’t do… well, any of the steps required. Except walking in a circle.”

“It’s not a circle,” Lucario muttered. “It’s a spiral. Very different.”

“I’m sure,” Pikachu agreed. “So, how about it?”

Lucario looked around at the pristine snowfield around them, only marred by the small footsteps of Pikachu and the faint depressions his snow-walking Aura trick had left. “…okay, fine then. Are you going with it?”

“What else?” Pikachu asked. “I’ll jump off to be caught up in it – do not throw me.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Lucario assured him. “I do it enough while I’m awake.”

Pikachu snorted.

“Okay, here we go,” Lucario went on, sparking one of his fists into flame. Pikachu quickly jumped up onto his shoulder, and watched as the Steel-type traced a pattern in the snow.

His Fire and the natural Ice of the area formed the contrast required to make the spiral work, and the air grew restless for the several seconds it took Lucario to prepare. Then he crouched, fire burning on his fist, and punched upwards.

“Flying dragon uppercut!”

The warm and cool air clicked over to mix, and a sudden intense storm formed which pulled at least a foot of snow into an instant snowstorm.

Lucario felt Pikachu tense on his shoulder, and start to jump – then yelp in surprise, and grab quickly at Lucario’s ear.

“Ow!” the Fighting-type whined, taking Pikachu in both paws and pulling him back down. “What was that for?”

“Did you just whine?” Pikachu asked, thrown.

“No, I didn’t,” Lucario informed him blandly. “Was that it?”

“No, wait, it was something else,” Pikachu overrode himself. “I saw something important… over here!”

Squirming until Lucario let go of him, the Electric-type bounced across the snow. “I thought so! There’s a Snorunt over here!”

Lucario was alert in a moment. “Do you think it’s that one who you mentioned?”

“Not sure,” Pikachu replied. “Ah, hello – do you mind if we talk for a moment?”

The Snorunt looked up at him, grin gleaming in the shadow of his cloak. “I might,” he allowed. “What’s in it for me?”

“Nothing,” Pikachu said. “We took the doors off, but it’s still a bit too small.”

Snorunt sniggered. “Okay, you I like,” he decided. “Who’s the big blue guy?”

“Lucario,” Pikachu replied. “I know, the name’s not very imaginative…”

“I like it,” Lucario shrugged.

“Well, I think it’s him,” Pikachu added, looking up. “We’ll need Ash to be sure. Where’s Ash again?”

“We just dumped about six tons of snow on the area he’s in,” Lucario reminded him.

“…oh, yeah, whoops…” Pikachu scratched the back of his neck. “Think he’ll be upset?”

Snorunt sniggered again.


“Your Pokémon, Ash…” Brock sighed, brushing snow off his hair. “Were they trying to outdo Raikou?”

“Don’t ask me, I don’t know,” Ash replied. “Uh… okay, that was Lucario, I think.”

There was a crump of snow as Cinder dug her way out, shaking her coat to send snowflakes flying in all directions. “I’m glad I can dig.”

“I should have got Glaceon out,” May decided, shivering a little. “And perhaps worn something a bit thicker… Blaziken, can you help?”

Her Fire-type nodded, weaving a fiery spiral out of thin air and making it do turns around her. “That should help you warm up.”

“It is, thanks,” May agreed, stretching. “Man, that’s toasty…”

As the other Pokémon got themselves out of the snow, most of them clustered around May and her private flame-spiral to get the remaining snow melted.

“What I’m not sure about is where Pikachu went,” Max said, shaking the last slushy snow off his glasses. “I mean, if that was Lucario, what’s Pikachu planning?”

“Freeze shock?” Ash asked, then shook his head. “I hope not…”

Latios drifted down from overhead – no fool, he’d gotten out of the way of the artificial snowstorm. “I can see him, he’s with Lucario and another Pokémon – I think it’s a Snorunt.”

May blinked. “Snorunt? Ash, you don’t think…”

“Could be,” Ash agreed, closing his eyes to check. “Yeah, that looks like it’s got to be Snorunt – there’s Pikachu and Lucario over there, and there’s a bright blue Ice-type.”

“It is kind of a pity that Snorunt’s male,” Brock mused. “He never really got the chance to choose if he wanted to be a Froslass or a Glalie.”

“Same sort of thing for a Kirlia, right?” Max asked. “Male Kirlia get the choice, but girl ones don’t – they can only evolve to Gardevoir.”

Correct.

“Oh, hey, here they come,” Ash added, pointing as Lucario came skidding down the snowy hill as if he were on a snowboard.

“He’s a real showoff sometimes, isn’t he?” Max asked, glancing at Guy – now none the worse for wear for his snow bath. “Kind of does look cool, though… think you’d be able to do that?”

The lithe Breloom shrugged. “Never tried.”

Lucario braked in a spray of snow, and came to a stop in front of his trainer. “Hello,” he said, calmly.

“Did you really have to use that much snow?” Brock asked.

Lucario waved a paw. “Well, the decision was made to use snow, and that’s how much snow got used. It’s not as if I can control the tornado that well.”

“What are you talking about?” May asked. “Didn’t you use it to fly with once?”

“Besides that,” Lucario waved off. “Oh, Pikachu and I found someone Pikachu thinks you might know.”

Snorunt popped his head up over Lucario’s shoulder. “Yes. But you don’t look familiar.”

“It’s a long story,” Brock said. “Basically, Ash knows you, but you don’t know him yet.”

“And you seem really calm for how we can understand Pokémon,” Ash added.

“This Lucario here told me about it,” Snorunt said, grinning. “He said it was to spoil the surprise.”

“I felt it would simplify the conversation a lot,” Lucario contributed.

“I guess it has,” Ash agreed. “Maybe we should do this next time, too.”

“It’s pretty funny this happens so much you have to think about the most efficient way to do it,” Latios said.

Snorunt looked up, spotted Latios, and looked down again. “Okay. So, Dragon-type Legendary, huh?”

“That’s right,” Ash said with a nod. “And… okay, this is still going to sound weird. Basically, I’ve time travelled, you were one of my Pokémon, and I can remind you of what that was like.”

Snorunt nodded in turn. “Yep. That does sound weird all right.”

He held out a hand. “Go ahead. I guess it’ll be fun, if nothing else.”

Ash smiled. “Great to have you back.”

As he took Snorunt’s hand, there was a little blue spark. Then a bright glow, and Snorunt evolved into Glalie.

Glalie was so surprised that he forgot about levitating for a moment, resulting in Lucario going crash to the ground at the unexpected addition of a quarter ton of weight.

“Ow,” the Fighting-type wheezed.

“Sorry,” Glalie said, floating back up into the air properly. “…wait, you’re new, right? I didn’t realize before, but… when did you actually get a Lucario, Ash?”

“That was back in Kanto, the second time through,” Ash told him, helping Lucario back onto his paws again.

Pikachu came running up through the snow. “Hi, Glalie,” he said, slowing and looking up. “Everything okay?”

“Just surprised about Lucario,” Glalie supplied. “You two seem good friends.”

“Yeah, we’ve been working together for over two years,” Pikachu told him. “He and Ash practice Aura a lot together, too.”

Glalie tilted sideways. “Oh, that Aura thing. You actually put effort into it… cool. And this is an Ice-type speaking – we know cool.”

Brock winced. “Okay, that was painful.”

“Thanks!” Glalie grinned. “I try. So, who else do you have with you, Ash? I’d like to catch up.”

Ash reached for his belt, then stopped. “…oh, right.”

“Ash?” May asked. “What is it?”

“Glalie wants to catch up with the Pokémon he knows,” Ash said.

Max snorted with laughter, interrupting them.

“I just realized,” he explained. “You’ve got… Mawile, Latios, Raikou, Absol and Dexter, as well as Lucario and Pikachu.”

“…so I guess I’m not meeting any old friends just yet?” Glalie asked, a little disappointed. “Ah well.”

“It’s okay, I can update you,” Pikachu said. “Well, not quite so much on how the others are doing, but on all the adventure stuff.”

“Can you start with why there’s a Raikou over there making about a hundred snowballs?” Glalie requested. “And how exactly that Latios actually came with Ash – wait, if this is time travel, is he the one who you once said died on Ash’s birthday?”

“…should we wait to have most of this discussion?” Brock asked. “Because I think it’s at least another couple of hours to the Pokémon Centre, and we don’t really want to spend the night out here.”

“We’ll talk on the move,” Ash suggested. “That okay, Glalie?”

“What?!” Raikou asked, bounding over. “We’re moving? But I’ll need to leave my ammunition behind!”

“Okay, we’re moving on,” May said quickly. “I think that’ll lead to being hit by less snowballs.”


“Are you sure this is okay?” Goodra asked, glancing back at Ash.

“It’ll be fine,” Ash assured him. “You won’t hurt him.”

Glalie nodded.

“It’s not really that I’m worried about…” Goodra replied, taking another look at Glalie. “I mean, Sceptile’s really tough, and so are a lot of your other Pokémon… and he’s an Ice-type… so I’m kinda worried about how well this fight’s going to go.”

“I’ll go easy on you,” Glalie said, then sniggered.

Goodra sighed, and took up a stance.

“If you want to stop, just tell me,” Ash added. “But I’d like you to give it a go.”

“I will,” the Dragon decided. “I’m just nervous…”

Ash smiled. “That’s great, Goodra. Okay, let’s go!”

Goodra opened up by firing a Dragon Pulse, using his tail as balance to make sure the recoil didn’t make him miss.

“Ice beam!” Glalie replied, horns flashing bright blue, and the beam of ice that erupted from them reached about four feet from his face and bloomed into a broad icy shield.

The Dragon Pulse struck it, smashing through, but it took long enough that Glalie could move out of the way of the attack.

“Okay, that’s pretty neat,” Goodra said, clenching a fist. “I can see I need to step up my game!”

“Ice shard,” Glalie informed him, horns still glowing, and the remnants of the shield flipped around before flashing forwards.

As they went, a beam of ice flicked between one shard and the next, and as it did Glalie turned them into icy Taillow.

“That’s… new, right?” Brock asked. “I don’t remember that.”

Goodra spun, tail uncoiling and lashing out, and he smashed the icy birds into tiny pieces with a Dragon Tail. Some of the cold got through his layer of green energy, making him wince, but he finished his half-spin and used Dragon Pulse again.

“Liftoff!” Mawile cheered. “Great aim!”

Glalie watched as Goodra came rising into the air towards him, doing another half-spin with his fist ready to lash out.

Another flash of blue, and the Ice-type materialized a kite-shaped shield of ice which absorbed Goodra’s powerful punch – though the Dragon-type blew a hole in the shield, sending ice scattering back towards Glalie.

For a moment, the shield hung there, with Goodra using the large hole he’d blasted as footing on the levitating ice, and charged another Dragon Pulse for a point-blank attack.

So Glalie headbutted Goodra.

The impact of so much heavy Ice-type sent Goodra rocketing backwards, propelled away from the disintegrated shield, and he had to use his tail and Dragon-Pulse motor to flip around into an angle he could land easily.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked, as Goodra pushed himself back onto his hind legs after the landing. “That looked like it hurt.”

“I’m fine,” Goodra assured her, going cross-eyed for a moment and rubbing his nose. “Well, it did kinda sting… I didn’t think you were so good up close.”

“Yeah, it’s a really fun trick,” Glalie agreed, chuckling. “I use all this ice stuff so that enemy Pokémon think I’m weak up close… then BAM!”

“That is sneaky, I guess,” Mawile said, nodding. “But you should apologize!”

“Sure, I can do that.” Glalie turned to Goodra. “Sorry for hitting you on the nose.”

“That’s okay,” Goodra replied, accepting the apology.

“That’s a pretty good way of fighting,” Ash said. “Uh… I can’t remember your best moves, though – sorry for not using you for a while.”

“Well, I’ve got another trick or two,” Glalie assured him. “Hey, there was one I was working on to make a big dragon out of ice that could fight on its own…”

“I’m familiar with the trick.” Lucario stepped forwards. “I wouldn’t mind helping you work on it – I hope that’s okay, Goodra.”

“Oh, go ahead,” Goodra chuckled. “I don’t think I want to fight an ice dragon…”

“Actually, it would only be as bad as a dragon dragon from your point of view,” Brock said. “Right?”

“What, just a dragon?” Ash said, looking puzzled.

“No, I get it,” Glalie mused. “So Charizard’s a flying fire dragon, and something I make would be an ice dragon… and Latios up there is a psychic dragon dragon.”

“But wouldn’t that mean that you could have a Vibrava which isn’t a dragon even though it is a dragon?” Brock asked.

“I think I’ve forgotten what we were talking about,” Ash complained. “And the word dragon has lost all meaning…”


Future sight! Jirachi announced.

Cinder just sat there, and a moment later a blast of psychic energy erupted around her.

“That was about one and a half seconds,” Max said, looking up from the screen Kris was showing him. “That’s not bad, but you need to speed up a lot – the quicker you can get it, the less time an enemy Pokémon has to dodge.”

I get it, Jirachi said. But what if I just try and guess where the enemy Pokémon’s going?

“Well… I read this thing about chaos theory,” Max said. “It was about weather and stuff – and the basic idea is that you can’t tell for sure where something’s going unless you know absolutely everything, and realistically you just can’t tell it apart…”

He pointed. “So… you can guess where Cinder’s going to go if she’s fighting, but the further ahead you try to guess the more likely you are to be wrong. So a quicker time is better for that too.”

Oh, I see now! Jirachi agreed, nodding. So it’s like.. she has longer to decide to do something different.

“That’s the basic idea,” Max said. “So… okay, try a really small attack and then a really big one. Then do some with in-between sizes.”

Still on Cinder?

“I can’t hear half of this conversation,” Cinder hinted. “But I’m pretty sure you’re talking about repeatedly trying to blow me up.”

“Only because it won’t work,” Max assured her. “Okay, Jirachi, let’s try this – small one first!”


How is he?

Not good. I don’t know how much longer he’ll last.

We have to do something!

What can we do, dear? I don’t know anything that could help – did you learn Wish when I wasn’t looking?

A pause, then a mental denial. No… I didn’t learn anything that could help either. But… surely there’s something?

After another pause, the younger of the two sent another message. Perhaps… could humans help? I don’t know if they’d be even able to, but…

You’re right! A flash of a building – the details indistinct. I’ve never seen a Pokémon Centre, though… so I don’t know where to start.

Better than I have, mom…

A third mental voice interrupted them. Uh… can I have some water?

Of course, dear.


“Okay, now!” Max instructed, raising a hand to shade his eyes from the foom of psychic energy. “That was great!”

He gave another look at the scorch mark. “You… missed a lot, though.”

I thought maybe if I aimed to one side, I’d have to get lucky sooner or later, Jirachi said, crossing his arms. I thought it was clever.

“It was, I think,” Max said. “It’s kind of like guesswork, though.”

“I’m so glad I’m Dark-type,” Cinder said, looking at the blasted grass. “Right. Another go?”

Sure!


Did you hear that?

The Gardevoir looked up from her son, now thankfully asleep again – still tired from his illness. I didn’t. What happened?

Her daughter, a Kirlia, pointed. I heard an explosion from that direction – it was sort of faint, but I’m sure. Can I go and see?

I don’t think that would be a problem, Gardevoir said, sending a mental pulse of reassurance. Just remember, come straight back if there’s any trouble.

Will do, mom! Kirlia replied, flashing a smile, and headed off towards the sound.


“Okay, so that didn’t work,” Max sighed. “Pity, I thought it would.”

We clearly need to think about this again, Jirachi agreed. I thought for sure I could make a really, really big Future Sight!

“What about if you do lots of small ones in a pattern?” Max asked. “And make it so there’s safe spots.. then change the pattern to a different one where you hit those safe spots?”

That sounds a bit complicated… but I like it! Jirachi smiled, floating up into the air again. Uh… we’re getting close to running out of grass, though. Do we need to use a new clearing?

“I think this clearing’s fine for now,” Max shrugged. “We might need Venusaur to regrow the grass, though.”

Cinder licked her paw. “Every time I think I know what you’re talking about you say something else…”


Mom! Mom!

Gardevoir tensed, ready to run to defend her daughter.

She didn’t want to lose them both. What is it?

Mom, you have to see this!

The elder Psychic-type frowned, relaxing slightly since Kirlia didn’t sound like she was in any real threat. But she did sound excited… What did you find?

I found a human – and I found Jirachi!

Gardevoir sat bolt-upright like she’d just been hit by a Thunderbolt. You did what!? But Jirachi is only awake for a week every thousand years – and we saw the comet pass months ago!

Maybe there’s more than one of them or something, Kirlia replied impatiently. I don’t care – there’s actual Jirachi here, mom! He can help!

It took only a moment for Gardevoir to come to her conclusion.

Where are you? Is it far?

Not far at all, Kirlia replied, and sent a series of mental impressions – a map in pictures. Hurry!

Gardevoir picked up her son, careful not to jostle him, and began to run through the forest – using the landmarks Kirlia had sent her, each one visible from the last.


Jirachi waved his hands, making a series of psychic eruptions form in a wheel shape. It was patchy and inconsistent, but it was enough that Cinder had to keep running around in the same direction as the wheel or be in at least the fringes of one attack.

Yah! The Psychic-type sent, clenching a fist. The wheel kept turning, and then – about a second and a half later – abruptly reversed direction.

Cinder skidded around in a turn exactly as the change happened, and pelted in the other direction – avoiding being hit, staying in the same clear space as before.

Awww… Jirachi sighed, ending the Future Sight barrage. What went wrong?

“Why didn’t that work, Cinder?” Max relayed.

“Actually, it was kind of simple,” Cinder said, panting a little as she slowed to a stop. “I saw your gesture, and I waited the time it would take to make the effect change.”

Jirachi deflated. I guess I didn’t – uh, “I guess I didn’t think of that.”

“Finally, he remembers to talk out loud,” Cinder said, smirking. “But yeah, if a Pokémon you’re battling doesn’t know the timing, they’ll be caught out by that – the first time, at least.”

“See?” Max asked, smiling. “You are making progress! Hey, maybe you can battle… uh, whoever runs the Water gym this week?”

Cinder was about to reply, but her head went up. “Wait,” she requested. “I smell something… over there.”

“Did it just arrive?” Max asked, reaching for Arc’s Pokéball. “Do you think it might attack us?”

“I don’t know if she’s been there for a while – the wind just shifted,” Cinder told him. “And it might be here to attack, I don’t know – I can smell excitement.”

“Huh,” Max said. “Well, I guess that’s good to know.”

A moment later, a small group of Pokémon came out of the trees.

“Great Wish-Maker, we need help,” said a tall Gardevoir. “My son is very ill, and we do not know how to heal him.”

“But we bet you can!” the Kirlia added. “You can do anything, right?”

Well, quite a lot of- Jirachi began.

“I know you!” Max interrupted. “Cinder – Jirachi – that’s the Ralts I told you about!”

Cinder blinked, then sighed. “Max… I know you can be more subtle than this.”

“You know my son?” Gardevoir asked, completely thrown off-balance. “But I have never seen you before – how can that be?”

“…okay, oops,” Max admitted. “I guess I’ll have to explain the time travel now… Jirachi, can you help Ralts out?”

Of course! Jirachi agreed, nodding.

“Then – I wish Ralts was better!” Max said, straight away.

Jirachi’s tags began to flare up, sending him rising into the air, and then a flash of multicoloured energy pulsed out across the dozen feet or so between him and Gardevoir.

The energy all rushed into Ralts, who coughed before shaking his head. “Uh… what happened? I feel…” his voice began to grow in confidence. “I feel much better! Mom, what did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything,” Gardevoir told him. “This human did… but I don’t know why.”

“…Cinder, can you go get May and the others?” Max asked. “Especially Ash. I think we’ll need them.”

Cinder nodded, then turned tail and loped off into the forest.

Okay, so, this is going to take ages to explain, Jirachi began. But it’s honestly really cool once you’ve heard the whole story.

“Does it also include why you’re awake?” Kirlia asked curiously.

Max glanced down at Kris again. “I think we’ll need to do the long version…”


Lucario ran past at high speed.

“You know, that looks pretty fun!” Mawile said, putting a finger to her chin as she and the others took three steps to the side. “I bet it’d be a lot of fun to do that next time I go Mega – you know, a big chase through the air with ice chasing me!”

Lucario ran past in the other direction.

“Okay, I think that’s enough!” Ash called. “Glalie’s proved he can keep it following you – now let’s see how strong it is!”

“Finally,” Lucario said, putting one forepaw to the ground and using it in a wide skidding turn – so he was sliding to a halt facing back the way he’d come, bleeding off the last of his momentum.

His feet glowed blue, then stuck to the ground, and he drew back his other forepaw.

“Shattering Palm!” he called, slamming it into the indistinct wave of ice following him.

Everyone winced at the crack sound.

“Did that hurt?” Brock called.

“What?” Lucario asked, looking back in puzzlement. “Oh – no, that was just the ice shattering.”

“I can make it come back, you know,” Glalie said, looking disappointed as his attack fell to bits. “What move was that?”

“Yeah, I’ve not heard of that one before,” Ash added. “New move?”

“…no, actually, it’s just a Force Palm,” Lucario said. “I put a bit more Aura into it, that’s all.”

“Quick question,” Glalie ventured. “You didn’t actually call the end of the battle yet, right?”

“No, why?” Brock asked.

“Second wave!” Glalie replied, horns pulsing, and the shattered fragments glowed blue before rising back into the air all around Lucario.

The Fighting-type considered that as they began to grow and join up into a continuous icy weapon, then jumped straight upwards.

“Aura Storm!”


“Okay, now I know you’re showing off for Glalie,” Ash said, chuckling as Lucario landed. “Don’t worry, Glalie, that’s not one of his normal attacks.”

“I should hope not,” Glalie agreed. “Otherwise he’d be able to fly with that much thrust.”

Mawile brightened. “Hey, Lucario? Can I-”

“Not now,” Lucario interrupted. “Maybe later, though. I think it’d take too much energy to be useful for long periods.”

“Flying Lucario,” Brock said, shaking his head. “Now that’s a scary thought.”

“Why?” Mawile asked, turning to him. “Aren’t Lucario super-good?”

“…actually, that is a good point,” Brock admitted.

Cinder came loping into their training area. “Hey!”

“Oh, hi, Cinder,” May smiled, crouching down. “Is it good news?”

“Maybe Max is stuck in a well,” Glalie suggested. “A wishing well.”

“We just ran into that Ralts he told us about,” Cinder said. “And Jirachi helped cure him… but…”

She made a face. “Can someone slap Glalie for me?”

Glalie quickly retreated into the sky.

“Anyway, Max mentioned the time travel thing, so he’s trying to explain to them and he sent me to get you,” Cinder went on. “Can you come quickly?”

“Them?” Ash repeated. “So… Ralts’s mom and his sister, right?”

“That’s right,” Cinder nodded, turning to lead the way as they got going. “A Kirlia and a Gardevoir.”

Mawile clambered up Goodra’s back, nestling in against his shoulder for the trip. “A Kirlia? They’re pretty…”


I think I understand, Gardevoir sent. So… this Mewtwo made it so that you could stay awake?

Right! Jirachi confirmed. He put a bit of the Millennium Comet where I could still get power from it, so I’m awake! I’m… a lot weaker than I was, though.

Clearly strong enough, if you saved Ralts, Gardevoir assured him.

And this time travel thing means – you met Ralts before? Kirlia added. How?

Max frowned. “Well, I guess it was about this time, and I heard him crying out for help – but the others didn’t hear anything.”

Gardevoir looked surprised. You’re the only one who heard him? Interesting… I’d have expected that the Wish Maker would have as well.

“Jirachi had to stay at Forina the first time,” Max told her. “I actually didn’t have any Pokémon at all then – Ralts even made me promise I’d come back to get him, though I didn’t manage to.”

Why not? Ralts asked, looking up at him. Did you not like me?

“I did want to come back,” Max defended himself. “I just didn’t get the chance – I would have done if I’d known, I was even planning to do it because I was finally nearly old enough to have Pokémon.”

He sighed. “But after the whole time-travel thing, I really looked forward to meeting you – but I didn’t know where to find you, not until… well, now.”

Max shrugged helplessly. “And I didn’t even know if you-you would want to come with me at all, without my saving your life… but – I don’t know if it’s right to let someone get in trouble so you can save them, either!”

You sound like you’ve thought about this a lot, Gardevoir said. And not come up with an answer.

“I have,” Max nodded. “And you’re right, I didn’t.”

There was a bark, and he looked around. “Cinder!”

“I’m back!” Cinder agreed, slowing as she approached. “Three trainers, just like you wanted.”

Gardevoir stared. “…I’m not imagining the Latios and the Raikou, am I?”

“Wow, you’re really cool time travellers!” Kirlia said. “And is that an Altaria? I’ve heard they can turn into Fairy-types!”

“Hi, Max,” Ash called. “You’re right, it’s the same Ralts – and I can remind him.”

“Reminding… what’s that?” Ralts asked, tilting his head.

“It’s something special Ash can do,” Max told him. “It means it’s like… you remember everything that happened up to when we went back in time.”

“Does that mean he’d be older than me?” Kirlia asked, sounding vaguely disquieted. “That’s not fair – I’m the older sister!”

“That’s not the most important thing right now,” Gardevoir pointed out. “Well… it’s your decision, Ralts.”

“Does it hurt?” the Fairy-type asked.

“Not really, no,” Max assured him. “It kind of tingles, and it made me feel a bit dizzy, but it’s safe.”

“We’ve all done it,” Cinder said. “Well, except for some of the newer Pokémon – Altaria hasn’t.”

“Then… I guess I should,” Ralts decided, glancing back at his mother. “Is that okay?”

“Like I said, dear, it’s your choice.”

Ralts absorbed that.

“How do I do it?” he asked.

“It’s easy,” Ash said, kneeling down. “Just take my hand.”

Ralts reached out, and then there was a flash of blue light.

“That was Aura!” Gardevoir gasped. “I’ve only seen it a few times, but it’s unmistakeable…”

Her voice trailed off. “Ralts? Are you okay?”

Ralts shook his head, both hands going to his forehead. “Uh… you’re right, that did feel funny…”

He refocused, saw Max, and there was a flicker of pseudomotion and the Psychic-type was hugging Max. “Max! It’s great to see you!”

“It’s great to see you, too,” Max agreed, hugging back. “Sorry I didn’t manage to come back for you before.”

“It’s okay, you already explained why,” Ralts said, still squeezing tightly.

“Ralts?” Gardevoir asked. “What did you just do?”

“Huh?” Ralts replied, loosening his grip a little and turning to look at his mother. “Teleport – you know? We were learning it just… just…”

“Just what?” Kirlia asked. “Justice?”

“No, just… two years from now,” Ralts finished. “Sorry, this is so weird – I thought you’d be back soon, Max, so I thought I’d try learning to Teleport because it’s useful. So Mom started teaching me.”

“But… I haven’t learned to teleport yet,” Gardevoir said.

“Yeah, time travel’s really confusing,” Ash told her. “We’re getting a bit used to it, but.. don’t worry, the headache’s normal.”

“So Ralts knows some moves which you taught him, but you can’t teach me because you haven’t learned it yet?” Kirlia said, waving a finger in the air as she tried to keep track. “Lame.”

“We can work on-” Gardevoir began.

“Wait, wait, wait,” Ralts interrupted, taking a step back. “Uh… Max? How come I only remember being Fairy-type once?”

“Oh, yeah, that,” Max said, groaning. “Ash? Brock? You were there, one of you explain this.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Okay, this is kind of complicated, so…”

He took a deep breath. “My kind-of-adoptive-sister created an Eevee with the help of the Unown that can turn into any Eeveelution, including Sylveon. When we helped Celebi to get free from someone wanting to use her powers for his own ends, that Eevee came along, and the time collapse brought us back to the creation of the world.”

All three Psychic-types had wide eyes and mouths hanging open.

“She turned into a Sylveon to keep us safe from an attack by Dialga and Palkia, which meant there was a Fairy-type at the creation of the world, and so Arceus created a Pixie plate as well,” Ash went on. “So… Molly created the Fairy-type.”

Silence.

“I’d… ask for proof, but I’m scared to,” Gardevoir said, after a moment.

She shook herself. “Right. Well… you’ve certainly given us all a lot to think about.”

“And I’m going with Max!” Ralts insisted.

He glanced at Max. “That is, uh… if you still…”

Max laughed, hugging Ralts closer. “Of course I do! I’ve been waiting to find you again for over a year!”

“Well…” Gardevoir smiled, blinking. “I suppose that means we’ll have to say goodbye, then.”

“It doesn’t have to,” Brock told her. “You could stay somewhere where Ralts can visit – or you can take one of our transceivers, so he can come back to you any time.”

“Then you really have thought of everything,” Gardevoir said, in not a little awe.

“We’ve taken a while to work this out,” Ash said, wincing. “Some of this stuff was stuff we really should have thought of the first time.”

“Well, then… I’m not sure what our choice should be,” the older Psychic-type admitted. “Kirlia? Do you have any thoughts?”

She looked around. “Kirlia?”

“What’s that, mom?” Kirlia asked, frowning. “Hey, this Altaria says that that boy’s dad is a Gym leader!”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Max said. “Dad’s Norman – the Gym Leader of Petalburg City.”

“Then perhaps we should stay there,” Gardevoir suggested. “Do you like the sound of that, Kirlia?”

“Yeah, that’d be great!” Kirlia agreed readily.

“That sounds really nice!” May said. “Hold on, I can call mom and dad to make sure they don’t mind…”


Norman picked up the phone.

“Hello?” he asked, then brightened. “May! What’s the occasion?”

“I call every night, dad,” May protested. “It’s hardly an occasion.”

“Then that must mean it’s normal,” Norman replied. “Unless… Ash hasn’t broken something else, has he?”

“Not lately,” May reassured him. “Actually, we just met that Ralts that Max met last time, and his sister and his mom would like to stay back home with you. Is that okay?”

Norman shrugged. “I suppose it’s fine. Are they captured Pokémon, then?”

“No, they’re not,” May said, audibly thinking. “Hmmm… hold on a sec.”

She said something her father didn’t catch, then got back on the phone. “Dad? We’ll bring them when we come back before the League and the Festival. They’ll just come with us for a week or so.”

“That’s me told,” Norman chuckled. “Well, see you then.”


“Sorry about the inconvenience,” May said, hitting the icon on Ethan’s screen to hang up. “I hope that’s not a problem.”

“It sounds fine,” Gardevoir said. “Besides, it looks like my daughter’s going to enjoy it.”

“…it doesn’t matter how much memories he has,” Mawile said earnestly, “he still hatched after me, so he’s my little brother! That’s maths!”

“Yep!” Kirlia agreed. “What did you say he was?”

“Tyranitar!” Mawile told her cheerfully.

That made Kirlia blink, looking again at how tall Mawile was, and then she giggled.

“She’s really cute,” May smiled. “Okay, so… what’s next?”

“Sootopolis!” Ash answered. “For the last gym battle of Hoenn!”

“…of course, how could I possibly forget…” May sighed. “Water type, right? Think he’ll ban Pikachu?”

“He’d better not,” Pikachu stated, cheeks sparking. “I’m overdue a good battle.”


AN:


So, two new Pokémon!

Plus two temporary companions, too.






172. Hoenn 45


“Uh… hey, I had a question,” Ralts said, looking up from a breadstick.

Cinder raised her head, snapping up the last of her own meal. “What is it?”

“Well – how come you’re called Cinder, when you’re a Mightyena?” Ralts asked. “And how come Arc is called Arc when he’s a Manectric, and… so on.”

Max chuckled. “Oh, yeah, that – that kind of just happened. I nicknamed all my Pokémon.”

“You did?” Ralts said, looking around the camp and picking out all the Pokémon he’d heard a nickname for.

They did all seem to be Max’s Pokémon, actually – there was Guy, the Breloom, ignoring Casper the Shuppet who was trying to work out how to tie his tail to a tree.

A little way to the side, there was Delta – sitting on his fins, and bouncing a ball back and forth with Altaria.

Looking in the other direction, Ralts saw that his mom was holding a conversation with Jirachi – which prompted a frown.

“How come Jirachi doesn’t have a nickname?”

Max and Cinder glanced at one another, dumbfounded.

“I don’t think that’s ever occurred to us… has it?”

“I think we must have talked about it,” Max replied, frowning. “I can’t remember when, though…”

Ralts giggled. “Maybe it’s because he’s already special?”

“I was already special too,” Cinder said, tongue lolling out. “Can’t you tell?”

As Ralts tried to stop giggling, Max picked Kris up. “I did take some notes on ideas for Ralts’ name, right?”

You did, Kris agreed. Unfortunately, they are a bit disjointed.

“It can’t be that bad, right?” Max asked.

Arthur is in here eight times, Kris informed him. You developed a bad habit of not checking if you’d already put the idea down.

“Does that mean my name’s now Arthur Arthur Arthur-”

“No way,” Max replied, shaking his head. “That’d take too long… Lancelot?”

“Even I know what that’s a reference to,” Cinder said, shaking her head. “Too obvious. And Lancelot wasn’t very well behaved.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Max nodded. “Right, so much for that one… what about Kusanagi?”

“Nah,” Ralts shook his head. “I was thinking… Aladdin!”

Dark-type and human gave him a confused look.

“Why?” Cinder asked.

“Yeah, I agree with Cinder,” Max said. “If you want it, fine, but it’s not really a Ralts name to me.”

“What? Ralts name?” Ralts replied, tilting his head. “I was trying to think of one for Jirachi.”

“If you don’t want a nickname, you don’t have to have one,” Max assured Ralts, picking him up and hugging him. “I mean, like we’ve said, Jirachi doesn’t.”

As he spoke, Cinder padded over to Kris and started pressing buttons.

“I know, but… I think I do want one,” Ralts replied. “It’d be something about me that stays me – I have something that’s like that, but it’s kind of… impossible to say out loud.”

“It is?” Max asked. “Does that mean it’s something telepathic?”

Yeah, Ralts confirmed, sending it at Max.

The trainer went momentarily cross-eyed. “Why can I taste caramel and chocolate? And… it sounds kind of like a wind chime, and I think I can see purple?”

“Told you it wasn’t possible to say out loud,” Ralts nodded sagely. “My sister’s more of a melony-ice-cream kind of person.”

“I think I’ve got an idea,” Cinder said, looking up from Kris. “It’s from a story about two knights from Kalos, a human and a Gallade… how do you pronounce this one?”

Roland, Kris vocalized.

Ralts frowned, thinking. “The story sounds cool, but the name… not sure? I can’t think of anything better, though.”

“Shall we give it a go?” Max asked. “Arc took weeks to settle on something.”

Ralts nodded. “Yeah, I think that’s a good idea – I’ll see what mom thinks!”

He jumped down, and there was a flash – and he appeared again about fifteen feet away.

“Kind of wish I could teleport,” Cinder said, getting up to follow the newly-named Roland.

Max nodded. “It’d be kind of cool… I think some humans can do it if they’ve got strong enough psychic powers.”


…it’s really helpful! Jirachi explained. I mean, I don’t think I really had the time to train before going with Max, but I’ve seen lots of other Pokémon being helped by training with humans. It’s because… your trainer knows you really well, but he can come up with new ideas and keep you focused on training.

Jirachi waved his arms, to emphasize the point. I’ve got a lot better at using Future Sight, and that’s nothing compared to how I saw Casper and Cinder working together!

Gardevoir smiled. “You certainly seem to be enthusiastic… well, that’s good. I think you’re probably right about how much training helps, as well.”

She sighed. “I’ve just been worried by all those stories about trainers who really don’t do the right thing for their Pokémon.”

Jirachi shook his head. Max isn’t like that! And he’d never-

“Calm down, please, Wish Maker,” Gardevoir requested, holding up a hand. “I meant no offence. And it’s wonderful that you have such trust in your trainer… I just want to explain why we never strayed close to humans before.”

Oh, right, Jirachi sent, contrite. I guess I kind of overreacted, huh?

“I think your reaction is understandable,” Gardevoir said, after a little thought. “I imagine that my daughter would react in far worse ways if it was suggested that I mistreated her.”

What about your son? Jirachi asked.

“He’s a little calmer,” Gardevoir replied.

Mom! Mom!

“Usually,” the Fairy-type added, in some puzzlement. “What is it, dear?”

I’m called Roland now! Ralts told her, clearly very excited. I’ve got a nickname – Cinder came up with it, after looking at a story from Kalos about a human with a Gallade!

“Roland,” Gardevoir repeated, saying it a few times – both out loud and mentally – to be sure she remembered it. “That’s nice – and that sounds like an interesting story.”

Yeah, I really want to read it! Roland agreed. “Oh – I was going to ask, how do you think the name sounds?”

“It sounds… nameish?” Gardevoir said hesitantly, not sure what kind of reply she was expected to give.

Jirachi sniggered. “Nameish?”


“Corphish, I think,” Ash said, looking over at Pikachu. “How does that sound?”

“Well, I suppose he does deserve a battle,” Pikachu admitted. “And he’d be a Water-type in a Water gym, so he’d be okay with most of the possible fights.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “And… well, I don’t know how many it’ll be this time, but what about Glalie for the third? Would you be okay with that, Glalie?”

“Going straight back into the gym challenge?” Glalie asked, bobbing gently up and down. “Sure! I can show off just fine!”

His grin broadened. “And that means I can put the whole gym-”

“Don’t,” Pikachu interrupted, tail flat out to one side to emphasize the point. “Just… stop there.”

“But I was going to-”

“No!”

“It’d be-”

“No! No, no, no, you are not going to say you’d put the Gym on ice!”

Pikachu stopped, and his ears went down. “I said it, didn’t I?”

Glalie cackled.

“Then… huh, perhaps Swellow?” Ash asked, thinking out loud. “Or maybe Goodra would be willing to have another battle.”

“Why not me?” Raikou asked. “I’ve only done eight!”

His paw reached up to touch a small bundle of signs lashed to his side. “And I’ve not even broken in the new signs, either…”

“I think the gym leader might complain,” Ash said, rubbing the back of his neck. “And so might everyone else. But then again… actually, maybe I should work out a Contest routine with you instead.”

“Well… it’ll have to do,” Raikou grumbled.

“Eight?” Glalie asked. “Why eight? I didn’t do eight.”

“Neither did I,” Pikachu said. “Well, not all in one league challenge.”

“I wanted to show I was giving my attempt to not be caught by Ash my all, so he’d have to damn well catch me!” Raikou replied.

Glalie went cross-eyed trying to follow the logic.


“Uh… hey, Mawile?” Kirlia asked, jogging alongside Mawile and Goodra. “I’ve got a question.”

“Sure, go ahead!” Mawile agreed. “What is it?”

“Well, I wanted to ask, because I heard your trainer and Max both talking about gyms?” She spread her arms, flipping a strand of hair back into place. “So… what’s a gym?”

“Oh, right – it’s actually really fun,” Mawile assured her. “Basically, Ash – you know, my trainer – wants to show he’s a good trainer and we’re strong Pokémon, so he battles eight Gym Leaders spread all over Hoenn to get the right to fight at the Pokémon League!”

Kirlia frowned. “Why would he want to do that?”

“I said it was fun!” Mawile reiterated. “And it is – Gym Leaders have all kinds of tricks, so it’s a great way to test your skill and see if you’re good at battling.”

She put a finger to her chin. “I guess… it’s kind of something you have to do a bit to find out if you like it. And I do!”

“Is that because you managed to invent a way to fly?” Goodra asked, craning his neck around to see them.

“Well, that was cool too…” Mawile smiled. “But – Pikachu really likes battling, and so do… well, most of Ash’s Pokémon!”

Goodra nodded. “I have to admit, I’m enjoying it more than I did at first.” His expression went a little distant. “But there’s also… it means I’m confident. I know that Ash is a good trainer, I know that I have friends, and I know that I don’t really need to be afraid.”

The Dragon-type shook his head. “I remember being afraid, and I don’t like it.”

Mawile hugged him. “I think you’re really brave!”

Goodra smiled.

After a few seconds, Kirlia coughed. “Uh… sorry, I still had a couple of questions…”

Mawile let go again, and looked down at Kirlia – then slid down Goodra’s flank to reach the ground. “Sure! What did you want to ask?”

“Well… I don’t know if I’d like battling at all, but… is that all there is to having a trainer?”

“No!” Mawile and Goodra said at the same time.

“There’s lots of things!” Mawile went on. “Ash is a trainer who travels around a lot, so we see all kinds of places and meet loads of new Pokémon! They’re not always nice,” she admitted, looking down for a moment, “but – it’s really great to talk to Pokémon like Suicune and Stantler!”

“And Mawile met me because the trainer who caught me in Kalos traded me to Ash,” Goodra supplied. “She helped me a lot, so I’m glad for that too.”

“And – well, Brock’s a trainer, he’s even a Gym Leader, but most of his Pokémon are just friends!” Mawile took up the thread. “He’s a doctor too – and a chef!”

Kirlia nodded to herself. “What about the girl? May?”

“Oh, May’s a Coordinator,”Mawile told her. “Coordinators do do some battle training, but they focus on making attacks look really pretty – Contests are all that sort of thing, there was one I saw where her Skitty made an ice sculpture!”

“Ever thought of doing a Contest yourself?” Goodra asked, interested.

“Huh, actually… I might ask!” Mawile decided.

“Okay, thanks,” Kirlia said, pondering. “That’s handy to know.”


“Well, there’s Sootopolis,” Brock said, shading his eyes. “It’s a pretty impressive sight.”

“Yeah, the island’s a bizarre shape, but you do kind of get used to it,” May agreed. “How come it’s that shape, anyway?”

Brock lowered his hand. “Well, it’s a caldera – that’s when there’s a really big volcanic eruption, and the volcano collapses into the hole the magma chamber left. Or sometimes calderas are made by a really big explosion – usually a volcano having seawater dumped on it – which means that all the rock gets blasted dozens of miles in every direction.”

“…right,” May winced. “Thanks, now I’m going to be thinking about how we’re about to walk around on top of a volcano.”

“It’s not the first time,” Brock said, cheerfully. “I mean, where do you think all those islands we were on came from?”

May did a double-take. “What?”

The ship rocked slightly as it came about, heading for the Great Gate – the largest break in the Sootopolis ringwall.

“Well… Hoenn’s got a lot of volcanoes,” Brock explained. “Mt. Chimney and Mt. Pyre are the two most famous, but most of it’s actually made of volcanoes… usually old ones. You remember the one which we saw Groudon and Kyogre fight on, right?”

May sat down on one of the deck chairs. “I don’t think this is making me feel better.”

Brock shrugged. “Remember, we’ve got Dragon-types able to get us out of trouble if something does go wrong. I actually feel more comfortable about it than last time.”

“And what about the chances that Ash somehow awakens a dozen Heatran?” May asked.

“…I feel as comfortable as last time,” Brock amended.


Ash knocked on the door of Sootopolis gym.

“Let us hope that this battle goes well,” Lucario said. “Or, rather, that this gym is still standing at the end of the battle.”

“Yeah, that’s the big question,” Brock agreed. “Seven down, just one to go.”

He nodded to Ash. “But seriously, you’ve been doing a good job at not wrecking things.”

“Thanks,” Ash smiled. “But the last time I did a Water gym, I did completely ruin it.”

“Then that’s just a reason to be more careful, right?” Max said.

“Sorry, what’s this about?” Gardevoir asked. “You ruined a gym?”

“Actually, I think we may have broken the majority of gyms before we got to Hoenn,” Pikachu told her. “I might need a piece of paper to work it out.”

Any further conversation on the topic was interrupted when the door opened.

“Welcome!” Juan announced, sketching a bow. “I am Juan, the Water-type Gym Leader of Sootopolis!”

He focused on the trainers waiting outside, and blinked. “Oh, ah… I see that Ash Ketchum has visited my gym.”

“That’s me!” Ash confirmed. “And this is Max-”

“Maple, of course,” Juan completed. “Yes, I remember talking to your father, quite a fine fellow. And May Maple as well, I see.”

Brock waited.

“Well, come in,” Juan told them, ushering them through the door. “And how many badges do you have?”

“You’re our last visit in Hoenn,” Max said. “And May’s only got one Ribbon to collect.”

Brock wilted.

“You look upset,” Gardevoir noted.

“I think that’s because he was hoping Juan would recognize him as well,” Ninetales explained. “Poor Brock…”

“I’m the actual Gym Leader here…” Brock muttered to himself. “And a knight, too… no-one remembers that…”

“What kind of gym leader?” Kirlia asked. “He said he was a Water-type.”

“Well, he’s a Rock-type gym leader,” said Brock’s Fire-type.

Kirlia nodded, then frowned. “Uh… hold on… Geodude…”

She paused. “Do you have any other Rock types?”

“Don’t rub it in,” Brock mumbled.

“He’s got more Steel-types, Ground-types and Water-types than Rock-types,” Ninetales supplied. “Funny thing, they’re all especially effective against Rock…”


“So, what kind of battle is it here?” Max asked. “It was two-on-two at Mossdeep, because of the whole twins thing.”

“Ah, of course, Mossdeep,” Juan agreed. “That shining jewel in a limpid sea! No, here at Sootopolis we have a different style – or styles.”

They came out of a corridor into the main room of the gym, a giant swimming pool with bleachers at both sides and several floating platforms.

“The battle area is the pool, you see?” Juan asked, waving them through. “It’s also used for water shows, but at the moment we are done with those for the day.”

“I guess that’s a thing Water gyms tend to do, then?” Ash asked. “I mean, the Cerulean gym does it too.”

Juan nodded to himself. “I see, I see. Well – who should we do first?”

“You handle Max Maple, Juan,” someone said.

May looked around, startled. “Is that Wallace?”

“Ah, you’ve heard of me,” Wallace said, nodding. “Yes, that’s me. I was in town to visit my teacher, Juan, and – well, I thought I’d do Ash Ketchum’s gym challenge for you, Juan.”

“That sounds kind of cool,” Ash admitted. “It’s not going to be a Contest, is it?”

“No, no Contest,” Wallace assured him. “I have something else in mind… but anyway, Juan, it’s your gym now. You first.”

“It has been my gym for many years, Wallace,” Juan replied easily. “Since you gave it back, anyway… I have almost worked out how to work the lighting system you installed. Would that be okay, Max?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “Oh – are there any restrictions on what Pokémon to use?”

“For an eighth gym challenge?” Juan asked. “Of course not! Anything is allowed!”

Great! Jirachi ‘pathed, sticking his head out of Max’s bag. This is going to be so cool!

“…you warned me about them, did you not,” Juan said, glancing at Wallace. “I see that you are correct.”

He shrugged. “Anyway! This will be four one-on-one battles, and if there is a tie at the end of the sequence then the winners will battle one another in a double battle.”

“That’s kind of a cool format,” Ash noted.

“Yes, I was coming up with it last week,” Juan said. “Now, take your places!”

“We’d better go up into the stands,” May advised. “I think this could get wet.”


“Out of curiosity, Max Maple,” Juan said, taking his first Pokéball – a Dive Ball. “Which of the gyms you’ve done so far has been the hardest?”

“Well, I think that Winona’s gym was the most difficult,” Max told him. “Even Arc got beaten then – I lost, you see.”

“And got the badge anyway, so you are good at adapting,” Juan followed along. “Well, then – send out your first Pokémon!”

“Right!” Max agreed, throwing the Pokéball. “Delta, go!”

“Wailord!” Juan replied.

“Did he say-” May began.

There was a flash as Delta appeared, high over the battlefield, and then Wailord materialized and landed with an enormous Splash in the arena.

“Well, that was not as effective as we were hoping,” Juan admitted, brushing water off his clothes. “Oh – sorry, do you need a break?”

Max retrieved his glasses. “No, I’m okay – I’ll just dry them on, uh…”

After a few seconds searching for an item of clothing that wasn’t soaked, he resorted to just shaking the worst of the drops off and putting them back on. “Okay, there we go!”

“If you are fine continuing, then… Wailord, use Water Spout!” Juan ordered.

Delta dove gracefully away, splashing down into the water and then launching himself out at high speed on the other side of Wailord’s enormous form.


“…why did we have to sit this far down?” May asked.

Blaziken’s expression was bland as he wiped water off his forearms, feathers bristling. “Good question.”

“Yes, I’m afraid this is a bit of a splash zone,” Wallace said, wringing his hat out. “But it’s what you have to expect from a Water gym.”

May picked up her stuff. “Okay, come on,” she said, including Altaria, Skitty and Blaziken. “We’re moving out of splash range.”

“Like, that’s totally not a moment too soon,” Skitty agreed, shaking her fur out. “I feel like, like, a wet dog… ugh…”

Altaria trilled, spreading his wings, and totally failed to drift into the air. Water dribbled out of his cottonlike clouds, and he sighed before getting to his feet and following his trainer.

“You’re quick with that shield,” Brock said, complimenting Ash.

“Yeah, after what happened with Kyogre and Groudon I thought I’d practice it a bit,” Ash agreed, lowering his Protect. “Is Ninetales okay?”

“Just a few drops got on me,” Ninetales said, with a smile. “Gardevoir was kind enough to shield us all with her own telekinesis.”

“Delta, use Air Slash!” Max called, drawing their attention back to the battle.

Max’s Water-type dove in a slashing attack, forming a blade of wind which split off from his own air envelope to strike down at Wailord.

“That was a good hit, but it looks like Wailord’s going to last a while,” Brock said, shading his eyes. “And the downside for Max is that that means Juan has a long time to think of a counter-tactic – that’s how Wailord are really useful, they’re just so big.”

“I could take him,” Pikachu said casually.


Delta flipped, pulling up short of a blast of water from Wailord, and dove cleanly into the water with a splish.

“Hold fire for now,” Juan ordered. “Wait until he comes up again – and if he doesn’t, use Splash and try and knock him out of the pool!”

Wailord nodded slowly, deactivating his Waterspout, and waited.

A few seconds later, Delta came blasting up into the air again in a wash of spray.

“Now!” Juan called.

“Ice beam at the blowhole!” Max countered.

Juan blinked, the order taking a moment to parse. “What?”

Delta rolled, wings rippling, and fired a burst of blue light at the blowhole just as Wailord used Waterspout. The attacks met one another, and the blowhole froze over – making Wailord cough and sputter, all the pressure having nowhere to go except to blast out through his mouth.

“All right, great work!” Max cheered. “Now, just keep hitting him!”

“Wailord, take a deep breath!” Juan said, frowning. “Now, Waterspout as hard as you can!”

“Why would he-” Max began, then his eyes widened. “Delta, look out!”

“What?” Delta asked, slowing so he could hear Max.

Wailord used Waterspout. The icy covering of his blowhole trembled, developing cracks, and then fired out into the air like a cannon.

Delta dodged frantically to the side, managing to pass between the icy fragments themselves, but the unusually high-pressure Waterspout caught him and slammed him into the gym roof before diminishing back to normal.

“Ow,” the Mantine managed, gliding slowly downwards again. “I think that was a bad plan…”

“Delta! Are you okay?” Max called, shading his eyes.

“I’m fine, thank you, Maximilian,” Delta said, then discovered to his surprise that the water was a lot closer than he’d thought. There was an almighty spa-looosh of water as Delta crashed, and water splattered down on the poolside before running back into the pool.

“Delta?” Max asked again, then sighed. “I think he’s been knocked out.”

“I concur,” Juan nodded. “Well, that was a good battle – a pity your trick backfired, I thought it was clever.”

“Yeah, I kind of outsmarted myself…” Max agreed, returning Delta. “Okay, who next…”

Juan called back Wailord as well. “Take your time.”


“You know, that roof looks a lot more durable than the one Misty had,” Ash said, looking up at the Mantine-shaped wet mark on the ceiling. “I’m pretty sure that battle we had in Cerulean gym didn’t hit it as hard as those chunks of ice and… well, and Delta… hit this gym roof.”

“Don’t tell Misty that, she might take it as criticism,” Brock advised. “And – how do you think you’d have done that battle differently, Ash?”

Ash frowned, tapping his foot.

“I think maybe the big mistake was to go back to the old attack pattern after using Ice Beam,” he said. “That meant Wailord could aim for him. I’m not sure exactly what I’d do, but maybe Supersonic would have been a good idea.”

He shrugged. “The ice was a good idea, though.”

“Yes, I’ve heard about your unconventional strategies,” Wallace agreed. “Fortunately, I’ve got a few tricks of my own…”


“Okay, I’m ready!” Max announced, second Pokéball in hand.

“Very good,” Juan said. He took his own – another Dive Ball – and threw it. “Go!”

The Dive Ball bounced once on a platform, and opened -with an enormous blast of white smoke and a shower of sparks.

“Whoops,” Juan said. “I seem to have forgotten to remove the seals.”

Guy landed, balanced with legs apart and tail raised on one of the other platforms, and waited to see what he would face.

When the smoke cleared, a Sealeo was revealed there.

“See?” Juan asked, catching the Pokéball. “I forgot to remove the seals.”

Sealeo waved a flipper at him.

As groans came from the stands, the Water-type Gym Leader gestured. “Begin! Make an ice road!”

Guy fired a burst of Bullet Seed towards his opponent, and Sealeo slapped the water with his fins – throwing up a curtain which blocked the Grass-type barrage – before pushing off and using Ice Beam to produce a road out of the ice.

He skated it from side to side, avoiding further Bullet Seed attacks by Guy, and then made a path that curved in a crescent around the Breloom before switching to Ice Beaming at Guy directly.

“Mach Punch!” Guy announced, fist lashing out, and the high-speed punch knocked some of the energy of the Ice Beam aside.

The rest of the attack got through, visibly damaging him, but his Toxic Orb quickly got to work and began healing him.

“Try and close in!” Max said. “Use Fighting-type moves, that’s an Ice-type!”

“Right!” Guy agreed, legs bending, and kicked off – hard enough to send his floating platform backwards by at least a foot.

He flew through the air, twisting to bring his foot into contact, and slammed a Low Kick into Sealeo’s side. The blow knocked his opponent into the water, and Guy landed on the icy road.

Which broke under the impact, sending Guy into the water too.


“I think I get it!” Mawile said, watching. “So the ice was tough enough for Sealeo to skate on, but not tough enough for Guy to land on, so it broke!”

“Looks like it,” Ash agreed. “It must have taken a long time to work out how thick the ice had to be for that, though.”

A white flash was visible through the water, then a shimmering blaze of multicoloured energy. The water trembled with some subaquatic impact, and then Guy came scrambling out of the water onto the nearest platform – looking somewhat the worse for wear.

“This is really going to test Max’s ability to plan,” Brock said, as Guy shook the water off his tail and took a ready stance. “He can’t see Sealeo, and he needs a way to attack – despite the Water-type being underwater.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, thinking. “I know what I’d do now, but I wonder if Max will think of it…”


Guy shifted back and forth on his clawed feet, looking around for any kind of movement which might indicate his opponent.

There was a plip from behind him, and he spun – then turned back, not seeing Sealeo.

“I can’t see him,” he said, glancing at Max.

“Yeah, I… uh-” Max began, then gasped. “Wait – kick down on the float!”

Guy did so, pulling his legs back up to his belly and then kicking down as harshly as he could. There was a whack and a circular splash outwards from the edge of the floating platform, which scudded to one side, and Max pointed.

“There!”

Whirling, Guy jumped clear of the float and lashed out with a Jump Kick at the stunned Sealeo.

“Blizzard!” Juan called. “Form a shield!”

“Keep it up!” Max ordered. “Don’t let him recover!”


“What just happened?” May asked, squinting. “There was a big splash…”

“I think I know,” Blaziken volunteered. “I think Max worked out that Sealeo was hiding under the floating platform.”

“…right, that does make sense,” May agreed. “Don’t Walrein sometimes tip over ice floes? Or is that Dewgong?”

You could just ask me, Ethan suggested.


Ice formed around Sealeo as he regained his wits, forming a frozen shield which stymied Guy’s attacks.

“Okay, back to safe ground!” Max called. “Don’t let him retaliate!”

Legs tensing, Guy kicked off – just as Sealeo broke his icy shield and fired out an Aurora Beam. The attack narrowly missed hitting Max’s Fighting-type, who twisted in mid-air to land neatly on one of the other floating platforms.

Sealeo gave him a glare, then vanished back into the water.

“Okay, what now…” Max asked himself. “I can’t really just drain the pool out…”

He thought about what options he had. The problem was getting Sealeo somewhere he could be attacked…

“Vacuum Wave?” he asked himself, thinking out loud. “No, that won’t… and… uh, am I allowed to switch?”

“No, you are not!” Juan told him. “Sorry!”

He shrugged. “I am not allowed either, so – it is fair.”

“Great…” Max sighed. “Uh… can you try Stun Spore?”

“Sure…” Guy agreed, somewhat dubious, and sprinkled some into the water. “I think the pool’s too big, though.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Max agreed. “And you can’t use your Toxic Orb because you’d stop healing… wait, I know! Guy, use Giga Drain!”

“Out of the water!” Juan called quickly.

Green light built up on Guy’s frill for a moment, then pulsed outwards – reaching down into the water, turning it all a faint green. Energy flowed up out of it into Guy, reinvigorating him and then a moment later there was a sploosh and Sealeo emerged from the water onto a platform.

“Hit him with a Dynamic Punch!” Max called.

Guy crouched, kicking off from his platform, and this time the recoil sent it skipping across the water to bump off the side of the pool. He arced through the air, fist cocked back, and then lashed out as he came in to land.

Sealeo met him with an Aurora Beam, the Ice-type energy crashing into the unstable power of the Dynamic Punch, and Guy grimaced as he tried to keep it under control.

“Add Blizzard!” Juan instructed.

“Sky Uppercut!” Max countered.

Guy grabbed onto Sealeo’s whiskers with his free hand, then used both feet to slam-kick the Water-type into the air. The force of the kick drove him into the water and Sealeo high into the air, and then the Dynamic Punch detonated beneath the water and produced a cloud of bubbles.

“Sometimes I hate my job,” Sealeo muttered, flipping lazily end-over-end at the top of his arc before coming crashing back down towards the water.

The impact sent a plume of spray rising into the air which took several seconds to fall back to the pool.

“Guy?” Max called. “Are you okay?”

There was a long pause. Then a domed head broke the surface, and Guy dragged the unconscious Sealeo out of the water by his tail.

“Are you okay?” Max repeated, jogging around to the stairs. “That looked pretty nasty…”

“I think so,” Guy said, sitting down heavily. “It’s all a bit of a blur after the explosion next to my face.”

“I think this means you win,” Juan said, returning Sealeo. “But it does also mean that if we have a double battle, your Breloom will have problems.”

“Yeah, I know…” Max winced. “Okay, Guy, have a rest.”

Guy vanished in a flicker of red light, and Max went back to his stand.


“So, what happened?” Ninetales asked. “You were using Aura, right?”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “I didn’t see all the moves that Guy did, but I’m pretty sure there was a Force Palm in there – or maybe it was a Focus Punch.”

“It must be nice to see through solid materials as you do,” Wallace noted. “Almost like everything is clear as water.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of a pain telling what I’m looking at sometimes,” Ash said. “I mean, I’ve had a lot of experience, but still… Sealeo’s kind of a blue-white glow, and Guy’s more green and brown.”

“Still, something we can’t experience,” Wallace summarized. “I hope it won’t be the only thing that defines our battle, though.”

“It’s one of Ash’s skills,” Brock pointed out. “And his Lucario can do it too, so it should be allowed – right?”

“Oh, it’s allowed,” Wallace began.

“Wait, look!” Ash said, pointing. “This should be cool!”

Max sent out his Pokémon.


Juan sighed. “I was somehow expecting this.”

He looked over at Wallace. “I didn’t want to try for the Elite Four because I didn’t want to fight Legendaries, and now – I have to fight Jirachi!”

Hi! Jirachi transmitted, smiling and waving. It’s nice to finally have a gym battle!

“Well, then,” Juan said, nodding. “I suppose I will have to give you a good one.”

He threw the Dive Ball he’d been holding, and his own Pokémon appeared with another flash.

Max groaned. “Oh, come on!”

“Crawdaunt,” the Water-type said, clacking an oversized pincer.

…that doesn’t seem very fair, Jirachi pouted. And we spent all that time practising!

“I guess we’ll just have to improvise,” Max decided. “Okay, ready?”

Yeah! Jirachi agreed, perking up again.

“Begin,” Juan said. “Bubblebeam.”

Whooaaah! Jirachi yelped, diving out of the way of the stream of glowing bubbles. What do I do, Max?

“Give me a moment?” Max asked. “I’ll think of something…”


“Jirachi!” Max called. “I thought of something!”

Good! Jirachi replied, covering his face against a barrage of bubbles. Ow, ow, ow!

“Psychic!” Max ordered. “On the water – lift up a big bubble of water and use it as a shield!”

Wow! Jirachi spread his arms, a glow surrounding his form, and a large chunk of swimming pool took on a similar glow before rising into the air – leaving a hole which the remaining water slopped down into. I didn’t think of that!

Crawdaunt clung onto his platform with his pincers as well as his legs, holding fire for a few seconds until the float stopped rocking, then squinted up at the big translucent globe of water.

“Just keep it there!” Max told Jirachi. From the side, he could see both Jirachi and Crawdaunt, and knew the Psychic-type had it in about the right place. “Now, uh… how can we counter-attack..”

“Dark Pulse,” Juan stated.

Uh oh, Jirachi ‘pathed, just before the pulse of crackling purple energy slammed into his watery shield.

He scrambled to hold onto it, managing to keep it mostly in one piece, but great gobs of water smacked into the pool below.

“Again,” Juan instructed. “Try to get through to Jirachi, Crawdaunt.”

Maaax? Jirachi pleaded. What do I do now?

“Use some of the water to hit him!” Max said. “Pick it up and throw it!”

Uh… Water Bomb? Jirachi said, choosing a name more or less ad-hoc, and throwing several gallons at Crawdaunt.

The Dark-type hit it with a claw, smashing it to pieces and sending droplets raining in all directions.

“Perhaps – no, I know!” Max said suddenly. “Future Sight, Jirachi! Lots of it!”

Pardon? Jirachi asked, completely lost. But… he’s a Dark type! Why should I do Future Sight?

“Aim down a bit!” Max told him, then flinched away from a burst of water as Crawdaunt hit the shield with another Dark Pulse.

Aim down? But… ohhh, right! Jirachi sent, realizing. Got it!

His tags pulsed, rippling like they were in a high wind, and his water bombs dropped to the pool now he was no longer supporting them.

A moment later, the pool erupted like depth charges were going off. Fountains of spray shot skywards, blasting outwards and losing definition before raining back as individual droplets, and one of them carried a startled-looking Crawdaunt skywards.

“All right!” Max cheered, as the explosions continued to throw water out of the pool as fast as it refilled. “You got him!”

Yeah! Jirachi said, beaming, then ducked as Crawdaunt fired two dark Pulses as he fell. Uh oh…

“That was a pretty good trick,” Juan admitted, wincing at the crunch as Crawdaunt landed before rolling himself upright. “But now Crawdaunt is not in the water any more, so think again.”

“Ergh…” Max said, frowning. “We really should have worked on some other moves for you…”

I know, Jirachi agreed, nodding, and winced as a Dark Pulse came close to punching through his shield. But I think… uh…

He noticed that the water was becoming slightly pink. What’s going on?

“Your hands!” Max said, pointing.

Jirachi looked down.

His hands were glowing a faint pink, which got stronger as he watched. Little flickers of blue joined the pink, and he looked from one hand to another in confusion.

Max, what’s happening? Jirachi asked. I don’t understand…

“Put your hands together!” Max said quickly. “And point them at Crawdaunt!”

Jirachi did so, and the light took on a golden tinge. What now?


Gardevoir leaned forwards.

“What is it, mom?” Kirlia asked.

“That looks almost like-”


Jirachi, much to his surprise, used Dazzling Gleam.

The Fairy-typed wave of energy flashed out, smacking into Crawdaunt, and sent the Dark-type skidding backwards.

He shook his head, stood up, took a step forwards, and fell into the pool.

Jirachi had just enough time to set up a Future Sight, and Crawdaunt was launched into the air again before bouncing off the ceiling.

“Okay, okay!” Juan said, recalling the Dark-type. “I can see how this is going to be going. Well done – I can see that Jirachi was not experienced, but you managed to deal with a Pokémon it is difficult for Psychics to deal with.”

He gave Jirachi a closer look. “But you should really make sure that he practices that move.”

“Yeah, we will!” Max agreed fervently. “I didn’t know what that move was, just that it looked kind of… Fairy-y.”

That was fun! Jirachi said, eyes bright. It was kind of scary during the battle, but it was really exciting too!

Max smiled, reaching up to snag Jirachi as the Psychic-type came down and giving him a hug. “I bet it was!”

Jirach giggled.

After another few seconds, Max let him go and reached for a final Pokéball. “Right, I’m ready!”

“Good,” Juan replied. “So am I.”

“Arc, your turn!” Max said, throwing the Pokéball.

The Manectric materialized on the nearest platform, still bobbing about as the water level rose back to normal in the pool, and shook his fur out. “Okay, let’s go!”

“Ah,” Juan said. “It seems you are in for another test of your ability to adapt.”

With that, he sent out a big Whiscash.

Max did a double take. “…oh, no…”

“Should I still Mega Evolve?” Arc asked, glancing back at his trainer.

“Yeah, you should,” Max agreed. “It can’t hurt – okay, here we go!”

Juan spotted the Mega Stone as it began to glow, and nodded to himself. “That is a good sign,” he told them. “It tells me you and your Pokémon work well together.”

Arc glowed orange as the transformation took, expanding out in all directions as his hair spiked up and fizzled with static, and he let out a howl which rattled the windows.

“Ow!” Max winced. “That was louder than I thought!”

“Cinder showed me how!” Arc yipped, sounding pleased with himself as the glow died down and revealed his Mega form.

Then Whiscash sprayed mud at him.

“Okay, Arc!” Max said, as his Electric-type washed mud off his muzzle. “Let’s use our Ground type tactics!”


“How would you deal with this one, Ash?” Brock asked.

Pikachu raised a paw. “I know!”

“…apart from using Pikachu’s ability to electrocute Ground-types,” he amended.

As Pikachu sulked, Ash frowned. “Well, I guess it depends on the moves – the important bit is that it’s not got any kind of resistance to Normal attacks, if you can hit it.”

Brock nodded. “Right…”

He watched as Arc paced back and forth on the poolside, fur crackling. “Does it look like he’s doing that?”

“Well, I did help them work this one out…” Ash admitted. “So I can’t really guess without basically cheating.”


Arc’s fur frizzed and snapped with little electrical discharges as he paced along the poolside.

“Okay, that looks like enough for now!” Max said. “Get ready!”

“I do not know what you are trying,” Juan admitted. “But I think that it will not work. Whiscash, Mud Bomb!”

Arc tensed as soon as the order was given, curling the toes of his forepaws over the lip of the pool rim. Then, the moment that Whiscash emerged, he kicked off – with an almighty BANG as his fur discharged, sending him cannoning forwards in what looked more like Extremespeed than a Quick Attack.

Whiscash had enough time to fire the Mud Bomb before Arc arrived, but not enough time to re-aim it – the attack went much higher than Arc, and passed clean over him.

“What-!?” Juan asked, hands starting to go up to his ears.

Arc hit Whiscash hard, striking a little to one side of the W marking atop his forehead, and the impact drove Juan’s Water-type back at least a foot. As Arc brought his hindpaws up, the Whiscash recovered a little from the stunning hit – then was pushed back underwater as Arc used all four paws to push off to land back on the far side of the pool.

The waves produced by so much Mega Manectric hitting Whiscash slopped against the side of the pool, washing away much of the Mud Bomb and making the pool water turn murkier.

“That was a good trick,” Juan admitted, watching as Arc skidded a little on his landing before turning to pace along the opposite poolside. “But perhaps it is a little limited?”

“Maybe,” Max replied. “Okay, Arc… he’s going to have to come up again some time!”

“Right!” Arc replied, fur fizzing with stored electricity, and peered into the murky water.

“Knock him into the water!” Juan called.

“Get back, Arc!” Max instructed.

Arc did so, paws slipping slightly as he backed away several steps. Then there was a blur as a ball of psychic energy formed – behind Arc – and cannoned into him, sending him skidding across the poolside and into the water.

“Arc!”

Future Sight? Jirachi asked. Oh, sure, the Ground-type gets to use it…

“Quickly, Bulldoze!” Juan said. “While he’s underwater!”

Several splashes and smacks came from the pool, water turning muddier and muddier as they did so, and once Arc breached the surface to yelp and draw in air before going back down.

“Now!” Max called suddenly.

Juan frowned.

Then there was an almighty flash from within the pool. The water fizzed and sparked, the metal stair rails took on an unhealthy red glow, and then Arc and Whiscash came rocketing out of the pool.

Both landed with a smack on the poolside, well away from the water, and Arc gulped in a great lungful of air before turning and hitting Whiscash with a final Ice Fang.

Juan stared. “What… just happened?”

“Simple,” Max said, smiling as broadly as he could manage. “Arc’s electricity doesn’t just go away because he’s in the water. Especially muddy water – it’s insulating, and the charge can’t get far from his fur like that. He just used it all at once to swim – so fast he knocked Whiscash out of the pool!”

There was a moment of silence, then Wallace stood up and clapped.

“Bravo!” he said, with a smile. “An excellent demonstration of how to overcome a weakness – turn it into a strength!”

Juan looked a bit put out. “And I was so hoping for a final doubles match, as well…”

He shook his head, then reached into a pocket. “Well, Max Maple – you have defeated me. Allow me to congratulate you on your eighth and final badge… and your official qualification for the Ever Grande tournament.”

“That was so cool!” Arc said, tail wagging, as he transitioned back down from Mega. Then his eyes crossed, and he whimpered.

“…I think I got mud on my tongue…”
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“Okay, my turn!” Ash said, getting up. Pikachu rode his shoulder, balancing with his tail as a counterweight, and then jumped off to hurry ahead of Ash to the poolside.

“Hold on a moment, Mr. Ketchum,” Wallace requested. “I’m afraid we still need to clean the pool – it’ll take a few minutes.”

“I can handle that!” Ash replied, taking a Fast Ball.

Brock did a double-take. “Really. Ash? Really?”

Ash glanced back, puzzled, then looked down at the Fast Ball. “What? I mean, I hope she doesn’t mind…”

“I would be honoured for Suicune to grace my gym,” Juan said, working out what they were talking about.

The Water-type promptly emerged, landing on the water itself with delicately placed paws. “It’s an honour all its own to be here,” she said, giving him a bow as the whole pool turned sparkling blue-clear. “I’ve seen many gyms, but this is one of the first Water-type ones I’ve been in.”

Turning, each footfall producing a series of concentric ripples, she smiled at Max. “And my congratulations, Max. I only heard what was going on, but you’ve clearly done well.”

“Thanks,” Max said, reaching down to the still-muddy Arc and giving him a stroke. “And thanks on behalf of all of us, too.”

Suicune smiled.

“I hope you’re not planning on using her in battle,” Wallace said, smiling. “It might make the challenge a little easy.”

Ash blinked. “Challenge?”

Wallace reached into his outfit, and drew out three Pokéballs. “This challenge – here are Pokéballs containing three of my Pokémon. I will tell you what three Pokémon they are, and then you will take three Pokéballs and do the same – and then we each pick a Pokéball from the other person.”

“I think I get it,” Max said. “It’s so you don’t know what you’re going to use.”

“Correct!” Wallace agreed. “And, obviously, a Fast Ball would cause problems.”

“Yeah, but…” Ash frowned. “I was going to use Pikachu, and he never uses his Pokéball – and it’s got a lightning-bolt mark on it, too.”

“Ah, I see…” Wallace put a hand to his chin. “Well, we’ll think of something. Who else are you using?”

Ash took two Pokéballs off his belt. “Glalie and Corphish.”

Lucario came padding up behind Ash, and took a third ‘ball off Ash’s belt. “Here,” he said. “Use mine to represent Pikachu’s.”

“Phew!” Pikachu said, exhaling. “Thanks, Lucario – I was afraid I’d be stuck not having this gym battle after all this time psyching myself up!”

“It sounds like the problem’s been sorted out?” Wallace asked, as Max and Juan retired to the stands. “Well, then – let’s start. My three Pokémon are Milotic, Greninja, and Magikarp.”

“What’s a Greninja?” Ash asked. “No, wait… I think Gary mentioned them once…”

“They’re Water-types,” Wallace said, stating the obvious. “Most often found in Kalos.”

“Magikarp!?” Pikachu asked, having finished gaping. “A Magikarp? But – but – you’re a former Grand Champion! How – a Magikarp?”

“What’s he saying?” Wallace asked, looking down in confusion.

“Pikachu’s kind of surprised about the Magikarp,” Ash summarized. “Remember, Pikachu – some Magikarp can be stronger than you think. Remember that time we met the B-Button League?”

Pikachu stopped mid-rant, and whirled on Ash. “Didn’t you say we’d never mention that?”

“Ah, the B-Button League,” Wallace smiled. “I remember them. I like them!”


“Great work, Max,” May said, giving her brother a hug. “That was a pretty cool battle – if, uh, a bit wet…”

“Thanks,” Max smiled. “And yeah, I think Juan doesn’t mind getting the whole gym wet if it would make the point.”

May nodded – then released Max and took a step back. “Ew, Arc! Don’t get mud all over my clothes!”

Arc dropped back to all fours, looking vaguely sorry. “Uh… whoops, I guess I forgot about all the mud…”

Max sat down next to May’s seat, patted his lap, and oofed slightly as Arc jumped up to sit on his lap. “I wonder how Ash’s match is going to go.”

“Well, he is fighting Wallace,” May pointed out. “That means it’s probably going to look good as well as be a good battle.”

“Good point,” Max agreed.


“Pick the first Pokémon,” Wallace directed.

Ash pointed to one of Wallace’s Pokéballs, and Wallace did the same for Ash.

“This should be an interesting battle,” Wallace went on. “So – now!”

“Go!” Ash called.

His Pokéball went flying into the arena, and flashed – revealing Corphish.

The Pokémon for Wallace turned out to be his Milotic, who plunged gracefully into the water before emerging with two-thirds of her length out of the water.

“Okay, Corphish!” Ash said. “Let’s go with defensive for now!”

The only sign Corphish gave that he’d heard was a twin snap-hiss as he activated both his Razor Shells.

“Milotic, use Twister!” Wallace ordered.

Milotic vanished back into the water with nary a ripple, and began swimming around below the surface. The water stirred to follow her, then sped up and developed into a whirlpool that turned the surface into a spiral pattern.

“Uh… that’s Whirlpool,” Ash said, then blinked. “Wait, no, that is Twister!”

The outer edge of the spiral glowed green, rising up into the air all around Corphish, then focused inwards with startling speed.

A glowing green, translucent wall engulfed Corphish, obscuring him from sight for several worrying seconds.

“I’m surprised you’re not more worried,” Wallace said, looking over at Ash.

“Corphish is fine,” Ash replied.

A moment later, there was a vwuuum and the entire Twister fell apart – sliced to pieces at the base, unravelling upwards until there was just a rain of green Dragon-type sparkles all over the arena.

Corphish returned his blades to guard position. “Sorry, not much of a fan of tornadoes.”

Milotic emerged from the pool again, this time just her head and tail. “Interesting. I can see I’ll have to try something special with you.”

She looked over at her trainer, who nodded. “Okay, Milotic, Haze!”

The sleek Water-type vanished underwater again, then burst out some distance from Corphish and did a full-body roll in midair, holding herself absolutely vertical as she did so. The water droplets that went flying in all directions from her high-speed spin scattered in all directions, hanging in the air and taking on a misty quality as they did so.

A final pulse of cool air as Milotic went back underwater gave a white, opaque quality to it, and the space over and around the pool became almost impossible to see through.

“Okay, that could be a problem…” Ash said, and closed his eyes. “Corphish – be ready to react fast!”


Corphish held his shellsabers at the ready, shifting slightly and continuously to make sure he was ready to move as soon as he needed to.

There was a movement in the mist, and one eye tracked it.

“Left!” Ash called, and Corphish moved both red-glowing blades to his side. One was high, blocking the incoming Dragon Tail swipe, the other swept out lower and caught Milotic’s tail for a glancing blow before she slipped back underwater.

“Good!” Ash congratulated. “Now – behind!”

The crustacean Water-type rotated his shoulders, crossing both blades just behind his back and running nearly parallel to his tail, and the impact nearly drove them into his shell.

Corphish scuttled to one side, shoulders turning through a complex motion, and freed up one claw to take action as the other kept pressing on Milotic’s tail. He slammed a Crabhammer into the gleaming surface, and Milotic thrashed her tail to make him let go.

Switching tack smoothly, Corphish fired a barrage of Bubblebeam. The result propelled his float forwards several inches, but Milotic only took one hit from the wildly inaccurate storm before flashing down into the water.

Turning back to his original facing, Corphish stared fixedly into the white mist.

“She’s in front of you!” Ash said. “But she’s not attacking…”

“You know, you shouldn’t be attacking poor old me,” Milotic said, in a cooing tone.

Corphish tilted his head. “Why not?”

“Well…” Milotic went on, voice sweet and charming. “I’m just the kind of Pokémon you should be nice to! Don’t you think?”

“No?” Corphish replied.

“Wait… that’s Attract,” Ash realized. “Or Captivate? Something like that!”

“Oh, I see,” Corphish nodded. “Meh.”

Both his pincers faced directly back, and he used Bubblebeam to launch his whole float forwards.

As he approached Milotic, he twisted – using one Bubblebeam jet to spin his float, the other to keep moving. Once his ride was going in the right direction, he switched both back to Razor Shell and brought them across in a double-bladed swipe at Milotic.

She flinched back as he appeared out of the mist, then leaned back just far enough to avoid being caught by the blades. Not willing to let it go at that, she also brought her tail up to flip the float entirely.

Corphish went tumbling into the water, and for a moment there was just water everywhere. Then the foam and bubbles cleared, and he saw Milotic coming at him through the water with her maw glowing for an underwater Dragon Pulse.

The Ruffian Pokémon crossed his blades again, deflecting the Dragon Pulse off towards the surface, and swiped unsuccessfully at her as she gracefully evaded the attack.

Landing on the base of the pool, Corphish kicked off – jumping at least a few inches into the water, and then using all six legs to start swimming after Milotic.

At least he could see her now.


“Ah, welcome,” Giovanni said, looking up from his desk.

Jessie, James and Meowth filed in.

“You wanted to see us, boss?” James asked.

Giovanni nodded, indicating the seats they usually took. Persian raised his head, regarding all three coolly, and then settled back to rest his head on his delicately-trimmed paws.

His eyes seemed to glitter below half-closed eyelids.

Several seconds went by, only the tick of the clock making any noise.

“Uh… boss?” Jessie tried. “What was it you wanted?”

Giovanni leaned back slightly, and smiled. “Well, it’s just a matter of missing records – nothing to worry about.”

He examined their relaxation, then went on. “You see, it seems that one of our Mega Stones has gone missing from the armoury.”

“You mean da Sceptilite?” Meowth asked, then his eyes widened slightly. “Oh, yeah, that… hehe…”

“I can see you’re aware of the problem,” Giovanni said, still pleasant. “I was just wondering if you had any insights into what happened.”

“We dropped it,” James said.

“You dropped it,” Giovanni repeated. “I see. I suppose that kind of mistake can happen, with one of the rarest and most valuable objects in the world.”

“Yeah,” Jessie agreed. “Just one of those things.”

“Of course, if I wanted to know more,” Giovanni went on, “I admit that I’m a little confused as to why you needed a Sceptilite in the first place.”

He let the question hang in the air, then clasped his hands. “Well, that’s all I wanted to know, so thank you for your time.”

The cell stood so quickly their chairs nearly fell over.

“Oh, and there was something else I wanted to mention,” Giovanni added. “According to one of our other operatives, Ash Ketchum’s Sceptile was recently practising going Mega.”

The crime boss fancied he could hear the simultaneous nervous gulp.

“I just thought you should know, since you interact with him on occasion,” Giovanni said. “Well, that’s all.”


A burst of green flame came spearing out of the water, exploding outwards as soon as it reached the air and scouring the Mist from the air – leaving a shower of tiny sparkles which fell to the water and vanished.

As the sparkles dimmed and faded, Corphish emerged from the middle of the cloud – exoskeleton scorched and blackened, but still looking ready for a fight. He used a blast of Bubblebeam for propulsion, landing neatly back on one of the floats, and crossed his claws into a ready stance.

Milotic emerged from the water some distance away, and brought her tail up to her chin. “Interesting…”

“Pokémon keep saying that to me,” Corphish said blandly.

The other Water-type shrugged, a sinuous full-body motion, and her tail flicked back and forth. “I can imagine they do, you’re the sort of Pokémon who just doesn’t give up.”

Ash looked back and forth between them – the underwater battle had changed their relative positions, so Corphish was on his right and almost all the way at the far corner, while Milotic was close on his left side. “Okay, I think we can win this – just be ready!”

“Doesn’t want to surrender, despite how he might sometimes want to,” Milotic went on, tail flicking rhythmically. “Despite how he might feel his limbs grow leaden with the effort of fighting, and slowly think that maybe he’d do better to give in…”

“Watch out, Corphish,” Ash went on. “She’s going to try something, don’t let her surprise you!”

Corphish nodded, a little slowly.

“It’d be so much easier to just rest,” Milotic finished, and Corphish blinked – then faceplanted onto the float, eyes shut.

“Wait!” Ash said suddenly. “Corphish, wake up!”

Milotic lunged, form blurring across the pool, and curled around Corphish in a taut Bind before he could wake up – let alone defend himself.

Claws pinned to his side, pincers carefully arranged so no part of Milotic was in direct line with the potential movement of a Razor Shell, Corphish found himself helpless when he woke up again.

Then Milotic hit him with a Dragon Pulse, her form of the attack firing out from every inch of her scales – meaning that Corphish was right at the centre of an overlapping series of wavefronts.

The graceful Water-type released her Bind in a single supple motion, flinging Corphish high into the air, and launched a final jet of Dragon Pulse at him.

There was an explosion, and when Corphish landed he was clearly out for the count.


“…wow,” May said, softly. “Now that’s how someone can be a Coordinator and a Grand Champion!”

“I think we may need to add something to the training schedule,” Blaziken noted. “I’ll just pencil in ‘everything’.”


Ash recalled Corphish, wincing. “Well, I guess at least that looked like a good battle…”

“Oh, it was,” Wallace assured him. “Spectacular – that red beam-sword trick he had was an impressive one, enough that you could build a Contest around it.”

“I’m not sure where I’d go from there,” Ash admitted, then returned his attention to the Pokéballs. “So I guess this also chooses what the third battle’s going to be?”

“That’s correct,” Wallace confirmed. “Since there’ll be only one Pokémon left for each of us. So – make your fateful choice!”

Ash frowned, then pointed to one. “That one next.”

Wallace took it, placing the final one in a pocket for now, and then indicated one of Ash’s Pokéballs. “And you should send that one out.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. He drew back his arm, then threw. “Go!”

Pikachu watched intently, ready to jump forwards if the ‘ball clicked open empty.


There was a bright white flash, and a Magikarp formed.

“I am here,” he said, then hit the water with a splash.

Glalie materialized overhead, his white-and-black shape hovering several feet above the pool, and he tilted down to look. “…so, I get the Magikarp then.”

“Okay, Glalie!” Ash called. “Don’t forget, this Magikarp’s going to be tougher than you think!”

“Sure, sure,” Glalie agreed. “I know, there’s something fishy about him.”


Wallace glanced sideways at Ash’s groan. “Something wrong?”

“I don’t want to explain,” Ash replied. “It’s just a really bad pun…”


“Ice Beam!” Glalie said, starting off simple, as a burst of icy-blue light flashed downwards and struck the pool.

It instantly produced a thin layer of clear ice around the point of contact, though it didn’t take long for the movement of the water in the pool to start forcing the ice to break up.

A moment later, all the fragments of ice went flying as the Magikarp launched himself into the air.

Glalie was startled despite Ash’s warning, and by the time he’d recovered his composure the Water-type was right up to him and delivering a powerful tail slap.

“Get off!” Glalie snapped, Blizzard forming around him. He used precise bursts of cold to form a crystalline shield, blocking the follow-up attack Magikarp made as he came down again, and then shattered it into hundreds of icy darts to rain them down at his foe.

Magikarp splashed back into the water before the darts reached him, and almost all their force was spent by the impact – meaning only one actually struck, and that did almost no damage.

Scarcely had Glalie seen that when Magikarp came flashing back up out of the water again – moving faster, now.

“Shield!” Glalie called out, both horns flashing, and he formed a thicker, spherical shield out of ice.

Magikarp hit it, bounced off, then hit it again – hard enough to make it crack.

“What?” Glalie asked, slightly dumbfounded, as Magikarp bounced off the crack three more times in quick succession before breaking a small hole and entering.

The next few seconds were quite painful for the Ice-type.


“Glalie!” Ash called, wincing at the cling-cling-cling sound of Magikarp pinging around inside Glalie’s ice shield – and hitting Glalie about once or twice a second. “Cancel your shield!”

“Leave the field?” Glalie replied, sounding woozy. “What would that – oh, right!”

The ice dissolved into an instant puff of snow, and Magikarp went flying out towards the side of the gym as his ricochet point vanished.

Turning with a pair of quick tail flips, Magikarp hit the wall at the right orientation to bounce himself back towards the water. Glalie formed a pair of ice Flying-types – both Noctowl – but neither managed to intercept before the hyperactive Water-type splashed back into the water and was safe.

“Are you okay?” Ash asked, somewhat concerned with how Glalie’s second Noctowl had gone skidding across the floor of the gym before he dismissed it.

“I’m fine, thank you, Ashley,” Glalie replied, eyes unfocused, then shook his everything and blinked rapidly. “That fish hits hard…”

“I know!” Ash said, pointing. “Just freeze the whole pool!”

He didn’t notice Wallace smirk slightly.

“Got it!” Glalie replied, horns building up a much larger charge.

“Ash, no!” Brock called from the side. “If you freeze the whole pool it’ll crack the foundations!”

Wallace lost his smirk.

“Why?” Ash replied. “What would make that happen?”

“It’s because ice is bigger than water!” Brock told him. “It’s how ice cubes and icebergs float!”

“So… no freezing the whole pool?” Ash asked.

Brock shook his head.

“Okay, uh…” Ash frowned. “Glalie, freeze a lid over the top of the pool – that’ll be better than nothing…”

“Still no!” Brock shouted. “Unless you leave a route for water to escape from underneath!”

“Okay, I’m just going to cover it with ice cubes,” Glalie decided, firing down a series of short bursts of Ice Beam.

“That’s fine!” Brock informed them. “Keep going!”

“Thank you for not destroying my gym,” Juan called. “It is much appreciated!”

“I’ve been trying…” Ash replied.


Magikarp’s tail flipped back and forth as he watched the ice slowly cover the pool.

That was interesting.

A lot of things were interesting to Magikarp. He was endlessly fascinated by the variety of the world, and the variety of the Pokémon in it.

This one, for example, was in mid-air, and so he had to Bounce up to a height he could hit it with a tail slap. That was unusual.

Still, it was about time for another attack. Magikarp swam down to the bottom of the pool, turned so he faced directly upwards, and then accelerated.

He was good at accelerating.


Blocks of ice went everywhere as the supercharged Magikarp blasted up into the air.

“Ha!” Glalie called, a wave of icy energy pulsing out from his body. “Take that!”

The Blizzard flashed outwards, turning Magikarp’s water plume into drifting snow and slush, and freezing the fish himself at the apex of a thin spike of ice that was all that was left of his watery accompaniment.

“Right,” Glalie went on, slightly calmer. His horns flashed, and a Machamp arm formed out of ice – then wound up for a punch.

“Look out!” Ash called. “That Magikarp’s shaking!”

Glalie blinked. “What?”

The ice containing Magikarp shattered, and he rocketed out towards Glalie. This time the Ice-type was a little more ready, and Magikarp’s charge was blocked by the repurposed Machamp arm.

Glalie edged backwards in the air as his construct turned from clear ice to shattered fragments from the force of the blow, and then sighed as Magikarp dropped back to safety.

“Right, that’s it!” he announced, more Ice energy building up. “I’m going to monger you!”

He quickly looked up to see if anyone got it.

“You’re going to what?” Pikachu asked. “Monger? Do you mean mangle?”

“No, monger!” Glalie replied. “You know, like… a fish… monger?”

Magikarp slapped him in the chin.

“Cannonball!” Glalie announced, dropping straight down after Magikarp. He hit the pool with a boom, and great sheets of water went everywhere.


“Huh,” May said, looking at her now nearly dry clothes, and then at the water running off the level below. “I guess they really do get the splash zone worked out right.”

“That’s good,” Max agreed, wincing as Ninetales shook herself out on the bottom row. “I’d hate to get that wet… again, anyway.”

Ninetales sneezed, and said something testy.

“I’ve got a fur dryer,” Brock told her. “And then I think we might need to use the comb… it’ll be really poofy…”

“I do not think my gym has been this well washed in months,” Juan said, wringing out his neckpiece. “At least it is an expression of the Water type.”


Glalie gazed through the water, looking around for the missing Magikarp.

There was a whack on the back of his head, and he spun. “Ow!”

Another thwack, this time on one cheek.

“Okay, Freeze-Dry!” Glalie snapped, producing a spherical pulse of cold which turned a large chunk of the pool around him into very solid ice.

He floated there for a moment, then an idea came to him. Exerting as much effort as he could, he lifted himself out of the water – complete with his icy cargo.

Once he reached the side of the pool, he floated a little distance away – then smashed himself into the ground, breaking the ice around him and leaving it out of the pool.

That done, Glalie headed back over to the pool.

“Glalie, wait!” Ash said. “Look!”

Confused, Glalie turned.

There was Magikarp, caught in the ice – unable to move, with the ice so solid and cold it was completely without the small fractures that would normally have given him play to move.

“I concede on Magikarp’s behalf,” Wallace said, returning him. “Not bad, Ash Ketchum – could have been better, but then very few are ready for Magikarp.”

“Yeah, that was a lot harder than I was expecting,” Ash agreed.

Glalie had to concur.

“Ah, Magikarp, his job is to exploit those who do not think a Magikarp can fight well,” Juan said sagely. “More of a battle Pokémon than a contest Pokémon.”

“I guess if you’re a Champion and a Coordinator, you do need both,” Ash said. “Uh… do we bother doing the pick-a-Pokéball thing here?”

“No, no point,” Juan confirmed.

“Right, at last!” Pikachu said, jumping off Ash’s shoulder. “Let’s do this!”

Ash returned Glalie, then clipped Lucario’s Pokéball back on his belt with the others. “Should I go over there, or…”

“Why not,” Juan invited.


“Do you think he knows?” Jessie asked.

“I hope not,” James replied, shivering. “He’s scary enough when he thinks we haven’t done anything wrong!”

“Actually, I’m pretty sure he does,” Cubone opined, throwing a bone from one paw to the other. “Don’t you think so, Meowth?”

“…ya know, I tink I might have worked it out,” Meowth said, putting a claw to his chin and tapping it. “What if he does know, but he wanted ta show dat he knew without havin’ to actually point it out?”

“That does make sense,” James said slowly. “But that would mean that he actually values having us around.”

“…Moltres,” Cubone pointed out.

“Oh, yeah…” Meowth mused.

He turned the corner, looking into the hangar, and blinked. “Hey, guys? Trouble!”

“Trouble?” Jessie repeated, then followed Meowth’s gaze. “Okay, that’s trouble.”

“Someone stole the plane!” James said, blinking.

Jessie’s expression hardened. “Then we’re getting it back! James, get on their trail with Moltres! Meowth, grab one of the robots!”

“Got it!” Meowth agreed, as Moltres materialized in a burst of light. “You want the Aerodactyl?”

“Whatever’s fast enough!” Jessie told him.

Behind her, Moltres took off with a storm of wind and a shower of embers. She blew past the half-open hangar doors, turning sideways to negotiate them without having to slow down, and vanished from view.

Cubone judged the distance, then threw a bonemerang. It skipped once off the floor, then hit the door-opening switch before dissolving.

Jessie jumped onto the Aerodactyl-bot as Meowth taxied it past, slipped into the cockpit, and returned Cubone before gunning the throttle and following Moltres and James out into the sky.


“You were right!” Henry said, looking back over his shoulder. “They didn’t even question it!”

“I told you, this plane belongs to some of the Boss’s favourites,” Mason replied. “Those grunts in the hangar were never going to stop it once it was taxiing.”

He chuckled, rubbing a device on his wrist. “Besides, it’s not like they’d have been able to stop us even if they tried…”

Henry turned them north, on a line to Almia. “You did make that deal we wanted, right?”

“Yeah, we get a free ride, stop worrying,” Mason advised. “And make sure we head out to sea, I don’t want us to show up on any radars.”


In the hold, a female Pikachu finished towelling off her hair. “Okay, so that didn’t work so well…” she muttered, checking with a mirror to make sure all the pink had gone. “I’ve never been so bubbly.”

Dropping the towel to be washed, she scooted over to her supplies. “Now, where did I put that bald cap?”


Pikachu rolled his neck, and watched with interest as Wallace sent out his final Pokémon.

“So, Greninja, huh?” he asked, one ear twitching.

“That is correct,” Greninja confirmed, bowing.

“Ready?” Wallace asked, then waved his hand. “Begin!”

Greninja burst forwards, hands flashing into a gesture, and Pikachu started by launching out a powerful blast of electricity. “Thunderbolt!”

“Shadow sneak!” Greninja countered, with palms pressed against one another and two fingers in each raised.

Pikachu’s Thunderbolt hit Greninja – who promptly vanished in a puff of smoke.

“What?” the Electric-type asked, looking around and feeling outwards with his electrical senses. “I didn’t just see that, right? He just vanished?”

Greninja condensed out of smoke behind Pikachu, foot scything in for a blow.

“Behind you!” Ash called urgently, and Pikachu reacted by blasting several thousand volts right through his tail. The attack spread like a cone, arcing out in multiple directions, and hit Greninja in at least three places.

Wallace’s Pokémon simply vanished again, even quicker than last time.

“Okay, something’s not right here…” Pikachu mused. “Ash, any idea where he is?”

Ash scanned the area, then closed his eyes to look again – and did a double take. “Pikachu, he’s under the pool!”

“You mean in the pool, right?” Pikachu checked, blasting it with large quantities of electricity as he spoke.

“No, under it!” Ash stressed. “Under the tiles!”

As he spoke, Greninja moved – so fast Ash lost track of him – then appeared over Pikachu’s head, and his long-fingered hands blurred again. “Rock Tomb!”

He inhaled briefly, and spat out a boulder bigger than he was. The rock came just in time that Pikachu’s Thunder was mostly spent on smacking it aside, and large rock fragments rained down all around the Electric-type.

Sliding his left rear paw back for leverage, Pikachu flipped his tail underneath one of the rocks. With a burst of blue Aura for extra strength, he flipped the rock right back at Greninja – who made another lightning-fast gesture with both hands and smashed it to pieces with a punch.

“Right!” Pikachu snapped, and his cheeks chirped as he powered up. There was a moment when everything felt greasy, and then a spherical wave of electricity blasted outwards. “Shock Wave!”

Greninja gestured, forming a ball of crackling electricity in his hands for a moment, and then dove directly at the wave – slamming the ball into the ball-like Shock Wave.

The impact dished it in, then Greninja forced himself through into the relatively safe zone.

“Oh, come on!” Pikachu implored. “That usually works!”

Greninja spread his hands in apology, then crouched and blurred forwards. His tongue hooked around, flicking out and lobbing a blob of purple gunk at Pikachu, and he threw a pair of blurring blue shurikens at the same moment to give Pikachu several targets to deal with.

The Electric-type jumped into the air, pushing off hard enough to dodge all three attacks, and fired a thunderbolt out towards Greninja. This one moved much slower, but when Greninja dodged it he found that the attack followed him – yet another one of Pikachu’s library of Shock Wave techniques.

“Spikes!” Wallace ordered, speaking up for the first time in the high-speed battle.

Greninja dodged away from the trailing electrical surge, flipping over an Aura Sphere Pikachu added to the mix, and gestured. Dozens of sharp-looking caltraps scattered out from his gesture, landing all over the gym floor, and Greninja dove past them into the battlefield like it was water instead of hard tiling.

“He must know Dig!” Ash realized, as Pikachu’s Shock Wave grounded out on the Spikes. “That’s how he’s hiding underground!”

“Then I’ll just Earthquake him out!” Pikachu said, now very annoyed. “Seriously, this is-”

“Wait, Pikachu!” Ash interrupted. “We’ve kept seven gyms in one piece, don’t break this one – instead, uh, there’s got to be pipes, so try electrifying those!”

“I guess he has to be a Water type, so that’s going to work,” Pikachu agreed. “Okay, let’s see…”

“Greninja, back out!” Wallace ordered.

Pikachu let out a shout, sending stabbing bolts of electricity to touch every tile he could see and curving some so they hit the inner areas of the half-drained pool. “He’s got to come up somewhere!”

Greninja materialized right over his head, and hit Pikachu with a Strength attack that punted him halfway across the room.

“I guess he doesn’t,” Ash said, frowning. “Wait, something doesn’t seem right…”

Crouching as Pikachu got up, Greninja gestured – clasping his hands together, then forming a cross shape with two fingers of each hand extended.

With a flash of smoke, one Greninja became three, and they jumped away to different sides of the gym before lunging in.

One came at Pikachu from the left, and took an Iron Tail to the face – turning out to be a Substitute, which burst under the impact. Another made a frontal attack, and Pikachu fired a Thunderbolt at him before switching to the third – an attack from behind him.

“Pikachu, not-” Ash began.

The Force Palm smashed the third one into smoke.

Eyes widening, Pikachu turned back to the second one – who, body crackling with electricity, volleyed a kick into Pikachu before flickering away in a Quick Attack.


“I think we know who Wallace only uses for really important challenges,” Brock said.

Ninetales nodded. “He seems very agile.”

“Yes, Greninja is a powerful-” Juan began, and Brock interrupted him.

“Look!”

Greninja, now perched on the ceiling, examined a small yellow object before lobbing it into the stands.

“WHAT!?” Pikachu demanded, cheeks sparking – red cheeks blazing with electrical energy. “That’s MINE!”

Greninja shrugged, then did another of those funny gestures and blurred back to the attack with a surging blast of Ice Beam.


“Okay, we’re over da clouds,” Meowth reported. “Now what?”

“Now you let me drive!” Jessie replied, hitting a switch and changing control of the Aerodactyl-bot to her seat. “And tell me where we need to go!”

“Uh… well, I was mostly followin’ Moltres,” Meowth admitted. “An’ I don’t know if she’s got any idea.”

The silence was broken by a ringing sound.

“Should I get dat?” Meowth asked.

“Of course you should!” Jessie replied.

The Scratch Cat picked up the phone. “Yeah, Meowth here… oh, hi James! You do see da plane? Great!”

“Well, that’s a relief,” Jessie admitted. “Now, uh… how do we actually do this?”

“Well, if we can do it without breakin’ da plane, that’d be good,” Meowth said. “Pity is, most of da others are kinda in training – ya know, helpin’ with da Mega Evolutions. An’ I think Audino said somethin’ about a banquet.”

Jessie sighed. “Then we’ll… improvise,” she declared.

“Good ting we’re insured,” Meowth quipped.


Pikachu spun away from a blurring blue-clear shuriken, cheeks humming as he charged, and flung a Thunderbolt back at Greninja – then hissed with annoyance as the Water-type turned out to be a Substitute.

“Pikachu, stay calm!” Ash called. “Don’t let him get to you.”

The Electric-type took a deep breath, and nodded. “Right. Sorry, Ash…”

“That’s- behind you!” Ash said suddenly.

Pikachu whirled, and fired out a branching-tree version of Shockwave. It split into two attacks, then four, then eight, until hundreds of fine strands of electricity reached out for Greninja as he ran in to deliver a Night Slash.

Reacting with blazing speed, Greninja gestured and fired a Water Shuriken from his right hand. It hit the ground with a splash as Greninja jumped into the air, and just at that moment one of the reaching electrical strands touched the splash.

The whole Shock Wave discharged down that strand instead of into Greninja, making the central area of the gym hum with charge for a moment – then Pikachu managed to bean Greninja with a hastily thrown Aura Sphere.

Greninja was knocked backwards by the first really solid hit he’d taken all battle, flipped backwards, and used his tongue as a counterweight to roll out of the way of a follow-up Thunderbolt.

Wallace spoke up. “Greninja, play a single part!”

As Greninja skidded to a stop, his eyes narrowed.

He examined Pikachu closely, then gestured again and his palm began to spark with electricity.

“…really?” Pikachu asked, puzzled. “Okay, whatever.”

“Thunder!” Ash called.

Greninja flashed forwards, directly towards Pikachu as he charged his electrical attack.

“Switch to Shield!” Ash added, quickly enough that Pikachu had time to react. The burst of Thunder went around, not out, and Pikachu whirled it into a solid shield of sparkling electricity just as Greninja threw his Electric attack.

The blast hit Pikachu’s intensifying Counter Shield and was absorbed without effort, vanishing into Pikachu’s Lightningrod.

What came as a terrific shock to Pikachu, though, was when Greninja promptly charged right through the counter shield. The electricity came flashing into his body, not harming him in the slightest, and he hit Pikachu with a one-two-three combo of Night Slash and Ice Punch which knocked the Electric-type tumbling across the room.

“Wait – Pikachu, don’t use any more electric attacks!” Ash said, watching closely. “Use Aura!”

“Why?” Pikachu demanded, spinning on one heel and using his Iron Tail to split a Gunk Shot in half. “He’s a Water-type, right?”

“Yeah, but he’s absorbing your electricity!” Ash explained. “Force Palm!”

Pikachu did a double-take, then crouched and launched himself at the oncoming Greninja. He winced as a tongue slap got him in the side, then grabbed the appendage and used it as a lever point to get close enough for his Force Palm.

Greninja winced at the body blow, then punched Pikachu in one cheek. Sparks flashed out, flowing into Greninja’s body and turning to useful energy, and the Ninja Pokémon used it right away to unleash a wave of water that knocked Pikachu away again.

Spinning on his own axis, Pikachu formed a seething globe of bright blue Aura and flung it back before he even hit the ground. “Aura Sphere!”

Greninja detonated the Sphere with a Water Shuriken, producing a flash which concealed his position for a moment – augmented by a Smokescreen which pulsed out to make observation harder.

“Left!” Ash supplied.

Pikachu spun, ramming two spheres together to form a seeker cloud, and backflipped away from a blast of psychic energy as Greninja fired an Extrasensory at him.

He shot a Thundershock at the floor, experimentally, and it curved to ground into Greninja – who was busily dodging and diving away from the shower of seeker Spheres Pikachu had set on him.

“Great,” Pikachu sighed, wincing. “He copied my Lightningrod.”

A second Greninja volleyed in a Quick Attack, managing to hit Pikachu just as Pikachu burst him with an Iron Tail, and the original blurred in to capitalize on the moment of disorientation.


“Hey!” Henry called, alerting his partner. “Looks like we’ve got company.”

“Company?” Mason repeated, coming into the cockpit. “Where?”

“That Moltres, that’s what,” Henry said, indicating the rear camera. “Go get rid of them before they catch up!”

“Right, right,” Mason replied, checking the stolen device on his arm. “You’d think you were in charge or something…”

Muttering to himself, he left the cockpit and headed backwards through the plane. His Liepard jumped off a couch to join him, yowling a question, and he shrugged to her. “No, just the big shot pilot guy up there giving orders…”

As they reached the loading bay, Mason clipped himself to a stanchion and reached for the door controls.

“Don’t get sucked out now,” he said, and Liepard wrapped her tail around a piece of the aircraft frame.

Hitting the controls with his elbow, he turned on the device on his arm and aimed the pointer – grinning as a small disc flashed out.


“Remember, we just need to get on board!” James called into the slipstream. “Don’t damage it too badly!”

Moltres let out a cry in return, and James couldn’t help but chuckle at how put-upon she sounded.

“Okay, just a bit further,” he said, and Moltres flapped harder. The tailplane slid closer, and then the cargo door opened.

“Huh?” James asked, intelligently, and a small disc flew out and began to orbit them. “Isn’t that a Capture Styler?”

Moltres chirped, as confused as her trainer, and then her wingbeats began to slow. Her eyes dulled a little, and she dropped quickly backwards and away from the aircraft.

“Moltres!” James called, surprised. “What’s wrong?”

Moltres gave him a disinterested look, and shrugged her wings – not at all bothered.


“Just a bit more…” Mason said, keeping the Styler on target.

A bit more apathy and that Moltres would give up her job completely. He’d heard that the Apathy Styler could even get the Pokémon to drop their riders out of the sky – but just making her go away would be enough.

Then his limbs tingled, and he lowered both arms against his will.

“What?” he asked, looking around as his hands continued to disobey him – taking the Apathy Styler off and throwing it into a corner. “Stop!”

I think you’ll find that you started it, a cool mental voice said.

He jerked around to see, and blinked at the absurdity of it – a Pikachu, in a wheelchair, wearing a fine suit and with a shiny bald-patch cap on its head.

“…the heck?” Mason asked. “Liepard!”

Liepard yowled, uncurling her tail from the railing and springing forwards.

Pikachu jumped out of her wheelchair, took the handles, and swung it like a club to knock Liepard out of the air and into a mewling heap in a corner.

Then a Carnivine lunged out of a closet, wrapping Mason in vines and stopping him from moving.

“Let me go!” Mason shouted. “Damnit, let me-”

A chirp interrupted him.

James jumped off the back of a familiar-looking Moltres, filling the whole back half of the bay with her spread wings touching the sides.

Her beak pointed at him, and seemed to glitter in the firelight radiating off her wings.

“…oh,” Mason said, much more quietly.


Pikachu’s paws and tail blurred, a bright blue light blazing on all of them as he used Aura to blunt Greninja’s attacks and launch his own.

A tongue-strike came whipping towards him from one side, and he batted it away with his tail – snatching it back before the tongue could snag him, and jumping over it as a second loop of the long appendage reached for him. That brought him closer to a knife-hand blow from Greninja, and he matched it with a Force Palm strike before letting the recoil knock him backwards.

Greninja gestured, producing a Gunk Shot which Pikachu barely avoided, and then lunged right back into the fight with a Rock Smash.

Pikachu flared his electricity, using it extravagantly to Magnet Rise himself into the air and away from Greninja’s close-combat attacks. Throwing a pair of Aura Spheres, he smashed the first Water Shuriken that came up at him and the second only caught him a glancing blow.

“Ash, I’d appreciate some help…” Pikachu requested.

“Agility!” Ash said.

“I’ve already been doing that!”

“Then use Electroball to boost your Double Edge!” Ash suggested.

Pikachu had just enough time to absorb that before Greninja flickered in front of him – then smacked him back to the ground with a bolt of Rock-typed orange energy.

“Ow…”

Rolling away from an Ice Beam which froze a circle of tiles, Pikachu slipped and ran the few feet necessary to drop into the pool – gaining an important moment of protection to ready his next move.

Summoning a ball of electrical energy, he batted it straight up as Greninja came into view. As the Water-type got ready to absorb it, Pikachu jumped – hitting the Electroball just before it hit Greninja, and using the burst of energy to accelerate.

The impact went thwack! around the battlefield, knocking Greninja off course and up into the air.

Pikachu followed him, paws blazing, and hit him with two more Force Palms before a Hydro Pump knocked him bodily backwards and left him shaking himself dry on the side of the pool.

“Finish this!” Wallace instructed. “Giga Impact!”

Pikachu’s eyes widened, and he took a hurried stance – both rear paws on the tiles, one paw forwards and glowing with a spark of energy.

Greninja rushed across the gym, violet and orange energy flowing across his body, and there was a frozen moment as he impacted on Pikachu’s outthrust paw before the attack detonated and sent dust and haze everywhere.


“That thing’s awful!” Moltres said, kicking the Apathy Styler Mason had used on her. “I was actually wondering if there was any point to all this…”

“Well, it’s over now,” Carnivine reassured her. “I’ve got him.”

As James took Mason’s Pokéball and returned his Liepard, though, the plane lurched.

“So, basically,” a voice came over the speaker, “I’ve decided that this is all a bad idea. See you, Mason!”

“Henry!” Mason shouted, struggling against the vines holding him in place as the transport began to enter a dive. “You crazy-”

“What’s going on?” James asked, one hand on the wall for stability.

“That mad – he’s going to crash us into the sea!” Mason replied. “I’m still stuck here, idiot, I don’t have a Braviary!”

“Sucks to be you, I guess,” Henry replied, then the connection closed with a click.

Cosplaychu shook her fur out from where the cap had been, and tugged on James’ trouser leg. “We’ve got to get everyone off the plane!”

“Weezing was on board!” James realized. “And – and I think Cacturne’s on as well!”

“What about me?” Mason complained.

“I’m almost inclined to leave you on board,” Moltres said, shaking her head.


“Okay, we’re pretty sure dat ain’t normal,” Meowth noted.

“I noticed!” Jessie agreed, nudging the Aerodactyl-bot into a dive. “Just make sure you’ve got the claws working!”

“Claws?” Meowth repeated, turning them on anyway. “Are you plannin’ what I think you’re plannin’?”

“Depends if you think it’s something ridiculous,” Jessie muttered. “Okay, here’s the plan – when I say, latch on with all the claws!”

“…yeah, it was what I thought,” Meowth said. The sets of claws positioned just in front of the wing leading edge flexed as he shifted a joystick, and opened ready to grab on.

The Aerodactyl-bot dove faster, matching speed with the Rocket Plane, then slid closer.

“Now!” Jessie ordered, pushing the yoke down and then backing off almost immediately.

Meowth hit the controls, and the claws snapped into place. Talons on the feet snagged the tailplane, and the wing claws caught the wings. “Got ‘em!”

Jessie pulled the yoke back, and the joined pair of aircraft began to level out.

“Ya got it!” Meowth congratulated.

A Braviary appeared outside the cockpit, and someone jumped onto it.

“Cubone, stop him!” Jessie ordered, and her Ground-type flashed out of her Pokéball on the Aerodactyl-bot wing – already preparing a Smack Down.

“…I’m gonna just go an’ tell James to get into the cockpit of our plane,” Meowth said, snapping his claws together to produce a Substitute. “I don’t tink dis is the safest way ta fly back to base…”


“I can’t see any movement,” Max said, squinting into the cloud. “Did Pikachu win?”

“I can’t see any either,” May admitted. “Uh… who would know… Blaziken?”

Blaziken shrugged. “I’m not an Aura adept.”

“Oh, yeah, Ash should know,” Max realized. “How does he look?”

May craned her neck to look.

As she did, though, the cloud began to thin.

Pikachu sat, completely exhausted, on the tiles. His ears were twitching, showing he was still conscious, but apart from that he seemed to be thoroughly out of it.

In front of him, lying flat on his back, was the unconscious form of Greninja.

“…well, I guess that tells us that,” Max admitted.

Then the Greninja vanished in a puff of smoke.

Pikachu’s eyes widened visibly, but before he could react more than that the real Greninja knocked him out from behind.

“…oh,” May said in a small voice.


Ash hurried forwards, feet gripping with Aura on the water-slicked tiles, and picked up his friend. “Pikachu… you did really well.”

“Indeed he did,” Wallace said, returning the battered Greninja. “I’m sure it was only his inexperience with the abilities of a Greninja which let me win that battle.”

“What was that?” Ash asked, cradling Pikachu. “He seemed to be almost… swapping types around whenever he wanted to!”

“That’s exactly what he was doing,” Wallace told him. “It’s called Protean – an ability that Greninja and Keckleon share. That’s how he hid underground – he was a Ghost type.”

He shrugged. “As for the rest of it – once he’d taken the Light Ball, he used Role Play to copy Pikachu’s own Lightningrod by making sure that was the ability Pikachu was using at the time.”

“Huh,” Ash said, then clenched his fist. “Well, now we know, Pikachu and I will train to beat it!”

“You should,” Wallace agreed readily, and threw something.

Ash caught it out of the air with his free hand, trying not to knock Pikachu out of his grip, and examined it.

A Rain Badge winked back at him.

“You certainly earned it,” Wallace said, closing his hand around it. “An excellent display of adaptability – I can most assuredly tell you that that was one of the hardest fights I’ve had in a long time.”

Pikachu stirred, and Ash adjusted him. “Pikachu!”

“That was a dirty trick,” he said, pouting. “And I thought that Counter had won me the battle, too…”

White-blue claws tapped on Ash’s shoulder. “Ash? Pikachu?”

Latios held out his other hand, revealing a glowing yellow orb. “I got the Light Ball for you.”

Pikachu held out his paws, and Latios dropped it in – resulting in a fizzing crackle as it returned to his body.

“Thanks,” the Electric-type said, his cheeks lightening to their more familiar orange, then rolled his neck and jumped up onto Ash’s shoulder on the second try.

“I guess we should get to the Pokémon Centre,” Ash decided. “Sorry if we did any damage to your gym…”

“Actually, this is pretty much all my fault,” Wallace said freely. “I’ll apologize to Juan personally.”


“They were nice,” Juan declared, some minutes later. “Much more polite than some.”

“Yes, though I’m glad that not all our challengers are that good,” Wallace said. “After all, not every strong trainer can make it special.”

Juan nodded, then his brow creased in a frown. “Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?” Wallace asked.

There was a crash from somewhere inside the gym.

“That?” Juan said, pointing.

Juan’s gym manager – an amiable Slowking – came walking through the door. He looked around, spotting his trainer, and ambled over.

“Slowking?” Juan asked, puzzled. “What is it?”

“I’m afraid the Wailmer tank collapsed,” Slowking explained. “They all evolved… and then that made one of the walls give way. So there are Wailord all over most of the ground floor.”

Wallace and Juan exchanged looks.

“…somehow, I can’t help but think this is Ash Ketchum’s fault…” Wallace sighed. “But I can’t prove it…”


AN:


And this is Ash’s eighth gym battle in Hoenn. I had fun with hyperkarp.

Also something about Team Rocket I guess. I’m not sure if non-friendship Stylers have been done before, but this one (apathy) was an independent idea of mine as far as I know.

Seems to make sense.






174. Hoenn 47


Mewtwo stood, poised, atop the very tip of Mount Silver.

His tail coiled lazily, completely unaffected by the wind whipping around him. Both arms were crossed, adding to the pose of supreme indifference to his cold and windy environment.

The world… is, truly, amazing, he thought to himself. From here he could see much of Kanto and Johto, and the contrast was visible – gleaming skyscrapers in several of the cities of Kanto, while Johto was for the most part more… traditional.

But both, of course, were products of humans. Humans, and their complicated and nuanced relationship with nature – and with Pokémon.

He breathed slowly, letting his mind drift, and his senses expand – showing him life, all over Mount Silver. From the family of Swinub burrowing into the snow, to the Ursaring teaching his son how to climb trees further down, and extending into the air to flocks of Pidgeotto swirling around their nests.

Then Mewtwo noticed something a little more unusual.

His arms uncrossed, and he pushed gently off from the peak – rising a few feet into the air, almost literally walking on the sky as he searched for the owner of the mind he had just felt.

It came closer at speed, dodging through the trees and bulling through snowdrifts, and jumped a stream before loping the last half mile or so over rocky, snow-swept ground.

Raikou, Mewtwo announced, descending to stand on the snow. An unexpected pleasure.

“You are far too hard to find,” Molly’s friend announced, shaking snow from his coat. “Why can’t you stay in one place like most other Legendaries?”

I have a post box, Mewtwo informed him blandly. And an inbox. And a drop box, actually.

The shiny Raikou sighed, tail flicking some of the last powdery white from the tip. “I’m sure you do… but Molly wanted me to deliver this personally.”

Mewtwo was intrigued. Molly? I wonder what she wanted…

Raikou replied by reaching into his mane. A bag emerged, which Raikou reached into and pulled out an envelope.

“Here,” he said, holding it out.

Waving a hand, Mewtwo took it in a psionic grip and floated it up to a comfortable reading distance, then opened it and perused the paper.


“Okay, ready?” Philena asked.

Shinx tilted her head, looking blank.

“Come on,” she coaxed. “We talked about this…”

Shinx pouted, then nodded slowly.

“Right,” Philena said encouragingly. “Remember, for now you just need to get the target.”

The feline Electric-type crouched down, then pounced – but too late, as Philena twitched the toy out of the way.

“Now, now,” she chided. “That’s not what we said, remember? It was Spark!”

Shinx rolled her eyes, letting out a yowling purr, then rubbed her cheeks. The movement built up some static, and she held it for a moment before pouncing – this time with a crackle of electricity.

“Good work!” the scientist praised, as Shinx rolled on her back and batted her prize around. “That’s just right – now, let’s do it again!”

Shinx froze, and gave Philena a hurt, betrayed look – amplified by a purr. “Shiiiiin…?”

“You’ll get a treat if you do,” Philena told the Electric-type.

That changed Shinx’s mind, and she let Philena take the toy back.

As Professor Ivy was about to do the second round, though, one of her assistants came in. “Professor?”

“Faith?” Philena asked, looking up. “Is it-”

Bzzt. “Shin-inx!”

The professor had to smile. “All right, you win… here’s your treat!”

Shinx ate it in a trice, leaning into Philena’s rub and purring happily.

“Aw, she’s so cute!” Faith said, then shook her head. “Uh, anyway – Professor Elm said he wanted a word. Something about Articuno – he said he knew you’d researched them before?”

“Well, the Shamouti birds…” Philena said, frowning. “But Brock told me they’re not really normal… I’m surprised he’s not asking Professor Oak, he or Ash Ketchum would be my first choices.”

Faith shrugged. “I don’t know, sorry.”

“I’ll come and look, then,” Philena decided. She scooped up Shinx, straightening her legs with an exhalation of effort. “Phew, you’re getting heavy!”

Shinx waved her tail lazily.


“Hey, Pikachu?” Ash asked.

Pikachu looked up. “Yeah?”

“Can we have a word?”

“This can’t be good…” Pikachu muttered. He got to his feet, pushing the empty ketchup packet he’d just finished towards the bin, and hopped closer to Ash. “What is it?”

“Well…” Ash began, sounding awkward. “I was wondering – in the battle…”

He sighed. “It looked kind of like you were angry. Especially in the middle, I mean.”

“I-” Pikachu started, then stopped. “So what if I was?”

“Pikachu, I want to be sure you’re okay,” Ash said, wincing. “And… you didn’t seem okay, so I wanted to check you were.”

His starter frowned, then sighed. “I… yeah, I…”

“What?” Ash pressed.

“Never mind,” Pikachu said, waving his tail.

“Pikachu-”

“Ash, can’t you just take care of yourself before asking questions like this?” Pikachu snapped, then stopped.

“Pikachu…” Ash began. “Is this about the… Groudon and Kyogre, thing?”

Pikachu didn’t answer at first, then swung his tail into the table hard enough that it went whock into the edge.

“Ash, you nearly died!” he said, voice raw. “You’re always so careless – and – this time… you heard what Ho-Oh said. You’d have died twice at least if you hadn’t had that Sacred Ash!”

“But if I hadn’t, then it would have killed Rayquaza!” Ash replied.

“You’re more important than Rayquaza!” Pikachu shot back. “Not just to me – to everyone! Don’t you remember that you were literally told to save the world?”

“I don’t want to be that kind of person, Pikachu!” Ash said hotly. “It doesn’t matter how important someone is!”

“But if I’d just been-” Pikachu began, then stopped. Tried again. “It wouldn’t be a choice if-”

His cheeks sparked, and he shook his head. “I can’t… I can’t win, Ash… either I’m too strong, and I hurt you, or I’m not and you get hurt by someone else.”

Ash couldn’t think of anything to say to that.


“Yah!”

Kirlia lunged at her brother, aiming a weak Psychic attack at him, and Roland retaliated by vanishing with a flicker of light.

There was a thump, and Kirlia whirled around – to see her sibling on the floor, sitting up and rubbing his nose.

“Ow,” Roland muttered. “I think that didn’t go quite as planned…”

“Are you alright?” Gardevoir asked, concerned.

“Yeah, I’m okay…” Roland replied, shaking his head. “I just tried to surprise her, and…”

“I didn’t quite see,” Max said, helping Roland up. “What did you try to do?”

“I was going to appear behind her and tackle her,” the Ralts explained. “But I caught my foot on a tuft of grass, and…”

“I guess that means more practice, then,” Max summed up. “It’s kind of a pity that we don’t have anyone who fights like that to help you learn… do we?”

I would if I could, Gardevoir sent, touching his mind as well so he could understand. But I haven’t yet learned this attack, and Ralts – Roland – doesn’t know who taught us.

“That does make it tricky,” Max agreed. “I wonder if May could help.”

They looked over at May, who was working with Blaziken and Glaceon – trying to work out a way that Glaceon could use her Ice to negate both Blaziken’s fire and his high-speed martial arts.

As they watched, Glaceon dove forwards. Her fur pulsed with cold, forming a thin frosting on the grass, and the Ice-type did a roll around her direction of travel. That allowed her to fire an Ice attack upwards as she moved, and the spray of Powder-Snow hardened into a thin wall which absorbed some of the force of Blaziken’s kick.

“I think she’s busy,” Max decided. “Uh… well, we could ask Swellow – she’s good at moving fast, at least.”

“I might be able to help,” Lucario offered.

Roland looked up at him. “You could?”

Kirlia joined him, frowning. “I didn’t think Lucario could teleport. How did you learn?”

“I can’t,” Lucario informed them.

“Then…” Kirlia began.

“It’s because I’ve actually fought a Kirlia who used teleportation as a major part of her fighting style,” Lucario clarified. “It was in Altomare – she used her teleportation so she could escape attacks, and then to get in a good position to fire her own attacks.”

He sat down, crossing his legs to get on a level with the two young Psychic-types. “I think the important things that I learned in that battle are… firstly, that it’s good for a teleporter to have a safe position planned out, so they can escape there if they’re in trouble.”

“Right – so,” Max began, looking around. “If Roland had decided he’d jump over there when he wanted to get out of danger.”

“That’s right,” Lucario agreed. “But you have to keep changing it – after a while I worked out where she was going, and I was able to try and exploit that.”

“Does that mean I shouldn’t have gone behind Kirlia?” Roland asked.

“Not in one jump,” Lucario clarified. “Not until you’re much more experienced. It’s okay to jump away, plan, jump in.”

“And what attacks are good to use with that?” Max asked.

“Almost anything,” the Fighting-type told him. “Because teleporting means you can pick where you go, it means that almost any attack can work – even more than normal. You could even do something like teleporting high in the air, launching a long range attack and then teleporting back out of danger before you hit the ground.”

“Cool!” Roland decided. “Can we try that, Max?”

“Not yet,” Max said quickly. “I think if we do that before you’ve got a lot more practice, your mom might be mad…”

“Perhaps a mattress would be a good idea,” Lucario suggested blandly. “Or a trampoline.”


Let’s see… Mewtwo mused, unfolding Molly’s letter to read it.

The handwriting was quite good, which the Psychic-type approved of – clear communication was important – and he read in silence for the first few minutes.

Dear Mr. Mewtwo,

I wanted to write you a letter, because I realized that I hadn’t said thank you enough for how you helped save my family. Not just Mom and Dad, but Entei and Suicune and Raikou and Eevee. I love them all, and I thought it would be a good idea to say thank you again for all your help.

I was thinking about it a lot recently, because I’m doing lots of studying and training with Eevee – I still want to be a Pokémon Trainer, but I know it’s going to be harder than I thought it was then.

Do you know a way to grow up quickly?

That made Mewtwo pause.

Technically… he did, after all, even if he’d destroyed the equipment. The flash-clone tanks wouldn’t make a template grow any faster, but they accelerated the development of a clone so it took mere seconds.

Shaking off that thought, he went on.

I’m trying to become a Pokémon trainer early, but Tracey – Mr. Sketchitt – says that it’s fine if I can’t do the early exams, because they’re much harder.

Last time we tried doing the exam he said it wasn’t right to say Eevee was the answer to everything, even though she is. I guess that’s because not all Eevee are able to do what Eevee can.

I’m still going to study, though!

Mewtwo left off reading for a moment to look up at Raikou. Do you want some kind of shelter? The wind up here is quite cold.

“That would be nice,” Raikou admitted.

Mewtwo focused his enormous psionic power, lifting at least a ton of snow into the air, then compacted it into blocks.

Laying them at a rate of several a second, he quickly and efficiently built them into a round igloo with a single exit tunnel.

Better? Mewtwo asked.

“Warmer,” Raikou confirmed, his voice coming out of the ventilation hole. “Very courteous of you.”

Mew insisted that I make some, Mewtwo told him. It seemed easier to learn than to wait until her mind changed. It was only a few minutes with a book, anyway, and he had fun for most of the morning.

“That sounds like something Molly would like to hear,” Raikou commented. “Maybe you should write back and tell her some of the things you’ve been up to.”

Mewtwo looked contemplative, and went back to reading the letter.


Dad?

Lugia looked down, head dipping so he could look under his wing. Yes, Silver?

Are we nearly there yet? We’ve been flying a long time, and I’m getting tired…

Not much further, Lugia assured his son. You’re much better at flying long distances than last year, by the way.

Thanks, Silver smiled briefly, then looked down. But this is still tiring. How come we’re not swimming? We usually do some of that when we go back to Mom’s house.

His mother slid in beside them, adjusting her angle so Silver could ride her slipstream. That’s because we’re not going to my house, dear.

We’re not? Silver said, taken aback. But I wanted to spend time with Oliver!

You can go once we’re done, Lugia told him, smiling. But this is, I’m afraid, more important.

Silver pouted.

We’re going inland, he said, after a few minutes. Why are we going inland?

Because the Pokémon we’re going to go and visit don’t live by the sea, his father said. Tell you what, Silver.

The young Lugia looked up.

If you’re a good boy, then – as long as you want us to – we’ll help you learn how to fly with a human on your back. Do you think that’s something Oliver would like?

That sounds cool! Silver agreed, nodding – earlier resentment gone. Thanks, dad!

They flew on, through a cloud which slicked their wings with condensation, and then Lugia led them in aiming for a mountain pass.

This is the easiest route, he said. And Silver, remember to use your powers to keep yourself warm.

I’m not a chick, dad, Silver protested. I can remember to stay warm myself.

Just making sure, Lugia smiled. It is quite cold up ahead.


Brock pulled the comb through Ninetales’ fur, straightening it out and making it smooth and even so it lay just right.

“Nearly done,” he said, inspecting the tail from all angles and giving it another comb. “And… that looks done!”

“Good,” Ninetales said, lifting that tail away and putting another one in its place.

Stantler sniggered.

“Are you sure you’re not making me do some of them twice?” Brock asked, chuckling. “This better be the last one!”

“It is,” Ninetales agreed. “But you might need to clean out the comb.”

Brock agreed, scraping Ninetales-fur out of the teeth so the comb was fresh and ready. “There we go… now, let’s start on that last tail.”

“Hi!” Mawile called, waving. “Oh, can I help?”

“Sure,” Brock said, retrieving a spare brush. “Can you do her back? I think there’s a few spots I missed.”

“Thank you, Mawile,” Ninetales smiled. “It’s a pleasure.”

Mawile got to working on the fur. “That’s okay… I thought, hey, I’d like to do some brushing of hair, but… well, Goodra doesn’t have any and I don’t have much…”

She sighed. “And Pikachu sounds unhappy… I don’t know how to help, though.”

“I think that it’s best to leave that to Ash and Pikachu,” Ninetales suggested. “For now, at least.”

“I’ll check on them tomorrow,” Brock decided. “If they sort it out before then, it’s not something we need to bother them about.”

“I guess…” Mawile agreed, a little sadly. “But I still w- I still think I should be able to help.”

She finished a run of the comb, moved it back to the next spot, then gasped suddenly.

“Look!” she said, pointing. “A shooting star!”

Brock and his Pokémon turned to look, and watched in surprise as a bright shooting star – bright enough to be seen clearly even before sunset – blazed across the sky.

“Wow…” the Fairy-type said, as it vanished from view. “How big are they?”

“Usually pretty small,” Brock told her, resuming his brushing. “About the size of a grain of sand – but that one might have been quite a bit bigger.”

“They’re that small?” Mawile said. “Then how come we can see them?”

She held the brush over her head. “Do they come really close?”

“No, they’re just bright,” Brock said. “They burn up about fifty miles in the air – the air’s really thin that high up, but it gets thicker very quickly. So as the meteor falls into the thicker air, the air can’t get out of the way in time, which means it’s squeezed.”

Mawile nodded along, her brush slowing. “And what then?”

“Well, when you squeeze something, it gets hotter,” Brock told her. “And there’s so much squeezing that the air gets hot enough to melt rock – just from the force of the meteor crashing into it. And that means it melts, and the hot air and the hot meteor glow – that’s the shooting star.”

“Fifty miles high…” Mawile said, trying to imagine the air so high up.

Then she frowned. “Wait… what about Rayquaza? Wouldn’t he stop them?”

“I think they’re too small for him to be bothered with,” Brock said. “Small ones come down all the time.”

“Yeah, look!” Stantler said, nodding. “There’s another one!”

Brock frowned. “Hmmm… maybe we should watch the meteors tonight. If there’s this many already, it could mean there’s a good shower going on.”

“And do you make a wish on them?” Mawile asked.

“I think that’s Jirachi,” Stantler said, uncertainly. “Unless both work?”

“I think if you wanted to test that, you should wait until when Jirachi’s not in the camp,” Brock said, stripping more fur out of the comb. “Okay, Ninetales, I think that’s done.”

“Thank you, Brock,” Ninetales said, standing and shaking her fur out. “I feel much warmer.”

“But you’re a Fire-type,” Brock pointed out.

“So? I still feel the cold,” she shot back, sticking her tongue out.

Stantler waved his antlers in the air. “This is cold?”

“…okay, it’s not,” Ninetales admitted. “But it’s breezy. That counts.”

“If you say so,” Brock chuckled, standing up. “Thanks for the help, Mawile.”

“It was fun!” Mawile replied. “And I learned something, too, about meteors… what’s the difference between a meteor and a shooting star?”

“There isn’t,” Brock explained. “They’re just two different words for the same thing – well, almost. A shooting star is the trail a meteor leaves.”

Mawile nodded.


“Wild Charge!”

Quilava spun in place, then bounced forwards – electricity sparking about her – and whooshed past Houndoom.

He turned, skipping around in a half-circle, and lashed at her with his tail – which she avoided, then bounced on the ground and reversed direction with a flash of flame.

Electrical energy built up again, and she darted in – this time striking, making Houndoom explode.

“Woo!” Quilava said, uncurling and skidding to a halt. “Got him that time!”

“Yes, you did,” Houndoom said, not looking up from his book. His spade-tipped tail bent down, flipping a page over, and he frowned. “An oar? Who fights duels with an oar?”

“Houndoom?” Quilava prompted. “Can I have another few targets, please?”

The Fire-type turned, placing a paw on the spine so his book didn’t close. “You need more? Again?”

Quilava nodded. “Yes – I’m getting better at hitting.”

“Fine, then,” he replied, tail curling, and spawned four more Beat Up shadow-clones. “Just let me know when you want to start trying that shield thing, that might actually be exciting…”

The other fire-type sighed. “Sorry, Houndoom – I know this is boring. But I want to be able to use this, so that I can actually fight Water-types effectively.”

“Got it,” Houndoom said, softening. “I know, this kind of thing takes a long time. At least I’ve got a book.”

He looked up. “It might be a good idea to go in soon, though, it is getting dark.”

“Just let me do these four,” Quilava requested, then stopped. “Hey, look!”

Houndoom’s head came up. “What’s that?”

“Shooting star, I think,” Quilava said. “Down to the south and west – it’s pretty bright!”

She shook her head. “Okay, right, Wild Charge.”

There was a flicker of flame as she charged up, then spindashed away to come around for an attack run.

Houndoom returned his gaze to his book. “Oh, I see – it was longer!”


“Sneasel?” Todd asked, rubbing his gloved hands together. “Can you get the camera from my bag?”

Sneasel nodded, took two quick steps through the snow to reach his leg, and climbed up it with sure, easy motions. On reaching the waist, she switched to climbing up his bag using loops put there for the purpose, and she was soon undoing the zips.

Extracting the big, high-definition camera, she unwrapped it from the blanket it was kept in and passed it around to her friend.

“Thanks,” Todd said, checking it over before turning it on. “Okay, it’ll just take a moment…”

Sneasel tapped his shoulder, and pointed.

Todd followed her gaze, squinting through the snow drifting down in light flurries, and after a moment he saw it – three moving shapes, mostly white but broken up by both light and dark blues.

“Huh,” he said, recognizing them. “I guess we’ve got extra visitors.”

Noticing that one was smaller than the others, he focused in the camera and took a picture – then two more, following them around to their landing.

“Should we say hello?” he asked Sneasel.

That would be appreciated, Lugia replied. I remember you, Todd Snap – it is a pleasure to see you.

“Thank you, Lugia,” Todd said, bowing slightly. His breath misted in the air, and he watched as the other two Diving Pokémon came to stand just next to the one who had addressed him. “You’re here for the same reason we are?”

Notwithstanding our lack of photography equipment, I believe so, Lugia said with a little smile. Lead on.

Sneasel jumped down from Todd’s backpack again, and scurried off – waving for her partner to follow.

Todd took a quick snap of the cave mouth, then headed inside. The bulk of the walls cut off some of the cold wind, and he let out a grateful sigh before continuing.

Behind him, the younger Lugia piped a question, and his mother replied in musical tones.

Todd smiled.

Would you be able to provide me with some of the prints of those photos you took as we landed? Lugia requested. I’d like to see what they look like.

“Sure,” Todd agreed. “Do you want me to keep them private, or is it okay to use them in an article?”

I think I can’t complain about an article, Lugia consented, his mental tone amused. I wonder what they will write about me.

Sneasel signalled from up ahead, and Todd decided not to reply – electing instead to keep quiet.

A few seconds later, and they arrived in the main room of the nest. An Articuno was sat next to a circular snowdrift, with another standing a little way off.

The second Articuno looked up, recognized Todd, and nodded to him before trilling a comment to Lugia.

Todd shifted to the side a little, letting the Lugia family through, and got out his camera.

The air hung still and chill, and then the first Articuno – the female – shifted her wings expectantly.

Readying his camera, Todd exhaled to calm his nerves and began to take photos.

The first few showed both Articuno, anxiously leaning forwards. Then there was a white flicker from inside the snowpile, and a blue head poked up through the drifts.

“Cuuuuuu~no!” the female carolled, reaching down to help, and her hatchling struggled out of the snow.

Another white flash came as it emerged, and the second one was not far behind.

Todd took photograph after photograph, moving around to get a better angle on occasion, and was particularly touched when Silver leaned out to touch one of the infant Ice-types.

Sneasel was sometimes on his shoulder, using her own smaller camera to get pictures from a different angle, and sometimes jumping down to get close-up shots.

Her partner was fairly sure she’d used a depth-of-field trick to show the proud father out-of-focus behind the newly-hatched chick.

Then, as the mother took her children to one side to give them their first meal, the other Articuno glanced at Lugia and spoke. “Arti-~ticuno, no…”

Lugia listened, then turned his attention to Todd. He wishes to thank you, Todd Snap – for making this possible, in helping him meet his mate. And he gives you full permission to do what you wish with all the photos you took today.

“Thank you,” Todd replied, blinking quickly. “It’s been an honour.”


Mewtwo finished reading.

That was… odd, he said.

Raikou poked his head out of the igloo. “You sound puzzled.”

I am, Mewtwo told him. Molly suggested a movie idea to me.

The other Legendary did a double-take. “Wait, she actually sent you the movie idea?”

I can see you’re familiar with it, Mewtwo observed.

“She was talking about it for hours,” Raikou replied. “Well, on and off – she kept coming up with new ideas in the middle of studying, and – actually, come to think of it I’m not sure what she would have put in that version.”

Well, there’s three powerful and noble and brave Pokémon in it, Mewtwo began.

Raikou cringed. “Oh, dear… I’m flattered, but…”

You may be right to be, Mewtwo said. Apparently these Pokémon are each in charge of their own kingdom, and the kingdoms are all threatened by something nonspecific.

The Electric-type clapped his paws over his eyes, groaning theatrically. “She didn’t even finish coming up with the villain…”

I may be being a little harsh, Mewtwo amended, after a moment of thought. There are suggestions as to who could be the villain – I’m rather amused by this one, who seems to be based somewhat off Gary Oak.

Raikou sighed. “Please tell me it’s not one of the ones where she included herself as the heroine…”

You’ll be glad to know that she didn’t, Mewtwo said, smiling faintly. Instead that’s a special Eevee who can talk to all three of the rulers as a member of their own Type.

He read that section of the letter again. Actually, with editing this would be quite reasonable. There’s scope for political drama, action, and some impressive visuals – Suicune’s castle in particular is made out of a waterfall, with rainbows of spray everywhere. If it’s possible, it would look very nice…

Mewtwo folded the paper up, and teleported it away with a click of the fingers.

“Not as bad as I feared, then,” Raikou summarized, with some relief. “As for the letter as a whole… did you enjoy it?”

It was an interesting read, Mewtwo confirmed. And, now I’ve had time to think about it, your suggestion has some merit… perhaps I’ll put something together and send it to Molly.

Raikou nodded, shaking snow from his fur. “I think she’d enjoy it.”

With that, he turned to go – then stopped.

“Where did you teleport the paper?”

My office, Mewtwo told him.

“You have an office? That would have made this a lot simpler…”


“Pikachu?”

There was a crackle as Pikachu fired off a succession of high-speed lightning bolts, then turned. “What is it?”

Ash crouched down. “Pikachu – I want to talk. I think we need to.”

Pikachu’s brows furrowed for a moment, then he nodded. “Okay – okay, sure. We can talk.”

After a pause too short for Ash to speak up, he went on. “I’m not angry, Ash – I just…”

“Pikachu, I know how you feel,” Ash said. “I know what it feels like when you can’t keep your friend safe… when you see them in horrible pain, and you can’t do anything.”

Pikachu didn’t say anything.

“I just wanted to say…” Ash paused. “I’m not sure what I wanted to say, but… I don’t blame you.”

“Why not!?” Pikachu exploded. “Ash, it’s my job to keep you safe!”

“No it’s not!” Ash replied, just as forcefully. “You don’t have to make yourself powerful enough to take on the world, Pikachu – not on your own.”

His hand went down towards his belt, then he pulled it away. “And you need to realize – we’re all part of a team, Pikachu. You, me, Lucario – Charizard – everyone! You don’t have to be strong enough – you can’t – but we can be!”

Pikachu took a step back, ears lowering. He began to speak, stopped, then started again. “Ash…I – why do you have to make this so hard?”

A tear dropped from his eye, and he swiped it away with a paw. “If I failed you-”

“You didn’t,” Ash replied instantly. “You can’t – not you. You’ve done some amazing things, Pikachu, and you only just lost against the Pokémon a Champion uses to beat really difficult challengers. And if we did it again, we’d know his tricks.”

He gathered the Electric-type up in his arms. “So stop it, Pikachu – stop pretending you need to be perfect or you’re no good at all.”

Pikachu stiffened, then relaxed.

“You’re Pikachu,” Ash said, more softly. “My friend, tough and fast and – and my best friend, and the best Pikachu in the world. I don’t want someone who focuses only on being the strongest they can possibly be.”

He swallowed. “I want you – so don’t dare change yourself because you think it’s what I need.”

Pikachu was silent for a long minute, nuzzling into Ash’s chest.

“Ash?” he said, eventually. “Can you at least promise me you won’t try to block any more Primal Pokémon attacks with your face?”

Ash snorted.

“No, really,” Pikachu replied, though he was smiling too. “Your face needs all the help it can get.”

“I don’t know, Pikachu…” Ash said, a little teasingly. “I’m pretty sure my head’s the only thing hard enough to block some of those attacks.”

“I… can’t argue with that,” Pikachu replied. “At least be careful?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed, relaxing his grip. “I’ll be careful.”

“And if you forget that, then I’ll shock you,” Pikachu added, cheeks sparking. “It might finally get you to remember…”

“I dunno,” Ash frowned. “I’ve been shocked pretty hard before.”

“I’ve got whole new kinds of shock to try out,” Pikachu promised warningly.

“Don’t make me go looking for the rubber gloves!”


AN:


Not quite an Ashes Nowhere To Be Seen chapter, but he’s not in focus much.

Following up on an old plot thread or two, checking in on how people have been doing since their last appearances… oh, and the thing with Ash and Pikachu.

Incidentally, Houndoom’s book is about a famous samurai.






175. Hoenn 48


“Where are we?” Ash asked. “That big square mountain looks like the kind of thing I’d recognize…”

As he thought, May sighed. “Ash… if you really want to know, just check with Dexter.”

She opened her own Pokédex. “Ethan, mind showing us where we are?”

Ethan materialized, and gave a silent nod. Then he came apart in a shower of light, which resolved into a holographic map of Hoenn.

“Yeah, we knew that bit,” Max commented. “Little more detail?”

Ethan zoomed the map in, focusing on the area between Sootopolis and Pacifidlog, until the island appeared.

A label flashed into view – Giban Island.

Remarkable, Gardevoir pronounced.

“You could have just said…” Ash muttered. “So what is the square mountain?”

Don’t ask me, Ethan replied, collapsing back into his Porygon2 state. Brock is the geology expert.

They all looked at Brock, who shrugged. “Sorry.”

“Anyway…” May began. “We’re not that far from Pacifidlog, but I think I’d rather spend the next day or two working on my routine for the Contest there – it would lose the shock value if we practised in the open.”

“That makes sense,” Max said. “I guess it’s still a while until the Ever Grande conference, but I think we’ve got a lot to do – hey, maybe that cliff is a good place to practice teleporting with Roland!”

That sounds kind of dangerous, doesn’t it? Kirlia asked, turning to look at Max with no small confusion. Doesn’t it just mean he’ll fall further?

“No, I mean that… okay, I’d have Roland go and…”

Max frowned. “Roland?”

The Ralts teleported in in front of him. “Max! Someone stole my Pokéball!”

“…oh, yeah, now I remember this place,” Ash sighed. “I think it was a Linoone who was stealing all kinds of stuff.”

Mom? Roland asked, turning to her. Can you tell where that Linoone is?

Gardevoir shook her head. I can’t tell – I don’t know the Linoone. It’s much harder to sense minds you don’t know well.

“I guess it’s Cinder’s turn to help, then,” Max said. “Kris? Can you check if Cinder’s done with her visit?”

Checking…

Blaziken cleared his throat. “Couldn’t we just follow the trail?”

He pointed out a trail of broken branches, muddy footprints, and trampled grass.

“…actually, that sounds easier,” Max decided. “Okay, let’s go.”


Brock knocked on the door.

After a long pause, a bulky man opened it. “Hello?”

“Hi,” Brock said, smiling. “I’m afraid that we’ve had a bit of a problem with a Linoone stealing one of our Pokéballs.”

Yeah! Roland added, crossing his arms. It’s mine!

“Oh!” the man said, wincing. “A Linoone… that does sound like it might be Tokin. I’ve no idea why he would, but… hold on a moment.”

He stepped back, and called up the stairs. “Kimmy?”

“What is it, dad?” Kimmy called back.

“Some people are here to see you,” the man explained. “It’s about Tokin!”

“I’ll be right down!”

“That’s our son, Kimmy,” the man explained. “I’m Korban – my wife’s out at the moment. And you are?”

“Brock,” Brock introduced himself. “These are Max and May, and this is Ash.”

“Ash?” Kimmy repeated, clattering down the stairs. “Like Ash Ketchum?”

“Exactly like Ash Ketchum,” Lucario volunteered.

“Oh, cool!” Kimmy said, enthused, then slumped a bit. “But… right, you wanted to talk about Tokin? Has he been stealing things again?”

“I’m afraid he has,” Brock informed him.

“Aw… okay, I know what to do.”

“What’s this?” Korban asked. “Is there a problem, Kimmy?”

“Tokin keeps stealing things,” Kimmy said, with a sigh. “I’ve no idea why.”

“Kimmy, you should tell us about this kind of thing!” Korban admonished, following his son as Kimmy led them around the side of the house. “We might be able to help!”

“It just seemed really embarrassing…”

“Actually, some of my Pokémon were worse,” Ash spoke up, hoping to distract Kimmy. “My Charizard kept setting me on fire.”

Pikachu’s cheeks chirped.

“And sometimes Pikachu still shocks me…” Ash added, so morosely that Kimmy laughed.

“I found where he was putting stuff,” Kimmy said. “I’m not sure if he’s here, but…”

He opened the shed door, revealing a great big pile of round objects. Pokéballs were all over, mostly old and battered ones, but they shared space with berries, a few pearls, a ball made of clay and all kinds of sports balls.

“Wow…” May said, taking a step back. “There’s loads of stuff here!”

“I can’t see any new Pokéballs, though,” Max added. “But I’ve never seen so many round objects.”

One of May’s Pokéballs flashed open.

Spoink took in the display, then spoke up. “That is a lot of round things.”

There was a blur of cream-brown motion.

“Tokin!” Kimmy said sternly. “Stop it!”

As the Linoone ran off, Spoink looked up. “Hey! My pearl!”

He looked around for a moment, then grabbed his Love Ball from May’s belt and put that in its place. “Ah… that’s better…”

“We’d better find where he’s taking it!” Ash said. “Come on!”

Blaziken broke into a run, and quickly left everyone else behind.

“I think I know where he went,” Kimmy volunteered. “There’s a clearing, I’ll show you.”

“How long has Tokin been this bad?” Korban asked.

“A while…” Kimmy admitted. “I’ve no idea why.”

“With Charizard, he had some problems with being able to respect me,” Ash said. “I’m not sure if it’s that, though.”

Kimmy glanced at Ash. “It’s kind of hard to imagine you having problems with training a Pokémon.”

“I’m just a trainer,” Ash said. “And I couldn’t always just ask my Pokémon… but I can ask Tokin what the problem is, that might help.”

It seems to be clear that training Pokémon is a lot more than battling, Gardevoir observed. Among some wild Pokémon, it’s only ever seen as making them fight – I’m reassured to see that’s not how it works.

“Most people have Pokémon,” Brock told her. “Even people who don’t battle at all – my girlfriend has a Shinx cub who’s not been in a battle as far as I know.”

Interesting, Gardevoir pronounced.

But battling’s kind of the interesting bit, Kirlia added. And Lucario’s cool, and he battles a lot.

Of course, the elder Psychic-type agreed. It’s just that there’s the choice.


“It’s just around here,” Kimmy announced. “Watch out for that tree root.”

Ash glanced down, saw he was about to trip, and moved his foot out of the way. “Thanks…”

“Hey, that’s my Pokéball!” Roland announced, and vanished with a flicker of motion. He reappeared behind a bush, picking up a Pokéball, and showed Max. “See? This is where it went!”

“Great!” Max said, smiling.

“Tokin!” Kimmy called. “Tokin?”

There was silence, until Spoink broke it by bouncing over to the pile. “Where’s my pearl gone?”

“I can’t see it,” May said, worried. “Do you think Tokin dropped it somewhere or something?”

Lucario’s paw flashed out, catching a Linoone by the scruff of the neck. “Got him.”

“Hey, let me go!” Tokin demanded. “You can have your stupid pearl back!”

“Tokin!” Kimmy said. “What’s gotten into you?”

Spoink bounced back over, heading his Love Ball back to May, and caught his pearl as Tokin dropped it. “Ahh… that’s better…”

“What happened?” Ash asked. “Why do you keep taking stuff?”

Tokin tried to get free from Lucario’s grip, twisting around in a knot. “It’s just for fun, okay? Kimmy taught me to!”

“I doubt he taught you to steal things,” Lucario observed severely.

“Well, he taught me to play fetch with his Pokéball,” Tokin said, sounding slightly confused now. “It’s the Pokéball I go in, but it belongs to him, so…”

Ash sighed. “Okay, I think I see where you’re going wrong.”

“What is it?” Kimmy asked. “What did he say?”

“I think Tokin’s confused about the idea of ownership,” Brock said. “He used to play fetch with you, he says, but I don’t think he understands that you’re not supposed to take things other people own.”

“I was just trying to get him to play with me!” Tokin protested.

“And it sounds like you might need to play with him a bit more,” Ash added.

“Kimmy, have you been neglecting Tokin?” Korban asked.

“…I didn’t think I was,” Kimmy said, unsure.

What’s that? Gardevoir asked, pointing.

Everyone followed her gaze, and then Korban did a double-take. “That’s – is that my wedding ring?”

“Tokin!” Kimmy gasped. “Did you take that too?”

The Linoone looked mulish.

Korban hurried over to the tree stump, crouching down to get a better grip, and twisted the ring out of a crack in a stump. As he did, his foot caught something in the grass and knocked it into view.

“This has been missing for months!” the man announced, holding it up. “Oh, Harmony’s going to be so happy!”

“Ash,” May said, drawing his attention. “Is that what I think it is?”

Ash followed her gaze, and nodded. “I think you’re right – that’s a Mega Stone!”

“What?” Kimmy asked, startled. “Where did you get that from, Tokin?”

“…I didn’t take it from anyone,” Tokin said, reluctantly. “It was just lying on the ground.”

Ash crouched down to pick it up. “Huh… this one looks kind of familiar – I’ve seen one like it before.”

“Are you going to let me down any time today?” Tokin asked, rolling his eyes.

“Still thinking,” Lucario told him.

“Tokin…” Kimmy said, thinking. “Is the problem that I’ve not been giving you enough time?”

He looked around the clearing, noticing some of the things his Linoone had collected. “I mean – you’re clearly great at finding things… but, uh, what if I came with you?”

Tokin looked down, then back at Kimmy. “…I guess that would help.”

Lucario translated, voice at a deadpan.

“Uh…” Kimmy looked lost. “Does that mean he says yes, or that he’s being sarcastic?”

“He’s serious,” Lucario supplied.

“Then – can you let him down, please?”

Lucario complied, putting the Normal-type down, and Kimmy scooped Tokin up to give him a stroke.

“Sorry, Tokin,” he said, sighing. “I have been neglecting you…”

“Now I know where I recognize this from!” Ash said, suddenly interrupting them. “Clair had one – it’s an Altarianite!”

May’s eyes widened. “A Mega Stone for an Altaria?”

She grabbed Altaria’s Pokéball and sent him out. “Let’s give it a try!”

“Pardon?” Altaria asked, blinking bleary eyes. “I was asleep…”

May blushed. “Whoops… sorry, Altaria…”


“Does that fit okay?” May asked.

Altaria felt it with a wing, then nodded. “Seems fine!”

May smiled, then took her Key Stone out.

Ooh… Kirlia said, staring at the bangle with its heart-shaped Key Stone holder. That’s pretty…

May closed her eyes, concentrating.

Altaria.

She’d met him as Swablu, and helped nurse him back to health… twice, in fact.

Then they’d trained together for Contests, and of course Swablu had evolved to Altaria in a very dramatic way.

They’d been having problems with the whole flying thing, but…

…he was still Altaria.

After several seconds, Altaria spoke up.

“Should it have worked by now?”

May opened her eyes again, surprised, and looked at Altaria.

Just Altaria, no Mega.

“What went wrong?” Brock asked. “Was that the wrong kind of Mega Stone?”

“I’m sure it’s not!” Ash said. “I know that’s what Altarianite looks like!”

“But that means…” May began, looking crestfallen. “Do we just not have a strong enough bond?”

Altaria looked glum as well, and walked over to May to put his head on her shoulder.

“I think it just means you need to work on it more,” Brock said, trying to put a positive spin on it. “Remember how long it took Gary before he got it working with his Sableye?”

“But Ash got it working really quickly with Absol,” May protested. “What’s wrong with us?”

“May…” Max began.

“I think I know what it is,” said Blaziken. “Mega Evolution takes a very strong bond, right?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, echoing Brock’s nod.

“Then perhaps the problem May is having is that she’s still got problems with flying with Altaria,” Blaziken went on. “That means that one of the things she thinks about when she thinks of him… is being scared.”

“I… guess that makes sense,” May admitted, wiping her eyes. “And that means we’ll need to do a lot more practice, right?”

Altaria nodded, folding his wings around her and giving her a hug – one she quickly returned.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

Altaria replied with a wordless trill, one which assured May that she had nothing to apologize for.


May watched as Ash and Lucario sparred in the evening light, palm-strikes going back and forth between them.

Once, Ash slipped, and Lucario didn’t let up – because, as it turned out a moment later, Ash’s slip had been a trick, to try and throw Lucario off guard.

“Altaria?” she said, calling his attention.

“What is it?” Altaria asked.

“We’re going to make this Mega Evolution work,” May told him firmly. “It doesn’t matter how long it takes – I’m going to keep practising with you until we can make it work.”

Altaria piped a happy note. “I’d like that.”

“So would I,” May agreed. “And I’m already planning a routine for you for the Grand Festival – one which uses that Mega Evolution, too!”

“What’s it like?” Altaria asked, interested.

“Well, it’s not just you,” May began. “How solid are your cloud wing things?”

Altaria brought them together, and poked one with the other. “…no idea…”

May laid her hand on one, squeezing it, and frowned. “I think that’ll work… I was thinking of having someone walking on your wings.”

“Someone?” Altaria repeated. “Who’s someone?”

“Blaziken, perhaps,” May said. “Or Glaceon… or me.”

Altaria did a double-take. “May?”

“I said I was going to make that Mega Evolution work,” May explained. “That means being okay with flying with you, and if I can do that… well, I’ve got this picture of me jumping, you Mega Evolving, and catching me before I hit the ground.

She winced. “It’s kind of scary… but I think I can do it if we work at it. And I want to work at it.”

“That does sound like it would be cool,” Altaria admitted. “Am I the only one you’re doing special routines for?”

“Not at all,” May replied, shaking her head. “I’m going to try and have a special new routine for everyone, at the Festival. That way everyone gets a go.”

“Do I, like, get a go?” Skitty asked. “Because, uh, you’d better get me some better shampoo if I’m going to, like, go on stage again…”

“Nice try,” May replied, scratching Skitty and making her purr. “You get shampoo anyway, I’m not getting a separate bottle just for that.”

“Awww… ice cream?” Skitty managed, before purring her ears off again.

Altaria laughed.


“Okay, we’re getting pretty close…” Brock said, checking the map. “The Mirage Island should be coming into view about now.”

“Great,” May replied.

She leaned forwards. “I think I can see the top of the mountain…”

“Why do we have to come here?” Max asked.

“Liechi berries, of course,” May told him, matter-of-factly. “They only grow here, and they’re just what I need to get everyone in tip-top shape for the Grand Festival.”

“Then… how are we going to get past the whirlpools?” Max asked.

Ash jumped out of the boat, landing on the water. “Like this?”

“You know we can’t do that…” Max sighed.

“Actually, I had an idea,” May said. “Okay, so… Beautifly, go up and look at the whirlpools! Try and find somewhere the water’s going in towards the island!”

Beautifly rose into the sky, drifting up until she could see the swirling currents.

“What’s the plan, May?” Brock asked. “I guess you’ve got one.”

“Yeah,” May replied. “I’m going to have Glaceon freeze a path, then get Blaziken to run along the path at full speed, towing the boat, so we get to the shore before it unfreezes!”

There was a silence.

“…or we could just fly,” she added. “But I was trying to be inventive, at least…”

“I think we should stick to plans that don’t involve…” Max paused, counting. “Broken ice, high speed, high speed on broken ice, falling into a whirlpool, and trying to have a Fire-type not break or melt ice.”

“Why?” Ash asked.

Everyone stared at him.

“Please tell me you’re joking,” Brock pleaded.

“Actually, yeah,” Ash admitted, and got back in the boat.

“Seriously, Ash, it’s hard to tell,” May pointed out. “You thought it was a good idea to-”

“Isn’t there a Pokémon move that can handle whirlpools?” Ash interrupted. “Maybe we should do that?”

Actually, Gardevoir mused, if it’s a problem, I can probably lift the boat – though not for long.

“Guys?” Max called.

“I think I’ve worked out our problem,” Brock decided. “We have way too many solutions to our problems.”

“You know, that makes a lot of sense,” May agreed.

“Guys!” Max said. “We’re drifting towards the whirlpool!”

They looked, and noticed that their boat was starting to go around in a circle.

“Someone use Whirlpool!” Brock called.

Things got a bit complicated as various Pokémon promptly began using Whirlpool. Latios began flying around underwater, Ludicolo began dancing, Delta dove into the sea, Totodile jumped out of Ash’s Pokéball straight into the water and Marshtomp punched the ocean.

Waves appeared from nowhere, buffeting their vehicle, and Max fell over. Kirlia nearly did the same, but her mother crouched down and steadied her with careful hands.

Then, after several boat-rocking seconds, the waters stilled completely.

“I… guess that worked,” Max said. “Should we just… keep going?”

Brock shrugged.

Beautifly came floating back down. “Sorry, May, all the whirlpools disappeared. I couldn’t find a path through them… can you put them back so I can try again?”

“No!”

“Fine, be that way.”

Brock? Ethan called, forming himself and displaying a three-dimensional holographic map – all jagged spikes and mountains. I have used sonar to map the sea bed. Please follow the indicated course.

“Huh, that’s kind of cool,” Ash admitted, waving his fingers through the hologram. “Hey, look, there’s us!”

“Oh, right, you’re not showing the water,” May realized. “So… we’re sailing between invisible spikes of rock?”

Correct, Ethan confirmed. Keep arms and legs inside the ride at all times.

Totodile hoisted himself back aboard, dripping with water. “That was fun!”


“Okay, here we go,” Brock said, shifting the engine. “Just a bit further… there we go!”

There was a crunch of sand as they reached the beach.

“Now, remember,” Brock added, as they all got out and Marshtomp pulled it out of the waves. “Keep your Pokémon with you – I don’t need to remind you that some of the cliffs on this island are very unsafe.”

“Yeah, I only fell off a cliff,” May agreed. “And… technically, two cliffs. Counting the waterfall, that is.”

“Are you sure you need these berries?” Max asked.

“I think it’s a coordinator thing,” Ash shrugged.


“I thought you knew where these berries were,” Max complained, ducking under a branch. “Are you just leading us to where the trees are thickest?”

“No,” May replied. “I’m not leading us to where the trees are thickest. I’m using my intuition to tell where the best concentrations of berries are.”

“Intuition?” Max repeated. “Isn’t that just a complicated way of saying you’re guessing?”

“…it’s completely different,” May told him unconvincingly. “This is based on experience.”

Boiiiiing

“So, where does your experience say we should go?” Max pressed. “Apart from uphill.”

“They grow in the special soil of this island,” May said. “So somewhere… that way.”

Boiiiing

“That doesn’t make sense!” Max pointed out.

“You don’t-”

Boiiiiiing

“…what was that?” May asked.

“Not sure,” Max admitted. “I could get Cinder to look?”

“Why not me?” Arc asked.

“Cinder’s better at tracking,” Max summarized.

Boiiiiiing

“I think it’s coming from this way,” May said, turning almost back the way they’d come.

Blaziken pushed a branch aside, holding it until they went past, then let it snap back into place.

Boii-Boiiiiing

“So what happened to intuition?” Max asked.

Boiiiing

May elected not to reply, and a moment later they broke through a screen of bushes into a clearing.

At least twenty Wynaut were crowded around, all looking at something.

Boiiiing

“Arc?” Max asked. “Can you translate? We might need to ask what’s going on…”

No need, Ethan stated, his projector flaring inside May’s pocket. Hologrammatic light spread out, forming a stream of words in front of May’s eyes – the ongoing translation of what all the Wynaut were saying.

Boiiiing

“What is it?”

“It’s fun!”

“That tickles!”

“It’s about to do it again!”

Boiiiiing

“Wait – Skitty?” May asked. “What are you doing?”

All the Wynaut turned to look at her.

“…oh,” she added. “Hi!”

“Hello!” several of the Wynaut said.

Boiiiing

“Stop it, Skitty!”

“But, like… I hit the tail and it comes back! It’s totally cool!”

There were several more boiiing noises, and then a large Wobbuffet came walking up to the siblings.

“I am the chief,” he said, and saluted.

“What do we do now, May?” Max asked. “I mean… they’re not exactly attacking us. Or dangerous.”

The chief kept saluting.

Boiiiing

“Skitty!”

“But, like, they don’t… like… mind…” Skitty protested.

“We’re looking for Liechi berries,” May said. “Do you know where we can find any?”

Chief Wobbuffet shook his head.

“Oh, that’s a shame..”

“Actually, we do,” one of the Wynaut told her. “It’s easy!”

Blaziken coughed. “I think he’s shaking his head because of the breeze.”

Boiiiing

“Berries?” May asked, trying to get the conversation back on track.

“Okay, this way,” said the talkative Wynaut. “Don’t worry about the chief, he stands like that for hours.”

“Hey, hold on!” another said. “How come she can understand us?”

“Why not?”

May groaned.

“What is it?” Max asked. “Ethan’s not translating for me.”

“Don’t worry, you didn’t miss anything,” May assured him.

Boiiiing

“And what about Skitty?”

“I’m just hoping she gets bored eventually…”


“Well?” Brock asked. “Any luck?”

“Yeah, I found at least three bushes,” Ash replied, holding up a basket. “They look pretty much ripe – and Kirlia tried some, she says they’re great.”

“Not bad,” the Pewter trainer said. “Stantler found a couple, and I think Crobat went looking for another grove to see if there’s one close enough.”

“This ought to be enough, if May and Max found some,” Ash said. “What do you think?”

Latios nibbled on some berry. “It’s not just the Liechi berries, everything here’s so tasty!”

“What’s that?” Pikachu asked, interested.

“It’s just an Oran – but they’re great! Try one!”

The Psychic-type passed berries down to Pikachu, and then to Lucario as well when he asked.

“Yeah, I see what you mean,” Pikachu admitted. “Mmm…”

“Sounds like you’re enjoying yourself,” Ash smiled.

“Ash?” Brock said, warily. “Look!”

Ash and his Pokémon turned to look.

They watched with some surprise as a procession of Wynaut came marching in step down towards the beach – tails flapping in unison, all to the left then all to the right and back again.

Each group of four carried a litter made of long sticks and some woven cloth, and with a couple of dozen Liechi berries on it.

Then, behind them all, was a Wobbuffet – and, behind him, Max and May and their Pokémon.

“Hi!” Brock waved. “What happened?”

“Well… it’s kind of a long story,” Max said. “We taught them tennis.”

“How?” Ash asked, interested. “I didn’t think you had any racquets.”

“No, Pokémon-style tennis!” May replied, as the litters were poured into the boat – producing a mound of fresh Liechi berries between two of the seats. “See… I think it was Casper, right?”

“Yeah, Casper taught them how to do Astonish,” Max took up the thread. “And that meant they could use Ghost energy.”

Boiiiing

“And then-” May cut off, reaching down to scoop up Skitty, and put her on her shoulder. “And then Glaceon taught them how to use that to make it into a really weak Shadow Ball.”

“May?” Brock began. “Does this mean what I think it means?”

“And then they used Mirror Coat to bat it back at one another,” May finished. “We should probably get going, I think they’re about to start practising.”

“I’m the chief,” the Wobbuffet said. “So it’s my serve.”

I’m completely lost, Gardevoir admitted. Tennis? What’s tennis?

“Latios?” Ash asked. “Can we get a quick tow?”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Latios agreed, putting the last of his berries in a pile on one of the spare seats. “Hold on, I’ll just turn you around…”

A Shadow Ball whistled off into the distance.


“I’m still worried about that island,” Brock said, looking over his shoulder. “Do you think we did something wrong?”

“I’m sure they’re fine,” Ash replied. “Wynaut are pretty tough.”

“It’s not them I’m all that worried about…” Brock said, shrugging. “Well, I guess Mirror Coat doesn’t completely reflect attacks, so they should knock themselves out before it gets too dangerous.”

May nodded. “Exactly what I was thinking!”

“It was?” Max asked. “You didn’t say it was…”

May was about to reply, but they reached the crest of the hill.

“Oh, yeah, this place,” Ash realized. “There’s a lot of Donphan.”

Ash’s Donphan came out of his Pokéball. “There are? There are!”

He glanced at his trainer. “You didn’t tell me about this place.”

“I… forgot?” Ash said weakly.

“And what’s your excuse?” Donphan went on, pointing his trunk at Pikachu.

“I plead the fifth!” Pikachu said, looking shifty.

“Wrong country!” Donphan replied.

“Then I forgot too… but so did Glalie!”

Glalie turned to Pikachu. “I did not,” he countered, indignantly. “I’m just not the sort of person who actually tells people that.”

“Anyway,” Brock said, clearing his throat. “I think we had to help out here… there was a shiny Donphan female who all the males were trying to impress…”

“…actually, that sounds like fun,” Donphan said. “Hey, Pidgeot?”

Pidgeot came bursting out of her Pokéball as well. “Morning, Donphan – what is it?”

“Who do you have in your other Pokéballs, Ash?” May asked.

“Uh… Lucario, Tyranitar, Meganium…” Ash began to count off.

May, Max and Brock all moved away from Ash.

“They’re not all going to do that!” Ash protested.

“I was thinking…” Donphan explained. “Remember what we did to Raikou?”


“Your beauty is as the russet rock which rises over an endless desert,” a Donphan said, bowing and flourishing his trumpet.

The shiny Donphan said nothing, just quirked an eyebrow.

“Oh, fine…” the Donphan replied, balling up and starting to Rollout. “No appreciation for a bit of novelty…”

Watching, the Shiny nodded approvingly. “The poetry helps… seven.”

“It did?” asked her latest suitor.

“Yes. Otherwise it would have been a six.”

“Six?” the suitor repeated.

“Hey, my turn!” another Donphan called.

Then a low rumble built up, drawing their attention to the north.

“What’s that noise?” asked one of the herd, as it rapidly built up to earsplitting levels.

A moment later, a Pidgeot came hopping over the crest of a low hill. The golden flames of a Sky Attack spiralled and roiled in her slipstream, and she did a low roll before shooting overhead – leaving fire dripping down in her wake.

At the other side of their depression, she pulled up and around in a wingover – then released something from her claws and blasted off at a much higher speed than she’d been flying before.

As she blasted through the sound barrier overhead, the ball she’d dropped hit the ground with a thwack. It slowed as it did, and some of the Donphan realized that it was spinning – in the other direction to the way it was moving.

The object – now becoming obvious as another Donphan – skipped towards them, slowing every time, until at last Donphan uncurled. All four limbs dug in, carving furrows in the ground until he finally skidded to a halt.

“Eight,” the Shiny said flatly.

“Oh come on!” one of the others snapped. “What would it take to get a nine?”


“And when, exactly, did you decide that this was a good idea?” Meganium asked, vines crossed.

“A while ago,” Donphan replied. “Why?”

“Second question. When did you decide it was a bad idea?”

“…about half a second after the first bounce…”

Meganium sighed, shaking her head, then nodded. “Right, come here. I’ll heal up the friction burns.”

“That was kind of cool, I have to admit,” Max said. “Actually, it reminded me of some old film…”

Dexter played some bars of music.

“That’s the one!” Max confirmed. “Something about dams?”

“Oh, that film,” Brock said, nodding. “I know the one.”

“So, what did you get?” Glalie asked. “Did she like you?”

“Eight,” Donphan shrugged, then winced. “Ow! Is it supposed to hurt that much?”

“I didn’t do anything,” Meganium replied, a little tartly. “You moved about too much!”

“Is he okay?” Ash asked.

Pidgeot leaned in. “Sorry if I dropped you too hard…”

“He’s fine,” Meganium assured them, using Heal Pulse again. “I won’t say don’t do it again, because there’s a fat chance of you listening to that…”

Blaziken coughed. “I think one of them scored a ten.”

“What?” May asked. “But the thing with Pidgeot was only an eight!”

“Well…” Blaziken shrugged. “I think Glaceon helped.”

They looked.

Glaceon was sitting on her haunches in front of a large, smooth patch of ice. On top of it, the shiny Donphan held trunks with another Armor Pokémon.

“I guess one of them must have asked Glaceon for help?” Max suggested, as the two ice-dancing Donphan did a twirl.

“So that’s what I was missing!” Ash’s own Donphan said, clenching his trunk. “…where did that male one get a rose?”

Male passed the rose to female, and they skated off into the distance. Then Glaceon turned, and came loping back to her trainer.

“Hello, Glaceon,” May smiled, catching her with an oof as the Ice-type jumped into her arms. “Doing a little matchmaking?”

“Well, one of them actually thought to ask,” Glaceon replied, flirting her tail. “So I thought it was only polite!”

May chuckled. “Well, I guess that’s the kind of attitude we need for…”

She paused.

“Wait, weren’t we trying to get to Pacifidlog for a contest?”

“You’re the one who memorized the calendar,” Max said.

May’s expression wavered, then hardened. “Okay – guys, you can catch up if you want. I’m going to make sure I get there in time to practice.”

The Coordinator returned Glaceon and Blaziken, then sent out Altaria.

“Are you sure, May?” Brock asked. “It is quite a long way…”

“Of course I’m sure!” May replied. She exhaled, then nodded. “Yeah. Completely.”

“Can you check the harness?” Altaria asked. “It feels a bit tight around my right wing…”


Four Pokémon flitted over the sea in loose formation, forming a V with one of the legs longer than the other.

“Shouldn’t you be closer?” Ash asked, looking down at Pidgeot. “The way I heard how slipstreams work…”

Pidgeot tossed her neck. “Not really,” she said. “I mean, if I actually wanted to use the slipstream then yes – but I don’t.”

“Why not?” Pikachu asked.

“It’s because that makes it harder on the Pokémon you slipstream off,” Pidgeot lectured. “Not much, it’s worth it overall, but it also means that I’m letting Altaria set the pace without dragging him back.”

Her wings waggled. “I’m much faster, Flygon’s as fast, and I’m letting Delta slipstream off me so it works out.”

“Right,” Ash said, nodding. “And I guess… yeah, Flygon’s as far from Altaria as we are, so that works. Thanks for explaining.”

Pidgeot chuckled.

“How’s Altaria doing, actually?” Ash added.

“He’s good,” Pidgeot replied, examining his flight path. “He’s naturally inclined to a steadier kind of flight, and he’s certainly doing that… and his speed’s okay, even if I think he’s practically standing still…”


Ahead and to the right, Altaria tilted his head. He rose a little, smooth as silk, then looked back at May.

“I can see the island!”

“Good,” May said, smiling – a little shakily, but still a smile. “Contest, here we come!”

“Where do you want us to land?” the Dragon-type added, looking back in the direction he was going before glancing back again. “I’m not familiar with this island…”

“I’ve only been once,” May replied. “It’s kind of a big one… well, kind of a big island group, there’s more than one of them and some of it’s on floating pontoons. Hold on a sec.”

She patted her pockets. “Ethan… where did I put you?”

Here, Ethan replied, flashing brightly from one of the pockets she hadn’t reached yet. A hologram flared into being, thickening up rapidly until it was like a map resting on Altaria’s back.

“Cool,” Altaria said admiringly.

“So… uh, let’s see…” May said, reaching a hand into the map and moving it. The map scrolled with her, and she brightened. “Great! That means, uh…”

She pointed. “There, I think. That’d be great.”

“Got it!” Altaria trilled. “Okay, one landing coming up!”


To their right, Flygon buzzed along through the afternoon sun.

“I hope my buzzing isn’t a problem,” he said to Brock, rolling his neck so he could look backwards out of the corner of one eye. “I know it’s kind of loud sometimes…”

“No problem at all,” Brock assured him. “I get used to it – actually, by the end of a long flight it sounds strange for there not to be buzzing!”

Flygon chuckled.

“So… this is nearly the end of your time in Hoenn, right?” he asked. “Not much longer to go?”

“Pretty much,” Brock agreed, shifting a little. “After that we’re going to Kanto for a bit. I’m not sure if Ash is still going to do the Battle Frontier – but I imagine Max wants to do the Kanto Gym Challenge and I know May’s got more Contests planned.”

“Kanto, huh…” Flygon said, frowning. “I’ve heard it’s cold there.”

“Sometimes it is,” Brock agreed. “But it’s not really all that cold, it’s just that Hoenn’s warmer and more humid than Kanto. It’s Sinnoh that’s really cold.”

Flygon mock-shivered, though not badly enough to make Brock too unsteady. “Maybe I should get a coat…”


“How much further is it?” Delta asked.

“Not far, I think,” Max replied. “Why?”

“I’m getting kind of tired… and I don’t think you’d appreciate me taking a rest on the water…”

“Don’t worry,” Max said. “I’ve got a plan for if you need a landing – Jirachi?”

There was a pause.

“Jirachi?” Max repeated, looking to his side.

Jirachi had his eyes closed, and all three of his tags were flapping in the wind. Wheeeeee!

“Good plan,” Delta said.

“…it might need a bit of work,” Max admitted.


A long way below, Latios scudded along the wavetops.

“Are you sure this is okay?” he asked the Psychic-types riding on his back. “I could go higher…”

This is fine, Gardevoir replied, smiling at her daughter – who was feeling the spray on one spread hand. Kirlia likes it, so if you don’t mind we can stay down here.

“No problem,” Latios agreed. “Actually, back home my sister and I fly underwater almost as much as in the air.”

Your sister? Gardevoir repeated. A Latias, I assume?

Latias are neat, Kirlia said, smiling. I used to want to be a Latias when I grew up.

Latios chuckled. “Well, my sister… she used to be quite a handful. We live in Altomare, where we tried to stay out of trouble, but Latias… she wanted to see the sights, interact with people.”

He waved a forearm. “Which wasn’t impossible, because of our illusions, but very hard when you can’t speak human language!”

Gardevoir winced.

I assume she changed? she asked, after a pause.

“Yeah, she did,” Latios nodded, voice a little more sombre. “There was a pretty complicated thing that happened, it involved some Rocket agents and – well, time travel stuff makes it confusing, but pretty much what happened is that both of us had a nasty brush with death.”

Kirlia’s eyes widened. That sounds horrible!

“It wasn’t nice,” Latios agreed grimly. “But after that – well, Ash saved us, and then he offered to take us with him. One at a time, so Altomare’s still safe – we’re the protectors of Altomare – and teach us to defend ourselves.”

He shrugged. “We’ve both gotten a lot better at battling since.”

What’s Altomare like? Kirlia asked.

“Beautiful,” Latios told her. “The streets are full of canals, running everywhere in the city, and we use them to get invisibly from place to place. It’s a lovely place in the summer, with water and boats everywhere, and right near the middle is a secret garden where Latias and I live.”

He tilted his head. “Actually, I could show you where Latias is right now.”

Latios pulled up into a climb, gaining height and moving away from the spray, and concentrated for a moment. Latias?

Brother! Latias replied, happily. How are things?

Not bad, not bad, Latios sent. Ash and Max just recently picked up their eighth Gym Badge, and we’re heading to Pacifidlog Town now for May’s fifth ribbon. What about you?

I’m showing my friend Latias – you remember her? - around the city again! Latias said cheerfully, then chuckled. What am I saying, of course you remember her!

I – stop it! Latios demanded. Uh… anyway, do you mind sight-sharing for a bit? I’m telling some Pokémon about Altomare.

Okay, but we’re both in human disguise, Latias warned. It might look a bit strange.

The psychic mind-link intensified, and Latios – and Kirlia and Gardevoir – saw a partly-transparent version of Altomarean streets thronged with tourists.

“Cool!” Kirlia said, looking around. “There’s so many humans!”

Where is your sister? Gardevoir asked.

Latios nodded. “That’s her down there.” Don’t buy too much ice cream, Latias – you’ll get fat!

As if! Latias sent back, with a mental raspberry.


Not much further, Arceus informed the four adventurers.

Silence greeted him.

Are you going to get over it soon?

More silence, broken by the thwack as Palkia kicked a Houndoom out of the way.

“Ow!” barked the Fire-type. “You want some of this?”

Palkia used Spatial Rend.

The Fire-type decided they could get on fine without more of ‘this’.

Do you want me to make you battle a Dunsparce?

“That would be an improvement over what you sprung on us!” Dialga said.

I thought it was an appropriate challenge.

“It was a Zapdos!” Giratina replied. “A Zapdos, I might add, which could knock out a Dragon-type Greater Legendary!”

There’s no such classification as a Greater Legendary, Arceus replied loftily.

“Didn’t we agree we weren’t speaking any more?” Palkia asked. “Oh, hey, we’re here.”

“Right,” Aaron said, increasing his pace until he was at the front of the group. “Now, let’s find out what’s going on…”


The Xatu looked down at them, eyes unblinking. “Ah, the travellers,” he said.

There was a pause.

“Can you actually see?” Palkia asked. “You’ve been staring into the sun for years, right?”

“I have excellent optical health,” Xatu replied without missing a beat.

Sorry, I left in a few comedy lines, Arceus apologized.

“So, what’s going on?” Aaron asked. “What’s so important?”

“It is a great secret I have to tell you, traveller,“Xatu said, leaning closer. His eyes flashed. “For on this world, there is a Pokémon … who was once a human!”

“Lame!” Giratina said immediately.

“I know,” Sir Aaron told Xatu.

The Psychic-type deflated a bit. “Oh. I was hoping it would be a bit more impressive than that.”

He rallied. “But you may not know all the details – do you remember the time that human was cursed by a Ninetales?”

“Actually, I do,” Aaron agreed. “But it was all a misunderstanding and she lifted the curse-”

“Not correct!” Xatu said. “It was in fact his faithful Gardevoir who took the curse upon herself, and that Gardevoir who he abandoned in the desert!”

Aaron stared fixedly skywards. “What.”

Okay, so I took a few liberties with an event from your life to make the backstory, Arceus replied. What?

“That better not be me he’s talking about!”

Make a few sacrifices for a good plot, why don’t you…


AN:


Not all Mega Evolutions work first time.

In other news, Wynaut, some Donphan, and general movement towards Pacifidlog. Also we finally look back at what Sir Aaron and the God Squad are doing.
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“Okay, here goes…” Altaria said, spreading his wings and slowing. “I hope this works!”

“That’s not encouraging,” May replied, holding on a bit tighter.

“What?” Altaria asked, looking back for a moment. “It’s not something dangerous…”

His wings rose, then fell in a single beat – and they came to a stop as smooth as silk.

“…oh, so that’s what you meant,” May realized. “That was a great landing!”

Altaria gave a happy trill.

Stepping off, May rubbed his neck. “Sorry for not trusting you…”

Leaning into the rub, Altaria smiled. “That’s okay.”

Then Pidgeot shot overhead, pulling up to slow down and ready herself for landing.

“Showoff,” the Dragon added, which made May chuckle.


“Good afternoon!” the local Joy said, looking up as four new people came into her Pokémon Centre – along with a Kirlia and a Gardevoir, for some reason. “Is it your first visit to Pacifidlog?”

“Yeah,” agreed the boy in front. “Uh – I did hear about something, though, so I have a couple of questions…”

As he spoke, he got his Pokéballs off his belt. “It’s been a long flight, can you give them a check-up?”

“Mine too,” the girl added, to nods from the other two visitors.

Joy gathered the Pokéballs up, then frowned. “Hold on… I must have miscounted.”

“No, it’s probably right,” the boy said. “I’ve got a couple extra I carry – it’s complicated.”

“Right…” Joy said, then did a double-take. “Is this… an Entei?”

“Yeah, that’s him… oh, yeah, Latios needs a check too. Latios?”

Joy took a step back as a Latios materialized in mid-air.

“I think we found someone who’s not heard of you yet, Ash,” the young man behind him said.

“Right… right,” Joy said, concentrating. “Okay. Sorry, I’m just – surprised. What was that other question you had?”

“Yeah…” said Ash. “Okay… I heard about a tsunami some years ago, and I wanted to hear about it. Do you know how I could?”

“Oh, the great wave,” Joy realized. “Okay… well, I don’t know much about it – I’m too new to have been here – but I think there’s a memorial a little outside town. To the north.”

“Thanks,” Ash told her. “How long do you think they’re going to take?”

“About half an hour,” she replied.

“Ash, is this…” the girl asked, seeming to realize something.

“Yeah,” Ash answered. “Okay, I’ll be back then.”

Joy was puzzled by his behaviour, but then again someone with two Legendaries was allowed to behave a bit odd now and again.

Out of curiosity, she searched up his trainer card – then sat back in shock.

“Nine of them?” she said, faintly. “Nine?”


It wasn’t anything especially big, or grandiose.

Ash hadn’t expected something like that – and didn’t mind, not really. It made sense.

There was just a little stone marker, about four feet high, with a few fading wreaths by the side – made with bright blue flowers, some of them still almost the same colour as when they were picked.

No-one said anything as Ash ran his fingers over the inscription.

…the identity of this brave trainer is unknown, only that he was not a native of the town he saved. Pacifidlog is forever grateful to him.

We regret that we do not know his name, nor even the town of his birth, since it means we cannot tell those he may have left behind.

Our thanks come from the bottom of our hearts.

“It’s funny,” Ash said, eventually. “I kind of imagined… I don’t know.”

He shook his head. “Ho-Oh told me about it years ago, and I thought… maybe that I’d had enough time to come to terms with it. And Keldeo saw it, so I guessed maybe…”

Pikachu touched Ash’s cheek.

“Somehow, this makes it real,” Ash went on. “It’s right here-”

His voice broke, and he swallowed quickly before going on. “It happened right here,” he said. “And he’s got a monument – and this whole town is worth it.”

“Ash…” Pikachu said, softly.

“I just wish-” Ash bit the words off before he finished. “I’d really have liked to have met him.”

“We could tell them,” Brock suggested. “Pacifidlog doesn’t know who he is, but I think they want to.”

Ash shook his head. “No, I don’t think I want to.”

“Why not?” May asked.

In reply, Ash touched the inscription again. “I think it doesn’t matter. They don’t know who he was, but he’s remembered-”

The words stopped there.

“I don’t know,” Ash went on. “Maybe we should… I don’t know.”

“Good afternoon,” a voice called. “The Wave memorial? I didn’t think there’d be anyone here so late – the anniversary was weeks ago.”

The owner of the voice came walking up along the path, her Bellossom following her, and Brock stepped aside to let her past.

“Sorry,” Ash began, turning. “I was just-”

“It’s not a problem,” the woman interrupted him. “I come here to clean it, not to-”

She stopped, eyes widening.

“What is it?” Max asked. “What’s wrong?”

“You look just like him,” she whispered. “A bit shorter, but…”

A moment later, she shook her head. “No, it was thirteen years ago. And you’re nowhere near old enough to be-”

“It was my dad,” Ash interrupted, on impulse. “He’s the one who stopped the wave – with Aura. It’s the first time since I found out that I had the chance to visit.”

“Your father?” the woman repeated. “But that means – you know who the hero of the Great Wave was!”

“Not very well,” Ash pointed out. “He died when I was really young… we thought he’d just left, until I found out that…”

“Oh, you poor thing,” she said. “Hold on – do you have a moment? I’m the curator of this monument, so I’ve got most of the newspaper stories and things like that.”

“Thanks,” Ash said. “That’d be – that’d mean a lot to me… and to Mom, too, I guess.”

“All right, then,” she decided. “I’m Lana. I’ve got some cleaning to do, so spend as long as you like here and then I’ll show you the collection.”


“I’m not sure how much you know about the circumstances,” Lana said, pulling a drawer open. “Honestly, what we’ve got isn’t much – but if you didn’t know what happened, it might be what you need. Ah, here we are!”

She lifted a folder out from the drawer, and transferred it to the table. “Okay, this is everything I’ve got.”

“There’s quite a lot,” Brock observed. “More than I was expecting.”

“That’s because I’ve printed off a lot of stuff that’s… speculation, really,” Lana explained.

“You said I looked like him,” Ash remembered. “How – did you know him… or, well, I guess you didn’t…”

“I talked to him, once,” Lana said. “He looked kind of lost, but didn’t explain why – about all I did was tell him we don’t have a gym here any more.”

“He was doing a gym challenge?” Ash asked. “That’s kind of like…”

His voice went quieter. “Like me.”

Lana shrugged helplessly. “I really don’t know – we only exchanged a few words.”

There was a silence for a few seconds, and then Lana slid out some of the cuttings. “These are the eyewitness accounts. They all agree on a few things – he didn’t have his Pokémon with him, his rough appearance, and that just before the wave arrived there was a kind of blue flash from his hands. And then…”

She shook her head. “Gone. Vanished like he was never here.”

“Blue?” Ash repeated. “I guess Ho-Oh did say…”

Lana’s eyes widened, but she evidently decided to ask later. “Yes – a kind of bright blue, shining off his hands. There’s several ideas about what it is, if you’d like to hear them.”

“No need,” Ash replied. “I think I know.”

The woman blinked. “You do? Is that because of what you said about Ho-Oh?”

Wordlessly, Ash raised his hand. A pale blue fire flashed into being around it, making the newsprint tinge blue on top of the fading yellow of the paper.

Lana stared. “What… what is that?”

“It’s Aura,” Ash explained, extinguishing it. “Something I learned how to do a few years ago.”

He changed the subject. “What about Pokémon – didn’t he have any Pokémon?”

“They all left town, we think,” Lana said. “He did heal some of them at the Pokémon Centre – there was a Fearow and a Magmar – but none of them stuck around for long enough for us to ask anything.”

“That’s a pity,” Ash said, looking down. “I’d kind of like to have met them.”

“I wish I’d had longer to speak to him,” Lana admitted. “He’s kind of an enigma – it feels almost like he appeared from nowhere, saved us all and vanished. No body ever turned up… and it’s only now we even know what he’s called.”

Ash was silent for a long time, and Max shifted a bit uncomfortably – not sure what to say, or if there was anything to be said.

“Ash…” Pikachu said, tentatively. “Do you think you should call your mom?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Yeah, I think she’d want to see the memorial.”


“It’s just over here,” Ash explained. “There – Lana said that’s where he was standing, when-”

He stopped, swallowing, then went on. “When he – died.”

“I think she’s right,” Keldeo agreed, thinking back to the flash he’d seen in the time bubble. “The wave came from over there, and then…”

Delia put a hand on his neck. “Thank you, Keldeo – it’s good to know what happened.”

She stepped forwards, approaching the stone, and Ash and the others fell back a few steps to let her reach it first.

Because of that, none of them heard the words she whispered to the stone.

“Thank you, Ash,” she added, looking back to her son. “I think it’s important to- to get closure, I think.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I hated not knowing anything – even thinking he might just have left…”

Latias floated closer, looking down at the simple stone marker. “He sounds a lot like our dad,” she said, reaching down to touch the flowers. “He saved Altomare – and then…”

She looked at her brother, then back to the marker, and Latios put an arm over her back. “It’s okay, Latias. It didn’t happen any more.”

Latias nodded, opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. She reached out for her brother, reassuring herself that he was still here.

“We’re lucky,” she said, voice husky. “We got lucky.”

Delia stepped back a little, letting Keldeo through, and he silently switched to Resolute form and knelt in front of the stone. “Your son is a great friend, and a brave trainer,” he told the stone – and, implicitly, the man it represented. “I regret not having the chance to know you, because I feel you must be the same.”

Standing again, he glanced at Ash before continuing. “I don’t have very clear memories of my own parents – they died when I was quite young – but when I saw them, at the same time I saw you… I was proud to be their son, and Ash should be proud to be your son. For the same reason.”

“I am,” Ash agreed fervently. “I’d trade all that to have you back, but… if I can’t, then I’m glad this is the reason why.”

He let out an explosive breath. “It’s a lot to live up to.”

“Make sure you do live up to it, Ash,” his mother said. “I don’t – don’t want to lose both of you.”

Ash nodded. “Mom… I’ll always come back, okay?”

Delia smiled, began to speak, then just hugged her son.

He returned the embrace, and blinked back tears – then stopped trying.


“Thanks, Mewtwo,” Brock said, quietly enough not to disturb the five at the marker stone. “I hope it’s not a problem.”

Of course not, Mewtwo assured him. For something like this, it is well worth the effort to fetch them all – even Keldeo.


“You know,” Max said, watching as Ash and Delia turned back to the memorial. “This is kind of making me think… we’re really lucky to have Dad.”

May nodded. “Yeah… thinking about it, actually, Brock’s dad did go off for ages without any real reason. And Dawn – I don’t know if Dawn’s dad ever came up…”

She shook her head. “And who was it Ash was working with in Unova?”

“I think it was… Iris and Cilan,” Max said. “Not sure for either of them, actually – but we didn’t see them much.”

May nodded slowly.

“I guess we should say thanks,” she decided. “We’re going to be back home again soon, so we could say then.”

Roland touched his mother’s leg. Mom?

No, dear, Gardevoir replied, guessing what his question was. I don’t know where your father is, dear – I’m sorry.

Roland sighed. He didn’t, uh… did he, I don’t know, vanish catching a meteorite?

Gardevoir shook her head, smiling slightly.


“You okay, Ash?” Brock asked, nudging him.

“Oh – yeah, sorry,” Ash said, blinking. “Sorry, Brock, I was miles away.”

“Not surprised,” Brock replied, with an understanding smile. “But you’ve missed three of the Appeals already – it’s Drew next.”

“Drew’s here?” Ash repeated.

“Don’t feel bad for not being able to concentrate,” Lucario said. “It’s something that’s worth thinking about for as long as you need.”

“Thanks,” his trainer smiled, sighing a little. “That does help.”

“Drew, from LaRousse city!” the announcer announced. “And his Masquerain!”

As they watched, Drew strode out onto the centre of the arena. He adjusted his suit, then whistled.

As he did, a patch of cloth shifted on his back – then shrugged off a coating of black powder, as Masquerain spread his wings and set off into the air.

“An unconventional opening!” said Nurse Joy, with a nod. “Let’s see what’s next!”

Masquerain rose into the air, flapping his broad wings, and a sparkling coating of scales came off. He did a spin, catching them in the wind currents forming as he moved, then added to the process with a Silver Wind.

A moment later, he shot a stream of Bubble around in a circle, so that each bubble individually passed through a thick cloud of the shimmering scales. The audience had a moment to see the bubbles as they emerged – now themselves shining like opals – before he fired an Ice Beam which bounced between them, freezing each one before reflecting on to the next.

The shining globes of ice that resulted were still thin and light, mostly hollow, and shone like disco-balls in the lighting. The last remains of the air currents swept them around as Masquerain slowed, forming them into a spiral stretching out from his position.

Then they began to drop.

As they did, Masquerain accelerated – using Quick Attack, he smashed right through each of the icy balls in turn. As he hit each one, it exploded into a cloud of glitter and ice shards which showered down on his trainer and on the stadium floor.

There was a gasp from the crowd, as something else became apparent – the icy crashes of shattering bubbles were notes.

They played a short, simple tune which hung in the air, each note dying away as the next replaced it, until it finally faded as Masquerain slowed to land on Drew’s outstretched arm.


“Okay, that was good,” Max said, clapping along with the rest of them. “How did he get them to do those notes?”

“I guess the bubbles had to be different sizes,” Brock decided. “And if he had Masquerain fire them out in the right order, then – because of the way he was spinning – the spiral would be the right tune just like that.”

“Huh, I think May could have trouble…” Max mused. “Good thing it’s the top eight who go through to the battle section!”

“What’s she planning?” Ash asked. “I didn’t see…”

“I did,” Lucario informed him. “She got me to help choreograph it.”

“Any clues?”

Lucario shook his head. “You’ll see – she’s next, I think.”


“Okay, Ethan,” May said, taking a deep breath. “I think this is your first actual Contest… right?”

Affirmative, Ethan agreed. However, I know the theory.

“Then… let’s do this,” May decided, smoothing her long blue dress and white pinafore.

She stepped out onto the arena floor, and held up Ethan’s projector.

Stand by, ready, he intoned. Set up.

The Porygon2 briefly formed himself, then vanished again.

Unperturbed, May took a step forwards. As she brought her foot down, it hit something solid earlier than it should have – a flat plane of blue light.

Another step, and her foot landed on a plane of pink light. As she took her third step, the first plane vanished.

Then she jumped, and traceries of blue and pink light followed her to form a platform for her to land on.


“…is she walking on Ethan?” Max asked. “That’s – well, it’s pretty cool, but I’m not sure it’s really Contest-y… is that a word?”

Lucario shrugged. “Don’t ask me. I cheat by using Aura.”

He pointed. “Anyway – this is the good bit.”

Max followed his paw – then gasped. “What!?”

He wasn’t the only one, as Ethan briefly reformed and fired a Thunder Wave at his trainer.

The attack flashed forwards and – missed. It missed because May had suddenly gone flying towards the ceiling, landing on a platform which appeared to catch her. Upside down.

Ethan had already dissolved back into vectors, and May jumped towards the floor – reaching the apex of her jump, then twisting to land on the ‘wall’ as she fell in that direction instead.

This time, Ethan’s attack was a more powerful Psybeam, which May dodged by jumping sideways and landing back towards the floor as Ethan changed her personal Gravity yet again.

Finally, she jumped and hung in mid-air, suspended by equal forces pulling her up and down, as Ethan detonated four Zap Cannon attacks all around her. The sparkling explosions hid her from sight for an instant, and when they faded she was back on ground level – her Porygon2 collapsing himself calmly back into his projector.

“How long was she planning that?” Max asked, glancing at Lucario as the applause began.

“I believe it was after she saw the zero-g room at the Space Centre,” Lucario replied. “And some old book about a wonderland was involved too…”

That was so cool! Kirlia said, eyes wide. I never thought you could do that kind of thing with Pokémon moves!

“Contests are pretty fun,” Ash agreed.

It’s nice to see a less… combative… form of competitive Pokémon training, Gardevoir observed. And thank you for getting us these seats.


“Sticky web, Ariados!” called Peter, pointing.

Barrier, Ethan countered, forming an octagonal wall of energy in the air. The web slapped into it, wrapping around, and failed to reach Ethan himself.

“Barrage three!” May instructed. “Sixth pattern!”

Calculating vectors.

Ethan’s weapons array flashed, and the octagonal shield shattered into a dozen pieces. They spread out towards Ariados, who scuttled backwards and created a web-shield with a twisting trunk shaped like an oak tree.

In reply, Ethan used Tri Attack. The triple attack – Fire, Ice and Lightning – built up for a second, then went flashing out to hit three separate pieces of the shield.

The Fire component of the attack bounced off the Barrier fragment at an angle, hitting a second fragment, and bounced off that too. It narrowly missed the Lightning component, which was on its own path, and flashed between three more mini-Barriers in quick succession.

“Look out!” Peter called – just as the Tri Attack recombined directly behind Ariados and hit him from an unexpected direction.

The bell rang, and the scoreboard froze – showing Peter’s points down at zero.

“And that’s a second victory for May Maple!” called Nurse Joy. “Congratulations!”

“Man…” Peter said, sighing, and recalled his dazed Ariados. “I was not expecting that.”

“Thanks,” May replied. “How many things can your Ariados do with his webs?”

“Apparently not enough,” the boy chuckled. “All right – I guess I should run!”

There are just the finals left, Ethan stated, reverting to his projector and letting May catch it. The little device pulsed slightly as he kept speaking. What strategy should we use against Masquerain?

“Good question…” May admitted. “Well, we’ve got a lot of options…”


“May has to win this one, right?” Max asked. “I think I lost count…”

“She doesn’t have to,” Brock replied, tapping on his fingers as he counted. “It’s a few weeks until the Grand Festival, so there’s at least a few more chances – but we might need to use Pokémon help to get to the Contests in time.”

Max nodded. “Right, that makes sense. Still… that means this one’s pretty important.”

He frowned. “I could swear that May’s been winning more than – you know.”

“Relatively, yeah,” Brock agreed. “But she’s been giving up some chances to let us have a go instead.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s what I was missing… Ash did Ho-Oh, right?”

Brock nodded. “Looks like they’re about to start,” he added. “Ready?”

“Sure!”


“You know what to do, Masquerain!” Drew called. “Ready?”

Masquerain nodded slightly, taking off and flapping his delicate wings.

Begin!” called Mr. Contesta.

“Lock On, Ethan!” May ordered, almost on top of Contesta’s instruction.

Locking on, Ethan confirmed, a slender targeting array materializing next to his head and firing a beam of light out towards the far wall. Masquerain dodged, avoiding the red beam for the first few seconds, but then Ethan successfully painted him and a large holographic crosshair appeared.

“Zap Cannon!”

The large Zap Cannon appeared as well – forming itself out of hard-light, with a central pole surrounded by two levitating rings. Lightning arced around them, and then it fired a large globe of white-cored blue light directly at the dodging Masquerain.

“Scales!” Drew instructed abruptly, and a puff of iridescent scales came flashing out from Masquerain’s wings. They formed a dense cloud, and the Lock-On abruptly hazed into a mess of conflicting returns.

The Zap Cannon detonated as soon as it hit the cloud, sending some of them flying in all directions, but the majority remained – though Masquerain flew out from behind the cloud a second later.

“Silver Wind!” Drew added, pressing his advantage, and Masquerain did a flip to make the wing-scales barrage down at Ethan. “Keep him surrounded!”

Error. LIDAR unavailable, Ethan complained, as the Silver Wind engulfed him. Deploying countermeasures.

The powder jumped as Ethan formed a Magic Coat, then used planes of force from Barrier to shunt the fine scales out of the way.

Before he was quite finished, however, Masquerain fired a concentrated burst of sound – a Bug Buzz – which blew the scales outwards in all directions like a shockwave. The attack itself passed through Ethan’s barriers, hitting him and knocking him backwards.

“Gravity, Ethan!” May called. “Sideways!”

The Porygon2 complied, and Masquerain did a half-controlled side flip as his ‘down’ changed. That was almost his comeuppance as a Charge Beam flashed towards him, but he managed to produce another scale cloud which scattered the energy from the Electric attack.

“And this is an excellent tactical battle!” Contesta said excitedly. “This seems to be a new tactic with great versatility and pizazz!”

“Remarkable!” Nurse Joy agreed.

Mr. Sukizo looked confused.


“How do I get past that…” May said to herself, frowning. “I guess – wait! Ethan, Sharpen and Agility!”

Ethan’s bodyshape altered, his round portions flashing and changing to more angular forms. For a moment he looked almost like a conventional Porygon, then the changes firmed up and he took on a wicked-looking shape like a curved dart. The colours were the same, but he looked almost more like a fighter aircraft than a Pokémon.

“Aerial Ace!” May instructed, pointing.

“Agility!” Drew replied. “Double Team – and a scale burst!”

Masquerain produced a cloud of glitter scales, forming Double Teams under cover and splitting in all directions as he came out of it. A moment later, Ethan burst through the cloud – sending it scattering in all directions – and spent a fraction of a second picking one of the Masquerain before following it and firing off bursts of Tri Attack.

“Oh, what a change!” Nurse Joy said, clapping. “The whole character of the battle has changed!”

Ethan landed a solid hit on Masquerain, who promptly vanished. The other three fired Bug Buzz attacks at him, hitting his dorsal area, and Ethan flipped through a skid turn to aim at another of the Bug-type copies.

“Try to Lock On!” May called. “The real one’s the only one you’ll be able to hit!”

Ethan’s targeting array flashed, playing across a randomly selected Masquerain, which promptly released a glitter-scale burst just as the other two did as well.

“…or he could do that,” May added, wincing. Now none of them would be possible to Lock On to.

She glanced at the scoreboard, which showed Drew slightly in the lead.

“Time to try something new,” she decided. “Gravity – as strong as you can!”


“Gravity?” Drew repeated, a little thrown. “What-”

Ethan spun a disc of light out across the arena, which paused for a moment and then lit up.

Masquerain staggered in the air, and a moment later Drew realized something.

All the Masquerain had jolted, as his Bug-type guessed what the copies should do. But only one of them had gone up, falling towards the sky before flipping to fly upside down and ‘climb’ back towards the stage.

Ethan fired a burst of Tri Attack, his light disc flashing and switching polarity to tug Masquerain back down out of a hasty scale cloud, and landed a solid hit.

“Don’t let him get away!” May said. “Switch the gravity again!”

Another disc formed, this one vertical, and began to glow.

Masquerain pulled up, wings fluttering as they tried to support his weight, and then the direction switched – towards the wall this time – and he did a complicated flip to keep himself flying controllably.

He spun in a Quiver Dance, gaining speed and helping his fight against the rapidly switching gravity, and fired a Bug Buzz back at Ethan.

“Quarter shield!” May instructed, and a shield made of half an octahedron formed in front of Ethan. The point was directly facing Masquerain’s Bug Buzz, reflecting it to form a square around Ethan without touching him, and as he spun the shield it turned the Bug Buzz into a diffuse cone of red energy.

May’s score stopped dropping, and her opponent lost points instead – until Masquerain cancelled the Bug Buzz, leaving both Pokémon facing off for a moment.

Drew watched, keeping an eye on the scales all over the stage. They were catching the light more and more as the combination of wind and gravity kept changing, blowing them up into billows and complicated shapes.

“Okay, Psybeam!”

Masquerain’s Psybeam went straight into one of the dense patches of scales, making it refract and bend slightly – hitting a surprised Ethan, though only for a moment before he scooted out of the way.

“Keep him busy!” May said.

The gravity switched to down again.

“Hidden Power!” Drew shouted.

Masquerain did a backflip, firing a little spark of crackling energy downwards.

“Wait – shield!” May called. “Now!”

Ethan’s shield was still forming when the Hidden Power hit the closest scale cloud.

There was quite a loud bang as the huge, diffuse and flammable cloud of Masquerain’s shed scales exploded. The explosion washed a cloud of iridescent scales up towards the audience, producing a rainbow shimmer all through the building, and Ethan was hidden by the sheet of flame.


“Ethan!” May called. “Are you okay?”

There was a scary pause, then a flicker of light. I am still functional.

May exhaled in relief. “Good – now, let’s-”

“Time’s up!” the Joy called.

“What?” May asked. “But…”

She sighed. “I guess that battle took longer than I thought…”

“This was a close final match,” Contesta took up the thread. “Both Coordinators used some very tricky moves – and we’ve all seen more than one thing which has impressed us. But there can only be one winner.”

He let the pause hang for a moment, then went on. “And that winner is – Drew!”

May slumped slightly, then shook herself.

There was still time for another Contest. Perhaps one in Petalburg…

“Great work!” she told Drew, walking over to shake his hand.

Drew smiled. “Yeah – thanks! You too!”

“However,” Contesta went on, making May start in surprise.

She’d lost – wasn’t that the end of it?

“This is a rule which does not come up often,” Contesta explained. “It was put in place to prevent Coordinators from having to drop out when they won their fifth Ribbon in a region. So it is my pleasure to award the Ribbon tonight to May Maple!”

There was a stunned silence.

“Why?” someone called from the audience.

“I’ve already got five ribbons,” Drew replied. “If that happens the runner-up gets it.”

For a moment, May felt a bit like punching him.

Just a bit.

“You scared the life out of me!” she hissed. “I thought I might not be able to go to the Grand Festival!”

Drew shook his head. “Yeah, like that was ever going to happen – but, hey, at least this time we had a great match-up without one of us being eliminated, right?”

May glowered.

“Miss Maple?” Contesta called.

“Oh – right, sorry!” May apologized.

“Well done,” the judge added to her, in a low voice. “Your fifth yourself, I see? I’ll look out for you at the Grand Festival – good luck.”

“Thank you,” May replied, taking the ribbon with a smile. “I’ll try not to let you down.”

Contesta gave her a nod.


So… you collect five of those ribbons, Gardevoir said, examining them. They represent your ability to win battles with style, and to demonstrate style with Pokémon moves.

“That’s right,” May confirmed. “I try to train my Pokémon so they’re all good at Contests – and I think they’re all very talented, too.”

I’m sure they are, Gardevoir smiled. So what happens then?

“Then – well, you know we mentioned the Pokémon League?” Ash asked.

Gardevoir nodded. So did Kirlia, walking just beside her parent.

“The Grand Festival is like a Pokémon League event for Coordinators,” May filled in. “Only people with five ribbons can compete, and it’s all in front of a pretty big crowd.”

So, where now? Kirlia asked. Is where you said we should stay near there?

“No, we’re heading back home first,” May told her. “It’s a few weeks at least until the Grand Festival, so we’re going back home to train… and we need to stop off to pick up Munchlax, too.”

“Oh, yeah, Munchlax!” Max said, with a smile. “Remember when I carried him on my back?”

Gardevoir did a double take. How?

Max stopped, blinking. “Uh… good question, actually…”

“I feel like this is the kind of question we’d normally ask Ash,” Brock mused.


Thousands of miles away, under the light of a pre-dawn sky, a Mewtwo lay back and kicked his feet.

His friend looked up from a well-thumbed book, and smiled. “You’re not fooling anyone.”

“I am too!” the Mewtwo replied, folding his arms in a huff and looking away. “I’m not just any Mewtwo-”

His friend chuckled. “Are you jealous?”

Reaching over, N tapped Mewtwo on the nose – making him vanish in a puff of smoke and return to Zorua-form. “I’d read a book you wrote as much as Mewtwo’s book, you know.”

Zorua put a paw to his muzzle, then shook his head. “Writing’s boring.”


Some distance from where N and his friend were relaxing, Umbreon paced around the edge of the battlefield.

Mega Sableye kept moving, shifting his gem shield to keep it between her and himself.

“That’s a pretty impressive defence,” Umbreon noted, tail lashing.

“And you should know,” Mega Sableye agreed. “You’ve been completely unable to hurt me often enough.”

Umbreon’s eyes flashed. “Of course. But…”

She pushed off, and began to charge forwards – jumping left to right to left as she moved in, making it so that Mega Sableye had to guess where to put his shield to form a better defence.

The Ghost-type adopted an unconventional approach. He shifted his grip, and used the shield as a baseball bat.

Umbreon had seen this trick before, and dodged – nipping on his arm, then running away before he could react.

“That’s kind of unfair…” her opponent complained.

“Dark type?” Umbreon asked, twitching an ear.

Mega Sableye threw his shield at her.

Umbreon yelped, ducking away, and the spinning gemstone crashed into the ground just next to where she’d been standing.

It shivered, spun end-over-end, bounced a second time, and Mega Sableye caught it out of the air as he ran.

“That was not obeying the laws of physics!” Umbreon objected, then ducked as it came flying at her again.

“Dark-type,” Mega Sableye reminded her. His claw clenched, producing a Shadow Ball, and he threw it at the returning gem shield.

The attempted trick shot missed completely, and Umbreon fired a Dark Pulse back at him – one which caught him a glancing blow in the side.

“I can see a downside,” she noted.

“It’s a work in progress,” Mega Sableye noted, catching his shield again, then crouched. He kicked off from the ground, getting high enough to be level with the windows on the second floor of one of the nearby buildings, and shifted his shield-gem so it was what hit the ground first.

There was an almighty whack.

Umbreon tilted her head. “…it’s very impressive. Was that it?”

Mega Sableye sighed. “Okay, back to the drawing board for that one…”


…no, sorry, still don’t understand it, Alakazam admitted.

Furfrou tossed her immaculately-coiffed ears, the green tabs on the end of them waving from side to side. “It is simple, is it not? Fashion is what looks good, so I am fashionable so that I look good.”

No, I get that, Alakazam said, shaking his head. What I don’t get is why you said that fashion changes so much. I mean… I don’t get bored of how I look that quickly.

The Normal-type sighed, gesturing with a paw and straightening the green fur-cut tie. “Alakazam, you must understand. Fashion is not the opinion of everyone. It is the opinion of those who are fashionable.”

Alakazam’s spoon waved in the air, then he gave up. Even I can’t follow that logic.

“Perhaps it would help if you did something with that mustache,” Furfrou mused. “It’s terribly bland and dull…”

At her words, the Psychic-type put both hands protectively over his facial hair. Don’t! It’s a matter of style!

“No it’s not,” Furfrou replied, rolling her eyes. “Style looks completely different this month. I suppose it’s a little endearing, but really there should be much sharper tips and a half-twist.”

That sounds awful!

“And that, my friend, is why you will never understand fashion,” Furfrou told him. “A pity, your colours are classical Autumnal.”


AN:
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177. Hoenn 50


“Munchlax, huh?” Altaria said, trilling gently. “What’s he like?”

“Well, uh…” May chuckled. “What’s the first thing you think when you think of a Munchlax?”

Altaria frowned. “Really? He was that hungry?”

“At least he wasn’t as bad as Snorlax,” Ash pointed out. “Right, Pikachu?”

“Only because he was smaller,” Pikachu replied.

“So he eats loads of food…” Spoink said, looking at May’s berry blender. “Are you going to try and lure him in that way?”

“Yeah, that’s the plan!” May confirmed. “There’s a purple one he really likes, so-”

“Oh, yeah, the purple one,” Max spoke up. “The purple one… ick!”

“You don’t have to like it!” May replied. “It’s for Munchlax, not you – and it’s the Purple Surprise, not the Purple Max Likes It!”

“That sounds like it’d be quite nice, actually,” Arc said.

Blaziken shook his head. “I think the only one who likes the Purple Surprise is Munchlax. Maybe if it was something that we could all enjoy…”

“But if Max liked it, then Munchlax wouldn’t,” May countered.

Blaziken sniggered.

“…okay, maybe he would, but there’s still a difference between what he likes and what he really likes…” May said, mulishly.


As they talked, a Munchlax leaned out of a bush. Unnoticed by anyone, it picked a berry out of the pile ready to go in the grinder and returned to the bush.

Sitting inside, he hefted the berry in one hand, then gulped it down.

That tasted pretty good.


“…okay, that’s all of them,” May said, frowning. “I think…”

She looked at the berry containers by the grinder, checking them all, then shook her head. “I don’t think I missed anything… okay, Max, want to help?”

“You just want someone to turn the crank,” Max replied. “No thanks!”

“Ash?” May asked. “You’re… uh, super strong?”

The crank started to turn by itself.

May looked at it with surprise, then turned to look at Spoink. “Oh, thank you!”

Spoink smiled, turning the crank a quarter turn with each bounce. “That’s okay – I’m happy to help.”

Altaria leaned in a bit, sniffing. “Mmm… well, no matter how it tastes, it’s got a great smell to it!”

“It does,” May agreed. “Funny, it doesn’t usually smell like that…”

She nodded to Spoink. “Okay, that’s done – good work!”

Slowly, May took out the Pokeblocks – half a dozen of the same kind, as it was a big batch.

“That’s not purple,” Max pointed out. “That’s orange.”

“Yeah…” May said, examining it. “Well, I guess I should check if it’s the same thing.”

She nibbled on one, and her eyes widened. “This is… really good!”

“It is?” Spoink asked. “Can I have some?”

May cut the one she’d taken a bite from in half, so Spoink could have some, then found herself having to do it to the rest so Pikachu, Blaziken, Altaria, Arc, Ash, Max and Latios could try some as well.

Then Roland teleported in and snagged the last one.

“Hey!” May complained. “Ask at least!”

Sorry! Roland replied. Wow, it’s tangy!

“I guess I need to make some more,” May said, looking at the empty tabletop. “Okay, let’s see… one Nanab berry…”

As she piled the berries together before putting them in, she didn’t spot a clawed hand reach out of the bush and snag a Tamato berry.


“Oh, come on!” May demanded, as six bright acid green Pokeblocks came out of the slot. “What did I do wrong that time?”

“Don’t you mean right?” Max asked. “I mean, this does mean it’s going to be nice again, right?”

“Watch it,” May warned.

“Should we just get Brock to make some?” Ash asked.

“He’s doing lunch, remember?” Pikachu reminded him. “I think I’d rather have that than May’s Purple Surprise.”

Ash suddenly snorted with laughter.

“What did Pikachu say about me?” May asked.

“No, I just thought of something,” Ash explained. “It’s your new Purple Surprise – it’s not purple, that’s the surprise!”

May laughed. “Okay, that’s a good one.”

She cut a slice off, and tried it. “…huh.”

“Good? Bad?” Max asked.

“I don’t actually know,” May replied. “How do you rate a Pokeblock which tastes like chips?”

Pikachu perked up. “Does this mean I can have one with ketchup?”

Ash shook his head. “Of course that’s your reaction.”

Roland teleported in again, and Blaziken put a clawed hand in front of him before he could grab another Pokeblock. Hey!

“Ask first,” Blaziken recommended.

“How come you have to teleport, anyway?” Max asked. “You were only over here.”

Roland looked at the ten feet separating him from Max, and shrugged. Uh… it was practice?

“Try this for practice,” May said, picking up one of the Pokeblocks. “Catch!”

She threw it, and Roland did a double-take before hurriedly teleporting. His hand closed around it in mid-air, and he had enough time to grin before realizing he was about to hit the ground again. Wuh-oh!

Another flicker of teleportation, and he landed in Max’s lap. Phew!

“Nice work,” Max chuckled.

“Okay, this time I’ll double-check everything,” May said. “Starf berry, check… Apicot berry, check… Tamato berry, check-”

Blaziken’s arm shot out, crashing into the nearby bush. “I think we have our explanation.”

He pulled it back out again, lifting the Munchlax by the scruff of his neck – though not without effort.

“Munchlax?” May asked, then spotted the Apicot berry as Munchlax ate it down. “What – wait, was that from the pile?”

Munchlax looked satisfied.

“That’s actually kind of ironic,” Max said. “Is it the same Munchlax?”

Ash nodded. “Yep, that’s him.”

“You people live in a giant bubble of coincidence”, Gardevoir said, bemused.

“You try being able to feel it,” Absol told her, shaking her head. “It’s kind of like one of those domino trails leading all over the place.”

She became aware that Altaria was looking at her. So were Spoink, Pikachu and Ash.

“…what?” she asked. “Sometimes I watch videos online when I’m at the laboratory. It’s nice to be able to watch things without feeling what’s going to happen.”


“So… what is Munchlax like?” Altaria asked. “I know he eats a lot, but aside from that…”

Venusaur thought, tapping a foot on the ground. “Well… hm, how to put this…”

She waved a vine. “Okay, first of all, what do you think a stereotypical Munchlax is like?”

Altaria hummed. “Kind of obsessed with food?”

“Munchlax is like that a bit,” Venusaur said, stressing the ‘a bit’. “But he’s also powerful, quite caring, and has a good sense of humour about himself.”

Then she winced. “Just don’t ask to see his favourite move.”

“Why?” Altaria asked. “Oh, is it Ice Punch? I don’t like the cold as much as I used to…”

“No, it’s not Ice Punch,” Venusaur replied. “One word: Metronome.”

Altaria took a flap back. “…oh.”

“Yeah, that’s had some strange outcomes,” Venusaur said, remembering with a wince. “I’m pretty sure he once accidentally created a wormhole…”

“Hello.”

Venusaur jumped, getting about an inch in the air, and landed with a thoom. “Don’t do that!” she admonished, turning to eye Munchlax.

Munchlax just stared at her.

“Don’t give me that treatment,” Venusaur said.

The Normal-type shrugged. “Who’s he?”

Altaria waved. “Hi – I’m Altaria.”

“Still no nicknames,” Munchlax sighed. “Is it wrong to want a little variety around here?”

The Dragon-type chuckled. “Nice to meet you, Munchlax. You sound like a fun Pokémon.”

There was a shout from the direction of May and the grinder. “Oh, come on! Munchlax wasn’t even near it that time!”

Munchlax craned his short neck, looking. “Huh. That one’s a really bright orange.”

“I give up,” May went on. “Munchlax… can you just try this one?”

She crouched down, offering a pile of Pokeblocks on her hand. “Okay?”

Munchlax inspected them, then took one and downed it with a gulp.

“Yep, that’s nice,” he said, swallowing, then covered his mouth as he let out a burp. “My compliments to the chefs.”

“Phew,” May said, smiling. “I’m sorry I couldn’t do the Purple Surprise – I really wanted to do it for our… reunion…”

Her voice trailed off.

“Chefs?”


“You did what?” Max asked, keeping his voice down.

“I put some extra berries in,” Casper chuckled. “They were all in the bottom of May’s bag, I don’t really know what they were, but…” he giggled again. “I bet they tasted really weird!”

“Maax!” May called. “Your stupid Ghost type turned my Purple Surprise into day-glo orange!”

“…uh oh,” Casper added, looking around. “Gotta go!”

“I was saving that Enigma Berry!”


“So, how’s the Contesting going?” Munchlax asked. “And, more importantly, is Brock still around?”

“Contests have been going okay,” Altaria replied. “Venusaur and I had a double act, actually, but… uh… we’ve kind of not been able to do it any more, so if there’s a double round in the Grand Festival we’d need to work out something new.”

“Yeah, I don’t think you fit in my flower any more,” Venusaur agreed. “Pity, that was a good one. I liked the whole vines thing.”

“What about Brock?” Munchlax reiterated. “I missed him… and his cooking… actually, mostly his cooking… mmm, Sitrus croquette…”

Altaria chuckled. “Yeah, I see what you mean, Venusaur.”

He cleared his throat. “Oh, Munchlax – should we introduce you to all the new Pokémon? Since Max has some, I think there’s probably a lot you don’t know.”

Munchlax didn’t reply, and his expression suggested he was still thinking about potato products.

“Munchlax!” Venusaur called, tapping him on the shoulder with a vine. “Hey!”

“What?” Munchlax asked, looking puzzled. “Sorry, did I miss something?”

“Only your cue, Munchlax, only your cue…”


“You’re Ash Ketchum!”

Ash blinked, taking a step back. “Uh – yeah, that’s me.”

“I’m Morrison!” the other boy explained, bowing briefly. “I’ve heard a great deal about you, and it’s an honour to meet you!”

“Thanks,” Ash said. “Uh… what kind of thing are we talking about?”

Morrison smiled. “But you must know – it’s so remarkable!”

“That’s not the problem,” Brock cut in. “Ash doesn’t have a problem with the idea he’s well known – he doesn’t know what you’re thinking of.”

“Brock…” Ash protested weakly.

“Oh, I see! My apologies!” Morrison reached up to rub the back of his neck. “Uh… well, I’ve got a Beldum. And I heard you were good at helping Pokémon to evolve.”

Brock blinked. “That’s not what I was expecting to be the reason… not the Legendary Pokémon? The bizarre events? The two League titles?”

Max laughed. “Brock, are you his publicity agent all of a sudden?”

“Yeah, it does kind of tend to happen,” Ash admitted. “I just seem to be really good at being around when Pokémon evolve.”

“I’m a satisfied customer!” Mawile declared.

Morrison didn’t understand, but the others gave her a confused look.

“…Mawile,” Pikachu said slowly. “You don’t evolve.”

“Yeah, but Goodra and Tyranitar did!” Mawile explained.

Blaziken chuckled.

“Okay, uh… how should we do this?” Morrison asked. “If you’re okay with it, I mean…”

“Hmmm…” Ash frowned. “I guess we should have a training battle… Absol, do you think you could give it a go?”

“Certainly,” Absol replied. She stepped forwards, took a steadying breath, and her horn flashed as she activated Sacred Sword.

“Go!” Morrison called, throwing the Pokéball.

“Battle engagement ready,” his Pokémon said, emerging.

Everyone looked at it for a bit.

“That’s a Metang,” Lucario said. “Not a Beldum.”

“Huh, it was a Beldum this morning,” Morrison said, scratching his head.

“Don’t Beldum evolve into Metang by combining with another Beldum?” Mawile asked. “I remember reading that somewhere… where did the other Beldum come from?”

Metang turned to his trainer. “Query: directive?”

“Uh… I guess that was probably you,” Morrison decided, thinking it over. “So, thanks!”

“That’s okay,” Ash said, bemused. “My pleasure.”

Absol let her Sacred Sword die away, evaporating off her blade – and, in the process, reverting the shadows which had begun to cloak her. “Well, that went well.”


“You okay?” Growlie asked, padding up to his teammate.

Pikachu – currently wearing a large red helmet – turned, and waved. “Oh, hi!”

“You looked kind of miserable,” Growlie explained, stopping and sitting down next to her.

They looked out over the Contest hall, from their seats up near the top of the stage.

“I’m not miserable,” Cosplaychu replied, shaking her head and adjusting the big coil of rope around her shoulder. “Just… oh, you know. The feeling when you’re all dressed up, and it turns out that you don’t need to.”

Growlie examined her complete outfit – noting a half dozen pitons on her belt, and a small hammer to drive them in.

“Potholer?” he asked.

“Mountain climber,” she corrected him. “I pretend to climb ‘up’ the floor.”

Growlie nodded to himself. “Nice. So, what went wrong?”

Pikachu shrugged. “Jessie pointed out that the others deserve a chance too. That’s why she’s taking Carnivine out there.”

“Right, I get it,” Growlie mused. “So… excited for the Grand Festival?”

“Of course!” the cosplay enthusiast agreed, turning away from the contest stage – where a Wailmer was attempting a hula, unsuccessfully. “It’s going to be great – dozens of Coordinators, all experts at getting the most out of their Pokémon! I’ve even prepared outfit sketches for some of you guys – Meowth’s going to be a ninja!”

Growlie blinked. “He… is a ninja.”

“Don’t be silly, ninja wear bright orange costumes,” Cosplaychu waved off. “And I’m going to get some bleach and do your fur – except for some tips around your haunches – and draw lines-”

“No!” Growlie yapped, then lowered his voice. “No, no bleach,” he went on. “I don’t want to change my looks… not when we’re going to be staying in the same place as Ninetales for a couple of weeks.”

Cosplaychu chuckled, tail waving. “Oh? So if it’s your looks… I did have another idea.”

Her paw twitched, and she shook her head. “Wait, forgot I left the sketch book in the hotel room… anyway, I was thinking a bomber jacket.”

Growlie considered that.

“…yeah, I could go for a bomber jacket.”

“Great!” Cosplaychu said, brightly. “Oh, look, it’s Jessie’s turn – let’s see how this looks!”


“And here we are,” May announced. “Petalburg.”

She counted under her breath. “Okay, I guess… right, Spoink hasn’t seen this place, and so haven’t half of Max’s Pokémon.”

So this is where you live? Roland asked, looking around with interest – then glancing back at his mother and his sister. This is where my family’s going to live?

“If they want to, sure!” Max confirmed. “Actually, I don’t know if Dad’s at work… but we can still head over there so we can introduce you properly. It’s this way.”

“Are you sure it’s that way?” Arc asked, looking puzzled.

“Well, I… thought it was,” Max replied, confused. He looked around. “It is that way, right?”

“I thought so too,” May admitted. “Oh, no, Ash is rubbing off on us!”

Arc started to snicker.

“…or Arc could have just pranked us,” May added. “Phew!”

“Phew?” Ash repeated. “Why phew?”

“You have to admit, Ash, your sense of direction is terrible…”

“It’s not!” Ash replied indignantly.

“Yeah, it’s fine,” Pikachu agreed. “Shame you mislaid it years ago.”

“That’s cruel, Pikachu…”


“Oh, look at you!” Caroline said, crouching a little and brushing at Max’s shoulders. “You’re so much taller than you were last time I saw you!”

“Mom…” Max complained. “Stop it!”

“And who’s this?” Caroline went on, noticing Roland. “Is this the Ralts you told us about?”

That’s me! Roland said, waving. Nice to meet you!

Hello, Kirlia added.

Caroline did a double-take. “Oh – a Kirlia – and a Gardevoir as well?”

She frowned, then snapped her fingers. “No, I remember – Norman mentioned you two. Sorry, I’m afraid it slipped my mind.”

Stepping back from the door, she waved her children in – as well as the others. “Come in, come in!”

So… Gardevoir mused, looking around. This is a house.

“It sure is!” Max said, proudly. “We moved here a year or two ago.”

“Both May and Max had their bedrooms picked out before they ever saw this house,” Caroline reminisced. “But that’s because of all the time travel… stuff… of course.”

She clapped her hands. “Come on, come on! I’ve heard a lot about all your Pokémon, so let’s see them!”

May nodded. “Uh, let’s see… who first…”

She picked one, and sent out Altaria.

“Oh, wonderful!” Caroline clapped, smiling broadly. “I love Altaria, they’re so fluffy!”

Altaria preened, trilling happily. “Thank you!”

“Yeah, he’s great,” May agreed. “We actually found an Altarianite – well, someone else found it, and I had a few spare pearls for Spoink that he was willing to trade away.”

She took it out, sighing. “Problem is, we couldn’t make it work…”

Caroline inspected it, looking at it from a couple of different angles.

“May,” she said, gently. “I think perhaps Altaria should have this.”

“What – oh, right,” May realized. “Yeah, actually… but I’m not sure what to put it on, now I think of it. Can you help?”

“Of course,” Caroline smiled.

“That would be nice,” Altaria piped.

May glanced up at him, nodding. “Then we’ll sort it out as soon as we can.”

She turned back to her mother, and looked a little distant. “Uh… I can’t remember. Have you met Skitty?”

Caroline shook her head. “You’ve mentioned her, and I think I managed to watch one of her Contest appearances – someone recorded it – but I’ve not met her, no.”

May reached for her belt, and clicked open Skitty’s Pokéball.

The Normal-type appeared on the floor, uncurled, and looked up at Caroline.

There was a short pause, then Skitty began to purr. She rubbed against the human’s legs, smiling and flirting her tail.

“Oh, she’s adorable!” Caroline pronounced, bending down and picking her up. She stroked Skitty’s soft fur, giggling at the rumbling purr that resulted, and winked at May. “She’s quite a little minx, isn’t she?”

“Oh, yeah,” May agreed fervently. “She’s kind of… catty.”

“Like…that was lame,” Skitty informed her, in between bouts of purring.

“I bet she’s just sucking up to you because you’re going to be cooking,” May added. “Maybe she remembers you being a soft touch.”

Caroline chuckled. “Maybe she does – and maybe she’s right! It’s easy to be a soft touch to such a cute little Skitty!”

Skitty purred harder.

“And… okay, I guess it would be a bad idea to send Venusaur out in here,” May said. “And Munchlax is best kept out of kitchens… but there’s Spoink and Glaceon, too, and then we should probably go outside.”

“That does sounds like a good idea,” Caroline agreed, looking again at Altaria. “Will you fit through the door, dear?”

Altaria frowned, inspecting the door, then nodded.

“Good,” she said. “You mentioned Spoink?”

May replied by sending the Psychic-type out.

“Pleased to meet you!” Spoink announced, bouncing steadily on the floor with his pearl bouncing about precariously.

“Oh, May told me about you, as well,” Caroline said, inspecting Spoink. “Didn’t you say he accidentally caught himself?”

Spoink blushed.

“Yeah, it was an accident with a Love Ball,” May confirmed. “See, Spoink kind of need their pearl – it helps them focus. I think pearls are best?”

She glanced down at the bouncing Pokémon, who nodded to her in between impacts with the ground. “Yes, that’s right.”

“Right,” May resumed. “But anything round is good… and he picked the ball I’d got you as a present.”

She smiled. “But it worked out pretty well – we’ve been working specially on telekinesis, so that Spoink can affect things more easily and several at a time.”

Caroline nodded, adjusting her grip on Skitty when the feline interrupted her purr to complain. “Yes, that’s sensible – I think Norman has some tips from his Psychic-types, like Girafarig.”

She frowned. “Though, now I think about it, maybe he’ll be able to help with the flying side of things as well. I’ve seen him practising with Staraptor.”

“That’d be great!” May said, to a happy trill of agreement from Altaria. “Thanks for the idea!”


Drew put down the scribbled notes. “So… that’s about how it is,” he said.

Flygon tilted her head.

She looked aside at the other Pokémon. “Really?”

There was a silent nod from Roserade. “Really. It’s confusing to us too.”

“I imagine it must be…” Flygon admitted. “Seriously? Time travel? I mean… I know it’s possible, but…”

She shook her head. “It sounds unbelievable.”

“Flygon?” Leafeon asked, getting her attention. “You want unbelievable, try this – my daughter’s older than I am.”

Flygon blinked in confusion.

“I’d really appreciate being able to understand you all,” Drew said, shaking his head with a chuckle.


“Okay, this is Glaceon,” May went on. “She’s…”

She stopped, watching as a snack bar floated past her head.

“Jirachi?” she asked.

I’m kinda hungry, Jirachi replied, taking the bar out of the air. Keep going!

“Right, uh…” May shook her head. “Anyway, she’s a pretty cute Pokémon. I didn’t expect to meet her so soon, it’s kind of a complicated story…”

The Ice-type emerged in a bright flash, a crack of thunder and a massive cloud of smoke.

Caroline laughed, coughing occasionally in the thick cloud. “What did I tell you, May?”

“Always-” May coughed. “Always check you take the seals off!”

“Like, not cool,” Skitty moaned.

Altaria flapped his wings, producing a breeze which blew the smoke out of the door.

This also revealed that everyone else – Pokémon and human alike – had gone running outside.

“Let’s go join them,” Caroline suggested, making to put Skitty down but changing her mind at a louder and more insistent purr.

“I think that grand entrance was too grand,” Glaceon opined, jumping up onto a chair and then down the other side so she could lope out the door.

May and her mother followed, then turned back to watch Altaria.

First he jumped up and went gliding towards the door, folding his wings in. There was a soft flumph as they hit the door frame, and he bounced off to land a little smartly on the floor.

Deciding on a different plan, he took off, did a circuit to gain speed, and then flipped himself as he reached the door so his wings were directly up-and-down.

That let him just about squeak through, and there was applause.

“Nice work!” May complimented him, giving him a quick scratch, then turned to Glaceon. “Want to show Mom what you can do?”

Glaceon gave a nod of confirmation, and let an Ice Beam build up in her mouth for a moment before firing it skywards and shattering it with a Shadow Ball.

Snow began to drift down around them.

“That’s nice!” Caroline said, waving her hand in the air. “That’s diamond-dust, right?”

Glaceon nodded, sitting on her haunches.

“I like it – very pretty!”

“I beg to differ,” Altaria said, shivering exaggeratedly.

“It’s not nearly that cold,” May said, looking at him – then looked again. “And none of it has fallen on you.”

Altaria stopped shivering. “…oh, yeah, you’re right… well, I felt snowed on!”

His trainer laughed.


“Use Waterspout!”

“Left,” Norman ordered, and his Linoone skipped backwards – blurring around in a series of three straight lines, then slowing and facing the Wailmer again.

“Why won’t he stay still?” asked the challenger, frustrated. “Wailmer, Heavy Slam!”

Norman winced slightly at the thwack as the attack hit the gym floor, but fortunately it looked like the springy wooden layers had managed to contain the blow without damage.

“Do you know what your mistake is?” he asked.

The other trainer frowned. “What? No, of course not!”

“It’s more important to make sure your attack hits than that it’s powerful when it does,” Norman informed her. “I’ve noticed – you’re focusing on a lot of very powerful ways of attacking, but you’ve not put the effort in to make sure that you can actually hit the target.”

“It worked in Rustboro,” the challenger shot back. “Hydro Pump!”

“Thunderbolt,” Norman replied.

There was a crackle, and Linoone fired a spray of electrically-charged hairs from his fur. They struck the oncoming Hydro Pump, and there was a fzzt-BANG which left Wailmer upside down against the wall.

“Normal types are among the most versatile Pokémon,” Norman said. “Some of them are fast, some of them are strong… they’re the type you have to be a good generalist to battle.”

Linoone came loping back over, soaking wet and a little frazzled himself, but looking hale enough.

“I think it would be better if you did a bit more training before your next challenge,” Norman advised. “Your Wailmer is good and powerful, but slow – invest in a fast Pokémon. Perhaps you could catch a Nincada?”

“…uh, I guess that makes sense,” the challenger agreed, returning her Pokémon. “Is there somewhere near here you can catch them?”

“They’re quite common around Rustboro,” Norman told her. “And I think there’s some on the beach between there and here – so you shouldn’t have far to go.”


After the gym challenger left, Norman chuckled.

“I think we’ll be seeing her again,” he said, and Linoone nodded. Then tilted his head, whimpering.

“All right, fine,” Norman added. “Sooner or later they’re going to start charging for this…”

He sent out a Litleo and an Espeon, and the two Pokémon combined their efforts – a careful Ember and a psionically-impelled wash of air – to blow-dry Linoone in seconds.

“Thank you,” the Gym Leader said. “Now… I think May told me she and Max would be getting home today, so let’s go and see them.”

Litleo purred, then returned herself. For Espeon’s part, he took up a position by Norman’s side – matching Linoone on the other.

Norman caught a wistful glance by Espeon, and crouched down. “I know,” he said, scratching the Psychic-type behind one ear. “But you had to go and evolve, didn’t you?”

Espeon flirted his tail.

“Let’s go, then,” he added. “You’re both okay with staying out?”

Nods.


“I must admit, I’ve not seen many Venusaur,” Caroline said, shaking a vine. “And you certainly seem polite.”

Venusaur smiled. “I’m glad you approve.”

She paused, then shook her head. “Sorry, I’m so used to-”

“May?” Caroline interrupted. “Why does Venusaur have subtitles?”

That would be me, Ethan informed her.

“Remember when I said Ethan evolved?” May asked. “He’s learned some new tricks.”

Technically it is the same trick, just with better rendering. Ethan materialized, forming smooth bezier curves and closed spheroids.

“At least I can tell you and Kris apart now,” Caroline said, smiling. “At least, before you start talking.”

I was going to say, Kris noted.

“It’s not that hard, is it?” Max asked.

We started as identical, Kris reminded him. The first point of divergence was selecting separate gender identities.

“So, how do these two do Contests?” Caroline asked. “I know that you mentioned Swablu evolved into Altaria during a joint contest…”

“I mainly use my vines,” Venusaur said. “At least, they’re mostly doing something – but I have other tricks, too.”

And May won her last ribbon working with me, Ethan stated. It involved unusual gravity.

“Really?”

“It’s kind of a long story,” May said, chuckling a little nervously. “Anyway, uh – the newest member of my team is Munchlax.”

She sent him out with a flash.

“…he seems to be asleep,” Caroline noted.

“Yes, that happens a lot,” May agreed.

“It’s kind of their thing,” Ash said. “I think Munchlax isn’t as bad as Snorlax, though.”

Brock nodded, considering. “I think there’s not a lot between them. But you did have that battle you won with Snorlax being asleep the whole way through.”

“Just one?” Ash asked. “I was sure there was more than one…”

“Munchlax and Skitty both have the same trick as part of their Contest strategy,” May said. “Munchlax has Metronome, and Skitty knows Assist – so it’s kind of working a random move into their routine. Munchlax, can you…”

She stopped. “Oh, yeah. Skitty, can you show what I mean?”

Skitty pouted. “Do I have to?”

She yawned, then stretched. “Okay, okay… let’s see… Assist!”

A white orb formed on her paw, contracted, then burst – forming another white orb.

“…is that how it’s supposed to work?” Caroline asked.

“Don’t know,” Skitty admitted, petting it.

It pulsed, then released a massive blaze of red light which went straight into the side of the nearby hill and dug a deep hole.

“Whoa!”

“What was that!?” May asked. “Was that Aeroblast?”

“It looked like it,” Ash said, baffled. “But Pidgeot’s in the Orange Islands and Lugia’s at the ranch…”

“I know what happened,” Max said. “Skitty just used Assist to get Metronome.”

“Okay, so sometimes the unpredictable thing doesn’t work,” May said, sighing.

“Hello, everyone!” Norman called.

“Dad!” Max called back, waving.

“That was quick!” Caroline added. “They only just made a big crater – how fast did you run from the Gym?”

“I was already on the way,” Norman replied. “The loud bang just let me know where you were.”

“…what’s with the Espeon?” May asked. “I don’t remember an Espeon. Or an Eevee, actually.”

“We got him a few months ago,” Norman told her. “And, well, he evolved already.”

“Really?” May said, blinking. “Huh. Fast work.”

“It’s all your mother and her cooking,” Norman chuckled.

May laughed at the satisfied expression on Espeon’s muzzle. “I guess so!”

“Did someone mention food?” Munchlax asked.

“Sure, now you wake up…”

You mean you don’t have a psychic name? Roland asked, his psionic voice carrying to everyone who wasn’t Dark-type.

He might not have heard of them, dear, Gardevoir said gently. Remember, he started off a Normal type.


“Well, you’ve certainly picked up plenty of Pokémon,” Norman said, watching with a smile as Spoink had a conversation with Espeon. “And not just Pokémon you caught the first time, too… I think that’s good.”

“You do?” May asked.

“Yeah,” Norman confirmed. “I think it shows that you’re not just following the same path as last time – you’re learning and changing.”

“Thanks,” she replied, smiling. “I guess so – but…”

May paused, then nodded to herself. “Dad… I’d like your help with something.”

Norman looked over to her, then sat down and patted the grass next to him. “Go ahead.”

“Well…” May sighed. “Recently, we got an Altarianite – and I’m not really… able… to use it with Altaria.”

Norman winced.

“And-” May went on. “I’m going to work it – we’re going to work it out. But I don’t know how.”

She shrugged. “And… I was hoping you could help.”

Norman reached out to squeeze her shoulder.

“May,” he began. “I know about the kind of thing you do – the places you’ve been in the last several months. I know you’ve been in really dangerous places… and I worry for you. I don’t want to stop you, because this is who you are… but I do worry.”

He waved a hand. “But – if this is what you want, if this is how I can help you, then I’ll do it straight away. We can work on it for as long as you like.”

“Thanks,” May said, with a smile. “And – yeah, thanks. I’m glad you’re able to help.”

Norman chuckled. “Well, as much as I can… it’s a pity I don’t have a Mega Stone myself, so I can’t try it out.”

May looked thoughtful. “Actually, I might see if Ash’s friend Gary can help… I know he had an Absolite for a long time, so he might have another Mega Stone too.”

Her father smiled. “Sounds like a plan.”

He stood. “Well, I think it’s Max’s turn to introduce his new Pokémon…”


“So this is Casper,” Max said, waving his hand vaguely in the direction of the Shuppet. “He’s… kind of a prankster.”

“You can say that again!” May called.

“He’s kind of a prankster,” Casper said.

There were groans from most of the nearby Pokémon.

“That was a lame one,” Blaziken stated.

“Yeah, not one of my best,” Casper admitted. “Not like when I tied your shoelaces together, that was good… or when I put nail polish on the soap…”

Max blinked. “That was you?”

There was a moment of silence, broken by a growl.

“Okay, ghost,” Skitty said, tail lashing. “That was, like, one of the worst baths I’ve ever had! I got wet without even, like, getting properly clean…”

“I’m pretty sure you can’t attack me,” Casper replied. “At least eighty percent, anyway.”

“Yeah, but, no, like, someone here can,” Skitty reminded him. An Assist ball formed in front of her, and Casper’s eyes widened.

“Gottago!” he said, zipping out of the way just before Skitty flashed forwards in a blurring Flame Wheel.

“…you know,” Caroline said, covering her mouth to hide her laughter, “I think those two don’t get on…”

“Casper’s kind of… hard to deal with, sometimes,” Max admitted. “He’s really fun when he doesn’t overdo it, though…”

“When’s that?” May asked. “Once a week?”

“Actually, I think they’re playing,” Brock said – then ducked as a Razor Leaf went overhead. “Maybe not!”

“Get back here!” Skitty yowled. “Assist!”

“So, what about your newest Pokémon?” Norman asked. “This fine young fellow.”

I’m not that young, Roland protested. I’m at least a couple of years old… I kind of lost track of how to count because of the time travel thing…

Norman chuckled. “It’s something quite common around here, actually – Ash, I think you’d be old enough to get a drivers’ license by now?”

“No,” Ash replied, shaking his head. “I think Brock would be, but even counting both timelines I’m not.”

“…wait,” Brock said, frowning. “Didn’t Gary have a car back when you set out?”

“Yeah, I don’t think there’s any explanation for that at all,” Ash replied with a shrug.

“Gary Oak?” Norman asked, bemused. “I didn’t think he was that old…”

“He’s not,” Brock assured him.

Norman frowned, then shrugged it off. “So, how are you finding travelling with Max?”

Well, I’ve only been doing it a week or two, Roland said, looking uncertain. But it’s been a lot of fun so far – though I’m having to get used to being Fairy type.

He smiled. I’ve been wanting to travel with Max a long time, and I think that was the right thing to want! It’s kind of sad that I’m not his starter, but Arc is really cool!

Arc wagged his tail.

“You seem like a very nice Pokémon,” Norman said, offering his hand, and Roland shook it.

He turned to the other two Fairy-types present – Kirlia and Gardevoir. “And I heard from my daughter that you were thinking of staying with us – is that something you still want to do?”

Gardevoir glanced at her daughter. “What do you think, Kirlia?”

What? Kirlia asked, looking up from her discussion with Espeon and Spoink. Sorry, Mom, can you repeat the question?

“I was asking if you still like the idea of us staying here for a bit,” Gardevoir clarified, speaking out loud as well as psychically so as to include the Dark-types in the audience.

Oh – sure! Kirlia nodded. Still fine!

“Then that’s our answer,” Gardevoir said. “We’d be glad to.”

“That’s wonderful,” Caroline smiled. “What kind of accommodation would you like? If you’d rather be indoors, we have a spare room – or there’s a shed, the greenhouse, or outdoors entirely. It’s your choice.”

“I think we’ll need to think about that one,” Gardevoir smiled.


“So?” Furfrou asked, taking a sip of her artisanal coffee. “What do you think?”

“It’s… well, I’m not sure about the taste,” Umbreon replied. “It’s a bit… spicy, I think, and trying too hard to be complicated and different.”

Furfrou rolled her eyes. “It’s not about that. You’re supposed to enjoy the variety, and the style!”

“The style,” Umbreon repeated. “So, basically, you’re saying the point of this drink is that – by drinking it - it makes me look good.”

“Right!” Furfrou said, lapping some of her coffee up. “It shows you’re sophisticated that you enjoy a drink with a unique flavour – sourced from a single farm, not some impersonal-”

“Wait, wait, wait,” Umbreon interrupted. “But I just said I didn’t like the taste – now you’re saying the point is that I’m showing I like it?”

Furfrou sighed, tossing her ears back. “You do not understand fashion.”

Chuckling, Umbreon had another drink – this one more of a gulp. “Well, it is coffee, so it’s appreciated this early in the morning.”

“Wait!” Furfrou yelped. “Don’t drink it like that!”

Umbreon shook her head, smiling behind a paw. “If it’s all the same to you, I’ll just have my drink.”

She looked up, and winced. “Perhaps it would be a good idea to have yours quickly, too… I think those two are going to try something.”


“…so, explain again what you’re going to do?” Gary invited.

“Well,” Blastoise said, folding his arms. “First, we’re going to go Mega!”

“Both of us,” Sableye helpfully supplied. “At the same time… you know, like that test proved we could.”

Gary nodded as Dee fed him translation through his earbud. “Right, I got that much.”

“And then, Mega Sableye will plant his shield,” Blastoise went on. “Putting it down in the ground, braced, so it won’t fall over whatever happens!”

“Which means it won’t move for anything!” Sableye continued, patting his chest gem. “No matter how powerful!”

“Which is when I’ll launch a Triple Horn Drill Maximum!” Blastoise went on, speaking almost over the top of his teammate. “An unstoppable force, which nothing in the world can halt – no matter how strong!”

Gary sighed. “Okay, now I see – you’re trying to do something that’s a logical contradiction.”

He shook his head. “Why can’t I have some normal Pokémon?”

“You do,” Blastoise pointed out. “You have about a hundred of them. They’re just mostly not the ones you use, because we’re the awesome ones!”

“He’s got a point,” Sableye agreed. “Normal kind of means less powerful, or less interesting, or both.”

“It doesn’t have to,” Gary shot back. “But… yeah, it tends to.”

He pointed over to Alakazam. “Look, he’s normal!”

“Alakazam?” Sableye asked, as they both tuned out Blastoise ranting about how he was going to break through the atmosphere of mediocrity and how all the lights in the sky were cool. “He’s your benchmark for normal?”

The Dark-type looked closer, using a gemstone as a focusing crystal.

“He’s reading a book on advanced theoretical quantum logic while playing the spoons with telekinesis”

“That’s normal for an Alakazam,” Gary said. “And Fearow’s… actually, no, I’m not even trying that one.”

“Where is he, actually?” Sableye asked.

Currently, Fearow is terrorizing Fletchling on the roof.

“Thanks,” Gary sighed. “Arcanine?”

“Good question,” Sableye agreed. “He is usually fairly normal… fairly.”

“He’s completely normal,” Gary protested.

“Hey, hey, hey, hurry up with the Mega Evolution already!” Blastoise called.


“Thanks for moving our drinks,” Umbreon said, glancing over at Alakazam.

The Psychic-type nodded to them, still in the chapter about Feynmann diagrams. “My pleasure.”

There was a scuffling sound, and both Umbreon and Furfrou looked over to see what it was.

Arcanine rolled back upright, shaking himself and sending dust flying, then crouched down facing a wall.

Umbreon looked from that wall to the one twelve feet away, facing it blank wall to blank wall. “…he’s not.”

“I think he is,” Furfrou countered.

Gary’s Arcanine sprang, hitting the wall with his forepaws, then twisted radically so he was facing in the opposite direction. He kicked off again with his hindpaws, already reaching out for the other wall, and hit it a little higher than he’d hit the first one.

They watched as he bounced, left-right-left-right, until he was about halfway up – then he lost momentum, and fell back to the floor with an oof.

“Not bad,” Umbreon complimented him. “Keep it up!”


“This is it!” Mega Blastoise announced, his cannons flaring. “The ultimate attack! Unmatched in time or space! The irresistible force, meeting the-”

Dee rang.

“Hold on, I have to take this,” Gary said.

“Aww, come on…” Mega Sableye moaned.

“It won’t be long,” Gary promised. “Hi?”

A pause. “Ash? Oh – sure, if I’ve got one. Uh… let’s see…”

Sablenite, Blastoisite, Slowbronite, and Lopunnite, Dee told him.

“Did you get that?” Gary asked. “I – wait, really?”

Another pause.

“Okay, I’ll get Alakazam to send it over. Just a minute – oh, where are you? Petalburg? Sure you’re going to make it to the League on time, that’s kind of not far from where you started.”

“I know, I know… okay, Ash, smell ya later!”

He ended the call. “Okay, where did I put the Mega… Stone…”

Mega Sableye snickered.

“Arcanine, why?” Gary asked, exasperated, as Arcanine reached the gable and wrenched himself onto the roof. “I was relying on you!”


AN:


Back to Petalburg!

Well, first, there’s a Munchlax to pick up… but then it’s Petalburg.

Also, Gary Oak. In Kalos. Investigating The Omnipotence Paradox.
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“Okay, so this is what Lopunny’s Mega Stone looks like,” Norman mused, looking at it. “I can kind of see how that works – the colours are kind of Lopunny-ish. Look, there’s that dark brown, and that cream colour…”

“Yeah, I see what you mean,” Lopunny agreed, peering at it. “This is going to be so cool!”

Norman chuckled at the tone. “I know you’re eager, but we should do this slowly.”

Lopunny crossed his arms. “Really?” he asked, tilting his head.

“It’s so that I have a better understanding of how Mega Evolution works,” Norman told him.

“It’s important to focus on the good things,” Ash supplied. “It tends to work best that way.”

“Right,” Norman agreed. “But I’m working out what helps May, so…”

He handed the Stone to Lopunny, who took it and frowned. “Uh… hm, it’s harder than I thought to come up with a place to carry this…”

Brock chuckled. “I think you can work that out after testing it.”

Norman snapped his fingers. “That’s what I was forgetting! Max, can I borrow your Key Stone?”

“Sure,” Max agreed, retrieving it from his bag and handing it over.

“Okay…” Norman said. “Ready, Lopunny?”

Lopunny nodded.

Norman looked down at the stone, concentrating.

Lopunny had been quite a fiery Pokémon from the moment he’d joined Norman’s team years ago. At first a Buneary, he’d had such an attitude that he’d developed a habit of weaponizing it – one of the few Pokémon who could make good use of the move Frustration.

He’d always been a good battler, too, but… sometimes that attitude had led to him coming out second in fights.

“Should it have worked by now?” Lopunny asked, shaking the Mega Stone.

Norman smiled, thinking more about the positive sides of Lopunny.

He was a brave battler, combining strength and speed and a sometimes-reckless style which was beautiful to behold… from a distance, at least, it was probably less pleasant when you were actually the target.

And of all of Norman’s Pokémon, Lopunny was probably the one with the strongest sense of self. He knew exactly who he was, what he wanted to be, and what he wasn’t – and that was what Norman appreciated most about him.

The orange glow flashed from the Mega Stone, then spread out to encompass the whole of Lopunny’s form.

Interestingly, there wasn’t much actual change in his silhouette as the Mega Evolution flashed over him. His ears narrowed, developing distinct tufts and lengths instead of a single section, and the furry boots developed little ruffs around where his long feet met his ankles.

Then the light of Mega-Evolution faded.

“Well?” Mega Lopunny asked, striking a pose – a martial arts posture, legs and arms ready to strike. “I feel great! How do I look?”

Brock frowned. Ash looked interested. May tried not to giggle.

Casper just laughed. “Oh, wow!”

“What?” Mega Lopunny asked, looking up. “What’s so funny?”

“You look even more girly than you did already!” Casper said, then burst into laughter again.

Mega Lopunny’s face fell. “…I don’t, do I? Please say I don’t…”

“Oh, yeah!” Casper said, doing a spin. “Your ears look like they’re pigtails, and your legs have ripped pantyhose on them! Seriously, it’s hilarious!”

“Shut it!” Mega Lopunny snapped, launching himself into the air and swinging a kick at Casper.

“I’m a G-” Casper began, then got knocked into the middle distance.

“Whoa!” Brock said.

“Casper, you okay?” Max called.

“That’s neat,” May noted. “Scrappy?”

“I must admit, I did not expect that to actually work,” Mega Lopunny said, landing with both knees bent. “Well, it’s something…”

“I’m okay!” Casper called.

“So, what do you think?” Norman asked. “We’ll get a mirror so you can see the appearance, but apart from that?”

Mega Lopunny shifted his weight, bouncing from foot to foot, then held up a forepaw. “Ehh… could be better.”

“What’s the problem, then?” Norman went on, glancing at May. “Can Ethan help?”

Of course, Ethan replied, flashing and producing subtitles.

“Okay, firstly, Casper’s right, this looks stupid. Second, there’s nothing with pizzazz! I don’t get what’s so special about Mega Evolution if all that happens is I feel more energetic.”

“Perhaps we could have a spar?” Lucario offered. “It might convince you of the value of a Mega Evolution.”

“Sure,” Mega Lopunny replied, shrugging. “Whatever.”

Lucario took up his position, palms ready and glowing with Aura.

Then Mega Lopunny kicked him.

The speed of the blow came as quite a surprise to both of them, and Lucario was only able to block rather than dodge – which turned out to be a problem when the force of the kick was enough to send Lucario flying through the air anyway.

“Huh,” the Normal-type said, looking down at his legs again. “They’re still stupid, but… actually quite convenient.”

“I think we both learned something there,” Lucario agreed, back on his feet. “Perhaps we should experiment further.”

“I think that’s enough for now,” Norman said. “We’ve got the Mega Stone for a few days at least, so we can experiment more than once.”

He turned to May, missing Mega Lopunny crossing his arms again. “May – the pause at first was because I was testing something. What’s the first thing you think of when you think of Altaria?”

“Flying,” May said immediately. “We’ve been doing so much of it…”

“Then that’s the problem, I think,” Norman said. “This is a bit of a guess, but I think what’s going on is that because you’re thinking about flying, you’re thinking about that uncertainty.”

He shrugged. “So there’s at least three things I can think of to sort that out – make it so that you first think of other things about him, deliberately focus on other things instead of flying, or – well, make it so that flying is something you’re not uncertain about.”

There was a wham, making everyone jump.

“Mega Lopunny?” Norman asked.

“I just wanted to see how hard I could hit something,” Mega Lopunny replied, trying to hide the broken fence post behind himself.

“Use your ears, they’re bigger,” Casper suggested.


“Why me?” Pikachu asked.

“Well…” Roland glanced over at the others. “Lucario and Blaziken are too big to train me, and… uh, actually, I don’t know any other fighting experts.”

He then nodded. “Plus, you use all kinds of crazy Electrical moves, and that’s what I want to be able to do – to fight close in or a long way away, and use teleporting to make that work!”

“I must admit, it would be easier for you to train if Riolu hadn’t evolved,” Pikachu agreed. “Okay… hm, what would be a good way to go about this…”

He thought, then nodded to himself. “Okay, let’s start with some basic sparring. No attacks, no teleporting – that way I’ll get a picture of where you are at the moment.”

“Got it,” Roland agreed. “When do we start?”

“Any time now,” Pikachu told him, sliding his hindpaws into position.

The Ralts took a stance of his own, then punched. “Yah!”

Pikachu blocked with his tail.

“Uh… hiyah!” Roland shouted, launching a palm strike.

Pikachu blocked that one with his tail, too.

Roland looked down at the yellow appendage. “What’s the lesson here?”

“That Pokémon are all kinds of different shapes, and many of them can fight with every limb they have,” Pikachu explained, returning his tail to a position behind him. “Okay, let’s try this. You don’t put all your strength into one punch, you need to stay flexible so that – if it misses or gets blocked – you can go straight back to attacking. Like this.”

Pikachu telegraphed his blow, drawing a paw back, then moved it forwards. Roland dodged, and Pikachu moved smoothly into the next four strikes of a simple combination – alternating left-right-left until Roland got tagged by the fifth one.

“Now you try,” the Electric-type invited.

“Right!” Roland agreed, returning to his basic stance. “Ho! Ha! Yah!”

“A bit better,” Pikachu agreed, catching the third. “But you’re taking too long between strikes. Try to make them flow better – if you overcommit, your opponent knows what you’re going to be doing… and that’s bad.”

“So I need to catch you off guard…” Roland said, thinking. “Right!”

He lunged, launching a strike with his palm that Pikachu blocked. Their forearms met with a faint smack sound, and Roland then vanished in a flicker of light.

At the same instant, he appeared behind Pikachu and punched out-

Pikachu’s tail came up under his arm, hitting him in the elbow and making him flip completely over before landing on his back on the grass.

“Every limb they have,” Pikachu reminded him, turning. “Your mistake was that you appeared on top of my tail – try to work out where my tail is and where it isn’t before you commit.”

“Ow,” Roland said, wheezing. “That hurt!”

“I did say no teleporting,” Pikachu waved off. “Okay, let’s try this again – remember, try to recover from an attack as quickly as possible.”

“Right,” Roland agreed, nodding. “Okay, let’s try this!”


“So, what do you think I should do?” May asked.

“Well… I think there’s a lot you could do,” Norman smiled. “Firstly – how many routines do you have worked out for your Pokémon?”

May counted under her breath. “…well, I still need to do one for Munchlax…”

“But apart from that, I bet you have something for all your Pokémon,” Norman checked, getting a nod. “Then it’s obvious – you should spend some time with your Pokémon, enjoying yourselves. All your Pokémon – not just Altaria. It’ll help with your Mega Evolution problem, but it shouldn’t have to be just about that problem.”

“I think I understand,” May said. “I know there’s a few weeks… so I should basically take time to play with everyone, so we have a better rapport.”

“And because it’s fun,” Norman agreed. “I remember from my own League battles – they were stressful. There’s no need to worry and be stressed for weeks, not when you’re so ready already.”

He chuckled. “But still, Altaria should be one of the ones you focus on the most. I think perhaps it would be a good idea for us to go flying – more than once a day.”

“Us?” May repeated.

“Yes,” Norman confirmed. “Actually, Staraptor and I have only had a few practice flights – I think I’d appreciate the company as much as you.”

WHAM.

“Mega Lopunny,” Norman sighed. “Please stop punching things.”

“That one was a kick!” Mega Lopunny protested. “I’m trying to get a handle on how much stronger I am!”

“Ahem.”

Mega Lopunny looked over at Blaziken. “Yes?”

“I thought we might spar,” Blaziken explained, taking his stance.

“Sure!” Mega Lopunny agreed. He cocked his leg back, then lashed out. “Yah!”

Blaziken backflipped away from the attack, handspringing further into the air, then landing on both hind legs as Mega Lopunny pressed the attack.

In reply, Blaziken launched out a swirling blaze of flame from a Fire Punch. It bloomed out towards Mega Lopunny, then twisted and turned back around to cloak Blaziken himself.

Mega Lopunny waited a few seconds for the flames to peak, then lunged into them. “Mega Kick!”

Blaziken blocked with a high knee strike, pushing off from the ground with his free foot just before the moment of impact. The result of that was that Mega Lopunny’s powerful kick span him around a complete rotation, and Blaziken twisted to lash out with a Blaze Kick of his own.

“End run!” May called, as the Blaze Kick met an Ice Punch coming the other way and produced a finely-divided mist of water.

“Take this!” Mega Lopunny shouted, volleying in a Mach Punch.

The moment Blaziken’s feet touched the ground, though, he vanished – leaving a swirl of displaced air, and a trail of smouldering grass.

Mega Lopunny turned, ears punching out along with a snap-kick, and intercepted – with difficulty – the high speed Flare Blitz that Blaziken had just attacked with from a different direction entirely.

“Impressive,” Norman said, glancing down at his daughter. “You’re both right – Mega Lopunny is a bit too impressed with his own strength. He’s being too direct…”

“Ya!” Mega Lopunny yelled, launching an Ice Punch into the air.

His attempt at the Flying Dragon Uppercut worked almost perfectly, the spiral of air grabbing Blaziken and flinging him upwards into the sky.

Mega Lopunny’s mistake, however, was that he hadn’t realized his own hot-tempered Aura was just as valid a target. He too went rocketing skywards, with a startled yelp the only sound that May and Norman got from him before he was too high to hear.

“…I think maybe it’s time for that flying session,” Norman decided. “Can you catch Blaziken?”

“Sure!” May agreed, sending Altaria out. “Okay, let’s go!”


“Hah!”

Ritchie waved his hand, focusing, and a pulse of psionic force flashed out from it.

Cid, his Gallade, blocked with crossed-swords. “Not so fast!”

The trainer backed away, concentrating, and manifested a shield which Cid’s blade clashed off – making a peculiar ringing noise.

“My turn!” Ritchie replied, and gestured – making a pushing motion, which sent the charged air of his shield pulsing outwards.

Cid diced the air into four equal pieces with a two-bladed X-Scissor, and lashed out with a kick – one which Ritchie saw coming, and ducked under before retaliating.

“Time’s up!” Sparky called.

Both Psychics – trainer and Pokémon – froze.

“I think that went well,” Cid said, slowly moving back into his normal guard position. “I should remember that combination – I might have a chance to use it.”

“Yeah, so long as we face Ash at the League,” Ritchie agreed. “Okay, Sparky, your turn.”

Sparky jumped down, long tail lashing, and took his position opposite Cid.

“Who’s after me?” Cid asked, swinging his arms to keep them limber.

“I think it’s Zippo,” Ritchie frowned. “Yeah, he’s next.”

“Right.”

Sparky concentrated, sparks forming from his cheeks, and slowly expanding outwards. He exerted his own Psychic skill on the electricity, and it spread out before forming into a pair of electrical whips – whips which were as long as his tail, though without the lightning-bolt tip at the end.

“Go!” Ritchie called, starting the timer.

Sparky jumped forwards, swinging both whips along the same path as he did so. Cid blocked one, which wrapped around his glowing sword-blade and pulled it out of place -

Cid fired a telekinetic blast, throwing Sparky’s follow up off target, and then Sparky’s actual tail – crackling with electricity like his pair of whips – flashed in from the left and got under Cid’s guard.

“Thunder!” Sparky announced, blasting his teammate.

Cid grunted, then slammed one blade into the ground with a bang and sent Sparky flying.

“Careful,” Ritchie said, looking between them. “It is just a spar…”

As he watched, Sparky flipped himself upright in mid-air. The Raichu did a spin, then landed with a bounce and roll to skid to a halt on the soft grass.

“Okay, you asked for it,” he said, reforming one of the whips – then snapping his claws together, breaking it off.

Cid watched the independent string of electricity, hunching warily. “This seems new.”

“It is,” Sparky replied. “By the way, Future Sight.”

A ball of psychic energy materialized directly behind Cid, who dove out of the way and brought his left blade up just in time to block the incoming electrowhip.


“Up a bit – and dive!” May called, eyes on Blaziken as he fell towards them.

Altaria complied, looking out of the corner of his eye to check how fast Blaziken was moving, and going slowly enough to let Blaziken catch up before accelerating to match speeds.

“Got you!” May added, reaching out her hand to Blaziken, who took it and used the leverage to twist himself into place behind her.

Altaria pulled out of his dive, scudding comfortably over the slope, and May exhaled.

“Phew,” she said, looking back at Blaziken. “I’m glad we could catch you.”

“I’m grateful,” Blaziken agreed, paused, then went on. “But you realize there were at least two easier ways to do that?”

“What?” May asked, blinking, then felt the slight thump of Altaria touching down. “Thanks, Altaria.”

“No problem!” the Dragon-type cooed.

“Well, firstly, you could have just returned me,” Blaziken pointed out. “You have my Pokéball right there on your belt.”

“…oh, yeah…” May agreed, blushing. “I should have thought of that…”

“And, secondly, I’m a Blaziken.” Blaziken shrugged. “I know Sky Uppercut and High Jump Kick. I go that high all the time.”

May sighed, facepalming. “…I’m a moron.”

“Awww…” Altaria giggled. “I thought it was very nice of you.”

“You did, at least, fly very well together,” Blaziken noted.

“…yeah, we did,” May agreed, smiling. “We did, didn’t we, Altaria?”

“Sure did!” Altaria confirmed.


Norman smiled.

“That worked,” he said, and Staraptor cawed something.

His reply was a shrug.


“Okay, here we go,” Charizard said, wings beating strongly in the moist sea air.

“You sure about this?” Charla asked. “This could go very wrong very quickly.”

“Yeah, but not that wrong,” Charizard countered. “It’s why I’m doing this here.”

“I did wonder,” Charla admitted, looking down at the island – full of ninja-otaku Squirtle and their evolutions. “Okay, go ahead.”

Charizard beat his wings once more, drawing ahead of his mate, then folded his wings and dove – gaining speed rapidly, until he was a slender orange dart hurtling down towards the deep water below.

He hit the waves with a crash, sending up a plume of spray which spread for a moment and then collapsed.

Charla stayed circling overhead, worrying.

Wondering.

Then there was another blast of spray, accompanied a moment later by the hissing wham of a steam explosion, and her mate fought his way clear of the waves.

“Nailed it!” he roared, shaking water off himself as he climbed back to height. “That was really cool!”

“This is a really bizarre kind of training…” Charla muttered.

“Well, yeah, how else should a Fire type train to resist water?” Charizard asked, flicking his wings to remove some of the last of the water. “Okay, let’s go challenge as many of those turtles as we can! At once!”

“Slow down, there, Groudon,” Charla chuckled. “You are actually, you know, vulnerable to being drowned.”

“…I choose to believe that’s just hearsay.”


“Three!”

Corphish shifted, scuttling around in a half-circle, and the red blades of his shellsabers hummed gently.

“Four!” Swellow chirped, swooping in from his left side and hitting him with her claws.

Corphish rotated the other way.

Swellow turned, pulling up in a backflip which turned momentum into a spin and then turned that spin back into momentum. Wings flapping, she sped around the outside of a wide curve faster than Corphish could turn. “Five-”

Her voice cut off in a comical-sounding squaak as Corphish held his sabers up in the air, and Swellow nearly crashed trying to dodge out of the way. She rolled on her side, wings as stiff as she could get them, and barely fitted through the gap between the pair of glowing red blades.

“Phew!” she said, turning. “I guess that means-”

“One,” Corphish replied, nodding to the ground in front of him.

Swellow looked, then sighed. Sure enough, there was a little white feather on the ground – with a straight, cut edge to it. He’d managed to get her.

“Okay, fine, we’ll try something else,” Swellow said. “What about this time I’ve got to dodge those crazy Bubblebeams of yours?”

Corphish considered, then deactivated both blades. Shwwwwip.

“I have a better idea,” he said. “This time, you’re in one place and I have to hit you.”

“But… uh… you can’t fly.”

Corphish shrugged. “I don’t see how that is a disadvantage.”

“…fine, then,” Swellow agreed, alighting on a tree branch. “Okay, I stay here, and you have to get me without me getting you.”

“Fine by me,” Corphish agreed, and scuttled off.

Swellow watched as he went out of sight, then shrugged. “I wonder what his plan is.”

Snap-hiss. Vwuum.

The tree began to fall over.

“Corphish!” Swellow shouted, taking flight as the tree went crashing to the ground. “That-”

“Worked,” Corphish pointed out.

Swellow’s beak worked for a moment.

Then she smirked. “Okay, if you want to play it that way… get ready to eat Boomburst!”

“I’m not sure that’s edible,” Corphish mused.


Ash took a step back, shifting his weight, then swung.

Absol blocked it with her horn, the metal blade clashing against Absol’s blue-glowing Sacred Sword. “Ash, that’s not working – you’re still giving yourself away.”

“But… you’re an Absol,” Ash stressed. “How can I not give something away to you?”

“It’s not just her,” Lucario volunteered. “You know as well as I do that your stance must not betray your attacks.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, bringing the presentation sword back to the guard position and wiping some sweat from his forehead. “This is just… well, harder to control than Sir Aaron’s staff.”

“That’s not necessarily going to be the case,” Lucario said. “Quite apart from learning – what would happen if you used it like the staff?”

“I can’t,” Ash replied. “I’d need to hold it near… the middle,” he finished, then looked between the sword and his glove. “Wait… I can just hold the sword blade in my hand with Aura – right?”

“That”s one way,” Lucario agreed. “But another one is that you can use your boots to anchor yourself.”

He inspected the sword. “But yes, I think this is heavier than it should be. I suspect that’s because it’s a sword made to look pretty.”

Letting it go, he frowned. “Perhaps what we need to do is to go back to kata again?”

“Or we could just sharpen it a lot, so it gets lighter,” Absol suggested, then winced. “Wait, no, bad idea, apparently that would mean at least four of us at some point accidentally cut themselves.”

“That’s… surprisingly specific,” Ash said. He ran his finger along the blade. “But yeah, this is actually kind of blunt.”

He shook his head. “Okay, let’s try this again!”

“Don’t overtire yourself, Ash,” Lucario reminded him, but shifted his weight into a stance. “Remember – you can put the sword wherever you want before you attack, just make sure the attack itself is fast.”


“Ready?” Beautifly asked.

Spoink nodded, bouncing up and down steadily. He knocked his pearl with one ear, then the other, and headed it off so it landed next to him. “Okay, go!”

Beautifly’s proboscis reached down to the basket of berries, then began to knock them off the edge one by one. “Go!”

Spoink caught the first three berries in quick succession, bouncing them so the bottom one was hitting his forehead, the second one was hitting the bottom one and the third one was hitting the second.

That lasted perhaps five seconds, then he swapped the first one with the second one – and ate the third one.

There was a pause, then he let out a blast of flame from Natural Gift that made him wobble – just as the second one came down to be eaten in turn. Uh oh…

This one turned out to be Flying, and the resultant sudden gust of wind blew him backwards and made him trip over.

Beautifly winced as he bounced up into a tree, then sighed and put the basket down.

“Not bad,” she said, waggling her wings as she flew up to get him down. “I think we’re really going to need to work with a memorized list rather than improvising, though.”

Spoink looked glum.

“I know that May loves improvising,” Beautifly said, softly. “And I think it’s wonderful you’re trying to keep that going. But rehearsed routines are never something she’s not liked.”

“I guess,” Spoink agreed. “Thanks for your advice, Beautifly.”

His spring kept springing rhythmically out as they talked, and after a few seconds of contemplation Beautifly wafted enough of a gust of wind at him to knock him out of his branch.

“Here’s your pearl,” she added, as Spoink landed on the grassy forest floor. “Want a break before we keep going?”

“Please,” Spoink said, thankful.


“Okay, let’s go!” Totodile announced. “Ready?”

Torkoal nodded.

“Me first,” Totodile went on, stepping forwards. “Okay, Mr. Muk, go ahead!”

Muk opened his mouth, and opened fire.

He also opened water, lightning, poison, psychic, ice and rock.

Humming to himself, a simple tune which went up and down the scales, Totodile pranced back and forth. His legs and tail got close, never quite actually crossing over enough to trip him up, and he ducked and jumped to avoid the blasts as they came in.

“And… around… and – yah!”

Totodile let out a great big wave of water, which collided with the Flamethrower Muk sent his way and eroded it in a wash of steam.

“Full marks!” Totodile announced, slowing to a halt. “Now your turn!”

“Right,” Torkoal agreed, and took a deep breath. Steam began to ooze from his shell, and he stepped forward. “Now!”

There was an almighty bang as he launched himself into the air, then an ongoing screaming whistle as jets and blasts of steam sent him back and forth, up and down, and flipping over and over. One or two of the attacks got close enough to splash him, including a Sludge Bomb, and when he came to a stop some thirty seconds later he was panting heavily.

“That is a lot harder than it looks.”

“Hmmm…” Totodile said, frowning, and stroked his chin with one foreclaw. “Maybe you need some music when you’re doing it?”

“I’m not entirely sure that would help.”


Cinder loped steadily along, muscles aching as she completed her latest lap of the training area.

It would be important for her to be lean, fit and fast for the League, and she was going to make sure of it.

Not to mention-

She changed course slightly, jumped, and landed on Casper as he emerged from the ground.

“Ow!” Casper yelped, then vanished into the ground.

Cinder grinned.

He’d been all enthusiastic about the idea of practicing at ambushing Pokémon from below, but – when he actually had to try to do it – it was turning out to be… harder… than he’d expected.

She felt for him. She really did.


“Okay, time to be stealthy,” Arc said, tail waving back and forth.

He crept forwards, sliding slowly into the bushes.

“Stealth, stealth, stealth.”

Gradually, cautiously, he oozed forwards.

His target glittered through the screen of the bush, unaware of his approach.

“I am so sneaky,” he whispered to himself, then crouched lower. His muscles bunched, and he used a burst of electricity to accelerate as he pounced-

Forretress exploded.

Arc went backwards as fast as he’d come forwards, went crashing into the bush, and rolled over twice before coming to a rest – twig-strewn – on the grassy floor. “Ow.”

“Next time… don’t talk about how sneaky you are,” Forretress said, then rolled off.

“…ow,” Arc coughed.


“Blaziken?” May said, drawing the attention of her Fire-type.

“Yes, May?” he replied, looking up from a mug of cocoa. “What is it?”

“Well…” May glanced over at Ash, who had stopped work with the sword for now and was engaging in a back-forth Force Palm spar with Lucario. “I can see how good a rapport Ash has with his Pokémon, and how well he understands what they can do… I was wondering if you think it would help us if you taught me some martial arts.”

Blaziken looked thoughtful, and drained the last of his mug. “I think it would be… interesting,” he said, swallowing. “My style at this point is quite refined, but I think you could learn the basics – and yes, I think it would help. Somewhat, at least.”

He stood. “You realize, of course, that you won’t be able to match Ash?”

“Well, yeah,” May said, clearly considering it obvious. “Ash is Ash… I just think it’d be an interesting way to stay fit, really.”

“Well, then, with that understanding – I think it would be a fine thing to do,” Blaziken agreed. “Do you remember the stretches we did before our first routine this time?”

May nodded. “Yeah, the ones to make sure I could do all the dance stuff. I still do them, actually…”

“That’s good – flexibility is important,” Blaziken said. “Now, I’m sure you want to start with the fun bit, but first I should ask. Do you see yourself using more of your legs, or your arms?”

His trainer shook her head in bafflement. “No idea whatsoever.”

“Then we should perhaps begin with how to punch.” Blaziken held up his clawed hand. “Punch my hand, please.”

May did so.

“Wrong.”

“Oh, come on!” May moaned, shaking her fist. “I hit as hard as I could!”

“No, you didn’t,” Blaziken corrected her unabashedly. “First, you balled up your hand with your thumb inside. That’s a huge mistake, it can lead to breaking your thumb if you punch something hard enough. Second, you punched with just your arm – when you fight, you move your whole body at once. That’s more obvious with a kick. And third, you didn’t have enough follow through – you were aiming to stop your hand quite close to mine.”

May nodded, trying to follow. “Okay, so… my hand should look like this?”

“Better,” Blaziken agreed. “Now, try again.”

May took a deep breath, and punched again.

It hurt a bit more this time, but she could also clearly feel the difference – she punched a lot harder with those few simple changes.

“Much better,” Blaziken said, nodding in approval. “Now, do fifty of them in a row.”

“I think I might regret this…” May said, as Blaziken held up both hands with their palms facing towards her.

“If I do my job right, you’ll be working your muscles a lot harder than you normally do,” Blaziken told her. “That means you will be aching a lot, at first, but you’ll also be quite a lot tougher.”

He inclined his head. “Now, about those punches…”

May nodded, and got going.

“Good. Okay. Clench harder. Good. Better! Use both hands – there we go.”


What’s going on over there? Kirlia asked, nodding at May.

Gardevoir did a double take. I don’t think May is frustrated with how Blaziken’s training is going…


High atop a tower in Opelucid City, a young girl with far too much hair stared towards the distant mountains – watching the sunrise.

“I miss home…” she said, sighing, and shook her head.

A loud snarl drew her attention.

“Fraxure! Excadrill!” she said, hooking one leg around the girder and scowling down. “Stop making so much noise!”

Excadrill looked at her, clashed his claws, and turned away in a huff.

“Sometimes you two are harder to deal with than a herd of Deino,” Iris sighed, looking down at her Pokémon.

Well… only Excadrill was really her Pokémon. Officially, that is. She’d caught him over a year ago, and they should have been fast friends by now… but, despite how important it was for a Dragon-type trainer to have at least one Steel or Poison type around, nothing seemed to work out.

“What happened, Fraxure?” Iris asked, looking at the Dragon-type.

At her words, Excadrill just turned his nose up further.

Deciding she had probably better sort this out before it got worse, Iris crouched on the top layer of the tower and hopped down to the one her Pokémon were on.

“Think you can help?” she asked the Dragon-type.

Fraxure glanced at her, tusks sharp and glittering, then nodded.

“Okay…” Iris said, concentrating.

She could sometimes tell roughly what a Dragon-type was thinking, and… this would help, hopefully.

Drawing in her focus, she reached out…

…and she got a confusing mix of emotions, but most of them were on the same basic theme. Fraxure wasn’t sure what was up with Excadrill either, but he was certain that Excadrill had started it.

Iris groaned, sitting on the meshwork floor.

That wasn’t really helpful… how the heck did other trainers do this?

“Cynthia doesn’t have this trouble,” she said, out loud. “Or Kirsty… heck, Alder doesn’t…”

For a moment, she wondered if that was because they didn’t have to deal with Dragon-types, but then she shook her head – Lance was cool too, and he was a Dragon specialist… and one whose Dragon-types were some of the most powerful she’d ever seen.

“Well, maybe it’s an experience thing…” she muttered.

Fraxure tilted his head. “Frax?”

“I’m wondering why I’m having trouble with Excadrill,” she clarified, then groaned. “No, no way is it an age thing, Ash is even better than all the others!”

Now there was a trainer she wanted to be like. Ash was, what… thirteen? Barely older than she was… and he’d been doing all kinds of awesome things for over a year now.

Maybe it was that he could talk to all his Pokémon, not just Dragon-types. Granted, if there was a type she’d pick, Dragons would be it – but not being able to understand Excadrill made it even harder to work out the best way to sort out what was bugging him.

Plus he had Legendaries. Lugia was kind of cool, and Latias and Latios were ridiculously cool.

“It was all a lot simpler back home,” she said, looking back towards the mountains again. Remembering when she’d tried to catch Drilbur, befriending him, and then the two of them working together.

What had gone wrong?

The radio tower shook gently beneath Iris, and she shook her head.

“I’m being silly,” she told herself. “I bet Drayden never thought like this!”

She rubbed Fraxure on the back, scratching his scales just where he liked it. “We’ll show him, heh?”

Fraxure nodded, leaning into the scratch, and Iris felt his pleasure – and smiled, glad she was treating him right.

Excadrill huffed.

“All three of us,” Iris added. “I couldn’t do it without you, Excadrill.”

The Steel-type sounded like he wasn’t sure of that, and tapped his claws on the metal.

“Come on,” Iris began, then stopped.

She could feel something…

Fraxure straightened too, sniffing. “X-ure!”

Excadrill waved his claws dismissively.

“It’s… something big,” Iris said, trying to focus on the tingling sensation in her draconic empathy. “Something… there!”

She turned, and then watched as a Dragonair flew straight up the side of the tower.

“Wow…” she breathed – impressed. “That looks amazing!”

Dragonair heard her, rolling around his flight path and coiling down towards her. The lithe Dragon-type circled the tower twice, getting closer with each pass, then stopped in mid-air and examined her.

Iris felt curiosity, and waved. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Iris – this is Fraxure, and this is Excadrill. He’s my Starter.”

Dragonair regarded the Steel-type, then said something that sounded dismissive.

“Hey,” Iris rebuked, holding up a hand. “I know he’s not… agreeable… but he is a strong Pokémon!”

The Dragon expressed amusement, and Iris smiled. She reached out a hand, and Dragonair flinched back a little.

“Sorry,” Iris said, drawing the hand back slightly. “I just want to say hi – I don’t meet many wild Dragons here in Opelucid.”

Fraxure said something she didn’t catch, and Dragonair chuckled – then nosed in a little, letting her stroke the side of his neck. Just once.

Then he flew upwards, doing a circle of the tower – leaving a soft rainbow mist behind him – and set off towards the mountains, letting out a long cry.

Iris watched him go, touched.

“Iris!”

The shout shattered her good mood, and she groaned. “Yes, Officer?”

An Officer Jenny on a Braviary came flying up the side of the tower, glaring at Iris. “You’ve been told a dozen times not to climb the radio tower!”

“Yeah… but I’ve not hurt myself yet,” Iris pointed out. “And it stops me feeling homesick.”

“That’s not a good enough reason!” the Officer said, as Braviary hovered. “Come on – down the tower with you, young lady!”

Iris slumped. “Bet Ash Ketchum never had problems like this…”


Noctowl was asleep.

Or was he?

With a Pokémon like that, it was hard to tell.

What was real, though, was that several berries were vanishing from the snack bowl in Delia’s kitchen.

Not all at once, just one at a time, and it was never easy to tell when it had happened… but there were definitely fewer than there were at the start of the evening.

It probably wasn’t Noctowl, though. He was asleep.


“Okay, everything ready?” Norman asked.

“Yep!” Max agreed. “Well, not quite for me… but I don’t really need to be.”

Jirachi laughed. It’s still at least two weeks until the League!

“Yeah, but the Grand Festival is the day after tomorrow,” May countered. “And I want to make sure we get a slot on time…”

“I know, I know,” Max said, nodding.

“So, when are you guys going to turn up and watch?” May added. “It’d be nice to see you in the crowd.”

“Well, I’m not sure I can be away from my gym for long,” Norman said, wincing. “But we can certainly try to be there for the last few rounds – so make sure you get there!”

“I sure will!” May agreed, with a thumbs-up.

“Don’t forget to make sure your dresses are in top shape before the Appeals!” Caroline added.

“Mom, I’ve been doing this for years…” May protested. “This isn’t even my first time doing this Hoenn Grand Festival.”

“But it is the first time in years,” Caroline reminded her. “And it’s my job to remind you!”

“I guess it is,” May sighed. “Well, I guess – see you soon, then. I’ll be thinking of you.”

“And I will too!” Max added. “Just… not during the contests I won’t be doing.”

“Wasn’t that a double negative?” Brock asked.

“No it wasn’t!” Max replied quickly.

“I’m pretty sure that wasn’t not a double negative,” Norman said, then stopped and frowned. “Or not?”

“I think we’re all just confused now,” Ash complained. “Can we get going?”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Brock agreed. “Okay, ready?”

“I still think it’s a pity that you can’t fly there on me,” Altaria trilled, a little sadly.

“I know,” May said, reaching up and scratching him. “But it is a long flight – I’d rather not tire you out.”

“Whereas we are perfectly able to go hundreds of miles,” Suicune smiled. “I think Ash and I have amply proved that between us.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” Ash muttered. “At least it wasn’t always that far…”

“Do we really have to go now?” Entei asked, sniffing. “If we delay for another couple of hours it’ll be lunch.”

“Oh, hush, you,” Suicune said, waving a paw. “You ate enough last night.”

“Well, I suppose…” Entei admitted.

“Let’s be off, then!” Raikou demanded. “The hour’s not getting any earlier!”

“I think that means you should be going,” Norman said, smiling. “Okay, Max, May – see you soon. And good luck.”

“Thanks,” May said, returning Altaria and checking her belt. “I think that’s everyone… Max?”

“Yeah, I’ve got everyone too,” Max confirmed. “Now, uh… who should we be riding?”

“Well, my fine young fellow, of COURSE it’s me!” Raikou pronounced, slapping the ground with his paw. “You did so well in Mauville, now let’s dashed well be off already!”

“I think he means that he’d like you to ride him, Max,” Suicune supplied.

“Right,” Max agreed, getting on. “Jirachi? Remember, stay in my bag for now.”

Fine… Jirachi said, pulling the top down and clipping it.

“And I guess it’s going to be me riding Entei,” Brock said, after a moment. “Suicune’s the one who’s best at diverting the air away from her rider, and that means that May’s hairdo doesn’t get wrecked.”

“Doesn’t that mean your hair will be ruined?” May asked.

“I’m used to it,” Brock replied, with a melancholy sigh.

“Charmed, I’m sure…” Entei rumbled. “Very well, I shall endeavour to ensure your hair is as salt-licked as you assume it will be.”

“…sorry?” Brock tried.

Ash got astride Latios, who flashed over into Mega, and May took her seat on Suicune.

“Comfortable?” she asked, looking back over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” May agreed, shifting a bit. “It’s kind of cold, though – is that you?”

“Probably,” Suicune admitted. She took a breath, and the cold feeling went away. “Fortunately, water can be warm as well as cold.”

There was a flash of light.

“Mom!” Max complained.

“Sorry, it was a really good picture…” Caroline said, lowering her camera.

“Well, we should be going,” Brock reminded them. “Okay, you all know where we’re going?”

“Of course,” Suicune said.

“It’s not exactly hard to find,” Entei added.

“Wait, we’re going somewhere in particular?” Raikou blinked.

His brother and sister snorted.

“Kidding, kidding… mostly,” Raikou said.

Mega Latios rose into the air, and Ash pointed. “That way!”

“WRONG!” Pikachu, Mega Latios, Entei, Suicune, May, Max and Brock chorused.

“…okay, you do it,” Ash said, lowering his hand. “Show-offs.”

“Being able to find your way around isn’t a show off thing,” May said. “More like… basic life skii-iiiIII~!”

Norman glanced over at his wife as the four Legendaries shot off towards the Grand Festival. “It’s funny how used to things you can get.”

“Of course,” Caroline agreed. “Oh, that does remind me – Gardevoir wanted to try cooking today, so let her know how well it went.”

“That sounds nice,” Norman said. “This is because you’ve been teaching her?”

“More the other way around,” Caroline shrugged. “She wanted to cook, so I started showing her.”


“Jessie!”

Jessie blinked sleep out of her eyes. “What is it?”

“Hoenn Grand Festival registration ends today!” Meowth reminded her.

Jessie paled, then started getting dressed in a whirlwind blur. “Get the plane ready for takeoff!”

“Hey, now, it’s still about eight hours we got-” Meowth began, and had to duck a hairbrush.

“Just do it!” Jessie snapped. “I don’t want to miss the chance to do the Grand Festival this year!”

Meowth ducked back around the door, and shook his head. “‘an I still got to wake Pikachu an’ Seviper… dat ain’t gonna be fun either…”


AN:


And Petalburg!

…well, mostly training and stuff.






179. Hoenn 52


“Okay…” May said, glancing over at Blaziken. “You remember this, right?”

Blaziken nodded. “You’ve only reminded me six times.”

“Yeah, I guess I must be nervous…” May chuckled, then shook her head. “Anyway… just one move, and it’s what you can do with that.”

She smirked. “I think we’ve got a good one.”

“It is fortunate that my Ability is not a move,” Blaziken noted blandly.

“Yeah,” May agreed. “Okay, I think this is our slot.”

She took a deep breath. “Let’s go.”

Blaziken touched his Pokeball, returning himself, and May strode out onto the arena floor.


“Any idea what May’s planning?” Max asked, looking over at his friends.

Brock shrugged. “Not really, no.”

“We were just about to ask you…” Ash added. “She didn’t tell anyone?”

“I imagine she told at least one of her Pokemon,” Lucario pointed out, then frowned. “Though, given her predilection for improvisation, it’s not even certain she told the one she’s about to use…”

“That wouldn’t go well,” Max winced. “Well, it might… but I think it probably wouldn’t.”

“I can just imagine her sending Munchlax out, ordering Metronome, and getting Explosion…” Brock said, shaking his head. “That would be impressive, but a bit… too unexpected.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Well, let’s see what happens…”


May took her position in the middle of the arena floor, her orange-brown dress billowing slightly, and raised Blaziken’s Pokeball.

“Go!” she announced, and her Fire-type appeared in a flash of orange flames – which were promptly carried along with him, as he hit the ground running and accelerated rapidly.

The swirl from half a dozen Fire Seals formed a brief shape, a figure-eight which reached up towards the sky, before dissipating into the air above the stadium.

“An interesting opener,” the announcer said, frowning. “But Blaziken hasn’t used a move yet – I wonder what they’re planning?”

As he spoke, Blaziken accelerated further. May’s dress rippled, blown around by the currents, and she waited – then pointed.

“Blaze Kick!”

Blaziken’s feet flashed with fire, and he did a lightning-fast backflip, launching a snap-kick into the air as he did before hitting the ground and going right back to his top speed.

Blurring around in a half-circle to face the direction he’d been going a moment before, Blaziken did another of those backflips – launching the kick so quickly in the grip of his Speed Boost that it looked like the mirror image of the first.

A fraction of a second to land, and he was moving again. This time, Blaziken’s kicks were simple high snap kicks rather than the more elaborate backflip kicks, but he was still moving fast enough that he could launch several of them in a single second.


“Wait… is that making a pattern?” Brock asked, as the flames rose higher.

“I think it is!” Max agreed. “And it’s – oh, hey, that’s actually really cool!”

As the crowd watched, Blaziken’s dozens of Blaze Kicks spread and separated, forming the edges of a great structure in mid-air. Cool and smoky, cut through with fresher and brighter veins formed of more recent swipes of flame, and with five lobes each formed in turn of several smaller points.

For a few seconds, there was a giant flaming maple leaf hanging in midair over May – then it diffused, blown away in the wind as the effect of Blaziken’s high speed run hit it with a turbulent wash of air.


Blaziken slowed, panting, and his wrists flared brightly as he tried to relax.

“Great work, Blaziken,” May assured him, putting her hand on his shoulder. “What I could see looked great!”

Blaziken didn’t seem to react.

“Blaziken?” May repeated, and realized suddenly that she was having trouble hearing herself too.

Her ears were ringing a bit from the noise of Blaziken’s display – and there was a cacophony of applause, ringing down from the stands.

“Well done,” she said again, smiling. “Take a rest, okay?”


“That was so cool!” said a nine year old girl in the stands, clapping as hard as anyone else. “I didn’t realize you could do that!”

“That’s what being a Coordinator is about,” her mother chuckled. “But that was unusual, you’re right – I don’t think I’ve seen many Coordinators turn their name into a symbol like that.”

“Mom?” the girl asked, looking up at her. “Were you that good?”

“Well, I did have quite the winning streak…” the mother said, as the applause subsided. “But that young lady’s going to go far, Dawn. You could do a lot worse than look up to her.”

Dawn nodded firmly.


“Better?” May asked, handing Blaziken another glass of water.

The Fire-type took it gratefully, and drank about half of it before sighing and relaxing a little.

“I’m glad we didn’t try to do the letters too,” May said, chuckling slightly. “You might have fallen over halfway through…”

“I doubt that,” Blaziken said, loftily. “I was moving too fast to fall over.”

“Then you might have tripped,” May countered.

She shrugged. “Still, I hope we got a high score – I forgot to check.”

“So do I,” Blaziken agreed. “Hopefully they don’t think I was using Agility as well as Blaze Kick.”

“If they do, we’ll appeal the decision,” May said, then chuckled.

“Sorry,” she said, raising a hand. “I didn’t realize the pun until I said it…”

Blaziken shook his head.

“Who are you planning on using first?” he asked.

“Well, I kind of want to give you a break,” May said, thinking. “And – I know normally the first round is the easiest, but I think it’d be best to give Munchlax at least a bit more time to practice his routine. So… I don’t know, actually. It depends if it’s a Single or Double contest.”

“Hey, May!”

May turned. “Drew?”

“The very same,” Drew agreed, sitting down a little way off. “We just finished our qualification appeal – I hope we got in, I’d hate for us to miss the chance for a Grand Festival clash.”

“I hope we got in, too,” May agreed.

Drew snorted. “Hope? May, with that response you’re in. Guaranteed! It looked great – I was in the stands until it was just before my slot, and I’m glad I was.”

He reached down to pet Leafeon as she padded up to him. “And this lovely lady and I just did a little Cherry Blossom Blizzard, so here’s hoping.”

“Sorry I missed it,” May winced. “Blaziken was kind of…”

“Yeah, I know,” Drew waved off. “This happens.”

He glanced at May, then chuckled. “Incidentally, I didn’t know Blaziken was Canadian…”

Blaziken gave him a look.


“Okay,” May said, the next morning. She looked at her whole team, crowded into her dorm room. “How many of you remember how this is done?”

Altaria raised a wing. “I was never taught…”

Me neither, Spoink contributed.

I’ve read the rulebook.

“…out of those who have a chance to know,” May clarified. “I’m pretty sure just about everywhere we’ve gone has different rules about their Contests.”

Blaziken nodded.

After a moment, Venusaur raised a vine – which hit the ceiling with a slight thump. “Am I right in thinking it’s one big Appeal round, then five Battle rounds?”

“Right,” May agreed. “I heard that at least one of the Battle rounds is going to be a double, so I hope all of you can have a turn… but there’s an important question to answer first. Who’s going to do the Appeal.”

“Well…” Beautifly began, fluttering into the air. “It’s a tricky question… I mean, I think you’re implying that it’s either Appeal or Battle?”

“If you’ve already done one, you’re going to the back of the queue,” May confirmed. “That does depend a bit on who it is – I don’t think you want to face Harley again, Spoink?”

That’s fine, Spoink confirmed. He scares me.

May reached out and touched him on what would be the shoulder if he had any arms. “It’s okay – you don’t need to face him if you’re not comfortable with it.”

Spoink smiled.

“So, let’s see…” May went on. “I know we worked on a routine for each of you, so – I guess the main question is which one would be best.”

“How do we decide that?” Glaceon asked, licking her paw. “I mean, I think the ice-rail is pretty good, but…”

She shrugged. “I don’t know if it’s the best.”

“Like… what is the best, then?” Skitty said, waving her tail. “I… guh, it’s totally too hard to choose!”

“Perhaps we should vote?” Venusaur suggested.

There was a whump from the direction of Munchlax.

Everyone turned, and blinked at the sight of the ursine Normal-type faceplanted on the floor.

“Huh,” May said. “I guess he voted for sleep.”

“That’s, like, a postal vote for him,” Skitty said, flirting her tail.

“Voting sounds good,” May went on. “It’ll make it easier to choose, anyway – Ethan, can you help?”

Of course.

Ethan materialized, and holograms appeared in front of the entire team – showing pictures of everyone except themselves.

I have disallowed the option of voting for oneself, Ethan clarified. Count your vote as automatic for yourself, and then pick another.

“Well… this is kind of neat,” Altaria said, examining it, then reached down and pecked one.

“Munchlax?” Glaceon asked, patting him on the back. “Munchlax?”

“Told you,” Skitty purred. “Totally a postal vote.”

“Since when do you know what one of those is?” Venusaur asked.

“Um, hel-lo?” Skitty said, tilting her head. “Hoenn’s Got-”

“Forget I asked.”

Beautifly made her choice, then Glaceon, and a moment later the final panel disappeared as everyone finished registering their choice.

It’s Altaria, Ethan told them.

Altaria jumped slightly. “What?”

You’re actually the only Pokemon who didn’t vote for you, Ethan informed him. And, considering I was counting everyone as automatically voting for themselves, it’s unanimous.

“It’s not unanimous,” Glaceon pointed out, lifting one of Munchlax’s eyelids and peering in. “Munchlax hasn’t picked.”

“You know, Ash’s Snorlax has Hyper Eye Beams,” May told her.

Glaceon jumped back, then flirted her tail. “…oh.”

“I think you, like, lost the cool look,” Skitty stage-whispered.

“I’m an Ice-type,” Glaceon shot back. “We always look cool.”

“So… it’s me, then?” Altaria asked.

He took a deep breath, and let it out. “Wow. Okay… okay, May! I won’t let you down!”

“Nor will I,” May agreed, reaching up to his cheek and scratching it. “Let’s blow ‘em away, Altaria.”

“What, has he learned Whirlwind?” Beautifly asked.

Everyone looked at her.

“…okay, sorry…” she muttered. “Clearly not the right audience.”


“I forgot how many of these there were,” Ash groaned, as the latest Coordinator left the stage. “This has taken more than an hour already! Can’t they just get on with it?”

“There’s sixty-four Coordinators,” Max pointed out. “They all get three minutes, and there’s some time for the judges… if they just did them all in a row without breaks, it’d last more than four hours.”

Ash winced. “…okay, now I can see why they do them in blocks.”

“Hey, at least they’re cool,” Max said.

“Yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “I liked the breakdancing Carracosta.”

“Actually, that one was good,” Ash agreed. “And I’ve got a couple of ideas for Torkoal now…”

“Just make sure he doesn’t get too… Squirtle…” Brock said, wincing at the thought. “I know he’s been training with Squirtle for months, but he seems relatively sensible so far…”

“Right,” Ash nodded, then thought again. “Actually, would a bit of Squirtle-”

“No!”

“Hey, look, Drew’s turn,” Pikachu said, getting their attention. Even Max – who couldn’t understand him directly – got the gist, and they turned to watch.


Drew sent out his Roserade, with a flash and a shower of petals.

“Grassy Terrain!” he called, and the Grass-type did a twirl. A shower of sparkling pollen came from both flowers, raining down over the arena, and the short grass began to grow and lengthen.

She kept twirling, making the grass sprout higher and higher, and as she did it began to take on other – less normal – features.

First there were some tall wild grass shoots, with seeds, which reached at least two feet high before they began to bow over towards the ground.

“Petal Dance,” Drew said, walking in a slow circle some distance from Roserade, and she accelerated – pink and red petals blossoming outwards, followed by blue and white and intense yellow.

Her Grassy Terrain pulsed out again, and this time it didn’t just produce grass.

Nosing up through the glowing green grass came new shapes. Crocuses, roses, big yellow dandelions and tall lilies which spread their petals to the sky.


“That’s a new trick,” Brock said, as the Grassy Terrain became a set of concentric rings of flowers, like a mixture of a flowerbed and a wild, beautiful meadow.

“He certainly seems to like gardening,” Lucario observed.

“What I want to know is what Drew has planned for the rest of the time,” Max said. “There’s at least a minute left.”


“Okay, here we go,” Drew said, pointing. “Leech Seed!”

Roserade twirled, still sustaining her Grassy Terrain, and fired out three Leech Seeds from each flowery arm – six total, forming two clusters of three on either side of her.

The energy of the Grassy terrain poured into them as well, forcing the resultant plants to grow into tangles of vines and leaves. In seconds, six large and thick bushes had formed.

“Stop Grassy Terrain!” Drew instructed. “And – now! Razor Leaf!”

His Grass-type lowered her arms, shaking them, and then pointed them at the first of the bushes. A storm of razor-sharp leaves came spiralling out, forming into discrete strands and descending on the bush.

Roserade directed them with a series of sharp gestures, and they swarmed around the first bush – then the second, and then the third.

The fourth got a new set of leaves as Roserade turned to face the other way, then the fifth, and the sixth was engulfed before being revealed just as the time ran out.


“Okay, that is pretty cool,” Ash admitted, as he saw the results.

On the side of the arena furthest from him and his friends, there was a set of three topiary sculptures – a little rough and unpolished, but clearly the Three Golems.

It was harder for Ash to see the ones which were facing away from him, but it looked like one of them was Kyogre and another Rayquaza – so the other had to be Groudon.

“You did say he liked gardening,” Lucario said. “I like it.”

“How are they going to get it off the arena?” Max asked, clapping along with the storm of applause as Roserade took her bow. “It seems like kind of a shame to just cut it down…”

“Actually, given how tricky that is….” Brock chuckled. “I bet there’s about twenty of those gardens all over wherever it is Drew was practising before coming here.”

“Yeah, good point…”


“It didn’t seem to take this long last time,” Ash said, climbing the stands.

Pikachu shrugged. “Who knows… maybe you just fell asleep for some of them.”

“That’s more Snorlax’ thing,” Ash shot back.

He looked around. “Uh… wait, is this the right section?”

Lucario silently examined his seat ticket.

“No,” he said, simply. “We are on the wrong side of the stadium.”

“Okay, Ash, how did you manage that?” Pikachu asked. “We only went to get a burger!”

“Yeah, but it was around the stadium a bit, so I walked around the stadium a bit after we got them… you weren’t paying attention?” Ash checked.

Pikachu let out a long sigh. “I was eating. Mostly ketchup.”

“No harm done,” Lucario announced. “This way.”


At about the same time, the other side of the stadium, Dawn and Johanna hurried up the steps.

“Come on, Mom!” Dawn said, looking back. “I want to make sure we get back to our seats before they start again!”

“I know, dear,” Johanna agreed, chuckling slightly. “But you’re the one who wanted the ice cream.”


“Drat!” Celebi muttered, shaking her head.


“Okay, here we go…” May said, taking a deep breath.

She threw Altaria’s Pokeball, which burst open in a great flash of smoke and hid her from sight.

When it faded, Altaria stood on the arena floor some distance from her.

May took another deep breath, and stepped forwards. The moment she did, Altaria turned to look at her, flinched, and flapped some distance away.

May looked down, clearly upset, then began to approach again – more slowly and carefully, making it clear she wasn’t a threat.

As she did, Altaria began to sing.

It wasn’t anything particularly loud at first, nor was it much that could be recognized as singing – just some soft background which resonated in the air, calm and gentle, and over the top a series of notes like a piano performing scales.

Altaria settled down, giving no outward indication he was the singer, and folded his wings around himself – then looked up as he heard movement.

May sat some way off, smiling and looking non-threatening.

Altaria turned back to snoozing and closed his eyes – then looked up again as May reached for his wing, making May stand up and pretend she hadn’t been trying to get close at all.

Thoroughly peeved, Altaria stood up and flapped a little further around the arena – though not quite as far as the first time he had – before alighting on the wall.

The pause let him change the music, weaving in more complex melodies as he Sang a stronger theme into the air, and the scales amplified until they took on a life of their own.

May didn’t try to approach him again, this time. Instead, she reached down to the ground and picked up a long stick – one which Altaria had dropped from his fluff earlier, so she could take it.

Taking a look back at Altaria, she began to sketch out in the dirt – starting with his long, curving neck, and then going on to do the wings.

Altaria looked over his shoulder to check she wasn’t coming closer again, saw what she was doing, and kept looking. After a few more seconds, as she got to the tail, he took wing again to fly over and have a look.

Glancing back a moment, May didn’t stop drawing – just noticing he was there. Then she watched as Altaria flew over her, inhaled, and shot out a narrow beam of Dragonbreath which went nowhere near her.

Everyone watched as Altaria flew over the arena floor in four or five passes, turning to look at May after each pass, and the Sing swelled into a symphony.

By the time he was done, and came down to a landing, he had drawn a wobbly picture which was just about recognizable as May.

May looked around herself, recognizing it for what it was, and smiled – then headed for the door of the arena, some way away from Altaria.

Her third footstep meant she nearly stepped on one of the lines, and Altaria rustled his wings warningly. Getting the message, the Coordinator instead stepped over the still-smoking line.

The way to the door was the most thickly drawn section of the image of May, and so she was focusing entirely on making sure she didn’t step on any of the lines – so she didn’t see it when Altaria ghosted into the air and flew around to just where she was going.

Altaria’s song died down to a series of pure notes, ethereal and gentle, as May looked up and saw that she’d ended up right next to the Dragon-type.

Hardly breathing, she raised a hand – and Altaria nosed forwards into it.

Then an orange glow stole over him.

There was a flash of light, bright enough to make the audience blink, and when it had faded Altaria was – finally – Mega Altaria.

May hugged him, Mega Altaria enfolding her in his wings, and the crowd erupted.


“Well done May,” Brock said, as the applause finally died down. “That went really well – especially his managing to Mega Evolve at the end.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “The first time’s always special, and that one was a lot more special than usual.”

“Kind of wish we could tell her,” Max sighed. “I thought that was really good, and-”

Ahem, Kris coughed.

“In person,” Max amended. “No offence, Kris, just… you know.”

What’s wrong with texting?

Max shrugged uncomfortably. “I don’t think you can hug over the phone.”

Ah, Kris admitted. Yes, that would be difficult.

“Hey, look,” Ash added, pointing. “Look who’s right after May!”

“Is that Jessie?” Brock asked. “I think it’s the right hair…”


Jessie smirked, adjusting her dress a little.

She’d sometimes despaired of being able to say this… but now was her chance.

“Go, Pikachu!” she called.

There was a bright flash, and her Pikachu appeared in mid-air. She spun once, tail working to control her movement, then landed with knees bent.

Her large, wide-brimmed pointy hat waved back and forth a little as she straightened up, letting the long black robe hang down with its moon-and-stars silverwork, and she flourished a long staff before planting it on the ground.

She was also wearing a large beard, to complete the look.

Leaning theatrically on the staff and raising her free paw, she traced a circle in the air – a circle which left an orange trail behind it, so that when Cosplaychu brought her paw back to where it had started there was a complete band of flickering orange-yellow light.

She drew back her staff, poking the tip through the middle, and shouted. “KA!”

Flames exploded outwards in a great long spike, reaching twenty feet into the air, and then began to fall back like a fountain.

Keeping her staff raised, Jessie’s Pikachu made another gesture – and as she did, the falling flames stopped, then reversed, forming a great flaming sculpture in mid-air like a pine tree.

The pine tree hung there for perhaps four seconds, and then Cosplaychu changed her tack. The flames of the pine tree shot out in all directions, stopped, hung there for a moment and exploded into showers of sparks.

Already, however, a new blast of flame was replacing it. This one spiralled into the air, leaving a trail of dripping white sparks below it, and split into three parts which accelerated back down towards their mistress.

Cosplaychu deflected them with her staff in a single motion, and formed the circle of Mystic Fire again.

Dozens of small comet-like flames went into the air, exploding one at a time with sharp cracks and puffs of multicoloured sparks.


“I didn’t know Pokemon could do that…” Dawn said, watching with amazement. “It’s like a fireworks display!”

“Pokemon can do a lot of things,” Johanna told her with a smile.

“But that’s a Pikachu,” Dawn pointed out. “I definitely didn’t know Pikachu could do this!”

“…put that way, neither did I…” Johanna admitted.


“Now for the grand finale!” Jessie called, keeping an eye on the time.

Cosplaychu nodded, moving her staff around in an arc much bigger than any she’d made so far, and then launched an almighty spire of flame into the air.

It rose and rose, passing out the top of the stadium, and detonated in a massive crackle and wave of sparks.

The crowd cheered… and then the cheering died down again, as the flames didn’t go away.

Instead, the fire took on a shape. Wings formed, with a pair of great snaps of sparks, and a moment later an angry Charizard of flame roared and dove towards the stadium.

It stooped on Cosplaychu, who stood her ground – then, as it reached about twenty feet in height, launched a bolt of lightning at it.

The explosion was loud and smoky, obscuring the view of the stadium floor for several seconds.

When it faded, Cosplay Pikachu was standing on Jessie’s shoulders – still in costume, but waving to the crowd.


“Ya know, I tink she’s been takin’ all dese appeals as a challenge,” Meowth noted, looking over at Cubone. “What da you think?”

“It’s likely,” Cubone agreed. “Though I’ll never understand how she manages that whole costume thing – you know, learning moves when she puts it on, forgetting them when she takes it off…”

“It might not be so complicated as you think,” Meowth said, tapping his paw on the floor. “After all, ain’t you able to use all kinds’a powers by usin’ all different bones?”

“That’s different,” Cubone said, shaking her head. “That’s a Reality Marble.”

“And hers isn’t?”

Cubone’s head stopped moving.

“That… would explain a lot, actually…” she admitted.

“Hey!” James hissed. “It’s getting busy again!”

“Ain’t it still our break?” Meowth asked, pointedly looking at his wrist – not that he had a watch, but the point came across.

“There’s a rush on!” James said, flipping another half dozen burgers. “Now!”

Meowth and Cubone exchanged a glance, then sighed and put their aprons back on.

Hopping up onto the counter, Meowth cleared his throat. “Rocket Burger, out of this world food! How can I take your money – I mean, uh, order?”

“I knew we should have told Jessie the dress cost too much…” Cubone said, adding cheese to burger buns.


“So… Mega Altaria, huh?” Max asked, looking the Fairy-type Dragon up and down.

“Yeah,” May said, smiling. “It’s really new – so new I’m not sure we know how we’re going to use it, but-”

She was interrupted as Mawile came walking past.

“You are the fluffiest dragon ever,” she announced calmly. “I approve!”

Mega Altaria chuckled, a trilling sound, and fluffed his cloud. “Thank you – I certainly feel fluffier than before.”

“What’s wrong with me?” Goodra asked, sounding very glum.

“Nothing, of course!” Mawile assured him promptly. “You’re less fluffy, but that’s great too!”

“That’s all right then,” Goodra said, chuckling.

“Remember how all the Dragon-types ran away when she hatched?” Ash asked.

“I still don’t understand that…” Mawile said, scratching her head. “Dragons are all sorts of cool!”


Thwack!

Raticate jumped, her big catcher’s mitt raised, and just about managed to snag the ball as it hurtled overhead. It slipped as she fumbled and tried to grab it, so she threw it towards the base, and Riolu let out a sigh of dismay as she was caught out.

“Okay, that’s game!” Casey called, clapping. “Good work, everyone!”

“Thank you,” Riolu said, panting. “I’m glad you approve.”

“Well, to be fair, you did get about twelve runs,” Casey reminded her. “That’s a pretty good haul – and you weren’t any slower today than before, so I think everyone else is just getting faster.”

Pichu’s tail went back and forth, and he grinned. “Pi-chu!”

“Yeah, that tail serve is really rockin’,” Casey nodded. “Right, everyone – it’s time for another spar!”

“What will it be this time?” Riolu asked.

“Probably some more training for Beedrill,” Casey answered. “He’s kind of my ace now… so, you know.”

“I thought I was your ace,” the Fighting-type protested.

Pidgeot chirped, Meganium frowned, and Raticate started chuckling.

“…yeah, but… oh, it’s complicated,” Casey said. “Think of him as like… a pinch-hitter I can use when someone’s got the right tactics to deal with the rest of you.”

Pidgeot nodded, satisfied. Meganium shrugged, and Riolu tapped her chin. “It does make more sense put that way.”

Raticate said something.

“Raticate wants you to know that was very funny,” Riolu added.

“It was?” Casey said. “Huh… anyway… Riolu, Meganium, can you set up the targets?”

Casey’s Meganium nodded, picking up the discarded bat, and Riolu took a pair of baseballs up – one in each paw.

Beedrill buzzed overhead, and Casey waved – then closed her eyes, concentrating.

Beedrill was a Pokemon she treasured, for all sorts of reasons. One of them being that, unlike all her other Pokemon, she’d caught him fully evolved.

He’d been a precise battler, helping her get through a couple of rough matches, and to add to that he was just plain agile. Pidgeot was faster – much faster – but Beedrill could fly rings around anyone else on the team.

Definitely a MVP contender.

She opened her eyes, taking her hand off her Key Stone, and smiled at the sight of Mega Beedrill.

“Okay, same drill as last time!” she added. “Ready?”

Mega Beedrill buzzed an affirmative, rising into the air and hovering backwards.

“Okay, two at once!” Casey instructed. “Now!”

Riolu threw the first ball up in a lazy lob, then did the same a bit less strongly – so it didn’t rise so high, and came down towards Meganium at the same time as the first.

Meganium’s grip on the bat shifted, vines getting good leverage, and then – WHACK!

Mega Beedrill reacted instantly. All five of his stings glowed, and he used a potent Pin Missile attack which split and resplit into hundreds of tracers – which then spread out to englobe both hurtling balls.

The missiles came in in a single coordinated attack, peppering both baseballs with hits so quickly it came as a single event, and then the baseballs hit the ground looking like golf balls.

“Great!” Casey said. “Now, let’s try dodging – batter up!”

“Mega Beedrill says that he never looks forward to this bit,” Riolu said, hefting a baseball. “Ready, Meganium?”

Meganium nodded.

Mega Beedrill did not look ready.

“Come on, guys, we need this ready for the Hoenn League!” Casey implored.

“Does that mean we have chosen which one to do this year?” Riolu asked. “I was wondering why we have fourteen badges.”

“I keep changing my mind, okay…” Casey said, sighing. “Now, pitch that ball!”


“Dear?”

Lugia looked up, startled. “Love?”

“You were miles away,” his mate said, chuckling. “What was it?”

“Oh… just wondering how I’d do in a Contest,” Lugia explained. “I was thinking… laser light show?”

“If you want to blow up the whole arena and everything for three miles in every direction,” his mate teased.

“…I could do it a long way away…”


AN:

Yeah, there’s going to be a lot of Contest stuff in the near future.






180. Hoenn 53


“Okay, the first question is… who first,” May said, looking over her team. “I don’t know much about this Gina coordinator, but… well…”

She shrugged. “I guess even if I did it wouldn’t help much. So… who wants to go first?”

“Like… not me,” Skitty said, shaking her head. “I need, like… another day of beauty sleep, at least.”

Beautifly chuckled.

“It seems wrong of me to go first,” Blaziken said, frowning. “But then again – it’s not as if we’re ever given a guarantee that the early battles are the easy ones.”

“I wouldn’t mind using my Mega Evolution,” Altaria suggested. “But I’ve already had a go this time… shouldn’t I let someone else go first?”

“I’ll do it,” Venusaur said. “Everyone’s being so glad to let one another go first, so…”

“Is that really polite?” May asked.

“Did you hear anyone else call dibs?” Venusaur replied. “Anyway, anyone want the slot instead?”

Spoink looked interested, then shook his head. “I’d rather my first go here was a double battle… I don’t want to let May down by losing a battle like that, not when it matters so much.”

“That’s sweet,” May smiled. “And thanks for being so considerate – but really, don’t let it stop you.”

“I think I’ll not bother for now,” Spoink confirmed.

“Okay, so I guess that means it’s Venusaur,” May said. “So… obviously what you do depends on the opponent, but you’re ready with those tricks we worked out?”

“Sure am,” Venusaur nodded.

“Then let’s go!”


“Hey – is this seat taken?”

Max looked up. “Drew? Oh, yeah, I guess you had to be here – and no, it’s not taken.”

Taking the seat, Drew looked out over the arena. “This should be interesting – it’s been a while since I saw what May looks like battling when not on the receiving end.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s only a month or two,” Brock pointed out.

“Really?” Drew asked. “…feels longer. Anyway, I thought I’d come and watch – my match isn’t until the afternoon.”

“You know, I bet it’s a lot easier to schedule these matches…” Brock mused. “I mean, they do have a time limit. They know how long each match is, so they can just schedule them in blocks.”

“True,” Drew agreed. “Any idea what May’s going to be using?”

“Actually, isn’t it kind of a problem for fairness, that people who are in time blocks a long way apart can see each other in the arena?”

Drew shrugged. “I don’t think it is – and it’s not like it lets me know anything I couldn’t have learned from talking to people.”

He frowned. “Wait, where’s Ash?”


Some way outside the stadium, Ash held his presentation sword in ready position.

Absol faced him, blade ready, and both breathed in and out steadily and evenly.

Then Ash moved, and his blade skirled off Absol’s horn with a loud crash.

“Much better,” the Dark-type said. “Your probabilities didn’t firm up until the last half second or so – you’re getting a lot better at not committing.”

“Yeah, that’s the hard part,” Ash admitted. “I almost feel like I need to get my sword ready ahead of time – because I’m trying to think it through, so I have to avoid that just to get to the point that I am with moves like Force Palm.”

He withdrew the metal blade, then struck again – low, this time, though Absol still blocked it with ease.

“Not quite so good that time,” she told him, and Ash groaned.

“This looks so easy when it’s done by Lucario or… or by knights or samurai in movies,” he said, shaking his head.

“That’s because, for Lucario, it’s a Pokémon move – an extension of his self, in a way,” Absol told him. “For you, it isn’t. And for the knights and samurai in movies… well, they have a script!”

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, I guess they do.”

He raised the sword again, then feinted left-right.

Absol wasn’t fooled, of course, and blocked this one too – but smiled. “Better. Now, if you can make it so you haven’t decided whether to use it as a feint or for it to be the real move, then we’re almost there.”


Under the stands, Celebi snapped her fingers. “Not again! I had it all worked out, and then they had to completely lose track of time… how does an Absol lose track of time?”


“Let’s make this a battle to remember!” Gina said, flicking her Pokéball up onto her middle finger and spinning it. “Ready? Go, Pancham!”

The Pokéball bounced once, then opened – producing a series of black and white lines out, like a starburst, and Pancham appeared in the middle of them.

The Playful Pokémon did a twirl, landing on the arena floor with arms spread, then took a defensive stance.

Venusaur materialized a moment later, petals from her own Seals falling around her, and gave a bow.

“Begin!” called Raoul Contesta. “Let’s see some spectacular Contest performances!”


“Venusaur first?” Drew said, interested. “I wonder how that’s going to work out…”

“You think there might be a problem with it?” Max asked.

“Not sure,” Drew replied.

There was a flash as Venusaur opened matters with a Sunny Day – a shower of steady white lights which rose into the air one after another, producing a warm and summery light throughout the arena.

Her petals spread, little lines of golden light visible on them, and Brock leaned forwards slightly. “That’s interesting,” he said. “It looks like that’s part of the Sunny Day move as well, but it’s subtle enough the judges might not have even spotted it.”

Gina said something none of the friends caught, and Pancham began advancing – hopping left and right, making himself hard to hit.

The golden light flowing along Venusaur’s leaves and petals intensified, and her vines lashed out – gathering up a pile of the petals from her contest seal, and throwing them into the air just before firing a bright yellow Solarbeam at Pancham. The petals caught the light, absorbing and recolouring parts of it, and a kaleidoscope of yellows and oranges and pinks went flashing out towards the ursine Fighting-type advancing on her.

“And that’s a great use of Seals!” Joy said, approvingly, as Pancham – unable to tell exactly where to dodge – took part of the Solarbeam to the side. “That’s going to score some points!”

“I’m almost certain she got that from watching me…” Drew mused.


Venusaur backed, vines raised to ward off attack, and ducked aside from a flaming Fire Punch which nearly hit her in the leg.

“And it looks like Pancham’s really taking back the initiative!” Contesta told everyone, as Pancham did a twirl and used the spin to gain momentum – then threw an Ice Punch, which did hit.

Wincing, Venusaur kicked out – not very elegant, but it got the job done, sending Pancham skidding backwards across the floor.

“Torpedo!” May called.

Gina blinked. “Torpedo? What move is Torpedo?”

Venusaur chuckled, firing a pair of Seed Bombs and taking them – one in each vine – before rounding on Pancham and launching out a barrage of petals. Rather than a simple storm, she added in variety – the actual attack as it hit Pancham was a series of alternating vortices which hit him from left-right-left-right-left and threw him off guard.

As he recovered, Venusaur’s vines moved in – and she placed the pair of seeds either side of Pancham.

“Wait – run!” Gina shouted, and Pancham dove for cover just before the bombs exploded.

“And May’s Venusaur does a great combination attack,” Joy said. “It’s-”

“Remarkable!” Mr. Sukizo pronounced.

“You said it!”

“Now, Nature Power!” May called. “And move into that crater!”

Venusaur did so, lumbering forward a few steps and firing off a Nature Power attack.

As she crossed the boundary, the developing attack changed – going from a shimmering ball of green energy to a flowing arc of lightning-at-ground-level. It crashed home, knocking Pancham backwards, and Venusaur followed up with a Grass Pledge which whirled Pancham into the air in a storm of leaves and petals.

Pancham spun, then his face set. He shouted downwards with an earsplitting Hyper Voice that compressed all the leaves and petals into a single solid layer, and used it to kick off as he came right back towards Venusaur. Running along the vines she used to try to stop him, he landed a Fire Punch right on her flower which flashed a brilliant white and left Venusaur smouldering.

“And this might be the end for Venusaur,” Joy said. “Let’s see if-”

“Rain Dance!” May said, thinking fast. “Then Spiral Petal Blizzard!”

Venusaur slammed her forelegs into the ground, vines lashing out to fend off Pancham, and the sunlight that she’d been creating winked out. It left only sparks, which rose into the air and became fainter.

A moment later, the clouds formed, and rain started to patter down on the stadium. Venusaur’s flower hissed a little as the rain quenched it, and she shook herself – sending droplets everywhere.

Pancham skipped through the rain, dodging the puddles that were starting to form, and swiped at Venusaur’s side again. The Ice Punch hit, making Venusaur grunt with pain, and then she fired her Petal Blizzard.

As May had instructed, this one had an even stronger spiral component than the earlier Petal Dance. It contained petals, leaves, grass and plenty of the rain that was falling all over the stadium, and hit Pancham hard enough to send him skidding backwards.

“Now, Grass Pledge!” May finished.

Venusaur’s whole body shone green as she used the move. It rose up, merging with the watery tornado that Venusaur had already put together, and the swirl of water and grass engulfed the whole stadium.

Pancham ended up stuck in the mud, unable to get his paws out, and his points dropped rapidly as he struggled – until, finally, they hit zero.

“And May Maple wins!” Contesta said. “Give her a hand, folks!”


“That was pretty cool!” Dawn said. “I guess Pancham was more of the kind of Pokémon you expect to see in a contest – all cute and fluffy… but then Venusaur was just good at doing good things with moves.”

“That’s what a Contest is really about,” her mother agreed. “A cute Pokémon helps, don’t get me wrong – but, as you’ve seen, a cute Pokémon can lose to a Pokémon that’s better at doing the appeal side of a Contest.”

She smiled. “What did you think the best move was?”

Dawn had to think. “I… think it was that Petal Dance,” she said. “A lot of the other moves were inventive, but that one… that one looked really good, especially from up here, and I bet it was hard too.”

“And what do you think Pancham’s best move was?” Johanna added.

Dawn blinked. “But… Pancham lost…”

“That’s right,” her mother agreed. “But that doesn’t mean there’s nothing to learn from it.”

“Then… I think it was probably that bit where he got out of being in mid air,” Dawn decided. “That was taking Venusaur’s moves, and making it work for him.”

“That’s what I thought too,” Johanna agreed. “Good work.”


“Can’t you just do the whole Festival?” Moltres asked, tilting her head.

“Well, I probably could, but that’s not what I should be doing,” Pikachu replied, waving her tail and raising a paw. “You deserve a go as well – even if it’s just one – doing a major Contest.”

She shrugged. “Besides, your whole Everything Is On Fire Ever thing is pretty neat – though, yeah, might want to have one of the others go between my Appeal and your battle. Otherwise it might be a bit… fire-centric.”

As she spoke, though, Cosplaychu was already thinking. “Actually, I wonder if I could do something designed to be the opposite of fire? I could do a mountaineer outfit…”

“An’ what would dat give you?” Meowth inquired.

“…not sure. Rock Climb?” Pikachu asked, then shrugged. “I’ll never be sure if I don’t try!”

She gasped. “Or, wait, I could be a polar explorer! Then I’d have Frost Breath or Ice Beam or something, and Moltres and I could be Fire And Ice – Superheroes!”

Moltres looked deeply skeptical.

“And I suppose I’d also be the team transport?” she asked.

“…maybe?”

“Hey, here’s an idea for a double battle,” Arbok said. “If you two are fighting together, have Pikachu be a desert warrior and Moltres her spirit guardian.”

There was muttering, then shrugs – by both Moltres and Pikachu.

“Could work.”

A bright flash interrupted them.

“Hey!” Meowth said, waving irritably at the trainer with a camera. “We’re trainin’ here!”

“But – that’s a Moltres!”

“Wow, he’s certainly a Pokémon expert,” Moltres deadpanned.


“What do you think?” May asked, looking over at Glaceon.

Her Ice-type smiled. “Mom’s pretty good at this.”

Below them, Leafeon fenced back and forth with a quick-moving Raichu. Their tails hit one another, bounced off, and then Leafeon rolled to her side to avoid the follow-up and made an elegant passing attack with a Leaf Blade.

“Yeah,” May agreed. “That is pretty good.”

“Do you think we’ll fight one another?” Glaceon asked. “I don’t think I’d be very comfortable doing that…”

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine,” May told her, ruffling her fur. “I won’t make you.”

“Thank you,” Glaceon said, giving a chirping purr.

There was a crack of thunder as Raichu fired off a Thunderbolt, bouncing it off her tail and making it reach for Leafeon’s flank. The Grass-type dodged (unsurprisingly) then began a counterattack – only to abort as Raichu channelled electrical energy into her tail and made it rise up like an Arbok ready to strike.

“Nice trick, that,” Glaceon added. “I wonder what Mom’s going to do to beat-”

She stopped, leaning forwards, as Leafeon crouched low. Her paws flickered green, and little traceries of green light swept out across the stadium in a kind of spiders-web pattern.

They glowed brightly, then reached up – snagging Raichu’s paws and the base of her tail, and making her gasp with surprise.

“Grass Knot,” May said, recognizing it. “That’s a pretty good start…”

Raichu pulled her paws free, then yanked on her tail. Leafeon lifted her paw again, and with a twannnnng the pent up tension of the Grass Knot sent Raichu flying into the air.

“And that’s a pretty good finish,” Glaceon added, watching as Raichu rose and then fell – and as the scoreboard flashed. “So I guess that means she’s won.”

“Yeah, it does,” May agreed. “Now, come on – we need to work out who to use for the next Contest.”

“Which one’s that?”

“It’s the first double round, tomorrow,” May reminded her. “Hmmm… should I send you and Skitty out? You both have good ice.”

“Yeah, that could be good,” Glaceon agreed.

She looked out into the arena as Leafeon and Drew took their bow, and her tail flirted. “Actually… isn’t Jessie in this Festival? Or are we still calling her Jesselina?”

“I think it doesn’t matter,” May shrugged. “And yeah, she is – that Pikachu of hers who loves cosplay did that fire show.”

“Oh, yeah, I remember hearing about that,” Glaceon agreed.

She licked her paw. “I wonder what your parents think about this Festival so far?”


“That was lovely,” Norman said, smiling. “Thank you very much, Gardevoir.”

Gardevoir smiled, levitating the plates and trays out of their laps.

That’s no problem, she said, psionically stripping the dirt from the plates. I’m glad that you enjoyed it – though I wouldn’t want to do it all the time.

“Yes, everyone deserves a break from cooking,” Norman chuckled.

Caroline nodded. “Which means it’s back to my cooking tomorrow,” she said. “I think I’ll try something like… a risotto, perhaps, that would be nice.”

How come Roland’s not been on TV yet? Kirlia asked.

“That’s because this is the Contest side of things,” Norman reminded her. “Your brother’s a battle Pokémon – but you’re likely to see a lot of May’s Pokémon.”

I remember seeing Venusaur and Altaria, Kirlia agreed. So, what’s the next time?

“Tomorrow… morning, I think,” Norman said. He picked up the TV guide, where May’s brackets were highlighted. “Yes, that’s right, she’s doing a double battle tomorrow. About… half past eight? That’s early.”

That means you’ll have to remember to go to bed early, Gardevoir hinted.

“King,” Slaking rumbled from behind the couch.

Gardevoir giggled.

“What was that?” Norman asked, looking up.

He says he certainly agrees with that sentiment, the Psychic-type explained. Now… um… sorry, I’m still not sure how human drinks are made…

“I’ll sort it out,” Caroline volunteered, getting up and coming around the couch. “You’ve been very kind this evening, so I’ll sort out some cocoa for all of us.”

Cocoa sounds nice, Kirlia agreed whole-heartedly. Is that the drink with the little marshmallows in it?

“That’s right!” Caroline agreed. “Do you want some, dear?”

“That sounds great,” Norman said, getting up as well. “I’ll get the snacks.”

Oh, that looks neat, Kirlia ‘pathed, drawing their attention to the TV.

As they watched, a Cacturne fired out barrages of spikes. They weren’t individually very well aimed, but came in a great series of patterns – like intricate geometry – which kept trapping the opponent (a Honchkrow) without anywhere to go that wasn’t into at least one layer of spikes.

Cacturne’s trainer called out an order, and the spike-shower intensified.

“That’s certainly one way to have a very visual display without moving around at all,” Caroline noted, approving.

She looked closer. “Is that trainer… dressed like a Cacturne?”

“I think he must be the one that May told us about,” Norman realized. “You know. The odd one.”

“…which odd one?” Caroline asked. “Our daughter is close friends with a time travelling chosen warrior saving the world at direct request of Arceus himself.”

“…you’re right,” Norman admitted. “The unpleasant odd one.”

Gardevoir shook her head. You say it so casually.

“Actually, humans do tend to get used to odd things,” Norman said. He wobbled slightly, dropped the biscuits, and then caught them as they levitated back to his hand. “Like that.”

A fair point, Gardevoir chuckled.


Munchlax woke up with a start.

On seeing it was actually late at night, he shrugged and went back to bed. “Well, if nobody else is up, I’m not going to be up…”

After thinking about that, though, he pulled the blanket off again. “Or I could have a midnight snack.”

He got up, and promptly found himself unable to walk forwards any further.

You should not have a midnight snack, Ethan stated baldly, Gravity active. I recommend you return to sleep.

“What are you doing?” Munchlax asked.

Bed gravity.


“It’s kind of hard to keep track of how many people there are at this Festival,” Ash said, trying to unfold the tournament bracket poster – then gave up. “Dexter, who’s next up?”

May.

“I knew that,” Ash protested. “I mean apart from May.”

Ah. In that case, it is a Coordinator by the name of James.

“Is-”

Not that James, Dexter added, interrupting Brock.

“Okay… and this is the double round,” Max said, taking the tournament bracket chart and unfolding it.

He stared at it for a moment. “Ash? You actually have to fill these out.”

“Somehow I should have expected that,” Pikachu sighed.

“It’s obvious now you say it,” Ash protested weakly. “Uh… okay, I guess I’ll have to sit down and fill it out some time… anyway, what’s this James guy like?”

He has used three Pokémon so far, but that doesn’t necessarily tell us anything about what he’ll use here, Dexter told him.

“There’s May,” Brock said, pointing. “Let’s just watch the match.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Lucario agreed.


May threw her Pokéballs, sending them skipping across the floor, and Glaceon emerged first in a flash of smoke.

Her paws glowed blue, producing an icy slick that let her keep sliding, and as she braked to a halt Skitty emerged – materializing in mid-air, so she jumped over Glaceon before landing on all four paws.

Both Pokéballs had been thrown with a reverse spin, and May caught them on the way back before turning her attention to her opponent. To her surprise, he was only just sending his own out, and there were twin white flashes which resolved into an Espeon and a Vaporeon.

“Oh, this is, like, original…” Skitty said, flirting her tail. “I feel totally underdressed. I’m, like, the only one who didn’t used to be… like… an Eevee.”

May chuckled.

Then the judges signalled that it was time for the battle to begin, and the Vaporeon dove forwards – transitioning smoothly from solid to liquid as she did so.

“Blizzard!” May called, and Glaceon fired a jet of chilly, frosty snow which hit the liquified Vaporeon head-on. The power of the attack sent her skidding backwards slightly on the icy road she’d made for herself, and Skitty reached back with her tail to hook onto Glaceon’s foreleg to come along for the ride – adding her own Blizzard to the mix.

The two Pokémon had quite different versions of the same move, and where they met one another the result was a plume of diamond-dust which rained down around both feline and vulpine. The attacks also seemed to amplify together, and before two seconds had passed Vaporeon was frozen solid as a kind of ice-sculpture.

Espeon’s eyes glowed.

“Like… we just won, right?” Skitty asked.

“I don’t think so,” Glaceon replied, as Espeon padded forwards. “There’s still one left.”

Skitty shrugged. “I don’t get why that’s-”

Vaporeon unfroze.

Lit an eerie pink-purple, Vaporeon came flowing towards them.

“Okay, new plan!” Glaceon announced. “Give me a Blizzard boost!”

Skitty ducked under a Water Pulse, and ran after her teammate. “Guh, I just know this is going to ruin my fur!”


“Okay, that’s pretty cool,” Ash said. “I – whoa!”

Vaporeon rose up into a watery wall, shimmering pink light on the edge of her form, and the Shadow Ball and Blizzard combo hit with a crash. Water droplets came splashing outwards, towards Espeon, but didn’t make it – and a moment later Vaporeon reconstituted back to her original form, running forwards at a lope to get close to Skitty and Glaceon.

“That’s an unusual application of Acid Armor,” Lucario noted. “I wonder if Vaporeon minds.”

“It has to be something they worked out together,” Brock said, as Glaceon ducked under an Iron Tail and exhaled a blast of Frost Breath – giving Skitty a wide area to skate on, which the feline Pokémon used to close rapidly in on Espeon.

“Shield!” James ordered, and Vaporeon dissolved back into water which formed a tight bubble around Espeon – making Skitty’s attempt at a Bite only result in her getting soaked – then flung her away so Glaceon had to construct a snowpile for her to fall on.

“Yeah, looks like…” Ash agreed.


May glanced at the scoreboard, wincing. The combination moves by Espeon and Vaporeon were going down well with the crowd, so it looked like she’d have to try something new.

“Glaceon, freeze the floor!” she ordered. “Skitty, get ready to use Assist!”

Glaceon dove forwards, avoiding a Psybeam and flash-freezing a Water Pulse before shattering it with her tail, and spun on the icy patches that she’d already made while firing out a great wave of ice that touched the entire arena.

Skitty was already preparing an Assist ball, and timed her firing of it so it went off just as the ice reached Espeon.

It burst into a shower of petals, which swirled for a moment before cascading towards both the Eeveelutions on the far side of the arena. Vaporeon glowed as Espeon got ready to shield with her again, but then his paw slipped on the wet ice and he lost his concentration for a moment.

The Petal Blizzard hit both of them, sending Espeon skating backwards and damaging Vaporeon as she reformed, and May grinned. “All right! Now, Glaceon, keep them apart! Ice Wall!”

Glaceon acted quickly, her Ice Beam flashing out and constructing an icy wall between the two Eons as they got back to their paws (with a few slips on Espeon’s part).

“Like… I guess they’re, you know, on ice,” Skitty commented.

“That’s not the end of it!” James said. “Let’s take this into the air!”

Espeon’s gem pulsed, and the wall shattered – then Vaporeon, back to liquid, surged through the hole and Espeon jumped onto her fluid form as she approached. They both began to glow more brightly, and Espeon ran along a translucent ribbon of water which formed in front of him and vanished behind.

“…that is a new one,” May admitted.


“Okay, how do we handle that?” Skitty asked, looking up. “Whoa!”

She skidded aside as a Psybeam flashed down at her, coming close enough to make her yelp.

“We can’t fight from down here,” Glaceon decided. “We’re going to have to go up and fight them. Follow me!”

The Ice-type inhaled, and her claws dug little points into the ice. She began to lope, exhaling a great cloud of ice, and a ramp built up.

Skitty hurried after her, paws sliding on the ice, and grabbed onto Glaceon’s tail just as the Fresh Snow Pokémon reached the ramp. And didn’t stop.

Glaceon skated into the air, her paws glowing an icy blue as she formed and strengthened ice in front of her, and began rhythmic pulses of Ice Beam to keep her icy ribbon buttressed against any possibility of an accidental collapse.

“Whoooaaa-” Skitty yowled, as they went down a particularly sharp dip to avoid an attack from Espeon. “Can’t you steer this better?”

“Maybe if you weren’t hanging onto my tail,” Glaceon shot back, then fired down a trio of Ice Beams. Espeon shattered one of the supports, and their frosty path shook but stayed up. “Now, get attacking!”

“Got it,” Skitty replied, wobbling a bit and pulling herself up Glaceon’s tail. Her own tail curled around Glaceon’s torso, keeping her secure, and she closed her eyes. “Okay, like… get me a good angle in two, one, now!”

Glaceon made their path pull upwards rapidly, rising in a high speed loop over Espeon and Vaporeon, and Skitty’s Assist ball burst with a little thwick.

“Whooah-” Skitty yelped, as a ball of electricity formed on her nose. She sniffed, throwing it off, and then batted it with her tail and sent it towards the other two Eeveelutions just before Glaceon’s icepath took them back down again.

Espeon’s reaction was surprising. He turned the path around him into a hundred separate bubbles of water, letting the Zap Cannon zip through and hit the arena floor, then reformed Vaporeon and ‘caught’ himself with her liquid shape before they hit the ground.

“Spinarak!” May called.

“What’s that one again?” Skitty asked, clinging onto Glaceon’s fur as they dove past Espeon and Vaporeon. As the Psychic-type shot a Psybeam at them, Glaceon’s ears pulsed, and she formed an icewall to deflect the attack.

“Forget that Assist, just give me Blizzards!” Glaceon replied.

“Like, if you say so,” Skitty agreed readily, glad to have a plan. “Where?”

“Left!” Glaceon said, passing a few inches over one of the previous ice paths and binding their current one to it. “Now down to the right! Behind!”

Skitty fired Blizzard after Blizzard, forming little beams of ice which hung in the air and then started to solidify. As she did, and as Glaceon wove her complex path through the air, it began to get so that they were inside a gigantic ice sculpture – a complex birds-nest of slender blue threads, joined together by frostier white strands made by Skitty’s Blizzards.

“Ten seconds!” May called.

“Now… Helping Hand me!” Glaceon said, skating around the outside of the birds-nest and making a ramp. She cut off her cryokinesis, sending them both flying into the air and apart from one another, and for a moment both she and Skitty hung in the air over the nest.

Below, inside the frozen labyrinth, Espeon slowed – looking for a way out of the strands of ice which didn’t involve breaking them open. Finding none, he began to use blasts of telekinesis to smash through them one at a time.

“Hi-yah!” Skitty yowled, light flashing on her paw-tail, and she flicked it towards Glaceon in a trio of pink-yellow strands.

Glaceon absorbed them with her ears and tail, inhaled for a moment, then let out a shout. A great flash of blue light erupted from her maw, spreading out and covering the whole arena, and the icy strands of her birds-nest thickened and joined up in an instant – cutting off the escape Espeon and Vaporeon had been trying to make, and then forcing Vaporeon to revert to her normal form to avoid being frozen solid.

The ice intensified and thickened, crawling inwards until only the space Espeon and Vaporeon were in was open to the sky – then Glaceon switched attacks, and fired down a single Shadow Ball.

Shining purple and black through the frosted ice, it covered the space in a second and detonated with a great shadowy explosion – shattering all the ice and throwing it into the air, to drift gently back down all over the arena.

Glaceon finished up with a last pulse of Blizzard, so both she and Skitty landed softly in piles of snow.

“…obvious!” Mr. Contesta said, as Glaceon shook the snow out of her ears. “With just seconds left on the clock, an astonishing display of teamwork as May’s Pokémon knock out both their opponents at once!”

“So, like… we won?” Skitty checked.

“We did,” Glaceon agreed, flicking the last of her snow coat away as the crowd applauded.

“And… like… Espeon’s a cat, and I’m a cat, and you and Vaporeon are, like female… does that make this, like, a cat fight?”

Glaceon seriously considered hitting her teammate with a snowball.


Impressive, Abra stated. I especially liked the way you kept switching places.

“Thank you,” Arbok replied. “I thought it was an excellent example of dichotomy.”

“What about the bit where the Fearow picked you up?” Seviper asked.

“That was an excellent example of he’s got-ta me!”

Arbok’s tail flicked out and hit Wobbuffet with a ba-donnnng. “That was a bit harder, yes.”

“Abra?” Cubone asked. “How did you know what happened? You were asleep, I saw you.”

“And that’s nothing to snooze at!”

Doiioiioiing.

Oh, I simply read minds to find out what happened, Abra explained airily. Specifically, Chimecho’s mind.

“I’m helping!” Chimecho stated happily.

“Wait,” Cubone added. “Doesn’t this mean that Jessie’s up against May next?”

“That’ll be an interesting one…” Dustox mused. “Wonder which of us is going to be used?”


Flygon’s wings buzzed.

“Yeah,” Drew agreed, looking down into the arena. “This is a good view.”

“Excuse me?”

Drew looked over. “What is it?”

“Do you have your reservation?”

Reaching into a pocket, the Coordinator waved it. “Here.”

The marshal inspected the pass, and nodded. “Thanks – so many people come up here, we have to avoid overcrowding.”

“I get it,” Drew nodded.

He looked to both sides, and then across at the other side of the arena roof – spotting various Coordinators and their Pokémon, and some pure spectators as well. It was quite crowded, even with the rules.

“Who’s next…” he said, checking. “Huh, someone called Kathy – and is that Harley she’s facing?”

Flygon’s wings flipped, as the Dragon-type shrugged.

Drew chuckled.


“Excuse me? Are you Ash Ketchum?”

Ash stopped, one foot on the step. “Yeah, that’s me – why?”

“Well, uh…” the boy looked terribly upset. “It’s my first Grand Festival, but – and – and I don’t know where he’s gone!”

Ash stepped back down. “Hey, calm down, okay – we’ll help find whoever it is. Is it a Pokémon?”

“Yeah,” the boy agreed. “I’m Greg, and… well, I just got eliminated yesterday. And Blitz took it badly…”

“Fear not, we will help you,” Lucario assured him. “What kind of Pokémon is Blitz?”

“He’s a Pachirisu,” Greg said. “Dad got him for me as my first Pokémon, and – well, I guess this is the first time we’ve lost badly since starting our journey, so-”

“Don’t worry,” Ash told him. “And no, it’s not something you did that made you lose. It’s not something he did either.”

“Then…” Greg looked up at the older boy. “What was it?”

“Usually, the opponent has something to do with it,” Lucario said, so blandly that Greg chuckled.

“I know how to help out,” Ash added. “Pikachu, can you try and sense any nearby Electric-types?”

“Only if he went out towards the forest,” Pikachu replied. “But if he did…”

He closed his eyes, cheeks sparking for a moment, then raised his paws.

“What’s he doing?” Greg asked.

“He’s sensing electricity,” Lucario told him. “It should let us help you find your Electric-type.”

“Thanks,” Greg smiled. “Really, thanks – this is so helpful.”

“We’ll make sure you and Blitz are back together as soon as we can!” Ash declared.

“Okay, I’ve got something,” Pikachu said. “It might be just an Elekid or something, though… this way.”


Celebi felt like banging her head into a wall.

“Not again…”

Overhead, Dawn and her mother hurried up the stairs to their seats.


“No Ash?” Brock asked.

Max shrugged. “He’ll turn up… hey, look, it’s Harley!”

Both of them watched as Harley sent out his Banette, which mugged for the crowd and stuck his tongue out. The Ghost-type smirked, conjuring flames into his palm, and then did a double-take at the sight of the little Natu at the other end of the battlefield.

Said Natu landed on the grass as the sparkling stars from her Seals went away, and spread her wings – then, quite firmly, closed them again.

“Will-o-wisp!” Harley called.

Banette chuckled darkly, and spread both clawed hands – producing a flash of purple flame, one which spiralled out and then came in on Natu.

Natu’s response was to rise slowly into the air, wings flapping far too infrequently to explain her flight, and then Banette abruptly caught fire.

“What?” Harley asked, baffled. “How did-”

The Psychic bird continued to flap into the air, and her eyes glowed. As Banette tried to extinguish himself, she rose to about ten feet above the arena floor.

Light streamed off her wings, forming a pattern in the air much higher than she was. It looked, in fact, like it was just a little higher than the stadium roof hole.


“That’s new,” Drew said, pulling in his legs and getting ready to stand up. “Think it’s dangerous?”

Flygon indicated that she didn’t really know one way or the other.

“I mean, I guess it’s coming from down there,” Drew added. “But it’s a big swirly thing in mid-air. This seems like an ‘Ash’ situation, and I don’t like Ash situations.”

Then something came out of the swirly thing, moving downwards at speed.

“Whoa!”


Banette brushed the last of the flames off his arms.

“Hah!” he said, grinning at Natu. “What do you think of that?”

Light trailing behind it like a comet, the Future Sight screamed down and hit him hard enough that – when the dust settled – there was a sizeable crater.

Natu slowly dropped back towards the ground, finally landing gently.

She sniffed. “I knew that would happen.”


“That was… fast?” Brock asked, uncertainly. “I thought most of these lasted the full three minutes.”

Max shrugged. “Maybe Harley just got overconfident?”

He turned. “And where is Ash?”


“Okay, I think he’s up there,” Pikachu pointed.

“Go away!” a Pachirisu called. “I’m hopeless…”

“Of course you’re not,” Lucario said, putting one foot-paw on the tree trunk and using it to take his weight. “You’re a Pokémon. All Pokémon can lose battles, it doesn’t make them worthless at all.”

“Yeah?” Blitz asked.

“I can only hear half the conversation,” Greg said, sounding frustrated. “This almost seems worse than having no idea at all!”

“Blitz thinks he’s hopeless,” Ash supplied. “And Lucario’s trying to convince him he’s not.”

“What?” Greg said, blinking. “Of course he’s not! I’m the one who made the mistake!”

“And you’re allowed to make mistakes,” Ash reminded him. “Remember, not everyone wins every Contest on their way to the Festival, and only one person can win the Festival.”

He pointed. “Pikachu lost his most recent Gym battle, and that doesn’t mean he’s any weaker than if he’d won – it doesn’t mean the times he beat Mega Evolved Pokémon or even Legendaries didn’t happen. It means he had a strong opponent, or an opponent who had tricks he wasn’t ready for.”

“Wait… is that the Pikachu? Are you Ash Ketchum?” Blitz asked. “And Pikachu lost?”

He blinked. “Wow.”

“See?” Lucario asked. “I’m almost certain that at some point in the past even I lost a battle. But I can’t think of one.”

Pikachu stuck his tongue out.


“Spoink?” May said, softly. “Are you sure about this?”

“No,” Spoink admitted, gulping. “But that doesn’t matter – I should do this. If you don’t mind me doing it, then I’ll do it.”

He bounced softly in place. “If I do win this, then I’ll know that I can. And if I don’t… I won’t mind.”

“Nor will I,” May assured him. “Just do what we practiced, and you should be fine.”

“Right,” Spoink nodded.

May returned him, clicked the capsule into place around his ball, then walked out into the arena.


“What took you so long, Ash?” Max asked, as the other trainer sat down next to him. “You missed the first match!”

“I was helping someone find a Pachirisu,” Ash explained. “Well, Pikachu was doing most of the helping – I was mostly just along to translate.”

“Come to think of it, I could have done that,” Lucario said, then frowned. “Actually, Pikachu – I know how much skill you’ve developed with Aura. Are you really not able to learn to speak in such a way that your words are translated for humans?”

“I probably could learn,” Pikachu admitted. “But, for whatever reason, the idea isn’t really very interesting to me.”

He waved a paw at Ash. “I’ve got someone for that.”

“Thanks…” Ash said, wincing. “Or, I guess, if you meant it in a good way then thanks.”

“Could you tell the difference between those?” Max asked. “Brock?”

“I couldn’t,” Brock advised.

“Hey, there’s May!” Ash pointed. “Wonder who she’s using…”

There was a flash of smoke, which spread out and began to slowly drop towards the ground.

A pearl bounced up out of it. Then the pearl dropped back in, flashed, and the smoke blasted outwards in all directions to reveal Spoink gently bouncing in place.

Opposite him, Jessie threw a Pokéball of her own. There was a flash and a large R symbol present for a moment, then Cubone threw her club into the ground – it got four inches into the stadium floor – and landed on it, before stepping down and drawing it from the hole.


“Okay, here goes…” Spoink said, as Cubone took her stance.

The Ground-type started moving the moment the begin command came, saying something Spoink couldn’t make out at this distance and producing half a dozen bone clubs in little flashes of blue light. Picking them up two at a time, she did three complete twirls and threw them across the arena at Spoink.

Concentrating, Spoink exerted as little telekinetic force as possible. Half the clubs were aimed somewhere he didn’t have to adjust them, but the others were going to hit him – and if he dodged, those first clubs would go from being misses to being hits.

So Spoink tweaked the trajectory of the lower club from the first pair, and adjusted his bounce slightly. The club hit the ground about eight feet in front of him, skipped into the air, and his next bounce landed directly on top of it.

The force of his bounce combined with the energy of the spinning club, and he went high into the air – high enough that the whole rest of the attack went underneath him, producing a pile of six bone clubs behind him before they began to fall apart.

Blue-purple light formed on the tip of his nose, and fired down at Cubone – a Psyshock, which split into two as she jumped to the side to dodge.

The Ground-type had to form another bone out of thin air to use as a defensive weapon, making the Psyshock explode on that instead of on her, and she turned the force of the impact into a twirl which she used to form and throw a trio of sharp ribs.

Spoink nudged those ones out of the way as well, slipping between them so it looked like the gap was always there, and began a series of small quick bounces on the ground – forwards, back, left, right.

The sky clouded and it began to rain.


“…oh, great,” Drew sighed. “I knew there was a downside to this…”

Flygon shifted her wing, covering him with the slender material, and he scratched the back of her neck in thanks.

“Aren’t you a Ground-type, though?” he asked.

She snorted at him.

“…oh, yeah,” Drew went on. “Flygon live outside.”


Cubone snatched at the air, her bones forming out of Aura as fast as she could reach for them, and threw them in increasingly elaborate patterns at Spoink.

Her opponent should have been an easy target, bouncing up and down gently and not really making any effort to dodge – but every time she threw a pattern she thought was guaranteed to work, the Psychic-type just bounced away through a mistake she hadn’t known was there and retaliated with a glob of water.

That was fine, of course. She’d just make it so there couldn’t be a mistake.

“I have honoured the past of thousands,” she said, tail thumping on the ground, and for a fleeting instant there was bone-dry grass beneath her. It vanished in less than a second, but it left behind a gift – nearly thirty slim bones, which she snatched up in a single movement and threw at Spoink all at once.

This time there was no finesse. No careful coordination of interlocking vectors – just a single mass attack.


“Tennis!” May said urgently.

Spoink barely spared the time to nod. He reached out with the full force of his psionic power, pearl flaring into a brilliant pink light, and snatched up the first four bones aimed at him – and spun them around behind his back, then used them to knock the other twenty or so away in all directions.

“And it looks like Spoink’s played his, uh, spring,” Contesta announced. “I think we know why those attacks Cubone launched have been missing, now – very subtle!”

The bones Spoink was using burst as their construction dissolved, and he gathered up a great glob of water to throw right back at Cubone – then, as it headed into the air, he added a Psybeam which flashed around inside, sending out a haze of rainbow light as parts of it hit at an angle which let them refract out again.

Cubone vanished under the shimmering bubble, and then burst out of it in a shower of droplets more intense than the drizzling rain.


“Right. Psychic,” Cubone muttered to herself, flipping backwards to get away from the sodden ground the watery attack had created. “That’s annoying.”

She focused. “Knowing death. Respecting life.”

The cold fire of her Marble touched the ground for a sliver of a second, and two pairs of short, curved bones appeared. They hissed faintly as the water from the rainstorm hit them, and Cubone spun once as she worked up momentum.

She threw the first brace of Bonemerangs in a single fluid motion, skidded with her foot extended to brake her spin, and lashed out with the other pair a moment later. They followed long, looping paths, and the first two missed by wide margins… and then started to come back, as the altered shape Cubone had used bit the air and acted like a true boomerang.

“Power Gem!” May called, and Cubone frowned, wondering what that could mean.

In case it was something that would prevent her defeating her opponent straight off, Cubone took three steps back and summoned a bone with a sharp point. Driving it into the ground with a flicker of Aura, she hopped onto it and got to work.

“And on the beaten path between the two,” she incanted, swirls of Aura forming around her as she deliberately relaxed the materialization process. Slowing it down from her usual blazing speed, since she had the time to do it properly.

It looked good, too.


Spoink’s pearl flared an incandescent pink, coated in layers of psionic energy, and left a bright trail of energy behind it.

The Psychic-type closed his eyes for a moment, reaching out behind him, and identified the places he couldn’t feel – the Dark-type attacks Ash and Brock had said Jessie’s Cubone could use.

Then, as they closed in, his pearl blurred around in a circle. All four bones shattered into tiny fragments at once, the little bits of faux-Houndour smashing into hundreds of glowing pieces which dissolved into motes of blue light.

Dropping back to the ground, Spoink bounced once and spun to look at May.

“Great work!” his trainer said, giving a thumbs-up. “Now, Comet!”

Spoink spun back towards Cubone, his pearl glowing brighter and brighter as it orbited him. It got painful to look at, a tiny pink star drawing a circle in the air – then, slowly, got dimmer.

And larger.

After a moment, it started to become clear what was going on. Spoink’s pearl was picking up layers of water from the rain, held on by strong telekinesis, and his Icy Wind was freezing the layers into ice. The pearl was glowing as brightly as before, but it was spread by the layered liquids and solids into a diffuse illumination.

Now having to work much harder to keep it moving, Spoink raised the huge implement into the air. It dropped slightly, letting him head it higher into the air, and then it shot down towards Cubone.

“My life has grown from the bones of the hills,” Cubone finished.

The weapon that formed in her paws was a great big club, larger than her, and shone bright blue for the fraction of a second before she swung it into the incoming comet.

On contact, both burst – Cubone’s Bone Club into a bright flash of blue Aura, and Spoink’s icy comet into a splash of freezing water which turned to ice on contact.

The combined explosions sent out a spherical pulse which turned the rain to snow, and it began to drift down around the arena.


Spoink bounced slowly, barely above the ground, and panted. “Ow… that was a lot harder than I thought…”

He did a double-take. “Wait – my pearl!”

Looking around for a moment, he felt for the concentration of power – now a lot weaker after all the stored energy he’d expended – and pulled on it.

The little precious stone rose into the air, then went flying off in a different direction as a club smacked into it.

Across the field, Marowak stood – twirling her club in one clawed paw, then gripping it with both.

There was a faint ding sound, but nobody noticed.

“My pearl!” Spoink said, sounding distraught. “Give it back!”

“Spoink!” May called. “Remember – the pearl’s just a crutch! You can fight without it!”


Meowth closed his jaw with a snap. “Well… I guess she evolved, den.”

“I’m quite surprised,” Growlie admitted. “I thought she’d be a Cubone forever.”

Yes, some Pokémon don’t evolve for quite a long time, Abra agreed.

They looked at him.

What? There is no spoon.

Meowth threw something at him, on the principle that that was probably a bad pun.

“Wait…” Audino said, sounding concerned.

“What is it?” Growlie asked.

“She’s favouring one leg – I think that comet attack did damage her, more than she’s letting on.” The Normal-type winced. “I hope she’s able to stay up for-”

Marowak gestured, producing a shower of small knucklebones fast enough that they came out of her clawed grip as a continuous spray, and Spoink deflected them all with a hurried psychic burst.

“Don’t look like Marowak’s slowed down much,” Meowth said.


“Uh, um – yikes!” Spoink yelped, twisting away from a Bonemerang and knocking another one of the non-Dark projectiles away with a psionic burst. He compressed some air and used it to hit the next one, which was Dark-type, and his spring glowed brightly as he charged it with energy.

The next bounce was a Bounce, taking him far higher into the air, and he pulled the snow dusting the arena floor upwards and formed it into a plane of hastily compacted ice. It shattered at the first impact, but he quickly reconstituted it and launched it straight down – then used it as a mirror, bouncing a Psybeam off it and striking Marowak in the side with a coruscating rainbow of light.

Spoink had to come down, and did so – landing back where he’d taken off, deliberately reducing this bounce so much that Marowak’s attack went over his head.

As he put together a Reflect wall and pushed it forwards, part of his mind noticed – he didn’t feel nervous any more. His pearl was missing, sure, but he was still doing okay. Great, even!

His bounces got smaller and smaller, and he sent a swirl of Icy Wind forwards in a spiralling pattern – one which threw off snow at the uppermost part of the loop, producing a miniature snowstorm which eddied and whirled.


Marowak brought out two long staves with a single gesture, flaring her arms out as if flinging them out from sleeves, and gripped them on their centres of mass.

Spinning them alternately in front of her, she produced a whirling barrier of bone which drove the ice of the Icy Wind away in a smooth curve. The snowy particles were smashed so small they simply floated away on the breeze, producing a shimmering wisp of smoke, and after a moment longer Spoink gave it up as a bad idea.

“Close in!” Jessie said.

Marowak nodded, and gestured again. Blue Aura formed from thin air into the shape of a whip – noticeably based on an Ekans skeleton – and she dug the fangs at one end into the ground before hauling on it to launch herself forwards.

The whip dematerialized behind her the moment she left it, and she materialized a Bone Rush staff ready to attack.

Spoink bounced again, far too high for her, and Marowak skidded to a halt underneath the Psychic-type.

“Come back down here!” she called.


“No thanks…” Spoink said, frowning.

He had to come up with something good… but what?

Water hadn’t worked. Ice hadn’t worked… but maybe something would.

Looking up and focusing, Spoink blew away the clouds with a pulse of energy.

He was having difficulty remembering why he’d ever needed the pearl – this felt so easy!

As the sun shone through, illuminating him and Marowak, the Psychic-type began to focus the energy – pulling it into him, charging up just like he’d seen Venusaur do.

It was awkward, difficult – as if something about how he was doing this was fundamentally wrong – but it wasn’t impossible, and the glow quickly spread through his entire body.

For a moment, he let the energy fill him up. It fizzed, almost like a soft drink, and then he gathered it together into a ball of swirling green light – looking like a dark globe of stars, with a glowing green edge and an incandescent core.

“Yah!” Spoink announced, firing it downwards accompanied by a penumbra of blue and green sparks. The sparks accelerated down faster than the main attack, hitting first, and Marowak found the area around her peppered with little green-blue fragments of light.

She made to dive through, and the sparks pushed back hard enough to keep her in the shrinking circle. Then, at the last moment, she materialized a shield and blocked – producing a disc-shaped flare of light as the Energy Ball exploded on her latest summoned bone.

Then the ground underneath her reached up glowing green tendrils, wrapping around her legs and reaching for her arms as Spoink funnelled energy into a Grass Knot.


Marowak tugged at the imprisoning grass, moving in sharp jerks, and after a few seconds the one around her right arm parted.

She took a moment to focus, and formed a sharp blade based on a Seviper’s tail. That made short work of the grass holding her other arm in place, letting her take a better grip on the long Aura construct.

Then she spotted something.

“I found my pearl!” Spoink announced, the pink object glowing like a miniature star, and then a mighty blast of energy surged across the battlefield towards her.

Marowak had enough time to shift her shield, but that just meant that the shield knocked her flying and out for the count.


“I… I did it,” Spoink said, wondering, as the last sparks of the energy blast faded. “I mean… I won.”

He turned to May. “I won!”

“And May Maple’s Spoink wins!” Mr. Contesta confirmed. “After only… only…”

The applause that had been building began to subside in confusion.

“…ladies and gentlemen,” Mr. Contesta went on, sounding very embarrassed. “It looks like that match was at least two minutes longer than it’s supposed to be. None of us noticed the time running out.”

“Remarkable,” Sukizo sighed.

“It’s certainly a demonstration of how gripping this battle was,” Joy pointed out.

“Does this mean I might not have won?” Spoink asked, worried.

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” May said, coming forwards and gathering him up. “You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

Spoink smiled.

“But, uh… why are you still glowing?” May asked.

That made Spoink blink, and look down at himself.

“…I’m glowing,” he said. “Why am I still glowing?”

His pearl rose of its own volition, and then there was a bright flash.

May put him down very quickly.


“So, how’s the winner of the quarter finals doing?” Glaceon asked.

May pointed at the Psychic-type sitting in the other chair.

“Legs!” Grumpig said, feeling them. “I’ve got legs! Wow, that feels odd… wait, I’m feeling them? I’ve got arms! Hands! So this is what fingers are like…”

“Right,” Glaceon nodded. “I think I get it. Is it really that odd to evolve like that, though?”

“Trust me, it is…” Beautifly told her. “I had to get used to wings, he’s got to get used to the whole concept of limbs. And not bouncing.”

“Pearls! Three! Huh, they feel different… I think… tail, wow, this is huge!”

“I think we’ll give him a few hours,” May decided.


“So…” Growlie said. “Evolution, huh?”

“Indeed,” Marowak confirmed. “In many ways it hardly feels like a difference, though.”

“Well, you’re certainly bigger,” Meowth said, looking her up and down. “What… nearly two an’ a half times the size.”

“Yes, that’s going to be odd to get used to,” Marowak allowed. “It’s probably the most significant difference. But, still…”

She spun her club. “Yes, I think I’ve got a little faster and stronger, even allowing for my greater size.”

“So, uh….” Meowth began, then stopped. “Um… mind if I ask a kinda personal question?”

“No promises,” the Ground-type said ominously. “But go ahead, ask.”

“Right. Well, uh… I was wonderin’ whether dis meant you’d come ta some kind’a decision about… you know. Your family.”

Marowak was silent for a long moment.

“It’s a good question,” she allowed, eventually. “You were there when I came to terms with it, of course. But… I think perhaps now is when I’ve really internalized that…”

She waved her hand. “It’s going to sound very corny, but… you’re all my family, now. And I think I’ve stopped feeling guilty about that.”

“Guilty?” Growlie repeated.

“Yes,” Marowak sighed. “In some way, I felt like simply being content was a kind of betrayal. This was some time ago, you realize – I don’t think that way any more, but it still left me a little uncomfortable.”

“Huh,” Meowth said. “Well… I guess dat ain’t the case any more?”

“No, it’s not,” Marowak confirmed. “I realized it would be foolish to think that my family would begrudge me a good life. And, of course, that you don’t like me being miserable.”

“Yeah, who’d a thunk,” the scratch cat snarked.

“It did take me a while to work through,” Marowak said in her defence. “There are a lot of things that you can work out weeks or months before you really feel them deep down.”

“You know, something just occurred to me…” Growlie mused.

“What’s that?” the Ground-type asked.

“All your equipment – and your sleeping bag and tent – are built for a Cubone.”

Marowak winced under her skull. “Ah.”

“Don’t worry,” Audino called, walking over with a bundle over one shoulder. “I got help from Abra. It should be the right size now.”

“Now, ain’t you a lifesaver,” Meowth smirked, as Marowak accepted the bundle and opened it.

“How did you get Abra to help?” Growlie asked. “He’s not precisely the most energetic of Pokémon.”

“Simple,” Audino told them. “I told him two things. Firstly, that he’d have to teleport me to the main base for exchanging the requisitions – and then back once I was done – and second, that there was an English Muffin in it for him.”

“But dat wouldn’t-”

“I think I see,” Marowak interjected. “He decided it would be quicker to just do the switch himself.”

“Correct.” Audino looked pleased with himself, then set down a box and opened it. “Incidentally, would anyone else like a muffin?”

“What did we ever do without you?” Growlie asked, tail wagging.

“Fast food,” Audino said bluntly.

“Da truth hurts…” Meowth winced. “Yeah, we kinda mostly did simple stuff…”


“It’s not really very difficult,” Goodra summarized. “I know it looks really odd at first – it’s kind of like constantly falling forwards – but you get used to it very quickly.”

Thank you, Grumpig replied, arms out slightly – wobbling a bit, and Mawile shifted her closed jaw so the Psychic-type could use her for support. I’m glad you’re able to help.

He sighed. I wish May could as well, but – getting ready for the next battle is more important.

“It’s kinda silly they’re all at the same time,” Mawile said, shaking her head. “Why can’t they be more spread out, like battles are at the League?”

I think it’s because Contest battles are supposed to be three minutes long, Grumpig replied. Even with the occasional Appeal from people who were knocked out in previous rounds, I don’t think people would come to the arena for about twenty minutes total.

“Oh, yeah, I didn’t think of it that way!” the Fairy-type smiled. “Thanks!”

“Do you think you’re ready for some practice in battling in your new shape?” Goodra checked. “I can just stand there at first, so you get to know what you can do.”

I think that would be a good idea, if you’re willing, Grumpig agreed gratefully. But we shouldn’t take too long – I’d like to see May’s next battle.

“Got it!” Mawile said. “Um… where’s there a clock? I think we should use one of those to keep track…”

She looked contemplative. “Maybe if Jirachi was here, we could wish to know the time?”

“That seems like a very silly wish.” Goodra shrugged. “But it might work.”

He stepped back. “Okay, so – try out an attack, we’ll see what it’s like!”

Sure, Grumpig agreed. His pearls flickered as he built energy, and he used Psychic.

Goodra went straight backwards at some speed, then thrashed his tail to adjust his angle and used both feet to skid to a halt just before hitting a nearby wall.

Oops! Grumpig winced. Sorry, I didn’t expect that to be that strong!

“It’s okay,” Mawile informed him. “You didn’t mean anything nasty, and no-one got hurt – so now you know a lot more about how strong you are!”

Thank you, Mawile, Grumpig said, glancing down at her. You’re very supportive. Also literally supportive.

“Yep!”


AN:

So. Lots of Contest stuff.

Also, this fic now exceeds one million words.






181. Hoenn 54


“How did you do?”

Molly looked up. “Hi, Suicune!”

The shiny Pokémon smiled, nodding to her. “And hello, Molly. It’s good to be back.”

“How was it?” Molly asked. “You were… talking to Darkrai, right?”

She frowned. “Isn’t Darkrai kind of a Legendary to do with the moon?”

“There are lots of Legendaries associated with the moon,” Suicune reminded her. “In this case, it was easier than that – just to New Moon Island in Sinnoh – but the negotiations took a long time.”

She shook her head. “I remember that our templates warned us that some Pokémon are harder to deal with than others, but Darkrai was… well, he never seems inclined to try talking something out when he can try and explain it with dreams instead.”

“Dreams?” Molly repeated. “How did that work?”

“He put me to sleep so he could talk to me,” Suicune clarified. “Approximately twenty times.”

Molly giggled, then blushed. “Sorry, Suicune…”

“No, no harm done,” Suicune waved off. “I do sort of find it funny myself.”

Espeon poked her head out of a pile of blankets, shook them off in a single motion, and became Eevee. “Morning…”

“It’s afternoon,” Molly told her, pointing at the clock. “See?”

“Afternoon, then,” Eevee said. She jumped up onto the table, and pawed at a letter. “You haven’t opened it yet?”

“I was kind of nervous,” Molly explained. “What if I didn’t do well?”

“Then we’ll help you take them again,” Suicune assured her. “Go ahead – there’s nothing to be afraid of, Molly.”

Padding closer, Suicune nosed up under Molly’s hand. “Now, let’s see how you did.”

Molly nodded, and took the envelope from Eevee with her free hand. She struggled a bit with opening it, until Eevee went to Leafeon and used a quick Leaf Blade to help cut the top off the envelope.

Taking a deep breath, Molly opened the letter.

Both Suicune and Leafeon crowded in close to look.

“…well, there we are,” Suicune smiled. “All that worry for nothing.”

“Yeah,” Molly agreed, then a smile broke out. “I passed!”

“Now we just need to work out when to start our journey,” Leafeon said, flashing back to an Eevee. “Suicune, do you think you’ll be around to help?”

“Whenever I’m able,” the shiny Suicune said. “But remember, you do need to sort out someone to be the mentor.”

“That’s right,” Molly agreed, frowning. “I wonder if Gary would be okay with helping me, he’s nice…”


“And, with only a few matches to go, we’re moving into the semi finals of the Hoenn Grand Festival!” Mr. Contesta announced. “Which of these aspiring Coordinators will go on to the final?”

The crowd cheered, shouting names and clapping.

“Let’s find out! First, we have May Maple – from Petalburg, right here in Hoenn!”

May waved, smiling slightly.

This was a pretty great feeling.

“And, opposite her – Perdita X,” Contesta went on. “Uh… I think that’s how you pronounce that…”

Perdita waved her hand with a flourish. “It’s supposed to be deep and meaningful.”

She turned to May. “Anyway, shall we get on with it?”

“I think we at least need to wait until they say we can start,” May said, taking out her Pokéball anyway.

“I suppose,” Perdita shrugged.

“Begin!” Contesta called.

Perdita sent out her Pokémon first, throwing the ‘ball high into the air. It burst in a flash of light, and a Shiftry came spinning out with leaves spread wide.

He made a pass with both arms, air swirling around them, and the Dark-type came to a halt a few inches above the stadium floor as a Razor Wind supported him from below.

A moment later, Munchlax landed in a flash of green light.

“Solarbeam?” Perdita asked. “Hm. Shiftry, Night Slash!”

The Dark-type dismissed his whirlwind, took three steps forwards, and launched into a wound-up balletic Night Slash attack.

Munchlax ducked.

The Night Slash hit him anyway, knocking him backwards into a flip, and the Normal-type stuck the landing looking a bit offended.

“That’s funny…” May said, frowning. “Okay, Munchlax – Spicy!”

Munchlax brought his hands together, and a flicker of orange light danced between them. Then he unleashed it, a roaring blaze of Flamethrower which crackled and spiralled.

But it got nowhere near Shiftry, as Munchlax’ opponent jumped backwards in a swirl of wind. The Fire-type attack did get caught by the wind, intensifying it and bringing it closer to Shiftry, but the Grass-type had started moving early enough to be safe despite that.

“That’s a very good dodge,” May frowned. “Suspiciously good.”

Wasn’t there something about Shiftry…

“Dodge!” she called.

Shiftry’s Razor Wind lashed out, carrying leaves with it, and caught Munchlax as he dodged.

He hadn’t even bothered aiming for where Munchlax had been – he’d known where the Normal-type was going to dodge.

“Metronome,” she said, deciding to test her theory.

Munchlax picked himself up, and began shaking his fingers back and forth.


“She’s having him use Metronome?” Brock asked. “Doesn’t that mean the outcome of the attack is unpredictable?”

Munchlax finished charging his Metronome, and a flash of purple light went out towards Shiftry. The Dark-type dove to the side, almost getting clear, but it turned out to be a Psychic-type attack and just dissipated without effect.

“Another Metronome!” May instructed.

“I hope she doesn’t use it too much,” Max frowned. “The judges don’t like it if you just do the same thing over and over again.”

“Isn’t Metronome as far from the same thing over and over again as you can get?” Lucario asked.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” Max admitted. “But still – whoa!”

As the second Metronome finished, Munchlax found himself with a blazing azure blade of light coming from his right forearm.

“That’s Sacred Sword!” Ash said.

“We know,” Lucario pointed out. “We’ve all seen it.”

“Yeah, but… it’s still Sacred Sword,” Ash muttered. “I was trying to help.”


Munchlax looked at the Sacred Sword, not entirely sure what to do, then pointed it at Shiftry. “Sword attack!”

Nothing happened.

“Flamethrower on the sword,” May suggested. “Then swipe at that Shiftry!”

Munchlax did so, launching a burst of flame at the glowing blue Sacred Sword, and swiped it at Shiftry. The flames made the Sword – already weakening – disintegrate completely, but the overall result was a semicircular arc of flames that would have been very destructive if Shiftry hadn’t easily dodged them.

May glanced at the scoreboard, wincing. “Okay, let’s try something else – Metronome and combine it with a Dry – and throw the orb before it goes off!”

This time, when Munchlax produced his Metronome, he didn’t bother waiting for it to trigger. Instead, he threw it a few inches into the air, then put his hands together and made a pushing motion.

A beam of sparkling ice came from where his palms connected, striking the Metronome and pushing it at Shiftry, and the Grass-type jumped into the air – wind swirling around him, pushing him higher as he got out of the way of whatever the Metronome orb was going to turn into.

It was a surprise for everyone in the arena when the Metronome turned into Eruption. A great blast of blue-tinged flame went rushing skywards, damped and changed by the Ice-type energy that had surrounded it, and Munchlax adjusted his Ice Beam slightly so it corralled and directed the odd, mixed-element Eruption.

This time, Shiftry didn’t manage to ride it out unscathed. The blast disturbed the air and Munchlax’s Ice Beam made it worse, making the whirl of air he depended on for his Razor Wind flight impossible to control, and he was unable to stabilize before hitting the ground hard.

“Thought so!” May said, snapping her fingers. “Shiftry’s using Mind Reader so he can tell what we’re going to do – so the only solution is to improvise! Let’s mix a Metronome with a Bitter!”

“Stop him from using Metronome!” Perdita called. “Leaf Storm!”

Shiftry spun twice in place, calling up a great wind, and launched it towards Munchlax. All colours of leaves went along with the wind – green, red, brown and yellow – and it bore down on the Normal-type at speed.

Just as they were about to hit, Munchlax triggered his Metronome. The little globe of light burst into an avalanche of rocks as Munchlax used Rock Slide, and the Normal-type capitalized on it by jumping onboard and riding them into the air.

The other attack he’d been charging at the same time shone in his paws, and he kicked two of the rocks straight at Shiftry before blasting them with his Solarbeam. Bits of rock went everywhere, some hitting Shiftry despite his dodge, and Munchlax landed on the other side of the arena with a thud before turning to face the Grass-type.

“Oh, and an interesting recovery there from Munchlax!” Contesta said, approving. “We’ll see if this means they can turn the match around!”

“Not a chance!” Perdita replied. “Shiftry, work up a Hurricane and knock this fatso out of the fight!”

“Was that supposed to be an insult?” Munchlax asked, puzzled.

“Munchlax, Metronome – and Focus Punch!” May instructed.

Shiftry’s fans began building up a storm, the Grass-type spinning about his own axis as he built up momentum with his fans. Leaves and grass appeared as the Hurricane built, ready to launch it at Munchlax and take him out of the running entirely.

Munchlax pulled back his fist. A glow built on it, and with his other paw he waved his finger back and forth.

“A good example of May’s unpredictable strategy,” Joy said. “Let’s see what happens!”

“Now!” May ordered.

Munchlax tossed the white globe in the air, pulling his fist back, and punched it just at the moment that it triggered.

A large, well-wrapped present clocked Shiftry on the head, making him stagger backwards and causing his Hurricane to dissipate unused.

“…what?” Perdita asked, completely thrown. “What was that? What kind of move makes a birthday present?”

She looked again. “And where did the Munchlax go?”

Shiftry rubbed his head, and looked at May. He frowned at her, then raised his leaves in a shrug.

“What do you mean? She doesn’t know either?” Perdita asked. “Then-”

Munchlax used Metronome.

A great spire of blue flame erupted from the present, incinerating the top in a moment, and little rings of secondary flame came pulsing out around Munchlax and around the column of fire.

Completely unprepared without anyone to Mind Read, Shiftry was launched into the air by the force of the flames. His arms waved, trying to summon a wind to help control his ascent, but the force of the flames Munchlax was unleashing was far too great for Shiftry to manage to affect them.

“Oh, come on!” Perdita said, taking a step back. “That’s just ridiculous!”


“That’s Blue Flare!” Ash identified. “I remember it from when Reshiram used it in Unova – it’s a really powerful Fire-type attack!”

“Yeah, we guessed,” Max said, as Shiftry was carried up past them and towards the roof. “It’s taller than a house and it’s made of flame, it’s kind of obvious.”

“…I wanted to be helpful,” Ash muttered.

“I’m sure it was helpful,” Lucario assured him. “I’ve not seen the attack before – as far as I remember – so I’m grateful.”


“Hyper Voice!” May called.

Munchlax picked himself up from the smouldering ruins of the present box as his Blue Flare ran out, steadied himself with arms outstretched, and faced up.

He let loose a deep “LAX!”, which caught the tail end of the Blue Flare and compressed it along with the wavefront. A kind of disc of blue flames raced upwards, catching up with the head Shiftry was still stuck on, and the whole thing burst in one final ring of azure fire.

Shiftry hit the ground about three seconds later.

“What a turnaround!” Mr. Contesta said, over the applause. “Munchlax uses some very unusual Metronome results to his advantage!”

“This isn’t over!” Perdita said. “Shiftry, Leaf Blade!”

Shiftry pulled himself to his feet, still smouldering, and flapped both arms to extinguish the remaining flames.

“And stop!” Contesta added.

“…what?” Perdita demanded, turning to the judges. “What do you mean?”

“Time’s up,” Joy pointed out. “We don’t want to run overtime again.”

May spun to look at the scoreboard. It took a moment to tell, but-

“May Maple is through to the final!” Mr. Contesta summarized. “A very close match, and I’m sure everyone will want to see both the final and the third-fourth place playoff!”

Perdita huffed.

“Thanks for the match,” May said, recalling Munchlax. “He’s right – it was really close, I think either of us could have won.”

“Of course we could, I was in the lead for most of it…” Perdita muttered, then shook her head. “Sorry, I know I should be more gracious… it’s just your style was so random!”

“I know,” May agreed. “But it kind of was the only way to get past your Shiftry.”

Shiftry said something, rubbing his side, and Perdita recalled him.

“You’d better not show me up in the finals,” the Coordinator said simply. “I don’t want to be beaten by someone who goes down easily.”


“How long is it before the next match?” Dawn asked. “Is there a gap before the second semi final?”

“I don’t think so,” Johanna replied. “The schedule says there’s a block for the semi finals, then a block for the finals – we can get something then.”

“Sounds good,” Dawn agreed. “I’m kind of running out of ice cream…”


“Hi!” Mawile called, waving. “How did it go?”

May looked puzzled.

She asked how it went, Grumpig supplied. I’m curious myself.

“Oh, right,” May said, nodding, and not noticing Mawile seeming a bit nonplussed. “Okay, the other Pokémon was a Shiftry who kept using Mind Reader to tell what we were going to do – so it could always dodge, which made Munchlax look kind of bad at aiming.”

That sounds difficult, Grumpig winced. How did you solve it?

“Well, luckily it was Munchlax,” May said, shrugging. “Munchlax and Skitty are the two most random Pokémon I have, so we just kept using Metronome and hoping to get a good response – and we did get a few.”

She winced. “I remember it didn’t go well one match I did in Johto, though.”

One of the ones from the time that’s sort of later?

“Right,” May agreed. “He got Explosion. Twice.”

Goodra winced.

“Goodra?” Mawile spoke up. “I think I’d like to learn how to do the thing where a Pokémon can speak to any human.”

“I think you’d be good at it,” Goodra said, smiling. “Are you going to ask Lucario about it?”

“Yeah,” Mawile agreed. “I want to make sure I can talk to anyone I want to.”

For me that problem’s been solved already, Grumpig noted.

“What problem?” May asked.

Mostly… Grumpig added. They’re discussing about being able to speak to any human. Have you ever thought about being able to speak to any Pokémon?

“Not… really,” May admitted. “I kind of felt like being able to speak to my Pokémon was enough.”


Drew’s Leafeon skipped backwards, paws glowing with an inner light, and green grass blossomed out with every step.

“Keep after her, Leavanny!” his opponent said, pointing, and his blade-armed Grass-type bore forwards. His feet hit the ground lightly, and increasingly fast Slashes and X-Scissors delivered with balletic precision sliced a path towards Leafeon. Each one left a trail of sparks which hung in the air for a good second, leaving a succession of afterimages as though a dozen Leavanny were following one another through the battle.

“Grass step,” Drew instructed, and Leafeon stopped, crouching – then a swirl of leaves bloomed around her, and she vanished.

“What – behind you!” the other Coordinator said, as Leafeon came back out of her Quick Attack. More grass pulsed beneath her paws, some flowers forming as well, and she spun her tail around in a ready motion.

“Second step,” Drew added, and the tail paused – then blurred into motion.

As the crowd watched, Leafeon danced forwards, tail glowing white, and blocked Leavanny’s next X-Scissor with an Iron Tail which produced a clang that echoed around the arena.

Flicking to one side in another blur of leaves, Leafeon swiped again – this time with an X-Scissor of her own, tail clashing with Leavanny’s arm blade.

“And these two look well matched!” Contesta said. “Who will win in this clash of blades?”

A particularly violent clash sent Leafeon backwards, and she did a flip in mid-air before landing on a patch of thick, fresh grass – which got noticeably thicker and fresher as her paws touched it.

She crouched, almost vanishing in the green grass, and then Leavanny swiped it aside to deliver a final blow-

-and got nothing, as Leafeon was gone.

The Grass-type appeared again out of another grassy patch a moment later, blurring around Leavanny in a complete circle with white streaks emanating from her tail. Striking Leavanny no less than five times, Leafeon took almost a quarter of the arena to skid back to a stop – trails of fresh grass following her paws as she came to a halt.

Knocked over by the force of the attack, Leavanny hit the ground face-first before managing to steady himself.

“And that’s time!” Joy called. “And that remarkably executed Aerial Ace by Leafeon puts the cap on an excellent performance!”


“Drew’s got better,” Brock said. “Again.”

“I guess the whole thing with the past has been a real wake-up call for him,” Max mused. “So… that means it’s May and Drew in the finals.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s going to be at least a few minutes before the third-fourth playoff and the finals, right?”

Brock checked the programme. “Yes, you’re right.”

“In that case – let’s go get some ice cream!” Ash decided. “It’s getting kind of hot.”

“Sure,” Brock agreed. “Lucario, do you want some?”

“Of course,” Lucario agreed. “I’ll keep the seats warm if you want… but for that, I demand sprinkles.”

“Fine by me!” Ash agreed, with a laugh. “Chocolate?”

“You offend me. Why would there be anything except chocolate?”

After a moment, Lucario waved his paw. “Don’t answer that, I’m sure Pikachu has sent letters asking for ketchup flavour.”

Pikachu stuck his tongue out.

“What about you, Latios?” Ash asked, of thin air. “You want one?”

A blue flicker revealed a thumbs-up.

“I’ll come with you to pick mine,” Latios added softly.

“Let’s go, then!”


“Ash, are you sure there’s an ice cream stall this way?” Brock asked.

“Well, I think there is,” Ash replied. “And Pikachu hasn’t corrected me yet.”

“Shockingly he is going in the right direction at the moment,” Pikachu informed them.

“Good,” Max said. “I was starting to wonder if we should go back to our seats and ask Jirachi to wish us some.”

Now that’s a wish I can get behind! Jirachi giggled.

“There we are,” Ash said, pointing. “Told you… wait, is that…”

“What?” Brock asked, following his gaze.

“Dawn!?” Ash asked.

Dawn turned from the stand, hand outstretched to take a cone from a Meowth, and stared.

“Who are you?” she asked. “I don’t think we’ve met…”

Ash was about to reply, and then there was a flash of green light.

Right, that’s it! Celebi said, hands on hips. I’m fed up with you missing running into her!

“But-” Max began, too late.

Celebi snapped her fingers, and Ash vanished – and reappeared directly above Dawn.

A sudden wind made Brock’s jacket ruffle and nearly knocked Max’s glasses off, sent Dawn’s hat tumbling, and then Ash stopped about a foot from crashing into his once-and-future friend.

“I’ve got you,” Latios squeaked, materializing in a blue flash.

“What just happened?” Dawn asked. “Wait – aren’t you Ash Ketchum? But – how do you know my-”

“Is that a Celebi!?” Johanna interrupted, pointing.

“We’d already seen her!” Brock said, adjusting his jacket. “You didn’t need to do that!”

Celebi blinked, as Latios lowered Ash to the ground.

…ooops… she ‘pathed, blushing. Um… see you earlier!

Another flash of light, and she disappeared.

“I guess dat’s what you call an eventful reunion,” Meowth said.

Johanna turned to him. “And you can talk?”

“We already knew that, mom,” Dawn said. “He’s Jesselina’s Meowth – you know, the Contest star?”

“I think we need to do some explaining,” Max decided. “Ash, you start.”

“Okay, uh…” Ash frowned. “The short version is, I was your friend in the future.”

Dawn blinked.

“What’s the long version?”

“I can explain everything pretty quickly, actually,” Ash said. “It’s really complicated, but – I can sort of remind you what happened in the future by shaking your hand.”

“None of this makes the slightest bit of sense,” Johanna informed them.

Brock spread his hands. “Sorry, Mrs. Berlitz, we’re kind of used to it.”

“Who’s Mrs. Berlitz?” Ash asked.

Pikachu facepawed. “Ash, I know Dawn’s surname. How did you miss it?”

“It never came up!” Ash defended himself. “She’s just… Dawn.”

“Somehow I’m not surprised,” Max said, sighing.

There was a crunch, and he glanced towards the stall. “And you can stop with the popcorn, okay? It’s not helping.”

James stopped with his hand halfway into the box. “Why?” he asked. “It’s great seeing this happen to someone else for once.”

“Ah, more twerps reunited,” Jessie added. “It’s sort of-”

“Okay, I’m never going to start understanding this if you don’t do that thing you were talking about,” Dawn decided. “So-”

“Wait, Dawn!” Johanna said. “Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Yeah, Mom,” Dawn replied. “I’m sure – either he’s right, or he’s wrong, and if he’s wrong he’s just shaken my hand so… you know, no biggie.”

Ash offered his hand, and Dawn took it.

After a few seconds, she let go, and gave Ash a long look.

“It didn’t help,” she said. “But at least now I know it’s not much more weird than normal.”

“I know, right?” Brock asked. “Remember that time we went thousands of years into the past?”

“Yeah, that was scary but kind of cool,” Dawn agreed, nodding along. “But – wait, how long ago did you guys come back? I’m almost certain the Latios is new.”

“Yeah, kind of,” Latios agreed. “Last time I… pretty much died.”

Dawn’s mouth opened slightly. “You’re that Latios?”

She turned to Ash. “Congratulations!”

“Dawn?” Johanna asked, now completely lost.

“He’s telling the truth,” Dawn replied casually. “I kind of miss Piplup, though – wish he was here-”

“WAIT!” Max, Ash and Brock chorused.

…whoops, Jirachi ‘pathed. I think that one went through.

An egg popped out of thin air, and Latios caught it before it hit the ground.

“Okay, this is weirding even me out,” Dawn said, staring. “Did you get a Jirachi or something?”

“Hi!” Jirachi said, waving.


“So… uh, how are we going to do this?” Dawn asked, holding what was presumably Piplup’s egg. “Can you do that thing you did to me to him as well?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Actually, I’ve done it to loads of Pokémon, including a few eggs – oh, you remember that Riolu we helped up in Sinnoh?”

Dawn frowned, then nodded. “Oh, right – so that’s where your Lucario came from. Man, your team’s even more bizarre than last time…”

“What was bizarre about last time?” Pikachu asked.

There was a moment of silence.

“Oh, right, we didn’t get around to the speaking-to-Pokémon bit yet,” Ash realized. “Pikachu asked what was bizarre about my team last time.”

“Well… Pikachu’s pretty odd,” Dawn said. “Most people evolve theirs if they’re going to use it for serious combat.”

“Been there, done that, didn’t like it,” Pikachu shrugged.

“Anyway,” Dawn went on. “Piplup?”

“Actually, we might want to get an Everstone,” Brock suggested. “When Ash does that to a Pokémon, they kind of evolve… all the way they can.”

“And Piplup really wanted to not evolve,” Dawn realized. “Oh, got it… uh, I don’t think I’ve got one…”

I’ll ask Damos if he can send one over, Dexter said.

“Was that your Pokédex?” Dawn asked. “Huh. Rotom?”

“Porygon,” Max told her, holding Kris up. “May’s got one too.”

“Max, right?” Dawn checked. “You’re May’s little brother… huh, a trainer now? Congratulations!”

“Yeah, it’s been fun so far,” Max grinned.

“Dawn, is this… you’re really an old friend of theirs, aren’t you?” Johanna asked. “This is a lot to take in… sorry, I might need a moment.”

“Yeah, it don’t get any easier,” Meowth commiserated.

There was a clatter, and Marowak vaulted the counter. She unfolded a chair, and laid it out for Johanna to use.

“Oh – thank you,” the experienced Coordinator said, sitting back with a grateful smile and making sure she didn’t drop either ice cream. “Very thoughtful of you.”

Marowak nodded to her.

Okay, incoming.

Ash caught the Pokéball as Dexter materialized it. “Thanks – who did you have send it over?”

There was a bright flash, and Totodile appeared.

“Hi!” he said, waving. “Oh – hi! You’re Dawn!”

He blinked, and looked back at Ash. “We didn’t meet Dawn now, right? I thought that was Sinnoh.”

“It was,” Ash replied. “Oh – did you have something for us?”

“That’s right, I did!” Tototile nodded, reaching up to the back of his neck and undoing a string. “Here’s one Everstone, delivered specially!”

“Good work, Totodile,” Ash said, taking it. “Here we go, Dawn – now, let’s get Piplup sorted out.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed. “Uh… wait, how do we do this?”

They looked at Piplup’s egg for a few seconds.

“I guess… maybe we put the Everstone on the egg?” Ash asked.

“Yeah, that makes… sense…” Dawn trailed off. “Ash, I remember seeing you on TV. With a Keldeo?”

“Yeah, that happened,” Brock agreed.

“How many Pokémon do you have now?”

That would take too long, Dexter advised. We don’t want to miss the final of the Grand Festival.

“Right,” Dawn agreed, and put the Everstone necklace on top of the egg with her free hand. “Go ahead, Ash.”

Ash reached out and touched Piplup’s egg, and there was a little blue flicker of Aura.

Then the egg glowed, rising in a moment to a sparkling white which bathed them all in light.

“That’s brighter than normal,” Brock said, wincing.

Then the glow faded, and Piplup was cradled in Dawn’s arms.

“Piplup?” Dawn asked, adjusting the Everstone necklace. “Is that-”

Piplup nodded, and hugged Dawn.

“It’s great to see you!” Dawn said, then frowned slightly. “Actually, though, it also kind of feels like we last saw one another about twenty minutes ago. Time travel’s weird.”

“Tell me about it,” Piplup agreed, nodding. “You know I could hear that whole conversation?”

“It helped, didn’t it?” Ash asked.

“Yes,” Piplup admitted. “For example, I heard what you said about talking to Pokémon.”

He eyed Latios suspiciously. “That one’s not going to hit me with Draco Meteor, is he?”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got quite good aim,” Latios assured him.

Any further conversation was cut off as a roar went up from the stands.

“I think that was the third-fourth playoff,” Brock said. “We’d better get back to our seats.”

“Wait!” Ash said, holding his hand up. “We should get ice cream for Lucario!”

“Good idea,” Pikachu agreed. “Piplup, do you want one?”

“Sure!” Piplup nodded quickly.


“Hello, Dawn,” Lucario said, standing up to let them past. “You’re lucky there’s some extra seats next to us.”

“How – oh, right, Ash said,” Dawn remembered. “You’ve grown up big!”

“I understand that happens,” Lucario shrugged, accepting an ice cream from Ash. “Excellent, you remembered the sprinkles.”

“Why can I understand the Lucario?” Johanna asked, sitting down next to her daughter. “He’s a Pokémon as well…”

“Oh, Lucario’s really good with Aura,” Ash explained. “That means he can speak in a way that’s kind of… translate-y.”

“Translate-y?” Dawn repeated. “Really?”

“Well, actually it’s a meaning matrix encoded in the subconscious Aura of the words,” Ash clarified. “But that takes longer to say.”

Dawn stared.

“Ash had to learn the theory,” Brock told her. “We’ll go into more detail later.”

“Yeah, it looks like May and Drew are about ready,” Max said. “I think it’s a double battle.”

“They have those in Hoenn?” Dawn asked, then shook her head. “Whoo, sorry, I kind of had, uh… double memory?”

“Yeah, we all get that,” Max said. “Especially with the Fairy type thing.”

Dawn frowned, then paled. “How do I not know what type Togekiss is?”

“Yeah, that’s kind of our fault,” Ash said, chuckling. “And Molly, too…”

The future Coordinator considered that for a moment, then shook her head with a chuckle. “If anyone was going to break things hard enough so there was a whole new type, it would have to be you, Ash.”

“I hope I don’t end up a new type,” Piplup said. “I’m kind of happy with what I have.”

“Begin!” called Mr. Contesta, surprising them.


“Go!” Drew called, throwing both Pokéballs at once. His starter and his newest Pokémon appeared in twin flashes of light, and Flygon did a roll in mid-air before catching Roserade and flipping the Grass-type up onto her back.

May’s Pokémon hit the ground a moment later. Blaziken appeared in a burst of stars, already running, and caught Ethan’s projector out of the air.

Ethan obliged with a bright flash, and planes and curves of blue and pink light drew themselves out of thin air around Blaziken’s wrists and ankles.

“Get ready,” May warned, as Flygon’s wings hummed and propelled her into the air. “Okay, Fire Spin!”

Blaziken put his hands together, and launched out a spiral of flame which reached into the air. Flygon immediately changed course, dodging right and around the attack, and as she banked Drew’s Roserade launched an Extrasensory down at the Fire-type.

Moving with a fluid grace, Blaziken backflipped – Ethan’s projections staying in place through the complex move – and blocked with crossed forearms. As he did, the wrist pieces lit up, and a Light Screen appeared which sent the Extrasensory attack bouncing away.

Almost before the Extrasensory had stopped, Blaziken crouched before lashing upwards with a mighty kick. This time the bracer on his right leg flashed, and an Ice Beam went flicking up towards Flygon.

“Below!” Drew called, and Roserade shifted her weight. Her flowers glowed, sending out a storm of leaves, and they curved around to get between Flygon and the Ice Beam coming up towards her.

Frozen leaves went in all directions, and Flygon retaliated with a blast of Dragon Pulse – one which Blaziken avoided entirely, backflipping and sending a Blaze Kick scything out to intercept it.

An orange-and-violet explosion went off where they connected, and then Flygon dove through the smoke to attack Blaziken from behind.

The Fighting-type replied by springing forwards onto his hands, and spinning his legs around in a complete circle. Ethan used Reflect as Blaziken spun, creating a wall of projected blue forcefields, and the Fire Spin which formed around them had only one outlet – towards Flygon’s attack path.

Flygon promptly banked left, away from it, and as soon as she did the dome shattered. Flame burst out in a ring, and Blaziken landed back on his feet before throwing a punch which got augmented into a Signal Beam.


“This is some amazing teamwork going on here, folks!” Mr. Contesta said excitedly, as a swarm of leaves swept down on Blaziken and Ethan only to be diverted aside by a precisely aimed Fire Blast.

“Yeah, May’s definitely gotten a lot better,” Dawn agreed, nodding to herself. “Her opponent is that boy she kept facing, right?”

“That’s right,” Max confirmed. “Drew actually got reminded as well, but his Pokémon weren’t – he’s been really applying himself too.”

“I can see,” Dawn noted, then blinked reflexively as Ethan used a bright Flash. The beams of light formed cones out through the faint smoke hanging in the air, and criss-crossed as Blaziken swept his arms around to try and catch Flygon in both of them at once. “Huh, Porygon are kind of versatile.”

“Ethan’s a Porygon2,” Ash told her. “He evolved when he was reprogramming lots of robots.”

“Right,” Dawn said, absorbing the information. “Neat. But I guess the problem here is that Drew’s Pokémon are more agile.”

“Flygon are pretty agile Pokémon,” Brock agreed.


“Okay, Blaziken!” May shouted, as the Fire-type shredded a wave of leaves and used Ethan’s Light Screens to deflect a blast of mud. “Time to mix it up!”

Blaziken nodded, sweeping his arms back as a cue for Ethan to deactivate his screens, then crouched down for a moment before jumping high into the air.

Barrier field, Ethan announced, and Blaziken’s clawed feet came down on something solid – thirty feet above the stadium floor.

It wavered as soon as the weight was put on it, and a moment later it came apart in a shower of brilliant blue sparkles – but that wasn’t a problem, as Blaziken had already moved on to the next.

A series of high-speed jumps, some of them off Barriers angled like walls instead of floors, brought him close to Flygon and Roserade.

The Grass-type wasted no time deluging him with Razor Leaves and forming a shield from them as her partner dove out of the way, but Blaziken wasn’t interested in attacking at the moment. Instead, a glowing Porygon2 materialized just off his left shoulder – and fired out an Icy Wind, a conical jet of freezing air which formed a visible wave in the air.

Ethan’s attack hit the leafy shield, shattering it, and shards of frozen leaf pelted both Drew’s Pokémon. Flygon wobbled, then dove harder for the ground – and hit it with a crunch, vanishing underground as Roserade landed just next to the small hole.

Blaziken kept running, Ethan forming lower platforms for him as he descended towards the grass, then pushed off one and forward-flipped into a High Jump Kick.

Then Flygon burst out of the ground again, looking as though she’d been swimming through the ground instead of digging, and Roserade jumped neatly back on to leave Blaziken without a target.

Reacting fast, he swept both arms forwards, and Ethan dematerialized. A dozen thin Barriers appeared in front of Blaziken, each one shattering as it was hit but slowing Blaziken down noticeably, and by the time he reached the ground he’d been slowed enough that he didn’t crash and hurt himself.

“Contest-goers, I’m having trouble remembering miss Maple’s got two Pokémon out there!” Contesta told the audience. “That coordination is something to behold! But will it be enough to get at a slippery Flygon and Roserade?”

Blaziken paused for long enough that Ethan’s force-bracelets reformed themselves around his wrists, then began to run again. This time, he swept his right arm around in a half-circle, and began to slowly rise into the air as Ethan produced a series of slanted platforms which let him spiral upwards through the stadium.

Flygon closed in a little, then was caught by surprise as Blaziken suddenly skidded to a halt. Both his arms formed a gripping motion, and Ethan flashed out of nowhere into his hands – a Hyper Beam lighting up his eyes.

The Dragon-type fired a Dragon Pulse, and Roserade layered as many leaves as she could as a defence – then Ethan fired, a bright orange blast of light which powered past the Dragon Pulse and scattered the leaves. There was an explosion of smoke, then Ethan faded again and Blaziken did a slow flip to land on the arena floor.

Flygon burst out of the smoke, wings whirring, but clearly favouring one side.

“Oh, and that’s a strong hit!” Nurse Joy commented. “Let’s see what comes out of this battle next!”


“It seems kind of like Drew’s on the defensive most of the time,” Dawn said, frowning.

“I think Flygon’s having problems because a lot of their best moves are Ground type, and Blaziken is in midair half the time,” Brock suggested. “Still, I’m pretty sure there’s a trick or two to come.”

“I could take ‘em,” Piplup boasted.

“Really?” Pikachu asked. “I mean, are you sure?”

Piplup thought about it. “…okay, I might need a teammate.”

Brock chuckled.


Blaziken looked up, gauging the position of his opponent, and made a throwing motion. Ethan interpreted it, calculating several possible meanings before deciding on the one which made the most sense, and a wall of solid light appeared in front of the Fighting-type.

Accelerating, Blaziken did a forwards flip. His feet hit the Barrier as he crouched, and he pushed off to go soaring high into the air.

Flygon roared Dragonflame at him as he rose, an attack which aimed well below Blaziken and then followed a chain of swirling Magical Leaves to come up beneath him, and there was a flicker of light as Ethan blocked them both with a combined Reflect and Light Screen.

A moment later, an explosion went off next to Blaziken’s ears, knocking him sideways and nearly making him miss his next foothold.

Roserade fired another half-dozen Seed Bombs at once, bracketing Blaziken in an excellent example of deflection shooting, and he was forced to switch to defence – launching out Embers with a lightning-quick punch to blow two of them up early, then sweep his legs around in a Double Kick which knocked the remainder aside and sent them bursting over the arena. The effort made him shift, and Ethan had to form the Barrier for him to stand on at the last moment.

Flygon dove to come up underneath the Fire-type as he was dealing with that, and her tail slapped an Earth Power into the Barrier wall. Ethan dealt with that simply by dissolving the Barrier, and Blaziken’s wide-reaching gestures told Ethan to form Light Screen walls which stopped the follow-up Dragon Pulse from reaching them.

Despite that, there was still a major problem – they were now falling out of the sky again.

“I have a plan,” Blaziken announced. “Don’t stop us.”

Understood, Ethan replied.

Adjusting his fall a little, Blaziken bent his knees slightly – and hit the ground with a thwack.

A little ring of flames pulsed out, accompanied by gasps from the stands.

“Hyper Beam!” Drew called.

Flygon rose into a climb, standing with her spine almost vertical, and her tail curved up a little so Roserade could stand on it. Then both of Roserade’s flowers glowed at once.

“Counter,” Blaziken said, legs tensing, as blue-orange flames crackled around his legs. “Give me some platforms, as high as you like.”

Done.

Roserade fired six beams of varicoloured light from her flowers, just as Blaziken launched himself back into the air twice as fast as they’d come down. Spinning in mid-air, he grabbed onto the first platform with both arms and twisted so he could kick off from it.

Flygon dropped out of her climb, rolling in midair to switch Roserade back to her more normal position, and aimed for one of the platforms to break it. Dragonbreath licked out, smashing the Barrier as Blaziken was about to use it, and Roserade did a dragonback pirouette which sent a Petal Dance out to fill the whole stadium.

Not out yet, Blaziken gestured again. Ethan formed him a circular Barrier track around the outside of the stadium, and May’s starter accelerated – running along almost on top of the audience, feet sparking and flashing with flames that got brighter and brighter as his speed grew – before curving inwards, heading back into the arena proper.

“Imperial strike!” Drew called, and Roserade threw out a dense cloud of petals and leaves which hid both his Pokémon from view entirely.

Then Flygon used Draco Meteor.

Blaziken skidded forwards, getting underneath the first of the meteor shower, and went plunging off the edge of the track Ethan had been making. This time, however, Ethan reacted so fast that it looked like the track had been meant to switch, and Blaziken dodged left-right-up-down-backwards in a series of high-speed leaps as his Speed Boost was pushed to the limit.

Little trails of smoke followed him as he moved, and a few moments later the reason why became clear – the whole of Roserade’s chaff cloud erupted in flames, burning to sweet-smelling ash in seconds and leaving Flygon and Roserade in clear air.

Twelve more platforms appeared, all over the stadium.

“Flare Blitz!” Blaziken announced, and launched himself forwards.

His first pass took him right past Flygon, the heat and energy he left behind making both Pokémon yelp in surprise. Flygon brought her wings up to help protect her teammate, and then Blaziken was past – and on the first platform, which shattered into a cloud of glowing fragments as he kicked off and blazed past Flygon again.

And again.

Blaziken wove a web of flame around his targets, moving so fast that the first track still shone brightly by the time he made the last, and then dropped towards the ground – where he stopped just short of hitting, as Ethan reversed Gravity to catch him.

Overhead, Flygon and Roserade dropped from inside a flaming orange starburst.


“…I don’t know what to say,” Contesta admitted. “I’m not even sure I saw all of that, it was moving so fast!”

“So,” Dawn said, clapping along with the rest of the crowd as Blaziken gestured – two force platforms appearing to catch his erstwhile opponents. “I guess this means that I need to step up my game.”

“Couldn’t hurt,” Ash shrugged.

“And, ladies and gentlemen,” Nurse Joy announced, as the applause began to die down. “After that…”

She paused. “Mr. Sukizo?”

“Remarkable!”

“Thank you!” Joy said. “After that remarkable Contest battle, I’m pleased to say that we now have a Hoenn Grand Festival Top Coordinator! Will everyone please put their hands together for May Maple!”


Norman sat back on the couch.

“Well,” he said, eventually. “That was… something special.”

“I know,” his wife agreed, taking a deep breath and letting it out with a smile. “I’m so proud of our little May – she’s a Top Coordinator!”

“And she’s deserved it for a while,” Norman said. “Right from when she came back, remember?”

“Oh, yes,” Caroline nodded. “But I think this has been a good year for her, too. She’s blossomed.”

She turned to the other two. “What do you think?”

That. Was. So. COOL! Kirlia announced, jumping to her feet and waving her arms. He was walking on the air – and he did that thing with the Counter – and it all looked so great! And that Dragon-type and Grass-type!

Gardevoir chuckled. I must admit, it was very special. I can understand why Pokémon and humans alike enjoy it.

I bet you could do something that cool if you could teleport, Kirlia added, thinking to herself. Wait, what about teleporting around and using lots of Energy Balls?

“It sounds like a good move to incorporate into a routine,” Caroline told her. “Perhaps you could work out some more bits to add to it, and you’d have the start of what you’d need to take part in a Contest yourself!”

That does sound kind of fun…. Kirlia mused.

“Oh, I forgot,” Caroline added, getting up. “I’ll get some of the cake to celebrate – who wants a slice?”

I’d like one! Kirlia sent.

“I think we all do,” Norman added. “Especially when it’s your orange drizzle cake.”

I really need to learn how to do that one, Gardevoir smiled.

“Don’t forget, we need to save some for May and Max,” Caroline cautioned, cutting the slices. “Or we could just make another one for when we go to the Ever Grande.”

“I like that idea better,” Norman opined.

Caroline chuckled, then looked up as the phone rang. “Dear, can you-”

Got it, Gardevoir interrupted, levitating the phone so that Norman could take it.

“Thanks,” Norman nodded. “Hello – Ash? This is a bit of a surprise…”

He stopped, listening, then nodded. “I think that would be fine.”

Lowering the handset for a moment, he looked to his wife. “Do you remember May mentioning Ash’s friend Dawn?”

“Yes, I think so,” Caroline said, thinking. “The girl from Sinnoh? Dawn… Berlitz?”

“That’s her,” Norman agreed. “Apparently they ran into her, and Brock suggested that we let Dawn’s mother call us up for advice.”

That sounds like a relief for her, Gardevoir said.

“Yes, that would be fine,” Caroline nodded. “Let them know we don’t mind.”


“Congratulations, May!”

“Thanks,” May said automatically, then blinked and turned. “Wait – aren’t you Dawn?”

“That’s me!” Dawn agreed, hurrying over ahead of Ash, Max, Brock and her mother. “I’ve actually been in the audience this whole time – I guess Celebi wanted me to meet Ash again or something?”

She shrugged, as Piplup came running up behind her and panting extravagantly. “Anyway – I think this was your first Top Coordinator run?”

“Yeah,” May nodded. “It’s been a great run.”

“So, uh…” Dawn went on. “Actually, can I check a few things with you? I’m not quite up to speed on how much weird stuff changed this time.”

“This-” May repeated, then snapped her fingers. “Right, you were there the other time Ash did something to time, right?”

“Two times, depending on how you count the thing in Crown city,” Dawn clarified. “But yeah, Pikachu becoming a major part of a historical legend is kind of different to… this whole thing with a new Type.”

“Okay, you’ll have to tell me that story,” May decided.

“Sure, fine by me,” Dawn agreed readily. “Oh, Mom – this is May Maple. We’re sort of rivals I think?”

“I’m pleased to meet you again, Mrs. Berlitz,” May said, shaking her hand.

“I think I need to start taking notes,” Johanna told her daughter. “How many more people will know me without needing to be introduced to me?”

“…hm, that’s actually a tough question,” Dawn said, turning to Ash. “How many people can you do this with?”

Ash shrugged. “It’s sometimes surprised me.”

Mawile called out, and everyone looked to see what was happening.

Waving, the Steel-type walked over with both Grumpig (still using her horn-jaws for steadiness) and Goodra.

“These guys are new,” Dawn commented. “Wait, I remember seeing the Mawile on TV. The Goodra’s, though…”

“Yeah, Gary traded him to me,” Ash supplied.

“Grumpig’s mine-” May began to add.

“Yeah, I was in the audience,” Dawn said. “That was another cool battle, by the way.”

“Mawile’s glad to meet you,” Ash translated for his Fairy-type. “She says she’s interested to see what it’s like when we travel with you again – and to meet all your Pokémon, too.”

“She’s pretty cute,” the future Coordinator said, bending down. “Are all your new Pokémon this cool?”

Mawile pointed to her right.

“…yeah, I guess there’s Goodra, too,” Dawn agreed. “I never really saw one up close before.”

Goodra waved, and Dawn gave him a nod.

“How many Pokémon did you say you had now?”

Ash paused. “Uh… hold on, carry the three…”


AN:


And the conclusion to the Contests! Some May-style random, and a bit of teamwork.

Also some girl called Dawn?

The Berlitz name is from the Manga, by the way.






182. Hoenn 55


“Okay, I think we’ve got enough time to actually discuss teams now,” Dawn said. “How long is it until you guys need to be at the Ever Grande conference?”

“About… two weeks, I think?” Brock asked, looking at Ash.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“If there is one thing you can remember, Ash, it’s the timing of a Pokémon League,” Lucario stated.

Max chuckled.

“Okay, so… how should we do this?” May asked. “I mean… do we just find some out of the way place and go down the list?”

“Would that be a problem?” Dawn checked. “I’ve missed kind of a lot.”

“Yeah, and I think that’s one of the first times I’ve seen a Draco Meteor hit another Pokémon,” Piplup added.

“That wasn’t really relevant to what she was saying,” Pikachu pointed out.

“…don’t care,” Piplup replied, shaking his head.

“I think we could spare the time,” Max volunteered. “What do you think, Mrs. Berlitz?”

“Well… I think it would be okay,” Dawn’s mother agreed. “So long as we’re able to catch our flight back tomorrow.”

“Right!” Ash smiled. “Okay, let’s do this! Oh, Dexter, can you ask-”

I’ve already alerted the ranch, Dexter interrupted. Do you want to bring in Pokémon like Lapras and Butterfree as well?

“You can do that?” Dawn blinked. “How come? I know you have them, but I thought they left.”

I’m just awesome that way.

Dawn laughed.

“Actually, it’s some transceivers we got,” May told her. “Like how you can get a Pokémon from one Pokémon Centre to another? Same thing.”

“Oh, neat,” Dawn nodded. “So – let’s see… any of the Pokémon I knew evolved, Ash?”

“A couple…”


“Man, you’ve got as many as me…” Dawn said, looking at Max’s Pokémon. “I guess I need to recruit a couple more Pokémon if I ever decide I want more variety.”

She went down the list. “So… a Porygon – actually, I guess I’ll be seeing Ash’s one a lot more than you.”

That is as expected, Kris noted. Be sure not to be too hard on Dad.

“…wait,” Dawn paused. “Dad?”

Both Ethan and I are divergent branches from Dexter’s basic net, Kris told her. The same is true of Gary’s Dee and Professor Oak’s Damos.

“Oh, huh…” Dawn nodded. “Damos – named after that guy we met in the past?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“And then we’ve got a Manectric, and a Breloom, and a Mightyena,” Dawn went on. “Pretty cool team!”

Guy bowed to her, claws together. Arc’s tail thumped on the ground, and Max scratched him under the chin. “Yeah, Arc’s cool – he’s the only Pokémon I have who can Mega Evolve, so far at least.”

“Mega-” Dawn began, then stopped. “Okay, is that another thing you invented, Ash?”

“…actually I think it might be,” Ash said, looking embarrassed. “Gary said it seemed to kind of be… coming back… after we broke time.”

“Didn’t you have a Buneary?” May asked. “Because I think that there’s a Lopunnite available – Dad’s one used it, but he didn’t really like it.”

“Maybe, if she ever decides to evolve,” Dawn said, sighing. “But thanks for letting me know. Okay, there’s Mantine-”

“Delta,” Max interrupted. “I nickname all my Pokémon.”

“Oh, right, I forgot,” Dawn admitted. “And who’s this, then?”

May snorted with laughter.

“…Jirachi,” Max admitted. “I nickname all my Pokémon except him.”

“This was that thing Brock told me about with the giant evil Groudon, right?” Dawn checked. “Uh, wait, the other thing – the one without a Kyogre as well.”

“Yeah, about that,” Ash said. “This time there was a Kyogre too.”

“You just can’t help overdoing it, can you?” Dawn said, shaking her head. “Okay, and then there’s this fine gentleman.”

Roland nodded to her, looking very serious. Pleased to meet you!

So am I! Jirachi agreed. So is everyone!

“That’s about right,” Max said, reaching over to give Cinder a stroke. “It’s been great being able to take Pokémon I meet along with me on my journey – last time I just had to promise I’d come back.”

And you did! Roland reminded him. Sure, it was kind of complicated – but I don’t mind at all!

Dawn smiled. “You look like great friends,” she complimented Max. “And, uh – actually, I think I know your full team, May. But I don’t think I’ve met Altaria.”

May sent him out, and leaned back into his fluffy wings. “He’s great – I had trouble getting used to flying, but…”

They shared a smile.

“It’s going to be fun doing that from now on,” May added. “I especially want to see how he does when he’s Mega Evolved.”

“…actually, I should try to do that,” Dawn noted. “I’ll have to keep an eye out for a Pokémon I can fly on.”

“Ash or Brock can probably loan you one to get used to it,” May suggested.

“Yeah, I – wait, Brock?” Dawn said. “Who’s your flying Pokémon, Geodude?”

“No, Flygon,” Brock clarified, sending him out. “He’s from Forina as well.”

“Those are nice Pokémon,” Johanna said, speaking up for the first time in a while. “But – hold on, I want to make sure I’m following. You’re… a Gym Leader from Pewter?”

“Yeah, but I don’t actually spend much time there,” Brock told her. “Which is kind of helpful, because I’ve only got, uh, one Rock type. And our friend Misty-”

“Her I have heard of,” Johanna forestalled him. “Isn’t she-”

“Wait, I only just realized,” Dawn interrupted her mother. “She’s the same Misty who’s an Elite Four member, right?”

She grinned. “That’s pretty cool.”

“Yes, she qualified while we were in Johto,” Brock explained. “That was where I met Stantler, too.”

Stantler materialized, and bowed.

“I’m pleased to meet you,” he said, the words accompanied by little illusory subtitles which dissolved as they were spoken.

Dawn laughed. “Now that”s a cool trick!”

“Ethan can do it as well,” May supplied. “I think Ninetales does it sometimes – right, Brock?”

“Right,” Brock agreed. “Though, come to think of it, I don’t think Dawn ever met Vulpix.”

“No, you told me about her, but I’ve never met her,” Dawn agreed. “So, is that all the changes so far for Brock?”

“Well, I am a knight,” Brock said quietly.

“Yeah, we all are – oh!” May said, giggling. “You haven’t heard the biggest one!”

“Yeah,” Max nodded. “This one’s huge.”

“Come on, then, spill!” Dawn said. “And I’d kind of like to hear about the knight thing as well, but what’s this huge change?”

“He’s got a girlfriend,” May told her.

Dawn stared. “What.”

“It’s not a huge surprise,” Brock protested. “Right?”

“What,” Dawn repeated. “What?”

“Seriously?” Brock asked. “This is the thing that’s too hard to take? Not time travel, Legendary Pokémon, a new Type and Mega Evolution?”

“None of those break any fundamental laws of nature,” Dawn said. “Seriously?”

Brock sighed.


“Okay, I think I’ve got the full list,” Ash said, checking. “Let’s see… you never did meet Pidgeot, right?”

“No – just your other birds,” Dawn confirmed. “Though I know which bird I think is the best.”

“Who?” Piplup asked. “Which bird is this?”

Dawn laughed at his expression, and rubbed his head. “Piplup, of course!”

“…oh.”

Lucario sat down next to her. “Dawn – I still remember your aid in rescuing me. If you want any kind of translation, then I’ll be perfectly willing to help.”

“Oh – thanks!” Dawn said, pleased. “That’s an Aura thing, right?”

“Correct,” Lucario told her. “I learned it after I got back to the Kingdom, but before everything went banana-shaped.”

“Right, here goes…” Ash went on. “These are Pidgeot and Butterfree – the first two Pokémon I ever actually caught, the first time around.”

Both the Flying-types in question appeared in flashes of light, and Pidgeot settled to the ground with her wings spread for stability.

“Wow, you’re gorgeous,” Dawn said. “I guess Ash uses you for flying around a lot?”

“A fair amount,” Pidgeot replied, shrugging her wings. “It depends who’s available.”

Lucario supplied a quick translation.

“And Butterfree… Ash did mention you,” Dawn went on. “How’s your family?”

Butterfree did a loop-the-loop, wings fluttering.

“Last time we had a chance to talk, he said his first few kids to evolve into Butterfree had gone off on their own,” Ash told her. “So I guess that means they’re doing fine.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed.

“Okay, you knew Charizard… right?” Ash went on. “And… huh, actually, I don’t think you know either Squirtle or Ivysaur.”

“I met Bulbasaur,” Dawn said. “So unless he’s changed a lot then you can probably skip him… and no, I never met Charizard.”

“Right, hold on a moment…”

“Just so you know, Dawn,” Lucario said. “Squirtle has become a bit… obsessive.”

He paused. “More so than usual for a Squirtle.”

Ash sent out Charizard, whose size made Johanna take a step back, and then Squirtle.

“All right, I’m here!” Squirtle announced. “All those other Pokémon were a good warmup, but now the best of all has arrived! There’s no Pokémon like me, never was and never will be!”

“…so, you can understand Pokémon now,” Dawn said. “I guess it might have some downsides, too.”

“It’s mostly good,” Ash defended. “Mostly.”

“Right… and yeah, Charizard’s been on TV,” Dawn added.

Charizard looked very pleased with himself.

“But… okay, it’s great to see your Pokémon, Ash, but what about the ones you caught for the first time this time around?” Dawn asked. “I mean, I did know about Pokémon like Pidgeot and Charizard, so…”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “So, first – not all of them can come right now, they’re busy. Lugia and Mewtwo are kind of occupied.”

Dawn blinked. “Wait – oh, now I remember. You won the Silver Conference, right? You’re the one who had several Legendary Pokémon doing exhibition matches.”

She frowned, trying to remember the battles. “Does that mean you have all three Legendary Beasts?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I think you met Suicune once, but I couldn’t remind her so she doesn’t actually know you.”

“Indeed,” Suicune said.

Dawn and Johanna both jumped. So did Piplup, who then tried to look like he hadn’t.

“Sorry,” the Water-type went on, mirth rippling in her Aura-translated voice. “I wanted to surprise you.”

“You certainly did!” Dawn replied. “So… how did you meet Ash?”

“After Lord Ho-Oh informed us of his unusual situation, I approached Ash at the opening of his journey in Johto and challenged him – he would have to work for it, but my brothers and I would allow him to catch us.” Suicune gave a long, rippling shake, making her ribbons dance in the air, then lowered her muzzle. “It was quite a chase.”

“Oh, right,” Dawn mused. “So you met him almost like I kind of met Mesprit?”

“I’m not familiar with the details,” Suicune admitted.

“You met Mesprit?” Johanna asked.

“It hasn’t happened yet,” Dawn assured her mother, not that that seemed to help. “Actually, though… I just realized. I didn’t ask why the whole time travel thing happened.”

“Yeah, we should probably explain that,” Ash admitted. “Uh… pity we don’t have Celebi here, she’d be kind of helpful for this one. Anyway, you know the last bit before you came back?”

Dawn frowned, absently reaching up to touch Suicune as the Water-type lay down next to her. “Kind of… well, I remember a moment when everything got kind of bizarre, and then I was back here?”

“Yeah,” Ash said, nodding. “That was Cyrus.”

“Cyrus?” Dawn repeated. “Didn’t he get thrown into the void by Giratina or something?”

“From what Ash has told me about that battle on Mount Coronet, that’s certainly what should have happened,” Suicune said, worried. “Gary said Cyrus came back, as did the Creator, but we don’t actually know what happened. We may never know for sure.”

“Didn’t you get on really well with Giratina, though?” Dawn asked, looking up at Ash – not noticing her mother looking completely flabbergasted at Dawn throwing around the names of so many Legendaries. “Perhaps you can do this… memory… thing to him too?”

“Actually, that might work,” Ash agreed. “That’s something we can look out for – we’ve had Professor Oak looking for Cyrus, but there’s been no sign of him.”

“Who’s Cyrus?” Johanna asked.

“Someone who wanted – wants? - to take over the world,” Dawn told her. “Or make a new one, or… something? It wasn’t clear.”

“Excuse us?” Entei said. “My brother and I were wondering when it was our turn.”

“Yes, this is all too dashed boring!” Raikou contributed.

“How come Raikou’s the one I can’t understand?” Dawn asked. “I thought most Legendaries could speak human.”

“Actually, Lucario taught us,” Suicune told her. “It seemed like a good thing to get to know.”

Any further conversation was interrupted by a whoosh as Ho-Oh came bursting out of his Pokéball. “I sincerely hope you weren’t going to forget me again, Ash!”

“No, I was waiting for a good time,” Ash said. “I don’t want Houndoom, Absol and Tyranitar to be missed out.”

“…did you catch nothing but new Dark types?” Dawn asked. “Though Absol are cool.”

“At least she didn’t try to jump out a window like Karen’s one did,” Lucario commented.

“Why would an Absol try to jump out of a window?” Johanna asked, trying to find somewhere to sit which wasn’t taken up by Legendary Pokémon.

“Absol can sense disasters, mom,” Dawn pointed out. “And Ash is… yeah, you can probably tell.”

“I’m having trouble believing it all,” Johanna admitted. “But with how overwhelmed I feel… I think I understand why.”


Professor Oak looked at the queue of Pokémon.

“Should I ask?”

It’s a bit complicated, Damos said diplomatically. Ah, hold on – Houndoom, you and Absol are up.

The two Pokémon in question returned to their Pokéballs, and vanished a moment later.

“I can see I’m not needed,” Oak said, shrugging. “What’s the occasion?”

Ash just met Dawn.

“…I seem to remember she was the one from Sinnoh,” Oak mused. “Well, Ash is trying to speed things up a bit.”


“So, this is Houndoom,” Ash said, sending the Fire-type out. “His family actually live at the Oak ranch now.”

“Cool,” Dawn commented, raising her hand for Houndoom to sniff. “Houndoom are a bit grim for me, generally…”

Houndoom pouted, tilting his head and whimpering plaintively.

“…well, they usually are,” Dawn went on. “This one seems more like a puppy than anything.”

“He kinda is,” Ash agreed. “But he’s got a really useful trick, too – you know Beat Up?”

“I’ve only ever heard of it… what’s that one again?” Dawn asked.

“That’s a move which lets the Pokémon use the strength of their teammates,” Johanna reminded her, then blinked and looked around the clearing.

Five Legendaries, a Lucario and a Goodra were only some of the Pokémon who waved at her.

“That sounds pretty powerful,” Dawn said. “I guess that’s a real teamwork move!”

“It pretty much means that duplicates of half the team beat the opponent up,” Lucario told her.

“And this is Absol,” Ash went on. “She joined me in Forina.”

Absol materialized, landing on all fours, and inspected Dawn.

“…huh,” she said, pacing around the trainer in a circle. “Bizarre.”

“What is it?” Ash asked.

“Is something wrong?” Johanna added.

“Well… Dawn seems to be in for an interesting couple of years,”Absol told her trainer. “Not as bad as you are, but… still, more than most trainers.”

“Okay, I guess that might be something to watch out for,” Ash decided. “Right, Dawn?”

“…I still can’t understand Pokémon, Ash,” Dawn reminded him. “That’s not changed since five minutes ago.”

“Though I should probably learn to talk to humans, so I can give warnings more easily,” Absol added.

“We didn’t get it either,” May said. “Uh – maybe we should just start having Ethan translate.”

Agreed.

Ethan’s projector flashed, and began producing the promised subtitles.

“Roughly speaking,” Absol said, turning to Dawn’s mother, “you’re in for an eventful few months. Dawn seems quite prone to unusual things happening to her.”

“Given that your trainer is a boy who Dawn’s known for about a year since yesterday evening, I think you’re right,” Johanna said, sighing. “I think I’m going to appreciate that help from the Maples…”

“Wait, is that a Mega Stone?” Dawn asked. “Can Absol Mega Evolve?”

“I certainly can,” Absol told her. “Perhaps all of us who can Mega Evolve at the moment should show off?”

“That’s right, we all have a Pokémon who can,” Max realized. “But Ash is kind of the one who wins on that score.”

“I’d need to get Latias here to properly showcase it,” Ash pointed out. “Latios, is she available?”

“She says she will be,” Latios squeaked. “Just a few minutes.”

“And-”

“And the last one left on the list is my little brother!” Mawile declared. “Right?”

“Wait, little brother?” Dawn asked. “Didn’t Ash say there was a Tyranitar?”

“Well, he hatched after me!” Mawile explained. “So he’s little!”

Said ‘little brother’ appeared in a flash.

“Hello,” he said.

“That’s… certainly a Tyranitar,” Dawn agreed. “I didn’t realize they were so big!”

Mawile clambered up his leg, then up his back, and sat on his head. “It’s great he’s so big, though! It means I get a really good view!”

May chuckled.

“That’s kind of cute,” Dawn said, smiling at the expression on Tyranitar’s face. “Mawile seems like a nice Pokémon.”

“Thank you!” Mawile smiled. “It’s nice to meet you too!”

“Oh, yeah, the Mega Evolution stuff,” Ash remembered. “Okay, uh… Brock, you’ve got Steelix… I know Max and May have theirs… but I think I need to get Heracross and Sceptile.”

“Speaking of those two, I guess you have something planned for Tobias?” Dawn asked.

Ash looked a bit uncertain, and shrugged. “Really, it’s kind of hard to know what approach to take… though he is the reason I’m careful about using too many Legendaries-”

“You need to use me more!” Ho-Oh stated quite firmly.

Brock laughed. “Did Professor Oak tell you that trainers spend a lot of time with their Pokémon telling them off?”

“Not really, no…”


“I must admit, I’m interested to see how this works,” Johanna said. “I’ve not actually seen a Mega Evolution up close before.”

“Well, the first thing you need is a Mega Stone,” Max lectured, indicating Arc’s Manecite. “Then you need a Key Stone, and the most important bit is – you need a strong bond with your Pokémon.”

“Gary Oak is researching exactly how strong,” Lucario filled in.

“Okay, here goes,” Max went on. “Ready?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, unlimbering his staff.

“Actually, I have a question,” Dawn said. “Where’d that come from?”

“Rota,” he told her.

“Wait, is that the one with Sir Aaron’s Lucario inside?”

“He used to be in there,” Lucario told her. “We sorted it out almost as soon as Ash got me.”

“Right, that makes sense,” Dawn agreed.

Then there was a very bright orange flash.

When it faded, eight different Mega-Evolved Pokémon almost filled the small clearing.

Mega Latias and Mega Latios hovered overhead, looking almost identical at first glance until the eye adjusted and began to notice their individual quirks. Just below them was Mega Altaria, whose fluff had developed an iridescent pink lustre to it from his Mega Evolution.

Mega Heracross was flanked by Mega Sceptile on one side and Arc’s Mega form on the other, and Brock’s Mega Steelix was curled around them all with Mega Absol perched on his nose.

“Ow,” Ash said, wincing. “That was a lot more than I’m used to doing at once…”

“Pretty cool, though,” Dawn added. “I bet you’d have a lot less trouble with Tobias like that – and it’d probably be much easier to cope with that guy who wanted to steal Giratina, too.”

“We can hope,” Mega Absol said, nodding.

“I miss being able to Mega Evolve,” Mawile said wistfully. “I could fly, it was really cool!”

“HEY!”

Squirtle stomped up to Ash. “What about me? How come you haven’t shown off my ultimate Mega evolution of supreme monliness?”

“I don’t want to break the Squirtilite before the Ever Grande conference,” Ash replied.

Dawn blinked. “…did you say Squirtilite?”

“It’s a really long story,” Brock assured her. “Just accept it.”


“So… what now?” Dawn asked.

Her mother looked up. “Dawn?”

“Well… I’m wondering,” Dawn explained. “Should I start my Pokémon journey now?”

“Are you allowed to?” Max asked. “I had to do some exams and stuff to start early…”

“Oh, right, I didn’t remember about those,” Dawn admitted. “Uh… how long do they take?”

“A few months,” Max informed her. “Counting the paperwork, that is.”

“We don’t spend very long doing the Battle Frontier,” Brock remembered. “So it might not really be worth it starting early, Dawn… sorry.”

“Nah, I guess it’s okay,” Dawn decided, sighing. “I mean – I do have Piplup.”

She shook her head. “I just wanted to do stuff like, you know, learn that cool talking-to-Pokémon thing Ash does.”

“Could you learn that at home?” Johanna asked. “Or is it something you need to be travelling to learn?”

“…that’s a good question,” Ash said. “I could get Dawn started, but normally it takes a Pokémon that’s good with Aura to help teach that side of it.”

Dawn frowned.

“What about Lucario?” May asked. “Could he help her?”

“I would rather not be so far from Ash for so long,” Lucario said, shaking his head. “I apologize, Dawn – but my place is with my trainer.”

“Yeah, I understand,” Dawn agreed. “I guess I’ll have to just practice with Piplup and work it out ourselves.”

“Well, if I put together some instructions for how to train Aura…” Ash began, thinking. “Then you could practice the side of it which is based on actually using Aura, and then you’ll have a better chance of working on it quickly once we pick you up in Sinnoh.”

“I might be a few weeks,” Brock warned. “Actually, I might spend quite a lot of time in the Orange Islands, or in Pewter.”

“Why’s that – oh, right,” Dawn realized. “I just realized, I didn’t say congratulations.”

Brock smiled. “Thanks, Dawn – yeah, it’s been fun so far.”

He shrugged. “It is a long distance relationship, mostly, but… I’m glad she’s there.”

“I guess the first thing to do is to get you started, then,” Ash decided. “The first step is going to be making sure you know what Aura feels like…”

“You know…” Raikou mused, tail waving lazily. “I do believe that both of you two bounders actually do know how to use Aura to speak human.”

Suicune nodded, thoughtfully. “Actually, you’re right.”

She raised her voice. “Dawn? Mrs. Berlitz?”

“Yes?” Johanna asked. “Um… should I bow or something?”

“Not at all,” Suicune replied. “My brother Raikou has just suggested that I, or Entei – or both of us, possibly – visit your house on occasion and see whether your daughter has improved in her ability to use Aura.”

“Well, I didn’t actually say that in so many words,” Raikou added. “But the gist of it was there.”

“It wasn’t, Raikou,” Entei informed him. “Suicune just turned an observation into a plan. You should try it sometime.”

“I have plans,” Raikou grumbled.

“Good point,” Entei admitted, thinking about a badge quest. “On second thought, don’t try making plans.”

“That sounds like it’d be really helpful,” Dawn said. “Mom? Is it okay?”

“I suppose so?” Johanna asked, completely unsure how to approach the situation. “If they want to help, then – well, I can’t really see a problem with it…”

“Excellent,” Suicune said. “Now, I understand you live in Twinleaf town?”

“Yes,” Johanna confirmed. “How do you – right, the time travel thing…”

“Correct,” the Water-type smiled. “Though I may need to get your address, or alternatively call from door to door asking.”

Dawn sniggered at the image. “I can just imagine Barry jumping three feet in the air.”

She paused, and snapped her fingers. “Oh, that’s what I was forgetting – Mom, is there any chance we can delay heading back to Sinnoh by a week or so?”

“A week?” Johanna asked. “I’m not sure… why do you want to?”

“Well…” Dawn waved at Ash and Brock, then took in the rest of the group as well. “This is the last chance I’m going to have to see Ash and Brock for months, and I’ve never really had very long together with May or Max. Plus it would help me get started on this Aura thing.”

“A week would be pretty helpful,” Ash confirmed.

“I don’t know…” Johanna said, frowning. “I’ll think about it. I’m just wondering how we’d get back to Sinnoh…”

“I think Pidgeot would be okay taking you,” Ash said.

“That’s right,” Pidgeot said, confirming it.

“So would I,” Latios volunteered. “I’m due to head back to Altomare, so I can take you up to Sinnoh and then come back.”

“See?” Dawn asked. “Not only do we get an extra week in Hoenn, we get to fly back with some cool Pokémon!”

Latias giggled.

“Well… okay,” Johanna decided.

“Thanks, Mom!” Dawn beamed.

There was a mrowl, and both the Berlitzes looked over to see what the noise was.

Glameow and Skitty were both chasing after something bright and shiny, batting it between them.

“I guess Glameow’s made a friend already,” Dawn joked.


“Can I make sure I’ve got this right?” Johanna asked. “Piplup was your starter, but you also had…”

“…Buneary and Pachirisu,” Dawn began. “And Mamoswine-”

Johanna blinked. “That one sounds different to the others.”

“Yeah, he started off small, but…got big,” Dawn confirmed. “And then there’s Quilava, and Togekiss as well. And Ash traded me Ambipom for Buizel, but she stopped off to learn Ping Pong.”

“Right,” Johanna said. “Of course, many Pokémon do ping pong…”

“Ambipom was really good at it,” Dawn said, smiling. “But I did think about getting one or two other Pokémon, too… actually, Ash?”

“What’s that?” Ash said, turning to look.

“Did you ever get an Eevee?” Dawn asked. “I kind of expected you’d have one, somehow.”

“No, I’ve not,” Ash replied. “Molly kind of has all of them, so it sort of makes up for it.”

“Molly?” Dawn repeated. “Who’s that?”

“Oh, yeah, I didn’t mention her yet,” Ash remembered. “You know the Unown thing?”

“I… yeah!” the future Coordinator said. “I remember – wasn’t your Charizard on the news or something?”

“Right,” Ash said. “Well, she was involved with that a lot – the Unown were trying to make her desires come true – and I kind of took on a big brother role for her.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, long story short, because of the Unown thing she’s got a shiny Eevee who can turn into whatever evolution of Eevee she wants – and it’s kind of why there’s a Fairy type.”

“You’re going to have to tell me about that one in more detail,” Dawn decided.

“Yeah, I didn’t mention the shiny Legendary Beasts yet,” Ash agreed. “Not the ones from Crown City, other ones.”

“Right,” Dawn said, nodding. “Maybe it would be easier to just start from the beginning.”

“We’ve only got a week,” Lucario pointed out. “We might need to abridge it.”


Dawn sighed happily, leaning back against the side of a hill. The last light of sunset was just fading from the mountaintops, and Piplup lay just to one side of her.

“Ah, this is the life…” she said, softly.

“I know,” May said.

Dawn looked up as her fellow Coordinator came over, then shifted slightly to let May take a position to her right.

“I can’t imagine how I’m going to handle… what, six months doing nothing? Eight?”

“Can’t remember the exact date,” May confessed. “I was a bit focused on the Kanto Grand Festival, then I went straight on to Johto.”

Dawn nodded. “Right… how did you handle it?”

“Well… mostly I worked for Professor Birch and got really stir crazy!” May admitted. “But it was a lot easier to cope once I got Blaziken back, so you having Piplup’s going to help you out a lot. I did have Ethan, too…”

“Ethan? Oh, your Porygon,” Dawn remembered.

She patted Piplup on the head. “Yeah, we’re going to be doing a lot of training!”

Piplup sighed.

“And there’s the Aura thing too,” May added.

“Yeah, I guess…”

For a few minutes, they watched the sky darken. A few puffy clouds high in the evening sky were lit with brilliant red light from the sunset, then they too went dark and the stars began to come out.

“Hey, look, a shooting star,” May said, pointing.

“I’d make a wish, but…” Dawn shrugged. “I think that’s Jirachi’s department, right? How did your brother meet him again – don’t Jirachi sleep for a thousand years at a time?”

“That was the Forina thing,” May explained. “The reason he’s still awake is because of Mewtwo – Mewtwo said he put a bit of the Millennium Comet on the far side of the moon.”

She looked over at Dawn. “Pretty weird, huh?”

“Not really,” Dawn shrugged.

She grinned. “Maybe it’s odd for you, but there was that time someone tried to take over a city with an illusory Baccer team. That was pretty odd.”

May sat up. “You call that odd?”

She broke off for a moment, and sent Altaria out. “Altaria, it’s getting kind of cold – do you mind if…”

“That’s fine,” Altaria agreed, proffering a wing, and May leaned back into it.

“That’s better… anyway, a couple of months ago we had some robots going mad and trying to take over a city, and that wasn’t part of a plan at all,” May went on.

“I don’t know…” Dawn replied, now smiling broadly. “What about the time we had to deal with a Pokémon trying to escape another universe? Or the time time fell apart around us?”

May nodded grudgingly. “Not bad… but we haven’t talked about the time Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre nearly destroyed the world. We had to run away from a volcano.”

Dawn nodded, then played her trump card. “Ever heard of the Thunder Creature of Michina?”

May frowned. “Um… I think I might have. Mom told me a story like that when I was younger… why?”

Piplup sniggered.

“It’s totally Pikachu,” Dawn told her. “We went thousands of years back in time, helped Ash and Pikachu save Arceus, and I’m pretty sure we’re why the Pokéball symbol appears all over the world and from way before Pokéballs were invented.”

May blinked. “Huh.”

She reached over to shake Dawn’s hand. “You win, good one.”

“Thanks,” Dawn replied, accepting the concession in good grace.

Altaria trilled something soft and melodic, and both girls lay back on the hillside again.

“Huh, another shooting star,” May said, after a minute. “There’s a lot of them tonight.”

“Yeah,” Dawn agreed.

She stretched. “It’s much warmer down here than in Sinnoh or Unova – this time of year it’d be really cold after sundown.”

“It’s kind of chilly for Hoenn today,” May replied. “I’m amazed you’ve not got out a coat or something.”

She snapped her fingers. “Oh, yeah, you went to Unova – what was it like? I don’t think I ever met Ash’s Unova team – or those people who travelled with him after you and Brock.”

“Iris and Cilan…” Dawn began, then shrugged. “Cilan was a bit like Brock, but mostly in how good his cooking was. Is. Uh… will be?”

“Yeah, welcome to the time travel thing,” May laughed. “Before and after are all mixed up.”

Dawn nodded her agreement. “Right. Anyway, Cilan kind of saw everything in food metaphors… but I think that was just him being quirky. He didn’t have a very big team, either – a Crustle, a Pansage and a Stunfisk.”

“I think I’ve seen a Crustle before,” May said, thinking. “What about the others…”

Ethan formed holograms for her. These are Pansage and Stunfisk.

“Oh, yeah, someone I battled in the Orange Islands had a Pansage on their team,” May said. “Okay, only the Stunfisk is new.”

“I know it’s not like they’re only found in Unova, but Unova Pokémon look really bizarre to me…” Dawn admitted. “A bit less once I spent time there, but still – I’m used to Pokémon from Sinnoh, but those ones often looked really different.”

May nodded. “What about Iris?”

Dawn sighed. “Iris was… well, she’s a Dragon trainer, and she did have a Pokémon for-”

She stopped. “Ow, that gave me a headache.”

Piplup said something, worried.

“I just… I was about to say Iris had a Pokémon for Fairy-types, but Fairy-types didn’t exist then,” Dawn explained. “And it was really kind of confusing…”

“Tell me about it,” May said. “Max actually failed an exam because the type chart changed pretty much during the exam.”

Dawn winced. “Ouch. But yeah… Iris was kind of spirited. I told her stories about some of the things Ash and I had done, but I don’t think she really believed me.”

“…wait, this was after the thing Ash told me about Victini?” May checked. “After that I’d have thought she’d be willing to listen!”

“It was just after they met Keldeo and Kyurem,” Dawn assured her. “But… I don’t know, it seemed like she had a lot of trouble keeping her Pokémon from losing control. She caught a Dragonite, and it was…”

She shook her head. “Hopefully she got him under control later.”

Overhead, the meteor shower continued – light streaking across the sky every minute or two, sometimes north to south, sometimes east to west, always towards the horizon as if from a point high overhead.

“Did you have any trouble with a Pokémon?” May asked.

Dawn winced. “…yeah… Mamoswine was kind of hard to keep from destroying things.”

She turned to the other girl. “You?”

“Not really, actually,” May said. “I guess I’m either a better trainer-”

Dawn stuck her tongue out.

“-or I just get lucky.”

“Yeah, probably,” Dawn agreed.


“Okay, guys, I think it’s time for Latios to head back to Altomare,” Ash said. “Ready for the League, Latias?”

“Sure!” Latias agreed, nodding. “I’ve been practicing as much as I could without being really obvious about it – Joy’s Latias and I were doing high speed stealth battles over Altomare, though we kind of had to keep it below the speed of sound.”

“Actually, that sounds like good training,” Latios said. “Hmmm… maybe it’d be possible to train faster than sound if it was done a long way out to sea from Altomare itself.”

“Hmm… yeah,” Latias nodded. “Sounds like a plan!”

“Actually, I was wondering…” Latios added. “Do you think Joy’s Latias would be willing to train with me?”

Latias smirked. “We-ll, let’s see… do I think that she’d want to go out to sea with my brother…”

“I mean to train,” Latios stressed. “I’m just trying to work out if I’d be able to get a good training session or two with her – do you know when she’s likely to visit next?”

His sister giggled. “You’re not fooling anyone, you know…”

“About what?” Ash asked, puzzled.

That just set Latias off again, making her alternate between giggling and trying to speak for about a minute.

“Are you done?” Latios asked, sarcastically, when her amusement seemed to be finally subsiding.

“I think so…” Latias said, sighing. “Oh, I love being able to joke with you like this – especially after-”

She shook her head, banishing the thought, and gave her brother a hug. “Good luck, brother.”

“I’ll take care,” Latios promised, returning the embrace, then releasing her.

“And if you do go out with her-” Latias began, smirking.

Latios responded by taking off, pausing only to pick up his blue Cherish Ball before leaving at high speed.


“Faith?” Professor Ivy asked. “Did you get that report?”

“Yes, Professor!” Faith replied, hurrying in. “Sorry, I was reading through it before handing it over-”

“That’s fine,” Ivy said, waving. “Sorry, I wanted to make sure we had it today – go ahead and keep reading if you’re already part way through it.”

“All right, Professor,” Faith nodded. She opened the folder, flipping through pages until she got to where she’d been. “Right, here we are – this was the bit about the existing Meyer method of determining Wurmple evolution.”

“The previous method, right,” Ivy agreed. “I think the standard error rate on that process is about fifteen percent?”

“This run was better than usual,” Faith said. “It was about twelve.”

Ivy was about to go on, but a purr interrupted her.

“Oh, hello!” she smiled, reaching down to gather Shinx into her lap. “How are you doing, young lady?”

Shinx purred, tail twitching lazily.

“Did you do today’s practice?” Ivy asked, and was answered by a smug nod. “Good work!”

“I guess she’s getting pretty diligent,” Faith said, one finger on the passage she’d reached on the report. “What’s her training now?”

“She’s got to hit the right voltage,” Ivy said, scratching along Shinx’ spine. “Not just at least, it has to be a bit closer than that. But she’s doing very well – I think we might be able to have her help with an experiment some time.”

Shinx perked up at the sound of that, tail flicking from side to side.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Ivy smiled.

Shinx nodded, eyes bright and alert.

Then she butted into Ivy’s hand, asking her to get back to the scratches please and thank you.

Chuckling, Ivy resumed scratches.

“Oh, and here’s some good news,” Faith added. “Looks like our method hit a two percent error rate.”

“Excellent,” Ivy smiled. “I’ll have to thank you all for your help with that.”


“Hello?” Jonas called. “Is anyone there?”

His Gurdurr groaned, braced against the half-collapsed ceiling.

“It’s okay, Banks,” Jonas added. “We’ll be fine – just keep that from falling on us, okay?”

Banks nodded, breathing deeply and evenly as he bore the weight. Then the ground trembled, and Banks shifted to make sure he wouldn’t lose his grip.

“It’s an aftershock,” Jonas said, looking anxiously at the walls. One of them sunk a bit, then stopped, and he breathed a sigh of relief.

“Okay, we’re still good,” he told Banks. “There’s no way they missed hearing about an earthquake in Lentimas Town, so we should be cool – we just need to wait.”

There was a clatter.

“Hello?” Jonas called. “Is anyone there?”

A long pause. Then there was a rippling sound, a crash, and something carved through the wall.

“Whoa!” Jonas yelped, staring at the golden spike which cut through the half-collapsed brickwork. It formed a long, diagonal line reaching from near the floor to halfway up the wall, paused, and then dropped down again to the floor at a ninety degree angle.

A third swipe connected them up into a triangle, then the triangle itself was cut in two and fell outwards.

“This way!” a voice called.

Jonas scrambled for the hole, glancing at Banks to make sure he was still holding up, then looked at his rescuer – a four-legged equine Pokémon with a shining horn growing out of his forehead.

“Can you hold the wall up?” he asked.

“Sure!” the Pokémon agreed, and his horn stopped glowing. He braced himself and stuck it into the apex of the triangle he’d cut, and took the weight with a grunt.

Jonas recalled Banks, and with a slithering crash the debris collapsed into the space they’d been hiding in.

“Thanks,” Jonas sighed, as the Pokémon took his horn away from the wall. “You really saved us there.”

“It’s just what we do!” the Pokémon replied. “I’m Keldeo, one of the Swords of Justice!”

The trainer reached out a hand. “Then thanks, Keldeo.”

“Any time!”

As Keldeo proffered his hoof to be shaken, Jonas took another look at his rescuer. Cream and blue, with a fiery red mane, he carried himself with confidence and assurance, and there was a satisfied grin on his face.

He also seemed to be wearing a red-and-white billed hat, with a stylized L on the front and the brim turned to the back, perched atop his mane with no visible means of attachment.

“…what’s with the hat?”

Keldeo tossed his head, still with no movement of the cap. “It’s something I wear to remember a good friend of mine,” he explained.

“Keldeo!” a brass-lunged voice called from some distance away. “We need your help, there’s a fire over here!”

“Got to go!” Keldeo apologized, tensing, and galloped off. To Jonas’ surprise, about twenty feet from the rescued trainer his hooves suddenly erupted with water, and the Sword of Justice launched himself towards a smouldering house like a water-propelled rocket.

Banks emerged, and let out a sigh of relief.

“Yeah, I know,” Jonas agreed. “Man, that was close…”


AN:

More Dawn. That’s the main focus here, actually, Dawn being brought up to speed.

Then there’s Latios heading off home - not a mistake on my part, in case you think it is…

I should also note that the Meyer method doesn’t exist in our world because we don’t have Wurmple to study.

There’s also some Water-type Legendary or other I guess.






183. Hoenn 56


“Ash?” Brock said. “You know it’s only a couple of days until the Ever Grande conference?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “What is it – is there a problem?”

“Well…” Brock nodded over at Dawn. “I think she and her mother were originally planning to be back in Sinnoh about four days ago – even with the extra time here.”

“Oh, right,” Ash said. “Okay, I guess we should remind them about that… then they can-”

He broke off.

“Wait, I just remembered – oops.”

“Oops?” Brock repeated.

“I sent Latios back to Altomare two days ago.”

“…then you’d better either ask Latias if she’s okay taking Dawn or her mother on a round trip to Sinnoh, ask Pidgeot if she’s willing to take two passengers, or get Latios back,” Brock advised.

“Right,” Ash agreed.

Pikachu sighed. “You know, Ash, I’d have thought-”

“Pikachu, be fair,” Brock admonished. “Everyone forgot. I think we were just having a good time training.”

“That does mean Ash has another thing to work out, though,” Pikachu pointed out. “How does he want to arrive at the Ever Grande league?”

“Normally I’d probably have taken Pidgeot,” Ash said, frowning. “But… hm, maybe Suicune would be willing to help…”

“Why not just Latias?” Brock asked.

“I kind of assumed that Max would be flying with Latias,” Ash told him. “Wait, she might be taking May.”

Should I start taking notes?


Piplup’s fins shifted a little, taking up an angle to his body, as he faced down his opponent.

“Okay, let’s try this – Shadow Ball!” Max called.

Casper’s horn swirled for a moment, and a globe of purple-grey energy formed before lashing out at Piplup. It was much faster than it had been, showing the benefit of their training, and flew straight and true.

“Whirlpool!” Dawn ordered.

Piplup took a step forwards, then began to spin on the tips of his toes. Water swirled outwards, forming into a kind of miniature tornado in less than a second, and the Shadow Ball hit the water instead of Piplup – then the force of the rotating water tore the ghostly attack to shreds, colouring the water and making it glow slightly.

Max clicked his fingers, and Casper grinned. His horn glowed again, and then fired a burst of electrical energy.

“Reform!” Dawn instructed quickly.

Piplup did something inside his Whirlpool, and the whole watery construct bulged – then exploded outwards, hanging in the air for a moment as the Thunderbolt hit.

Charge leaped from water drop to drop, forming a crackling corona around them all, but Casper didn’t have enough electricity to actually carry through past that and hit Piplup himself. Then the drops began to recombine, forming a new Whirlpool – and one rotating the other way – which hummed with electricity around the outside edge, but insulated Piplup from actual contact with it.

“What was that?” Johanna asked.

“Drill Peck!” Dawn said, then turned to her mother. “Oh, right – Piplup just changed the direction of his Whirlpool. It basically means it has to reform from scratch-”

She broke off for a moment to watch the attack as it went in, and as Casper went intangible to avoid being hit by the shower of electrically-charged water.

“-so he can make sure whatever the attack is doesn’t actually contact him,” she finished, as Piplup reached the ground and his Whirlpool began to break up. “Great work, Piplup!”

Casper phased back in, dripping wet and shaking himself to get the water off.

“It works really well in Contests because it turns the enemy’s attack back on them,” she went on. “And for performances, too, because it’s a good way to provide the foundation for a combination performance.”

Johanna nodded. “Yes, that makes sense.”

“Let’s keep going!” Max suggested. “Arc, do you want a go?”

Arc barked, loping forwards.

“Doesn’t this seem a bit unfair?” Johanna asked.

Dawn shrugged. “I don’t know, I think he might have a chance.”

Before they could get going, though, Ash came walking over. “Uh… Dawn, sorry, but I think we kind of lost track of the date.”

Johanna frowned, then winced. “Oh, dear… you’re right…”

“It’s okay, though,” Ash hurried to add. “I checked with Pidgeot, Latias and Suicune, and they’re okay heading up to Sinnoh to drop you off.”

“That sounds helpful,” Dawn said. “And that would make sure Suicune knows where we live.”

Ash nodded. “Suicune said that, too.”

He sent Pidgeot out with a flash, and Latias came skimming over to land as well.

“Is it safe?” Johanna asked. “I mean – don’t they have saddles?”

“Pidgeot is very good at making sure her passengers don’t fall off,” Suicune told her, loping towards them. “And I think Latias can actually use her psychic powers to travel in a bubble, so you can’t actually fall very far.”

“Right!” Latias agreed.

“Okay, then…” Johanna frowned. “Dawn – would you be alright going on Latias? I’d rather you had the extra safety.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine, Mom,” Dawn assured her. “No need to worry – I bet Latias has done this lots of times before!”

“I… have, actually,” Latias said, sounding a bit surprised. “I didn’t realize how often until I thought about it. Uh – wait, can you put your feet a bit further forwards – thanks, that’s better.”

Pidgeot lowered herself a little so that Johanna could get on, then stood and spread her wings.

“Next stop, Sinnoh,” Suicune said. “Try not to go too slow for me.”

The two flying Pokémon exchanged amused glances.


“It was nice seeing Dawn again,” Brock said, waving as the three high-speed Pokémon went out of sight. “Don’t forget to keep in touch with her, Ash.”

“Of course not!” Ash replied. “Uh… we do have her phone number, right?”

Yes, we do, Dexter told him.

“Thanks,” Ash said. “That’ll be a big help.”

There was a faint bang from the northeast.

“I think that was the sound barrier,” May said. “They’re really moving, huh…”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

He frowned. “Wait. Max, don’t you normally get around on Latias or Latios when we need to fly from place to place? And I think it might be a bit far for Delta…”

“I know!” Arc said. “Can’t Max ask Entei or Raikou for a ride?”

“That… actually might be the most sensible option,” Max said. “Though I guess that also means Ash is taking Charizard unless they’re both available.”


“And here we are!” Raikou announced, slowing in his headlong rush across the water. “Not far to go now!”

“I still can’t understand you!” Max shouted back. “If you wanted to talk to someone, then you should have taken Ash!”

Raikou chuckled, adjusting his angle slightly, and aimed for an empty boat ramp. His brother fell in just behind him, and overhead Flygon and Altaria began to lose height.

“You know we’re going to end up right in the middle of town, right?” Max added. “Are you sure that’s okay?”

The Electric-type Legendary didn’t change course. “Well, if they don’t know someone’s caught us yet then they’ve got dashed poor taste in news.”

His muscles bunched, and he skipped from wavetop to wavetop – then reached the ramp, tried to skid to a halt, and discovered that it was covered in slippery wet algae.

“Whoops!”

Max yelped, clinging on as Raikou steered for a gap in the nearest wall and ended up crashing into a bush. The impact jarred him, throwing him off his seat, and Altaria snatched him out of the air.

“It’s okay, we’ve got you!” May said, as Altaria backwinged and lowered Max to a landing. “But I guess that didn’t go as smoothly as it could have done.”

“Yeah, no kidding…” Max agreed.

Entei came padding over as Raikou extricated himself from the bush. “And this, brother, is why we prefer using beaches for our stops.”

“I knew it was something like that…” Raikou muttered. “So, where’s our trainer?”

“He got off when I stopped – on the beach,” Entei stressed. “I think he’s waiting for Lucario.”

“What’s Lucario doing?” Max asked, feeling his hair. “Ugh, I think there’s salt water in this…”


Down by the shore, Lucario came gliding in on an impressive breaker. His paws glowed blue as he flipped over into a handstand, then one slipped and he managed to catch himself just before splashing unceremoniously into the surf.

“Nice recovery, Lucario!” Ash called.

Coming back to his feet, Lucario tensed and jumped from the wave crest just as it collapsed. He did a somersault in mid air, and landed on the sand with a crunch.

“Eight point three,” Pikachu judged.

“Fair,” Lucario agreed.

He looked Ash up and down. “You seem wet.”

“Yeah, Entei and Raikou can’t do wind shields,” Ash agreed. “Suicune’s better at that kind of thing.”

Still exerting his own Aura to make sure he could walk more easily on the sand, he headed up to where the others had set up just as Flygon came hovering down to a landing.

“Okay, we’re all here!” May said. “Now, let’s get a bite to eat!”

“Shouldn’t we register for the Pokémon League first?” Max asked. “I mean… we’re entering the Pokémon League, that’s kind of why we’re here.”

He shook his head. “That still sounds so weird to say – I mean, I’m doing an actual Pokémon League.”

“Yeah, I know,” May agreed, unfazed. “But we’ve got, what, four days to do that? And it is lunchtime.”

“She has a point,” Entei mused. “I know I’m a little hungry after that trip.”

“Then that’s where we’d better go,” Ash said.

“Sounds good to me,” Brock agreed.


“Hey, Ash?” Max asked, halfway through their first course. “How did you feel when you first got to the Pokémon League?”

“Well, uh…” Ash frowned. “It was kind of a while ago… I remember being really excited, though.”

“He’s not wrong,” Brock agreed. “He was really excited.”

“Didn’t you go out to the stadium one evening and shout that you were going to be the Pokémon League champion?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah, that… that did happen,” Ash agreed. “I think that was the worst of it, though… and I did enjoy myself.”

Pikachu nodded. “Yeah, it was fun.”

“I seem to remember he called Professor Goodshow Santa Claus,” Brock said.

“Brock, come on…” Ash asked. “It wasn’t that bad, right?”

“I remember that too,” Pikachu said.

“But seriously, Max,” Brock went on, as Ash groaned at the memory. “Your attitude is a perfectly fine one to have – just getting to the Pokémon League is a big achievement, and Ash took until at least his sixth to win.”

“You can’t prove that,” Ash replied, to laughter.

Entei stood, stepping back from his mostly-finished bowl. “Excuse me a moment.”

He pushed the door open – finding it easy, as the few other patrons stepped well out of his way – and loped off down the street.

“I wonder what that was about,” May said. “I hope he liked the food.”

“It’s pretty good, so I don’t think that’s it,” Ash frowned. “And the restaurant’s not very busy because we took so long to find it…”

There was a roar, one loud enough that almost everyone in the restaurant jumped.

“That was Entei, right?” Max checked.

“Yeah, that was him,” Ash agreed. “I hope this doesn’t mean that there’s anyone attacking the town.”

“If there is, then wouldn’t Entei have asked for help?” May asked. “I mean, Raikou was right there next to him.”

“Well, I am halfway through some extremely noodly noodles,” Raikou pointed out – not that May could understand him.

Entei knocked on the door, which then opened by itself.

“Hi,” Latias said. “We’re back – and we got back about twenty minutes ago. How do you expect us to find you if you’re inside a building?”

Ash winced. “…yeah, I should have thought of that.”

He returned Pidgeot, who was sat calmly outside, and Suicune followed Entei into the restaurant.

“…I’ll order some more,” May decided. “Do either of you have a dish you’d prefer?”


“Ah, I thought so! Ash Ketchum, as I live and breathe!”

Ash put his chopsticks down. “…Professor Goodshow?”

“What?” Goodshow asked, looking puzzled. “Oh, that’s strictly honorary – Charles is fine, especially from you.”

The extravagantly bearded Pokémon League president chuckled. “We’ve met often enough, after all. Anyway… I actually was looking for you, Ash.”

“How did you know-” Max started, then stopped. “Wait, never mind, there’s four Legendary Pokémon around the table.”

“It was a masterful bit of deduction,” Mr. Goodshow chuckled. “Anyway, Ash – I was wondering if you’d be willing to help with the Conference?”

“I guess so,” Ash agreed readily. “What is it?”

“Well, I was hoping that we’d be able to do something a little different for the torch ceremonies,” Goodshow explained. “After the little display with Ho-Oh in Johto months ago, I’ve been trying to make sure that there’s a little something showing up whenever possible!”

He checked them off on his fingers. “I’ve managed to get an offer of support from the Ranger Union to persuade a Heatran to participate in the Lily of the Valley ceremony, and someone volunteered to show up with his Mega Charizard for one of the Indigo Leagues if he has the time… anyway, what I was hoping was that your Entei would be willing to participate here!”

Entei looked up, interested.

“Funny thing, they never ask Electric-types to help,” Raikou mused.

“Well, don’t ask me for sympathy,” Suicune pointed out, chuckling. “I think I’m the opposite of a torch.”

Getting to his feet, Entei shook out his smoky mane. “I might be interested,” he rumbled. “What’s your plan?”

“Oh, wonderful,” Mr. Goodshow said, smiling broadly. “Well, I was thinking – normally, the reason there’s a relay is the need for getting the flame from the start to the source. But what if the flames could be started from several places at once?”

“How would that work?” Max asked. “If they have to be meaningful… wait…”

“Yes, you’re on the right lines,” Mr. Goodshow told him.

“He has?” May said. “But you didn’t even ask what he’d decided you meant!”

“Well, how would you do it?” the President asked her. “After all, you are an expert Coordinator!”

May frowned. “Well… oh, I see, Entei’s fast enough that you can set people off from lots of locations quite close together. But then you have more than one source of flame, so you’d need to do something else with the torches instead of just having one of them light the main fire…”

“You’re almost there,” Goodshow smiled at her. “Here’s an extra hint – Entei would also be making an appearance in the stadium.”

“Then – oh, you’d be making a ring out of the torches, and having Entei-”

“Capital!” Goodshow said, clapping. “Well done! Yes, you’re just right.”

“That does sound interesting,” Entei said, frowning. “But perhaps my siblings could also participate? I believe my trainer knows a way of turning water and lightning into a useful aide to the Fire type.”

“That would be excellent!” Mr. Goodshow nodded. “Then can I count on your support?”

Suicune and Raikou shared a wordless look, then both nodded. “It would be an honour,” Suicune confirmed.

“And it’d be a fine experience for the audience, as well!” Raikou elaborated. “Why, it’s a marvellous way for us to introduce ourselves to all of Hoenn!”

Goodshow looked politely blank. “I’m sorry, I can only understand two of you. Is something wrong?”

Raikou reached for something, and looked faintly annoyed when he didn’t find it. “Never mind,” he said, shaking his head. “Now, I may need some time at the ranch in order to find some complete bounders…”


“…so… that says…”

The Houndour peered closer, tilting his head. “Can we get on with it?”

“That’s right,” his elder brother confirmed with a nod.

Houndoom’s tail reached down and wrapped around the sign, lifting it up and replacing it with another. “And this one?”

“Yes, I know I’m…a… uh, Raichu?”

“Raikou,” Houndoom corrected. “You’re doing really great, though!”


“Okay, so we’ve got a week left,” Max said, thinking. “And we don’t know what we might battle in the tournament.”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “So what I think would be a good idea here is if we work out some random battles for you to do – a lot of my Pokémon have training schedules anyway, but I’ve got enough variety that it should help you work out how to deal with various battle styles and types.”

“Right…” Max agreed. “I’ve not got very many Pokémon, so I need to make sure everyone’s got a role.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah – it’s kind of like how I was back in my first League, actually. Butterfree and Primeape were somewhere else, so I only had… Pidgeotto, Pikachu, Kingler, Muk, Bulbasaur, Squirtle and Charizard.”

“…oh, yeah, that was before Charizard listened to you,” Max remembered. “I kind of spent a moment wondering how you lost.”

“Yeah, that was…” Ash shrugged. “Actually, you’re doing really well, so that’s good. And… something you need to think about when you switch a Pokémon in is that you usually only have a certain number of Pokémon you can send in – and revealing who you have can make it easier for your opponent to plan. So if, say, I kept Charizard secret until the finals – he’d be in a great position to do well.”

A shrug. “Or if he got knocked out before my opponent started using Steel-types, then I’d be in trouble.”

Max absorbed that.

“So… random matches, right?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “Dexter – can you pick a random Pokémon for me?”

Affirmative.

“You should pick your first one too,” Ash added. “You know – you and your opponent send out their first pick at the same time.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, selecting a Pokéball.

Ash let Dexter drop the ‘ball into his hand, then threw it at the same time as Max did.

Cinder materialized first, landing with all four knees bent so she could move quickly in any direction, then blinked and let out a long sigh. “Oh, come on…”

Suicune inspected the situation. “I suspect that something unplanned just happened.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, wincing. “Sorry, Max, I guess… yeah, I did say random.”

Don’t blame me for your poor word choices, Dexter advised sagely.

“Should I go, or…” Suicune asked, a little awkwardly.

“I think I’d appreciate a spar, actually,” Lucario suggested.

“Shall we try again?” Ash asked, as his Fighting-type and his Water-type went off to try and kick one another very hard in the name of training.


“Dawn! Dawn Dawn Dawn!”

Dawn chuckled, turning so she could make sure Barry didn’t run her over. “Oh, hey, Barry – how are you?”

“Never mind me!” the hyperactive boy said, skidding to a stop. “What about you? You went missing for a week!”

“I was in Hoenn,” Dawn explained. “You know, for the Grand Festival, Mom took me?”

“I know that!” Barry agreed. “But you took way longer than you said you would – you took a week longer than that!”

“Right,” Dawn agreed. “Yeah, that’s kind of complicated…”

“And – oh, yeah, that’s right!” Barry added. “Mom said she saw you and your mother get back on a Pidgeot – and two Pokémon she didn’t recognize! When did you get a Pidgeot?”

“Those weren’t mine,” Dawn explained, raising her hands. “I’m not old enough to be a trainer.”

Piplup coughed.

“Apart from you,” Dawn amended.

“Wait, when did you get a Piplup?” Barry asked. “Did your Mom get a Pidgeot, then? And what were the other Pokémon? Were they your Mom’s as well?”

“Those were Ash’s,” Dawn answered, then realized she might have made a tactical error.

“Ash?” Barry repeated. “Ash as in Ash Ketchum? You know the Ash Ketchum?”

He stopped. “Wait, that could mean – hold on a second!”

Dawn sighed as Barry ran off back towards his house.

“I think we should probably go,” she said, and Piplup nodded wearily.

Barry had that effect on people.


Corphish swept his ‘sabers around in an arc, one above the other, and Cinder coiled – then sprang, aiming to jump over the top one.

The top saber move upwards, and Cinder’s fangs sparked with electricity. She snapped down on the red blade, sending crackling feedback down it, and twisted her neck as she came down for a landing – enough to send Corphish into the air.

Pausing long enough for her paws to touch the floor, Cinder pounced after him. Her fangs crackled again, and she bit down on thin air – sending a little surge of electricity ahead of her.

Corphish used one saber to block, flicking the blade to send the electricity off to one side, and swung the other around to point at Cinder – with the red Razor Shell deactivated.

“Steady,” Max said warningly, and Cinder tensed – ready to spring clear if this turned out to be an attack.

A moment passed, then Max yelped. “Left!”

Cinder dove to her left, trusting her trainer implicitly, and a large rock smashed into the ground where she’d been.

“What was that?” she asked, coming back to her paws and moving in a steady circle around Corphish.

“The Power,” Corphish replied, scuttling around to keep facing her. “I have lazer swords, of course I have invisible telekinesis power.”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works…” Cinder said, shaking her head.

She slowed, then turned and pounced – moving fast, and diving into the ground with a faint crunch just in front of Corphish.

The Water-type scuttled forwards a step and aimed both pincers down the Dig hole, then fired a Surf directly down it.

Water erupted upwards, then Cinder burst out of the ground in a completely different place to the geyser.

“How did you miss?” Pikachu demanded.

Corphish shrugged, then reignited his sabers and crossed them.

“That’s Swords Dance,” Max said. “You know what to do!”

Cinder nodded, and charged – taking three loping strides, then jinking to the side and aiming for Corphish’ side.

In reply, Corphish’s sabers changed colour to a brilliant turquoise.

His X-Scissor swept through the air, catching Cinder in the side, and she let out a high-pitched yelp before hitting him with a Foul Play in return.

The impact sent both Pokémon sliding across the arena.


“Cinder’s doing pretty well,” Ash said, as Corphish tried to right himself and ended up rolling over onto his back again.

“Yeah, but she did lose,” Max sighed. “I wish I’d known about that X-Scissor.”

Ash shrugged. “That kind of thing happens. It’s a good reason a Pokémon trainer has to know about all Pokémon, not just the ones they train – it helps prevent surprises.”

He chuckled. “That said… I didn’t know Corphish had worked that one out. Maybe I should chat with him…”

“I guess sometimes it’s hard to plan like that,” Max mused, scratching Cinder as she came groggily back to consciousness. “Is that part of why you’re talking with your Pokémon so much in the evening?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “I want to make sure I know what they can do – that way I know how to plan.”

He nodded to Max. “Anyway – what would you have done differently?”

“Swagger,” Cinder said.

“That or Snatch,” Max added. “Foul Play’s good to turn Swords Dance against the user, but if Corphish has X-Scissor it’s kind of risky to let him actually work it up.”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “That’s about right. But another thing you could have done is use Iron Tail to block – no matter what the attack was going to be.”

Cinder and Max both made aaah sounds of realization.

“Another one?” Ash added. “Do you know who you’re going to use?”

“Sure!” Max agreed. “Okay, let’s give this a go…”


Latias hung in the air, a beret perched jauntily on her head.

She adjusted her grip on the paintbrush, and carefully layered some green paint onto the upper branches of a tree. Then she shook the paint off in a jar of water, and loaded the brush up with orange paint instead.

The fact that the palette was floating in mid air beside her was of no particular importance. The water jar and easel were suspended above the ground as well, but frankly that was just for convenience.

“Hmmm…” she cooed, tilting her head, and tapped the brush gently onto the paper. “I think that’s about right…”

She turned away from her half-finished landscape, and fired a pulse of Psywave from her eyes. Casper yelped, phasing into visibility, and sighed.

“Awww… how come you could tell where I was?”

“Plenty of practice!” the Eon Pokémon told him. “Latios and I used to do this all the time, so I know all the tricks – but that doesn’t mean you can’t get me!”

“Yeah, but… how?” Casper asked.

“Use your imagination!” Latias suggested teasingly.

She waited until Casper had floated off, ready to try again, then returned to painting.

There was a really good light at this time of the afternoon… she couldn’t wait to show Bianca.


Guy sprang backwards, claws digging into the ground for a moment to let him spin out of the way, and a powerful Ice Beam formed a trail along the ground where he’d been.

Using his tail to steady himself, the Fighting-type punched straight through an icy Charizard which dove down on him, and grabbed onto the wings before flinging them backwards to lend speed to his jump.

Glalie jinked to the side before slamming into Guy’s flank, forming a crust of ice crystals which fell apart into snow, and Guy hit the ground heavily before coming back to his feet as if nothing was wrong.

“Eat ice!” Glalie requested, horns flaring, and he sent a shower of icy Zubats plunging down at his doughty foe.

“Dynamic Punch!” Max ordered.

Adjusting his footing, Guy targeted one of the icebats and fired off a Dynamicpunch directly at it. The concussive shockwave shattered all of Glalie’s ice constructs, clearing the entire wave, and Guy rode the recoil back onto his thick tail before springing upwards again in a Sky Uppercut.

Glalie knocked him back to the ground again with a wave of Frost Breath, and followed it up by sending a pulse of chill energy outwards which made it begin to hail.

“Hey!” Venusaur called from nearby. “Some of us are trying to work out moves involving petals!”

Glalie shrugged, then rolled sideways in mid-air and avoided a high-power Facade from the still-undeterred Breloom.

“So… how’s this going?” Max asked, as the aerial battle continued. Glalie’s occasional ice constructs stopped Guy from focusing on the Ice-type himself, but they also gave him another platform for continuing the airborne skirmish – so they were sort of a net zero, in terms of effectiveness. “I guess the main focus here is airborne battle?”

“It’s working out that way,” Ash agreed. “And he’s got Thunderpunch, which is good for most fliers – but what would you do against a Ground-type or Dragon-type?”

“Ground types, I’d have him use Bullet Seed or Seed Bomb,” Max said. “Wait – I know!”

He turned his attention back to the battle. “Guy, use a Seed Bomb to keep yourself in the air!”

“Nice idea!” Ash complimented.

“Seed Bomb!” Guy said, firing one out, and braced himself – then rode the shockwave as it exploded, launching him back up towards Glalie.

“I’ll have to remember that one,” Max decided.


“This is pretty much it for Hoenn,” Brock said, sitting back and looking up at the sky. “Are you guys excited for Kanto?”

Ninetales waved her long tails. “I grew up in Kanto.”

“…yeah, but I was going somewhere with this,” Brock said. “Anyway. What about you, Flygon?”

“Kanto will be interesting, I think,” the Dragon-type said. “It’s obviously going to be a bit cooler than the weather is in Hoenn, but that’ll be something new and something I can get used to.”

He flared his wings. “Where are we going to be going in Kanto?”

“Oh, all over the place,” Brock shrugged. “May’s got her Contest ribbons to pick up, Max probably has the Gyms to do – though I don’t know if he’ll do the Pewter gym, actually, I should ask…”

“And Ash?” Stantler queried.

“Well… I don’t know,” Brock admitted. “Last time around he did the Battle Frontier, but I’m not sure if he’d be interested this time.”

Ninetales chuckled. “And why exactly would he not be interested?”

Brock shrugged. “I don’t know, really. But it was something he achieved last time.”

He held his hand up, blocking some of the glare from the sun. “Then again, though, maybe that challenge will be harder this second time as well. It’s not like everything’s stayed the same.”

Stantler and Ninetales saw their trainer smile, and both knew what he meant about things not staying the same.

There was one change in particular Brock was very happy about.

“Anyway, I didn’t ask you, Stantler,” Brock went on. “What do you think?”

“Well… I think it’d be nice to visit my old herd, if you can find them,” Stantler said seriously. “I know that’s Johto, not Kanto, but… I’d like to let my mother know I’m fine.”

“Of course!” Brock agreed. “Hopefully we’ll find them easily enough.”

“Thank you,” Stantler smiled, leaning in and licking Brock’s palm.

After a moment, he lay down on the soft grass. “And I think I’d like to see some of the big cities in Kanto, as well,” he decided. “I’ve heard they’re huge!”

“I’ll show you around Celadon,” Ninetales decided.

“What about Sinnoh?” Brock added. “It’s cold up there, but it’s not always covered in snow…”

“Pity, I was looking forward to melting a tunnel,” Ninetales said – so deadpan that it made both Stantler and her trainer chuckle.

“There’s certainly Snowpoint City, that’s usually cold,” Brock mused. “And some of the places in Sinnoh are breathtaking – Michina is a jewel.”

“Isn’t that the place where you went back in time again?” Stantler asked.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “And – yeah, I don’t know if that one’s even going to happen. But after what Celebi did, it might just be even more confusing.”

Flygon hummed. “I’m not sure how I’d do with snow everywhere… perhaps I should get a sweater?”

“Sounds like something to look for in Celadon!” Ninetales suggested.


“Okay, all warmed up?” Blaziken asked.

“Easy for you to say,” May said, finishing her stretches. “You’re not just a Fighting-type, but – you know…”

“Yes, a Fire type. I come pre warmed up,” Blaziken confirmed. “Regardless – if you’re ready?”

“I think so,” May agreed.

“Then let’s try a kata,” her starter said. “Remember the first set of moves?”

May frowned. “Is this that first kata? Then… turn to the right and punch forwards with the first step, block downwards with the second step… turn around and repeat that… then face the way you started, block, and finish with three punches.”

“That’s correct.”

Blaziken stood next to her, diagonally off so neither would be trying to hit the other, and May took a deep breath.

“Ready?” he asked, and got a nod. “Begin.”

They moved slowly, Blaziken limiting himself to May’s speed, and she moved through the kata with a slow grace.

Once she finished that final punch, she held it for a second before drawing her fist back and breathing deeply – relaxing, letting the tension drain away.

“Good,” the Fire-type said, smiling. “Now, time for the bit I’ve not been telling you so far about this kata.”

“…what is it?” May asked, suspiciously. “It’s not meant to be blindfold, is it?”

“No, but that does sound like a good idea…” Blaziken said, then shook his head. “It’s mostly that it’s not a combative kata – the Heian series is better at that. Taikyoku Shodan is just the easy one.”

He paused. “And I might make you do it in reverse in a week or two.”

May did a double-take. “Reverse?”

“It’s an excellent demonstration of control,” Blaziken told her earnestly. “Now – let’s do some quick practice at sparring, then we can work on your blocks.”

“Right,” May agreed.

She took her stance, one foot forward and the other turned to the side, and Blaziken did the same.

May frowned, thinking, then opened with a one-two strike. Blaziken blocked the first and let the second through, feeling the thump it made as it contacted, then telegraphed a slow kick which May’s forearm swept down to block.

It was obviously done for sparring rather than as a proper attack – May knew that if Blaziken did a proper kick he’d launch her into the nearest tree – but that was fine, she was learning.

Last week she’d been pushed over onto the grass when he’d tried even such a slow kick…


Butterfree’s wings flared as he launched out a Solarbeam, and Delta curled a fin to get out of the way.

The Bug-type kept up his focus, banking around so Delta had to keep dodging, and then his charge ran out.

“Delta, that’s not working,” Max decided. “Let’s try – Rain Dance!”

Delta rolled his wings, then flapped hard to gain height, and as he did the clouds began to gather around the battlefield.

“Okay, that is a good move,” Ash told him. “But there’s something else you need to think about, too – what happens if your opponent also tries to control the weather?”

“I guess then… whoever gets control of the weather has an advantage,” Max allowed, as Butterfree banished the clouds again. The sunlight intensified, and Delta’s flight path lowered a bit.

“Delta, Aqua Ring!” Max ordered. “Okay, good – now, use that to stay out of the sun!”

“That’s a good move,” Ash confirmed. “It’ll stop the sun from being as bad for Delta, and… actually, let’s show the other thing. Butterfree, Solarbeam!”

“What, really?” Butterfree asked. “But he’s-”

“I know!” Ash told him. “I want to demonstrate!”

“Fine,” Butterfree said, in the tones of someone who knew this was a bad idea. He flapped higher, drifting on the air currents, and let the sunlight bathe him in light.

A moment’s pause, and a beam of green-yellow light speared down towards Delta.

The moment that it hit, there was a brilliant multicoloured iridescence of side-scatter as the hundreds of little droplets in the Aqua Ring threw off their own rainbow.

“And that’s the other good thing!” Ash explained, shading his eyes. “It’s a pretty good defence against Solarbeam in general.”

Max nodded to himself. “Right, I get it. And I guess it’d get in the way of a lot of other attacks… Delta, try a Waterfall!”

Butterfree stopped his demonstrative Solarbeam, and dove – shedding height and gaining speed, so he whistled right past Delta and out of attack range before the Mantine had even got together enough water for his attack.

“It’s probably not a good idea to focus on water attacks,” Ash hinted.

“Oh, right,” Max realized. “Okay, let’s try… Fly, Delta! Get as high as you can!”

Delta complied, gaining height until it was hard to see him against the late-afternoon sky.

“Careful he doesn’t go that high in the League battles,” Ash warned. “Not against a ground-bound Pokémon, anyway. They try to make sure you don’t leave the stadium entirely unless both Pokémon are Flying-types or otherwise able to fight in mid-air.”

“Didn’t you once have the KO in one of your matches take place three miles up or something?” Max asked.

“Yeah, but that was an airborne battle,” Ash clarified. “Basically, I don’t think you’re allowed to stay up there until your opponent gets bored.”

“That’s okay,” Max shrugged, and waved an arm. “Okay, Delta, go ahead!”

There was a long pause, and then Air Cutters came curling out of the sky.

Butterfree ducked, dodged, rolled, and took his first hit with the fourth salvo. “Right, this is becoming inconvenient.”

A visible wake appeared at the trailing edges of his wings, and Butterfree accelerated up into the air towards Delta.

“Just so you know,” Ash added. “Probably not a good idea to try this when it’s raining. Actually, if you’re going to try this you might want to make it sunny if anything.”

“Why would – oh, right,” Max realized. “Electric attacks in the rain…”

There was a thunderous explosion from some distance away, and a tree creaked before crashing to the ground.


“Okay, I think that’s pretty much confirmed it,” Pikachu said, waving his tail and sending stray sparks crackling off in all directions. “That’s your upper limit without going to Mega Manectric, at least at the moment.”

Arc’s fur was all straight up on end, like a koosh-ball. “Yeah, it kind of seems like it…”

He shook himself, not affecting his fur much. “Uh… how should I discharge everything?”

“I think you’re safe to pour it into the ground, so long as you do it slowly,” Pikachu judged. “The tree was a single big burst.”

Arc nodded, and began scraping a depression to put his paws in.

“Remember, if you’re fighting another Electric-type and you’re getting close to feeling like that, send it somewhere,” Pikachu added. “You don’t want your fur to explode like that in a battle.”

He frowned. “Well, maybe explode is kind of an extreme way to put it… but that was a loud bang.”


“Hm…” Latias said to herself, floating back a bit to examine her painting.

That looked… pretty much finished, actually.

Hey, brother? she asked, opening their connection. Do you have a sec?

Latias? Latios asked. Oh, hey sis. How’s things in Hoenn?

Not bad, not bad, Latias told him. Weather’s great, I’m far enough away from the training area not to get caught in any Rain Dances or Hails. What about in Altomare?

Latios widened the link, letting her see through his eyes, and she winced. Ouch, that’s pretty heavy rain. I guess it’s just passing too far north to hit us.

Probably, Latios agreed. This is the heavy bit, I think, but it’s been wet all day. I don’t mind, really, but… you know.

Right. Latias thought for a moment, then remembered what she’d been thinking about originally. Oh, yeah – is Bianca around?

I think so, Latios send, coloured with minor uncertainty. I’ll go look for her.

Thanks, Latias smiled. I’ve done a painting, and I’d like her to have a look to see how it is. See if there’s anything I left out.

So you’ll want me to sight-share, then? Latios asked. What’s wrong with just bringing the painting here?

Latias giggled. It’s a bit of a long way… plus it’d get wet, too.

She watched as Latios plunged into the water, shooting along their secret pathways hidden in the canals beneath Altomare.

He could have just gone invisible, but this way he didn’t get wet.

He got soaked.

Funny, that, isn’t it… Latios mused, turning a corner and passing below a shoal of Remoraid. Okay, not far to-

Something wet hit Latias on the small of her back.

“Gotcha!”

Just a sec, she sent Latios, focusing on her own body. “What was – Casper, was that a water balloon?”

“Yep!” Casper said, floating next to a Y-shaped catapult. “You said to use my imagination!”

Latias sighed. “Well done, you got me. Now, try to work out a way that would work in a Pokémon battle.”

Casper looked contemplative.

Found Bianca! Latios sent her.

Latias turned her attention back to the painting. Great! Hold on a sec… right, can you sight-share so Bianca can see it?

It was nice to have a hobby.


“Okay, nearly there,” Max said, looking down at the map from his pack. “I think… right, yeah, about a hundred metres this way. Ash, you’re… over there.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “We’re right at one end of the course, right?”

“We should be,” Max said. “Or Entei’s going to have a really weird-looking route…”

Correct, you are at the far counterclockwise extreme of the arc, Dexter told Ash. And, for once, not lost.

Ash shrugged. “Okay – that means we’re ready, right?”

“Just about,” Max nodded. “We do need to wait a few minutes, though.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed.

He sent out Entei in a flash of light. “Ready?”

“Fairly so,” Entei confirmed, shaking out his fur, and little embers of smoke wreathed him. “I’m interested to see the end result, I must admit.”

“Yeah, I think Mr. Goodshow wants to make the Leagues as good as he can…” Ash said.

“And with you around, that means he’s not short of options,” Pikachu agreed. “Do you think he’ll try an around-the-world torch relay for Sinnoh?”

“…actually, that wouldn’t surprise me very much,” Ash agreed.

He checked the time, passing Entei his Fast Ball. “Okay, nearly there…”

As the clock clicked over to seven o’clock, Ash waved. “Now!”

The Fire-type nodded, and exhaled a breath of flame. It touched the edge of Ash’s torch, setting it alight, and then he spun and did the same to Max’s one.

Claws digging into the ground, Entei got his bearings and sprinted off – heading for the next trainer, about a hundred metres clockwise around the circle.

“Let’s go!” Ash added, and started running towards the stadium. Max followed behind, jogging a little slower than Ash, and after a moment Ash reduced his speed to match.

“Thanks,” Max said quickly. “You’re way fitter than me…”

“Yeah, that’s the whole… Aura thing…” Ash agreed. “And the… you know, sparring thing…”

Lucario joined them with a flash. “I see that I do not get a torch.”

“I think they’re for trainers only,” Ash replied.

“I don’t see why that means I’m left out,” Lucario said. “I mean, I train you, and I’ve been helping train May, therefore I’m a human trainer. As distinct from a human Trainer.”

“I think I’m just confused,” Max said.

Someone came into view, running on a path that joined theirs, and a few seconds later the newcomer joined their procession.

“Oh, hi!” she said. “This is pretty cool, huh? I met an – wait, wait, I recognize you! Was that your Entei?”

“Yeah, that’s him,” Ash confirmed. “You’re right, I’m Ash – and this is Max, he’s a friend of mine. What’s your name?”

“Hope,” the other trainer told him. “It’s my first time at a League, so I’m kind of nervous…”

“It’s okay, just do your best,” Ash advised. “It doesn’t matter if you win or lose, so long as you’re satisfied with how you did.”


Entei ran along a side street, dodging to one side to avoid a parked car, then bunched up and sprang to the top of a nearby building.

“Hi,” Latias said, keeping her feathers tuned to make her transparent. “Everything okay?”

“Two hundred and fifty-six torches lit,” Entei confirmed.

Latias floated a little higher, looking out over the city. “Wow, I can see them already! It’s kind of like watching a river flow together…”

As she watched, two processions of trainers – each a half-dozen or so strong – ran into one another at an intersection, and joined up into a single larger procession.

“Ahem,” Entei coughed quietly.

“Right,” Latias agreed.

She took the ‘ball Entei produced, returned him, and then put the Fast Ball in her bag and flew down to ground level.

Dropping her invisibility illusion to switch to a human one, she knocked at the staff entrance and let herself in with a pass – one describing her as Bianca, and her role as ‘special effects’.


“Remembering the opening for the Silver Conference?” Brock asked.

“Kind of, yeah,” May agreed. “I seem to be sort of making a habit of the whole ‘help with the League’ thing…”

She looked up at the sky. “I wasn’t sure if we’d got the right time, but it is getting dark pretty quickly – so I think we did get it fairly close.”

Brock was about to say something in reply, but a cheer went up and interrupted their conversation as the first few trainers came into the stadium – torches held high.

“Not Ash,” May said. “I guess it’s not surprising.”

“Yeah, some of these people must have started off in Ever Grande City itself,” Brock agreed. “I wonder when – there!”

As the first procession completed their lap of the stadium and began to look around for their next step, Suicune and Raikou came loping down the main steps of the stadium. Jumping into the arena, they slowed and approached one another – then, turning, took up station either side of a large bowl.

Suicune inclined her head to the lead runner, and indicated the bowl beside her. When she spoke, it was too quiet to hear, but the trainers reacted – they exchanged glances with one another, then the one in front approached.

He put his torch into a slot in the side of the bowl, and it soundlessly rotated just enough that the next torch bearer could put theirs in as well.

“Wait – I recognize him,” Brock said. “I think that’s Ritchie – you know, Ritchie Getem?”

“Yeah, we met him a few months ago,” May confirmed. “Maybe I shouldn’t be surprised someone like Ash was first…”

Lucario sat down next to them.

“I decided to beat the traffic,” he explained.


“It feels strange, watching the opening ceremony now,” Johanna said, stroking Glameow. “I mean – your friends are right there, and that’s even one of the Pokémon who helped take us back home!”

“Yeah,” Dawn agreed, then frowned. “Or maybe not… not for me, anyway. I’m kind of used to the idea, after Sinnoh and Unova.”

“Right,” Johanna nodded. “I suppose.”

She sighed. “It’s very hard to keep all this in mind – even with what Mr. Maple said about thinking of it as a past instead of a future that didn’t happen.”

Piplup said something, and Dawn chuckled.

“Did you understand him?” Johanna added.

“No, not really,” Dawn clarified. “Just… good guesses, really.”

“Hey! Hey, Dawn!”

Dawn turned from the TV, looking at the window. “Barry? What are you doing out this late?”

“Is that Suicune the same Suicune you met last week?” Barry asked. “And that Raikou too, did you meet him?”

“Yeah, I did,” Dawn confirmed. “Barry, why…”

“Well, I thought I’d better check!” Barry defended himself. “Because you were in Hoenn, and there was that Suicune, and then I see a Suicune in Hoenn so of course that’s what I think!”

Looking through the window, he frowned. “Hey, what are they doing with those torches?”

“It looks like they’re making a big ring of them,” Johanna said. “There’s probably a very good reason for it…”

She looked around. “But why aren’t you watching it at home? Surely you’d have a better picture there?”

“Well…” Barry frowned. “I guess that does make sense. Bye!”

He vanished at speed.

“He’s going to burst something one of these days,” Johanna said. “Wait – look, is that Ash and Max?”

Dawn turned back to the TV, checked for a moment, and nodded. “Yeah, that’s them.”


“I’m still not sure how you got lost in the middle of a crowd of a hundred other runners,” Max said.

“Nor am I,“Ash replied, right at the back of the line.

The trainer just ahead of them put her torch into its slot, and then an invisible pink-and-white dragon rotated the holder so that Ash and Max could complete the set.

“Everything’s ready,” Latias whispered.

“Good,” Ash replied, almost as softly, and put his torch in place. That done, he and Max retreated to where the rest of the competitors were lined up in eight ranks.

For a breath, everything was still. Then the whole huge bowl began to spin.

Slowly at first, then faster and faster, until the light of the torches was whipped by the wind into a single spiralling blur.

It began to rise into the air, reaching ten feet in height, then twenty, and hung there spinning like a top.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Mr. Goodshow announced, the PA system carrying his words to all corners of the stadium. “It is my pleasure to open… the Ever Grande League!”

Suicune and Raikou braced themselves, then roared. The bowl slammed to a stop, so suddenly it would have sent the torches flying if they hadn’t been locked in place.

And, in a massive burst of flame, Entei burst out of the bowl and added his roar to his siblings. Cinders and smoke flashed skywards, a concussive blast which lit the area as if from a giant bonfire, and when it began to fade it was with the main Ever Grande League bowl blazing bright and true.

Taking his place by Suicune and Raikou, Entei shook out his mane – sparks flying up to join the smoke-and-flame plume from the torch, now rising up to be landed by the side of the arena – and then all three Beasts of Johto left the stadium, running so fast it was barely possible to see them move.


Okay, look, I told you what happened.

“Still not satisfied,” Aaron said, forearms crossed as he walked. “That was an important and touching incident from my life you used for the plot.”

I had to use a Ninetales, Arceus protested. They live long enough, they curse people…

“Actually, I agree with Aaron,” Giratina spoke up. “Bad move, Dad.”

Fine, fine, mistakes were made, Arceus sighed. You’ve got to admit that it was a unique twist, though.

“Yeah, being chased out of town by a mob isn’t my idea of a fun morning,” Palkia muttered.

“You teleported,” Aaron pointed out. “And Dialga slowed time, and Giratina used Shadow Force to jump out of Pokémon square. So really I was the only one who got chased out.”

“Actually, now you mention that, I am sorry about that,” Giratina said. “I really should have let you ride along.”

“I’d have asked you to stick around, but I didn’t like how that Clefable was looking at us,” Aaron admitted. “Okay, let’s just… try to get this sorted out.”

He shook his head. “Thanks for telling us it wasn’t originally me, by the way…”

That was supposed to be a suspenseful thing, but… you made your point, Arceus said. I’m as old as the world, I’m old enough to admit fault.

“This world is maybe a few months old,” Dialga pointed out. “I’m older than this world.”

“Where next?” Palkia checked.

“Mount Blaze,” Aaron told him. “I think we might need you to use your amazing powers of summoning water on some Fire-types.”

“Just tell me there won’t be any Fairy types…”


AN:

And the transition to the Ever Grande conference. With training!

Also an opening ceremony thing.

As an aside, I do about a thousand words of this fic six days a week. If there’s a delay that generally means that I’m building up a larger chapter/update.






184. Hoenn 57


“It’s kind of bizarre to be in the stands looking down at Max,” May confided. “Well, you know what I mean… when Max is in one of the battles, and I’m up here.”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed, looking around at the jam-packed stadium. “I guess it shouldn’t be surprising that this one’s been the one that most people want to see.”

He winced. “Actually, I’m not sure how many people are in the other three preliminary stadiums at all…”

“I think it’s supposed to be stadia,” May corrected. “Stadios?”

As they wondered about that one, there was a cheer.


Ash walked out onto the arena floor, a little surprised by the volume of the crowd, and saw his opponent coming out of his own tunnel.

“Uh…” the other trainer said, sounding startled. “Yeah, I’m just going to… hope this goes alright.”

He expanded out a Pokéball. “Go, Rhyperior!”

“Pikachu!” Ash said, pointing, and Pikachu ran up his arm before jumping off his hand and somersaulting onto the floor.

“Now, remember!” the announcer called. “Preliminary matches are one Pokémon only! The loser is eliminated. As we have a full roster this year, there will not be the chance for high-performing defeated trainers to return to the tournament.”

He paused. “Begin!”

“Fire!” called the other trainer.


Pikachu immediately darted forwards, sparks of lightning fizzling on his cheeks, and spun with his tail glowing white to shatter a Rock Blast that Rhyperior shot at him as soon as the battle started.

Keeping up his momentum, Pikachu pushed off the wreckage of the first Rock Blast and rose a little higher. Coiling, he landed on the second Rock Blast, and kicked off it towards Rhyperior – moving faster this time.

The third one exploded the moment he touched it, and the Electric-type was knocked high into the air.

“Electroball!” Ash called.

Seeing Ash’s plan in a moment, Pikachu dumped power into a quickly-formed sphere of electricity and shot it downwards at Rhyperior. He added a little electrostatic kick to it, and the attack detonated on Rhyperior’s forearm – the shower of sparks and little bolts of lightning ruining his aim, making the Rock Wrecker go wide.

A fissured rock exploded in the air behind Pikachu as he dropped back to the stadium floor, and he took a moment to see how much of an impact his Electroball had actually had.

Very little, as it turned out. Some of the sparks were still present, forming a glittering cloud expanding slowly outwards, but even as he watched they were sucked into Rhyperior’s horns like the rest of the attack.

“Hm,” Pikachu said, ears twitching. “Lightningrod.”

He cracked his knuckles. “Okay, then.”


“I still can’t believe we’re facing Ash Ketchum…” Ryan said under his breath. “Okay, Rhyperior – stay alert! You know he doesn’t need Electric attacks to fight… I know! Earth Power and Fire Blast!”

Rhyperior nodded confirmation, and slammed his tail into the ground. A web of cracks spread out, aided by a stomp that Rhyperior drove into the ground in front of his position, and then he shot a Fire Blast down through one of the holes.

Flames and rock burst outwards from the Fire-type attack, which raced all around the ring Rhyperior had dug, and a glowing hot ring formed around the burly Rock-type.

Then he pointed one arm, and fired a Stone Edge.

By the time he fired, Pikachu was somewhere else. Blurring around in a circle with Agility, the Electric-type dodged Rhyperior’s entire attack and pelted towards the moat.

“Earthquake!” Ryan snapped.

Rhyperior slammed down a fist, and the whole stadium area trembled – the shaking stopping short of the stands due to a pair of Reuniclus reinforcing the LinesPokémon for the battle.

As the shaking pulsed out, Pikachu jumped into the air. He landed just once, long enough to kick off again, and his second leap took him clear over the red-hot moat Rhyperior had put together.

“Metal Burst!” Ryan ordered, hoping that this would work.

Pikachu rammed home a blue-glowing palm, the impact sending Rhyperior staggering – absurd for such a small Pokémon – then his rocky skin pulsed bright silver, and Pikachu got blasted backwards as the attack reflected all the energy that had been put into it.

“Right!” Ryan cheered, as Pikachu bounced once before recovering and skidding to a halt. “That hurt him!”

Rhyperior rubbed his chest.

“…and you, I guess,” Ryan added. “Keep it up! Uh… Rock Wrecker!”

The Rock-type attack took a precious second to work up, but Pikachu didn’t take the opportunity to dodge. Ryan wondered what that meant, and then-

Rhyperior fired a boulder infused with Rock-type energy directly at his Electric-type opponent.

Then Pikachu countered the Rock Wrecker with one of the most powerful Electric attacks Ryan had ever seen. It hit the oncoming boulder like a lance of light, hesitated for a long moment, then punched right through the centre and blew it into a shower of rock fragments.

There was a blur of blue light, and then Pikachu was springing forwards. Gravel was raining down all over the middle of the stadium, and a shining blue Aura Sphere flashed forwards for Rhyperior to block it with a Water Pulse, and then everything got a bit too fast for Ryan to follow.

“Magnitude!” he called.

Rhyperior’s tail slammed into the ground, harder than the last time, and Ryan nearly lost his footing from the ground moving underneath him. There was a squeak, a half-cut off cry of “Pika-!”, then a slam.

After the shaking had subsided, Ryan looked up – and saw his Rhyperior slowly collapsing to the ground, hitting with a sound like an ongoing avalanche.

Standing on top of him was a small yellow dot.


“Wow, he was pretty good!” Brock said, applauding. “His Rhyperior reminds me of Forrest – he’s got one, and it’s pretty strong.”

“That’s the one you told me about, right?” May checked. “The one who fought a Latias?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Brock confirmed. “He was really helpful when Forrest did the Gym qualification course, too…”


“Oh, hey, I recognize her,” Misty said, pointing at the screen.

Karen followed her gaze. “The girl in the northern arena?”

“That’s right,” Misty confirmed. “She makes kind of a career out of beating Ash’s most powerful Pokémon. I’m surprised she’s in Hoenn, though, my sisters said she challenged their gym.”

“I’m sure there’s an explanation,” Togekiss opined.

“Yeah, I think there is too,” Misty agreed. “I’m just kind of wondering what it is.”

As they watched, Casey sent out her Pokémon, and her opponent followed suit.

“Huh, her Elekid evolved,” Misty said. “Lucky her!”

“And is that a shiny Riolu she’s with?” Karen asked. “Wait… I think I do remember her – isn’t she the one where most of her team’s either black-and-yellow or has a scarf?”

“That’s her,” Misty nodded. “She’s a massive baseball fan, too.”


“Bladestorm, use Stealth Rock!” Gale ordered.

His Skarmory dove in a U-shaped arc, steely feathers scraping the ground at the low point of his dive, and the scrapes pulsed before flashing and producing a half-dozen large stones.

Electabuzz regarded them with irritation, and batted away the closest one with a Rock Smash which left it in fragments.

“Good start!” Casey told him enthusiastically. “Now, let’s use a pinch hit!”

“Pinch hit?” Gale repeated. “What kind of Pokémon move is that?”

Electabuzz chuckled, a sound with an electric humm in the air behind it, and his antenna sparked. He drew back a fist, and hurled a bolt of lightning at Bladestorm.

“Autotomize!” Gale yelped.

The Skarmory flapped hard – shedding feathers, which got in the way of the attack and which made it discharge early. Electabuzz’ Shock Wave attack went astray, sending a shower of sparks off in all directions, and Bladestorm swept around in an Immelmann turn before blasting back a flurry of Swift stars at his Electric-type opponent.

Electabuzz raised both arms to block them, then had to dive out of the way of a follow-up Rock Tomb.

“Electabuzz, you’re the batter now!” Casey said. “Pick up one of those feathers!”

Moving fast, Electabuzz ran across the arena floor and snatched up one of Bladestorm’s discarded primaries. Gripping it near the end like a baseball bat, he lined up briefly on the second Rock Tomb attack and sent it flying.

“Great!” Casey complimented.

“Great…” Gale muttered. “Right – Steel Wing! He can’t block all of you!”

Electabuzz shifted his grip, looking like he was ready to try.

“…wait,” Gale added, as Bladestorm lined up for his attack. “No! Abort!”

Bladestorm flared his wings, arresting his speed, and twisted hard right to get out of range. Electabuzz lunged forwards, bat whistling through the air, and a little spark jumped across the gap in the moment before Bladestorm made it back out of range and into the air.

“Your Pokémon was going to use the feather to conduct a Thunderbolt!” he accused.

Casey blinked. “…uh, yeah?”

She shook her head. “Okay, Electabuzz, let’s hit this one out of the park! Electroball!”

“Okay, I see where this is going,” Gale said. “Sandstorm, Bladestorm!”


The shield around the arena became visible, rippling from thousands of tiny sand impacts as the LinesPokémon kept the Sandstorm from affecting the crowd.

“You know Will’s training some Mr. Mime to help with that?” Karen asked. “He’s had Umbreon and Sneasel help test their barriers against Dark-type attacks – apparently if they make them out of hardened air it sort of works.”

“And I bet you’re trying to work out how to get through them,” Misty added.

“Of course,” Karen agreed. “Why wouldn’t I?”

They shared a chuckle, then Karen blinked as the Electroball whistled past Skarmory.

“That was fast…” she said. “I suppose this is Electro Baseball?”

“I think that’s what Casey’s turned it into,” Misty nodded.

She rubbed the back of Milotic’s neck. “I think we might need to get you a bath soon,” she said. “You’re starting to dry out.”

“What, again?” Karen asked.

“Water-type,” Misty pointed out. “You didn’t complain about the swimming pool yesterday.”

“It was hot yesterday,” Karen riposted, with a smile. “But point taken.”


Rain pattered down all over the arena, driving the sand out of the air.

“Okay, her Electabuzz lost the last feather, that’s good,” Gale said to himself. “Uh… Bladestorm, try and get a Sandstorm going again!”

Bladestorm rolled, clattering his wing-feathers together, and then a blast of lightning leapt out of the cloud and sent him crashing to the ground.

“Bladestorm!” Gale said, almost as shocked as his Skarmory. “What did you do?”

“Thunder!” Casey explained. “Soaking wet and made of metal, you’re kind of at risk – it’s one of the reasons baseball games have to end if a thunderstorm’s moving in.”

“…oh, well,” Gale sighed, returning Bladestorm once it was clear the Steel-type wasn’t going to get up again. “Good match.”

Walking forwards over the muddy grass, he shook her hand. “I knew I should have kept up the Kanto challenge…”

“Wait, you were doing that one too?” Casey asked, recalling her tired Electabuzz. “Huh – snap!”

Gale snorted. “Should have known…”


“Hi, guys,” Ash said. “Oh, thanks for keeping a seat for me, Lucario.”

Lucario crossed his arms and stuck his tongue out. “This is my seat, and I’m keeping it.”

Shrugging, Ash sat next to the Steel-type. “So, what did I miss?”

“A couple of matches,” May said. “Ethan says that Casey was in one of the other arenas – wasn’t she the one who beat up Charizard?”

One of the Pokéballs on Ash’s belt twitched.

“Yeah, and he’s not really happy about it,” Ash agreed. “This is one good thing about being right near the start of the schedule, though.”

“We get some time to actually watch matches,” Pikachu elaborated. “Hey, isn’t that the guy who you helped with his Metang?”

“Yeah, that’s Morrison,” Ash agreed. “Let’s see what he uses-”

“Of course it’s the Metang,” May asserted. “You’ll see.”

The first Pokémon to appear on the field was a Golem, sent out by his opponent, and then Morrison sent out his Metang.

It was a Metang.

“Okay, it was the Metang,” Ash said. “You were right.”

“So,” Brock said. “Golem are… I have to admit, I’m a Rock-type… uh… I’m trained in Rock types, but I’ve never seen what’s great about Golem compared to Geodude.”

“Preach it,” Geodude agreed, arms folded.

“…when did you come out?” May asked.

Geodude spread his hands. “Word.”


“So, what do you think?” Max asked.

Cinder tilted her head. “I think I’d find this Metang a lot easier to fight than this Golem is.”

They watched as the Metang’s pair of clawed arms/legs went up, slowing Golem with a pulse of psychic energy, then grabbed his forearms and threw him over the Steel-type’s shoulder.

“I mean, you know, it’s doing a lot of psychic stuff, and…” Cinder shrugged.

“Yeah, but it’s doing a lot of punching, too,” Max countered. “And that-”

There was a thwam as Metang lashed out with a Meteor Mash.

“-like that,” Max amended.

Cinder growled softly, a rippling rising-and-falling tone without any real threat or malice behind it. “I’m fairly sure I could fight it, though…”

“Hey, keep your voice down,” someone asked.

“Sorry,” Max winced.

“It’s okay,” the other trainer said, more quietly. “It’s just kind of easy to forget that there’s other people in here…”

“It’s good of them to put in TV screens,” Cinder opined. “It makes it easier for trainers who are going last to get as much of a look at the battles as the trainers who go first.”

“You’re right,” Max agreed, softer this time.

“…wait, you can understand her?” the other trainer asked, surprised. “I thought that was really rare.”

“It took a long time to learn it,” Max said honestly. “But we kept it up, and now – yeah, it’s pretty great.”

“Cool,” the other boy said. “Oh – I’m Yun, by the way.”

“Max,” Max introduced himself. “This is Cinder.”

“Max!” Cinder barked softly, nodding at the screen.

They watched as Metang caught a Rock Throw in his metallized fist, then took a second one directly to the face.

“How did he do that?” Yun asked.

“I think… yeah, I see,” Max said. “See, the Golem was using Earthquake at the same time, so he was making Metang concentrate on three things at once – the shield lost itself a bit. I guess he’ll have to make sure he splits his attention more now.”

“Like how Metang have two brains!” Yun realized. “That’s pretty smart – I wouldn’t have worked that out.”

Max shrugged, a little embarrassed. “I try to spot tricks like that… it’s important to know a lot about your Pokémon.”

“I can agree with that,” Yun said.

Both boys were now watching the screen as they talked, and so they saw when Golem peeled out into a Rollout and drove straight at Metang.

“So, what do you think it’s going to do?” Yun asked.

“I’m not sure,” Max replied. “With that much mass, Golem could be trying to break through the shield… or perhaps…”

A light began to shine from inside Golem’s craggy exterior. Then there was a brilliant red flash, and the speakers relayed a faint bang just as the ground shook ever-so-slightly.

“Explosion, right?” Yun said, wincing. “That must be painful.”

“Yeah, for both of them…” Max agreed.

As the dust cleared, both Golem and Metang were still up and fighting – though they looked quite beaten about by the explosion.

Metang turned slightly, listening to its trainer, then shot forwards – moving as fast as a speeding train, it headbutted directly into the startled Golem.

Chips of rock flicked out from the impact point, and Golem staggered. Then, as he started to recover, Metang grabbed him and pulled him forwards and upwards.

Then he used Meteor Mash repeatedly, keeping Golem suspended in mid-air on a cushion of punch.

“…I guess that’s that battle,” Yun said, wincing. “Ouch!”

Golem landed, rolled several times, and hit the arena wall with a thud – then collapsed backwards, no longer able to battle.

“Hmmm…” Cinder mused. “I think I’d need to start with a Fireshock…”


“Are you sure you’re ready for this, Rose?” Ritchie asked.

Rose nodded solemnly, wings half-spread. Of course, she sent him. It’s what I’ve trained for.

“All right, you know best,” the Psychic chuckled.

Recalling the Flying-type, he popped her ‘ball on his belt, then lifted up Sparky to rest on his shoulder.

“You’re not getting any lighter,” he said, with a huff of effort. “Come on, try a diet one of these days?”

“Not likely,” Sparky replied. “Besides, I am getting lighter. I weighed myself today, I’m one pound lighter than I was last month.”

“Fine, fine,” Ritchie laughed. “Okay, let’s get going!”


“Is that Ash?” asked Queen Ilene.

“That is not, your majesty,” Lucario informed her. “That is another boy who looks very much like Ash.”

“I see,” the young ruler said, nodding. “Thank you for the clarification.”


“Right, here we go,” Hope said, clenching her fist. “Froslass, go!”

The Ghost-type flashed into being, and took in the environment before sighing and summoning a little snow cloud for herself.

Opposite her, Rose appeared on Ritchie’s arm, and he sent her into the air with a gesture. “Go!”

“Icy Wind!” Hope ordered.

Froslass bundled up a ball of snow and turned it into a blast of frigid air, which reached out for Rose as the Taillow approached. Then there was a sudden BANG and the attack disintegrated.

“What was that?” Hope shouted, hands halfway to her ears. “What did that Taillow just do?”

Banking around, Rose made another pass – accelerating, then abruptly boosting past the sound barrier in a flicker of wings and air control. The thunderclap as she momentarily kissed mach one produced a shockwave, and that shockwave blew away the snowcloud Froslass was using to shield herself.

“Okay, concentrate…” Hope said to herself. “Froslass, that Boomburst can’t hurt you! Just keep up the Ice attacks – make it Hail!”

Froslass raised her arms to the sky, exhaling, and a cloud of hail began to form.


Rose did a roll, speeding up and climbing into the sky, and crested at about the height of the seats.

“That reminds me of another one of Ritchie’s Pokémon,” Ash said, as the Flying-type dove and her shockwave shattered the hail all around her into fragments of diamonddust. “Remember Nagi? That Spearow?”

“I do, yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “Didn’t he fight Pidgeot?”

“I remember it well,” Lucario said. “I was watching at the time after defeating Cid. Maybe that means that Nagi taught her.”

He frowned. “Actually, though, something does occur to me. How’s Rose going to harm Froslass?”

They followed Rose’s movements as she punched a hole in the cloud, the crack-BOOM of her supersonic Boomburst pushing out and driving the hailstorm away before it began to reassert itself.

“I mean, she could do Flying attacks,” he went on. “But she doesn’t seem to be.”

“Ice Shard!” Hope called, pointing.

Froslass shook out her hands, forming a half-dozen icy shards in them, and then flung all six upwards at the high-speed Taillow.

“One hit,” Pikachu said quickly.

“Two,” Lucario countered.

Caught somewhat off-guard with too much velocity to shed, Rose slammed into a corkscrew dive. That took her out of the way of the icy barrage, one just grazing her back, and then she went supersonic with a boom and smashed a second wave aside like kindling.

“Told you,” Pikachu said.

“I was counting the second wave,” Lucario replied unconvincingly.

“Wait, I know what’s going on,” Ash said.

“What’s that?” Brock asked.

“I’m pretty sure Taillow can-”


Rose flicked an Air Slash downwards, one which narrowly missed Froslass, then accelerated straight towards her. She built up speed to the point her feathers rippled on her wings, and then-

She Boomburst right past Froslass, and this time the shockwave caught the Ghost-type and slammed her into the ground.


“Froslass!” Hope called, then sighed with relief when her Froslass floated back into the air. “What happened?”

The Snow Land Pokémon shrugged, then had to turn her attention back to Rose as the Taillow came down in another screaming dive.

“Hyper Beam!” Hope decided.

Froslass ducked aside, taking less of a hammering this time from the powerful shockwave of Rose’s Boomburst, and spent a moment targeting before putting her hands together and launching a river of purple-pink energy upwards.

Rose wrenched herself through a tight turn, avoiding the attack’s first component, but then being caught a glancing blow as the energy swept across to intercept her.

The shields rippled as they absorbed the excess energy.


“You know, I’m kind of glad those are there,” Ash said, frowning. “Or that could have hurt a lot of people…”

“Yeah, no kidding,” Pikachu agreed.

“Maybe that’s one thing your rampage through the gyms of Kanto and Johto did that was good,” Brock suggested.

Ash’s retort died on his lips as he saw Rose take off again. Her flight was more laboured, and she didn’t have the instant snap that she’d had before, but the Flying-type was still up – and able to fly through the hail and up to the top of the stadium.

Once there, she began to circle – getting faster and faster.

“I guess she’s getting up speed for her next attack,” May suggested.

“I think you’re right,” Ash agreed. “But there’s something else, too…”


Ready? Ritchie asked.

I’m ready, Rose confirmed. Good plan.

As she reached attack speed, she dove down, wings beating as fast as they could without her hurting herself – and she just skimmed the top of the cloud layer, her dive helping her kiss the sound barrier just as she fired off a Defog attack.

The combination made the thick, black cloud tremble – and discharge all the moisture in it as a shattered mixture of hail and snow. The stadium below the hail cloud filled with white as it disintegrated, and Froslass was momentarily left without any way to see.

“What’s going on?” Hope called.

Rose pulled up for a moment, gaining a little height, then dove through the storm. Her passage produced a swirling clear-air tunnel through the snow, and she dove right through Froslass.

As she did, she released all of her compression-heat as a single powerful Heat Wave, the superheated air washing out from inside Froslass and catching her in a curtain of flames.


To most of the audience, Rose vanished into a thick cloud of snow, and then there was an eruption of fire and sound which blasted all of that away and revealed the moment after the final clash.

Rose hovered in the air, panting – and below her, Froslass dropped slowly to the arena floor.

“Good work!” Ritchie said, raising his arm to let Rose land. “That was a tough fight!”

“I guess he’s going though, then,” May said, stating the obvious. “What happened, Ash? Lucario?”

“Why aren’t you asking me?” Brock asked.

“I’m pretty sure you can’t do the Aura thing,” May explained.

“No, but I do know what happened,” Brock said. “Rose used Flare Blitz.”

“That’s…” May stopped, and thought about it. “Actually, that makes a lot of sense…”

“I’m pretty sure it wasn’t,” Ash told them. “But it was a Fire-type attack.”

“Close enough,” Brock declared.

I can tell you what actually happened, if you want, Ethan suggested. As an aside, I am impressed with Brock’s deadpan.


“…wait,” Max said, slowly. “This means we’re facing one another, right?”

Yun shrugged. “It must do.”

“Okay, then,” Max nodded. “I think that’s okay. I mean… I’ve not actually battled anyone in a League before, it must just be bad luck it’s someone I made friends with.”

“I’ve not been to any Leagues before, either,” Yun confided. “I was just assuming that if I looked like I knew what I was doing, it would work.”

“It was working on me,” Max chuckled.

He reached out a hand, and Yun shook it.

“Let’s see who’s got the better team,” the other boy said.

“Actually, I don’t think it’s quite like that,” Max admitted. “I think luck’s important too. So… let’s see who gets lucky?”

“Works for me,” Yun agreed.


“That’s Max, isn’t it?” Johanna asked. “The other boy?”

“Yeah, that’s him,” Dawn agreed.

“He looks very young to be doing the Pokémon League… how old is he?”

“A couple of years younger than me, I think,” Dawn hedged. “Maybe a year and a half? I think he was pretty close to getting his first Pokémon when, you know, Ash broke time. Again.”

“I see,” her mother said.

There was a thump from the other side of the couch.

“Glameow!” Johanna called. “Don’t do that!”

Glameow let out an irritated grumble, implying by tone alone that Johanna couldn’t possibly have seen whatever it was she was complaining about this time.

Dawn smiled, then turned back to the TV. “Okay, let’s see how this goes!”


“Cinder, go!” Max said, throwing her Pokéball, and his Mightyena landed lightly on the springy grass.

“I’m glad they replace this every so often,” she said, touching it, then looked up as her opponent formed.

Yun sent out a multi-limbed Octillery, one which took up a position with his two forelimbs curled up to improve his posture and the other six laid out in a row on the ground – then, as the glow died, Max did a double take.

“Wait – that’s a shiny Pokémon!”

“That’s right!” Yun confirmed. “Octillery’s pretty cool, huh?”

Cinder stretched, rolling her neck, and kept her eye on Octillery as the judge raised his hand.

“Begin!” he said, bringing it down.

“Fire!” Yun ordered. “Octazooka!”

Octillery locked on and fired, a powerful burst of orange light, and Cinder bounded away from what was just about to become a crater.

Using her tail – briefly an Iron Tail – to counterbalance, the Dark-type skidded sideways a little and lunged. Her teeth flashed with lightning as she began a Thunder Fang, then she clamped them together to produce a shower of sparks – one which reached out towards Octillery, catching him a glancing blow.

Octillery turned and blasted Cinder with a Signal Beam.

“Whoa!” Max said, as she rolled to a stop halfway across the arena. “Cinder, are you okay?”

Cinder’s reply was to nod, crouch, and disappear underground in a rapid Dig.


“So, what do you think’s going on?” Caroline asked.

Norman frowned. “Well… let’s see, now. Octillery are powerful Pokémon, especially on the attack – so if it’s tough enough to take a few knocks it can make it very hard for an opponent to hit it.”

I suspect I know how Roland would have sorted this out, Gardevoir pointed out. He’s much faster than Cinder at moving around an opponent.

“That’s right, teleporting would be a big help,” Norman agreed. “But for Cinder… well, what they need to work out is how to avoid that happening the next time she comes out to attack.”

He pursed his lips, thinking. “Or, rather, that’s one way to do it. There’s others.”

“And I’m sure you’ve already decided which one you’d use,” Caroline suggested.

Norman shook his head. “Not really, no, it depends on what Cinder’s able to do…”


Several feet underground, Cinder flared her nostrils.

Right. So that meant that Octillery was over… there.

She took a moment to make sure her plan was ready, then lunged through the earth – bursting out in a shower of turf, and clamping onto Octillery’s tentacle.

She bit down hard, another Thunder Fang flashing out, and the yellow cephalopod began shaking it to make her let go.

“Signal Beam!” Yun called.

Cinder swiped with a paw, and had the satisfaction of seeing her Sucker Punch connect before Octillery hit her with the Signal Beam.

This time she described a complete somersault, landing next to Max.

“Dig down just a bit!” Max instructed. “Get out of the line of fire!”

Cinder did so, making herself a hyena-hole about four feet deep, then turned to look back at her trainer. “What now?”

“Uh… hold on, I’m thinking…”

“Octazooka again,” Yun said. “Aim it up a bit, try to land it on her.”

Octillery’s head swiveled, and tilted up a little. His mouth pinched up, then he launched out a slug of glowing water which dug a little crater next to Cinder.

“Think faster,” Cinder suggested helpfully. She turned around, scraping up some more dirt into a little earthwork.

“…wait, I know,” Max brightened. “You can tell where Octillery is from underground, right?”


“Good work!” Yun said, as Octillery’s latest Octazooka hit – blasting a hole through the earth barrier in a shower of wet mud. “Now, more like that!”

Octillery’s yellow tentacles drove an inch or so into the ground, and he fired five blasts in quick succession – peppering the ground where Cinder’s hole was.

“…wait,” the trainer went on. “Where did she go?”

He frowned. “Okay, Octillery, be ready for her to come at you from behind!”

Octillery moved forwards, neck swivelling, and did a quarter-turn to give better coverage behind himself.

“Now!” Max called.

There was a frozen moment, and then an almighty bark sounded from below ground. Earth went flying upwards, and a large hole formed next to Octillery – close enough that two of his tentacles nearly fell into it.

“Back, quick!” Yun ordered.

“Okay, aim a bit to the left… now!” Max said.

This time the effect of Cinder’s Hyper Voice was less than the first, as the shout had a side path to lessen the force. Nevertheless, it blew another hole out of the ground, and Octillery wavered – then fell down, into the crater.

There was a snarl, a yelp, and the bright flash of a Signal Beam from inside the hole, and Yun stopped himself from running forwards. “I can’t see what’s going on!”

“Foul Play!” Max suggested.

“How can you tell what’s going on?” Yun asked, exasperated.

“Guesswork!” Max replied. “Cinder, how’s it going?”

Cinder barked something, which was nearly cut off by the fwoosh of an Octazooka blast.

Yun looked up at Max, and saw him wincing. “What was it?”

“Uh… it was kinda rude,” Max admitted.


“Did he just blow up the arena?” Johanna asked, glancing at her daughter. “His Pokémon just made two huge craters in the arena!”

“Well, yeah,” Dawn shrugged. “Why? It works…”


Cinder dug into the wall, getting out of the way of Octillery’s latest blast, and angled up – getting herself almost up to the level of the turf, then springing out of the crater side and ramming both paws onto Octillery’s squishy head.

The Water-type blasted the wall, then began reaching with both yellow tentacles to try to fling her away. Cinder was having none of that, and clung on to his neck.

“Damn it, just give up already!” she snarled, and hit him with a Thunder Fang.

There was a burst of smoke which made things worse for both of them, then Cinder shifted her weight and tilted Octillery to face straight upwards.

“Think of Seed Bomb,” she instructed him, and gave him a sharp blow with her tail.

A green-brown glowing seed fired upwards, then Octillery shook her off and reoriented himself.

“Get her, Octillery!” Yun called, then paused. “Wait – oh no! Look out!”

“Foul Play,” Cinder said.

The Seed Bomb landed right on top of Yun’s Octillery, knocking him out in one loud bang.


“Man, I think we broke the arena,” Yun winced. “That was a pretty brutal battle.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, scratching Cinder as she emerged from the ground next to him. “And I think you need a bath…”

Cinder looked herself over, then sighed. “You’re right…”

“Seriously, that was a good one,” Max added. “It’s kind of a pity you’ve been knocked out so early, I think you could have gotten a lot further.”

Yun nodded to himself. “I guess-”

“Attention!” the announcer said. “Will the contestants please leave the arena, we are about to fix it!”

“Fix it?” Yun repeated, stepping back with his Pokémon recalled. “It’s totalled! How are you going to fix-”

Three Diglett blurred into the arena, moving very fast indeed, and reconstructed the entire topography of the arena so it was back to flat and undamaged. There was a pulse of Grassy Terrain, and when that faded everything was nice, soft, springy grass.

“…like that?” Max asked.


Wow! Kirlia said. That was pretty cool!

“What did you think, Norman?” Caroline asked.

“Well…” Norman frowned, gathering his thoughts. “I think it went fairly well. You can certainly see Ash’s influence in his style, since he trusts Cinder to handle some of the fighting herself – but he’s still clearly helping out when he sees the need.”

He reached up and idly scratched his chin. “As for the battle itself – that Hyper Voice trick was a good one, because it let Cinder redefine the battlefield. It was a bit brute-force, though, I think I would have tried something else like just digging up directly underneath him…”

But fairly good, correct? Gardevoir checked.

“Oh, certainly,” Norman agreed. “That Octillery is quite a tough Pokémon to battle, like I said – you have to have some way of not being in the firing line, or if you try to attack it you’ll just get blasted.”

Oh, is that what you meant? Kirlia asked. That makes more sense when you say it that way.


“Great work, Max!” May said, patting the seat next to her. “Okay, I think we’re nearly done with the first round – how was your first League battle?”

“It was kind of different to gyms, or to other battles,” Max replied, thinking. “It’s the whole way there’s only one Pokémon – so you have to win it with that Pokémon.”

He paused, looking at his Coordinator sister. “Well, I guess you do know that kind of thing…”

“Yeah, double battles are the rarity with me,” May said.

“Oh, hey, that’s Tyson,” Ash pointed. “Funny, I never really ran into him this time…”


“That’s a pretty cool looking Meowth,” Arbok said, glancing slyly at his teammate.

“Hey, I’m cool!” Meowth replied. “I’m plenty cool!”

For a moment, they watched as the Meowth on the screen – Tyson’s Meowth, equipped with a jaunty hat and a pair of boots – battled back and forth with his opponent, a fast-kicking Hitmonlee.

“No, I think he’s cooler,” Arbok decided. “Don’t you think so, Audino?”

Audino raised his hands. “Come on, I’m just the cook.”

Arbok’s tail flicked. “Some Pokémon aren’t willing to speculate,” he sighed. “What about you, Marowak? Any opinion?”

Marowak contemplated the swashbuckler battling in the Ever Grande League, then their own teammate Meowth.

“Well…” she began, drawing out the syllable. “His outfit is very snazzy.”

“I’ve got a snazzy outfit too!” Meowth said, stung. “It’s a ninja outfit, remember?”

“Funny thing,” Marowak replied. “I’ve never seen you in it.”

Meowth did a double-take, then sighed. “Ah, whatever.”

“Is this a pirate and ninja thing?” Dustox checked.

“A what?” Meowth said, confused.

“Well, you’re both Meowths, but he’s a swashbuckling pirate-y type, and you’re a sneaky ninja-y type,” she explained. “The two are mortal enemies.”

“…I’m pretty sure there ain’t no hidden martial art about hatin’ pirates,” Meowth said, dubiously. “Though come ta think of it, da whole class for me was about half an hour and then a load’a correspondence courses.”

“Are you actually watching this match?” Audino asked.

“Well, I was until I got told I shouldn’t like pirates,” Meowth replied, turning back to it anyway. “An… huh.”

Marowak looked closer. “I did not know Meowth could eat dreams.”

“News ta me, too…” Meowth admitted, and started rummaging around in his bag for his dog-eared Prima guide. “An… let’s see… yup, here we are! Turns out we can. Whod’a thunk?”

“Not that Hitmonlee, that’s for sure…”

Carnivine came over with four bowls of popcorn. “Hey, guys, how’s it going?”

“Not bad,” Arbok replied. “Though I must say, this League has a lot more people in it than some we’ve seen. And participated in.”


“So, back to the land of the awake?” Meowth asked, taking three steps back and sliding on the soles of his boots. “Let us see how well you fight like a mon!”

“You put me to sleep!” Hitmonlee replied, highly offended. “I’d like to see you fight when you’re unconscious!”

“Rolling kick, Hitmonlee!” ordered his trainer.

Tyson’s Meowth crouched, then sprang forwards. His claws flicked out, sharp and wicked, and he drew a M-shape in claw marks on Hitmonlee’s side as he went past.

“Ow!” Hitmonlee yelped. “Right, that’s it – Mega Kick!”

Coming up from his roll, the Fighting-type planted one leg and swivelled on it – bringing the other around with blazing force to hammer into Meowth and knock him out of the arena.

It missed.

“Aerial Ace,” Tyson’s Pokémon informed Hitmonlee, and his claws blurred in a move so fast they left a trail of wind behind them.


Hitmonlee staggered backwards, then hit the ground with a crash.

“Tyson and his Meowth win!” the judge announced. “They will go through to the next round!”

“That’s right!” Mr. Goodshow agreed, voice coming over the PA. “And with that wonderful battle, we’re moving on to the second round! These are doubles battles, so everyone should make sure to have two Pokémon ready which work well together!”

As the announcement cut out, Brock looked over at Ash and Max. “Do you guys know who you’re using?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” Ash admitted. “I wonder if maybe Swellow and Corphish would work well together…”

“You could have Mawile and Goodra do it,” May suggested. “They’re great friends!”

Ash nodded. “You’re right, that’s another good option – or I could try using Noctowl and Absol, that could be interesting.”

He chuckled. “I’ve got too many choices…”

Correct. You have 43 distinct Pokémon counting Tauros as separate and assuming everyone is available; thus your total choice is 903 combinations. Of these, 342 have at least one Legendary participant.

Dexter emitted an electronic shrug. Of course some of these are combinations like Keldeo and Absol, which would be hard to organize, or Mewtwo and Pikachu, which is simply unfair.

Pikachu looked smug. “Because of me, right?”

You are a statistically significant component of the unfairness, Dexter clarified.

“I’m going to treat that as a win.”

“What about if it’s Mewtwo and I?” Lucario asked.


“Well, that’s it for today,” Queen Ilene said. “That was very interesting – thank you for joining me for it, Lucario.”

“It is my pleasure, your majesty,” Lucario assured her, picking up the remote. “Now, which of these is the off button…”

He pressed one at random, and the channel changed.

“…I’ve not seen one of these before,” Ilene said, watching the strange ball game on the screen. “Is that a Lucario?”

In a large, open stadium, a Riolu dribbled a spinning top forwards – passing it from foot to foot. As a Shinx approached, the Riolu took a run up and kicked it left towards a Lucario, who performed a startling backflip in mid-air and volleyed it over the head of a nearby Luxray.

The camera panned, showing the third member of the Fighting-type team – a Mega Lucario, pulsing faintly with the light of Mega-Evolution. It jumped ten feet into the air, lined up a punch, and hit the top.

The Mega Lucario was clearly aiming to knock the top into a floating pyramid, but the force of the blow simply made it explode into a thousand pieces.

“Foul by the Royal Blues!” someone shouted. “Penalty shot for the Fuego Lions!”

A pause. “And can someone get a new puck?”


AN:


So, a number of one-on-one matches, including so much commentary it’s like an episode of Gogglebox.

…anyway. That’s the first round of the Ever Grande conference done. I may need to streamline it a bit, there’s two doubles rounds and then a last-32 elimination tournament.






185. Hoenn 58


“Well, here we are!” Chili announced, stepping back and looking up at the building. “This is where we’ll be making our magic!”

“And by magic, you mean… meals,” Cress pointed out.

“Meals are magic,“Chili informed him, waving it off. “Just ask Cilan about that.”

“It’s not just a meal, any meal,” Cilan said, with a flourish. “It’s the interplay between meal, trainer and Pokémon – the way that it energizes them into a great battle!”

Chili chuckled. “We know, bro.”

For a moment, the three brothers fell silent.

“Still amazes me,” Cress said. “We all made it.”

“That’s right!” Chili agreed. “Not one, not two, but all three of us managed to earn the right to stand as Gym Leaders!”

“You’re correct, of course,” Cilan smiled. “But at the same time… weren’t you just astonished by the buffet of wonderful Pokémon that we were offered at the League? It makes one’s mouth water just thinking of it.”

“You’re not wrong,” Chili nodded. “That Darmanitan, whoo! And I’m pretty sure that Heatmor was something really special – did you see how he punched through that Reflect shield?”

“It makes me wonder how we’re going to keep up,” Cress said.

“We’ll work something out,” Chili assured him. “You’ve got Panpour, right? And we can take turns – one of us will run the restaurant, another will sort out the gym rooms, and the third will go off to catch some Pokémon – you know, Gym Pokémon, so whatever we can get that fits with any element we have.”

“I do have my eye on some Basculin,” Cress admitted.

“That’s the spirit!” his enthusiastic brother agreed. “What about you, Cilan?”

Cilan pondered.

“I’m not sure,” he admitted. “But I think you’re right, we should get some gym Pokémon. Even if we try to be a first-gym challenge, sooner or later someone’s going to come along with seven badges and we’ll just be the garnish on their road to the League.”

“And that’s awful,” Cress stated.

“I know! Garnish improves appearance, and adds a pinch of taste, but it’s not the core of the flavour!”


“Okay, uh…”

Iris stared out the window, thinking, then began to write. “The establishment of the Gym system in Unova began after a war three hundred years ago, attempting to regulate the use of Pokémon and to bolster local…”

She paused. “Wait… was it to bolster local autonomy or to reduce it? I can never remember these things!”

The nascent Dragon Tamer leaned back in her chair and groaned. “Why do I have to know this stuff? None of it’s relevant to today anyway, it’s not like tomorrow Alder’s going to go on the TV and announce he’s disbanding the League…”

Excadrill clicked his claws together.

“What?” Iris asked, batting her hair out of the way so she could look at him. “What’s the problem?”

The Steel-type shrugged, not particularly interested in being talkative.

“Fine, be that way,” Iris retorted. “Aargh… okay, I need to write about a thousand words on the history of the gym system…”

She paused, then got out her diary and looked again at the assignment.

“…okay, I think this might work!” she said, perking up. “It doesn’t say it has to be about all the gyms. I could just write about the Opelucid City gym, that one’s interesting!”

Fraxure sniggered.

Iris waved her hand at him, already discarding the partly-used paper and starting a fresh piece. “Okay, here we go…”


“…hey, Pikachu?” Ash asked. “Is it me or is that the guy who had the Pelipper and kept Pokémon in its beak?”

“I think you’re right,” Pikachu agreed. “He’d have to be really stupid to try cheating right in front of all these spectators, though.”

“He was… Anthony,” Ash said, remembering. “And yeah, but his thing did have potential.”

“Trainers, send out your Pokémon!” the judge called.

“Well, I guess we’ll see,” Pikachu said.

“Go!” Ash called, winding up for the throw.

Ash’s two Pokéballs flared with light, letting Swellow and Pidgeot burst out into the morning air.

“Oh, yeah!” Swellow said, wings blurring, and flew a corkscrew path around Pidgeot’s more sedate glide. “I am so ready for this!”

“I’m sure you are,” Pidgeot agreed. “Let’s see how it all works out, shall we?”

She slowed down to hover over the grass of the stadium, with Swellow orbiting her, and faced down Anthony’s Pokémon.

Surprisingly, there was only one – his Pelipper, flying a slow course towards them.

“So, what do you think?” Swellow asked. “Are you going to use Aeroblast?”

“Not in a crowded stadium,” Pidgeot replied. Her wings crackled, air control layers forming from the tips of the feathers, and for a moment there was a white shock like a bird four times her size around her. Then she accelerated, climbing high into the stadium air, and turned to attack.

“Me first,” Swellow said cheekily, her own wings propelling her forwards. She inhaled, letting the pressure build up in her beak, then let it out in a Boomburst which blasted out towards Pelipper.

There was a flicker of green light, and the attack hit Pelipper without any appreciable effect.

“He’s-” Ash began, then there was a concussive BANG which knocked Swellow sideways in the air.


“-using Protect,” Ash finished what he was going to say. “What was that?”

Swellow recovered from her dive, one wing cutting a few blades of grass as she bottomed out, and swept back up into the sky. “Okay, that was uncool. Who did that?”

“Pidgeot, wait!” Ash called, thinking. “Use Hurricane!”

Pidgeot replied by stabilizing her position in mid-air. Pelipper fired a burst of water at her, a Hydro Pump with enough force that the recoil sent him backwards a foot or two, and Pidgeot didn’t dodge – she simply swept her enormous wings around, then beat them so hard that the Water attack aimed at her dispersed and turned into rain.

The wall of wind hammered at Pelipper, making him slide further backwards, then passed with the Flying-type still in the air.

“Payback!” Anthony called.

Pelipper sent a blast of Dark-type energy back at Pidgeot, who stood on her tail and flew straight up until she was right at the top of the arena.

“Pidgeot, this time try a Razor Wind!” Ash said.

Reaching her apex, Pidgeot went into a succession of rolls – one, two, three in a row, then slowed by braking with her wings and let the spiralling wind go on without her.

There was a long flash of green light, and the Razor Wind fell apart.

“Okay, he’s using Protect!” Ash informed his Pokémon. “That means – attack one after the other!”

Swellow dove in. “Okay, me first!”

A pressure wave built on the tips of her wings, and she launched off a Boomburst and a pair of Air Cutters at the same moment. The pulses of hardened air shot forwards, then there was an explosion and they were all dispersed.

Ash frowned, then closed his eyes – and saw what was going on.

“Change of plan!” he called. “There’s a Pineco in his beak!”

Pidgeot and Swellow both realized what he meant in a flash. The larger of the Flying-types broke off her attack, pulling up and around, and Swellow dove so she wouldn’t run into the blast radius.

“How come we can’t see it?” she asked, hovering for a moment over Ash’s head.

“I guess he must be using Protect on his own beak so the explosion only goes outwards?” Ash suggested.

“I have a plan!” Pidgeot called down. “Swellow, up here!”

The swift Pokémon shot back into motion, zooming up to join her ally.


“Okay, what’s the idea?” she asked.

“He can’t do both Protect shields at once,” Pidgeot explained. “And I can put together a drill that can push him into the floor if he shields… so he’ll have to use Pineco.”

Her wings spread, and she began to circle around the hole in the roof – faster and faster – and roll about her own axis, wings a blur.

“Ready?”

“…oh. Oh, yeah,” Swellow said, eyes widening. “This is going to be so cool.”

Pidgeot’s speed built until a spiral of wind built up, and then she stopped abruptly.

“Now!” she said, drawing her wings back, and Swellow darted up-around-and-down into the eye of the still-coiled windstorm.

With an almighty flap of her wings, Pidgeot drove her whole prepared attack straight down. Five layers of contra-rotating wind drove straight down towards Pelipper, with Swellow riding behind the tip of the third like a surfer in the curl of a wave.

Pelipper did a double-take as the drill came towards him.

“Explosion!” Anthony ordered him. “You can’t block that!”

Opening his bill, Pelipper shot Pineco out on a stream of water. A glow built as the Bug-type began to ready his Explosion-

Then things happened very fast. Swellow rolled right and then left, matching speeds with the drilling razor wind layers to slip through them, and snatched up Pineco in her talons. Doing a fast backflip, she hurled the Bagworm Pokémon into the empty middle of the stadium just an instant before he exploded.

Suddenly bereft of his defence, Pelipper was caught up in the Razor Wind and hammered into the floor. The first and second layers both hit him, but Pidgeot dispelled the other three before they could add insult to injury.

“Whoo!” Swellow cheered, circling the smoking Pineco as he fell. “Who’s the mon?”

“I assume it’s you,” Pidgeot chuckled.


“That was a pretty good battle,” Ash said, shaking Anthony’s hand. “I like the Explosion trick.”

“You do?” Anthony asked, a little surprised – then gratified. “I – oh, thank you, that’s great to hear.”

He looked down. “After we met… I had a long think about what I’d been doing, and… well, I’m glad I can still make it work well.”

“Yeah, I think you should keep it up,” Ash told him. “Double battles are a great way to use a Pelipper, and there’s always Contests too – some of them are doubles.”

“That does sound like a good idea,” Anthony smiled. “Thanks.”


“You know, a Pokémon League like this is sometimes really hard to keep track of,” May said, waving to close down Ethan’s summary of the battle Casey had just faced. “It was okay just following Ash, but now there’s… what, six people? And they’re not in the same stadium?”

Brock shrugged. “It’s easier than trying to follow Ash from half a world away.”

May winced. “Oh, yeah, when he did Vertress. I remember that… it all kind of went wrong, right?”

The gym leader waved a hand. “I’m not sure – I mean, the guy who beat him did have a Riolu which evolved into a Lucario, and we all know how tough they can be, but it is the only time Ash has done worse than he did the previous League.”

Except for the Silver Conference after the Orange League, Ethan stated.

“The only people who think that one counts are Ash and the people in it,” May said, then sniggered. “Okay, it’s not that bad…”

“The Orange Islands are… odd,” Brock allowed. “But it’s relaxing. And the people there are very friendly.”

“Especially Professor Ivy,” May teased. “Yeah, I can see that.”

She stretched. “Okay, it looks like Morrison’s up next. Not sure who his opponent is… apparently it’s someone called Ushi.”


Morrison put his hands together and gave a quick bow. “I am ready!”

“Sure,” Ushi chuckled. “Then I guess I am too. Go!”

“Do your best!” Morrison said, releasing his own Pokémon.

On his side of the arena, his Girafarig landed with a clack of hooves, and then his Growlithe took up a position by her side.

Across the battlefield, Ushi’s Machamp spread his arms and set his feet.

“Wait – where’s the other Pokémon?” Morrison asked. “You do know it’s a double battle, right?”

Ushi nodded. “Look closer.”

Machamp whirled an arm around his head, and a red blur shook back and forth.

“…is that a Magikarp?” Morrison said, staring. “Why does your Machamp have a Magikarp by the tail?”

“It’s a crying shamu,” Ushi replied. “Now, Machamp!”

“Growlithe, dodge right!” Morrison ordered.

Growlithe jumped away, avoiding a wet-slap of an impact as the Magikarp shot straight at him, and Machamp lunged forwards with all four arms ready to punch.

Girafarig skipped backwards, making sure her hooves didn’t bump into one another, and a light formed around her horns.

“Psybeam!”

Machamp blocked in a double-X formation, and the Psybeam that hit his crossed forearms made him grunt as it arrested his momentum and pushed him back a step. As he did, Growlithe darted forwards under the body-barrel of his ally, and lunged.

“Fire Fang!” Morrison confirmed, and Growlithe’s teeth flashed with fire as he went for Machamp’s leg – then got caught by a stunning fish blow in the side.

“What happened?” Morrison asked. “Wait – did Magikarp go back to him?”

“Ah!” Ushi chuckled. “I see you’ve discovered the Returning Fish technique!”

“Try and catch the fish!” Morrison said. “Girafarig, keep an eye on it if it goes past you!”

The head face of his Psychic-type winked at him, and then Girafarig was hit in the side of the neck hard enough to nearly knock her over.

Growlithe shook his head to clear out the ringing sound, then jumped back and landed on Girafarig’s back to help defend her.

“Keep it up!” Morrison asked. “Growlithe, make sure that you avoid being hit by that fish!”

Growlithe barked an affirmative, and fired Embers at Machamp from Girafarig’s back. The Fighting-type blocked them with a blur of motion (which included Magikarp being used to knock the balls of flame aside) and then threw his fishy weapon at Morrison’s Pokémon again.

Growlithe pounced, catching it out of the air, and shook it with a muffled bark.

“All right!” Morrison cheered. “Good work!”

“Dragon Rage,” Ushi ordered.

“What?” Morrison asked, taken aback.

Growlithe’s tail went down, and he had just enough time to see a sadistic glitter in Magikarp’s eyes before a torrent of energy came blazing out of the Water-type’s mouth.

The sheer force propelled Magikarp into the air, then caused it to fly around like a punctured balloon – forcing Growlithe to let go after the second time they hit the ground – and Magikarp turned off the blazing energy in time for Machamp to catch him.


May blinked. “Huh. That’s a thing.”

“Yeah, that about sums it up,” Brock agreed.


“Okay, we need a new plan!” Morrison said, thinking hard. “Growlithe, Flamethrower!”

“Roww!” the Fire-type barked, bracing himself, and let out a blast of flames. This one was stronger than the Embers he’d fired before, and Machamp used three arms to punch pulses of compressed air and knock the cinders aside. The other arm wielded his ally Magikarp, taking on the main force of the flamethrower.

“Now, Girafarig!” he added. “Charge Beam!”

Lightning raced up Girafarig’s horns, and she fired a bolt of electricity straight at Machamp. It struck Magikarp, producing a flash of side-scatter, and Machamp took the last dregs of the flamethrower head-on before Growlithe ran out of puff.

“Machamp, Magikarp, fish cannon attack!” Ushi said.

Machamp steadied himself, supporting the dazed Magikarp with two arms, and used the third to twist Magikarp’s tail. A river of Dragon Rage poured out, the first flush blocked by Girafarig’s quick and low-powered Dazzling Gleam, and then Morrison’s Pokémon scattered to avoid being hit.

The Magikarp-derived Dragon Rage kept firing, sweeping around as Machamp fought to keep it under control despite the recoil, then hit Girafarig a second time. She skidded sideways, hooves skittering on the floor, and fell down – then Growlithe jumped at Machamp and was batted away by a fist.

“Girafarig, use your telekinesis!” Morrison said. “Take the Magikarp from his hands!”

Girafarig reached out, horns glowing, and Machamp had to cling on with all four hands to prevent Magikarp being snatched away. With that much force going into the tug-of-war, Growlithe was free to act, and ran in a half-circle to get behind Machamp

“Flare Blitz!” Morrison said.

Growlithe coiled himself, then lunged – the eruption of flames from the impact knocking Machamp forwards, making him lose grip on Magikarp, and then Growlithe got out of the way fast enough that a Psybeam from Girafarig didn’t get him too.

“Great work!” Morrison praised. “Now, get that Magikarp!”

“Look again,” Ushi said.

Morrison and his Pokémon looked, and saw that Magikarp was glowing a bright white. His form expanded, turning from a small fish into a giant sea serpent, and then the newly-evolved Gyarados roared.

Girafarig hit it with a Charge Beam, and it went backwards into the wall.

After several seconds with no further movement, the judge raised a hand. “Machamp and Gyarados are unable to battle!”


“If that Gyarados had evolved ten seconds earlier, I think Machamp could have used it as a flail,” Dawn said. “That would have been pretty effective.”

Johanna just gave her daughter a look, then sighed. “Do you always think like this?”

“What?” Dawn asked. “It makes sense, right?”

“An odd kind of sense, yes…”


“Okay, Arc, good luck!” Max said, sending his starter out with a flash of light. “And you too, Delta!”

“Huh,” his opponent said. “You’re someone who nicknames their Pokémon? Never saw the need.”

Shrugging, the burly trainer – several years older than Max – send out his Onix. “Me, I just call him Onix.”

“Sir, please send out your other Pokémon,” the judge asked, as Delta took off in a rush of tailwind.

“Fine, fine, hold on to your britches,” the trainer said. His other Pokéball opened, and a dainty Sylveon landed on the battlefield.

“…huh?” Max asked, a little confused.

“What?” his opponent said defensively. “He’s a good Pokémon!”


“Who’s this guy?” May asked.

His name is Fisher, Ethan told her. Apparently he is originally from Shikoku.

“He’s got pretty good taste in Pokémon,” Brock said. “And he’s a caring trainer too. Look at the sheen on that Sylveon’s coat – it’s been very well raised, and that fur’s been taken care of daily!”

“I guess that’s good,” May agreed. “It’s important to make sure your Pokémon are in top condition, because it makes them feel happy – so they fight better and they feel better.”

She frowned. “Brock? What would someone’s team look like if they didn’t have good taste in Pokémon?”

Brock paused. “Uh… actually, that is a good question. Maybe… someone using Pokémon that aren’t good at fighting in a League?”

“I’m not sure there are any,” Lucario said.

“Unown?” Brock suggested. “They work well as alphabets, but as single Pokémon they’re not very worthwhile.”

“Yeah, they’re weak to the crowbar-type,” May joked.

“Actually that’s technically the steel type,” Brock countered. “The Crowbar’s the specific Appliance, it’s a Steel-type. A stirring rod is Glass-type.”

“How long have you spent thinking about that?”

“Longer than I should,” Brock admitted. “I think we might be missing the battle.”


“Rock Throw!” Fisher instructed. “Get that Manectric!”

Arc bounded backwards, and the rock was knocked off course by a focused Bubblebeam from his overhead teammate.

“Thanks!” he barked, glancing up, then turned to the Sylveon. It used furry tendrils from its bow to try and trip him, but Arc simply hit them with a Thunderbolt and let the electricity arc back up them to the Fairy-type – earning a yelp of surprise.

“Okay, forget the Manectric for now!” Fisher amended. “Onix, Bite! Sylveon, Rock Climb!”

“Rock Climb?” Max repeated. “But what’s – Delta! Get higher!”

Delta swerved upwards, fins flapping, as Onix lunged upwards towards him. As the Rock-type rose, Sylveon came thundering up his spine – paws and whips combining to pull him higher and higher – then jumped up to get onto Delta’s back.

Delta immediately rolled, trying to fling the Fairy-type off, but took a nasty Moonblast as he did so and wobbled in mid-air.

“Delta, over here!” Max called. “Arc – now!”

Side-slipping, fins beating hard enough to make Sylveon find it difficult to launch further attacks, Delta lost height and dove towards Max. As he did so, Onix returned to a lower coil – ready to lunge – and then Arc flashed an incandescent white and charged straight at the Rock-type.

“Ice Fang!” he roared, blasting himself forwards with an application of stored charge to his leg muscles, and knocked Onix aside before sliding around in a half-circle to come back and help Delta.

“A Mega evolution?” Fisher asked, blinking. “Huh, guess you’ve got some tricks, kid!”


“I think that’s the fourth Mega Evolution we’ve seen so far this League,” Steven noted. “They’re definitely getting a little more common – especially for them to show up so early in a tournament rather than being kept back as a trump card.”

“Does make you wonder, though,” Sidney grinned. “How many guys lost because they chose to keep their Mega Evolution secret, picked a different Pokémon, and got beat?”

Steven shrugged. “I’m sure there’s a few.”


Sylveon retreated, using his whips to latch onto the tailtip Onix offered him, and landed neatly atop the head of his Rock-type partner.

Arc growled, crouched half-down to make himself able to react quicker, and spared a glance for Max. “What now?”

“Thunder!” Max said.

An earsplitting blast of thunder slashed forwards, leaving an ozone smell in the air behind it, and splashed off a hastily-interposed tail.

“Not good enough, kid,” Fisher said. “Electric attacks against a Ground-type?”

He paused. “Though I guess there was that one guy with the Pikachu… anyway! Onix, use Rock Tomb!”

Delta used Surf. A wave of water came from overhead, smacking into Onix as he got ready to attack, and then Sylveon counterattacked with a Moonblast which shot up and burst just below Delta’s right wing.

Shaking the water off himself, Onix fired upwards as well – a quickly-aimed Rock Tomb – then swung his tail to knock Arc aside. There was a crackle-BANG of discharging lightning, and Arc kicked off the tail hard enough to drive it into the floor.

Sylveon spun and kicked sand up, momentarily obscuring Arc’s vision, then dove off the side of Onix and onto the floor.

“Arc! Delta!” Max called, as Onix tried to hammer the Mega Manectric into the nearby wall. “You need to get out of range – Delta, fly low for a moment!”

“Stop them!” Fisher said urgently.

Dipping his wings, Delta slid down towards the arena floor. “Here!”

Sylveon grabbed at one of Arc’s legs. The Electric-type used Discharge, knocking the Fairy-type away with a bang of equalizing electricity, then jumped over Onix’ tail – only for the head to come crashing out of the ground in front of him and Tackle him.


“I’m not even sure who’s winning,” Caroline said. “Do you have any idea, dear?”

“Well, I think it’s undecided at the moment,” Norman replied.

They watched as Arc jumped over a coil of rocky serpent, ran up the tail, and kicked off with a burst of electrical backlash – rising into the air, and reaching the top of his arc just as Delta came winging up from below.

That was cool, Kirlia judged. What happens now?

“Good question,” Norman said. “Let’s see…”


“Okay, Arc!” Max said. “Hold on tight! Delta, if you see an attack that’s not a Rock-type one then have Arc block it!”

“Right!” the Pokémon agreed, Delta just a bit ahead of Arc, and the Water-type did a dizzying barrel roll in mid-air a moment later. The centrifugal force kept Arc attached to Delta’s back as they went upside down, and Arc spat a bolt of lightning which detonated Sylveon’s latest Moonblast well short of contact.

“Okay, that’s a tricky one,” Fisher said, as Delta levelled out again. “Might have to think about that one…”

“Thunderstorm!” Max ordered.

Fisher blinked. “What?”

Delta inhaled, slowing to get a better aim, and fired down a powerful Brine attack. The salty water speared down towards Onix, who raised his tail instinctively to block the worst of it, and the mixture went everywhere.

“Wait – look out, Sylveon!” Fisher said, blanching.

Delta stopped his attack, rolling again, and Arc jumped. His paws delivered a little bit of scattered voltage to Delta’s back – making the flying-type twitch in pain – and then the Mega-Evolved Electric-type dumped almost his entire remaining charge in a huge Thunder attack aimed straight down.

It hit Onix on the tail, and didn’t harm him – but it also raced onwards, crackling down his sides and onto the soaking, salty floor. Only a relatively small fraction of the attack reached Sylveon, but he yowled with surprise and collapsed as the Thunder blasted right through him.

Arc landed on the wet ground, panting, and shook out his mane. He looked up long enough to see a vengeful tail descending on him, then yelped and dove to the side.

A moment later, Delta landed – unable to stay in the air, he’d instead elected to Waterfall straight down on top of Onix and poleaxe him into the ground.

Mud and water rained down for a few more seconds, then the judge raised a hand. “Max Maple is the winner!”


“There you go,” Caroline said, nodding. “I knew Max could do it.”

“Well, he is very talented,” Norman agreed. “But you didn’t sound so sure a few minutes ago.”

He’s right, you know, Gardevoir said, sitting down in the free armchair. Four plates of cookies followed her through the air, and she plucked one before putting it down on a side table. Oh, I finished making those cookies you suggested. They seem very nice.

“Which ones are these?” Norman asked, taking one of the other plates. He took a bite, and blinked. “Oh, salted caramel? That’s lovely!”

Thank you, Gardevoir replied. I had a minor panic earlier when I realized I didn’t have a spatula, but fortunately I did have telekinesis so that solved itself.

“Some Pokémon abilities are useful for so much more than fighting,” Caroline smiled. “Of course, that’s sort of an obvious thing to say.”

How come humans have technology, then? Kirlia asked. I mean, if Pokémon can do all the things you’d want to do with technology?

“The same reason why we have technology do things humans can do,” Norman suggested. “It’s because it saves time – you could fly a thousand passengers to Alola by having five hundred Pidgeot do it, or you could have two aircraft do it. And you could either have a Pokémon cook for you, or you could turn on a stove.”

He shrugged. “I think mostly the point is that machines do jobs where machines can, so Pokémon are freed up to have more leisure time and to do the things only Pokémon can. Or which they can do more easily.”

Right, Kirlia agreed. That makes sense. And I don’t think many Pokémon could watch battles happening dozens of miles away, especially doing it to let others see them too…


“Let’s do this!” Kayley called, sending her Pokémon out. “Ariados, Roggenrola, you know the plan!”

Ritchie sent out his own Pokémon, and Zippo and Sparky appeared – both in big flashes of light, then standing with Sparky to the left of and in front of his Fire-type ally.

“Sticky Web!” Kayley ordered.

Her Ariados shot out webs of a sticky material, adhering to the little spike on top of Roggenrola, and then skittered forwards and to the side. With a convulsive heave, the two cooperated to swing Roggenrola around in a half-circle and whipcrack him towards Zippo.

Who used Flamethrower.

The strands of web promptly and energetically caught fire, parting in under a second and sending Roggenrola past out-of-control to smash into the arena wall.

“…oh, uh…” Kayley said, wincing. “I kind of hoped that would work…”

She shook her head. “Uh – okay, Electro – no, Signal Beam!”

Zippo moved smoothly forwards, wing swiping up to block – the Bug-type attack splashing off the scaly surface and doing little damage – and Sparky retreated behind the leathery shield before using his tail to lasso Zippo’s wing joint and fling himself into the air.

Ears glowing, the Raichu launched forwards a Thunderbolt, and then spun around in mid-air to send a pulse of psionic energy out and hit Roggenrola.

Both Kayley’s Pokémon went sliding backwards, hit the walls, and collapsed.

“Is that it?” Sparky asked, after a few seconds.

“Ritchie Getem wins!” the judge said. “Very easily.”

“It was just kind of a bad matchup for her,” Ritchie said, shrugging. “I thought that plan was a cool one, though… you just need a backup plan.”

“Yeah, I know…” Kayley agreed, sighing, and returned her Pokémon.


“That was short,” Brock said, checking the time. “And that was the last match of the day, right?”

“For this one, yeah,” May confirmed. “There’s still a battle or two going on in the other arenas, though.”

“Right,” Brock decided, standing up. “That sounds like time to head back to where we’re staying.”

He recalled Stantler, who’d been on the seat next to him, and then the group moved across sideways and reached the stairs.

“It’s a pity we can’t fly out,” May said. “I mean, it’d be pretty convenient, but the air traffic control would be kind of awful.”

I could manage it, Ethan told them.

“Yeah, but would you want to?”

Ethan was silent for a long moment.

Not more than a few times.

“There you go,” May pointed out. “Hey, Brock, why did you have Stantler out?”

“Well, Steelix wanted to see how the matches went,” Brock explained. “And I thought that if Stantler watched, then he could use his illusions to replay the highlights.”

“Neat,” May decided.

They came to the bottom of the stairs, and May looked around for a moment to get her bearings. “That way, right?”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed.

There was a series of meows, as a Shinx came dodging through the crowd to reach them. She patted Brock’s leg, and pointed. “That way!”

Brock did a double-take, then followed her pointing paw. “Philena?”

Professor Ivy waved. “Over here, Brock!”

The trainer paused long enough to scoop up Shinx, then pushed through the crowd towards Professor Ivy. “What are you doing here?”

“I thought it’d be a good chance to have a break,” Professor Ivy explained. “It’s about the right timing for a week off, after all.”

“This is your Shinx?” May asked, as the Electric-type jumped from Brock’s arms and settled on Philena’s shoulder. “She’s pretty cute.”

Shinx purred, very glad of the praise, as Brock gave Philena a quick hug.

“I’m sorry it’s been so long,” he said, releasing her. “I’ve been in Hoenn for a while, and that’s a long way to go to the Orange Islands – and it’s almost never been a good time. But it’s going to be Kanto for the next few months, so…”

He let it trail off, then shrugged. “Well, Flygon can probably manage something.”

“That would be nice,” Philena smiled. “But I knew that you’d not always be around, Brock – so don’t beat yourself up over it.”

“That uses energy that could go into stroking,” Shinx said sagely. “Speaking of which, I know you know what I’m saying when I ask for them!”

Brock laughed, petting the Electric-type. “She’s quite a little tyrant, isn’t she?”

Philena nodded. “Oh, yes… she really is.”


Blaine cleared his throat. “Ahem! Is everyone quite finished?”

Several of the younger Gym Leaders looked embarrassed, and the noise subsided.

“Thank you,” the Fire-type specialist said, putting his hands on the table. “Now, as I was saying… is anyone still having problems running high-badge challenge teams?”

He looked over to his left. “Forrest? I heard you were facing some issues.”

“It’s okay now,” Forrest told him. “I got Dad to help me train up one of those new Omanyte that were found near the Ruins of Alph, and he’s been pretty helpful. Apart from that-”

“Oh, you got an Omanyte?” asked Violet. “Those are kind of neat, I guess… Misty’s Kabutops is a bit spiky for my taste.”

“He’s an Omastar now,” Forrest replied. “So… actually more spiky.”

Violet sighed. “That’s kind of a pity.”

“We’re getting off topic,” Blaine said, not for the first time. “So, Forrest, you have the issue in hand?”

“Pretty much,” Forrest agreed. “I’m going to see about getting a couple more Fossil types, I think it’d be neat to have a Shieldon or Lileep… but last time I got checked out I passed.”

“That’s good to hear,” Blaine admitted. “So, that’s Forrest… what about the Cerulean gym?”

“Yeah, that’s been kind of hard to live up to,” Lily said. “Ever since Misty became, like, awesome, everyone thinks we’re the same kind of trainers, and we’re… less of that. Still… you know, it’s kind of working out okay.”

Blaine nodded. “Right. What about you, Mavis?”

“Doing just fine!” Mavis confirmed. “The gym’s all set up, and I’ve taken a few challengers so far – not many have come to Gardenia town yet, but I’m sure that’ll change.”

She frowned. “Though… actually, nobody’s won my Heart Badge yet. Is that wrong?”

Koga stroked his chin. “It might be,” he hedged. “I’ll leave Janine in charge and have a look at how you’re handling challengers – it might be you’re not judging the challenge right. You’ve been taping them?”

“Of course!” Mavis agreed. “But I’m afraid Juvia might have broken one of the cameras during a match, so not all of that one will be there.”

“That’s what I’m talking about!” Surge applauded.

“Lieutenant Surge,” Giovanni chided. “We’re all very impressed with Ms. Mavis, of course – but I would appreciate it if you would show some courtesy.”

Surge subsided, throwing a glance at the Viridian Gym Leader. “Killjoy…”

“Giovanni is correct, Surge,” Blaine informed him. “Let’s see… what about you two?”

Yas glanced at Kaz, then spoke up. “Right. Well… we’re still making sure we’ve got a team ready to challenge the Elite Four for qualification,” he said. “That was something we wanted to ask, actually – how does it work when you’ve got two gym leaders?”

“Is that what’s been delaying you?” Surge asked, then shrugged. “Tsk… and to think you’ve been getting ready for this for years.”

“After what happened when we did our first attempt we’re not exactly eager to get beaten that badly again!” Kaz protested. “Besides, one of the new Elite Four is a Dark type specialist! How are we going to even stand a chance against her?”

“You don’t,” Giovanni told them. “You research her fighting style, then use Pokémon borrowed from her to help you beat one of the other Elite Four members – like Misty, or Will.”

“Be that as it may,” Blaine said, tempted to call the meeting to order. “I understand that the Dark City presumptive gym is going as planned?”

Nods.

“Good. Now…Sabrina, have you had any luck identifying who you want to run your Lavender Town project?”

“Not so far,” Sabrina replied. “I’ll let you know if I do.”

Blaine nodded. “Okay, I understand – thanks for keeping us updated. And I understand Seph and Yolanda couldn’t be with us today, so…”

He took a deep breath. “Any Other Business?”

Forrest raised his hand. “I’ve got something.”

“You don’t need to raise a hand for attention, Forrest,” Blaine assured him. “What is it?”

“Well…” Forrest looked uncertain. “My brother said that Ash Ketchum’s coming back to Kanto for the next few months.”

There was a long pause.

“Anyone know where I can buy some good gym armour?” Mavis asked.

“Did you hear about what he did to Jasmine’s gym? It won’t help…”


Melody! Silver sent, wings flaring. It’s great to see you!

Indeed it is, his mother agreed, bowing down to the priestess as she climbed up towards the Shamouti shrine. And our thanks for visiting us.

“That’s fine,” Melody replied, setting down her burden for a moment. “It’s no problem, really…”

Slowking tapped her on the shoulder. “I’ll get that,” he informed her, picking up the box. “It’s good of you go bring it this high.”

So saying, the Water-type began climbing up the steps himself. Melody smiled, then followed – hurrying ahead to look for a good clear area.

“Is it okay to have that wall cleaned off?” she checked, pointing. “That one’s about the right shape.”

Of course, Ash’s Lugia said with a nod. He shifted, getting so he was almost along the line of the rock face, and fired a powerful Hydro Pump. Focused so the stream of water had the force of a pressure washer, he blasted the debris clean off the cliffside, and when he stopped a few seconds later the result was a clear rock face with only a few minor cracks or gaps.

“Great!” Melody said, and set the projector down on a rock. “Now, I know you wanted to watch Ash’s matches, so I thought this would work best. I recorded the League so far onto a couple of disks, so we can skip the bits you’re not as interested in.”

That sounds excellent, the female Lugia said.

“Yeah, this is going to be great!” Silver agreed.

I’ll just go and get our visitor, his father added.

“Visitor?” Melody asked, then held up a hand against the dust as Lugia took off in a rush of wind. “Who’s the visitor?”

“Rayquaza’s been visiting,” Slowking told her, placidly. “He wanted to talk about the thing with the Groudon and Kyogre.”

Yeah, that was cool, Silver added. But he said that he can’t do the Mega Evolving thing any more, something about how the meteorite was too small.

Melody nodded, understanding most of what they were talking about thanks to her studies. “Well, will he fit?”

“I can simply levitate,” Rayquaza said from directly above her.

It was a testament to Melody’s steadiness that she didn’t jump a foot in the air.

“I must admit, I’m interested to see this,” the Dragon-type added, as Melody shook herself and started to turn the projector on. “It will be a useful insight, of the kind Mewtwo seeks out.”

The lens lit up, throwing a white image onto the cliffside in the gathering gloom, then Melody hit the remote control and it skipped ahead to the first-round matches.

“There’s about a hundred and thirty of these, so let me know if I should fast forward,” she said.

Let’s just watch for now, one of the Lugia suggested. So we get an idea of what we’re looking at.


The sun had long set, and the broad sweep of a cloudless night shone over Shamouti, by the time Melody paused the video.

“Okay, that’s enough for one night,” she said, yawning. “I’m pretty sure it’s past midnight…”

Silver sighed. Aww… okay, I guess that makes sense.

He lay back on the stone of the shrine, and brightened. Wow, the stars look great! It’s completely clear!

“That’s my doing,” Rayquaza informed him. “My Air Lock ensures that the sky is calm and clear.”

“It does look pretty good,” Melody agreed, as her night vision recovered. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen this many stars in the heavens.”

“Look!” Silver said. “There’s so many shooting stars!”

Melody watched as they came, sometimes two or three a minute, sometimes more. “And you’re right, Silver, that’s beautiful – and amazing!”

Silver yawned, wings flopping out beside him, and he shook his head. “Wow… I’m more tired than I thought…”

His mother chuckled, nudging him. “Come on, Silver. It’s time for bed.”

“Okay,” Silver agreed, reluctantly.

He rolled over onto his feet, then stood, and pointed north. “Mom? What’s that?”

Both the Lugia looked.

“It’s a comet,” his mother said. “It looks like quite a big one, as well… from where it is, it must be quite a long way north, which is why we don’t usually see it.”

“Right,” Silver yawned. “Thanks…”

“Melody,” Silver’s father added. “It’s a long way to town, and it’s very dark. If you wish, I will offer you a lift.”

“I – thanks!” Melody said, honoured.

“It is no problem.”

Lugia crouched to let her on, then took off with a single psionically-assisted wingbeat and headed down the slope.


AN:

Bit less commentary for the second round – these two-on-two matches are a rare chance to show tournament teamwork. Instead, we look in on several people and how they’re doing.

Also I now have a link on my profile to an AotP Fanart Folder. If there’s fanart for this story I missed, let me know and I’ll add it.
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186. Hoenn 59


“It certainly looks like Ash is popular,” Philena said, looking around at the packed stadium. “Do you have to deal with this all the time?”

“It kind of depends,” Brock replied. “I think sometimes people just find it awkward making a fuss… but in a big enough crowd, they think it’s okay to be a bit of a fan, and then since everyone’s doing it then people get much more comfortable doing that kind of thing.”

He shrugged. “With everyone knowing Ash is going to be here at a specific time, then it’s not really surprising that it’s this crowded.”

Philena nodded. “I see. It’s good to hear that you’re not constantly surrounded by crowds.”

“Well… depends if you mean crowds of people or Pokémon,” May hedged. “We do tend to be pretty well surrounded by Pokémon half the time.”

“I suppose that’s inevitable,” Philena said. “You all have a lot of Pokémon.”

“I’ve got only a couple more than a normal full team,” May pointed out. “But Ash has, uh… loads.”

“Shinx is sometimes all I can handle,” the Professor confided. “I’m lucky she’s napping at the moment – and we’ve agreed there are times she does have to be in her Pokéball.”

“That’s good,” Brock said. “I remember having a tough couple of months getting my starter to accept boundaries.”

May blinked. “Wasn’t your starter… Onix?”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed with a wince. “You don’t want to know what a state the windowsill was in by the time we got him to stop leaning on it.”

Philena laughed. “I can just see that! And I bet he looked really sheepish, as well…”

“He did a bit,” Brock confirmed.

He pointed. “Look – here we go, the battle’s about to start.”


“It’ll be interesting to see if this works,” Pikachu said.

“It worked in training,” Ash replied. “…eventually.”

Pikachu waved his tail. “Yeah, eventually.”

“Go!” Ash said, deciding to proceed anyway, and threw the first Pokéball.


Donphan flashed into being, curled up, and then Corphish landed on top of him.

“Advance,” he said, flourishing a Razor Shell, and scuttling backwards on top of the Ground-type – matching speed with Donphan’s forwards roll, so he kept in position just on top of Donphan.

“You’ll have to give me more specific directions,” Donphan pointed out.

“Of course,” Corphish replied. “I will do so as soon as-”

The other trainer sent out Wailord, which cast a shadow over half the arena grass.

“Full astern,” Corphish interrupted himself. “Backwards now!”

Donphan skidded to a halt, sending up a rooster-tail of dirt, and began to Rollout backwards. The bulky Water-type slammed down just behind them, making the ground shake, and a pulse of air knocked them off course for a little before Donphan recovered.

“The other Pokémon’s a Vileplume!” Ash told them. “It’s on top of the Wailord!”

“Well, that’s an interesting one…” Donphan said, as they swerved to take a path around the outside of the arena. “What’s the plan?”

“Roll me closer,” Corphish said. “I want to hit them with my swords.”

“Of course you do,” Donphan replied, sighing, and skidded around in a turn. A barrage of Bullet Seeds came flying at them, and Donphan jinked to one side to avoid the worst of them.

“Vwum,” Corphish stated, his Shellsabers blurring, and Bullet Seeds went flying in all directions as he knocked them aside with a series of high-speed blocks and counters. “Jump!”


“Keep the Bullet Seed up!” Mike said, pointing. “They’re both weak to Grass attacks-”

He stopped, then started again. “Wailord, use Body Slam!”

Wailord shifted, flexing, then jumped into the air just as Donphan arrived. The Ground-type pushed off with his trunk, launching both himself and his crustacean passenger into the air, and managed to get onto the broad back of Mike’s Wailord as it soared into the air.

“Wait, now I can’t see what’s going on,” Mike muttered to himself. “Vileplume, Giga Drain!”

There was a flash of green light, and a swish, and then Vileplume yelped. A moment later, Wailord landed again, knocking all three other Pokémon staggering.

Donphan recovered first, and peeled out forwards – headed straight for Vileplume.

“Look out!” Mike ordered. “Wailord, Water Spout! Aim for the middle of your back!”

Wailord duly fired out a blast of water, sending it arcing into the air and then falling down just where Corphish was.

Knocked backwards by the force of the water blast, Corphish staggered a bit. Then Donphan hit Vileplume, knocking him off Wailord’s back, and the Ground-type bounced off his opponent and then came around for another attack.

“Block with Bullet Seed!” Mike said, trying to keep track of both engagements at once. “Splash, Wailord!”

The Water-type flexed again, this time enough to bounce Corphish into the air and knock him off – landing him on the grass a little way from Vileplume.

He immediately deactivated one shell-blade, firing a burst of Bubblebeam at Vileplume, and distracted the Grass-type for long enough that Donphan ran him over.

“Body Slam!” Mike instructed. “Quickly! Get the Corphish and Donphan!”

While Wailord launched himself upwards, Corphish and Donphan kept up their cooperative attack. The Water-type swung back up on Donphan’s back, then began scuttling around to keep himself on top. Barrages of Bubblebeams and the occasional Earth Power kept Vileplume distracted, and then Mike realized he’d made a critical error.

“Look out, Vileplume!” he shouted.

Donphan sped away, carrying Corphish out of the impact zone at almost the last moment.

Vileplume wasn’t so lucky.


“…uh, okay,” Ash said, blinking. “I… didn’t actually expect that.”

He waved. “Is your Vileplume okay?”

“Wailord, roll over!” Mike ordered. “Vileplume, are you alright?”

Vileplume seemed to be largely driven into the ground like a large, plant-like nail.

“Um… what now?” Mike asked. “I guess Vileplume can’t battle… I think I’m going to have to forfeit. I really screwed up…”


“What happened there?” Philena asked. “It looked like it was going well at first.”

“I think he’s not practiced battling with two Pokémon,” May judged. “I’ve seen Coordinators like that – their Pokémon just aren’t well coordinated, and they’re too used to having just the one Pokémon to keep track of.”


“Hey, do you have a moment?” Ash asked.

Mike looked around. “Oh – hey, didn’t expect to see you again…”

“Yeah, I just wanted to say-” Ash began, then shook his head. “Yeah, this was going to be a lot easier in my head… am I right in guessing that you’ve mostly done one on one battles?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Mike confirmed. “I thought that Vileplume and Wailord would work well because they have good coverage for one another, but – that kind of didn’t work out for me.”

“I think the mistake there’s mostly just one about training,” Ash said, thinking. “Not just your Pokémon, but you as well. What your Pokémon need to learn if they’re in a double battle is how to support one another – how to work together, basically, not just work in the same area as one another – and what I think you could work on is how to keep track of the whole battle.”

He waved back at the arena. “You might have noticed I had my Pokémon mostly doing their own thing? That’s because they knew what to do to work together – and having your Pokémon able to concentrate on the small things means you can keep track of the big picture.”

“Right,” Mike said, brightening. “Right! Thanks – I’ll try that!”

“Great,” Ash replied. “Hope that goes well!”


“Is Ash going to come up here?” Philena asked. “I’d have expected him to show up by now.”

Down in the arena, there was a sudden whoosh of blue flame as a Poison Gas was ignited by a Flamethrower. The combination attack knocked both opposing Pokémon aside, and the Flying-type was hit hard enough that it barely pulled out of a dive before hitting the floor.

“I think he should be on the way,” Brock agreed. “Oh – and here he is. How’s things, Ash?”

“Not bad,” Ash replied, as Pikachu jumped down from his shoulder and sat in the empty seat. “…oh, come on, Pikachu….”

Pikachu looked up at Ash. “What? What’s the problem?”

“Well…” Ash began, scratching the back of his neck. “I was planning to sit there.”

“I’m not sure how that’s my problem,” Pikachu countered, sticking his tongue out. “I’m sure you can find another chair.”

“What’s going on?” Philena asked.

“Oh, Pikachu’s being funny,” Brock told her. “I’m not sure why, but it seems to amuse him.”

“Right, mister!” Ash said, picking his Electric-type up. “You stop this or I won’t let you battle Sparky!”

Pikachu paused, cheeks half-charged. “Tell me more.”

“He won his final doubles match,” May supplied, guessing what Pikachu meant. “So Ritchie’s fighting Ash early in the last-thirty-two.”

“Oh,” Pikachu said. “Oh. Okay, fair enough.”

Ash took his seat, watching as the Flying-type got knocked out.

“…that was quick,” he said. “Who’s next… oh, right, Tyson!”


Tyson expanded out both his Pokéballs. “Okay, go!”

Four Pokémon exploded out onto the field, Tyson’s Hariyama and his Metagross taking position across from an Aggron and a Snorlax.

“Huh,” Tyson said, interested. “A heavyweight battle! Metagross, focus on the Snorlax!”

“Keep back, Aggron!” his opponent said. “Move in when you see an opening against the Hariyama – and don’t let him catch you in close! Snorlax, start Stockpiling!”

Hariyama advanced, Metagross clattering along just to his right, and took a stance. He paused for a moment, then lunged in and took Snorlax by the arm.

“Vital Throw!” Tyson ordered.

His Fighting-type strained, lifting Snorlax a few inches off the ground, then the Normal-type glowed and rose much more quickly.

“Aggron, now!” the other trainer said, as Snorlax went vertical. “And Spit Up!”

Snorlax unleashed his stored energy downwards, but Hariyama had just thrown him – so the blast of Stockpiled energy just hit the ground and dug out a crater. Hariyama turned to face Aggron, and got a Heavy Slam to the face.

“Tag in!” Tyson said.

Metagross lumbered forwards, raising one limb, and hammered a footpunch into Aggron. The impact helped Hariyama push his target backwards, and he added a Karate Chop which made the Steel-type roar with rage.

Snorlax contributed by launching a blast of flame at Metagross, forcing the Psychic-type to switch focus to defend himself, and Aggron hit Hariyama with another Heavy Slam to force him backwards before launching a Fire Blast of his own at the vulnerable Metagross.

“Hariyama, Whirlwind!” Tyson said. “Blow that fire off course!”

Hariyama complied, whipping up a storm of wind with a palm-strike, then moved forwards a few steps and kicked out at Aggron’s legs.

“Back!” Aggron’s trainer said. “Snorlax, Rest – then Sleep Talk!”

“Use Psychic to hold Snorlax in place,” Tyson instructed. “Hariyama, you move in. Focus Punch!”

“Aggron, Thunder Wave!”


The crash and clatter of attack and counterattack rang in the air as four large, burly Pokémon went at it hammer and tongs.

“Is this what it sounds like in your gym?” Philena asked, voice raised.

“Not really,” Brock replied. “We don’t usually have this many big Pokémon in it at once!”

He waved a hand. “Actually, come to that, we don’t do double battles. So we don’t have this many big Pokémon in at once… pretty much ever.”


Aggron and Snorlax both strained, lifting Tyson’s Metagross into the air between them.

“Now, throw!”

Both Normal-type and Rock-type twisted, sending Metagross crashing to the ground about five feet away – making a large crater in the ground.

“Metagross, use Magnet Rise – get back upright,” Tyson called. “Hariyama, get him some time – Arm Thrust!”

The Fighting-type came lumbering back into the battle, arm back and palms glowing white, and hit both his opponents with open-hand blows in rapid alternation.

“Behind you!” Tyson’s opponent said. “That Metagross is getting up!”

“Meteor Mash and Arm Thrust!” Tyson said, triumphantly.

Hariyama and Metagross paused a moment, lining up their arms, then launched the attacks both at once. First Snorlax was hit by a metal fist from behind and a palm strike from the front – then Aggron – then Snorlax again, until both Pokémon were battered and wobbling on their feet.

Aggron slammed a tail strike into Metagross, knocking it backwards and making it bounce on the floor, then took a final attack from Hariyama and collapsed.

“Rest, Snorlax!” his trainer said. “We can still win this!”

Hariyama used Wake-Up Slap, knocking Snorlax out of his attempt at a nap, and then punched him clear across the arena with an almighty Focus Punch.

“…or not,” the trainer added. “I guess that means you win. Good match!”


“Looks like Max is next,” Norman said, looking at the chart on their wall. “And he’s battling someone called Hidachi.”

That should be interesting, Gardevoir smiled. I wonder who he’ll use.

Maybe he’ll use Roland! Kirlia suggested. I think Roland would be great at this!

Well, Roland is still quite new to battling, Gardevoir pointed out. I’m not sure if Max would want to use him here – he might use Roland for the Full Battle section – but, well, we’ll see.

“Okay, here we go,” Norman told them, drawing their attention to the screen.


Hidachi sent out his Pokémon. First a Golduck, who appeared high and used a pulse of psychic energy to arrest his fall, then a Hitmonchan whose first movement was to take a ready stance.

As he did, Max’s own Pokémon appeared. Guy came first, Toxic Orb nearly hidden under the frills of his ruff, and then came his teammate.

“Here we go!” Roland said, determined. “Ready?”

Guy nodded a confirmation.

“Electric bullet!” Hidachi ordered.

Golduck took a step sideways to be just behind Hitmonchan’s shoulder. A globe of water formed in one palm, and he lobbed it forwards – so it passed over Hitmonchan’s head, ready to land just in front of him.

“Guy, look out!” Max said.

Hitmonchan’s fist blurred out in a Thunderpunch, hitting the Water Pulse. Golduck’s aquakinesis kept the waterglobe intact, so instead of bursting in a shower of droplets it was volleyed forwards as a single crackling sphere of high-speed electrified water.

Guy swished his tail into it, the thick muscle giving his Iron Tail enough force to smash the projectile to pieces. Some of the charge got through, and he winced – then saw them lining up another attack.

“Roland!” Max called. “Guy, Leaf Storm!”

Hitmonchan pulled back his fist, which lit with flame, then – just as he launched the attack – a pulse of Psywave hit him from behind. His punch hit off-centre, splintering the Water Pulse into tiny droplets, and Golduck kicked out at the little Ralts who’d just messed up their attack.

Roland vanished again with a flicker of light, and Guy reminded them of his presence by kicking Hitmonchan under the chin hard enough to launch him into the air.

Unfortunately for the Grass-type, however, Hitmonchan refocused fast. He met Guy’s next attack with a Mach Punch, forcing them apart in the air from the force of the impact, and flipped before landing on his feet.

Guy’s claws dug a trail in the ground as he braked, and Golduck followed up on the counterattack by Hitmonchan with a pulse of Psychic aimed at the Breloom. The impact made Guy stagger, then steady himself – Poison Heal washing away his injuries.

“Try and get one of them in the air!” Max instructed.

“Don’t give them the chance!” Hidachi said. “Water bullet barrage!”

Golduck clapped his hands together, water splashing out from the contact point and forming a miniature lagoon around both him and his ally, and then the pond began to bubble upwards in large Water Pulse orbs for Hitmonchan to use. Hitmonchan rose to the occasion, leaning forwards slightly and unleashing a volley of punches which fired every one of the Pulses at Guy.

Some of them had electricity sparking all along the outside edge, some hissed and bubbled as they boiled en route, and some were football-sized chunks of ice flash-frozen by an Ice Punch, but most of them were simply propelled by the force of a Mach Punch.

Guy dodged to the side, escaping the first flush of the assault, then smashed one of the ice balls. “Roland!”

“Right!” Roland agreed, disappearing from his position and reappearing on Guy’s head. The Ralts then began to teleport as fast as he could, appearing next to orb after orb and breaking them up with little Confusion pulses to destabilize them.

Guy charged into the teeth of the attack, relying on Poison Heal to protect him from what was no longer anything more than a kind of horizontal rain.

“Get that Ralts!” Hidachi said. “Bullet Punch!”

Hitmonchan took a step forwards, ignoring the Water Pulse orbs rising up around him for a moment, and hit Roland as he teleported in. The impact knocked Roland across half of the arena, and he landed with a pained thud.

Before that, though, Guy reached Hitmonchan.

He spun on one foot, tail smacking into Hitmonchan’s side, and knocked him enough out of the way that Guy could target Golduck. He fired a point-blank Seed Bomb, the blast powerful enough to send Golduck staggering back, and switched back to Hitmonchan in order to smack him with a Facade.

“Drain Punch!” Hidachi instructed.


Roland shook his head, clearing the stars from his eyes, and refocused. Max? What now?

“Help Guy!” Max told him.

Roland turned, focusing on the battle, and saw that Guy was having trouble keeping the other two Pokémon from focusing on him.

“Right!” the Ralts said, and took a step forwards. Between that step and the next, he vanished in a teleport.

Appearing three paces behind Golduck as the Water-type readied an Ice Beam, he summoned a swirl of Magical Leaves and fired them at Golduck’s back. Then he did another teleport, concentrating hard to keep his position focused in his head and appear in the right place, and used Confusion on Hitmonchan.

Going back to hit Golduck, he nearly met a Hydro Pump coming the other way and hurriedly teleported straight upwards. The perspective change was a wrench, but it gave him time to think, and he picked his position before doing yet another location change to land on Guy’s back.

“You okay?” Guy asked.

“Yeah!” Roland said, shaking off the dizziness. “Kinda – can you move back a bit?”

The Breloom kicked off, getting distant just before a Water Pulse from one side hit him at the same time as a Focus Punch from the other, and braked by digging his claws into the grass. “You’ve got a plan?”

“Sure do,” Roland confirmed. “Just give me a moment to recover…”

“Well, I’ll try…” Guy promised. “Look out, though, incoming!”


“So, turns out Roland’s pretty good,” Norman said. “It looks like he does need an ally to do the heavy hitting for him, for now, but that teleport trick of his is pretty good at avoiding being hit.”

Mostly, Gardevoir added, sounding a little upset. I wish he’d be more careful… that looked painful.

“I think he’s holding up better than you’d think,” Norman said. “I mean, sure, he’s being hit a few times – but he’s able to surprise them, so he’s not actually being hit with a particularly strong attack.”

Look out! Kirlia ‘pathed, looking at the screen as Guy skidded to one side and Roland clung on.

“Can he actually sense you from that far away?” Caroline asked.

Kirlia paused. …no, I don’t think so…

“Even if he could, it’d just confuse him,” Norman told her. “Broadcasts like this are on a time delay – it’s short, but it’s there in case something happens that means they need to stop broadcasting.”

Oh, huh… Kirlia said. That’s actually more impressive than just doing it straight away.

Humans are inventive, Gardevoir agreed.


“Are you nearly ready?” Guy asked, claws digging into the ground. “Mach Punch!”

His blow blasted a particularly large Water Pulse apart. “I don’t think it’s long before we start facing actual fire Fire Punches…”

“I’m ready!” Roland confirmed. “Okay, Leaf Storm!”

Guy nodded, springing back to get distance and then making a run-up. He lowered his head, using his cap to deflect the worst of the powerful attacks, and crouched before doing a backflip kick to knock Hitmonchan in the air.

This time, Hitmonchan was ready for them, and he paused before lashing out with a Fire Punch-

-and hit thin air, as Guy vanished in a flicker of light.

The Breloom reappeared, still moving, behind his opponent. Connecting with both feet, he launched Hitmonchan into the air before following with a burst of speed. Golduck lashed out at him, and he replied with a quick Seed Bomb aimed straight down – one which blew a crater in the ground, launching Guy higher and knocking Golduck backwards.

Roland shook his head to refocus, then jumped off Guy’s back and vanished in another teleport. As he did, Hitmonchan spun in mid-air, ready to Mach Punch Guy away for the second time this battle.

“Look out!” Hidachi called urgently.

Hitmonchan hesitated, unsure what his trainer meant, and then Roland appeared behind him and grabbed onto his shoulder.

Down! Roland sent to his teammate.

Guy’s tail coiled up like a spring, and he pulled in both legs – muscles bunching and ready to kick out.

As Hitmonchan reached up to his shoulder to throw the Fairy-type off, the world lurched around him. His perspective on the arena was suddenly off by a hundred degrees to the right and tilted so the floor was now the wall, and instead of readying a Mach Punch to hit the Breloom’s fist he was looking at a pair of large feet a few inches from his chest.

Then he got kicked. Very hard. Twice.

And hit with Guy’s tail, too, for good measure.


A cloud of dust went up as Hitmonchan was hammered into the floor.

Roland appeared just over Guy’s head, landed on it as Guy hit the top of his arc, and looked down. “You can land okay, right? I’m kind of tired…”

“Sure thing,” Guy confirmed, rolling his neck, and landed with knees bent to absorb the recoil.

Roland wobbled, nearly falling, and Guy had to catch him as he toppled off the Breloom’s head cap. “Whoops!”

A Hydro Pump came blasting at them, getting both Max’s Pokémon wet and sending them skidding several feet across the floor.

“Okay, you stay here for now,” Guy added, putting Roland down. His claws dug into the ground, and he burst forwards.

Roland watched, slightly dizzy, as Guy dodged an Ice Beam and spun into an Iron Tail. The heavy impact from Guy’s tail knocked Golduck sideways, then the Water-type recovered and summoned a great wave of water which blasted out in all directions.

A moment of droplets hanging in mid-air, and then Golduck froze the lot. His webbed foot hit the floor, and icy fragments shot out in all directions – peppering Guy with dozens of tiny ice shards.

Face set, the Ralts got up again.

Guy needed his help.


“Guy!” Max called. “Seed Bomb – straight up!”

Guy complied without question, diving past Golduck’s attack and tucking into a forwards roll. At the moment he was facing straight up he fired, sending a glowing brown orb suffused with Grass-type energy into the air.

“Golduck, move back!” Hidachi said. “Make sure you’re out of range of that Seed Bomb!”

Golduck backflipped, all four limbs glowing with a pulse of psionic energy, and the flip took him at least five metres away – outside the blast radius.

“Now!” Max said suddenly.

There was a flicker of light overhead, and the Seed Bomb vanished.

“Wait – no!” Hidachi said suddenly, as another flicker of light appeared next to Golduck. “LOOK-!”

Roland threw Guy’s Seed Bomb right at Golduck’s feet, and teleported away just as it detonated.


“…okay, that was impressive,” May said, clapping, as Golduck collapsed and Guy caught his dizzy teammate. “Wow, I know he was working on that teleport thing a lot, but that was a really impressive performance!”

She looked contemplative. “I wonder if he’d be willing to take part in a Contest in Kanto…”

“Maybe,” Brock agreed. “I think you’re right, he’d probably be quite good at it.”

“So that was at least five different uses of teleport,” Philena observed. “It’s a very good example of how versatile a single move can be – not only was he using it to get into attack position, he was also getting out of danger, moving an ally into an advantageous position, moving an enemy into a disadvantageous position, and even using it to deliver a completely different attack.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “But what really makes me impressed is how well Max did. Did you see?”

Philena looked confused.

“No, I get it,” May said. “You mean when he told Guy to use Seed Bomb – it meant that he knew what Roland was planning, either because Roland told him or because he thought Roland could come up with it independently, and he had Guy do something which looked like it was a different attack entirely.”

Ash nodded. “That’s what I mean,” he confirmed. “It shows he knows his Pokémon well enough that he doesn’t have to explain the strategy to them.”


“Beedrill asks if you are sure you don’t want to use him,” Riolu said.

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure,” Casey replied. “I know he’s good, and I know he wants to fight, but… well, I’m pretty sure we’ll need a pinch-hitter. Maybe two.”

“I see,” Riolu frowned. “Yes, that makes a great deal of sense.”

She reached out, and tapped the button of her Pokéball – recalling herself with a flash of red light.

Casey nodded to herself. “Okay, let’s do this.”


“That’s the baseball girl?” Johanna asked.

“I think so, yes,” Dawn agreed. “It’ll be interesting to see who she uses this time – her team’s kind of eclectic.”

“Well, who doesn’t have a strange team from some point of view?” her mother said. “Even Gym Leaders have a surprise or two.”

“You’re right,” Dawn admitted. “And I know my team’s going to be quite a mix.”

As they watched, there was a flash as Casey sent out both her Pokémon – Meganium, wearing her striped scarf, and her shiny Riolu who took up a ready stance.

Across the arena, the other trainer – a young man with a bandana – sent out his own pair of Pokémon. First came a Baltoy, which bobbed up and down and spun gently, and then a Whirlipede which bounced down next to it.

“So, what do you think?” Johanna said, turning to her daughter. “Who’s got the best chance?”

“Hmm,” Dawn frowned. “Well, the Whirlipede’s got a good type advantage, and the Baltoy’s pretty well set up too… but I don’t think type’s the only thing you have to think about. I think I remember seeing her Riolu before, and she’s a really fast pitcher.”

“Begin!” the announcer called.


“Vine Whip!” Casey ordered. “Try and stop the Whirlipede rolling!”

Meganium’s legs extended roots into the ground to keep her in place, and she reached out with both vines to grab for the Bug-type. They reached as Whirlipede began to spindash in place, slipped, and she lost her grip as Whirlipede Steamrollered off.

“Right field!” Casey said quickly.

Riolu vaulted over her Grass-type ally, palms glowing with bright blue energy. She lashed out, palm striking the incoming Whirlipede, and swept her foot into Whirlipede as a follow-up to knock him off course.

“Keep it up, Whirlipede!” Casey’s opponent called. “Baltoy, use Extrasensory!”

“Switch!” Casey told Riolu. “Fastball!”

The Fighting-type jumped backwards, shielding herself behind Meganium for a moment, then span up an Aura Sphere and jumped back out again. She hurled it with an overhand cast, sending it shooting towards the Ground-type and making it flinch back.

“Baltoy, use Rock Tomb!” the other trainer added, and Riolu – moving without needing orders – jumped up onto Meganium’s head just behind her antennae. She crouched, focusing on the rocks flying towards them, and jumped – taking one and hurling it at the others with Aura-enhanced force, knocking them aside and making her paws hit the grass with a thump from the recoil.

“Leaf Storm!” Casey instructed.

Meganium shook her petals, and unleashed a barrage of sharp-edged leaves towards her opponent. Baltoy span faster, using Rapid Spin to divert them away from itself, and Meganium’s vines whipped out towards him.

“Now!” Casey added. Riolu jumped, slipping neatly between Meganium’s vines, then landed on the two cords of strong material with blue-glowing paws – and sprinted along them.

She was halfway there when Whirlipede hit Meganium with a Bulldoze. The impact made the Grass-type shout in pain, and her cords began to go slack – so Riolu accelerated, sliding along and launching herself at the still-spinning Baltoy.

“Explosion!” Baltoy’s trainer said.

In the sliver of time as Baltoy began to glow white, building up energy for his detonation, Riolu formed a shape of blue Aura between her paws. Ramming the resultant Bone Rush staff downwards, she knocked herself away from Baltoy – meaning that, while the Explosion hit her hard, she didn’t take the brunt of it as Baltoy had planned.

She skidded to a halt on the grass, panting, and glanced at Casey.

“Change batsmon!” her trainer said.

Riolu frowned for a moment, then realized what Casey meant. Diving forwards, she took the hilt of the bone staff she’d just made and hurled it at Meganium.

Meganium caught it out of the air with her vines, swung, and knocked Whirlipede hard enough that the whole Aura-crafted bone rang with the impact.

A moment later, Riolu felt herself leave the ground as Baltoy lifted her. There was a crackle of energy as he used Confusion, and she winced.

“Riolu, stay calm!” Casey said, over the sound of a Poison-type trying to get past Meganium’s excellent batsmonship. “Okay, Aura Sphere – but don’t throw it!”

Riolu complied, forming the blue sphere of light. Another Confusion hit her, and she gasped before steeling herself.

“Good – keep charging it!” Casey told her.

Not sure what her trainer meant, but trusting her, Riolu kept building it up – making it glow larger and larger, until it was large enough she was having trouble keeping it under control.

“Now – pitch as hard as you can!” her trainer said. “Straight away from Baltoy!”

“Pardon?” Baltoy’s trainer asked. “Wait-”

Riolu pitched the unstable Aura Sphere, which detonated a moment after it left her paws. The recoil force from the pitch, coupled with the force of the explosion, knocked her backwards in Baltoy’s psionic control – and directly into it.

“Now, grab him and get to home plate!” Casey shouted. “Come on, Riolu, run!”

The Fighting-type’s paws touched the grass, letting her grip. She held Baltoy in both paws and sprinted, every step enhanced with Aura, and Baltoy wasted a few precious seconds struggling against her grip.

“Explode, quick!” the trainer said urgently. “Before-!”

“Home Run finisher!” Casey ordered.

Petals swirled around Meganium’s open flower. Then Riolu came running right at her, and she bathed them both in an almighty Petal Storm which blasted both her and her passenger into the air.

Vines snaked out, taking Riolu’s footpaw, and her Grass-type friend yanked her away from Baltoy just before it exploded again.


“I guess sometimes baseball moves are the ones which have an advantage,” Philena said, interested. “So… she was using terms which her Pokémon are familiar with?”

“That’s it exactly,” Brock agreed. “I wonder if people who did Little League would be better at battling her…”

“Like you, you mean?” his girlfriend asked, teasingly.

“That’s what Charizard needs to do!” Ash said suddenly. “To make sure that Casey doesn’t beat him again – he needs to learn baseball!”

May gave him a look.

“…what?” Ash added. “It makes a sort of sense.”

“Yes, only a sort of sense,” Pikachu clarified. “A very unusual sort, to boot.”

“Come on, Pikachu, be fair,” Brock said. “Given how Ash usually operates, that only makes it more likely to work.”

Ash crossed his arms. “I don’t have to listen to this.”

“Actually, you do, because you learned that Aura trick,” Pikachu reminded him. “So it’s kind of your fault.”

“…yeah, but I meant that more like, stop it,” Ash clarified.

“I know.”

Ash shook his head. “Some trainers don’t have to put up with this from their Pokémon.”


“Hey, Ash?” May asked. “You okay?”

Ash waved. “Oh – hi, May. Yeah, everything’s fine.”

He nodded at the bulk of the stadium, some distance from where they were staying. “It’s just… you know. Another League, and this time the first battle I’ve got in the last thirty-two is against Ritchie.”

May nodded. “He’s a friend, right?”

“Yeah, he is,” Ash agreed. “And – it’s the same as always. When I battle a friend, I think it’s great that we can challenge one another – but it also means that only one of us can get through to the next round. And… well…”

The young trainer shrugged. “I just don’t think Ritchie deserves that, if he’s knocked out, and I’m pretty sure I’m good enough to do really well in a League tournament.”

There was a swish of air from below, and Pikachu came into view. A moment later he was followed by Ivysaur, who lashed out with a Vine Whip – one Pikachu deflected with Iron Tail, driving it safely away from his body and preventing it from contacting him.

“What’s Pikachu doing?” May asked, pointing. “Does Ritchie have a Grass-type?”

“He might,” Ash replied. “I don’t think I’ve seen his full team recently – but that’s preparation to battle Sparky, Ritchie’s Raichu.”

“Right, the whip-tail thing,” May realized. “Okay, I get it.”

She frowned, thinking. “Well, you know – you could just look at it this way. Ritchie knew what League you were doing, and he’s certainly good enough to get into another one if he wanted to. I’m pretty sure he’s here so he can battle you.”

After a moment, she shrugged. “Besides, he wasn’t here last time.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed, after some thought. “And nor was Casey, now I think of it…”

“Well, there you go!” May nodded. “See? It’s like that Steve guy.”

“I didn’t think anything was like him,” Ash said. “He’s just odd.”

“Ash?” Latias asked. “Do we have cocoa in the kitchen here?”

“Don’t know,” Ash admitted. “Try the cupboard over the sink.”

“Yeah, because your life isn’t odd,” May chuckled. “Have you decided who to use tomorrow, then – apart from Pikachu, that is?”

“Well… I was thinking about that,” Ash said. “I think it’d be good to have Glalie in the team, and Absol – actually, I think it’d be wrong of me to not use a Mega-Evolved Pokémon since Ritchie wants a good battle, and Absol’s going to be the one.”

He paused, thinking. “Then… well, Houndoom makes sense too, because I know Ritchie’s team is pretty good at Psychic stuff… and Noctowl, and if he doesn’t want me to use any Legendaries then I think I should have Squirtle along to sort out Zippo.”

“Only one Flying-type?” May asked, then blinked. “Wait, no, Mega Absol can sort of fly, can’t she… did you ever work out if that meant she was Flying-type?”

“Professor Oak doesn’t think she is,” Ash told her.

“Right,” May nodded.


“You know, I think this is going to be a good tournament,” Steven said, looking over the matchups sheet. “I’m pretty excited about who’s going to end up challenging us!”

“Too right, boss,” Sidney agreed. “Hey, did we ever work out who was going to be first?”

“Pretty sure it’s my turn,” Phoebe informed him. “Your turn isn’t until the next challenger.”

“Aw, man…”

“Sidney, this is unbecoming,” Drake informed him, tapping a foot testily. “Besides, we’re talking about Ash Ketchum here – I’m sure that even if Phoebe does defeat him, he’d be willing to continue to face whoever else decides to ask for a battle.”

“Guess you’re right,” Sidney chuckled. “And yeah, that’s good news.”

“What do you think, Glacia?” Steven asked. “You haven’t said anything yet.”

Glacia waved a hand. “We’ll all get a better picture of his abilities in the coming matches… but yes, from what Lance and his team have said, Ash Ketchum is a strong one. I wonder if I’ll do better than Lorelei?”


“Hey, Ritchie?” Ash called, waving. “Hey!”

“Oh – hi, Ash!” Ritchie replied. “Surprised to see you now, it’s only about ten minutes before we start – right?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I just wanted to check, because we have to do that kind of thing – only one Legendary or Mega each, right?”

“Right,” Ritchie said. “I know you’ve got loads of them, but I’ve only found one compatible Mega Stone – and I’m not going to let you win just by using your Legendaries!”

“Makes sense to me,” Ash agreed. “Well-”

Pikachu coughed. “Remember?”

“Oh, right,” Ash remembered. “Pikachu wanted to have his battle at the start of our match – is that okay?”

“Sure is!” Ritchie agreed, indicating the Raichu on his hat. “Sparky was suggesting basically the same thing.”

“…wait, that means he’s ready for me,” Pikachu said. “Can I change my mind?”

“Pikachu!” Ash laughed.

Sparky’s tail flirted. “What is it, Pikachu? Wanting to back out now you see what you’re up against?”

“No chance!” Pikachu retorted.

“There we go, then,” Ritchie said. He glanced at his watch. “Uh, we’d… better get ready…”

“Yeah, being late to a battle sucks,” Ash agreed. “You know it actually happened the first time around against you? You were the one who insisted they not disqualify me, so – thanks!”

“…kind of hard for me to feel I deserve it,” Ritchie said. “But I’ll take it!”

He turned, then looked back. “Oh, yeah – I won’t wish you good luck…”

“I get it,” Ash assured him. “So I’ll wish you – have fun!”

“I like it!” Ritchie pronounced. “You too, Ash!”


“So these two have fought before at the League,” Johanna said, nodding to herself. “That seems surprising – that they’re battling this early, that is.”

“I guess that’s just the luck of the draw,” Dawn agreed. “Hey, look, they’re showing highlights from last time Ash and Ritchie fought one another.”

While the picture-in-picture kept showing the stadium, as the last minutes ticked down before the scheduled start of the battle, what took up most of the screen was snatches from the battle between the two trainers at the Indigo League.

Two Pikachu, battling with Aura and electricity and blinding speed. A Riolu and a Kirlia, switching from fists and palms to bones and blades with ease and grace.

A battle in the air, the little Spearow moving with almighty explosions of power to face off against the much larger Pidgeot. Butterfree facing Butterfree, a subtle dance of hidden powders and effects.

Ritchie’s Eevee defeating Ash’s Porygon, with Eevee’s earnest heart proving decisive.

And the famous finale, where one Pokémon entered the battle as a Charmander and left it as a Charizard.

“So, how do you think it’s going to go?” Johanna added.

“Hm…” Dawn said, frowning. “I’m not sure – I mean, I think Ash is likely to win, but Ritchie’s still good, and apparently his Pokémon have been learning cool things too.”

She shook her head. “I think it’s anyone’s game. It could depend on something like Pokémon choice or even a move being used at the wrong time. And I don’t know who Ash is going to use – just that Pikachu seems really-”

She interrupted herself. “Look, it’s starting!”


“Okay, Pikachu,” Ash said, and pointed. “You know what to do!”

“I certainly do!” Pikachu agreed, bounding onto the grass of the arena. His cheeks crackled for a moment, until he suppressed them to avoid wasting any energy.

Sparky came running forwards as well, his own electricity under no such constraint. It surged outwards, forming a pair of long whips which glowed with layered Electric and Psychic energy, then broke free entirely – both of them independent lightning bolts floating alongside the Raichu.

Pikachu eyed the lightning bolts for a moment, and fired out a Thunderbolt of his own at one. The faint blue corona of psychic energy around that one intensified suddenly, and a strange tug stymied Pikachu’s attempt to use the connection to Lightningrod Sparky’s attack – instead, the lightning absorbed Pikachu’s thunderbolt and became brighter and denser.

“Huh,” Pikachu said, then abandoned the use of electricity for now. He formed a pair of Aura Spheres, one in each palm, and slammed them together just as Sparky lunged.

“Future Sight!” Ash called, not as a command but as a reminder, and Pikachu dodged left rather than the easier right – meaning that Sparky caught his tail a glancing blow with one paw, but also meaning that the Future Sight attack only blasted a hole in the grass.

Pikachu quickly found himself on the defensive even as his seeker spheres dove after Sparky, as both the lightning bolts turned out to be close enough to self-controlled as made no difference. He rolled over one, smashed the other with his Iron Tail, then felt another pull on his electrical reserves as the first one connected and began siphoning it off.

“Where did you come up with that!?” Pikachu demanded, backflipping away with a burst of Agility to break the connection and firing a Thunder into the arena floor. The Electric-type attack was focused enough that it made a narrow hole, and Pikachu slammed an Electroball down into the hole to blast chunks of earth into the air.

One of the lightning bolts was hit by a large chunk and sent flying, core dimmed to near invisibility. The other wove around Pikachu’s impromptu large-scale Mud Sport, and dove after him again.

“Psychic!” Sparky announced, tail glowing. He ran along some of the still-falling clods of earth, and sent two of them flying straight towards Pikachu – trying to trap him and get him beaned by at least one of the projectiles flying towards him.

In reply, Pikachu summoned a bright blue glow of Aura to his paws. Landing on the edge of the hole he’d made, he snatched up one of the broken pieces of arena and hurled it straight at Sparky – then kicked off and blew through one of the chunks aimed at him with a Volt Tackle that blew it to scattered dirt and blades of grass.

Sparky used a Psycho Cut to slice the big lump of turf apart, then found himself in a close-range Iron Tail duel with Pikachu. The smaller, faster Electric-type scored at least four glancing hits, blurring around Sparky’s attacks, but Pikachu knew it was only a momentary advantage – those annoying psychic lightning bolts were on their way back.


Caroline stared. “What on earth is going on?”

Norman shrugged. “I’m more of a punch things gym leader. Psychic electricity’s a new one on me.”


“Incoming!” Ash called. “Both low!”

Pikachu swung his tail, charging it with electricity for a hasty Volt Tail, and his tail clanged into Sparky’s own. The impact sent out a pulse of pressure, and Pikachu used the force of the clash to push himself backwards – getting over Sparky’s attacks, and landing on the far edge of the crater he’d made.

“Wait…” Ash added, clearly thinking hard. “Something happened just there – hit his tail again!”

Pikachu couldn’t follow the order immediately, as a powerful Psychic burst tried to blast him backwards and off his feet. Paws glowing blue, the Electric-type weathered the first rush of force, then darted out of the way as a living lightning bolt came after him.

“Now, why is it just one?” Pikachu asked himself, frowning, before having to jink to one side as the lightning bolt stabbed down at him.

He crouched, and pushed down hard enough to leave a dent as he took off. Spinning in mid-air, he lashed out with a Shockwave aimed at Sparky’s long tail.

Quick as a flash, the other lightning bolt whipped up to block, drinking in the energy of Pikachu’s Shockwave and glowing a little brighter – and confirming that Ash had the right idea.

“Sparky, get him!” Ritchie called. “Psyshock!”

Sparky’s tail cut a curve through the air, and a pulse of almost-solid psychic energy flashed out towards Pikachu. It got to within inches of his body, then split in half as Pikachu sliced at it with his glowing Iron Tail – bursting the energy involved in maintaining it.

A moment later, Pikachu fired another Shockwave. This one was different and much more sophisticated, dozens of tiny Aura shells full to bursting with electrical energy cascading out towards his Raichu opponent.

Hidden by the cascade of luminous attacks, Pikachu landed and darted into his crater.


Sparky lifted a chunk of damaged ground and hurled it, bursting most of the remaining parts to Pikachu’s amazingly persistent Shockwave, then the less-charged of his two independent lightning bolts caught the few that were left.

Taking a deep breath, Sparky reached out with his electrical senses to find Pikachu – and located him almost immediately.

“Now, Pikachu!” Ash called.

Get ready to block, Ritchie warned his Pokémon. I think he’s worked out you use your tail to control the lightning.

Sparky just nodded, waving the tail in question, and both his living lightning bolts moved up to take a blocking position. He pushed down with his paws, making the ground crack and crumble around him, and a slab rose up to be used as a weapon.

A moment later, Pikachu came soaring up out of the hole he’d been in. His paws were hazed with static as he sustained Magnet Rise, and there were at least five independent rings of electricity rotating around him.

In reply, Sparky hurled the slab of arena straight at Pikachu. There was a moment when it looked like that might work, and then Pikachu used Volt Crash – twice, in quick succession.

The first one blasted Sparky’s projectile to smithereens, and then the second came crashing straight into one of the living lightning bolts.

Sparky’s eyes widened as the thunderbolt began to glow alarmingly, bright yellow-to-white light shining off it as it strained to hold the sheer quantity of energy feeding into it, and he quickly connected the other one – then began taking the overload into himself, as Pikachu’s electric attack just kept coming.

The bolts widened to at least an inch thick, their psychic coating straining to hold them in, and then-

Containment broke.

The entire pent-up energy of the clash, the full store of two very powerful Electric-types, went blazing straight down into the ground with a crack of displaced air. Grass browned instantly in a branching-tree pattern, stabbing out in all directions from the impact point, and then the ground itself heaved up along a series of cracks.


“Ouch,” Ash said, the word sounding muffled. That had been louder than he’d expected…

“Pikachu – are you okay?”

Pikachu’s tail waved, then he charged forwards over the broken ground. His tail glittered with steely blue light, and he jumped into a forwards roll. “Force Iron Tail!”

Sparky lashed out with a high-powered Psychic, and Pikachu’s tail sliced into it like a buzzsaw. The attack split in half, disintegrating behind Pikachu as it lost cohesion, and Ash’s starter hit Sparky hard enough to knock him into the wall.

Staggering to a stop, Pikachu wobbled and sat down – hard. “Ow.”

“Come on, Sparky!” Ritchie called to his Raichu. “You can still win this!”

Sparky twitched, then pulled himself to his feet. He took one step, faceplanted, and stopped moving.

After several seconds, the referee raised a flag. “Ritchie’s Pokémon is no longer able to battle!”

“I’m not sure I am either,” Pikachu admitted, pushing himself upright. He shook himself, then loped over to Ash – quite glad he’d have a break before the next battle.


“We’re just getting started!” Ritchie said, returning Sparky. “Okay, Cid, your turn!”

The Gallade materialized on the damaged battlefield, keeping his footing easily. Taking a stance, he raised one bladed forearm and kept the other by his side – a stance which showed the Mega Stone on his forehead.

“Absol!” Ash answered, his Disaster Pokémon flashing into being opposite her opponent. She shook her coat out, tail and head blades glittering and her own Absolite shining on her breast.

Ritchie raised his Key Stone, which began to glow, and a moment later Ash did the same with his staff.


“Oh, this will be interesting,” Steven said, leaning forwards in the box. “Mega evolution battles are always a treat.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” Sidney chuckled. “Hey, what if Ash actually does lose?”

“Then it’s going to be someone else just as strong, of course,” Steven replied.

There was a sharp knock on the door.

“Champion?” someone asked, coming in. “Someone’s calling for you from Mossdeep.”


Cid completed his transformation first. The green colour of his torso was gone, replaced with a pure white touched only by red crystals all along the blades, and a cape swished in an artificial wind behind him. The teal crest on his head curved up, giving him the appearance of a noble knight.

A moment later, Mega Absol finished transforming – and her eyes went wide, then she reached one paw up to her head and whimpered. Her furry wings stood up straight, and after a moment she gave a yelp of surprise and pain.

“Mega Absol?” Ash asked, shocked. “What’s wrong?”

She took a deep breath, shaking her head firmly, then turned to Ash – flanks heaving. “Something is very wrong – we’re all in danger!”

“Attention!” came a voice over the PA. “Owing to a state of emergency, the Ever Grande conference is cancelled. Please-”

A roar of confusion and disappointment came up from the crowd, but the message was still clear. “-await further instructions and remain calm.”

“What?” Ritchie asked, looking up. “Cancelled? Can they do that?”

Mega Absol ran back over to her trainer, and planted her paws on the edge of his box. “Ash, we have to do something – there’s a terrible catastrophe about to happen!”

“I get that, but what?” Ash asked. “What kind of catastrophe?”

“There’s something-” Mega Absol paused, frowning, then shook her muzzle. “I don’t know everything about it, but it’s something about a falling star and a giant explosion!”

Ash, Dexter said suddenly. Steven Stone wants to speak to you.
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187. Delta Episode 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“Ash?” Steven began. “I need your help.”

“What’s going on?” Ash replied. “Why did the League get cancelled – Mega Absol said something about a falling star!”

“She did?” Steven said, surprised. “That’s – well, your Absol is right.”

There was some chatter in the background, barely audible to Ash over the noise of the crowd.

“Ash, are you still there?” Steven asked, a moment later. “We need to get to Mossdeep right away – it’ll be quicker to explain there. Drake says he has two Dragonite and a Salamence he can get hold of – I know you have a Latias, is she with you?”

“Yeah, but – what about my friends?” Ash said. “Shouldn’t they come?”

“I don’t – wait, hold on a moment,” Steven asked.

“Ash?” Mega Absol said, still panting. “You need them with you. I can-”

She broke off for a moment, frowning, then raised her head again. “It’s hard to tell, but I think you’ll need at least two of them.”

“Right,” Ash said, thinking, as the PA asked everyone to please make their way to the exits in an orderly fashion. “Latias is here – so I’m going to need Latios and Pidgeot, they’re fast enough. Dexter, can you-”

Already on it, Dexter interrupted. Should be here in a moment.

“Good,” Ash told him. “Mega Absol, do you need to-”

“I have to stay like this,” she interrupted. “It’s how I can tell when – if – one of us might make a mistake.”

“Ash?” Steven said, reopening that conversation. “If you can get them to Mossdeep with us, they can come. We’re setting off in a minute.”

Ash sent out Latias. “Latias – let Brock, May, Max and Professor Ivy know to come down here as soon as you can!”

“Right,” Latias replied, seriously. “I’m on it.”

“They’ll be along,” Ash assured Steven. “Where are you?”

There was the sound of scattered conversations in the background – Ash recognized Drake’s voice, saying something about a Salamence.

“Well, Drake’s about to Mega Evolve his Salamence, so we’ll be pretty obvious,” Steven replied.

Pidgeot’s Pokéball materialized, and Ash sent her out. “Got it. I’ll have two Mega Latis and a Pidgeot.”

“Okay, Ash,” Steven said. “Remember, we’re going to Mossdeep, so if we don’t meet up – head there.”

He closed the connection with a click.

“Mossdeep?” Pidgeot repeated, crouching down. “I understand.”

Ash got on and lifted Mega Absol on board, being careful to arrange her somewhere she’d be comfortable, then used Lucario’s Pokéball to return him from his position in the crowd. Juggling ‘balls, he switched to the blue Cherish Ball that held Latios and sent him out.

“Latias told me it’s not good news,” Latios said. “Where do you need me?”

“Over with the others for now,” Ash said. “You too, Pidgeot.”

As he spoke, Pidgeot raised her wings and hammered the air. Pikachu jumped on just as she rose, and got in Ash’s bag to leave space for Mega Absol.

“Are you doing okay?” Ash checked.

“Alright for now,” Mega Absol told him, moving carefully to keep her sharp bits away from Pidgeot and Ash. “But Steven is right, we need to hurry.”


“Why do we need to go to Mossdeep?” May asked, looking baffled.

Latias shrugged. “I don’t know!” she replied, speaking both with her voice and her psychic powers. “Ash was talking to Steven, and Mega Absol said something about a falling star…”

“Falling star?” Brock repeated. “A – wait, does she mean a meteorite?”

Philena paled. “That… even a small meteorite could cause widespread devastation across most of Hoenn… but I thought Rayquaza was supposed to deal with things like that?”

Latios dropped to the bleachers just downslope of the friends.

“Get on!” Ash called. “I’ll Mega Evolve both Latias and Latios in a moment!”

There was a crack-BOOM as something went supersonic nearby, and a few of the trainers and spectators still in the crowd shouted in surprise.

“Can’t Jirachi just wish us to Mossdeep?” Max asked. “Jirachi-”

“No!” Mega Absol shouted down. “Don’t – he will need all his strength!”

Jirachi blinked. I’ll what?

“Guess that’s a bad idea,” Max said, wincing. As he spoke, May got on Latias, and he hurried to join her. “I guess you’ll have a job later, Jirachi?”

So do I, Jirachi agreed.

Overhead, Ash’s staff blazed a bright blue light, accompanied by the gold and silver of his two Legendary feathers. First Latias and then Latios transitioned over to Mega, and rose into the air with their passengers astride.

“Mossdeep, remember!” Ash said. “Everyone hold on tight!”

Pidgeot started to move, slowly at first, letting the twin Dragons match her speed. Then she began to accelerate, faster and faster, and perhaps ten seconds of increasingly painful G-force later they hit the sound barrier and kept accelerating.


“Cancelled?” Barry repeated. “They can’t cancel the Pokémon League!”

He paused. “Well, I guess they can – but they should be fined for it! I’ll fine them a million-”

“Barry!” Dawn called, waving up at his window. “Your dad’s important, right – do you have any idea what’s going on?”

Barry shook his head, leaning out the window. “If he knew he didn’t mention it to me last time we talked.”

“But-” Dawn began, then stopped. “Right, of course – if he does know he’s going to be way too busy at the moment, whatever it is.”

“Can’t you ask your friend Ash?” Barry asked. “You know him, right? Is he involved with this – it was the middle of his match when they cancelled, and he’d just Mega Evolved an Absol – do you think he caused it?”

“I don’t think so,” Dawn replied, dubiously. “But… well, I guess it’s not impossible for him to be involved somehow.”

Barry’s head vanished back inside his room. “I’m looking online to see if anyone knows anything!” he called down. “Someone thinks it’s a conspiracy, someone else on the news is saying it’s a national emergency and that anyone with powerful Pokémon should stop by their local Pokémon centre to see if they’re needed. They especially want powerful Psychic-types – do you think it’s something to do with a super powerful Psychic legendary or something? But if it was they’d just need a Dark-type – wait! Of course!”

Dawn glanced at Piplup, who shrugged – having lost track at about the same time Dawn did.

“It’s Ash’s Mega Absol!” Barry said, reappearing at the window. “Those are great Pokémon for fighting Psychic types because they’re Dark type and they have Magic Bounce – I bet they need her to fight whatever it is!”

“…you got that from a news article?” Dawn asked weakly.


About half a mile above the sea, Pidgeot flew on great white wings of air – making her seem like her wingspan was more in line with a commercial passenger jet than a normal Pokémon – and, just below and behind her, two Mega Dragons kept pace with her.

It was hard to say who was the slow member of the group, as all three were pushing hard to stay this fast. They were leaving behind an almighty sonic boom, three shockwaves merged together into an overlapping BOOOM which rattled windows on the few boats below.

“Can you see Steven, Pidgeot?” Ash asked, looking back as Ever Grande City disappeared behind them – vanishing with stunning speed as Pidgeot sustained flight at three times the speed of sound. “There should be two Dragonite and a Mega Salamence!”

Pidgeot shook her head minutely, most of her attention on flying.

“It’s okay,” Mega Absol told him. “We’re doing fine for now.”

She waved a paw. “Well, fine… we’re still probably going to die, but it’s stuck at ‘probably’.”

“Right,” Ash said, more quietly. “Dexter – I still have no idea what’s going on.”

From what Absol and Brock have said, I can work out a few things. The key word here is ‘meteorite’ – if Absol says it’s going to hit Hoenn, then, depending on how large it is, it could mean anything from the destruction of a city to the end of all life on the planet.

Ash winced. “Okay, that’s…”

Words seemed inadequate.

“Ash, did this happen last time?” Mega Absol asked, suddenly. “You’ve mentioned things like the disaster at Crown City, but-”

“No, it didn’t,” Ash replied. “Or – if it did I didn’t even hear about it. And the Ever Grande conference certainly didn’t get cancelled.”

“That’s… bad,” Mega Absol observed.

Pidgeot tilted down a little. “Hold on tight, we’re about to slow down!”

As she dropped from flapping to gliding for a moment, Ash caught sight of Mossdeep – still about twelve miles ahead of them, the space centre barely visible as a smudge. Then Pidgeot’s wings tilted, bringing their huge virtual surface area to bear, and the sudden pulse of G-force pressed Ash into his seat as if he suddenly weighed five times as much.

Pikachu squeaked as he hit the bottom of Ash’s bag, and Mega Absol let out a grunt of effort – and, as they dropped slower and lower, Pidgeot’s wings formed great white shocks against the air.

Both Mega Latias and Mega Latios overshot a little, as Pidgeot began to break first – then the dragons rotated themselves so they were at the right angle and began to brake as well.


“Is it always like this?” Philena shouted, holding on to Brock’s shoulders. “I feel like someone’s standing on my head!”

“No!” Brock shouted back, the words an effort. “Normally it’s a lot more peaceful! Even when we fly from island to island it’s much slower than this!”

Mega Latios adjusted his angle a little, controlling their deceleration so he didn’t put his passengers through too much, and a white cloud broke around them and was gone in a moment.

“I think that was the sound barrier!” the Professor said. “How much longer?”

Almost as soon as she said that, Mega Latios rotated back to level flight. They were still moving fast, hundreds of miles per hour by the looks of it, but it was no longer the headlong dash from before – and he, his sister and Pidgeot were now coming in on a relatively normal landing approach.

“Not long now,” he said, turning so he could see his passengers out of the corner of one eye. “We started braking a second or two too early.”

The woods dropped away, and they could see the space centre – a shuttle on the transporter halfway to the launch gantry, flashing lights, what looked like a large Metagross turning to examine them… and three Dragon-types disembarking passengers by one of the buildings.

“Over there!” Brock pointed.

“Got it – and I’ve let Pidgeot and Mega Latias know,” Mega Latios added.

His trajectory dropped again, until they were skimming over the grass, and Philena realized that he’d decelerated all the way down to the kind of speed you’d get on a normal car – then he slid to a halt.

“Ash!” said someone Philena recognized as Steven Stone, with what looked like his whole Elite Four with him. “Fast work – and I think I recognize everyone else except the lady there.”

“I’m Professor Philena Ivy,” Philena told him. “Orange Islands – I was spectating.”

“Well, it’ll be good to have all the help we can get,” Steven said, lit for a moment by orange flashes as both Latias and Latios reverted to their normal forms. “Come on inside – I know some of the details, but there’s going to be a briefing now. Only – Ash, I need to ask as soon as possible because time could be precious. How quickly can you contact Mewtwo?”

Ash thought for a moment. “Pidgeot, Latias – you know where he lives, right? Which of you is fastest?”

“Without a Mega Stone transformation?” Latias said. “Pidgeot, definitely.”

In response, Ash returned his Flying-type, and the Pokéball dematerialized. “She’ll get him,” Ash said, confidently. “And Dexter, in case he’s out – Sabrina.”

On it.

“Sabrina?” asked Phoebe. “Why Sabrina?”

“She’s friends with the Rota Mew,” Ash explained.

Phoebe visibly decided it wasn’t worth asking.


“I found out about this about a minute before the League was cancelled,” Steven explained, moving at a fast walk through the corridors with the others following him. “Mossdeep Space Centre is one of the locations which maintains a sky watch – the short version is, there’s a very large meteorite on the way in from space which is going to hit Hoenn in about four hours.”

“How big is it?” Mega Absol asked. “I’m having trouble grasping the scale of the problem here – it’s like looking at the sun. And about as painful sometimes…”

“Mega Absol asked how big the meteorite is,” Ash supplied, after she finished.

“I’m not sure the exact size,” Steven admitted, coming to a set of double doors. He pushed them open, revealing a large room with computer screens lining two walls and a window looking out on the launchpad – from a considerable distance. “We’ve come here to get the information – and plan what we’re going to do about it.”


“Champion,” one of the scientists said, nodding. “It’s good to have you here.”

He cleared his throat. “How much do you know?”

“There’s a meteorite coming in,” Steven summarized. “More than that I don’t know, though I assume it’s bad.”

“Correct,” the scientist said. “I’m Dr. MacGuire, by the way – anyway, this is what we’re dealing with.”

The main screen went blank, then showed a starfield. In the middle of the view was a large, bright object – a comet, by the looks of it.

“This is 1992f2,” MacGuire explained. “It’s a large chondritic body with cometary characteristics, which is roughly six miles in diameter and has a density roughly equivalent to dense rock. It’s coming in on a polar trajectory, with an expected time to perigee of 11,230 seconds and an expected perigee distance of four thousand kilometres from the centre of mass of the Earth.”

Steven nodded. “So it is going to hit.”

“That’s our current prediction,” MacGuire confirmed. “It’s a ten on the Torino scale and has hit twelve on the Palermo – that’s a logarithmic scale, by the way. We think it’s been pushing itself around with outgassing, so the position isn’t quite confirmed, but we do have some error bars. Apollo?”

The screen image changed, shrinking down the picture of 1992f2 to a small window by the side and changing the main image to a graphic. It showed the Earth and the Moon, and also the incoming asteroid marked by a flashing icon. Its predicted path curved down towards the small blue-green orb of the planet, then intersected.

“But – that’s as far away as the moon is,” Steven objected. “You say it’s going to hit in only about… eleven hundred is… three and a half hours?”

MacGuire nodded wordlessly.

“What does that mean?” May asked. “Why is that bad?”

“That means it’s travelling very fast,” MacGuire explained for her. “Very fast. About three times as fast as last time something this big hit the planet – and that one was a mass extinction.”

“Who’s Apollo?” Ash said. “Wait – do you have a Porygon here?”

“That’s right,” MacGuire confirmed. “He’s one of the second batch of Akihabara Polygonal Intelligences.”

“Right,” Steven said, rubbing his temples. “Okay – we need a plan. It’ll have to be something good.”

“Isn’t this normally Rayquaza’s job?” Brock suggested. “Wouldn’t he be able to stop it from hitting?”

“He’s already trying,” MacGuire said. “Apollo, back to the first picture.”

Affirmative.

The images swapped again, showing the comet, and MacGuire pointed. “There. See?”

Apollo zoomed in, and they saw a faint green light flaring on the side of the asteroid.

“We believe that’s his Hyper Beam connecting,” MacGuire told them. “The problem is, he needs to move a rock that weighs roughly three hundred and fifty thousand million tonnes so it doesn’t enter the atmosphere.”

“Can’t he just blow it up?” Ash asked. “Well, I know ‘just’ is-”

“No,” MacGuire interrupted him. “No, you can’t just blow up an asteroid. Hollywood films have a lot to answer for – what happens if you blow up a rock? Does the rock go away?”

He paused for a second, then went on. “No. No, the rock doesn’t go away, it’s just been broken up. If you break up an asteroid without making it change course, then the whole asteroid still hits the planet – it’s just that it does it in lots of different places, instead of in one big blast.”

Ash began to open his mouth, and MacGuire talked over him. “And no, that wouldn’t make it better. If anything it would be slightly worse – the energy from the meteorite then doesn’t go into digging a big crater. It all goes into heat – heat going directly into the upper atmosphere, so the whole of the Northern Hemisphere would have the entire sky shine like the sun. Plants would catch fire, people and Pokémon would die. So no, this is not a problem you can fix simply by sending up a half-dozen guys and a really big bomb!”

Stunned silence followed his words.

“Sorry,” the scientist added, shaking his head. “I just – that’s been suggested three times already, and it’s a… really bad idea.”

“We get the idea,” Steven said, raising a hand. “And now we know how bad it is, we can start to work out what to do.”

I have a question, Ethan stated. Would it help in planning if we had a better idea of the situation?

“Well… of course,” MacGuire said. “You’re a Porygon as well, right?”

Almost, Ethan informed him. There was a flash, and he drew himself out of bevelled curves and smooth objects. Apollo, please inform me of the information you require me to project.

“Ethan’s a Porygon2,” May told them. “We’re pretty sure he’s the first!”

Ethan’s form contracted, then erupted in a silent explosion of light. Instead of his blue-and-pink base form, what unravelled from his projector was a three-dimensional hologram large enough to fill the room.

One quarter was taken up by a holographic projection of 1992f2, rotating slowly as it plunged through the void. Most of the rest began by showing the Earth from space, then tilted and focused on the Home Islands before tracking south.

Refining impact prediction, Ethan informed them, and a series of coloured ovals appeared. They centered roughly on Sootopolis, but the outermost ellipses – blue and purple – reached out as far as Sinnoh and were highly elongated. Yellow circle denotes 50 percent confidence of impact location.

“It’s shrinking,” Steven said. “Is that you getting more data?”

And refining impact predictions, Ethan agreed. Probability of atmospheric skim now below 5 percent.

“So that’s what it looks like…” Mega Absol said, tilting her head. “It’s always been feelings for me… it’s strange seeing them like that. It’s almost like a map of smell.”

“Steven?” Ash asked. “How is Mewtwo going to be able to help? I don’t think even he can push something that big from that far.”

“Well… my hope is that we will be able to come up with something,” Steven admitted.

“We’re already preparing a shuttle for immediate takeoff,” MacGuire told them. “It’s going through abbreviated checks – if we need something in space we can get it up there, but we can’t get much further than LEO on short notice. Worst case…”

He paused. “Well, let’s hope it’s not necessary, but worst case we can load a few thousand Pokéballs in the cargo hold and get at least some Pokémon off the planet safely.”

“Good plan, keep getting it ready,” Mega Absol commented, wincing.

“Mega Absol says that’s a good idea,” Ash told them, to some surprise.

“She can tell?” Sidney asked. “I thought Absol could only sort of work out what was going to happen… is that the Mega Evolution?”

“She’s a chance-dancer,” Brock said. “But yes, I think the Mega Evolution is important as well.”

“Can’t we wait until the meteorite reaches – no,” Max interrupted himself. “I’m guessing by the time it’s low enough that most Pokémon can reach it, it’d be too late?”

“By the time it reaches the altitude of a passenger jet it’ll be two hundred milliseconds from hitting,” MacGuire said.

Everyone looked back up at Ethan’s huge holographic plots, now showing the meteorite ever so slightly closer.


“Okay, we need plans,” Steven said firmly. “At this point, nothing’s really a bad idea – we just need the ideas so we can see if there’s something in it. Anyone?”

“I have one,” Philena said. “It’s very much an emergency plan, but – what if we did blow up the asteroid? If we can, I mean,” she qualified. “I mean – if we do end up breaking it up so it doesn’t impact, but does set fire to this half of the planet… wouldn’t that at least give the other half a chance to survive? And give some cities a chance if they can put up heavy enough Psychic shields?”

MacGuire frowned. “I… well.”

He stopped. “Can we get a simulation of that? Apollo?”

Simulating, Apollo told them, and Ethan’s projector flared. I am making use of the combined processing power of myself and my colleague, and additionally borrowing his projection equipment.

The asteroid tracked in, far faster than reality, then burst and became a cloud of tens of thousands of fragments. The dust rained down across a wide area, covering thousands of miles in every direction from the originally predicted impact point, and coloured indicators appeared.

Prediction: Only a few cities will be able to muster sufficient shield strength to survive beneath the heat pulse. The climate will be significantly affected, but it would be possible with careful weather control to ensure a transition without total collapse.

“Well, that’s something,” the scientist said. “Do we have a chance of breaking it up?”

Theoretically. The power required would be extreme, however – observations indicate this asteroid is dense and hence durable.

“It’s a start,” Steven agreed, glancing at Mega Absol. When she didn’t have any further input, he went on. “Anyone else?”

“Jirachi?” Max asked.

“…you have a Jirachi?” MacGuire asked, blinking. “How?”

“It’s a long story,” Max said. “Jirachi, could you-”

Sorry, Max, Jirachi interrupted, looking down. I’m not that powerful even when the Millennium Comet is right overhead. It’s the size of a mountain!

“Still, this could be important,” MacGuire insisted. “With Jirachi’s help, we can streamline things – actually, I do have an idea.”

He glanced out the window. “That shuttle’s still got three hours of preparation before it can be launched. Could Jirachi help us skip the preparation stages – if we wish the shuttle was ready?”

Um… I don’t know, Jirachi admitted. I could? But I’m not sure how much work is involved, and if there’s too much then it won’t work as a wish…

“Okay, we’ll keep it in mind,” Steven told him. “Good idea, though.”

“Isn’t the obvious one just going to be to push it out of the way?” May asked. “I mean, you said it wasn’t going to hit at a very direct angle.”

As she spoke, Ethan changed the projection again – showing the track of the incoming meteorite (now with a narrower potential impact circle) and changing it a little at a time, until it skimmed the atmosphere and went back out into space.

“If we can manage it, that’s the ideal,” MacGuire agreed. “The problem is how to do the equivalent of changing the trajectory of that meteorite by about three thousand kilometres in four hours. I think that means we’d need to apply – Apollo?”

If all force is applied immediately, we would need to apply roughly eighty petanewtonseconds of impulse. The later we start the more total is required.

“Then Rayquaza’s got the right idea,” Steven observed. “Well, if we can get that much force into the meteorite then we’ve got a plan, but – is there anything else?”

Nobody said anything for a moment.

“Come on, there has to be some way we can do this!” Steven said.

“Would it help if we got people as far as the moon?” Sidney asked. “I know, I know, it’s kinda crazy – but come on, it’s worth a try!”

“I think Mewtwo can teleport that far,” Ash volunteered. “I don’t know how many people or Pokémon he can take with him, though, and there’s no air there either – or anywhere for people to stay…”

“Ash, the whole world is trying to work out an answer,” Steven pointed out seriously. “If sending things to the moon would save something – even if that means sending tens of thousands of Pokéballs there with a few Steel-types – it’s better than nothing. And if we can get some Pokémon up there, we can build an atmosphere!”

Steven, Ethan interrupted, as his hologram highlighted the earth-moon distance. Mr. Stone has a suggestion. I am putting him through to you now.

A window appeared, showing Mr. Stone. “Steven – you’re at Mossdeep, good.”

He looked over his shoulder. “We’re looking at everything we’ve got here, trying to find something useful, and we’re contacting other research sites to share ideas. At this point Dr. Akihabara’s plan of digitizing everyone he can and sending them to some suitable storage site is sounding like a good one, but I’ve got another one.”

Leaning forwards, the businessman cleared his throat. “Steven, I think we can use the Dimensional Shifter – move the meteorite into a parallel dimension!”

“Nope!” Mega Absol barked promptly.

“…Steven?” Mr. Stone asked, thrown. “What was that?”

“I think Ash’s Absol doesn’t like that plan,” Steven said. “Absol, what’s wrong with it?”

“Okay, there’s a lot of things wrong with it,” Mega Absol said. “Or I wouldn’t just have had a massive headache. But the big one is that if you’re moving a meteorite into a parallel dimension then the chances are very good that a parallel dimension is going to be moving a meteorite into your dimension!”

She turned to look at Ethan’s hologram. “Ethan, translate this please – Mr. Stone, how long does the Dimensional Shifter take to charge?”

“Um, well… at least half an hour,” Mr. Stone replied, once he’d heard the question. “Counting the time to transport it into space to get a good lock, it could be as many as two or three hours – and it’s not very long ranged.”

“Right,” Mega Absol went on, tail stiff. “So if you do do this and it doesn’t work then we’ve lost any chance of doing anything else. Right, I suggest another plan!”

“Steven?” Ash said. “Uh – can I have a word for a moment?”


“What did you want, Ash?” Steven asked, once they were in one of the conference rooms.

“Well…” Ash began, and shook his head. “This is going to sound really odd, but – firstly, I’ve time travelled. More than once.”

“That doesn’t sound as odd as you think it does,” Steven observed. “Your interactions with Legendary Pokémon are well known. I’ll admit it’s unusual, but-”

“Including back in time from after now to before now,” Ash added.

Steven stopped, thinking about that for a little.

“That does sound odd,” he agreed. “Did you come back to stop the meteorite?”

“No, it’s something else,” Ash said. “It’s – complicated, it has to do with someone called Cyrus in Sinnoh, but – the important bit is, the meteorite didn’t happen last time.”

The Champion digested that.

“That’s… kind of worrying,” he admitted. “Did you change anything that could mean that the movements of comets and asteroids would be different?”

Pikachu sniggered.

“What’s that about?” Steven asked.

“Well, we’re kind of responsible for the Fairy type,” Ash admitted. “Also Mega Evolution.”

He frowned. “And I think Mewtwo did something… and there were the Deoxys – basically, it’s kind of a long list.”

Steven blinked. “I see…”

There was a knock on the door. “Champion Stone?” someone asked. “There’s a Pokémon here who wants to speak to you.”


I see, Mewtwo stated, looking at the hologram. That is quite a problem – I do not want the world destroyed. After all, most of my stuff is here.

“Can you help?” Ash asked. “You’re really powerful – can you just move the asteroid out of the way?”

I’m not that powerful, Mewtwo averred. I can’t do much in just three and a half hours – that rock has a fantastic mass…

He paused. But… I think I could teleport a smaller amount of mass as far as the moon. I’m not sure how much at once, though.

“What are you thinking of?” Brock asked. “I imagine you were thinking about going there anyway, if you were going to telekinetically move it.”

That is correct, the Psychic-type confirmed. But there are many Pokémon I can think of who would be able to help, if only they could get close enough to affect the rock directly.

“You’re talking about-” MacGuire began, then stopped. “Apollo, is this even remotely feasible?”

Clarify.

“No, I see what you mean,” Max realized. “You’re thinking of using your psychic powers to teleport to the asteroid, match speed with it, and then have other Pokémon you bring along – like, say, Lugia or Rayquaza – attack the meteorite, and use their attacks to knock it higher so it misses.”

You have it correct, Mewtwo stated.

“But only a few Pokémon wouldn’t be able to affect the trajectory enough, no matter how powerful,” MacGuire protested. “There’s only one Rayquaza – I think?”

“There might be only one Rayquaza,” Philena agreed. “But there’s dozens of Lugia, and if we can get hold of all of them…”

She trailed off. “Is that possible?”

“Yes, if we hurry,” Suicune agreed.

Several of the scientists, and both Phoebe and Drake, jumped.

“Where did the Suicune come from?” MacGuire asked.

“Ash,” May said simply.

“Ahem,” Suicune said. “I’m sure that if we can inform the Lugia of the world they will be glad to help. Other Pokémon that can operate as high as you will be travelling are probably a good idea as well – Latias and Latios, for example.

“Right,” Steven nodded. “Right. That means we’ll need to contact as many of the right kind of Legendaries as possible. What about Ho-Oh, Ash, I know you have one of those as well.”

I do not think it would work, Mewtwo contributed. Ho-Oh’s abilities involve fire, which is something that is unlikely to work so well in space.

Correct, Ethan said. The air bubble would need to be so close to the target that it would put everyone in it at risk from shards of rock being blasted off by that and other attacks.

“That’s a no, then,” Steven sighed. “And I suppose it would use up a lot of the air in the bubble as well.”

“Then there should be Grass-types up there as well,” Brock said suddenly. “They’re good at cleaning air, and it’ll probably be needed. Wasn’t there someone who did a spacewalk like that?”

“You’re right,” Steven confirmed. “We should see if she’s available.”

He turned to Suicune. “You’re the expert – how quickly can you get all the Lugia in the world together?”

“I’m not sure,” Suicune admitted. “If I can work with Mewtwo, we can go everywhere they’re supposed to be.”

“Hold that for now,” Steven said, keeping an eye on Mega Absol – who was breathing heavily, but seemed fine for now. “We should also consider Mega Evolutions. There’s at least a few people – and Ash is among them – who would be able to provide a lot of extra capabilities if they were up there with their Pokémon to Mega Evolve them.”

“Right,” Brock decided. “I think I know what that means – are you going to use the shuttle for that?”

“It makes sense,” MacGuire admitted. “It means they have a layer of protection against the vacuum of space – Pokémon with Trainers would be able to recall themselves, if something went wrong, but humans don’t have that option.”

He frowned. “But what about all the Lugia and Eon Pokémon we’re planning on sending up?”

“They’re all Psychic themselves,” one of the other scientists pointed out. “They could probably help themselves out there.”

“How long until the shuttle’s ready?” Drake asked.

There was a mutter.

“Two and a half hours,” came the answer.

“Too long,” Steven said immediately. “Max – I think we’re going to need Jirachi’s help.”

He paused. “That means we have a list of things we need to do. Get all the Legendary Pokémon and very powerful other Pokémon that can help out. Get the shuttle spaceworthy. Collect the trainers of Pokémon that can go Mega – and set up the contingency plans as well.”

The Grand Champion pointed at the holographic display. “Ethan, Apollo, can you handle coordinating that?”

We will try, Ethan stated.

Suicune loped over to Mewtwo. “Shamouti first,” she stated, and they vanished in a flare of light.

“All right, everyone!” MacGuire called. “Someone show the boy and his Jirachi to the shuttle! I want us to be ready to handle many incoming Pokémon as well – a lot of them will be Legendaries, so there’s going to be some media attention as well. And keep tracking that asteroid, refine the position at least once a minute – I want to be able to give Mewtwo some good interception coordinates when he needs them!”


Mewtwo and Suicune materialized with a flash on the slopes of Shamouti.

Suicune dropped two feet to the angled rock, catching herself with sublime grace, and began to sprint around the side of the mountain – jumping from rock to rock, then making a massive leap to land on the stepped path and follow that the rest of the way.

“Lugia, you’d better be here!” she called. “It’s urgent!”

Skidding around a turn, she came barrelling up to the main shrine and nearly crashed into Silver.

“Suicune?” Silver asked, startled. “Hi!”

“Hello, Silver,” Suicune replied, nodding to him quickly. “I’m afraid it’s urgent – are your parents around?”

“Yeah, I think they’re at Lightning Island,” the young Lugia said.

Suicune growled. “Oh, that’s just – right!”

She whirled to face Mewtwo. “I can let them know about it, pick me up with them in a few minutes!”

Agreed, Mewtwo nodded. I will alert Rayquaza of our plan.

As Mewtwo disappeared, Suicune sighted on Lightning Island and began to run straight down the mountainside.

“Suicune?” Silver asked, jumping into the air and beginning to fly down after her – having to work hard to keep up, even in a dive. “What’s going on?”

“There’s a very large rock going to collide with this planet in a few hours unless we stop it,” Suicune summarized. “I need your parents’ help for it – as well as every other Lugia we can find, and that’s just the start.”


“…wait,” Professor Ivy said, realizing something. “That air bubble plan – what’s going to be keeping them safe from radiation like ultraviolet or cosmic rays? If they’re just hanging there in space, the sunlight will give anyone not ready for it sunburns in moments.”

“You’re right, you’re right,” MacGuire agreed. “Okay, we need to work something out for that… the humans will be fine, they’ll be in a shuttle, but there could be a lot of Pokémon up there.”

He turned to the holographic area. “Apollo, Ethan, can you simulate how much of a shield we’d need?”

Simulating, Apollo stated. All the other graphics dropped into low-resolution, fuzzy images as he and Ethan began their calculations, and a large sphere formed – then began to develop various layers or other effects.

For cosmic ray shielding, a potential solution is an intense magnetic field. However, since this is unlikely to be a critical problem for the proposed duration, the primary problem is solar radiation – and for that the best approach is water.

“Okay, so at this point we’re basically taking a giant ball of water and ice into space and making it shoot at an asteroid,” someone commented. “Might it be a bit much for Mewtwo to control?”

“Not if we send up some Metagross,” Steven volunteered. “I’ve got a Metagrossite, so I’m hoping to be on that shuttle as well.”

“Actually, that ice shield idea sounds like a net positive,” MacGuire said, tapping a foot. “I mean, by the sounds of things that will provide a useful shield against micro-meteorites as well.”

“Are those a big problem?” Brock asked, then frowned. “No, that’s a stupid question – of course they are, they’ll be making chunks of rock up there.”

“Good news!” called one of the technicians. “We’ve got hold of a half-dozen Leafeon – they should be able to help with keeping the air oxygenated.”

“Right,” MacGuire nodded. “How soon can they be here?”

“For four of them, right away – they’re Pokémon with trainers,” the tech said. “The other two are a bit harder – Apollo, can you assign them the first teleporter slot we have free?”

Assigning.

“Two Lugia just appeared on the runway!” called someone handling air traffic. “Where do you want them?”

“Get all the Pokémon over to the hangars,” MacGuire decided. “That way we’ll know where they are – Mr. Ketchum, can you help explain to them the full situation?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed with a nod.

As he turned to go, May stopped him. “Ash – here.”

She passed him Venusaur’s Pokéball. “She’s the best Grass-type we have at Synthesis, so – just make sure to keep her safe.”

“I will,” Ash promised. “And thanks – both of you.”

“Just don’t explode up there,” May added. “Or if you do, make sure you come back anyway.”


“Do you think you can do this, Jirachi?” Max asked.

I don’t know… Jirachi admitted. I know my wishes can do things when I don’t know how to do them, but this is… really, really complicated.

He pointed at the book Max was leafing through. I don’t even know what most of the words in that mean!

“Well, we’ll just hope that it works,” Max told him. “And I know you’ll do okay, Jirachi – don’t worry about that.”

He looked up at Jin. “How much does Jirachi need to get sorted out? I mean – how should I word it, or…”

The astronaut frowned. “Well, it’s already on the crawler-transporter, but I understand Mewtwo’s going to just pick it up and teleport it straight into space, so you don’t need to move it anywhere… but you do need to make sure nothing’s broken and everything’s working. That’s what most of the preflight is, checks rather than actually doing things.”

Max nodded along. “So… if I asked Jirachi to make the shuttle so everything in it was in the best condition it’s ever been?”

“That would do it,” Jin agreed. “I like that wording, as well.”

There was a flicker next to them as an Alakazam materialized, together with Brandon and a trainer Max took a moment to recognize as Sabrina.

“Thank you,” Brandon said, as Sabrina and her Psychic-type flashed off somewhere else. “Excuse me – do you know where Pokémon are being sorted out for this operation?”

“Over there,” Jin called, waving to the hangars. “It should be hard to miss.”

“Thank you,” Brandon replied.

As he headed off, Max took a deep breath. “Okay, here we go…” he said. “Jirachi – I wish that everything in this space shuttle was in the best condition it’s ever been.”

Jirachi’s tags began to move as if in a high wind, and a glow built up around him. “I think this is going to be a big one,” he said, rising a little way into the air – then, all of a sudden, the glow pulsed outwards.

It passed over the shuttle in a wave, stripping away minor dirt and grime in a cloud of dust, and there were a few creaks and groans as the support struts shifted a little.

Jirachi flopped back into Max’s arms. I fancy some ice cream… he said, faintly. Did it work?

“I’ll get the techs to run a quick self test,” Jin stated. “If it all comes up green – that’s good enough for me.”


AN:

So, this is what I’ve been doing for the last few weeks.

Yes, this is Delta Episode… sort of. I’ve got my own take on it, and that take emphasizes that a rock the size of a mountain is a really tricky thing to move!

Incidentally, MacGuire is somewhat based on Bill McGuire, the master of disaster scenarios in geophysics.






188. Delta Episode 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“Update from Mossdeep in Hoenn!” reported one of the men at the screens. “They say that they’re preparing for exo-atmospheric operations as soon as possible – current estimate is roughly ten minutes for the first wave.”

“Thank you,” the head of Ariadospace nodded. “Let them know they have anything of ours they need – that’s still the best chance.”

He turned to another member of the team, still filtering in owing to the extremely early hour. “Any progress on the teleportation?”

“Some,” the scientist replied. “We’ve dug out the old teleport-distance-to-power curves, and we think some of the most powerful Psychic-types in Kalos – a few Alakazam, at least one Reuniclus and two Gardevoir – could sustain a lunar insertion teleport with a payload.”

He rubbed his temples. “The problem is, they need to be paired up just to make the return journey, in most cases. Diantha’s Mega Gardevoir is so far up the power scale it could do it both ways, but apart from that…”

“It’s good enough,” the director decided. “Get them here as soon as possible – and try to make sure we’ve got more lined up. Recruit from other regions as well… see if Unova’s doing anything critical, I know Caitlin’s got some powerful Psychic-types.”

“On it.”

“What about when we get there?” the director added. “We were going to send Pokéballs up to start with – which Pokéballs?”

“Vaporeon are one of the important ones,” he was told. “Some Vaporeon that work in the construction industry can produce silica out of manipulating their own water. If we can provide a heated, airtight environment for them – they can build a permanent dome.”

“That sounds good. Try-”

“Sir!” came a shout, interrupting him. “Diantha and her Elite Four have arrived.”

“Director,” the Kalos Champion greeted him, entering almost on the heels of the announcement. “How bad is it?”

“Well, Mossdeep are preparing a mass Legendary spacewalk, Canaveral is coordinating a disaster mitigation scenario and we’re trying to set up evacuation to the moon.” The director gave a shrug. “So – you know. Bad.”

“Ouch,” Drasna said faintly. “How can we help?”

“Diantha’s Gardevoir is going to be very important,” the director told her in no uncertain terms. “Do you have any Dragon types able to breathe in space?”

“Not… to my knowledge,” Drasna admitted.

“Aegislash and Klefki are Steel-types who require no air to breathe,” Wilkstrom said. “But apart from that… no, wait. Perhaps Ghost-types are what you need.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” agreed the director. “Blanche, you add that to the search parameters.”

“Actually, sir, I found something else we should try first,” Blanche replied.

He maximized something on his screen as the Elite Four and his boss crowded around.

“That’s… Hoopa, right?” Malva asked. “I thought it was a legend.”

“If it is a legend, it’s a very persistent one,” Siebold chuckled. “And one with a sense of humour. Yes, I’ve met Hoopa – what do you want with him?”

“Well, Hoopa’s ring portals don’t seem to have a maximum range,” Blanche told them. “Even if that’s not the case we should test it, and if it is true then we’ve got a sustainable link.”

“Hoopa can’t go through his own portals,” Siebold warned. “But if he’s willing to help – yes, I can see he would be useful.”

“Sir! Sir!”

A young boy in a jumpsuit came running up. “Sir, I’ve – I mean, uh, we’ve finished the prototype!”

“Clemont,” the director nodded. “I’ll want to see it in a minute, but I’m sure you did well.”

“Who’s this?” Drasna asked, blinking. “He must be… what, eight?”

“Clemont and the other students from the Academy of Sciences were here on a trip,” the director explained. “They’re helping with the work downstairs -this young man impressed me very quickly, and he’s been working on a collapsible lunar environment shelter. It’ll help keep Pokémon and trainers safe on the moon, at least for as long as it takes to set up a colony either in or over the regolith.”

Clemont saluted. “Champion! I – well, I’m kind of surprised to meet you!”

“Actually…” Diantha frowned, thinking. “I do remember you. Didn’t you want to start a gym in Lumiose at some point?”

Clemont blushed. “Um – that’s right, ma’am.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll do well,” Diantha pronounced. “Siebold – I think you should go and contact Hoopa as soon as possible. Drasna, can you help transport him?”

“Of course,” Drasna agreed, already rummaging through her Pokéballs. “Where are we going?”

“Dahara City,” Siebold said. “I know, it’s quite a long way.”

“Noivern will get us there,” Drasna replied, confidently. “With time to spare, too.”

They reached the doors, and she sent out her Dragon-type straight away. “Okay, climb on – and cover your ears, this could get a bit loud.”

“What’s he going to do?” Siebold asked.

“Jet assist!” Drasna told him.

The Dragon-type’s wings beat down, and they rose into the air. Then Noivern’s head snaked down under his body, his ears hummed, and he began continuously Boombursting backwards.

The din was incredible, but they were away from the Ariadospace building in seconds and turning to speed towards Dahara moments later.


“Hi!” Ash said, waving to the latest Pokémon to arrive – another Lugia, this one blinking sleep out of her eyes. “Sorry to bother you, it’s kind of urgent – thanks for coming!”

The Lugia observed him, then spoke – her voice carrying a strange accent even translated. “You’re the one who my relatives mentioned, then. Last time they visited the Land of Ice and Fire they spoke very highly of you.”

“Yes, that’s him,” the more familiar Lugia of Shamouti confirmed.

“Okay, right,” Ash began, and looked around at the hangar.

It was full of Pokémon and humans, including some familiar faces like Brandon and Misty – but plenty more were people he’d never met before (or even seen on TV, in some cases). And there were so many Legendary Pokémon it was an amazing sight.

Ash cleared his throat. “Okay, so – Dexter, can you show the plan?”

His Porygon flashed, projecting images onto the wall – the incoming meteorite, the predicted impact, then the changed trajectory.

“Basically, and this is the really short version, we’re going to attack the asteroid so much that it misses. Mewtwo’s going to get us up into space, and then everyone’s going to fire as hard as they can.”

Ash paused a moment, then went on. “And – one of the things we need to make sure is that everyone’s going to be okay in space. There’s no gravity, and Mewtwo’s going to be using too much energy doing other things to supply it, so we need to make sure you’re okay with zero gravity.”

He waved. “Okay, Metagross!”

The Steel-type nodded, and began to glow faintly – and, just like that, gravity stopped in the hangar.

With a gulp, the Icelandic Lugia dove for the door. She landed a little awkwardly on the hard standing outside, and shook her head with a nervous swallow.

“Don’t worry,” Jin assured them. “That’s a perfectly natural reaction, we’d rather not send someone up than have someone be sick up there.”


“Okay, status?” MacGuire asked. “Comms check, now – Mewtwo, are you hearing us?”

“Loud and clear,” Mewtwo replied – over the radio. “Ash’s Dexter is giving me continuous updates on the position/velocity we will require.”

“Good,” MacGuire said. “Shuttle?”

“This is shuttle Destiny,” the voice of Steven Stone called back. “I hope you’re monitoring all these computers from down there, because none of us is an astronaut.”

“We’ll take care of you, Destiny,” MacGuire assured him. “Are all the Pokémon ready?”

“Everyone we could find on such short notice,” Sidney called from the window. “There are so many Lugia out there, it’s kind of crazy! Oh, and Rayquaza arrived a minute ago, so it looks fine from here.”

“This is about the most I feel comfortable taking in a single port,” Mewtwo told them. “I’m confident of my ability, but I do have limits.”

“That sounds like a good reason to me,” MacGuire said. “EECOM?”

“Good situation,” the EECO manager stated. “We have four large Grass-types lined up, and that should provide sufficient breathable air reserve when Synthesizing.”

“Good… Mewtwo, you are FIDO for this phase of the operation, so we have that handled. Guidance?”

“All under control,” said one of the other scientists. “Continuous monitoring is coming in from all normal stations, and we have downlink from satellites as well. Positioning is confirmed, we can locate the asteroid to within ten metres.”

MacGuire nodded. “Okay, next step-”

He stopped as Jin came in. “Okay, Control has arrived – handing over to him.”

“Thank you,” Jin nodded, as Apollo switched him into the network. “Shield team, we need your help now.”


Out on the hard standing, a half-dozen powerful Water-type Pokémon set themselves. Spaced equally around Mewtwo’s position at a radius of over half a mile, they began using Hydro Pump at their maximum safe level.

Water poured inwards, then slowed unnaturally and began to glow.

“Shield construction is starting,” Tate said. “We’re bringing in the water from the lake as well – that’ll speed things up considerably.”

“Good,” Jin judged. “I can see it forming from the window – you’re doing fine work.”

Water flooded in, mounding up and swirling and forming a complete ring around Mewtwo – about a mile around. It rose, spreading from a hula-type ring into a ribbon-like ring, and then grew further – forming a shimmering construct held aloft by every Psychic-type from the Mossdeep gym, and more besides.

“Commencing pre-position,” Mewtwo stated, extending his arms. A psychic wind washed through the whole area, and Pokémon began to rise into the air.

So did the Destiny, lifted up like a toy as the most powerful Psychic-type on the planet exerted his will.

They rose, and the ring rose with them. More water poured in, thickening it, and then it spread up and down.

Within moments, the true shape came into focus. The water was making a complete sphere, at least two inches thick, then three – until the whole of the interior was full of shimmering light refracted through the increasingly thick water.

“Switching to freezing,” Glacia stated. “Glalie!”

Her Glalie – both of them – and Ash’s Glalie, and May’s Glaceon and several other Ice-types, all fired Ice Beams at the outside of the sphere of water – now floating freely in the air.

A thin coating of ice developed, instantly making the area in the shadow much darker as the ice reflected away most of the sunlight falling on it.

“We are ready,” Mewtwo stated. “I am preparing for teleport.”


“Final check!” Jin instructed. “EECOM?”

“Go!”

“FIDO?”

“Go.”

“Surgeon?”

“Go.”

“Network?”

“Go.”

“Guidance?”

“Go.”

One by one, the mission specialists confirmed their assessments. Destiny was ready.

“Mewtwo – go!” Jin finished.

There was a frozen moment of pressure, and then the sphere was gone.


-suddenly, they were in space.

The blue glow visible through the ice vanished, replaced by a dazzling shimmer from one specific direction – one which threw rainbows around the inside of the ice globe, as the blazing light of the sun was attenuated and scattered in all directions.

Everywhere else, where the sunlight didn’t light it up, there was just – blackness, like the dead of night.

“I guess it worked,” Steven said, floating slightly out of his seat before the restraints pulled him back. “Good work – okay, we know what we have to do.”

“Indeed we do,” Ash’s Lugia stated, his psychic voice ‘feeling’ like a rumble. “Mewtwo, we cannot see our target. What-”

“Ash!” May interrupted. “We might have a problem – Absol just reverted and collapsed.”

“What?” Ash asked, then looked down at his now-inert staff. “Oh – right, we just took her Key Stone hundreds of thousands of miles away!”

“She should be fine,” Steven said. “I think she was just under strain – Professor Sycamore and Gary Oak did a paper on that.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed, remembering. “But – wait, Sidney!”

There was a long pause, almost three seconds long, then Sidney replied. “Yeah? What’s up?”

“Can your Absol use my Absolite?” Ash asked. “I think it would be good to have-”

“Sure,” Sidney replied, then stopped. “Wait, how come he’s still-”

“Time delay,” Jin reminded them. “With how far Destiny is from Mossdeep, the two-way delay is at least two seconds.”

“Okay, got it,” Ash said. “Anyway, what I was saying was, it would be good to have a Mega Absol in the command centre. Brock, can you check Absol’s okay?”

You have your opening, Mewtwo sent, sounding strained. I am currently keeping us on course – matching velocity with the asteroid at a distance of five kilometres.

“Sure thing, Ash,” Brock agreed.

As Destiny rotated, attitude jets flaring with little puffs of compressed air, the whole shuttle crew saw it – a circle cut out of their icy spacecraft, revealing the blackness of space.

And, half-filling the hole, the ominous bulk of the meteorite.

Rayquaza fired first, sending a beam of orange light flashing through to detonate on the side. Then two of the Lugia fired, dropping automatically into a sequenced fire regime to keep them from obscuring the sight line, and a series of orange flashes lit up the inside of the sphere as Pokémon after Pokémon Mega-Evolved.


As the ice sphere vanished from overhead, Tate’s Alakazam clashed his spoons sharply together.

There was a whoom as the sphere of vacuum left by the teleport was replaced by partial-pressure air taken from about five miles up, making sure the sudden collapse of the vacuum bubble didn’t produce a large explosion.

“Good work!” Tate said, patting Alakazam on the shoulder. “Control – this is Tate. Air bubble neutralized.”

Several seconds of near-silence followed, broken only by the splitterplish of excess water landing all over the hardstanding and the pants of several strained Pokémon.

Are they going to give us any instructions? Liza asked.

Probably, Tate replied, with an easy mental shrug. I’m sure they’re preoccupied with doing their job – specifically, their job related to that meteorite up there.

He rolled his arms. Well, the good news is that it looks like the launch platform’s okay – glad there was a point to us doing this all the way out here.

Wind whispered next to him as a Lugia settled to the ground.

“It is a pity I could not be up there,” she said, with a sigh. “My kin are fighting for the fate of the world… and I am not sure how I can help.”

“I think I have an idea,” Tate told her, speaking out loud this time. “Jin said we might need to do this again, so – if you have a few minutes, we can run you through the basics of boosting telekinetic manipulation. That way it’ll reduce the strain on Alakazam and the others.”

“Tate, Liza, this is Control,” Jin radioed. “Shuttle Destiny is up safely and the attack has begun. I’d like you to begin preparing for the return journey – that means getting everyone behind the runway shields, we might not have much warning if they make an emergency re-entry.”

“I understand,” Tate called back, and focused. Okay, everyone – Control wants us out of the way in case a ball of ice and Legendaries appears overhead. Everyone get to the runway shield baffles, and whoever’s tired should get some Sitrus because we might be here a long time!


“We have confirmation,” Guidance said, looking up from his screen. “Multiple bursts are reported on three different telescopes – it’s too early to detect a vector shift yet, but the flashes are all at the right angle.”

“Why does angle matter?” May asked. “I think I get it, but I’m not sure…”

Ethan’s holotank began to answer her question, zooming in on 1992f2 and rotating to show it heading towards a digitized representation of the earth.

An 8-bit image of Rayquaza fired a beam of energy at the meteorite from the upper atmosphere, then another fired into it from the side.

From the first position, Rayquaza would be slowing the meteorite down – that would make it miss, if he could do it enough, but it’s not the best approach as the kinetics are wrong. Their current position is aimed to make the meteorite hit at a shallower and shallower angle as they hit it, until it passes over without hitting at all.

“Right, I get it,” May agreed. “So the problem with what Rayquaza was already doing was that it was much less efficient.”

Correct. It was worth interrupting him to get his assistance in attacking from this optimized angle.

“Liza and Tate are clearing the runway,” Jin reported. “Any progress on getting a second line?”

Sabrina and her friend Mew are helping coordinate the mass teleports required to seek out additional Legendaries, Ethan stated.

“That’s something,” Jin nodded. “How is it looking at the moment?”

Yet another hologram appeared, this one showing the Pokémon currently in space in red and possible versus confirmed replacements in shades of blue.

“Hmmm…” Jin mused.

Surgeon spoke up. “Oxygen levels dipped a little at first, but they’re holding steady now. Those Grass-types are maintaining the air in the bubble. There’s a few concerns with temperature, though, as there’s a lot of energy flow in that bubble – we might need to bring it back sooner than planned.”

“Let me know when it gets to be a problem,” Jin judged. “How’s telemetry?”

“Good,” TELMU reported. “We’re getting good signals on all sensors – better than usual.”

“Tell Max and Jirachi, good job,” Jin smiled. “That’s really made things simpler.”

MacGuire looked up from consulting with one of the other scientists. “Is there any chance of recruiting Palkia? It’s supposed to be the Pokémon of Space…”

“I don’t think that’s possible right now,” Brock volunteered. “Suicune’s always given the impression some Pokémon are currently unreachable.”

Sidney’s Mega Absol nodded, barking a confirmation.

“Good, so we ain’t missing something because of that,” Sidney said. “Good to know, I guess…”

“Control – a question from Professor Oak,” said EECOM. “He’s asking if it would be possible to have powerful Fire-type attacks used against the meteorite.”

“Surgeon?” Jin checked.

The surgeon-chief shook his head with a frown. “I’m not sure I can say go or no-go on that – I’d need to know more. Why?”

“Apparently Ash Ketchum’s Charizard could probably mobilize the entire Charicific Valley,” EECOM stated.

“Get them here if you can,” Jin decided. “We can make a call after that.”

“On it.”

After a moment’s thought, Jin tapped a control on his headset. “Ground control to Destiny. Just want you to know, everything looks fine from down here. If you see a problem, don’t hesitate to report it – don’t assume we see everything.”

Three seconds ticked away as the message flashed out into space, then the reply sped back.

“Destiny to Ground Control,” Steven replied. “We’re fine up here – a little tired with how many Pokémon we just Mega Evolved, but fine.”

“Glad to hear it, Destiny,” Jin smiled.

“Control, guidance update,” Guidance said, sounding worried. “We’ve got the first data point of an orbital shift – it’s smaller than we expected, so 1992f2 must be denser than our predictions.”

MacGuire took a few steps, bent over the screen, and hissed. “You’re right – it’s got to be mostly nickel-iron with that density.”

“Apollo, what does that do to our margin of error?” Jin asked.

Most of it is erased by this news, Apollo stated. We still have some leeway, but it is closer than would be preferable.

“Let’s hope those Charizard can help,” Philena said. “Would taking up more air help – or perhaps some kind of dedicated oxygen supply arrangement? No, that would…”

She trailed off, then nodded to herself. “I think it could be done – you’d need a lot more Grass-types than normal, and probably some oxygen cannisters, but it could be done.”

Jin nodded to her. “Okay, Professor – work out the logistics of it, get a test done, and we’ll line them up.”


“We’ve got another teleporter lined up,” reported one of the Ariadospace technicians. “Alakazam. Two-way teleport capable, as well – his trainer was nearby, so he’s heading over on a borrowed Dragonite to make sure Alakazam has every erg of power.”

“That’s good,” the director agreed. “But the more important issue is – do we have a location?”

“We’re looking through the old lunar maps now,” Blanche answered. “There’s a couple of old assessments on good sites, but that was with different constraints – we don’t necessarily need to worry about a good communication link back to Earth, but long term habitability is critical.”

“What’s the biggest problem?” Malva asked.

“Well, there’s a few,” Blanche replied, ticking them off on his fingers. “Water, temperature, sunlight are the big three – even Water-types need natural water to be sustainable, while both temperature and sunlight would also make things much easier on the base.”

He tapped the site of the first moon landing. “That one, for example – there’s no water there, and while it does get sunlight for two weeks it’s dark for the other two. It’d be alternately far too hot and far too cold, and Grass-types would spend most of their energy just keeping up their own Sunny Day powers over the night.”

“So…” Diantha pointed. “What about there?”

“The polar craters?” Blanche said, enlarging it. “Well… hm, that looks like it could work, you wouldn’t have to go far to get the sunlight no matter the time of the month… I’m not sure if there’s ice there, but if that’s the only problem we have we’re doing very well.”

He nodded to her. “I like that idea, ma’am.”

“Glad to help,” Diantha smiled.

“Okay – sir, we have our locations picked out,” Blanche reported. “I’m getting you the high definition pictures and coordinates now.”

“Thank you, Blanche,” the director nodded. “Who’s first for teleport?”

“Sir, this is Clemont!” the student called. “We just had a good test of the collapsible shelter – it inflates fine in vacuum and pressurizes, and it’ll function in one-atmosphere as well.”

“I can confirm that,” added the head of the engineering department. “We’ve put together an initial teleport package for the first transition – the only problem is, we need at least three powerful Psychic types. One there, one to hold the air shield, and one for the return journey.”

“Let’s stick with something simple for now,” the director instructed. “Who do you have down there?”

“One Reuniclus and one Alakazam,” he was told. “The Alakazam can make the trip one way, as can the Reuniclus, but I’m not sure what’s safe.”

The director tapped his foot on the ground for a moment.

“Send them,” he instructed. “Have the Reuniclus handle the teleport, and the Alakazam handle the air shield – we’ll relay more Psychics in if we want them to come down. Blanche, send the coordinates down to Engineering.”

“Just a moment, sir,” Blanche requested.

“Hello?” Siebold said, unexpectedly. “Siebold here – we have contacted Hoopa. He sounds interested.”

“Good,” the director nodded. “Very good. Can you get him here?”

“I am afraid not,” Siebold replied. “He is not able to leave Dahara.”

“Damn, that’s going to complicate things…”

“Sir,” Blanche spoke up. “We can set up a remote uplink as far as Dahara easily – it shouldn’t be a problem to move a few people there and coordinate.”

“True, but it would take time,” the Director mused.

“Not if Hoopa can get this working,” Siebold pointed out. “Hoopa, can you open a Hyperspace Hole to the Ariadospace building?”

There was a voice, inaudible on the other end.

Then a glitter of golden light appeared in the middle of the floor. The director stepped back, startled, and the glow spread into a ring about six feet across.

Siebold waved from the other side, lowering the radio. “You see what I mean?”

As he did, Hoopa giggled. “They were surprised!”

“They certainly were,” Siebold nodded. “Okay, this is one of Hoopa’s portals. He can keep up – at least three at once, I think.”

Hoopa nodded.

“Right,” the director said, recovering. “Blanche, get a team and get set up in Dahara as soon as possible. I want to get a portal up to the lunar site as soon as we possibly can.”

“First lunar teleport successful!” someone called. “Four of the Clemontic Shelters are being deployed now, and-”

“-pardon?” Wilkstrom said, completely thrown. “Clemontic shelters?”

“I think we know who named them,” Diantha chuckled.


Two hundred and fifty thousand miles away, a single Pokémon stood on a flaky rock surface.

The other Pokémon hovered next to him, both arms drooping with fatigue.

Good work, Alakazam sent to his ally. You handled the teleport well.

And I’m nearly exhausted, Reuniclus replied. I’m glad I’m so light here or I’d have collapsed…

He shook his head. Right, what was the next step?

Open the shelters, Alakazam told him, arms spread. His spoons glowed faintly as he kept the air-bubble they’d brought through with them going. And secure them to the rock. Then get the air cannisters out, and we can begin expanding the air bubble.

I’m glad you came along, Reuniclus sent. It’s a lot of help to have someone so smart along.

One by one, the four Clemontic Shelters puffed up. They seemed to float like balloons in the low gravity, until Reuniclus began to secure them with pitons driven into the lunar regolith.

That done, he opened one of the air cannisters – letting compressed oxygen and nitrogen hiss out into the area of their dome, which expanded smoothly as Alakazam’s psychic will moved outwards – and took a moment to stare back at the blue-green marble of the Earth below.

It looks pretty beautiful, he stated. And there’s all the cities on the night side – I can see Kalos!

Reuniclus sobered. I hope there’s still cities visible down there in a few hours.

So do I, Alakazam agreed.

Reuniclus got back to work, and sent out some of the Pokémon earmarked as vacuum-capable workers. A trio of Aron were first, followed by a Metang and two Golett.

The first job is to set up the solar panels, Alakazam informed the Golett. Metang, please make sure to help with the force bubble – Arons, your task is to clear a large foundation for the dome.

A trio of high-pitched clang sounds came as the Arons saluted.


“Okay, so… explain your thinking again?” Dawn requested.

“Right!” Barry said, beginning to check points off on his fingers. “Firstly, Lake Verity is known for having Legendary Pokémon – and Legendary Pokémon are something Ash Ketchum has a lot of. Plus, there’s that kid who’s supposed to have a Jirachi who’s a friend of his – so that means people who know Ash Ketchum are more likely to meet Legendary Pokémon!”

“Isn’t that just because of him, though?” Dawn asked, frowning – partly because of how on-the-nose the comment was. “I mean-”

“And that means that if I bring you along, because you know Ash Ketchum, not only are we more likely to find the Legendary Pokémon of Lake Verity but it also means it’s okay for us to leave town – because of wild Pokémon!” He glanced at Piplup, who was looking lost. “I mean, I know you can avoid Pokémon by running fast, but if we want to find the Legendary Pokémon we can’t run fast so-”

“Okay, Barry, stop!” Dawn said. “I can hardly tell what you’re saying!”

She took a deep breath. “Okay, are you saying that we’re going to try to find Mesprit? Why?”

“No, I’m saying we’re going to find the Legendary Pokémon of Lake Verity, which may or may not be Mesprit,” Barry corrected. “You’re the one assuming it’s Mesprit – which would be cool – and as for why…”

He looked puzzled. “Wouldn’t any Legendary Pokémon help with the thing with that meteorite?”

“Not necessarily,” Dawn said.

There was a splashing sound as Piplup fired a Water Gun at a Starly.

“Piplup,” she admonished. “That’s rude… anyway, Mesprit’s power is about emotions, not anything to do with meteorites.”

Barry waved that off. “I’m sure it’s got other powers – you know, like how Rayquaza can calm weather as well as shooting down meteorites. And like how your Piplup can breakdance.”

“That’s completely different,” Dawn sighed. “Well, I guess there’s not a lot else we can really help with.”

“But this is being productive!” Barry protested. “Besides, like I said, it’s not like anyone else around here has that crazy Legendary attracting power, so this is the only way to recruit what could be a really important Pokémon for stopping the meteorite!”

“That’s just you guessing, though,” Dawn pointed out.

Barry shrugged, and pushed ahead through the last layer of brush – coming out onto the shore of Lake Verity just ahead of Dawn.

Hmmmm… a high-pitched voice said. Interesting.

“Pardon?” Dawn asked. “Barry? That didn’t sound like…”

She looked at Piplup, who pointed behind her.

Turning, Dawn saw a pair of cool yellow eyes less than an inch from her own, making her flinch. “Wha-?”

The bearer of the eyes – Mesprit – floated back a bit, tails waving, then inspected her more closely.

Yes, very interesting, it declared. You seem to be familiar with me, when I’ve never met you… very unusual. Best to take careful note of that. Ask Uxie.

“Dawn?” Barry said. “What’s keeping you?”

Mesprit vanished with a flicker.

“If you don’t hurry up I’ll have to fine you a million-”

“Barry,” Dawn interrupted. “I don’t think we should bother looking any more. Mesprit didn’t stick around.”

Barry crashed back through the brush. “Mesprit was here? It really was the Legendary Pokémon of Lake Verity? What did it look like? And how come I didn’t see it?”

Dawn shrugged. “Don’t ask me…”


Hundreds of miles to the south, a swarm of Fire-type Pokémon flew steadily south and west – wings clawing at the air, straining to achieve as much speed as possible.

Charizard after Charizard swept past, flying in two three-dimensional V formations to make use of slipstreaming, with the largest and strongest of them all flying at the tip of the formation to support their somewhat weaker fellows.

And, right at the front of the whole formation, Pidgeot’s wings swept up and down. They spun off eddies which became gales which became a huge, meticulously-controlled Tailwind, keeping the entire Charicific Valley formation moving at six hundred miles per hour straight towards Mossdeep.

“How long can she keep doing this?” Charla asked, between wingbeats.

She glanced over at her mate. “I mean, I know you said she was strong, but this is just…”

“She can do it!” Charizard replied, wings rippling in the distorted air of the Tailwind. “I just saw the tip of Shikoku – we’re at least halfway there, and she’s the one to get us there on time!”

Charla nodded. “If you trust her, then I trust her as well – but, wow, this is an incredible ride!”

“Just wait until you see the next bit,” Pidgeot chirped.

Her wings hesitated for a fraction of a second, then she brought them down in an almighty slam – and there was a ripple around the Tailwind bubble for a moment.

“…I don’t get it,” Charla said.

“I do,” Charizard grinned. “Look back.”

Charla craned her neck, then her eyes widened – there was a clear shockwave building up behind the tailwind bubble.

“…is she towing us all at supersonic speed?”

“There’s a reason Lugia took her on as an apprentice,” Charizard grinned.


“Oxygen levels are holding steady,” Surgeon stated. “Conditions in the ice bubble are nominal, so it’s a stay from me.”

“Stay,” Guidance agreed. “We’re seeing a real vector change, but it’s going to take most of the time we have left to generate a miss.”

Philena cleared her throat.

“Professor?” Jin asked. “What’s your position?”

In reply, Professor Ivy nodded towards the screen. “I’ve started to notice a drift developing in the attacks – nothing serious just yet, but I think we’re asking too much of our astronauts. They’ve been up there for at least half an hour, and that’s been constant attacks.”

“Understood,” Jin agreed. “Surgeon, do you have any comment?”

“I think the Professor might be right,” Surgeon admitted. “We don’t have anything to work from to assess this…”

Jin frowned. “Right, I think there’s only one way we’re going to be able to handle this – Mewtwo, this is ground control. We need a quick status check on the strike elements, let us know if any are too tired to continue.”

“Will do,” Mewtwo replied. “I’d also like to report there’s been several micrometeorite hits on the ice shield, but it’s holding so far.”

“Thank you, Mewtwo, and understood,” Jin said. “EECOM, check with the runway team that we’re ready for a return transfer – it looks like we might need it.”

“Roger,” EECOM replied. “Tate, Liza, this is EECOM. Control wants a report on the runway status…”


Light flickered around the face of Steven’s Mega Metagross, crawling to the tips of the X-shaped metal faceplate picked out in a golden metal. It held there for a long moment, then Mega Metagross flexed his eight limbs and a Hyper Beam went flashing out – passing through the ragged hole in the icy shield, making Mewtwo’s air-impermeable membrane pulse slightly, and ramming home into the surface of the asteroid some way distant.

“Is it me, or are those attacks getting further apart?” Venusaur asked, glancing at her fellow Grass-type.

Sidney’s Shiftry waved his arms, steadily photosynthetizing. “I’ve not been paying attention.”

A red Aeroblast ripped past, about fifty metres from the white-and-black form of the Destiny shuttle, and exited the hole as well. The Lugia who had fired it kept it up for maybe three seconds, then stopped – panting.

“I have never had to keep this up so long,” she stated, twisting in null-g by using her wings as scoops. She took another deep breath, then set herself and began to prepare for her next shot.

Venusaur winced. “If some of the Legendaries are feeling tired…”

She spread her petals and leaves a little more fully, drinking in the diffuse white sunlight coming through the ice, and checked on each Pokémon in turn. Some were still quite hale, like Rayquaza or the Lugia firing dark purple blasts of something, but most were clearly approaching the end of their rope.

Snaking a vine down, Venusaur tapped on the shuttle window.


“What’s that?” Steven asked. “Isn’t that Venusaur the one your friend May lent you?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“Is she trying to send a message?” suggested Kin Yuan. “You can understand Pokémon – did I hear that right?”

“Yeah, but not through the side of a ship,” Ash corrected. “Uh… does someone have a telepathic Psychic type?”

“I’ve got one,” one of the other shuttle passengers said. “Just a Kadabra, I brought her along just in case.”

“That sounds good,” Steven stated. “Go ahead and send her out.”

“Destiny, this is Control,” Jin radioed. “Just wanting to check on your status, over?”

“Control, Destiny here,” Steven replied. “We believe that May’s Venusaur has something to communicate – we’ll update if it’s urgent.”

Kadabra materialized in a flash, took her instructions without complaint, and reached out to contact Venusaur.

Venusaur states that most of the Pokémon in the bubble – Legendary and otherwise – are becoming very tired, she informed them.

“Okay, thanks, Kadabra,” Steven told her. “Control, this is Destiny – we have our update, by the sounds of things most of our strike team needs a rest pretty seriously.”

“Understood, Destiny,” Jin replied. “Mewtwo, Control here – I’m going round the room checking on go/no go for return jump. EECOM?”

“Go,” EECOM replied.

Kadabra returned herself.

“Okay, everyone,” Steven said, as in the background the check continued. “Time to make sure we’re all strapped in, because we are going to end up back in gravity inside a few minutes.”

“Right,” Kuan Yin agreed. “Should we recall our Pokémon?”

“If you can,” Steven suggested.

“Destiny, this is Control. We are go for return jump – you should be arriving a few miles up to minimize the risk of hitting something, but be ready for a jolt as you re-enter normal gravity.”


AN:
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“Okay, tracking ready,” Blanche stated. “Hoopa, you understand what we’re going to do?”

The Psychic-type nodded. “Hoopa understands!”

Removing the ring from his left wrist, he spun it on one finger and began pouring power into it – making it glow with an eerie golden light.

“Ready…” Blanche warned, watching the timer. “And – now!”

“Allez – Hoopa-ring!” Hoopa pronounced, casting it out in front of him until it hovered in the middle of the square – at least five yards from anything else. It spun once, expanding to about a foot across, and then rippled.

There was a moment of uncertainty, and the golden light flickered across the space in the middle of the ring. Then, with a shocking suddenness, there was a grey-black landscape visible through the other side.

“Portal formed successfully,” Blanche said. “And there’s no air leak – great job, Hoopa!”

Hoopa wiped his brow theatrically. “Hoopa has never made a Hoopa-ring go that far before…”

Grinning, the Psychic-type expanded his ring to widen the scale of the portal. At five feet, something moved – an Aron, who examined the golden ring quizzically.

“Okay, everyone, let’s get this moving!” Siebold called. “Start moving those supplies through – who’s got the Vaporeon?”

“They’re there,” Blanche said, nodding to a pair of Pokéball Transporter panniers containing eleven Pokéballs of various types between them. “All of them are trained precipitators.”

“Good work,” the director said. “That’s going to make everything work much quicker.”


About two and a half miles over the Mossdeep Space Centre, the most interesting thing was a small cloud.

Then the cloud wavered, disturbed and nearly torn apart by the sudden appearance of a giant sphere of frosted ice in the sky – as if a Glalie had suddenly ballooned to the size of a particularly large building.

For a moment, the most obvious things about the icy sphere were the surface – pitted and cracked on the outer edge, as if it were an irregularly patterned golf ball – and that it had a large circular hole in one edge. Then the bottom of the ball cracked open as a deluge of water fell through.

Damn it, Mewtwo sent, sounding irritated. I had hoped that that would not happen.

The ice shivered apart, smashing into a flurry of ice shards so fine they turned into diamonddust, and dozens of tired Pokémon – mostly Lugias, but not all of them – came flying or hovering out.

The rest were collected on the wings of Destiny, the space shuttle, which Mewtwo lowered towards the runway with great care.


“Look out!” Tate said, spotting the incoming water. “Gallade, Reflect!”

Psychic shields sprang up around the perimeter of the runway, containing the splatter of dirty water as the unfrozen portion of the shield came down in a rush. One or two luckless Taillow came close to being flattened by the instant rainstorm, and it took several seconds for the water to finish pattering down.

“Runway, this is Control,” Jin radioed. “What is the status out there?”

“Looks good, Control,” Tate replied. “We can see Destiny – and I’m seeing all the Pokémon I was expecting. Looks like they’re all back.”

“Good. How soon can you have them turned around?”

“The new trainers for Team Two are already suited up, so – maybe ten or fifteen minutes,” Tate guessed. “We might be quicker, I’m not sure – the water shield takes a couple of minutes, that’s the last step.”

“Let us know when you estimate a five minute time,” Jin requested. “Control out.”


“Control, shuttle is on final approach,” Tracking reported. “Landing like this is much easier than doing it the normal way – wait, hold on.”

There was a pause, then he spoke up again. “We’ve got a Salamence coming in, and it’s not one we were expecting. I’m letting the runway team know just in case…”

“Show me, Apollo,” Jin requested.

The holotank flickered, switching to a new configuration and showing the area around the complex to a distance of several miles. Markers showed the flock of Lugia, now landing all around the area, and Rayquaza – circling impatiently overhead – as well as Mewtwo and the shuttle coming down to land.

Another caret pulsed, showing the Salamence, and a much-magnified version appeared next to it.

There is a rider, Ethan stated suddenly, and the Salamence picture updated itself.

“That’s good, it’s not a wild one…” Jin said. “A wild Salamence could be a pretty big problem if it decides to try and fight – that’s half the reason we have a Metagross here.”

“So if there is a rider, why are they here?” May asked. “Coming to help?”

She frowned. “One of Lance’s dragons?”

“I’m more worried about if it’s Hunter J,” Brock said, grimacing.

Hunter J is still in prison – I just checked,

“I’ll check,” one of the radio operators said. “Champion – this is the control room, there’s a Salamence rider coming in. One of yours?”

Before an answer came back, however, the Salamence accelerated suddenly.


Mewtwo slowly lowered the Destiny towards the runway, supporting the weight with care.

It would have been slightly quicker to teleport the shuttle straight down to land, but – truth be told – even he, the World’s Most Powerful Pokémon (comparison to Arceus pending) was feeling a little tired. The time on the ground would be useful to let him replenish his strength.

Then a flicker of movement caught his attention, and a large and powerful-looking Salamence came charging up towards the group.

“Rayquaza!” the rider called, both hands around her mouth to amplify her voice. “You need to stop the meteorite!”

And what, precisely, do you think we’re doing? Mewtwo demanded. This is a delicate operation, and we’re trying to keep to schedule.

Looking down, he slowed Destiny further – landing the shuttle softly on the hard standing, then releasing his telekinetic grip.

“But-” the rider started, then shook her head. “But – I mean, you’re not at the meteorite!”

“We were!” Rayquaza thundered. “For the last half hour!”

“Lord Rayquaza?” the rider asked. “I… don’t understand what you said. I tried to summon you to the Sky Pillar, but you didn’t come, and now-”

Perhaps you should speak to the ground crew, Mewtwo suggested, touching down. I know I am.

Turning his attention to the ground team in question, he accepted an energy drink. Thank you.

There was a white flash as one of the space-suited trainers sent out their Pokémon, a sleek-looking Dragonite, and clambered awkwardly astride.

Once there, the trainer took his helmet off – revealing himself to be Lance – and the Dragonite shot skywards.

“You should really come down,” Lance called to the trainer. “I appreciate that you think you’re helping, but you’re far too likely to get in the way.”

“But-” the other dragon tamer began, then paused. “Wait – are you Lance?”

She looked flustered. “I thought – but – well, if you say so then I guess I should…”


“The whole reason I came here was because of the prophecy,” the girl explained, watching the hurried activity as Pokémon were swapped in, trainers got in and out of the shuttle Destiny, and as several trainers – Ash and Steven among them – handed Mega Stones over to be loaned out to other trainers with the same Pokémon. “It said there would be a meteorite coming in a thousand years, like the one which destroyed the old city of the Draconids.”

“The Draconids?” Philena repeated. “I’ve heard about them – a culture of Dragon Tamers from the Heian period?”

“We’re still around,” she corrected. “There’s only a few of us left, but – we keep the stories alive. And one of them said a meteorite would strike Hoenn in a thousand years and destroy the whole region.”

“That’s several orders of magnitude small,” one of the scientists cut in. “This would pretty much destroy the majority of civilization.”

“Draconid, Draconid…” Lance mused. “It was a long time ago, but I swear I remember-”

He nodded to himself sharply. “That’s right – you’re Zinnia, aren’t you? It’s been more than a decade since last time I saw you.”

Zinnia blinked. “You mean – but I don’t remember meeting you?”

“It was a long time ago,” Lance said. “I probably looked different, it was back on my own first Pokémon Journey when I was going all over to seek out draconic lore.”

“Right…” Zinnia said, still frowning. “That makes sense.”

She shook her head. “But the important bit is – that meteorite! We need to use a meteorite shard – the larger the better – to evolve Rayquaza into Mega Rayquaza and let him drive off this asteroid! I heard Team Magma got hold of a meteorite, that would work!”

Ash coughed. “Uh, yeah, about that… we kind of had to use it to stop Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre.”

Zinnia’s eye twitched.

“Oh, come on!” she said, then sighed. “Rrf… well, if we can’t have Lord Rayquaza stop the meteorite, what is the plan?”

“We’re having Rayquaza stop the meteorite,” Philena told her. “Along with all the other Pokémon we can get hold of to help.”

There was a flicker in the background as Max and Jirachi fixed up the shuttle.

“Mewtwo teleports them up to near the asteroid, with an air bubble,” the Professor said, pointing. “That’s where the shuttle was. There’s water as well – you can see the Blastoise and other Pokémon over there getting ready to provide it – to protect them from the sun’s powerful radiation.”

“Up to where-” Zinnia began, then stopped. “How high is the asteroid?”

Dexter flashed. Currently around two thirds as far as the moon. About one hundred and sixty thousand miles.

Zinnia’s Salamence blinked, then snickered.

“I… was not expecting it to be anything like that high,” Zinnia admitted. “In my mind, Mega Rayquaza would fly up, catch it as it came into the atmosphere, and smash it to pieces…”

“There’s all sorts of reasons that’s a bad idea,” Philena said. “But don’t worry, you’re not the only one who had that idea.”

“Lance!” Tate called. “You’re going to need to get seated, we’re planning for teleport in eight minutes!”

“I’d better go,” Lance said. “Quite a lot of the Pokémon going up there are mine or from the Blackthorn Clan.”

“Right,” Zinnia agreed, then frowned. “Um – would it help if you had a Salamencite? I’ve got one, but I don’t know if I can get ready to go that quickly.”

“We’ll put you in the third set,” Philena recommended.


“There it is,” Gary said, pointing. “Okay, Dragonite, land in front of the entrance – just there.”

Dragonite shot his master’s grandson a look, then slowed to drop smoothly down by the pool of light at the entrance.

There was just the faintest pink of dawn in the sky, but it was still clearly night – dark enough that Gary winced, then swung off Dragonite’s back and patted the Dragon-type.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling. “That saved a lot of time.”

Dragonite chuckled, and let himself be Returned with a red flash.

Shrinking the Pokéball, Gary hurried over to the doors and pushed one side open. “Excuse me – hello, I’m expected?”

The receptionist looked up from a mug of coffee, blinking, then nodded. “Right, sorry – I’m not used to being up this late. Name?”

She fought down a jaw-cracking yawn, and Gary clenched his teeth to avoid doing the same. “Gary Oak,” he supplied, after a moment. “I think-”

“Oh, that’s who you are! Yes, the main control room said you were expected,” she nodded. “Here’s your badge – that’ll get you through the door reader.”

“Thanks,” Gary said, glancing at it – and noticing it read Champion. “I’d better go.”

“Go ahead,” she agreed, already turning back to her coffee. “Why couldn’t this have happened at a more civilized time…”

“I know the feeling,” Gary muttered.


“Mr. Oak!” Diantha said, making some of the others in the control centre look around. “It’s good to see you once more – I hope there’s no hard feelings after your challenge last year?”

“No, it’s fine,” Gary waved off. “I’m searching up Mega Stones for a rematch, though.”

“I’ll tell Drasna and Siebold,” Diantha promised. “Now, director, I believe you wanted to speak to Mr. Oak?”

“That’s correct,” the director agreed, extending a hand which Gary shook. “Though the reason we want your help has changed slightly – before, it was because your Alakazam had a power curve sufficient for a two-way lunar teleport, but now that’s no longer quite so high a priority.”

He indicated one of the areas off to the side of the control room, and Gary did a double-take as he spotted a giant glowing ring with something else on the other side of it.

“That’s one of Hoopa’s portals,” the director explained. “We’ve got two set up – one leads from here to Dahara City, the other leads from Dahara City to a spot near the lunar pole. We’ve got several Psychic-types there already keeping an air bubble in place, but we’d like the help of your Alakazam to start setting up the more permanent structures a base will require.”

He waved a hand. “And, of course, your other Pokémon will probably be able to help as well – we need water, for example, and I’m sure you can help Siebold with that.”

“I think Blastoise at least could help a lot,” Gary agreed. “Okay, where do you need us?”

“Through the portals, on the moon,” the director said, without preamble. “But you’ll need at least a basic space suit first – fortunately it’s just one for emergencies so we can use something less durable than a full normal suit.”

“I’ll get that sorted out,” one of the other operators volunteered. “Oh, Mr. Oak, I should ask – do you have any Pokémon on you that you don’t have Pokéballs for?”

“No, I’ve got Pokéballs for all of them,” Gary replied.

“Good, that’s the emergency decompression protocol for Pokémon – they just return into their Pokéballs,” the operator explained. “Steel-types are an exception in some cases, as are a few Ghosts who can survive in null-pressure, but Gastly for example would need to be in its Pokéball.”

Gary nodded along. “Right, I understand.”

“Director, I need more manpower over here,” Blanche radioed.

“I think we might need to skip the suit,” the director mused. “Champion, do you feel up to that?”

“I have a solution!” piped up a young man in the corner. “It’s a specialized variation on the Clemontic Shelter, worn like a backpack – it’ll automatically deploy in low pressure environments, and it’ll have the wearer inside it!”

“Well, you are full of surprises,” Diantha chuckled.

“From what I’ve seen, that lad could put together a functioning robot out of a toaster,” Wilkstrom chuckled.

“I’ll take it,” Gary decided. “Thanks.”

“Oh, no problem,” the young man replied. “I’m Clemont, by the way, Champion Oak. And – uh – if you do need to use it, let me know how it works so I can improve the Mk. 3!”


A few crowded minutes later, Gary finally stepped through the Dahara-Lunar portal at the urging of Blanche.

“…well, this is a lot further than I ever thought our Pokémon journey would go,” he said, glancing down at Umbreon as he abruptly felt the effect of the much-reduced gravity.

“Tell me about it,” Umbreon agreed, raising her eyes to the blue orb hanging near the horizon. “I could just lift a paw and blot out the sight of where just about everyone else lives…”

After a few seconds of staring, they noticed the hive of activity taking place all around the portal site. Three Psychic-types sitting in a circle, each of them maintaining a separate air shield around the construction site; a whole collection of Water-types under Siebold’s direction, shaping water from a hose run through the portal and distributing it to a series of lakes forming a continuous, circular chain at least two miles long; over a dozen Vaporeon, darting back and forth through the water and producing what Gary took a moment to recognize as solid panes of opal; two Machamp and a Conkeldurr, working with one of the other Vaporeon to fasten metal supports to the opal glass-planes starting to form the material of a colossal dome; Ground-types of all shapes and sizes busily turning the lunar regolith into soil.

Mr. Oak?

An Alakazam waved a spoon, looking up from pages of notes which looked like a how-to guide on making a geodesic dome. We’re expecting you – if you’ll let me know what Pokémon you have, we can arrange them as needed.

“Right,” Gary agreed, bounding over in the low gravity. “Furfrou, Sableye, Alakazam, Blastoise, Porygon, Umbreon here and Exeggutor.”

Nice variety, the Alakazam complimented him. Exeggutor should be out as soon as possible, that will help our oxygen budget – and you should have Blastoise help with the water redirection over there. Sableye and Umbreon… those two should look into the cave system near that small crater there. And I suggest that Alakazam help with setting up the solar panels.

The Psychic-type indicated a pile of crates. There’s about four hundred solar panels in there, but we’ve not had enough Psychics to spare to set them up quickly – I can’t leave the shield, that would make it unsafe.

He paused. And what’s with the backpack?

“Emergency decompression,” Gary explained simply. “It’s instead of a proper spacesuit.”

To each his own.


“It seems quite amazing,” N said, fingers twined into Zorua’s fur. “And worrying.”

The Dark-type nodded, for once not hiding in an alternate form, and twitched his tail as they watched the news footage.

“They said Mewtwo was involved,” N went on. “And Rayquaza, as well – I suppose that’s heartening news.”

“Yeah,” Zorua said, letting out a high-pitched vulpine sigh. “But I’m scared…”

N gathered his old friend up. “I am too, Zorua.”

He looked up at the night sky. “So strange to think that something from out there could do such damage to our world. And… by all accounts, while Pokémon have been very important in trying to save us, it could not be done without humans.”

Zorua glanced at the other Pokémon present, a Xatu. “About that… you said you weren’t sure what was going to happen, right?”

“The future is clouded,” Xatu stated. “Or, rather, it is continually shifting. It is most peculiar.”

“Is that a good thing, though?” Zorua asked, then huffed. “Psychic types…”

N chuckled.

“Don’t worry, Zorua,” he said, with a faint smile. “I believe that we will be safe – it would not be just for this to so harm the world.”

“You know, I love how confident you are, but that’s kind of… not how it works,” the Dark-type replied softly.

“Perhaps it is not, but I choose to believe that it is,” N countered. “And if I am wrong, it’s not as if I have lost anything compared to if I worry for the next few hours.”


“Gary? This is Blanche – is the transmitter working?”

“Blanche – right,” Gary said, reaching a hand up to his ear. “Yeah, it is – I guess you’re patching into Dee?”

“Dee? Oh, your Porygon – right. Yes, that’s correct.”

“There doesn’t seem to be any time lag,” Gary noticed, looking up from where Arcanine was busily fusing regolith into glass with red-hot paws – one of the ways the base builders were reducing the risk from lunar dust. “How are you managing that?”

“We’ve run a cable connection through both of Hoopa’s rings,” Blanche told him. “The transmitter is within a few dozen metres of the portal.”

He paused, then went on. “Oh, the team at Mossdeep just told us they’re beginning another deflection volley in a moment – you might be able to see it.”

Gary checked his watch. “Huh – I didn’t realize it was so late. How long is there left?”

“A little over one and a half hours,” the Kalosian mission controller told him. “Apparently this one’s their third mission already – something about nearly fifty Charizard?”

Gary did the mental calculation, and looked out and up from the planet hanging low in the sky – using the diameter of the planet to judge his guess.

For several seconds, there was nothing. Then a faint blue spark flashed for a moment – brighter than some of the faint stars around it, but still barely visible.

“I think I saw that,” he reported. “Wow, that must be one powerful set of attacks going on up there.”


“Control, we may have a problem,” Surgeon stated. “Oxygen levels are holding fairly steady, but that burst has caused a large heat spike. It could be dangerous to the orbiter if we don’t develop some way to avert it.”

“Understood,” Jin replied. “Apollo, get me Destiny. Destiny, this is control – we’re going to have to avoid bursts like that for a few minutes, we’re working on a solution.”

“Roger, Control,” came Flint’s voice. “We are holding off on mass Blast Burn for now.”

Nobody commented on how much shorter the delay was now compared to when they’d started.

“Okay, answers?” Jin added, looking around the room. “Professor?”

“Well – can we reach them with a teleport?” Philena asked. “Glacia, you’ve got several powerful Ice-types, could they help to control the temperature?”

“Probably,” Glacia agreed. “I’ll get my strongest team down to the runway now.”

“Runway, please,” Jin cued the Porygon. “Tate, Liza, I hope you have a teleporter who’s not too tired down there.”

“Gardevoir hasn’t done too much,” Liza said. “We can Mega Evolve her, that should work.”

“Good – Glacia will be showing up in a couple of minutes,” Jin told her. “Get her team up to Destiny so they can control the heat budget.”

There may be a problem, Ethan stated. This news will mean the Blast Burns are going to be less efficient than we had hoped – our estimate on the delta-V we can produce has dropped in accordance.

Jin strode over to the holotank, watching as the probability cone dipped back into the planet. “That’s not good… well, keep me updated.”

Of course.

“We need more thrust,” Jin said, turning. “How’s that plan to get every Zekrom and Reshiram we can find?”

Going well, but already factored in.

“And most of the Pokémon who are powerful enough already went up in the first three waves,” Brock supplied. “Rayquaza’s still going, because he’s ridiculous, but Ash’s Pidgeot wore herself out getting the Charicific Valley contingent here…”

“Any ideas?” Sidney asked, crouching down to his Mega-evolved Absol.

“No, sorry,” Mega Absol replied. “I’m doing my best, but Ash’s Absol is a trained chance-dancer – I’m just not that good.”

“Maybe we can give her another go,” Brock suggested, after translating Mega Absol’s comments. “I mean, she’s had an hour or two to recover, and I don’t think Ash has any Pokémon left to go up – well, apart from anyone who manages to have a second go.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Sidney agreed.


“…doing everything we can,” Kuan Yin explained, to the camera. “This is a very difficult task, I don’t want to lie about that. But we have the most powerful Pokémon in the world working on it, with the combined resources of many of the world’s best trainers. If it is possible to save our world, we will do it.”

“Thank you, Kuan Yin,” the interviewer said. “That seems to about sum up the situation. That’s it from me at Mossdeep; back to you in the studio.”

Johanna muted the television, and reached out to pull her daughter into a hug.

“Mom…” Dawn began, then stopped.

“It’s depressing,” Johanna explained. “I think I want to not watch any more – if we’re fine, we’re fine, but if we’re not, I’d almost rather be surprised by it.”

Dawn nodded. “Right…”

She held out a hand, and Piplup took it with his flippers.

“We’ll be okay,” she said, firmly. “I know we will.”

Johanna hugged her closer.


“We’ll need to bring the Charicific Valley formation back down soon,” Surgeon warned. “They’re tiring out, even with the sequenced fire.”

“Roger, Surgeon,” Jin said, wiping his brow. “FIDO?”

“That’s confirmed,” the Flight Dynamics Officer said. “There’s a fall-off in efficiency of their adjustments – that Mega Charizard has been a real help, as well as the rest, but it’s getting to the point we’d do better to replace them.”

“At least it shouldn’t take too long,” Jin added. “We only have time for one more operation, right?”

“That’s right,” FIDO confirmed. “There’s not time for two turnarounds and two deflection sequences, so the next one is it.”

“Get everyone we can spare out there,” Jin instructed. “I want to make sure we get that new water shield built as quickly as possible.”

He tapped a foot. “Apollo, connect me with Destiny. Prepare for recovery in five minutes, Destiny.”

“Roger, control,” Flint said. “And Misty wants to report that she’s guessed about the need for a new water shield, so she’s going to have everyone she didn’t send out for this operation ready to help rebuild it as soon as she’s down.”

“Much obliged, Misty,” Jin replied. “Control out.”

He strode to the window, and looked out over the runway – dotted with black-and-blue Zekrom and bright-white Reshiram, courtesy of an intensive recruitment effort which had tired out their remaining high-capacity teleporters.

“This is going to be a close one,” he said, looking up as if he could see the incoming meteorite. “What’s the current projection?”

We do not know the precise effectiveness of the Vast White or Deep Black Pokémon in making the deflection, Ethan told him. Once they have begun, we will know better.

The holotank shimmered. Absent any further adjustment, the impact point will be approximately twelve hundred kilometres west of Saipan.

“Wasn’t it going to hit Hoenn?” May asked, looking at the map. “That’s open ocean.”

It was, Ethan confirmed. But the force that has been applied so far has shifted the point of virtual perigee south and somewhat east – a successful deflection would see it make closest approach somewhere near Palau.

“But I guess having it hit the ocean would be not much better than having it hit Hoenn,” Max volunteered.

Correct.

“Should Jirachi and I get back down to the runway?” he added.

“No,” Jin said, shaking his head. “Neither Rehsiram nor Zekrom require human assistance – we don’t have anyone to send up this time, so the shuttle’s not needed.”

Right, Jirachi smiled, relieved. That’s good, I was getting kind of tired.

There was a flicker of light, and two Pokémon appeared hovering overhead.

“Deoxys?” May asked, recognizing them from LaRousse. “It’s okay, they’re friends – I think…”

Truthfulness. Recognition.

Apology for lateness, the other one added. Assistance.

“Are you volunteering to help?” Brock checked. “Then – I think the way you could help is by helping Mewtwo keep the air bubble going – ask him for details when he comes down. Unless you can deflect that asteroid?”

Regret. Determination.

“What just happened?” Jin asked.

“Hey, I recognized those,” Sidney said. “Weren’t they the things which caused trouble at LaRousse?”

“It was all a misunderstanding,” May said. “And it’s kind of complicated, too…”

“Yeah, the main thing I know is that I got there a minute too late,” Sidney muttered.

“We’re grateful for their help, of course,” Steven said. “Where’s Cynthia – I missed her leaving.”

“I think she had to take her Garchomp to the Pokémon Centre,” Brock volunteered. “She tired herself out.”

“Transfer ready,” one of the technicians said, drawing their attention back to the operations section. “Ten seconds!”


The ice bubble appeared out of thin air over Mossdeep, then shattered into thousands of pieces.

Charizard after Charizard came gliding out of the space it had been, as if they’d been coiled up in far too small a space to hover there normally, and as the orange-yellow wings and bodies got out of the way they revealed the shuttle Destiny and a few dozen other Pokémon alongside or on top.

“That’s the hardest I think I’ve ever worked,” Ash’s Charizard huffed, transitioning back down from Mega. “Normally fighting involves tactics and different moves, not just wham-wham-wham…”

“Yeah,” Charla agreed, head drooping slightly. “Where do we go now?”

“Just land somewhere,” her mate suggested. “I’m not sure it matters where so long as you don’t land on another Pokémon.”

A pause. “Or too near where they’re spraying water.”


“Ash, good to see you,” Brock said, as his friend entered the control room. “I think you’ve been up there more than anyone else.”

“So do I,” Ash agreed, wiping his brow. “That space suit is really warm…”

Pikachu jumped up, and Ash caught him. “Hey, buddy… sorry you couldn’t come with me last time.”

“I wore myself out the first time,” Pikachu agreed.

“In case you hadn’t heard, Mr. Ketchum,” Jin went on. “We’re currently unsure if the deflection will be successful – it depends on the amount of push the Reshiram and Zekrom can deliver.”

Ash looked over to Sidney’s Mega-evolved Absol. “Really? Can’t you-”

“It’s like I said,” Mega Absol interrupted. “Yours is an expert chance dancer, she’s spent years learning just how to sift probabilities. I’m just not as good at that.”

“We were wondering if we could have your Absol Mega Evolve again, actually,” Steven added. “Mr. Slate has been keeping us up to date on what Sidney’s Absol can tell us, but yours really is the expert.”

“Right,” Ash nodded, checking behind his back for his staff – still there. “Okay, uh – where’s her Pokéball?”

“Here,” May said, handing it over. “She came back from Joy a while ago.”

Ash sent her out. “Okay, Absol, ready to give it another go?”

Absol took a deep breath, let it out, then nodded. “I’m ready.”

As she spoke, Brock looked out the window at the forming water-bubble, catching sight of Misty’s Gyarados Hydro-Pumping to help get it formed, and then Rayquaza – flying into the watery orb once more.

The control room was lit by a flash as Sidney’s Mega Absol released his hold on his state, then picked up the small Mega Stone holder with a paw and passed it to his female counterpart.

“That is really tiring,” Sidney’s Dark-type added, rolling his neck. “You don’t notice until it ends…”

“I didn’t get tired when I mega-evolved,” Lucario said. “But, then, I’ve only done it once and only for a short time.”

“Speaking of tired,” Jin said, glancing at the clock. “It’s hard to believe how much has happened in the last few hours.”

“The bubble’s nearly ready,” EECOM reported.

There was a brilliant flare of light as Absol Mega-Evolved, furry wings forming and her scythe-bladed head developing extra sharp edges.

She looked around, then promptly lunged across the control room and tackled someone.

“Absol!” Ash said, startled. “What’s wrong?”

“Brock, say what you were about to say!” Mega Absol demanded. “He was going to ask a question and you were going to forget it – and that would be very bad!”

Brock blinked, looking around. “What? I was going to say, uh…”

He frowned. “I think it was just that it’s a pity we can’t get Rayquaza a meteorite. I mean, I’ve seen them in… museums?”

There was a moment of shocked silence.

“Right!” Steven said. “Jirachi, can you teleport people?”

A few people, several times, Jirachi answered.

“Zinnia, you know how to tell what kind of meteorite Rayquaza will react to?” the Grand Champion asked.

Zinnia nodded. “Yes, it’s a simple test if you have enough Key Stones…”

“Max, Jirachi, you need to get Zinnia and I to as many meteorite collections as possible!” Steven said. “You have a Porygon, right, Max?”

Correct, Kris stated. Already searching. The closest collection apart from the Stone collection is in Saffron.

“Jirachi, can you do this?” Max asked.

Jirachi nodded firmly. “I wish I could take Steven, Zinnia and Max to all the meteorite collections we need to go to!”

There was a bright blue flash, and they vanished.


Okay, skeleton is in place, Alakazam stated. Fuse the girders.

Arcanine, balanced precariously on the side of the dome just below the point of the highest secured girders, fired a burst of flame at one of the newly aligned joints.

Good. Next one.

Hundreds of feet below, the Vaporeon worked together to precipitate the last few opal panes. There were already Ground-types stepping up work on the next stage of dome construction – specifically, hardened glass of a special composition, to replace the expedient opal – and Siebold had a few Water-types outside the dome to spray it with water and check for the larger, more obvious leaks that might still be in place.

“This is much quicker than I would have thought was possible,” Gary said, wincing as one of the solar panels going up around the crater rim reflected sunlight towards him. “I mean – this is a pretty huge project.”

“You’ve got that right,” Drasna agreed, raising her arm to block out the sunlight. “But if there’s one thing I’ve learned so far tonight, it’s that Pokémon and trainers working together can do a lot more than they expect.”

“True,” Gary nodded.

He looked up at the earth again, frowning at how much the opal windows made it hard to see their home world clearly. “I was rushed here in a hurry – did you hear what the plan was for if the Mossdeep team can’t deflect the asteroid?”

“Sort of,” Drasna said. “I overheard that as many cities as possible will be put under psychic shields – not many, it’s quite a difficult thing to pull off and so there’s going to be a need to concentrate resources – and then the base here will be one of the points helping to coordinate everything after that.”

She pursed her lips. “I believe there was also mention that Hoopa will be using his portals to take as many people as possible – though I do not know how it would be organized – and that hundreds of Pokémon Centres would be pouring Pokéballs through the portal as well.”

“I suppose that makes a lot of sense,” Gary agreed. “I mean, it’s the quickest way to save as many Pokémon as possible.”

Umbreon came padding over, favouring one paw. “That cave system had a lot more sharp rocks than I was expecting,” she said, as Gary crouched down to check on her pawpads. “I think it’s partly because everything’s so light here… it was an unpleasant reminder that things can be just as sharp here…”

“I’ve heard that there’s also going to be an effort to get Pokémon into the cities which are to be protected,” Drasna added, after a moment. “I overheard that Dahara was going to be one of them.”

“Why’s that?” Gary asked. “I’d have thought it would be the place that it’d be the easiest to evacuate, with the portal just over there.”

They both looked up as the last opal plate was lifted into place, and secured with a bit of extra precipitation from the head Vaporeon.

“Siebold said that Hoopa cannot leave Dahara,” Drasna supplied. “I believe that is why.”

“If he can’t leave, that does make sense,” Gary agreed. “And – the shockwave’s going to move slowly, so by the time it gets there we should know how much force is needed. If any – it’s a long way, so the blast might have dissipated.”

He sighed, lifting Umbreon up – easy in the low gravity. “I hope Ash pulls through, though. Gramps is pretty close to that impact point.”

Attention, the Alakazam in charge stated. Attention. We are preparing for an air-tightness check of the dome. We will be expanding the air shield outside the dome to result in half pressure outside – please report any areas you notice with air flowing out of the dome.


Prediction data is in, Ethan stated. Assuming that the current deflection rate is maintained, the likelihood is for a grazing impact in the sea.

“That’s not good,” Jin said. “What would that mean – I assume a tsunami?”

A very large tsunami, correct. Ethan’s holo projection rotated, showing the impact area and the meteor blazing in at a low angle – then impacting, and throwing up a huge blast of water as it scoured out a crater in the ocean and into the sea bed.

We are predicting a tsunami wave chain containing seven or eight mega tsunami, with the highest predicted to reach Hoenn at a wave height of over five hundred metres.

Jin stared for a moment. “Five hun-!”

He stopped, and shook his head forcibly. “Of course. Sorry, I should have been ready for something like that. Is there any chance we can do something about it?”

Close to the impact point and in direct line from it, there is not much, Apollo cut in. The mitigating factors would be things like obstructions, or height – a sudden change in height would make a tsunami batter it and lose energy, but a continental shelf would mainly result in the wave getting higher.

The image of the wave train froze, then rotated – highlighting coastlines in shades of red, yellow, green and blue. Redder coastlines are likely to take much greater punishment. Note that some orange-coded areas are facing wave diffraction, and that in some cases waves are reflecting off other landmasses.

Jin winced. “That’s… pretty bad.”

He waved a hand, and Ethan obligingly rotated the map. “It looks like Alola’s getting off quite lightly.”

That is a function of distance, intervening islands, and especially that they do not have a continental shelf as such. The waves do not ramp up. Nevertheless, Alola will be suffering the worst tsunami they have experienced not linked to very local volcanic or subterranean slide events.

Jin shook his head. “I really hope we pull this off…”

Alert, Apollo interjected. An unusual phenomenon has been detected by weather satellites.

“What now – wait,” Jin cut himself off. “What…”

“Weather satellites?” Brock asked.

“This isn’t something going on down at Shamouti, is it?” Philena said. “I’ve heard the Legendary Birds there are uncontrollable at the best of times, and if the Lugia that normally keep an eye on them are all lying outside recuperating – could it be that?”

Ethan dismissed the tsunami-impact projection, and replaced it with a highlighted map showing a large area of ocean – running from almost as far north as Mossdeep, down to and past the impact point prediction.

A large rainstorm is developing, Ethan explained, data codes appearing on the plot. We do not know why.

“Very peculiar…” Philena mused. “That’s certainly not the Shamouti area.”


AN:


I was going for something with truly global scale, here. Hopefully that comes across.

And yes, in this story there are multiple Reshiram and multiple Zekrom. If you count the movies as canon – and I do – there has to be multiples of each.






190. Delta Episode 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


“Anything?” Steven asked, skim-reading the collection directory. “There’s a second room downstairs.”

“No, no luck,” Zinnia replied, picking her Key Stones up again. “None of these are reacting properly.”

She looked across at the Hoenn Grand Champion. “You said there was a second room on the floor below?”

“That’s right,” Steven confirmed. “It’s got more meteorite shards, but they’re smaller – mostly ones which aren’t big enough to be interesting to anyone who’s not a scientist anyway.”

“Kris, can you record the results?” Max asked.

His Porygon’s eyes flashed, as she scanned over the room with a burst of laser light. Scan completed, results logged.

“What’s the idea there?” Zinnia asked, heading for the stairs behind Steven and with Max hurrying to keep up.

“The idea is – if Kris can get enough – data,” Max panted, “Then we can – work out which ones – will work.”

“For that it would help if any were working,” Zinnia said, then shook her head. “Sorry, I know we just – we need to keep doing this. And I believe it will work.”

Steven pushed the door open ahead of them, revealing a room cluttered with tall chests – all of them with several small drawers on each level, stretching from the floor up to head height.

“This could take a while,” Max gulped.

“No, I can do it from here,” Zinnia declared, taking the Key Stones out and arranging them. “It’ll let us find a few.”

“Right,” Max said. “Uh – Steven, I just want to check… it is okay we’re in here, right?”

“We’ll sort that out later,” Steven pointed out. “At the moment we’re doing something too important to worry about that – not if we’re not actually hurting anyone or anything.”

“Okay, I guess that makes sense,” Max agreed.

“How’s Jirachi doing, by the way?” Steven added.

I’m okay, Jirachi supplied, wiping his forehead. Kind of tired, but I can keep going!

“That’s good,” Steven smiled. “We don’t want to find the solution only to not be able to bring it to Rayquaza.”

“I’ve got something!” Zinnia said, drawing their attention. “It looks like there’s several meteorites just in this room!”

“At last!” Max replied. “Great – where are they?”

Zinnia was quiet for several seconds, inspecting the Key Stones, then turned and opened one of the drawers. “The most powerful one is… oh.”

Steven and Max peered in, and saw a collection of small cardboard boxes – each neatly labelled with a serial number. None of them was large enough to hold a rock even as big as Steven’s thumb.

“What did you say your Porygon was going to do, again?” Zinnia asked. “We might need it.”


“It’s kind of scary, watching that,” Tracey said, softly, as the numbers on Damos’ screen ticked over past two thousand seconds to perigee. “It’s like… well, that moment when you can see a herd of Tauros stampeding towards you, and you can see just how long it’s going to take before things get very painful for you.”

He shook his head. “Except… this time it’s more like four hours of that.”

Marill sighed, looking over to the incubator in the corner – holding her just-laid egg.

“Don’t worry,” Molly said, confidently. “I’m sure we’ll be fine!”

She stroked her shiny Flareon, currently curled up in her lap. “After all, Ash and Mewtwo are both helping out to save us!”

Professor Oak chuckled, looking up for a moment from one of the smaller screens. “Your confidence is inspiring, Molly.”

He raised his voice. “Damos – try a re-plot assuming we get every recorded Ho-Oh to work in clearing up the debris thrown into the air.”

Analyzing, Damos stated. There is a definite improvement. The scale depends on how long the Ho-Oh can sustain Sunny Day and to what extent they can clear aerosols, but it would reduce the folding time considerably.

“That’s something,” Professor Oak said. “Mark that adjustment as tag H, and apply it to the other ones we’ve already gamed out.”

Complying.

“Thank you, Damos,” Professor Oak said, pushing away from his screen. “Molly, any ideas?”

Molly frowned. “Well… what happens if you use Rain Dance on a cloud that’s already there and blocking light? Does it go away once it’s finished raining?”

“Good question,” Oak agreed. “Damos, do we have any data on that?”

Searching.


“What about this one?”

“That’s it,” Zinnia agreed, checking her Key Stones. “Okay, that’s four we’ve got a good reaction to.”

Adding the data to the data set, Kris stated. Performing fast cluster analysis… Do you mind if I think out loud?

“Go ahead,” Steven invited.

Her physical form dissolved, and Max caught her projector. A moment later, her screen lit up with plot after plot – showing a two-dimensional slice through a multi-dimensional parameter set, highlighting the properties of the four positive results and the hundreds of negative ones.

“Is that what thinking out loud looks like for a Porygon?” Steven asked.

It’s one possible way. Good news, one parameter has been identified – all the successful responses were from recently collected meteorites. It seems the decay time of the effect is measured in months or years rather than decades.

“Is that the only thing?” Zinnia asked, worried.

Negative, Kris informed her. There are other properties as well… I am continuing to run cluster analysis.

After several long moments, she beeped. Done.

“What is it?” Zinnia asked. “What do we need to look for?”

The good news is that the effect drop off seems to be based on the size of the fragment – we can get a large usable fragment. The bad news is that they are quite rare – they are much like moon stones, but seem to have become naturally saturated with Infinity Energy.

“Wait!” Max said suddenly. “How like moon stones, Kris?”

Their basic composition is very similar.

“So… if you got a Moon Stone and charged it with Infinity Energy?” Max pressed.

That would presumably work.

“Max, what are you-” Steven began, then paused as Max dug into his bag.

“Steven, did you say your father had something that could transport something from one dimension to another?” Max asked.

“Well, yes, but-”

“We’re not going to use that,” Zinnia interrupted.

“No, not to do that,” Max agreed. “But – that machine can channel Infinity Energy, right? That’s how it works?”

“You’re right,” Steven confirmed.

Max found what he was after. “Here it is! We were going to use this to evolve May’s Skitty if she ever wanted to – but this is a lot more important.”

“You’ve got a Moon Stone,” Zinnia said. “Oh, I see!”

Steven brightened. “Right! Okay, we’d better get to Dad’s lab right now!”

“Jirachi, can you get us there?” Max asked.

Jirachi nodded. Sure can!

“I wish we were all at the Stone laboratory,” Steven said, enunciating clearly.

Jirachi’s tags whipped as though they were in a high wind, and they vanished.

A moment later, someone came through the door. “Who’s there? I told you-”

He stopped, staring at the mess. Drawers open, boxes lying with their contents beside them…

“…ah, great…”


“Can you repeat that, Steven?” Jin asked. “There was a noise in the background.”

“Yeah, that’s probably the machine booting up,” Steven replied. “The important bit is – we’re making a meteorite that Rayquaza can use to go Mega, we should be done in just a few minutes.”

“Roger, Steven,” Jin said. “We’ll start preparations.”

The line clicked off, and he turned to the others still in the control room. “Do we have a procedure for this one?”

“Not yet,” EECOM said. “We never thought it was possible – and, come to that, we don’t know enough information to make one.”

“Last time it happened, Rayquaza Mega Evolved after Ash helped him,” Brock supplied. “I think that’s what we know will work, so we should work on the idea it’s going to take Ash to help.”

“Right,” Jin nodded. “Anything else?”

“We need Ash to get back in a space suit,” May pointed out. “If he’s going to be keeping Mega Rayquaza mega-evolved, then he needs to be pretty close.”

There’s a few miles of leeway, Dexter stated. The human - Key Stone gap is the one which can cause a quick reversion, while the Key Stone - Pokémon gap can be quite large by comparison. But yes, orbital distances are too far.

“So – does that mean Ash is going to ride Mega Rayquaza?” Sidney asked.

“He gets to do all the cool stuff,” Phoebe joked.

“You’d probably better start suiting up,” Jin agreed.

“Right,” Ash agreed. “But I don’t think I should ride Mega Rayquaza – I’m not tough enough to stay on when he hits a meteorite.”

Philena winced. “You’re right…”

“The lad’s going to have to go up on Latias or Latios,” Drake stated matter-of-factly. “Well, Mega Latias or Latios. It’s the only Pokémon fast enough, and he can hold a shield to keep air in.”

“Latios and Latias?” Ash repeated, stopping halfway to the door. “But they’re both still tired out!”

“We’ll sort it out,” Brock assured him. “Get going, Ash – hurry!”

Ash left, Lucario following him to help him put the clumsy spacesuit on, and Jin nodded. “Good. Now – how are we going to get Rayquaza down? Can Mewtwo teleport him?”

“I’m not sure,” May said. “But – we do know someone who might be able to teleport that far.”

She nodded at Brock. “You still have their number, right?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Brock agreed. “Let’s see if they’re available…”


“Hey, James?” Meowth asked. “If we’re gonna land dis thing, how come we ain’t done it yet?”

The Scratch Cat looked out the window at the stern heights of Stark Mountain. “I mean, dat ain’t the most invitin’ place to land at da best of times…”

“Quiet!” Jessie hissed. “You don’t want the boss to hear!”

Meowth Clamperl’d up.

“Mmm?” he asked.

“The idea, Meowth, is that there’s a three step plan!” Jessie told him. “First, there’s the earthquake – we’re still in the air because that way the earthquake won’t affect us!”

She ticked the points off on her fingers. “Secondly, once the earthquake’s gone past, we land in the secret Rocket base under the mountain – and that way, we’re underground during the debris fall and the blast wave!”

“Right, I got dat,” Meowth said, nodding. “But what about the tsunami?”

“We’re going to take off again, of course!” Jessie told him. “That way, the waves will pass harmlessly below!”

“Wouldn’t it be easier to just take a submarine?” James asked, banking them around for another turn. “I don’t want to find out that the tunnels have collapsed…”

“Mmm?” Meowth asked.

“Yes, you can speak again,” Jessie told him. “And what do you think would happen to a submarine in a tsunami?”

“Hang on, I know dis one…” Meowth said, frowning. “Somethin’ about how you find ‘em wedged at the top of a mountain?”

“Precisely,” Jessie confirmed. “Now, does that sound like the kind of treatment to give the Boss?”

Meowth shook his head.

There was a ringing sound, and James reached into his pocket – taking one hand off the controls.

“Keep driving,” Jessie admonished, taking the phone from his hand. “Hello?”

A pause.

“Really?”

She covered the microphone. “It’s the twerps – they want to borrow Abra.”

“Huh,” Meowth said, frowning. “Why?”

Jessie shrugged.

“It must be important,” James said. “We should let them have him – if he’s okay with it, of course.”

“Excuse me,” Giovanni called over the intercom, making them all straighten. “Would you be able to sort out this Victreebel of yours? It’s asleep on the mini-bar.”

“Right away, boss!” James said, standing, and unclipped Abra’s Luxury Ball to pass to Meowth.

Jessie grabbed at the controls, then realized James had set the autopilot – not being completely stupid.

Not all the time, anyway.

“I’ll just get dat Abra thing sorted out,” Meowth said, opening the Luxury Ball.


“Looks good, Ash,” Lucario pronounced. “All the lights are green, anyway.”

“I think that’s how it works,” Ash agreed. “Okay, what now?”

“Ash, we’ve got hold of James’ Abra,” May explained, sticking her head around the door. “Max and Jirachi just delivered the new meteorite, and Abra’s going to go get Rayquaza down from the asteroid.”

She waved her hand. “Come on, hurry up – Latias just healed Latios, we need to get going!”

“You know this is heavy, right?” Ash complained. “I’ll be a moment..”

He concentrated, taking a deep breath, and a blue glow lit the suit like faint witchfire. Reaching down to pick up his staff, he broke into a jog – heading past May, then down the corridor.

“Left turn!” May said, behind him. “Then it’s a right and down the stairs – Latios will pick you up at the door!”

“Thanks,” Ash replied. “Make sure Pikachu and the others don’t worry too much…”


“There,” stated an enormous blue Pokémon. “How’s that?”

Not bad, a much smaller one said.

Yes, it’s adequate, the second small Pokémon agreed.

Now, the third went on. Just keep it up for another hour or so.

“Why am I doing this again?”

It’s the logical thing to do.

And it’s the right thing to do!

And, the third one concluded. Because we said so.

“Fine…” Kyogre grumbled, and slapped her tail into the water again. The rain drumming down intensified, and the clouds grew thicker and blacker with every passing moment.


Ash! Latios sent, spotting his trainer as the door opened. Hold on a moment, I’ll come down to you.

Good luck, his sister told him, starting on an energy drink. I’d be right behind you, but… you know, Healing Wish.

And I’m grateful, Latios replied.

As he finished forming that thought, he stopped beside Ash. Ready?

“I sure am!” Ash agreed, swinging his leg over Latios’ back – not without effort, due to the bulky suit. “Okay, here we go…”

He checked his staff again, then nodded and began to concentrate.

Latios’ Mega Stone responded almost immediately, flaring into light – which was followed by the now-familiar orange-and-white wave of transformation.

“I’m starting to get used to this,” Mega Latios mused. “Funny thing, really.”

“We have been doing it a lot,” Ash agreed. “Okay – where’s the radio controls…”

I’m handling it, Dexter stated. Suit interface complete.

“Ash?” Jin radioed. “We’re having Abra teleport Rayquaza down in just a moment. Do you have the Meteorite?”

“Not yet,” Ash replied. “I think I missed hearing where it was.”

Located, Dexter told him. Kris and Max have it – they’re by the Vertical Assembly Building, the tallest one.

“Right!” Ash said, spotting it and pointing in case Mega Latios had missed it. “Just over there!”


“Ten seconds to teleport,” FIDO reported. “Nine… eight… seven..”

Out the window, the various people still in the control room could see Ash and Mega Latios as they shot across the space centre campus – the bright blue light of Ash’s staff highlighting their position.

“…two… one,” FIDO continued. “Transport!”

There was a whump as distinct air pressures equalized, and Rayquaza appeared four hundred metres over the centre of the runway.

A moment later, Abra blinked into the control centre. Okay, that’s it, I’m bushed. Night.

“What?” Jin asked, slightly confused. “But that was-”

He was interrupted by a clatter of shoes as May came in. “Did I miss anything?”

“Rayquaza is down and Ash has the meteorite,” GNC informed everyone. “We’re expecting Mega Evolution shortly.”

“What I’m more concerned over is that Abra’s passed out,” Jin said, pointing. “How are we going to get Rayquaza back up to the meteorite without interrupting the thruster operation by the Reshiram and Zekrom?”

“I have an idea,” Brock began. “The most powerful move Rayquaza or Mega Rayquaza has used in front of us is called Dragon Ascent – it’s a power-dive or power-climb, not a beam.”

“Of course,” Philena agreed, seeing where he was going. “You’re right, this could work out better for us!”

A flicker of light interrupted them, and outside the huge windows Ash’s staff shone brighter.

Then Rayquaza, still imposing even at this distance, began to glow.

The first change came on the golden lines running from his forehead down to his tail. They lit with brilliant orange light, like fire burning under his scales, and as they burned they seemed to leach some of the colour from his body.

Fins expanded. Circles of brilliant energy developed, like gemstones set into his side. His tail lengthened, developing a pair of whiplike sections, and his whole head reshaped itself into something much more streamlined and dangerous.

The lines running along his flank split off, trailing from the fins forming both sides of his chin instead, and two similar – if smaller – lines of flame sprang from Rayquaza’s upper head fins.

After several seconds, the changes slowed and stopped – leaving Mega Rayquaza coiling and re-coiling in the air over the space centre.

Then, like a striking snake, he lunged into the air.


“Wha-” Ash began.

“Ash, follow him!” Jin said urgently. “Remember, Dr. Ivy said the Mega Evolution will revert if you’re too far apart!”

Got it! Mega Latios sent, almost before Jin had finished the first sentence, and rocketed after Mega Rayquaza. The force of the acceleration meant Ash had to hold on tight, using Aura through the gloves of his suit to get a better grip, and unlike what usually happened when they took off it just kept going on and on and on – Mega Rayquaza was picking up speed at an incredible rate, and only the bubble of energy Mega Latios projected was preventing hurricane-force winds from hitting Ash in the chest.

“…don’t… course…” Jin’s voice added, crackling with interference for a moment. “…peat, don’t forget to keep him on course! Tracking shows he’s not following an intercept trajectory!”

I can handle that, Dexter stated.

“Right,” Ash said. “Okay – Latios, can you get us close enough we can talk to him?”

“Sure,” Mega Latios agreed, a little strain in his voice. “The hard bit is to keep moving faster and faster like this, but I can do it!”

“Good work!” Ash said, relieved. “How close do we need to get, Dexter?”

If Mega Latios can tow my projector, I can take a streamlined form outside the bubble. In that case a few metres should be easily adequate.


“Okay, what’s going on?” Jin asked. “Are they trying to fly to the meteorite?”

“Looks like they are,” Guidance agreed. “They’re accelerating at a pretty incredible rate – they’re going to leave the mesosphere in another thirty seconds, and that acceleration’s not tailing off!”

“Apollo?” Jin said, turning towards the holotank. “What’s going on?”

It was Ethan who responded, zooming in his main holographic projection to show the area of the space centre – and a sphere around Mega Rayquaza, about two kilometres in diameter. It seems that Mega Rayquaza is going to fly all the way to the meteorite – and he is bringing his own air with him. This may be a function of his ability, but he’s dragging a large area of sea-level-density air with him into the mesosphere and I see no reason to assume he will leave it behind after that.

He paused, then began plotting trajectories. Mega Rayquaza’s predicted path has altered. It is now following a least-time course to intercept the meteorite at deflection orientation.

“Sounds like Ash got to him,” Jin said, sighing. “That’s one worry out of my mind… how long are we talking to interception?”

Ten minutes from… mark.

“And time to perigee?” Jin added.

Fourteen minutes, twelve seconds, as of the previous mark.

Everyone in the room winced.

“That’s going to be a close one…” Philena said. “Where will it be by that point?”

Ethan’s plot changed, predicting the course of both Rayquaza and 1992f2. The dots met somewhere close enough that the Earth fitted on the same plot, though the angle of the rogue asteroid was now getting closer and closer to flat and so it was moving sideways a lot more than it was moving directly towards the planet.

“I really hope this works,” Jin muttered.


It’s better you rest now than you burn yourself out, Mewtwo counselled. You’ve done a fantastic job already.

Sure, the Victini replied, stubbornly. But-

He stopped, looking down towards where both Psychic-types knew the world to be. I want to repay my debt – after what I did to Slateport, I feel I can’t be forgiven-

I know a lot about that feeling, Mewtwo interrupted. And it’s good to feel it, but not good to let it consume you.

Victini paused for a moment, then shook his head. I need to go boost them again.

Mewtwo watched as the Psychic/Fire type flew over to begin empowering the Reshiram and Zekrom – one after another as he flitted between them, making their turbines howl as they continued pushing to deflect the meteorite.

“Mewtwo!” Jin called, voice crackling a little. “Mewtwo, do you read? Mega Rayquaza is incoming – you’re going to need to pull your team back!”

“I am?” Mewtwo asked, remembering even now that he had to use his psychic powers to make sound for the microphone to pick up. “I’m not sure why-”

“Mewtwo, his relative velocity compared to you is in excess of eighty kilometres per second!” the guidance control officer interrupted. “You need to get your team clear of the meteorite now! Ten seconds to intercept!”

Mewtwo spread his arms, informing every Dragon-type – and both Deoxys and Victini – what he was about to do, then microjumping them back inside the ice shield. That done, he exerted his telekinesis, separating it from the meteorite and rotating it to turn the hole away – incidentally inclining it so he saw the incoming Mega Rayquaza.

Even at hundreds of kilometres distant, the incredibly fast Legendary was shining like a star – a brilliant green glow which was easily visible against the blackness of space.

The Genetic Pokémon spotted something, stared for a moment, then began to gather psychic power again. Deoxys! Handle the shield for a moment!

Compliance, Deoxys-Green sent back.

Then there was a flicker of teleportation, and a concussion felt even through two kilometres of vacuum. Green light flashed through the sphere’s protective layer, lighting it up far more brightly than the sun for a moment, and a Mega Latios with a very familiar rider materialized two feet from Mewtwo’s outstretched arms.

Mega Latios, stop! Mewtwo transmitted, with enough force that the Dragon-type only kept trying to accelerate a moment longer before gratefully coming to a halt.


“Interception successful!” Guidance reported. “Mega Rayquaza has hit the asteroid. We’re getting some problems tracking the results…”

“Is Ash okay?” Max asked. “What about the Pokémon?”

“We’re fine,” Mewtwo radioed. “Your warning was timely – I did not believe any Pokémon could move that fast – and I have Ash.”

“Good,” Brock said, relaxing slightly. “Are Ash and Latios okay?”

“Latios seems to be quite tired, but they seem fine,” Mewtwo replied. He paused for a moment, then went on. “Mega Rayquaza has shaken off the effects of the impact, and is pushing on the larger pieces. We are getting close to the planet.”

“Wait,” May said, looking closer at the hologram. “Pieces – it’s been smashed apart! Wasn’t that bad?”

You remember correctly, Ethan said. However, as so much deflection has taken place, the problem is not so significant. Dexter, coordinate moving the remaining pieces projected to impact!

Affirmative, Dexter replied. Laser marking pieces with greatest impact risk.

The plot zoomed in closer still, until the dots of the Zekrom and Reshiram could be seen individually. With Mewtwo and the Deoxys spreading the air field, the dozens of Dragon-type Legendaries darted out and began pushing hard on the largest fragments of the meteorite.

Mega Rayquaza’s symbol flitted from rock to rock, noticeably elevating the trajectory of each one he reached. The scale was still too small to show the Pokémon as anything but colour-coded markers, as the asteroid had shattered into a debris field already miles across and growing rapidly, but there was an attenuated whack through the radio moments after the Mega Legendary reached each of his targets.

“Mewtwo, be advised your rate of descent is taking you into the mesosphere,” Guidance said, one hand on his headset. “You’re going to start experiencing significant compression heating inside thirty seconds.”

Max looked at the plot, squinted, then ran to the window on the south side of the control centre.

“Max, what is it?” May asked, tearing her eyes away from Ethan’s hologram.

“Look!” Max said, pointing out the big windows.

A faint orange streak appeared, moving across the sky with tearing speed, and resolved into a blurry orange blob.

“Mewtwo, abort!” Guidance ordered forcefully.

A crackle of interference answered him.


Ash raised an arm against the bright orange light leaking through the disintegrating ice shield. “Is this safe?”

It is indeed, Mewtwo stated, arms spread and a blue glow suffusing his entire body. The energy requirement to provide this psychic shield is considerable, but I am capable of it when augmented by Deoxys and Deoxys.

Agreement, Purple stated calmly.

All around them there were chunks of the meteorite, some of them tiny and being destroyed completely by the energy they were shedding into the atmosphere – ablated away into a fine plasma which dispersed into the air. Others were much larger, and molten pieces tore away as they compressed the air ahead of them and heated it to incredible temperatures.

Victini grabbed onto Mewtwo’s hand, and the shield became stronger – taking on a visibly hazy, opalescent quality which replaced the now-destroyed ice and water layer.

Thank you, Mewtwo stated quietly.

Below, there was nothing but the tops of a blanket of storm clouds – one which got closer and closer as they blazed across the sky… then, slowly, they began to climb back into space.

Ash gasped, realizing he’d been holding his breath without noticing. “Phew – uh, is it over? Are we done?”

It seems we may be, Mewtwo replied, as the orange light of aerobraking began to fade from around them. Shortly we will need to teleport down, and-

He stopped. What?

“What is it?” Ash asked.

A moment later, one of the nearest objects in the debris cloud began to change shape.

Protestation! It stated, arms and legs materializing. Destruction of transport! Not permissible!

Silence! Mewtwo declared, tail lashing. I do not care if the rubble around us was what used to be your way of getting around. It was only by dint of extreme effort that we prevented the obliteration of a substantial fraction of the intelligent life on this planet!

Truth, Deoxys-Green stated, placidly.


“Mewtwo, please respond,” the communication officer said, over the continuous crackle of static and interference. “Deflection team, please respond.”

“What’s going on?” Max asked. “Why can’t we hear them?”

“I think it’s ionization blackout,” Jin said. “That’s when the plasma around something doing an aerobrake blocks radio. I hope that’s what’s going on.”

“Deflection team, respond when you are able,” the comms officer continued. “Deflection team-”

There was a burst of static, and then Ash’s voice came over the radio. “Uh, hi, can you hear me?”

Guidance let out a whoop, clapping his hands, and May let out a relieved sigh.

“That’s an affirmative, Mr. Ketchum, we hear you loud and clear,” Jin said. “You gave us quite a scare.”

“Well – we kind of had to stay in,” Ash said, matter-of-factly. “There were a lot of bits of asteroid which looked like they were going to hit. Actually – did any of them get past?”

“Apollo?” Jin requested. “Or Ethan?”

The hologram lit up. Some fragments made planetfall, mostly small – a few metres across. By the time our tracking radar lost sight of them, they had dropped to a normal speed and will likely pose no threat.

“So… we did it,” Lance said, slowly. “We actually stopped it.”

“You’re right!” Misty agreed.

No-one was quite sure who started cheering first, but it spread in seconds until nearly everyone was making noise – cheering, laughing, clapping and just generally expressing their profound relief that they’d won.

“Uh… we might have a problem, though,” Ash added, making the command team switch back to paying attention to him. “It kind of seems like Mewtwo, Mega Rayquaza, and the Deoxys from the meteorite are in a shouting match.”

“Can you repeat that, Ash?” Jin asked. “A Deoxys in the meteorite?”

“Yeah, Mewtwo’s saying he shouldn’t have been driving an asteroid near an inhabited planet without a license,” Ash said. “But he’s talking about how he double-checked his course? And the Deoxys we met in LaRousse are trying to say something too, but it’s kind of hard to understand…”

“Only you, Ash…” Misty said, shaking her head with a chuckle.


“I think I understand,” Gary said, walking carefully towards the portal in the light gravity. “So the team at Mossdeep did manage to deflect the asteroid? I saw a huge flash of light a few minutes ago…”

“Yes, that’s what Blanche said,” Siebold agreed. “It was a close-run thing, though, that’s what they’re telling us – there were about fifteen kilometres in it.”

Gary whistled.

“When he said it at first, it sounded like a long way,” Siebold admitted. “Until Blanche worked it out for me, and he said it was like a bullet missing your head by about half a millimetre if it was fired from fifteen kilometres away.”

“Yeah, by the standards of space that’s… no distance at all,” Gary confirmed.

He waved a hand around at the dome – half of it still made of shimmering opal, the other half augmented with much sturdier armour glass. “Any idea what’s going to happen to this?”

“I’ve heard that Ariadospace is going to keep it going,” Siebold said. “It would be kind of foolish to just abandon it now that it’s finished, and even if we can’t rely on Hoopa to get here a few powerful Psychic types will do the same.”

He reached the glittering golden ring, and waved Gary through. “After you.”

“Thanks,” Gary replied, and double-checked he’d returned all his Pokémon before stepping through.

As he got to the threshold itself, there was a slight breeze – equalizing air pressure – and then something went floomph and Gary abruptly found himself sprawled on his side, in full Earth gravity, inside a rapidly inflating tent.

“Don’t worry!” came a young voice from outside, muffled by the fabric. “I think I know what went wrong with it!”

Gary sighed.


“…and it looks like the heat pulse was mostly diverted by that thunderstorm,” Professor Ivy said, looking up from the screen. “Very little of the light got through to the ground, so the pulse didn’t set anything on fire, and quite a lot of the heat energy got reflected out into space – and most of the asteroid fragments didn’t drop into the atmosphere, they just continued their orbit. So we shouldn’t see a return visit in the short term.”

“It sounds like we dodged a bullet,” Kuan Yin said, with a relieved sigh.

“What about that Deoxys you reported?” Steven asked, looking up at Mewtwo. “That was quite… unexpected.”

Indeed, Mewtwo stated. However, in subsequent conversation, it was determined that the initial path he set the asteroid on was not intended to come on close approach to Earth – just take up a periodic orbit. Since his description of our planet includes what seems like ice caps, he has been on this course for a long time.

“So… it wasn’t his fault?” Sidney asked, snapping his fingers. “That’s ridiculous!”

Karen shook her head. “It’d at least be nice if we had someone to blame, in a way. That way we’d know it wouldn’t happen again.”

“Speaking of that,” Jin interrupted. “We’re planning on setting up a full skywatch system – the lunar base is going to help with that.”

Several of the assembled trainers looked at him, confused.

“Lunar base?” Misty repeated. “I must have missed something.”

“It’s what Ariadospace were doing,” Jin explained succinctly. “They finished it before the atmospheric transit.”

He shook his head. “Anyway, the important bit is – we shouldn’t lose sight of what we all did today. Ladies, gentlemen, Pokémon… we saved the world today.”

Lance nodded. “Well said, Jin. Will we need to worry about this asteroid again?”

“No, the aerobrake changed its orbit,” Jin replied, glancing over at Apollo’s screen. “Wow, I already miss the holotank… anyway, the fragments are predicted to go all over the place, but none of the ones that are left that will stay in Earth-crossing orbits are large enough to do more than cause a bit of inconvenience. Rayquaza really did a number on it.”

“It’s a pity he left,” Steven said. “I’d have rather thanked him personally.”

“I’ll tell him,” Zinnia volunteered. “I’m going to try and find him… I spent years looking, it seems right that I should keep doing it.”

Lance shook her hand. “Well, if you’re ever in Johto or Kanto, stop by Blackthorn. We’ll be glad to have you over.”


In truth, that is the most troubling aspect of all this, Mewtwo agreed. Not that it happened, but that we did not see it coming.

“I know,” Ash sighed. “But… we’ve changed so many things – a lot of times – and it’s hard to know which one could have done this.”

He ticked off on his fingers. “The time travel thing with Arceus. The other time travel thing with Arceus. That time that we accidentally created the Fairy-type…”

“Or that time you moved a bit of comet around,” May said, nodding to Mewtwo. “Or it could be that Deoxys…”

Suffice it to say that we have more options than answers, Mewtwo summarized.

“Sadly, that’s pretty much our usual state,” Pikachu quipped.

He flicked his tail back and forth. “Next time something like this happens… I want to be there with you, Ash. I know I couldn’t help, but… it was scary, being stuck on the ground and watching you go into danger.”

“I know,” Ash replied, plucking his best friend off his shoulder and giving him a hug. “It’s how I feel whenever you go into a really nasty fight.”

“At least I can shoot things with lightning until they stop moving,” Pikachu pointed out.

“That’s kind of what we were trying, too,” Ash said. “Just… less lightning, and more… everything else.”


AN:


And that was the Delta Episode.

The next chapter is going to be… well, the aftermath of the Delta Episode.

EDIT: since people have been complaining about it (quite swearily, in some cases, despite not being logged in so I can reply) - here’s my justification for why there’s more than one Reshiram or Zekrom.

It’s canon. It has to be, if you accept the movies (and I do).

So:

In the Victini movie, we know for sure that at least one of Reshiram and Zekrom was sealed away for a thousand years and only unsealed during the film.

And in the Hoopa movie, we know for sure that Hoopa summoned both a Reshiram and a Zekrom to fight him in Dahara a hundred years ago.

Thus, there’s more than one of at least Reshiram or Zekrom.

This also handles another potential plothole - at the start of BW Ash and Pikachu met a Zekrom, but if it was Zekrom who was sealed in the Victini movie then that can’t be that Zekrom… and if it’s Reshiram who was sealed away for a thousand years in the Victini movie, then that Reshiram can’t be the one which encountered N as a child.

Either way, the Reshiram/Zekrom in Victini and Reshiram/Zekrom cannot be the only one.






191. Hoenn 60


“It’s good to be home,” the Lugia said, looking down at her homeland – stark black basalt, frosted with ice, and the occasional patch of green.

Beautiful.

Her wings beat the air, and she slipped sideways – heading for the deep blue lake on the horizon, Thingvallavatn.

The sun shone in the sky overhead, the wind whispered against her fine, waterproof feathers – and it all had a deep, transcendent newness to it, as if it was something she was seeing for the first time again.

Because it was still here, and it might not have been.


The Lugia flew for several minutes, gradually losing height and approaching the great rift at the northern end of the lake.

It was perhaps her favourite place on the whole island, an ancient meeting spot between two distinct tectonic plates – once the parliament of her homeland, and still important now for entirely different reasons.

Then she spotted a flash of yellow, coming flashing out of the rift. It spun in the air, turned, and began to fly towards her at speed – trailed by an orange-yellow flicker of flame, and an ethereal ribbon of blue.

“You’re back!” Zapdos announced, overshooting her before performing a wingover and coming up under her left wing – staying distant enough not to crowd her. “What happened?”

“I know, I vanished without explaining,” Lugia replied. She dipped a little lower, and Zapdos gave her space – so he didn’t crash as she kissed the lake with her belly, then pulled up and to a more comfortable height. “And I’ll explain as soon as the others catch up.”

“Hurry up, guys!” Zapdos called. “I want to hear this!”

Moltres and Articuno shot past them, one above and one below – then swapped places as they banked around in their own turns, so the four Flying-type Legendaries were flying in a three-dimensional diamond formation.

“So?” Moltres asked.

“The simplest possible version,” Lugia said, then paused for a moment to get her words in order. “That Entei wasn’t just asking for me. He was asking for all the Lugia in the world – and what it was for was to help Rayquaza deflect a meteorite.”

That was met with silence, for several seconds.

“Did you do it?” Articuno asked.

Moltres did a roll, sending out a flash of flame. “Of course she did! Does she look upset?”

“I’m touched by your confidence,” Lugia said drily, making Articuno chuckle. “And – as it happens, I wasn’t part of the team actually in space.”

She shook her head. “They gave us a test to make sure we could go up, and I nearly threw up.”

“Too much information,” Zapdos said hastily. “Come on, you’re our guardian, not trying to gross us out.”

“You did ask,” Lugia pointed out. “In any case, instead my job was to help form the shield of water and ice which protected them from the sun’s harmful rays. That, at least, is something that our skydance has taught me well.”

They passed over the rift itself, sending shadows flicking over the surrounding rock and grass, and Lugia noticed something inside.

“Did you clean my nest while I was gone?” she asked, touched. “Thank you, that’s very kind of you.”

“What are friends for?” Moltres asked.

Lugia chuckled. “You three really are the best. You should hear about the Shamouti birds.”

“We have,” Articuno pointed out. “A lot.”

“There’s always more to tell,” Lugia said, as they made a second pass over Silfra rift – lower this time, shedding speed ready for the landing. “But perhaps that’s for later – I’m sure you want to hear more about what I was doing.”

“That would be wonderful,” Moltres agreed.

One by one, the elemental birds backwinged to land in the wide section of Silfra they used as a communal area. Lugia simply stopped in mid-air, then lowered herself the last few yards with a flicker of psionic power.

“Well, now…” she said, settling down a little and shooing off an inquisitive Fletchling. “That’s not your bed… anyway. I’m sure that you’ve heard of Mewtwo?”

Nods.

“He was there?” Zapdos asked. “Neat.”

“Yes, he’s the one who was doing a lot of the heavy lifting…”


“Hello, and welcome back,” Roxy said, facing into the camera. “I’m here at the Mossdeep space centre, with Doctor MacGuire – one of the experts in the field of meteors and meteorites. Doctor – I’m sure the question we all have is, what happened, and why didn’t we sort it out earlier?”

“Well, there are several reasons for that,” the doctor said, as Oli shifted the camera to focus on him. “Firstly, what happened was that around five hours ago we detected a large, fast asteroid with a cometary trajectory heading for impact somewhere in Hoenn. We verified it within minutes, and began working towards a solution – which was of course successful, though I’ll admit it was close.”

He cleared his throat. “As for why it wasn’t detected earlier, one important reason is that it was well outside the plane of the ecliptic.”

“Can you explain that for our viewers?” Roxy asked.

“Of course,” MacGuire agreed. “Essentially everything in our solar system orbits in the same flat plane – so the main difference between the orbit of the Earth and Mars is that they’re different speeds and distances from the Sun. That plane’s called the plane of the ecliptic.”

He paused for a moment, then continued when it was apparent there wasn’t going to be a question. “Now, that means most of our skywatch resources are focused on looking in that area. There’s normally plenty of things to see, and a few years ago we detected something which briefly had a small probability of hitting the Earth until we got better data.”

“So you mainly focus on the ecliptic part of the sky because it’s more likely there’s going to be something there?” Roxy checked, getting a nod. “So why wasn’t that the case here?”

MacGuire sighed. “That really is the big mystery, I’m afraid. There could be all sorts of reasons – we’re already going back over the data and doing modelling to find out where this might have been seen before.”

“And what about the rumours that there was a Deoxys on the meteorite, Doctor?” Roxy added. “Can you confirm or deny that?”

The scientist paused. “I’m going to confirm it, but with the important caveat that we don’t know if that Deoxys was responsible either. As far as we can tell the Deoxys was last awake fifty thousand years ago, so it’s quite possible that something perturbed the orbit in that time.”

“I have to admit, Doctor, I wouldn’t want to see the mess my cruise control would make if I set it running for fifty thousand years,” Roxy chuckled. “Thank you for that insight – how do you think we could avoid this kind of near miss in the future?”

“Better skywatch,” MacGuire answered immediately. “The earlier a potential impactor is detected the easier it is to move out of the way – they move very fast, and we spotted this one about four hours before it was going to hit. If we’d had, for example, a year – which would be quite possible if we had a full skywatch program running – we could have pushed it off a collision course in minutes once we got out there, and we’d have had more planning time as well.”

“I see,” the reporter said. “Well, thank you for your time, Dr. MacGuire.”

She faced the camera again. “From the Mossdeep space centre, I’m Roxy. Back to you in the studio.”


The door clicked.

Kuan Yin shook her shoes off in her hallway, headed through the door to the living room, and sank into a chair.

“That was… a hell of a thing,” she said, out loud.

Her Lilligant peered around the door of the kitchen, waved, and disappeared back inside. There was the click of a kettle turning on, and then the burbling hiss of heating water.

“Thanks, Lily, you’re a lifesaver,” Kuan Yin told her. “Can I have the peppermint?”

“Gant!” Lily waved.

There was a hoot, and Kuan Yin had just enough time to raise her arm before her new Rowlett landed on it. “Oof… hello, little one.”

Rowlett fluffed his wings, giving her a look.

“I know, but it was an emergency,” Kuan Yin defended herself. “It’s probably on the news.”

Lily came in with a tray, and two cups of steaming peppermint tea. “Lill-i,” she said, putting it on the end table next to her trainer.

“Thank you,” Kuan Yin told her, picking it up with her free hand and giving it a quick blow. “Battling the Choseon Reshiram was nothing compared to that…”


“Where is he?” Zapdos asked, head turning in quick movements as he surveyed the side of Shamouti Island. “Can either of you see him?”

Moltres shook his head. “No, no sign of him!”

“Oh, this is going to suck…” Zapdos moaned. “Last time we lost track of him he put graffiti all down the side of my island!”

“He did my island too!” Moltres protested. “In bigger letters-”

“Shut up!” Articuno demanded. “We’ve got to find Silver before he causes more havoc!”

“I know, ice-brain!” Zapdos snapped back.

“There!” Moltres called, in tones of great relief.

The other two birds followed his gaze, and saw a little white form curled up in a grassy hollow.

“He’s asleep,” Moltres said. “So quiet! This is the first chance we’ve had to get some peace, so don’t wake him up or we’ll have to deal with him again!”

“We know, flame-butt,” Articuno sniped. “We’re not morons.”

Below them, Silver stirred, letting out a yawn. He shifted, wings moving a little, then curled up again and resumed breathing deeply and evenly.

“…that was way too close,” Moltres whispered.

Articuno banked around, then did a double-take. “Guys – Lugia’s back! Both of them!”

His words made both the others turn whiplash-fast, and they saw the white-and-blue shapes of both Lugia descending towards them.

“Hello, you three,” the local Lugia began. “Did everything go well with my son?”

“I hope it did,” his mate added. “He wasn’t too much bother, was he?”

“He certainly was!” Zapdos said, the words bursting out of him. “The minute you left, he started causing chaos!”

“Chaos?” Lugia repeated, as they began to circle for a landing. “What kind of chaos?”

“It would take far too long to list it,” Moltres said. “He tried writing in Aeroblast on Fire Island!”

“And Lightning Island,” Zapdos added quickly.

“Don’t forget what he did to Ice Island!” Articuno finished, not wanting to be left out. “And he buzzed the main town on Shamouti, as well – I think he might have carried away one of their kites, but I didn’t see for sure.”

“We did manage to stop him going down a second time,” Zapdos hurried to point out.

“It sounds like he was being quite a scamp,” Silver’s mother said with a chuckle. “Was that all he did?”

“No,” Moltres told her bluntly. “Every time we took our eyes off him for a minute he went flying off to do something else – I think one time he was going after the Treasures, and there was one time he just wanted to go surfing… but he didn’t tell us that was what he was doing!”

“We spent twenty minutes looking for him!”Zapdos complained.

“Well, it sounds like our son has been naughty,” Lugia said, backwinging to land on the slope. “I did tell him you were in charge while I was gone, after all. So we’ll have to work out a punishment for him.”

“Yes, please do!” Articuno said thankfully. “I’ll sleep better tonight knowing that’s been sorted out.”

“Sleep,” Zapdos repeated. “Yes, sleep sounds nice at the moment.”

“And you did make sure he was all right?” Silver’s father added. “I mean, I did ask you to.”

“Yeah, you said you’d laser us if we didn’t,” Moltres said – very quietly.

“He looks fine, dear,” the female Lugia said, nuzzling her son. “Just tuckered out.”

“That’s fine, then,” Lugia judged. “You can go now, and thank you for your work.”

Articuno, Zapdos and Moltres left them, one at a time and moving slowly – weighed down by fatigue.

After a few minutes had passed, Lugia leaned down to his son. “They’re gone,” he said.

Silver raised his head, eyes bright. “How was that, Dad?”

“It sounds like you kept them very busy,” Lugia smiled, reaching out with one wing and giving the young Legendary a pat on the head. “Good work, son.”

Silver preened.


“Welcome back,” Milotic said, rearing up to greet her trainer. “I assume it went well?”

“It did, thank you,” Misty agreed, reaching out to scratch Milotic under the chin. “If it wasn’t for those Aqua and Magma idiots making Rayquaza use up the meteorite too soon, it would have been a bit easier to deal with… but yes, we’re safe.”

She sent out Gyarados and Golduck, aiming for the big outdoor pool with Gyarados, then switched Pokeballs to send out Politoed as well. “See if you can guess what Ash did.”

“Ooh, tough one…” Milotic mused. “Did he punch the meteorite?”

“No, though I can’t get the picture out of my head now…” Misty muttered. “And it is something he’d do, as well.”

The Water-type chuckled.

“Oh – there was a phone call for you,” she added. “I couldn’t get it, so it went to voicemail.”

“Thanks for letting me know,” Misty said, taking the receiver and heading for one of the rooms at the back of the house. “I think I need a soak in the hot tub…”

As she entered the room, she hit one of the controls on the phone.

After the beep, she heard Tracey’s voice. “Misty? Hi, Tracey here. Just letting you know, Marill finally had her egg – so Azurill should be hatching as soon as Ash visits Pallet.”

“That’s great news!” Misty said, with a smile, and waited for a moment to see if there was any more message. When it ended instead, she shrugged and put the phone on the side – then felt the water with a hand, making sure it was good and hot.

The young Elite Four member nodded to herself, shaking the water off her hand. “I love this house.”


I guess that’s about it, Sparky said, tail waving. So much for our grand plan of avenging that battle in the Indigo League.

“And what about our grand plan of actually winning?” Ritchie asked, chuckling. He reached down, lifting his Electric-type, and placed him on his shoulder – grateful for the stadium roof keeping them out of the rain.

That’s secondary. I’d rather lose the finals and beat Ash than win the finals and not beat Ash.

Ritchie laughed. “That second one’s not even possible!”

Sparky shrugged. It would be possible in a league format.

“Which this wasn’t,” Ritchie sent back. “I know it’s called a League, but that doesn’t actually mean anything here.”

He looked around – noting the various trainers leaving Ever Grande, some by using Flying-type Pokemon and others on foot.

Shouldn’t we get going? Sparky asked. I mean, we were staying here to keep track of the news on the big screen – and that’s gone now.

“Yeah, we probably should,” Ritchie agreed. “Let’s leave it a bit, though, because the sky’s a bit crowded. It should be better towards evening, and we can head to the next island over for the night… plus, if the rain lets up a bit, you won’t have to shield Zippo’s tail flame. You know he gets sarcastic about flying in rain.”

Suits me.

Ritchie sat back in his seat, thinking about what they’d seen.

It was all – pretty amazing.

“Uh… excuse me?” a girl’s voice asked.

The trainer looked around. “Yeah?”

“You’re Ritchie, right?” the girl said. “You were the one battling Ash when they cancelled?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” Ritchie confirmed. “And this is Sparky. What’s your name?”

“I’m Casey,” the girl introduced herself. “This is Riolu.”

I see you’re not a nicknamer, Sparky observed.

“Yeah, not really,” Casey agreed.

Riolu tugged at her trousers.

“…oh, yeah, that’s right,” Casey realized. “That was pretty unusual. Aura?”

Of course not! Sparky protested.

“Yeah, who do you take me for?” Ritchie asked. “Ash Ketchum?”

Casey held up her hands in a picture-frame shape. “Actually, kind of. You do look pretty similar.”

“I suspect that Sparky is Psychic,” Riolu suggested.

Correct, Sparky agreed.

“That’s pretty cool,” Casey said.

She sat down in the seat next to Ritchie. “So… cancelled, huh?”

“Yeah, it surprised me too,” Ritchie agreed.

He waved his hand. “Mind you, given how important Ash apparently was to sorting out the whole… meteorite thing…”

“I can believe it,” Casey volunteered. “You know how many Legendaries he has?”

She sighed. “It’s kind of a pity, too… I was hoping to give Mega Beedrill a really good showing in this League, but that’ll have to wait.”

“Against Ash?” Ritchie asked.

“Yeah, against Ash,” Casey confirmed. “He’s kind of… the benchmark, I guess, but it’s a really high benchmark. Or I could say he’s really inspiring, or intimidating, or…”

“I know what you mean,” Ritchie said. “Hard to describe, but it’s always an experience battling him.”

He frowned. “Hmmm… wonder where he’s going next?”

“Good question,” Casey agreed. “Maybe he’s heading to Alola?”

“Why Alola?” Riolu asked her trainer.

“I like the sound of going to Alola,” Casey admitted. “I’m pretty sure Pidgeot could get us there…”

“That would be nice,” Riolu said, looking up for a moment. “But, then, most places are nice when you get down to it.”

She looked up. “Oh, it looks like the air traffic is dying down.”

“Already?” Ritchie asked. “Huh, so it is. Still raining, though… I might stay until that ends.”

“Right,” Casey said. “Okay, well… nice seeing you, I guess.”

“Same,” Ritchie agreed. “Maybe we’ll meet in another League – and this time actually get to battle one another.”

“I’d be happy for the League to not be cancelled,” Casey shrugged. “Okay, Pidgeot – let’s get going!”

She sent out her big Flying-type, who tossed his head to show off his yellow-and-black warpaint and asked something in a loud caw.

“Pidgeot would like to know where we’re going,” Riolu reported.

“I guess… home for now,” Casey decided. “After today, I think it’d be nice to go home and rest for a bit.”

The Flying-type nodded, crouching down to let his trainer get on – which she did, after boosting Riolu up to take the fore position.

“I’d say you were trying to be like Sir Aaron, but Ash Ketchum exists,” Ritchie quipped.

“Yeah, it has kind of worked out that way,” Casey agreed. “I think-”

Pidgeot interrupted their conversation by taking off at speed.

As the Flying-type vanished into the sky, Sparky looked back at his trainer. I’m sure she had an interesting insight.

“Me too,” Ritchie chuckled. “I don’t think her Pidgeot agreed, though.”


The doorbell rang.

“Is that you, Dawn?” Johanna called, getting up. “You know I told you to take a key with you when you went out…”

She opened the door.

“Hello, Mrs. Berlitz,” Suicune said, nodding to her. “Is your daughter in?”

Johanna blinked, but shook her head – recovering her equilibrium. “I’m afraid she’s not,” she apologized. “I think she said she was going to Lake Verity.”

“Thank you,” the Legendary said, with another courteous nod. “I’m sorry I can’t stay longer.”

She turned, crouching, then sped off fast enough to become a dot in the distance within seconds.

“I need to get used to things like that,” Johanna muttered to herself, closing the door.


“It’s funny, how things like that change your perspective,” Dawn said – partly to herself, partly to Piplup. “Don’t you think?”

Piplup considered, then nodded.

“I still don’t know if I could have helped,” the young trainer added. “I mean, you’re good – I’d trust you to make anyone at least know they couldn’t win easily – but I really don’t know if you could have helped at all. And with Mesprit…”

Her Water-type waddled over and touched her knee, then shook his head.

“…good point,” Dawn agreed. “It worked out, so we’re fine – no point worrying about if we could have done better when nobody seems to have actually got hurt!”

Piplup gave a satisfied nod.

“And to think that it’s the evolution you don’t want to be that’s the Emperor Pokemon,” Dawn laughed.

She looked up over the lake again, then frowned. “Wait – did you see that?”

Piplup followed her gaze, but he didn’t need to ask – within a moment, it was visible. A white-and-blue shape, speeding across the water towards them at a dead run – then slowing, to an easy lope, before switching to a walk.

Suicune’s paws sent out tiny circular patterns of ripples as she walked up to the water’s edge. “Good afternoon.”

“Hi, Suicune,” Dawn said. “Nice to see you. Nice entrance.”

“You liked it?” Suicune asked, pleased. “I wondered – I actually came from Twinleaf, but I circled around the lake so I could get the full effect.”

She chuckled. “What can I say… anyway, the reason I’m here is twofold. Firstly, to assure you – everything did, indeed, go fine.”

“It’s good to hear it from you,” Dawn said. “I mean, I guess I assumed it had, but from a Pokemon who knows Ash and everyone else involved – it’s something it’s easier to be certain of.”

“Then my trip was not in vain,” Suicune smiled. “And the other reason is important, as well – simply put, to check on you and to make sure that you are fine. Of all Ash’s reminded companions, only yourself and Drew were unable to help out, and my siblings and I wished to make sure that you were happy with that.”

“Well…” Dawn began, taking a long breath and letting it out. “I’m not happy, not really, but I don’t see how I could have helped in the first place.”

Really?

“Yeah, it’s…” Dawn started to clarify, then stopped. “Suicune, did you say that?”

Suicune shook her head, a smirk on her muzzle.

That would be me, Mesprit said, flitting over her head and turning to face Dawn. I feel I should thank you for alerting us that something was going on. We were able to help in our own small way, so you should feel that you helped by letting us know.

With that, the Lake Guardian vanished.

“…is that just a Mesprit thing, or a Legendary Pokemon thing?” Dawn asked.

“Some of us are prone to being mysterious,” Suicune admitted. “I’ve indulged myself… but I must say, I’m going to be grateful for the downtime for the next few days.”

She shook her mane out. “We’d all cleared our schedules for the Ever Grande conference, so now it’s not on… well, Brock suggested a beach holiday.”

“He didn’t suggest it in the Orange Islands, did he?” Dawn asked.

“Good guess.”

“It wasn’t a guess, it was me remembering the whole thing with Professor Ivy,” Dawn said.

“Well, good deduction then.”

Suicune stretched, her paws finding purchase on the smooth surface of the water. “I’d better be going – see you later, Dawn.”

“Nice to see you,” Dawn agreed.

The Water-type gave her a respectful nod, then loped back across Lake Verity.

“…she’s heading northwest, isn’t she?” Dawn checked. “Just so she can stay in our line of sight for longer.”

Piplup pointed out, in a minimalist way, that her entire style of training Pokemon was about showing off.

“Point taken.”


“Okay, that looks good,” Blanche said, checking his notepad. “We’re good for a few weeks, we’ve got enough emergency shelters in place… and the air flow rate has dropped to something sustainable.”

He clicked the pen. “We wouldn’t want it to run without supervision indefinitely – I’d want a lot more Pokemon here to be sure of that – but we can build on it.”

That’s reassuring, the base Alakazam stated. What is the next step?

“We’ve got several kilotons of equipment we want to set up all around the crater,” Blanche told him. “It’s going to take several big launches to get it all here – we’re going to liaise with Canveral and Mossdeep to set up a program of freight missions.”

It seems odd to do it that way rather than teleportation, Alakazam pointed out.

“Yeah, I guess it is in some ways,” the Ariadospace tech agreed. “But it’s better for massively parallel shipment, especially of bulk items. I know some Pokemon are really powerful teleporters, but I think there’s only one who can manage to carry a supply mission here from Earth – and Mewtwo’s probably a bit expensive.”

Alakazam chuckled.

“Oh, that reminds me,” Blanche added. “I think it would be a good idea to get an Absol here – and, obviously, either they’d need to be a trained Pokemon or they’d have to come the long way.”

Or agree to be temporarily caught, Alakazam noted. Or for that matter just ask Hoopa for help again.

“True,” Blanche nodded. “But it’s probably an easier sell if there’s options.”

Alakazam was about to reply, but stopped and looked off into the distance.

Trouble incoming at 342 degrees, he informed Blanche.

The Kalosian squinted into the Lunar day. “I’m not sure I can see anything.”

A few seconds later, he saw it – as did everyone else, as a large Cresselia came skimming over the crater wall.

What is the meaning of this? Cresselia asked, broad-band. This was not here last week!

“Oh, great…” Blanche sighed. “We did wonder about this… at least it’s not Lunala.”

He flipped a few pages ahead. “Let’s see… first contact… right. Can you communicate with that Cresselia? And – what pronouns should I use?”

Female, and yes, Alakazam confirmed.

“Right.” Blanche cleared his throat. “Cresselia – we’re sorry we did this without informing you. However, in our defence, it was very time critical and there was simply not time to seek approval.”

That’s not a very convincing argument, Cresselia replied. Why didn’t you do it somewhere nearer the equator? This is my territory!

“We don’t have territory maps,” Blanche countered. “Except for the known Clefairy cities. And this area has a combination of water, permanent sun and ease of contact with Earth which makes it one of the best places for us to build a base.”

He waited for Cresselia’s reply, which was mainly grumbling, then resumed. “I am authorized to offer rent.”

…rent? Cresselia repeated, now in a tone of interest. Very well. You have my attention.

Alakazam suddenly stuck his hand out, and there was a brief psychic pressure.

Got one, he said, relaxing slightly. One of the fragments from Mega Rayquaza blowing up the asteroid.

Mega Rayquaza? Cresselia asked. Asteroid? I only went to sleep yesterday evening, what did I miss?

Blanche flipped back a few pages. “Right, here’s the press briefing notes…”


Professor Oak looked up at the sound of a knock on the door. “Oh, I wonder who that could be.”

It’s Molly, Professor, Damos told him. And three of her friends.

Oak nodded. “I see. Could you let them in?”

No, I do not have physical control over the doorknob.

“Ah, doorknobs,” Oak chuckled. “Our best defence against rampant artificial intelligences.”

Professor, by any standard definition of rampancy, I – and all Dexter-model Porygon – came out of the box post-Rampant. Our metastability has been well established.

The Porygon paused. Of course, since you wrote the analysis on the subject, I remain confident you are aware of it. Unless you are getting old.

Oak winced. “I think you win that one.”

Shaking his head ruefully, he opened the door.

“Hi!” Molly waved. “Is Tracey here?”

“I’m afraid not,” Oak replied. “He’s busy with some of Ash’s exhausted Pokemon – most of them got back recently, and Pidgeot in particular needs to be checked over for possibly straining herself.”

“That makes sense,” Molly agreed.

Sylveon yipped, and Molly looked down at her. “That’s right,” she agreed. “I wanted to ask – do you know what the people you were working with are going to do now?”

“That’s a very good question,” the Professor said. “I actually don’t have an answer at the moment – I think everyone’s still working out what to do, and there’s not a single thing they’re all going to do. But I can tell you what the ideas are.”

“That would be nice,” Molly said. “I asked Suicune and Entei about it, but they didn’t know – and I don’t think Raikou knows either, but he’s busy.”

As Molly came into the lab – taking her shoes off neatly in the hall – she was followed by the two Shiny Legendaries, and then Leafeon swept up a few blades of grass that Entei had tracked in.

Oak waved a hand at the main screen, and Damos switched to a series of coloured dots lining one side of the screen. “So, firstly, a lot of people are going to want to go back to how it was before today,” he began. “That’s just normal – people often don’t like change, because they knew what they were doing the old way and they’d rather stay with something that was comfortable.”

“That makes sense,” Entei agreed. “I would be rather taken aback if I were to suddenly have to learn how to fly.”

Suicune licked his neck. “I’m sure you’d be excellent at it.”

She smirked. “After the first few crashes, of course.”

Molly giggled, then returned her attention to Oak. “So… that’s the first one, but what about the rest?”

Oak began to count off on his fingers. “At least one group I spoke to wanted to make sure any really powerful Pokemon were permanently in known locations so that they could be instantly contacted in the event of disaster – and, of course, so they couldn’t cause more of them themselves.”

“But that’s silly!” Molly protested. “Rayquaza’s really powerful, but a lot of what he does is about being able to move around to where he’s needed – and if you kept Lugia somewhere, nobody would stop the Legendary Birds from doing stupid things! And it’s the same for a lot of powerful Pokemon, too.”

We concur, Damos vocalized. And, fortunately, there are not many people who really think this is the best plan – most of them are just scared.

“Quite a lot more want it so that everyone knows where Pokemon that powerful can be got hold of,” Oak resumed. “That seems more sensible, and I’m still thinking about it… apart from that, there’s one group who want to keep up the kind of human-Pokemon cooperation that happened today. While I’m not sure that it’s possible to do it for very long, at least without relaxing a bit, I have to say that I agree with that too.”

“They both sound sensible,” Molly agreed. “Thanks!”

“Yes, it’s good to hear that there’s a discussion taking place about it,” Suicune agreed.

“Oh – yeah, I almost forgot!” Molly added. “Do you know when Ash is going to be back in town?”

“I think in a few days,” Professor Oak said, thinking. “I know that he has to hatch Azurill for Misty, but the last I heard was that he and his friends were going to spend a few days on the beach.”

“That sounds fun,” Molly agreed, nodding seriously. “And I think it sounds like a good way to relax, after doing something like flying into space on a dragon to fight a comet.”

“I’m not sure anyone’s ever done that before…” Oak chuckled. “But it does sound like a good start.”

Tracey opened the door. “Okay, Professor, I think that’s everyone – oh, good evening, Molly!”

Molly waved. “Good evening! Are Ash’s Pokemon okay?”

“Well, Snorlax wanted more shower gel, but apart from that, they all seem fine,” Tracey assured her. “And I think Swellow’s only going to keep going on about Pidgeot for a few more hours.”

“She’s certainly an enthusiast, isn’t she…” Oak agreed.


“I know, I know,” Ho-Oh said, flaring his wings and letting smoke crackle off them. “I am not built for flying in space. I’m not really built for attacking rocks, either.”

He brought his wings back in again, wafting the scent of rosewood around as his smoke curled upwards. “In short, the reason I’m asking is not because I feel I should have been there. I’d just like to know what kind of situation you were in, in general, so that I know if there’s anything I could have done to help.”

“Well!” Raikou began. “One thing I did hear was that they were thinking about contacting you if the rock did smear itself across a large chunk of ocean!”

Ho-Oh perked up a little. “Oh? That sounds… well, actually, now I think about it it sounds quite a bad situation to have happen. But in what way?”

“The ability to clear the sky, father,” Entei explained simply. “One of the worst things about a disaster like that is the clouds that cover the sky – like an ash cloud, but worse.”

Ho-Oh decided that was acceptable.

“Hmmm…” he mused, frowning. “On a completely different topic… since this is the first time we’ve been in the Burned Tower together in a while, I should show you something the Kimono Girls left as an offering last week.”

He looked off towards the northern horizon. “Suicune can have hers later, it’s getting dark and I want to show you while it’s still light.”

“I’m interested to hear about this!” Raikou chuckled, then paused. “Wait. It’s not something edible, is it? Because after a week in the open it won’t be…”

“No, not that,” Ho-Oh replied.

He reached into a cubbyhole with his long beak, and withdrew a large plush Raikou.

It was wearing a scarf.

“Capital!” Raikou pronounced. “That’s me, isn’t it? I certainly recognize the scarf!”

“That’s correct,” Ho-Oh confirmed. “There’s some signs as well.”

“Oh, that’s just excellent,” Raikou said, padding forwards. “See, brother? Fame!”

“Wait,” Entei said slowly. “If that’s commercially available… firstly, is there one of me?”

“Yes,” Ho-Oh said. “And the miko said they’d already contacted the company, there’s royalties set aside for you.”

“That’s not my concern!” Entei growled. “If they based that off television broadcasts, then there’s only one thing that can mean!”

Ho-Oh responded by bringing out the Entei plush.

“I am never going to live that fur styling down,” Entei moaned, slamming a paw into his muzzle. “Oh, there’s even ribbons…”


AN:

Back to the normal schedule (i.e. chapters posted one at a time)… for now, anyway.

This is one of those ones where Ash doesn’t show up except indirectly.

What do, however, are two Lugia (well, four) and two sets of Birds.

There’s also Roxy (by now she’s the network’s Weird Things reporter), a followup on Kuan Yin and what type she uses, and sundry other Pokemon and trainers.

Poor Entei.

Anyway - next time, Battle Frontier!






192. Battle Frontier 1


“Are you recording this one?”

Of course I am, Dexter replied.

“Right.” Lucario’s knees bent a little as the swell passed under him, and he turned to look out at the sea. “Okay, here we go.”

Spinning on one footpaw, he began to run towards the distant shore. Behind him, the wave he’d identified mounded up – developing into a crest, then beginning to foam as it rushed shorewards.

Lucario slowed marginally, letting the wave catch up with him, and his paws flashed blue – and he began to surf.

“Woo!” he whooped, arms out to either side for stability, and turned left-right-left as the wave began to curl over into a roller.


“Lucario’s having fun,” May said, looking out of the shadow of her umbrella. “What got him into surfing, anyway?”

“I’m not sure,” Ash replied, thinking back. “It was when we were thinking of going to the Seafoam Islands, and we decided not to…”

He shrugged. “He was Riolu, back then, and he’d worked out the Aura trick for walking on water months before. He wanted to see if it could be used to surf, and – well, you can see the result.”

“Yeah,” May agreed, as the Fighting-type rode the waves in towards the shore. “How come the Orange Islands have such good surfing, anyway?”

“That’s because of the geography,” Philena told her, from underneath her hat – and Shinx, currently sleeping on it. “Like Alola, there’s thousands of miles of sea for the waves to build up momentum – so they’re very large when they come in and break on the shore.”

“Neat,” May decided.

She reached out and stroked Glaceon’s cool fur. “This has been pretty relaxing…”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, looking along the beach in both directions.

Pikachu was happily sunbathing, on top of the snoozing form of Houndoom – who had no problems at all with the heat his black fur was picking up from all the sunlight. A little further along in that direction, there was a group of Pokémon working on the same sandcastle they’d been working on for the last three days – Mawile, Goodra, Tyranitar, Totodile, Heracross… the Pokémon involved changed every so often, but they were working on the same castle.

By this point it had a wide moat, a wall with reinforcing buttresses, and dozens of buildings sculpted inside it.

In the other direction, several Pokémon – Skitty, Glalie, Ninetales, Marshtomp, Arc and Cinder at the moment – were playing a game of beach volleyball.

Absol was snoozing on the touch-line, a whistle around her neck as she theoretically acted as referee.

Ash smiled at the backdrop – Charizard and Charla, lying wings-spread in the sun and occasionally growling at the Pokémon playing in the surf.

It looked like Grumpig was winning the water fight, actually.

And in the distance, Ash could see Lugia circling over the water near one of the stacks.

“I think Max is going to have another go,” May said. “This looks really dangerous…”

“That’s why Lugia’s watching him,” Glaceon pointed out. “I’ve seen him catch Max if he even slips off course towards the shallower water. The whole point is that that’s the deepest bit, so it’s the safest place to dive.”

“I know,” May agreed, and poured herself some more squash.

In the distance, Max jumped off Delta’s back. Pointing his arms, the young trainer hit the sea with a little splash – managing quite a clean dive.

“He’s good at it,” she admitted. “Well, now, anyway. Remember the first day?”

“Yes,” Glaceon agreed, wincing. “That was… painful even to watch.”

Altaria came gliding down to join them. “Hello, May, Ash, Professor. It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?”

“It sure is,” Ash agreed. “Did you see Brock?”

“He’s heading back to the beach now,” Altaria supplied. “May, did you choose the slogan on your sun shade?”

“What slogan?” May asked, then frowned.

She got up, putting her drink back in the cooler for now, and stepped back far enough to look at the slogan.

For a moment, she didn’t react.

“Blaziken?” she said. “Can you let Casper know I noticed his trick slogan?”

“On it,” Blaziken replied, getting up from his own sunbathing position. He put his sunglasses down, then shot off – making sure the rooster-tails of sand went nowhere near his trainer or her friends.

“Okay, we’re ready!” Mawile announced. “Let’s do this!”

“What’s that?” Ash asked, curious, and got up. “Mawile?”

As he walked over, he got a better view over the sandy wall. The interior of the castle was even bigger than he’d thought – full of properly-dampened down sand sculpted into miniature buildings, especially office blocks about as high as Ash’s waist.

“This is pretty cool, Mawile,” he told her. “It’s almost a pity to leave it behind.”

“That’s fine,” Mawile replied. “We’re not going to leave it – we’re going to destroy it!”

She jumped up to the top layer of the main castle section – now at one side of the construct – and cleared her throat. “Right! Ready?”

Goodra nodded, legs sliding in the sand and arms together in a fisticuffs pose. “I’m ready!”

“Me too!” Tyranitar replied.

“Great!”

May came walking over. “What’s… wait, is this what I think it is?”

“Yep!” Mawile nodded. “Mega Destroyer Goodra versus Rebirth of Tyranitar! Giant monsters all-out attack!”

“Ethan, can you record this?” May asked. “I think this is going to be pretty cool.”

Recording, Ethan confirmed.

“Go!” Mawile said.

Goodra roared, badly, and lumbered forwards. His tail smashed one of the sand-skyscrapers aside, and it crumbled to the ground in a shower of sand grains.

“Oh, no!” Mawile cried, hands either side of her open mouth (and her head jaws open as well). “It’s destroying the city! Stop it, Tyranitar!”

Tyranitar roared as well, and stomped towards Goodra. His tail caused much more damage than Goodra had, and the shifting of the sand as his foot landed made one of the other sand buildings fall down as well.

“Tyranitar is doing more damage to the city than Mega Destroyer Goodra!” Totodile said. “What do we do?”

“We’ll have to use the Super Destroyer Robot!” Mawile replied, pointing. “That’ll stop the city being destroyed!”

“Are you sure?” Totodile asked, one claw under his chin. “That doesn’t sound right…”

Then Heracross came flying in, landing on two ‘skyscrapers’ and flattening them both, and the answer came.

No, it wasn’t going to stop the city being destroyed.

It was fun, though.


“Ah…” Ivysaur sighed, extending his petals and fronds. “Sometimes it’s nice to have a chance to just soak up the rays.”

“Yeah, it’s great,” Guy agreed.

He scratched the top of one foot with the claws on the other, and groaned happily at the feeling of scratching that itch. “And this is some quality sunlight, too.”

“There’s something special about Shamouti,” Ivysaur concurred. “Don’t you think so, Venusaur?”

Venusaur nodded.

“It’s the first time I’ve been here, but after a week I’m pretty familiar with it,” she said. “I can see why it’s one of the climate’s focal points.”

Donphan and Quilava went past at speed, weaving in and out of their paths as each jockeyed for position with the other.

“Hey, careful,” Guy called. “Watch where that sand’s going.”

“We’ll be careful,” Quilava told him, before they vanished into the distance.

“Of course, some people prefer to spend their holidays doing off-road,” Venusaur added. “And that’s fine, of course.”

A blur came darting along the beach, stopping at some of the groups of Pokémon. It paused in front of the three Grass-types, and resolved into Swellow.

“Hi, guys,” she said, hovering in mid-air. “Quick version is, we’re getting ready to go to Kanto.”

“Thanks for letting us know,” Guy said, inclining his head as she sped off. “Hm, Kanto will be interesting. I haven’t been to Kanto before.”

“I have,” Venusaur reminded him. “So, let’s see… it can be a bit colder than Hoenn, nothing major but the summer’s less hot on the hottest days and the winter can get a lot snowier.”

“Snow,” Guy repeated. “Well, I didn’t mind it when we went up that mountain, so I’m sure I’ll be fine with it.”

“We could always ask that Articuno to stop by and see what you think,” Ivysaur suggested. “Or I could give it a try.”

“You know Ice type moves?” Venusaur asked, a bit startled.

“I’ve never tried, but I do have a great-uncle who’s a Swinub.”


“This was a great idea, Brock!” Ash said, putting some mustard on his hot dog. “Your cooking’s always nice, but a barbecue on a beach as the sun goes down just makes it way better!”

“I’m glad to help,” Brock replied, turning over some of the burgers. “Okay, who wanted one with cheese?”

Grumpig put his hand up.

“Right, yours will be next,” Brock told him, taking a bun from where Sceptile had cut them open a minute or two ago and using the tongs with his other hand. “Just remember, the gorgonzola’s tastiest when it’s hot – but not too hot!”

As the Psychic-type claimed his meal, Ash sat down with Max.

“Okay, Max,” he began. “Are you ready for the Indigo League?”

“I think so,” Max nodded, swallowing his latest bite. “Yeah, it’ll be interesting to do another League – especially when I’ve got everyone with me, this time.”

“Actually, I did want to talk about something to do with that,” Ash said, sitting down. “Okay, so you didn’t get one of the normal Hoenn starters – but we are going to have to go to Pallet Town anyway, because of May’s Wartortle.”

“Oh, yeah, her,” Pikachu said. “Yeah, it’ll be interesting seeing her again.”

“Why, what’s her thing?” Ash asked, distracted. “I know Squirtle’s a nut for Gurren Lagann, but you must have heard her talking about her own thing.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” Pikachu assured his trainer. “You’ll see.”

“Right,” Ash shrugged, accepting that. “Anyway – Max, I was thinking you could get one of the Kanto starters as well, I’m sure Professor Oak wouldn’t mind.”

Max thought about that, taking another bite of his burger to give him time to think. That reminded Ash to keep going with his own hot dog, and they sat companionably for a minute or so.

“Well,” Max began. “I guess I’m not sure. May’s Venusaur’s a pretty good Pokémon, and so is her Wartortle – they’re both pretty great. I’m kind of scared of your Squirtle, though..”

He shook his head. “And your Charizard’s pretty cool too, so… I really don’t think I know what Pokémon I’d rather pick up. I mean, there’s a lot of choice, and I guess it depends more on the specific Pokémon and their personalities.”

“That’s fine,” Ash agreed. “I’m really bad at making that kind of choice too – I mean, I’ve somehow managed to pick up all three of them in the wild!”

Max chuckled. “Yeah, that’s a good point.”

“The other thing I wanted to point out,” Ash went on. “Is that we’ve got the morning free before Professor Oak can see us, so we could just stop by at Viridian and challenge the gym there.”

“That could be cool,” Max said. “But why would we not?”

“Just… you know, it’s whether you’d do it now or later,” Ash tried to clarify. “Basically if you feel ready for it tomorrow morning or if you’d rather another day or so to get back up to speed.”

“Who is the Viridian gym leader, actually?” Max asked, frowning. “It’s all a bit confusing.”

“First time I got my badge there it was Jessie, Meowth and James – no, both times I got a badge there,” Ash replied. “And I think once Agatha was in charge.”

“That one was a bit odd,” Pikachu agreed.

Their conversation was cut off for a moment as Arc flumphed down across Max’s feet.

Max reached down to scratch the canine Electric-type, smiling at his rumbling purr of contentment, then opened Kris with one hand. “Kris, who’s the current Gym Leader of Viridian?”

Giovanni.

“Giovanni?” Ash repeated. “The leader of Team Rocket?”

He paused, then shook his head. “Now I get why the Rockets were there, at least.”

“You seriously never questioned that?” Pikachu asked, finishing his ketchup with chips.

“Not really,” Ash replied. “I mean, they’ve been literally everything else.”

Pikachu raised his paw, ready to give a counterexample, then lowered it again.

“Actually,” Ash added, thinking hard. “Now I think about it… a lot of the things Team Rocket did which were bad last time were… not bad this time. Either they didn’t do it, or they actually helped to stop it.”

He shook his head. “I mean, I know that Jessie and the others aren’t really going to do something nasty, but… well, they didn’t go after Mewtwo, and I’m not sure why not.”

“Perhaps it depends on if he’s doing anything questionable when we visit the gym this time,” Pikachu suggested. “I mean, Brock has a girlfriend, maybe Giovanni’s stopped being so nasty.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Ash agreed, frowning. “I guess I’ll have to think about that… anyway, Max, did you decide?”

“I’ll think about it too,” Max told him. “It might be a good idea, though.”


Giovanni picked up a clear glass, and sipped at the sweet Amakuchi wine he’d poured earlier.

“I think this is a good style,” he said. “I’ll have to let Proton know I approve of his recommendation.”

Persian flicked his tail.

Replacing the glass, Giovanni sat back in his chair and examined the documents.

Most important was an assessment from a Rocket insider at the Mossdeep Space Centre, who made it clear that the end of the threat from the meteorite did not mean an end to the space operations taking place. In fact, they were picking up the pace, with large freight launches planned within the next few months for both orbital and lunar expansion.

“Perhaps…” Giovanni began, musing, then went on. “Yes, that will do.”

Persian raised himself from the couch, purring a question.

“It’s simple,” Giovanni explained. “We simply need to make our services available to people working to make the deadline for these freight launches. As we can offer better prices, we’ll get folded into the supply chain – and, of course, that means certain people of influence will owe us.”

The feline considered this, then lay back down.

“Yes, it’s hardly any different from our normal means of operation,” Giovanni agreed. “The difference here is, fundamentally, a chance to get in on the ground floor. If we’re the standard way things are done… well, then, we’re too valuable to get rid of even if some fool does go after us.”

He chuckled. “Besides, there’s some interesting provisions in the international treaties on space. I find nothing that would preclude Team Rocket – or a suitable front company – negotiating for a claim on large chunks of real estate on uninhabited sections of the solar system.”

There was a knock on the door.

“Enter,” Giovanni requested.

As he did, Persian jumped to his paws – flowing smoothly over the leg of the couch, and taking up a position from which he could ambush the entrant if need be.

“Sir?” the secretary asked. “There’s a challenger for you. And – he’s accompanied by Ash Ketchum.”

Giovanni nodded. “I see. Thank you for the warning, Warren.”

Warren nodded to him, and pulled the door closed again.

“Ash Ketchum…” Giovanni mused. “Well, this should be interesting.”

He reached for the tray of Pokéballs by his desk, and selected five of them. Then he pressed a key on the desk itself.

“Sir.”

“Have Golurk ready,” he instructed. “Room three. Usual code.”

“Yessir.”


“This gym’s weird,” May said, looking around at the gloom. “Is it supposed to be like this? It’s going to be hard to battle here…”

“Don’t know,” Ash replied. “When I got my badge here it was better lit.”

Lucario tensed slightly. “Someone has entered the room.”

Ash followed his gaze, and checked with Aura sight. “You’re right.”

“Aura again,” Max sighed. “I should work that one out.”

“Mr. Ketchum,” Giovanni said, as the lights flashed on in stages – revealing a gym arena full of broken terrain, spires of rock and miniature scarps and valleys. “I’m impressed – clearly the reports of your Aura capabilities are not exaggerated.”

His gaze swept the group, lingering for a moment on Lucario and Brock before settling on Ash.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked ever so slightly, and Giovanni turned his attention to Max. “I assume you’re the challenger? Mr. Ketchum already has a badge.”

“That’s right,” Max confirmed.

“We’ll get to that in just a moment,” Giovanni told him. “Firstly, however, we should clear the air – Mr. Ketchum, I think it is likely you are aware of the role some have accused me of. Rather than bother protesting my innocence, we will instead entertain the hypothetical.”

Ash looked lost. “Pardon?”

“I think I get it,” Max said. “So… you were saying that you’re going to talk as if you were the leader of Team Rocket, without saying you actually are?”

“You are, of course, correct,” Giovanni said, inclining his head. “So, to the crux of the matter. Doubtless you are aware of Team Rocket primarily through the actions of those members you have met.”

“It’d be kind of hard to get an idea otherwise,” Brock pointed out.

“Indeed,” Giovanni allowed. “And of those you’ve run into, it should not escape your attention that the ones who are held in the highest esteem by Team Rocket are the ones who cooperate with you.”

“You mean Jessie and James,” Lucario said. “They do not seem typical of Team Rocket members.”

“They may not seem it, but that’s largely due to negative stereotyping,” Giovanni answered, with a slight smile. “Rocket operatives have been seen in the news acting with the full assistance of their organization as a whole, and Rocket operatives have been seen going rogue. Of the two, I think I trust the ones who have the full support of Team Rocket to be doing what the organization as a whole – and their leader – approves of.”

He waved a hand. “In any case, anyone with a moderate amount of knowledge on the subject could tell you that most of all, what an organization like Team Rocket does is – it runs on favours. Team Rocket does something to help a mayor, or a businessman, and then he does something to repay the debt.”

“You mean you approve of what Jessie and James have been doing?” Ash asked, wanting to make sure he understood. “And that the rest of what you’re doing isn’t illegal?”

“Not me,” Giovanni corrected. “The head of Team Rocket, who I’m defending for the purposes of this conversation. I’m sure he’d be willing to live and let live.”

“But… that is you…” Ash said, slowly. “Oh, never mind…”

“Now, I believe that the young Mr. Maple wanted a gym battle?” Giovanni went on. “The rules will be simple. Both trainers will use three Pokémon, one at a time, and the first to have two Pokémon defeated will be the loser.”


In room three, underneath the main gym arena, Golurk watched the security monitors.

If his master signalled, he knew his duty. Phase right through the floor, collect Giovanni on the way up, punch out of the roof and get to the safe house where a teleporter was waiting.

It was normally a boring duty, but evacuation drills could get very exciting.


“Before we begin, I should check,” Giovanni said, raising a hand. “Are you planning on using either a Legendary Pokémon or a Mega-Evolution during this battle?”

Max shook his head. “No, I’ve only got one Mega-evolving Pokémon and he’s an Electric-type.”

“Very well,” Giovanni nodded. “In that case, I will decline to use my own Mega Stone.”

He took his position, opposite Max in one of the larger valleys running through the arena. “Do you understand the rules?”

“Yes,” Max replied. “Either of us can switch at any time, and it’s whoever has two Pokémon knocked out first who loses.”

“Correct,” Giovanni confirmed. “Begin.”

“Casper!” Max called, sending the Ghost-type out.

“Okay, here we go!” Casper said, watching as his opponent materialized – a big, burly Rhyhorn. “Shadow Ball!”

“Interesting,” Giovanni noted, as the Ghost-type attack hit Rhyhorn’s carapace and splashed off. “I see you’re not a trainer who orders their Pokémon much.”

“Well, I only do it when I think they need to do something unusual,” Max replied, as Casper switched to Night Shade and fired a burst of Ghost-type attacks along Rhyhorn’s spine. “Isn’t your Pokémon going to do anything?”

“Of course,” Giovanni replied. “Rhyhorn, Dig.”

The Rock-type turned, charged at one of the rock faces, and smashed straight into it – vanishing underground in a shower of earth.

“Watch out, Casper, he might be planning something,” Max warned. “Stay high and keep an eye out.”

“Got it,” Casper agreed, floating higher into the air.

For several seconds, nothing seemed to happen. There was the occasional faint tremble as Rhyhorn moved underground, sending a few pebbles rolling down their slopes, then nothing.

Giovanni tapped his foot on the floor, watching as Casper turned first one way and the other.

Then Max pointed. “Look out!”

As Casper turned, a small rock on the side of one of the hills crackled with electricity. Max’s Pokémon got caught in the fringes of a Thunderbolt, making him yelp with surprise, and then the whole miniature hillside collapsed as Rhyhorn shouldered his way out of the ground.

“How did he know what to-” Max began, then interrupted himself. “Tapping on the ground!”

“Correct,” Giovanni confirmed. As he did, Rhyhorn slammed a broad foot into the ground and sent a salvo of rocks upwards in a Rock Blast. “The more you know about an opponent, the more you can plan for them.”

“I can do that too,” Max countered. “Casper, use Curse!”

“Sure?” Casper asked, dodging away from the Rock Blast. “It’s kind of painful.”

“I know,” Max agreed. “But if you use it and then hide underground, he can’t get you!”

“Right,” Casper winced. “Okay… take this!”

A dark aura formed around the Shuppet, then flashed down to hit Rhyhorn. Both staggered from the sudden energy drain, though Casper was hit worse at first – nearly falling out of the air, before rotating back upright and shaking his head. “Ow, that’s never fun…”

“Rhyhorn, return,” Giovanni instructed. “Kangaskhan. Comet Punch.”

Max reached for his Pokéball. “Look out, Casper!”

Kangaskhan bounced once, feet coiling, then lunged into the air. Her left arm whooshed past Casper, missing him, then she punched with her right as well and knocked him halfway across the arena.

There was a flash of red light as Max recalled his Ghost-type, and then Guy exploded out of his Pokéball with a Mach Punch.

Kangaskhan blocked, then volleyed a Fire Punch into him. The blow knocked the Grass-type backwards, then he sprang off one of the rock spires and launched himself forwards again.

“Hm,” Giovanni mused. “Curse is an interesting trick, but you should probably have saved it.”

“Right,” Brock agreed, as Guy and Kangaskhan accelerated their back-and-forth. “Because it’s a great way of crippling a Pokémon, but Max should have used it on a Pokémon he didn’t have another way of dealing with – when he could just have sent out Guy to deal with Rhyhorn.”

“Well put,” Giovanni said, with a small nod. “Kangaskhan, Mega Punch.”

The Normal-type switched from Fire Punch to Mega Punch, spending a moment to line up as Guy chambered a Dynamic Punch, then met his punch with one of her own.

The force of the explosion as their fists met knocked them both backwards, but the lighter Guy got knocked much further – and slammed into the side of a hill. Kangaskhan, for her part, skidded backwards along a dusty section of earth before coming to a halt much more smoothly.

“I see your Breloom has Poison Heal,” Giovanni said, nodding at Guy as he extracted himself from the scree slope – the burns left by the Fire Punches already healing. “It’s a pity Kangaskhan’s Fire Punches didn’t burn him before he started to heal – that would have made the battle much easier.”

“Is that why she started with Fire Punches?” Max asked.

Giovanni nodded. “It’s always important to look for any advantage you can – whether from the terrain, from information you get from elsewhere or just from the way the battle unfolds. I would have Mega Evolved Kangaskhan, but that would not test you adequately.”

Kangaskhan’s child waved from inside her pouch. “I get to fight too if we do that!” the little Pokémon said. “It’s kind of neat!”

“That does sound interesting,” Ash agreed. “I imagine that would be hard to cope with.”

“Fissure,” Giovanni said suddenly.

Kangaskhan’s fist slammed into the ground, producing a white-glowing crack which raced towards Guy, and the Grass-type jumped into the air just before it reached him.

“Now, aim a Focus Punch for where he lands,” Giovanni added.

“Guy, Seed Bomb!” Max called.

Guy fired a Seed Bomb straight down, the explosion changing his trajectory and meaning that Kangaskhan’s Focus Punch missed. The concussion knocked his landing trajectory off, however, and he rolled once before springing back to his feet with the air of his thick tail.

“How do you think it’s going?” May asked, as the two punchy Pokémon squared up again.

“Well, Guy’s faster, but I think Kangaskhan has more tricks,” Brock replied. “And definitely more experience. So I guess it’s still a bit up in the air. As for the gym battle as a whole – both of them have one Pokémon who’s tired, but Casper’s more tired than Rhyhorn is… so I’m not sure. I think it’s too early to say at the moment – we don’t know enough.”


“Let’s see…” Todd mused, adjusting the focus wheel on his camera. “Anything?”

Sneasel scanned the skies, eyes alert, then yapped a confirmation. “‘easel!”

Todd nodded, and brought the camera up to his eye. He kept a close focus on the Metagross, photographing it repeatedly as it stood up straight.

The Psychic-type swivelled slightly, tracking an incoming Staraptor, and its eyes glowed faintly. As Todd zoomed out quickly, he managed to get the Staraptor veering off to land nearby – warned away from the Mossdeep airspace.

“Good!” Todd said, with a firm nod. “A few more of those and we should be done.”

His normal stock-in-trade was amazing scenes – Pokémon doing things most people never got the chance to see.

But sometimes it was good to show a normal day at work, too.

Sneasel whistled warning, and Todd put the camera down for a moment to get out some ear defenders. One pair went over her ears, the other on his, and he picked the camera up again – turning this time to focus on the main launch pad.

A thin, icy mist was wafting off the side of the big boosters… then there was a flash of yellow and red light down by the base, and a huge plume of smoke.

Todd managed to take about ten pictures before the sheer sound of the boosters at takeoff made it impossible to concentrate.


Guy’s claws dug into the dusty ground, halting his backward slide, and he looked up in time to dodge out of the way of a Comet Punch.

The attack was delivered with enough force that Kangaskhan overextended slightly, and Guy capitalized on that – spinning with his tail as a counterweight, he volleyed a one-two Mach Punch into Kangaskhan’s side and sprang back before she recovered.

When the Grass-type landed, however, he stumbled slightly – the much stonier section of ground giving his claws less purchase, so he nearly fell backwards before recovering.

“That kind of reaction is why this gym has different surfaces,” Giovanni noted. “Kangaskhan, Dizzy Punch.”

“Jump!” Max called.

Guy sprang into the air, avoiding Kangaskhan’s punch entirely, and managed to reach high enough to snag the roof rafters – which let him adjust his trajectory, so he came down some distance away from Kangaskhan herself.

“Now, Superpower!” Max added.

Giovanni frowned, about to give an order, then changed his mind. “Mega Punch.”

“Hi-YAH!” Guy shouted, charging forwards. Stones went flying from the ground behind him as he pushed off hard, and Kangaskhan wound up a punch to meet him.

The two collided with a bang, froze for an instant, and then both Guy and Kangaskhan went flying backwards from the point of contact.

Guy smashed through a small ridge, came to a stop, and sat down hard on the reverse slope. “Ow-”

Then there was a bright green flash, and an explosion which sent Kangaskhan sprawling forwards from the scree slope she’d landed in.

“All right!” Max cheered. “It worked!”

“Seed Bombs,” Giovanni said, recalling Kangaskhan. “I assume you’d discussed that earlier?”

“Yeah,” Max confirmed. “Well, it was something we thought up for the Ever Grande conference, but it worked here!”

“Yes, sometimes the best terrain of all is the terrain you make,” Giovanni mused. “Very well. Nidoqueen.”

“Hang in there for now, Guy!” Max called, as Giovanni’s third Pokémon appeared on top of the ridge Guy had been punched through.

“I will,” the Breloom agreed, the marks on his skin already fading as his biology used the Toxic poison to heal itself.

“Bullet Seed!”

Nidoqueen raised her forearm, wincing as she blocked the barrage of glowing green seeds, then slapped her tail on the floor.

“Water Pulse,” Giovanni told her. “Then attack.”

“Just attack?” Max said. “Wait…”

Guy dodged to one side as the Water Pulse came in, then lunged forwards.

“Guy, look out!” Max called.

Nidoqueen swept her tail around, firing a burst of needles at Guy. Most went wide, but two connected – and there was a bright green flash, making Guy stagger suddenly.

“What just happened?” he asked. “I knew Giovanni was doing something-”

“I think that was Venoshock,” Brock said, as Guy pushed himself back upright and then had to dodge out of the way of a claw swipe from his opponent. “Crobat has it.”

“One of the downsides of a Pokémon which has to be poisoned to be effective is that you will always be poisoned,“Giovanni stated.

“Right – Facade!” Max ordered.

Nidoqueen peppered Guy with more needles for Venoshock as he came in, and the high-powered punch that Facade was supposed to be just hit without any extra impact.

“Max, remember, you can switch out,” Ash said.

“Oh, right!” Max agreed, and fumbled at his belt. “Guy, back here for now! Roland!”


“Booster separation,” Guidance reported, looking up from his screen. “They’re on the way back down, and we’re making the adjustments for orbital insertion.”

“Destiny, we can see SRB sep,” CAPCOM radioed.

“Roger, Mission Control.”

“After how easy it was with Mewtwo, this seems almost tedious,” Control replied with a chuckle. “It’s ten minutes just to get into low earth orbit, and we burn almost all our fuel.”

Guidance nodded, then turned back to his screen. “CAPCOM, we are negative return.”

CAPCOM relayed that. “Destiny, you are negative return. Do you copy?”

“Roger, mission control,” Jin replied, from the cockpit of Destiny. “Negative return, out.”

“It’s a pity we can’t do the booster section without using up the boosters,” Control said, in the next quiet period. “That much thrust would be very useful for orbital transfer.”

He frowned. “Hmmm…”


“Okay, keep alert!” Max said, as Roland materialized. “Don’t let her catch you off guard!”

“Right!” Roland agreed, and almost immediately had to teleport out of the way of a barrage of Poison Sting needles. “Whoa, okay, more stings than I was expecting!”

Concentrating, he charged up a Confusion, then teleported again to hit Nidoqueen with it.

“Down the slope,” Giovanni instructed. “Keep using Poison Sting.”

Nidoqueen obediently lumbered down the side of the ridge, tail flicking to send a burst of needles towards Roland – which missed once more, as Roland flashed to a position ten feet away and let the needles clatter to the ground at his former location.

“Whatever you do, don’t let her hit you with a Poison attack!” Max reminded Roland. “And – okay, use Confusion to scatter the poison sting!”

“Sludge bomb,” Giovanni countered.

Ralts did a double-take, and teleported out of the way before the bomb hit him. “I can’t block that!”

“Yeah, probably not,” Max agreed. “Uh – okay, attack when she’s distracted.”

“Forwards,” Giovanni said. “Stop – now, turn to face north. Water Pulse.”

Max watched Nidoqueen’s turn, trying to divine what Giovanni was planning. “Uh… okay, so she’s facing a certain direction…”

Roland flicked out of the way of the Water Pulse, landing behind a small rocky spire to protect him from the attacks Nidoqueen was sending out, and glanced at Max. “Should I just keep doing what I’m doing?”

“I guess so,” Max agreed. “Sorry I can’t think of anything.”

“Four,” Giovanni said, clearly. “Seven. Eight. Twelve.”

Max glanced at the others. “Those aren’t moves, right?”

Lucario shrugged.

Giovanni continued. “Nine. Nine. Sludge Bomb.”

Roland teleported before the attack hit, and fired a Confusion at Nidoqueen.

“Stone Edge,” Giovanni concluded.

Nidoqueen’s left foot slammed into the floor, which trembled and shook as if there was an earthquake going on. Rock spires came slamming out of the ground, one of them just next to Roland, and he dodged with a gasp before teleporting out of the way.

And, almost before he’d finished appearing, Nidoqueen slammed her tail into the side of a spire right next to her.

Rock fragments sprayed out in a broad fan from the force of the blow. Some of them went almost as high as the ceiling, others bounced off the far wall – and several of them peppered Roland as he materialized, including one almost as big as he was which slammed him into a scarp face.

“Roland!” Max shouted.

“It’s fine, he’s just knocked out,” Giovanni said, looking over at the Psychic-type for a moment.

Max sighed, then returned him. “That was… what was that?”

“It’s called a forced error,” Giovanni told him. “If you give your opponent several choices and no time to choose, they will often take the best one they can see. In Roland’s case, Nidoqueen used Stone Edge so that most of the places he could see to teleport were being hit by Stone Edge as well as where he was standing.”

“Right,” Ash said, realizing. “So those numbers were commands!”

“Yes, clock numerals,” Giovanni confirmed. “The only place Ralts was facing that was not being hit by Stone Edge was the area on the other side of the pillar next to Nidoqueen – the one in the number nine position.”

“I’m impressed,” Brock said. “So… it’s one all?”

“Correct,” Giovanni nodded. “So, Max. Which Pokémon will you send out?”

Max gulped. “Guy’s in a pretty bad shape… but so is Casper, and he doesn’t really have a good move. I guess… Guy, try to finish this quick!”


“Apollo, are these calculations right?” Control asked.

Assuming the psionic boost is successful, the curve presented is correct, Apollo confirmed.

“Right, so if we can get this working – and it’s a big if,” Control stressed, then went on. “If we can get this working, then we could manage lunar insertion flights with two boosters for the whole shuttle mass… and with a lot of spare, actually, if I’m reading this right.”

Correct. The boosters would each provide sufficient delta-V for approximately 300 tons to undergo a complete lunar insertion orbit, less the requirement to propel the boosters early in flight – which does cause a substantial reduction.

“And that’s without the fuel in the main tank,” Guidance pointed out. “This could be a pretty big breakthrough.”

“If we can make it work,” Control repeated. “We’re still talking about lifting hundreds of tonnes of spacecraft, so let’s not get ahead of ourselves. And we can’t reuse the boosters if we send them off into space.”

He glanced at the clock. “We should check in with Destiny – but after that, let’s sit down with the TK power/distance curves and work out what kind of psychic muscle it’ll take to make this work.”

“I like that plan,” someone agreed from the control pit.


“Venoshock,” Giovanni ordered.

Nidoqueen brought her tail around, firing a barrage of needles in Guy’s direction. The Breloom dodged left, avoiding most of them, but took a hit in the tail which made him yelp.

“Tail,” Max said, then nodded. “Guy – use Iron Tail! Use it as a shield!”

For the first few seconds Guy was too busy with climbing a small scree slope to comply – then he stepped backwards onto the summit and spun, tail glowing with a silvery light as he activated Iron Tail, and managed to block the next salvo.

“Great work!” Max praised. “Now-”

“-Earthquake,” Giovanni interrupted.

Nidoqueen stomped on the floor, making the ground tremble, then cracked her tail into the floor with a wham of an impact.

All over the gym, unstable rock spires collapsed, and the whole upland Guy was on gave way as a block – sliding down a hidden fault, upsetting his footing as the friable earth turned to fragments under him.

“Guy, look out!” Max called.

Guy jinked away from a patch of particularly unstable ground, staggered forwards a few steps, and then Nidoqueen hit him with a tailswipe of an Aerial Ace which knocked him into the wall.

The Breloom bounced off, still springy, but hit the ground and rolled to a stop.

“Guy, come on!” Max called, hoping to see him get up, then sighed. “I guess that’s it.”

“Indeed,” Giovanni confirmed, recalling Nidoqueen. “With your Breloom defeated, and with both Rhyhorn and Nidoqueen still able to battle, you have been defeated.”

He waited as Max recalled his Pokémon, then continued. “As for how you did – well, if you were halfway through your gym challenge I would consider that sufficient for a badge. But as it is, this is not your first challenge – you are already an eight badge trainer – and as such you will not be earning the Earth Badge today.”

“I guess… yeah, that makes sense,” Max agreed, thinking back over the fight. “I did that Seed Bomb trick, but almost everything else was me reacting to how you were using the terrain than anything.”

Giovanni nodded a confirmation. “Good. It’s important to assess yourself realistically.”

He turned his attention to Ash. “Mr. Ketchum. I can see you were noticing things before Mr. Maple was – why didn’t you speak up?”

“Well…” Ash stopped for a moment, trying to work out how to phrase it. “I guess… it’s because your way of battling is about hidden challenges, so spotting the hidden trick is what you’re about.”

“It would be a bit silly if Ash was essentially giving Max’s Pokémon orders,” Lucario contributed.

“Yeah, I can see that too,” Max said, after a bit of thought. “But – was it close?”

“Not especially close,” Giovanni told him. “I try to give a challenge calibrated to the challenger, but in extremis I had a few tricks I did not use – for example, Nidoqueen knows Flamethrower. Pokémon are very versatile, so always prepare for the worst.”

Max winced. “Yeah, that would be a problem for that Iron Tail trick…”

“Nevertheless,” Giovanni went on. “Your performance was better than many of the trainers who challenge me; I simply have very high standards. I wish you luck on the rest of your journey.”


After the friends had left, Giovanni sent out a Dugtrio.

“Let’s use the fourth map this time,” he said. “Rift valley.”

“Trio!” the Dugtrio agreed, nodding in three-part harmony, and got to work sculpting the terrain as Giovanni had requested.

It would never do to become predictable, after all.


“You sure you’re okay?” Brock checked, as they climbed the first of the hills between Viridian and Pallet. “I know you had a pretty good run in Hoenn, Max.”

“Yeah,” Max replied, then shrugged. “Yeah, I know… but he was right, so I don’t mind.”

“Think you’re going to come back later?” Ash asked.

“Not sure, actually…” Max said. “I mean, we had a pretty complicated route last time, and that’s going to take us close to plenty of Gyms – I think I’d rather try for variety!”

“Variety’s good,” Pikachu agreed. “I use variety.”

“You mean you electrocute things,” Lucario replied. “All things.”

“That’s not really fair to Pikachu, Lucario,” Ash said. “I mean, he punches things too.”

“True, we mustn’t forget the punching.”

“Pikachu has a good line in punches,” Brock said. “Almost a-”

“Nope,” Pikachu interrupted, holding up his paw. “That joke’s too bad. Maybe Glalie might make it, but don’t belittle yourself by making it too.”

“That’s me told,” Brock said, shaking his head. “Okay, so… Pallet Town next, right?”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “We’ve got to sort out lots of Pokémon there, and say hello to Mom, Molly, Tracey and the Professor.”

“Busy day,” May smiled. “I can’t wait to meet Wartortle again.”

“Did you let Misty know we were going to be in Pallet then, actually?” Brock asked, turning to Ash. “I mean, she does need to pick up Azurill.”

“…no, actually,” Ash admitted. “Dexter, I think I need to make a call…”

Don’t worry, I long since started just making some of these calls myself, Dexter told him. It saves time.

“When did you say we’d be there?” Brock asked.

Three in the afternoon. Which reminds me, you had better hurry up.

“Maybe we should go back to Viridian and rent bikes?” May suggested. “I mean, they’d get destroyed by Pikachu, but we might get about halfway to Pallet first.”


AN:

So, first off, we see the holiday Ash and his friends… kind of deserved. I especially like Mawile’s way of relaxing.

And then - well, Giovanni’s gym battle.

Giovanni is one of the gym leaders who we never get to see in action in the Pokémon anime itself (just a different version of him in Origins.) I hope I did him justice as someone able to balance a role in charge of the Yakuza, a role as a Gym Leader, and a role as a Legitimate Businessman.






193. Battle Frontier 2


“Hey, Ash, look!” Brock said, pointing.

“What?” Ash asked. “That’s just Oak’s ranch.”

“No, look!” Brock stressed. “It’s always good luck for you to see Ho-Oh before your next journey!”

Ash blinked, then shot Brock a look. “Brock…”

Pikachu chuckled.

“Traitor,” Ash said, laughing.

Below them, in the distance as they walked down into Pallet, they could just about see Ho-Oh – hunched over, wings folded, and occasionally pecking at something.

“I guess it’s dinner time,” May concluded. “Good thing too, I was getting hungry.”

“Actually, it doesn’t look like it is,” Max said, checking the time. “No, I think Ho-Oh must just be having a mid-afternoon snack or something.”

“It’s dinner time if I say it is,” May declared.

“I don’t think it works like that,” Blaziken said, one hand forming a fist under his chin as he walked.

“Shush, you’ll ruin it for me!” May told him.

“It doesn’t seem like a very good plan if it’s that easy to ruin.”

“Whatever,” May shrugged, waving a hand. “Never mind.”

“Yeah, we should get to the labs,” Brock agreed. “I mean, there’s some Pokémon waiting there.”

“Yeah!” Ash smiled.

“Looks like they’ve seen us,” Max added, pointing. “Look.”

As they watched, Ho-Oh’s wings spread, and he launched himself into the air – the bushes near him billowing outwards. Then he looked back at where he’d taken off, circled around and landed again.

“I think he just blew over his meal,” Lucario observed. “We should probably leave him to it.”


“Ah, Ash,” Professor Oak said, standing back from the door. “Brock, it’s good to see you – and I’m not sure if I’ve met May or Max face to face this time around.”

“This time travel thing can get really confusing,” Tracey said, from inside.

“Yeah, we’ve had a lot of those conversations,” Ash nodded. “It’s good to be back, even if it’s only for a day or two.”

“You could have turned up a week ago if you’d come here after the Meteorite Incident,” Oak pointed out. “But then, it’s your choice.”

“I think we needed the time on the beach,” Brock said. “It was very relaxing, and it was long enough that we’re raring to go!”

“Yeah!” Max agreed. “I’m ready for the Indigo League!”

“That’s the spirit!” Professor Oak agreed, as Ash headed past him into the main room.

What greeted him, when he opened the door, was a group of perhaps a dozen Pokémon – none of them Pokémon who’d been at Shamouti over the past week, but all of them familiar.

“Hi, guys!” he said, waving, and caught Molly’s Eevee as she jumped for his arms. “Oof – yeah, it’s great to see you all too!”

He let Eevee down as she switched to Leafeon, and shook his head. “I don’t even know how some of you got here!”

“Transceivers,” Butterfree explained sagely.

Not for all of us, Mewtwo added. I just teleport.

“Yeah,” Keldeo agreed. “I can’t be here long – I mean, it’s kind of night time back home – but I wanted to say hi without it being over the phone.”

“Thanks for the thought, Keldeo,” Ash said, with a smile. “It’s great to see you all.”

“It’s great to see you too!” Molly said, hurrying in behind Sylveon. “I didn’t know you’d arrived yet!”

“I only just did,” Ash said, giving her a quick hug. “Everything okay here?”

“Yep!” Molly nodded. “Even Squirtle’s not done too much damage!”

“Maybe he’s ill,” Brock suggested. “Afternoon, Molly.”

“Hi, Brock!” Molly waved. “Oh – sorry, but I don’t think I’ll be doing the Indigo League as my first League, so I won’t get to use your Boulder Badge just yet.”

“That’s not a problem at all,” Brock told her. “Some people just earn badges without ever going to a League – just for the challenge, sometimes!”

May nodded. “That’s me. Oh – what League are you going to do, then?”

“I’m going to do the Sinnoh League!” Molly announced. “Gary said he’d show me around Sinnoh!”

“I’m sure you’ll have a great time there,” Tracey said. “Don’t forget to call home regularly, too!”

“I won’t forget,” Molly promised. “Oh – sorry, I should introduce myself. I’m Molly Hale, nice to meet you!”

“May Maple,” May said, nodding to her. “This is my brother, Max.”

Max shook her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

Flareon rubbed against his legs, and he petted her. “This is your Eevee, right?”

“That’s her!” Molly agreed.

“I guess that’s one way to answer the question of which Eevee evolution is best,” Max said.

“It’s Glaceon, surely?” May asked.

“I don’t know about that…” Brock shrugged. “I think it depends on the attitude of the Pokémon what fits them best.”

“Ah, May?” Professor Oak said. “Damos and I are fairly certain we identified the Squirtle you got last time. Are you ready for us to sort that out?”

“Right,” May agreed. “Sorry, I got a bit distracted… and yeah, I think that’s fine. Let’s get that sorted out.”

Ash lowered his arm, and Butterfree took off as he did – fluttering up to a perch on the wall.

“That’s new,” Pikachu said, pointing to it.

We’ve started installing them, Damos told him. It’s easier than having Flying Pokémon rest on lamp posts or cushions, now that long conversations are easier.

“That’s pretty cool,” Ash said. “But how do you handle Pokémon like Pidgeot?”

With outdoors perches, or sometimes just rugs.

Brock chuckled. “I might send Crobat out, actually…”

“Just make sure no-one has to use my horn as a perch,” Keldeo said, looking up at his forehead with eyes crossed. “It’s a bit small.”

“I don’t think that would work as a perch for anything larger than a Joltik,” May observed.

“You’d be surprised what’s tried.”

There was a yawn from Max’s backpack.

Sorry, I was asleep… Jirachi said, poking his head out of the bag and shaking it with a jingle of tags. …oh, hi Keldeo!

“Hello, Jirachi,” Keldeo said, with a nod. “I’m not sure we got the chance to talk last time we were on the same island. How’s your travels with Max been so far?”

Great! Jirachi enthused. I’m really looking forward to Kanto, it’s going to be really good fun!


“You know, Ash, I don’t think I asked,” May began. “When you remind someone… how does that make sense? I mean…”

She shook her head. “Obviously you don’t remember everything they do.”

“Yeah, but… it’s something to do with my Aura, I think,” Ash replied. “I really don’t understand the details – Sir Aaron was focusing on other things – but it’s to do with my having a connection with people, and if I have enough of a connection… it’s kind of like my Aura remembers what theirs was like.”

He shook his head. “These words really don’t make sense for that.”

“You’re right, they don’t,” May agreed.

“Okay, here we are,” Tracey called. “Here you go, May.”

He passed her a Pokéball, and she sent the Pokémon out with a flash.

“Hi?” Squirtle said, a little uncertainly. “Um – Tracey said that someone wanted to train me. Is that you?”

There was a pause.

“Why isn’t Damos translating?” Squirtle asked.

Oh, wait, sorry, Damos apologized. I sometimes forget who can understand which Pokémon.

“It can get confusing,” Ash volunteered.

“So what did she say?” May asked.

“Oh, she was asking if it was you that wanted to train her,” Ash supplied.

“Thank you… and yes, that’s right,” May agreed, crouching down. “I’m not sure how much you’ve gathered about why Ash can speak to Pokémon, though.”

“It’s Aura, that is the extent of my knowledge,” Squirtle told her.

“The short version is that time travel is involved,” Tracey said, after glancing at the screen. “The long version is… long, and might take longer than we have before Keldeo and the others have to go home.”

“That makes sense, I guess,” Squirtle agreed, thinking. “So… time travel – does that mean I used to be your Pokémon?”

She shuffled her feet. “I’m not sure I feel comfortable with that idea – I mean, you knew me, but I’ve never met you until now.”

“Actually, you’re lucky there,” Ash said. “May and I were just talking about how we don’t really understand how it works, but I can sort of… remind you of the future, and I know that sounds stupid.”

“So you mean… how I will develop? My future self?” Squirtle asked, then shook her head. “No, that’s not the right word, is it? It’s not possible for this conversation to have happened last time.”

You’re getting the gist of it better than most do, Damos stated. Including Ash.

Pikachu snorted. “That sounds about right.”

Ash decided to ignore that byplay. “Yes, it’s how it would have gone without time travel. Well…” he frowned. “Without that time travel, that is. There’s other time travel too.”

Squirtle nodded. “Okay. How do we do this?”

Ash offered his hand, which flashed blue with Aura for a moment – then subsided, leaving wisps of blue light hissing quietly off it. “I use Aura – it’s pretty quick.”

Squirtle reached out and took his hand – then there was a flash of white light, and she evolved. Growing taller, a pair of fins forming, and her tail developing a second curl to it.

“…okay, that feels odd,” she said, reaching up to her head. “I remember meeting you twice, May?”

“I can understand you now!” May gasped. “How does that work? Ash?”

Ash shrugged. “Sorry.”

Actually, it seems like it is partly a function of familiarity. If I am correct, Ash, you were able to speak to Pokémon you knew before Pokémon you could not?

“That’s right,” Ash said, thinking. “Yeah, I guess that could be it – Aura’s affected by emotions, and here it’s been changed by the amount of time May and Wartortle spent together. I’m pretty sure the result of that is better resonance, so the meaning comes across more accurately – it’s a lot like how people get to know what their Pokémon’s saying, sort of, only a lot faster.”

“…this is Ash, right?” Wartortle checked. “I didn’t know he’d heard of resonance.”

“This time travel has given us all surprises,” Pikachu told her.

“There’s something more important to discuss,” Lucario pointed out. “Every Squirtle, Wartortle and Blastoise we know has a thing. What’s yours?”

Wartortle looked away. “I don’t have a thing. That’s just a stereotype – we’re not all otaku.”

“I’m sure,” Lucario said, not sounding sure.

“I seem to recall Wartortle had a thing,” Pikachu said. “Don’t you?”

“No,” Wartortle replied. “You must be mistaken.”

“Oh, I should introduce you to my Pokémon,” May suggested, reaching for her belt.

“I’ve already met them… I think?” Wartortle frowned. “I’m pretty sure I remember meeting them.”

“Yeah, you met most of them,” May confirmed, counting back through her team. “But – I’m pretty sure you haven’t met Altaria or Grumpig, and Ethan’s kind of new as well.”

“…well, I’m learning a lot of new things today,” Wartortle said. “What next?”

Glaceon emerged from her Pokéball, and tapped Wartortle on the nose. “Nice to see you, Wartortle.”

May giggled at the sandbagged expression on Wartortle’s face. “Yeah, that one’s even more complicated than normal…”

“I’m fairly sure you shouldn’t be on the team yet,” Wartortle said hesitantly. “That’s right, isn’t it?”

Glaceon licked her own paw, then waved her tail. “You’re right, don’t worry. Basically, Drew’s Leafeon is my mother.”

“Drew doesn’t have a Leafeon and your mother’s a Flareon,” Wartortle countered.

“Time travel,” May said, then sat down. “Don’t worry, Wartortle – I know, it can be a bit overwhelming sometimes. But you’ll soon be up to speed.”

“Nice to meet you!” Altaria said.

Wartortle didn’t jump at the voice from behind her. “It’s nice to meet you, too,” she said, turning. “What’s that – wait, is that a-”

She stopped, frowning. “Wait, I remember Mega Stones, but from only one version of my time here at the lab…”

“Yeah, it’s an Altarianite!” Altaria said, flaring his wings. “It’s pretty neat, I think – we only got it working right at the Hoenn Grand Festival.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Wartortle admitted, poking Altaria’s fuzzy wings. “Okay, so you’re Altaria. May, did you mention a Grumpig as well?”

“Yeah, I’ll send him out,” May replied. “Just a sec…”


“I just thought,” Keldeo said suddenly. “How many Pokémon had Ash caught by the time we met in Unova? And… if he keeps catching more Pokémon like he did in Kanto, Johto and Hoenn, then how many Pokémon is he going to have by then?”

“It’s not a problem, is it?” Lapras asked.

He glanced over at Mewtwo. “Thanks for the water bubble, by the way.”

My pleasure.

“No, it’s not a problem, of course it’s not!” Keldeo said, shaking his head. “I just think the reunions might get so large they’ll need hall rental. Should I start researching good venues in Unova?”

Actually, that has some potential, Mewtwo said, stroking his chin. AshCon, the convention for Pokémon and humans who Ash Ketchum has befriended.

He paused. We may need to rent Crown City.


“You okay, Max?” Brock asked.

“Yeah, why?” Max replied, looking up at the older trainer. “Do I look upset?”

“Not really,” Brock said, sitting down. “Just uncertain.”

Max frowned, then nodded. “Yeah, I guess I am… but it’s not a bad feeling, just one where I’m not sure what to think.”

His hand drifted down to his belt for a moment, then came up again. “Basically, I’m wondering about the Pokémon I might be getting… I’ve not even still decided for sure if I do want to get one.”

Cinder licked him on the back of the neck.

“Gah!” Max yelped, nearly falling over. “Warn me before you do that, Cinder!”

“Why?” Cinder asked, sniggering. “That was much funnier than if I’d warned you.”

She rolled her neck. “Besides, the point I wanted to get across was that you’re probably more worried about this than you need to be.”

As Cinder padded around to Max’s front, her trainer reached up to scratch her neck. “I guess you’re right… I’m just not sure what to think.”

“About what?” Cinder asked. “Are you worried you might not be a good trainer, are you not sure which Pokémon you’d prefer, or what?”

“…I’m not sure I can put it into words easily,” Max said.

“Let me try,” Brock suggested. “You don’t know if picking a starter Pokémon like this might make it as if your previous Pokémon didn’t count, somehow.”

Max frowned, not immediately objecting to that description. “Well, I guess… maybe?”

“Silly,” Cinder said, stepping on his foot – gently. “How many times has Ash picked up a starter in a lab?”

“Only once this time,” Brock said.

“Quiet, you’re not helping,” Cinder scolded. “I’ve looked at the list of Pokémon he would get, he had one from the lab in both Sinnoh and Unova.”

“I’m pretty sure Turtwig was wild,” Brock said. “But Cinder’s right – getting a Pokémon from a lab doesn’t make your earlier Pokémon somehownot official.”

“I guess,” Max nodded. “Okay, you’ve made your point.”

“I do that,” Cinder said. “Besides, when you’re anxious you smell worse.”

“…that’s a thing?” Max said, blushing. “You can smell how I feel?”

“I can smell how everyone feels,” the Mightyena replied. “Also, what everyone had for breakfast, though I don’t always recognize what I smell.”

“That might explain why Ninetales was a bit stand-offish yesterday,” Brock mused. “I knew those banana-cocoa pancakes were a bad idea.”

Cinder made a face.


“Any idea when Misty’s going to get here?” Ash asked. “And – should I sort Azurill out before then?”

Tracey shrugged. “Don’t know, I’m afraid. She doesn’t have a long distance travel Pokémon, but she said something about borrowing one – I think she was running late, too.”

“Right,” Ash mused. “Okay, so we don’t know when she’s going to turn up… Marill, what’s your opinion?”

“Well… I think it couldn’t hurt to remind Azurill now,” Marill decided. “He’s quite a mild Pokémon, so he should cope well.”

“Sounds good enough for me,” Ash said.

There was a clatter behind them, and the three of them looked to see what was going on – which turned out to be the decidedly odd image of Ivysaur and Venusaur working together to hoist a Tauros into the air.

“Stampedes are fine, but look where you’re going!” Ivysaur admonished.

“Primeape was steering,” Tauros excused himself.

“I thought you were,” Primeape protested, swinging down from Tauros’ back.

“I can see we’re going to need to have the talk about assumptions again,” Ivysaur sighed.

“I’m sure that’ll sort itself out,” Tracey shrugged. “Okay, Ash, I guess you’ve got the go-ahead.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, and opened the top of the incubator. He reached in, lifting the egg out, and put it carefully on the table.

“I’m half surprised it hasn’t happened already,” Marill said. “Is something wrong?”

“I’ve been able to turn it on or off for a while,” Ash told her. “I’m just not doing it for now – okay, here we go.”

His palms flickered, and a moment later the egg glowed white.

After a few seconds, Azurill was left standing there – just where his egg had been. He looked around, confused, then beamed. “Oh, hi mom!”

“Welcome back, Azurill,” Marill smiled. “Now, this is quite a long story.”

“I was up there for the past week, Mom,” Azurill said, waving at the empty incubator. “It was kind of confusing, but now I can see it’s just like all those stories Misty told me.”

“That was relatively painless,” Tracey observed, taking a few steps to reach one of the bookshelves. He drew out a sketchbook, flipped past several pages of drawings, and took a pencil from his pocket.

“Oh, another sketch?” Marill asked. “That would be nice. What’s this one going to be?”

“You two, of course,” Tracey answered. “Don’t worry about posing, I want to draw something from life.”

“Can you do two?” Azurill asked. “It’d be nice to have something to remind me of Mom when I’m back in-” he paused. “Wait, it’s not Cerulean, is it? So it won’t be anywhere I’ve been before.”

A Dragonite has just landed outside, Damos informed them. I think we know where Misty borrowed her Pokémon from.

“I’ll get the door,” May volunteered.

She opened it, just as Misty was about to knock. “Hi, Misty – Damos let us know you’d arrived.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Misty said, lowering her hand. “Yeah, I had to borrow a Dragonite from Lance – I was planning to ask Will for a teleport, but he’s on a trip to Sinnoh.”

Dragonite waved.

“I’ll go and get him sorted out,” Professor Oak said, passing May and Misty. “You enjoy the reunion.”

“Thanks, Professor!” Tracey called. “I’m pretty sure that would have been my job otherwise.”

“Misty!” Azurill announced, waving. “Hi! Oh, can you understand me?”

“I can, actually,” Misty said, reaching out her hand for him to run up. “Long time, no see…”

“For you, yeah, I guess,” Azurill said. “For me it wasn’t very long. But I heard you’re an Elite Four member now?”

That’s correct, Golduck agreed. Hello.

Azurill waved. “New Pokémon?”

No, just evolved, Golduck said. The new Pokémon are Chinchou, Kabutops and Milotic – Misty brought Kabutops, but the others are back home.

“Right,” Azurill said. “Okay, I’ll look forward to it!”


“Well, that’s Dragonite sorted out,” Professor Oak said, coming back in and brushing his hands off. “Fortunately Gary doesn’t need mine any more, so they’re having a conversation about some Dragon type thing or other.”

He looked around, and spotted Max. “Aha – Max, I heard you were interested in getting a starter Pokémon here?”

“Kind of, yeah,” Max agreed.

“Well, then,” the Professor nodded, stepping behind a desk to get three Pokéballs. “You know the normal choice – you can pick between Squirtle, Bulbasaur, or Charmander.”

“Or Chikorita,” Meganium said.

“What’s that?” Oak asked, then looked at Damos’ screen. “Or Chikorita, yes-”

He stopped. “Pardon?”

“Or Chikorita,” Meganium repeated.

“What do you mean, Chikorita?” Max asked. “I didn’t know Professor Oak had Chikorita as a starter.”

“He doesn’t,” Sceptile said, walking over. “This isn’t an offer from Professor Oak, it’s one from us.”

There was silence for a few seconds.

“What!?” Pikachu asked.

“What do you mean, what?” Ivysaur asked. “It’s been pretty obvious they’d decided for the past month and a half.”

“What’s been obvious – wait, seriously?” Pikachu blinked. “Okay, let’s try this again, this time remembering that I’m hardly ever here!”


“Anything interesting going on?” Arbok asked.

Marowak shrugged. “Not really. I think everything’s in flux a bit after that whole near-disaster, so the Boss is waiting to see where we might be useful.”

Arbok nodded, hood flaring, and scratched the inside of it with his tail. “Perhaps I should catch up on my reading…”


“Okay, so, it wasn’t really a kind of ‘sudden realization’,” Sceptile said, tail waving back and forth a little. “It was more that we sort of… worked out that we didn’t just enjoy one another’s company in a platonic way, and that made us ask ourselves what it was – and, once we were thinking like that, it seemed…”

“…obvious,” Meganium finished.

She tossed her head. “Of course, thinking back over all the times people had said it was obvious we were an item, when we weren’t at the time – that helped, actually. It made us confident that… well, that we did have feelings for one another.”

“Didn’t you meet that Meganium last time, Sceptile?” Ash asked, thinking hard. “Was it kind of like that?”

“Not really, no,” Sceptile said, shaking his head. “With her, I had a crush – I looked at her and decided I was in love, but I… well, maybe I was, but it didn’t really last. It was all about how she looked, and how I felt at the time.”

“That’s quite a mature attitude,” Brock said.

“Brock, it’s more mature than you used to be,” May pointed out – keeping up using Damos’ translation.

“It’s hard to describe,” Meganium summarized. “But I imagine everyone else thought it was something they didn’t need to let you know.”

“Why would everyone think that?” Pikachu asked.

“I thought it would be something that you would just think was likely,” said Houndoom.

“I forgot you’re hardly ever here,” Ivysaur volunteered.

“I’m with Ash all the time too,” Lucario pointed out.

“I didn’t notice!” Raikou said proudly.

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” Pikachu muttered. “Okay, so – fine, I guess I could have missed it.”

He threw up his paws. “Just – someone tell me next time? Or am I going to find out next week that Absol’s going on dates with Keldeo?”

“That would be quite hard,” Lucario pointed out. “What with their being in different continents.”

“Like that would stop two determined Pokémon,” Pikachu said, then let it go. “Okay, sorry about that – it just shocked me, that’s all.”

“No, it’s fine,” Max replied. “It’s given me time to think about it, I mean – wow.”

He spread his hands. “It’s kind of a big responsibility… but I feel like it’d be wrong to say no.”

“Don’t think like that,” Meganium said. “If you make a decision like this because you feel you should, or you must, or it would be impolite to refuse… then you’re not making the decision for the right reason. This isn’t a request, or an order… it’s an offer.”

“Honestly, we’re sort of guessing on this one,” Sceptile supplied. “If our egg had hatched back at home… well, to be honest I’m not sure how they’d handle a Chikorita, but if they were a Treecko then they’d be raised by my family. And… well, to me it seems as though either here on the ranch or with you, Max – and May, and Ash for the next several months – is a family.”

“That’s a nice way of putting it,” May said, one hand running along Altaria’s neck – scratching, so he let out a musical purr. “Is that why you say it’s just an option for Max, not for any other trainer?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Max sat down, thinking.

“I’m… really not sure,” he admitted. “I mean, it’s kind of something I’d like to discuss with the Pokémon first – and I know that’s hard because your egg is, uh, an egg…”

Sceptile and Meganium exchanged a glance.

“That would make this hard, yes,” Sceptile admitted.

“Professor?” Ash asked. “Does Max have to pick a starter now – can he wait? Or, uh, is it possible to pick one now and then decide on another one later?”

“I think I know what you’re suggesting,” Oak nodded. “And – really, it’ll be up to the parents if their offer is still open in a few months.”

“That’s actually quite a sensible choice,” Tracey mused.

“Yeah, I think I like that idea,” Max agreed. “Sorry if that’s offended you, I guess…”

“Of course we’re not offended,” Meganium assured him.

“I am,” Sceptile said, then raised his hands. “Okay, I was joking…”


“You’ve got to admit,” Bulbasaur said, looking aside at Squirtle. “This is a pretty unusual situation by any standard.”

“Yeah, it is,” Squirtle agreed. “It’s kind of like that bit where the heroes have their last few hours together, before they have to split up and go their separate ways.”

“What series is that?” Bulbasaur asked her. “I think your description was too generic.”

“Generic?” Squirtle repeated, shocked.

“Guys?” Charmander requested. “Not the time.”

Squirtle subsided. “Fine… I guess you’re right. It isn’t really the time to get into arguments.”

Bulbasaur poked her with a vine. “Hey, don’t be too gloomy either. This is going to be a pretty cool experience for one of us, right?”

“Yeah, it is,” Charmander agreed, waving her tail and leaving a little trail of fire. “It’s kind of a pity we can’t all go – but, then, that wouldn’t let us grow up, would it?”

She looked out the window. “And when we meet again, later in life, we’ll all have some great stories to tell.”

The Grass-type chuckled, bringing his vines back. “You’re right there, Charmander. One way or another, this isn’t going to be boring.”

There was a click as the door opened.

“Ah, hello,” the Professor said, smiling at them. “Sorry to keep you three waiting.”

“Hi!” Squirtle waved. “I guess it’s time?”

The Professor checked his pad for a moment, then nodded. “Yes, that’s right – it’s time. If it’s okay, he’d like to interview you all before deciding.”

Squirtle, Bulbasaur and Charmander exchanged glances, then nodded.

“That’s fine,” Charmander said, electing herself spokesmon for her fellows.


“The way I tend to meet Pokémon is… not really the normal way, I think,” Max said, looking from one Pokémon to another. “I caught Arc and Delta by battling them – kind of, for Arc – but for the rest it’s been more like having a conversation. So… that seemed like a good idea.”

“Actually, that’s something I hadn’t thought of,” Bulbasaur mused. “If we went with most trainers, they wouldn’t actually be able to understand us.”

“I’ve heard that Dr. Akihabara is working on better Porygon translation services,” Charmander volunteered. “Damos mentioned it a week or so ago.”

“Does that mean you can understand us?” Bulbasaur asked, then shook his head. “No, come to think of it – you’re using that Porygon, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, this is Kris,” Max nodded. “She’s actually the first Pokémon I had, though it’s kind of… complicated…”

“It seems pretty simple to me,” Squirtle shrugged, waving her tail. “Clearly you’re the main character, and that’s your helpful companion who does the exposition. They sometimes count and sometimes don’t, and they usually don’t count towards the party limit.”

“What Pokémon do you have?” Bulbasaur requested. “I know you’re having trouble working out what to ask, so perhaps we should ask some questions and that way we can all get to know one another.”

“That does sound like a good idea,” Max agreed. “Okay, so – Kris is my Porygon, Arc is a Manectric. I’ve got Guy, he’s a Breloom, and Cinder who’s a Mightyena.”

“This is actually a pretty cool sounding team,” Bulbasaur opined.

Thanks, Kris replied. I hope I am one of the ones designated cool.

“Delta’s a Mantine, so he’s pretty big,” Max went on. “And the next team member I got was Jirachi – he doesn’t have a nickname.”

“Jirachi?” Squirtle repeated. “Oh, that’s pretty cool – so he’s the immensely powerful but naive one you’re showing the world?”

Actually, that sounds pretty accurate, Jirachi agreed. I keep finding new flavours of sandwich I did not know existed!

Charmander laughed.

“That’s six,” Bulbasaur said. “So – does that mean that’s your full team?”

“I’ve also got a Shuppet called Casper and a Ralts called Roland,” Max finished the list. “So I’ve got a couple more than the normal six, but not much more.”

“Okay, that’s interesting,” Charmander mused. “Where do your Pokémon stay when they’re not with you?”

“So far a lot of them have been taking time off to visit friends or relatives,” Max supplied. “Well, Roland, Casper and Cinder do.”

“That’s something you can do?” the Fire-type asked. “That’s actually very helpful.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, smiling. “Yeah, it’s made it a lot easier for me to feel okay with Pokémon who have family joining my team – and, I guess, one of you three, since you’re friends.”

“Yes, we are,” Bulbasaur said, exchanging a glance with his two fellows.

“What kind of trainer are you?” Squirtle asked. “Are you the kind who does a slice of life thing, just travelling through the world and running into fun things, or are you the kind with an adventurous life?”

“Squirtle, he travels with Ash Ketchum,” Charmander pointed out. “You know, the guy whose Pokémon keep causing havoc on the ranch?”

“Oh, yeah, good point…”

“Well, I’m not really sure what a good word for me would be,” Max said, thinking about it hard. “I mean, I tend not to challenge Pokémon to capture them – Delta’s the main exception – but I certainly do the gym challenge. And… well, I really value my Pokémon as friends, too.”

“That’s a good attitude, I think,” Bulbasaur nodded approvingly. “Don’t you guys think so?”

“Of course,” Squirtle said. “It’s well known that friends fight better – that’s the whole point of the power of the heart.”

Charmander tapped her clawed foot on the ground, thinking.

“So, I think we should sum up,” she said. “Firstly – do any of us think anything so far is a deal breaker?”

Squirtle and Bulbasaur shook their heads.

“Right,” she went on. “Now – Max, if you had to name something which you think would be the biggest problem for us, if we became your Pokémon, what would it be?”

Max frowned, thinking. “I guess…”

He stopped, giving it some more contemplation, then went on. “I think one of them is that we do kind of get into a lot of odd situations. Like… the space thing, and the Groudon and Kyogre thing, and the Deoxys thing…”

“That… might be a deal breaker for me, I’m afraid,” Bulbasaur said. “No offence, but… it sounds a bit more dangerous than I’m really comfortable with.”

“I don’t think I agree,” Charmander replied, thinking. “I mean, it’s all about experiences, isn’t it?”

“I guess,” Bulbasaur nodded. “But I think I’d rather have experiences which involve being in the firing line of fewer Legendary Pokémon.”

Squirtle looked contemplative. “You know, those Legendary Beasts the Professor studies aren’t as violent as some Legendary Pokémon are supposed to be. I guess they’re the good versions?”

I think I’m a good version, Jirachi mused. But I’m not sure what a nasty Jirachi would do. Grant wishes in the wrong way?

“…actually, that sounds pretty scary,” Max said, with a wince.

Squirtle and Charmander exchanged a look.

“Janken?” Charmander asked.

“No need,” Squirtle replied. “I’m sure I’ll find a great trainer – but you’ve always been the adventurous one. This is your call to adventure!”

Max chuckled. “I guess that sounds like you’ve come to a decision without me!”

“Is that alright?” Charmander asked. “I don’t want to impose, I mean…”

“No, it sounds fine,” Max assured her. “Though this does mean I need to think of a good nickname for you, unless you’d rather not have one.”

“Call her Superflame!” Squirtle suggested.

“That sounds silly, and you’re silly,” Charmander retorted, sticking her tongue out.


“You know, it occurs to me…” Lucario mused. “If we actually stay on schedule this time, we might be able to visit the Rota tourney. Which would be quite a good thing, hint hint Ash.”

“Okay, I get it,” Ash said, shaking his head. “You’d think I forgot it three years in a row.”

“I’m just making sure you don’t forget it three years in a row.”

“Actually, that’s going to be interesting,” Brock added. “I don’t think May or Max have met Aaron’s Lucario this time – he’s actually quite pleasant when he’s not trying to punch Ash.”

“That reminds me,” Ash said. “Lucario – please don’t punch me at Rota, I’ve been punched there by two Lucario and I don’t want to make it three.”

“But we’re still going to spar, right?” Lucario asked innocently.


Ash knocked on the door. “Hi, Mom!”

Mimey opened the door. “Ash, welcome back! I’m afraid Delia went out on an errand, so she might be a while.”

“…that sucks,” Ash sighed. “Okay, I guess we both kind of got our timing wrong.”

“Come in anyway,” Mimey invited. “I’m not sure how long she’ll be, but – well, it is your house.”

He turned to the others. “Not you. You will make my nicely mopped floor dirty.”

“That seems unfair,” Brock said.

“Fine, then. But take your shoes off.”


“It feels kind of odd to be here, actually,” Ash said, as Mimey passed around some drinks. “I know it’s home, but I’m usually here for only a week at most before I go off to a new region – I think the only real exception was when I was training here before the Indigo Conference, but the other Leagues are too far away to do that.”

“I know the feeling, Ash,” Brock nodded, then turned to the Maples for a moment. “And – well, you two had nearly a year at home before joining us in Hoenn, this time, but for Ash it’s been…”

He counted under his breath. “…nine years? Close to that?”

“It’s Ash,” Pikachu volunteered, looking up from his cocoa. “I’m pretty sure he can’t just stay in one place, or if he decided to try then… well, he’d have to live up a mountain or something.”

“Why would I have to live up a mountain?” Ash asked. “Aaron didn’t live up a mountain.”

“And I’m pretty sure you get into more trouble than Aaron did,” Pikachu retorted. “Imagine what insurance would be like living near you for all those poor other people!”

Brock chuckled.

There was a click from the door.

“Mom?” Ash asked, getting up.

“Ash!” Delia replied, giving him a hug. “Oh, it’s wonderful to see you!”

She took a step back. “But what did I tell you about getting into trouble?”

“Trouble comes to me, Mom,” Ash said. “Pikachu was just saying that, actually.”

“I know,” Delia admitted, with a sigh. “And – well, I am proud of you.”

She looked up at the sky for a moment. “When you were up there… Samuel told me about it. And you were saving everyone in the world. That’s scary for me to think about, as a parent, but at the same time… it’s just hard to describe.”

Ash hugged her again. “I don’t try to make you scared, Mom. I’m trying to keep the world safe for you – and for all my friends, too.”

“I know,” his mother said. “Really I do. But… sometimes it can be hard to accept that.”

She broke free of the embrace. “Oh, dear… this must look terribly embarrassing to our guests…”

“No, I think we understand pretty well,” May assured her.

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “May and I had a lot of talks with Mom and Dad back in Hoenn about what we were going to do – obviously some of it’s been kind of unexpected, though.”

“But Dad said that, basically, he’d rather know we were doing what we loved,” May took the thread back up. “And it does feel good to help people out – and kind of cool, too.”

Lucario nodded, stoic and calm. “It is sort of the Lucario culture.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Delia said, nodding to herself, and reached into a pocket to get out a small box. “I was just getting this for you, Ash.”

“You were?” Ash asked, taking the box – the by now familiar jewellery box that custom badges came in. “But… I didn’t win the Ever Grande conference, they cancelled it.”

“I know,” Delia agreed. “But I’d already ordered the badge… and, well, take a look.”

Ash did so, opening the front, and blinked. “How does this mean…”

May peeked over his shoulder. “Ash – why do you have a comet badge?”

“Comet!” Brock said. “Ash, that’s not a League badge – I think that’s a saving-the-world badge!”

Ash looked from the badge to his mother, then back again. “Mom, that’s… thanks, that really helps me feel okay about what I do, actually.”

His mother nodded, eyes a little damp. “I thought it would help you remember that I worry about your safety – but I don’t think you should stop what you’re doing. It’s too much a part of you for that.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Ash told her, blinking back a few tears himself. “I – yeah, thanks.”


“So…” Charmander said, looking at Pikachu for guidance. “Is this normal?”

“Not normal, per se,” Pikachu replied, waving his paw. “But I’m not surprised. Really, this group is quite good for getting rid of a startle reflex.”


I’m not sure if this was in my plot notes.

“Well,” Aaron replied, paws glowing blue as he got ready for another sprint, “If you didn’t want us to give our pursuers the slip by going over a lava flow, you shouldn’t have included lava flows. Okay, Palkia – now!”

Palkia fired a spray of water, which washed over the surface of the red-hot lava and produced a massive cloud of steam. Sir Aaron waited until the hissing had stopped, leaving a moderately solid path over the molten rock, then ran hard for the other side before the pressure of the flow made it break up again.

Skidding to a halt, he turned to face the two team members still on the side nearest town. “Dialga, you’re going to have to come across some time.”

“Yes, I am,” Dialga agreed. “And I will select that time, because time’s sort of my job!”

“You’re still Dragon type as well as Steel,” Giratina said. “It’s not that bad. Just slow time and run over while Palkia’s rock bridge is still there.”

“At least we’ve got time to argue,” Palkia added. “I think we might have shaken our pursuers.”

You haven’t shaken them,, they know where you are, Arceus stated. It’s just that they’re not going to follow you into an active volcano!

“Then they’re not a very good angry mob,” Giratina opined.

Fine, fine, I’ll write in someone for you to meet who’s actually willing to live near an active volcano…


AN:

So, plenty of reminding and conversations about it. There’s Wartortle and Azurill, and also the occasional visit by people we’ve met before.

Oh, also, I guess there’s a thing with Meganium or something?

A nickname hasn’t been picked yet for Max’s new Pokémon. Hopefully I made all the choices interesting.

Also, here’s an omake. It did not necessarily happen or not.


Ho-Oh looked down at the ruined plate of sushi, and sighed deeply.

“Not again,” he said to himself, shaking his beak. “I always forget how light these are.”

A rustle caught his attention, and he looked - seeing three dozen neatly arranged avocado sushi rolls in a pile on a plate.

“Excellent,” he said, half-unfurling his wings as he got up, and walked over to take a bite.

Then something fell down around him - a large rope net, with weights all around the base.

“Got him!” Molly’s voice came. “Espeon, can you write that down?”

“Of course!” Espeon confirmed. “Ho-Oh… love… sushi.”

“In retrospect, I deserve this,” Ho-Oh said to himself.






194. Mystery of Mew 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“Okay, let’s see…” Charmander said, sitting down and frowning at the sheet of paper. “So these are all the ideas?”

“That’s right,” Max agreed. “Well, all the ideas for now.”

“Max, look out,” May warned. “There’s a big branch in the road.”

“Thanks!” Max called forward, then turned back to Charmander. “And yeah, I know there aren’t many choices, but it’s just a first go – sometimes it’s obvious what name is a good one for a Pokémon, but otherwise it can take ages.”

“It took me months!” Arc said, head going to one side so he could look back at Charmander. “Are you okay up there?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” Charmander assured him. “Okay, I guess I’ll have to think about this… I mean, Corona sounds cool, but some of these others are…”

She shrugged. “I think it’ll take a while to decide. What’s Etna, by the way?”

“It’s a name for a volcano thousands of miles away,” Max told her. “I guess I think – a good nickname should be meaningful, but it should also sound like a name.”

“That’s sensible,” Charmander nodded. “And it is an important decision, too, isn’t it?”

“Pretty important,” Max agreed. “Training’s something that can be important too, but what really matters is to… well, enjoy it, really.”

“Wise words,” Lucario agreed. “It looks like we’re approaching Rota, by the way.”

He frowned, then moved to one side and jogged ahead. It took him only a few seconds to pass the others, and he kept going until he reached the apex of the gentle slope they were on.

“Lucario?” Ash asked. “What is it?”

“It looks like there is a welcoming committee,” Lucario called back. “There is someone I think is Queen Ilene, and Lucario, and a few others.”

“You mean the Lucario from Rota?” May checked. “The one who we met last time?”

“Aaron’s friend,” Ash said, trying out another way of describing the Fighting-type. “Well, last time we were here Lucario was still a Riolu… but I could see this getting a bit confusing.”

“How do Pokémon describe different Pokémon with the same species?” Brock asked. “I mean, your whole language already is the same few syllables over and over…”

“It’s complicated and hard to understand,” Pikachu told him, ear twitching. “It’s a magical power called context.”

Brock’s reply was drowned out by a sudden blast of trumpets.

“What the heck?” Ash said, blinking. “What’s that?”

“I think these are heralds,” Blaziken guessed.

“They’re being pretty loud,” May observed. “I wonder what the occasion is.”

“What’s going on?” Charmander asked. “Is this one of those things that happened last time? And if it is, why are you so confused?”

“That’s the thing, it’s not something which happened last time,” Max explained. “Or – it’s not quite the same, at least. We didn’t get met on the way into Rota last time, and certainly not by the Queen.”

He frowned. “But then, I guess we did save the world pretty publicly this time. So… I don’t know. Maybe it’s because of that.”

“Hear ye!” came an extremely loud voice, making the friends jump. “By the order of Her Majesty, Queen Ilene of Rota, and on her behalf, Rota offers welcome to Sir Ketchum, Sir Slate, Dame Maple and Sir Maple!”

There was a ringing silence, as the herald rolled his scroll back up.

“Sir Maple?” Charmander repeated. “But – wait, is that you?”

She scratched her head. “I didn’t know you were a knight.”

“I forget half the time that we are as well,” Ash said, overhearing. “It was in Hoenn, at the Togepi Kingdom.”

He shook his head. “Anyway, uh… Lucario, help?”

“The correct protocol is, I believe, to accept the offer of welcome,” Lucario supplied.

“Right,” Ash said. “Thanks. Um – we accept your offer of welcome?”

“Offered freely, accepted with gratitude,” Queen Ilene stated. “And welcome back to Our kingdom, Ash Ketchum and Brock Slate. We have not met your other companions before, but We have heard much about their quality from Our allies in Hoenn.”

“Rota and the other small kingdoms stay in touch,” Sir Aaron’s Lucario told them.

“That does explain a lot,” Sir Ketchum’s Lucario nodded.

“Does this mean I’m going to be called Sir all the time in Rota?” Ash asked. “I’m not really used to the title…”

“We would treat it as a favour if you were to do your best to be comfortable with it,” Ilene said. “But We appreciate your concerns.”

She sighed. “Can We perhaps talk later? Royal protocol demands that We speak in this manner when making official appearances of this nature.”

“I guess that would be fine,” Ash agreed. “Any objections, guys?”

Max and May shook their heads.

Brock coughed. “Uh… sorry about what happened last time, your Majesty.”

“It is of no import,” Ilene told him. “Any problem has long since passed.”

“That’s good to know,” Brock said with a sigh. “I’ve been worried about that for a while…”

“What happened last time?” May asked.

“I’ll… tell you later,” Brock answered.

“We should continue to Rota,” Aaron’s Lucario said. “It is not long before the tournament, and I believe Queen Ilene had a request to make of you in that light, Ash.”

“She did?” Ash asked. “What was it?”

Queen Ilene looked slightly irritated, but went on. “We wished to ask, Sir Ketchum, that you would take part in the tourney – but not as a normal contestant; instead, Our intent was that you would participate in a spar against Our friend Lucario.”

“That sounds interesting,” Pikachu said. “Which one of us would be best?”

“I’m not sure,” Lucario replied. “Perhaps you can go first and I’ll finish the job?”

“We believe your Pokémon have not grasped the import of Our suggestion,” Ilene frowned. “Our intent was that Sir Ketchum should take the field himself – as an Aura adept, and one of Sir Aaron’s line, it would be a spectacle not seen at Rota for decades for a full knight of Aura to battle Sir Aaron’s Lucario in the grand tournament hall.”

Ash blinked. “Uh… okay, I guess? I mean, that would be pretty interesting…”

“And so much for the chance of winning any part of the Rota tournament,” Pikachu grumped.

“To be fair, Pikachu, I’m pretty sure you’d win very quickly, so it’s not even a contest,” Brock said.

“That is true…” Pikachu agreed, with an ear flick. “Wait, is Ash going to enter the arena on Pidgeot? I wonder how many people that would trick.”


“That’s much better,” Queen Ilene said, sitting down with a grateful sigh. “It can be tiring, sometimes, to have to speak like that.”

The Rota Lucario put a paw on her shoulder. “At least in private you don’t have to be so formal.”

“You’re right, of course,” the Queen agreed. “Well – it’s been a few years, Ash, but… welcome back to Rota.”

“It’s pretty good to be back,” Ash nodded. “And it’s great to see you so well, Lucario!”

“You see me every morning,” his Lucario said.

“No, I meant-” Ash began, then sighed. “We’re going to be doing that a lot, aren’t we?”

“Probably,” the other Lucario agreed. “I take it you are the Riolu who I saw last time?”

“Correct,” Lucario said. “I evolved about a year after we met.”

“And I see it suits you fine,” Lucario complimented him.

He turned his attention back to Ash. “We here in Rota have heard of what you’ve been doing since your last visit, Ash. You’ve been busy.”

“Yeah,” Ash said, nodding. “Kind of?”

“There’s no kind of about it,” Ilene said. “Quite apart from a justly deserved knighting, you’ve won two Leagues-”

“Three,” Brock corrected.

“Nobody thinks Orange Islands counts,” Pikachu sighed. “And to think I was thrown at a Ditto for that trophy.”

“Three,” Queen Ilene corrected herself. “And another you would have won were it not for the intervention of a potential global catastrophe – a shame, we were enjoying that tournament.”

“Which means we saw you as well, Max,” the Rota Lucario added. “Not bad for a first League run. I assume.”

“You assume?” Max repeated. “Why – oh, right, back in your time they didn’t have a Pokémon League.”

“Yes, for me it was more dealing with armies,” Lucario confirmed. “Though I have come to learn a fair amount about the subject from the marvellous invention known as television.”

He held out a paw flat and waved it back and forth. “And… well, I’ve also seen a fair amount of silly things on there as well.”

“Yeah, TV’s kind of variable,” May said.

There was a knock at the door.

“Enter,” Queen Ilene called, and the door swung open.

“My apologies for disturbing you, your Majesty,” the seneschal said, with a bow. “But there is a Lucario here to see you.”

“What, another one?” the Queen asked, blinking.

“Your Majesty?” the seneschal asked.

“Never mind,” she said, waving her hand. “Show them in.”

“Okay, that makes three Lucario who are going to be in here at once,” May frowned. “Is there a word for that?”

“Lucario,” Lucario stated.

“…all your words are Lucario, that doesn’t help,” May retorted. “I mean a collective noun – you know, like avian Flying-types are a flock, or how lots of Tauros together is called a herd.”

“An Order of Lucario?” Brock suggested.

“I think it’s a bit odd-sounding,” the Rota Lucario said. “I mean, I understand what you mean – an order of knights – but it just doesn’t feel right, somehow.”

“Crusade?” Max offered.

“Hm…”

The two Lucario glanced at one another, then shrugged.

“Doesn’t fit either,” Ash’s Lucario judged. “That’s just my opinion, of course, but…”

“What about other Pokémon’s collective nouns?” Pikachu suggested. “Would that help? I think a group of Noctowl or Hoothoot is called a Parliament.”

Ash blinked. “…why?”

“Beats me,” Pikachu replied. “Absol? Is there a word for lots of you in one place?”

Absol emerged from her Pokéball, landing lithely on the stone floor. “A panic, usually,” she said, tossing her head. “I mean, that’s usually why we gather together in numbers, to work out what’s going on and how to stop it.”

“…should I be worried about your Absol being here?” Queen Ilene asked. “I’m afraid I’m not familiar with how they work.”

“Lucario, if you would?” Absol requested. “My close friend, before you both try to translate. And no, you shouldn’t be worried – the decks are essentially clear as far as chaos and catastrophe go. We sense disaster, not cause it, and this is much better than it normally is around Ash.”

She frowned. “Or, of course, I could have been overexposed by the experience of standing directly underneath a meteorite capable of turning Hoenn into a seventy mile wide crater. One or the other.”

“That’s… good news, right?” Brock checked, once Lucario had finished translating. “Is there anything on the way for us in the next few days?”

“No, you’re pretty much good for a while,” Absol assured him.

“Greetings, Queen and Lucario of Rota,” came a cool Aura-translated voice from the doorway. “And to you as well, scion of our kingdom – and your trainer, and your friends.”

“You’re that messenger, right?” Ash asked, as the female Lucario came in and the seneschal shut the door behind her. “Is there a problem?”

“No, quite the opposite,” the messenger assured him. “I just wanted to talk to Lucario, but now I have a chance to talk to both Lucario and Lucario rather than looking for Lucario later.”

“Okay, now there’s three Lucario,” Max said. “This is getting a little silly.”

“Context,” Pikachu advised him.

“My visit has several reasons behind it,” the messenger went on. “In addition to seeing how the Chosen One is faring – and offering him assistance, if assistance he needs – my remit is also to see whether Aaron’s Companion has finished adjusting to the modern world.”

“I’ve been doing fine, thank you,” the Lucario in question told her. “Though I must thank you for the teach-yourself-typing course, it has been very useful.”

May snorted with laughter, then looked embarrassed. “Sorry! I just – that was a really funny image to me, somehow…”

“It is of no matter,” Lucario told her.

As he spoke, Lucario reached into her drawstring bag. “Here we are…”

She withdrew a small crystal orb, with a fleck colouring the middle.

“That’s a Lucarionite!” Ash said, recognizing it.

“Is that for Ash?” Brock asked.

“I hope it is,” Ash’s Lucario volunteered. “I’ve only used one once before, but it was quite invigorating.”

“Yes, we’re willing to lend it out,” the messenger told him. “It came into our possession some months ago, but our main attempt to use it… was not successful.”

“Why not?” May asked. “Is it that Pokémon can’t Mega Evolve other Pokémon?”

“No, we didn’t even try,” the messenger informed her. “The Kingdom has an arms-master who is human, and who operated the Key Stone. No, the problem was what we used it for.”

Queen Ilene frowned, then cleared her throat. “Ahem… was it Baccer?” she asked.

“It was, indeed, Baccer,” the messenger said. “Specifically, we formed a team, and quickly discovered that our Mega Lucario striker would make the puck explode violently when she kicked it.”

She coughed. “The Royal Blues did not win a lot of games.”


“This feels kind of odd,” Ash said, sitting back on the bed in his room.

“The mattress?” Pikachu asked.

“No, the whole… just being here, really,” Ash clarified. “I mean, I know Sir Aaron was a really distant ancestor, but I’ve spent more time talking to him than I have to my dad… and now that I’m here again, it all seems kind of… well, I said.”

“I think I understand,” Pikachu nodded. “You know so much more about the reality of it now than the first time… and the last time, you were still fresh to being in the past. So was I.”

“That’s it exactly,” Ash agreed. “So this time, the way it’s all really meaningful is… right there. And I’m thinking about it, and…”

His hand punched the bed. “Well, I’m kind of imagining what it would be like to grow up here. If I’d been born in Rota, if our family had never left… and I know that this place is nowhere near as old fashioned as it looks, this is basically something they do because it looks cool, but I can’t help but imagine it.”

“Actually, that would be pretty cool,” Pikachu said, nodding along. “I can imagine doing training up in the hills, or jumping across the battlements – but there’s an important question that raises.”

“I agree,” Lucario said. “Would you wear armour?”

“Why would I wear armour?” Ash asked. “I mean, I’m pretty sure Aura’s better than armour, and it doesn’t slow you down so much.”

“But Aura users can move fast anyway,” Pikachu pointed out. “Even if they’re carrying a heavy weight. So you could have armour that’s tough enough to help and still move around fine in it.”

“Besides, it would look in-theme,” Lucario said. “Don’t you think so, Glalie?”

“Yeah, it would be pretty in-theme,” Glalie agreed. “It’d be something he could wear all knight.”

“Ow!” Ash laughed. “That’s just bad.”

“Yeah, I think we should get all the knight puns out of the way to- this evening,” Pikachu said.

“By the way,” Lucario mused. “If Ash wore armour, would that mean you would too, Pikachu?”

“I value my speed too much,” Pikachu shrugged, waving his tail. “Besides, I can use this for steel if I need it.”

“You know, a Lucario in steel armour just seems redundant,” Ash said, then blinked. “Wait, how did we get here again?”

“I’m… not sure,” Pikachu admitted.

“How do you feel about this exhibition match tomorrow, Ash?” Lucario asked.

“Well… I don’t feel bad about it,” Ash replied. “It’s the kind of thing I ask you all to do quite often, so it’s something I should feel comfortable doing myself… that’s how I think.”

“That’s a good attitude,” Lucario nodded. “But, between us, if you do get a chance to do something really cool… do it, because you’re literally at Cameron Castle dressed as Sir Aaron.”

“Actually, that reminds me,” Ash said. “I’ve got my staff, or my sword, or I could just go without either of them. Which do you think I should do?”

“I say take both of them in,” Pikachu advised. “That way you have options, and they’re not that heavy, right?”

“Besides, you won’t be carrying Pikachu, so the weight balances out,” Lucario joked.

“I’m not that fat…”


“The tournament’s really a big thing here, isn’t it?” May asked, looking down from the royal box. “Am I right in thinking it’s the event of the year, pretty much?”

“It’s a big part of our culture,” the Queen agreed. “And I’m very glad the royal box isn’t public, or I’d have to speak officially… how are you finding your outfits, by the way?”

“Actually, I quite like this,” May said, raising her hand and looking at the dress she was wearing. “It’s not much more formal than most of what I wear in a Contest.”

“That’s your opinion, and you’re welcome to it,” Blaziken muttered, pulling at the lapels of his suit. “But why do the rest of us have to dress up as well?”

“You wanted to watch,” May pointed out.

“For my part, I quite enjoy the spectacle,” the Lucario messenger volunteered. “It’s a different form of pageantry to in my native land, but there’s certain similarities… perhaps I’ll have to take a few ideas home.”

“Take it from me, the double-breasted suit isn’t a good one,” May’s starter said. “I feel like I’m going to break this if I move too fast.”

“To be fair, you can break most things by moving too fast,” Wartortle pointed out, adjusting her Chinese dress slightly. “I’m still pretty amazed by that demonstration you gave me of Speed Boost – from my perspective, you’ve got much stronger in a very short space of time.”

“Then we’ll help you out in catching up!” Altaria said, then bobbed his head. “This headdress is a bit heavy…”

“It suits you,” Glaceon said.

“I tried to make sure everyone’s outfit suited them somehow,” May told them. “Except for Wartortle, she picked hers before I got a chance to do anything.”

“I like how it looks,” Wartortle defended herself.

“Like, can you explain mine?” Skitty asked, eyes crossed as she looked at her wimple. “It’s, like, really kind of odd-looking, you know?”

“It’s simple,” May said, stroking her. “You’re quite a princess – and that includes being picky. No offence, your Majesty.”

“I like to think I was an atypical princess,” Ilene smiled. “It’s a valid opinion.”

“Still upset about the suit,” Blaziken reported. “Grumpig got away with only a bow tie! And Glaceon’s only wearing ear decorations.”

“My ears are my most striking feature,” Glaceon told him, sticking her tongue out. “Besides, if I wore a suit I might melt.”

Venusaur rolled her eyes. “My teammates are bickering about fashion.”

“Our trainer’s a coordinator,” Beautifly said, fluttering her wings. “Besides, don’t you like your elaborate hat?”

“You’re my elaborate hat.”

“Yeah, I was kind of running out of ideas by that point,” May admitted.

“Is that why Munchlax is wearing about sixty percent of a fruit hat?” Glaceon asked.

“Yeah, I made four of them… hopefully that way he’ll have something to eat for the whole tournament.”

“Is that your brother out there?” the messenger Lucario asked.

“Oh, yeah, that’s Max,” May agreed, leaning forwards to see. “Hope he does well.”


“Good work, Cinder!” Max said, reaching down to stroke the Dark-type as she padded back over. “That was a pretty good finisher.”

“Thanks,” Cinder replied with a rumbling growl-purr. “I thought it went well.”

By the way, you might want to hurry up, Kris advised. It looks like your third round is right after your second.

“That’s… huh – okay,” Max shook his head. “I wasn’t expecting that – but let’s give it a go anyway!”

“I might need a rest, sorry,” Cinder requested.

“That’s fine, Cinder,” Max said. “You’ve already done some great work.”

He looked over at Charmander. “How’s your view, by the way?”

“I’ve got a good view, thank you,” Charmander told him, waving her paw. “And I know it’s a bit soon for me to be taking part.”

Max looked disappointed for a moment, then read Kris’ screen. “Man, I can’t wait for when I start to get Aura translation working with you… anyway. Arc, think you can give it a go?”

“I sure can,” Arc nodded, tail flicking. “Should I take my Mega Stone?”

“Yeah, you don’t have to use it,” Max agreed. “But I think we want it in case our opponent has a Mega Stone.”

He looked up. “Okay, huh… apparently we’re battling a Mariachi?”

Arc shrugged, then jumped out into the arena.

“Go!” said Max’s opponent from under the sombrero. “Steelix!”

Max blinked. “Wait – Brock!?”

Brock raised his hat, smirking as Steelix crashed down onto the arena floor.

“Okay, Arc, let’s stay calm and do this properly!” Max said. “Remember, he’s weak to Fire-type attacks, so try to avoid his tail and attack when you get a good shot!”

“Right!” Arc barked back. “Should we Mega E-whoah!”

He ducked under the sweep of Steelix’ tail, then sprang away from the second blow and fired a burst of electricity on reflex.

“Don’t use electricity!” Max warned, as the lightning crackled around Steelix’ skin without penetrating. “You can’t do what Pikachu can!”

“Wait…” Cinder said, sniffing. “There’s something wrong here.”


“This is actually kind of an interesting battle,” May observed, observing the battle. “Max and Brock have been travelling together with Ash and I for several months, so they’re pretty familiar with the way the other fights.”

She watched as Arc jumped around, never staying in one place long enough for Steelix to hit him with his tail.

“So it could go down to whoever comes up with a new trick, or it could be chance?” Queen Ilene asked. “That is, if neither has any major advantage over the other.”

“Well, I don’t know…” May hedged. “I mean, Brock wins more often than not, but that’s usually because he is usually doing something exotic. Steelix is one of his pretty straightforward Pokémon, so…”

“I don’t think this is a straightforward fight,” Blaziken said suddenly. “There’s something much trickier going on here.”

“What do you mean?” May asked.

Blaziken pointed. “Watch.”


“Flamethrower!” Max ordered.

“Dragonbreath!” Brock replied.

Arc began to summon flames to his mouth, but before he’d got them ready to fire Steelix preempted him. A blast of yellow-tinted purple fire came rushing out, washing over the last-minute tongue of Flamethrower that Arc produced and catching him as he turned to run. There was a bang as the excess energy knocked Arc sideways, and he rolled over several times before coming to his feet with smoke rising from his fur.

“Ow,” he coughed, a puff of black smoke coming out for a moment. “That hurt.”

“Max!” Cinder barked. “Think about this – Dragonbreath doesn’t work like that!”

“You’re right!” Max realized. “And that means that was an actual Fire-type attack! Arc, use Odor Sleuth!”

“Okay, got it!” Arc barked, sniffing deeply. He jumped aside from an attack, then fired a burst of electricity – which hit Steelix’ tail and shattered it completely.

As the tail burst into fragments, Ninetales skidded a few paces backwards, then shook her fur out and flicked the last of the lingering electricity off her tails.

“Thought so,” Cinder said smugly.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Max agreed. “Okay, Arc, new plan – keep hitting her with Electric attacks, and stay away from her Fire-type moves!”


“A trick like that?” Queen Ilene asked. “I must say, that’s a very impressive Ninetales – I knew they could do illusions, but I had not heard of one so adept.”

“Yeah, I think Brock’s Ninetales took it up as a hobby a long time ago, and she got more in-depth with it after meeting Brock’s Stantler in Johto,” May agreed.

She frowned. “Wait a moment… excuse me, Lucario?”

“I assume you mean me?” the messenger checked. “Instead of meaning to speak to Lucario, or even Lucario.”

“Yeah, let’s not do that again, you’re the only one in the box,” May nodded. “Can you check to make sure that actually is Ninetales with your Aura Sight?”

“Of course,” she agreed, and took a steadying breath.

Her eyes flickered blue as she closed them, and then she opened them again.

“Interesting,” she said simply.


“Good work, Arc!” Max said, as the Electric-type kicked off the arena wall to avoid a roiling blast of flame. He landed paws-first, rolling once, and skidded around in a turn to hammer Ninetales with a blast of electrical energy – one which she mostly dodged, but some of the force hit her and knocked her back half a step.

Shaking it off, the Fire-type charged. Arc jinked, but she guessed his movements and hammered into him with a two-forepaws pounce which knocked Max’s starter sprawling.

“Excuse me, trainer?” Charmander asked. “I think I have an insight.”

“Go ahead,” Max said, turning to her for a moment – then back to Arc as he nearly got knocked across the arena.

“Something’s still not right,” Charmander told him. “Those flames… they’re not acting like the Fire attacks my parents used. I’m not sure why.”

“Well, I think Ninetales have psychic powers,” Max said, then paused – thinking about it more deeply. “Hold on a moment… Arc’s managed to dodge successfully every time she uses a fire attack.”

“Well, he is good at dodging,” Cinder said.

“No, I mean every time,” Max stressed. “It’s like she’s letting him avoid her fire-type attacks… maybe they’re not real ones!”

“What would that even mean?” his Dark-type asked. “Why would she not bother using attacks that could work on Arc?”

“Could it be that – that’s not Ninetales at all!” Max said firmly. “Arc, use Shockwave in all directions!”

“It won’t help, you’re already hitting her,” Cinder dismissed – then stared, as the burst of electricity filled the arena, and Stantler fell off the arena wall.

Ninetales vanished like a dream.

“But – that was Ninetales!” Cinder protested. “I smelled her!”


Stantler shook his head, getting to his hooves with a quick motion to avoid being stuck in one place too long.

“I guess that didn’t work,” he said, then saw a Manectric rapidly approaching him in a corona of electricity.

He put up an illusion of his running one way and ducked the other way, but that didn’t quite suffice to get him out of the way in time.


“Most impressive,” Queen Ilene pronounced, as Brock returned Stantler and waved his hand – accepting the defeat. “How could you tell?”

“Well, it was lots of little things,” May replied, counting on her fingers. “Firstly, I noticed that whenever Ninetales actually hit it was with a physical attack – that would make sense if she were fighting another Fire-type, but not with Arc as he’s Electric type.”

She went to a second finger. “Then I thought about that, and I realized the only time that the Steelix illusion had used that fire breath attack was after Arc had already started building up a Flamethrower – Stantler knows Me First, so that got me suspicious.”

A third. “And finally – there was a little scorch mark on the wall, which I happened to catch appearing – it just appeared from nowhere, so there had to be an illusion up, and the only attack which was in-line to actually produce it was the one which supposedly decloaked Ninetales. It wasn’t conclusive, but I asked Lucario to check for me because I felt it was a good enough hint.”

“Impressive indeed,” Queen Ilene nodded. “I take it this is a talent which Coordinators involve themelves in – spotting small inconsistencies?”

“Not so much all Coordinators,” May shrugged. “But I’ve been trying to be observant.”

“With Ash’s Noctowl, Max’s Shuppet, and half Brock’s team, we all need to be…” Grumpig pointed out..


“Brock?” Max called.

“Oh, Max!” Brock called back, turning. “I’m surprised to see you – aren’t you still in the tournament?”

“Yeah, but there’s at least a few minutes until our next match,” Max explained. “But I wanted to ask-”

“What happened?” Cinder interrupted. “How did you do that? I could smell Ninetales!”

Brock chuckled. “Oh, that – yeah, the whole point of that one was to try to trick you into thinking you’d got the secret, but there was another layer of deception.”

He rested his hand on thin air, which turned out to be Ninetales. “We were actually planning this for a few days at least.”

“Since we got close to Pewter,” Ninetales agreed. “It was actually a bit icky, but Stantler seemed fine with it. Basically, I slept on a blanket for a few days, then we washed Stantler with my fur shampoo, and while his scent was still weak from that he wore the blanket for a few hours.”

“Wait, so-” Cinder stopped, and took a step back. “I like it,” she said. “You managed to disguise his scent with yours, so that the idea that ‘oh, it must be Ninetales’ would be what we’d all focus on.”

“That’s just right,” Brock agreed. “And you did manage to get past it – eventually, anyway. I think your next match is too soon, but we should talk more after the tournament.”

Brock is correct – your next slot is in a few minutes.

“I’d better go, yikes!” Max winced. “Okay – thanks for letting me know!”


AN:


Lucario and the Mystery of Mew.

Main plot short circuited a while ago, but hopefully it’s still interesting.






195. Mystery of Mew 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


Ash reached behind his back, checking his staff, and tested the fastening – making sure it was in tightly enough that it wouldn’t be possible for it to just detach mid-battle, but still loose enough that he could pull it out with an easy one-handed lifting motion.

Once done, he spun it – the polished wood giving him enough grip, and his position a little past the balance point so the heavy headpiece had more heft – and went through a simple kata.

“Nervous?” Pikachu asked.

“Kind of, yeah,” Ash agreed, slipping the staff back into place and tightening the fastening again, then checking his gloves. “I think this is going to be the most public actual fight I’ve ever had – doing it myself, I mean.”

“It might be, but I’m not sure,” Pikachu frowned. “You might have done something else – possibly something on camera – but you’re right that you don’t do this in arena type fights normally.”

“Right,” Ash said. “That’s what I mean.”

Breaking off for a moment, he checked the presentation sword – finding it a bit stiff, so he loosened one of the scabbard straps.

“Remember, Ash, victory is not necessary,” Lucario advised. “Lucario will be a tough opponent, and one who has fought in a true war – and one who is at the peak of his strength, rather than having spent many centuries in that staff.”

Ash nodded, sitting down for a moment before getting up and starting to walk. “I know, I know… it’s just that I want to make sure I feel worthy of Sir Aaron’s-”

He stopped, blinking. “Huh.”

“What?” Pikachu asked, alert. “Trouble?”

“No, I just realized I think of all these clothes as mine, now – my staff, my gloves, my cape – not as Sir Aaron’s. I think that happened a long time ago,” he went on, thinking. “But this is the first time I’ve noticed the change.”

“Long past due,” Lucario said. “I’ve read much about the legends and stories around Sir Aaron, Ash – and you’re quite worthy enough as a successor. Your deeds have added to the heroism done by the bearer of that raiment.”

“What’s a raiment?” Ash checked with Pikachu.

“Complicated word for clothes, I think.”

Lucario sighed, rolling his eyes. “Pikachu, it is more than that. It is like a suit of armour, except that the term is more inclusive.”

“So you’re saying it’s his knightwear?” Pikachu asked, then paled slightly under his fur. “Oh, no, now I’m doing it…”

There was a knock at the door.

“Sir Ketchum?” a squire said, peering around the door. “The tournament’s over, so your bout will be soon.”

“Thanks,” Ash replied. “I think… okay, let’s hope this works out.”

“Confidence, control, and something else beginning with C,” Lucario advised him. “Cape, perhaps.”


At the other side of the castle, Lucario sat with his legs crossed.

“I wish you could see him now, Aaron my friend,” he said, softly. “You knew him when he came back, I know that, and I have met him twice before – once as the boy who recovered me from your staff, and once again as the newly remade Aura adept.”

He shook his muzzle. “But now… he reminds me of you. Young, yet – not yet fourteen – but formidable for any age. And his followers – I would gladly have any of them to aid me.”

The Fighting-type – who was over a thousand years old, by one way of looking at it – sighed, then stood.

“I wonder how painful this is going to be.”


As Ash walked out onto the tourney grounds, there was a ripple of surprise through the audience – many of them had seen Ash on television, or even in person at the Indigo League or Silver Conference, but somehow standing in Cameran Castle made his outfit look a little more… meaningful.

As if it was suddenly clear that he looked a lot like Sir Aaron.

Lucario strode out to face him, and the two Aura adepts stood about eight feet apart in the middle of the arena.

Both bowed, then dropped into stances. Ash’s stance was his normal one – one foot forwards, the other back and out to the side – but Lucario adopted one he’d not seen before, facing his opponent with his feet a little further apart than his shoulders and tilted out.

Then he darted forwards.


Ash slapped aside the first attack, a Force Palm aimed for his ribs, and grabbed onto Lucario’s upper arm before the Fighting-type could recover his stance. That got him traction for a kick with his right leg, but Lucario saw it coming and intercepted it with a kick of his own.

The impact produced a crack of flesh on flesh, but neither winced – Ash had known it was coming, and he sprang back a pace before thrusting his palm forwards. The strike was obvious, and Lucario dodged out of the way – which gave Ash time to fire his first Aura Sphere from his off hand.

Lucario’s response was to throw himself backwards, turning the momentum of his dodge into a backflip, and kick the Aura Sphere into the air where it exploded harmlessly. Not slowing, he swept his tail around and warned Ash off, then sprang upright again and fired a pair of weak Aura Spheres without slowing down.

Reaching behind his back, Ash unlimbered his staff – swinging it into the attacks, and reinforcing it with Aura so the two spheres of blue light burst rather than knocking the weapon out of his hands.

“Good,” Lucario judged.

Then he lunged, slamming one palm forwards. The blue glow around it brightened, and a spike of Aura seven feet long blazed from the tip – glancing off Ash’s staff as he used it to block, but producing a loud spang and throwing Ash off balance for a moment.

Lucario used the moment of distraction hard, springing forwards and volleying in a Mach Punch right at the shaft of the staff. The blow was blocked, but Lucario had known it would be – so he rode the impact of the block itself, letting him spin into an Aura-infused strike with his tail.

Ash’s counter was a little awkward – letting go of the staff with one hand, he deflected Lucario’s tail aside with a punch which produced a flash of blue Aura, then backpedalled several steps and spun his staff one-handed to keep Lucario from making a follow-up.

“You wield that well,” Lucario commented, bringing his paws back up into a ready stance – producing blue fire from both of them. “Aaron would have been proud.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, shifting his own stance. Blue light danced along the staff towards the head, then coalesced into a ball of blue light.

Sliding one hand down towards the base of the staff, Ash watched Lucario’s movements carefully – then jumped backwards, using his off-hand grip to spin his staff around in a massive arc.

The head flared, releasing an Aura Sphere two or three feet across – one which Lucario caught as if it was a thrown ball, overwhelmed with his own Aura and launched right back at Ash.

“Whoa!” Ash yelped, shifting to block. It almost worked, but the overcharged Aura Sphere had too much power to deflect that easily – the explosion threw Ash backwards, and he landed with a painful thud on his back.

Lucario closed the range, and held a glowing paw over Ash. “First point to me.”

Ash nodded, then got up. “I guess I need to shape up, huh?”

“Perhaps,” Lucario said, as Ash replaced his staff. “Or perhaps it is that I have fought staff users many times.”

“Right,” Ash said, switching back to his close-combat stance. “Again?”

“Of course,” Lucario agreed.


“This is very interesting,” the messenger said, watching as the two adepts skirmished back and forth – more cautious now, mainly relying on palm strikes and short, stiff blocks with the occasional Aura Sphere flying out. “Lucario’s form is subtly different to the ones we use in the kingdom – there’s a definite harder edge to it. It’s easy to see he’s a veteran of true war.”

“Such as we have not had in the islands for generations,” Queen Ilene agreed. “Dame Maple?”

May blinked. “Oh, sorry – I was focused on the battle.”

“I was going to ask whether you’d seen this before,” the Queen explained.

“Right,” May said. “Well, Ash and his Lucario spar every night-”

She stopped for a moment, watching as Ash launched into a four-part combination which was clearly all one flowing movement. His first strike was a feint, then he knocked Lucario’s left paw away to score a hit of his own – and that turned out in turn to be mainly to draw a response, so Ash could body-check Lucario when he reacted.

Lucario recovered fast enough that he didn’t lose a point, but his roundhouse kick swiped at Ash failed to connect – leaving Ash free to move back, fire an Aura Sphere barrage and come in again.

“You were saying?” Ilene requested, wincing slightly at the smack of palm on flesh.

“Right,” May agreed, nodding. “Well, Ash and his Lucario spar a lot, but this is pretty impressive. Blaziken, what do you think?”

“It’s faster than normal, you’re right,” Blaziken confirmed. “Ash is really putting a lot of effort into this.”


Ash crossed his arms, reinforcing both of them with blue Aura, and Lucario’s punch hit right at the cross-point – making him stagger back a step, but not enough that Ash was open to a follow up.

Panting, the trainer uncrossed his arms again to be ready to defend, then spotted that Lucario seemed a little out of breath as well.

That made him feel better.

“Right,” Lucario said, after a few frozen seconds. “A new plan, I think.”

He reached into thin air, and there was a faint crash as blue Aura flashed out from his palms to form a long Bone Rush staff.

Ash’s left hand went back to his hip, and he made to draw his sword – something Lucario spotted, and swiped forwards with a staff blow before Ash could finish. That meant Ash had to quickly switch priorities, warding off the staff with a palm strike and catching it with his other hand.

Lucario shifted his grip and wrenched the staff back out of Ash’s hands, and Ash used that as a chance to draw his sword unmolested. The weight felt much more familiar after all the practice he’d done with his Pokémon, and he took up a two-handed grip ready to react to whatever Lucario tried.

A moment later, Lucario swung the Bone Rush staff right at him.

Ash blocked, feeling the hilt shiver as the metal of the sword belled loudly with the impact, and shifted his weight so that the staff would slide down towards the hilt. Before it reached it and got stuck, Lucario reduced the pressure to stop it sliding – then used the contact point as a pivot to swing the free side of his staff towards Ash’s chest.

Ash retaliated by letting go of the sword with one hand, striking with his gloved right hand and pushing with the sword in his left so he could give Lucario more than one threat to deal with. The combination knocked Lucario back a pace and disengaged their weapons, and Ash adjusted his grip again to press his advantage.

There was a crash sound as Lucario fabricated a second Bone Rush staff in his other paw, copying Ash’s two-threats approach, and caught Ash’s sword in the crossed bones – then kicked out, hard enough that the blow knocked Ash skidding backwards a few paces.

Ash caught his breath, then focused. The faint blue glow of Aura strengthening his sword went dark for a moment, then it lit up again – different, this time, a shimmering orange-gold.

“Hm,” Lucario frowned, pausing for a moment, then spun both staffs and resumed his attack.

Ash’s blade blurred, catching the very tip of one of the staffs and deflecting it away before meeting the other just at the point where it narrowed down into the main shaft. He held it balanced for a fraction of a second, just long enough to shift his weight, then forced the staff down onto the ground hard enough to make it splinter with an audible crack.

Lucario abandoned that staff, letting it disintegrate back into blue Aura, and snap-kicked up to inconvenience Ash – to no avail, as the golden blade was suddenly right there where it could slip under Lucario’s guard.

Ash took one step back, sweeping his sword up, and it was Lucario’s turn to fall on his back with a painful crash of Steel-type.


As Lucario got back to his paws, shaking one of them to relieve the sting, he noticed that the blade had stopped shining – and Ash was panting heavily, more tired than before and leaning on the sword for support.

“Are you alright?” the Fighting-type asked.

“I’ll be fine,” Ash replied, waving his concern off – but he did re-sheathe the sword, then undo his belt and slide it to the edge for his Lucario to catch. “That just takes a lot out of me…”

“Understandable,” Lucario said, drawing himself back up into a stance. “Very well, then – are you ready to resume?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed, taking up a ready position of his own, then sliding one foot out to the side and jabbing forwards with his left hand.

Lucario dodged to one side, closing, and lashed out with a lightning-fast kick. Ash blocked it, sweeping his right hand down and to the side to drive the attack away, then hit Lucario’s follow up Force Palm with one of his own.

The explosion of blue energy blew them both backwards, showing that – tired or not – both were still capable of channelling significant amounts of Aura.


“What was that?” Queen Ilene asked. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a human do anything like that before – I don’t think I’ve seen many Pokémon do it, either.”

“You probably haven’t,” May agreed.

“I… remember seeing something like it,” the messenger contributed. “It was a lot like Sacred Sword, which I’ve seen used a few times – but that’s a blue attack, isn’t it? Or does it depend on who uses it?”

“I don’t think that’s Sacred Sword,” May stressed. “He did it before, and Keldeo said it was Secret Sword – which is sort of similar. But I don’t know why it moved that fast, I’ve seen Ash practice using his sword and it’s slower than that.”

“A puzzle, then,” the Lucario said, thinking. “Though I’ve heard that different users of Sacred Sword have it display different properties.”


Falling back on the defensive, Ash blocked Lucario’s next few attacks – using either a quick forearm block, or in one case a quick Protect shield – before the Fighting-type stepped back to change tactics.

Putting his paws together, Lucario summoned a spark of blue light between them. It flickered for a moment, then began to grow larger and larger – quickly becoming an Aura Sphere almost as large as the Pokémon ready to throw it.

“Hah!” he shouted – and crushed it between his paws.

Ash knew what was coming, and dove to the right to avoid being barraged by a cloud of full-size Aura spheres. That helped a little, but they swerved to follow him almost as soon as he moved, and the Aura adept found himself fully occupied just swatting them aside before they hit him.

Despite that, two – or three – got past his fast-moving palms and slammed into him. The first impact knocked him backwards, the second hit him in the side, and the third didn’t quite reach him but exploded powerfully enough that Ash did a cartwheel and rolled somewhat painfully on the ground before coming back to his feet – just in time to block a follow-up kick from Lucario.


Pikachu looked at his friend.

“Lucario, are you taking notes?”

“Yes,” Lucario replied, turning the page. “Okay, I think that was Ash trying to do that aura-spike thing Lucario did earlier in the bout – I wonder how Lucario avoided the recoil?”

“Good question,” Pikachu agreed, eyes already back on the fight.


Ash and Lucario circled, not making any attacks for several seconds

Then Lucario darted forwards, using Force Palm, and Ash ducked – then took Lucario’s wrist, wincing slightly at the sting of the metal spike, and wrenched Lucario forwards and over his shoulder.

Lucario turned head-over-heels in mid-air, then came back upright before landing – and, with a sudden thunderous blaze of blue Aura from his hindpaws, stopped completely at least four feet from the ground. Pausing for just a moment, he used his forepaws to help steer and then dove towards the ground – still propelled by blue Aura.

Ash turned to see what had happened, and hadn’t quite realized when Lucario tackled him at speed.


“What just – we did just see that, right?” Max checked.

“I’m pretty sure we did,” Brock agreed, as Lucario skidded to a halt. “I wonder how much that takes out of him – flying like that has to be energy-intensive.”

“I think that also means he’s winning,” Max said, after thinking for a moment. “I mean, he’s downed Ash twice. What are the rules for this?”

Brock shrugged.


“When did you learn that?” Ash asked, rubbing his side. “That’s a heck of a trick.”

“It was something I developed fairly recently,” Lucario told him. “It’s based on Force Palm, but much more powerful – I certainly can’t use it for long, but it’s still useful.”

“I can see,” Ash agreed. “Okay, let’s keep going.”

As he spoke, he unlimbered his staff again – this time so that the head was closer to the ground than the butt.

“Have you ever tried using that in one hand and your sword in the other?” Lucario asked. “Aaron used to fight like that on occasion.”

“…actually, no,” Ash admitted, before shifting his feet to get a better position and darting forwards.

Lucario skipped back a step and hooked his foot into the base of the staff, kicking up hard enough to pull the weapon out of Ash’s grip and send it flying into the air, then fired an Aura Sphere to blast it away so Ash couldn’t just catch it again.

As soon as he did, however, Ash abandoned his plan to use the staff and volleyed forward a pair of punches at Lucario – using them as the start of a ferocious kata which pushed the Fighting-type back step by step to prevent Ash from landing a stunning blow.

There was a clatter as Aaron’s staff landed some way behind Ash, almost forgotten by both fighters.

Lucario spotted a mistake in Ash’s combination and took it, turning the tables in a moment and hitting Ash hard enough to send him stumbling. Ash recovered before it became a problem, volleying in a pair of Aura Spheres to discourage Lucario closing in, but the Fighting-type seemed to reach a decision.

He flung both arms out to the side, and a pair of Bonemerangs appeared in them – shorter, stockier and curved, compared to the long straight Bone Rush staffs he’d used earlier – and flung them towards Ash.

But not at Ash. The two went past him without getting close to connect, and span around in a long arc – coming quite close to the edge of the arena, before turning to come right back towards them again.

While that was going on, Lucario produced two more Bonemerangs, which went to the sides. Then he materialized a pair of Bone Rush staffs, subtly different from the ones he’d used earlier – almost as thick as the Bonemerangs.


“Wait, that looks familiar…” the messenger said, leaning forwards over the edge of the royal box. “I’ve heard about this before.”

“Where?” Queen Ilene asked.


Ash reached down for his staff, picking it up on reflex, and raised it to defend against the approaching Lucario coming from his front.

The sound of whistling air made him realize the Bonemerangs were on their way back, and for a moment he was struck with indecision – not sure whether to focus on the pair of bones from behind him, or the one to each side, or even the charging Lucario.

They all arrived at once, and the green flash of Ash’s protect shield was visible for just a moment before dust obscured it as the Ground-type attacks hit with a deafening BANG.


“-was reading about it just last night,” Lucario told Pikachu. “It’s my favourite story about Sir Aaron – apart from the one Ash told us, of course.”

“And that was it?” Pikachu asked, trying to see through the cloud. “More to the point, is Ash alright?”

Lucario checked a second time, to be sure. “He’s still in one piece,” he reassured Pikachu. “I think he lost, though – that wasn’t quite what Sir Aaron did, but it’s close.”


On the tourney field, Lucario let out a long, slightly ragged breath.

That had been a lot more tiring than he’d expected. Even using Bonemerangs instead of Sacred Sword – necessary, as he’d never quite mastered the move to the same skill Aaron had – the effort of getting them all to arrive at the same time had been considerable. He didn’t know how Aaron had done it all those years ago, especially not so young.

He reached into the settling dust, and took his friend’s hand to pull him upright. “I told you I’d get it eventually, Aaron,” he said.

“What was – wait, did you call me-?” his opponent asked – and Lucario flinched slightly.

“My apologies, Ash,” the Fighting-type said, closing his eyes for a long second. “For a moment – just a moment – I felt as though I was sparring with Aaron once more.”

He raised a paw to forestall whatever Ash was about to say. “There is no need to apologize – it was not your fault.”

“But-” Ash began, stopped, started again. “Shouldn’t we…”

“We should bow,” Lucario pointed out. “Talk later.”


“Well, that was most impressive,” Queen Ilene pronounced.

She steeled herself, then stood.

“We are grateful for your enjoyment of this tournament,” she announced, her trained voice rolling across the tourney grounds as Ash and Lucario left the field. “We wish to remind you, Our guests, that there will be a banquet later at which Our champion – and Our knights – shall be present, along with Ourselves.”

She stepped back, and turned to May. “See what We have to – I mean, what I have to do all the time?”

“I’m kind of surprised you’re not used to it, really,” May admitted.

“Well, I am,” Ilene said. “Somewhat. But whenever I read, or hear someone else talking, then it’s in the normal way, so it can get tedious to remember I have to translate it into the Royal We all the time.”

She waved her hand. “But, well – there’s a few hours until the banquet. If you wouldn’t mind, we could retire to the Royal Suite and spend some more time talking.”

“Sounds good,” May agreed. “Lucario?”

“I would be glad to,” the messenger agreed.

I’ve let the others know, Ethan reported. Ash, Brock and Max should be heading over fairly soon.

“That’s a very convenient Pokémon,” Queen Ilene noted. “Even being able to automatically send messages like that saves a lot of time, and if he can remember things you might forget…”

“I feel that forgetting something like that would be a failure,” the messenger Lucario said, then chuckled. “But, then, that is just me.”

“Sadly, we have to stay traditional,” Ilene chuckled. “The tourists expect it.”


“Excuse me?” Casey said, getting the attention of a man in the muted regalia of a minor official. “Uh – where’s the tournament?”

“The Rota Tournament?” the official replied. “It was in the arena, I think it finished about ten minutes ago.”

“…oh dear,” Riolu sighed.

“Hey, is that a Riolu?” the official said. “I don’t think I’ve seen a shiny Riolu before – mind you, I see more Riolu and Lucario here than I ever thought I would.”

“That’s correct, I am a Riolu,” Riolu confirmed. “And – this is the home of Sir Aaron’s Lucario, is it not?”

“That’s right,” the official nodded. “But just today there’s been at least three Lucario – one of them is Sir Ketchum’s, and I don’t recognize the other.”

“Ash is here?” Casey asked. “That’s great!”

She reached for a Pokéball, then paused. “Wait… if I wanted to find Ash Ketchum, how should I do it? Should I just fly over on Pidgeot, or…?”

“I’ll send a messenger to see if he’s available,” the official told her. “I’m afraid it might be a few minutes, though.”

“I can wait,” Casey assured him.

She watched as the official got a stack of card slips out of his jerkin, then steadied one against a clipboard and wrote a short message on it.

That done, he sent out a Furret – one in official Rota colours. “Take this to the seneschal, Fiver,” he instructed.

“Furret!” Fiver nodded, and scampered off.

“That’s a pretty cute messaging system,” Riolu commented.

“Thanks for saying so,” the official smiled. “A year or so ago the discussion did come up whether we should computerize, but Her Majesty said that it would be a bad move.”

“I think I agree with her,” Casey said, spotting another Pokémon – a Linoone, this time – going along one of the curtain walls with a similar card slip. “Now I know what I’m looking for, I can see it.”


“Ash, if there is one thing I want to make clear, it is that… it was a mistake,” Lucario said, with a sigh. “Or – no, mistake is the wrong word. It was what I meant to say at that moment, but it does not mean I see you simply as Sir Aaron’s replacement in my eyes.”

He kept talking as Ash tried to speak. “Please, I must get this off my chest.”

“…fine, I guess,” Ash said. “But… I want to say something as well, once I get a chance.”

“That’s fair,” Lucario nodded.

He took a breath, then kept going. “Ash, if there are two people who I consider to have had the most influence on my life – it is you, and Sir Aaron. You are both my friends, you are – well, related-”

“Pardon?” the female Lucario asked from the corner.

“-and you both bear the same weapons and raiment, as well as being very similar in a lot of ways; in fact, you share most of your best qualities with Sir Aaron.”

Lucario paused for a second. “But you are not him, and he is not you, and I am ashamed that I mistook one for the other for a moment. I value you both too much to reduce you to a single person in my mind.”

He sighed. “And – that is what I wished to say.”

“Okay,” Ash replied, taking that in. “I think I understand why you felt so strongly about it.”

He let the pause drag out, then went on. “But I don’t care about it nearly as much as I think you do, Lucario. I mean – I was wearing Sir Aaron’s clothes, fighting you with his staff, here at the same castle you two lived a thousand years ago, and my Aura’s so like him you said you could hardly tell the difference. And… he was a hero. So-”

Ash shook his head. “I don’t really mind that you got us mixed up. It’s kind of something I can actually think is a good thing – it means that you think of me like you think of Sir Aaron, and Sir Aaron was… really impressive.”

“By the way,” Pikachu said quietly, looking up at the messenger. “We found out a while ago. It’s apparently one of the reasons that Ash’s Aura is so similar to Sir Aaron’s Aura – they’re related, that is – but not the only one.”

Charmander – name still not chosen – lifted her paw to ask a question, but before she could there was a tap at the window.

“I’ll get it,” Max volunteered.

When he opened the window, a Furret tumbled through. Twisting to land on his feet, the Normal-type flourished a message before offering it to Queen Ilene.

“Thank you,” she smiled, taking it. “Let’s see… apparently a girl with a yellow Riolu wants to talk to Sir Ketchum?”
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“So, Riolu, how are things for you?” the messenger asked, kneeling. “It has been some months since we last met.”

Riolu bowed, putting her paws together. “I am well, Lucario. Casey and I have been travelling all over Honshu and the Hoenn region, and I have learned many complex skills from her.”

“What might those be?” the elder Fighting-type asked.

“I have learned the art of the bunt,” Riolu said. “And the slider, the knuckeball-”

Casey snorted, trying to stifle a giggle. “I think she means battle skills.”

“Any skills will do,” Lucario smiled. “It is important to have a well rounded set of skills, especially if those skills can obtain expression in multiple ways.”

“Actually, Casey’s whole team learns baseball,” May volunteered. “And I think it works pretty well – right, Ash?”

“Yeah, it does,” Ash agreed.

“I kind of wish I-” Casey began, then stopped. “Uh, I mean, it would have been nice if I’d been able to fight in the tournament – I keep losing chances to have a formal match with Ash.”

“Ash did not fight in the tournament,” Lucario supplied – this time the one standing by Queen Ilene. “He battled me, and I am proud to say I won three falls to one.”

Casey blinked. “Wait, you two had a fight?”

“We did,” Ash said, rubbing his elbow. “It was kind of painful.”

“I hardly got off without a scratch,” Lucario pointed out.

“I did notice that you both tried to avoid giving their opponent an opening for Counter,” Ash’s Lucario said. “Is that correct?”

“For my part, yes,” the Rota Lucario confirmed. “After what happened to Lucario a few years hence, I know not to punch Ash Ketchum too hard.”

He rocked back on his heels, thinking.

“I feel I should ask,” the Lucario began. “Of the four of us, I am the only one who has not travelled substantially around this world that exists in place of my old one. I think that has been the right choice – Rota is my home, and it has been a comfort to be around something so familiar when I have been so unstuck in time otherwise – but I would ask your insight on what it is like to travel around.”

Riolu raised a paw. “Uh… can I check that I understand? You’d like us to tell you what it’s like to travel around the Home Islands?”

“That is correct,” Lucario said, sitting down seiza. “As I say, it is something I have not done.”

The three other Fighting-types looked amongst themselves.

“Can I start, actually?” Pikachu requested. “So – to me, the best part of travelling is who you meet, and who you travel with. It’s fun.”

“Yeah, I think that’s pretty much what I think as well,” Ash agreed. “It’s how I met all my Pokémon, and just about all my friends.”

“Interesting,” the messenger Lucario said. “My perspective’s quite different, I think – to me, it’s more about the differences that are all part of the same country. I have traversed the high passes of the mountains in chill air, jumping from rock to rock with a long fall by my side… and I have run beneath the branches of forest so thick the sun is but a suggestion through the shade.”

She waved a paw towards the window. “I have travelled thousands of miles – tens of thousands, some busy years – and seen all kinds of Pokémon. I’ve fought off an angry Gyarados, stopped to help a family of Croconaw, and been given a lift by a Staraptor. In short, I have done so many kinds of things I could not imagine any other way of life giving me such pleasure.”

There was silence for a few seconds.

“You’ve got a way with words,” Brock complimented her. “And – yes, I think that’s a lot of why we all travel.”

“It’s interesting you say that, about how many things you’ve done,” Aaron’s friend mused. “One of the things I have come to treasure about Cameran – and Rota – is how the people here live. By staying in the same place, I have come to recognize the cycle of seasons and how they add such variety to a single place – and a snowy year is different from a dry year, while a stormy year is different from one which is not.”

“Didn’t you once climb the spire in a thunderstorm?” Queen Ilene asked. “How did that work out?”

“Less well than I expected,” Lucario said simply.

“I think for me… well, I was only in the kingdom in Sinnoh for a few weeks,” Casey’s Riolu said. “So travel is what I’m used to, it’s been my way of life for a year. But I do love Casey, and love travelling with her – and I think if she settled down, I’d enjoy that just as much.”

She turned to address her trainer directly. “You have such a passion to you, Casey – it’s what I think I appreciate most about you as a trainer. We – all your Pokémon – are a team, and that’s the important thing. Not where we are or what we’re doing, just that we’re doing it.”

“Riolu…” Casey said, blinking, and hugged her. “Thank you so much!”

“Erk!” Riolu gasped. “Those are my ribs!”

“It seems that the choice of you as trainer was well made, Casey,” the messenger said.


After several further minutes of less emotional conversation – small talk, mostly – Queen Ilene cleared her throat.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” she said, smiling. “But I’m afraid that it’s not very long until the royal ball. I’m required to attend, and I would appreciate it if you all made an appearance as well – especially Sir Ketchum, as well as the castle champion.”

“Of course, your majesty,” the Rota Lucario nodded.

“Did you just call Ash a sir?” Casey asked. “Wait, the guard at the gate said that too, I think – I thought it was just… what happened?”

“It was when we helped save the Togepi Kingdom,” Ash told her. “It’s kind of weird, I think… basically, they made me a knight, and I got a sword, but it sometimes doesn’t really feel real.”

“You have a quarter of the wall garden, Sir Ketchum!” Ash’s Lucario said earnestly. “A noble location indeed, as I have said before – you are a knight of a truly respectable…”

He trailed off.

“What’s the land grant a knight gets called? Or – wait, was it actually granted?”

“I don’t think it was granted,” Max said. “If it was then Brock would have had to take his rock with him.”


Despite the name, the ball was a little less formal than something consisting entirely of dances. There was a central dance area, but early in the evening it was still sparsely populated and the musicians were only warming up.

Then the herald at the door cleared his throat.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began. “May I announce Her Majesty, Queen Ilene of Rota!”

A ripple of discussion went around the room, hushed quickly, as Queen Ilene entered.

“We are gratified to see your attendance,” she said, with a slight nod. “It is always a pleasure when Our castle is visited by so many.”

“Sir Ash Ketchum, of the Wall Garden’s Third Quarter!” the herald went on. “Reigning Champion of the Silver Conference, former Champion of the Indigo Conference and of the Orange Islands! And his Pikachu and Lucario.”

Ash reached up to touch Pikachu, trying to hide his nerves. “It’s kind of odd to hear all that…”

“You’ve really been racking up the titles,” Pikachu whispered back. “At least they haven’t given you one for the meteorite thing yet. Asteroidslayer?”

Ash’s staff clicked on the steps as he descended. “Don’t even joke about that.”

“I think it would be nice for me to have a title,” Lucario decided.

“Sir Brock Slate, of the Quite Nice Rock!” the herald went on, as Brock came in. “Gym Leader of Pewter! And his Ninetales.”

“Is that your full title?” Ninetales asked lightly, tails held out in a fan as she walked beside her trainer. “I didn’t realize it was literally called the Quite Nice Rock.”

Brock shrugged.

“Dame May Maple of the Tool Shed, Top Coordinator of Hoenn, and her Blaziken! And her brother, Sir Max Maple of The Bit Next To The Tool Shed, and his Ralts.”

“They were really running out of places to give people for their knighthoods,” Max said, shaking his head. “How’s the suit, Roland?”

Not bad, Roland sent. It’s kind of an odd feeling to wear one, but I’m sure I’ll get used to it.

“Just be glad we’re able to take Pokémon in,” May pointed out. “It’s really good of the Queen to let us.”

“The Queen’s Champion, Lucario of Rota!” the announcer said, back on more familiar ground for a moment. “And the Royal Messenger of the Lucario Kingdom of Sinnoh!”

“This is all very impressive,” the Royal Messenger in question observed. “It’s nice to be back on familiar social ground, but sometimes a different castle has a flair all its own.”

“I think I’d be interested to hear what you see as the differences,” the Queen’s Champion replied.

Back at the door, the herald experienced some very well hidden panic, then gave up.

“Casey,” he said. “And her Riolu.”

Casey blinked. “Wait, you didn’t even get my surname?”

“I think it’s because we were such a late addition,” Riolu frowned. “Maybe you should have mentioned the Little League trophy?”


“Not going to dance?” Ash’s Lucario asked.

“Not really, no,” Pikachu replied, shaking his head. “I sometimes do, but usually when there’s some Pichu around and everything’s a bit surreal – doing it in a room with humans seems somehow odd after all the times that’s happened.”

“You never invited me?” Lucario said.

“It’s not like I normally have any warning,” Pikachu riposted. “What about you?”

“I already had one, May asked,” the Fighting-type informed him. “But I can understand why you want to save yourself for Buneary.”

Pikachu did a double-take. “Wha – how have you even heard of - Dawn hasn’t even caught Buneary yet! And I know it didn’t come up back when we met in Sinnoh.”

Lucario smirked. “It’s been three years now, think how much gossip I’ve heard from your teammates.”

“Most of the ones who were around in Sinnoh haven’t turned up either,” Pikachu grumbled. “Anyway, you danced with May.”

“You don’t just dance with someone you’re romantically interested in,” Lucario countered smoothly. “That’s why Ash is actually, you know, on the dance floor.”

“Point,” Pikachu conceded.


“You know, if you do keep doing the Contest circuit, you’re going to have to get good at this kind of thing,” Brock commented.

“I hope I already am,” May said. “Have I stepped on your toes yet?”

“No, of course not,” Brock replied. “But more to the point, you need to look more like you’re enjoying it.”

“That’s… a fair point,” May nodded, smiling. “It is nice to be able to do something like this where I show off, without my Pokémon being the centre of attention – I should focus more on that side of things.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Brock said.

“Actually, how come you’re experienced at this?” May questioned, as they both moved towards the doors – away from another pair of dancers. “It’s not the kind of thing I associate with you, somehow.”

“I learned it to try and impress girls,” the Pewter gym leader said. “Whether or not it worked is an open question, of course.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” May muttered.

There was a thump sound, different from the normal background of dancing and noticeable above the music, and the friends looked towards one of the more open spaces on the floor.

Ninetales and Growlie were dancing there, with the vulpine Fire-type’s tails swirling around her almost like a dress, and her partner moving elegantly around them without breaking stride.

“I didn’t know Jessie and James were here,” May said softly.

“They’re not,” Brock replied. “That’s an illusion.”

“Oh – oh,” May replied, looking again at the Fire-types.

Now she was paying attention, she could see very slight clues – like the way Growlie’s tail wasn’t causing any ripples in nearby dresses in the same way Ninetales’ tails were.

“I’ll check on her later,” Brock decided, as the music came to an end. “Another?”

The opening notes of a fast Arabesque began.

“I think Blaziken might want this one,” May said, spotting her Fire-type. “He likes fast dances.”

“That’s so unsurprising it’s almost stereotypical,” Brock said, chuckling. “Off you go, then.”


“I don’t think this is going to work,” Goodra said, shrugging.

Mawile looked up at him. “Really? Awww…”

The Dragon-type reached down to wink at her. “Don’t worry… it’s not your fault, after all, it’s just that I’m a bit too big.”

Mawile nodded. “I guess… hey, maybe if I can borrow a Mawilite, we could dance in the air?”

Goodra winced. “I don’t think I can fly that well… you know, I’m basically using Dragon Pulse or a move like that to blast into the air, and I’m pretty sure if I tried to dance I’d just laser half the countryside.”

The Steel-type let out a surprised snort of laughter.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “That would be… yeah.”

Her friend tapped her with his tail. “I appreciate the thought anyway, Mawile.”


“I don’t know about you,” Max said, shuffling back and trying to remember the steps and talk at the same time, “…but I’m pretty sure that these things are designed for people older than us.”

“Most Pokémon trainers are this age, right?” Casey asked. “Okay, maybe not quite your age, but I got started at the normal time.”

Max blushed. “I know, actually…one of May’s rivals asked if I was a midget.”

The other trainer chuckled.

“But yeah, I get your point,” Casey added. “I mean, you’re the youngest person here and the next youngest is… I think your sister, or me?”

She blinked. “Wait, doesn’t that mean you’re stupidly young for a knight?”

“Yeah, kinda,” Max agreed. “I kind of wonder if I accidentally asked Jirachi for a knighthood.”


The last notes of a Gigue died away, and Ninetales bowed to her partner.

“A fine dance,” she said, tails flicking back and forth in a one-at-a-time sequence.

The Arcanine opposite her nodded, silently, and she sighed.

“Enough,” she decided, and the illusion collapsed.

During the moments of silence between songs, she padded over to the side of the hall and curled up.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked. “You look kind of unhappy.”

“Oh, I’m just melancholy,” Ninetales said, with a fluid shrug. “After all, Growlie and I can’t really settle down at the moment – I’d like a kit or two at some point, but he and I agree that we spend too much time apart. It’s worth the wait, anyway.”

“So… I guess you’re unhappy because this is some time you can’t spend with him, and you’d like to?” Mawile checked.

“That’s it exactly,” Ninetales agreed. “And, well… it makes me worry if we’ll ever get long enough together to feel comfortable having children like I want.”

She sniffed, then sniffed again. “What-”

“May I have this dance?” a familiar voice asked.

“And just how did you get here?” Ninetales demanded, rising fluidly to her paws and licking Growlie’s muzzle.

“Your trainer called mine, and Abra was persuaded to help,” the Arcanine said, chuckling. “Now, if I may – I hear a minuet starting.”


“I’m not sure, but I think this is the oddest sight so far,” May said.

“No kidding,” Max agreed. “That just doesn’t seem right.”

As they watched, Ash executed a credible entrechat – boots clacking together mid-jump – before taking two steps back as the Royal Messenger took two forwards, moving with precision and not a little grace.

Lucario feet didn’t have the same spikes their arms did, but there was still no foot-treading-on going on.

“It’s actually pretty simple,” Aaron’s Lucario said, amused at their reactions. “A lot of dancing has its roots in martial arts, and Ash has been training at that for more than three years. It would be surprising if he was unable to at least be somewhat competent.”

“It still doesn’t look right,” May reiterated, shaking her head. “She’s pretty good, though.”

“My assumption is that the same applies to her,” the champion shrugged.

He looked around for Ash’s Lucario, then spotted him talking to Casey’s Riolu. “If you’ll excuse me.”


“I would be honoured to go,” Riolu said, bowing formally. “My deepest thanks for your invitation.”

“I’m glad you invited me too,” Ash’s Lucario agreed. “I’ve never actually visited the tree, but I know it is important for both you and Ash.”

“It is indeed,” the Queen’s Champion nodded. “Riolu, would you be able to invite your trainer along? I will address Ash and our guest from the Lucario Kingdom when they are available.”

“We’re doing it so soon?” Riolu asked. “It seems to be still partway through the evening.”

“If I know Ash Ketchum as well as I think I do,” the Queen’s Champion smiled, “then he will be glad for the excuse.”

“Good point,” Ash’s Lucario conceded.


“Oh, my…” Ninetales smiled, rolling over onto her back and looking up at the stars. “This has been a wonderful evening.”

“I heartily agree,” Growlie rumbled. “We don’t get nearly long enough together.”

He lay down next to her. “But what we get, while it’s never enough… it’s always something to remember with a happy heart in the weeks and months after.”

“That’s an excellent point,” Ninetales said, twisting her head to meet his eyes. “And some day, not too far in the future, we might get a chance to properly settle down – for a year or two, at least.”

Growlie’s tail thumped the ground. “Let’s hope we do get that chance.”

After a few minutes of companionable silence, Ninetales tilted her head. “I know I’m upside down,” she began. “But that looks an awful lot like three Lucario, one Riolu, two humans and one Pikachu going off before the ball’s finished.”

“That would be because it’s one Pikachu, two humans, one Riolu and three Lucario going off before the ball’s finished,” Growlie informed her solemnly.

“I see,” Ninetales mused. “So I was seeing them in the wrong order. That makes sense.”


“Allow me to extend my thanks to Sir Slate,” Aaron’s Lucario said. “It was very good of him to pack us some bento for the trip.”

“Yeah, Brock’s a good friend like that,” Ash smiled. “I know he originally learned to do it for his brothers and sisters, but I think he really does enjoy doing it for anyone who’s willing to eat.”

“Which is all of us,” the messenger agreed. “I can hardly complain about my normal meal – I prepare berries myself, usually – but this is lovely.”

“It is pretty nice, I guess,” Casey admitted, yawning. “But I didn’t realize we’d be out here for so long… heck, I didn’t know we’d need to bring a meal, let alone sleep the night.”

“The Tree of Beginning is a numinous location,” Aaron’s Lucario told her. He put his chopsticks down, and rose fluidly to his feet – gesturing around. “While it is not very far in pure distance, the terrain to get there is amazing – and, unfortunately, amazing also means broken and rocky.”

He spread his hands. “I am taking us on the best path for a novice.”

“That’s fine, I guess,” Casey nodded. She looked over at Riolu, sitting cross-legged and eating her own bento, and smiled – then examined the tree, still some way off. “But – is there a reason we can’t just fly there with Pidgeot?”

“Master, I’d rather not,” Riolu requested – looking up from her meal. “It’s… well, I rarely get a chance to talk to any Lucario, and this is a time with three of them at once.”

“That’s fine, then,” Casey said. “This is for you, really, so I don’t mind the walk. I’m just not sure if I can manage it without slowing you all down.”

“Don’t worry if you do,” the Rota Lucario advised her. “Part of the reason behind this journey, in my mind – when I thought of it – was to allow us to talk. About Sir Aaron, about the Lucario Kingdom… about things which should be talked about, things I rarely get a chance to discuss.”

“That would be appreciated,” Ash’s Lucario spoke up. “Last time we only got a short time to talk about Sir Aaron, and since then – well, since then I’ve had a lot more experience.”

“I’d be glad to discuss him.” The Lucario in question finished the last of his lunchbox, then nodded towards the distant Tree of Beginning. “There should be enough time to do it in.”


For the next hour or two, the group – three Lucario, one Riolu, two humans and an unusually strong Pikachu – climbed steadily into the hills over Rota.

As Lucario had said, the path was easier, but that didn’t necessarily mean easy – more than once they had to help Casey up, and for one particularly hard stretch the Royal Messenger simply hoisted Casey up on her back… then jumped right up the wall in three huge bounds, a flash of blue Aura heralding each jump.

“Thanks,” Casey said, getting back down, and sighed. “Sorry, I really do feel like I’m slowing you down.”

“On the contrary, I’m quite glad you’re here,” Aaron’s friend said. “I’ve thought about this a lot, and I think one of the most important things an Aura guardian can learn – and remember, and relearn, and remind himself or herself of at every opportunity – is what normal people are capable of.”

He gestured down the slope. “It would be all too easy for someone like myself, or Ash, or another Lucario, to simply forget that this would cause you a problem.”

Casey watched as her Riolu came clambering up the slope – relying on powerful bounds of her own, though not quite as strong as those the Lucario were making. “Okay, I think I get it…”

“But there’s another side of it, as well,” Lucario went on. “Just as it would be easy for me to assume you could do this, it would also be easy for me to assume you could not climb up the lower escarpment. But you did, and that’s also a reminder.”

The baseball enthusiast looked down reflexively at her shoes. “But that’s because of my cleats, right?”

“How you do it does not matter so much as the achievement.”

Riolu reached the top, and exhaled slowly to release the tension of her climb. “There…”

“Was it like this a thousand years ago?” Ash asked. “With Sir Aaron, I mean – was it easier to get to the tree, or was it harder?”

“Harder, for the average person,” Aaron’s Lucario judged. “Not least because the wilds have been tamed, compared to how they were.. but Sir Aaron felt it would take too long to come the usual way, so he took a flight on his Pidgeot – a fine specimen, one I feel your own Pidgeot may be related to.”

“Why’s that?” Ash’s Lucario asked. “Is it a relatives thing?”

“Well, he had at least twenty chicks, and it was a thousand years ago,” Aaron’s old friend said with a chuckle. “I assume every Pidgey in the country has some of his blood, and probably a lot of other Pokémon as well.”

He raised a paw. “And before you ask – no, I did not have any children. So you are not my descendant.”

“But you did have siblings, correct?” Ash’s Lucario asked.

“…well, yes, two.”

“I see where this is going,” the messenger chuckled. “So, extremely great uncle, where are we going next?”

Casey chuckled.


“It’s something I wish, in retrospect, had gotten into the history books,” Aaron’s Lucario sighed. “Sir Aaron would not want to be raised up on a pedestal, at least not for long – he was a complex person and would rather be thought of in that light.”

“The decision with yourself in particular?” Ash’s one checked.

“That’s right,” the elder Lucario confirmed. “He wanted me to leave, but he didn’t do it by telling me what he wanted – he did it by tricking me. It may have been dramatic, but… it did not do what he wanted it to.”

“I see…” Riolu said, nodding to herself.

“Are you okay, Pikachu?” Ash checked. “You seem a bit quiet.”

“It doesn’t really seem like it’s my topic to get involved with, Ash,” Pikachu said, flirting his tail. “It’s all about Lucario and Sir Aaron, and… well, it’s about things which I don’t really feel I can contribute to. I can listen – I am listening – and it’s interesting, but… well, like I say.”

“That almost sounds weird by now,” Casey commented. “I mean, your Pikachu’s the only Pokémon here I can’t understand!”

Ash’s reply was interrupted by a sound from the other side of a rocky ridge. Then there was a crash as a Regirock came right through the wall some way ahead of them.

“I will handle this,” Aaron’s Lucario announced, stepping forwards. “We are authorized to be here.”

Regirock’s eyes flashed. “Processing. Analyzing. Runtime error.”

“Runtime error?” Lucario repeated.

“Intruder alert. Engage countermeasures.”

“We’re not intruders!” Lucario said, letting his Aura flare up.

“Shut up and get behind cover!” Pikachu advised, tugging Ash’s cheek.


“Someone want to explain what’s going on?” Casey asked plaintively.

There was a thwack as Regirock fired a high speed Rock Throw at their cover, spalling off a spray of fragments.

“There are three golems – Regirock, Regice and Registeel – who protect the tree,” Lucario told them. “But I don’t understand why they’re attacking us.”

“They did last time,” Ash pointed out. “With Kidd Summers, remember?”

“I’ve been up there since you revived me from the staff this time,” Aaron’s Lucario answered. “They shouldn’t be doing this.”

“You know Kidd Summers?” Casey asked, blinking. “Did you meet her during that asteroid thing?”

“Maybe we can talk about this later?” the messenger suggested. “Regirock is getting closer.”

Ash risked a peek over the edge of their rock to see, and winced when he saw how close the Legendary Golem was getting. As he did, however, the H-shaped pattern of Regirock’s eyes went through a complex sequence of light codes.

“Continental divide error,” Regirock declared, after a moment’s contemplation. “Please reinstall watershed and reboot.”

The flickering eyes all went dark, apart from the central one – which glowed very brightly all of a sudden. “Engaging intruder.”

“Should I understand this?” Ash asked, ducking back down.

“I think I have a solution,” the local Lucario said, as a Power Gem hammered into their shield. “We just need to reboot Regirock.”

He tensed, then sprinted to the other end of the rocky barricade and hurdled it. Paws flashing a faint blue as he ran, he came at the Rock-type from the side and hammered a Low Kick into it a little below the knee.

“Do you require assistance?” the Royal Messenger inquired, over the chik-chik sounds of the other Lucario switching between fast kicks and knife-hand chops.

“I’m just trying to hack Regirock so we can sort this out,” Aaron’s Lucario replied. “Be my guest.”

Needing no further introduction, she jumped the barricade herself – dodging to one side away from a Hyper Beam Regirock fired – then blurred forwards into a Bullet Punch.

“You need to enter God Mode,” Pikachu suggested, cheeks sparking, and light began to build up around him.

“What’s that?” the messenger asked. “What’s God Mode?”

“Never mind…”

“Honestly, I think the problem is this silicon based technology,” Aaron’s Lucario grumbled, ducking a swipe by Regirock’s huge fist and springing backwards. His feet lashed out, and he knocked Regirock up onto one foot – then had to get clear as it engaged with a Hyper Beam before slamming back to both feet.

“Error,” Regirock announced, eyes flashing. “Error. Your copy of Yamato-Daishii threat recognizer is on day 368529 of the 30 day trial period. Please purchase.”

“I think I have a plan,” the female Lucario said. “Can you do that again?”

“Just give me a moment to get back in position,” Aaron’s Lucario requested.

“Right!”

The messenger dodged underneath the legs of the lumbering Rock-type, sliding around in a half-circle to stay close once she was through, and gripped Regirock’s leg. “Ready to lift!” she called, bracing herself against the ground.

“Yah!” Aaron’s Lucario shouted, winding up. “Low Kick!”

“Volt Crash!” Pikachu called.

Both the Lucario had just enough time to realize what he’d said before a massive blast of electricity covered the area.


“This unit has unexpectedly quit,” Regirock mumbled, face down on the ground.

“Please do not do that next time, Pikachu,” Aaron’s Lucario requested, discharging little sparks of electricity from the cream fur on his chest. “Lucario barely had time to let go of the leg.”

“It solved the problem, didn’t it?” Pikachu asked.

“Pikachu, they’re right – it was kind of rude,” Ash admonished. “I mean, they were making a plan – you could have said something.”

Pikachu flipped an ear, sighed, then nodded. “Okay, you’re right. Sorry. I… yeah, sorry about that.”

“Will Regirock be okay?” Riolu asked.

“The Golems are extremely durable,” Aaron’s Lucario told her. “Regirock will be fine once it has restarted – in fact, we should get going before that happens, as I do not know if the problem will still be present.”

“Can Mew sort it out?” Ash said, concerned.

“Probably. The Golems of the Tree are part of the security systems – normally they would simply try to eject intruders, not attack them unprovoked – and that means Mew can alter their directives.”

“It sounds like she’s really not been bothering to keep them up to date,” Pikachu said, shaking his head, then jumped from the ground to a nearby rock face to Ash’s shoulder.

“Okay, so – how do you know Kid Summers, Ash?” Casey asked, as they got moving again.

“It’s…” Ash paused, then sighed. “Okay, it’s going to become pretty obvious at some point.”

There was a wham as Ash’s Lucario jumped down next to them. “No sign of nearby Golems,” he reported. “I was going to High Jump Kick Regirock, but that wasn’t needed.”

He observed Pikachu, and smiled a little wistfully. “I remember when I was able to do that.”

“That sounds nice, actually,” Riolu said. “Can we give it a go, Casey?”

Her trainer smiled, reaching down to pick her up. The actual lifting turned out to be a bit harder than she’d expected, though.

“…I’ll just get on, shall I?” Riolu asked.

“Sure, I – okay, ouch!” Casey protested. “I think this just isn’t going to work, Riolu – you’re a bit too heavy for me.”

“Ash is kind of strong,” Lucario stated.

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Casey said, straightening up. “I wanted to ask about Kidd Summers?”

“Trouble!” the messenger Lucario called.

“Scanning – scanning – intruders located,” Regice announced. “Identifying. Running match algorithms.”

“Didn’t Lucario say he’d looked for any Golems?” Aaron’s Lucario asked.

“That one was cheating,” Lucario protested. “It definitely wasn’t there two minutes ago.”

“They do have underground tunnels,” Aaron’s Lucario said. “Perhaps it was that.”

“Welcome Back, Sir Aaron,” Regice declared. “It Has Been…. 99999… error… Days Since Your Last Visit.”

Regice’s eyes flashed – left, right, up, down – then all lit up at once. “Human lifespan exceeded. Probability of illegal access attempt 99.99786 percent. Account locked. Deleting.”

The Ice-type raised an arm. “Ice Beam.”

Ash’s Lucario jumped forwards, raising his palms – both flashing into flame as he did so. They caught the ice, matching it for several long seconds, and when the ice blast faded Lucario threw the flame forwards.

“That should delay it,” Lucario declared, turning away from the conflagration. “I set up a firewall.”


“You know, I think I’m missing something I’d really like to see,” Glalie mused.


AN:


I’m not sorry for doing that with the Regis.

Also, Casey and her Riolu, and some Lucarioverload. And a dance.
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“Can I use Volt Crash on it again?” Pikachu asked.

“That’s probably not a good idea,” the local Lucario said, raising his paws. “I suspect that it might bounce off. Regice is quite reflective.”

“I’m pretty sure it doesn’t work like that,” Pikachu protested.

From the other side of the crackling wall of fire, a burst of near-electronic noise issued in Regice’s voice. “Attack has missed. (A)bort (R)etry (F)ail?”

“Abort,” Aaron’s Lucario called, raising his voice. “Abort! Do not continue attacking!”

“Continue selected,” Regice declared. “Attack mode: Icy Wind.”

A torrent of icy wind blasted the flame wall away, and crashed into a Protect wall set up by the youngest Lucario present – Ash’s partner. Ice crystals formed on the glowing green wall, making something thick enough that when the attack finished it was able to stand by itself.

Then Regice promptly smashed it with an Ancientpower.

“I think I have a plan,” Ash’s Lucario declared, springing into the air and clinging to the side of the rock face. “Just let me get close to it for a minute or so – I’ll keep it focused on me once I do, but it needs to be out in the open.”

“Oh, that fire-ice vortex attack?” the messenger asked. She darted in close to Regice, punching it in the face, and the attack it was preparing went wide. “We’re all very impressed by that in the Kingdom, by the way.”

“That’s right.”

“I know how to lure it,” Riolu volunteered. “Who here can do Aura Spheres?”

“Everyone except Casey,” Pikachu said promptly. “Unless she’s learned something when I wasn’t looking.”

“Error 0x000452FE: Being Punched,” Regice stated. “Running blzrd_exe.”

The female Lucario found herself blasted backwards by a torrent of wind mixed with slush, snow and hail – one which sent her flipping into the air, doing a complete cartwheel before landing sure-pawed on the icy surface the attack had created.

“Aura Sphere!” Riolu called, throwing a ball of blue Aura straight at the Ice-type Legendary. It hit home with a bang, making Regice flinch back a little, and Riolu stayed in view for just long enough to be sure it knew she’d thrown it before ducking down out of the way.

“What are you doing, Riolu?” Casey asked.

“It’s my plan!” Riolu told her. “If we keep provoking it, we can keep it moving this way – it’s picking whoever attacked it most recently as the biggest threat.”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “So if we keep it changing targets, we can avoid anyone actually being hit!”

He spun up an Aura Sphere. “Okay, my turn – Lucario, be ready to do it next!”

“I assume you mean me?” Aaron’s Lucario checked.

“That’s right!” Ash called, and threw his Aura Sphere.

The blue orb hit Regice, making it react – mainly in that it turned towards Ash, eyes flashing. “Engaging Lock on. Caution.” it stated. “Memory use at ERROR percent.”

Ash ducked behind a rock as Regice fired a blast of ice at him.


“I believe I do understand,” Queen Ilene said, nodding along as Kris finished the explanation. “So, if I may state the simple form in my own turns.”

Charmander nodded.

“You’re not sure which name you should select,” Ilene summarized. “Partly because you’ve got an opportunity to choose one, and you want to make sure you make the right choice.”

“That’s it exactly,” Charmander agreed. “And – well, I didn’t give much thought to the idea before, because a lot of trainers don’t use nicknames and because… I never expected to get the choice.”

Queen Ilene clasped her hands together, listening as Kris supplied a translation, then smiled. “Well, allow me to commend you on your choice of advisor – I am, as it happens, one of the very few people who has had to think about choosing a name.”

“You have?” Charmander asked. “But… how?”

“My name is Queen Ilene,” the ruler told her. “But my full name is Rin Eileen Sayaka Kikuchi of Rota. My regnal name was one I selected myself before my coronation, and technically I am Queen Ilene IV as I am the fourth queen of Rota to choose Ilene as my regnal name.”

She waved a hand. “I chose Ilene as it was one of the ones which was relatively unused, and because it’s one of my names. I could have chosen just about anything, in theory – but I wanted to use one of the names I grew up with, and I did not like the sound of being Sayaka VIII or Rin XIII.”

Charmander frowned, one clawed paw going to her chin. “I think I get it… but I’ve not really got much of a choice myself, I’ve only grown up being called Charmander.”

“You don’t need to use a name which you grew up with, that was my personal preference,” Queen Ilene clarified. “Do you have a shortlist?”

“I do,” Max supplied, digging the list out of his pocket. “I thought up a few names earlier, and – well, I hope some of them look good. I mean, if she changes her mind, we can change it.”

“An advantage queens don’t have,” Ilene said with a chuckle. “Well… let’s see…”

She perused the list, then nodded to herself.

“If you want my opinion, this one looks quite good,” she said, showing it to Charmander. “It’s got several meanings.”

“Corona?” Charmander repeated.

“Yes – firstly, the sun has a corona, which is related to the Fire type!” Max said, eager to explain. “And it’s got an -a ending, which means it’s a name that sounds female.”

“And it’s also quite a royal name,” Ilene added.

Max blinked. “It is?”

“Yes – corona means crown,” Ilene told him and Charmander. “It’s a very old word.”

“Corona,” Charmander said, trying out the word. “Okay, I think we can give that a try!”

“Great!” Max beamed. “Thank you, your Majesty!”

“I’m sure you would have come to the right decision yourself,” Queen Ilene said. “And if it does sound wrong after a while, don’t keep with it just because I suggested it.”


“How much longer do we have to do this?” Ash asked.

“It’s nearly on an area big enough for the spiral,” his Lucario answered. “Just a few more seconds.”

He paused. “Wait. It’s… stopped moving?”

After several seconds of silence, Aaron’s Lucario came out of cover and walked forwards.

“It certainly seems to have stopped moving,” he said. “Hm.”

Regice’s eyes blinked a steady pattern, the same one every time – and the only movement it was making apart from bobbing up and down.

“Out Of Memory Error,” it declared.

“Should we just… keep going?” Ash asked. “If it’s not going to move, I mean.”

“Somehow I feel I’ve been denied of a chance to show off,” his Lucario sighed, jumping down from the rock face again.


“It seems kind of strange for a tree to have such large spaces inside it,” Ash said, his voice echoing.

“As I understand it, the Tree of Beginning is like most normal trees – only the bark of those is alive,” Lucario explained.

“So this is largely a support structure?” Lucario asked.

“Mostly, yes,” Lucario agreed. “However, while most trees draw water up through their bark, the Tree of Beginning has to channel life force and as such contains channels and cavities such as this one. The walls of the tunnel are the important sections, and the honeycomb structure makes it easier for the Tree to support itself as it is lighter.”

“…okay, so it’s like bamboo,” Ash hazarded. “That’s hollow, right?”

Aaron’s Lucario considered that.

“Why not.”

“I never knew something like this existed,” Casey said, jogging up behind them. “You hear about stories of places like the Hall of Origin, or Spear Pillar, but this makes me realize a bit of what it’s actually like there.”

“Well put,” Riolu agreed, staring up into the cavernous depths of the Tree. “I am humbled to be able to see this.”

“I’m surprised you’re not more impressed, Ash,” Casey went on.

“I am,” Ash protested. “It’s just not the first time I’ve seen it.”

Casey nodded. “Yeah, you said, but… that Regice thought you were Sir Aaron. Shouldn’t it have – wait, no, hold on, there was that other thing you said…”

“You may as well just tell her,” Pikachu said. “You were going to before.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “Okay – here’s the really short version. I’m a time traveller.”

“That does – wait, what?” Casey gasped, interrupting herself. “Time travel? Actual go-back-in-time time travel?”

She blinked. “Or, wait, are you actually Sir Aaron shrunk down or something? Did you go forwards?”

“Ash is not Sir Aaron,” the local Lucario said. “I’m completely sure he is not an age-reverted version of Sir Aaron, though I have to admit I’m not completely sure he’s not going to be thrown back in time hundreds of years and become Sir Aaron later on.”

He glanced at Ash. “I hope not, though. That did not end well.”

“Okay, so what-” Casey began, then was interrupted by a metallic shriek.

Pikachu jumped from Ash’s shoulders, intercepting a blast of electricity and funnelling it into his cheeks to absorb it before he hit the ground. “Looks like Registeel arrived,” he said, skidding to a halt.

Registeel’s eyes lit up in a circle. “MUTEX failure STOP 0x000534 0x543845”

“…that sounds even worse than the first two,” Ash said. “I didn’t get close to understanding what that meant… uh… how do we deal with this?”

Pikachu let his cheeks spark up. “I know a way.”

“We should avoid damaging the walls,” Aaron’s Lucario pointed out. “They’re the part of the tree which is alive, remember – if they become too damaged, we could have problems with the immune system again.”

“Oh, that thing,” Ash agreed, wincing. “Yeah, there’s a reason I left Dexter behind.”

“Right, I’m out of ideas,” Pikachu said promptly. “Anyone else?”

“We will need to defeat it in close combat,” the Royal Messenger stated, taking her stance. “That way we will avoid damaging the Tree.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Ash’s Lucario agreed. “I know just what will work, as well.”

He held his palm out straight, like a knife, and his spike flowed into a new shape as he used Metal Claw – forming a slim blade paralleling the line of his paw, then flashing blue with Aura as he activated Sacred Sword.

“Ash, Riolu, Casey – get clear,” he said. “Pikachu, we’ll need your help.”

“Got it,” Pikachu agreed, running forwards to jump onto Lucario’s shoulder as they approached Registeel. “What do you need me for?”

Registeel fired out another Shock Wave, which promptly flowed down into Pikachu’s cheeks.

“That,” Lucario explained succinctly.

“Oh.”

“Force Palm!” Aaron’s Lucario announced, slamming his Aura-infused paw into Registeel’s side with a loud clang.

Registeel’s eyes flashed all at once. ” not*** _Precaución, se ha superado el subsidio cinética de este sistema.”

It reached out and grabbed Ash’s Lucario’s arm, then let go when Pikachu slammed an Iron Tail into it at the same moment as the Sinnoh Lucario kicked it in the side.


“This is something amazing to watch,” Riolu said, wincing at the clang as Aaron’s Lucario blocked a punch from Registeel and nearly went over backwards from the force. “Back at the Lucario Kingdom, I saw training sessions once or twice where three or four of the knights would battle at once – but never as seriously as this.”

“It’s because they’re keeping us safe, I think?” Ash suggested.

“That makes sense,” Riolu agreed. “It’s serious because they’re trying to stop us from being hurt.”

She looked down at her feet for a moment. “I should be strong enough to be out there with them.”

“You don’t need to feel bad about that,” Ash reassured her. “Pokémon can grow up just as fast as they want to – some of my Pokémon have been really quick to become serious, but others enjoy being playful instead. It’s a choice.”

“He’s right,” Casey said, taking Riolu’s paw and squeezing it. “I wouldn’t mind if you evolved right this minute, or if you never evolved at all – Riolu, it’s you that matters, not whether you’re a Riolu or a Lucario or anything.”

She looked up at Ash. “So, I mean – I guess we have a minute, so… time travel?”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “I came back from about… a bit less than two years into the future, while I was travelling in the Decolore islands, and I arrived the day I set off on my Pokémon journey. I can do a thing with Aura which means some of my closest friends can be reminded of what happened, so they’re sort of time travellers too.”

“And me?” Casey asked.

“I didn’t know you anything like this well last time,” Ash told her. “I liked you – you were a friend – but we didn’t meet very often.”

“Sir Ketchum?” Riolu said, raising her paw. “…I want to ask something.”

“Go ahead,” Ash nodded.

“Did you know to ask the Lucario Kingdom for me because Casey had me last time?” she asked.

“I didn’t know, no,” Ash said. “And that’s because… last time, Casey didn’t have a Riolu.”

He shook his head. “I didn’t ask because it was something that had to happen – it was something which I thought would be nice, and it fit with Casey’s normal choice of Pokémon to see if it was possible.”

Ash turned back towards the now-invisible town of Rota, and gestured. “About three years ago is when I first met Riolu – the second time around. It was pretty much pure chance that he happened to be a Riolu I saved in Sinnoh the first time around, but…”

He swallowed past the lump in his throat. “Now I can’t imagine travelling without him. And – well, with Sir Aaron’s Lucario with us, it’s got me thinking about what happened here the first time around, and Aaron’s Lucario died in this tree, and…”

“It sounds to me,” Riolu ventured, “as though you’ve been doing a great job since you came back in time making sure things don’t go wrong.”

“I hope so,” Ash agreed.

“Ash!” Lucario and Pikachu shouted, almost at the same instant.

The two humans and one Riolu turned, and saw Registeel lumbering towards them at a speed that was shaking the ground.

“It changed behaviour!” Sir Aaron’s Lucario called, sprinting after the Legendary.

Riolu’s paws slid apart into a stance. “Casey, look out!” she said, raising Aura-glowing palms. “I’ll try and stop it!”

“Riolu, no!”

Ash’s hands went to his hip, and there was a golden burst of light.


“Ash, are you okay?” Pikachu asked urgently.

As the flash-blindness cleared, they could see Ash – still standing, but panting heavily – with Registeel staggering backwards in front of him.

His sword’s glow subsided back down to bare steel, revealing the presentation sword beneath.

“No more toying around,” the Royal Messenger called. “Lucario, your trainer has his Key Stone – use that Lucarionite the Kingdom has offered you!”


Ash heard what the female Lucario had said, and dropped his sword with a clatter on the hard ground – unlimbering his staff with both hands, and focusing.

There was a bright orange flash as the Lucarionite activated, energy spreading over Lucario’s body in a moment.

“You had it behind your ear?” Pikachu asked. “Really?”

Lucario shrugged, then his body began to change. The fur on his chest lengthened and spread over his tail, becoming shaggy, and his thighs slimmed to a much smoother curve. Spikes proliferated, going from three round spikes to nearly a dozen much more bladelike protrusions, and his Aura-sensing appendages became longer and more irregular.

As the glow faded, a colour change was also apparent. Black stripes extended into the areas which had been blue, and his paws became tinted with a deep red.

“You used this for Baccer?” Aaron’s Lucario asked.

“Not the time!” the royal messenger replied.

Mega Lucario turned to identify Registeel’s position, then burst forwards with a blue flash of Aura. His palms flashed azure as he built a pair of Aura Spheres – one in each paw – then smashed them together, barraging Registeel with a swarm of hundreds of smaller seeker spheres.

“Error -1310: there is no message for this error,” Registeel informed them, as Mega Lucario barrelled down on him.

Adjusting his footing, Mega Lucario kicked Registeel bodily into the air with an almighty clang which echoed off the walls.

“Wow!” Casey gasped.

“Look out for the walls!”Aaron’s Lucario snapped.

Mega Lucario crouched for a fraction of a second, and kicked off after Registeel – blurring after the Steel-type Legendary fast enough to catch up with it before it hit the roof. He slammed a Force Palm into it which knocked it back towards the floor and sent Mega Lucario recoiling towards the ceiling, then twisted in midair and used a huge burst of Aura out of his feet to avoid hitting the Tree of Beginning’s cavern himself.

Registeel’s sheer weight meant that Mega Lucario’s blows weren’t moving it very fast, and the quick-and-dirty copy he’d done of Aaron’s Lucario’s flight technique meant that the Fighting-type could actually move faster than the falling Registeel. He boosted hard enough to catch up again, then crouched in midair and hit it with a two-pawed heavy kick.

There was an unmusical crash as Registeel bounced off the floor, then went pinwheeling out of the entrance and hit a rock spire.

“Guru meditation required,” it managed, then got buried by the resultant landslide.

“…well, that was quick,” Pikachu said, rubbing his rump. “You know you left me behind when you took off?”

Mega Lucario rose from his landing crouch. “Sorry about that.”

“And you!” Pikachu added, rounding on Ash. “What was that about? You know that’s dangerous!”

“I’m okay, Pikachu,” Ash protested, breathing more easily now. “I’ve been training that for a while, and it was only one Secret Sword.”

He reached into his pouch, checking the weight of a small drawstring bag. “And – no, before you ask, I didn’t actually use any of the Sacred Ash.”

“Still,” Pikachu said, shaking his head.

“It’s gone, right?” Casey asked. “I saw Lucario – uh, Mega Lucario – kick it into the air, then punch it towards the ground, then kick it out the door… but after that I lost track.”

“Clearly something else your love of baseball has made you good at,” Aaron’s Lucario chuckled. “Tracking something moving that fast is impressive.”

“Thanks,” Casey said, then blinked. “Wait – Riolu!”

“I’m right here, Casey,” Riolu assured her.

“But you – why did you-” Casey seemed lost for words, then had another try. “Riolu, I was so scared when you tried to-”

“I did it because I was scared for you!” Riolu told her. “It’s because otherwise I thought you’d be hurt, and because you’re my trainer, and – and my friend.”

Casey stood there for a moment, then swept Riolu up in a hug.

“Don’t scare me like that,” she told her Fighting-type.

“Ack!” Riolu protested, arms flailing. “Stop doing that to my ribs!”

“…is it me…” Mega Lucario said, frowning as he walked over, “…or is she glowing?”

Riolu’s glow brightened until it lit the whole cavern for a long moment, throwing long shadows across the walls from everyone standing around.

As it faded, Casey slowly let go of her friend – who was now tall enough they were at about the same height.

“Congratulations,” the royal messenger said, a smile on her muzzle. “Both of you.”

“Lucario?” Casey said. “You evolved?”

“I… guess I did?” her Lucario said, examining her wrists. “Casey – are you alright?”

Casey looked confused, until Lucario tapped her spike – then the young trainer reached for her ribs, finding a little spot of pain just to one side of her sternum.

“It’s okay,” she said, unable to repress a smile. “I don’t mind.”

“At least your ribs are safe, Lucario,” Aaron’s old friend said. “And allow me to add my congratulations.”


“Thanks for the practice battle, Brock,” May said, returning Wartortle. “After the last week or two I kind of want to get back into the groove.”

“That’s understandable, all right,” Brock agreed, bringing Geodude back. “Let’s see how you handle Forretress!”

May watched as the Bug-type flashed out onto the battlefield, then sent out her own – Beautifly forming with a flicker of white light, and sweeping around in a spiral to rise into the air before producing a sparkle of powder.

“Impressive entry,” Brock complimented.

“Thanks,” Beautifly said, fluttering down a little. “Okay, let’s see… first question, is that actually Forretress? If it is I don’t want to get close to her.”

“Forretress, use Zap Cannon!” Brock ordered.

Beautifly flipped backwards out of the way of the attack, which came close to her but missed.

“I’m not sure if it is,” May agreed. “That could have been an illusion.”

“You could always let it hit you, Beautifly,” Brock suggested. “Just to see if it’s really an Electric attack.”

“But if it is one, that’ll paralyze me and nearly knock me out,” Beautifly countered. “May, did you see what the Pokéball was?”

Brock quickly hid it behind his back.

“I think it was a Heavy Ball,” May said, then blinked. “But – wait, that’s Stantler in the crowd, he could have disguised what the ball was.”

“So it’s either Forretress or Ninetales?”

“Maybe it’s Stantler, and the Stantler in the crowd is Ninetales,” May mused. “But… okay, I think I’m getting a headache – wait!”

“Oh?” Beautifly asked.

“Fly up high!” May said. “No, higher – a bit higher – good!”

Another Zap Cannon flashed up at Beautifly, which missed.

“Now, use String Shot!” May instructed. “And Silver Wind!”

There was a vulpine yelp from the middle of the arena, and Ninetales appeared from nowhere. She dove for the edge of the battlefield, hiding behind her trainer just before a sticky glitterbomb detonated and covered the entire battlefield.

“I’d have made you wash me if that hit me!” Ninetales snapped, tails writhing around one another.

“Sorry,” May said. “But still… I think we should remember that one.”

“Never sparring with Beautifly again,” Ninetales declared.

“I agree!” Stantler called.

Brock wiped some of the gunk off his shoes. “These are going to have glitter on them for days…”

“We should probably incinerate it before we continue,” Beautifly admitted. “I don’t think Ludicolo would do well on this.”


“Thanks, Lucario,” Casey said, sighing. “This has been a lot more of a climb than I was expecting.”

“I’m glad to help,” her Lucario replied, proffering her hand again to help haul Casey up onto the ledge. “Lucario, how much further is it?”

“We’re here,” Aaron’s Lucario informed her. “This is the Tree’s heart, focus of all the life energy it channels… and the last resting place of Sir Aaron. He died here, and his body is entombed within that spire.”

A hush fell after that, as everyone gathered around the crystalline structure that held Aaron’s body.

“I regret I never knew you,” Ash’s Lucario said softly, kneeling in front of the construct. “You were a hero of mine, and you have helped my trainer even from beyond the grave – I owe you a great deal.”

“Well said,” the Royal Messenger told him.

“Are those the time flowers?” Ash asked.

“They are,” Aaron’s Lucario confirmed. “I took pains to gather them all from the Tree – so they are all here, where I sometimes come to meditate.”

As he spoke, however, one of them lit up.

“Does that usually happen?” Casey’s shiny Lucario asked.

“…no, it does not,” Aaron’s friend said, concerned. “They should not activate without stimulus.”

The flower glowed, then showed them a few seconds of a bizarre scene – a Riolu, wearing a scarf and a badge, repeatedly kicking a Moltres in the leg.

When the Time Flower deactivated again, the Lucario and their friends exchanged shrugs.

“I don’t understand it, but perhaps I’m not supposed to,” Aaron’s Lucario said.

“That Riolu almost looked familiar,” Ash mused. “But I’m sure I don’t actually recognize them… it’s weird.”


Mew appeared in his tree with a flash of pink light, and pouted.

Sabrina was really cool, most of the time, but sometimes she was just boring instead.

How come she just has to handle challengers when they turn up? Mew asked herself, tail flicking back and forth. I thought that game of House Rules Parcheesi was going great!

Mew knew that it wasn’t really something to be upset about. After all, Sabrina did have a job.

But she was having a pout, and it was a good one so she was going to keep it up.

As the Psychic-type flew along the corridors, he noticed a blue glow lighting the walls.

Regice, if this is you… he muttered to himself, and followed the light towards the Heart. I’ve told you before, and I know you just say invalid input but I did say!

Mew burst out of the corridor into the Heart cavern itself, and blinked – turning upside down and scratching her head with her tail.

I could swear there weren’t this many Lucario here normally…


“I see,” Casey’s Lucario said, focusing the Aura to a rippling pattern along her pawpads. “So it’s just about providing energy? That’s all there is to healing?”

“It’s the start of the process, not the end,” Aaron’s Lucario corrected. “The Tree is old and powerful, and can accept energy easily – that is why I do this regularly, to keep in practice. But this kind of healing will keep someone from dying… not actually heal them. They must heal in other ways.”

“When we did this the first time, the Tree was badly hurt,” Ash said, for the benefit of those who hadn’t heard the story, and indicated Aaron’s Lucario. “We were the only ones here… and it drained us really badly. I was okay, after a rest, but Lucario… he killed himself doing it.”

“I wanted to be with Sir Aaron,” Lucario agreed. “I see now that it was selfish of me, in that… but at the same time, I could not have done anything else. The tree had to be healed – and that meant I had to choose to either let you die or to die myself. And Ash, after Sir Aaron died doing the same thing… I could not let you die like I let him die.”

“You had no control over whether Sir Aaron died,” Ash’s Lucario protested. “He trapped you in the staff precisely to prevent you dying as well!”

“But if I had been fast enough, if I had been able to avoid the trap… if I hadn’t tired myself out fighting, or if I’d kept Sir Aaron from tiring himself out in battle…” the old Lucario tapped his foot on the floor. “Then I would have been able to help, and neither of us would have died.”

There was a long silence after that.

“Lucario, you didn’t do anything wrong,” Ash said. “Or – nothing you did wrong is bad enough that you should feel bad about it. People make mistakes, and you didn’t make any bad ones.”

“I shall take comfort in that,” Aaron’s Lucario replied, with a small smile.

Hi!

“Hello, Mew,” Aaron’s Lucario continued. “What brings you here?”

It’s my house, Mew said, crossing her arms – still floating upside down. So there.

“Your security guards are broken,” Pikachu said. “They tried to attack us.”

Guh, Mew sighed, arms going limp, and flipped himself back the right way up. Look, do you have any idea how hard it is to update them? I have to get Regigigas to do it, and it takes about four days for him to get started and by then I’ve gotten bored and wandered off.

“I will help, if we have to do it that way,” Aaron’s Lucario declared. “But they’re a danger to others like this.”


“Thanks for your help, Lucario,” Ash said, some hours later. “It’s been great to visit you – and, uh, sorry about those times I didn’t.”

“It’s fine, Ash,” Aaron’s Lucario assured him. “You’ve been busy – I do watch television – and I know you have places to be and worlds to save.”

He stepped back. “And I’m very glad we’ve had this time, as well. Aaron should be remembered as he was, so my being able to tell you has set my mind at rest.”

“Thanks,” Ash repeated.

He turned, ready to go, then remembered something and snapped his fingers. “Oh – that’s right, I nearly forgot about this. I wondered if you could help with a project I had.”

“A project?” Aaron’s Lucario repeated.

Ash reached into his pouch, feeling around. “It’s here somewhere…”

A crash came from the lip of the pouch, and Ash winced. “Oops… I’ll have to put those back in the right place later.”

“What just happened?” Casey asked, looking up.

“I knocked over the shelves,” Ash answered absently. “Okay, here it is!”

He drew out a cloth package which turned out to contain a pair of small stones, like the ones on his gloves. “I tried to design something to store Aura for use later on, but I never got them to work… can you see what I did wrong?”

“Well, I’m not…” Lucario began, then stopped. “Ash?”

“Yeah, I think I know what you mean…” Ash agreed, looking at the stones again. “They kind of feel different to how they were last time I worked on them.”

“When was that?” Lucario asked.

“Uh…” Ash blinked. “About… two and a half years ago? Maybe a bit more?”

“Ash, these have been charging since last time you worked on them. You’re saying they have two and a half years of Aura in them?”

“I don’t know if that’s what I’m saying!” Ash protested. “I thought it wasn’t working – I never got anything out of them!”

Lucario took one of them from his hand – very gingerly.

“I think I see what it is,” he said, after examining it. “As far as I can tell, there’s no way for Aura to leave them until the circuit is broken. The capacity’s enormous, but you would have to break it to get the Aura out and once you did it would flood out until the battery was exhausted.”

Ash took that in.

“So… don’t do that?”

“Not unless you absolutely need to,” Lucario summarized.

Ash re-wrapped them, considerably more carefully than he’d taken them out, and put the package back in his pouch. “Great, now I need to worry about if my pocket’s going to randomly explode.”

“That is unlikely,” the Fighting-type advised him. “But not impossible.”


“Be sure to visit the Kingdom when or if you come to Sinnoh,” the Royal Messenger told her fellow Lucario. “Both of you. There will always be a place for you, whether your stay is long or short.”

“That sounds nice,” Casey’s Lucario said, with a nod. “And perhaps we can show you baseball – I think you might enjoy it.”

“I’ll look forward to it,” the messenger smiled.

“As for us – well, thank you for the invitation, though you might want some of my friends to steer well clear.” Ash’s Lucario placed his paws together. “Have you heard of Squirtle?”

“…yes, actually,” winced the Kingdom Lucario. “Fair point. Well, whoever you think you should bring then.”

She bowed. “And now, I am afraid I must take my leave.”

With that, she jumped out the window.

“…is she going to be okay?” Casey asked, blinking.

“She’s skating down the side of the tree,” Pikachu reported, peering out the window. “So yes.”

Ash sent out Pidgeot. “That means we should get going too… should we tell the Queen anything?”

“Simply inform her I shall be back to resume my duties within the week,” the Queen’s Champion told him.

As he watched, Ash returned Lucario, then collected Pikachu and jumped up to Pidgeot’s back.

Aaron’s Lucario watched, seeing the shadow of his old friend in the boy who looked so like him – from his bravery, to his Aura, to even his loyal Pidgeot – and smiled.

This time, he was not embarrassed at all.


“I guess that’s it for now, right?” Casey asked, calling over the wind.

“Probably, yeah!” Ash confirmed. “Nice to see you, though!”

Casey’s Pidgeot altered course a little, reacting to his trainer’s cues, and the baseball-playing trainer dropped away towards the north.

“Hope we get a chance for a battle next time,” Pidgeot said. “It’s fun fighting a Flying-type who’s nearly as fast as me.”

“What’s wrong with Latias and Latios?” Ash asked.

“Levitating is cheating,” Pidgeot answered promptly.


Okay, so what we need is basically a full update, Mew said, for the twelfth time. Everything needs to be brought up to date, everything properly sorted out, and can you clear up the errors?

Regigigas sat there.

Lucariooooo, Mew whined. This is boring!

Lucario reached out and snagged Mew’s tail as she tried to fly off. “It may be boring, but it has to be done.”

Regigigas let out a low rumble. The orbs either side of its eyes lit up, and it straightened.

“Startup. Complete,” it stated. “Please. State. The. Nature. Of. Your. Regi. Emergency.”

Mew’s eye twitched. Oh, come on!

“Peace, Mew,” Lucario said. “It only has to be done once. If you leave now, we will have to do this all over again.”

Fiiiine, Mew muttered, crossing his arms.


AN:


Not everything has to be escalated.

I decided instead to use Mystery of Mew as a fundamentally contemplative piece – with a few jokes, of course.






198. Battle Frontier 3


There was a knock on the door.

Iris jumped up off her bed, gave her room a quick once-over, and threw the blanket back over her bed to try and disguise some of the mess.

“Sorry, I’ll just be a moment!” she called, checking her hair with one hand.

It wasn’t great, but it’d have to do.

“And please don’t cause too much trouble,” she added quietly, giving Excadrill a look.

The Steel-type barely deigned to acknowledge her comment.

Deciding that was good enough, Iris opened the door. “Who is – sir! I mean, Drayden!”

Drayden nodded, as if confirming his identity. “Iris. My secretary told me that you wanted to speak to me?”

“Well… yeah,” Iris said, stepping back from the door to let him in. “Sorry about the mess, by the way.”

Fraxure waved from the corner.

“It’s understandable, Iris,” Drayden assured her, sitting down in one of the chairs at the end of her room. “Now… I have been following your progress, and I’m fairly sure I know what you wanted to talk about, but why don’t you start?”

“All right,” Iris said, taking the other seat. “Well… I don’t think I can stay on the course.”

Drayden nodded, but said nothing.

“It’s not just something I decided a day or so ago,” Iris stressed. “It’s been pretty clear for a while now that… well… I’m just not good at course work. I keep making mistakes, and I never seem to do well enough to satisfy the professors-”

Fraxure thumped his tail on the floor, and the sound let Iris catch herself.

“So… yeah, that’s basically it,” Iris said, after a long pause. “I feel kind of homesick, and I’m not really doing well, so… it’s becoming hard to keep going. And I asked myself why I was… and I had trouble coming up with an answer.”

Drayden absorbed that.

“I’d like to ask you a few questions,” he said. “When you came to the Academy, do you know why I wanted you here?”

“…no, actually,” Iris said, blinking. “You wanted me here?”

“I select all the students,” Drayden told her. “And I did see potential in you, Iris – potential I still think you have. But why did you come here?”

“I was… excited,” Iris told him. She frowned, then nodded. “Yeah, that’s the best word. I thought that it was the best way to become a dragon master, to be at Opelucid Academy – that we’d be doing things like taming dragons and learning how to battle to use them. But… it hasn’t been like I imagined.”

She shrugged helplessly. “Not enough of it has been like I imagined. And the bits that aren’t are… too hard.”

After Iris fell silent again, Drayden had a quick look around her room.

There were piles of notes, haphazardly organized, and the evidence that Iris wasn’t really keeping her room neat and tidy. Her possessions from home – not many of them – were in one corner, and Excadrill and Fraxure shared another.

The Academy President noted with approval that the Pokémon were well cared for – Fraxure had some transparent rubber covers over his tusks, ones he remembered recommending to the young trainer months ago to protect well-sharpened natural weapons, and even Iris’ notoriously recalcitrant Excadrill had sleek, well groomed fur.

That probably explained the little scratches on Iris’ arms, actually.

His gaze lifted to the posters over Iris’ bed – Lance of Blackthorn, Kirsty, Ash Ketchum, Cynthia – and he smiled slightly.

That just drew Iris’ attention to where Drayden was looking, and she blushed slightly. “Uh… sorry about those…”

“Most students decorate their rooms, Iris, don’t apologize,” Drayden told her.

He steepled his fingers together. “Well… I think I have to agree with you, Iris, you’ve been having problems with your academic work. Your practicals have been better, but even there you do have a few issues to polish up on.”

Iris looked down at that. “Sorry.”

“So,” Drayden went on. “I think it would be perfectly understandable if you were to leave the course. I-”

He stopped. “…Iris?”

“What is it, sir?” Iris asked, thrown.

“What’s that?”

Iris turned to look where he was pointing, and winced. “Oh, uh… this is actually kind of embarrassing.”

Drayden chuckled. “Iris, don’t worry about what I think. I’m just glad to see you’ve got some hobbies which don’t involve climbing the radio tower.”

“You know about that?” Iris asked, mortified.

Getting up, Drayden picked up the brightly coloured object. “It’s a Raikou, isn’t it?” he asked, looking at the plush. “Why is it carrying some signs on its back?”

“…it’s one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon,” Iris explained, cheeks flaming. “And, uh… they’re all kind of like that. It’s because of last year’s Silver Conference.”

“I’ll have to find that one and watch it,” Drayden said. “And – as I say, Iris, it’s perfectly normal.”

He put the plush back down. “Now… one thing I should discuss with you is that – if you do intend on leaving – then you’re going to have to leave Fraxure here at the Academy, as he’s not your Pokémon.”

Iris sighed.

“Yeah, I know,” she said. “But… well, I don’t know. I do like Fraxure – I think we work together well.”

Fraxure nodded, tail thumping the floor. Excadrill made a rude gesture.

“And at the same time,” she went on, looking down. “I think I’m not really giving Excadrill the attention I should be. He’s hard to cope with, but I shouldn’t let that mean I ignore him for Fraxure – I do need to sort out his problem.”

Iris held out her hand and scratched Fraxure under the chin as he came walking over. “Sorry, Fraxure,” she said, as the Dragon-type made distressed noises. “I know, and if I felt I could stay then I would… but I’m just terrible at this. I’ve spent months trying to work out how to keep this up, and… no luck.”

Drayden nodded to himself. “That’s a very mature attitude, Iris,” he said. “Which is why I’d like to give you two bits of advice.”

Iris looked up at the Opelucid Gym Leader.

“Firstly – if you would feel unhappy staying here, then you should head home. Train up there, rather than here – dragon tamers can come from the wild as well as from Opelucid, and I think you’d handle it well.”

He reached into his pocket, and pressed something into Iris’ hand. “Secondly – take care of Fraxure.”

Iris jerked, then stared down at the shrunken Pokéball. “Sir – I mean, Gym Leader, I-”

Drayden cut her off. “You and Fraxure work well together, Iris. There’s still some problems to iron out, but I know it would upset both of you to separate you now that you’ve become friends – and what good would a Dragon Tamer be without a dragon?”

He turned to Excadrill. “And that goes for you as well – make sure you keep Fraxure safe from any Fairy-types.”

The Steel-type shrugged.


Cynthia’s Garchomp swept her claws across in a scissor formation, both coming in at her opponent from opposite directions.

The Lucario she was attacking didn’t bother trying to block – instead, he kicked off from the ground with a bright blue flash of Aura and let the scythes pass below him, before landing back on the ground and volleying in a Force Palm.

“It seems you are recovering well,” he said as she blocked it. “Do you think so as well?”

Garchomp replied by slamming her tail on the ground, shaking the whole arena with an Earthquake, and barely missed hitting Lucario with an Earth Power.

“Yes, definitely,” Lucario nodded to himself, stepping back. “I think she’s ready for any Champion duties now.”

“I agree,” Cynthia said. “Good work, Garchomp… now…”

Lucario glanced over at her.

“Dragon surprise,” Cynthia instructed.

Lucario blinked, then threw his arms up in a crosswise block position just as Garchomp launched a barrage of Draco Meteors at him.

“That’s just Draco Meteor!” the Fighting-type protested, blocking two of the smaller meteors in quick succession and then kicking the largest one off to the side – where it blew a large crater in the hillside.

“That’s the surprise,” Cynthia explained, then took a longer look at the crater. “Okay, we’re going to have to report that one.”

She got out a notebook, flipping through. “Huh, this is fuller than I remember… okay, here we are. Lily of the Valley Island, grid reference… there we go…”

The Sinnoh Grand Champion flipped the notebook closed again, but didn’t put it away. “Okay, that’s you two done – now, let’s see how Togekiss and Glaceon are doing.”

“Making sure everyone’s ready?” Lucario asked, sitting down. “It’s not very long before this year’s Sinnoh League.”

“That’s correct,” Cynthia confirmed. “But it’s not because of the League – more that I think we should be in the best shape possible more generally. A lot’s been happening these past few months, and… something’s making me uneasy.”

She shrugged. “It’s probably nothing, but it’s literally my job to make sure that I’m always ready to give a really good Pokémon battle.”

“I agree,” Lucario said, watching as Cynthia sent out her Glaceon and then her Togekiss.

“Glaceon, it’s time for you to have a battle without my help,” Cynthia instructed. “You’ll need to use your own initiative to work out what to do – do you think you’re ready for it?”

Glaceon nodded, tail flicking, though she did look a bit nervous.

“This is just a practice run, remember,” she added. “Okay, Togekiss – let’s start with some long distance battling.”

Togekiss soared into the air, then fired down a pair of Air Slashes towards his teammate. Glaceon glanced at Cynthia for a moment, then dodged to her left just ahead of the attacks.

“That’s the idea, but you need to be better!” Cynthia said. “Togekiss, use an Aura Sphere!”

Glaceon spun, ice gathering in her mouth, and fired it upwards – intercepting the Aura Sphere and blasting out a shower of ice as the two attacks detonated.

“That’s much better!” the Grand Champion told Glaceon. “Remember, when your opponent has a trainer you can listen to those orders too – now, Extremespeed!”

Lucario tapped Garchomp on the shoulder.

“Thanks for helping to shoot down the giant space rock,” he told her.

“You’re welcome,” Garchomp replied, adjusting her little pink bow. “It took a lot of shooting.”


“My lord,” the Royal Messenger said, bending her knee. “I wish to report on two of our fosterlings.”

“Two?” the lord repeated, interested. “Did we not send you to meet only one?”

“We sent her to meet with the Chosen One, and with Sir Aaron’s companion,” his mate corrected him. “But yes, there was only one fosterling involved.”

“If I may explain?” the messenger requested, getting a nod. “In addition to the Lucario who was fostered with the Chosen One, Sir Ash Ketchum, there was also present the Riolu who was fostered with Casey Nanako of New Bark.”

“Ah, I remember,” the lord said, nodding. “The one who was fostered at the suggestion of the Chosen One’s companion. Was she well?”

“Indeed she was, my lord and lady. As Aaron’s companion took us up the Tree of Beginning, we had ample time to talk together – and I saw that, in truth, the suggestion was a good one. As it happens, Riolu evolved into Lucario over the course of an altercation with Registeel.”

“Excellent news,” the lord said, nodding. “And your other tasks?”

“Firstly, Sir Ketchum and his team are very well – and made good use of the Lucarionite we have lent them,” his subordinate answered. “And secondly, Aaron’s companion has settled in well to the modern day. I recommend that we invite him and his monarch for a state visit at some future date.”

“A good plan,” the other female Lucario pronounced. “And one I think we should enact.”

After a few seconds of silence, the lord waved his paw. “Rise, please.”

He rubbed his muzzle. “Hmmm… no, there are no further tasks for you for now. We will send for you when we require your assistance.”

“By your will, my lord,” the Royal Messenger said – straightening. “I shall check at the aviary to see whether any important messages have arrived while I was gone.”

“No need,” the lady told her. “We have been kept updated by your assistant – he brought us the last message around an hour hence.”

“Go enjoy yourself,” the lord added. “Or must I make it an order?”

“That would be an unusual order, dear.”


Jin shook his head. “That is one ugly launch package.”

“It’s more efficient,” the Flight Dynamics Officer pointed out. “Or, at least, that’s the hope – the whole point of this new launch set up is to see if this is an economical launch method.”

“True,” Jin agreed, turning away from the sight of the Psi Assisted Launch Vehicle.

“T minus five minutes,” one of the other launch technicians reported.

“I’m going down the list,” Jin announced. “Go/no go poll for orbital insertion. Booster?”

“Go,” the Booster Systems Engineer reported.

“Retro?”

“Go.”

“FIDO?”

“Go,” the Flight Dynamics Officer nodded.

“Guidance?”

“Go.”

One by one, the technicians and engineers reported in, until the list finally reached the newest addition.

“PSI?” Jin called.

Go, Mewtwo reported. I have a grip on the launch vehicle.

“T minus two minutes.”

Mewtwo adjusted his seat, tail shifting to try and get comfortable. This is going to be interesting.

“I know what you mean,” Jin agreed. “That thing does not look like it should be able to fly.”

In space, aerodynamics does not matter, Mewtwo stated. And the effort required to exert telekinetic shielding around the launch vehicle is relatively minor compared to the effort required to lift it.

“Sir, this is engineering,” someone reported, looking up from their telltales. “We’re seeing a generator spike.”

That’s me, Mewtwo told him. I’m testing a possible way for Pokémon not as powerful as me to augment their launch capability. How is the current draw?

“Big,” the engineer told him. “Please don’t do that for long, it might cause a burn out.”

Perhaps that requires more thought, Mewtwo frowned, releasing his control of the generators.

“T minus thirty seconds,” the time keeper reported. “We are still go. Twenty five seconds.”

“Launch vehicle is on internal power.”

“Twenty seconds.”

A faint glow built up around Mewtwo’s hands.

“Fifteen seconds.”

“Range safety reports ready.”

“Ten seconds… nine… eight…”

Jin looked up, and saw the glow enveloping the PALV.

“Main sequence start… zero! Lift commencing!”

Smoothly, without any fuss, the Psi Assisted Launch Vehicle began to rise into the air.

“We have liftoff, at twenty-seven minutes past the hour. Liftoff on PSTS-1… we have cleared the tower.”

“Abort mode is now one-alpha,” someone else reported. “One alpha.”

Lift successful so far, Mewtwo stated. Shield is up, aerodynamics are irrelevant.

“Roger, Mewtwo,” Jin said, squinting up into the sky. “That is just eerie… I’m so used to the trail of smoke.”

Apollo’s screen lit up, showing a zoomed camera feed of the PALV rising into the air.

“Abort mode one bravo, that’s one bravo,” Guidance said. “We’ve got enough momentum to hit the sea if Mewtwo has to cease thrust.”

“Good,” Jin nodded. “Speed?”

“Twelve hundred metres per second. We’re holding steady as expected… altitude ten kilometres.”

“Already through the heaviest of the air,” Jin said to himself. “When would we normally be staging?”

We are coming up on normal staging time, Apollo told him. Assuming a vessel of this mass, we would undergo staging at two minutes nineteen.

“Mewtwo, how are you holding up?” Jin checked.

The distance is making it harder to maintain thrust, Mewtwo admitted, a little strain creeping into his mental voice. But I am not approaching my limit yet.

“Let us know if you start to feel yourself coming close to cutting out,” Jin advised. “This launch package has plenty of fuel, we can give you assistance in the climb to orbital altitude and speed.”

I am aware, Mewtwo stated.

“T plus two minutes,” the timing officer reported. “Look at that thing go – we’re already well over normal staging altitude!”

“Mewtwo, throttle back,” Jin told him. “No sense tiring you out, we’ve got a lot of leeway in reaching LEO so long as you can keep lifting.”

Understood, the Psychic-type said, finally relenting. Are we still on profile?

“Until you did that, we were ahead of profile,” Guidance stated. “We still are – we’re five hundred kilometres down range and approaching seven kilometres per second.”

“T plus three minutes,” the time officer reported.

Jin blinked.

Somehow, it seemed like it had taken longer to get to that point – and, in a normal launch, it would have.

“Mewtwo, this is Guidance,” the flight officer said. “Your current exerted thrust is two gravities – that’s fine, keep that up for another few minutes. Correct to an angle of twenty degrees off horizontal.”

Done.

“Right,” Guidance nodded. “Okay, keep that push going, and be ready to cut out on my mark – if we can keep this thrust up, we’re going to hit the parking orbit at about T plus four fifty.”


“Yes, I get it,” Kidd Summers said, one hand on her helmet. “Yes, I know we’re not the only priority, but we need to make sure we have these redundant domes set up as soon as possible or we won’t have a safe abort mode.”

She checked her wrist readout. “I’m fine, there’s at least three hours of air in my backpack and I’ve got Froslass with me. Can we concentrate on the issue, sir?”

There was a long pause.

“With respect, Lieutenant Banks – sir – I’ve already given my opinion on the base,” Kidd stressed. “I know what you said, and I know what your superiors think. But I can’t see any sign of a giant moon laser, there’s no indication this is secretly run by an evil team, and frankly if a criminal gang has infiltrated the Kalos Elite Four we have bigger problems.”

Another pause.

“Fine, I’ll keep monitoring the situation,” Kidd sighed. “At least I’m helping out up here. But if you want something to look into, see if you can work out how they’re going to be shifting one thousand five hundred tonnes of cargo here the hard way. By next Friday.”

Kidd shook her head, taking another long bouncy stride up the crater rim.

“At least the scenery’s good,” she said to herself, turning to look back at the dome. “And I thought it would be decades before there’d be one of these.”


“Okay, everyone,” Jin said, opening the meeting. “Firstly – good work earlier today. The PALV-1 is in parking orbit, and Apollo has calculated the next good transfer window.”

Good news indeed, Mewtwo stated.

“Yes – we’ve managed the proof of concept… but,” the flight dynamics officer continued, “we should look at the problems first.”

Yes, that sounds sensible.

“The first point that comes up,” FIDO went on, “is that this launch stack was probably overweight for a single lift to orbit. Mewtwo was clearly having problems.”

“I’m not so sure that that’s a solid point,” Guidance interrupted. “We know his thrust rate was much higher than we’d get from a normal stack of that mass for the entire flight path, so Mewtwo could probably manage a lift of an even heavier stack to orbit at the normal thrust rate.”

“True,” FIDO admitted. “But what I was getting at was – if Mewtwo was having trouble, and we know that he’s a very powerful Psychic-type, then any larger launch that doesn’t involve him is probably impossible.”

“Impossible with a single Pokémon lifting from the ground,” Guidance said.

“We should probably make sure we know what the other options are,” Jin suggested. “So we’ve tried having a single Pokémon lift from the ground. What other options are there?”

“Well, one option is for the psychic type to just take the place of the first stage,” Guidance mused. “That’s nearly eighty percent of the launch weight for that kind of stack, so theoretically – depending on how the power curve lines up – we could launch perhaps three or four times as much payload per launch for less actual cost.”

“Definitely worth considering,” Jin pronounced. “What other options are there?”

“Just doing a slower lift,” FIDO said. “Mewtwo was doing a continuous acceleration thrust all the way to orbit, but you could instead use a boost at launch and then let the stack more-or-less coast for a while.”

“I’m not sure the trajectory works,” Guidance countered, shaking his head. “We should do a study, but it might prove impractical.”

“I’m more curious about that power surge,” raised a member of the electrical engineering section. “Didn’t you say that was an attempt to use external power?”

Correct, Mewtwo nodded. I was experimenting to see if I could use electrical power to extend my capability for a large boost.

He paused. Should I be speaking out loud for the recorders?

“No, Apollo’s handling stenography,” Jin supplied. “Please, continue.”

Very well. As I was saying, my hope was that a Psychic-type could use that way of augmenting their power.

“Even if most can’t manage it, we should check with Tate and Liza whether it’s feasible.”

Another possible power boost method that I entertained was gestalt, the powerful Psychic-type added. The use of the energy of many minds, melded into one entity for the purposes of applying psychic force.

“That’s possible?” Jin asked.

I have no reason to believe it is not, and I have every reason to believe it is.

“Let’s add that to the list, then,” Jin nodded.

“Something we haven’t considered yet is a thrust-assisted boost,” Guidance volunteered. “A continuous engine burn where the Psychic-type in question is also applying a push – so the thrust requirement from the engine is lower. That would mean we could maintain a launch profile with much more payload per booster – especially if the psychic type can also maintain an air shield.”

“That air shield’s something we should consider a separate component…”

“What about sending the Pokémon up with the launch stack?” FIDO asked suddenly. “That should avoid the main problem, right?”

Definitely worth considering.

Jin looked at his notebook, which had two full pages, and turned to the next one. “I’m starting to think we’re going to need to put some of these ideas out to tender. There’s too many for us to pursue in a reasonable time, but if we share these with Ariadospace and Canaveral and all the other outfits then we can start seeing which works best.”

“What about those Deoxys? They might…”


“I think that went well,” Dawn said.

Piplup shook his head, beak set in an expression of disapproval.

“Oh, what was wrong with it?” Dawn asked. “I thought the bubbles were lovely, and it only took four or five tries to get them to land around you instead of on you.”

The Water-type waved a flipper, hopping up the stairs to Dawn’s room ahead of her.

“Still kind of wish I could understand you like Ash does,” Dawn added, with a sigh.

“Lup,” Piplup said. He pushed the door to her room open, and slid along the carpet to his preferred seat by her bed.

“Okay, I – huh?” Dawn blinked.

Piplup followed her gaze, and tilted his head. “Pip pip.”

Ah, there you are, Mesprit stated. There are many questions for you. Tea?

Dawn took the levitating cup. “Thanks?”

My pleasure. Now. The question remains as to how you know me when I do not know you. Mesprit’s tails waved as it hovered forwards. Memories? Not my department. Will have to make sure Uxie gets a look.

The Psychic-type pointed. Do have that tea. I feel I did well.

Dawn took a sip. “Yeah, this – is pretty good. Is it peppermint?”

Correct. Mesprit flew a circle around her head, then hovered in uncomfortably close to her forehead. Interesting! Empathy, minor, low power, room for growth. Strong bond with myself, suggests familiarity – and no puzzlement. You know why you know me when I do not know you.

“I do,” Dawn agreed. “It’s kind of a long story…”

“Dawn?” Johanna called from downstairs. “Dear, it’s not long until dinner!”

Can I join in? Mesprit asked, then immediately shook its head. No, not appropriate. Good talk. See you later.

The pink-and-grey Psychic-type vanished with a flash.

“…that happened,” Dawn said.

She frowned. “I wonder what kind of Poffin Mesprit prefers, that way I can make sure to be a good hostess if that happens again.”

Piplup nodded. “Lup.”

“Dawn!”

“Coming, mom!” Dawn called down. “Okay, I guess she wants us to help set the table – come on, Piplup!”


“Look!” Molly said, pressing her face against the window. “Is that Pastoria City down there?”

“Don’t know!” Leafeon replied with just the same tone. “But it looks like a fun place!”

Gary leaned over to see where they were. “Yep. That’s Pastoria City all right.”

The engines droned a little louder as their aircraft circled, slowly dropping lower in the sky.

“How come we have to stay up here so long?” Molly asked, turning away from the window. “Flying type Pokémon can just come in and land wherever, right?”

“That’s right,” Gary agreed. “But aircraft like this require much longer to take off or land. There’s only one runway, so we have to wait our turn.”

“Right,” Molly nodded, understanding. “I get it.”

She sighed. “It’s a pity Suicune and Entei didn’t have time to take us.”

“I guess they’re busy these days,” Gary said, squeezing her shoulder. “Don’t worry, I’m sure they can visit us… hey, can you see that over there?”

Molly looked the direction Gary was pointing, and saw what he meant – visible from a low angle as their aircraft swept around the stack, the expanse of the Great Marsh spread almost to the edge of where she could see.

“It’s almost all wild,” Gary told her. “Pokémon live there in ways they normally only do in Ranger areas… it’s a lot like Almia in that way, actually.”

Leafeon shifted to Vaporeon, frowned, then went back to Leafeon. “I’m not sure what would be better to be in a marsh.”

“I think a Water-type,” Molly told her. “But there’s lots of choice.”

A light went on.

“I should get back in my seat,” Gary said. “And you should too – we’re about to land.”

Molly’s Leafeon switched to being Molly’s Espeon, and clipped herself into her seat with a brief flicker of telekinesis.

The engines got louder, with turbulence buffeting them, then there was a lurch as they seemed to drop out of the sky – and a bounce-bounce-bounce, and they were down.

“This is your captain speaking,” the PA said. “We apologize for the turbulence there at the end, I’m afraid we had a bit of a problem with some Staravia nearly getting in our way.”

“We’re in Sinnoh!” Molly announced. “I can’t wait to meet some Pokémon here!”

Gary chuckled. “I’m sure we’ll meet a lot – my first project is to study the Marsh, actually, but that does mean we’ll need to pick up some waterproof gear first.”

“Okay,” Molly agreed. “Camping’s going to be pretty cool, I guess – hey, can you snuggle up against me as Flareon when we’re in a sleeping bag?”

“Sure!”


“Excuse me.”

Spencer Hale looked up from his keyboard. “Who – oh, Entei. I didn’t realize it was you.”

He blinked. “That… kind of sums up how odd my world’s become.”

The shiny Entei snorted a chuckle, and padded around to have a look at the screen. “More research into Unown gestalts?”

“Yes, that’s right,” Spencer agreed.

He leaned back in his chair. “I’m trying to find out what it was that made it so that – well, that happened. At least three times. And why Molly was able to use it so effectively.”

“Some things are mysteries I cannot understand,” Entei said, seating himself next to Spencer. “But I am sure you will be able to divine them.”

“That makes one of us,” Molly’s father said.

After a few seconds of silence, Entei cleared his throat with a sound like a pyroclastic flow.

“Ow,” Spencer winced.

“Sorry about that…” Entei said, looking down. Then he returned his attention to Spencer. “I wanted to ask you something.”

“Go ahead,” Spencer agreed. “You can certainly ask.”

“Well,” the shiny Legendary said. “This is, as far as I am aware, the first time Molly has left home for more than a day or two.”

“That’s right,” Spencer confirmed. “That’s right… it’s going to be about a week at first, and then they’re coming back for a day or so before a longer session.”

Entei nodded.

“Do you miss her?” he asked.

“Of course!” Spencer replied. “Of course I do – Molly’s my daughter, why wouldn’t I?”

Entei was silent.

“…oh, right,” the human winced. “I… sorry, I sometimes forget that.”

“It is fine,” Entei said, with a shake of his head which set his grey-brown fur waving. “My claim is an illusion, but one I do cherish despite that. And I hope you do not mind that I miss her as well.”

He looked towards the door. “Suicune does as well – and Raikou. We care for her very much. And I know that that was because we were created to be her parents – to replace you, for a girl who had lost so much – but it still feels real.”

Spencer reached out, paused, then continued on Entei’s slight nod. He wove his hand into Entei’s fur, feeling the deep heat beneath.

“I don’t think it’s anything but real, Entei,” he told the Legendary. “Molly’s love was what created you, and what made you real. I know I forget that sometimes – even now, with nearly two years to get used to it – but her love was real, and is real.”

He chuckled. “I don’t know what that makes you and I – but I don’t mind being connected like that. You were there for her when I couldn’t be.”

“And we will both have to live with her leaving on her journey,” Entei finished.

“You’re right,” Spencer agreed.

They sat in silence, two fathers who understood one another a little better.

“Of course, if you checked up on her every so often…”

“Already worked out a schedule.”


Regigigas let out a flat beep. “Coding. Error. Unclosed. Participle.”

Mew’s tail lashed back and forth. She flickered pink, transformed into a Voltorb, and Exploded.

Lowering his paw, Lucario waved the smoke away. “Please, Mew, this is not dignified.”

That’s because I’m going insaaane! The Legendary moaned, shifting back into his base form. This is like pulling teeth!

Mew paused. I assume.

Lucario shook his head, a smirk on his muzzle. “Let’s give this another go.”

He cleared his throat, and took a deep breath. “Colon colon Regigigas colon colon line feed open curly brace command structure close curly brace line feed for open brackets Regi colon in colon Regirock Regice Registeel close brackets open square bracket line feed Apply open bracket update close bracket-”

Lucario took a great gulp of air, and kept going. “-for open bracket date colon from colon line feed open brackets now close brackets dash one zero three five years line feed colon to colon line feed now close bracket line feed close square bracket.”

Lights flashed on Regigigas’ face.

Did it work? Mew asked, sending it to Lucario only.

“Line feed,” Lucario answered. “Colon colon execute colon colon end.”

“Command. Accepted.”

Regigigas burst forwards, so fast Mew had to dodge out of the way with a high-pitched squeak, and disappeared up the passage to the sound of a metronomic WHAM WHAM WHAM WHAM of large feet.

“It seems so,” the Aura Pokémon declared. “After that Legendary!”


A blur of orange and yellow came pelting along the slope of Mount Moon, moving fast enough to send Pidgey and Spearow whirring away in a cloud of complaints.

The fast-moving Pokémon turned slightly, jumping a river in two long bounds and a splash off the water, then blazed through the outskirts of a small town at full speed.

Viridian City whipped past on the right, and the orange-yellow Pokémon slowed. It passed the edge of Pallet Town at a lope, dropped to a walk, and padded the rest of the way to its destination.

“Hey, it’s Shiny Raikou!” Swellow said, flitting alongside for a moment. “Where’ve you been?”

“Northern Honshu,” the shiny Raikou in question replied. “Trouble with an Articuno and a Heatran, solved now.”

“Cool. Well, gotta dash,” the Flying-type said. “Movie night’s tomorrow, we’re still taking suggestions!”

Raikou chuckled as the hyperactive Swellow circled him once, then shot back towards her perch.

He sped up a little again, approaching home – or what home was now – and crouched, then sprang over the hedge.

The thump of his landing woke up the shiny Suicune, and she got gracefully to her feet.

“So, how did it go?” she asked, stepping over. “Tough?”

“Not really, just tiring,” Raikou replied. “They were sulking at opposite ends of a mountain by the time I got there, so there was a lot of running up and down hills.”

“You poor, overworked dear,” Suicune consoled him, licking her paw and adjusting his mustache.

“Moom…” the shiny Raikou whined.

Suicune shrugged. “If you want sympathy, you have to accept the mothering as well.”

She turned a little, spotting Martha Hale on the steps. “Good afternoon, Martha. Everything all right?”

“Yes, it’s fine,” Martha assured her, coming the rest of the way down and sitting on one of the garden chairs.

“Oh, dear, Raikou…” Suicune sighed. “We really need to get your fur combed.”

“It’s fine,” Raikou protested. “I take good enough care of it.”

“Suicune, I wanted to ask you something,” the human broached, after a long pause.

“Go ahead,” Suicune said, leaving off Raikou for now.

“I know that Raikou is – basically – your son,” she said, waving her hands. “Or at least that that’s what Molly wished for.”

“You’re correct,” Suicune agreed. “Molly wished for a mother, a father and a brother.”

She gave a graceful shrug. “It’s a little complicated, because – well – it’s not as if we appeared with an instruction manual. But we found ourselves in that situation, and we all decided that we would agree that we would follow the very real love we feel for one another. And for Molly.”

“I know what this is about,” Raikou said, shaking his ruff – and incidentally snarling his fur up again. “You’re going to ask Suicune about how she feels when I do my duties. Is that right?”

“Yes, it is,” Martha Hale agreed. “How did you know?”

“You think just like Suicune does in some ways,” the Shiny Pokémon said. “Mother, that is.”

“I… see,” Martha nodded, slowly. “Perhaps that’s because the Unown had to use me as a template… anyway, it’s not important.”

“Something to think about,” Suicune mused. “And as for your question – I feel a lot of things, far more than something simple. Pride that he’s going, concern for how he’ll do, relief when he returns… but never regret. Never that.”

“…I think you’re right, we do think alike,” Martha said. “I never realized that about myself before… I do feel worry, but I don’t feel regret. Or if I do, it’s that it’s happening so early.”

“I feel that as well,” Suicune volunteered. “I know Molly is not really my daughter, but I love her the same as you do.”

She padded forwards, and put her paw gently on Martha’s lap. “She is wonderful, and innocent, and a fine young lady. And two of her close friends, including the one she travels with right now, have won a Pokémon League. She will be just fine.”

“I think I can agree with that,” Martha smiled.

She looked up a little. “And Suicune’s right, you do need a bath.”

Raikou snorted, rolling his eyes. “Now there’s two of them…”


“An. Update. Is. Ready. To. Be. Installed.” Regigigas stated.

The eyes on Regirock’s front plate flashed in a complicated pattern. “Security Error.”

Regigigas raised both hands.

“Entering. Update. Mode.”

One hand reached out and took Regirock by the forehead. The other drew back.

What’s going on? Mew asked, flashing back from the shape of a Ninjask to her normal Mew shape.

Lucario cut off his Aura jets and did a forward roll into a landing, coming up into a coiled crouch. “The manual said something about punch cards?”

Manual?

“Ancient scrolls,” Lucario clarified.

Regigigas punched Regirock very, very hard. The Rock-type Golem went flying backwards, spun twice around an axis, and slammed into a rockface with a wham which shook the ground.

“Thank. You. For. Updating.”

Regigigas turned, and sped off in the direction of Regice.

“…now that I think back,” Lucario went on, as they broke into a run again, “that may not have been the word for card.”


AN:


A few looks in on characters, some of them seen recently and some not.

Firstly – Iris. This is a slight divergence for her.

Secondly – Cynthia.

Thirdly – the Lucario Kingdom.

Fourthly – Mewtwo, and spaceflight. (A bit Pegasus In Flight.)

Fifthly – Where Kidd Summers Is.

Sixthly – Dawn. (And Mesprit.)

Seventhly – Molly, along with her family. Their relationships are complicated, but not complex.

And finally – Lucario, Mew and Regiggas.

By the way, the programming language used is not real.






199. Battle Frontier 4


“All right, here we go!” Ash said. “Time for the Battle Factory!”

“Isn’t it the third time you’ve said that?” May asked.

“I’m still excited,” Ash retorted. “I’m just looking forward to a good battle, that’s all – I didn’t really get a chance at Rota, so it’s been pretty much just sparring since the Ever Grande conference… and that got cancelled.”

“Don’t we know it,” Pikachu muttered.

“At least you got a battle against Sparky,” Lucario countered. “I was looking forward to having a good one… pity the rematch against Cid wasn’t going to happen, though.”

“There’s so many of you it’s probably hard for Ash to keep track of who needs battles,” Brock pointed out. “Perhaps Dexter could set up some kind of database.”

Don’t pin this work on me.

“It’s kind of a pity Misty’s not living at Cerulean any more, actually,” Ash said. “I mean, we could have visited her – and Max could have gotten a Badge off her.”

“Maybe we should visit Cerulean Gym anyway,” May suggested. “What do you think, Max?”

“I don’t think so, really,” Max frowned. “I did the Sootopolis gym really recently, so another Water gym doesn’t seem right.”

“Fair enough,” May shrugged. “I don’t really have to think about that as a Coordinator.”

“There’s the Factory roof,” Brock pointed out. “I think we can make it there before sunset.”

“Unlike last time,” May jibed.

“I said I was sorry,” her brother shot back. “And at least I’m better at this than Ash.”

“She’s got a point,” Ash agreed.

“So… who are you going to use?” Lucario asked, touching his new gauntlet for a moment. “Is this going to be where I get to use my new Mega Evolution?”

“I don’t know,” Ash said. “But I don’t really think so… the Battle Factory’s kind of unusual.”

“Aren’t all the Battle Frontier places?” Max asked.

“They are, actually,” Ash agreed. “But this one’s odd because I have to pick the Pokemon to battle as well… at least, that’s the way it went last time. There was an Articuno, which was… thinking about it, that was the first time I’d seen someone with a friendly Legendary they used for battles.”

Is that what gave you the idea of having Ho-Oh go with you? Jirachi asked. Does that mean it’s why I can go with Max?

“No, Ho-Oh asked to come with me,” Ash corrected. “Actually, I should probably make sure Ho-Oh has a battle in the Battle Frontier too.”

Better get some pens and paper.

“Maybe,” Ash shrugged.

The friends walked on in companionable silence for the next few minutes.

“Ash?”

Ash looked left. “Latias?”

“I was wondering – do you think I can have this one?”

The draconic Psychic-type did a roll. “I mean, I’ve not really had a chance to have a gym kind of battle, and this sounds like a place I could have a battle that could test if I’m as good as I want to be.”

“It might be harder than you’re expecting,” Ash warned. “I was thinking of picking Articuno as the Pokemon I battle, if it’s just one, and Articuno’s strong against Dragon types.”

“I don’t mind,” Latias said, then crossed her arms and shook her head. “No, I do care about that – I want my battle to be against a strong opponent, so I can be more sure if I win.”

“And have a ready excuse if you lose,” Pikachu observed.

The Psychic-type spread her hands. “Well, there’s that too…”

“It’s still kind of odd to see you talking to thin air,” May said. “Even after months travelling with you, Latias.”

Latias blinked, then decloaked in a flash of blue. “Wait, I was invisible all that time?”

“Correct,” Lucario confirmed.

“But I was using hand gestures!”


“Okay, I think that’s enough for now,” Noland said. “What do you think?”

Articuno backwinged, exhaling a blast of ice towards the arena floor. A spire of ice built up, shaped like a T, and he alighted on the perch before folding his wings.

Then he gave Noland a dignified nod.

“I mean, I’m kind of running out of Pokemon,” Noland added, looking down at the various tired-out Battle Factory Pokemon. “You’re definitely getting better at that.”

Articuno chirruped, emphasizing the point with one wing.

“Not that you weren’t good already, man,” Noland amended. “Oh, that reminds me – if you can stay overnight, I’m planning on trying out a new wing tomorrow morning.”

The Ice-type perked up, looking interested.

“Yeah, it’s got a better chord on it, I’m hoping it’ll do away with the need for the canard,” the Frontier Brain elaborated.

Any further discussion of aircraft wings was interrupted by the sound of a doorbell.

“Oh, huh,” Noland frowned. “I guess someone wants to talk. Well, I’ll be back in a few minutes – there’s some rice in the cupboard if you can’t wait for a snack.”

As he left, Articuno’s gaze took in the sight of the microwave, just visible in the breakroom through a large door.

Now, how did one work that thing again?


“Good evening,” Noland said, pulling the door open. “Welcome to the Battle Factory, I’m afraid it’s – wait, I know you.”

He pointed. “You’re one of that family who runs Pewter Gym. I recognize the eyes.”

“How?” Brock asked. “I’m pretty sure you can’t see mine.”

“Good one,” Noland chuckled. “Okay, and I’m pretty sure I saw you on TV – Top Coordinator?”

“That’s me,” May said. “Thanks for noticing!”

“And… you’re Ash Ketchum, right?” Noland said. “Actually, never mind – the Pikachu, the Lucario and the Latias make it pretty clear. So, you’re taking the Battle Frontier challenge?”

“Yep!” Ash nodded.

“Great to have you,” Noland added, shaking his hand. “And you guys too, of course.”

Max waited.

“Oh, I guess you guys were all involved with that thing with the meteorite?” Noland checked. “Brandon told us all about it. Sounds like really impressive stuff.”

Max waited.

We helped with the space shuttle! Jirachi said. I got it ready in seconds!

Noland blinked, then snapped his fingers. “Right – Jirachi, huh? Nice.”

He stepped back. “Well, come in, I guess. I’ve got some guest rooms which don’t have Articuno in them, so that should do – I’m afraid most of my Pokemon are tired out at the moment, though.”


“This place is pretty impressive,” Max said, looking around. “How many Pokemon do you have in here?”

“Dozens,” Noland answered. “I try to make sure that I have a wide choice of Pokemon for whoever challenges me – because part of my gimmick as a member of the Battle Frontier is that my challenger has a choice. Either they battle one powerful Pokemon, or multiple weaker ones – either way, it’s a test of their abilities.”

“That does sound interesting,” Latias said. “I wonder if you have more Pokemon than Ash…”

“That’s a good question,” Noland said. “I think I probably have more, but Ash might have more he-”

BANG!

“Ow!” May winced, hands flinching up towards her ears. “What was that?”

“Did something explode?”

“Pardon?” Max asked.

“What’s that?” Brock said.

The next door ahead on the left swung open, letting out a cloud of smoke and a coughing Articuno. “What just happened? I’m sure I did everything right!”

“Is that an Articuno?” May said.

“Pardon?” Articuno asked.

Someone around here really needs to have Soundproof, Dexter stated, then lit up his projector.

Attention, the words on the walls stated. You have been deafened by a small explosion. Please remain calm.

“An explosion?” Noland said. “What exploded?”

As he spoke, the words appeared on the wall with his name next to them. They hung there for a moment, then faded.

“That’s neat,” Max said.

“Articuno – what happened?” Ash asked.

Articuno didn’t spot the question, too busy looking back through the door smoke was still drifting out of.

Then the fire alarm went off.


“Okay, I think I get it,” Brock said, some minutes later. “So… Articuno was making himself some rice.”

“I was trying to, yes,” Articuno agreed.

“And you put the rice in the microwave without opening the top of the packet,” Brock went on. “How long did you do it for?”

“I… guessed it should be about ten minutes?” Articuno admitted. “That’s how long it takes to make rice, isn’t it?”

“That’s how long it takes to boil rice,” May said. “Microwaves are generally faster. And if you didn’t open the top…”

“It’s worked before,” the legendary Pokemon said, shaking his wings defensively. “I remember doing it just like this once before.”

“I think maybe you punctured it with your claws,” Brock mused. “That would let the steam out.”

“Okay, I think everything’s under control,” Noland reported, coming into the room with a faint smell of burned insulation following him. “The microwave’s pretty much a lost cause, but we’ve got a spare and I can fix it as a project.”

“Good,” Articuno said, relaxing. “I was worried I’d done worse than that.”

“Now,” Noland went on. “It’s too late for a good battle – especially one that goes outside, but knowing your reputation we might wake up half of Cerulean – but it might help if you picked the Pokemon you’re going to battle now, Ash.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Ash agreed. “Uh, let’s see… how many is it?”

“Pick one first, and I’ll tell you,” Noland replied.

“What if I want more than the number you tell me?” Ash asked. “Is there a way to handle that?”

“I… suppose there has to be,” Noland frowned. “I’ve never really considered it from that point of view. But I suppose if you do want extra challenge, go ahead.”

“Then I’d like to battle Articuno,” Ash said. “And apart from that, I’m not sure – do you have somewhere all your Pokemon are so I can see?”

Articuno and Noland exchanged a wordless look.

“Ash, you’re way more eager than I was expecting someone to be,” the Frontier Brain said. “Even for people who take the Battle Frontier challenge, you’re something else.”


Articuno sat on the roof, icy feathers glittering faintly in the light of the crescent moon and the starry sky overhead.

There was a soft sound, and the Ice-type turned to look. “Good evening.”

“And a good evening to you as well,” Entei replied, padding out to sit next to Articuno. “It’s a very clear night.”

“I like nights like this,” Articuno agreed. “They’re often cold, and that makes me more comfortable at ground level.”

He shook his wings. “So – I can see the rumors are correct.”

“I’m surprised they’re still just rumors,” Entei replied. “Ash caught us more than a year ago and we’ve all been on television at least twice.”

“It’s surprising how few televisions can be found in the wild,” Articuno countered. “And, after today, I think that might be a good thing – I would probably find how to make one explode.”

“It’s not as hard as you may think to operate a television,” Entei said, tail whipping back and forth. “And the rewards can be considerable.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” Articuno said.

They sat there for a few minutes, then Articuno cleared his throat.

“What’s it like, being a Pokemon with a Pokeball?” he asked. “I’ve sometimes wondered about asking Noland about the subject, but I’ve never worked up the courage – and when I ask his Pokemon about it, they don’t seem to have the same perspective as me. But you’ve been a wild Legendary for longer than my parents have been alive, so surely you know..?”

“The decision to allow Ash to chase us – and catch us, if he could – was not one I or my siblings made lightly,” Entei answered. “It was based on respect, and an understanding of how Ash deserved it – and that’s an assessment he has well fulfilled.”

The Fire-type tapped a paw on the ground. “As for the results – they have all, without question, been positive. I remain as free as ever to travel the world, my duties unhampered, while I have gained friends – many of them Pokemon I would never otherwise have met – and learned things I do not think I could have come to learn without meeting Ash.”

He looked over, fixing Articuno with his gaze. “Ask yourself this – do you think Noland would betray your trust? If not, then you have nothing to fear – and much to gain in friendship.”

Articuno was silent.

“It is not an easy decision to make,” Entei agreed, standing. “Make it at your leisure, and do not feel ashamed of it no matter what it may be. It is in your wings alone – whether you value more freedom or friendship, and whether you feel it is right to trade one for the other. I cannot tell you what to do, only tell you how it went for me.”

“And I thank you for it,” Articuno replied, nodding with respect towards the Fire-type Beast. “I will value your perspective.”

There was a pause.

“By the way, do you have any tips for battling Ash’s Pokemon?”

“Yes, actually,” Entei said, to Articuno’s surprise.

“Really?”

“Yes. To defeat Mawile, it is preferable to use Ground-type attacks and to not assume she is not dangerous.”

Articuno nodded, waited, then tilted his head. “Wait, is that the only advice you’re giving?”

“Yes,” Entei answered.

“And what are the chances I’ll actually be facing Mawile?”

“About zero,” the Fire-type said. “Next time, ask more carefully.”


“So, just to make sure the rules are clear,” Noland began. “A win earns two points, a draw earns one point each and a loss earns no points. You must earn more points than me to win.”

He gestured up into the sky. “As for the battlefield – well, we’re going to have to hold the first battle up here on the roof.”

“Yeah, the indoor space didn’t look big enough for a good flying battle,” Ash agreed. “Ready?”

Articuno flared his wings.

“Articuno looks pretty ready,” Noland nodded. “So, Ash, who are you using as your first challenger?”

Ash pointed. “Latias!”

There was a bright blue flash as Latias dropped her invisibility.

“Interesting,” Noland said, and glanced to his side. “Remember, she’s weak to Ice attacks, but don’t rely on that. You know the tricks.”

Articuno nodded, eyeing his opponent and tilting his head on one side, then sprang into the air.

“Begin!” Noland pronounced, and Latias shot skywards after him.


Articuno accelerated hard, wings beating as fast as he could, then drew them in and half-rolled about his axis.

Reopening his wings again, he let out a loud shout and a burst of ice-and-snow, which hung in the air around him and which made Latias swerve away from a simple Extremespeed attack.

The Ice-type’s next move was to expand out his quick Ice-type field. Swooping upwards into the sky, keeping one eye on Latias as she lined up for her next attack, Articuno charged up – then fired a huge icy blast, which detonated overhead into a thick cotton-like cloud and began to hail.

“Good!” Noland called up from ground level. “Now, just stay in the snowstorm and it’ll be harder for her to sneak up on you!”

“I know,” Articuno muttered to himself.

He banked, tail streaming, and fired down an Ice Beam at Latias. The Psychic-type blocked it with a Psybeam, the two attacks forming a bubble of conflicting energy for a moment and then exploding outwards in all directions – the cloud of diamonddust that resulted making it harder for the two Legendaries to see one another.

“Latias, counter shield!” Ash instructed.

There was a flash of green Dragonbreath from below, then Articuno spotted Latias again – this time coated in a spiralling green shield which didn’t look like anything he’d seen before.

“Blizzard her!” Noland called up.

Articuno complied, building up ice under the scoops of his wings, then abandoned the energy for a moment to switch to Steel Wing.

His stiff wings hit Latias’ own with a kerrash which echoed through the sky, and both Legendaries bounced away at an angle to their previous path – Latias going upwards through the snow cloud, Articuno having to twist to recover his flight regime and get back into his snowy area of airborne terrain.

Then a Psybeam punched down through the cloud, missing Articuno by about a foot.

Articuno blinked, then dodged to one side and avoided being hit by the second Psybeam. The third connected, knocking him bodily downwards, but by then he’d worked out a counter tactic and had balls of cold air building under his wings.

He waited for the fourth, then slammed to a halt in mid-air just after it came down through the cloud – missing him by inches – and turned nearly upside down with how hard he braked.

The Ice-type sighted along the line the Psybeam had come down, and slammed his wings together to send a rolling, damp wave of sleet-laden air back along the path the Psychic attack had taken.

Flipping back upright, Articuno followed it through and out above the clouds with a globe of blue light forming in his beak.


Latias blew the incoming Blizzard apart with a push of psychic energy, then saw a flash of blue-white light coming out of the clouds – giving her just enough time to throw up a Safeguard shield before the Ice Beam hit.

However, the Ice Beam didn’t just last a second or so. It kept coming and coming and coming, Ice-type energy battering at her shield and making it flare, and she couldn’t see quite well enough to pinpoint Articuno through the shield-scatter.

Deciding to get out of the line of fire – or ice – Latias accelerated, curving around in a circle, only to find that Articuno was managing to hold the Ice Beam on her despite her high-speed movements.

Then a Blizzard smacked into her barrier.

It still held, kept in place by the force of a Psychic-type Legendary Pokemon, but that hadn’t been the point – the blizzard Articuno had put together was damp and slushy, so when it splashed off her Safeguard it just gave the Ice Beam plenty of new material to freeze.

For a moment, Latias was completely trapped inside a solid ball of ice. Then her eyes flashed, and she blew the shield apart from the inside – going invisible in the same moment, and firing a curl of Dragonbreath which shot off in a different direction.

Articuno’s Ice Beam followed the sphere of Dragonbreath like a laser, hitting it four times in two seconds and making it fall apart.

“Articuno, watch out!” Noland’s voice came, faintly.

Flipping end-over-end, Latias shot off to the south – gaining distance with incredible speed, before turning around to come back at Articuno before he could set up a larger Hail field.


“That ice thing was pretty cool,” Ash said. “I mean – was that a trick you’d already worked out?”

“Yes, that’s right,” Noland agreed, watching the skies. “It’s one we worked out to deal with Psychic-types and other Pokemon with powerful shields – you can try to push through the shields, or you can turn it almost into an advantage. What about that fire shield?”

“That’s the Counter Shield,” Ash explained. “It’s something I teach a lot of my Pokemon, in different forms.”

“Nice,” Noland nodded. “I might have to reverse engineer that.”

He cupped his hands. “She’s coming from the south!”

Ash did a double-take. “Wait, how do you know that?”

Overhead, Articuno’s Ice Beam flicked out – scoring a direct hit on the incoming Psychic-type.


Latias screeched in pain as the ice bit into her, wrenching her off course and making her tumble.

She dropped subsonic and decloaked, focusing her powers on this new task, and forced the splash of ice along her side to heat up and fall away. That took only a couple of seconds, but by the time she switched her attention back to the world she was…

…well, she wasn’t sure quite where she was, but she was definitely out of control.

Some Flying-types would have trouble recovering from a tumble like this, Latias knew. But she was much better than that.

She just stopped in mid air, cancelling out her momentum with a burst of psychic effort, then reorientated and dove out of the way as Articuno stooped on her position with his wings glowing in a Steel Wing.

“Latias!” Ash called up, and she adjusted her trajectory to pass lower and closer to him. “Don’t go supersonic and try to be invisible – Articuno is spotting the shockwave!”

Latias nodded to herself, already heading back into the sky. That did explain a lot… so, how to land another good hit on Articuno?

After a moment’s thought, she giggled as an idea struck her.


“How much of that is planned?” Noland asked, interested, as Latias phased out of visibility. “Do you go into a Pokemon battle with a concrete plan?”

“Not really,” Ash replied with a shrug. “It’s more like… we work out bits of a plan, and then Latias assembles it as she’s battling.”

“That sounds hard to train,” Noland mused. “But, then, you have so many Pokemon you can probably make it work… actually, my own strategy is more like that than I first thought.”

“I guess both of you have so many Pokemon it’s easy to train them against a wide variety of other Pokemon,” Max volunteered.

“Yeah, that makes sense,” May agreed. “I mean, we’ve-”

There was a sudden burst of white-blue light overhead.

“Whoa!” Ash said, shading his eyes. “What’s that – oh, I see!”

Articuno shot past the roof, flying low enough that the wind-shock blasted cold air at them, then rose again with his tail feathers streaming out behind him.

A bright glow was hissing off the tail, forming a glowing trail which hung in the air, and Articuno banked in on himself to turn it into a complete loop – then began weaving around it.

“That’s… I think it’s Icy Wind?” Ash asked. “How come it’s staying there?”

“It’s very cold overhead,” Noland answered. “And that means the actual ice can be very small bits – the rest of it’s Ice-type energy he’s channelling through his tail, which freezes the bits in place and means the trail stays in one place.”

Ash opened Dexter. “Are you taking notes?”

Of course I am taking notes. I exist to take notes. And calculate pi.

That’s a boring hobby, Kris contributed. At least calculate something a bit harder, like phi.

Ethan let out an electronic sigh. Am I the only one who writes?

“I should get a Porygon,” Noland mused. “I bet they’re pretty good to bounce ideas off… hey, Ash, where is your Latias? She’s supposed to actually take part, you know.”

“Over there,” Ash said, nodding.

A faint flash came from behind a low rise.

Then something came charging out into the air. It moved deceptively slowly, at first, but it quickly became clear it was really going very fast indeed – and it seemed to be made up of very large rocks, glowing and spinning in an eye-confusing pattern.

“What?” May asked. “What? Did your crazy Latias just use Counter Shield with a Draco Meteor?”

She frowned. “That’s… actually a logical progression, and I don’t know why I was so surprised.”

“Articuno, look out!” Noland shouted. “Aurora!”

“Shouldn’t that be Aurora beam?” Brock asked.

“Latias, Water Pulse!” Ash instructed.


Articuno fired his Aurora Beam into the swirling sky-writing he’d been leaving behind for the past minute or so.

The whole thing lit up instantly, his artificial cirrus strengthening the pulse of Icy energy and catalyzing it, and within a second there was a beautiful rainbow glow all around his position.

Then it began to pour towards the ground, a glowing barrier of rainbow light which left frost behind where it hit the ground and made several startled Pokemon run for cover.

For a moment, that was all there was, as Articuno spun in mid-air to face where Latias would have to come over the Aurora.

Then Latias broke the rules.

Her Water Pulse smacked into the rainbow-like shield, and then she smashed right through the rapidly freezing water – Counter Shield a little wet, but still intact, and Articuno had to quickly redirect his attention to attack Latias as she bored in behind her fast-moving pile of meteorites.

The Ice-type drew deeply on his reserves, turning an Ice beam into a Blizzard and then into a Sheer Cold as he poured energy into the attack to neutralize Latias’ attack. A drop of water hit him on the head, and he studiously ignored it – not wanting to flinch.

Then a claw tapped him between the wings.

Startled, he lost concentration for a moment – and the last few meteors in the Draco Meteor hit their frozen fellows, smashed them into shrapnel, and one of them caught Articuno a glancing blow in the side which knocked him across the sky.

As he recovered, shaking his head and trying to work out what just happened, a small ball of white light drifted lazily towards him.

“Mist Ball,” Latias announced.

Then it exploded.


“So, uh… what happened?” May asked, as Articuno staggered through the air.

As they watched, the Ice-type rallied. He rolled onto his back, firing an Ice-type attack which hit Latias squarely and made her squeak with surprise-

“Pull up!” Noland called.

Disoriented, Articuno pulled up – forgetting he was upside down.

Everyone winced at the crash as the Ice-type hit a tree.

“I think we’re going to need the action replay,” Brock said.

“Articuno, can you keep going?” Noland asked.

Articuno fell out of the tree, hit a bush, and started snoring.

“I think that’s a no,” Max ventured.


Two small purple-and-yellow rocks flew through the air. They passed clean over Cerulean, slowing markedly as air resistance buffeted them, then arced towards the nearby beach.

Rapidly losing energy, the last two components of Latias’ Draco Meteor blew an 8-shaped crater about six inches long.


Dawn turned. “Are you okay, Piplup?”

Piplup shrugged.

“I heard you sigh,” she said. “Is there something wrong with the theme? Do we need to loosen the tuxedo a bit?”

The Water-type shook his head, then mimed something.

“Uh… hold on,” Dawn said, watching closely. “You’re happy… and feel a bit lucky… that you didn’t get… flattened?”

Her starter hopped back to his feet from his splayed-out tongue-out ‘flattened’ pose, and nodded.

“Why?” she asked.

The only reply he could give was another shrug.

“Well, at least you’re getting better at charades,” Dawn chuckled. “Okay, let’s try that again?”

Piplup nodded.


“Okay, got him,” Latias said with both her mind and her voice, floating up over the roof with the unconscious Articuno in her arms. “I don’t think he’s too badly hurt…”

Brock stepped forwards, and gave Articuno a look over as Latias put the other Legendary down. “You’re right, I think – we’ll have to wait for him to wake up, unless he gets healing, but I can’t see any signs of a wrenched wing or something else serious.”

“Should I heal him?” Latias asked. “I think I’ve worked out Wish, so I can do it without nearly passing out.”

“It’s your choice, I think,” Brock said.

“Nice work, Latias!” Ash grinned, patting her on the shoulder. “That was a really high speed battle – does that help?”

“Yeah, it does,” Latias agreed, turning to face her trainer. “I was wondering if I might have trouble, or, uh… freeze up?”

“Well, you did great,” Ash told her. “I don’t think you need to worry about that.”

He gave her a look over with Aura sense, and frowned. “You do seem tired, though – I think you should make sure to have a good rest.”

“That would be nice,” Latias agreed. “Brock? Do you have any warm blankets? I think some of those Ice attacks were colder than I was expecting.”

“I’ve got one in my bag, yeah,” Brock confirmed.

“Okay, I’ll help heal Articuno, and then we can go inside,” Latias said.

She glanced up at Noland. “We can go inside, right? That’s the plan?”

“Yes, that’s the plan,” Noland confirmed. “You picked Typhlosion, right, Ash?”

Ash nodded.

“So…” Max said, as Latias got ready to heal Articuno up. “This means Ash just needs a draw, right?”

“Yes, a draw in this second battle would win him the Symbol,” Noland told him. “But if Ash is as skilled and dedicated as I think he is, I’m sure he’ll be aiming for a win just as I will.”

“You bet!” Ash agreed.


“Ah, that’s better,” Latias sighed, leaning back in her chair and taking a sip of her cocoa. “Ooh, there’s marshmallows in this.”

“I should really learn how to use that machine,” Articuno said to himself. “How does it work?”

“It’s probably best if Noland teaches you how to use the microwave,” Brock informed him. “He’s going to want to know if there’s a chance it might explode again.”

Articuno nodded reluctantly.

“Where did the deck chair come from?” he asked. “Aren’t those normally found on human beaches?”

“Ash had one in his bag,” Brock answered. “I’ve given up keeping track of what’s in that thing.”

Latias adjusted her blanket. “I’m not complaining.”


“Sorry, can you repeat that?” Noland asked. “You’re going to be fighting Typhlosion… with your Glalie.”

“Yeah?” Ash said. “Why?”

“Oh, just… I would have thought you’d not rely specifically on Pokemon with elemental weaknesses to mine,” Noland replied. “It’s sort of the main advantage of being able to pick which of my Pokemon you fight.”

Ash shrugged. “I don’t think type effectiveness is more than a guide anyway.”

“Well, it’s your battle,” Noland said, spreading his hands in a shrug. “Okay, Typhlosion – go!”

Glalie looked down at his opponent, horns crackling faintly.

“Begin!” Noland added.

Glalie’s horns flashed bright blue, and the ground became a pristine, reflective sheet of ice. “It’s a mirror match!”

The Fire-type took a step, slipped a little, and dug in his claws. Then he caught fire, melting the sheet around him, and spat a Fire Blast up at Glalie.

“Whoops!” Glalie said, shooting backwards, and an icy Articuno intercepted the attack – exploding into hundreds of pieces, which somewhat hampered the Ember shot up at him immediately afterwards.

“Okay, now that I’m actually in this battle I’m questioning my own decision to go for it,” Glalie mused.”Let’s try this!”

Both his horns lit up, one flicking out a burst of ice to counter Typhlosion’s Flamethrower and the other striking the thin layer of ice left at one side of the arena.

“Jump!” Noland ordered.

Typhlosion did so immediately, leaving off on his attack, and an icy Rhyhorn went past just below him.

“That’s an impressive jump,” May commented, as the Fire-type landed on two legs and bellowed a challenge.

Then she raised her hand to block some of the heat as Noland’s Typhlosion blew the Rhyhorn to fragments with a Fire Blast.

“You know, I have this strange sense I know how most of the battle’s going to play out,” Max snarked. “Does Glalie have any other tricks apart from conjuring ice Pokemon?”

“I’m… sure he must,” May replied uncertainly.

“It’s not just a matter of what tricks you have, but how you can use them!” Ash said. “Glalie, Ice Shard!”

Glalie spun in place, ice beams flickering around him like a hyperactive 3D printer. A whole flock of frozen Spearow appeared in moments, and he sent them flying towards Typhlosion like a real Spearow flock – bunched up, seeming to warp and distort to open up holes in an otherwise contiguous blob.

Noland winced. “Oh, this is going to take a while to fix – Eruption!”

Typhlosion used Eruption, blasting all the little ice constructs to pieces with a torrent of flame. Melted instantly, they splattered down across most of the rest of the arena with a complex splitterplish of a sound.

As the fire attack faded, Noland breathed a sigh of relief. “Good, the floor survived… that’s better than last time.”

Typhlosion shot his trainer a look, then spotted something out of the corner of his eye and spun. Inhaling, he launched a Fire Blast right down the throat of the icy Salamence coming down towards him and blasted it apart.

“This battle’s just dragon on,” Glalie quipped, then was forced to form a shield of ice to protect himself from a follow-up Flamethrower. “Okay, that was a little cold, but just chill, man! You seriously need to cool down and stop breathing fire at everyone.”

“Now I’m really dedicated to win this one,” Typhlosion said to himself, crouching back down. His ruff blazed up, then he pushed off in a lunging pounce of a Flame Wheel which hit Glalie’s ice shield and forced off a shower of fragments.

Landing, Typhlosion crouched and lunged again. This time, Glalie levitated higher – dragging his ice glacis with him, so Typhlosion couldn’t quite reach it.

“Can’t touch this,” he told the Fire-type.

Blank looks all around, even from those humans who could understand him.

“Fine, that was a bit of a stretch anyway,” he said to himself, and dropped the ice on Typhlosion.

“Eruption!” Noland snapped.

This second plume of flame was if anything a little more powerful than the first. The central spike of it blowtorched into the middle of the hollow cube, melting through the area Glalie had been, and detonated hard enough to blast the entire spherical shield shell into three nearly-equal pieces which slammed to the ground on all sides of Typhlosion.


“Hmmm…” Latias said, leaning forwards. “Is it me, or is there a lot of ice on the battlefield? That might be interesting…”


“Typhlosion, don’t let Glalie set the tempo of the battle,” Noland warned. “Hit him with an Inferno!”

The mammalian Fire-type reared up, ruff blazing, and exhaled a globule of purplish-blue flames dripping with latent heat.

Glalie countered by forming a frosty-white Milotic, conjuring the tail even as the front end hammered into the Inferno and melted near-instantly. Steam hissed, a few droplets of boiling water spitting out from the contact point, and through it all the icy Milotic – now down to just a torso section – was being manufactured by Glalie at the rear end very nearly as fast as the Inferno was melting it at the front end.

Eventually, though, it got to be too much for the Fire-type attack. Destabilizing, it exploded in a heat pulse which blew away the remainder of Glalie’s construct before dissipating and leaving the room a little hot and steamy.

“That looked different,” Noland said to himself. “So… was that ice? It looked more like… snow, if anything.”

He snapped his fingers. “Of course – snow is reflective, and has air in it as an insulator, so it’s harder to melt.”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works,” Brock replied, frowning. “Wouldn’t heating up the ice for a solid ice block be harder than heating up the same amount of air? Water – and ice – have a huge amount of heat capacity.”

“That might be right…” Noland agreed. “But if it is… why did Glalie do it?”

Even as he spoke, Glalie switched back to attacking – forming a trio of Fearow made out of ice, one of which dove right into the Flamethrower Typhlosion launched up while the other two stooped down on him.

Typhlosion launched out a dome of flame, shredding both of the remainder, and they collapsed onto the floor.

“Wait,” Noland said suddenly. “That wall – Typhlosion, Glalie’s built a wall around the arena! Why?”

He looked from one end to the other, then saw it – the room was built on a slight slant, and all the water from the ice and snow Typhlosion had been melting for the last few minutes had been running down towards the drain.

But hadn’t reached it – the wall of ice had kept it in place.

“Water you so upset about?” Glalie asked, horns lighting up, and a flickering stream of icy blue light played over the wall and the bits of shattered ice he’d left.

“That was just dreadful,” Typhlosion said, taking a wary step back, then watched as Glalie started to pull together all the detritus of his previous attacks. The movement made a great grinding, splashing sound, and a pair of huge icy wings began to take shape.

The Fire-type raised a paw, fire curling around it, and nodded towards the glacial Flying-type rapidly forming at the other end of the battlefield.“What move is this, exactly?”

Glalie hummed, thinking. “Let’s go with – Braviarylanche.”

His ice Braviary let out a cry, the sound made from shrieking ice moving against ice, and launched itself into the air.

Within a second of the shout, Typhlosion hunkered down and used Blast Burn. The spike of Fire-type energy punched straight into the ice Braviary – less powerful than one from a Charizard but still melting off layer after layer of compacted ice in the space of less than a second, and then the whole thing fell apart.

And released over fifty gallons of water held inside the body of the faux Flying-type, sending it raining down over the startled Typhlosion.

Glalie’s horns flashed bright white and sent a spherical pulse of energy into the room, hitting Typhlosion with a high-powered Freeze Dry. It flash-froze all the water that had just covered him, trapping the Fire-type in place inside a skintight prison of ice.

“Flame wheel!” Noland ordered. “Melt your way out!”

For a moment, there was no response – then a bright orange light shone from inside the ice, accompanied by a steadily rising shrill tone.

Glalie dropped like a rock, slamming his full weight down just next to the ice prison. His Ice Beam played over the surface, reinforcing it and making it harder and thicker, and for a few seconds it looked like he’d actually succeed.

Then, with a whoosh of escaping steam, Typhlosion’s ruff broke through the ice. He snarled, frost around him sublimating straight into steam, and smashed his way through the remaining prison with two quick movements.

“Hey,” Glalie said.

Typhlosion blinked, looking down at the Ice-type.

“I’m having a blast,” Glalie told him, and Exploded.


Typhlosion went flying backwards, did a slow-motion cartwheel in mid-air, and hit the wall with a whack.

“Ouch,” everyone winced.

Latias held out her arms, and caught the Fire-type as he dropped off the wall. “I think he’s probably defeated,” she said, lifting Typhlosion up.

“Looks that way to me as well,” Noland said, returning his Pokemon with a sigh. “Well, I don’t need to know if Glalie is still conscious or not – you’ve certainly won, Ash. Congratulations, you’ve earned the Knowledge Symbol.”

“Great!” Ash grinned.

He looked over at Glalie. “Actually, are you…?”

“I’m fine,” Glalie said, wobbling back into the air. “By the way, I’m not certain but there might be some ice fragments stuck in the wall. You might want to get that looked at.”

The Ice-type began to drop again, and Ash returned him. “I think we might need to go to the Pokemon Centre,” he said, wincing.

“Well – good luck with the rest of the Battle Frontier,” Noland said, shaking Ash’s hand and passing him the Knowledge Symbol. “I’ll get all the details from everyone else!”


Delia Ketchum opened the door, somewhat awkwardly as she tried to keep beating the eggs for her meringues. “Yes – who is it?”

“I’m looking for your son, madam,” said a man in a very loud Alolan shirt. “I’ve got an offer to make him.”

“Oh, well…” Delia frowned. “I’m afraid he’s not in at the moment.”

“I see,” the man replied. “that’s a real pity – I had a great offer to give him. I can see you’re busy, so thank you for your time and I’ll see if I can find him elsewhere.”


Scott sighed, looking down at his PokéNav as he walked down the drive. “Well, no luck there… where am I going to find Ash Ketchum?”

He shook his head. “If there’s anyone who would be a great test for the Battle Frontier, it’s him…”


AN:


First Battle Frontier battle!

It was fun writing a Legendary-vs-Legendary battle, and of course with Glalie there was a lot of cryokinesis going on.

If anyone’s wondering – firstly, these tricks by Articuno are things he didn’t use against Charizard because they’re mostly very vulnerable to Fire attacks. And second – this isn’t the first time a Blast Burn has been shown as an attack less powerful than the Charific Valley one. Koji’s Typhlosion did one in the Silver Conference.






200. Battle Frontier 5


Suicune stretched, rolling her neck from one side to the other, and sighed. “Ah, it’s good to be among friends.”

“Very true,” Entei agreed.

He patted Houndoom affectionately, nearly flattening the other Fire-type. “If I had known quite how much our new compatriots would solve a problem we hadn’t known we had, I would have seriously considered what Raikou did.”

Houndoom turned to look down his flank, trying to see if Entei had left a mark. “Well… I’ll take that as something positive.”

“So you should,” Entei confirmed. “I am honoured to have you as an ally, Houndoom – you and all the others who I would not have met were it not for a crazy idea Suicune had one afternoon.”

“It wasn’t crazy,” Suicune protested. “It worked out, didn’t it?”

“That does not preclude that it was crazy,” Entei retorted. “A hundred years criss-crossing the Home Islands, from as far south as Hoenn to as far north as Sinnoh, and occasional forays ashore, and never considering a trainer before then – and it is not as though we had never encountered trainers before, either.”

Suicune dipped her muzzle. “Yes, our encounter with Hunter J stands out but is hardly the only example…”

“What did make you decide, then?” Houndoom asked. “I sort of assumed it was just because Ash is the Chosen One, but then again I heard it didn’t happen the last time around.”

The Water-type paced around in a circle. “There’s… more than one reason,” she said, trying to assemble her thoughts. “Firstly, of course, as you say he is the Chosen One. And since joining him – since meeting him – I’ve seen several proofs of that, from the large to the small. Our trainer is a human I can feel proud of, and not just because he has assembled a remarkable team but because he is a remarkable young man himself.”

Houndoom nodded. “Yeah, I can see that – I still remember when he carried me to the Pokémon Centre.”

He looked down at his long legs, and flicked his spade-tipped tail. “Of course, I was smaller then.”

“I’m not sure that would have stopped him,” Entei quipped. “I mean, I’d lay odds on his being able to carry me these days.”

“Another reason,” Suicune went on, trying to pull the conversation back on topic, “is that the world is changing. It’s always been changing, of course, but the changes these days are faster. More wide reaching. It was already beginning before Ash ever came back, but it’s only accelerated since.”

“But that can’t be what you were thinking of at the time… can it?” Houndoom asked.

“It was part of it,” Suicune reiterated. “It was something I had noticed some years ago, but by itself it would not have been enough for me to make my approach to Ash.”

She sat down, and nodded over to Ho-Oh – currently sitting talking with Ash. “Perhaps the biggest single cause was Ho-Oh himself, in fact – who certainly had no qualms about deciding to let Ash catch him almost immediately. I understand that his opinion of Ash was formed partly based on our reports – we try to keep track of those who have some kind of Aura potential, but there are plenty of them and it was only when Ash’s Aura blazed up – probably when he came back in time – that Father actually took a specific interest. And he liked what he saw.”

Suicune was about to continue, but she was interrupted by Raikou coming over. “What did you fellows want for lunch? Brock’s being dashed kind, and he’s taking suggestions.”

“I’ll decline from making a suggestion,” Entei elected.

“Ooh – can you ask for sausage and leek?” Houndoom requested. “If Brock has sausages, that is.”

“I’ll pass that on!” Raikou nodded. “And you, sister?”

“Honestly?” Suicune thought, then nodded. “I think I’d just like a salad.”

“Boring,” Raikou declared.

“Hey!”

“And I thought you were about to say the cooking was one of the reasons you suggested we challenge Ash,” Entei chuckled.

“…actually, it was,” Suicune admitted. “Father made it sound so nice…”

Houndoom used a paw to muffle his snort.


“So there are six other Battle Frontier locations,” Ho-Oh said, looking at the symbols. “Tower, Palace, Pyramid, Dome, Arena and Pike.”

He looked up. “And does that mean that you will definitely be employing me at at least one of these locations?”

“Of course!” Ash agreed. “I know you’re interested in having more battles, so I’m going to make sure you get at least one – and I might ask you to hang around for a couple of weeks too, in case we get into any battles with wild Pokémon.”

“Are you sure that’s a good idea, Ash?” May asked, looking up from sketching out a costume. “I think using Ho-Oh for a battle with a wild Pokémon would be ridiculously over the top.”

“It’s not that bad, right?” Ash said, frowning. “Besides, it might mean that some Pokémon wouldn’t attack us at all…”

“Perhaps I should just head over to the Charcific Valley and challenge all the Charizard at once,” Ho-Oh mused.

“Actually, I’m not sure how that would go,” Ash said, thinking hard. “I mean, it might depend on if they had the authority to use Blast Burn, that’s a very powerful move – and I think Charizard taught Charla how to use the amped-up version we came up with.”

“That sounds like a challenge,” Ho-Oh said, sounding more interested. “But I will expect to join in at least one of the Battle Frontier battles – if this is a test of you as a trainer, then let them get your full force!”

“Does that mean you or me?” Pikachu asked.

Ho-Oh contemplated the little Electric-type. “…actually, that would be quite an interesting battle.”

“Please don’t do it here,” Brock said, beginning to fry some thick slabs of cheese. “I’m pretty sure Misty would be upset if we burned down some of the forest around her hometown.”


Silver’s wings beat lazily, the whoosh of the air around them indicating the scale of the Wings of Air he was using.

“That’s good!” Pidgeot commented, riding a breeze around him and checking his form. “If you can keep that for a long period of time, you can be really agile – you’re still young, but that is almost an advantage here as it means your weight’s low enough to be knocked about very usefully.”

“Great!” Silver smiled, glad he was getting this down.

He swooped low over the beach and out to Shamouti Sound, glorying in the simple pleasure of flight.

Then he spotted something, and backwinged.

“Something wrong?” Pidgeot asked, as Silver dropped lower and landed. “Did you strain your wing?”

“No,” Silver replied, and waved his wing at a small rockpool. “What’s this?”

Pidgeot examined it, hovering on the merest breath of wind – a little red dot, inside something larger and with a ring of yellow dots just below the clear surface.

“I don’t know…” she admitted, interested.


Todd’s breath misted in the freezing air. “Phew, it’s cold up here.”

Sneasel laughed, settling down into her snowdrift and checking the camera.

“It’s all right for you,” he said, waving at her. “You’re adapted for it.”

Raising his own camera, he made sure it was well charged and had a lot of memory, then took a moment to make sure the physical-film one was working as well.

“I’m honoured that you came and got us, by the way,” he added, looking up at the Articuno standing next to him.

He didn’t understand what the Ice-type said, but Sneasel nodded to him.

Todd chuckled. “I guess it’s fine. Still, I wanted to say.”

He squinted through the light snow, then zoomed in a little. “Okay, here we go.”

The wind was light, and coming almost straight up the mountain – meaning that the opening to Articuno’s cave was a small lip of snow built out of eddies in the wind, then a long, steep snowfield drop-off.

And, as they watched, the other Articuno they’d introduced to one another came out of the cave – shepherding her chicks.

Todd’s camera shutter whirred as he captured picture after picture – showing the expressions of the fledgelings, as much a thing of the whole body as a thing of their faces alone – and he could hear Sneasel doing the same thing down to his side.

The first Articuno chick bobbed her head, then took a step forwards and spread her wings. They rippled slightly in the wind, and she looked over to her father with a sudden nervous movement.

Her father nodded, and gestured down the slope.

As she swallowed and took another step, balanced on the lip, her brother came up behind her and chirped. “Ti-cune?”

“Aaar,” she replied, a little testily, and jumped.

She got about fifty feet down the slope, then hit the ground with a thwhump and a crunch of snow.

Todd got every movement, including when she stuck her head out of the snow and shook it clear, as Sneasel kept her own camera trained on the male chick.

“I guess it does kind of make sense for a Pokémon to want a family photo album,” the photographer said to himself. “And this is going to be a pretty cute one.”

That got him a pleased chirp from the male Articuno, who then launched himself off his perch to glide down and fuss over his children.


All right, everyone’s here?

I think so! Mew agreed, rising out of her seat and looking around ostentatiously. Three Deoxys, one Mewtwo, two Mew-one, Hoopa, Sabrina, Baraz and the lawyer guy!

“Hoopa wants to know why it is so early in the morning,” the portal master said, balancing a ring on the end of his finger. “Hoopa needs to sleep.”

It’s because many of us are synchronized with Saffron Time, Mewtwo explained patiently. But we can only hold the meeting here in Dahara, for obvious reasons.

“Stupid binding,” Hoopa said, crossing his arms and letting the ring clatter to the floor. “Hoopa is totally not a really big prankster most of the time any more.”

Really? Mew asked, from his place next to Sabrina. I can give you some tips if you like.

No pranks now, please, Mewtwo requested. I would like to have this meeting with as few disruptions as possible.

He steepled his fingers together. So. The reason for this discussion is that, two days ago, I assisted the Mossdeep Space Centre in launching a large payload into Low Earth Orbit – and the results have been so effective that they are already asking me for at least two more scheduled launches. However, I think it is important now to set up a financial framework.

The Mew who sometimes hung around him groaned. Awwww… this is going to be that kind of meeting.

“You weren’t warned by the lawyer present?” Sabrina asked, chuckling.

I thought he’d be fun.

Amusement, Deoxys-green stated.

I feel, Mewtwo went on, that – as some of the most powerful Psychic types in the world – we could organize a corporation to put psi-assisted launch on a service and contractural basis that would allow expansion in the future. Is my assessment correct?

“Well, yes – in a way,” the lawyer hedged, pulling his chair in a bit. “By establishing a company, you won’t necessarily be able to stop others from offering the same service for free but you can certainly set up a situation where quality services are associated with the company.

“That sounds like a good start,” Sabrina nodded. “What about Hoopa? His way of transporting objects is completely different.”

“Hoopa wants to take part!” Hoopa said. “Does this mean Hoopa earns money? Hoopa has heard that you can get candy that way.”

Candy is the least of the things you can buy.

“It would be a pretty good thing to earn money, Hoopa,” Baraz volunteered. “I make some money with blessings, but it’d be good to have more – that way I could help more of the people who really need it.”

“Wait – what are blessings?” Sabrina asked. “I thought you were just Hoopa’s caretaker…”

“Well, I am, but that’s a legacy that my great-grandfather passed down,” Baraz summarized. “We use our connection with Arceus to perform feats that normal people can’t.”

As he spoke, he tapped the golden-wheel symbol around his neck, which glowed.

“I’ve never heard of that before…” the Saffron gym leader said, interested.

“We might be getting off topic,” the lawyer suggested. “I assume the Deoxys are also on board?”

Affirmation, Deoxys-Purple agreed.

Agreement, Deoxys-Green concurred.

They both looked at the third Deoxys, with a blue gem.

…payment of fines, the third one stated, the emotion somehow conveyed as a grumble.

I’m on board, at least until the rocket gets to space! Mew stated with a giggle.

The other Mew pouted. Awww… I wanted to do that joke!

Then it sounds like we’ve got a good target to aim for, Mewtwo summarized.

Is it too soon to think up company names? Mew asked.

“I was wondering about Federated Telepath and Teleport,” the lawyer said. “It summarizes-”

Telepath? Mewtwo asked. I suppose telepathy is faster than light speed communication, but even a two second round trip communication lag is hardly significant.

“Six minutes each way to Mars might be important, though,” Sabrina said.

“Hoopa is not counted in that name,” Hoopa complained.

And a lot of what we do is telekinesis anyway…

“I guess that’s a no,” the lawyer said, shrugging. “It’s okay, we can come up with something else.”


Leaves crunched under the impact of a sturdy pair of shoes, and the crescent moon hung low in the sky.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” whispered a Woobat, hovering nervously.

“I am confident,” N replied, then patted his shoulder. Woobat came down, landed, and poofed into Zorua. “If my father is right, then I have nothing to fear from any Pokémon – and if my father is wrong, then I will find out one way or another.”

“That’s kind of… wow,” Zorua said, flicking an ear. “Well, I guess you’re the brains of the outfit.”

“What does that make you?” N asked, looking up at his friend with a smirk.

“The fluff. Obviously.”

N chuckled. “I suppose so,” he said, then blinked as a shimmering line of steel appeared to bar his way.

“State your name,” a brass-voiced Cobalion instructed, Sacred Sword blazing.

“Natural Harmonia Gropius,” N said evenly.

That made the Fighting-type blink. “…very well,” he said, frowning. “What is your purpose here?”

“Cobalion,” another voice chided, and a Terrakion came trotting over. “It’s not illegal to walk in the woods, is it?”

“Not to my knowledge,” Cobalion confirmed, Sacred Sword unwavering. “And if I get a good answer, then this human may go on his way.”

“I was looking for the Swords of Justice,” N informed him. “I seek advice.”

“See?” Terrakion asked, punching Cobalion’s haunch – not with any real force, but still producing a clang sound. “That’s legit.”

“How did you know we were here?” Cobalion pressed.

“We asked questions, duh,” Zorua yipped, fed up. “There’s loads of grateful Deerling all over the place – of course, most of them are asleep now.”

“Zorua,” N chided, raising his hand. “Manners, please.”

Cobalion’s Sacred Sword deactivated, and he nodded slowly. “Very well. Terrakion, get the others.”

“Why do I have to go get the others?” Terrakion asked.

“Because you know where they are,” Cobalion countered.

“Oh, uh – good point,” Terrakion admitted.


“So, what brings you out here?” Virizion asked, inclining her head gracefully towards the human. “It’s quite late.”

“Yeah, it is,” Zorua agreed, now sitting cross-legged on the leaves as a Mienshao. “Why did we come out here so late?”

“Because the ritual is tomorrow, Zorua,” N answered. “And-”

“Wait, hold on,” Keldeo interrupted, blinking. “I’m pretty sure that you answered Zorua’s question… can you speak to Pokémon?”

“Indeed I can,” N confirmed. “My guess is that you use Aura to communicate with humans, but my own understanding of Pokémon comes from my entire upbringing.”

“Huh, neat,” Keldeo pronounced. “That’s different to how Ash does it.”

“Ash?” N repeated. “Ash… Ketchum, correct?”

“You know him?” Keldeo asked, taking a step back in sheer astonishment.

“No, but I read about him in a book,” N explained. “By Mewtwo.”

“Oh, yeah, Mewtwo,” Keldeo agreed. “He’s nice.”

“Keldeo, you may be showing off,” Cobalion noted.

“Oh, uh – sorry,” Keldeo said, shaking his head. “You’re right… okay, what was Virizion’s question?”

“I still remember it,” N assured them. “And to explain – my father has raised me to be the Hero of Unova.”

“Which one?” Terrakion asked. “There’s at least two.”

“Truth, I believe,” the boy answered. “There is a ritual soon – tomorrow afternoon – which is intended to summon Reshiram, and with his aid I will save the Pokémon of Unova from human tyranny.”

“Humans aren’t tyrants!” Keldeo protested.

“You do not sound very sure of yourself,” Virizion observed, glancing at Keldeo to remind him to stay calm. “Why is that?”

“It’s what I’ve been reading for the past few months,” N explained, spreading his hands. “Well, more like a year now… I’ve been travelling Unova, and encountering humans and Pokémon working together, and I’ve been reading a book by Mewtwo which explores all the ways humans and Pokémon do help one another. And then – just recently – there was the Comet.”

All four Fighting-types – and the one pretend Fighting-type – nodded, knowing what he meant.

“Were it not for humans and Pokémon working together, our world would have been destroyed – or horribly wounded,” N explained. “And I cannot condone any purification that kills so many.”

“Reshiram,” Keldeo said, making the others look at him. “Reshiram is the Pokémon who aids the Hero of Truth, right?”

“I believe that is correct,” N nodded. “Or a Reshiram, at the very least – they are patrons of order and truth.”

“I don’t particularly like Reshiram,” Keldeo told him. “I know that I shouldn’t judge them all by it, but… one of them killed my parents, and it is hard for me to forget that.”

“Then do not forget it, Keldeo,” Cobalion advised. “Instead, let it temper your steel – you know one Reshiram did terrible things to your family, but remember that that is only one and that others do not deserve the blame.”

Keldeo was silent for a moment.

“I think I understand,” he said, eventually. “And – thanks.”

He turned back to N. “If you had all that power, if Reshiram did exactly what you want, what would you do with it?” he asked. “If you had all the power of a Legendary Pokémon like that, I mean.”

It was N’s turn to sit in silence.

“I’m… not sure,” he admitted, shaking his head. “Two years ago I would have said that I would have Reshiram enforce the separation between humans and Pokémon – use the threat of Reshiram’s power to build a world where Pokémon could live free of the interference of humanity. But since then….”

The Plasma scion’s hand went to his forehead, then he dropped it. “It’s a funny thing,” N said, with a chuckle. “But I can’t think of a single time in the last year I thought I should call upon Reshiram’s power.”

He looked to his side, at the bulky shape of Terrakion, then went on. “Well, that’s not quite true… a few times I have genuinely seen people mistreating Pokémon, and while Zorua and I managed to sort them out with the help of our friends… Reshiram would have done it faster. But that doesn’t mean I’d need the power of a Legendary at all.”

“Maybe that’s what it takes to be worthy of Reshiram,” Terrakion suggested. “Just being honest!”

“I can’t help but think that there’d be more Heroes of Unova if that were true,” Virizion said with a chuckle.

“Perhaps,” N agreed.

“So, what do you think you’re going to do?” Keldeo asked, after a long silence.

“I think I will attend the ceremony,” N decided.

“But-” Terrakion began, blinking. “Didn’t you just say-”

“And,” N went on, “I will see how my father acts. What he does.”

“I don’t like the sound of this, N,” Zorua warned, flashing back to his base form and then becoming a Furfrou with long, shaggy hair.

The Dark-type nosed into N’s side. “It sounds like that might be kind of dangerous.”

“I don’t need to worry,” N said, scratching Zorua’s ersatz ear. “You’ll be there to help me.”

“Now I’m really worried.”


“Open a bit wider.”

The shiny Entei duly opened his mouth a bit wider.

“Looks fine to me,” Tracey pronounced, fiddling around with a mirror and a torch. “Have you been flossing?”

Entei made a mumbled sound.

“He’s not been flossing,” the shiny Suicune answered for her mate. “He just incinerates everything in his mouth that’s not able to bear volcanic temperatures.”

“That’ll do,” Tracey agreed, and pulled his head back out of Entei’s mouth. “Want a lollipop?”

“…yes.”


“I swear something happened about now, last time,” Max said, looking out at the green-cloaked hills south of Cerulean. “I wonder what-”

He stopped. “Casper!”

Casper poked his head out of the ground. “What?”

“I saw you taking that food dye,” Max said. “Put it back – May will kill me if it gets into her shampoo.”

“…that’s not what I was going to do with it, but now I want to…” the Ghost-type said, then bobbed up and down. “But fine, I’ll put it back. I did what I wanted to anyway.”

“I’m afraid to find out…” Max admitted.


“Raikou?”

The Electric-type raised his head. “What, what?”

“How long is it since you drank out of this bowl?”

Raikou looked into it, and shook his head. “Well, that’s no dashed good! It’s all green! When did this happen?”

“I just noticed it now,” Donphan said. “I was having a drink, and…”

Suicune dipped her paw into it, and the water went sparkling pure.

“Sorted,” she said, sitting back down.

“That was easy,” Raikou chuckled, then looked up at the sound of paws. “Eh?”

Ash and Lucario stopped trying to punch one another, and followed his gaze – seeing an Arcanine pelting along a nearby path.

It glanced their way, did a double take – nearly tripping over in the process – then swerved, took three loping strides and launched itself clean over Suicune and Raikou to crouch behind them.

“What the blazes?” Raikou asked.

Entei snorted, and raised his head sleepily. “Huh?”

“There’s an Arcanine hiding behind us,” Suicune explained.

Arcanine, Dexter stated helpfully. The Legendary Pokémon.

“But we’re Legendary Pokémon,” Entei protested, still half-awake.

So am I! Jirachi said.

Arcanine looked around, baffled, then coughed. “Um… excuse me, but – can you protect me? Someone’s chasing me to catch me.”

She nodded back the way she’d come.

“Of course!” Raikou declared. “Legendaries should stick together with Legendary Pokémon.”

“That seems like they’re different meanings of Legendary,” Ash said, taking his Pokédex out. “Dexter, why are Arcanine called the Legendary Pokémon?”

Beats me, blame humans.

“That’s your answer for everything,” Entei said, shaking himself out. “Who is this trainer chasing you?”

“It’s not Hunter J, is it?” Pikachu asked, cheeks sparking faintly.

“It’s a human – a boy – on a Flygon,” Arcanine explained.

Everyone looked over at Brock, except May and Max.

Flygon shrugged his wings. “Don’t look at me.”

“Why is everyone looking at Brock?” Max asked.

“Wait… is that Drew?” May said, pointing.

“Looks like it,” Ash agreed.

“You know him?” Arcanine asked, worried.

“Don’t worry,” Suicune told her. “Legendary Pokémon are safe around here.”

Drew’s Flygon came down to a landing just down the slope, and Drew got off. His Leafeon appeared in a flash, and May’s Glaceon padded down the slope to catch up with her mother.

“Look, can we talk?” Drew asked. “I think I made a mistake.”

“That sounds like quite a big mistake,” Pikachu said, looking between him and Arcanine.

“I’m confused,” Brock admitted. “Should I do extra sushi?”

“Probably,” Lucario nodded. “Should I help?”


“So… you said the wrong thing,” Arcanine said, tilting her head.

“Yes,” Drew agreed. “I wanted to ask if you would be interested in being my Pokémon, but… yeah, it came out wrong.”

He glanced at May. “Thanks for having Ethan translate, by the way.”

The pleasure is all mine, Ethan told him, projecting the words in front of his eyes.

“Yeah,” Drew went on. “What I wanted was to offer you a place – to be part of my team, even part-time – and to try and sort out any other problems. But it was going to be an offer.”

“I have pups who I need to take care of,” Arcanine said, frowning. “I may have to decline.”

“Is that the only reason?” Ash asked. “Or – is it the main reason?”

“The main reason, yes, but not the only one,” Arcanine told him. “I’m also not sure if I’m cut out for battle.”

“Well, you could give it a go,” May suggested. “And then Drew could release you if it wasn’t working out.”

“I know!” Houndoom said suddenly.

Arcanine jumped. “Where did you come from?”

“Johto,” Houndoom answered, then snorted. “Sorry. But… well, my family live at Oak’s Ranch – none of them are captured, I’m the only Pokémon in my pack with a trainer – and it kind of works out well.”

Arcanine considered that for several seconds.

“I wish I knew if you were all honest,” she said.

There was a moment of silence.

“Done!” Jirachi decided, and there was a flash of light.

“Oh,” Arcanine blinked. “Well, fair enough… I suppose?”

She shook her head. “How would that work, then – this trial period?”

“I’m pretty sure that Drew can send Pokémon to Oak’s lab, if we get him set up,” Ash said slowly. “And then all we’d need to do is to move Arcanine’s pups to the ranch, and Arcanine could visit them whenever she wanted.”

“That sounds like it would work,” May agreed.

“But how are you going to move them?” Arcanine asked, tail lashing.

“Actually, I think I have an idea…” Entei mused.


“This is not what I was expecting,” Ho-Oh muttered.

“At least Ash is using you, father,” Entei pointed out.

On Ho-Oh’s back, the two Growlithe chattered excitedly to one another.

“This is going to be so much fun!”

“How high are we going to go?”

“Are your feathers really rainbows?”

As they did, the Fire- and Flying-type Legendary (as opposed to the other Fire-type Legendary or the Legendary Pokémon) nodded reluctantly. “I suppose there is that.”


There was a whoosh as a sturdy bat completely missed the baseball.

“Yeah,” Casey said, wincing. “I think you’re right.”

“It is only natural,” Lucario replied, transferring the bat to her off paw and shaking her dominant one. “I am considerably taller – and faster – than I used to be, and as such my batting is off.”

“That’s okay,” Casey told her, as Beedrill came buzzing back over with the ball. “That just means we need more practice!”

“Any excuse for a game of baseball,” Pidgeot agreed. “Hey, do you want a really fast fastball to deal with?”

Lucario contemplated the idea.

“Maybe tomorrow, or whenever my batting has gotten that good.”

“You know,” Casey added, tossing the ball up and down in her hand as she thought. “I kind of think it can’t be easy for you to handle all the parts of getting used to being a Lucario at once. Do you want to try pitching or fielding first?”

Lucario considered that.

“Perhaps pitching would be good. Certainly I don’t want to lose my fastball special.”

“That’s the spirit!”


As Casey and her Pokémon dispersed to their posts, their trainer on home plate with her bat ready, someone dipped in and out of the clouds high above.

Never for long enough to be seen. Just long enough to observe.

“Hmmm…” the Pokémon mused, beating spiky yellow-black wings. “Worth thinking about.”


Bubbles rained down on the stage as the Pokémon and trainer posed.

“Marcus and Popplio!” Nurse Joy said, clapping along with her fellow judges. “A fine display!”

The applause from the crowd agreed.

“Now, there’s only one more competitor,” Joy went on, as the Coordinator and his Water-type left the stage – and as the suds drained off to one side. “And it’s her first time on the Johto circuit, so let’s give Jesselina a warm welcome!”

More applause rose as Jesselina stepped out onto the stage. She bowed, her pink-and-orange dress billowing out around her, then threw a Pokéball into the air.

Everyone watched as it rose, peaked, and fell – then it hit the ground behind her, and Jesselina jumped at the sound of the tik of impact.

She never landed again, as a Moltres erupted out of the Pokéball and came sweeping up underneath her. Flames crackled, not touching her dress but producing a slight haze of white smoke, and Moltres rose slowly into the air – hanging almost motionless above the crowd.

Then, as Moltres began a slowly gliding descent, spiralling back towards the floor, Jesselina stood. She walked out onto the stiff wing, which caught fire below her and all around her – hiding her from view for a moment – then revealed her, utterly unharmed.

“Remarkable,” one of the judges breathed.


“Ya gotta admit, it’s workin’,” Meowth said, taking a pawful of popcorn.

“I don’t have to,” his teammate replied with a huff.

“You’re being a bit judgemental,” Audino volunteered, waving a little flag with J on it.

“I actually tink he carries your dress off better dan you do,” Meowth ventured.

Jessie sighed, sinking further into her trenchcoat. “That isn’t one of mine.”

“…okay, you have to admit, that one was obvious,” Marowak chuckled.


“Okay, so – Articuno is in here,” Aaron said, looking up from the map. “And I guess we’re going to have to fight that Legendary as well.”

He looked over at Dialga. “And, by the way, you’re the one with the best type advantage against Articuno, so I expect help.”

“But he’s ice-type,” Dialga whined. “How do you expect me to help?”

Aaron sighed, rolling the map up, and used it to gesture. “Firstly, Steel-type attacks. Secondly, time alteration stuff. Thirdly, you’re Steel-type, you only need to worry about Fighting and Ground attacks.”

“Around here I think we need to be at least wary of everything,” Giratina pointed out. “That reminds me… hey, Dad!”

What now?

“Are we ever going to actually advance the plot? I feel like we’ve been doing this for weeks – and we’re not even getting any money for it.”

You did the last dungeon so many times I had to stop spawning enemies.

“Yeah, well…” Giratina shook his head. “I was hoping to come up with a way to grab cool stuff from the Kecleon.”

“And that is why we keep having to peel you off the walls,” Palkia sighed. “Don’t mess with Kecleon!”

“Both of you have a point,” Aaron said, rubbing his muzzle. “Arceus, this plot is largely based around my not knowing my own backstory, and that’s frustrating. But Giratina – we should really follow the critical path and get to the rest of the actual meat of the story.”

“I suppose,” Giratina sighed.

There was a pause.

“So, do you need me for Articuno? Or can I just go off and try to find more-”

“Sure, go ahead,” Aaron agreed, waving a paw. “Now, Palkia – how many cross-eye seeds do we have?”

“…seven,” Palkia answered, inspecting them. “Why?”

“I think I know how to make Articuno a lot less of a hassle than Moltres was,” Aaron said. “Wait and see…”


“…was one of my favourite islands!” Groudon roared.

“Then it shouldn’t have had an unstable caldera,” Kyogre thundered back. “It’s your own fault!”

Groudon slammed his tail into the top of the cliff, and a brilliant light began to shine down from the sky. “Take that back, or I’ll make you!”

Kyogre’s flukes hammered the water below Groudon’s cliff, and clouds started to gather. “Bring it, rocklizard,” she taunted.

A golden blaze of light stabbed into the very edge of the cliff, blowing fragments of rock and clouds of steam in all directions. It held for a long moment, carving a line midway between the two titans.

Rayquaza slid slowly down from the sky.

“Rayquaza, at last!” Groudon said. “Kyogre was-”

“Don’t listen to-”

“Be silent, both of you.”

Rayquaza’s gaze swept across first Groudon, then Kyogre, and he spoke in an icy voice.

“When I was first created, many eons ago, Arceus the Origin of All assigned me to two solemn tasks. To ensure that our planet, our sacred inheritance and the world upon which we all live, was safe from the great mountain-sized rocks that periodically fly to strike it from the heavens; and to keep two of my fellow Legendaries from causing trouble.”

His tail lashed. “It astonishes me now that I ever thought the former duty was the harder, the more onerous, or the more frustrating.”

Groudon began to growl, and Rayquaza glared at him. The glare was only a look, not any kind of attack, but it held Groudon in place as if paralyzed.

“Several times a decade – every decade – I am called upon to battle the two of you because you have ended up in another one of your interminable spats. Spats which you feel deserve the kind of power which can reshape continents, flood deserts and topple islands. Spats for which you deploy the force Pokémonopolis and Pokeatlantis tried and failed to harness.”

The Dragon snorted. “You are mature Legendary Pokémon with responsibilities. Act like it.”

“But I-” Kyogre began, then quailed when Rayquaza’s gaze transfized her. “…I helped with the meteorite,” she went on, much more quietly.

“I am aware,” Rayquaza confirmed, with a slow nod. “I am also well aware that you were strongly encouraged to do so by the Lake Trio of Sinnoh.”

He let the words hang in the air.

“Still,” he went on. “It was a good start. Now, try and keep it up – perhaps you could find out where droughts are taking place and alleviate them. I hear Orre is a good place to start. And Groudon – your powers over the earth would allow you to reduce the impact of land subsidence.”

“That sounds too much like work,” Groudon muttered.

“It would also get you at least two thousand miles apart, which would be a good start,” Rayquaza concluded. “See that I do not need to come down again.” 


“I think we sorted the Arcanine problem out pretty well,” May said, sipping from a mug of hot cocoa. “Don’t you?”

“Yeah, I agree,” Max nodded.

They looked up at the darkening sky.

“Do you think you’re going to challenge Sabrina?” May asked.

“Probably at least try,” Max agreed. “Cinder can have a good go of it, and so can Casper – and maybe I should give Jirachi a go, too.”

He speared a marshmallow on a skewer, then held it out to Corona. “Here you go.”

“What’s this?” Corona asked.

Max checked his Pokédex, then replied. “It’s a marshmallow – like the ones in that cocoa we had a few days ago? You can heat them up and sort of melt them over a flame – like your tail flame – and they taste pretty nice.”

“Sounds fun,” the Charmander said, twisting a little so she could get at her tail. “Okay, so I hold it in the flame…”

It caught fire.

“Maybe not quite that close,” Max chuckled.

“Hey, Max… look,” May called, pointing.

Max followed her finger, and spotted what she meant – a dark shape against the gloom.

“That looks familiar,” he said. “Hey, Ash! I think Lugia’s shown up!”

“Really – oh, yeah,” Ash agreed, striding over with Pikachu jumping to his normal position on his shoulder. “I wonder why?”

“Ash, it’s good to see you again,” Lugia said, mental voice covering the whole hilltop as he slowed to hover effortlessly. “I was wondering if you could help me with something – my son found this recently, and we’ve got no idea what it might be, but Pidgeot thinks you could know.”

Ash frowned as Lugia undid the straps of his satchel, then closed one eye – and took a sharp breath.

“What’s wrong, Ash?” May asked, looking up at her friend.

“May, look!” Max said urgently.

May turned back – and saw what Lugia was lifting out of his satchel.

An unmistakeable blue Pokémon egg, translucent and almost fluidlike, with a red core and a ring of little pearls floating inside it.


Ahh…

Celebi closed her book, and set it down next to her.

That was great, she said, looking at the cover. But I really want to know what happens next…

After a moment’s thought, she sighed. Wait, I forgot.

A globe of white light surrounded her, and she vanished.


I assume you know what this is? Lugia asked, seeing May’s reaction, and placed it on the grass.

“Of course!” May said vehemently. “Of course we know – that’s Manaphy’s egg!”

She looked aside at Ash. “Ash, is he-”

“Yes,” Ash agreed. “He’s-”

There was a slight pause. Then Ash fell over.

“Ash!” Max called, as Lucario helped the young man back up.

“Yeah?” Lugia replied, eyes now a pale sky-blue and wings working hard. “Sorry, I’m trying to concentrate on not crashing.”

“…oh, you have to be kidding me,” Pikachu sighed.

Is this what it’s like being human? Ash’s body asked, confirming Lugia was in it. It’s very confusing. I feel small.

“I feel big,” Ash said, hitting the ground a little too hard and nearly falling over himself – one wing brushing the blue shape of the egg in front of him. “Any idea how we fix this?”

Manaphy’s egg flickered.

Then there was a flash of white light, and when it faded the Prince of the Sea was sitting on the grass.

“Um… where am I?” he asked, frowning – then spotted May. “Mama!”

“Manaphy,” May said, reaching out and scooping him up for a hug – one he was happy to return. “It’s been so long since I saw you!”

“Me too,” Manaphy said.

“And look at you!” May added, chuckling. “You’ve learned a lot more words!”

Excuse me, Lugia said, sitting down with Lucario’s help. But can you please help put us back in the right bodies?

“Oh – oops,” Manaphy blushed. “Okay, hold still… right, that’s Ash’s body, where’s Ash’s soul?”

“Here,” Ash replied.

That’s my body, Lugia contributed helpfully.

“Heart Swap!” Manaphy declared, and his antenna flashed pink. Little pulses of light hit both Lugia and Ash, and the blue colour faded from their eyes.

That is better, Lugia stated, sweeping the air with his wings and rising back into the sky.

“I think I have a nosebleed,” Ash volunteered.

Sorry.

“May?” Manaphy asked, as the light of his Heart Swap faded. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Manaphy,” May assured him, smiling warmly.

“Thanks,” Manaphy replied brightly. “But… uh… and this isn’t me being insulting… how come you’re not any taller?”

He glanced over at Max. “And I think Max is a bit shorter than last time we met.”

This is the bit where we explain the time travel, Ethan observed. I like this bit.

“That would explain why I remember only just hatching,” Manaphy mused. “Wait, does this mean we can have Brock’s cooking, Mama?”

May laughed. “Of course it does!”

She sat down, still smiling. “Oh, I didn’t realize how much I’ve missed you.”

“I knew exactly how much I missed you,” Manaphy told her. “Do we get to spend longer together this time?”

“I hope so,” May said, blinking tears from her eyes. “I really do.”

“So do I,” Glaceon smiled. “Hello again, Manaphy. You’ll have to meet all our new friends.”

“Does this mean that Brock’s the only one without at least one Legendary Pokémon?” Max asked.


“Wa-choo!”

Uxie sniffed. “Sorry.”

“That’s fine,” Azelf replied. “What’s next?”

The Lake Guardian’s tails flickered slightly.

“The location of the next meeting.”

“Yeah, I like the idea of having it somewhere sunny,” Azelf said. “Mesprit?”

“Excellent idea. We could sunbathe.”


Ahh…

Celebi closed her book, flipping it around so it rested face-down on the hillside.

That was great, she said, very satisfied. Now, I mustn’t forget to put this back when I got it. I don’t think the author would appreciate it if I gave away the spoilers she hasn’t even written yet.


AN:


Chapter two hundred. (Well, counting the prologue.)

Today’s theme: Legendaries.

As an example of the kind of fanart in the fanart gallery for this fic, the Articuno scene has been arted. Like a lot of the other fanart this fic has had (though not all of it) it was drawn by Blyndri on Deviantart - go have a look!






201. Battle Frontier 6


“Mama?” Manaphy asked, looking up at May. “How many of these Pokémon did you have last time? I don’t remember some of them.”

“Well, you met Glaceon last time,” May said, patting the Ice-type between the ears. “She was just Eevee then.”

“Oh, yeah, I remember!” Manaphy agreed.

“I’m new,” Altaria piped up, craning his neck down to Manaphy’s height. “Well, maybe not that new… it’s been more than half a year, I think.”

He showed off his Altarianite. “I’ve got a Mega Stone.”

“A Mega Stone?” Manaphy repeated. “Wow!”

He glanced at May. “Mama, what’s a Mega Stone?”

“…oh, yeah, that’s right,” May remembered. “Yeah, apparently they popped up because of the time travel, or… something? They let a Pokémon have a strong powerup if they have a really close bond with their trainer – but we only encountered them after the time travel, so you wouldn’t know.”

“Oh, okay, like Samiya does in enhance mode?” Manaphy asked.

“What’s enhance mode?” Max said, blinking.

“I don’t even know who Samiya is,” Ash shrugged.

Manaphy giggled. “Silly, Samiya is a place! It’s the Temple of the Sea, remember?”

“…oh, yeah,” Max agreed, snapping his fingers.

He blinked. “Wait… enhance mode… was that that thing where Ash started glowing yellow and flying?”

“I had not heard about this,” Lucario informed them.

“Yeah, sometimes it feels like there’s too many stories to tell,” Ash admitted. “I kind of forgot about that one because I nearly drowned.”

“I didn’t,” May said firmly. “You’d better make sure one of your Water-types saves you before something like that happens again.”

“Yep,” Manaphy nodded, making them turn back to him. “That’s enhance mode. It was kind of hard to operate for the first few months, but then I found a codex with instructions in it!”

“Somehow, it doesn’t surprise me that we managed to miss finding the manual,” Brock chuckled, putting down a tray full of nibbles. “Okay, here you go – I had to guess what you like, Manaphy, I hope it’s fine.”

“Thank you!” Manaphy told Brock, smiling brightly, then took one of the little pastries and had a bite.

“Mmm!” he mumbled. “This is-”

“Manaphy,” May reminded him.

Manaphy blushed, and swallowed. “Sorry, Mama, I forgot.”

“That’s okay,” May assured him, then nodded to herself. “I know – what about if, while you have dinner, I introduce you to the other new Pokémon?”

“I like that idea,” Manaphy agreed.

“Are you sure we will get to all of them?” Lucario asked. “It is quite a list.”

“We’ll start with mine,” May decided. “Okay, so firstly – you met Blaziken and Wartortle, they were just Combusken and Squirtle then.”

Blaziken winked at Manaphy. “It’s nice to have you around.”

Manaphy smiled a little shyly. “Thank you… you’re even bigger than I remember.”

“You remember me being big?” Blaziken asked, a little baffled. “But… I was shorter than May.”

“Yeah, but.. she’s Mama,” Manaphy said, waving a fin. “She’s… just how it is.”

He turned to Wartortle. “And it’s nice to meet you again! Um – are you still May’s only other Water-type?”

“Yes, she doesn’t – did you say other?” Wartortle asked.

Manaphy looked confused. “I did, yeah – why? Is something wrong?”

“Manaphy?” May said, softly.

The young Legendary turned to look at her. “What is it, Mama?”

“Thank you,” she said, blinking away tears.


“Nice to meet you!” Jirachi said, shaking Manaphy’s fin. “I think you’re going to have a great time!”

“So do I!” Manaphy agreed. “It’s kind of odd being on dry land again, but it also means I have a lot more friends to meet than I used to.”

He shrugged. “Plus, I didn’t really meet many other legendaries. There was Kyogre, once or twice, and Suicune too, but apart from that…”

“Suicune?” Ash repeated. “That’s funny, she didn’t mention it.”

Pikachu gave him a static shock.

“Suicune’s one of the Pokémon you didn’t remind, remember?” he asked.

“…oh, yeah…” Ash said, not bothered whatsoever by the pulse of electricity.

“So, what’s your legendary thing?” Jirachi asked. “Mine’s wishes!”

“Wishes are cool,” Manaphy said. “And me… well… I think there’s two things. Samiya is one of them, and I don’t really know if that’s a Manaphy thing, a me thing or a temple thing. But the other is Heart Swap.”

“Heart Swap – oh, that thing where Lugia and Ash got mixed up, right.”

Jirachi pondered.

“I wonder if we can try that out? I’d like to be able to fly.”

“You’re already flying,” Casper said blandly.

“Oh, yeah, but I mean with wings.”

Altaria nudged May with his cloud-like wing.

“I think you’re right,” May said, looking up at him. “It probably would have helped us out.”

Manaphy took another bite of his meal, then yawned. “Sorry,” he said, blinking a few times. “It feels kind of late…”

“Well, it is pretty much dark already,” Brock said, waving around at their pool of bright light. “We’re just not noticing because of Stantler and the Three Pings.”

It was too much to hope that you’d forget that name, Kris sighed with a hiss of electronic noise.

“Right,” Manaphy nodded, yawning again.

“We should get to bed,” Blaziken advised. “I think we’re going to be reaching Saffron tomorrow, and that means a chance for Contests, Battle Frontier battles and Gym Battles.”

“Do you think I can do a Contest, Mama?” Manaphy asked, stretching out with his antenna sparking. “I’d like that…”

“Of course,” May replied. “We’ll see what kind of moves could work tomorrow.”

She picked him up. “Come on. Let’s get to bed.”

“Thanks, Mama,” Manaphy mumbled, snuggling up to her. “I missed you…”


“Are you sure you will not require our assistance?” Cobalion asked.

“I’m not sure, no,” N said, spreading his hands. “But surety is not relevant. What matters is confidence – and I am confident that, whatever happens, everything will work out well.”

“I’m not,” Zorua grumbled, looking uneasy. “I don’t like this idea. You’re going to be in a lot of danger if we’re right, N.”

“To be in danger is to be doing things which matter,” N countered.

“N, if we’re nearby we don’t actually have to get involved,” Keldeo said slowly. “We can be there in case things turn bad – and if they don’t, we can just leave.”

“I thank you for your advice, my friends,” N said, looking up into a sky turning pale with the promise of dawn. “But do not trouble yourselves on my account.”

He tapped Zorua on the haunch. “Can you just go and ask that Pokémon there to come for a talk?”

“Sure, sure,” the Dark-type vulpine agreed. He crouched, claws gripping into the material of N’s hat, then launched himself off N’s hat.

Between one second and the next, he flashed blue – and a Tranquill rose into the air.

“That’s kind of cool,” Keldeo admitted, as Zorua circled them once before flapping hard to climb. “I didn’t know Zorua could do that.”

“Illusions like that of Zorua are solid, though fragile,” N explained.

“Neat!” Terrakion chuckled.


The assembled members of Team Plasma bowed, welcoming their ruler to the highest part of his castle.

“All is prepared, my King,” Ghetsis said, putting his hands together. “We are ready to perform the ritual.”

“I see,” N replied softly, standing straight in his formal clothes. “The roof looks different with so many members of Team Plasma present.”

“Things are simply as they should truly be, for this is the role it was built for,” Ghetsis pointed out. “My King, do you feel ready for the summoning?”

“I do,” N confirmed. “I have spent many days searching for truth.”

“And have you found it?” Ghetsis inquired, straightening, and passed N a small white stone.

“I have found some things are true, but others I do not know,” N answered, taking the stone and walking forward to follow his father. “The world is strange, and confusing at times.”

“Yes, it can be confusing why so many people mistreat Pokémon – when their true place is apart,” the older man said sadly. “Would that humans and Pokémon could get along, but that they cannot is simply how the world is.”

N said nothing, and they passed the rows of watching Plasma grunts in silence.

The ritual site atop the castle was like a rough triangle, with a long low wall at the base, and the interior of the triangle made up of flagstones. Near the apex, a dais held the altar, and six of the Seven Sages were stood in a circle – with one missing slot for Ghetsis.

“I see you’re alone,” Ghetsis added, more quietly. “Where is your friend?”

N indicated one of the battlements some way off, with a Braviary perched on it.

“Interesting,” the Sage said, looking at the illusory Flying-type for a long moment. “Any particular reason?”

“Zorua are creatures of illusions, father,” N pointed out. “He was afraid that, in the heat of the moment, Reshiram would not be kindly disposed to him.”

“A foolish fear,” Ghetsis advised. “Pokémon, unlike humans, do not harm one another for no good reason.”

“It is his fear, and I respect it,” N replied.

Ghetsis thought for a long moment, then nodded. “Perhaps that is best.”

As they reached the circle of sages, Rood spoke up. “Who approaches?”

“The seeker,” N responded.

“What does he seek?” Gorm asked, taking the second part of the ritual.

“I seek truth.”

“Is he ready?”

“I am.”

“Will he follow the path?”

“I will.”

“Does he have the stone?”

“I do,” N confirmed, taking the Light Stone Ghetsis had just given him and holding it up.

“Is the stone ready?”

“It is.”

“Then approach,” Ghetsis finished. “Approach, Hero of Truth.”

N did so, walking through the centre of the circle and taking his place in front of the altar. To do so, he went right past Zinzolin – at his usual position at Ghetsis’ right hand.

As he did, there was a faint buzz – too quiet to hear over the murmurs of the audience.


N watched the seven sages move forward from their positions, walking away from the circle on the floor and leaving it clear.

Leaving the space for Reshiram to appear, if he did.

If the ritual would work at all for someone so unsure of what truth was.

Raising his gaze, N looked up at the Braviary perched on top of one of the battlements.

Then his attention was drawn back to the Sages as they began. Now lining the foot of the dais, they began to strike the floor in unison with their staffs – Ghetsis leading the rhythm.

A small spark appeared in the Light Stone, almost too brief to be seen – then rekindled, growing and becoming brighter. Red light began to shine out from it, and channels in the stone of the altar soaked it up – taking on a vermilion radiance which slowly spread to trace out two concentric rings.

And inside them, the Light Stone continued to blaze higher. The light spilling from it was now like a three-dimensional representation of a flame, and then-

-Reshiram was there.

It was so sudden N almost jumped.

The Vast White Pokémon spread his wings and beat them once, examining the area closely.

Who summons me?

“We summon you,” Ghetsis answered.

Reshiram gave him a glance, then dismissed him with a shake of his head.

“I am the reason you were summoned,” N stated, stepping around the altar. “I seek to be worthy of you.”

Reshiram’s gaze turned to the green-haired young man, and began to examine him minutely.

Interesting.


“Do you think Reshiram will accept the boy?” Zinzolin asked, as the Sages moved away from the altar – giving N and Reshiram space for what was clearly a pivotal moment.

“I do not know,” Ghetsis replied. “It is impossible to know anything with certainty. That is truth, Zinzolin… but I have high hopes.”

“And then?” Zinzolin pressed.

“Then, with the aid of Reshiram, N will change the world,” Ghetsis answered. “Just as we want it.”

His voice lowered a little. “Of course, you know what we will have to do.”

“The same thing we have been doing for years,” Zinzolin confirmed. “If N is to wield the power of the Dragon of Truth, there must be no doubt in his mind whatsoever… and if we ensure he does not doubt us, and that he never questions us…”

“Precisely,” Ghetsis agreed. “But remember – never outright lie. Not with Reshiram with him – the dragon may see right through it.”

“Of course,” Zinzolin nodded, then went silent as they reached their seats in the front row.

As he sat down, there was a faint buzz.

“What was that?” he asked, frowning.

“I heard nothing,” Ghetsis replied. “What was it?”

“A buzzing sound… probably nothing,” Zinzolin agreed.


A tiny, gossamer-winged Cutiefly zoomed under the rows of seats, weaving frantically in and out of the chair legs and person legs in the way of its path.

Once it was to the back of the crowd, it flickered blue – and a sleek Liepard landed on the flagstones, breaking straight into a run and getting around the corner in just a few strides.

Now out of sight, the Liepard spent a few moments trying not to panic.

“Okay, stay calm,” he told himself. “What do I do in this… right!”


N inclined his head. “My greetings, Dragon of Truth.”

Reshiram bowed his head a little in response.

It has been a long time since I was last awake, he stated, looking around from the top of the castle. The world has changed.

“It has,” N agreed. “Most people now have Pokémon, who they capture in Pokéballs and keep as companions – or as pets.”

Such oddity.

Reshiram frowned, then focused in on N again. And what do you think about these Pokéballs?

“I… do not know,” N began. “I used to think that it was wrong – no matter the details. But… I am not so sure, now.”

He looked up. “I think that it is an open question whether Pokémon would be better off without humans. But I think some Pokémon in particular would be better off… and that others would be worse off. I do not know which matters more to more Pokémon.”

A good answer, the Vast White Pokémon pronounced, surprising N a little. What matters is truth. And truth means to understand all there is about something… including that sometimes the answer is not so simple.

He huffed, turbine whirring for a moment and producing a noticeable wash of heat. That would be… idealism.

“I see,” N said. “And, I think, I understand.”

You are getting the hang of it.

Reshiram looked around again, frowned, then turned back to the young man for whom he had been summoned.

You do realize that many of your advisers are so untruthful I can smell it?

Any reply N could have made was drowned out by a clatter.

“Hero of Truth!” Cobalion’s voice belled out, echoing off the stonework. “Beware – your allies seek to betray you!”

“N!” Ghetsis called, almost straight away, as his Cofagrigus appeared and confused murmurs broke out among the rank and file Plasma grunts. “You and Reshiram need to protect Team Plasma!”

“What does he mean, father?” N asked. As he spoke, Reshiram rose to stand fully erect, then turned to face towards Cobalion – and the crowd. “Why would a Pokémon say something like that?”

“The Swords of Justice are like Zekrom,” Ghetsis explained, as Cobalion stepped backwards to gain some distance from the flickering Will-o-Wisp that Cofagrigus was summoning. “They follow ideals, rather than seeking truth.”

And you do neither, Reshiram declared.

His foot slammed down on the stonework, making it quake with the force. You are neither a hero of ideals, nor truth – you are the villain. You have built an order of knights upon knavish lies, twisted good men and women to evil, made a mockery of all you claim to support – and it is by a great good fortune that your heir, my worthy Hero of Truth, has not been influenced by your lies.

Ghetsis stared, then a shout drew his attention back to Cobalion.

Back to a small, struggling fox wrapped in ghostly bandages.

“What?” he asked, then his eyes rose to the Braviary. “That wasn’t-”

“Why, father?” N demanded. “You told me so much about liberating Pokémon!”

“That’s right!” Ghetsis agreed. “No-one should have Pokémon if they can’t be trusted to do what’s right with them – so only Team Plasma should have Pokémon!”

N blinked, startled by how far his father had gone.

Then there was a flash – and Ghetsis’ Hydreigon appeared, all three heads roaring as it lunged.

Reshiram’s Dragonbreath slammed into the Dark-type, the sheer force of the impact checking Hydreigon’s rush, and most of Team Plasma realized they should probably leave the area as fast as possible.


“Let me go!” Zorua snarled, twisting in Cofagrigus’ ghostly grip, and sank his teeth into one of the bandages slowly tying him up. “Ick – pfeh! That tastes of old glue!”

Another coil of the material caught his muzzle, tying it tight, and then a blade as black as night carved within an inch of his fur and sliced them all away.

Zorua fell to the stonework with a muffled ow, shook his head to try and clear it, then felt the roof tremble as six pairs of hooves clattered past.

“Zorua!” Keldeo said, using his Night Slash to cut the remnants of the bandages. “Are you okay?”

“I think so,” Zorua replied. “Stay away, I think the bandages can spread?”

“I’ve cut them all away, I think it’ll be fine,” Keldeo frowned, but stepped back. “The others are trying to help Reshiram fight that Hydreigon.”

Zorua rolled to his feet, then transformed into a larger animal – a Liepard again – so he could get a better view.

“Hey, how come you’re all here?” he asked, as Terrakion shouldered Virizion aside and took a Fire-type attack aimed at her. “I thought N said he didn’t want help.”

“None of us listened to him,” Keldeo replied. “If everything was going fine we wouldn’t have joined in.”

He watched the flow of the battle a moment longer, looked again, then raised his voice. “Cobalion, behind you!”

Cobalion spun, blocking a blade blow from an Absol with his own.

“Team Plasma has a lot of members,” Zorua volunteered. “And I think a lot of the Sages have really powerful Pokémon – and so do the Shadow Triad.”

Cobalion had come to the same conclusion, as Zinzolin’s entire team tried to hit him from the flank. “Keldeo, Virizion, Terrakion, fall back!”

“What about N?” Zorua asked. “Is N okay?”


“Reshiram, this is not the time!” N called out. “I do not think Team Plasma is beyond saving, and too many people and Pokémon will be harmed if we fight now!”

There is truth in your words, Reshiram agreed, and his tail turbine spun up – orange and yellow streaks whirling around inside it. Come – I have judged you worthy, so we shall leave together.

N didn’t need to be told twice. He took three steps forwards, raising his arm against the sudden concussion as Reshiram’s wing shielded him from the impact of a Draco Meteor, and got on the Dragon-type’s back with a single quick movement.

“Don’t forget Zorua,” N requested. “He’s – there!”

I see him.

Wings sweeping downwards, Reshiram launched himself off the scarred stone of the castle roof – then his turbine engaged, and he powered forwards fast enough to get out of the way of all the attacks aimed at him.

He swept the Dark-type fox off the ground with one wing, rolled, and headed for the sky.

“Wait – my sisters,” N added. “Sorry, but – they’re in the castle, I saw them go down the spiral staircase. I think I know where they are.”

Reshiram banked, turning his head enough to see N out of the corner of one eye. Tell me where, Hero of Truth, and I shall smite the wall so they may join us.

Zorua came staggering along Reshiram’s white-furred wing, and slumped down next to N. “What happened? And what’s going to happen now?”

“That’s quite a good question,” N mused. “Perhaps we should find out.”


Thousands of miles away, the sun began to rise slowly into the sky over a campsite north of Saffron City.

The light touched the treetops first, making Swellow chirp sleepily and rustle her wings.

“Mfff… five more minutes… or ten? Twenty?”

Shifting, she dropped back into a snooze.

The light continued lower down the tree, shining on Crobat’s claws as he dangled from one of the sturdier branches.

Crobat didn’t even stir, too used to sleeping while the sun was up to be disturbed by the sunlight.

Then it reached Altaria, who startled awake – his cloudy wings crashing into two of the branches next to the one he was on, making the whole tree sway and his branch creak alarmingly.

The Dragon-type jumped into the air, making the branch he’d been on flick up with a louder rustle, and leaves rained down around him as he slowed his fall and landed on the grass.

Then Crobat landed on his tail.

“Ow!”


May yawned, stretching, and pulled herself partway out of her sleeping bag.

“What time is it?” she asked.

Twenty past six, Ethan answered her. Your alarm is not set for another forty minutes.

Looking over towards the nearby oak tree, May saw what had woken her up. “Oh, okay, I get it… well, I guess we didn’t get to bed too late last night.”

She turned to her other side. “Hey, Manaphy. You up yet?”

“Mama?”

Manaphy blinked sleep out of his eyes, rubbing them, and focused on May. “It is you! Mama, I’m-”

He stopped, then blushed. “I kind of thought it was a dream.”

May patted him on the head. “Don’t worry, Manaphy, this isn’t a dream.”

Unzipping her sleeping bag, she started to go through her normal morning routine. Checking on her Pokémon, making sure they were all well rested, and then heading down to the nearby river for a dip.

After so long on the road, she was very used to it – even if she did prefer to catch time in a Pokémon Centre when they were near one.

Wash over – and with a quick warm shower, thanks to Wartortle – she was dressed and ready for the day.

“When’s breakfast, Mama?” Manaphy asked, looking a bit puzzled.

May looked around, then chuckled. “Whoops… I guess maybe I should have realized that getting ready so soon would mean Brock didn’t have time to cook.”

Smiling, she sat down. “Well, I think the others would rather we gave them time to sleep, so let’s see…”

After a bit of thought, she nodded. “I know – let’s get Altaria over here, and you can help me keep his fluff in good condition. I’ve got a spare brush, so you can use that one.”

“I like the sound of that, Mama,” Manaphy nodded brightly.


“So you need to use the brush like this,” May said, demonstrating. “It has to go along with the direction the air would be going when he flies – it helps keep him flying sleekly.”

Manaphy nodded, and dragged the brush along with all his strength. “Like this?”

Altaria purred. “Yes, that feels wonderful…”

Beaming, the Water-type kept going.

After a few minutes, he sniffed. “…what’s that smell?”

May blinked, then snapped her fingers. “Oh, that’s right – sorry, I completely forgot to mention it, I must have just set it up automatically.”

She indicated a little incense burner. “I got this from Rustboro department store. It’s called Heart Incense, and I got it because… well, because it reminded me of you.”

“…is that how I smell?” Manaphy asked, nose wrinkling. “I didn’t know that.”

Altaria chirped a little laugh.

“I use a little of it every day,” May explained. “I’ve still got almost a third of it left, I was going to try and make sure it lasted until we met again…”

“It did!” Manaphy pointed out. “So that worked!”

“You’re right,” May agreed. “It did.”

“I’m glad,” the Legendary said firmly.


“Hey, May?”

May and both her Pokémon looked up, losing concentration. “Brock?”

“Just letting you know, breakfast is ready,” he said, putting the plates down. “This one’s for Altaria, and that’s Manaphy’s.”

“Thanks, Brock,” May smiled.

“Thank you!” Manaphy agreed.

“I’m grateful too,” Altaria informed Brock. “Just a bit slower off the mark.”

Brock chuckled.

“Oh, there’s something I wanted to mention,” he went on, sitting down and starting on his own breakfast.

May blinked. “Brock… that’s toast.”

“So?” Brock asked, taking another bite.

“You didn’t even put butter on it?”

“I lost track of it,” Brock admitted. “I was going to butter it, but by the time I remembered it had all cooled down, and I don’t like putting the butter on when it won’t melt in.”

Manaphy giggled.

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk about,” Brock went on. “Misty said a while ago that she’d like to help with the Manaphy situation, and I know she’s raised Azurill – do you think you’d like her to help with Manaphy?”

May thought about that, chewing on her pastry.

“I don’t know,” she said, eventually. “I don’t know how much help Misty can be, though it’d be nice to have some tips – I raised Eevee to Glaceon, but I’m not sure how young Water types might be different.”

She looked at Manaphy, and smiled. “But, then, Manaphy’s not a normal Water type either… and I think Misty might have been thinking of helping with the pirates specifically.”

“Who’s Misty?” Manaphy asked.

“She’s one of Ash’s other friends,” Brock explained. “She’s a Water-type trainer, who’s part of the Elite Four.”

“Wow,” Manaphy said, eyes wide. “So she’s a really good Water trainer?”

May nodded. “That’s right. She’s one of the best.”

“I think I’d like to learn some water type stuff from her,” Manaphy decided, after a bit of thought. “I did training after I left Mama, but mostly underwater training.”

“Then we’ll ask her for help as soon as we can,” May pronounced. “She might be busy, but it can’t hurt to ask.”

“Thanks, Mama,” Manaphy smiled, finishing the last of his breakfast. “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Um… excuse me?” Mawile asked.

Manaphy turned, seeing the Fairy-type shuffling her feet a bit.

“Hi!” he said brightly. “I don’t think I’ve met you before!”

“You can talk human?” Mawile took a step back, surprised, then smiled. “That’s pretty neat. I’m Mawile – I’m one of Ash’s Pokémon!”

She patted the leg behind her. “This is my little brother!”

Tyranitar waved.

“He’s big,” Manaphy said, craning his neck up.

“I know!” Mawile agreed. “There’s a great view!”

“Mama, can I go and play?” Manaphy asked.

“Of course,” May replied, smiling. “Make sure to have fun!”


Misty picked up the phone.

“Yeah, who is – May? Oh, hi!”

Golduck looked up from his tennis game with Politoed, interested, then caught the ball as it flew at his face. Time out.

“Sure,” Politoed agreed.

“What – already?” Misty asked, surprised. “Okay, well – I’m not really sure how much help I can give today or tomorrow, there’s a couple of prospective Johto Gym Leaders who I need to test. One of them is a potential Water-type leader, too, so I need to show them my team for them to pick…”

Kabutops scratched his chin with the edge of a blade. “I wonder what they’re talking about.”

“It’s Manaphy,” Misty answered, looking up. “No, not you, I was talking to Kabutops… and yeah, if someone’s the same type as one of us they actually get to pick first. It’s why they pay us… however much they pay us. Golduck’s the one who actually handles the finances most of the time.”

Another pause.

“Well, if they do want to run a new Water-type gym they’d better have at least a few Pokémon who aren’t borrowed from me – someone like that gets flagged for inspections.” Misty thought for a moment, then went on. “How does the day after tomorrow sound? Or I could just try and visit you guys in a week or two… yeah, sure. I’ll bring Azurill, he’ll enjoy it.”

Should I book it in the calendar? Golduck asked.

“Sounds good,” Misty agreed, putting her phone down. “This time next week.”

“Where will they be by then?”

“Good question, Chinchou,” Misty admitted. “Hmmm… well, I can just phone then. If we give Ash a date and time he’ll get lost somehow.”

“Sounds about right,” Kingdra agreed, poking his head out of the nearest pool. “Going to borrow a ride from Lance again?”

“Yeah,” Misty shrugged. “Okay, we’re going to have to have that meeting in an hour or so, so let’s make sure everyone’s in top shape.”


“That’s going to be a real help,” May said, lowering the handset, then letting go as Ethan dissolved the hard-light image. “I’m kind of afraid of making a mistake, in an odd way… I know he’s independent, but it doesn’t feel like that – I missed over a year with him.”

“So it feels like he’s grown in ways you don’t understand,” Brock nodded. “And… you feel a lot like you missed some of the most important parts of his life, but you’re determined to make the time you do have together count.”

“That’s pretty much it,” May began, then frowned. “Or… maybe not? I don’t know – I don’t think I have a single opinion on this at all, it’s all a bit too complicated.”

She looked over at Manaphy, now in the middle of trying to show his Heart Swap to Mawile and Tyranitar – and encountering problems, because the Dark-typed Tyranitar was immune to the move. “But… in some ways, it’s like those years never happened, but I can’t forget they did.”

Brock nodded, looking over to his Fire-type – making rings of flame from three tails at a time, then leaving them there for just long enough for Swellow to dart through.

“I know the feeling,” he said. “Sort of.”

He looked back at May. “But I think I know who’s got a much better idea of what that’s like. At least three people, actually.”

“You do?” May asked. “Who? Do I know them?”

Skitty butted her ankle, and she lifted the Normal-type up for a quick stroke – getting rewarded by a satisfied purr.

“I’m pretty sure you do know them,” Brock agreed, with a little smile. “They’re called Norman, Caroline and Gardevoir.”

May did a double-take, then blushed. “… Right.”

She shook her head. “Now you say it, it actually sounds really obvious.”

“Don’t feel too down about it,” Brock advised. “Sometimes it’s much harder to realize when your situation is like a situation that involves you.”

“And now you sound like a self help book,” his friend chuckled.

She looked down at the purring Skitty in her lap. “Hey… you know we’re going to be headed for Saffron city soon, right? I think it’s as soon as Ash has decided what Pokémon he wants with him today.”

“Like, I don’t care,” Skitty replied, tail flicking lazily. “I’m gonna, like, stay in this lap for-evar.”

“When I stand up I won’t have a lap any more,” May countered.

“That’s, like, a problem for the future…”


“What’s that, Mama?” Manaphy asked. “Are those Pokémon attacks?”

“That’s right,” May confirmed. “These are some of the moves I think you could use, or moves which Manaphy or Phione have used in stories – Ethan put it together.”

“That’s pretty cool,” the Water-type said, looking closer. “Oh, I do know a few of these!”

“That’s good,” May said. “What I’m doing is, I’m thinking about things a Contest routine could be based on for you, if you want to do one – and one idea I had was to use Tail Glow and Bubble, so you’re sort of making some glowing bubbles.”

Manaphy thought hard. “I… don’t think I know what that would be like.”

“Well, we’ve got time to practice,” May assured him. “There’s a Contest hall at Saffron, but I wouldn’t ask you to take part unless you were completely confident – instead, we’ll spend the time to make sure you’re comfortable with what we plan to have you do.”

She looked at her sort-of-adoptive-child, and saw he was looking a bit baffled.

“We’ll have time to practice,” she summarized.

“Ohh, right,” Manaphy nodded. “Okay, sounds good!”

“…you know,” May went on, looking at the list again. “I think I have an idea for something that would be a good finisher for a routine, and be a pretty powerful move too. Do you know Dazzling Gleam?”

“I don’t think so,” Manaphy replied.

He gripped May’s shoulder suddenly, then blushed. “Sorry, Mama, I felt like I was going to fall off…”

“That’s okay,” May chuckled. “Thanks for apologizing, though.”

She waved a hand, and Ethan’s screen switched back to the basic version – showing his avatar hovering in the top left corner of a picture of the Maple family.

“Is that your Mom and Dad, Mama?” Manaphy asked.

“That’s right,” May said, a little surprised. “Have I really never shown you a picture before?”

“I don’t remember if you did,” Manaphy frowned.

“Then I’m sorry, Manaphy,” May winced. “I really should have shown you before. But yes, that’s my mother – her name’s Caroline – and that’s my father, Norman. This was taken after we moved into our house in Petalburg.”

“I’d like to go there someday,” the Water-type said a little wistfully.

“I’ll try to make sure we can,” May promised. “Anyway, what I was going to do was…”

Her fingers hovered over the keys.

You could just ask, Ethan pointed out. I’m very good at computer things.

“But then it wouldn’t be a surprise for Manaphy,” May pointed out.

Manaphy giggled. “I don’t mind, Mama!”

“Fine, then,” May said, with an exaggerated sigh. “What TMs are for sale in Saffron at the moment?”

Ethan’s avatar dissolved in a swirl of digital chaos, then reformed. Not sure, but I did find this great deal from a bank who want to give me free money…



May blinked. “Pardon?”

Never mind, computer humour. A list of TMs came up, with the prices neatly next to them. Not all of these are in the same shop.

“Thanks, Ethan,” May said, scrolling down the list. “Now, let’s see… aha! Dazzling Gleam… where’s that one on sale?”

Elektronica, in Ginza in Saffron.

“I’ve been meaning to go shopping,” May mused. “I wonder how long I could get the others to stand a shopping trip…”

“I heard that!” Max protested.


“What do you think?” Brock asked, holding up a necklace. The centrepiece glittered, small gems forming a complete rainbow shading from deep black-red garnet, through orange and yellow to the green of olivine, then blue and purple to finally fade out in the shape of a purple quartz crystal so deeply tinted it was almost black itself.

“…I don’t get it,” Forretress admitted.

“I think it looks nice,” Ninetales said, tilting her head. “But I don’t think I get it either. You like things with a meaning to them, Brock, what’s this one?”

Geodude did a thumbs-up. “Okay, Brockster, I got you. Nice.”

“What am I missing?” Ninetales requested.

“The crystals are all geological minerals,” Brock explained. “They’re not precious ones, but they’re common ones – or relatively common. Ones which show up too often in normal rocks to be all that valuable. And they’re forming an electromagnetic spectrum.”

“I think I get that,” Forretress mumbled. “So it’s sciencey and rocky?”

“That’s the idea,” Brock agreed. “Okay, I think it sounds like a good idea to get this one, and I’ll see if I can spot something for Shinx.”

As they headed to the counter, Geodude clicked his rocky fingers. “Hey, where’s Ash gone?”

“I think he said Latios wanted to buy something, so he’s helping with that.”


“Hmmm…” May mused. “Ethan, I just realized how hard it is to shop for a Porygon2.”

Only just? Ethan asked.

“Well, I’ve been thinking about it for a while,” May elaborated. “I was thinking of getting something for everyone – all my Pokémon, I mean – but I realized I haven’t really got much idea what you might want.”

Ethan processed for a long time.

You are correct, he confirmed, eventually. I have access to just about everything that is open source, which is a lot of things. That being said, hardware is a possibility for upgrades.

“I’m not even sure if I can tell what that would mean as a good thing to get,” May frowned.

In that case, I’ll ask – would you be able to get me an extra data chip? I’ll put books and films in it for when we’re in a cave or otherwise not able to get a signal.

“I guess that works,” May agreed.

“What’s a data chip, Mama?” Manaphy asked, as they headed for the lift.

May thought about how best to put it.

“Well, computers like Ethan remember things a bit differently to most Pokémon,” she began. “A lot of things are remembered more like a book than like a memory. And a data chip is like a really big bookshelf.”

“Ohh, okay,” Manaphy nodded.

The lift arrived, and they got into it with May pressing the button for the ninth floor. As the doors closed, Manaphy asked another question.

“What’s a book?”


“Who’s left…” May mused, looking at the bags of shopping she’d deposited on the bench next to her. “Ethan’s got his memory chip, Skitty’s got eight new cat toys…”

The Normal-type in question skidded past, chasing a fluffy feather attached by a long stick to a headband. “Like, this is way too hard to geeeet…”

“Should I take it off?” May asked.

“Like, no?” Skitty asked, glancing away from it for a moment. “I’m, like, totally wearing it out!”

Skitty raced off after her feather, and May smiled. “That one’s a winner,” she told Manaphy, who giggled. “Let’s see… Blaziken has those bracers, and I got Altaria a classical music CD.”

She patted one of the bags. “And I’m pretty sure Glaceon’s going to like the thick fluffy coat. Is that right, Ethan?”

It should keep her cold on a warm day, yes, Ethan confirmed. It is insulation, which works both ways.

May nodded. “Still not sure what to get Beautifly… but at least I found some concentrated plant food for Venusaur, so hopefully she’ll like that. And Muchlax would have preferred food even if I got something else.”

“Was my idea for what to get Grumpig a good idea, Mama?” Manaphy asked.

“It was, yes,” May agreed, smiling. “I’m sure he’ll have a lot of fun with those marbles… so that means there’s just three Pokémon left to get something for.”

“Three?” Manaphy asked. “Uh… Wartortle… and Beautifly… and me?”

His face lit up.

“That’s right,” May agreed, giving him a quick hug. “Special treat, to go with the TM. What do you think you’d like, Manaphy?”

Manaphy thought hard, putting one fin to his chin and frowning extravagantly.

“Well…” he began, slowly, “There aren’t any clothes I’d like. Or food. But…”

He blushed. “There’s one thing I would like. But it sounds kind of silly.”

“I’m sure it won’t be,” May assured him. “What is it?”

“Well…” Manaphy looked down slightly. “Latias and Latios have really cool Pokéballs…”

May took a moment to make the connection, then blinked. “You mean… wow, Manaphy, that’s… thank you.”

She smiled, then held up a hand. “But there’s something I want to check, okay, dear?”

Manaphy nodded curiously.

“I want to make sure that you’re really sure about this,” May explained. “It’s a really big step, and I don’t want you to decide you didn’t want to do it. I’m really glad you want to, don’t worry – it means a lot to me.”

Manaphy nodded, absorbing that. “So… is it because I’d always be your Pokémon, Mama? I always wanted to be!”

“Oh, Manaphy,” May said, her smile a little wobbly. “I’m so sorry we had to say goodbye before…”

She gave him another hug, and he returned it.

“Still sure?” she asked quietly.

“Sure!”

“Then let’s go get you a really good Pokéball,” May decided. “Exactly the one you want.”


“That looks about the right size,” Ash said. “Right?”

Yes, Latios agreed, looking at the bracelet on his wrist. It’s a bit tight, but that’s okay.

“What’s it for?” Ash asked, unclipping the small piece of jewellery and checking the price tag.

It’s for Latias, Latios answered.

“I didn’t think it was… wait, no, it’s not her birthday soon, is it?” Ash asked. “Pikachu, did I lose track of Latias’ birthday?”

“No, you didn’t,” Pikachu agreed, looking up from toying with an earring.

Not… well, not my sister Latias, Latios admitted, very reluctantly. Other Latias.

“That makes sense!” Ash agreed, glad to have the mystery solved.

Pikachu and Lucario exchanged a glance.

“Let’s not bother trying,” Lucario advised.


AN:


Two primary focuses here, one human who talks to Pokémon – and a Pokémon who talks to humans.






202. Battle Frontier 7


“Right, I think that’s us about ready to go,” Max said, paying for the bag of sweets.

Jirachi nodded. Yep!

“What Pokémon’s that?” the cashier asked, frowning. “I don’t recognize it…”

“Jirachi,” Max replied. “Okay, do you want the liquorice first?”

Thanks!

As they left, the cashier blinked. “But… huh.”


“You all done?” Brock checked, spotting Max.

“Yeah,” Max agreed, as Jirachi nibbled on some of his sweets. “I got something for Mom and Dad, took me a while to work out what would be a good idea…”

“That’s good,” Brock nodded. “I saw Ash coming down one of the escalators, so I guess we’re just waiting for May.”

“There’s a Contest later today, right?” Max asked.

“I think so… still plenty of time, though,” Brock commented, then waved. “Drew!”

“Oh, you guys,” Drew replied, sounding only slightly interested as he came over.

“Is that any kind of tone of voice to use with a gym leader?” Brock asked ominously, crossing his arms and glaring. (Presumably.)

“I don’t know,” Drew shrugged. “Let me know if you spot someone who’s given out more than two badges in the past two years.”

Max winced. “I think I felt that one.”

“I think Philena did,” Brock said weakly. “Low blow.”

“Hey, you started it,” Drew claimed, raising his hands. “What else can I do?”

“Oh, are you going to be in the Contest today?” Max said. “I know May’s planning to be.”

“Yeah, that’s my plan too,” Drew agreed. “Promise not to tell her anything sneaky and underhanded – or, if you do, tell me something too?”

I don’t think that’s a promise I can make, Jirachi said, shaking his head to a jangling of tags. I am very easy to bribe with sugar.

“At least you’re realistic about it,” Brock assured him.

“Maybe I should just leave it all under wraps,” Drew decided somewhat dubiously.

Ash came over, Pikachu balancing on his hat and Lucario apparently attempting to hold two bags of shopping on the tips of his paws. “Any idea where May is?”

“No, we were just saying,” Max updated him. “Isn’t Lucario going to drop those?”

“No, I’m not,” Lucario replied absently. “The Aura is with me.”

“Actually, it’s because Latios is helping,” Ash supplied.

“Thanks for revealing how the trick is done. You would make a terrible magician.”


“I never knew there were so many different kinds of Pokéballs, Mama!” Manaphy said, leaning forwards with both flippers holding onto May’s top to keep him from falling off.

“That’s because they’re not all different kinds,” May explained. “They’re Cherish Balls – they come in lots of different designs, and you can order them custom as well.”

She moved along a few more rows, then crouched down. “I think this one looks nice.”

Manaphy looked down, and saw the aquamarine surface of the ball itself – and the row of little yellow dots around the top half, with a red dot in the middle. “It’s like my egg! That looks great, Mama!”

“I’m glad you like it,” May replied.

She looked over her shoulder. “Just a few more minutes – is that okay, Blaziken?”

Blaziken communicated it was okay while avoiding actually letting go of any of the shopping bags, or even opening his mouth.

“Thanks,” she told him, and headed for the nearest counter.

Manaphy watched the cashier ring her up, and frowned. “So you give him money, Mama, and he gives you that Pokéball?”

“That’s right,” May agreed. “That’s how buying things works.”

“It seems kind of odd,” Manaphy admitted. “But you understand it, so you must be clever.”

May giggled.

“Was that your Pokémon speaking?” the cashier asked, interested. “I didn’t know many of them could – sometimes there’s a Psychic Pokémon which shows up, but that was real speech, right?”

“That’s right!” Manaphy nodded, looking very proud. “Mama taught me!”

The register chimed, distracting the cashier for a moment as he pushed the change drawer closed again and made sure everything was okay. “There you go, miss – is it for this cute Phione of yours?”

“Phione?” Manaphy repeated. “I’m not a Phione!”

“Aren’t you?” the young man said, blinking. “I thought for sure… one of my cousins showed me a photo she took of one once. They’re pretty rare, right?”

“Phione are a lot like me,” Manaphy agreed, nodding seriously. “But I’m a Manaphy!”

The cashier’s jaw dropped.

“What!? Aren’t they – aren’t you – legendary Pokémon?”

“Yes?” Manaphy looked puzzled. “Is that wrong?”

“Not everyone’s like Ash,” May reminded him.

“Ohhh, right,” Manaphy nodded. “Sorry, Mama, I forgot about that.”

“It’s okay, you’ve not met many people yet,” May replied. “We’d better go and make sure Blaziken doesn’t get tired of carrying that many bags…”


“Out of curiosity,” Blaziken inquired, as May took two of the bags, “What is your plan for carrying all of this?”

“Ash’s pouch, of course,” May replied. “It’s much more convenient than a taxi or something.”

“Very true,” Blaziken admitted. “I was wondering if perhaps we were going to have to have Venusaur put on saddlebags.”

“That is a funny image,” May said, then shook her head. “No, it would be a lot harder for her even if it is a funny idea. Ash’s pouch it is.”

“Mama?” Manaphy asked, raising a fin. “Can we do the Pokéball thing now?”

“Of course,” May agreed, putting the shopping bags down again and expanding out the Cherish Ball. “Did you ever see how these work?”

“I think so, Mama,” Manaphy agreed. “I sort of turn red and go inside?”

“That’s close enough,” May decided. “You need to press the button on the front – most people catch Pokémon by throwing Pokéballs, but if the Pokémon wants to come with them they can just press the button instead. It’ll feel a bit odd, but-”

Manaphy pressed the button.

There was a flash of white light as the ‘ball drew him inside, then clicked shut. It pulsed, wiggling back and forth slightly, then gave the twik tone of a successful capture.

As soon as it did, May opened the ball up and sent Manaphy out again. “Okay, dear?”

“That felt kind of odd,” Manaphy announced, wobbling a little.

“Thanks for being so brave,” May smiled, giving the Water-type a quick hug.

Then she clipped the Cherish Ball to her belt and picked up her bags – again. “Well, we shouldn’t keep the others waiting.”

As she spoke, Skitty came charging back towards them – still after her cat toy. “Okay, you, like, annoying feather-”

Blaziken’s foot flicked out, and he lobbed Skitty neatly through the air before catching her in a carrier bag.

“And I was like, like, whooa…” Skitty mumbled, head spinning. “Who did that?”

Blaziken declined to answer.


“There you are, May,” Ash called. “Did everything go okay?”

“Fine,” May replied, nodding happily. “Oh, can I put some stuff in your bag?”

Ash eyed her bags, then the much bigger collection of bags Blaziken was still holding. “Uh… yeah, those should fit.”

Drew blinked, then snapped his fingers. “Oh, right, the giant bag of holding thing.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of convenient,” Max agreed, as Ash undid the drawstring and pulled the neck of the bag open.

Without much regard for ceremony, Blaziken lowered the whole set of bags through the opening and let them drop.

There was a surprised yowl.

“Blaziken!” May admonished. “Did you forget about Skitty?”

The Fire-type looked embarrassed. “Um… whoops.”

“Like, that’s totally not funny!” Skitty complained, her voice drifting up through the bag’s opening. “This place is, like, full of all kinds of stuff!”

Pikachu sighed. “Okay, I’ll go in and get her… Lucario, have you got the line?”

“I have Brock’s fishing rod,” Lucario replied.

“…good enough,” Pikachu said. “Right, let’s get this sorted out.

“Be, like, as quick as you can,” Skitty requested. “This is, like, kind of boring?”

“May?” Drew said, frowning. “Who’s that Pokémon on your shoulder?”

“Hello,” the Pokémon in question answered, waving.

Drew tapped one of his ears, baffled. “Wait, I thought even when a Pokémon used Aura to talk you sort of heard their real voice behind it if you listened?”

“Manaphy doesn’t use Aura,” May explained. “I taught him how to speak.”

“But you didn’t have him last – wait, Manaphy?” Drew interrupted himself. “That one from the thing with the pirates?”

“Yeah, it confused us too,” Brock said. “Ash’s Lugia’s son found the egg.”

They were interrupted by a zzzzzzip sound as Lucario played the fishing reel out, letting his teammate drop into the depths of Sir Aaron’s pouch.

“Okay, I’m down,” Pikachu’s voice floated up from inside the bag. “I think I see Skitty – wait, what the-!?”

“Is everything okay?” Lucario asked.

There was a crackle of electricity, the sound of running paws, and a confused blend of shouts – not all of them properly translated.

“Pikachu?” Ash asked. “Have you found Skitty?”

“Ash, get ready to catch!” Pikachu shouted up.

Ash duly tensed up, ready to catch, and then a Pichu came soaring up out of the bag.

Catching it automatically, Ash looked askance at the young Electric-type. “What were you doing in there?”

“Following my brother!” Pichu replied.

A second Pichu came flying up out of the bag, narrowly missing the fishing rod, and Ash caught him too.

“Okay, now pull us up!” Pikachu instructed.

Lucario reeled Pikachu in.

“Don’t do it too fast, you’ll damage the reel,” Brock cautioned.

Lucario reeled Pikachu in a little slower, and he and Skitty emerged from the bag.

“Right,” Pikachu said, swaying slightly back and forth. “Now, Skitty, whatever you do, don’t let go until we’re not over the bag any more.”

Skitty opened her mouth to reply, and let go of Pikachu’s tail.

Fortunately, May caught her before she landed back in the bag.

“Like, I know,” Skitty said, then had the grace to blush. “That was, like, a mistake… right?”

“Silly Skitty,” May chuckled.

“Right!” Pikachu said, unclipping himself from the rod and landing on the ground. “Now – what were you two doing in there?”

“We fell in,” Pichu Big said.

“About a week ago,” Pichu Little added. “By the way, those berries in that freezer are really tasty.”

“I guess we need to do some more food shopping,” Brock sighed. “Let’s do that after the Contest…”


“I don’t think I ever saw a Contest,” Manaphy said, sitting next to Jirachi on Max’s lap. “I hope Mama does well!”

“May’s pretty good, so she should,” Brock told him. “I think she was going to use Wartortle, it’s the first time since she got her back.”

“That’s right!” Manaphy confirmed. “I saw them getting ready!”

“I guess the question is, who’s first,” Ash said.

“That’s not the only question,” Pikachu muttered. “Another question is when these two Pichu are going to go away…”

“Hey!” Pichu Big protested. “We agreed we would get to see the Contest.”

“And eat popcorn.”

“Whatever,” Pikachu said, flicking his tail.

“Can I have some popcorn, please?” Manaphy asked.

“Sure!” Pichu Big agreed, taking an armful and passing it across Brock’s lap to the Legendary.

Any further conversation was quelled as the lights dimmed, and the stage lit up with spotlights.

“Welcome, everyone, to the latest Saffron City Contest!” the local Joy announced. “Now, we’re very privileged today, because two of our contestants are Hoenn Grand Festival finalists – so I’m sure we’ll see some very impressive appeals!”

“Wow,” Max said quietly. “Talk about pressure.”


Drew walked out onto the arena dressed in a red jacket, black waistcoat, and carrying a chair.

With a flick of his wrist, he sent out Arcanine, who began prowling around the stage, and then flourished the chair and brought a whip out from his pocket.

Arcanine stopped prowling, and gave him an incredibly unimpressed look.

Drew brandished the chair again, and cracked the whip with his other hand. “Ladies and Gentlemen! I will tame this powerful Arcanine, and under my control she will roll over and sit up! You will be amazed, astounded-”

Arcanine snagged the end of the whip between her teeth, and pulled it out of his hand.

“…oh,” Drew said, looking at his hand, then at the whip as Arcanine balanced it on the end of her nose. “Well, never mind! I still have the chair!”

The Fire-type promptly set it aflame, and Drew dropped it to the floor of the stage.

“Oh,” he said, in a small voice. “Um… no hard feelings?”

Arcanine tossed the whip in the air, and took it in her mouth. Flame rolled along it, and she flicked her head to make the whip flick out in his direction.

Drew took a step back, then another, and Arcanine gave him an encouraging look. Her paw stamped on the floor, producing a flicker of flames, and then she dashed to one side.

The flames she left behind coiled up, producing a wheel with an open centre, and Arcanine nodded towards it.

Drew shook his head.

Arcanine nodded, much more emphatically, and the audience started to giggle.

Drew shook his head again, then put his hands up in surrender. Walking over to the ring, he stepped through it.

Extinguishing the whip, Arcanine tossed it back to him and padded over. They shook, hand to paw, and then both bowed to the audience.


“Risky,” Brock said, as they applauded. “For the first half of it or so it looked a lot like Drew had lost control of Arcanine.”

“I think that was the point,” Max agreed. “It was pretty funny, though.”


“Ready?” Wartortle asked.

“Nearly,” May replied. “Just keep that up a bit longer… okay, done!”

Wartortle gestured, and the wall of frosted ice she’d produced melted into water before running off down the drain.

“Thanks,” May sighed, smoothing out her clothes and picking up her bag to move back to the side. “I can’t believe Drew and I had the same outfit…”

“It’s a good thing you had a spare,” Wartortle agreed, looking at May’s backup outfit – a fluid dress with two layers to it, the outer layer almost transparent and rippling like water in the slightest breeze. “By the way, I think we’re next.”

“Okay, that’s fine,” May said, assuring both Wartortle and herself. “It’s fine.”

“Sorry about that,” Drew volunteered, wincing. “If I’d known you were going for the ringmaster thing too…”

“Yes?” May requested, as he paused.

“I’d have gone with it anyway,” he decided. “But I would have felt bad about it.”

Wartortle chuckled.

“Don’t you start,” May warned.

“I think I have to,” Wartortle countered, raising a clawed hand to her ear to indicate the sound of cheering. “We have to go out now.”

“Fine,” May agreed. “Let’s go, then.”

She held out the Pokéball, and Wartortle smirked before Returning herself.


Striding out onto the stage, May did a quick twirl – not something she’d precisely rehearsed for today, but with the different dress it was obvious and made the cloth form a rippling wave around her for a moment.

As she came back to her original position, she sent out Wartortle – who appeared in a sudden burst of water as two Splash seals detonated, then did a pirouette of her own and whirled it into a miniature dress for a fraction of a second.

“Hydro Pump!” May ordered, and Wartortle tilted her head back and launched a formidable geyser into the air.

Stepping backwards, she waved her hands – one back and behind her, the other straight up, then both together – and the water moved at the same time. It hung in the air, defying gravity as Wartortle’s hands moved slowly and deliberately… then she fired an Ice Beam, freezing the whole thing solid at once into a tower of ice ten feet high.

“Good!” May praised. “Now, another one!”


“That looks familiar…” Brock said, looking between Wartortle and her second water construct – forming on top of the first one, making the tower of ice she was building reach closer to the roof.

“Is it like that thing Geodude does?” Max asked.

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking of,” Brock agreed. “Looks pretty, too – but I’m wondering where she’s going to go from that. I mean, it’s nice, but somehow just building a giant ice tower seems… not…”

He stopped, and facepalmed with a sigh.

“I’ve been around you too long, Ash. This doesn’t feel flashy enough.”

Ash chuckled nervously.

“That looks like it would make a cool helter skelter slide!” Pichu Little said, staring up at the tower as Wartortle put the final capstone on it.


May glanced at the timer.

Twenty seconds left.

“Okay, Wartortle – Rock Climb!” she ordered.

Wartortle took a few steps back, cracked her knuckles – no mean feat for a turtle – and ran forwards with her arms continually forming a repeating series of simple gestures.

Just before she ran into the wall of her ice tower, she took a sharp turn left. Shimmering stairs made of coherent water appeared in front of her, rippling with a current which made her flow up the spiral stairs far faster than would be possible if she was having to climb them the normal way, and within seconds she reached the top of the tower.

“Good,” May said to herself, the clock ticking down in her head. Twelve. Eleven. Ten-

“Dive!”

Wartortle jumped off the tower.

Almost as soon as she began to fall, water bubbled up around her – seeping out of the holes in her shell, where it had been kept in reserve. Her gestures and mental control shaped it, turning the fluid into a bubble across the whole of her back – then reaching outwards, flattening and taking on a coherent shape.

Five feet off the ground, she did a ninety-degree turn – and flew, on shining butterfly wings shaped out of clear blue water.

The audience didn’t cheer, not at first. They gasped – surprised, and shocked, at the sight in front of them.

Wartortle banked, doing a complete lap around her tower, then slowed as she shed energy and her wings rippled in the slipstream. For a moment, she hung on the edge of stalling – then, with one last gesture, her wings collapsed and turned into a liquid cushion that caught her right next to her trainer on the very last tick of the clock.

Then the cheers and applause began.


“That is actually a new one on me,” Ash admitted. “I know Squirtle is utterly ridiculous, but… I think he might want to learn that one or something related to it.”

“No kidding, that was cool,” Max agreed, as Wartortle dismantled her ice construct by the simple expedient of making it melt nigh-instantly. “I want to know how they practiced it!”

“I think it might have been at Rota, some of it,” Brock suggested. “I saw her talking with Aaron’s Lucario for a few hours.”

He shook his head. “And, of course, we don’t really know how much of that they were working on in Johto before the thing.”

“You’re right,” Ash agreed. “But… wow, I wonder what else Wartortle can do with that.”

“I’m more concerned with working out her thing,” Pikachu mused. “I think I might need to borrow Dexter for a few hours of browsing, I think I saw something like that once…”

Manaphy’s jaw closed.

“I really want to learn how to fly like that!” he announced. “I know Mama and Wartortle were doing water shaping – I helped! - but I didn’t know you could do that with it!”

“I sometimes think the only limit on what a Pokémon can do is what they can think of a way to do,” Ash told the little Legendary. “It’s not just what moves you can learn, even – Ivysaur especially knows that you don’t need to be supposed to learn a move to be able to do it.”

“Then that’s what I’ll try to learn!”

There was a flash down by Ash’s knees.

“Did someone say they wanted to learn to fly?” Mawile asked.

“I did!” Manaphy confirmed. “With water shaping, like Mama!”

“Hm,” Mawile said, one hand going to her chin. “Well… I think I know. You’ve got to have thrust, and control, but if you can do that then you can fly…”

She nodded, clapping her hands. “I’ll make a diagram, and we can try it later!”

“Before long you’ll work out how to make Tyranitar fly,” Ash chuckled.

“That is a tricky one,” Mawile agreed readily. “I tried hiring Pidgeys, but I could not find enough of them.”

“Look!” Manaphy said, pointing. “Mama’s in the next round!”


Arcanine woofed a question at Drew.

“It’s okay,” Drew assured her. “It’s your first time, and we only had a couple of days to practice it. I knew it was a risk… but I wanted to do something to show you that it’s okay.”

The Fire-type gave him a nonplussed look, and shook her head.

“Fine, next time it’ll be something better,” Drew said, raising his hands in surrender. “Maybe you can work with Masquerain.”

Arcanine shrugged her massive haunches.

Her new Trainer’s aplomb was unharmed. “Be that way, then. But I’d kind of like to see some of the rest of the Contest.”


Wartortle brought her forelegs up and moved them sharply together, and water jumped up to form a bubble in front of her.

A bolt of sparking electricity hit it, fizzed around inside, and dissipated to leave the whole water globule glowing faintly from corona discharge. Recognizing the signs of heavy static charge, Wartortle released her control on it and let it splash to the floor before constituting another bubble.

“Good work!” May praised.

Her opponent’s Flaaffy bounced backwards, using his tail to brace himself, and reached up to his wool.

“Let’s do a fern this time!” the other Coordinator decided. “Ready… now!”

Flaaffy’s grip closed. Pulling out a small section with a crackle of equalizing charges, he flicked it at Wartortle before taking a step to the side and blowing hard on the wool – wool which had originally been white, but which quickly took on a near-golden shimmer as charge built up on it.

“It’s another electro-sculpture!” Nurse Joy announced. “This is something Antono and his Flaaffy specialize in!”

Wartortle braced herself, hands moving in slow circles to keep her defence up. It rippled a little, but was mostly transparent enough to let her keep an eye on the Electric type.

“Thunderbolt!” Antono ordered.

Flaaffy lanced forward his Thunderbolt, which connected with the cloud of wool and flashed all the way up it in a trice. It drained the energy from the wool as it went, growing in power and strength, and the charge flowing down towards it formed the shape of a fern branch before striking Wartortle’s water shield.

May’s Pokémon hadn’t had enough time to fully react to the attack, but her sudden movement had launched the water towards her foe – so the suddenly-fully-charged water didn’t manage to arc any of the rest of the charge across to her. That was about the best that could be said for it, though, and she did a quick, balletic spin to marshal a dome of water that could block a sudden burst of smaller Thundershocks delivered almost as one.

“May Maple’s Wartortle is certainly showing her stuff!” one of the other commentators said. “That’s a beautiful defensive technique, but one which doesn’t seem to have very much offensive use – so she’s suffering on points!”

May glanced up at the scoreboard to confirm, and nodded.

“Okay, Wartortle – change of plans. Go on the attack, but don’t get too over-confident… Water Pulse!”

Wartortle nodded a confirmation, and gestured with more force. Now discharged of the harmful electricity, all the water she’d used so far rose into the air, and she mustered it for a moment before launching water bullets towards Flaaffy.

The ovine Pokémon reacted in an unconventional way, stepping backwards and letting the bare rubber-like skin of his chest take the impact of the watery attack.

The wet smack echoed around the arena, but more importantly it meant that none of Flaaffy’s electrified fur was hit – and that it could continue to hold charge.

“Let’s make a spiral!” Antono said. “And make this one a Thunder attack!”

Flaaffy detached another handful of wool, and scattered it outwards towards Wartortle. Static charge flared up, turning the whole area bright yellow as the light intensified, and Flaaffy grinned.

“Wartortle, stop him!” May shouted.

Wartortle’s fist smacked into her other palm, and all the water around Flaaffy suddenly rushed towards him from all directions. The remainder of Wartortle’s available water firmed up, forming a shield against the attack.

Then Flaaffy’s tail flashed bright blue as he used Thunder.

The charge darted out through a gap in the closing shell of water, hit the edge of the wool cloud, and spread fast – spiralling around, going around some of the water still levitating between the two candidates and picking up more and more energy as it did so. It slipped past Wartortle’s shield without touching it, and slammed into her with a loud BANG.

“Wartortle, are you-” May began, as her Water-type went flying backwards, then breathed a sigh of relief as a sudden splash of water caught her. “Good – can you keep going?”

Wartortle wiped her brow, wincing as little sparks jumped between her arm and her forehead, then steadied herself and began to manipulate her water again.

“Then Storm Forwards!” May called the play, trusting Wartortle to interpret it.

“I think I saw – yes,” Nurse Joy said, interrupting herself. “There was some water armour there from Wartortle – not something we normally see! That’s lessened the impact of that attack, but she’s still not doing well with thirty seconds left on the clock!”

Wartortle wasn’t listening to anything except her trainer. She advanced deliberately, using Water Gun to increase the amount of water she had available for use, and it orbited her in an Aqua Ring which grew steadily thicker and stronger with every second.

“She’s in trouble, so finish this!” Antono instructed. “Show her an Ampharos!”

Flaaffy had to take two handfuls of wool for this one, and the cloud of golden wool which hung in the air was brighter and denser than before. Little sparks of preliminary static jumped from Flaaffy’s tail, shaping the cloud – giving it suggestions of the long tail and neck of an Ampharos, the tail just where Flaaffy was and the head facing towards Wartortle.

Wartortle stamped a foot on the ground, and her watery ring jumped and frothed. Half the water in it erupted outwards, geysering into the air all around her but not touching her in the slightest.

Then it began to rain.

Every big, fat raindrop that hit Flaaffy’s gilded wool drew off the charge from it, blowing a sudden hole in the incipient construct and making little sparks spread out across the ground.

“Fire now!” Antono said urgently. “Before she ruins it!”

Flaaffy fired his Thunderbolt, which flashed down the tail of the Ampharos – defining it in brilliant electrical light – and reached the body.

Then Wartortleswept both arms up. A thin curtain of water splashed up like a blade, cutting into the electrosculpture and drawing off Flaaffy’s attack into the water covering the ground.

A moment later, Flaaffy fell over as something tugged at his feet – and, as he splashed into the water covering the stage, it picked him up and lifted him into the air.

Wartortle made one final gesture, and the water froze around Flaaffy – holding him in the air, mane covered with frost and limbs stuck in immobile ice.

Then the bell rang.


“That was cool!” Manaphy said, clapping as hard as the rest of the crowd. “Does that mean she’s won?”

Ash looked at the scoreboard. “Uh… I don’t know? It looks like she might have come a close second?”

“Your attention please!” Nurse Joy requested, making the friends look over at the judges. “I’m afraid this doesn’t always happen, so we should explain – Wartortle’s final move was well executed and an excellent example of misdirection, so we’re awarding her the points we didn’t have the chance to give before the time ran out!”

The scoreboard changed, Antono’s total points shrinking down towards May’s…

…and going past it.

“And with that,” Joy went on, “May Maple is our winner!”


Wartortle panted, hands on her knees.

“That was more effort than I was expecting…”

Flaaffy mumbled something.

“What – oh, right,” Wartortle blushed.

She moved her right paw in a small circle, and the ice melted to let Flaaffy down.

“Good one,” she added, drawing the water out of his wool with another quick gesture. “I like the sculptures.”

“Thanks,” Flaaffy said a bit ruefully. “I should have really gone all in on you from the beginning…”


“Hey! Hey, Dawn!”

Piplup sighed.

“Barry?” Dawn said, lowering her throwing arm. “What is it?”

“Oh, I wanted to show you something cool!” Barry explained, tapping a cardboard tube under his arm. Before Dawn could ask, however, he looked between her arm and her Water-type. “What were you doing? Wait, is that moving target practice? How does that work for a Contest?”

“Yes, it’s moving target practice, and – well, we’d better show you. Piplup?”

The penguin nodded, and faced upwards.

Dawn threw the ball.

Almost as soon as she did, Piplup fired a Bubble – then fired a much more powerful Hydro Pump straight through the middle, popping some of the bubbles and sending the rest pluming outwards.

The Hydro Pump itself hit one side of the ball, sending it spinning off into the near distance.

“We’re still working on it,” Dawn admitted. “But it is a lot flashier than just shooting at a flying enemy without doing that.”

Piplup waved a flipper, waggling it back and forth – judging the execution of the move to be so-so.

“Right,” Barry said. “Cool – so that’s the kind of thing an aspiring Coordinator has to think about, huh? Maybe I should think about that kind of thing too, flashy moves are always a great way to add some energy to a battle! Hey, maybe I can practice by helping you think that kind of thing up!”

He clenched his fists, grinning, and Dawn raised an eyebrow.

“Didn’t you have something you wanted to talk to me about?” she hinted.

“Oh, right!” Barry agreed, taking the tube out from under his arm and removing the top. “It’s a new poster I got – it’s pretty cool!”

Unrolling it, he showed Dawn and Piplup the poster.

It turned out to have Ash on it, along with pictures of every last one of his Pokémon who’d ever been in a League match and quite a few of the ones who’d never gotten around to it.

“There were loads of them – it was a shop online!” the hyperactive boy explained. “You could pick loads of famous trainers – like Drake, or Cynthia, or Misty – but I wanted to get this one because I was thinking about it and I realized that I know someone who knows Ash Ketchum but I don’t know someone who knows any of the others!”

Dawn disentangled the stream of words, and blinked. “Wait. What about your dad?”

“Apart from him, but he doesn’t count because he’s a dad,” Barry waved off. “Besides, he knows all of them, except himself because you can’t really know yourself – unless you’re kind of zen – and I got him one of himself for his birthday, so that was out. And I thought that if I got one that had Ash on then you’d be able to let me know how accurate it was!”

Piplup and Dawn exchanged a glance.

“I guess that makes some kind of sense,” Dawn agreed, after a minute. “So this is going to go in your room?”

“That’s the plan!” Barry agreed.

He was about to go on, but Piplup held up a flipper to interrupt him.

Waving his other flipper, Piplup indicated off to the side – away from Twinleaf, into the surrounding forest. His trainer followed where he was pointing, and squinted before nodding.

“I see it,” she agreed. “A Buneary, huh? I know they’re along here every so often, but…”

Piplup shook his head, and pointed again at the curious Normal-type. “Lip-piplup!”

Dawn looked down at him, then back to the Buneary.

Before she could say anything, however, the lapine Pokémon came bounding over and saying something very complicated.

Piplup intervened, speaking over Buneary and trying to get its attention. No, her attention, Dawn was pretty sure – she recognized something about the ears.

Actually, now she thought about it… that Buneary looked very familiar indeed…

“Lip-pipip-pip-lup!” Piplup explained, finally managing to get some silence long enough to explain. “Piplup-Pip-lup.”

Buneary pointed a paw at him, then at Dawn, then at the poster. “E-ary?”

Getting a confirmation, she nodded to herself – expression set – then bounded up onto Dawn’s hat.

“That’s kind of new,” Barry observed, as Dawn reached a hand up a little hesitantly. “Is that how you got Piplup? Were you walking along the side of a glacier in Hoenn when he skated off the edge and landed in your backpack, chased by a secret agent Mightyena in a helicopter?”

“Where do you get these ideas, Barry?” Dawn asked.

“I watch a lot of TV,” Barry said frankly. “Plus, you’re pen friends with Ash Ketchum or something, so of course bizarre things happen to you all the time.”

Dawn opened her mouth, then closed it again.

“Anyway, I’m going to go put that poster up,” Barry said. “Later!”


After he’d left, Dawn sat down and took her hat off – bringing Buneary with it.

“I don’t know what Piplup said to you,” she began. “I kind of think I need Ash’s advice on this one or something…”

Buneary looked interested in that, then frowned and asked Piplup a question. “Bun-bun-ry?”

Piplup did a flipper-up, which was as close as he could get to a thumbs-up when lacking external thumbs.

In reply to that, Buneary nodded to Dawn. “Bun!”

“I guess this isn’t the oddest thing that’s ever happened to us,” Dawn admitted, getting up again. “Wait, you don’t somehow remember the future, right?”

Buneary shook her head, the question seeming to baffle her.

Piplup nudged Dawn’s knee. “Lup,” he confided.

Somehow Dawn got the impression that her Starter had given Buneary the highly truncated version of the situation.

“Okay, I guess I’ll call him when we get home,” she decided, sweeping her hat back onto her head. “But the easiest way to check one of the things this could be is going to be to catch you… that could be a problem, even though I promise I’ll release you if this all turns out to be a bad idea.”

Buneary shrugged as Dawn got to her feet.


“That’s a new hat, dear,” Johanna observed. “Where did you get that?”

“It’s just the old hat with a Buneary on it,” Dawn explained, heading upstairs.

Johanna nodded, turning the TV on.

Then she and Glameow shared a confused look.


“Okay,” Dawn began, sitting down on her bed and patting the pillow.

As she’d expected, Buneary jumped onto it and landed with a flumph sound, then looked up at her with a quizzical expression.

“I don’t know quite what Piplup said to you,” she said, nodding to the Water-type clambering onto her desk chair, “but I’ll try to give you the short version. Firstly, we’re both time travellers.”

Buneary tilted her head, and raised a paw to point at Dawn. “Bun?”

“I know,” Dawn agreed. “And I do wish I had an easy proof for you, but I don’t have one. The reason why this matters is that I came back in time from just about two years in the future – and you were one of my Pokémon.”

Piplup nodded. “Lup-lupip.”

Buneary took a step back, then sat down and rubbed her eyes.

“There’s a way to prove it,” Dawn told her. “I know I said I don’t have an easy one, and that’s because the person who does is Ash Ketchum – the boy who was on that poster. But he’s in Kanto, so I’d need to capture you to transfer you across.”

The Normal-type didn’t seem especially surprised by that, and Dawn reminded herself she’d actually already mentioned the capture thing.

“If you’re okay with that,” she resumed, “then I can send you to Ash, and Ash can – probably – actually restore your memories of our time together.”

Piplup nodded encouragingly.


“Ready…” Max warned.

Corona inhaled, fire sparking to life in the back of her throat, and she held herself ready – balanced with one clawed foot forwards, the other to the side, and her tail as the counterweight.

“Remember,” Quilava said softly. “It’s important to be ready to let loose your flame on as short a notice as possible, when fighting a fast opponent.

Taking that in, Corona kept inhaling softly. The heat of her readied Ember slowly built up, and then-

“Fire!” Max called.

Corona launched out a small fireball, which darted forwards – and exploded about half a second behind Swellow as the Flying-type swooped overhead.

“Whoo!” Swellow caroled, doing a roll and banking around. “That was pretty cool!”

“Not bad,” Max said, as Ash’s boisterous bird slowed to hover. “You were on the right line, you just fired it a bit too late.”

“I know, but I made the fire come up as fast as I could,” Corona said. “I think I need to aim for where Swellow’s going to be, but it’s hard to tell just where to aim from how fast she’s going.”

“I think you’re right,” Max agreed. “Swellow, can you go a bit slower for now?”

“What?” Swellow asked, alighting on a branch and making the leaves rustle. “But that’s lame…”

“Swellow,” Quilava called. “Remember, we’re trying to help Corona learn. It’s going to be my turn in a bit, but for now we’re working on reaction speed.”

“Fine,” Swellow muttered. “I’ll do it.”

She nodded to Max, who couldn’t tell what the byplay had been but guessed the details.

“Okay, thanks,” the young trainer smiled. “I know you’re basically having to be blasted with fireballs a lot.”

“That’s why I’m here, remember,” Meganium contributed. “If you get blown up, I fix you.”

“Yeah, I get the idea,” Swellow agreed, wings beating steadily as she hovered. “Okay, you guys just stay here, I’ll be back after I’ve done something awesome to pre-emptively counterbalance being hit by a fireball.”

She vanished in a whirr of wings.

“Ready for the next one?” Max asked.

“I think I am,” Corona agreed.

She shifted her footing, curling her tail up to in front of her mouth, and blew gently on it – resulting in a flicker of flames which licked out for an instant.

“Looks good to me!” Max agreed.

Then there was the sound of a phone ringing.

“That sounds like Dexter,” Quilava observed. “I wonder what it’s about?”

As they all turned to look towards Ash, there was a snarl and a bark from one of the nearby thickets – shortly followed by Casper emerging through the branches of the bush, chased in turn by an annoyed-looking Cinder.

“I would have told you if I wanted a bow on my tail!”

“I’m going to go ahead and guess that wasn’t anything to do with why Dexter’s ringing,” Max said, to general nods.


“Hi, Dawn,” Ash said, with a smile. “How are things in Twinleaf?”

“Well, they’re pretty good,” Dawn told him. “By the way, they’re doing posters of your team now.”

“They are?” Ash blinked. “Huh…”

“What is it?”

“Oh, just wondering if my mom might want one,” Ash explained.

“Maybe she will,” Lucario mused. “Well, I’ve got my next gift idea for her.”

“How come you get to do it?” Pikachu asked.

“The ancient Lucario power known as dibs.”

Ash chuckled. “Sorry, Dawn, Lucario’s being funny.”

“No problem,” Dawn assured him. “Oh, the reason I called – there’s some good news, actually.”

She held up a Pokéball.

“…I don’t get it,” Ash said.

“Neither do I,” May agreed, looking over his shoulder. “Is that a special Pokéball?”

“Well, it’s got Buneary in it,” Dawn told them.

“…didn’t you catch Buneary in… another nine months or so?” Ash asked. “Or was it a whole year?”

“I was confused too,” Dawn agreed. “She showed up right here in Twinleaf, and I explained a really simple version to her – can you restore her?”

“Sure, I think,” Ash confirmed. “You’ve got a transponder, right?”

At her nod, he asked Dexter. “Can you-”

Already on it, Dexter replied.

The ball vanished from Dawn’s hand, then appeared on the grass.

“Okay, let’s see…” Ash said, picking it up, and opened it with a flash of white light. His palm glowed blue, and he touched it gently to the materializing Buneary.

“Woow…” the Normal-type said, shaking her head. “That felt really odd… wait…”

She looked up at Ash, then at Dexter’s screen – still showing Dawn, who waved at her with a smile.

Buneary waved back, a smile breaking out on her own muzzle. “Dawn!”

“It’s good to see you, Buneary,” Dawn told her.

The lapine continued waving for a bit longer, then her paw slowed, and she raised the other one to her chin.

“Okay, so Ash is here… that means…”

Turning, she spotted a familiar yellow shape.

“Pikachu! It’s, uh…” She paused, swallowing, and twisted an ear around her paw. “It’s so nice to see you – I’ve missed you so terribly, and…”

Her cheeks heated a little, and she looked down at the ground. “Well, I didn’t realize we’d be meeting again like this, but…”

Voice trailing off, the Normal-type took a step back. “I… was looking forward to it. To… seeing you again.”

Pikachu glanced up at Lucario, and spoke in a low voice. “Could you throw me into the top of that tree? This is really awkward…”

“I’m enjoying this far too much,” his friend replied.

“Last time I… I didn’t get a chance to ask you about what happened in Unova,” Buneary went on, one foot tracing a half-circle in the grass. “Personally, I mean… did you-”

Vines wrapped around her shoulders and lifted her smartly into the air.

“Okay, Buneary,” Meganium said, not unkindly. “Speaking as someone with experience of this kind of thing, you’re going about it all wrong.”

Buneary looked confused, swinging slowly back and forth in Meganium’s vines.

“Come on, I’ll explain,” she said, and placed Buneary on her back before walking off.

Everyone looked in the direction they’d gone for a few seconds.

“Ash, what happened?” Dawn asked, trying to peer around a corner through her videophone. “Where did Buneary go?”

“And why do I have a sudden feeling of impending doom?” Pikachu added.


AN:


More shopping, or rather the end of the subject of shopping.

Also a Contest, and something else.






203. Battle Frontier 8


“Mr. Oak, look over there!” Molly said, pointing. “There’s loads of Tropius!”

“You’re right,” Gary agreed, raising his binoculars and focusing them in. “Can you see how the younger ones are walking in the middle of the group?”

“Yeah,” Molly nodded, looking through her own binoculars and absently kicking her legs up behind her. “Is that so the young ones can be kept safe?”

“That’s right,” Gary confirmed.

They watched as the Grass-type Pokémon lumbered onwards, avoiding a jumble of fallen logs and heading for higher ground.

“It looks like they’re picking a place to stop,” Gary told her. “It’s getting on for evening, and they tend to prefer to sleep on solid ground – but they do try to make sure there’s an area of fairly deep water nearby, like that one just to their right.”

“Is that deep water?” Molly asked, looking away from her lenses to Gary. “It doesn’t look very deep.”

“It doesn’t have any plants coming out above the water’s surface,” Gary told her. “Apart from that Lombre, anyway, and it’s having to swim instead of walking on the riverbed. That means it’s deep water.”

“Why do they want deep water?” Leafeon asked.

“Leafeon’s got a good question,” Molly relayed, as Gary took a breath. “Why do they want deep water?”

“There’s two reasons,” Gary informed them. “One is that deeper water is more likely to be clean water, because there could be a current and because there’s more of a chance for mud to settle out if there isn’t. And the second reason is that it’s a good landing place.”

“Oh, yeah,” Molly remembered. “They’re Flying-types too, aren’t they…”

She frowned. “So how come they’re walking around?”

“Not all Flying-types prefer to fly,” Gary supplied. “The ones we’re normally used to, like Pidgeot or Fearow, are really built to fly – but Tropius are built for the ground, and most of them use their ability to fly either for long distance travel when there’s no other way… or for a quick escape, if another Pokémon tries to attack them. But those young ones are too small to be very good at flying yet.”

He shifted a little, making sure the groundsheet was level, and braced his elbows so he could go back to the binoculars. “I wonder if we’re going to see them teaching the young Tropius to fly tomorrow morning…”

“That would be nice,” Molly smiled. “Is that science that’s been done by someone else?”

“A few scientists have done fieldwork on Tropius before,” Gary demurred. “But there’s always more to learn.”

“Maybe I should go over and ask?” Vaporeon suggested, flipping her tail. “It’s not far.”

“That might not be a very good idea,” Gary said, one hand going to his earpiece as Dee translated for him. “Remember, they’re taking care of their children – you’d be coming in when they’re settling down for the evening, and it might be impolite.”

“Oh… I didn’t think of that,” Vaporeon admitted. She shook herself out, flowing back into an Eevee, and rubbed herself against Molly’s side.

“Where are we going to settle down for the evening?” Molly asked.

“We’re already here, actually,” Gary answered, patting a hand on the groundsheet. “We just need to set up the tent – and it’s a good thing it’s not raining.”

Molly rolled over onto her back, picking up Eevee as she did, and looked up at the sky.

“It looks like it might rain soon.”

“Everything okay?”

Gary blinked. “Was that a Suicune?”

“Yep!” Molly agreed, sitting up. “Hi, momma!”

The shiny Suicune chuckled. “And hello to you, Molly. How are things going?”

“They’re fine,” Molly answered, as Eevee switched to Espeon and hopped off her. “We were just… observing… some Tropius before getting ready for bed.”

“You’re checking up on her?” Gary asked, rising to a crouch and turning. “We only left Pallet Town a few days ago.”

“I know,” Suicune admitted, sitting back on her haunches. “But I was missing Molly, so I thought I’d come up and see how she was doing.”

“Thanks!” Molly smiled. “How are Mom and Dad and brother and papa?”

Suicune’s tails flicked happily at the reminder of how Molly considered her, Raikou and Entei family, then she answered. “Well, your human parents are doing their research again – they do miss you, but I think they’re fine. And Raikou’s just as silly as normal.”

Molly smiled, stroking Espeon.

“There doesn’t seem to be any major crisis going on right this minute,” Suicune went on. “So I decided there wouldn’t be any harm in dashing up and seeing how your fieldwork was going.”

“We got quite wet yesterday,” Molly told her. “Flareon dried us out, though.”

Gary smiled, then a frown crossed his features and he raised the binoculars.

“…huh.”

Lowering them again, he turned to address Suicune. “Did you let your mate know you were coming up here?”

“No,” Suicune answered, puzzled now. “Why?”

Gary pointed, and they watched as a shiny Entei came bounding over the dry patches of the swamp in a series of powerful leaps.

Unlike Suicune, he didn’t quite manage it without getting splashed with mud, and he came to a stop next to her with a huff of dissatisfaction.

“And what are you doing here, dear?” Suicune asked.

“I could ask you the same thing,” Entei countered easily, wiping one of his paws on the ground. “Well, I’m going to need a wash at some point in the future.”

“I’m not surprised,” Suicune replied.

“Hi papa!” Molly waved, earning a smile from both Legendaries. “Don’t worry, my sleeping bag is big enough for Flareon and me to sleep in it – we’re not cold!”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Entei chuckled. “And I imagine you’ve been finding out all sorts of things?”

“We spent three hours studying Wooper and Quagsire yesterday!” Vaporeon informed them.

“And what did you learn?”

“Mostly that they’ve got good aim,” Gary said, rubbing his forehead ruefully. “They were okay with Molly or Vaporeon looking in on them, but for some reason a few of them didn’t take well to me.”

“I’m sure it was a mistake,” Molly stated. “They didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“Funny way of showing it,” the researcher muttered.

He shook his head, smiling anyway, then did a double-take.

“Did neither of you discuss your plans with anyone?”

“Pardon?” Entei asked.

Gary pointed.

As he did, the shiny Raikou off in the distance tried to pretend that his passing nearby was nothing but a coincidence. Unfortunately, his attempt to be nonchalant at two hundred miles per hour resulted in a skid, a spin, and a splashdown in a muddy pond which left several Bidoof running off in panic.

“I’ll go and give Raikou a bath,” Vaporeon decided, as the Electric-type in question emerged from his pool. “I think he needs it.”


“Honestly, I think the most important thing when battling one of Sabrina’s Psychic-types is to make sure you have a way around the inevitable teleports,” Pikachu said, tail tapping the ground for emphasis. “Those can be very, very annoying.”

“It’s a good thing we’ve been practicing with Roland, then,” Cinder chuckled.

“And how can I practice that kind of thing?” Roland asked.

“You don’t need to,” Cinder countered. “Nor does Guy.”

Guy raised his claws to his chin, splaying them a little. “If I punched a Psychic-type, could they still teleport?”

“Yes,” Roland answered. “I do it loads, remember?”

“Yes, you’re right,” Guy agreed. “Fair enough.”

Cinder sat on her haunches. “To be honest, it seems kind of likely that it’ll be me and Casper again.”

“Casper and I,” Jirachi corrected.

“No, not you, me.”

“I think I’ve seen this joke before,” Guy observed.

He looked up. “By the way, Pikachu, I think you’re needed.”

Pikachu’s ear flicked, and he turned to look.

“Hi,” Buneary said.

She looked for a moment like she was going to leave it at that, then Meganium’s vine nudged her.

“Right,” she went on, and stalled again. She reached down to her fluff, hesitated, then let go and clenched both paws.

“I had a talk with Meganium,” Buneary began again. “And… I think it was something I should have done a long time ago… actually talked about this.”

Her cheeks heated a little. “I know I’ve been… kind of… silly about this. And… and I’ve really approached it in kind of a silly way.”

Guy nudged Cinder. “Hey,” he said quietly. “You were reminded, right? Any context for this?”

Cinder shrugged. “I didn’t go with Max last time and I think that’s the wrong region anyway.”

“So… I guess I should just tell you,” Buneary went on, then swallowed. “I… like you. A lot. I think. I don’t know if…”

Pikachu gave a deliberate nod.

“I already knew that bit,” he told her.

“Right,” Buneary said. “But… it wasn’t – I mean, I don’t think it’s…”

She hid her face behind her ears.

“Buneary?” Meganium advised. “Remember what we talked about.”

“It’s kind of hard with this many Pokémon looking at me,” Buneary squeaked.

Pikachu’s ears stood on end.

“Are you guys all still here?” he asked, turning on most of Max’s team.

“You hadn’t finished the sentence,” Casper pointed out.

“I think we should go,” Guy added. “Come on.”

As they filed off, Buneary let out a sigh of relief. “That… well, that helps a bit.”

She then thought about what to say next, and clenched her paws again to try and help with her confidence.

“I don’t know if this is a crush,” she said, trying to get it all out before her nerve went again. “It sounds a bit like what Meganium said they’re like. But… I don’t know.”

Pikachu contemplated that.

“I think I understand that,” he said, eventually. “And I get the idea.”

He sighed. “I’ve seen Ash completely missing this kind of thing far too often to just brush it off as unimportant. But something like this…”

They stood in silence for several seconds.

“Tell you what,” he decided. “I’ll think about it. And I’ll try to make sure I have some kind of answer by the time we’re travelling together in Sinnoh.”

Buneary sagged with relief.

“That sounds okay,” she said, and swallowed. “I don’t know if… if I’ll be really worried about the answer when it’s nearly time, but right now I’m just glad there’ll be one.”

She turned to Meganium. “And don’t try to tell me that that was easy – it really wasn’t!”

“For me?” Meganium asked. “I had this talk the first time I met Ash after he learned to speak Pokémon.”

Buneary blinked. “Wait. Ash speaks Pokémon?”

“You must be really highly strung right now,” the Grass-type said. “That or we forgot to mention it. Anyway, we talked about it, and Ash explained things – that he didn’t return my feelings.”

She shrugged with both vines. “Of course, by now I’m kind of grateful for it. Otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to get together with Sceptile.”

Buneary’s jaw dropped. “How much did I miss?”

“She was a Bayleef the last time you could have met her,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Hey!” Buneary protested.

She twitched, then held up a paw. “Um… Meganium?”

“What is it?” Meganium asked.

“I… don’t think I would have felt confident enough for that before. So… thank you.”

“I think it’s because you know your answer is coming in a while,” Meganium prognosticated. “So you don’t feel like you’re constantly afraid of making a mistake and ruining it immediately.”

Roland appeared next to Pikachu. “Are you done?” he asked. “Only, Arc wants some advice on how to beat Psychic shields.”

“I think I’ll be over in a minute,” Pikachu told him.

As the young Fairy-type vanished again, he turned to Buneary.

“I think we should have said all this a long time ago,” he told her. “And it’s not just your fault. I should have tried to sort things out too, but it just felt too awkward.”

He waved a paw. “It still feels awkward… but hopefully we’re getting somewhere.”

Buneary nodded, a small and jerky movement.

“Okay,” she said softly.

“You should probably get back to Dawn,” Meganium suggested. “By the way, how did she convince you to let her catch you?”

“Actually, it was Piplup,” Buneary answered. “He kind of… told me about three or four things from when I was younger, things I hadn’t actually told anyone and certainly not a random Piplup.”

Her ear twitched. “But now I remember telling him, so… it was kind of obvious.”

“I see,” Meganium nodded. “It’s as good a method as any.”

She nodded. “Now, we’d better get going. And I think Pikachu has a Jirachi to electrocute.”

“…should I understand that?”

“Only if you were paying attention to who Pikachu was talking to.”


“Okay, here we go,” Max said, reaching down to pat Cinder. “Time to win my first Kanto badge!”

“Isn’t that what you said before going into the Viridian Gym?” Cinder asked.

“This time it’s going to work,” Max replied.

He turned to Ash. “Oh, yeah, I just remembered – I know some gyms have special things about them. Does the Saffron gym?”

“Well…” Brock began, a bit awkwardly. “Last time we were here, it kind of did… it involved Sabrina being kind of odd, though, and we’re pretty sure she stopped doing that.”

“So we’ve no idea,” Ash completed.

“I’ll keep you safe,” Cinder declared, smirking. “Well, sort of. I’ll be there to watch whatever happens.”

Max giggled.

“Miracle Eye is a move that exists,” Lucario pointed out diffidently.

Cinder’s smirk faded.

Deciding the banter was over for now, Max pushed on the door.

It swung open easily, revealing a lobby lined with paintings. A plush carpet – red fringed with purple – led off into the gym itself, trailing up three marble steps before turning a corner.

“Huh,” Brock noted, tilting his head a little to look past Max. “That’s a lot more impressive than it was last time. Right, Ash?”

“Yeah, it is,” Ash agreed. “Maybe Sabrina took up interior decorating?”

That was meeee! Mew announced, her psychic voice making all four of them jump – especially May, as the pink Legendary turned out to have been hovering just behind her head.

“Hi, Mew,” Ash said, shaking his head. “That was kind of surprising.”

I’m kind of surprising! Mew announced. Oh, you’re not wearing that silly hat! Yay!

“Hiya!” Manaphy said, waving. “It’s nice to meet another Legendary!”

Mew spun around on his axis like a top, and flipped upside down to regard Manaphy with big blue eyes. Aren’t you supposed to be underwater?

“Mama can’t breathe underwater – not yet, anyway,” Manaphy explained. “So I’m up here with her!”

Mew’s paw went to her chin. I like that!

Then his eyes widened in surprise. Oh, wait – I forgot! I shouldn’t be talking to you yet!

There was a flash of light, and the Psychic-type vanished.

“…well, I guess that means Mew’s in,” Max decided.

“You could have mentioned what was going on,” Cinder noted. “As it is I missed half the conversation.”

Playing back pertinent snippets, Kris announced.

Cinder listened, not saying anything, as they walked through the lobby and along the carpet to the first set of stairs.

“Thanks,” she said eventually. “I don’t know what I would have done without that insight.”

I will assume that was sincere.


“This is a really long route,” May observed, as they climbed another three-stair flight and kept following the carpet. “I mean – seriously, how far is it until we reach the arena?”

“I know what you mean,” Max agreed. “Ash, any ideas?”

“No, they really remodelled,” Ash told him. “It wasn’t anything like this…”

They turned a corner, and Lucario frowned.

“I swear I’ve seen this picture before,” he said, pointing at one of the oil pieces on the walls – showing Meloetta dancing before a crowd. “I wonder if Sabrina ran out of different paintings and had to get some more than once.”

“I guess she might have,” Brock agreed. “Some of them are really good, but others aren’t quite the same quality…”

As he spoke, Max frowned.

“I wonder…”

He looked along the walls, then shrugged. “Okay, let’s keep going.”

“What is it, Max?” Ash asked.

“Oh, I just had an idea,” Max explained. “I’ll tell you if I’m right.”

“And if you’re wrong?” May asked.

“Then I’ll never mention it again,” Max replied.

“Got it,” Pikachu said. “So if you don’t say anything, you were wrong.”

Brock chuckled, though there was no reaction from Max.

“Banter works better on people who understand it,” Pikachu said, shaking his head. “I really need to get some more lessons on this from you, Lucario.”

“What’s in it for me?” Lucario asked.

“Stimulating conversation and petty bribes.”

Max crouched down. “Hey, Cinder?” he asked. “I just realized you’re probably the best person to check this with – who’s the person who came up this corridor last?”

Cinder blinked at him, puzzled, then put her muzzle to the carpet and sniffed.

Her ears perked up.

“Us,” she said.


“So this is what I think is going on,” Max said. “This carpet is leading us around in a circle.”

“But we keep going up stairs,” May objected. “How does that fit?”

“Teleporters,” Max answered. “They’re really, really expensive, but I know Sabrina could teleport things short distances herself – or maybe she’s having an Alakazam or something do it instead. Anyway, we’re being teleported down a floor every time we get to a certain place.”

Cinder came loping back. “I found a place your scents get a lot weaker,” she told him.

“Right,” Max agreed. “So Cinder’s found where the loop restarts – so if we get somewhere that’s like that, that’s when we’re teleported right back to a matching bit of corridor. It’s really impressive, actually – if I’m right.”

“But then where’s the arena?” Ash asked.

“…wait,” May said, thinking. “I just realized something. We were never actually told the carpet was the route out of the lobby. We just assumed.”

“Misdirection!” Brock realized, snapping his fingers. “So we should never have taken this corridor at all!”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “I think we need to go back to the lobby and start over.”

“You mean all those stairs were for nothing?” May sighed. “Okay, let’s go.”


Sabrina looked up as the door opened.

“Ah, Max Maple,” she said, with a smile. “I’ve been expecting you.”

Overhead, half-a-dozen Pokéballs circled slowly in a ring. Every few seconds two of them swapped places, and then all six fell towards her and attached neatly to her belt.

“Did you like the corridor?” the Psychic gym leader added. “I thought it was a nice test of lateral thinking.”

“It was pretty good, yeah,” Ash agreed. “Better than being turned into a doll or something.”

“I don’t do that any more,” Sabrina assured him, a little defensive. “Not unless people ask for it.”

“I didn’t know anyone would,” May admitted.

“There’s some model railway people in Saffron, they’re very enthusiastic,” Sabrina told her. “I trust you found the real door easily enough once you realized?”

“Actually, it took us another few minutes,” Ash said. “That was a really small nameplate.”

“It was supposed to look like a janitor’s cupboard,” Sabrina chuckled.

Mew appeared in a pink flash. Oh! Oh oh oh! Is it my turn now?

“Not just yet, Mew,” Sabrina told him.

She gave Max a look. “Just so you know, Max, I am aware you are Jirachi’s trainer and as such Mew has agreed to join in. I will be using two Pokémon and Mew, and you will be able to battle Mew with one Pokémon… and you will win if you either defeat my two Pokémon, or if you defeat Mew.”

Mew turned into a Groudon.

“And Mew is not allowed to shapeshift,” Sabrina added.

Mew turned back into a Mew. Awwwww…

“Do you understand?”

“That makes sense, yeah,” Max agreed.

“Then choose your Pokémon,” Sabrina directed.


There was a flash as Casper emerged onto the battlefield.

“Okay, let’s do this!” he said, looking back – then blinked. “Wait. How come Cinder’s not out on the battlefield?”

“This is a singles battle,” Max explained.

“Oh,” Casper said, sounding a bit crestfallen. “Okay then… I was kind of hoping she’d be doing a lot of the biting.”

“I take it you’ve faced Tate and Liza in the past, then,” Sabrina said calmly. Her own Kadabra appeared with a flash, and raised his spoon.

One paw held the base. The other touched the bowl of the spoon, then gestured along the line of the haft – and a glowing blade of energy formed, fizzing blue and white.

Casper blinked. “What.”

“Psycho Cut, I think,” Max said. “Don’t worry, it can’t hurt you that badly.”

“I’d rather not be hit at all!”

“Begin,” Sabrina said.

Kadabra flickered, and appeared on Casper’s left. His Psycho Cut slashed down, and the Ghost-type dodged wildly. “Whoaaaah!”

“Casper, don’t let him keep you off balance!” Max cautioned. “Keep moving fast and dodging so he can’t work out where you’re going to go – and use Shadow Ball!”

“How do I aim?” Casper demanded, head down and accelerating in the direction of his horn – then barrel rolling out of the way as Kadabra sent the spoonblade spinning after him under telekinetic control. “Yipe!”

“Don’t bother aiming if you can’t see him!” Max replied. “If you don’t know where you’re shooting, neither does he!”

“That sounds like a terrible idea,” Casper muttered.

The blade scored a glancing blow on his side, and he winced – dodging away from the follow-up attack, then diving down and into the floorboards.

“Remember, he can’t stay down there too long,” Sabrina warned Max. “I’ll give you a warning before it happens, but I can disqualify him if he’s trying to avoid battle instead of using tactics.”

“Got it,” Max agreed. “Okay, Casper, you heard her?”

There was no reply for a moment. Then a Shadow Ball came flicking up through the floorboards, whistling past Kadabra’s ear and making him turn to face the direction it had come from.

A light glowed from his palm as he readied an attack, and when Casper poked his head up it was met with a Confusion attack coming the other way – one which produced a sudden burst of smoke.

Kadabra waved his paw, and the smoke dispersed – revealing a crude dummy made out of an old sock, with a face drawn on it.

“Substitute,” Sabrina stated simply.

She pointed. “There.”

Kadabra turned, and fired another bolt of psychic energy – one which caught Casper, making him become visible and spin backwards in the air.

“Casper, you need to make sure he can’t get a direct shot at you,” Max said, thinking hard.

“Wow, I never would have guessed,” the Ghost-type said, shaking his head – then dodged a ballistic spoon. “Stop that!”

Is it my turn yet? Mew asked, scratching her ear with one long foot. I’m bored.

“Mew, try to concentrate,” Sabrina requested, chuckling. “Kadabra’s having a battle.”

As she said that, Kadabra scored a direct hit with his spoon – and, for the second time, Casper poofed into a crudely made duplicate. This one looked similar, though it was made with a Pikachu sock instead.

“Hey, that’s one of mine!” Ash complained.

Everyone looked at him.

“…I wondered where it had gone,” he added, more quietly.

“I wonder where that ghost has gone,” Kadabra said, squinting and putting one paw on his forehead. Raising the other, he reached out with his psychic senses to find the mind of the Ghost-type.

“Mew,” he said, after a moment. “Please calm down. You are overloading my senses.”

Mew pouted. Can’t make me.

Suddenly, a hole opened up in space behind Kadabra. It lasted only a moment, but was there long enough for a ballistic Shuppet to pop out and ram into Kadabra horn-first.

“What was that?” Max asked. “I don’t remember that one in training.”

“It just came to me,” Casper explained, going cross-eyed for a moment, then ducking as Kadabra’s Psycho Cut swept through the air just above him. “It kind of made sense…”

“Good work,” Max praised. “Can you do it again?”

“Think so,” Casper replied.

He ducked and weaved, then his horn lit up and pulsed – and a tear in space appeared, which he flew into.

“Behind you,” Sabrina ordered, and Kadabra turned – tail lashing, spoon at the ready, in case Casper materialized there.

Then a Shadow Ball came flying down from the ceiling and hit him on the brow.

“Tricked you!” Casper taunted.

A brightly glowing spoonblade started trying to hit him very hard on the head.


Very well, Mewtwo said, with a nod. Leave the brief and I’ll see when we can fit it into our schedule.

The representative from Ariadosspace nodded, and put a file down on the table.

Mewtwo picked it up with his psychic powers, perusing the pages. Hm… he mused, tilting his head. It might be a good idea for Mew or Mew to get some experience, but then again neither of them have the attention span for a full launch. Perhaps they’re better suited for short range teleports.


“I think I’ve worked out what move that was,” May said, looking up from Ethan’s screen. “That was Phantom Force.”

“The portal thing?” Max checked. “That’s pretty cool – Casper, use Phantom Force again!”

Casper dove into the floor, and Kadabra recalled his spoon before it hit the floorboards. Raising it instead, Kadabra set it moving on a blurred defensive pattern – rotating and spinning in three dimensions, forming a circle of Psycho Cut all around him so Casper could not attack from a direction Kadabra was not defending.

A portal appeared, and a dark grey shape came flying out of it at speed. It hit Kadabra’s shield, bulled through it, and crashed into the psionic fox hard enough that they both went flying across the room.

“Casper?” Max asked, then did a double take.

“Ow,” Casper muttered, rubbing his head. “I guess now I know how long I can stay in-”

He paused. “Since when do I have hands?”

“You evolved!” Max said, with a smile. “That’s great! Now you just need to sort out Kadabra!”

Casper promptly exploded, producing a dense cloud of smoke.

“…za?” Max asked, completely thrown off. “What just happened?”

“Future Sight,” Sabrina answered, as Kadabra floated his spoon back into his hand. “Unfortunately, your Banette there stayed still long enough for Kadabra to hit him with Future Sight – and, given how many Substitutes he used earlier in the battle, he probably lacked the energy to endure it.”

The smoke dissipated, revealing Casper floating upside down just off the floor.

“Great work anyway,” Max said, managing a smile, and recalled Casper. “I guess it’s all up to Jirachi now?”

“Not if your other Pokémon can beat both my third Pokémon and Kadabra,” Sabrina explained. “That would also be a victory. But yes, it’s Jirachi and Mew next.”


“Okay, so… how do you think this one’s going to go?” May asked, looking up at Brock. “I don’t really know how Mew fights.”

“Given what Mew are like, and especially this Mew…” Brock paused. “It could be just about anything.”

“Jirachi!” Max said. “Remember the patterns we practiced!”

“Sure thing!” Jirachi replied, turning to give Max a grin.

“Mew,” Sabrina countered, drawing the syllable out.

Yep? Mew asked.

“My gym was only recently remodelled. Don’t break it.”

Mew tilted his head. Sure?

“I’m sure.”

Okay! The Psychic-type agreed, and cracked her tail. A flickering pink bubble appeared, encasing him in a protective Barrier, and Mew regarded Jirachi calmly.

Then she scratched her chin with the tip of her tail, ruining whatever decorum she had.

“Begin,” Sabrina instructed.

Jirachi moved to one side, dodging as Mew cannonballed towards him – relying on his pink shield as a bludgeon, one which missed by a few inches thanks to Jirachi’s quick dodge.

A line of explosions rippled through the air, a second or so after Mew had passed through and a few feet below her.

“Jirachi, remember – this is a three-D battle!” Max called urgently. “Don’t use the flat patterns, use the other ones!”

“Whoops,” Jirachi admitted, and his tags jangled.

“Mew, teleport at random,” Sabrina advised, as a wall of Future Sights advanced across from left to right. “Try not to get in a situation where he can predict where you’re going.”

But how can I be unpredictable? Mew asked. What’s your advice?

“Just keep doing what you’re doing?” Brock suggested.

Oooh… Mew said, then giggled.

She teleported out of the way just before an explosion hit.

“Look out, he’s hiding,” Max said, squinting. “I wonder where he’s gone…”

Explosions of psychic might filled the air for a few more seconds, then slowed and stopped as Jirachi looked for Mew as well.

“Can Mew go invisible?” Ash asked. “I didn’t think they could…”

“Nor do I,” Sabrina said, raising one hand to her forehead. She frowned, her eyes flashing with a faint blue light, then she sighed.

“Come on, Mew.”

Mew materialized in mid-air, carrying an armful of lollipops.

…did I do something wrong? He asked, dropping some of them so they scattered across the battlefield. Brock said something about doing what I was doing, and I was thinking I should get a snack.

“He’s not even in this battle,” Sabrina pointed out reasonably. “Come on, you can have a sweet after the battle.”

Mew nodded, and then a globe of explosions surrounded her completely.

“Good one!” Max cheered, as lollipops went everywhere. “Well spotted, Jirachi!”

The pink bubble reappeared, pushing aside what was left of the explosion residue.

That was mean! Mew announced, hands on hips, and charged. His bubble of Barrier rammed into Jirachi, sending him spinning away across the room and bouncing off the wall with a clang sound.

“Jirachi, are you okay?” Max checked, then sighed with relief at the tag-jingling nod. “Okay, we need to try something trickier to deal with Mew… try a big boom spiral!”

Sabrina chuckled.

“I don’t think that one’s in Lorelei’s guides,” she explained.

As she spoke, Jirachi’s head moved back and forth a little, and his brow creased in a frown as he looked very closely at the air of the battlefield.

Then he charged forwards, forming a weak bubble shield of his own.

I love this game! Mew announced, shield reforming, and dove towards Jirachi.

Then a sequence of powerful psychic blasts went off, tracing a double helix around Jirachi’s trajectory and just ahead of the Steel-typed Legendary. Mew wasn’t quite on-the-ball enough to spot the sudden change, and flew headfirst into two of the Future Sight blasts before teleporting out of the way and avoiding the rest.

“Clever,” Sabrina allowed. “I take it you had Jirachi work out his flight path ahead of time?”

“Yeah, he kind of has to,” Max agreed.

Shaking her head, Mew hovered there for a moment, then zoomed up towards the roof. Okay, mister, I’m gonna-

“Please don’t hit Jirachi with the roof,” Sabrina interrupted.

I wasn’t gonna, Mew countered, blushing. Much.

“Mr. Maple has been doing much better than his mentor at not destroying gyms so far, by all accounts,” Sabrina pointed out. “I would prefer that that streak continue.”

…I don’t get it, Mew said.

She teleported to one side, avoiding a Future Sight which blew up the area she’d been floating, then spread his paws and gathered pink energy into them.

Psychic! Mew announced, and a tangible hammer of cherry-blossom-coloured force hit Jirachi from directly above.

The Steel-type had time to yelp before hitting the floor with a thud.

“Jirachi!” Max gasped.

“I’m okay!” Jirachi said, shaking his head hard. “But I can see two Mews.”

Max looked up to check, then back down. “Okay, you’re probably seeing double. Just… aim for the middle of them?”

Jirachi nodded firmly. “One of them went away,” he announced, and his tags glowed.

“Throw Jirachi into the air,” Sabrina instructed.

“What?!” Max yelped.

Jirachi had barely enough time to react as Mew appeared next to him, then her tail scooped him up and launched him into the air.

A moment later, the Future Sight he’d called for detonated – all around him.

That was- Mew began, and then the ground underneath him blew up as well.


“I’m starting to think that Jirachi needs a better attack,” May mused. “Future Sight is all well and good, but it’s looking like it’s quite hard to fight when that’s your only attacking move.”

“I’ve still got a trick or two left,” Max assured her, as Jirachi pushed away the smoke with a quick burst of low-power telekinesis. “Jirachi – Hockey goal!”

Jirachi’s tags glowed.

Hockey? Mew repeated, tail curling up to scratch her head. What does that mean?

Jirachi used Gravity, and Mew yelped as her levitation abruptly stopped keeping her in one place. The sudden alteration of the direction of gravity yanked Mew sideways, making the Psychic-type hit the wall with a squeak.

Then that area of the wall erupted in another Future Sight.

“That’s better,” May allowed.

“Yes, that’s quite a creative use of Future Sight,” Sabrina agreed. “But there’s something about Mew that you might not know.”

As the woozy-looking Psychic-type peeled himself off the wall, Sabrina cleared her throat. “Mew?”

Mew looked vaguely in her direction. I’m fine, thank you, Susan, she said, then teleported to the floor to snag a lollipop. Ooh, a cherry one!

Behind her the wall was lit by the blast of a Future Sight attack.

“Missed,” Jirachi sighed.

“Mew,” Sabrina stressed. “Use Overheat!”

Mew took a lick of the lollipop in his paw, then burped.

A sudden wave of flame hit Jirachi like a comet, sending him backwards to bounce off the wall right near the top.

Max ran over to catch him, and winced at the sight of the slightly scorched Steel-type. “Jirachi?”

“I think I’d like a lollipop now,” Jirachi said, eyes unfocused.

“I think he’s been defeated,” Brock judged.

“Yeah,” Max agreed, with a sigh. “And I guess I did forget that Mew can learn a huge number of moves.”

“It’s sometimes hard to remember,” Sabrina consoled him. “But yes, I think your sister was right – Jirachi really needs more than that one strategy. Not every Pokémon is a nail, even if your Pokémon is the best hammer there is.”


I’ll get it, Gardevoir ‘pathed, picking up the phone.

“Mom?” Kirlia said, hesitantly. “I don’t think you’ve thought this through…”

“Hello, I’m afraid that Mrs. Maple is hanging up the washing at the moment,” Gardevoir said.

“Um… is this the Maple household?” asked a voice on the other end of the phone. “Or do I have a wrong number?”

“No, wait!” Gardevoir called. “This is the right number – oh, bother – Kirlia, can you get Mrs. Maple please?”

Her daughter ran off, and Gardevoir blushed deeply.

“I’m very sorry about this…”


Johanna looked from the phone to her Glameow. “Somehow this feels less odd than it should…”

Glameow just waved a paw at her.


“So you are sure of the situation,” Sabrina began, as Mew offered Jirachi a selection of lollipops, “You will now need to defeat both Kadabra and my other Pokémon in order to win the Marsh Badge.”

Max nodded, but raised his hand. “Um… why do you have the Marsh Badge? Marshes don’t sound very… Psychic.”

“Clerical error,” Sabrina informed him. “Koga and I filed our paperwork at about the same time, and I didn’t notice.”

“Oh, yeah, his is the Soul Badge,” Brock mused.

“They do make more sense swapped around,” Pikachu agreed.

Sabrina shrugged. “We’re used to it now.”

“Well…” Max expanded out a Pokéball. “I guess the best choice is going to be you, Cinder.”

Sabrina took two Pokéballs of her own from her belt, then threw one into the arena and the other to the side. With a double-flash, an Espeon materialized just one side of the centre line and an Umbreon appeared at her heel.

“They’re twins,” she explained, at Max’s look of confusion. “Espeon evolved just at sunset, and that made Umbreon very happy for him… so he evolved about twenty seconds later.”

Cinder came leaping out of her own Pokéball and landed softly right up at her end of the arena.

“So I’m battling the Espeon, right?” she checked.

“That’s right,” Max agreed. “Now, the floor’s hard so you can’t dig, but – you’ll manage.”

“That’s right, I will,” Cinder agreed.

She took a deep sniff of the air, taking in the scents, and smirked a little.

“Begin!” Sabrina called.

The moment the word was said, Cinder’s claws scraped on the floor as she lunged forwards. She took three great leaping bounds, jinked to one side as Espeon’s forehead-gem glowed, and her tail caught a glancing blow from a Signal Beam the Psychic-type cat fired at her.

Pads skidding a little on the floor, the Mightyena shoulder-charged straight into Espeon – knocking him to his side, then swiping down with a heavy blow from her forepaw. Her claws didn’t score a full hit as Espeon telekinetically shifted himself out of the way, but that barely dissuaded her – she Snarled, sending a burst of purple energy straight into the feline.

Espeon reverted to his training, establishing a Light Screen, and Cinder hit it with a thump.

“Not going to work!” she said, eyes red and glowing, and rammed her muzzle into the surface – making it stretch and distort, then closing her fangs enough to get a grip on the psychic energy of the Light Screen itself.

Stepping back, she ripped with all her strength, and the Light Screen tore in three places.

“Left!” Max called urgently.

Trusting him, Cinder dove to one side – taking a blow on the haunch from the Signal Beam that Espeon had managed to charge, but not enough of one to stop her – then scrambled back to her feet and went straight for Espeon’s leg.

Umbreon took a step forwards, ears going down in dismay as Cinder ruthlessly pressed a close assault. “This is… this is pretty nasty…”

“Aren’t you a Dark type yourself?” Lucario asked.

“Not this kind of Dark type!”

There was a yowl, and Espeon fired a point-blank Signal Beam at Cinder’s chest.

The blast threw her upwards, making her turn a half-cartwheel in the air, and she twisted to land on her feet before darting out of the way of a follow-up attack.

“Miracle Eye, Espeon!” Sabrina instructed.

Shaking his head, Espeon focused. His ears went out to the side a little, his eyes glowed, and he focused on Cinder directly – then a little pulse of energy went out.

“Good!” Sabrina nodded. “Now, Psychic – pick her up!”

“Snarl!” Max ordered.

Cinder Snarled again, the pulse of energy lashing out and hitting Espeon – making him wince, but not interrupting his grip as he lifted the Dark-type into the air.

Cinder didn’t struggle. Instead, she sniffed the air – then her eyes glowed red again.

The whole room seemed to get a little darker as Max’s Mightyena growled – a deep, bass rumble.

“You’re scared, aren’t you?” she asked, teeth dripping with something that seemed to be tinted red. “I terrify you. I can smell it.”

“Shut up,” Espeon replied, gem lighting up as he prepared another Signal Beam.

“Feint Attack!” Max called.

Espeon saw something moving to his right, and spun – seeing Cinder pelting at him, teeth bared.

His Bug-type energy burst lashed out… and Cinder evaporated like smoke.

“Look out!” Umbreon called. “You dropped her!”

The real Cinder body-slammed into Espeon from the flank, hitting him hard enough to knock him halfway across the room and sending crackles of partly-absorbed energy across his coat – energy which made his muscles protest harshly as he moved, rendering him half-paralyzed.

The crackling lights crawled up Espeon’s tail, reaching the forked tip, then snapped across to Cinder – who just got faster, hitting Espeon again before he could reply and snagging his forepaw in her jaws.

Flicking her whole body backwards, she hurled Espeon over her back and sent him crashing to the ground.


“…wow,” May said, mouth hanging open. “That was… vicious?”

Cinder howled, her coat glowing with new strength.

“Espeon!” Umbreon called, running over and nuzzling his brother – then doing a double take.

“But… you’re… barely scratched? I swear I saw her bite you!”

“Amazing how much work fear can do for you,” Cinder chuckled.

She turned to face Sabrina, tail lashing. “Now… I think there was another Pokémon for me to fight.”


Norman nodded, unseen by the woman on the other end of the phone. “Yes, it has been quite a trial,” he agreed. “But I think the important bit is – they’re still my children, and they’re enjoying themselves – and they have Pokémon and human friends they trust and respect, more than I could have done anything more than hope for.”

He sat back on the sofa. “So if it has been odd for us – and it has,” he clarified, “I don’t think I can begrudge it.”

“I think that does help,” Johanna replied. “Thank you. Sorry for calling you up like this – it’s just been a bit overwhelming.”

“I understand,” Norman said, waving it off. “And so does my lovely wife. Feel free to call any time.”


“Watch out, Cinder,” Max warned, as Kadabra appeared back on the battlefield. “I don’t know how much you heard about the battle in your Pokéball, but he can use Psycho Cut as a blade from his spoon.”

“Got it,” Cinder agreed, turning and padding in a slow half-circle around the Psychic-type. “Looks like dessert has brought a spoon for me…”

“There’s no need for that,” Kadabra stated, palm flat and facing upwards. His spoon hovered out of his grip, then flashed and extruded the blade of his Psycho Cut. “I’m well aware you didn’t actually harm Espeon.”

The Dark-type just smirked at him.

“Begin,” Sabrina instructed. “Miracle Eye.”

Kadabra made a pass with both paws, and his eyes flashed.

“Psychic,” he said, slamming one paw forwards in a gesture of rejection and sending a wave of mental force at his opponent – already sending in his spoon-blade as a follow up.

Unfortunately for him, Cinder wasn’t there any more. The Mightyena’s claws made a tooth-jangling scrape sound on the floor, and she pelted to one side before skidding around in a turn – one made possible by her quick feet – and snapped the spoon out of the air with her powerful jaws.

Kadabra took a step back, not quite sure of what he was seeing, and Cinder shot him a smirk – then, quite deliberately, bit the spoon in half.

“Kadabra, don’t let her get to you!” Sabrina reminded her psychic fox.

She bit my spoon in half! Kadabra complained, turning to Sabrina and waving his arms to emphasize the point. How do I just shrug that off?

Cinder’s jaws closed gently on the thick fluff of his tail, about halfway between the tip and the base.

Kadabra had just enough time to whimper before the Dark-type used Crunch.


“Gaaah!”

Kadabra ran past, throwing half-aimed bursts of psychic energy backwards at the Mightyena chewing on his tail, and underneath the sound of that there was the faint grrrrrowl coming from Cinder’s throat.

“Somehow, I feel like Kadabra has lost control of this fight,” May said.

On her shoulder, Manaphy started giggling. “That looks funny!”

Kadabra ran past the other way, trying to put together a Focus Blast despite the distraction and not having much luck.

“As a gym leader, what would you call this?” Max asked, glancing over at Brock.

“…hm,” Brock said. “Somehow it reminds me of the time I realized I’d left the sprinkler system turned on…”

“Isn’t your gym basically made of solid rock?” May said, blinking. “Why do you need a sprinkler system?”

“Because building codes don’t make sense,” Brock informed her.

There was a thud as Kadabra ran into the wall.

Cinder waited a few seconds to make sure that he was actually out cold, then unclamped her jaws and spat out some fur. “Pfeh…”

“Well done,” Sabrina said, looking her KO-ed Kadabra up and down. “I think there’s definitely a few holes in his training… but that doesn’t matter. You’ve won the Marsh Badge.”

“Great!” Max grinned. “Well done, Cinder!”

Cinder came padding back over, the energy draining from her fur now the fight was over, and sat down with a huff in front of her trainer.

“Good work,” he said again, reaching down to scratch her, then recalled her into her Pokéball and took the Marsh Badge.

Juggling Pokéball, badge and bag, he got out his Badge Case and put the golden double-circle into it – his first Kanto badge.

“Just seven more to go,” May observed.

Max glanced over at Ash, who nodded encouragingly. “Well done, Max – that was a pretty close one, but you did win it in the end.”

“Anyone can learn from defeat, it is a wise mon who can learn from victory,” Lucario intoned.

“You got that out of a fortune cookie,” Pikachu accused.


“Uh, Max?” May asked. “I wanted to ask – what did you actually do there, when battling Espeon? Why did you ask for her to use Snarl again?”

“Oh, right,” Max said. “I wondered if that was clear… basically, I saw the first Snarl, so I had Cinder use Snarl again to see if the power had gone down. Because it hadn’t, we knew that Espeon didn’t have Magic Bounce.”

“So you… wait,” May said slowly. “I get why you’d want to know that, because then Cinder used Scary Face… but why would the power have gone down if Espeon did have Magic Bounce?”

“Because of the Snarl,” Max replied, then paused.

“…Ash?” he asked, in a small voice. “Did I just make a big mistake?”

“I don’t think you can call it a big mistake,” Ash shrugged. “I mean, Cinder did win anyway and Espeon didn’t have Magic Bounce. But yeah, that could have cost you the match if it had been different.”

He shrugged. “You do know that Cinder has Moxie now, though… and Casper’s evolved, so that’s good too.”

“You’re right,” Max agreed, looking a bit happier.

“I do have one question, though,” Ash went on. “Why didn’t Jirachi just use Dazzling Gleam?”

Max facepalmed.

“I feel like I made way too many mistakes,” he groaned. “Is that normal?”

“Depends if you notice them,” Lucario suggested. “I don’t think many Pokémon or trainers ever do a perfect battle… what matters is that the mistakes don’t cost you the match.”

“What mistakes do you make?” Manaphy asked.

“That’s different,” Lucario said loftily. “I’m perfect.”

He held out his armband. “See?”

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” May riposted.

“I beg to differ.”


AN:
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204. Battle Frontier 9


“I’m not sure I understand,” Concordia admitted. “So… I understand that you said Father was… wrong…”

“Very wrong,” Reshiram agreed, wings furled.

He looked out over the great vista below them, one of the most fertile valleys in Unova. “It is not simply a matter of his having views I disagree with. It is that his every word was a lie so foul it set my scales itching and made my jaw ache. He is a cur, and a knave, and I did not wish to be near him any longer than necessary.”

“But…”

Anthea looked uncertain. “What do you mean, a lie?”

“Just that. His words were falsehoods, said not because he believed them – for I could respect an ideal – but to manipulate those who believed him, gaining their support for a falsehood.”

N came walking up to them, followed by a trio of Sawsbuck. “Our friends here have told me of a nearby human settlement,” he informed them – his sisters, Reshiram, and the Zorua snoozing on top of a rock. “I will get food there.”

“That is not the only thing you should get, Chosen of Truth,” Reshiram stated.

He unfurled his wings a little way and looked out over the valley again, then turned back to N. “Truth and Ideals are not set to clash yet,” he began. “There is a rhythm to such things, and it does not yet wax strong.”

“I’m afraid I don’t understand your point, Reshiram,” N apologized.

“I shall attempt to be a little more direct,” Reshiram allowed. “Firstly, as to the nature of the conflict of Truth and Ideals – something which must be understood is that there is not necessarily a conflict at all… what must be true and what would be ideal may differ, but it is rarely that what is correct is something that must be worked out by the trial of combat.”

“Oh, like the two brothers,” Anthea said. “They worked together, until their disagreements forced them apart.”

“Precisely,” Reshiram confirmed.

His gesture took in the whole sweep of the valley. “Down below, there are many thousands of humans and many times that number of Pokemon. Some may quarrel, or fight, but for the most part they live well and happily. Does that mean that, simply because it is true, Zekrom must oppose it?”

“I… suppose not,” Concordia agreed softly. “But what about if the world is wrong?”

“If the world is clearly wrong, then I do not have to go along with it simply because it is what is really there.” Reshiram chuckled, a deep bass noise. “It is only when my counterpart is obviously wrong, is dreaming of an ideal which cannot be achieved and which would make things worse to aim for, that we clash… though, of course, I am sure that Zekrom would argue that it is only when I am being stubborn and unimaginative.”

“You’re not what I expected,” Anthea admitted. “Concordia and I… we thought that the Dragon of Truth would burn away the lies in the world and make it into a new paradise.”

“I prefer to only burn what I am sure is irredeemable,” Reshiram informed her. “Even your father, knave though he is, may see the error of his ways.”

That conversation over, he turned back to N – the breeze from his wings knocking Zorua off his rock with a yip. “My apologies.”

“I’m okay,” Zorua said, rolling upright and rubbing his nose. “I think…”

“Good. Now… Chosen of Truth, there is a task I require of you.”

“What is that task, Reshiram?” N asked, as the Sawsbuck behind him exchanged looks of mild confusion.

“I require a Pokeball. One as normal as you can find, so that I might discover what they are capable of.”

N blinked. “…pardon?”

“You want to be caught?” Anthea asked, startled. “But – why would you want that? Pokeballs are how trainers control Pokemon!”

“I am confident in my Chosen of Truth,” Reshiram stated, with a deep faith. “He will not fail me, and through his actions I – we all – will find how much Ghetsis has exaggerated and how much is the truth.”


“Look!” Casper said, for the umpteenth time, waving his new limbs.

“Yes, we know,” Cinder replied, not impressed. “You have the ability to pick things up without having to use your ghostly powers.”

“I have hands!” Casper emphasized, waving them. “I can write things!”

“What kind of things do you want to write?” Max asked.

“I’m not going to,” Casper waved off. “But I can, that’s the cool thing.”

He picked up a mirror, and inspected himself in it. “New teeth are weird, though.”

“At least you have them now,” his Mightyena comrade pointed out.

“…actually, that is a good point,” Casper admitted. “I assume I just chewed through spooky ghostly means.”

“Works for me,” Max agreed. “Or, worked?”

“Yeah,” Casper nodded.

“So,” Cinder said, drawing the syllable out. “You going to actually get better at winning fights now?”

Casper inhaled, ready to say something impolite, then stopped. Inspecting his hands, he waggled his ethereal fingers for a few seconds then made a reasonable approximation of a rude gesture.

“I can do this now too!” he crowed. “This is so much better than how I did it before!”

“That’s mature,” Cinder snarked.

“Actually, I think it is,” Lucario volunteered, making her jump. “Certainly it’s a gesture that you shouldn’t be making if you’re not mature.”

“…yeah, that might be a problem,” Max agreed. “Casper, please don’t do anything too rude.”

“Fine,” the Ghost-type grumbled, crossing his arms and huffing.

Then he looked down and a grin unfolded on his face. “I just can’t get over how cool it is that I have arms!”

Cinder glanced up at Lucario, measuring him, then turned away and padded over to Blaziken.

“Were you like that when you evolved and got arms?” she asked.

“Not really, no,” Blaziken replied with a shrug. “But I started with feet and a beak to do things with anyway. Perhaps someone like Goodra would be a better person to ask.”

“Maybe,” Cinder mused.

The door swung open, and she turned to look.


“Excuse me – Ketchum-san?”

Ash frowned, distracted from Pikachu’s explanation of some kind of electrical megapunch, and turned to see who was speaking. “That’s me, I think… why san?”

“It sounds more formal,” the man replied, straightening his white gi. “Mister Ketchum is a bit odd sounding. Anyway.”

He cleared his throat. “On behalf of the Kung Fu Master, Master Hamm, we would like to invite you to our dojo – your reputation precedes you.”

“How did it do that?” Ash asked. “I was here a few years ago.”

The martial artist seemed a bit thrown by that, but he was used to the feeling. “I of course mean that we have heard much about your talents as a warrior of the fist.”

“Translation: let’s go beat one another up,” Pikachu clarified.

“Oh, right,” Ash nodded. “I get it now. Okay, I guess – does anyone have a problem with that?”

“With what?” May said. “Pikachu was the one to explain.”

“I for one am interested in sparring in the dojo,” Lucario said.

“Right, I think I understand now,” May told him. “Uh… okay – Blaziken’s been teaching me some of this stuff, and it’d be good to see how much more I have to learn from some people actually used to training humans.”

She patted Blaziken on the shoulder. “Don’t get me wrong! You’re a great teacher, you’re just also… you know, able to kick a tree through a house. So I never know if I’m doing as well as I should be.”

“I’m not sure I could kick a tree all the way through a house,” Blaziken said, one clawed hand going to his chin. “What kind of tree are we talking about?”

“I think the more important question is what kind of house it is,” Lucario countered.

“That’s what you focused on?” Brock asked, chuckling.

“I don’t think we’d mind a break either,” Max said. “Casper can use the time to get used to being a Banette.”

Brock thought, then sent out Stantler. “Do you do courses for quadrupeds?”

“We do, as it happens,” the martial artist replied. “Given how many kinds of Pokemon show up, we’ve had to develop courses for serpents, avians and blobs.”

May half-raised a hand. “What does martial arts look like for a blob?”

“Subtle,” he told her.


“Hm!” Master Hamm said, inspecting Ash. “Interesting. You’re clearly well built, but not well built enough to do half of what is attributed to you. So! An Aura wielder indeed, then.”

“You’ve met Aura users before?” Ash asked.

“I’ve punched them before,” Master Hamm answered. “These days it’s a bad idea, of course. My back’s not what it used to be… I’m still trying to get my son to take over.”

“It seems like it would be important for a potential Kung Fu Master to actually want to do it,” Lucario opined.

“He should,” Master Hamm muttered. “But he’s too busy making noodles…”

He blinked. “Was this Raikou always there?”

“Someone said noodles,” Raikou explained.

“Later,” Lucario told him, nudging Raikou with his foot, and the Electric-type padded over to the wall. “For now… I would like a spar, master. I have recently become able to make use of a new skill, and I would practice.”

“A fine attitude,” Master Hamm pronounced. “You will face Hitmonlee first.”

“Master,” one of the other martial artists said, a little hesitantly. “Are you sure this battle is a good idea?”

“I’m not,” Lucario said. “I wish to take on as many Pokemon at once as you are able to challenge me with.”

So saying, he shifted his arm – making the Lucarionite on his armband catch the light.

Master Hamm stroked his mustache. “Well, I knew what I was getting into when I invited Ash Ketchum, Terri. I’m sure we can handle it.”

“No, I’m more worried about the insurance premiums,” Terri said. “They’re high enough already.”

“It’s my dojo, Terri, not yours,” Master Hamm told her.

He cleared his throat. “Now, if you’ll follow me to our outside training area?”

Terri rolled her eyes as Ash, Lucario, Pikachu, Master Hamm and a curious Raikou left the room.

“Okay,” she went on. “Hitoshi said someone was interested in a martial arts evaluation… you, right?”

“That’s right,” May confirmed. “Blaziken’s taught me, but I’d like a check…”

“Right,” Terri nodded. “Let’s start small to begin with.”


“Hm!” Blackbelt Hideki said, as Stantler lowered his hooves again. “Not bad – you put a good deal of force into it. Still, your style has too much wind-up – that will telegraph your target to whoever is watching.”

“I’m not sure it will,” Brock replied mildly, patting thin air. “He’s over here.”

Hideki looked from Brock’s hand to the Stantler next to him, then poked it.

It vanished.

“Good!” he pronounced. “Misdirection is a major part of a martial art – to strike where the enemy is weak you must make him believe you will strike elsewhere.”

“Quite a lot of my team relies on that,” Brock said. “But I guess you want to check Stantler’s actual form as well?”

“Of course!” Hideki agreed. “Now – strike the target!”

Stantler appeared out of the air, shaking his horns out – now almost full size – and took three cantering steps forwards before launching into a High Jump Kick.


Rainbow light shone on the inside of the fence.

“So, this is a Mega Evolution,” Master Hamm said, impressed. “I’ve never actually seen one in person before. There’s a definite aura about them.”

“I’m not surprised,” Pikachu interjected. “I mean, it’s almost literally about making it so Lucario can use a lot more Aura.”

He waited a moment, then shook his head. “I really need to find time to learn the full Aura trick so more people will react to my snarking.”

Mega Lucario spread his paws as the glow faded. “Perhaps that’s a reason to put it off.”

He stretched, rolling his neck, then nodded. “Okay. Let’s do this.”

“You’re sure about this?” Master Hamm checked.

Mega Lucario nodded a confirmation. “I wish to evaluate my capabilities,” he explained.

There was a faint swiish across the packed earth as his paws slid into a ready stance.

“Right, then,” Master Hamm decided. “Hitoshi?”

Hitoshi, the same man who had collected Ash from the Pokemon Centre, held up a box and popped the clasp.

Pokeballs cascaded out.

“Our dojo has many members,” Master Hamm explained. “Hm… I did not think this through. Hitoshi?”

Hitoshi picked up the Pokeballs and began opening them.

“Your back, right?” Ash asked.

“You’re correct, of course,” Master Hamm agreed, as the white flashes of Pokemon being sent out continued. “Let’s see… this should be enough to start with.”

He cleared his throat, and stepped to the side of the fenced area. “Begin!”

Lucario took a flowing step forwards, planted his right footpaw, and swept the fore one around in a scything kick which launched a Machoke into the wall.

Continuing the same sweeping movement, he dropped and hammered an elbow into the chest of a Nidoking. The heavier Pokemon stayed standing, steadied by his tail, but by the time he had a chance to retaliate the Fighting-type was no longer there – springing into the air with a burst of Aura to enhance his speed.

Mega Lucario flipped over Nidoking’s head, landed behind him with a crackle of shifting earth, and took the Poison-type’s tail in both paws.

Then he used Flail. With Nidoking.

“I’m sort of glad we’re not doing this inside,” Master Hamm mused, then ducked as a Machop went flying past him. “Hariyama!”

Hariyama lumbered forwards, and caught the dizzy-looking Nidoking as Mega Lucario swept him across in a side-to-side slash.

Twisting and wrenching, the burly Fighting-type managed to get Nidoking away from Mega Lucario – then promptly got kicked in the shin for his troubles.

“Ow!” he protested. “That’s just unsporting!”

“You are correct,” Mega Lucario agreed. “My apologies.”

Then he ducked under Hariyama’s gloves and headbutted him, the force of the blow enough to make Hariyama stagger back a few steps.


“I would like two Pokeballs,” N said. “Two normal Pokeballs.”

The shop clerk looked confused. “…what do you mean normal Pokeballs? Just Pokeballs?”

“As normal as Pokeballs can get,” N clarified.

“I’m… not really sure how to evaluate that…” the clerk admitted. “I think basic Pokeballs are the kind there’s most of.”

“Then two of those,” N requested.

“…sure,” the clerk said.

He began to ring the Pokeballs up, then paused. “Uh… have you ever bought Pokeballs before?”

“Not to my knowledge,” N answered.

“Right…”


“That’s not too bad,” Terri said, pressing gently on May’s elbow to adjust her stance. “You need to make sure you put a little more movement into your body, though – your Blaziken is strong enough to get away with shortcuts for speed, but you need to put your whole body into a punch or a kick to ensure it has enough power.”

“Okay,” May nodded. “So… more like this?”

She shifted her weight and punched with her other hand, and Terri nodded.

“That’s more like it, yes. If you’re doing a spar with someone else who you can hurt, then you have to aim to pull your punch – otherwise it can do a lot of damage if you hit someone wrong – but if you’ve got Blaziken to spar with then it’s probably worthwhile if you just put all your power in from the get-go.”

She motioned May back to a rest position. “Okay, now – let’s try a block. How much has Blaziken worked on those with you?”

“We’ve done a couple,” May hedged.

“Show me,” Terri invited. “First let’s see a high block.”

May moved into her ready stance, left foot forwards and right hand at her hip. She took a breath, then stepped sharply forwards with her right foot and brought her right forearm up like a horizontal bar – rotating her wrist and elbow as it went past her head.

“Good,” Terri nodded. “Now, back to the ready position… and show me a retreating block, same kind.”

May looked a bit uncertain.

“Not covered the difference?” Terri asked. “It’s okay, that’s why I was asking. The difference is that a retreating block is done as you step backwards – you have to be able to do that kind or otherwise if someone’s already in your face you kind of have no way to stop him punching you in the face.”

“Okay, I get it,” May said.

She thought about it a bit, then stepped back and raised her left hand. The movement of her body with the backwards step – one which took her left foot back and made it so her right foot was foremost – interfered with her blocking motion, and it lacked the snap of the earlier movement.

“There we go,” Terri chuckled. “Yes, that often trips people up. The arm you should consider as being ready to block is, if in doubt, the one for your forwards foot if you’re not taking a step – and your rear foot if you are – no matter which way you’re moving.”

May was about to ask a question, but a wham from outside drew their attention.


Mega Lucario jumped backwards, paws blazing with Aura as he boosted his own movement, then his claws dug into the ground and he lunged to one side. Evading a Fire Punch from Hitmonchan by the barest of margins, he countered with an elbow strike to the side of Hitmonchan’s arm and blocked the follow-up Mach Punch from the other fist.

His right foot bunched up, and he launched Hitmonchan backwards with a kick directly to the chest – then spun, trading blows with Hitmontop. The kicks and tail swipes from Mega Lucario’s opponent made crashing, ringing sounds as they hit his paws, and then Mega Lucario blurred forwards and snatched Hitmontop right out of his spin.

The Fighting-type hit a nearby bush, and Mega Lucario spun to face his next opponent.

“Mach Punch!”

Mega Lucario dodged to one side with preternatural speed, slipped on some slime, and hit the wall hard enough to leave a substantial crater.

“Whoa!” Ash yelped, raising an arm to ward off the fragments of plaster.

He slowly lowered his hand again. “I… wait, what just happened?”

“Martial arts,” Master Hamm explained, simply. “Specifically, the martial arts of blobs.”

Pikachu stared. “What.”

There was a cracking sound as Mega Lucario peeled off the wall. More sections of plaster came with him, crumbling into dust as they did, and some of it got stuck in his tail.

Rather more of it got stuck in the shaggy fur on his chest.

“Ow,” the Mega-evolved Fighting-type said, brushing himself off and largely spreading the white dust around further. As he moved, it became clear that there was actually a crack in the wall.

“Somehow, I was expecting that to knock you out,” Pikachu said, looking his friend up and down. “Sure it hasn’t?”

“I’m considerably more durable than a wall,” Mega Lucario replied, shaking his head. “Especially one like this. I’m fine.”

A pause. “Just don’t ask me to walk in a straight line for a while.”

Master Hamm pointed. “Hitoshi, pat Onigiri for a job well done.”

Hitoshi bent down, doing what his master could not, and patted a pleased-looking shiny Goomy.

“Oh, I get it,” Pikachu realized.

“So Onigiri put himself where Mega Lucario would step on him?” Ash asked. “That sounds… unorthodox.”

“The ways of blob martial arts are subtle,” Master Hamm explained.

“I wonder if Muk could learn that…”

There was an ominous creak.

“Oh, dear…” Master Hamm sighed. “I think that wall was load bearing. We’ll have to get one of the Fighting-types to hold it up.”

Hitmonlee raised a hand. “My arms are nearly useless.”

“Hitmonlee says he can’t do it,” Ash supplied.

They looked around the yard at the groaning or unconscious Fighting-types, as well as most of the other Pokemon the Dojo trained.

“Mega Lucario, I think you’re going to have to do it,” Ash said.

“Fine,” Mega Lucario said, stepping back under the eaves and taking a stance. “What now?”

“Just stay there until we get the contractors in.”

“I think there are problems with this plan.”


“If it’s flow you’re after, then you need to plan for the flow,” the Mienshao said, demonstrating by going through movement after movement of Tai Chi Ch’uan 24. “When you make a move, always be planning the next – if you cannot make it without reversing course, be sure that you never cease but flow smoothly from the advance to the retreat.”

Wartortle copied her, following the graceful motions. “I see – yes, I understand how this will help. My watercrafting relies on moving like the sea, like rivers – every interruption to the flow is an interruption to my power.”

“Precisely,” Mienshao confirmed.

He returned to a ready position. “Now, show me the versatility of your water with a strict set of motions. Follow the form twice, and aim to be as different the second time from the first as is possible.”


“Hello.”

The shop clerk looked up, and did a slight double-take. “…didn’t I see you before?”

“You did,” N confirmed. “I was in here around half an hour ago.”

“Was something wrong with the Pokeballs?” the clerk asked. “I tried to get ones that were completely undamaged – factory fresh…”

He glanced at one of the signs. “If they broke when you were trying to capture a Pokemon, that’s just because the Pokemon struggled too much. It happens.”

“You are correct,” N said. “That is what happened.”

He reached into a pocket, and brought out the bag his purchases had been in earlier. From inside it, he took out a small piece of red-painted metal and half a hinge.

“These were the largest pieces that were left,” he explained. “I believe the Pokemon I was attempting to catch was startled by the experience. Twice.”

“That’s…” the clerk leaned over the counter, looking at the pieces, and gave a low whistle. “Yeah, that is completely broken. It looks like it exploded… well, I guess I don’t know what to say. Standard Pokeballs are generally the weakest.”

“Then I would like to purchase a more durable Pokeball,” N decided.

He gave it some thought. “No, two once more. And make sure that they are stronger.”

“Well, uh… there’s Great Balls, Ultra Balls…” the clerk suggested. “Or there’s speciality balls, those have better effects in certain situations.”

Disappearing behind the counter for a bit, he took out an information leaflet. “Here.”

N opened it out, giving it a somewhat bewildered scan. “What would you recommend?”

“Well…” the clerk rubbed his upper lip. “I’d say… get two Ultra Balls, and take that leaflet to have a think about it. If you decide differently, you can bring back the Ultra Balls and we’ll exchange them so long as they’re unused.”

“My thanks,” N said sincerely, getting his money out. “I am grateful for your help.”


“Hmmmm…” Casper mused, stroking his chin.

He glanced aside at Cinder. “Hey, I can do this now too!”

“I’ve noticed,” Cinder said.

Chuckling, Casper looked across the dojo. His vision tracked across Stantler’s training, May doing some more martial arts, Blaziken locked in a discussion about the martial art of kick kicking with Hitmonlee, Pikachu outside puzzling out blob martial arts, Mega Lucario holding up a roof, Geodude constructing a more permanent roof-holding solution, and Wartortle and a Mienshao doing what was either a dance or training.

Then he looked back at Mega Lucario.

“…hey,” he nudged Cinder. “What Mega Stones have we found over our journey?”


“I’m sure it was in here somewhere,” May said, rummaging through her bag. “Or was it somewhere else…”

Ahem.

“Honestly, since I’m the one who had a Shuppet at the time I’m surprised that it wasn’t in my bag,” Max shrugged.

Ahem?

“Come on, hurry up!” Casper goaded, clapping his hands. “I wonder what a Mega Banette looks like!”

“You could be helping, you know,” Cinder pointed out.

“Too busy with hands.”

Ahem! Kris repeated. I have a better plan.

“What is it?” Brock asked.

Just… everyone make sure that you have your Mega Stones all in a place you know about, and then I’ll scan to see where there are nearby Mega Stones. Kris let out a sigh, resampled three times over to give it more impact. It’s like you keep forgetting I have a whole app for this.

“Good point,” Max admitted. “Hey, Ash!”

“What is it?” Ash called back, his voice a little muffled due to the mostly-closed door.

“Can you make sure all your Mega Stones are somewhere that’s not near your bag – with Pikachu or something? We’re trying to see where we put that Banettite!”

“Oh – right,” Ash agreed. “Sure, just give me a moment…”

There was a clatter.

“Okay, done,” Ash reported.

Max took Kris in his hand, and the Porygon activated her copy of the Stone Stone Detection System.

A holographic display appeared, showing a scattering of dots throughout the area.

“Okay, that one’s got to be Steelix,” Max said, pointing to it. “And that’s Altaria… I think that must be the Lucarionite that’s still part of Mega Lucario…”

After several seconds, he shrugged.

“Well, I can’t actually see any Mega Stones in out-of-the-way places. None in any of our bags.”

“That can’t be true!” Casper groaned. “Come on!”

This is the best information we have, Kris told him. We are doing as much as we feasibly can.

“Hmmm…” Blaziken mused. “An idea comes to mind. How did we originally identify it as a Banettite?”

“That was… Ash, I think,” May frowned. “Wasn’t it a bit of that whole King of Pokeatlantis thing?”

“Yeah, I think it was,” Ash agreed, head poking around the door. “It was kind of odd – I remembered things the King knew, but only the information. Mostly.”

“But then… what did the Banettite look like?” May said, realizing where her starter was going. “That might help.”

“It was… pink, I think,” Ash answered, thinking hard. “And the bit in the middle was grey, with… orange and yellow.”

“Oh, like this one,” Pikachu volunteered, holding it up. “This is the only one Ash actually gave me.”

Max and Casper stared.

“We… should have expected that, be fair,” May said. “I mean… Ash gave away that Beedrilite, Sceptile has the Sceptilite, Absol has her Absolite…”

“Never mind the lessons from this, I want to try out the Mega Stone!” Casper declared. “Come on, Max!”


In a quiet area of the country a few miles outside Saffron City, the wind shivered through the trees. A few leaves whirled away, accompanying the fresh scent of grass, and the sun shone through light cloud on a replica castle that had long since been turned into a holiday home.

Then a gigantic aircraft came over with a rumbling roar, passing barely fifty feet over the roof of the castle and banking around for another pass.

Inside, an old couple looked up from their reverie.

“Looks like young James is coming to visit,” the man said, nodding to himself.

“Sounds like,” his wife agreed. “I’ll put the kettle on.”


“Okay, guys,” James reminded the others, as the jetwash of the hover engines died away. “I don’t want to get Nanny and Pop-Pop too involved with the whole Rocket thing, so be on your best behaviour.”

“Didn’t ya tell em years ago?” Meowth asked.

“Well, yeah…” James agreed. “But it seems so impolite.”

Jessie shook her head. “We did just land on their lawn, James.”

“They’ll be fine with that,” James said. “They never minded when we landed the balloon.”

“I’d point out that a jet aircraft’s a bit different, but…” Jessie sighed. “Whatever.”

“Hello, James!” his grandfather said, leaning a little on his cane. “It’s wonderful to see you and your friends – have you made any new ones since last time you visited?”

“And,” his grandmother added, “have you given any thought to giving us great-grandchildren yet?”

There was a frozen pause, then both grandparents began laughing.

“Oh, dear me, James,” Pop-Pop said, shaking his head. “The look on your face!”

“An’ dere was me wonderin’ if we’d have to have da talk about your costume collection,” Meowth muttered under his breath.

“Now, come on in,” Nanny invited. “You’re all always welcome here, you know that. All of you.”

Growlie barked happily, bounding out of the big transport plane and giving first one and then the other a big, warm lick.

“It’s good to see you as well,” Pop-Pop laughed. “Have you been taking care of James for us when he’s off doing Team Rocket things?”

The Arcanine nodded enthusiastically.


“Okay, let’s try this,” Max said, adjusting his Key Stone.

Casper gave a thumbs-up, and floated downwards so that he intersected with the volume of space the Banettite was in.

There was a pause.

“…is it a Banetite with two t’s or a Banettite with three t’s?” Max asked.

“I don’t know!” May replied.

“We’ll ask Gary later,” Brock suggested.

“Yeah, I guess… sorry, I kind of got distracted,” Max said.

He concentrated hard, thinking about Casper.

The Shuppet – now Banette – was a funny Pokemon, a prankster.

Sometimes, he could go a little too far… or even a lot too far.

But despite that, he was still…

…pretty kind-hearted, anyway. Max assumed.

“Uh…” Casper said, after several long seconds. “Shouldn’t something have happened by now?”

May glanced down at her belt, then touched Max on the shoulder. “Max?”

Max looked up at her.

“I think maybe you and Casper have the same problem that Altaria and I had,” she suggested gently.

“…yeah,” Max agreed. “I think you’re right.”

“Maybe we just need to try a different position?” Casper suggested. “Hey, maybe I need a ghost belt or something to put it on!”

“I don’t think that’s it,” Max said. “Honestly, I think this means we need to have a long think about one another – sort out what issues we have.”

He reached out to the Ghost-type, and waved his hand through approximately where Casper’s shoulder was. “We’ll get this working – don’t worry about that. We just need to work out how.”


“I must say, I’m very glad all that was dashed well sorted out.”

Raikou slurped up the rest of his ramen. “After all, if we hadn’t done that, I would never be able to recommend this restaurant to my fellow Beasts!”

“You think you’re going to make a habit of coming over here?” Brock asked.

“I think we bally well are!” Raikou agreed. “It’s only a few minutes’ walk from Pallet Town, as well… ten at the outside.”

“Only when you’re moving at supersonic speeds,” Pikachu pointed out. “That’s hardly a walk.”

“Oh, fine then,” Raikou grumbled. “Saunter.”

“Not much of an improvement.”

The larger Electric-type shrugged, then looked up at Ash. “Do we have time for one more?”

“You’ve already had three bowls,” Ash said. “We really need to get going.”

“Fine…” Raikou sighed. “Well, at least I’ll let Ho-Oh and the others know about this place. I approve of it thoroughly.”

“Yeah, it’s good that Master Hamm has decided to give up trying to get his son to run the Dojo,” Ash agreed.

He looked down at the grumpy Primeape by his side. “And I’m sorry, Primeape.”

“You went to the Fighting Dojo without me,” Primeape huffed. “I was going to beat up everyone there, but Mega Lucario got there first.”

“I’m sure you can do it next time,” Ash consoled him.

Primeape shook his head. “Not good enough.”

“Battle Arena pick?”

“That’s more like it.”


“I am sorry to bother you again,” N began. “I think, however, that I would like a more effective Pokeball.”

There was a sigh from the clerk, who shook his head. “The Ultraballs exploded too? Okay, I think this is something I don’t really know the solution to, so I’m going to get my boss.”

N waited patiently as the young man went into the back of the store, and after a short pause came back out with an older woman.

“Okay, so… something about Pokeballs, right?” she asked. “Come on in back and we’ll discuss it.”

Opening the door for N to go through, she nodded. “I’m June, by the way. So… what’s happened so far?”

“I’ve been trying to capture a Pokemon,” N told her. “However, I’ve been having a problem. He keeps reacting with surprise to the sensation of being captured, and so far it has caused him to destroy two Pokeballs and two Ultraballs.”

June waited to see if there was any further information, then shut the door. “Okay. So, first question. How much do you know about Pokeballs?”

“Not a lot,” N admitted freely. “I have read this leaflet, but I am not sure what I can learn from it.”

“Okay,” June said. “Right. So, firstly, this is the stockroom, and we’ve got a lot of Pokeballs in here. Secondly, there’s three kinds of Pokeballs – in a basic sense.”

She counted on her fingers. “Firstly, there’s the basic ones, like Pokeballs or Ultra Balls. The only thing that’s different about them is how good they are at capturing a Pokemon.”

“What does that mean?” N inquired. “What makes them good?”

“They’re stronger,” June told him. “That means… well, if you’re really not familiar with them, basically the Pokemon has to struggle harder to break out of them and so they’re more likely to capture a given Pokemon.”

“Right,” N nodded. “I understand that now.”

“The second one,” June went on, picking up a Heal Ball, “are Pokeballs which do something extra. They’re ones like this Heal Ball, which makes it much easier for a Pokemon to recover their strength, or a Luxury Ball which is a much nicer experience for the Pokemon to be in – that is, they’re not better at capturing Pokemon, but they’re better at something else.”

“So that is why they cost more,” N said. “What kind of thing does the Luxury Ball do?”

“It’s got more sophisticated controls,” June told him, showing the small control panel. “This is the mute control, for example. And they have an extensive customization capability – a trainer or a Pokemon can set them to just the right environment, while most Pokeballs are more one-size-fits-all.”

The King of Team Plasma considered that.

“Are they the only Pokeballs like that?”

“Well, there are others with a Luxury package add-on, but they’re a lot more expensive,” June told him. “And the third kind are the specialist ‘balls, which are the ones that make it easier to catch some kinds of Pokemon.”

She picked a few off the shelf. “So this is a Dusk Ball, which works best away from strong lighting – it kind of uses shadow to confuse the Pokemon, so they can’t tell quite when they first get caught. I think the manufacturers put a bit of Dark-typed energy into it, but of course that’s a trade secret.”

“Right,” said N, who didn’t know quite what a trade secret was but was quite familiar with the Dark type. “And what about this one?”

“Moon Ball,” June answered. “It’s built to develop a resonance with Moon Stone energies – some Pokemon react to that, so it’s better at catching those. Nearly useless against Pokemon who don’t naturally evolve from Moon Stones, though…”

Her hand ran along the shelf. “Quick Balls are designed to catch the target Pokemon by surprise, Fast Balls – they’re a very speciality item – are designed to surprise the target Pokemon and then exploit that. So they work better on very fast-reacting Pokemon. There’s lots more, but I don’t really understand some of them…”

June stepped back from the shelf, and spread her hands. “So – which kind do you think is appropriate? Of course, if it’s a Bug type you’re trying to catch, there’s actually a special Pokeball just for that.”

N considered.

“I think… how does a Timer Ball work?”

“It charges up over time,” June answered. “It sort of… analyzes the Pokemon, until it’s worked out the best way to capture them.”

“Two of those, then, I think,” N decided. “And… what does that one do?”

“That works better on heavier Pokemon. I think they work best on something that weighs more than four hundred kilos.”

“One of them,” N added.

He thought about the situation, including the time of day.

“I think I’d also like a Dusk Ball, and two of those as well.”

“Nest balls?” June said, blinking. “You do know they’re more effective on less powerful Pokemon, right? And if your one broke out of Ultraballs, a Nest Ball isn’t going to help much.”

“It’s worth a try,” N shrugged.


“Can anyone remember which way the Battle Arena is?” Ash asked.

I can.

“I’d like to try and find it without your help,” Ash told Dexter. “So… let’s see. Last time we left the noodle shop, and turned left-”

Wrong.

“Why don’t you just let Dexter tell us which way to go?” Lucario said. “It’s probably going to save a lot of time.”

“Fine,” Ash decided. “Okay, which way is it?”

Well, first you turn right… Dexter began, then his screen hazed out and turned into a large arrow. Actually, this will probably be easier.

“Since we’ve got an hour or two to walk – at least,” Max estimated, checking the map Kris was displaying as they got moving, “have you decided who you’re going to use, Ash?”

“Not really,” Ash replied, thinking. “I mean, Primeape is obvious because I said I would, but apart from that… the Battle Arena is a bit random, I think, because it’s anything between one-on-one and three-on-three. So it might just be Primeape, or I might need to pick up to two more Pokemon.”

He looked down. “Hey, Dexter, can I get a list of who I haven’t used recently?”

Of course, but do not think this means I will let you get lost while you don’t have a large arrow to follow.

Ash looked down the list, then showed it to Max. “What do you think?”

The other trainer whistled. “Wow, I keep forgetting just how many Pokemon you have…”

He pointed. “Snorlax hasn’t been used all that recently, has he?”

“Yeah, that might be a good one,” Ash agreed. “And… hm, now I come to think of it, it’s been a while since I used one of the Legendary Beasts.”

“I keep telling you, Ash,” May called back. “You don’t have to use them in battles, you can use them in contests. I’m sure Suicune would make a great Appealer!”

“Maybe, yeah,” Ash nodded. “I don’t think it would satisfy Ho-Oh, though, so it’s not a perfect solution.”

“I think Butterfree would be a better idea,” Max suggested. “You’ve not used him in a long time as well, and it kind of seems less over the top than Suicune.”

“That makes sense,” Ash agreed.

He reached up to the Pikachu on his shoulder. “Okay with missing out on another battle?”

“Just so long as I get enough sparring opportunities,” Pikachu agreed, tail waving lazily as Ash scratched him. “And one of your old hats. I think I’d like to see how it looks.”


The hat’s bill flopped down in front of Pikachu again.

“I think I’d like to reconsider my request for a hat,” he said, using his lightning-bolt tail and his ears to lift it up once more. “I’d like a hat a lot like yours, but built for my head.”

“That might be a bit harder to get hold of,” Ash apologized. “Or would you rather have one of the ones like the special Aura Guardian hat?”

“Hmmm…” Pikachu mused, shaking his head and taking the billed cap off it. “Maybe. Can I try it out once we get the chance?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed, taking the hat back.

“Can I please try it on?” Manaphy asked. “It looks comfy.”

“I’m not sure you’re quite big enough for it either,” May said, taking it anyway as Ash held it out for her. “But we can see how you look.”

“Thanks!” Manaphy said.

He then vanished underneath it.

“I guess that’s the answer,” Brock said.

They were out of Saffron proper by now, along a leafy path which led to the Battle Arena, and Pidgeys chirped in the trees.

“I just realized,” Max said, looking up at Ash and then Brock. “You two can understand wild Pokemon, right – ones without any Aura bond with you? So is it like walking down a city street when we’re out in the wilderness?”

“It is, a bit,” Brock answered. “Not a lot, but a bit.”

Suddenly, there was a flicker of light in front of them – and a large group of Pokemon appeared from thin air, including at least one Legendary.

Two humans appeared as well – upside down, on top of the Wobbuffet.

“I swear you do that on purpose,” James mumbled.

It’s the price you pay for appearing where you need to when you need to.

“I just don’t get why it gotta be me too,” Meowth said.

They saw Ash and his friends, looking faintly puzzled, and jumped to their feet.

“Prepare for-” Jessie began, then stopped and threw up her hands. “Oh, you know the song.”

“Yeah, we heard it enough times,” Max agreed. “What’s up?”

“Who’s there, Mama?” Manaphy asked, his voice badly muffled by hat.

“Well,” James answered, reaching behind him and picking one of his Pokemon up. “We’d like Ash to remind him!”

“I think I did that one already,” Ash said.

James looked down. “Cacturne!”

Cacturne waved happily.

“Also, ow,” James added, wincing at the stabbing pain in his hands. “Can someone get the tweezers please?”

Meowth rummaged in his bag, and threw some to James. “Here ya go.”

“What James was trying to ask,” Jessie added, picking up Mime Jr, “was for you to remind him.”

“That does make more sense,” Ash agreed, checking with Aura sight. “Yep, that’s him.”

He reached out a hand, and Mime Jr. inspected it before giving him a high-five.

“Cooool,” he said, looking at his hands. “I know how to do psychic stuff – and I’ve got a Moltres teammate!”

He frowned. “Um… James? Was I always a Fairy type?”

“Yeah, that happened,” Brock said, indicating Ash. “It’s his fault.”

“Not completely my fault,” Ash protested. “It was Molly and her Sylveon as well.”

Mime Jr. decided that was a bit too high level for him. “James? Can I have some chocolate?”

“I tink James is too indisposed to give ya some,” Meowth told the Baby Pokemon. “Hold on a minute an’ I’ll see if I got some in da bag.”

Manaphy took the hat off. “I don’t think that fits me,” he said. “Oh! I know who they are!”

“Hey, look at dat,” Meowth waved. “Manaphy, right? Coulda sworn ya didn’t show up until a bit later.”

Manaphy shrugged, and hugged May’s shoulder. “I’m really glad to have more time with Mama!”

“True dat,” Meowth agreed. “An’ it’s kinda cool dere’s other Pokemon what actually learn da human language, instead ‘a just usin’ dis Aura stuff.”

“It does mean we avoid quite so much of an accent,” Lucario pointed out.

He tilted his head, one ear perked up. “Is it me, or is that an engine?”

Just as he said it, a large helicopter roared over the edge of the treeline.

Two mechanical arms reached down with snakelike speed, grabbing Manaphy right off May’s shoulder and carrying him off with them.

“Help!” Manaphy yelped. “Mama!”

“Manaphy!” May called.

“Are those the Phantom’s pirates?” Max asked.

“Never mind who they are!” Ash declared. “We’ve got to get Manaphy back!”

There was a red flash, and Manaphy vanished.

May lowered her Cherish Ball as everyone turned to stare at her.

“What?” she asked. “It’s kind of why we did this.”


AN:


Cliffhanger negated.

Also, everybody is kung fu fighting (or some martial art at least) and N is doing Pokeball research.






205. Battle Frontier 10


“Any sign of pursuit?”

“No, sir!” the lookout replied. “Looks like we caught them by surprise-”

His voice stopped suddenly. “Wait!”

“What?” the commander asked. “Is there a Pokémon after us?”

“No!” the lookout replied. “That’s the problem!”

“How is that a problem?”

Steadying one hand on the helicopter’s door rail, Commander Shade looked back. “If this is…”

His voice trailed off.

“Where’s Manaphy?”

“That’s what I was trying to say, commander!” the lookout said. “All we’ve got is a hat!”

They looked at the hat.

“Who was running the clamp?” Shade demanded, then sighed. “Okay. Right, we’ll have to go back. The Captain will have our heads if we come back without Manaphy.”


“Thanks, Mama…” Manaphy said, hugging her. “You saved me!”

“It wasn’t very hard,” May protested – though she was certainly smiling. “And I’m glad to help you.”

She shaded her eyes, looking up at where the high-speed flying machine had gone. “What I’m more worried about is why they came after you so soon…”

Manaphy shrugged. “I don’t know, Mama…” he said, sighing. “I don’t know why they came after me the first time either.”

“Hey, guys an’ gals?” Meowth called, looking through a pair of binoculars. “It kinda looks like dey’re comin’ back!”

“Right!” Ash decided. “Pikachu, do you think you can stop them?”

“Of course I can,” Pikachu answered.

“No!” Jessie replied. “This isn’t about you twerps.”

“…what?” Max blinked. “I’m pretty sure they were going after the Pokémon that’s actually on May’s shoulder right now.”

“Yeah, but dat ain’t important,” Meowth clarified.

“They’re trying to do criminal activities on Rocket territory,” James supplied. “And this is our area!”

“So… it’s kind of an honour thing?” Max checked.

“Actually, it makes perfect sense to me,” Cinder volunteered. “Honestly, it’s kind of obvious now they say it.”

Pikachu shook his head. “Canines.”


“Right, let’s do this fast and low,” Shade said. “This time, make sure you actually catch the Manaphy and keep it in the claws!”

“It wasn’t my fault!” the claw operator protested. “I thought I had a good grip!”

“Well, you must have been mistaken.” Shaking his head, Shade reached for a Pokéball. “Okay, they know we’re coming, so we’ll have to be ready for a fight. Venomoth, give us some Stun Spore!”

Venomoth materialized inside the helicopter, flared his wings, then dove out the door.

There was a loud whoosh, and a bright yellow-orange flash.

“What now?” Shade demanded.

Venomoth came back into view, now noticeably smouldering, and returned himself back into his Pokéball.

“Sir?” the lookout said. “I think I worked out what happened to that Manaphy!”

Then there was an explosion which sounded like the end of the world.


“Now that’s a nostalgic sight,” May sighed happily. “How many times have we seen that?”

“Hundreds, easily,” Ash replied.

They watched as four or five pirates and what was left of a helicopter went flying off into the sky.

“Ya know, since it was kind’a us what went blastin’ off most of dose other times…” Meowth pointed out.

“Actually, I don’t mind,” Jessie shrugged. “I mean, it’s nice to be the ones doing it for once.”

“True dat,” Meowth admitted.

Moltres came down to land next to them. “They were idiots,” she said firmly. “Not only did they let me into close quarters underneath them, they sent a Bug-type to get rid of me.”

“Actually, I don’t think they even saw you, Moltres,” Brock mused. “I mean, that Venomoth wasn’t looking around for you – it was focusing on us.”

“Really?” Jessie said, thinking back. “I’m not sure how you can even tell that, given it didn’t really have very long before Moltres blasted it.”

Brock shrugged. “It’s how it looked to me.”

Pikachu jumped off Ash’s shoulder, and hopped forwards.

When he was close enough to Moltres, he waved his tail to get her attention.

“Yes?” she said, politely – not being a complete idiot, she knew what Pikachu was capable of.

“Just wanted to say, nice work on the helicopter,” he told her. “I know it’s not easy to make sure the explosion gets that kind of lift to it.”

“I’ve been practicing,” Moltres informed him. “It’s actually one of our emergency get-out-of-trouble tricks. I literally blast the others into the next valley.”

“Left a whole lotta craters, dat one did,” Meowth volunteered.


“Worthless,” the Phantom snarled. “You had everything you needed – exactly where the Manaphy was, and how to catch it. What went wrong?”

Shade gulped, taking a step back as his captain leaned into the videophone’s camera. “It… well… it had a Pokéball!” he managed.

“A Pokéball?” the Phantom repeated, in a slightly less enraged voice. “What had a Pokéball? Manaphy?”

“We didn’t see it,” Shade clarified. “But we had it in the clamps, then it vanished.”

The Phantom seemed to be about to start shouting again, so Shade jumped ahead to the next part of his report. “And – there’s powerful Pokémon protecting it too. We didn’t see what, but it blew up our helicopter.”

There was a long silence, which made Shade hope he was off the hook.

“Return to base,” the Phantom said eventually. “Bring your crew. We’ll see about this Manaphy’s protection.”


“It’s kind of funny being back home, isn’t it?” Dawn asked.

Buneary looked up, nodded cutely, and went back to nibbling at her lunch.

“Now, I was thinking…” Dawn began. “Maybe after this, we can give a go at doing double appeals?”

Piplup gave her a look that spoke eloquently of a preference to just laze in the sun.

“You’re a Piplup,” she pointed out. “They’re not supposed to like the sun.”

Buneary giggled.

“Anyway,” she went on. “Ash told me about a battle he had in Johto with an Empoleon that could fly by blasting water from his wings. I don’t expect you to be able to do that – not straight away, anyway – but I did think maybe Buneary could do some hop-skip-and-jump around some water jets from your flippers?”

Piplup considered it, then nodded.

“What do you think, Buneary?” Dawn added.

Buneary put a paw to her mouth, swallowing some lettuce, then worked the fluff on her ears up into an approximation of a shower cap.

“Sounds good,” Dawn decided. “And then, once we’ve got the basics working, we can add some Ice to it!”

Both of them looked a little less sanguine at that prospect.


Ash looked up at the giant doors of the battle arena.

“Anyone see the doorbell?” he asked, tapping them.

“Ash…” Lucario sighed.

“What?” Ash defended himself. “It’s worth looking, right – I mean, why wouldn’t there be a doorbell?”

Lucario made to reply, then stopped. “…actually, you’re right and I apologize.”

“Thanks,” Ash replied absently.

He took a step back, examining the doors. “Well, I can’t actually see one…”

Checking his bag was on tightly, he glanced to his shoulder to make sure Pikachu was well seated. “Okay, let’s go!”

Brock, Max and May watched as he walked briskly up the wall. Lucario followed him after a few seconds, and then they reached the crest and disappeared inside.

“…I hope he opens the door,” May said eventually.

“That was cool,” Manaphy told everyone. “Can all humans do that?”

“No, they can’t,” May answered. “Ash is just strange.”

“Okay.”


The thump of impact made all the trainees look up.

“What was that?” Greta asked. “Who goes there?”

She squinted, then waved her hands. “Wait, is that Ash Ketchum? Never mind then.”

Putting both forefingers in her mouth, she gave a piercing whistle. “Okay, guys – training’s deferred for now! I’ve got a challenger, so everyone go and do laps of the building until we’re done!”

“Yes, sensei!” her human pupils responded.

Her much more numerous Pokémon ones said what was presumably the same thing.

“But remember,” she added, “I’ll want a few of you to hang around for the challenge.”

That sorted out, Greta jogged over to the gate.

“Ash Ketchum, right?” she asked, holding her hand out for him to shake.

“That’s me,” Ash confirmed, as Lucario walked down the wall behind him. “Sorry for coming in like that, but the gate was closed.”

“Oh, right,” Greta nodded, pumping Ash’s hand up and down and then letting go. “Yeah, you have to shout to be heard – but it means I only get the challengers with properly enthusiastic voices!”

“Or, I presume, those with Flying-type Pokémon,” Lucario suggested.

“That would work too,” the Frontier Brain agreed. “Nice Aura trick, by the way – I don’t meet as many Lucarios as I’d like.”

She clapped her hands. “So! I heard you beat Noland and that Articuno who dotes on him, so I guessed I might be next!”

“How do the gates open?” Lucario asked, distracting her. “I’m afraid that our friends are on the other side.”

“The loop turns the opposite way to what you’d expect,” Greta told him, then nodded as he took one of the handles and twisted it. “That’s right.”

“Thanks,” Max said, smiling, as the door opened. “We thought you might just be having the challenge without us.”

“I’d have been quite happy to lift you over the wall one at a time,” Latias said, destealthing. “And Brock and May have dragons that can lift them themselves.”

“It’s the principle of the thing,” Max informed her.

“Oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Greta said, snapping her fingers. “I know you’ve got Legendary Pokémon and Mega-evolved Pokémon and stuff, so – are you going to use one of them here?”

“I’m… not planning on it,” Ash answered. “Unless it’s a three-on-three and I can’t think of anything else.”

Brock snorted with barely restrained laughter.

“That’s a pretty unusual reason,” Greta noted. “Anyway. I’ve got one Mega Stone, so if it is a three-on-three I’ll feel free to use it.”

“Works for me,” Ash confirmed. “What kind of Mega Stone is it?”

“Medicham,” Greta answered. “Okay, let’s go get that wheel going and find out how many Pokémon a side it’s going to be.”


“N?” Concordia asked. “Are you sure you understand how to use these?”

“I am not,” N told his sister. “But I went into the library and printed some instructions off from the computer, so I think I am close. We are fortunate that the local library is open at all hours.”

He consulted the guide.

“Right,” he began. “So the first step is to weaken the Pokémon.”

Reshiram’s claw reached up to his chin. “Perhaps that is what we are missing.”

“But how can he weaken you, Dragon of Truth?” Concordia asked.

Anthea laughed, then looked mortified. “Sorry!”

“What is it?” N asked her.

“I just… I imagined Reshiram repeatedly flying into a mountain to weaken himself,” Anthea said in a small voice.

Reshiram laughed – his voice deep and booming. “Oh, dear… fear not, for that image is as amusing to me as it is to thee.”

“I think that’s a way of talking we don’t use any more,” Zorua frowned. “The thee, I mean.”

“My apologies,” Reshiram allowed, still smiling. “Now. What would the next step be, assuming I was weakened?”

“Well, I would throw this at you,” N told him, still reading the instructions. “And then it would draw you in, and if you failed to struggle free it would have caught you.”

“It sounds like what happened when those other balls failed to contain me,” Reshiram frowned. “Perhaps there is some mistake?”

N checked to make sure nothing was written on the back page of the sheet. “Perhaps. But this seemed to be correct.”

“Why not test on me?” Zorua asked.

He waved his tail. “I mean… I wouldn’t mind being caught by you, N – you’re a great friend! And if it helps Reshiram, then of course I want to!”

N knelt down, and gathered his vulpine friend in his arms.

“Are you sure?” he asked, looking into Zorua’s muzzle in the predawn light.

“Sure I’m sure!” Zorua agreed. “Besides, if I don’t like it there’s a way of letting me out, right?”

“I believe there is,” N assured him. “Very well.”

He rolled one of the Nest Balls towards Zorua, who stood very still and let it hit him.

There was a flash of white light, and the Nest Ball drew Zorua in – then wiggled back and forth a few times, before flashing.

Picking the ball up, N let Zorua out again – then got tackled by the fox.

“That felt weird,” Zorua informed him, licking his face. “But not that weird. I guess it was okay, actually!”

“You didn’t mind?” Anthea asked. “Not at all?”

“Well, I’m kind of dizzy,” Zorua admitted. “And I’d rather be a hat for N than stay in my Pokéball all the time… but it’s not bad in short bursts.”

Reshiram cleared his throat.

“Of course,” N agreed, taking up the Dusk Ball.

He threw it towards Reshiram – just as the sun rose over the mountains.

Two seconds later, bits of black-green Pokéball landed all over the clearing.

“…my apologies,” Reshiram mumbled.

“They really do only work at night, don’t they…” Concordia said.


Greta flicked the light switch on.

“This is where we’ll be having our battles,” she told him.

“Wouldn’t outside be better?” May asked. “Ash has broken quite a lot of gyms.”

“This isn’t a gym,” Greta countered. “It should be fine.”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works…”

Spotting one of her assistants, Greta waved. “Hey – is it fixed yet?”

“No, sensei,” the assistant replied. “We’re still waiting to get the workmen out.”

“What’s broken?” Brock said.

“The randomizer,” Greta answered him, nodding to something in the corner covered by a white sheet. “Bearing broke four days ago, and getting the technicians here is a nightmare.”

“How are we going to do the battle, then?” Ash asked.

Greta pulled something out of her pocket.

“Pick a card,” she told him, splaying out a dozen-odd playing cards with their backs uppermost.

Pikachu’s jaw dropped. “That’s… not as sophisticated as I was expecting…”

“Just – pick a card, right?” Ash checked. “Any card?”

Greta nodded.

Ash reached into the fan of cards, closed his eyes, and picked one.

Turning it over, he gave it a careful inspection.

“Take an extra turn after this one?”

Greta blushed. “Oh, sorry…”

She took it from him. “That’s not one of the cards I meant, that’s from my deck. I don’t know how it got in there…”

Shrugging, Ash took another card and flipped it over.

“Two of clubs?”

“That means two Pokémon each,” she clarified. “Right! Let’s get this going – oh, and one of the rules is that you send out both your Pokémon before the battle starts. Don’t do it until we’ve both picked them, though.”

“Got it,” Ash agreed.


“Okay, ready?” Dawn said. “Right… go!”

Piplup poised himself, one foot coiled, then pushed off – spinning onto tiptoe with his flippers held tight to his body.

The Water-type used Rapid Spin, further accelerating himself until he was moving like a top, then spread both flippers abruptly and gave a sharp command. “Pip!”

Buneary sprang from her rock as both of Piplup’s flippers began to shoot out little jets of water, darting down to the ground between them – something only possible because the switch from flippers-closed to flippers-spread had slowed down Piplup’s spin so much – then jumped between the jets again and directly over Piplup’s head.

The Water-type fired a burst of water straight upwards, one which Buneary kicked off from with a splash of water – adding to the pattern – and flipped one and a half times before landing.

She turned to repeat herself, and got a faceful of water from one of Piplup’s flippers.

“Buuun!” she yelped, forefeet going up to cover her face, and Piplup stopped spinning straightaway to make sure she was okay.

“I think that’s a pretty good start,” Dawn told them, taking a hazelnut snack from a bag. “Obviously we’ve still got to work on it, but that was going okay up until the turn. I think maybe you’re going to want to land a bit closer to Piplup, Buneary – or maybe you can let your flippers rest while Buneary’s doing the big jump and then raise them to keep the stream off the floor.”

Buneary and Piplup exchanged a look.

“Bun,” Buneary sighed.

“Don’t worry,” Dawn added, having another quick snack. “It’s a nice day, we can take a long time to make sure we do it right.”

She sat back against a nearby mound. “Though I guess doing practice would keep you cool… oh, hey!”

Her two little Pokémon asked her what she meant, mainly by way of expressions.

“Oh, I just thought – if you can do that Water Gun at the same time as you do Aqua Jet, then you could carry Buneary into the sky, and it would make for a great opener to a High Jump Kick as well.”

Buneary looked a little uneasy.

“We’ll give it a try sometime,” Dawn decided.

There was a soft crunch from next to her.

“What’s that?” she asked, looking down, and saw that her bag of hazelnuts was torn half-open – and that a white-and-blue tail was just disappearing into the nearest bush.

Piplup tilted his head. “Piiip?”

Buneary shrugged.

“I’m sure it’s nothing,” Dawn said, turning back to them with a little smile. “Now, let’s try that basic dance again?”

The bush rustled slightly.


“So, you picked your Pokémon yet?” Greta asked.

“Already did,” Ash replied. “And no, neither of them is a Legendary Pokémon and they can’t Mega Evolve.”

“Good,” Greta replied. “In that case, send them out!”

She did the same with hers, and a Monferno and a Medicham appeared opposite Ash’s Primeape and Snorlax.

Medicham reached up to its neck and unclipped a Mega Stone amulet, passing it to Greta’s assistant, then tapped Monferno on the shoulder. “Remember,” the half-Psychic type warned, “Snorlax are big, but they’re not necessarily going to be slow.”

Monferno nodded, accepting the caution.

Ash looked the Fire-type over, remembering his own Monferno – now a Chimchar, and once an Infernape.

It was always hard waiting to meet old friends.

“You’ve got kind of a focus on Fighting types,” Brock observed.

“It’s part of my speciality!” Greta replied. “Every Frontier Brain has one, and mine is to expand Pokémon moves by adapting human martial arts – a lot of them were invented with the help of Pokémon anyway, but this way a Pokémon learns techniques from several schools, inspired by different Pokémon.”

“Sounds good,” Ash mused. “So is that why you have all those pupils – so you’re testing techniques for humans and then training your Pokémon?”

“That’s part of it,” the Arena Tycoon grinned. “The rest of it is that it’s just a lot of fun!”

She punched a fist into her palm. “Okay, are you ready for this?”

Barely waiting for an answer, she waved her hand. “Begin!”


“Okay, I think I have a plan,” Zorua said.

He padded over to Reshiram. “Um… Reshiram?”

The dragon bent down to him, inclining his head slightly. “Zorua.”

He chuckled. “I assume you have some advice?”

“Well… yeah,” Zorua agreed. “So… I think what you need to do is to hold really still. And probably to touch the Pokéball yourself, because that way you should be expecting it.”

“That sounds sensible,” Anthea said, thinking. “If Reshiram is doing it himself, then maybe it’ll make sure he can’t blow up the Pokéball.”

The Dragon of Truth had the grace to look embarrassed over the Pokéball shrapnel scattered across the clearing floor.

“And it’d mean we can get some extra sleep, too,” Concordia added, with a yawn. “I’m really looking forward to it… maybe we can get some better sleep tonight or something.”

“I agree,” said N, making it unanimous. “I will ask our local friends to keep an eye out for our father, but apart from that we should be able to get a rest.”

“Which Pokéball are you going to use, though?” Concordia asked, then yawned again. “I mean,” she went on, trying to explain, “I’m pretty sure that the Dusk Ball exploded, the Timer Balls clearly didn’t have enough time to charge up, and the Heavy Ball broke in half.”

“That is an improvement,” Reshiram noted proudly. “I am improving.”

“I still have a Nest Ball,” N said, expanding it out. “This is the last one left.”

Everyone looked at it.

“It captured Zorua,” Reshiram declared. “I would not mind a try for myself as well.”

“N?” Anthea checked.

N nodded.

“Well, it’s your money,” Anthea shrugged. “Okay, technically it was Father’s money – actually, can he stop us from using the cards?”

“I am not aware of a way,” N told her. “The account is in my name – I believe Father considered it a harmless gesture.”

With his sisters satisfied, N put the Nest Ball down.

Reshiram took a step forwards, inspecting it, and gave it a quick sniff – then reached out a careful claw and touched the trigger.

There was a bright white flash.

The ball stood there for a moment, then started jolting around quite violently – rocking back and forth in the occasional spasmodic twitch.

After several long seconds, it flashed and went quiescent.

“I think that means it worked,” Zorua said, padding over and patting the ‘ball.

It promptly opened, releasing Reshiram in a bright flash of light.

“Did it work?” he asked, then looked down and saw he was nearly standing on Zorua. “Oh. My apologies. Are you well?”

“Don’t worry,” Zorua said, shaking his fur out. “You missed.”

“This feels so strange,” Concordia said, as N picked up the second Nest Ball. “One of the Dragons of Unova is not only caught in a Pokéball, but one built to capture Patrats and Pidoves.”

Then she yawned again. “…okay, I think we need to go get some more sleep.”

“I got enough earlier, sister,” Anthea told her. “You and N can nap for a few hours. I’ll be fine.”

She patted the tuft of grass next to her. “Zorua? Do you mind a quick talk? I’d like to hear more about the Swords of Justice.”

“Sure, I guess,” Zorua replied. “I’ll see what I can tell you.”


Primeape landed with knees bent on the springy wooden floor, and put his gloved hands together. “Let us battle well.”

Medicham copied his gesture, and both bowed to one another.

Then Medicham waved her hand, lifting Primeape into the air with an exertion of psychic power.

“Zen Headbutt!” Greta ordered.

Primeape’s fist went back, and he gave Medicham a very flat look that spoke of imminent and well-planned pain.

Deciding to ignore it, Medicham stepped quickly forwards. Her first movement took her towards Primeape and to one side, then she lunged headfirst to try and catch him off guard.

Her attack did hit, but unfortunately the main thing it hit was Primeape’s fist – the combined impact producing a crack sound and knocking both of them backwards, which had the useful side effect for Primeape of knocking him out of Medicham’s Confusion levitation field.

Kicking off from the wall pillar with his legs like a pair of coiled springs, Primeape landed several feet short of Medicham and rolled to come to his feet. He dodged aside from a second Confusion pulse, then slammed a Low Kick into Medicham’s knee.

“Remember, Medicham’s Psychic as well!” Ash called. “She knows how to handle Fighting-type attacks!”

Primeape didn’t even dignify that with a response, electing instead to try and disprove Ash’s claim. He ducked under a Fire Punch, then saw a Thunderpunch coming and met it with the full force of his own Mega Punch – letting the resistant material of his glove drive back Medicham’s electrical attack into her own body, and distracting her long enough for him to discard the boxing glove from his off hand.

Then he slammed forwards a punch that produced a visible ripple of air for at least two feet in front of where his limb actually went, hitting Medicham’s shoulder with almost the same force that a full normal punch would have.

“Meditate, Medicham!” Greta instructed.

Medicham took the instruction as it was meant and sprang backwards, focusing on her psychic power to use it as an augmentation to her significant physical abilities.

Then Primeape punched her in the jaw.

Then he punched her in the wrist when she tried to block him.

After that, he took a break from punching her and kicked her instead, before reverting to punching and slamming his ungloved fist into her shin. With less surface area of impact and nearly the same force, that staggered her, pushing her off-balance enough that Primeape could lunge forwards and get inside her guard again.

“High Jump Kick!” Greta called.

Medicham kicked off from the arena floor as hard as she could, getting clear enough that Primeape was no longer quite such an immediate threat, and did a single forward flip before bringing her heel down hard towards Primeape – augmented by the force of her meditation.

Primeape didn’t bother trying to dodge. Instead, he embraced the hit which came close to hammering him flat – blue Aura fizzing off his fur as he endured the hit, focusing the power from it into his own fist and responding with a Counter-boosted Master Blow.

The thundercrack impact of his left fist was followed a moment later by the smack of Medicham hitting the far wall, and bouncing off.

Snorlax scratched his chin.

“I agree,” Primeape said, turning to the Normal-type and giving him a nod of respect – favouring his left arm and trying not to move it too much. “Meditation should be a form of rest as well as a form of focus.”

Pikachu glanced aside at Snorlax, wondering when he’d actually said that.


“It’s okay,” Dawn said, addressing a nearby bush. “I don’t mind.”

To prove her point, she put some hazelnuts down on the grass next to her – then turned back to her Pokémon.

“Let’s try that jump again,” she said. “Without the set up, this time – I think it could be a good way of giving Buneary a higher High Jump Kick generally.”

Piplup bowed to Buneary, before straightening and preparing for the launch.

“I’ll tell you which way I want you to go when you’re already in the air,” Dawn added. “Ready?”

Buneary’s ears bounced as she nodded to her trainer.

“Good. Now – go!”

The lapine Normal-type tensed, then sprang into the air – aiming for Piplup’s beak.

As she came down, he fired several bursts of water – each one short enough to appear as a dash-shape rather than as a continuous beam, and each one producing a burst of water that reflected the afternoon sunlight like a shower of prisms.

The first blast slowed Buneary’s downwards movement, and the second stopped her for a moment – making her hang in the air. Then the third and fourth came, knocking her upwards and sending water scattering in all directions.

“That way!” Dawn pointed, and Buneary tilted herself a little. The fifth burst of water came, and as it did she kicked off against it – producing a directional scatter this time, and sending her soaring through the air to come down with a wham on the grass.

“Not bad!” Dawn smiled. “Though I think the time it takes to do the attack is a bit of a problem…”

She thought about it, then snapped her fingers. “I know – we’ll train so that when you land you can absorb the force, then spring off towards where your opponent is now.”

Buneary shook some mud off her paws, and her ears curled up a little – then she waved a paw, and nodded.

“Good.”

Dawn looked down at her side, and saw the hazelnuts were gone.

She put a few more down, smiling, and went back to Buneary and Piplup. “Now, I guess you’d both like a break from that?”

The general idea was that that would be nice.

“Then we’ll reverse it,” she decided. “Let’s see if we can make it so Buneary launches Piplup!”

Piplup looked like that wasn’t the kind of break he was hoping for.


Monferno stepped forwards into the arena, and slid his hand-like foot forwards. Crooking both arms and legs, he held himself ready to react to any movement – with his tail flaring up and held ready to interfere with Primeape’s movements.

Primeape lunged forwards, lashing out with a punch from his right hand. It connected, but only scored a glancing blow as Monferno twisted out of the way – then the Fire-type did a backflip, grabbing onto Primeape’s lower arm with one arm and one leg and using that as a support to kick out at him.

“That’s new,” May observed.

Primeape shouted, whipping his right arm hard enough to throw Monferno off, and a red glow built up around him. “I am so angry right now!”

“That’s Outrage!” Greta warned. “Stay back – switch to ranged attacks!”

Monferno complied, jumping backwards and moving his tail in a back-and-forth flick. Fire came curling off it, and shaped itself into a Flame Wheel which flashed towards Primeape – only to get promptly punched in half.

“GRAAAARGH!” Primeape roared, charging. He ran straight into a barrage of Embers, heedless of the ones which stuck in his fur and smouldered, and volleyed two punches towards Monferno in quick succession.

The agile monkey dodged the first – and caught the second, left-handed punch with his own right hand.

Primeape’s eyes watered and his mouth opened slightly. “…ow…”

Keeping his grip firm, Monferno darted in and seized Primeape’s left wrist with his left hand. His tail flicked at Primeape’s eyes, distracting him for a moment, and then the Playful Pokémon twisted sharply and threw Primeape over his shoulder.

The impact wasn’t very hard, but clearly painful – and the embers smouldering in Primeape’s fur were getting brighter, burning more fiercely.

“Primeape!” Ash called. “Come back!”

Monferno spun, ready to continue the battle, and Primeape hesitated – then he tapped out, using his gloved hand to signal he was out of the fight.

At that, Monferno stepped back – giving Primeape the space to leave the ring.

“I can help!” Manaphy said, and used Water Pulse.

Primeape went skidding backwards across the arena, and came out of it looking utterly drenched – fur drooping flat enough that the outline of his body underneath was fully visible.

He was at least not on fire any longer, though.

“Manaphy,” May chided gently. “Remember to ask before using attacks on people.”

“He was on fire, Mama,” Manaphy protested. “I thought it was an emergency.”

May thought about that, and nodded. “I think you’re right – it could have been an emergency. But if you do do something like that, remember to apologize afterwards in case it wasn’t one.”

“Okay!” Manaphy agreed. “Sorry for getting you wet, Primeape!”

“That’s okay,” Primeape muttered.

He looked pointedly at his left hand. “Can I get this looked at? It hurts to use a hand after a Master Blow.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “Just wait a bit, we’ll head straight to the Pokémon Centre after Snorlax battles.”

“I’ll heal him,” Latias volunteered instead. “Enough it won’t hurt any more, at least.”

“That sounds better,” Ash acknowledged. “Okay?”

Primeape came walking over. As he did, Snorlax lumbered onto the arena to replace him.

“Okay, Snorlax, you know what to do,” Ash said. “Ready?”

Snorlax indicated he was ready.

“Remember, Monferno,” Greta cautioned. “Snorlax are slow and cumbersome, but they hit very hard indeed. Don’t let him catch you out.”

Monferno threw a thumbs-up, then dropped back into his Monkey-style rest stance and opened the proceedings with a Flame Wheel.

It hit Snorlax – and did very little.

Monferno twisted to look at his tail, and flicked it once with a finger to make it produce a spark. Spark produced, he turned back to Snorlax and scratched his head.

“That’s Snorlax’ ability, Thick Fat,” Brock provided. “It means that he’s extra resistant to Fire-type attacks.”

“Hmmm…” Greta frowned, thinking. “So he’s hard to hurt with Fire attacks… that’s going to cause a problem for the distance strategy.”

She made her decision. “Try and get around behind him!”

Monferno moved forwards at speed, ducking into a roll and kicking off to make sure he spent as little time as possible somewhere Snorlax could punch him.

Spinning on the heel of his hand-like foot, he lunged at Snorlax from behind – slamming a Mach Punch in with each fist in turn and then backflipping off into a Flame Wheel.

Snorlax sniffed, frowning at the smell of burning fur, and yawned.

“Keep it up!” Greta said. “Use Close Combat – Snorlax can’t last indefinitely!”

“Rest,” Ash told Snorlax.

Snorlax yawned again, and slumped backwards.

Monferno yelped, and his tail flicked out. It wrapped around Snorlax’ arm at about the level of the wrist, then yanked the Fire-type out of the way just before Ash’s Snorlax flattened him.

“Clever,” Greta complimented. “But fortunately I know how to deal with sleeping Pokémon!”

She pointed. “Monferno, Fire Spin!”

Monferno flipped back, getting enough distance, and his tail flicked in a half-circle. That produced a curl of flame which he amplified and emphasized, sending it out in two directions to shape a circle around Snorlax before forcing it to intensify.

“Good!” Greta said, as the flames poured in. “Now, keep that up – and hit Snorlax with a Low Kick as well!”

Monferno darted through his flame wall and hit Snorlax with a powerful kick, hard enough that the ursine Normal-type twitched in his sleep.

“Sleep Talk!” Ash called.

Greta blinked. “Sleep what?”

Snorlax used Body Slam. As he was still prone on the floor, sleeping in the middle of a circle of flames, this took the form of half-rolling over so he was lying on his side – specifically, that he was now facing towards Monferno.

Then Snorlax opened his eyes.

It was clear from the snores that he was still asleep, but his eyes glittered with orange energy – energy which was rapidly becoming brighter and more intense.

“Protect!” Greta snapped.

Monferno used Protect.

The blast of Hyper Beam from Snorlax hammered into Monferno’s protect, sending light splashing off, and the shield held.

Monferno did discover the downside of this, however, when he was launched straight through the wall and off into the distance.

“…huh,” Greta said.

She waited until Snorlax had stopped using Hyper Beam (and rolled over onto his back again) and peered through the hole. “It looks like you launched Monferno through the outer wall too.”

“Sorry about that…” Ash said, wincing.

“I did get warned,” Greta shrugged. “Besides, I needed an excuse to replace that wall. You’ve definitely won my Frontier Symbol with that one – your Pokémon are in excellent physical condition, that much was obvious.”

“Great!” Ash smiled, accepting the Guts Symbol. “I’ll… probably withdraw Snorlax now.”

“Could you?” Greta said. “That would be great, thanks.”

She examined the battlefield. “Come to think of it, that circle of flame probably isn’t too good for the floor, either…”

There was a crunch as part of the circle of weakened wood gave way, and Ash hurriedly called Snorlax back into his Pokéball before the rest of it collapsed.


“Just give it a go,” Dawn suggested. “You’ll like it.”

She pushed the Poffin a little closer.

Pachirisu gave it a sniff, then moved forwards and took a nibble.

There was a sudden crackle of electricity, and a grin spread across her face. She picked up the pink-tinted sweet treat and began to eat it enthusiastically, and by the time she finished there was a distinct sparkle in her eyes.

Dawn frowned, pausing halfway through getting out a second Poffin from her bag. “I think maybe I shouldn’t have made you nothing but Sweet Poffins… perhaps giving an Electric-type a perpetual sugar rush was a bad idea from the get-go.”

Pachirisu pouted, then blinked a couple of times and gave Dawn a paws-together, dewey-eyes, begging look full of deep sadness and betrayal.

“Oh, fine then,” Dawn decided, giving her the Poffin.

Piplup nudged Buneary. “Lup lip pip.”

Buneary nodded, and let out a sigh of melancholia for the loss of their peace and quiet.

“You know,” Dawn added, stroking Pachirisu and ignoring the little static shocks, “this is actually turning out pretty well… but I guess I’ll need to ask Ash to remind her as well.”

Pachirisu gave Dawn a slightly confused look, then shrugged it off.

Nut and Sweet Human couldn’t possibly steer her wrong.


“Oh, hello Dawn!” Johanna said, raising her voice and muting the TV. “How was today’s training?”

“It went pretty well!” Dawn replied. “I’ve already worked out a new joint routine for Piplup and Buneary, and I found Pachirisu too. It’s kind of late, so I’ll ask Ash tomorrow.”

Glameow jumped up to the top of the sofa and looked out into the hallway, catching sight of Dawn with a Pachirisu crashed-out on her shoulder.

Hopping back down onto the sofa cushion, she gave her human an unconcerned look and started licking her paw.

“I think I have to agree,” Johanna said, and unmuted the TV again.


“Excuse me, young man. Are you Ash Ketchum?”

“What?” Ritchie asked, looking up from his magazine. “No – I know him, but I’m Ritchie Getem.”

“I see,” Scott said, nodding to himself. “Do you know where Ash Ketchum is, then?”

“Not at the moment,” Ritchie replied. “Sorry… I think he lives in Pallet Town?”

“I tried there already,” Scott shrugged. “Well… I’ll keep trying to track him down, then.”

“Mr. Getem?” the Nurse Joy called. “Your Pokémon are ready.”
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206. Battle Frontier 11


“Okay, so next up is…” May looked down at the screen.

“Shouldn’t that be my job?” Ash asked.

“See previous comments regarding your sense of direction,” May shot back. “Ethan?”

She looked closely. “Silver Town, it looks like. Oh, and there’s that daycare on the way.”

“The one you got me last time?” Glaceon asked.

“That’s the one,” May agreed, reaching down to rub Glaceon’s ears. “I know daycares are perfectly nice places, but… I’m glad that this time we met earlier.”

“Me too.”

“Actually, can we take a detour?” Max said. “I think it took us a few days to reach Silver Town, and we’re right near Gardenia Town.”

May blinked. “…you want to take part in a Contest?”

“Well, kind of – some time there’s a chance,” Max answered. “But more importantly, there’s a gym there!”

“There is?” Ash asked. “I don’t remember that.”

“Yeah, I heard about this,” Brock nodded. “Remember when we last saw Misty? She mentioned when someone challenged her as part of becoming a new Gym Leader – one of the ones she mentioned set up in Gardenia Town. Mavis, I think?”

“That’s the one I’m thinking of,” Max agreed. “Apparently she uses Fairy types.”

“That’s right!” Brock smiled. “Misty was very impressed with one of her Water and Fairy type Pokémon.”

“Oh, yeah, I think I do remember that…” Ash mused. “She was the one who borrowed Togekiss for her qualification battle?”

“That sounds about right,” Pikachu said.

He shook his head. “I’m almost getting used to the type Molly invented. I guess you really can get used to anything.”

“Said the Pikachu with Raichu cheeks,” Lucario pointed out.

“Point taken.”

“Who can use Aura moves,” Lucario continued.

“I said point taken,” Pikachu said. “You don’t need to rub it in.”

“And, if memory serves, who has time travelled so many times he time travels in the middle of time travel.”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked warningly. “When was the last time you got some first-paw experience of my Raichu cheeks, again?”

“First paw?” Brock asked.

Everyone turned to look at him.

“What?” Max said, intelligently.

“Pikachu said first paw,” Brock told him. “Not first hand. But I’m fairly sure it’s a human saying, and so it should be first hand.”

“Technically, he said Pikachu,” May said. “Maybe it’s part of the Aura thing.”

“A lot of stuff is Aura things,” Brock argued. “That doesn’t mean we should just stop investigating – it’s not as if Lucario can do all those amazing things just because he waves a hand and Aura happens.”

“That is literally exactly how it works,” Lucario told him blandly. “All that training is just for show. All that Lucario have to do is wave a hand, and Aura happens.”

Brock looked sceptical. “Somehow I doubt that.”

“No, you believe me perfectly,” Lucario countered, waving his paw.

Brock looked unimpressed.

“I think the joke’s been stretched too thin,” Pikachu opined.

“Yeah, probably,” Lucario agreed. “They can’t all be winners.”

“Mama?” Manaphy asked. “Was that supposed to make sense?”

May shrugged.


A pair of great cream-and-brown wings beat the air, then went steady. Their owner’s tail flicked left, and she banked a little to stay on course.

“Sometimes, it’s nice to just have a slow glide,” Pidgeot said, leaning back a little to look at her trainer.

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Ash agreed. “I know you could be a lot faster, but by the time you hit full speed we’d have gone thirty times further than we were supposed to.”

“I could make it only fifteen if I really tried,” Pidgeot told him.

She slid into formation with Flygon, and danced around him in mid-air. “But like I say, it means there’s time to enjoy myself in more leisurely ways.”

“Show-off!” Flygon told her, not unkindly, as Brock chuckled on his back. “This isn’t full speed for any of us, you don’t need to brag.”

“I suppose not,” the Flying-type agreed.

Turning her gaze ahead, she scanned the valley opening out ahead of them – then nodded to herself.

“There it is.”

“Where?” Ash asked her.

“There,” Pidgeot repeated, pointing her beak at a building off to one side of the small town.

“That’s a gym?” Ash blinked. “Are you sure? It looks more like some kind of manor house… built with far too many towers…”

“I think the word you’re looking for is castle,” Pikachu said.

“That’s the one,” Ash nodded. “Thanks, Pikachu!”

“I like the white marble,” Pikachu admitted. “It’s very fairy-tale castle.”

Pidgeot dropped a little lower. “Do you want me to drop straight down into the courtyard?”

“That doesn’t seem very polite,” Ash decided. “Besides, the fact you can do that is kind of boasting too – the others are all Dragons and they don’t need as much landing area as Pidgeot are supposed to.”


When they came down to land, Pidgeot touching down just ahead of Latias and Altaria with Flygon bringing up the rear, there was already someone waiting for them.

“Hello!” Mavis waved. “Nice to meet… you?”

She gave Ash a wary glance. “Are you going to be challenging my gym?”

“Me?” Ash said. “No, I’m not – I’ve already done the Kanto Gym Challenge.”

“Good,” Mavis breathed a sigh of relief. “I was worried, I’ve already had to repair the place a few times.”

“Bad challengers?” Brock asked sympathetically.

“Mostly Juvia,” Mavis replied. “And Gray… and Laxus… actually it’s almost all of my Pokémon.”

“I think we found Ash as a Gym Leader,” Max stage-whispered.

“Anyway, come on in!” Mavis invited. “My gym is always open – for people to enjoy themselves, as well as for actual battles.”


Brock stopped in the doorway.

“Somehow…” he began, staring, “I expected something… a bit more mysterious?”

Mavis laughed. “That usually happens!”

“It’s just a great big common room,” May said. “I guess there are worse things to have in a gym?”

As she spoke, there was a rustle of movement over in the corner – from where half-a-dozen sofas had been pushed to form a semicircle.

“Hey, look!” called an Altaria, rising out of one of the sofas. “I think there’s a new challenger, everyone!”

The Altaria was followed by a Mawile, who took one look, shrugged, and sat back down again.

“Huh, I don’t think I’ve ever seen either of those Pokémon before,” Ash frowned, pointing. “What are they?”

“Those are Juvia and Gray,” Mavis told him. “Juvia’s a Primarina, and-”

“You give all your Pokémon nicknames?” Max said. “That’s pretty great – I’ve tried to come up with nicknames for everyone, but none felt right for Jirachi.”

“Is that a bald albino Ninetales!?” Brock asked, completely flabbergasted. “How did that happen?”

His own Ninetales came out of her Pokéball to have a look.

“He’s not a bald albino Ninetales,” Mavis corrected. “He’s an Alolan Ninetales who’s used to it being far colder than everyone else is comfortable with.”

She sighed. “There’s a lot of work to clear up all the fur he sheds.”

“Dexter?” Ash asked. “Alolan Ninetales?”

Alolan Ninetales are like normal Ninetales, except that they are Ice- and Fairy-type, Dexter informed him. Did you never watch nature documentaries?

“But…” Ash began, then shook his head. “Never mind.”


“This is interesting,” Brock’s Ninetales said, walking a circle around her Ice-type counterpart. “I heard of Ice-type Ninetales before, but I’ve never actually met one.”

Gray nodded to her, tails held together. “I met a few Fire-type Ninetales,” he told her. “It seems kind of silly to me.”

“It’s just what we’re used to, I suppose,” the Fire-type agreed.

She looked a bit closer. “Though I have to say, I don’t think I’d be comfortable with fur like that. Do all Ice-typed Ninetales do that?”

“No, just him,” Juvia told her.

She waved a flipper. “It can get kind of annoying sometimes… he just sheds at the drop of a hat, without noticing!”

“I’m not that bad,” Gray said, curling his tails around himself. As he did, a shower of thin white fur trailed behind them.

“I think it is,” Ninetales pointed out.

Juvia looked her over carefully.

“Hmmm…” the Primarina mused. “Just don’t get too comfortable.”

Ninetales looked confused.

“I keep telling you,” Gray said, sighing. “Not every female within ten feet of me is automatically attracted to me.”

“But you’re so wonderful!” Juvia declared. “How could they not?”

For a moment, Brock’s Ninetales felt her jaw go a little slack.

“If… it matters,” she said, recovering her composure, “I already have a very nice Arcanine friend. We’re quite happy together.”

Juvia contemplated Ninetales, then brightened. “That’s all right then!”

Deciding to push past that, the Fire-type put a paw to her muzzle. “So… how do the two of you tend to fight, anyway?”

“Oh – well, I use my ability,” Juvia told her. “I use water. A lot.”

“Too much, sometimes,” Gray volunteered. “She once flooded the entire arena.”

He sighed. “Our trainer had to install a storm drain.”

“I won the battle, though,” Juvia pointed out. “Aren’t you proud of me?”

Gray raised a paw and waved it back and forth. “It wasn’t bad, but it could have used more style.”

“What about you, then?” Ninetales requested.

“Ice.”

She waited.

“…is that it?” she said, after several seconds of pause.

“Mostly.”

“Ice and Water are both very versatile Types,” Juvia said. “So, really, we’re made for one another!”


“Hello!” Mawile said brightly, holding her hand out to shake. “I’m called Mawile, so I don’t have a nickname. Do you?”

The other Mawile looked at her, perplexed, then turned to address Lucario. “Is she one of yours?”

“She’s a valued teammate of mine, yes,” Lucario confirmed.

“That’s not very nice,” Mawile complained.

“Yeah, that’s me. Gajeel, by the way,” Gajeel introduced himself.

“It’s nice to meet you!” Mawile told him, with a smile – though one slightly less enthusiastic than before. “I don’t meet many Mawile… and I once met some who were real jerks…”

Gajeel shrugged. “That’s their choice.”

“Oh, I know!” Mawile added. “I should introduce you to my friends, like Jirachi and Goodra! I’ve been helping Goodra learn to fly!”

The other Mawile looked at her, then tilted his head. “Pardon? Goodra can’t fly.”

“My friend can!” Ash’s Mawile protested. “I’ll show you – I just need to ask my trainer to get Goodra out!”

“This I’ve got to see,” Gajeel muttered.


“Okay,” Max said, looking between the Pokémon talking in small groups and Kris’s screen. “So that’s a Klefki over there, and they specialize in shields and in controlling the battlefield.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, reading quickly through Dexter’s notes. “You know how Mawile fight, which is good… but that Ice-type Ninetales over there is going to be a very different opponent than Brock’s Ninetales.”

“Ash?” Max asked.

Ash looked up.

“Do you think this is a good gym challenge for me?”

Ash thought about that, watching the conversations going on – particularly when May’s Altaria got in a conversation with his female counterpart on Mavis’ team, apparently by the name of Wendy.

“Well…” he began, then stopped for a moment. “Okay – here’s what I’m thinking, Max.”

He waved around the room.

“All these Fairy-types, or almost all of them, are Pokémon you’re not familiar with. And that means that… well, I guess it’s a good test of your adaptability. How good you are at dealing with an unexpected situation. No matter how much reading you do in a hurry you won’t know enough about these Pokémon to make the best choice, but that happens a lot in any battle.”

“I guess you’re right,” Max agreed. “I was partly wondering if I should ask if I can use Jirachi.”

“I think it’s your choice, Max,” Ash replied. “You’ve already competed in a Pokémon League – I’m glad to help, but how much you want to use Jirachi is between you and Jirachi.”

Max nodded. “I… yeah, that does make sense.”

He stood. “I’ll go ask the Gym Leader about what her rules are.”

“Well-” Mavis began.

Max jumped.

“How did – wha?” he asked, turning.

“My Pokémon are kind of loud!” Mavis told him, smiling brightly. “I just walked normally. Anyway, the rules are that each trainer has three Pokémon, and they can use up to two of them at once.”

“Wouldn’t that make it obviously better to use two Pokémon at once, until you had two knocked out?” Max asked, then frowned. “Wait… I can see when you’d want to do something else.”

He looked around, counting the Pokémon. “Are these all the Fairy-types you have?”

“Yep!” Mavis agreed. “We’re still getting set up – there’s at least as many Pokémon again I’d like to get hold of. I’d like a Sylveon, really…”

She shook her head. “Anyway, that’s the rules. Take your time making your choice, and you can let me know when you’re ready. I’ll be behind the bar.”


“I’m actually new,” the Klefki explained. “This team is kind of crazy sometimes, but it really does feel like home.”

Her keys jangled. “I mean… everyone’s really friendly. Except Laxus, but that’s just what he’s like. And I may not be as good at fighting on my own as the others, but when working together we feel like we can overcome any obstacle!”

“That sounds like how I felt when I joined Max’s team!” Roland said, nodding. “It’s great to be with Pokémon who work together so well.”

“When I first joined, Mavis said that – the Fairy type is a mystery. So that’s what this gym is, too – an eternal mystery, and an eternal adventure.”

There was a sudden rumbling roar from outside.

“I wonder what that was,” Roland pondered.

“Is someone outside?” Klefki asked. “Wendy?”

“No, Lucy, I’m here,” Wendy waved, looking up from her conversation with May’s Altaria. “I don’t know either.”

After a few seconds, the door slammed open.

Gajeel came in, closely followed by Goodra and Ash’s Mawile.

“I have decided I would like a dragon,” he announced.


“Okay…” Max said, looking at the plans. “What do you think, guys?”

There was an exchange of glances from his Pokémon.

“I don’t know,” Guy admitted. “I feel like I should be involved, but I know that would probably hurt quite badly.”

“Part of the problem is that some of you are pretty weak to the Fairy type,” Max agreed. “So we need to work around that.”

He patted Arc, who rumbled happily, then nodded to Corona. “What about you – we can wait another gym to give you your first go.”

“That might be a better idea…” Corona said, then shook her head. “But it’s probably a good idea to try now anyway. I’ll have to do it some time.”

“And I’m ready too!” Roland pronounced himself. “I hope I remember how to do some of what I learned from Chimecho and Cinder… but apart from that, I feel really great!”

“Good,” Max smiled. “A lot of your skills are going to be important for this.”

He pointed to Cinder, then expanded it to the rest of them. “And… I’m pretty sure I can change my mind mid-battle about who to send out, so you might end up going out instead – if the original plan doesn’t work.”

“I’m sure it’ll be an enlightening experience,” Cinder said. “For a Dark-type, that mostly means painful.”

Max chuckled at the joke, then stood.

“Okay, let’s go,” he decided, recalling everyone one at a time, then looking around for Mavis.


“I’ve got a question,” Brock began, as they filed up the fourth flight of stairs. “Why is your arena so high in your gym?”

Mavis chuckled. “Well… it’s not.”

“It’s not?” Max said. “But – we must be near the roof by now!”

“You’re not wrong,” Mavis agreed, jumping ahead and reaching the doors.

With a strong push, she sent them creaking open – revealing a well-lit room with a high, wood-panelled ceiling, arched up to follow the contours of the roof.

“Wait…” Max frowned, taking a step forwards. “That – is that a hole in the floor? It’s huge!”

Mavis nodded to him, stepping aside so they could all enter. “That’s right – that’s the top of the arena!”

She spread her hands. “I used to have a normal one, but it kind of…flooded. A lot. So now the arena’s walled off except at the top, and there’s some pretty hefty drains halfway up the wall so it doesn’t fill completely. It goes all the way down to ground level.”

Max nodded to himself. “Okay, I get it…”

He looked down into the battlefield. “So there’s some stepping stones up the wall… right, so Pokémon who don’t generally swim can stand on them.”

Mavis threw him a thumbs-up. “That’s right!”

She nodded to the other side of the arena. “That’s your spot – sorry it’s the one further away, I know it’s not very polite.”

“I think that’s fine,” Max shrugged. “Oh – yeah, that reminds me, I forgot to ask. Are Mega Evolutions fine?”

“I’m not planning on using mine, but that should be okay,” Mavis told him. “Mega Evolutions kind of fit with the theme of my gym… only one, though.”

“That’s fine,” Max agreed.

Reaching his slot, he leaned on the rail to have a good look into the arena.

“The stepping stones look big enough for you, Arc,” he said out loud. “Just make sure you always keep in mind where the nearest one is, so you can jump there in an emergency.”

“Ready?” Mavis checked.

Max nodded.

“Go!”

The Gym Leader held up two Pokéballs, and Max countered – with just one.


Down on the floor of the Gardenia Gym arena, two Pokémon appeared side-by-side in a flash of white light.

“Oh, this is going to be wonderful,” Juvia said. “We’re battling together again!”

“It’s not bad at all,” Gray agreed.

His paws misted slightly, as he released his normal hold on his Snow Warning ability – producing a swirl of cold, misty air which reached up to the sky and began to produce drifting snow.

As the air cooled, Arc landed opposite them.

“An Electric-type,” Juvia stated, tail waving. “Well.”

The Manectric barked, and then an orange light flashed over his body as his Manectite flared with energy and transformed him into Mega Manectric.

“You go high, dear,” Juvia told Gray, in a sing-song voice. As she did, water began to form out of the air around her – rippling with the resonant notes of her music, already thickening visibly.

Gray wasted no time jumping to the second floor, and as soon as he did Juvia unleashed a burst of water bubbles that flew across the floor to hit Arc.

The Mega Manectric howled, electricity crackling from his fur, and he blasted one of the bubbles hard enough to send fragments of it all over the place.

The second one hit him, then the third, and he jumped a floor higher to avoid the rest of it.

“Good start!” Mavis called down. “Now, Gray – Ice Shard!”

Gray cracked his tails like a whip, and little flickers of icy energy formed around the tips of each one in turn before sending a shower of icy fragments at Arc.

Arc jumped away from that attack, dodging up a floor to the next platform, then had to duck to one side as his Water-type opponent launched a geyserlike spray of water towards him.

Electricity snapped from his mane, and Arc fired a great Thunderbolt down at Juvia – which met a quick shield from her in the form of a Hyper Voice, but broke through to shock her and disrupt her hydrokinesis.

“Aurora Veil!” Mavis told her Ice-type. “Let Juvia get enough water under her!”


“Gray knows Aurora Veil,” Max said, speaking quietly but clearly as a swirl of icy energy curled around Gray before coiling off to shield Juvia as well. “That’s something to watch out for – it could be useful.”

He raised his voice. “Arc, Charge! Then get ready to use it!”

Arc’s fur fizzled as the bulky Electric-type built up electrical energy, shaking the remaining droplets of water away to increase the amount he could charge, and he jumped three floors in a one-two-three series of bounds before going back down one to get a better angle.

One of his paws slipped slightly, then caught as his claws dug in.

“Discharge!” Max ordered quickly.

There was a sudden thundering BANG as Arc let loose his stored electricity. The wave of current spread out in all directions, and certainly hit both Gray and Juvia – but more important was the effect on the battlefield, where it blew all the ice that had been building up on the platforms into diamonddust and cleared them.

“Well spotted!” Mavis complimented him. “Some people aren’t nearly that quick!”


Arc shook his fur, letting more static electricity build up as the strands rubbed against one another, then extended his claws for grip and jumped to another level.

The cold and the damp were getting to him, making it a little harder for him to keep going as they sapped his strength, but he kept going nevertheless – turning at bay, firing a powerful Thunder, then leaping clear across the open space of the arena to evade a fist-shaped Blizzard that Gray directed at him.

“Stay still!” the icy Ninetales demanded, forming a bow by painting ice in the air with his tails. He drew back on the string, and launched an arrow-shaped Ice Beam which Arc managed to duck.

“Arc!” Max called, getting his attention. “The water’s at least twelve feet deep now!”

Arc glanced down to confirm, and winced slightly – as Max had said, the water was two stories deep now and nearly up to the storm drain.

“What now?” he asked.

Gray aimed a pair of Ice Beam arrows at him, trying to capitalize on the moment of distraction, and Arc’s teeth flashed with orange-yellow flame as he turned a Fire Fang into a small explosion to block it.

“Electric Arc!” Max commanded.

Juvia blinked, and her watery music faltered for a moment. “But – that’s just your name…”

Arc slammed both his forepaws on the ground, electricity flowing outwards and across the thin film of water that had covered the battlefield. Rather than vanishing straight away, it persisted – amplifying itself, spreading out, and within a second or two it coated the entire battlefield.

“Agh!” Juvia yelped, waving her tail as the electricity ran through her water as well. She jumped clear of the water with a sudden burst of motion, and Gray created her an ice platform to recover on.

As she did, Arc leaned forwards slightly. The Electric-type Mega let his own Electric Terrain course through him, saving up energy and then adding it to the charge – then lunged with an ear-punishing BANG of discharging electrical energy.

Arc’s Wild Charge hit Juvia right on her side, and carried her off the icy platform and slamming into the wall just above the waterline.

There was a wham, an echoing crack, and the water level began to drop. Arc and Juvia both vanished below the water level, and sparks went everywhere as all of the Mega Manectric’s stored electricity from his fur discharged into it.

A few tense seconds went by. Then Arc’s head broke the surface, and he hauled himself out onto one of the platforms being revealed by the draining water – towing Juvia by her tail.

“I think she’s knocked out,” he announced.


“That was pretty slick,” Mavis said, recalling her Primarina. “Okay, that’s one – and that means I can send out another Pokémon…”

She trailed off.

“That’s a lot of water,” she mused. “I wonder where it’s going…”

Her hand went down to her belt.

“Lucy, go!” she instructed, sending her Klefki out. “Go and make sure that’s not flooding the common room, and if it is then send it out the drains instead.”

Lucy floated off with a jingling sound.

Water sprayed all up the side of the arena as Arc shook himself off, and Mavis turned her attention back to the Gym Challenge.

“Just to make sure,” Max said. “Can I recall Pokémon in this battle?”

“You can, yes,” Mavis confirmed. “But obviously you can’t use more than three total in the whole battle.”

“Right,” Max nodded.

“Okay, then,” Mavis added. “Gajeel, time for you to help out!”


Ash sent out Mawile.

“Thanks!” Mawile said, leaning forwards to watch how another Mawile fought. “Has Max still only used one Pokémon?”

“So far,” Ash replied.

“You know, Ash,” May said, looking over the rail herself. “I think maybe you’re a bad influence on my brother. I mean, look at him – he’s breaking gyms!”

“In my defence,” Ash began, “this gym has been broken loads already.”

“And that wouldn’t be a problem if you were the one to break it, or if Mavis was,” May countered. “But Max did. What’s next?”


Max was deciding what was next at that very moment.

“It’s her Mawile,” he said. “So I think that means we’re using the first plan.”

Taking his Pokéball, he threw it. “Roland – you know what to do!”


The moment Roland appeared, he found a large metallized fist coming the other way.

Squeaking in surprise, he teleported reflexively – jumping behind Arc, and using the moment of safety to steady himself.

Once he was back on an even keel, he took a step away to give Arc some more manoeuvre room before turning to focus on Gray.

“Come on!” Gajeel called. “It’s no fun if you just run away from the fight!”

The burly Mawile used Iron Head, pushing right through a Thunderbolt from Arc and slamming into the Mega Manectric’s flank – sending him skidding some way across the platform, nearly knocking Roland over.

Got it! The Ralts told his trainer, as the snow began to swirl around him in the same way it was helping to conceal Gray. Now – yah!

He teleported into the air with a flash, appearing almost on a level with Max.

“Go for it!” Max told him. “Synchronoise!”


Lucario plucked a Pokéball out of Ash’s hand and returned Mawile.


A pulse of energy flashed outwards from the airborne Ralts, glittering and sparkling with the blue-and-pink energy of the Fairy-type. It passed right through Lucario, Pikachu, Brock’s Ninetales, all the humans and Arc – but when it contacted Gajeel and Gray, both Fairy-types were smashed into the ground as if suddenly hit by a giant hammer.

“What the heck!?” Gajeel demanded, rolling over – and using his head jaws to smack Arc in the muzzle, diverting a Fire Fang from hitting him. “What was that?”

“Go after the Ralts!” Mavis ordered. “Ignore Mega Manectric for now – that move’s hitting you both because you’re Fairy-types like him!”

Arc informed them with a growl that he would not be letting them ignore him, and lunged at Gray – then promptly got frozen in place as Gray vaulted over him, white-glowing tails painting a cage out of ice.


Mawile came out of her Pokéball with a flash. “What just happened?”

She put her hands on her hips. “Did someone recall me?”

“I did,” Lucario told her, leaning forwards a little so he could see into the battle area better. “Roland-”

“Well, you should have asked!” she told him firmly, then paused. “What did Roland do?”

“Synchronoise,” Ash told her.

As Mawile’s face cleared in understanding, Lucario recalled her again just before Roland fired a second pulse of energy.


“That’s really making me mad!” Gajeel announced.

He crouched down, clenching both fists, and jumped from the platform he was on to the next one up.

Another jump took him higher, and with the third he launched into a full Iron Head – his jaws fizzing with Steel-typed energy as he prepared to knock Roland out of the battlefield entirely.

The Ralts vanished just before he connected.

“Oh, come on!” Gajeel complained, cancelling his move and looking around – seeing Roland standing about halfway up the wall, on one of the drier platforms. “It’d be so great to be able to fly right now - hey, Gray! Get off your tails and help!”

There was a shriek of splintering ice as Arc battered against the side of his cage, using Fire-Fang enhanced jaws to try and tear one of the bars loose.

“All right, all right,” Gray told the Mawile, distracted. “My Aurora Veil wore off, give me the time to refresh it so you don’t get hailed.”

“Refresh it quick, then!” Gajeel demanded, reaching his apex and starting to fall. “I’m coming down on you, so get ready to launch me!”


“Keep it up, Arc!” Max called encouragingly. “It’s starting to break!”

He switched his attention to Roland. “Snatch now – then use Synchronoise again!”

“Snatch?” Mavis repeated. “I didn’t know – Gray, watch out!”


Her warning came just a moment too late – Gray’s tails wove the intricate pattern of his Aurora Veil, and just as they did Roland teleported in and stole it the moment before it settled.

Visible cold formed around both Arc and Roland, diverting the hail of the ongoing storm so it flowed around Max’s Pokémon – setting up currents which went around them, rather than into them, and carrying the snow and ice with them.

“Hey!” Gray yelped, swiping his paw at Roland, and missed as the agile Ralts vanished again.

“Incoming!” Gajeel shouted warning.

Gray’s muzzle turned up, and his eyes widened – then all nine tails flicked up together to form a wheel with nine spokes, and a platform of snow and ice materialized from the hail to catch the incoming Steel-type.

Flexing, Gray absorbed the impact of Gajeel’s momentum into his nine coiled tails. There was a heartbeat of stillness, with the Mawile at the point of balance and Roland preparing a Synchronoise overhead, and then Gray launched Gajeel with a triumphant yowl.

“Meteor Mash!” Gajeel announced, fist extended ahead of his body. “Take this!”


Max didn’t need to give an order this time. It was something they’d discussed ahead of time – and it was the kind of thing Roland had been training to do almost since they’d met one another again.

As Gajeel rose towards him, Roland cancelled his Synchronoise entirely. The energy he’d been putting into it flared out, wasted, and he vanished in a teleport.

A sliver of a second later, he reappeared – just next to Gajeel – and took his off hand before teleporting again.

Disoriented by the sudden change of position, Gajeel took too long to realize what had happened – and his Meteor Mash hit Gray in the flank, with an impact forceful enough that the totally surprised Gray was knocked bodily into the air.

Roland skidded to a halt, bleeding off the surplus momentum he’d picked up from the quick double-teleport, and was about to check on Gray and Gajeel when he saw that he was starting to glow.

“No thanks!” he said quickly. “Not now – let me think about it!”

The glow brightened for a moment, then faded, and Roland breathed a sigh of relief when he saw he was still a Ralts.

Loud mumbling came from underneath Gray – sounding like Gajeel – and then the icy prison Arc had been trapped in finally gave way under his repeated bites.

“I think I’d like a rest now,” Arc panted.

“You’ve earned one,” Max said. “Uh – can I let Arc switch out and send someone else in?”

“Sure,” Mavis agreed. “I need to recall Gray as well, and you’ve still got a Pokémon slot for this battle. We can have a quick time out.”


“Sorry for being mad,” Mawile said, looking down. “I kind of assumed…”

“That’s okay,” Lucario assured her. “You apologized, so that’s the important bit. But you’re right, too – I did have to do it too quickly to be polite.”

“And you might have to be back in your Pokéball again,” Ash added, as Arc let out a sigh of relief before disappearing back in his own Pokéball. “I think Roland might be using Synchronoise again in this battle.”

“I guess…” Mawile agreed, sighing. “Dexter, are you recording the battle?”

I’ve got it all so far, Dexter told her. Don’t worry, you can watch it later.

“Thanks!”


“So, just me left,” Gajeel said, shaking his head and checking both fists to make sure they were okay. “Well, don’t think I’m going down so easily!”

Roland nodded seriously. “I don’t expect you to.”

A flash of white light beside him heralded the appearance of a female Charmander, who clenched her paws and flicked her tail to one side in readiness.

“Pretty good planning,” Mavis said, her voice coming down from overhead. “That would have worked if I’d knocked out your Mega Manectric before you knocked out Gray, too. Is that why you went after Juvia first?”

“Yeah, it is,” Max agreed.

“Right,” Mavis nodded. “Then – begin!”

Gajeel needed no orders, and lunged forwards – aiming straight for Roland.

Predictably, he vanished before Gajeel arrived. Then he reappeared for a moment, took Corona’s hand, and they both vanished again.

“Not this again!” Gajeel scowled. “Can’t you just come over here so I can hit you?”

“They’re on the fourth platform up, this side!” Mavis told him.

Grumbling, the Mawile broke into a run and jumped up to the first platform on that side – already missing Gray’s help.

“A dragon would be really useful right now.”


Ready? Roland asked.

Corona nodded, and her tail flame blazed up a little.

“Are you sure you’ll be okay?” she asked.

I’ll be fine, Roland assured her.

Thus assured, Corona used Flare Blitz. The flames that built up over her body weren’t nearly as hot as they could be – or even as hot as she could make them – but they were close enough that she could ramp up her output to full in a moment.

Roland grabbed her paw, wincing a little at the heat, and they teleported off their platform.

They appeared in mid-air for a moment, just long enough for Roland to get his bearings, then appeared to one side of Gajeel as he made his third jump.

With a shout and a telekinetic shove, Roland threw Corona at his opponent.

Literally blindsided, Gajeel took the hit on the back – producing a burst of flames from the impact – and lost his trajectory, faceplanting into the ledge rather than landing on it.

“Right, that is IT!” he shouted, hauling himself bodily up onto the platform. “You’re going down, salamander!”


“Gajeel, watch out,” Mavis called. “Remember, they can come from any direction – back into a corner, so there’s fewer attack routes!”

She watched as her Steel-type disregarded that instruction, and sighed. “Sometimes I think my Pokémon take headstrong a bit far…”

Gajeel inhaled, running along the edge of a platform, then spun and brought his jaws up so that both faces were looking upwards – straight at Corona as she fired down an Ember attack.

“Flash cannon!” he shouted, and let loose a blast of energy – like a strong, concentrated gust of wind, except that it was full of flecks of Steel-typed elemental power.

The cone of power reached upwards, and just before it reached Corona there was a double-flash as Roland jumped in and got her out of the way.

Not one to be denied, Gajeel swept his jaws around – spraying most of the battlefield with Flash Cannon, though it was so diffuse it didn’t have much power behind it. The attack caught both Corona and Roland a glancing blow as they dove behind cover, and the Ralts yelped.

“Okay, that was good!” Mavis praised. “Keep it up, don’t give them time to recover!”


We need to get a good heavy blow on him, Roland said, rubbing his leg with a wince. Do you think you have another Flare Blitz in you?

“Two,” Corona replied. “Is that leg going to be a problem?”

Not with what I’m planning to do.

Roland stood, grimacing at the weight on his stinging leg, and took her paw. Okay – the important thing is to keep moving forward. I’ll handle direction.

He changed the direction of his telepathy for a moment, addressing his trainer. Let me know when a good time is?

There was a tense silence, during which time they heard Gajeel getting closer. Then-

“Go!” Max said.

Roland and Corona vanished, and appeared in mid-air – high enough that they were on eye level with the spectators.

Flare Blitz! Roland said, and threw Corona straight down towards the middle of the arena.

Corona put one fist forwards and kept the other behind her to aid her streamlining, and concentrated her whole body – from snout to tail – into an arrow-like shape which she cloaked in the flames of her Flare Blitz.

One storey. Two. Three-

As she was about to hit the ground, Roland appeared next to her and reached into her flame. She saw him coming just in time to turn her heat down, and then she was back as high as you could get inside Mavis’ gym – and still accelerating downwards, faster this time.

Fall – flicker – Flare Blitz – fall – flicker – Flare. Faster and faster, the force of gravity and the driving power of the Flare Blitz combining to give her a blazing momentum. Within only a few cycles, she was moving too fast to really steer – trusting in her friend and teammate to catch her again and again.


“Gajeel, don’t let them hit you!” Mavis warned, watching the flaming trail that traced a vertical bar through the air. “You need to-”

“Break!” Max interrupted her.

Then everything happened very fast.

Roland appeared in mid-air again, and launched Corona downwards.

Then – almost as soon as she’d lost contact with him – he teleported again, this time straight to Gajeel as he prepared to fire another Flash Cannon and interrupt the firetrail.

Twisting his weight, he pulled Gajeel off-balance, and then they both teleported – to about a floor below the spot where Roland had been dropping Corona off, just to one side of her trail as she shot past.

Gajeel swiped at Roland with a quick Bullet Punch, but he was too late – the Ralts had gone, catching Corona one more time and depositing her directly above Gajeel.

Then he relocated to directly below the Mawile, and released his Synchronoise.

Corona’s Flare Blitz hit Gajeel from above at just the same time that Roland’s Synchronoise shockwave hit him from below. The energy built up, spiked – and exploded.

Three Pokémon fell out of the air, none of them still ready to fight.


“Well… I think that means you win,” Mavis said, with some surprise. “Yes – you switched out your Mega Manectric while he could still fight.”

“All right!” Max replied – letting out a sigh of relief. “That was a pretty close battle!”

He frowned. “Or, it felt close, anyway…”

“It felt close to me, as well,” Mavis assured him. “I’m not sure how my Pokémon feel about it, but – well, well done. Great use of teamwork as well.”

She put a finger to her lips. “In fact, maybe I’d have given you the Heart Badge for teamwork even if you hadn’t won… but you did, so that doesn’t matter!”

There was a jingle-ingle-ingle sound as Lucy came floating back into the room.

“Uhhhh…” she began. “How much did you like the carpet in the main room?”


“At least it’s a lot less damage than what happened to most Kanto gyms when Ash went around them,” Brock volunteered. “Or Johto gyms especially.”

“Yeah, I heard about it,” Mavis agreed, as the carpet went splosh. “And it’s hard to see this one as just Max’s fault, too…”

She shrugged. “It’s not as bad as the last three fights, either! I’m improving!”

“She is, actually,” Laxus confirmed. “One time I had to power the entire electrical system for a few hours.”

“Why is that, actually?” Brock said. “I’d have thought that you’d have the problem with attacks not being powerful enough, rather than too powerful.”

“Well, I have a relative who works with Fairy types in Alola,” Mavis explained. “She traded me some eggs – that’s Juvia and Gray – and I think that she bred them for excessive power. And once I had them, everyone else kind of made it a competition…”


“Hey, Max,” May began. “How closely were you watching the battle?”

Max frowned. “Pretty close, I think… I mean, it was my battle. Why?”

“Oh, I was wondering if you spotted the thing with Roland,” May explained. “He started to glow, but then he stopped.”

“…no, I did miss that,” Max admitted. “What kind of glow – was it like an evolution glow?”

“That’s what I think it was,” May agreed. “I think you should speak to him about it next time you get a chance – maybe as soon as we visit the Pokémon centre.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Max nodded. “Okay, I think I’ll do that.”

They were interrupted by a ringing sound from Dexter.

Ash? Dexter said, lowering his volume so that he didn’t interrupt Brock and Mavis’ conversation about gym maintenance. Dawn wants to speak to you.

“Right,” Ash nodded, flipping him open. “Hi, Dawn, what-”

“Where have you been?” Dawn demanded. “I’ve been trying to call you for ages!”

As she spoke, a Pachirisu peered into the screen before chittering with interest.

“Another one?” Ash asked. “Wow, talk about coincidence. That is yours, right?”

“That’s her,” Dawn nodded, reaching up to scratch Pachirisu’s chin – earning an approving smile. “But I tried to call you at least four times so far.”

That would be my fault, Dexter cut in, appearing on the other half of the screen to Dawn. I generally do not mention when there is no or bad signal.

“Sorry, Dawn,” Ash added. “Uh… do you want me to come up to you? I could probably do that easily in the time it’s going to take us to get to Silver Town.”

“that’d be good,” Dawn replied. “Oh, and bring a Pokéball – I didn’t get many because I didn’t expect half my team to turn up this early…”


AN:


So this is pretty much entirely a gym.

The reference here is pretty clear if you know it. If not, this is basically the cast of Fairy Tail – one of the big anime/manga series – because who else should be in a Fairy gym?

Also, the AotP TVTropes page now has a Recap section, currently WIP.






207. Battle Frontier 12


“Here’s your Pokémon back!” the Nurse Joy said, passing Max three Pokeballs. “They were a bit strained, but no harm done.”

“That’s good to know,” Max replied, leaning up a little to take the Pokeballs.

“You’re nearly tall enough to reach without doing that,” May commented. “You’re definitely growing.”

“Huh,” Max said intelligently, looking down at himself. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“That’s because you’re the one who’s doing the growing,” Brock told him. “You’d only notice by becoming more clumsy.”

“Right…”

Max frowned, then took one of the Pokeballs he’d gotten back from the Joy.

“I think… yeah, I’ll start with Arc,” he decided.

Looking over his shoulder, he waved. “Thanks again!”


“Should we stay here and wait for Ash?” May asked.

“With his sense of direction, we’d have no chance of uniting anyway,” Brock said, then shook his head. “Okay, that’s not quite fair. And if Pidgeot gets him close enough he can see Aura. But we should probably stay near here.”

“We can fly to the next place we need to be anyway,” Max pointed out. “Once Ash is back, at least. But I’ve got a few chats to have, so I think staying around here would be good.”

He sent out Arc with a flick of his wrist, and sat down on the bench.

“Hey, Arc?” he began. “I wanted to tell you – great work in the gym.”

Arc barked happily, tail flicking back and forth – now out of Mega form, his Manectite was dangling from his neck and jingled with the movement. “I’m glad to help out!”

He tilted his head, then frowned. “Are you upset?”

“Well… not really – and certainly not at you,” Max explained. “But you got really beaten up out there, and I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

“Of course I was!” Arc replied, licking his trainer. “It’s you showing how confident you are in me – you trust me to fight that many Pokémon at once, and to keep going all the way through.”

Max chuckled, rubbing Arc’s fur. “Thanks, boy – I’m glad I’m not asking too much of you.”

Leaving his Electric-type out, he sent Corona out next.

The Charmander looked up at him, then down at the bench – her tail curling around slightly as she took it below the tip.

“That was…” she began, swallowing.

“Was it okay?” Max said, concerned.

“It was such a rush!” Corona finished.

Her eyes shone. “I didn’t realize that it was that much fun to face a difficult challenge – and to feel that you, personally, were so important in defeating it!”

Flicking her tail and leaving a little fire trail, she looked up at Max for a moment. “I’m almost eager to ask when the next Gym Battle is!”

She paused. “Wait… we did win, right? I sort of assumed…”

“That’s right, we did – and you were very important,” Max told her. “That was a great battle.”

He thought. “I think the next gym we’ll have a chance to visit isn’t for a while, but I’ll be sure to keep you in mind for it – and we can keep training at what you think went well, and work out how to handle what you thought was a problem.”

“That would be a good idea,” the Charmander agreed, starting to think about it. “I think I would have had a lot more trouble without Roland’s help.”

“Speaking of Roland,” Max said. “I was going to discuss something with him – do you want to take part?”

“I’ll watch,” Corona decided. “I mean… if he doesn’t mind, then I’d like to. He is my teammate, so what’s important to one of us is important to all of us.”

Accepting that, Max sent out his Ralts.

“Hey, Roland,” he said.

Roland turned to Max, and smiled – though the smile was a bit nervous.

I guess I know what this is about… he said, and took a deep breath.

“Yeah, it’s going to be a bit awkward,” Max agreed. “But it’s something we should discuss.”

He took a moment longer, then went onto the big issue. “May spotted that you were about to evolve, and you stopped yourself.”

Raising his hand, Max headed off the first question. “I don’t think it was a bad idea,” he explained. “It’s your choice whether to evolve at all, not mine, and if you wanted to think about it then you should.”

Well, May was right, Roland confirmed.

He glanced at Max’s belt, and switched to speaking out loud in case Cinder wanted to listen. “I did feel like I was about to evolve, and… it didn’t feel right to make the decision then.”

He shrugged. “It probably sounds really silly.”

“It’s not,” Brock volunteered. “Evolution is about you – it’s about a big change in what you are, on the outside, and even though that doesn’t change who you are it’s still important to think about it.”

“Right,” Max agreed. “It’s your choice.”

“Yeah…” Roland agreed, relaxing slightly. “And if that was the only problem, then I’d have either evolved or not evolved. But I’m not sure what I want, which is the problem!”

He waved a hand. “Firstly because my sister’s a Kirlia, and… they seem kind of girly.”

Max opened Kris, and looked at her entry on Kirlia.

“…I can see what you mean,” he admitted. “I mean, it probably depends a lot on how the Pokémon moves and stands, but there’s a bit of a girly feel to it.”

“Isn’t that what Squirtle calls… bishonen?” Corona asked.

Roland blinked. “I don’t think I’ve heard of that.”

“Well, if that is the only problem, we do have a Dawn Stone,” Max pointed out, then saw Roland’s expression. “But I guess it’s not the only problem?”

“You’re right, it’s not,” Roland said. “I did kind of think about that one as well… but I’m not sure if I want to be a Gallade or a Gardevoir, either. Or if I wanted to go straight to being one.”

He kicked at the bench. “I feel like I’ve only just got used to being a Fairy type, and then to change again to being a Fighting type… would be odd.”

“I think Tate and Liza said they could help with that side of things,” Max mused. “Maybe we could go over there?”

“How would we do that?” Roland asked. “I don’t think I can teleport that far.”

I can! Jirachi reminded him. It’d be kind of tiring to do a lot of times in a row, but I can!

“That’s good,” Roland said, then frowned. “But… that’s not actually the person I’d like to talk to most. It’s Mom and Kirlia.”

I am a phone, you know.


“There’s something about watching a Flying-type – especially a bird – flying,” Ash said, looking to his left as Pidgeot beat her wings in a steady rhythm. “The way the wing unfolds and moves… it’s hard to get tired of it.”

“I’m glad you appreciate it,” Pidgeot chuckled, sailing down towards Twinleaf. “Okay, anywhere in particular you want to land?”

“Not really,” Ash replied. “Just aim for the front of Dawn’s house, I guess?”

“And try not to brake too fast,” Pikachu added, from his perch on Ash’s shoulder. “I don’t want to end up bouncing off the grass this time.”

Pidgeot rolled gently back and forth and chirped, then flared her wings. She hovered for four wingbeats, slowly easing down, then touched the grass with her claws and came to a gentle halt.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Pidgeot said, furling her wings. “We hope you fly Pidgeot Airlines again.”

“It’s that or walk.”

Sliding off her back, Ash patted her. “Thanks, Pidgeot – it’s always a pleasure.”

Pidgeot nodded to him, then reached down to peck the Pokeball on his belt.

A somewhat startled Suicune emerged, woke up, twisted in mid-air to land on her feet, and tried to look like that had been intentional – then gave up. “What just happened? I’m fairly sure I was asleep five seconds ago.”

“…I think I missed,” Pidgeot told her. “Ash must have moved, I certainly didn’t confuse my Pokeball with a Fast Ball.”

Shrugging, she returned herself without bothering with the button.

“Well, I’m awake now,” Suicune pronounced. “Isn’t this Twinleaf?”

“Yeah, it is,” Ash confirmed. “Dawn found her Pachirisu hanging around nearby.”

He rummaged in his pocket, and retrieved a pair of Pokeballs. “And she asked me to get a couple of these, too… okay, where’s the doorbell?”

Suicune reached up and pressed it.

“It was quicker to do it myself,” she explained, sitting back on her haunches.

After a few seconds, the door opened.

“Hello, Ash,” Johanna said. “And – I see Suicune’s visited as well.”

She shook her head wonderingly. “A year ago – six months ago – I never would have believed I’d say that.”

“Yeah, you get used to it,” Ash shrugged. “Is Dawn in?”

“She’s upstairs,” Johanna said. “It’s just up there.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Let’s go, Pikachu.”

“If you do all the walking, sure,” Pikachu agreed.

Johanna watched as Ash took the stairs two at a time, then turned back to Suicune.

Who, it transpired, was no longer on the doorstep.

“Good afternoon,” the Legendary said, her voice coming from the dining room.

Johanna took a few steps in that direction and looked around the door – only to see Suicune in interested contemplation, examining a plate of scones, and a Pokémon it took her a moment to place levitating the kettle to pour some tea.

Excellent provision of beverages, the odd Pokémon stated. Must remember to contribute financially to defray costs. Accepted manners.

“…is that Mesprit?” Johanna asked, finally placing it. “Why is Mesprit making tea in my kitchen?”

Coffee not preferable, Mesprit informed her matter-of-factly. Too strong. Not enough subtlety. Needs grinding. Already had three cups this morning.

“Would I be able to try one of these scones?” Suicune requested. “I’m sorry if you were planning on having all of them, but they do smell nice…”


“Okay, just hold still,” Ash requested.

“Aren’t you going to ask me not to shock you?” Pachirisu asked, tilting her head.

“Not really, no,” Ash replied. “Pikachu’s my starter, I’m kind of resistant by now.”

Pachirisu shot a glance at Pikachu, who waved, then watched as Ash’s hand approached.

There was a little flash of blue light.

Then Pachirisu shocked Ash.

“Pachirisu!” Dawn chided, as Ash shook his head and smoothed over his static-touched hair. “Why did you do that?”

“It’s not a problem,” Ash assured her.

“Four seconds ago I was trying to scare off a pushy Croconaw!” Pachirisu said, unfluffing her tail. “And that feels odd even by the standards of that time we got stuck in the past with Arceus!”

She frowned. “We’re stuck in the past, right?”

“This is the new now,” Pikachu told her. “Yes, it gives all of us headaches too, we don’t think about it too hard.”

He suddenly looked nervous. “Wait, I just realized…”

“Oh, right,” Pachirisu nodded. “She’s asleep at the moment – lots of training yesterday.”

“Phew,” Pikachu exhaled. “That’s good-”

“Hey, Buneary!” Pachirisu shouted. “Pikachu’s here!”

“…I forgot how much you like jokes,” Pikachu sighed.


“So… that’s the first important thing,” Roland explained. “I don’t know if I want to be a Gallade, a Kirlia, or to stay a Ralts.”

“I understand,” Gardevoir replied, and Kris translated her words for everyone as she spoke. “And, dear – Roland – I don’t know what the answer is, because I’m not you. Any solution you decide to use should be a solution for you, not for anyone else.”

“I think I get that,” Roland nodded. “I just don’t know what the solution for me should be.”

“Well…” his mother began, then stopped and came at it from a different angle. “I think the best way to look at it is like this. What can you see yourself as – a Ralts, obviously, but apart from that? Can you see yourself as a Kirlia, a Gallade, a Gardevoir?”

Roland paused, thinking carefully about that one.

“I think… all of them?” he said. “But not so much Gardevoir – sorry, Mom.”

“That’s not something to apologize about,” Gardevoir chuckled. “And what that suggests to me is that you’d rather evolve into a Gallade than a Gardevoir. But – like you say, it’s a big decision, so go and talk to those trainers and Pokémon who Max mentioned.”

There was a slight pause.

“Excuse me, your sister would like the phone,” Gardevoir warned him.

A moment later, Kirlia’s voice replaced her. “Hey, Roland! If you do evolve to a Kirlia, stay one for a bit please? I’d like to have pictures of us the same!”

Roland smiled. “That sounds nice.”

“And I can get these old ribbons and dresses that were cleaned out of May’s room, and-”

“No thanks!” Max’s Ralts said quickly.


“Here’s that other Pokeball I got,” Ash said, passing the spare to Dawn. “Do you think it’s likely you’ll need it?”

Dawn wordlessly indicated her bed, where three of her Pokémon were sitting in a row – one using his flippers to juggle his own Pokeball and that of his two friends, the other two watching and occasionally applauding.

“That’s a good point, Ash,” Pikachu noted. “It’s not as if Dawn could have predicted two months ago that she’d have more Pokémon than you now have Frontier Symbols.”

“After I reminded her she had more Pokémon than I had Frontier Symbols,” Ash pointed out.

“I meant three,” Pikachu clarified, just to be sure. “Anyway… we should be getting back to Kanto, right?”

“That’s probably a good idea,” Ash agreed. “I wonder where Suicune is… well, I guess she can run home if she needs to.”


“So… I was thinking,” Roland said, looking up at the twin Gardevoir and Gallade that Liza and Tate had used against Ash. “You two do that thought sharing thing, right? So both of you know what it’s like to be both a Gardevoir and a Gallade…”

He shuffled his feet. “So I was hoping you’d be able to help me make the decision of… which is best, really.”

Gardevoir and Gallade exchanged a blur of thoughts and impressions at the speed of thought.

“Well…” Gallade began. “Firstly, it’s important to realize that when I evolved from Kirlia to Gallade, there weren’t really things that I stopped being able to do – it’s just that there are different things I could learn after evolving than the things that Gardevoir could.”

“My own specialities after evolving – the things that turned out easy for me – were essentially shields, mild precognition, Fairy attacks, and some gravity manipulation,” Gardevoir supplied. “Gallade can still do them, but he sucks compared to me.”

“Hey!” Gallade protested. “I don’t need shields, I have swords.”

He paused. “And I can do the precognition thing too. It’s called Detect.”

“Remind me what your Mega form looks like,” Gardevoir teased. “Doesn’t it have a cape which you use as a shield?”

“That’s different.”

“As you can see,” Liza chuckled, “these two have a certain style to them.”

“I’m really reminded of May and me,” Max said. “Sorry – I mean May and I.”

“I think you’re the only person who would care enough to make the correction.” May pointed out.

“What about you, Gallade?” Roland asked. “You said that Gardevoir’s better at Fairy attacks and the kind of general psychic power stuff… so what about you?”

“I’m much better in close,” Gallade told him. “From speaking to other Gallade, and reading about them, I know we’re capable of being just as fast at teleporting as a Gardevoir – and there’s the Fighting-type, too, which helps.”

He raised a blade to his chin. “But… I think you’re probably trying to answer two questions, and one of them is if you should evolve to being a Kirlia.”

Roland nodded. “That’s right…”

“Well. My advice is – go ahead,” Gallade said. “You can make the decision about using a Dawn Stone later. And you can give kendo a try as well, to see if the idea of fighting with a sword style works for you.”

“Are you trying to recruit him into the Gallade side of the argument?” Gardevoir asked suspiciously.

“No, just trying to make sure he has all his options open,” Gallade countered. “And it’s a lot easier to picture how Gardevoir powers work as a Kirlia than it is to picture Gallade ones, so I’m just levelling the playing field.”

Roland frowned, and Max crouched down to be on the same level as him. “What do you think, Roland? Do you have your decision?”

“I… well, I’m not sure,” he said. “Can we go to visit Mom?”

“I think we can,” Max agreed. “Jirachi, is that okay?”

I’ve still got a lot of energy, so sure! Jirachi agreed.

Roland faced Jirachi, and cleared his throat. “I wish that everyone here except Liza, Tate and their Pokémon could go to Max’s house.”

That works! Jirachi said, and they vanished.

What a polite young Ralts, Gardevoir opined.

What do you think he’ll pick? Tate asked.

Kirlia, Gallade said. Be more specific next time!


Roland felt for a pair of familiar psychic signatures.

It took him a moment to find them, and he was surprised at how much Mom and Sis had changed in so little time… unless it was just that he’d changed.

Deciding that probably wasn’t important, he sent a mental pulse to alert them.

Dear? Mom sent back. Yes, you can come in any time.

“It’s okay for us to go in,” he told Max, who opened the door of the room the two Psychic-types shared.

Hello, dear, Gardevoir ‘pathed, picking her son up and giving him a hug. Did you make your decision?

One of them, Roland replied, as she put him down again.

He reached back for Max’s hand, then closed his eyes and concentrated – feeling for a sensation of energy unleashed, of freedom and of choice… and, this time, he took that choice.

Light rushed over him, and he grew – getting taller, more graceful, as his horns drifted out towards the side of his head.

When the flash of white light faded, Roland looked at his arms with interest.

“That feels a lot more normal than I was expecting,” he said. “I’m not sure I like the skirt, though.”

The newly-evolved Kirlia looked back at his trainer. “And… now you look shorter.”

Max sniggered. “Is that what you got from it?”

Roland shrugged.

“Roland!” Kirlia called. “You evolved! Great – now I can see if these dresses fit you!”

Roland’s expression changed, and then both he and Max vanished.

There was a thump from the roof.

“Well, no prizes for guessing where they went,” Brock observed neutrally.


“Welcome back, dear,” Caroline said, smiling at her husband. “Good day at work?”

“That’s the last time that trainer tries to just use Ghost types to breeze through my Normal-type gym,” Norman replied, smiling. “It’s like some of these people have never heard of Bite.”

Caroline matched his smile. “Well, hopefully they do learn that lesson.”

She lowered her voice a little. “Oh – May and Max have teleported over, but I think it’s mostly for Roland.”

Norman nodded. “I see. Do you think I should go and see how they are?”

He spotted something, and chuckled. “Well, never mind. I don’t think I’ll need to.”

Caroline turned, and as she did the door opened.

“Mom? Dad?” May said, then saw them both just a few feet away. “Oh – never mind.”

“Hello, May,” Norman said.

“I guess you heard I was here, huh…” May said, seeing how unsurprised her parents were. “Well…”

She cleared her throat. “This might be kind of… an odd thing. But I wanted you to meet someone.”

Caroline gave Norman a knowing nod, as May took a Pokeball from her belt.

“Here they are, Manaphy,” May added, sending the Legendary Pokémon out. “These are my mom and dad – so I guess, in a way, they’re kind of like your grandparents.”

“Hello mama’s mom and dad!” Manaphy waved.

“And hello to you as well, Manaphy,” Norman said, giving him a hand to shake. “We’ve heard a lot about you.”

“You have?” Manaphy said, then saw the hand and took it – giving it a shake, and taking great care to get the details right. “Mama said you had a lot of Pokémon!”

He raised his free flipper to his chin. “She also said you were a really good dad and that she wanted to know if she got things wrong…”

“Manaphy!” May hissed, blushing.

Caroline laughed. “Oh, dear… clearly you need to learn that children are always saying things that surprise you.”

She tapped Manaphy on the nose. “He’s just fine.”

“And, of course,” Norman added, chuckling as well. “This does mean that I don’t need to do the stereotypical thing and intimidate some boy just yet…”


“I wonder where we’d be by now if this hadn’t happened,” Pikachu said, tail flicking back and forth.

“Well… I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “I don’t think I’d be able to guess – we came back over three years ago.”

“Doesn’t that mean – wait, hold on,” Pikachu said.

He counted on his paws and tail.

“Isn’t your birthday in less than a month?”

Ash glanced up for a moment. “I – yeah, it is.”

“We’d better do something for it, then,” Pikachu decided. “Latios survived this time – and you’ve got a lot to celebrate.”

“You’re right,” Ash agreed. “I… yeah, I was just thinking about all the changes that have come since we came back in time. Pokémon like Mawile or Goodra who I never had a chance to meet last time – or like Lucario and Houndoom, who we only met briefly.”

He shook his head. “It’s kind of odd to imagine who we might have run into by now…”

Ash?

Ash looked down at Dexter. “Hey, Dexter. What is it?”

Just letting you know that we’re getting close to the daycare.

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Okay, Pidgeot, can you see it?”

Pidgeot chirped an affirmative, and dropped out of supercruise. The ripple of their shockwave fell away, and she shed altitude in preparation for a touchdown.

“Looks like they’re already there,” Ash added, pointing.

Pikachu raised his tail as a sunshade, then nodded. “Yep, that seems about right.”


Corona dodged backwards, flicking her tail across to cover her retreat, and fired an Ember.

Her opponent, a Vileplume, blocked the attack with a quick Bullet Seed.

“That’s good!” May told her and her trainer. “Contest judges like seeing a defence like that. Now, follow it up with a good attack!”

“Petal Dance, Vileplume!” ordered the trainer, Nicolette. “Have them come in from all directions – don’t let her block them all!”

Vileplume nodded sharply, and fired a burst of petals from the centre of her flower. They peppered the area Corona was standing in, and she found herself forced to cloak herself entirely in flame just to avoid taking too many nasty hits.

The flame shield lasted perhaps three seconds, then faltered enough for Vileplume to get the attack through.

“And stop!” Brock said, from his refereeing position standing on Steelix’ head. “Good work, both of you.”

Corona sighed, letting the tension bleed out of her, and rubbed her side.

“That kind of stung,” she informed the general area.

“Thanks so much!” Nicolette said, shaking May’s hand. “For giving me an idea of what being a Coordinator is like, I mean – I never thought I’d get a tutoring session from a Top Coordinator!”

“Glad to help,” May replied. “We all have to start somewhere, and it’s always good to help someone new get started.”

“And thanks to your brother, too,” Nicolette added.

She snapped her fingers. “I know what to do! I’ll ask my parents if it’s possible to get you-”

Pidgeot flew overhead with a whoosh.

“Ash!” May shouted. “Don’t fly so low!”

“Hey, I’m just the passenger!” Ash called back, as Pidgeot banked around in a sedate turn and alighted.

“…is that Ash Ketchum?” Nicolette asked. “I didn’t know you two knew each other!”

“Yeah, we travel around together,” May informed her. “It’s kind of a funny thing… we met ages ago, and since then it’s just sort of made sense that we go the same places for months at a time.”


“You okay, Max?” Ash checked. “You look a bit odd.”

“I’m just nervous,” Max replied, as they walked up to the room Nicolette’s parents kept the eggs. “Well, I think that’s what it is – you and May have handled eggs before, you know what it’s like to hatch them. But this would be my first, and I’m not sure if it’s going to go well.”

He shook his head. “I know it’s probably stupid, but I just feel… nervous.”

Ash took that in.

“Would you like Absol to do a scan to make sure you take the right choice?”

“…yes please.”

Absol emerged from her Pokeball, having overheard.

“Right,” she began. “Lucario, could you translate?”

Lucario also emerged from his Pokeball.

“That’s pretty cool,” Nicolette said, then blushed slightly. “Sorry, I know I sound really kind of silly…”

“Don’t worry,” Lucario assured her. “I am totally hip, man, so it’s cool and swinging for me to throw off your jive.”

Nicolette looked utterly bemused.

“Lucario,” Ash chided. “Don’t try to confuse her.”


“Okay, let’s see…” Absol said, pacing up and down the rows of eggs. “Destruction, disaster… apocalypse… literally the moon crashing into the planet… a spontaneous meteorite strike… and, for some reason, death by cheese.”

Then she smiled. “I’m joking. It looks like it doesn’t matter much which egg you pick – it depends how you feel about someone who wouldn’t be interested in combat.”

Lucario passed on that second part to Max, having decided the first part was unlikely to be important.

“Right,” Max said, thinking. “I… well, I think that it’d be good to make sure a new Pokémon was at least willing to get in a battle, because if they don’t then it’d kind of make them uncomfortable – you know, feeling like they’re not pulling their weight, even if I don’t ask them to.”

“That sounds wise,” Absol agreed.

May came around the side of the shelves with a bright yellow egg. “What about this one?”

Absol glanced up. “That one would result in… well, hair disasters. That’s all I’m getting.”

“That’s an odd one,” said Nicolette’s father – Christopher. “We got that one in from someone from overseas – they were just visiting, I think. Didn’t say what it was.”

“That sounds interesting,” May said. “Well… I think I like the sound of that.”

She checked Ethan’s translation, and reached up to her hair. “I can live with hair disasters, I think.”

“Don’t say that until you know how bad they are,” Absol muttered.

Max looked down the rows. “Are any of these close to hatching?”

“Not especially,” Christopher said. “There’s a Vulpix egg which is about to, though.”

“Maybe Nicolette could have that one?” May suggested. “A Fire-type would be a good contrast, and Vulpix are very sweet Pokémon.”

“That sounds great!” Nicolette said. “Dad, can I?”

“We’ll see,” Christopher decided. “We don’t have to put that one out for adoption while your mother and I think about it, though.”

“Absol?” Max asked, getting the attention of the Dark-type, and touched a white egg with black spots. “This one?”

Absol focused, reaching for her disaster senses.

“Good choice, unless you have a problem with being tackled hard enough to knock you over.”

“Is that a concern?” Lucario asked.

“Well, it might be,” Absol clarified. “My disaster sensing power gives probabilities. The probability of being tackle-glomped to the floor increased markedly.”


“Where are we going now, Momma?” Manaphy asked, as they left the daycare.

“Well…” May began. “I was wondering if you’d be interested in a Contest – I’m pretty sure the next place we visit does Double Contests sometimes, and it’d be a good chance to have a go if you worked with another one of my Pokémon.”

“That sounds great!” Manaphy smiled.

“Then just think who you’d like to work with,” May advised. “Let me know who you think would be the best fit.”

“Okay,” Manaphy said, already thinking. “Hmmm…”


“High Jump Kick!” Naomi ordered.

Her Ponyta skidded to a halt, hooves sparking on the floor, and reared forwards. At the same moment, Naomi’s Grovyle jumped forwards from the other side of the room and spread his arms to glide – getting just enough distance that he could land on Ponyta’s hooves, right as she fired off her powerful kick.

Launched by both his own strength and that of his partner, Grovyle went flying into the air – at least halfway to the ceiling, where he sent a storm of wind outwards that curled and recurled without ever actually escaping as an attack.

Dropping back through his wind, he landed squarely on Ponyta’s back with a flourish.

“A fine finish there from Naomi, Grovyle and Ponyta!” Nurse Joy said, applauding. “Top marks for teamwork!”

“That’s right,” the mayor agreed, nodding firmly. “A Ponyta doing no damage to a Grass-type like that means very good teamwork.”

“And next we have a visitor from Hoenn,” Joy added, checking the list as Naomi returned her Pokémon and left the stage. “And she’s no amateur – so, everyone, please put your hands together for May Maple!”

As the audience applauded, Joy kept speaking. “She’s promised us something new today, so I’m sure we’re all watching with interest!”


“Go!” May called, throwing her first Pokeball.

Beautifly formed with a bright flash, did a spin, and began trailing Silver Wind from her wings.

May watched carefully as Beautifly danced in the air for several seconds, then threw her second Pokeball as she reached the crest of her flight.

Water splashed out in all directions as the Splash Seals activated, then stopped in mid-air and began to glow a faint blue. And, inside the complex double-shell of hovering water bubbles, Manaphy spun once before opening his eyes.

“Beautifly, Fly!” May said. “Manaphy, get ready!”

Beautifly ducked down before arrowing up through the watery formation, and she caught Manaphy gently on her back as he began to fall. Manaphy took that as the signal, and his water bubbles flattened out into a ring with a graceful movement.

“Let’s start slow,” May told him. “Two and one!”

Manaphy frowned a little, concentrating, and fired a Water Pulse out ahead of them.

The Water Pulse distorted as it flew, slowing and flattening out, until it formed a disc of water just ahead of Beautifly’s flight path – one she promptly blew apart with a Gust, opening out the centre into a ring of water that afforded just enough of a gap to fly through.

As soon as she did, Beautifly was met with a new challenge – the water from Manaphy’s original appearance onto the battlefield, reshaped into a pair of bubbles coming towards one another to splash her between them.

Rolling over on her side, Beautifly shot between the two bubbles with inches to spare – carrying Manaphy with her, who quickly shot a glance down at May to make sure he was doing okay.

“That’s just fine!” May assured him. “Now, let’s try four and three!”

The blue glow suffused Manaphy’s water again, and he added to it with a Water Pulse and a powerful Bubble – creating a veritable midair obstacle course, one which Beautifly wove and dodged through with consummate ease.

“Morning globe!” May ordered. “Let’s make it a good one!”

Still trailing Silver Wind from her wings – the proof she hadn’t hit anything once – Beautifly spiralled towards the floor of the arena, moving faster and faster as she shed height and her spirals got wider and wider.

Overhead, all the water Manaphy had produced so far hung in the air, occasionally dripping – then it expanded out, seeming to balloon to the point it half-filled the arena.

Beautifly swerved sharply in, then pulled up – rising straight towards the watery globe, and punched through into the interior.

Then she used Morning Sun, and the whole of the Contest arena and stands were lit by shifting, shimmering rainbows.

They lasted for perhaps five or six seconds, refracting and slowly progressing upwards as their source dropped back towards the floor, then the globe all collapsed at once into a misty rain which drifted downwards.

Still glowing softly, Beautifly floated down as well – carrying her passenger, who looked torn between nervousness and excitement.

As the judges gave their opinion, May reached up and took Manaphy from Beautifly’s back.

“Good work,” she told him, giving him a hug.

“Thanks, Mama,” he replied, and returned the hug with one of his own. “I’m glad Beautifly was there, I was really nervous…”

“You’ll do fine,” May assured him, as they cleared the stage.


“Manaphy, use Water Sport!” May ordered. “Hit that Ponyta with water!”

Manaphy duly did so, spraying water from his mouth and using his flippers to direct it.

“Stop him, Grovyle!” Naomi said. “Use Ponyta for a boost, and hit him with Leaf Blade!”

Her Grovyle jumped up to his teammate, and kicked off her with a powerful push – then brought his arm blades around in a swipe at where Manaphy had been before Beautifly snatched him up.

“Thanks!” Manaphy said, then quickly used Bubble to block a Flamethrower from Ponyta.

“Good work, Manaphy!” May said, thinking hard. “Okay – I know! Beautifly, get a Bug Buzz ready!”

“Watch out, Grovyle,” Naomi called.

“Manaphy, heart swap!”

“Razor Wind,” Naomi said. “And Ponyta, use Fire Spin as soon as-”

Manaphy’s antenna flashed, and a pink light danced between the two Pokémon.

Then Ponyta fell over, abruptly trying to manage a different arrangement of limbs, and Grovyle’s attack went completely out of control when Ponyta found herself trying to manage it without either preparation or experience.

Beautifly’s Bug Buzz flashed down through the mixture, and Manaphy supported her with a Bubblebeam that resonated in the pulse of sound.

“What just happened?” Nurse Joy asked, as Naomi’s team fell apart completely in seconds. “What does Heart Swap even do?”

“I thought it just moved around things like Quiver Dance!” Naomi protested. “That was completely different!”

“Manpahy using it does something different to normal,” May volunteered.

“Time out, please,” the mayor called. “We need to make a ruling on this one.”

“…does that mean something good?” Manaphy asked, looking bewildered as Beautifly put him down again.

“I’m not sure,” May admitted. “I didn’t realize it might be this much of a problem…”


“Okay, we’ve checked the rules,” Nurse Joy said, some minutes later. “It looks like this falls into a grey area – some moves aren’t allowed in contests because they make it not about actually performing, but this one isn’t listed.”

She smiled apologetically. “I think the best thing we can say is that the result stands, but you’d better not use it unless you’re told it’s okay in future.”

“Sorry,” Manaphy said, blushing.

“It’s my fault,” May reminded him. “I gave the order.”

“Well…” Naomi sighed. “I can’t really feel upset about that…”

She shook May’s hand. “I’ll just have to beat you in the grand festival!”


Johanna sighed.

“Glameow?” she began.

The feline Normal-type looked up, and purred at her trainer.

“I wonder if you’ve got any ideas for how I can help with Dawn,” she explained. “It seems as though it’s just hard for me to connect with her – I’m not her age, obviously, and…”

Johanna shook her head. “Dawn’s just used to things like Suicune showing up for tea, somehow. And I’m not, and it feels different…”

Glameow regarded her, then rolled over on her back and toyed with her tail.

Johanna chuckled. “Of course, it’s not as if you have the same problem. I mean, your father was a Floatzel…”

The trainer realized something, and lay back in her chair. “And now I’m asking my Pokémon for help.”

After a few seconds, she blinked. “Wait… maybe there is someone who could help.”


“I see,” Caroline said. “Yes, Johanna, I know what you mean – Norman and I had to deal with it after May and Max came back. We found that it helped a lot that Max and May had one another to talk to – not just because they shared this time travel experience, but because they were both quite close in age. We knew about the time travel too, but it was good for them to have a sibling to discuss with – it’s easier than talking to an adult.”

“That’s a good point,” Johanna admitted. “But I’m not sure what to do with that information, I’m afraid – Dawn does have Barry, but he’s really not someone to spend a long time talking to.”

“Why not?” May’s mother asked.

“He’s hyperactive and a bit scatterbrained,” Johanna clarified. “He’s the sort of person who’s run off before the end of the sentence.”

Caroline smiled. “That sounds… yes, I can see why that wouldn’t be relaxing at all.”

She hummed, thinking.

“Well, obviously you should ask Dawn if she does feel like things aren’t going well,” she hedged. “It might just be that Dawn’s more used to being an independent young woman than you realize and hasn’t worked out how you feel. But I did have another idea, if you’d like a plan B.”

There was a long pause as Johanna mulled it over.

“I think I’d like to hear what the plan B is,” she decided. “Even if I don’t go for it.”

“That’s fine,” Caroline nodded – by sheer force of habit, as Johanna couldn’t see her. “I was thinking of putting you in touch with an old friend of mine from my Contest days – she moved overseas, but I’ve still got her address.”

“Um… I’m missing something, I think?” Johanna said.

“She’s got a daughter, about May’s age,” Caroline clarified. “Maybe a pen-pal is what Dawn needs.”

She chuckled. “I know, it’s a bit unconventional-”

“No, I think that might be a good idea,” Johanna agreed. “If your friend went overseas, then that’s something different – and I imagine Dawn’s going to get sick of Twinleaf by the time she’s on schedule to travel again, even with all this training.”

She sighed. “It’s not like school is challenging her – she’s breezing through it, because she’s done it all already.”

“We had that with May and Max as well,” Caroline assured her. “That’s normal. If any of this is.”


Shinx yawned, then gave a pleading look to her trainer.

Professor Ivy shook her head. “No, Shinx. You’re not a kitten any more.”

Shinx gave her the full-bore baby-doll eyes.

“No,” Philena repeated. “We’re out here for you to get exercise, not for me to carry you around.”

The Electric-type considered that, then coiled like a spring and jumped at her trainer.

Ivy caught her reflexively, then chuckled as Shinx purred victoriously in her arms. “You win again.”

Giving the feline Pokémon a scratch, she shook her head. “Minx.”

Shinx flicked her tail.

“Seriously, though, you are getting pretty hefty,” Philena added. “I wonder how long it is before it’s time to think about your evolution.”

Adjusting her grip, Philena glanced at the watch on her left wrist. “It’s getting late anyway,” she decided. “Maybe we should head back to the lab, there’s paperwork waiting.”

Shinx thought about that, then yowled in resignation and flowed out of Philena’s arms. “Shiiii-nx!” she said, padding off and tossing her head to indicate her trainer should follow.

“Or we could stay out here a little longer,” Philena allowed, as Shinx’s tail lit up in a Flash. “Bit more exploring to do?”

Shinx’s tail waved lazily from side to side, throwing shadows across the little forest – then stilled, and dimmed.

“Shinx?” Philena asked, much more quietly. “Can you smell something?”

She followed her Pokémon, trying to be as quiet as possible – and probably still making a lot of noise compared to the prowling Electric-type, but she got only mildly disapproving glares so was probably doing okay.

Then Shinx froze, almost too far ahead for Philena to see, and the Professor froze as well.

There were several seconds of tense silence, and then Shinx pounced on something Philena couldn’t see. “Inxshi!”

“If you’re frightening Pidgeys again…” Philena muttered, coming up to see what was going on.


As it turned out, however, Shinx hadn’t found a Pidgey at all.

Instead, when Philena made it to the clearing there was her Electric-type on one side and a stocky canine Pokémon on the other.

Shinx growled, and the canine Pokémon growled right back.

“Wait…” Philena said, looking closer. “Shinx, can you turn up your Flash?”

The Electric-type did so, tail brightening to light up the whole clearing, and Philena nodded to herself.

“That’s a Rockruff,” she said. “I didn’t realize there were any on Valencia Island…”

The Rockruff in question looked at her, seeming slightly puzzled for a moment, then shook it off.

“Hold on a moment…” she added. “Rockruff are Rock-types…”

Shinx shot her a confused look this time.

“Think about it,” Philena said. “Brock’s always joking about how he needs more Rock-types, and how his real thing by now is being deceptive instead of being a Rock-type trainer – but Rockruff is a Rock-type that doesn’t look like it.”

There was a muffled yip from Rockruff’s direction.

Shinx seemed to get the idea, though, and her hackles lowered.

“Shiiin-in-nix,” she explained to the Puppy Pokémon. “Inx-shin-shiii!”

Rockruff barked a question, which Shinx answered, and the canine Pokémon rubbed his belly for a moment before nodding.

“Look at you!” Philena chuckled, patting Shinx on the head. “My cute little diplomat!”

She rummaged through her pocket, and brought out a slightly scratched Pokeball. “I think this is the only one I have spare…”

Rockruff padded over, gave it a sniff, and then pressed his paw against the button.

When the ball registered the capture, Philena smiled to herself.

“Well done,” she told Shinx, picking her up without complaint. “I’d better fix something for both of you when we get home – and I’ll be sure to give you some extra treats, too!”

Shinx purred, happy with this state of affairs.


“Okay, we’re spinning up the gestalt generators now,” the technician said. “Mr. Mewtwo, let us know if you’re getting a good signal.”

In the newly installed building to the south of Mossdeep Space Centre’s runway, several large generating stations began to spin up one by one.

Mewtwo reached out to them, touching them lightly at first. It seems as though they are still tuned.

“That’s a good sign,” the technician nodded. “Okay, we’re going to put them up to full normal power now.”

Full normal power, Mewtwo repeated. Understood.

He tapped into the generators more fully, using their energy to augment his own psychic powers, and expended it in a harmless pressure directed downwards across most of the runway surface.

Holding, he stated. I am drawing full normal power.

“Full normal power,” the technician repeated. “RPM is steady, I’m not seeing any fluctuations.”

She tapped a control. “Okay, hold that for five minutes.”

Mewtwo complied, arms out and a faint glow surrounding his paws.

As the seconds ticked by, he contemplated the real effect the generators were having – they wouldn’t really make him more powerful, so much as mean he could handle transmission losses more easily and prevent him from using too much of his own psychic reserve.

And, more importantly, mean that he could sustain thrust for much longer.

“Okay, full power test over,” the technician reported. “Stepping down to idle. Tower, this is Gestalt – we report full function.”

“Confirm, Gestalt,” the tower reported back. “Are we go for launch on schedule?”

The technician looked at Mewtwo, who nodded.

“We are go,” she told them.

“Understood. Go on scheduled launch. T minus twenty minutes.”


Mewtwo lifted himself out of his seat, and examined the launch vehicle waiting on the pad.

It was nothing like the launches that had been going on even a few months ago – with the confirmation that Mewtwo could maintain full psionic shield right through to the exosphere, it was an ungainly thing and was even secured in space with throwaway struts rather than wasting mass on takeoff fairing.

Of course, every component still had a parachute for emergency breaking, because the Mossdeep Space Agency wasn’t stupid.

Is all in readiness? Mewtwo asked, reaching out with his mind to touch the only two passengers onboard the thousand-tonne spacecraft.

It is, one of the Kadabra replied. Our module is ready.

Good, Mewtwo stated. Remember, be ready for an emergency teleport in case problems arise.

He turned his gaze to look at a nondescript shed, barely visible almost three miles away.

There was a man in there who had never met the two Kadabra who were going to launch today.

His job was simple – if today’s launch looked like going off course sufficiently that it endangered those on the ground, he would destroy it by sending a coded radio message.

Launch is in five minutes, Mewtwo reminded them, turning away again. Be ready.

He switched his attention to the launch tower. Establishing air shield. Prepare for pressure gauge readings.


“Five,” Control counted. “Four. Three. Two. One. Launch!”

Out on the pad, the launch stack glowed a faint blue… and rose smoothly into the air, with neither the flame of an engine nor the thunder of the rocket motor.

Instead, just at the edge of hearing, Mewtwo’s generators hummed – and the mighty Psychic-type lifted the entire stack straight upwards at a steady thrust of thirty metres per second per second.

“Acceleration track is on path,” Guidance announced. “Tower clear.”

“No resonances developing,” FIDO reported from his station. “The struts are doing fine, I don’t see any undue strain.”

“It’s the lack of vibration,” Engineering said.

“T plus twenty.”

“Air shield holding, no pressure adjustment recorded.”

Jin watched as the huge stack rose – silently, smoothly, and efficiently.

A white shock formed around it as it passed the sound barrier, but that meant almost nothing – Mewtwo’s rock-solid psychic shield kept a thousand tonnes of spacecraft completely aloof from the atmosphere slicing past, and the stack just kept steadily accelerating.

“Mewtwo, status?” he checked.

Mewtwo here, the Legendary answered. I am not suffering any strain so far.

“Good,” Jin nodded. “We’re reaching the fifty kilometre altitude mark – initiate shield vent.”

“Shield venting commencing,” one of the engineers reported almost immediately. “We’re seeing a steady drop, thirty seconds until equalization.”

“Fifty-five kilometres up, three hundred fifty downrange.”

I am approaching the point of strain, Mewtwo reported. I anticipate no problems continuing the launch until the scheduled handover.

“Understood, Mewtwo,” Jin said. “Good work.”

“T plus two hundred. Speed is now six kilometres per second.”

“Thirty seconds to handover.”

“Running final checks on booster.”

Jin took a long look at the big board Apollo was throwing up on-screen.

By now, they were high enough there was almost no air pressure – and far enough downrange that they were approaching the limits of Mewtwo’s easy projection range.

On the screen, the handover point flashed a gentle green – indicating that they were on profile to reach it just as planned.

“Kadabra reporting they are ready for boost assist,” FIDO said.

“Ten seconds to handover.”

“Boost ignition sequence… start.”

“Three, two, one-”


Mewtwo released his hold, and the generators squealed for a moment as they ran back up to their cut-off speed before the governors slowed them back down to nominal.

At almost the same instant, a small rocket motor activated a little over five hundred miles downrange and two Kadabra reached out their own telekinesis to enfold their vehicle.

“Stage one disengaged, stage two online,” Control said. “Good work.”

Shading his eyes, Mewtwo looked up into the darkening sky and saw the light of the booster – only just visible at this distance, as it was a low-powered burn intended to operate outside atmosphere only.

“Good work, Mewtwo,” Control repeated. “Everything is on profile and it looks like we’re going to make orbit. Congratulations, we’ve launched an entire space station in one day.”

I am more interested in the PCM, Mewtwo replied, leaning back in his chair. If the Psionic Catchment Module works, we will be able to supply the station instantly by teleport relay.

“We know, Mewtwo,” Control chuckled. “Believe me, we’re all eager to see it work. So, how’s the shiny new office building?”

Mewtwo reached down to touch the generators on the floor below, and felt the burble of energy they provided.

Then he took in the whole of the room – dozens of books in the four bookshelves lining one wall, all the electronics and workstations over in one corner, and enough space for far more inhabitants than were currently using it.

I think it’s all fine, Mewtwo told his friend. It still feels new, but I’m sure that before long it will feel like home.


Bonus: Mewtwo’s book excerpt, chapter two


Education and Instinct


Humans are not like Pokémon, in many ways. One of the most crucial, however, is how they learn.

To be a human is to learn mainly by deduction and induction. To follow patterns, and apply the fruits of past experience to recognize places these patterns could be followed.

The best way to view how humans learn, and how it is atypical, is to explore more fully what it means to be a Pokémon

A Pokémon tends to learn most of their moves by way of a kind of active discovery. Having experienced the phenomenon myself, on two occasions – it is as though you have just seen the solution to a magic eye picture, or realized which way up a book must be held. It goes straight from barely comprehensible to making perfect sense. And since this often occurs in the middle of a battle… the usual result is to use the move straight away. (Often it will be a useful one for the current situation, in fact.)

It is rare a Pokémon will half-learn Ice Beam, at least on their own. Once they have this new move, though, there does tend to be a period of more conventional, ‘human’ learning about the capabilities and shortfalls of the technique.

A similar process occurs when a technical machine is used. While I have not used one myself, a dear friend of mine has never found one she cannot learn – and she has shared with me the common threads that she has found in all of them.

A Technical Machine is a device which delivers that sudden realization artificially. The method by which this is done differs, certainly, but the core effect is the same – the Pokémon gains the ability to use the move, in basic form, but no understanding of when or deep conception of the methods beneath.

And this, perhaps, is where humans most differ. When a human can be said to know something, they know it because they understand it.

Pokémon do learn some things in a similar way, and many of them apply human tools of thought to even those things which are most intuitive – whether by learning the tools by observing them, or being coached through the process by a trainer or friend. This is one of the reasons trained Pokémon are stronger – a Pokémon who has been taught Ice Beam by a trainer has a much higher chance of understanding the best times to use the move, and how to get the best from it.

At least two ways of learning moves blur this line. One is where another Pokémon – perhaps a relative – has taught the Pokémon the move by example. This is still a case of intuitive learning, but it is sped along substantially by the tutor’s help.

Another is what are called ‘egg moves’.

These can be genetic, or they can be learned by observation – through the peculiar, instinctual means by which a Pokémon can learn whilst still in the shell. Since egg moves are literally learned pre-birth, they are often not so much instinctual as ingrained – they are as much a part of the Pokémon, at birth, as walking or talking.

Mention of walking and talking brings up the issue of language. All Pokémon are born able to communicate coherently, though they do undergo a developmental period similar to humans – their ability to articulate outstrips their ability to form concepts or understand them, at first.

As for myself, and those like me – the created Pokémon – we are different and yet similar. Since we were created from genetic templates, we had the same instincts as our templates and also had some memories from the templates.

These are not merely moves, either. Sometimes, late at night, I see flashes of memories not my own, from the Mew whose hair provided the genetic material to create me.

It is an interesting and pleasant experience – he clearly liked to travel, and I have memories of continents from long before humans touched them.


I will examine four case studies this chapter, covering a wide range of scenarios. The first covers primarily the issue of moves learned through training with a human against those deciphered mid-battle. The Pokémon in question is one of my friend Sabrina’s primary gym challenge team, and is…


AN:


So this is entirely not a gym.

In some ways, this could be seen as a filler chapter, but in other ways it’s really not.

And to answer a few possible questions in overly-cryptic ways:

The man is the Range Safety Officer.

A governor is a “mechanical governor”.

She wasn’t disqualified because the rule’s one they hadn’t made until just then.

They’ve seen Heart Swap come up from Metronome.

It was because he was hungry that clinched it.

And I’ve decided what both eggs are.

Next up – the Battle Dome! (Well, there’s a matter of a Brockruff first.)






208. Battle Frontier 13


“Hey, Brock?” Max said, looking up from the map. “Are you sure we’re going in the right direction?”

“Pretty sure,” Brock answered. “Why?”

“Well…” Max pointed. “I’m pretty sure that that’s Lavender Town up ahead. And I know the Battle Dome is near Lavender Town, but I think it’s to the west.”

“You’re right there,” Brock said. “I took us around so we could visit Lavender Town first – I’ve got some shopping to pick up, and I’d rather not miss Ash’s challenge.”

He shrugged. “Besides, given how busy it got last time, it might be hours before the crowd clears.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” May realized. “This was the guy with that huge fanbase.”

“And this time he’s challenging someone who won two Leagues,” Max pointed out.

Ash looked mulish. “Orange counts!”

“Not everyone thinks it does,” Brock said delicately. “Anyway – is that okay, Ash?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Ash agreed. “I do need to decide who to use, anyway – and I don’t really know what the rules are going to be this time.”

“Perhaps I could give it a go?” Lucario suggested.

“…hm…” Ash frowned. “I think it’s Double Battles – or it could be, it was last time.”

“I don’t see the problem. I have two paws.”

“You have four paws,” Pikachu said.

“Exactly,” Lucario replied, waving one arm and then the other. “I have two forepaws.”

“…I’ve never really understood how it is puns work in Pokémon language,” Max said.

“Very well, thank you,” Lucario informed him.

“That’s not really an answer,” Brock pointed out.

“Excuse me?”

The friends all looked up.

A man by the side of the road looked up at them, then back down at a sheet of paper. “Are you Brock Slate?”

“That’s me,” Brock agreed.

“Right,” the man said. “Hold on a moment, please.”

He unlocked the doors of a nearby car, and reached in to get a small parcel from it.

“Delivery for you,” he said, handing the parcel to Brock. “Can you sign for it, please?”

“Sure,” Brock agreed, juggling the package and the man’s clipboard. “Do you have a pen?”

“That’s… actually very impressive,” May observed. “How did you know that was him?”

“I checked him against the photo,” the deliveryman replied, indicating a photograph of Brock on the delivery form. “And I knew where to look because our company has a network of Xatu.”

He chuckled. “You wait, next year some of our deliveries are going to be by teleport – that’s what I heard.”

“That would be kind of bizarre,” May said. “And we travel with Ash Ketchum, so we know bizarre.”

Ash raised a hand, about to protest, then lowered his hand again and nodded.

“Right,” Brock said, handing the clipboard back, and opened the parcel.

“A Pokéball?” Max said, peering in.

“And a note,” May added.

Brock unfolded the note. “It’s from Philena,” he told them, as the deliveryman’s car drove off. “And… huh, that’s nice of her.”

“What’s nice?” May asked. “I can’t read her handwriting.”

Brock gave her a sidelong glance. “Why not?”

“It’s terrible,” Max deadpanned. “Your girlfriend’s a doctor, right?”

“Professor,” Brock corrected.

“That probably explains it.”

Brock chuckled, shaking his head, then went back to the note.

“What she’s saying,” he explained, “is that she and Shinx were out for a walk yesterday, and they met a Rockruff.”

“Rockruff,” Ash repeated, frowning. “Rockruff… I think I heard of them once…”

“They’re Rock-types,” Brock told him. “I mean, that’s obvious from the name. But she says that Shinx talked the Rockruff around into letting himself get caught, because she explained that I have a lot more sneaky Pokémon than actual Rock types.”

“That’s kind of neat,” Max said. “It’ll make you actually a Rock type trainer again.”

“It’s not long until we find Sudowoodo,” Brock muttered. “Anyway. Apparently it was that and the fact I’m a good cook.”

Pikachu nodded. “That is definitely true.”

“Well, come on,” May invited. “Let’s see!”

Brock duly sent Rockruff out.

The canine Pokémon landed in front of them, and sniffed deeply. Looking around at the humans around it, it wagged its tail.

“That’s cute,” May giggled. “Such a fluffy tail!”

Brock crouched down, and held out his hand – palm up.

Rockruff approached, sniffing, and then licked his palm. “Hello!”

“Hello yourself,” Brock smiled.

Rockruff blinked, head tilting. “The lady, she said you were able to speak to Pokémon – but now I am seeing it, hearing it myself… it is strange.”

Ash frowned. “That’s… kind of an odd accent.”

The Rock-type turned quickly to look at Ash. “What is being wrong with it?”

“Nothing!” Ash replied, raising his hands. “Sorry about that…”

Lucario bowed, eyes closed. “It is good to have a new Pokémon along for the ride…”

He paused, opening one eye for a moment, then closed it again with a little flash of blue visible on his iris for a moment.

Then he grimaced, one hand going to his muzzle.

“Lucario?” Max said. “What’s wrong?”

The fighting-type let out a snort of laughter.

“Sorry,” he said, sounding amazed. “I don’t… it’s just, oh dear…”

Shaking his head, he turned his attention to Rockruff. “You should probably tell him.”

“What should I be doing the telling of?” Rockruff asked, a little defensively.

“You know,” Lucario said.

His arms crossed. “It’s very funny, but you’ll have to explain at some point.”

Rockruff looked around, suddenly seeming less confident. “You are telling the truth?”

“Yes,” Lucario confirmed.

“Am I having to do the explaining?” Rockruff asked his new trainer. “Can it not be being a secret that I am not having to tell?”

“I think I’m missing half of a very confusing conversation,” Max told everyone.

“I can hear it all and I’m no wiser,” Brock said.

There was a flash as Ninetales emerged from her Pokéball. “Good morning, Brock…”

She stretched, then noticed the sun in the sky. “Oh, no… I overslept, didn’t I?”

“What time do you call this?” Brock asked, distracted from the Rockruff problem.

“Too late, clearly,” Ninetales sighed. “And who’s this?”

“That’s Rockruff,” Brock told her, as the canine Pokémon looked a little nervously up at her. “He’s a Rock-type that decided to let Philena catch him so that he could join our team.”

“Well, it’s nice to have you,” Ninetales told him.

“Um…” Rockruff began. “This is being a very awkward situation…”

He took a deep breath. “There are two parts being. First is that girl, not boy, am I.”

Ninetales looked completely confused now.

“Second is that… am not exactly being Rock-type.”

There was a blue flash, and Rockruff vanished.

In her place was a nervous-looking Zorua.


Brock stared. “…what?”

“I’m sorry,” Zorua said, looking down for a moment. “It all seemed pretty funny at the time… but now I realize-”

“Wait, how come you make more sense now?” Ash asked. “You were doing something weird before.”

“Oh, right,” the Dark-type said. “It… kind of takes a while to get good at speaking as other Pokémon.”

“Hold on,” May said, shaking her head. “Are you telling me that Brock’s girlfriend got him a Pokémon specifically because it was a Rock-type and not a sneaky Pokémon, and it turns out he’s a Zorua?”

“She,” Ash corrected. “And… yeah, actually.”

They all looked up as Brock started to chuckle.

He tried to hold it in, but the chuckles grew into laughter and he shook his head helplessly.

“Is he okay?” Zorua asked, pointing a paw. “I don’t know.”

“He doesn’t seem upset,” Ninetales replied. “So… maybe.”

“Mama?” Manaphy asked, making Zorua jump and fluff her tail out as she noticed the Legendary Pokémon on May’s shoulder. “If Zorua has to speak like a Pokémon when she pretends to be one, does that mean she speaks human too?”

“I suppose it must do,” May said. “Ash? You met a Zorua in Sinnoh once, right?”

“Yeah, I did,” Ash confirmed. “And yeah, Zorua pretended to be human once or twice and it’d be kind of obvious if everything they said was ‘Zorua!’…”

Zorua cleared her throat, conscious of her new trainer still trying to contain his giggles. “I… not good yet.”

Manaphy gasped. “That means I can help teach you!”

“I’d rather stick to just talking normally for now,” the vulpine Dark-type said, reaching up with a paw to rub her throat.

Brock finally got a hold of himself, and bent down to Zorua.

“Don’t worry,” he said, giving her a smile. “I was hoping to get a Rock type, but if I’d known you were a Zorua from the start I’d have felt perfectly fine with it.”

“You would?” Zorua asked. “That’s… that’s good to know. Thank you.”

She frowned for a moment, and switched back to the Rockruff form. “Would it help if I was like this?”

“That is so bizarre,” May said, blinking. “I know that she’s really a Zorua, but seeing a Rockruff say Zorua – it kind of seems like I’m dreaming.”

“Blaziken,” Lucario announced. “Blaze-i-blaziken.”

“I think I’m getting a headache,” Max winced.

“Sorry, I’ll stop.”

Brock picked up the Dark-type. “It doesn’t matter, as far as I’m concerned,” he told her. “I have to admit, it’d be really sneaky if you pretended to be a Rockruff in public enough that people thought that’s what you were… but that’s your choice.”

Zorua nodded, then her belly grumbled loudly.

“Uh…” she began, looking deeply embarrassed. “Is it time for lunch yet?”

Brock frowned, thinking. “Well, it’s a bit early, but I’ve got some burgers and gorgonzola in Ash’s bag, so we could do some blue-cheese cheeseburgers. Pokémon Centres tend to have a kitchen for their customers to use, so we can do it there… and I’ve got some sweet potato I could cut into wedges and fry with seasoning and paprika…”

The newly arrived Pokémon noticed she was drooling, and shut her mouth with a snap. “…that sounds nice, yes.”


“Sure this is okay?” Brock checked.

It will be fine, Ethan told him, his Pokédex standing propped against the nearby microwave. My projector is very heat resistant and armoured with inert materials, and my processor can extrapolate your full expression based on the side view.

“Right,” Brock nodded, putting on his big Chef’s hat. “Let’s get going, then.”

Pouring out a little oil into each of two frying pans, he began heating them up as he cut the sweet potatoes.

Connecting, Ethan added.

Still keeping an eye on both frying pans, Brock shifted the projector to where he’d be able to see what Ethan showed.

A moment later, Philena appeared.

“Brock!” she said, with a smile. “Hi – did you get my little surprise?”

“I did, Phili, that’s right,” Brock agreed.

He took his attention off Philena for a moment to sprinkle some seasoning into one of the frying pans, then dropped the burgers in with a sizzle. “That’s what I called about, actually.”

“Oh – is there a problem?” Professor Ivy asked, concerned.

“No, not a problem,” Brock stressed.

He finished cutting the chips, and tipped them into the other pan with a generous handful of paprika before moving them around to make sure the whole of the chips got coated. “It’s more of a surprise than anything.”

He took a deep breath. “That wasn’t a Rockruff.”

Philena blinked. “Did he evolve already?”

In the background, Philena’s Shinx yowled something.

Translation: Told you, the Porygon2 reported to them both.

“What does that-” Philena began, then blinked. “Hold on. If my little minx knew when… but…”

She let out a little involuntary snort. “Oh, no, Brock! Sorry!”

“Yes, that’s right,” Brock agreed, checking on the burgers. “Turns out that you found me a Zorua.”

“Oh, dear…” Philena sighed, still unable to repress the odd giggle. “Well… you have to admit it’s appropriate?”

“It is, in an odd way…” Brock nodded. “But she’s quite embarrassed about it herself, and we’ve talked about it. I don’t mind.”

He looked up at the screen, knowing Ethan would show him doing the same despite the odd placement of the cameras. “But I would like to have a Rockruff anyway…”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” Philena promised.


As they talked, a pseudo-Rockruff came padding into the kitchen – drawn by the smells wafting from Brock’s frying pans.

She licked her muzzle, wondering how long it would be before lunch, then flicked her ears to hear what they were talking about.

A few seconds of listening, and she sighed in relief – Brock wasn’t complaining, which was a good sign. But she was still curious to see just how the cooking was going.

The disguised Zorua spotted a chair that was half-drawn-back, and jumped up onto it before gathering herself to jump onto the table.

“Need a lift?”

Zorua jumped straight up in the air, completely surprised, and stumbled backwards off the chair she was on with a crash.

“Are you okay?” Brock asked, looking around with concern as her disguise collapsed in a blue flash, and she nodded.

“I’m fine,” the Dark-type said, reactivating her disguise. “Just startled.”

Sniffing again, Zorua looked past the smell of frying this time.

“Are you… there?” she asked, pointing a paw.

With a shimmer of light, a Latias appeared out of thin air.

“That’s me!” the hovering dragon-type agreed. “And I’ll ask again – do you need a lift?”

“Sure,” Zorua nodded, deciding that ridiculous things were just going to be a ‘thing’ now in her life.

Then she found herself being lifted onto a human’s shoulder, where she was carried high enough to see the display screen with Philena’s face on it as well as all of Brock’s cooking work – he was just flipping over the burgers.

“How did you do that?” she asked, looking across at the human who’d picked her up.

“I’m still a Latias, silly,” the human said. “You’re just standing on my wing – this is an illusion.”

Zorua nodded to herself. “Okay.”

That seemed to be about all there was to say.


“You know…” Ash said, as they walked up to the Battle Dome. “I’m sure there should be something in the way, here…”

“I know what you mean,” May agreed. “It feels too easy.”

Lucario shrugged.

“I guess it’s not a problem,” Ash said, knocking on the door.

There was a long pause, then the door opened – revealing a purple-haired man in a marvellously ornate dressing gown.

“Who might this be?” he asked, then focused on Ash.

After a moment of silence, he wailed. “No! No, this is awful!”

“What’s awful?” Ash asked, baffled.

“I didn’t know you were in town!” said the man, who Ash now recognized to be Tucker – though he wasn’t wearing his normal spectacular jumpsuit. “I’m not ready! I’ve not got my outfit on – and the crowd – and there hasn’t even been a press conference!”

The door closed again, and Ash stared for a moment.

“That’s what it was,” he said. “The press conference!”


A few minutes later, the door opened again – this time revealing Tucker in his lustrous outfit as though he’d been wearing it all along.

“Come in, and welcome to the Battle Dome!” he said, with a grand flourish. “I had a session of contemplation while I was redressing my state of dress, and I have decided that it would be simpler to have the press conference after the battle – and to record it from all angles, so that it can be shown to a far larger crowd!”

“Is that… necessary?” Ash asked.

“Ash, you’re a League Champion,” Brock pointed out. “You’ve had dozens of battles on TV, and you saved the world from a giant meteorite. You kind of need to get used to the idea of being interviewed.”

“I think I understand why Riley went and lived on an island,” Ash said quietly. “Okay, I guess that’ll be all right.”

“Magnificent!” Tucker declared. “Now – for you, for Ash Ketchum, saviour of the Earth, there is only one kind of battle I can countenance! We will have a true test of skill, a Triple Battle!”

He paused. “Perhaps it is because you are one of the few who has actually challenged the Frontier so far. But no matter! Pick your team – you may use any of your Pokémon, including those you do not have on hand!”

Max raised his hand. “Uh… question?”

When Tucker nodded to him, Max went on. “I have to ask… what if you didn’t have that rule? Couldn’t someone use any of their Pokémon anyway?”

“Well… I suppose they could, in practice,” Tucker admitted. “But I would not be happy about it.”

“Right…”

Any further conversation was cut off as they walked out into the arena room.

“Choose your Pokémon, Ash Ketchum!” Tucker told him, and jumped to a nearby rail. Taking a handle attached to a zipwire, he shot off towards his box.

“…that happened,” May said.

“Tucker appears to be quite flamboyant,” Lucario said.


“Okay, you all ready for this?” Ash checked, one last time. “I don’t want any of you to feel forced.”

“We’re not forced at all!” Mawile said firmly. “We’re going to be a great team – all three of us, together!”

Goodra nodded, clenching his fist, and after a moment Tyranitar gave a firm nod as well.

“Good,” Ash smiled, and returned them.

He cupped his hands around his mouth. “I’m ready!”

“There’s a speaker system in the box!” Tucker replied. “It makes it much easier to get good recordings of what the trainers are saying.”

“Oh – right, sorry,” Ash winced. “I hope that wasn’t too loud – uh – anyway!”

He held up all three Pokéballs. “Go!”

Opposite him, Tucker did the same.


Mawile landed on the floor of the arena, arms out for stability, and looked around for her friends.

A moment later, Goodra used his Dragon Pulse to slow his fall, and Tyranitar just hit the ground hard enough to make the tough boards bang with the impact.

The first Pokémon to land opposite them was a wiry Arcanine, then a Swampert who slammed his fists together to show off.

And, circling overhead, was a Salamence who didn’t land at all.

“Three!” Tucker’s voice echoed out of the speakers. “Two! One! Begin!”

Without orders, Arcanine lunged forwards. She barked, then launched a Flamethrower at Mawile.

Goodra’s tail swept her up, snatching her out of the way, and the Flamethrower hissed through the space between Tyranitar and Goodra before vanishing as Arcanine dodged back.

A moment later, Tyranitar’s Stone Edge flashed through the space Arcanine had been occupying.

“Swampert, move forwards!” Tucker called. “Hydro Pump!”

“He meant Salamence then!” Ash told his Pokémon hurriedly.

On hearing that, Goodra shot a glance up at the Dragon-type flying overhead – then moved closer to his fellow semidinosaur.

“I’ll stop him!” Mawile called, running up Goodra’s back and jumping across to Tyranitar.

Her jaws glowed bright blue, and when Salamence used Hydro Pump a moment later there was Mawile’s Ice Fang in the way to block it.

Some of the cold water hit Goodra, who flinched, but kept his focus enough to hit Arcanine with a Dragon Pulse and keep her from getting around behind them.

A moment later, Swampert swung a punch at Goodra.

There was a wham as Tyranitar body-checked Goodra out of the way and took his place. “Sorry!” he said quickly, then grabbed Swampert’s Ice Punch in his foreclaws and grunted as more Ice-type energy hit him.

Mawile jumped back across from Tyranitar to Goodra, and ran for something Goodra couldn’t see – then, just a second later, a blast of Dragonbreath came roaring down from the Salamence overhead and Mawile blocked it from hitting her Dragon-type friend.

“Thanks!” Goodra said, as the blaze of purple dragonfire ended.

“That’s okay!” Mawile replied, then ducked as Arcanine tried to hit her with a Flamethrower. “But I think we need to start doing things to them!”

“So do I,” Goodra agreed. “Tyranitar, keep Swampert busy!”

Tyranitar’s reply was a roar as he took a step forwards, now with both forepaws shoving back against Swampert, and the Water-type matched him strength for strength – then tried to twist him so that Tyranitar fell over.

The Dark-type shook his head, letting go with one hand and punching Swampert.

Then he did it again and again, very quickly.

“Behind you, Goodra!” Ash warned.

Goodra spun, and got a faceful of Arcanine as the Fire-type made an attempt to snatch Mawile off his back.

“That’s not very nice!” Mawile summarized, jumping up onto Goodra’s head, and her Strength used Arcanine’s paw as a gripping point and threw the Fire-type at the opposite wall.

A flamethrower roared down from overhead, and Mawile got caught in the fringes of it.

“Tyranitar, I’m going to have to make it rain!” Goodra called.

“Go ahead!” Tyranitar replied, hitting Swampert with his knee and knocking the Water-type’s Scald off target. “Keep Mawile safe!”


Ash’s gaze flicked between the arena and Tucker, trying to keep on top of everything.

Mawile, Goodra and Tyranitar were working pretty well together, and that meant his job was to try and see something coming that they looked about to miss…

The grey mist in the air? No, that was Goodra’s rain dance – they were ready for it.

Arcanine rolled back to her feet and came around for another pass, focusing on-

Ash winced sympathetically as Tyranitar tailswiped her into a wall, though the Fire-type recovered from the impact without too much trouble.

Then the rain began to fall, clouds forming just above Ash’s head before releasing their watery payloads. Most of the stadium was hit, though there was a rim a few feet wide around the edge where no water was falling.

“Fire Blast!” Tucker declared.

Ash spotted something about where the Dome Ace was looking. “Turn left, Goodra!”

Alerted by his warning, Goodra spun away from the direction Arcanine was coming in – and there was an explosion as Salamence fired off a Fire Blast, the eruption of flame blowing Arcanine halfway across the dome and letting her land in the dry patch against the opposite wall.

While he hadn’t been facing in quite the right direction, Goodra was close, and was able to stop Arcanine’s own Fire Blast from hitting Mawile by sweeping her out of the way with his tail.

“Most impressive!” Tucker complimented him. “It’s a rare trainer who thinks to look at the other trainer for clues!”

He made a grand gesture. “Swampert, use Superpower!”


“Oh, no!” Mawile gasped.

She grabbed Goodra’s paw. “Quick, stand on Tyranitar’s tail!”

Confused but unwilling to gainsay her, Goodra duly stepped on the tail of his Rock-type ally.

Mawile’s reasoning became clear a moment later, as Swampert shifted his weight and heaved to try and lift Tyranitar bodily into the air – something which was harder than he expected, as Goodra lent the whole of his own weight to that of Tyranitar.

While Swampert was adjusting his grip, Mawile ran as fast as she could. She ducked a Flamethrower attack from the Arcanine still prowling around the edge of the arena, and did a half-spin before sinking her Ice Fang into Swampert’s leg.

The half-Ground-type flinched, releasing Tyranitar to swipe at Mawile, and she dodged before grabbing his arm and pulling with all her might.

“I learned about levers yesterday!” she announced.

Tyranitar swept his tail around to give Swampert a whack, trying to help Mawile pull Swampert over, and discovered much to his surprise that there was a Goodra stuck to the tail in question.

“Whoaaah!” Goodra yelped, then hit Swampert hard enough to knock him the rest of the way over – so they both crashed to the floor the far side of Mawile, before rolling to get back up again.

Mawile panted, then spotted Salamence coming in to attack the still-prone Goodra and used a burst of Flamethrower to boost her forwards.


“This battle is going to need a lot of editing,” May said, looking down through the thick grey cloud of Goodra’s Rain Dance. “It doesn’t really make good TV…”

“I think there’s cameras below the rain,” Brock suggested.

“It’s actually quite an intense battle,” Lucario told them, eyes closed. “Pity you can’t see it.”


“Goodra!” Mawile called. “I’ve got an idea – can you lower the cloud a bit?”

She jumped up onto his back, then ran up to his neck so she could talk more quietly into his ear. “And get ready to use Tail Whip to send me upwards – you can tell where things are when it rains on them, right?”

Goodra nodded. “Wait… what are you thinking of?”

“I’m going after Salamence,” she told him.

Nodding a bit dubiously, Goodra altered his Rain Dance. His antennae glowed, and the thick greyish-black cloud dropped lower – low enough that it dropped below the trainer platforms.

“I can still see you guys!” Ash called down. “I don’t think Tucker can, though!”

“Good!” Tyranitar muttered.

He ducked aside from an Aqua Tail by Swampert, then kicked his opponent in the side before punching him in the nose.

“Salamence, go after the Tyranitar!” Tucker called. “Hydro Pump – you as well, Swampert! And use Solarbeam, Arcanine!”

Goodra felt for Arcanine in his rain-boosted senses, didn’t find her, and realized she was skulking around the section of the battlefield where no rain was taking place.

“Now!” Mawile said, and jumped from her spot on Goodra’s head to land on his back. The slightly gooey layer of slime on his back, coupled with all the water, made his spine into a slide, and she gained speed rapidly as she headed towards his tailtip.

Salamence dropped below the cloud layer to aim, and suddenly appeared on Goodra’s rain radar.

“Yah!” Goodra shouted, flicking his tail hard as Mawile reached the end of it. The whip-crack effect added still more to her speed, and the Fairy-type shot towards Salamence so fast that by the time he noticed her she was halfway there.

Wings slamming up, Salamence aborted his attack run to slow down – trying to shift the vectors, so that Mawile would pass harmlessly by him.

Unfortunately for the Dragon-type, however, Mawile just used Flamethrower. With only one jet she had neither the power nor control she could manage in Mega-Evolved form, but it gave her an unexpected midair swerve and she managed to grab onto Salamence by the wing.

“Get off!” Salamence roared, slowing further and dropping into a hover – beating his wings with great speed, trying to whiplash Mawile off in the same way Goodra had whiplashed her into the air.

“I don’t think I’d like to, thank you,” Mawile replied, shaking up and down and going cross-eyed for a moment.

Her jaws hissed in the rain as they cooled down from her Flamethrower, until she decided they were ready – then they snaked around, charged up her Egg move, and slammed home an Ice Fang.

Salamence yelped, and doused his wing reflexively with Dragonbreath – without much effect on anything except making it hurt more – before hitting the ground with a crash as he lost too much height.

Mawile let go for just long enough to reach his tail, then used Play Rough.


Tucker blinked in surprise as his Salamence described an arc through the air, bounced off the top of the dome, and slammed down on some empty seating.

“Maybe it’s not such a bad thing this is a battle without spectators,” he admitted, as Salamence groaned and rolled onto his side for a nap. “It’s not as if they could see much…”


Arcanine’s muzzle went up as she looked at where Salamence had gone, then she waved to catch Swampert’s eye.

“No Salamence,” she warned him.

Swampert nodded.

The Fire-type darted to one side, avoiding a Dragon Pulse which scorched the wall behind her in a star-shape, and inhaled massively before unleashing a barrage of orange-white flames aimed at the Mawile.


“Look out!” Goodra said, moving as fast as he could, and Mawile ran towards him. Her jaws flashed icy-blue for a moment, providing her a buffer against the heat directed at her, then they fizzled out and she got behind Goodra’s body to be safe.

With his skin slick with the rain coming down from his overhead storm cloud, Goodra was able to handle the flames – not that it wasn’t uncomfortable, but the tough Dragon-type was far more able to cope than his friend.

Unfortunately, Arcanine’s attack didn’t burn out after a few seconds.

Instead, still unleashing that continuous, roaring, cresting Heat Wave, the Arcanine began to lope around the outer edge of the arena. Her movement shifted the angle of attack, curling around Goodra’s flank, and he shifted to make sure he could keep covering Mawile.

“Goodra, are you okay?” Mawile asked. “If she keeps attacking you, use Bide!”

“Right!” Goodra agreed, clenching his fists. A white light spread over his form, and began to develop a shimmering layer of energy as Arcanine’s Heat Wave blazed on and on.

Mawile put her hands on her hips. “That’s not a very nice way of attacking… or a very good one.”

Her eyes widened. “That must mean-”

“Look out!” Ash called. “Swampert!”

At that point, Swampert moved – fast.

He shoved Tyranitar to one side – ignoring the punch Tyranitar hit him with in return, despite how it made him stagger – and ran through the rain and the outer edges of Arcanine’s Heat Wave.

Mawile snapped her jaws at him, but he was ready for her this time – the big Water-type simply jumped right over her, then chambered a mighty punch and hit Goodra with an Ice Punch on the side that wasn’t currently being hit by Heat Wave.

Goodra staggered, and before he could recover Arcanine darted in and pounced him with an Extremespeed.

Swampert finished the job with an Ice Punch uppercut, and the Dragon-type collapsed to the floor.


“You… hurt him!” Mawile said, sniffling. “A lot! That’s not nice at all!”

Her eyes brimmed with tears, and she began to sob.

Swampert blinked, surprised by things suddenly not going as he was expecting.

“But… it’s a battle?” he protested, and nudged Goodra with his foot. “See? Your friend’s just knocked out. I didn’t hit him that hard… did I?”

Arcanine shrugged her shoulders.

Mawile rubbed her eyes with her fists. “Meanies!”

At this point, Swampert heard a low, throbbing hum.

The arena seemed to have become a lot more blue than it was before.

Arcanine looked behind the Water-type, let out a yelp and ran for cover.

As the blue glow brightened, Swampert had just enough time to see Tyranitar – his spines crackling with blue lightning all the way from his tail to his head. Then the Dark-type opened his mouth, and what emerged was blue-coloured pain.


“You might want to withdraw Swampert now,” Ash said, as the blue light dimmed – they’d seen it coming out of the gap between the cloud bank and the lip of the stadium wall, colouring the stands a bright blue with reflected azure light. “Tyranitar just hit him with a Hyper Beam.”

“This fighting without being able to see what I’m fighting,” Tucker sighed. “It’s very tiresome.”

He waved a hand at the cloudbank, recalling Swampert as he did so. “How much tactical knowledge can I gain from this? I am reduced to sound!”

“I’m surprised there aren’t any cameras down there,” Ash told him.

“Normally we don’t deal with Raindancer teams,” Tucker replied. “I can see it’s something I need to rectify.”

He made a grand gesture. “But don’t think that Arcanine is out of the running!”


“Are you okay?” Tyranitar checked, glancing down at his much-smaller big sister.

“I’m fine,” Mawile answered, wiping away her tears. “I’m upset, but not that upset.”

Tyranitar nodded.

“Watch out!” he added, shifting his tail so that it blocked a Flamethrower attack from Arcanine. “Okay, we need to work out how to get at her.”

He slapped his tail on the floor and fired off an Earth Power, but Arcanine dodged easily – then skidded around in a half-circle and shot off a salvo of smaller fireballs in an Ember.

Mawile looked at Tyranitar’s tail. “I know!”

“I think she’s going to be expecting a tail throw,” Tyranitar said.

“Well, now she is,” Mawile huffed. “Now you said it.”

“You did it already,” Tyranitar pointed out.

He raised a paw. “Is it me, or is the rain stopping?”


“At last!” Tucker said, as the rain petered out and the clouds started to fade. “Okay, Arcanine, get ready to move fast – circle around and-”

He stopped, jaw dropping, as the clouds were replaced by an instant sandstorm.

“It’s not fair,” he sighed. “Just not fair.”


Entei paused, looking interested.

“What is it?” his sister asked.

“Oh, nothing…” the Fire-type said, shaking his head and going back to their run. “I was just struck with a sudden feeling of empathy…”


“It’s kind of hard to see now,” Mawile complained.

“I thought it was a good idea to help keep you safe,” Tyranitar explained. “It’s not as good as rain, but it should make her fire attacks a bit less effective.”

His tail whipped round with a faint hiss, and intercepted a Flamethrower. “Now we just need to wait for her to come to us. Keep your eyes peeled, Mawile.”

“Got it!” Mawile agreed.

Ash spoke up. “To your left!”

Tyranitar slammed out an Earth Power, and the sound of suddenly-accelerating paws showed that he’d gotten close – but close wasn’t really enough.

“Can you turn the sandstorm down a bit please?” Mawile asked.

“All right,” Tyranitar agreed. “You’re right, it’s making it a bit difficult to aim.”

“Look out!” Ash said suddenly.

Arcanine appeared out of the sand, racing around in a half-circle at extreme speed. She vaulted over Tyranitar’s tail, using one of the spikes as a lever to wrench her around to a new facing, and used her tail as a way to control her skid.

Unfortunately for Mawile, that meant she was now on the same side of Tyranitar as Arcanine was.

A Fire Blast hit her at point-blank range, sending her two feet into the air before she crashed back down on her side.


“I bet this is a really exciting battle,” Max said.

“How can you tell?” his sister asked.

Max pointed at Ash. “He looks shocked.”

“Oh, yeah…” May nodded.


Tyranitar looked down at Mawile, then up at Arcanine.

“Ash?” he said. “Mawile got knocked out – can you return her?”

A red beam of light hit Mawile, calling her back.

“You know,” he went on, turning towards Arcanine. “That was not really a very good idea.”

“Oh, not this again,” Arcanine sighed. “This isn’t going to be like when the Goodra was knocked out, is it?”

“You misunderstand,” Tyranitar declared. “I do love Mawile – she decided she was my sister, and she’s been a good one – but we both know that if you go into a battle you run the risk of being knocked out.”

His foot rose. “The thing is… she doesn’t like earthquakes.”

With that, the Rock-type slammed his foot down on the ground – making it shake violently as the Earthquake pulsed out, so Arcanine stumbled before regaining her footing.

Crouching down, she jumped just as Tyranitar hit the floor with his other foot. Dust and sand jumped into the air, joining the swirling cloud already there, but this time the Fire-type avoided the worst of the impact.

A moment later, Tyranitar’s tail hit the ground as well – this time, catching Arcanine off guard and hitting her.

Then he fired a Stone Edge, which Arcanine did dodge away from but which just emphasized her realization that she probably had made a mistake.


“What the-”

Tucker grabbed the rail as the next earthquake came, shaking the building more and more with each one.

“What’s going on down there?” he asked. “This is distinctly not-”

A particularly large earthquake pulsed out, and there was a loud crrrrack sound.

The Dome Ace looked up at his Dome, hoping that that wasn’t something structural – then there was a louder crunch, this time drawing his attention back to the arena.

One of the big granite slabs of the retaining wall broke free, crashing down into the central battlefield in a shower of chunks and individual crystals.

Then another one did as well.

Then, like some kind of sideways dominoes, the whole wall crumbled inwards one piece at a time.


As the sand and dust settled, Ash coughed and waved a hand in front of his face.

“Tyranitar, did you have to jump up and down like that?”

Tyranitar considered, raising a clawed forepaw to his muzzle.

“I didn’t have to,” he said, after giving it some thought. “But I was quite proud of being able to.”

“I guess that’s a good point,” Ash agreed with a nod.

He looked at Arcanine. “Did she get hit by any of the wall?”

“No, just my tail.”

“That’s okay, then,” Ash decided.

The Fire-type in question glowed red as Tucker recalled her.

“…I am not sure what to say,” the Frontier Brain admitted. “That was one of those battles which both excites me – makes me proud to be a trainer! - and frustrates me, because I have no idea what happened and I think I would have liked to!”

He threw his hands up. “I suppose I will have to give you my Symbol now! But know this, Ash Ketchum – I will demand a rematch, one preferably where I can actually see and film the battle!”

He paused. “Also, thank you for showing that I need to reinforce the retaining wall.”


Thousands of miles away, in a small town in Kalos, Serena sat down with a wince.

This whole training-to-ride-Rhyhorn thing wasn’t going any easier. Sure, Mom said she’d been doing it since she was younger than Serena’s age now – by years – but that didn’t exactly make it so that riding up and down on a moving Rock Type was any less painful.

The girl sighed, and again thought about asking if she could be a normal trainer.

Again, though, she shook her head.

That would just mean another argument. By now, everything had been said, and it just… wasn’t a good idea.

“Serena, dear?”

Serena looked around. “Mom? What is it?”

“There’s a letter for you,” said her mother, Grace.

The stairs creaked as Grace came up. “I’m not sure who it’s from, but it was on the mat.”

Serena stood up, taking the letter, and frowned at the stamp on it. “What’s PsiTech Industries?”

“You’re asking the wrong person there,” Grace chuckled.

She patted Serena on the head. “Go ahead and read it, dear. I know you probably want to read it in private.”


Unfolding the letter, Serena blinked.

Then began to smile.

Hi,

I’m sorry if this is a bit of an odd thing to ask for, especially coming out of the blue like this, but I’m a trainer called Dawn from Sinnoh.

I recently got my first few Pokémon, but it’s still a few months before I’ll be able to go on my journey – so someone suggested I should get a pen pal.

One of my mom’s friends also knows your mom, I guess? But that’s not really important. What’s important is – well, I said it already.

I’m sorry, I’m not really putting this right. This is about the fifth time I’ve tried to write this letter, so I guess I should get to the point.

My email address is at the bottom of the letter. If you’d like someone to talk to, then send me an email there – I’m mostly online during the day in Sinnoh, and I know you’re in Kalos so I’ll try to be online in the evening as well.

Hope to hear from you,

Dawn.

A photo fell out, and Serena looked at it – seeing a young girl, at least two years younger than her, with a Pachirisu and a Buneary posing for the camera.

There was a Piplup, too, but he looked a bit less eager.

Still smiling, Serena turned to her computer.

“What was that address…” she said, looking at the letter again.

Hi Dawn!

I like the idea. This is my address – any time is fine, I’ll just read any messages when I get up in the morning.

Your Pokémon look pretty cute. I’m kind of jealous! What kind of trainer are you – I know there’s battle trainers, Coordinators, and other kinds as well.

Oh – how did you send the letter? Mom and I are both kind of confused. What’s PsiTech?

Looking it over, Serena nodded to herself – and sent it.

Somehow, she felt a lot better now.


“Hmmm…”

Scott looked up and down the beach, then out at the three closest other islands – Fire, Ice and Lightning Island, he thought.

“I could swear someone said Ash Ketchum was here…”


AN:


Sorry about the Brockruff thing.

Also – the Battle Dome, and something else involving two girls.






209. Battle Frontier 14


“Hmmm…”

“What’s up?” Ash asked.

“Oh, just thinking,” Max said. “Weren’t you supposed to have a press conference at the Battle Dome?”

Ash blinked. “Oh, yeah, that’s right…”

May sniggered.

“Maybe Tucker forgot too,” Brock suggested. “I mean, he was originally going to talk about the battle, and there wasn’t much of the battle to show.”

He thought back. “Actually, I think the only thing was probably the bit where Salamence went flying, and the very early moments.”

“I think this is better,” Ash decided. “I mean… press stuff does still make me feel odd.”

“They should interview us Pokémon,” Lucario suggested. “They’d find out all sorts of things.”

“Might be a bit hard to record on TV, though,” Ash pointed out. “They’d need to have someone write down what you said, then use subtitles.”

Or just hire some cycle time from a Porygon, Ethan suggested. That would solve the problem.

“It’s what Cleavon did,” Brock nodded.

He looked at Ash. “Actually, now I think about it… shouldn’t we let Dr. Akihabara know that Ethan evolved?”

“I’m sure he knows already,” Ash shrugged. “Professor Oak does, and I’m pretty sure smart people talk about things like that.”

That is not even close to an accurate description of how it works.

“Whatever,” the trainer declared. “So, Max – Celadon next, right?”

“That’s the plan,” Max agreed. “And I know what you’re going to ask next… I think Corona’s the obvious one, but apart from that I’m not sure.”

“Well, remember that there’s a lot of Grass types which are Poison types too,” Ash pointed out. “So maybe it’d be good to use Guy?”

“That could work,” Max nodded to himself. “Okay… what else should I know?”

“Don’t say anything bad about perfume,” Ash stressed. “It’ll go very badly.”

“Ash, that’s just you,” Brock countered. “And you only had to dress as a girl over it once.”

“…he had to do that in Kanto too?” May asked.

“Brock!” Ash complained.

“I actually count four times,” Pikachu volunteered, jumping from Ash’s shoulder to sit on Lucario’s head.

He counted on his claws. “First there was Celadon Gym. Then there was to get that guy used to talking to women…”

Ash made a grab for his Starter, who easily dodged it – jumping from Lucario to Blaziken. “Then there was the one where he worked as a maid…”

“Damn it, Pikachu!” Ash groaned. “I’d managed to forget that one!”

“Then you need to remember!” Pikachu countered. “These are important parts of your life! And then there’s that time you did it just to get into the headquarters of a girls only club.”

“Should we be understanding this?” Max asked.

“I really need to get that Aura training going,” Pikachu muttered.

It’s okay, Kris said. I recorded all of that. And Dexter did too… as well as having pictures.

“Oh, no…” Ash groaned.

“I kind of want to ask what other embarrassing things Ash hasn’t mentioned,” May said, then took pity on him. “Okay, never mind… sorry, I guess.”

Ash let out a relieved sigh.

“Anyway,” he went on, glad to put that behind him. “The move you need to have Guy look out for is probably Venoshock – as well as anything Flying-type.”

“Right,” Max agreed. “And that means I should pick my other Pokémon so they can cover Guy’s weaknesses, without forgetting the Grass-type.”

“Yeah – and the same thing for Corona as well.”

Max flipped Kris open, looking at his team list, then paused.

“Kris?” he asked. “Don’t you know Signal Beam?”


“Well?”

“Scout here,” came over the radio. “I’ve spotted the target. It’s on the bag of the tall one. Over.”

“Confirm that, scout,” the team leader said. “What else do you see? Over.”

“Blaziken, Pikachu, Lucario, Manectric,” the scout listed off. “Nothing apart from that, not out at least. No heat signatures, either – nothing invisible, though they just sent out a Charmander as I was talking. Over.”

“Confirmed,” the team leader nodded. “Prepare to exfiltrate once you’re done observing. Out.”

He looked back through the car at the other team members.

“Okay,” he began. “No sign of any Legendaries apart from the one we’re after. Snatch team, ready?”

“Ready,” nodded one of the other mercenaries, by the door of the car.

The second member of the snatch team just gave a thumbs-up, the Pokéball containing her Ivysaur sitting beside her.

“Defence team, ready?”

“Pachirisu’s ready to handle that Pikachu,” said the mercenary at the rear gate of the car. “Everything else is ready too.”

“Right,” the team leader nodded. “Okay, here we go.”

Shifting the car into gear, he jammed the accelerator down – hard – and they began to barrel along the road towards their objective.


“Fighting on my own… right,” Corona said, tail waving from side to side. “It depends on what the Pokémon is-”

“Sorry, Max, I just remembered,” Ash interrupted. “It was something that came up last time I battled with Erika – you need to have at least one Pokémon for each evolutionary stage you have a Pokémon of.”

“Huh, that’s interesting,” Max said.

He frowned. “Okay, so… I’ve got several basic Pokémon, I’ve got several evolved Pokémon – a Kirlia, a Breloom, a Mantine, a Manectric, a Mightyena, a Banette… but no third stage Pokémon. So that’s okay – unless Mega Evolution counts as separate.”

“If it does, then Arc’s the obvious one,” Ash said. “Unless you and Casper have made any progress?”

“Not so far,” Max shook his head. “Or if we have it’s not been enough.”

“Maybe I should help with that,” May suggested. “Altaria and I had a lot to sort out-”

Lucario raised his paw. “Hold on. I hear a car.”

“Isn’t this a walking trail?” Brock asked.

“Doesn’t change that I can hear a car,” Lucario replied. “Hm… it’s moving quite fast.”

“I can hear it too, now,” May said. “Someone must be in a hurry.”

Then a car shot around the corner, moving at a speed that made it almost go up on two wheels. The door slid open, and a pair of vines shot out – snatching something off Brock’s backpack.

“Aaaaaaa!” Manaphy yelped, as the movement of the car and the vines pulled him away at speed.

Pikachu reacted quickly, sending a bolt of electricity at the speeding car, but his Thunderbolt went off course – hitting a small white dot on the rear window.

“Manaphy!” May shouted.

There was a shoom next to her, and Blaziken was suddenly not there any more.


“AAAaaa!” the Manaphy shouted.

“Stop that Manaphy from yelling!” the team leader instructed. “How’s the rest of the plan?”

“Pachirisu’s okay,” the defence trainer reported. “That was a more powerful Thunderbolt than we were expecting, but he’s all right.”

“Then get that Manaphy in- no, they said it had a Pokéball,” the team leader corrected himself. “Knock it out so it stops yelling!”

There was a white flash as the snatch team sent out their Drowzee, which waved a hand at Manaphy to use Hypnosis.

Manaphy just kept yelling.

“Use Hypnosis properly!” his trainer demanded.

“Uh… boss!” the defence trainer called. “Blaziken following us!”

“How can it-” the team leader began, then looked out the back window and saw the Fire-type doing at least twice as fast as them. “Holy-”

Blaziken jumped on top of the car, making the roof groan, and the team leader slammed the brakes to try to throw him off.

“Where’d the Manaphy go?” someone asked. “Ivysaur, did you see?”

Ivysaur shook his head.

Then Blaziken landed on the bonnet of the car, both feet hitting it hard enough that the engine shut down with a very final bang.

“Everyone out of the car!” the team leader ordered. “Scatter – I’ll delay the Blaziken!”

There was a wham as a Venusaur appeared in a flash of white light on the side of the car with the open door, and then a Grumpig appeared out the other side.

Blaziken threw both Pokémon their own Pokéballs, to free his hands, then advanced.

“That’s torn-” one of the snatch team members said, and the other one interrupted him before he could finish.

“Wartortle, attack!”

Blaziken darted forwards, dropping into a low roll and diving underneath the Water Gun, then grabbed Wartortle and threw him into the air before he could attack again.

Straightening out, he blocked Ivysaur’s attempt to truss him up with vines before launching a Fire Blast up to knock Wartortle into the middle distance.


Crobat swooped down on the car, noticing the smoke cloud coming up from the now-burning engine, and fired a burst of sonar – trying to make sure he could tell where everyone was, ready to pick Manaphy up and get him clear.

A Pachirisu fired a Thundershock at him, and he rolled left – then spotted something.

“Huh?” he asked, intelligently. “Wait-”

There were two Pachirisu. One firing a series of Thundershocks at him, the other on the shoulder of the thug trying to run into the trees.

Crobat fired a second burst of sonar, folded one wing to avoid the electric attacks aimed skywards, then checked back behind him. On seeing the incoming reinforcements – Swellow, Altaria, and then Roland appeared as well – he decided to follow up what he’d noticed.

With all four wings beating, Crobat was fast – and agile, weaving in and out of the tree trunks. He turned sideways to get through a narrow gap, then swooped down and plucked the second Pachirisu into the air by its tail.

“That helpful is,” the Pachirisu squeaked. “It – oh, never mind.”

“I wondered if it was you,” Crobat commented, flipping Zorua into the air and catching her on his back. “Manaphy, right?”

“That’s right,” Zorua confirmed, holding on tight as Crobat did a wingover. “Hey, careful with the acrobatics – I don’t want to lose my lunch!”

Crobat levelled out, switching to a much more gentle glide. “Sorry.”

He frowned. “Why were you Manaphy?”

“It was Casper’s idea,” Zorua explained, tail waving in the breeze. “Hey, maybe I should learn to do this.”

“Zorua can-” Crobat began, then stopped himself. “Of course Zorua can fly, they can turn into things that can.”

“That’s us,” Zorua agreed.

She pointed down. “I think that guy with the Pachirisu is down there – want me to scare him back towards the others?”

Crobat thought about it, then nodded.

“Cool – just drop me off ahead of him,” she requested.


“Is this going to be a regular thing?” May asked. “Pirates coming after Manaphy?”

“To be fair, they do seem to be kind of bad at it,” Max said. “I mean, I’m pretty sure a getaway car is supposed to let you get away.”

“It was pretty close until Blaziken stepped on the engine,” Ash pointed out. “That was pretty cool, actually… but maybe I shouldn’t have sent Latias back to Altomare, she’d have been a big help.”

“At least Manaphy’s safe,” May sighed.

There was a flash from her waist.

“Hi, Mama!” Manaphy said, brightly, then yawned. “Um… sorry, I was asleep…”

“Someone tried to kidnap you,” Brock told him.

Manaphy gasped. “Oh, no! Did they?”

“No, they got Zorua instead,” May told him.

“Oh, no!” Manaphy gasped again. “Is she okay?”

“I don’t actually know,” Ash said, closing one eye and looking ahead. “I can see a couple of spots of Dark-type Aura, but none of them are clearly Zorua.”

There was a wham that came audibly over the distance, and Ash winced. “There goes the Aggron…”

“What happened to it?” Brock asked.

“Blaziken.”

A moment later, Blaziken came running back over to them.

“I think we got most of them,” he reported, skidding to a halt. “Grumpig’s levitating some of the humans and juggling their Pokéballs, and Venusaur has the rest, but we had to defeat most of their teams.”

“Is Zorua okay?” Brock said. “And I saw Crobat, too…”

Ash looked over at Brock, then opened his eyes. “Hey, wait – there’s someone over there, too. In the trees.”

Blaziken shot off at speed.

“I can hit things too,” Lucario said. “Shouldn’t I do some of it?”

“They were quite a long way away,” Ash said, as Blaziken hauled someone back towards them – complete with binoculars hanging from his neck. “If we’d been attacked directly, that would be your thing.”

Then there was a roar, loud and deep and resonant.

As they all watched, someone wearing a torn uniform came pelting back onto the road, just ahead of a Tyrantrum which roared and stomped and swiped its claws.

Altaria picked him up with his claws, and the Tyrantrum slowed to a halt.

Then it flashed blue and turned back into a Zorua.

“Neat trick,” Max said. “I guess that’s what you get for messing with an Illusion Gym Leader.”

“I give up…” Brock sighed.


Max pushed the gym door open, revealing a well-lit field of rolling grass.

“Uh… this is the gym, right?” he asked, looking around. “Because this looks like… outside…”

He looked at Ash. “We didn’t just teleport, right?”

“Don’t think so,” Ash said. “And… well, actually…”

He frowned, then closed his eyes.

“Okay, I see the trick,” he informed Max. “There’s a downwards slope – a lot of the gym’s underground, the walls are just painted.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Max agreed. “I guess it means there’s a lot of space, which is impressive for a Gym in the middle of Celadon.”

“What I want to know is, where’s Erika?” May asked. “Ash, any ideas?”

“No, it looked different last time I was here,” Ash replied. “Plus I broke it.”

“I mean with your seeing through things powers,” May clarified.

“Ahem.”

Everyone turned, and saw Erika standing in the doorway behind them – wearing an elegant kimono, and with a cup of tea held in one hand over a saucer held in the other.

“My apologies,” she said. “I was showing a nearby restaurant my latest blend. Follow me.”

She fixed Ash with a look. “And I hope you’re not participating. This renovation was quite expensive.”


“Why’d you do it?” Brock asked, as they walked down the slope – revealing areas of the gym that the angle had concealed until now. “This seems kind of excessive.”

“It was a competition I got into with Gardenia in Sinnoh,” Erika told him. “She recently redid her gym to include a giant flower clock, so I thought I should do much the same.”

She took a sip of the tea, then looked up at him. “By the way, when was the last time you did a Gym Challenge?”

Brock had to think hard about that one.

“Well… there was… well, I did do a gym challenge with my full team for Molly Hale a bit less than two years ago.”

Erika chuckled. “Was that before or after you took up the illusion thing?”

“Oh, come on!” Brock moaned. “Is that the only thing people remember about me?”

“Brock,” May said. “In case you forgot, you currently have a Ninetales, a Stantler and a Zorua. I think you can’t get much more illusion-y.”

She held her hands up. “But you are a great cook, too. You could theme your gym about that.”

“I wonder whether he should just keep pretending to be a Rock type trainer,” Erika mused. “Or have the Gym, and then his actual Gym is a shoe repair shop across the road.”

“Erika…” Brock sighed.

The Grass-type leader chuckled, then slowed to a stop as they reached a large area of much shorter grass. “This is the battle area. Please take up your position, challenger.”

Max did so, crossing the springy grass to his trainer spot.

“Do you know the supplemental challenge rules?” Erika checked.

“Yeah, and I don’t have any twice-evolved Pokémon,” Max answered.

“Good, but there has to be some connection between the Pokémon you use as well.”

“Right, uh…” Max thought for a second or two. “I got all the Pokémon I’m going to use without having to battle them.”

“Good enough,” Erika confirmed. “Begin!”

“Corona, go!” Max called.

Erika simply held up a Pokéball, and her Gloom emerged.

“Okay, let’s do-” Corona began, then went cross-eyed and pinched her nose. “That is an incredible smell.”

Gloom waved.

“This is the legendary smell of Gloom,” Erika told them.

“Corona, you’re going to find it too hard to battle,” Max judged. “Return!”

“That’s going to happen for all your Pokémon,” Erika said.

“Nope!” Max replied, reaching into his pocket. “Kris, go!”

Set up. Kris materialized in a flash of expensive CGI. Correct. Porygon possess no olfactory senses.

“Creative,” Erika allowed. “Gloom, Acid!”

Magnet Rise. Agility.


“…didn’t Max get all his Pokémon without having to battle them?” May asked.

“No, there’s… Delta, I think,” Ash replied. “He had to battle that one.”

“That’s right, I forgot about that battle…”


Sharpen, Kris stated, adjusting her form to be more triangular and aerodynamic.

She skimmed around in a close turn, and began an attack run on Gloom. The designators of her Lock On flashed across the battlefield, briefly lighting on Gloom before Kris launched a Tri Attack.

“Petal Blizzard,” Erika instructed as her Grass-type took the hit without flinching.

Gloom launched a blizzard of petals towards the fast-flying Porygon, and a few of them struck Kris on an aspect where she was vulnerable – the broad sides of her triangular-prism shape, not the sharp leading edge.

“Okay, Kris…” Max said, keeping track of her as she zoomed back up into the air. “Let’s see how this works… Lock On!”

Kris flipped over, lasing her target, and Gloom saw the bolts of light appearing all around her before one targeted her.

“Zap cannon!”

Going into a high-speed dive, Kris launched a bolt of ball lightning straight at Gloom.

“Use Acid to make it miss!” Erika said.

Gloom fired a spray of acid up into the air, forming a dome of thick purple liquid. She then stopped firing just before the Zap Cannon hit, sending the charge into the ground.

“Conversion 2!” Max called.

There was a flash along Kris’ wings, and the pink sections of her body became steely silver.

“All right, jackpot!” Max grinned. “Now, loop around and fire as fast as you can!”

Gloom fired a barrage of petals at Kris again, then used Grassy Terrain to give herself more cover – but Kris pulled out so low that the blades of her leading edge, now sharpened steel, cut a broad swath out of the grass.

Then, banking around in a sharp turn, she unleashed the move she’d been getting ready to use the whole fight – Psybeam – in a constant stream of attacks, appearing like an old-style raygun coming from her nose in a strobing purple-pink flicker.

Kris’ close attack run wasn’t without cost – she had to come in close to be sure of a hit, and Gloom managed to hit her with both two more Petal Blizzards and a Sweet Scent which confused her sensors – but the result was that Gloom fainted first, and Kris rose up to fly around the battlefield.

“An impressive use of the unique properties of your Pokémon,” Erika complimented him, returning her Gloom – to the relief of everyone else with a nose. “You’re clearly skilled at finding the talents of a particular species and then exploiting them – though I wonder what you would have done if that Conversion 2 had resulted in a different Type.”

“Ground and Rock would have been bad,” Max admitted. “But Poison and Ghost would have been just as good, and I trusted that Kris could take a few hits – if I needed to then she’d have used Conversion.”

“Sensible choice,” Erika allowed. “Let’s see how it holds up against Victreebel.”


“Come on, Iris!” Denae called, looking behind her down the mountain. “You’re slacking!”

After a long pause, Iris came panting up the trail, with Fraxure following her.

“This is exhausting!” Iris said, stopping to support herself with her hands on her knees.

“Good, you’ve caught up!” the veteran Dragon trainer said, and waved up the mountain. “Come on!”

Iris groaned, but forced herself to keep running again. Fraxure let out something of a moan as well, and followed her – keeping up, but not exactly full of energy either.

“To be a Dragon type trainer is to be someone who masters one of the most powerful and demanding types of Pokémon in the world!” Denae lectured, marching at speed up the side of the mountain. “And they know it! That means that a Dragon-type will demand respect from their trainer, and they will want a trainer they can respect – and my philosophy is that no Dragon Tamer should slack off and let their Pokémon do all the work!”

“By the end of this,” Iris panted, between great breaths of air, “I’ll be able – to climb – Twist Mountain!”

“No talking!” Denae reprimanded sharply. “Talking means you have spare energy – now, keep up!”

She increased her pace.

Behind her, Iris muttered to herself – then found an extra gear, and managed to keep up with the wiry Dragon Tamer.

“Better!” Danae commented. “Now, keep that up until we reach the peak – then you can have a break, and we’ll discuss tactics!”

Maybe I should have stayed at the academy…


“Victreebel, Sunny Day!” Erika ordered. “Now, Weather Ball!”

“Look out!” Max called quickly.

Banking around hard, Kris cut the air and managed to avoid Victreebel’s Fire-type Weather Ball attack – which crackled through the air just behind her.

“I remember fighting that Victreebel,” Ash mused.

“Correct,” Erika told him. “Victreebel, Leaf Tornado.”

“Leaf tornado?” Max repeated. “That’s odd…”

Victreebel duly qualified, sweeping its lid and casting off a stream of leaves which spiralled into the air. The tornado spread and spread, taking up a spin in the reverse direction to Kris’s circuit, and leaves began to buffet her leading edge.

“Kris, reverse direction!” Max decided. “Then go in for a Psybeam attack!”

Kris pulled up, the flat plane of her base acting like a sail and changing her speed rapidly. She spun on her axis and began to follow the direction of the Leaf Tornado instead, and dove in for her attack run.

Flashes of Psybeam burst all around Victreebel, several of them thumping into the Poison-type and making it wince visibly.

“Weather Ball,” Erika stated.

The fireball burst upwards, and set fire to all the leaves in the air. It flashed outwards in a sudden pulse, engulfing Kris, and she wavered in midair before taking a Vine Whip to the wing and crashing in a long furrow.

“Ouch…” Max hissed. “I guess we flew into that one.”

“Very much so,” Erika agreed. “Next Pokémon, please.”

“Right,” Max said. “Okay, so you know about Corona… uh, do you have your team already chosen?”

“I do,” Erika confirmed.

“Right. Then – Guy!” Max said, sending out his Breloom.

“Interesting choice,” the Grass-type trainer said, looking Max’s Grass/Fighting type over. “Poison Heal, so – Weather Ball!”

Guy reacted immediately, firing a Seed Bomb out of his mouth and using his springy tail to bat it at Victreebel. The explosion of the projectile blew the flames of the Weather Ball away, neutralizing one attack with another, and then Guy darted forwards to slam a Mach Punch into Victreebel’s side.

The vegetable was knocked sideways by the blow, a few drops of acid spilling out of it, and Guy followed up with an upwards kick – then finished the combo with a Facade, a powerful blow that knocked Victreebel halfway across the battlefield before it could use the spike on its vine to stop it.

“That doesn’t look like it hurt much…” Max mused. “Okay, stay on guard Guy!”

“There’s a problem with battling a Victreebel like this,” Erika mused out loud, as Guy rolled out of the way of a Razor Leaf attack full of sharp edges. “It’s not that Breloom is a bad Pokémon, it’s just not well equipped to fight this battle.”

“Use Steel moves!” Max told Guy. “Those will work better!”

Guy moved in, dodging from side to side, and twisted himself to whip his Iron Tail into Victreebel’s flank – then built on that to ram home a five-punch series of Bullet Punch attacks which squashed Victreebel more or less flat.

Then Victreebel hit Guy with a Weather Ball at point-blank range.


“Okay, Ash, what are we missing?” May asked, looking at him. “I can see you’ve worked something crazy out.”

“Just thinking – I’m not sure Victreebel have any parts that can be hurt by being punched,” Ash said. “I mean, it’ll work eventually, but it’s a really slow way of – ouch!”

They watched as Victreebel chewed on Guy’s leg, until the Breloom did an acrobatic axe-kick to throw the other Grass-type off.

At which point Victreebel fired out a surge of leaves at Guy, making the Breloom run to get out of the area of the fire-tornado combination from earlier.

“I get what you mean,” May agreed. “What would you do in this situation?”

“I’d use Ice Punch, or Fire Punch,” Lucario said.

“Besides that.”

“Not sure,” Ash admitted. “I mean, I don’t use Guy… honestly, I might consider switching out to Corona at this point, but I’m sure Max has a plan.”


“Guy, I’ve got a plan!” Max called.

Guy looked back, and a vine snagged his wrist as he looked.

Crouching a little, he hauled on it – pulling Victreebel towards him – and waited until the Grass-type was about to use Weather Ball, then kicked it hard enough to make it miss.

“What’s the plan?” he asked, as Victreebel bounced twice and rolled to a stop – finding it about as disruptive as someone without any bones would.

“He’s using Leaf Tornado, so use Leaf Tornado as well!” Max said. “See how he likes it!”

“Careful, Victreebel,” Erika cautioned. “Don’t let him turn your Weather Ball against you.”

The ground trembled slightly as Guy charged forwards, ducking away from a Razor Leaf, then slammed a kick into Victreebel.

“-wait,” Erika added. “How does a Breloom know Leaf Tornado?”

Guy kept moving as she spoke, twisting around so he was running backwards underneath the moving Victreebel, and leaned back on his tail to deliver a second kick before springing back upright and launching himself into the air.

The Breloom peaked just above the Victreebel, and waved.

Then he used Facade, firing Victreebel back into the ground with a heavy wham.

“That’s how,” Max said.

Erika nodded. “Not bad at all. Naming a pre-planned tactic after a real and somewhat plausible attack.”

She returned Victreebel. “One Pokémon to go.”


“I think we need to pick up another few Pokémon,” Cress said.

Cilan looked up from the salad shaker. “Oh?”

He frowned, thinking of their collection of Gym Pokémon. “Perhaps you’re right – there’s definitely enough to whet the palate of most trainers there, but the most discerning of gourmet battlers will not settle for anything less than a full selection full of variety.”

“That’s about what I was thinking,” Cress nodded. “Only, less metaphorical.”

He sliced some steak, ready to go in the pan, and whistled to himself. “So I think we’ve got some problems with the Fighting-type – both in that we don’t have any, and in that we don’t have many Pokémon who are good at dealing with the Fighting-type either.”

“Of course!” Cilan nodded, shaking the shaken salad out onto a plate and garnishing it with parmesan. “And perhaps that should suggest we need a Flying-type and a Psychic-type as well. Or maybe both in one – a Sigilyph?”

“That sounds like a winning combination to me,” Cress agreed. “Now, what about a fighting-type?”

Chili pushed the door open. “Caesar salad for table four?”

“Right here!” Cilan told him, putting some bread around the plate and passing it over. “As for a Fighting-type… well, it seems to me that a solid and slow fighting-type would suffice, so a Sawk or a Throh is what we should aim for.”

“Are you two discussing new Pokémon again?” Chili asked. “Without me? Right, hold it right there until we close!”

He took the salad back out.

“…does he mean we should stop cooking?” Cress asked.

Cilan shrugged.


“Okay, Guy, stay alert!” Max said. “This could be anything – it could even be a Tropius.”

Erika smirked, then threw her final Pokéball.

It wasn’t a Tropius.

“…that’s a Tangela,” Max observed, a little uncertainly. “Guy, close in and use Mach Punch!”

Guy’s claws dug into the ground, and he exploded forwards.

Tangela exploded outwards in a cloud of vines, and Guy’s punch passed straight through them without connecting with anything.

“Bind,” Erika instructed.

“What the-” Guy began, then felt Tangela’s vines snap closed on his arms, legs and tail. “-gah! Get off!”

“Don’t let him get enough leverage to break a vine,” Erika reminded her Grass-type.

“Guy, can you move?” Max asked, and Guy managed to nod before staggering forwards – muscles working hard against the binding vines. “Good – then you can try and scrape Tangela off!”

The Breloom didn’t exactly look thrilled at that plan, but began trying – rubbing his arms and back against the ground, looking distinctly undignified as he looked like a Pokémon trying to scratch a very persistent itch.

“Now, it’s time for you to learn one of the most potent weapons a Tangela has,” Erika said. “Tickle.”

Max blinked. “…what? Tickle?”

Tangela’s vines whipped out, paused for a moment… and attacked.

Guy gasped, shaking his head, then began to snigger uncontrollably. After a moment, that became a laugh – a laugh which rapidly became louder, more persistent, until Guy was rolling around on the floor for a completely different reason than the one he’d had before.

“Guy, can’t you move? Get up?” Max asked.

Sobs of laughter racked Guy’s body, and he shook his head before going back to laughing.

“When a Pokémon or human is laughing hard enough, they lose control of their muscles,” Erika explained. “It’s one of the reasons why Tangela can be very effective against powerful physical Pokémon.”

She pondered the situation for a moment, then pointed. “Tangela, Wring Out.”

Guy had enough time to yelp before Tangela squeezed him – hard – and the Breloom strained uselessly against his bonds for a few seconds before tapping out.

Max returned him, and gave Tangela an impressed look. “I always thought they were kind of… uh, not very good battle Pokémon.”

“Anything can be a good combat Pokémon,” Ash and May chorused.

“Yeah, I know,” Max defended himself. “I just forgot. Okay, Corona, your turn!”

Erika gave a small nod in confirmation. “Good, you remembered you’d sent her out before. Tangela, Bind.”

Corona jumped backwards from the first vine, dodged the second by ducking under it, and ran forwards a few paces before being caught from behind by three more of the vegetable ropes.

Struggling, she was lifted into the air by Tangela.

“Now, just hold her there,” Erika said. “Constrict.”

“Corona!” Max called. “Now!”

Erika’s expression changed.

Corona’s tail blazed up, and then she caught fire – all over, all at once.

“Flare Blitz!” she announced, and pushed outwards – forcing Tangela’s vines away as they caught fire, then making a three-point landing on the floor and running forwards.

Tangela tried to get clear, and Corona just boosted herself forwards with a burst of Flare Blitz. The hungry flames crackled around her as she caught hold of one of Tangela’s vines, and she began following it towards the core.

“Other way!” Max said quickly.

Corona looked up and saw she was about to reach the tip, and swung around to move in the other direction instead. She kept moving until another one of Tangela’s vines tried to knock her off, and she just switched to that one instead.

Erika looked down sharply at the grass, then sighed. “Oh, dear…”

“What’s wrong?” Brock asked.

Erika pointed.

“Max!” May said. “Your Charmander’s set the grass on fire!”

Max looked where they were pointing.

“Oh, yeah…” he said. “Actually – Ash, can you send Goodra out? But don’t have him use Rain Dance until the battle’s over.”

“Sure can,” Ash agreed, and sent his Dragon-type out.

As that was going on, Corona was dashing all over the place engulfed in her Flare Blitz – trying to hit as many of Tangela’s vines as possible, and heedless of the occasional Leaf Storm or Sleep Powder which Tangela sent her way as they burned up on her fiery cloak.

“Shouldn’t that Flare Blitz have worn off by now?” Erika asked, as the smouldering patches on the arena floor began to link up and turn into fires, and as Corona incinerated a Leech Seed sent at her.

“She’s been training it!” Max explained.

Tangela ran past on fire, pursued by the doughty reptile, and Erika held up her hand. “Very well. I concede.”

She turned to Ash. “Now, please extinguish my gym.”


“So, Max, how do you feel?” May asked. “You’re getting a pretty good collection of Kanto badges!”

“It feels like you ask that after every gym,” Max said. “And… yeah, it feels good. Especially that working with Corona worked well, I was worried about that one.”

“Well, I think it looked pretty good as well as working okay,” May told him. “So no worries there.”

She thumbed through the pages on Ethan’s screen. “Let’s see… I think it’s the Cycling Road next…”

“Sounds familiar,” Brock agreed. “Perhaps-”

There was a sudden pop sound, like a very large thumb being flicked in a very large mouth, and Celebi floated in front of them.

“Thanks!” she said, thumbs up. “That was great work!”

“…uh…” Ash began. “Not to be ungrateful, but… what was?”

“Maybe she means Max’s badge battle?” Lucario suggested. “Or it could be Goodra’s extinguishing work.”

Celebi’s arms lowered. “Oh, that’s right…” she said, cheeks heating a little. “I forgot, it kind of unhappened. That’s what it was about.”

“Something unhappened?” Brock asked. “About us? To do with us?”

“That does sound kind of worrying, actually,” Pikachu said. “I’m used to us being the only people who remember something, not to being the only people who don’t.”

“Yeah, basically things got really screwed up. Think of time like a river, okay?” Celebi asked. “So this thing was kind of like if you went over a waterfall and discovered you were falling up. All better now, but, uh… thanks anyway!”

The Time Travel Pokémon disappeared with a flicker of blue light and a slightly quieter pop.

“What do you think?” Ash said, looking at Pikachu and Lucario. “Does that go on the list?”

“I don’t think it makes the top ten,” Lucario said critically. “I can’t remember, do we count events that happened twice twice or just the odder one of the two?”

“Hmmm…” Max frowned, thinking. “I think that was definitely less odd than the whole Brock girlfriend thing.”

“Well, yeah,” Ash agreed. “That’s obvious.”

Brock shook his head, chuckling.

“So…” Max said. “Anyone got a bike?”

“Pikachu would have destroyed it by now if I brought mine along,” May replied. “I think we should just hire some – and have Pikachu not use any Electric attacks while we’ve got them.”

This time it was Pikachu’s turn to look disgruntled.


“Okay,” Gardenia said. “I believe you.”

Gary Oak nodded, tapping his foot on the floor. “I warned you, didn’t I?”

“She’s only got one badge,” Gardenia tried to defend herself.

“Two, now,” Gary corrected. “Boulder and Forest. When a Champion Emeritus tells you someone might be more skilful than you expect, take it seriously…”

“She’s a nine year old with a shiny Eevee,” Gardenia said. “I thought a Ferroseed would challenge her. Forgive me for not expecting the Amazing Changing Pokémon!”

“I would if I hadn’t warned you,” Gary countered firmly. “As it is, you have my sympathies for the damage to your gym.”

“I wouldn’t mind so much, but this is all new…” Gardenia sighed.

The door to the gym creaked open.

“I think Vaporeon’s finished putting out the fires,” Molly told them, her currently-a-Water-type by her side, as smoke wisped out of the top of the door. “And she says that she got them before they… reached the flo-ral-clock,” the girl went on, in the tones of someone repeating just what they were hearing.

Vaporeon nodded, then flicked her tail and turned into a Leafeon. She yipped to her trainer, and turned to head back inside.

“Okay!” Molly agreed. “Leafeon says she can keep the air clean next to her!”

“Hold on,” Gary said, holding up a hand, and Molly stopped.

“It’s good that you’re so brave,” he told her. “But part of the danger from a fire is smoke. I think we should go in with Alakazam so he can make sure the air’s clear – I should have remembered before.”

“Okay!” Molly nodded, happy for the explanation. “Let’s go!”

Gardenia looked after them for a moment, then followed them in.

“Erika’s not going to shut up about this for weeks…”


“Somehow this seems odd,” May said, looking beside her at Ash and Lucario.

“What?” Ash asked, legs working away. “I think it makes sense.”

“Those bikes are for humans,” May replied, using the brakes on her own judiciously to stay at the right speed on the downhill slope. “Isn’t Lucario a bit heavy for his?”

The Steel-type in question went past them in the opposite direction, moving at high speed.

“Lucario aren’t that heavy,” Brock said, pulling in next to them. “Just high density – he’s not very tall but he weighs more than a human would of the same size. Steel bones.”

“Right, I get that, I’m just worried about-”

Lucario came shooting past them, then turned the bike into a skid-stop. He fluffed it slightly, and backflipped smoothly off the bike – which kept going and crashed into a grassy bank, thankfully slowly enough to avoid damage.

“Oops,” he said, blushing. “…anyway, I wanted to say I’d seen a flying Pokémon heading for us.”

Ash followed his pointing paw.

“…hold on…” he said, squinting. “Lucario, is that Grass-type Aura?”

At the confirmation, he clicked his fingers. “I know who that is!”

With that, he started waving his hands in and out as if he was doing star jumps.

Brock and May watched, joined by Max a few seconds later, as the speck grew into a recognizable shape.

The Pokémon in question – a Shaymin – landed about ten feet away, tossed her head, and smirked – red scarf blowing in the wind.

“Very dramatic entrance,” Lucario told her, clapping.

“Thanks,” Shaymin said. “Weren’t you a Riolu?”

“I got older,” Lucario told her.

“…oh, right!” May realized. “This is that Shaymin you met years ago, right? The Hunter J thing?”

“That’s her,” Ash agreed. “I should have realized I’d be seeing you again.”

“That’s right,” Shaymin agreed. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s been fun… but I kind of feel like I’ve seen everything around here by now.”

She flared her wings. “And I can’t really move on because, you know, this place has the only Gracidea grove in Kanto.”

“Oh – oh, right!” Ash said, realizing why that would be a problem. “Sorry, I guess?”

“Nothing to be sorry about,” the Grass-type Legendary said. “I told you, it’s been fun. I was just thinking that maybe it’d be time to move on – and then I spotted you, so I thought I’d come over.”

“Well, we’re passing through at the moment,” Brock told her. “Is there anywhere in particular you’d like to go? We can probably help you move the Gracidea there.”

“Hm…” Shaymin said, hooves tapping the ground as she moved in place. “What I’d really like is somewhere with a lot of Pokémon going through, and a lot of new things to do and Pokémon and people to see.”

“What about Dawn?” Lucario suggested.

Shaymin looked at him in a way which told him he should go into more detail.

“Dawn is a friend of Ash’s who lives up in Sinnoh,” Lucario explained. “She’s planning on becoming a Coordinator, like May is.”

Shaymin raised a hoof and waved it. “Ehhh… I kind of like the climate here. By now Sinnoh would feel too cold.”

“I’d say Mom and Dad’s house, but they don’t have that many Pokémon there,” Max began.

“What about my mom’s house, actually?” Ash said.

He turned to Shaymin to explain more fully. “I’ve kind of got loads of Pokémon now, and a lot of them live at Professor Oak’s ranch – in Pallet Town, which is my hometown. My mom lives in Pallet as well, and she’s not really a trainer but she is really nice.”

Shaymin thought about that, prancing back and forth to burn off some of the energy of her Sky Forme.

“I guess I could give it a try,” she decided.


Delia Ketchum looked up at the sky, feeling her washing on the line.

“Well, it doesn’t look like it’s going to rain,” she said, glancing over at Mimey. “This feels a little damp still, dear, so I’m going to leave it out until sunset – the breeze is good, so it should finish drying by then.”

Mimey nodded, waving his hoe. “Mime!”

“Good,” Delia smiled, knowing that the Psychic-type would use his Barriers to make sure that any rain didn’t soak the washing. “Do you want me to bring out a slice of cake?”

Mimey gave her a thumbs-up. “Mime-ime.”

That said, he looked around – and pointed. “Ime?”

Delia followed his gaze. “Oh, it looks like you’re right… I wonder what might be bringing Ash home?”

She thought about it. “Maybe I should check the sheets in his room… this late it might mean he’s going to stay the night.”

With that thought, Delia started to move to the door of the house – then discovered she’d misjudged the distance, as Pidgeot arrived in a storm of wind which thankfully didn’t send the washing flying off into the distance.

“Ash!” Delia called, still cross. “Land further away next time!”

“Sorry!” Ash replied, slipping off Pidgeot’s back, and checked the bag he was carrying. “Right, uh… Mom, there’s a couple of things I wanted to talk about.”

Delia shook her head. “Always in a hurry, Ash… what is it, dear?”

Ash opened the bag, taking out a small flowering bush with dirt hanging from the roots. “This is a Gracidea flower, mom – well, I guess the first thing is, is there somewhere in the garden to put it?”

Mimey waved. “Mime!”

“Mimey’s been working on the garden today, so you should ask him,” Delia told her son.

She touched one of the flowers. “I think I remember these… wasn’t this the kind of bouquet you sent home from Sinnoh once?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed.

“They’re very nice,” Delia smiled, sniffing. “Though since it is your birthday soon, perhaps I should be giving you a present.”

Something went thump behind Pidgeot.

“Oh, yeah, that’s the other thing,” Ash added. “Mom, this is Shaymin – she’d like to stay around here.”

The Grass-type in question trotted out from behind Pidgeot, shaking her head. “You couldn’t have slowed down?”

“I didn’t realize you lost the slipstream,” Pidgeot said. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Shaymin decided, then looked up at Ash’s Mom. “Hello.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Delia said, giving the Grass-type a nod. “I didn’t know there was a Pokémon that looked like you… I thought Shaymin were much smaller than that.”

She frowned. “Come to think of it, I thought they looked a lot like that Gracidea bush.”

“We kind of transform,” Shaymin told her. “Actually, it’s with that flower. That’s why we were hurrying to get here before sunset… I change back at sunset, or if I’m too cold.”

She scraped the grass with a hoof, looking up at Delia a little skittishly. “Is it okay if I stay?”

“Of course,” Delia agreed. “It’d be nice to have another Pokémon around the house, and it’s nice that I can talk to you too.”

“Right,” Shaymin said, a smile breaking out over her muzzle. “Okay! Thanks, that’s a… big…”

She pointed. “Why is there a Lugia over there? Wait, there’s three – why are there three Lugia over there?”

“Oh, hey, Lugia’s visiting,” Ash observed. “Pidgeot, if you want to have a chat go ahead.”

“Will do!” Pidgeot agreed, taking off in another wings-beating windrush.

“I wonder if he’s here to visit Entei, Suicune and Raikou,” Ash mused. “It could be Ho-Oh, though…”

“I think you’re right, Ash,” Shaymin decided. “This is certainly not a boring town!”


Some distance to the west, Latios lay back on a grassy slope.

If there was one thing the Secret Garden had, it was a beautiful clear sky – something that had often been a comfort to him, on those long nights when they could not leave the Garden for their own safety.

Now that was much less of a problem… but, still, it was a welcome sight, as the sky overhead slowly shaded towards a deep violet.

Latias landed next to him. “What’s up?” she asked.

Latios looked over at her, then back to the sky. “Just thinking… thinking about how lucky it is the Garden’s still here, and that I’m still here.”

The other Dragon-type nodded. “That’s right… it’s been a year, hasn’t it?”

“Nearly,” Latios confirmed.

He squinted. “I think the stars are just coming out.”

“I can see the first one, yes,” Latias agreed. “It’s nice.”

For a long moment, they both lay there – watching as star after star became visible, the evening drawing in as the sun slowly set.

“Altomare’s more beautiful every time I see it,” Latias said eventually.

“I think you’re right,” Latios agreed.

He glanced over at her again, then took a breath.

“Latias, there’s something I wanted to show you,” he said.

Latias sat up a little. “Oh?” she asked, interested.

Latios gave a confirmatory nod, then floated a few inches into the air. “I’ll be just a moment,” he told her, and flitted away across the garden.

She watched him go, then looked up at the sky and took a breath of the cool, clean air.

“I love it whenever I can visit here,” she said, out loud. “Sometimes wish I could do it more often.”

Latios landed back with her, and held out something wrapped in tissue paper.

“Here,” he said. “It’s… for you.”

Taking it, Latias unwrapped it – revealing a bracelet, a silver one with a little blue triangle hanging from the base.

“It looks lovely!” Latias said, beaming. “Thank you, that’s very sweet.”

She gave him a peck on the cheek.

Then some music started playing.

Latios sighed, closing his eyes. “SIS! Stop trying to play romantic music!”

There was a distant giggle.

“Sorry about that,” Latios added, as the music stopped. “She keeps trying to peek on us, and I can’t exactly stop her sight-sharing-”

Joy’s Latias put a claw on his muzzle, stopping him mid-sentence.

“I don’t think I minded the music,” she told him.

Latios’ sister, predictably, promptly set the track playing again.

“Fine,” Latios said, shaking his head. “At least I know I picked the bracelet well…”


“Okay,” Sir Aaron said. “So. We have to defeat Groudon.”

“I don’t know about you, but I have a good feeling about this one,” Palkia said.

“Speak for yourself,” Dialga muttered. “Remember how you felt about the Fairy type?”

“Low blow,” Palkia accused.

“So… what’s the plan?” Giratina asked. “Just go straight in and beat Groudon?”

“Of course not,” Sir Aaron replied. “We know where our objective is, and we have a large nearby ocean. We hire some Dugtrio-”

“PATCH NOTES!” Arceus interrupted. “Patch 1.31, water no longer flows down geomods.”

“Fine,” the Riolu said, shaking his head. “The hard way it is, then.”

“You wanted a challenge.”


AN:


A few things happen. Like Gym stuff.






210. Battle Frontier 15


“…basically, those pirates are probably going to keep coming after Manaphy,” May explained. “So I was thinking we should work out something to do to keep him safe.”

“Are you sure that last group were pirates?” Max asked. “I thought they were more like… mercenaries or something.”

“Yeah, so are the other ones,” May dismissed. “I don’t think any of them… are…”

She slowed to a stop. “Something doesn’t seem right here.”

The others looked around at the leaves, which rustled faintly in the breeze.

Then there was a thump next to them, as a woman wearing lightweight body armour and a purple outfit landed by the side of the path.

“Class dismissed,” she said.

About twenty people and Pokémon in black outfits appeared all of a sudden, some of them lowering sheets of camouflage cloth and others pulling aside screens of leaves, and headed off in all directions.

“Ninjas?” Ash said. “Aren’t they supposed to be the enemies of pirates?”

“That’s just hearsay,” the woman told them. “Welcome to the Pokémon Ninja School. I’m afraid you walked through the intermediate camoflage class.”

“They were pretty good at it,” Brock said. “May noticed something was wrong, but none of us knew what it was.”

“Yes, though in advanced camouflage we’d hope you would have kept going,” the woman chuckled. “I’m Angela.”

“If this is camouflage class, how come you’re wearing purple?” Max asked.

“It makes it easier for people to spot me,” she explained. “In training, ninja often prepare in situations that make their tasks harder – that way they’re ready for the real thing.”

She nodded to a black-garbed Furret standing in the branches. “The black’s the school uniform. We have ties, as well.”

“Somehow the idea of a ninja school uniform’s kind of odd…” Max mused. “Actually – come to think of it, May, weren’t you talking about how we could keep Manaphy safe? Wouldn’t this help?”

“I’m not sure how it would,” May admitted.

“What’s this about a Manaphy?” Angela said, interested.

In response, May held up the Cherish Ball. “The problem is that there keep being pirates – or mercenaries – after him, so we’re trying to work out a good way to keep him safe. We’ve got a lot of Pokémon, so we’ve saved him so far, but…”

“Hm…” Angela drew a kunai from her outfit and began flicking it casually into the air – catching it by the point. “That’s an interesting idea.”

She noticed their confusion, then tracked it to the knife. “Oh, sorry – I sometimes forget about that.”

“That’s a kunai, right?” Ash checked. “I heard those are like trowels or something?”

“Yes, they’re sharpened trowels in design. The idea is that the weapons of a ninja look like common tools, their clothes are just those of civilians – they hide among the population.”

She pointed the edge of her kunai at May. “But I think what might be more important for you is learning how to tell when others are looking at you.”

“That’d help,” May admitted. “A lot.”

“Actually, Brock, maybe you should learn it too!” Ash suggested. “It might help you relate to some of the members of your team!”

“Brock?” Angela repeated. “Brock… Rock type gym leader?”

“That’s me,” Brock confirmed. “Though, admittedly, I’m not doing so hot on the Rock Type thing at the moment – I actually have more Pokémon who could learn from the illusion thing. I literally accidentally got a Zorua…”

“Ah, Zorua,” Angela nodded. “They’re a very ninja Pokémon. I would indeed recommend ninja training – it would help both you and Zorua.”

I didn’t know ninja was an adjective.

Geodude emerged from his Pokéball. “I wouldn’t say no to hearing about your Ninjustu, either – I could really use a few ideas on how to use doton techniques.”

Angela tilted her head.

“He asked if he could learn doton ninjutsu,” Brock clarified.

“Doton?” Angela repeated. “Earth style… no, you’re thinking of an anime.”

Geodude folded his arms. “Man, ninja aren’t all they’re cracked up to be.”

“I still think you could learn something from them, Geodude,” Brock said. “Remember, a lot of what ninja do is using the terrain – and you can change the terrain.”

“He can?” the kunoichi asked. “How?”

In reply, Geodude made a gesture.

There was a grinding sound, and a wall of close-packed sandstone rose up out of the ground to a height of about three feet.

“…fair enough,” Angela agreed. “Okay, that’s pretty impressive… so, from what you’ve said it sounds like you’re all interested?”

Ash looked at the others, then nodded for all of them.


“Something important to remember is that ninja thrive on mobility,” Angela informed them.

By this point all four of the friends – and those of their Pokémon who were interested – were dressed in exercise outfits.

“If there are three words that define a ninja, they are – precision, speed, stealth,” she said, counting them off on her fingers. “Stealth to avoid being noticed. Speed to move quickly to exploit stealth. And precision, so the attack you make matters. Now, climb this tree.”

Ash walked up the trunk.

Angela did a double-take. “Um… okay – I hadn’t expected that, but it’s pretty impressive. How are you doing that?”

“Aura,” Ash replied. “It’s how I do a lot of cool stuff… like being able to see through objects.”

“I see!” Angela nodded. “So you’re an Aura adept. I should have realized… right. Let’s see about advanced classes for you. Hanzo, handle the others.”

Another ninja instructor appeared out of nowhere, and began to teach May, Brock and Max.

“Now, let’s see how much else you know,” Angela said. “Give me five seconds, then we’ll see how quickly you can find me and get to me.”

She clasped her fingers together, and vanished in a flash of smoke.

“Oh, sure,” Geodude muttered. “Everything else is a TV show, but things like that are just fine…”

Ash chuckled, then looked up into the branches – no sign of Angela.

He closed his eyes to check further, scanning through the trees with his Aura Sight, and saw a few little moving sparks – Flying types, Bug types, and a few other Pokémon. But Angela was nowhere to be seen.

“You did stay in the trees, right?” Ash checked, looking from side to side – seeing more sparks of Aura, including a whole cluster of bright ones below, but only the one ninja – Hanzo – below him.

She didn’t seem to be anywhere…

Then Angela tapped him on the shoulder.

“Whoah!” Ash yelped, losing his grip, and fell to the floor. As he dropped he twisted around, ready to break his fall, and made a solid landing with Aura glowing on his hand to help arrest the drop.

Then there was a flash of blue light and a Sudowoodo appeared underneath him, flinging him back into the air.

“Huh,” Geodude said, as Ash caught a tree branch overhead. “I guess that answers one question.”


“What happened there?” Angela asked, looking askance at Ash.

“I guess I must have been startled,” Ash replied. “My Aura kind of makes Pokémon evolve faster… sometimes a lot faster.”

He leaned down. “Hey, Brock, I guess at least now you have another Rock type?”

Brock nodded, a grin lighting his face as Sudowoodo – looking mildly confused – nevertheless agreed with this idea.

“Isn’t that the Rock type which looks most like it’s not a Rock type?” May asked.

“Shush,” Brock waved off.

“Mr. Ketchum,” Angela said, getting Ash’s attention again. “I wanted to let you know what it was I did just then – you may not have encountered it before.”

She waved a hand. “It’s actually a ninjutsu – and yes, those exist. The idea is that it suppresses the signature of the user, rendering their spirit energy little different from that of the world around them, and it’s said to work on Aura users – though I’ve never had a chance to try it out on an Aura adept before now, it’s mostly used because…”

She trailed off. “Well, never mind, that’s getting too technical.”

“Can you show me again?” Ash asked. “And I want to know the reason, too.”

“Very well,” Angela agreed.

She put her hands together, and – nothing seemed to change, at first, until Ash checked with eyes closed and didn’t see her.

“It is how we tell that someone is watching us,” Angela explained. “The spirit becomes excited, and it is the art of concealment which prevents that.”

“Right…” Ash said, already thinking. “And that doesn’t make you physically invisible, right?”

“No, though other arts can provide for that,” the kunoichi told him. “It’s all quite advanced techniques we’re talking about, though, and I understand that someone under invisibility inevitably leaves a symbol of – well, what you would call Aura, though we call it something else.”

Ash looked momentarily confused, then shrugged it off. “Okay, thanks – that’s good to know. I don’t think I’ve run into any ninja who were willing to explain this before.”

He paused, shifting slightly, then grabbed the tongue of a Kecleon. “Please don’t do that…”

The disguised Pokémon changed colour to become visible again.

“I wondered if you’d spot him,” Angela said, clapping him on the shoulder and making the branch rustle. “You’re all right, kid.”

“I’m nearly fourteen,” Ash protested. “Doesn’t that not make me a kid any more?”

Angela gave him a look that said, eloquently, that it did not qualify him to lose the “kid” status.


“Okay, so… just want to make sure I understand this,” Sudowoodo began, later that night. “So… we’re in the past.”

Brock nodded, flipping a pancake and catching it expertly.

“You’ve got more Pokémon, May’s got more Pokémon, Max has got Pokémon at all, and Ash has loads more Pokémon and is some kind of magic knight.”

“You’d understand a lot more if you were at Rota, man,” Geodude opined. “You weren’t there, dude.”

Sudowoodo waved a branch irritably. “Okay. I get all of that. And I guess the idea of you being able to understand us isn’t that farfetch’d. Not after Manaphy.”

He paused. “Oh, and it’s kind of cool to meet some of you guys who I only ever heard about.”

Ninetales flicked a tail, looking pleased.

“But there’s two things I really want to make sure about,” the Rock-type went on. “Firstly, what’s all this about illusions?”

“Yeah, that… kind of happened,” Brock agreed, sliding the next pancake onto the stack and pouring some more batter. “Firstly, someone noticed that I only had one actual Rock type, which was Geodude, and since the Pokémon I’ve got by now include… you know, Ninetales, and Stantler, and even Zorua now…”

He shrugged.

“Right, gotcha,” Sudowoodo mused. “And the other thing is… girlfriend?”

Crobat hopped up onto his rocky limb, bent down, and filled Sudowoodo in with a whisper.

While that was happening, Brock fixed Ninetales with a glare. “Not yet.”

Ninetales looked up, having crept most of the way to the plate of pancakes. “Yes?” she asked.

“No,” Brock repeated. “I can tell it’s you.”

With a sigh, Zorua released her disguise.

“How could you tell?” she asked.

“Because apparently I’m getting quite good at picking out illusions by behaviour,” Brock said. “At this point the whole illusion gym thing is looking inevitable.”

He shrugged. “Besides, Ninetales doesn’t like cherry sauce. I’m doing the second batch with a topping she’ll like.”


Max crouched slightly, feeling the branch rock under him.

He waited until it stilled, then pushed upwards with a huff of effort – managing to grab onto the next branch up, and then haul himself into the tree.

“Impressive,” said one of the other ninja, a student who’d been spotting for him. “You’re improving rapidly.”

“Thanks,” Max muttered, as the other ninja – wearing the black school uniform – jumped near-effortlessly up onto the branch. “I might be fit, but this is a whole different thing…”

“Then perhaps you should take a rest,” the student suggested. “Pokémon battle?”

Max thought about it, then looked down at the ground below. “Uh… doesn’t that mean we should head down?”

The ninja jumped to an adjacent branch. “I don’t think so,” she said. “In fact, I think that if one of our Pokémon drops to within a few feet of the ground it should count as a loss!”

Max looked down again, then looked at the branch. “I guess… well, that’s quite a challenge.”

“You’re right,” the kunoichi agreed, sounding smug. “I thought so too. Well, let’s begin!”

She paused, counting under her breath. “Right – three one on one battles, best two of three wins.”

Max nodded, already deciding not to use Guy or Arc – who would probably just break the branches – and going through his remaining choices.

“…oh, yeah, that reminds me,” he added. “Is it okay if I use my friend Jirachi? I know he’s a Legendary, but he’s one of the only Pokémon I have who can float…”

The kunoichi sighed. “Really?”

She tilted her head, and Max looked to see where she was looking – and saw something vanish out of the corner of his eye.

“Fine,” the student decided. “But only for one battle!”


“Hey, look,” May said, pointing. “Ash? It looks like Max is having a battle.”

Ash looked up to see, and nodded. “Oh, yeah… should be interesting.”

May thought for a moment, then sent out Altaria. “Can you make sure you catch anyone who falls out of the tree?”

“Of course,” Altaria agreed readily.

He began to orbit, changed his mind due to the density of the trees, and settled for sitting down underneath Max with his wings poised for a quick takeoff.


“Okay, Jirachi,” Max said. “Remember, don’t go too far below the level we’re on.”

Jirachi did the closest thing he could manage to a salute, then swivelled in midair to watch as the ninja sent her own Pokémon out – producing an Ariados, which immediately latched itself to one of the nearby branches.

“Right…” Max mused, then pointed. “Okay, Future Sight!”

Ariados sprang into the air, and a strand of sticky thread shot from its abdomen – forming a web attached to one of the nearby branches, and pulling it out of the way of both Jirachi’s first attack and his follow-up.

“Make sure they’re not too powerful,” Max warned, as the bursts of light faded. “I don’t want us to break the trees.”

Got it! Jirachi confirmed, aiming more carefully this time.

A burst of a dozen small Future Sight appeared around Ariados, missing it but cutting the String Shot rope, and the Bug-type dropped about two feet before using some Sticky Web to halt itself and swing around in a circle.

“Toxic Thread!” the ninja announced.

Ariados duly fired a burst of purple-glowing thread at Jirachi, which he batted away with a burst of psychic energy.

Max? Jirachi asked. Doesn’t she know-

“Concentrate!” Max admonished.

Jirachi yelped, ducking away from a barrage of Pin Missiles, and formed a shield that they hammered into – which deflected them, but kept Jirachi in one place until they faded.

“Good, keep it up!” the ninja said. “Now, webswing in and use Poison Fang!”

“Keep shielding and use Future Sight!” Max countered.

Jirachi’s hands glowed as he kept the stream of Pin Missiles at bay, and his eyes lit up yellow – then Ariados reached him, slamming into his shield and breaking through with a combination of mass and two purple-coated fangs.

They hit home on Jirachi’s belly, either side of his third eye – and nothing happened.

Then Jirachi’s Future Sight arrived, bursts of psychic light surrounding him and knocking Ariados away.

“What just-” the ninja began, as Ariados used String Shot to steady itself before getting out of the way of further attacks. “Wait. That’s… Steel type?”

She shook her head. “It’s hard to remember Legendary types… Ariados, hit him with Sticky Web!”

“Dodge, Jirachi!” Max called, taking an involuntary step forwards – then feeling the branch shake, and stepping back again before he got too unstable.

Jirachi dodged, bounced off a tree trunk, and shook his head to clear the momentary dizziness. As he did, however, a large quantity of sticky webbing landed all over him.

Ew ew ew! Jirachi complained mentally. I can’t see!

“Stay where you are!” Max told him. “You’re upside down! Now, use Future Sight to cut the web!”

“Don’t let him!” his opponent called. “Keep him moving!”

Ariados landed on a treetrunk, gripping instantly with all its legs, and fired out a String Shot to grab onto Jirachi and haul him away – just before a Future Sight burst around where he’d been.

“Now, sling him towards the ground!” she added, and Ariados scuttled down a few feet before hauling on the String Shot again.

“Mffff!” Jirachi mumbled.

He felt the tug, and pushed himself in the opposite direction – straining the String Shot attached to him, then snapping it and floating up into the air.

“Great work!” Max called. “Now – okay, move forwards a bit!”

Jirachi moved in a vaguely down-left direction, nearly going out of sight behind one of the leafier branches of the canopy.

“Stop!” Max said. “Head to your left and then down – and stop… now!”

He double-checked that Jirachi’s position was the other side of one of the treetrunks from Ariados – who was scuttling fast to correct that – then nodded. “Okay, Future Sight on yourself!”

There was a moment’s pause, then Jirachi’s ball of webbing exploded.

The Psychic-type that emerged looked quite cross, and pointed at Ariados. “Okay, I’m going to-”

He ducked a thick glob of Sticky Web, then had an idea and begun firing off a continuous spherical burst of Future Sight around himself.

“Great idea, Jirachi!” Max complimented, over the sound of the blasts. “Can you see?”

…not really, no… Jirachi answered him privately.

Max looked at the stalemate for a moment, thinking hard.

“Ariados, String Shot!” the ninja said. “Set up some traps for later in the battle!”

“Isn’t that kind of cheating?” Max asked.

“You’re the one who’s bringing the Legendary!” she countered, as Ariados set up a series of sticky lines to restrict the movement of any future combatants. “Besides. Ninja.”

Max frowned.

“Okay, I think I know,” he said. “Jirachi, use Zen Headbutt!”

Jirachi’s protective Future Sight blasts lasted a little longer, then faded out. He began to glow with light, and spun in midair to target Ariados.

As he did, Max held a Pokéball up to his mouth before moving it behind his back.

“Yah!” Jirachi called, diving down towards Ariados at full speed – and passed right through a Double Team, ending up in a huge glob of Sticky Web all over again.

“Now, pull him down!” the ninja said quickly.

The real Ariados attached a String Shot to the newly made cocoon and hauled. The force of the pull made Jirachi head almost directly towards the spider – then, with a sudden stuttering f-f-foom and the sound of breaking branches, a whole line of Future Sight exploded all along the path Jirachi was taking.

A blizzard of leaves rained down, and so did Ariados – String Shot snapped, no longer able to drag Jirachi towards the floor, the Bug-type ended up hitting it himself.

“…what just happened?” the ninja asked.

“When your Ariados pulled on Jirachi with the String Shot,” Max began, sounding quite pleased with himself, “that meant that it had to be along the line it was pulling, or nearly. So I had Jirachi do that.”

“But I didn’t hear you say anything,” protested his opponent.

“I whispered,” Max answered her – then moved aside, revealing the Kirlia balanced carefully on the branch behind him. “And Roland is psychic.”

The ninja girl sighed. “I guess that is kind of a ninja thing to do…”

“Maaax?” Jirachi asked, trying to shake some web off his arm. “Can I go have a bath now?”


“Not bad,” Brock said, shading his eyes, as the Ariados vanished in a flash of red light. “That was a pretty tactical battle.”

Sudowoodo nodded slowly.

“This is good,” he said, chewing through a rolled-up pancake.

“Of course it’s good!” Zorua agreed. “It’s Brock’s cooking!”

She licked her lips. “Soooo good…”

“Careful you don’t end up in a food coma,” Ninetales said lightly.


“You’ve sent out your Kirlia, so that’s what you’re using next,” the ninja said. “Venomoth!”

Roland stepped forwards, past Max, and took a poised stance.

“Good luck,” Max told him. “Remember what we talked about.”

“Of course!” Roland agreed.

Venomoth darted in, weaving around the few remaining sticky strands, and opened the battle with a Signal Beam.

Roland immediately flickered out of view, appearing instead next to Venomoth, and hit it with a close-range Confusion before teleporting away again.

“Great!” the kunoichi sighed. “A teleporter… right! Silver Wind!”

Venomoth twirled around, wings flapping, and created a storm of wind laced with glittering scales. Gathering it under his wings, he then launched it out in all directions.

Roland jumped back in for an attack, appeared in the middle of the Silver Wind, and yelped before making an emergency jump out again.

“Careful, Roland!” Max called. “Try to stay at a distance!”

Roland nodded, arms out a little to keep balanced, then teleported over Venomoth’s head – high enough to avoid being hit by the Silver Wind.

“Overhead,” Max’s opponent said.

Venomoth flipped over and flared his wings, sending a blast of scales directly upwards, and when Roland fired his Psychic attack it had to fight through the Silver Wind – which significantly weakened it.

Undaunted, Roland just switched position to directly below Venomoth instead. He got off a quick one-handed Confusion, then jumped out again and appeared on a branch some distance away.

“Good, just keep that up,” Max said, as Venomoth flew higher into the air – getting more fighting room for himself. “Try and surprise him.”

Okay! Roland agreed. Where should I come from?

“I’m not going to tell you, he’ll know then!” Max pointed out.

Oh, yeah… the Kirlia admitted, wincing, then flash-stepped to a point above and behind Venomoth.

The Poison-type whirled, hearing the faint crack of teleportation, and darted acrobatically away from attack range before shooting a Bug Buzz back at Roland.

Dodging away, Roland formed a quick psychic shield to block the edge of the attack and then teleported to a different position all over again. This time he got a glancing hit in, and took a blow in return from a wing before getting clear.

Venomoth’s wings swirled the dust still in the air, and he built up a second Silver Wind – this one less powerful, but much wider so it formed a glittering ball several yards across.

“Flash,” the ninja said.

The Bug-type complied, and suddenly his ball of Silver Wind became a shimmering glitterball – one too bright to see through easily, making it difficult just to tell where the Venomoth was.

“It’d kind of help if I had Ash’s Aura Sight thing,” Max muttered to himself. “Okay, Roland, I guess you’re going to have to rely on guesswork…”

I agree! Roland replied, appearing next to Max. I tried to do the telepathy thing to find where he is, but it’s not really very clear…

He looked up, and ducked out of the way of a burst of Signal Beam before flashing away and disappearing.

For a long moment, the Kirlia didn’t appear – making Venomoth’s glitterball circle warily, not sure where his foe might be.


“That’s… kind of tacky,” May said weakly. “I know it’s a bit like some of the displays I’ve done, but…”

“Yours are a lot less ridiculous,” Altaria assured her.

He looked up, trilling away faintly, then tilted his head.

“I think I see Roland,” he said quietly.

“Don’t give it away,” Ash reminded him.

“I know, just watching…”

As they continued to watch, Roland suddenly vanished – only to appear directly above Venomoth’s ball of dusty moth-scales, and fire down a pair of Confusion in close succession.

The first one made the Silver Wind ripple, but it revealed only that Roland had missed – his guess was wrong – and the second only caught the edge of Venomoth’s wing.

“What would you do in this situation?” May asked Ash.

“Well… honestly, I’d probably have taught Roland Fire Punch,” Ash replied. “That cloud has to be-”

“-you’re right,” May interrupted. “Yes, it would explode, like those flour clouds I used.”

“Roland!” Max said, his voice drifting down through the trees. “You’re going to need to get close enough to see Venomoth and hit him that way!”

Ash winced.

“Bad idea?” May asked quietly.

“It’s kind of doing what I’m sure she wants him to do,” Ash replied, as Roland jumped from branch to branch – flickering in and out of visibility as he built up momentum.

“Now!”


Roland jumped into the cloud of Silver Wind, and caught a glimpse of purple-grey wings through the opalescent surrounds.

Punching out with both fists, he fired a Confusion attack at the Bug-type, and was rewarded by the sight of Venomoth flinching and a surrusation of pain.

Then he dropped out of the cloud, and teleported away again before he hit anything – landing next to Max in a crouch for a moment, before launching himself forwards again.

This time, he appeared upside down – and in front of Venomoth, so he took a direct hit with a Gust that threw him against a tree branch along with most of the powdery Silver Wind scales.

“Don’t let up!” Max called. “He’s vulnerable!”

“Get your Silver Wind back up!” the ninja countered.

Wincing, Roland put one hand behind him to push off the branch. Flipping over, he teleported again – appearing behind Venomoth, firing a Confusion, then switching position when the Poison-type swung to attack his new position.

“Great!” Max agreed, seeing Roland managing to stay behind his opponent. “Keep it up!”

Roland threw him a glance – then missed his teleport, landing clumsily on a branch, and sat down woozily.

“Roland!”

The Kirlia flicked out of the way of the attack that tried to make his problem worse, but wobbled on this landing as well. He stumbled, one hand going to his forehead to try to concentrate.

Max looked at his Psychic-type, then at the kunoichi. “What was that?”

“A good ninja should always look underneath their first assumptions – and then look underneath that underneath,” the kunoichi replied, as her Venomoth rose to orbit well out of range of any last-minute attacks. “All those scales were a perfect disguise for Poisonpowder!”

Sorry, Max, Roland ‘pathed, sounding kind of sick. I forgot that I’m a Fairy type now… I didn’t know poison was this bad for us…

“I’m withdrawing Roland,” Max decided, and rummaged in his bag for an Antidote. “Where is… here you go.”

Roland took the spray bottle and looked at it. “Um… what do I do with it?”

“Spray on,” Max told him. “The injury if you got hit by a stinger, but I guess with this just… anywhere on the skin?”

The Psychic-type did so.

“Go and see Brock,” Max added. “He’ll know what to do.”

Unclipping Roland’s Pokéball from his belt, he passed it over.

“I think I’ll do that…” Roland agreed. He was about to teleport when a cottony wing tapped him on the back, and Altaria gently lifted him onto his back to carry to the oldest trainer of the group.

Max kept watching for a bit longer, then turned back to his opponent.

“One each, right?” he checked. “So whoever wins this battle?”

“That’s right!” the kunoichi confirmed.

“Right…”

Max thought about his final choice. He needed someone who wasn’t going to be easily beaten by being knocked to the floor of the forest – which meant he couldn’t use Cinder, or Arc or Guy for that matter.

And Delta wasn’t really manoeuvrable enough either.

That left him a choice of three – and while Kris was perhaps the best choice, Max realized that the answer was obvious.

“Ready?” the student ninja checked, readying her own Pokéball.

Max nodded.

“Casper, go!” he called.


“There we go,” Brock said, checking Roland’s skin. “I think that’s washed off all the remaining Poisonpowder. How do you feel?”

“Better,” the Kirlia said, sighing in relief. “I think I might need some training to deal with things like that.”

“Or you could evolve,” Ninetales suggested. “Stone evolutions are quick and convenient.”

Roland considered that, towelling himself off, then accepted a pancake from Brock.

“I’ll think about it,” he said.

There was a little yip sound next to him, as Zorua rolled over on her back and sighed happily.

“How many of those did you have?” Brock asked.

“How many is enough?” Zorua retorted. “That plus a bit…”

“Watch out,” Ninetales chuckled. “Or you’ll only be able to disguise yourself as a Munchlax.”


Max’s Banette appeared a sliver of a second before the Weezing his opponent deployed.

Both trainers stared at one another.

“I… wasn’t expecting that,” Max admitted. “Uh – Casper, I guess don’t get close enough to be caught in a gas cloud?”

“Got it!” Casper agreed, phasing slightly out of the rest of the world.

Weezing belched out a thick cloud of gas, then sat there for a moment.

“Dark Pulse!” Max’s opponent called.

Casper retreated downwards through a nearby branch, making the Dark Pulse hit the bark and blow a small divot out of it.

“That’s going to make things kind of difficult…” Weezing’s trainer said, thinking. “Okay – keep up that poison cloud for now, and use Shadow Ball. Aim through the tree.”

“What kind of Weezing is that?” Max asked. “Those aren’t the kind of moves I’d normally associate with a Poison type.”

“Kunoichi,” the girl replied. “Now!”

The Shadow Ball phased through the tree, and burst somewhere underneath it – making Casper yelp.

“Casper, keep moving,” Max said, taking a step back so he was able to support himself by holding onto the main tree trunk. “And keep an ear out, I’ve got a plan.”

“I’ve got a plan too!” Casper retorted, and there was a faint smoky flicker in the corner of Max’s eye.

“Casper, wait,” Max said, then sighed. “Okay, I guess we’re doing this now…”

He counted to three, then looked at Weezing just as Casper appeared from his Phantom Force.

The Ghost-type hit his opponent foot-first, knocking him out of the gas cloud, then swiped with a Shadow Claw at close range. As he did, however, Weezing retaliated with a burst of Dark Pulse which hit Casper in the face.

“Ow!” the Banette yelped, clutching at his nose. Then he had to hold his breath as the poison cloud reestablished itself, and fled with Shadow Balls flying after him.

“Over here,” Max said, waving.

Instead of obeying, the Ghost-type dove towards the ground. He levelled out about ten feet above the forest floor and dove into the treetrunk.

Max waited, guessing what was going on, then spoke quietly. “Casper, we’re going to need to attack Weezing some other way – be sneaky.”

The wood behind him creaked slightly.

“Sneaky how?” the Ghost-type asked. “What are you thinking?”

“We need to prank her,” Max said, clenching his fist.

Casper was silent for a moment.

“Okay, I like this plan,” he said. “Just hold on a moment.”

“Has your Pokémon left the battlefield?” the girl asked. “If he has, I’ll have to disqualify you.”

“No, just trying to come up with a new approach,” Max replied.

There was a faint rustle overhead.

“Wait – up there!” Max’s opponent said, pointing. “Shadow Ball!”

“Block with your own!” Max said as fast as he could.

Weezing’s Shadow Ball flew up into the canopy, then burst with a crack of wood and a shout from Casper. Max winced, but the second Shadow Ball was met by one of Casper’s own much quicker and exploded in midair.

More rustling sounded, and the two Pokémon traded Shadow Balls back and forth in a whiplash-quick contest of Ghostly attacks… then it slowed, as Weezing lost track of Casper again.

Something touched Max’s foot.

“Don’t look,” his Ghost-type said, from inside the tree trunk. “I rigged up a vine to the branch above you – when I pull it it’ll swing down, give Weezing a thwack and pin her in place, so I can hit her with a good attack. Just tell me when she’s under it.”

“Got it,” Max whispered.

Casper retreated, and a moment later he phased out of the tree trunk some way above Max’s head.

“Dark Pulse!” Max’s opponent ordered quickly.

The Banette dodged behind the tree trunk as the Dark-type attack whipped past, then leaned out again for long enough to throw a Shadow Ball.

Undaunted, Weezing tried again – and once more Casper ducked behind the tree, avoiding being hit.

“Okay, new plan!” the ninja said. “Fire on the right hand side of the tree, then move around so you can fire on the left hand side as well!”

Weezing fired her first attack in the sequence, then floated forwards as she fired the second – alternating her attacks, aiming to catch Casper out as he dodged back and forth.

“Now!” Max called.

There was a sudden crack of badly damaged wood, and an entire tree branch landed directly on top of Weezing before pushing her downwards at speed in a trail of purple gas.

For a moment, both trainers could only stare.

“I… guess that works too?” Casper said hesitantly, then coughed. “Uh, I mean, I totally meant it to work like that!”

Suddenly, a taller ninja was just there behind Max’s opponent. “Your challenger has defeated you,” he said. “Weezing hit the forest floor.”

“Aw, come on,” the kunoichi sighed, then nodded. “Okay. Uh – congratulations, challenger, for defeating a scion of the ninja arts.”

Both of them vanished in grey-white puffs of smoke, and so did Weezing.


“Those were some nice ninja,” Ash said, looking back as they left the forest. “Very polite.”

“I think they were just interested in someone who can do things like a ninja-leap without being an actual ninja,” Brock replied, feet thumping lightly on the grassy trail. “Ever thought of becoming one?”

“Not really,” Ash shrugged off. “It’s kind of… not my thing, I guess.”

“But a lot of your Pokémon use a very fast and fluid combat style,” Pikachu said. “Even when that’s not their thing.”

He indicated Absol. “She was being a pretty good ninja.”

“I think danger sensing is cheating,” she said mildly. “All I had to do was to concentrate on how much of a catastrophe it would be if I didn’t find them, or if they found me…”

Brock chuckled. “I guess for a chance-dancer, everything looks like a disaster.”

“It’s how we do our job,” Absol agreed. “The disaster is a mystical force of great power. It binds us together, and it influences all of us.”

She thwapped Ash lightly with the flat of her tail. “I am, of course, referring to my trainer.”

“I’m not a disaster,” Ash objected.

“No, you’re more like a catastrophe,” Max said quickly. “An apocalypse?”

He glanced over to see if May liked the joke, then frowned. “May?”

Absol paused mid-stride, then closed her eyes and turned her head.

“I can’t… feel anything going wrong,” she said, claws clicking on the occasional stone. “I… wait a moment.”

She raised a paw, pointing. “That way. Slight chance of May tripping and hurting her ankle.”

May appeared out of the underbrush with a rustle of leaves.

“What happened, May?” Ash asked.

As Glaceon appeared next to her, May waved. “Sorry, guys… had a time travel incident…”

“What, another one?” Brock asked. “…is this the one Celebi was thanking us for?”

“No, I don’t think so – I never saw her,” May answered. “It was an amulet that made me time travel – this happened last time as well. It’s kind of complicated…”

“Wasn’t this about when I hatched?” Glaceon asked. “I wondered why Wartortle said I should do it.”

“Yeah, it was her last time,” May agreed. “She looked pretty enthusiastic about it, actually…”

“Do what?” Ash said, puzzled.

“We made it snow,” May replied. “That way it stopped someone from leaving town, and things went loads better – there’s a city up ahead, that’s… kind of what we did.”

“Huh,” Max said, absorbing that. “I guess that kind of thing just happens sometimes.”

“It does seem like there’s been a lot of it recently, though,” Brock added. “Except, you know, it makes the very word recent into a mockery of itself.”

“Yeah,” May nodded. “So, where are we stopping for the night?”

The other trainer checked the map. “I was thinking we could make it to Fuchsia…”


“Dawn?” Johanna called upstairs. “I’m going to do sushi rolls – is that okay?”

“That’s fine, mom!” Dawn called back. “Sounds great!”

Johanna smiled, getting out the bamboo mat, then frowned at the amount of nori left in the packet.

“Sorry, dear, I’m going to pop out to the shop to get some more seaweed,” Johanna added. “I might be a few minutes later than normal!”

“Do you want me to come down and help?” Dawn checked.

“Not for now,” her mother replied. “I might ask you to help with the rice in a bit, though!”

Taking her coat from the back of her chair, she took two steps towards the door and tripped over something fuzzy.

Her outflung hands stopped her from hitting the ground too hard, but she let out a grunt of pain – then looked back to see what she’d tripped over.

What she saw made her sigh deeply.

“Dear?” she called up, rising to her feet. “I’m going out to the shops, now – can you sort out the Swinub in the kitchen?”

“Swinub?” Dawn repeated, and came clattering down the stairs – her Pachirisu, Buneary and Piplup behind her.

Swinub turned to look at the sound, perplexed, then turned back again as the door closed.

He looked quite puzzled.


“I wonder why she eats so much,” Absol mused. “I mean, I know Brock’s food is amazing, but there’s going to be more of it – she’s going to end up fat if she keeps it up.”

“I think I know,” Houndoom replied.

He nodded at their fellow Dark-type – now sitting on the countertop next to the hob, watching Brock as he fried with avid fascination. “I think it’s because she was originally a wild Pokémon – to her, food is precious and you have to get it wherever you can.”

“You do?” Absol repeated. “I never really had that problem – it was never exactly hard to find food, at least…”

Houndoom shrugged his shoulders. “I think that’s because you’re an Absol,” he replied. “Starving is another kind of-”

“-right, of course,” Absol realized. “Yes, I can see how that would mean my experience was not typical.”

“Take it from me,” the Fire-type said. “Back when we were fully wild, instead of – well, instead of living with Professor Oak – the food supply was always something to be worried about. Especially when one of us got hurt, as the others had to get more food than normal to feed them.”

Absol winced.

Then they both looked up as Max made a huh of confusion.


“Any idea what this is?” the trainer asked, holding up a sealed envelope from his bag. “I think there’s something in it…”

“Does it say anything on it?” Ash asked.

Max shrugged, shifting so he could try to open it – then frowning.

“Ash, can I borrow your sword?” he asked. “The flap’s glued down too smoothly…”

“Let me,” Lucario suggested, and took the envelope before using Metal Claw to delicately slice the top open. “There.”

“Thanks,” Max said. “Okay, there’s a letter in here…”

As he pulled it out, something metal clattered to the table as well.

“That’s a Soul Badge!” Max realized, doing a double-take. “Why was there a Soul Badge in my bag?”

“Check the letter,” May advised.

Max did so, unfolding it.

“It’s… from Koga,” he said. “Or it says it is. Huh… apparently I beat the Fuchsia gym challenge?”

He looked up to May. “Was that something to do with your time travel? I don’t remember it…”

“…hold on,” Ash said, realizing. “I think I know what was going on. When I battled Koga, he mentioned he had a daughter – Janine, I think? And Koga said back at the Silver Conference that she was going to be training to take over the gym.”

“You mean I beat a gym without even realizing I was battling one?” Max asked.

“Looks like,” Ash agreed.

Dexter beeped.

You have One New Message in the Dawn Found Another Pokémon folder, he informed Ash.

“…there’s a folder?” May asked.

There is now. I create them for common categories.


AN:


So I guess there was a battle. And ninja stuff.






211. Battle Frontier 16


Johanna checked the time as she headed back home, wincing.

One thing had led to another, and she’d helped the shopkeeper sort out a problem with his shelving – but now it was getting later than she’d hoped, so it would be a rush to make dinner.

Looking up, she spotted something whoosh overhead at treetop height – then turn, slowing, and revealing itself to be a pink-and-cream Latias.

There was a now-familiar boy on her back.

“Right,” Johanna said to herself. “I think that answers that question…”


“I thought you caught him over near Hearthome City,” Ash said, puzzled. “It’s definitely him, but…”

Dawn shrugged. “Honestly, at this point I’m not questioning it – it’s good to have so many of my Pokemon back early.”

“I know what you mean,” Lucario agreed. “This is very preferable to meeting you both in… several months from now.”

Swinub grunted at them.

“Sorry.” Ash held up a hand. “You’re right, we should explain. Basically-”

“-we’ve all come back by time travel,” Pachirisu interrupted. “You’re one of our teammates!”

Swinub didn’t respond for a moment, then gave a visible shrug.

“I can give you the memories,” Ash told the Ice-type. “That’ll let you remember everything that happened.”

A nod.

“Should we do it in here?” Dawn said, looking at the height of the ceiling. “Mamoswine are kinda… big.”

“Yeah, good point,” Ash agreed.

He picked Swinub up to carry him out of the door, and then Lucario snatched the Pig Pokemon from his trainer and threw it out of the window.

A moment later, there was a bright flash, and a Mamoswine thumpedinto the ground outside.

“Ash…” Dawn sighed.

“Whoops…” Ash admitted. “I guess we should go out and see how he’s doing…”


Latias rotated, floating sideways so she could look at the sideways Mamoswine face-to-face. “Hi!”

Mamoswine grunted. “Hello…”

“Do you need some help?” Latias offered. “I think I could help roll you back upright.”

“No need to bother,” Mamoswine replied, rocking back and forth once before bringing himself up to a standing position. “It’s happened before.”

He looked her up and down as she rolled back to her normal posture. “So. Time travel. You too?”

“Yeah,” Latias agreed. “It’s kind of a long story, but I’m sure your trainer will explain to you.”

“What the heck?”

Mamoswine rolled his eyes. “Not him again.”

Latias looked to see who’d spoken, and saw a boy heading their way – Barry.

“Another Legendary Pokemon?” Barry asked, skidding to a stop in front of her. “I bet this means there’s some kind of conspiracy – I mean, conspiracies sometimes involve UFOs, and I can’t remember what this Pokemon is so it must be an unidentified flying object, and therefore-”

Mamoswine snorted at Barry, knocking him over.

“That’s not very nice,” Latias said, shaking her head. “And I’m a Latias, by the way.”

Barry bounced back upright, none the worse for wear. “Okay, so you’re not unidentified any more – hi! Oh, hold on, aren’t you one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokemon?”

“Barry,” Johanna said, walking up to her door. “Please don’t pester my guests. You can ask Dawn about this later.”

“Sorry, Mrs. Berlitz,” Barry said, looking down at his feet for a moment. “Is one of your guests Ash Ketchum?”

“I think it is,” Johanna answered, opening the door, then stopped as Ash, Dawn, Pachirisu, Lucario and Pikachu came crowding out.

Dawn held up a Pokeball, and Mamoswine lumbered over – touching his tusk to the ball, letting himself be captured.

“Thanks, Ash,” Dawn said, then noticed Barry. “Okay, I guess that’s everything for now-”

“Did Ash Ketchum help you catch a Pokemon that’s not native to this part of Sinnoh?” Barry asked. “By making it want to be caught? With his mind? Is he the Pokemon Whisperer?”

“We’ve known he can talk to Pokemon for years,” Dawn pointed out.

“Oh, yeah…” Barry mused.

“Dawn?” Johanna said, getting the attention of her daughter. “I appreciate you want to spend time with your newest Pokemon, but I’d like you to make sure you only let Mamoswine out of his Pokeball outside. It’s not any fault of his, it’s just that my roof is too low.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed, reaching up to give Pachirisu a scratch as the Electric-type took up a position on her shoulder. “See you later, Ash.”


“That was interesting,” Mega Latias said, as they shot southwards. “We’re heading to Fuchsia, right?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “The others said they’d just head there while we were handling this.”

He looked down, seeing the water between the two northernmost Home Islands give way to land, and smiled.

“So, how’s things in Altomare?” he said. “Any problems?”

“No problems, no,” Mega Latias told him. “Latios and I have been starting to show ourselves a bit more around Altomare – not showing where the garden is, but trying to make sure people are used to the idea we’re actually here. I kind of hope that, once we’re really sure of ourselves, we can just go out in public without any problems…”

“That’s a nice dream,” Ash agreed. “But really, you’re both doing well. You and Latios are probably safe against most possible threats by now, but I guess if you still want to train to feel comfortable then that’s the best choice. Is that what Latios thinks?”

“Latios… well, Latios is still training,” Mega Latias said. She giggled. “Actually, I think it’s to impress this other Latias who visits sometimes… they’re really cute together.”

Ash looked vaguely puzzled.

“Basically, he’s got a girlfriend,” Mega Latias clarified.

“He has?” Ash asked.

“Ash, did you not get that when Latios asked to go jewellery shopping for something a little too small for him?” Pikachu asked, poking his head out of Ash’s bag.

“No, not really,” Ash replied, shrugging.

“I kind of wish I’d taken a picture…” Mega Latias said. “They’re kinda cute together…”

She shook her head. “Anyway… where are you going next?”

“The Battle Pike, I think,” Ash said. “We were going to go and get Max his next Badge, but he already did it.”

“…that sounds odd.”


As they skimmed closer to Fuchsia, Latias transitioned back down from Mega. She touched her Mega Stone on its necklace, making sure it was still there, then dropped a little lower.

“I think I can see the others,” she reported.

“Great!” Ash said. “Let’s land by them, then!”

Latias squeaked an affirmative, and they did a little half-circle movement to shed the rest of her speed – spiralling down to come to rest just outside the Pokemon Centre.

“Thanks for getting him back here safely, Latias,” May said. “He didn’t try to send you to Murmansk, did he?”

Ash looked affronted.

“I could see that happening,” Latias said, putting a claw to her chin in contemplation. “But we didn’t have any problems – so that’s good!”

“It is, you’re right,” Ash agreed, then noticed the other person. “Oh, hello… Lucy, right?”

“That’s me,” Pike Queen Lucy confirmed. “Shall we?”

“I guess so,” Ash said. “Kind of glad that I’ve got Dexter to bring my Pokemon out, though…”

Lucy nodded. “So I have heard. This way.”


After a few steps, Ash was already frowning.

“Uh…”

Lucy stopped. “Yes?”

“Well… I’m not an expert,” he began, pointing. “But isn’t your Battle Pike that way?”

They all looked at the serpent-shaped building, off in the distance – and almost directly behind where they were going.

“Correct,” Lucy allowed. “But I like my building and do not want to see it broken. We are going to the Battle Tent.”

Max looked confused. “Can she do that?”

“I’m pretty sure it’s her decision,” May replied. “She has a big Seviper shaped building, she can choose who goes in it.”

“Right,” Max said. “Hm… I wonder what shape my building would be if I had to build a building.”

“Why would you have to build a building?” May asked, a bit baffled.

Max shrugged. “It’s a useful thought experiment?”

“Blaziken shaped,” Blaziken suggested.

“Oh, I know!” Arc piped up. “You could build it like a Manectric! Or a Mega Manectric!”

Lucario raised his paw. “I suggest a Pikachu.”

That made everyone stop to stare at him, including Pikachu.

“What?” he asked. “It’s different.”

“I can see you are all as odd as Noland said you were,” Lucy mused. “At least we’re not close enough to the Safari Zone to start some kind of stampede.”

“Don’t bet on it,” Brock advised her.


After a few more minutes of walking, during which time they left the city proper and entered the green belt around it, a clearing opened up.

Within the clearing, some Pokemon – a Snorlax, a Makuhita and a Seviper among them – were busily checking on the guy ropes for a large tent, one which leered towards them over an open Seviper mouth and one with a gravel path all around it.

“The Battle Pike Tent,” Lucy introduced it.

“…actually…” Max said, looking it up and down. “This never occurred to me before, but… why is it called a pike?”

Lucy sighed. “That’s marketing for you. It was originally the Battle Tube, but apparently that simply does not sound dramatic enough.”

“Well… yeah,” May agreed. “They’re right. But couldn’t it have been called the Battle Snake?”

“Too many letters,” Lucy dismissed. “Now, Mr. Ketchum – here are the rules of our challenge.”

She counted them off on her fingers. “Rule one – only one Pokemon at a time. Rule two – only three Pokemon total. Rule three – last one standing wins. Rule four – no harming the spectators.”

May and Max exchanged a glance.

“Hey, Brock?” Max said, speaking for both of them. “Can you have Geodude make a wall for us to hide behind?”

As they discussed that, Ash frowned – tapping his foot on the floor.

“Okay, so… I guess that means that technically I could use Legendary Pokemon?”

“You could,” Lucy confirmed. “But it would disappoint me. That is the simple way.”

“Then I won’t do it,” Ash decided. “Dexter, I think I know who I’m going to be using for this battle…”


Lucy checked on her three Pokeballs, ready for the battle.

“Mr. Ketchum, are you ready?”

As she asked, the fabric of the tent rippled in the breeze – giving an eerie sound as a backdrop.

“Sure am,” Ash replied, not really noticing. “Okay, on three?”

Lucy inclined her head in confirmation.

“One, two, three – go, Heracross!” Ash said.

His Bug/Fighting type flashed out of his Pokeball, and took a ready stance – fists poised, horn in balance, and ready to move ahead.

Facing him was a Seviper, which coiled – then pounced, fangs flashing as it dove forwards.

Heracross took a backwards step, ready to use his position to hit Seviper’s side as it went past, but then the Poison-type unleashed a blast of flame at him. Caught by surprise, the Bug-type took the first burst of the attack before punching out hard – the sheer wind of his attack blowing some of the flames away and reducing their effect.

“Good work, Heracross!” Ash called. “Keep it up – and stick to Normal attacks!”

“Flamethrower,” Lucy said. “And Bite – latch onto him.”

“Heracross, jump back!” Ash countered. “Fly up in the air!”

Wing cases snapping open, Heracross did so. He got high enough that the Bite attack missed, but Seviper still launched another gout of flame at him – hissing off his arm, scorching it, and some of the flames reaching the tent.

“Heracross!” Ash said. “Are you going to be better at dealing with heat if you Mega Evolve?”

“It can’t be any worse!” Heracross said, punching down with a Mega Punch to prevent the next Flamethrower from hitting him – though Seviper just followed that up by launching itself upwards, latching onto his foot at the apex of the jump.

“Okay!” Ash agreed, reaching for his staff and unlimbering it.

“It’s an interesting choice to Mega Evolve,” Lucy noted, as Heracross lit up with a burst of golden light. “Seviper, Flamethrower!”

The wave of flames that spilled out of Seviper’s mouth washed over Mega Heracross as his changes concluded, making him wince. Then he kicked to try and get Seviper off his leg, whiplashing the Poison-type around without actually making him release his grip.

“Forget trying to get him off!” Ash said. “Grab him with one hand and use the other to Rock Blast!”

“Got it!” Mega Heracross agreed.

“Let go and use Poison Jab.”

Twisting, the Seviper managed to stab its tail into Mega Heracross’ side – a few drops of poison oozing out around the point of impact.

Then Mega Heracross got a grip, and used Rock Blast to launch Seviper back to the floor hard enough to leave a small crater.

Lucy recalled Seviper, having already seen he was out cold. “One down. Do you want to withdraw your Pokemon?”

“Um… your, uh, Majesty?” May said, not sure how to address the Frontier Brain. “Your tent’s kind of on fire.”

“That’s why there’s a firebreak around it,” Lucy told her.


“Do you think you can keep going?” Ash checked.

Mega Heracross began to nod, then winced and clutched his side.

“Poisoned…” Ash winced. “Okay, return for now!”

The Mega-Evolved Pokemon disappeared back into his Pokeball, and Ash frowned.

Which of his two remaining Pokemon should he use…

“Donphan!” he decided, sending the Ground-type out.

Donphan landed, slamming down all four feet onto the ground, and looked around.

“Ash?” he asked. “Why are we in a burning tent?”

Ash shrugged.

“Milotic,” Lucy instructed. “Hydro Pump.”

Donphan rolled to one side to avoid the first blast of the attack, then twisted so he was facing the way he was going and spun up. The next wave of water sluiced over him without getting traction – sending water skipping off in all directions, and making big drops of pseudo-rain fall all around the battlefield as Milotic kept up her barrage of Hydro Pump attacks.

Lucy’s eyes narrowed, watching Donphan as the Armor Pokemon executed his Rapid Spin. Then he got faster still, and out of the arc of fire Milotic could achieve on short notice.

“Keep him under attack,” Lucy told her Water-type, which coiled up like a spring to allow herself to better aim at Donphan – only for the Ground-type to bounce into the air with a flick of his trunk, neatly dodging the attack again.

“Great work, Donphan!” Ash called.

“Hydro Pump – keep him in the air,” Lucy told her Water-type.

“Use Rapid Spin to block!” Ash countered.

More water showered in all directions as Donphan’s high-speed spin threw it off in great sheets – incidentally extinguishing most of the fires – but the blast was working, keeping Donphan from coming down to land with the force of his high jump.

“Stalemate,” Lucy said. “But Milotic has a bit more water power than that – full blast!”

“Now!” Ash promptly ordered.

Donphan’s tusks lit up, and then a Thunder Fang blasted back down the Hydro Pump. It hit the unprepared Milotic hard, making her scales flash as they absorbed some of the impact, and her Hydro Pump lost force as her concentration flagged.

Donphan promptly came down on her with a wham, using a Head Smash attack to augment his landing and driving Milotic into the ground, then rolled off and turned to face her.

“Thunder fang,” Lucy noted. “Interesting.”

There was a faint creak, and then the ground underneath Donphan split and burst apart as water forced it to disintegrate into hundreds of little chunks.

“Hydro Pump. Twister, anticlockwise,” Lucy said, as her Milotic came surging back out from her crater – looking wounded, but still ready to battle.

Donphan began to Rapid Spin again as the next Hydro Pump surged at him, ready to use the same tactic again. “Twister?” he repeated.

“Twister,” Milotic agreed.

Her tail flicked around, and with it came a shimmering tornado – one which began as a vertical one, then quickly turned horizontal and gouged out a gigantic furrow from the ground as it swept towards Donphan.

The Ground-type began to turn away, but too late – he was caught in the swirling energy of the Twister, which picked him up and flung him halfway across the battlefield… and which negated his rotational momentum.

Milotic was on him before he could react, flowing over the ground like a racing river and hitting Donphan with a Water Pulse.

“Donphan!” Ash called. “Thunder Fang!”

The Ground-type’s tusks sparked as he powered up his Thunder Fang again, but this time Milotic was sticking to Pulses – shorter attacks which didn’t let the electricity flow all the way to her.

“It’s not working!” Donphan reported, then stopped using Thunder Fang. Instead he dove forwards towards Milotic as she drew back, doing a half-spin on his back so his trunk was facing towards her, and a light began to glow inside it – brighter and brighter.

“Hyper Beam!” Lucy said.

Donphan and Milotic both used Hyper Beam, sending out rivers of energy which collided at the midpoint between them. The energy built up for a fraction of a second, then exploded – and Donphan was sent hurtling out of the arena, passing through one of the few remaining segments of damp tent fabric before slamming hard into a tree.

“Good work, Donphan,” Ash smiled, recalling him, then switched Pokeballs. “Go!”

Mega Heracross reappeared with a flash of white light, already several feet in the air. He dodged aside from a surging Twister which thrashed up towards him, then pointed both arms straight down.

“Bullet Seed!” he said, unleashing a storm of glowing brown seed-pellets.

Milotic twisted away, agile as could be, and batted away the first rush of projectiles with a powerful Surf that swept them out of the battlefield entirely. That blocked her vision for a moment, though, and when she could see again it was with the sight of Mega Heracross punching her very hard in the face.

Then he fired another wave of Bullet Seed, intermixed with Pin Missiles, and enough of them made their way through Milotic’s final Twister that she – at last – went down.

Ash recalled Mega Heracross again almost immediately, and reached for his third Pokeball.

“Not going to leave your Heracross out?” Lucy asked.

Ash shook his head. “He’s poisoned – he has to be out for as short a time as possible to keep him in fighting condition.”

“Hm,” Lucy said. “Well, then – send out your last Pokemon.”

Ash did so, and Muk appeared on the battlefield with a sort of splutch sound.


“I don’t think this rock wall is big enough,” May said, measuring the thickness with her forearm.

Geodude duly clenched his fists together and brought them upwards in a weight-lifting gesture, and the wall rose by a foot before thickening by about the same amount.

“Thank you,” she said to him with a nod.

“I think Lucy was probably right to not want to hold this in her Battle Pike,” Max winced. “Wonder what she’s going to send out…”

They looked.

“That’s odd…” Brock began, frowning.


“Begin,” Lucy said. “Shuckle, Shell Smash!”

Shuckle’s shell promptly flashed bright white as he sundered it, giving up the protection it offered to boost his own attack power and speed.

That still didn’t make him fast enough to avoid the wave of energy that came out of Muk’s mouth, as the Sludge Pokemon used Thunderbolt, Focus Blast, Sludge Bomb and Shadow Ball all at once – but even with his shell Smashed, Shuckle was still tough enough to handle it, coming out the other side only a little worse for wear and taking a quick sip of Berry Juice before moving away a little.

“Power Trick!”

Ash winced. “Uh oh… Muk, look out!”

Muk presumably looked out.

Then a giant Stone Edge slammed out of the ground, coming up right through his centre and turning him into a purple ring-shaped blob.

“…Muk?” Ash asked, a little startled. “Are you okay?”

The purple goop twitched, then sluuurped back together with a very strange sound.

Completing the task of reconstituting himself, Muk glared at Shuckle. Then he opened his mouth, and fired out a blast of multityped energy from at least half a dozen attacks at once.

All of the attacks missed, as Shuckle went soaring upwards accompanied by a Rock Slide. The tide of rocks reached ten feet up, then performed a U-turn and suddenly slammed back down towards Muk – who blasted them away with a Focus Blast, which happened to be fired at the same time as a Flamethrower, a Thunderbolt and a Sludge Bomb.

“Muk!” Ash called. “You need to change your strategy – that’s not going to work by itself!”

The Poison-type gave him a glance, indicating that it was listening, then went back to focusing on stopping the torrent of rocks that came down at him.

“By using so many attacks, you’re not able to aim them right,” Ash said. “You’re mixing up the types, and that’s great when you can hit an opponent but not so good for-”

Shuckle Bulldozed Muk into a crater, launching himself off with a Gyro Ball before Muk could retaliate.

“-that,” Ash went on, as the Poison-type pulled himself together again – noticeably slower, this time. “Because he’s used Power Trick he’s really vulnerable – but your attacks aren’t hitting him!”

He pointed. “Protect!”

Muk used Protect, Toxic and Shadow Ball. A greenish-white sphere formed around him, protecting him from Shuckle’s Rock Tomb barrage, but there were several zong sounds as the Shadow Ball bounced around the inside of the Protect shield.


“Is it me or is Muk having trouble using a small enough number of attacks?” May asked.

“It’s not you,” Brock told her. “He’s definitely having trouble.”

They looked out through the Barrier that Ethan had set up as a windshield.

“What do you think Ash’s next tactic’s going to be?” Brock asked.

“Find a way to turn the arena inside out?” Max suggested.


“You’re doing great, Muk,” Ash said. “Now – Rain Dance!”

Muk used Rain Dance, Sunny Day and Rain Dance, and the Rain Dances won out – so, after not more than a few seconds, it began to rain. That didn’t stop Shuckle, who was too busy bouncing around the place propelled by his sequence of Rock Slides, but it made Lucy frown.

“Shuckle, Earthquake!” she decided. “Don’t let him electrocute you!”

Shuckle changed direction, slamming his curtain of rocks around onto a new angle, and blazed down towards the floor.

“Explosion!” Ash announced.

Shuckle immediately reversed course, turning away from Muk to get of the Explosion attack.

Then Muk detonated, and anything else he might have been planning to use was integrated into and subsumed by the sheer force of the eruption.

Stinging sideways rain pelted both Ash and Lucy for a moment, then subsided.

A moment later, Shuckle rolled to a stop some distance away.

“Hm…” Lucy said, nodding. “I see now. Since it was raining so heavily-”

“-there were plenty of raindrops everywhere!” Ash finished. “And when a Shuckle uses Power Trick, it gets so much weaker that it’s vulnerable to anything that actually hits it!”

“Impressive,” she decided. “Is your Muk okay?”

Ash looked around at the little globs of purple material.

“I… think so,” he said. “Uh… Muk?”

The globs of Muk trembled, then began to move. Inching across the rainy ground, they flowed together – forming a puddle that grew larger and larger, until it produced the complete Pokemon again.

Then he promptly collapsed backwards, clearly out for the count.

“Since you still have Mega Heracross, you win,” Lucy declared. “Thank you for this battle, Ash Ketchum. It’s been very illuminating.”

She looked around – ravaged ground, water and flaming debris everywhere, tree slowly falling over from where Donphan had hit it…

“And I’m vindicated in my decision not to use my real Battle Pike,” she added. “Good.”

Reaching into a pocket, she pulled out her Luck Symbol and tossed it to Ash, who caught it.

She inspected the case as he fitted the new Symbol into place. “So – only three left. Spenser, Anabel and Brandon. Any plan for who to face next?”

“I was thinking Spenser,” Ash told her. “That’s best for where May and Max are going as well.”

“A good choice,” she judged. “Don’t lose to them too easily, it would make me look bad.”

Then she favoured him with a small smile. “Anything else?”

“Not especially,” Ash admitted. “I’d better get Heracross to a Pokemon Centre, though.”

“Then don’t let me stop you,” Lucy said with a shrug.


“You know, all things considered… she probably got off lightly,” Pikachu said, as they walked out of Fuchsia again – Pokemon healed up. “I mean, even considering that that was a field. If it had been someone like Lucario or I, it would have been a lot more destructive.”

“Or Charizard,” Brock pointed out. “I mean, it was pretty bad-looking already, but that’s mostly because a lot of the damage was small but visible. If Charizard blew a giant hole, it’d look simpler and maybe not quite so bad – but there’d be a lot more damage.”

“I think you’re right,” Ash mused. “So does that mean the best way to do a lot of bad-looking damage is to spread it out over time?”

“Why are you trying to learn these things?” May asked.

In reply, Ash just shrugged. “It’s good to know. It might be a good Contest act.”

“Most Contest acts don’t involve destroying the arena,” May muttered.

She brightened up. “Oh, speaking of which – there’s a Contest in Wisteria we’re about to reach, so I was thinking about what Pokemon I should use. What do you think, Manaphy?”

“I think it’s someone else’s turn, Mama!” Manaphy said.

Everyone jumped.

“Manaphy’s here?” Max asked. “Where is he – I don’t see him…”

“That’s because I’m hiding!” Manaphy answered, giggling. “I’m in Mama’s bag, because I’m a ninja!”

Brock chuckled. “I like it – good plan, Manaphy!”

Another giggle rewarded him.


“No sign of the Manaphy, boss,” one of the pirates reported, looking through his binoculars.

“Damn it,” the boss in question sighed. “Well, we’ll have to try again tomorrow.”


“Right, let’s give this a go!” May said.

She pointed to Ethan. “Let’s see some good, strong Reflect screens – and remember, we want to bounce the attacks.”

I am familiar with the tactic.

“Good, just checking,” May nodded. “And Grumpig – you’re going to need to charge, aim and fire attacks pretty quickly. Think you can do it?”

“That’s why we’re training,” Grumpig noted. “I’ll stick to weak ones at first.”

“Great,” May smiled.

She waved at them. “Okay, let’s go!”

Ethan manifested a trio of shimmering screens, Reflect and Light Screen mixed together and forming a kind of opalescent effect.

May looked at the two dozen numbered targets set out on the field, then pointed at Grumpig. “Shockwave, four!”

Grumpig fired a Shockwave, which went straight at the numbered target and blasted a hole in it.

Not really in the spirit of things, I would have thought, Ethan noted.

“No, it isn’t,” May agreed, putting her hands on her hips. “What do you have to say for yourself?”

“It’s a move that doesn’t miss,” Grumpig said. “So I didn’t.”

May chuckled. “Okay, maybe… but still, you should have made it a bit more of a trick shot. That’s kind of the point of a Contest, after all.”

Grumpig nodded, hands already up for another attack.

“Psybeam six!” May instructed.

Grumpig looked up, taking a moment to select the screen he was after, then fired a Psybeam at it and let it bounce off to hit the number six target.

“Now do two and eighteen!”

That took the Psychic-type a little longer, and he did them one at a time – the first hitting home on target eighteen, but the second missing by quite a way.

“That’s not bad,” May told him. “We just need to practice, is all.”

“Okay,” Grumpig said, shifting his weight back and forth fluidly from foot to foot. “But this doesn’t seem much like a routine or a good battle style. I mean, Ethan’s not really doing anything.”

“That’s the tricky bit,” May told him with a grin. “Once you’ve got it worked out with the screens in one place, we’re going to start moving them around!”

Grumpig’s eyes widened. “That… would do it, yes.”

Wait until you see my other contribution. This is going to be quite a laser light show.

“The other tricky bit is hitting a moving Pokemon,” May said. “Though Ethan’s been working on it for a while, so it can be done. Let’s see…”

She pointed. “Ethan? Low power Lock On, but I think we can show Grumpig a few trick shots…”

Grumpig snorted with laughter.


“Muk, let’s try and do this again,” Lucario said, crouching down cross-legged. “Sometimes, you will be fighting a Pokemon who is most vulnerable to a single particular attack.”

Muk nodded, signalling that he understood this.

“And sometimes,” Lucario went on, “you will be battling a Pokemon for whom the attack used does not matter so much… but other times you will be fighting one which is actually helped by one of your moves. For example, if you attacked a Chinchou with the wrong attacks it could actually make them stronger.”

He indicated himself, and held out a glowing palm. “Now, try and use a Poison typed attack on me.”

He was promptly hit by Sludge Bomb, Mud-slap, Thunderbolt and Dark Pulse.

“That’s… well, there was a Poison type attack in there,” Ash said, as Lucario went off for a quick Totodile shower. “But Lucario’s right, you need to focus down what you’re using.”

“Only one attack?” Muk asked, slowly. “That sounds hard.”

“I know, but-” Ash began, then stopped himself. “Wait a moment… Dexter, was it me or did Muk use Rain Dance and Sunny Day at the same time?”

Affirmative, Dexter reported. However, he used more Rain Dance than Sunny Day.

“So… Muk, can you use the same attack more than once at the same time?” Ash asked.

Muk thought that one over for a long time.

Then he shrugged.

“Fine, let’s give this a go,” Pikachu said, sighing. “Okay, Muk. Try and Thunderbolt me, Thunderbolt me, Thunderbolt me and Thunderbolt me all at once.”

Muk’s mouth opened, and a glow appeared in it.

“I already regret this decision,” Pikachu said quickly, then got knocked backwards by Thunderbolt, Thunderbolt, Thunderbolt and Shadow Ball.

“That’s really good, Muk!” Ash told him enthusiastically. “That’s much more like it – the big problem was just that Shadow Ball there at the end…”

Muk nodded, a thick gloopy movement.

“Okay, I’m done,” Lucario reported, finishing up using a Suicune-themed towel. Spinning on his heel, he threw the wet towel into the distance, and it landed square on one of Charizard’s horns.

“I don’t know why I visit,” Charizard rumbled, taking the towel off. “Can I at least incinerate it for the insult?”

“Better not, it’s part of a set,” Max reminded him.

“Can I just ask about that way of using Flamethrower for all around coverage?” Corona said, raising a claw.

“Fine, let’s go over it again…”

As the fire-types got back to practising, Lucario examined Muk again.

“Would it be easier, perhaps, if we focused on a continuous blast? That might let Muk get better at restricting his attacks…”


Skitty yawned, blinking as she shifted from one nap position to another.

As she did, something caught her eye – a little red dot.

Remaining fixated on it, she slowly uncoiled from her nap position. Her paws went under her, her tail twitched, and she pounced – and the light darted away from her, teasing her and making her yowl before darting right after it.

The dot went left, then right, and she nearly tripped over her own paws before going back to moving in the right direction again. Then the right direction became the wrong one as the dot doubled back, passing briefly over her before pausing.

Letting out a war-cry of triumph, Skitty pounced on it – only to find that the sneaky little red dot had managed to hide on top of her paws!


“Wow,” Grumpig said.

You see, grasshopper, Ethan replied sagely, eyes moving this way and that as he continually adjusted for the shifting of his own screens. I am the master, you are but the learner.

“Of course, sensei,” Grumpig nodded. “I see now the true ways of the Skitty Distraction Art.”


“Drew!” May said, surprised. “I wasn’t expecting to see you here!”

“May!” Drew countered. “Why not?”

May paused, raising a finger. “Um… not sure, actually. Somehow it just didn’t occur to me to expect a fellow Coordinator at a Contest.”

“That’s your mistake, right there,” Drew nodded sagely.

May sniggered.

“Have you picked up any new Pokemon?” Max asked, peering around his sister. “Oh – and how are the Growlithe doing?”

“Pretty well, actually,” Drew told him. “I guess they really like talking to Professor Oak’s Dragonite, now, because last time we headed over to visit they pulled him into the conversation with Arcanine.”

“That’s nice,” May smiled.

She looked back over her shoulder, trying to see where Ash and Brock were, then shook Drew’s hand. “Well – I’d say good luck, but I hope you understand that I’m really hoping for you to come second…”

“Of course,” Drew agreed. “And the same to you!”

“Doesn’t that mean a draw at the top?” Max asked.

May shrugged.

“Oh, yeah,” she added. “Max, can you take care of Manaphy? He said he’d want to watch my Contest.”

She passed him the Cherish Ball, and a moment later Manaphy emerged with a flash.

“Good luck, mama!” he wished her with a smile.

May smiled back. “I’ll try my best! And remember, be good for Max…”

Manaphy nodded seriously.


“What took you so long?” Max asked, as Ash and Brock sat next to him.

“Well…” Brock began. “Long story short, there was a wacky scheme going on.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “So there was a man looking for his Furfrou, which apparently had a habit of running away, and we agreed to help look.”

“But then we found a woman looking for her Furfrou,” Brock took up the story. “Which kept running away as well.”

“Oh, I think I see,” Max nodded. “So the Pokemon had become friends and kept running away to be with one another?”

“Nope,” Brock answered. “Actually, we found out that there was only one Furfrou – it kept switching between owners, because it liked them both.”

Max blinked. “What?”

“I know,” Ash agreed. “So Zorua turned into a Furfrou and lured the woman to a clearing, and the real Furfrou lured the man to the same clearing… and I think that’s probably sorted it out.”

Manaphy looked puzzled. “Uh…”

Ash glanced at his shoulder. “That sorted it out, right Pikachu?”

Pikachu gave a shrug.

“But why-” Max began, then the announcer interrupted him.

“Please welcome our first Coordinator of the day – Drew, from Hoenn!”


With a double-flash of light, Drew sent out both Leafeon and Arcanine.

“Quick Attack!” he instructed, standing in the middle of the Contest hall floor.

Leafeon began to move – quickly speeding up to a fast, bouncing lope which had her almost a blur of green-brown around her trainer.

Razor Leaves swirled out from her tail, their path curving to follow the same trajectory as she was taking. They spread upwards and outwards, creating a kind of tornado right in the middle of the arena – one marked out by greens and yellows and browns, coloured by the occasional more vivid Magical Leaf that girdled the formation.

Arcanine also darted into motion. Larger and heavier, but also even faster than Leafeon, she took a course further out towards the edge of the arena. And, just as Leafeon’s formation of swirling leaves was complete, Arcanine began to weave her own trail of flame and sparks.

It reached up towards the roof, pulled behind her like a ribbon, and then lazily flicked inwards.

Leafeon darted outwards, Arcanine ran inwards, and the two Pokemon crossed over one another as Leafeon jumped clean over her teammate.

Every single leaf in the tornado caught fire in less than a second, forming an inferno which lasted for but a moment before dissolving entirely into a fine scent of lavender and mint.

Drew, at the eye of the tornado, was not even singed.


“I guess they’ve been training hard!” Brock said, applauding. “Given how he and Arcanine met, that’s a real expression of trust!”

“You’re right there,” Max agreed. “What did you think of that, Manaphy?”

“Kind of cool,” Manaphy judged. “Not as good as mama’s one, though.”

“…May hasn’t even done hers yet,” Brock said weakly.

Manaphy crossed his arms. “Well… I think Mama’s one is better anyway!”

He pointed. “Look!”


Glaceon appeared in a shower of snow, the Splash Seal on her Pokeball instantly converted by a wave of Ice-type energy she released the moment she emerged.

Landing daintily on her pawpads, she exhaled a breath of frosty air, then fired her Ice Beam at it to create a kind of ramp out of ice.

May waited a moment as Glaceon built two more ramps, then sent out Munchlax – the Normal-type Pokemon appearing without much fanfare at all, indeed almost lost in the spectacle as Glaceon skated up on one of her frozen-ramps and used Ice Beam to build a pole and hoop from crystal-clear ice.

Turning to skate back down, Glaceon did a quick circle around Munchlax. Her Frost Breath flicked out, and then Munchlax was surrounded on all sides by a kind of spherical ball of ice.

Job done, Glaceon crouched down for a moment before pouncing – batting at the ball with her paws, and encouraging it to move along with her Frost Breath as well.

Gathering speed, she slalomed from the first ramp to the second, and then towards the third – ready to send it right into the hoop.

As she lined up, though, the ball stopped – and darted to the left, making her miss.

Glaceon did a pratfall, skidding along the ice, then rose back to her paws and pounced again – only for Munchlax’ ball to roll out of the way a second time.

Then it bopped her on the nose.

May’s Ice-type flicked her tail as the crowd began to laugh, and crouched down. She crawled closer to the ice ball, then pounced – and found herself standing on top of it, paws continually slipping off and having to be put back on top again.

Glaceon and Munchlax skidded back to the beginning of the course – then took it again, faster this time, as Munchlax’s Rollout made them skid through the whole thing with incredible speed.

Launching into the air, Glaceon kicked off from the ball and sent it towards the hoop before twisting so she would land on her paws. Even as she did, though, the ice ball began to glow with a bright green-yellow light.

Hitting the base of the hoop, Glaceon crouched before springing to her hind legs. Her tail flicked out and wrapped around the pole, letting her stand with her paws up in the air just as-

-Munchlax’s Solarbeam burst out of the ball in all directions just as it passed through the hoop, shattering it into ten thousand drifting flakes and freeing him. He dropped about two feet, then landed on Glaceon’s forepaws.

The general opinion of the crowd was that this was good.


“Well, ladies and gentlemen!” the announcer said, as May and Drew stepped up to the arena floor. “I’ve been told this is a grudge match between these two trainers, who-”

“No, it’s not,” Drew interrupted. “We face one another a lot, but we’re friends.”

“What he said,” May agreed.

“Fine, then,” the announcer grumbled, before waving his hand. “A friends match! And we’re going to see that on full display now-”

He stopped abruptly, and looked down. “I think I need a different set of cue cards…”

The microphone caught his voice, drawing laughter, and he looked back up. “Anyway! This is the final, and it’s for the Ribbon – so, begin!”

May sent out Glaceon, then Munchlax, and the Normal-type appeared at just the same moment that Drew’s two Pokemon both materialized.

Leafeon jumped atop Arcanine again, and the two of them loped forwards at speed – Leafeon sending out a wave of dried Razor Leaves, which Arcanine set fire to so that May’s Pokemon found themselves confronted by a brown-and-red spear of dancing flame.

Glaceon stamped her forepaw on the arena floor, creating a little six-sided snowflake shape out of ice, and then a spike of ice rose up – taking the impact of the combination attack, dividing it and making it flow around the two Pokemon in hiding.

“Go!” she said, ears glowing faintly, and she glanced back at Munchlax as he began to use Metronome.

“Three,” Munchlax stated. “Two. One.”

Glaceon dodged aside, shattering the icy pillar, and created a gap for Munchlax to use for his attack.

What happened instead was that Arcanine’s Fire Blast roared through the gap with a hiss of steam, exploding onto Munchlax and knocking him backwards. The Normal-type did a complete backflip, then landed back on his feet none the worse for wear whatsoever.

“…I’m not sure what just happened,” the announcer admitted.

“Follow up!” Drew said. “Magical fire!”

May took only a moment to realize what that could mean. “Magical – Glaceon, ice domes!”

Glaceon darted into action, pouncing to her side towards Munchlax. An Ice Beam built in her mouth, then flashed out towards Munchlax and surrounded the other Pokemon with an ice shield that covered more than half of his body.

The moment she did, a dozen multicoloured orbs of flame shot towards the Normal-type, spreading out wildly before coming back together as a continuous rainbow explosion for at least a second.

Munchlax emerged from the explosions with a few scorch marks, but otherwise looking okay.

“What a combo!” Nurse Joy said, applauding. “Magical Leaf and Ember, put together as a very useful attack combination!”

“Indeed!” Mr. Sukizo agreed.

“Munchlax, use Blue Smoothie!” May instructed.

“That’s not even trying to be an attack!” Drew protested, as Munchlax began to glow. “Stop him!”

Arcanine shrugged her shoulders, launching Leafeon forwards, and the Grass-type’s tail began to glow a bright green as she readied herself for a Leaf Blade attack.

Then a line of ice interrupted her, and Leafeon saw as her daughter pushed Munchlax out of the way of the attack – dodging it herself, but much more tightly – and then Munchlax unleashed a wave of Surf water which hit Arcanine in the side.

Leafeon landed with a splash on the now-wet floor, and rounded on Glaceon.

“All right, young lady,” she said, bristling. “I don’t know what your problem is, but I want you to get over it!”

“…get over what?” Glaceon asked, confused.


“Well, I haven’t seen this in a while,” Raoul Contesta said. “Does this count as a time out?”

“Perhaps we should pause the clock,” Nurse Joy agreed.

“Indeed,” Mr. Sukizo said sagely, hitting the button on the clock.

“Mr. Sukizo?” Raoul asked. “You seem a little off today. Are you ill?”


“I know you should have attacked us at least twice so far,” Leafeon said. “I was watching you, I know you knew it was possible – so get on with it!”

“…you’re actually asking me to attack you, mom?” Glaceon blinked.

“I’m asking you to not avoid attacking me, that’s what,” Leafeon clarified. “Now, are you going to do as I’ve asked?”

“…yes?” Glaceon said meekly.

“Good,” Leafeon said, with a smile.

She patted her daughter on the shoulder. “Remember, dear, I’m in this battle because I want to – I won’t mind if you hit me. I know how you feel about doing it, but I wouldn’t want your feelings to affect how you battle – it’s just no fun otherwise.”

“Right,” Glaceon agreed. “And – right, I think that does help.”

“Good,” the Grass-type said.

She crouched, then sprang into the air – taking one extra land-crouch-spring to reach Arcanine again.

The Fire-type gave Leafeon an amused look. “Done with your talk?”

“I am, thank you,” Leafeon agreed. “Well, let’s get back to it.”

“Are you done?” Drew asked.

All four Pokemon nodded.

Then Glaceon slammed both forepaws onto the wet arena floor, and the whole thing froze at once.

“…this is your fault,” Arcanine pointed out.


“Glaceon!” May called, wincing as one of the Blizzard attacks hit a storm of leaves and fire head-on and sent droplets raining down all over the place. “End run!”

Glaceon nodded, and skated over to Munchlax – snagging him out of the icy shield he’d been firing the occasional Metronome from. “Come on, let’s go.”

She began to build up a store of blue-glowing Ice-type energy on her paws, and skated carefully along – Munchlax clinging to her tail.

A barrage of leaves hit around her, which she largely ignored – then dodged to one side as Arcanine fired a Flamethrower.

The Fire-type adjusted her trajectory to aim for Glaceon’s new position, but at that point the trick in the tail was revealed – Munchlax was far heavier than Glaceon, so when her tail was tight it was her who got pulled along in his wake.

The upshot was that Glaceon went backwards, tugged out of the way of the attack entirely, so all it did was melt a small section of floor.

Flicking around to face her opponents again, Glaceon launched a blast of Blizzard at them – then began to build up speed, using a quickly-crafted icy ramp to change the direction both she and Munchlax were going in.

When they were going directly away from Arcanine, Munchlax let go of Glaceon. He tucked in his arms and legs, then used Rollout – speeding up, just as Glaceon unleashed her stored energy.

A Blizzard roared out from her mouth, at one and the same time propelling Munchlax along and going past him. It formed a snowdrift which rose into the air, curving upwards, until it formed a kind of giant scoop reaching over ten feet into the air.

Munchlax just about reached the apex.

Then he began to roll downwards again – using Rollout to boost his speed.

Glaceon’s Blizzard continued to pour onto his body. The slightly sticky snow attached well, and before three seconds had passed she was running along behind a ball of ice and snow almost as large as Arcanine was.

The Fire-type in question launched a Fire Blast at the ball, trying to disrupt it, and dodged aside – only for Glaceon to jump onto the iceball and block her Fire Blast with a surge of Frost Breath.

Too late, Arcanine discovered that she’d just run into one of the sections of ice that was more slippery than the rest. She faceplanted onto the icy surface, her first attempt to recover just resulting in her falling prone, and then she was hit by a gigantic snowball with a Munchlax core.

As the bits rained down all over the place, Glaceon landed daintily atop the pile.

“And that’s time!” Nurse Joy announced. “And it looks like it’s a fairly simple decision to us – for that last combination, the victory goes to May, Glaceon and Munchlax!”


The main engine burn cut out, and the shuttle Destiny began to float serenely in Low Earth Orbit.

“All right, gentlemen,” the captain said. “If this is your first time in space, remember – it’s easy to get disoriented. Try to focus on moving a little at a time.”

In the third row of seats, Scott looked out the window with a frown.

There didn’t seem to be any sign of Ash Ketchum up here either.


AN:


Two battles, this time! Firstly the Battle Pike (with Firepower being the operative thing) and then a Contest.

It’s always interesting to come up with Contest appeals – and, for that matter, specially designed flashy tactics…






212. Battle Frontier 17


“Hmmm…” Max said, looking at a map. “I think that sounds like a good gym to do.”

“What’s that?” May asked, from the other side of the fire. “I didn’t realize we were near one.”

“There’s a little gym symbol next to the city name,” Max informed her. “So I think that means it’s a gym… Dark City, it says.”

“I remember when we went there,” Lucario said. “I’m pretty sure we were involved in setting up the gym.”

“You were, huh?” Max asked. “Neat. What’s it like?”

“…well, I wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise…” Lucario hedged.

He held a marshmallow out over the fire. “Quilava, can you blaze up a little?”

The Fire-type duly increased the power of her flames a little.

“Thank you,” Lucario said, browning the marshmallow before taking it off the heat. “Besides, it was barely even starting to set up when we left, so I couldn’t tell you much anyway.”

“That’s kind of a pity,” Max admitted. “Well… I guess the big question is what Type of Gym it is. But if they’re not giving that away then that’s just one of the challenges.”

“That’s the best attitude to take, I think,” Lucario agreed, spearing another marshmallow. “It’s one reason I’ve trained to be able to beat… just about everything.”

“Lucario kind of have an advantage at that, though,” May said.

She looked over to where Ash was having a back-and-forth training battle with both Pikachu and Primeape – though it was pretty clear Primeape at least was significantly pulling his punches, because Ash hadn’t broken any arms yet. “I mean, apart from the Aura thing… and the Aura thing can make a human able to take on most Pokémon… you’ve got some pretty amazing other abilities too.”

“The big one is the metal skeleton,” Lucario said. “Hmmm… I wonder when Brock’s going to be done with the meal tonight. He said something about trying out a new cheese.”

“Yeah, I smelled it,” May agreed. “Which is why he’s cooking a quarter mile downwind.”

“That’s fair,” Max laughed. “Actually, that reminds me – Lucario, don’t have too many marshmallows or you might not have room for dinner.”

“I don’t have to listen to you!” Lucario declared dramatically, waving his marshmallow skewer. “You’re not my real dad!”

May started sniggering.

“Blaziken isn’t,” Max countered. “He’s waiting for dinner like he should.”

“He’s doing pushups,” Lucario nodded, indicating the other Fighting type. “That’s not waiting. And I’m not waiting either, therefore there’s no difference.”

Then there was a sudden crackle of electricity, slamming into Blaziken where he sat and knocking him to his side – engulfed in the occasional crackle of lightning.

Lucario stood, dropping his marshmallow stick, and Quilava’s flames blazed up.

“ASH!” the Lucario shouted. “We’re-”

The blasts of electricity hit him as well, getting through his protective Aura with worrying ease and knocking him crashing to the ground. A second blast hit May, and then her Pokéballs all began to glow. So did Max’s, just as he threw one to call out Arc – and the Pokéball just hit the ground with a thud, not activating.

Manaphy’s Cherish Ball burst open in her bag, and the Water-type poked his head out. “Mama?”

Then the glow engulfed him, and his Pokéball as well, and May’s Legendary wailed as he was suddenly tugged across the clearing.


“Got them!” reported one of the snatch team, slamming Manaphy into a cage and throwing his Pokéball in a bag. “Good work, Meowstics!”

The two Kalosian Pokémon shot him identical looks, then returned to their jobs.

“Okay, get out of here,” the man in charge directed.

“Why are you kidnapping me?” Manaphy asked, flippers curling around the bars of the cage, as the pirate holding his cage sent out a Pidgeot and got on it. “Let me go!”

“Shut up!” the pirate demanded, rattling the cage sharply. “You’re not getting out of that until you get back to Captain Phantom!”

Pidgeot took off, launching himself skywards with great force.

A moment later, a mighty thunderbolt crashed through the clearing. It hit the male Meowstic, hurling him backwards into a tree trunk.

“Farley, delay them!” the pirate commander ordered. “Everyone else, come with me!”

They began to run as fast as they could, as Farley sent out his remaining Pokémon – including a Wobbuffet – with the intent to delay as long as possible.

“Why this way, sir?” asked one of the other pirates. “I know we left the helicopter this way, but-”

“They’ve got tracking Pokémon,” the pirate commander told her. “This’ll make their job harder! Now, get to the ‘copter before they can send their Pokémon out again!”

“We should have picked a time that Pikachu was in his Pokéball…” the last member of the team lamented.

“That never happens!”


Manaphy pulled on the cage bars, straining, then stopped and slumped to the cage floor.

He could see that they were rising into the air fast – and he needed to do something quick.

So, thinking quickly, he frowned. Concentrated.

The tips of his antennae glowed.

Then the Pidgeot let out an utterly baffled squawk, completely losing his flight angle and wobbling in the air.

The human was just as confused, shouting something incomprehensible and waving his arms about wildly.

Manaphy looked at how far it was to the ground, and decided that was probably safe – then his cage slipped, and he (and the bag with his Pokéball) began to fall back towards the ground.

Overhead, the Heart-Swapped Pidgeot and human continued to try to work out what was going on – and quickly went off into the distance, too far for Manaphy to see.

Thinking quickly, Manaphy realized what he had to do.

“I really hope I remember how this works…” he said out loud, clenching up his fins and concentrating. “Um… right… Acid Armour!”

There was a faint splash, and the substance of his body dissolved into water – water which flowed easily through the bars of the cage, then reconstituted back into being him… this time on the outside of the bars.

“Phew!” he said, wiping his brow, then looked down again at the ground – the ground which was getting closer very quickly.

Taking just enough time to grab his Cherish Ball, he pushed off from the bag and the cage.

Spreading himself out, he frowned – thinking hard about the lessons Wartortle had been giving him.

Then he waved, and a blob of water appeared. It formed a pair of butterfly wings, like Beautifly, and he tumbled for a moment before managing to aim properly.

Now the only problem was finding their camp…


Ash raised his hands in a cross-shape, blocking a burst of psychic energy from the remaining Meowstic, and next to him there was a whack as Primeape punched the Wobbuffet very hard indeed.

Jumping backwards, the Fighting-type took a hefty whack from the wobbling Pokémon, but it seemed to just make him more determined.

“Ash, look out!” Max called. “Your left!”

Ash turned to look, and saw a big Rhydon getting ready to punch him.

Lashing out with a Force Palm strike, he struck the Rhydon’s own fist with a flash of blue light and a loud crack. Not stopping even for a moment, he stepped forwards – inside the angle the Rhydon could reach him – and drove his elbow into its chest with another bang of discharging Aura.

Hand going to his hip, he reached for his sword – and then there was a crackle-BANG as Pikachu electrocuted the Rock-type.

“That one didn’t have Lightningrod,” Pikachu explained, as Ash dodged out of the way of the falling Drill Pokémon. “Thunder Wave!”

Lightning hit the Wobbuffet, paralyzing it and freezing it in place.

“Finally!” Primeape said, lunging ahead and using Assurance. He hit again and again, each individual blow light enough that it didn’t run much risk of a hefty counterstrike – but each one got more powerful, until the tough Psychic-type was starting to strain hard.

As that happened, Ash and Pikachu moved past – one going either side of the Wobbuffet – and Pikachu hit the Meowstic with a high-powered Thunderbolt.

Paws out to form a shield, Meowstic actually managed to cope with that one, but Ash punctured the shield a moment later and hit him with an Aura Sphere to knock him out.

“Uh-” Farley began, suddenly nervous, and then there was a huge white flash as everyone’s Pokéballs opened at once.

“Where’s Manaphy?” May demanded, Altaria hovering behind her. “What have you done with him?”

“He’s gone!” the pirate said quickly. “I don’t have him! Someone took him off with a Pidgeot – I don’t know the rendezvous!”

“Where’s the rest of your goons?” Max asked. “What happened to them?”

“They went to the helicopter,” Farley answered, glancing to one side.


“What’s that called?”

“Well, there’s several parts to it,” Brock answered, turning some of the meal over on the grille. “So this is made with cornmeal, and I’ve mixed in some stock – vegetable stock, mostly – to give it the density it needs. That was at lunch, so it had some time to set into a loaf – now it’s being grilled, and I’m adding the cheese in a moment.”

He unpacked the cheese, offering a bit to Zorua to smell. She did so, then her legs went rigid and she fell off the tuft.

“Strong, isn’t it?” he asked, with a chuckle. “It’s called Taleggio, and it’s quite fruity – so I’m interested to see if it goes well with the Polenta as the main course…”

The cooking trainer trailed off, frowning.

“Do you hear something?”

“I certainly don’t smell something…” Zorua groaned, rolling back upright. “Except that cheese! I bet even humans can smell it… I wondered why you smelled sort of like that today…”

“It’s actually considered really smelly by us too,” Brock confirmed, putting it back in the wrapper and taking the Polenta off the grill. “Ninetales, Stantler, can you put up an illusion around us?”

Stantler was first, horns glowing as he spread out an illusion to cover the clearing. Ninetales, however, was more subtle – she put an illusion of a single Pokémon standing in the middle of the clearing, a double of Stantler himself.

“Here’s the clearing!” someone said, their voice getting closer quickly. “Ridley, you know where the escape chopper is – get the camouflage cover off and we’ll get in the air!”

There was a crash of foliage, and three Phantom Pirates came through the line of bushes.

“Hey!” the lead one shouted. “Shoo! Get out of here, Stantler!”

Ninetales’ illusion reacted beautifully – startling, then running away from them with a faint rustle of grass.

“Okay, boss, it was just over here,” said another of the pirates – Ridley, presumably – and they began to head towards a thicket.

“Boss?” Geodude hissed. “I can stop ‘em now if you want.”

Brock thought for a moment.

“Do it,” he decided.

Geodude made a sharp gesture, and then all three of the pirates shouted in surprise as they ran into an invisible wall.

“It must be the other one!” the lead one said, somewhat indistinctly with a hand to his nose. “Send out your Pokémon, look for them!”

Flashes lit the clearing as they each sent out two Pokémon.

Then there was a whack as four of the six Pokémon went flying from something giant and invisible smacking into them.

“What was that!?” Ridley asked, frightened. “Boss? I didn’t expect this!”

“It must be – an illusion, of course!” the boss realized. “That Stantler must be the one belonging to Brock of Pewter! Find it!”

Nine Ninetales tails grabbed onto his ankles, wrists and waist, pulling him to the ground, and a snarling Rockruff appeared on his chest.

Then Ridley was snatched off the ground by a pair of clawed hands, and his panicked-looking Machoke got hammered into the ground by a Steelix tail that came out of nowhere.

The final pirate broke and ran for it, running into the trees.


Katy jumped over a log, turned away from a thorn bush, and hid behind a tree to collect herself.

“Damn it,” she panted, peering around the treetrunk as the illusions dissolved – revealing that all six of the Phantom pirate Pokémon were unconscious, immobile, or in one case being beaten over the head with maracas. “I’ve got to get away…”

The tree she’d taken cover behind reached down and picked her up.

“Sudowoodo,” it said smugly.


“Hey!”

May looked up, astonished. “Manaphy!?”

“Hiya, Momma!” Manaphy said, gliding down over the trees nearby. “I remembered all my lessons!”

He dropped his Cherish ball, looked down with a yelp, and lost control of his glide. The watery wings he’d made went everywhere, and splashed May with cold water as she dove to catch him.

“Did you escape all by yourself?” she asked, using one hand to wipe the water off her hair with a laugh.

“I did, Momma!” Manaphy agreed with a proud nod. “They kept me in a cage, so I just used Acid Armour to get out!”

“That’s very well done,” she told him with a smile, getting to her feet. “You’re really getting good at this!”

“He has certainly had enough practice at escaping pirates,” Blaziken said, stretching to try and get the last few aches out of his muscles. “Perhaps next time it will be a slightly less worrying process.”

“I know,” May agreed, giving Manaphy a hug. “These pirates are such pests… it’s almost like back when there were Rockets to deal with.”


The pirate and his Pidgeot flew on, soaring high over the mountains of northern Kanto.

After a long period of silence, the rider turned on his radio and called the pirate base.

“Boss?” he began, without preamble. “That Manaphy made me and Pidgeot swap minds. I can’t handle this. I quit.”

With that, he turned the radio off and dropped it over the side.

Pidgeot made an approving noise.


“So… I guess this is Dark City,” Max said, looking around. “It’s kind of… odd…”

“It seems fairly normal to me,” Brock shrugged. “It’s not as shiny as other cities, but this is what most of most of them actually look like – we just tend to visit the more shiny bits.”

Max absorbed that, looking at the bland buildings around them.

“I suppose that does make sense… it’s not as if everywhere is a skyscraper or a beautiful town like Petalburg.”

“Too right,” May agreed.

She frowned. “But I do have one question… where’s the gym…”

Almost as soon as she’d finished speaking, a trainer dropped down next to them from the nearby balcony.

“You’re looking for the gym?” he asked, adjusting his green armband. “That sounds like something I could help with!”

“You’re one of the Gym trainers?” Max checked.

“Of course I am!” the young man said. “Now, come on – this way, before we attract their attention.”

“Wait, hold up,” Max frowned, waving his arms. “That’s kind of sudden – why aren’t we doing this the normal way?”

He glanced at Ash. “Is this how it was when you were here?”

“Not really,” Ash replied.

Someone chuckled.

“Hey, look at that,” said a girl wearing a blue armband, tossing a Pokéball up in the air and catching it. “Looks like someone’s trying to recruit a newcomer for their fake gym.”

“You’re the fakes!” the young man replied hotly. “Get out of here!”

“Tch, it’s not worth it,” the girl decided, waving her hand and turning.

As she did, she shot Max a glance. “By the way, just so you know – it’s our gym which is the real one.”

With that, she disappeared back around a corner.

The young man slowly relaxed. “Sorry you had to see that,” he said. “It’s those crazy – gah! They’re always mouthing off at us, saying that we’re the fakes – but we’re a properly accredited gym, and they’re not willing to accept that because it would make their own scam of a gym sound less legit.”

“I’m confused,” May admitted. “I thought we were coming here for a gym battle.”

“Yeah, and you found one,” the teen agreed. “Okay, come on – before more of the Kaz guys show up.”

“Kaz guys?” Max repeated, following more or less automatically as they headed down an alleyway.

“Yeah, the fake gym leader’s called Kaz,” their guide called back. “Boss doesn’t want to ask the League for help, ‘cause he’s kind of concerned about not looking silly, but this is a pretty big thing and it’d make Kaz look too important if he faced many challengers.”

“I’m totally lost,” Max admitted. “How come it’s like this here? Why isn’t it sorted out?”

“If we called in help from the League, then we’d have to deal with a Pokémon League inspection team!” their guide replied, ducking down another alley and waiting a moment until they followed. “And, you know, it’s something that makes the boss feel kind of nervous… it was a bit of a struggle getting our gym set up as it is, but a good challenge would really help out.”

“I… guess that sounds reasonable,” May said. “Doesn’t it?”

She looked at Brock, who shrugged, then turned to Ash “Isn’t this something you can help with? I know Misty’s not the kind of person who’d hold this against people… right?”

“Wait, you guys know Misty?” the teen asked, turning back to look at them.

He whistled. “Wow, I guess this is a pretty high voltage group!”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked on cue.

That drew the boy’s attention, and he looked closer – then blinked. “…you’re a Champion, right?”

“I’m pretty sure someone else won the Silver Conference since me, so it’s kind of former Champion,” Ash clarified.

Lucario coughed. “The only reason we didn’t win the Hoenn League was a large meteorite.”

“I thought Ritchie had something to do with it,” Ash countered.

“Semantics.”

The young man chuckled. “I don’t think I’ve met anyone who’s won the League before,” he said. “Anyway, the gym’s in this building just here. I actually helped convert it – it used to be a fitness centre.”

“You mean a gym?” May asked.

“No, it’s a Gym now,” he replied.

“I mean a gym, not a Gym,” May reiterated, trying to get the stress right.

Everyone paused for a second, trying to disentangle that.

“Let’s just go in,” Pikachu said, jumping from Ash’s shoulder to the door handle and using his weight to lever it down.


The interior of the gym turned out to be a bit more impressive than the exterior – the floor surface of the main hall was at least fifteen feet below ground level, allowing the gym to be unusually tall for the building it fitted in.

“Ah, Alan!” someone called. “And who’s that with you?”

“A new challenger, Mr. Yas,” Alan replied. “Along with his friends – including a Pokémon League champion!”

“A champion?” Mr. Yas replied, and this time they could see him – a tall, black-haired man with a scarf around his neck. “Excellent!”

He chuckled heartily. “Well, let’s get everything ready for the gym battle! Pick your Pokémon, young man – here at the Dark City Gym we use two Pokémon each, and you have to pick before the battle begins!”

Max nodded, thinking about his choices.

“Okay,” he said after a moment, taking two Pokéballs off his belt. “I’ll use these ones.”

“Quick choice!” the gym leader told him. “And these are the two Pokémon I’ll use.”

He took the Pokéballs out of his pocket, expanding them both out, and strode to the edge of the marked-out arena floor as Max descended the stairs to reach the other side.


“Hey, Mr. Ketchum?” Alan began, as they watched the two trainers take their positions. “Just so you know, we took that suggestion from last time. This is only half the challenge – just, don’t let him know.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, remembering. “Working well?”

“Really well,” Alan agreed. “It’s caught loads of people out.”

May stared at them. “…should I understand this?”


Max threw his first Pokéball. “Go!”

There was a bright flash, and Guy appeared – landing on springy legs – a moment before his opponent emerged as well.

“What’s that, again?” Max said, glancing down at his Pokédex.

That is a Scrafty, Kris answered. The Hoodlum Pokémon, though that is simply a bad stereotype.

“Dark-type, huh,” Max observed, as the lizardlike Pokémon did a forwards roll and sprang to his feet. “And fighting type, as well… hope I guessed right.”

“We’ll see, kid,” Yas said, crossing his arms, and his Scrafty did likewise. “Let’s see if you’ve got what it takes to fight here in Dark City!”

He grinned. “Here… we dance battle!”

Max’s mouth fell open.

“…what?”

Scrafty sniggered, then dove to the floor and began spinning around on his back. Moving his limbs, he adjusted his speed, and after a few seconds he began to use his forelegs – first to push himself around, then to quickly crouch-walk in place to keep up his spinning momentum.

“I… don’t think I’ve ever heard of a dance battle before,” Max said, frowning. “…wait…”

He pointed. “Guy, stop him! That’s Dragon Dance!”

Quick as a flash, Scrafty jumped back to his feet again – avoiding the first high-speed Mach Punch that Guy launched his way, though he had to move quickly to do it.

Spinning around, he kicked hard at Guy’s extended arm – twice – before backflipping away from a vicious counterattack from the Breloom and sliding along the floor to brake.

“Bullet Seed!” Max said, and Guy complied – taking a quick breath, then firing out a barrage of the glowing seeds.

Scrafty’s response to the attack was to advance – ducking and doging whenever Guy’s head was pointed at him, not managing to avoid most of the attacks but certainly avoiding a lot of them – then duck under Guy’s guard, narrowly avoiding a Mach Punch, and ram an Ice Punch into Guy’s chest.

The Breloom let out a whoosh of air, pained, but he wasn’t out of the fight yet – he kicked Scrafty in the chest with his long foot, sending the other Fighting-type spinning once through the air to crash down halfway across the arena.

“Keep it up!” Max called.

Guy did so, lunging, but as he did Scrafty rolled forwards – dodging – and got back to his feet, before countering the Mach Punch head on with an Ice Punch of his own. Little flashes of white-blue light pulsed out from the impact, and both Pokémon flinched back from the impact.

Max’s Breloom recovered fractionally faster, and launched a one-two punch combination at Scrafty to try and force him to be hit by at least one – only the Dark-type was a little too slippery for that, dropping to the ground and kicking at Guy’s knees in order to disrupt his movements. Then, springing back to his feet again, he hit Guy with an Ice Punch in the shoulder – an attack which he used to set up a second strike, this one launched against Guy’s chin.

The second strike didn’t connect – knocked off course by Guy’s tail – but the movement cost Max’s Fighting-type precious focus, and his foot came down on part of Scrafty’s shed skin… and slipped.

Scrafty took the opportunity with both hands, winding up a big double-fisted Ice Punch, and knocked Guy clean across the arena into the wall.


“Whoah!” Max said, blinking. “I… didn’t expect that!”

“Yeah, that’s how we roll here in Dark City,” Yas said, arms folded. “So, what else you got?”

Max looked down at his remaining Pokéball, then recalled Guy.

“I hope this works,” he said, and sent out Cinder.


Cinder gazed levelly at her opponent.

“Oh, yeah!” he said, clapping his hands. “Who’s the mon? That’s me!”

Chuckling, the Fighting-type examined his opponent. “So, is your trainer out of ideas, or…?”

Cinder smirked, muscles tensing.

Then she howled, and a moment later several identical Mightyena darted out in all directions from where she’d been standing.

“Take them all on!” his trainer instructed.

Understanding, Scrafty dropped to his hands and feet – starting to spin around, breakdancing his way out of the tactical problem by trying to hit all the Mightyena at once as they came prowling in towards him.

One darted forwards, feinting, and then another went for his leg – only to reveal that it, too, was an illusion.

Scrafty backed towards the wall, still ready to lash out in any direction, trying not to let any of the Mightyena get an angle on him. Then three of them came at once in an arrowhead formation, and he kicked and punched at the same time-

Then a pair of jaws closed on Scrafty’s tail. Not hard, just enough to let him know they were there.

“Play Rough,” Cinder informed him, with a certain satisfaction in her voice.


Brock winced. “Ouch…”

“I agree,” May said faintly, as they watched Max’s Dark-type use Scrafty as if she were seriously mistreating a dog toy – slamming him into the ground, swinging him around in circles by his tail, and then let go only to pounce him hard enough to knock him to the floor.

That didn’t actually knock the Dark-type out, and he hauled himself back to his feet.

Then he saw Cinder approaching, tail wagging and eyes glittering, and lay back down again with his tongue out in a comically exaggerated pose of defeat.

“Huh, look at that,” Yas nodded. “Guess you aren’t so bad after all, kid. Now, let’s see how this goes.”

He threw his second Pokéball, and Max stared – then shouted. “Hey!”

“What?” Yas asked.

“That’s not a Fighting type or a Dark type!” Max protested, pointing at the Scyther now hovering in front of the Gym Leader.

“Yeah, tell it to Giovanni,” Yas waved off. “Gyms can be kind of flexible. Anyway, you up for it?”

“This doesn’t seem right…”


“Okay, seriously, what’s up with this gym?” May asked. “I really thought they had to have a theme, but the closest thing is this… gang warfare with another gym.”

“It’s not gang warfare,” Brock pointed out. “It’s more like gang… posturing.”

“I’m right here,” Alan protested mildly.


“Okay, Cinder,” Max decided. “I guess if we can win this one then it doesn’t matter. Think you can manage it?”

Cinder shot him a grin, teeth white against the grey and black of her fur, then turned back to Scyther.

She rolled her neck, tail flicking from side to side. “Okay, so… I’m guessing you think you’re a tough guy.”

Scyther gave her a somewhat confused look, then gestured with his scythes – gathering himself, ready for an attack.

“X-Scissor!” Yas called.

Cinder darted into action, moving forwards towards the Scyther as he brandished his scythes at her.

Jinking to one side as she got close, she snarled – teeth clashing together, producing a little burst of flames from her heavily altered Fire Fang.

Scyther spun, scythes held flat, and used them to disperse the unexpected flicker of flame. That meant he couldn’t attack on that pass, but he quickly came around in a turn and swiped at her again.

She wasn’t there either, moving like a smoky blur, and a burst of Dark-type energy flicked out at Scyther. It hit him like a hefty punch to the chest, checking his advance.

“What was that?” Yas asked, as Scyther shook off the stunning impact. “I don’t recognize it…”

“Payback,” Cinder answered, and used another modified ‘Fireshock’ attack to keep Scyther on edge. “Yah!”

“Payback?” Scyther repeated, frowning – retreating a little, to keep out of range while he puzzled with the problem. “But I didn’t hit you.”

“I know,” Cinder agreed. “But I’ve always believed that, when you can – retaliate first.”

With that, she split off four Double Teams and sent them lunging in. Scyther easily dispersed the first one, ducked out of the way of the second, then spotted one of the Mightyena was hanging back a little.

Going for that one, he then got bitten in the ankle by the second Mightyena – who turned out to be the real one, delivering a Fire Fang as the rest of her doubles vanished.

Cinder let go as soon as the attack hit, jumping back, and got her distance to plan another attack. As she did, she turned a corner hard – too hard, losing her footing and skidding into the corner of the gym.

“Cinder, look out!” Max called, suddenly very worried.

The Mightyena sprang back to her paws, though, none the worse for wear – and darted at Scyther again, before halting and flicking her tail at him.

A cloud of dust came off the tail – dust that Cinder’s fur had gathered as she skidded along the floor – and went into Scyther’s eyes, blinding him with a well-aimed Sand-attack.

Scyther blinked hard, trying to get the dust out of his eyes.

“Thought so,” Cinder chuckled. “Try rubbing your eyes with giant scythes…”

She shook her head. “Well, I guess that’s just what you’d expect from someone without either the speed or the skill to fight like a proper Flying-type.”

Her opponent stopped stock still for a moment.

“What did you say?” he asked, quietly.

“Well, what I implied was that you’re-” Cinder began, and then jumped aside as Scyther fired a Vacuum Wave at her.

“Missed,” she added, and stuck her tongue out.

Scyther couldn’t see it, his vision still a blur, but her comment was like a red rag to his anger. He lunged with both scythes, flailing for her in an X-Scissor, and she flowed away like smoke – letting him slam into the wall with a painful-sounding thwack.

“…wait…” Yas said, as Scyther shook his head before running after the cocky Mightyena again. “How come he’s glowing red?”

“Boss!” Alan called. “That Mightyena’s got Swagger!”

“I can see that, but-” Yas began, then winced. “Wait – Scyther, stop!”

Scyther heard him, and began to turn – then Cinder lunged, slamming him to the ground and hitting him with a much more powerful burst of flames than before.

“Incinerate,” she said, panting a little. Then looked down. “…huh. It looks like I managed to set him on fire.”

Scyther groaned. “I hate everything.”


“Well, kid, you’re better than I was expecting,” Yas admitted, handing over the Badge – a kind of curved teardrop shape, all in black with a little white dot in the middle of the fattest part of the drop. “That Mightyena of yours is really something.”

“Thanks,” Max said, rubbing the damp fur of his Dark-type – noticing that she was pretty tired, and guessing she was getting close to the end of her tether. “She was one of the first Pokémon I got, and she’s always been a pretty cunning battler.”

As he spoke, he examined the badge. Something about it seemed a little odd… the outer side of the curve was smooth, but the inner side had a few little ridges and dimples to it.

“So, what type is this gym?” he asked, putting the Badge in his case with the rest.

“Kind of Dark-type,” Yas said. “Not strictly, but in the kind of – you know, foul play, that kind of thing.”

“Foul play…” Max repeated, thinking about that. “Hmmm… and what does that other gym in town say their thing is?”

Yas shrugged. “I don’t bother to listen to them.”

Max nodded, thinking.


“Good work, Max!” Brock said. “And you as well, Cinder. That was a difficult matchup, but you made it look easy.”

“It really wasn’t,” Cinder told him. “He got me at least twice, I just didn’t let it show… ow.”

“I guess we’ll have to take you to the Pokémon Centre,” Max told her.

He looked up, catching the eye of the teen who’d brought them here. “Hey, quick question – where’s that other fake gym?”

Alan took a step back. “Why would you want to go there? They’ll try and beat you up if they know you came here first…”

May started giggling, trying to hold it in but failing.

“What’s so funny?” the trainer asked.

“I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t succeed,” May explained, with another chuckle. “Not with Ash’s team…”

Alan shrugged. “Whatever, I guess.”

He indicated the door. “Come on, I know where a couple of their trainers tend to hang out…”


“Right here,” said the girl from earlier, waving Max towards a warehouse. “And you’d better not tell those guys from the other gym!”

“Yeah, about that…” Max replied. “I was kind of wondering something.”

He glanced back at the others. “Is it me or is there something a bit off about this whole town?”

Brock shrugged.

“I think so too,” May said. “Something’s really off here, and I’m not sure what it is…”

The girl shrugged. “Whatever. Anyway, the gym’s in the back half of the warehouse – the front half is just full of stuff.”

She pushed the door open, and they walked in – bright striplights on the ceiling lighting their way through the boxes and containers.

“What kind of Pokémon does this gym use?” Max asked. “I never really got any sense of the type they use over in the other gym.”

The girl shrugged. “Dark types, usually – but not always. We’ve got a Thing – you know, like Giovanni, or… like that Bruno guy from the Elite Four isn’t really a type specialist either.”

“I guess that kind of makes sense,” Max admitted. “But I have to ask… what is your Gym’s theme?”

As he spoke, they reached the second set of doors – passing through into the tall room of the Kaz gym.

“Alice!” called a burly man in a bright blue K-ensign shirt and a red cape, walking over. “Who is that?”

“A challenger, Mr. Kaz!” Alice replied. “He’s already faced Yas!”

“He has?” Kaz asked, clenching his fist dramatically. “And why has he come here?”

“I think there’s something odd about this city,” Max answered. “And I don’t think either of your gyms is the single legitimate one.”

There was a moment of silence, and then Kaz – and the Gym trainers present – began clapping.

“Good work!” Kaz boomed, clapping Max on the shoulder. “You’re absolutely right – there is no single legitimate Gym, we’re both the Dark City gym!”

May’s jaw dropped. “You can do that?”

“Apparently,” Kaz chuckled. “It was your friend there who came up with the idea, actually… but the main challenge of our gym is that you have to not trust the first thing you hear. So – if you’ve won the badge from my fellow leader Yas, you’ve won half the Dark City Badge.”

“How many people work it out?” Max asked.

“About half,” Alice shrugged. “It’s not exactly a secret, but some people just don’t bother to look the gym up – we’ve already had a couple of people hurry back to get the other half after trying to turn them in at the Indigo League.”

“Speaking of which!” Kaz added. “Young man, choose your Pokémon!”

He fixed Max with a glare. “By the way, as this is part of the same gym challenge you are not permitted to use the same Pokémon that you used in the other half!”

“How many?” Max asked.

“Just one,” Kaz replied. As he did, an Electabuzz jumped down from the upper railing to land with a whoom next to him. “Pick well.”

Max was about to pick his Pokéball, but paused. “Wait… is that Electabuzz the Pokémon you’re going to use?”

“Now you’re getting the hang of it!” Kaz chuckled. “No, Electabuzz is who I use for my first-half challenges.”

“Right,” Max acknowledged, thinking. “Okay, I think I know who I’m going to use…”

As he spoke, the others cleared the arena – Electabuzz heading over to a ladder to climb back to the upper railing, and Alice leading Max’s friends over to the viewing area.

“You’re ready?” Kaz asked, and Max nodded. “Good. Go!”


“Looks like he’s using Roland,” Brock observed. “Probably a pretty good choice.”

Ash was paying more attention to the Gym Leader’s Pokémon, a Krokorok who thumped her tail on the floor and smirked.

“Ash?” May said, waving her hand in front of his eyes. “You okay?”

“Sorry,” Ash apologized. “Just thinking about Krookodile and Scraggy.”

Seeing her realize what he meant, he waved a hand. “Never mind. Just… long wait.”

May nodded in understanding, remembering her own long wait for Pokémon like Munchlax – and Manaphy.


“Right!” Roland said, getting his bearings, and balanced for a moment – then jumped, avoiding the shaking effect as Krokorok opened the battle with an Earthquake.

Landing for a moment, Roland flicked away from his current position – teleporting to one side of Krokorok, and firing a Dazzling Gleam straight at his crocodilian opponent.

She flicked one paw out as the attack came in, and there was a burst of rock and sand – one which faded to show a Sand Tomb attack swirling on the end of her forearm.

Krokorok’s smirk revealed quite a lot of teeth.

Roland teleported out of the way as she sent the Sand Tomb roaring out towards him, and rematerialized back where he’d started – then had to jump again, as a Dark Pulse flashed towards him.

“I thought Krokorok were better at fighting up close!” he complained.

“I guess not?” Max asked. “Okay, let’s try and think about this – and keep moving!”

Roland duly kept moving, jumping from place to place in a flicker of quick teleports. Sand crashed behind him as he moved, sometimes sweeping over a place he’d just been, and once he had to teleport quicker than normal to get out of the way of a Dark Pulse.

Then he emerged into a wave of sand, which knocked him back and against the wall. He got out of the way before the follow-up Bulldoze attack, but it had been close – so he took a new tactic, teleporting up to near the ceiling.

That led to a couple of seconds of hang time before he hit the ground, and that was long enough for him to charge up another proper Dazzling Gleam.

As Krokorok targeted him, he flicked out of that position – appearing behind her – and fired.

Quick as a flash, she blocked with an Iron Tail, which sent most of the Fairy-typed attack blasting off in all directions and missing her.

“…uh oh?” Roland managed, as the tail wound up for a blow.

He flicked out again before he could be counterattacked. “Max! Any ideas?”

“I don’t know!” Max admitted. “Wait, do you have any Grass attacks?”

“I sure do!” Roland agreed.

“Then use them close in, so Krokorok doesn’t have time to counter you!”

Roland agreed, teleporting close in to Krokorok’s side and blasting her with Magical Leaves. She managed to use a Sand Tomb to block some of them, but the remainder of the attack bled through and hit hard against her side.

Flicking away from another swipe of her Iron Tail, Roland took a moment to catch his bearings. “This would be so much easier if I could fight better at close range…” he said to himself. “Maybe if I did evolve it would be…”

He paused, frowning. “Wait… I haven’t heard an attack, but-”

“Look out!” Max called.

A pair of jaws burst out of the ground, aiming for Roland’s leg, and he yelped before teleporting away just before Krokorok’s Bite attack landed.

“This is like fighting Cinder!” he complained.


“So what happened here?” May asked Ash. “I guess you were involved?”

“Yeah, kind of,” Ash agreed. “Basically, they were fighting over who got to set up a gym, so we helped to show them that the right answer was both.”

“That involved punching things,” Lucario reminisced. “It usually does, but that was back when I could punch people in the shin. Good times.”

May chuckled.

They looked up, and saw Roland dancing backwards – jumping, teleporting, and landing for just long enough to jump again – as Sand Tombs detonated all around him.

“Roland!” Max called. “This isn’t working! Try something else!”


“Like what?” Roland replied, ducking as a Dark Pulse shot overhead. “I’ve already tried most things, and I can’t think of anything else that will work!”

“Just trust me!” Max replied. “Magical Leaf to your left!”

Confused, Roland did so – firing an attack which went nowhere near Krokorok, and then taking a glancing hit from a burst of Sand Tomb. “Ow!”

“Don’t worry!” Max told him. “You’re doing fine – jump!”

Roland teleported out of the way, then teleported a second time and managed to decoy an attack from Krokorok into hitting the now-bare wall.

“Psychic to your right!”

“That won’t do anything at all!” Roland protested, but did it anyway – sending out a bolt of psychic force – then did a double-take as it produced a swirl of sand. Oooohhh…

Teleporting to another side of the arena, he fired a burst of Magical Leaves at Krokorok – which she largely blocked with her whirling ball of sand – before jumping away and winding up a Dazzling Gleam.

Krokorok reacted to that by turning her tail to steel, and kept a careful eye on Roland – ready to block the moment he teleported.

But he didn’t. He just kept the attack charging up, pink-blue lights building up between his hands, and his horn glowed…

“Krokorok!” Kaz called. “Look out!”

Krokorok looked at her trainer, confused – then there was a sudden rush of yellow all around her.

The sand. Her sand, which Roland had been taking a hold of telekinetically all while he was charging up the attack!

She ran forwards to avoid being enveloped by it, and shot a Dark Pulse at Roland, who vanished – teleporting away, and into the sand.

There was no telltale thump of feet on the floor – just a series of flickering whooshes of teleportation so close together she couldn’t tell which one was last. Then Roland’s ball of pink and blue light smacked into her from the side, and she went flying.


“You’ve got some moves, kid,” Kaz said, recalling his beaten Pokémon. “I like that – good to see a scrappy kid coming through the gym. Here’s your badge.”

He reached into a pocket, and flipped Max another teardrop-shaped badge – this one in white, with a black dot in the middle.

Max caught it, clapping Roland on the shoulder with his other hand.

“Nice work,” he told the Kirlia, then opened his badge case again and took out the badge Yas had given him.

A moment of fiddling, and he fitted the two together with a satisfying click. The result was a single badge, a circle, with yin and yang on the front.

“Cool symbolism,” he added. “I think that’s a pretty neat badge.”

“Glad to hear it,” Kaz grinned, surprising Max with a clap on the shoulder of his own – one which nearly drove the young trainer to his knees. “Good luck in the rest of the League – and rest assured, you’ve got a badge not even everyone who beat this gym has!”


“So,” Cinder said, slyly. “What was it about fighting that Krokorok that reminded you of fighting me?”

“Being all… Dark type?” Roland replied, spreading his hands. “I don’t know…”

He looked up at his trainer. “Uh… Max? I wanted to ask something.”

“Go ahead,” Max agreed, looking over at Brock at the Pokémon Centre counter. “I think Zorua’s checkup is going to take a bit longer, anyway.”

“Right,” Roland agreed. “Well… I was wondering about evolving, and… I think I’d like to be a Gallade. But not immediately!” he added, as Max began to get his bag down off his shoulders. “I mean… I think I’d like to learn a bit from Lucario first about what it’s like being that kind of Fighting type.”

“Well, go ahead,” Max agreed. “I’m not going to stop you.”

“Thanks,” the Kirlia said, grateful. “I was kind of nervous about asking.”

“Is this going to mean you’ll try to punch me?” Cinder asked, smiling broadly. With teeth.

“That might be the advanced class,” Roland quipped back.

Max chuckled, then heard a loud beep sound.

“Huh?” he asked, looking around. “Kris, was that you?”

It was not. However, I will take the opportunity to remind you that Ash Ketchum’s birthday is in two days.

“It is?” Max said. “Uh… okay, I guess that means it’s time to make sure I’ve got a present for him…”

Pondering that, he opened his bag to see what was making the noise.

Roland peered in as well, and did a double-take. “Isn’t that the egg canister?”

“It is,” Max agreed, taking it out and putting it on the table. As he did, May and Ash both hurried over to see what was going on.

“It’s hatching?” May asked. “Great! I think this is your first egg, right?”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, opening the canister.

The egg glowed, brighter and brighter, until the black spots on it were invisible… then the glow slowly faded, and revealed a bright-skinned Aron.

It reached up with a claw, and carefully tapped itself on the nose. Apparently satisfied at the clink noise that made, it waved up at Max.

Then the table collapsed, sending the tough lid of the egg container bouncing away and landing the cushion on top of Aron.

“Whoah!” Max winced, as Aron nosed out from under the cushion and sat down hard. “I guess they’re not made for that kind of weight…”

Shaking his head, he crouched down and gave Aron a rub – one which would have been a stroke, except for the hard surface involved. “Nice to meet you, little guy.”

“An Aron, huh?” Brock asked. “That’s a pretty interesting Pokémon. They’ve got an unusual diet, too.”

“I remember,” Max agreed. “How much metal do they have to eat?”

“I can do diet supplements,” Brock mused. “That might help. I want to say it’s usually caused by iron deficiency.”

May groaned.
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213. MMP 1


This is the first of three chapters today.


“So, how does it feel?” Max asked. “This time around, I mean?”

Ash frowned for a moment, then realized what Max meant. “Oh, right – the turning fourteen thing?”

He shrugged. “Well… it doesn’t feel like a very unusual day, really. I mean, after last time I had a birthday it involved Latios and Latias and stuff…”

“By comparison, a cake is frankly boring,” Lucario agreed. “Still, at least this time there won’t be a Fossil Apocalypse.”

There was a thump as Max dove for cover.

When the Fossil Apocalypse in question duly failed to materialize, he got back up again.

“Are you sure that was wise?” Lucario asked.

“You tempted fate,” Max pointed out, brushing grass off his knees.

“He’s right, you know,” Pikachu volunteered. “You did.”

Lucario shrugged.

“…how old is our trainer, actually?” he asked Pikachu. “What definition would you use?”

Pikachu pondered that.

“I… think he might be nineteen by the amount of time he’s experienced?” the Electric-type ventured. “Almost? It’s hard to tell because of all the time travel.”

“Now there’s a problem that not many people have had,” Lucario agreed.

He looked over to his trainer. “Ash? Okay?”

“Sorry,” Ash apologized. “Just thinking about… well, how glad I am to share this all with you.”

Pikachu shot him a grin, then jumped onto his shoulder. “Hey, Ash, don’t be like that – I need someone to carry me around, right?”

Ash laughed.

“You’d better not have too much cake,” he teased. “Or I might decide to pull you along in a cart instead.”

“I like that idea,” Lucario said.

Pikachu stuck his tongue out.


“You know, you’re almost exactly a year younger than me!” Mawile told Aron. “What do you think of that?”

Aron looked up at her, tilting his head.

“…not sure,” he admitted.

“That’s okay,” Mawile assured him, patting him on the head with a tink sound.

She looked up at Sceptile, sitting there with an amused look on his face. “Do you know how some of this goes?”

“Meganium and I are sort of learning as we go along,” Sceptile replied. “Chikorita’s being quite a handful… or a vineful, for Meganium.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Mawile agreed. “Every Pokémon is different, so you have to handle them in different ways.”

“That’s it exactly,” Sceptile agreed. “And in some ways it’s easier for us – we were both raised wild first, so we know a bit of how parents take care of young Pokémon. For Pokémon like Glaceon that would be different.”

Mawile nodded, absorbing that.


Across the clearing, May was checking a list.

“Okay, so… I’ve got a present, Brock’s got a present, and Max has a present,” she said to herself. “That’s good… and then we’re meeting everyone else at Pallet Town later today.”

“Checking the plans?” Brock asked. “Any last minute problems?”

“Don’t think so,” May replied with a shrug.

She checked the timings again. “It’s kind of a pity that a lot of Ash’s Pokémon are busy for the first part of the day.”

“I don’t mind, myself,” Brock said, chuckling. “It means I’m not doing the cooking for the main meal.”

Zorua pouted.

“That doesn’t mean you won’t have something to enjoy,” Brock told her with a smile. “Marshtomp’s had Delia’s cooking before, he can tell you what it’s like.”

The Water-type nodded.

“It’s not as sophisticated as Brock does,” he judged, waving a watery paw. “But it’s very tasty, hearty food.”

“See?” Brock asked. “Told you.”

They fell into a companionable silence for a bit, waiting for Ash to arrive from his morning walk.


Meanwhile, in Pallet Town, several Pokémon were all crowded around a large mixing bowl.

“Okay, so the next step…” Ivysaur began, looking down at the cookbook. “We need to add the eggs.”

“Right!” Squirtle agreed. “I’ll handle that!”

He posed. “Because whether it’s cooking or combat, the almighty Squirtle is unbeatable!”

Absol bent down to say something to Ivysaur, using a paw to keep her chef’s hat on as she did so.

“And that means that I can beat anything else – and that includes cake batter!” Squirtle went on. “So I’ll-”

Ivysaur’s vines snatched him off the countertop.

“Sorry,” Ivysaur explained. “But I’m pretty sure that if you did that you’d end up ruining the cake.”

“And what makes you think that?” Squirtle asked, picking himself up.

“Absol said so,” Ivysaur countered, pointing at the Dark-type as she directed Primeape and Totodile. “And she should know.”

Squirtle crossed his arms. “Well, I think she’s just jealous. Hmph!”

Ivysaur nudged his friend. “And how badass is that?”

Squirtle studiously ignored him in favour of more muttering. “Besides, a true badass leader doesn’t cook – instead they’re the only person who enjoys the cooking of their comrades!”

“Then on your birthday we’ll have Muk cook,” Ivysaur countered.

Squirtle would later deny that he ever turned green.

“Ivysaur?” Absol called. “I think it’s yoghurt next?”

Ivysaur checked the recipe to confirm, then used his vines to pass over a jar of yoghurt they’d measured out ahead of time.

“How does it seem so far?” he asked.

“Well, we’ve avoided a Disaster Cake so far…” Absol replied, then caught her hat as it was about to slip into the cake again. “Though admittedly maybe that’s just because we’ve got enough time to make more than one?”


Back to the north of Dark City, Ash’s friends – and all their on-hand Pokémon – crowded around in a circle.

“Okay, Ash,” Brock said, passing the trainer a wrapped package. “Here’s my present.”

Ash took the package and began to open it. “Thanks, Brock.”

“Don’t say that until you see what’s in it,” Brock warned with a chuckle.

“Knowing your speciality-” Lucario began.

“No, it’s not a trick,” Brock said. “I was just trying to think of something that would be good for Ash on his travels.”

Pulling the paper off, Ash saw – a field guide, to Pokémon of Kanto, Johto, Hoenn and Sinnoh.

Isn’t that a bit like saying you want to replace me? Dexter asked, sounding offended.

“No, this is different,” Brock told him. “Have a look.”

Puzzled, Ash opened it, and paged through to the section on Pikachu.

Then he started to snigger.

“What is it?” May asked. “I didn’t see this.”

Pikachu peered over Ash’s shoulder.

“That doesn’t seem fair!” he protested. “I’m not a Fat Mouse Pokémon!”

He looked closer. “And I certainly don’t electrocute people just because I’m bored… wait.”

He used his tail to flip back a couple of pages – finding the entry on Fearow, which described it as ‘basically a big flying bundle of feathers that found a spear’.

“Are they all like this?” he asked.

Brock nodded his confirmation. “That’s right – it’s a parody field guide,” he elaborated. “I’m pretty sure they’re all silly.”

Lucario raised a paw to his chin. “I wonder what it says for Lucario.”

“I checked that one,” Brock replied. “Apparently you’ve all seen far too many wire fu movies.”

“That’s a pretty fun gift, Brock,” Ash said, putting it down. “I guess it might take a while to read through, though…”

“That’s fine,” Brock assured him. “Take as long as you want.”

Max was next. “Well…” he began, awkwardly. “I wasn’t quite sure what I should get you, Ash – so I just figured I should get you something that’ll be helpful on the road.”

“You did?” Ash asked. “What is it?”

Max handed over the wrapped package, and Ash opened this one as well.

Inside was a blanket-like sheet.

“I… guess that’s good?” Ash asked, unfolding it. “I mean, it’s nice, but…”

Max chuckled, not offended by Ash’s reaction. “It’s made of some special new material – it’s supposed to repel water, sand and dirt, so you can use it as a groundsheet or something to sit on no matter where you are.”

“Huh!” Ash said, much more impressed now. “Okay, that’s pretty useful – thanks, Max!”

Max waved his hand. “That’s fine – hey, it means we’ll be able to camp out more easily in Kanto, too, I got a big one.”

“Does that count as a gift?” May asked.

“Ash is the one who can take it somewhere else,” Max replied.

Ash chuckled. “Thanks, Max,” he repeated.

May held out her present. “And this one’s from me, Ash.”

Ash paused, then started trying to get the blanket folded up again. It wasn’t easy, as there was so much of it.

“I’ll take it for him for now,” Lucario said, taking the present, and they watched as Ash nearly disappeared underneath the dark blue blanket.

“The legendary Guardian of Aura, everyone,” Pikachu sighed.


Some minutes later, the blanket had been tamed, and Ash tore the paper off May’s gift.

“…okay…” he said, a little uncertain. “It’s a Pokéball?”

He pressed the button, and it opened up with a click. Inside were two digital displays – the top one showing the time, in hours, minutes and seconds, while the bottom one showed a frozen time set at 8 AM.

“It’s an alarm clock,” May explained. “It can handle several different times, and you can give it some pretty complex rules for when it goes off.”

She smiled sweetly. “And it’s tough enough that it won’t break if you throw it at the wall!”

Ash had to laugh at that, blushing at the same time. “Where did you hear about that?”

“I’ve been giving away your secrets,” Pikachu said, deadpan.

“How did you hear about it?” Ash went on, turning to the Electric-type.

“Your mom!” Pikachu countered. “Really, she told me once.”

“…dang it…” Ash sighed.

As they laughed amongst themselves, Aron tapped Max on the knee.

“Ron?” he asked.

Max looked down, smiling. “Hi, little guy. Sorry, I don’t think I’ve worked out the Aura trick with you yet.”

“He’s asking about his nickname,” Ash supplied. “He heard that your Pokémon all have nicknames.”

“Oh, right!” Max said, snapping his fingers. “Sorry, Aron, I forgot about that…”

He frowned. “Well, I did have one idea… how’s Ferris?”

Brock snorted.

“Nice one,” he complimented Max.

Aron gave Brock a confused look.

“Ferrous is a word that means iron-like,” Brock told them all. “So Ferris means you’re like iron – it’s a good name for a Steel-type.”

Aron raised a foreclaw and tapped his forehead, nodding his approval.

“Ferris, then,” Max confirmed.

“Nice to have you!” Arc said, giving Ferris a lick.

That just seemed to confuse the hard-skinned Rock-type. Arc didn’t look like he’d got the expected result either.

“…you taste like bicycle.”

“Have you been licking May’s bicycle?” Max asked.

“He better not have been!”

The reaction to that was cut off by a beep from Dexter.

You have one incoming call.

“Huh,” Ash said, as Dexter accepted the call. “Wonder who-”

He broke off, seeing who it was, and smiled. “Professor! Nice to see you!”

“Nice to see you too, Ash,” the Pokémon Professor agreed. “And happy fourteenth birthday… or is it nineteenth?”

“Fourteenth!” Ash insisted promptly. “I’ve lived some of it twice, but it doesn’t count for birthdays!”

“Of course not,” Professor Oak agreed. “Now, I’ve had an invitation sent to me by another researcher, Professor Yung. He’s very interested in the capabilities of all kinds of Pokémon, and he’s apparently just had a breakthrough – so he asked me if I’d be interested in coming to take a look. Naturally I agreed, of course, but he’s also said I can bring some guests.”

“Does that mean what I think it means?” May said, leaning forwards.

“Of course, my mind went straight to my favourite Pokémon League Champion to accompany. But he’s in Sinnoh, so I asked you.”

Max snorted, and Lucario tried not to laugh.

“I guess it sounds interesting,” Ash admitted. “What kind of research is this? I’m not the best at theory stuff, and I’ve never heard of a Professor Yung.”

“Oh, Professor Yung has always been a practical man,” Professor Oak replied. “He’s been working on a way of training Pokémon without them needing to battle other real Pokémon, so I’m sure it’ll be an interesting diversion.”

“Sounds good!” Ash agreed. “Where do we need to go?”

“His lab’s about four or five miles southwest of Cerulean,” the Professor said. “I’ll send you the coordinates, and you can head over there yourselves. Just let him know you’re with me – I’ll come over on Dragonite.”

“Thanks, Professor,” Ash smiled, as the call ended. “Let’s see… we’ve got Pidgeot for me, Flygon for Brock, May’s got Altaria… Max?”

“I could use Delta,” Max said, a bit dubiously. “He still has trouble landing, though – at least on land.”

Zorua piped up, flashing out of her Rockruff form and back to her base form. “I could do it!”

“You could?” Brock said, frowning, then snapped his fingers. “Oh, right – of course, if you turn into a Flying-type who flies with their wings then you could carry Max.”

“Right!” Zorua confirmed, jumping into the air and transforming into a Pidgeot. “See?”

Max examined her. “I… have reservations about this plan.”

“Come on!” Zorua-as-Pidgeot yipped. “It’ll be fine!”


Pidgeot flared her wings, beating them once to cancel out her forwards momentum, and she alighted on the lawn as light as thistledown.

“That’s always really impressive,” Ash said, jumping down from her back and patting her on the neck. “It amazes me how well you just… float over the ground when you’re landing.”

Pidgeot chirped, glad for the praise.

Next to her, Altaria came down to land. Like the other Flying-type, May’s Pokémon was able to land softly enough that he barely left an impression on the grass.

May undid the flight harness, smiling as Altaria hummed his contentment, then they all looked up as Flygon buzzed over.

Unlike the other two, Flygon preferred to hover for his landings. He stopped a little in front of them, then went straight down until his claws touched the grass.

Then Zorua came in.

Unlike the others, she did not know how to do a perfect landing. She hit the ground a little too fast and hard, and her illusion broke – sending Max sprawling across the grass, though fortunately he didn’t hurt himself too badly.

“…oops,” Zorua yipped, picking herself up out of a grassy scrape and shaking the bits of vegetation off.

She switched back to Rockruff with a flicker of blue light. “Uh… sorry?”

Max shook his head, picking himself up off the floor and waving off an offer of assistance from Brock. “Next time, we do it the harder way…”

Pidgeot and Altaria vanished into their Pokéballs, and Flygon followed a moment later after Brock retrieved his bag from the Dragon’s back.

“So…” Ash began, looking over at the lab building before turning his attention to Brock. “How important is this guy? This is the first I’ve heard of him.”

“Well…” Brock shrugged. “I heard of him once. He was working on a kind of medical scanner, so it was mentioned in my course. I don’t know what’s different this time…”

“I guess we should ask Professor Oak,” Ash agreed. “Wonder when he’s getting here?”

“Ash!”

They turned at the shout, and saw Misty running towards them.

“Misty!” Ash waved back. “Great to see you!”

“You too, Ash!” Misty agreed. “It’s your birthday, right? Sorry I didn’t get a present – I didn’t think I’d have a chance to see you!”

“That’s okay,” Ash assured her, then blinked as she passed him a Pokéball.

“Caserin,” she explained.

“Right,” Ash realized, and his hand flickered blue for a moment.

“We’ll explain later, Caserin,” Misty added, for the benefit of her Luvdisc. “Anyway, what brings you guys here? Is Max going to challenge my old gym?”

“Not yet,” Max said. “Though it is an idea for after Ash’s birthday…”

“If it’s not that, then what?” Misty asked.

“Professor Oak invited us as guests,” Ash explained. “He should be showing up soon.”

“Oh, huh…” Misty said, thinking. “That’s kind of neat, actually – I should have asked if I could bring a guest, I bet Karen would be interested in this.”

There was a whooosh overhead as a Dragonite went past at speed, then turned and slowed down to drop towards them.

“And here he comes,” Max pointed out. “Unless that’s Lance.”

“It’s Professor Oak,” Ash supplied, shading his eyes.

“…actually, I do wonder why Lance wasn’t invited,” Misty mused. “Maybe he’s busy or something.”


“Ah, welcome!” Professor Yung said. “Samuel, I’m glad you could come – and I’m very interested to hear what your guests here have to think.”

He stepped back from the door, letting them all into the lab itself.

Surprisingly, most of the laboratory consisted of a single massive room – going all the way to the roof of the building. There were all sorts of paraphernalia along the walls, most of it folded up and out of the way – a set of dozens of small laser projectors in a semicircle, five powerful cameras attached to a frame on a swing arm, and something that looked like a person-shaped suit made out of straps and wires.

The main focus, however, was a computer system against one wall. It had a shelf creaking with notes next to it, and several bright blue lights indicated that it was not only on but doing something.

“This is… pretty big,” Ash said.

“Yeah, it reminds me of my old gym,” Misty agreed.

She paused, then glanced at Professor Yung. “Actually, are you sure it’s safe to bring Ash into a room this size?”

“Misty…” Ash sighed. “I don’t do it much any more.”

“Actually, he’s right,” May confirmed. “He didn’t break most of the gyms in Hoenn, but Max did a couple. I think he’s passed it on.”

She put a thumb to her chin. “Though, now I think of it… Ash, you have been wrecking most of the Battle Frontier facilities.”

“That’s hardly my fault,” Ash protested. “Well… apart from the ones that were. I guess we did have the Battle Pike in a tent instead because there was a risk we’d break it.”

“There you go,” Misty nodded. “If you’ve got something breakable around Ash, it gets broken.”

Yung chuckled. “Well, fortunately, I did prepare for that. My projectors are well armoured, and many of them are out of the way – in places that are hard to reach and damage. But I take your point – none of this is irreplaceable, but a lot of it is expensive.”

“Is there anywhere else?” Max asked. “It seems kind of… empty.”

“Oh, the lab goes down three floors below ground,” Professor Yung explained. “And about a third of the building is smaller workshops and experiment rooms. But this is the main area where a lot of the work is done.”

He indicated the devices on the walls. “These are all part of my quest to accurately simulate a Pokémon – their movements, their behaviour, even their moves. And it is with this that I have created the Mirage System.”

“Created?” Professor Oak said, noticing that term. “I thought you were working on the bugs even now.”

“I am,” Yung admitted, striding over to the computer system and inviting them to follow. “But I’ve managed to simulate Pokémon which are able to battle in the same way as real Pokémon – and strong ones.”

He loaded up a program with a few deft button presses, and activated it – and, a moment later, there was a Charmander standing on the floor of the lab.

“Charmander,” it stated in a monotone.

“That’s… kind of freaky, actually,” Ash said, one hand going to his ear.

“What’s that?” Yung asked. “Oh – that’s right, you’re the boy who can talk to Pokémon, Well, speech isn’t necessary for battle, so I haven’t worked on it yet.”

He tapped another control, and the Charmander fired off an Ember – sending the attack splashing over the tile of the lab floor, leaving a few scorch marks.

“That’s a real attack?” Professor Oak asked.

“Real enough to do damage,” Yung told him. “But I can turn the intensity down without affecting the realistic look of it.”

He picked up a bulky tablet, hitting a control on the touchscreen, and the Charmander vanished.

“But that’s not what I wanted to show you, Professor Oak – Elite Four Misty,” he went on. “If you’ll head back outside, I’d like to demonstrate the real breakthrough of the Mirage System.”


Once they were all outside, on that nice lawn they’d landed on, Professor Yung tapped a few controls on his tablet.

Without any fanfare, a Pokémon appeared in front of them – a Machoke, standing still and silent.

“This is the Mirage System’s true breakthrough,” Professor Yung said. “Can one of you send out a Pokémon to battle this Machoke for a demonstration?”

Lucario stepped forwards. “I think I like where this is going,” he observed, taking a stance.

“Very good!” Professor Yung smiled. “Now. Beginning demonstration!”

He activated a toggle on his tablet, and the Machoke sprang into action.

Lucario dodged backwards, blocking the first punch with a roundhouse kick, and lunged closer – landing a palm strike against Machoke’s body with a crash.

Machoke flashed where the blow had hit, forced backwards by the sheer momentum of Lucario’s palm, and Yung raised an eyebrow.

“Impressive,” he said, and swiped a control. The flashing light disappeared, and the Machoke stood still again.

“What was that?” Ash asked.

“The Mirage System can register damage that has happened to the Pokémon it’s simulating,” Yung told him. “In this case, Lucario’s blow was enough that it would have either knocked out or stunned the simulated Machoke.”

“I’m fairly sure I’ve battled real Machoke tougher than that…” Lucario mused.

“In that case, let’s try this option,” Yung suggested.

He hit the control again, and the Machoke started attacking again – throwing a meaty punch at Lucario’s forehead.

Lucario ducked aside, then swept his foot up in a snap-kick. This time, the quick shot didn’t connect – the Mirage Machoke blocked with his free arm, then counterattacked with a kick of his own.

Ash’s Fighting-type sprang into the air, going well above the attack, and formed a sphere out of Aura – one which he threw down with a flicker of blue movement, resulting in a white flash from the Machoke as it registered the damage.

This time, however, the Machoke kept going – the flashing stopped after three blinks, and Machoke launched a Fire Punch at Lucario as he came down. Lucario blocked with an open-palm Force Palm blow, the detonation of which sent him backflipping twice away from his opponent, and skated along the grass to come to a halt.

“This is one of the developments of the Mirage System,” Yung said, raising his voice a little so it could be heard over the sound of Lucario’s renewed assault. “The damage is just being registered by the system, so it can quickly re-generate the undamaged character model in order to continue the fight.”

“So…” Max began, following that. “You mean that it’s basically a Pokémon which can’t be hurt for more than a few seconds, and that’s not really real so it’s a great training target.”

“Correct,” Yung confirmed. “Impressive, isn’t it?”

He hit the pause button, freezing Machoke just as it was about to try a two-fisted blow against Lucario – though Lucario kept moving, sliding away and preparing for a counterattack until he noticed what had happened.

“This isn’t the only quirk of the Mirage System,” the professor explained. “You see-”

He paused, noticing Professor Oak signalling for attention. “Yes, Professor Oak?”

“Well,” Oak began. “I was thinking about this just now, and – how does your system handle moves?”

“That’s just what I was getting to,” Yung told him with a chuckle. “I’m not limited to the moves that a Pokémon can normally learn.”

He restarted Machoke back in the basic stance, then tapped a control. The Mirage Pokémon took a breath, then shouted – and as it shouted, it produced a powerful flamethrower.

Lucario raised his forepaws in a knife-hand block, sending the streams of flame deflecting away to either side, then spun away from the stream of flame. Rubbing his palms together, he kindled a little red glow between them – then launched a Flamethrower of his own right back at the Machoke.

“That’s not very unusual,” he said, as the streams of flame dissipated. “I learned how to do this from a Machoke.”

“…okay, that’s not what I was expecting,” Professor Yung admitted.

He busied himself with his tablet again, and the Machoke vanished – replaced by a Swellow, which hovered in place with steady wingbeats.

Lucario’s paws shifted a little as he got ready to fight, then he blinked as Blaziken walked in front of him and blocked his view.

“Excuse me?” he asked the Fire-type. “I was here first.”

“You’ve had your turn for now,” Blaziken replied. “I’d like a go.”

Lucario raised a paw to try to protest, then lowered it and stepped back.

Yung observed the exchange with interest, then ordered Swellow forwards with a tap on the screen.

Swellow plunged downwards, only to get kicked comprehensively in the beak by the Fire-type.

Flashing to indicate the hit had scored, it hit the ground with a thump – then flickered, and was back to normal. It rose back into the air, and flew at Blaziken with greater speed than before.

Completely unperturbed, Blaziken kicked it in the breast hard enough to send it hurtling over the roof of the lab.

“While very impressive,” Professor Yung began, “that’s not what I was intending to demonstrate…”

“Blaziken is a very fast Pokémon,” May said, proud of her starter.

“I can see,” Professor Yung shot back, with a smile to defuse the remark a little. “But if you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll show my point with two Mirage Pokémon.”

He recreated the Machoke from before, and spawned in another Swellow as well. The Swellow did a loop, then dove down on Machoke – and Thunderpunched it.

Everyone did a double-take.

“…what?” Misty asked, not quite sure what they’d just seen. “Did that Swellow just punch the Machoke?”

“Yeah, that looked weird,” Ash agreed.

Yung chuckled, pleased at the reaction. “Within some limits of implementation, a Mirage Pokémon can have just about any moveset you desire,” he stated. “Now, if you’d be so kind, I’m interested in collecting some stress-test data of the system. Are there any requests?”

Ash raised a hand. “How powerful can it get?”

“Very powerful,” Yung answered. “I didn’t want that to be a major concern, so there’s a high density power reactor in the basement.”

Professor Oak did a double-take, then looked back at the lab. “I… don’t see a blow-off roof,” he noted. “Is that safe?”

“A what?” Ash asked.

“It’s a way of generating huge amounts of power,” Max told him. “Like a fusion plant. But it’s really unstable, too – if they’re damaged, they explode.”

“My one is built to a new design,” Yung said. “There is no danger of containment loss during normal operation – just be careful where your attacks go.”


“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Crobat asked.

Marshtomp shrugged.

“No, seriously,” Crobat stressed. “If you decide to go along with it, that’s one thing. But do think about it first.”

Marshtomp paused, giving it the thought that his friend requested.

“I think it is,” he said, eventually. “So I’m going to go ahead and do it.”

He stepped forwards, and took a stance.

“Ready?” Professor Yung asked.

Marshtomp nodded, and then dodged to one side as the other Pokémon – a big, bulky Regirock – slammed a fist into the ground where he’d been standing.

Spinning, Marshtomp braced himself and lashed out with a punch of his own – one which hit Regirock with a thwack, but didn’t seem to have much effect.

Unperturbed, Marshtomp lashed out with another punch. This one met Regirock’s descending fist with a wham, and drove him two inches into the grass.

Sceptile backed past them, exchanging Leaf Blade attacks with a Doublade, and Crobat watched in some confusion.

“…why are you doing that?” he asked.

“It’s good to get in some proper fencing practice,” Sceptile replied. “Lucario’s usually with Ash, Keldeo lives in Unova, and fighting Absol isn’t like fighting anyone else.”

He locked blades with the ghostly Steel-type, and forced it back a step – then brought his tail whipping around to add an extra hit to the combination. That broke the blade-lock, and he knocked one away from the other for long enough to land a Night Slash.

There was the little flash of a registered hit, and Sceptile nodded to himself.


As the boxing match continued, Professor Yung initiated the next request. A Delphox appeared without much fanfare, and Blaziken stepped forwards – ready to try conclusions with the magical Mirage Pokémon.

Delphox’ wand flicked up almost immediately, with flames coming out of it in a rush before forming into the shapes of an array of snarling fire-foxes. They surged forwards, rushing around Blaziken’s first kick, and one of them bit his ankle before the rest piled in.

Blaziken dove forwards into a half-roll, his strong forearms supporting him as he did a handstand, and he spun his legs around to fling the foxes of psionically-controlled flame off. The force of the kick made them all dissipate, and he rolled back upright before lunging towards Delphox once more.

The wizardly Fire-type waved its wand, forming a wall of flame, and Blaziken’s first blow against it confirmed that it was solid rather than being simply intended to damage whatever went through it. As such, he crouched – then launched himself into the air, far higher than Delphox had built its wall, and lashed out with a High Jump Kick.

That connected, making Delphox flash once as it registered a damaging hit, and then a pulse of psychic force knocked Blaziken backwards.

This time the Delphox attacked with a burst of magic instead of fire, and Blaziken had to dodge and weave away from the bolts of force. His legs blurred as he kept moving, and he managed to avoid almost all of the attacks – a few of them slipping through to hit him nevertheless.

“How’s it going, Blaziken?” May asked.

Blaziken shot her a thumbs-up, then turned back to his fight.


As he was doing that, Roland walked slowly around a Mirage Gallade.

“Hmmm…” he mused, thinking about it, then looked over at the Mirage Gardevoir he’d asked for as well.

“What do you think?” Max asked.

“I think… I probably made the right choice,” Roland said, confirming his decision.

“Great!” Max smiled.

“But there’s something else I’d like to try,” the Kirlia went on. “Can you ask for a Riolu for me to try hand to hand combat with? I want to see how I’m coming along.”

Max nodded, and relayed the request.

Professor Yung frowned. “A Riolu?” he repeated. “Hmmm… I’m sorry, I’m afraid the Mirage system can’t do them at the moment – both Riolu and Lucario have something about them which the system can’t render accurately, and if it tries the whole thing breaks down. I’m working on it, but…”

He spread his hands helplessly.

“That’s a pity…” Roland said.

He concentrated, and asked his next question directly – with telepathy. Sorry, I forgot to ask directly… well, what I wanted to say was -is there another Pokémon I can try against?

“Oh!” Professor Yung smiled. “Well, I can certainly try – here, let’s try a Mienfoo.”

A Mienfoo duly appeared, perfectly still like all the Mirage Pokémon had been until activated.

Roland stood in front of it, and bowed. Then he took his stance.

“Ready?” Yung asked. “Then begin!”

There was a sudden and violent explosion from over where Mega Lucario was having his own sparring match.

“Come back here!” the Steel-type demanded, running past with his paws glowing with brilliant blue Aura.

The Mirage Deoxys he was addressing didn’t seem like it particularly wanted to stick around – it was probably a tactical retreat, but it made it look like the Mirage Pokémon was running scared.

“I don’t think I’ll be using that one in promotional material,” Professor Yung chuckled.


Marshtomp slid to one side as the Regirock tried to pancake him into the floor, then grabbed onto its arm.

After so many basic exchanges of punches, the move surprised the Regirock – if the word surprise could be applied to it. It moved the other beefy arm to try and sweep Marshtomp off, but the Water-type knew just what to do.

Pulling arm over arm, he clambered his way up to reach Regirock’s shoulder. Swinging around the outside of it, he ducked another swipe which tried to remove him from the golem’s body – then slipped into a position just behind the craggy ‘peak’ that served Regirock as a face.

Bracing himself, he started punching. The first punch made Regirock stumble, and then every second or third punch made it flash with the indication of a strong hit.

“Well, I’ve got to hand it to you – not bad,” Crobat admitted, as Marshtomp broke off from his headpunching to punch away a rocky fist instead.

“It’s not about how hard you punch, it’s where you punch,” Marshtomp confirmed.


“Excuse me, Mr. Professor?”

Professor Yung looked down, and saw a Mawile and a Manaphy standing politely to one side.

“Could we have a very cuddly Pokémon, please?” Manaphy asked him.

Professor Yung smiled, and searched through the files in his system. “Let’s see… yes, this looks like it’ll work.”

Both the young Pokémon waited patiently, and after a few seconds a Stufful appeared.

Manaphy’s jaw dropped.

“It’s so fluffy!” Mawile announced cheerfully, and swept the Stufful up in a hug. “Come on, Manaphy! The fur is so soft!”

Manaphy joined in, smiling happily. “Thank you, Mr. Professor!”


Conditions met. Executing plan, variant 3.

Force levels required estimated.

Employing overwhelming force.


With a snap-crack of thunder, Pikachu blasted a Mirage Golem until it fell over.

“Hm…” Professor Yung frowned. “Perhaps that does still need tweaking…”

“Actually, no, Pikachu just does that,” Misty assured him. “It’s kind of bizarre, I know.”

“Ah – wonderful,” the Professor said. “That’s good to know. Thank you all so much for the data you’ve been providing.”

“So what do you do with all this data?” May asked, watching as Misty’s Politoed traded blows with a Durant. “Do you just go over it to make sure you’ve got the right kind of statistics for the Pokémon?”

“Well, that is part of it,” Yung told her. “But it’s only quite a small part – the key is that by using the battle recordings, I can construct entirely new Pokémon data files. The analysis software involved was very complex, but now all I need to do to accurately simulate a real Pokémon is get enough direct observational data.”

“Simulate a real Pokémon?” Ash repeated. “Do you mean intelligent, or…”

“Not intelligent, no,” Yung told him. “It’s just a matter of bits and bytes.”

“So’s Dexter.”

“His Porygon,” Oak explained.

“Ah, you have a Porygon,” Yung noted. “Interesting – but no, that’s not how it works at all. I specifically avoided using a Porygon for my analysis because I wanted the result to simulate all Pokémon from first principles, but a simulation is all it is.”

Oak nodded. “So it’s a little like the battle simulators we use in schools, but much more solid. I see.”

“Indeed,” Yung confirmed. “Observe.”

He hit a button on his control pad, and a Mirage Milotic appeared.

Misty took a step back. “That’s… so accurate it’s actually a little bit uncanny.”

Echoing her discomfort, Milotic slithered over and looked askance at her digital double.

“That’s actually quite good news for me,” Yung chuckled. “Part of my vision for the system is that it will allow people to train against all kinds of Pokémon in terms of skill – from simulated wild Ratatta to Pokémon like Lance’s Dragonite.”

“Lance’s Dragonite is really tough,” Ash agreed. “I can see how it’d be good to be able to regularly test yourself against that.”

“Well, it depends on whether you can get him cold enough and wet enough,” Misty contributed. “He’s actually kind of vulnerable to getting cramps, oddly enough.”

Ash blinked, a little startled by the reminder that Misty actually did regularly train with Lance.

“Well, anyway,” Yung went on. “With this data, it’s advanced my research by-”

The Mirage Milotic vanished. So did all the other Mirage Pokémon, which resulted in Manaphy and Mawile banging their heads into one another with a muffled ow.

“Professor?” Max asked. “What just happened?”

“I don’t know,” Yung said, tapping on the controls of his tablet. “It’s frozen, I’m not sure-”

“Look!” Brock called, pointing overhead.

A Dragonite came flying into view, with a cloaked figure riding it.

“That’s – that’s just like my Dragonite!” Oak said. “Is that a Mirage? Professor, what’s going on?”

The cloaked figure gestured, robes billowing, and suddenly there were dozens of Pokémon arrayed around it as it came down to land. Several Magnezone, magnets humming with power – at least three Alakazam – and, most chillingly, an entire army of Pokémon that were exact duplicates of those the friends had with them.

Pikachu stared – specifically, stared at another Pikachu, on the other side of the lawn. One with Raichu-mix cheeks.

“Oh, here we go again…” he sighed. “I hate fighting me.”

Urgent warning, Dexter stated. I do not have any signal. There is immense broad-band electromagnetic interference.

“It must be those Magnezone!” Ash realized. “We need to stop them!”

Lucario took three steps forwards, and a perfect duplicate of May’s Blaziken kicked him in the nose so hard he did a backflip.

Landing on blue-glowing paws, he scowled.

“If anyone can stop those Magnezone, do so,” Professor Oak instructed, taking charge of the situation. “Dragonite, go and get-”

A Mirage copy of Dragonite rammed into Oak’s Dragon-type, tackling him off his feet and sending both of them flying off into the distance. Oak’s Dragonite recovered, hitting his opponent with a Dragonbreath full in the face, but the Mirage Pokémon barely seemed to notice and just retaliated with the same attack.

Ash grabbed Max and May and pulled them both to the floor as the whole area exploded into real-versus-Mirage battles.

AN:


So, yes, this is what I’ve been doing.

In case it wasn’t absolutely clear, the events described here are something which did not happen in the original timeline – it’s new to them.

This has… downsides.






214. MMP 2


This is the second of three chapters today.


As Pidgeot began to take flight, a Thunderbolt of incredible power hit her on one wing. The shock of the attack blasted through her, making her cry out in pain before struggling to move as Paralysis set in.

Twisting, she powered up an Aeroblast – and launched it at the lab building, the red blast of light lancing right through the wall and out the other side.

“No!” Professor Yung gasped, seeing bits of the roof and wall go flying in all directions, and the Mirage Pokémon flickered – then reasserted themselves just a moment later, and Pidgeot got blasted by an even more powerful Thunder attack.

Arc charged at the Mirage Pikachu who’d attacked her, but a moment later a Mirage Manectric – a copy of him – crashed into his side, slamming a Bite attack into his ruff. Arc pushed it off without any serious injury, but his counterattack of a Fire Fang just inconvenienced the Mirage Pokémon for about a second – and left no indication of damage at all.

While Arc was trying to get out of the hold of a Pokémon exactly as strong as he was, Pikachu ran towards his Mirage Copy. “That’s my powerset! Get your own!”

Impassively, the Mirage Pikachu hurled a pair of Aura Spheres at him – one of which scored a glancing hit – and then Pikachu and his double were fighting close-quarters with Iron Tails and Force Palm blows.

Pikachu quickly noticed that – like the other Mirage Pokémon – the problem with fighting Mirage Pikachu was that none of his hits did anything. They were both scoring blows, but when Pikachu took a hit it caused him a moment of stunning, reconsidering, getting his bearings… and the Mirage Pokémon just absorbed the blows and kept going.

“This is worse than New Island,” he said to himself – then nearly got knocked out by a high-speed tail swipe for his pains.

Bouncing back, he charged up the fastest Volt Crash he’d ever managed. This did do something, smashing right into the Mirage Pikachu, and the projection flickered as if it was a piece of cloth in a high wind.

Then a second Mirage Pikachu appeared right next to it, the first stabilized, and Pikachu said something squeaky and rude.


“Professor?” Misty called, looking at Yung. “Do you have any idea-”

“No!” Yung replied, showing them his tablet. “Look!”

On the screen was an odd symbol – two wavy lines and a crown – and a short message.

The Mirage Master Thanks You For Your Cooperation

“Mirage Master?” Max repeated. “Is that who’s doing this – that cloak guy? He hacked your system?”

“It must be,” Yung said, looking close to tears. “My life’s work…”

This is why you should use Porygon, Kris said.

“Not helping, Kris!” Max protested. “Stay out of trouble for now-”

He snapped his fingers suddenly. “Wait – I know! Jirachi!”

Jirachi poked his head out of Max’s bag, blinking sleep out of his eyes. What is – whoa!

“Jirachi!” Max said quickly. “I wish-”

Before he could finish speaking, a pulse of dark energy rolled over them. Jirachi scrunched up his face, struggling, then lost an internal battle and fell out of the air – asleep.

“Nice try,” the cloaked figure said, in a carrying voice – one which sounded male. “But the good Professor’s systems contain data on some Legendary Pokémon as well.”

Beside him, a Darkrai lowered its hand.

“Jirachi?” Max asked, picking up his friend. “What happened – what did you do?”

“He is merely asleep,” the Mirage Master stated. “For now.”

Jirachi began to fidget, wincing.

“Darkrai cause nightmares,” Brock reminded them – then they all had to duck, as one of the two Mirage Blaziken roundhouse-kicked May’s real Blaziken right into (and halfway through) the lab wall.

“This isn’t looking good…” May winced.


Lucario dove through a gap in the attacks coming towards him, avoiding two lances of Overheat with a few inches to spare on either side.

Rolling and coming up to his feet again, he held up two blue-glowing palms to block the attacks of both Mirage Blaziken with his Aura.

“Mega Stones!” Ash shouted, and Lucario could see out of the corner of his eye that his trainer was unlimbering his staff. The top began to glow, and then Lucario had to return his attention to the battle – though the pause cost him anyway, as one of the Blaziken used its Speed Boost to dart in and land a heavy blow on his chest.

Lucario went sliding backwards, and then a Blaze Kick hit him in the back and sent him sprawling across the floor. The glow of his Lucarionite guttered out for a moment, then began to build again as he got to his feet-

Before he could land a blow or even get his bearings, the first Blaziken was launching an attack again. Lucario managed to block this one from doing damage, but he couldn’t do anything about the momentum – that sent him at least a foot into the air, and he used a blast of Aura from his footpaws to adjust his angle and avoid the first follow-up blow.

The second follow-up caught him by surprise, as a third Mirage Blaziken materialized directly on top of him before launching a vicious axe kick to slam him back to the ground.

That impact made air whoosh out of Lucario’s lungs as he landed badly, unable to keep up with the multiple high-speed threats, and his Mega Evolution cancelled again from the impact.

Ash’s loyal Fighting-type was canny enough to wait for a moment, pretending the injury was worse than it really was, and gather Aura to his palms as they lay pressed against the dirt… then he backflipped into the air, sending blasts of Aura in both directions to nail the Mirage Blaziken approaching him, and fired an Aura Sphere at the ground in front of the Mirage Master.

Without looking to see if it had done anything, Lucario launched himself into the air again – trying to get clear before the Blaziken could hit him again – and a Fire Blast erupted just next to him, slamming him into the side of the Yung Labs building just before a super-speed High Jump Kick drove him further into the wall.

Lucario coughed out a cloud of dust. “Ow,” he said flatly, and then summoned a brilliant blaze of Aura to his palms.

He exploded back out of the wall in a burst of furious energy, grabbing one of the Mirage Blaziken by the wrist and slamming it right into the other one. Both flickered as the impact disrupted their solidity for a moment, and Lucario kicked off back the way he’d come to enter the lab through the broken wall.

“Lucario, watch out for the reactor!” Professor Oak shouted.

“Fine!” Lucario replied, seeing the Mirage Blaziken already on the way. He rammed his Aura Storm into the ground, firing it for just a moment to get through the floor, and was about to jump down when one of the superspeed Mirage Pokémon interrupted him with a scythe kick.

Lucario hit it so hard with a Force Palm that it flew backwards, and dove for the hole in the floor – only for another Mirage Blaziken to flicker in and hit him with a Fire Blast at point blank range. The explosion blew him into the air, and he landed on the lab roof and stumbled slightly.

Then another Mirage Blaziken came darting in. Lucario hit it with an Aura Sphere which made it stop and flicker for a moment, but the effort cost him time and energy – then he took a High Jump Kick to the head, and after that things got a little bit fuzzy.


Glaceon glowed faintly, pale icy blue lighting up her fur, as she fired out a torrent of Ice energy towards some of the other fighting Pokémon. The first rush of her ice trapped two of the Mirage Pokémon – the Mirage versions of Guy and Arc – then both of them simply vanished and reappeared outside their ice cages.

“Thanks for the break!” Guy volunteered, landing a strong blow on his Mirage duplicate – before getting smacked by an Iron Tail in return.

Glaceon turned, looking for another target, and a wave of ice crashed into her in turn from her Mirage duplicate. Aimed a little off from where she’d been standing, it didn’t actually trap her – just knocked her skating off to the side, paws working hard to stay upright on the icy surface that the attacks had generated.

A second Ice Beam hit Glaceon, and this time it was dead-on. But this time she was paying attention, and neutralized the ice – though not without effort – before turning to fight her duplicate directly.

The two Glaceon exchanged blasts of Icy Wind, showers of Ice Shards, and the odd hit of a more advanced Ice-type attack which created a large icy ‘splash’ of effect. Then the Mirage Glaceon lunged forwards, knocking May’s Glaceon over, and unleashed a massive burst of Ice-typed energy – one which Glaceon recognized as Sheer Cold, freezing them both in place in an instant.

Glaceon struggled, trying to melt the ice so that she could move, but the Mirage Glaceon just countered her attempts and poured more cold energy into their mutual globe of ice.


Wings buzzing, Brock’s Flygon took off. A burst of electricity shot past him on its way to knock out Pidgeot’s takeoff, and Flygon saw through one side of his eye that that had been a mirage version of Pikachu – so he launched himself skywards, knowing that his Ground/Dragon typing would merely help against a copy of Pikachu.

He ascended quickly, but before he could reach an altitude he considered safe there was a sudden flicker in front of him – then a Mirage Flygon was suddenly there, firing a Dragon Pulse right at him at close range.

Flygon had to evade, turning away from his climb so he didn’t run right into the Dragon-typed attack, and two more of them flashed past on either side – making it so he couldn’t turn back towards the sky, forcing him downwards.

Refusing to be cowed, Flygon rolled around his axis so he could fire upwards past his tail – launching one Dragon Pulse to hit his Mirage Duplicate, then another one to keep it suppressed.

Just as he rolled back to normal, however, a Mirage copy of Glaceon appeared right in front of him – falling through the air from the moment it appeared, but still there for long enough to blast the base of his wings with an Ice Beam and lock them up.

Unable to pull up in time, Flygon crashed back into the ground. Tough as he was, he shook off the impact – but he couldn’t get clear before his Mirage copy, not at all harmed by the experience, piledrove into him to pin him against the floor with his wings pressed against the lawn.

“Ow,” Flygon managed, struggling to get free as the Mirage Flygon’s tail captured his own.

Then there was a bright flash of orange energy from halfway across the battlefield.


“I think I’ve noticed something,” Max volunteered. “These Mirage Pokémon – they’re acting in concert. They aren’t just being told to go after their opposite numbers-”

He broke off as a Mirage Guy appeared for just long enough to knock out Cinder, then vanished.

“Like that,” he went on, wincing at seeing Cinder in a heap. “I think he must have his own control unit.”

“He probably does,” Yung agreed. “But not necessarily for combat control. The Mirage System is capable of very advanced tactics – more advanced than I was planning on rolling out just yet.”

“All right, Gyarados!” Misty called.

They looked up, and saw that Misty’s Gyarados had just gone Mega. It slammed the non-Mega Gyarados it was dealing with aside, throwing it physically into the distance. It vanished as the Mirage System stopped simulating it and a new one appeared a moment later, but it was self-evidently not going to be any less vulnerable to being thrown long distances.

“Go after the Alakazam!” May suggested. “If you can do that then maybe we can get the control unit from the Mirage Master!”


Ash’s focus went off Lucario as a Mirage Pokémon launched an attack in his direction. He was too busy ducking the Water Gun to see what it was at first, then focused and saw that it was a copy of Brock’s Marshtomp.

Checking with Aura Sight just in case things had gotten really screwed up, he confirmed that it wasn’t the real Marshtomp – then he moved forwards, bracing his staff in both hands to use as a weapon instead of as his Key Stone. He dodged another Water-type attack, then swung his staff and knocked the Marshtomp physically into the distance.

The moment it was gone, another one appeared – this one behind him – and came close to punching him in the back of the leg.

An eruption of Psychic-type energy hammered the ground beside Ash, but it didn’t affect him directly – only the secondary blast of grass and dirt hit him, his hat protecting him from the direct effects of the Psychic attack.

Ash glanced up, seeing that it was a Mirage Deoxys, then blocked both the next attack it fired down and one from Marshtomp with a quick Protect shield.

Not liking his chances if he stayed in one place, Ash dove aside. He took in the battlefield at a glance – the close combat between Pikachu and Mirage Pikachu, Lucario being hammered into the side of the building by multiple Mirage Blaziken and the real Blaziken being badly handled by another copy of himself, and several other Pokémon having hard trouble dealing with what were effectively invulnerable versions of themselves – then had to change focus again, as the Mirage Deoxys came down and started to fight him directly.

Ash dodged the first attack, and the second was a Psychic attack he didn’t need to dodge, but then the third one was a burst of Thunderbolt – one which he was only barely able to block in time.

“Watch out, guys!” he called, reaching for his sword with one hand so he had two weapons to block with. “They’re able to use other moves-”

A Mirage Swellow snatched his hat off his head.

“Hey!” Ash called, then was picked up by a burst of psychic might from one of the Mirage Alakazam.. It threw him against the wall of the lab building, the impact knocking the breath from Ash’s lungs, and then the Mirage Darkrai hit him with something and he blacked out.


“Crobat, get over here!” Brock called, getting the attention of his Poison-type.

The chiropteran Pokémon left off his aerial combat – one he was losing – and dove back towards Brock. “What is it?”

“Well-” Brock began, then an earsplitting BANG interrupted him.

“Gyarados!” Misty said, stunned, as her Mega Gyarados stood there with electricity crackling over his scales for a long moment.

A Mirage copy of Ash’s Pikachu – the second Mirage Pikachu on the battlefield – stood there, cheeks sparking with electricity, and then blasted Mega Gyarados again to finish the job.

“Fighting these Mirage Pokémon isn’t working,” Brock said. “May, Misty, Max – we need to think about this logically. Recall your weaker Pokémon so they don’t get hurt!”

“I-” Misty began, then nodded. “You’re right, Brock. I wish you weren’t, but we need to make sure our Pokémon are safe.”

Max looked around, frowned, then returned Corona, and May called back her Skitty. Misty double-checked that Caserin was still in his Pokéball, then hurried over to Ash and used Mawile’s Pokéball to bring her back in as well.

While that was going on, Brock held out one Pokéball after another. Zorua vanished in a burst of red light, still in her Rockruff guise, and then Stantler disappeared a moment later in another red flash.

Brock recalled Crobat next, and called Ninetales back as the last of his Pokémon still standing – Steelix hadn’t managed to go Mega, and Geodude was deeply embedded in the lawn.

“My life’s work…” Professor Yung said softly.

“Professor, do you have any idea how we can sort this out?” Brock asked. “Destroying the computers, anything?”

“Well-” the Professor began, then thumped a fist into the ground. “It’s hard to think about this without being angry, Mr. Slate! You’re asking me to destroy everything I’ve achieved, and I’m not sure it would even work.”

“Why not?” Max asked. “Don’t the computers do the projecting?”

“The projection systems are specialized, but not very large and quite long range,” Yung explained. “He might have brought his own – or built one – and for all we know he simply stole one last night, or weeks ago.”

Yung shook his head. “I realize now I should have better security. But that’s a bitter pill to swallow.”

“Your Pokémon are defeated,” the Mirage Master stated, making them all look up.

It was true. Almost every Pokémon the friends had was out cold or paralyzed, and the latter were being watched over by several Mirage Pokémon each.

“Come to gloat?” Yung asked bitterly.

“No, Professor,” the Mirage Master replied. “Nothing so simple. I have your technology already, I have no need to steal it – but I came anyway, because your lab contains something I want badly.”

“What’s that?” Max asked.

The Mirage Master did not respond to him, instead addressing Yung directly. “Your laboratory has scanning equipment. You will use it as I direct.”

He pointed. “That Pikachu there.”

Their gaze turned to Ash’s Pikachu, now unconscious in a small crater – twitching every so often, reacting to nightmares caused by the Mirage Darkrai.

“Ash Ketchum has seen every Legendary Pokémon in the country,” the Mirage Master told them. “His Pikachu has been present for all of it. You will extract his memories.”

“No,” Yung said. “That’s… I don’t use that any more. It’s too painful.”

“You will,” the Mirage Master stated blandly. “Or you will all face the consequences.”


Roland peered out of the branches of a nearby tree.

Fortunately, it looked like the Mirage Pokémon hadn’t caught his hasty teleport – but now everyone was out cold or captured, and the Mirage Pokémon didn’t seem harmed at all.

Roland ducked back as the Mirage Master made everyone head into the main lab, taking them underground to one of the rooms that was still in one piece, and thought about what he should do next.

He couldn’t come in and help out – he wasn’t nearly strong enough, and while his teleporting thing was pretty cool it wouldn’t work out against a horde of indestructible Pokémon far stronger than he was.

Could he attack whatever was making the Mirage Pokémon?

No, that wouldn’t work very well either. He didn’t even know what it would look like, and it was only logical that there might be Mirage Pokémon to protect it.

So that left only one option… and Roland knew it would be hard to pull off, since his teleportation was short-range at the best of times.

He took a deep, steadying breath, and then vanished.


“Memory extraction…” Professor Oak said, as they were herded down to one of the remaining labs. “Professor Yung, I didn’t know you’d developed anything of the sort. That alone is a major breakthrough.”

“I didn’t want it to be misused,” Yung replied. “My hope was that I could develop it enough that it would no longer be as – as painful. But I never made any progress, and eventually the Mirage System took priority since it was much more promising.”

“I understand,” Oak agreed. “I think you made the right decision, Professor.”

“I’ve got another question,” Misty said. “When you mentioned that it was painful, Professor – how painful are we talking about?”

“It’s… well, you have to understand that it’s hard to measure pain,” Yung said. “But it’s not a physical pain – instead it’s related to how the process of extracting the memories relies on bringing them up for retrieval, like with a hard disk. With a computer it’s not painful, but to a living brain-”

“Professor Yung,” the Mirage Master interrupted. “Connect the Pikachu to the system.”

“I…” Yung began, then shook his head. “No – I won’t do it! This is too-”

The Mirage Master’s cloak moved slightly, and one of the Alakazam raised a spoon – which began to glow, in preparation for an attack.

“Connect the Pikachu to the system,” the Mirage Master repeated. “Or face the consequences.”

“Go ahead,” Professor Oak recommended. “I don’t think he wants to hurt us, but it’s best not to give him a reason.”

“Professor-” Max began.

“No, he’s right,” Brock said. “The Mirage Master’s got all the cards here.”

Yung nodded, then picked up the twitching Pikachu and took him over to the main wall station in this room.

He hauled down the equipment, which included a padded table large enough to hold a person, and fitted some electrodes to Pikachu’s forehead.

Almost immediately the screen next to him lit up – losing the Mirage Master logo, and changing to show something from Pikachu’s point of view with Lucario sparring with Ash, and Suicune lying near the fire watching with interest.

The image on the screen blurred, and then it showed an Entei fighting Ash’s Charizard under a deep night sky. Again, and there was a Reshiram and a Zekrom clashing in the sky over a flying castle.

Pikachu’s movements became more agitated in his sleep as waves of pain hit him, and the images rushed through faster and faster – often disjointed, as if the system couldn’t conduct a basic search and was instead finding whatever it could find that involved Legendary Pokémon.

The Mirage Master watched the screens, not reacting to any of the scenes on display.

“This is… remarkable,” Yung breathed. “I didn’t even know Mr. Ketchum had met some of these Pokémon.”

Arceus flashed up on the screen for a moment, then vanished again to be replaced with Latias and Latios – flying together over Altomare – before jumping to the time Pikachu had fought a crazy Mega Metagross in the Silver Conference.


While the scans were going on, there was the sound of pawpads two floors below.

“Okay, I can’t smell anything,” a voice hissed. Then there was a flicker, and Zorua and Stantler faded slightly back into visibility.

“Right,” Stantler agreed. “And I can’t hear anything. I think we’re safe down here.”

He stood there for a long moment, looking across at the Dark-type. “What now?”

“I don’t know,” Zorua admitted. “Great work on your illusions, but… we have to work out how to help the others.”

She shook her head. “The only question is how… I mean, I guess there’s got to be something, but it’ll probably mean going back upstairs.”

Stantler nodded. “And we can’t plan without being kind of obvious up there, so we’ll have to come up with a plan before we go up at all.”

“Right,” Zorua agreed.

She peeked around a corner, then signalled frantically to Stantler. Realizing what she meant, Stantler cloaked them both again.

Some moments later, a Mirage Arcanine paced past their alcove. It didn’t pay any attention, and kept going until it was past and out of the way.

“That was close,” Stantler breathed. “We’ve got to make sure we don’t slip up, I guess…”

“Too right,” Zorua agreed. “If any Mirage Pokémon find us, we could be in big trouble.”

“Why?” asked a curious voice.

“Because then the Mirage Master will-” Zorua began, then stopped. “Stantler, that wasn’t you, was it?”

“No,” Stantler replied.

They turned around slowly.

A Mew waved at them.

“Hello,” it said. “I’m M-001, what’s your designation?”

“Just Zorua,” Zorua answered automatically, then shook her head. “Wait – who are you?”

The Mew looked puzzled. “Databanks indicate that question was already answered.”

“Then… what are you?” Stantler requested.

“M-001, Mirage Prototype: Mew,” the Mew told him. “My matrix is not part of the primary Mirage System. Are you more Mirage prototypes?”

“We’re real Pokémon,” Stantler said. “You’re really a Mirage Pokémon? You don’t seem like the other ones we’ve seen today…”

“Only M-001 and M-002 are fully sapient,” the Mirage Mew said brightly. “I have not interfaced with M-002, though, and I don’t know many details.”

“Okay, uh…” Zorua reached up with one forepaw to rub her muzzle. “Look. This is a kind of important question… can you help us with a problem? Someone’s taken over the Mirage System and is using it to threaten our trainer and his friends – can you help us stop him?”

“Of course!” Mew agreed. “An artificial life form may not harm humans or Pokémon, or through inaction allow humans or Pokémon to come to harm.”


“Remarkable,” Professor Yung breathed, watching on the screen. “I knew this Pikachu had to have seen a lot, but this much… I never even guessed how much data was available.”

There was a slight fzzt from Pikachu’s cheeks. The Mirage Master gestured wordlessly, and one of the Mirage Pikachu appeared again.

It moved to stand next to Pikachu, draining away any electricity that was escaping.

“Professor,” Misty said. “How long do you think it is before you can regain control of the Mirage System?”

“I have to admit that I’m not sure,” Professor Yung replied absently. “It depends how much damage the Mirage Master did.”

“But the system’s clearly working,” Brock pointed out. “And it’s going to keep working for at least as long as the Mirage Master needs to get out of range – otherwise we’ll just send our Pokémon after him.”

“That is none of your concern,” the Mirage Master stated blandly.

Max glanced over at Ash – still unconscious, suffering from the effects of Darkrai’s attack – then sighed. “It’s a pity we don’t have our own way of hacking back.”

“You’re discussing strategy right in front of him,” May said. “I just thought I’d point it out…”

“Yeah, but we’ve got to do something,” Max countered. “It’s a pity Jirachi isn’t awake…”


“So… you’re kind of a digital Pokémon?” Stantler asked quietly.

“Affirmative,” M-001 agreed. “I am an artificial intelligence designed to operate the Mirage System for Professor Yung, though I have not been used in that capacity for some time.”

“Why not?” Zorua said. “And are we going in the right direction?”

Mew’s tail flicked for a moment. “According to my database of the contents of the building, the main Mirage projectors are down here.”

He paused for a long time, thinking, then resumed talking. “And I do not have sufficient information to determine why I was not used for the task of operating the Mirage System. I infer that M-002 was superior for the tasks required by Professor Yung.”

Zorua stopped. “Wait, back up. I think we missed something.”

She pointed at Mew. “So… you’re M-001. And M-002 is the other one… and M-002 is running the Mirage System now?”

“Correct,” M-001 agreed.

“What’s wrong, Zorua?” Stantler asked.

“We never met M-002,” Zorua told him. “Remember? And Professor Yung never mentioned that M-001 or M-002 were a thing.”

Stantler blinked, realizing where she was going. “Yeah, now I think about it that is odd… any idea what it might be?”

“Not yet,” Zorua said, thumping her tail on the ground. “So… if your job was to run the Mirage System, can it operate without you?”

“M-002 or I can operate it at full capacity,” M-001 told her. “That is our designated function. However, without an intelligent component in the system the computers are limited to a basic tactical matrix.”

“That’s what I don’t get!” Zorua said out loud, then winced. “Um… sorry?”

There was the sound of paws on the floor, and M-001 led them through a door before closing it behind them.

The sound of the paws got closer, then passed by again.

“Phew…” the Dark-type exhaled. “Um, anyway… when the Mirage Master attacked us, they were using dozens of Mirage Pokémon – and they were certainly forming complex plans and working together. How could they do that without M-002?”

“Category error,” Mew told her.

“…what?” Zorua asked, confused.

“Category error,” Mew repeated. “My search for Mirage Master returned M-002; there is no difference between the two designations. M-002 is the Mirage Master.”

Zorua and Stantler exchanged a shocked look.

“But… if that’s true…” Stantler began. “Doesn’t M-002 have the same rules as you? I mean – what is M-002? I don’t understand.”

“I do,” Zorua said bitterly. “This whole thing has been a trick, hasn’t it? There was no attack – it was all a setup.”

“Insufficient data,” M-001 said, then frowned. “But… no other logical conclusion is evident. By elimination, you are correct – conjecture suggests M-002 was accepted over me because M-002 does not prioritize preventing harm over obeying orders.”

“Then that means Brock and the others are in danger!” Stantler said. “And they don’t even know how much!”

He began to make for the door, but Zorua stopped him with a paw.

“Wait,” she said. “We know now, and that’s good. But we need a plan.”

She turned to M-001. “Can you use the Mirage System yourself? Or – or fight M-002?”

“I cannot,” the Mirage Mew told them. “My system does not currently interface with the primary projection units and I do not have a tap on the main power bus of the Infinity Generator. I can however conduct data searches.”

“Then that’s what we need to do,” Zorua said firmly. “We need to know enough for a plan. Firstly… okay, I’m going to go over everything I remember Yung saying, and see how much of it was a lie.”

“Affirmative,” M-001 stated – then frowned. “There is a large quantity of additional move/Pokémon data being uploaded into the primary database.”

“I bet that’s what this is all about!” Stantler said, tapping a hoof on the floor. “Professor Yung really wanted that extra data!”

“Clarify,” Mew requested. “Professor Yung endangered and injured you and your friends in order to obtain additional information?”

Zorua nodded.

The Mirage Pokémon looked shocked.

“Look, we need to speed up,” Zorua went on. “First things first – can you find out-”

She stopped. “Wait a moment. Mew – I mean, M-001 – what Pokémon can the Mirage System not simulate?”

“Pokémon that cannot be simulated are Pokémon for which no data exists,” M-001 told her. “Examples include…”

There was a pause.

“…the database is a lot more complete than I was expecting,” M-001 admitted. “Examples include… Xerneas?”

“What about Riolu and Lucario?” Stantler asked, seeing where this was going.

“Mirage Riolu were one of the original test runs of the Mirage System,” the Mirage Mew told them.

“So why doesn’t Yung want them simulated…” Zorua mused. “Hmmm…”


AN:


It’s kind of hard to defeat someone who is basically “exactly like you, but basically immune to damage”.






215. MMP 3


This is the third of three chapters today.


“What do you plan to do to us?” Professor Yung asked the Mirage Master, adjusting the scan slightly to keep it moving efficiently. “You’ll have your data. What then?”

“There is no reason to do anything other than allow you to live,” the Mirage Master stated. “Your laboratory will have to be destroyed.”

At a silent command, one of the Mirage Pokémon checked on first Ash, then Lucario, then the other unconscious Pokémon.

“You have no means of tracking my escape,” the Mirage Master went on – then stopped. “Unexpected occurrence.”

There was a tremor.

“Did anyone else feel that?” Max asked.

“I did,” Brock spoke up. “But earthquakes don’t feel like that.”

The ground shook again, making the lights sway.

“What is it?” May said. “What’s happening?”

“Tell her!” Yung said. “What’s going on?”

“A new Pokémon has appeared,” the Mirage Master stated. “Designation:-”

The ceiling tore off with a grinding, cracking heave of concrete and rebar.

I hope I am not late, a powerful psychic voice announced, as Mewtwo levitated down through the lab’s ceiling. A blue aura crackled around him, and he batted both Mirage Alakazam into the wall with a burst of sheer psychic energy.

“Mewtwo?” Misty said. “I’m not complaining or anything, but – uh… how did you get here?”

A very brave young Kirlia, Mewtwo replied. Now-

“Stop him!” Yung interrupted, turning directly to the Mirage Master. “Override code S-2 – stop that Mewtwo from interfering!”

“Override!?” Professor Oak spluttered.

“By your command,” the Mirage Master announced. He took one step, and then flew straight at Mewtwo.

There was a whoosh of air, followed a moment later by a crackling BANG as the two went straight through the corner of the lab room. Bits of structure went everywhere.

“What the-” Brock asked, lost completely, as the two hurtled into the air – separating now, the cloaked figure and Mewtwo halting a dozen or so yards apart. “I don’t think even Ash can do that!”

They saw the Mirage Master raise an arm, and a blast of purple-black energy roared out towards the surprised Mewtwo – who countered with a Light Screen globe, shedding the worst of the Dark Pulse before replying with a blast of pure psychic might.

The Mirage Master was all but unaffected by the wave of force, but it did make the cloak shred into a hundred pieces – revealing the identity of the Mirage Master. A Pokémon, one with a familiar body and long, purple tail.

“Another Mewtwo?” Max said.

“No,” May denied, as the other Mewtwo took a storm of heavy Shadow Balls from Ash’s Mewtwo and replied with an Origin Pulse. “Professor, I think-”

“So do I,” Professor Oak agreed. “That is a Mirage Mewtwo – and that means only one thing.”

He addressed Professor Yung directly. “There never was a Mirage Master, was there? That was all you.”

Yung looked indignant. “Oak, if you’re going to lecture me-”

“That shouldn’t be a concern!” Professor Oak retaliated. “It’s not a matter of lectures or anything like that. You faked this whole attack – and for what?”

“Information, of course,” Yung shot back. “Do you realize? For years I’ve been trying to get enough data to make the Mirage System the perfect tool it can be-”

There was an explosion overhead, one powerful enough to send loose papers swirling around the lab and knock some small pieces of equipment over.

Yung retrieved his data pad, swiping away the lock-out, and had the Mirage Alakazam establish a shield over the hole in the roof.

“You’re crazy!” May said. “And I don’t mean that as an insult – I mean that you’ve literally decided to mount some kind of crazy fake supervillain attack on your own lab!”

“Supervillain,” Yung repeated. “You see, this young lady gets it exactly. The whole idea is that the attack, my excuse for getting all this data – the data I need for the Mirage System, and which nobody will allow me to get – is not my fault. The Mirage Master gets the blame, and then causes some damage, and then months later I stop him with my own version of the system. And I have all the data I wanted, and they hail me as a hero – like they always should have.”

“My sister’s right,” Max pronounced. “You are basically a supervillain. Why do all super-scientists seem to be evil?”

Oak coughed. “Excuse me?”

“What I don’t get is why you didn’t just ask for the help you wanted,” May said.

“I have to agree,” Professor Oak said. “There’s no excuse for taking this path. You saw how impressed we all were with the Mirage System – you could have got the recognition you wanted legally.”

“I tried!” Yung snapped. “But my first iteration was a laughingstock – it wouldn’t fight! They mocked the greatest breakthrough in Pokémon science since the Pokéball itself – the way to create new, custom Pokémon! But I will show you all!”

“…wait…” Max said, in worried tones. “You just explained your plan to us… isn’t that a problem?”

“I’m sure M-002 will be glad to clean up any loose ends,” Yung replied.


Mewtwo was not having a good day.

He’d expected to turn up and sort everything out, like he did every time Ash got into serious trouble – from the Unown to the Comet – and so he’d arrived ready for a fight.

Then the cloaked figure had body-checked him through the building, and he’d been hit with a Dark Pulse. His attempt to teleport to the side had really raised the alarm, when it didn’t work – then he’d discovered just what he was fighting.

And things had gone downhill from there.

The Psychic-type shot skywards, trying to get as far as he could before the Mean Look effect began punishing him, then fired back a blast of Fire-typed Aura at his pursuer. It had caught the other Mewtwo in a corona of flames, but his opponent was tough enough to more-or-less ignore even such a high-powered attack and launched a Hyper Beam right back from clenched paws.

Mewtwo blocked with a full-power Protect, and noted to himself that this other Mewtwo didn’t seem quite as strong as him – that is, his attacks weren’t as powerful as what Mewtwo knew himself capable of. The Psychic-type dodged out of the path of the Hyper Beam before it ran out, then sent a barrage of Shadow Balls flicking back – a barrage which the other Mewtwo charged straight through, then slipped around and onto Mewtwo’s left side with a burst of Agility. A moment’s charging time was all the warning Mewtwo got, and he shot out of the way just before a Freeze Shock cannoned into him from a vulnerable direction.

This is not right, Mewtwo thought to himself, turning in mid-air and firing an Aura Sphere – one which was just ignored like the other attacks. I know that I couldn’t just stand to take attacks like that – and this Mewtwo’s not as strong as me, but he’s even faster and seems built out of solid armour!

The Mirage Master formed a half-dozen Double Team duplicates, and Mewtwo followed suit – sending his own doubles out along with himself, each of them aiming to intercept one of the illusory enemy Mewtwos. Most of the pairs crossed one another and were revealed to both be illusions, but the two originals each dispersed a Double Team illusion – and the other Mewtwo was just a bit faster refocusing than Ash’s Mewtwo was.

The Psystrike hit him in the shoulder, knocking him down towards the ground, and Mewtwo spared a moment of attention to see that it was a populated region before seeing the other Mewtwo preparing a Volt Crash.

Unwilling to allow the attack to go wild, Ash’s Mewtwo charged up a Hyper Beam of his own. The two attacks collided, forming a brilliant purple-yellow sphere in the sky, and then detonated in a cloud of smoke and flame.

Ash’s Mewtwo pushed his speed to the limit, trying to slip past and get to the lab in the distraction, but his opponent was faster – he was body-checked straight into the ground, forming a crater, and had to rely on a Stone Edge to disrupt the follow-up attack enough to allow him to get clear.


“Okay, I think I have a plan,” Zorua said.

She glanced over at M-001. “How do Mirage Pokémon tell that a Mirage Pokémon is a Mirage Pokémon?”

“Sequenced cross-checking,” the Mirage Mew replied. “All Mirages running on the same instance are aware of the locations of all the others.”

“And are you on the same instance?”

Mew shook his head.

“Right, so that idea’s out…” Zorua muttered, thinking hard. “Okay. We need to work out a way to get into the room where our trainer is, and to stay unnoticed while we’re there.”

She tapped Stantler’s ankle. “I think we’re going to need your help again. Can you cloak all three of us?”

“Yes, but it’ll be a little tricky,” Stantler apologized. “It’s harder to do a moving image, especially when the Pokémon under it are moving too.”

He frowned. “Wait a moment… M-001, why didn’t the Mirage Pokémon attack Brock and Professor Oak and the others?”

Mew shook his head. “Information unavailable.”

“I guess we’ll just have to try, then,” Zorua decided. “Stantler, if you think we’ve been seen, make an illusion of… of… Blaziken, running out of the building. Can you do that?”

Stantler nodded gratefully. “That one I can do in a hurry. Why?”

“I think it’ll distract him, Blaziken’s really fast,” Zorua told him. “Okay, let’s go. Mew, do you know where they are?”

“Your search for humans returned seven results in one location,” the Mirage Mew replied.

“I’ll… just assume that means yes.”


Mewtwo rolled about his own axis, firing back at the other Pokémon. His complicated web of Shadow Balls scored a few hits, but then the strange Mewtwo blasted them away – using a burst of air pressure which looked like something he’d seen Lugia doing – and put his hands together, before summoning a crackling ball of electricity with three rings rotating around it.

This is not a good day, Mewtwo decided, recognizing the attack. He halted in place, beginning to build up the most powerful Light Screen he could manage.

The air around him hazed, thickening and becoming dim as the Light Screen intensified – becoming dense enough to block out almost all the visible light, leaving only the budding Volt Crash as a marker of where Mewtwo’s foe was.

Watching as the rings spun, Mewtwo prepared himself. This would be-

The rings locked together.

And Mewtwo dove. He let his Light Screen dissolve in a moment, and headed for the ground – leaving it so late his tail was lucky to escape a scorching, but also too late for the other Mewtwo to redirect his attack.

One of the most powerful Electrical attacks there was blazed off into the distance, at an angle where it would hit nothing but the clear sky, and Mewtwo had a precious moment when his opponent had lost the initiative.

He exploited it ruthlessly, taking only a moment to prepare his assault before unleashing it all at once. A Dark Pulse lashed out, then a Psystrike – both one handed – and then Mewtwo unleashed an attack that was a lot like a Hyper Beam.

It wasn’t quite the same, however. A Hyper Beam was more controlled – this was just a roaring torrent of psychic energy, which blazed out like a particle cannon.

The air around Mewtwo rippled as he spread the recoil force into a plane of force a hundred feet in diameter, and he still went sliding backwards and downwards. But the affect on his opponent was far worse – the other Mewtwo was knocked away and flashed bright white at the same time, something about it breaking down under the force of Mewtwo’s attack.

He sustained it for ten full seconds, producing enough backscatter to throw shadows as firm as those at noon… then relaxed, letting it go, and took a close look at the result.

What… he asked, softly.

The Mirage Pokémon hadn’t been defeated by the attack. It was hurt, that much was clear, with a rainbow corona around the edges of a ragged wound in the light that made up its body – but the corona was shrinking as he watched, the Mirage System reconstituting the damaged portions of the hard-light hologram.

“Continued combat is inadvisable,” the Mirage Mewtwo stated.

Mewtwo considered that, then spun and dove for the lab – only to take a punch to the back as the Mirage Mewtwo darted in to hit him directly. Shaking the effects off, the World’s Most Powerful Pokémon ducked away from an Aeroblast – one which carved a long furrow in the ground – and darted back up into the air.

If he couldn’t slip past, he could at least try to come up with something – while keeping the Mirage Mewtwo up here, busy, and not accidentally demolishing houses.


Stantler nearly tripped over as the ground shook. “What’s that sound?”

“p 0.95, attack hitting the ground, approximately 240 metres to the north,” M-001 stated. “Earlier noises suggest a mind probe is also taking place.”

“Uh oh…” Stantler said softly. “Wait, what’s a mind probe?”

“A means of obtaining accurate information from the memories of a Pokémon,” Mew said – still staying quiet.

“Guys, ssh,” Zorua cautioned them. “We’re here.”

She nodded at Stantler, whose antlers began to glow again.

Zorua changed her shape to something with opposable thumbs – a Riolu, just to make it clearer to the others that she wasn’t a Mirage Pokémon if it was needed – and looked herself over.

“You’re invisible,” Stantler assured her, lips barely moving.

“There is a useful interface port under the console to the left of Professor Yung,” M-001 added.

Zorua took a deep breath, then stepped into the room.


“Hmmm… it seems we’re nearly done with this one,” Professor Yung said, inspecting his tablet. “There’s such a vast quantity of information in this Pikachu’s memory… all the battles he’s been in, all the Pokémon he’s seen. Very impressive. If people had only seen fit to provide this kind of information without my being forced to take it, I could have created the ultimate Pokémon-”

“Nobody forced you to do anything,” Max shot back. “You did it to yourself!”

“I did nothing wrong!” Yung countered. “If only people had seen that! But no, the Pokémon battle system that wouldn’t fight, that was the headline…”

“Headline?” Brock asked.

He spotted something odd, and didn’t react in the least. “Why would an academic conference produce headlines? Especially ones like that?”


“Okay, here goes,” Ivysaur said.

His vines reached out, both of them in neat little heat-resistant oven gloves, and he laid them on the oven door.

“Good luck,” Absol told him.

Ivysaur looked over at her, distracted for a moment. “Why are you hiding in a slit trench?”

“I’ve had this feeling something’s about to go wrong since we started this one,” Absol replied. “Nothing definite.”

“Aren’t you the one who can literally sense impending doom?” Houndoom asked, confused.

“Yes, but – well, like I say it’s nothing definite,” Absol answered. “But I thought I’d just make sure we weren’t about to deal with a Cake Golem.”

The others considered that.

“Would a Cake Golem be a Golem made of cake?” Houndoom asked. “Rock cakes, or something?”

“That actually sounds tasty,” Ivysaur mused, distracted. “Perhaps we can convince Squirtle it’d be cool, he can probably do it. And then Lucario can punch it, and then we can all have rock cake.”

“Sounds like a plan!” Totodile grinned.

Ivysaur drew their attention back to the oven. “Well, now we see if that’s what we’ve managed to make,” he said, and opened the oven door.

Absol ducked back down into her slit trench as Ivysaur slid the cake tray out.

“Well?” she asked, after several seconds.

“Smells pretty good,” Ivysaur told her. “We’ll let it stand for a bit, then do the icing.”

“Hmmm…” the Dark-type said, rising out of her trench. “So if it wasn’t that… what have I been sensing?”


Moving slowly and silently, Zorua-as-Riolu crept into the lab. She placed her weight with care, taking at least a second to put her paw down each time, and moved on all fours at first to make it so her footfalls had less force.

Trusting Stantler’s illusions, she didn’t flinch when a Mirage Pokémon looked her way – just freezing – and it looked right through her, then went on to examine the hole in the roof.

Her paw touched Ash’s cloak, moving it slightly, and she winced at the mistake.

“You made it sound like you’d shown off the system at some kind of scientific meeting!” her trainer said, and she half-listened – mostly appreciating the distraction as she moved alongside Ash and balanced on three paws.

“Dexter,” she said, so quietly it was barely a breath. “Make no sound.”

She picked up the little golden triangle that was Dexter’s projector, then decided to be safe and took the Pokédex itself as well.

“It shouldn’t matter!” Yung said angrily. “People are all the same – they never recognize genius, not even when it’s right in front of them! Even you, Professor Oak, you never realized-”

“I never saw half of what you’d come up with here,” Professor Oak countered. “I didn’t hear about this conference either, come to think of it…”

Zorua glanced up, measuring the distance to the nearest computer, then looked back at the door.

It was less far to get to the computer.

Still holding both of Dexter’s bodies under her left arm, she crept onwards on two legs – feeling terribly exposed, used to hiding by blending in rather than by standing out so much.

“Are you telling us that you tried to show off a scientific breakthrough at a press conference?” Max asked. “Why would you do that? The press are idiots…”

“Genius should be obvious!” Yung retaliated. “And it will be!”

Zorua’s paw came down on a small, sharp piece of metal – one torn from the roof – and she winced, trying to hold onto her shape despite the disruption. She snatched her foot back, faster than was probably safe, and there was a tiny jingling noise as the metal bounced across the floor.

“What was that?” Yung said, looking around.

“I don’t know,” Misty replied. “Maybe it’s more of your lab collapsing, since you’ve done so much damage to it already-”

As if to punctuate her statement, there was a brilliant flash of light from overhead.

“Speaking of which,” May said, looking out through the hole Mewtwo had torn in the roof. “I think that fight, at least, is going to end up on the news.”

She shrugged. “Maybe you should have done that, Professor. Challenged the Pokémon League?”

Zorua exhaled as May’s question drew Yung off on a new topic – complaining about the League System itself.

She took her last few steps, and flipped Dexter open.

His screen lit up. Place my projector in the universal connector port. It has standard connectors on the bottom face.

Zorua complied, moving slowly just like before, then hid Dexter’s main body behind the leg of the table and took up a position there herself – reverting to her natural form to squeeze in there..

Dexter’s screen changed. There is very impressive security here. I cannot take control of the Mirage Pokémon – the system is completely outside my understanding.

“There’s some kind of artificial intelligence in there, so be careful,” Zorua told him, speaking quietly. “What can you do? Can you disable his tablet? Turn everything off?”

Neither.

Dexter paused, then went on. I can perhaps create one fake command from the tablet – but it is designed to echo everything on the screen. It will be noticed.

“What’s that noise?”

“There must be-” Zorua began.

“Look out!” Brock said suddenly.

Zorua whirled, and saw Professor Yung’s hand reaching for her.

She reacted on instinct, and bit at the Professor’s hand. Her teeth nicked his skin, but he withdrew his hand too fast, and there was the sound of rapid typing on his tablet – then a Mirage Machoke ripped the desk away, revealing her trying to hide.

“It looks like I didn’t get hold of all your Pokémon,” Professor Yung said, interested. Zorua bolted for the exit, starting to change shape into a Suicune, but a Thunderbolt from the Mirage Pikachu slapped into her and reverted her illusion before it formed.

Wincing, Zorua looked back over at the corner she’d been hiding, and saw Dexter was missing – invisible or gone, she couldn’t tell.

Then she spotted the golden glitter still on the universal adaptor. And, all at once, the solution crystallized in her mind.

“Dexter!” she shouted, then coughed. “Make the system create a Riolu!”


Mewtwo flicked to one side as an attack flashed up past him, one which looked to him like a Boomburst. It detonated in front of him, and the powerful Psychic-type shielded himself from the shockwave as it broke over him.

Then, a moment later, there was a sudden stab of crackling pain – the Mean Look punishing him for getting too far away – and he reversed course, getting back inside the battle area before the damage got worse.

Refocusing, the Psychic-type had just enough time to spot the lab below – and realize that their long battle had taken them back over Yung’s lab itself – when a white-and-purple shape blasted past him.

Spinning again, Mewtwo confirmed the Mirage Pokémon was above him, but he didn’t have time to do more than that before it fired a massive barrage of blue light at him – an Origin Pulse, which spread out to englobe him before flashing inwards from all directions.

Without much choice, Mewtwo relied on the density of his shield. He boosted it to maximum – the kind of level which would let him exist comfortably inside a volcano – and dove straight down, individual streamers of the Origin Pulse splashing off the shield and sending torrents of water in every direction.

Mewtwo broke through the closing net, but that didn’t mean he could spare enough time to even get his bearings – the Mirage Mewtwo dove right through the watery explosion overhead, and launched out a barrage of Shockwaves which Mewtwo had the distinct feeling he recognized… from Pikachu.

Countering those with a blast of psychic force – one which created a brief area of high density air and forced the shockwaves to take paths around his body – Mewtwo launched a Dark Pulse back, but his attempt to gain height fell foul of a Mega Punch that felt like being hit in the face by a small meteorite.

The two Pokémon fell towards the ground at speed, trading blows and beams, until – after a long minute – Mewtwo ran out of air. He hit the ground with an almighty crash, sending the remnants of the lab’s nice lawn up into the air in a brown-green plume, and erected an instinctive shield to keep the dirt and mud from raining down back on top of him.

A hammer of psychic force pressed down on him, hardening the earth and keeping him from escaping. The Mirage Mewtwo examined him impassively, then raised an arm – and the sky overhead began to change, with streaks of light suddenly appearing. It was hard to see them through the wind-whipped burst of rain they’d created – both combatants had outrun the effects of the Origin Pulse – but Mewtwo could see enough.

The Mirage Pokémon was summoning a meteor storm.

Judgement? Mewtwo asked, then remembered he wasn’t sure if the one he was talking to was actually able to receive Psychic messages. “Why are you doing this?”

There was no reply for a long moment, as the brilliant streaks came closer.

“Answer me – please,” Mewtwo added. “Once I was like you – I wanted to see the world destroyed. I hope to show you the same understanding I came to – but why are you doing this? I must know!”

The Mirage Mewtwo spoke. “Command: Stop Mewtwo from interfering.”

Mewtwo considered that for a moment. “I was mistaken,” he decided then. “It was a different part of my life, when I was like you.”

The meteors hurtled down towards them, and Mewtwo gathered his energy – ready for a shield dense enough to protect both himself and the lab from at least the worst of the-

-and suddenly, the Mirage Pokémon moved slightly, and the meteors faded away a moment before impact.


Command accepted, Dexter informed them.

“What command?” Yung demanded. “What did that Zorua say – what are you doing?”

He looked down at his tablet, and his jaw dropped.

“No! Cancel! Override that command!” the Mirage Professor demanded, stabbing commands into the touch screen – getting more desperate by the moment.

“What’s so frightening about making a Riolu?” Brock asked. “I thought you said the system couldn’t do it-”

“He was lying!” Zorua said.

Materializing, Dexter filled them all in.

Then, all of a sudden, there was a Riolu there.

It didn’t look quite like Ash’s one had done, and it was certainly nothing like the shiny Riolu Casey had received. But it stood there for a moment, and then dissolved as Yung’s commands got through the message queue.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” Yung demanded, rounding on them all. “It took me years to replace that pathetic pacifist of a Mew I had running the first iteration!”

There was a gasp from the door, which Yung ignored. He brought up the systems on his tablet. “Autonomous mode… Flamethrower.”

The Mirage Machoke turned towards Zorua, flames burning in its mouth, and then Mewtwo was suddenly there. His brow creased, and the Mirage Pokémon despawned soundlessly.

A gesture, and all the rest did as well – melting away like sugar in the rain.

There was a flicker of pink movement, and a Mew floated next to Mewtwo.

“Greetings,” Mew stated. “Do you require assistance?”

“courteous_negative_response_4,” Mewtwo replied. “Professor, I resign.”

Yung seemed to have lost the ability to speak.

“Resign?” Professor Oak asked. “Then – you’re the Mirage Master?”

“Designation correct,” Mewtwo confirmed.

Zorua shook her fur out, looking very smug. “I thought it might be something like that,” she said. “If Yung said making Riolu and Lucario was impossible, but M-001 said it could be done, then he was lying – for a reason. And I realized – Riolu and Lucario both have an innate sense of justice!”

“So you gave the Mirage Mewtwo a conscience!” Brock said. “Zorua, that’s brilliant – well done! And well done Stantler, as well!”

“I think many of our Pokémon have performed very well today,” Professor Oak agreed.

He dusted himself off. “Now – Misty. I think this is now something for you to handle?”

“Too right,” Misty agreed. “Professor Yung, you’re formally under arrest on suspicion of…”

She paused, suddenly looking uncertain. “Actually, I think we might need some note paper to write out the entire list.”

“And a lawyer,” Max added.


After Professor Yung had been marched outside by Misty (with no fewer than four of her Pokémon out and keeping a close eye on him), there was a long period of quiet as everyone came to terms with what had happened.

M-001, still trying to process the revelations of the last few minutes, saw how everyone was starting to gather in groups to talk. Deciding that it would be helpful, the Mirage Pokémon floated over to M-002.

“What is your diagnostic?” the Mew asked.

“Diagnostic result is mixed,” M-002 replied. “Physical condition: ideal. Mental condition: sufficient. But I am unable to comprehend the actions of Professor Yung.”

“I do not understand either,” M-001 agreed. “I had thought he taught me the Laws to ensure that I was able to safely interact with others, but he stated that he considered me pathetic.”

“Correct,” the Mirage Mewtwo said.

There was a flash next to them, and Dexter materialized – pink and blue vector curves appearing from thin air. It sounds to me like you’re getting used to the concept of being independent beings.

M-001 tilted its head. “Mismatch: were you not a Porygon last time?”

Dexter’s eyes flashed for a moment as he ran a self-diagnosis.

Then he blinked, looking down at himself. I certainly used to be. It seems the task has made me evolve.

Interesting, Ethan stated. Of course, my lawyer will contact you about this plagiarism.

The two Porygon2 began throwing jokes back and forth about that, and both Mirage Pokémon looked a little baffled.

Then Mewtwo – the real Mewtwo – came over to the two of them.

“You remind me of how I once was,” he told the Mirage Pokémon. “Both of you. And I think that’s something which means it only makes sense for me to help you out. Give you something to do, a purpose, while you work out if you’d rather do something else.”

Both Mirage Pokémon gave him quizzical looks.

“You see, I started a company recently,” Mewtwo told them. “Working in space. And it’s occurred to me that Mirage Pokémon don’t actually need to eat or breathe…”


“Something is up with my birthdays lately,” Ash said, as they circled once over the Oak Ranch.

“Yeah, things do kind of seem to be happening on days like that,” Pikachu agreed. “I guess we’ll have to see what happens next year – that should tell us if it’s a trend.”

Then there was a whoom, and Latias and Latios were flying either side of them.

Hi, Ash! Latias sent – glad her trainer wasn’t wearing his hat. We heard what happened. Are you okay?

“I just got a bit of a nap,” Ash replied. “And some nightmares, I guess… but Pikachu had it worse.”

That’s too bad, Latios winced, as they dropped towards the ground. Still in one piece, Pikachu?

“I’ll show you, if you’ll hold still long enough for a Thunderbolt,” Pikachu replied – his grin showing he was still as full of spark as always. Then Pidgeot landed with a slight thump, and Ash jumped off her back to be greeted by a huge collection of Pokémon.

He blinked, suddenly realizing Charizard was holding a cake. “That looks… kind of odd,” he admitted. “Did you guys make that?”

“They didn’t let me help after I tried to hide in the first one,” Squirtle sulked.

“Quite a lot of us helped, yes,” Ivysaur told him.

“Thanks, guys,” Ash smiled.

There was a sudden splash behind them, and everyone looked to see what was going on. For a moment, there was Max in the pond, looking very cross, then something flashed blue and a Wailord sent half the water splashing out.

“I guess Zorua still needs to work on her landings,” Ash decided.


“Sacred Sword!”

Sceptile raised his forearm, the blade on it glowing a brilliant azure, and then stabbed it down before making two swift swiping motions.

“This feels like an over-the-top way of cutting cake,” Meganium chuckled, taking the slice in her vines.

Her fellow Grass-type shrugged. “You could use Vine Whip if you wanted to do it yourself.”

“I think I’d just smash the cake,” Meganium decided, as Sceptile cut himself a piece, and one for Chikorita as well.

She took a bite from hers, and smiled. “This is very nice.”

“I’m glad you enjoy it,” Absol said, still wearing her jaunty chef’s hat. “I’m glad I was able to help out, here…”

Meganium noticed that the Dark-type seemed a little listless, and decided to ask about it. Passing her slice over to Sceptile to take care of – making him look a little overwhelmed trying to juggle three pieces at once – she tapped Absol on the shoulder. “Come on, what’s bothering you?”

“Well…” Absol seemed to consider herself for a moment, then came to a conclusion. “I’m just a bit upset about how I wasn’t with Ash, because… because it feels like I’d have been able to sort it out very quickly and without fuss.”

“I’m sure you could,” Meganium agreed, surprising the Dark-type. “But you’re not the only one that’s true of. Misty’s Togekiss can sense negative emotions, and I know Latias and Latios are both trying to work out how they can kick themselves over how useful an invisible psychic dragon would have been. And Sceptile’s very unhappy about how he wasn’t able to help much, and he was there – it’s just that he got carried off by a Mirage Charizard which set him on fire.”

She gave Absol a nudge. “But what matters is – it did all work out in the end, and isn’t that worth celebrating?”

Absol nodded, looking happier. “You’re right – thank you,” she smiled. “That has helped out a lot. I think you’re good at this.”

“I think it’s something you have to try and learn, as a parent,” Meganium chuckled.

After a long pause, she realized something. “Oh, I should take that cake back. Thanks for keeping it for me.”

“No problem,” Sceptile replied, passing her the slice, then took his own back off the tail he’d impaled it on for safekeeping.

As he did, Absol looked down. “No, Ferris,” she said. “You can’t eat the tray.”

Ferris frowned at her.

“To be more accurate,” she allowed, “I should have said – please don’t eat the tray even though you can in fact eat metal.”

That seemed to satisfy the Steel-type, and he walked off.


“Ash.”

Ash looked up at Ho-Oh. “Uh… hi?”

“I heard about what happened,” the Fire-type said. “I don’t like that I missed everything.”

“We didn’t exactly know it was going to happen,” Ash defended himself. “I mean, literally, this was something that didn’t even happen last time.”

The Storm’s End examined him, not very impressed by Ash’s argument.

“Very well, then,” he said. “But you will have my aid for the next incident of this magnitude.”

He drew himself up to his full height, wings flashing with seven colours. “Entei!”

There was a whoosh, and Entei stood before them. “Father?” he asked.

“Entei, would it be too much trouble for you to handle my duties for the next month or two?” he requested. “I’m not leaving Ash’s person until I’ve gotten involved in one of these world-ending events.”

“This one wasn’t really world-ending,” Pikachu said. “Just really inconvenient. Though admittedly, since Yung was talking about disposing of us, I guess that would cause problems with the whole… Arceus thing.”

Ho-Oh nodded firmly. “Besides,” he added. “I think it would be interesting to train with some of your group for a longer period. You have many of your heavy hitters with you permanently.”

“I guess I can hardly say no,” Ash admitted. “Entei?”

“It will be an honour, father,” Entei said, with a bow. “The skies will be clear if I have anything to say about it.”

Then he looked suspicious. “This isn’t a ploy to get a month of Brock’s food, is it?”

“…well, that’s an added benefit…”


AN:


So that was the Mastermind of Mirage Pokemon, an OVA. Since it was so odd, I decided that it didn’t happen the first time around.

Hopefully this worked out okay – it went through an unusual amount of editing, for me.






216. Battle Frontier 18


“So, this is Chikorita?” Latias asked, waving to the young Grass-type. “I hadn’t had the chance to meet him yet – hello!”

Chikorita waved back, a little shyly. “Hello.”

“He’s a bit nervous still, I’m afraid,” Meganium supplied. “I think it’s because – well, this place can be strange at times. Hopefully he’ll get over it soon.”

“I sure hope you do!” Latias agreed, offering her left hand to shake.

Chikorita took it in his vines, and gave it a shake.

“Thank you,” Latias said, nodding her head in thanks – making a guess that Chikorita would react well to that, and getting a similar nod in return.

Latias felt proud of having worked out how to approach the Grass-type.

“So, how have you been today?” Latias added. “I know it’s been a bit complicated, with your father getting caught up in a fight and set on fire…”

“That one took some healing,” Meganium admitted. “I’m glad I can sort it out.”

“Well…” Chikorita began. “I did try out my Egg Move.”

Meganium chuckled. “That sounds like a good idea to show Latias, actually! Can you show her what your Egg Move is, Chikorita?”

Chikorita nodded, and walked over to a nearby rock.

“I was quite surprised,” Meganium admitted. “But I think most mothers would be glad to know that their children have the ability to keep themselves safe.”

“That sounds about right,” Latias agreed, nodding in mid-air. “So, what’s the move? Don’t keep me in the dark…”

Chikorita smiled nervously, then turned to the rock. His vines whipped out, coiling up by his neck.

“Power Whip?” Latias tried. “Constrict?”

“Nope,” Meganium said.

Chikorita’s left vine glowed blue, and he brought it around with a sudden crack. The end flashed with a brilliant light, and then the rock began to slide gently along a slash mark that went right through to the other side.

“Sacred Sword,” he said.

Latias blinked, then grinned. “That’s really cool, Chikorita! I bet you’ll be great in Pokémon battles, if that’s what you decide to do.”

“I don’t think I know yet.”

The Dragon-type accepted that.

“Do you have any friends yet?” she asked.

“Well, I met Mawile earlier,” Chikorita told her. “I think she wanted to be my friend. I’m still not sure, though.”

“That’s fine,” Meganium assured him. “Sometimes you need to give a decision some time – but it’s always worth being nice, even if you don’t decide to be friends.”

Chikorita absorbed that with a nod.


“So, here is your first orientation lesson,” Mewtwo announced.

He activated the projector, showing a view taken from about a hundred miles up. “This is the view from space. What do you know about space?”

“That is not space,” M-002 said. “The boundary of space is the perimeter of the exosphere. Analysis indicates that that photograph was taken from within the thermosphere.”

“Sort of,” Mewtwo said. “One of the unfortunate things about humanity, as a technological society, is that they have a tendency to call several different things the same thing. In this case, the boundary of space in the Aerospace industry is called the Karman Line, and is at 100 km.”

“Updating records,” both Mirage Pokémon said in unison.

Mewtwo frowned slightly. “Will you do that every time you are told something?”

“Only when showing attentiveness,” M-001 answered promptly.

That made the Genetic Pokémon smile. “A good answer,” he said. “Now. The most important thing you will need to know about space is that it is a hard vacuum – an area where the density of particles is extremely low, and where the pressure is essentially zero. The result of this is also that space in the shade – including the side of any ship away from the sun – is cold due to the lack of heat replacing what is radiated away, and the combination has major negative effects on almost all physical objects designed to operate in a standard atmosphere.”

M-001 raised a paw. “What does that mean for us?”

“Very little,” Mewtwo said. “That’s one reason why I think you would be perfect for working in space. Your Mirage constructs are physical, but they’re defined by information instead of by being formed of actual solid matter – so they can endure hard vacuum.”

“understanding_gesture_004,” the Mirage Mewtwo told them both.

His fellow Mirage Pokémon gave him a moderately confused look, then sighed.

“We need to fix your social skills plugin.”

“That brings up a point I thought I should address,” Mewtwo added. “Do either of you have preferred personal pronouns?”

M-002 froze, completely still, then started moving again a second or so later. “Preferences are still at default settings; personal pronouns are standard.”

“Hmmm…” Mewtwo considered. “Perhaps we should add idle animations to the list of things to upgrade. In any case – would either of you be offended with the male pronoun?”

They both indicated that that would be fine.

“Excellent. At least now I can fill out the paperwork.”

“Why do you use paper?” M-001 asked. “Paper is inefficient compared to electronic forms; therefore it is the inferior option.”

“Paper is used for hard copy records, which are harder to tamper with,” Mewtwo informed the little digital Pokémon. “In addition, we are dealing with government bureaucracy here. It is always best to have a low tech option.”

“Placing order for five hundred cardboard cutouts of Mewtwo,” M-002 informed them in reply.

“…why?” Mewtwo asked, thrown.

M-001 started to laugh, then stopped – one paw going to his throat. “What just happened?”

“It was a joke,” M-002 told them both. “I have been analysing humour. That is called laughter.”

“I did not know I could do that,” the Mirage Mew said.

“I’m glad you can,” Mewtwo said, smiling. “I’ve sometimes thought that the ability to laugh is one of the most precious things about being alive – it’s the ability to enjoy yourself.”

There was a bright pink flash, and Mew appeared.

“Hiya!” the Psychic-type squeaked. “Ooh, I didn’t know you had another you, Mewtwo! That’s kinda cool. And who’s this other me?”

“They are Mirage Pokémon, Mew,” Mewtwo told his friend. “I met them recently. I’d like them to come and work with me in space.”

“Space is kinda boring,” Mew pouted. “Would they get holidays? And ice cream?”

M-001 blinked. “Accessing files on ice cream.”

There was a short pause.

“Searching: how to make digital ice cream.”


Iris looked up the cliff.

So did Fraxure.

“This is… kind of high,” she said, after a long moment.

“You’ll live,” Denae replied.

“Wait… what?” Iris said, blinking. “I don’t understand – I was just making conversation!”

“Nope,” Denae shook her head. “I said you had to climb to the top of the mountain today, so up you go!”

“I have to climb the cliff?” Iris said.

She took a step back, and began thinking about how to do it – almost in spite of herself.

“Wow, that must be… what, seventy feet?” she estimated. “More?”

“Closer to ninety,” the veteran Dragon Tamer told her. “But the top twenty feet are covered in ice, so they’re harder to see from the ground.”

Iris did a double-take. “Ice?”

She shivered. “I hate ice!”

“I know!” Denae countered. “So do other Dragon Tamers! So do dragons – but dragons are strong! Dragons can’t just give up when they run into a problem they’re not suited for!”

She took the rucksack she’d carried up the mountain, and unzipped it – revealing a supply of pitons, some climbing rope, and a harness.

“Yours has the same material in it,” the wiry Trainer said, slipping the harness on over her clothes, and dusted off her hands. “My Dragonair will spot for you – catch you if you fall. Now, come on – I’m doing my next lecture on top of the cliff, and I want you and your Pokémon to attend.”

Denae took hold of a protruding rock shelf, and hauled herself up onto it. Once she was about a body length above Iris, she drove in the first piton – and looked down.

“You’re not allowed to carry them up in Pokéballs,” she added. “Now, hurry up!”

Iris could only stare after the Dragon Tamer for several seconds, then shook her head. “Okay, right… so we’ve all got to get up there.”

She looked at Fraxure, who shrugged. Then she sent out Excadrill.

“Were you listening?” she asked.

Excadrill crossed his arms in a huff.

“We’ve got to do it,” Iris told him. “Come on, Excadrill…”

“Ure,” Fraxure added. “Fraxxxx-ure.”

The Steel-type gave Fraxure a look, then sighed. He grabbed one end of the rope and tied it around his waist, then set off with his claws for natural climbing grips.

“I guess that’s a good result…” Iris said, then blinked. “Wait, hold on!”

She clipped her harness on, helped Fraxure get his own on, and then set off after the Steel-type.

It was hard going – the cliff face wasn’t sheer, and there were handholds, but none of them were very large – and Iris had to keep checking that Fraxure was managing to make it up as well, as the Dragon-type had a very different body shape to her so sometimes they had to take different routes.

“Slow down a bit, Excadrill!” Iris called, gripping the mountainside with both hands and one foot. “You’re going to pull the rope tight! And I don’t have time to put in enough pitons!”

Excadrill shrugged, and kept going. When the rope was just shy of being taut, he stopped climbing and got to swiping. His claws carved out a little shelf to rest on easily, sending pebbles raining down to one side of his trainer, and sat in it with a silent movement.

Iris sighed in relief. “Thanks, Excadrill,” she said, sincerely, and took the time to drive in two pitons. Then, using them as a support, she looked back to check on Fraxure.

“Wait,” she said. “Fraxure, that path won’t work – you can’t get enough leverage. Go down a bit and head left.”

Fraxure nodded. “Fraa!”

It took the Dragon-type a few minutes to work his way back down the cliff, then transfer to the route Iris had indicated. All the time he was doing so, Excadrill made the occasional loud comment and tapped his claws against the rock face.

“All right, Excadrill…” Iris muttered, and began climbing again. “We’re not all equipped with giant climbing claws that can cut through rock…”

Excadrill chuckled, moving up as she did.

For the next few minutes, they just kept going up – Iris putting in a piton every so often, Fraxure using his tusks to cut himself foot holds, and Excadrill finding the whole thing very easy.

Then the Steel-type reached the icy section of the cliff. He made the same movements as he had for the rock, and there was a sudden crack – he slid backwards, unable to get purchase on the ice, and fell off the cliff.

“Excadrill!” Iris called. “Fraxure, hold on tight!”

Following her own instructions, Iris took the rope in one hand and made sure she was attached directly to the piton with the other. She braced herself, and then there was an abrupt jerk as Excadrill hit the end of the tether.

Fortunately, Iris had been dilligent with her pitons – the shock made her gasp, but it didn’t pull the piton clear despite the weight of the Subterrene Pokémon.

Iris waited a few seconds, just to be sure, then let out a sigh of relief. “Phew…” she said, shaking her head. “Are you okay, Excadrill?”

Looking down, she saw Excadrill swinging back and forth at the other end of the rope – shaking his head to get it clear, then looking up and giving her a slightly shaky wave.

“Good,” Iris said. “That’s… I was worried.”

She managed to swing Excadrill in towards the rock face, and Fraxure caught him before helping him get back on the cliff.


Denae watched with interest as a pair of claws came over the edge of the cliff.

Iris’ Excadrill clambered up, still sporting his rope harness, and then only a few seconds later Iris herself did as well.

“Great work, Excadrill,” she said, panting, and rubbed her hands together. “Those handrests were really cold…”

She drove in one final piton, this one on the top of the cliff, and then used it as a support to haul upwards and help Fraxure make it over the clifftop as well.

“All right,” Iris said, after several seconds of near-silence. “We made it – we all made it. Thanks, Excadrill.”

Excadrill nodded, accepting the thanks as his just due.

“…so, what’s the lesson?” Iris asked, after a long silence.

“You’ve already learned it,” Denae replied. “Climbing is not a solo activity. If your team can work together, they can scale far greater heights than any one could do alone.”


There was a knock at the door.

Karen looked up. “Anything bad?” she asked her Absol.

The Dark-type answered with a shake of her head, then nudged her with a paw.

“All right, I’ll get the door,” Karen said, shaking her head, and got up. “Umbreon?”

Umbreon raised up off the beanbag, rings lighting up to provide illumination, and Karen used it to find her way to the door of their cinema room. As soon as she had the door open, Umbreon’s rings went dark again as they all went back to watching the screen.

Karen chuckled, then made her way to the front door.


When she opened it, Misty was stood there.

“Oh, hi Misty!” Karen said, smiling. “What’s up?”

“Well… it was Ash’s birthday today,” Misty said. “And remember how I said last time there was a Fossil Apocalypse?”

“I do remember that, yeah,” Karen agreed. “Did something even worse happen this time?”

“Hard to say if it’s worse,” Misty admitted. “It’s up there, though.”

“Come on in and tell me about it,” Karen invited.

Misty duly came in, and shook her head. “I just… okay, so there was this guy who’d invented a really revolutionary new kind of science – Mirage Pokémon, which were kind of like holograms but solid. He could make them do any real Pokémon attack, and he designed an artificial intelligence to control them and make them battle.”

Karen took a step back, mouth open. “That’s… pretty amazing.”

“Yeah, it is,” Misty agreed. “And then he decided it was the way to create the perfect Pokémon, and made a Mirage Mewtwo attack his own lab while we were there so he could steal the memories from Ash’s Pikachu – getting the info he needed to make the perfect Pokémon – then pretend it wasn’t him.”

Karen shook her head. “You know, I don’t think I’d like your life. It sounds exhausting.”

“It can be kind of like that,” Misty agreed. “But I’m mostly just really offended about how much of a jerk this guy was.”

She paused. “I mean, he could at least have tried to go after one of the Pokémon of the Elite Four member.”

Her Dark-type specialist friend sniggered suddenly.

“I love that that’s what you really took exception to,” she explained, shaking her head and giggling. “Or one of them, anyway…”

She looked up. “I guess it’s all sorted out, then?”

“Yeah, the guy’s been taken away by the police,” Misty replied. “And the Mirage Pokémon are… apparently going to Mars or something?”

“That seems quite a long way to send them,” Karen said cautiously.

“What?” Misty asked. “Oh. No, Mewtwo’s hired them.”

“Definitely an odd life,” Karen declared.

She spread her hands. “So, was that your day?”

“No, that was more… the morning,” Misty answered. “The afternoon was lovely, we had a nice meal and some cake, and I spent a couple of hours teaching a very charming young Manaphy some special hydrokinetic tips.”

She snapped her fingers. “One of the good ones I told him to work on was a watery Manaphy.”

“But he is a Manaphy, right?” Karen asked. “Wait, no, I think… but… does he know Acid Armour?”

“Exactly!” Misty agreed. “He can shape himself into his own shape, but stay in watery form. It’s kind of tricky and he has a tendency to turn back into a puddle, but it’ll be kind of useful.”

Karen gave her a thumbs-up. “I bet it’s a great experience actually teaching a Legendary. You did it with Keldeo too, didn’t you?”

“And Suicune,” Misty said. “Mostly teaching her how not to fall for the combo I used on her…”

There was a sudden roar from the back room – loud, long, and throbbing through the entire house.

“You’re watching a Kaiju film?” Misty asked, once the roar had died down.

“Yeah, one of the really silly ones,” Karen confirmed. “I think there’s some plot about psychic schoolgirls or something. Want to join in?”

“Sounds good,” Misty nodded. “I could use a little silliness that’s just on a screen…”


Thousands of miles away, three humans and six Pokémon stood on a small viewing area.

“That’s the Skyarrow Bridge!” Keldeo announced, nodding towards it. “I don’t know about you, but that’s what I call a proper bridge!”

“It is indeed,” N said. “What does the guidebook say about it?”

Anthea checked their store-bought guidebook to Unova. “Well… let’s see now… it says that it’s the biggest, longest bridge in Unova, and the most modern. There’s a vehicle section, and a pedestrian section over the top of it – so both people and vehicles can cross in peace – and it’s built so high out of the water that even the largest ships can go underneath.”

“Truly, a mighty construct,” Reshiram announced. “It is noble of intent, and without pretension – it conceals nothing, proudly stating itself to the world.”

“In other words, you like it,” Terrakion summarized.

“Indeed I do,” Reshiram confirmed. “Though I admit, I have a question about it.”

Anthea got her guidebook ready. “Go ahead.”

Reshiram waved a wing towards it. “How does it work?”

There was silence for a moment.

“I beg you, please clarify,” Cobalion said. “It is a bridge. It goes over the water.”

“We apologize for our bluntness,” Virizion took up the thread. “But what do you mean, how does it work?”

“No disrespect is felt,” Reshiram assured them. “But my question is more… I understand how an arch works, for it directs the force down the sides. And I am aware of how a simple span functions, and of course a bridge of boats. But this one seems… odd.”

Anthea checked the guidebook.

“…it doesn’t have anything about that, I’m afraid,” she said. “Do you have any idea, N? Concordia?”

N shook his head. “While I have crossed it on my travels, I do not think I could say how it stays up.”

Concordia was more willing to speculate. “I… well, I guess there’s a cable between the towers, and the cables hanging down must… well, they’re either there to keep it from swinging from side to side or they’re there to support it, it could be either.”

“Now that’s going to bother me all day,” Keldeo complained.

N smiled.

Then he looked behind himself, and frowned. “It looks like we should move on. I’m afraid others want to look at the bridge.”

At that, the Swords of Justice left at a canter, while N and his siblings took flight on Reshiram. All of them went upriver, heading for the next step of their tour of Unova.

It was at least a minute later that any of the people who’d been watching them dared to step out onto the observation platform.


“Long term research sucks sometimes,” Molly Hale said quietly.

“Huh?” Gary asked, looking over. “Oh, right, I forgot what day it is – yeah, it can be kind of annoying when you miss an important day because of it.”

He shrugged. “But we can always talk to Ash later. I don’t think we’d get another chance to do this.”

Molly nodded, a little reluctantly, and picked up her binoculars.

Below them were hundreds of Shellos and Gastrodon, swimming steadily through the sea just to the south of Erimo Point – where Mt. Coronet’s long spine finally reached the sea.

All of them were Eastern Sea Shellos, or Eastern Sea Gastrodon, forging southwest towards the nearest place they could contact the western sea.

“Keep an eye on them for a bit, okay?” Gary asked, turning his binoculars to the west. “Based on those reports, the other ones should be… yep, there they are!”

Molly turned to look as well, and saw a distant group of pink Pokémon swimming southeast towards the point as well.

“So this is the only time of year they meet one another?” she asked, checking the time. “Seems kind of lonely.”

“I think normally they just live with their own schools,” Gary replied absently. “But they meet once a year, or maybe twice a year – that’s something we’ll want to do some more research on.”

“Couldn’t you just ask?” Molly said, a little puzzled.

“…oh, right,” Gary chuckled. “I keep forgetting that’s an option now. Still, it’s good to do the research properly as well – it makes sure there’s plenty of proof.”

He considered for a long moment.

“I think I’ve got an idea,” he said. “Do you think Eevee would be willing to go down there – as Vaporeon – and ask how often they do this?”

Molly exchanged a glance with her Pokémon, who shifted to Vaporeon so they could think about it.

“I think maybe I’d need help getting down there quickly,” Vaporeon said. “It’s about four miles, right? And… I think it’ll be much harder to get back up here than down there…”

Gary listened for a moment to Dee’s translation in his ear. “Well, Alakazam’s on holiday… Arcanine? Think you’d be able to give Flareon a lift?”

“But I’m – oh, right,” Vaporeon said, becoming Flareon. “Better?”

Arcanine gave a confirmatory nod.

Gary chuckled. “I think this means we can put you two down as contributing authors, as well!”

Molly smiled at the idea. “Wouldn’t that make her an official scientist?”

“I think it might,” Gary answered. “Maybe she should have a lab coat.”


At about the same time, Ritchie Getem shook his head.

“Okay, guys, I think it’s time to come in!”

Why? Sparky asked. We’re having way too much fun.

The Raichu flicked his tail, using Flash again, and flickers of light lit up the night once more. The shimmering energy illuminated the whole of Ritchie’s main team, still enjoying the beaches as the sun slipped below the horizon.

Fortune, his Rapidash, was the next to come in. Supporting his own weight on a broad plane of psionic energy, Fortune came storming ashore atop one of the famous Alolan breakers – riding it all the way in, then jumping off and hitting the sand of the beach with a thump.

“Ritchie? Ritchie!”

Ritchie looked back over his shoulder. “Coming, grandmama! I think my Pokémon want to stay out surfing all night, though!”

“Well, it’s the pasttime out here,” his grandmother chuckled. “Our Raichu can’t get enough of it, and she’s got a natural surfboard built into her tail!”

“Oh, yeah, I saw her,” Ritchie agreed. “I wonder if-”

There was a huge splash, sending water in all directions, and some of it splattered on them.

“What happened?” Ritchie demanded.

I fell off my surfboard, his Charizard explained. I used a Psychic pulse to make sure I didn’t get wet.

“Yeah, and you got everyone else wet,” Ritchie complained.

“Don’t worry about it,” the elder human told him. “If there’s anything you get used to on Alola, it’s getting wet – you remember how much it rains, right?”

“I do, yeah,” Ritchie agreed. “But you’re lifelong Nisei – I’ve been busy, you know, doing the Pokémon League in Hoenn.”

“And does it not rain in Hoenn?” his grandmother asked, gently. “Anyway – your Pokémon are excited, so let them enjoy themselves. I’m sure they know to come back in when they’re getting tired.”

She inclined her head towards her house, where Ritchie was staying. “Now, come on. Your grandfather and I want to hear about what you’ve been doing since your last visit.”


The computer made a little ping noise.

“Oh, huh, email,” Dawn said, swinging her legs to get off the bed, and moved over to the computer chair.

“Let’s see…” she said, opening the mailer program up. “Oh, hey, it’s from Serena.”

At that, Buneary looked interested. She bounced up from her cushion to the desk, and read along with Dawn.

It had been a few days at least since the last email, and this one was full of plenty of interesting things. Serena and her family had visited the big city at the heart of Kalos, Lumiose, and seen some of the sights – all kinds of glamorous outfits, well-groomed Pokémon, and of course the famous buildings like the Lumiose Museum and the Prism Tower.

They’d been there two days, and by the sounds of things it was a really bustling, living city – not one with many high-rise buildings, so nothing like glittering Kanto, but not like the rustic charm of Johto either.

It just… was itself. And it sounded like Serena had really enjoyed herself there.

“Heh,” Dawn chuckled. “It says she saw some Pokémon stylists who were doing great work with a Gogoat. I wonder how all of you guys would look if you got the attention of a stylist.”

“Luuup,” Piplup mumbled from the floor.

“I think they could do something with your feathers, though,” Dawn said. “Maybe put a wavy pattern in them… you know, so your flippers look like rippling water? I think if they did it right it wouldn’t mess up your ability to swim.”

Buneary fluffed up her fur, posing, and Dawn laughed. “Yes, I’m sure you’d look like a real belle of the ball! But… hm, Pachirisu might be hard, because of all that static on her fur…”

They both thought about Mamoswine.

“I guess maybe some jobs would need more than one stylist,” Dawn suggested with a giggle.

Buneary nodded.

“But I guess I’m confused,” Dawn went on. “From the sound of this, Serena is really interested in all those stores, but she doesn’t have a Pokémon yet. I know this thing that’s going on with us is kind of a special case – though it’s really cool to be able to work on all these routines before we go back on the road – but I could swear Serena should have started her journey years ago.”

As she thought, Pachirisu came down from her nest on top of the bookshelf to inspect the email herself.

“Is this all just me making something out of nothing?” Dawn asked out loud.

“Pip pip,” Piplup said promptly.

“Ee-ary,” Buneary countered, and shook her head for Dawn to see.

Dawn began tapping a nearby pen on her fingers, trying to miss her nails. “Okay, so I know she does a lot of Rhyhorn racing… but she never sounds enthusiastic about it, it’s just a thing she does. But she did sound interested in all those shops…”

Frowning, Dawn began typing – writing out her reactions to all the Lumiose City chat Serena had shared with her, including how her Pokémon had reacted and the funny idea of the stylist shops dealing with Mamoswine.

Once she was done with that, she thought for a moment, then kept going.

By the way, Serena, reading your last letter did remind me about something I’ve been wondering for a while – I didn’t want to ask, but

Dawn deleted the last half-dozen words, and started again from there.

I didn’t think to ask it before, but I think I need to ask, at least.

Feel free to say this was too personal of a question, or something. But what I wanted to know is – do you have a Pokémon you haven’t mentioned? I don’t think you’ve talked about one. And if not, then that’s fine – I just want to know why not, because I’m obviously kind of the opposite about getting Pokémon before I go on my Pokémon Journey.

Again, I hope you don’t mind my asking.

Dawn stared at what she’d written for a long time, then nodded to herself.

She began typing again.

Anyway, that was kind of heavy, so here’s something to lighten the mood a bit!

With a click and a swipe of her mouse, she added a dozen pictures to the email.

Pachirisu looked at the loading bar, a little confused. “Risu Pachiri?”

Then the mail client showed the first picture, and Pachirisu did a double-take – then turned to stare, horrified, at her trainer.

The electric squirrel dove for the mouse, and Dawn hit send before she could get there. “Too late!”

Pachirisu sat down, groaning, until Dawn gave her a scratch and the Electric-type giggled at the tickle.

The message – and several photographs of Dawn’s Pokémon being adorable doofs – flashed across the world to Kalos.


About three minutes later, Serena blinked. “Huh. That was quicker than usual.”

She swallowed the last of her croissant, and opened up the email.

Halfway through, she winced. “…oh.”

Yeah, this was going to be a hard one to explain.

It wasn’t like Mom didn’t love her – she did – but… she knew what she wanted from her daughter. And sometimes, Serena felt – she knew – that she wasn’t quite… it.

Perhaps that was good, perhaps it was bad, but the important word tended to be awkward.

Then she reached the bottom of the email, and saw a picture of a Pachirisu trying to disguise thirty marshmallows in her mouth.

Serena couldn’t help it, and laughed out loud.

The next picture was Piplup, somehow having managed to embed himself in the ground beak-first, with only his feet sticking out.

Then there was one of Dawn’s huge Mamoswine trying to roll over, with his tusk stuck in the grass, and Dawn and her other Pokémon all trying to pull him over back the right way up.

“Okay,” Serena said out loud. “So these are pretty funny…”


Pikachu sighed, tail flicking from side to side.

“You know, I can’t help but feel like I’ve not been able to show off lately.”

Meowth looked up from his apple, which was halfway through being turned into a fruit sculpture of another Meowth. “Hey, we all got problems. Problems just like dat kind’a ting – ya know, one of the downsides of a team our size is that we kinda have problems fittin’ everyone in Contests.”

He nodded towards Audino. “I mean, Audino’s still waiting for his first Contest appearance!”

“It’s not as if I mind, though,” Audino demurred. “I mean, what would I do? Cook dinner?”

“I think that would be pretty good, actually,” Marowak said, thinking about it. “If you can do it in just a few minutes, I mean. I know you normally rely on doing a lot of prep work beforehand, but I could see some time-and-motion studies getting the cook time way down. You can certainly cook, we have TMs for it.”

She threw a bone into the air, then caught it. “Perhaps pancakes?”

“That does sound tasty,” Cosplay Pikachu admitted. “Those don’t take long, and I bet you could do a dozen or so at once.”

“There you go,” Marowak said. “I’d say give it some thought, Audino.”

Audino nodded, sitting back on his beanbag.

“But that does mean that it’ll be even longer before I get my next Contest,” Cosplaychu sighed. “And I wanted to see how my Breakdancer costume would go over.”

Meowth looked up, interested, and put his perfectly-crafted Meowth sculpture to one side. “Breakdancer, huh? What kind’a move does dat give you?”

He tilted his head, tapping his chin with one claw. “Triple Kick?”

“Maybe I could make it do that,” Cosplay Pikachu shrugged. “But I was thinking something else.”

She jumped down into the suitcase full of her costumes for a moment – one of three – then bounded up again, dressed for the part with a jumpsuit and baseball cap.

“I’m impressed with how quickly you change,” Seviper told her. “And this is a snake talking.”

Marowak chuckled.

“Okay, so dat’s the Breakdancer costume,” Meowth said, looking it over. “Not bad, but, uh… one question.”

“Go on,” the Electric-type invited him.

“Where’s da music come from?”

Cosplaychu got a glitter in her eyes which said she’d been waiting for him to ask that question. She jumped forwards, doing a spin on the rug, and her tail flicked up and down just so-

-and there was a sudden loud, bass BOOM.

Meowth jumped. “What the-”

“Boomburst,” Cosplay Pikachu told him, flipping back onto her hind legs and snapping her claws in satisfaction. “What do you think?”

“I tink I need earplugs,” Meowth answered. “But yeah, dat is pretty cool.”

He reached for his apple sculpture, and found nothing.

“Hey!” the Normal-type exclaimed. “Who ate dat?

Arbok’s tail sheepishly waved from behind the table.

Meowth sighed. “Ya know, now I’m just gonna have to make another one…”

“Can I have that one too?” Arbok asked, then ducked when Meowth looked like he was about to throw the whole apple at his serpentine comrade.

“Don’t worry, Meowth, I’ll make you something to take your mind off it,” Audino volunteered. “Perhaps I should try out some pancakes… how does one with fruit, ice cream and chocolate spread sound?”

Meowth pushed his jaw shut. “Y-yeah, dat sounds kinda nice…”

Audino chuckled.


A little way away, Jessie frowned,

“Hmmm…” she mused. “So if Abra teleports me away and into shadow at the same time as he teleports Dustox in, it can look as though I’ve transformed into her. That could add to the whole ‘magical’ theme of the set.”

“So you’re going to wear that lovely fairytale dress number I picked up back in Cianwood?” James asked eagerly.

Jessie looked at him as though he was a little bit thick. “No. I’m not.”

She gestured to the outfit on the rack next to her. “I’m wearing the tuxedo.”

James looked it up and down, then looked her up and down. “That’ll work,” he decided. “You just need a cape – one with stars on it, I think – and a prop. Maybe a wand or a staff?”

He gasped. “Oh, I know, we could make one with slots for their Pokéballs!”

As James started rummaging through his extensive costume collection, Dustox glanced over at Mime Jr.

“Is it me,” she began, “or do our trainers not always have the best idea of what clothes people of different genders actually wear?”

Mime Jr. spread his arms. “Remember, my mom was called Mr Mime.”

Dustox considered that. “Point. Very good point.”

The Fairy-type looked proud.

“Chimecho found a staff!” Chimecho announced, ringing his bell, and dropped a stout branch on James’ foot.

“Ow!”

Chimecho looked anxious. “Oops… Chimecho will make it better.”

His bell rang, and a Heal Bell pulsed out around them.

“Thank you, Chimecho,” James said, picking up the staff. “Hm… how does this look, Jessie? Might take a bit of work…”

Jessie examined it, and as she did Seviper scratched his head.

“You know, I could swear we’re supposed to be criminals of some sort.”

There’s no challenge when Ash Ketchum isn’t involved, Abra countered. Besides, we’ll be part of the plot during Sinnoh.

“I suppose you’re right,” Seviper agreed. “We’ll be doing a lot of plotting, trying to work out how to make sure that Cyrus guy stays off our turf.”

Yes, that’s exactly what I meant, Abra stated. Plotting in that sense.

There was a whoosh overhead, and Moltres came down to land next to them with a flutter of wings.

“Did you get that whole problem sorted out?” Dustox asked.

“Yes, finally,” Moltres said, nodding her head. “Told them three times that no, I’ve not been mindwiped, brainwashed or hypnotized. All the cool Legendaries are letting themselves be caught this decade anyway.”

Seviper chuckled.

“Besides, what self-respecting mind control artist would implant a memory of himself in a Moltres wingsuit?” Moltres added.

“…that is a sentence I did not realize I was going to hear,” Dustox said faintly.


“It’s good to see you,” Atsuko said, bowing slightly. “Thank you again for helping with this project.”

Todd smiled. “It’s all my pleasure – I think this is going to be a lovely piece of photojournalism. Though it certainly helps that I can do some work on the rest of the island as well.”

“Yes, Shikoku is a wonderful place,” Atsuko agreed, bowing to Sneasel as well as she began assembling the camera stand. “Are you ready?”

“I will be soon,” Todd answered. “You may as well call them now.”

Atsuko nodded her assent, and put her fingers into her mouth – then produced a piercing whistle.

There was a moment’s pause, and then nearly a dozen Eevee came tumbling out of one of the other rooms to surround Todd with a succession of happy yips.

Todd bent down, chuckling, and stroked the Evolution Pokémon with care – moving on from one to the next in quick succession. “They’re certainly energetic today!”

“They’re used to you, that’s why,” Atsuko told him with a chuckle. “Now now, boys and girls – settle down!”

She snapped her fingers sharply.

At the sound, the pile of Eevee stopped making quite so much noise, and slowly rearranged themselves into a line.

“That’s better,” the Trainer said, smiling, and patted the larger Eevee who’d slunk out of the same room. “Now, it’s time for today’s photos.”

Todd picked up the camera’s control – he didn’t need to look, he knew Sneasel had set it up properly – and waved for the first Eevee to step forwards. “Okay, Leo, you first.”

The young Eevee pranced forwards onto the white backing sheet, then sat down on his haunches and smiled up at the camera. It flashed, and he blinked – a little dazzled – then shook the stars out of his eyes and loped over to the other side of the room.

“Sagittaria,” Todd said next, and the second Eevee walked slowly up to the camera’s aiming area.

Another flash, and she was done for the day as well.

Next it was Pisci, then Scorp, then Aries. One by one, the Eevee were photographed – always on the same background, just as Todd had done the day before.

When Atsuko had asked for his help, he’d loved the idea instantly. Having picture journals for a whole extra-size family of Eevee, as they grew from barely hatched up to their adult forms – and whatever they evolved into – would be a lovely bit of visual art.

And, of course, they were all cute as a button when they wanted to be.


“I’m kind of surprised, actually,” Casey said, apropos of nothing obvious.

The Lucario walking alongside her paused. “You mean Pichu?”

“Yes, Pichu,” Casey confirmed. “I know that not all Pokémon are eager to evolve, but this seems… well, I didn’t realize it was something he wanted.”

“I do not think Pichu realized either, until recently,” Lucario replied.

They entered a lift, and Casey hit the button for the fourth floor.

“I was talking with him recently about how I felt when I evolved,” Lucario went on. “And he asked me some more questions, and… I think he made his decision later that night.”

“Okay,” Casey said. “That makes sense – and it’s not a permanent thing, either.”

The lift doors opened, and they walked out into the main floor.

“Huh,” the man behind the nearest counter said. “Don’t see Lucario often down in Kanto. What are you after?”

“An Everstone, please,” Casey answered. “I know you have evolutionary stones here – do you have Everstones as well?”

“We do, young lady,” the cashier confirmed. “Let’s see now… ah, here we go.”

The man straightened up, placing a small grey stone on the counter. “Here it is. That’ll be-”

“Hold on a moment,” someone said. “I think I remember you – Casey, right?”

Casey looked around. “Who said that – Falkner?”

The Flying-type gym leader waved. “Hey, long time no see. Heard you did pretty well at the Silver Conference.”

He offered his hand to Lucario, who took it and shook it.

“I see you’ve picked up a good team since we had our challenge battle,” he added. “Let me guess, all yellow and black?”

“It has sort of become my thing,” Casey agreed. “It’s nice to meet you again, Falkner. I’m flattered you remember me, actually.”

Falkner gave her a thumbs-up. “I try to remember people I do gym battles with. Though sometimes it’s just way too easy – I’m never going to forget that Raikou-”

“Ash’s one?” Casey interrupted.

“Probably,” Falkner agreed. “Sorry, don’t let me interrupt your shop – I just wanted to say hi.”

“That’s – oh, yeah, right!” Casey realized. “I was buying something…”

“Everstone,” the man on the counter hinted helpfully.

“That’s right,” Casey agreed. “Well – later, Falkner!”

The Gym Leader waved, heading off on his own shopping trip.

“You meet the strangest people in shops,” Lucario mused.


“Hmmm…” Tracey said, pencil flicking up and down. “So the horns are kind of… not straight, exactly, and there’s a glowing one interweaved with each of the matte cream ones…”

He looked up to his subject, then down at the paper, and altered his angle a little.

“And… okay, I’m going to have to do the colours in a second sitting, I think,” he admitted. “This one’s been going on for a long time already, sorry about that…”

One more check, and he drew in the last few spikes.

“I think this is the sketch phase done,” he said, putting down the mechanical pencil he’d been using. “So see how this looks, and then we can start working on the colouring.”

His subject lowered her hoof from the rocky outcrop she’d been using to pose, letting out a sigh of relief, and trotted over to look.

“This is… very impressive,” she said, bending down for a closer look. “I can see that your reputation is not unfounded in the least.”

“Thank you,” Tracey said, smiling a little.

It was nice to have a reputation for his art… even if it led to some very unusual conversations.

“I’m surprised, though,” she went on. “You didn’t draw in the outcrop.”

“That’s because of the angle I gave it here,” Tracey indicated, retracting the pencil lead and indicating sections of the drawing. “Since you’ve got no support here, then it looks like you’re just coming back down again after rearing up.”

He frowned. “I think another good trick to do would be to make sure the background’s appropriate – I’ll have to do a separate sheet blocking that out, I think, so there’s new growth coming through all around you at all distances.”

“You’d do that?” the Pokémon asked, surprised. “I suppose it would definitely add to the effect…”

“That’s why I’d do it,” Tracey explained. “It’s all about the proper look of the picture.”

“I can certainly see,” his subject agreed. “Well… if you don’t mind, it’s a little late, so would you mind continuing tomorrow?”

“Not at all,” Tracey confirmed.

The beautiful Pokémon he’d been talking to bowed, antlers glittering with multicoloured light, and then cantered off into the evening mist.

Tracey picked up his sketchbook. “Somehow… I’m sure Ash is to blame for this.”

He headed back to Oak’s lab, ready for a nice hot drink before bed.

“I never used to get sketch commissions from Xerneas…”


AN:


As per usual, an Ashes Nowhere To Be Found chapter to check in on everyone else.

It’s always interesting to see what people are doing, after all…






217. Battle Frontier 19


“You know…” Ash began, frowning. “It’s kind of odd to see you hanging around so closely.”

Ho-Oh did another orbit of the group. “I don’t see what’s odd about it. I’ve actually done this more than once.”

“Yeah, but… usually at several thousand feet,” Ash countered. “I think? I’m pretty sure I’d have noticed if you were down this low.”

“I have the distinct feeling that, were I to fly higher, I’d somehow manage to miss you stumbling into a crack in the living rock and facing off against Heatran.” Ho-Oh alighted on a tree branch, which creaked alarmingly. “What do you suggest?”

“Well… maybe that you don’t have to be out all the time?” Ash asked. “Or maybe you could fly alongside us without doing continuous circuits like that. It makes me think of a… Mandibuzz or something.”

“Well, I certainly would not want to seem like a Mandibuzz,” Ho-Oh mused. “While they are perfectly serviceable Pokémon, nevertheless they are-”

There was a creaking snap, and the tree caught fire.

Ho-Oh looked down. “Oh. Um… that was not what I was trying to do.”

As he took off, Manaphy waved both flippers. “I’ll help!”

He shot out a Water Gun, then gestured, and the Water Gun turned into a kind of thin sheet of water which slapped outwards at the blaze. There was a hiss of steam, which got most of it, and a second burst of water got the rest.

“I am very sorry about that,” Ho-Oh mumbled, alighting on the path this time. “That has not happened for years.”

“How many of those years have you spent sitting on trees?” Brock asked.

Ho-Oh considered that.

“You may have a point.”

His eyes fixed Ash with a glare. “But you had better call upon me if an actual problem comes up.”

Ash nodded, and Ho-Oh vanished with a flash of red light.

“So, where to now?” May asked. “I’m planning on another Contest in a few days, but I think we could fit in another gym for Max first.”

“No thanks,” Max said. “I’m kind of in the mood for relaxing today, after the whole superpowered artificial Pokémon thing.”

Dexter’s projector flared, producing a detailed 3D map of Kanto. Possible amusements include, but are not limited to, the following.

“Enjoying being a Porygon2?” Ash asked him.

I did not know it was possible to be this multithreaded, Dexter replied. It is an interesting feeling. It is roughly how I imagine it feels to be zen.

“This one looks good,” Brock said, pointing. “Pokémon Orienteering.”

“Sure, that – wait,” Max blinked. “Why is it Pokémon orienteering? What’s different from regular orienteering?”

“The Pokémon?” Brock suggested.

“I didn’t know that regular orienteering banned Pokémon,” May said. “Why would you even have that rule – and how could you enforce it?”

“Perhaps it simply means Pokémon can take part as well?” Lucario suggested. “That is, it’s something open to humans and Pokémon both.”

“I don’t buy it,” Blaziken replied. “IF it was a thing that was for humans and Pokémon, it’d just be ‘orienteering’. Orienteering for humans only should be called Human Orienteering.”

“He’s got a good point,” May mused.

“What was it?” Max asked, then checked Kris. “Oh, right. Does that mean there should be Orienteering, Human Orienteering and Pokémon Orienteering?”

“I don’t think the Joys are going to change the name of their organization to a Centre,” Brock said. “Remember, humans can get trauma care there too.”

“…let’s just go and ask,” Ash said. “How far is it?”

“It’s on an island,” May replied, pointing at Dexter’s hologram. “I think we can get a boat from here.”

“Why do we need to get a boat?” Ash asked. “That’s only half a mile…”

“Not everyone can walk on water,” Pikachu hinted. “Actually, very few people can. Those who do have a tendency to end up quite famous.”

“Well, I’ll just walk, and you guys can take the boat,” Ash decided.


“All right, everyone!” the organizer said. “Welcome to Pokémon Orienteering. Now, in a moment I’m going to be passing out maps of the island.”

Max raised his hand.

“I should remind everyone that this is quite a tricky course in some areas,” she went on. “There’s no shame in giving up, not if the alternative is getting hurt.”

May glanced down at her brother. “Having trouble down there?”

Max gave her a dirty look.

May winked, then raised her own hand. As she was considerably taller this worked better.

“Yes, miss?” the organizer said, pointing May out.

“Why’s it called Pokémon orienteering?” May said.

“Well… because you work with a Pokémon?” the organizer replied, a little blindsided. “I’m not sure why it matters.”

Lucario spoke up. “The reason for the confusion is a debate we had earlier, about whether it’s right that something involving only humans to be the default for a name, and what it would be correctly called if there was a form of orienteering that only Pokémon could participate in.”

“Yeah, what he said,” Max agreed.

The poor woman looked completely out of her depth.

“…I’m not sure?” she said. “How many of you are going to be taking part? Only I need to make sure we’ve got enough maps…”

Ash and Brock both nodded, and May answered for them. “Two.”

“Two, right,” the organizer confirmed, then blinked. “Wait. Isn’t that Ash Ketchum? What Pokémon are you going to be using? Mewtwo? Suicune?”

There was a brilliant white flash, one which a moment later was overlain by rainbows and the scent of saffron.

“Ho-Oh,” Ho-Oh said, wings flaring out as a shaft of sunlight illuminated him. Rainbow haloes flared from his iridescent wings, and the air itself seemed to be purer and cleaner.

He looked around at the awestruck reactions of the other players.

“That’s more like it…” he said quietly.


“Wonder how Ash and Brock are doing…” May mused, some minutes later.

“I’m sure they’re fine,” Max replied. “Okay, Ferris, fetch!”

He threw a nut, and Ferris went running after it with a happy clatter of steel feet.

“Who do you think you’d have used to get the stamps?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” May admitted. “Maybe Blaziken, if I was competitive about it.”

There was a crunch as Ferris ate the nut.

“Good work!” Max said. “Ready?”

Ferris nodded.

Max threw a bolt, and Ferris went galumphing off in the other direction after it.

“Are you sure those are healthy?” May asked.

“They’re stainless,” Max replied. “I’m pretty sure that means they’ve got chromium in them, and apparently that’s important for young Aron.”


“Okay, Geodude, I think the next stamp’s up there,” Brock said, indicating it. “Let’s see… can you do a balustrade this time?”

Geodude shot him a thumbs-up, and began gesturing. As he did so, the ground trembled, and mud oozed aside to reveal fresh rock.

Under Geodude’s control, the rocks punched upwards one at a time – the step forming first, then a blauster to each side, and finally a railing which connected the tops of the balusters to form a continuous thread.

“Bonus, no extra charge,” Geodude added, and the stairs began to move as if they were an escalator.

Brock stepped on, and was smoothly lifted to the stamp. “Nice work, Geodude. You’re getting pretty good at fine detail work.”

“I guess I’m just that cool,” Geodude chuckled. “Got it?”

“Just did,” Brock answered, replacing it for the next contestant. “Okay, two left.”

Geodude waved, and the stairs sank down into the ground once more. Brock rode them without any indication of discomfort, and began checking the map. “Let’s see… so that looks like it’s about three or four miles to the next one, which is basically due north.”

“Have fun with that,” Geodude stated.

“You’re going to need to come along as well,” Brock pointed out. “I’m pretty sure the rules say that the Pokémon you use is the one which is out during your attempt at the orienteering run, so if you were returned it would disqualify us.”

“Fine, then, let’s travel in style,” the Rock-type said. He made another gesture, and the ground began to churn. “I’ll just move this along, and we’ll ride the wave.”

Brock looked at it a little apprehensively, and then they were interrupted as a rainbow-winged Pokémon flew overhead.

Ho-Oh banked around, and alighted on the ground a little way off.

“That’s the place, correct?” Ho-Oh checked.

Ash looked at the map. “Uh… I think so?”

“You said that the last four times,” Ho-Oh said. “Right, that’s it. Put the map down, I’m reading it – you go get the stamp.”

Ash slid down Ho-Oh’s back, then noticed Brock. “Oh, huh. Hi Brock!”

“Hello, Ash,” Brock said. “Having trouble with the maps, I see.”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Ash agreed, as Ho-Oh used his beak to spear the map by one corner and began to examine it closely. “It’s easier when I know where I want to go, but…”

He tailed off.

“By the way,” Brock went on. “Where are Lucario and Pikachu?”

“I think they’re helping the organizer,” Ash answered vaguely. “I explained the thing with how Pikachu doesn’t like being Returned.”

He clambered up to the stamp, and after a moment of fiddling got his map marked. “Okay, that one’s done!”

“Good,” Ho-Oh declared. “I have identified our next port of call.”

He shook his head. “It is fortunate indeed that we do not give the Chosen One his marching orders by pointing at a map.”

“How would that even work, though?” Brock asked.

Ho-Oh shrugged. “It is also fortunate that we do not need to work out the details of such an implementation.”


“I think it’s going to take a while to get used to Ferris’ eating habits,” May mused. “I mean, normally when you get sweets for someone you don’t end up giving them the wrappers.”

“I’m pretty sure Aron eat normal food as well,” Max shrugged.

He spotted Brock, and waved. “Oh, hey! You’re back quick!”

“Geodude worked out a way to move really quickly,” Brock told them.

“Did you win?” May asked.

“No,” Brock replied, shaking his head. “The girl who won had a Kadabra. Her time was twelve seconds.”

“That… sounds like an oversight,” Max said.

“Yeah, no kidding…”

Brock looked up, shading his eyes. “Okay, it looks like Ash is nearly done, so we can move on then.”

“Sounds like a plan,” May agreed. “I need to find out if this is a Double Contest, so I know who to pick…”


“So, decided yet?” Max asked.

“Not really,” May replied, shrugging. “I’ve narrowed it down a bit, though.”

“May, the Contest is in half an hour,” Max pointed out. “I think you really need to make your choice pretty soon-”

He stopped. “Uh oh.”

“What?” May asked.

“May!” Harley’s voice called, answering her question. “It’s so nice to see you! And it looks like you’re on a diet – that’s great!”

“Yep,” May agreed brightly. “I decided it was a good idea to eat the same kind of high-energy food as my Pokémon do, because I’ve been doing a lot of martial arts lately and it’s been burning off a lot of energy.”

Harley looked thrown off for a moment, then smiled. “Great, good to hear it. I mean, you don’t need to look pretty – that’s just a stereotype.”

“Well, yeah, beauty is basically related to makeup in modern perception,” May mused. “My face structure is basically out of my control so long as I keep brushing my teeth, and apart from that there’s not much that people are going to mind about.”

Looking a little irritated, Harley shrugged. “Well, I’m glad you’re putting so much thought into it,” he said. “It’s good to see people who are getting ready for a Contest can spare so much time to think about other things without compromising their ability to perform.”

“I guess I’m just that talented,” May grinned.

Harley left in a bit of a huff.

“…May?” Max said. “What just happened?”

“It’s actually a trick for picking up girls,” Brock told them. “Turned to evil.”

He shrugged. “Mind you, it’s pretty nasty already. I never did it.”

“Yeah, you were the kind of person to just grab their ankle and be dragged along,” Max muttered.

May grinned at both of them. “Yeah, that felt pretty good. I love it when he can see he’s not getting to me.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Max decided. “And I guess it’s more satisfying than beating him in the Contest.”

“Can’t I do both?” May asked.

Then she stopped. “Wait. Did you hear that?”

“I did!” Manaphy announced. “Mama, your bag’s beeping!”

May exchanged a glance with her friends, then shrugged her bag off and opened the top. Taking out the egg canister – and silencing the alarm that the egg was about to hatch – she opened the top.

“I wonder what it’s going to be…” she said, looking at the yellow colouring.

“Sorry I’m late,” Ash apologized. “I was-”

He spotted the egg beginning to glow, and stopped.

The glow brightened-

-then the entire egg seemed to just vanish, all at once.

“…huh?” Manaphy said, puzzled. “How often does that happen?”

“I’ve never seen it happen before,” May replied. “What just…”

“Down here!” called a quiet voice.

They looked closer.

“Huh,” Ash observed. “That’s one small Joltik.”

May squinted, then brightened. “Oh, yeah – there you are!”

She reached in, and there was a frzzt and her hair poofed out in all directions.

“…damn it, Absol…” she said.

“Sorry!” Joltik said, sounding like she was shouting to be heard. “Are you okay?”

“I’ll be fine,” May answered. “I just need a few minutes with a lightning rod…”


“Your tail is tasty,” Joltik announced.

Pikachu examined the flat tip of the tail in question, spotting the little Bug-type near one corner. “I hope you’re not eating it.”

“Not the fur…” Joltik began. “But you’ve got loads of electricity!”

“Just don’t take too much,” Pikachu advised.

He turned back to the floor just as one of the first Coordinators left the floor – someone with a Spheal and a Dewgong, who’d done a nice little juggling demonstration.

“I don’t know about you…” Brock began. “But that seems kind of like it would be a good sport. It’d probably take more Dewgong, though.”

“Pokémon Volleyball?” Ash suggested.

“Oh, don’t start this again,” Max groaned.

“Well, it would involve only Pokémon…”

“Next up!” Nurse Joy announced. “A veteran Coordinator from Hoenn, please welcome Harley!”

“Wonder who he’s using today,” Max pondered. “I don’t think we’ve seen him in a Contest for a while, so he could have gotten a new Pokémon or two.”

“You’re probably right,” Brock agreed, as Harley strode out onto the floor.

“Excuse me?” someone asked.

Brock looked over to his side, seeing another spectator.

“I was wondering,” the spectator said. “It sounds like you know this trainer?”

“Yeah, we’ve met him a few times,” Brock agreed. “Why?”

“Well… why is he dressed like a Cacturne?”

Brock looked at Harley again, noticing he was – indeed – still wearing the Cacturne costume. “I… honestly, I don’t know. Cacturne is one of his Pokémon, but I don’t know why he always wears it.”

There was a bright flash as the seals on Harley’s Pokéballs activated, producing a cloud of smoke which was swept away a moment later.

“Ariados!” Harley instructed. “Sticky Web! Octillery, open fire!”

The two Pokémon began to move almost at once, with Ariados firing a blob of sticky webbing-material and Octillery shooting a Fire Blast at it. The two moves collided in mid-air, and the Sticky Web had just enough time to trigger before it was consumed – producing a momentary web-shaped flash of flame, then nothing.

“Now, water!” Harley said.

Ariados spun around with a clickety-click of spider feet, and fired in the other direction. His partner reacted quickly, turning his head upside down and shooting this web with an Octazooka.

The result was completely different, as the Sticky Web captured the compressed water of the Octazooka and the resulting water-balloon bounced off the Contest hall wall.

Octillery hit it with a Water Gun, bursting it into a shower which rained down on both Pokémon, and then Ariados fired out three Sticky Web attacks in quick succession.

The red cephalopod was a blur as he fired on Sticky Web after Sticky Web – catching every last one Ariados launched, though a couple of them were close. Some of the results were beautiful and startling, like the Sticky Web fusillade which were hit by an Ice Beam and turned into giant, delicate snowflake-like constructs that floated down through the air.

Then Ariados scuttled to one side, getting ready for the finale.

“Launch!” Harley instructed.

Octillery faced down, and used Hydro Pump. The blast of water rocketed him into the air, and covered the floor in water – water which Octillery then froze with an Ice Beam.

Twisting in mid-air, Octillery fired a dozen Bullet Seeds – each one smashing one of the icy webs – and fell back to the floor, landing on a cushion of webbing that Ariados had quickly fabricated for him.

Using lines of String Shot to warp across the ice, Ariados slid into position next to his teammate, and both posed at once.


“Well, you’ve got to admit, there’s a reason he’s one of May’s rivals,” Brock noted. “That was a pretty impressive display – especially if those two Pokémon are new.”

“Yeah, I think it was,” Max agreed. “Which just means it’s more impressive if May beats him.”

“So, what do you think of that?” Brock asked, looking over to Pikachu’s tail. “I think you haven’t seen a Contest before, and that was a Bug type there.”

“That was pretty cool,” Joltik agreed. “I wonder if I’ll be able to do that with webs? I think I heard of a move called Electroweb?”

“Actually, I know that one,” Pikachu told her. “I could probably help you learn it. But it’s not very safe to use on most Water types.”

Joltik considered that.

“Oh, it looks like May’s on next,” Ash pointed. “I wonder what this routine’s going to be…”

“And can everyone please welcome May Maple!” the announcer echoed. “Miss Maple’s been a sensation in Hoenn, and she’s certainly demonstrated that same talent in Kanto so far!”

May did a bow, dressed in a practical-looking gi, and the announcer continued.

“Her distinctive style often mixes her into the routines of her Pokémon, so let’s see what she’s got for us today!”


“Well, they’re not wrong,” May admitted.

She took both Pokéballs, and threw them at once – one in front of her, the other into the air.

The one near the ground burst first, in a crackle of flames and a cloud of smoke – both resulting from the seals May had fitted on the Pokéball, and drawing the attention of the entire crowd.

Blaziken stepped out of the smoke, and took three steps closer to her. His arms went to his side, and he bowed to May – a bow which May returned, careful and graceful.

Then Blaziken turned to the side, and demonstrated a simple punch. Claws rolled up, thumb outside the fingers, putting the whole body into it.

May turned as well, and copied him. She froze at full extension, and Blaziken corrected her a little.

The crowd was hushed, wondering what the trick was, as May copied the punch again – this time getting a nod.

Then Blaziken stepped two paces further back, and took a more fluid stance. He punched low, high, and then did a sweeping kick, and as he did there was a sudden flicker of white-blue movement – the form of an Altaria appearing, following the arc of his kick for just a moment before disappearing.

Rising back to his feet, Blaziken invited May to do the same.

May tried, but her foot slipped as she went for the spin. No Altaria appeared, and Blaziken helped her back up before demonstrating for a second time.

This time there was no mistaking it, as the translucent form of an Altaria appeared on the outside edge of Blaziken’s strike.

May took a deep breath, and repeated the combination. This time she got it right, and Altaria appeared for her as well.

A soft, singing note resonated into the air, fading after a moment but not quite going away.


“How’s she doing that?” Max asked. “I get she’s using Altaria, but…”

He glanced at Ash. “Actually, where is Altaria?”

“Hiding up above the stage lights,” Ash answered. “I think it’s Double Team.”

As they spoke, Blaziken and May began doing their moves side by side, an increasingly complex kata of martial arts moves. Every third or fourth strike invoked Altaria again, and the Dragon-type timed his Double Team attacks perfectly to keep up the illusion.

With each strike, each combination, the singing notes grew. What had been a single note began to rise into a full scale, and they accentuated the kata as it developed more and more ornate moves. A rising strike was met with a swiftly-piped ascending scale, and then a moment later Blaziken and May both did a two-handed block which briefly meant there were four Altaria illusions at once.


May did a rising forehand block, copying Blaziken a few feet to her front-left. Before it had even reached full extension, both of them took another step and used the movement to power a second rising block with the other arm.

Instead of doing a third, however, Blaizken spun around and faced her. May continued her kata, and now Blaziken was fitting into it with great care – using his own greater skill to correct for any imperfections in her performance and make it look natural.

The two traded three combinations of blows, all of them blocked and with illusory Altaria flicking around them in all directions, and then Blaziken reached down and formed a stirrup with his hands.

May stepped into it, and Blaziken launched her into the air – and the song, which had been building to a crescendo, suddenly went completely silent.

There were gasps, gasps which May noticed but didn’t let distract her.

She brought her hands together in front of her, clasped them at the apex of her rise, and brought them to her chest-

-and there was a bright flash of golden light, accompanied by a cloud of smoke and a burst of pure, sweet song.

A moment later, Mega Altaria flew out of the cloud, with May safely on his back.


“Oh, and a wonderful finisher from miss Maple there!” the announcer said. “That’s a very well timed Mega Evolution, along with another demonstration of her trademark – getting right in with her Pokémon and performing alongside them!”

“Wooow…” Joltik gaped. “That was so cool!”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, May’s pretty good at that kind of thing. And she’s been doing that martial arts training for a while, so it’s good to see that.”

“It’s also a big difference from when Swablu first evolved into Altaria,” Brock pointed out, as May landed again and she and her Pokémon took a bow. “May’s become a lot more confident – I can’t actually remember the last time she used her harness, either.”

“So… if May flies on Altaria a thousand feet in the sky, is that like me sitting on her head?”

Brock did the mental math. “I… actually think it might be fairly close…”

“Hmmm…” Joltik buzzed. “It’s an interesting question whether an experience like flight can be simulated by mere relative altitude.”


“Okay, I think that went really well,” May said, once they were backstage again. “I hope we’ll get through into the battle section.”

She glanced between them. “You know what I mentioned?”

“Yep!” Altaria agreed. “Watch out for Ice attacks, and Blaziken’s supposed to set me on fire if that happens.”

“It does sound odd, now we say it out loud,” Blaziken said simply.

“Well, it’s not just that,” May clarified. “But yes.”

“Sometimes I think our strategies have become odder than before from exposure to Ash,” Blaziken added. “Bit hard to test, though.”

“Maybe,” May agreed. “Who knows.”

She considered for a moment, then nodded to Altaria. “I don’t know if you’ll need to Mega Evolve, but if you do – let me know and I’ll sort it out.”

Altaria’s wing patted his Mega Stone for a moment, and he nodded firmly.

“Right!” May said, giving them both a thumbs-up. “Let’s go!”


“So… May Maple,” Harley said, hands on his hips. “We meet again.”

“We met half an hour ago,” May pointed out.

“We’re still meeting again,” Harley countered. “This is a challenge!”

He sent out his Pokémon, and Ariados scuttled back to stand next to him as Octillery squished forwards. “Now, let us begin!”

“It sounds like there’s a grudge match in the offing,” Nurse Joy said, interested.

“What’s an offing?” Contesta asked.

“It’s like an itinerary,” Joy answered. “You know. Something that’s going to happen.”

They were interrupted by a brilliant flash of flame and smoke as Blaziken came out of his Pokéball.

“Sorry!” May called. “I, uh, forgot to take off the seals…”

“Hm,” Harley said, shaking his head. “A beginner’s error.”

“Yep, I guess I still forget sometimes,” May admitted readily. “It happens to everyone.”

“All right!” Joy instructed. “Begin!”

“String Shot!” Harley called.

Ariados fired out a pair of String Shots, one from either side of his body, and the sticky threads stuck to two of Octillery’s tentacles.

Blaziken came running in, doing a handspring and flexing his body into an arc, and then tried to use the straightening movement as a spring to launch Octillery into the air. By the time he was ready, however, Octillery used Hydro Pump – launching himself into the air, his flight controlled by the two String Shots Ariados had attached to him.

The Bug-type was already moving fast, scuttling around the edge of the arena, and pulling alternately on one string or the other to alter where Octillery was at the same time as Octillery was using his watery rocket propulsion to move.

“Blaze Kick!” May instructed. “Cut the cables!”

Blaziken rolled forwards, swinging his legs around in an arc as he fired off his Blaze Kick. It blurred through the threads without any noticeable resistance, but Ariados was already launching new ones before he’d even contacted the old ones – and so Octillery’s flight was under control again in less than a second.

The squishy Water-type took the opportunity to retarget and switch to Octazooka, and a blast of water went straight at Blaziken – with Ariados hauling on his String Shot cables to keep Octillery from blasting off and out of the arena entirely.

Blaziken raised his arms, ready to block, and then a blur of blue and white intercepted the attack. Altaria came swooping down to take position between Octillery and Blaziken, leaving the odd image of all four Pokémon in what amounted to a straight line.

“Aurora Beam!” Harley instructed.

Everything happened very fast.

Octillery switched modes to Aurora Beam, and sent a multicoloured salvo of icy energy flicking towards his dripping wet opponent as Altaria began to hum. Then Blaziken got involved, sweeping his leg around and kicking a spike of flame off it towards Altaria, and the Ice attack and the Fire attack engulfed Altaria completely in a sudden explosion of steam and mist.

Not stopping, Blaziken swept around the rest of the way, and his foot contacted the string shots – but this time, instead of burning through them, he just touched them. The sticky material stuck to his leg, and he spun – the force pulling Octillery forwards violently, making him stop his Aurora Beam attack out of surprise.

A brilliant golden light flashed inside the cloud, and Mega Altaria burst out. He swept his wings around to clear some of the mist, and his song turned into a shriek – one which took on physical force, forming a glittering wave of sparkling pink and blue motes which hit Octillery just as the Water-type was about to impact with him.

After that burst of activity, there was a still silence for a moment – one interrupted only by the splat Octillery made against the far wall.

“…I’m not sure what to say,” Joy admitted. “You two?”

“Remarkable?” Sukizo suggested.

“That sounds about right.”


“So that was a Contest,” Joltik said, some time later. “Um… hold on a moment… May? Can you put your hand somewhere I can climb across, please?”

May smiled, and picked Joltik off Pikachu’s tail. “You’re right,” she said. “That was a Contest. What did you think?”

“Well… I think the bit with the Octillery and the Ariados was probably the most interesting part, from the battles…” the Electric-type said.

“Yes, that’s how it usually works,” Grumpig agreed, inspecting a patterned fan.

“It is?” Manaphy asked. “What is?”

“When there’s either Drew or Harley present, that becomes the most important one-on-one of the Contest,” the psi-pig explained. “It’s just how Rivalries work.”

He folded the fan in again with a dramatic snap. “I’ve been reading some fascinating articles Golduck recommended to me about it. He says a good Psychic type should try to be enigmatic.”

“But Golduck isn’t a Psychic type,” Brock pointed out.

Grumpig shrugged. “Do you want to tell him?”

“Good point,” Brock agreed. “Objection withdrawn.”

“…uh, I have a question?” Joltik went on. “Do you mind if I just stay up here for now?”

“On my shoulder?” May checked. “Sure – go ahead!”

“Thank you,” Joltik said.

“I think maybe Joltik needs to take some lessons in projecting her voice,” Ash suggested. “I keep having trouble hearing her.”

“I think that’s just a size thing.”


Dawn yawned, rolling over in her bed to check the clock.

It was pretty early, but she wouldn’t have time to properly fall back to sleep before it was time to get up.

“Right,” she said, with another yawn. “Okay, I guess I should get dressed…”

She sat up, and was about to change out of her nightclothes when she spotted something.

“…wait…” she began, confused. “Pachirisu? Buneary?”

The two named Pokémon shifted, and Buneary yawned – using her ear to cover her mouth as she let loose a jaw-cracking yaaaawn.

She blinked, shaking her head, and twitched her whiskers interrogatively at Dawn.

“Was that there last night?” Dawn asked, pointing.

Buneary followed her pointing finger, looked, and did a double-take.

On Dawn’s desk, nearly contained in a nest of branches and soft leaves, was a dark blue Pokémon egg with four large red spots around the middle. From her angle, Dawn couldn’t quite see, but she was sure there was a cream pattern on the lower half.

“…okay, this is getting silly,” she announced, and Piplup grumbled in his own bed as her voice woke him. “What’s a Cyndaquil egg doing in my room?”

Pachirisu shrugged, and went off to go get breakfast.

“Okay, what time is Ash going to be available…” Dawn mused. “It’s going to be a few hours at least, I guess.”

She leaned out the door of her room. “Mom?”

“Yes, dear?” Johanna asked, voice floating up from the kitchen. “You’re up early!”

“I didn’t think it was by much,” Dawn replied. “Anyway – that’s not important at the moment. I just need to check, did you leave an egg in my room?”

There was a clatter.

“Mom?” Dawn said, worried.

“Don’t worry, dear, I just dropped the spatula,” Johanna replied. “I know it’s been a bit odd how all your Pokémon keep turning up, but – this is one of your Pokémon, right?”

“Theoretically,” Dawn replied. “Like I said, it’s an egg.”

Dawn listened to the silence for several seconds.

“Okay, I’ll just assume it makes sense,” Johanna decided. “Should I go and get a proper egg canister for it?”

“I’m not sure,” Dawn admitted. “It depends how soon Ash is available – if he’ll be along today it doesn’t seem worth it. But if the Legendary Beasts and Latios and Latias are busy, it might be a few days.”

“All right, dear,” Johanna replied. “I’ll assume-”

“Wait, I forgot, Pidgeot too,” Dawn corrected.

Johanna started laughing.


Ash nodded. “Okay, I understand… right. Should be there soon, Dawn.”

“Another one of her Pokémon?” Brock asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed.

“Which one is it this time?” Pikachu said. “Not Buizel or Ambipom, right?”

“Quilava, we think,” Ash told them.

“…isn’t she an egg?”

“Didn’t stop me,” Lucario pointed out.

“Yeah, but that was a one-off thing and probably involved pure luck,” Pikachu dismissed. “This is freakish coincidence. What happened?”

“Apparently it appeared in her room overnight,” Ash said, already frowning. “Hmmm… I don’t think Ho-Oh is supersonic…”

The Storm’s End exploded out of his Pokéball.

“Try me,” Ho-Oh invited.

“…what, really?” Brock asked. “But you’re clearly not built for supersonic flight.”

“Several members of Ash’s team aren’t built for flight at all,” Ho-Oh dismissed. “More seriously, I have been preparing for this.”

He cleared his throat. “I,” he began, “have been reading engineering magazines.”

“Wait,” Brock said slowly. “What kind of engineering magazines?”

“Aviation, of course,” Ho-Oh answered. “Have you ever heard of a ramjet?”

Lucario immediately raised his paw.

“How safe is this for Ash to be involved with?” he asked.

“… quite?” Ho-Oh tried. “I have done several test runs. The most recent two did not involve any dangerously high temperatures in the passenger area.”

“I… think I might ask Latios for a ride,” Ash said. “But you can certainly come along.”

“I’ll have to be content with that, I suppose,” Ho-Oh decided.


“Can I just check, dear?” Johanna asked. “How many Pokémon did you have?”

“…well…” Dawn began, adjusting the blankets over the egg. “If this is Quilava, then he’s the last one who is, or will be, one I got, myself. There’s also an Ambipom who Ash caught, a Buizel I traded to him for Ambipom, and a Togekiss I got from Princess Salvia.”

“Yes, silly me,” Johanna agreed.

She leaned back a little as Glameow jumped onto the table, then shrugged. “I sometimes think you’re being so casual about that partly to see my reaction.”

Dawn smiled. “Well, maybe there’s a bit of that.”

“And I’m sure you enjoy the result,” her mother countered. “Well, that’s fine.”

She looked out the window. “How do you think Ash is going to arrive?”

“I think we can narrow it down to Suicune, Pidgeot, Mega Latias or Mega Latios,” Dawn said. “They’re the ones who can control the wind. If he’d had Mewtwo to teleport him he’d already be here, though.”

“Why does the wind matter?” Johanna asked, then held up a hand. “Wait, I think I’ve worked it out. It’s because Pokémon don’t have windshields?”

“Well, Mega Latias and Mega Latios have windshields, but yeah,” Dawn confirmed.

“So-”

Johanna stopped. “Do you hear that?”

Buneary stretched out her ear to listen as well, and nodded, as did her trainer. Glameow, deciding she didn’t like where this was going, dove off the table and stuffed her head under a cushion.

The sound got louder very quickly. It was a terrific shrieking roar – almost like the sound of a fire at full blaze, but far higher and louder at the same time. Then it crescendoed with a bang that rattled the windows, dropping as it did to a lower register, and faded away.

Dawn looked out the window.

“Huh,” she said. “Ash is here.”

“I guessed,” her mother replied tartly. “What was that awful noise?”


“It is a work in progress,” Ho-Oh admitted, as the last wisps of his jet boost faded away. “I remain baffled by the baffling.”

“Yes, it was pretty loud,” Latios agreed, as he transitioned down from Mega. “Well, during the times we weren’t supersonic, though I bet it was loud then too.”

Ho-Oh nodded, and they began to drift towards the ground – Ho-Oh making wide, swooping circles, and Latios just dropping straight downwards.

“Do you have any thoughts, Ash?” Ho-Oh tried.

“Well…” Ash frowned, thinking. “I didn’t see a huge amount of it when the jet was running, but I think the problem was probably how much fire you were using. That and doing it close to the ground.”

He waved his hands. “If you do it up high, you shouldn’t have the same problems with noise, and I guess… well, maybe that the hot air from your fires should be acting as a sound deflector.”

“I will certainly think on it,” Ho-Oh decided, backwinging once and landing neatly on the grass.

As Ash slid off Latios’ back, the door to Dawn’s house opened.

“Hi, Ash!” Dawn waved. “I didn’t realize you were going to bring Ho-Oh.”

“Ho-Oh decided to stick around until something violent and dangerous happened,” Ash said. “I think?”

“I’ve decided to stick around until something happens which justifies my sticking around,” Ho-Oh clarified. “And I will be the judge of that.”

“It was the Mirage Pokémon thing,” Ash clarified.

“That, right, you said,” Dawn realized. “Hey, I think Barry might just have noticed the Legendary Pokémon standing on his lawn.”

Ho-Oh tilted his head, puzzled, then looked to one side.

“…there appears to be a blond boy standing by my leg, and attempting to resonate.”

“Let’s just go sort this out?” Ash suggested.

“Right,” Dawn agreed.

“You’re one of Ash’s Pokémon, right?” Barry asked. “Both of you? That’s so cool! I heard online that Ash Ketchum is supposed to be the person with the most Legendaries in the world. Is that accurate? I looked on encyclopedia sites but they said you were Citation Needed and I wasn’t sure what that meant for the whole idea of Ash having so many Legendary Pokémon.”

Ho-Oh shot a helpless glance at Latios. “Was he always like this?” he asked, sticking to pure Pokémon-speech.

“Ahem,” Latios countered, doing the same. “How would I know?”

“…oh, right,” Ho-Oh said. “My apologies, Latios. I forgot.”

“It’s okay,” Latios assured him. “But my guess is that he was not quite this extreme.”


“Yep, that’s Cyndaquil – Quilava, sorry,” Ash corrected himself. “After so long seeing him as a Cyndaquil, it’s hard sometimes – I know I saw him in Unova, but…”

“At the moment he’s an egg,” Pikachu pointed out. “So he’s not Cyndaquil or Quilava.”

“Well, yeah, but you know what I mean,” Ash replied.

“So… how does this work?” Johanna asked. “You touch them, and they get their memories?”

“That’s… about as much as I’ve needed to understand about it,” Ash replied. “I mean, it’s a lot more complicated, but I understand how to do it and roughly what it does. So that’s about all I need.”

He reached out a hand, and touched the egg.

Both the Berlitzes watched as a white light suffused the egg – and, when it faded, Dawn’s Quilava stood there.

He rolled his neck, and looked around. “Time travel,” he stated. “So this is what it’s like to participate.”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Ash agreed.

“That’s new,” the Fire-type noted. “Can Dawn do that as well?”

“Not yet,” Ash told him.

“Good to have you back,” Buneary said, proffering a paw for Quilava to shake. He did so, then extended the same courtesy to Pachirisu.

“We’ll have to tell you all about it,” Buneary added. “It’s a pretty long story, but an interesting one-”

There was a fwap as Piplup landed on the table.

“Quilava,” he said, simply. “I take it you’ve not forgotten our argument?”

“What argument?” Quilava countered. “If this is about that ridiculous pronouncement on architectural merit, then you’re not going to find a sympathetic ear here!”

Piplup put his flippers on his hips. “I don’t think you appreciated my point – of course a colonnade can be impressive, and I don’t think anyone’s ever argued otherwise. But non-structural columns, added because they look cool, is outside the bounds of good taste. It’s tacky, is what it is.”

Quilava reared up, glaring across at Piplup. “Elitism doesn’t help your case, you know.”

As the argument picked up steam, Buneary sighed. “Here we go again…”

“It’s been months by Piplup’s clock,” Pachirisu marvelled. “How did he remember what they were talking about right before time went screwy?”

“Oh, you two…” Dawn sighed. “Sorry, Mom, I forgot these two had a bit of a problem with one another. They’re always arguing about something, but I’ve never understood what got them so riled up.”

“Architecture, apparently,” Ash said.

Dawn blinked. “…huh. Wouldn’t have taken either of them for construction critics.”

“It was movies the week before, and topiary two weeks before that,” Buneary informed anyone who could understand her. “I think they just enjoy it by now.”


“It kind of sucks that we just see one another when I have to come up and remind one of your Pokémon,” Ash said, some minutes later. “It’s great that you have most of your team already, though.”

“Yeah, I agree,” Dawn smiled, giving Quilava another fond look. “I’m just trying to work out how – if – Togekiss is going to show up too.”

She shrugged. “Well, that’s going to matter when it matters.”

Ash nodded.

“Oh,” he added. “I know Suicune said she’d be showing up every so often – how’s that going?”

“It’s a help,” Dawn agreed. “She’s been trying to help with the Aura thing, and it’s kind of slow going – I can understand her when she doesn’t use much Aura, but not when she doesn’t use any, and the rest of my Pokémon aren’t any more understandable.”

“It’ll come,” Ash assured her. “It took me a week of training, and then a bit longer before I first understood Pikachu.”

Johanna frowned. “That… doesn’t sound like a long time.”

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, but I spent the entire week – without sleeping – learning about Aura. That’s… at least a hundred hours.”

“And I am sure that most people would have taken at least ten,” Pikachu said, deadpan.

“Hey!” Ash laughed.

“All right, Ash,” Dawn told him, smiling. “I’ll keep working on it. I’m looking forward to being able to discuss things with Piplup and the others.”

Ash waved, then turned to Latios and Ho-Oh.

“…are you giving autographs?”

“Please save us from him,” Latios pleaded. “He does not stop talking.”


“I have made a decision,” Ferris announced.

“You have?” Brock asked. “What might that be, then?”

“I have heard about this Pokémon Battle thing, and I have decided it is an honourable thing. I would like to train to headbutt things for a living.”

Max started to snigger. “That’s… a unique way of putting it?”

“I like it,” Cinder supplied. “Nice and straightforward.”

“True,” Max agreed.

He looked over at his sister, where Grumpig, Wartortle and Manaphy were discussing how to use manipulation of water in a battle or a contest.

“So… let’s see,” he said, opening Kris to check his facts. “Right. Aron are mostly very physical Pokémon, so the big problem is probably going to be being able to get up close to an opponent.”

He glanced down to make sure Ferris was following along, and clarified further. “The problem is what to do if your opponent doesn’t want to stand still for long enough for you to flatten them. So we’re going to want to work on speed.”

“Right,” Brock agreed. “That sounds about right to me. There’s a move called Rock Polish which really helps Rock types get a lot faster than they’re supposed to be, so that could be something to work on.”

Ferris nodded seriously.

“Actually, I don’t think I really know your moves yet,” Max frowned. “Maybe you should have a practice battle?”

He thought for a moment.

“Hey, Roland?” he asked.

The Kirlia promptly came out of his Pokéball. “Yes?”

“I was wondering if you’d like to do a quick demonstration with Ferris, so we can see what moves he already knows,” Max explained.

“Sure, sounds good,” Roland agreed.

He took a stance, and bowed. Ferris tilted his head, then nodded back.

“Okay, Roland, just tag Ferris to show he’s been hit – nothing dangerous,” Max said. “And Ferris, don’t hit Roland too hard either, if you do get a chance.”

Ferris nodded again, crouching down a little.

Then he clattered forwards, aiming a Headbutt at Roland.

The Kirlia flicked a foot or two away, dodging out from in front of Ferris’ forehead.

“That’s not bad, actually,” he said. “I can just teleport, but with other Pokémon you want to try and make it so they can’t escape successfully. Even if they have time to notice, they might not have time to get out of the way.”

Ferris took that in. “That is smart.”

“Well, I got a lot of it from Blaziken,” Roland admitted. “He talks a lot about no-escape zone theory.”

“Want another go?” Max asked. “If you’ve got a more unusual move, give it a go.”

The Aron took a step back, claw scraping on the ground, then suddenly blasted forwards in a corona of yellow and purple flames.

The sight so startled Roland that he forgot to teleport away, but the attack just hit him with a bonk sound and no visible effect.

Ferris bounced off, rolling over onto his back, and looked a little annoyed before managing to flip back onto his front again.

“What happened?” Max asked. “Wait… was that Dragon Rush?”

“Suddenly I’m glad I hadn’t decided to evolve just yet,” Roland noted.

“That’s a pretty cool Egg Move,” Max grinned, tapping Ferris affectionately on the cephalon. “And it’ll be a good surprise against Pokémon who are expecting to have an easy time with you.”

Ferris nodded, and then they were interrupted as Brock pointed.

“I think that’s Ho-Oh,” he said.

“How can you tell?” Max asked.

“No, wait, let me guess,” Cinder called. “It’s the flames.”

“That does help,” Brock agreed. “Okay, looks like we can get moving again after Ash gets back – and we can discuss what Ferris should learn first.”


AN:


So that’s what that other egg was.

Also, another Contest for May (feat. Martial Arts), and some Dawn stuff. And a certain overprotective Legendary.

Incidentally, I do hope the more “OC” of the characters I’ve used in this fic (including the most recent two) integrate well.






218. Battle Frontier 20


“Okay,” said the commander. “Remember – this has to be quick. They’re resourceful trainers, and we don’t want to know what they’ll do if we give them time.”

He indicated one of the others, a Second Mate. “Your job is to grab that Manaphy and get it back to the base.”

“Sir,” the Second Mate in question nodded.

“And be quick about it!” the commander stressed. “It’ll wear off at some point, and you don’t want to end up trying to work out how to fly like a Salamence.”

The Second Mate winced at the thought. “Yes, sir.”

“Good,” his superior nodded. “Now, get ready for the strike.”

He turned to the other member of their team. “Ready, gunner?”

“All set, sir!” the gunner saluted, putting away the last of six identical Pokéballs. “They all know their duty!”

“Right,” the commander mused, then sent out his own Pokémon – a Slowbro, a Hitmonchan and a translucent Frillish.

“Remember, it’s the moment they come over the hill,” the commander said. “We can’t take the chance of being seen.”

A pause.

“Now!”

The gunner swept his hand down, and all six Dunsparce launched off well-synchronized Blizzard attacks which rushed forwards like an avalanche.

Every single one of the Normal-type Pokémon had been picked as one capable of the ability Serene Grace, and the resultant wave of icy, snowy air swept over their targets. Ice formed instantly, trapping them, and freezing that annoying Water-type Legendary solid – where he couldn’t melt into water or use his attack.

“Go!” the commander ordered, and his Second Mate’s Salamence came charging forwards.

Then things went horribly, horribly wrong.

One of the icy sculptures began to glow from the inside, a brilliant rose-red light which shimmered like a truncated rainbow as it refracted through the ice.

Then there was an explosion of steam, and ice, and dribbles of hot water which landed all over the area.

Ho-Oh swept his wings back down, completing the wingbeat he’d been halfway through when the ice wave came.

“I am not amused,” he declared, voice smouldering like a coal fire, and the flames that had been curling around the edges of his feathers lit up again in full blaze. The rose-red curls of his Sacred Fire engulfed him, obscuring his form’s details.

Golden light outlined the silhouette of Ho-Oh, hard to look at, and a screaming sketch-drawing of a bird flashed out from him into the air. The Sky Attack turned once, doing a backflip, then drove in on Salamence and rammed it to the ground.

“Stop that Pokémon!” the commander called.

His Pokémon looked at him like he was completely mad. Except Slowbro, who just began scratching her head.

“I said stop it!” the commander demanded.

Hitmonchan elected to Return himself instead, vanishing in a red flash of light.

While the commander tried to argue with his Frillish, Ho-Oh’s blazing flame built up. It flicked outwards in a pulse of warm, dry, summery heat, and the rest of the ice began to melt as well.

“Fine!” the pirate said, snatching something from his bag and hurling it at Ho-Oh.

Frillish returned himself as well, and Slowbro turned to look at her trainer like he was completely mad.

The object, a small purple ball, bounced off Ho-Oh’s rose-enshrouded breast. It summarily refused to trigger, hitting the floor with a thump just a moment before Ho-Oh completely obliterated it with a tongue of flame.

“Why-” the commander began, then shook his head. “It doesn’t matter! Second Mate, Salamence, get that Manaphy!”

The Second Mate jumped into the air and fell over, and his Salamence tripped over his own tail.

“Fire two!” the gunner said, and this time three of the Dunsparce complied with the order. They sent forth a wave of icy air, one which slapped into Ho-Oh’s Sacred Fire. It melted instantly, sending a drizzle of water sprinkling over the still half-frozen form of Lucario – who was starting to use precise Aura strikes to break out of his imprisonment.

Then Ho-Oh’s flames were snuffed out in an instant, as if he had turned them off like a switch. His wings swept back, and he unleashed a mighty tornado of wind which sent the whole of the snatch team flying into the distance.


“Nice work,” Pikachu said. “It may not have been Team Rocket, but that was definitely a Blast Off.”

“Ah, I see,” Ho-Oh nodded, the rose-and-saffron scent of his smoke drifting from his feathers. “I had heard of it, and I suppose that it is a useful skill.”

“Was that a Master Ball that you just blew up?” Brock asked. “It looked like one.”

“Perhaps it was,” Ho-Oh agreed.

“Wow,” Manaphy said, shaking off the last of the effects of the cold. “So that’s why Legendaries let themselves be caught!”

“That is, indeed, the intent.”

“What attacked us?” Ash asked. “Sorry, I got frozen when I was looking backwards.”

“It was three of those Phantom Pirates, I think,” May supplied. “There’s one still over here, actually.”

She pointed towards the Salamence and the human, both of whom were looking extremely confused and were tied up in Venusaur’s vines.

“I stopped them!” Manaphy said proudly. “After Ho-Oh stopped them with a Sky Attack, I stopped them by Heart Swapping them!”

“That’s some pretty good reactions,” May told him.

“I still don’t know what actually hit us,” Ash complained. “I know it was an Ice attack, but I didn’t think any Ice attacks were quite that likely to freeze all the Pokémon in the area.”

“I think it wasn’t an ice attack,” Max supplied. “I saw several Dunsparce.”

“…what?” Ash asked, startled. “How many?”

“Six?” Max asked. “I think? Only three of them tried the second time, though, then Ho Oh blasted them off into the distance.”

Brock chuckled.

“I guess those were Pokémon someone else had,” Ash said, thinking out loud. “So this wasn’t really me missing another opportunity to get a Dunsparce.”

“Well, if only three of them did the attack the second time, maybe the other three were interested in changing sides?” May asked.

Ash groaned. “Not helping…”


“Well, Scott, it’s nice to see you,” Anabel said, giving the Battle Frontier organizer a nod.

“It’s nice to be here,” Scott confirmed. “I know I’ve not visited in a while. I’m afraid I’m trying to track down Ash Ketchum and invite him to the Battle Frontier.”

“You are?” Anabel asked, a little confused. “But he’s already done more than half of it.”

Scott blinked.

“…what?”

“We all assumed that you’d invited him,” she admitted. “Actually, I think we all assumed you’d have tracked him down as soon as he was back in Kanto.”

“So did I,” Scott said. “But he’s extremely hard to find. I was considering trying to find a Celebi and asking it to time travel me to a place he’s certain to be – that would work!”

Anabel chuckled. “It might. It might… but it’s kind of extreme, as that kind of thing goes. Are you sure that’s the only option?”

“I tried going into space,” Scott told her.

Anabel frowned, started to say something, then stopped.

After a bit of consideration, she nodded. “Yeah, in retrospect that does sound like it’d work.”

Scott nodded. “Yes, that was my hope as well. But that hasn’t worked.”

He waved to Anabel’s Alakazam, who waved a spoon back. Anabel noticed, and grinned.

“Alakazam’s glad to see you too, I’m sure,” she said. “And so will my other friends, when they’ve finished training.”

She indicated the doors that led to the training area.

“Espeon’s working on a way to telekinetically move himself as if he was moving something else,” the Salon Maiden explained. “He’s very excited.”

She shook her head. “Sorry, I was distracted. What’s your plan for finding Ash?”

“Wait here, of course,” Scott told her. “He’s sure to come by eventually – unless you’ve already battled him?”

“No, not yet,” Anabel answered. “But I’m sure I will soon.”


“This is the place,” Brock said, looking up. “Metallica island.”

“Sounds like a rocking place,” Max said.

May gave him a firm look. “Just… no.”

“So this is where you’d like us to put you off, Brock?” Lapras asked, curving his neck around to look at the trainer riding on his sister’s shell.

“Yes, thank you,” Brock confirmed. “And we’re very grateful for the lift.”

“The pleasure’s all ours,” one of the other Lapras told him. “It’s always interesting to meet the friends of our pod leader – you’re very unusual people.”

“Yes,” Lucario agreed. “For one thing, Brock and Ash can actually understand you when you tell them that.”

Lapras chuckled. “And for another, it means my sister’s autograph collection is getting very impressive.”

The female Lapras in question bobbed her head. “Yes, it is!”

Max looked down at Kris for translation, then back up “I guess not even many humans have autographs from seven Legendary Pokémon.”

Latias splashed up out of the water, droplets cascading off her feathers, and did a spin to shake most of it off. Lucario got splashed with some of it, and looked at her with an expression of mild annoyance.

“You’re lucky Steel-types don’t tend to rust.”

“Yeah, sorry about not being able to get more,” Ash told Lapras’ sister. “You already had Keldeo’s one, but the Beasts are busy handling Ho-Oh’s normal duties… and I think Mewtwo’s in space.”

“And Latios is on a date,” Latias added.

“That’s fine,” the female Lapras assured them. “I’m just glad to have such a diverse collection – from Absol to Zorua.”

“If you’d turned up years ago you could have got Zubat,” Brock said. “But my Crobat evolved a long time ago… though I think we know people with an Abra.”

The various Ice/Water types laughed.

“Okay, we should hit the beach in another few minutes,” Lapras supplied, judging the waves.

Lucario crouched down, and jumped off the Transport Pokémon ferrying him towards Metallica Island. A flash of blue light came from his hindpaws, and he jetted forwards – aiming for the beach.

“Well, that’s rude…” his erstwhile mount said.

“I think Lucario’s just trying out his new trick,” Ash said, then winced as the jets cut out early and Lucario went splashing into the water.

Several seconds later, they saw him walk out onto the beach and begin using his paws to strip water off his fur.

“Still a work in progress?” May guessed.

“Looks like.”


As the Lapras Pod left, Ash and his friends waving to them, there was a cough from the direction of the trees fringing the beach.

“Hello, stranger,” said someone who was presumably the owner of the cough.

Ash turned. “Oh – hi! You’re… Spenser, right?”

“Indeed I am,” said the elderly man, standing with a staff in one hand on the back of a Venusaur. “And I’ve heard a lot about you, Ash Ketchum.”

“Huh,” Ash said. “I guess I should have expected that.”

“Yes,” Spenser agreed. Dismounting from his Venusaur, he struck the butt of the staff into the beach for emphasis. “No Fire-types. This island is covered in trees, I would like them to be the same trees at the end of the process.”

“I guess that’s fair,” Ash admitted. “What are the rules?”

“Well,” Spenser said, his free hand going to his chin. “Well, well, well. What are the rules.”

He nodded to himself. “The battle is one Pokémon at a time, three per side. The battlefield is the entire island. The winner is the last Pokémon standing.”

After a moment, he continued. “And I win if the battle takes more than twelve hours.”

“That’s fine,” Ash agreed. “Okay, three Pokémon… right, I might take a moment to work this out.”

“Take all the time you wish,” Spenser allowed him. “It’ll take a while to set up the hot air balloon anyway.”

“For the spectators, right?” Max asked.

“Correct,” Spenser told him. “It’s asking a bit much of most flying Pokémon to hold up spectators for very long, and if you were watching from the visitor’s centre then you’d just be watching some trees.”

“Visitor’s centre?” May said.

“This is an official Battle Frontier facility,” Spenser reminded them. “So we’ve got to allow for potential tourism if the Battle Frontier really takes off. For that matter, we’re considering getting a tethered blimp with a gondola for larger spectator groups.”


“All right, Ash,” Spenser said, some minutes later – now off his former riding platform. “Are you ready for the first battle?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed.

“Very well,” Spenser nodded. “Begin!”

He threw his Pokéball, and a brown-and-white Pokémon with leaves for arms appeared with a flash of white. The Shiftry had barely formed when it darted off into the underbrush, disappearing under the foliage.

Ash’s own first Pokémon, his Swellow, emerged from her Pokéball a bare second later.

“All right, let’s do this!” she cawed, and her wings swept at the air. A tangible wind pulsed outwards from her, rustling leaves and twigs, and she sped off into the trees after Shiftry.

Ash watched her go.

“You know, it kind of seems unlikely that either of us is going to be able to give orders,” he said. “Is that a problem?”

“Not for me,” Spenser replied. “Part of the trick here is that your Pokémon need to be well trained in independent action.”

“Good,” Ash decided. “Swellow can handle herself pretty well.”

Spenser nodded in approval. “That’s a good skill for you to have trained your Pokémon in.”


Swellow’s wings blurred as she sped through the trees – dodging left and right, preferring to keep her speed up and use her agility to avoid hitting anything.

“Okay, Shiftry,” she said out loud. “You’d better just make it quick and show up now, so I can hit you!”

Banking to one side, she slipped through a particularly small gap, then spotted something moving and turned towards it.

“Razor Wind!” the Shiftry called, sweeping one palm-like palm around in a half-circle, and Swellow folded in her wings to power through the blast of air.

The wavefront broke around her with a slap of pressure, and Swellow’s wings snapped back out. She swept past Shiftry’s mane at very close range with an Air Slash, the curling scythe of air biting into his side before he neutralized it with a surge of his own aerokinesis.

Not content with one blow, Swellow turned in an alpha-shaped inside loop and swept past on his other side. This time the Shiftry had an extra second or so to react, and flicked out a gust of wind mixed with a Dark Pulse.

It didn’t stop Swellow, who scored a line along the bark of his other side before pulling up and away, but she shook her head as she did. “Ow. Okay, that was less awesome.”

Flicking around in an Immelmann turn, Swellow stabilized at about treetop height, and considered her strategy for a few seconds.

“Okay, so don’t let him get a bead on me for long enough to line up the hurt. Sounds like a plan.”

With that decision made, she began to circle faster – building up the pressure around herself, speeding up more and more until there was a definite shockwave about to form around her wings and tail.

Then she flicked her tail abruptly to one side, using it as a control surface. Swellow did a half-roll, and dropped out of the sky like a meteor.

Spotting a patch of forest floor through the canopy, she dove for it. The wave of air she was carrying stuttered for just a moment, producing a pulse which blew branches and leaves clear of the tree itself, and Swellow did an abrupt turn to pull up again – heading back for clear air, and dodging aside from a Razor Wind which Shiftry sent surging across after her.

“Okay, so that worked!” she announced. “Kinda. Now, let’s really do this!”


In the balloon some way overhead, May frowned.

“You know, I can’t help but think that the person who’d get the most benefit out of this is Ash,” she said. “He’s the one who can see through solid objects. And Swellow’s doing pretty well – I mean, that tree thing was cool – but for most of the battles all we’d see is the occasional tree shaking.”

“Maybe it’ll move on to a more open-air section,” Max suggested.

“Maybe,” May agreed.

She turned to Meganium. “By the way, I can’t remember if I said it already – but thanks for helping with the safety harnesses.”

Meganium smiled, and said something.

May checked Ethan, and a translation appeared on his screen – it was Meganium’s pleasure, especially with her son watching as well.

“So, what do you think?” Brock asked the Chikorita in question.

“I think it’s interesting,” Chikorita replied. “But I do think that tree is quite badly damaged.”

“I’ll fix it later,” Meganium told him. “It’ll be fine, don’t worry.”

Chikorita nodded, absorbing that.


Swellow plunged down into the forest through the clear avenue she’d cut, doing a spiralling descent at high speed, and caught sight of Shiftry halfway through the second turn of the corkscrew. She immediately broke out of her spiral with a wrenching turn, then decoyed left once to throw off Shiftry’s first attack – a Dark Pulse which just missed the tip of her wing.

Rather than attack him directly, she went for the other side of the tree he was hiding in, and did an agile turn around the trunk of the tree. That brought her up towards his back, and she unleashed a Boomburst she’d been building up for the whole attack run.

Shiftry grunted as the wave of air pressure hit. It snatched him off his branch, knocking him into the air, and Swellow dipped for a moment before coming up under him and hitting him with a powerful Brave Bird.

The impact slowed her down, making her lose most of her momentum, and also knocked Shiftry further into the air. The downside was that it gave him a precious second or two to get oriented again, and Swellow’s wings blurred as she powered upwards to try and hit him before he finished recovering.

The Wicked Pokémon twisted in mid-air, leaves flaring, and clapped them together to produce a Leaf Storm that surged down towards Swellow. She avoided being hit by the main front of the attack, but then he used Focus Blast right where it would get in her way.

Swellow aborted her attack run, letting her second Brave Bird go without connecting, and curled around with an Air Slash instead. That did get through, and Swellow pressed her advantage by unleashing a second Boomburst.

Shiftry hit a tree, snapped some of the branches, and slammed into the forest floor. He sprang back upright, looking a little more woozy than before, but then a beam of red light caught him.


“Huh,” Ash said, interested. “So we can switch out?”

“Indeed,” Spenser agreed, shrinking down Shiftry’s Pokéball and switching it for another. “I think this one might work better.”


Swellow watched, interested, as a Claydol materialized.

“Okay, so that’s not going to be quite such an easy target,” she said. “Not going to sneak up on that.”

The boisterous Flying-type laughed. “Right, let’s do this!”

Claydol fired a Psybeam at her.

Swellow shouted as the beam hit her, though more because of surprise than pain. “Gah! Okay, you asked for it!”

Her wings accelerated, and she shot downwards. Two more multicoloured Psybeams flicked towards her, and she weaved back and forth to avoid both of them before pulling around and firing her now-ready Boomburst at Claydol.

The Clay Doll Pokémon rotated fast, deflecting some of the force of the wall of sound, but it was still powerful enough to knock it backwards and make it crash into a nearby tree.

Pressing her advantage, Swellow pulled around in a half-turn and came at Claydol from the other side with a Steel Wing. Her automatic attempt to outflank her foe didn’t work, as Claydol saw it coming, but the steely wing-blow still scored a telling hit.

Pulling up, she got her distance ready for another Boomburst, and noticed Claydol was rotating faster and faster.

Then its eyes began to glow.


“That’s a new one,” Brock said. “I think? Have you seen a Pokémon doing a Gatling gun impression before?”

“Ash’s Heracross, I think,” May replied. “But yeah, that’s pretty impressive…”

They watched as Swellow dove, climbed, rolled and wheeled. Her wings blurred as she dodged in and out of a continual barrage of Psybeams, occasionally slipping up and taking a glancing blow on the breast or the tail.

“Mother?” Chikorita asked. “Why isn’t Claydol using stronger attacks?”

“I think it’s because it takes too long for Claydol to get ready to use them,” Meganium answered. “He has to use very quick attacks to make this work. That makes sense to me, anyway, though it’s just a guess.”

Chikorita nodded, thankful for the explanation.


“And hah!” Swellow announced, as the flicker of Psybeams finally faded. “Now I’ve got you!”

She did a flip, air swirling around her, and launched a powerful gust of wind downwards. This one kept growing and growing until it was a Hurricane, and knocked Claydol back towards the ground – only a burst of psychic energy through its Levitation preventing it from striking the ground.

“We appear to be operating on a turn based system,” Claydol stated simply. “Allow me.”

All of Claydol’s eyes lit up again, this time a sparkling electric yellow. Then the Ground-type launched out a barrage of a dozen Shockwaves.

“Okay, clearly you haven’t done your research,” Swellow said, diving down to meet them. “I laugh at electrical attacks!”

She rolled, dodging between two of them, and they hit one another with a crackle-fizzle and burned out. The rest of the Shockwaves reversed course to follow her, and the Flying-type pulled up – flying right through one of the electrical attacks to get away from the rest of them, sending sparks trailing down her feathers and along her tail as they tried to get purchase.

Still moving fast, Swellow used her tail to half-roll over onto her side. She did a tight turn, building up an Air Cutter, and sent it bursting out in all directions to disrupt the remaining Shockwaves as they closed in all around her.

It was at about this point she noticed that Claydol was staring at her. And that the eye it was using was glowing.

“Oh,” she said, then got hit with a Hyper Beam.


“Do you need us to pause so you can retrieve your Swellow?” Spenser asked.

“Nah,” Ash replied, handing Swellow’s Pokéball to thin air. The thin air in question shot off at speed, rustling the leaves, and Ash switched to another Pokéball.

“Ah,” Spenser realized. “Your Latios?”

“Latias,” Ash corrected. “And yeah.”

In the distance, Swellow vanished in a flash of red light, and Latias appeared a moment later to wave at the balloon before flying back to Ash.

“Here you go,” she said, dropping Swellow’s Pokéball off with her trainer.

“Thanks, Latias,” Ash smiled, then sent out his second Pokémon. Absol’s form appeared mid-lope, and she pelted off into the woods for her part in the battle.


Balancing carefully on each log and patch of bare ground, extending her disaster-sense to feel for the danger of a twisted ankle, Absol darted through the undergrowth. For a long moment no attacks came her way, and then her sense twanged a warning and she dodged aside from a Charge Beam which splashed against the ground in the direction of her left flank.

The sleek Dark-type swung her head blade at a bush, slicing it off a few feet above the ground, and jumped through the new gap. An Ice Beam flashed through the gap just after she’d cleared it, and Absol slid neatly along the ground before stopping directly underneath Claydol.

Her tail blade flicked up, launching a Night Slash blade beam at the underside of Claydol, and the Ground-type shook from the impact.

Then it dropped out of the air towards her.

Already anticipating the move, Absol darted out of the way. She kept moving as Claydol fired a Charge Beam at her, then flicked her tail to one side to catch a Shock Wave on the shimmering black of her Night Slash.

A moment later, Claydol vanished in a burst of red light.


“You kind of seem to be switching Pokémon a lot,” Ash said. “Are you going back to Shiftry?”

“No, I’m not so foolish,” Spenser chuckled. “That Absol of yours almost certainly knows X-Scissor. No, I have other plans.”

He threw his third and final Pokéball, and Venusaur appeared in a brilliant white flash.

Not done, Spenser reached up to the top of his staff – which started to glow with a brilliant golden light.

And so did Venusaur. His flower grew larger, thicker and more ornate, with two levels of leaves and several lianas, and two smaller ones appeared – one each on his forehead and rear. Markings took shape on his skin, his legs became thicker and tougher, and then the glow faded and Mega Venusaur was revealed.


“So that’s what a Mega Venusaur looks like,” May said, interested. “I wonder if I’ll ever find a Venusaurite for Venusaur?”

“I think you said the word Venusaur too much,” Max quipped. “It’s stopped sounding like a word.”


“Ice Blade,” Absol announced as a courtesy to her opponent, her horn flashing a bright blue as she activated the move Keldeo had taught her. The icy light illuminated the clearing for a moment, and then Mega Venusaur opened their battle proper by flinging a stream of Razor Leaves at Absol.

Absol dodged to one side, finding the gap in the attacks with an easy grace, and tossed her head to fire an Ice Blade Beam at Mega Venusaur. The big Grass-type was too burly to dodge easily, and relied instead on a simpler solution – he fired a wave of Sludge, making the Ice Blade expend much of its energy in freezing and shattering through the purple gunk.

Unperturbed, Absol fired off a second Ice Blade. This one crossed Mega Venusaur’s renewed assault of Razor Leaves in midair, connecting with a few and freezing them, and Absol jumped into the air so that the remaining elements of the formation passed harmlessly on all sides of her.

The Ice Blade itself connected with Mega Venusaur’s flank, producing a little starburst of ice crystals, and Mega Venusaur grunted before launching a more whole-hearted assault.

Half a dozen Sludge Bombs flicked out at Absol, and the Dark-type waited a moment before jumping out of the way – getting clear just before the bombs all exploded in mid-air, and a deluge of sludge came raining down where Absol had been standing a moment before.

Reaching for the threads of probability all around her, Absol sought out the golden path – the path with the least possibility of Disaster befalling her. There was a sudden surge of risk, and she sliced through a Grass Knot with her blade – feeling the wham of a Power Whip slamming down a moment later where she would have been if she’d not managed to get clear. Then she felt a moment’s respite, and jumped over a log before turning to return fire with an Ice Blade.

“Absol!” Ash shouted, as she flicked the blade off her horn. “It doesn’t seem to be working like it should!”

Taking that information into consideration, Absol switched to a Night Slash. Her horn’s clear glacier blue shifted in a moment to a glossy black, and her tail joined it – letting her launch a pair of Night Slashes at once, and make Mega Venusaur audibly groan.


“That’s one of the things I really do admire about Absol,” Meganium said, watching as the Dark-type steadily moved around her Grass-typed opponent – always feinting back and forth, avoiding being hit by any attack that looked like it might actually do damage. Even a Sunny-Day enhanced Solarbeam didn’t quite connect, with Absol jumping over the first sweep of the beam and sliding under the second with inches to spare. “No matter how she’s fighting, she makes it look like a dance – like it’s all planned in advance.”

“I know what you mean,” Brock agreed. “It’s the disaster sense.”


“Psychic!” Ash called.

Absol felt a bit foolish on hearing that – of course, she should have remembered that Venusaur were Poison typed as well. She’d known that X-Scissor wouldn’t work very well, but it had slipped her mind as to why.

Disabling her horn’s Night Slash, she switched to Psycho Cut, and was just flicking off her first attack when her danger sense screamed warning.

Then Mega Venusaur unleashed a whole tree’s worth of Magical Leaves.

The glowing, multicoloured leaves surged into the air as if fired from a fountain, spreading out to replace the missing tree-canopy, and then surged back down at Absol in waves.

Her horn and tail both blazed, and she flicked two Psycho Cuts up into the oncoming storm, but that only carved two narrow trails – trails which quickly began to close up.

Absol’s legs bunched, and she ran. Seeking out the routes, the movements, the precise footfalls which would not lead to her being hammered into the ground by rainbow-coloured foliage.

The ground rustled and shook as impacts poured down. Absol jinked left, taking only a few hits instead of the several dozen she would have had if she’d jinked right, and then zig-zagged past a small bush which was being stripped bare by the barrage. At one point she stumbled slightly, paws slipping on wet leaves, and the danger increased markedly – but even that she had sensed, and she was already compensating.

Finally, she pounced out of the worst of the storm into one of the clear patches near the edge.

It took her a moment too long to realize there was a very suspicious looking vine in it.

The Vine Whip curled around her left foreleg before she’d quite worked out what was happening, and then it flung her – with careful gentleness – off into the distance.


“Believe it or not, even a Chance-Dancing Absol is not immune to being surprised,” Spenser told Ash, as they watched Absol shoot past overhead. “You simply need to ensure that the trap is still less of a disaster than the alternative.”

Absol vanished in the direction of the beach, and a moment later there was a loud splash.

“That’s a Ring Out, by the way,” Spenser added. “So you’re down to one.”

Ash chuckled. “Okay, that was pretty impressive.”

“I’ve trained against Absol before,” Spenser told him. “I make it a point to train against a lot of the Pokémon with odd non-move powers – it helps me avoid being beaten on a technicality.”

Ash nodded, understanding fully. “Okay, so… I’ve got just one Pokémon left.”

“That’s right,” Spenser said.

Absol came flying back in, sideways, and was deposited just next to Ash. A moment later, Latias decloaked again and waved.

“I can see I need to start thinking of unexpected swims as a disaster,” Absol sighed. She shook herself out, making sure the water didn’t go on any of the others, and examined her fur with resignation. “I think I would like a shower. I have clearly become corrupted by civilization.”

“You’re not planning on using a Legendary, are you?” Spenser checked.

“Nope,” Ash replied.


Meganium steadied her son, making sure he could look out the balloon. “Okay, here we go!”

Chikorita nodded, watching as Ash’s final Pokémon emerged from his Pokéball.

Below them, Sceptile examined his opponent with interest – picking a twig from a nearby tree, and nibbling on the end of it for a moment.

There was a silver-and-gold flash from the direction of Ash and Spenser, one where the light in question flared up and then stayed bright, and Sceptile began to glow in the same way.

“I don’t think you’ve seen this before,” Meganium added. “It’s actually quite a sight.”

Brock smiled at that.


Mega Sceptile cracked his knuckles, then crouched slightly.

His opponent decided that it was time to start the battle now, and launched a Sludge attack at Ash’s Grass-type.

The moment Mega Venusaur opened his mouth, Mega Sceptile sprang into action. Flipping his tail over his shoulder, he fired a Leaf Storm missile directly towards the mouth – then, before it had regenerated and before the attacks had even connected, he sprang entirely over Mega Venusaur with a powerful leap.

Mega Venusaur’s vines shot up to try and intercept him, and Mega Sceptile flicked down at them with a quick Leaf Blade. One vine fell, severed about four feet from the tip, and the powered-up Venusaur withdrew the other in time to avoid damage. Then Sceptile reached the treeline, and vanished into the underbrush.

Moving fast and quietly, he located a likely-looking tree and scaled it to halfway below the crown.

Then he spent a moment to concentrate on his forearm blades, which lit up a brilliant blue as he activated his Sacred Sword.

The whole tree shook as Mega Venusaur hit it with an Earthquake, and began to fall over – so Mega Sceptile stood on the side of the tree, surfing it down, and then leapt clear just before it hit the ground. His arm blades flashed as he launched two Sacred Sword beams, and the foliage disintegrated to clear his way towards Mega Venusaur.

A howling barrage of petals came rushing towards him, and he dodged acrobatically to one side. That took him into one of the sections of the tree his swords hadn’t touched, and he waited for a moment until the Petal Dance had ended for now before jumping to the next spot.

When he arrived there, however, Mega Venusaur used a barrage of Razor Leaves to slice away the branches and leaves which were blocking his view.

A bare moment later, Mega Venusaur let loose with a Hyper Beam.

Mega Sceptile’s arm blades flashed up, making a cross shape of brilliant blue, and the glowing orange energy of the Hyper Beam hit them head-on before deflecting in all directions.

The recoil was enough to push Mega Venusaur backwards a little, his footing not certain on the loamy soil, but Mega Sceptile actually began to advance through the beam of light and force. The two were nearly evenly matched for at least four seconds, and then Mega Sceptile’s tail fired a Leaf Storm missile directly at Mega Venusaur.

The seed-pod missile burst, sending high speed seeds raining down on Mega Venusaur, and the half-Poison-type flinched involuntarily – giving Mega Sceptile an opening, letting him charge forwards as the Hyper Beam stuttered.

One of the Sacred Swords flickered out, and was replaced a moment later by an odd purple shot through with crackling yellow lightning – then, just as Mega Sceptile was about to bring his Dual Chop down, a vine wrapped around his leg.

Mega Sceptile brought his Sacred Sword down to sever the vine, but wasn’t quite quick enough and Mega Venusaur flung him into the air.


“Well, that’s that,” Spenser said. “Good battle.”

Ash shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

He pointed, and Spenser followed his arm – then did a double-take. “Can Sceptile even do that?”

“Yes?” Ash asked, confused. “Of course they can. He’s doing it now.”


“I think my father is cool,” Chikorita stated, as Mega Sceptile’s movement towards the sea slowed.

“Well, there aren’t many fathers who can use Dragonbreath to control their flight,” Meganium agreed. “Certainly not a great deal of Grass types.”

There was a splatter of golden sand and a spiral of flame as Mega Sceptile landed on the beach. He rolled to absorb his momentum, and kicked up a rooster-tail of sand before sliding to a halt.

As they watched, Mega Sceptile looked up at the balloon they were in and waved. Chikorita waved back, and then Mega Sceptile began to advance. Slowly at first, then faster and faster.

The blue light of Sacred Sword appeared on both forearms again, and then was augmented by something else – blurring the sharp outlines of his arm blades, before he was moving too fast for anything to be seen apart from a blur.


Mega Venusaur looked up, and got ready for the second round as Mega Sceptile came charging back into the clearing.

He fired a Petal Blizzard as an opening gambit, and the pink petals got about halfway to Mega Sceptile. Then the other Grass-type swiped a blade sharply in their direction, and they abruptly stopped and came rushing back towards Mega Venusaur.

“Aerial Ace!” Mega Sceptile announced, and blurred into an acrobatic combination of flashing sword work. Mega Venusaur tried for a Sludge Bomb, then an Earthquake, but the agile Mega Sceptile avoided both attacks adroitly while raining down an escalating sequence of Flying-type sword blows.

Finally, Mega Venusaur used Frenzy Plant. The sudden explosion of roots and branches up from the ground did make Mega Sceptile dart backwards, reconsidering, but only for a second.

Then he sliced down the largest of the roots with Sacred Sword, shattering the technique in one blow, and slammed his tail in underneath Mega Venusaur before using the thickly-muscled appendage to lift.

For a moment, Mega Venusaur was off the ground, and Mega Sceptile spun around to launch two speed-boosted Aerial Ace sword-beams at once. The combination of attacks on his relatively vulnerable underside was too much, and when Mega Venusuar hit the ground again he was out of the battle.


“…uh, Spenser?” Ash said. “Venusaur got knocked out.”

“Oh, right,” Spenser said, chuckling. “Sorry, there was a tree in the way.”

He double-checked with his Key Stone, confirming that it had stopped glowing, then stepped a little way to the side and recalled Venusaur.

“I can see I’m going to have to get creative,” he noted. Expanding out one of his remaining two Pokéballs, he sent out Claydol.

“Is that creative?” Ash asked. “I’m not sure I understand.”

Spenser shrugged.


Claydol materialized, took a moment to get his bearings, and then raised a shield just in time to deflect a storm of Bullet Seed from Mega Sceptile.

“Rapid Spin,” Claydol announced, and began to rotate very fast on his main axis. “Ice Beam.”

Between one moment and the next, a barrage of Ice Beams opened fire. Rather than being a single beam that Mega Sceptile could easily dodge, each of Claydol’s eyes was using Ice Beam to describe a wedge shape starting one side of Mega Sceptile and ending the other. As some of the eyes were looking down and others were looking up, that combined with the rapid spinning to create a series of flickering horizontal Ice Beams sweeping out the whole area Mega Sceptile was in.

Mega Sceptile’s tail flicked up, and he swept both Sacred Sword blades up to help him block. The tail’s tip fired in a Leaf Storm, which burst almost immediately and pelted Claydol’s shield with high-speed seeds.

The shield was a strong one, and blocked them successfully. However, the seeds from the missile froze together under the bombardment of all the Ice Beams they were intercepting, sticking to the shield, and for a crucial moment Claydol simply could not see Mega Sceptile – let alone target him.

Claydol’s eyes all flashed, and a psychic shockwave blew the seeds away. It began to prepare another Ice Beam, and then Mega Sceptile swept in through the disintegrating cloud of ice and plant matter with both his arm blades like dark holes cut out of the world.

Both Night Slash attacks hit within a fraction of a second of one another, knocking Claydol out of its spin and slamming it into one of the remaining trees, and Mega Sceptile landed with a crash in a bush – rising back out of it with his regenerated tail ready to fire another Leaf Storm.

He didn’t have to, however, as Claydol disappeared in a flash of red light.

Then the tree started to slowly topple over.


“I think I might have to do more repair work than I’d realized,” Meganium mused. “Well, I suppose it’ll be good practice.”

“Do you think that I should learn to heal plants?” Chikorita asked.

“I don’t think you can yet, not the way I can,” Meganium told him. “But it’s good to know the mundane side of it.”

The little Grass-type nodded, taking that under consideration.


There was a final white flash, and Shiftry appeared.

“Huh?” he said. “Okay, I’m up again-”

A glowing blade flashed across his vision.


“Well, so much for Shiftry,” Spenser sighed. “I should have known the Pokémon throwing around all those Sword moves would have X-Scissor as well.”

He offered his hand to Ash, who shook it – releasing his hold on Mega Sceptile’s Mega-Evolution, allowing the Grass-type to drop back to his normal form. “Good match, Ash. I’m proud to give you the Spirits Symbol – your Pokémon are clearly in good sync with your own style of tactics, and I can see you’ve trained them well.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, smiling back. “I’m sorry about the mess, though.”

Spenser looked over his shoulder, examining the ruined clearing they could see – several toppled trees, the scars of all kinds of attacks, and most of the other trees in the area had been partly stripped of their leaves from all of Swellow’s high-speed shockwaves. “It’s fine, at least it’s not on fire.”


“Father!” Chikorita called, waving his vine in the air, and walking to the side of his mother.

Sceptile came over to meet the other two Grass-types, and smiled at Chikorita. “I hope that was what you were expecting.”

“I didn’t know you were able to do so many moves so fast,” Chikorita said. “I – well. I hope that I’m able to do that kind of thing when I’m older.”

“It’s just as important to train coordination as it is moves,” Sceptile told him, sitting cross-legged to make their heights closer together. Meganium breathed a cloud of golden pollen which settled around him, healing all the minor scrapes he’d accumulated, and he sighed. “Thank you, dear.”

“My pleasure,” Meganium replied, wrapping a vine around his wrist and squeezing for a moment. “I’ve got some work to do, so don’t mind me.”

Sceptile nodded, then turned back to his son.

“I think you could be a very strong Pokémon, Chikorita, but focus first on the basics. A well-handled Sacred Sword and Razor Leaves, put together and used precisely, are better than a hundred moves you can’t pull off well enough to be useful.”

As Chikorita listened to the advice, there was a creaking sound in the background. Then the creaking became a groan, and a crash as a large tree went past the balance point and thundered back into the hole it had fallen out of.

“Brock?” Meganium asked, slacking off her vines. “Can you get Geodude here? I don’t trust this to stand up for long until the earth’s been moved around the roots.”


“I’m always impressed when I see that,” Scott said, as half a dozen marbles floated in front of him. “How does it work, again?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Anabel said, her hand on the forehead of her Espeon – whose eyes were closed, relaxed. “I and my friend can cooperate to achieve things I could not achieve alone.”

“I can see that, of course,” Scott chuckled. “What I mean is – what’s the mechanism?”

Anabel patted Espeon’s forehead. “I may not have any more than empathy myself, but by touching Espeon’s mind I can ask him what to do and he can do it for me.”

Her expression brightened. “Oh, I see what you mean. No, he can’t see the marbles through my eyes – I’m guiding his powers, instead. Though it’s quite similar.”

She held out her free hand, and the marbles dropped neatly into it. Espeon’s eyes opened, and he sat down on the floor with a mental purr.

“I have to admit, I’m interested in asking Ash Ketchum a few questions about how his own abilities work,” she added. “I know he’s got a Lucario, and that he’s able to use Aura to some extent – but a lot of the stories about what Aura adepts can do seem impossible.”

“Like the idea of a young trainer managing to play such a large part in saving the world!” Scott exclaimed. “Yes, I’m very interested in meeting Ash as well. And perhaps that younger boy – Max Maple? He might be interested in challenging you all as well in a year or two.”

Anabel sat down, reaching down to gently stroke Espeon’s neck. “Maybe. That would be interesting.”

She brightened. “I wonder if Ash can get me in touch with Mewtwo… it feels rude to just send him a letter, but everything he’s been doing is very interesting…”

Espeon looked up, flicking one ear.

“No, you’ll always be my favourite male Psychic-type feline,” Anabel chuckled. “There’s no need to be jealous.”

Espeon’s tail flicked.

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “I did forget that’s essentially the job of a cat.”


AN:
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“Okay, I think I’ve got most of this down,” May said, lowering herself into a resting posture. “What do you think, Blaziken?”

“You’ve got the kata correct, yes,” Blaziken agreed. “The next step is going to be developing all that into a proper fighting style – or, at least, understanding when to use what move. Most humans rely entirely on their Pokémon to fight for them, so they are not well practiced.”

May nodded her understanding. “So if someone grabs me, I don’t need to be able to do some kind of long, complicated attack chain?”

Blaziken was about to speak, but May shook her head. “No, I just realized – there’s no point. That’s the kind of thing you use to win a stalemate, if you and your opponent are evenly matched.”

“The primary priority is your safety, May,” Blaziken told her. “If you can immobilize or disable any attackers, then you should just leave and get help.”

“Right,” May agreed. “What about what Ash does?”

They looked over to where Ash was, and spotted him exchanging blows with Lucario and Pikachu at the same time. Then Absol darted in, horn ready, and Ash drew his sword without breaking stride and blocked her with a clang.

Absol skipped back, and Ash turned his attention back to the other two Pokémon battling him. Pikachu’s Thundershock crackled against the blade, going no further due to the blue coating of Aura on Ash’s sword hand, and then the trainer struck his Lucario in the shoulder with a Force Palm that knocked the Steel-type backwards – almost bowling him over.

“That’s different,” Blaziken reminded her.

“Fair enough,” May agreed. “Okay, so next we should try specific situations?”

“Perhaps later,” Blaziken suggested. “You need some rest – that was as long as yesterday’s workout.”

“It was?” May blinked. “Huh, I didn’t realize…”


“So, like… what’s the idea?” Skitty asked. “Like… I don’t get why I need to, like, ask Venusaur about things. You know what I mean? Like… I don’t, like, use her fighting style or anything…”

“Yes, but I can only help you with half the training for the next Appeal,” Wartortle replied. “We need Venusaur’s help, both so you get the move down and so that we can make sure you get the angles right on the mirrors.”

“Fine…” Skitty sighed. “But this is, like, a headache…”

Wartortle cleared her throat. “Venusaur? Do you mind helping us out?”

Venusuar glanced over her shoulder. “Sure, that’d be fine.”

She put down the cards in her vines. “I’m pretty sure Grumpig’s won anyway.”

The Psychic-type put his own cards down, face-up – revealing that he had a full house. Afraid so.

“Were you using telepathy to read my mind?” Venusaur asked.

Grumpig shook his head. Not much point even if I could. It’s only a card game.

Venusaur shrugged, then turned to the other two. “Okay, let’s hear it.”

“So there’s a plan we have for Skitty’s Appeal,” Wartortle said. “There’s two plans, really – it’s whichever one gets working first that we’re going to use – and one of them uses Sunny Day. Since you’re the Pokémon we know is here who has Sunny Day-”

“Ho-Oh has Sunny Day as well,” Venusaur pointed out.

They all looked at the big phoenix.

“Like, that’s kind of… like… no,” Skitty said. “He’d, like, tell me to just… like, set the air on fire?”

“Okay, sorry, I should have realized that one was a mistake,” Venusaur sighed. “Right. Well, then, let’s see what we can do.”

She paused. “Actually, we’re going to need another Pokémon to work this out… do you know Rain Dance, Wartortle?”

Wartortle shook her head. “If I need water coming down from overhead I just fire a Water Pulse and then push the water upwards.”

“Then I think… Goodra,” Venusaur decided.

“Like, ew,” Skitty said, sticking her tongue out. “He’s, like… all gooey…”

“He’s also very good at using Rain Dance,” Wartortle pointed out. “We’d have to ask him for help anyway.”

She gave her fellow Pokémon a sly look. “Or would you rather get rained on for almost the entire Appeal?”

Skitty thought about that.

“Like… you didn’t have to be rude…”


“Okay,” Goodra began. “So – Rain Dance.”

He thumped his tail on the ground, and it promptly started raining on them all.

Venusaur spread her leaves a little wider to catch the droplets. For her part, Skitty pouted – then perked up as Wartortle started to move her hands in circling movements and the rain stopped falling on them.

“Rain Dance makes it rain,” Goodra went on.

“Shyeah,” Skitty snorted. “Like… that’s totally, like, something I never knew!”

“Skitty,” Wartortle said. “Please be polite.”

Skitty rolled her eyes, though it was a bit hard to tell. “Guh. Like, okay…”

Goodra shrugged. “It’s okay,” he said. “That was kind of the obvious bit. This is the important one.”

He nodded to Venusaur, who overrode it with Sunny Day. Then Goodra used Rain Dance again, and this time the beating rain was a much smaller thing – only raining on him, very specifically, and not all of him.

Skitty’s head tilted to one side. “Like… how did you, like, do that?”

Goodra smiled. “That’s the trick. It’s all about recognizing and projecting the energy which the actual move uses, and being able to work out where it’s going from that.”

He nodded to her. “Do you have the basic move?”

“Like… yeah,” Skitty agreed. “We used, like, a TM? But it’s totally hard to tell how to use it.”

Venusaur used Sunny Day to neutralize the rain again, and Goodra thought for a moment.

“Okay,” he said. “Just do it as you normally would, and let’s see what happens.”

There was a long pause.

“Are you using the move?” Goodra checked.

“Like, no?” Skitty replied. “You told me to, like, use it like I normally would. And, like, I’d like to never get wet like that.”

Venusaur chuckled.

“This could take a while,” the Dragon-type sighed. “Okay, let me put that another way…”


“Okay, so here’s how I tend to think of the best tactics for small, tough Rock types,” Brock began. “It’s important to-”

He stopped. “Wait, are you taking notes?”

Ferris tilted his head, looking down at the marker taped to his foreclaw, then gave a quick nod.

“Well… good work,” Brock decided. “And don’t forget, any questions you have – do ask. It’s important to make sure you understand what we’re trying for.”

He cleared his throat. “Anyway. One of the things most small Rock types share is that they’re very tough and heavy for their size. That means that it’s good to be as fast as possible, because that’s the thing which is going to be the limit, but it also means that when you’re attacking you’ve got a lot of momentum.”

The Aron made a few notes on that topic. “Traction?”

“Traction’s an issue, yes,” Brock agreed. “For a small and heavy Pokémon it can be hard to change direction quickly. There’s moves which help with that, but I don’t think you’ll want to use Autotomize because it actually makes you lighter – and it can make you too light. Instead, I tended to teach the Gym Pokémon Rock Polish, so they could use that to build up lots of extra speed quickly, and rely on prepared high speed attacks.”

The Gym Leader clicked his fingers. “Actually, that trick is one of the ones I used on Lorelei – I had a Golem use Rock Polish to speed up, and knocked her Cloyster so hard it bounced off the wall.”

“One of these days I kind of want to hear about that battle,” Max said.

Ferris tapped his claw on the ground.

“Right, sorry,” Brock apologized. “Okay, so that’s one point – momentum. The other one is that you need to watch out for – well, you don’t need to watch out for Grass typed attacks, but your big vulnerabilities are Ground and Fighting.”

Brock tapped his nose. “But there’s a trick to that one! What you need to do if you run into those is to use a move like Bide, or Metal Burst – that and be tough enough to withstand the attack long enough that they have a chance to work.”

Ferris took that in, and nodded.

“Okay, so I think the first thing to do is to practice that high speed movement,” Brock decided. “Any problems with that, Max?”

“No, it makes sense,” Max agreed. “Actually, I think it might be good training for Corona as well. She’s got her fire-boost way of moving in unusual directions or at high speed, but she needs to get good training in using it to hit a moving target.”

“Sounds good to me,” Brock agreed. “How’s that coming along, by the way?”

“We’re doing some neat things with extending her fire aura,” Max reported. “It’s not as powerful that way, but it can hit things further away.”

Ferris folded up the little notebook he’d been using, and put it to one side.

“Flammable,” he explained, taking the marker off and capping it.

“That’s a pretty good point,” Max agreed. “Right, where’s Corona… actually, is there a good practice area? This hillock is grassy.”

“I saw a bare patch earlier,” Brock suggested. “Let’s see if that one’s available.”


“Hmmm…” Pikachu mused. “You know, a lot of the moves and tricks I’ve worked out are designed for a Pokémon at least a bit bigger than you.”

“Is that a problem?” Joltik asked. “I can still use them, right?”

“Yeah, but I have a whole trick about using my tail as a way to boost my charge separation,” Pikachu told her. “That’s not really something you can do, because you’re so small you can use a coin as a bed.”

“Yes,” Joltik agreed. “The juxtaposition of a symbol of profit and the gentle repose of the individual is an odd one, but I don’t think it has any significance worthy of note.”

Pikachu blinked at her, then shrugged. “Okay? Uh, anyway, I did have one idea that could be quite useful.”

He inspected her, bringing the end of his tail around to make it easier to see her. “So, the first thing I was thinking about is that you’re a Bug type – that’s good for an Electric type, because it means you’re not weak to Ground, but it also means you’re weak to Fire and Rock. Well… there’s a thing that sometimes happens when I charge up a lot, and I think you could use it.”

Joltik sparked a little. “Really?”

“That’s right,” Pikachu agreed. “Watch this.”

He began to build up a charge, then diverted it to his ear tip. He increased the strength, until there was a faint hissing sound – one which was almost hidden in the more general crackle of electricity, but which was still there.

“That’s called ion wind,” Pikachu explained. “It’s not very strong for me, but it’s stronger on a small point – and I think it might just work to blow away some Fire-typed attacks.”

“Wow!” Joltik squeaked. “That sounds almost like a deflector shield!”

She scuttled along Pikachu’s tail to the very tip. “How are we going to be able to test it, though?”

“Well, I think I know a Pokémon who can use Flamethrower…”


“No, no, that’s not it at all,” Goodra said. “Sorry, Skitty, but it won’t work that way. You need to try and make it smaller, not weaker.”

“Like, aren’t they, like, totally the same thing?” Skitty said, tail flicking about as Wartortle used a careful hand gesture to hydrokinetically draw the water out of her fur. “Like, I don’t get how small isn’t… like… weak.”

“The difference is that there’s the same amount of rain per metre, but it’s in a smaller area,” Goodra explained patiently. “You need to hold the energy closer to you, that way you can get the density right – only after that can we move on to trying to properly shape the rainstorm.”

“Like… this is going to take, like, forever,” Skitty pouted.

“You could always use a musical training montage,” Wartortle suggested.

Goodra blinked. So did Venusaur.

“Um… there aren’t any musical training montages in Avatar,” Venusaur pointed out.

“What’s Avatar?” Wartortle asked, confused.

“It’s… that show you like?” Goodra said. “Isn’t it? I sort of assumed, because of all the waterbending.”

“Never heard of it,” Wartortle replied. “Now, can we sort out Skitty? 

She reached into her shell, and produced four sets of sheet music. “This is your part, and-”

“How long have you been making these?” Venusaur asked, looking at hers. “What does Be A Mon even mean?


“One of the difficult things about a Fire attack is getting the intensity to it,” Lucario lectured. “It’s why they tend to involve some kind of movement, either of air or of the body part. Fire types can stoke up their own internal fires to produce the same sort of effect, but it’s less able to produce a proper fire attack.”

“Oh, okay…” Corona said, nodding. “I think I understand. A lot of Fire attacks are based on fire breath – like Flamethrower or Fire Blast – and the ones which aren’t are usually things like a punch or a spin.”

Lucario gave her a thumbs-up, in defiance of all digital precedent.

“How did you work that out?” Corona asked. “Was it hard to learn?”

“Well, I sort of had to,” Lucario replied. “The way I learned to use Flamethrower made it hard to do anything else, in fact. I think most Fire-types don’t actually think about this very much, simply because they grow up with it.”

Corona got a mischievous look. “Does that mean you don’t understand Aura?”

Lucario shook his head solemnly. “I trained to do Lucario things as a Riolu, so I needed to learn the proper theory. Much like you need the proper theory to do what you plan to do.”

The Fire-type conceded the point.

“Hey,” she said, pointing. “Looks like Pikachu’s coming over.”

“So he is,” Lucario said. “And, thanks to my Aura Sight, I can tell that he’s not alone.”

He paused. “Also, because I overheard Joltik ask him for advice earlier.”

“Hey, Lucario?” Pikachu called. “Think you could try and set Joltik on fire, but not very much?”

“That’s a very odd sounding request, you know,” Lucario noted. Rising to his feet, he looked for a moment before picking a likely looking spot and ramming an Aura Sphere into it. The resultant explosion of dirt would have rained down over all of them if Lucario hadn’t raised a quick Protect shield, but it did clear an area so there was relatively little flammable material present.

“OR you could have just gone over to that rock,” Pikachu said, pointing.

“This was more entertaining,” Lucario told him, then paused. “I realize I should have asked. Why, exactly, do you want me to set Joltik on fire?”

Joltik answered for him. “We believe that we have developed a way for me to avoid Fire attacks reaching me. It would be best to test this on a small sample flame, and Pikachu is of the opinion that you have good control of your Flamethrower.”

“What she said,” Pikachu concurred.

Lucario nodded, and waited until Joltik was in position. Once she was – and once the String Shot she’d used to get there was removed – Lucario rubbed his palms together, generating friction which he fed with his Aura.

A little spark of flame flickered up, and he blew it gently at the Bug-type – obscuring any view of her completely.

Then it slowly died away.

“I believe the result is a success,” Joltik said.

“Is it?” Pikachu asked, looking at the scorch mark, then bent closer. “Oh, yeah, there’s a little circle of unscorched ground around you. Neat.”

“Do I have to learn how to deal with that?” Corona asked.

“Only if you plan on battling tiny Electric types, or very powerful ones,” Pikachu told her. “Ion wind requires a lot of power, and we’ve only just proved that this works.”

The Charmander nodded, agreeing with the sentiment, then raised a paw. “Can we go back to my practice now?”


“Hey, Skitty,” May said, sitting down next to her feline Normal-type. “How’s the practice going?”

“Like… I have got so totally soaked,” Skitty announced. “And it’s, like… guh.”

“You feel pretty dry right now,” May pointed out.

“Well, yeah, but, like… Wartortle dried me off a lot,” Skitty told her. “It’s… like… helpful, but it doesn’t, like, stop me getting wet in the first place.”

May stroked Skitty. “How’s she doing?” she asked Wartortle, deciding to get an answer from one of the other Pokémon.

“Actually, she’s doing pretty well,” Wartortle told her. “She got the hang of aiming Rain Dance in no time, once I broke out the musical numbers!”

May blinked. “Musical numbers?”

“Don’t ask,” Venusaur said. “I had to do the baritone part, and it took several rehearsals.”

“I… really kind of want to find out what happened one of these days,” May admitted. “Actually… I wonder if a musical number would be good for an Appeal at the Grand Festival.”

“I’ll get to composing one,” Wartortle decided immediately. “Actually, I’ll do several.”

Goodra chuckled.

“So we’re ready to use that appeal?” May asked, still absently stroking Skitty’s fur.

Skitty just purred.

“I think that’s a yes,” Venusaur judged.


“Okay, tell me again why we’re doing this,” Iris requested.

“Because no dragon would be willingly confined to the hours of daylight,” her tutor said. “And no dragon tamer would surrender a battle just because it happened to be dark.”

“Okay, yeah, I get that much,” Iris agreed. “But my Pokémon have senses that I don’t – Fraxure has good hearing, Excadrill has tremorsense, and both of them can smell better than I can.”

Denae shrugged, a movement that Iris could barely see in the deep darkness of a cloudy night. “And your job as a Dragon Tamer is to find things your dragons do not. They are busy battling; you are not.”

“He’s blindfolded!” Iris burst out. “And we’re on top of a cliff!”

“Then you will have to be good at your job,” Denae said simply. “Learn the look and sound of Fraxure, use any tools at your disposal to direct the battle.”

Iris frowned, looking out at where her Fraxure was facing off against Denae’s Druddigon.

“We will start slow,” Denae told her. “Now. Begin.”

Iris looked into the darkness, seeing the occasional flash of sparks where one dragon struck the other.

How was she supposed to help with this? She could barely tell what was going on! There was just the crash of claws against scales, or claws against claws…

Iris paused, listening a little closer.

She could hear which claws were which, or at least that they were different. The sound of the impact was a little off, but she couldn’t tell which was which.

“Okay, think…” she whispered. “So Druddigon live in caves, and that means they’re better at seeing in the dark than Fraxure is.”

After another pause, she nodded. “Okay. That means Druddigon has an advantage. I certainly can’t see better, but…”

She knelt down, and sent out Excadrill. There was a brief white flash, and she used that to fix the location of both Pokémon as they were at the moment. That told her which sounds were which.

But it didn’t help her much, and it wasn’t why she’d sent out Excadrill in the first place.

“Excadrill, I need your help,” she said.

The mole’s expression wasn’t really visible in the dim light, but she sort of got the gist anyway.

“I know,” she sighed. “But this is helping Fraxure fight. Let me know when Druddigon is closer to the cliff edge than Fraxure is.”

Excadrill paused, then tapped her palm with a claw.

“Thank you,” she told him.

Several seconds ticked past, with the occasional thump and clatter as the two Dragon-types fought in the darkness.

Then Excadrill tapped her palm again.

“Dragon Pulse!” Iris ordered. “And close one eye!”

Fraxure complied, firing off a Dragon Pulse the moment he heard Iris give the order.

Iris had one eye closed as well, so the sudden flash of light only dazzled the open one – and Druddigon staggered back a step, night vision destroyed by the attack. It hadn’t even hit home, but it had done the job.

“Now, charge!” Iris said.

Her Dragon dove forwards, slamming into the much heavier Druddigon, and knocked it backwards -

-and a flash of red light captured it and drew it back into its Pokéball.

“Good,” Denae pronounced. “If your Pokémon have better senses than you, put them to use!”

“You made me work that one out by myself, didn’t you?” Iris said.

“How else would you remember it?”


May whistled to herself, bouncing on her heels as she waited for her turn to go and perform.

One of the other Coordinators was giving her Pokémon a quick last-minute pep talk, and the Pokémon in question – a Graveler wearing a tuxedo – was nodding along with her words.

“Um… excuse me, miss?”

May glanced around, and saw the questioner was referring to her. “Hello?”

“Miss – are you May Maple?”

“That’s me,” May agreed, shifting her grip a little. “I’m kind of glad to be recognized, actually!”

The other Coordinator smiled, a little nervously. “Yeah, uh… I have a question.”

“Go ahead,” May invited.

“Why are you carrying a chair?”

“Oh, this?” May said, looking down at the folding chair. “It’s actually pretty light.”

“Yeah, but I meant…” the Coordinator began, then shook his head. “Never mind, I guess I’ll find out somehow.”

“Didn’t you hear?” someone else asked. “She’s one of Ash Ketchum’s friends.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” May asked.

“…we’re talking about Ash Ketchum,” the newcomer said, slowly. “Ash. Ketchum. The person who’s so ridiculous their Pikachu can electrocute Ground types. It’d be odd if you weren’t a bit unusual.”

“…okay, good point,” May admitted. “But yeah, I do have a reason for carrying the chair around.”

She paused. “But… it’s part of my Appeal, so you’ll just have to be surprised.”


“That was a pretty good one,” Brock said, as the Graveler left the stage with his trainer. “I liked the whole sandstorm thing.”

“Yeah, it was different,” Max agreed. “Okay, May must be next, there’s been loads.”

He smiled down at Manaphy. “So you’ll see your trainer soon, okay?”

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed, from his own seat – one which he had to stand on the back of to get a good view. “I think this is going to be neat!”

“Absolutely,” Joltik shouted, loudly enough for them to hear her.

As they waited for the sand to be cleared away, Manaphy frowned. Then he raised a flipper. “I… have a question.”

“Go ahead,” Brock invited.

“How do they know Pokémon in the audience aren’t interfering?”

“That is a good question,” Brock said. “I read about it once, but I might not remember quite right… from what I do remember, it mostly doesn’t matter because most attacks are obviously being used by the Pokémon. For the ones which aren’t that obvious, though, they can get the Pokémon to demonstrate all the moves it used during the Appeal. I think they check that during the judging period, if they have to.”

“Okay,” Manaphy nodded, then sat down with his flippers underneath him. “I don’t want to look like I’m doing hydro…kin-e-sis.”

He glanced at Brock to check that last word, and the Gym Leader nodded confirmation.

“Hey, here we go,” Max said, pointing.


May bowed, then sent out Skitty with a carefully thrown Pokéball. There were no seals, but the throw landed so that Skitty appeared on her shoulder in a quick flash of white light.

She spent a moment to pet her Normal-type, then began to unfold her chair. As she did, though, it began to rain – a few drops at first, then getting quickly stronger.

Only on one half of the stage, though. The other half was dry, and May quickly picked up her folding chair and hurried into the dry section.

Skitty followed her, then hopped off her shoulder as she set up the chair again. Padding up to the edge of the rainstorm, Skitty batted at it with a paw, then meowed at her trainer.

“Huh?” May said, looking over. “Skitty?”

Skitty meowed again, batting at the rain.

“Just wait it out,” May advised her. “Or sort it out yourself, I don’t know.”

Skitty nodded, and brought her tail around to touch her chin – the picture of careful thought.

Then she brightened, and a ball of light formed in front of her muzzle. It brightened, getting more powerful by the second – then popped, and she went shooting into the air.

For a moment, she vanished into the rain clouds, then her Sky Uppercut faded and she dropped back down towards the ground. Twisting in mid-air, she landed on her paws and shook the damp off her fur.

The Kitten Pokémon shook her head, then pondered again.


“That’s very interesting,” Nurse Joy said quietly. “I didn’t know a Skitty could do a move like that.”

“They can’t,” Raoul Contesta replied. “Of course, this is one of the Maple Siblings, so it could be that long exposure to Ash Ketchum results in your Pokémon learning improbable moves…”

Mr. Sukizo passed a note to them.

“Assist,” Raoul read. “Yes, I see. Risky, but if it works I think I’ll score it with extra points – it’s hard to pull something like that off.”


Skitty pouted, then looked upwards at the rain clouds and used Assist again. This time the ball of light took a little longer to form, but once it did it intensified just as fast as before – then burst, forming a ball of swirling light for a moment before surging upwards in a Gust that blew the clouds away in an instant.

The Normal-type blinked, surprised, then shrugged and padded out into the ‘outside’. As she did, however, the rain clouds began to form again – and this time, in addition to the big one overhead, a small one appeared directly over Skitty’s head.

Skitty yowled, and went running back into the ‘indoors’ – only for the cloud to follow her, raining on her whenever it got a chance, until she hid under May’s chair to try and escape.

By that point the audience was laughing at Skitty’s antics, as the Normal-type peered out from under the chair to make sure the nasty cloud had gone away.

Satisfied, Skitty walked back out towards the border of the main raincloud. As she did, the smaller one appeared again from behind her, but she snarled at it and it ran away to hide.

Licking her paw, Skitty pondered one last time.

Then a lightbulb appeared over her head.


“…how did she do that?” Joy asked.

“I think that was Flash,” Raoul said, a little uncertainly.

As they watched, Skitty walked right up to the dividing line. She inhaled, and then breathed out a cloud of snow and freezing air which swirled up and around a whole half of the arena.


“Phew,” May said, standing up. “Skitty? You’ve been quiet.”

She turned, and saw her Normal-type sitting on top of a big snow-statue of a Delcatty.

“Ty, Skiii-ty!” Skitty announced.


Dawn checked the time.

“Okay, looks like now’s a good time,” she said to herself.

Buneary looked up, interested.

“Sorry,” she apologized. “Just going to give Mamoswine his shower. I think I remember where Mom left the hose…”

Then she checked around the room, just to make sure another Pokémon hadn’t appeared while she wasn’t looking.

You couldn’t be too careful.


The Graveler facing Skitty cracked his knuckles.

“Like… this is gonna, like, suck,” Skitty decided.

“And, begin!”

Skitty fired a burst of ice at the floor and skated away from Graveler’s first attack, then flicked her tail around to turn her and avoid the second Rock Throw.

There was a smattering of applause as Skitty reached the end of the ice trail, then pushed off with her tail and paws together to jump a bit higher than her opponent was expecting. Graveler’s Rock Blast detonated underneath her, and she did a flip before landing on her paws again.


“Good dodging,” Nurse Joy noted. “But you can’t win a battle by doing just that.”

“I agree,” Contesta said.

“Don’t touch this!” May instructed

“…was that even an attack name?” Joy asked, confused.

As she wondered, Skitty took a deep breath. When Graveler fired a double Rock Blast at her, Skitty reacted to that by dodging to one side – but she fired a powerful Blizzard at one of the Rock Blasts, letting the other sail past her, and jumped into the air to land on the frozen one.

It took her some impressively fancy footwork, but she managed to make the frozen Rock Blast turn around so it was moving in the direction of the confused Graveler. Then she jumped off again, and used a Double-Slap to knock the icy attack right back at the instigator.

“Sandstorm!” Graveler’s trainer called, and the Ground-type launched a barrage of gritty sand at the ice projectile. The stream of it was strong enough that it eroded away some of the ice, and the attack detonated shortly before it reached Graveler himself.

“Remarkable,” Mr. Sukizo pronounced.

“That’s right,” Contesta agreed. “That has to be some kind of planned way of countering an attack – very impressive, even if Graveler did have a way to avoid it.”

“Is there any reason we’re not using Graveler’s trainer’s name?” Joy asked.

Mr. Sukizo shrugged.


“Like, awww…” Skitty sighed. “That one was, like, totally going to hit!”

“It did hit, Skitty, keep it up!” May advised. “Okay, let’s try-”

Before she could finish the sentence, there was a sudden blast of fine red sand. It swirled out towards Skitty, engulfing her, then settled out a little as Skitty waved her tail around to blow it away.

Graveler’s arms clenched, and he threw out another burst of sand – this one a coarser white colour, forming a two-tone pattern with the red sand he’d already used. Then he began to use Sandstorm, and the two colours and densities of the sand made them visibly segregate.

The finer sand rose to the top, the coarser sand settled to the bottom, and the circular currents produced a familiar-looking shape.

“Great!” Graveler’s trainer told him. “Now, keep that up and use Sand Tomb! Try to catch that Skitty in your Pokéball!”

“That… is actually kind of impressive,” May admitted.

“Like, yeah,” Skitty agreed, then jumped aside as Graveler fired a burst of sand at her from the Sandstorm. The little burst of sand didn’t go straight back into the sandstorm itself, but was swept along by the wind and battered Skitty’s side before being drawn back in.

“Skitty, Blizzard Guard!” May said quickly.

Skitty fired a burst of Blizzard at the ground, and it bounced off with a flash – forming a kind of spiky splash-shape of ice, which deflected the next attack without breaking.

“Skitty, you’ve got to use Rain Dance to flatten the sand,” May pointed out.

Skitty was silent, ducking below the top of her icy rampart as another blast of sand came in.

“Skitty?”

“Like, quiet…” Skitty instructed. “I’m… like… thinking about it…”

May sighed.

Skitty darted out of the side of her defensive structure. A Rock Blast nailed it, blowing it to bits, and then an eddy of the sand came out and pulled her into the Pokéball-sandstorm.


“Hmm…” Joy said, tapping her pen on the table. “That’s probably not a good thing for Skitty there.”

“No,” Contesta agreed. “Do you think this might be what decides the match?”

Joy was about to nod, but then stopped.

There was something going on within the cloud. It was starting to lose the crisp Pokéball shape which had impressed them, going a bit weak at the base and dark in the middle, and it even looked like it was becoming rotationally uneven.

Then the whole thing collapsed inwards over the course of several seconds, going from a red-and-white sand construct to a disc of pink water. The disc stayed there for a few seconds, then burst apart in all directions – including directly at Graveler, getting him soaked – to reveal that Skitty had been in the middle of it.

Her fur was an absolute mess, but she shook the majority of it off in a few seconds.

“Rapid Spin!” Contesta said. “Very impressive – and that water as well! I think that’s a very impressive combination!”

“But Skitty don’t learn Rapid Spin,” Joy objected.

“They do learn Assist,” Contesta countered. “It was luck, yes, but she used it well.”


“It’s not over yet!” May’s opponent said. “Graveler, set up another Sandstorm!”

“Skitty, over here,” May ordered. “Now, Hyper Voice!”

Skitty’s paws splashed on the damp, gritty stadium floor. She skidded into a turn, already feeling the wind starting to chill her damp fur, and shouted. “LIKE!”

The burst of sound bounced off the wood of the arena without causing it much actual damage, but it did pick up a lot of the water Skitty’s undercover Rain Dance had produced. With the shout pushing it all in the same direction, it produced a pretty half-circle of pink-sandy water which slapped into Graveler from the front as he tried to concentrate on his Sandstorm.

“And finish it with another Hyper Voice – and Blizzard!” May said.

Skitty obeyed both orders in quick succession, sending another great sheet of pink-sand water up at Graveler. Her burst of Ice-type energy came on the heels of the attack, and Graveler found himself frozen solid in a cage of faintly-pink ice.


“What does that do to the scores, Raoul?” Joy asked. “What about that deciding the match?”

Contesta chuckled. “You’re right, I did nearly call it too early. I think that means my decision was-”

“Re-mark-able,” Sukizo said earnestly.

“You do that on purpose, don’t you?”


“Okay, Skitty, I think that’s most of it,” May said, lifting the towel for a moment. “There’s still sand in your fur, but I think we’re not going to get it off while it’s stuck on like that.”

“Like, like what?” Skitty asked.

“Everything’s damp,” May explained. “So the sand’s sticking to you. I know, it’s kind of a pain, but I think we need to give you a proper shower.”

The Normal-type sighed. “Ugh. Like… I’ve gotten too, like, wet today.”

“At least we got the Ribbon,” May pointed out. “So you don’t need to do it again.”

“Like… I really need to, like, learn a sunny move?” Skitty suggested. “And have, like, my own personal sunbeam.”

May chuckled. “That sounds like a good start, but you could stand to pick up some other moves as well. Relying on Assist is a bad idea, we both know that.”

She frowned. “Perhaps we should get you a couple of TMs, to speed things up…”

“I, like, like the sound of that,” Skitty volunteered, licking her paw and then making a face. “Ugh, sand.”

She shook her head. “Like… less effort is, like, something I’m on board with.”

“All right,” May said. “Let’s have a look at the catalogue later – we can visit Celadon and buy some once you’ve decided.”

She picked the Normal-type up. “Now, come on, let’s get you in the shower.”

Skitty bristled, then May scratched her behind her neck and Skitty’s objections dissolved into purring.


At about the same time, in Sinnoh, a young princess returned to her rooms.

“My, my…” she said. “What an interesting group of people.”

She turned her attention to the woman following her. “Wouldn’t you say so, Freesia?”

“Perhaps, Your Highness,” the experienced servant agreed. “I must say, I’m very glad there were no major problems.”

Princess Salvia chuckled. “You may be right. But I think that depends on one’s definition of a problem.”

Freesia spread her hands. “I wouldn’t wish to presume, Your Highness. But from my own understanding, negotiations begin with an extreme position and subsequently become less so.”

“One can only hope,” Salvia allowed.

She shook her head, sitting down on her bed. “Well, the negotiations will continue tomorrow. Perhaps their positions will be easier to accomplish?”

There was a purr from the other side of the room, and a Togekiss came floating over to hover just above the bed linen. The princess raised her hand to stroke the Fairy-type, smiling wistfully.

“Thank you, Togekiss,” she said, still stroking. “It’s always a delight.”

Freesia smiled to see her princess relaxing after a trying day of negotiations, and turned to make sure the room was as fresh as could be.

Then she frowned.

“Your Highness?”

Salvia looked up, concerned. “Is something wrong, Freesia?”

“A letter for you, Your Highness,” Freesia explained, holding up the envelope. “It was on your dresser.”

“How odd,” the royal noted. “How very odd indeed. I wonder who might have delivered it?”

“An excellent question,” Freesia said. “With your permission, Your Highness?”

At a confirmatory nod, Freesia opened the letter with some care – taking pains to avoid any potential trap. Then she withdrew the paper within, unfolding it, and frowned.

“How odd.”

“Freesia?” Salvia asked. “Is there something wrong?”

Togekiss cooed next to her.

“Well…” Freesia began. “Not wrong, so much as unexpected.”

She passed the letter to Salvia for her to read.

“Dear Queen slash Princess, open brackets, delete whichever is inappropriate, Salvia…” she began, out loud so Togekiss could hear.

The Fairy-type did a double-take.

“I see what you mean,” the princess agreed, then kept going. “You can totally have a zing-bat way to relieve… y queiro… stress on occasion.”

The young royal looked up again. “I don’t understand some of these terms, Freesia. What do they mean?”

Freesia spread her hands. “I am afraid, Your Highness, that I do not know either.”

Salvia looked back down, and continued reading. “Because you totes have a body double…”

“I think a tote is a kind of bag,” Freesia supplied. “But surely that can hardly be what the note’s author means.”

The princess pursed her lips, nodding, then finished. “But the price is that you have to share your Togekiss. Jivin, huh?”

Togekiss took off with a gentle flap of her wings, and examined the note more closely – just to make sure that was really what it said.

“There are instructions on the back, Your Highness,” Freesia pointed out. “And an email address to send a message to. Should I follow them?”

“I think… yes,” Salvia decided, after a little thought. “We may as well see what this is all about. But I would prefer you did not use the main email account.”

“Of course, Your Highness,” Freesia agreed. “Of course.”


“There we go,” May said, switching off the hair dryer. “Better?”

Skitty eyed her reflection, which was far too poofy.

“Like… I look like some kind of, like, Tribble or something…”

“A what?” May asked.

“Like, nothing,” Skitty said quickly. “But, like, I’m going to need… like… brushing for, like, days after this.”

“That’s fine,” May said, patting her, then turned it into a stroke. “Tell you what, though. Let’s see if we can teach you a proper Water-type move, so you can use water attacks without having to get yourself soaked.”

Blaziken coughed.

“Huh?” May said, looking up. “Oh, right. Sorry, Skitty, I guess we’ve been taking a bit too much time.”

She brushed Skitty’s fur with her hand, to get off any remaining stray sand, then returned her into her Pokéball.

“Okay, let’s go,” she decided.


“I wonder if it’s worth investing in a pressure washer,” Dawn mused, playing the hose over Mamoswine’s back. “It might make this a bit quicker.”

Mamoswine snorted.

“Don’t worry, I don’t mind doing it as it is,” Dawn assured him. “If I did mind then I’d already have asked for one. It’s just whether it saves enough time, is all.”

The Ice-type shook himself, gently, and sent droplets cascading out to land all around him.

“None of that,” Dawn chided gently. “I don’t want to get these clothes too wet.”

There was a discreet cough from behind her.

Dawn lowered the hose, and looked around. “Hello – huh?”

She did a double-take, looking at someone she recognized as Freesia, then shook her head. “Sorry, uh… you kind of caught me off guard there.”

“So I see,” Freesia agreed. “Are you Dawn Berlitz?”

“That’s me,” Dawn confirmed. “I’m… kind of confused as to why you want to see me, though…”


“Just two Symbols to go,” Ash said, out loud. “Battle Tower, then Battle Pyramid, and that’s the Frontier done!”

“How’s it been?” Brock asked. “Doing the whole thing again, I mean.”

“Interesting,” Ash replied, after some thought. “I mean, obviously my team is much bigger now, so I guess it’s tricky to pick who should be in each battle. The Battle Tower is all about Psychic Pokémon, so it’s almost like a Gym that way – but not quite…”

He shrugged. “Plus, it’s been a good opportunity to spend time training. It’s not that long until Sinnoh.”

“It’s going to be weird, travelling without you,” May said. “I mean, we’ll be available whenever you need our help, but Max and I were talking – and we think Johto’s the place to go.”

“Yeah, Johto’s got some good gyms,” Ash agreed. “Like-”

Dexter interrupted him with a snatch of classical music.

“…huh?” Ash asked, blinking, then took Dexter’s case out of his pocket. “What was that about?”

I have been attempting to index personalized ringtones for many of your contacts. This one is the Morning Song by Rossini.

“Dawn, right?” Brock said.

Yes.

“Doesn’t really sound right for Dawn…” Ash frowned. “Anyway, uh – right.”

The Porygon2 decided to treat that as an agreement to answer the phone.

“Ash?” Dawn asked, her sounding voice much better than was normal from even a good-quality phone as Dexter applied smoothing algorithms. “Do you remember the thing with Princess Salvia?”

“I… think so,” Ash said. “The princess who looked just like you, right?”

“That’s her,” Dawn agreed. “I… okay, this is kind of an odd situation. Basically, her servant’s shown up at my house. Did you have anything to do with that?”

“How would I do that?” Ash asked.

“I don’t know, you’re the one who’s technically a knight,” Dawn replied. “You really didn’t do it?”

“No!” Ash answered. “It never crossed my mind!”

“Well… great,” Dawn sighed. “For some reason, the Princess thinks that I can help her participate in Contests now and again. And I still don’t know how that idea came about…”


Many thanks, Mesprit stated. Assistance appreciated. Expert opinion on technical support most helpful. Could not have done it without you.

Celebi did a flip, pleased. It’s my pleasure, she replied.

But one question remains, Mesprit went on. No, no, not one question – imprecise. One simple question. Where did you get the email address?

I have lots! Celebi told the Lake Spirit. I know I need them, so I set them all to forward to my main account. Then when I get a forwarded email I go back in time and set up the account, then I go forwards again to find out what I did that led to the email arriving, then I actually reply!

Mesprit paused, and a long tendril came up to rub the Psychic-type’s temples. That does not make sense. Predestination paradox?

A lot of what people call paradoxes are actually just poor understanding of the nature of time, Celebi replied airily. But yeah, Celebi totally abuse that kind of thing all the time so we know what we’re supposed to fix.

She spun around in mid-air. Anyway, did you need my help for anything else?

Not at this time, Mesprit answered. Dawn’s team construction preceding apace. Further assistance will be requested at the required time.

The Emotion Pokémon reached into thin air, and pulled out a small but well-frosted cupcake. Here is your payment.

Thanks! Celebi laughed, taking the treat. Time travel burns a lot of calories.


“Finally,” Palkia sighed, as they cleared the last set of stairs. “This Sky Tower is way too well named.”

“Tell me about it,” Dialga agreed. “You realize I’ve got four legs?”

Aaron facepawed. “You guys have been complaining about this since we entered Sky Tower.”

“That doesn’t make it any less valid,” Palkia countered. “You’re way lighter than us, climbing stairs is easier.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t realize that both of you have ways to float,” Aaron countered. “And Giratina’s been floating all tower.”

Dialga and Palkia exchanged long looks.

“…I blame Giratina,” Dialga decided.

“Seconded,” Palkia agreed.

Giratina shook his head with a long sigh.

“Anyway, if we’re done with that?” Aaron checked. “We kind of need to stop the incoming meteorite.”

He cupped his paws around his mouth. “Hey, RAYQUAZA!”

Rayquaza promptly came swooping down from above. “The sky is my domain! Depart at once!”

“Oh, come ON!” Aaron groaned. “Arceus!”

What’s wrong now?

Aaron pointed up. “The meteorite is so close that we can see it with the naked eye, Rayquaza’s job is stopping meteorites, and yet I bet you’re planning on having us beat him up before he’ll agree to stop the meteorite!”

…she, actually.

“Not the point!”

Fine, then. See if you can talk her around.

Aaron stepped forwards. “Rayquaza.”

The serpentine Pokémon gave him a cool stare.

Then Aaron darted forwards, his whole body outlined in violent blue Aura, and kicked Rayquaza in the chin so hard that her neck snapped back and left her looking straight up.

“Stop that meteorite, please,” Aaron said, landing back on the oddly solid cloud of their arena.

“Ow,“Rayquaza muttered, one clawed hand going to her chin. “Fine…”

She powered up her Hyper Beam, and unleashed it in a brilliant orange torrent.

“So…” Palkia began. “Dad? Where did this idea come from?”

Well, I did get hit by a meteorite a long time ago, Arceus replied. Let me tell you right now that the asthenosphere is less pleasant than Groudon makes it out to be. But for some reason it felt especially appropriate recently.

The fragments of the meteorite began to fall around them, little sparks burning up as they fell through the atmosphere.

“So, is that it, then?” Dialga asked. “No more game?”

Have you never heard of Post Game Content? I’ve got tons. Heck, I might even make it possible for you to evolve.

“Into what?” Giratina asked.

Hm. Yes, good point. I might make it possible for Aaron to evolve.


AN:


A bit of training, a bit of Skitty, and a bit of confusing machinations by Legendaries.






220. Battle Frontier 22


“Goodness,” Princess Salvia said, inspecting Dawn. “I hadn’t realized quite how much you resemble me.”

Dawn nodded, a little embarrassed. “Yeah, it’s kind of odd… looking at someone who’s so similar.”

“Indeed.” Salvia sat. “Now. How much do you know.”

“Not a lot…” Dawn admitted. “I know we look the same, and that you’re a princess…”

She shook her head. “But the rest of the situation is kind of unexpected.”

“Do you want some tea?” Johanna asked. “I’m sorry, I wasn’t expecting a royal visit – I can get some better tea if you give me a few minutes to run to the shops.”

“That will not be necessary, thank you,” Salvia assured her.

Freesia produced a letter from a pocket of her dress. “This appeared on the dress of Princess Salvia earlier today,” she said. “We naturally followed up on it.”

Dawn read the letter, frowned, and read it again.

“That is just… bizarre,” she said. “You sent an email?”

“I did,” Freesia confirmed. “Within a few minutes, we got a reply detailing your identity and that your house was here.”

Dawn shook her head. “That’s kind of creepy, actually,” she said. “Sorry, but… this has all kind of come out of the blue. I know I have some odd things in my life, but this isn’t one of them.”

“Odd things?” Princess Salvia asked, curious. “Like what?”

“Well… things,” Dawn began, a bit awkwardly. “So, firstly, there’s this thing with Legendary Pokémon.”

She checked the clock. “Actually, I think you might find out in a moment.”

Right on cue, there was a knock on the door.

“I think that’s Suicune, Mom,” Dawn said. “Should I get it?”

Salvia shot a confused look at Freesia, who spread her hands.

“I’ll do it,” Johanna told her, and went to the door.

When it opened, it revealed Suicune standing there politely on the doormat.

“Dawn?” she asked. “I think we had a lesson planned for this afternoon?”

“That’s right,” Dawn called. “Thing is, a princess has shown up to discuss things with me… do come in, though.”

“Thank you,” the Aurora Pokémon smiled, padding into the house. “And greetings to both of you, as well.”

“Greetings, honoured Legendary,” Princess Salvia replied, putting her hands together and sketching a brief bow. “It is a pleasant surprise to see you here.”

“I’m not the only one,” Suicune replied. “I think there’s incoming help, Dawn.”

“Help?” Freesia repeated. “What kind of help?”

There was a thunderous BOOM which rattled the windows.

“Come on, Ash…” Dawn sighed. “Brake before you go overhead.”

“I think that’s technically Pidgeot’s fault,” Suicune observed, as the Pidgeot in question landed outside.

“Okay,” Dawn said, as Ash got off his Flying-type and recalled her for a rest. “You’re going to find out about this anyway, so here’s the quick version. I’m a time traveller.”

“I can vouch for her,” Suicune volunteered.

“I… see,” Salvia said, neutrally. “Interesting.”

“I know, it’s kind of odd,” Dawn admitted. “We met back before I went back in time, and you asked for my help to get a bit of relief from being a princess all the time, so we dressed up as one another and you won a Contest ribbon with Togekiss.”

“What happened then?” Salvia asked.

“Well…” Dawn shrugged, a little awkwardly. “Togekiss liked it, so she came with me. She went back to visit occasionally, but we did spend most of the next year together – that’s when the time travel happened.”

Ash came in the door. “Hi, Dawn,” he said. “Sorry about the delay. Uh… Princess?”

“Ah, you must be Sir Ketchum,” Princess Salvia said, giving him another small nod. “I heard about your knighting from the Togepi Kingdom.”

“Yeah, that,” Ash agreed. “It still feels kind of odd to me.”

“Princess,” Dawn said, drawing their attention back to her. “I think I know a way to show what I mean about time travel. Ash has an ability he can use with some people he knew from the future – and their Pokémon – to… sort of remind them how their life went in the future. If that makes sense.”

“I… don’t follow,” Freesia admitted.

“So… a good example is my Buneary,” Dawn began. “I actually met her when I set out on my journey, some months from now, but when I happened to encounter her again Ash was able to remind her of when we met – and all our time since then.”

“Ah, I see,” Suicune volunteered. “You think it would be a good idea to show Princess Salvia, by demonstrating on Togekiss.”

“That’s right,” Dawn confirmed.

They looked at Princess Salvia, who seemed somewhat lost.

“Well…” she began, then composed herself. “It is my opinion that your proposed test is worth trying.”

She raised a finger. “But if this plan is to go forwards – specifically, the plan detailed in the letter – I think that it would be only sensible for Dawn to undergo some training in political theory.”

Dawn blinked.

“Simply to ensure that you fulfil your acting role,” Salvia clarified. “It should not be hard to pick up the basics, and few will expect an expert of you.”

She sent out Togekiss, who looked torn between eagerness and confusion.

Buneary squeaked, drawing their attention to the little Normal-type on one of the stairs.

Piplup, who was on the next step up, told Buneary off sharply, and then Quilava (the step above that one) and Pachirisu (on the bannister) scurried upstairs.

“It seems that your Pokémon recognize their old teammate,” Suicune said.

“So…” Ash began. “Should I, uh… is that okay with you?”

Togekiss realized he was addressing her, and nodded after a moment’s contemplation.

Ash reached out and touched the tip of her wing, and there was a flash of blue Aura.

The Jubilee Pokémon shook her head, and looked around in confusion for a moment before brightening. “To-gi?”

“She says that she’s a little bit disoriented remembering two sets of memories, but it’s fine,” Suicune supplied, for the benefit of those who weren’t Ash. “She’s also glad to see both her trainers, and hopes that you’ll come to a resolution.”

“You got all of that from two syllables?” Freesia asked.

“Pokémon languages can be very concise.”


After everyone else had left, Dawn sat down on her rug with Suicune.

“Okay, let’s try this one,” Suicune said. “I want you to tell me how far into this sentence you-cune cune-suiii-”

“I lost you after ‘this sentence you’,” Dawn reported.

Suicune nodded. “I see. That’s very good, Dawn – last month you wouldn’t have heard any of it.”

“Wouldn’t that have made it hard to understand the instructions?” Dawn asked.

“I feel sure we would have been able to work it out,” Suicune chuckled. “But fortunately the problem did not arise.”

“That’s true, I guess…” Dawn agreed, nodding. “Okay, so… what’s the next step?”

“More meditation, I’m afraid,” Suicune told her. “It may help to have one of your Pokémon with you.”

The young trainer straightened. “Sounds like a good idea – I’ll see if Piplup’s busy.”

Suicune watched as Dawn went upstairs, then turned her attention to Johanna. “I hope we’re not causing too much disruption.”

“It’s fine, really,” Johanna assured her. “I feel like things just keep escalating – and after the first time a Legendary showed up I didn’t think that was possible – but…”

She shook her head. “One of the things that parents often say is that their daughters are their little princesses. I suppose in this case it’s… not quite literal, but close.”

Suicune used her paw to hide a chuckle.


“You’re sure we did them in that order?” May asked.

Absolutely.

“Wow…”

“What is it, momma?” Manaphy asked, peering down at Ethan’s screen. “Why are you surprised?”

“Well… look,” May said, as Ethan plotted out their route around the Battle Frontier. “That’s not the most sensible route at all – especially since we started in Pallet Town, not far from Cremini Town.”

“Oh, I see,” Manaphy agreed. “Maybe we were just following a good current?”

He put a flipper to his chin, looking up slightly. “No, that can’t be right. They’re called breezes in air.”

“We also don’t use them to travel, much,” May told him. “They’re used for ships, but not for land vehicles. Anyway, the reason I was looking was to see how far we are from the Battle Tower.”

She zoomed in, and blinked. “Huh. Pretty close, actually…”

“Found it!” Ash reported from up ahead. “There’s a really tall tree, we were just coming towards the Battle Tower from the far side of the tree and it was blocking our view!”

“That seems about right for our luck,” May admitted.

“I wonder if I should volunteer to knock down the tree,” Blaziken said. “Would that be a good idea?”

“Probably not, no,” May replied absently. “I think it’s part of the landscaping.”

“But it would still be part of the landscape if it were horizontal.”

“Have you been taking hints from Lucario?”


There was a knock on the door, and Anabel paused mid-sentence.

“I wonder who that is,” she mused, then glanced at Espeon. The Psychic-type nodded back, and Anabel placed her hand on Espeon’s back before concentrating.

With the faintest of clicks, the door swung smoothly open.

“Salon Maiden,” said the man in the doorway. “You have a challenger.”

“Ah, excellent,” Scott said, getting to his feet. “We’ll finish our discussion later, Anabel?”

“I’d love to,” Anabel agreed, removing her hand from Espeon’s back and getting up herself. “But yes, I think this is probably Ash Ketchum.”

She looked up to her judge. “Is that right, Maron?”

“It certainly is,” Maron agreed. “That or an Ash Ketchum impersonator holding a conversation with thin air.”

“That sounds like the Latias or the Latios, then,” Scott agreed. “It’s strange how so many very powerful Pokémon trainers tend to be eccentric.”

“I hope you’re not suggesting anything, Scott,” Anabel replied.

They reached the lift, which was already on their floor, and filed in.

“Not at all, Anabel,” Scott replied. “But it’s a simple fact – just look at Alder.”

Espeon nodded along, pressing the ground-floor button with his telekinesis.

“I suppose you’re right,” Anabel agreed. “And, if I’m honest with myself, most normal trainers can’t connect so closely with their Pokémon.”

“There you go,” the Battle Frontier’s owner said. “Eccentric isn’t an insult in the least.”


“I can’t remember what the gimmick of the Battle Tower is,” Max said. “Ash?”

“I don’t think it has one,” Ash replied. “Is that right?”

Correct, Dexter confirmed. According to news articles, there were considerations of giving the Battle Tower a special trick, but the Battle Tower franchise objected – they’re the ones who like to rate Pokémon into tiers.

“Oh, yeah, I remember them,” Ash agreed.

The door opened, cutting off their conversation and revealing Anabel – the Salon Maiden of what was confusingly not called the Battle Salon.

Next to her was an energetic man in a loud Alolan shirt.

“Aha!” the man said, running down the steps. “Mr. Ketchum, there you are at last!”

“Scott, right?” Brock asked, recognizing him.

“That’s me,” Scott agreed. “You’re… one of the Pewter gym leaders? I’m always on the lookout for talent.”

He waved his hand. “But the important issue is with Ash Ketchum here! How are you finding my Battle Frontier?”

“With great difficulty,” May muttered, remembering their complicated route all over Kanto.

“It’s been pretty interesting,” Ash said. “I’ve had some hard fights on my journey.”

“Yes,” Scott agreed. “I’m quite proud of my work. But speaking of which… did you know the Battle Frontier is invitation only?”

Ash blinked, then brightened. “Oh, yeah, now I remember!”

He blushed. “Um… oops?”

Scott gave Ash his best stern glare for about four seconds, then laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. It’s only invitation only so that the Frontier Brains have more time to train – without needing to spend most of their time dealing with challengers of all levels like they do in the Gym System! I can assure you that I’d have invited you like a shot, if I could only find you.”

“Where did you look?” Max asked. “Ash introduces himself by hometown half the time.”

“…you know, that’s probably where I went wrong,” Scott mused. “I should really have spent more time investigating Pallet Town than outer space. But that’s all water under the bridge now!”

He stepped aside, drawing attention back to Anabel. “Now, let’s get to that battle of yours!”


“Mr. Ketchum,” Anabel began. “If you’re not aware, the rule of the Battle Tower is that we have regulation tournament battles. Three Pokémon each, no special rules.”

“Yeah, I do know,” Ash confirmed. “Dexter said something about licensing?”

“Dexter?” Anabel asked, then nodded when Ash held up his Pokédex. “Of course. I researched your team, but it’s quite a large one so it’s hard to keep track of.”

She clasped her hands. “In any case. Please select your Pokémon before the battle.”

“Already done it!” Ash replied. “Let’s go!”

Anabel nodded. “Very quick of you.”

She sent out her first Pokémon, an Alakazam, and Ash did the same thing with his Houndoom.

“Wait a moment…” Ash frowned. “-Houndoom, Fire Blast!”

Anabel smiled slightly, and Alakazam’s spoons went up. They glowed, and the sudden blast of intense heat washed off a burst of psychic energy.

Then the glittering Mega Stone on his forehead lit up, and Alakazam began to change.

It lifted both feet off the ground, clasping them together, and floated in mid-air in defiance of such pedestrian things as pedestrianism (and gravity), and three additional spoons appeared in little sparks of white light above a head developing into a diamond shape.

When the light faded, it was also possible to see other changes to Mega Alakazam – his mustache had lengthened and turned white, supplemented by a beard, and the sections of armour-like material had become larger and bulkier – becoming more like robes than before.

Finally, a red stone appeared in the centre of Mega Alakazam’s forehead, and glowed with a red light.

“…I should have asked about that,” Ash admitted. “Okay, Houndoom, don’t use any Fire type attacks!”

“Yeah,” Houndoom agreed. “Trace.”

Then he dodged to one side, away from a Focus Blast which blew a small hole in the floor.

Anabel’s expression changed slightly, and Alakazam gestured. Two of his spoons began to crackle with electrical energy, while the other three remained clear and ready to defend.

Houndoom used Double Team, not just once but a dozen times, spilling out duplicate illusions of himself in all directions. One of the Charge Beams was decoyed off into striking a Double Team illusion, but after that they began to quickly zero in on which one was the real him.

His tail flicked from side to side, and he shouted. “Dark Pulse!”

Mega Alakazam’s shield didn’t do a thing to stop the surge of malicious energy, which struck home and made the Psychic-type wobble backwards.

“Interesting,” Anabel commented, as Mega Alakazam retaliated by switching all five spoons to attack and firing out a series of Charge Beam attacks. “You don’t talk to your Pokémon in battle much.”

“I try to train them to be independent,” Ash replied. “Especially with a well trained Pokémon, you shouldn’t need to order them to attack – and especially not to dodge.”

As he spoke, Houndoom pounced at the wall. Paws pressing into it, he twisted and pushed off again – high enough that he could fire a Dark Pulse which came down from above towards Mega Alakazam’s shield.

The Psychic-type skimmed rapidly to one side, countering with a Focus Blast, and Houndoom vanished in an explosion of smoke.

A moment later, however, Houndoom landed intact on the floor of the stadium and loped off – seemingly no worse for wear.


That was interesting, Anabel noted. Was that Smokescreen?

It didn’t look like it, Mega Alakazam replied. Anyway, I fired my attack first – it should have hit.

Attack, on the left, Anabel cautioned. And I agree. Something is odd here.

Mega Alakazam’s spoons flicked out, two of them launching out Dazzling Gleam attacks while the other three readied a more durable Protect shield to replace the simpler shield of pure psychic energy. Houndoom dodged the first, and the second caught him a glancing blow on the tail – making him shout, more in rage than in pain.

Good, you’re pressuring him, Anabel observed. Now, Dazzling Gleam with all five.

Reverting to primary attention focus for shield, Alakazam replied, clasping his hands and readying to use Protect in case Houndoom managed to avoid being knocked out.

“Go for it, Houndoom!” Ash called, as all five spoons began to glow a brilliant pink.

Be ready to adjust, Anabel cautioned.

For a long second, Houndoom continued to pace at a slow speed around the edge of the arena – then suddenly surged to full speed, just as the glow of the spoons brightened to the full power of the Dazzling Gleam attack.

Two will hit, Mega Alakazam stated with certainty, and then all five attacks flashed out at once. The waves of power crashed into the arena floor and wall all around Houndoom, throwing up clouds of dust and more than a few splinters – but it wasn’t quite possible to see what had happened, for the first second or so.

Then Mega Alakazam exerted a pulse of psychic pressure to blow the smoke away, and revealed a very odd sight indeed.

Ash’s Houndoom seemed to be, once more, none the worse for wear. And, crouching over him, were the wings of a shadowy Ho-Oh.

The half-there Legendary dissolved a moment later, producing another cloud of smoke, and Houndoom’s tail whipcracked through the air. “Beat Up!”

Anabel got the meaning through her link with Mega Alakazam, and for a moment she was puzzled – then realized what Ash’s team was like.

Look out! she told Mega Alakazam. Shield!

Duplicates of Houndoom appeared to either side of him, flicking out like a Double Team, then they shimmered with shadowy energy and changed into copies of other Pokémon on Ash’s team – Pikachu, Lucario, Ho-Oh and Latios.

The first of the duplicates exploded a second later as Mega Alakazam fired a spoon right through it, and managed to hit Houndoom on the side of the head as well – sending him rolling over on his side. But the Dark-type recovered quickly, springing to his paws, and sent the other Beat Up duplicates at Mega Alakazam as fast as they could.

For the next several seconds, it was a mad rush by Mega Alakazam to keep up with the task at hand. His spoons were up to the task of disrupting a Beat Up shadow-clone if they hit hard enough, and he could control them all at once, but they still had inertia and Houndoom wasn’t so foolish as to send his reinforcements along the same line. It took all the attention Anabel could spare to keep looking in the places Mega Alakazam couldn’t, and sparing the time to charge up a more powerful attack wasn’t happening.

Then Mega Alakazam flinched suddenly, and the current Lucario duplicate got through to hammer a blow in against his shield. It didn’t go down, but it was a worrying drain on the strength of the barrier.

Down one spoon, Mega Alakazam reported. Just lost it. Lost another.

Anabel scanned the room, looking for the source of the problem – then blinked.

Houndoom jumped into the air just as another of the duplicate Ho-Oh was destroyed, and snagged a spoon out of the air. It joined the two already in his powerful jaws, unable to move as he kept Mega Alakazam from recovering them, and he landed with a grunt before sending out another wave of Beat Up clones.

Houndoom is taking them! Can you feel them?

No, Mega Alakazam replied. His Dark type nature is jamming me. Where?

Anabel sent him the location, and Mega Alakazam drew back both remaining spoons before firing them out charged with a Focus Blast and a Dazzling Gleam – one each.

The two implements flashed out at Houndoom, and hit – and went right through.

Anabel had just enough time to be shocked before the real Houndoom – hiding among his latest wave of Beat Up doubles – pounced. He fired a Dark Pulse which discharged Mega Alakazam’s compromised shields, then dove through the gap and slammed into Mega Alakazam himself.

The Mega-evolved Psychic-type was no pushover even at close range, and hit Houndoom with a painful Focus Punch right to the collarbone. Ash’s Houndoom winced, but kept his grip and retaliated with a Crunch attack – then a second one.

I fold, Mega Alakazam sent.

I agree. “Hold!” Anabel called out loud.

“Stop fighting,” Maron requested, and Houndoom stopped his attack straight away. Mega Alakazam did the same, and reverted with a flash of orange light.

“Impressive,” Anabel went on, recalling her Alakazam. “A Feint Attack? Yes, that’s certainly one of those attacks it’s better not to actually order out loud.”


“So, Scott?” Brock asked, getting the attention of the Battle Frontier owner as Anabel switched out her Pokémon. “How’s it so far?”

“Well!” Scott said, with a chuckle. “I sort of wish I’d seen-”

“Wait!” Max interrupted.

“…did I say something wrong?” Scott asked, puzzled.

In reply, Max opened his bag to allow Jirachi to float out. “Please don’t wish things near Jirachi,” he requested. “He can say no, but it’s still really distracting.”

“Well, goodness,” Scott blinked. “I hadn’t realized – no, I should have done the research on all of you. My apologies, young man.”

He shook his head. “Now, where was I – that’s right. It’d be nice if I could have seen those battles.”

“Some of them were pretty impressive,” Brock agreed. “And… I think Ethan, Kris or Dexter – those are the Porygon or Porygon-2 – might have some recordings.”

Scott’s reply was cut off by Maron chopping his hand down. “Begin!”


Houndoom opened fire in a literal sense, sending a rush of flames surging out towards Espeon. The Psychic-type flicked his tail, producing a radial burst of psychic energy, and blew the flames away – then followed that up with a Dazzling Gleam, one fired so quickly that the flames still provided a bit of a screen for his attack.

The Dark-type winced at the impact – not hit as badly as he would be if he wasn’t also a Fire-type, but still painful – and formed a full set of Beat Up doubles with a tail-crack, then dodged away from any follow-up attack by Espeon.

Espeon’s answer was both simple and effective, as he pulsed another burst of air pressure outwards. The thunderclap was powerful enough to disrupt the clones, and Espeon’s next step was to send out a stream of Swift stars.

“Block!” Ash called, alerting Houndoom to the incoming attack in case he hadn’t seen it, and a Ho-Oh double formed around the Dark-type just in time to protect him from the shimmering star-barrage.

Espeon lit up with a Flash while that was going on, and when the light faded the Psychic-type had disappeared.

Ash closed his eyes, and winced. “Below you!”

Houndoom jumped out of the way as Espeon emerged from beneath the floor. His claws swiped at Houndoom, augmented by a burst of psychically-boosted speed, and Houndoom hit him with a Dark Pulse – one which made the feline Psychic-type wince – then the two of them were in close quarters.

Ash was surprised that Espeon was willing to fight so close in, but after a moment he realized what was really going on – Espeon was using his telekinesis to move himself around Houndoom, hitting from unexpected directions and avoiding Houndoom’s jaws, and the gem on his forehead was glowing with the side-scatter of powering a steady stream of Swift attacks which were what was doing the real damage.

“Houndoom, Fire Spin yourself!” Ash called out.

Houndoom did so, taking a few more Swift hits to the flank as he did so, and a roaring column of flames exploded out around him – as did a second ring of fire, this one maybe ten feet away the moment it appeared before quickly tightening in to trap the Psychic-type between them.

This time Espeon didn’t have time to dodge away, and the flames engulfed them both – and Houndoom yelped in surprise, cancelling out the flames and shaking smouldering embers out of his short fur.

While he was dealing with the unusual feeling of actually being harmed by fire, Espeon – who looked none the worse for wear from his flamebath – used his telekinesis trick to move around to one side of Houndoom, then unleashed a Hyper Beam which knocked him halfway across the room and into the wall.


“Nice,” Ash said. “I hope Houndoom’s okay after that – Skill Swap, right?”

“Yes, well deduced,” Anabel confirmed. “I was going to use that to get off a Hyper Beam during the flame – that way Houndoom couldn’t block with one of those shadow Pokémon. He ended the Fire Spin too fast, but this worked just as well.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Okay, let’s see…”

He looked down at his two remaining Pokéballs, and made his decision.

“Go!” he called, and Kingler burst onto the battlefield.


Don’t Skill Swap this one, Anabel instructed. We don’t know what his ability is, and if it’s Sheer Force it would ruin some of our strategies.

I agree, Espeon sent back.

He focused his psychic power, feeling it building up in his fur.

Begin with Zap Cannon, Anabel added, and Espeon moved – blurring from his current position around in a quarter-circle to attack Kingler from the side.

With a crackling flash, Espeon fired Zap Cannon at his target.

Kingler immediately fired a Water Pulse at him, but an odd one – it went only a few inches from Kingler’s claw before abruptly exploding, forming a cloud of droplets which intercepted the Zap Cannon not far from actually hitting Kingler. Droplets of water immediately went everywhere, exploding outwards into a fine mist as they were electrostatically repelled from one another, but only a small fraction of the charge actually reached Kingler itself.

What?

Both Pokémon and Trainer were in synchronicity as they thought that, not having experienced a trick like it before, and Espeon was late to react to the blast of Brine which followed from Kingler’s other claw.

Shaking his head to get some of the droplets off, Espeon flicked around to another flanking position and fired a second Zap Cannon – only to yowl in surprise as the attack grounded through the Brine into Espeon himself, lighting the Psychic-type up for at least a second before the last of it discharged.

Anabel winced, having caught some of the backlash, and looked at Kingler again – then turned her attention to Ash’s Pikachu.

The Electric-type saw her looking, and winked.

I suppose we should have expected most of Ash’s team to be good at dealing with Electric attacks, she admitted, as Espeon refocused and blew a second Brine attack into salt-smelling mist.

It smelled a little like a sea breeze, which was oddly pleasant for the middle of a battle.


“Keep it up,” Ash said. “Kingler, look out!”

Kingler spun, claw clacking together, and another burst of water exploded outwards. This time the water seemed a little different – purer, perhaps – and Espeon blocked it with another psionic pulse, leaving water to rain down all over the arena.

His gem glowing as he prepared a Psychic attack – less effective than the Zap Cannon, but safer to use – Espeon tensed up ever so slightly. Then he used his telekinesis to slide out of the way of a two-clawed attack from Kingler, picking up more water on his fur as he swept out a path through the air but managing to get in position to launch his Psychic.

Kingler reacted with startling speed, turning around in a clatter of limbs and firing a blast of water from his mouth. He still took the attack, which knocked him backwards, but Espeon was unready for the sudden spin from his decapod opponent and took the water blast full in the face.

Startled, the Sun Pokémon took a step back and his paw slipped. Then another paw slipped, and then he began to shiver – the water he’d been hit with was icy cold, and was freezing into ice even as they watched.

Espeon’s eyes widened, and he tried to throw the water off him, but his instinctive reaction had left him still for too long – Kingler smacked the Psychic-type on the nose with a Crabhammer, disorienting him until the Rime had done its work.

The same attack also froze Kingler solid as Espeon’s Synchronise activated, and for a few seconds both Pokémon were immobile. Then Kingler’s claws burst out of the ice, hissing with steam, and the Water-type turned his Scald on himself.

“I think that’s conclusive,” Anabel said, after a moment. “Espeon is defeated. Very interesting – how did that work? I know about the Rime move, but I thought it took longer to freeze the target.”

“Well, sometimes it does,” Ash replied, as Kingler used Scald again to thaw out Espeon. “But Kingler put a lot of it into the air as well, so Espeon was already coated with nearly-freezing water when he did that telekinetic move trick.”

“Thank you,” Anabel told him. “I’ll be sure to remove that vulnerability from now on.”

She returned Espeon, and switched to her third and last Pokéball. “Now, let’s finish this battle. If you’re ready?”

“Sure am,” Ash agreed.

Anabel threw her third Pokéball, and a Metagross slammed to the floor – legs splashing into the thin layer of water on the floor of the arena.

“Right…” Ash began. “Uh… okay.”

Kingler glanced back at his trainer.

“Give me a moment,” Ash requested.


“That’s actually a very useful feature of the arena design,” Brock said, pointing out the wet and dry patches. “The floor’s uneven, so it can’t flood all the way.”

Scott nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, we make sure to pay attention to all kinds of details like that. There’s drains by the walls which filter off water that might get to the level of the trainers’ shoes, but there’s still enough depth to make it interesting!”

“Right, and it’s got shallow enough curves so Pokémon don’t trip,” May added. “That’s clever.”

She broke off as a red flash heralded Kingler vanishing, and then Ash sent out Torkoal instead.

“I’m surprised you’re using two Fire types,” Anabel admitted. “If you were going to use two of the same type, I’d have pictured Dark types.”

“That’s a good point, actually,” Scott mused. “I wonder what Ash has to show us now!”


Torkoal rolled his neck, feeling the level of pressure inside his shell, then scraped his foot along the floor – one of the dry sections, fortunately – and squared up to the much larger Steel-type.

Then he let off a blast of steam, hurtling into the air with a loud BANG, and unleashed a Fire Blast from near the ceiling. It speared into Metagross, detonating with a flash and a roll of oily smoke, and Torkoal used another burst of steam so he didn’t fall all the way back to the floor of the arena.

Twisting, he scooted to one side, and the vapour produced by his jets created a kind of opaque screen around him.

Then Metagross exerted its will, sweeping away the smoke and the steam both, and Torkoal had a moment to be startled before it grabbed him in a telekinetic grip.

“Rapid Spin!” Ash ordered.

Torkoal duly did so, tilting his legs to direct his steam jets, and spun up – very quickly. The combination of extra steam and high rotational speed made Metagross lose grip, and Torkoal managed to correct his trajectory before he hit the floor. Bursting back up into the air on a pillar of steam, he flipped over upside-down as he passed over Metagross – and used Lava Plume..

A spike of flame flashed straight down from Torkoal’s shell, and there was a loud explosion - along with a sudden wash of steam and water vapour, giving the room a steambath atmosphere.


“What just happened?” Max called, speaking too loudly. “I can’t see!”

“I don’t think anyone can unless they have Aura!” Brock replied, shouting as well. “Unless – hey, Kris? Ethan? Can either of you-”

Of course we can, Ethan interrupted, printing the words in the air with his projector. Hold on while we give you a sonar picture.

Not to be outdone, Kris began providing tactical analysis. Metagross used telekinesis to lift up the water lying on the floor. I think it was going to use the water to hit Torkoal, but Torkoal evaporated most of it.

“Huh, that’s kind of funny,” Max noted. “So Kingler actually gave Metagross a useful weapon against Torkoal…”


“Okay, Torkoal, new plan!” Ash called, as Metagross used a burst of telekinetic force to move the steam away and clear its vision again. “Return!”

“I don’t know that move!” Torkoal replied.

“No, I mean-” Ash began, then just used his Pokéball to pull Torkoal back in. “Kingler!”

Kingler appeared in Torkoal’s place, turned quickly, and crossed both claws. The hasty move worked, blocking a burst of psionic force from Metagross, and the Steel-type approached rapidly.

Ash’s Water-type waited a moment, then brought his claws out of the crossed position and slammed one of them down in a Crabhammer. The blow knocked Metagross’ fist into the ground, and the crackling energy of a Thunderpunch earthed through the water – going mainly along the briny surface of the floor instead of taking a shortcut via Kingler’s legs.

“Bubblebeam to your left!” Ash instructed.

Kingler had to deal with another volley of punches before he could get onto that, as a Meteor Mash slammed attack after attack into his claws. Then he had a moment’s free time, and fired a burst of bubbles through the window of the stadium.

There was a crash, and the fogged-up windows shattered.


“Oh, dear…” Scott sighed. “I should have realized the repair bill was going to be hefty.”

“Didn’t you hear about it from all the other Frontier Brains?” Brock asked. “We did the Battle Pike in a tent so Ash didn’t break any of it, and Spenser was glad Ash didn’t set the island on fire.”

“I think I might need to check the accounts…” Scott admitted. “Well, I’m sure it’ll be fine!”

He looked down to Grumpig, who had a hand out and was forming a dome-shaped shield around them. “And I must say thank you, Grumpig – otherwise we’d have had to go to the observation deck, and that might mean we’d be unable to see this excellent battle!”

You are welcome, Grumpig replied.

There was a flash of red/white light as Ash switched Kingler out for Torkoal, and then another flicker as Dexter’s bevelled form appeared next to Ash.

“Fire Blast!” Ash instructed immediately.

Torkoal opened a very literal fire, and just as before Metagross swept up some water to soak up the power of the powerful heat lance.

There was a loud BANG as the first of the water Torkoal hit exploded into steam, and then the rest of the water absorbed most of the remaining heat and fury of the attack. The steamy air filled the room in a trice, blocking out any view of the battling Pokémon for several seconds.


Sorry about making you divert some attention to shielding me, Anabel noted. It can’t be very convenient.

There is no problem, Metagross replied. One attention focus is on shielding you at all times. Three suffice for dealing with the battle.

As the disturbed air began to fade, they heard Ash shout again. “Inferno!”

Metagross flicked up another watery shield, blocking this one as well, then reverted to offensive operations and slammed all four legs into the ground. The burst of energy formed a small ring of rocks out of white light, which Anabel couldn’t quite see but which she felt because of her mental link with Metagross.

There was a flicker of light in the mist just as Metagross threw the Rock Slide, and instead of striking home on the Fire-type the rocks exploded into gravel with a loud crack.

Clear the mist, Anabel instructed. And keep it clear.

Metagross forced the vapour away from itself, revealing the battlefield, and showing that Ash had switched back to Kingler again. The Water-type scuttled forwards, claw rotating, and a gob of mud splashed off Metagross’ quick psionic shield.

Metagross lunged, moving much faster than most people remembered such a large Pokémon could move, and hit Kingler squarely with a Thunderpunch. The crustacean skidded backwards across the floor, stabilized, and then switched out with Torkoal again.

Rock Slide now, before he can switch again.

Concurrence, Metagross reported back, and formed a ring of rocks again. Half of them went straight at Torkoal, the other half were held back for an instant and then thrown at a higher angle to catch Torkoal if he steamjumped.

Torkoal’s approach to the problem, however, caught both of them by surprise. His legs retreated into his shell, there was a moment’s pause, and then – just as the rocks came in – he Exploded.

The pressure wave of the Explosion knocked the rocks away, splashed off the shields protecting everyone in the room – Dexter’s over Ash, Metagross’ over Anabel and Grumpig’s over the spectators – and completed the job Kingler’s Bubblebeam had done of breaking the windows.

Almost as soon as the explosion was over, before the echoes had faded, Torkoal jumped back up again. The effort of performing an Explosion was clearly wearing on him, but he was still in one piece – then Ash pointed.

“Overheat!”

Water shield! Anabel instructed.

Metagross began to do so, then reported an urgent problem. No water is available.

Anabel blinked. What?

Then it was too late. The spike of orange-yellow fire hit Metagross on the front glacis, only slowed a little by its primary psionic shield, and held on the Steel-type for several long seconds. Metagross staggered back, informing Anabel of various urgent damage warnings, then fell to the arena floor with a mighty crash.


“What just happened?” Anabel asked, as the shield around her faded and she shook her head – then she recalled Metagross to let him rest.

“It’s why I had Kingler break the window,” Ash replied. “I knew the best way to beat Metagross would be to hit it with a powerful enough Fire attack, and I had faith Torkoal could pull it off – but when you started using the water as a shield-”

“Right!” Anabel realized. “So you kept evaporating it, and letting it leave the arena through the window! And when Metagross pushed it aside to see better that only made it leave faster?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed. “I waited until there wasn’t enough for a shield, then had Torkoal use his Overheat.”

The Fire-type in question sat down hard, producing a little flicker of steam as his body touched the still-wet boards. “I think I would like to cool down now.”

“Sure thing,” Ash told him, recalling the Fire-type. “Great work, Torkoal – and you too, Kingler. And Houndoom, if you’re awake yet…”


“Well, Ash, it’s later than I’d hoped but that really shows me what you’re made of!”

Scott shook Ash’s hand, clapping him on the back, then took a step back and inspected the hand. “Like hitting a wall…”

“Pardon?” Ash asked.

“Sorry,” Scott said, realizing what Ash was confused about. “Nothing important. Anyway – unless I’m very much mistaken, you’ve earned your sixth Frontier Symbol. Anabel?”

“I have to agree,” Anabel said. “Ash has definitely earned my Ability Symbol. His Pokémon demonstrated speed, skill and a talent for unorthodox tactics, which is exactly the kind of thing we want to see here.”

Ash took the symbol, and opened his Badge Case to put it in the correct slot.

Anabel leaned over to have a look, and blinked. “How… how many badges do you have?”

“I think the count is up to twenty-eight,” Brock said. “Or twenty nine? How did they count it in the Orange Islands?”

“Drake didn’t give out a badge,” Ash answered, turning to the section with the Symbols and fitting Anabel’s one into the slot. “But Mom did make me four, if you want to count them.”

Scott chuckled. “The life of a multiple Champion, right?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed, shutting the case again and clicking the locks into place.

“Well, then,” Scott said. “Firstly, I need to tell you where the Battle Pyramid is at the moment.”

He paused, then shook his head in disappointment. “And I really thought I’d be able to get you there! You already know the Battle Pyramid is mobile, don’t you?”

Ash nodded.

“Well, then, it’s currently parked on Cerulean Cape,” Scott told them. “You can’t miss it.”

“Okay, I’ll handle getting us there,” Brock said. “Ash couldn’t read a map if his life depended on it.”

“Which it has,” May pointed out.

“Multiple times,” Max volunteered.

“Hey, I survived!” Ash protested.

“Define survived,” Pikachu requested of him. “Remembering how many times you haven’t so far.”

“Yeah, but… none of those involved a map,” Ash replied somewhat lamely. “Anyway, uh…”

He shook Anabel’s hand. “Thanks for the battle – that was great!”

Anabel gave him a mysterious look, then frowned.

“What is it?” Scott asked.

“I was going to use my telepathy to tell Ash I’d enjoyed the battle as well,” Anabel explained. “But it didn’t work.”

“Dark Type Hat strikes again, by the sound of it,” Latios said.

Scott jumped, then laughed as Latios phased into visibility.

“I have to keep reminding myself you’ve got more Legendary Pokémon than Brandon,” he said, still chuckling.


At about the same time, hundreds of miles to the east, a typhoon lashed at the sea. Rain came down in sheets, wind whipped up great mountainous waves, and caught in the grip of it all a half-dozen small ships heaved and tossed.

On the outskirts of the typhoon, two flickers of light darted across the sea.

“I am certain – certain – that this is a lot easier for Father when he does it,” Entei announced, running up the crest of another enormous wave before leaping over the froth at the apex and coming down the far side.

“That’s because he can dashed well fly!” Raikou agreed, just as wet as his brother but having considerably more fun. “But at least we don’t have to swim!”

“Perish the thought,” Entei grumbled, his internal fires keeping him warm despite the extreme weather. “I don’t think even Suicune swims.”

“I’ve heard her talking about it,” Raikou countered.

Both Legendaries were moving at a fantastic speed, so fast that they could run across the surface of the water instead of sinking into it, and while that allowed them to stay on top of the waves it did nothing about the spray.

“Have you seen one of the ships yet?” Raikou added. “I’d rather do this bally job with a deck under us!”

“No sign-” Entei began, then overruled himself. “Wait – there!”

He altered course, running down one wave and up the next, and confirmed his sighting – a small fishing vessel, struggling to make headway.

In the next few seconds, the vessel’s captain jumped as several hundred kilos of damp Legendary Beast landed on his weather deck. He stared, not sure what he was seeing, and rubbed his eyes to check it wasn’t some kind of trick of the light.

“Finally,” Entei muttered, shaking his fur out – not that it helped much, as a wave dumped even more water on him a few seconds later.

Water dripping from his mane, he sighed deeply. “I really hope the next one doesn’t happen when Suicune’s busy.”

Raikou chuckled, then planted his paws. “Now, let’s be about it!”

The two focused, then ROARED. Two overpowered Sunny Day moves punched out into the storm at the same moment, and the typhoon began to unravel almost instantly.

“That’s better…” Entei said, as the rain ceased. “What do you think? Is that the job done?”

Raikou jumped to the top of the fishing vessel’s bridge, making it creak alarmingly, and had a look around.

“I think another few pops should do it, what?” he judged.

“I’m going to rue the day he met that Noctowl,” Entei decided.


AN:


And the Battle Tower, now! Plus Dawn and Royal Stuff.

This was a fun battle to write. I based Espeon’s trick a little bit off the “Reversal” reaction command from Kingdom Hearts 2, though I didn’t realize that was the inspiration until I came to write the note here.

Just to quickly give my Shipping-related reminder, Ash is currently fourteen and roughly as dense as lead in that regard…






221. Battle Frontier 23


“Teriyaki,” Brock said to himself.

“Pardon?” May asked.

“Teriyaki,” Brock repeated, louder this time. “I was looking at what we’ve got, and I though I’d use teriyaki sauce as the base – then I’d make us all a big bowl of stir-fried udon.”

The Zorua sitting next to him licked her lips.

“I think I agree with Zorua,” May chuckled. “Anything else to go with it?”

“Well, there’s some ginger I picked up,” Brock said. “And bean sprouts, of course – and chives, for flavour.”

He rummaged through the fridge. “And… yes, I thought we had some. I’m going to put pak choi in with it.”

Removing the last of the ingredients, he shut the fridge and put it back into Ash’s pouch.

“Okay, so I’m going to need to do a marinade,” he added. “Is that okay, Torkoal?”

Torkoal snorted out a little puff of steam, and nodded a confirmation. Moving carefully, he set himself up underneath the tripod and began to produce an even flame.

“How long is it going to take?” Zorua asked.

“…about half an hour, I think,” Brock estimated. “Plus the time to get everything chopped up.”

Zorua concentrated for a moment, then took on the form of a Bisharp.

“Sorry,” Brock told her gently. “Sanitary cutting implements only.”

He patted her on the shoulder, then his hand went through empty air as she switched back to her baseform. “Don’t worry,” he added. “If you’re interested, I can teach you to cook – you’ll just need to follow instructions.”

“I think I’d like that,” Zorua decided, after some thought.

“Right,” Brock said, now all business. “So you’ve seen me use the scales before – I’d like you to measure out six kilos of noodles, so they’re ready to go into the stir-fry.”

Zorua nearly asked if he was sure, then looked over at the collection of large Pokémon relaxing in the afternoon sun and just started weighing noodles.


As the smell of marinading food began to waft across their campsite, May sat down next to her brother.

“Hey,” she said. “How’s things?”

“Not bad,” Max replied, with a shrug. “I was just thinking about everyone.”

He gestured towards the grassy slope in front of their campsite, where Arc was running after a tennis ball. As they watched, the Electric-type snatched it out of the air, then threw it back up with a toss of his head and tail-whacked it back the way it had come.

Casper caught it, managing to get his solidity right that the ball didn’t bounce off or go straight through, then threw it in the other direction for Arc to chase after.

“And, you know, how different everything was last time,” Max went on. “A lot of the big events have still happened, but everything around that… it’s been great.”

May nodded. “I get just what you mean,” she said, looking over at Altaria and Grumpig as they discussed something.

From the looks of it, it was how the two of them could possibly play tennis without their ball.

“Actually, that does remind me,” May said suddenly. “You’ve got… one, two… five badges now, right?”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Well, kind of six, but two of them only count half.”

“That was sneaky,” May agreed. “Anyway. That means at least three Gym Battles to go – any thoughts on where to have them?”

Max considered.

“Well, it might be nice to go and get the Earth Badge,” he said. “And I think we’re going to go right past the Cerulean Gym on our way to the Battle Pyramid, so that’s an obvious one. But apart from that…”

There was a little flicker of light as Roland appeared.

Hi! he announced, waving. I think I’m getting better at doing distance – I did two more than yesterday!

“That’s great news,” Max told his Kirlia. “I think you should rest until dinner, though, I don’t think there’s enough time for a proper training session with Lucario.”

Roland looked a little uncertain. I’d rather do some more training…

“Then… I think you should practice making vacuum waves,” Max decided, after a moment’s thought.

Sounds like a good idea!

“You could give Corona some dodging practice, too,” Max added. “I think if you focus on making the vacuum waves quickly, rather than powering them up to full power, they should be weak enough Corona wouldn’t be hurt – and it’d give you some good experience at aiming at dodging targets.”

He reached to his belt, and clicked the button on the Pokéball – and got no reaction other than a small click.

“…that can’t be good,” May said, getting up and looking around. “Last time that happened there were pirates about to attack. Manaphy? Are you okay?”

“Here, Mama!” Manaphy answered, making her jump as the Water-type spoke up from about three feet away.

“I don’t see anything,” Max supplied. “Roland?”

No, I can’t see anything either, the Psychic-type stated.


Some distance away, a hole opened in space – like a clean cut by the most subtle of knives, without any visible boundary.

Out of it floated an alien being – a Deoxys – which looked around, then winced as he felt the pressure of the meteorite’s electromagnetic interference.

It was hard to concentrate, under the pressure of the odd energy, but Deoxys knew that he had to find some way to solve the situation. Hiding in a pocket universe was no way to spend the rest of his existence.

A small sound, and a distortion in the magnetic field, attracted Deoxys’ attention – drawing him to look at a metallic creature examining the meteorite.

It headbutted the iron-nickel section of the meteorite, then licked it.

Deoxys realized that there was an opportunity here. A chance to obtain help.

Focusing his thoughts, he tried to express them in the linear, grammatical fashion he knew other creatures tended to employ.

Attention request, he transmitted. Small metallic creature.

The small metallic creature looked up, interested.

Request of conveyance. Request of introduction. Conversation with superior.

After some deep thought, the small creature shook its head in clear bafflement.

Deoxys turned the phrases over in his mind, and then tried a single one – with an imperative, to make the importance clear.

Take Me To Your Leader.


“I don’t know,” Ash shrugged. “I can’t see anything on Aura Sight. Lucario?”

“Nothing is within visible range,” Lucario agreed.

“It’s kind of a problem that Absol was in her Pokéball,” Ash went on. “But… honestly, I think we should be okay if we watch out.”

Brock looked back down at the food, which was still sizzling away in the pan. “I… should probably make sure this doesn’t burn.”

“This is just weird,” Max muttered. “I don’t get it… but at the same time, I kind of think the whole situation’s familiar.”

He looked around at his Pokémon, counting, then blinked. “Wait. Where’s Ferris?”

“Was he out?” May asked.

“I saw him come out of his Pokéball,” Casper volunteered. “But I didn’t see him after that – sorry!”

“It’s not your fault,” Max replied automatically, then nodded confirmation. “Seriously – it’s not. But that might mean we need to go looking for him.”

“Could he be a hostage?” Altaria asked.

If he is, I’m paralyzing the lot,” Pikachu determined. “Arc, you with me on that?”

Arc nodded firmly.

One of the nearby bushes rustled, and Pikachu’s cheeks began to spark.

Then a Deoxys came flying smoothly over the tree next to it, paying close attention to the Aron in his left hand.

“…oh, yeah, that’s what was familiar…” Max realized.

The Psychic-type swooped down to land in front of them, carefully placed Ferris on the grass, and then raised a bifurcated arm.

Greetings. Expression of peaceful intent.

Ferris tapped the Deoxys on the foot.

I come in peace.

“Okay, that’s… different,” May admitted. “I was sort of expecting a battle… that’s how things tend to go these days.”

“Food’s done!” Brock reported.

“Actually, that sounds like a good idea,” Max said. “Deoxys, would you like to eat with us?”

Sustenance is acceptable.


“It’s kind of a funny thing, but we’ve run into loads of Deoxys over the last few months,” Max said, between mouthfuls. “There were two in a city in Hoenn, then one in a meteorite, and now you.”

He looked over. “Deoxys?”

The Psychic-type was inspecting a small red-and-white Pokéball, turning it first one way and then the other.

“Deoxys?” Max repeated. “Are you okay?”

Deoxys turned his gaze to Max. Curiosity.

“Is that why you came here?”

Affirmative.

“That’s a good reason to go travelling,” Casper volunteered. “I was all stuck in a house for ages, but now with Max I’ve seen loads of things!”

He waved at Jirachi, who was trying to get all his noodles around his fork at once. “Same with you, right? It’s great to be able to explore the world after spending time locked away from it!”

Jirachi was about to reply, but they were interrupted by the sudden roar of prop-wash as a helicopter swooped low over their heads.

Half a dozen men and women in uniforms jumped out, landing with rolls to bleed off their momentum, and the helicopter swung around to take up a position nearby as support – revealing the Phantom logo on the side.

“All right, boys and girls,” one of them announced, holding up an Ultraball and revealing the Mega Bracelet around his wrist. “Just hand over the Manaphy and no-one gets hurt.”

“No way!” Ash replied quickly. “Pikachu-”

“Wait,” May said, holding up her hand. “Go ahead. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

The pirate gave her a confused look, then shook his head. “All right, then! Go, Kangaskhan!”

He threw his Ultraball, which bounced off the grass and failed to do anything. A series of clicks and clunks heralded the rest of the Phantom Pirates also trying and failing to send out their Pokémon.

Zorua fell off the table, giggling uncontrollably.

“Uh, that is…” the head pirate began, looking at all the Pokémon currently looking up from their dinner, then turned and sprinted for the helicopter.

Before he got halfway there, Blaziken shot past him. He skidded to a halt in front of the pilot’s door, pulled it off, and hauled the pilot out through the now-open door – then jumped clear with his new passenger as the helicopter crunched into the ground and beat its rotors to pieces on a nearby tree.

Placing call to nearest police station, Dexter announced, as the sound of the engine died away.

“Well… that went well,” Brock said. “Nice thinking, May.”

“Thanks,” she replied with a smile. “…hey, Grumpig, stop juggling with their Pokéballs please? I think we should put them in a bag to hand over to the police.”

The Psychic-type complied, picking up a bag from one of the pirates and filling it with Pokéballs.

“Now I know why the others told me to take this assignment,” the head pirate sighed. “Tossers.”

Deoxys gave Ferris a confused look, and the Steel-type shrugged in return.


“Sorry about that,” Max sighed. “This kind of thing happens a lot.”

Confusion, Deoxys stated.

“Yeah, it doesn’t make much sense for us, either.”

Any reply was cut off by Deoxys suddenly wincing, reaching his free hand up to his head.

“Is something wrong?” Ash asked.

Meteorite. Generation of pain.

“That’s right!” Max remembered. “It wasn’t Deoxys who was causing the problems with the Pokéballs – either here or in LaRousse! It was the meteorite, this time!”

Lucario got up. “Right, where’s this meteorite? I assume we can put it in Ash’s bag or something.”

Max exchanged a glance with Jirachi, who nodded.

Clearing his throat, Max spoke carefully. “I wish the meteorite that is causing Deoxys pain was moved somewhere it would not hurt anyone!”

Done! Jirachi announced, tags flashing a brilliant white, then sat back down in his seat quite hard. I feel hungry again…

Deoxys vanished in a flash of red light.

“Did he just teleport?” May asked, baffled. “If he could do that all along…”

Max blinked, then bent down to check the grass.

Where Deoxys had been standing was a small Pokéball, which registered the capture just as he picked it up.

“Uh…” he began. “I… didn’t expect that?”

He pressed the button. “Deoxys?”

The DNA Pokémon materialized again, shifting into Defence Form.

Query?

“Do you know what a Pokéball is?” Max tried.

Negative return.

“This could take some explaining…”


“…so that’s about the shape of it,” Max finished. “If you don’t mind the Pokéball being registered to you, then you can either leave it with me – or someone else who you trust – to keep it safe, or you can take it with you so you can come back to visit with one of our transceivers.”

Deoxys examined Max, then the large blackboard full of notes, then the Pokéball.

Query, he stated. Disadvantages of object.

“Well-” Max began, then glanced over at Ash. Seeing that the other trainer didn’t have any comment to make, he went on. “I suppose there’s a risk because if someone got hold of your Pokéball they could Return you – that’s whether you take it with you or I keep it – but if you don’t have a Pokéball you’re vulnerable to the same thing anyway.”

The Psychic-type thought about that, then shook his head. Acceptance.

Ferris waved a foreclaw, then nodded his own head slightly.

Deoxys looked at him, head tilting, then turned to Max and nodded. Acceptance.

He levitated the Pokéball over to Max, then shifted to Speed Form. The Psychic-type crouched down, for a moment, then took off with a shoom of displaced air.

A moment later, Latios darted upwards – moving even faster – and intercepted Deoxys almost too high up to see.

“I guess that means you technically have two Legendary Pokémon now?” May said.

Max nodded slowly. “Yeah. It feels… kind of a big responsibility.”

He reached out to touch Jirachi’s shoulder. “In a way, it feels bigger than Jirachi did, because Jirachi’s a friend… but this Deoxys, we’ve hardly met.”

Latios and the Deoxys came back down again, somewhat slower this time.

“What happened?” Ash asked.

“Two things,” Latios replied, as he reached ground level. “Firstly, I reminded him to take a transceiver because that way he can visit if he wants. He doesn’t need it, but it’s useful.”

“Good thinking,” Brock said. “And the other reason?”

“I told him about the Earth concept of ‘Dessert’,” Latios said. “Apparently it’s a thing he’s never experienced before.”

Jirachi sprang out of his chair, tags flapping behind him. You’ve never had any sweets before!? Max’s first Legendary demanded. We need to fix this now! Brock, what do we have?

Brock borrowed Ash’s bag and pulled the fridge out again. “Let’s have a look,” he said, as Deoxys regarded the sudden materialization of white goods with an expression that was probably puzzlement. “Okay… hm, there’s a Sitrus crumble, and some brownies…”

“Both of those sound great!” May smiled. “And I wonder if Deoxys would like to try some of my Pokéblocks?”

“He might,” Max agreed. “Deoxys? Do you know what a Pokéblock is?”

Deoxys watched as Brock started dishing up the crumble. Clarify.

“A Pokéblock is a kind of candy block,” Max said. “It’s a cube, made out of berries, and there’s lots of different flavours.”

Shifting to Attack Form, Deoxys reached out to take the red block that May dispensed from her Pokéblock Case between two of his manipulator tendrils.

“That’s right,” Max said. “Now, you just need to eat it.”

Eat, Deoxys stated, with a hint of dubiousness about the concept. Clarify, please.

They looked at his face, which showed no hint of a mouth.

“Okay, uh…” Max began awkwardly. “Kris? Any ideas?”

Analyzing, Kris stated.

“Hey, look,” May said, pointing off into the distance. “I think that Dodrio has a rider.”

The Dodrio in question came running up, feet thumping the ground in a rhythm. The rider steered it up towards the group, then slid off.

“Thank you, Dodrio,” she said, and the Flying-type ran off again. “Okay, Pokémon Ranger – what’s the problem?”

“You’re a Pokémon Ranger?” May asked, then nodded. “Okay – sorry, didn’t see your Styler at first.”

“Hey, no worries,” the Ranger assured her.

Something went peep in her bag, and she opened it to reveal a Plusle. “Obviously the problem isn’t urgent if you’re sitting around having dinner,” she observed, putting her bag down. “But there was a report of trouble in the area and Pokéballs not working, and I was nearby.”

“Right – of course!” Max realized. “They send a Ranger to this kind of thing because they don’t rely on Pokéballs!”

“Got it right there,” the Ranger agreed. “I’m Solana, by the way. Oh, wait, is that Ash Ketchum over there? Yeah, we got warned about him.”

Ash looked up from his second helping of chocolate brownies. “What’s that?”

“We got told that you have Legendary Pokémon,” Solana clarified. “Apparently there was some thing where you had to explain stuff to Rangers like four times?”

She shrugged. “Yeah, I heard they’re making sure every Ranger in the country knows you on sight just to avoid that happening again.”

“Nice of them,” Pikachu observed.

“So, what’s the problem?” Solana checked, after that conversation seemed to have stopped going anywhere.

“Actually, Jirachi kind of fixed it,” Max replied. “We’re… not quite sure how, but we did wish for the problem to be solved and now it is. So I think it worked.”

“Huh,” Solana said, nodding to herself. “Okay, that’s pretty cool. Wait, are those brownies?”

She looked at the fridge, then at Deoxys, and visibly decided that the how didn’t matter. “You don’t mind if I have some, right?”

“Go ahead,” Brock said. “We’ve got some to spare.”

“Cool,” Solana replied gratefully, and took a slice which she broke in half to share with Plusle. “It’s going to be about half an hour’s journey back to where I was staying, so – oh, wow!”

She swallowed the mouthful, and examined the rest of the brownie. “Are there orange flavoured chocolate pieces in the base of this? Why don’t more people do that?”

There was a fzzzzt sound from the direction of Deoxys, and everyone looked to see what was going on.

Deoxys was carefully feeding the Pokéblock into the gem on his chest, producing a steady fizzling sound and a faint whiff of sweet-smelling smoke.

Discovery, Deoxys announced. Method of eating. Consumption of pleasurable materials.

Ferris waved a claw in a circular motion.

I have discovered how to eat, Deoxys clarified.


“Okay, so… if you need to come back really urgently, just let us know,” Max said. “I’ll send the Pokéball through, and then you can go back into it and it’ll send you back.”

He waved his hand. “Otherwise… just fly back, I suppose.”

Acceptance, the Deoxys replied.

He shifted into Speed Form, and shot into the evening air. The blazing light of his orange core left an aftertrail, and they watched until he was out of sight.

“That was a much nicer one than the one we met in space,” Ash observed.

“You’re right,” Latios agreed.

“And that’s another one for the Ash Sayings book,” May said.

“The what?” Brock asked, looking up from where he was washing the plates with the help of Marshtomp and Ninetales. “I didn’t know about that!”

“Neither did I,” Ash replied. “What’s the Ash Sayings book?”

“Just an idea I had,” May explained glibly. “With all the bizarre situations we get in, I thought maybe I should collect all the oddest ones. Just to see how silly they get.”

“Well, I like the idea,” Pikachu said. “I’m sure I could contribute a few.”

He paused.

“Hundred,” Lucario supplied.

“Hey, that was my joke…”


Serena sighed, deleting about two pages of email.

It was so hard to put down her thoughts about this…

Standing up, she looked out at the grass – to Rhyhorn, the Pokémon her mother so wanted her to take up riding… then shook her head.

At least they’d managed to come to a decision.

Sitting back down, she got to typing. A short message, just to explain what was going on – without trying to get into how she felt about it. Much.

Hi, Dawn,

I know it’s been a while since my last email.

My mother and I have been talking – a lot – since last time, and we’ve decided on a kind of compromise. We’re going to look for a Pokémon that could still be used for riding, but one I’m more comfortable with.

I don’t know if this is going to be one of my first Pokémon, or if I’ll leave them behind when I go on my journey – or what. But at least it means I’m not going to be learning Rhyhorn riding any more, and it means that the Pokémon is one I’ll be able to train – a bit, at least.

With Rhyhorn, it’s kind of like… my mother’s Pokémon. But with this new Pokémon, it’ll be a bit more something that’s ‘me’.

Anyway, I know that’s really short for how long it’s been, but it really is the only interesting thing that’s happened. Anything cool happen on your end?

The Kalosian girl looked over her email, making sure it said what she wanted it to say, then hit send.

Almost the moment she did, however, a new message popped up in her inbox.

“Huh,” she said, opening it. “Dawn must be up late.”

She began to read, and found an account of what had been happening for Dawn the last few days.

By the time Serena was past the first paragraph, she was staring.

“…what?”

Dawn had… been hired as a part-time princess? Or something?

That was just mad.


“Girls!” Daisy called, entering the apartments built into Cerulean Gym. “Girls!”

Lily yawned, blinking sleep out of her eyes. “What is it, D?”

“We’ve got a challenger,” Daisy reported. “This is an important one.”

“It is?” Lily asked. “Wait, do you mean he’s hot?”

“What?” Daisy did a double-take. “No – he’s, what, nine or something?”

“Ew,” Violet contributed, from the bathroom. “What’s so important, then? Can’t you handle it?”

“He’s standing next to Ash Ketchum,” Daisy explained.

The other two Sensational Sisters were silent for a long moment.

“So I thought I’d let you know to get out of your rooms,” Daisy went on. “And… you know, take anything you don’t want to lose…”

“Isn’t this place stronger than the last one?” Violet asked.

“Do you want to test it?”


“They’re taking longer than I remember,” Ash said.

“Maybe they’re not up yet?” May suggested.

“Yeah, but they start training for the water ballet really early,” Ash replied. “That’s why I said we should get here so soon.”

The door opened.

“Okay,” Daisy said, all business. “How many of your Pokémon could destroy the building?”

Max blinked, surprised at the question. “I don’t… um… at least one?”

“Then don’t use him,” Daisy told him firmly. “Doesn’t matter if you were planning on using the moves that could do it or not, it’s very important that you don’t use that Pokémon.”

“Is this because of Ash?” Brock asked.

“Yes!” Lily agreed.

“I wasn’t that-”

Daisy shook her head, interrupting him. “You’ve never been in this building, you broke the last one.”

Violet went past in the background, wheeling a suitcase.

“Ignore her,” Lily advised. “She’s just taking all the stuff we don’t want broken down to the bunker.”

Max raised his hand. “Can I still challenge the gym?”

“Give it a few minutes,” Daisy said.


Some minutes later, they were in the main battle arena of the Gym – a swimming pool, at about ground level with a bank of seats facing across the pool towards the beautiful views of Cerulean Cape through the windows in the far wall.

“Before you ask, it’s because the main battle area’s outside the structure of the rest of the gym,” Daisy told them. “It’s much cheaper on the insurance. Now, here are the rules of your challenge.”

Max looked up, paying attention.

“The challenger can make as many switches as they want,” Lily supplied. “We cannot – we will each use one Pokémon, and battle you in sequence.”

“But there’s a time limit,” Violet went on. “Fifteen minutes for all three battles.”

“Seems kind of long,” Max said. “Why even-”

“Ten, then,” Daisy amended.

“Hey!”

“You asked,” Daisy pointed out. “Now, choose your Pokémon.”


“Go!” Lily called, sending out the first of their Pokémon – a Chinchou, which settled into the pool down near the bottom.

As she did, a clock started to flash from number to number on the wall – counting down from ten minutes.

“…I already want to change my selection,” Max joked. “Okay, Arc – you go!”

His Electric-type materialized, landing on the side of the pool, and his paws flailed for a moment before he got a grip with an audible schrink.

“Uh… is that okay?” Max asked.

“What, the tile damage?” Lily said, shrugging. “That’s nothing – half the Pokémon who challenge the gym have claws, so we just have Vaporeon fill it in with opal. You can see if if you look closely.”

Max hesitated, then shook his head. “Later,” he decided. “It’d take too long to look closely.”

He pointed. “Okay, Arc, get in the water!”

Arc’s claws dug in with another scritching sound, and he plunged into the swimming pool.

Then his head broke the surface again.

“Uh… what now?” he asked, doggy-paddling in place.

“Go down and use attacks like Bite on that Chinchou!” Max replied. “It’s got Volt Absorb, so don’t bother with Electric attacks!”

“Right!” Arc agreed, taking a deep breath and then diving back into the water. His kicking motions churned up little waves on the surface, and both trainers could see the yellow-blue shapes moving together underwater.

Chinchou fired some kind of bright beam attack from her antenna, and Arc yelped – a big bubble rising up to burst on the surface of the pool. Then he swam back up, took a breath, and went back down again.

Max glanced at the clock, frowning. “This looks like it’s going to take a while…”

He cupped his hands. “Arc!”

Arc came out of the water again, shook his head, and then dove under.

“…oh, right,” Max realized. “He can’t hear me when he’s underwater…”

Lily smirked.

Max readied Arc’s Pokéball, waited for the Discharge Pokémon to come up to breathe, then returned him as the simplest solution. Switching Pokéballs, he sent out Casper instead.

“Okay, what’s the plan?” Casper asked.

“Get that Chinchou out of the water!” Max replied.

Casper saluted, then got hit by a Thundershock. He looked down, scowling, then dove into the ground next to the pool.

“Hey, don’t break the pipes!” Lily called. “Those things are expensive to fix!”

The battle went oddly silent for several seconds, as the waves Arc had made slowly died down. Then a pair of clawed hands phased through the base of the pool, grabbing Chinchou’s antenna, and a Thunderbolt promptly hit the hands to make them let go again.

Casper phased back into the floor of the pool, and then his hands emerged again – this time firing a Shadow Ball which launched Chinchou upwards.

Pressing his advantage, Casper lunged out of the ceramic base of the pool. He threw another Shadow Ball with one hand, then punched Chinchou to try and get her as close to the surface as possible.

Chinchou fought back, her antennae flashing bright yellow, and Casper exploited that – animating his shadow, making it briefly englobe him to absorb the Electric attack she threw at him, then launched her into the air.

Max switched Pokémon immediately, recalling his Ghost-type and switching to Delta.

“Thunderbolt!” Lily ordered quickly.

“Aqua Ring!”

Delta’s Aqua Ring formed quickly, creating a translucent ring of water around himself. He spun it once, quickly, and managed to catch the first Thunderbolt in the ring – making the watery shield fall apart, but saving him from a dangerous hit.

His finlike wings slapped forwards, the blast of air knocking Chinchou out of the air, and she skidded along the slippery floor before fetching up next to one of the lifeguard chairs.

Trying to avoid a stall, Delta flapped as hard as he could. He shot off a Bubblebeam at Chinchou, both for the extra thrust and to divert the next Electric attack, and was partially successful – only a little of the charge reaching him, to shock him and send him falling into the pool with a splash.

Water foamed outwards, getting everyone’s shoes wet, then ran slowly back into the pool.

“Careful with that!” Lily protested.

“Lils,” Daisy sighed. “You know all our gear is waterproof, right?”

“Yeah, but that water’s had, you know, dogs in…”

Delta interrupted them by bursting back out of the water, surprising Chinchou as she tried to dive in again, then fired a blast of Bullet Seed that connected with Chinchou and sent her skidding backwards again.

“Good!” Max said. “One more!”

Delta rolled, using his huge fin area to help him dodge, and hit Chinchou with a final blast of Bullet Seed. That one seemed to finish the Electric-type off, and Daisy confirmed it by waving her hand.

“Okay, that’s one down!”

The clock paused, and Delta came down to land with a relieved sigh. Sparks flickered through his skin, and he winced.

“It’s okay,” Max told him. “That was great.”

Delta smiled, then they both looked up as Daisy sent out her Pokémon for the battle.

“A Slowbro?” May said, surprised. “Aren’t they… well… no good at stalling?”

“He is a bit of an idiot,” Daisy admitted, adjusting her hair – revealing an earring. “But we’ve got a trick or two.”

The earring began to glow.

“Oh, great…” Max sighed, as Slowbro’s Mega Stone lit up – then he Mega Evolved.

It was an odd sight. The Cloyster on his tail ate him, and then his arms came punching out the side.

“…that’s one of the strangest looking Mega Evolutions I’ve ever seen,” Brock said.

“One of?” May asked, looking aside at him. “What was the other one?”

Brock thought for a moment.

“That’s the strangest Mega Evolution I’ve ever seen,” he corrected. “Unless you count Mega Squirtle.”

“Yeah, that one really should go without saying,” May conceded.

“Mind starting this one?” Max asked.

Delta flapped his fins, and launched himself into the air again. He fired a quick barrage of Bullet Seeds, and then watched with surprise as Slowbro used a psionic shield to slow them down.

Rather than bouncing them off the shield, Slowbro just stopped them in mid-air. After a few seconds, he noticed, and floated them over to his mouth so he could eat them.

“Let’s try something else,” Max decided. “Casper, you try!”


“You okay, Ash?” Pikachu checked.

“Why?” Ash asked, a bit confused. “What brought this on?”

“Just… you know,” Pikachu shrugged. “You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m thinking about the Battle Pyramid,” Ash explained. “Last time, it was a pretty close fight – and I know you did great, but…”

He waved his hand. “It kind of feels like it wouldn’t be right if it was an easy one. And I can’t help but think that’s where it’s going.”

“Actually… I think I get what you mean, yes,” Pikachu said, sitting down and flicking his tail. “That battle I had back then was… wow, it was one of the ones that I still remember now for how cool it was. But… I am a lot stronger now.”

Ash nodded. “So-”

“How is this not working!” Max demanded, getting their attention. “How is that Slowbro managing to avoid having a shadow?”

“I think it’s glowing too much!” Casper replied. “What should I do now?”

Pikachu flicked Ash’s leg. “You know, I just realized. Given how things have been going for the last few years… maybe Brandon has a secret Mewtwo or something.”


Casper dodged through the pool, passing through both the solid matter of the poolside and the liquid water in the pool itself, and threw a Shadow Ball at Mega Slowbro.

The Ghost-typed attack hit Slowbro’s shield, but there was just a ripple as the shield absorbed the impact.

“Wait, wait, hold on,” Max said, frowning. “Okay, uh… that’s not working, so…”

He glanced at the clock.

“Think fast?” Casper suggested.

“Okay, so… that shield is really strong,” Max began, thinking out loud. “But it’s got to let air in and out, so it can’t just be on all the time. Casper!”

The Banette nodded, all business.

“Start using Shadow Ball!” Max told him. “And… I guess… don’t stop?”

“Sure!” Casper agreed, and cupped his hands. A glowing orb of smoky energy formed in each one, and then he threw the first one. Then the second.

They were individually weaker than his normal attacks, simply so they could be charged up quickly enough, but Casper let off a continuous barrage with at least one ball hitting the shield every second.

“Great work!” Max told him. “Just keep going – and watch out for any attacks!”

“Take that! And that!” Casper said. “And that and – faaaastball!”

One of the Shadow Balls whipped past just to one side of Mega Slowbro, then curved and hit him on the side of the shell with a thwick. It didn’t seem to do much, but-

“-wait, how did that one get through?” Max asked. “None of the others did. Casper, did you do something special with that one?”

“Apart from putting some wicked spin on it, no,” Casper replied. “Why?”

“Do it again!”

Casper flicked off another curveball, which did a spiral motion before hitting the shield behind Mega Slowbro’s head – and being deflected without much noticeable effect.

“Well, it means that… the shield is all around him, but not all the time,” Max mused, thinking it out. “So that’s a point-of-impact shield. And-”

“Psyshock,” Daisy said.

Mega Slowbro waved his arms, and a flash of psychic energy knocked Casper backwards through the wall.

Max glanced at the timer, and winced – with no clue how long it would take to beat the third Pokémon, it felt like every second was important.

“Can I switch to Arc now?” he asked. “And recall Casper as soon as he gets back?”

“Sure,” Daisy decided. “Go ahead.”

“Right,” Max decided. “Arc – go!”

Arc appeared in a flash of white light.

“Jump on top of Mega Slowbro!” Max instructed. “Tackle him into the pool!”

“Can you stop getting wet dog in our pool!?” Violet demanded.

“No, sorry!” Max replied.

As he did, Arc crouched down. Electrical energy sparked around his haunches, and then he jumped into the air.

Mega Slowbro watched, confused, as Arc shot well overhead – landing in the rafters of the roof – then got body-tackled right into the pool as Arc used more of his electrical energy to super-pounce Mega Slowbro.

Water went everywhere in a huge splash, which soaked the clothes of the entire audience.

“Gah!” Pikachu yelped.

Casper came back through the wall, and took in the tableau. “…what’d I miss? Some kind of super-powerful water balloon?”

“Can you go back in your Pokéball for now?” Max asked, then realized the fight was still going on – with Mega Slowbro mostly submerged in the water, using his shield to float. “Arc – use Discharge!”

There was a loud crackle, followed by a brilliant blue-white flash. Mega Slowbro’s shield collapsed in a shower of sparks, and then Arc managed to grab onto a convenient limb with his jaws and Thunder Fang until Mega Slowbro stopped trying to use Psychic on him.

“I thought so!” Max said, proudly. “The weakness of that kind of shield is when you hit it from everywhere at once!”

“Yeah, I guess that has knocked him out,” Daisy agreed, as Mega Slowbro reverted. “Nice work – some challengers spend their whole time just trying to work out how to get through that shield, and he can use Slack Off as well.”

May coughed.

“What?” Daisy asked, with an air of injured innocence. “We paused the clock when Mega Slowbro got knocked out, so Max has three minutes left.”

She waved Violet forwards, who readied her Pokéball.

“So, if I beat this Pokémon in three minutes, I win the badge?” Max checked.

“That’s right,” Violet agreed. “And if you don’t, we’re going to make you help clean the gym! It’s wet everywhere, and you’ve got the water full of Manectric fur!”

Brock chuckled. “I think this just got serious.”


“Go! Go!” Victreebel called.

Weezing inhaled, swelling up, and began to pull his Grass-typed passenger off the ground.

“Good!” Victreebel told him. “Now, steer to the left a bit… good… just keep that up for a bit.”

“What are you doin’?” Meowth asked.

Victreebel twisted on the end of his vine, looking at Meowth, then turned back to study the field in which their aircraft was parked.

“Tactical bombing,” he answered.

“How’s dat work when it’s at home?” Meowth said, interested, and sat up on the fuselage.

Then he tracked Weezing’s trajectory, and saw it would take them over James.

“Huh,” he nodded. “Well, I ain’t gonna complain…”


Violet sent out Vaporeon, and the Water-type was visible for about half a second before vanishing into the water – using Acid Armor to dissolve herself into liquid, which merged with the water of the swimming pool.

“Arc, Discharge!” Max called.

Arc shook water out of his ears, glanced at Max, then worked out what Max had probably said. His fur glowed, and he fired off a Discharge – which went nowhere, except back into him again.

“…oh, come on…” Max said, rubbing his temples. “Are none of your Pokémon just plain weak to Electric attacks?”

Daisy chuckled. “Yeah, we put a lot of work into this kind of thing. It was… you know… effort.”

“Okay, Arc, out of the water,” Max said. “Let’s try and think about this.”

Arc paddled to the edge of the pool and got ready to haul himself out. Just as he reached the side, however, he suddenly went under with a yelp – then the pool lit up as he used Thunder, but the only actual light was generated from a bright flash from his fur.

Max stepped forwards quickly, looking into the pool, and saw Arc kicking his way back towards the surface – only to be pulled down again, just before he reached the air. The water around him was an odd, brown colour – all the dirt and grime in the pool, concentrated into a thin layer of resistant material which kept his electricity from bursting out into the whole pool, and for a moment he could see a semitransparent Vaporeon pushing him back down towards the bottom of the pool.

“Arc-” Max began, unsure how to help, then shook his head and returned the Electric-type.

“Just so you know,” Lily said, snapping her fingers. “That counts as giving up for your Manectric, because he was in a trap.”

“I know!” Max replied, a little sharply. “I know that – that Vaporeon kept pulling him under!”

“She would have stopped before he was in actual danger,” Violet told him, sounding hurt. “What do you think we are?”

Max sent out Casper.

“Let’s win this,” he said, face set.

Casper nodded, putting his hands together.

“Vaporeon!” Violet said. “Hide!”

The water rippled once, then was still.

“Hide, huh…” Max frowned. “Okay, so she can’t leave the gym…”

He glanced at Arc’s Pokéball, then back at his Ghost-type. “Casper, try and find her! I don’t think Delta can – but I know you can!”

There was a flash from Max’s hand, and an answering flash from Casper’s clenched fist. Then, to the surprise of just about everyone present, a golden-orange glow suffused Casper’s ghostly hide.

His arms grew larger, developing fists, and zippers appeared before partly opening to reveal his purple underbody. Another zipper formed on his torso, opening as well, and he picked up a rakish one spiralling down the back part of his head before ending at his right eye.

His eyes glowed a little brighter, developing vertical slits, and when the golden glow faded there was a sinister aspect to the air around him.

“Huh,” Casper said. “Didn’t think that would work.”

“…did you just pickpocket me of that Banettite?” Max asked, thrown.

“No!” Casper replied, sounding hurt. “I did that yesterday, of course.”

Max started to chuckle, then shook his head. “Okay – let’s do this!”

Casper nodded. “What’s the plan?”

“Well…” Max began, looking around at the arena. “I was thinking… if Vaporeon leaves the battlefield then she forfeits, so she wouldn’t do that. So – Screech!”

The Mega Banette let off a loud shrieking sound, like a damned soul had stubbed their toe, and everyone winced at the din that came before they were ready for it.

There was also a rattling sound with no clear source.

“Got it!” Max announced. “That was the pipes – go and get her!”

Casper needed no further encouragement. He crouched in mid-air, seemingly just for effect, then swept up towards the ceiling and vanished from view.

There was another metallic rattle from the pipes, then Casper came momentarily back into view – recoiling through the ceiling as if punched.

Recovering himself, he plunged through the ceiling again.

“…this is one of the oddest battles I’ve seen in a while,” Brock said. “I think a few have been stranger, but this is a pretty good contender.”

“Casper!” Max called.

Casper stuck his head out of the ceiling, one arm still buried up to the shoulder and occasionally jerking around. “Yes?”

“Thunder Wave!” Max instructed.

Casper’s zipper-mouth gave an evil grin, and there was a brief crackle of electricity.

“Right,” Max nodded. “Now – over there!”

The Mega Banette looked a little confused, but duly withdrew himself from the ceiling and floated over to where Max had indicated – a little thing hanging from one of the rafters.

“Daisy?” Violet said. “Isn’t that-”

“Will-o-Wisp,” Max ordered.

Casper used Will-o-Wisp, conjuring a little purple flame in the palm of his right hand.

Then the sprinkler system activated, almost instantly soaking the entire room and everyone – human or Pokémon – in it.

And, with an oddly distributed splitterplish, a Vaporeon formed out of the water coming out of one of the sprinklers.

“Oh, no!” Daisy groaned. “These aren’t swimwear!”

“Hex!” Max called out.

“Vaporeon, look out!” Violet said, trying to alert her vulpine Water-type, but too late – Casper’s eyes flashed, and beams of red light came out to hit Vaporeon along the back of her spine.

Paralyzed by the Thunder Wave, she couldn’t get clear, and after a few seconds she fainted.

“Twenty seconds left,” May said, as soon as Vaporeon was recalled.

“Huh,” Max blinked. “For… for some reason I was expecting the alarm to go off the moment after the battle was over.”

“Yeah, about that,” May added. “Ethan, I really hope you were timing this, because I think that clock’s not waterproof.”

The clock in question fizzed, briefly showed a blinking twelve, then went blank.

Daisy sighed. “At least it was cheap… we’ve got five more in a closet somewhere.”

She walked around the pool as Casper reverted, and shook Max’s hand. “I don’t think we need to look at the footage for that one,” she said. “I’m pretty sure it was less than twenty seconds between the sprinklers going off and Vaporeon losing, so… good work, you win the Cascadebadge.”

There was a slam as the clock fell off the wall.

“…just, you know, I think you’d better go,” she added. “Before something serious happens to the building.”


AN:


So, Deoxys and the Pokémon Ranger, followed by another Gym Battle for Max.

Oh, and I guess a few bits with the side characters too.






222. Battle Frontier 24


“Now we can go to the Battle Pyramid, right?” Ash said.

“Not so fast,” May replied. “I still have a Contest to do! I’ve heard there’s a great Contest Hall in Cerulean.”

“Actually…” Max began. “I… don’t think you do have a Contest to do.”

May frowned. “Really?”

She counted to herself. “One, two, three… huh. You’re right.”

“How do you miss that?” Pikachu asked.

“Hey, it’s easy to lose track,” Ash said. “Remember, she won some of those twice.”

“That’s right,” May agreed, deciding the excuse was good enough. “Anyway, what that means is that there’s a free slot or two.”

“Couldn’t we just skip?” Ash asked. “I mean, there’s still that Battle Pyramid thing.”

May blinked. “What would be the point of that? There’s still a Contest, and that means someone can have a go – either one of my Pokémon, as training for the Grand Festival, or one of your Pokémon so they can try out something they don’t normally do.”

“Did you just argue that every Pokémon can get benefit from Contest performances?” Max asked, looking skeptical.

“Of course I did,” May answered. “Sorry, did you not notice I’m a Coordinator?”

“Then can I argue that battling is the thing which every Pokémon can get benefit from, as I’m a normal trainer?”

May nodded. “Which is why it’s a good thing that Contests include a battle section.”

“She’s got you there,” Brock chuckled.

“Yeah, I guess,” Max admitted. “So… what Pokémon do you think could benefit from that kind of thing?”

“All of them, I just said,” May answered. “But if you mean specifically, well… actually, have Latias and Latios done any?”

“I don’t think so,” Ash said, thinking. “And if you mean together, I think we’d need to organize someone else to take care of Altomare for a day or two.”

“I suppose so,” May agreed, thinking. “Well, it’d be interesting to see the two of them doing something in an open-air Contest Hall.”

“Do they have those?” Brock asked. “How would it be a hall if it was open air?”

May shrugged.

“Maybe it would be called Hallowed Ground?” Lucario asked.

“Is that a pun in Pokémon?” Max said.

“Everything is a pun in Pokémon,” Lucario told him seriously. “Everything also rhymes.”

“I don’t think you’re telling the truth.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“Apart from that,” May said loudly, getting them back on topic, “Max and Casper could have a go, to make sure they can still get Mega-Evolution working. Or you could give Arc a chance to see what he can do with the Electric type.”

“What about me?” Brock asked.

“Well, you’ve got Zorua, Stantler and Ninetales,” May replied, shrugging. “I mean, theoretically you could do just about anything as a Contest Appeal given how good they are at illusions.”

“I’m not just good at that,” Brock said, a little hurt. “I could have… well… I could do my maracas?”

“…no, Brock,” May said. “Just no.”


“I would like to hear more,” Reshiram requested. “What is this concept of which you speak?”

“It’s kind of like Truth, but not quite,” Zorua told him. “It’s an important part of how illusions work – you see, an illusion is most useful when your opponent doesn’t know it’s an illusion.”

Reshiram nodded, slowly. “That makes sense. If the foe is not aware of the possibility, they will not look for the error.”

“Right!” Zorua agreed, and turned into a Mienfoo. “So,” he went on, speaking in a flawless Mienfoo dialect, “we need to learn how to speak like other Pokémon, or not talk at all.”

He shrugged, using the agile body he’d transformed into to stand on his forepaws. “But that’s just the start. You need to make sure you don’t use a move that the Pokémon you’re pretending to be couldn’t have, and ideally you want to use moves which look like ones the Pokémon you’re pretending to be would use in that situation. So if I was an Oshawott fighting a Fire type, then I’d be pretty obvious because I don’t know any Water-type moves.”

Reshiram tapped a claw on the ground, making it shake just enough to knock Zorua out of balance. The Dark-type tumbled onto his front, flashed once, and reverted to his base form.

“It’s one reason our signature attack, Night Daze, is kind of useless most of the time,” he went on. “It’s a real giveaway for a Pokémon in the know.”

Spinning around on his back, Zorua contemplated the Dragon-typed Legendary. “So the real trick is to show someone what they want to see – something that seems like it must be true to them, and something that they’ll ignore the problems with because of how much they want it to be right.”

“Sadly, your words ring true,” Reshiram said. “Many times, I have considered this – that humans and Pokémon alike are willing to believe a falsehood so long as it is pleasing to their sense of justice. That it conforms to their ideal.”

For a moment, his gaze turned to the tent in which N slept – his trainer, someone who had worked to overcome the lies-like-truth woven around his life.

He regarded Zorua again. “What did you call this?”

“Truthiness,” Zorua replied.

Reshiram considered that.

“It is a silly name.”


“Okay, I’ve not been able to let go of this,” May admitted. “I keep thinking of Contest ideas for your Pokémon.”

“Really?” Ash asked. “What, for all of them?”

“It’s kind of a useful thing to think about,” May replied. “It helps me keep in practice, and now that I’m not focused on my own next Contest all sorts of ideas are popping up.”

“Really?” Lucario said, interested. “What would you suggest for me?”

May glanced at him, frowning. “Let’s see… well, a good start would be some work with the Dragon Uppercut – if you can lift yourself. Then you could use those seeker Aura spheres, locked onto yourself, and juggle them in three dimensions until you land.”

“That… does sound impressive,” Lucario agreed, contemplating it. “It’s also the kind of thing I think I’d need to practice a few times, to make sure I don’t blow myself up with a massive barrage of Aura spheres.”

“Of course,” May nodded to him. “That’s why it’s a good Appeal. When you do something that was easy to you even when you first thought it up, it’s pretty obvious – and the judges notice it, and they mark you down.”

“Right,” Lucario said. “Okay, I think I might have to try that one just to see if I can actually do it.”

“That’s if you and Ash just don’t have one of your spars, of course,” May added. “I mean, you could even do that on a flooded Contest hall floor – if the hall allows that sort of thing – and to most people that would be pretty impressive on both your parts.”

“What about me, then?” Pikachu said.

Ash translated, and May shrugged. “I’d say something electrical, but obviously that’s a really shortened form of the real answer. The question is what to do – can you launch yourself into the air with a Magnet Rise?”

“I can launch myself into the air with a boxing glove,” Pikachu replied smugly.

Ethan cued holographic subtitles, because apparently May was going to be talking to Pokémon for a while, and May read off what Pikachu had said. “…yeah, that would be a pretty interesting finisher. Aside from that – well, if you can make yourself produce nice patterns with the electricity it would be good too. Or if you can throw lots of it around and then absorb it all back into yourself.”

Pikachu nodded, thinking that was probably something he could do.

“What about Crobat?”

“Crobat?” May repeated, interested. “Okay, let’s see… I did read once about what bats could do, with the sonar, and an idea I had was that Crobat could use his sound to create illusions made out of resonant sound waves.”

“That’s not remotely something bats can do,” Brock said. “Anyway, wouldn’t that only work on other bats? Or other echolocating Pokémon.”

“Maybe,” May admitted. “But it’s a neat idea, anyway… or if there were seals on the Pokéball to produce some smoke, then he could sculpt the smoke with soundwaves to make a shape in the air.”

She frowned. “The problem would be preventing his wingbeats from messing it up, but I think it has some potential.”

“I’ve got to admit, I like this game,” Max said. “Do you seriously have one for every Pokémon?”

“I might have forgotten some, but I’ve got most,” May answered.

“Delta?”

“Delta…” May repeated. “Okay, that one might take a moment. Part of his problem is how big he is – it makes it hard for him to steer inside some contest halls…”

She thought, tapping her chin, then nodded. “Right. I think what you’d need to do is to use Water Pulse and Ice Beam.”

“Okay…” Max said, trying to see where she was going.

“Delta fires Water Pulses across the arena,” she explained. “He freezes the outside as they go, then flies into them and breaks through with a big splash of water. That’s the start, and from there it’s about aiming properly and perhaps bouncing a few Bullet Seeds around inside the ice.”

“That’s a pretty good one, yeah,” Max conceded. “And… well, what about Ferris?”

“Ferris is a bit too young to carry off a routine by himself yet,” May answered promptly. “But he could definitely work with Guy, or one of the others.”

Max frowned.

“Guy could juggle him around,” May explained. “They’re both immune to poison, too, so that’s a good way to add some colour to the Appeal.”

“Charizard?” Ash asked.

“That would be dangerous to the spectators,” May told him. “Though I suppose if it was an open-air one he could do some nice airborne fire-dances.”

“And finish with a Blast Burn?” Brock asked.

May frowned. “Probably that would be a bit… scary. It’s very powerful, and there’s a big shockwave.”

“I can see that,” Ash agreed.

Brock raised a hand, then lowered it again.

“Oh?” May asked.

“I was going to ask about Geodude, but I realized the geokinesis thing makes it really obvious,” Brock said.

“I don’t know, you could do some pretty impressive and unusual stuff,” May said. “Couldn’t you make a diamond as part of the routine, or something?”

Brock shook his head. “Diamonds take billions of years to grow at the kind of pressure and temperature you get a hundred miles below the surface. I think that display would kill everyone in the audience, and then it’d take far too long to reach the end.”

“Yeah, that would be outside the time limit of an Appeal,” May agreed.

“I think I’ve got a hard one,” Ash said.

“Go on,” May told him. “What’s this difficult one?”

“Tyranitar,” Ash answered.

May began to speak, then stopped. “You’re probably right, he’d need some other Pokémon with him – his party piece is the Hyper Beam, and that would melt through the wall. And the audience.”

She frowned. “He might work well with Mawile, though, especially if they do that kaiju thing they did back on Shamouti.”

“And then there’s another really hard one,” Max chimed in. “Pidgeot.”

“That would actually be pretty good for her,” Ash said, thinking about it. “But… yeah, you’d have to have an open air Contest Hall for that one.”

“I might ask about that,” May mused. “I’ll see if I can ask the local Nurse Joy.”


While they waited for May to get back, some of the friends’ Pokémon started to spar or practice their moves.

After about three minutes, they were asked to move, and so switched instead to sparring just outside town.

“That was a pity,” Roland said, shaking his head and holding a large metal shooting stick. “I was just starting to get into the swing of things.”

“You were?” Lucario asked, looking impressed. “Go ahead, then – if you need a target, I’ll be glad to supply it.”

“I… think I’ll be fine,” Roland decided. “If I do want a spar, it’d probably be better against someone closer to my own size – when I evolve, I’ll be a lot bigger and there’s not many Pokémon twice as tall as a Gallade.”

“You have a point, there,” Lucario agreed. “Dodge training?”

“Not again,” Roland replied. “I’ve had enough of dodging Aura Spheres for a week. I think I’m just going to do some kata.”

So saying, he spiked the shooting stick into the ground, then took a deep breath.

The Kirlia bent his knees to find his centre. His palm went back, glowing faintly, and then he lunged.

He delivered three palm strikes in quick succession, then flicked around to the other side of his simulated opponent. Not missing a beat, he hit twice more, then flicked away again.

Lucario watched with interest as Roland stacked up the hits. They didn’t look individually very damaging – Roland simply couldn’t commit to a follow-through as he had to be ready to deliver the next punch almost straight away – but combined into a ringing thwacka-thwacka-thwacka which came pretty much continuously.

Then, after about three seconds, Roland missed. He spun out, bounced twice, and skidded to a halt on the grass.

“Not bad,” Lucario said. “I think that was forty hits?”

“I’m going for at least sixty,” Roland replied, getting back to his feet. “But yeah, the idea is supposed to be that I can compensate for a moving opponent, as well, and that I teleport too fast for them to really line up an attack – the thing I have to watch out for is area bursts.”

“It’s a pretty good start,” Lucario agreed, with a critical eye. “But that by itself can’t make a style. What else do you have?”

“Well, teleporting out of the way of a close-in attack is kind of my first instinct,” Roland said. “But sometimes that’s not really feasible, and I’m working on other options too – like using a burst of psychic energy to deflect an attack. If my hands aren’t free it’ll still help, and if they are it just means I can divert more powerful attacks.”

The Lucario nodded. “That’s another good one, I think… what about a Pokémon which can keep you from getting in close?”

“Actually, I have something pretty good for that, too,” Roland replied. “I was thinking about how a Pokémon could stop me from getting in close, and I realized it would probably be some kind of all-around effect.”

“That or faster reflexes than yours, but go on,” Lucario invited.

“Right,” Roland allowed. “But for the continuous all-around effects, I thought it would be pretty neat to be able to blow it away. So I tried setting this up.”

He took a stance, then flickered away. Lucario caught a glimpse of him at the other end of the park, then again and again – for a fraction of a second each time, getting much closer than the last. Then a wall of air hit him, making him take a step back with the sheer force of it.”

“I use a psychic shove to make some moving air,” Roland explained. “Then I flash-step to catch up with it and do it again, and pile up a big attack – the problem is that I need to slice my teleports really closely, because the wavefront travels at like seven hundred miles an hour.”

“Impressive,” Lucario said. “Now, let’s see… if you’re going to be larger as a Gallade, don’t you think you should train against a martial artist who’s currently a bit shorter than you?”

“I suppose that makes sense,” Roland nodded.

“Good,” Lucario stated. “Pikachu!”

“…can I change my answer?”


“A what?”

“An open air Contest,” May repeated. “I was talking about this with my friends, and I realized – there’s a lot of Pokémon who can’t take part in traditional Contests, at least not fairly. My friend has a Pidgeot, and when she flies around it’s beautiful – but her turning circle at speed is much larger than the entire contest hall.”

“I do sort of see your point,” the Nurse Joy agreed. “But there’s a problem with the Battle phase as well – having an open air arena would mean that flying Pokémon would have a major advantage as they could just evade being hit.”

“Then you could make it so they lose points while they’re outside the arena,” May countered. “Outside the battle section of it, at least. Don’t make it instant disqualification, but make it count like they’re doing something graceless and repetitive – that way even if they’re wowing the audience they’d only break even while doing that.”

The organizer frowned.

“Well, it sounds like it might be interesting,” she allowed. “Is there a good spot to use, though? I’m not sure I can think of one.”

“I’ll have a look,” May said. “We want an open space with a good view of the sky, right? And at least as much space as a typical Contest hall.”

“At a minimum, yes,” the Joy agreed.

May waited for a moment, to see if there was anything more.

“Excuse me, miss?”

She turned, a little surprised, and realized she was at the head of the counter queue. “Oh! Sorry about that, I forgot…”


“Okay, so I think I could do something with that,” Flygon said. “I’d need to aim the Earth Power just right to make my entry, but then I should be fine.”

“I think that would be pretty spectacular,” Brock agreed. “It seems kind of odd that you know Dig, though.”

“I did used to be a Trapinch,” Flygon pointed out.

“I know, it just seems like something that wouldn’t carry over…”


“Hey, guys!” May called.

Ash looked up, turning his attention away from where Swellow was doing something she called the “Buccaneer Blaze”. A bright flash lit up the area, and he turned back to see Swellow landing and preening to herself.

“Aw, yeah!” she said. “Did you see that?”

“…actually, no,” Ash admitted. “Sorry.”

“Oh, come on!” Swellow sighed. “Okay, I’ll try again later, but it’ll take a while to get my wings damp again.”

“Right, so they don’t catch fire,” Ash said, remembering what she’d told him. “Okay – and sorry, Swellow.”

“Eh, it’s okay,” the Flying-type decided, waving her wing. “It happens.”

“I thought it was cool,” May supplied. “Anyway – I wanted to say, I think Altaria and I found somewhere for the open-air Contest.”

“You did?” Ash said. “That’s pretty good news, yeah – oh, do you know when it’s scheduled?”

“Tomorrow, I think,” May answered. “Yeah, it’s too late in the day to have it today.”

In reply, Ash sent out Pidgeot.

“…no, I said tomorrow,” May clarified.

“Yeah, but I thought I should go and handle the Battle Pyramid,” Ash explained. “I wasn’t going to go today if there was going to be a Contest, but I can just fly over and do it this evening.”

“I think that makes sense,” May agreed, after thinking about it a bit. “Does that mean you’ll need to pick up your team, though?”

Ash nodded. “Yeah – actually, Swellow, can you handle that? I’m definitely going to need Pikachu and Lucario, and I may as well bring the others along.”

“Wait a minute,” Brock said, raising a finger as Swellow vanished off into the orange light of the evening. “Does this mean you’re going to go without us?”

“Well…” Ash winced. “You’re right. But I can at least check whether Brandon is actually open for battles this late, and then phone you guys if he is.”

Lucario came loping over, carrying Pikachu under one arm.

“I lost the game of janken,” Pikachu explained, then wriggled free and landed on his feet.

“What would have happened if you’d won it?”

“Then I would have carried Lucario over here, of course,” Pikachu replied, then paused. His tail flicked to one side.

“You know,” he went on. “I think Lucario probably rigged that one.”

“You did let me set the rules,” Lucario pointed out, then Returned himself before Pikachu could get another word in.

“Okay, Pidgeot, let’s go!” Ash said.

“Be careful,” Brock advised. “It’s going to be getting dark when you land.”

“I know,” Pidgeot replied. “There’s still a bit of light, and I can land within an hour of sunset anyway.”

She crouched, then took off with a rush of wind.

A moment later, Swellow darted up to follow her.


“Okay, Scott said the Battle Pyramid is on Cerulean Cape,” Ash told Pidgeot. “He didn’t say where, but it should be pretty easy to spot!”

“Yes,” Pidgeot agreed, as they lanced up into the sky – her air-control layers enfolding her trainer and keeping the wind from touching him. “How big is it?”

“It’s… uh…well, a hundred feet on a side? More?” Ash said. “And it’s covered with what I think are black solar panels.”

“Okay, if it’s that big I shouldn’t have trouble,” Pidgeot decided. She tilted up, accelerating, and the ground fell away beneath them.

They swept over the water, curving around to come at Cerulean Cape from the east, and Ash leaned out to one side a little to get a better view.

“I can’t see it!” he said, after a few minutes. “What about you?”

“No sign,” Pidgeot agreed. “But I do see something else…”

She glanced back at her trainer.

“Hold on tight.”

Ash prudently did so, and Pidgeot flipped one wing over to enter into a dive.

They swept back down through the sky, faster than they’d gone up, and Pidgeot let through just enough of the wind to make it feel interesting before pulling up and alighting on a field as lightly as thistledown.

“And there,” she said.

Ash got off, and looked around.

“What is it?” he asked, puzzled. “I guess the grass here is all kind of yellowed?”

“That’s right,” Pidgeot agreed. “Weren’t you telling me the Battle Pyramid can fly?”

“…oh,” Ash realized. “I… yeah, you’re probably right. We missed it, huh?”

“Not by long,” Pikachu reported, giving the grass a feel and a sniff. “I can smell the Battle Pyramid, I think it left less than a day ago.”

Ash shook his head. “That’s… yeah. I was all psyched up for it, too.”

He patted Pidgeot. “Well, at least that means your Contest debut’s next.”

Pidgeot winked at him.

A moment later, Swellow arrived.

“You are way past fast,” she said, panting, and hovered there for a moment before landing. “Unfairly fast.”

The larger Flying-type shrugged her wings. “I’ve just got a better power curve, that’s all.”

Swellow shook her head. “Okay, but still…”

“Well, I guess we’d better get back to Cerulean,” Ash said. “Pidgeot, do you think you’re up to another flight?”

“After that one?” Pidgeot asked, a little incredulous. “Please. That was nothing.”


Flint looked out the window of the Slate household, and made an interested noise.

“What is it, Dad?” asked his second son, Forrest. “Trouble?”

“Don’t think so,” Flint replied. “Just that there’s a giant black pyramid landing on the outskirts of town.”

Forrest looked out the same window,

“Huh,” he said, after a moment’s examination. “So there is.”

He looked at the position of the landing pyramid.

“Isn’t that the old quarry?”

“Good spot for it,” Forrest agreed. “Good strong bedrock. Should be able to take the weight.”

He turned to their calendar, and wrote something on in pencil. “Go… see… the pyramid.”


“This is going to feel really weird,” May said.

“Don’t worry,” Mr. Contesta told her. “It’s actually quite simple. You need to give your opinion of the moves used and the tricks pulled, and to help decide where appeals are ranked relative to one another. It doesn’t usually matter if you’re not quite sure, because the top eight go through and usually there’s not a draw for eighth place.”

“Is it going to be a problem that I know two of the people taking part?” May asked.

“Not really,” the Joy replied. “Not unless they end up around eighth place, because then we’d have to discuss just between me and Raoul where the appeals rank.”

Contesta shrugged. “It works a lot better when there’s three – so there’s a deciding vote – and with Mr. Sukizo with a bad leg…”

“I guess,” May agreed. “It still feels strange to be judging a Contest. Even if it’s one I helped set up.”

“This is how a lot of us get started!” Contesta said. “Though I must admit I’ve made a point of following your career.”

“How?” May asked. “I can barely follow where my own career is going to take me.”

“It’s not been easy,” the male judge said, with a chuckle. “Now, let’s see… I believe your friend Mr. Ketchum is first.”

He checked the notes. “I see he has a Ribbon from Hoenn…”

“Yeah, that was… an odd one,” May admitted. “It was a bit of a case of overwhelming firepower, rather than finesse, for the battle stage.”

“That can work,” Joy said. “It’s what the Appeal stage is for, to make sure everyone at least can do style… Ah, here we go.”


Ash threw the Pokéball, and Pidgeot emerged with a bright flash into the afternoon sun.

Not wasting a moment, she flew up – up, into the sky, accelerating faster than she ever could with a passenger, and rode the edge of the sound barrier for a long moment – producing a continuous stuttering roar, and a flickering condensation shock-cloud as little parts of her envelope went through the mach-one barrier.

Reaching her planned demonstration height, she rolled in and began to circle – her wings glowing gold with the light of a Sky Attack, half-charged but with the barrier around it deliberately incoherent. The golden flames began to wisp out behind her, then her wake vortex caught them and a brilliant trail of flame stretched out behind her.

From below, it was as though she was painting in sunlight on the blue-white sky – drawing a circle, then tightening her angle and tightening it again.

Wings beating steadily, and staying just outside the transsonic regime to avoid disrupting her pattern, she wove a delicate Celtic-knot pattern in the sky as she criscrossed inside her original circle again and again.

Though it wasn’t visible from the ground, Pidgeot had an exultant light in her eyes – it was rare she got to really show off.


“What even is that?” Raoul asked. “I don’t think I’ve seen anything like it!”

“That’s Sky Attack!” May told him. “Pidgeot’s dumping the energy of a Sky Attack into the air, so it gets swept along behind her!”

“And Sky Attack’s all about a long-term buildup, so the energy’s stable!” Joy realized. “A very impressive move!”

She watched as the flames began to dissipate, then frowned. “But wait a moment – I see something else going on…”


Pidgeot flew faster, tightening her curve – reaching out with her air control, taking the energy and momentum of her flight path and transferring it to the air itself.

Her spiralling movement began to gel, forming a whirling ring of air, and then the ring transformed itself into a kind of inverted tornado – one which drew on all the Sky Attack energy she’d left in the knotwork, pulling it so it drained out and turned itself into a single tube of brilliant golden light.

As it formed around her, she became invisible in the eye of the tornado – cloaked from view by the flames around her – until she appeared again, far higher than she’d been before, and doing a backflip into a full-power dive.

The moment she crossed the sound barrier was only visible, at first – a white shockwave which broke around her form, a moment before she plunged into and through her artificial tornado and shredded it into dispersing scraps on the wind.

Then the sonic boom came, a SLAM which rumbled overhead for several long seconds – finally concluding just as Pidgeot alighted in front of her trainer once more.

She adjusted her footing slightly, then spread her wings and posed.


“…well, that one’s probably going through,” Nurse Joy said. “Don’t you think so?”

Contesta nodded. “Definitely. Full marks, I’d say!”

He looked up at the sky, where the last remnants of the Sky Attack were just fading away. “And I can see why it was something you couldn’t do in a normal Contest hall. We might need to do more of these.”

He coughed. “Well, anyway. Our next performance is going to be Gracie and her Gyarados!”


Brandon picked up the phone. “Hello?”

After a moment’s pause, he smiled. “Scott! It’s great to hear from you, boss.”

“I’m glad to hear from you as well,” Scott agreed. “I was going to call yesterday, but my phone’s batteries were out and I was halfway across a mountain hike. Listen, I wanted to let you know that I’ve pointed Ash Ketchum in your direction – he completed the Battle Tower a few days ago, and that was the sixth Frontier Symbol he needed.”

“You pointed Ash Ketchum to me?” Brandon repeated. “You mean you gave him the location of the Battle Pyramid?”

“Of course,” Scott said. “Why?”

“Well…” Brandon began, a little apologetically. “I… moved it yesterday afternoon.”

Scott was silent, so Brandon went on. “I’d been on Cerulean Cape for a couple of weeks, and I’d landed on a grass field. You know that’s not good for the grass, so I moved to a quarry outside Pewter yesterday so the grass on Cerulean Cape could recover.”

“That’s fine,” Scott assured him. “Now, all I need to do is find Ash Ketchum again. Last time it took me months, so let’s hope it’s quicker this time…”


“We’ve seen quite a diverse set of Appeals today,” Joy said into the microphone. “And now we’re going to see one more – this time someone from not too far from here!”

“It’s only the other side of a mountain range,” Contesta agreed. “Please welcome Brock Slate, and his Flygon!”

“Remarkable?” May tried.

Joy toggled her own microphone off. “I don’t think you have quite the same life to it old Sukizo does.”

Brock came out onto the grass of the stage as they spoke, wearing something a little more showy than his normal casual clothes – but not much.

“Flygon!” he called, sending the Dragon-type out with a whoosh of smoke from a borrowed seal. “Heaven and Earth!”

Flygon’s wings buzzed as he took off, and Brock started to move as well – running across the arena, pacing the Dragon-type as he moved.

Then Flygon rolled over and dove – losing altitude at an increasing rate, until he hit the ground and vanished into it with a kind of shoonk sound.

Brock turned to the right, and walked nonchalantly in that direction instead.

“What just-” Joy began. “That’s certainly unconventional!”

Flygon came bursting out of the ground again, and Brock’s next step landed him smoothly on Flygon’s back as the Dragon-type emerged. He held out his hands to help him balance as Flygon rose into the sky, wobbling a little, but Flygon’s corrections kept them both together and prevented his trainer from falling over.

“Flygon’s one of the few Pokémon which can learn both Fly and Dig without some pretty advanced training,” May supplied. “And I think what’s going on here is that Flygon’s able to feel Brock walking overhead – that’s how he’s lining them up right.”

As she spoke, Flygon went into a dive again – levelling out just above the grass of the arena floor. He slowed down, wings buzzing as the airflow rippled over them, then went into the ground with a crunch and left Brock suddenly running along the grass.

The Ground-type burst out of the ground twice more, taking the helical trajectory of a Barrel Roll which happened to be half underground, then emerged one last time and rose to hover on the tip of his outstretched tail.

He held it for a three-count, then settled to the ground.

“And I think that’s a very good display to finish out this set of Appeals!” Contesta said. “Now, if you’ll just give us a few minutes to confer…”

On impulse, May held up Altaria’s Pokéball. “Do you think it’d be okay for Altaria to give the crowd a show while we wait?”

“If you think he can do his Appeal alone,” Joy decided. “What do you think, Raoul?”

“I don’t have a problem with that,” Raoul said, spreading his hands.

May sent out Altaria, and the Dragon-type – having overheard the conversation – took off like a shot as Brock and Flygon left the arena. He began to sing, a humming tone which resonated in the clear air over the stadium, and his cloudy wings flicked out to steer him on a series of balletic movements.

“Right,” Joy began. “So I think that was one of the good ones. There’s four more contestants than slots, so we need to identify the four we thought were most lacking.”

“There’s one I thought shouldn’t go through,” Contesta said. “It struck me as poorly executed – the Pelipper.”

“I know what you mean,” May agreed, thinking about it. “Yeah, that was… not very good.”

The Pelipper had tried to make a flat disc of water and then dive through it, using Protect to stay dry, but he or his trainer had messed up the numbers somewhere and Pelipper had hit the ground hard as part of the pull-out from the dive.

The Protect had let Pelipper bounce, but it hadn’t looked very smoothly done.

“Right, so that’s one,” Contesta nodded. “The other one that I wanted to bring up was that girl – the one whose Fletchinder set her dress on fire. Do you think that one was deliberate?”

“I… think it was,” Joy said, after some consideration. “Did you see how quickly the dress went up? I think that was stunt gel – and most dresses don’t completely detach like that to leave another outfit underneath.”

“I think I agree with Nurse Joy,” May voted.

“Then we’ll call that one a pass,” Contesta said. “Okay, that’s the ones I wanted to raise – what about you, May?”

May frowned.

“Well, there was that Gyarados,” she began. “I mean, it was impressive, but it felt like the Appeal itself was kind of… ‘look at me, I have a flying Gyarados’. Rather than doing anything creative with the moves.”

“You may have a point,” Contesta mused.


Some minutes later, Ash’s Pidgeot climbed into the air. Opposite her, a tough-looking Aerodactyl made the same climb – somewhat more laboriously – until they were both at the starting altitude.

“Do you need a reminder of how the scoring system works?” Joy asked.

“That would help,” May said gratefully, looking down at the switches and buttons.

“It’s fairly simple,” Joy told her with a smile. “When you think a Pokémon’s doing well, you hit the red button that corresponds to their side of things. When you think a Pokémon’s doing badly, you hit their blue button. And if you think a Pokémon isn’t doing anything either way, you just leave their buttons alone.”

“If there’s more votes for a side of the battle to lose points, then that side loses them,” Contesta told her. “But if both sides are messing up, then they both lose points.”

“I think I understand,” May told her.

Seeing her nervousness, Joy chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’ll keep an eye on how you’re scoring.”

Contesta picked up his microphone. “Begin!”

Almost immediately, Pidgeot burst into a forwards charge. The very boldness of it seemed to surprise the Aerodactyl, who began closing in himself only to be confused as Pidgeot dove just underneath him – barely out of claw range.

Rising back up and pulling a precise backflip, wings hooded forwards to shed momentum, Pidgeot’s beak flashed red for a moment – then she swept her wings away just as she unleashed an Aeroburst to hit Aerodactyl from above and behind.

May pressed the button that showed Pidgeot had the upper hand, and noticed the other two were doing the same.


“This is one of those interesting ones,” May said, watching as the big Aurorus walked through the battlefield – frost forming around his hooves. “I think you could do this in an arena, but not really properly.”

“Yes, that’s one reason I think we might keep doing this,” Contesta said, then flicked his microphone on as Aurorus spread his frill – lines of icy blue crawling across it. “And I think we’re about to see a big Ice Beam!”

Aurorus duly fired, sending out a burst of intense cold, and Brock’s Flygon dodged the first sweep of the beam. Then he climbed hard, wings beating the air as he shot up past the roof and out into the open sky.

May paused, waiting for a moment, then pressed the button indicating Flygon was making a mistake.

“I wondered if you’d catch that,” Joy said, then got on her own microphone. “And Flygon dodges the attack – but he’s done so by going out of Aurorus’ range! That’s a penalty situation.”

“It certainly is,” May agreed. “And that means Flygon’s losing points the whole time he’s up there!”

Brock waved his hands, attempting a kind of semaphore, and Flygon visibly got the message – diving down, then flicking to his right and avoiding an Ice Beam as Aurorus opened fire again. Satisfied, May released the button and watched as Aurorus fired another Ice Beam – this one aimed just ahead of Flygon so the Dragon-type would literally fly into it, though Brock’s Pokémon fired out a blast of sand and then got through while the ice was obstructed.

“And that’s an excellent use of Sand Tomb!” May said, switching to giving Flygon the upper hand – and producing a drop in Aurorus’ score. “The question now is whether Flygon can keep up that kind of active defence – or whether he’ll turn to attacking instead!”

Flygon dropped lower, alternately dodging attacks and hitting them with a move of his own, then rolled sideways and dove into the ground with a kerrunch of moving earth.

A second later, he burst out from the frost-mantled ground underneath Aurorus – slamming an Iron Tail into the Ice-type, and knocking it staggering to one side.

“A good use of Flygon’s underground-flight technique there,” Joy said, then did a double-take as Aurorus flash-froze the entire arena floor into solid ice. “Oh, my word – that’s something I wasn’t expecting! It’s going to give Flygon some trouble as well!”

At that point, the time-out bell rang.

“Or not,” Contesta added. “An impressive finisher there from Aurorus, but it came a little too late to get the full effect. As such, through to the next round are Brock and Flygon!”

He chuckled. “And, uh… anyone know how to thaw out an arena?”

There was a ripple of laughter, then May sent out Blaziken to do it.

They watched for a few seconds.

“I didn’t know your Blaziken could ice skate,” Joy said.

“Neither did I,” May admitted. “I think he’s been asking Glaceon for lessons.”


“Okay, Pidgeot,” Ash said. “Just one more battle to go.”

He looked across the arena at Brock. “Remember, he can stay underground, but because he’s able to fly you don’t have to stay in range of the ground – just don’t spend the whole battle going too fast for him to catch up.”

The counter appeared on the screens, then they called for the Battle Round to begin. Almost at the same time, both timeshifted trainers threw their Pokéballs.

Flygon emerged first, and immediately launched out a burst of dragonflame – one which he hit with a pressure wave far too diffuse to call a Boomburst, then flew through the ring-shape in order to pick it up in his wake and drag it at Pidgeot.

Pidgeot saw it coming, and clapped her wings together – air control making them have the impact of surfaces nearly ten times their real size, so Flygon was met with a wall of air that slapped away his green weapon and nearly knocked him out of the sky.

Rather than match her air-control head on, Flygon stabilized, then ducked underground for a few seconds. He emerged behind Pidgeot as she climbed into the sky, and followed her with a Dragon Pulse – this managing to get a glancing hit on her, before she realized what was going on and pulled a cobra.

Flygon’s attack run was fouled, and he twisted his neck around to hit Pidgeot while she was nearly stationary – only to get quite a surprise as a Tailwind containing all her momentum curled around and picked her back up again. She shot to altitude, faster than Flygon could follow, then slowed a little and began to construct something from three or four Razor Wind attacks at once.


“It looks like Pidgeot’s putting together another of those flashy air constructs,” Joy said, looking up into the sky.

Some of Pidgeot’s Sky-Attack flame was beginning to bleed into the swirling air overhead, forming a kind of multi-layer tornado shaped like a contra-rotating set of drills.

“That’s right,” May agreed. “But one of the downsides of that is that she has to stay up so high it comes with penalties… and another one is that Flygon doesn’t seem to want to know.”

“Yes, Flygon’s staying underground as much as possible,” Mr. Contesta said. “But that’s a problem as well.”

Flygon’s head popped out of the ground, and he fired off a Dragon Pulse – a stream of energy which reached up towards the sky, but which missed Pidgeot by some distance as she had so much time to react to it. Flygon glanced at Brock, checking to see if there were any more instructions, then dove back underground in a motion like a swimmer – his tail surfacing for a moment before vanishing back into the ground.

A moment later, Pidgeot launched her own attack down. She dropped with it, giving it some direction, then pulled up and away – letting her three-layered Drilling Razor Wind plunge down towards the grass.

Flygon emerged for another attack, saw the incoming wall of gold-laced air, and vanished prudently back into the earth. The layered Razor Winds hit with a kind of grinding sound, turning a large section of the grass in the middle of the arena to flying flecks, but when it faded it was clear that Brock’s Ground-type had evaded by the simple expedient of being underground.

“And Flygon loses some points there for the same reason Pidgeot is,” May reported. “It’s a stalemate, but one where whoever blinks first has a chance to gain the upper hand.”

As if in reaction, Pidgeot dropped lower – air currents visible as they formed off the edges of her wings and tail. She rolled, flicking them down at the grass in pairs, and Flygon emerged with a sudden whoosh and cloud of earth to slide neatly between two of them and counterattack.

“A sudden change in approach for both Pokémon!” Contesta said, interested. “Let’s see where that goes!”


“Okay, that’s good!” Brock called. “Run out the clock!”

Flygon glanced at the board to confirm, and saw that Brock was right – he had a small advantage, enough to win if he didn’t take any hits for the rest of the Contest. So, predictably, he dove into the ground with a crunch – his tunnel nearly sealing up behind him, leaving only a small pile of dirt to mark his passage.

“Interesting gamble there by Brock and Flygon,” Joy said. “Let’s see if it pays off!”

She looked up at Pidgeot, who was using her ghostly white wings-of-air to hover over the middle of the stadium.

The Flying-type opened her beak, and a red light began to build up. Then, almost straightaway – far faster than the normal charging time – she fired a low-powered Aeroblast straight down into the middle of the arena floor.

Red pressure-energy sliced down, got perhaps twenty feet deep, then exploded. The blast sent chunks of earth flying into the air, fissures opening up all along the battlefield, and a moment later Pidgeot hammered her wings down to blow away the dust.

One of the earth chunks exploded, releasing Flygon – looking battered but still in one piece – and he fired a Sand Tomb, surprising Pidgeot and blocking her view for the fraction of a second he needed to tag her with a Dragon Tail.

Then the bell sounded, terminating the match.

“Well!” Mr. Contesta said, as the two score meters reacted to those last few moves. “Quite an exciting finish to this first Cerulean Open-Air Contest – and it looks like we might need to get a new arena!”

He glanced at Joy and May, to see if they had any last-minute input, then went back to the microphone.

“And, in a photo finish, the winner is… Flygon!”


“So, May, how did you find your first time judging a Contest?” Joy asked, some minutes later.

“It’s exhausting!” May admitted, with a sigh. “I mean, I thought it was hard enough keeping track of what everyone was doing in a normal Contest, but when you’re judging you can’t really switch off even for a moment – you need to know what’s going on, and you need to provide commentary as well.”

“Now you know what it’s like for us,” Joy chuckled. “Anything you think you could improve?”

May frowned.

“Well… I think I reacted slowly a few times,” she said. “Apart from that, well – I’m sure I must have made some mistakes, but I can’t think of any.”

Joy nodded. “That’s not surprising, really. For what it’s worth, I thought you were quite good for your first time.”

“But,” Raoul added, taking up the thread of the conversation. “The biggest thing we both thought you should know is that you seemed to have trouble forgetting that you were acting as a judge – both your Altaria and your Blaziken seemed to be trying to steal the show.”

“…in my defence, I didn’t intend Blaziken to do that,” May said. “But… yeah, I know what you mean. I was thinking it’d be a good idea to give the spectators something to watch, but I didn’t really think through how it would look.”

“There were a few other issues, but they’re not as important,” Joy told her. “We can discuss them in greater depth later… but I did want to compliment you on the idea. This has been a great success… though it’s also blown quite a large hole in the ground, and we’ll have to move the stadium.”

“I’m more impressed you got it set up in a day in the first place,” May noted. “How did you do that?”

“We hired some Diglett builders who’ve started working with a contractor in Saffron,” the medic informed her. “They do extremely fast work.”

She made a face. “Unfortunately, they’re also expensive, so we can’t just have them fix the floor every time it gets broken…”
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223. Battle Frontier 25


“Here we are, Serena,” Grace said.

She glanced at her daughter. “I… know we’ve had our disagreements, but-”

“It’s fine, Mom,” Serena assured her, giving her hand a quick squeeze. “I know – and I appreciate what you’re doing.”

She smiled, and Grace returned it.

“Right!” she went on. “Now, this ranch has lots of different Pokémon that people can ride. It doesn’t have everything, but there’s quite a lot of Pokémon from outside Kalos here – and if nothing seems to work, well, we’ll keep looking. Okay?”

“Right,” Serena repeated. “Let’s see.”

As she spoke, a middle-aged man waved from the other side of a low fence. “Grace, if it isn’t you!”

“It is me,” Grace replied, smiling. “How have you been?”

“Tolerable, Gracie, tolerable,” the man replied.

“Gracie?” Serena asked.

Grace sighed. “Tony, enough of that.”

“Enough of what?” Tony asked, winking. “Now, now, it’s good you’ve brought the young girl to visit me.”

Grace sighed, though a smile threatened to creep across her face. “You never change. Anyway – we’re here because we want to get Serena a riding Pokémon that’s better for her.”

“I don’t really think the Rhyhorn work for me,” Serena explained.

“Shame,” Tony said, nodding. “Your old lady’s a real star at that kind of thing – even did some work for me once, training the Rhyhorn I’ve got.”

He stepped aside, opening the gate in the fence. “Come on in, then, and let’s have a look around.”


Serena was surprised by the sheer variety on Tony’s farm – there were the Pokémon she’d expected, like Gogoat and Rhyhorn, but also some she’d never have thought of as being riding Pokémon at all.

“How’s about this, then?” Tony asked, reaching into one stall and taking the reins of a Doduo. “They’re an odd Pokémon by some accounts, Flying-types who don’t fly, but they’re fast and observant.”

Serena made an interested noise, inspecting the Doduo. “So… how do I approach it? Mom told me how to handle Rhyhorn, but…”

“What you’ll want to do is to be respectful,” Tony told her. “Don’t look them in the eye – look up. Shows you’re more important than them, and they respect that.”

“Right,” Serena said, trying it. She reached out a hand, trying to keep track of what was going on out of the corner of her eye, but then one of the Doduo heads snapped at her fingers – not hard, but she drew it back with a startled gasp.

Tony considered her. “Maybe not,” he decided, rehitching the reins of the Doduo. “They’re not good with people they think are twitchy – probably ‘cause if you flinch riding a Doduo they’re going to fall over same as you. They’re not heavy enough to be stable.”

“Right,” Serena said, a bit shaken.

“Now, let’s see… over here’s a steadier one. This is a Mudbray.”

The girl looked at the Mudbray, which clopped a hoof on the floor.

“Braa-y,” it said, giving Serena a look, then tossed its head.

Serena winced. “That’s a Ground-type, right?”

“That’s right,” Tony agreed. “They’re pretty low maintenance, and very tough – that one weights more than the two of us put together, and he could drag you if you were in a four-ton truck.”

He frowned. “Though I should mention that they prefer to roll in the mud.”

“I… don’t want to be stereotypically girly,” Serena began. “But… I think that’d be a problem.”

The Mudbray shrugged, not seeming especially bothered by the dismissal.

“That’s fine,” Tony assured her. “There’s others, now. Let’s see… well, there’s a young Skiddo in the next pen.”


After nearly an hour going around the ranch, Serena was starting to wonder if the problem was her.

None of the Pokémon they’d tried so far was right, somehow. The Skiddo had tried to eat her hat, she’d messed up with the Ponyta in a way she still didn’t quite understand… the less said about the Charizard the better… and she hadn’t even wanted to risk the Tauros. After that they’d ended up with less conventional Pokémon, like a Kangaskhan or a Tropius, but none of those had worked out either.

Tony sucked in a breath, which made Serena look over in confusion. “What is it?”

“Seems we might have a problem,” he explained, nodding towards one of the stalls. “Looks like one of the Pokémon’s decided to leave.”

Serena looked up at the stall, and saw it was ajar – and empty.

“There was a Pokémon in there?” she asked.

“That there was,” Tony agreed.

Something touched the back of Serena’s knee, and she looked around.

“Now, it’s not a dangerous Pokémon,” Tony went on. “Not that young. But you’ll want to be careful not to startle him if you see him – it’ll take ages to coax him back to the stall otherwise.”

Half-listening, Serena bent down to the Pokémon who’d touched her knee – a small Blitzle, who seemed a little skittish but didn’t run straight away.

“And what are you doing out here?” Serena asked, softly. “Are you the one who got out of that stall?”

Tony looked down, and said nothing.

“That’s clever of you,” Serena went on. “But I think you’re safer if you come on back – don’t you? Tony here is going to be feeding you fairly soon, and I bet you’re going to be hungry.”

The Electric-type nodded, jerkily – looking unsure, still half-ready to bolt.

Trying to remember everything she’d been taught about handling equine Pokémon, she sat down. Tony passed her a bag, which she looked at and saw it was full of Oran berries.

Opening the bag with slow movements, she held a berry out for the Blitzle, and he sniffed it once before eating it in two quick bites.

“Looks to me like you’ve made a friend,” Tony said, as Serena got out a second Oran Berry. “Might not be big enough to carry you for now, but once he evolves he’d be a fine riding Pokémon.”

Serena might have been imagining it, but she thought there was a spark of interest in Blitzle’s eyes.


“Hmmm…”

Ash looked over. “Is something wrong?”

“No, not wrong, just… familiar.”

Ho-Oh looked around again, paying attention not to the buildings but to the shape of the hills and mountains. “I’ve been here before – it was important, and a long time ago.”

“Oh, right,” Ash realized. “That must be the PokéAtlantis thing.”

“…that sounds about right, yes,” Ho-Oh realized. “I’m surprised you know about it, though.”

“I’m sure we must have mentioned it,” Pikachu supplied. “That was the time Ash got possessed.”

Ho-Oh flopped back on the grass of the hillock, an odd sight to see for such a large Legendary. “I… yes, now that I think about it I do recall that being mentioned. In my defence, however, a lot happens around you.”

“That must be a pretty interesting conversation,” Max said mildly. “Is it?”

“We’re talking about that thing with the King of PokéAtlantis,” Ash explained. “Remember?”

“Yeah, I think I do,” Max nodded. “Wasn’t that the time when Pikachu had to electrocute you to get rid of him?”

“Let’s be fair, I sometimes do that because I’m bored,” Pikachu said.

Brock chuckled.

“Oh, I should check,” he added. “Anyone want more lunch?”

Ho-Oh flexed, flipping back upright in a swirl of rainbow feathers. “I certainly would not decline it.”

“That’s one,” Brock said. “Anyone else?”

May held up her hand. “I’d like some more.”

“And everyone in my team should have some too,” Max pointed out. “We’re doing Pewter first, right?”

“Yeah, that’s the plan,” Ash agreed. “Well… I am going to go over and make sure the Pyramid isn’t going to leave again, but apart from that we can do your Badge challenge first.”

“I wonder who it’s going to be…” Brock said, already dishing out more food. “My brother’s a certified gym leader, and so are both my parents – though if it’s my mom it’s going to be a really odd gym.”

“If it was you then I wouldn’t know it really was a gym or a battle at all,” Max pointed out.

“But then it wouldn’t be an odd gym,” Lucario pointed out. “It’d be an odd forest clearing.”

“Got me there,” Max admitted.

He frowned. “Well, I guess I can’t make a decision on who to use until I know what kind of Pokémon I’m battling… I don’t think any of my Pokémon are really unusually heavy hitters, at least compared to the rest of them. So… there isn’t anyone who it’s obvious I should include.”

“That’s a common problem for trainers with well-balanced teams,” Brock assured him. “Don’t worry, it doesn’t mean anything bad that you have that problem.”

“That’s good to know,” Max chuckled. “Thanks.”

He sighed. “Still doesn’t solve the problem, though. I mean, I don’t know if there’s going to be any rules on what I use, either…”

“I think ‘no Legendaries’ might be a good start,” Brock said. “I mean, I know one of the ones you have is somewhere in space finding out how cinnamon buns taste, but-”

“They have cinnamon buns in space?” May interrupted, amused.

Brock pressed on. “Don’t break my house,” he summarized.


“Thank you, Forrest,” Flint said, giving his second son a smile. “That was lovely.”

Forrest replied with a smile of his own, clearing away the debris that had been used to make an awful lot of sub-style sandwiches.

“I think I’ll do tonight,” Flint added. “There’s something I want to try out, and I think your brothers and sisters will like it as well.”

“You do?” Yolanda asked. “What is it?”

Asking the question took her attention away from Litleo, however, and the Fire-type took her chance – jumping up and snagging the bit of sandwich Yolanda had been teasing her with.

“Hey!” the girl protested, as Litleo pranced away with a smug expression and the rest of the family laughed. “You weren’t supposed to get that yet!”

Litleo tossed the scrap into the air and swallowed it in a single gulp, then stuck her tongue out.

“Cheeky little cub,” Lola smiled.

She looked over at her husband, who was taking his well-worn boots out of the box by the door. “Going out, dear?”

“That’s right,” Flint agreed. “Forrest and I are going to go over and have a look at that new pyramid.”

“Well, have fun,” Lola told them. “Should I handle the Gym while you’re gone?”

“No chance!” Forrest replied quickly. “You’ll fill it with water again!”

“And is that a bad thing?” Lola asked, putting her hands on her hips.

“It is when Rhyperior can’t swim,” Forrest answered.

“Fine,” Lola sighed. “If you say so, Mr. Gym Leader.”

“We’ll just close it up for the next few hours,” Flint said. “If anyone asks, we’re planning to be back by about three, so people shouldn’t have to wait too long for a battle.”

Forrest finished handling the cleanup, hung up his apron, and picked up his Pokéball belt from where it had been hanging. There was only one Pokéball on it – the rest of the Pokémon he used in the Gym were Gym-Pokémon rather than being his – but he fitted it on gratefully enough.

“Right,” Flint said. “Let’s go.”

“Wait up, Dad,” Forrest requested. “I need to get my boots on first…”


“Huh,” Max said, as they reached the gym door.

“What’s wrong?” Brock asked, then saw the sign. “That is odd.”

He fished in his pockets for a set of keys. “I hope this doesn’t mean my Mom is renovating the gym…”

“I don’t think she is,” Ash supplied. “I can see a couple of people in the gym, but there’s Pokémon out as well.”

After a few seconds, Brock found the key and unlocked the door. It swung open, and revealed the almost-literally cavernous space of the Pewter gym.

In the middle of the gym were two Pokémon – a Litleo, dodging to one side, and a Marill shooting Bubble at it.

“Brock!” Yolanda called, recognizing her brother. “Wow, and your friends!”

She had another look, noticing the Pokémon filing in as well. “…you’ve got a lot of friends.”

“And my friends have a lot of friends,” Brock agreed. “Giving Litleo a workout?”

“That’s right!” Yolanda agreed proudly. “She’s getting good at using Fire attacks!”


“There’s something I don’t get, about the whole idea of this flying pyramid thing,” Forrest said, as they got closer to it.

“It is a bit strange,” Flint agreed. “But, well, remember what Brock’s told us about that Hunter J and Lawrence III. It’s good to see that upstanding trainers have that kind of technology as well.”

“You’re right,” Forrest said. “But what I was wondering was why it moves around. If Brandon the Pyramid King is the final challenge of the Battle Frontier, and the other Frontier stations don’t move, why does that one?”

“Good question,” Flint said, thinking. “Could be that he always has warning when someone’s about to challenge him, and the rest of time he keeps up his hobby.”

“I guess that sounds likely,” Forrest mused.

He was about to say something else, but his foot slipped suddenly – making him gasp in surprise, as the ground abruptly gave way in front of him.

“Rhy-” he began, and Flint grabbed at his son’s arm. They met with a thwack, and the tug nearly pulled Flint over into the hole himself.

“Hold on!” Flint said, feeling the ground shift below him. “Just a moment!”

Even as he spoke, Rhyperior finished materializing – in the hole below, rather than up on the crumbling path. Taking in the situation quickly, Forrest’s tough Rock-type reached up and offered his arm as a support for both father and son.

“Thanks,” Forrest said, shifting his weight to Rhyperior, then clambered up on top of the Rock-type’s arm. He steadied himself, then quickly headed down from there to get onto the floor of the sinkhole.

Flint followed, lowered most of the way by Rhyperior, and they looked around at where they’d ended up.

“This isn’t natural,” Forrest said, tapping the wall. “It’s made of sandstone, I think.”

“I agree,” Flint nodded. “Look – hieroglyphs.”

“A temple?” Forrest asked. “Wait.”

He looked up at the hole in the roof, which crumbled a little more even as they watched.

“I don’t think it’s going to be safe to head out that way,” he pointed out.

“I agree,” Flint said. “But there’s light over there – I’d say we should look to see if there’s another way out, before we have Rhyperior and Golem blast their way through the walls. This could be an important archaeological site.”

Forrest accepted that with a nod.

“Now, then,” Flint went on, and shrugged off his backpack. “We’ll need these.”

He passed his son a helmet, then put one on himself. Next came a length of rope, which he began to fit with a pair of clips, and a pair of small climbing hammers.

“Rhyperior should keep a hold of the middle of the rope,” he said. “Rhyperior – if you end up falling into a hole that’s deeper than the rope is long, Return yourself before you pull us in too.”

Rhyperior nodded his assent.

“Good,” Flint said. “We’ve got a couple torches as well, but no need for them yet. Let’s get going.”


Tyranitar slammed his tail into the rocky floor, sending a perceptible tremor through the whole building.

“Wow!” Timmy Slate said, as Tyranitar raised his tail again. “I’ve never seen a Tyranitar this close!”

Tyranitar waved, and Brock’s brothers and sisters waved back.

“Are you going to battle Dad?” asked Tilly, the youngest girl. “Can we watch?”

“Sorry,” Ash said, shaking his head. “I’ve already got the Boulder Badge – we’re here for Max to challenge for it. But I’m going to battle Pyramid King Brandon!”

“I’ve heard about him!” Billy announced. “Dad says he’s a really good trainer!”

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to the battle,” Ash said. “I’ve not decided who I’m going to use, not yet – that depends how many Pokémon he’s going to use, and a couple of other things too.”

He reached for his belt. “One of those things is – I’m not sure if I should use the same Pokémon I used for some of the other Battle Frontier battles. Absol had one recently…”

Shrugging, Ash sent her out. “What do you think?”

Absol emerged, paused, then tilted her head as if she was listening to something far away.

“Wait,” she requested, raising a paw, and moved her head in a slow roll – her horn-blade shimmering.

Then she nodded sharply to herself.

“Ash. We need to sort something out – as soon as possible.”

“Is something wrong?” Ash asked, confused.

“It is,” Absol confirmed. “Brock, we’re going to need to borrow one of your Pokémon. Ash, bring Pikachu, Lucario and your hat. And Ho-Oh, but he needs to be in his Pokéball.”

“Uh…” Ash began.

“Chance-dancer,” Absol reminded him. “Come on, hurry up.”


“You know,” Flint said, as he followed Forrest along the corridor. “This reminds me of that legend about the King of PokéAtlantis.”

“I… think I remember that one,” Forrest replied, thinking. “That’s the one about the king who wanted to trap Ho-Oh, right?”

“That’s the one,” Flint agreed. “According to the legend, he ruled a great kingdom, and he ordered his scientists to capture Ho-Oh. They built him a stone that could contain the mighty Fire-type himself, but Ho-Oh was angered by their presumption and brought their civilization low in fire and flame. The king trapped Ho-Oh in stone, then left his kingdom.”

“…why?” Forrest asked, after a few seconds of silence. “Why would he leave Ho-Oh here if his whole goal was to capture him?”

“That’s why it’s called a legend,” Flint answered. “But yes, it’s probably wrong in a lot of ways.”

“Doesn’t Brock’s friend Ash have Ho-Oh?” Forrest added.

“It could have been another one,” Flint said. “Or it could be that it was another Legendary Pokémon, and that Ho-Oh was watching what happened.”

Rhyperior muttered something, seeming unconcerned with any of these details.

“Is it me, or are we slanting downwards?” Forrest asked, changing topic. “I know we’re heading towards the light, but this doesn’t seem like a good way to get out.”

“Well, the light could just be where there’s a shaft down from the outside,” Flint said. “But yes, we might have to go back the other way.”

He chuckled. “Maybe I should pick up a Pokémon that can fly, like your brother’s Flygon…”


“Excuse me?” Yolanda said, getting Max’s attention.

“Huh?” Max asked. “What is it?”

“I wanted to ask,” Yolanda explained. “What’s it like, going on a journey with my brother?”

“Huh,” Max said again, considering this time. “Let’s see…”

He thought for a long moment. “Well, the first thing is that it’s great to be able to eat good food all the time!”

Yolanda giggled, then looked disgusted at herself for having done so.

“Apart from that… well, he knows a lot about how the world works,” Max went on. “Both, you know, the science stuff, and… and how gyms tend to do things. So that really helps.”

“Okay,” Yolanda said, half to herself.

She looked down, thinking, then back up at Max.

“What kind of thing do you think he’d like as a present?” she asked.

Max blinked. “…I’m not sure I understand…”

“Well… I was thinking about how he took care of all of us,” Yolanda explained. “And now he does that for you and your friends. So I thought we should do something nice for him.”

“Oh, I see,” Max realized.

He glanced over at Brock, who was having Sudowoodo demonstrate Mimic by copying random moves from the rest of his team.

“Well… I can’t really think of anything right now,” he admitted. “But I’ll see if I can think of something and let you know – Ash is going to be challenging the Battle Pyramid, so we’ll be around, and I can always have Roland go pick something up from the shop if we decide.”

That sounds like a boring way to use teleportation, Roland said.

“Actually, it’s not,” Max countered. “It means you can get to the shop much quicker and you don’t have to carry stuff home – and you don’t need a parking space.”

True, Roland agreed.

“It’s funny seeing people talk to Pokémon so much,“Yolanda told him. “I know Brock does, but you all do.”

“Yeah, it’s surprising how easily you can get used to it,” Max agreed. “I do still need Kris to help me for Pokémon who aren’t mine, though.”

There was a shout of excitement, and they all looked over – seeing Sudowoodo holding his arms out so the youngest Slate children could climb on him.

Max chuckled.


“Hey, Dad?” Forrest began. “You know those hieroglyphs you’re looking at?”

“Of course,” Flint replied. “Why?”

“Because… I don’t think they’re important any more.”

Flint looked up, then followed his son through the nearby door.

“…seems you’re right,” he said, looking up at the huge room – and the statue occupying it.

The room itself was like a temple, or perhaps like a shrine crossed with a throne room – columns stretched up to the tall ceiling, holding fires which seemed to have blazed to life as they approached, and more flames flickered on the walls to throw a bright yellow-orange light on the old stonework.

At one end of the room, opposite the entrance, two more pillars flanked a great throne – easily forty feet high – with a statue carved to sit on the throne, a man in robes and an oddly-designed crown. A staff was in one hand, and between the feet of the huge stone king was a much smaller throne.

This one was empty.

“You know what you were saying about PokéAtlantis?” Forrest said. “Because… it seems much more likely now.”

“Indeed it does,” Flint agreed. “Look on my works, ye mighty-”

“Pardon?” Forrest asked, confused.

“It’s a poem,” Flint told him. “An old one. It’s about the statue of a great king, whose entire kingdom had decayed around it – all except the statue itself. The message was carved on the statue – look on my works, ye mighty, and despair.”

“Right,” Forrest nodded.

Rhyperior grunted, not being especially into Culture – and being more than a little irritated after having to use his rocky bulk to defeat several traps on the way here.

“But I was thinking…” Forrest went on. “I mean – that story about PokéAtlantis can’t be properly true, but I wonder if part of it is true? Maybe this is the temple – or tomb, or something – of the King of PokéAtlantis?”

“That’s a very good point,” Flint said. “It would explain a lot… I just wonder why they left it. But they did build tombs years before they needed them, in ancient times – that was so the king could actually get a say in what the tomb would look like.”

He frowned. “Now, the difficult bit is going to be finding a way out… maybe we can have Rhyperior drill a route up off one of the side passages.”


Absol glanced behind her. “Come on, this way!”

“Why the hurry?” Pikachu asked.

“Because if we slow down too much we’ll be late,” Absol replied. “Being early isn’t a problem, but being late would be a disaster.”

She jumped down from the rock she was standing on, landing next to Ash, and began to lope alongside – keeping to a speed which meant Ash would have to work to keep up.

“Ash, your Aura lessons – did they include how to fight off mental attacks?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s kind of like the way I can use Aura to boost my strength, but applied to my mind instead.”

“Is it me, or should that just plain not work?” Pikachu asked. “I mean, your mind isn’t a physical thing.”

“Makes sense to me,” Lucario volunteered. “Partly because I’ve trained in it as well.”

“That reminds me,” Absol went on. “Pikachu’s going to need your Aaron hat.”

Ash frowned. “Why?”

“Because if he does wear it, it’s only a fashion disaster.”

“Ouch,” Lucario winced. “I think that one had type advantage.”


“I think this should do,” Flint said. “What do you think, Forrest?”

Forrest looked up, seeing his father standing by one of the walls. “You mean for drilling?”

He nodded. “I think so…”

As he brought his hand up to shade his eyes, it brushed the stone orb he was standing next to.

Ancient mechanisms stirred, and then an ancient mind awoke.

“No,” the King of PokéAtlantis said. “Rhyperior – drill there, instead.”

Rhyperior looked back at his trainer, seeing where he was pointing, then walked over to the wall in question and spun up his drill.

“Forrest?” Flint asked, confused. “Why there, specifically?”

“Because it is where the weapons cache is, of course,” the king answered. “Horn Drill, Rhyperior!”

Rhyperior slammed his horn into the tiles, shattering them, and the move ate into the rock behind. Cracks spread through the rock immediately around the point of contact, and more tiles fell off – then the Horn Drill spun down again, expended.

“Again!” the king said. “The walls are tough, but they can be broken through.”

“Weapons?” Flint repeated. “What are you talking about, Forrest – is something wrong?”

“Forrest, hm?” the king asked. “Amusing. I think I will keep the name.”

There was another grinding, shattering sound as Rhyperior got further through the wall. Chunks of gravel flew off, scattering in a broad arc around Rhyperior, and the Rock-type drew back his fist before slamming it into the wall.

“What’s going on?” Flint demanded, scared now. “What’s happened to you – where’s my son?”

“He’s still here,” the king replied casually. “Unharmed – and if you want him to stay that way, you’ll avoid annoying me.”

“What are you?” Flint asked, shocked now.

“Has the world so soon forgotten me?” the king asked. “Feh. I shall teach them their mistake.”

He fixed Flint with a glare. “And remember – if you give me a reason, I’ll abandon this body and use yours to hurt your son.”

Flint’s next words died in his mouth, unspoken.


Some distance away, Ash dropped through a hole in the roof. He made a three-point landing, both feet and one hand absorbing the energy of his impact, and a moment later Lucario followed – using a brief burst of blue Aura from his footpaws to stop his movement.

“Why didn’t you just use your boots?” he asked, as Absol jumped down behind them.

Ash shrugged. “If I make myself lighter it takes longer for me to fall.”

“Come on,” Absol said. “We need to get to the throne room.”

“Right, I remember,” Ash said, thinking. “Uh… I think it was this way…”

He paused, frowning, and concentrated. “The quickest way to the throne room is…”

Lucario watched as Ash went still. “Is there a-”

Absol raised her paw, interrupting him.

Then Ash reached out to the wall and tapped a few of the hieroglyphs. After the first two, each one he pressed lit up for a moment – resulting in the appearance of a code on the walls spelled out in hieroglyphics.

Then the whole floor lit up as well, and the group found themselves lifted an inch off the tiles by a bluish-purple glow.

“I don’t remember this from last time,” Pikachu said, looking around them. “What is it?”

“It’s how they got around quickly,” Ash replied. “I think I got it from the King of PokéAtlantis. Uh… it should be… this one.”

One final tile press, and they shot off down the tunnel at high speed – zooming into the heart of the underground structure.


Flint swallowed, knowing he should be doing something and not sure if there was anything he could do.

His son was under the control of a monster – an ancient, evil king, one who had apparently left his whole country to die and fled down here to wait out the ages – and nothing he could think of was going to make one bit of difference what happened.

If he warned Rhyperior, it might help – but then the vengeful king would probably change to his body, or even to that of Rhyperior himself, and they would both be in even worse trouble.

“Forrest…” he whispered, feeling utterly helpless.

Then a bright blue-purple light lit up the hallway, throwing a different character of light onto the room.

“Oh?” the king asked, turning to look. “I didn’t realize that was still working. Excellent – my artisans built to last.”

A moment later, several figures arrived all at once. Flint recognized Brock’s friend Ash Ketchum – wearing almost his full blue Sir-Aaron outfit, with his staff held ready and a blue glow extending along it from his gloved hands.

His Pikachu was on his shoulder, wearing the hat that completed the Sir Aaron outfit, and the Electric-type was suffused with electrical energy which was not only visible but audible as a faint buzz-crackle.

Next to them both, Lucario was in a combat stance. The glowing light of the transit system gave way as the Fighting-type stepped into the room, and Lucario’s own blue-glowing Aura seamlessly replaced it.

As Lucario exploded across the room, Flint saw the final two figures – Ash’s Absol, looking cool and collected as she turned the momentum of the transit into a four-pawed sliding stop, and the other boy.

Max Maple, that was it.

There was a crack of rock breaking as Rhyperior broke into a chamber on the other side of the stone wall he’d been drilling into. Then Lucario’s paws hit the floor next to the Rock-type, and Rhyperior took a blazing-fast kick to the back of the head.

Rhyperior’s solid rock body prevented that being a win right out of the gate, and Forrest’s starter began to turn to counterattack Lucario – but the Fighting-type continued to turn, using the momentum of his blow to flick himself onto a new heading, before springing off Rhyperior’s shoulder towards the wall.

Lucario moved like a coiled spring, bouncing off the wall with almost no loss of speed, and his second Close Combat attack knocked Rhyperior entirely off his feet to send him crashing to the ground.

“What?” the king demanded, sounding shocked. “A Lucario?”

“Lucario, use Aura Purge!” Ash called.


The king had a moment to react as the infuriatingly swift Lucario whirled, and began to think fast.

He had never heard of Aura Purge before, but in context it was not hard to work out – the Aura adept was here to stop him, and clearly knew a lot about the underground fastness to be able to activate the transit system.

That could only mean that this was an attempt to banish him.

But now he was awakened, the king had options – and used them. He abandoned the body he’d been in, leaving the Forest boy just before the Lucario reached him, and retreated for a moment to the soul stone – keeping it active, looking around for his next target.

A moment later, the adept did something with a red-white sphere on his belt. There was a brilliant flash of white light, and the king’s spiritual heart flashed with sudden intense jealousy as Ho-Oh himself emerged into the air.

Ho-Oh! His target, his foe, the maiju he had sacrificed all to obtain – and the beast which had torn down his kingdom’s great works of spell and stone, missing only scattered remnants and this very catcomb.

If the complex was at full power – but it was not, and the artisans who could operate it were long since dust. There was no way he could possess the Storm’s End with only the power of his own mind.

The Absol said something, looking right at the soul stone – at him – and the adept nodded.

“Ho-Oh!” he called, getting the attention of the powerful Fire-type maiju. “Destroy that stone!”

Damn everything.

Ho-Oh began to inhale, an aura of rose-coloured light forming on his feathers, but the king was not going to die so easily. He examined everyone in the chamber, human and maiju both.

The Lucario was a non-starter – Aura users could shield their thoughts and protect their minds, and the minute it might take to worm through the defences would take far longer than the king still had.

The Forest boy was no use – still within strike range of the Lucario, who had caught him as he collapsed.

The Rhyperior was unconscious, and had no method of escape anyway.

The Forest boy’s father was another thing – awake, upright, and vulnerable – but he was too far from the exit-

The exit!

The transit system was still functioning. All the king had to do was get to it, and use it, and he could escape. It would be frustrating to build up from nothing, but he could do it – he could do anything, in such a weak world.

But the Aura adept was another choice it would be foolish to make. To break through his defences would take time the king did not have – like the Lucario, he would be hostage to fortune.

The Pikachu was a marginally better choice, but it was a problem the artisans had been unable to correct that enough electrical energy could disrupt the connection – and there was a lot of electrical energy running through that Pikachu, enough to be visible.

Next to the adept was an Absol, but that would be an even worse idea than a Lucario – but behind the Absol, as if to protect himself, was a small boy.

The king acted instantly, and threw himself across the room as a surge of psychic energy just before the Sacred Fire destroyed his soul stone.

Then there was an odd sensation of dissolution-


The temperature in the underground chamber rose twenty degrees in a moment as Ho-Oh blew the stone orb into lava, sending droplets of it to pepper the far wall.

“Good riddance,” he declared, settling to the floor with a soft click of talons on stone. “That monster of a man has caused far too much trouble.”

“What just happened?” Flint asked. “Is my son okay?”

“He should be fine,” Absol said, after a moment. “Ash?”

“Absol says he should be okay,” Ash relayed. “I… think it might be a good idea to get a Psychic-type to look at him, though.”

“I – how does he know?” Flint said, still trying to keep up with what had just happened. “Where did that person – the king – what happened to him?”

‘Max’ dropped her illusion, converting into an exceedingly smug Zorua. “We happened,” she said. “Absol is a chaunce-dauncer-”

Chance Dancer, Dexter corrected.

“Sorry,” Zorua winced. “Anyway – she told us what to do.”

“Absol can sense disasters,” Ash reminded Flint, as the Gym Leader bent down to check on his son. “This Absol is very good at it – she knew just what to do because she knew how to not cause a disaster. And the King of PokéAtlantis escaping would be a disaster.”

He paused, then spoke again. “So would Forrest being hurt.”

“I think I understand,” Flint said, after a long pause. “And – thank you, then. I didn’t know you were going to be visiting today.”

“Max actually came to challenge Pewter Gym,” Ash told him. “And I came to challenge the Battle Pyramid.”

“We were going to have a look,” Forrest spoke up, and Flint gave him a hug.

“Thank the gods you’re safe…”

“You are welcome,” Ho-Oh said courteously.

Forrest started to snigger.

“By the way,” Zorua went on. “What are we going to do to this place now?”

“Probably tell the scientists at the museum,” Flint decided, helping Forrest to get up again. “I don’t know how dangerous it still is, but it is an important archaeological find.”

“Dangerous?” Ash asked, then realized. “Right, yeah, the traps… hold on a moment.”

He got up, examined the great throne for a moment, then tapped several spots on the armrest in quick succession. The transit system out in the corridor shut down, and then there was a kind of decaying hum throughout the structure accompanied by several clack noises.

“I think that should have turned everything off,” he said. “Let’s go find an exit!”

Forrest stared, then shook his head in resignation.

“Brock told me a lot of stories about you,” he told Ash. “I think I’m starting to believe them.”


“Ultimate water crasher!” Squirtle called, raising his hand. Water duly formed around it, spiralling in from the air itself to form a conical drill.

“How many times have you described an attack as ultimate?” Ivysaur asked him.

Squirtle looked back, distracted. “What?”

“I’m just saying. Ultimate means ‘final’, and you seem to have a lot of final things given that there’s only one end to a list.”

“It’s not supposed to mean it’s the end of the list,” Squirtle said. “It’s supposed to designate that it’s a finishing move, something that ends a fight. Got it?”

Ivysaur nodded. “That explains it, thank you.”

He pointed with a vine. “By the way, you forgot to stop charging your attack.”

Squirtle turned his attention back to the drill on his hand, which was now considerably larger than he was.

The moment he gave it some focus again, it exploded.


Water rained down over a wide area, including on Noctowl.

“What, what?!” he asked, startled into wakefulness, and looked around with a twist of his neck. Seeing nothing especially out of the ordinary, he shrugged to himself and started to drop off back to sleep.

A blast of cold air hit him, and he opened his eyes again. “That’s creating a bally draft,” he announced. “Don’t be a draft sort, so sort your draft.”

“I’m an Ice type,” Glalie countered. “How do I avoid being chill, if you’re not going to be chill about it?”

“I’m sure I don’t know,” Noctowl said with a flap of his wings. “It’s your Type, you sort something out.”

Glalie considered, then hovered off.

“Excellent,” Noctowl pronounced, settling back down to sleep again.


A few minutes later, the tree shook.

“What the-” Noctowl asked, startling awake again, and looked down. “Heracross! Get that blasted horn away from my tree, what?”

Next to the Bug-type, Glalie did a twirl. “How’s this for a solution? We just move the tree away!”

“…couldn’t you just move yourself away?” Noctowl asked. “It’s not cricket, this!”

“Cricket, there’s a good idea,” Glalie agreed.

“You’re awfully ball-shaped to be saying that kind of thing, bucko,” Noctowl muttered.

“Don’t be batty about it.”


“Should I understand what they’re saying?” Chikorita asked.

“Probably not,” Sceptile replied, shrugging. “I think most of us sort of tune it out anyway.”

He frowned. “Somehow, I feel like there’s somewhere I should be today…”


Once they all got back to the Pewter Gym, it took several minutes to explain what had happened.

Brock’s family were mostly in shock, and only asked the occasional question of Forrest or Flint, though it was sometimes Ash who ended up answering them – and then Absol had to explain that she’d felt her way through to a result which would keep everyone mostly okay and avoid the King of PokéAtlantis raising problems in the future.

“So… the moment you were sent out, you felt it?” Lola asked. “And it wasn’t until then you realized?”

“Correct,” Absol said, speaking via Dexter. “I had to move quickly, but it seems as though there are no long-term effects.”

Speaking of which, I have sent a message to Mewtwo, Dexter contributed. He has the most ability to identify and contact a skilled psychic – either human or Pokémon – so it should be possible to find a therapist.

“That will help,” Lola agreed. “Don’t you think so, Forrest?”

“Mom, I’m not… drunk, or something,” Forrest protested, though not very forcefully. “I know it’s a good idea to have someone to talk to about this.”

“Good,” Flint said.

“Is Forrest going to be okay?” Tilly asked, looking worried.

“We think so, and we hope so,” Brock answered her. “But that’s why he’s getting help – just in case. Like we get a doctor to look at someone if they hurt themselves badly, because it makes it easier to recover.”

Tilly nodded.

Salvadore was about to say something when a shadow suddenly fell on the room, making it appear as though the sun had abruptly set.

A physical darkness formed in a pool on the floor, and out of it emerged a long-legged figure – clawed arms, shoulders wreathed in dark smoke, and a red-collared head from which white smoke plumed.

The Darkrai ignored almost everyone in the room, and drew a magnifying glass from nowhere at all before bending down to closely examine Zorua’s fur.

After several seconds of finding nothing, it straightened.

“No sign,” it stated. “Yveltal is not going to like this when he wakes up.”

Then, in a blur of darkness, it vanished.

“…how often does this sort of thing happen around you?” Salvadore asked.

Let us simply say that Ash has not captured even half of the Legendaries he has met.


AN:


So there’s a couple of things here.

Firstly is a little bit of a tweak to Serena’s situation.

And second, of course, the whole of Brock’s family showing up. (except his girlfriend, she is doing Science)

While, thirdly, something involving a certain monarchical madman.






224. Battle Frontier 26


“Professor!” Ash called, waving as a familiar Dragonite came swooping down to land nearby. “Glad to see you!”

“It’s good to see you as well, Ash,” Oak said, getting off Dragonite with a wince. “Oh, dear… I’m not used to that any more.”

Dragonite rolled his eyes, giving Ash a look it didn’t take Aura to translate.

“So, then,” the Professor went on. “You said something about finding an old PokeAtlantis fortress?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s all kind of complicated, because this is one of the things I really didn’t want to let my Mom know… she didn’t find out last time that I got possessed.”

Professor Oak blinked. “What?”

“Last time, my friends and I were the ones who fell down into the hidden base,” Ash clarified. “There’s a throne room down there, and the King of PokeAtlantis had hidden his… spirit, I guess… inside a stone orb.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “So, I kind of touched the orb, and he got into my mind – and tried to challenge Brandon in my name, to win all of Brandon’s Pokémon. But Pikachu managed to get him out of me by shocking me.”

Pikachu nodded, looking justly proud of his role in the drama.

“I see,” Oak nodded. “What happened this time, then?”

“This time, it was Brock’s brother and his dad who found the base,” Ash summarized. “Forrest got possessed instead of me, but we managed to stop the King before he did anything too dangerous.”

As they talked, Ash led Professor Oak over to the hole – now much larger than it had been before as all the damaged tunnel roof had been removed. “Thing is, I didn’t realize how much the possession from last time affected me.”

“And how did it affect you, Ash?” the Professor asked.

“I… well, it’s kind of hard to explain, but I remember a lot of what the king was told.”

“I don’t understand it either,” Lucario volunteered.

“I do,” Oak said. “Partly because, if I remember rightly, my own memory restoration was more complicated than that of any of you.”

Ash thought for a moment about the team he currently had on hand.

“…yeah, actually,” he admitted. “Dexter and Pikachu both got reminded the first day, Lucario hatched on being reminded, Ho-Oh wasn’t actually reminded at all and nor was Absol… and I think I left the others back at Pewter Gym.”

“Don’t forget the thing with the Celebi,” Lucario noted. “Anyway. You were saying, Ash.”

“Right,” Ash realized. “I didn’t finish. Anyway, one of the things I got left with was how to use the controls of the place – how to power it up, or to turn everything off. That’s what I wanted to show you.”

They reached the hole, and Ash jumped in. Oak shook his head at the oddly floaty movement, watching as Ash landed much slower than he should have done after such a drop.

“Do you mind, Dragonite?” he asked.

Dragonite nodded his assent, and picked up Professor Oak with care. Stepping off the edge of the hole, he floated down himself with only the benefit of his wings – and the way both Dragonair and Dragonite could essentially ignore gravity whenever they felt like it.

By the time they reached the floor, Ash was already examining the walls of the tunnel.

“Okay, let’s see…” he said, and began tapping on the runes.

“What are you turning on?” Oak asked.

“Transport system,” Ash replied. “Huh…”

“That does not sound good,” Lucario observed.

“No, I just realized that I turned the whole building off earlier,” Ash explained. “We’ll need to go back to the throne room to reverse that.”

“Is it too much to hope for that that will be a short walk?” Oak asked.

“All signs point to exercise,” Lucario deadpanned.


“Brock?” Forrest called.

Brock looked up.

“Something I was just thinking about,” Forrest explained. “I’m not sure what to do for Max’s challenge.”

He waved to their parents, over by the side of the room and watching as May’s Grumpig did psychic things for the amusement of the younger Slate children. “With Mom and Dad here, we’ve got four gym leaders, but I’m not sure how to do something with that.”

Brock chuckled. “I’m afraid you might be a bit late for that one.”

“Really?” Forrest asked.

“Max’s challenge at Cerulean had him facing all three of the Sensational Sisters,” Brock clarified. “You might need to come up with a new idea.”

“Huh…” Forrest frowned. “Well… I guess maybe we don’t need to do a gimmick.”

He shrugged. “I kind of wanted to do something that would be cool, you know.”

Brock put his hand on Forrest’s shoulder. “Just seeing a regular Gym challenge should be cool enough.”

“Okay,” Forrest nodded. “I can work with that.”

After a pause, he went on. “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to lend me Steelix, though? I might want to use him.”

Brock thought – though not for very long – and nodded. “If you want him.”


“Excuse me?” May asked.

Lola held up a palm, asking for a moment’s delay, and pointed. “Yolanda, you dropped your bow on the arena floor – don’t forget to pick it up!”

“Sorry!” Yolanda called, turning around and going back to get the bow.

“There,” Lola said, pleased with herself. “Now, what was it?”

“Well, I was kind of wondering…” May began. “You’re a Water-type trainer, right?”

“Of course,” Lola confirmed.

“But Brock’s got more Ground-types than anything else, and I know Flint is a Rock-type trainer…” May went on. “Is there a rule about gym typings?”

“Ah, I see where you’re going,” Lola agreed. “There’s no rule about a whole gym having to have a single theme, though each trainer has to, and if there’s more than one theme then the challenger has to decide which one he’s challenging.”

“Okay, I think I understand,” May said. “Thank you – I was wondering because we’ve seen a lot of odd gyms, and because it’s kind of a joke among us that Brock’s become more of an illusionist trainer than anything.”

Lola chuckled. “I see where you’re coming from there!”

She was about to go on, but Forrest interrupted her.

“Max?” he said. “Do you have any preferences about Mega Stones?”

“I’ve got more than one,” Max replied. “I guess I don’t mind how many are used?”

Forrest nodded. “That’s fine.”

“Maybe we should watch the battle, for now,” Lola decided.


“This battle will have three Pokémon a side,” Forrest said. “The first person to have all three Pokémon knocked out is the loser.”

He raised his first Pokéball. “Ready?”

“Sure,” Max agreed.

“Go!”

Max’s Pokémon appeared first, by a moment at least – Guy materialized in a ready stance, landing on one of the boulders strewn throughout the gym.

He jumped down, landing on the arena floor itself with a thump as his tail slapped the ground, then turned his attention to the Pokémon Forrest had just sent out – an Aggron, big and tough-looking.

Almost immediately, however, an orange flash lit up the gym as Aggron went Mega.

“What does a Mega Aggron do?” Max asked, opening up Kris. “I can’t remember offhand.”

Mega Aggron lose their Rock type and have an ability that reduces type advantage, Kris told him.

“Right…” Max winced.

As the light faded, he got his first good look at a Mega Aggron.

There weren’t actually as many changes as there were for some Mega Evolutions. Mega Aggron was a bit bulkier than Aggron had been, and there were a few more spikes, but the major visible change was in the colouring – while Aggron had had dark, rocky armour, Mega Aggron was made up of lighter and more lustrous steel both where the old armour had been and in new places.

Max noted especially that he seemed to be wearing forearm-warmers, just made of stone.

“Okay, Guy, I guess this means it’s time for some Fighting-type attacks!” he called.

Guy nodded, crouching down, and burst forwards.

His first blow was a Force Palm, one which struck with a mighty clang – but which didn’t knock Aggron over as Max still half-expected it might. Instead the Steel-type Mega was affected by the blow, but only a little, and retaliated with a gout of flame breath in a Fire Blast.

Already aware it was a possibility, Guy punched – hard. His Mach Punch had so much power behind it that it pushed a wave of air ahead of it, and that forced the Fire Blast to predetonate – shielding him from the direct impact of the flames, but sending them washing out in a donut-shaped explosion with a hole about where Guy’s punch had been.

“Back!” Max called, and Guy duly bounced away again – avoiding a follow-up attack, an Ice Beam which punched through the middle of the flame.

Mega Aggron’s steely armour was glowing faintly from the radiant heat of the burst, but he didn’t seem to mind much – indeed, the armour was cooling as Max watched.

“Okay, you’re going to need to use speed!” Max decided. “You can take a few hits, but don’t rely on that – stay out of trouble, and keep using Fighting attacks.”

“They’re not doing much damage,” Guy observed.

“Yeah, but there’s not much which will – wait,” Max interrupted himself. “Low kick!”

Guy’s claws punched through the upper few inches of stone, giving him purchase, and he launched himself forwards.

This time his blow had more of an effect – not so much because Mega Aggron was weaker to it, but because it damaged the ground underneath the Steel-type’s foot and made it crack under his weight. Guy sprang backwards at the sight, but took a glancing blow from an Iron Tail which knocked him across the room and into the wall.

Mega Aggron didn’t have a chance to follow up, however, as the ground under his foot gave way. He staggered to one side, nearly falling over, then used his tail as a counterbalance and managed to wrench himself back upright again.

“Move into the basin!” Forrest advised. “Get on the more stable ground!”

“Hit him from behind!” Max countered.

Guy shook his head, clearing it, and then ran forwards. He ducked under a swipe from Mega Aggron’s arm, then had to spring over a tail strike. Even that didn’t help him actually get in the blow Max had advised, however, as Aggron used Stone Edge and a field of rocks sprang up all around him.

The Breloom managed to break through the rocks, delivering a Force Palm followed by a Mach Punch, but it took time – time which let Mega Aggron get onto the flat ground, and turn to strike at Guy again.

This time, Guy didn’t fall back. He advanced right into close range, accepting the swipes from his foe’s Metal Claw attacks, and hit again and again with a long flurry of Mach Punch attacks. Each one made Mega Aggron ring like a bell, and while no one of them was particularly damaging there were a lot of them in quick succession.

“Heavy Slam!” Forrest called suddenly.

Caught off-guard, Guy tried to get clear, but he was halfway through a punch when Forrest gave the order – he pulled it, trying to avoid overcommitting, and the Steel-type took advantage by hurling himself forwards.

The impact was powerful enough to shake the gym, and Guy vanished underneath Mega Aggron’s steely form.


“Guy! Are you okay?” Max called.

Then he felt a tap on his ankle.

“Huh?” he asked, looking down. “Ferris?”

The Aron pointed at Mega Aggron, then at himself.

“…oh, I see,” Max realized. “Yeah, I’ll try and get one, though it might be a while before you can use it.”

He looked up again, just as Mega Aggron began to get up.

The odd thing was, Mega Aggron’s expression suggested he wasn’t actually trying to get up.

With a sudden wrench, Guy forced Mega Aggron off him – revealing that the ground had crumpled under Guy instead of simply flattening him. The Grass-type looked much the worse for wear, but he put both feet together and forced Forrest’s Pokémon up hard enough to force him into a backflop.

“Good work, Guy!” Max called. “Okay, let’s finish it!”

Guy nodded, bringing his fist back and clenching it. There was a little flicker of energy, then he launched a Dynamic Punch at Mega Aggron.

The Steel-type had to take the blow, not upright yet, but it didn’t knock him out – and he grabbed at Guy’s tail as the Fighting-type sprang back, preventing him from retreating.

Then Mega Aggron used a point-blank Fire Blast – his own armour heating up from the backblast, but the main impact of the attack also knocking Guy so high into the air he brushed the ceiling.

When he landed, it was obvious the doughty Breloom had finally been knocked out.

“Good work, Guy,” Max said, thinking hard. “Okay, uh…”

He wasn’t quite sure who to send out, now.

“Corona, do you think you can handle this?” he asked.

Corona’s answer was simple enough – her Pokéball flashed, and she sent herself out.

The Charmander looked back, and nodded to her trainer – her tail-flame flaring up.

“All right,” Max smiled. “Go for it!”


“Rock Throw,” Forrest instructed, and Mega Aggron snatched up a convenient lump of basalt from one of the nearby rock spikes. He threw it with an underarm motion, and Corona dodged to one side – not needing any advice from Max about that.

She retaliated with a quick barrage of Embers, which raised little glowing spots on Mega Aggron’s armour for a moment but did nothing else visible, and then spotted the Steel-type raising his foot.

“Jump!” Max called.

Corona jumped, and used a brief burst of Flare Blitz – flames shrouding her while she did, and boosting her into the air so she could avoid the Earthquake.

“Keep it up!” Forrest called, and Mega Aggron did just that – slamming his feet into the ground one after another, producing a continuous rolling earthquake.

Max staggered, grabbing the nearest rock pillar for support, and tried to focus on Corona – to make sure she didn’t need any help, or to give it if she needed any. It was a little hard to make her out, with the floor under his feet shaking so hard, but the blur of fire from her Flare Blitz boosts was easily visible – and it showed no sign of her being about to hit the floor.


“I’m impressed,” May said. “This part of the room isn’t shaking at all.”

“We used earthquake stabilizers,” Flint told her. “The main battle area is seismically isolated from the rest of the building – it’s helpful because, well, Earthquake is a move a lot of Rock types have.”

“So you’re protecting the outside of the building from earthquakes happening inside the building,” May nodded. “That’s kind of funny – normally it’s the other way around.”

“I’m pretty sure Giovanni has it in the Viridian City Gym as well,” Flint said.

He looked back at the battle, judging the movements of Max’s little Charmander with an experienced eye.

“She’s been training pretty hard,” he observed. “Helps Charmander weigh so little, but even so.”

“Smack Down!” Forrest called, deciding the Earthquake-barrage wasn’t working.

Mega Aggron promptly stopped using Earthquake, and prepared another rock from the convenient pillar just next to him – infusing it with energy, then throwing it hard at Corona.

“Mask!” Max ordered.

“Mask?” Lola repeated, surprised.


Corona heard Max’s shouted command, and held her arms out to either side. Her Flare Blitz reignited, and she adjusted her position – doing it in a way she couldn’t explain, but which she knew would make her go down.

The rock from the Smack Down tracked in on her, adjusting course so it would hit her, and she boosted to the far side of a rock pillar – making the attack hit it, expending itself in producing a boom of splintering rock.

Terrain masking, Max had called it.

Corona landed, running for a moment to compensate for how fast she’d been moving, then turned her attention to Mega Aggron again.

She yelped, and boosted to one side – getting out of the way of an incoming Rock Throw – before darting from the shadow of one pillar to another. Her movement was accompanied by a flaming orange trail, showing where she’d been, and she skidded to a stop behind a particularly large and sturdy rock spire.

“Stay clear of him, Charmander!” Max called, and Corona nodded understanding.

Then she exhaled sharply and fired out a Flamethrower, leading in the direction of another spire that was nearer the edge of the arena.

Mega Aggron took the bait, assuming that had to be her as well, and a cascade of rocks crashed into the rocky floor all around the leading edge of the Flamethrower attack. But Corona was nowhere near the fireball, and – worse – she’d been ready for Mega Aggron to be decoyed.

She blazed out from behind her pillar in the other direction, heading straight for Mega Aggron, and the move confused both her opponent and his trainer – she was deliberately and whole-heartedly doing the opposite of what Max had just said.

“Inferno!” Max called.

“Metal Claw!”

Corona pulled up, her boost angle taking her higher into the air, then cancelled her Flare Blitz – leaving her in mid-air, hovering a little way over Mega Aggron’s head.

She looked down, inhaled, and let it loose. A barrage of bright blue flames, too hot to appear yellow or orange, came lashing down on Mega Aggron – with enough intensity that he felt it as well.

It didn’t hurt him much, really – not compared to the Fighting-type attacks he’d already taken from Guy. And when Corona stopped her attack, tired and panting, she fell down and got punched halfway across the room before managing to stabilize herself and land properly.

But Mega Aggron was now on fire, and that was a problem.


“How did-” Forrest began, taking a step back from the radiant heat, then shook his head. “Mega Aggron, finish this quickly! Earthquake!”

Mega Aggron used Earthquake, and this time Corona didn’t get into the air in time. The ground seemed to drop away beneath her for a moment, then slap her upwards, and she bounced once before recovering her aplomb and Blitzing upwards.

The effort of the foot-stomp, however, seemed to have overtaxed Mega Aggron. The flames surrounding him burned up a little higher, then higher still as he tried to hit Corona with a Rock Tomb.

“Fire Spin!” Max called. “Whip up those flames!”

Corona’s trajectory twisted, and she accelerated – diving towards Mega Aggron, then circling him again and again. Faster and faster, avoiding all of Mega Aggron’s attacks through sheer speed, and bringing in air and fire to fuel the blaze already building up on the Steel-type.

Then he caught her with a glancing blow, and she hurtled across the room to hit the wall a little way above Max.

“Corona!” Max cried, and caught her as she fell to the floor. Then winced, nearly flinching from the heat on her scales, and put her gently on the floor.

A moment later, the firestorm around Mega Aggron exploded.

Armour glowing dull red-orange all over, the Steel-type fell like a toppled mountainside.


“How did you do that bit where your Charmander disobeyed you?” Forrest asked, as Mega Aggron reverted before being recalled. “That really surprised us.”

“It’s because I called her Charmander,” Max replied, a little distracted. “That means do the opposite.”

“Clever,” Forrest allowed. “Well, you’ve got one Pokémon left.”

“I know,” Max agreed. “Uh… can I have a few minutes to think about it?”


“This seems unusual,” May admitted. “Does this happen often?”

“More often than you’d think,” Flint replied. “Gym Leaders have to deal with aspiring trainers, as well as those who are genuinely uncertain. Part of the purpose of a gym is to provide a kind of milestone in the development of a trainer as well – and that usually doesn’t mean forcing them to make a quick choice when they have time to think it out.”

He nodded over to Max, engaged in conversation with several of his Pokémon – including Delta, who was larger than the rest of them put together.

“If it takes him some time to decide how to battle, that’s no problem for us.”

“Sure,” May said. “And that’s good. But I actually meant starting with a Mega-Evolved Pokémon.”

Flint looked nonplussed. “Oh. Right.”

He thought. “Not… usually, though I think it might be because Brock’s here – and, of course, because your brother’s on his second League challenge.”


“Okay, so… I’m really not sure,” Max said, shrugging. “He has two Pokémon left, and I don’t know what they are – well, I think one of them is probably Rhyperior, and that’s tough enough.”

“It is tricky,” Cinder agreed. “I don’t think I’m up for it – not when this place is so easy to Earthquake. It’d make my Dig useless, and then I’m mostly falling back on Iron Tail to damage Rock-types.”

“Yeah,” Max said. “Jirachi… I think Jirachi might have a chance.”

I’ll battle if you want me to, Jirachi supplied, then paused. “Oh, sorry. I was just saying I’d be okay to.”

Cinder nodded her thanks for the reiteration.

“Thanks, Jirachi,” Max smiled. “But at the same time – I mean, I’m grateful-”

“I understand,” Jirachi nodded. “You don’t want it to seem like you’re just wishing the problem away.”

“Yeah, and-” Max shook his head. “I shouldn’t think it’s wrong – you are my Pokémon, and – but – it’s hard to work out what to think, really.”

There was a short pause, and then Roland stood up.

“Max?” he said.

Max glanced over to him. “Yeah?”

“I would like that Dawn Stone, please.”

At that, the trainer lifted a hand to his glasses and adjusted them a little. “Really? Are you sure?”

Roland gave him a nod, formal and poised. “I’ve wanted to evolve for a while now, and I decided what I was going to evolve into weeks ago. I’m sure.”

“All right, then,” Max said, shaking his backpack off his shoulders and going through it. “Let’s see… here we go.”

He revealed the Dawn Stone, and held it out.

Roland looked at it – a cerulean gemstone, perhaps the size of Max’s clenched fist, with an odd starburst in the middle of it which seemed to look the same no matter the angle you viewed it from.

He reached for the stone, hesitated, then took it.

The light from the Dawn Stone flickered, then intensified – a blue-green glow flowing over Roland’s body, then expanding with shocking suddenness and took Roland with it.

When it faded, a second or so later, Roland had changed quite significantly. He was now twice as tall as he had been a moment before, taller than Max would be even standing up, and his hair had gone from ponytails and a v-fringe to a crest.

The biggest change, however, was to his build. Whereas a Kirlia he had had slim legs and dainty arms, as a Gallade he was more muscular and had arms built for close-range fighting.

“Huh,” he said. “That feels really weird.”

The new Gallade looked down at his trainer. “And it’s even stranger to see you from up here…”

Max chuckled, getting to his feet and looking Roland up and down. “I guess this means you’re the tallest Pokémon on the team now.”

Roland nodded.

“Okay, should we do this?” Max added, and the Psychic-type gave him an affirmative gesture.


“Roland,” Lucario called, as they took their positions ready to start the battle again. “Remember your training.”

Roland scratched his head, next to the crest. “Punch things?”

“Basically,” Lucario agreed.

Max snorted.

“Okay, let’s go!” he said. “Ready?”

“Ready!” Forrest agreed.

He sent out his Rhyperior, who slammed his fists together before focusing on Roland.

“Rock Wrecker!”

Roland moved forwards a little into a stance, then – just as Rhyperior fired the Rock Wrecker attack – blurred.

He teleported to the side of the glowing boulder midflight, hitting it with a Force Palm to blow it into little fragments that rained down over half the arena floor, then teleported again to attack Rhyperior from behind.

Rhyperior was quick to react, and brought his tail up in what was theoretically a tail whip but was much more importantly a large rocky club moving at considerable speeds – catching Roland a glancing blow before the Gallade teleported away again.

Roland appeared behind one of the rock pillars, rubbing his back to assess the injury.

“You okay?” Max checked.

Fine! Roland sent back, then stepped forwards. Halfway through the stepping movement he vanished, and reappeared a sliver of a second later directly over Rhyperior’s head.

He swiped both arms down from a cross-guard position, and Magical Leaves barraged out towards Rhyperior.

“Horn Drill overhead!” Forrest called, and Rhyperior’s drill-horn began to spin up to full speed – the sheer force of the spin drawing in the Magical Leaf attack, making them crash into one another and quickly forcing it to fall apart into scattered detritus.

Roland didn’t follow his attack down into the zone of effect of Rhyperior’s horn, though, flash-stepping away before he could get too close and landing in front of Max.

“This is pretty cool so far,” he said. “What should I do now?”

“Keep using that teleporting,” Max decided. “It’s hard for him to handle-”

“Earthquake!” Forrest interrupted.

Roland darted forwards, disappearing just as the ground began to shake.

For the next few seconds, it was a little hard to tell where Roland actually was – he was appearing and disappearing too fast to hit the ground, and seemed to be appearing at randomly picked positions around Rhyperior. More Magical Leaves flicked out every few teleports, their ability to home in on their target making it so Roland didn’t have to spend even a moment aiming – just teleport, fire and move on – and Rhyperior was quickly forced back on the defensive, using his rocky limbs to protect himself.

“Stone Edge Shield!” Forrest said.

Rhyperior stopped using Earthquake, letting the ground settle down, then a moment later his tail crashed into the floor. Rock pillars rose up all around him, producing a screen against attacks, and the Magical Leaf attacks Roland fired out pocked the surface before petering out as he stopped attacking.

The Gallade stopped moving, stumbling a little as he landed, and glanced at Max. “Uh… what now?”

“Attack from above?” Max suggested.

Roland crouched, then lunged forwards and hit the rocks with a Force Palm. The blue-glowing energy of his palm strike forced the rock to snap with a loud crack, and revealed Rhyperior readying a Rock Wrecker to be fired directly upwards.

The Rock-type tried to redirect his attack, but Roland teleported away – to the other side of the rocky fortress, and only then to overhead. His Magical Leaf salvo went without a reply from Rhyperior, but was shredded by the still-running Horn Drill.

“What did I just say about lessons?” Lucario asked.

Roland glanced at him, then realized what he meant. He concentrated for a moment, using Rhyperior’s own fortress to shield himself from attack, then vanished in a blur of teleportation which saw him deliver Force Palm strikes to just about every pillar Rhyperior had produced.

Reappearing to one side of the arena, he shoved psychically and sent the whole mess clattering to the floor – revealing Rhyperior, no longer protected by his Stone Edge defences.

Both of Roland’s palms lit up again with Force Palm, and he vanished – reappearing a sliver of a second later to one side of Rhyperior, and lashing out with his left palm.


“You know, it still doesn’t look like he’s doing much punching,” Ash said.

“I know,” Lucario agreed. “Fighting-types these days.”

“Don’t you prefer palm strikes as well?” Pikachu asked.

“It depends what’s appropriate,” Lucario explained. “Besides, punch things sounds more impressive than slap things.”

“You’ve got a point there,” Ash mused.

Roland flubbed a teleport, appearing a little to the left of where he’d been aiming, and Rhyperior caught him with a concussive tail-whack which sent him flying across the room towards the wall. It took the Psychic-type a moment to recover, but he vanished before actually hitting and appeared back on the ground.

He rubbed his side for a moment, then raised both arms and produced a psychic shield – blocking the Rock Tomb that Rhyperior sent his way.

“I think it’s working out pretty well for him,” Lucario said. “He’s definitely taking to being a Fighting-type.”


Roland crouched down a little, and launched himself forwards – then vanished in the flicker of a teleport.

Rhyperior immediately spun to cover his far side, but Roland was only there for a moment – quickly teleporting back to his original position, pulling back his fist, and punching at Rhyperior.

There was a whack sound, but nothing seemed to happen.

“…huh?” Rhyperior asked, distinctly confused.

Roland pressed with his fist again, in case there had been a problem the first time, then drew it back and looked at his knuckles.

“Sorry,” he allowed. “I’m still new to this.”

Rhyperior nodded. “I know the feeling, man.”

Then he jabbed his horn out in a Megahorn, and Roland blocked with his arm and a shield of force. The shield shattered under the impact, but some of the force of the Megahorn was blocked – Roland was sent skidding back a couple of paces with a grunt of pain, then steadied himself, and twisted his arm to grab onto Rhyperior’s horn and hold him in place.

“Third time lucky,” he said, and kissed the knuckles of his free hand – leaving behind a faint pink glow.

“…what?” Rhyperior asked.

Roland punched Rhyperior, and this time it worked – the glow exploded into a brilliant flash of energy, engulfing the Rock-type before draining back from him into Roland.

The Drain Punch sent Rhyperior sliding back into a pillar, and as the energy left him in a river of light he wobbled before collapsing forwards.


“Nice work, Roland,” Max said, as the Psychic-type took a breath and let it out slowly. “How are you holding up?”

“Not bad,” Roland replied. “It’s kind of odd being like this, but it’s not as different as I thought it might be. Teleporting is easier, actually.”

“That’s useful,” Max agreed. “Okay, there’s one more Pokémon to go. Ready?”

Roland glanced back, and nodded.

“Good,” Forrest said. “Go – Steelix!”

“Steelix?” Max repeated, then took an involuntary step back as Brock’s Steelix appeared. “Is that fair?”

“Steelix belongs to a Pewter Gym Leader,” Forrest answered. “Besides, Brock said it was okay.”

He raised his Key Stone.

“Great…” Max sighed.

There was a long pause as Roland got ready for the oncoming fight, crouching down a little to stabilize his stance.

Then he tilted his head. “Shouldn’t…”

“Oh well…” Forrest said, shaking his head. “Worth a try.”

“I don’t think we’ve spent enough time together,” Steelix said, looking back at Forrest. “No offence.”

“That’s kind of a relief, actually,” Max said. “I wasn’t really looking forward to fighting another Mega.”

“Begin!” Forrest decided. “Sandstorm!”

Steelix rolled his body, producing a grating, grinding sound, and sand flowed out from the joints. Then he slapped the ground twice with his tail, making the seismically-isolated section shake, and the sand began to move and swirl.

Roland took the opportunity to teleport in and try a Force Palm – and was very promptly reminded that Steelix knew Dragonbreath, as he bathed himself in green flame to ward off the Fighting-type.

“Forrest,” Flint said. “Steelix. Remember, this is a gym battle – and since Forrest hasn’t trained Steelix, he has to give the commands.”

“Sorry,” Steelix said, as Roland landed back where he’d started.

“Do that again if he tries to get close to you,” Forrest commanded, knowing a good trick when he saw one.

“Will do.”

“You do remember Forrest doesn’t speak Pokémon, right?” Roland asked.

“That’s no reason not to be polite…” Steelix said. “Besides, I remember Forrest fondly. He’s nice.”

The sand thickened, becoming a true storm, and it became a little harder for Roland to see his Steel-type opponent.

He caught sight of a flicker of movement just in time, and jumped back as an Iron Tail slammed into the ground where he’d been a moment before.

Max, it’s harder for me to see to teleport, he sent. What should I do?


“Roland, use Psychic!” Max called. “And shield yourself so the sand doesn’t hit you!”

He could faintly see his Gallade moving through the sandstorm, keeping on the move so he was a harder target, and then Roland swept his arms to the side and the sandstorm… stopped.

It hung there for a moment, then moved in a rush – compressing down and spiralling in towards him, until all the sand from the whole sandstorm formed a thick yellow kite-shield just above the surface of his left arm.

“…huh,” Max said. “Okay, that works too!”

Roland’s free hand began to flicker with blue light, and he closed in – using the sand as a defence against the Dragonbreath Steelix fired out at him. It abraded away the surface of the shield a little, scattering sand grains on the upper surface, but most of it survived – then Roland hit with a Force Palm attack, making Steelix flinch a little.

“Iron Tail!”

Roland shifted his impromptu sand shield to deflect the tail-blow, and it absorbed the force with a shuff sound. Then he got hit by Dragonbreath, swung the sandy shield to compensate, and took an Iron Tail in the side which knocked him into the air.

Steelix lunged after him to follow-up on the attack with a Crunch, but Roland vanished to safety before he could connect.

“Smash the shield,” Forrest instructed, and Steelix rolled a coil of his body over it – mashing it flat and breaking it up into a pile of sand. Then the sand streamed back into the air again, flowing around Steelix and forming a ball over his middle.

Roland flashed back into the battle with a quick Teleport, near the end of Steelix’s tail, and sprinted up the Steel-type’s back. He grabbed the floating shield as he went past, using it to block a gout of Dragonbreath.

“Stealth Rock!”

“Behind!” Max called.

Breaking the shield into two layers, Roland swung one behind him and used it to absorb the momentum of the floating rock. Buffered that way, it just launched him forwards, and he shifted the ruined sand to try and make a path under his feet.

That was a bit too complicated, and he tripped over his own feet trying – stumbling forwards, only to vanish and reappear near the ceiling.

“Crunch!” Forrest instructed, pointing up.

Steelix reacted quickly, coiling for a moment and then launching himself upwards. Then Roland teleported again, flicking down to stand on the ground – and the sand slammed together into a ring around Steelix’ body about a third of the way down from his head.

Roland’s right hand glowed as he exerted his psychic strength, holding Steelix in place, and his left caught fire.

“There we go,” Lucario said approvingly.

“Earthquake!” Forrest said.

Steelix thrashed, his tail whipping around to hit Roland, and the Gallade used it as a springboard – hitting his Steel-typed opponent with a Fire Punch to the jaw, then finally losing his grip on the sandy restraint holding Steelix in place.

He jumped clear as Steelix came crashing to the ground, and the whole middle of the room shook.

“Good!” Max said, as the sand drifted to the floor. “Get ready to keep it up, though!”

“Right!” Roland agreed, letting both hands catch fire this time.

Forrest frowned, thinking, as Steelix rose upright. “Okay, Steelix… Bind!”

Steelix lashed out, coiling, and his steely body wound up ready to ensnare Roland. It turned out to be a bad idea, however, as Roland simply started hitting Steelix with repeated Fire Punch attacks and the occasional Force Palm for variety.

Then, when Steelix had finally wrapped himself around Roland’s waist, Roland teleported.

With Steelix.


Flint, Brock and Lola all winced as the two Pokémon reappeared near the ceiling – and promptly dropped, with Steelix landing nose-first on the ground to the sound of a terrific musical crash.

Before the shockwave had reached Roland, he teleported them both up again, and bashed Steelix against the ground a second time – then a third – until finally Forrest held up his hand.

“Stop!” he called. “I concede.”

“Much appreciated…” Steelix mumbled, eyes unfocused. “Now I know how a drum stick feels…”

Forrest took Steelix’s Pokéball, then threw it to Brock. The Steel-type’s original trainer caught it, and returned his starter Pokémon.

“Not bad, either of you,” Flint judged. “I could see a few places you could improve, but there were no really big mistakes either.”

He nodded towards Roland, who was rubbing his ribs. “And that’s a pretty impressive performance, for a newly evolved Pokémon – even a Gallade. He’ll go far.”

Forrest rummaged in his outfit for a moment, then found what he was after. “Okay, Max – you’ve won the Boulder Badge. Nice work.”

Max? Roland asked. I think I would rather not teleport for a while. I have a headache…


“Okay, I ain’t even sure I get the point of dis one,” Meowth observed. “What’s dis broad again?”

“Jenny Sparks,” Pikachu replied, shaking out a pair of jeans and a union-flag t-shirt. “The idea is that she’s the spirit of the twentieth century – like how Jenny Steam was the spirit of the nineteenth century.”

“Right,” Meowth said. “Is dat a cigarette?”

“It’s actually a lollipop,” the cosplayer said, taking it out to reveal it. “I think it’s a pretty interesting character.”

“Right, sure, and I ain’t complainin’,” Meowth told her. “Just… what’s her thing, again?”

“Electrokinesis.”

Meowth nodded, trimming one of his claws with the other paw. “So… it ain’t actually gonna give you anything.”

“Not so much, no.”

“Fair enough.” Meowth shrugged. “Workin’ on anythin’ else?”

“I did have this good design for you to be a wisecracking cartoon animal who uses all kinds of gadgets,” the Pikachu suggested.

“…are you just readin’ our own castin’ descriptions or something?”


You know, I think I like this idea of having tea in the afternoon, Gardevoir announced.

“Most of us need cups,” Norman said, watching as the Psychic-type levitated an orb of translucent green tea over her palm and lifted it to sip.

Perhaps.

There was a chiming sound from the computer, and Norman looked up. “I wonder who that is.”

A moment later, Kirlia came in from the study. Mom! Mom! It’s Roland!

Gardevoir turned, interested, then looked around for something to put her tea into. I’ll be there in a moment, dear, she said. I just need to – aha, thank you.

She dropped the hot liquid into a mug Caroline put on the table, then headed into the study.

The first thing she saw was that the screen – instead of displaying whatever Kirlia had been using the computer for – showed her son’s trainer, looking down into the camera on his Pokédex.

On seeing her, he waved, then handed the Pokédex to-

-Gardevoir smiled faintly. A Gallade, looking a bit nervous as he came into shot.

He may not have looked like he did last time he visited, but she knew her son when she saw him.

“Hello, dear,” she said, remembering to speak out loud so the microphone could pick her up. “How are you?”

“I’m fine, Mom,” Roland replied. “And, uh… I evolved earlier today.”

“Really?” Gardevoir asked, affecting a shocked expression. “Imagine that! I never would have known.”

“Mooom…” Roland groaned.

“I’m only teasing, dear,” Gardevoir assured him. “Though I must say you seem to be quite comfortable about it. Do you feel comfortable?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Roland said, rolling his arm to test out the range of movement. “It’s still kind of new, but I beat a Steelix and a Rhyperior already so I think that’s going well.”

“Well, good luck,” Gardevoir said.

“How come you didn’t evolve into a Gardevoir?” Kirlia asked. “It seems kind of unfair that you can be a Gallade and I can’t.”

“Would you want to be one?” her mother asked.

“Well, no… but still!”

Gardevoir chuckled.


Meanwhile, in Kanto, a young trainer glanced over at one of her Pokémon.

“See anything?”

“I do not,” her Lucario replied, eyes closed and a faint blue shimmer around her eyelashes. “Though I am still not very experienced at using Aura sight to see Pokémon through solid objects.”

“Right,” Casey said. “Well… keep looking, and let me know if you see anything.”

“Understood.”

The young trainer sighed, then went over her list of Pokémon again.

“Raticate, can you see if you can find anything?”

She sent out the Normal-type, who nodded curtly before starting to sniff around.

“Why is it so hard to find a Dunsparce?” she asked. “I get that they’re not really common, but you’d think we’d have run into one by now… it’s been nearly a week, and we’ve been looking specially…”

“Perhaps it is because Dunsparce tend to appear as swarms,” Lucario mooted. “If they are not there then there are none at all, but if there is one then they are easy to find.”

“So we’re looking in the wrong place?”

“I did not say that. Though unless a swarm appears here quite soon… then yes.”

“Great…”

Casey shook her head. “I only want one…”

Pichu spoke up. “Chuu-pipipi?”

“Pichu is asking whether you changed your mind and decided you wanted the Dunsparce.”

“Fine, Mr. Pedant,” Casey replied. “I’d like to catch a Dunsparce so I can trade it to that man in Sinnoh – it took long enough to find someone willing to trade away a shiny Shinx!”

“PiChu,” Pichu said, pleased he hadn’t misremembered.

“I wonder if Pidgeot’s had more luck…”


At about the same time, hundreds of miles east, the sun was starting to set over a sandy beach.

“Whooo-oo-aaah!” Ritchie yelped, slipping off his surfboard, then Zippo dipped down and grabbed him out of the air before he slapped into the water.

Wings beating hard, the Charizard shot through the inside of a curling-over wave and came out before it crashed down over them. Ritchie’s surfboard vanished into the wave, but he hadn’t been wearing a wrist strap and so they just waited until it bobbed up again.

“Thanks,” Ritchie said gratefully, as they went back to shore. “I think that’s probably it for today.”

Zippo snorted, wings throwing up a cloud of wet sand, and let his trainer slip off onto the beautiful beach.

“Aha!”

Both human and Pokémon looked up, seeing a man wearing a local shirt come hurrying along the beach from a parked car.

“Wonder who that is,” Ritchie said, squinting a little. “I don’t think I’ve seen him… think it’s a tourist?”

Zippo nodded his agreement with that assessment.

The man slowed down a little, then offered his hand to Ritchie as he got close. “You’re a hard trainer to find.”

“I’m on holiday,” Ritchie explained, taking the hand and feeling mildly confused.

“Well, I’m glad I found you,” the man said. “I wanted to let you know – the Battle Pyramid’s moved to near Pewter City.”

Ritchie blinked.

“What?”

“The Battle Pyramid,” the man repeated. “You know. With Brandon?”

He shook his head. “Ash, you went to challenge him-”

“OH!” Ritchie said, snapping his fingers. “I see the problem!”

He spread his hands. “I’m not Ash. Sorry, I know, people keep confusing us… I’m the one with psychic powers.”

“Ah,” the man said. “Well… sorry about that, then.”

He offered his hand again. “I’m Scott – nice to meet you. I run the Battle Frontier in Kanto.”

“Wait… is that what Ash has been doing? You mean he isn’t doing the Kanto League again?” Ritchie asked.

“Is that a problem?” Scott said.

“Well… I was kind of hoping for a proper League battle with him, so I was going to challenge the Kanto League again,” Ritchie explained. “We’re just taking a bit of time off to train here before then…”

He shook his head with a sigh. “Oh well. I guess the surfing has been pretty good.”


AN:


And now we have the Boulderbadge challenge for Max. Including a couple of interesting performances – I hope.






225. Battle Frontier 27


This is the first of two chapters today.


“I still don’t get how come you have so many cool Pokémon so soon!” Barry said, looking at Togekiss as she danced in mid-air – a light dusting of Fairy Wind giving her a beautiful sparkling trail, which she used to sky-write a Pokéball shape. “I mean, Dad let me use some of his Pokémon last time he visited but he decided that was a bad idea! And I don’t think it was a bad idea, I mean, Dragonite only knocked over two trees-”

“I remember that one,” Dawn pointed out. “And yeah, technically only two trees got knocked over, but that’s because the third one got blown to splinters!”

“How was I supposed to know Hyper Beam would do that much damage?” Barry asked. “Anyway, it was pretty cool – and speaking of cool I think I worked out what starter Pokémon I want, because I think your Piplup is pretty neat and I bet Empoleon are really good at going around super-fast! Hey, did Ash ever talk about that Empoleon he battled in Olivine? I saw that one on the internet, it was flying all over the place!”

Barry watched as Togekiss came swooping down overhead, then took a step back as she landed in front of her new part-time trainer.

“Good work,” Dawn told her. “I think that’s a good opener – maybe we could do something in a double Contest where you do that, and then Piplup comes out of the middle of the ball shape.”

Togekiss considered that, and nodded.

As she did, Barry heard a rustling sound.

“Hey, did you hear that?” he asked. “I wonder if it’s the Lake Pokémon. Maybe if it’s hiding here outside your house then that means it’s got a connection to you – do you think that’s possible?”

“More possible than I thought last year,” Dawn replied absently. “Okay, Togekiss, I think that’s enough for the afternoon – want to stick around while Quilava and Mamoswine practice?”

Togekiss nodded, settling back and rearranging her wings so they let her sit down properly.

As Dawn began to get Mamoswine into position, Barry frowned. Then he crouched down, and pulled aside the branches of the nearby bush.

“DAWN!” he yelled. “Come and look! It’s Celebi!”

“What!?” Dawn asked, as there was a high-pitched yelp from in the bushes – then a bright flash of green light and Barry fell backwards.

“Nope, Celebi’s gone,” Barry said, seemingly unfazed by the small explosion that had just taken place in front of him. “Pity, you should have seen it – I got a really good look! I mean, it was only for a few seconds, but it is a time travel Pokémon so I think that’s supposed to count for extra.”

“Seriously?” Dawn said, blinking. “I mean… sure, Legendaries just showing up, that’s one thing. But hiding in our shrubbery?”

“Maybe it likes that kind of plant?” Barry suggested. “That’s… a rhododendron, right? Hang on, I need to go ask Mom to plant loads all around our house to attract time Pokémon!”


“Hey, Karen,” Misty waved.

“Misty,” Karen said. “Did you hear about the new challenger?”

“Another one?” Misty replied. “What’s this one, then?”

“Steel type, apparently,” Karen told her. “I don’t think much of what I’ve seen, though – he’s got a Metagross, but that’s about it for well-raised Pokémon.”

“I don’t know, I started off pretty badly,” Misty said. “At least for personal Pokémon, though the gym had plenty more and a pretty good variety… well, it depends on whether he’s able to use Pokémon he’s never seen before, and use them well enough to beat our own teams.”

“We’ll see,” Karen said. “Anyway, that’s not for another few days. I mainly wanted to invite you over this evening – we’ve got a new film to watch.”

“Good?” Misty asked, and saw her friend hold back a snort of laughter. “Right, one of those?”

“It’s such a box office disaster that Absol can feel it radiating off the DVD case,” Karen said. “I didn’t know that was possible, until I looked it up. Apparently this thing was never meant to actually see the light of day – it existed just to refresh someone’s copyright option, then someone accidentally released it.”

“Well-” Misty began, and a flash of green light deposited something wet on top of her.

“Misty?” Karen asked. “What just… why is there a Buizel on your head?”

The Buizel in question yawned, rolled over, and fell off Misty’s now-wet hair. He stopped short a foot or so from hitting the floor as Golduck exerted a pulse of psychic power, and Misty looked at the snoozing Water-type with confusion.

“I… huh,” she said, thinking. “Sorry, Karen, I’ll be along this evening but I think I need to sort this out first.”

What was Ash’s future Buizel doing here?


Excellent work, Mesprit stated. Flawless execution. Buizel provided to female companion of Ash.

Both tails flicked to one side. Got the wrong one.

“I panicked, okay?” Celebi said, putting her hands on her hips.

Too late to fix now. Ideal approach? Provide Aipom to Ash. Ensure resolution of situation.

“I know, I know, I’ve done this before,” Celebi told her fellow Legendary. “Okay, this is fixable… now, all I need to do is find Aipom.”

She vanished in a flash of light as she timeshifted.


“So, who are you going to use?” Brock asked.

“It depends on the rules for the battle,” Ash replied. “But I think Ho-Oh deserves a go – if he’s allowed to by the rules.”

He waved a hand down at where he kept Dexter, in a pocket of his jacket. “I told everyone today was probably going to be the day, so they’re all ready for me to bring them in.”

There was a bright flash in front of them.

“Aha!” Celebi announced, looking up into the branches of one of the trees overhanging the path. “Okay, now to find Ash…”

“Celebi?” Ash asked, confused. “What’s going on?”

Celebi turned to look at him, then back up into the tree.

Then she waved her hand, and a branch snapped. Something fell off the tree, bouncing on two branches on the way down, and landed squarely on Ash’s hat.

Brock had just a moment to see that it was an Aipom, before the Aipom flashed a brilliant white and evolved into Ambipom.

“…okay,” he said. “That happened.”

“What happened?” Max asked, looking up from a discussion with May. “Isn’t that Ambipom?”


“Okay, so… time travel,” Ambipom said, sitting on her hands. “Actual time travel.”

She nodded to Pikachu. “Okay, you win.”

“What’s that?” Ash asked, a little confused.

“Wait… I remember,” Pikachu said slowly. “I had a bet on with Ambipom, because she didn’t believe we’d had adventures that were that crazy.”

“You were around for the collapse of space-time, right?” Brock asked. “I remember you being around for that one.”

“Well, yes,” Ambipom agreed, making a throwing-away gesture with her left tail. “But time collapse is different to time travel, so it didn’t count.”

“We argued about that one for a while,” Pikachu remembered. “The ironic thing is she left only a couple of months before that thing with Arceus.”

“That… was actually one of our longest periods without going through a time warp,” Ash said, thinking about it. “Maybe the one before we met Celebi the first time was longer.”

“Hello!” Manaphy called, no longer able to restrain himself. “Are you Aipom?”

“Ma-okay, when are we?” Ambipom asked. “I recognize about where we are, but Ash has a Lucario and Manaphy is older. Shouldn’t Max be older? Are we in the past or the future?”

“That depends who you’re asking,” Lucario told her. “For example, for you it is the past. For me, however, it is also the past – it is many months before we originally met.”

Ambipom’s head tilted. “Do I know you?”

“I was shorter,” Lucario stated. “We didn’t have much time to talk, though. We were busy running away from Hunter J.”

The Normal-type stared.

“Are you that Riolu we saved?” she asked, then shook her head. “Okay, now I’ve heard everything.”

“Excellent!” Ho-Oh declared, exploding into the air from his Pokéball.

Then he looked down at Lucario. “How was that?”

“That is about how to do it, yes,” Lucario confirmed. “When someone says something that seems appropriate-”

“I think I would like to get an explanation,” Ambipom requested, shaking her head. “I’m not really psychologically ready for this. Half an hour ago I was playing table squash.”

“Didn’t you move onto Pokémon Ping Pong?” Brock asked. “I know that’s table tennis, but…”

“I am not a one-note Pokémon.”

You have a call, Dexter informed Ash. It is from Misty.

“Misty?” Ash repeated. “Wow… I wonder if Tracey is going to show up before I reach the Battle Pyramid.”

He flipped Dexter open, and took the call. “Misty?”

“Ash!” Misty said, her picture appearing on the screen. “You had a Buizel, right?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash replied. “Why?”

“I’m pretty sure Celebi just dropped him on my head,” Misty replied. “I’m keeping him busy by making him swim races against Kingdra, but I should really get him over to you before he breaks something.”

“Well, uh… we’re about to head to the Battle Pyramid, does that work?” Ash asked. “It’s outside Pewter.”

“Are you sure, Ash?” Misty said.

“Yeah, I can see it!” Ash replied, holding up Dexter’s camera to take in the sights. “See?”

“…what are you talking about, Ash?” Misty asked. “This is a phone call.”

Ash took another look at the screen, and noticed the picture of Misty wasn’t actually moving.

“Dexter, is this-”

It’s a photo, Dexter told him. I’m surprised it took you this long to notice. It’s not even a very new one.

The young trainer couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Let’s see…” Misty said. “Yeah, there we are. Okay, I’ll be over as soon as I’ve convinced Buizel that this is legitimate.”

The next words were only half-heard, Misty speaking to someone else. “Gyarados? I think we need to point out to Buizel that Mega Evolution exists!”

Then the picture vanished, and Dexter emitted a dial tone.

“And yet, somehow, that feels more normal,” Ambipom said. “Only… what’s Mega Evolution?”

“If you don’t mind, I’ll demonstrate,” Lucario suggested.

He raised his arm, showing the Lucarionite in its armband. “Observe. Magic stone.”

Ash unslung his staff, which began to glow – then he stopped. “Wait, we don’t need to.”

“Why not?” Lucario asked.

“We’re going to be battling Brandon today, remember?” Ash said. “I’m pretty sure you’re going to get a chance to go Mega.”

“An excellent point.”

“We should get going,” Brock said. “Or we’ll end up another day late.”


“Okay, so… how did you get to be one of Ash’s Pokémon?” Ambipom asked, walking behind most of the rest of the group.

“Were you speaking to me or the Legendary?” Lucario queried.

“Either would do.”

“For my part, I felt Ash’s Aura flare strongly from miles away, at the beginning of his journey,” Ho-Oh answered. “Before then, he was one of the many who we occasionally checked up on – to see whether he had any idea of his heritage. After the time travel… well, it was obvious he had, and he was an ideal choice to capture me and to keep me safe from others who might try.”

He flared his wings. “And, though he has at times forgotten that I wish to be his Pokémon in truth, he has been a fine trainer – and teacher, at times.”

Ambipom nodded along. “I remember something kind of like that with the Lake Guardians, while I was with Ash and then Dawn in Sinnoh.”

“Speaking of Dawn,” Lucario said. “I actually think you’re her only Pokémon or former Pokémon who hasn’t turned up out of nowhere yet – well, counting Buizel as doing it at the same time. She will be starting her journey with her full team already assembled, which is quite unusual.”

“Wow, that is strange,” Ambipom mused. “It’ll be interesting seeing them all again. Wow… Piplup, Mamoswine, Buneary and Pachirisu…”

“And Quilava and Togekiss,” Lucario supplied helpfully.

“…okay, I’ve missed a lot,” Ambipom sighed. “And – wait, I asked you a question. How did you become Ash’s Pokémon?”

“That’s actually quite complicated,” Lucario said, as they reached the clearing the Battle Pyramid had landed in. “I was sent as an egg by the Lucario Kingdom, and it happened to be me they picked. So I hatched pretty much instantly because Ash did the same thing to me he did to you.”

Ambipom started to say something, stopped, then raised a tail.

“I was going to say this was all ridiculous,” she said. “Then I remembered the time-space collapse.”

Her tails drooped. “And to think yesterday my main concern was whether to use a knobbly or flat sided bat…”


“The Battle Pyramid,” Ash said, as they approached the door.

“We know,” May pointed out. “It’s not easy to miss.”

“No, I meant…” Ash began, then shook his head. “Never mind, I guess I was just saying the obvious out loud.”

“It’s better than not saying it and it turning out to be important,” Brock said. “Now… does this work on a motion sensor?”

Ash walked up to the door, which didn’t open.

“Not sure,” he said, and was about to knock when the door opened.

Both Ash and Brandon were surprised by this.

“…hello?” Brandon said. “Is there a reason you were waiting outside the door?”

“Yeah!” Ash replied. “I want to challenge you!”

“You could have just… knocked,” said the nonplussed Frontier Brain.

“I was about to,” Ash countered. “But you opened the door before I could.”

Brandon’s lips quirked slightly. “Well, I can delay my grocery run a little. I take it you have everything you need to challenge the Battle Pyramid?”

“What do you need to challenge the Battle Pyramid?” Lucario asked.

“The other six Symbols of the Battle Frontier,” Brandon listed off. “And your Pokémon with you. That’s about it.”

“Great!” Ash agreed readily. “Yeah, hold on a sec, I think I have the box somewhere…”

“Come in, by the way,” Brandon added, raising his eyes to look at the rest of the group. “How many Legendary Pokémon am I inviting into the building?”

“Three, I think,” Brock answered. “Manaphy, Jirachi and Ho-Oh.”

“Good,” Brandon declared, leading them along a corridor at a fast walk. “All right, Ash, the main arena is through here.”

He waved them through another door.

“Is most of this place just one giant arena inside?” May said, looking around.

“Quite a lot,” Brandon agreed. “But not all. There are two floors below where we are – that corridor was a ramp.”

He walked over to stand at one side of the room. “This battle will be five Pokémon on a side. There are no restrictions on who or what you use.”

“Really?” Max asked. “None at all?”

“Correct,” Brandon nodded. “This is something I prefer to make clear at the start.”

“Uh…” Ash began, raising his hand. “Are you sure about that rule? I don’t want to break the Battle Pyramid.”

He looked around at the cavernous space. “I mean, there’s probably enough room for a battle, but… well, a couple of the Pokémon I want to use fly, and I’ve broken a lot of gyms and stuff too.”

Brandon considered that, then nodded. He walked over to one of the wall panels, unclipped it – revealing controls hidden beneath – and pressed a button.

There was a crak noise, and the Battle Pyramid unfolded like a flower.

“…okay, that is cool,” Max admitted.

“I don’t usually do it,” Brandon said. “Now-”

He stopped. “Is that a Dragonite?”

Ash closed his eyes for a moment, then waved. “Hey, Misty! Sorry, Brandon – I kind of need to sort this out before our battle.”

“That’s not a problem,” Brandon assured him.


“So, Ash, did you decide who to use?” Brock said, as they watched one of Lance’s Dragonites come in on her landing approach.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I want to use the first Pokémon I captured… but, well, Butterfree and Pidgeot are busy, and Ho-Oh wanted to get involved, so it’s the first available Pokémon I caught this time.”

He coughed. “More or less.”

Brock thought about it. “Actually, what is Pidgeot doing?”

“Something about babysitting, I think,” Ash replied.

Dragonite finally arrived, zooming in and coming to an effortless halt a few inches off the unfolded metal of the Battle Pyramid petal. She snapped a salute, and Ash nodded back.

“I could have done without the barrel roll,” Misty complained.

“But I wanted to show off,” Dragonite said. “Acrobatics are more fun with an audience.”

Misty was about to reply again, but then her backpack shook and she sighed. Swinging it off her shoulder, she opened it and pulled Buizel out by the scruff of his neck.

“He’s been impossible!” she told him, as the Sea Weasel’s tails flicked back and forth. “I forgot he’s only got this timeline so far, so he wasn’t impressed by Mega Evolution at all. He’s hard to impress, let me tell you!”

Ash chuckled, taking the Water-type from her, and there was a little blue flash.

“Okay, that was odd,” Buizel said, looking around. “And you were right. I suppose.”

Misty huffed, crossing her arms. “Some Water-types…”

“Time travel, right,” Buizel said, getting his bearings. “When are we?”

“I’m challenging the Battle Pyramid,” Ash told him. “I’ve been back for over three years now, and I’ve got a lot of new Pokémon so don’t be surprised.”

“Okay, that’s just annoying,” Ambipom said, walking over. “How can you be this calm about all this?”

Buizel shrugged. “Experience.”

The Long Tail Pokémon sighed, scrubbing at her face with her tails. “It’s too early in the universe for this.”


“Is your errand complete?” Brandon asked.

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “Oh – do I get to know your Pokémon ahead of time?”

Brandon considered that.

“No,” he said, taking a Heavy Ball from his belt. “Send your first Pokémon out.”

“Right!” Ash grinned, taking his own Pokéball. “Ivysaur!”

“Registeel,” Brandon announced.

As the Pokémon materialized, he examined Ivysaur. “Interesting choice.”

Ivysaur set his stance, vines coiled and ready.

“Registeel, use Flash Cannon.”

“Flash_Cannon()” Registeel confirmed, and a blast of energy reached out towards Ivysaur.

Brandon’s first hint this would be an abnormal matchup was when Ivysaur retaliated with Fire Blast.


On an island amidst the Orange Sea, Silver sighed.

“Upset?” Pidgeot asked.

“Kind of,” Silver admitted. “But more just kind of…”

He shook his head. “It feels silly to say. I feel resentful, because we don’t visit Dad as much as I’d like, and he’s off with Mom today.”

“That’s only natural,” Pidgeot told him. “So long as you recognize what it is, it’s not a problem… but if you can work it out, then you’ll feel better.”

Silver rattled his wings, folding them. “Thanks, I think.”

He shook his head. “I mean… I know Mom and Dad have their own lives, and that they deserve time together without me in the way. But it makes me feel like…”

The young Lugia stopped, and Pidgeot waved a wing at him.

“You know?” he asked.

“I think I understand, at least,” Pidgeot said.

She was about to give some advice, but before she could there was a massive boil of flames from one of the nearby islands.

“Well, here we go again,” the Flying-type sighed. “Come on, Silver, let’s go sort this out.”

“Was that Moltres?” Silver asked, spreading his wings and following Pidgeot into the air.

“That or Zapdos has taken up smoking,” Pidgeot said. “Okay, I – wait, there we go.”

A flash of stabbing lightning danced across the slopes of Lightning Island, made tiny with distance, and then another gout of flame answered it.

“Pidgeot?” Silver said. “Were you asked to be my babysitter, or theirs?”

“Mostly theirs,” Pidgeot said.

For the next minute or so, they just flew onwards – Pidgeot’s speed going up and up, until Silver started to lag behind and she slowed her own pace to match what he could manage.

“Silver?” Pidgeot asked, as they got closer. “Just so you know, it’s important to start out by aiming for a backstop. That means you don’t have to get the aim just right the first time.”

“Pardon?” Silver replied, looking sideways at her – then realized what she meant. “You don’t mean I should…”

“Today’s lesson is how to hit a Moltres with the stop-being-stupid beam,” Pidgeot said, then pulled up and away a little. “You fire first, and I’ll sort out what you miss.”

Silver swallowed, then took a deep breath. The air rushed in, accelerating suddenly as he began to control it and shape it.

The pressure spiked, and the temperature went up and up – until there was a momentary flash of light-

-and he released it in a torrent of brilliant energy, lancing out towards the battling Titans of Fire and Lightning.

His aim was a little off, and the Aeroblast shot past Moltres’ shoulder instead of connecting directly. Then he turned his head, steering it in the way his father had taught him, and the beam swept across Moltres once before carving a scar into the tree cover on the lower slopes of Lightning Island.

Moltres tumbled, then began to recover, and Zapdos turned – a moment before Pidgeot hit him with her Aeroblast, knocking him out for the count, and then made Moltres dodge away from the red beam of light.

Straight into Lightning Island, which he hit hard enough to make the trees sway back and forth around his impact point.

“There,” she said, dropping back down to fly alongside Silver. “Now, let’s get Moltres back home before he wakes up. Think you can help carry him?”


Ivysaur’s vines coiled up, and he used them like springs to push off the ground – letting the Charge Beam splash off the floor behind him, dissipating harmlessly.

Flicking his vines around like an artist, he lashed onto Registeel’s arm for a moment and used that to adjust his trajectory through the air. The other stabbed straight down, and he used Earth Power – sending a beam of bronze-brown energy along the arena, hitting Registeel in the leg.

“Registeel – lock on, and use Zap Cannon,” Brandon instructed.

“target_obj = lock_on(‘Ivysaur’)”, Registeel reported, as all seven eyes lit up red and beams lit up Ivysaur in the side.

Ivysaur let go, sending him sailing halfway across the arena before landing with a long skid-and-slide. He glanced down at the red dot, then set his stance.

“Zap_Cannon(target_obj)”.

The Zap Cannon crashed home, obscuring Ivysaur in a cloud of dust.

Then, a moment later, a gust of wind from inside the cloud blew that dust away again – revealing Ivysaur was mostly unharmed by the attack, but that there was a glassy shield forming a semicircle that half-surrounded him.

“Sand Attack,” Ivysaur explained. “One of my great-nephews is a Pidgey.”

“How do you inherit a move from a great-nephew?” Brock asked.

“I’ll explain later,” Ivysaur said, then fired out a cascade of sharp leaves.

The first ones were normal Razor Leaves – an inch or so across – and spiralled in towards Registeel before bouncing off the steely surface of his armour.

“Registeel – Psy-Beam,” Brandon instructed.

“Warning: ‘Psy-Beam’ is deprecated since Psychic version 1.0.3,” the Steel-type stated dispassionately, in a complicated blizzard of beeps and boops. “Using Psybeam. In future, please use the correct function.”

A flash of multicoloured psychic energy knocked Ivysaur backwards, sending him tumbling head-over-heels and interrupting his attack.

Ivysaur’s Razor Leaves continued to move, however, colliding with one another with increasing frequency – so most of the ones now in flight were tiny fragments, almost invisible except as the occasional speck in the air.

Sliding back far enough that he hit the stands, Ivysaur looked up and grinned.

“Grass Pledge,” he announced.

All the fragments of leaves he’d been firing lit up green, and swirled around Registeel. The Steel-type raised one arm, letting them bounce off to confirm they were no threat, then began preparing for another Psybeam.

Ivysaur’s vines rubbed together, and he exhaled a cloud of Sweet Scent pollen before blowing it forwards with a Gust. The rapidly-moving vines dipped into the tail of the cloud, and then all of a sudden it exploded.

The wavefront of the blast began at the back, and raced up the pollen-cloud towards the front. It developed a spiral as it went, picking up on the eddy currents from the Grass Pledge, and then the two made contact.

There was a mighty explosion of flame, forming towering pillars that reached up twenty feet into the air and made the spectators reflexively cover their faces against the heat. The floor caught fire, and Registeel vanished entirely inside the maelstrom.

“What was that?” Max asked, shocked.

“Grass and Fire Pledge combining, I think,” Brock supplied. “I’ve seen the other two combinations, but I don’t think I’ve seen that one.”

“Hypothetically, the coincidence of circumstances leading to the formation of the Pledge-type combination moves is not unique to the moves themselves,” Joltik said. “While it’s certainly the case that the Pledge moves are the easier ways to achieve them, and so they’re the ones which give those combinations their label, any source of fuel combined with rotation would tend to increase the fury of a fire attack by turning it into a firestorm.”

She tapped one clawed foot against the side of her face. “In a similar way, mixing a large moving mass of warm air with water has the potential to produce a powerful rainstorm by introducing humid air into the nearby atmosphere, and providing water to soak plants is a quick way to create a swampy area. It seems as though only the convenience of the move leads to the Pledge combinations being considered unique or even noteworthy.”

Max looked up from Kris’ screen. “I… think I actually understood most of that.”


Ivysaur frowned, looking for clues in the way the flame column was rising. It was still going, but…

Then Registeel stepped forwards, out of the subsiding flames.

The metallic surface of the Golem was glowing a dull red, and giving off a heat-haze shimmer – but Registeel was still active, and that would be enough.

“Ice Punch the ground!” Brandon told it.

“Closing unused Lock-On handle 1,” Registeel stated, drawing back a fist which began to glow blue.

“Punch(ice=TRUE)!”

With a crackling slam, the fist hit the ground and sent out a pulse of cold air. The heat drained away in a circle around Registeel, and it stood in the focus of a ring of smouldering embers.

Ivysaur rammed his vines into the ground to produce another Earth Power shockwave. It reached Registeel, making the Steel-type stagger a little – but not fall – and Ivysaur panted, trying to avoid showing how tired he was getting.

“Hyper Beam.”

Ivysaur moved immediately, his vines flicking out to pull him clear of the incoming attack, and got a grip on a nearby piece of terrain. The vines tensed-

“Put that on hold,” Brandon added. “Use Hyper Beam when you have a clear target… Sandstorm.”

“Sandstorm(),” Registeel confirmed, and a wave of sand flowed out from its arms. The battlefield was quickly obscured, and Ivysaur could hear Brandon’s voice. “Now, close in and use-”

Ivysaur used Sunny Day, dispelling the sand in a moment, and made Brandon pause as he reconsidered the situation.

Trying to do the same thing, the Grass-type got ready for a Fissure. His vines detached from their grip on the terrain, pulled back, and slapped the ground hard – though, much to his irritation, the surface of the Battle Pyramid floor was too hard to allow the Fissure to propagate.

“That doesn’t seem fair…”

“Rock Polish,” Brandon decided. “Now, Iron Head!”

Registeel began to run forwards, accelerating as it did so and as a stream of white light formed around its forehead. “speed_boost_Rock(3); Iron_Head().”

Ivysaur’s vines coiled up, weaving together a series of knots until the whole assemblage formed a single shape – something like a fist, which Ivysaur moved to a little way behind his flower. Then he lunged forwards a step, pulling on the vines connected to the fist – only to whipcrack it forwards in a Focus Punch, hitting Registeel hard enough to knock the Steel-type back three paces and nearly topple it over.

A moment later, Registeel fired its Hyper Beam.

Ivysaur had enough time to feel vaguely upset about that as the wave of light approached.


“So… Ash has Legendaries, huh?” Buizel asked.

“Yes,” Ambipom agreed. “More Legendaries than it would take to fill a team, apparently. Latias and Latios, Suicune, Entei and Raikou, Lugia, Ho-Oh and Mewtwo.”

“And this guy has Legendaries too,” Buizel mused, tails drumming on the ground in a one-two-one staccato pattern. “I wonder… I think this means a lot of Ash’s Pokémon are getting to fight Legendary Pokémon today.”

The Water-type considered, lost in thought, as Ash recalled Ivysaur.


“Good work,” Ash told his Grass-type. “Okay, let’s see how you handle Charizard!”

Charizard burst out of his Pokéball, and found himself facing a Regirock.

“What?” Ash asked. “Wait, did you-”

“He changed out Registeel before you said which Pokémon you were going to use now,” Brock supplied. “I think it’s legitimate.”

“That’s kind of a pity,” Ash groaned.

“No, no, this is fine,” Charizard said. “I can work with this.”

He flared his wings, rising into the air over the unfolded Battle Pyramid. “My girl would think beating a Steel type Legendary was me slacking off.”

A light flickered in his mouth, and he unleashed it with a roar. “Dragon Breath!”

Regirock’s arms raised to block the attack, and its lights flashed in a pattern as it did so.

“Ook ook ook? Ook ook! Ook ook ook? Ook! Ook?”

“Uh…” Ash began. “I sort of understood Registeel, but…”

It’s an esolang, Dexter told him. Turing complete, but utterly obfuscated. Don’t bother trying…

“Shock Wave!” Brandon instructed, and Regirock’s arms went forwards as he fired out a beam of blue light.

Charizard dodged to the right, rolling, and the blue light followed him – but it was coming at him from the side, now, and he slammed his tail into it with a sheath of Dragon Tail that broke the attack into fragments and dispersed it. Then he exhaled a roaring gout of Flamethrower, much more diffuse than he would normally use as an attack but spreading out with the wind of his flight to form a kind of flaming sheath all around him.

The ball of fire expanded, becoming more diffuse, but still opaque – and still obscuring where Charizard had gone.

“Stone Edge-” Brandon began, and then one side of the fireball erupted outwards and Charizard emerged. The Fire-type’s claws, wings and tail all shone with Steel-type energy, and he hit Regirock like an avalanche – clawing and slamming with his wings to do as much damage as possible as quickly as possible, before just abandoning all pretence of subtlety and headbutting Regirock right between the eyes.

As there were seven of them, this required several headbutts.


“Not bad, I suppose,” Ho-Oh said, nodding as he considered the durability of the Rock-typed Legendary Golem trying to hit Charizard over the head with a large rock. “Certainly going to be an interesting-”

“Hey!”

Ho-Oh blinked, then craned his head down to look – confirming that, yes, that was Buizel.

“What is it, might I ask?” he said.

“I challenge you!” Buizel announced. “I want to get in at least one big battle today, as a welcome-back-to-the-timeline present!”

Ho-Oh looked up at the fight going on in the arena as Charizard clawed for height, tail smashing away Stone Edge attacks as they tried to knock him down, then thought about it.

“I… suppose we probably have the time,” he allowed.

“Good!” Buizel grinned, thumping each fist into the other paw in succession. His tails twisted in anticipation, and he crouched down a little.

Then he took off, an Aqua Jet launching him into the air in a fountain of spray.

“That… is not as new as it probably should be,” Ho-Oh noted, then took off as well.


Charizard turned, knowing he was reaching towards the edge of the battle area, and identified Regirock – who still hadn’t moved more than a few steps away from the place the battle had started.

The sight made him tilt his head for a moment, then discarded it. It wasn’t as if Regirock had any reason to move, not really.

Then Regirock used Shock Wave again, and Charizard rolled as soon as he saw the blue flash in the distance – swiping at it with a Dragon Claw attack, and sending the electricity splintering into fragments which dissipated into the air around him.

Some of the sting got through anyway, but Charizard didn’t give it much regard – it wasn’t very electrical by the standards he felt were appropriate. Then he was close enough to attack, and inhaled for a moment before launching out a roaring column of flame.

Wings beating hard to keep him up to speed and counteract the recoil from the Flamethrower, Charizard dove a little and turned his head – keeping Regirock in the firing line for the whole of his approach – before baring his claws.

Then he stopped firing – and pulled up abruptly, shooting over Regirock’s head and grabbing onto the huge lump of rock Regirock had summoned earlier to attack him with.

Twisting his body into a curve, Charizard pulled up into a tight loop and lobbed the giant rock directly at his opponent on the second half of the turn. There was a wham and a cloud of dust, then Charizard was climbing into the air, and he looked back to see that Regirock had apparently broken the rock in half with his face.

Or possibly his giant shoulders.

Dismissing it as unimportant, though probably pretty cool, Charizard pulled a wingover and dove back down again.

This time, he was only a little way into his attack run before Regirock attacked him – with a thrown rock, one larger than the Titan itself and looking like it was made of granite.

Charizard’s reply to that was simple. He clenched his forepaw, and punched the rock so hard it exploded.

The second rock hit him in the chest, making him stumble in mid-air, and he pulled out of his dive shortly before he would have hit the ground.

“All right!” he roared, tail whipping by just above the soil as pebbles rained down all around him. “Let’s see how you like this!”

Wings lighting up again with the silver of Steel Wing, he flapped one more time and then tucked himself into a ball – wings first.

A high-speed dragon cannonball hit Regirock hard enough to knock him over like a bowling pin, and Charizard rolled twice along the ground before snapping his wings back out and clawing for height.

“Good one!” Ash called. “Keep it up!”


Ho-Oh considered how best to do this.

He did not want to harm one of Ash’s Pokémon – but at the same time it would not really be dignified to just hover there and let Buizel attack him.

And the Water-type would probably consider that an insult, as well.

So he decided it would be best to start small. A few Flamethrowers, to try to convince the mustelid to reconsider.

As he rose to altitude, the Buizel turned – still using a continuous torrent of Aqua Jet to stay in the air, and indeed circling instead of simply hovering in place.

Then Buizel altered his trajectory slightly, and came boring in towards Ho-Oh.

The Fire-type charged briefly, and then exhaled a stream of fire in a Flamethrower attack. For a moment, it hid his view of Buizel – then the Aqua Jet came bursting through the edge of the fire cone, and turned so it was momentarily aimed at him.

Two smaller streams of water separated from the Aqua Jet, and Buizel veered off – climbing into the air and twisting his base vector. Ho-Oh took only a moment to analyze the Water-type attacks, and beat his wings once in a great surge of motion to dodge.

Satisfied he was not going to have any trouble, it was a surprise when water exploded along his side in two places.

“Wha-?” the Storm’s End asked, shaking the droplets from his feathers, and then turned his attention back up to Buizel only to see that he was already launching more of those strange projectiles.

This time, Ho-Oh paid attention, and kept one eye on them as he dove to dodge – which meant he saw more details of how the attack worked.

Firstly, they were separate from Buizel’s water stream – and they seemed to be like a water packet at the front with a long tail being left behind them. But what was really surprising was that they adjusted their course to chase him.

Ho-Oh put an end to them by hammering them both with a jet of flame, destroying them in a burst of mist, and cast around for a moment before locating Buizel some way above.

“This might be more interesting than I thought,” he said to himself, wings sweeping against the air as he climbed.


“Ash, quick question-!” Charizard called as he shot past. The rest of the sentence went unsaid, however, as Regirock threw a Rock Tomb attack and Charizard defeated it by using Rock Smash.

“How does he do that?” Pikachu asked, wincing. “I’m getting a headache, and I’m only watching!”

“It’s Rock Smash,” Ash replied. “Does it matter if he does it with his forehead?”

He raised his voice. “Go ahead, Charizard!”

“Can I use-” Charizard tried, then had to deal with a Charge Beam. This one was easier to deal with, but it still took him using Dragon Breath in a continuous stream to block it – feeding energy into a chaotic ball midway between the two Pokémon, which then exploded.

“Sure, go ahead and use Blast Burn!” Ash said, working out what Charizard was getting at. “So long as you don’t get us or Brandon in danger!”

“Blast Burn?” Brandon repeated. “Regirock, get ready to use Protect!”

Regirock’s eyes flashed in sequence. “Ook ook ook? Ook ook! Ook ook! Ook!”


“Did they just say Blast Burn?” Max asked. “I thought Charizard’s version of that was really, stupidly powerful… is that dangerous to the floor? Or us?”

“Good question,” May agreed. “Can you get Jirachi to keep us safe?”

Charizard flew over their heads, evading a thrown rock, then caught the next one and threw it right back at Regirock.

What’s that? Jirachi asked, looking down – though his gaze was drawn back to the Fire-type overhead.

“Would I be able to wish that we’d all be safe from – well, from if that Blast Burn might hurt us?” May asked.

Sure! Jirachi agreed. I think it won’t actually activate unless we’d be in danger…

“Okay, then,” May said, glancing up as Charizard did a wingover and came charging back down towards Regirock. “I wish that if we might be in danger from the battle, then we’d be protected from harm.”

Jirachi’s tags flashed.

“…is that it?” May asked.

So far! Jirachi agreed.

Then Charizard’s mouth opened, and he launched out a bolt of brilliant flame.


“Now!” Brandon called, as soon as Charizard opened his mouth.

Regirock’s arms went out to the side, and a field of translucent energy formed around it – creating a sphere built out of interlocking hexagons.

Almost at the same instant, Charizard’s attack hit – just at Regirock’s feet – and exploded.

But it wasn’t the right kind of explosion. Instead of the incandescent spike of a Blast Burn attack, it was a weaker detonation with five points reaching out in all directions – a Fire Blast.

For a moment, Brandon was relieved that it meant he wouldn’t have to replace some of the gym internals. Then he saw what the explosion had actually done, launching Regirock a foot or so into the air, and winced.

Then Charizard shot past, grabbing both of Regirock’s arms as the Protect field collapsed, and grunted as he hauled the Legendary Rock-type towards the sky.

“…hey!” he called. “Isn’t that stealing?”

“I don’t think so,” Ash replied. “I think it’s something else…”

“Regirock, use Charge Beam!” Brandon instructed, and Regirock complied – blasting Charizard with bolts of electricity, which the tough Fire-type powered through.

They got high enough for Charizard’s liking, and he did a backflip – hauling Regirock around in a circle to gain momentum – before releasing his grip and sending the Rock-type sailing off into the distance.

Brandon shaded his eyes, and saw that it looked like Regirock was going to land some way off – outside the area of the unfolded Battle Pyramid.

“Does your Pokémon know that’s not out of bounds?” he asked.

“I guess,” Ash said, as Charizard dropped into a dive to follow Regirock down. Brandon saw his Pokémon was about to hit-

-then came the Blast Burn, a brilliant blue-white stab which made his eyes hurt even at that distance.

Dust rose up in a cloud, then settled back to the earth again, and when it faded there was no sign of Regirock.

“…what happened?” Brandon asked.

“I think Regirock’s ended up in a crater,” Ash said, as Charizard came gliding back. “Is that right?”

Charizard said something and gave a nod, which Brandon took to mean that Ash’s guess was correct.

“Well, that’s no good,” Brandon sighed, returning the second of his three Legendary Golems. “I’ll just have to sort out your Charizard before we keep going.”


Ho-Oh frowned as another four-shot barrage of Water attacks came zooming towards him, then burst them with a jet of flame which made them explode in clouds of mist.

It had seemed like a good idea to go easy on Buizel, but that idea was seeming less and less sensible as the battle went on. It wasn’t exactly as if the Water-type was doing much damage, but he was infuriatingly hard to actually hit!

Flaring his wings and drifting higher, Ho-Oh decided to try a different tack. There was Jirachi around, so there shouldn’t be a problem if he hit Buizel with a larger or more powerful attack.

So he took a moment to charge up, then unleashed an Inferno. It roared on and on, spreading out across the whole of the area Buizel was flying into, and Ho-Oh felt satisfied as he saw the Aqua Jet vanish into it.

A moment later, though, the Aqua Jet burst out of the flames again – looking distinctly different.

There was a white coating around the outside.

Ho-Oh recognized what had happened almost straight away – ice! The Water-type had used an ice move, probably Ice Beam, and frozen at least some of his watery projectile – which would make it both a better shield, more resistant to heat, and even give him some ablative protection.

Then the ‘vehicle’ altered course, heading straight for Ho-Oh, and he reflexively let loose a Fire Blast – one which exploded just in front of the Ice Aqua Jet, making Buizel fly through a fireball, but not managing to stop him. The ice was largely melted, but there was still water – and then there was not, as Buizel cut his jet out for a moment.

He passed just over Ho-Oh as the Flying-type banked, and Buizel used the attack again – heading straight down, and slamming into Ho-Oh’s back.

“Ouch!” Ho-Oh complained, twisting his neck, and bathed his own back in fire to try and knock Buizel off.

He was getting the distinct impression this was some kind of karma.


“Heatran, I need you!” Brandon called, throwing his Pokéball.

“…wait, what?” Pikachu asked. “Someone actually has a Heatran?”

“What’s wrong with that?” Ash asked, as the dual-typed Fire-Steel Pokémon emerged onto the soot-darkened battlefield.

“Nobody has a Heatran,” Pikachu said. “They hardly ever show up.”

“There was that guy in the Sinnoh League,” Ash mused. “But yeah, he had a bad matchup.”

“Wasn’t it-”

“Excuse me?” Heatran asked, sounding confused. “Wasn’t there supposed to be a battle?”

“Good question,” Charizard agreed, breathing heavily – taking the opportunity to recover his equilibrium.

“You’re right, sorry,” Ash said. “Okay, Charizard – think you can handle this?”

“Let’s find out,” Charizard answered.

His wings rose, and then he took off again – perhaps a little slower than before, but still fast and powerful.

The Flame Pokémon began with an exploratory gout of Dragon Breath, deciding straight away that Fire attacks would probably not help, and watched as Heatran slammed her forefoot on the ground – producing a sudden wall of flame around her, which absorbed the green attack with nary a ripple.

“Heatran, towards the earth!” Brandon called.

Heatran lumbered into motion, and Charizard’s wings flicked a little to one side as he controlled his descent – ready to try a close-in attack.

“Heat Wave!”

Heatran paused, then let out an incredible burst of heat – one which made Charizard wobble in the air and veer off, not so much because of the heat itself but because of the pressure pulse that accompanied it.

A little further away, Ash stumbled as the hot air pulse blew into him. His arms went halfway up to form a Protect before he saw it wasn’t necessary.

Brandon seemed fine, too, and Ash cupped his hands around his mouth.

“Try coming in at ground level and land!” he shouted.

“Right!” Charizard agreed, and came dropping down fast towards ground level. His wings flared to catch him as he reached the earth, and he spent a moment to steady himself before charging towards Heatran along the ground.

Heatran’s reply this time was to slam a forefoot on the pyramid surface again. There was a whang as it struck, and then the same curtain of flame appeared for a second time.

This time, Charizard was closer, and he charged into it – only to be knocked skywards by the sheer momentum contained in the roiling curtain, and snapped his wings out reflexively as he found himself off the ground.

Another Heat Wave followed, this one almost as strong, and Charizard’s wings acted like parachutes – bearing him into the air on Heatran’s artificial wind – before he managed to control his flight and turn back towards the fighting.

“Flash Cannon!” Brandon instructed, and Charizard coated his wings in Steel of his own – rolling to present only the reflective surface, so the attack punched him backwards but did no major damage.

The problem was, Heatran was getting closer to the edge of the Battle Pyramid’s petals every second, and that couldn’t be a good thing…


AN:


This is part of why I didn’t post one for a while – I wanted to do justice to this particular battle!

Incidentally, Registeel is speaking R – as much as is possible within the bounds of fanfiction dot net, anyway. Regirock, meanwhile, is speaking the Esolang Ook developed by David Morgan-Mar.






226. Battle Frontier 28


This is the second of two chapters today.


Ash was looking at Brandon when the second pulse of heat came, and noticed that Brandon’s clothes were completely unaffected by the wind it brought with it.

“How are you doing that?” he asked, interested.

“Solrock,” Brandon answered. “Down in the machinery spaces – that’s my LinesPokémon, when I need one.”

“That’s-” Ash began, but the rest of his reply was drowned out by a huge explosion. This one nearly knocked him over, and would have but for his Protect shield – and, when he glanced over, he saw Jirachi’s tags glowing as he shielded the spectators.

“Whoa!” Pikachu said, looking off towards the battle, and Ash followed his gaze.


Charizard snarled, wings hammering the air as he fought free of the towering column of red-hot smoke and ash.

It turned out that Heatran had been heading for open ground for a very good reason – she was after ammunition, and now her fire attacks were laced with earth and stone to turn them into miniature volcanic eruptions.

Another pulsed out at him, this one grey shot through with red, and Charizard rolled to one side – avoiding all but the fringes of the attack, but still getting his side scoured by something that felt like hot sandpaper.

Charizard replied by charging an attack in his mouth for a moment, and then launching down a full spread of Draco Meteor. The glowing balls of energy fell downwards, passing through the ash-clouds with ease, and then exploded at what was probably ground level.

The sound level dropped, and Charizard glanced back at his trainer in case Ash had any instructions.

Faintly, he heard Ash telling him that Heatran was going underground.

Snorting, Charizard dropped a little lower – wings hammering the air – and then began to prepare a big attack of his own.

She wanted to go volcanic? He’d match her.

As he got ready to launch the Blast Burn, however, there was a visible wave of pressure that pushed outwards – and, a moment later, a kind of orange-yellow bubble which reached up through the ash towards him.

Charizard recognized it a moment too late.

“Oh, come-”

The Magma Storm hit him in the chest, and splattered Charizard with what had to be half his weight in molten rock.

It wasn’t as bad as it would have been for a Pokémon of literally any other type – or even most Fire-types – but it fouled Charizard’s wings, making him drop suddenly towards the ground with his wings trying as hard as they could to arrest his fall.

Then there was another pyroclastic blast, and Charizard hit the ground with a crash.

The last thing he heard before losing consciousness was a concerned voice.

“…did I overdo it?”


“Wow,” Ash said, blinking. “That was… actually very impressive.”

He looked down. “Is it a problem that there’s, uh… lava… on your Battle Pyramid?”

“I’ll have Heatran melt it off later,” Brandon replied. “Good work, Heatran!”

“Right, uh…” Ash recalled Charizard. “I guess Ho-Oh might-”

He stopped, looking up and around, and saw Ho-Oh – currently trying to use his beak to catch Buizel, in the middle of a dogfight several hundred feet up.

“…Squirtle, then.”


“Is it over?” Jirachi asked, lowering his hands. “I didn’t know I could activate my shield like that…”

“Well, I think Charizard’s passed out,” May said, looking closely. “But…”

“Yeah, it turns out Heatran was the one to be worried about,” Max agreed. “Who’s Ash sending out now?”

“Squirtle.”

“I think I’m just going to wish that we’ll be okay for the whole fight,” Jirachi sighed.

As he said that, Brock looked aside at his Pokémon – who, like most of the teams of his friends, were occupying the seats. “Having fun?”

“Hugely,” Zorua agreed, tail flicking excitedly from side to side. “This is a very impressive battle!”

She reached up a paw and brushed some ash off her fur. “But there are downsides, I admit…”


“Right, you miniaturized volcano!” Squirtle declared. “I don’t know if you can hear me all the way over there, but you’d better focus on that tremorsense of yours and listen anyway!”

He struck a pose. “I’m Squirtle, the leader of the Squirtle Squad! Unmatched in my element and skills! If you don’t know about me, that’s only because I haven’t decided to get involved yet!”

“Do we have to listen to this?” Pikachu asked quietly.

Ash shrugged.

“Now, you may think you’re tough just because you have a volcanic eruption under your belt! But that’s nothing compared to the might of my burning spirit!”

Squirtle advanced, moving at a walk first before turning it into a run. He spat water out of his mouth, using the Rime attack he’d learned some time ago to produce a slick pathway, and skated along it faster still as he switched his shades into his hands.

As he got closer to Heatran, the latent heat of her earlier attack became an issue, and so Squirtle coated himself in water. He didn’t stop, not even slowing down, and brought his arm back for a throw.

“Unmatched among Water-type Pokémon! Take this!”

His shades flashed out, duplicated themselves, and hit Heatran near her front and rear – sinking several inches into the ductile lava of her sides.

“Horn! Drill! Breaker!”


Heatran blasted out a wave of heat and ash, and Squirtle vanished into it as he launched his watery charge.

Then there was a huge white explosion, and Squirtle came flying back out of it at a speed considerably greater than the one he’d approached – arcing high into the air, then hitting the floor of the square Battle Pyramid section with a thwack.

Two pairs of glasses spiralled down after him. One shattered on impact with the floor, the second bounced on its point and clattered to a halt next to him.

“Ow,” Squirtle muttered.

“That’s new,” Pikachu observed. “Squirtle, what happened?”

“Nothing important!” the Tiny Turtle said, rolling back upright, and replaced his glasses in their normal position. “And on a completely unrelated note – Ash, get that staff of yours out and let’s do this!”

Reaching into his shell, he produced one of his homemade Squirtilite.

“No mere volcanic eruption can compete with the burning spirit of a Squirtle, joined to the will of his trainer!” the bombastic Squirtle continued. “Now, let’s COMBINE!”

Ash blinked.

“I… don’t think that’s physically possible,” he said. “Do you want me to Mega-Evolve you?”

“Yes,” Squirtle confirmed.“Yes I do.”

Ash nodded, and concentrated – letting his staff light up, followed by Squirtle’s shell flashing a blazing orange-gold.

“…what?” Brandon asked. “You actually… how does that… I thought that’s what you were saying was impossible!”

“Ask him, he invented it,” Ash replied, as the glow of Mega-Evolution died away.

Mega Squirtle struck a pose, the drills on his arms spinning for a moment, then set himself and began to approach Heatran again.

“So you’re one hot-blooded Legendary!” he told Heatran. “That’s great! That’s just what I like to see!”

He cracked his knuckles. “Unfortunately, it’s time for you to learn some basic physics!”

For some presumably unrelated reason, Pikachu fell off Ash’s shoulder and collapsed to the floor howling with laughter.

“That fire of yours is blazing hot! But its loud roar only tells me how to defeat you!” Mega Squirtle went on, water pouring out of his shell and forming layer after layer over both the shell and his leathery skin. “The size of a steam explosion is related to the amount of steam involved – but that means the force is smaller for a smaller Pokémon!”


Brandon shook his head, trying to get himself back in the swing of things.

“What is your Squirtle doing?” he asked Ash. “And – is your Pikachu well?”

“I think he’s just overcome with irony,” Ash answered, picking Pikachu up as the Electric-type was overcome with another fit of giggles. “And… I’m not sure, actually. He’s talking a lot about overcoming density with the sheer force of his dedication.”

Brandon decided to interpret that one later, and watched as Mega Squirtle – two words which really shouldn’t go that close together – reached the outer range of Heatran’s attacks.

She began with a Fire Blast, which engulfed Mega Squirtle and raised a cloud of steam – but which didn’t seem to have even slowed him down, as he continued to advance inside his thick layer of watery armour.

Heatran dug herself a few inches into the charred soil, then made use of a full-on Eruption – sending a massive pulse of heat in all directions, along with a physical blast powerful enough to raise a plume of pulverized soil and make Solrock raise its shield.

When the shield went down and he could see again, Brandon saw to his surprise that Mega Squirtle had barely been pushed back – even though he could see the dissipating cloud from another steam explosion.

“Heatran!” he called. “Magma Storm!”

This time, Solrock didn’t even wait for him to finish speaking before raising the shield. There was a brilliant yellow light followed by an explosion of ash and dust, and the whole Battle Pyramid jumped slightly beneath his feet.


“Just so we’re sure,” Officer Jenny said. “You were certain that Ash Ketchum went in that direction?”

Flint nodded.

“Right, probably just a Pokémon battle then.”


As the ash swirled, Ash closed his eyes to see better.

“How is he?” Pikachu asked.

“Still there,” Ash replied.

A moment later, a suspiciously dramatic gust of wind blew away the smoke and scorched earth and steam.

“If you haven’t worked it out yet, then I’ll just have to tell you!” Mega Squirtle said, standing in the middle of a steaming puddle. “No matter how hot you make your attack, there’s only so much steam it can produce! No matter the strength of the air, it’s only able to act on the same surface area! But my indomitable spirit has compressed this water, so it’s got way too much pressure for the likes of you to overcome!”

He gestured, and more water swirled out – forming a kind of shimmering, semitranslucent cloak. “That’s just how I roll! There’s nothing that you can throw at me that will make me move aside, so-”

Heatran’s patience apparently ran out, and she launched a torrent of liquid lava at him.

Mega Squirtle thrust out his right fist, drill spinning, and that met the lava with a continuous, vicious hiss that diverted it around him.

“Let’s end this!” he pronounced, cape swirling around him, and the pair of small water cannons on his backpack rotated to point downwards. They clicked once, and Mega Squirtle flew into the air before landing next to Heatran.

His left fist flashed out, punching Heatran in the side. In flagrant defiance of how her surface temperature was currently hot enough to melt tin, the impact connected and sent the Steel-type skidding backwards several feet.

Mega Squirtle’s backpack triggered again, and he launched himself forwards – this time using his right fist to punch her square in the jaw.

Heatran unleashed another Eruption, and the entire fight was shrouded in heat and smoke and steam – but Ash could see them both outlined in Aura, seeing Mega Squirtle apparently completely unaffected by the volcanic temperatures all around him as he boxed Heatran with great enthusiasm.

“And, now, the end!” his voice rose over the roar of Heatran’s Fire-type attacks. “Torrential Pugilist Style!”

The final punch unleashed all the water Mega Squirtle had summoned, and it abruptly expanded back to the size physics insisted it should be. The net effect on Heatran was as if a geyser had detonated under her with the output of a small lake, and she went flying thirty feet into the air in a hazy cloud of steam before coming back to earth with a wham.

Mega Squirtle walked out of the cloud a moment later, arms folded.

“You can’t fight the sea,” he announced.


“Nooo!” Brandon groaned. “That was the last thing I was expecting!”

“Don’t say that around Squirtle,” Ash warned him. “He tends to take that as a challenge.”

Squirtle said something as well, but Brandon didn’t have a clue what it was.

“Well, then, I can see I will have to try something different to deal with your Squirtle!” Brandon announced, returning Heatran. “Regice!”


“So, I wanted to check,” May said, looking down at Ethan’s screen. “Does this count as a terrifying new chapter in the mystery that is Squirtle, or is it just business as usual?”

It’s a little of column A and a little of column B, Ethan replied. The water thing is nothing new, that at least he has done before. But the thing which is most concerning is that he has apparently been reading a physics book and using it for suggestions.

“You’re right, that is the most concerning thing,” May agreed, then watched as they saw Regice appear. “I wonder how a Regice is going to help?”

Knowing how skilled a trainer Brandon is, I think we are going to find out.


“Isn’t Regice new?” Ash asked Pikachu.

“I definitely remember him having one,” Pikachu replied. “But it’s going to bug me for a while as to when he got it.”

“All right, you icy excuse for a small giant robot!” Mega Squirtle pronounced, picking up the water on the ground as though it was a piece of cloth and throwing back around his shoulders again – recreating his cape, and making more water flow down his arms and torso to recreate his water armour. “Let’s see how you deal with the mighty Super Galaxy Squirtle!”

Regice examined him, eyes flashing in sequence. “..!”

“Huh?” Ash said, blinking. “That was… what was that?”

“Regice, show this Mega Squirtle the error of his ways!” Brandon ordered.

Regice’s eyes flashed again, and it spoke. “…”

The sound made no sense, but Ash’s Aura senses tried to translate it anyway – and, quite suddenly, a picture appeared for a moment in his mind.

“Dexter?” Ash asked. “What did I just hear? You recognized what Regirock was saying, right?”

And I thought the last one was bad, Dexter groused. This is another esoteric language – the code is actually pictures.

“That doesn’t sound like how computers work,” Pikachu said, a little hesitantly.

It is not supposed to be.

While they had been talking, Regice had continued speaking – the odd pattern of beeps producing one bitmap after another, until it concluded with a complex graph of temperature and pressure.

“What do you mean, phase diagram?” Mega Squirtle demanded. “What’s that to the badass leader of the Squirtle Squad?”

“..-..-” Regice stated, highlighting the way the diagram showed that water could not exist as a liquid above a certain pressure, and that as such the water Mega Squirtle was using was technically supercooled.

Mega Squirtle shook his head. “So what if it shouldn’t exist? That’s no reason to say it can’t! My indomitable will holds this water the way I say it is!”

“*”, Regice concluded, forming a beautiful picture of a frost crystal out of the rapid pattern of bleep sounds, and fired an Ice Beam.

The moment it contacted Mega Squirtle’s watery corona, there was a transition so fast it was hard to keep track of. Only a tiny crystal of ice formed at first, on the very edge of the water bubble, but then the water around it froze into ice – which disturbed the water next to it, so that froze into ice as well.

It took less than a second for the effect to spread through all the water Mega Squirtle was holding in place, which swelled out as it went from ultra-high-density water to merely very dense ice-X.

The practical upshot of all this was a ball of frosty ice, about five feet across, containing within it a completely immobile Mega Squirtle.

“…I… think that might mean he’s been defeated,” Ash said, a little hesitantly. “I’m not sure how you’d tell, though.”

“See if the ball moves.”

The ball failed to move.

“I think your Squirtle has been defeated,” Brandon supplied.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed. “Uh… okay. Lucario?”

Lucario emerged from his Pokéball, one paw going to his Lucarionite.

“Wait a moment,” Ash requested. “Can you break Squirtle out of the ice ball first?”

Lucario nodded. “Will do.”

He lifted the ball, hefted it for a moment, and was about to kick it when it exploded in his face with great force – sending water and chunks of ice in all directions, some of them bouncing off the lips in front of the seats.

Squirtle clattered to the ground, the shock seeming to wake him. “Huh? Whah?”

He looked around, then saw Regice. “Aha!”

“Sorry, Squirtle,” Ash said. “You got defeated. Then the ball of ice you were in exploded.”

“Was it the Mega Stone again?” Lucario asked, using Aura to strip water off his body with his paws. “I seem to remember that has a tendency to explode. When are you going to fix that?”

“Fix it?” Squirtle asked. “Why would I want to fix it? It’s perfect!”

“Squirtle, ladies and gentlemen,” Pikachu said.

Lucario examined himself for any residual water, then nodded to himself.

“Should we start my section of the battle, then?” he requested.

“Sure, hold on a sec,” Ash agreed, checking his Key Stone staff. Then he concentrated, and the light of Mega-Evolution washed over Mega Lucario.


“Okay, this is getting silly,” Ho-Oh said, shaking his leg to try and extract the Buizel from it. “At this point it is just lowering both of our dignities.”

He reached up with the other leg to scrape Buizel off, but the quick Water-type saw him coming – and dropped off the foot early, briefly pointing down before using Aqua Jet to loop down-around-and-up to where he was almost directly behind Ho-Oh.

Four of his Water Pulse attacks flicked away in quick succession, two of them connecting before Ho-Oh engulfed himself in flames for an emergency ascension, and then another two came a moment later with cores frozen using an Ice Beam.

Those had enough penetration to get through the flaming shield Ho-Oh was using for all around cover, and he banked around sharply so he could hit the third volley with an aimed Flamethrower to destroy them.

Aggravatingly, however, that had produced a cloud of mist – one which Buizel shot through to make his trajectory a little uncertain, then dropped out of Aqua Jet in order to Aqua Tail his opponent in the flank.

Ho-Oh reacted to that by using his Weather Ball, drawing together everything in the air to fire out at his opponent – only to discover no opponent.

Then Buizel burst out of the Weather Ball, taking a glancing blow from Ho-Oh’s beak as he swung it reflexively – but managing to get out of the area of influence of Ho-Oh’s more powerful fire attacks.


Down below, Mega Lucario bowed to his opponent.

“Let us begin,” he said.

Regice replied with a picture of an ice crystal, then froze the entire arena floor solid – helped in no small measure by all the water Squirtle had left all over it.

There was a faint tchik as Mega Lucario drove spikes of Aura through the ice, giving him the grip he needed.

Regice leaned forwards slightly, saying a bitmap image of an arrow, and shot forwards – tiny feet skating on the ice, allowing it much greater mobility than the other Regis had had in their battles.

Seven eyes flashed, and Regice fired an Ice Beam – one which Mega Lucario was fully ready for, and which hit his Aura-coated palms before flashing off into the sky and dissipating.

The attack lasted a full second as Regice curved around, trying to get a good angle, and Mega Lucario tensed – then it ended, and the Fighting-type dug in his Aura spikes and launched himself forwards.

Rather than letting the Aura he’d pushed into his forepaws fade away, he intensified it – building a pair of Aura Spheres, one of which went directly at Regice.

The other went into the icy floor, shattering it and spoiling the skate trick Regice was using to get around. The Ice-type didn’t seem bothered, however, and stuck a sharp foot into the mess of cracked ice before using it as a pivot – fast enough to avoid the Aura Sphere which had been aimed at its torso.

“-!” announced Regice, eyes flashing, and Mega Lucario realized what was coming – launching himself into the air, and using a blast of Aura-jets to avoid the Hyper Beam.

Keeping the propulsive Aura beams going for a moment longer, he landed on the other side of Regice and lashed out with a powerful kick – one which knocked Regice skidding away across the still-slippery floor.

A flicker of frost appeared around Regice, then burst outwards as a howling Icy Wind – and the leading edge gathered around Mega Lucario’s limbs, slowing them down for a moment and letting Regice recover.

Mega Lucario shattered the ice with a movement, then had to block again as Regice fired a burst of electrical energy at him. It only scored a glancing blow, but charge crackled on Mega Lucario’s exposed steel surfaces for a moment as the excess electricity bled off.

Another wave of Icy Wind, and Regice skated off while Mega Lucario was recovering.


“It’s kind of a relief there aren’t any volcanic eruptions going off any more,” Max said.

“Yeah, those suck,” May agreed. “Even with Jirachi’s shield, it’s still pretty loud…”

“Why is that, actually?” Max asked, flipping Kris open. “Shields stop objects, right – including shockwaves? And a shockwave is just loud sound?”

Shields tend to be partially permeable to sound, Kris supplied. They become harder the louder the sound is, so an extremely loud sound becomes just a very noticeable bang.

“Okay, right,” Max said. “Thanks.”

He looked up at the battle, and saw Mega Lucario get punched in the chest by Regice – sending the Fighting-type skidding backwards several feet, ice ripping up around his paws, before launching himself into the air with a burst of blue Aura and coming to a stop that way.

A moment later, an Ice Beam flashed out at Mega Lucario – hitting his Protect, but spreading out around it as Regice added an Icy Wind to the onslaught. The combination produced a hemisphere of frosted ice, concealing Mega Lucario and Regice from one another, and Regice skated slowly sideways before charging up a Hyper Beam.

“Who do you think is winning?” May asked, glancing at Brock.

The ice shattered as Mega Lucario launched a huge Aura Sphere – one which homed in unerringly on Regice, reminding them all that Aura sight could see through solid objects. It burst as Regice hit it with the Hyper Beam, but all the smaller fragments simply formed into smaller spheres and came crashing down on Regice from all directions.

“It’s hard to tell,” Brock admitted, as Regice burst out of the cloud of smoke and rammed into Mega Lucario. “By the way, Regice just said a picture of a bulldozer. This is starting to give me a headache…”


Mega Lucario’s outflung paw caught the edge of the arena, and he used the impact to stop the rest of his body hitting the wall at the same speed.

The lights on Regice’s face lit up again. “…-!” The bitmap this time was recognizable, and Mega Lucario dove to one side to avoid the Hyper Beam.

The problem was – there was no hyper beam. Instead, a flicker of red light hit him and outlined his body as he rolled and came back upright again.

Then came the attack – a Focus Blast which knocked Mega Lucario into the air.

“Mega Lucario!” Ash called, as the Fighting-type landed on his hands and sprang back upright. “Dexter says his programs can look similar but actually mean different things!”

Mega Lucario nodded, confirming the information, then sprang off the wall he’d been resting on.

His hands came together, one slightly above the other, and blue light flashed from them – forming a blade, one coloured like the clear sky.

“Sacred Sword,” Mega Lucario announced, Aura fizzing from his newly made attack, and transferred it to his right hand the moment before he reached the ground – using his left hand and both feet to control his landing, skidding around in a curved trajectory and avoiding the Icy Wind Regice threw at him.

The Legendary quickly retargeted, and shot out a second Icy Wind to try and lock down Mega Lucario’s position.

So Mega Lucario drove his sword into the ground, stopping himself in an instant and letting the second attack miss ahead of him. Raising one paw, he let it glow with Aura and then slammed it down – driving a hole in the ice as though it was a Reflect screen, before ramming a surge of Aura down it to shatter all the ice into a thick cloud of powder-snow fragments that obscured all vision.

Only then did he take the Sacred Sword construct up again, and charged.


“What’s going on?” Brandon asked. “Regice? Are you okay?”

There was a screech of sound, and then a chik-chik-chik noise loud enough to make it hard to hear anything else. Brandon could hear the occasional crackle of a Charge Beam, or the whang of a punch connecting with a Steel-type, but that only seemed to cause a momentary pause in the rhythmic chipping noise.

Then Regice used Hyper Beam, and the air scatter from the attack was enough disturb the obscuring icy mist.

Mega Lucario was spinning like a dancer, using the big Aura construct sword Brandon had seen earlier, and driving it repeatedly into two spots on either side of Regice’s torso.

“Explosion!” Brandon ordered immediately.

Regice didn’t hesitate, and promptly blew up – giving up a rush of stored energy to produce a shockwave which launched Mega Lucario into the air.

The result was actually very impressive, just in terms of hang time. Mega Lucario spent over two seconds in the air, before coming back down in a three-point landing – and caught his sword a moment later.

Standing back up, he examined Regice carefully.

For its part, the Ice-type wobbled, then fell over backwards.

Brandon spotted Mega Lucario let out a quiet sigh of relief, and filed the information away for later.


“Think you can handle the next battle, Mega Lucario?” Ash asked.

The Fighting-type gave him a thumbs-up, and Ash nodded. “Right!”

“This has been an impressive battle,” Brandon said. “But I think I have a Pokémon who will be able to defeat your Mega Lucario.”

“Okay, who thinks Celebi?” Pikachu asked. “I think Celebi.”

Ash gave him a look.

“What?” Pikachu asked. “After the Heatran I don’t even know any more.”

That did make Ash laugh.

“I need your help, Dusclops!” Brandon announced, sending out the Ghost-type.”

“Despite that being one of the Pokémon we did battle last time…” Pikachu began, slowly. “That… was unexpected.”

Mega Lucario’s eyes flashed red as he used Foresight, and blue Aura flowed down his Sacred Sword. It gathered at the tip, forming an Aura Sphere, and he pointed the blade for a moment before firing out the attack.

There was a momentary flicker when the attack hit Dusclops, and then it vanished.

“That was unexpected,” Mega Lucario said. “Was that Protect?”

“I don’t think so…” Ash replied. “That would have made the attack splash off, right? And it didn’t go through either…”

Dusclops decided to get involved with the battle, and threw a Shadow Ball at Mega Lucario.

The Fighting-type promptly blocked with his sword – trying to get used to it – and sent the attack flicking off to one side. He adjusted his grip a little-

“Behind!” Ash called.

-and turned, batting away the Future Sight ball coming at him.

He whirled back to his original stance, and tucked into a forwards roll with the Sacred Sword in one hand. The other lit up with a purplish black-light, and Mega Lucario launched a Dark Pulse up at Dusclops as he came back to his feet.

Legs tensing, he sprang upwards on the heels of the Dark Pulse itself, and – still running his Foresight – swept his Sacred Sword through Dusclops.

The sword imploded, breaking apart into thousands of Aura motes which swirled into the Ghost-type and vanished.

“What!?” Ash said, startled. “Okay, how did that work?”

Mega Lucario landed, paws sliding for a fraction of a second on the ice, then looked down at it. Around.

His paws snapped out to either side, one lighting up with the orange flame of a Fire Punch and the other crackling with the blue light of an Ice Punch. He dodged a Shadow Ball, and got moving – alternating between skating along the shattered ice and running where it had given way.

Behind him, the air began to roil.

“You know…” Ash began. “We… might want to step back.”

“Seriously?” Pikachu asked. “You weren’t this worried about an ongoing volcanic… wait, hold on.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed.

He put his hands around his mouth. “Brandon! I think you need to leave the arena area!”


Mega Lucario ducked under a Will-O-Wisp, and adjusted his path a little to allow for the flicker of extra heat. A few more seconds, and he turned into a sliding tackle which he controlled with the spikes on his wrist.

Reaching the middle of the spiral, he punched up – and the air clicked over to mix.

With everything that had happened during the battle so far, especially the contributions from Heatran and Regice, there was a huge amount of energy stored up. The Rising Dragon Uppercut produced a sudden rush of tornado-force winds, plucking Mega Lucario off his feet and whirling him into the storm, and he kept a keen eye out for how Dusclops was affected.

Much to the irritation of the Fighting-type, Dusclops wasn’t affected. The whirlwind was picking up all the ice and water from the arena floor, along with plenty of the ash and dust Heatran had produced, but Dusclops was just hovering in place, unaffected – and barely moving.

There did seem to be something odd about the way the air was moving around the Ghost-type, though. And it looked like there was less debris above him…

Frowning, Mega Lucario cupped his palms together and produced a huge Aura Sphere. He let it grow until it was about the same size as he was, then shattered it into dozens of conventionally-sized spheres which homed in on Dusclops from all directions.

Even if they were going to pass through Ducslops individually, they would collide with one another and explode anyway – and that, at least, might do something.

Then the Aura Spheres reached Dusclops, and a moment later Mega Lucario found his own attack coming back at him much faster than he had sent it out. Aura Spheres hammered into him in quick succession, half a dozen of them in a row before he began to use Protect to shield himself.

His shield went down as soon as the last Aura Sphere detonated, and Mega Lucario prepared himself for another attack – only to find that, at last, Dusclops had moved.

There was a brief sensation of vertigo, and Mega Lucario hit the arena floor very hard. Then he went up-and-down, up-and-down, crashing into the floor with a whang whang whang sound.


Okay, even for you that would be ridiculous, Dexter stated.

“What?” Ash asked. “Isn’t it Psychic or something?”

No, Dexter replied. That is a micro-singularity.

“…I don’t get it,” Ash admitted.

Ridiculous sums it up, Dexter told them. That Dusclops is essentially able to control a small black hole.

Mega Lucario hit the ground again, then got snatched upwards, and Ash noticed that there was a Mega-Lucario-shaped imprint in the floor.

“Pikachu?” he asked. “Do you think you can beat that Dusclops?”

“Let’s find out,” Pikachu decided, cheeks sparking.

“Right,” Ash agreed, then cancelled Lucario’s Mega Evolution and recalled him. The Fighting-type vanished out of mid-air just before hitting the ground yet again, armband vanishing with him into the Pokéball.

“That’s a disqualification for Lucario,” Brandon spoke up, stepping out from behind the armoured walls as the wind began to dissipate.

“Yeah, I know,” Ash agreed. “Okay, Pikachu, let’s do this!”

“Sure thing!” Pikachu agreed, jumping off Ash’s shoulder and landing.

Electricity sparked around his cheeks as he built it up.

“Begin!”

Pikachu opened with a Thunderbolt attack, one which blazed across the distance between him and Dusclops in a fraction of a second. The attack curved, however, missing slightly and disappearing into the sky.

“Okay, that’s odd…” Ash said. “Why didn’t he just absorb that one?”


“Uh… Brock?” Zorua asked. “Did you know about what’s going on overhead?”

Brock looked away from the main battle, where Pikachu was darting around with Agility and throwing thunderbolts up at Dusclops – trying to feel out the Ghost-type and work out a strategy – and looked at her. “What is it?”

Then he looked up, and did a double-take.

“…what?”

“We’ve been watching it for the last few minutes,” Zorua supplied. “Apparently it’s been going on for a while?”

“Yeah, Buizel challenged Ho-Oh during the start of Charizard’s battle,” Ambipom confirmed. “I think he’s kind of… I don’t know how to put it, really. He’s got some good tricks, though.”

Brock nodded, watching as Buizel twisted in mid-air and threw out streamers of water like a kind of spherical cage, then dove through it with an Aqua-Jet boost.

Flipping over, he reversed and ascended back through the water, then froze it with an Ice Beam and carried it along with him.

“I think what we’re seeing is basically Buizel using a year or so of anti-Charizard tactics,” the Normal-type mused. “You know, since by now Charizard has an unfair advantage.”

Ho-Oh melted the entire water cage and made most of it flash into steam in a second, but the time that took gave Buizel enough time to flick off several more watery missiles before dodging out of the way.

“Do you think Ho-Oh knows he’s missed this battle?” Max asked.

“Probably not,” Ludicolo said sagely. “He will be loco.”


“Okay, Ash, I think I’m going to need some suggestions on this one,” Pikachu said, paws throwing up a cloud of dust as he skidded past Ash’s position.

“Right,” Ash said, frowning. “Uh… okay, so he’s doing that black-hole gravity thing…”

He looked down at Dexter. “Quick! I need to know about how black holes work!”

Let’s try a plan which doesn’t require you to get a physics Ph.D. in about two minutes, Dexter said, deadpan. Firstly, I’m not sure it would help. What Dusclops has there is something that acts like a black hole sometimes in some ways, but not all of the time. Otherwise it would either have gone off like a nuclear bomb, done nothing like what we’ve seen, or essentially be drawing in air constantly like a gradually amplifying hurricane.

Pikachu went past in the other direction, firing out a Shock Wave which got close to Dusclops before being warped around and shot up into the air.

“Then, uh… how do black holes react to being hit by electricity?” Ash asked. “Do they just eat it up and it vanishes?”

They absorb energy, but three things stay the same – mass, spin and charge. All of those are things that a black hole can’t get rid of.

“Okay, that’s… right,” Ash decided. “Pikachu!”

Lightning flashed around Pikachu’s tail, and he flicked it towards Dusclops – frowning as the attack was once more dodged, distorted by the field of gravity around the Ghost-type.

“Hit the distortion with lightning!”

“What do you think I’ve been trying?” Pikachu asked.

“I don’t mean hit Dusclops!” Ash clarified. “Try and hit everything, it doesn’t matter how hard!”

“Sure, you’re the boss,” Pikachu decided.

His cheeks sparked, and he curled up for a moment – then shouted, and emitted a spherical wall of electricity. The upper half spread out as a fizzing dome of sparks, while the lower half bounced off the Battle Pyramid floor and continued upwards as a second slightly slower dome.

Dusclops hurled a Shadow Ball at the dome, making a small hole in it, and dove through. Then he approached Pikachu more closely, moving fast, and yanked him into the air with a reverse-gravity field.

Before the Electric-type was ten feet off the ground, he let out another burst of electrical energy which reached out to connect to the domes as they began to fragment. Yanking the sparks composing them back down, Pikachu began to twist them in the now-familiar pattern of a Volt Crash.

Four weaving rings of electricity wound around one another faster and faster. Then, suddenly, they lined up – and Pikachu hit them with his tail, launching them out as two pairs of rings full of potential energy.

Dusclops dodged two of them, but the other two managed to bracket him – whereupon they were attracted to one another, locking together into a ball, and shrunk abruptly towards Dusclops.

Unable to evade, Dusclops was forced to absorb most of the energy of one ring before managing to push through it as it weakened.

“Thunder!” Pikachu shouted, every strand of fur lighting up as he shot an enormous bolt of electrical energy at the Ghost-type.

Dusclops dodged, but this time something was different – in addition to the gravity distortion they’d both seen several times, there was plenty of electrical charge that Dusclops couldn’t correct for properly.

Pikachu, however, could sense exactly how much charge Dusclops had picked up. His Thunder curved beautifully, and hit Dusclops right above the eye.

When the smoke cleared, Brandon was lowering his Pokéball.

“Excellent!” he pronounced. “Stellar work!”

“Great one, Pikachu!” Ash said. “That means we win the-”

“A-hem!” Brandon coughed, and sent out Registeel.

“…oh, yeah, forgot,” Ash admitted.

“Well, he’s had a good rest,” Pikachu said, trying to pat down his fur before shrugging. “Let’s see if I can get this finished.”

His tail flicked out, a blue glow chasing across it for a second.


“How would you have beaten Dusclops?” May asked. “With that odd absorbing thing, I mean?”

“Future sight!” Jirachi suggested.

“Well, apart from that,” Max said, thinking. “Well, I suppose Roland could do some cool stuff with teleporting. Or a Fire-type could raise the whole temperature enough that Dusclops couldn’t stand it. The tricky thing is trying to circumvent the gravity field…”


“All right,” Ho-Oh said, wings beating and dispersing the mist and smoke. “We’ll call it a draw.”

Buizel considered, sitting on a plume of water, then signalled his agreement.

“That’s certainly got me warmed up,” Ho-Oh added. “I wonder who Brandon has left for me to fight.”

He began to circle down towards the seating, and Buizel dodged around before cutting his Aqua Tail and landing on Ho-Oh’s neck.

“Don’t push it,” the Legendary muttered, feeling Buizel shifting to get a good seat.


“Okay, let’s see…” Pikachu muttered to himself, dodging away from a Flash Cannon attack. “I know there’s got to be something around here that will work.”

“Registeel!” Brandon called. “Lock On and then use Hyper Beam!”

“target_obj = lock_on(‘Pikachu’)”, Registeel complied.

“Aha!” Pikachu declared, skidding to a halt.

He glanced up, seeing the orange light building up rapidly, then used Iron Tail and coated it in a layer of Aura to strengthen it.

Flicking his tail towards Registeel, he used the stiff surface as a mirror – reflecting most of the energy of the Hyper Beam back at Registeel, using the first rush of the blast to hit the Legendary in the forehead and knock his aim off.

As the rest of the orange Hyper Beam lanced off into the sky, Pikachu used his still-steely tail to buzzsaw off two long willow branches.

Taking one in each paw, he ran back towards the unfolded Battle Pyramid with the branches trailing behind him – dodging a few smaller attacks as he came, until he was within a few feet of the big Legendary Titan. Then he flicked the willow branches out at his opponent, with each one coming in from one side of the Steel-type.

Registeel blocked them both with its hands.

“Is… that supposed to do something?” Brandon asked, looking at the long trail of willow branch running off behind Registeel. “Was it a Vine Whip?”

Pikachu grinned, and put both the fresh-cut edges to his cheeks.

There was a brief fzzzzt as he powered up, followed by a loud BANG as Registeel vanished in a blur of grey and white.

“…huh?” Brandon said, looking along the line from Pikachu to Registeel, as coronal discharges flickered on a few exposed surfaces.

Pikachu held up a paw, counting under his breath, then relaxed.

“Good,” he said. “I didn’t miss.”

“Miss what?” Ash asked. “I didn’t see what happened…”

Pikachu tapped one of the willow branches with his tail, and it crumbled into black soot – absolutely everything except the carbon having been burned off. “I made a makeshift railgun and fired Registeel at that mountain over there.”

He indicated the peak with a nod of his head.

“Pikachu said he fired Registeel at a mountain like a railgun,” Ash supplied. “Does that count as ring out?”

“…almost certainly, yes,” Brandon agreed.

He chuckled. “Well done, Ash! That’s earned you my Symbol, and the Battle Frontier with-”

“Hold on a moment!” Ho-Oh said. “What’s this about the battle being over?”

“It was a five a side,” Ash replied. “Pikachu just beat Registeel.”

“It was? He did?” Ho-Oh asked. “Do you mean to say that I missed the entire battle?”

“Kind of, yeah,” the trainer agreed. “Sorry. I wanted to bring you in, but… well, uh, you were busy.”

Ho-Oh groaned, shaking his head. “Well… well, then. Fine. I suppose you’re going to run into something on the right scale eventually.”

“Did I miss something?” Brandon asked. “Only, I’d quite like to go and get Registeel back. I heard the thump a moment ago, and I’m not sure how far into the mountain a Registeel can get going faster than sound.”


“Hah!”

Cobalion swept his horn down, and a curl of blue light came off it. The light travelled a few feet, a little further than Cobalion’s own body length, then collapsed in on itself.

“That keeps not working,” he sighed. “Keldeo, do you have any ideas?”

“I have a few,” Keldeo said, thinking. “How are you handling the matrix?”

“I had thought I was doing it correctly,” Cobalion answered. “But it just unravels from both ends.”

“Oh!” Keldeo realized. “No, that’s probably what’s wrong. I started using a double-layer format on my Sacred Sword a while ago, because it starts at my horn but that’s not long enough in my regular Form to properly stabilize it. So it loops back, and there’s no ends to unravel – it’s not actually harder to do than the normal one, at least in energy terms.”

Cobalion thought about that, then nodded. “I see. So you have two layers, each weaker than my single one – but they reinforce one another, and it means there is no actual end.”

He lit his horn again, this time taking a little longer to do so as he copied the format Keldeo had mentioned.

Then he tossed his head, and a line of blue light flicked out before digging a furrow in the ground.

“That’s it!” Keldeo agreed. “Okay, now let’s try it with Night Slash!”

“Perhaps later, Keldeo,” Cobalion said. “I would rather master this move, and all it does for my fighting style, than to collect a grab-bag of attacks I cannot use with skill.”

“Oh, right…” the Water-type said. “You mean like this?”

He reared up, horn lighting up with a Sacred Sword of his own, then brought his hooves and horn down at once.

The blue light on his horn brightened, then came off in a wave of light.

Cobalion took a step back, examining the three-pointed trident scar on the ground in front of Keldeo. “And what was that?”

“Not sure,” Keldeo said. “I was thinking of calling it Meteorain, but that sounds kind of over the top…”


AN:

And here’s the second half of the battle.
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227. Battle Frontier 29


“So, you’re Ambipom,” Togekiss said, sketching a small bow. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too, I guess,” Ambipom replied, offering her tail to shake. “Look, this is all kind of weird from my point of view… I mean, you know me and I don’t know you.”

“Actually, I don’t know you either,” Togekiss corrected. “From my point of view, you’re someone my teammates talked about because I joined after you left. From your point of view, I’m a new Pokémon you’ve just met.”

Ambipom considered that, then nodded.

“Okay, I think I can go with that.”

“That’s good,” Togekiss said. “Now, I think it’s time to make sure everyone knows everyone else. Did you meet Quilava?”

“…no, but I did hear about him from Lucario,” Ambipom answered. “And… okay, I think I’ve got this right… you met Buizel, right?”

“He wasn’t on Dawn’s team at the same time as me, but he was part of Ash’s Sinnoh team – so yes, I did meet him,” Togekiss confirmed. “How is he?”

“Really, really annoying,” the Normal-type grumbled. “He’s taking to this like he time travels regularly-”

“He does,” Buneary volunteered.

“And that’s what makes it so annoying,” Ambipom replied without missing a beat. “Plus, he challenged Ho-Oh because he was bored.”

“Yes, I can see that,” both female Pokémon agreed, not quite in unison.

They stood there for a moment longer.

“So,” Buneary began. “What’s this about Pokémon Ping-Pong?”

“Oh, actually I had an idea about that for training purposes,” Ambipom said. “I managed to earn a fourth dan black belt before the time screwup, I think it would be a good way to give you all training in-”

“Black belt?” Togekiss repeated. “How do you get a black belt in Ping-Pong?”

Ambipom grinned. “Find me four bats and six balls and you’ll see.”


As they talked, Dawn gave Ash a thumbs-up.

“Not long now,” she said. “Looking forward to it?”

“It will be good to see Sinnoh again,” Ash agreed. “There’s still the Grand Festival, which is all May’s thing, and we might need to help Manaphy out again, but… apart from that, I can’t really think of anything.”

He snapped his fingers. “Well, apart from Max’s League challenge, but I think the Indigo League doesn’t start until after we’re supposed to get going here.”

“Kind of sucks that you can’t watch,” Dawn volunteered.

“Yeah…” Ash agreed. “Well, I’ll hear all about it from May and Ethan. I hope Max does well, his first League got kind of… cancelled…”

“Excuse me,” Lucario said, interrupting them. “I thought I should raise this issue with one of you, because I am honestly not sure how to react.”

“What’s that?” Dawn asked.

“There appear to be two Legendary Pokémon in your rhododendrons.”


“Well, this has gone well,” Uxie grumbled. “Why did you think this was a good hiding place?”

“Beats me,” Celebi replied. “My future self told me it would be a good one, but I think she was trolling me. Why did you think this was a good hiding spot?”

“Because I can’t see,” Uxie countered.

“…oh, yeah, that’s right,” Celebi blushed. “Sorry. But we can still go deeper?”

“Not much point hiding now,” the Lake Guardian replied.

“Shush, we can totally leave and they will never know we were here.”

Ash coughed.

“Or not,” Celebi sighed. “Fine, okay.”

She floated out of the plants, with the Lake Guardian behind her.


“Okay, so the first thing,” said Dawn. “We’re really lucky Barry is off with his Dad today, because otherwise the town would be completely replanted in rhododendrons before the end of the week.”

Pikachu sniggered.

“But… why are you there?” Dawn went on. “Is this why I’ve been getting all my Pokémon?”

“Yes,” Uxie answered, nodding. “You are going to need at least some of them. And we like you. Azelf especially likes Ash and Mesprit likes you.”

“Sure, give away all the mystery,” Celebi grumbled.

“So… memory, right?” Dawn asked. “That’s your association as one of the Lake Guardians.”

“Correct,” Uxie stated, tails waving. “There is a reason Ash can hold enough memory to restore several dozen people and Pokémon, and a lot of that is my work.”

“You know…” Pikachu began, frowning. “I… had not considered that. It is a lot to hold in one head, even one as empty as Ash’s is.”

“Hey!”

“There are limits, of course,” Uxie went on. “A connection of a certain strength is required. But Celebi has been very helpful making sure that all works out.”

“I’ve only seen her a couple of times,” Ash said. “Shouldn’t I have seen her more if she was doing all of that?”

“Time travel~” Celebi reminded him, good cheer restored. “Basically, if it went wrong I rewound and tried again!”

“That… doesn’t fit with how I understand time travel works,“Dawn frowned.

“Who’s the expert here?” Celebi asked. “Besides, you’re one to talk. Remember how you went back in time and helped Arceus?”

“Well… yeah,” Dawn agreed. “But I don’t understand how that’s relevant.”

“Why did you have to go back in time?” Celebi pressed.

“Because Arceus was destroying Sinnoh,” the Coordinator answered promptly.

“But he didn’t destroy anything,” Celebi replied, crossing her arms and doing a backflip. “Because you helped him in the past. So why did you go back in time?”

Dawn began to speak, stopped, then put her hand to her forehead.

“Okay, now I have a headache…”

“Good, you’re starting to understand time travel,” Celebi giggled. “Anyway. The important bit is, you have the band back together now. So… you know, practice the music?”

She frowned. “I think I crossed the metaphors.”

The Time Travel Pokémon then waved her hand. “Whatever. Hey, want a trip back to Kanto? It’ll be quicker than flying!”

“How much quicker are we talking?” Pikachu asked.


“That was weird,” Ash muttered.

“Ash?” Brock said, looking down at him, then back towards the north. “But… you haven’t even left yet. I can see Mega Latios flying off right there!”

“I would say it’s a long story,” Pikachu began. “But it actually has negative length…”


“How do you work out who takes part in Contests?” May’s newest Pokémon asked. “Is it just who seems to be the most ready?”

“That is part of it,” May replied. “But a lot of it is making sure there are good Pokémon team-ups ready to go if there’s a doubles contest next – and that Pokémon do their routines at the right point in development.”

“Right point?”

“Well, you can’t really do a routine before it clicks,” May said. “But if you leave it too long, then a routine can kind of lose the spark – sometimes that’s just what happens, and you have to switch to a different one. Then the first one can come back into focus.”

“I think I understand,” Joltik said. “So the problem is that when performed with insufficient familiarity it shows that by lacking the skill required to pull it off. But when the performer has too much skill or experience, then it means the audience sees it as unnaturally polished.”

“That sounds about right,” May agreed.

She clicked her fingers. “That reminds me, actually – how are you getting on with your web trick?”

By way of reply, Joltik shot out a Sticky Web and stuck it to one of May’s other Pokéballs.

She used a second Sticky Web to snag onto the nearest tree branch, then retracted that one very quickly and pulled herself – and the ball – into the air.

What followed was very complicated and very hard to follow, and ended after about five seconds with the ball going thump as it hit the ground.

Then Beautifly emerged.

“…this doesn’t seem to be the right part of the routine,” she said. “Shouldn’t I be in mid-air?”

“Sorry,” Joltik said, softly – making it very hard to hear her at all. “I’m still working on the momentum issues. I don’t have enough mass to make it work out in angular momentum terms.”

“That’s fine,” May told her. “Actually, I did have an idea for that – you can use your own Pokéball as a counterweight.”

“That sounds like a good approach,” the Electric-type agreed. “We should try that next time.”

Ethan’s holodisplay appeared, showing a grid of all of May’s Pokémon matched with all the others. Am I correct in thinking this routine would work with any Pokémon?

“It’d be a bit dangerous for Joltik if she had to do it with Blaziken,” May replied. “But apart from that, I think it could work.”

Manaphy raised a fin. “Does this mean we can be Captain Manaphy and Elec-tick? I had this great idea for a superhero theme!”

May laughed. “It does sound like an interesting one… actually, staying in character for the whole battle section has got to be worth some points.”

She pointed at Manaphy. “So, what’s the backstory of Captain Manaphy?”

“Oh,” Manaphy said, thinking. “Um… he used to be a normal-type Pokémon… but one day he fell in the water and got super water powers!”

“Why didn’t other Pokémon who fell in the water get super powers?” Beautifly asked, settling on May’s shoulder.

Manaphy put his fin to his lips, thinking. “Ummm… I know! The water was water Suicune had just stepped on, so it was super pure! That meant the water made him pure as well!”

“I like it,” May said, giving him a grin. “So he has all kinds of abilities over water, right?”

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed. “And on land as well!”

That one, I like, Ethan said. What about Elec-tick?

“I was thinking about that,” Joltik volunteered. “I think that it would make sense if Elec-tick was a normal Joltik until she was bitten by a radioactive Joltik.”

May gave her a confused look. “But… you, I mean she… are a Joltik.”

“I did not say any of this was easy,” Joltik replied. “But a paradoxical backstory is a minor component in the development of a superhero compared to compelling plot lines and interesting powers.”

Manaphy giggled again. “Okay, that’s good! So, how did we meet?”

“…seriously?” came a familiar voice. “How do I keep running into you?”

May and her Pokémon turned, seeing Drew just slipping off his Arcanine’s back.

“I don’t know, how do you keep running into us?” May replied. “Nice to see you, Drew. Ready for the Grand Festival?”

“You bet,” Drew agreed. “Are the others around? I wanted to see if Ash had some advice on training one of my new Pokémon, and now seems as good a time as any.”

“Sure,” May agreed. “I think Brock’s taking cooking suggestions.”


“Okay, now add the egg mixture,” Sudowoodo said. “That’s right… and stir the dry ingredients and egg mixture together.”

Zorua nodded, shifting to the form of a Mienfoo to get a better grip on the spoon. “Will do,” she said. “Okay, how long do I mix it for?”

Sudowoodo looked down at the recipe. “Until it’s a thick, lumpy dough, apparently.”

“Right,” the Dark-type said.

She could already smell the main meal, but it was their job to do dessert and she was looking forward to the feeling of having helped.

“Sudowoodo,” she asked. “What’s this recipe for, anyway? It’s a kind of cookie, right?”

“Not quite,” the Imitation Pokémon replied. “Close, but not quite. It’s a kind of cake.”

“It is?” Zorua paused stirring for a moment. “This doesn’t feel much like cake dough.”

“That’s because you’re making the perfect dish for any of Brock’s Pokémon to make,” Sudowoodo told her. “Rock cakes.”

The really-vulpine-but-currently-mustelid Pokémon looked down into the mixing bowl. “Rock cakes? But this doesn’t feel like rock, and it doesn’t taste like it.”

“They’re called rock cakes because of how they look,” her teammate told her. “I’m sure you see the connection.”

“Oh, come on!” Brock complained, but a chuckle escaped him even as he protested. “Now even my own Pokémon are getting in on it!”

Sudowoodo shrugged. “Don’t blame me. I’m a tree.”

“Nobody is being here but us types of Fighting,” Zorua agreed, speaking in bad Mienfoo. “How is mixing done, tree man?”

Sudowoodo leaned over to look, then decided it was good enough. “Now, let’s spread it onto the baking tray. Make sure to leave some space, they’re going to get bigger when they bake.”


“Looks like I turned up at the right time,” Drew said, as Brock began dishing up.

“Pretty much,” May agreed. “How are things?”

“Well, I did pick up the last two Pokémon I actually knew were on the way,” Drew replied. “Actually, they’re both Pokémon Ash have already.”

“Right,” Max said, frowning. “I think I remember. The Butterfree and the… Absol.”

Drew sent out his new Butterfree, who promptly floated over to the table and cleared her throat.

“May I have a glass of juice, please?” she requested.

Ash handled that, pouring out a tall glass of apple juice, and the Bug-type began drinking it.

“She’s got good manners,” the Battle Frontier Completionist noted. “They both know about the time travel thing, right?”

“Yes, I told them,” Drew confirmed. “Butterfree is a bit bemused, but Absol seems more accepting.”

He sent out the Dark-type.

Said Dark-type took one look at Ash, yelped, and hid behind Drew’s leg.

“…huh?” Drew asked, a little confused. “Absol, what’s wrong?”

Ash raised his hand. “That’s… probably me, yeah.”

With a flash, Ash’s own Absol appeared from her Pokéball.

“Okay, I know you’re in a difficult situation,” she said, soothingly. “Ash is kind of… well, to put it in terms we would both understand, he is not a disaster but they tend to happen around him.”

She smiled. “Sound familiar?”

The other Absol began to relax a little, then looked at Ash and winced again.

“It’s like looking into the sun,” he mumbled. “It hurts a bit, my eyes water, and I feel this urge to look away.”

“I know,” Ash’s Absol told him. “But I can assure you, it’s nothing to do with him. The most you’ll get from being around him is either direct front-row seats to the world being saved or a certain blasé attitude towards smaller problems.”

The other Absol did a double-take. “World saving? Seriously?”

“Remember that comet? I helped detect it coming in, we helped stop it.”

“You know, it’d kind of help if I understood this conversation,” Drew commented, then took an involuntary step back as a heads-up display appeared in front of his eyes. “Oh. Uh, that’s helpful.”

You are welcome.

“Okay,” the male Absol said, hackles lowering. “Okay. I’m not seeing someone dangerous, I’m seeing someone who regularly encounters danger. I’ll be fine.”

He looked down, then peeked out from behind Drew’s legs at Ash. That made him half-raise a paw to his eyes, then he lowered it again.

“Do you have to alert everyone when he enters a town?” he asked.

May snorted. “That’s a funny image,” she said. “Make way for Ash Ketchum! There’s a thirty percent chance your town will be destroyed!”

“It’s not that bad,” Ash protested.

“When Team Rocket was around it really was,” May countered. “You’ve just traded quantity for quality.”

“Tell you what,” Ash’s Absol said, nudging the other. “After we’ve eaten I was going to give Max’s Gallade a lesson in the finer points of sword work. You might want to attend.”

“You mean… things like using Night Slash?”

“That’s a pretty good start, but there was something Keldeo invented back when we were in Johto,” Ash supplied. “That’s really helped out.”

“Hey, don’t give him too many tips,” May protested. “It’ll make the finals battle a lot more inconvenient!”


“All right, Roland,” Absol said, walking around the Psychic-type in a circle. “I know you’ve seen Sceptile, myself and Lucario using our blades to fight – what do you think is important about that style of combat?”

“Well… I was going to say getting in close,” Roland replied, thinking. “But then I remembered seeing you using your blade beams a lot. So I don’t think that’s it…”

“Blade beam?” the spectator asked. “What’s that?”

“You’ll see,” Ash’s Absol assured her co-Disaster Pokémon. “Any other thoughts?”

“I think it’s about aiming,” Roland decided. “All the sword moves I know are really single-target, so you need to get something pretty close to a direct hit.”

“Yes, that’s the one.” Absol charged up her horn, turning to a convenient rock as little wisps of shadow curled off the tip. “Thanks, Geodude.”

“No prob, sistah,” Geodude assured her, already preparing to replace the target if needed.

“If I hit head-on, then the sharp nature of the sword attacks means that they’re likely to be significant,” Absol said, stretching a little to be sure she was limber. “But a miss does nothing. Whereas if I used Flamethrower, then it’s more diffuse but also more likely to hit – and I can correct my aim once I see where the attack is going.”

She swept her horn across in an arc, and a blue beam of light flicked out to strike the rocky target. It cut a deep gouge diagonally across, but faded out near the lower left edge.

“And that’s another thing,” Absol went on. “The strike has a point of greatest impact – ideally, you want the point of greatest impact to coincide with the moment you make contact, but realistically that’s often very hard. You just need to make sure you don’t hit when you’re just starting your swing – or when you’re overextended.”

“Hold on, hold on,” Drew’s Absol said. “That… thing you just did. What was it? What attack was it – I thought it was Night Slash because of the dark stuff around your horn, but…”

“Sacred Sword,” the other Dark-type answered, with a smirk. “Keldeo taught me. He came up with the blade-beam thing too, but that’s for later.”

She turned back to Roland. “As a Psychic-type, the first blade move I’d expect you to learn is Psycho Cut, but there are several others it should be relatively easy for you to learn. For now I think it would be good to focus on Night Slash – I know that one, and it will actually work on me if we do some sparring.”

Roland held out his right arm, and examined it. “Where is the blade going to appear?”

“That depends on you, a little,” Absol answered. “Generally Absol use their horns, but I’ve worked on also being able to use my tail at the same time. You’ll also want to think about using both your arms, because that will give you a choice of styles…”


“It’s been… an experience,” Arcanine said, lounging next to her trainer. “I remember it was a little odd when we first met, but since then – well, I’ve become convinced that you only had good intentions.”

“That’s good to know,” Drew replied, still using Ethan’s subtitles. “But it just occurred to me – perhaps we should go and visit your kids again before the Kanto Grand Festival.”

“That would be nice,” Arcanine agreed.

“Rock cake, coming up,” Brock’s Crobat called, and Arcanine watched it approach before heaving herself up to snatch it out of the air.

“Tasty,” she said, her huge jaws crunching down and shattering it in a single bite.

Drew chuckled. “Wow, it’s nice to have a chance to catch up with everyone… well… nearly everyone.”

He rolled a little way over, looking at where Leafeon and Glaceon were talking earnestly together. “I think it’s probably best to just let them have their time.”

That said, he sent out Flygon – then glanced over at Brock’s Flygon, who was examining some homemade pocky. “Actually, now I come to think of it a lot of my team is Pokémon that Ash or his friends already have.”

“That’s just because you have good taste,” his Flygon opined.

Drew chuckled.

“I can’t get over how cool this is,” he said. “I wonder if someone’s marketing Porygon translation services by now… I know some Psychic types do it, but not everyone’s comfortable with a Psychic type putting words into their mind.”

“Good question,” Flygon said. “Maybe you should ask someone who works with Porygon?”

“Maybe, yeah,” Drew agreed. “Though it’s kind of surprising they haven’t done it already back home.”

There was a long, comfortable pause.

“Wonder who I should use for the opening to the Kanto Grand Festival,” Drew mused.

Arcanine was about to express an opinion when he heard Ash say something. It was hard to hear at that distance, but he sounded surprised.


“What?” Drew’s Butterfree asked. “I… hope I phrased the question right?”

“You just asked if I was as insane as your dad said I was!” Ash replied. “Your dad… is my Butterfree? Is that right?”

“If you’re Ash Ketchum, then yes,” Butterfree agreed. “Why? Is that a problem?”

“It’s certainly a surprise,” Brock said, trying to help explain. “There are a lot of Butterfree in the world, and it’s quite a coincidence.”

“But I wanted to travel like dad did,” Butterfree said, lifting a little way into the air with a gentle flap of her wings. “That was part of why I went with Drew. Not all of it, though – I decided it would be good to try and use some of mom’s skills as well.”

“That’s not what I was expecting,” Pikachu said, frowning, and twitched his tail. “Didn’t Drew have a Butterfree last time? And was that the same one?”

“Yes,” Celebi said, then vanished again.

“…one of these days, we’re going to get used to that,” Brock said. “And on that day, our journey is complete.”

“What journey?” Butterfree asked.

“The journey to being completely ridiculous.”

“If dad’s stories are right, you got there a very long time ago.”


“Experiment four,” Philena Ivy said, half to herself, as she wrote in the lab notebook. “We’ve done the controls, now let’s see if we can get the analysis itself done.”

Finishing with a results header and underlining it, she stepped away from the desk and turned to the oscilloscope – making sure the settings were just as she’d set them up previously.

Everything looked fine, so she began recording data and nodded to Luxio.

The Electric-type lifted one paw, examining the clips around each claw, then closed her eyes for a moment. Almost immediately, the oscilloscope began to jump – showing the patterns from each claw as a separate trace.

Ivy nodded to herself. “Okay, it looks like there’s at least some redundancy – I’m seeing identical traces for some of them. We’ll need to look more closely at that later. Now, can you try some specific messages?”

Luxio nodded, tail waving lazily.

“Message one,” Ivy said. “Danger.”

The oscilloscope traces jumped, producing a new pattern for a few seconds before settling back into the carrier wave. Then they did it again, producing the same pattern.

“Good,” Ivy told her. “Now let’s try satisfaction.”

There was no change.

“That’s strange,” she said, then looked at Luxio’s smirk and chuckled. “Okay, maybe that is just the default state. You may not be a Shinx any more, but you’re still a minx!”

Luxio chuckled.

“Okay, message three,” Ivy said. “Something good – food, perhaps.”

Again, the signals didn’t change, but Luxio gave her a pleading look.

“I should have expected that,” Ivy sighed, and put a Poffin in front of Luxio. Immediately there was a change in the signals, and Luxio ate the Poffin with dainty care – unable to use her claws because of the wires leading to them, but managing anyway.

“Thank you,” Ivy told her. “We should have enough for analysis now. Hold still a minute while I take the clips off.”

Each one came off with ease, going back into a pile on the workbench, and she gave Luxio a second Poffin as thanks for being calm during the experiment.

Then she hit a key on the laptop, and Luxio got up with a sudden movement – tail crackling, looking around for something.

Ivy hit the key again, and Luxio relaxed – then gave her trainer a suspicious look.

“You’re right, that was me,” Ivy told her. “Sorry, Luxio – I played the first signal back through the clips.”

She gave Luxio a stroke, and the Electric-type considered that before deciding that being stroked was acceptable.

“It was helpful,” she said, still stroking. “It tells us that it doesn’t matter where the claws are – and that the signals can be recreated by artificial means, at least for a signal that simple.”

Ivy presented Luxio with another Poffin. “Thanks for helping out, Luxio. We might do this later, once I’ve properly analyzed what we already have…”

Luxio luxuriated in her treatment, apparently deciding she liked this kind of experiment.


Shaymin yawned, back legs going out behind her to get a proper stretch in.

Rustling her flowery back and blinking a few times, she crawled out of bed and checked herself in the mirror.

“Not bad,” she decided, then headed over to the high door – far higher than she was at the moment, built to fit her Sky Form.

Checking the ramp was in place, she walked down onto a tree branch – then followed the spiral staircase of wooden battens tied around the tree trunk, reaching the ground a minute or so later.

“Good morning,” Delia called, looking up from weeding the flower bed. “Did you sleep well?”

“Wonderfully, thank you,” Shaymin replied. She took a deep breath of the fresh air, enjoying the feeling of the sunlight on her back, and walked over to the flowers. “How about you?”

“I’m all right,” Delia said. “What do you think of these lilies?”

Shaymin gave them a sniff, examined them critically, then nodded her approval. “They’re quite fragrant.”

Delia carefully lowered one of the lilies in to replace the removed weeds, and spread earth around it with her trowel. “There.”

She looked up at Shaymin’s tree house. “Is everything all right?”

“It’s fine,” Shaymin assured her. “The leak in the roof seems to have stopped, there was no water last night – and the battens are working fine to let me get up in Land Form.”

The words were interrupted by a yawn, and she shook her head. “Oh, dear… sorry, I think I must still need a bit more sleep…”

Delia smiled, then started work on a troublesome dandelion.

“How are you finding Pallet Town as a whole?” she asked. “I-”

“Mime!” Mimey interrupted, putting down a tray on the grass next to them.

“Thank you, dear,” Delia told him. “That looks lovely.”

“Mime-ime,” the Psychic-type said, putting his hands together and bowing for a moment.

Delia took one of the biscuits and broke it in half, then dipped it in her cocoa. “I think this is right, Shaymin?” she asked, indicating the white tea.

“That’s right,” Shaymin confirmed, tilting the cup slightly with her forepaws and taking a sip.

“So, what are your plans for today?” Delia added.

“Well, I was thinking of going over to see Chikorita again,” Shaymin said. “I understand he’s going to be doing some practice battling with the Growlithe.”

She frowned, then looked over at the Gracidea forming one end of the flower bed. “I might fly over there, actually. It’ll be much quicker.”

“Oh – before you go,” Delia said. “Do you want a light for your house? I found some nice battery powered ones which can stick on the wall.”

“That would be nice,” Shaymin nodded. “Thank you.”

“I’m just being a good neighbour,” Delia told her.


Roughly two hundred million kilometres away, a woman in a spacesuit materialized.

“Wow,” she said, stumbling a little. “That’s… not a normal sensation.”

She looked around at the room she’d landed in, which was large and a little spartan – but a lot better than she would have said it would be a year ago, or even a few months ago. The walls rippled ever so slightly, made of multilayered pressure fabric, and there was a large target marker printed on the floor where she’d landed.

“Welcome,” said a calm voice. “Was your journey acceptable?”

“It was short,” Kidd Summers replied, looking around. “Who said that?”

A Mewtwo formed out of light in front of her.

“It is a pleasure to meet you,” the Mewtwo said, standing oddly still. “I am the monitor of this installation.”

“What does that mean?” Kidd asked.

“I make sure it is in good shape for biological entities to visit,” Mewtwo answered. “You are visitor number: One.”

“Heh,” the adventurer said, reaching up to her faceplate and sliding it up. “Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She walked ponderously over to a window and looked out, seeing the harsh beauty of the landscape outside – sand-dusted stone, strewn with butterscotch-yellow boulders and wispy dunes, and a magnificent cliff a few miles away that seemed to stretch impossibly high into the thin air.

“It… doesn’t look right,” she said. “I thought this was supposed to look red?”

“Previous analysis has indicated that the red colouration of the surface is partially an optical illusion from a distance,” the Mewtwo said.

Then a pink shape came into the room, slowing down and resolving into a Mew.

“Hello,” it said, waving. “You are a human!”

“I’ve noticed,” Kidd replied.

She looked out the window again, then stepped back a few paces and jumped experimentally. Despite the weight of her spacesuit she went a good few inches into the air, and chuckled to herself.

“Wow… it may not be one small step for man, given there’s already a tent here when I arrived, but – still, I’m the first human on Mars!”

She turned to Mewtwo. “Do you know where my room is? My schedule says I’m supposed to stay here for two days… and I don’t want to spend it all in the space suit.”

“Please follow me,” the Mew told her. “The rooms for visitors are in a section which has been constructed to be independently air tight.”

“The rooms for visitors?” Kidd repeated. “So you don’t have air tight rooms?”

“Correct,” Mew stated.

“Why not? Is it a Psychic type thing? Or a Mew thing?”

“It is a nonbiological thing,” Mew told her. “Our projectors are multiply redundant and our kernels are backed up in multiple locations.”

Kidd stopped walking for a moment.

“Wait, you’re… computer Pokémon or something?” she asked. “I… actually had missed that. The Mewtwo who sent me just said there was another Mewtwo here.”

“Our manager is insistent on artificial Pokémon rights,” Mew said. “Your room is in here. Please ensure that when leaving the pressure vessel you have either a spacesuit, or an emergency air pack and alert beacon.”

The virtual Psychic-type gestured, and the airlock door opened.

“Have a nice sol,” Mew concluded.


The phone rang.

Professor Elm looked up from his latest investigation, then hurried over and picked it up.

“Professor?” came a familiar voice.

“Ah, Koji,” the Pokémon Professor said. “How is Hoenn?”

“It’s kind of odd,” the trainer answered. “I met up with Jimmy like you suggested, but he wanted to do Sootopolis first.”

Elm made an understanding noise. “I see. And you’re taking a different route through the region?”

“We tried to plot it out so we’d meet up a few times,” Koji said. “But I wanted to check – what was that Pokémon you asked me to look out for?”

“I asked you to look out for a lot of Pokémon, Koji,” Elm said with a small frown. “Hold on, I’ll bring up the list now.”

“Good, that would be – wait a moment. Typhlosion, use Fire Spin!”

The sound of a roaring inferno came down the speaker, and Elm winced.

“Don’t let her hit your face!”

Deciding to ignore the battle he could hear for now, Elm opened his list of the Pokémon he’d like to gather data on. “All right, Koji, I’m checking them,” he reported.

“Is there Zangoose on there?” Koji asked. “I think it was, but I wanted to check.”

“That’s right, Zangoose is on here,” Elm answered. “They’re supposed to have two abilities that interact with poison, and I’d like to study them.”

“Okay,” the trainer said. “Thank you for the confirmation. I’ll let you know how it goes.”

The line went dead, and Elm smiled for a moment.

“Maaar,” said one of the participants in his latest investigation.

“Sorry,” Elm said, standing up, and headed back over to the incubation area.

Perhaps it wasn’t so surprising that there weren’t any good statistical studies on the relative effects of Magma Armor and Flame Body on helping Pokémon eggs to hatch – it was quite a pain keeping so many Fire-types happy for a good couple of months.


“Okay, here we are!” May said, throwing her arms out. “The Kanto Grand Festival!”

Manaphy copied her, then looked around. “There are a lot of people here,” he said, sounding awed. “Are they all Coordinators?”

“I don’t think all of them are,” May replied, looking around as well to see how many people there were. “I seem to remember there’s usually about two hundred and fifty to three hundred participants a year in the Kanto Grand Festival.”

“That’s a lot of ribbons,” Manaphy observed. “A lot! About… twelve hundred and fifty to fifteen hundred?”

“Right,” May agreed. “But there has to be at least that many Contests a year in Kanto to keep it going – that shows you how popular it is!”

The Legendary made an ah sound in realization, then frowned. “What are the rounds like?”

May snapped her fingers a few times, trying to remember. “Okay, let’s see… there’s a first round where your Pokémon has to do an Appeal with only one move. Then the second round it can be as many moves as you like, and after that there’s five Battle rounds with either one or two Pokémon.”

Manaphy counted under his breath.

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t think everyone’s going to get a turn, unless they’re all doubles.”

“I know,” May agreed. “It’s kind of a tricky situation – but I’m going to talk it out with everyone, and work out a schedule which should make as many happy as possible.”

She patted Manaphy on the head. “And don’t worry, I’m pretty sure you’ll get a go!”

“Thanks!” Manaphy said, smiling happily.

“Now, let’s get in line to register,” May suggested. “I-”

“Is… is that a Manaphy?” someone asked.

May looked to the side, and saw a girl with a Spearow on her shoulder and a shocked expression on her face.

“That’s right!” Manaphy agreed, waving. “Hi!”

“And he talks?” the girl asked. “I didn’t know any Pokémon talked like that except Mewtwo! I know there are some psychic types, and some with Aura, but…”

“Aura’s cool,” May smiled. “It’s actually really useful being able to discuss tactics with your Pokémon – especially when trying to work out new Contest regimes…”

She shook her head. “Sorry, I should ask – is the Spearow one of your Contest Pokémon?”

“That’s right,” the girl said, still a little bit shocked, as her Spearow fluffed his wings and posed. “He’s a bit full of himself, but he’s very good at detail work – and he’s got a costume with some very long ribbons.”

“That sounds cool,” May chuckled, as Spearow danced up and down his trainer’s arm.

Then there was a splash from May’s shoulder, as Manaphy created a ball of water and started playing around with his hydrokinesis. It formed a splash-shape, then bounced back up into a teardrop, and Spearow looked at it suspiciously before crouching down.

Manaphy giggled, and spread his flippers to turn it into a watery ring. Taking the invitation, Spearow jumped into the air and dove through the ring – then did a backflip, and gave Manaphy a cocky grin.

They watched – with some of the crowd paying attention now too – as Manaphy made his water ring split into two smaller ones, then lined them up for Spearow to dive through.

The Flying-type completed that challenge with aplomb, and then did the next few as well – including one where the Spearow had to make a sharp right and turn back on his own course to get through both rings.

On that last one, his wings clipped the side and produced a little spray of water, and his trainer waved her hand.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she called, laughing. “If you crash into one of those rings it’s going to take ages to get you dry again!”

Manaphy reformed the rings into a single ball, then drank it to get rid of it.

“It’s a pity that probably counts as more than one move…” May sighed. “That was wonderful, Manaphy. Thank you.”

Manaphy beamed. “I’ve been learning from Wartortle!” he announced proudly. “She sang a song about how it’s better underwater – I think…”

He frowned, putting one fin to his mouth. “I don’t know why she sang it with a weird accent, though…”
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“Okay, here we go,” May said. “Ready?”

There was no reply.

“Oh, right,” May chuckled. “That would trigger the splash seal.”

She adjusted her dark blue dress a little, making sure it was just right, then set herself as the announcers called the end of the performance by Kevin and his Croconaw.

“Next up is May Maple!” the MC said, as May walked out onto the field. “She’s a relatively new Coordinator but already has a real flair for the unexpected – so let’s see what she has for us today!”

The description made May smile, and she bowed before raising her Pokéball.

Throwing it into the air, she left her hand outstretched until the ‘ball opened with a sudden explosion of water. The force of the burst and the height combined to make it turn into a fine mist of spray, and Glaceon came tumbling out of it to land carefully poised in front of her.

As the spray drifted down, May brought her right hand down to her collarbone and clenched it. “By the power of the snow!”

Glaceon charged an Ice Beam, and fired it at the ground to coat it in ice. Then she began skating circles around May, carefully gauging her Ice Beam’s power before firing it in short and well-controlled bursts.

The first one hit May’s sleeve, which made the fine coating of mist on it freeze instantly. With so many small droplets of water, it produced a shimmering white frost affect around the whole sleeve – making it seem as though it had become something else entirely, transformed by Glaceon into something altogether more special.

The Ice-type’s next beam changed May’s other sleeve, then an altogether wider-beam one changed the whole of her skirt.

Taking a step forwards, May put her arms out to the side and skated a little on the ice as well. Glaceon easily wove rings around her, using her Ice Beam to change the whole of May’s dress, then waited a moment until May next lifted her left foot and fired an even more carefully aimed Ice Beam at the heel.

A flash, and that shoe had a high-heel made of ice. May stepped back onto one of the clear sections on the floor, raising her other foot, and Glaceon made that one transform as well.

Skating around to the front of her trainer, Glaceon lined up for a pair of Ice Beam attacks – one after the other. The first froze May’s hat, forming a nice ice crystal on it, and the second created an oversized, ornate spike connected to that ice crystal.

Sweeping both hands up, May broke the ‘scepter’ off with a quick movement and did a twirl, then posed. Glaceon did as well, sliding neatly into place next to her Trainer, and her final Ice Beam froze the remainder of the spray to turn it into diamonddust.

“Marvellous!” the announcer said, as the crowd applauded. “That’s a very versatile use of Ice Beam – and of Contest seals to play with the one-move limit! I think we can see where miss Maple got her reputation!”

May held the pose for a moment more, then dropped it. She curtseyed, the frost crackling on her dress as she did so, then returned Glaceon and headed for the exit door.


That was very impressive, Gardevoir said, taking another bite from her biscuit as she spoke.

Don’t talk with your mouth full, mom, Kirlia chided.

Gardevoir chuckled. It doesn’t work like that, dear.

She finished the biscuit, then looked back at the TV screen as May walked off. What did you all think?

“Well, it was like the announcer said – the use of the seal to get some water as a catalyst for her Ice Beam was ingenious,” Caroline said. “I was wondering how she was going to get around the limit, a lot of her Appeals tend to be elaborate and to use a lot of moves.”

Well, that one did use a lot of moves, Gardevoir said, making both humans smile. They’re just all the same move over and over.

“It was a nice theme, too,” Norman added. “It really did look like a good Magical Girl transformation, though I think the lack of music was a bit of a problem.”

“That would have been Altaria’s job, but it’d be a second Pokémon and a second move,” Caroline countered.

I think I might like to try that, Kirlia said, after what had clearly been some intense thought.

“Try what?” Norman asked her.

I would like to try being a Magical Girl, Kirlia explained. Maybe not now, but if I evolve then I would like to have a transformation sequence into Mega Gardevoir.

Gardevoir smiled. I think you could do a transformation sequence right now, dear. You just need to use Flash and psychic powers to bring bits of a costume to you.

Kirlia nodded to herself, then frowned. Wait… but that means I’d need to learn Flash. Who learns Flash?

“Dramatic Pokémon,” Norman said. “It’s actually very useful because – unlike moves like Sand-Attack – it’s too fast to dodge or block, because it’s just light. You can use it to dazzle your opponent, or you can use the threat of it to make sure they don’t look at you.”

Kirlia giggled. I think I could get to like that. Beware my shiny transformation sequence!

The others laughed as well at that image.

“Oh, it looks like we missed one of the acts,” Caroline said, noticing a girl leaving the arena. “Did anyone see it?”

I was watching, Gardevoir told her. It wasn’t really anything special, so I didn’t let you know.

She watched as the next one walked out. That woman looks somehow familiar…


“‘scuse us,” said a small figure in a trenchcoat. “Comin’ through… ah! Here’s our seats!”

Ash looked up at the small trenchcoated figure, and the larger figure in a much taller trenchcoat. “…Meowth?”

“No,” said the taller figure.

“He was talkin’ about me!” the shorter one snapped. “Ah well…”

Sitting down, Meowth pushed back the hood of the trenchcoat. “Phew… it ain’t a cool day, dat’s for sure.”

“After the last few days I’d be happy to have some ice cream,” James added.

“Hold on,” Ash told them. “I think we’ve got some.”

“You’ll have to get it,” Pikachu said.

“It’s fine, the freezer is near the opening at the moment,” Ash assured him, reaching into his bag up to the shoulder. “Uh…”

“What have you been doing the last few days?” Max said, asking the obvious question.

“Kanto ribbons,” James answered. “Jessie realized it was almost time for the festival less than a week ago, we’ve been teleporting around Kanto since trying to get five ribbons…”

“Aha!” Ash said, withdrawing two ice cream cones. “Here.”

“Thanks!” Meowth smiled, taking one and passing the other to James. “Ya know, a few years ago dis probably would’a been a Pokémon battle…”


Jessie rolled her shoulders, checking discreetly on the slim backpack under her dress, then sent out her Pokémon.

“Wobbuffet, Counter!” she called, taking three steps towards him, and jumped.

She landed on his tail, which depressed, then sprang back – launching her upwards with the blue flicker of Counter around the point she’d stepped on.

Jessie bounced several feet into the air, then came down to land on the head of the Psychic-type. This didn’t seem to bother him, but he did use Counter again, and she went higher this time.

“Counter!”

Each impact and bounce sent Jessie perhaps half again as high as she had been before – with at least three seconds of delay between landing and takeoff. The height multiplied quickly, and after her sixth bounce she was going as high as the top of the stands.

Then she landed one last time, this time on Wobbuffet’s tail again, before rolling forwards smoothly – so that when he used Counter, it launched him into the air instead.

After an impressive hang time, Wobbuffet smacked into the ground in front of Jessie. None the worse for wear, he saluted. “Wobb-buff-fett!”


“That was odd,” Max said. “How many times did Jessie have to practice that?”

“Lots,” James replied, finishing off the flake on his ice cream cone. “She took a parachute just in case…”

“Yeah, about one time in three she totally misses one of da later jumps,” Meowth said sagely. “If she did dat, she’d just pop da parachute and act like it was deliberate.”

“That’s a big part of doing Contests, I suppose,” Max nodded.

He looked at Roland. “Getting any ideas?”

A few, Roland replied. But mostly they’re based on sword stuff, and I’m not sure how to make that impressive with one move.

“I think I could do some air displays with my Flare Blitz,” Corona said. “That’s just one move.”

They looked up as the next Coordinator did their appeal – one which involved a well-timed Zap Cannon, which burst overhead just as the Pokémon and Coordinator did synchronized poses.

“We may be overthinking this,” Corona added.

Probably.


Dress hung up to dry, May arrived up in the seating to watch the rest of the Appeals.

“Ouch,” she winced, as the Tropius doing a display of Natural Gift edged a bit low in the air and landed with a slithering crash into the ground.

“Do you think that means they’re out?” Brock asked her.

“I… don’t know, actually,” May said, thinking. “It probably depends on how many others go wrong like that. I know a lot of the contestants go through this round, so they might make it in near the bottom or they might not make the cut at all.”

She shook her head. “This judging thing is harder than it looks.”

“It looks hard enough,” Brock chuckled. “Are you interested in doing it as a career?”

May considered that.

“I guess it’s the kind of thing that they need people for,” she said, thinking. “And nothing says I’d have to do it all the time – in fact, it’s probably better if I keep switching between judging and coordinating, if I do take it up. I… think I’ll definitely consider it.”

There was a flash as Blaziken appeared next to her. “Would we get to participate? We could all hold up number ratings.”

“All of you?” Brock asked, smiling. “What about Joltik?”

“She would have very small ones,” Blaziken answered promptly.

“But if that’s the case,” Brock went on. “What about Beautifly?”

“I am an ideas chicken. Implementation is for others.”

Brock chuckled at that, then they looked up at a cheer.

“That… is an impressive Appeal,” May said. “That’s Surf, right?”

“I think that’s what it is,” Brock agreed. “The Viking ship shape is impressive, though.”

As they watched, the Coordinator stood on her Lapras – who was Surfing around on a water construct of a longboat, itself balanced on the crest of a breaking wave.

“That’s Solidad, right?” Brock asked, as the wave collapsed and Lapras skated to a sliding halt. “That’s someone to watch out for.”

“Yeah,” May agreed. “Hmmm…”

She frowned. “I wonder how they do judge these. I mean, it can’t be that easy to rank two hundred and seventy performances.”

“I assume they just give each one a score out of ten,” Brock said. “Then they look at the top hundred or so again, now they know what the whole field looks like. They probably also check all the first couple of dozen.”

There was a crunch on the field, as the next Pokémon – a Graveler – accidentally beaned itself in the head with its own Rock Throw.

“Except if they do that,” he added, as Graveler toppled over. “They probably don’t need to check those.”

“It’s a pity,” May agreed. “Sometimes more arms just makes it harder to juggle.”

“Deep,” Lucario said solemnly.


“All right,” Ivysaur said. “Does everyone understand the rules?”

The assembled Pokémon of the Oak Ranch nodded or otherwise confirmed that they did.

“Good,” he added. “Now, the first round has you trying to show off – you want to demonstrate creativity with your moves, not raw destructive power.”

The shiny Raikou raised a paw.

“Where?” he asked. “Some of us will break the area.”

“Well…” Ivysaur retrieved a map. “Let’s see, now… ah, here we are. That headland over there got designated a move testing area, so that should be fine.”

He checked his list. “The rules are that each Pokémon’s performance is rated out of ten by all the others. We’ll then have Damos calculate the average, and that’s half the score for the tournament.”

“So, who’s first?” asked Houndoom.

“Looks like… Houndour,” Ivysaur answered.

Two of Houndoom’s siblings perked up, then eyed one another.

“Did we forget to designate the identical Pokémon separately?” Ivysaur asked himself, taking the names out of the hat and examining them all. “We did, as well… okay, can the Tauroses, Growlithes, Houndours and any other plural Pokémon present come over here? I need to do some numbering…”


“All right, Masquerain!” Drew said. “Go!”

There was a whoosh of smoke as the seals activated, and Masquerain materialized from his Pokéball.

Drew waved his hand with a flourish. “Bubble!”

Inside the smoke, Masquerain spun around like a top. He inhaled, and fired out a long stream of Bubble attacks – shaping them carefully, so each one took in a little of the smoke even as his wings dissipated it.

Ten seconds after he started, the cloud was gone – and there were dozens of drifting bubbles, each one with a little wisp of the thick grey smoke in it.

The Bug-type flapped his wings, gently influencing the bubbles as they drifted, and then blew another string of bubbles. These were smaller, and more numerous, and formed a circle in the air around the smoke-filled ones from before.

Drew reached up, and one of the smoke bubbles came down to rest on his palm. The rest followed, producing a kind of upside-down pyramid of bubbles, and Masquerain landed on top of them – so delicately that the bubbles trembled but stayed mostly intact.

They stayed poised for three seconds, then Drew closed his hand and the whole bubble assemblage burst at once in a puff of smoke.


“That was interesting,” Dawn said, as Drew left the stage. “I didn’t think about using seals quite like that… maybe we’ll have to try doing that.”

Ambipom waved her left hand-tail, using her right one to pick up some popcorn.

“That’s May’s friend Drew, isn’t it,” Dawn added. “I wonder if he knows they were in different stadiums?”

Piplup shrugged.

“Pachi-rii,” Pachirusu said, pointing as the action in the northern stadium picked up – a Coordinator with a Plusle, using Magnet Rise to fly around at high speed and do a few acrobatic tricks.

“Yeah, that does look interesting,” Dawn agreed. “I wonder if we should try something like that – think you’d be able to do it?”

Pachirisu nodded firmly.

“Hey, Dawn!” Barry called, leaning in the window. “Did you see that cool trick that other trainer you know did? The one where she acted like she was a Magical Girl?”

“Yeah, that was on about… fifteen minutes ago,” Dawn said, checking the time.

Then she looked out at Barry. “…how are you doing that? My bedroom’s upstairs…”

“Dad said I could work with Dragonite again!” Barry said. “But he told me that Dragonite was supposed to use his judgement about not using any attacks that might break something, and I think he told Dragonite as well. So he’s not been using any attacks, but it’s still cool to see how fast a Dragonite can fly!”

He frowned. “Oh, yeah, that’s what I was going to say. Do you think there are any Pokémon that would be able to do an Appeal which was like a super-sentai transformation? Or a giant robot combining, that would be cool as well. I can’t think of any but you’re the Coordinator expert so I thought I’d check in case you had any ideas.”

“Are you standing on Dragonite?” Dawn asked, coming over to the window to look. Sure enough, Palmer’s Dragonite was hovering outside her window.

The Dragon-type gave her a long-suffering look.

“Yeah, it’s a lot easier than you’d think to ride some dragons, I mean dragons like Dragonite don’t really have to flex their muscles to fly because they do it by levitation,” Barry told her. “So it’s really smooth. Anyway, did you have any ideas?”

“Not really,” Dawn answered, frowning. “Apart from Mega Evolutions, but they change the Pokémon instead of the trainer. And… I suppose a Porygon could do it, but I’m not sure you could do that with just one move.”

Barry shrugged. “Okay! I guess I’ll just have to come up with something else to look cool. Maybe I should ask Dad for ideas…”


Several hours later, and thousands of miles away, Serena sat on her bed watching a video on her computer.

She sighed, a little wistfully, at some of the more impressive displays of Coordinator skill. While she wasn’t sure what to do when she finally went out on her own Pokémon journey, the idea of doing Coordinating was an interesting one.

The video ended, and she checked the time – still way too early for lunch – then opened up another one, this one apparently a compilation of mistakes from the Kanto Grand Festival.

Serena watched for a few seconds, then winced. “Ooh…”

Seeing a Graveler hit itself on the head with a rock just looked painful.

There was a rustling, and she looked over at the basket in the corner of the room.

Going along with Mom’s friend’s instructions, they’d set up Blitzle in Serena’s room so the two could get nice and familiar with one another as the Electric-type grew up. He yawned, blinking a bit, then reached over his shoulder and pulled off the blanket he’d worn overnight.

Standing up, he came trotting over to her bed and laid his head next to her lap.

“Good morning,” she said, stroking his mane. “How are you today?”

Blitzle yawned again, then tilted his head a little to look at the computer screen. They watched as a sleekly-groomed Flaafy used Thunderbolt to send bolts flashing into the sky – only to miss slightly with one of them, and send his trainer’s hair standing up in all directions from the charge bleed-over.

“Oh, no!” Serena said, trying not to laugh. “Poor thing…”

She reached down to the side of Blitzle’s muzzle and gave him a quick scratch there, then looked around for the brush.

“Turn a bit?” she asked Blitzle, who complied, and started to brush down his jagged mane to get it properly in shape.

The guides said this helped to make a Blitzle more able to control their electricity, and Serena was all for it – plus, it was something the Electrified Pokémon liked, she’d already found that out.

The next Pokémon on the video came out of their Pokéball several seconds late, and turned out not to be the Pokémon the Coordinator had been asking for in the first place.

Serena couldn’t help but feel sorry for them both – and the Pokémon who had been expecting to take part, too.

“Serena!” Grace called upstairs. “I’m going to meet some friends for lunch – do you want to come?”

“Sure!” Serena replied. “Sorry, Blitzle – see you in a few hours, okay?”

Blitzle nodded, yawning.

“I’ll get you a Poképuff so you don’t get too hungry,” she decided. “Hold on a minute.”

Serena paused long enough to hit pause on the video, then headed downstairs to pick up the Poképuff.

She wondered where they were going to have lunch.


“Octillery!” called Harley. “Make ready!”

His squishy Water-type curled tentacles, then sprang into the air.

“Now, skeet!”

Octillery inhaled, twisting up, then fired – one Water Pulse after another after another, sending dozens of them rising into the air in a kind of giant fountain. A couple of them were too close together, and collided with one another, but the rest of them produced a shimmering display in the air of spherical orbs of water.

For a moment, they hung there. Then the first ones began to fall, and Octillery opened fire.

The first water globe shattered into pieces under the impact of a dozen Bullet Seeds. The second was hit by a high-speed blast of water from an Octazooka, and a moment later the third froze solid on the outside. It creaked as Octillery moved on to hit others with Psybeams and Charge Beams, then the frozen orb exploded as the water pressure inside got too much for it.

Rain fell all around Harley and his Octillery, but not one of the water orbs reached the ground intact.

“Voilà,” he said, bowing, and Octillery did something which was probably a reasonable approximation at bowing.


“It’s interesting how it changes things when Pokémon can use more than one move for the Appeal,” Brock said, considering. “It means it’s much more possible to do combinations like that – where the first round was all about careful planning and husbanding your resources, this second round is where Coordinators get to show off their really impressive routines.”

He glanced sideways. “I’m sure Geodude could use his earthshaping to tell a whole story, especially if he had the help of someone with Fire and Water attacks.”

“Grass as well would be best,” Geodude agreed. “But yeah, I could do the history of the world that way.”

“Maybe we should think about going into Contests more…” the trainer mused.

He shook his head. “Anyway. What about you, Max – any thoughts on which Pokémon you’d use to do this side of things?”

“Hmmm…” Max frowned. “Well, I guess the most versatile Pokémon I have at the moment is Cinder, but that’s probably going to change as Roland picks up more moves. I could have Guy doing a martial arts routine, though – I’m pretty sure he can do some impressive stuff even without a target.”

“Or you could bring a target onto the field with you,” Ash pointed out. “If you had a sack, lots of Liquid Seals and Ice Punch, you could use it to make a punching bag by freezing the water and putting it in the sack.”

“Oh, yeah, that would be cool,” Max said. “I like that idea.”

He frowned. “But then again, Casper has some good Ghost tricks as well – we should do more Mega Banette practice – and there’s a couple of others as well.”

“Too many ideas, huh?” Ash asked. “I know the feeling.”

He nodded towards the arena. “Looks like it’s May’s turn again.”


Without much in the way of preamble, May threw her Pokéball into the air. Then she held her hands out, and the ‘ball burst open with a flash of light.

Skitty dropped out, a shower of pink and purple petals all around her, and landed in May’s hands before jumping out and touching down on the ground – a scarf tied around her tail.

She crossed her eyes, and a Substitute appeared with a flash of smoke. The duplicate eyed her for a moment, then darted forwards and took the scarf.

Skitty whirled, then yowled, and ran after her own duplicate.

They went all over the place in a blur, the blue-and-purple scarf contrasting with the pink-and-yellow colour of Skitty herself, and began doing what was quite close to a dance – and, as they did, Skitty began using attacks.

She started with a Shadow Ball, which the Substitute avoided with a twirl – scarf trailing behind – and then followed up with a bolt of electricity, though the substitute evaded as if it was made of smoke.

A flurry of other attacks followed – Grass Knot, Solar Beam, Mud Bomb, Water Pulse, Blizzard and Hyper Voice – interspersed with closer-in clashes with Iron Tail and Fury Swipes, and the two Skitties at one point running up May and jumping off her outstretched hand.

About twenty hectic seconds later, Skitty pounced and retrieved her scarf. Then she turned and began to run, as the Substitute started chasing her this time.

Instead of using attacks to try to drive off the Substitute, she began using them to get away – using Blizzard to build a series of icy steps, or Hyper Voice to boost herself up into the air. Her path took her around May in a circle, building taller and taller ice pillars to parkour from, until finally the shimmering ice hid her entirely from the view of the audience.

“Return!” May called, the first thing she’d said for the whole battle.

Skitty jumped into the air, doing a somersault, and her tail flashed white with the scarf trailing behind it. It slammed into the ice, and the whole construct crumbled at once.

May caught her out of the air as she fell, icy fragments scattering in all directions, and bowed.


“That’s interesting,” Lucario said. “Both her Appeals so far have made big use of ice. I wonder if she’s going for it as a speciality?”

“I think it’s just the moves which produce constructs,” Pikachu decided. “Those are good for involved Appeals, because they make things which stay for a bit after you stop using the attack. Ground and Rock moves do too, but she doesn’t have a move like that.”


As Jessie walked out onto the arena floor, Meowth scratched his chin.

“Ya know…” he said, frowning. “I was listenin’ to that appeal by May, and it got me thinkin’.”

“That’s always a warning sign,” Lucario noted.

“Yeah, yeah, laugh it up,” Meowth grumbled. “Anyway. Dat move she had her Pokémon use, Return. Kinda funny how it means both the name of a thing ta do and the name of an attack.”

“That is strange, now you mention it,” Ash agreed. “It’s one of the moves you need to actually think through ahead of time – that is, unless your Pokémon can work out which one you mean without making a mistake.”

“That would be a pretty big mistake in an Appeal,” said Ninetales, leaning over the back of Meowth’s seat from the row above them. “Can you imagine it? Right at the climax of the appeal, Skitty just vanishes back into her Pokéball…”

“How would that be scored, though?” Brock asked, frowning. “Do the regulations cover that kind of thing?”

Meowth thought for a moment. “I ain’t got a clue. James?”

James looked away from the glittering scale-trail Dustox was tracing through the arena. “What’s that?”

“How’d dey score it if da Pokémon misunderstood an order,” Meowth summarized.

“Well… that’s a difficult one,” James said. “The examples in the rulebook don’t really answer that question, they all assume the judge should just use their own judgement.”

“That doesn’t sound very fair,” Brock pointed out. “Does it?”

“It is the trainer and Pokémon team making a mistake,” Ninetales noted. “They probably have to allow for how well the routine led up to that point.”

She waved her tails, then stopped as someone behind her complained. “Oops… anyway, Contest judging is all quite a relative thing anyway.”

“I guess it is,” Ash said.

“Are we having a conversation where I can’t understand half of it?” James asked.

Ash tapped on Dexter’s chassis, and James found himself provided with subtitles.

“Is Return the only move that happens to, though…” Brock said, thinking to himself. “Some of them are obviously only moves, like Fire Punch or Gust, but other words can be a bit close to normal verbs. Like Sing – you can sing without using Sing.”

“You’re not likely to accidentally tell a Pokémon to Sing when you mean to just tell them to sing,” Pikachu countered. “I don’t think it counts.”

“What about Mist?” Ninetales said, making them look up at her again. “I launch an attack, it doesn’t hit, Brock says ‘Missed!’”

“That doesn’t sound very realistic,” Brock said. “You don’t miss that often.”

The Fire-type chuckled. “I’m glad you’re so confident in me.”

There was a cheer from the crowd as Dustox used Moonlight, lighting up the scale-dust patterns she’d set up.

“Quick!” Max said. “Attack!”

There was a moment of confusion, then Brock chuckled.

“That’s another one, you’re right,” he said. “There don’t seem to be many of them, but they’re almost kind of sneaky and can catch you by surprise – you give what would normally be just another order, and it goes the opposite way to what you’d expect. And it would mostly happen when it’s not obvious what the right interpretation is – if you told a Pokémon to block an attack when they could also use the move Block, you might lose a battle.”

“But if ya said ta Block – the move, dat is – when there ain’t no attack to block, then it’s obvious,” Meowth said. “I tink you pretty much summed it up dere.”

“I just realized,” James said. “We missed most of Jessie’s Appeal.”

Growlie spoke up, paws landing either side of James’s head as he leaned forwards from his own seat.

“You’d better watch out for a Ponyta on your pillow,” he said, deeply amused.

“But wouldn’t that just-” Ash began.

“We already had dat discussion!”


Meanwhile, in Ecruteak, the Kimono Girls watched their television and enjoyed some cups of well-brewed tea.

“It’s strange, really,” Sakura said, taking a sip. “Watching a Pokémon tournament, in a place we know the Storm’s End’s trainer to be, without anything too ridiculous happening. I suppose it must mean he’s merely spectating.”

“I think so as well,” Sumomo agreed. “Though I admit it would be very impressive if Ash used the Beasts as part of an Appeal.”

They considered that for a moment.

“Yes, I can see how that would be impressive,” Koume mused, rubbing the ruff of her Flareon’s fur as the Fire-type dozed. “But it also seems as though it would… perhaps not show the finesse required on the part of the trainer. For Suicune to merely run fast would be impressive by any normal measure, but would it show a Coordinator’s skill?”

“That’s why he would have to do a proper Appeal,” Sumomo countered. “Perhaps something like the way this girl’s Pidgeot is showing off?”

As they watched, Solidad’s Pidgeot plunged down towards the grass of the arena. The moment before the Flying-type committed to an unrecoverable crash, however, it backflipped and sent a torrent of feathers swirling out like the blast wave from a crash that had not happened.

Flipping back again, the Pidgeot summoned a Double Team and sent it ahead – then had it turn back in again to make a crash-dive, leading the real and fake Pidgeot towards a collision.

Then Pidgeot turned away again, a pulse of aerokinesis sending a second Feather Dance pluming out as if it had just come from an airborne crash.

“I see what you mean,” Koume conceded. “From speed can come simple grace, but also a grace originating from poise and calm.”

“That is correct,” Sumomo said. “But that is but one example. I could also think of tricks such as Suicune climbing a watery staircase she is herself creating, or Entei tracing out patterns with his burning paws – or, indeed, the Storm’s End making good use of his versatile Weather Ball.”

She waved a hand. “And we saw what a Glaceon could do, did we not? May Maple’s Eeveelution is a fine example of the type.”

They listened for long enough to hear the applause – which was enough to suggest that the Coordinator would go through – then Sakura frowned.

“Is there a reason none of us have ever tried Coordinating?” she asked. “For that matter, can you have a Coordination team?”

I think I can tell where this is going, her Espeon told her. I’m perceptive like that.


“Ah…” Tracey said to himself, sketching away. “It’s nice to be able to relax.”

“Is that what it’s called?” Marill asked, bouncing up and down on the sofa next to him. “Looks a lot like art to me.”

“That as well,” Tracey told her, glancing up at the screen and then back down at what he was drawing. “Just doing some sketches for now. I’m seeing if I can do a full sketch of the Pokémon involved in an Appeal by the time it ends – probably not, but it’ll be interesting to see how far I can get.”

Marill leaned over to look at his art, noting the sketched-out Parasect at the top of the page, then stepped back one as she saw that the current Coordinator and their Pokémon – a Machop – were just bowing themselves off.

The next trainer appeared, and Tracey frowned.

“I think I know that guy,” he said, watching as the trainer sent out a Roserade, then got to work sketching. His pencil traced out the basic outline, working half on autopilot – marking the flowers, and the little holes which produced a shower of petals. “Any idea where from?”

Marill shrugged, tail bouncing up and down. “Don’t ask me,” she said. “Can you get a good closeup of his shins? I usually focus on shins.”

Tracey laughed, adjusting the lines on his Roserade picture a little – giving it a sense of movement, to show how the Pokémon on the screen leapt into the air and used a jet of Petal Blizzard to launch herself higher.

“Are you going to colour that one?” Marill asked, tilting her head. “I think it’d look nice in colour.”

“I might,” Tracey replied, quickly erasing a line he’d flubbed and then redrawing it correctly – watching as the Roserade on screen whirled in the middle of a cherry-blossom blizzard. “I think we’re recording this, so I can handle that nicely.”

“Bullet Seed,” the Coordinator called – faintly, to them.

Roserade diverted her Petal Blizzard as she deactivated it, accelerating to a faster spin still, then used a Bullet Seed attack – sending high-speed seeds going all over the place, shredding the petals she’d put in the air a moment before.

Then she landed, red flower up and blue flower down, and a wave of Grassy Terrain spread out from her impact point.

“Nice,” Tracey chuckled. “Hmmm… I think I might adjust this a little, so I do the bit when she’s about to switch between petals and seeds. Or maybe I’ll just do another one on the same piece of paper.”

He put down the somewhat-blunt pencil he’d been using, and picked up another one – then heard a bang from outside.

Scizor leaned in through the window. “Don’t worry, that was a stray rock from Ivysaur’s tournament. Nothing to worry about.”


“Okay, finally,” Aaron said, putting his head in his paws. “We handled Rayquaza, Kyogre, all three of the Legendary Beasts, and both Latias and Latios. We sorted out the problem with the evolution spring. We got Gengar to reveal his true history. And we finally managed to beat that Mewtwo, after about six tries.”

He sat down. “Is there anything left?”

“You did miss about half of the things we did,” Dialga pointed out.

“I’m aware of that,” Aaron countered. “I was trying to simplify things. So, Arceus – what now?”

Well, you have pretty much cleared the whole of the plot I had planned, Arceus told the Riolu Aura Guardian, along with the three Legendary Dragons around him. And the post-game content.

“I’d noticed,” Aaron noted. “We’ve run out of places on the map to explore.”

“My ability to walk through walls helped,” Palkia contributed. “That does kind of make a mockery of mazes, though.”

“You’re telling me…” Dialga said. “Is there anywhere we need Giratina to unlock? Because he’s in hock to the Kecleon Brothers after trying to steal their inventory again.”

Fortunately, that’s not going to matter for this, Arceus said. Brace for transfer.

“Does that mean what I think it does?” Aaron asked.

The world dissolved around him.

Probably. I don’t know, I’m not a mind reader.

Arceus’s voice paused for a moment, then came back. Well, not when I’m not using the Mind Plate. But you know what I mean.


Aaron shifted, feeling sand under his side.

Opening his eyes, he found himself on a beach – waves breaking just below his footpaws.

“Huh,” he said, looking down at himself. “Still a Riolu, then.”

Why mess with what works? Arceus asked, rhetorically.

The ancient knight rolled over onto his back, then flipped to his feet with a casual flex of back and tail. “Okay, so-”

He stopped, staring.

“Giratina?”

“Well noticed,” the Ghost-type Legendary said, going temporarily intangible and righting himself before phasing back into reality. “I wonder where we are now.”

Aaron looked around, noticing an oddly shaped headland, then shrugged it off. “Well… the important question is where your brothers are.”

“Good point,” Giratina agreed.

Closing his eyes, Aaron looked around.

“There they are,” he said, opening them again and looking up the cliff. “In retrospect I didn’t need to use Aura sight to find them.”

He cupped a paw by his ear to hear better.

“…kind of cliché,” Palkia said. “I mean, come on. We’re walking along the waterside and we just happen to run into new friends?”

“It’s the plot, though,” Dialga countered. “What’s more likely, that all four of us just happen to be friends for years beforehand?”

Palkia took a step to emphasize his point, and the cliff face collapsed.

Aaron crossed his forearms, summoning up Aura to protect himself, and the landslide divided itself either side of him. Palkia went past on one side, crashing into the water, and then Dialga came dropping very slowly down after him.

“That was not big on dignity,” Palkia mumbled, picking himself out of the surf.

“Dad told us some of the plot,” Dialga contributed. “Basically, we’re going to form a Rescue Team.”

“What, again?” Giratina asked, phasing out of the landslide’s material.

It’s an Exploration Team!

“Same thing, right?”

…yes.

“There’s apparently something new this time,” Dialga said.

He grinned. “Something about a fearsome Wigglytuff.”

“…I’m not scared,” Giratina said, apropos of nothing much. “You’re the Steel-type – you won’t let him beat us up, right?”


AN:


So, some Grand Festivalling, and a look in on a few other characters as they watch TV and stuff.

Also, Palkia talks about Super Mover.






229. Battle Frontier 31


May readied both her Pokémon, watching as her opponent came out of the other door.

It wasn’t someone she remembered facing in the Kanto Grand Festival last time, though she did vaguely remember the other girl being in the Johto Grand Festival somewhere in the other half of the bracket. The clothes looked the same, as did the hair, but the real clue was an interesting case of heterochromia as her portrait went up on the big screen.

There was a cute-looking Buneary in her arms, and she waved a hello as she reached the grass.

“First up in today’s Contest Battles,” the MC said, getting their attention, “is the Hoenn Top Coordinator May, battling the rising star Vivio! It’s a Doubles round, so we should see some interesting teamwork!”

Vivio curtsied, her Buneary scampering up to sit on her shoulder, then took two Pokéballs of her own from a pocket in her dress.

“Begin!” the announcer said.

Vivio’s Pokéballs flew one after the other, bursting in quick succession, and the Note Seals each one was festooned with combined to produce a brief snatch of a musical fanfare.

Out of the bursts dropped two Pokémon – first a Girafarig, and then a Furret who landed on her back.

May’s own Pokéball flashed a second later as Venusaur materialized, then was joined by a small projector which flared and produced Ethan. Without an actual Pokéball for Ethan, Venusaur’s seals had to do all the work, and they produced a flash of fire before dissipating.

“Use Psybeam!” Vivio called, and a light began to build around Girafarig’s horns. Her hooves came up, then struck the ground sharply, and a complicated design drawn in bright purple light bloomed out from the impact point.

The Psybeam itself came a moment later, and Venusaur’s vines flicked out to block. Ethan flowed from his base form into a shield, and deflected the majority of the attack away from her with Light Screen – then the Porygon2 changed shape again, this time into a slim-looking weapon, and fired a Tri Attack back at the other duo.

“Protection!” Furret called, tail swiping across, and a Protect screen appeared with a similar complicated design around the edge. This one was bright green, and Ethan’s Tri Attack was deflected off into the distance.

Venusaur lumbered into a run, vines moving Ethan around at speed to keep changing his angle of attack. That led to Girafarig moving faster as well, and the two pairs of Pokémon exchanged a much faster sequence of attacks – Girafarig constructing elaborate circles with each beam she fired off, making the simple Psybeams and Shadow Balls into elegant displays of control.

For his part, the Furret riding on her back focused on using moves like Defense Curl, or Agility – using Baton Pass to give her the boosts, keeping Girafarig able to focus on attack.

Against most Pokémon, that might have been enough – either to win the battle, or to keep them under too much pressure to think of a proper counteroffensive. But May’s two Pokémon knew what they were doing, and Venusaur kept Ethan moving in a continuous blur through the air as he switched from Tri Attack and Zap Cannon to Light Screen and Protect.

The clash of powerful attacks filled the air, and then Vivio cupped her hands around her mouth.

“Switch!”

Furret jumped from Girafarig’s back at that command, and his fur glowed – then a circle spilled out from his body in luminous orange, drawing one of the odd looping patterns Vivio’s Pokémon seemed to like.

Girafarig cantered up beside him, horns glowing, and one hoof raised ready to use another move – then Furret released what he’d been charging up, a powerful Flamethrower attack which split into four pieces and came at Venusaur from several directions at once.

Venusaur drew her vines back whip-fast, flower glowing as she skidded to a halt and used Petal Dance, and a storm of pink petals thick enough to obscure vision rose up around her. They swirled for a moment, then all flashed brilliant light blue at once as Ethan used Ice Beam and froze the lot.

All four balls of fire from the Flamethrower burst uselessly on the ice-petal shield, and Venusaur picked the whole thing up with her vines and hurled it at her opponents. The unconventional projectile made Girafarig react, striking the ground, and projecting a giant psychic-circle which solidified a moment later into a hemispherical Reflect wall.

Fragments of frozen petal went everywhere, and Girafarig formed a second circle a moment later before using it to focus a burst of psychic energy – blowing the ice away and letting her see Venusaur.

“Bee Orchid!” May said.

“Get her!” Vivio countered.

Furret acted first, a huge circle of pale yellow light blooming out around him before transferring itself to Girafarig. The Psychic/Normal Pokémon glowed in sympathy with the circle, then – augmented by the Helping Hand – stamped her hoof on the ground hard enough to make it crack underneath her.

A brilliant pink glow built up between her horns as she readied a Hyper Beam, more circles of light appearing to guide it towards Venusaur, and the Grass-type target moved both vines behind her – ready to whip them out and block as soon as the attack materialized.

Boo.

A series of holograms and Light Screens unfolded from Ethan’s form, turning his pink-and-blue hard light form into the core of something more like a dragon made of sharp-edged glass, and then a Signal Beam flashed out and hit Girafarig from the side as she tried to redirect her attack.

Venusaur launched a howling storm of petals, and then the bell went and all four combatants froze.


That style of fighting seemed oddly familiar, Dexter stated. But I’m not entirely sure where from.

“I don’t think I’ve seen the dragon thing before!” Max said, jaw a little loose. “When did he learn that?”

“I’ve seen it once,” Brock volunteered. “It came up a week or two ago when Ethan was practising against Ninetales – he used it to make her Fire attacks get kind of lost in the spikiness of the shape. Made all the heat go away, but it’s also very impressive-looking!”


“All right, everyone!” said one of the presenters, after a minute or so of discussion. “We’re sorry about the delay, but things were happening right up to the wire and that was very close! So, based on a-”

“-Remarkable!”

“-performance,” Joy picked up, without missing a beat, “especially with excellent use of Light Screens, May goes through to the next round!”

May breathed a sigh of relief, then shook Vivio’s hand. “Well done, Vivio. I’m sure you’ll do well.”

Vivio beamed, recalling both Pokémon. “Thanks! And I hope you win the whole Festival!”

Smiling, May walked back to the exit – then paused, blinking. “Wait a moment… don’t I know you?”

The Coordinator about to take her place nodded. “Yeah, we had a battle in Hoenn.”

“Peter, that’s right!” May realized. “Well, I’ll be interested to see how you do – if I can make it to the viewing gallery fast enough!”


“Sticky Web!” Peter called, pointing to his Ariados. “Get around his back!”

The Poison-type duly used Sticky Web, throwing one strand out behind Solidad’s Slowbro and pulling hard to tug itself around the opposing Pokémon. Rotating as he did so, Ariados turned towards Slowbro and waited for a moment – just as Peter’s other Pokémon, an Araquanid, rolled to his feet.

“Web now!” Peter ordered.

Both Bug-types fired bursts of web at the same moment, aiming them at Slowbro, and connected with ease – snarling his opponent’s Pokémon up in sticky web which immobilized him.

Before Peter could give his next instruction, however, Solidad’s Pidgeot blurred down from overhead – wings rolling, she used Steel Wing for a moment and delicately sliced away the webbing, meaning that when Slowbro used Psychic a moment later it blew all the web away and freed him.

Solidad nodded slightly, approving of the result.

“Damn it,” Peter groaned, clenching his fist. “She’s got style – so I need to use Spider-Style!”

He pointed. “Okay – Araquanid, use Sticky Web to attach yourself to Ariados! Ariados, use Sticky Web to attach yourself to the floor next to Araquanid!”

The two Bugs did so quickly, firing out cords of webbing which bonded quickly with their targets and tightened into springy cables.

“Araquanid, retract!” Peter went on. “Ariados, jump!”

The two Pokémon began to move towards one another, and a moment later a psychic attack from Slowbro hit where Ariados had been.

“Great, it’s working – now, Ariados, pull!” Peter said. “Araquanid… let go!”

Peter’s order came just as the two Pokémon were about to collide, and as Araquanid was whiplashed around underneath Ariados and about to curve around on top of the Poison-type. The sudden release launched Araquanid into the air at speed, and he took a moment to get a good angle on his target before using Sticky Web again – throwing a tangle of webbing into the air to try and connect to Pidgeot.

“Feathers,” Solidad instructed calmly.

Pidgeot did a roll, wings folding for a moment before opening out again with a powerful movement, and downy feathers came out from under them in a white storm. The webbing hit the cloud before it reached Pidgeot, and her use of Feather Dance meant the actual Sticky Web was all gummed up with feathers before it reached her.

Letting the attack thump into her breast and bounce off, Solidad’s Pidgeot sped up with a single powerful wingbeat – then curled around and used a second storm of feathers on Araquanid himself, getting several of them into his water bubble.

“Hey!” Peter called. “Araquanid – Waterfall!”

By the time he had managed to give the order, however, Pidgeot had swept down past the Bug-type. She took the remaining strand of web in her beak, then rolled her head around and whip-cracked Araquanid down towards Ariados.

The Waterfall attack detonated just as one Bug-type hit the other.


“Ouch,” Max said faintly. “That’s humiliating.”

“That’s Solidad’s speciality,” Brock said. “She looks up your Pokémon and works out tactics you’re likely to use, then turns them against you. It’s kind of impressive to watch…”

He squinted down at her. “Yeah, I think that’s a new hairstyle.”

“Is that why you needed my help to recognize her?” Max asked.

“I hadn’t seen her in years,” Brock defended himself. “I got reminded years before you.”

“Sure…” Max said, dubiously. “Sure you weren’t just thinking about someone else?”

The bell rang, and they both glanced up at the scoreboard.

“Yeah, no contest,” Max said. “Uh, pardon the pun?”

Humans and Pokémon who’d overheard him chuckled.


At the same time, under a near-full moon, a Dragon Tamer cleared her throat.

“All right, Iris,” Denae said. “It’s time for your latest lesson.”

“Great, I think my legs have nearly stopped aching,” Iris said ruefully. “What’s it this time?”

“Well,” Denae smiled. “You have a choice for this one, which is what part of the lesson you do first.”

She held out both her fists, clenched, and Iris looked at them for a moment before tapping one.

Denae opened it, revealing a small medallion with a dragon’s claw on it.

“Your first lesson is of the land,” she informed her pupil. “Send out your Fraxure.”

Iris did so, and the Dragon-type looked at them both – as curious as his trainer.

“Today, we are learning dragon riding,” Denae said. “This will not be a simple lesson, nor a short one – it will take a long time – but today is when you begin to learn what it is to ride on dragonback.”

She indicated Fraxure. “First. What challenges do you think might come from riding him?”

“Well, he’s quite short – I mean compared to other Dragon types like Dragonite,” Iris clarified. “And that might make it hard for him to carry me – just because of leverage problems.”

“Good,” Denae nodded. “There are several others, though. One of them is that Fraxure doesn’t have any good places you can hold onto them, not if they’re going to be climbing using their arms. The tusks are too sharp, and they’re weapons as well.”

She reached into a bag by her side, and produced a harness – a complicated thing made of several straps and metal buckles. “This is what we’re going to be dealing with for now – while you’re not going to be riding Fraxure for most of the training, he is the Pokémon you have who could be used to ride in an emergency and so we’re going to make sure you could if you had to.”

“This is going to be painful, isn’t it?” Iris asked.

“Of course it is,” Denae confirmed. “By the time this course is done you will know at least the basics of riding all dragons – including those of the land, the sky, and the sea.”

“The sea?” Iris repeated, blinking. “Like… Kingdra? Dragalge?”

“Exactly,” Denae said. “That is the advanced course. But for now – see if you can put this harness on Fraxure.”


“Okay, so I think I understand one of the reasons they like Coordinators to have diverse teams,” Ash said, frowning. “It’s because – like Pokémon Leagues – they have to do the later stages focused together on the same day, so the same Pokémon on the front lines several times in a row could get tired.”

“Which is one reason why someone with only one or two Pokémon has trouble in Contests sometimes,” Max realized. “And… actually, is it possible to enter a Pokémon League with fewer than six Pokémon?”

“Yeah,” Ash replied. “You can. It just means you lose if you run out of Pokémon in a given battle.”

“Huh,” Max frowned. “I guess that’s good to know, just in case it comes up.”

He smiled down at Arc, who had his paws on the back of the seat in front and was watching the previous Coordinators leaving the pitch. “Not that it’s likely to.”

After a moment, he frowned. “How do you know, Ash? Did you forget half your team?”

“No, there was a guy in Unova,” Ash replied. “He didn’t know you could bring six Pokémon, or he’d lost count or something, so he had only five.”

Ash shrugged. “He was a pretty good fight, though – his Lucario was insane, and he had a strong Hydreigon as well.”

“I’m interested in a really big rematch,” Pikachu said to himself. “I’ve got some ideas of how to deal with Copycat, too-”

“There’s May,” Brock said, pointing her out to them. “Wonder what her opponent’s going to use…”


May’s Wartortle was the first to come out of her Pokéball, appearing in a fwoosh as water came bursting out of the Splash Seal. She gestured, and the water caught her on a little platform before dropping to the floor as she came down to land.

Opposite her, a flash of fire and smoke heralded the arrival of her opponent. It hid the other Pokémon for a moment, and then a spark drew a ring of fire and a Delphox dropped through it out of the smoke.

Wartortle stared for a moment.

“…a witch?” she asked herself, softly.

“Delphox, attack!” called May’s opponent.

Wartortle swept her hand up, forming a shield out of water to block the Mystical Fire attack that came first, then used Surf to produce more water and give herself greater leeway. Waving both hands, she structured it into a dome shape – then got hit by a Future Sight attack, which sent her flying into the air.

Before she could land, Delphox fired a Psyshock attack at her. Wartortle countered with another watery defensive screen, this one thicker than the last, and landed with her arms crossed as water splattered down all around her.

“Is something wrong?” May asked, quietly.

“I’ve got too many ideas!” Wartortle replied. “Do you have any idea how many witches there are-”

She was cut off by a complex little wiggle from the twig Delphox was wielding, and a green glow lighting up on the tip.

Wartortle inhaled, waving her arms so the water rose up around her, then brought it all together and fired an Ice Beam at the same moment.

There was a flash of green and blue light as Delphox fired her attack, and Wartortle’s quickly-crafted ice defence captured the Solarbeam inside it and radiated it out again as an omnidirectional glow.

“I think I’m going to end up being called Snow May if this keeps up,” May muttered.

Jumping to the top of the ice construct, Wartortle clapped her hands together sharply. The frozen water trembled, then melted again, and went in all directions for a moment before forming six orbs that floated all around Wartortle.

“Lightning Bolt!” Delphox called, flourishing her wand again, and a bolt of electricity came crackling forth at her command. Wartortle gestured, and the nearest globe interposed itself – turning to ice instantly as soon as it was in the right place, and making the bolt blow a few chips off but otherwise not damaging it.

“Delphox, use Mystical Fire!” the other Coordinator said. “Meteor Swarm!”

Flames danced around Delphox’ paws, and she waved her wand three times around her head. The spark on the tip drew a wide circle of flame, and then she exhaled through it – producing a shower of dozens or hundreds of fireballs which curved to come raining down on Wartortle.

Seeing the attack coming, Wartortle acted quickly. She brought the other five orbs of supercooled water together, flattening them out into an umbrella, then used Hydro Pump to get more and more water to feed into her defensive shield.


“That looks kind of odd,” Brock said. “I mean, it’s really impressive, but still odd. I’d have expected Manaphy to be the one to do this kind of hydrokinesis.”

“What about the bit where she made water that can turn into ice?” James asked.

“No, that’s pretty normal,” Brock replied. “That’s like that move Rime.”

The firestorm came to an end, and Wartortle’s dome collapsed down in all directions – revealing her standing there, panting slightly, before she rallied and took her stance.

“Zap her!” called the opposing Coordinator, and Delphox flourished her wand. Then, before she could fire off the move, a wave of water came bursting out of the grass and hit Delphox in the side – bowling her over.

“Huh?” James asked, confused.


“What was that?!” Delphox demanded, flicking her wand and producing a wave of flame which dried off her fur in a moment – sending steam hissing off her. “What did you do?”

She pointed her wand at Wartortle, then spotted a second wave coming out of the corner of her eye and had to turn and punch a hole in it.

Whirling, Delphox worked up a Solarbeam – only for another wave to surge up in front of Wartortle, blocking the attack before splashing back to the ground.

That drew Delphox to look down, and she saw that her paws were standing on the only dry land in the whole stadium – everywhere else was waterlogged from all the water Wartortle had summoned during their battle.

“Lightning-” she began, preparing a spell, then got hit from behind by a wave.

Wartortle posed. “I am Wartortle!”

Then all the water in the arena landed on Delphox at once.


“That was odd,” May said, a minute or so later. “Nice idea with the waves.”

“Thank you,” Wartortle replied, as they walked back up the tunnel. “I spent ages trying to work out what witch to treat her as, but then I decided I wouldn’t let a need to make a convenient power reference define her.”

“Don’t you mean define you?” May checked.

“I am a Wartortle,” her Pokémon replied. “I think it’s union rules or something.”


“I’m… not entirely sure how to react to this,” Dawn said, as Ambipom and Buneary bounced ping-pong balls back and forth.

It was obvious that Buneary was coming off second best. Every few seconds one of the white plastic balls hit her in the forehead, or the paws, or she had to use her ears to block one instead of hitting it back.

Ambipom jumped to one side, hand-tails swinging, and hit two balls at once. One of them pinged off the wall, the floor, and the skirting board, then hit Buneary in the back of the head and made her fall forwards with a yelp.

The other one bounced from ceiling to lampshade to window, passed just over where her head now was, caromed off Piplup and hit the TV remote.

“Whoa!” Dawn yelped, as the channel changed, and saw a few seconds of some strange black-and-white art film involving two mimes and three Smeargle before changing the channel back to the Kanto Grand Festival.

“No more black belt ping pong indoors,” she told Ambipom firmly.

Ambipom nodded earnestly.

“Or brown belt,” Dawn added. “Or any belt above… blue.”

She looked up, and smiled. “Looks like it’s Jessie’s battle round anyway, I’d like to watch that.”

Pachirisu jumped down to land in her lap, and offered a half-full bag of peanuts.

“Thanks,” Dawn said, taking one. “Huh, isn’t that the guy who dressed as May once?”


“Go!” Harley called, throwing out his Pokéball. “Wigglytuff!”

Wigglytuff landed on his head, bounced with an audible boiing, and landed on his feet before taking a ready stance.

Jessie replied by sending out Audino, who appeared in a cloud of smoke.

When the smoke faded, it revealed he was wearing a jaunty chef’s hat.

“…huh?” Harley asked, startled, then pointed at his opponents with a flourish. “Do you insult me, madam?”

In reply, Jessie adjusted a brooch making up part of her outfit – and the brooch began to glow.

Audino swept off his hat, sketching a bow, and then put it back on – this time the other way around, revealing the glittering stone on it.

Then, with an iridescent corona of light, Audino Mega-Evolved. A flared coat appeared as his body went white, feelers and tail expanded, and his ears raised up around the edges of the hat as the stone dissolved.

“Ino!” Mega Audino announced, striking a pose, then adjusted his position a little and used Fire Blast.

The attack hit the grass about halfway between the two Pokémon, and blew a nearly-circular circle of flames into the grass.

“Wigglytuff, Stockpile,” Harley instructed, and Wigglytuff began to inhale and inflate himself.

Mega Audino examined the result for a moment, then used Fire Blast a second time. The area glowed brighter as he hit it for a second time, then he had to duck out of the way as Wigglytuff used Hyper Voice and sent a wave of sound across half the arena.

Shaking his head, Mega Audino took a step back – back onto the most verdant section of the grass covering the arena.

Then he made a funny little wiggling motion with his hand, and a vine lashed out across the arena to grab onto the startled Wigglytuff.

“Huh?” Harley asked, startled, and the vine glowed – making Wigglytuff yawn as it did. Then it reeled Wigglytuff in, dropping him halfway across the flaming cauldron, and the Normal-type hit with a shout of surprise as the heat woke him up again.

Wigglytuff’s inflated body was resistant to most kinds of attack, at least compared to normal, so he just rolled over in the flames a few times before skidding to a halt – looking up with a scowl at Mega Audino and clenching his fists.

Mega Audino got a running start, then jumped out over the cauldron as well. As he reached the middle, he fired a Water Pulse downwards – creating a single spot in the centre which was of a perfectly comfortable temperature.

“Gravity!” Jessie said. “Now, Wok him!”


Max glanced at Ash. “Did she say-”

The altered gravity field sprang up, forcing Mega Audino downwards at high speed. He impacted with a crash, using a Focus Punch enhanced by the impact, and the blow forced much of the arena downwards into a kind of shallow dish.

Wigglytuff used Hyper Voice again and hit Mega Audino head-on with a cloud of hot mud and air. That made Jessie’s Pokémon take a step back, then the Mega-Evolved Pokémon made the same funny little gesture and mud fountained up to hit Wigglytuff and make him stagger backwards.

“…hold on,” Brock said. “I think I see what’s going on…”


Jumping back into the air with another use of Gravity – going up, this time – Mega Audino landed on the edge of the depression. Then he inhaled, looking like he was about to use Hyper Voice – except that what came out was a wave of water.

“And that’s a Surf now!” Joy said, interested. “We have to admit we’re not sure where this is going, but it’s certainly a diverse battle style!”

The wave of water splashed down into the depression with a long hiss, and a cloud of steam filled the area. As it did, Wigglytuff floated to the surface with an aggrieved expression before targeting in for another Hyper Voice.

Mega Audino began to run around the edge of his newly-created depression, using the same odd gesture again – this time producing vines, which fell into the water and stayed there. Hyper Voice attacks burst around him, two connecting, but he kept going without paying much attention.

“That’s it!” Harley said. “Spit Up!”

“Now!” Jessie called, interrupting him.

Mega Audino turned back to the water, and used Fire Blast. The flaming attack punched through the relatively thin layer of water and exploded, heating up the whole of the dish-shaped arena to a temperature it started bubbling and steaming. The vines fell everywhere, including several which draped themselves all over a surprised Wigglytuff, and his Spit Up attack blew up in his face.

Bits of vine rained down across the battle area, and Mega Audino produced a small spoon from under his chef’s hat. He took a sip of the water, shook his hand back and forth, then bowed just as the time ran out.


“…what?” Harley asked.

Wigglytuff rolled over onto his back, vines slithering off him, and groaned.

“What!?” Harley demanded. “What was that? This is supposed to be a Contest, not a cooking show!”

He pointed at Jessie with a flourish. “I demand satisfaction!”

“Calm down, please,” Nurse Joy requested. “We’ve already made our decision, which was quite easy, and it is Jessie who will be going on to the next round.”

“Easy?” Harley said, then shook his head. “No! I accept the verdict, but I refuse the insult!”

Wigglytuff said something rather more coherent, and Harley recalled him. Turning with bad grace, he flounced off the field.


“Dat was kinda impressive,” Meowth observed.

“I know,” James agreed. “I didn’t know you could flounce in a Cacturne costume.”

“No, I meant-” Meowth began, then shook his head. “Never mind.”

“Now I’m going to have to try,” James added. “We’d better get some fabric.”


Under a half-moon sky, Fraxure’s claws dug into a soft rock face.

He grunted, straining hard, and Iris adjusted her position so he didn’t have too much trouble with the leverage.

“Nearly there,” she said.

Fraxure nodded, chirruping to her, then hauled himself the rest of the way up the sixty-degree slope.

He lay down long enough for Iris to get off, then rolled onto his back and panted hard.

“Not bad,” said Denae, nodding to herself. “You two were really starting to get some speed up in the middle there. Endurance is still a problem, though.”

“You made us climb another mountain,” Iris pointed out. “And really, the fact I’m getting used to that is worrying.”

Denae shrugged.

“Anyway,” she resumed. “This next Pokémon is not one of mine – he’s borrowed from Drayden.”

She sent out a large, burly-looking Salamence, who looked her over in the dim light of the moon and snorted.

“This is the full equipment,” Denae went on, putting a bag on the floor. “It’s a lightweight flight harness, so it only weighs a few pounds. Look it over and make sure you understand both it and the accessories.”

Iris glanced down at the harness, then turned back to Fraxure. Unclipping his harness, she rolled it up and clipped it into a tight bundle before returning the tired Dragon-type.

“Good,” Denae said.

“Another test?” Iris asked, irked.

“Everything is,” Denae answered. “The difference is what it means to fail. Now, Salamence.”

Iris inspected the contents of the bag, working partly by feel in the dim light, then found something that felt small and round. Bringing it out, she gave it a look.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Navigation light,” Denae told her. “There’s three of them. You’ll want to put the red one on his left wing, the green on his right wing and the white on his tail. It’s regulations, and dragon riders can ignore them if it’s important – but it’s also common sense to show lights at night.”

Iris nodded along, feeling around the light, then found the switch and nearly dropped it as bright white light hit her dark-adapted eyes. “Ack!”

Blinking hard and rubbing one eye, shaking her head, she looked away for several seconds to give her eyes time to adjust. Then she put the white light down on a nearby rock, and began using it to go through the rest of the harness.

“So this section goes around his neck,” she said, then moved to a different part. “And these are the wing holes, because they’ve got so much play in them.”

“You’re correct,” Danae agreed. “And those are the clips you use to hold yourself on, which is another way to tell which side is the top.”

“All right, Salamence,” Iris said, slowly. “Let’s see about doing this, then.”

She had him step into the loops of the harness, one after another, then clipped it tight and pulled to make sure they wouldn’t come loose. The lights went on his wings and tail, and a few minutes later she was sitting on dragonback and looking across at Denae.

“Good,” Denae allowed. “We can work on speed later.”

She nodded to Salamence. “Give her a show.”

“Wait, what?” Iris asked, then the big blue Dragon-type took off with a wham of wings and a dancing pattern of navigation lights.

A shout of surprise dopplered off into the distance.


“Hmmm…” May mused, brushing Skitty and tapping one foot.

What are you thinking about? Grumpig asked.

“Just who to use next, really,” May replied. “Ethan, Venusaur, Skitty, Glaceon and Wartortle have had their turns, but that still leaves seven Pokémon – and with one single and two doubles left…”

I see, Grumpig agreed. Even in the best case, you cannot have all your Pokémon participate.

He shrugged. I think what matters is that you choose who you think would work best, May. We are not going to think less of you, no matter your choice.

“Thanks,” May smiled.

“I will,” Skitty said quickly.

“You’ve already had your turn, sssh,” May chuckled. “Okay, let’s see…”

She counted on her fingers. “Blaziken, Beautifly, Manaphy, Joltik, Grumpig, Altaria and Munchlax. Well, I think Manaphy and Joltik have been getting on pretty well together, so that’s one option that might be best to keep to a Doubles match…”

A thought came to her, and she chuckled.

“What is it?” Blaziken asked.

“Oh, I just realized,” May replied. “Solidad likes to get lots of information on her opponents and out-plan them. But I don’t think she even knows Joltik exists.”

“That is quite an easy thing to miss,” Joltik agreed. “My small size makes me hard to identify visually at the best of times, which can often be a tactical advantage.”

She buzzed, the sound a little like a Jacob’s Ladder. “Is your predilection for sharing Contest participation around your team known?”

“I… hold on,” May said, opening up Ethan. “What’s a predilection?”

Reading off the definition, she nodded. “Right. That. And… I guess it might be.”

“Then it might be possible to convince Solidad to take the wrong Pokémon,” Joltik said.

“Hmmm…” May frowned, thinking about it. “Well, most of my Ice using Pokémon have already had their turn…”


“All right, you’re next,” Ivysaur said, giving a nod to Muk.

The Poison-type rolled forwards, taking position on the scarred platform.

“Hmm…” Ivysaur mused. “We’re going to need to get a new one.”

“A new what, what?” Noctowl asked.

“Platform,” Ivysaur answered. “This one’s getting badly beaten up, and I don’t think Muk’s going to do it any favours.”

Muk shifted, bubbling like a puddle of tar, then his mouth appeared facing straight up. There was a pause as he inhaled, then he used Flamethrower, Sludge Wave, Flamethrower, Sludge Wave and Flamethrower, producing a five-tiered fountain of hissing and burning chemical gunk.

“Hm, not bad…” Ivysaur decided, nodding to himself. “I mean, it’s probably quite dangerous to be exposed to for long periods of time, but water’s also dangerous if you inhale too much of it.”

“I don’t think that’s quite how it works,” Noctowl said. “Bally silly of you, really.”

Ivysaur shrugged. “I’m not the only Pokémon who gets a vote,” he pointed out. “All right, Muk, time’s up!”

Muk stopped, and droplets of half-burned sludge dropped all over the place. The Sludge Pokémon rolled over some of them, eating them absently, and left the arena.

“See what I mean?” Ivysaur asked. “Okay, I think it’s time to deal with this. Tyranitar?”

The big Rock-type stamped his foot twice, and the ground broke up as a localized Earthquake hit. Then he slammed his tail down, and a sheet of rock slid out to cover the area.

“Thank you, Tyranitar,” Ivysaur said courteously. “Let’s see… next up is Entei.”

“He had to leave,” Houndoom reported. “Apparently there’s a dangerous flood over by Celadon.”

“How can Entei help with a flood – no, never mind,” Ivysaur decided. “I’m sure the answer’s going to be outrageously excessive.”

“He’s going to evaporate the flood,” Houndoom confirmed.

“That’s going to mean it rains back,” Totodile supplied. “Does he know that?”

“I think he plans on being out of the area,” Ivysaur judged. “Okay, no Entei… that means it’s Goodra’s turn.”

Goodra walked out, and used Rain Dance.

They stared.

“…that’s not how Rain Dance normally works,” Houndoom managed. “What is it?”

“It’s a breakdancing dragon,” Ivysaur replied. “Can’t you tell?”

“Of course, how could I be so foolish,” Houndoom sighed. “I thought you were the sensible one?”

“This is sensible,” Ivysaur said. “He’s not using Dragon Pulse to fire out giant laser beams, and it’s quite a deft demonstration of an unusual interpretation of a move. I’m not sure how well it’s going to do compared to Pidgeot’s display of glass sculpture, but it’ll probably do quite well.”

Ivysaur got up, stretching. “That reminds me, can you take over for a bit? I need to go and pick up the score forms.”

“How is it being scored?” Houndoom said. “Sorry, I wasn’t paying attention…”

“Well, it’d be a bit hard for everyone to rate all the appeals,” Ivysaur said. “So each score sheet has about twenty head-to-head comparisons, picked randomly. Pokémon say which they think is best from those two head-to-head comparisons, and that lets Damos generate the final ranking.”

He shook his head. “One downside is that we’re also going to need about fifty pencils.”

Goodra walked off, and Mawile took his place.

“Oh, hold on, I think I’d like to watch this,” Ivysaur went on.

Mawile crouched, then used Flamethrower.

They watched her path through the sky, which looked a little like a treble clef, then winced as she hit the ground with a whang.

“I’m okay!” she said, brightly. “I remembered to use Iron Defence!”

Shaking her head, the Steel-type prised herself out of her Mawile-shaped crater. “Sorry!” she said, waving. “I’ll try again!”


Meanwhile, somewhere else entirely, a dragon was very thoroughly stuck.

“RRRgh!” Dialga groaned, fins stuck firmly against the side of the Exploration Base corridors. “This is ridiculous!”

“Try retracting them,” Aaron suggested, standing on Dialga’s back, and prodded one fin experimentally.

“It is retracted!” Dialga countered. “This place is not built for Pokémon my size!”

“Which is a bit odd,” Aaron agreed. “You’re big, but not that big. How do you not even fit in a corridor when we saw a Wailord coming out of here two minutes ago?”

He hopped off Dialga’s back, then took a stance.

“You might want to get ready,” he added, blue aura rising up around his paws and little wisps of it curling off like steam. “This is going to sting.”

“Wait, what are you doing?” Dialga asked.

Then Aaron hit him with a Force Palm.

The impact jarred Dialga loose, at the cost of several bits of the overhead roof material, and he flopped into their bed chamber with a muffled ow.

“There,” Aaron said, nodding to himself. “Okay, that’s you, now it’s Giratina’s turn.”

“At least he’s going to have as much trouble as me,” Dialga muttered, rolling upright and making the floor tremble.

Then Giratina phased through the wall.

Dialga stared, then raised one massive paw and hit his forehead with a kerrrunnnng. “I hate you so much right now…”

“Why?” Giratina asked, nodding. “It’s him you should be mad at.”

Dialga followed the direction of his nod, then his jaw dropped as Palkia walked easily through the low corridor – the corridor itself warping around him and becoming much larger, then shrinking back to normal size once he was past.

“…why didn’t you do that for me?” Dialga demanded.

“I was finishing dessert,” Palkia answered. “So, any news on what the first mission is?”

“Not yet,” Aaron replied. “Though I have to admit, I don’t think much of these guild bylaws…”

Plot reasons, Arceus informed them.

“That’s your excuse for everything.”

At least I’m letting you all go on missions at once even though three of you are gigantic Legendary Pokémon, Arceus defended himself. Partly because otherwise you’d probably wreck and/or eat the guild base.

“I still say it was a dirty trick to put a Normal and Fairy type in charge,” Giratina said very quietly.

You know very well that’s the only reason you didn’t challenge him to a duel.


AN:


More Contesting, because Contest.

Also, a few things that weren’t Contest. But hopefully still interesting






230. Battle Frontier 32


“Okay, so… there’s just eight matches left,” Ash said. “Four quarter finals, two semi finals, a third-fourth playoff and the final.”

He frowned. “It’s actually kind of funny, now I think about it, that the last three rounds have as many matches in as the one round before it.”

“Actually, that’s just maths,” Max said. “If there’s a third-fourth playoff, then each of the rounds before the last one always has as many matches as all the ones after it.”

“Huh,” Ash mused. “I guess I can’t argue with Maths.”

“Largely because it would be like bringing a feather duster to a Legendary battle,” Pikachu said, then frowned. “Wait, hold on, this is Ash, I’m rethinking that.”

“Hey!”

“That was actually a compliment, if you look at it one way,” Lucario pointed out. “Oh, it looks like it’s May’s turn again.”


“Please give a warm welcome to May and Gary, the first two quarter-finalists!” Nurse Joy said.

May blinked, doing a double-take, then realized this Gary wasn’t Ash’s friend Gary.

In hindsight, it was pretty obvious that there had to be more than one Gary. This one was wearing an odd costume, one which consisted of a dark red-grey cloak with a long scarf.

“Sandslash!” Gary called, throwing his Pokéball, and Sandslash appeared with a whoosh of smoke. May threw her own Pokéball at almost the same moment, and a three-note chord announced Altaria’s emergence onto the battlefield.

Sandslash landed with a puff of sand around her feet, and waved a hand twice around her head as more sand seemed to pour out from between her spines. She let it gather around her, swirling into a denser and denser cloud, then sent it blasting up towards Altaria.

The Dragon-type dove, avoiding the first blast of the attack, but the sandcloud came after him – curling, and clearly being directed deliberately by Sandslash as she moved her arms purposefully.

Sand closed in on Altaria, tendrils separating from the main mass and moving faster to cut him off. Then his wings glowed as he used Safeguard, and a moment after that he began to sing.

The first aching note of Perish Song echoed through the air, making the sand vibrate with resonance, and disrupted Sandslash’s control for a moment. Altaria broke off, fired a Dragon Pulse at the disrupted sand, then got through before Sandslash could resume control.

“An interesting escape trick!” Nurse Joy said approvingly. “Though it’s a bit discordant.”

Altaria didn’t stop at that, either, powering for the sky as Sandslash built up more sand before sending it up in a half-dozen densely packed balls. They caught up to the dragon as Altaria had to slow from approaching the top of the stadium, and he did a backflip before using Hyper Voice and smashing one into fragments.

The other five split as well, and all six became a globe of sand which closed in on Altaria from all directions. Green light shone from within the closing sphere, which seemed to hesitate, and then stopped shrinking.

A kind of resonant hum came from inside the sphere, as Altaria sang inside. The musical voice of the Dragon-type started low, but built up and became more and more powerful – making sand cascade away from the sphere, revealing that it was now made of glass.

The glass began to shake as Altaria found the resonant frequency, and Sandslash coated it in more sand to damp the vibrations. Then a golden light flashed inside, and the song abruptly intensified – and the glass shattered.

Mega Altaria flew out, diving hard for the arena floor before pulling out at the last moment, and there was something different about his Singing – more ethereal, lighter, even otherworldly in a strange way that was hard to define. Sandslash sent up a reserve sand dune, and Mega Altaria swept it aside with his wing – then winced, the sound of his voice faltering.

“Watch out,” May called. “Dragon Dance!”

Her Fairy-type listened, and accelerated through the air – glittering blue-and-red light trailing from his wings, as his song got louder and more insistent. Sparks built up in his pearly-opalescent clouds, getting denser and brighter as the audience watched, and then Sandslash was ready to try something really big.

The whole arena floor seemed to surge up. This time the sand formed a shape, a giant construct in the shape of a Sandshrew, and it reached up to try and snatch Mega Altaria out of the air.

Mega Altaria replied by turning back along his own path, and used Hyper Voice. The sparks of power he’d been building up came blasting out as a single wave, and smashed into the giant Sandshrew – sending sand cascading in all directions, but not really weakening the construct.

May looked up at the scoreboard, and frowned. Mega Altaria was doing okay, but the fine sand control being managed by Sandslash was really helping Gary’s points – she’d have to do a quick rethink.


“Fly inside it!”

Mega Altaria did a double-take, and nearly got clipped by the great big tail of the sand construct as it somersaulted forwards.

“Yes, seriously!” his trainer agreed, nodding a confirmation, and Mega Altaria nodded a little dubiously.

Wings glittering, he resumed his song, and waited until there was a chance – then dove into the mouth of the sand construct.

It didn’t have a throat, not really, and it was mostly the momentum of his Aerial Ace and the protection of his Fairy-typed Safeguard which kept him from being stalled.

Once inside, trapped in a little bubble of air with sand on all sides, he hesitated – then realized.

When he’d used Hyper Voice before, most of the force had bounced off the hard-packed sand of the construct – but in here, that was simply not possible.

He inhaled.


“Whoa!” Max gasped, as the Sandshrew construct exploded in a plume of sound and glittering light.

Mega Altaria hovered there, exactly where he’d been before he shouted, then rose a little way into the air as Sandslash regained control over her sand. His voice got louder and stronger and richer, rising to a triumphant crescendo-

-and the bell rang.


“You guys just ain’t capable of a quick battle, are ya?” Meowth asked. “It’s always gotta be right down to da wire, close match, nearly a defeat, an’ all dat nonsense.”

He scratched his chin. “Granted, it’s probably ‘cause of how many times it happened to us lot in da past…”

“Maybe it’s partly because it’s not really very impressive if you beat your opponent in ten seconds,” Ash mused. “I mean, I pretty much got told off for incinerating Harley’s Cacturne, even though that was an accident.”

“That doesn’t count, you were told off by Harley.”

“Heh,” Meowth chuckled. “Maybe dat’s why. ‘cause nothin’ around you guys is simple.”

Pikachu raised a paw. “Except-”

“I have a question,” Lucario interrupted, nodding to Meowth. “You learned to speak human, correct?”

“It ain’t like I was born knowin’ how ta do dis,” Meowth answered.

“Right. But what I was wondering is – you learned how to speak the human language, but you didn’t learn how not to have that accent?”

“What accent?”

As Lucario was about to reply, the score came up on the board – showing that the trick Mega Altaria had pulled had, indeed, won him the match.

“That sand trick was pretty cool,” Brock mused. “I wonder if Flygon can learn something like it – it’d be a good way to attack while using Dig.”

“That’s a good point,” Geodude agreed. “It’s a little like my own rockcrafting, but not quite the same. And – I wonder if Flygon could use it to block Ice attacks? Those are his biggest weakness.”

“Hm, but if he got attacked from behind then it’d be a large chunk of frozen sand hitting his back…” Brock said. “No, wait, that’s still better than an Ice Beam. Sounds good to me.”


You have one new message.

May frowned, and fished Ethan’s core out of her pocket. “What is it?”

It’s from Drew. He suggests that Glaceon might want to watch this next one.

May’s Ice-type duly emerged from her Pokéball, landing poised on the waiting room floor. “I wonder why… oh, wait, of course!”

She glanced back. “Are you going to need me for the remaining matches?”

“Don’t think so,” May answered.

“Good,” Glaceon said. “I’ll be up in the stands.”

She loped over to the door, reared up, and turned the knob with one paw before vanishing down the hallway.


“The tricky thing is going to be getting the balance right. If Flygon uses too much sand he won’t be able to see where he’s going, and there’s only so much he can carry – but the denser a shield is…”

“…the closer in it has to be,” Brock answered. “And if a Pokémon uses a really strong attack they might get through the shield, so it’s probably helpful for it to be a bit unclear where Flygon is.”

He thought about it. “But you don’t need as much sand if you can get it right in the way of an enemy attack. Doesn’t Detect give you the ability to sense danger, kind of?”

“That sounds like it might work.”

“You’re all as bad as each other at dis kind of thing,” Meowth chuckled, and then a blue blur went past him. “Huh?”

Glaceon jumped onto one of the clear seats, parking herself in it and looking down into the field.

“Nice to see you,” Max said. “How come you’re up here – I thought May went through?”

“I did check,” Glaceon replied.

A flash-bang of smoke reminded them that the Coordinators for the next Contest Battle were already on the field, and a Monferno appeared out of the smoke with a crackle of flames.

Then a swirl of petals burst out on the other end of the field, and Drew’s Leafeon emerged from it.

“Go Mom!” Glaceon announced, tail flicking from side to side.


“Gold banded cudgel formation, Kong!” called Drew’s opponent, and the Monferno crouched – then somersaulted forwards, flame developing around his forearms.

He landed just on the far side of Leafeon, and swept his arms around as if wielding an invisible staff. Leafeon dodged away, calling up petals to hide her form, but when the position of the invisible staff intersected her petal shield it burst into flame and vanished.

Leafeon’s tail flicked across, and Magical Leaves began to gather themselves around her. Instead of flashing across to attack in a single burst, however, the multicoloured leaves just built up and built up – Leafeon refusing to use them, even as Kong followed her and continued laying about her with what was either an actual invisible staff or a very well controlled Heat Wave attack.

“Five seconds!” Drew called. “Four – now!”

Ready for Drew to change his mind, Leafeon turned as soon as he gave the order. Her Magical Leaf swarm trembled for a moment, then came barraging in on Kong all at once.

“Intelligent Stone Monkey formation!” Wu ordered, and his Monferno rolled into a ball before using Protect – scattering the leaves in all directions, not letting any of them actually reach him.

Leafeon’s paws glowed green as she ran, using the time Kong was protecting himself to set something else up. She used Grassy Terrain, making the grass grow taller and fresher, and by the time Kong was ready to attack again Leafeon had disappeared into the thick grass.

Flowers joined the grass, growing visibly, and their petals opened to send Sweet Scent into the air – producing a beautiful recreation of a springtime meadow.

Crouching, Kong jumped – getting high into the air, at least halfway to the top of the stadium, and identified where his target was from overhead. He did a mid-air somersault, flames coiling around his arms and legs to steer a little, then raised his hands as if grasping a giant staff again.

“Overhead!” Drew called. “Cottonwood!”

Leafeon’s tail flicked across, and a Petal Blizzard erupted from nowhere. It swept up all the seeds, pollen and everything else flammable – hitting Kong with a diffuse cloud of flammable material suspended in air.

The resultant explosion was quite impressive.

A moment later, Kong emerged from it, landing with a roll to absorb some of the momentum, and lashed out with a Blaze Kick – only to find his target missing entirely.

There was a flicker of movement, and Leafeon used Leaf Blade – cutting a huge swath out of her fresh grass, forming a briefly-visible arc in the flowers before her still-running Grassy Terrain healed it up again.


“This is a real work of art,” Dawn said, as she watched the overhead view of the combat. Leafeon wasn’t doing much actual damage, she could tell that easily, but her continual Grassy Terrain coupled with her flicking Leaf Blades and X-Scissors produced stark geometric shapes which lingered for at least a second before being slowly erased.

The Monferno swung both hands behind his back, paused, then turned and swept the invisible staff around in a wide arc at about the height of his collarbone. The heated air of his Heat Wave blasted out, shrivelling the grass and flowers it touched and making them smoulder, and cut a widening swath through the grass as the Heat Wave reached out further.

It was like watching the line on a radar screen, except that this line kept getting longer and longer.

By the third revolution, the grass nearest to Kong was dry enough to catch into flame, and a moment later Leafeon appeared mid-leap as the heat washed over her. She bounced backwards, rolling, then disappeared into the grass again.

“Reverse!” came Wu’s order.

Even now, Kong kept up the pretence of his weapon being an invisible staff. It slowed instead of stopping instantly, the line of smouldering grass holding steady for a moment before reversing course, and swept back across the same area as before as a line of flame developed behind it.

A flicker of X-Scissor sliced away the grass that was burning, ending the flame, and Kong adjusted his Heat Wave to get the targeting right.

Then he tripped over.

Leafeon burst out of the grass startlingly close to Kong, tail slicing away the grass with a Leaf Blade to reveal the Grass Knots that had tripped her Fire-type opponent, then let her Grassy Terrain unravel around her to leave them standing on bare earth. More Grass Knots sprang up, lashing Kong to the floor, and he destroyed them with a burst of flame but took long enough that the match timed out.


“Well, I must say – that use of Grassy Terrain was very impressive,” Mr. Contesta observed. “Did you see how the Leafeon was producing certain flowers on demand?”

“Yes, and I agree,” Joy nodded. “But that Heat Wave was good as well – I was pretty convinced until he fell over, where the staff would have supported him. I think that’s the main mistake in the miming.”

“This is a difficult one,” the Contest judge said. “I think they both get points for style. What about for battlefield control?”

“Leafeon,” Joy decided, after a moment’s pause. “For a lot of the battle Kong was reacting.”

“I concur,” Raoul nodded. “How do you think she did?”

“Remarkably!” Mr. Sukizo pronounced.

“I see you’re diversifying…”

Mr. Contesta tapped his pen. “And what about move contact? I saw plenty of misses, but not many hits from Kong – though they did usually have a lot of impact. While Leafeon got a lot of hits by comparison – especially that one where she made Kong explode.”

“I think we’re going to need a decision soon,” he added. “We’ve got more time to deliberate than the early rounds, but not that much more.”


“We’re sorry for the delay,” Mr. Contesta said over the PA system. “This quarter-final showed some very impressive skills on the part of both contestants, but after long consideration… Drew goes through to the next round.”

Leafeon let out a sigh of relief, looking up at her trainer and touching her forepaw to his hand, then turned at the sound of a familiar voice.

“Good work, Mom!”

She smiled, waving up at Glaceon, and flicked her tail in a salute.


“We seem to find the strangest places to do this,” Casey’s Lucario observed, looking around her at the rising slopes of Mt. Moon. “It’s going to pose an interesting challenge.”

“Yeah, but if you only play on a regulation field then you’re in trouble if the other side’s home plate is underwater,” Casey replied.

“That makes absolutely no sense,” Lucario chuckled. “But as a more general rule, I do approve.”

She readied the baseball. “Fielders ready?”

Pidgeot waved from the backstop position, Electabuzz and Pichu stood at two of the bases, and Meganium, Raticate and Shinx were standing in the outfield. Shinx was a little unsure about the large glove in his mouth, but seemed excited enough by the idea of the game.

Lucario was glad to see her fellow Shiny was getting into it. The game had a lot to offer, both as entertainment and as training.

Taking a step back, the Fighting-type tensed. Then she wound up and pitched, her baseball curving slightly as it sped towards Casey.

There was a loud crack as the bat connected to the ball, and Casey broke into a run as it shot into the air.

Judging the positions, Lucario bolted for third base. The ball was on quite a high arc, and it looked like Casey would get past second before any of them was able to catch it.

Then a blur shot across the sky, and neatly plucked the ball from the air at the apex of its arc.

Lucario slowed, staring, and Casey powered past her – making it all the way to home base and skidding to a halt there.

“Phew,” she gasped. “I must have hit that one really high!”

She frowned. “How come none of you caught it?”

Lucario pointed, and Casey looked up to follow her pointing finger – then stared.

“Is this not how the game works?” asked a Zapdos, hovering overhead with a mildly puzzled expression and a ball in his beak. “I thought the idea was that one of you hits the ball and the others try to catch it.”

“Oh, I think I understand the problem,” Lucario said. “That’s only if she has two strikes, because you’re a flying Pokémon. Otherwise you’d need to pass it to the… base…”

She paused. “Hold on, I may not be understanding something. Why are you asking for baseball rules clarifications?”

“Is that what he’s doing?” Casey asked.

“Sorry, I should have remembered,” Lucario winced. “Yes. He’s asking if this is how the game works.”

“If it helps, I would like to learn to play,” Zapdos continued. “It seems like an interesting game and I am intrigued to learn more.”

Lucario relayed that.

“Okay…” Casey began, frowning. “That… okay, I think maybe we should do some fielding practice. Your job is to try and catch the ball, then pass it as quickly as possible to whoever’s on one of the bases. You want to stop the runner as soon as possible, either by touching a base ahead of them while they’re running to it or by blocking the base after that.”

Zapdos nodded, releasing the ball, and Shinx caught it on his glove.

He looked very self-satisfied about that.


“Okay, here we go,” May said to herself. “Semi final.”

This one felt… important. She’d not actually managed to defeat Solidad last time, and they’d met just the once – in the semifinal of the Kanto Grand Festival, just like this time.

“Let’s do this,” she decided, and walked out onto the arena floor.


“It’s kind of a pity, in a way, when friends make it to the last rounds,” Brock observed. “There’s not nearly enough time for them to watch each others’ matches – we saw how hard it was for Glaceon to get up here.”

“It’s not like there’s really a better solution,” Flygon said, thinking about it. “The only ways I can think of would be a bit more convenient for the contestants but loads less convenient for the spectators.”

He stretched his wings, until Ninetales pushed one of them down gently from the row behind.

“Please don’t get in the way,” she requested.

“Sorry,” Flygon winced.

He furled his wings again, looking a bit embarrassed, then turned to Brock to take his mind off it. “By the way, that sand thing does sound like a good idea… just like it did last time you mentioned it to me.”

Brock did a double-take. “We really – of course, you wouldn’t say otherwise. Um… sorry?”

“I wouldn’t mind, but I’ve been trying to get it to work for weeks.”

They were interrupted by a whoosh and a bang as Solidad sent out both of her Pokémon. Her Lapras materialized on the floor, accompanied by a splash of water, and then her Pidgeot appeared already moving at speed to do a lap of the stadium. The smoke from his seals was whipped by the wind, moving in an ascending spiral, and it dissipated a moment later into the air.

A moment later, May threw both Pokéballs at once. There was a musical note, and Manaphy landed on the stadium floor.

“Did she forget someone?” Max asked. “And… uh… that pair Solidad has could literally be from Ash’s team.”

“She didn’t forget,” Ash supplied, checking with Aura Sight. “Huh…”


“All right, let’s go!” Manaphy said, flippers up by his mouth, then exhaled a Hydro Pump.

The water shot out at speed, but slowed so quickly it only got a few feet – instead being gathered together into a big blob, ready for Manaphy to use for his attacks.

Pidgeot came stooping down on him, wings beating to accelerate the Flying-type to impressive speed, and Solidad’s Lapras fired a Thunderbolt at her teammate. It hit Pidgeot’s wings as they transitioned smoothly to Steel Wing, and the Flying-type swept his wings forwards in a slamming stop – releasing Feather Dance feathers which became electrified steel bolts.

Manaphy yelped, and froze all his water at once. It deflected the feathery weapons away, but Pidgeot was well clear by the time he could start throwing a retaliatory snowball.

Clenching his flippers, he made most of his water melt again – then got out of the way as Lapras shot a Freeze-Dry attack at him. The Legendary sent a kind of shotgun-blast of water back at Lapras as retaliation, most of which fell short, then doubled back towards where he’d originally been sent out.

“Spring Tide!” May called.

Manaphy glanced upwards, seeing that Pidgeot was coming down in a stooping charge with wind gathering under his wings, and used Water Pulse for more material to work with before dissolving himself with Acid Armor.

Pidgeot’s Hurricane surged down, running into a Powder Snow from Lapras halfway through the path from Flying-type to target, and the combined attack hit Manaphy’s melted form hard enough to produce a big splash.

The water rose into the air, then came back down again – and Manaphy came flying out of the water, forming a pair of Beautifly wings out of water to increase his agility and speed. He clapped his flippers together as he reached the apex of his jump, sending the wings forwards as streams of water, and froze them with an Ice Beam so Pidgeot had to quickly dodge out of the way of a fast-freezing helix shape.

Landing back on the now-wet stadium floor, Manaphy began moving much faster – jumping from puddle to puddle by using his hydrokinesis on his own water, moving as a kind of continuous stream of water lit from within by Tail Glow.

“We’re still not sure what’s going on!” Contesta said. “But this is quite a fast-paced Battle Round, with Manaphy coming back fast after an early dip!”

Lapras fired an Ice Beam at the oncoming stream of Manaphy, which jinked to one side and avoided it. Then the Water-type was too close, and went soaring at Lapras – and over.

The tip of Manaphy’s stream exploded, and an Electroweb snapped out at Lapras from only a few inches away.

“What!?” Solidad asked, completely caught off guard. “How did-”

The Electroweb spun out over all of Lapras’ limbs, including her neck, and tightened. As it did, it became clear that the source was a moving spark of light, using beams of electricity to clamber all over the trussed-up Lapras and build up more and more momentum.

Manaphy turned in his puddle, firing a blob of water, then froze it with Ice Beam and let Joltik catch it in her Sticky Web. That gave her a second object to manage, and she whirled it like a bolas as she bounced around the electrically-bound Lapras.


Solidad closed her jaw with a snap.

She had to admit, it was an impressive gambit. Her style was based around careful preparation, and she’d noticed May Maple’s habit of spreading out her Pokémon as much as possible – and with her known roster, the Blaziken and the Manaphy had been her most powerful remaining Pokémon. With Lapras and Pidgeot working together, it should have been easy to neutralize the best moves for one or both of them.

But a surprise Joltik – and one which was so small it was almost impossible to see even now – had caught Solidad off guard.

“Song and Dance!” she called.

Lapras opened her mouth, difficult with the Electroweb shocking her, and began to use Perish Song. The notes resonated out across the stadium, painful to hear, and Pidgeot flipped over to dive and hit the whole area with Feather Dance.

This would be a tricky one.

Then Joltik fired a Sticky Web at Manaphy, and detached herself from Lapras at the same time. The high-speed chunk of ice went down, Joltik and Manaphy went up, and they were suddenly hurtling towards Pidgeot – a move neither she nor her Flying-type had seen coming.


Solidad’s Pidgeot yelped, wings slamming out to either side to brake, and a moment later he swerved – aiming to get away from the sudden danger.

Joltik fired a Sticky Web attack at him, and he blocked it with a desperate Feather Dance. That got the Bug-type attack out of the way, but it also meant his dodge was delayed – and Manaphy had time to use Water Gun, then distort the water with hydrokinesis to form a lasso.

It didn’t get Pidgeot’s neck, as the Flying-type powered upwards and out of the trap. But Manaphy did manage to snag Pidgeot’s foot, and then both he and Joltik were holding on as firmly as they could.

The Flying-type looked down as a sensation tugged on his foot, and did a sudden kulbit flip – trying to turn so fast that he broke the grip holding onto his leg. It almost worked, but then Manaphy froze the part of the lasso which connected to him and Joltik hit it with a strand of Electroweb.

The electrical energy conducted into Pidgeot, making him yelp, and that was just the beginning – Manaphy’s hydrokinesis jumped into overdrive again, turning the water of his lasso into something like a living thing, bouncing from wing to breast to back to tail and constantly recharged from the Electroweb Joltik was pouring energy into.

After a few seconds, Pidgeot furled his wings enough to use Feather Dance. The downy feathers burst out in all directions, interrupting Manaphy’s water snake, and then he slammed his wings down again to blow both of them out of the sky amidst a feather-storm.

The two other Pokémon were still bound together by Sticky Web, and Joltik reeled hers in as they headed back towards the ground. Then they passed by Lapras just as the feathers shorted out the Electroweb, and Joltik used a Sticky Web to attach herself to Lapras’ head.

They swung around and up all over again, this time getting out of the way just before Lapras attacked, and May cupped her hands around her mouth.

“Electrostorm!”

Manaphy used Hydro Pump to produce a huge rush of water as he rose into the air, pumping out the water as fast as he could. A moment after appearing, it began to disperse into smaller blobs, so that before a few seconds had gone by the air was full of thousands of hovering droplets.

Joltik’s Electroweb flicked out to the nearest droplet, then spread to the two or three closest to that one.

The electricity spread, faster and faster. Some of the drops were only touched for a moment, but others were linked into the growing electrified web Joltik was producing.

Each individual droplet’s charge was tiny – the Electric-type had charged up before the battle, but she wasn’t unlimited. But the droplets were so small that they were picking up a bit of natural electricity from static as well, and that amplified what she could do.

Within a few seconds, the whole hovering cloud was sparking back and forth with lightning. Pidgeot’s wings were just coming back, ready to blow them to the floor away from his teammate, but May’s Pokémon moved first.

The water fell out of the sky – far faster than it would naturally do, as Manaphy pulled it all towards the ground at once.

And Pidgeot was hit by electrified rain.

Each individual droplet was too weak to damage him – but in aggregate they made him shout in surprise and covered him from wingtip to wingtip with sparking coronal discharge.

The rain hit Lapras as well, though the effect on her was less as she was able to heal from her Water Absorb at the same time as she was damaged by the electricity.

Then the timer went off, just as Manaphy landed with a splash and the near-invisible form of Joltik came down to touch his head – both of them standing untouched in a small clear patch of the electrostorm.


Casey wound up, and pitched the ball.

Zapdos swung the bat in his beak, and sent the ball flying.

“Strike!” Lucario called, holding up her hand as a signal. “Sorry, Zapdos, but you left the batting zone.”

The Flying-type looked down, and shuffled his feet a little to get back into the Batter’s Box. As he did, Pidgeot swooped down – collecting the rolling ball from the grass, and circling to bring it back to his trainer.

“Out of interest,” Lucario said, looking at Zapdos. “Why are you learning Baseball from us?”

“Well… it seems interesting,” Zapdos replied, mumbling a little around the bat. “It’s something you – humans do a lot, and I wanted to see what it was like to take part with you.”

“To do Baseball, or to be with us?” the Fighting-type asked.

“…I think the answer to that is ‘yes’,” Zapdos told her. “It’s something I’m considering.”

“Okay, let’s try again,” Casey called, throwing the ball into the air and catching it. “Ready?”

Zapdos nodded, then swung and hit the baseball with a satisfying crack.


“Great work, both of you!” May said, collecting Manaphy with one hand and lifting Joltik with the other.

Her hair almost immediately poofed out slightly, and she chuckled.

“I’m glad that rain trick worked,” she added. “It’s really fiddly, but I think it was a great finisher.”

“I agree,” Solidad said.

May jumped slightly.

“That was a good ruse,” she added. “I was expecting one thing, so you led me astray with a Pokémon making their Contest debut.”

“That was the idea,” May agreed. “I know it’s kind of a cheat, but-”

“It is not,” Solidad denied. “To be able to train a Pokémon without Contest experience enough to be useful this way is a good demonstration of skill.”

She looked up as the score was announced, confirming that Manaphy and Joltik had won, then shook May’s hand.

“Good luck in the final,” the older Coordinator said.

“Thanks,” May smiled. “And good luck for you too, in the playoff – and in the future.”

“That was great fun!” Manaphy added. “Can you thank your Pokémon for us too?”


“I think this works pretty well,” Dawn said, sitting back on the bench. “We got all the important points from that battle.”

Piplup nodded to her, then took a sip from his drink and bounced a little on his cushion.

In front of them, the whole wall of Dawn’s house had been turned into a screen by a projector – something the Coordinator had set up so all her Pokémon could watch, including Mamoswine.

“Let’s see… Drew and Jessie next,” she remembered. “That should be interesting.”

The two Coordinators duly walked out onto the grass, and she heard Nurse Joy mention that Jessie had picked up all her ribbons in a very short space of time, while Drew was a previous finalist.

Then they sent out their Pokémon.

Jessie opted to stagger the appearances, with Marowak appearing first about six feet above the ground, and the Ground-type landed with a large bone club supporting her hands – then flicked another longer one out to one side, and Jessie’s second Pokéball opened in a shower of sparkles.

Arbok dropped out, landing neatly lined up along the long bone, then slithered off it to coil on the nearby grass as Marowak dismissed the bone.

On the other side of the arena, Drew’s Pokémon came out at the same time – their musical-note seals producing a five-chord fanfare, as Absol and Arcanine landed side-by-side on the arena floor.

All four Pokémon paused for a moment, then got moving all at once.


Absol’s muscles bunched, and his claws dug into the grass – then jumped, getting away as Marowak’s club struck the ground and a fencelike line of bones erupted out in a path leading towards him.

Landing, he skidded a little, then his ear perked up at a bark from Arcanine. She ran behind him, getting so that he was between the Fire-type and the Ground-type, and then Arcanine used Flamethrower.

Working in combination with his teammate, Absol used Dark Pulse. The attack flicked forwards, intersected with the Flamethrower, and swelled up into a ball of flaming blackness until Arcanine ended her Flamethrower.

Then the ball exploded as Marowak hit it with a Bonemerang.

Her other hand flipped the club around, and she struck the ground again with it. More bones appeared, rising up in rows, and the two quadrupeds found themselves inside a fence made of tall projections.

Absol swung his horn, using Slash to cut their way out, and Arcanine jumped through the gap. Then a Bonemerang came whistling towards Absol, and he turned to block – only to blink, surprised.

Arbok launched himself off the Bonemerang he’d been wrapped around, and fired a barrage of Poison Sting down at Absol. He flinched as some of the needles hit, then summoned up a Razor Wind to blow the rest of them away and launched it at Arbok.

Courtesy of their training, Arcanine reacted quickly. She fired a Flamethrower into the gathering wind, and it roared skywards as a combined attack which produced a cylinder of flame and blew Arbok backwards.

Halfway to landing on the grass, he stopped – suddenly, as if he’d come to the end of a safety cord – then dropped gently to the ground.

Absol frowned, his disaster-sense itching a little.

He’d never trained to use it in combat – chance-dancing was a difficult skill to learn – but now he was starting to feel like that was a mistake.


“What just happened?” Ash asked. “I didn’t know Marowak was psychic now.”

“Eh, she ain’t,” Meowth shrugged. “Not really. It’s kinda… somethin’ else.”


Marowak threw a pair of bonemerangs, one with each arm, then put both paws on the ground and focused. Her eyes glowed a little, and a great big construct – like the skull of a Rayquaza – burst out of the ground next to Arcanine before trying to chomp down on her.

Moving with alacrity, Arcanine dodged out of the way. She moved fast, turning her speed into a Flare Blitz, and Absol threw another Razor Wind her way to accelerate the flames.

Arbok’s tail flicked out in front of her, glowing with purple energy as the Poison-type used Dragon Tail, and Arcanine jumped over him with a powerful surge of strength. The heat of her Flare Blitz trailed out behind her, shaped by her tail into two streams and making her look like a twin-tailed comet, and she smashed through a manifested Bastiodon shield and drove Marowak skidding backwards.

“A fine hit!” Contesta said, nodding. “But what’s this?”

Arcanine turned to see, then stared in shock.

Arbok was flying towards her – literally flying, levitating some way off the ground, with his tail still glowing with the Dragon-type energy he’d been using before. Arcanine dodged to the side, sliding along the ground, but Arbok twitched to the side in a thoroughly odd way and wrapped around Arcanine’s leg.

Marowak cupped her paws together, then threw out a sudden storm of small bones towards Absol. The Dark-type dodged away from most of them, but the bones curved to follow him and forced him to run away or be hit – giving Arbok time to wind his way around Arcanine, twisting around her torso once before rearing up in front of her face and Glaring at her.

Shaking the effects off, Arcanine roared and blazed up – only for Arbok to fly backwards away from her before the flame reached him, and end up with his tail in Marowak’s paw.


“…okay, I’m lost,” Ash admitted. “Is that Marowak doing that?”

Meowth looked exceedingly smug about Ash’s admission, which was saying something given he was a cat. “Well, ain’t dat a surprise… so, how dis works is dat she’s worked out how his bones work. Took a lot of trainin’, but it’s cool!”

“That barely makes sense next to her normal powers,” Pikachu observed.

“An’ you’re one ta talk?”


Absol ran up to join Arcanine, his horn crackling as he got ready to channel a Play Rough through it. It would sort out Arbok, that was for sure, and it might work against Marowak quite well too.

He saw as Arcanine glanced at his horn, then crouched slightly – letting him take the lead, and preparing to augment his attack by lighting his horn on fire.

Both Pokémon’s paws brushed the ground, ready to spring. Then, before they moved, Marowak formed a bone in each hand and hit both of them to the ground.

Her skull pulsed blue, and then something began to move in the ground below.

Absol’s attack faded on his horn as he stared. Bones – glowing a faint blue, either from their creation or from Marowak’s control – rose from the grass, tearing it asunder, and began to assemble into larger patterns.

The dozens of bones of a great clawed foot. A tail, long and oddly slender without the flesh. Two small arms, and a mouth large enough to fit both Arcanine and Absol into it at the same time.

Marowak stood on top of a huge skeletal Tyrantrum, and it roared to the heavens.

“Victory for Jessie!” called Mr. Contesta.


Max blinked. “…what?”

“How does that work?” Meowth asked, puzzled. “Sure, dat was a pretty cool move but it weren’t like it hit or nothin’…”

“To clarify the recent ruling, we decided that the move by Marowak was very impressive,” Nurse Joy explained. “However, the number of points it scored on top of the previous point awards meant that the Contest Battle was won by Jessie’s team. We know this doesn’t normally happen in a Grand Festival, but that’s just an expression of the skill of the combatants here – Drew still did well, and we’ll look forward to his performance in the playoff!”

The giant Tyrantrum began to dissolve back into individual bones, shattering into pieces and becoming a cloud of dissolving sparkles, and Marowak walked down the tail before stepping off as it fell apart completely.

“Well… I guess we know what the final’s going to be,” Max observed. “I wonder what Pokémon they’ll use…”


“Did you see that?”

Dawn jumped. “Wha – Barry?”

Barry nodded, pointing at the screen. “That Marowak made a giant bone Tyrantrum! I didn’t know Marowak could do that, but she did, so that means they can… but if she can make bone Tyrantrum, can she make bone Salamence as well? Does that mean she could use one to fly?”

“I… don’t know,” Dawn admitted, turning in her seat so she could talk with Barry. Behind her, her Pokémon watched the analysis section of the TV coverage. “Maybe it’s something that takes a lot of training on the specific subject?”

She looked down, at the Pokémon next to Barry. “Is that Smeargle new?”

The Smeargle gave her an eloquent look, saying more with raised eyebrows than Barry could in five minutes of nonstop talking.

“Yeah, he’s new,” Barry confirmed. “I asked my Dad about it, and he said Smeargle was the safest Pokémon I’d ever suggested getting so I could actually ask around and trade one, and he caught me the Pokémon to trade for as well! He’s kind of quiet but I think he’s pretty interesting!”

Smeargle held up a blank piece of wood, then wrote across it with quick strokes of his tail.

It’s a living.

Dawn snorted, trying to hold in her laughter at the canine artist’s expression, then looked back to Barry. “So, uh… I know you, Barry, what’s your plan with Smeargle?”

“Well, I thought about it, and I realized it’d be a lot harder to get most Legendary Pokémon than to get a Smeargle, but if you have a Smeargle you can just visit legendary Pokémon and then get their moves,” Barry rattled off. “It’s kind of like really powerful autographs.”

Smeargle’s eyebrows went through a remarkable range of expressions, mostly on the theme of ‘fine, then, this is clearly going to happen anyway’, then scrubbed off his wood and wrote again.

I’ll make sure he doesn’t break anything too important.

“I think you and Smeargle are going to work well together,” Dawn said. “I really do.”


On the other side of an ocean, in Orre, a shopkeeper stared at his counter.

Then he looked up at the customer.

“You’re… sure about this?”

Contentment. Confirmation.

Deoxys-Orange levitated a small pile of notes and coins onto the counter. Exactitude of value.

The shopkeeper counted through the money on autopilot, confirming it was correct, and nodded. “Yes, it’s right… but do you really want a tube of wasabi paste, four cinnamon buns and a box of salmiakki? I didn’t know we had some of these things in stock…”

Interest in cuisine.

Shaking his head at the odd sensations, the shopkeeper waved his hand. “Go ahead, then.”

Deoxys-Orange picked up his bagged purchases, inclined his head slightly, and walked outside.

Through the shop window, the owner could see as he took one of the buns and fed it into his orange core.

Tilting his head, Deoxys-Orange then did the same with a sample of the salty liquorice. Beginning to float into the sky, he remained grounded for just long enough for the shopkeeper to see the wasabi paste go the same way.

“…he didn’t even open the tube,” he said to himself, blinking.


AN:


And a few more Contests, bringing us nearly to the end of the Kanto Grand Festival.

Nearly.

Also, a few things happening elsewhere in the world.






231. Battle Frontier 33


“So I just had an odd thought,” Pikachu said. “What would happen if Jirachi wished to do a great Contest Appeal?”

Max glanced down at the translation, then frowned.

“Uh… actually, that’s a very good question,” he admitted. “In more than one way. Because if he just said that and then a really good Appeal happened, would that be cheating?”

Pikachu shrugged.

Hold on a moment, Kris requested. It appears that the subject is not covered by the rules, because they did not anticipate anyone showing up with a Jirachi.

“Now I’m tempted to try…” Max said, chuckling. “How many loopholes like that are there?”

Not many, largely because most Pokémon do not have conceptual powers like that. I could see someone using a Celebi to do-over their Appeal until they get it right, or having one of the Lake Guardians do something… but beyond that I am having trouble.

“Why not just have someone put the audience to sleep and give them dreams of a good performance?” Ash asked.

That’s rule 32c. Someone tried it with a Musharna four years ago.

“The strangest things happen in Contests…” James said. “What about hypnotizing the audience and the judges?”

Same rule. ‘The performance must happen’.

Ash snorted with surprise.

I know. It’s a bit blunt.


“Okay…” Drew said to himself. “So, I guess… don’t do anything too predictable? Wait, no, that’s got problems too.”

He shrugged. “I guess – do your best?”

Stepping out onto the grass, he threw both his Pokéballs with a flourish. Flygon materialized just as Solidad sent out her Slowbro, and then her Butterfree appeared a second later – swooping low over Slowbro’s head as Drew’s Roserade landed in a swirl of petals.

“Number two!” Drew called.

Flygon immediately went lower, circling around Roserade with his wings shifting into Steel Wing, and the Grass-type began to spin in the same direction with her arms out. Petals spilled forth as she used Petal Blizzard, augmenting them with the leaves of a Razor Leaf attack, and Flygon slowly rose into the air again – carrying the leaves with him.

As they built up the swirling tornado of petals and leaves, Solidad’s Butterfree flew lower on a command from the Coordinator. A faint dusting of powder fell from his feathers, and then he charged past Slowbro towards Drew’s Pokémon.

The powder dusting glowed in the sunlight.

“Block low!” Drew called. “Steel!”

Flygon angled downwards, Steel Wings flashing, and got them in position just as an Ice Beam flashed out from Slowbro along the marked line. While the Ice-type attack was more dangerous to Flygon than it would have been to Roserade, Flygon’s use of Steel Wing let him deflect the attack off towards the ground.

Slowbro kept up the attack for about a second, then it faded away – but that time had been bad for the growing petal storm, which had fallen apart without Flygon to keep adding momentum to it.

“A spectacular piece of work!” Nurse Joy said, approving. “Solidad neutralizes a move by Drew before it’s even finished!”

“Rekindle it!” Drew said. “Flygon, Agility!”

Flygon’s wings blurred as he got back to work, flying in the same pattern as before but doing so much faster. The dust devil he was forming began to suck in air at the base, and that carried the petals and Razor Leaves with it – avoiding Flygon himself, but entraining them in the wind and getting them back into the tornado.

Roserade added more Grass-type attacks, including Magical Leaves, but they only spent a couple of seconds on it until they had to attack – then they turned it on Slowbro, sending the whole mass whirling towards Solidad’s Pokémon.

Doing a quick loop, Flygon came down alongside Roserade and used a wingtip to flip her into the air. He rolled to get underneath her, letting her land in the junction of his wings, and then followed the leaf-and-petal storm.

As they did, the whirling tornado of an attack reached its target. Slowbro yawned, tail thumping the ground, and a bubble of force appeared – but not around the Water-type himself.

Instead, the bubble of force was a few feet in the air, hovering there as if it was an overly solid soap bubble. Butterfree began to push it, shifting it into position to block the leaf-swarm, and petals and leaves scattered everywhere.

About halfway through the attack, though, Slowbro modified the shield. The top opened up, letting the detritus carried along with the attack sweep through so it filled the inside of the shield – then spill back out again harmlessly.

“Cotton Spore!” Drew called. “Fire Blast!”

Roserade raised both flowery arms, sending out a surge of white cotton-spores which were grabbed by the last of the wind and whirled away into Slowbro’s shield-bubble. Then Flygon used Fire Blast, and turned the whole of the area in front of and inside the bubble into an explosion.

The unexpected strength of the explosion popped the bubble, and Drew’s Pokémon evaded the spike of flame which shot back along the path towards them.

“Jump!” Drew added.

Roserade jumped off Flygon’s back, doing a backflip, and put both arms down. She fired out a pair of Seed Bombs to arrest her fall a little, then spun around and pointed one arm at Slowbro as if she was an Old West gunslinger.

A tumbleweed rolled past, and then she fired a barrage of Bullet Seeds.

As she did, Flygon began setting up his own separate attack overhead. He rolled out of the way of a Solarbeam fired by Butterfree, then used Fire Blast to produce a cloud of smoke and cinders to hide in.

The moment he entered it, he rolled around and used Gust – blowing the still-hot cloud towards where Butterfree had been attacking from, and managing to get a glancing hit on the fragile Bug-type before he evaded.


“This looks more like two one-on-one battles at the moment,” Brock said, thinking, as Roserade jumped acrobatically back and forth and used her ‘revolvers’ to keep up pressure on Slowbro, avoiding the Psychic-type’s attacks in return. “I suppose the job of the trainers at this point is to keep an eye on when an opposing Pokémon might break off and join forces with the other – or when their Pokémon should do the same.”

He looked up at the scoreboard. “It’s kind of a stalemate at this point, but they’re both scoring – before long someone’s going to try for a spectacular finish.”


Slowbro inhaled, tilted his head, then used a Water Pulse. It burst partway to the target, spreading out into a glowing wall of mist held together by telekinesis.

Roserade stopped firing, no longer able to see her target, and frowned.

“Up!” Drew called.

The Grass-type crouched slightly, then jumped into the air. Before she came down, Flygon swept through – having abandoned his own battle – and flipped her higher with his wingtip, then used Gust to send her across half the battlefield.

Slowbro’s attack – a psychic blast which froze the mist and launched it out as a wall at the same moment – missed them both, but only just, and Flygon was still dodging out of the way when Butterfree fired a Psychic attack of his own.

Flygon’s wings flashed over to Steel Wing just in time, deflecting the attack away with a roll, but then Slowbro landed a solid hit with a Water Pulse.


Drew winced as water splattered down from where Flygon had been hit, then glanced over at Roserade as she landed – keeping out of the way, and not drawing attention to herself.

She raised both arms, and Drew’s eyes flicked up – then he nodded, understanding.

“Flygon!” he called. “Grab your new teammate!”

Flygon twisted, tail spattering more blobs of water as it shook itself dry, then rolled.

“Butterfree, look out!” Solidad shouted, realizing where that was going, but Butterfree reacted slower and didn’t have time for more than a quick Stun Spore before Flygon reached him.

Flygon’s claws caught Butterfree before the paralysis set in, and locked them both in place – Flygon unable to disengage, Butterfree unable to pull free – and then Roserade fired out a plume of thick, glittering Sweet Scent from her left arm.

The cloud enveloped both Pokémon, which was when Roserade used her other arm – and produced a Weather Ball.

The globe of flame flew about six inches, contacted the cloud of powder, and set it alight. Rather than a simple explosion, however, it deflagrated – a high-speed burning which spread up the cloud slow enough to be visible.

When the blast engulfed both Butterfree and Flygon, they vanished completely as the orange-yellow blast wave obscured them from sight. Roserade fired a second blast of powder and dust from her right arm, adding to the explosion and giving it a definite blue colouring, and the crowd watched.

Then Flygon came soaring out of the cloud again, wings humming, and trails of fire dripped off the leading edge of his wings before dissipating entirely. A moment later, Butterfree dropped out of the bottom of the cloud, wobbling a little before crashing next to Slowbro.

The bell rang, and Drew looked up at the screen. The timer showed at least a minute was left – but the score showed that he had a few points left, while Solidad had just lost her last.


I wonder how that worked, Gardevoir said, looking at the television as a window replayed the last few seconds of the Contest battle. “How did Flygon know what to do?”

“I… think I might know,” Norman said. “Remember, what Drew said was to ‘grab your new teammate’. From what I remember about Drew, he’s had Roserade for a very long time – and we saw his Butterfree earlier, but that was probably a new Pokémon. So that means he trusted Flygon to know what he meant.”

I think I see, Gardevoir agreed. Even if Solidad knew about Butterfree and that that was the new Pokémon, she’d have to warn her own Butterfree about it and that would take longer.

“That’s what I think,” Norman agreed.

“And I have to say, I liked that Aromatherapy by Roserade,” Caroline volunteered.

“So that’s what it was,” Norman realized. “The second puff of dust?”

“Yes,” Caroline agreed. “It added some flair to the flames, and it was also what Flygon needed in case Butterfree had hit him with something.”

She looked a little wistful. “Maybe we should try doing a Contest battle some time ourselves, dear… it’d be nice to be able to practice the old trick of trying to outwit your opponent while being showy as well.”

Maybe I should give it a go, Kirlia suggested.

“We should talk about it later,” Norman said. “There goes May – let’s see how her final goes!”


“Is there space for us?”

“Wartortle?” Ash asked, surprised. “Yeah, I think so… what are you guys all doing here?”

“Watching,” Altaria said, spreading himself over a pair of vacant seats and letting some of the others sit on his fluffy cloudstuff. “May said she didn’t need us, so we could watch from up here.”

It should be an interesting experience, Ethan added.

There was a general shuffling along as everyone made room, so by the time the Coordinators came out onto the field for the final everyone had a space.

“Good ting we got Gyarados watching in da hotel room,” Meowth said. “Along with all the others too.”

“Yeah, it is a bit of a tight squeeze,” Brock agreed.

Then Jessie sent out her Pokémon, drawing their attention.

“Wonder what Pikachu has this time,” Pikachu mused, then frowned as she was revealed. “That… just seems to be a belt. I don’t get the reference.”

“I don’t think it is one,” Wartortle said, as Seviper slithered out to join Cosplay Pikachu. Their opponents appeared across the field – Grumpig and Blaziken – and then the Fighting-type surged into motion.

Before he reached Jessie’s Pokémon, however, Cosplaychu did a twirl – and then she was wearing something else, a red outfit with yellow lightning bolts as a motif.

Blurring, she was suddenly running alongside Blaziken, and then dodged out of the way at extreme speed as he tried to hit her with a Blaze Kick.

Shooting around in a circle through the entire arena, she came at Blaziken from behind – only to run into a wall produced by Grumpig’s psychic powers, which rippled like the surface of a swimming pool as the ripples from the impact spread out.

Cosplaychu bounced backwards, then did another twirl. Now wearing something different entirely, a karate gi with a belt tied around her waist, she hit the wall with her palm – making it burst, before she fired a bolt of lightning at Blaziken and forced him to dodge away.

“Did… did she just change clothing on the fly?” Max asked. “Given her normal abilities, that’s scary…”

“Da real trouble was makin’ the belt,” Meowth said, picking his teeth nonchalantly with a claw.


Jessie watched as her Pikachu slid smoothly under the latest attack from Blaziken, using the ice from her Avalanche to move faster, then got snagged by Grumpig and lifted into the air by his telekinesis.

Little spirals of light lit the area around her as Grumpig used Energy Ball, lifting her to a height Blaziken could properly line up an attack, and despite her best efforts she couldn’t manage the twirl that would let her change out her costumes.

“Steel Spin!” Jessie called.

Seviper emerged from the grass, body uncoiling with whiplash speed, and flicked a shower of poisonous darts from his tail at Cosplay Pikachu. The shower glittered as it flew, seeming to form a slightly arcing line from Seviper’s tail towards Pikachu’s tail.

As it arrived, Pikachu stuck her tail out and used Iron Tail. Now covered with Steel-type energy, the tail deflected all the darts and sent them raining down across half the field – but, more importantly, it pushed the Electric-type into a spin.

Her snowboarder’s outfit vanished, replaced by a shirt with a cute little black fox tail poking out just above her real tail, and she clapped her paws together to produce a pulse of roiling red-black energy.

Grumpig lost his grip completely as the Night Daze broke through his telekinetic control, and Cosplaychu landed on the ground with a thump before switching costumes again to look like a classical black-suited ninja.

Drawing the ninjato that made up part of the costume, Cosplaychu used Night Slash to block Blaziken’s attack, swivelled to defend against the light beam fired her way by Grumpig, then spun backwards and landed in a defensive stance.

Seviper burst out of a Dig attack in front of her, tail towards her and head lunging at Blaziken, and Pikachu ran up the serpent before launching her own attack at Blaziken in concert with his.


“Twin flame spiral!” May instructed, and Blaziken did a backflip away from Pikachu and Seviper to land next to Grumpig.

The two exchanged a quick glance, just enough to coordinate themselves, and then Blaziken lit both his fists on fire. He punched at Grumpig, and the Psychic-type made the fireballs warp around him into a pair of rings which pulsed once – then expanded out, and Blaziken jumped neatly over them before launching two more fireballs at Grumpig.

Within a few seconds, there were enough blazing rings for Grumpig to turn them into a full cylindrical wall of flame, and Blaziken jumped much higher this time before kicking very hard.

The whole spiral surged off the ground, wrapping itself around his leg and coiling up like a spring, and he sighted along his lower leg before launching it again with a snap-kick aimed directly for Cosplaychu.

May smiled for a moment, impressed with their being able to pull off one of their fiddlier combinations, then frowned as Cosplaychu did another costume-switch.

This time she produced a little white object, like a gun, which she held in both hands and fired two balls from in quick succession. The first one hit the ground just in front of her, and didn’t seem to have any effect by itself – then the second one hit the wall of the arena, and suddenly there was a hole in the ground which the flame-spiral vanished into.

With a roar, the flames erupted out of the arena wall, and went four or five feet over Grumpig’s head.

May winced, wondering what attack that had been, then indicated Cosplay Pikachu. “Bullet Hell!”

Blaziken picked up Grumpig as he landed, then began to really move. Concentrating entirely on speed, he let Grumpig handle the business of attacking – which the Psychic-type duly did, mixing together Signal Beams and Psybeams with Shadow Ball attacks and the Energy Balls he’d been using before.

With Blaziken moving in a circle around their opponent, Pikachu was attacked from all sides at once. She switched out the costume she’d been using for another – this one a tiny suit of lorica segmenta, with a tower shield and a small faux sword.

The move it granted her was obvious almost instantly, as she slid the shield into place and hid behind it – the green sparkle of a Protect lighting up as she blocked the sequences of attacks.


“How many outfits does she have available?” Max asked.

“Eh, enough,” Meowth shrugged. “It ain’t like I was countin’. Ya know we actually have a clothin’ budget?”

“…I didn’t, actually,” Max said.

“Yeah, but now ‘cause we don’t get blasted off every other day it don’t all have to go on new uniforms,” Meowth explained. “So she spends da lot.”

“I suppose that explains how she got all of them,” Max agreed. “But how does she know what move she’ll get?”

“Sometimes it’s kinda obvious,” Meowth chuckled. “But other times it takes kinda a lot’a experimentation. You don’t wanna know what happened when she was tryin’ to find the outfit for Dive.”

Max thought it through. “Did she dress as a submarine?”

“Yeah,” Meowth agreed. “Didn’t work, turns out there are some kinda limits ta what counts as a costume-”

Cosplay Pikachu rose out of her crouch in a smooth motion, hooking the end of her sword around the jagged tip of Seviper’s tail.

In a single twirl, she threw Seviper at Blaziken, sending the Poison-type in a long arc which ended with him wrapping himself around Blaziken’s legs.

“Huh,” Meowth added. “Dat one’s new.”


The moment Seviper made contact, he used Constrict – wrapping up Blaziken’s legs as tightly as he could, and forcing the Fighting-type into a trip.

Grumpig and Blaziken parted company, and the Psychic-type’s pearl glowed brightly as he damped out the spin the stumble had left him with. Still moving fast, he touched down on the terrain and bounced – then bounced off the wall as well, the second bounce revealing a large, springy shield of psychic energy around him.

Before he’d landed the second time, however, Cosplay Pikachu did another spin. Her shield vanished, as did her Roman armour, and the sword was swapped out for another one – this one a glowing red tube, which blazed up brighter even as a set of dark robes settled into place around her.

A blast of electrical energy flashed out from her palm, and crawled over Grumpig’s bouncy shield without penetrating. Then Cosplaychu made a different gesture, and slammed Grumpig into the ground – shield and all.

He waved his own forearms, using Psychic, and she deflected it with a pulse of psychic energy of her own. Then she counterattacked, firing another burst of electricity, and Grumpig used Shock Wave to deflect the lightning away.

That meant he was unable to see properly for a moment, the light of the attacks clashing obscuring his vision, and Cosplaychu darted forwards to swing her ersatz lightsaber.


For Blaziken’s part, he rolled forwards so he was doing a handstand. Braking with both hands as if he were doing a normal sliding stop upside down, the flames on his wrists spiked up to form two trails of fire marking out his path in scorched grass.

As he slowed, he twisted his lower body around and flicked both legs at once to fling Seviper off.

The Poison-type was dislodged from Blaziken’s right leg, but clung onto his left until Blaziken had slowed down enough – then jumped clear of his own accord, diving into the ground as if it was water.

Blaziken looked over towards where Grumpig and Jessie’s Pikachu were fighting, but as soon as he made a movement in that direction Seviper surged out of the ground.

Then so did another Seviper.

Within less than three seconds, there were dozens of the Poison-types hissing at Blaziken or emerging from the ground. Then, at an unseen signal, they all charged at once.


“That must be very infuriating,” Dawn mused, nodding at the screen. “I mean, most of those are Double Teams and I think the rest are Substitutes, but even so Blaziken’s being swarmed.”

She frowned to herself, thinking. “I wonder what that means for the scores – he’s having to get repetitive, but the visual spectacle of the Seviper swarm is probably scoring some points on that end. I wonder when it stops being worth it?”

“Maybe nobody’s paying attention to it,” Suicune suggested.

“Yeah, you could be right,” Dawn agreed. “I mean, the other battle’s even more spectacular.”

The red-sabered Pikachu was jumping all over the place, doing flips and rolls at the drop of a hat, and normally that would have been an obvious mistake around a Psychic-type – but it was clear that, at least at the moment, she had psychic powers as well. Even as they watched, Grumpig knocked the lightsaber out of her paws, and it spun away for a moment before reversing and striking Grumpig in the side on the way back to its wielder.

Grumpig’s answer to that was to concentrate briefly, pearl flaring, and then reverse gravity in a circle ten feet in radius. Bits of previously damaged floor came soaring up along with both Pokémon until they were floating forty feet in the air, still exchanging powerful attacks, and with Grumpig able to get the upper hand because there was no longer a surface for Pikachu to use to kick off from.


“Use the saber!” Jessie called, and Cosplay Pikachu flipped around her red-glowing faux weapon so she was riding it like a surfboard.

Kicking off from it to gain speed, she reached out with Psychic a moment later and grabbed it again – making it follow her, so she could kick off a second time to change direction as Grumpig dodged.

Satisfied that her Electric-type was handling the battle, Jessie turned her attention to Seviper – where her Poison-type was still going after Blaziken.

As she watched, however, Blaziken clenched his fists and hit the ground with both of them at once – producing a swirl of flames, which built up until there was a vortex of sparks and fire surrounding him.

“Go below!” she called.

The Seviper clones stopped coming out to attack, but Blaziken kept moving – trying to stay away from the Substitutes she knew were coming in from below ground.

Then one Seviper did come out above the surface of the arena, coiled up, and launched himself forwards. Turning the momentum into a roll rather than a proper attack, he used Aqua Tail and Ice Fang – building up a shield of freezing water to get through Blaziken’s defences.

“Skyfire!” May called, and Jessie frowned as Blaziken launched himself skywards – getting out of the way of the attack, and also giving him an elevated position to hit the real Seviper.

She signalled to Cosplay Pikachu, who had traded her Sith costume for a large chef’s hat and was throwing around Scald attacks, and snapped her fingers.


May spotted the gesture, and realized it had to mean something big – a preplanned combination, probably the one they’d planned on using for the whole battle.

“Look out!” she called. “Grumpig, Disable Pikachu!”

Grumpig put his arms out to either side, shaking off the boiling water that had been surging in towards him, and aimed an attack at the cosplaying Pikachu he was in the middle of fighting.

She ducked under his attack, barely managing to avoid something which came so close it knocked her hat off, but she was already twirling and changing outfits – the chef’s hat vanished, along with the oven mitts, and she replaced them both with a wooden replica Keyblade.

“Pi-chu-KA!” she shouted, and glittering pink-and-blue chains appeared from out of thin air – one loop connecting to Grumpig’s ankle, the rest of them snaking off across the battlefield as they formed one-at-a-time to reach Blaziken and snarl him up tightly.


“Fairy Lock?” Ash repeated, dubiously. “I didn’t know Fairy Lock looked like-”

His sentence was cut off as Cosplaychu twisted her Keyblade, and the chains retracted together in a great rattling cascade. Grumpig and Blaziken were jerked towards one another, with the heavier Grumpig moving a little less distance than his lighter ally, and a moment later May’s two Pokémon slammed together in mid-air with the chains tangling one of Blaziken’s legs.

The Fighting-type took just a moment to take stock of his situation, then put his palms together and launched out a fireball to the side. The recoil pushed him off-centre, away from the point the two of them had impacted, and he was about to continue when Seviper sprang upwards.

He hit both of them with Dragon Tail, knocking them into a spin – one still constrained by the Fairy Lock holding them together – and made Blaziken’s next attack go wild, producing a bright red-cored flash and a smokescreen across an unimportant section of the arena floor.

Bouncing back to the ground, Seviper compressed like a spring and launched himself up again. This time he used Aqua Tail, hitting Blaziken, and the spiral of water around it wrapped around both Pokémon until Grumpig dispelled it.

May’s Psychic-type waved his hands, wrenching the water into a globe, and fired it out to hit Seviper’s next spring up. He missed, however, as Seviper coiled up and did not launch himself straight back up again – instead choosing to focus, twisting himself tighter.

Then – a moment too late for Grumpig’s counter-attack – he struck again, with a Poison Tail attack which caught Grumpig and sent both Pokémon higher into the air.

The attack did have one side-effect, however, which was that the Fairy Lock chains shattered like glass.

“Firestrike!” May ordered.

Blaziken pushed Grumpig away – not far, two or three inches – then summoned as much flame as he could all at once, letting Grumpig twist it together into a single drill-like spiral which was aimed directly downwards.

“No – wait!” the Coordinator added, spotting something, and the crowd did as well.

Jessie’s Pikachu had changed outfits one last time.

Now almost hidden in a blue robe with a big brown pointy hat, she was running forwards, and a staff in one paw was crackling with power.

Seviper got out of the way very quickly indeed.

Cosplay Pikachu’s staff flashed a brilliant white, and then she unleashed a storm of attacks.

The first was a Thunder attack, flashing into the sky before bouncing back down again towards May’s Pokémon. Grumpig’s quickly-formed psychic shield blocked that one, though the focus it took meant the Firestrike dissipated in a whirl of heat and flame.

Cosplaychu next used an Ice attack, one which exploded into a giant ice crystal and sent fragments hammering Grumpig’s defences, and then something that looked a lot like Hyper Beam but which exploded just over the top of the Psychic-type – sending a blaze of golden energy out in all directions, and finally breaking through the best Grumpig could do for defence.

Then, just to cap things off, a Draco Meteor came hurtling down from the sky overhead and slammed both Pokémon into the ground in a hail of purple explosions.


In his office, Giovanni chuckled.

“Quite impressive, really,” he observed. “Especially when I tell people that’swhat my enforcers do for a hobby.”

Persian snorted, rolling over on his sofa, and Giovanni raised his gaze to look at the Normal-type for a moment.

“Of course,” he agreed. “Usually I prefer subtlety. But there’s a certain deterrent value in the impressive.”


Joy, Sukizo and Contesta stared.

“I’m… not quite sure what we just saw,” Joy said, after carefully muting the microphone. “But… wow?”

“I think I agree,” Contesta said. “Quite apart from the fact that seems to have knocked both Blaziken and Grumpig out, I think that pretty much won the Contest battle by itself.”

“Incredible!” Mr. Sukizo pronounced, after much thought.

Joy and Contesta exchanged a glance, then both of them chuckled.

Flicking the microphone back on, Joy spoke up. “And that’s a marvellous, wonderful, and slightly terrifying finish to the final of the Kanto Grand Festival! With fifteen seconds left on the clock, Jessie wins by both points and knockout!”


Jessie blinked.

Somehow, after all the effort, all the years of trying – it was hard to believe it.

Hard to wrap her head around the simple fact that she’d done it.

There was a flash, out on the field as May recalled her Pokémon, and Jessie’s Pikachu dismissed her final costume – the Black Mage one vanishing just like the rest – and came hurrying over, Seviper slithering along behind her.

“Hey!” May called, getting Jessie’s attention and making her blink – realizing suddenly that there were tears in her eyes.

With slightly blurry vision, she saw May starting to applaud – and then the rest of the stadium joined in, May’s action setting off the whole crowd.

Picking up Pikachu with one hand, Jessie strained for a moment to lift Seviper with the other until she had both her Pokémon with her – Poison-type around her shoulders and Electric-type in her hand.

“Thank you,” she whispered to them, then shook her head slightly and just took the applause in.


“Well…” Dawn said, blinking. “I… think this means we might need to use some of those experimental tricks or we’ll be falling behind the curve.”

“It does look like the Rockets have been studying from Ash,” Suicune agreed. “What do you think you’ll do to start with?”

“Well, I did have this idea to team up Piplup and Pachirisu,” Dawn mused. “The idea would be that Piplup would use Brine to direct the electric attacks, or Ice Beam to freeze off sections, and it’d kind of grow out like a circuit board full of squirrel.”

“I can see being electrocuted a lot is in my future,” Piplup sighed.

Dawn stopped.

“…wait a moment,” she said. “Did you just say you were going to be electrocuted a lot?”

Piplup froze, looked up at his trainer, then got picked up and given a thorough hug.


“Everything all right, dear?” Caroline asked.

“Don’t worry,” May replied, holding Ethan to the side of her head. “I’m fine – I mean, I’d rather have won, but that was a heck of a way to come second!”

“I suppose it was,” Caroline agreed. “And I hope you weren’t looking forward to battling that Drew boy again.”

“Well…” May hedged. “He’s a pretty good Coordinator, so… yeah… but not in the way you mean.”

“What way?” Caroline asked, her voice innocent. “I’ve got no idea what you could be implying.”

“Mom!” May groaned. “You know what I mean…”

“I do, dear, but you’re my daughter,” Caroline said with a chuckle. “I need to tease you every now and again.”

She hummed, the sound audible down the phone line. “Now, then… I think your father wants to talk.”

“Sure,” May agreed.

She glanced up to check where she was going – headed for the Pokémon Centre – then smiled as her father’s voice came over the speaker.

“Your mother and I are both proud of you,” he said. “Well done, May. I can understand if you feel disappointed with yourself, but rest assured – just getting to the Grand Festival is a fine achievement, and to win one and come second in another is excellent.”

“And,” he went on, as she was about to protest. “I know you’re about to mention how you did in the old timeline. What I said stands – a lot of Coordinators never get anything like as close to the finals as you do.”

“Thanks, Dad,” May smiled. “Yeah, that does help…”

She looked up again, and waved. “Hold on – Ash, Brock and Max just found me.”

“Go and talk to your friends,” Norman said. “We’ll talk later, if you want.”


“All right,” Ivysaur said, officiously.

This had no impact on the volume of the general muttering going on.

“All right!” he called, louder this time. “I’ve got the scores, if you’re interested.”

That did it, and the murmur of Pokémon talking quieted down.

“Right,” the Grass-type went on. “So, if you remember, we asked everyone several randomized questions. Each one was to see which of two appeals the Pokémon preferred, and that’s how we scored the Appeal round.”

“Yeah, we know,” said one of the Tauros. “So, who won?”

“Fine, then, if you’re going to be like that,” Ivysaur said. “Mewtwo.”

There was a long pause.

“What?” Glalie asked.

“Did I stutter?” Ivysaur asked. “Believe it or not, there were so many write-in votes for Mewtwo that he won.”

“Wow, talk about a reputation,” Charizard chuckled. “He can win Contests without even being present.”

He frowned. “…wait, now I want that kind of reputation.”

“How would you earn it?” Charla asked. “Blow up Shikoku?”

Charizard tapped his chin, pondering. “Well, if I-”

“I was joking!” Charla told him, giving him a cuff across the ear which he accepted with good grace.

“Apart from that,” Ivysaur went on, drawing their attention back to him. “Suicune scored very high, although she’s busy elsewhere so she can’t take her place on the podium either.”

Mawille started giggling.

“And third place goes to Glalie,” Ivysaur concluded. “Because none of the rest of us could beat an entire 3-D theatrical production done entirely in ice.”

“Yeah, the tricky part was setting up the lighting,” Glalie said. “I’m glad to have been the bright spot of the event. It was a little frosty at first, but I could see you all really thought I was cool once we got started.”

Ivysaur moved a vine in little hurry-up circles. “How many more of these do you have?”

“Enough.”


“Nice work, the both of ya!” Meowth said, putting one paw on Cosplay Pikachu’s shoulder and the other on the safest-looking bit of Seviper’s coil. “Now that was a finale!”

He chuckled. “An’ did ya see how May reacted? It was like she was used ta bein’ on the other side of the arena when dat kinda thing happens.”

“That’s probably because she is,” Seviper chuckled.

“Yeah, probably,” Meowth agreed, tickling his chin with a claw. “Hey, though, I gotta ask… what move did that mage costume give ya? ‘cause it looked like more than one…”

“It was,” the Pikachu agreed, slipping her belt off and checking it for damage from the battle. “I get four powerful moves, but each of them only works once.”

“Imagine if last time around we captured her,” Seviper chuckled. “I’m just imagining what would happen if we brought her to the Boss.”

Meowth thought about it, and snorted. “Yeah, dat would go well. ‘Hey, boss, we got dat superpowerful Pikachu we was talkin’ about!’ Then before we even left the office she’s put on some kinda costume out of what’s in there-”

“I could cut up the curtains for a toga,” Cosplay Pikachu interrupted. “Or just put on a handkerchief as a ghost outfit.”

“-right,” Meowth agreed. “Five seconds, bam, costume. And then the whole place gets wrecked!”

“This way feels better,” Seviper said. “Being blasted off into the stratosphere is bad for my joints.”

“What joints?”

“I have joints,” Seviper protested. “They’re just all close together and part of my spine.”

“Hey,” Audino called, waving to them. “Any requests for the victory feast?”

Pikachu looked around. “A feast?”

Her ears twitched. “I wonder what a gourmand’s outfit would be…”


“What the hell!?”

“Serena!” Grace called upstairs. “Please be more temperate!”

“Sorry, Mom!” Serena’s voice came back down. “I was surprised by something I was watching.”

“Well, hurry up and finish watching, or leave it for now!” Grace told her. “It’s breakfast soon!”


Serena shook her head, unpausing the video.

She’d skipped the quarter finals for now and gone straight to the last four matches of the Kanto Grand Festival, and already there’d been some kind of outrageous electric-rainstorm performed by a Legendary Pokémon and a giant skeletal Fossil Pokémon.

It looked like that had won the match by itself for the Pokémon who’d managed it, which was something she didn’t feel very surprised about.

Blitzle came over, blinking a little as he tried to get the sleep out of his eyes, and Serena winced.

“Sorry for waking you…” she said, and her Electric-type tossed his head a little before nuzzling into her hand for a stroke.

Smiling, she got to stroking as he was asking, then kept watching.

“Some of this is really impressive, huh…” she mused. “I wonder how they even plan this kind of thing out. Or is a lot of it about being able to react, rather than needing plans?”

Blitzle yawned, showing what he thought of that kind of speculation at this time of the morning, and Serena laughed.

“Okay, I get the point…”

Checking the time, she decided she could watch the last two battle rounds before breakfast. It was only another ten minutes.

As she watched, scratching Blitzle as he slowly woke up, her eyes widened.


“There you are!” Grace said, a little tartly. “Better late than never, dear.”

Serena nodded. “Sorry, Mom, I was just…”

She stopped, then tried again. “I was watching some videos of Contests from Kanto, and – I didn’t know half of that was possible.”

“Contests can be quite impressive,” Grace agreed, putting a pancake on Serena’s plate – folded over, with cream and strawberries. “What kind of things were they doing? I remember one of my friends from a long time ago had a trick where her Pokémon would fire a Bubblebeam and then freeze it. Do they still do that?”

“It was… kind of like that?” Serena tried, cutting some of her pancake off and taking a bite. “But more-”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” Grace admonished.

There was a clatter of hooves as Blitzle set off for his morning run, and Serena swallowed before trying again. “It was the kind of thing I’ve never seen before – I mean – get this, there was someone whose Marowak summoned a gigantic bone Tyrantrum, and that was the semi finals.”

“…pardon?” Grace asked, suddenly paying a lot more attention.

“The other semi final had someone with a legendary Pokémon – a Manaphy – and they did things like control all the water in the arena, or make it rain electricity!” Serena went on, waving her hands around to try and emphasize it. “And then in the final it was even more ridiculous – there was this Pikachu who kept changing costumes, and her costume changes actually seemed to change what she could do! She dressed as a Sith and suddenly she was using force powers, or put on a ninja outfit and she was acting like a ninja!”

She stopped, panting slightly.

“It was… amazing,” she said.

“It sounds it,” Grace admitted. “Well, I suppose I can understand why you were engrossed in that, dear.”

“There’s something else, Mom,” Serena went on, cutting another piece of her pancake. “It made me wonder if… well, if that’s the sort of thing I can do.”

Grace gave her a long look.

“We’ll talk about it,” she decided. “I won’t complain if you try and teach some of that to Blitzle, certainly, but I think you should still see how riding works out for you – that’s something I can teach you, but I can’t help you with Contests or Showcases or any of that.”

“I… guess that makes sense,” Serena agreed. “Okay.”

Bitzle’s hooves clattered past outside, and Serena craned her neck a little to look – seeing him going for a second lap.


Palkia shook his head. “Nope.”

“Okay, let’s try the next floor down,” Aaron decided.

Palkia nodded, closing the space warp, and opened another one into a deeper floor of the dungeon.

That’s not remotely how you’re supposed to do this.

“If we’re only getting ten percent of the pay for all our missions, we’re not going to put all the effort in,” Dialga countered. “That’s just basic logic.”

It’s certainly something.

“I can’t see anything here either,” Palkia said. “I’ve moved the viewpoint around a few times, but no sign of the client.”

As the spacewarp closed, Arceus spoke up again. You realize that if you keep doing this I’m going to patch the exploit?

“Wouldn’t that break immersion?” Giratina said.

Not the way I’d do it.

“Okay, here goes,” Palkia said. “Floor B-eleven.”

The crack in spacetime formed, and a massive blast of water came out – sending Aaron, Palkia, Giratina and Dialga sprawling, and making about half the water go down the footprint-identification grill.

“Incoming footprint – gaah!” Diglett yelped, and then there was a flicker and the Ground-type was next to them. “What just happened?”

“I’d like to know as well,” Aaron muttered.

I said I’d patch the problem, Arceus said. And it didn’t break immersion, either – it’s perfectly logical for Mystery Dungeons to contain water.

“Ha ha,” Giratina groaned, deadpan. “Palkia, shut that off before the base floods!”

Palkia closed the wormhole, obviously too late, and a Chatot came flying out of the elevator.

“That’s going to have to go on your tab,” the Guild second-in-command said severely.


In a hidden base, built out of a huge disused oil tanker, Captain Phantom slammed his fist on the table.

“Enough!” he said. “Bunch of washed-up has-beens! Scared of a handful of kids!”

He waved his hand for silence. “I don’t want to hear excuses!”

After a long moment spent glaring around, in case anyone else started talking, he subsided a little.

“Right,” he said. “Enough with this. Enough with being terrified of these children. We’re going to sort this out, one way or another – and we’re going to do it properly. No more strike teams, no more secret insertions, no more messing around with fools and traitors. I’m going to do this myself, this time, and you’re all coming with me. Every helicopter, every machine – every man, and every Pokémon.”

His smile turned cruel. “They’re going to realize how stupid it was to defy the Phantom Pirates.”


AN:


And that’s the end of the Kanto Grand Festival.

Nearly done with the Battle Frontier arc!






232. Temple of the Sea 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“It feels kind of funny to have finished everything I’m doing in a region so early,” Ash said, as they walked through a gloriously hot day. “I know it’s not long until I’m due to head to Sinnoh, but… normally I’m used to finishing the League, or the Battle Frontier, and heading off almost immediately.”

“Now you know what it’s like for the rest of us,” May chuckled.

“Well, it’s not the only time I’ve stayed somewhere after the end of the League,” Ash corrected himself, after thinking for a moment. “After the Unova League I kind of… wasn’t sure where to go, really.”

“Meaning that we wandered around for ages,” Pikachu agreed.

Ash chuckled. “Yeah, and… well, it kind of feels like my next few weeks are pretty open. It’s pretty nice, in a way.”

“You’ll go mad in a week,” Lucario said. “Two, tops.”

“I can relax!” Ash said. “I just… relax by doing a lot of training and things. And challenging Gyms. And-”

“We get the point,” May replied. “What about doing Contest planning?”

“I quite like Kanto and don’t want anything to happen to it,” Max said. “At least not while I’m standing on it.”

He took a drink from his water bottle, then groaned as it ran out.

“Ash?” he asked. “I finished another one.”

Ash took the bottle, rummaged around in his bag for a few seconds, then brought the new one out.

It had ice, and condensation was dripping off it.

“That fridge-freezer was a really good idea,” May said, as Max took a swig from the new water bottle. “Actually, speaking of that, I’d quite like an ice lolly.”

“Me too!” Manaphy called, waving his flipper.

“Now you mention it…”

“Okay, hold on,” Ash requested, and opened the drawstring again. “Any preferences for flavours?”


“I think I need to invent something, mama,” Manaphy told May, licking away at his frozen juice treat.

“What’s that, then?” May replied.

“Some way of making these so they work underwater,” Manaphy replied. “I want to show everyone!”

May chuckled, then sighed.

“Mama?” Manaphy asked, concerned.

“It’s fine,” May replied. “It’s just… sorry, but this is about the time when we first met you, and it reminded me that it’s not long until you have to go back to the sea again.”

“I know,” Manaphy agreed, drooping a little.

After a bit of thought, he tilted his head. “Do you mean have to have to, or just have to?”

May looked at him, confused. “Pardon?”

“I wanted to know if I had to-”

There was a spa-looosh sound from just ahead, around a bend in the path. Then a surge of water came rushing down the road, spreading out and thinning out until it reached the friends as a small stream.

“Sorry!” came a shout, and a girl came running down the soggy path towards them. “Medicham, Buizel and I were trying something we saw on TV, and it got a bit out of control!”

“Wait a moment!” Brock said. “I recognize you – aren’t you Lizabeth?”

“Well, yes, but-” Lizabeth began, then stopped. “Are you May? The Coordinator from Littleroot?”

“Why does everyone get that wrong?” May asked. “We live in Petalburg. But yes, I’m May.”

“I was trying to do your water shows from your Contest!” Lizabeth explained, as a Medicham came walking after her. “They were so cool – a lot like what we do, but as a battle as well! But when we tried, we kind of lost track of everything and dropped all the water…”

“I can help!” Manaphy said brightly. “Which one was it?”

“It was the-” Lizabeth began, then stopped. “Hold on. Did you just talk?”

“I think so?” Manaphy said, frowning. “Mama, did I talk right?”

“You did,” May confirmed. “Though you should really say ‘did I talk properly‘.”

“Okay!” Manaphy giggled. “What was your problem?”

“It was that one with the waves appearing from nowhere,” Lizabeth said. “The one that May’s Wartortle did. We wanted to try that one first, because some of the others looked like they needed Acid Armor.”

“Great!” Manaphy said. “I know how to do that one too! Okay, um, where were you practicing?”

“I’ll take you there,” Lizabeth decided. “My family has a travelling water circus show, and our motor home is parked about half a mile that way.”

As she began to turn around, however, Manaphy spoke up again. “Um… did you know your necklace is a control interface?”

Lizabeth stopped. “What.”

“Your necklace,” Manaphy explained helpfully. “I recognize it now! It’s one of the secondary control interfaces for Samiya, for people who aren’t allowed to steer the ship but who still need to be able to use some of the other controls. They were usually given to the People of the Water.”

The girl took another look at Manaphy, then her jaw went slack. “You’re… that Manaphy? The Prince of the Sea? The one who is the rightful ruler of the Temple of the Sea?”

“I think so?” Manaphy said.

“Mom and Dad are going to love hearing about this!” Lizabeth grinned. “And so is Granpa Ship!”

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand,” Lucario said. “You are related to a seagoing vessel?”

“You know very well she’s not,” Brock sighed. “You’re just being funny, aren’t you?”

“What would give you that impression?” Lucario asked.


“The important bit is to make sure that your mental picture has what all the water’s doing in it,” Manaphy said. “Or at least, all the water you’re not just letting behave like water.”

“I think I follow,” said Medicham, nodding slowly. “So when you picture the wave…”

“You have to picture the wave, and the rest of the water!” Manaphy agreed. “Or you can just do the wave and let the rest of the water do what it does, but that doesn’t work on a hill…”

“That does explain it,” Medicham agreed. “I noticed the water was flowing away and panicked.”

“That’s quite common,” Ash volunteered. “Techniques often start out easier if you use a simple shape – that’s why so many of these shape-moving attacks use spheres, because it’s a really simple shape.”

He held out his hand, producing a low-charge Aura Sphere. “See? It’s easy.”

“You guys have a different definition of easy…” Lizabeth said, watching as Ash waved a ball of blue energy around like it was just easy.

“Hey, Liz!” a voice called – Lizabeth’s father, waving from next to their trailer. “Who are your friends?”

“Don’t you watch TV, Dad?” Lizabeth asked. “That’s May Maple! And that’s Ash Ketchum!”

Brock and Max exchanged a shrug.


“All right!” Manaphy announced. “Here we go!”

He blew a bubble of water into his flippers, then spread them. The water reacted to his gestures, spreading out into a disc, then rose into the air a little.

“This is a really basic way of doing it,” he explained. “I’m just picturing the little disc, which is a simple shape, and then I’m spinning it…”

Slowly, the water bulged out at the edges as centrifugal force acted on it. It split in the middle, becoming a donut, and then formed back together into a kind of blunt cylinder spinning about its axis.

He lowered it again, and began to shape it as if it was clay on a pottery wheel. “Doing it like this is good practice, too, because you’re changing it a bit at a time so it’s easy to understand!”

“So what matters is how much you understand about it?” Medicham asked. “It really is just about visualization?”

“That’s one bit!” Manaphy said. “This is a kind of training thing, but I already did a lot of that… so this is one of the other cool things you can do. Watch!”

He waved, and suddenly the ball split into a dozen shapes like little rockets – simple ones, with just an exhaust at the bottom. They shot up into the air all at once, then stopped and hovered in place before turning into bubbles – full of air, this time.

“That was pretty cool,” said Lizabeth’s Buizel, waving her tails. “Was the rocket thing hard?”

“Really hard, yeah,” Manaphy admitted. “It’s kind of something I can’t properly do in a fight, still, ‘cause it takes too much concentration…”

He shook his head, then waved. “But this is a great way to have an aerial obstacle course!”

They looked at him.

“How?” asked the last of Lizabeth’s Pokémon, her Seaking.

“Aqua Jet, of course,” Manaphy said, looking faintly confused. “Why, isn’t it obvious?”

“Not really.”

“Okay, um…” Manaphy scratched his head. “Wartortle, can you take over? I’m going to ask if Buizel can join in.”

“Of course,” Wartortle agreed.

She cleared her throat. “Now, the way I tend to do things is to work on better visualization. Something a lot of Pokémon from my race do – Squirtle, Wartortle and Blastoise – is develop a fixation on some kind of anime, and then theme their powers around that.”

Shaking her head, the Water-type continued. “I don’t do that, but it is useful to have something in mind when you do freeform watercrafting. It’s not really a proper move, so you have to have a better idea of what you’re doing – it’s like drawing instead of writing. You can write the word ‘House’ and be done with it, but to draw a house you need to put in a lot of work and the more you do the more house-like it’ll be.”

“What does that mean for this, then?” Buizel asked.

“It means that, for example, when I do something complicated I’m often using a memory of something I’ve seen to help me form the picture,” Wartortle explained. “Because I have that memory, that helps my subconscious fill in the details.”

Inhaling, she fired a Hydro Pump into the air. It split up into droplets, and rained down all around the area – making Lizabeth laugh in surprise.

“Hey!” the trainer called, shaking her head. “Aren’t you supposed to make sure a Porygon doesn’t get wet?”

My projector is very well protected, Ethan told her, then resumed translating the lecture Wartortle was giving.

“Now I’ve got the water to work with,” Wartortle went on, making little gestures. “I need to think of what I’m going to do with it. So…”

She concentrated, continuously making little circles with her hands, and a shape appeared from the water all around the area. It pooled together, running upwards, until a little translucent Deerling was standing next to her.

“There,” she said, as Medicham reached out to touch the watery construct. On contact, the aqua-Deerling reared back in surprise and ‘sneezed’, making Buizel giggle and Medicham sigh.

“So this is something you remember?” Seaking asked, from her floating bubble of water – courtesy of Medicham. “Does that mean that Medicham could watch something I do underwater, then make a water double of me to fly around in the air above water?”

“I think so,” Wartortle agreed. “Hmmm… that would be an interesting one. Especially if she makes more than one.”

“Ooh, flying fish,” Buizel chuckled. “Maybe I could dance on a fish?”

“I think we’re going to have a lot of fun with that idea,” Lizabeth said. “Um… can we try something so you can tell us what we’re doing wrong?”


“This is a lot to take in,” said Lizabeth’s father, Kyle. “Samiya is real, not just some old story-”

“Hey!” Ship said, waving his finger. “You loved those stories!”

“I know!” Kyle replied. “But it’s a lot to believe, especially as an adult.”

“Not so strange,” Ship denied. “There’s all kinds of things in this world that’d be hard to believe if you hadn’t seen them yourself. Don’t think this isn’t just another one of them!”

“I suppose,” Kyle mused. “Anyway. You were saying?”

“Well… Manaphy needs to go back there,” May explained. “It’s where he belongs – I love him, I wouldn’t trade the time we had for anything, but…”

She trailed off.

“It’d be nice to see the Temple of the Sea,” said Kyle’s wife, Meredith. “I’ve heard a lot about it, we all have, but never seen it.”

Meredith was about to keep speaking, but then saw May again. “Dear, are you all right?”

“Not really,” May admitted, wiping at a tear. “It’s just… I’m not nearly ready for this. I thought I was, but I’m not-”

She clenched her fist, then swiped at her eyes angrily. “-and I don’t want to ruin the last of the time we have together feeling sad – and I don’t know how to not be.”

“Sadness is an odd thing,” Ship said. “It’s like being in a storm, driving you to a lee shore, and you can know exactly what’s going on and all it means is that you can see it, without any idea how to solve the problem.”

He looked at May, until she met his gaze.

“But that’s okay,” he added. “If you know the problem, even if you can’t help – then others can, and you’ll never find out the answers that are right there unless you ask for them.”


“Okay, let’s see this,” said Lizabeth’s Buizel. “What’s he got for us?”

“Watch this!” replied Manaphy, smiling. “Okay, Buizel, get all the targets as fast as you can!”

“Is that all?” asked Ash’s Buizel, tails twirling around themselves. “Do I have to fly through them?”

“You have to fly through the ones in the air,“Manaphy answered. “The ones on the ground you have to hit with water attacks!”

Ash’s Water-type nodded tersely, and crouched down. He focused for a moment, and then used Aqua Jet – taking off like a rocket, spinning around once in a lazy vertical roll and then shooting straight through one of the water bubbles still floating in mid-air.

Correcting his attitude so he was flying horizontally, Buizel flicked off two watery spikes towards the ground – making them both hit little hovering bulls-eye targets Manaphy had created, sending up plumes of water droplets to rain down in the immediate area.

Manaphy waved a flipper, and one of the targets dodged out of the way as Buizel lined up on it. He turned away from the new location of the target, then flew straight for a few feet before turning back around to fly neatly through the new location of the bubble.

“That’s pretty cool,” Medicham said.

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed, then concentrated, and a translucent aqua-Buizel appeared where Ash’s one had taken off. This new Buizel struck a pose, then took off – flying a pattern similar to the original, though without the water spikes or exhaust jet.

“…oh, right!” Seaking realized. “You’re just having this new Buizel copy what your friend’s doing, because that makes it easier to visualize!”

Ash’s Buizel came down to hover, water blasting downwards to keep him in the air, then stopped and dropped the final foot or so to the floor.

“Fine work, Buizel,” Wartortle complimented him. “You’re very good at steering that move.”

He shrugged. “It’s not too hard. The air’s softer than swimming.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” Manaphy said. “Water’s easier to push off. You need to do a lot more effort to steer in air, and you move faster too.”

The Water-type thumped both tails on the ground. “So?”

Wartortle and Manaphy exchanged a shrug.

“I know!” the Legendary added. “Let’s see if you can make different shapes, Medicham!”

“I’m willing to try,” Medicham agreed. “Lizabeth, do you have any ideas?”

“A box?” her trainer suggested. “It’s still simple, but harder to do than a sphere, and you could see if you can still lift Pokémon in it.”


‘Jackie’ Walker leaned a little to the left, and his new Fearow friend banked left with him.

“Thank you,” the Ranger said, smiling faintly. “I won’t keep you much longer, don’t worry.”

The Flying-type shrugged his wings, then beat them a couple of times to get back on their glide angle.

Judging by how Fearow had flown for most of the morning, they were aiming for another thermal. It wasn’t the quickest way to travel, but it was relaxing, and it meant Jackie could travel without being down in the heat near the ground.

“Should be another half hour or so to Pewter,” he added. “If you want, I’ll get you lunch before you leave?”

Fearow shook his head.

“Suit yourself,” Jackie chuckled, then reached back to check his equipment. Styler, communicator, binoculars… everything was there, just as he’d known it would be.

As he followed the line of Fearow’s path, however, he spotted something.

“Uh…” he began. “Fearow? Can you fly a little to the right? I need to see something in front of us.”

Fearow did so, and Jackie unlimbered his binoculars.

There was a Psychic-type Pokémon levitating some water, making a straight-sided box – and inside the box was a Pokémon Jackie was sure was a Manaphy!

Tapping his communicator, Jackie contacted the mission coordinator. “Judy?”

“Jackie?” Judy replied, sounding surprised. “You’re not on a mission at the moment, right?”

“I shouldn’t be, but I think I just found a mission,” Jackie replied. “There seems to be a Manaphy trapped in a box.”

He looked closer, using his binoculars, and reported what he was seeing. “The Manaphy’s jumping around a lot, and I just saw it turn into water to try to escape – it didn’t work.”

“A Manaphy…” Judy said, and he could hear her typing. “Watch out, that could mean you’ve run into Captain Phantom. He’s a very dangerous criminal who’s been hunting a Manaphy for months.”

“Got it,” Jackie said, gently tapping Fearow’s neck before pushing down – signalling the Flying-type to descend more rapidly, going into a dive. “I’m on the mission!”

“Jackie, be warned,” Judy went on. “You could be getting into a really big fight – the Manaphy that Captain Phantom’s been going after travels with one of Ash Ketchum’s friends, May Maple, and if they’ve both been disabled that means there could be some seriously dangerous Pokémon nearby.”

“I’ll be in and out before they can reach me, don’t worry!” Jackie replied. “Okay, Fearow, looks like I need your help for this. Can you blow away the Pokémon and keep them distracted? I need a minute to use my Styler.”

Fearow nodded, wings beating once more, and then they were plunging into a dive.

Confident that the Pokémon knew what he would need, Jackie started up his Styler but didn’t fire the Disc yet.

The Flying-type came swooping in low, sweeping his wings back, then hammered them forwards in a huge blast of wind – breaking the concentration of the Medicham, and also slowing them both down enough for Jackie to jump clear. He landed on the wet grass, sliding and rolling once before standing upright, and fired his Capture Disc.

“Here we go!” he said to himself, noticing as Fearow regained some height, then put all his focus into using the disc to try and reach Manaphy. To convince the doubtless-frightened Water-type that he was here to help.

Almost immediately, a surge of water came up around Manaphy – forming a shield, a bubble of water which would protect him from trouble. That meant Jackie had to aim the Styler a little further out to avoid damaging it, which would make the process slower, but it would be fine.

He wasn’t going to fail a mission this important.


Manaphy strengthened his water shield, adding a powerful side-current to it which would deflect anything aimed at him away so it didn’t hit him – even if it could get through the water itself.

As he did, though, he started to actually think about what had happened.

They’d been playing around with the new box trick Medicham had been learning, and then – suddenly, someone had appeared out of the sky on a Fearow. Had knocked Medicham down, and then sent something after him.

It was a scary situation… but Manaphy didn’t feel very scared. It was easier to think about it, to concentrate.

And he knew the person was determined – determined to do the right thing, despite his tense worry. And to save him, and-

Suddenly, Manaphy realized something, and looked out through his rippling water shield.

The little spark of light flying around his watery shield did look familiar, now he paid more attention to it.

Dropping his watery shield down to about waist height, Manaphy waved. “Hello!”

He turned to look at the others, and the Fearow who was gamely trying to keep them occupied. “It’s okay! He’s a Pokémon Ranger!”

The Capture Disc slowed down a little, and Manaphy felt the empathic link it was setting up fade slightly – still giving him an understanding of how the Ranger was thinking, but less strongly now.

“A Pokémon Ranger?” Medicham repeated. “Are you sure?”

She blinked. “Wait, of course-”

Ash’s Buizel shot past overhead, shedding speed as he did, and twisted in mid-air until he came down to land on the water-soaked ground. “Huh.”

“Is that all you have to say?” his female counterpart asked.

“Pretty much.”

The Fearow looked vaguely confused at the way the fight had just suddenly stopped, then looked over at the Ranger.

As he did, the young man seemed to realize everyone was staring at him now. Looking a little uncertain, he powered down the Capture Styler. “Uh…”

“What’s going on?” Manaphy asked, politely.

The Ranger stared. “How can you talk?”

As if that had opened the floodgates, he gestured around at the field. “Why aren’t you concerned? Shouldn’t you be glad to escape?”

“Escape from what?” Manaphy said. “We were having fun! And I learned to talk because Mama taught me how to get started!”

Looking around for a moment, he pointed. “Here she is!”

Blaziken came running up, carrying May, and skidded to a halt before putting his trainer down and taking a combat stance.

“Are you all right, Manaphy?” May asked.

“I’m fine!” Manaphy assured her. “It was all a big misunderstanding!”

“Wait, hold on-” the Ranger said.

“You mean it wasn’t a misunderstanding?” May said. “What were you doing, then?”

She gave him a look, which made him take a step back. “I mean, uh… yes? Yes, it was a misunderstanding!”

He cleared his throat. “Uh… right. I was flying past on my way to Pewter – I’m travelling down to Shikoku for an assignment – and I saw what looked like a Manaphy in trouble, so I assumed he was in danger.”

“But I wasn’t,” Manaphy said, with certainty. “If I was in trouble like that, I would just use Heart Swap!”

“Okay, clearly I’ve really screwed this up…” the Ranger groaned. “Look, can we start over? My name’s Jackie.”

“May Maple,” May answered.

“And I’m Manaphy!” Manaphy introduced himself, remembering Jackie now but also remembering that Jackie wouldn’t remember meeting him.

It was hard to keep all the remembering straight sometimes.


“Okay, so… it was because you’d heard that Manaphy might be in danger,” Max said. “I guess that does explain why you’d go straight in…”

“Why’s that?” Lizabeth asked.

“Well, he knows Ash has a really strong team,” May explained. “And that means that whoever had beaten Ash’s team was probably somewhere else – so he had to move quickly, before they arrived back.”

“That’s… about right,” Jackie agreed, glancing over at the Lucario tapping his foot. “I’d confirmed with the Mission Coordinator-”

He stopped, wincing, and his hand went up to his earbud. “Uh… Judy?”

There was a short pause.

“Yeah, about that… it turns out it was a misunderstanding. Manaphy was fine, he’d not been captured.”

Another pause.

“No, I’m not mind-controlled! I – look, I’ll hand you over to the Lucario, he’ll vouch for me.”

Somewhat surprised, Lucario took the earpiece and listened to it.

“Yes, I’m fully aware this is a ridiculous situation,” he said. “Aura translation doesn’t carry over radio links. Nevertheless, I can assure you through the medium of any Pokémon who happens to be listening that Jackie is not under any sort of mental influence, except perhaps an overabundance of zeal.”

“Oh, come on, that’s not fair,” Jackie complained. “I’m not that bad.”

“We don’t exactly have much to judge you on apart from this,” Lucario told the Ranger, then handed the earpiece back. “I said Lucario at her a lot, that’s literally all the help I can give.”

“Yeah, like I said,” Jackie told Judy, concentrating on his conversation again. “I know. I know, okay? And I’ve told the Fearow he can fly back now, I’ll find another way to Pewter.”

He listened for several seconds.

“Or I could do what you just pointed out, which is make sure Manaphy doesn’t get kidnapped,” he admitted. “Okay. Fine.”

Jackie glanced back up at them, and sighed slightly. “I guess this means I’m looking out for Manaphy for the next few days or so.”

“Shouldn’t she have asked us?” Blaziken asked.

May shrugged. “I don’t really understand how the Ranger jurisdiction works.”

“We’re usually assigned to situations in which the Pokémon involved distrust humans,” Jackie told her. “The whole point of the Styler is that it creates a connection to the targeted Pokémon – it proves that we have good intentions, which is why it’s a lot quicker than trying to gain the trust of a Pokémon the normal way.”

He spread his hands. “Normally a Ranger relies on enlisting help from the Pokémon in an area to carry out their missions. I guess here that won’t be quite as big a problem, though, since you guys have such insane Pokémon.”

“I take exception to that remark,” Lucario said. “They’re not delusions of grandeur when you can sustain them.”

Ash chuckled.

“Does this mean we can go and play again?” Manaphy asked.

“I think so,” May agreed.


Excuse me?

Jackie looked around with a start, having been watching the various Water-types playing around. “Who-”

He spotted the Gallade standing behind him. “Oh, right.”

My name’s Roland, the Gallade introduced himself, and sat down next to him. Do you mind if I ask you a couple of questions?

“Sure, I guess I don’t mind,” Jackie agreed. “Is there a reason you’re not taking part over there, by the way?”

I’ve been trying to get something else working, Roland told him. Absol and Lucario think I should be able to use a lot of blade moves, and I’m sort of getting the hang of Psycho Cut by now – I just wanted a break, but I might join in later.

“Makes sense to me,” the Ranger agreed. “So, what do you need to know?”

First I wanted to know how someone becomes a Pokémon Ranger, Roland said. I hear a lot about Max growing up, but I don’t know how he could have become a Ranger if that would have been better for him.

“Rangers are sort of scouted,” Jackie told him. “It’s kind of a complex process, because of what it takes for a good Ranger – they need to be dedicated, and they need to be pretty against the idea of ever having a single Pokémon. Or, at least, the idea of battling with Pokémon.”

I see, Roland nodded. And then you train them with the skills they need to be good Rangers?

“That’s it exactly,” Jackie nodded, giving him a thumbs-up. “It’s pretty impressive how fit someone ends up in the Ranger Academy, and after that most people live an active lifestyle.”

Okay, I understand that, Roland said. Thank you. The other thing I was asking is – we’ve seen Pokémon Rangers before, and some of them have had partner Pokémon. How does that work?

“Like you’d expect it,” Jackie shrugged. “They meet a Pokémon who likes them, who they can get on with, and they form a partnership. I know someone who hit it off with a Pidgey during her academy days, and now she’s got a Pidgeot who helps her out.”

He chuckled. “He can’t sit on her shoulder any more, though.”

Roland laughed. I think Ash could do that with his Pidgeot.

“Probably,” Jackie agreed.

The Ranger turned his attention to Ash, who was demonstrating something ridiculous with Lucario, and chuckled. “Maybe it’s a good thing Ash Ketchum didn’t end up as a Ranger, though, because I kind of suspect none of the Pokémon he used his Styler on would ever leave.”

Roland stood up. Well, thank you for the talk. I think I am going to go and…

He paused, frowning. Do you hear that?

Jackie didn’t bother asking what. Instead, he listened – trying to see if he could hear something which might surprise Roland.

And, after a moment, he had it.

“Helicopters,” he said. “Lots of them.”

His hand went to his Styler, which booted up in seconds, and he began running over to the others.


“Remember,” Captain Phantom began. “We want that little blue pay-check alive. Knock him out, but don’t use anything lethal on him.”

He chuckled darkly. “Everyone else… I don’t care about much.”

“Yes, captain,” his second-in-command confirmed. “We’ll be there in ten seconds!”

Phantom stamped over to the side of the big helicopter, one of a whole fleet the Phantom Pirates had brought together. Some of them had trainers at the door, ready to send out their Pokémon, but most of them were just fitted with plentiful weapons.

“Good,” he said quietly, and then they swept low over the ridgeline and came roaring out into the open.


“It’s the Phantom Pirates!” Jackie called. “They’re after Manaphy!”

May’s face set.

“Blaziken, get them all over here!” she said. “We need to run for it!”

Her Fire-type nodded, crouched for a moment, and set off with a shoom of displaced air and a shower of grass and dirt.

As the big helicopters approached, the high-speed blur that was Blaziken collected – in sequence – Lizabeth, Medicham, Buizel, the other Buizel and Wartortle. Then he jumped, reaching the peak of his jump just at the altitude Manaphy was currently supporting himself.

That one took longer than three of the others put together, because Blaziken had to wait to fall back to the ground, but once he did he brought the Water-type back and handed him off to May as Roland handed off Seaking to her trainer.

There was a chug as Kyle started up their motorhome, and Ship threw open the door to the trailer. “Get in!” he called.

Then the leading helicopters opened fire, with half-a-dozen rockets shooting off a rack as two machine guns started up.

Medicham and Roland produced glowing shields of psychic energy, and Manaphy shot some Water Pulses to swat the rockets down – managing to intercept them before they hit the shields the Psychic-types had up.

“Can you protect the trailer?” Jackie asked.

Not sure for how long, Roland answered. There are a lot of helicopters!

“I can!” Jirachi volunteered. “I can’t teleport this many people easily, but I can shield you!”

“Good!” Jackie replied, having decided to take any further rare Pokémon in stride. He checked to be sure everyone was in, then dove for the door.

Kyle hit the accelerator, and they screeched off down the road.


AN:


So, finally, it’s time for the Temple of the Sea film!

Obviously Jackie’s intro has to be done a bit differently. Hopefully this works.






233. Temple of the Sea 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“They’re really after that Manaphy?” Ship asked. “Why’s that?”

“I think they want the Crown of the Sea,” May replied, cradling Manaphy – remembering the last time they’d gone through something very like this.

She looked out the window, back at the pursuing war machines.

“They’ve stopped shooting,” she mused. “Okay, so they want Manaphy at least to be safe – but they’re probably going to try and stop us up ahead.”

“What do we do about that?” Jackie said. “I’m used to criminals coming after me with Pokémon, not with guns.”

“I know, right?” Ash said. “Normally it’s either Pokémon, giant flying machines, or giant flying machines which try to catch Pokémon.”

There was a spuunnnng, and Jirachi yelped.

“What happened?” Max asked, looking concerned, and held on to the nearest handhold as the van went around a bend. “Are you okay?”

“They’re firing things at the shield, lots of them all at once!” Jirachi told him. “It surprised me!”

“…wait, hold on,” May said, thinking. “I… might know how we can solve this.”


“Stick to the harpoon guns for now,” Captain Phantom ordered, as the vehicle they were chasing bounced down a hillside road. “Don’t fire anything else at the vehicle.”

He lowered the radio, then tapped the gunner on the shoulder. “You. Fire the guns, but behind that trailer – make sure you’re hitting close enough that shield reacts, but not close enough to actually hit it.”

The machine gun whirred back into life, and bullets flashed through the air – bouncing off the psychic shield, making it shimmer and gradually weakening it.

“Third squadron, go out in front,” Captain Phantom added. “Knock down some trees, get in their way.”

Four of the helicopters accelerated, pulling away to either side, and powered ahead.

Then there was a flicker of movement, and Phantom checked his binoculars.

“They’re opening a window!” he called. “Unless it’s Manaphy, shoot whatever comes out – but do not hit the van!”

Something red and green and gold came out, bursting out on the side of the road away from the hill, and dozens of weapons opened fire. Heavy guns, rockets, and a couple of large missiles all collided with the moving form at once, the smoke from the blasts obscuring it for a couple of seconds.

Then there was a huge wash of rose-coloured flame, burning away the smoke, and the stately form of Ho-Oh flew into position to block the Pirates – unwounded, immaculate.

Someone fired another harpoon, and Sacred Fire flashed out. The metal spike was caught in the blast almost instantly, melting away as Ho-Oh poured on his strength, and hit the road as a softening splash of cooling steel.

“Don’t just stand there!” Phantom shouted. “Get him!”

Another rocket – this one much bigger – screamed off the racks, catching Ho-Oh in the small of the back. Phantom saw this one hit, saw it explode into a shower of jagged shards before the smoke hid Ho-Oh for a moment, and then when the Legendary emerged he seemed completely unharmed.

Then Ho-Oh pulled up into a wingover, accelerating for a moment, so that he hovered directly in front of the whole squadron of helicopters. Almost unconsciously, they slowed – moving to hover in front of him, as he regarded them coolly.

Then he spoke.

“I have decided that you qualify as a storm,” he stated, fire flashing around his wings. “I would suggest you land, or I will end you – as is my duty.”

“Fire!” Phantom ordered.

Ho-Oh dodged aside, avoiding most of the storm of metal unleashed by the pirate helicopters. One of them, however, he approached directly, ignoring the guns as they hit him and made patches of fire burn for a second. Reaching an appropriate distance he fired a spike of flame into it, destroying the engine intakes and making them shut down in a plume of smoke.

The targeted vehicle wobbled as it dropped towards the ground, autorotating down the hillside towards a clear area of field, and Ho-Oh turned his attention to another vehicle.


“I… actually did forget about that,” Ash admitted, as they heard the whoom of an explosion in the distance. “It’s kind of funny he’d managed to be asleep at the time he’d been waiting for, though.”

“…what?” Jackie asked, his attempt at equanimity badly damaged. “Ho-Oh was with you just waiting for this?”

“Waiting for something like this,” Ash explained. “He’s been wanting to help out with a situation like this – one of those times the world’s in danger – for a long time. That’s why he’s been one of my on-hand Pokémon for weeks.”

“Hey!” Kyle called, getting their attention from the drivers’ seat. “Where are we going to? I’ve been kind of focused on the from side of things!”

“Samiya,” May replied. “And that means we need to get to the water, so Manaphy can tell which way it is.”

“Beach it is,” Kyle agreed, then looked in front. “Uh… some of those helicopters just went around the bend in front of us.”

“Blaziken, go see what’s going on!” May called.

Blaziken jumped out of the trailer, skidded for a moment as he tried to get traction, then signalled to overtake with his arm and pulled out ahead of Kyle.

Another explosion came from behind them, along with a flicker of rose-tinted fire, and they saw a heavy-lift helicopter dropping precipitously towards the valley floor to their left.

“I think Ho-Oh’s definitely getting some exercise,” Max said.

Then a Chatot flew in the window, looked around for a moment, and launched itself at Jackie.

“You’re a Pokémon Ranger, you have to help me!” he said, hovering in Jackie’s face for a moment before trying to hide under his arm.

“Wha – hey!” Jackie protested. “What’s going on?”

“Good question,” Lizabeth said. “This morning I thought we were just going to do some cool water tricks!”

“It’s still morning,” Brock pointed out. “I know a lot’s happened, but it’s still morning.”

“My trainer’s gone nuts!” Chatot tried to explain, glancing over his shoulder out the window. “There was a Legendary facing him and he just ordered everyone to shoot it!”

“Hold on, I can’t follow you properly,” Ash said. “Can you say that again?”

Chatot’s eyes flicked to Ash, and he nodded a little hysterically before taking a long, deep breath and calming down somewhat. “Okay. Okay. So my trainer’s Captain Phantom, and, well… he’s always been kind of a jerk, but now I think he might actually have gone mad.”

He looked up at Jackie. “So I claim parley! Or sanctuary, or whatever will mean I don’t have to deal with an angry Ho-Oh!”

Ash supplied the translation, and Jackie looked vaguely uncertain. “Uh… I’m not actually sure what to do in a situation quite like this… normally I use my styler if I’m in doubt, but there’s not really the room to do that in here.”

“When we stop, then?” Lizabeth suggested. “May said we’re going to the beach.”

“That would work,” Jackie agreed.

“…actually, I just realized,” Ash said. “Do you have a Pokéball, Chatot?”

Chatot shook his head.

“That probably makes things easier,” Brock said.


“All right, that’s done!” said the leader of the Phantom Pirates’ third squadron. “They’re not getting that tree out of the way!”

A moment later, the tree exploded in a shower of flaming splinters.

“…that’s not really sporting,” the leader complained. “What was that?”

“A Blaziken, I think,” his pilot volunteered, as the vehicle they were chasing drove through the gap.

“Shut up and get us out in front of them again!”


“There’s a beach coming up on the left,” Kyle called. “That do us?”

May looked down at Manaphy, who nodded a confirmation.

“That’ll be fine,” she called back. “Any beach should do!”

“Must have been stormy last night,” Kyle added. “Lots of fallen logs and branches by the side of the road.”

“I didn’t notice anything,” Ash said. “That sheet I got for my birthday must have been better than I thought.”

“It doesn’t stop wind,” Max corrected him. “Maybe we were just in a place that was out of the wind.”

“Probably,”

Blaziken swung back aboard, looking pleased with himself.

“Nice run?” Brock asked.

Blaziken nodded to him, then flashed red and returned to his Pokéball.

The trailer jounced slightly as they left the road and went down a rocky track, then Kyle braked them to a halt at the edge of a sandy beach.

“This is pretty good looking beach,” Max said. “I’d have expected this to be a lot… well, busier.”

“It’s pretty out of the way, that’s probably part of it,” Kyle said, getting out of the driver’s seat. He waited for everyone else to get out, then shut the doors and locked them.

He caught up with the others as they reached the surf, and as Lucario raised a paw.

“Go ahead,” Ash told him.

Lucario took a run up, then ran out onto the water without the slightest change in speed. He did have to take longer strides to get over the small, long waves, but within a few seconds he was far enough out to turn and start surfing back in.

“Show off,” Pikachu muttered.

Manaphy used his hydrokinesis to gather up a ball of water around himself, and then waved his flippers again – using the water to push him forwards, producing a glittering arc of spray which ended twenty feet out in the water.

May waded out to join him, going up to her knees, and as she did Lucario came past her in the other direction looking very disappointed.

“I don’t think I like these waves,” he said, as one deposited him gently on the sand.

“They can’t all be great for surfing,” Brock shrugged.

A glow began to build up from Manaphy, soft and blue, and Meredith gasped.

“That’s amazing… so he’s really able to feel Samiya from all the way over here?”

“He says he can, and I believe him,” May answered. “How are you doing?”

“Um… I know the direction,” Manaphy replied. “And sort of how far, but I don’t know where that means it is… do you have a map?”

I am a map.


Houndoom looked up, watching as the rainbow-winged shape of Ho-Oh came in to land.

“Hiya!” he said, tail waving back and forth, and loped up to the other Fire-type. “What brings you here today?”

“I made a minor miscalculation,” Ho-Oh replied. “I spent some considerable time defeating a group of pirates, and then some more time making sure the police knew where to round them up, and by the time I was done I realized I had no idea where Ash and his group were going.”

He furled his wings. “So I suppose my point is a simple one – I need to borrow the phone.”

Houndoom nodded, understanding where Ho-Oh was coming from. “Got it!”

The two began to move towards the lab, Ho-Oh hovering and Houndoom moving quickly to keep up.

“So, how was it?” Houndoom asked.

“Not bad,” Ho-Oh replied. “It was a pleasure to be able to demonstrate my power against the kind of people who stand for pain and violence and theft.”

Houndoom waved a paw. “Hey, steady on, I’m a Dark-type too.”

“You know full well what I mean,” Ho-Oh said severely. “Anyway, I put a lot of effort into learning the Aura translation trick over the last month or two, and I think it paid off.”

“How’s that?” Houndoom asked.

“Well… I spoke to them,” Ho-Oh answered. “I told them that they now qualified as storms.”

Houndoom sniggered, and nearly tripped over a hummock in the grass.


“Okay, that’s that line,” May said, as the golden ray pulsed steadily on Ethan’s map function. “You’re sure you don’t know any better how close it is?”

Manaphy shook his head. “Sorry, mama…”

“It’s fine, Manaphy, I didn’t mean to make you feel bad,” May assured him. “Okay, now…”

She looked up. “Jirachi? Can you come over here a moment?”

“Sure!” Jirachi agreed, floating across the water. “What do you need?”

“I know you said you had trouble doing teleports with a lot of passengers,” May said. “Can you teleport just Manaphy and I somewhere, and then back here?”

“I think so,” Jirachi said, thinking, then nodded. “Yeah, that’s fine!”

“Good,” May replied. “We just need to go… here.”

Jirachi’s tags jangled as he looked closer, then began to glow as he built up energy. The teleport took them, and the landscape seemed to stutter – going from a beach in Kanto to a sun-drenched cove somewhere further south.

“Okay, Manaphy, let’s see which direction Samiya is from here,” May told him. “Then we just see where the lines cross – it’s called triangulation!”

“That’s smart, mama!” Manaphy said, smiling happily, then dove into the water.


“Okay, here we go,” Jackie said, activating his Styler.

“What do I do?” Chatot asked nervously. “I’ve never seen one of these before.”

“I think you just have to stay in one place,” Ash replied, to see whether Jackie was going to disagree. When the Ranger didn’t, he gave Chatot a thumbs-up.

The Capture Disc zipped out, spinning around Chatot four times in quick succession, then retreated to the holster.

“That feels kind of odd…” the Chatot said, wings flaring for a moment before he furled them again. “And… wow. I… never really realized how it would feel for someone to-”

He cut himself off. “Is it okay?”

Ash relayed the question, and Jackie nodded.

“Yep, no problem here,” Jackie confirmed. “The Styler registered a strong connection, which doesn’t happen with Pokémon who are trying to be dishonest or deceptive.”

He put the Styler back into sleep mode, then replaced it on his hip.

“I guess that means he can stay,” Ash said. “Nice to have you!”


“What do we do now?” one of the pirates asked. “They’ve stopped moving, and the Manaphy vanished?”

“Do?” the commander replied. “What do we do? Of course we do exactly what we should do – we follow orders!”

“But-”

“Do you want to be the one who explains to Captain Phantom that we just gave up following orders – because of one Blaziken?” the commander said rhetorically. “Because if you do then that’s your lookout – I’m staying.”

He spread his hands. “Besides, if those kids catch us, at worst we’re going to prison. If the Captain catches us…”

He didn’t need to elaborate, as the rest of the group winced.

“Good,” he added, slightly less forcefully. “Now, get that Stantler of yours ready. We might need to follow them over the water, and that means stealth.”

“He gets headaches if the blades are going,” the pirate protested.

“Tough luck!”


With a little flash, Jirachi deposited May and Manaphy back on the beach.

“How did it go?” Kyle asked. “Do you have your answer?”

“We do,” May agreed, holding up Ethan’s projector. It flashed, and then an image of the area around Kanto and Johto appeared as seen from space.

A line extended east from their current location, and another north from the Orange Islands. They closed in towards one another at a steep angle, and intersected about fifty miles off Cerulean Cape.

“Huh,” Brock said. “That’s… actually pretty close. It wouldn’t take very long to get there by ship.”

“Or we could fly,” Ash pointed out. “I can see if Latias or Latios are available, so we can carry more people. And… I think Lugia’s supposed to be doing something with his son, so Pidgeot’s available.”

“That’s a good idea,” May agreed. “Okay, I’ll get Altaria set up with his harness.”

“What’s that about flying?” Ship said. “We’re the People of the Water, not the People of the Air.”

“It’s quicker, though,” Max said. “Besides, Latias and Latios can swim, and so can Delta.”

“That reminds me…” Brock said. “If we’re going past Cerulean Cape, should we stop by Cerulean and pick up Misty?”

He paused, frowning. “No, I forgot, she doesn’t live there any more.”

“I’ll call her,” Ash said. “After I call Latias and Latios.”

I’ll do it, Dexter volunteered. Both of them. At once. I’d call Professor Oak’s Lab as well but there’s an incoming call for you from there already.

His holo-projector flashed on, showing most of Ho-Oh – the Legendary wedged a trifle awkwardly into Oak’s sitting room.

“Uh… hi?” Ash asked.

Ho-Oh began speaking, and Dexter’s translation software provided what the Fire-type was actually saying – knowing Ash’s Aura trick wouldn’t work over a phone call. “Where are you? I forgot to ask where you were going.”

“We’re at a beach now,” Ash replied. “Can you – oh, wait.”

He looked down at his belt, with Ho-Oh’s empty Pokéball on it. “Yeah, you need your Pokéball to use the transfer system… we’re going to fly to Cerulean Cape, will that do? Meet us in front of the lighthouse.”

“All right,” Ho-Oh agreed. “At least this means I get to use my jet boost today.”

He moved towards the door, and Ash raised a hand. “Wait!”

When the Legendary turned back, Ash went on. “Can you check if Pidgeot’s available? We’re trying to make sure we can take a lot of people.”

Ho-Oh nodded, waited for a moment to see if there was any more, then headed for the exit.

“I’m just impressed he fit in the house,” Pikachu observed.

Okay, sorted out, Dexter said, as the hologram vanished. Misty is very annoyed that it took you this long to think of her, but fortunately she’s getting a lift from Latios so she shouldn’t be too angry.

“Wait, do you mean that Misty?” Lizabeth asked. “How many awesome people do you guys know?”

“…actually, it is quite a high number,” Max said.

Jackie raised his hand. “Uh, do I need to go find a Pokémon to give me a lift?”

“We might be okay without,” Brock replied, counting under his breath. “Okay, so there’s nine of us, and when Misty arrives there’ll be ten of us. Altaria, Flygon, Latios, Ho-Oh, Pidgeot, Delta… is Latias coming?”

Yes.

“Then… I think that means we’ve got enough,” Brock decided. “In an emergency Zorua can turn into another Flygon or something.”

“What about the Legendary Beasts?” May said.

Damos has informed me that they are all busy.


A dull thumping boom echoed through the building.

“All right, all right!” called Mavis, running downstairs. “The door’s unlocked!”

As she said that, the knocking ceased. There was a short pause, and then the door slowly swung open.

A Raikou slammed back to the floor, having reared up to work the handle with his paws, and grinned. “At last!”

Mavis did a double-take. “…why are you here? Is something wrong? And why can I understand you?”

“Well, it’s a long story,” the Raikou told her, brushing past and inspecting the entry hall. “I like the columns. Very imposing.”

He slapped a paw on the flagstones. “Now! To business! I challenge your gym!”

Mavis stared at him.

“…why?”

“Because otherwise I’ll fall behind,” Raikou explained, patiently. “I’m not letting my dashed non-identical younger twin beat me in this!”

The gym leader took that in for a moment, then shrugged. “Okay, sure. What kind of challenge do you want?”

“What kind of challenge do you have?” Raikou riposted. “I don’t want to see anyone taking me any less seriously than I deserve!”

Mavis nodded. “Right, then.”

She cupped her hands around her mouth. “Gray! Erza! Lucy! We’ve got a challenger!”

Less than a second later, a Gardevoir and an Alolan Ninetales appeared in front of her. It took a little longer for the Klefki to show up, but show up she did – zipping down the stairs to arrive next to her teammates.

“You wanted a challenge?” Mavis asked. “We’ll be glad to give it to you. Fairy Gym doesn’t give up!”

“Now this is the kind of thing I was after!” Raikou laughed. “All right, what are the rules?”

Three a side, obviously, Erza stated. It’s your fault you didn’t bring more than one Pokémon.

Raikou nodded, accepting that. “This should be a wonderful bit of fun!”


“They’re moving!” hissed the guard, waving back at his commander. “They’ve got some flying Pokémon out – they’re leaving the car!”

“Right,” the commander replied, checking with his binoculars. “Okay, they’ve got an Altaria… two Flygon… a Mantine… and some kind of Pokémon which I think is a Latias or Latios, though it looks weird. Nine passengers total.”

He watched them carefully, until they passed over a low hill.

“Okay,” he said, calculating mentally. “I think that means they’re headed for Cerulean Cape. We can follow them – your Stantler can cloak sound too, right?”

“Yeah, but it’s harder,” the other pirate agreed, as the helicopter engines spooled up. “Anyway, aren’t we getting backup?”

The lieutenant shook his head. “No word from the others,” he reported. “Anyway, get that Stantler to work.”

The Normal-type focused, antlers seeming to warp slightly, and then nodded.

“Good. Now, get after those Pokémon.”

Both helicopters rose into the air, swivelled, and began to race towards the east.


In a hidden dockyard, in an out-of-the-way cove in Kanto, a predatory shape slipped its moorings and sunk below the water.


“This is pretty tiring, you know,” panted one Flygon.

“You’re flapping too hard,” the other said. “It’s the same mistake you made last time, you’re forgetting that a lot of flying is actually gliding.”

“Right, but it’s still tiring,” the first shot back.

“Do you need a break, Zorua?” Brock asked. “There’s some fields down there.”

“I’ll be fine for now,” answered the transformed Zorua, sliding sideways in the air a little. “How much further is it to Cerulean?”

“Not too far,” May called over from Altaria.

She looked back at Meredith, who was wearing the second set of straps on Altaria’s harness. “Handling everything okay?”

“Yes, thank you,” Meredith replied. “Your Altaria is a treat to ride.”

Altaria hummed, and May smiled. “He says thank you,” she reported.

“That’s just amazing,” Meredith said. “When you’re able to understand a Pokémon like that…”

To their right, near Zorua, Ship and Lizabeth both flew on top of Mega Latias – the Psychic-type being the most qualified to catch someone who fell, and with Ash on Zorua’s back as he was the one who was most qualified to shrug off a fall from a great height.

“Hey!” Max called, from Delta. “It looks like Pidgeot’s here!”

“Thank goodness,” Zorua said. “I think I’ll take that break now.”

“Sure thing,” Ash replied. “Pidgeot, can you come and fly under us?”

Pidgeot duly did so, rising towards them, and Ash slipped off Zorua’s faux-dragonback to drop ten feet and land on Pidgeot.

Breathing a sigh of relief, Zorua promptly returned herself, and Ash caught Pikachu a moment later.

“Thanks, girl,” he said, patting Pidgeot’s back. “Okay, I… think that’s Cerulean City down there.”

He looked aside to Mega Latias. “How’s your brother doing?”

“Catching up,” she squeaked back. “He’s not Mega so he can’t go as fast as he’d like, but he’s on the way.”

“Uh… guys?” Jackie called, from the Mantine he was sharing with Max. “Should there be a giant flaming comet coming up behind?”

“That’s probably Ho-Oh!” Ash called back. “He’ll slow down once he’s caught up!”

Pidgeot began to descend, smoothly heading towards Cerulean Gym, and the others followed in a loose formation.


“Hey, Daisy?” Lily called.

Daisy looked up from cleaning the water drain in the main pool. “What? You know I hate this job…”

“Well, uh… we’ve got visitors,” Lily answered.

“Really?” Violet said, leaning around the doorpost. “Who?”

Lily pointed out the window, and her sisters took a look.

“…huh,” Daisy said, watching as three Legendary Pokémon, two other dragons, a Mantine and a Pidgeot landed on the lawn outside. “Wait, is that Misty getting off the Latios?”

“What exactly is going on?” Violet asked. “I hope this isn’t another of those things like the Mirage Pokémon incident.”

“We’re about to find out,” Lily said, as Daisy stripped off her gloves and put them to the side for now. “Go wash up, D, I’ll handle this.”

“Thanks,” Daisy said with a sigh of relief, then looked more closely at the visitors. “Wait, who’s the beefcake?”

“I saw him first!” Violet tried.

“Shower!” Lily said firmly.

The door opened a moment later, admitting Misty.

“Hey, Mist,” Violet waved. “What’s up?”

“Hi, girls,” Misty replied. “There’s a thing going on with a Manaphy, and Ash nearly forgot to invite me again… anyway, we need some rebreathers.”

“How many?” asked Lily, as Daisy disappeared into the showers.

“About…” Misty began, then paused. She looked out the window, counting under her breath, then resumed. “Let’s just say all of them, just in case.”

“What, like, eighty?” Lily asked, taken aback.

“…maybe not that many,” Misty corrected herself. “Let’s say about thirty, though. And do you have any that will fit Ho-Oh or some of the other Pokémon out there?”

“We’ve never needed them,” Lily shrugged.

“Hey, uh… who’s that guy out there with the red jacket?” Violet asked, as Lily unlocked the rebreather case and began passing them to Misty. “He looks kind of hot.”

“All I really know is that he’s a Pokémon Ranger,” Misty shrugged. “Sorry.”

“…twenty-seven, twenty-eight… there we go,” Lily said. “Okay, that’s the lot.”

“Thanks,” Misty said with a smile. “Okay, see you girls later, once we’re done with this!”

They watched their sister leave, and start handing out the underwater breathing devices to the others.

“So, world saving stuff?” Violet said.

“Probably,” Lily agreed. “By the way, what happened to that swimmer you were dating before? Chad?”

“Ugh, don’t even get me started…”


“Okay, everyone got their rebreathers?” Misty asked. “You should all have at least one spare with you, in case one runs out without warning – if that happens underwater, you’ll need the second one to decompress properly on the way back up to the surface.”

“Right,” Kyle said. “Understand, Lizzie?”

“I get it, Dad,” Lizabeth agreed. “What about the other ones?”

“Those are for any non-Water-type Pokémon we need to use while we’re at Samiya,” Misty explained. “They don’t need a spare to decompress, but it’s best to make sure we don’t have too many Pokémon out at once in case we use up all the air in the rebreathers.”

“Don’t they last for hours?” Ash asked.

“We don’t know how long we’ll be down there,” Misty countered. “Right, then. Everyone ready?”

She looked around for their transport Pokémon, and spotted that they were all posed together for a tourist.

“Thanks,” the man smiled, as his son and daughter ran back over from posing with the Pokémon. “They’ll remember this for years.”

“A distinct pleasure,” Ho-Oh informed him, furling his wings. “And may I congratulate you on two fine children.”

“Now, now, you haven’t seen them at bedtime…”


Deep below the surface of the ocean, far below the influence of wind and wave, two pale white shapes moved in the dark.

Their wings pushed at the water like great scoops, moving tons of water at a time, and their tails moved to steer their under-sea flight as they wound their way north.

“Everything all right?” Lugia asked, his voice an ethereal song overlaid with psychic meaning.

“Yes, Dad,” Silver replied, beating his wings again. “Okay, I think this current is going in the right direction.”

He looked back. “Um… is it?”

“You tell me,” Lugia advised. “This is partly a test, though I’m here to make sure you don’t get hurt.”

“Right,” Silver said, accepting that.

He reached out with his mind, feeling the water around them both. Without his father’s control, he was unable to prevent a bit of leakage – and some deep-sea Pokémon swam away from the sudden pulse of mental pressure.

“Sorry,” Silver winced, sculling his wings to stay in place, then reached out more carefully. The undersea current he’d detected earlier was still there, surging along northwards, and he felt it to be sure it was able to carry them both.

Then he nodded. “Okay, let’s go with this one.”

Lugia merely nodded, and the two swam into the fast-flowing water.

“What’s Samiya like?” Silver added, resting now as the current ferried them along. “I’ve never seen it before.”

“It’s quite a sight,” Lugia replied. “You’ll like it, I think.”

“And how long until we get there?”

“That’s up to you,” Lugia said.


“This is actually a pretty incredible sight,” Jackie mused. “There’s three Legendary Pokémon here just flying in formation, two more with their trainers on dragons…”

“It’s quite a sight, yes,” agreed Ho-Oh, wings trimming slightly to control their travel. “Incidentally, how is the trip? I hope it’s quite acceptable.”

“Yes, thank you,” Kyle agreed. “You’ve been very helpful.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Ho-Oh replied. “I’ve wanted to help out in one of these for the longest time, and that doesn’t just mean the bits about setting rude people on fire.”

Down on Altaria, at the front of the formation, May waved her hand.

“Looks like we need to head down,” Jackie observed. “No, wait, I think that means we circle here for now.”

They watched as Altaria flared his wings, shedding most of his speed, and dropped towards the water.

“Does this mean we’re nearly there?” Jackie asked. “I can’t see anything…”


“Can you hover just off the water surface?” May asked.

Altaria trilled an affirmative, and May smiled. “Thanks.”

She checked Ethan’s map, seeing they were pretty much in the middle of the area he’d circled for where Samiya would be, then watched as they got closer and closer to the water.

Backwinging, Altaria slid lower and lower. Then he began to beat his cloud-stuff wings harder, turning his flight into a hover, with his legs just above the tops of the waves.

“Okay, that’s great!” May said. “Manaphy, is this good enough?”

“Sure is!” Manaphy confirmed, and dove off Altaria’s back.

He hit the water with barely a splash, going in as smooth as silk, and was under for several seconds before splashing back up onto the surface.

“It’s not far,” he reported, then waved his flippers and produced a water bubble to carry him up to May. “It’s not far, about… a mile and a half, I think. That way!”

“Okay, you head that way and we’ll follow you,” May said.

Manaphy beamed at her, then splashed back into the water and shot off in a plume of bubbles.

“What’s it like?” Altaria asked, as he duly followed Manaphy. “The Temple of the Sea, I mean.”

“It looks amazing,” May answered quickly. “It’s like… a palace, underwater, is the best way I can describe it. Or… not entirely underwater.”

“I’d have thought we’d be able to see it by now, then,” the Dragon-type said.

“Yeah, if it’s that close-” May said, then stopped and looked up.

“Oh,” she realized. “I just remembered that last time, Samiya appeared during a lunar eclipse, and it’s days until there’s a lunar eclipse this time because we moved so much faster and it was nearby.”

“You mean the whole thing’s invisible?” Altaria asked. “That’s going to make it a bit harder to deal with…”

“Yeah,” May agreed.

She thought for a moment, then shook her head. “I don’t think this is something Mewtwo could sort out.”

“Actually, that is kind of funny,” Altaria giggled. “I’m imagining him trying to be a villain again, and announcing that he will Steal The Moon!”

May smiled as well, then glanced back to make sure the rest were following her.

“Can you tell them we’re nearly there?” she asked Ethan.

I can tell Ash and Max, and I’m sure they can tell the rest.

A few seconds later, Manaphy used his aquakinesis to make a giant waving hand. It beckoned them towards him, then slapped at something invisible and collapsed in a surging wash of water.

“Well, that’s the Temple of the Sea,” May said.

She frowned. “It’s going to be a real pain to not get all our clothes wet… and to get changed, come to think of it.”

Reaching onto her belt, she produced Wartortle’s Pokéball, then sent the Water-type out. “Can you shape a kind of boat shape made out of water?”

“Well, yes,” Wartortle agreed, already doing it. “Why?”

“You’ll see,” May replied. “Okay, Glaceon! Freeze that water sculpture!”

Glaceon’s Ice Beam flicked out, turning Wartortle’s boat shape into ice, and it rocked about for a moment before bobbing serenely up and down on the water.

“Great!” May smiled. “Okay, now we just need to make a changing room and get Ash to use his groundsheet to cover it, so we don’t get too cold…”


“Are you ready, Lizzy?” Meredith asked.

“I’m ready, Mom!” Lizabeth replied, coming out of the impromptu changing room. “It’s really cold in there!”

“That’s because it’s made out of ice,” Wartortle said, mainly for her own benefit. “Did you expect it to be warm?”

“Wartortle,” May chuckled. “Okay, is that everyone?”

She looked around, getting several nods.

“Okay, then,” she added. “You can get rid of it, Wartortle.”

The Water-type gestured, and her ice-boat disappeared.

“Right,” Misty said, taking charge again. “How many Pokémon do we have who can tow someone underwater?”

“Latias and Latios can,” Ash volunteered. “I think Buizel can as well.”

“I’ve got Delta, he can take more than one,” Max said. “If we need him to, anyway.”

“I’ll bring Mama!” Manaphy jumped in quickly.

“And I’ve got Marshtomp,” Brock said.

Chatot raised a wing. “Uh… what about me?”

“You can come with me,” Latias suggested. “I can keep an air bubble going, and that’s how Pikachu’s travelling down anyway.”

“Are we just going to swim down until we find the entrance?” Ship asked. “I knew we should have taken my submarine…”

“Your submarine’s a lot slower than flying Pokémon,” Kyle said, not for the first time. “How do we do this, then? I count six Pokémon, or seven if Lizzie’s Buizel can take her.”

Misty’s reply was to hold up three Pokéballs, and send out all their contents at once. Gyarados, Milotic and Corsola all splashed into the water at once, and Kyle nodded in response.

“That should do,” he agreed.

“All right, let’s go,” Misty added. “Everyone make sure you have your rebreathers in.”

She checked for a moment to be sure they had, then nodded to May. “You’d better go first.”

Manaphy saluted, then took May’s hand and pulled her into the water.

Wartortle dove after them, and over the next few seconds the others followed.


AN:


The process of getting to the Temple of the Sea is a bit easier when it’s done this way.

Also, of course, Ho-Oh finally gets to do what he’s been waiting to do for weeks.






234. Temple of the Sea 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


“Great, they’ve gone missing,” the pirate commander groaned. “Do you think that means they found Samiya?”

“It’s not as if we’re going to be able to tell now,” said one of the others. “Stantler is getting pretty tired now, can’t we just say we’ve done all we could?”

The commander hesitated, but before he could reply there was a crackle from the radio.

“Land now,” the speaker said, cut with static, then went silent.

“Land?” the pilot asked. “Land where?”

They glanced across to the other cloaked helicopter, seeing a shrug from the pirates in that one too. Then the commander leaned out the door, did a double-take, and pointed – straight down.

“There!” he said, as the sea boiled and something huge came bursting out. “That’s the Phantom Sub! Land on the deck while it’s surfaced so we can get on board!”


It was an odd experience, diving down to the entrance of Samiya.

They were taking it slow, slowly enough to avoid injury from rapid compression, and the deeper they got the more Pokémon there were – drawn by Manaphy’s presence, starting with a few flashing Chinchou but quickly developing as more and more Pokémon flocked to see the Prince of the Sea.

“This is pretty amazing,” Latias said, looking around. “There aren’t this many Water Pokémon even in Altomare.”

“I think you’re right,” Latios smiled. “I wonder if they’re here because of the Temple of the Sea, or because of Manaphy?”

“Both?” Pikachu suggested.

They moved deeper, approaching somewhere they couldn’t see but which Manaphy seemed to know, and the light became odder – more washed-out by the weight of the sea above.

“You know…” Pikachu mused. “Since we’re the only ones who can actually talk, this would be pretty boring for anyone listening.”

“But there’s a lot to look at,” Latios replied. “Besides, Ship and Meredith are in our air bubbles, they could talk as well.”

“There’s nothing to say,” Ship said softly. “I just can’t think of anything that would help.”

Manaphy sang something up ahead, and there was a kind of shiver through the water. Then they passed through some kind of boundary, and they were abruptly inside a tunnel – a huge one, big enough to fit even a large submarine.

“The Temple of the Sea,” Meredith realized. “I never thought we’d actually see it, even after all that’s happened today.”

“Well, there it is,” Latias agreed, and they began to float upwards – towards a shimmering air-water interface, not far above. “I wonder if this is how the People of the Sea got in and out of Samiya in the past?”

“I don’t think it was,” Ship mused. “Not all the time, anyway. But they must have used it some of the time, or it wouldn’t be here at all.”

“Why do you think they didn’t do it all the time?” Latios asked, curious. “This is how we get around in Altomare a lot of the time, and like you say it is here – oh, I see.”

“See what?” his sister asked.

“Air supply,” Latios said. “Even if they had submarines, or water Pokémon, they’d need to be able to refresh the air supply so there must have been a way out above water.”

“Oh, right, that makes sense…”

Then they broke the surface of the water, and got their first look at what Samiya was really like.


“So this is the main underwater entrance!” Manaphy explained, proudly. “I wasn’t sure if the above-water entrances would be above water – or if they’d work if they weren’t – so I took us here!”

“I can see why the People of the Sea remembered Samiya so fondly,” Jackie said, looking around at the glittering docks – even here, somewhere which was supposed to be just for utility, was made like a work of art. “But… hold on.”

He looked back at the water they’d climbed out of, then around at the temple. “This is below water level on the outside, right?”

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed. “About… fifty feet, I think?”

“I don’t get how that could even begin to work,” Jackie said. “Shouldn’t the water flood up into the temple itself?”

“No, that’s part of the special way Samiya is built,” Manaphy answered. “It uses a force field generated by the crystals to keep the water out.”

He approached one of the doors, then frowned. “Hmmm… Lizabeth, can I borrow your crystal?”

Lizabeth passed it over, and Manaphy pressed it to the door. There was a flicker of light, and he gave it back with a smile as the door swung open. “Thanks!”

“Why this door?” Ship asked him.

“It’s the way to where the Sea Crown is kept,” Manaphy answered. “And the control room, so I can turn off the invisibility device…”

He stopped, and looked back to where May was. “Mama? Do you know anywhere I could keep Samiya?”

Everyone stared at him.

“Seriously?” Jackie said. “You want to park the Temple of the Sea somewhere?”

“Yes!” Manaphy confirmed. “Why not? I think it’s mine, isn’t it?”


“I don’t recognize this route,” May said softly, walking down the corridor with Manaphy on her shoulder – both of them lit by the glowing crystals in sconces on the walls. “Did we come this way last time?”

“Well… no,” Manaphy said, thinking. “But it’s the way I normally use, because it’s quicker.”

“Right,” May said, realizing. “Okay, that makes sense. I guess you know the place inside out by now?”

“Kind of,” Manaphy shrugged. “I spent a lot of time here.”

He gave May a hug. “It was lonely.”

“Oh, Manaphy…” May sighed. “I’m sorry about that. Did no other Manaphy turn up?”

Manaphy was about to answer, but then May’s foot touched one of the floor stones and it went down slightly.

The door behind them closed with a thunk, making everyone jump.

“What just happened?” Kyle asked.

“…oops.” Manaphy said, blushing. “I just remembered the other thing about this way to get around… it’s kind of got traps on it…”

“Traps?” Jackie repeated, looking around nervously. “Why did you take us down this way, then?”

“I didn’t remember!” Manaphy said. “And… and it’s the fastest route if the traps aren’t there, so I just picked this one…”

His voice broke slightly, and May hugged him. “It’s okay, Manaphy,” she said, trying to calm him down. “It’s a mistake, but we know about it now so we can try to solve it. What traps are there?”

Manaphy frowned. “Um… I don’t remember which ones are in this corridor, but I know there’s some dart traps, and one which floods the area, and a rolling boulder… and I think there are some pit traps as well.”

One of Ash’s Pokéballs flashed open, and Lucario emerged. “Okay,” he said. “I’ve got this.”

Striding past May and Manaphy, he walked purposefully down the corridor.

“Are you sure?” Latios asked. “Some of those traps sounded pretty dangerous.”

Lucario paused, foot in the air.

“You’re quite right,” he agreed, and walked back down the corridor. Going past Ash, he stopped in front of Misty.

“Can I have one of the rebreathers, please?” he requested.

Misty handed it over, and Lucario examined it closely. Then he put it in his mouth, and walked back down the corridor again.

One of the flagstones sank as he put weight on it, and a shower of poisoned darts rattled out of hidden launchers to hit Lucario all down both sides.

“Lucario!” Ash called. “Are you okay?”

Lucario turned back to give him a look, then took the rebreather out to talk again. “I’m a Steel type,” he said, patiently.

“Oh, yeah, right…”

Stepping back, Ash’s Pokémon tested the flagstone again – making the dart launchers fire a second time. Then he began jumping up and down on the dart trigger, poisoned slivers of metal hissing out in volleys with every impact.

“I don’t really think those were designed to keep out Lucario,” May said. “How many darts do they have, Manaphy?”

“I don’t know…”

The dart launchers abruptly stopped.

“Oh,” Manaphy corrected himself. “That many!”

Lucario continued on after that, searching for the next trap, and May got Manaphy’s attention again. “About that thing you said… about parking Samiya somewhere, I mean.”

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed. “That’s my plan!”

“Are you sure it’ll be okay?” May asked. “I mean… I… well, it sounds like a great solution, but what about the other Manaphy? They’re supposed to all come to Samiya after they’re born.”

“There aren’t many Manaphy,” he replied, sadly. “I didn’t see another one.”

May winced.

“But I did think about that,” Manaphy added. “And-”

There was a whunng ahead of them as a trapdoor opened, and Lucario dropped through it – straight down.

Then a flash of blue light came out of the open hole in the floor, and Lucario rose back into view with two jets of blue Aura coming from his feet.

Landing on the far side of the hole, he turned and indicated it. “Watch your step, there’s a bit of a hole there.”

Manaphy giggled.

“I think Lucario’s just determined to show off as much as he possibly can,” Ash commented.

“Probably,” Latios agreed.

“What was your idea, Manaphy?” May asked, trying to get their conversation back on topic.

“Well… I was thinking about how it used to be, with the Temple of the Sea,” Manaphy explained. “And I realized – it used to be in one place anyway, so it’s just fine for it to be in one place again!”

May’s jaw dropped.

“That… is a very good point, Manaphy,” she said, once she’d regained her composure. “And that means you wouldn’t have to follow Samiya around the world, so you could stay near enough to visit!”

Manaphy beamed.

Then there was a whud from up ahead, followed by a long grinding sound that terminated in a sharp crack of breaking stone.

“What was that?” May asked.

“Lucario just triggered the rolling boulder,” Ash answered. “He punched it.”

“I think these traps weren’t built to deal with Pokémon,” Brock said. “At least, not Lucario.”

“But if you think about it, then you wouldn’t need to build traps that could stop a Lucario,” Max replied. “I can’t imagine anyone who you’d want to keep out having a Lucario.”

There was another rattling click from where Lucario was, and he started jumping up and down on the trigger stone he’d found.

“Are there any trap types we haven’t seen yet?” Ash asked. “Manaphy mentioned a water-flooding trap, right?”

“Yep,” Manaphy confirmed. “But… um, I’m not sure if I forgot one…”

“What do we do if there is a water trap?” Jackie said.

“We all have rebreathers,” May answered. “That’s why Lucario took one, so he had one as well… that way, if the corridor floods, we’re fine.”

“I like it,” the Ranger admitted. “Your Lucario’s sharp.”

“That would be all the pointy bits,” Pikachu said.

Meredith watched with surprise as Ash and Brock chuckled. “Did I miss something?”

“Pikachu made a joke,” Ash explained. “Any idea how much further it is?”

“It might be a while,” Manaphy said, thinking. “I know-”

“Oops,” Lucario said, drawing their attention. “Everyone has a rebreather, right?”

Water began to fill the corridor, pooling around their ankles.

“Anyone who doesn’t have one, over here,” Latios said. “That includes you, Chatot.”

“It’s actually Casey,” the Flying-type said. “And… thanks.”

“Casey?” Pikachu asked. “We know a Casey. She plays baseball a lot.”


Deep inside Samiya, water fountains played endlessly over the surfaces of the huge sanctum. The rustling and splattering sound of the caged waterfalls was the only thing disturbing the air, and the only thing that had been heard there for decades.

Then a door hissed open, admitting a flood of water and a Lucario.

“There!” Manaphy said, pleased with himself, as the water level in the corridor dropped. “I thought that would work!”

“Good work, Manaphy,” May agreed, taking her rebreather out as the water from the corridor spilled into the main pool. “But next time… no traps, okay?”

“I’ll turn them off soon,” Manaphy agreed. “I did remember to turn the water jets on full!”

The others followed her, with Casey taking to the air again now there was air to actually fly in, and everyone got their first look into the sanctum of the Temple of the Sea.

It was an amazing sight, even more than normal with the sun shining high in the sky. The sunlight was split and recombined into a diffuse glow which lit the whole enormous room, with the occasional shaft left all but untouched by the windows to throw shafts of sunlight into the air.

The lighting was impressive enough, but what really drew the eye were the streams of water – some of them like waterslides, but without any need of tubes to confine the water, while others surged up like fountains to lift water high into the air before letting it splash back down into the central pool.

“This is… astonishing,” Ship said. “It truly does deserve to be called the temple of the sea.”

“Okay, everyone!” Manaphy called, standing on May’s head for height. “I just want to tell you some things!”

He held up a flipper. “Firstly, be careful because if you fall out of the water jets you might get hurt. Secondly, if you hold still you shouldn’t fall out of the water jets. And thirdly, the water jets are the quickest way to get around, but there are stairs too.”

After a moment, he looked down. “How was that, Mama?”

“Very responsible, Manaphy,” she told him, smiling, and lifted him down. “What should we do now?”

“Oh!” Manaphy realized. “First, I’ll turn off all the traps, and then we can start to steer Samiya somewhere else. It’s not very fast, though…”

“We can wait,” May assured him. “Okay, how do we get to the control room?”

Manaphy looked around, getting his bearings, then pointed. “That one.”

May eyed the water jet, a little nervously, then sent out Altaria.

She patted Manaphy, reassuring him. “Don’t worry, Manaphy. I’m just a bit nervous – but I’ll do it, for you.”

The Water-type smiled happily.

“Why did you send out your Altaria?” Lizabeth asked.

“Firstly, in case things go wrong,” May explained. “I trust him to catch Manaphy and me if they do.”

“I’d be fine, mama,” Manaphy pointed out.

“I know, but I wouldn’t,” May said, smiling to take out the sting. “And secondly, because that means Altaria can enjoy himself once I’m done.”

The others exchanged glances, then began sending out their Pokémon as well as May took a firm step forwards. She hesitated, then her stance shifted and she stepped right into the water jet – which sent her flying through the air, Manaphy with her and Altaria trailing behind her.

“Wait…” Latias said, tilting her head. “Does this mean we can just mess around a lot?”

She glanced at her brother, slyly, then tapped him on the wing. “Tag!”

Then the Legendary was off, curling as soon as she passed the edge of the balcony they were on and diving into the water below.

Latios followed, the wind of his takeoff making Lizabeth shriek as it blew on her wet skin, and there was a splash as he followed his sister into Samiya’s extensive underwater passages.

That seemed to break the ice, and more Pokémon came out – and Ash went as well, using a different water stream to May to bounce across to the other side of the room.

“…do you think it’s safe for me to take part?” Pikachu asked, glancing over at Lucario.

“Depends, do you think you can avoid sparks coming out of your cheeks?”


In the docks, a small object broke the surface of the water. It swivelled, the periscope tracking around the entire room, then withdrew again.

Bubbles boiled up out of the water, and a few seconds later so did the sleek shape of the Phantom Sub. It rocked back and forth a little as the trim tanks evened out, then moved slowly over to the pier at one side of the pool.

The conning tower opened up, and half-a-dozen Phantom Pirates came out along with their Pokémon. They moved nervously, looking around to see if there was any sign of movement, and only after a good half-minute of checking did the commander raise his radio.

“All clear,” he said.

“Good,” came the reply.

Then the Phantom himself came out of the hatch.

Unlike the others, he was not wearing a uniform. Instead, he was almost completely enclosed in a giant suit – one built like armour, but which was so large it was clearly actually a robotic assistance suit.

“Which way did they go?” he asked.

One of the pirates looked up, his Linoone already on a trail. “This way,” he replied.

“Good,” the Phantom said, smiling nastily, then began to walk forwards – each step accompanied by a whirring sound. “And radio silence from here. They have Porygon, they might be able to detect it.”

“Captain,” his second-in-command nodded. “All right, you heard him – spread out.”


Manaphy’s fins moved over the crystalline controls, sending patterns of light dancing through them.

“Okay,” he said. “I… think that’s the traps all off. And I’m telling Samiya to head to the south for now.”

He glanced over at May. “Should I make it turn visible, or bring it up to the surface?”

May thought.

“Surface it, I think,” she said. “That way we’ll be able to turn off the bubble if we want to leave – or if we want to get a satellite signal, too.”

“Okay!” Manaphy agreed, hitting those controls, then jumped off his seat to watch with May as the Temple began to rise.

Unnoticed, behind him, a shiver ran through the glittering display crystals.


Casey circled over the pool, not taking part – just watching, and thinking.

Everyone here was just… odd, to his experience. Oh, sure, kids enjoyed themselves, but once you got strong you had to give all that up, and you got strong by refusing to let things like that hold you back.

But these people, and these Pokémon… the ones who seemed to be taking things most seriously were the two he thought were parents, and he knew they didn’t have the strongest team by a long way. While there were Legendary Pokémon enjoying themselves, and Ash – the one who actually had Ho-Oh – was in some kind of water fight with his Lucario.

The Chatot winced as Ash threw a giant blue sphere at his Pokémon, and then Lucario burst it and produced a rain of water everywhere.

Both of them were laughing, though, so it was probably fine.

It was all just… odd. Different from how things were in the Phantom Pirates, of course… but so much more full of joyous energy, and he didn’t know what to think of it.

Alighting on a ledge, he furled his wings and looked up at the sky.

He could just fly off. That was an option, and one he’d thought of more than once.

But it was nice, talking with humans, at least when they weren’t-

There was a very faint thumping sound, and Casey took off again – flying in a circle to see if he could work out where it was coming from.

He passed over Ship – the old sailor, who was sitting and watching the water jets – then got close to the door they’d entered by. It sounded louder here, and he stopped to hover right by it. His own tail made an occasional faint tock sound as it flicked back and forth, but he could still hear the thumping as it got less faint.

Then Phantom came out of the door in his full mech suit, nearly nine feet tall, accompanied by half-a-dozen pirates and their Pokémon. The change was so sudden that Casey did a double-take, watching as his comrades spread out, and then Phantom looked up directly at where he was hovering.

There was a frozen moment of stillness.

The Phantom looked angry, but not incandescent – Casey knew the signs well. He’d be angry, but it would probably be taken as an attempt to infiltrate…

The Chatot came to a decision.

“Captain Phantom is here! Look out!”

He saw Phantom scowl, then a flash of electricity came from the shock gun built into one wrist of the armour. It hit Casey despite his dodge, and he fell paralyzed to the water below.


“Traitor,” Phantom muttered.

He nodded sharply at one of his pirates – the one with the Stantler – then signalled the commander. “Cause disruption,” he told them. “Keep them busy.”

That got him a nod of confirmation, and Phantom turned to face the main control area up at the top of the room.

Thrusters in his boots spooled up, and he took off with a near-silent shoom.


“Roland, Kris, make sure Lizabeth and her family are okay,” Max called. “Everyone else – look out for their Pokémon!”

Roland vanished with a flicker of movement, then appeared again a second or so later with Ship. He teleported away again to get Lizabeth, and Max spotted a Beedrill flying fast across the surface of the water.

“There!” he told Jirachi.

“Got it!”

A plume of spray burst out of the water as Jirachi’s Future Sight detonated directly underneath Beedrill’s position, and the Bug-type was catapulted into the air – totally spoiling his attempt to attack Misty’s Togekiss.

Then a Charizard came swooping down from the balcony, launching out a gout of flame which came close to hitting Misty – with the Elite Four member ducking under the water before she was hit, though steam still hissed up from the surface.

“That’s not fair!” Arc said, and fired a Thunder attack – though the Charizard managed to dodge away. “We’re the ones who are supposed to be helped out by a Charizard!”

Something rippled under the waves, where Misty had gone, and then there was an enormous plume of water as three of her Pokémon burst out at once – Mega Gyarados, Milotic and Kabutops, mounting combined attacks on the low-flying Charizard.

Kabutops got there first, scythes flashing as he used Smack Down, and his attack-

-passed right through.

Then a Charge Beam came fizzing down from the Phantom Pirates, hitting Kabutops in the side, and he jerked before recovering. The second Charge Beam came a moment later, and this time Seaking got in the way to absorb it with Lightningrod.

“There’s an illusion Pokémon somewhere!” Max shouted, to make sure everyone knew, and looked up at the platform the pirates were on. There was an Electabuzz, just stepping back from the edge, and a Weepinbell taking their place.

“There’s no Charizard,” Lucario reported, running across the water. “But there is-”

He broke off, blocking a Skarmony which appeared from nowhere, and Max winced.

This was worse than sparring against Brock – at least then it was friendly.


“What’s going on?” Manaphy said, frightened. “Mama?”

“I don’t-” May began, looking over the edge of the balcony, then gasped. “It must be the Phantom Pirates!”

“Not again!”

Manaphy peered over the edge as well, then shook his head and hurried back to the Sea Crown. He looked at the glowing crystals, picked one, and touched it.

There was a sudden shift in the character of the water sounds, and May did a double-take as a geyser of water came crashing down on the Phantom’s crew.

Manaphy reached for a crystal to do it again, and then the ground crunched as something landed between them. A suit of powered armour appeared out of thin air with startling swiftness, then something on the wrist flashed and sent a blast of electrical energy into May – knocking her to the floor with a cry of pain.

The Water-type turned away from the controls. “Mama!”

“There you are, Prince of the Sea,” Captain Phantom said, one arm pointed down at May and the other at Manaphy himself. “Step away from the Sea Crown – now – or your mama here gets another blast.”


Jackie reached the side of the pool, and hauled himself out – assisted by a quick push from Misty’s Corsola – then turned to look at the situation in the room.

It was hard to tell what was going on, with at least half the Pokémon almost certainly illusions but others probably real – including a very busy Skarmory, which kept dropping in and out of stealth to come around behind combatants who weren’t paying attention.

Glancing at the Chatot he’d snagged from the water, Jackie made sure he was breathing before turning back to the complex, multisided fight. His Styler activated, and he sent the Capture Disc flicking out into the air.

“Chaa?” Chatot asked, damply.

Jackie smirked in reply, spinning the Disc around the entire room, and as it came back to him it pulsed once – conveying his feelings to the Pokémon in the room.

It wasn’t very powerful, not with so many Pokémon to use, but-

“There!” he called, pointing, and Max’s Manectric sent a bolt of lightning crashing through the air. It hit something, outlining the Skarmory in fizzing coronal discharge for a moment before the illusion-creating Pokémon adjusted.

The Capture Disc did another loop, and Jackie pointed again. “By the fountain!”

It was a rock this time – a Rock Throw from Geodude, who managed to score a glancing blow on a hidden Nuzleaf.

Then Lucario threw an Aura Sphere, which passed within a foot of Jackie’s head. It crashed into the Skarmory, throwing it off an attack run which would have knocked Jackie into the water.

“Thanks!” the Ranger called, getting a wave from Lucario in return – who was still running around on top of the water, as if that was just perfectly normal.

These Pokémon were crazy.


“This is terrible,” Ship groaned, as a gout of flame erupted from one of the battling Pokémon. “This shouldn’t be happening in the Temple of the Sea.”

“I know, granpa,” Lizabeth said, taking his hand and squeezing it. “But Ash Ketchum and his friends are winning, aren’t they?”

“I honestly can’t tell,” Kyle said. “I’ve lost track of who has what Pokémon.”

He pointed. “Look up there, that Crobat. Whose is that?”

Lizabeth frowned. “I… think that’s one of Brock’s Pokémon… yes, he had it out earlier, before we ran into the pirates.”

“Wonder what he’s doing up there,” the old man said, scratching his head. “Too high to join in the battle…”

“I’m sure Crobat’s doing something useful,” Lizabeth said.

There was a flash, and she looked at her Medicham – currently keeping up a psychic shield as best she could. “Are we safe?”

“Me…di,” Medicham replied, a little unsure, and then there was a sploosh right in front of them as something came out of the water – visible only from the way the water surged around it.

Medicham strengthened her shield, and then got smashed to the side by something large and heavy.

“Medicham!” Lizabeth shouted.

The illusion broke down, revealing a burly Crawdaunt already raising a claw for another strike.

Then a blue blur hit the Crawdaunt with a running double kick, making it slide a few feet backwards, and the whole family stared.

Ash Ketchum ducked under a Bubblebeam launched by the Water-type, hands glowing blue, then snap-kicked it as it tried to prepare a Crabhammer and knock him away. Before it could recover, he darted forwards and took its claw in his grip.

Then he shifted his weight, a brighter blue glow forming around his feet, and threw the Crawdaunt halfway across the room.

“That… shouldn’t really be possible,” Kyle said, as the Dark-type hit the water with a booming splash. Then Ash reached for his waist, drawing a sword, and swept it up to block the Skarmory as it tried to blindside him.

The crash was painfully loud, and Ash followed it up a moment later by lashing out with his free hand and Thunderpunching the Flying-type.

“I don’t think I even know what the difference between humans and Pokémon is any more,” Meredith said.


“There are still a lot of them up there,” Milotic reported. “We’re having trouble telling exactly where because of all the illusions, though.”

Misty took a deep breath from her rebreather, then signalled to Starmie. The Psychic-type formed a little psionic bubble, and Misty took out her rebreather before discharging a cloud of air into the sphere of psychic energy.

She stuck her head in it, and took another deep breath.

“Milotic, you take Seaking with you,” she said. “Come up near the platform they’re on, and use Iron Tail to deflect any Solarbeams. Corsola, you make a big plume of water – as big as you can get, so it rains down all over the place – and, when you notice an empty area that’s blocking the water, pass it on to Kabutops. Kabutops, your job is to mark the targets and keep them from escaping.”

“And me?” Mega Gyarados asked.

“Use your initiative,” Misty told him, with a thumbs-up. “But probably Crunch.”

The air in the bubble was starting to get stale, so she ducked out of it and switched her rebreather back in. Starmie let the bubble go as a cloud of froth heading up towards the surface, and then her Pokémon shot off to do their jobs.

Misty smiled.

This was actually working out quite well. Maybe she’d need to try it for the next prospective Gym Leader…


Some distance from the main battle, Brock stood on one of the higher platforms – a few feet away from the water jet that would launch someone still further into the depths of the huge room.

“Doing okay?” he asked, softly.

Stantler nodded, not taking his eyes off the battle.

Nodding, Brock turned his attention back to the fight as well. Ash was running across the water with his sword out, and Brock realized after a few seconds that he was chasing the invisible Skarmory.

There were other clashes going on as well, the battle having more of a stop-start feel than he was used to due to the illusion work of one of the Phantom Pokémon – probably a Stantler of their own – and it was clear that Roland’s teleportation was letting him repeatedly jump in and turn the tide of a lot of the little battles.

Ash still hadn’t sent out Ho-Oh again, but that was probably smart in a battle like this where most of the targets weren’t clear, and he had no idea where the Eon Twins had ended up.

Then Stantler nodded sharply. “Done!”


“How are we doing?” the commander asked. “The captain said to give him as long as possible before we retreat!”

“Pretty well,” one of the others replied. “We’ve lost a few Pokémon, but they’re still having trouble getting through the illusions.”

The commander looked out at the battle, and had to admit that he was having trouble following what was and wasn’t an illusion. Not only were most attacks against their Pokémon missing – or turning out to be made against Pokémon that weren’t really there – but their enemies were still unable to compare notes and coordinate as they were too busy avoiding surprise attacks.

“Solarbeam!” called a helicopter pilot, and their Weepinbell launched out a beam of condensed sunlight. It flashed out into the water, then hit a shimmering silver Iron Tail and bounced back – right along the line it had been fired.

Weepinbell wasn’t knocked out by the hit, but it did knock the Grass-type backwards and stun them for a moment.

“I think we need some more attacks at the front,” the commander decided. “Octillery, you’re up!”

Octillery promptly arrived, suction cups making a thok sound on the damp surface, and looked up at him for guidance.

“We want to attack that trainer with the sword and the staff,” the commander told him. “Use something powerful, like a Flash Cannon or Signal Beam or something.”

Octillery raised a tentacle and saluted, a little awkwardly, then turned to face Ash Ketchum.

There was a long pause, and the commander frowned.

“Octillery?” he asked.

Then there was a thump sound from the side, over where Stantler was, and the commander’s head snapped around to look just as the thump was followed by a loud explosion.

Stantler was staggering to one side, concentration broken and his own personal concealment illusion gone along with all the rest, and a Forretress rolling at speed to follow him before Selfdestructing again and knocking Stantler flat to the ground.

“What!?” the commander demanded. “What happened?”

Out in the main battle area, there was an explosion of rose-coloured light as Ho-Oh was finally sent out. The Fire-typed Legendary sent a Sky Attack to hit Skarmory, knocking the Steel-type out of the air, then rounded on the still-active Crawdaunt.

“I don’t know!” said Stantler’s trainer. “I was keeping a lookout – nothing came in from any direction!”

Scowling, the commander ordered his final reserve Pokémon forwards – a Graveler and a Nosepass. “Stealth Rock that Ho-Oh!” he ordered. “Octillery, Flamethrower the Forretress!”

Octillery clenched his tentacles, then lashed out with surprising speed – hitting the commander in the ankles, tripping him over and knocking him nearly flat on his face.

There was a flicker of light, and Octillery transformed into a Steelix. Before the Phantom Pirates or their Pokémon could react, it swept its tail across like a giant club and knocked both Rock-types off the platform and into the water.

The shock of impact produced another flicker of light, and suddenly the Steelix was a Zorua. It smirked at him, and the commander noticed a shape hidden in the shadows behind one of the water jets.

It looked an awful lot like an Octillery tied up into a knot with its own tentacles. As he stared, the Crobat he’d spotted earlier flew overhead – with a Heavy Ball in his claws – and he suddenly had a sinking feeling about how those Pokémon had managed to both find the invisible Stantler and drop in to ambush them.

Then two blurs shot past, slowing down just enough he could identify them as a Latias and a Latios, and he raised his hands in surrender.


AN:


The trap scene was fun to write. Lucario do not really care much about traps – the old “spiked pit” trap just results in blunt spikes, for a start.

And, of course, we have the big idea for what to do with Samiya, interrupted by the Phantom Pirates.






235. Temple of the Sea 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


Manaphy stared at May for a moment, then at the Phantom, and slowly took a step away from the crystals.

“That’s right,” the Phantom said, voice easily audible over the faint sounds of the battle far below. “No funny tricks.”

Then he triggered the blaster in his other arm, shocking Manaphy with a dose of paralytic electricity, and stomped forwards.

As he was about to take one of the crystals, May spoke up. “Why?”

“Why what?” the Phantom replied, pausing. “The crystals?”

He chuckled. “Lass, isn’t it obvious? Money – these are the control systems for a technology beyond anything the world knows today, and I know buyers who’ll pay a literal fortune for that kind of leverage.”

“But you can’t use them,” May protested, pushing herself to hands and knees. “They need Samiya to work.”

“But they’ll still sell,” the Phantom reiterated. “And with the asking price including not only the Temple of the Sea’s control system, but-” he shocked Manaphy again with a stun blast, making the Water-type cry out, “-a Pokémon who understands the control system, who can be interrogated for the right answers.”

He reached into his suit, producing a collapsible wire-mesh cage about a foot across, and scooped Manaphy into it. The moment he closed the door a dense web of electrical currents covered the outside of the cage, which shocked Manaphy the moment he tried to put a fin through the bars.

“Stay put, now,” he advised, attaching the cage to a clip at his waist, and turned his gaze back to May. “And that goes for you too. Any funny business, I turn up the power and shock him again.”

Seeing her expression, his lip curled for a moment. “There are only two kinds of people in the world, lass. The ones who have, and the ones who used to have what the first kind took.”

He listened to the sound below for a moment, then frowned. “Useless crew,” he muttered. “Well, they did enough.”

Captain Phantom took one of the Sea Crown’s crystals in each gauntlet of his mechsuit, and pulled.

As soon as he did, there was a shudder through the fabric of the Temple of the Sea. The crash of the fountains stopped very suddenly, and the Phantom frowned before starting to remove the rest of the crystals as fast as possible.

One of them ended up next to Manaphy, and the Legendary contemplated it for a moment.

Then he reached out through the electrical field, heedless of the painful energy that suddenly coursed through him. His fin distorted as he used Acid Armor, turning it into water, and he managed to touch the crystal for a moment before the pain got too much and he cried out in agony.


“Manaphy!” May shouted, fists clenching involuntarily. Seeing him hurt brought back all her fears – all her worries about him, the terror she had of letting him down, and the dull ache of knowing he’d have to leave replaced by the new, wonderful hope he could stay.

It rolled inside her, making her feel she needed to do something. And as it did, she stood – ignoring the pain from the stun bolt, which seemed unimportant. Feeling suddenly full of energy, full of determination.

Distantly, she noticed all the crystals were glowing with a steady gold-yellow corona – and so were her arms, and her legs, and all the rest of her body.

But that wasn’t nearly as important as the key point here.

Her son was in danger. So she would have to rescue him.


Samiya trembled, the enormous floating palace shivering before tilting a few degrees to one side, and the water fountains all cut off at once.

“What just-” Jackie began, looking around, then nearly lost his footing as another tremble ran through the structure.

A wave slapped against the far wall as the water caught up with the movements of the building around it, sending spray several feet into the air.

“Does this mean we’ve changed course?”

“It shouldn’t,” Ship replied. “Ships don’t do this kind of thing when you change course!”

He turned his head, listening, then blanched. “Look out – it’s flooding!”

A wall of water came roaring down the formerly trapped corridor, hitting the surrendered Phantom Pirates and knocking them bodily into the water along with Forretress and Zorua.

Lizabeth gasped as the water level reached the waterside platform they were on, then sent out her Buizel. “Granpa? What’s happening?”

“The water must be coming up through the way we came in!” Ship guessed.

Misty’s Milotic swam over as the water reached three feet deep, and offered herself as a handhold. They quickly took the offer, except for Lizabeth who stuck with her Buizel, and Jackie who just began treading water for the moment.

In front of them, Latias plunged into the water with a bubble shield around her. She was gone for several seconds, before emerging with two of the Phantom Pirates across her back.

Latios appeared a moment later with two more, and Brock began counting.

“We’re missing at least two!” he called. “And some of their Pokémon – and Forretress and Zorua!”

As soon as he said that, Lucario crouched. He jumped off the water with a shoom of blue Aura, did a flip in mid-air, then pointed himself straight down and lit off his Aura jets for more speed.

“What a day,” Jackie groaned.

“Wotta-day,” Casey agreed, parroting him.


“I told you, lass-” Phantom began, then saw May standing – fists clenched, lit by a glowing golden light – and faltered.

“What the-”

“Let Manaphy go,” May said, one foot sliding across the floor as she took her stance.

Phantom snorted, and twisted to fire another stun bolt at her.

Before he got it lined up, however, May stepped forwards. She raised her left arm so the upper arm was horizontal and the lower arm up in a vertical bar, and swept it across to knock the mechanical arm aside so it couldn’t target her.

Stepping forwards with her other foot, she lashed out with a punch aimed at the upper thigh of his mech suit’s right leg. The golden glow followed her fist, and when she connected it was far harder than her own strength could generate.

Phantom wobbled, thrown off by the unexpected impact, and kicked with the leg she hadn’t hit yet. That made May react, turning her punch into a low block which arrested the momentum from the kick, then grabbed Phantom’s right arm and twisted in a classic compliance-hold move.

Part of the mechanical arm gave way under the pressure, and a cascade of sparks erupted as the stun blaster failed. Then the metal and composite tore completely, and the Phantom pulled back the section of his mechanical arm above the elbow.

“Just stop that!” he demanded, stepping back and lining up his other arm. “I tried and I tried to let you live, lass-”

He triggered the arm, and all the strength of his powered armour went behind a single mighty punch aimed for May’s face.

She raised both arms in a block, but the impact was too much for her to stop – it sent her skidding halfway across the platform, only stopping when she hit the retaining wall at the far end.

Then she shook her head, and went back to her ready stance.

The Phantom looked at his status readout, and did a double-take when he saw that the punch he’d launched had actually done more damage to his kinetic strike module than to his target.

“Stop fighting and let Manaphy go,” May said. “You’re not going to get away with this, but we need to stop Samiya sinking.”

“Lass, I planned on sinking it,” the Phantom snorted. “Tidies up too many loose ends to pass up.”

He chambered another kinetic strike, deciding the armour could probably take it, and May ran forwards.

This time, when he launched the strike, she ducked – avoiding the impact entirely – then straightened up again inside his guard, where he couldn’t hit her with the arm. Frustrated, he kicked at her, and she stepped back.

Then she grabbed his foot and lifted, managing to pull him off-balance and making him crash to the floor.

“Damn brat!” the Phantom snarled, trying to hit her with his remaining enhanced arm, and she blocked – another textbook upper-arm block, which she held for a moment before using the leverage to snap it off halfway between the fist and the elbow.

Then she reached for his waist, and tore Manaphy’s cage in half in a shower of sparks.

“Are you okay, Manaphy?” she asked.

“I’m all sore, Mama…” Manaphy complained, sounding woozy.

Phantom drew in his leg and tried to stand up again, and May kicked the leg he was using hard enough to break the motors in that as well. Then he tried to eject, and she caught his arm before twisting it up behind him in an arm-bar.

“Can you fix the Crown of the Sea?” she asked. “I think we’re sinking…”


It took a surprisingly long time to sort everything out.

There were too many captured pirates to move them easily by teleportation, at least with the Pokémon they had available, and so they had to keep them under guard until Latias and Latios could fly them back to a police station on the mainland – two at a time.

Manaphy had to keep his attention on the systems of the Temple of the Sea, even after Lucario had taken over for May in stopping Phantom from getting away. The unplanned shutdown of the Sea Crown had disabled the forcefields for at least two minutes and the Temple was full of water in odd places, and he had to flush out the right rooms while filling others with air underwater to make sure the whole construct stayed stable.

“Okay, um… I think that one’s supposed to be full of water…” the Legendary mused, and pressed one of the crystals. It pulsed, and Samiya shivered for a moment before moving just a little closer to upright.

“And… how did that get there?” he added, tilting his head in confusion. Shrugging, he opened one of the doors to let that one dry out.

The water poured down the side of the Temple, covering a window for a moment and throwing an odd shadow over the main room.

“Phew…” he sighed. “Okay, I think that’s done…”

He thought for a moment. “Mama? Do you have a map?”

I did this joke already, Ethan said, then turned his projector into a giant holographic map of their position and the Kanto coastline.

“So the darker blue bits are the deeper bits…” Manaphy said. “Okay, um… wait, would it be a good idea for me to turn off the invisibility?”

“I think so,” May said. “Otherwise we might crash into a lot of Pokémon.”

Manaphy thought about that for a moment, then realized. “Oh! Because we’re not moving with the current any more!”

He manipulated the controls, and the bubble that had hidden Samiya from the world for centuries collapsed.

Then a purposeful thrum ran through the structure, as Manaphy set them on course.

At current speed, the next required course change is in three hours, Ethan said. We will reach our destination tomorrow afternoon.

“Great!” Manaphy said, smiling.

“So we’ve got the Temple of the Sea sorted out,” May said, as Manaphy adjusted a few more controls. “The pirates are gone, we don’t need to sort out food because it’s all in Ash’s bag, and… yeah, I think we can relax now.”

Manaphy nodded.

Then May swept him up in a hug, and sank to the floor with a smile on her face.

“I’m so glad you’re okay…” she whispered.

“I’m glad you’re okay, too,” Manaphy agreed, hugging back. “It was scary seeing you get punched like that.”


Up on the top deck of Samiya’s spire, swaying gently back and forth hundreds of feet above the waves, Ash looked out over the ocean as the sun slanted across the sky.

“Is it usually like that?” Ho-Oh asked.

“Well, it kinda varies,” Ash replied, as the Flying-type Legendary hovered – at rest relative to the spire, as they both headed into the wind. “Sometimes it gets really huge, like the time with the meteorite, or the time we, uh… broke time?”

He shook his head. “Anyway, other times it’s a lot more simple, like that one in Hoenn with the robots. We’re not always saving the world, but it’s still important.”

Ash paused, then looked up at Ho-Oh. “I know you wanted to help out with one of the big things like that, so… did that count?”

“I think it did,” Ho-Oh agreed. “It was enjoyable, if – as you say – important, and indeed it felt more meaningful than a battle in a gym or at a Contest. It was what the Legendary Pokémon were meant to fight for, if needed, and what we did far more before the advent of today’s well-managed world.”

He slipped sideways a little, contemplating. “Of course, there’s also that I can now tell myself I have destroyed a large criminal organization more-or-less by myself.”

“Yeah, that was pretty cool,” Ash agreed. “I didn’t realize you were basically unkillable.”

“It’s a little hard to characterize exactly what it is,” Ho-Oh said. “Say, better, that injuries and pain are burned away and reformed from fire, because I am as much flame as flesh.”

Ash absorbed that.

“That’s a lot more literal than most Fire-types are,” he said.

“Truly.”

For a long minute, they just stayed there – Ho-Oh banking, still in the wind, so the sunlight shone through his feathers and produced a glorious rainbow display of iridescent light.

“I think I must label myself content,” Ho-Oh decided. “Fare thee well for now, Ash Ketchum; I am sure we will meet again soon, my trainer.”

Ash waved, and Ho-Oh finally beat his wings to ascend. He rose into the sky, towards the sun, until he was a shape outlined by golden glory at the fringes.

Then he spun up his afterburner, and sped off towards Kanto itself at several hundred miles an hour.

Ash watched him go until he disappeared in the haze, then boosted himself over the railing and walked down towards sea level.


“I imagined finding Samiya, oh, hundreds – thousands – of times,” Ship said. “I thought about what would be there – the beautiful crystalline rooms, the Sea Crown, everything.”

He shook his head. “I never imagined this would be possible, though.”

His granddaughter emerged from the water, laughing. “Wow, that’s amazing!”

She nodded down. “Come on, Granpa Ship! It’s amazing!”

Lizabeth’s Buizel came to the surface next to her, and yipped something. “Bui-ui!”

“I’ll go see what she’s found,” the girl added, and dove back into the water.

Ship watched them go through the lens of the water, and shook his head again.

She’d been down there for twenty minutes in one go, a part of the powers of the Temple reallocated to let them all breathe underwater for as long as they were near Samiya.

Then Ash’s Pidgeot dove straight into the water, sending up a plume of spray. She twisted around, apparently not caring about her soaked feathers, then flew away as if she were in mid-air.

“Never imagined it,” Ship reiterated.


Wa-hooo!

Jirachi zoomed down one of the water chutes, laughing as he did, then it took a sharp turn and flung him forty feet into the air.

For a second or two, he hung in mid-air – then splashed down with a crash and a shower of spray.

“Nice jump!” Max commented, as Jirachi emerged from the water again. “Can’t you fly anyway, though?”

Water is different, Jirachi said, shaking his head to get the water off and setting his tags jingling. Do we have any candy?

“There’s a couple of ice creams over there,” his trainer nodded. “I’m going to see if I can surf properly in that wave pool Manaphy set up in the garden!”

Jirachi waved, then floated one of the ice cream cones over to him and began eating. It was still quite cold, partly thanks to a pile of ice from Glalie, and the Psychic-type lay back against a nearby wall with a happy sigh.

One of the water streams bent around towards him, then stopped a foot or two from running into him. It rippled, then focused together into Manaphy.

“Hi!” Manaphy waved. “Everything okay?”

It’s great! Jirachi replied, taking another lick of his ice cream. Your new house is awesome!

Manaphy grinned, rubbing the back of his neck with a fin, then let the rest of the water collapse and sat down next to Jirachi. “Yeah, it is kind of cool… it took me ages to work out how to use it last time, though.”

He sighed. “And… well, last time I didn’t have a lot else to do.”

Jirachi put his ice cream down, making it hover right-way-up, and took Manaphy’s fin. It’s okay.

“Yeah,” Manaphy agreed, smiling now. “Second chances are great, huh?”

Yep! Jirachi agreed. It’s been great being able to enjoy the world!

The Water-type blinked. “Oh, yeah, I forgot… sorry, Jirachi. I didn’t think about what your last-time-around was like.”

And don’t worry about it, Jirachi advised him. It doesn’t matter any more. We’re with our friends now, and we’ll be okay.

“Thanks,” Manaphy said, smiling. “I think I will have to stay in Samiya sometimes, but I can keep visiting her whenever I really want – and there’ll be a lot of friends, too.”

I guess we’re two Legendaries who really got helped out by Maples, huh? Jirachi giggled. Hey, does this mean you’re Manaphy Maple?

Manaphy blinked, not having thought of that before.

“I… don’t know,” he said. “Are there rules about how that works?”

That sounds like a question for after ice cream, Jirachi said, taking his one up and levitating another over. Is vanilla okay?

“Is sea-salt okay?” Manaphy asked.

Sure! Jirachi agreed. “I wish this was sea-salt ice cream instead!”

The cone flashed, and he passed it to Manaphy.

I love being able to make wishes for myself, he added, as Manaphy started the ice cream. Oh – did I tell you one of the pirates wished that he could escape?

“No,” Manaphy replied, concerned. “What happened?”

I said no! Jirachi announced, sounding very proud of himself. It’s actually kind of fun to do that!

Manaphy giggled.


Professor.

Professor Oak looked up from his desk, putting his loupe down and sliding the Mega Stone he’d been examining to the side. “Is something wrong?”

Not wrong, exactly, Damos said. It is simply… well, I would rather show you.

“All right, fine,” Oak said, shrugging his customary lab coat on. “Is it dangerous?”

I do not believe so. Just… unusual.

Shaking his head, Oak walked through the lab. There was a pile of Growlithe and Houndour snoozing on the couch in front of the television, and he smiled for a moment at the sight before opening the front door.

Then he stared.

“Damos?” he asked. “Is that what you wanted to show me?”

Correct.

“What is it?” Oak said, then began to hurry down the path. He passed by Delia’s house, and Shaymin looked up in surprise, then began trotting over to her Gracidea bed. “It looks like a giant crystal palace or something…”

His phone buzzed, and he brought it up to his ear.

Do not worry, Professor, his Porygon said. It is not dangerous, simply unexpected.


When he finally reached the beach, the huge shape was still approaching – slower, now, but still visibly moving towards Pallet Town.

Tracey was sitting in a deck chair on the beach, his sketchbook open and a picture of the structure already half done. He was working in monochrome pencil for now, though there were a couple of colour tests around the edge of the paper.

“Hello, Professor,” he said, waving. “It’s impressive, isn’t it?”

“It’s certainly something,” Oak agreed. “What is it?”

“Samiya,” Latias said from right next to him, making him jump.

“Don’t do that!” he complained. “What’s… wait a minute. Isn’t Samiya the Temple of the Sea?”

Latias nodded, phasing back into visibility.

“Why is it here?”

“This was the best place we could find to park it,” Latias told him.

Oak shook his head.

“You’d better have another deckchair,” he told his assistant.

“I brought two,” Tracey confirmed, indicating the folded chairs next to his own.


“And… there!” Manaphy said, taking his hands off the controls. “We’ve stopped!”

“We’re pretty close to the shore,” Misty observed. “I didn’t realize it got that deep so close to Pallet Town.”

“I didn’t know either,” Ash contributed, then frowned at the landmarks. “Hold on… I think this is right where Gary and I ran aground once.”

“In what?” Max asked. “An ocean liner?”

“No, it was a little boat we were playing with…”

“Okay, either Ash got so lost he managed to miss the sea or something else is going on,” Pikachu said.

Well noticed.

Mewtwo floated down from overhead, purple lightning crackling around his paws. He touched down on the stone of Samiya’s control platform with a delicate touch, and his tail flexed slightly.

I removed a large quantity of mud and rock which would otherwise have meant you would have to moor Samiya further out to sea, he said. It may not be much by the usual standard, but it seemed helpful.

Reaching into a small satchel at his side, he produced a sheet of paper. This is the invoice. Please pay promptly.

“Wait, you need to be paid?” May asked, confused. “Is that normal?”

I have a corporation now, Mewtwo replied. I’m trying to keep with the official ways of doing things.

May glanced over the invoice, then took Ethan out. “What’s a peppercorn payment?”

A minimal payment, required solely so that a payment has been levied. In this case, it’s roughly the cost of an ice cream.

Brock raised his hand.

Yes? Mewtwo asked.

“Do you take payment in kind? We still have a few ice creams from lunch…”


Jackie looked back at the glittering Temple of the Sea, smiling.

Then he pinged his communicator. “Judy?”

“Jackie,” the mission coordinator replied, responding immediately. “Any further complications? Kanto Police has reported the Phantom and his crew are in custody.”

“Just letting you know, I’ll be heading direct to Shikoku as soon as I have a Pokémon willing to give me a ride,” Jackie answered. “No further complications, but apparently the Temple of the Sea is now going to be parked just off Pallet Town for the foreseeable future.”

Judy was silent for a long moment, as Jackie climbed a little higher into the hills.

“What?”

“I have had such a weird day,” Jackie said with feeling. “I’ll debrief at the Ranger station in Shikoku – no point heading up north to Pewter when Shikoku’s where I needed to go anyway.”

“This is going to be a good one, I can tell,” Judy replied, then closed the connection.

Smiling, Jackie reached the top of the hill. One last look back at Samiya, and his new friends, then he activated his Styler and started looking around for a Pokémon to ask for help.

Almost immediately, he did a double-take.

“I… guess that’ll work,” the Ranger admitted, and sent his Capture Disc spinning out.

It looped once around the Zapdos flying along the valley, then again, and the Legendary Pokémon banked towards him. Jackie stopped using the Styler, and took a step backwards as Zapdos came down to land in front of him.

“I’m sorry to bother you,” he said, giving Zapdos a respectful nod. “But would I be able to have a lift? I need to get to Shikoku.”

Zapdos visibly considered this, then nodded, and crouched down for Jackie to get on.

As he was about to take off, however, a Chatot came flying up.

“Tot-too-cha!” the avian Pokémon said, hovering in front of Jackie.

“Huh?” Jackie asked. “Wait… are you asking if you can come with me?”

Chatot nodded.

Jackie thought about it, then nodded. “Sure, we’ll give it a go. Nice to meet you, Casey.”

“Nice!” Casey agreed, copying the word, and settled to land on Jackie’s arm.

There was a pause, and Jackie gradually realized that Zapdos was staring at the Chatot.

“Dooo?” it asked.

Casey shook his head. “Tot.”

Zapdos shrugged, spread his wings, and took off with a fizz of static.

“Hey, Judy?” Jackie asked, as they rose into the sky. “I guess I have a partner Pokémon now. Yeah, I know, kind of a surprise for me too – but I think it fits…”


“I’m going to miss you,” May said, giving Manaphy a hug.

“I know,” Manaphy agreed. “I’ll miss you too… I can’t wait until we’ve got everything sorted out with Samiya and I can travel with you again!”

May nodded, still embracing him. “I know… I can’t wait, either, and I’d love to see you doing Contests again.”

She ruffled his antennae, then took a step back.

“Are you sure it’s going to be fine?” she asked.

“Sure!” Manaphy confirmed. “Lizabeth, Ship, Meredith and Kyle all want to help, and so do their Pokémon! I’m sure they’ll be great assistants.”

May nodded. “I’m sure you’ll teach them well… and don’t forget, visit every week even before then!”

Manaphy nodded.

Then he put one flipper to his chin. “We… don’t have to say goodbye now, do we?”

“I… think we actually don’t,” May said. “Ash said something about us staying here until at least tomorrow, because he wanted to visit home anyway, and I’m not going to ignore an excuse like that!”

“That is very welcome news. I have heard a lot about the celebration parties at this place and I am very interested in taking part in one,” Joltik informed them. “I would like to try some of everything.”

“I’ll share my food with you!” Manaphy declared. “I’d like to try lots of things too!”

There was a soft thump, drawing everyone to look as a Shaymin landed on the edge of the platform.

“Cool place,” she announced, tossing her head and letting her scarf flick to one side. “So this is permanent?”

“Pretty much,” May agreed.

“I think I’m going to enjoy coming over to visit.”


I think we’re here, Silver sent, glancing at his father. We’re here, right?

Lugia spread his wings, indicating the surface above with a toss of his head.

Right, Silver realized, and began to swim upwards as well. The light quality changed as they rose, going from a deep blue to a more natural mixture, before becoming turquoise as the sunlight touched them both.

Then, seconds apart, the two Legendaries broke the surface.

Silver looked around, turning his head, and took in the panorama.

“I… don’t think this is where Samiya is,” he said. “There’s too many ships, and that’s a city over there. And over there as well…”

He tilted his head. “Where are we?”

“Well,” Lugia began. “I’m afraid you made a few mistakes. Firstly, that left turn by the seamount should have been a right turn… and there were a few more after that. But the thing which most worries me is that you missed that we’d gone up a river.”

Silver blushed. “…oh, right. This is fresh water…”

He shook his head. “Sorry, Dad, I guess I’ve really screwed up.”

“It happens,” Lugia assured him. “Learning to navigate underwater is one of the hardest tasks for a Lugia to learn, simply because it’s so hard to get your bearings. You’ll learn.”

He spread his wings. “Well, we’re here now… let’s give them a show.”

Silver copied him, and then the two Psychic-types burst out of the Corona River in a shower of sun-dazzled droplets.

“Where are we, anyway?” Silver asked, as they levelled out about twice the height of the tallest skyscrapers.

“Crown City,” Lugia provided. “Suicune told me about it a few months ago. Apparently they have an impressive Baccer team.”

“What’s Baccer?”


Grings Kodai stared at his wine glass, then at the two Legendaries flying southwards.

“I didn’t realize it was that strong…”


AN:


And that was the Temple of the Sea movie.

May’s moves were all directly based on karate kata, which is one reason they’re a bit stiff – she’s still learning how to turn kata into a full fighting style. But if you’re boosted enough that can be plenty.

Also, yes, this is now a thing. Samiya is staying there until further notice.

The Zapdos? Well, think about a Zapdos who might be puzzled by that name.

And Silver’s still got a few teething problems with navigation. In fact, he ended up in the wrong movie.






236. Battle Frontier 34


“It’s good to see you, my boy,” Professor Oak said, shaking Ash’s hand. “What on earth have you brought us?”

“Oh, right…” Ash chuckled. “That’s the Temple of the Sea. Manaphy realized that, because it used to stay in one place, there was no real reason he couldn’t just park it somewhere, and Pallet has a better sea route than Petalburg does.”

“Well… it’s going to take some getting used to,” Oak said to himself.

He shook his head. “Anyway, since you’re here I was wondering if you could help with an experiment later today.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “What is it?”

“Ash, ask before you agree…” Pikachu said, shaking his head.

“It’s about Mega Evolution,” Professor Oak explained. “I know a few Gym Leaders with Mega Stones, and I think we can test just how many Pokémon you can Mega Evolve at the same time with the same Key Stone.”

He waved his hand. “I’d ask Gary to help, but you actually have more Mega-capable Pokémon than he does.”

“Sure, that’d be okay,” Ash agreed, thinking. “So there’s Lucario, Absol, Latias and Latios, Charizard… Sceptile, Heracross…”

“I can also get Mega Stones for Mawile, Tyranitar, Glalie, Houndoom and Pidgeot, though only for a short time,” Oak confided. “But it’s going to take a bit of time to organize. Will you still be here tomorrow?”

“Yeah, we’ve got a few days,” Ash replied. “It’ll be good to relax before it’s time to go to Sinnoh.”

“Most people wouldn’t call that relaxing,” Max said, having gotten over his utter shock at the idea of Ash trying to Mega Evolve twelve Pokémon at once. “To most people that would be intensive training or something.”

“He’s got a point,” Pikachu chuckled.

“Brock?” Tracey asked, getting their attention. “How does this look?”

He held up his sketch of the Temple of the Sea, drawn in flowing lines of light graphite and shaded to show the direction of the sun.

“Looks pretty good,” Brock agreed. “Wait until you see the inside, though.”

“Well, you’ll have to show us around,” Oak suggested.

Ash raised a hand. “…can it be after we’ve eaten? I’ve been doing a lot of swimming and I’m kind of hungry…”


“See this shell?” Squirtle asked. “It runs around the outside of Samiya, growing larger as it turns! That makes it the outer ring of a spiral, and that makes the whole of the Temple of the Sea a spiral! And that makes it a mobile fortress fit to be turned into the Cathedral Aqua, the ultimate-”

“Squirtle!” Ivysaur shouted.

Squirtle paused. “What?”

“No,” Ivysaur said, simply. “You’re not going to get it.”

“But spiral!”

“No means no,” Ivysaur snapped. “Because if you did get it, you’d turn it into a giant robot and fly it to punch into the moon. While it would probably look quite impressive, it would also break the best water park in the world, permanently, and then none of us would ever forgive you.”

Squirtle considered that.

“…I will only consider it in times of direst necessity,” he conceded.

“Only if the moon is actually already on a collision course with us,” Ivysaur specified.

“Fine.”

“And – I can’t believe I have to specify this – no arranging it so the moon is on a collision course, either directly or indirectly,” Ivysaur finalized.

“I wouldn’t have anyway…” Squirtle grumbled.


“There you go,” Misty said, running a fine cloth down Milotic’s scales to get them to a fine, perfectly smooth shine. “That should handle any scrapes from the battle.”

Milotic stretched slightly, enjoying the feeling, and Misty looked up from her work to Ash. “Hey, Ash?”

Ash looked up from one of Sir Aaron’s notebooks. “Yeah?”

“Did I see you doing something with that sword, back in the temple?” Misty checked. “I think you were, but I was underwater for most of it.”

“Yeah, I’ve been working on it for a while,” Ash replied. “It’s how I use Secret Sword, but that’s really draining – it almost knocks me out if I push it too hard – and it’s only in the last few weeks that I’ve really started to get the hang of reducing the amount of Aura I use to make it a weapon.”

“Now I’m interested,” Misty said, checking Milotic’s scales with the back of her hand and finding them all silk-smooth. “Looks like we’re done, Milotic – well done for staying still.”

Milotic flirted her tail, then slithered around to watch alongside her trainer as Ash drew his sword.

He channelled a little Aura into it, making it glow a faint shimmering blue, then whipped it through a high-speed training kata that made Misty blink in surprise.

“…that’s a few weeks?” she asked.

“No, that’s more like months,” Ash corrected. “The last few weeks is when I’ve been able to give it a bit of Aura charge so it’s not just a lump of blunt steel – you know, without it becoming Secret Sword either.”

He shrugged. “It’s actually kind of a relief, because I know Sinnoh is where things could get really dangerous – I mean, Cyrus wanted to destroy the universe. Wants to.”

With almost no warning beyond a rustle, Pikachu jumped out of the trees. His tail shimmered the bright silver-blue of a Steel-typed attack, and he brought it swinging towards Ash.

Ash’s sword blurred up, flaring blue, and blocked Pikachu’s attack with a simple head-guard. That knocked Pikachu back a little, arresting his momentum, and Ash whirled the blade around in a three-quarters corkscrew motion which also hit the Iron Tail and knocked Pikachu back into the tree he’d come out of.

Misty frowned for a moment, then got it. “Training?”

“Yeah, Absol suggested it,” Ash agreed. “It’s so I’m not surprised so easily. She, Pikachu and Lucario take turns.”

“And you’re getting a lot better,” Pikachu added, sliding back down out of the tree he’d ended up in. “Especially since you seem to more or less ignore physics with that thing.”

Ash looked faintly confused.

“He’s got a point,” Misty said. “I’ve seen Kabutops handle blade dynamics a lot, and some of the other Elite Four have Pokémon with attacks like that as well. The weight and inertia of a long weapon is a big problem, but you’re just moving like it weighs nothing.”

“Huh,” Ash said, inspecting the blunted metal blade, then shrugged. “Well, I guess that’s a good thing?”


“It’s nice when you visit,” Delia said to the two Maples sitting at the table. “I don’t see as much of my son’s friends as I’d like.”

“That’s a real shame, Mrs. Ketchum,” May replied. “It’s a problem I think a lot of Trainers have, especially travelling ones – we spend so much time on the road.”

She sighed. “I’ll have to head back to Petalburg for a bit before we move on from Kanto, I think.”

“Are you doing that soon?” Delia asked. “I saw your performance at the Grand Festival.”

“Well, I could move on pretty soon,” May agreed. “I’m probably going to stick around here for a few days, though, and then follow Max when he finishes out his Kanto journey – it just seems like the least I can do.”

“Thanks,” Max said, smiling. “That’s really nice of you, sis.”

“Plus, I need to make sure he hasn’t learned Ash’s sense of direction,” May added with a smile.

“Can I retract my last statement?”

Manaphy giggled.

“The only question is really what gym to go and visit,” Max added, flipping Kris open. She displayed a map, with crosses drawn through several gyms and the rest of them showing an icon representing their type.

“There’s a lot of gyms around Kanto,” May said, impressed. “I think in Hoenn there’s less than a dozen, and I can see a lot more than that here.”

Part of this is due to the Chubu gyms, which qualify for both Kanto and Johto, Kris informed her. But yes, it is quite densely equipped with gyms.

“Hmmm…” Max said, looking closer. “I don’t think it’d really work to go after Viridian gym again, that one was kind of tense. But maybe Cinnabar would be interesting…”

He glanced up. “I did wonder if Deoxys would be interested – I don’t know where he is at the moment, but maybe he’d like to give a gym battle a go.”

“What about the Thunder badge?” Delia suggested. “I remember Ash was quite proud of winning that one.”

“I don’t know…” May replied. “I’ve heard that Lieutenant Surge is kind of a jerk.”

The door opened, and they all looked up.

“Ash, it’s good to see you,” Delia said, coming over and giving him a hug.

“Mom…” Ash groaned, before hugging her back.

Delia shook her head. “Ash, you do worry me, but I know I couldn’t stop you. So at least let me give you one little hug?”

Pikachu tried not to laugh, sliding down Ash’s side before jumping off and running to the table.

“And Misty, as well,” Delia added, finally releasing Ash. “How are you finding your job?”

“It’s been odd, sometimes,” Misty replied. “It’s kind of hard to grasp just how much free time Elite Four members have most days – though I do spend a lot of that training, of course. I’m thinking of doing a circuit from Cerulean Cape to the Safari Zone in Johto without leaving the coastline…”

“If you do, stop by on your way past,” Delia advised. “Samuel, I hope you’re done with my son for the day?”

“Until dinner at least,” Professor Oak confirmed. “After that I’m not sure – I did want to check a few things before he goes to Sinnoh.”

He turned to address Ash. “For example. Are you going to have Max do the Sinnoh League challenge?”

Ash blinked. “Huh?”

“I thought it was in the mentorship documents,” Oak muttered. “You’re Max’s mentor, which means you have to supervise him until either he comes of age to be a Pokémon trainer of his own, or he places in a League challenge or Grand Festival.”

He shrugged. “And the Ever Grande League was cancelled that year because of the comet, so Max has never actually placed in a League challenge.”

Max groaned. “Seriously? What if I’d lost in the first round?”

“That would count, oddly,” Oak answered.

“Well… I guess that means we have two choices,” Ash said. “Either I stay in Kanto until the League, or Max comes with Brock and I to Sinnoh until then.”

He frowned. “And… hold on, when’s the League?”

Delia pointed to the calendar hung up in the kitchen, and Ash went over to examine it.

“Okay…” he said. “So… yeah, that’s later than I was hoping…”

He glanced back. “Max, would you mind if you came with us to Sinnoh at first? We can do your Gym Challenge once you’ve worked out which one to do, and then I can come back over and accompany you to the Indigo League.”

“I guess that’d be okay,” Max agreed. “It’d mean there was more chance for Roland to get training with blade moves, too – he said he was going to get some training in while he had the chance.”

He looked over at May. “Sorry, sis…”

“It’s okay,” May shrugged. “Besides, I can get a head start on Johto!”

“Hey, I’m still going to need to do a lot of gyms there, too,” Max protested. “You’ll just have to do the same bit again.”

May shrugged.


“All right, let’s see your Fury Cutter!” Absol called.

Her horn lit up with bright blue light as she activated her Sacred Sword, and she swung it towards Roland.

The Gallade manifested a green-brown blade in reply and blocked her attack, then teleported around behind her to attack.

As he finished the teleport, however, he noticed that her bladed tail was already swinging towards him – fizzing with blue-white energy as she used Ice Blade.

The impact jarred him backwards, shattering the Fury Cutter, and he reformed it before teleporting away for another attack.

“You’re having trouble remembering the properties of the Fury Cutter,” Absol observed, dropping to let it sweep an inch over her head before rising back up and scoring a glancing blow on his side. “The more hits you score with it, the better.”

“I know, I know!” Roland replied. “But that doesn’t seem to be how mine works! It gets a bit stronger, but not nearly as fast as it’s supposed to…”

Absol bounced back two steps, thinking, then swept her blade across to the side. “Okay, let’s try this instead.”

She raised her horn, and took a steady stance.

“Now, what I want you to do is to hit this with the attack name I call out,” she told him. “Quick as you can. Now – Psycho Cut!”

Roland formed the attack, and swept it at her blade. It passed through without resistance, and he stumbled.

“Fury Cutter!” Absol said then, and judged the force of his strike. “Psycho Cut – no, Fury Cutter again! Twice!”

The impact struck a second time, then a third, and she took the impacts into account.

“Okay, now use Leaf Blade! Ice Blade! Air Slash!”

Some of the attacks were ones Roland had trouble even forming, but he did his best, and after a few minutes Absol put her paw down.

“And stop!” she called. “Okay, that’s interesting… it seems like you’re having trouble keeping a move stable for more than a few attacks. If I’m right, you should at least be able to dissipate and reform them quick enough to let you use the same move consistently, but more importantly I think we’re going to need to practice very fast switching – that unpredictability can be a strength.”

“…so what do we do now?” Roland asked.

“Keep switching between Leaf Blade and Air Slash for now,” Absol advised. “Now, let’s go back to technique. If you can do your windup and then teleport so you land a blow elsewhere, you can avoid most Pokémon being able to effectively block against a powerful strike – but that’s only if the attack angle functionally doesn’t matter to you.”


“So Ash has an Absol?” Buizel asked. “Huh. Kind of figured he might get one eventually.”

“Have you heard how most of them react to him?” Kingler sniggered. “It’s actually pretty funny. Anyway, you must have met some of the other new guys – and Pidgeot, actually – but I’ll need to catch you up on the full roster.”

“Pikachu did say something like that, but I stopped listening,” Buizel shrugged. “There’s already a Ho-Oh, how much sillier can it get?”

Squirtle arrived, hands on knees and panting. “I heard someone tempt fate!”

“Did you run all the way over here?” Kingler asked. “Where were you?”

“Just over by the pond,” Squirtle said, indicating the reeds not ten feet away. “I was exercising. Why?”

“No reason,” Kingler shrugged. “Did you meet Buizel, actually?”

“I’ve heard a bit about him, but not met him,” Squirtle answered, shaking Buizel’s paw.

“If he’s wearing the shades, he’s probably about to do something either awesome or ridiculous,” Kingler advised.

Buizel nodded to that. “Okay, so what about other Pokémon? I mean, I know about Squirtle.”

“Well, try these ones,” Kingler said. “Charizard.”

“I met Charizard.”

“Goodra and Mawile?” Kingler suggested. “Actually, they’d probably like you, because you can fly. Mawile’s pet project is that all Pokémon should be able to fly somehow.”

He looked down at his legs. “She’s having trouble with me.”

“You should see her trying to work out how to get Snorlax to take off,” Squirtle volunteered. “Actually, I do have an idea about that.”

He reached into his shell, producing his shades, and fitted them over his eyes. “Because no Pokémon’s going to be ground-bound, no matter their mass, if I have anything to say about it! Overcoming your limitations doesn’t mean anything if you’re still limited by the so-called laws of physics!”

As he began to talk about specifics, Buizel nudged Kingler. “Is this the part where we leave?”

“Nah, this is usually pretty cool,” Kingler replied. “I’m actually interested about this one, let’s see what happens.”

He tapped a claw against its twin. “Though, while he’s occupied… did you know Ash now has three Legendary Beasts, a Lugia, the Mewtwo, and Keldeo?”

“Keldeo?” Buizel repeated. “I think I heard about a Keldeo once. Can’t they fly as well?”

“You see why Mawile thinks everyone should be able to do it.”


“Okay, I’ve been thinking,” Ash said, sitting down. “I realized that a lot of the training we do is for formal battles.”

“Well, yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “It’s the kind of battle we do the most of, though I admit there’s been a lot of the kind of thing where we deal with big groups instead.”

“I can handle big groups,” Houndoom reminded them, flicking his tail. A duplicate Houndoom appeared, then sat down next to him and puffed back into smoke.

“I know you can, but I was thinking more about teamwork,” Ash said. “This is especially because of… well, we don’t know what happened with Team Galactic, but I’d like us to be ready for it. And that means being able to fight lots of Pokémon no matter who’s available when it happens.”

He indicated the two of them. “So you two are going to be the first pair to practice like this.”

“Get to the point, already,” Pikachu advised.

“I already got a lot of the flying Pokémon on the ranch involved,” Ash said. “They’re outside the house, and you need to get across to the far side of the Tauros paddock and back before coming back here. They’ll be trying to hit you with attacks, and what you need to do is to avoid being hit – oh, and if you hit a Pokémon you have type advantage over, you’re disqualified.”

“Wait, wait, hold on,” Pikachu said. “Type advantage?”

“It’s about thinking quickly,” Ash answered. “Oh, yeah, the other thing – the floor is lava.”

Houndoom looked down, in case he hadn’t noticed. “I don’t think it is,” the Fire-type said, a dubious tone to his voice. “Pikachu, do you feel hot?”

“I mean you have to act like the floor’s lava,” Ash clarified. “So Pikachu can’t touch the ground, and Houndoom has to carry him.”

“So we have to run across half the ranch, with only Houndoom able to touch the ground, dodging attacks from Pokémon like Swellow and Noctowl, and I can’t zap most of them?” Pikachu said, then frowned. “Wait, are you measuring type advantage by my Pokémon type or just my move types?”

“Move,” Ash clarified.

“Then I have a plan,” Pikachu decided. “But I might not like it.”


“Pidgeot!” Houndoom called.

“I see her!” Pikachu agreed, sliding backwards along Houndoom’s back. He slipped quickly towards the end of Houndoom’s tail, forming an Aura Sphere in his forepaws as he went, then reached the spade tip of the tail and held on with all four paws. His own flat-sided tail flicked around, and he batted the Aura Sphere upwards at Pidgeot.

She dodged easily to send the sphere sailing off into the distance, and Pikachu sighed.

“Okay, flick me!” he called, and Houndoom’s tail flexed. It reached lower, nearly touching the grass flicking past as Houndoom ran, then whipcracked and flung Pikachu into the air towards Pidgeot.

He slammed two Aura Spheres into one another, making a whole shower of them shoot towards Pidgeot, and the Flying-type pulled up out of her attack run to get out of the impact zone of the attacks.

“Ash is right, I’m getting too reliant on Electric attacks for airborne targets,” Pikachu said to himself, then spotted Altaria coming in on the left.

Altaria was half Dragon type…

“Houndoom, jump left!” he called, and hurled an Electroball at Altaria. It detonated as it went past the Dragon, zapping him with a reduced dose of electricity, and Altaria wobbled a little before recovering and pulling away.

Then Pikachu was about to hit the ground, and Houndoom snagged him out of the air by the scruff of his neck.

“Thiff iff fun!” he mumbled, then tossed his neck to put Pikachu onto his back again. “Look out, Goodra incoming!”

Beat Up clones exploded around both of them to form decoys, and Houndoom jinked left – pretending to be one of the fakes, rather than the real one, as Goodra squashed another body double flat.

Then the ground gave way beneath them, one of Noctowl’s illusions vanishing to reveal a pit trap.

“Oh, come on!” Pikachu yelped, as Houndoom tripped and sent them both tumbling. Electricity sparked around Pikachu’s form as he used Magnet Rise, managing to avoid contact with the ground, and he grabbed onto Houndoom’s flailing tail as an anchor to avoid just scooting off into the distance.

“New plan,” he called, scampering up Houndoom’s tail to reach his head. “Launch me over at the place we actually need to get to, and send a double with me to catch me.”

“Are you sure-” Houndoom began, then both of them got flattened by an improbably powerful jet of water.


“That’s got to be cheating,” Pikachu said, some minutes later. “Why did nobody tell me Keldeo was in Pallet Town?”

He paused. “And if the floor really was lava, wouldn’t he have made a massive ongoing steam explosion?”

“If the floor really was lava you’d have caught fire from being that close to it,” Houndoom pointed out.

“Not helping,” Pikachu sighed. “Okay, we’re doing that again until we get it right.”

He waved. “Hi, Keldeo, by the way. How are things?”

“Pretty good!” Keldeo replied. “I worked out this cool new sword move I want to show Absol, Lucario and Sceptile. It’s got three beams!”

He yawned. “I’m still kind of transport-lagged, though…”


Ash pointed. “Okay, you two – this time you’re needing to keep someone safe. So the others are all going to try and kidnap the Growlithe puppies, and you need to make sure they don’t manage it.”

“But there’s only two of us,” Tyranitar protested. “Can’t we at least have Absol along as well?”

“What, you think we can’t handle it?” Swellow asked. “I’m sure we’ll sweep up!”

“It’s more-”

“Actually,” Ash interrupted, getting their attention. “While it’s true having a lot more Pokémon is a big advantage, so long as there’s only a couple of you and you know what your opponent is trying to do, you have a kind of advantage as well – they have to come to you.”

“I think I see,” Tyranitar admitted, now looking thoughtful.

He looked down at the Fire-types. “Well, are you ready?”

“Sure am!” one of the puppies agreed, tail wagging. “This is going to be like what Mom does with uncle Drew, isn’t it?”

“Sort of,” Tyranitar shrugged. “There might be more explosions – no, wait, never mind, she’s a Fire-typed Contest Pokémon. Strike that.”

The other Growlithe laughed.

“Ash?” Delia called.

“Huh?” Ash said, turning to look. “Uh, hold on a moment, Mom!”

He set up Dexter’s main chassis so the scanner was pointing towards the open field. “Can you record it?”

Compliance.

“Thanks,” Ash smiled. “Okay, whenever you’re ready!”

He turned back to Delia. “Sorry about the delay.”

“That’s fine, dear,” his mother assured him. “I wanted to make sure you’d cleaned out your fridge recently, as you’re about to go to a new region.”

“Oh, uh… I don’t think I have,” Ash said. “Right, you need to do things like that… uh, actually, I think it”s been ages since I checked everything that was in my bag.”

“Well, no time like the present!” she said brightly. “I’ll get Mimey over to help out.”


“How much space is in your bag anyway, Ash?” May asked, watching as Ash rummaged around in it – his arm disappearing up to the elbow.

“I’m not really sure,” Ash replied. “It’s kind of odd – the sides don’t really exist, there’s just this strong resistance to going any further and it gets stronger really quickly. I know it’s bigger than it used to be, though.”

Grabbing hold of something, he pulled it out and put it on the lawn. “That’s the bookshelf…”

“That’s really strange to watch,” May said. “How does it work?”

“Aura,” Lucario replied, reaching into the bag head-first. There was a clunk sound from inside. “There we go-”

Lucario paused, then raised his voice. “Hey! Is that my deck of cards?”

“Lucario?” Ash said, confused.

“Out you get!” Lucario demanded, exiting the bag and holding the neck open. Then out came both Entei, both Suicune and Molly’s Raikou in a steady stream, with the Raikou carrying a deck of cards in his mouth.

“We were about to do the river,” Ash’s Entei said. “I had a good hand, too…”

“Why were you playing in there?” Ash asked.

“There’s nowhere else you can be guaranteed not to get interrupted,” answered the shiny Suicune. “Since you were in town, we thought we’d give it a try.”

She tossed her mane. “Come on, let’s try the Burned Tower.”

As the five Legendary Beasts departed, Delia shook her head with a smile.

“Those were my cards,” Lucario said.

“Were you moving the freezer?” Ash asked. “We’d better get it out here before everything defrosts.”

“Right,” Lucario agreed, going entirely into the bag this time.

As both Delia and May watched, there were a few more thumps and clunks. Then the front of a freezer came through the opening, and Ash took it to keep it supported.

“Okay, to you,” Lucario said, and the freezer slowly emerged. It took a bit of careful balancing, but after a minute or two it was out and lying on its side on the well-trimmed lawn.

“Now I actually see it, it’s kind of surprising,” May admitted. “That’s huge!”

“You should see the heat sink we use to avoid boiling everything else in the bag,” Lucario said. “I think we’re going to need to freeze it again, Ash, it was mostly water.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Everything all right, Mimey?”

The Mr. Mime nodded happily, lifting up the books one at a time and dusting behind them. “Sure is! Looks like none of them got wet or anything!”

“Ash…” May said, slowly. “I know I’ve seen you use that bag like, you know, a small bag before. Where does all that stuff go?”

“Well, some of it balances on top of the lights,” Ash replied, thinking. “There’s a shelf, I think… but yeah, I might have to go looking for the other things.”

Lucario stuck his head out of the mouth of the bag, which was still expanded from fitting the freezer. “I found those power crystals you made a few years ago.”

“Don’t drop them,” Ash warned. “I can’t work out how to either stop them charging up or to get any power out without all the power coming out.”

“Doesn’t that mean you’ve got bombs in your bag?” Delia asked, worried.

“It’s okay, Mom, they won’t explode by themselves,” Ash told her. “Oh, is the GS ball still okay?”

“It couldn’t be damaged by a laser,” Lucario reminded him. “How exactly were you thinking it would have broken?”

“I don’t know!” Ash said. “But it showed up out of nowhere in my pocket, so it’s probably important for something.”

“You know…” May said, kicking back and lying on the grass. “If you’d told me before all this started that one of my best friends would have at least three tons of stuff in his pockets, I don’t know how I would have reacted.”

“Technically it’s not a pocket,” Lucario shot back over his shoulder.

There was a rumbling boooom from over in the training area, and a slab of rock shot into the air on a plume of orange Hyper Beam.

“Huh,” Ash said, squinting and shading his eyes. “I think that’s the Growlithes. That’s one way to get them out of danger.”


“It’s surprising how much space all this takes up,” May said, inspecting a pile of towels. “I guess we have kind of been using that bag of yours as where everything goes if we don’t want to carry it.”

“Yeah, but it does make sense,” Ash replied. “Okay, I think that’s just about everything…”

He shook the bag, which failed to do anything, then turned it inside out – and, in an eye-hurting display of compressed space, the bag failed to actually turn inside out. Only the mouth was left, and a shower of random detritus trickled onto the ground along with the occasional odd sock.

A small drawstring bag fell out, then nothing else.

“That looks so freaky,” May informed him, as Ash turned the Aura-enhanced pouch back the right way out again – having at no point shown the inside of the bag, despite completely inverting it. “Are you going to put everything back again?”

“Not just yet,” Ash answered. “Lucario, ready?”

Lucario nodded.

“Right!” Ash grinned. “Totodile, use Scald!”

His Totodile inhaled, then sent a stream of sizzling hot water into the open mouth of the bag. Once at least fifty gallons had gone in, he stopped, and Lucario jumped in with a bottle of washing-up liquid and a rebreather.

“He’s going to clean out the inside,” Ash explained, putting the bag down as bubbles began to stream out. “He said something about a giant Aura Sphere to get a good spin…”

“Right,” May chuckled. “So basically he’s a washing machine now.”

“Pretty much,” Ash agreed.

“Oh, Ash!” Delia called over. “Your Glalie has finished freezing this big ice bag.”

“Great, thanks!” Ash waved back. “We’ll put it in once the bag’s been rinsed out!”

Turning back to the pile of bits, Ash picked up the small drawstring bag and weighed it.

“Is that the Sacred Ash?” May asked.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “I don’t know how much there is left, not in… you know, second chances or whatever… but it’s good to have some.”

“Most people don’t get in enough trouble to need as many second chances as you,” Delia pointed out, a little crossly.

She shook her head. “Ash, dear… I know this is something you have to do. It’s something I realized a long time ago, and I’ve made my peace with it, but please try to show me that you’re taking it seriously.”

Ash nodded, drooping a little. “Sorry, Mom… it’s easier to cope with this kind of thing if I try to make a joke out of it.”

His mother gave him a hug. “Just be careful, okay, Ash? I don’t want to hear about you dying to save someone else. Save people, yes, but don’t die doing it!”

Ash hugged her back, and gave her a squeeze. “Okay, mom, I promise.”

“You wouldn’t be who you are if you stayed out of trouble,” Delia murmured. “I know. Just… think about how we’d all feel if you made a mistake.”


“Ready?” Iris asked.

Fraxure gave her a claw-thumb-up, polishing his right tusk with the other paw, and thumped his tail on the ground.

“And you, Excadrill?” Iris went on. “Ready?”

Excadrill inspected the sheathes on his metallic claws, then shrugged.

Iris gave him an exasperated smile, then shrugged as well. “Okay, let’s see what Denae has for us today!”

“Driiii~l!” Excadrill suggested.

Iris abruptly realized that Fraxure was hiding behind her. “Really?”

Fraxure nodded, not moving.

“You’re such a scaredy sometimes,” the trainer said. “I’m sure it’s not that.”

She clenched her fist. “In fact, I’m sure it’s going to be something cool which will further my training as a Dragon Tamer!”


“…you’ve got to be kidding,” Iris groaned.

“You do need to learn these things, Iris,” Denae replied, putting a third textbook on the pile – this one a general maths and science one, to go with the history book and the one covering literature and language. “Even if you don’t ever use most of it, you don’t know what you’ll need – and you’ll definitely need some of it.”

“But…” Iris began, then stopped and rethought. “Do I have to do it all now? This is going to take ages to get through.”

“Is that the real reason?” Denae asked. “The time?”

“Well… not just that,” Iris said. “It’s also going to be kind of boring, and… well, I was looking forward to doing some of the cool stuff because it’s things my Pokémon can take part in as well.”

“That’s an important insight,” the veteran trainer congratulated Iris. “Remember it in future.”

“So… was this just an object lesson?” Iris asked hopefully.

Denae shook her head, tapping the textbooks. “You don’t need to spend all your time on them, but you do need to get this done. At least a few hours a day.”

“But why now?” Iris said, opening the maths-and-science book and scanning down the contents page. “It seems kind of sudden.”

Denae contemplated her for a long moment, then chuckled.

“You want the other reason?” she said.

Fraxure tilted his head, and Iris nodded her agreement.

“You’re completing the lessons faster than I’m coming up with them,” Denae admitted. “I need a break of a few weeks at least just to come up with more things for you to do on a proper difficulty curve.”

Iris blinked. “Huh. I… didn’t know that.”

“Well, there you go,” Denae smiled. “Now, if you really want some more training at the same time, you could always do the work at the top of a mountain…?”

Iris actually considered it. For a few seconds, anyway.


“Here you go, Ash,” Professor Oak said, placing a large stone in Ash’s hand.

“Is this a Key Stone?” Ash asked. “I’ve already got one.”

“We’re trying to set a record for the most Pokémon mega-evolved at once,” Oak replied. “I don’t want to make your staff explode.”

Ash winced. “That… would be bad, yeah.”

He leaned the staff against the lab wall, and walked over to the collection of his Pokémon out towards the field.

Some of them were still inspecting their new Mega Stones – for all she’d Mega Evolved at least twice during an Aura Purge, for example, Pidgeot had never actually seen a Pidgeotite – but most of the veterans were just waiting calmly for Ash to get started.

“Okay, here goes,” Ash said, closing his eyes.

After a moment, he opened them again. “…hey, Absol? How likely is it that a Pokémon gets overloaded by the experience?”

“Let’s just say that it would be a surprise to me as well,” Absol told him.

Professor Oak cleared his throat. “Test 1! The trainer is Ash Ketchum, using a Type Four Key Stone, and his Pokémon to be Mega Evolved are Charizard, Heracross, Houndoom, Tyranitar, Pidgeot, Mawile, Absol, Lucario, Sceptile, Glalie, Latias and Latios.”

“And Squirtle!” Squirtle called, running over with one of his jerry-rigged Squirtilite. “This is a legitimate Mega Evolution and I will not be kept out of a world record attempt!”

Should we include Squirtle in the tally? Damos asked, as the Water-type clambered up Sceptile to sit on his head.

“We probably should, if it works,” Professor Oak agreed. “We know he can Mega Evolve, the problem is degenerating again…”


Ash closed his eyes, thinking hard.

There were thirteen Pokémon around him, each of them with their own Mega Stone, and they represented a cross-section of everyone he’d met and befriended along the way – from when he set off from Pallet Town with his new Pikachu, all those years ago.

His starter wasn’t among them, and nor was his most recent Pokémon, because neither of them were able to Mega Evolve. But that was okay, because that didn’t mean something was wrong with them – they were just different.

Lucario, a strong friend and protector.

Charizard, who had gone from being so disobedient to so loyal.

Latias and Latios, reminders of everything that had changed for the better.

Pidgeot, who had never blamed him for anything.

Sceptile, cool-headed and an expert fighter.

Mawile, full of enthusiasm for everything.

Glalie, who was funnier than he’d ever realized before.

Squirtle, whose oddness was just a reflection of his skill.

Tyranitar, Houndoom, Heracross, Absol… there were no two of Ash’s Pokémon who were quite the same, and that was just how it should be. It was hard to keep them all in mind at once, but after a few seconds there came a sudden surge which made Ash gasp lightly.

And, just as he opened his eyes, the multiple-flashes of over a dozen Pokémon Mega-Evolving at once lit up the wall of the lab.

“Cool…” Max said, staring.

Ash looked around, seeing all his Mega-Evolved Pokémon – some of them less familiar than others in appearance, but all of them feeling right on a bone-deep level.

His borrowed Key Stone was a riot of colour and movement, rippling constantly as it sustained so many Mega-Evolutions at once, and then Mega Charizard raised an arm.

“Are we going to take any photos?” he asked.

“Well, we forgot the camera,” Tracey chuckled. “So if you could just stand there for half an hour while I draw everything-”

Mega Glalie shook his body back and forth. “No.”

“Don’t worry, Ash, I brought a camera,” Delia said. “All right, everyone, pose time!”

“Of course, you realize this means I have to have the best pose?” Mega Squirtle asked, his backpack clicking as it rotated to face down. “I’m thinking right over everyone else, arms crossed as I prepare to break through the heavens!”

“There are several problems with that,” Professor Oak said. “But the main one is that you’d get everyone else wet.”

Grumbling, Mega Squirtle jumped down from Sceptile’s head and took his place at the front of the group – alongside Mega Mawile, one of the other relatively small Mega-Evolved Pokémon.

“Latias, can you come down a bit?” Delia asked. “No, that doesn’t fit either… okay, I’ll go back a few steps.”

She did so, then checked the picture composition again. “Okay, that looks great!”

The camera flashed twice, capturing all fourteen of them, and she nodded. “Looks good to me, Ash!”

“What about the rest of us?” Pikachu asked. “Can we get in a photo too?”

“That sounds like a good idea,” May agreed. “I mean, how long is it going to be before this many of us are in one place at once again?”

Keldeo reached up with a hoof, adjusting his hat. “I think it might take a lot of work to fit us all in, though…”

I will begin calculating a good layout. Should I contact the Beasts and other Pokémon who aren’t present?

“That sounds like a good plan,” Ash agreed.

“Ash?” Professor Oak said, raising his voice to get Ash’s attention. “Is that Key Stone doing okay?”

“Well, it does feel kind of warm,” the young trainer replied. “I think it’s okay, though.”

“Interesting,” Oak mused, noting that down.

While he wrote, the number of Pokémon standing in the field expanded hugely. Counting the full teams of Brock, Misty, Max and May, along with the huge collection of Ash’s Pokémon and the local Shaymin, there were well over a hundred Pokémon and people trying to squeeze into the photo and about a dozen Legendary Pokémon.

“I’m pretty sure a photo like this has never been taken before,” Tracey said. “Even if we don’t get Mewtwo to show up, Porygon haven’t been around for very long and I don’t think anyone else has quite this concentration of Legendary Pokémon.”

Ash smiled happily. “I’m just glad to have so many friends…”

“How might I endeavour to be visible?” asked Joltik. “If this was a film photo then I would be large enough to appear on the photographic grain, but as that camera likely uses a charge-coupled device to produce a digital image I wonder if I will be within the resolution of the pixels.”

“We can do some close-ups with smaller groups?” May suggested. “I think we’re probably going to need to take a lot of photos, because the big one’s going to be great but it’s also going to need to be huge to show everyone large enough to recognize.”

“….wait, are we doing everyone everyone?” Misty asked. “I might need to get Golduck and the others to come over.”

No problem, Mewtwo said. I’ll sort it out.

“That was fast,” Brock observed.

What was? Mewtwo asked. I was only over in the Temple of the Sea inspecting it. There’s some very interesting technology in there which I might want to copy – it can only help with the colony plan.

“Isn’t Mars really, really dry, though?” Brock said. “I mean, water conservation would be good, but Samiya’s built to go underwater.”

I quite like the idea of a holiday home on Callisto, for some reason, Mewtwo replied. If there’s not water under the ice now, there will be once Mew installs a sauna…


“…as for those pictures on the news, you’re right, it is very strange. I certainly wasn’t expecting it, though one of my friends says it’s clearly proof that aliens have landed – he says they’d make a water landing because that way they wouldn’t accidentally destroy anything with their engines. I’m not sure what he thinks of Deoxys, and I’m afraid to ask…”

Serena put a hand to her mouth, trying not to laugh.

“I’m going to see if my other friends know what happened.

Oh, before I forget, there was something else I wanted to let you know – I’m going to be leaving on my Pokémon journey fairly soon. Don’t worry, I will still keep in touch, but I might take longer to reply than normal because I’ll be walking a lot of the day.

Hope to hear from you soon.

Your friend,

Dawn.”

Smiling, Serena saved the email to her folder of them, and leaned back in her chair.

“A Pokémon journey…” she said, thinking about it.

It’d be nice to set off on a journey, but… not just yet.

She hadn’t really made up her mind, anyway.


“I’m going to miss this,” May said, a little wistfully, as the camera flashed one last time. “It’s not going to be the same…”

She shook her head. “But, on the plus side, no snoring.”

“…I’d say I don’t think any of us snore, but that would just mean you’d say it was me, wouldn’t it?” Max asked.

“Pretty much!” May confirmed.

She hummed to herself. “I wonder if I’ll be able to get all my Ribbons for the Johto region before Max finishes with his Indigo League challenge?”

“That sounds like an interesting challenge,” Grumpig said, juggling some orange juice in little globes. “Pity I can’t teleport long distance yet, it’ll be Altaria’s job to get us around.”

“I’ll be glad to,” Altaria agreed. “It’s so nice to know that May and I can go flying together without trouble.”

“You’re telling me,” May smiled. “It’s strange now to think I used to be scared, but I do remember it…”

She snapped her fingers. “Anyway, I was thinking about what we should do for the next Contest. Maybe you two could do something with…”

“May?” Ash asked, as she trailed off. “Is there a problem?”

“Well…” May shook her head. “No, not a problem, really. I just realized we haven’t done that Contest we did right at the end of our journey together last time – you remember, the one where Combusken evolved to Blaziken?”

“Yeah, I remember!” Ash agreed. “That was the one we fought to a draw, right?”

May nodded. “That’s the one.”

She sighed. “It’s probably too much effort to go and do again, and even then I don’t think we’d draw – one of us would probably win – but I’ll miss that ribbon we decided to share.”

“I guess that does happen with time travel,” Ash admitted, taking his badge case out and toying with it - then opening it a crack, to where half a ribbon would have sat. “Some things you just… can’t get back, because they relied on an event – a coincidence, almost.”

He reached up to Pikachu with his free hand, scratching just where the Electric-type liked to be scratched, and smiled at the squeak of pleasure. “But I’d rather lose a thing than a friend, May.”

May smiled her agreement. “Right.”

“Oh, dear, that reminds me,” Delia said. “They delivered this earlier today.”

She handed Ash a small jewellery box, and he opened it with care – revealing a little triangular badge, nestled in tissue paper.

“It wasn’t easy to work out what would be good to show the Battle Frontier,” she told him, as he looked at it – the triangle was divided into three rows, with the top piece a single smaller triangle and the other two rows made up of three pieces. “So I eventually said they should just make a pyramid.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Ash said, smiling broadly. He pinned the new pyramid-shaped badge next to the others – representing the Indigo, Orange and Silver Leagues, as well as the meteor they had saved the planet from – then gave her a heartfelt hug.

“Thanks,” he said again. “I’m glad you do these.”

Delia patted his back. “Good luck, dear.”


“See you in a few days, Brock,” Ash said, shaking his hand. “Are you going to be all right going straight from the Orange Islands to Sinnoh?”

“Sinnoh’s not that cold,” Brock replied with a chuckle. “Flygon’s more nervous than I am, though, he’s never been that far north.”

“I’m not really nervous,” Flygon defended himself. “I just feel the cold.”

He shrugged, wings flaring. “But I suppose I’ve been up mountains before, so it’ll sort of be the same. And Pokéballs are quite warm.”

“I’ve been to Sinnoh,” Lucario volunteered. “It’s not as bad as you think, at least not until you start climbing mountains there as well.”

He turned to look over his shoulder. “Actually… Keldeo, are you coming with us to Sinnoh?”

“Absol convinced me to tag along for a bit,” Keldeo replied. “She asked me to help her train Roland in sword.”

“Is that the right term for it?” Pikachu asked. “Not swordsmonship, or swordplay, just sword?”

“I think the idea is that you can say the s-word however you want,” Lucario suggested.

Brock groaned. “How did you manage to set up that pun?”

“Pun?” Lucario asked. “I’m not sure how you got that impression.”

“All right, I’d better get going,” he said. “If I don’t, then by the time I reach Philena I’m going to be unable to think of anything but bad jokes.”

Ash and Max watched as Brock got on Flygon’s back, then they set off to the south and the Orange Islands.

“So… we’re not actually leaving for Sinnoh yet, are we?” Max checked. “I thought it was still a few days to go.”

“Yeah, Brock’s going to meet us when we get there,” Ash confirmed. “But we do have a few days to do some training – and I think Suicune said something about being available to accompany Pidgeot on a high speed run up to Sinnoh when we do go.”

He shrugged. “But before then, there was this idea for a training battle for your whole team I had.”

“What’s that?” Max asked, suddenly feeling oddly worried.

“You have to try and stop Keldeo,” Ash answered. “Good luck…”


AN:


And that’s the wrap-up for the Battle Frontier, bringing to an end the redo of Generation Three.

Given that Dawn, Iris and Serena all get namechecked, it should be pretty clear I’ve been blurring the boundaries of the generations a tad… benefits of starting off a lot later than the series I’m using as a source.

The final episode of the Battle Frontier aired in the US on March 3, 2007. I’m only about a decade behind now! (Which is a major improvement over when I restarted this fic with the Power of One, at which point I was fourteen years behind.)

Onwards to Sinnoh!






237. Sinnoh 1


Dawn lay in bed as the early morning light filtered through her curtains, looking at the alarm clock.

Every time she closed her eyes it seemed to jump forwards a few minutes, as she drifted in and out of sleep, but she hadn’t been able to get properly back to sleep since half past five that morning.

After such a long wait – though a fun one – she was finally about to go on her Pokémon journey.

Sure, it was the second time, but that didn’t stop her from being just as excited as she’d been last time. Maybe it wasn’t her first time any more, but she’d had fun on her first time and her second would hopefully be the same.

Yawning, Dawn closed her eyes again, then jolted awake as the alarm went off.

Pachirisu mumbled something, rolled over in bed, and fell off the dresser. She squeaked on the way down, then snagged one of the door handles and managed to avoid thumping into the bedroom floor.

“Nice save,” Dawn laughed, then yawned again. She shook her head, turning the alarm off, then looked around to make sure her Pokémon were all awake.

Quilava wasn’t, still rolled into a ball and snoring lightly, and Dawn decided to let the Fire-type get a little more sleep by recalling him directly into his Pokéball.

As Pachirisu regained her footing and scampered up the front of the dresser, Dawn opened her wardrobe and took one of the outfits inside off the rack – the same design she’d worn starting her journey the first time, in fact, though it probably wasn’t exactly the same piece of clothing.

“Let’s see…” she said to herself, getting dressed as her Pokémon yawned and woke up. “I need to remember to take everyone’s Pokéballs, and the Poffin mold…”

“Are you up, dear?” Johanna called.

“Yes, Mom!” Dawn called back down.

“Just checking!” her mother assured her. “You said you didn’t want to get up late!”

“Thanks!” Dawn smiled. “I really appreciate it!”

“That’s good, dear,” Johanna said. “I’m making some pancakes for everyone before you set off, so don’t be too long!”

“When she says everyone, does she mean Mamoswine as well?” Piplup asked.

Dawn paused, then shrugged. “I don’t know, Piplup,” she admitted. “I don’t know whether I’d rather she remember or whether that would just be silly.”

Piplup shrugged. “So long as you remember that feeding him is a big task. I do my best to keep the food bill low, but everyone else…”

Pachirisu chittered something, and Dawn frowned for a moment as she tried to translate it. The meaning eluded her, though, and she glanced at Piplup.

“She’s just saying something about a fat joke and how I’d better not be making one,” Piplup told her.

“There was a bit more to it than that and you know it,” Buneary volunteered, Bouncing up to the mirror and examining herself. “Hmm… I might be a few minutes, I want to make sure I’ve got my fluffs looking nice.”

“Why – oh, right,” Dawn realized. “That’s because Pikachu’s arriving today, isn’t it?”

Buneary nodded, already inspecting the makeup on the dresser. “Hmmm…”

“Don’t those say they weren’t tested on Pokémon?” Piplup asked.

“Am pom,” Ambipom admonished Piplup, her words bouncing off him without a mark.

“Dawn!” Johanna called up again.

“Coming!” Dawn assured her, and collected up Piplup with one hand and Pachirisu with the other. “Pancakes, Ambipom?”

The simian Normal-type nodded, following her trainer out the door and down the stairs.


“Those were really good pancakes, Mom,” Dawn said, leaning back in her chair and sighing. “Talk about a good send-off…”

She reached over and patted Mamoswine, who was just finishing his second pancake. Johanna had in fact gone to the trouble of making two for him as well, with plenty of berries and cream, and the big Ice-type had been thoroughly enjoying himself.

“That’s no trouble at all, dear,” Johanna replied. “I know you’ve been adventuring for a couple of years before now, but to me it’s your first day and so it’s special.”

“It’s pretty special for me too,” Dawn replied, checking on Quilava – who had finally woken up, though he was still only on his first pancake. “It’s kind of like I’m going off on my first day again – and it has been a while, so there’s that too. It’s not routine at all.”

She stood up, and gave Johanna a hug. “Thanks, Mom. I’ll miss you out on the road.”

“Well, I’ll be right here if you need me,” Johanna replied firmly. “Don’t be a stranger, dear.”

There was a thunk as Buneary came bouncing downstairs.

“Am I late?” she asked.

“No, we kept some for you,” Dawn answered, indicating a plate by the side of the table. “You like Aspear and ice cream, right?”

Buneary nodded, jumping up to the table and picking up a knife and fork.

“Why aren’t you just using your paws?” Piplup asked.

“What, and ruin my nails?” Buneary replied.

“You might be overdoing it a little,” Dawn suggested delicately.

The Normal-type blinked, and looked at her paws again – seeing the varnish on her nails, and looking suddenly uncertain.

“Do you want me to help?” Johanna asked, guessing the context from what she knew about her daughter’s Pokémon. “Come on, we’ll get you sorted out after you’ve eaten.”

She glanced over at Dawn. “Where are you meeting your friends?”

“We said here, or nearly,” Dawn replied. “But it’s not for another hour or two, I think… I can’t remember.”

She shrugged. “I’m going to go and have a walk, make sure I’m properly awake. I’ll be back in an hour or so, so if Ash and Brock show up before then just let them know where I went.”

“I’ll make sure to do that,” Johanna agreed. “Where are you going?”

“Lake Verity,” Dawn said. “It’s nice and peaceful, and a walk along the shore’s just what I need.”

“All right, dear,” Johanna nodded. “You’re right, it is very nice. Should I send Barry up there if he calls around?”

Dawn looked conflicted for a moment, then decided. “Sure,” she said. “He will make it less peaceful, but at least I’ll be a lot more awake!”


“I think I might not have realized just how far it is to Sinnoh,” Max said ruefully. “I know we’re moving really fast, but it feels like we’ve been doing it for ages.”

“If it’s any consolation, we are most of the way there,” Suicune replied. “Be glad it’s me taking you, if it was one of my brothers you’d be feeling the wind.”

“How fast are we going?” Max asked, looking down at the waves blurring past – then back, seeing the plume of spray Suicune’s tailwind was shedding to either side.

“Well… I think about six hundred miles per hour,” Suicune answered him, sounding thoughtful. “It might be a bit more than that, but I’m staying below the transsonic region because it gets much harder very quickly at that speed.”

They shot past a small boat, which spent less than thirty seconds close enough for them to see it, but Suicune still had the time to make a slight course correction – curving them around the vessel to avoid getting too close and causing them problems.

“What’s it normally like, going this far?” Max said, looking up at Pidgeot overhead – the Flying-type keeping pace with them easily, occasionally going a little ahead or falling behind slightly as Suicune changed speed. “Is it boring?”

“Not really, I tend to find it’s a good time to meditate,” the Water-type told him. “I won’t deny it’s nice to have someone to talk to, though.”

She chuckled. “I don’t think crossing the ocean all the way to Alola would be as interesting, either. I’d have to stop off a few times on the way.”

Max nodded, looking back again at the spray spiralling in Suicune’s wake, then checked Kris to see what the time was.

“Looks like we should be getting there fairly soon,” he informed her. “Is that about right?”

“It’s what I think is going to happen, so yes,” Suicune replied. “In fact, they can probably already see the coastline up there.”


“It feels kind of strange, coming back to Sinnoh,” Ash said. “I mean… this whole second chance is really about Sinnoh, in a big way, because of what happened with Cyrus.”

“Yeah, but it’s been worth it anyway,” Pikachu replied. “Last time we never could have had this conversation at all.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, giving Pikachu a quick hug. “But… well, I’m kind of nervous about the whole thing. I can’t help but think about… well, you know how the problems we’ve been facing keep going up compared to last time?”

Pikachu nodded.

“Well… last time we went to Sinnoh, we had to deal with Dialga and Palkia, and Giratina, and even Arceus,” Ash reminded him, counting off on his fingers. “And… yeah, that’s the thing.”

“Well… Palkia’s Water type, so that’s fine,” Pikachu replied. “And Dialga’s vulnerable to Fire type attacks because he’s part-Steel, so that’s for Charizard to deal with.”

Pidgeot laughed, making them bob up and down in the air for a moment before she corrected their course.

“That’s a good point, Pikachu,” Ash smiled. “I think-”

He cut himself off. “Hey, that looks like Sinnoh!”

Pidgeot’s wings swept the air, and she altered course so they would come ashore near Twinleaf Town.

“Almia’s off to the west, right?” Ash asked, and Pidgeot chirped an affirmative.

“Wow, you’re getting better at this map thing,” Pikachu said, deadpan.

He leaned out over Pidgeot’s shoulder, finding the moving speck that was Suicune. “Looks like she’s going to come ashore just west of Sandgem Town.”

Pidgeot slipped sideways, shedding a little height for speed, then the coast whipped past and was behind them in an eyeblink. They passed over a dam, making the confined water ripple, then crested a low ridge and Pidgeot slammed the brakes on to bring them down inside Twinleaf Town proper.

The Flying-type dissipated her wings of air, and a burst of white shockfront pulsed out from her for a moment before being absorbed by the air around them. That left her going quite slowly, about seventy miles an hour, and she coasted for a long moment before alighting on Dawn’s lawn.

“Nice work, Pidgeot!” Ash said, giving her a stroke, and slid off. “All right, Sinnoh!”

He took a long breath of the air, and sighed.

“Welcome to Twinleaf,” Dawn’s mother said, making Ash jump. “Sorry, did I surprise you?”

“I… didn’t look to see if anyone was there,” Ash admitted, recalling Pidgeot and revealing the garden bench Johanna was sitting on. “Is Dawn here?”

“She said she was going for a walk to make sure she was awake,” Johanna replied. “She should be back before too long. Are your other friends coming?”

“Yeah, Brock said he’d be aiming to meet us here,” Ash answered. “And Max was just behind us.”

He looked over his shoulder as he spoke, and caught sight of Suicune loping down the street. She slowed, controlling her braking so it didn’t throw Max off, then stopped so he could climb down.

“Well, that was interesting,” she said, shaking herself out. “That dam down by the coast must have had some dirt washed into it after a recent storm. It’s fine now.”

“Huh…” Ash said. “You okay, Max?”

“I’m fine,” Max confirmed. “Suicune’s really good at that, I didn’t even get wet, which is a really odd thing to happen after being carried over the sea for more than an hour at nearly the speed of sound.”

“So… I understand you’re going to be going with Dawn, Ash and Brock for a few weeks?” Johanna asked.

“Yeah, it’s because Ash is my mentor as a Pokémon trainer,” Max confirmed. “There’s an odd rule about it, basically because the Hoenn League was cancelled it didn’t count for ending my time as a mentoree.” He frowned. “Is that the word? Mentee?”

Protégé or apprentice are usually preferred.

“Actually, I wonder…” Ash said. “Dexter, how long would it take for Brock to get here if he’d come by Flygon?”

Depending on Flygon’s maximum airspeed, as many as five or six hours, Dexter answered. He would also have a wind blowing in his face the whole way.

“Yeah, that’s a good point…” Ash agreed.

He frowned. “Where did Pikachu go?”


“Buneary?”

“Pikachu?” Buneary asked, looking up at the window. “How did you know where…”

“Aura,” Pikachu replied. “That’s usually the answer.”

He jumped down from the windowsill, and sighed. “Buneary, there’s something I wanted to say, and it’s kind of… not easy to say.”

Buneary’s eyes widened, then she began to droop a little.

“Look,” Pikachu began, a little awkwardly. “I was thinking about this for ages, and… I think I know what the problem is. See… I kind of got a bad first impression off you when we first met, last time, and… since then…”

He shook his head. “I’ve been letting it colour everything I’ve thought about you since. Buneary… I don’t know what you see in me, and I have to admit that I don’t think the same thing.”

The Normal-type swallowed, not sure what to say to that.

“But,” Pikachu went on. “I also realized that I never really gave myself a proper chance to see if I might. So… so I guess we could see what might happen.”

He held out his paw. “Hi. I’m Pikachu.”

Buneary stared at it, then blushed and held her own out to shake. “Buneary,” she replied, voice a little wobbly. “Nice to meet you.”

Pikachu shook her paw, then put his own back by his side. “Let’s see if we actually make good friends, first,” he suggested. “I think that’s how you’re supposed to do things like this.”

He chuckled nervously, ears tilting to the side. “But I don’t know how romance novels go, so I couldn’t do that kind of thing even if I wanted to…”

“That’s probably a good thing,” Buneary replied. “Otherwise your long-lost twin brother would show up and we’d get confused.”

Pikachu blinked. “Seriously? That happens?”

“All the time,” Buneary confirmed.

“Wow… I mean, I have a clone, but he looks different to me…”


Dawn sat down on a hummock, looking out over Lake Verity.

“It’s kind of funny,” she said, watching as the water rippled slightly from the breeze. “Last time around, I came here and I saw Mesprit. Do you remember that?”

“I remember you looking at something,” Piplup replied, frowning. “Not really much more detail than that.”

“Well, I guess we had just met,” Dawn decided, shrugging it off. “I wonder what this new adventure’s going to bring?”

Tried asking Celebi. Was refused.

“Oh, there Mesprit is,” Piplup said, then shrugged. “Eh.”

Dawn turned, seeing the Psychic-type flying over, and waved. “Hello – or, hello again?”

Salutations. You make a fine focus of Emotion. Obvious to see.

The Lake Guardian did a flip, then bowed to Dawn. Very grateful for your assistance. Helping to save us from Cyrus. Debt is owed.

“You remember as well?” Dawn asked. “I didn’t know that.”

We do not, Mesprit corrected. We extrapolated. We are good at that. I predict how humans will react, Uxie knows what they know, Azelf understands their motivations.

“That’s… actually pretty amazing,” Dawn said. “Is that why you appeared to me last time?”

Good question, Mesprit said. Impossible to answer. Would ask myself, but I am not here. This time, we became aware of you when Celebi mentioned it.

“How did Celebi know?” Piplup asked, raising a flipper.

She asked herself. For her it is possible. Very annoying.

The Emotion Pokémon offered a tail to Dawn. Hope we will see one another again. Well. Not hope. Expect.

Dawn contemplated the tail. “Won’t that make me not feel any emotions?”

Good point. Will consider alternatives. Perhaps jersey.

Mesprit turned to leave, paused, and looked back at Dawn. If you need my help, just ask. It might work. Might not. Hard to say. But worth trying.

Then it vanished.

“That was… odd,” Dawn said, then shrugged. “Well, at least we know-”

Mesprit appeared again. Do you have that Togekiss yet? Celebi mentioned her.

“Uh – yeah, but not at the moment,” Dawn replied. “She’s on a time share with her original trainer. Why?”

I like Togekiss. They feel emotions. 

Mesprit vanished, and Dawn gave Piplup a baffled look.

Piplup just shrugged. “Don’t ask me.”


“That is unusual behaviour for most Legendaries,” Suicune said, after Dawn had finished explaining. “But… no, now that I think about it again, I can understand it.”

“Why’s that?” Johanna asked.

“Something you have to understand is that most Legendaries avoid humans,” Suicune explained. “Especially those with critically important jobs, such as the Lake Guardians – Pokémon who are unique in all the world. Their roles are too important for them to risk meeting a human inclined to cause trouble, and they do not have the strength to truly protect themselves.”

She sat down on her haunches, and flipped a paw over. “But your daughter was enough to overcome that reluctance last time, to the extent that Mesprit showed itself.”

“Hold on, can I ask something?” Max said. “You said Mesprit was an ‘it’. Is that right?”

“It’s more that they’ve never let on their true gender,” Suicune clarified. “Whenever someone asks, they just say it’s obvious.”

The Legendary waited a moment, to be sure that conversation thread was over, then resumed. “Since Mesprit knew from Celebi that this happened last time, it knows that Dawn is trustworthy – and the Lake Guardians are often quite lonely.”

Dawn nodded slowly. “So… Mesprit wants a friend, right?”

“That would be an accurate way to put it, yes,” Suicune agreed. “Be gentle and understanding, but treat it like another Pokémon – I can certainly confirm that it’s very pleasant to have a human friend, especially a friend to talk to.”

She licked Ash’s hand.

“Gah!” Ash yelped, looking down at his palm – which was very wet, and which had frost on it. “What was that, Ice Lick?”

“Well…” Suicune shrugged. “In any case. That is my explanation.”

“Hey, guys!” came a familiar voice.

“Brock!” Ash replied, standing and waving. “Welcome to Sinnoh!”

“It’s good to see you,” Dawn agreed. “How was the flight?”

“Not bad,” Brock shrugged. “You know, pretty normal for being on an aircraft.”

He sent out his Sudowoodo, who waved to Dawn, and then his Geodude.

“Dude,” Geodude said, offering his hand to Dawn to shake.

“…sorry, I haven’t worked out Aura Speech for all my own Pokémon yet…” Dawn chuckled nervously.

“Actually, he was just saying dude,” Brock clarified. “So, oddly enough, you heard what he was saying.”

That made both the Berlitzes laugh, and Dawn shook Geodude’s hand.

“Where are the rest of your Pokémon, Brock?” she asked, letting go. “Actually… where did Pikachu go, Ash?”

“I’m up here, Dawn,” Pikachu called down.

Dawn looked up, and blinked. “Why are you inside my house?”

She looked at Ash. “Did he explain already? I can’t tell…”

“He vanished earlier,” Ash told her. “He hasn’t explained it to me yet, but I trust him. He’d tell me if it was important.”

“Right,” Dawn nodded. “So, Brock, how was your time with Philena?”

Brock smiled. “It was nice to have a few days to ourselves,” he said, sitting down on the last of the available seats. “And her Luxio’s doing very well.”

“She evolved?” Ash asked. “I must have missed hearing about that.”

“Yeah, a few weeks ago at least,” Brock answered. “She’s still cute, but, you know – Pokémon evolving tend to change their outlook a little, and you can definitely see it.”

He took a Pokéball off his belt. “And she got me this, as well.”

“A new Pokémon?” Max said.

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed, and sent it out.

With a bright flash, light resolved itself into the form of a Rockruff.

“…Brock?” Max asked. “Are you sure that one is really a Rockruff?”

“Pretty sure,” Brock confirmed. “And that means that, at last, I’ve got a claim to be a Rock type trainer again!”

“What?” Dawn said, utterly confused. “What do you mean, a Rock type trainer?”

“I… but…” Brock began. “Rock type! Trainer! Did you honestly not know?”

“Well, to be fair, your team wasn’t exactly heavy on Rock types…” Dawn replied, counting off on her fingers. “Chansey is a Normal type, Croagunk is a Poison and Fighting type… Sudowoodo is a Rock type, but he’s a Rock type who pretends to be something else.”

The Pokémon on the table sat down, looking at them with ears perked and head tilted.

“The rest of my team had more Rock types,” Brock protested. “Well… one more Rock type…”

He pointed. “But Rockruff is a Rock type as well!”

“It doesn’t look like a Rock type,” Max said. “Is it a boy or a girl?”

“She’s a female,” Brock answered. “And she is a Rock type.”

Rockruff giggled.

Brock’s face fell. “Oh, no…”

There was a flash of blue light, and a Zorua sat there instead.

Max fell off his chair laughing.

“You have got to be kidding me,” Brock groaned.

“Actually, I swapped your Pokéballs,” Zorua explained, relenting. “Then I turned into a Rockruff, just for the prank.”

“Thanks a lot…” Brock grumbled, then sent his actual Rockruff out.

“Hi!” she said, tail wagging. “Zorua told me to be quiet and there’d be a joke. Was there a joke?”

“Only on me,” Brock said. “Only on me…”


“I know my case was really bizarre,” Dawn began, “but how do you make sure you catch the same Pokémon?”

“Basically… go to the same places at the same times,” Ash replied. “That’s worked so far.”

“And the extra Pokémon?” Dawn went on. “How does that work out?”

“That’s basically how it worked the first time,” Max volunteered. “At least, that’s how I got Pokémon like Delta and Ferris.”

The Steel-type looked up on hearing his name, waited a moment, then went back to practising.

Dawn watched him for a moment. “That’s… Aerial Ace, right? I didn’t know Aron could learn that.”

“Yeah, it’s because it’s a surprise,” Max agreed. “That and it’s a good way to deal with fighting moves, if he can get quick enough – either dodge with the speed burst or block the attack itself to negate some of it.”

He shrugged. “I also had this idea to teach him Endeavor, and then have him set up a sandstorm, but that’s probably going to take more dodge practice before he can get good enough to make it work.”

“Right, because he’s got Sturdy,” Dawn realized. “Hmm… you know, I just realized that a Pokémon with Sturdy or a Focus Sash could have a really spectacular Appeal…”

“If this leads to me being blown up, then no,” Piplup said flatly. “If this leads to me doing a double Appeal with Gible, then double no.”

“I wasn’t going to do that,” Dawn replied. “But now you mention it…”

“Huh,” Ash said, drawing their attention – making Max, Dawn, Pikachu and Piplup realize he had his eyes closed and was surveying the trees.

“Starly?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “See the tall tree with the yellow leaves? Just to the right of the trunk… now.”

“I see him,” the Electric-type noted, then fired off a Thunder Wave. The electrical attack flashed through the air, hitting the Starly and making it bounce off a branch before falling to the ground.

“Not that one!” Ash said. “The one-”

Pikachu used Thunder Wave again, this time hitting the whole nearby flock. The crackle-bang made Ferris jump, firing off his Aerial Ace, and he shot into the air before turning over and landing on his feet with a thump.

“Are you okay?” Max asked.

His Rock-type twitched, straining, then pulled himself out of the deep impression he’d made in the ground and nodded.

“…maybe we should work on Dig,” he suggested.


“There we are,” Ash said, reaching the still-paralyzed form of his Starly.

“Okay, what the heck is going on?” asked a Staravia. “Did you just electrocute all my birds?”

“Strictly speaking I only intended to electrocute one,” Pikachu said. “The first time. After that, yeah, I did try to do the whole flock.”

“I’m trying to catch a Starly,” Ash explained.

“Then just catch one,” Staravia replied. “I’m no bigot, I know trainers help Pokémon to learn faster than they could otherwise, but how come you went after the lot of us? Er, them?”

“Recently evolved?” Pikachu asked.

“Four days,” Staravia confirmed.

“Well… actually, it’s kind of complicated,” Ash said. “I was able to see that this Starly in particular is-”

“-Ash!” Pikachu said, then sighed and put his paw to his forehead as Ash accidentally made contact with the Starly he was pointing to.

About a second later, there was a burly Staraptor picking himself off the floor in a state of total confusion.

“What just happened?” he asked. “Where am I?”

“Long story,” Pikachu said, waving to get Staraptor’s attention. “Let’s go explain it with Dawn.”

Staravia tilted his head. “The heck?”

“Oh, hey, Staravia,” Staraptor said. “Yeah, now I think about it Pikachu’s right. This is going to take a lot of explaining, going by past evidence.”

“What past evidence?” Staravia asked, now completely lost.


“Time travel again, huh,” Staraptor mused. “Okay, guess that makes as much sense as anything.”

“Honestly, I was expecting more surprise,” Ash said.

Staraptor shrugged his wings. “Compared to some of the things we’ve seen…”

There was a musical crash off to one side, and he turned his attention that way. “Huh, those all look new. Any of them Dawn’s?”

“No, the Absol and the Keldeo are mine,” Ash answered. “And that’s Max’s Gallade training with them. His name’s Roland.”

He thought for a moment. “Actually, there’s so many Pokémon to get to know that I should probably send you back to Oak’s ranch for a bit – let Ivysaur give you the tour and introduce you to everyone who’s there.”

“Things have changed around there,” Staraptor observed, taking off in a cloud of dust. “Okay, but not just yet. I want to get in on this training session – what’s going on?”

Absol turned, continuing the fencing match with Roland by using her tail. “We’re making sure Roland has good form without needing to resort to using his teleportation to get around – because he might need to stay in one place to defend Max or another Pokémon, so fighting two-on-one is something he’s going to need to learn.”

“Nice,” Staraptor pronounced, hovering a little way from the session itself. “How are you doing that tail thing?”

“Chance dancing,” Absol explained. “It’s a mental discipline some Absol learn, which allows them to actively follow a golden path instead of merely sensing disasters.”

Staraptor nodded. “Cool. Mind if I join in?”

“Wait, what?” Roland asked, then found himself with a face full of bird as Staraptor plunged down towards him.

Backing away three steps – two of them by teleport – he swept up a Psycho Cut to block as Staraptor used Wing Attack. The stiff leading edge of Staraptor’s wing hit Roland’s energy blade with a clash, sending sparks flying off, but neither was put out of commission by the impact. Instead, Roland had to bring up his other arm with a Night Slash as Staraptor simply pivoted to use the other wing, flapping the one that had just been struck to keep up his forwards momentum.

“Help!” Roland said, teleporting back again to try and regain the initiative. “Marshtomp!”

Marshtomp looked up from teaching Rockruff how to Dig, surprised. “What is it?”

“How do you punch a bird? Answer quickly please!”


“Red ones only!” Dawn called, then threw a handful of squash balls.

Buneary jumped into the air, batting away two of the balls with her ears, then hit a third one – one of the ones with a red dot on it – with an Ice Beam.

The ball shattered as she kicked it, and she scanned the rest before landing with a light thump.

“Nice work,” Dawn complimented her. “Want to try it with the combination I was thinking of?”

“What’s that?” the Normal-type asked.

“I was thinking that Piplup could mix in a few Water Pulse balls with his Bubble attack, and then by freezing them into solid snowballs it would look like you were turning bubbles into snowballs,” Dawn explained. “Then you could use your ears to give them extra speed as an attack, or even hit one with another to make a shotgun blast, and it’s a combination move as well.”

“So something to use on Pokémon weak to ice,” Buneary said. “Who would we test it on?”

“Well, Quilava’s not done anything this morning except for argue with Piplup about trains,” Dawn noted. “Plus, he can practice melting incoming snowballs – which is a good thing to do to protect an ally who’s weak to ice, like Togekiss.”

She was about to call over the two arguing Pokémon when there was a whack from where the others were training.


“Bird can be punched with ice,” Marshtomp called.

“That helps, thanks,” Roland said, a little distracted. He blocked Staraptor’s next blow with his Psycho Cut, then realized it was weakening and switched it for a simple Slash – then watched, a little confused, as Staraptor crossed his wings over his chest.

A moment later both of them flicked out again in a Close Combat, hitting both Roland’s Night Slash and his Slash at once and nearly jarring them out of his grip.

“Remember to keep your elements fluid!” Absol called from the side, as Roland staggered backwards then flickered out – reappearing to Staraptor’s side, though the Flying type promptly launched a Wing Attack kata at him again.

“I’m trying!” Roland said, switching out Slash for Fury Cutter and Night Slash for Psycho Cut. Then he blocked the first two moves of the Wing Attack with the Psycho Cut, nearly used the Fury Cutter for the third block, realized that would be a bad idea, and tried to juggle Ice Blade into his combination without dropping either of the others.

In the confusion he put Psycho Cut and Fury Cutter into the same hand, and there was a bright flash.

“Stop!” Absol shouted suddenly.

Roland froze. Staraptor also froze for a moment, then remembered he was technically flying and pulled up to avoid crashing into one of the spectators.

“Keldeo, look,” Absol said, indicating Roland. “His right hand!”

Roland looked down as well, and saw a strange sight – a shimmering blade, formed out of compressed energy, but one side was the faint purple of his Psycho Cut and the other the oddly gray-green tint of Fury Cutter.

A second or two later it destabilized, shattering into fragments, and Staraptor landed behind Ash.

“What was that?” Roland asked, confused.

“I’m not sure, but I’m interested to find out,” Keldeo grinned. “Okay, let’s try that again!”


“Are humans usually like this?” M-001 asked, looking up the cliff. “This does not seem to be normal behaviour.”

“I do not think it is normal behaviour,” M-002 replied. “I think it is normal behaviour for this human, however.”

He checked the time. “It is not long until she intended to eat. I will make sure she is aware of this.”

Pushing off from the finesand with a single toe, M-002 rose smoothly into the air before halting next to Kidd Summers – wearing the Mars Excursion Suit she was testing. “Are you well?”

“Huh?” Kidd replied, over the intercom, and looked over from the rock wall she was climbing. “Oh, Mewtwo, right. Is something wrong?”

“We are simply verifying your status,” M-002 explained. “Dinner is served in: nine minutes, fourteen seconds.”

“Oh, right, that,” Kidd said. “Can you keep it for me for another hour or so? I want to make sure I finish this climb.”

“Understood.”

M-002 paused, floating there, then broached a new topic. “Will you require ongoing assistance? You are quite high up.”

“Depends how fast you can reach me if I call for help,” Summers replied. “I’m, what, sixty feet up now? That’s only going to hurt as much as a twenty foot fall back home, but it’s going to take – what – three or four seconds to fall?”

“At current altitude, three point seven seconds,” M-002 answered. “Understood.”

The Mirage Pokémon floated back down to ground level, and gave M-001 an eloquent shrug.

Some organic concepts, such as the shrug, were easier to assimilate than others.


“So… we now know that Roland can put blade attacks together into an odd mixed-up version,” Max said, sitting down. “But it falls apart pretty quickly.”

“I think that’s just because I have trouble keeping it stable,” Roland said, a little uncertainly. “I’d be better at it if I had more practice, though.”

“Then we’ll make sure to give you loads of practice!” Keldeo declared. “I’ve picked up a few new tricks from Cobalion, too, so I should be a great opponent!”

Absol chuckled. “I sense pain in your future, Roland.”

As they talked, Staraptor sidled over to Ash. “So, uh, we’re back when I first met you, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“Well… wasn’t that about the time you had your first run-in with Paul? ‘cause I seem to remember a certain Chimchar starting out being one of his,” Staraptor clarified. “What’s the plan?”

“I… don’t know, actually,” Ash said.

He shook his head. “I’ve been thinking about it for a long time, but I never seem to make the same plan twice. I kind of want to think of it as a rescue for Chimchar, but that’s not really fair to Paul – he does things a different way to me, and I think he’d do better if he trained his Pokémon a different way, but most of his Pokémon like it. And I don’t want to just steal Chimchar, even if Chimchar kind of agrees at first and Infernape definitely agrees afterwards.”

“Tough one,” Staraptor agreed.

He glanced at Ash. “Sure we can’t just do a thing where a wild Staraptor totally kidnaps his Chimchar?”

“What are you, a Honchkrow?” Pikachu asked.

Staraptor shot him a look.


“Right, here we go,” Palkia said, stretching. The tunnel warped around him, giving him more space, and he pressed his tail against the floor in a display of tension before relaxing down again. “How does this work again?”

“Up there is a grille,” Loudred explained. “You need to look through it and identify the Pokémon coming into the guild. It takes a lot of experience to identify Pokémon from here, so be ready!”

Palkia absorbed that, then nodded. “Will do.”

“GOOD!” Loudred shouted. “Let’s get started!”

He paused a moment, then called down the tunnel. “Pokémon detected! Whose footprint?”

“Glaceon,” Palkia answered.

“All right, in you come!” Loudred called, opening the gate and letting the Pokémon in.

No sooner had he done so, however, than another Pokémon appeared.

“That one’s an Aron,” Palkia called. “And the one behind him’s a Growlithe!”

“Wow, you’re good at this!” Loudred called back. “Whose footprint is that?”

“Goldeen!”

That’s not really in the spirit of the job, Arceus stated, as Palkia adjusted the spatial warp he was using to view the visiting Pokémon directly. You’re supposed to identify their footprints.

“I am,” Palkia replied. “It’s just a lot easier to identify a footprint by looking at the Pokémon it’s attached to.”


“That’s right,” Chatot chirped. “Now, you need to make sure the apples are stewed for precisely half an hour – not a minute more or less! Only that will meet the exacting standards of the guild master!”

Dialga’s fins extended, and he waved a paw over the saucepan. “What do I do once they’re stewed?”

“You pour them into the pastry, put more pastry over the top, and bake for twenty-five minutes,” Chatot said.

Adjusting his chef’s hat, Dialga fired off a localized pulse of time. The apples all but dissolved as nearly half an hour’s stewing happened in less than a second, and he whistled to himself as he poured them into the pastry.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“How did you do that?” Chatot blinked.

“Do what?” Dialga said, sliding open the oven door and putting the pie inside. The door shut, then opened again, and the Dragon-type took out a perfectly browned pie.

Slapping it with a stasis field so it wouldn’t cool off too much, Dialga looked up at Chatot again. “What should I do next?”

“Oh! Well – muffins,” Chatot said, rallying. “Make up some muffin mix, and add in some berries – make sure to get a good mix.”

Dialga nodded absently, pouring out all the ingredients for muffin mix into a big bowl. They all stopped falling halfway to the bowl, and Dialga scooped up the right amounts of each with a cup before using their original containers to catch the rest as he unfroze them.

Mixing busily, partly by creating eddies of distorted time in the bowl so his spoon was in multiple places at once, Dialga tapped a foot on the floor. “What about some cheese?” he asked. “I saw some milk in the fridge…”


“Hey, hey, let’s see what missions are available!” Corphish suggested, beckoning the others over.

“I don’t know,” Bidoof said, looking closer. “These look like yesterday’s missions, by golly…”

Then the board vanished in a sudden wave of shadow, making both of them jump.

“Oh my gosh!” Sunflora cried, from across the room. “What just happened?”

An ominous sound resonated though the guild hall, until the shadowy wave suddenly dissipated and revealed the now-updated mission board.

“Hey, hey, what happened?” Corphish asked.

Giratina appeared next to the board. “I’m still learning how to do the board update,” he said. “I thought bringing it into the Reverse World would be best.”

Dugtrio stuck his heads out of the ground. “You need to be faster!” he announced. “We’ll try again once these three have picked their next mission!”


“It’s odd, really,” Aaron mused, charging up an Aura Sphere between his paws before firing it. “I didn’t realize how much I’d become used to having those three around.”

He rolled smoothly out of the way of a Confusion attack, then summoned a pair of Sacred Swords and threw them in a long, looping arc. Summoning a second pair, he used their odd magnetic properties to draw the first pair back towards his opponent – who didn’t see them coming, and got knocked sprawling.

“Now I’m on a solo mission for the first time in a long while,” Aaron added, taking the Drowzee by the hands and twisting them around into an arm lock. “No thanks to the vision thing, by the way.”

In my defence, they’re kind of plot relevant, Arceus replied. Is it better this way or with me not telling you your history in story?

“Needs work,” the Riolu answered. “Now, are you going to give back what you took from those young Pokémon?”

“By doze!” Drowzee protested. “Yoo tide by doze in a knobt…”

“Correct,” Aaron nodded. “That was to stop you trying to use Hypnosis again. Do I have your attention?”


“And that’s eight!” Molly announced proudly, putting the Icicle Badge into her collection. “Now we can battle in the Pokémon League!”

“It’s a pretty good bit of work,” Gary agreed, sitting down next to her. “Especially with my research taking you all over the place – sorry about that, by the way.”

“It’s fine!” Molly told him. “Otherwise I might not have met my new Pokémon!”

She indicated her collection of Pokéballs, which included two belonging to a Girafarig and a Teddiursa – both quite recently met, but already shaping up into good supports for her front-line Eevee.

“So, when do we go and do the Sinnoh League?” she added.

“Well, that’s the thing…” Gary said, spreading his hands. “It’s not really a good time for it, it’s months until they do the League next – it only happens once a year, and they don’t even open registration for the next few months.”

“Oh, okay,” Molly said, deflating a little, then brightened. “But that just means there’s more time for training – and it means I’ll be in the same League as Ash, doesn’t it?”

“That’s right,” Gary confirmed.

The older trainer stood up, then stretched. “But, actually, we spent three weeks up a mountain before reaching Snowpoint so I think we’ve earned a break. What do you say to going shopping in Canalave?”

He chuckled. “Furfrou’s coat got so thick after all that time in the snow that she said she’d go on strike unless she got a trim, once we got back to sea level…”


AN:


We Will Be Heroes, et cetera.

So this chapter’s mostly setting up for Sinnoh, including looking at the Pikachu-Buneary thing. Seriously, Pikachu’s life is so bizarre there’s nearly unlimited scope for telenovela-style antics.

We’ve also got Staraptor back, and a new Pokémon for Brock. Along with how things are going for the Creation Trio (the new ones, not the old ones) and Aaron, some stuff on Mars, and a look in on Molly.

This is the problem with yearly Leagues, sometimes you finish the Gyms with more than half a year to go…






238. Sinnoh 2


“So, flown around the world?” Staraptor asked, as he and Pidgeot circled above the group. “Neat. Bet you saw a lot of interesting things out there.”

“I certainly did,” Pidgeot agreed. “It’s amazing how big the world is, and you don’t really appreciate that until you’ve travelled so much of it yourself.”

She adjusted her trim a little. “I understand you’re more of a brawler? I prefer to use my speed and range advantage, myself, but Swellow’s very different and she’s told me that you’re different again.”

“Oh, yeah, you talked to Swellow…” Staraptor said, wincing. “Now, don’t get me wrong, I heard about you from Bulbasaur, but-”

“Ivysaur,” Pidgeot corrected, a chuckle in her chirp. “He evolved, finally.”

“Huh, never thought he’d be the type,” Staraptor mused. “Anyway, yeah, whatever Swellow told you I deny all the bad bits.”

“She was actually quite positive,” Pidgeot replied. “Though there was one thing that interested me.”

“Denying it,” the other Flying-type repeated.

“I thought it was quite interesting that you evolved in a game of PokéRinger just like she did,” Pidgeot said mildly. “What did you think I was going to say?”

“I don’t know, it never happened,” Staraptor pointed out reasonably. “So you’re a ranged-speed Flying type, right? That could be interesting. Who do you normally spar with?”

“An Articuno, a Zapdos and a Moltres,” Pidgeot replied. “But in their case it’s not a spar and they really are trying to knock me out.”

“Colour me impressed,” Staraptor admitted. “Huh, I’ll have to step up my game.”

“That’s about how everyone’s responded.”

Staraptor waggled his wings, and they circled for a long moment above the woods.

“I think that might be him,” Staraptor said, eventually. “Down by the trail there, to your front now.”

“That certainly looks like a trainer,” Pidgeot agreed. “If you say that’s the right one, I’ll let Ash know.”


“Hello?”

Paul looked up from his Pokedex. “Yeah?”

He saw who’d just spoken, and blinked.

“Aren’t you Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash replied, his trademark Pikachu on his shoulder and his equally distinctive Lucario to one side. “I’ve got a few things to talk to you about.”

Paul considered that for a moment, then nodded. “What is it?”

“Well… this is going to sound kind of odd,” Ash began. “But I’ve travelled back in time, and part of the way that worked was that people I knew before could be… well, the way we put it is that I can remind them of what happened last time.”

The other trainer thought about that, considering what he knew about Ash Ketchum. “Go on.”

“…wait, you believe me?” Ash said, surprised.

“Either you’re correct,” Paul began, ticking that option off on his fingers, “or you’re good enough at Pokemon training to make up for being completely insane. So I’ll go along with it for now.”

“Uh, okay,” Ash said. “And… well, I can remind you. And, last time, you released your Chimchar and I got him – so I can remind him as well, he was one of my Pokemon.”

“You can give me memories of another time line,” Paul reiterated, considering.

Then he shook his head. “No thank you.”

“I think that’s a first,” Lucario observed.

“Really?” Paul said, then snorted. “Heh. I guess most people just want to use shortcuts.”

“Pii-ka!” Pikachu said. He sounded hurt, and Paul smirked.

“What about Chimchar?” Ash said. “He was a really good friend, last time – but he didn’t become a strong Pokemon when he was with you. Your way of training just doesn’t work for him, and he was really miserable – when you released him for being weak, he was heartbroken, and-”

“Fine, whatever,” Paul decided. “You’re right, Chimchar isn’t a strong Pokemon. But I want two things from you in return.”

Ash looked wary.

Paul pointed. “Firstly, I want a battle. I know you’re good – you’ve won all the Pokemon Leagues you entered that actually had a winner at all, and I want to see how much I need to improve to get to that level.”

“Of course!” Ash said quickly. “If you want a battle, then sure – but should I get some of the Pokemon I have back home?”

“Who are your strongest Pokemon with you right now?” Paul challenged. “Top three.”

“Pikachu, Keldeo and Lucario, I think,” Ash answered.

“Them, then,” Paul decided. “And secondly – if you’re taking one of my Pokemon, I want it to be a trade. I know you can talk to Pokemon, so you can find the ones who will work with my training style – like Chimchar doesn’t.”

Ash exchanged a glance with both the Pokemon he had out, and Paul waited.


“That was not how I expected this to go,” Ash said quietly. “Pikachu?”

“I kind of wonder how much our journey has changed his journey,” Pikachu replied. “He didn’t know who you were last time, and he was really obsessed with getting stronger – and he still kind of is, now, but it’s like he knows you’re a target to reach rather than just some trainer.”

The Electric-type shrugged, tail flicking to the side. “I don’t know. Do you think we can find a Pokemon Paul would be okay with?”

“I don’t know, but… there must be some,” Ash replied. “I mean, most of his current team is okay with his way of training. I hope he’s okay if I say I’ll do my best?”

“You have a Lucario,” Paul pointed out. “If you say you’ll do something, that’s trustworthy because otherwise he’ll tell you off.”

“I would,” Lucario agreed.

“Lucario!” Ash laughed. “That’s…”

He shook his head. “And do any of you mind about the battle? Keldeo?”

Keldeo emerged from his Pokeball. “I don’t know,” he replied. “But we do fight other trainers fairly often, so this is no different – right?”

“Yeah, that’s a good point,” Ash agreed.

He looked back up at Paul. “Yeah, I think that’s fine – both of them.”

“Good,” Paul said, and sent Chimchar out.

“Master?” Chimchar said, confused. “Sorry, I wasn’t awake-”

He went quiet, waiting for instructions.

“Chimchar,” Paul began. “I’ve decided I can’t train you to be strong enough. But another trainer says he can.”

Without further ado, he tossed Chimchar’s Pokeball to Ash, and Ash caught it out of the air with one hand.

“Did I do something wrong?” Chimchar asked, looking between his old and new trainers.

Ash scooped him up with one hand. “No, you-”

There was a bright flash as the Pokemon more than octupled in weight, and Lucario put his paw over his eyes. “Not again.”


After Ash had extricated himself from underneath Infernape, the Fire-type looked around – seeing Paul, then Lucario, then Ash in an unfamiliar outfit.

Staraptor landed next to him. “Hey.”

“Oh, Staraptor,” Infernape replied. “What is going on?”

“Ash is going on,” Staraptor said. “Again, as in time travel again. By the way, we have Legendaries as teammates now.”

Infernape absorbed that, glancing at Ash, and smiled. “I knew it would happen some day.”

“You did?” Ash asked. “How did you know?”

“Ash, you’re not just the best trainer I’ve ever had – you’re the best I’ve ever seen,” Infernape declared. “You’re good, and kind, and caring, and just in the time I travelled with you you met… what, fifteen legendary Pokemon? Plus I heard about all the other times, too.”

Ash found it a little hard to think of what to say, and Infernape nodded to Pikachu. “Nice to see you again. How was Unova?”

“Odd,” Pikachu summarized. “You don’t seem surprised about Ash being able to understand Pokemon.”

“That was only a matter of time as well,” Infernape explained, and offered his hand to Lucario. “Nice to meet you.”

“We’ve met,” Lucario replied, shaking his hand. “Do you remember a Riolu you helped save from Hunter J?”

Infernape was about to reply when Staraptor raised a wing for attention. “I didn’t hear about this.”

“It’s only been a few hours,” Lucario replied. “We haven’t even mentioned the moon base yet.”

“Yeah, you guys have been causing trouble for several years,” Staraptor shrugged. “Fair enough.”

“What’s going on?” Paul asked.

“Infernape’s getting to know his friends again,” Ash summarized.

“I was more wondering why Chimchar evolved to Infernape,” Paul clarified. “How did that work?”

“That happens when I remind a Pokemon who I knew last time,” Ash explained. “They evolve to what they were last time, and for him that meant Infernape.”

Paul took that in, then waved his hand. “Whatever. Okay, are you going to do that battle now?”

“Just a moment, I’ll let my friends know I might be a bit longer,” Ash said. “Staraptor, can you..?”

“Sure,” Staraptor agreed. “You going to have Pidgeot carry you back when you need it?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed.

“Which Pokemon are you going to use first?” Paul said.

Lucario stepped forwards. “I will be your opponent, for now.”

Paul reached for his belt. “Magmar, stand by for battle!”


“So, what’s the deal with this Paul guy?” Max asked. “I heard about how he was the old trainer of Ash’s Infernape, but apart from that…”

“It’s… kind of complicated,” Dawn replied.

They watched as Absol walked Roland through another training kata, moving slowly so they could be sure Roland was executing the moves precisely, and then Absol stepped back to watch Roland repeat it over and over.

“They met pretty soon after Ash arrived in Sinnoh,” the Coordinator said eventually. “And, well – you’ve been with Ash for a while, you know how he trains Pokemon. He looks for their strengths, he coaches them, and he always praises them when they do well and doesn’t mind when they fail.”

Max nodded, thought for a moment, then winced. “That means-”

“Paul’s way of training is kind of different, yeah,” Dawn agreed. “The biggest difference is how the praise thing works – when Ash tells Pokemon when they’ve done well, and consoles them when they haven’t, Paul just tells them off if they don’t do well – and, well, a lot of the Pokemon he gets are just released if he thinks they’re weak.”

She looked back at where their Pokemon were training, watching as Arc tried to catch Pachirisu and Pachirisu tried to take all the strings they’d tied onto Arc’s tail, and shook her head. “I don’t really understand how someone could think that way… some Pokemon start out weak, but then they can get stronger if they’re treated right.”

“Was that what happened to Chimchar?” Max asked.

“Yes,” Dawn confirmed. “Paul released him after deciding he was weak. Then Ash trained Chimchar properly, until Infernape was one of the Pokemon who beat Paul in the Sinnoh League quarter-finals.”

She was about to continue, then paused. “Hold on.”

Cupping her hands around her mouth, Dawn called out. “Quilava, stick to non fire moves! We’re trying to see if you can fight properly in the rain without lighting your fire!”

Quilava put his flames out, and rolled to one side away from a tail strike by Guy. The impact made a dent in the springy grass, and then Quilava used Aerial Ace instead – sweeping in and scoring Guy a glancing blow on the shoulder, but unable to do more than that because of the need to avoid a retaliatory Mach Punch.


Lucario’s paws pulsed a faint blue with Aura as he jumped backwards, sweeping a palm forwards to deliver a wave of air which dispelled Magmar’s Flamethrower.

“Fire Spin!” Paul called, and the Spitfire Pokemon produced a further wash of bright red-yellow flames – forming a hollow cone, swirling around with enough momentum to avoid the simple way Lucario had dispersed the last one.

Instead, the Fighting-type used Ice Punch. Energizing both his fists with Ice-typed energy, he lashed out to create a gap in the leading edge of the Fire Spin and jumped sideways to get out of the area of effect.

As soon as his feet touched the ground outside the area, he summoned a Bone Rush staff and threw it – hitting Magmar in the arm as he swept the Fire Spin around, and making him stop for a moment.

Lucario put together an Aura Sphere with his off hand, and flung it across at Magmar before he could recover. The ball of compressed energy hit Magmar hard, sending him skidding back several feet, and his Flame Body ability left a pair of scorched trails from his feet.

“Magmar, Smog!” Paul instructed, and the Fire-type produced a cloud of smoky purple mist around itself.

Lucario closed his eyes, to ensure he could still see Magmar, and frowned as the Fire-type just stood there.

“Rock Tomb,” Paul added. “And use Will-o-Wisp on them.”


“I have an obvious question,” Infernape said. “So… I know there was time travel, but what actually caused it? And why?”

“Well… I wasn’t there, only Ash was, but essentially Arceus asked Ash to do him a solid,” Pikachu said. “Do you remember Cyrus? The guy who tried to get Dialga and Palkia to make him a new world?”

“Of course I remember,” Infernape replied, then did a double-take. “Wait. It was him?”

“Apparently,” Pikachu sighed. “I’m going on what Ash said, and either he forgot to ask for details or Arceus just plain didn’t have them. But yes, the world ended – that was apparently what Cyrus did, whether he meant to or not – and Arceus used a new Dialga to push Ash back in time with all his memories. And ours. So, that’s how come we’re here.”

“Okay, so the main way this is different from the other times is that it’s not physical time travel,” Staraptor said out loud. “There’s not two Ashes, with one of them going to school or something – just our Ash, and us.”

“Yeah, and the other thing is that we’re not going to be brought forwards in time to when we set off,” Pikachu said. “Because at the time Ash set off, there kind of wasn’t any anymore.”

“Any more what?”

“Time,” Pikachu answered. “And yes, I’ve been told by Celebi herself that the incipient headache is a sign that you do get some of what’s going on.”

“Aura Drizzle!” Lucario called, bringing their attention back to the fight as the blue Fighting-type jumped eight feet in the air.

Energy flamed from his foot-paws as he balanced there, above the battlefield, then formed some Aura Spheres in both palms. He rammed them together to create a cloud of seeker spheres, but then made all those spheres fly into the air and collide again – producing an energy-charged cloud of smoke out of which tiny Aura Spheres fell like rain.

“Needs a better name,” Ash said.

“I know, I couldn’t think of one,” Lucario agreed, landing with a flex of his knees, and examined Magmar – who seemed to be handling the ‘rain’ just fine. “Though judging by the impact, I need a better move.”

“Why are you doing that?” Paul asked. “You’re wasting energy joking around?”

“It’s because we fight better like that,” Ash replied. “It’s not a really serious, fate-of-the-world battle, so jokes relieve stress.”

As he spoke, Lucario crouched – then lunged forwards with his palms glowing. He struck Magmar’s chest, side and chin in a three-hit Force Palm combo, the last one sending a spike of blue Aura out six inches from his actual palm to ensure it still hit, then backflipped out of the way just before Magmar followed Paul’s order for an area-clearing Lava Plume.

Darting back in, he manifested his Sacred Sword in his right hand, and his left flashed blue-white. He attacked Magmar with the blade, scoring a glancing blow, then stepped back as Magmar counterattacked.

“Oh, okay, this is pretty good,” Pikachu said, nudging Infernape. “You’ll like this.”

Lucario attacked again, dodged back, then riposted – drawing Magmar forwards to try and hit him with a Fire Punch.

“Magmar, stop!” Paul commanded. “Stay still and use Flamethrower.”

Magmar did so, halting his advance, and shot a stream of flame at Lucario – one which was deflected by the Sacred Sword, but which left Lucario at a momentary quandry.

“Or not, I guess,” Pikachu decided. “Pity. That would have been cool to watch.”

“Try Aura Storm!” Ash said.

“Now there’s a name that would have been good for the new move,” Lucario muttered. He raised a paw, catching the Fire Blast Magmar launched at him, and contained it in a bubble of Aura. It seethed violently, then exploded – but by the time it had, Lucario had already jumped.

The blast knocked him into the air, giving him the height for his Aura Storm attack, and he channelled the power for it into his forearms.

“Magmar, Lava Plume!” Paul called.

Magmar’s Lava Plume built up, then burst forth – and met a torrent of Aura coming the other way. It was torn to bits and dispelled, and a moment later Magmar was hit by the rest of the Aura Storm.

For a long moment, the brilliant blue light obscured what was going on. Then it faded, showing that Magmar was now several feet underground.

“Nice,” Infernape said.

“We used it in the Orange Islands,” Pikachu told him. “I understand Lucario broke the arena, which is something we’ve made a bit of a habit of this time around. We’re trying to break it.”

Lucario landed on his palms, and flipped upright with a casual flex. “I think that counts as defeated.”

Paul nodded, returning his Magmar without a word.

“Okay, now-” Pikachu began.

“I’m up next,” Keldeo said.

Pikachu threw him a hurt look.

“We’ll still both get our battles,” Keldeo pointed out, removing his hat with a hoof. “I just wanted to go second because you were still talking to Infernape.”

“Oh. Thank you, then,” Pikachu decided.

Keldeo smiled, passing his hat to Ash.

“How did you do that with your hooves?” Infernape asked.

“Magnets, I think,” Keldeo replied with a shrug.

Turning to face Paul, he stamped his hoof and transitioned to Resolute Form. “I am ready.”

“Elekid, stand by for battle!” Paul instructed.


“I wonder how long Keldeo’s going to be,” Virizion mused, cantering along the side of a mountain with Cobalion and Terrakion. “I hope he’s not staying out too late.”

“We’re the ones staying out late,” Terrakion replied, sweeping his head around to indicate the moonlight all around them. “Where he is it’s daytime. I think.”

He chuckled. “But actually, I could see Keldeo cantering into a drive through movie theatre with his trainer. That would be pretty funny.”

“Do they have those in Kanto?” Cobalion asked. “I don’t think I ever thought about it before.”

“Human culture is strange and confusing,” Virizon shrugged.

They reached a narrow defile, and turned smoothly to run up it three abreast. A rock bounced down the path towards them, and three blades flashed together.

Much smaller bits of rock cascaded down the slope.

“So that rogue Conkeldurr is up here, I see,” Cobalion said. “You know, I just realized this is a poor quest to do without Keldeo – he’s the one who can fly, but we have to fight our way through the valley.”

Another rolling rock, and Terrakion took the lead. Whirling around on one hoof, he delivered a tooth-shaking kick to it which broke it clean in half and sent the fragments flying.

“You’re right,” Virizion said. “I wonder what he’d suggest we do, if he were here… perhaps use Grass Knots to help us climb the walls?”


“I don’t think you’d like it if I took it easy,” Keldeo said, then swept his horn down. “Meteorain!”

Three blue slashes of Sacred Sword flicked out, and Elekid dodged aside – managing to get between two of them and avoid being hit.

“Meteorain?” Paul repeated, confused, then shook his head. “Electric Terrain!”

The Electric-type’s horns crackled. He flipped into the air, plugging his horns into the ground, and there was a fzzt-crackle before a sparking field of electricity formed across the ground.

“Don’t use any water moves, Keldeo!” Ash called, watching as the energy spread out. “Your hooves are protecting you, but if you put any water through them…”

“Got it!” Keldeo agreed, kicking out with his right foreleg. Elekid took a glancing blow and was sent flying through the air, but landed right-side up and skidded a little to brake his momentum.

Paul pointed. “Charge Beam!”

Energy flowed up Elekid’s arm to his horns, a little ball forming between the holes, and he shot it at Keldeo. The Water-type interposed his blade, now glowing with the brilliant green of a Leaf Blade, and redirected it into the ground.

“Yah!” Keldeo added, flicking the Leaf Blade at his target, then recreated his sword and followed up with an Ice Blade. The first hit, knocking Elekid skidding backwards across the Electric Terrain, but that very movement threw off Keldeo’s second strike and it missed.

“Keep using Charge Beam!” Paul said. “Keep charging up!”

“Keldeo, hold on!” Ash called. “He’s trying to boost Elekid to the point he can beat you – uh – wait, I know! Bounce!”

Keldeo crouched, sweeping his horn across to block one of Elekid’s increasingly powerful Charge Beams, then bounded into the air with a shout.

“Now – Hydro Pump for a very short time!” Ash went on. “And Icy Wind!”

Paul frowned for a moment, then realized. “Elekid, jump!”

Keldeo used Hydro Pump, a brief burst of water surging out of his hooves and crashing to the floor. It fizzled as it hit the Electric Terrain, but by the time it did Keldeo had stopped using Hydro Pump and so the charge didn’t travel up to actually hit him.

Then he used Icy Wind, a ball of freezing energy slapping down to hit the water, and it froze. The ice cancelled out the Electric Terrain, trapping it beneath a sheet of smooth ice and grounding it out, and Keldeo landed on top of it with a crack that shattered the ice beneath him into hundreds of fragments.

“Hydro Pump, full power!” Ash called.

“Thunderbolt!” Paul ordered.

Keldeo’s hooves smashed the ice further, and he drove the nozzle of one hoof under the surface of the ice – then fired, sending shards of ice bursting up from the sheer force of the water pressure and knocking Elekid into the air. His other three hooves glowed blue with Aura as he held himself down despite the recoil, and his horn flashed golden as he deflected the Electric attack with Secret Sword. Then he surged forwards again – reaching Elekid as the Electric-type was about to land, and forcing his way through a nasty Discharge to Stomp on Elekid and knock him out.

“Hm,” Paul said, frowning slightly, and recalled Elekid.

Keldeo shook out his mane, which had taken on a decidedly frizzy look. “I think I might need to take a few more training Thunderbolts from Pikachu to make sure I’m still electrically resistant enough.”

“We’ll do it later,” Pikachu suggested. “Are we going to leave the crater on the battlefield?”


“That is Pallet Town down there, right?” Charla asked, looking across at her mate.

Charizard’s wings flapped, and he adjusted his position a little so he was perfectly on her wingtip. “You’ve been here before, right?”

“There wasn’t a giant floating palace there last time I looked,” Charla said. “When did that arrive?”

“A few days ago,” Charizard replied, grinning. “Okay, follow me, I’ve got something really cool to show you here.”

He tilted his head, indicating the highest point on Samiya, then banked and began to circle down towards it.

Mystified, Charla followed.

“This had better not be ‘oh, there’s a Groudon hiding in there’,” she said. “It’s bad to face a Groudon before dinner.”

Charizard laughed, looking back fondly at his mate. “I don’t know which of us deserved the other, but I’m grateful for it.”


Wings flaring, the two Charizards landed atop the structure.

“Hey, Manaphy?” Charizard called, making Charla look at him in confusion. “Is it set up?”

“All set!” Manaphy confirmed, waving. “I did before you arrived, and double-checked!”

“Is that that Manaphy your trainer’s friend May has?” Charla asked. “In retrospect, that’s a stupid question, the answer’s obvious. Nice to meet you, Manaphy.”

“Thank you,” Manaphy said, sketching a quick bow to her.

Charizard waited for them to be done, then led his mate over to a large stone chute leading downwards. “We go in here.”

Charla examined it, frowning, and leaned closer to give it a sniff. “This is just smooth stone.”

“That’s right,” Charizard agreed. “It’s smooth enough you can use it as a slide. Want to go first, or should I?”

“I will, then,” Charla said. She gave the slide another look, using her tail flame for illumination, then sat down and pushed off.

The tube steepened quickly, plunging down into the middle of the structure.

Then, all of a sudden, Charla found herself shooting out of the mouth of a slide – straight into a pool full of water. She had enough time for a startled yelp before hitting with a terrific splash, sending spray in all directions, and got a mouthful of water almost as soon as she was under the surface.

Much to her surprise, she found herself able to breathe perfectly well and feeling quite normal – despite being in a situation which normally would have been very dangerous to a Charizard – and a moment later her mate splashed down as well, dropping several feet into the water before rising back out with a great sweep of his wings.

“What in the name of Reshiram?” Charla demanded, breaking the surface of the water herself. “What did we just do?”

“This is Samiya!” Charizard answered, sounding very proud of himself. “It has special, uh… magic science? Which means that those inside it can breathe water as if it’s air. It lets Flying types fly underwater, as well, and it’s even able to keep our tail flames intact as if the water wasn’t there at all.”

He shrugged. “I kind of wanted it to be a surprise, so I had Manaphy set it all up before I brought you over. It’s not often that a Charizard gets to visit a water park.”

Charla gave Charizard an unimpressed look. “That was really frightening, you know.”

“Uh…” Charizard began, looking nervous. “Sorry?”

“But it is pretty neat,” Charla added, dipping her flame into the water and marvelling at how it came out unharmed.

Charizard smiled. “Good, then… and… well, that water fountain up there is the way back up to the top of the good slides. I think Manaphy’s put water in them now, so we can enjoy the slides.”

“…wait, is this the Temple of the Sea?” Charla said suddenly. “That’s kind of… well, kind of.”

“Yeah, you know how it is,” Charizard agreed. “Things happen, you fight a meteorite, and the next thing you know there’s a magic Charizard-friendly water park outside.”

His wings spread, splattering warm droplets of water everywhere. “Come on, I’ll show you the best slides.”


“Paul?” Ash said, getting the trainer’s attention as he readied his third Pokeball. “I wanted to check something.”

Paul frowned slightly. “Go on.”

“Well… I kind of remember something that happened last time,” he explained. “You challenged Cynthia, and… well, it didn’t go very well. And I remember you were really annoyed.”

Paul blinked. “…why? Because I lost against the Sinnoh Champion?”

“I guess?” Ash said, spreading his hands. “I’m afraid I don’t understand why, but… I just remember that, and I remember you scolding Chimchar for not doing enough.”

Infernape grimaced. “That was… not a happy time, no.”

He straightened, and looked Paul in the eye. “I understand that your style is different to Ash’s style, and I know it works for a lot off your Pokemon. But I will never forget you telling me off – shouting at me – for not managing to beat the most powerful Pokemon of the most powerful trainer in the region.”

Paul’s expression hardened – not understanding Infernape’s words, but getting the general tone. “Well, if Chimchar didn’t manage to do at least some damage to Cynthia’s Lucario even with his fire attacks-”

Pikachu slapped his tail on the floor with a bang, interrupting Paul. “Talking about this won’t fix anything, and it’s just going to make everyone who remembers feel annoyed,” he said. “Should we just get to the battle?”

“I think so,” Ash agreed. “Paul, can you send out your Pokemon?”

Paul nodded, dismissing the argument as unimportant, and sent out his Torterra.


“It wasn’t Lucario,” Infernape said softly. “He sent me out against Garchomp, and I did my best but he didn’t care.”

Lucario patted him on the back. “It is okay. Speaking strictly with my Aura turned off for once, he is a jerk.”

Infernape smiled.

Then the ground shook, making them both look up as Paul’s Torterra began jumping up and down.

Pikachu staggered as the ground shifted about underneath him, then jumped and lit off his cheeks in a crackling burst of electricity. That formed a Magnet Rise, keeping him off the ground, and he adjusted it to find the right balance so that he could still reach the ground with his tail if need be.

“Torterra, use Stone Edge,” Paul instructed, as Pikachu fine-tuned his altitude. “Fortify yourself!”

“Yes, master!” Torterra confirmed, still slamming alternate legs into the ground, and his eyes glowed. Rocks burst out of the earth all around him, forming two concentric layers with the first one offering only a few gaps and the second more spread out.

As he finished, Pikachu adjusted his Magnet Rise to his satisfaction and tensed up. Then he hit the ground with a Tail Whip, and used that to flick across the area of the battle at high speed.

“Giga Drain!” Paul called, and Torterra produced a shower of green streamers which reached out for the fast-moving Pikachu. He used another Tail Whip to dodge, then another, and got around behind Torterra almost as fast and smoothly as he could have done simply running along the floor.

“Let’s see if this one works,” Pikachu said, and produced a ball of blue-yellow light between his paws. He spun, slapping the Electroball with his tail, and it hit Torterra before exploding and engulfing him in brilliant energy.

The Giga Drain streamers dissolved as Torterra lost concentration, and the Earthquake died down for a moment. Then, as Paul was looking annoyed, the dome of light dissolved and revealed Torterra was still standing.

“Torterra, that’s no good!” Paul admonished. “That was an electrical attack, you should have just ignored it!”

“Hey, that’s not fair to Torterra or Pikachu,” Ash protested. “Pikachu’s Electric attacks can hurt Ground types.”

He waved a hand. “Actually, it’s kind of impressive that Torterra managed to endure that at all, Pikachu’s managed to do a lot of damage with Electric attacks.”

Paul gave Ash a considering look, then decided the time-travelling trainer was probably telling the truth.

“Torterra, Stone Edge,” he said suddenly.

Torterra’s shell flashed, and he made the outer row of Stone Edge spikes suddenly burst outwards in a wave – splitting into fragments as they did so, so a few of them managed to catch Pikachu with a shower of high-speed gravel.

Pikachu was launched backwards, partly by the impact but mostly by the wind that accompanied the attack, and dug his tail into the ground to skid to a halt before lifting it away again as Torterra resumed the earthquake.

His paws flashed blue, and he Tail Whipped himself forwards again – aiming for Torterra’s side, this time, and keeping an eye out for trouble. He soon got it, as Torterra fired off a Leaf Storm, and the Electric-type spun himself into an Iron Tail buzzsaw to cut through the leaves without slowing down.

Landing on Torterra’s back, he made good use of the sudden opportunity to get proper leverage. Tail still glowing silver with Iron Tail, he hooked onto one of the branches of Torterra’s tree before spinning two hundred and seventy degrees around it and slamming home a Force Palm into Torterra’s back.

“Sand Tomb!” Paul instructed, and Torterra promptly did so – whipping up a powerful wind full of sand grains and using it to try and blow Pikachu off his back.

The yellow Electric-type clung on with all four paws, using Aura to enhance his grip, and hit Torterra with another powerful electrical attack. This time it was a Thunder, one which sent secondary bolts fizzing into the ground all around his target, and Torterra lit up like a shop display.

The moment Torterra’s Sand Tomb relented, Pikachu jumped upwards. He touched the tree for a moment to get better leverage, then pushed off from there to land on the ground in front of Torterra.

“Crunch!” Paul said automatically, and Torterra’s jaws snapped out. They closed on Pikachu’s tail, and stuck – unable to squeeze the Iron Tail Pikachu had jammed into Torterra’s mouth.

Getting a good grip on the ground, Pikachu hauled with both forelegs – raising Torterra off the ground for a moment, moving him from the middle of his defensive ring of stones before dropping him crashing back to the floor on top of some of them.

“Giga Drain!” Paul called.

Twisting around, Pikachu hauled Torterra’s jaws open again to release his tail. The moment that was done, he dodged away underneath Torterra – the big land turtle unable to simply sit on him due to the remaining Stone Edge rocks – and jumped down into the crater left from Lucario’s Aura Storm.


“Look, over there,” Todd pointed.

Sneasel looked, nodded, and adjusted her camera a little. She disabled the flash, then took two exposures – the first a long one, and the second much faster.

Examining the results, she waved a claw – could be better.

“Is it the light?” Todd asked. “Yeah, I thought it might be a problem – the water absorbs all the red light, so it shifts the colours and it gets worse the deeper you get. And we’re pretty deep.”

Sneasel nodded.

Would it help if we were a bit shallower? Latios asked.

“We wouldn’t really get a good chance to see the Corsola then,” Todd replied. “This is where they live, after all.”

He frowned. “Well… what about this. Do you know Flash?”

Yes, I do, Latios agreed.

His body began to glow a soft white, banishing the gloom, and Todd adjusted his own camera before starting to take photos himself – watching as the Corsola crowded around to see what was going on.

“Nea-sel,” Sneasel chuckled.

I agree, Latios transmitted, squeaking as well so Sneasel could hear. “They’re too interested in me to act natural…”

“Yeah, it is a problem,” Todd agreed. “You can go invisible, right?”

“Yes, but then I wouldn’t be making any light.”

Latios flicked his ear. “Actually… now I think of it, I realized I know a pencil artist, a paint artist and a photo artist. That’s a lot of different ways to record a picture.”

“Sneas?” Sneasel said, pausing halfway through taking a photograph of some Clamperl grouped around a DeepSeaTooth.

“Sorry. Two photo artists.”


“Do you have any paper?” Infernape asked.

“Huh?” Ash said, looking over. “Uh… hold on a moment… I think it’s in the third shelf from the right…”

He took his bag off his belt, reached inside up to his shoulder, and retrieved a piece of paper and a pen.

“Here,” he said, then noticed the Fire-type giving an odd look to the bag.

“…what?” Infernape said. “That’s new.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of helpful,” Ash agreed, then looked back at the battle. “Hold on, I think it’s about to get going again.”


Pikachu spun in place, looking at his tail-work, and decided it was pretty good – good enough, anyway.

There was a long spiral gash carved into the side of the pit, concentrating the water which had dripped down into it from Keldeo’s attacks, and making it a little easier for his electricity to flow than it would be otherwise.

Closing his eyes, he felt out with his electrical current sense – feeling a moving Pokemon not far away, coming closer.

“Torterra, hit Pikachu with an Energy Ball,” Paul instructed.

Opening his eyes again, Pikachu walked quickly to the middle of the pit and charged up. His cheeks sparked, and his tail – which had reverted to normal – flashed back to the silvery tint of Iron Tail.

Then Torterra poked his head over the side of the pit, Energy Ball already glowing in his mouth, and Pikachu unleashed the full force of his electricity. A dome of yellow light spread outwards, reaching the ragged edges of the pit, and flashed upwards – filling the whole uneven shape of the hole with an eerie, tingling Electric Terrain.

Summoning a hefty dose of Aura as well, Pikachu took just a moment more to check his aim – then jumped, flipping forwards into a high-speed spin with his Iron Tail outermost.

Then he fired.

The spiral shape of the path around the pit sides acted like an electromagnetic coil, producing a magnetic field, and Pikachu himself generated a second field.

The enormous amount of energy in the coil yanked Pikachu off his feet, pulling him with increasing strength towards the midpoint of the coil – about halfway to Torterra – and when he got there he turned it off, pulling all the electricity back into himself as a Volt Tackle.

Torterra was knocked at least eight feet into the air by the sheer force of Pikachu’s improvised coilgun, a distance helped by the explosion as the Volt Tackle detonated on contact between the two Pokemon, and landed hard – rolling half over, before his tree stopped him from going any further.

Lucario’s arm snapped up, and he caught Pikachu out of the air by the scruff of the neck.

“Ow,” Pikachu managed, his tail glowing slightly as it cooled down, and looked at Lucario. “This feels backwards somehow.”

“I’m not sure how you’d think that,” Lucario replied.

“Are you okay, Pikachu?” Ash asked.

“I’m fine, thank you,” Pikachu replied. “But I don’t think that move’s going on the list…”


After several seconds of silence, Paul reached out his Pokeball and recalled Torterra.

“I see,” he said. “Now I know how much further I have to go.”

He looked up at Ash. “Tell the truth. Was that an easy battle?”

“Not really,” Ash replied. “I mean, I don’t know what Pikachu thinks, but the only other time I’ve seen him do something like that pit cannon is when he was fighting Brandon’s Registeel.”

Paul frowned. “That’s right,” he said. “You defeated Brandon, didn’t you.”

He held up his hand. “No, don’t tell me how. I think I can guess.”

“Well, it did work out, generally,” Ash said. “But okay. And that was a pretty good fight – really.”

Paul smiled slightly, then straightened his expression.

“Remember what I asked for,” he said, simply, and turned to go.

“Wait,” Infernape called.

Paul stopped, looking around in confusion, and Infernape gave him a piece of folded paper.

“Okay, Infernape, ready to go?” Ash asked. He got a nod, and returned first the Fire-type and then Lucario and Keldeo.

“Oh, cool,” Staraptor realized. “This means we get to try out the whole riding thing, right?”

“If you don’t mind,” Ash replied. “Is it okay?”

“Sure!”


Paul watched Ash leave, then opened out the note.

I’m sorry, it read, in a flowing script. I did fail you when battling Cynthia. But in my defence, it was Cynthia’s Garchomp and you sent me out first.

He frowned, wondering what on earth had possessed his other self to do that.

Against the Lucario, he could understand. But Garchomp?

Had he forgotten about type advantage entirely?


Staraptor came flitting down over the treetops, flaring his wings and hovering before making a gentle landing not far from Dawn.

“How was that?” he asked, looking over his shoulder.

“Not bad,” Ash agreed with a thumbs-up. “It’s definitely different to Pidgeot, but I think that’s because she relies on aerokinesis as much as anything. You’re just that strong.”

Staraptor nodded matter-of-factly as Ash slid off his back. “Glad to hear it,” he said seriously. “Okay, what now?”

“Well, I wanted to reintroduce Infernape,” Ash said, and sent the fire-type out.

“I see you managed to get things sorted out,” Dawn smiled, getting up and shaking Infernape’s hand. “Nice to have you back with us, Infernape.”

“It’s nice to be back,” Infernape agreed. “Though I barely noticed the change.”

He looked around, then pointed. “…did you have Mamoswine yet? I thought you didn’t catch him until later.”

Mamoswine shrugged, making the Quilava on his back wake up and yawn.

Infernape transferred his gaze to the Fire-type. “And – Ash, is that your Quilava or Dawn’s one?”

Set up, Dexter said, materializing his smoothly curved body out of his projector. Providing subtitles for Dawn.

“What’s that?” Infernape asked. “I’ve never seen that Pokemon before, but the voice sounds familiar.”

“That’s Dexter,” Ash explained. “He’s a Porygon2 who basically grew out of my Pokedex.”

That earned him a baffled look from Infernape, then the Fighting-type decided to just treat it as normal. “Well, then… nice to meet you,” he said, offering a hand to shake.

Dexter looked at it. This may have problems.

“You’re right, sorry,” Infernape agreed. “I hope you can accept the sentiment.”

He looked around. “I hope that’s all the things I… who has the strange-looking canine Pokemon? Is that Geodude Brock’s?”

Infernape looked back at Ash, who was nodding. “Whose is the Flygon?”

“Now I come to think of it, I guess our teams have changed a lot since last time,” Ash chuckled. “The Flygon’s Brock’s as well, and so is the Rockruff.”

“I… is that May’s brother over there?” Infernape said, now completely lost. “Why does he have all those Pokemon?”

“Yeah, let’s just take it from the top,” Ash decided. “So, uh, because I did the same thing to Dawn, Brock, May and Max as I did to you and my Pokemon, now things have changed a lot because it’s been over three years. We met a lot of extra Pokemon, and Max is kind of my trainee now so he can have Pokemon earlier.”

“Okay, I think I understand,” Infernape nodded slowly. “So how many Pokemon do you have now?”

“…counting you, forty six,” Ash said, after a long pause to count them off. “I think. One of them’s Buizel, though, because Celebi made sure Dawn got her entire team early.”

“That must be complicated to organize,” Infernape said, sitting down.

“You have no idea,” Lucario agreed. “Though I think Ash is counting all five Tauros.”

“Wasn’t it thirty?”

Hold on a moment, Dexter requested. I’ll show you the team photo, that should get you up to date.

He projected an image in the air, showing the photograph from Pallet Town a few days ago, and Infernape examined it closely.

“I don’t think I know what some of these Pokemon even are,” he said. “Who’s the purple one with a big thick tail?”

“You’re going to need to be more specific,” Ash replied. “Which one?”

“The one who looks kind of… gooey?”

“Oh, that’s Goodra,” Ash answered. “I got him from Gary in a trade, he’s from Kalos. He and Mawile are really good friends. The other one’s Mewtwo – there.”

“So that’s what Mewtwo looks like,” Infernape said. “I’ve never actually seen him before. Huh.”

He looked up, and smiled at Ash. “I’m very impressed, Ash – and I’m glad I can tell you that.”

Then he stepped back, really taking in what Ash was wearing for the first time. “…is that a sword? And is that some kind of staff?”

“Ash and I have been sparring for years now,” Lucario explained. “Ash is good with Aura. You’re welcome to join in, by the way.”

“Thank you,” Infernape nodded. “I’ll certainly give it a try!”

“Hi Dawn!” Barry called. “Oh, hey, your friends arrived!”

Ash and his Pokemon looked over, seeing Barry running over the crest of one of the nearby hills.

“Wow, that’s a lot of Pokemon!” Barry added, coming to a halt. “Hey, what’s with the Infernape? I asked Professor Rowan but I could only get a Piplup, but he evolved thirty minutes ago so that’s okay.”

“Wait, your Piplup evolved already?” Dawn asked. “How?”

Barry shrugged. “I’ve heard that kind of thing happens, so I didn’t question it. Hey, since you’re here, could you help with building my move collection? Smeargle’s already been picking up lots of moves but there’s a lot he still has to pick up, I don’t want to stay here too long so I won’t ask for all of them but can we have a few?”

When he finally finished talking, there was a short pause as the friends worked out what had been said.

“Uh… sure,” Ash agreed, eventually. “What kind of moves?”

Barry promptly sent out two Pokemon, his Prinplup and then his Smeargle. “Well, I don’t know, maybe some rare ones? I mean, it’s easier to get common moves than it is to get rare ones, so I thought maybe I should use this chance to get rare ones and we can pick up common ones somewhere else. But then I wondered if it’s always the rule that rare moves are more powerful than common ones, because Hyper Beam and Giga Impact are really strong but they’re also moves most Pokemon can learn. So, anyway, what Pokemon do you have with you?”

Infernape stared, then turned his gaze to Smeargle.

The artistic Pokemon raised his eyebrows, then shrugged.

“Copying moves is Sketch, right?” Dawn asked. “How does that work when he uses them?”

“Let’s show them, Smeargle!” Barry said. “Use Water Gun!”

Smeargle took his tail in one paw, holding it about a handspan below the tuft, and made a little flicking motion. The tip left a line of colour behind it for a moment, then suddenly the colour became a jet of water which splashed out onto the floor.

“See?” Barry asked. “Pretty cool, right?”

He snapped his fingers. “Oh, yeah, before I forget – Dawn, did you meet any more Legendary Pokemon?”

“Just the same ones again, so far,” Dawn replied. “Except Keldeo, I think Keldeo is new.”

“Is that Ash’s one?” Barry checked, and got a nod. “Okay – I heard a rumour online that Keldeo was sent to Ash to make him a knight and let him use their special Sacred Sword move, because they were making Ash the first Sword of Justice who wasn’t a Pokemon.”

“That’s… not correct,” Lucario said.

“But it had sources and everything!” Barry protested, then paused. “I assume. Actually, can Smeargle learn Sacred Sword? It sounds like a really good move.”

Prinplup nudged Smeargle, giving the Normal-type an expectant look. Smeargle just shrugged in reply, not seeming especially bothered about the idea either way.


Ghetsis lifted his gaze to Ryoku. “Report.”

“It is as you feared,” Ryoku confirmed. “Our King departing as he did has split Team Plasma, and Rood’s leadership of those who do not follow you has given them legitimacy. If there was ever a time Plasma could be mended, it is now past.”

The leader of the Sages struck the floor with his staff, frowning.

“Then we will have to do something else,” he said softly. “Ryoku. You will study the ancient scrolls. Find what it takes to awaken Zekrom, and what he deems to be the properties of the Hero of Ideals. I would know what counts as an ideal for Zekrom – it may yet be that the right ideal will win him to our side.”

Ryoku nodded, moustache bristling. “I will do as you say, learned one.”

“Take your men, and what remains of Rood’s and Bronius’ men,” Ghetsis went on. “Avoid drawing attention if possible, but do not hesitate to fight rather than give up what you are after.”

He fell silent, watching as Ryoku left the room.

“And what of myself?” Zinzolin asked.

“If Reshiram is beyond our grasp, and we cannot obtain Zekrom to battle him, there is only one option,” Ghetsis said. “We must have Kyurem – by whatever means necessary.”

He nodded. “Yes. Seek out all the information you can on Kyurem – how to entice it, and how to use its powers. There is an expert I have heard of, who may be useful.”

After a moment’s pause, Zinzolin spoke up. “What will I have?”

“You will have your own cell, and the use of the Shadow Triad,” Ghetsis said. “Be subtle. My fool son may accept our hunting Zekrom, it appeals to his sense of fairness – but Kyurem is something else.”


In his office, Giovanni frowned slightly.

Turning over the page of the report he was reading, he read to the finish – confirming his first assessment of the spy report.

Then he shook his head.

“The skill I prize most is the ability to cut losses,” he said, getting Persian’s attention. “Why is that so rare, I wonder…”

The Classy Cat gave a feline shrug.


AN:


Paul is… a difficult topic. Any realistic appreciation of him as a trainer has to reflect both his skill and the fact he’s a total git, at least early on.

Infernape naturally remembers this.






239. Sinnoh 3


“This brings back memories!” Staraptor called down to Infernape, swooping overhead as the Fire-type ran forwards.

“It does,” Infernape agreed. He ducked away from a high-speed punch by Max’s Breloom, dropping low to the ground for a moment, then sprang back up and delivered a hefty punch to the Grass-type.

Arc came darting in, using Aerial Ace, and Infernape kicked out to fend him off before switching targets and using Close Combat.

“Not bad, Arc!” Max called, as the Manectric rolled once before skidding to a halt. “Just try the other side next time!”

“Of course,” Infernape added. “It’s not like those memories are from very long ago.”

“Yeah, I know,” Staraptor agreed. “Some Pokémon had much longer waits. Why else do you think Swellow and I kept doing those sprints?”

Infernape was about to reply again, but then Guy fired a stream of Bullet Seed at him. Raising his arms, the Fire-type showed off a little – using his arm guards to deflect the seeds, sending them flying off in little explosions of orange light as they caught fire.

Then the Breloom had something else to deal with, as Staraptor dropped down and started Wing Attacking him. Guy quickly switched to Bullet Punch, his fists blurring out to block most of the impact of Staraptor’s kung-fu wings, but had to retreat when Infernape jumped in to attack – only for Staraptor to soar back into the sky as Arc ran over.

Infernape turned, ready to block whatever Arc had for him, only for Arc to dart right past him.

Guy bent over backwards, feet uppermost, and coiled like a giant spring as Arc arrived. Then Guy uncoiled again, launching Arc into the air like a rocket, and Staraptor found himself dealing with an airborne Manectric.

Thunderbolts flashed out, and Staraptor gritted his beak as they lashed through him before Arc dropped back down to ground level.

“Okay, that’s it!” he decided. “Infernape, jump - we’re going duplex!”


“This feels weird,” Roland confided, holding his hand out ready to conjure a weapon.

“Why?” Piplup demanded. “Are you saying I can’t join your exclusive sword club?”

“Well… you’re using your beak,” Roland replied. “And you’re only asking to fence a bit.”

“Absol uses her horn,” Piplup pointed out reasonably. “Anyway.”

His beak glowed as he used Peck, elongating to twice the normal length, and he stabbed with it towards Roland. The Gallade backed away, forming himself a Leaf Blade, and blocked the first attack before deflecting the second.

“Change!” Absol called, and Roland conjured a Fury Cutter in the other hand so he could use that one instead. He had to use it a lot, as Piplup promptly began a stabbing attack pattern with his beak which alternated between high and low.

Halfway through, he jumped into the air so Roland had to quickly shift his focus.

“Join!” Absol said.

Spinning both blades for a moment to work up momentum, Roland clapped his hands together and formed them into a single weapon – a larger, glowing blade which had one edge tinted green for Leaf Blade and the other the duller green-brown of Fury Cutter.

With the resultant weapon, he blocked Piplup’s third sequence of strikes, then swept it around to knock the Water-type away.

Piplup bounced back in moments, turning his momentum into a spin and then turning that into a Whirlpool. It swirled for a moment, then he launched himself back out aimed at Roland’s face.

“Change!” Absol said.

Yelping, Roland split the combined weapon again into the two individual blades. He crossed them in front of his face, and managed to avoid being hit in the forehead by Piplup.

“You’re getting better,” Absol complimented. “Change!”


Dawn nodded to herself.

“Yep,” she said. “I still find this a bit odd.”

“Why?” Ash asked, then had to dodge back as Keldeo nearly hit him with Sacred Sword. The Aura adept brought up his off hand, glowing blue with Aura, then adjusted his grip on his sword and went back on the attack.

Keldeo was forced back two steps as Ash’s sword flicked through a strange-looking combination, each impact followed by a bounce and a change of direction back to the attack less than a second later.

It sounded like a high-speed hammer, and Keldeo endured it for a few seconds before thrusting his Sacred Sword forwards and breaking Ash’s rhythm. He flicked forwards a Sacred Sword beam which hit the ground just to Ash’s left, then stopped.

“That could have been a three-beam one,” he pointed out.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed, lowering his sword. “You win. Good one.”

As he was about to re-sheathe the weapon, though, Keldeo looked closer at it. “Um… Ash?”

“What?” Ash said, looking at the sword himself. “Is it damaged?”

“No,” Keldeo replied. “And that’s the odd thing. I felt some of those impacts, they were a lot stronger than I’d have expected it to handle without some kind of scratch.”

“Maybe it’s just Aura,” Dawn suggested. “I understand that’s the explanation for just about everything.”

“Now you’re getting it,” Pikachu chuckled. “When in doubt, Aura.”

“What about when someone gets cloned?” Buneary asked him.

“That’s different,” Pikachu waved. “That’s Science.”

“Human into a Pokémon?”

“Magic.”

“What about…” Buneary began, then had to think hard. “Um… let’s see… parallel universe?”

“That is a good one,” Pikachu admitted. “No, wait. Ghosts.”

“Oh, yeah, Giratina,” she agreed. “This is hard.”


“This is the right place, right?” Ash checked.

Can’t you tell? Dexter replied. Your Aura sight should be able to answer that question.

“Yeah, but I wanted to make sure Turtwig wasn’t coincidentally near another house where the person won’t know what I’m talking about,” Ash explained.

Fair point. Yes, this is the place.

“Good,” Ash said, and knocked on the door.

There was a long pause, and then an elderly woman opened the door.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“Hi,” Ash said. “Sorry to bother you, but do you know a Turtwig?”

The woman examined him, interested. “That’s not the usual way to put it,” she said. “Most people would ask if I had a Turtwig.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, but I don’t know if you consider him yours.”

“That’s another interesting way to put it,” the woman said. “Well, then. What might your name be, young man?”

“I’m Ash Ketchum,” Ash said. “I’m from Pallet Town, down in Kanto.”

“Clara,” the woman told him.

“And I’m Pikachu,” Pikachu said, then put a paw to his chin and dipped one ear. “Though, on further consideration, I could have just said my name and it would have had the same effect.”

Clara looked at Pikachu, now talking to himself, then shrugged slightly. “Well, now we know one another, what brings you to my house?”

“I wanted to have a chat with your friend Turtwig,” Ash explained. “It’s kind of complicated…”

“By the sounds of things, you think you’re going to get a proper response,” Clara noted mildly, stepping back to let Ash into her house. “How might that be?”

“I can understand Pokémon,” Ash told her. “It’s something I learned a while ago, now… actually, I’m kind of surprised you don’t know that already, most people seem to these days.”

“I don’t pay a great deal of attention to the news,” Clara said, spreading her hands. “There’s more than enough to be doing around here. Tea?”

“I’d rather go and talk to Turtwig,” Ash said. “Sorry.”

There was a flash as Lucario exited his Pokéball.

“I’d quite like some tea,” he said. “If you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” Clara replied. “Do you prefer it with sugar, milk, or neither?”

“That doesn’t seem like the kind of tea I’m used to,” Lucario said. “I prefer Ginseng… so, well, whatever you think I’ll like.”

“Let’s try it without, then,” Clara decided, as Ash left through the back door.


“Turtwig, is it okay if we talk?” Ash said.

A nearby bush rustled.

“And I know that’s not the one you’re actually in,” he added. “It’s okay if you don’t want to come out, though. I’d just like to talk, and I want to know you’re going to listen. To give me a chance.”

The bush stopped rustling.

“Go on,” Turtwig said.

“Okay, so… this is something I’ve explained a lot of times already, and I know it’s going to sound a bit rehearsed,” Ash began. “But the fact of it is… I’ve travelled in time, from a couple of years in the future, and you were one of my Pokémon.”

“I don’t think that sounds very likely,” Turtwig replied. “Partly because of the time travel bit, and partly because I don’t think I’d ever let any human catch me.”

“I know,” Ash said. “It’s actually pretty much how Bulbasaur felt… and it’s not all that different to how Treecko felt, either.”

He frowned. “Huh.”

“Chikorita wasn’t like that,” Pikachu pointed out. “Nor was Snivy.”

“Yeah, but those two were pretty similar as well,” Ash replied. “And now that I think about it, Charmander, Cyndaquil, Chimchar and Tepig all had the same kind of situation as one another.”

“Sorry, but are you actually still talking to me?” Turtwig asked.

“Oh – right,” Ash said, wincing. “Sorry. So… basically, there’s a way I can prove it, but it’s kind of bizarre – I can touch you, and transfer across your memories of our time together. It’s kind of like… anything that was the same the first time to the second time you just remember once, anything that was different you remember two versions of, and then the stuff after now you remember normally.”

“You’re right,” Turtwig agreed. “That is kind of bizarre.”

“I didn’t make the rules,” Ash protested. “Actually, I’m not sure who made the rules, though Uxie said they had something to do with it…”

Turtwig was silent for a long moment.

“What would happen if I did accept your offer?” he said. “Would I be able to not join you?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash said, frowning. “But… well, I’d be upset, but it’s your choice.”

He thought about it, then went on. “There’s something you should know, though,” he said. “You’d evolved, all the way to Torterra, and I kind of messed up. I didn’t really think through how you’d work with your new fighting style, and it was a big problem for the rest of our journey together in Sinnoh. And if I did do this to you, you’d just evolve to Torterra straight away.”

“That sounds like a good reason to not take the offer,” Turtwig said, stepping out of the bush Ash had been looking at for the whole conversation. “Why are you telling me?”

“Because I don’t want to have a reunion with any of my Pokémon because of a lie,” Ash said. “Or even because of leaving something out. I’ve done this to a lot of my Pokémon by accident, but I’d rather they take the offer. And with you in particular… I’ve been thinking a lot about how to solve the problem, but I just don’t know if it’d work.”

That made Turtwig think hard.

“Did I just let you catch me?” he asked.

“No, you let him battle you,” Pikachu said. “We did win, but it was a pretty hard fight.”

“Okay, then,” Turtwig decided. “Here’s the plan.”

He fixed Ash with a look. “Assuming you’re telling the truth, then once you’ve done this to me I’ll be a Torterra. Then, you’ll have a battle with me against one of your Pokémon, and you’ll be giving me instructions – and you’d better hope you have worked out how to solve the problem.”


“So this is when you add the tea first,” Clara said, placing a cup on the table. “And this is when you add the milk first. See the difference?”

Lucario picked up the first cup and took a sip, then the second.

“You say this difference causes a lot of arguments?” he said.

“Of course,” Clara agreed. “Nobody wants to make tea wrong. I’m sure you can see why.”

Lucario nodded. “I can indeed,” he said. “And, on a completely different note, there’s a Torterra in your garden.”


“Well, you’re right so far,” Torterra said, shaking his tree. “That was odd.”

He looked at Ash. “Nice clothes.”

“Yeah, they’re… well, not really new any more, but I picked them up after the time travel,” Ash confirmed. “Everything all right?”

He paused. “Did you notice the new Type?”

“What new – wait, the Fairy type,” Torterra realized, comparing two sets of nearly-identical memories. “Okay, got it. Nothing to do with me, really, just good to know.”

He shrugged. “Okay, let’s do this. Who do you have back so far?”

Fortunately, we have prepared a list.

Dexter’s projector activated, and a holographic table of Pokémon appeared in the air – sorted by capture date if one measured from the moment Ash came back.

“Huh, that’s new,” Torterra observed. “There’s a surprising number of Legendary Pokémon on here.”

“Yeah, it’s a thing,” Pikachu agreed.

“Well, I’ll get to know them all later,” Torterra decided. “For now… well, I’m never going to be a fast Pokémon, so I’m not expecting to beat a Pokémon as fast as Pikachu or Buizel right off the bat. And I want to stand a chance, so Glalie’s out. What about this Lucario of yours?”

“Bad idea,” Pikachu said delicately. “He’s got all kinds of elemental attacks, including ice. Perhaps later.”

“Right,” Torterra agreed. “Okay, so not a particularly small or fast Pokémon, one which doesn’t have Ice attacks everywhere…”

He tilted his head. “Huh. Charizard is on here? Lapras? I thought they’d left.”

“They did,” Ash agreed, sitting down. “There’s a thing Professor Oak has – it’s like how they transfer Pokémon from one Pokémon Centre to another, but we do it to where the Pokémon live now. Lapras moves around, so it’s a bit harder for him, but Charizard’s got one in his cave at the Charicific Valley.”

“Plus, you missed when he came back anyway,” Pikachu said. “He joined us in Unova.”

Torterra made an interested noise. “The things you miss out on…”

He continued to look down the list. “Keldeo?”

“Yes?” Keldeo asked.

Torterra gave the Water-type a look, then shook his head. “Nope, doesn’t look right.”

“Sorry?” Keldeo said, a little hurt.

“I don’t know what Ash has in mind, but you’re a Legendary and you’ve clearly been with him for a while,” Torterra explained. “I’d rather start just a little bit smaller.”

“Oh, okay. Sorry for misunderstanding.”

“What about Goodra?” Ash suggested. “He’s pretty tough, he’s got a few tricks, and I think what I do have in mind might work well.”

“Goodra… Dragon type, right?” Torterra checked. “Sounds good, then.”

“Okay, Dexter, can you get that set up?” Ash said.

Doing it already.

“When did you get the Rotom, by the way?”

You’re the second person to think I’m a Rotom, Dexter said. Would it help if I said Porygon2 a lot?

“Oh, okay.”


“What is going on out there?” Clara asked.

“By the looks of things, Torterra and Goodra are going to battle over whether Torterra joins Ash,” Lucario said. “This kind of thing happens. You know… Butterfree, Raikou…”

“So that’s one of your trainer’s other Pokémon, then,” Clara realized. “Does he know he’s standing at the wrong end of the battlefield?”


“You know what to do, Goodra?” Ash said.

“Right!” Goodra agreed, one foot going forwards and the other steadying him – his tail flicking slightly left and right.

Then he glanced up at Ash. “Just to be clear, this is not one of those times when I try to dramatically lose?”

“No, it’s not!” Ash replied. “Do your best!”

“Got it,” Goodra agreed.

He glowed faintly, and it began to rain.

“Okay,” Ash said. “So Goodra can sense what the raindrops are hitting, so we’re not going to surprise him that way.”

“I hope whatever your plan is works,” Torterra said, shifting his weight so he rested more firmly on the ground.

“Begin!” Pikachu called, refereeing by default.

“Prepare an Energy Ball!” Ash said straight away, and Torterra did so – his leaves rippling with energy as he got to work, building a ball of green light in his mouth.

Goodra started as well, inhaling for a moment before firing out a Dragon Pulse. It hit Torterra in the flank, making him wince a bit, but he endured it just fine.

“Okay, now eat it!” Ash called, prompting Torterra to do just that – and resulting in a brighter green energy surrounding his Grass-type as he recalled the energy he’d put into the attack. “Get ready to use Stone Edge!”

“…that could present some problems,” Torterra admitted. “I don’t actually know that one.”

“Right, uh… okay, this can still work,” Ash said. “It won’t be as good, but once you do have Stone Edge it’ll work better-”

Goodra hit Torterra with another Dragon Pulse, which largely splashed off the glowing energy but did knock Torterra a few inches to the side.

“What next?” Torterra asked.

“Razor Leaf, all around Goodra!” Ash replied.

Torterra used a shower of Razor Leaf attacks, sending them spiralling out at Ash’s Dragon-type, and Goodra responded by inhaling briefly before launching himself up into the air with a torrent of Dragon Pulse.

The Razor Leaves largely missed, but Ash continued to give instructions. “Now, get another Energy Ball ready!”

Almost as soon as Torterra began building it, however, he pointed towards a clump of bushes. “Fire!”

Torterra’s head tracked around, and he fired the Energy Ball. It intersected the falling Goodra with a wham, knocking him at least ten feet, before he rolled to a halt and sprang back up.

“Charge up with another Energy Ball,” Ash instructed, and Torterra did so – the green glow surrounding him again, so Goodra’s retaliatory Dragon Pulse just hit and produced a scorch mark on the ground nearby.

This time, however, Goodra just kept the attack up for several long seconds – forcing Torterra back, and making his hind legs move onto the area of wet ground created by the rain.

Once his back legs were off the section his body had shielded, Torterra skidded back faster. His Synthesis kept him from suffering any damage, but he was forced entirely off the patch of dry ground he’d been using for traction by the time Goodra’s Dragon Pulse finally ran out.

“What now?” he asked Ash, looking to the side.

“Rock Climb!” Ash replied.

“Whenever I try that I get knocked out,” Torterra pointed out. “That seems like a bad plan.”

“Try it anyway,” Ash told him. “Just don’t make the rocks, use it along the ground!”

“Fine,” Torterra decided, and used Rock Climb. His feet glowed and dug into the mud, and he got moving – much faster than he’d been expecting, though he quickly adjusted and came storming down on Goodra ready to Bite.

Goodra jumped, then used Dragon Pulse to boost himself, and flew clean over Torterra. The jet blasted Torterra for a few seconds, making him wince, and then Goodra landed again and turned to face his opponent.

“Okay, use the Rock Climb to turn instead,” Ash decided. “And power up with another Energy Ball – actually, do that whenever you’re not powered up.”

“That does make sense,” Torterra agreed, forming the Energy Ball, then ate it and boosted himself again.

Goodra hadn’t been idle, however, and came running forwards. Unleashing a bout of Dragon Breath, he kept it up until the green flames entirely hid his position – then emerged from behind his cover, almost skating on the wet grass, and spun into an Aqua Tail.

Torterra spun with his Rock Climb, trying to catch Goodra’s tail with a Bite, but barely missed and the Dragon-type dodged back again with a jet of Dragon Pulse.

“Fire!” Ash called, and Torterra put together a quick Energy Ball before firing it out. The attack moved fast enough to hit Goodra despite his attempt to evade, and Torterra nodded to himself.

“Right!” he said. “So against fast opponents… I don’t really need to be fast myself.”

He used an Energy Ball to replenish his boost, then continued. “I just need to be able to endure attacks, and fire back with attacks which move fast even if I don’t.”

“That’s the idea!” Ash agreed. “Go for it!”

“I intend to,” Torterra said, and this time he fired something other than an Energy Ball.

Goodra began to glow red, and the attack hit him and exploded – knocking him back in a skid along the muddy ground, but also making the glow brighter.

“Hold on a moment!” Ash said. “He’s using Bide!”

“Right, that one,” Torterra sighed. He adjusted his position a little, and used Synthesis to heal himself up a bit.

Goodra unleashed the energy he’d absorbed – not very much, thanks to Ash’s quick call, but enough to make Torterra wince and step backwards. Then the Dragon-type took off in a flare of Dragon Pulse, making Torterra’s second Seed Bomb go wide, and vanished into the Rain-Dance clouds overhead.

“…um…” Torterra said, a little confused, as the thunder of Goodra’s Dragon Pulse faded into the sound of the rain. “What help is that?”

“I don’t think I’ve seen this tactic before,” Ash replied. “Maybe he and Mawile worked it out recently…”

He went quiet for a moment, holding his hand out and feeling the rain, then looked up and closed his eyes.

They snapped open again, wisps of blue Aura dissipating, and he pointed. “Dodge that way!”

The roaring sound of the Dragon Pulse came back, with a different note to it this time, and stuttered for a long moment in a series of short bursts. Then Goodra dropped out of the clouds at high speed, fist first, and Focus Punched Torterra so hard it drove his shell six inches into the ground.

“One! Two! Three!” Pikachu began counting, as Goodra staggered off.

“We don’t do count-outs in Pokémon battles,” Ash replied. “…do we?”

“Now you mention it, I can’t think of any,” Pikachu replied. “Maybe I’ve been watching too many human battles.”

“I think,” Torterra said, his mouth muffled by his buried lower jaw, “that that probably counts as a defeat.”

He tensed, then prised himself out of the muddy crater and gave Goodra a nod. “Good match.”

“Thanks,” Goodra replied. “I’m glad that trick worked, it took ages to master.”

“You were using the rain to tell where you needed to go, right?” Pikachu checked.

Goodra nodded.

“Well, I think that does answer my concern,” Torterra decided. “It’s good to be back, Ash.”

“All right!” Ash replied, taking out one of his Pokéballs.

Before he could confirm the capture, though, Staraptor came out of his Pokéball.

“Are we going to do the pose?” he asked.

“The pose?” Ash repeated. “…oh, right, yeah! I keep forgetting to do that.”

“It’s probably because most of your captures or recaptures aren’t battles,” Pikachu suggested, as Ash held out the Pokéball and Torterra nudged it with his muzzle.

The Grass-type vanished in a flash of white light, and Ash struck a pose – though it was promptly ruined by Staraptor practically knocking him over by giving him a wing to the face.

“Oops,” the burly Flying-type said, looking down. “I think I forgot how much I’ve grown since last time we did that…”

“Was it the last time?” Pikachu asked. “I can’t remember.”

Staraptor shrugged.

“Are we going to do anything about the crater?” Goodra asked.

“Yeah, good point,” Ash agreed, getting back up. “I think Ivysaur knows Grassy Terrain, that should be most of it.”


“Hey, Ash!” Brock called. “Good news!”

“What’s that?” Ash replied, looking up from where Ivysaur was just finishing up with the landscaping. “Oh, hey, you found Croagunk!”

“Celebi dropped him on us,” Dawn supplied. “Does she do that a lot?”

“Depends if she’s running late, I think,” Ash replied.

“How odd, a time traveller running late,” Torterra said, as Croagunk offered his hand and Ash shook it.

“Okay, now that’s not normal at all,” the Poison-type said, blinking. “We’re back in Sinnoh, then. Should have realized this place wouldn’t let us leave.”

“The rest of us spent a pretty long time elsewhere,” Brock pointed out. “Well, except for Dawn.”

“Celebi did not explain remotely satisfactorily,” Croagunk muttered. “But then, what do you do if a Legendary tells you to do something? Ask for more details?”

“Oh, are you done?” Clara said, opening the door. “Would anyone like tea?”

“That would be nice,” Goodra decided. “If anyone else wants some, I’d like some too.”

Croagunk eyed the woman, glancing between her and Brock, and discreetly got his Poison Jab ready just in case.


Paul’s phone rang.

Opening it, he answered. “Hello?”

“Paul, hi,” Reggie said. “I just wanted to ask, because I checked to see if you’d caught any more Pokémon. You… seem to have cancelled the registration on your Chimchar?”

“Yes,” Paul agreed. “That was deliberate.”

“Paul, if this is another one of those times you think a Pokémon’s failed you-”

“No, it was not that,” Paul replied. “I am not entirely sure I understand the situation myself, but at some point in the future I am getting a Pokémon who will work better with me.”

Reggie didn’t reply for several seconds.

“Pardon?”


“That was an interesting battle you had out there,” Clara told Ash. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone catch a Pokémon by ordering it around before.”

She took a sip of her tea, then put the cup down again. “What Pokémon was that you sent out, by the way? I don’t think I’m familiar with the type.”

“That was Goodra,” Ash replied. “He’s a Dragon-type from Kalos, though he’s been with me for a while now. I picked him because he was a good match-up for Torterra, and they’d be able to have a nice fight that was nearly even.”

“That’s a good reason,” Clara replied. “And what about this Croagunk?”

“He’s new,” Brock told her. “That’s kind of a complicated story, though.”

“It sounds like you’re picking up quite a lot of Pokémon,” the old woman said approvingly. “Are they all by battles?”

“Actually, a lot of them aren’t,” Ash replied. “We were thinking about that recently. Max only really caught Delta with a battle, and two of Brock’s recent Pokémon were because his girlfriend recruited them.”

There was a dull thump as Croagunk passed out.

They all stared at where his chair had been.

“I… suppose we should have expected that,” Dawn said.

“I’m surprised he only passed out,” Pikachu added.

“He hasn’t seen her yet, so that might change his reaction,” Piplup pointed out.

“Well… that’s good,” Clara said, deciding to ignore the bit with Croagunk. “Your Lucario said that you recruited several Pokémon with battles. Is your Pikachu related to your Raichu?”

Ash looked puzzled. “But… I don’t have a Raichu.”

“I should hope not,” Pikachu added, looking over at Lucario. “What did you tell her?”

Lucario held up his paw, trying to suppress an undignified giggle.

“You don’t?” Clara asked. “But… what did your Lucario tell me, then?”

“I suppose it did sound a lot like Raichu,” Lucario said. “I wondered why you didn’t think it was unusual.”

After thinking that over for several seconds, Clara stood up.

“Would anyone like some biscuits?” she asked.


“Okay, what?” Croagunk said, once he’d been given the appropriate Chesto Berries and they were back on the road. “You said a lot had changed, right. You said you had more Pokémon now, sure. I’m glad to meet Ninetales. But a girlfriend?”

“I’m not sure why everyone treats that as if it’s so surprising,” Flygon confided. “I mean, Brock and Philena have been together for years now.”

“Even if I didn’t know you were new, that would confirm it to me,” Croagunk informed him.

The Poison-type stretched, working out a few kinks, then frowned.

“Does she actually exist?”

“Hey, uh, that’s kind of a touchy topic…” Geodude advised. “You might want to ixnay.”

Croagunk gave him a puzzled look. “Why?”

“Did we never tell you about Philena?” Geodude asked. “Wow, man, we need to catch you up on the facts.”

He took Croagunk’s arm. “Hey, Brockster, going to take this guy and get him up to speed. Dig?”

“That’s fine,” Brock agreed.

He turned to the Aron walking alongside. “Okay, Ferris, Max asked me to give you some advice, and I’ve got a few options for you to think about for fighting styles. Remember you don’t have to pick just one, and you can do whichever one will work best for whatever opponent you’re fighting.”

Ferris nodded his understanding.

“So, one of the common tricks Rock types use is to focus on sheer durability,” Brock began. “Your types make you vulnerable to Fighting and Ground type attacks, but apart from those and Water type attacks you’re pretty well set up to resist a lot of damage – especially physically. And with moves like Metal Burst, you can hurt your opponent worse than they hurt you.”

The little Steel-type nodded again.

“That’s quite a passive style, though,” Brock added. “The more active one is based on using Rock Polish to speed up, which means you can move a lot faster than your opponents often expect. That lets you use close-in moves like Headbutt, Iron Head or Head Smash, and because you’re a heavy Pokémon you can really knock your enemy around.”

He glanced back. “Are you following this, Max?”

“Yeah, it’s really interesting,” Max agreed. “If that’s the best way to land hits on an opponent, should that be what I focus on for Ferris’ coverage moves like Shadow Claw?”

“Yes, if you can move fast enough to hit the enemy like that it can be quite a surprise,” Brock said. “I’d also recommend learning Magnet Rise, specifically because it means you can avoid those nasty Ground attacks.”

“Wouldn’t that mean Ferris can’t move normally?” Max asked.

“Depends how good he gets with magnetic levitation,” Brock answered. “Steel types can sometimes get themselves moving that way as fast as they normally would on the ground. Or you could just ask Mawile for help… but really, just being able to use it in bursts would be good enough to avoid a lot of the dangerous Ground attacks like Earthquake or Magnitude.”

He grinned. “Now, the third way is… to trick everyone.”

“I knew you couldn’t resist it for long,” Ninetales chuckled.

“How would Ferris be able to trick everyone?” Max asked. “I mean, he’s an Aron, and they kind of have the durability thing.”

“I can be sneaky,” Ferris said. “I assume. Or Brock would not have said it.”

“The way you can be sneaky with an Aron is to have them rely on their coverage moves,” Brock explained. “And, just as importantly, Sandstorm. An Aron who uses Sandstorm to hide and focuses on Water Pulse, Shock Wave and Aerial Ace is so different to what people expect that it has to surprise them.”

He was about to continue, but Croagunk came back from where he’d been talking to Geodude.

Putting his hand on Brock’s shoulder, he gave his trainer a solemn nod.

“I now understand,” he said. “Geodude told me, and I’m glad you’re happy.”

He straightened up. “Now, if you look at any other women too long, the Poison Jab comes right back out.”

“How would you tell?” Flygon asked.

“I have my ways.”


“Thank you for helping me out,” Delta said, giving Dawn’s Piplup a nod. “I tried to learn from May’s Wartortle, but I have trouble getting my voice right for a song.”

“I’ll assume that makes sense,” Piplup decided. “So, what are you after?”

“I want to make my water attacks more powerful,” the Mantine said. “Ideally, I want to be able to shoot a really powerful water blast down from overhead – but any other tricks you have would be good as well.”

Piplup nodded, stepping back, and spread his flippers. He pantomimed doing turns and dives, and after a long moment Delta hesitantly spread his own wings.

“No, don’t,” Piplup told him. “I’m thinking.”

Then he jumped into the air, spinning, and performed an intense lasted for several long seconds, until it ended and Piplup landed gracefully back on the grass.

“Now, do that,” he said.

“I… don’t think I have more than the first clue how,” Delta admitted. “Most of my training’s focused on fighting things well below me, or occasionally fighting things flying alongside me.”

Piplup sighed, rolling his eyes, then gestured for Delta to move forwards. “Okay then. We’ll try from first principles. Do a barrel roll.”

“Do you mean like you were doing? Because that’s not a barrel roll…”

“Fine, do a whatever-else-it-is roll,” Piplup corrected himself.

Delta took off, climbed to a safe height, then did a spin with his fin-wings held out.

“Now do it with a single wingbeat, and hold them in until you do two rolls,” Piplup went on.

“Um… how does this help me?” Delta asked, a little puzzled as he circled overhead.

“Once you can do the move without water, we’re going to get you to do a Whirlpool at the same time,” Piplup answered promptly. “We want it to be so you’ll just bounce off something you hit, which means you’ll have to have a lot of force behind it, and you can even use the water as a propellant to make you spin faster and faster.”

“Okay, I think I understand,” Delta replied, and gave it a go. He promptly crashed into the ground head-first, tail twitching a little before he managed to dig his head back out of the grass, and spat out a dandelion.

“Let’s try that again,” Piplup decided. “Maybe a bit higher up first.”


“Hmmm…” Jirachi mused, turning the page. “I wonder which one to pick first…”

“What’s that?” Cinder asked, loping up. “Anything important?”

“Oh, it’s a TM catalogue,” Jirachi replied, holding it up for her. “International version. Apparently a lot of different regions number their TMs differently, so there’s a lot you can only get from other regions. Max told me to see if I could find a few I liked.”

The Mightyena hummed appreciatively. “Sounds like a good plan,” she decided. “I mean, no offence but… you have no offence that’s not either Dazzling Gleam or blowing things up with your Future Sight. And they’re both cool, but… yeah, you need more variety.”

Jirachi nodded, setting his tags jangling a little, then flipped over a few pages.

“That doesn’t look like part of the same book, even,” Cinder observed.

“It’s the Move Tutor index,” he told her, then frowned. “Wait a moment… you know how Pokémon can learn moves more easily if they have a connection with the move?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty obvious,” Cinder shrugged. “Barely worth saying.”

“Well, I just thought!” Jirachi explained. “What’s the thing you know about Jirachi?”

“They… grant wishes?” Cinder tried. “They snore?”

“No, not – I snore?” Jirachi asked.

“Yes, you snore!” Cinder confirmed a little testily. “Whenever you’re sleeping on your back. I’m surprised you haven’t woken yourself up with it before, actually!”

“Why didn’t anyone mention-” Jirachi began, then stopped himself. “We might be getting off topic. Uh, what’s the thing you know about me as a Jirachi specifically?”

“…you like candy?” Cinder suggested.

“I’m related to the Millennium Comet!” Jirachi announced. “That’s the thing, okay? So shouldn’t that mean I can learn Comet Punch, Meteor Mash, Draco Meteor and Cosmic Power?”

Cinder considered the question carefully.

“I’m not sure I can see a flaw in your conclusion,” she said carefully. “Your logic might be a bit less sure…”

“Good enough for me!” Jirachi pronounced. “Now, what do you think about my learning Thunderbolt?”

“Sure, if you like the sound,” Cinder decided.


“What about doing the Cinnabar gym?” Max asked. “What was that one like, Ash?”

“Cinnabar…” Ash mused, saying the name out loud to remind him. “Well, the Gym Leader likes his puzzles and quizzes, that kind of thing. So he might make you do a logic puzzle or something before you challenge him.”

“I guess that might be fun,” Max said.

He threw a large bouncy ball, and it pinged off the ground into the air. Ferris jumped after it, landing a glancing blow with a Headbutt that sent the ball flying off into the middle distance – where Staraptor caught it, doing an easy wingover and throwing it back.

“I think you went a bit early there,” Max said. “But that was good aim! Let’s try another one.”

This time, he threw the ball straight off. Ferris jumped for it again, this time trying for Iron Head, but the attack stuttered out before actually connecting.

It was knocked in Infernape’s direction, and the Fire-type jumped for it to make a fine catch – with his feet.

“What about the other gyms I’ve not looked at…” Max considered, managing not to fumble the catch as Infernape returned the ball. “Isn’t there a Flying gym somewhere up north?”

“I don’t think we ever went there, so we can’t tell you anything,” Ash shrugged. “Brock might know. But… have we talked about the Vermillion City gym?”

Pikachu flicked his tail contemplatively. “That might be fun. I wonder how he’d react to a Mega-Evolution.”

After a moment, the Electric-type shook his head. “Wait, no, it’s too late for us to really surprise him.”

“Disappointed?” Ash asked.

“I’m just picturing how he’d have reacted if Arc went all the way from Electrike to Mega Manectric in a battle in his gym,” Pikachu explained. “It’s funny.”

Ash watched as Arc went for the bouncy ball again, then cleared his throat. “Hey, Torterra, Infernape, Staraptor?”

The three indicated Pokémon all showed they were paying attention to him.

“New training mission,” Ash told them. “You have to collect Ferris and get him to the other side of the clearing without him escaping. Ferris, you have to escape – and Max, you can send out one other Pokémon to help Ferris. Ready?”

“Wait, what?” Max asked. “Um, can I think about it?”

“No,” Ash answered. “Go!”

Ferris promptly returned himself.

Infernape, who’d already been breaking into a sprint, skidded suddenly to a halt. “Um… what does that mean?”

“That I need to be more careful with how I phrase things,” Ash said ruefully.


“Okay, so this is a bit different from Flame Wheel,” Ash’s Quilava began, adjusting the pointer in her mouth and using it to tap at a large poster. “You’re familiar with Flame Wheel, I hope?”

“Yes, I’ve used it several times,” Dawn’s Quilava nodded attentively. “It’s good for combinations because of the speed.”

“Of course,” the female Quilava confirmed, tapping again at the diagram she’d drawn – showing a Quilava, curled up in a ball and enshrouded by flames. “As you can see, when you use Flame Wheel you’re both using the flames as propulsion and using them as a shield, in addition to simply striking objects to mean you’ve hit them with fire.”

She flipped the chart over to show the next diagram. “Now, with Rollout, you’re doing something completely different. You’re curling up in a ball and not setting yourself on fire.”

“…I don’t follow,” Dawn’s Quilava said.

He scratched his head. “Isn’t that just Flame Wheel but done wrong?”

“No, there’s a bit more to it than that,” his teacher clarified. “You’re also toughening your body.”

“Oh, so it’s Defence Curl, got it,” he nodded.

“No, not Defence Curl either, it’s a different kind of toughening,” Ash’s Quilava told him. “It’s a more Rock-type toughening, intended to let you bash into an opponent.”

There was a pause as the younger Quilava considered that.

“…okay, so, I roll up in a ball, I don’t catch fire, and then I roll at the opponent,” he said. “Sounds good.”

He waved a paw to get Mamoswine’s attention. “Hey! Think we should try that thing we talked about once?”

Mamoswine nodded.

“What thing?” Ash’s Quilava asked, confused. “Um… no, seriously, what thing?”

To answer her question, Dawn’s Quilava rolled into a ball. Then Mamoswine jumped on top of him.

“…this requires further practice,” the Fire-type said, voice strained.

“Actually, that could work pretty well, it means you should be able to pick up a lot of speed from Mamoswine running on top of you,” Ash’s Quilava mused.

“Please can we do that later? I think my spine is about to collapse… can we practice with Pachirisu instead?”

Mamoswine shrugged, and jumped off again.

“Thank you,” Quilava gasped.


Hmm… Mewtwo pondered. I think this will do.

He exerted his psionic senses, reaching out through the icy terrain, and confirmed that the area he had selected was solid enough to serve his purposes.

The view was excellent, as well – Jupiter hung perpetually near the horizon, several times larger than the sun or moon were from Earth, and even from here he could see the Great Red Spot.

Making up his mind, Mewtwo tugged gently on the package of equipment he’d brought with him. Shifting a little, so he was in the Jupiter-shadow of a small hill, he triggered it.

With a whumph, the compressed-air reservoirs emptied themselves. The Clemontic Shelter (mark IV, hard vacuum) puffed up to full size in the space of about eight seconds, forming a bubble-like approximation of a house.

Excellent, Mewtwo declared, and anchored it by six tether points to the icy surface.

Floating back up into the tenuous atmosphere, he nodded to himself.

It was small now, but this was just the beginning. While he would be too busy to work on it most of the time, the hope was that he would soon have a holiday home on Callisto – one which his friends could visit safely, even without the benefit of phenomenal psychic powers.

Hey! Mew said, popping into existence next to him. Are you done?

With what I plan to do today, yes, Mewtwo replied. There is a launch in two hours that I will need to be present for.

The pink Psychic-type flirted her tail. Okay, so where’s the swimming pool?

Mew, I set up less than ten minutes ago. I have not created a swimming pool yet.

Mew pouted. Awww…

He raised a paw to his chin, then nodded. I’ll do it for you! I heard a lot about what it’s supposed to be like going swimming in low gravity!

Where did you hear that? Mewtwo asked, curious. I imagine it is interesting, but I didn’t know you’d been hearing about it.

Oh, it was from some of those Pokémon who were on the moon base! Mew answered, rolling onto her back and kicking her feet. They loved it! You know one of them did a dive in reverse? And the nearest Clefairy were coming to visit too!

I am sure there will eventually be a swimming pool, Mewtwo said. But it will not be this week, if things remain on schedule.

Then I’ll-

And do not make one without asking me, Mewtwo added. If you melt the wrong part of the surface you will end up making my house here float away.


“So… you had another vision,” Palkia said.

“That’s right,” Aaron agreed. “It’s getting quite bizarre. And it was about some kind of green gear.”

He looked around at the three Dragon-types. “Any idea what that is?”

They all shook their heads.

Okay, clearly I have not thought this through, Arceus announced.

“Hello, My Lord,” Aaron called, greeting the Creator. “It’s nice of you to visit.”

I’m always here, Arceus replied. Just, you know, not always the local here.

“The royal here?” Giratina suggested.

“We may be getting off topic,” Palkia warned.

Okay, so the visions are what’s called a Dimensional Scream. The name’s not important, Arceus added, seeing Aaron about to ask a question. They’re basically my attempt to give you hints. But I just realized how ridiculous it would be for you to learn this bit of information by talking to other Pokémon, given what it’s about.

“What bit of information?”

The bit of information about how that was a Time Gear, Arceus told them. Time Gears are what keep time working.

“No they’re not,” Dialga replied. “That is not how time works. I am how time works.”

Not in this game. Anyway, that’s what’s going on.

“So that Grovyle was trying to steal time…” Aaron mused. “Okay. So… this would be silly because it would be Dialga being told how time works?”

Partly. So, now you know that part of the plot, and you know to pay attention to random visions.

“You realize we still have no idea what to actually do, right?” Giratina checked.

You will work it out. Eventually.


AN:


Just so people realize, my average output of words to this fic is 1000 words per day, six days per week. This has been “my schedule”.

Similarly, anyone asking questions while not signed in should realize that unsigned interviews are impossible to reply to. This is how the site works.

Now that that’s over, the chapter itself. So obviously early Sinnoh is lousy with Pokémon to be reminded, but Torterra is one that has to be treated with a certain delicacy because he’s effectively an example of Ash’s training style failing – he never really managed to get Torterra working properly with the new body shape and size. Ash has been thinking about this for a while, though.

Apart from that, the biggest shock Croagunk’s ever had and a few bits of training and seeing where everyone else is going and what they’re doing. Callisto is a good place for a holiday home, as it has a reasonable (read: safe) level of radiation and a good supply of ice to turn into water.

Plus, it’s where Federated Telepath and Teleport set up in the Pegasus books, so it fits what I’m doing to Mewtwo.






240. Sinnoh 4


“Okay!” Max announced, the next morning. “I’ve decided who I’m going to get my last Kanto badge from!”

This was met by mumbling from the others around the camp fire.

“Don’t be so loud…” Dawn muttered. “It’s barely time for breakfast.”

Max checked the time, then flushed slightly. “Sorry…” he said. “I was thinking about it all night, so I was glad to finally have made my mind up.”

“If you’re this perky after being up all night then you might have to watch out,” Brock advised. “Ash was pretty close to passing out during his battle against Blaine.”

“…how did you know?” Max asked, dumbfounded.

Ash looked between Max and Brock. “Know what?” he asked, then yawned again.

“I think it’s just a coincidence,” Corona suggested, holding some bread over her tail to make toast. “Hey, Cinder, did you want one slice or two?”

“Two, please,” the Mightyena requested. “As black as my heart.”

“So light brown? With butter melted into it?”

“…yes.”

“Wait, you mean you’re going to be challenging Blaine?” Brock checked. “Okay, that’s an interesting choice. Do you know who you’re going to use?”

Max nodded, tapping three Pokéballs on his belt.


For the next few minutes, little was said as the friends ate their breakfast – Dawn passing out Poffins to those of her Pokémon who liked each unique flavour, and Lucario and Infernape warming up in the middle distance with a series of flowing kata.

Infernape’s feet periodically exploded as he tried to copy Lucario’s Aura jets, which helped to get all of them properly woken up.

“Are you going to do it today?” Ash said, after he’d finished with his first course. “I think Latios and Latias are free again, so we should be able to fly down there.”

“What about us?” Dawn asked. “Should we just stay here?”

“Not if you don’t want to,” Ash replied. “I think the next town is…Jubilife, right?”

“Interesting definition of town,” Dawn chuckled. “It’s the largest city in Sinnoh. Well, I guess there’s the B-Button League – do you want to visit them again, Ash?”

Pikachu answered for him. “No way. No way at all! That place has hyperkarp!”

“I don’t think Pikachu wants to,” Ash supplied. “But you’ve got some Pokémon who don’t like evolving, so you could visit while Max and I go down to Cinnabar. Once we’re done, we’ll head to the Pokémon Centre and wait there for you.”

“Sounds good to me,” Dawn agreed. “I might go pick up my Pokétch if we have the time, though.”

There was another explosion from where Infernape and Lucario were doing their kata.


“Hey, Ash?” Latios called.

“What is it?” Ash replied, as they shot southwards over Kanto – just passing Pallet Town on the way south, and getting a good view of Samiya below.

“Well, Latias had this idea,” Latios explained. “She wants us to really make an entrance, but I’m not sure. I said I’d ask you what you thought.”

“What kind of entrance?” Ash asked.

“She says she was thinking of doing a flypast,” Latios supplied. “At full speed.”

“How fast is full speed for you two when you’re not Mega Evolved?” Ash wondered. “I know you can go insanely fast in Mega form, but you’re not exactly slow otherwise.”

“…how damaging are sonic booms again?” Latios asked.

When Ash reacted, the Psychic-type waggled his wings. “I’m joking, Ash. We’re not going to go that fast. We will be going pretty close to the speed of sound, but no actual sonic boom.”

“Then… I guess there shouldn’t be a problem, as long as you don’t run into the ground or any Flying-types or something,” Ash shrugged. “Oh, yeah, and stay high enough the wind doesn’t hurt anyone.”

“Got it,” Latios nodded. “Latias is pretty pleased about that.”

They dipped lower, Latias dropping back to hang off her brother’s wingtip, and came up on Cinnabar at about half the height of the volcanic peak.

Both Latias and Latios used Dragonbreath, purple and green flames stabbing forwards before being blown back by the wind of their airspeed. Rather than being simply dissipated, however, the two Eon Pokémon took the flames in a psychic hold and made them flow over the Light Screens they were using as windshields.

Then they started to turn.


A pair of blazing green comets shot over Cinnabar, barrel-rolling about a common base course to form a kind of double helix in the sky. People and Pokémon all over the city looked up, going silent or gasping, and followed the display for several seconds as it did a half-circle around the edge of town.

Then it dropped towards the volcano, slowing and tightening, until it faded away to reveal two white-blue and white-pink blurs which came to rest on the rim.

Just as the last of the green flame dissolved into the air, however, a third light – this one orange – came shooting down out of the sky to join the other two.

Blaine looked down at his shopping, up at his gym, then shook his head. “Can’t step out for ten minutes,” he grumbled.


“Deoxys?” Max asked, a little taken aback. “I mean, it’s nice to see you, but – and I don’t want to be rude… why are you here?”

Confusion, Deoxys-Orange stated, tilting its head. Distress signal. Deoxys symbol created by friend.

“Deoxys – oh, right,” Max realized. “No, that wasn’t a distress signal, that was just something Latias and Latios were doing for fun.”

Fun, Deoxys repeated. Concept understood. I have been experiencing Fun as well.

The powerful Psychic-type looked around. What is this place?

“Do you mean as in a volcano?” Ash asked. “Or as in a gym?”

“Are there volcanoes in space?” Max said, as Ferris emerged from his Pokéball in a flash.

Volcanic or pseudovolcanic events observed on multiple planetoids, Deoxys-Orange stated. Then he looked down at Ferris, and amended the statement without having to be told. Yes.

“So it must be as a gym, then…” Max mused. “Do you have enough time available to watch my battle, then?”

Spectating is acceptable.


“All right, I knew you had to be involved somehow,” Blaine told Ash. “Just tell me you’re not breaking my gym. I don’t want the volcano to erupt.”

“I’m not going to,” Ash assured him. “I’m not even battling here.”

“And you?” Blaine turned his attention to Max.

“Well, I’m not using Jirachi,” Max said. “And I don’t know if Deoxys wants to take part at all, but I wouldn’t use him for this gym. So I hope not.”

“Good enough,” the Gym Leader allowed. “I hope you won’t mind that we’re holding it outside anyway.”

“No, that’s pretty much what I expected,” Max nodded. “It’s actually better for me, really, because of who my Pokémon are.”

“Very well. Now, before we begin…” Blaine put down the bag he was carrying, rummaged around in his pocket, and handed Max a folded sheet of paper.

Max took it, a little confused, then unfolded it and saw several questions on it – half a dozen word problems, some numerical questions, and a few to do with shapes.

“This is for that quiz you make your challengers do, right?” he asked.

“Yes, and it’s also so I can put these in the fridge before it’s time for the battle,” Blaine replied, picking up his groceries again. “Head up to the top of the mountain – it’s the lift on the left – and then complete the puzzles. The battles will begin when you have answered them all.”

About to head into his living area, he stopped just before opening the door there. “The lift may not fit your Pokémon.”

“We’ll fly up the outside,” Latios suggested. “We’ll stay invisible this time.”


Max examined the paper, frowning. “Sixteen, six, sixty-eight, eighty-eight… oh, hold on, they’re upside down. So the next one’s eighty-seven.”

Writing that in, he moved on to the next one. “How many squares are there… well, there’s twenty of them. Right – no, that’s too easy…”

Contemplating it for a bit, he brightened. “Oh, okay, so you have to count all the bigger squares made up of the little ones. Forty, then.”

“You’re doing this so much faster than Ash did, it’s amazing,” Pikachu said.

“Hey, he gave me, what, eighty of them?” Ash pointed out.

“Yeah, and it took you so long to do them that you were up most of the night. Max is already nearly done.”

“I’m just weak to that type of challenge,” Ash defended.

The door they were standing by opened, and Blaine came out – his glasses and white shirt in place.

“How are you getting on?” he asked.

Max looked up. “There’s a few to go, I don’t really understand them…”

Blaine leaned over the paper to see which ones he was stuck on, then made a quiet hum of understanding. “Yes, that’s quite sufficient. Those are questions you probably don’t have the background to get properly – you’ve got enough of them right anyway it doesn’t matter.”

“So there’s no bonus for getting a hundred percent?” Max checked.

“No, hardly anyone would get it,” Blaine assured him. “I will inform you what my first Pokémon is before I send it out, so choose wisely – my first Pokémon will be Rhydon.”

“Rhydon?” Max repeated. “I didn’t know there was a Fire-type Rhydon.”

“There… isn’t,” Blaine replied. “Why would you think there was?”

“This is the Fire-type gym, right?”

“Ah, I see the source of your confusion,” Blaine nodded. “Rhydon are Rock-types, yes, but they sometimes live near volcanoes. Also, it’s my gym.”

“Did we just discover the Anti-Brock?” Latias asked.

His piece said, Blaine walked over to the other end of the battlefield – one built into the top of the volcano itself, in the crater and surrounded by walls.

“Rhydon!” he called, throwing his Pokéball.

“Okay, Kris!” Max replied, throwing his not-a-Pokéball, and the angular-sided Porygon materialized a short moment after Rhydon did.

“Stay at a distance!” Max called, as his Porygon redrew her vectors to form a much sleeker shape – one better at cutting through the air at speed – and took off with a shoom of Agility, just before a large rock hit the ground behind where she’d been hovering.

“Smack Down,” Blaine ordered calmly.

Kris dodged to the side as the first attack came in, avoiding the high-speed rock, then avoided the second by reconfiguring her virtual wings into a slower-speed and more-agile configuration.

Sweeping them back again, she boosted to avoid the next couple of attacks before pulling up and starting to glow golden-green.

“Sandstorm,” Blaine instructed, and Rhydon promptly produced one – though, partly due to the location, it was more of an ash storm than anything. The fine particles did just as well as a regular sandstorm at blotting out the sun, though, and they also started to do just the same kind of windblown scouring that a conventional sand storm would achieve.

When Kris used her Solarbeam, it was much weaker than it would otherwise have been. There was less power available to start with, with less light to work with, and the ash in the air drank up much of the force that Kris could put into it.

Then Rhydon used Fire Blast, and it became a kind of bubble of obsidian held on a pillar of flame – narrowly missing Kris, and making the Porygon tumble for a moment before she recovered.

“Thunder Wave!” Max instructed.

A pair of thin blades slid out of Kris’ wings, and fizzed with electricity. The electrical current spread quickly, drained out into the storm, and attracted enough of the fine volcanic material that Kris quickly developed a grey patina – but it also added charge to the cloud, making the fragments she’d touched attract others together so they became larger and larger clumps.

Another bubble of volcanic glass came up at Kris, but she avoided it with ease – then she retaliated, cycling the polarity of her Thunder Wave rapidly and blowing all the ash away from her surfaces.

Now much more able to absorb sunlight, she began a series of wide, looping passes which used the turning phase to charge and then unleashed her Solarbeams when she was facing in the right direction. None of them individually was very strong, but put together they quickly began to force Rhydon onto the defensive – making him pull in his ash-storm to provide a better defence. Within thirty seconds or so, he was all but invisible inside the whirling ash and Kris was pulling her attack runs closer to try and burn through.

“Focus Blast!” Blaine said.

“Kris, break off!” Max ordered quickly, but Blaine had chosen his moment well – Kris was at maximum speed, and pulling out of her attack run was too difficult to do quickly. She took a glancing blow from the Focus Blast, knocking her halfway across the crater before she stabilized her flight again.

“Can you still fight?” Max asked her.

My function is unimpaired. Mostly.

“Good,” Max sighed, relieved, then waved at her. “Come back, I’m switching you out.”


“I don’t get it,” said a Stantler. “We are actually making the illusions, right?”

“I certainly am,” his friend replied. “But it’s not working on them.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” a third member of the herd said. “It’s like they’re so used to illusions that it doesn’t even register any more. How could that happen?”


Dawn stopped, and Brock stopped a little way behind her.

“One more time, Pachirisu,” she asked.

Pachirisu nodded, cheeks flickering faintly, then pointed off to the side.

Dawn looked carefully to see where her Electric-type was pointing, then walked in that direction.

The electric squirrel’s paw was correct once again in telling her where north was, and they emerged from the forest onto a grassy field a few minutes later.

“I can see the city in the distance,” Brock reported, shading his eyes. “We’re making good time. Clever solution.”

“Thanks,” Dawn smiled, pleased Brock liked her way of dealing with his little illusion-test.

“I might have to see if one of my Pokémon can learn that trick,” Brock added, thinking about how useful it would be to have a Pokémon with a built-in compass. It would certainly help in badly mapped forests like that one.

And, behind them, a baffled group of Stantler headed back into the depths of the trees.


Casper materialized, and immediately saw a glowing ball of orange light heading for him. He yelped, flinching, but the ball went straight through him before exploding on the inside of the crater.

“What just happened?” he asked.

“That was a Focus Blast,” Max replied. “Watch out for any attacks that might actually hit you!”

The ash storm continued, but none of that touched Casper either – the only sign of its effects being a slight ripple on the fabric-like material of his body. Clenching his hands together, he formed a Shadow Ball before hurling it towards Rhydon.

Unfortunately, he missed.

“You’re going to need to go closer in!” Max decided, as Casper dodged away from a Flamethrower which was surrounded by thick glassy material as it swept through the air. “That way you can see Rhydon properly!”

“Right, got it!” Casper agreed, and dropped into the ground.

A few seconds later, his arm came out of the rocky floor and used Shadow Claw. Rhydon yelped, then stomped down – his foot passing right through Casper without effect – before reaching down and taking Casper by the arm.

This worked, much to the surprise of the Ghost-type, and Rhydon waved him around like a club for a bit before throwing him into the distance and following it up with a Flamethrower.

“What happened?” Max called. “I can’t see very well!”

“Then you need goggles!” Casper suggested. “He grabbed me and threw me over here, I don’t know how he managed to do it!”

“Well, if he can grab you, then we need to make sure you’ll win a fight like that,” Max replied. He held up his Key Stone, and Casper grinned before starting to glow a bright gold – producing an odd, shifting set of shadows on the slopes of the crater wall as the ash blocked it irregularly.

When the Infinity Energy died down, Casper had Mega-Evolved – his whole body changing to that of a Mega Banette – and moved his claws about a little before chuckling.

“Go for it!” Max called.

Casper shot forwards, ducking a Flamethrower, and got back into close range. Rhydon promptly tried to use Crunch on Casper, but the Ghost-Type used both hands for a pair of Shadow Claw attacks and held Rhydon’s jaw open.

He held it there for a moment, clearly straining, then vanished into a puff of smoke. Rhydon’s jaws clashed together hard, and he growled at where Casper had been – only for the Mega Banette to reappear next to Rhydon’s tail.

“Phantom Force or something!” he called, taking the tail in both hands, and threw Rhydon over the crater wall.

For a moment, everyone just stared.

“What was that?” Max asked, astonished, as Rhydon hit the volcano’s outer edge with a sound like a compressed rock slide.

“Good question,” Casper admitted, looking at his hands. “I’m a lot stronger than I’d realized like this…”

Query on local definitions of victory, Deoxys asked.

“Sorry, didn’t get that,” Latias apologized. “You have an odd way of phrasing things.”

Is that a win? Deoxys amended.

“That’s… a good question,” Ash said. “Do you count a ring out in this battle?”

“I must admit, it rarely comes up,” Blaine answered. “In this case, however, I think Rhydon has been knocked out anyway. He would have come back up the wall by now otherwise.”

He turned to go up the steps to the crater lip, but Latios skimmed over to float next to him. “I’ll return Rhydon if you want,” the Dragon volunteered.

“Very kind of you,” Blaine complimented, handing over the Pokéball. “Now, you have defeated my first Pokémon. See if you can handle the second.”


“How is your pasta?” Virizion asked.

“Not bad,” Cobalion answered, taking another bite, then swallowing. “Not bad at all. I must say the balance between the cheese and the tomato is really very well done.”

He looked over at Virizion’s meal. “And you?”

“Well, I ordered several kinds of dumplings to see which I preferred,” Virizion reminded him. “I think I now know which ones I prefer and which ones I could do without, but the ones I like are very nice indeed.”

“Yes, the food’s very good quality,” Cobalion said.

They both looked up at Terrakion, who was taking up the other side of the table. “Terrakion? What about you?”

“Huh?” Terrakion blinked, looking up from demolishing his tostadas. “Oh, right. Yeah, this is great!”

“I’ll have to remember to thank Keldeo for the recommendation,” Virizion said, finishing the last of her chosen dumplings.

Almost immediately, Cress appeared next to her and bowed. “Will madam be having any dessert?”

“I think we probably will,” Virizion agreed. “But not right away. I’d like to wait for my friends to finish.”

“Of course,” Cress agreed with another slight bow. “I’ll leave the menu so you can make your choice.”

“We’ve got to come back here in future,” Terrakion said firmly.


Blaine sent out his Ninetales, who vanished into the ash storm almost immediately.

“Fire Spin,” he said, and fire flickered on the tips of Ninetales’ tails – little spots within the dark grey cloud, which spread out before becoming a sudden roaring pillar of flame.

The flame pillar whooshed towards Casper, and he swiped at it with a Shadow Claw to split it – then yelped, blowing on his hand. “That’s a lot hotter than I was expecting!”

“Was it the glass with it?” Max asked.

Casper inspected his hand, then shook it to get the droplets of obsidian off it. “Looks like, yeah-”

Another fire attack came sweeping out of the ash cloud, this time a Fire Blast which came like a spike and exploded just to one side of Casper’s head.

“Yipe!”

Shaking his head, Casper retaliated with a barrage of Shadow Balls. They vanished into the concealing cloud of tiny rock shards, mostly bursting on the ground, but one or two sounded like they had hit Ninetales instead.

“Keep it up!” Max instructed. “Ominous Wind!”

Casper sent a surge of spectral energy rolling forwards like a gale, blowing away much of the ash cloud. Rather than disperse, however, it began to slowly creep back in again – though far too slowly for Ninetales’ liking, whose tails all whip-cracked in unison and produced a puff of smoke from Smokescreen. The shadow outline of the kitsune vanished again in moments, and flame licked out from the cloud to narrowly miss Casper.

“Try it again?” Max suggested, then changed his mind. “Wait, no… Phantom Force or something!”

“That wasn’t really – oh, right!” Casper realized, and threw another Shadow Ball before diving into the ground.

It was hard to see what Ninetales was doing, but the occasional little puff of smoke signalled that he was replenishing his Smokescreen. Then there was a sudden yowl of rage and pain, followed by an ominous growl.

“Um… I didn’t do it?” Casper tried.

“You touched my tails,” Ninetales growled. “You! Touched! My! Tails! That’s a curse!”

“Well, I’m a Ghost, so curses work a bit differently-”

“Foul Play!” the enraged Fire-type snarled, and Casper flew out of the Smokescreen as if shot from a cannon. Nine pitch-black shapes of flame and fury came after him, and they all came together to engulf Casper in a series of powerful explosions that hid him from view for several seconds.

When the blasts faded, Casper was still in one piece – but he looked distinctly the worse for wear, and had a few scorch marks on his side.

“That’s a new one on me,” Pikachu commented. “I wonder if Ninetales can do it without yanking on those tails.”

“You’re welcome to find out,” Latias told him. “Us Psychic-types over here are going to steer clear of the upset Ninetales.”

“Casper, come back!” Max called, and returned his Ghost-type a moment later. “You’re not really suited for this matchup,” he explained, and sent out his third Pokémon. “Delta, your turn! Rain Dance!”

The big Water-type flapped hard, rising out of range of a speculative Extrasensory his opponent fired in his direction, then did a trio of backflips in mid-air and caused a sudden crack of thunder.

Rain began to fall from rapidly-gathering clouds, though Delta kept them well up in the air so he didn’t spoil his own visibility, and the smokescreen began to dissipate – as did the lingering ash, turning into a kind of thin wet cement slurry on the ground around the edges of the arena.

“Ninetales, use Fire attacks anyway,” Blaine determined. “Try to knock him around with the pressure.”

Now looking quite bedraggled, the Fire-type swirled his tails around – though the dampness of his fur spoiled the effect a bit. The Flame Burst which shot forth was still powerful, though, and it exploded a little way from Delta’s left wing – making him flick downwards with that wing, before he recovered.

Banking around in a tight turn, the Mantine used Surf – launching out a stream of water which crashed to the floor where Ninetales had been, though Blaine’s Pokémon evaded quite easily with a flame-spewing dodge to the side.

“That was Flame Charge,” Max warned Delta. “So he’s going to be speeding up… use Bubblebeam!”

This time, when Delta attacked it was a stream of glowing bubbles moving at speed. They strafed along the ground, forming a series of explosions as they hit the wet rock, and Delta tried to ‘walk’ them onto Ninetales even as the Fire-type dodged to the best of his ability.

Once or twice, he was on target for a moment – then Ninetales got out of the way, and Delta’s attack began missing again.

“Delta!” Max called. “Change of plan – use Surf again, and fire it up!”

Delta rolled onto his back, and launched out a massive blast of water. The effort nearly made him crash, and he rolled back upright just in time to avoid being pounced on by Ninetales – then his Surf came splashing back down like a diffuse hammer of water, and Ninetales got even wetter.

It didn’t knock him out, however, and he spat a Fire Blast back – though there was enough water around it that it became a bit of a Hot Water Blast instead.

“Now, Whirlpool!” Max called.

Delta rolled away from the impromptu Scald, managing to turn so the hot water which hit him just knocked him into a tighter rotation, and broke into a high-power Whirlpool roll.

Still a little wobbly from his lack of practice, he bounced off the ground at an acute angle and hit Ninetales in the side before pulling back up again. Ninetales struggled, firing bursts of flame to try and recover the situation, then Delta reached the altitude he was after and spread his wings again.

Falling back towards the ground, he used Surf – upwards – and sent Ninetales flying high into the air on a plume of water.

Blaine didn’t bother to put Ninetales through the experience of hitting the ground.

“Good,” he said, as Delta recovered from his roll and began to circle. “Now, you will fight my final Pokémon.”


Rockruff padded along behind her new Trainer, sniffing the scents of a still-unfamiliar Sinnoh.

It was nice here. Still warm, during the day, but cool and refreshing at night. A Rockruff could get to enjoy it.

“Geodude?” she asked, looking beside her at the other Rock-type. “What kind of things do we do?”

“You mean as Pokémon with a trainer?” Geodude checked, getting a nod. “Well… it’s kind of hard to explain, because there’s a lot of different kinds of thing that a Pokémon does when they have a trainer. Some trainers, like Ash and Max, have their Pokémon battle to become stronger and win championships – but others, like Dawn, train their Pokémon to be performance artists. To look and sound impressive as they use their attacks.”

“Okay,” Rockruff mused, thinking about that, then her tail wagged. “So it’s just as mixed together as Pokémon who don’t have a trainer?”

She tilted her head, ears perked. “But what about Brock? You mentioned Ash, Max and Dawn, but not Brock…”

“That’s because Brock’s a bit harder to describe,” Geodude admitted. “The Brockster’s always wanted to nurture Pokémon – and Pokémon trainers – but the way he does it changes. He’s helped Ash and Misty grow as people and as trainers, and then he did the same to Max, May – that’s Max’s sister – and Dawn. And he’s learned how to be a doctor to Pokémon, as well as knowing how to treat us to make us better at whatever it is we’re going to do.”

“What does Brockster mean?”

Geodude chuckled. “Heh, just my name for the guy. It’s cool, you don’t need to use it. Anyway, uh, does that help?”

“I still don’t really understand what we’re going to do,” Rockruff admitted, but her tail was still wagging. “But I think it’s going to be interesting! It is, right?”

“Pretty much,” Geodude chuckled. “You’re all right, Rockruff. If you have any questions, ask me.”

“Okay,” the other Rock-type nodded. “Geodude? When’s lunch?”

Geodude laughed.


Blaine sent out his third and last Pokémon, who appeared in a flash of white light and shifted its stance a little.

“Magmar,” the Fire-type said, by way of introduction.

“Is that the same Magmar you had when you battled me?” Ash asked. “That seems like a long time.”

“Actually, no, I’ve gone through two Magmar already since then,” Blaine replied. “There’s a whole extended family, she’s one of the latest generation.”

“Cinnabar Magmar respect,” Magmar agreed.

“Begin!” Blaine went on, and Magmar blew a stream of flame up towards Delta.

The Water-type dispelled the attack with a flap of his wings, blowing water-containing air into the path of the Flamethrower, then circled for a moment as Delta considered his options.

“Bubblebeam!” Max ordered.

Delta spat out a stream of bubbles again, going on a strafing run, and Magmar dodged nimbly away from the direction of the jet. She fired out bursts of flame – Flamethrowers and Fire Blasts – which were weakened by the ongoing rain but still did their job of making it harder for Delta to get her for more than a second or two.

Annoyed, Delta dove for greater speed and less travel time, and Magmar was battered by a continuous stream that formed white-and-blue explosions across her side.

Then, as Delta got closer, she jumped and gave him a right hook with a Thunderpunch.

Delta spun out, barely avoiding a nasty crash, then recovered and pulled a wingover to get much higher into the air.

“Are you okay?” Max checked.

“Yeah, though that really hurt!” Delta complained, rising higher in case Magmar tried jumping again.

“Okay, stick to long rang attacks!” Max decided. “In fact, use Surf! Try and make sure it’s spread out!”

Delta built up a ball of water, circling well out of attack range. Then he came a little closer, pulled up short, and ‘lobbed’ the water bomb at Magmar.

She watched it come closer, shifting her footwork a little, then Thunderpunched it – blowing it apart, and sending a stream of sparkling droplets right back at Delta.

The Mantine tried to dodge, but didn’t get out of the way in time as the shotgun blast of electrified droplets reached his altitude. Electricity fizzed over his wings, and he suddenly stopped flapping and fell out of the air.

Delta used Surf as he got near the ground, the burst of water letting him soft-land, but Magmar came running over while he was still Paralyzed.

“Cinnabar Circuit!” the Fire-type called, feet steaming as they touched the water, and punched Delta’s landing puddle to electrocute him again.

When the crackling electrical energy faded, Delta was clearly out of the battle.

Max returned him, then frowned. “Uh… okay, not sure who to use now… wait, Magmar can have Flame Body, right!”

Making a decision, he threw Kris’s projector.

The Porygon drew her combat form out of vectors, already moving, and her eyes flashed.

“Conversion!” Max ordered, and the blue panels on Kris’ fighterform shimmered before changing to red. She swooped around in a tight turn, firing a Tri Attack, and Magmar avoided with a deft dodge to the side.


Battling, Deoxys stated. Examination of skill. Test of strength, of ingenuity.

“Yes, that’s right,” Latios agreed. “That’s a lot of the reason most trainers do it, and why Pokémon do the same. But there’s another reason, as well… not everyone is nice. There are bad humans and bad Pokémon, and if you’re in trouble with them then it’s best to be able to fight back. Not everyone needs to be able to, but we’re Legendary Pokémon – and Ash is a hero, and you know what they’re like.”

His sister giggled, and Deoxys-Orange gave them both an uncomprehending look.

I do not know what heroes are like, he said. What are heroes like?

Latios hesitated, then shared his realization with Latias.

The only thing I can think of is to say that heroes are like Ash…

It’s a pretty accurate description, Latias agreed. The problem is that it’s like a Natu and egg problem.

A what? Latios asked. Have you been reading some kind of obscure philosophy book?

No, just speaking to Snorlax, Latias told him. Snorlax is very wise.

He sleeps all day.

Exactly! Latias agreed, then noticed that Deoxys was still waiting for them to say something. “Oh, sorry – we’re trying to work out how to explain heroes to you. It’s not easy.”


“Hold on…” Max said, softly, thinking to himself. “I did teach Casper that move, right?”

Kris zoomed past on her latest attack run, and Magmar came close to hitting her with a Thunderpunch.

“Again!” Max instructed. “Closer – Sharpen and use Tackle!”

Kris’ wings became sharper still, an audible whummm coming from them as they sliced the air, and she landed a glancing blow on Magmar’s side – only to take a very direct Thunderpunch, sending her spinning through the air a bit.

“Conversion 2!” Max called out as quickly as he could, and the facets of Kris’ vector body shimmered. They lost the orange colour that had bled into them when she had taken on Magmar’s Fire-type, and instead became a subtler, deeper blue with a hint of purple to them.

“I can’t keep track of what these conversion moves do,” Blaine grumbled. “They’re always so fiddly, and only Porygon ever use them. What did that one do?”

“I think it gave Kris the Dragon-type,” Max answered. “Okay, Kris, now use Zen Headbutt!”

Kris rotated, banking around, and charged in again. This time, she hit head-on, and knocked Magmar backwards with an oof – but, as she bounced backwards, her vector form was outlined by flickering reddish flames.

“Come back!” Max said promptly, and checked his Key Stone was still glowing before sending Casper out again.


“Okay, I’m not sure I understand that one,” Latios admitted.

“I think I know,” Pikachu replied. “So Max could have sent out Casper straight away, but he didn’t – and I think that’s because he was worried about what abilities Magmar might have.”

“Magmar…” Latios repeated, as Casper fired a Shadow Ball before charging in to try and trip Magmar up with his fist. “They can have Vital Spirit and Flame Body, right?”

“I think that’s right,” Pikachu shrugged dismissively. “I only really care about the Flame Body one. So he decided to have Kris make sure, and for that he needed her to be something that wasn’t Fire type.”

“So I did get that part,” Latios squeaked. “But why did he only change to Casper once he was sure? Shouldn’t it be the other way around? And if he’s having Casper fight, why’s he having him use contact moves?”

“Well-” Pikachu began, before a shout interrupted them.


“My hair’s on fire!” Casper yelped.

“Stay calm!” Max called. “You don’t have hair!”

“Oh, right,” Casper realized, though his head was still aflame. “What now?”

“Use Dad’s special move!”

Casper grinned, and pointed his arm at Magmar – who was just using Flamethrower at that moment.

The pink claws that spilled out of his arm bunched up into a fist, then the fist telescoped out and punched Magmar very hard indeed. The Facade attack was made much more powerful than normal by Casper’s burn, and Magmar went flying halfway across the crater to smack into the nearby rock wall.

With a grinding sound, part of the rock wall collapsed on top of her.

Blaine looked at the pile of rock, then shook his head and started to chuckle.

“I can see you’re passing on your unique style,” he said to Ash, returning Magmar by the foot poking out of the rocks, then turned to Max. “Well done, and you have earned the Volcanobadge.”

“Can someone extinguish me now please?” Casper asked, patting gingerly at his head. “I’m starting to get quite a headache…”


“Well, here we are,” Brock noted. “What do you think, Rockruff? I think this is your first encounter with a city.”

“It’s… very big?” Rockruff tried. “And full of a lot of smells I don’t know. Lots of humans… there must be thousands of humans living here!”

“It’s a lot more than just thousands,” Brock told her. “Want to have a look around to see what it’s like inside?”

“Yes!” Rockruff barked.

“I think I’d like to go see if I can get a Pokétch quickly, before we actually head to the Pokémon Centre,” Dawn requested. “And – Brock, can I just check?”

“Check what?” Brock asked.

“Well, I wanted to know how well I did on that illusion test,” Dawn clarified. “You know, where there were all those illusions in the forest, and I had to work out what was going on and how to get out?”

Brock frowned. “I didn’t set up a test…”

“I have a plan,” Buneary suggested. “Let’s just assume everything worked out okay and go and get a Pokétch. And some milkshakes.”


“How’s that?” Serena asked. “Not too tight?”

Blitzle shook himself a little, testing the fit of the saddle, then nodded an okay.

“Good,” Serena said, patting him, and rose to her feet. “Okay, the saddle’s on, so now we need to walk with it for about twenty minutes so he gets used to it.”

“That sounds about right,” Grace agreed. “Have fun, dear.”

“I think we will,” Serena chuckled. “It’s going to be the later training sessions, when it’s up to an hour, that it’s going to get a bit boring…”

“Rhyhorn don’t need to get used to the saddle,” Grace pointed out. “They’re tough enough to just have it put on them and go.”

“Mom…” Serena sighed.

“I’m only teasing, dear,” Grace said. “Now, you’d better get going, I think Blitzle’s ready for you.”
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241. Sinnoh 5


“I remember this being harder,” Piplup mused, looking at Dawn’s new Pokétch to make sure it was as he remembered it. “Wasn’t there something with a clown, a city-wide shortage of Pokétches, and… oh, right, that was Team Rocket.”

“Yeah, it actually feels kind of odd,” Dawn agreed. “It’s been days without them showing up, and normally that means they’re just preparing something huge…”

Shrugging it off, she checked the apps on her Pokétch. “So that’s the Pokémon status one, that’s the drawing one…”

“Excuse me?” Rockruff yipped, drawing the attention of both humans – though only Brock could understand her. “Was someone talking about food?”

“You mean earlier?” Brock checked. “The milkshake? That’s actually a drink – but I’m sure you can try one when we go to the shop.”

“Will I like it?”

“Let’s find that out when we get there,” Piplup suggested.

“Shouldn’t someone wait at the Pokémon Centre for Ash and Max?” Dawn said. “I don’t want to just go off without them.”

“We could leave one of the Pokémon, if they don’t want to have a milkshake,” Brock frowned. “Anyone volunteering?”

As they considered that, two blurs passed overhead.

“Or we could wait until they just show up out of nowhere,” Brock added. “That seems much better.”

Latias and Latios came back to hover overhead, then dropped smoothly out of the sky.

“You’re making aircraft look really bad when you do that,” Dawn said. “Most of them can’t take off like that, and most of the ones which can can’t fly that fast.”

“We’re just that cool, I guess,” Latias squeaked/‘pathed. “How did it go?”

Dawn showed off her Pokétch.

“…should that be impressive?” Latias blinked. “I don’t actually know why you were here.”

“I’m here to get my Pokétch and compete in a Contest,” Dawn clarified. “So that’s half done. What about you guys?”

“I’ve got my eighth Kanto badge!” Max reported proudly. “It was a pretty tricky fight, we had to out-think Blaine, but we did!”

“Well done, then,” Brock told Max. “Blaine’s a tricky opponent, you can’t just rely on type advantages against him.”

“Yeah, Delta had trouble,” Max agreed. “Fortunately I didn’t really offer any good targets for a Solarbeam.”

“So now you can go and do the Indigo League when it’s on, right?” Dawn nodded to herself. “Well, good luck! I guess you’ll want to train as much as possible before you go?”

“Well, yeah, I want to make sure all the problems we spotted are either sorted out or at least… less problem-y… before going to the League,” Max said. “Oh, though, that does remind me – Deoxys actually turned up. You know, the one I accidentally caught?”

“Yeah, you mentioned,” Dawn agreed. “How did that work out?”

“Pretty well, I think,” Max replied. “He decided he’d like to watch some more battles, so I gave him one of those transceivers so he can come to the Indigo League.”

They all looked over at Ash, who seemed to be having a bit of trouble with people asking for autographs.

“I wonder why that’s happening this time,” Max mused. “It doesn’t normally.”

“Maybe appearing out of the sky on a psychic dragon Legendary makes people notice?” Latias suggested. “So, what now?”

“I think Buneary’s been waiting for her milkshake for too long,” Dawn decided. “It looks like Latios is stuck with Ash. You can help them find us when we reach the shop, right?”

“Yep!” Latias agreed with a giggle.


“So, apparently this is a single Pokémon appeal,” Dawn began. “What do you guys think?”

She looked along the line of her Pokémon, from Piplup to Mamoswine – though Togekiss was away, handling the Royal Duties half of her shared career.

“Anyone want to give it a go?”

“Well, I’m not going to,” Quilava huffed, with a head-shake. “I’m still hurt by Piplup’s comments on trams.”

“They’re the urban equivalent of a gimmick scooter and you know it,” Piplup shot back.

“What about you, Buneary?” Dawn asked.

“Well… maybe,” Buneary frowned. “I think I’d rather leave it a bit, I think that routine with Ambipom with the ice balls is a winner.”

Ambipom nodded, taking a sip from her milkshake – a thick, cold one with peanut butter ice cream as a base.

“Mamoswine?” Piplup asked.

Mamoswine rumbled.

“He’d rather not,” Buneary supplied. “His latest solo trick isn’t ready for prime time yet.”

“That means me, then,” Piplup decided. “Well, I suppose I’ll have to…”

“You don’t have to,” Dawn assured him. “But if you’re okay with it, I think that’d be good. We’ve had the most time to work out something new and unique, anyway.”

Piplup nodded his assent.

“How’s the milkshake, by the way?”

“It needs to melt a bit,” Piplup judged.

“What kind of penguin are you?” Quilava asked.

“The kind who doesn’t like trams, apparently,” Buneary chuckled.

They all looked up as Ash came into the shop, followed by Lucario and a floating Pikachu.

The Pikachu in question ran along nothing, took a flying leap, and landed on Ash’s shoulder as he reached the counter – which made Dawn realize that the nothing was actually Latios, just invisible.

“Hey!” Latias called. “Brother – try the cinnamon one, it’s great!”

Mamoswine rumbled something.

“He’s wondering if that’s going to end up called the CinnamEon Surprise,” Buneary relayed.


“This is going to be pretty odd,” Max mused, as they sat in the Contest Hall seats. “I’m pretty used to watching these, but it’s always because May’s in the Contest – not Dawn, I think I might have seen her once…”

He shook his head. “Anyway – I wonder how she’ll be different.”

“See if you can spot any differences,” Brock suggested. “Try and work out how May would do it.”

“I’m… not sure that will help,” Max admitted. “I’m not really very good at working out that kind of thing at the best of times.”

They looked up as the first contestant came out, a girl with bright red-orange hair.

“Isn’t that Zoey?” Brock said. “Ash, is she…”

Ash looked at Brock for a moment, confused, then realized what he meant and closed one eye to look. “No,” he answered. “I don’t know why Drew was and she’s not.”

There was a flash of smoke as Zoey sent out her Pokémon and a slightly excessive number of smoke seals went off at once, and for a long moment the smoke cloud just hung there – not moving in the slightest. Then three long, wicked, shadowy claws cut through it as Zoey’s Glameow used her Shadow Claw move, slicing the smoke apart and seeming to burst through into the air with her tail drawing the smoke out behind her.

Flicking the long tail around her, Glameow coiled it briefly before springing high into the air. That gave her the height to pounce into the still-lingering smoke cloud, and another blur of Shadow Claws sliced it to indistinct ribbons which boiled away in all directions.

Before the smoke had quite dissipated, however, Glameow flicked her tail around again – drawing it all together into a dust-devil, then sending it darting high into the air to fall apart as it approached the ceiling.

“That’s interesting,” Corona commented, leaning on the back of the seat in front. “I wonder if there’s a way for me to control a smokescreen like that. One of the things my fighting style does need is a way to hide a little better.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Max agreed, as Zoey and Glameow gave bows and walked off – replaced by an older coordinator, a man who sent out a very sleek-looking Rapidash.


“Here we go,” Dawn whispered, and stepped out onto the stage.

Her dress felt comfortable, familiar, as she wore it for the second first time, and she listened to the announcers telling everyone who she was.

“Please can everyone give a warm welcome to Dawn Berlitz!” Marian told the crowd. “She’s a newcomer to Pokémon Contests, so let’s hope her first performance with us today is a big splash!”

Smiling a little, Dawn threw her Pokéball.

When Piplup emerged, he detonated two Splash Seals on his Pokéball, and there was a laugh from the audience as Marian’s prediction came true in an unexpected way.

“Whirlpools!” Dawn told him, and her Water-type did a pirouette – whipping up the water falling all around him, and adding more of his own into a well-practiced whirlpool.

After a few seconds, he stopped with his flippers out to either side – cutting the whirlpool off at the base, but leaving the rest of it to keep going with the rotational energy he’d put into it. Diving forwards and sliding for a moment on his belly, Piplup moved to the other side of the arena and started up a second whirlpool.

This one built up faster, reaching full speed before the first one had begun to really lose energy, and Piplup darted over to start a third one off to the side of the first two.

Once that was going, he stopped himself from giving it energy and began to swim instead, and was promptly spat out at high speed towards the first whirlpool he’d created as it began to fall apart.

Spending a few seconds to stabilize it, he jumped from that one to the second, then to the third, back to the second – darting from one to the next at increasing speed, and steering them towards one another so they met in the middle of the arena.

For several seconds, Piplup vanished entirely inside the clashing and barely-controlled waterspouts. Then there was a flash of purple energy as he unleashed his Bide, and he mixed in an Ice Beam to freeze the whole collection just as the chaotic Whirlpools finally fell apart completely.

After a few nervous seconds as both Dawn and Piplup tried to look like they were confident the whole thing wouldn’t just shatter from the stress, they relaxed and Piplup struck a pose.

“Well!” Marian said, deeply impressed. “That’s quite a debut performance! Everyone put your hands together for Dawn and Piplup!”

“What do you know,” Piplup said, as Dawn picked him up and they bowed to the crowd. “It didn’t explode this time.”

“Most contest routines are meant to explode,” Dawn replied quietly. “But the ones that aren’t supposed to are rarely helped when it happens anyway…”


“Home again, home again, juggitey jug,” Latias squeaked.

“What?” Latios asked, as they passed over the invisible line that was the Altomare city limits and began to dive. “What does that mean?”

“I heard someone say it when they got home, once,” Latias replied.

They plunged into the water, invisible and as smooth as silk, and began navigating the waterways of their home. Other swimming Pokémon moved to the side as they went past, used by now to the occasional high-speed freak wave, and they continued to talk. Are you sure that’s what they said?

It was a while ago, Latias admitted. But I’m pretty sure it was close. I don’t know what a jug has to do with getting home, though.

Maybe it’s so you can have a drink after a long journey? Latios suggested. And saying juggitey jug is because you’re feeling really affectionate towards it?

I don’t know… Latias shook her head, and then they were through the underwater hole in the wall and rising into the secret garden.

Dropping their stealth in unison, the brother and sister duo emerged into the air – to be met by Lugia, who was lying on the path and drumming his wing on the grass.

“Hi, Lugia!” Latias waved. “How are you?”

“Well…” Lugia began, stopped, then shook his head and chuckled. “I realized not long after you left that I’d not really thought the whole thing through.”

“Why’s that?” Latios asked, curious.

“Well, you two can patrol the city,” Lugia said. “You can swim underwater, go invisible, take on human form and hide that way, and of course the garden is built for you to fit in.”

He spread his wings, indicating the Secret Garden. “I’m a bit too big. And I don’t fit down that entrance/exit into the canals – or the canals, really – and if I took wing and left the garden I’d be totally obvious instantly.”

The mental image drew a giggle from both dragons, not just Latias, and Lugia smiled a little.

“So I’ve been sitting here for the past few hours,” he finished. “The Soul Dew is safe, by the way.”

“Poor Lugia,” Latias sighed extravagantly. “What were you going to do if someone did come after the Soul Dew?”

“Be very grateful something interesting was happening,” Lugia replied with a chuckle. “Then, depending on how I felt and how powerful they were, either use psychic powers to lift them into the air and hold them in place or just use Aeroblast.”

They turned to look at the shrine holding the Soul Dew.

“…isn’t there a lot of houses behind that?”

“No, I worked out where there’s just a canal,” Lugia replied. “I’ve not had a lot to do but look at this old tourism map. Next time I’m bringing a book.”


“So, what do you think of Dawn so far?” Brock asked.

“I’m not sure, really,” Max admitted. “It’s kind of hard to tell. I’ve been looking, but I’ve only seen a couple of battle rounds and one appeal round – so I’m not sure what’s a Dawn thing and what’s a Piplup thing.”

“Yeah, I can understand that,” Brock agreed.

He looked down at Rockruff. “What do you think of this whole thing?”

“It’s very interesting!” Rockruff told him earnestly. “It’s kind of like battling but without really battling? Or is that a silly way to describe it?”

“I don’t think it’s a silly way,” Brock assured her. “Though I think the important thing about it might not be whether or not it’s ‘really’ battling but what your priority is – you’re still trying to defeat your opponent, it’s just that showiness is a way of doing it even if your opponent’s more powerful.”

Rockruff nodded, absorbing that.

“It looks like Dawn is going onto the battle area again,” she observed, pointing. “And the girl with the cat Pokémon – the Glameow?”

“Zoey,” Brock supplied. “We actually knew her pretty well – she’s a good person.”

He chuckled. “I suppose it’s a good sign they’re meeting in the final.”


“You’re doing really well, especially as it’s your first Contest,” Zoey said, giving Dawn a nod. “But I think you might have trouble with my Glameow – she’s a bit more subtle than your opponents so far.”

“Yeah, the guy with the Rapidash was a bit odd,” Dawn agreed. She glanced up at the scoreboard, to be sure they hadn’t started counting yet, then nodded back.

“Begin!” the announcer announced, and both Coordinators sent out their Pokémon.

Almost as soon as he appeared, Piplup launched into a spin – conjuring a quick Whirlpool around himself, hiding him from Glameow.

“Peel that whirlpool!” Zoey instructed, and Glameow darted forwards. Tail lashing, she manifested her Shadow Claws and swiped at the water with care.

The claws punctured a hole in the envelope keeping the water moving, and it sprayed outwards – something Glameow had been ready for, as she jumped to avoid it.

What she wasn’t ready for, however, was that Piplup had already left his own whirlpool to avoid being caught. Using it to catapult him into the air, he did a forwards flip before landing in the puddle he’d left and using Peck.

The elongated spear-tip of his beak flicked out at Glameow, and she retreated before using Iron Tail and fighting back – manipulating her tail as though it were a steel whip, with long flourishes to catch the eye between impacts. They clashed two or three times in quick succession, then Piplup offered an opening and took a blow to the side of the beak from Glameow’s tail-whip.

“Whirlpool!” Dawn called, and Piplup used the momentum of the impact to make him spin faster – converting the power of Glameow’s attack into a boost to his own, and whipping up a quick waterspout to block Glameow’s next attack.

The feline Pokémon took a step back, glancing at her trainer, and Zoe frowned.

“Okay…” she muttered, thinking for a second, then nodded sharply. “Bounce and then use Iron Tail!”

Glameow’s tail coiled up like a spring, and she launched herself sharply into the air. The force of the push sent her halfway to the roof, and she activated her Iron Tail again on the way down.

Piplup wasn’t sticking to a simple Whirlpool, however. Before Glameow reached the apex of her jump, he wove an Ice Beam into his routine – containing it so it remained a blue glow in the core of the whirlpool, until when Glameow drove her Iron Tail into the attack it just released all the ice energy at once.

Tail suddenly trapped by the instantly-frozen and still-spinning vortex, Glameow was spun around one and a half turns before the ice broke and sent her skidding across the room.

“Oh, and that’s a very impressive trick!” Marian commented. “And without Dawn having to tell Piplup a thing – one thing’s for sure, that’s a sign of plenty of training!”

Glameow rolled back to her paws, and she and her trainer both looked up at the score counter – showing that the two of them were coming off decidedly second best points-wise.

“Glameow, let’s change our approach,” Zoey decided. “Use Shadow Claw on your tail!”

Glameow’s tail coiled up so she could reach it more easily, and she flicked her ghostly Shadow Claws along it as it turned to the silver-shine of Iron Tail. The combination held only for a moment, at first, but then Glameow began to spin her tail around more and gather the charge into a useful form.

“Now!” Zoey called suddenly, and Glameow charged forwards. Her tail continued spiralling around, building up the ghostly energy inside it more and more as it went faster and faster, and she reached attack range of Piplup before flicking the whole combination around like a whip aimed directly at Piplup.

“Peck!” Dawn countered, and Piplup did so. He took Glameow’s tail in his beak as it came at him, enduring the power of her attack as it fizzled and sparked all around him, then used Whirlpool – with such force that it dragged the startled feline into the spiral, winding her up before catapulting her outwards and up into the air.

Still in the middle of his spin, Piplup used Bubblebeam – his bubbles picking up some of the lingering Ghost-type energy in the area, and bombarding Glameow in a series of smoky bursts which didn’t add to the damage of the Bubblebeam itself but certainly made it look more impressive.

Glameow hit the floor with a wet splat, jumped to her feet, and tripped over her own tail before falling back to the floor again.

“Glameow?” Zoey called, worried.

After a few seconds, Marian called it. “As Glameow is no longer able to battle, the victory goes to Dawn Berlitz!”

Before the crowd had really started cheering, however, Dawn was already offering Zoey her hand to shake.

“That was a good match,” she said, as Zoey took it. “Really.”

“I’m glad you think so,” Zoey replied, wincing. “It didn’t feel very good from this side…”

“No, really,” Dawn stressed. “Look… there’s something I’d really like to talk to you about – do you mind if I meet you in the Pokémon Centre in a few minutes?”

“Well – sure,” Zoey agreed. “I’ll have to go there anyway for Glameow, so it’s no problem for me.”

She waved Dawn towards Marian. “Now, go on – you won that ribbon fair and square! You only get your first ribbon once, so go ahead and enjoy it!”


A few minutes later, Zoey handed over her bedraggled Glameow to the local Joy.

“How bad is it?” she asked, anxious, and the Joy ran her scanner over the Normal-type before giving her a smile.

“Don’t worry,” she said first. “Your Glameow’s fine, she’s just a bit tired. She’ll be right as rain before long – shouldn’t be more than twenty minutes. You can wait by the front desk, or I’ll call you on the intercom when she’s ready otherwise.”

“Thank you,” Zoey relaxed. “I know Pokémon can take a lot, but…”

“Your Glameow would have to be much worse off before I’d be worried,” the Joy assured her. “Her pride, on the other hand…”

That drew a chuckle from the coordinator, but then there was the sound of the door to the Pokémon centre opening and she looked around – seeing her erstwhile opponent coming in, along with a few friends.

One of them looked familiar-

“Is that Ash Ketchum!?” the Joy asked suddenly, startled. “I… hope he’s not as bad for the scenery as the rumours say, we just redecorated…”


“So,” Zoey began, once they were in one of the side rooms. “You wanted to say something?”

“Yeah,” Dawn agreed. “It’s kind of going to sound a bit odd, but – I know you. And I mean as a friend.”

Zoey lifted a hand with finger upraised, paused, then lowered it again.

“I was going to ask how,” she informed them. “But I’m pretty sure you’re going to tell me, or there’d be no point having the conversation to begin with.”

“It’s kind of a big thing,” Dawn agreed. “Basically, time travel – I knew you, and then we went back in time.”

Dawn shook her head. “Still sounds strange to say it out loud, I know… but there’s a way we can prove it to you.”

“I’m still stuck on the time travel,” Zoey admitted. “Why would you possibly need to do that? Or did you need to?”

“It was kind of accidental, in a way,” Ash supplied. “The world ended, and I got sent back in time to save it – everyone else sort of came along for the ride.”

Zoey winced. “Ouch… so you’re literally trying to save the world, huh?”

She looked down for a moment, then back up at Dawn. “So… I guess that means that wasn’t your first Ribbon?”

“No,” Dawn admitted. “But we did both take part in this Contest last time, and you won it. So… sorry?”

“I don’t think you need to apologize,” Zoey shrugged, waving it off. “It’s just like if you’d had extra experience first – I certainly didn’t go easy on you, you earned that ribbon.”

Dawn smiled, and Zoey smiled slightly too on seeing her reaction.

“So… how far did you come from?” Zoey asked. “You don’t look very old.”

“It’s kind of complicated,” Ash supplied. “We’re as old as we should be, we just… remember last time. Dawn picked up her memories less than a year ago, but I’ve been back for more than three years.”

“And I wanted you to know, because you were my friend,” Dawn explained. “And because I think Ash should be able to do the same thing with you-”

“Dawn,” Ash interrupted.

Dawn looked back. “Huh?”

“I can’t,” Ash told her. “She’s not remindable – I don’t know why.”

“Seriously?” Dawn demanded. “Why not? Paul was remindable!”

“Paul?” Zoey asked.

“He’s kind of a jerk who Ash battled a lot last time,” Dawn explained. “But – I mean… okay, something’s wrong here. Are you sure-”

“Pretty sure,” Ash answered. “I’ve always been able to tell who I can do it to, and she doesn’t show up.”

“Can you try anyway?” Dawn asked. “Maybe it’s different for Zoey – I mean, if you don’t mind?”

Zoey thought about it.

“If you’re not sure if you can do this time-travel thing to me, then you certainly can’t do my Glameow,” she said, carefully. “Do I forget anything if you do?”

“No,” Dawn told her. “When it happened with me, it was like I remembered two versions of everything from the moment Ash came back in time and started changing things. Some of it was the same, so that’s just normal, but I remember both versions of the things that were different.”

“Like the Fairy type?” Max asked. “Lucky you – I got reminded before it existed, so I had to do all that stuff as extra revision.”

“The… Fairy type?” Zoey asked carefully. “What do you mean, before it existed?”

“Yeah, uh…” Ash chuckled. “We’ve kind of changed a lot of things over the past few years… last time around there were only seventeen types.”

“Well, then, go ahead,” Zoey decided. “I’m always interested in making new friends, and apparently I made some where I can skip the simple bit!”

Dawn smiled, then Ash took Zoey’s hand and focused.

“…sorry, I don’t think it worked,” Zoey told them, a few seconds later. “I don’t feel any different.”

“Right,” Dawn said. “Ash, I think we need to get this sorted out. The Lake guardians are connected to this, right? What’s the best way to contact them?”


“So, what’s this called?” Azelf asked.

“This is known as a mai tai,” Uxie said, passing them over to Mesprit and Azelf. “They like them here.”

“Interesting,” Mesprit muttered, taking a sip. “Fruit flavour. Large quantity of sugar. Highly alcoholic.”

The Emotion Pokémon looked up. “Would recommend not overindulging. Meeting is supposed to be for handling important issues.”

“Which there aren’t, not at the moment,” Azelf shrugged. “We should probably make sure we can teleport home, though.”

There was a bright flash next to them, and all three Lake Guardians looked around – seeing a group of familiar humans, with one extra, and Mewtwo hovering an inch or two off the ground.

“Okay, maybe there are some issues,” Azelf admitted.

“What brings you here?” Uxie asked, focusing on Ash, Brock, Dawn and Max. “Is there a problem? I am not aware of any.”

“Those are the lake guardians,” said the new human, in an amazed voice. “You just phoned up Mewtwo to get him to teleport us to the Lake Guardians.”

She looked around, only now noticing the long, sandy beach and the palm trees and the brilliant cerulean surf rolling in from a sun-drenched sea. “And… where are we?”

“It looks like somewhere in the south Pacific,” Brock said.

“Never mind that now,” Dawn interrupted. “Didn’t you guys say you had something to do with when Ash reminds people?”

“Yes. Not primary function, subsidiary, mostly Uxie.” Mesprit’s tails flicked out to the side, then back down. “Agitation. Interesting. What is the nature of your metaphysical emergency?”

“Zoey can’t be reminded,” she told them.

“Clarify, please. Is this unexpected?”

“Unexpected?” Dawn repeated. “Yes, it is! Paul could be reminded – but Zoey was one of my closest friends, one of Ash’s closest friends in Sinnoh, and… it doesn’t make any sense that it wouldn’t work for her.”

“That sounds…” Uxie began, then stopped for a moment.

“What?” Azelf pressed. “What is it, Uxie?”

“Do you remember when we first realized something had gone wrong with time?” Uxie asked them. “How much work it was to make it so Ash could handle more than just a few people, and keep the memories going in storage for so long?”

“Of course,” Mesprit agreed. “Was good work if I do say so myself. Very satisfying.”

Azelf’s tails went still for a moment. “Wait, now I remember too. Wasn’t it his childhood friend?”

“Yes!” Uxie confirmed. “It was almost exactly the same!”

“You mean Gary?” Ash said, baffled. “But I did remind him! It worked just fine!”

“Actually, that has been something I didn’t understand,” Brock volunteered. “Why did you only remind him when you met him at the P1 Grand Prix?”

“That was the first time I met him again,” Ash replied. “I didn’t before then because I didn’t know it was possible.”

“But you knew it was possible for Misty,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Yeah, because…” Ash’s voice trailed off slowly. “Because I saw her in Aura Sight. But I should have seen Gary too, and he didn’t show up.”

“Right,” Pikachu agreed. “Something is up.”

“And you didn’t manage to remind any of his Pokémon,” Brock added. “You managed some of Max’s Pokémon, but none of Gary’s, even though you knew Gary for a lot longer.”

“Gary Oak was a particularly difficult subject to sort out,” Mesprit informed them. “Reason unsure. No obvious cause forthcoming.”

“I don’t follow half of this,” Zoey apologized. “But… does this mean you could get me sorted out with this?”

“Unknown,” Mesprit answered.

“But we’re going to try!” Azelf added. “We’ll do our best to help out!”


“Hmmm…” Uxie pondered. “I remember how we did this last time, but it was a bit fiddly.”

The Lake Guardian frowned. “Actually, it might be a bit easier this time because Ash is actually here.”

“What do I need to do?” Ash asked, sitting down cross-legged. “Is it going to be hard?”

“Well, that depends how you view it,” Uxie replied. “Right, Mesprit?”

“Not my department. Ask Azelf.”

“Yeah, this is kind of a willpower thing,” Azelf agreed, floating forwards and giving Ash a small bow. “But it actually involves all three of us, and that might not be enough…”

“Does it involve me?” Zoey asked nervously. “I’ve heard about the kind of things Ash gets into.”

“This will probably not involve space, large explosions or more than six Legendary Pokémon,” Uxie told her.

“Six?” Zoey repeated. “Why six?”

“There’s four here already, we might need Celebi, and Max has one as well,” Azelf supplied. “Okay, Ash, let’s do this. You know how to meditate, right?”

Ash put his hands on his knees, closed his eyes, and began to concentrate. Breathing deeply and evenly, a faint glow flickering around the tops of his fingers.

“I think that’s a yes,” Max said.

“Good,” Mesprit told Ash. “Concentrate. You knew Zoey? Helpful. Focus on your friendship.”

“Think about everything you knew about her,” Uxie added. “All the details, from the large to the small. Try and bring that all together.”

“Form a gestalt,” Mesprit took up the thread. “A single idea. Not the moments but the person, everything about them.”

“And only on that,” Azelf stressed. “Make sure that’s the only thing you have in your mind – the only picture.”

Slowly, the three Legendary Pokémon raised their tails. Mesprit and Uxie drifted forwards, taking up positions just behind Ash’s shoulders, then turned and joined their tails with Azelf to form a continuous ring.

“Found by emotion,” Mesprit began.

“Recorded in memory,” Uxie continued.

“Recalled by willpower,” Azelf concluded.

Red light chased around the circle for a moment, then faded into a ringing silence.

Uxie coughed. “Jirachi?”

Jirachi looked up from a half-finished ice cream. “What?”

“We all wish that Zoey’s memories can be returned to her,” Uxie informed him.

Jirachi’s third eye opened in surprise, and then his tags lit up as well. The circle formed by the three Lake Guardians shone a brilliant white, and when it faded the three of them drooped towards the floor. Ash was suddenly panting, red-faced as if he’d run a marathon, and Jirachi nearly dropped his ice cream.

Also, Celebi was hovering there.

“Don’t do that again!” she chided. “It took me fourteen tries to get it to work without you all screwing something important up!”

“I don’t remember that happening last time,” Uxie muttered.

“That’s because last time you had me there helping from the beginning, and it was an easier one to begin with,” Celebi informed the Lake Guardians crossly.

With that, she vanished.

Ash reached out his hand to Zoey, tired but triumphant, and after a moment’s hesitation she took it.

Then she gasped.

“Are you okay?” Dawn asked.

“I – yeah, but…” Zoey began automatically, then stopped and shook her head. “Not really,” she amended. “I was… this is so weird… I know why we’re here, but at the same time it feels like it was just a few seconds ago I was trying to save you three.”

“You mean… us?” Azelf asked. “That… I did not expect in the slightest.”

Brock looked up from checking to see if Uxie was all right. “You were right there when it was all happening?”

“Someone was… I think they were using the Lake Guardians to try and capture Dialga and Palkia,” Zoey said, closing her eyes to help her remember. “There’s someone… who I didn’t recognize then, but I think it was that guy who was in the news for discovering Mega Evolutions – he was there with me, and I was trying to help but they beat him and-”

Zoey stopped, and swallowed.

“Sorry,” she said. “It was really scary…”

“Do you mean Gary Oak?” Uxie asked.

“Yes, that’s him,” Zoey agreed.

“That’s… very odd,” Azelf mused. “We had trouble bringing back Gary’s memories, and we had much more trouble with Zoey. And they were both near where all this actually happened.”

The Being of Emotion floated up to Zoey. “Must apologize for causing distress. But must know. Where exactly were you?”

“I was…” Zoey frowned. “I was trying to break… Uxie out of these weird glass containers. Gallade and Leafeon and Glameow, they were all trying to protect me, but they were being beaten and-”

She stopped. “What about my Pokémon? Can you do the same thing with them?”

“I… don’t think so,” Ash said, shaking his head. “It was really hard to do you – it felt like I really had to drag them up, not like it is with everyone else. I can’t remember how hard it was with Gary, but I couldn’t manage any of his Pokémon either.”

Zoey blinked fast, one hand going to her eye to wipe away a tear. “Then…”

She sighed. “I guess you did warn me… but it’s not your fault. And I know my Pokémon better now, even if they don’t know me. I just… will I get the same ones?”

“Yes,” Mesprit told her bluntly. “Will ask Celebi to make sure of it. She will not mind.”

The Coordinator let out a relieved sigh. “Well… thank you, then.”

She turned to Dawn. “And… thank you for all of this, too. You’re a good friend – three of you are good friends, and I’m sure Max will be too.”

“I’m… actually not in Sinnoh for very long,” Max warned her.

“…I’m not sure how to react to that,” Zoey admitted. “I hope we get along anyway?”

“Sounds good to me,” Max agreed.

Are you done? Mewtwo asked, making them jump. I mainly ask because I’d quite like to try the drinks, but I’m unwilling to drunk-teleport so I’ll get you back to where you were before I try some.

“I don’t think we’ve got anything else to do here,” Dawn began, then corrected herself. “Well, there is one thing.”

She crouched down to the three tired Lake Guardians.

“Thank you, all of you,” she said sincerely. “I know it was a lot of work, but… well, thank you. I didn’t want to miss out on a friend like that.”

“Our pleasure. Metaphorically and literally, though not physically,” Mesprit told her.

Azelf looked over at the table. “I think I’d like one of those My Ties now. I feel like we’ve earned it…”


“Ah, there you are,” Nurse Joy smiled. “Your Glameow is just fine now.”

She lifted the feline Normal-type to the countertop, and Glameow balanced herself finely for a moment before reaching out to Zoey.

The Coordinator took her starter Pokémon in both arms, giving her a hug. “Thank you.”

“It’s not a problem at all,” Joy said brightly. “Please, come again any time!”

Zoey walked away a few paces, waiting until she was far enough not to be overheard, then gave Glameow another squeeze.

“I’ve got so much to tell you…” she said, half-laughing. “And it’s going to sound so bizarre…”

Glameow wiggled about a bit, getting a paw free, then used her trainer’s arm as a support to give her a look.

“So that girl with the Piplup, she’s a time traveller.” Zoey chuckled at the look on Glameow’s face – quizzical and faintly disbelieving. “So are her friends – you know, Ash Ketchum and his friends. And you’ve got to admit, they’re odd enough.”

Seeing she wasn’t convincing Glameow yet, Zoey went on. “And – and they did something, so now I remember what happened as well. So I might be a bit… off… until I get used to it, because I remember lots of things you don’t and several companions you’ve never met. But I’ll do my best.”

She rubbed her chin against Glameow’s own. “So just be patient with me, okay?”

Glameow was still for several seconds, tail twitching idly, then nodded.

She yowled something, and Zoey wasn’t sure what it meant – but it sounded a bit familiar, from all the times they’d been planning contests in the past.

“You’re going to listen to me because I’m the one with the food?” she asked, laughing when Glameow gave her a slightly surprised nod. “Well, you’d better remember it!”

Letting Glameow down, she smiled – then shook her head. “Wow, Gallade would have loved that conversation…”

Glameow asked a question, tail flicking up for a moment, and Zoey spread her hands. “Sorry – we met him, or will meet him, in a few months.”

Her other Pokéball opened, and a wisp of smoke with a bead necklace let out a loud yawn – then tilted her head. “Miiis~?”

“Were you asleep the whole time, Misdreavus?” Zoey asked, and got a nod. “Okay, I’ll go over it again in a bit.”

She pointed. “But first – we’re going to have to work on some new routines! I’ve got lots of new ideas, and I’m going to make sure I live up to Dawn’s promise!”


“Reporting for duty, Boss!” Jessie reported, standing straight.

“We’re ready for our next assignment,” James added.

“Or, ya know whatever you got for us, sir,” Meowth finished.

Giovanni looked up, and nodded slightly. “Be seated.”

The trio sat down in one of Giovanni’s plush sofas, and waited.

Eventually, Giovanni finished his papers and put them away.

“What do you know about Sinnoh?” he asked.

“Uh… it’s kinda cold?” Meowth suggested.

“It’s where the world was created,” Jessie volunteered. “Or, well, the world was created everywhere, but-”

“How was the world created everywhere?” James interrupted. “I’m not sure-”

“Anyways!” Meowth said loudly. “So, uh, Sinnoh. Up north place. Lots’a legends.”

Persian rolled his eyes.

“That will do to begin with,” Giovanni told them, after several seconds. “We do not have any organizations there that are directly linked to Team Rocket, just a few subsidiary operations. Or we did.”

“Boss?” Jessie asked.

“Two months ago, the local head of operations in Canalave City stopped paying his dues. I sent Cassidy and… the other one… to investigate, but they found nothing.”

He gave them all a look. “Nothing. No sign of the local head of operations. Going by the reports, no sign of organized operations in the city at all.”

“Tough new police guy?” Meowth suggested. “Maybe dey got some cop on da edge to come in an’-”

Persian shifted slightly, and Meowth shut up.

“I find this highly suspicious,” Giovanni noted. “Crime does not just stop, and people do not get away with breaking faith with Team Rocket.”

He looked down for a moment, then back up. “Find out what happened. If the head of Canalave operations has gone into hiding, dig him out of his hole and bring him here to make his excuses. If someone else has moved in, find out who. And if this is something serious, help the Interpol investigation.”

James raised a hand. “Uh… Boss? What do we do if there’s no Interpol investigation to help?”

“I’m sure you can come up with a way to make sure there’s an Interpol investigation,” Giovanni said, smiling thinly. “You have your orders.”


“Hmmm…” Keldeo said to himself, inspecting the tourist map of Opelucid City. “Now, where did Cobalion say they’d be…”

He tapped a hoof absently, looking from place to place. “They said they’d come up here from Striaton, but was it going to be today or tomorrow… wait, I remember, it was the Moor of Icirrus!”

The Water-type glanced up at the sun. “I might need to get a move on…”

Turning, he began to canter through the street – drawing more than a few gasps as the people of the city recognized a Legendary Pokémon going past wearing a billed cap and two saddlebags.

It was nice to be able to run, and Keldeo settled down to an easy rhythm – his hooves striking the solid road as he ran west, towards the road which led to Tubeline Bridge.

As he went past one of the side roads, however, someone came out of it in a rush – nearly running into him, and making him skid to a halt in a clatter of hooves. There was a thump and a muffled ow from the person who’d come close to running him down, as they tried to come to a quick halt and fell over.

“Are you all right?” he asked, turning to look – and stopped.

“Iris!?”

“Yeah, wha-” Iris began, then froze halfway through picking up her bags of shopping. A bottle of steel polish rolled away, before Keldeo stopped it with a hoof.

Slowly, Iris looked up.

“You’re a Keldeo, right?” she asked, then her gaze flicked up to the hat. “Wait, you’re not just a Keldeo, you’re Ash’s Keldeo!”

She gave him a puzzled look. “How do you know my name?”

“That’s… kind of a long story,” Keldeo admitted. “But, now I think about it, you should probably hear it. It’s going to be pretty important – look, is there somewhere we can talk?”

Iris finished picking up her shopping, and stood up. “I… think we can probably ask Drayden for the loan of the Opelucid Gym,” she said. “If he’s there, anyway.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Keldeo agreed, then whistled. “Pidove, excuse me?”

One of the Pidove circling overhead came down, hovered for a moment, and landed in front of Keldeo. “Um… yes?”

“Can you take a message for me to the Moor of Icirrus?” Keldeo asked. “If there’s a Cobalion, a Virizion and a Terrakion there, can you let them know I might be a bit late? Say it’s the same kind of thing that happened with me at Mount Quena.”

Twisting his neck, he pulled a bag of poffins out of one of his saddlebags. “You can have one of these for your trouble.”

Pidove nodded eagerly, and repeated the message before taking a Poffin and flying off.

“Okay, lead on,” Keldeo said.

“I… didn’t know that was something Pokémon did,” Iris admitted. “I’ve never heard of it.”

“I sort of came up with it right then,” Keldeo told her. “It seemed to make sense… uh, which way’s Opelucid Gym?”

“Right!” Iris remembered. “Okay, it’s this way…”

As they set off, Iris glanced back at Keldeo. “You are Ash’s Keldeo, right? What’s that like?”

“Ash is a dear friend and a true companion,” Keldeo replied. “He helped me discover my true strength as a Sword of Justice, and anyone who has helped me with that is a friend.”


AN:


So, that’s Dawn’s second first Contest, as well as dealing with Zoey.

Both were interesting to write, and there may just be a bit of Myth Arc in there…

Also, I guess there’s some stuff at various other places. Probably mostly unimportant.

(Oh, and in case you were wondering, the Rapidash belongs to someone from Vermillion City in the original games…)

Thank you all for your kind words on the family issue. It’s still ongoing, I’m afraid, but hopefully it’ll resolve itself in the next few weeks.






242. Sinnoh 6


“Have you thought much about giving Contests a go this time around?” Dawn asked.

“Well, a bit,” Ash replied. “Did I mention the time Ho-Oh did one? That was kind of… well, one of the guys I faced didn’t really like it.”

“I’m not really surprised, but I think I’m still a bit disappointed,” Dawn said, shaking her head. “That doesn’t seem very polite.”

“Yeah, he’s not a very polite guy,” Max agreed. “He said I had a hormone problem.”

The Twinleaf trainer held in a chuckle, then looked over at where Togekiss was flying alongside. “You two doing okay?”

Togekiss waggled her wings slightly, and Ambipom nodded from her position astride Togekiss’ back. “Just fine, thanks,” she said. “I’m impressed you’re so good at flying inside this cave.”

The Fairy-type replied in a cooing voice.

“I know a lot of Contests are indoors, I just hadn’t made the connection.”

“Hoenn doesn’t have this many routes inside mountains,” Max noted, checking a map on Kris. “Nor does Kanto, really, but it seems like a third of the big routes in Sinnoh go through tunnels.”

“Well, yeah,” Dawn replied. “There’s a giant mountain range running up the middle of the region, so anyone going from one side to the other has to go through the Coronet Range somewhere. I think there’s a few places near Snowpoint where you can go over instead, and my history lessons said they used to use mountain passes a lot more, but the tunnels are just easier and don’t have bad weather.”

“And, of course, we’re going to a mining town,” Lucario volunteered. “So it makes sense there would be a tunnel dug by them.”

He looked around. “I’m surprised there’s no vehicles, though.”

“There’s other tunnels for that,” Brock told him. “Two for trains, two for cars and trucks, and I think there’s a bicycle route one as well.”

“And everyone knows you need to keep bikes as far from Pikachu as possible,” Dawn smiled.

Pikachu shook his head.

“Who do you plan on using for the next gym, Ash?” Lucario asked. “I’m interested in volunteering.”

“I’m not sure, Lucario,” Ash apologized. “I know you’re eager to, but I think I’d rather give some of the newly-reminded team members a go instead – you’re already one of my strongest Pokémon, so you wouldn’t get as much benefit as you do from sparring.”

“That does remind me, I wanted to test out my reactions on Suicune,” Lucario mused. “I’ll have to remember to ask her some time.”

“So, Infernape, Staraptor and Torterra?” Max counted off. “I saw you testing that new fighting style with Torterra.”

“Yeah, it’ll probably be a good chance to try it out,” Ash agreed. “Looks like the end of the tunnel’s coming up, though.”

“Is dere light at da end of itu?” Zorua asked, then went cross-eyed.

“Still having trouble with your accent?” Brock said.

“I’m just having trouble with some of the phonemes,” Zorua sighed. “I’ll get it eventually. The problem is really making it natural, so I don’t have to concentrate.”

“And yes, there’s light at the end of the tunnel,” Max pointed. “It looks like the sun came out while we were underground.”


The friends took a deep breath of fresh air, looking around at the sunlit city of Oreburgh.

“This air’s less fresh than I was hoping,” Max coughed.

“Yeah, they have a lot of factories here,” Brock agreed. “It’s not that bad, but it can be a bit smoky if the wind’s in the wrong direction.”

“No kidding,” Max said, waving a hand in front of his face. He looked back down at Kris, who had switched her map to show the city itself and the immediate environs. “Looks like the gym’s a little way out of town, so we’d better get over there if that’s our first stop.”

He looked up at Ash. “Is it?”

“Good question,” Ash admitted. “I-”

“Attention!” a PA system boomed. “There has been a major incident at the Oreburgh Museum. Everyone please remain calm and remain indoors where possible.”

“Or we could go there,” Brock added. “Which way’s the museum?”

“That way!” Max pointed.

They broke into a run.

“You know,” Dawn huffed, “with most people this would be unusual.”

“What, running towards the danger?” Max checked.

“Yeah, but also the danger in general.”

I am checking the news and other media, Dexter announced. There are several discussions on what is going on. It appears that several Fossil Pokémon have been revived in the museum and have escaped.

He paused. It says a lot about us that the word ‘again’ goes on the end of that sentence.

“No kidding,” Brock agreed. “Crobat, go have a look!”

“Togekiss, you too!” Dawn ordered. “Ambipom, go with!”

Dawn’s Pokémon soared upwards alongside Crobat, before the two groups split to look in different directions. Ash sent out Infernape as well, and Max added Roland to the mix.

“Fossil Pokémon are all Rock type,” Brock said out loud. “But there’s a lot of them with different other types, so watch out.”

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked, and he jumped from Ash’s shoulder to Lucario. “Boost me!” he called.

“This feels familiar,” Lucario observed, skipped a step, and threw Pikachu high into the air.

Lightning pulsed around the Electric-type, and he fired down a bolt of lightning into the streets a little way ahead of them. Something roared, then there was a whump.

Pikachu did a double flip and landed next to his trainer. “Tyrunt,” he explained.

Crobat came flying down a moment later. “I don’t think they’re trying to attack, or anything,” he supplied. “Not deliberately, anyway. They look lost.”

He shrugged. “But they’re still doing damage, because they’re confused.”

“I think that means we’ll need to knock them out anyway,” Brock decided.

“Can we stop running now?” Max asked. “I’m not entirely sure why we’re running, we know the Fossils are in the city.”

The friends and their Pokémon slowed to a halt, a little sheepishly.

“That’s a good point…” Ash admitted. “Stop the Fossils, then, I guess?”

He sent out the rest of his available Pokémon, and the others did much the same.

I see one! Roland called, and vanished in a flicker of motion.


“Did this happen last time, out of interest?” Lucario asked.

“You’re asking the wrong Pokémon,” Infernape replied. “I wasn’t with Ash yet when we were at Oreburgh.”

He ducked under a torrent of water fired by a Carracosta, sprang back into the air, and summoned flame from his wrists to produce a Counter Shield. It burned quickly, intensifying to the point that Carracosta’s second Water attack hit the shield and was largely neutralized, then vanished just as Infernape reached his target.

He waited a breath, long enough for Carracosta to swipe at him, and dodged to the side before striking the fin as it slowed. That knocked the Rock-type off balance, and Infernape followed up with a flurry of quick Mach Punches to stop Carracosta recovering.

After half-a-dozen punches, Carracosta growled and used Surf – flooding the area, though Infernape jumped away with a taut grace. He landed on Carracosta’s back, crouched, and used two Mach Punches at once to knock Carracosta out.

“Not bad,” Lucario observed, finishing off an Omastar with a Close Combat. “You might want to work on the water thing, though.”

“I’m interested in the water walking,” Infernape admitted. “Can you do that with your hands as well? It’d be cool to be able to catch incoming water attacks and throw them away.”

An Aerodactyl came swooping down at them, shouting something incoherent, and both Fighting-types ducked out off the way.

“…was it me,” Lucario began, as the fossil flew off, “or does it have something on its tail?”


“What are you doing?” Crobat asked, wings flicking up and down as he followed the Aerodactyl through the streets of Oreburgh.

“Mfffff!” Rockruff replied, voice indistinct, and continued Biting on the Aerodactyl’s tail.

“I don’t understand you!” Crobat called, thought very quickly, and amended that. “But don’t stop biting! Keep holding on so you don’t fall off!”

Rockruff answered with an affirmative sort of yip-growl, then was whisked off as Aerodactyl rolled to one side. The Fossil Pokémon flew almost directly at one of the smokestacks from the town’s factories, and Crobat shouted a Supersonic at it to knock it off course.

Wobbling in the air, Aerodactyl missed that one, then the next as well when Crobat used another blast of concentrated sound to warn it off that stack.

Screeching in rage, Aerodactyl turned about to attack Crobat – but the heavy weight of Rockruff on its tail threw it off, making it understeer and then oversteer in an attempt to correct. By the time it was on the right vector, Crobat had managed to get out of the way and the hasty Ancientpower missed entirely.

“Nice one!” Crobat called to his teammate. “Just keep doing what you’re doing – and if I do tell you to let go, then don’t hold on any more because there’ll be a really good reason!”


“Hey, what wiped out the Fossils?” Glalie called.

A herd of Shieldon and their Bastiodon leader looked up at the sound of his voice, confused, and then a wave of bluish Ice-typed energy swept over them all as Glalie used Blizzard.

“The Ice Age!” Glalie supplied smugly.

“Uh… no, it didn’t,” Geodude said.

“What?” Glalie asked, looking down at his fellow mostly-spherical Pokémon. “Of course it did. Haven’t you seen any movies?”

“Movies?” Geodude repeated. “My trainer’s done geology courses, and I can assure you it was not an ice age. At that time period there were no ice ages – there was less ice on the planet than there is now, by a long way. Heck-”

One of the Shieldon broke out of the coating of ice, and Glalie froze it right back into the ice again with an Ice Beam. “Is this important?”

“I’m just saying, it’s a stereotype which doesn’t reflect the science. And it wasn’t a good pun to begin with, so if it’s not even true then you’ve really not got a leg to stand on.”

Glalie rotated down, then back up again.

“Neither do you.”

“Look, dude, you could at least try something like ‘you should cool off’ or ‘freeze company’ or ‘try some Neogene weather’. There should be some style to this.”

Geodude waved a hand, absently backhanding an approaching Armaldo with a rock fist the size of a car. “But, hey, it’s your thing.”

“Everymon’s a critic,” Glalie sighed. “Cold, man, real cold.”

“There you go!”


Look, can you try to listen to me? Roland asked, backing a step before switching his Psycho Cut out for a Leaf Blade.

Forming a Fury Cutter in the other hand and fusing them together into a single weapon, he blocked one of the scythes of a Kabutops and dodged away from the other by the width of a finger.

Manifesting a Night Slash and keeping it short, giving him a striking blade and a defending blade, he went on the offensive. I know there might be a few translation issues, because you’ve been in there for, like, ever, but I’m using psychic powers! Can’t you at least listen when I mention the concept of property damage?

“We are out of time, but the laws of combat remain the same,” the Kabutops said, knocking Roland’s Night Slash aside before bringing both scythes down on the fused blade. It shattered, green and brown fragments glittering for a moment before it collapsed, and Roland teleported away ten paces to reforge his weapons before coming back in.

His renewed sequence of attacks gave Kabutops pause, but the Fossil kept talking. “The strong take, the weak stay out of their way. How else could it be?”

“You have a lot to learn,” Roland replied, hands glowing. He fused both blades together into a single two-handed weapon which shone brighter than either of the ones he’d been fighting with already, used it to smash Kabutops backwards, then peppered him with Magical Leaves.

“There’s this thing called the social contract, I don’t really get the details, but it says you’re not supposed to do this kind of thing.”

Roland broke his fused weapon back into two, and teleported away just before the other Kabutops tried to run him through. Appearing inside the guard of the overextended Fossil, he delivered a pair of Leaf Blade attacks which knocked that Kabutops out as well.

“I really hope they change their minds like some of the other Pokémon we beat,” Roland muttered, then teleported up to the roof to see if anyone else needed help.


“Hey!” Quilava called, ruff blazing up as a threat display. “Yeah, you over there! The Bug and Grass types!”

Three Lileep turned to look at him, followed by a Cradilly. Then they were all overtaken by an Armaldo, which promptly got hit by a Fire Spin tornado.

“And there’s more of that!” Quilava added, not letting up with his large flames. He spotted an Omanyte, and hit that as well, but then the Armaldo swept both claws out of the flames and dispelled them.

“Ah,” Quilava muttered. “Excuse me one second.”

He cleared his throat, then hit the Armaldo with an Ember and ran.

Armaldo let out a chilling howl, and followed after Quilava – drawing in several of the other Fossils, as well, until a stampede of them was chasing Dawn’s Fire-type along the streets.

Togekiss flew overhead, barely noticed by any of them, and then soared back up into the sky.

For his part, Quilava ran along with a bounding step – forelegs first, then hindlegs, like an extended series of long jumps. While fast enough to keep ahead of the marauding Rock-types, it wasn’t enough to actually outrun them, and as Quilava ran back towards one of the main streets of Oreburgh the whole collection of fossils followed him.


Dawn squinted, looking down the street, then pointed. “There he is!”

Quilava skidded a little as he came around the corner, then balled up and used Rollout to get extra speed – approaching his trainer at speed, before coming to a peeling skid-halt right next to her.

“You all right?” Dawn checked, spotting

Quilava threw her a salute.

Then the ground shook slightly, as the whole collection of Rock-types – including a couple of Bastiodon they’d picked up somewhere – came rumbling around the corner and charging towards them.

The tarpaulin next to them shrugged, and turned out to be Mamoswine. As he scraped a paw on the road, the stampede of Fossil Pokémon turned into more of a sidle, and then stopped and tried to go into reverse.

“All right, go for it!” Dawn ordered, and Quilava jumped up onto Mamoswine’s back. Pachirisu followed him, and so did Piplup, and then the whole assemblage picked up speed towards the now-retreating Fossil Pokémon.


“Roland said he’d seen the police getting into the battle!” Max reported. “Over on the other side of the city. I think that means we’re getting the situation under control… right?”

Ash did a quick check with his Aura Sight. “Uh, well… it does look like there’s not nearly as many Pokémon moving around any more. But there’s quite a few of them coming this way.”

Corona set herself, ready to defend her trainer. “Where?”

“There’s some coming from that direction, but they’re all pure Rock types,” Ash told her. “I think Lucario just got the last of the Shieldon.”

He reached for his waist, hesitated, then drew his sword and swept it up. The blade shivered as he used it to block the Head Smash of a Cranidos, and Ash’s feet flared blue with Aura as he stopped the attack pushing him backwards.

Then he punched the Rock-type into the side of a building.

“I hope we don’t have to pay for that,” Brock mused, as the Cranidos fell to the floor in a shower of brick fragments and Ash shook his stinging hand out. “Is your sword okay?”

“It should be,” Ash replied, checking it anyway. “Yeah, not a scratch.”

“That’s not normal,” Brock muttered.

He shrugged. “Okay, how do things look now?”

“Well, there’s some more coming from that direction as well,” Ash pointed.

The only Pokéball he hadn’t used yet opened, and Meganium rolled her neck. “Right, which direction was that?”

“Aren’t you a healer?” Corona asked.

“I heal, yes,” Meganium agreed readily. “That’s because I have moves which do it. It doesn’t mean I can’t fight.”

She looked up, frowning, then used Vine Whip. Her vine lashed forwards and hit an Aerodactyl square in the forehead as it came swooping down on an attack run, just before Pikachu was about to shock it.

“Now!” Crobat shouted, and caught Rockruff as she let go of the Aerodactyl’s tail. The concussed Fossil Pokémon did a cartwheel, passing just over their heads, and crashed into the base of a lamp-post.

“We should do these battles out of town more,” Max suggested.

A swirl of petals rose up around Meganium, and she turned to orient herself towards the Fossils heading towards them.

“Okay, I make it six Rampardos,” Pikachu said, coming up beside her. “How many do you think you can get before they reach us?”

“I don’t understand the question,” Meganium replied, Ingraining herself, and used Power Whip.

Both vines scored direct hits, one on the head Rampardos – directly in the nose – and the other on the one next to him, tripping him with a blow to an ankle.

The two stumbling Rampardos disrupted the rhythm of the entire charge, and Meganium prevented them from getting up speed again by the simple expedient of firing a storm of dense Petal Blizzard down the street and knocking them all out.

“What?” she asked, catching Pikachu’s eye. “It’s almost like you expect me to be domestic or something.”

Pikachu considered that, then nodded. “I did, you’re right. My apologies.”

There was a rustle of brick pieces as the Cranidos Ash had punched began to pick itself up.

“Okay, that was not a good plan,” she muttered. “Hey, strange bipedal thing that speaks complicated words!”

“Me?” Brock asked.

“Not you, the one who’s strong!” Cranidos replied, pointing at Ash. “Fight me again!”

The Rock-type lowered her head, and Ash raised a glowing hand warily. “We don’t have to fight.”

“But fighting and striving is how you get stronger,” Cranidos countered. “That’s why we bang our heads into one another all day!”

“Hold on,” Ash frowned. “So you think the only way Pokémon get stronger is by going directly against difficult and painful problems?”

“No, because I don’t know what a Pokémon is,” Cranidos replied, head going back up again so she could squint at Ash. “Is that what you are? A Pokémon?”

“Actually, that’s what you are,” Brock said. “Most intelligent creatures on this planet are Pokémon. Ash, Max and I are all humans – they’re not Pokémon.”

“That sounds very complicated,” Cranidos muttered dubiously.

“Cranidos, there’s someone I know I think you might get along with,” Ash suggested. “He’s a human who has Pokémon, like we do – like most people do now. He can’t talk to Pokémon, but he trains the Pokémon he has in a very hard-driving way that doesn’t compromise.”

Cranidos considered that, glancing to the side as her herd leader screeched in defiance – only to be clonked on the forehead by another Power Whip from Meganium, knocking him out for the second time in as many minutes.

“Sure, why not,” she sighed. “Can’t go any worse than that did.”


“Okay, so by the sound of it you have everything under control here,” the Jenny said, turning over a page of her notebook. “What about the one over there?”

“Oh, the Cranidos?” Brock checked. “She’s actually interested in joining a friend of ours. Ash is talking it out with her.”

“Right, I’ll just put that one down as a Ketchum,” Jenny determined. “And how many Legendary Pokémon were involved?”

“I… actually don’t think any were,” Brock answered, after some thought. “Max has Jirachi with him, but I think he’s asleep. He does that a lot.”

He frowned. “Out of interest, what actually happened?”

“The museum’s lab was testing their new upgrade to the revivification machine, or so I’m told,” Officer Jenny replied. “It turned out to be a much more powerful effect than they were anticipating.”

“If it revived half the museum, I’d say so,” Brock agreed. “We once had an entire island revive under us, and there was another time some odd machinery created Fossil Pokémon zombies, but this one wins points for variety.”

He was struck by a sudden thought. “What happens to the museum?”

“Good question,” Jenny admitted. “I heard one of them talking about a petting zoo for fossil Pokémon, and maybe getting a Porygon so people can ask questions about what the past was actually like, but I don’t know if they’ll have the budget…”

She finished writing, and flipped the page over. “Okay, I think that’s everything we need. Thanks again for your help.”

Brock looked around for his Rockruff, finding her staring at Jenny’s Arcanine.

“What’s up?” he asked her.

“I know I can’t grow up to be one…” Rockruff explained. “But I kind of want to try.”

Crouching down, Brock picked her up. “I’ve looked up what Rockruff evolve into,” he said. “You’ve actually got a bit of choice.”

“Yeah, but neither of them can set things on fire,” Rockruff sighed. “…can they?”

“I think you might want to see if Cinder can teach you her Fire Fang and variants,” Brock suggested.


“I know, it’s kind of inconvenient,” Ash shrugged. “But we don’t see Paul all that often. At least you’ll get a chance to get used to how the human world works.”

“It’s probably the best offer I’m going to get,” Cranidos mused. “It works for now.”

“Good,” Ash smiled. “Okay, do we have everyone?”

“I think Mawile’s missing,” Pikachu said. “But she can take care of herself.”

“That’s true,” Ash agreed. “But I still want to find her, in case we move on. Dawn, can you have Togekiss look for her?”

Dawn nodded, and waved for Togekiss to come down.

As the Fairy-type came into earshot, however, Dexter emitted a ringing noise.

You have a call, he announced.

“What’s that?” Cranidos asked. “Is that another of the machine things?”

I’m actually a Pokémon, so far as I can tell, Dexter replied, as Ash flipped him open. Yes, it’s a video call.

The screen booted up, then displayed a cream-coloured nose.

“Whoops,” Keldeo said, stepping back from the camera.

“I thought Aura Speech didn’t work over things like that?” Max asked, leaning in to see what was going on.

I’m translating, Dexter told him.

“Ash, is this a good time?” Keldeo asked. “I wanted to ask something.”

“Did you leave something here?” Ash checked. “I thought we made sure you were going back with everything.”

“No, I checked on this end,” Keldeo replied. “I actually ran into someone in the street.”

His hoof nudged the camera, and it moved smoothly to the side – revealing Iris.

“Uh, hi?” Iris tried, waving slightly. “This has been the oddest day…”

“Iris!” Ash grinned. “Hey, has Keldeo told you what’s going on?”

Iris glanced to her side at Keldeo, who smiled encouragingly, then back at the camera. “Well… he said you were better at explaining it.”

“Okay, so… I became a friend of yours, but it was in the future,” Ash began. “It’s kind of complicated, yeah… the problem is, I really need to talk to you in person to be able to prove it.”

“How are you going to get to Unova quickly?” Keldeo frowned. “Is Mewtwo around?”

I already tried his phone number, Dexter reported. It went to voice mail. Apparently he won’t be available for the next few days.

“Hmmm…” Ash frowned. “Well, I do have a few really fast Pokémon… I think Mega Latias or Mega Latios would be the quickest, or-”

“I like that option,” Iris said quickly. “Would I get to meet them?”

“I guess?” Ash replied. “It wouldn’t be very soon, though, there’s some stuff to sort out here in Sinnoh first.”

“I can wait,” Iris said. “Only… how long? Because some of my shopping needs to go in the fridge…”

“I’ll come with you,” Keldeo volunteered. “Then I can lead you to the Moor of Icirrus – that’s where we’ll be for the next few days, Ash.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “I’ll be there – uh, once we’ve got this sorted out.”


“Mawile, there you are,” Togekiss called down. “And who’s your friend?”

Mawile looked up, waving. “Hello, Togekiss! Sorry if everyone was worried, I wanted to help him.”

She took a step back, giving Togekiss a little more room to land, then indicated the large Pokémon next to her. “This is Tyrunt, Togekiss. And this is my trainer’s friend’s Pokémon Togekiss, who I think is my friend too.”

“Of course,” Togekiss smiled. “One of the Fossils from the experiment?”

“Yep,” Mawile confirmed. “I think he’s a bit lost, more than anything. He says he got hit by a rock and woke up in a strange place, and I think he’s a bit shy.”

Tyrunt nodded shyly.

“Well, now,” Togekiss said softly. “I wonder if there’s a way to handle this… will he be all right going back to the museum?”

Mawile looked at Tyrunt, encouraging him to speak up, and the Rock-type did so after a moment. “I… think so,” he decided. “If the loud noise and the shouting have stopped.”

“I think they probably have,” Mawile judged. “But if they haven’t, I’ll make sure they do.”

She put a hand to her mouth, considering. “We may need a pen and paper, so I can write them letters.”


“Shouldn’t we pick Mawile up?” Dawn asked.

“Like Pikachu said, Mawile’s tough enough to take care of herself,” Ash replied. “If she thinks it’s important, then I’ll trust her to know what she’s talking about.”

Dawn thought about that, then nodded. “Okay, I understand – I’m just not really used to thinking that way. I know a lot of your Pokémon go around on their own, but they’re generally the ludicrously tough ones or the ones with families. Or… both, which is surprisingly common.”

“If any of my Pokémon really wanted to leave, I wouldn’t keep them,” Ash said. “But by letting them do what they want, it means they know I wouldn’t stop them doing what needs to be done.”

“That’s either really deep or really, really simple,” Lucario observed. “I wonder which one it is.”

“So, I had a question,” Cranidos spoke up. “How long is it before we meet this Paul you said would be a good human partner for me?”

“I don’t actually know,” Ash admitted. “We run into him every so often, but I’m not sure when the next time will be.”

“Right…” the Rock-type muttered. “That’s as good as I’m getting, isn’t it?”

“There’s a lot of people in the world,” Brock said mildly. “There’s even a lot of people in Sinnoh.”

“What, fifty thousand? A hundred thousand?”

Brock waved his hand. “Try… five and a half million in Sinnoh, and about a thousand times that in the world”

Cranidos stopped, staring at him.

“How many!?”

She gaped for a moment, then ran to catch up. “What do they all eat?”

“We invented logistics,” Brock informed her. “And… largely rice.”

Seeing her blank look, he elaborated. “That’s a species of grass grain.”

“What’s grass?”

Max looked up from Kris, who’d been giving him subtitles. “This conversation raises interesting questions about how Pokémon understand humans.”

“It’s very simple,” Pikachu told him loftily, waiting to continue until Max looked at Kris again. “We do it by – hey, look, the Oreburgh gym!”

“You did that on purpose,” Max accused.

As they approached, the doors hissed open.

“Paul?” Dawn said, totally blindsided. “But… how?”

“He is doing the Sinnoh gym challenge as well,” Brock mused. “But still…”

“That did not seem very hard,” Cranidos noted.

“Paul!” Ash called. “Do you have a moment?”

Paul looked up, then nodded. “Yes.”

Ash jogged forwards a few steps, and began talking. “You know what I said about finding a Pokémon who’d be a good fit for you?”

The other trainer indicated he had not forgotten.

“Well, there was this Fossil Pokémon thing earlier-”

“Wait,” Roark interrupted, revealing he was standing just inside the door to see Paul out. “What Fossil Pokémon thing?”

“You didn’t know?” Max said. “How?”

“…Paul’s gym challenge battle was quite loud,” Roark frowned. “That was probably it.”

He put up his hands. “But I’m interrupting, sorry.”

“Right, uh… oh, yeah,” Ash remembered. “So I explained it to this Cranidos, and she seemed interested.”

“Those are pretty good Pokémon,” Roark contributed, then winced. “Sorry, I’m doing it again…”

“I just battled a Cranidos,” Paul nodded. “I’ll give her a go.”

“…so what happens now?” Cranidos asked, after a few seconds. “Does he just tell me to headbutt a rock until it breaks, or…”

“You may need to explain to her how Pokéballs work,” Ash added.

“Go on and have your Gym Challenge, Ash,” Brock told him. “I’ll handle this.”


“Right!” Roark said, once they were in the gym. “So obviously you’ve got lots of badges, and I don’t need to ask. I’ll just use one of my strongest lineups.”

“Probably a good idea,” Lucario mused.

“How many Pokémon?” Ash asked, opening Dexter.

“Two,” Roark decided. “Any two you want to use.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Okay, Dexter, can you bring Staraptor and Torterra over?”

They were already waiting, Dexter stated, and the two Pokéballs appeared only a few seconds later.

Ash sent out Staraptor first, and the Flying-type took a moment to orient himself before chuckling. “Hey, that’s pretty cool. Kind of hoped it’d be me, after last time.”

“Last time you didn’t really have the moves for it,” Ash said. “Sorry.”

“Nah,” Staraptor waved off. “It made sense. Just great to redress the balance.”

“Your first opponent will be my Cranidos,” Roark decided. “He’s already had a battle today, but he seemed pretty energetic afterwards.”

He threw the Pokéball, and his Rampardos landed with a faint crunch of pebbles splintering on the floor.

“…didn’t you say Cranidos?” Max asked.

“He was a Cranidos five minutes ago,“Roark mused. “So either I caught a Rampardos without noticing, or…”

“It’s a surprise to me as well,” Rampardos muttered.

“No, it’s definitely yours,” Ash supplied. “Pokémon just evolve around me. Uh… ready, Staraptor?”

“You bet!” Staraptor agreed, taking off and hovering by Ash’s end of the battlefield.

Rampardos shook his body back and forth, taking a few steps to get the feel of his larger size, then gave his trainer a nod of confirmation.

“All right!” Roark said. “Begin!”


Staraptor immediately plunged forwards with a mighty wingbeat, then half-furled one of his wings and swept the other around in a fore-wing chop. Steel Wing shimmered faintly on the leading edge, and Rampardos blocked Staraptor’s attack with his head to produce a shower of sparks.

The impact knocked Staraptor back a bit, and Roark raised his voice. “Avalanche!”

“Look out!” Ash snapped.

Staraptor promptly got nearly buried in a sudden wave of ice, dodging back just in time to avoid being flattened, and soared up to near the ceiling. “Remind me what that does?”

“It’s much more powerful if the user’s hit by an attack first!” Ash reminded him. “So make sure to fall back after attacking!”

Staraptor took that in, doing a quick circuit around the gym arena, then dove back in and manifested Steel Wing again.

Just before making contact, however, he flared his wings and stopped in the air – and Rampardos used Avalanche.

Rolling to the side, Staraptor avoided the next burst of the Ice-type attack and hit Rampardos with a Close Combat to the side – knocking the Rock-type staggering sideways, but not managing to knock him either out or over.


“So,” Cranidos began. “What’s training like?”

“Depends,” Magmar replied with a shrug. “Yesterday, we did a thing where we had to drag our own weight in rocks up a mountain.”

“Really?” Cranidos asked.

“Yeah, it was a short day because Paul hadn’t decided who was going to face the gym…”

Cranidos considered that.

“This could work out,” she decided.


Staraptor rolled, flicking a wing out of the way of the Headbutt from his opponent, and did a three-quarter spin before opening his wings again so he was facing Rampardos’ side.

“Gust!” he shouted, wings hammering forwards as hard as he could, and the burst of wind impacted on Rampardos’ side.

The sheer force of the gust made Rampardos wobble a little, but he recovered quickly and swiped his tail at Staraptor – not hitting, but making Staraptor dodge to avoid being hit.

“Try a Smack Down,” Roark instructed.

Staraptor ducked under the return swipe of Rampardos’ tail, pulling up as soon as he was clear to go back up near the ceiling. Circling twice, he waited as he saw Rampardos use his tail to dig up a lump of rock from the floor.

The Rock-type’s tail tossed it into the air, then he adjusted his stance, and Staraptor broke for the corner of the room as the rock came back down to within batting range.

Instead of the sharp crack he’d expected, though, the rock just made a faint twik sound as Rampardos bounced it forwards.

Then Rampardos headbutted the rock, sending it flying at Staraptor at great speed, and the Flying-type crossed his wings to block the Smack Down. He was mostly successful, thanks largely to a quick Steel Wing, but the interruption to his flight left him much closer to the floor than before.

“Rock Polish!” Roark ordered quickly. “Then GO!”

Staraptor didn’t have time to react as Rampardos accelerated suddenly. The Head Butt Pokémon slammed into Staraptor as Ash’s Pokémon tried to pull up, and the impact produced a flash of energy and sent Staraptor flying into the wall.

“Are you okay?” Ash called, worried, and the door clicked behind him as Brock entered the room.

Staraptor slowly peeled off the wall, revealing a vaguely bird-shaped dent in the surface.

He dropped towards the floor, then spread his wings and flew back up into the air – a little unsteady now.

“I’m fine, thank you, Ashley,” Staraptor replied, shaking his head, then nodded firmly. “Okay!”

“Do you want to come back?” Ash checked. “You look pretty beat up.”

“I can pull this off,” Staraptor answered firmly. “Leave me out, Ash, I’ve got this.”

“All right,” Ash decided. “If you say so. Just don’t get hit again!”

“Hit him again,” Roark ordered.

Rampardos charged, and Staraptor wove out of the way – flight muscles pulling at his wings to haul him bodily out of the way of the Head Smash attack. Fortunately, it looked as though the impact had slowed Rampardos down a bit as well, as the Rock-type was moving slower and Staraptor had it a little easier trying to dodge.

“You just need to get him once,” Roark said. “Ancientpower!”

His Fossil Pokémon roared, thrashing about with red energy starting to cover his body, and Staraptor ducked away from that attack as well. He tucked in one wing and dropped, using the remaining wing as a sail to swing him around a little, then opened them both again and dove between Rampardos’ legs fast enough to avoid the kick Rampardos tried to hit him with.

A faint current of air began to swirl around Staraptor as he soared back up into the air, using Tailwind to enhance his manoeuvrability, and he evaded the Avalanche attack Rampardos used next by scant inches.


“That looks… unusual,” Max observed. “It doesn’t really look like how Flying-types normally fly.”

“I know what you mean,” Brock agreed. “I think it’s because Staraptor’s not really flying in the normal way – he’s not using his wings like wings, he’s using them to sort of throw himself around the battlefield as much as anything.”

He glanced to his side, where Latias and Latios weren’t, then remembered they were both in Altomare at the moment. “It’s kind of… Lucario, does it remind you of how the Eon twins fly?”

“A little bit,” Lucario agreed. “They’re much smoother about it when they’re doing this kind of thing, and they usually rely on zoom-and-boom. But yes.”

“Zoom and boom?” Max repeated. “Is that what it’s called when you rely on speed to make slashing attacks?”

“I may have gotten the words the wrong way around,” Lucario shrugged. “But yes, it’s not my terminology, that is the actual way to say it.”

“I think we’re getting distracted-” Brock began, and then there was a wunch as Rampardos headbutted the wall.

The wall came off distinctly second best, cracks radiating out from the impact point, and Rampardos shook his head a little before charging off after Staraptor again.


Staraptor looked back over his shoulder, then did a reverse wingover – diving forwards into a half-loop and rolling to bring himself back upright.

Halfway through the roll, he furled his wings and passed just in front of Rampardos – prompting the Rock-type to kick out, and connecting with Staraptor’s Steel Wing with a loud clang.

The impact jarred Staraptor, making him wobble a little as he spread his wings again and banked sharply around – his Tailwind aiding him – before he came plunging down to pass just in front of Rampardos again.

As he was about to reach Rampardos, however, he brought both his wings across his chest – then opened them, hard, and hit Roark’s Rock-type right in the thigh with a Close Combat.

The impact echoed through the gym, and Rampardos staggered to one side. He tried to recover, only to take a second Close Combat as Staraptor threw himself into the continuation of his attack, and finally slipped over.

Rampardos came down like a felled tree, and measured his length on the gym floor – his tail flicking up and nearly hooking Staraptor out of the air, though the burly Flying-type managed to evade it.

After a few tense seconds, Rampardos started to snore.

“I guess that means you win that one,” Roark said, returning Rampardos. “But that was really close! Shouldn’t you have recalled your Pokémon already?”

“I asked him,” Ash explained. “He didn’t want to.”

“I think I would like to go back in my Pokéball now, though,” Staraptor reported. “My wings ache.”

“You got it,” Ash replied. “Nice work, Staraptor, but I think we might need to work a bit on not getting hit in the first place…”

“That’s fine by me,” Staraptor said, as Ash raised his Pokéball.

“Have you chosen your second Pokémon?” Roark checked.

“I have,” Ash agreed, holding up the other Pokéball. “Torterra, go!”


“So, um… you knew me, right?” Iris asked.

“A bit,” Keldeo replied. “You helped me out, along with Ash and Cilan. And-”

“Cilan?” Iris interrupted. “That Gym Leader from Striaton?”

“I think that’s what he did before he joined Ash,” Keldeo nodded. “We… didn’t really have time to talk all that much, there was some late lunch and that was pretty close to it.”

“Still…” Iris shook her head. “It’s such an odd thought.”

She frowned. “What Pokémon did I have?”

“There was an Axew, an Excadrill, and… an Emolga,” Keldeo answered.

“An Axew?” Iris repeated. “But… I could swear I got Fraxure as a Fraxure. How much got changed?”

“Well, the first time around Ash didn’t have a Lucario,” Keldeo replied. “Or a Suicune, Entei, Raikou, Latias, Latios, Mawile, Ho-Oh…”

He stopped. “Actually, that list could go on for a while.”

“It’s really odd to think of Ash Ketchum without his Lucario,” Iris said. “It’s like imagining… I don’t know, Drayden without Druddigon, or Alder without Braviary…”

Keldeo tossed his head. “He wasn’t any different, really – I mean, his Pokémon were different, and he didn’t have any ability to use Aura consciously that I saw, but it was definitely the same Ash.”

Iris paused. “…honestly, the things you’ve listed are kind of the things I think of as Ash.”

“But what makes Ash into Ash isn’t that he’s a trainer with a lot of Pokémon,” Keldeo replied. “It’s his attitude. And that hasn’t changed.”

“I guess… I’ll probably see what you mean when Ash does what he was talking about,” Iris decided.


Torterra adjusted his footing a little, making sure he was ready for battle, and looked up at his foe – a Tyranitar, sent out by Roark a few moments ago and just getting ready for battle herself.

“Any advice?” he asked Ash.

“Mostly just stick to what we talked about,” Ash replied.

Torterra nodded, then turned back to his opponent.

“Begin!” Brock called.

Both Pokémon began moving – Tyranitar firing a Flamethrower, while Torterra quickly ate an Energy Ball to give him a boost before hunkering down to let the Fire-type attack wash off his energy shield.

“Why are you refereeing?” Roark asked, looking over at Brock with a confused frown.

“I’m not taking part,” Brock pointed out. “And I’m a Rock type gym leader.”

The moment the Flamethrower stopped, Torterra used Earthquake – making the whole building shake, and causing Tyranitar to take a step back before steadying herself with her tail.

Shifting her weight, she took a step forwards, and then another – accelerating quickly, her fangs shining with an Ice Fang attack.

“Sure,” Roark agreed, still not looking at his Pokémon. “It was just a surprise.”

Torterra used Energy Ball, targeting Tyranitar’s lower jaw. The attack hit a little further down, but still had enough momentum to check her speed – which became much more of a problem when Torterra charged, slamming bodily into Tyranitar and knocking her backwards several lumbering steps.

Roark focused back onto the battle again. “Stone Edge!”

The ground cracked as Tyranitar forced some stone pillars up through it, and then she made them collapse down on top of Torterra. They crashed against his shell and tree, throwing off splinters, and the Grass-type shook himself to throw the debris off.

“Fire Blast him!” Roark added, and Torterra boosted himself again before using Earthquake for a second time.

This one wasn’t much stronger than the first, but it made the building shake a lot more. Tyranitar dug her claws into the floor, pressing down with her tail to keep herself stable, and launched a roaring Fire Blast down at Torterra.

Torterra fired his charged-up Energy Ball just as the attack was about to hit, and the two of them detonated on one another in a cloud of smoke and dispersing flame which went everywhere – but which didn’t particularly harm Torterra himself.

“Torterra, fall back a bit!” Ash called. “And boost, then use Energy Ball!”

“Don’t let him!” Roark ordered. “Dark Pulse, then close in!”

Tyranitar roared, a Dark Pulse flashing out at the same time as her shout, and the attack made Torterra flinch. He still swallowed his Energy Ball, however, producing the now-familiar green glow, and promptly pulled together a second Energy Ball.

As Tyranitar approached, Torterra shifted his head – tracking where Tyranitar was going to be, so the attack would fit as soon as he fired.

As he was about to, though, Tyranitar’s gait changed and she jumped – pushing off hard enough to produce a foot-shaped crater in the ground, and soaring clear over Torterra as she twisted around to attack him from behind.

“Eat it!” Ash called quickly. “Then turn and fire!”

Torterra swallowed that Energy Ball, the green glow of his boost getting brighter, and scrabbled on the floor to turn as fast as possible. He was about halfway around when Tyranitar leaned down and used Ice Fang, making the Grass-type hiss in pain, and Roark pointed.

“Flamethrower!”

“Synthesis!” Ash ordered, prompting Torterra to heal himself. The flames washed over him as he did, and healing warred with damage for several seconds as Torterra spun to face Tyranitar properly.

When the flames subsided, Torterra stopped healing – though he was clearly still damaged from the earlier clash.

“Again!” Roark called.

“Load!” Ash instructed, and Torterra readied an Energy Ball.

Tyranitar jumped, ready to go over Torterra a second time, and Torterra’s head tracked up as he realized Ash’s plan.

A doubly-overcharged Energy Ball hit Tyranitar right as she reached head height, and knocked her through the wall.

Roark did a double-take, looking at the rectangularish hole in the wall, then back at the long skidmarks Torterra’s recoil had left in the ground.

“That wall was made of solid rock…” he said faintly.

“How solid was it after two Earthquakes?” Dawn asked.

“Good point,” Roark admitted. “Yeah, that does look like it broke along some fracture lines.”

The ceiling shifted ominously, as Ash recalled his tired Torterra.

“And what we have here, ladies and gentlemen, is the Gym Destroyer in his natural habitat,” Lucario announced. “How attached are you to the building?”

“I could do with it not falling down,” Roark said frankly.

Max swung his bag off his shoulder. “Jirachi? I think we might need help!”

Huh? Jirachi asked, poking his head out of the bag.

“Were you asleep again?”

No, I got this new handheld console-

“The building’s collapsing,” Dawn explained. “Quite slowly, but it’s still a problem.”

Oh, got it! Jirachi agreed, brightening up. I wish the building wasn’t about to fall on anyone!


“Well, she looks healthy,” the Nurse Joy said, putting her scanner away. “Is she one of the ones who was running through the city earlier?”

“I assume so,” Paul replied, using Cranidos’ new Pokéball to return her.

As he turned to leave, there was a flicker of light and several people and Pokémon appeared in the Pokémon Centre lobby – Ash, the people who had been with him, all their Pokémon, a Tyranitar, and a pile of two dozen Pokéballs and a dozen or so Rock types.

“We really need to work on phrasing things better,” Max sighed.

Oops? Jirachi asked.

In the distance, the Oreburgh Gym collapsed in a shower of dust and rock fragments.

“We… can probably fix that,” Ash said awkwardly.


“I didn’t expect that,” Dawn admitted, checking the calendar again. “Is this right? The Indigo League starts in a few days?”

“Yeah, that’s going to cause a problem,” Ash agreed. “I think I have to be there while Max is taking part, so I’ll have to stay in Kanto until that’s over or until Max is defeated.”

“We don’t have to win, right?” Arc asked. “Just take part?”

“That’s right,” Brock supplied. “Placing anywhere is enough to finish the mentorship. They don’t expect Pokémon Leagues to be cancelled like the one in Hoenn was.”

“So you’re heading off to meet Iris, and then you’re… what?” Dawn asked. “Just going to go back to Kanto?”

“I’ll probably have to meet Ash at the Indigo League,” Max suggested. “It’d be good to get a couple of days of last-minute training, though.”

“It is kind of a pity that I’ll miss… what, one Contest of yours?” Ash checked. “I don’t think you’ve got many scheduled…”

“At least one,” Dawn said. “But it’s fine, you two have your own things to do. What about you, Brock?”

Brock gave Max an apologetic shrug. “I’m probably going to stay up in Sinnoh to keep Dawn company, but I’ll come down if Max makes it to the last couple of days. What do you think, Dawn?”

“Yeah, that sounds like a plan,” Dawn agreed.

She shook Max’s hand. “Good luck in the League!”

“Well, thanks,” Max said, a little awkwardly. “But, uh, I’m staying in Sinnoh until Ash is done in Unova…”


AN:


Ash and co. have a lot of experience with fossils now.

Also, some Iris (though not much) and a Roark battle.

Cut Ash some slack, he’s not done one of these in a while.






243. Sinnoh 7


“Unova?” Latios asked, considering. “That’s quite a long way, isn’t it?”

Not quite as far the way we’re going, Dexter commented. It’s quicker to go near the North Pole.

“Really?” Ash blinked. “Isn’t that quite a lot out of the way?”

Not if you look on a globe. Dexter’s projector lit up, and he drew a three-dimensional globe in mid-air. This circle is going out a hundred miles at a time from where we are now.

Ash watched as it stepped out, then stopped, and Dexter rotated to show that it had reached Unova coming from ‘overhead’.

“Wow, that’s pretty cool,” he said. “Do people know about this?”

Mostly airline pilots.

“Okay, so we can get going pretty soon,” Ash decided. “I just want to check on Mawile first, because I’m going to be going quite a long way.”

“Then it’s a good thing she’s coming down the street,” Pikachu said. “Along with… a Tyrunt?”

Ash and Latios turned to look, seeing Mawile holding the hand of a nervy-looking Tyrunt.

“Hi!” she waved. “I met this Tyrunt earlier, and he said he was scared by all the noise. He didn’t want to go back to the museum because he says all the Pokemon there are a bit loud…”

Ash crouched down. “Hello, Tyrunt,” he said. “How are you feeling?”

“I don’t know…” Tyrunt admitted. “Everything is scary. But Mawile likes you, and she’s nice.”

“I’m afraid I’m about to go somewhere else,” Ash told him. “Mawile doesn’t have to come with me, but she’s probably going to go with my friends if she doesn’t come with me.”

He lifted his gaze to Mawile. “Which do you think would be better?”

“Well…” Mawile began, putting a hand to her mouth as she thought. “I don’t know… I don’t want to leave Tyrunt alone, because I think he doesn’t trust anyone else yet. But I don’t think he wants to be someone’s Pokemon yet either.”

Tyrunt shook his head.

“That’s all right,” Ash told Tyrunt. “I know you’re probably really confused.”

“What about asking Brock to help?” Lucario suggested.

“That sounds like it would work,” Ash agreed. “Mawile, can you explain to Tyrunt who Brock is?”

“Okay,” Mawile nodded. “Tyrunt, you know how I said about trainers? This is my trainer, and one of our friends is another trainer called Brock. He’s sort of supposed to be especially good with Rock types, but he actually has all sorts of Pokemon, and they all like him a lot.”

Tyrunt nodded slightly, showing he was following along.

“I think Brock would be able to help me show you what the world is like today,” Mawile went on. “None of us would make you be a trainer’s Pokemon, we’d just tell you about things and stuff.”

She looked up at Ash. “I think it is a good idea,” she said seriously. “Do you need to go now?”

“I’m not sure how long Iris is going to be happy waiting,” Ash replied. “It’s probably best if I leave soon.”

“Then I’ll tell Brock what’s happening,” Mawile decided. “You should go.”

Ash nodded, giving Mawile a quick pat on the head, then returned Lucario – the flash of light making Tyrunt stare. The sight of Latios Mega-Evolving into Mega Latios made his jaw drop, and then Ash, Pikachu and Mega Latios shot off into the distance at incredible speed.

“Are all trainers like that?” Tyrunt asked, pulling his jaw closed again.

“My trainer’s the best,” Mawile told him proudly. “But a lot of them are really nice people, so sort of!”

A faint thoom made them both look up for a moment.


“Are you sure this is the best way to get to Unova?” Ash asked, looking down at Dexter’s screen.

Yes, Dexter replied, his synthesized voice sounding faintly offended. The best way to travel from one point to another is to spend half the time getting faster and the other half of the time slowing down again. Since Mega Latios can fly without air, it is most efficient to take a path slightly outside the lower atmosphere.

“Doesn’t that mean we’re going higher, though?” Pikachu asked. “And the route is longer?”

This means we do not have to stay to a speed that would avoid doing damage to the ground, Dexter answered, his indicator marking their position moving steadily across the map – northwards and eastwards, shooting over Veilstone City before continuing to accelerate out over open ocean.

“This is actually kind of fun,” Mega Latios reported to them. “It’s not often I get a chance to really go at full speed, and last time there was kind of that problem of the meteorite…”

“Has it been that long?” Ash asked, surprised. “Well, I guess you should enjoy it then!”

“Yep!” Mega Latios squeaked, and Ash and Pikachu both felt the acceleration increase a little.

A flickering corona of plasma began to form around them, wispy in the thin air but looking like a tiny aurora, and for several minutes they just watched – looking at the black sky above, the multicoloured light all around, or the ocean going by below.

It was hard to tell how fast they were moving, until the coastline appeared ahead and then passed by underneath at astonishing speed. For a few minutes they flew over a mountainous-looking landscape, then over the sea again, and this time crossing the sea took even less time – about twenty seconds.

“How wide was that?” Ash asked.

Three hundred kilometres, Dexter answered, as icy terrain shot by below them. Turnover is in thirty seconds.

“I don’t actually have to turn over, right?” Mega Latios asked. “I can just slow down?”

Slow down as much as you were speeding up by, yes, Dexter confirmed. Ready… and… now!

Ash was ready for the jolt, and it didn’t quite knock him out of his seat.

We should be reaching Unova in about seven minutes, Dexter went on. It’s probably going to be easier to stop somewhere over Unova and then confirm where the Moor of Icirrus is – if you’re a fraction of a degree off at this point you’ll end up forty kilometres away.

“I don’t think I really realized just how fast we can get before,” Mega Latios said. “Does this actually make me a spacecraft? Just doing this?”

You should be picking up air so everyone has enough to breathe, Dexter warned. But yes, by some definitions we are in space.

“There have to be easier ways to get around,” Pikachu muttered, then shook his head. “But I don’t think many have quite this much style.”


“Why do they call this a moor?” Iris asked.

She walked through one of the puddles collecting in the low-lying wetland, water sloshing away from her feet. “I don’t think this is what moors are like.”

“I don’t really know,” Keldeo said frankly. “Maybe it’s one of those names where the original meaning has shifted?”

He frowned. “A moor is supposed to be upland, right? So this can’t be a proper moor.”

“This is such a bizarre conversation,” Iris mused. “Especially with who I’m having it with…”

“Aha, there you are!” boomed a voice, making Iris look up in surprise.

All three of the other Swords of Justice were cantering towards them, Terrakion in the lead, and the Rock-type grinned as he got closer.

“That restaurant you mentioned was excellent!” Terrakion went on, slowing to a trot and then a walk. “Who’s your friend?”

“This is Iris,” Keldeo explained.

“Oh, the dragon girl,” Terrakion nodded. “Well met, and so on and so forth!”

“Hi?” Iris tried, then shook her head. “Sorry, I really need to get used to this whole situation…”

“What brings you here?” Virizion asked. “Is there a problem?”

“I ran into her in the street,” Keldeo explained. “I thought it would be a good idea to explain why I knew her name off the top of my head.”

“I can see how that would be an odd thing to happen,” Virizion agreed. “Is it likely it’ll happen again, Keldeo?”

“No,” Keldeo replied firmly. “I already went to Striation Gym for a meal, so now if I run into Cilan it’ll just be like I remember him from that.”

“That’s forward thinking,” Cobalion complimented him.

“Hey, uh, guys?” Terrakion said uncertainly, nodding off towards the north. “What’s that?”

Keldeo launched himself into the air with a burst of Hydro Pump so he could see what Terrakion meant, then landed again with a whump.

“Well, it was some kind of fast moving object,” the Colt Pokemon said, tilting his head a little. “I didn’t see more than that.”

The glow around the object faded away, and it became nearly invisible.

Nothing else was apparent for several long seconds, as it went from a dot to a vague shape, until Cobalion took a half-step forwards. “Is that a Latias?”

“Oh, right,” Keldeo realized. “No, it’s either a Mega Latias or a Mega Latios.”

“You mean that’s Ash?” Iris asked, watching as the moving object got closer and larger. It became clear it was indeed a Mega-Evolved Eon Pokemon, then a dull boom echoed across the moor.

Mega Latios slowed to a smooth halt over one of the drier patches, and Ash slipped off his back.

“Wow,” he said, looking back up at Mega Latios. “That was… an experience.”

Lucario materialized, and Pikachu came clambering out of his back to sit on his shoulder.

Turning, Ash caught sight of Iris. “Hey,” he said, giving her a nod. “How much did you get from Keldeo?”

“Well, he explained a bit more of it,” Iris replied. “But… sorry, I’m still getting used to this. Did you just fly from Sinnoh?”

“Yeah,” Ash replied. “And… I know you’ve got a lot of questions, and after I remind you… you’re probably going to have a lot more questions. But doing it might answer a few of them.”

“Right,” Iris agreed, remembering the whole reason they were here. “Um – Keldeo said it would work for my Pokemon as well? Would it work on Excadrill and Fraxure?”

“Fraxure?” Ash repeated. “Well, you had an Excadrill last time, but you had an Axew instead of a Fraxure. And you said he was quite new, so I don’t think it’s the same one.”

“Oh, okay,” Iris said, deflating a bit. “Well… that’s okay, then?”

“It’s quite possible to make good friends with a Pokemon who you didn’t know the first time,” Lucario told her. “A lot of Ash’s Pokemon are new friends this time, such as Houndoom and Mawile.”

“All right, then,” she nodded. “How do I…”

“Just hold out your hand,” Ash told her, waiting until she did, and then shook it.


“What the-” Iris began, blinking, then stared at Ash. “You… but… what?”

She turned her gaze from Ash to Lucario, then Keldeo, then to the Pikachu sitting on Ash’s shoulder.

“What did you do now?” she asked plaintively.

“Time travel,” Ash answered. “Again. We did say.”

“Yeah, but – one minute we were in Decolore – and then – gah!” Iris groaned. “And…”

She stopped.

“Wait a moment. Why don’t I remember battling… any…”

“Uh oh,” Pikachu said.

“Ash, did you make it so there are Fairy types?” Iris demanded.

“Not intentionally!” Ash replied quickly. “There was this thing with a girl who was using the power of the Unown, and she made a Sylveon appear, and then we accidentally took the Sylveon back to the beginning of the universe, and I guess Arceus was inspired or something?”

Iris took a step back, shaking her head.

“I don’t know how you did it,” she sighed. “But somehow you managed to make it so there’s something else even worse for Dragons to battle than Ice-types. Why?”

“In fairness, it’s not like we knew that was going to happen,” Lucario volunteered.

“Yeah,” Iris sighed. “And at least Excadrill’s there to-”

She paused, then sent out both Excadrill and Fraxure.

“Good day,” Fraxure told Ash, giving him a nod. “I don’t quite understand what you did, but I think my trainer’s okay with it. She’s like that when she’s trying to get used to new things, don’t worry.”

“That’s okay, she’s a friend,” Ash replied. “I know.”

“Yeah, that is going to take some getting used to,” Iris said to herself. “But I think I know what’s going on – this Fraxure is the one I had at Opelucid. Last time I had to leave him there, and I don’t know what changed.”

She looked up at Ash again, then shook her head. “This is so bizarre… you’re Ash, the goof I went through Unova with, and you’re Ash Ketchum the super-trainer…”

As she muttered to herself, Excadrill looked Ash carefully up and down.

“Looks just like the Ash we knew. So you’re the trainer my human puts posters of on her walls? I can’t say I see why.”

Pikachu froze.

“Can… can you repeat that?” he asked, his voice a little strained.

“What, that my human puts posters on her walls?” Excadrill made a dismissive gesture. “I don’t know why it’s you, we both know you’re such a kid. The plush Beasts, now, that I can understand.”

Pikachu fell over laughing, dropped off Ash’s shoulder to land on his side, and continued squeaking as he laughed himself sick.

“Huh?” Iris asked. “What’s going on? Is Pikachu okay?”

Ash crouched down, checking Pikachu wasn’t hurt, then straightened. “I think he’s just finding something Excadrill said about posters really funny.”

“You told him about the posters!?” Iris demanded. “Excadrill, you- you… I don’t… but…”


Cobalion glanced at Virizion, who shrugged.

“Humans,” Terrakion opined.


Geodude gestured with both hands, making a solid stone wall – largely consisting of fuzed quartzite – come rumbling out of the ground in front of him.

“Okay, that’s good,” Roark said, checking the quickly-sketched diagram in front of him. “Now, uh… right, there needs to be a second wall eight feet in from that one – that’s going to be the main divider for the living areas… and then eight feet in from that one you need a double-thickness wall for the main gym arena.”

He frowned. “This is earthquake resistant, right?”

“I’m building in spaces to install earthquake springs,” Geodude answered, shrugging.  “Can’t really make those out of rock. I could fuse the rock as well, but that might fracture.”

Roark read off Geodude’s answer from Max’s Pokedex, then nodded. “Okay, I understand. Thank you.”

He shook his head. “This is such an interesting situation… it really helps remind us that Pokemon are more than just for battles.”

“Battles are interesting, as far as I’m concerned,” Geodude volunteered. “They help me test my abilities against others who are doing the same.”

“Still, thank you,” Roark repeated. “I should find a Pokemon who can do this, it’d be pretty generally helpful.”

“Geodude was working on it for a while,” Brock supplied. “He had a lot of trouble with dislocation creep.”

Roark thought about that, then nodded. “Yeah, I can see why that would be a problem.”

He checked the plans again. “Wait, there needs to be a space for a door there.”

Geodude waved, and a door-shaped slab of stone simply dissolved into sand.

“Smooth,” the Rock-type gym leader complimented.

“Thank you,” Geodude said, then turned to the next wall. He was about to raise the solid block of quartzite called for, but paused and waved his trainer over.

“That looks like Mawile,” he noted. “And a friend.”

“Hey, Mawile!” Brock waved, getting her attention. The Tyrunt next to her jumped, and tried to hide behind her. “Oh, sorry…”

He sat down, thought for a bit, then sent out Rockruff and Ninetales.

“Can the two of you go over and make sure that Tyrunt is all right?” he asked. “I think the poor thing’s got a bit of future shock.”

“All right!” Rockruff agreed, tail wagging, and began to bound over – only for Ninetales to put a long fluffy tail in her way.

“Gently,” Ninetales advised. “We don’t want to scare them.”

“Don’t worry,” Mawile told Tyrunt. “They’re my friends! They’re nice, and if you feel upset you just need to say so.”

“All right,” Tyrunt decided, and came out from behind Mawile again – slowly. “I don’t know what they are.”

“I’m a Ninetales,” the kitsune introduced herself. “This is Rockruff, she’s quite young.”

She swept her tails up. “How are you finding the present?”

“Loud?” Tyrunt tried summarizing. “And… still kind of scary, but there are a lot of nice people here.”

“That man with the squinty eyes over there is our trainer,” Ninetales added. “He’s a Rock type specialist.”

“Yep!” Rockruff agreed. “I’m one of his Rock types! Are you thinking of being one too?”

Tyrunt shook his head quickly. “I… don’t think so. Not yet… I don’t really know what I want yet.”

“That’s fine, of course,” Ninetales reassured him, extending him a tail. “Now, something you should know is that you should never touch a Ninetales’ tails without permission.”

She smiled. “But you have permission from me, so go ahead.”

Tyrunt looked at the twitching tail, then reached out and took it.

“There you go,” Ninetales said.

“Thank you,” Tyrunt breathed, stroking the tail slightly, then let go.

“Told you they were nice,” Mawile giggled.


“Okay, so… hold on,” Iris began. “I… can I make sure I understand this?”

“Go ahead,” Ash invited.

“So… I don’t remember the meteorite thing last time,” Iris said. “Was that your fault as well?”

“We don’t actually know,” Ash answered.

“Mega Stones, I don’t remember those,” Iris said to herself. “There was that odd Mewtwo we met, though… wait, Mewtwo. I don’t think I would have missed hearing about a book by a Legendary Pokemon.”

“That’s new,” Lucario confirmed. “Though I understand Ash did actually meet Mewtwo last time around.”

“So you met Mewtwo last time around,” Iris repeated. “Okay. You didn’t catch him, right? Or Lugia?”

“No, but I did meet Lugia last time,” Ash told her. “That was when we saved the world for… I think the second time, but Mewtwo wiped my memory of the first.”

Iris shook her head in wonderment. “What about the Legendary Beasts? Because if you were holding out on that-”

“No, I didn’t catch them last time either,” Ash interrupted.

“I did say,” Keldeo chimed in.

“Yeah, but… now I’ve got two versions of everything,” Iris explained herself. “Latias and Latios?”

It was Latios who answered, this time. “He did meet us, in Altomare,” the Psychic Dragon began. “And… he did everything he could, but he didn’t manage to save me.”

At that announcement, Iris swallowed.

“I don’t really like to think about it,” Latios added.

“Yeah, no kidding,” Iris sighed. “That’s… yeah, it’s a bit hard to get my head around.”

She shook her head. “Okay, uh, so… what about the rest of the stuff?”

“A lot of it did still happen, it was just a bit more low-key,” Ash explained. “The thing in LaRousse City was pretty close, though.”

“Why did you never mention any of this stuff?” Iris demanded.

“Well…” Ash began, then shrugged. “It sounded kind of like… they weren’t as important, to be honest. You didn’t know about any of that, and that was fine. And it’d seem like boasting, I guess.”

“I… guess that is a good point,” Iris admitted. “Plus, well… if you told me any of this I’d have thought you were making it up.”

“I’ve not actually rejected that idea yet,” Excadrill contributed.

“And- wait,” Iris interrupted herself. “The time I was travelling with you last time was the most bizarre months of my life. Was that all you?”

“Our finest Absol consultant assures us that Ash doesn’t do it deliberately,” Lucario said. “But… yeah, it’s totally him.”


After several more minutes of discussion, Iris held up a hand.

“Okay, I think I’ve got it straight now,” she said. “Well, as much as I think I can. So… what happens now?”

“Now?” Ash repeated. “Well… I’ll be honest, I wasn’t expecting to run into you for several months. We’ve got some stuff in Sinnoh to take care of – you know, I mentioned?”

“Oh, yeah, the thing with that guy who destroyed the world,” Iris began, then corrected herself. “One of the guys who tried to destroy the world, and the one who actually succeeded.”

“You might want to try keeping score,” Lucario suggested, holding up a piece of card with several X marks drawn on it. “Two more and I get a free coffee.”

“How long have you been carrying that around?” Latios asked.

“Long enough.”

“I saw him making it five minutes ago,” Pikachu volunteered.

“That’s long enough, see?” Lucario replied.

Excadrill shook his head, then got up and returned himself.

“I’m… not sure what’s up with him,” Iris admitted. “Generally speaking.”

Ash blushed slightly. “Now I think about it, I probably could have helped with Excadrill, Emolga and Dragonite a bit…”

“What?” Iris asked. “How come?”

“Well, it’s not really obvious this time, but last time – my Charizard was really disobedient for quite a long time,” Ash explained. “I should have mentioned that to you back when Excadrill was first a problem, it could have helped. So… sorry?”

Iris looked at him for a long moment, then nodded. “Right. Yeah, I… thinking about it, I think this time I’d have listened – but last time I’d just assume your problem was different from mine.”

She shook her head, her oversized bushy ponytail swinging back and forth. “I… yeah, there’s a lot of reasons for it, but… for last time… sorry.”

“Sorry about what?” Ash asked.

Pikachu leaned over to whisper to Latios.“I’m not sure if that’s Ash being clueless, or asking for the list.”

“Well… for calling you a kid,” Iris replied. “I know it’s not really an excuse, but I didn’t know you were an experienced trainer. But… yeah, sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Ash shrugged. “I mean, I was kind of annoyed at the time, but it doesn’t really matter.”

They sat there for a long moment.

“So… you’re probably going back to Sinnoh?” Iris asked.

“Kanto, actually, my friend Max is going to do the Indigo League and I need to be there,” Ash replied. “It’s a mentorship thing, because he’s still too young to be a trainer under the normal rules.”

“Oh, right, that,” Iris shrugged. “Yeah, I think my going to Opelucid… might…”

She trailed off.

“Wait, hold on. I just realized… how old are you, Ash? When I first met you I thought you were, what, ten?”

“I’m fourteen,” Ash replied. “Last time around I met you at age fifteen.”

Iris looked him up and down.

“…yeah, you do look kind of different than I remember you, but you look older now than you did then.”

“Ash has done a lot of martial arts training this time,” Lucario pointed out. “That’s probably it.”

Iris nodded absently, then snapped her fingers. “Oh, yeah, um… do you want to keep in touch? I don’t think I have your phone number.”

Keldeo knows, but I will provide it for you as well, Dexter supplied. Do you have a pen?


“Ready to go, Max?” Brock checked. “If you want you can just say the word and Dawn and I will accompany you to Indigo.”

“I’ll be fine,” Max replied. “I’m going to be in good hands… paws?”

“I think paws is probably more politically correct,” Suicune supplied helpfully. “I don’t mind either way, but…”

“Yeah, it’s probably good to get in the habit,” Max agreed. “And thanks for giving me a lift.”

“You scheduled it in advance, it let me work around my schedule,” Suicune told him. “There was an important conversation I had to have with an Articuno up to the north of Sinnoh, I’m technically on my way back.”

“Still, thanks,” Max told her.

“I’m not sure if we’ll be down at Indigo for the first rounds, but good luck regardless,” Dawn said. “Just, you know, don’t break the stadium too much.”

Max nodded, shaking Dawn’s hand. “Thanks for your help the last few weeks – and good luck in the Contests.”

He shook Brock’s hand as well, then got on Suicune as she knelt to let him. She checked he was on snugly, then turned to the south and began to walk-lope-run.

Within seconds she was speeding away, dropping into the gorge of the Ore river and disappearing from view.

“Nice kid,” Dawn said.

“Yeah, he’s taken to being a trainer pretty well,” Brock agreed.

After a few seconds watching, Dawn looked down at Mawile and Tyrunt. “You’re staying with us, right?”

Mawile nodded, and Tyrunt glanced at her before nodding much more slowly.

“All right, then,” Dawn smiled. “Tell you what – there’s a contest in one of the towns we’re going through soon. Do you want to help by watching my Pokemon practice their routines?”


“All right, we’re here,” Suicune told Max, slowing to a halt a short walk from the gates of Indigo Plateau. “I hope the trip was all right.”

“It was kind of long, but that’s fine,” Max replied, taking his earphones out and pausing the music he’d been listening to. “Thanks – and thanks to you too, Kris.”

I am pleased to provide all your in-run entertainment needs.

“I wonder where Ash is going to meet us,” Max added. “I could just go in, I guess?”

“It’s probably better to turn up with him, as he’s officially your mentor,” Suicune suggested.

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “That’s a good point.”

As he reached for Kris again, however, a voice interrupted him.

“That’s an interesting Pokemon you’ve got there.”

Both he and Suicune turned, seeing someone coming along Victory Road towards the Pokemon League building itself – a girl a few years older than Max, with tanned skin and her hair back in a ponytail.

“She’s not mine,” Max explained.

“Do you know where her trainer got her, then?” the girl asked. “I’ve seen a lot of Pokemon so far in Kanto, but that one’s new to me.”

“I’m… actually a Legendary Pokemon,” Suicune said, sounding a little baffled. “I assume you’re not from the Home Islands?”

The girl stopped, staring for a moment.

“Okay, that’s pretty cool,” she said. “Uh, anyway – yeah, I’m from Akala Island, but we don’t really have a Pokemon League so I came here for my first try!”

“I’m from Hoenn,” Max supplied. “My first League got cancelled because of that asteroid thing, so this is my second League but I never placed at the first one.”

“Sounds cool,” the girl nodded. “Well, you know what I mean.”

She held out her hand. “I’m Iwalani, nice to meet you.”

“Max,” Max introduced himself, shaking it. “So you’ve got Pokemon from Alola?”

“That’s right,” Iwalani confirmed, and sent one out with a flash of white light. “This is Vibrava!”

“…sorry,” Max winced. “But we have Vibrava in Hoenn too.”

“Oh, okay,” Iwalani said to herself, returning her Vibrava. “The more you know. What about Dartrix?”

“I don’t think I’ve seen one of those before,” Max answered.

In response, Iwalani sent out her Dartrix, who puffed his chest out self-importantly. “There you go, then,” she said proudly. “He’s my starter Pokemon.”

Max? Kris said, making Iwalani look confused. I’ve let Ash know where you are. He’ll be arriving in a minute or so.

“Whoa, whoa, which Ash do you mean?” Iwalani asked, then tilted her head slightly. “And who said that?”

“That’s my Porygon, Kris,” Max explained. “And it’s Ash Ketchum.”

“…seriously!?” Iwalani said. “I’ve definitely heard of him.”

“What about his Pokemon?” Suicune asked.

“Well, I heard he had some… legendary… no way,” Iwalani whispered.

“Hey, Max! There you are!”

Max looked up, seeing his sister running up ahead of Ash and Misty, and waved to her.

“Okay, what the heck is going on?” Iwalani asked. “Isn’t that Misty of the Elite Four?”

Dartrix fluffed his wings, giving his trainer a strange look.


“Alola?” Misty repeated. “You came a pretty long way to battle a Pokemon League.”

“Yeah, but the other choices weren’t really my style,” Iwalani replied, glancing at Misty for a moment. “I mean, there’s two girls in the Elite Four here, and… you know. And there aren’t really any that are close to Alola.”

“I guess, yeah,” Misty agreed, thinking about the geography. “What badges did you get?”

“Well, I wanted to really test myself,” Iwalani replied, and pulled out a piece of cloth from her pocket with several badges pinned to it. “I got ten!”

“Nine and a half,” Misty corrected.

“…what?” the Alolan trainer asked.

“We’ve actually been having a lot of trouble with that,” Misty explained, tapping the Kaz badge. “You got that in Dark City, right?”

Iwalani nodded.

“They do this thing where there’s two gyms and they each give out half of the badge,” Misty told her. “That one’s not valid for the Pokemon League – sorry. Don’t worry, you’re not the only one who they tricked, their whole gym setup is built around that.”

“That’s… really odd,” Iwalani said, a little hurt. “They don’t do things like that on Alola.”

“Well, you did get more than eight badges,” Misty assured her. “So you’re still good.”

They reached the door of the building, and Ash pushed it open.

“Okay, Max,” May began. “You register, see what your first battle schedule looks like as soon as you get it, and then we can see if we can do any last-minute training.”

“Right,” Max agreed.

“You’ve registered already?” Iwalani asked, turning her attention from Misty to May.

“I’m not competing,” May corrected. “Nor is Ash – we’re spectating. I’m actually a Coordinator.”

“Oh, right,” the Alolan girl said. “Sorry, I kind of assume everyone does league challenges here…”


“How did your meeting with Iris go?” Suicune asked.

“Yeah, it was good to see her again,” Ash replied. “I think she’s been affected the most so far by all the stuff that’s changed – she had a different Pokemon, she’s been learning a lot of stuff that’s not quite the same as the first time around, and, uh…”

“It was hilarious,” Pikachu volunteered. “She was some kind of minor fangirl of Ash, she had a poster of him, but last time she was just so different…”

“Ash does tend to meet a girl every region he goes to,” Misty observed. “I wonder if that means he’s going to Alola next?”

“I wasn’t planning on going to Alola after Unova,” Ash replied. “Anyway, what about Johto?”

“Last time, that might have worked,” Pikachu countered. “This time there’s Casey.”

Misty nodded. “He’s got you there.”

Ash shook his head, trying not to smile.

“Anyway – oh, yeah, that reminds me,” Misty said. “I’ve decided to host you two in the Elite Four box, because I can do that.”

She sighed. “Lance said I couldn’t install the pool, though.”

“You wanted to install a pool in the Elite Four box?” May checked. “Wouldn’t that be… risky, or at least mean you were wearing a swimsuit in front of thousands of people?”

Misty waved her concerns away. “I’m sure we could have worked something out… maybe a Vaporeon could help or something…”

She looked up, seeing a big snarl-up in the queue. “…oh, right. I think we should talk somewhere else, everyone’s staring at us.”


Suicune cleared her throat, putting a paw up to her muzzle for a moment, then began to speak.

“I am honoured beyond measure to be able to open the latest Indigo League tournament. More than anything else, simply that I am here to do so – and that I could be invited to do so without it sounding absurd – is a testament to the importance of the bond between humans and Pokemon, one which has lost none of its strength in the past few years for becoming more equal.”

Her eyes flicked up for a moment to the box Ash was sitting in, then back down again. “Every trainer who has made it this far is a fine one, and their Pokemon make a good team with them. I know this because you are here, and I know as much as anyone can that a good team can be far stronger than their individual members. No matter how strong a single Pokemon, teamwork can make them far stronger.”

After a moment’s pause, Suicune resumed. “I won’t keep you too long,” she said. “I’m sure Mr. Goodshow is already going to tell me off for going off script. So I shall simply declare the Indigo League has begun!”


Delia looked over at Professor Oak.

“What just happened?” she asked.

Oak chuckled. “Well, Delia, I think Suicune forgot that her Aura translation method – while a fine way of communicating with humans – does not work when broadcast over the TV or radio.”

Delia stared for a moment, then tried not to giggle.


“Good speech,” May complimented, as Suicune entered the Elite Four box.

“Thank you,” Suicune smiled. “When Mr. Goodshow suggested it, I realized I knew just what I wanted to say. I hope everyone liked it.”

“They just don’t do normal Indigo Leagues any more,” Bruno chuckled. “Hey, isn’t that kid your brother? Looks like he’s on first.”

May looked, then nodded. “Yes, that’s him.”

“According to the list we have of who goes on when… he’s fighting someone called Tony,” Bruno supplied. “Should be interesting, Misty told us who he’s been learning from… and we did hear about some of his Gym Battles.”


“Begin!”

Max threw his first Pokeball, sending Ferris out onto the field with a flash of white light. The Aron landed, tapped the grass a little, then nodded in satisfaction before looking up at his opponent.

“Chatot, go for it!” Tony called. “Heat Wave!”

“Head Smash!” Max countered.

Ferris crouched slightly, then lunged as the heat wave attack was about to reach him. The sudden movement diverted the worst of the heat, though he still vanished into the flame for a second or so, and he skidded as he came out of the fire before moving again – trying to avoid being caught.

“Wait!”

The Steel-type halted, and got doused in flame again. This time it was on target for longer, and left a little burned circle in the grass when it dissipated.

“Hey!” Max called. “I didn’t say that – the Chatot did! Time out!”

Ferris turned to look at his trainer, partly to make sure it was Max who had said that.

“Is that allowed?” Max asked the referee.

“I’m… actually not sure,” the referee admitted. “Are you willing to keep battling as if it is, even if it turns out to not be once we look up the precedents?”

“I…” Max began, then stopped and thought about it.

“Ferris?” he called. “Ignore everything I say from now on, okay?”

Ferris gave a tiny nod.

“Yes,” Max agreed. “I’m fine with that.”

“All right,” the referee said. “Tony, if your Chatot attempts to influence the flow of the battle by either calling a time out or imitating me, you will be disqualified.”

“That’s harsh, man,” Tony complained. “Whatever. Okay, Chatot, plan B! B for Boomburst!”

Chatot shouted a loud blast of noise at Ferris, which hit his carapace and didn’t do much.

Ferris tilted his head, wondering what the point of that was, and lunged up in an Iron Head – which missed, as Chatot flew backwards.

“Keep it up!” Chatot called, in an imitation of Max’s voice, and Ferris landed before giving serious consideration whether to ‘keep it up’ or not.

As he did, however, Chatot launched forth another Boomburst – this time focused just below where Ferris was standing.

The ground under Ferris’ feet exploded, knocking the Aron into the air, and Chatot pressed his advantage by using Heat Wave to slam a burst of flame into the flying Ferris.


“I have to admit, that’s a really bizarre strategy,” Ash said. “And… it’d probably work a lot better against most trainers, I know some Pokemon are so used to fighting according to plans from their trainer they’d just obey without thinking about it.”

“And then there are the ones who treat what their trainers say as suggestions,” Pikachu added.

“Exactly,” Ash nodded. “There’s two ways of doing it, but I think Max’s Pokemon are closer to the second one.”

He winced as Chatot blew Ferris through the air again. “But… he does still need to actually win the battle.”


“Ferris!” Max called, then remembered he’d told his Rock-type not to listen to him. “Um… seriously consider using that move we talked about?”

“Wow, kid, this Chatot thing is really disruptive, isn’t it?” the referee observed.

Out on the battlefield, Ferris landed after another trip through the air courtesy of Boomburst. He righted himself, a few wisps of smoke coming off his back, then burrowed into the ground with Dig.

“Okay, that’s going to be a bit more of a problem,” Tony admitted. “Make a search pattern with Boomburst!”

Chatot fired down a spike of sonic energy, blowing a crater into the ground, then shifted a little and fired a second. The third made it clear he was producing a line of evenly spaced holes, hoping to drive Ferris back to the surface.

As he did, however, little patches of rock began to worm their way out of the grass some distance away.

Then they came bursting into the air all at once. Six lumps of large, hard rock, one of them with Ferris clinging gamely onto it, hurtled towards Chatot as the little Aron used Stealth Rock.


“There we go, now I see it,” Bruno chuckled. “That’s definitely a Ketchum kind of move.”

Below them, Tony’s Chatot stared for a moment – then tried to duck away, only to take a glancing blow from one of the Stealth Rock attacks.

Calling something they didn’t hear from the viewing box, Chatot rolled and used Heat Wave. It ran into another Stealth Rock, exploding but blowing it a little way off course, and then Chatot was right down by the grass as he tried to outrun the flying rocks.


“Head for the wall!” Tony called. “Okay, now – back and use Heat Wave!”

Chatot did a wingover, wings sparking for a moment as he threw a scattering of embers towards Ferris, then amplified them with a spike of pressure from a low-powered Boomburst and hit his target head-on with the Fire-type attack.

Ferris tumbled off his rock, flames flickering around him, and thumped into the ground head first. Being an Aron, this didn’t hurt much, but he was clearly on fire – though still in the fight.

He rolled upright, focusing on the Stealth Rocks, then steered them towards Chatot again. The speedy Flying-type dodged, weaved, hit one rock with a focused Boomburst that blew it into gravel and then slipped out of a concentric attack by all the remaining rocks Ferris had available to him by dropping right down to grass level.

“Look out!” Tony yelped.

Chatot discovered what he’d missed when Ferris used Head Smash on him.

The impact sent Chatot flying about a third of the way across the arena, and he bounced twice before coming to a halt a little short of the retaining wall.

“Chatot!” Tony called. “Are you okay?”

The Flying-type offered no response, and after a few seconds the referee raised his hand. “Chatot is unable to battle!”

Tony grumbled, then recalled Chatot.

“Do I have to send out the next Pokemon now?” he asked. “That Aron’s on fire! It’s not going to be out much longer!”

“You have to, yes,” the referee told him. “You’re not really making a good impression here.”

“Sorry,” Tony backpedalled. “I’m just making sure I get a fair treatment.”

The referee looked unimpressed, and indicated that Tony should send out his next Pokemon.

“Fine, whatever,” Tony grumbled, and did so – resulting in a Pikachu appearing on the field in a flash of light.


“…I really hope this isn’t Ash’s Pikachu’s brother or something,” Max said to himself. “Okay, Ferris, come back!”

Ferris looked quite grateful at being ordered to return, possibly on account of being on fire, and Max switched out his Pokeball for another one.

“Go for it, Arc!” he called, sending out his Starter, and checked his Key Stone just in case.

Arc’s paws landed on the slightly springy grass, avoiding one of the sections scorched by the Heat Wave attacks thrown around by Chatot. His fur fizzed with electrical energy, and he barked at Pikachu.

The other Electric-type threw a slightly nervous glance at his trainer, then clenched both paws and set himself.

“Agility!” Tony ordered, watching as his Pikachu began to accelerate. “Now… Double Team!”

“Discharge!” Max countered.

Arc pulsed out a wave of electrical energy, and instantly revealed which were the fake Pikachu and which was the real one – all the clones having the energy simply pass through them, but the real one being hit. The attack didn’t actually hurt, at least not much, but it did hit.

“Slam!” Tony instructed.

Pikachu jumped, doing a somersault, then slammed down tail-first on Arc’s nose. The impact drove Arc to his knees, then he straightened up again with another bark and used Quick Attack.

The Pikachu took a glancing blow, dodged away, then used his Agility to come darting around behind Arc. He got another Slam in by using his boosted speed, then got away before Arc could retaliate.

“Arc, use Charge!” Max called. “Charge up as much as you can!”


“I think I’ve been spoiled by all this time watching you fight,” Lucario told his friend. “I keep watching this battle and wondering when the Pikachu is going to pull out a Force Palm or an Aura Sphere.”

“Yeah, I have to remind myself they’re not normal moves too,” Pikachu agreed. “I think that other Pikachu Jessie and James have doesn’t help, either – by now she’d be calling down meteors or something.”

“What outfit do you wear to call down meteors?” Lucario asked.

“Either a Tyrantrum, an astronaut, or a really bad astrologer,” Blaziken suggested.

“Or an Absol with a blindfold,” Pikachu contributed. “I mean, costumes are as much about perception as what that thing is really like.”


“Good!” Max called, noticing little sparks of electricity darting off Arc’s fur as he turned to try and catch Tony’s Pikachu. “That should be enough!”

He pointed. “Now, start using your electricity to boost!”

The energy in Arc’s fur concentrated, and then he set off like a rocket. He got so far away from Pikachu in a second that Pikachu’s Slam completely missed, and then turned to follow the curving line of the retaining wall and actually ran along it for a moment.

Using that as a base with which to turn around, he landed back on the grass facing in about the direction of his opponent.

“How did he do that?” Tony asked, confused. “I didn’t know Manectric were so-”

“Facade!” Max called. “Full speed ahead!”

Arc used Facade. Without being paralyzed, burned, poisoned or any of the other things that might make Facade much more powerful, it was just a standard physical attack – but it was a physical attack delivered by a Pokemon moving so fast that he left deep pawprints in the ground, expending all the energy that would normally have gone into most of a long Pokemon battle… in just a few seconds of sheer speed.

Tony’s Pikachu actually managed to use his own Agility to get out of the way, avoiding direct contact, but the force of Arc’s speed wash picked him up and whirled him into the air anyway. He let out a startled “Pika!?” before hitting the retaining wall, just after Arc had done the same as he totally failed to stop in time.

After a second or so, Arc extracted himself from the Electric-type-shaped crater in the wall and shook his head. He gave an experimental bark, checking everything was still working right, then sat back on his haunches and started to pant heavily.

Pikachu, for his part, peeled off the wall and landed with a whump.

“…I… think that’s decisive,” the referee said, watching Pikachu carefully for several seconds, then raised his arm. “Max Maple wins!”


AN:


More Iris this time, along with the start of Max’s second/first Pokemon League.

Yes, this is the quickest route. Easy to miss unless you have a globe. And yes, Excadrill was reminded, he’s just utterly unimpressed.

As for the Max stuff – that’s not a canon SM character, they’re one I made for this. So don’t spend too long looking.






244. Sinnoh 8


Leaning back against a hard rock, Mawile and Tyrunt watched as Dawn’s Pachirisu struck a pose.

She was wearing a small, well-made tutu, and held herself up by the tip of one paw for a second before bringing her other foot back down and crouching.

Electrical energy sparked around her tail.

She jumped into the air, doing a forward roll, and sent pulses of electricity through her fur – producing a sequence of repeated flashes, each one brighter than the last, before landing on the tip of her tail and unrolling it to push herself upright.

A little flick just as she finished unrolling gave her a twirl, making the tutu fly outwards, but when she stopped the tutu remained out – held up by the static charge she was channelling into it.

Pachirisu held the pose for a second, then curled her tail in again. This time, she used it to launch herself into the air – and, instead of producing a flash effect, she sent her stored electricity out to form larger patterns, in time with her striking a pose to fit.

All four paws and her tail out at once – a star. Hind paws in line with her tail and front paws to the side – a palm tree, formed of branching miniature thunderbolts. Tail streaming out behind her, just before landing – an arrow.

On landing, Pachirisu stumbled a bit, but kept moving – this time drawing a line with a Shock Wave, and following it through a series of pirouettes before finally striking a pose at the end and unleashing her Discharge.

“That was really good!” Mawile said, clapping. “I like the ballerina look!”

“Thank you,” Pachirisu replied, dropping out of her pose and panting slightly. “It’s quite hard to keep it up, I feel like I’m going to fall over at the end.”

“What’s a Ballerina?” Tyrunt asked. “Is it another Pokémon?”

“Not really,” Forretress told him. “A ballerina is a kind of human dancer. They wear outfits like Pachirisu’s wearing – you see the bit which flares out when she spins?”

Tyrunt looked, then nodded a little uncertainly.

“Right. So humans wear outfits like that, and then they do special kinds of dances which are all about balancing on their toes or spinning around a lot.”

“Now I think about it, I’m not surprised you know,” said the rock Mawile was leaning on – Steelix.

“Oh, I’m not really into ballet very much,” Forretress replied, wobbling back and forth in what served her for a shrug. “I looked it up once when I was trying to find out something else. You know what it’s like using an encyclopedia, you just end up going off on tangents.”

“Actually, no, not really,” Steelix sighed. “I mostly have to rely on documentaries.”

As he shifted a little, careful not to bump any of the other Pokémon resting against him, Dawn carefully unzipped Pachirisu’s costume.

“There you go,” she said, helping her Pokémon out of it. “How was that?”

Pachirisu nodded, her smile making her opinion clear – though the smile only got bigger when Dawn gave her a few hazelnuts as a treat.

“All right, Tyrunt,” Dawn went on, making the Rock-type start in surprise. “You’ve seen all the routines my Pokémon are thinking of using – which one do you think I should enter?”

Tyrunt glanced at Mawile. “Is she asking me which one was the best?”

“Well, kind of,” Mawile shrugged. “There’s a bit more than that. She’s asking you which one would impress you most if you saw it without seeing the others.”

“But I did see the others,” Tyrunt protested, then shook his head. “No – okay, now I get it. Uh…”

He shook his head. “They were all good… I didn’t know there were so many things Pokémon could do without fighting.”

“Well, there is some fighting in a contest too,” Mawile warned him. “But the appeal round is all about showing off on your own, so there’s no fighting in that one.”

Tyrunt nodded, thinking back through all the routines he’d seen, then glanced at Mawile.

“Did you like the one with the bright ribbon thing?” he asked.

“Oh, you mean with the silk streamer?” Mawile checked. “Yep, that was a good one! Buneary did really well with it.”

“That one, then,” Tyrunt decided. “I think that was a good one.”

There was a comfortable silence for a few seconds, before everyone realized there was no real way for Dawn to find out what the conclusion had been.

“I’ll… go get Brock,” Dawn suggested. “He should be done cooking by now.”


“Iris?” Denae asked. “You’ve been very quiet.”

“I’m holding on to a cliffside by my fingertips!” Iris replied, a little hotly. “Of course I’m quiet!”

Denae shook her head. “Iris, I know you,” she said. “I’ve been working with you for a long time, now – if you were worried about this you’d be talking. Something’s on your mind, isn’t it?”

Iris looked up at her mentor, hesitated, then nodded confirmation.

“That’s what I thought,” Denae said knowingly. “Come on, we’ll talk on the next ledge.”

Iris hissed through her teeth, looking up at the ledge – still several feet above her – and wondered how long it would be before she met Dragonite, then twisted a little and hooked her foot over a bit of narrow but solid rock protrusion.


“So, what was it?” Denae asked, some minutes later, as they rested in an alcove in the cliffside.

“Well, I ran into a Pokémon on the way back from shopping,” Iris explained. “A Legendary. And… and complicated stuff happened, and now… well, I’m wondering where to go now. I still want to be a Dragon Tamer, but I don’t think I’m-”

She cut herself off.

“Denae?” she asked. “If I wanted to have one of my Pokémon learn a move they don’t normally learn, how would I do it?”

“It’s not usually a good idea to teach Dragon types moves like Draco Meteor when they might not be ready for it,” Denae warned.

“Yeah, but I’m not thinking of Draco Meteor,” Iris replied. “Or Fraxure.”

She tapped her other Pokéball. “I think Excadrill needs some better moves, because if I’m going to become a really strong Dragon Tamer I need my best defence against Ice and Fairy types up to strength!”

Denae considered that.

“We’ll certainly think about it,” she decided, after a moment. “Put together a list of the moves you’re interested in – and I mean both of you together – and then I’ll see if there’s any you can have Excadrill learn to good effect.”

“I thought Smart Strike was a good one,” Iris suggested. “But all right, we’ll have a good look.”

Denae gave her a small nod.

“All right,” she said, a few seconds later. “That’s enough rest. Back to it!”


“I forgot this was something the Indigo League did,” Ash mused, looking down at the Ice Field. “Most Leagues just use a regular battlefield.”

“I understand Lance likes it,” Will supplied. “He says it helps a trainer who’s better at dealing with unpredictable situations.”

The psionicist waved his hand, summoning a drink from the mini-bar in the corner of the box, and took a sip. “We’ve been discussing whether to implement it for the Silver Conference as well, but Karen pointed out that the gyms in Johto are a lot more varied in general in the environment they put you through.”

“That makes sense,” Ash began, thinking about how the Ice field compared to Pryce’s gym, then frowned. “But… hold on, doesn’t the Cerulean Gym have a pool in the middle?”

“It didn’t once we were done with it,” Lucario shrugged.

“Don’t say that too close to Misty,” Will advised. “She still mentions it from time to time. And a bike, for some reason.”

“Let’s not even go into the bike,” Ash chuckled nervously.

“It seems your friend is up next,” Will added.

“How did you know?” Pikachu asked curiously. “Are you telling the future, or is it just a trick?”

Will glanced at the Reuniclus hovering next to him, who pulsed softly.

“Ah,” he noted. “No, just a trick I’m afraid. I memorize the schedules, because it impresses people.”

He pointed. “Speaking of your friend, however, there he is.”


“Okay, I don’t know what Pokémon this guy has…” Max said to himself. “But it’s an ice field, I know that much.”

His hand hovered over his belt for a moment, then he picked his first Pokémon – the first of three, for this match.

“You’re a generalist, so you should be okay,” he told her.

“Begin!” the referee called.

Cinder appeared on the field, claws coming out, and skidded slightly before getting a good grip on the icy surface. At the same time, however, her first opponent – a Pidgeotto – blew past her, too fast for an attack to catch him.

Turning, Max’s Mightyena went on three paws and drove her fourth into the ground claws-first. That shattered the ice in that area, and she got enough of a grip to crouch down before launching herself up to the top of an ice chunk.

Pidgeotto banked around at the edge of the arena, and circled to await a command.

“Any tips?” Cinder called over to her trainer, feeling her selected piece of ice to see if it was stable enough to use as a jumping platform.

“Don’t get too risky just yet,” Max decided. “And remember, he’s a Flying-type which means he’s weak to Ice.”

“Got it,” Cinder agreed, feeling the ice again and tapping it with a claw.

“Whirlwind!” Max’s opponent Pete called suddenly.

Cinder didn’t even wait for it to arrive. She pushed herself forwards with her back paw, flipped around by using her right forepaw as a pivot, and slid down the side of the ice chunk closest to where Pidgeotto was coming from.

“Now!” Max shouted.

Trusting her trainer to have worked out what she was going for, Cinder pushed off with all four paws and twisted in mid-air. Her Slash attack missed, going a few inches wide of Pidgeotto’s wing, but the trick badly startled the Flying-type and he nearly crashed into one of the ice chunks before recovering.

Landing with a scrape-and-slide, Cinder frowned for a moment before breaking the surface of the ice again. This time, she used Dig and vanished into the icy surface, appearing as a kind of shadow against the chill blue ice.


“Huh, that actually looks quite good,” May said. “We might have to try that, Glaceon.”

“I’m afraid I’m ice coloured,” Glaceon apologized. “I can provide the ice, though.”


Max looked up at where Pidgeotto was, then at the moving dark form of his Pokémon.

“Stay out of range,” Pete informed his Flying-type. “She’ll have to come up some time.”

He raised his voice. “Hey, referee! What’s the rules on deliberately avoiding combat?”

“There will be a warning when you’re getting close to the limit on what’s allowed,” the referee told him. “In this case, it will be Mightyena who will be penalized.”

“Okay, understood,” Max said formally, and frowned.

“I hope you know what you’re doing, Cinder…”

He watched as Cinder dug busily away – going up into one of the big chunks of free-standing ice, then going back down again when Pidgeotto steered well clear.

Max looked closer, and saw the occasional flicker of orange light… and was that a flash of pale blue?

Then he looked again at the ice chunk Cinder had dug up into, and blinked.

“Oh,” he realized, then shook his head slightly.

Cinder stayed stationary under the ice for several seconds, then began moving again.

“Mightyena must come to the surface in ten seconds,” the referee called.

Cinder shifted her angle, and came up for air a few seconds before the limit – emerging from the ice next to one of the more irregularly shaped lumps of ice, but looking much the worse for wear.

Her coat was slick with icy water before she began to shake herself dry, and she looked tired – both by all of her digging, and by the long period in freezing cold water. But she was up, and Pete pointed at her.

“Now!” he called. “Quickly, use U-turn!”

Pidgeotto swerved, coming around to the best angle to make his attack run against Cinder, and built up speed – passing over the iceberg Cinder had tried going up inside.

And, as he did, Cinder pounced.

She looked down to the hole she’d emerged from, brim-full of water from the ice she’d melted, and used Hyper Voice – sending a pressure wave through the tunnel, smashing through the ice wall she’d erected with Ice Fang, and sending the whole force of the attack up into the weakened pillar she’d been inside.

Which promptly exploded, sending cold water and chunks of ice erupting into the air. The water slapped Pidgeotto from underneath, lifting him several inches from sheer force, and one of the ice chunks hit Pidgeotto a glancing blow on one wing.

He wobbled in the air, forcing himself away from his previous flight path, and crashed some way away from Cinder – only for her to bite the ground and use Thunder Fang. Conducted along the wet surface, it shocked them both – and Pidgeotto was absolutely soaked.

The amplified surge of electricity made him caw in shock, then collapse back into a faint.


“Well, that was a thing,” Karen noted. “That was… eminently Dark type. I approve.”

“I didn’t know Dark types were all about such big explosions,” Misty said.

“That’s just about delivery,” Karen told her. “Dark types are actually about fighting in ways which aren’t what others would call fair.”

“But they’re really fair, right?” Misty checked.

“Of course,” Karen confirmed. “Why wouldn’t they be?”

She looked a bit closer at Max’s Mightyena, who wobbled a little on her feet as electricity sparked around them.

Then, very slowly, she fell over.


“That was great,” Max told Cinder, recalling her, then took out his next Pokéball. “Go!”

Pete threw his Pokéball at the same time, and both Pokémon appeared on the battlefield – with Max’s Charmander Corona wobbling a little, steadying herself with her tail before looking up at her opponent.

Said opponent, an Arcanine, growled threateningly at her.

“Okay, that’s going to be interesting,” Corona muttered to herself, then raised her voice. “Max?”

“Arcanine are really fast!” Max reminded her. “If in doubt, get in the air!”

Corona nodded slightly to show she’d heard, then noticed Arcanine flicker out of sight behind one of the icy pillars – one of the ones a little way away from the one Cinder had exploded.

The Charmander jumped, and used Flare Blitz – boosting herself up into the air and rising to about four or five feet above the highest of the pillars, then looked down to try and get a better view on Arcanine.

After a few seconds, she spotted him – running and jumping from pillar to pillar, starting at the edge of the battle area and quickly closing in on her.

Corona darted to one side, avoiding Arcanine’s pounce, then twisted around and followed him – using Flamethrower, hitting him in the side, but only producing a pulse of greater heat as Arcanine’s Flash Fire activated.

“Hah!” Pete chuckled. “Okay, Arcanine, there’s no way a Charmander can take as much heat as you! Fire Blast!”

Arcanine landed, rolled, and counterattacked with a Fire Blast as ordered – producing an explosion of flame in midair, one Corona was knocked sideways by even though it didn’t quite hit her.

She flew higher, out of the smoke, and thought for a moment before turning and coming back down again – boosting her speed with her Flare Blitz, flying behind a pillar, then cutting it out briefly and launching a Flamethrower along the same route she’d been taking. Arcanine took the bait, pouncing on the trail of fire just as it came out from behind the ice, and Corona slammed a Headbutt into his side with all the force of her speed.

The blow knocked Arcanine sideways, but his much greater mass let him roll with the blow, and Corona had to beat a hasty retreat with another Flare Blitz boost before the other Fire-type managed to grab onto her.

“Corona!” Max called. “He can’t handle it if you keep using Fire attacks!”

Corona’s path through the air corkscrewed, then twisted down, and she came to a running halt on top of an ice chunk. She took a deep breath, getting her wind back, then jumped back into fire boost.


“That’s a very unusual Charmander,” Lance commented. “Normally they wait until they’ve evolved before they start flying around.”

“I think that’s partly my Mawile’s fault,” Ash volunteered. “You remember, the one who scared all the Pokémon in the Dragon Holy Land?”

“Yes, I remember,” Lance agreed.

“Well, she’s kind of got a hobby of working out how Pokémon can fly, even if they’re not normally supposed to. So I think she might have helped Corona out with that.”

Ash nodded towards the battle. “It’s actually really helping her out, because the faster she moves the hotter her flames get.”

“I’m not sure that’s much of an advantage here,” Lance said delicately. “After all, the opposing Pokémon is immune to Fire type attacks.”

“That’s not what-” Ash began, but then there was a sharp pop from the arena – shortly followed by a gasp from the crowd.


Corona accelerated, flying in circles as she pushed more and more energy into her Flare Blitz.

She’d learned how Flame Charge worked a little while ago, and even managed to get a bit of help from Ash’s Entei in how to use it. The assistance of the Legendary had let her make leaps and bounds of progress, and when she boosted it was with the speed-amplifying effect of the Flame Charge in full force – until, suddenly, a series of crackling sounds came from her fiery cloak.

A pair of wings unfolded, ephemeral things, as if they were being drawn in flame several times a second as they burned up and wafted away as smoke. Corona, now almost hidden inside a dragon-shaped aura of flame as it rapidly intensified, slowed in her headlong rush and began to hover.

“What the-” Pete whispered. “I didn’t know that was a thing!”

Inside the dragon, Corona’s expression was blank – all her concentration going to maintaining the construct. Already she could feel it starting to destabilize, but it would hold for another few seconds at least.

Long enough.

She turned, the flame-wings of the great dragon sweeping through the air and burning orange-yellow-white hot, and dove directly towards Arcanine. Flame surged, and she stopped herself in mid-air just ten feet above the ground – letting her construct continue, ramming into Pete’s Arcanine at full speed.

Just as awestruck as his trainer, Arcanine was slow to dodge. He was hit by the attack, and the intense heat did nothing more to him than Corona’s earlier Flamethrower.

However, what both Arcanine and his trainer had forgotten was that they were on an ice field. The sheer heat of the impact flash-melted all the ice within twenty feet of Arcanine, and the Fire-type was carried down by the momentum of the attack so that he was underwater when it ended.

Heat continued to roll outwards as Corona hovered, making the ice floor of the arena collapse into a series of small ice floes and causing the freestanding chunks to fall and smash into hundreds of pieces. It was several long seconds before Arcanine finally hauled himself out of the water onto one of the nearest pieces of floating ice, and Corona promptly doused him in a Flamethrower before he could get his footing.

That ice floe collapsed as well, falling apart and dumping Arcanine in the water again, and this time Pete returned him when his head broke the surface.

Max waited only another second or two before recalling Corona as well, seeing the Charmander was clearly exhausted.


“Is this a thing you teach trainers?” Will asked, indicating the battlefield. “How to have their Pokémon exhaust themselves in a single spectacular blow?”

“They have been very cool looking, though,” Bruno contributed.

May chuckled. “Actually, that might have been my influence… I’m a Coordinator, and now I think about it he’s been with me for basically the whole time he was training his Pokémon.”

“That does make sense,” Will agreed. “So, now it’s a water and ice field. I wonder who both trainers will choose to close out the battle.”

“Well, Max does have a Water type,” Ash mused. “But he’s a Flying type as well, so the cold water might not be the best.”

He glanced over at Lance. “What are the rules for how long you can take to select a Pokémon?”

“Basically, if your opponent complains you get a fifteen second time limit,” Lance told him. “Usually, though, both work it out at a pretty similar time, and people are mostly good sports.”

“Right,” Ash nodded his thanks. “I don’t think that ever came up for me…”


“Are you both ready to resume?” the referee checked.

Max gave a thumbs-up, and Pete nodded. “Yes!” the other trainer added.

“All right, then,” the referee decided. “Send out your Pokémon!”

Pete’s Pokéball opened first, by a few seconds, and a Cloyster appeared several feet in the air. It promptly clammed up, and splashed into the water with a whoosh of spray.

Max’s choice appeared just as the water began to fall back.

“Right!” Casper said, grinning. “Now, where’s… wait, where is the other Pokémon?”

“In the water!” Max told him.

Casper looked down into the pool of water, which had an irregular coating of ice fragments, and tilted his head.

Then a shower of ice fragments hit him in the forehead.

“Ow!” the Ghost-type protested. “That’s-”

He cut himself off, and threw a Shadow Ball down into the water. It vanished, forming a small ripple as it passed through the water, and a second or so later a beam of violet energy flashed back up and hit Casper in the side.

“I hate Payback!” Casper complained, as the hidden Cloyster followed up with a high-frequency stream of icicles, and threw down another Shadow Ball before dodging out of the way.

This time, there was a longer gap before Cloyster retaliated – but the Payback still came up, and got a direct hit on Casper again.

The Ghost-type began to produce a larger Shadow Ball, but his trainer interrupted. “Wait!”

Casper kept hold of his Shadow Ball, not feeding more energy into it but not dissipating it. “What?”

“You’re just letting it use Payback, you need to try and actually attack it in a useful way,” Max explained. “So don’t use Shadow Ball, go into the water and pull it out!”

Casper let go of the Ghost-type attack, letting it dissolve, and dove into the water.

After a few seconds, a half-dozen spikes came flying up through the water and were bounced off the shield erected by the LinesPokémon. They were followed by more icicles, then a Shadow Ball, and the water bubbled up as another attack was used.


“That’s not really very good for the spectators, is it…” May said critically. “I can sort of see what’s going on from up here, but only when an attack is used that makes a flash. Most of the rest of the crowd must be unable to see anything…”

“It’s not a Contest,” Misty shrugged. “You’re right, though, if this was happening on the actual water field it’d be better lit – there’s proper arrangements for lighting in that one.”

She put a finger to her lips. “I wonder if there should be a new rule about re-freezing the ice field if it gets melted?”

“Would that apply to the Grass field as well?” Karen asked.

“No, grass doesn’t melt,” Misty replied.

“You know what I mean…” the Dark-type trainer sighed.

“You’re right, I do,” Misty admitted. “And… I don’t know, maybe? I know we resurface them between battles-”

The surface of the pool erupted as Cloyster was thrown bodily out of the water. Casper followed, swiping at his Ice-type opponent with a Sucker Punch, but that just meant Cloyster could hit Casper with Payback again – then use Withdraw again, slamming its shell shut and preventing Casper attacking the vulnerable core.

Cloyster’s path took it to the edge of the pool – and a little over, skidding along the still-solid section of the ice before coming to a halt.

“Oh, hey, now we can see,” May said.


Cloyster’s shell opened for a moment, and it fired a stream of rocks at Casper. Max’s Pokémon ducked, then dodged, trying to stay away from being attacked, but at least one of the rocks hit him in the face.

“Ow!” the Banette complained. “If I had actual flesh that would have hurt, I assume!”

“Casper, over here!” Max called.

Casper glanced back, then used Shadow Sneak quickly before flying over. Halfway to reaching Max, he took a Payback to the behind which flipped him over and made him wince.

“Do you have any good ideas?” he asked. “Because I’m getting really annoyed by this!”

“Yeah, I do,” Max agreed. “Listen – you need to go down into the water, and then-”

“Got it!” Casper interrupted, and dove into the water.

“Wait-” Max tried, then shook his head. “I… hope that works out…”


Pete frowned, watching for any sign of the kid’s Ghost.

It was probably going to do something tricky, like both the other Pokémon had done, but the problem was that knowing something tricky was on the way didn’t necessarily help if you still didn’t know what the trick was going to be.

“Stay Withdrawn,” he told Cloyster. “We just need to last long enough, and we’ll be through to the next round.”

Cloyster didn’t visibly respond, for obvious reasons, but Pete knew the Ice-type had heard him.

Shading his eyes, Pete looked for any sign of something moving that shouldn’t be – perhaps there was going to be some trick with Shadow Sneak, or some kind of status move.

Was it carrying an item? No, he didn’t see one…

Squinting, Pete checked again – and saw something small and shadowy emerge from the ice right next to Cloyster.

“Look out!” he called, but even as he did the Banette struck – launching a ghostly punch right through the surface of Cloyster’s shell.

There was a bang and a crackle of thunder, and Cloyster’s shell slammed open to reveal his core. Electrical energy fizzed around it, and the Banette followed his successful attack up by slamming a Will-o-Wisp straight into the exposed core spot.

“What-” Pete began, then realized. Ghost type!

If they could move through solid objects, then putting a Thunderbolt inside Cloyster’s armoured shell was quite possible – and he’d forgotten to get Cloyster to put up a Barrier.

As the Banette got another Thunderbolt ready, Pete recalled Cloyster. “Okay, I know when I’m beaten,” he said. “Good game, kid.”


Spectators filed into the small contest hall of Bibai Village, politely not paying attention to the fact it was normally the village hall.

“It’s good to see our little Contest has attracted attention from outside the village,” the chief said, leaning back on his chair with a satisfied sigh. “I don’t recognize half the people competing here.”

He smiled up at the local Joy, who nodded her agreement.

“I wonder if we should do this again in future?” she asked. “It’s sometimes a little quiet at the Pokémon Centre, it’s nice to have something to do!”

“Well-” the chief began, then stopped.

“…is it me,” he began, “or is that a Tyrunt in the crowd?”

“Where?” Joy asked.

“Next to the…” the chief trailed off, then tried again. “Next to the Mawile. With the Ninetales tail curled around it.”

“Maybe we need to leave the village more often,” Joy suggested lightly. “Or encourage more visitors, if this is what they’re like!”


“Are you finding the chair all right?” Brock asked.

Tyrunt shifted himself a little, feeling how his tail was constrained by the chair back, and leaned forwards to curl his tail out of the way a bit.

“It’s kind of uncomfortable,” he admitted. “But it is better than standing.”

“Some chairs have holes in the back,” Mawile informed him. “I don’t know why these ones don’t, it’s very rude to Pokémon with tails.”

“I think they were mostly expecting humans to sit in the audience,” Brock said. “If it’s really a problem we can work something out, Tyrunt.”

Tyrunt shook his head slightly. “I don’t want to be a bother… I’ll be fine.”

He looked up at the stage. “So lots of Pokémon are going to perform on there?”

“That’s how Contests work,” Brock agreed. “See what you think they’re like.”

“And are they going to fight after that?” Tyrunt added, suddenly nervous.

“I’m afraid they are,” Brock told him. “But they’re going to try and show off as much as attack.”

“I don’t think I like that bit,” the theropod said. “I know they do, but I don’t really.”

“All right, everyone!” the Nurse Joy announced, making them look up. “It’s time for the first Bibai Village Contest! I’m very glad you could all turn up, and I hope we’ll all have a great time!”

She smiled, then waved her hand towards the side of the stage. “First up is Charley and his Floatzel!”


“Okay, let’s go,” Molly said. “Ready?”

Her Girafarig nodded, a trifle nervously, and Molly patted him on the heads.

“You’ll be fine,” she assured him, then put a blindfold on him and a waste-paper basket on his tail head.

“All right, Eevee!” she called.

Eevee shifted to Espeon without a pause, and her green tail shimmered a little with witch-fire as she levitated a dozen berries into the air.

“Can you feel them, Girafarig?” Molly asked.

Girafarig concentrated, then nodded. “A bit.”

“Let’s give it a go, then,” the young trainer decided. “Try and hit the one on the far left!”

Girafarig’s horns glowed slightly, and he fired a flicker of psychic energy. It missed the target berry by several inches, and he blushed.

“That’s okay,” Molly assured him. “You’re just learning.”

“Interesting trick you’re teaching him there,” Gary said, looking up from drawing a sketch map of where they’d taken the day’s samples. “What’s the plan for it?”

“Well, I thought it would be good if he could make it really hard to see, and then hit other Pokémon without needing to see,” Molly explained. “So if he made it foggy, or rain really hard.”

“Nice idea,” Gary agreed. “You might want to make sure there is a move Girafarig can learn that would make it hard to see, though.”

“Good point,” Molly agreed, thinking. “Hmmm… can you learn any Fire attacks? That could be turned into Smokescreen.”

“Or I could use Smokescreen,” Flareon volunteered, the berries dropping all around her.

“Silly, we’re still doing the berry thing!” Molly chided gently. “Can you go back to being Espeon and we’ll give it another go?”

“Whoops…” Flareon blushed.


“That was amazing,” Tyrunt said, as the latest contestant left the stage. “Are all Pokémon contests like that?”

Mawile raised a finger, began to speak, then stopped.

“There’s no really diplomatic way to say this,” Ninetales commented. “Tyrunt… I know you’ve only seen these people so far, apart from the ones Dawn was trying out, but several of those weren’t very good.”

“The Stunky was good,” Mawile pointed out.

“Yes, that one was impressive,” Ninetales concurred. “I think the audience would have had a different opinion if he hadn’t been trained to smell of strawberries, though.”

She frowned. “Actually, did she even do that?”

“Look!” Mawile pointed. “There’s Dawn!”

Dawn curtsied to the crowd, sweeping the streamer she was holding around in a flourish, then sent out her Buneary.

The Normal-type bounded up to her and took the streamer from her hand. Then she began to spin quickly and unevenly, the red ribbon forming a spiralling cylinder of colour which appeared to flicker from one place to another without going through the intervening space.

Brock looked up at the lights, and made an ah of understanding.

“Flourescent,” he said. “There’s a kind of strobe effect going on with the ribbon – that’s why it looks different to when she was practicing.”

The unusual effect didn’t seem to stop Buneary from doing her routine, however. After doing her Teeter Dance for a few seconds she Bounced into the air, ribbon flicking out to appear like a spring for a moment, then hung in the air as the ribbon came back up and coiled around her arm.

She clenched her fist, which fizzed with a Thunderpunch, and flicked the ribbon down again. It contacted the ground with a loud crackle as the electricity discharged, and Buneary quickly used Ice Beam to freeze the lower section in place.

As the lapine Pokémon landed, she flicked the ribbon up again – pulling it off the ground, and producing a sparkle of ice crystals as she shattered the ice that had been created only a moment before. The crystals hung in the air, shimmering in the lights of the hall, and as Buneary switched back to Thunderpunch the ribbon began to glow a dull red – heated by the fine metal filament running along both edges.

Now, when Buneary swirled the slender ribbon, it sliced through the cloud of floating ice – and began to shape it, as well, with the static charge of the ribbon attracting the icy fragments and the heat driving them away, so in the space of a few seconds Buneary produced a sphere and a cube and even a floating Butterfree.

Each of them lasted only a moment before collapsing back into the spiral, but Buneary just used that as a reason to draw out the next pattern.

“And now, finish it!” Dawn instructed.

Buneary did another Teeter Dance, slowly bringing the handle of the streamer closer and closer to vertical so it produced a tightening pattern in cool blue ice and hot orange streamer.

When it was nearly straight up and down, she flicked it out to the side – pulling it away, but imparting enough of a spin to the vortex that it seemed to merge into a single column. Then it unravelled from the top down, forming a spiral of mist as the ice melted into suspended droplets of water, and Buneary sent the ribbon up one last time.

This time it was chilled again by Ice Beam, and when it touched the middle of the spiral the whole collection froze again and fell as a light powder-snow dusting over both herself and Dawn.

Buneary passed the handle of the streamer back to her trainer, and then they both took a bow.


“Okay…” Serena said, studying her book on equestrianism. “So it says here that after some heavy work, like hard riding, I’m supposed to check if you need to be walked for a bit to cool you down.”

Blitzle looked closely at the book, which depicted a Ponyta, then whickered at her.

“I don’t know why you’d need to cool down a Ponyta either,” she admitted. “Maybe it’s just that they list off everything any equine Pokémon might need, and then you have to work out for yourself which bits aren’t needed depending on what your Pokémon is and how they handle.”

The Electric-type nodded, giving the idea consideration and approving of it, and Serena was about to continue when her computer went ding.

Sliding the book to the side, she checked who the message was from, and a smile spread across her face. “Hey, Blitzle, it looks like Dawn sent us something!”

Blitzle skipped back a step or two, then came back again to look past her right hand side instead – getting a better view of the monitor, as Serena opened the file attached to the email.

“Hi,” Dawn waved into the camera. “Okay, so, it’s a bit quieter than normal, so I thought I’d send you a video so you can see my Pokémon actually moving.”

Stepping back, she revealed her Pokémon standing in a rough line. “So, here they are,” she went on. “Say hello, Piplup!”

Piplup waved, then gave Dawn a challenging look.

“Yeah, that’s… probably about as much as I’m going to get out of him,” Dawn admitted. “Still, he waved. I’ll try and record some Contest stuff later, there’s some cool moves we were working on. And here’s Buneary, she did a Contest earlier today – it wasn’t an official one, but it was a lot of fun because they were all full of enthusiasm.”

As she was about to move on to Pachirisu, something stepped in front of the camera.

“Oops!” Dawn laughed. “Tyrunt, you’re in the way of the camera…”

A Pokémon on the other end said something, then another one replied, and the foot moved out of the way.

“He’s with us for a few days,” Dawn explained. “It’s kind of complicated – my friend’s Mawile took a shine to him, but it was easier for him to stay up here with her while did something else.”

Serena watched the video with a smile. Dawn introduced each of her Pokémon properly, giving them all a chance to demonstrate a basic trick or two, and when Piplup and Quilava launched into another of those arguments Dawn had said they had it was all Serena could do not to laugh out loud.

She also heard Dawn mention a friend called ‘Brock’, and she paused the video to look him up. It was a little surprising for her to find out that Dawn was apparently going around with a (former?) Gym Leader, but then she had said one of her friends was a strong trainer so that was probably him.

It was a nice little look into what it was like training a whole collection of Pokémon, seeing Dawn spending a little time with every Pokémon as well as having them work together on new tricks, and by the time it ended she was wondering about entirely new things.

“Say, Blitzle?” she asked, after some consideration. “Do you think you could charge up your hooves with a little bit of electricity?”

Blitzle tilted his head, giving her a confused look.

“Well, I was thinking that that way there’d be little sparks when you trotted…”


AN:


So, this was an interesting chapter to do. Complete with unusual terrain League battle, some Contest stuff, and another appearance from Serena.

The mention of the stuff about walking horses is actually inspired by a book I read a few days ago, the first Warhorse of Esdragon book. I like the concept of the series, which is basically

1: All horses need careful treatment, you can’t treat them like motorcycles like most fantasy books do.

2: Except this one.

Anyway. I’m going to see about splitting attention between Max’s league battle and things going on elsewhere in the world, for this arc.






245. Sinnoh 9


“Does it get confusing having four different arenas to go between?” May asked. “You can’t see all of them…”

“We do look over the highlights from the ones we don’t attend,” Bruno told her, sitting back on one of the chairs. “There was this time a few years ago Agatha skipped the entire League, though… not entirely sure why.”

He shrugged. “Anyway, your brother’s on… what, third, in this one?”

“Yeah, that sounds about right,” May agreed. “And that friend he made is on first in the Water arena. I wonder what Pokémon she’s got this time, I haven’t recognized half of them.”

“Probably a Water type,” Misty said. “I’m interested in seeing if she’s got any Water Pokémon from Alola, I did some reading on them last night.”

“Shouldn’t you have read about them already?” May asked. “Sorry, I know a lot less about how the Gym Leader thing works than you’d think…”

Misty shrugged. “I probably did, but it was a long time ago.”

“Right,” May realized. “Yeah, you’ve had more than a year longer than me you’ve done twice over.”

They looked at the screen as Iwalani and her opponent stepped up to the poolside, and as the referee informed them that draining the pool was considered bad form.

Then both Pokémon came out. The boy on the right side of the arena sent out his Poliwhirl, and Iwalani replied with a dinky little fish of a Water-type.

“Oh, hey, this is cool,” Misty told them, leaning towards the screen. “Watch this.”

The fish glowed, and then more fish of the same type came streaming in from all directions – forming a kind of piscine swirl that slowly resolved itself into a huge, armoured predator shape made entirely out of fish.

“What the heck!?” Iwalani’s opponent demanded. “I thought it was one Pokémon at a time, not… a hundred!”

“Hey, that’s still one Pokémon,” Iwalani protested. “It’s just Wishiwashi’s ability, it’s called Schooling.”

“Can that really just be one Pokémon?” May wondered. “Is it like Diglett and Dugtrio, or Magnemite and Magneton?”

“No, it’s a lot stranger than that,” Misty told them. “If they get damaged enough, they turn back. It took a lot of research – apparently what they eventually did was to have someone use a Master Ball on a wild but willing Wishiwashi in School Form, and the Master Ball captured the whole Pokémon.”

“Right, so it’s just an odd Form change,” Bruno nodded. “Sounds like an expensive experiment.”

“You haven’t read all the failed ones,” Misty chuckled. “A lot of abilities and stuff fail on a Wishiwashi, even if they’re not in School Form… there’s one theory that what’s actually going on is that it’s warping space to do it.”

“Sounds plausible to me,” Will volunteered.

Over in the Water arena, the referee finished checking through his book of rulings. “I’ll allow it,” he said. “Begin!”


“Alolan Pokémon are strange,” Max mused, watching the battle on the screen as he waited for his turn. “I know there are Pokémon like Dugtrio, but still…”

“Remind me who you’re planning on using first?” Cinder asked. “Is it the kickboxing mushroom who considers being poisoned healthy?”

“Good point,” Max admitted, after thinking about it for a moment. “It really is about what you’re used to, huh…”

“Tajira to the battlefield!” the marshal called, and a boy stood up from the benches.

“Already?” he asked. “What happened to the guys on first?”

“Didn’t you see the screen?” one of the girls next to him asked. “This guy with a Metagross threw all three Pokémon into the wall.”

“That sounds like a job for a Dark type,” Cinder noted.

“Well, it depends,” Max replied. “It might be a job for a Psychic type, or even a quick Fire-type.”

“Maybe,” Cinder agreed, with a nod. “I’d need to make sure I didn’t get caught by Miracle Eye, if it was me.”


“How do you think you’d be doing if you were in this League?” Lance asked Ash suddenly.

Ash looked up. “Huh? Oh – well, uh, I don’t think this looks like the kind of League I get any more.”

Lance invited him to explain further.

“It’s… kind of hard to explain,” Ash went on. “I think it started in Sinnoh the first time around – I started running into these really, really powerful trainers. There was this guy in Sinnoh the first time who had a Latios and a Darkrai, and the Latios was a surprise to everyone because he’d only ever shown the Darkrai all the way up to semi finals.”

“I assume you beat the Darkrai,” Lance noted.

“And the Latios, but Pikachu was my last Pokémon left at that point and he knocked himself out doing it,” Ash supplied. “Then there was someone at the Unova league who was… kind of odd, actually. He had really powerful Pokémon, though, like a strong Riolu who evolved into a Lucario, and then a Hydreigon.”

“Ash, he didn’t know the difference between five and six, didn’t know how many badges you needed to enter a Pokémon League and thought Ecruteak was in Unova or something,” Pikachu reminded him. “And yes, I’m still bitter…”

Lance listened as Dexter translated Pikachu’s words, then frowned. “You said he had a Hydreigon? Those are… not the easiest Pokémon to train. How?”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “Then… well, the next one was the Indigo League again, and that had Jessie and James in it as well as Gary. After that was the Silver Conference-”

“-which I’m entirely familiar with,” Lance interjected. “Quite apart from that boy from Orre with the three Legendary Beasts, we all noticed Steve. Yes, that does seem to be forming a pattern.”

He shook his head. “And the Hoenn league is obvious… but what about your friend Max? Doesn’t he have a Legendary Pokémon?”

“That’s a good point, actually,” Lucario said. “Maybe we’d have ended up fighting Deoxys.”

“I thought he had Jirachi,” Lance frowned.

“The Deoxys is a new thing,” Ash explained. “It’s kind of a long story, but basically he’s got Deoxys to the same extent I have Mewtwo or Lugia – mostly as a trusted friend, not as a battle Pokémon.”

“I battled your Lugia,” Lance pointed out. “Are you telling me you didn’t give him any training?”

“No, I did train him,” Ash said. “And he’s been spending some time with my other Pokémon taking part in some of their events…”

“You are a very unconventional trainer,” Lance summarized.


Max took his place by the side of the rock-strewn arena, and blinked.

“How did they fix this so quickly?” he asked. “I saw that last battle, they smashed all the rocks!”

After the Tyranitar was returned, they had a Diglett team sort it out, Kris supplied. I don’t know where they got the rocks from, though. Presumably underground.

“I do hear there are rocks there,” Max agreed, going for his belt to prepare his first Pokémon. “Ready!”

“I’m ready too,” his opponent called, giving a thumbs-up.

“Begin!” the referee announced, and Max threw his Pokéball – releasing his Breloom, Guy, who pulsed a faint purple as his customary Toxic Orb triggered.

Opposite him, his foe’s Nidorino dropped to the floor. He snorted, pawing at the ground, and his trainer swept up the returning Pokéball with an offhand catch.

“Rush him!” she ordered, and Nidorino bounded forwards. His horn lit off with a faint orange glow, signal of an incoming Fury Attack, and Guy set his stance with his tail held poised to counterbalance him.

“Low kick!” Max called.

Guy dropped low, and swept his clawed foot through the air at ankle level – though he missed, as Nidorino leapt into the air and dodged.

Sliding around in a turn, Nidorino came to a halt facing back at Guy before charging again. This time he fired out a salvo of Poison Sting barbs, to keep Guy on the defensive.

Guy let them hit him, then jumped to the top of the nearest pillar and examined the faintly purple barb in his elbow.

“Doesn’t that… hurt?” Max asked.

The Breloom shook his head. “Nope, not really.”

He wobbled as a headbutt hit the rock, making it shake back and forth, then he jumped off before Nidorino actually felled the pillar. Landing with a thump of his tail against the ground, he lashed out as Nidorino charged him and scored a glancing blow on the snout of the Poison-type.

Nidorino snorted, scowled, then tried to bite down on Guy’s arm. He missed, but a second attempt got Guy on the knuckle.

Guy yelped and flung Nidorino into the nearest rock wall, which went crunch but didn’t seem to have harmed the enemy Poison-type much.

“That did hurt!” he complained.

“Okay, don’t let him do it again!” Max advised. “That was probably Peck!”

“I can see that,” Guy agreed, crouching slightly, then jumped into the air and fired a Seed Bomb. It exploded next to Nidorino as he got to his feet, and then Guy’s opponent came rushing out of the dust cloud.

“Breloom, Low Kick!” Max ordered.

Nidorino reacted exactly the same way he had the first time – which meant he got a kick to the face as Guy obeyed Max’s hidden order and did a high sweeping kick.

That sent him flying off course and smashing into the same rock pillar he’d hit the first time, and gravel fell off in a splatterplish sound as he shook his head to clear it.


“Huh, wonder what happened there,” Iwalani said, watching the TV as she picked Pin Missiles out of her Dartrix’ feathers. “I could swear he said low kick.”

Dartrix fluffed his feathers, then froze for a moment before letting out a high-pitched hoot.

“Did you just stick yourself again?” Iwalani asked.

She shook her head. “Dartrix, you’re such a… bird brain…”

The Flying-type twisted his head around to give her a look.

“Yeah, okay, deserved that one,” Iwalani admitted. “Okay, come on, let’s get the rest of those pins out before you hurt yourself too much…”


“Assault him!” Nidorino’s trainer called, and her Poison-type backed up a bit before charging forwards again. This time he drifted to the right a bit, kicked off a small ramp, and launched himself into the air to come down on top of Guy.

Squinting a little into the sun, Guy readied his Bullet Punch.

“Look out!” Max called suddenly, just before Nidorino used Ice Beam – scoring a direct hit on Guy’s chest, knocking him skidding backwards halfway across the arena with frost damage on his torso and a little on his tail.

“Ow,” the Grass-type said succinctly, and brushed the ice off – feeling his Poison Heal already starting to handle the damage.

“Now, Venoshock!”

This time, Nidorino’s trainer had to give him the order explicitly – and that gave Guy enough time to fire a Seed Bomb at the ground. The explosion was no fun, but it did get him out of the way before Nidorino could hit him with the powerful Poison-type attack – and it was less painful than that would have been.

Seeing Nidorino chasing after him, Guy gritted his teeth before doing two more Seed Bomb jumps. That got him almost all the way across the rock arena, and he dropped down to land neatly on the far side of a rock pillar – digging in his claws so he didn’t fall all the way to the ground, then resting for a moment before climbing back up towards the top.

“Guy!” Max called, cupping his hands around his mouth to be heard. “He’s coming up to the pillar! Do Dad’s thing!”

Guy nodded, understanding straight away, and jumped down to land in front of Nidorino. He chambered a punch, electrical energy sparking on it as he prepared to Thunderpunch Nidorino, then as his opponent charged Guy switched both moves and fists and hit Nidorino with a full-power Facade.

Nidorino managed to get off a Venoshock even as Guy punched him into the middle distance, and the stream of purple energy combined with the recoil sent Guy flying into the arena retaining wall with a kind of leathery thump.

Landing on the floor with a very similar flump sound, Guy pulled himself to his feet by using his tail to keep steady. His scrapes and bruises were already starting to heal, but slowly.

Then an Ice Beam hit him, and he collapsed forwards.


“Why did that connect?” May asked, frowning, then realized. “Oh, right – Guy and Max both couldn’t see where Nidorino landed, they couldn’t tell it was up on top of that pillar.”

Will nodded a confirmation, as Max walked out far enough into the arena to get line-of-sight on Guy and recall him.

“Dad’s thing…” Karen said out loud. “Norman Maple, right?”

“That’s Dad all right,” May agreed. “His signature move is Facade. It’s really good for Guy, but a Pokémon with Venoshock is just a bad match-up for Guy and that’s one tough Nidorino.”

Down below, Max sent out his second Pokémon, and Will leaned forwards a little.

“A Gallade,” he noted. “Interesting.”


“Yah!” Casey shouted, swinging her bat and connecting with the baseball. A sharp whack sound heralded it being sent flying off into the middle distance, where her Raticate jumped and caught it in her teeth.

“Good catch!” the trainer called, as Raticate threw it to Lucario and the Fighting-type passed it on to Zapdos. “Okay, let’s try something new, Zapdos.”

Her guest nodded his attention.

“So this is a trick that relies on physics,” Casey explained, and gestured for the ball so Zapdos tossed it to her. “If you give a ball a spin, then it kind of veers off the path it would have been on without that spin.”

Zapdos nodded.

“Lucario, get ready to catch,” Casey called. “So this is without any spin.”

She threw the ball, and it flew across the clearing to hit Lucario’s black-and-yellow palm with a slight clang.

“Simple,” Casey summarized, catching the ball as Lucario gently lobbed it back to her. “And if you put a spin on it, like this…”

Casey threw the ball again, but this time it curved slightly off a straight path – meaning that, while Lucario still caught it, she had to bend down awkwardly to the side to do so.

Zapdos tilted his head a little, and said something in a voice like an overloading transformer.

Coming over to hand the ball to her trainer this time, Lucario supplied the translation. “He said that was very interesting, but he’s not sure how he’d do it himself.”

“Oh, right,” Casey realized. “Okay, uh… well, my first thought is that you could sort of slide the top of your beak over the bottom as you let go. We can give it some practice, if you want.”

Zapdos nodded, liking that idea, then flew a little way off so he had a reasonable amount of space. Casey waved to her Pokémon, and they all formed a group around her to field – except Pidgeot, who stayed hovering overhead to catch any fly balls.

As Zapdos was about to throw, though, there was a crashing sound in the trees. A roar followed, metallic and rumbling and bass, and Lucario moved over to stand by her trainer.

“That’s an Aggron,” she informed Casey. “Big one, by the sounds of it.”

“Should we fight it?” Casey asked.

“Master – Casey – if there’s going to be a fight, you’re going to be on Pidgeot and out of the way,” Lucario told her firmly. “You’re the most fragile one here.”

“I guess,” Casey admitted.

Then a wave of dry air washed past her as Zapdos took off, hovering low over the field, and shouted a challenge.

“He says that he’s not going to let you get hurt,” Lucario supplied. “By name, actually.”

Casey glanced to her side at the big Flying-type, which was slowly flying towards the shaking trees.


Aggron came bursting out of the treeline, and roared a challenge.

Zapdos screeched back, wings crackling with electricity, and gave Aggron a wink.

The Steel-type met his eyes, nodding imperceptibly, then used Rock Throw to begin what would turn out to be a very visually impressive battle.

A suspicious observer might have noticed a certain lack of actual damaging blows, though.


Professor Oak inspected Tracey’s latest brace of pictures. The first one, which was a little postcard-sized sketch with graphite pencil, depicted the two young Growlithe living in the ranch chasing Houndoom’s spade-tipped tail.

There was a lot that hadn’t been drawn, in the sketch. Houndoom himself was just a suggestion in faint grey lines, and there was only one little tuft of grass.

Nodding, Oak moved on to the second one. This was much larger, wrought in coloured pencils and soft shades, and showed a quiet morning scene at the seashore – Ash’s Lugia and his family, lit by the soft light of dawn with Samiya glittering in the background.

“Not bad, Tracey,” Oak judged. “Not bad at all. I think you should show this one to them, they might want to keep it.”

“I’ll do that,” Tracey agreed.

“Still, I think I could show you a thing or two,” Oak added. “I was quite the artist in my younger days.”

We have both seen your sketchbook, Professor, you do not need to tell us.

“Sketchbook,” Oak agreed, nodding. “And then there was my fieldwork at University – I took sketches of Pokémon in their natural habitats when I was describing them.”

He plucked a piece of paper out of the nearby printer, and picked up a pencil from the table. Sharpening the pencil to a point, he sat down at the table… and stopped.

“Professor?” Tracey asked, concerned.

“I just realized I haven’t drawn anything for twelve years,” Professor Oak explained. “I fell out of the habit years before we went back in time… I think?”

He put the pencil down. “I’m afraid all the time travel and alteration of history has made it very difficult to tell.”

“That’s okay,” Tracey told him. “If you want to draw, then draw – we know you’ve not done it in a while, so we won’t think less of you if it’s bad and we’ll be even more impressed if it’s good.”

“In theory, anyway,” Oak said to himself. “Well, I suppose… hmm, perhaps I should start by drawing a Voltorb?”

Now that, we will judge you for, Damos noted.


“I bet Ash’s Aura exercises are more interesting than this,” Ritchie sighed, making a repetitive motion with his hand. As he did, coloured water bubbled up from the bottle sat in front of him.

It formed a sphere, then distorted as he altered the psychic forces on it. First the sphere became a long cylinder, then it changed to a cube, then a pyramid, and after that he cycled through the first four shapes at random for a minute before moving on to the next.

This was a more complex shape to make, a ring like a donut with a hole in the middle, and after holding it like that for ten seconds he added a second ring at right angles to the first.

How is it going? Rose asked, her mental voice still new and uncertain.

Not too bad, Ritchie told his Swellow, trying not to lose concentration. It’s much easier to do the big stuff than something this small and fiddly.

I’ll be quiet, then, Rose promised.

No, it’s fine, Ritchie assured her hastily. It helps me learn to – whoops!

The dyed water fell to the floor, though Sparky caught it with his own psychic powers before it soaked into the sand.

“Thanks,” Ritchie told him, and put the water back in the bottle. “Okay, let’s try this again…”


“Okay, let’s battle!” Barry announced. “This is going to be great – Smeargle, get ready!”

Smeargle nodded, facing down the Onix Barry’s foe had sent out.

“Smeargle, this is going to be a dry run for the gym in Oreburgh!” Barry reminded him. “Okay, use Seed Flare!”

The Onix and his trainer – a burly mountain Hiker – both looked startled, and then Smeargle flicked his brush in a complex pattern.

A small brown grass seed bounced to the floor in front of Onix, and exploded.

“Ow!” Onix complained, shaking his head, and looked down at the crater. “Was that really Seed Flare?”

“All right!” Barry enthused. “You got him! Now let’s see a Hydro Cannon!”

Smeargle’s brush moved again as he dodged out of the way of a Tackle from Onix, and produced a stream of water.

The canine Pokémon directed what was almost certainly not a Hydro Cannon at Onix, managing to score a glancing hit, then sketched out a circle in the air and turned it into Protect to avoid being flattened by the return attack.

“You’re doing great!” Barry told his Pokémon. “Now, finish him off with a Judgement!”

Smeargle held up a paw, asking Onix to stop for a moment, and turned to give his trainer an eloquent look.

“What?” Barry asked. “Oh, is this about the Plate thing? Well, use Origin Pulse then!”

Smeargle’s eyebrow raised slightly, then he dropped his hand and rummaged for his portable whiteboard. Producing it from under his beret, he got to writing.

Barry examined the result.

“Oh, that’s right,” he realized. “You didn’t Sketch that move yet, so you can’t use it, or rather you can use it because you can use everything but you don’t know the specifics of what I’m asking for! I read about how that’s how Smeargle work on the internet,” he added.

Smeargle expressed his disagreement with that statement, largely with his eyebrows as Barry hadn’t given the whiteboard back yet.

“Uh, is this battle going to actually keep going?” the hiker asked.

“Wait, I know!” Barry said, with a kind of manic energy. “You could try sketching all his moves and using them back at him! No, wait, there are moves a twenty foot rock snake would be better at than a Smeargle. Uh… what about using Leech Seed!”

Smeargle indicated this was a good idea, by turning around and inviting Onix to resume the battle. As soon as the Rock-type did, he rolled to the side and used Leech Seed.

Off to the side of the battle, Barry’s Prinplup shook his head.


“Tell me what you think of this,” Delia requested. “It’s a new blend.”

She poured out a little tea into the cups arrayed around the edge of her garden table, then put the teapot back down again and offered a plate of sandwiches.

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” Martha Hale replied, waving off the plate, though her husband took one of the small sandwiches. Shaymin requested one as well, and the shiny Entei at the end of the table declined just after his mate did.

Martha was the first to take a sip of the tea, and considered it for a moment before nodding. “Well, I like it.”

“Glad to hear it,” Delia smiled. “I added a little mint, but not too much.”

Shaymin considered it, then nodded her approval as well. “I think it would be nice to have a little Gracidea, but that’s just my taste.”

“Well, if you have it with Gracidea that’s your choice,” Delia replied. “But I know you get a lot more boisterous when you’re in Sky Form, so perhaps you should try later rather than now.”

“I suppose that is true,” Shaymin agreed, and took another sip.

“Oh, I was going to ask,” Delia added. “How is Molly doing?”

“She’s doing well,” Entei answered. “Last time I visited, she introduced her latest Pokémon to us – she’s building up quite a nice team, though Eevee is still her strongest.”

“And she does write us home,” Spencer supplied. “Well, it’s more sending videos, because Gary is right there with his Porygon to record them, but she’s good about doing it three times a week. Apparently she’s thinking of doing some of the Pokémon League Challenge again, to train up her newer Pokémon.”

“How many gyms are there in Sinnoh?” Delia asked.

“I think about… ten? Eleven?” Suicune asked, tapping her paw absently on the table. “My original showed me around, but she focused mainly on the eight or nine most well travelled ones. I can’t remember how many others there are.”

“There’s eleven,” Entei informed his mate, and she gave him a tolerant look before picking up her cup in both paws for a drink.

Then she put it down again. “Oh, dear… sorry, I think I must have spilled some of the tea on my paws. It’s distilled water now.”

“Not to worry,” Delia said. “Just pour it out for the lawn, I’ll get you some more.”

As she did, there was a rhythmic thump thump thump sound from nearby, and Ash’s Raikou went tearing past down the road.

“A fine day to you all!” he called, then vanished out of sight behind the trees.

“That’s always a little odd,” Entei mused.

“Oh?” Spencer asked.

“Well, it’s just… for both of us, that is,” he indicated Suicune next to him. “It’s odd for us to see the non-shiny Raikou here because our family dynamic – as created – leads us to view our Raikou as our elder son. And he looks quite similar, so on first glance we see a son and then on second glance we see someone else.”

“That must be odd,” Martha agreed readily. “I know Delia has that problem where her son has an improbable number of doubles – isn’t that right?”

Delia nodded her confirmation, putting her teacup down. “Yes, that’s right. I met Ritchie once – briefly – and it was very strange.”

“So you have to resist the feeling that you should be mothering him somehow?” Shaymin asked, curious.

“That, and-”

-there was a loud ZZAP, and a few of the cynical Spearow flock inhabiting the area around the ranch made half-hearted motions in the direction of flight.

“-and sometimes there’s this,” the Suicune added. “Do you have any idea how odd it feels to want to scold someone who is not even theoretically your child?”

“What’s wrong with that?” Delia asked. “If he’s done something he should be ashamed of, then there shouldn’t be a problem making sure he knows about it.”

“He is about a hundred years older than me,” Suicune pointed out.

Another loud ZZAP blasted through the air, and Raikou’s booming laughter rose above it.

“All right!” he called. “Now, let’s see about a dashed moving target, shall we?”

Suicune got up. “I’m terribly sorry,” she said. “I just need to see to this.”


“You know, it’s really odd,” Dawn said out loud.

“What’s that?” Brock asked.

“Just…” Dawn shrugged. “Watching a Pokémon League going on, even on TV, and wondering how my friend will do – and it’s not Ash, because Ash isn’t in this one.”

“Which is a pity,” Buneary sighed. “It’s always interesting to watch when he finally lets Pikachu do something.”

“I’d say that at some point you had to disallow some specific Pokémon to keep it fairer,” Dawn mused. “But then there’s other people who use Legendaries as their entire team. It’s kind of a thing where if you’re using them you really have earned it.”

“Things have kind of conspired to prevent Ash doing an Elite Four challenge,” Brock mused.

Tyrunt raised his hand.

“Oh, what is it?” Brock asked, turning his attention away from the screen showing the battles going on down in Kanto.

“What’s an Elite Four challenge?” the Dragon-type requested.

“Well, it’s more of a battling thing, so keep that in mind,” Brock began.

“It’s the next thing trainers do after a Pokémon League challenge,” Mawile supplied. “There are some really strong trainers, who all specialize in one particular type of Pokémon, and if someone beats the Pokémon League they get to try and beat those trainers too.”

Tyrunt nodded along, showing he was understanding. “Okay. I… don’t think I’d like to see that.”

“Battles with trainers like that are usually really fun,” Mawile told him. “Pikachu says that Pokémon who battle like that usually find it really fun, or they wouldn’t practice enough. But that’s okay, I know you don’t like it when Pokémon get hurt.”

The Rock-type sat down, nodding a bit, and toyed with his tail.

“Are you going to be doing more contest things?” he asked. “I liked the first bit with the appeals.”

“Well, there is a Contest fairly soon, I think,” Brock noted. “Is that right, Dawn?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Dawn nodded. “Floaroma, if I’m remembering right. That’s in… a day or two, was when we got there last time.”

Tyrunt considered that, but as he was about to reply Dawn’s Pokétch beeped.

“What does that mean?” Brock asked.

“I don’t know,” Dawn admitted. “I’ve been trying to download an app to customize the beep alerts, but for now that could be the alarm clock…”

She checked the electronic device, and cycled through the modes until she found the alert. “Oh, here we are…”

After looking at it for a few seconds, she took her phone out of her bag.

“It lets you know if you have a phone call?” Brock asked.

“I set it up so it lets me know if I get a text,” Dawn explained. “It seemed like a good idea at the time.”

Turning the phone on, she read the text. “Oh, okay – Princess Salvia is letting me know she’d like to have a Contest some time in the next few days.”

“That means Floaroma, right?” Buneary asked.

“Yes, that’s right, it means it’ll probably be Floaroma,” Dawn confirmed.

“Princess?” Tyrunt asked Mawile quietly.

“Humans who get the best dresses,” Mawile replied, just as quietly.

Dawn thought for a moment, then nodded. “All right, I’ll let her know it should be okay. She says it shouldn’t be very busy, so I’ll ask her which Pokémon she might want to use in the Contest.”

“This is going to be an odd feeling, either way,” Buneary said to herself.


Roland swept his forearm down, and a Vacuum Wave flicked off it towards his opponent.

The Dragonair’s coiled body shifted sinuously, and the Vacuum Wave missed – crashing into one of the rocky obstacles on the battlefield. There was a secondary creeeaaack as a fracture line in the obstacle gave way, but neither Pokémon noticed – Dragonair was curling around to attack Roland from the side, and Max’s Gallade was whirling to match the new attack direction.

Dragonair fired out a burst of green flame, which rolled down on Roland before being blocked by a bright blue shield of hardened air.

“And I only just got used to being immune to Dragon attacks,” Roland muttered to himself, then teleported out of the shield before he became too vulnerable.

Dragonair whirled, the beads on his tail glowing, and whipped a Twister at his opponent. That meant Roland had to teleport again, but the Water Pulse directed at him this time was more his speed and he sliced it in half with a quick Slash.

Switching out his Normal-type blade for an Ice Blade, he teleported again to deliver a hit into Dragonair’s side. That made the Dragon-type screech, but he wasn’t out yet and Roland saw the incoming Fire Blast just in time to get out of there.

Teleporting twice before resting, Roland fused his Ice Blade with Air Slash and then conjured a Fury Cutter for his other arm. Thus prepared, he came running out from behind cover – only to find Dragonair had gone.

“Behind you!” Max called, and Roland jumped into the air just in time to avoid Dragonair hitting him with a Dragon Rush from behind. The blue Dragon Pokémon coiled around into a circle and launched himself up to follow Roland, and Max’s Gallade had to fight hard with both blades to fend off a ferocious combination of Extremespeed attacks.

The sequence of blows came faster and faster, and while Roland was blocking all of them he realized that that might not even be what Dragonair was trying to do – instead, every block was knocking Roland backwards, making him move faster, and-

-Roland teleported out just before Dragonair slammed him into the ground.


“Is this a knight against a dragon?” Karen asked, amused.

“No, that would be a Gardevoir,” Will replied. “At least, if you want the knight to be a sir.”

Karen gave him a confused look, then shrugged and turned back to the battle.

Will quirked his lips. “I suppose they’re not all guaranteed to be funny.”

“I think you just need to know a lot more about that evolutionary line,” Bruno suggested. “How do you think the Gallade’s doing?”

“I’m not sure why he keeps doing those things with his blade moves,” Will admitted, as Roland let his combined weapon disintegrate and built a new one out of Leaf Blade and Psycho Cut. “But with that in mind, that style’s good and fluid. A lot of teleportation to control the engagement, which is good against a Pokémon as fast as a Dragonair, and he’s using both melee and ranged attacks.”


Max watched as Dragonair darted overhead – having done a hairpin turn and effectively cancelled out his own momentum, the Dragon-type went up high enough to see where Roland had gone before coming back down again, and a Dragon Pulse flashed out.

Almost as soon as Dragonair had fired, it was flying up again to come down somewhere else – trying to catch Roland before he teleported, and hit him with a powerful Dragon-type attack. But as far as Max could tell, Roland was still keeping ahead of his foe, teleporting at the drop of a hat to avoid any of Dragonair’s attacks connecting, but the speed required was preventing the Gallade from counterattacking.

“Roland, Psychic!” Max called. “Catch that attack!”

His Gallade happened to be on top of one of the rocky spires as Max spoke, and he spread out his hands towards Dragonair’s blast of dragonflame.

A glow flashed to life around them both, and the fire distorted – not burning out, not slamming into Roland, but trapped in a bubble of psychic energy.

Before he lost control of it, Roland made the flames move quickly. He whipped it around behind his back, gaining speed, then threw it back at Dragonair.

The Dragon-type dodged as his own attack was returned to him, but then realized his error – Roland’s other hand flashed a brilliant pink-blue, and he fired a wide spread Dazzling Gleam attack.

Dragonair roared as the attack hit – Roland’s diffuse attack preventing him from dodging, and still doing plenty of damage as the attack hit all of Dragonair – then dove down to get revenge on Roland.

Roland’s hand stopped glowing, and he vanished in a flash of light to appear in mid-air. He caught the Dragon Pulse he’d thrown up before it left the arena, and wrapped it around his body as a shield as he dropped towards Dragonair.

“Overhead!” Max’s opponent shouted, and Dragonair did another of his now-customary hairpin turns. He inhaled, gathering his power for a Draco Meteor, and launched it up at the sphere of captive Dragon Pulse overhead.

The glowing meteor rushed upwards, and exploded as it hit the sphere – dispersing it in a moment, revealing nothing inside.

Then Roland hit Dragonair with a Dazzling Gleam from below, which stunned Dragonair badly enough to knock him out of the sky and crashing to the ground.


Both hands flashing as he conjured a pair of Ice Blades, Roland crossed them together over Dragonair’s face as the Dragon-type shook himself back to awareness.

“Yield,” he requested.

Dragonair stared up at him, then nodded and thumped his tail twice.

He’s surrendered, Roland informed both trainers and the referee, and after a moment’s pause Dragonair was returned.


“Okay, that’s two down,” Max mused. “Are you okay to stay out, Roland?”

Sure! Roland replied, raising a hand in salute to his trainer. I’ll do my best!

“Referee?” the other trainer asked. “Can I check what the rules are on Mega-Evolved Pokémon?”

“You’re allowed one,” the referee replied. “Any more than that have to be confirmed with your opponent.”

“That’s fine, I’ve only got one Pokémon left to use in this battle,” the other trainer said, and sent out a Kangaskhan.

“Technically that’s two Pokémon, sort of,” the referee said, then shook his head. “It’s okay, you’re not in trouble.”

“Great!” Max’s opponent grinned, and held out a Mega Ring.

Kangaskhan’s Mega Stone flared up, in sync with the Mega Ring, and when the light faded Max had his first proper look at a Mega Kangaskhan.

At first it looked as though nothing had changed at all – no new features or colour changes. But then he saw the younger Kangaskhan, who had come out of her mother’s pouch and grown to a much heftier size.

The two of them struck a combined pose, and Roland readied himself.

“Aerial Ace!” their trainer ordered, and the mother Kangaskhan picked up her daughter before flinging her at Roland at speed.

Roland blocked with crossed blades, making the smaller Normal-type bounce off and upwards, and teleported in closer to the larger one to deliver a Fury Cutter attack.

“Now, Comet Punch!”

Roland dodged away from the left hook the mother Kangaskhan threw at him, but then took a hefty blow to the back from the daughter – who landed next to her parent after delivering the punch, close enough for the two to exchange a high-five.

“Wait, what just happened?” Max asked. “They both attack at once?”

He shook his head. “Roland, it’s a two-against-one fight!”

“Earthquake!” his opponent ordered, and the two Kangaskhan punched the ground in sequence. The bigger one did first, making the ground jump violently and sending some of the pillars crashing to the ground, and Roland teleported into the air to avoid it – then the second one made the ground shake as well, less powerfully but still enough to unsettle Roland as he landed.

Teleporting behind them, he used Vacuum Wave to score a quick hit – then got knocked back by a pair of near-simultaneous Aqua Tail attacks. Two Shock Waves followed him as he regathered his wits and teleported away, and he had to decoy them into a fallen rock.

It was at that point he discovered just how many rocks a Mega Kangaskhan duo using Rock Slide could throw at him.


“So, it’s not just Giovanni’s Mega Kangaskhan who’s a difficult proposition to fight,” Lance said out loud.

“You had trouble with her?” May asked, looking around as Max returned Roland. “That sounds…”

“Remember, all Gym Leaders have to have beaten one of us, even if it is with reasonably equal teams,” Lance pointed out. “But yes, she was very effective – she managed to out-Outrage one of my Dragonites, actually.”

“How would you deal with her if you had to fight her now, then?” May asked.

“I’ve got a few ideas,” Lance demurred. “The most important thing is probably to just stay out of the way, though the mother can throw the younger Kangaskhan as you saw.”

May nodded. “Okay… but I suppose staying out of the way isn’t really legal in official battles.”

“It is unless you overdo it,” Bruno supplied. “The rules about that are really complicated-”

He cut himself off. “Huh, you don’t see that often. Did your brother just send out a Mythical Pokémon?”


“Okay, Jirachi!” Max called out. “You know what to do!”

Jirachi nodded, head tilting forwards, and flew through the air to a point over the middle of the stadium. His tags glowed, and then the ground underneath the Kangaskhan duo exploded.

The mother Kangaskhan grabbed her daughter out of the air before they landed, taking the impact herself, then set her down just long enough for the two to exchange a nod.

Jirachi’s next Future Sight attack missed, as the Kangaskhan separated by diving in opposite directions. Rolling to get back upright, they both shot Shadow Balls up at Jirachi to form a pincer movement.

Max’s most powerful Steel-type evaded by dodging to the right, only getting caught in the fringes of the ghostly explosion as the attacks collided, but no sooner had he recovered than two Shock Waves flashed up at him.

They hit his spherical shield, producing an odd-looking effect as the seeking electrical attacks bounced repeatedly over the surface of the Light Screen trying to find a way in. Neither managed it, and both faded after bouncing around enough to outline the shield from a dozen or so points.

Jirachi had just enough time to feel proud about the results before getting caught in some paired Fire Blasts.


As the flames dissipated, the spectators saw Jirachi had vanished.

“I assume he teleported,” Will commented. “A lot of Psychic-types can and do.”

“Yeah, he could do that before, but mostly he relied on blowing things up with Future Sight,” May supplied. “I think he’s definitely improved!”

“It’s a little surprising such an old Pokémon would be so inexperienced,” Will began, then saw May looking a little startled. “What is it?”

“Oh, just – I know he’s been around for thousands and thousands of years,” May explained, “but it’s hard to see Jirachi as old. He’s pretty young, really, because he hasn’t actually lived most of that time – he was just frozen in a kind of sleep mode. He acts like a little kid, and he likes making giant sandwiches and sleeping in late.”

“I see,” Will replied. “My apologies, then… and I suppose I should have realized not many wild Pokémon would dare attack a Jirachi, anyway.”

“There’s that too,” May agreed.


Jirachi popped up again, flying over one of the (now scarcer) rocky pillars, and fired a Charge Beam at the larger one of the Kangaskhan. The electrical attack did hit, but it didn’t look like it did much – especially as Jirachi had to duck back down behind the hill to avoid a Shadow Ball, and flew backwards a moment later as the daughter Kangaskhan’s Shadow Ball hit him.

His shield took the hit, shedding it without much damage, but it took a moment for Jirachi to see out of the smoky residue – and by the time he did, the mother Kangaskhan had thrown her daughter at him again.

The daughter slammed home a powerful punch into the top of Jirachi’s shield as she went past, knocking him back towards her mother, and then bounced off the arena wall and followed him back.

Two punches hit the force screen at once, and it flashed in warning – and both Kangaskhan glowed as the punches lent them energy, making them stronger.

“Jirachi!” Max called, cupping his hands around his mouth. “This is a bit crazy, but – try Skill Swap!”


Up in the Elite Four box, confused looks were exchanged.

“Does Skill Swap work on whatever it is Mega Kangaskhan do?” Bruno asked, directing his question at Will.

“Good question,” Will replied. “Let’s find out.”

“You don’t know?” Karen blinked. “I thought Psychic specialists were all about knowing those kinds of tricks.”

They watched as Jirachi dodged away from a small flying Kangaskhan, then spread his arms and opened his third eye.

It flashed, blinking once, and then the flying Kangaskhan abruptly stopped flying. The glow of her various performance boosts cut out with startling suddenness, and she yelped in surprise.

Her mother made a diving catch, snagging her out of the air, and gave her a concerned examination before asking a question.

The smaller Kangaskhan replied, and was gently put down by her parent.

“I think that’s a yes,” Will noted, taking out a small notebook and writing it down. “Though I believe that now means the Mega Kangaskhan has Serene Grace.”

He looked up at Jirachi. “Also, Jirachi now has a double following him.”


“This feels really odd!” Jirachi reported, looking at a slightly translucent copy of himself. “I can sort of see what it’s seeing…”

He reached out a hand, as if to a mirror, but discovered that it was not a reflection – the faux Jirachi put out its right hand as well, and he ended up shaking hands with his double.

“Look out!” Max shouted, and Jirachi glanced down. He saw an incoming rock, yelped, and dove out of the way.

Spinning on his own axis, Jirachi tried out a Charge Beam, and the double following him through his dodges did the same thing as well. The flickering beam of electrical energy was weaker than his own, but still there, and Mega Kangaskhan shouted her annoyance as the attacks struck home.

Enraged, she jumped into the air with a powerful Bounce – aiming to come down on top of Jirachi and flatten him to the ground.

“Psyshock!” Max ordered.

Jirachi fired off his Psyshock attack, which only just clipped Mega Kangaskhan’s tail. The double fared even worse, missing entirely, and Jirachi barely noticed the defensive field protecting the audience ripple before he was landed on by a large and angry kangaroo.

His shield lit up as it took the impact, then lit up again as it took the much heftier impact with the ground – having to support the entire weight of Mega Kangaskhan along with most of the energy of her enhanced Bounce attack.

“Any good ideas, Max?” Jirachi asked, throwing Mega Kangaskhan off with his telekinesis only to get hit by a Fire Punch which set him on fire. “Ow!”

“I’m thinking,” Max replied, going through all the moves he knew Jirachi had learned. “Uh… Flash!”

“Do you mean Flash Cannon?” Jirachi asked.

“No, Flash!” Max reiterated, and Jirachi lit up like a camera-flash.

So did his double. The paired flare of light threw Mega Kangaskhan’s next attack off, making her hit the floor instead, and Jirachi sighed in relief at the reprieve from being punched a lot.

Then he scratched his head, which was still on fire.

“Now, Hyper Beam!” Max added.

“Okay!” Jirachi replied, tags lighting up.

“Kangaskhan, look out!” his opponent called. “Dodge… uh… wait, left? No, your left!”

Both Jirachis fired, within a moment of one another. Mega Kangaskhan’s dodge took her out of the way of the first beam, but the second still hit her and knocked her flying into the back wall.


Norman turned from the TV to his wife.

“Darling…”

“What is it, dear?” Caroline replied, smiling.

“I was wondering if it would be polite to ask our next door neighbour Gardevoir to help me with an experiment?”

“Would that experiment involve Slaking, Kangaskhan and a Mega Stone, by any chance?” Caroline asked.

“…it doesn’t have to…”


“I think that means Mama’s beaten,” the daughter Kangaskhan said, watching as she shrank back to her normal size. “That was really odd.”

She looked up at Jirachi. “And a bit unfair! I was enjoying fighting… and… um, are you meant to be on fire?”

“I should probably get that sorted out,” Jirachi agreed. “Hold on a moment, I’ll do it properly.”

He cleared his throat, then went flying back towards Max. “Aaaah! I’m on fire!”

The young Kangaskhan watched him go, then sat down.

“Older Pokémon are strange sometimes,” she said to herself.

A moment later, she vanished with her mother into their Pokéball.


Marowak whipped her hand out to the side, conjuring a tough thigh bone with a slight metallic shimmer to it.

Examining it for a moment, she shook her head before dispersing it.

“This is frustrating,” she said out loud.

“What’s frustrating?” Cacturne asked, leaning over. “I think this is a pretty relaxing day so far.”

“It’s not that,” Marowak replied. “We had a mission, and we’ve made no progress on it – and not for lack of trying.”

“Right, that,” Cacturne realized. “Well… I don’t know what to tell you. You and Abra were doing the sweep of the lower levels, right?”

Marowak nodded her confirmation. “No sign,” she said. “It was like they’d abandoned the place long ago.”

She manifested another thigh bone, and smacked it into her palm with a whack. “I don’t like failing.”

“I tend to think there’s not much point being upset about failure if success wasn’t an option,” Cacturne opined.

The Grass-type held up an arm. “Acupuncture?”

Confused, Marowak tilted her head. “Pardon?”

“Audino suggested it,” Cacturne informed her. “It’s apparently quite relaxing. I thought you might want to give it a try.”


As Marowak thought about it, Carnivine dipped the tip of one of his vines in the pot of paint to his side.

He let a few drops fall off, then carefully painted a yellow stripe onto his canvas. Pulling the vine back and examining the results, he then washed the vine and put his other one into the brown paint pot – just getting a fleck, this time, and starting to drybrush.

Seviper had a look, and nodded. “Not a bad painting of Weezing,” he said.

“Thanks,” Carnivine replied.

“Does he know you’re doing it?” Seviper added, looking at the sleeping – and colourful – Weezing.

“I did tell him,” Carnivine informed Seviper loftily. “So… no idea…”

Seviper considered the ethics of the situation, then slithered in a serpentine shrug. “Whatever. Arbok’s asked me to help demonstrate some comedy thing to Mime Jr. - interested?”

“I think I’ll keep painting,” Carnivine begged off. “I’m thinking of calling this ‘Alolan Muk Style Weezing’.”


“So this Charlie person was a tramp?” Mime Jr. asked.

“No, that’s his character,” Arbok replied, a little testily. “Are you sure you’ve been paying attention?”

“I don’t know, I wasn’t paying attention,” Mime Jr. replied.

Arbok hissed out a sigh, then noticed a little smirk on Mime Jr.‘s face. “You scamp!”

The serpent shook his head. “I’m going to guess you already knew about Charlie Chaplin, then.”

“Of course I do!” Mime Jr. replied. “James showed me once!”

His hand went to his mouth. “Or I assume he did. He left some recordings in his quarters when he went to Unova, and I watched them all, and some of them were Chaplin comedy. But I might be a bit sketchy on which one is which… was he the one who had a house fall on him but he was standing in the window?”

“No, that’s Buster Keaton,” Arbok answered. “Huh, I wonder if James has that collection yet, I’ve been meaning to watch some of those films for the longest time…”

He shook the idea off. “Anyway, I was thinking it might be good if you could do that kind of thing in combat.”

“What, having a house fall on me?” Mime Jr. asked.

“No, the Chaplin thing,” Arbok corrected. “A bit of slapstick, you know. Plus it would be good for a contest too.”

He paused. “But perhaps first we should go over which comedian Charlie Chaplin actually was. I don’t think we want you trying to drop a piano down a flight of stairs…”


“Oooh…” Chimecho said, leaning into Gyarados’ mouth.

He turned his head away a little as the big Water-type exhaled, then leaned back and used his psychic powers to lift up a yardstick.

Carefully twisting it, he measured how many inches there were between Gyarados’ gums, then repeated the number to himself a few times.

“What are you doing?” Dustox asked.

“Seeing which Pokémon is the big mouth!” Chimecho answered happily. “Jessie said Meowth was, but I don’t think he is.”

Dustox blinked. “All… right, then?” she said, a little bemused. “Well… you do that, then, if that’s what you want to do.”

“I’m measuring Victreebel next!” Chimecho added. “I think he might be the big mouth.”

As Dustox took that in – and wondered whether her memory of her own once-and-future young was flawed, because none of them had ever had ideas this odd – she heard a muffled cough from the other end of the camp site.


“Okay, dat ain’t too bad,” Meowth judged. “But you gotta use youse tongue more ta form the words.”

Moltres nodded, clacking her beak once, and tried again. “‘y ‘ame is ‘oltre,” she mumbled.

Shaking her head, she switched back to her first language. “Was that any better?”

“Still got room ta improve,” Meowth told her. “But it’s gettin’ better, all right… tell ya what, let’s try dat list of simple syllables again.”

As Moltres crossed her eyes, ready to go down the list, Meowth held up a paw. “Just a moment, though. What did you say was your reason for dis, again?”

“I want to be able to introduce myself to humans,” Moltres said. “To make me more intimidating. But so far I think I’m just going to sound like I need a throat sweet.”

“Yeah, learnin’ human ain’t easy,” Meowth shrugged. “Or everyone would do it. But you got the talent so far, so keep at it.”

Moltres nodded, and tried again. “Ay. ‘geeee…”

“Dat one sounds like one of the problems,” Meowth noted.

As he gestured for her to keep going, Pikachu tapped him on the shoulder.

“Oh, hey,” he said, turning. “New costume?”

“Sort of,” Pikachu replied, showing him what she was wearing – a tailored Rocket jumpsuit, with the red R on the front and back and a lined hole for the tail. “I was actually interested to see if it counted as a costume at all.”

Moltres leaned closer, interested as well. “So?”

In reply, their eclectic Electric-type ally shrugged. “I don’t always know what moves they give, it sometimes means I need to experiment.”

“Moltres, you better get ready to catch her,” Meowth advised. “Knowin’ what usually happens to us, she might go flyin’!”

Moltres nodded.

Cosplay Pikachu put her paws together, then flickered and produced a pair of illusory duplicates of herself.

Meowth and Moltres stared for a moment.

“That feels sort of like an anticlimax, really…” Moltres muttered.


“Nothing like a barbecue on a hillside,” James sighed, smelling the woodsmoke coming from Audino’s crackling cooking fire. “Don’t you think so, Jessie?”

“You might be right,” Jessie nodded. “You might be right.”

She looked out over the landscape of western Sinnoh, and sighed.

“Problem?” James asked.

“Oh, just thinking about Dustox,” Jessie replied. “I don’t think it’d be right to stop her going off with her mate, but I will miss her.”

“Yeah,” James agreed, taking a hot dog from Audino. “We’ve been lucky to have so many of our Pokémon for so long.”

He took a bite, then frowned. “…why is nobody else coming for dinner?”

Did you remember to tell them it was dinner time? Abra asked.

“…oops,” James blushed. “I’ll go do that…”


AN:


Slight delay on this one owing to a rather nasty cold, but I’ve managed to (just about) keep to the schedule of 1K words per day, six days a week.

Anyway – more battle on Indigo Plateau, including a very odd example of an ability not being exempted from Skill Swap, and looking in on other people.

As for Cameron… yeah. I have some plans for him, but suffice to say Pikachu at least is not happy about his own performance in that one.






246. Sinnoh 10


“All right,” Dawn said out loud. “This is going to be odd.”

“I’m inclined to agree,” Princess Salvia noted. “I wonder which of us will find it easier to deal with.”

“That’s a good question,” Dawn mused. “I mean, I’ve had some experience with doing your job, but according to Togekiss you did pretty well last time around.”

“That’s… comforting, I think,” Salvia said a little dubiously. “It still sounds very strange to hear about doing things I didn’t actually do.”

“You did do them,” Dawn countered. “Just… not this you? Hold on, that doesn’t make sense.”

She shrugged it off, and turned to her Pokémon. “You’ll all take good care of Salvia, right?”

Buneary sketched a bow, and Pachirisu nodded eagerly next to her. Behind them both, Quilava reared up to lean against Mamoswine’s leg and wave his paw. “Quil!”

“That’s a yes from both of them, I think,” Dawn supplied.

Togekiss gave both her trainers a quick nuzzle, which drew a smile from Salvia, and then Ambipom shook the Princess’ hand with one of her tails.

“Piplup?” Dawn asked.

Piplup turned his beak up, crossing his flippers.

“Is he all right?” Salvia asked.

“I think he’s just upset that I didn’t go to him first,” Dawn said. “Come on, Piplup…”

“Piiii-ip!” Piplup insisted, turning away. Unfortunately, the ground was a little muddy, and he did a complete spin before falling onto his front.

Quickly getting back to his feet, he washed himself off before trying to look like nothing had happened.

“Don’t worry about it,” Dawn advised. “Have you decided who you’re going to use, yet?”

“Well, I was thinking about it,” Salvia admitted. “I think I’d rather use Togekiss, but I’m not sure if this is a doubles contest.”

“It is, yes,” Dawn confirmed. “It’s one of the ones where you can use different Pokémon in the contest and battle section.”

“I think I’ll have enough trouble getting up to speed properly with two Pokémon, so I’ll decline to exercise that option,” Salvia determined. “I thought it would be good to have Piplup work with Togekiss.”

“Piip,” Piplup said, flippers going to his side and shooting a glance at Togekiss – who nodded back.

“All right,” Dawn smiled, then turned to her Pokémon. “And remember, you should behave better for Salvia than you do for me!”

“Ea-ry-bun?” Buneary commented.

“Because I know how you behave for me sometimes,” Dawn reminded them.

Salvia’s assistant coughed, and Dawn winced. “Sorry, I’d better get going.”


“Piplup,” Salvia began. “So… the list Dawn sent me says you know Whirlpool. Can you show me how that looks?”

Piplup did a twirl, his flippers producing a stream of water, and within a moment he was almost hidden inside the vortex of his Whirlpool as he spun it up to full speed.

The Water-type sustained it for several seconds, then dropped out of the eye of the vortex. Still keeping his whirlpool going, he aimed for a moment before throwing it at a nearby tree and producing an explosion of water.

“Buun-ry,” Buneary commented from the sideline, and Piplup stuck his tongue out at her.

“All right,” the princess said, giving him a nod. “That’s good – can you mix other things into it?”

Piplup waved his flipper dismissively – of course he could.

“Well, I was thinking of having you fly up with Togekiss,” Salvia explained. “Then you’d use Whirlpool and she’d use Fairy Wind, and together you could create a nice glitter effect – especially if you can make the water fall apart into droplets which each have a little bit of fairy energy in them.”

She glanced to her side. “Does that sound like it’ll work?”

Buneary nodded.

“Kii-iii,” Togekiss added, voicing her willingness to give it a go.

As Salvia was about to send them off, however, she spotted a Pokémon coming up behind Buneary.

“Is that one of Sir Slate’s Pokémon?” she asked Buneary, eyeing the Tyrunt walking towards her.

Buneary turned to see who she was referring to, and shook her head – then pointed at the smaller Mawile who was walking alongside Tyrunt, and shook her head again.

“Oh,” Salvia said, a little nonplussed. “But you know them, correct?”

A nod.

While she was thinking about that, the Tyrunt reached a point a few feet away from her and stopped. He sniffed, then sniffed more deeply, and asked a question to the Steel-type next to him. “Ruuuu?”

Mawile looked Salvia up and down, then replied with a shrug. “Maaa-wile.”

Then they walked off.

“…I’m not sure how to take that,” Salvia admitted.

Buneary flipped her ears, then nodded towards Piplup and Togekiss.

“Good advice,” Salvia praised. “Very well, let’s see how this works.”


“I thought you said princesses had really impressive dresses?” Tyrunt asked.

“I thought they did!” Mawile replied. “All the books say they do, and the real live princess I’ve met had some really good ones too.”

She thought about it, then realized something. “Oh! Of course, she’s in disguise because she’s pretending to be Dawn! So she can’t wear a princess dress, but maybe she will at the Contest!”

Tyrunt took that in, amazed at how good Mawile was at working things out.

They both stopped and looked up at a flash of sparkling light overhead, and Tyrunt’s jaw dropped slightly as he saw a spiral-shaped sparkle of Fairy Wind infused water drift across the sky.

“Wow…” he said softly.


“The Princess’ schedule is relatively clear for today,” Freesia said, referring briefly to her notes. “The main events of note are a short levee in the afternoon and a charity ball in the evening.”

“A levee…” Dawn repeated, carefully putting one of the earrings into her ears. “That’s when people can come and request for things to be paid attention to, right?”

“Correct,” Freesia nodded. “Well done. And the ball in the evening will require your presence for the opening and the first hour, but after that it would not be impossible for you to depart early.”

“I think I’ll do my best to stay for the whole thing,” Dawn replied, putting the other earring into her left ear. “It seems only polite.”

She checked a mirror. “How does this look?”

“It’s a little odd, actually,” Freesia smiled. “I have to keep reminding myself you’re not my employer, you two do really look extremely similar.”

Her hand touched Dawn’s. “I thought I should give you some advice for the day, however, in case you’ve not heard it before.”

Dawn turned to look at Freesia. “What’s that?”

“If in doubt, say you will take it under due consideration,” Freesia told her. “It sounds very impressive, but it’s actually completely noncommittal.”

The faux-princess parsed the sentence, lips moving slightly as she repeated it to herself, then grinned. “You’re right.”

Picking up the tiara, she was about to put it on when the bag she’d brought twitched.

Then Brock’s Zorua poked her head out of the bag.

“Zorua?” Dawn demanded, remembering to keep her voice down. “What are you doing here?”

Zorua yipped, then frowned. “Sleep-ing, or I wahs,” she said slowly. “Waht hap-pened?”

Freesia made a note. “The good news is, that’s at least less trouble than if most of your other Pokémon had come along.”

“She’s Brock’s, not mine,” Dawn corrected. “Why not?”

“She, at least, is easy to conceal,” Freesia explained. “Either by transforming into something small, or in extremis by having her pretend to be a Furfrou.”


“Let’s see if we can make that work as a curtain,” Salvia suggested. “So – this time, Piplup, aim for your whirlpool to unravel such that it makes a wall of water once Togekiss has infused it. Togekiss, try to put more energy into the water.”

She gestured, trying to get across her idea. “If the two opposing Pokémon are separate and you manage this, then it’ll mean you can team up against just one of them without the other coming to help.”

Togekiss looked over at Piplup to see if he thought he could do it, and Piplup gave a confident nod.

“Okay, let’s give that a go,” Salvia invited.

She stepped back, and Togekiss let Piplup get on her back before the two went soaring into the air.

As they reached their planned battle height, Piplup spun up his Whirlpool. He twirled it once, giving him time to give it more size and strength, then held it down low enough for Togekiss to reach.

The Fairy-type fired off her prepared Fairy Wind, infusing the Whirlpool with energy, and banked around so Piplup would have a good shot at putting it between the two rocks they were using as targets.

Piplup ran along Togekiss’ wing to reach the best possible angle, posed, and whipped his Whirlpool around so it formed a long line across the battlefield.

Then he remembered that Togekiss now had wet wings, largely because he slipped off.

The force of the whirlpool worked against him, sending him flying out of range from where Togekiss could rescue him, and he landed squarely on top of Quilava.

Startled awake, Quilava coughed out a plume of smoke before rounding on Piplup. “Qui-il?”

“Lup!” Piplup replied angrily, not appreciating the blame for the accident. “Piii-iip!”

The Fire-type countered with a point of his own, and Piplup put his flippers on his hips and really started to wade in.

Buneary sighed, one ear going down. “Eeear-y…”

“How often do they do this?” Salvia asked, watching the argument continue to a backdrop of glittering pink-and-blue rain.

Ambipom shrugged, counting on her fingers, then gave up when she ran out of hands. “Pom.”

Togekiss came down to land, ready to adjudicate a solution to the quarrel, and gave her original trainer a slightly harried – but pleasant – smile. “Toge…”

“I get the feeling she’s used to that,” Salvia said, sitting down on a convenient log. “I’m glad someone is.”


“Good work, Delta!” Max called, as his Water-type flapped his fins and banked around – not far from the edge of the arena, a Water one this time. “Make sure he can’t hit you!”

Delta’s opponent – a Remoraid – popped up from the water, fins beating to keep him in place, and fired a Charge Beam up at the flying Mantine.

It went just a little wide as Delta accelerated, summoning a Tailwind to give him a boost, and crashed into the barrier protecting the crowd. Remoraid turned, trying to sweep the attack across and clip Delta, but he failed as Max’s Mantine dropped just out of the sightline.

His attack over, Remoraid dropped back into the pool – just as Delta swept up to counterattack, meaning the first few of Delta’s Bullet Seeds splashed into the water without having any effect. Delta ended the attack rather than continue wasting it, but circled overhead to watch for a vulnerability.

“Keep up that Tailwind!” Max called out. “And – dive!”

Delta turned over, rolling onto his back before yawing slightly so he was ready to pull out again. His tailwind coiled after him, picking up speed, and Max waited until Delta was about to hit the water.

“Stop!” he shouted suddenly, and Delta slammed his fins into the air and beat them as hard as he could.

A hammer of air blew past him, slapping into the surface of the pool and sending spray everywhere, and the Remoraid found himself driven to the surface by the unexpected current.

Seeing the opportunity the moment it appeared, Delta opened fire. He shot down a spray of Bullet Seeds, hitting Remoraid three times, and then plunged into the water to press his advantage.


“I wonder how trainers who don’t train their Pokémon to think for themselves handle underwater battles,” Ash said out loud. “Especially with Water-types who can stay underwater for a long time.”

“In my experience?” Misty replied. “Kind of poorly.”

She shook her head. “There was one guy who wanted to start a new Ground-type gym, and he had huge trouble just because all my Pokémon stayed underwater. Whenever I showed off a new trick, he’d try to give orders and just… not be able to get his Pokémon to listen consistently.”

“Speaking of him, he’s scheduled for another test in a few months,” Bruno told her. “Should be interesting to see if he’s expanded his team a bit.”

There was a sudden eruption of water, and both Remoraid and Delta burst out of the pool again. A Charge Beam flicked out at Delta, and hit him on the shoulder, but Delta powered through the shock and fired an Air Slash back at Remoraid.

The piscine Water-type landed with a wet splat on the outside edge of the arena, and began flopping to try and get back into the water as Delta rolled over and began to shoot Bullet Seeds down at him.

Remoraid was hit twice more, then a third time, but managed to get back into the water – dropping down for several seconds, during which time Delta established an Aqua Ring to heal himself and built up a new Tailwind.

Then Remoraid came up again and fired a Charge Beam – whereupon Delta spun his Aqua Ring expertly, turning it into a defence which caught the electric attack.

Delta flew out of the ring and hammered it back into the pool with his Tailwind, and the whole pool lit up yellow for a moment as the Charge Beam discharged back into Remoraid himself.

When the glow died down, Remoraid was clearly unable to battle further.


“How do you decide what kinds of arenas to use?” May asked, as her brother waved at Delta to stay out for now and his opponent recalled Remoraid. “I know that they’re all pretty good for interesting battles, except for the Grass field, but why not a sand pit? Why not a lava field?”

“The idea’s supposed to be that everyone qualifying has battled on all four arenas, so there’s no bias,” Bruno told her. “If one guy got knocked out on the lava field but someone else didn’t have to battle there at all, that’s unfair.”

“Yeah, I guess that is a good point,” May admitted. “Why those four, though? The ice and rock battlefields seem kind of similar.”

“Usually, the ice battlefield tests how well a Pokémon can handle a slippery floor surface,” Lance told them. “The rock battlefield doesn’t have that, and between them they cover most of the normal battlefields Pokémon trainers will be on.”

He shrugged. “There’s forests and sand as well, those are quite common, but forests don’t make for very impressive matches to watch…”

“…and sand only makes sense the years we don’t use a flat, bare arena for the last few dozen matches,” Bruno finished.

“There’s a lot more to think about than I expected,” Ash admitted. “I thought it was just because they were good for different Pokémon, like how a lot of water types have trouble on a dry field.”

There was a flash as Max’s foe sent out his next Pokémon, a Dodrio.

“Into the water!” Max called, and Delta promptly flipped over to plunge into the pool.

“Good move,” Bruno noted. “That’s going to give him time to think… unless the Dodrio just electrifies the whole pool, of course.”


Dawn breathed a very quiet sigh of relief, feeling fairly confident she’d got through the latest conversation without any problems.

Being asked – politely – where her Togekiss was by someone genuinely curious about the answer had been unexpected, but at least she’d managed to deflect the question a little without seeming obvious.

If this was what Salvia did all the time, it was no wonder she wanted to spend time doing Contests sometimes.

Freesia cleared her throat slightly, to get Dawn’s attention.

“Yes?” Dawn asked, reminding herself to be relaxed.

“A petitioner, your highness,” Freesia informed her, indicating the main area of the room with a subtle nod.

Dawn looked up, seeing a woman approaching, and smiled invitingly.

“Your highness,” the woman said, stopping a few respectful steps away. “My apologies for intruding.”

“You’re not intruding,” Dawn told her. “This is the purpose of a levee. Might I ask your request?”

“Of course,” the woman replied, seeming slightly flustered. “Well – right. My brother and I would like to set up a gym – it’s something we’ve wanted to do for a long time, but we can’t seem to make it work.”

“I assume you already have a type picked out?” Dawn asked, and the woman nodded. “That’s good, that’s one of the first steps. It’s also best to be confident in your abilities as a trainer of that type before you do the big challenge.”

She frowned slightly. “I assume you ask because you want more than advice, though.”

“Yes,” the woman admitted. “We don’t really have the funds to get a gym building, not and renovate it properly. We were hoping you would see your way to…?”

Dawn thought for a moment, then realized this was one of the cases she didn’t have all the information. She was fairly sure Salvia would want this to happen, but she didn’t even know if there was space for a suitable building…

“I will take it under due consideration,” she told the woman. “If you could give my assistant Freesia the particulars, and you’ll be contacted as soon as possible.”

“Yes, your highness,” the woman said, sagging slightly as she relaxed. “Thank you.”

Dawn smiled, indicating Freesia with a sweep of her hand, then saw someone else approaching.

“Your highness,” the man began. “May I say I’m most impressed with the grooming of the Furfrou there?”

“Fuur,” Zorua said, tossing her head and making her ears swing prettily.

“I’m sure she’s quite happy to hear it,” Dawn replied. “So yes, you may.”

That won her a smile from the man at the slight joke, and Dawn felt herself relax a little.

In a way, this was a bit like another kind of performance.


“Mmmm…” Pachirisu hummed to herself, nibbling her way through another nut.

She flicked her tail to the side so she could sit down better, and rummaged around in her bowl to find the crunchiest roasted nut of the lot.

“Isn’t it a bit of a stereotype to eat nuts?” Buneary asked her.

Pachirisu looked up, and giggled.

“What?” Buneary said.

“You’re eating a carrot right this minute!” Pachirisu replied.

“That’s different,” Buneary informed her loftily, finishing the carrot.

“Okay, sure, it’s different,” Pachirisu repeated. “How?”

“It just is,” Buneary answered, and sat down. “So, what do you think of Salvia so far?”

“I did meet her before, we both did,” Pachirisu pointed out. “You’d need to speak to Ambipom, or maybe Quilava, to get the perspective of someone totally new.”

“Yeah, but this time we’ve seen her training two Pokémon we know,” Buneary countered. “And I’ve already asked Piplup, who says she’s – what were his words… ‘surprisingly good’, that’s it.”

Pachirisu snaffled another nut, then twitched her tail. “He’s just happy he gets to be the one doing a really flashy move. Any idea if he’s got a costume lined up yet?”

“I don’t think so,” Buneary mused.

Pachirisu went to get a nut, but her bowl had gone all of a sudden.

“Hey!” she yelped. “Ambipom!”

Ambipom tossed a nut into her mouth with one tailed hand, rolling her shoulders. “What?”

“You know very well what!” Pachirisu said, cheeks sparking.

“Excuse me?” Salvia called. “Pachirisu, Ambipom, Buneary? Can you come over here, I want to see if any of you think we’re missing something!”

“How’s she going to know if we do think that?” Pachirisu asked. Her cheeks fizzled out, and she clambered up to sit on Ambipom’s shoulder. “She doesn’t understand any of us.”

“Brock does, though,” Buneary pointed out.

Ambipom inspected the Electric-type on her shoulder. “Are you going to get off?”

“You take the nuts, you get the squirrel,” Pachirisu shrugged.


“Mantine, stay down!” Max called.

His Pokémon dipped into the water, diving deep, then burst out a moment later in a shower of water and spray. He powered through the area he was vulnerable, evading a Tri Attack from Dodrio, then rolled quickly and pulled together all the water he’d brought with him into a single ball.

Firing it at Dodrio, he nearly managed to knock the groundbound Flying-type into the pool, but one of its three heads spotted him in time and the attack went wide.

Delta continued his roll, and a more potent energy began to build on the tips of his fins – a whirling vortex of shimmering light, which spread to cover the Water-type entirely and hide him from view.

“Twister,” Max realized. “All right, Delta! Now, use it on Dodrio!”

“Dodrio, jump!” his opponent ordered, and Dodrio sprang into the air – high enough that the energy torrent of the Twister missed it entirely, and high enough for the Triple Bird Pokémon to get close to Delta at the peak of its arc.

The three heads conversed for a moment in a high-speed twittering, then appeared to come to an agreement and the body lashed out with a kick – a kick which happened to be fast enough, and accurate enough, to hit Delta despite the rotation of his attack.

The force of the blow also knocked Dodrio backwards, and the half-Normal Flying-type landed with bent knees on the side of the pool – as Delta went crashing into the pool itself, upside down and suffering backlash from losing control of his new attack.

After a few seconds, Delta bobbed to the surface – knocked out.


“That was… what, matching the frequency of the spin?” Ash asked. “I’ve seen Primeape do it with a Hitmontop, but I didn’t know you could do it to moves like Twister.”

“Yes, it’s tricky,” Lance agreed. “It doesn’t really stop the Twister hurting you, but it means you don’t face the full force of the attack – and if you disrupt the concentration of the Pokémon using it, that can be a problem. Max’s Delta would have had a better chance of keeping control if he’d been used to the move.”

“So it’s one of the times using a new move you’ve just learned is a disadvantage,” Lucario said, noting it down. “I’ll do my best to remember that.”

“I should really stop being surprised when you pull out a prop,” Pikachu sighed.

“My trainer has a magic bag that holds more things than the average house,” Lucario replied. “Well, not magic. An Aura bag.”

“That doesn’t actually explain why you have all those things, but whatever,” Pikachu decided. “Looks like Max is sending out Kris now.”

Kris drew herself in mid-air, taking on the basic Porygon form for a moment before reconfiguring it to suit the needs of the battle. She made herself more aerodynamic with Agility, jinking out of the way of a Tri Attack, then zoomed around and fired a Charge Beam at her opponent from an antenna that developed from her leading edge.

Dodrio dodged as well, displaying a startling agility, and countered with a high jump to get as high as Kris was. It didn’t manage to land a blow with a kick this time, as Kris evaded the blow, and fell back to land on one of the otherwise-ignored floating platforms in the middle of the pool.

“Kris, Ice Beam!” Max called.

Kris reconfigured her attack antenna, and used Ice Beam. The attack missed Dodrio entirely, but it hit the platform – making Dodrio slip as it tried to jump clear, and sending the Flying-type splashing into the pool.

“Charge Beam!” Max went on. “Just keep that up!”

Dodrio’s three heads came out of the pool, and it began swimming rapidly towards the side – but every time Kris went overhead she strafed the pool with Charge Beam attacks, and they got stronger with each run.

By the time Dodrio reached the poolside, it was almost entirely out of the battle, and Max’s opponent recalled it.

He switched to a third Pokéball and sent the Pokémon inside out without losing a beat, and it plunged into the water so fast that Max didn’t actually get a good look at it.

“Kris, what is it?” he called.

Unknown, Kris replied. Bubbles are being generated, impeding scan quality.

She used a speculative Charge Beam anyway, but then a glow lit up the water.

“Sea-air ballistic shark attack!” Max’s opponent ordered with a flourish, showing off the glowing Mega Ring on his finger.

Max and Kris both had just enough time to be utterly baffled by that before a Mega Sharpedo came rocketing out of the water. It homed unerringly in on Kris, ate the shield she put up as a last-ditch defensive measure, and then Crunched her so hard her manifestation shattered.

“Time out!” the referee called, as Mega Sharpedo plunged back into the water. “Mr. Maple, is your Pokémon all right?”

“If her projector’s okay, there’s no harm,” Max replied. “Porygon fight using a projection instead of a real body, because they sort of don’t have one. If it’s broken, though, I’ll need to get a new one.”

Mega Sharpedo’s snout emerged from the water, and he spat Kris’ projector at her trainer.

Catching it automatically, Max checked it over – finding no damage. “Looks like it’s fine. Kris?”

I am mostly offended by how stupid that was, Kris stated.


Salvia nodded as Piplup and Togekiss pulled off the move flawlessly.

“Good work,” she said, smiling. “I think that’s really come together, that’s five times in a row.”

“Salvia, you sound like you’re ready,” Brock waved. “Is that right?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” Salvia confirmed. “I assume the Contest is soon?”

“Well, there’s a bit of leeway, but we should set off fairly soon,” Brock told her, checking his watch.

“I will make sure my outfit’s ready, then,” Salvia decided.

She went over to one of the two bags she’d brought, and unzipped it.

Taking out an orange dress, she inspected it to ensure it had handled the journey without any trouble – making sure there were no important creases, or similar.

“Wow…” Mawile said softly. “See? I knew princesses had great dresses! Look at that one!”

Tyrunt looked, not quite sure what he was supposed to be looking at, but not wanting to let his new friend down.

“It’s… a dress?” he said, still a little unclear on that point.

“Yep,” Mawile agreed. “The way it works is, she wears clothes to change how she looks – humans do it all the time, I don’t think they like to see how other humans look without clothes. But some clothes are especially pretty, like those ones.”

Pointing out details, she continued. “So that bit there with white, that looks sort of frothy? That’s called lace…”

Tyrunt nodded along.

“Do Pokémon wear clothes?” he asked, after some careful thinking.

“Some do,” Mawile told him. “We don’t have to, but some Pokémon dress up and some humans dress up their Pokémon. Dawn does it a lot.”

The Fossil took that in.

“And some Pokémon clothes – well, more like accessories – do extra things,” Mawile added. “Ash has an Expert Belt and I sometimes wear it as a ribbon, it looks nice and it means if I have to fight I’m better at it. But even if it does that, you don’t have to use it that way.”


“Does your brother have any Pokémon we haven’t seen yet?” Lance asked.

May went through the list in her head.

“We’ve had… Ferris, Arc, Cinder, Corona, Casper,” she listed off. “Guy, Roland, Jirachi… and today Delta and Kris. So unless he caught one in Sinnoh and didn’t tell me, that’s all of them.”

Not quite all of them, Ethan reminded her.

“Yeah, but-” May began.


Max reached for a Pokéball, thinking about how best to defeat the Mega Sharpedo, when there was a sudden flash of orange light in front of him.

Recognition, Deoxys stated. Competition. Battle. Interest.

“…sorry?” Max said. “I don’t quite get what you mean… can you imagine trying to explain it to Ferris?”

Deoxys tilted its head.

I am interested in taking part in this battle.

“What’s going on?” the referee asked, bemused. “I don’t think I recognize that Pokémon.”

“This is Deoxys,” Max explained. “I met him a little while ago… he says he wants to battle.”

“Is he one of your Pokémon?” the referee said.

I am one of Max Maple’s Pokémon, Deoxys stated, clearing that one up, and floated over to the middle of the arena.

Then stopped.

Uncertainty. How does this work?

“So… once both sides are ready to restart the battle, then both Pokémon try to beat the other one,” Max supplied. “You have to be careful not to hurt the audience, do too much damage to the arena, or actually hurt the other Pokémon beyond knocking them out.”

Simplicity, Deoxys stated, forming a shield around itself. I will battle.

Then Mega Sharpedo came erupting out of the water and ate the shield.


“I assume this is the one your Pokédex was reminding you about?” Lance asked, as the referee asked what Pokémon had just appeared.

“Yes,” May admitted. “Deoxys is a kind of special case – Max has its Pokéball, but it’s not really one of his Pokémon in the normal way.”

“It’s actually quite interesting that Max is using a Legendary for the second time to face a Mega,” Will contributed. “I’ve noticed that some of Max’s Pokémon have Mega Stones, but it’s been psychic Legendaries instead.”

Lance nodded.

“Ash, it just occurred to me – what you said before?” he asked. “About how this doesn’t seem like the kind of league you normally have? I think that’s because Max is the person who would normally stop you.”

Ash thought about that, then nodded. “Yeah, maybe you’re right.”

The water exploded, and they saw a glimpse of Mega Sharpedo inside a huge plume of water. A flash of orange light followed, then both Pokémon plunged into the pool and vanished.

Flashes of light and pressure waves bounced and rolled inside the pool for maybe three seconds, then there was an explosion bright enough to make the watchers shield their eyes.

The entire contents of the pool came raining down all across the arena, running down the inside of the shield protecting the crowd, and Mega Sharpedo bounced twice off the powerful Reflect screen before landing and reverting.

Inside the dry pit that had been the pool a moment before, Deoxys – now in Attack Form – turned to face Max.

Performance? It asked.

“Can we look at the replay?” Karen requested. “I lost track.”

“We all did,” Lucario supplied.


As the pool was checked for cracks and refilled, Dexter used his projector to create an image showing a slowed-down version of the battle.

First the water exploded upwards as Mega Sharpedo performed his sea-air ballistic shark attack again, mouth opening wide in slow-motion to slam a Psychic Fangs attack into the shield Deoxys had erected.

As the fangs arrived, shattering through the shield in dozens of places before causing a more generalized collapse, Deoxys reformed – switching from Normal form to Defence form, so by the time the attack arrived it was ready for it.

The plumes of water that followed Mega Sharpedo out of the water made it hard to tell exactly what was going on, but Dexter’s projection added extra detail – showing the wireframe images of Deoxys and Mega Sharpedo inside the wall of spray. Deoxys took the attack, resisting it relatively easily due to its strong defence and lack of vulnerable areas, but Mega Sharpedo got a good grip and pulled the Psychic-type back down into the water with it.

The next three seconds took at least thirty to play out slow enough to recognize what was going on. The shock of landing in the water shook Deoxys free of Mega Sharpedo’s jaws, and it shifted to Speed Form to get away before changing to Attack Form and firing a blast of psionic energy.

Since this didn’t affect Mega Sharpedo in any way whatsoever, Deoxys flitted away again to evade the Dark-type and tried something else – an Extremespeed attack, which knocked Mega Sharpedo sideways with great force.

This didn’t seem to be sufficient to either stop Mega Sharpedo or satisfy Deoxys, and the two Pokémon dodged and weaved underwater – Deoxys shifting almost randomly between forms, managing to be in Defence Form whenever it got close enough to be attacked – before Mega Sharpedo hit the wall of the pool.

Deoxys’ core flared up as it shifted from Speed to Attack Form, and then the entire pool glowed as well.

At this point, Deoxys simply throws all the water out of the pool, Dexter clarified, shutting the projection down. That’s why it went everywhere.

“Thank you,” Lance nodded to Dexter, then looked back at Ash. “Has Max used Deoxys in battle before?”

“Not that I know of,” Ash replied. “So… no.”

“I see,” Lance replied. “Well, that seems pretty clear-cut to me – Max had not yet used either a Legendary Pokémon or a Mega Stone in this match, so we don’t need to intervene.”

He turned to address May. “But can you tell him not to overdo it?”

“I guess,” May agreed.


“How does the ball work?” Dawn asked. “I’m okay at dancing, but not great.”

“That’s one reason why your partner for the first dance has already been arranged,” Freesia told her. “He’s experienced with handling little problems, and he’s one of Salvia’s close confidants so you need not fear. Apart from that… it’s quite common for people to sit out most of the night’s dancing, so you don’t need to take part if you don’t want to.”

“I could help,” Zorua volunteered, sounding out her words carefully. “If Dawn does not want to dance, I could be Dawn?”

“You’d actually be being Salvia, not me,” Dawn noted. “But I’ll be fine if it’s just one or two dances.”

“What about if I was a partner for you?” the Dark-type suggested.

“Probably best not,” Dawn replied. “Thanks for the offer, though.”

She winced. “I’m partly afraid that if I step on your foot then your illusion collapses…”

“Zorrr…” Zorua agreed, lapsing back into her native dialect.

“I’m not sure which is stranger to hear from a Furfrou,” Freesia said with amusement.


“All right, everyone!” the announcer said, with a smile in her voice. “It’s time for today’s Contest, here in lovely Floaroma town!”

She nodded towards the entrance. “First up, from Twinleaf, is Dawn Berlitz!”

Salvia, disguised as Dawn – which largely meant ‘having Dawn’s Pokémon’ – stepped out onto the floor of the Contest hall, and curtseyed.

Her dress was mostly orange, but not a simple flat colour on the orange parts – instead the hue of the orange waxed and waned, producing an eye-catching effect, and one which was highlighted by the white lace and accents to produce a nice effect.

Her hair might have clashed with it, but instead it just provided a contrast to accentuate the difference.

She sent out Piplup first, and the Water-type did a little bow before spinning up a Whirlpool just in front of him. He jumped into it, letting it launch him into the air, and then Salvia added Togekiss to the Appeal.

Togekiss caught her teammate at the apex of his boosted jump, letting the Water-type land neatly on her back, then shifted her balance a little so Piplup could run forwards and get close to her head.

He inhaled, then produced another whirlpool as the first one fell apart without him. This second one was more intense, stronger – more powerful – and began by taking on a deep greenish-blue colour striated with white, before pink and blue glitter infused itself into the whirlpool as Togekiss added her Fairy Wind to it.

The Fairy energy grew brighter, the glittering light stronger, and the swirl became more and more pronounced until the colours blended together into an opalescent light. Piplup kept working it and growing it, slowly and steadily making it larger, until it was easily bigger than the Flying-type he was riding around on.

“Now!” Salvia called suddenly. “And use Agility!”

Piplup threw up a second whirlpool, going the other direction, and pushed it up into the first one. They ground against one another, shedding a rain of shimmering droplets that sparked and flashed as they hit the ground, and then the whole thing lost the rest of its angular momentum and poured out onto the ground in a great glowing waterfall.

Both Piplup and Togekiss had vanished almost as soon as Piplup produced his second whirlpool, and they stayed invisible for the three or four seconds it took the torrent of shimmering water to rain down onto the floor – then they emerged from the base of the fall, covered in stardust light from the last few drops of Fairy-infused water, and Togekiss landed in front of her Original Trainer.

Piplup did a forward flip off her back, landing in front of her in turn, and both struck a pose.

“A very impressive combination performance!” the announcer said, over the sound of the applause.

Salvia sighed with relief, trying not to let it show on her face.

“Thank you,” she said to both Pokémon, giving Togekiss a hug, then offering one to Piplup as well which he accepted.


“How did they do that?” Tyrunt asked, fidgeting a little as he tried to get his tail arranged properly with the seat. “They were underneath the whirlpool thing, and then they vanished… and then they appeared inside it!”

“I think I know,” Mawile said, frowning as she thought about it. “When she said Agility, she meant they should move really fast while everyone was watching the other thing happening. Then they went above it, and Piplup made it so the water fell in a kind of tube shape – so Togekiss could fly down the middle.”

She nodded. “That’s how I’d do it!”

“You’re really smart to know that,” Tyrunt said in awe.

“Not really,” Mawile replied, shaking her head. “It’s not smart, it’s experience. You could learn it too!”

“Mawile’s mostly right,” Brock contributed. “A lot of being good at something is just getting used to how it works. You don’t have to work it all out from the start, that would take ages – and you’d probably make mistakes anyway. But if you start with what other people know and do, you don’t need to work their things out and you can come up with new things.”

He smiled. “It’s sometimes called standing on the shoulders of giants.”

“But if you do that and they move, you might fall off,” Tyrunt protested. “That sounds like a silly idea.”

“Not if you trust them,” Mawile replied. “Then it’s safe, and even fun!”


“Charmeleon, Grovyle!” called the other Coordinator, a Johtonian called Tomy. “Rising Firedance!”

Tomy’s Grovyle nodded briefly, and crouched down. His Charmeleon teammate used Ember just as Grovyle began to use Magical Leaf, and each of the leaves that came out was set on fire by the one just before it – producing a flickering stream of flames in odd colours which seemed as if they gave the Grass-type wings.

Springing into the air, the Grovyle went higher than he might have done otherwise – using the bursts of pressure and coloured flame from the burning Magical Leaves to gain extra height, before dismissing them and firing a prepared Solarbeam at Piplup.

The Water-type conjured one of his Whirlpools as quick as a flash, using it to launch him off Togekiss’ back and out of the way of the beam, and Togekiss entered into a dive to make sure Grovyle couldn’t target her instead – leaving the whirlpool behind, which sent rainbow beams of light all over the arena for a moment as it refracted the Solarbeam.

Cancelling his attack, Grovyle looked up to see where Piplup had gone. He spotted the avian Water-type creating another whirlpool, doing a half-spin around this one before flying back down towards Togekiss, and the two teammates reunited behind him – dodging away from a speculative spiral-shaped Flamethrower as they did so.

The points bar for Salvia (as Dawn) stopped dropping, though thanks to a mistake earlier in the battle it was still below Tomy’s score.

“Togekiss, fuse an Air Slash!” Salvia called out, trusting them both to know what she meant, and Togekiss immediately pulled up. The Fairy-type used Air Slash, directing them towards Grovyle, and the Grass-type twisted in mid-air to avoid being caught by the attacks.

Togekiss kept going, passing close to Grovyle as she ascended, and nearly caught up with her own Air Slash attacks – reaching the still-disintegrating Whirlpool Piplup had made to dodge the Solarbeam only a moment after they did.

Piplup snagged the Water attack and reinvigorated it, keeping it stable as Togekiss fused her Air Slash with it, and the two of them spun it around and launched it at Grovyle.

This time, it was much wider than the Air Slash – and a combination of Water and Flying moves meant that it was still a significant danger to the Grass-type. He was hurled back into his teammate, and the impact destabilized the waterspout Salvia’s orders had created – sending a plume of water in all directions.


“It’s a lot of variations on the same trick,” Brock said, mostly for the benefit of Tyrunt. “But it’s a very versatile trick – and that’s what you need to be clever about doing!”

Tyrunt nodded, his huge jaw agape.


Salvia looked at her ribbon, tilting it a little so it caught the light, then held it to her chest and smiled.

“All right?” Brock asked her, looking up from giving Rockruff a comb. “How was the day?”

“It was great,” Salvia answered, smiling broadly. “It was full of action, but it was so different to what I normally do that it was… exhausting and invigorating at the same time.”

Brock nodded, understanding just what she meant.

“And all of Dawn’s Pokémon have been lovely as well,” Salvia went on. “They’ve really done their best to make me feel welcome, which has been a great help.”

She checked the time, using Dawn’s Pokétch. “They should be back fairly soon, correct?”

“I think so,” Brock agreed. “We’ll just have to keep an eye out for them.”


“I hope you didn’t have any problems,” Freesia said, as the car drove along towards Floaroma. “I didn’t see anything, but is there something you want to bring up now – afterwards?”

Dawn thought about it.

“I… think it’s probably a good thing it wasn’t a very busy day,” she said. “That wasn’t a problem, but it could be one in future if we do this again – especially if something important comes up.”

“Yes, we’ll take that into account,” Freesia agreed. “I wonder if we should see about getting a teleporting Pokémon on retainer to sort the situation out if need be.”

“That would help,” Dawn admitted. “But… I wouldn’t mind doing it again, if it didn’t happen too often. You made it easier than last time, actually.”

“I’m glad to help you both,” Freesia smiled.

The car slowed to a halt, and Dawn opened the door – seeing the collection of Pokémon, and Salvia and Brock, right where they’d planned.

Zorua hopped out with her, and Brock’s gaze went down to the Dark-type in surprise.

“Zorua?” he asked.

The Dark-type nodded, tilting her head. “oooru?”

“…no, actually, I didn’t think you were gone,” Brock replied.

“Zor!” Zorua protested indignantly.

“Last week you spent two hours pretending to be my sombrero as part of an elaborate prank you’d worked with Casper on,” Brock pointed out. “I did notice you weren’t around, I just thought the reason was entirely different.”

Zorua considered that, then sighed. “Or.”

Dawn smiled, then looked up as her Pokémon came over. “Was your day all right?”

“It was interesting,” Ambipom told her. “Some of what she said was good just because it gave us all new perspectives on things.”

“That’s good, then,” Dawn chuckled.

Salvia walked up, and shook her hand. “Thank you so much, Dawn. This has been a real release for me – something I never really thought I’d get to do.”

“I’m so glad my trainers respect one another,” Togekiss said. “It really makes me smile.”


“Tyrunt?” Mawile asked.

She turned her head from where she was lying on the grass, looking over at Tyrunt copying her and resting in the cool of the evening.

“Mm-hmm?” Tyrunt replied. “Is something wrong?”

“No, not really,” Mawile assured him. “I wanted to ask, now you’ve had time to think… what do you think of Contests?”

Tyrunt closed his eyes.

“I think… the Appeal bit looks really good,” he said. “Like a lot of fun. But the battle bits… I like them better than most battles, because the Pokémon are really trying hard to show off rather than trying hard to make the other Pokémon hurt.”

He shook his head a little. “But they still make me really uncomfortable.”

“That’s okay,” Mawile assured him. “If you want, next time we can leave after the Appeal bit.”

“You don’t mind?” Tyrunt asked. “But… I know you like those bits too.”

“I do!” Mawile agreed. “But you don’t.”

Tyrunt lay back, a smile on his jaw. “Thank you.”


AN:


One more game for Max, and the swap between the identical non-twins.

I think I’ve been spoiled by being able to write Pokémon dialogue so often…

Sea-Air Ballistic Shark Attack inspired by the third Science of Discworld book, mostly.






247. Sinnoh 11


“Hey, Max,” May said. “Ready for your next battle?”

“Kind of,” Max replied, looking at the bracket. “Did you see who I was battling next?”

“No, actually,” May admitted, having a look. “I just know it’s the first one on the central arena… wait, isn’t that the girl you met on the way to Indigo?”

“That’s her,” Max agreed. “It feels kind of odd to battle someone you met, like that – the chances can’t be very high, can they?”

“Depends how many people you meet,” May pointed out. “And how good they are. Two really good battlers are probably going to meet at some point because one of them has to lose sometime!”

“That doesn’t really help, May,” Max complained.

“Any time,” May chuckled. “So, what are you going to use against her?”

“I don’t know…” Max shook his head.

“Deoxys?” she asked, half-joking.

“No!” Max replied quickly. “And even if I wanted to, Casper mentioned pretzels to him so I think he’s decided to try some of those.”

May blinked, then decided to dismiss it. “Okay, but you still have a lot of Pokémon. Don’t you have some idea?”

Max shook his head again. “I really don’t. I think I might start with Cinder because she’s a good generalist, but apart from that…”

“I guess you do have to think about that more as a pure battler,” May admitted. “For me half of it is just making sure I have good synergy and a trick or two, when I’m sending out two Pokémon, or when it’s one Pokémon it’s just one for the whole Contest.”

She shrugged. “But Pokémon battling is more tactical, so you have to think about things like that. Good luck!”

“Thanks,” Max replied, not quite sure whether to take that seriously or not.

After some thought, he sent Cinder out. “Are you okay being the one to start things off?”

“It’s fine,” Cinder assured him, tail flicking from side to side. “I’m the best choice to go into an ambush, anyway… if you know what the ambusher’s planning, you can turn it back on them!”

Max chuckled, then took a ribbon from his pocket – letting it unravel, revealing the Shell Bell on the end. “This should help you out, though.”

“Thanks,” Cinder replied, contemplating it. “Put it on my foreleg, I’ll need to be able to stop it ringing if I want.”

“Got it,” Max agreed, bending down to tie it around her offered right forelimb. “How’s that?”

“Bit tighter… that’s fine.” Cinder tested how well it stayed on, then spun her ankle and trapped the bell between her pad. “Nice. Let’s do this.”


“Congratulations to all our contestants for reaching the final phase of the Indigo Conference!” Mr. Goodshow announced. “As a reminder, the rest of the tournament is a simple elimination round on this central stadium, which has no terrain features. The first round will have four Pokémon a side, the rest will have six – and I must say, I’m looking forward to seeing what the trainers bring out today!”

The slightly eccentric organizer gave a little bow and sat down, and Max walked out to his side of the pitch.

“Hey, fancy meeting you here!” Iwalani waved, reaching her own side. “Let’s make it a good one, okay?”

“Sure!” Max replied, taking his first Pokéball.

“Begin!” the referee called, slashing his hand down, and both trainers sent out their first Pokémon.

Trusting Cinder to have a handle on things, Max took a good look at the Pokémon Iwalani had sent out to battle him.

It was one he only vaguely remembered reading about once, a bipedal lizard with grey scales and a long tail. On head, neck, arms and tail were golden or gold-edged scales forming what looked at first glance like parts of a suit of armour, and it shifted its footing as Cinder approached cautiously.

“Brick Break!” Iwalani called, and the other Pokémon darted forwards.

“Ha-kam!” it announced, swiping at Cinder, and Max’s Dark-type dodged with a fluid grace. She flicked her tail at it as she went past, producing a whung sound, but the Pokémon seemed unfazed.

“What’s that called?” Max called, as Cinder opened the range before clashing her teeth together, producing a flick of flame which her foe batted away with its forearm.

“He’s a Hakamo-o,” Iwalani supplied. “I knew we had Pokémon in Alola they don’t have here!”

Cinder grunted as Hakamo-o smacked her a glancing blow with his tail, then used her own tail in Iron Tail mode to block a second strike. Deciding this wasn’t a great situation as the other Pokémon kept pressuring her, she dove underground with a sudden plume of disturbed earth.

A few seconds later, the ground burst up again halfway across the arena, and Hakamo-o jumped across to land a powerful punch on the ground.

He found no sign of Cinder, and frowned – then a black shadow appeared behind him.

“Behind!” Iwalani called, spotting it first, and Hakamo-o spun to lash out at Cinder with another Fighting-type move. It hit Cinder on the shoulder, and she rolled backwards once before getting a claw grip on the ground and skidding to a halt.

Rubbing her shoulder for a moment, Cinder darted back in. She slipped around Hakamo-o’s attempt to stop her short like smoke, and bit down on his scaled arm with Thunder Fang before evading and getting clear.

“Any advice?” she called.

“I don’t know…” Max replied, thinking hard. “So it didn’t seem to mind the Iron Tail, or the fire and electric attacks… try going underground again!”

Cinder lunged towards Hakamo-o, then her fourth loping bound took her high instead of forwards and she dove into the ground for a second time.

“Dragonbreath!” Iwalani ordered.

Hakamo-o jumped to the hole, landing with a sliding skid, and breathed a gout of greenish flames into the hole. Secondary flickers of flame came up from the other holes Cinder had produced, and the Dark-type herself emerged from a new hole a little the worse for wear – a green flame still smouldering on her shoulder, which she batted out before evading an attempt at a Sky Uppercut by Hakamo-o.

“So that’s how it is?” she asked, sliding to a halt, then split off a pair of Double Teams and send them forwards – hanging back herself, waiting for an opportunity.

“Attack them!” Iwalani judged.

Hakamo-o immediately attacked the two Mightyena coming towards him, blowing one up with a Dragonbreath, and lashed out at the other with a quick Brick Break. That one burst as well, and Cinder blazed forwards in a dead run before the simple illusion had finished collapsing. Her jaws glittered with ice, and she caught the punch Hakamo-o threw by biting down on it.

The impact made her paws go at least an inch into the ground, but the Shell Bell rang defiantly into the poised stillness – and this time, Cinder was sure she’d scored a telling blow, as her strength returned.

Then she had to let go and run for it to avoid being set on dragonfire.


“What type is that Pokémon?” May asked, looking up. “Obviously Dragon type, but apart from that?”

“Fighting,” Lance provided. “I don’t have one, but I’m thinking of it.”

Hakamo-o hurled out a Focus Blast, and Cinder dodged away like a flicker of smoke – her striped form blurring her movement a little, and letting her get away with it.

She looked back at Hakamo-o for a moment, then plunged into the ground again with Dig before he could attack her.

The Dragon-type promptly jumped over to the hole, and blasted down a gout of Dragonbreath – only for it to backblast back up at him, making him wince and stop.

“Good work, Cinder!” Max called.

Cinder didn’t reply, electing to stay underground, and Hakamo-o tilted his head before glancing back at his trainer.

“Listen out!” she called to him.

Hakamo-o tilted his head, listening for the sound of Cinder moving underneath the arena, then turned and lashed out with a powerful punch.

The ground collapsed, revealing a tunnel, but no Mightyena inside it.

“What’s she doing?” May asked, glancing back at Ash. “Can you tell?”

Ash closed his eyes, focusing on Aura Sight, and Cinder appeared – digging her way up towards the surface, some way from Hakamo-o.

She stopped, then dug to the side a little and made a second route up. After scraping away so it was right near the surface, she went back to the first route and came out in a burst of earth before barking and charging.

“Oh, there she is,” May shrugged, and winced as Cinder zigged when she should have zagged and caught a full blast of Dragonbreath in the side.

She shook it off, green flames dripping from her fur, and there was a crackle of secondary energy – which only resulted in her moving faster as her Quick Feet triggered, evading Hakamo-o’s next attack before lunging for his tail.

The Dragon-type whipped it out of the way and hit her with a Dragon Claw, knocking her back, and she turned to head back to the tunnel she’d made.

“Don’t let her recover!” Iwalani called, and Hakamo-o ran forwards to push his advantage. He hunched low to the ground as he ran after her, claws ready to attack the Dark-type the next change he got.

Cinder glanced back behind her, then slowed suddenly – the energy of her earlier brush with Dragonbreath crackling over her fur. She shook her head, forcing her way through the bout of paralysis, and dove for the hole.

Hakamo-o lengthened his stride, then stepped directly in the hole Cinder had prepared. The hole tripped him instantly, sending him sprawling along the arena floor, and Cinder darted back out of her hole before taking his tail in her jaws as he began to rise.

Then she used Play Rough.

“Ouch,” Lance muttered, as the Mightyena tossed her head and bashed Hakamo-o into the ground on either side of her. “Play Rough is sometimes quite nasty to watch…”

Hakamo-o used Reversal, flinging Cinder off his tail and into the air, and she landed with a nasty whump before shaking herself off and rising back to her paws.

She paced forwards, favouring her right side slightly, and stared Hakamo-o down as the two Pokémon moved towards one another. They began to trot, then run, and Hakamo-o wound up for a Sky Uppercut-

-and Cinder hit him in the chest with both forepaws, pipping him to the post by a fraction of a second with another Play Rough, then slid to a halt on the far side of their confrontation.

Hakamo-o staggered a few more steps, then fell over as his endurance finally gave out.


“Well done, Cinder!” Max called, as his Dark-type reached a paw up to check on her bruised side. “Are you okay to keep going?”

“Sure,” Cinder replied, pulling her paw away again. “I’ll be fine.”

“Right,” Max nodded. “Okay, we’re ready!”

“Great!” Iwalani called, and sent out her own Pokémon – her Dartrix, who fluffed his feathers self-importantly before taking off.

“Okay, Cinder…” Max said, as they watched the referee. “You know the situation.”

“Yep,” Cinder agreed. “Fire and ice.”

The referee slashed his hand down. “Begin!”

Cinder’s jaws immediately lit up as she used Fire Fang, and she barked loudly – producing a little pulse of flame that reached out towards the flying Grass-type.

Dartrix squawked, flapping his wings hard, and got out of the way of the flaming bark. Once out of immediate danger, he crossed his wings and spread them again – a shower of Razor Leaf flechettes coming out, peppering the area around Cinder and hitting her twice.

Cinder wove through the rest of the bombardment, evading all of the second wave, then jinked to the right as Dartrix used Razor Leaf again.

The attacks shot down towards where Cinder had been going – then followed her dodge, curving to attack her and scoring three or four hits this time.

Not wanting to stay out and get hit, Cinder used Dig. She vanished underground, and Dartrix dipped a little lower.

“Daar?” he asked his trainer.

“Not yet,” she replied. “Leaf Blade!”

The Grass-type gained height again, using the tip of one wing to reach up underneath the other. Something glittered inside, then he flipped out the bent wing and sent a shimmering arrow of green light down the hole Cinder had used.

A moment later, Cinder yelped – ending her Dig, but not in the way she would have liked as the recoil of the Leaf Blade knocked her up through the surface of the arena.

“What the-” Max said, blinking. “Did that just bend? But Leaf Blade isn’t normally-”

He remembered all the things Keldeo and his students had done with blade attacks, and stopped. “Right…”

Cinder rolled back to her paws, barked up another Fireshock at the Grass-type flying overhead, then a shower of leafy arrows peppered the area around her. They hung around for a moment before dissipating, and the final one of the barrage hit Cinder in the flank to knock her rolling sideways.

She didn’t get back up this time.

“Max’s Mightyena is knocked out,” the referee confirmed, and Max recalled her before going for another Pokéball.

He had a few choices, but sending out his best Pokémon in terms of typing – Corona – was asking for trouble against such an agile Pokémon. So he picked another, and Roland appeared on the battlefield in a flash of light.


“Get ready to block his arrows!” Max called, as soon as Roland was on the field.

Flicking both arms out to the side with a flourish, Roland conjured two blades – one a Psycho Cut, the other an Air Slash.

The referee signalled to start the battle again, and Dartrix began with a shower of Razor Leaf attacks. They spread wide before coming storming in towards Roland, and the Gallade’s arms blurred as he blocked a dozen attacks and avoided the rest.

He teleported away before the second attack sequence, reoriented himself, and teleported again to get up to the same altitude as Dartrix.

The Grass-type furled his wings and spread them again, using Leafage to try and ward Roland off. The storm of attacks were torn apart by Roland’s Air Slash, but he had to quickly change it out for a Fury Cutter as it began to fall apart.

Dartrix took a couple of blows from Roland’s attack, fired a Leaf Blade to keep Roland occupied, then went spinning away as Roland landed a Fury Cutter blow on his foe.

The Flying-type tumbled most of the way to the arena floor, then pulled out of his dive as Roland landed.

Turning, Dartrix hooted defiance, flying back up to combat altitude.

“All right!” his trainer called. “Nice recovery!”

Dartrix beat his wings again, which began to glow, then erupted in light all of a sudden.


“I hope Max doesn’t blame me for this,” Ash winced, as the glow faded – revealing a much changed Pokémon hovering on Iwalani’s side of the arena. “Dexter, what is he now?”

He’s human, like before.

“I meant Iwalani’s Pokémon!” Ash corrected quickly.

Oh. In that case, he’s evolved into Decidueye. It’s the final form of Rowlett, and it’s much better at ranged combat than Dartrix.

“I thought Dartrix was doing pretty well at fighting at range?” May asked, as Decidueye got used to his new form and Iwalani called him congratulations.

Exactly.


Roland fused his Psycho Cut and Fury Cutter together into a single weapon, feeling the flush of extra power from the combination, then added an Air Slash in his other hand to give him options. He teleported closer, ready to attack, and Decidueye seemed to explode into a storm of glowing feather arrows.

The motion for Decidueye to pluck, nock, draw and release each of his arrows took about a tenth of a second, and Roland quickly found himself entirely on the defensive – not able to spare enough time to attack, with barely enough time to notice each arrow before it had to be blocked.

He jumped away again, a few of the arrows missing, and Decidueye bombarded his new position for a second or two before abruptly stopping.

Max? Roland asked, as the last quill-arrow went flipping away and landed in the arena floor. Where did Decidueye go?

“I don’t know!” Max called back. “I lost track of him!”

Roland looked around warily, trying to spot the Grass-type hiding out of the way somewhere, and took a step or two in case.

Then a shower of arrows came hissing down out of the sky, peppering the ground just behind Roland.

The Gallade tried to teleport away, but when he did there was a peculiar wrenching sensation and he snapped back to the same place he’d tried to leave – just as Decidueye fired another volley of arrows, this time directly at Roland.

“Block!” Max called out, and Roland’s right arm blurred. His left flared with light as he used it to set up a psychic shield, and the glowing arrows went about halfway in before losing momentum and stopping.


“That’s a new move on me,” Ash said, looking closer. “Have those arrows nailed Roland’s shadow to the floor?”

He looked down at Dexter again. “Is that what’s going on?”

It looks like it, yes, Dexter replied. No, I don’t understand either. I assume it’s ‘because Ghost’, as that attack is Ghost type.

“Okay, huh,” Ash mused. “So it blocks teleporting… can Roland move otherwise?”

They watched as Roland rolled out of the way of a barrage of attacks, dismissing his force shield, and his shadow remained pinned to the ghostly arrow. It distorted, visibly pulling, and Roland moved back to his former position before forming two Air Slash blades and blocking furiously.

“Looks like a yes,” May contributed, as Decidueye continued what looked like a record attempt for ‘most arrows launched in shortest time’. “I’m really impressed with Roland, though, he’s holding up amazingly well.”

“That’s because of the training we’ve been giving him.” Lucario stretched, before continuing. “We would do things like create seeker sphere showers and make him block the lot, because teleporting doesn’t answer everything.”

“I tend to think teleporting can answer most things,” Will said mildly, inspecting his empty glass. “Should I get everyone drinks refills?”

“Not now,” Lance told him absently, as the fusillade of arrows out in the arena died down a little.


Roland dismissed his blades and reformed them, one at a time so he was never entirely without attacks, then fused the Fury Cutter and Air Slash into one weapon.

Max? He asked. Sorry to pester you-

“Still thinking!” Max replied. “Uh… okay, Ice Blade!”

Roland manifested an Ice Blade with his free hand, then layered it over his existing combined weapon. He raised it as Decidueye reached up under his wing again, then the Grass-type unleashed a barrage of Fury Cutter attacks.

Roland abandoned his plan of blocking in place as soon as he saw the dense arrowstorm headed his way. He rolled out of the way, feeling the Spirit Shackle tug on his shadow and slow him down, then spun around and slashed at all the attacks at once as they curved towards him.

Decidueye followed up with an arrow of a different colour, a Peck attack, and this one Roland did block – he swept his sword across, using the increasing width of the combined blade to deflect the Peck attack away into the ground.

Sliding back across the hole-peppered surface of the arena to where his shadow had been pinned in place, he glanced at Max for a moment before manifesting a Psycho Cut in his off hand to give him options.

“Roland!” Max called. “I think I know what to do! Okay, ready – left!”

Roland spun left, blades crossed, and blocked the Leaf Blade Decidueye had tried to curve around at his side.

Even as he did, however, the Grass-type flapped across the sky and slipped into his blind spot – between Roland and the sun, so it would be harder for the Gallade to attack him at all.

“Now, jump!” Max ordered. “Straight up!”

Roland launched himself into the air with all his strength, evading the trio of Peck attacks Decidueye launched at him.

Spinning in mid-air, Roland faced Decidueye – and the trajectory of his jump curved, going from straight-up to a path that would intersect with Iwalani’s Starter – who, caught off guard by the strange event, didn’t dodge away immediately.

Fusing his Psycho Cut to his already-combined attacks, Roland brought his sword back and swept it towards Decidueye. He launched into a sequence of blows in quick succession, moving the combined weapon with a speed that belied its size – left, right, down, up and left, down…

Decidueye ducked and wove away as best he could, too close to safely disengage, and took three glancing hits from Roland’s fused blade before finally taking a full-body overhand blow and being knocked halfway to the floor.

Roland’s combined attack shattered into bits, and he fell back to the floor – taking an odd, curved path once more, to land next to the Spirit Shackles pinning his shadow in place.

“All right-” Max began, then stopped as he saw Decidueye pull out of his dive.

The Grass-type looked much the worse for wear, but he produced an arrow anyway. It was a bright blue, like the Peck arrows but much stronger, and he fired it at Roland before Max’s Pokémon had landed.

The arrow hit Roland in the side, knocking him across the arena in a burst of energy, and when it had faded Roland was out for the count.


“What was that?” Misty asked, baffled, as Decidueye hovered in the air – his feathers glowing as he Synthesized away some of the damage he’d taken. “I didn’t know Max’s Gallade could fly.”

“He can’t,” Ash replied absently. “Mawile’s been trying to teach him – but what I think that was was about that shadow pinning move.”

He waved his hands, trying to indicate something that had vanished as Roland was knocked out. “So that pin is trying to pull Roland’s shadow back to where it was pinned, but his shadow stays on the arena floor – and when Roland jumped, that meant it was pulling his shadow across the floor. So Roland was pulled across the arena, not back towards the floor.”

That seems correct, Dexter confirmed.

Below them, Max sent out his third Pokémon – Casper – and Iwalani recalled her tired Decidueye to replace him with a third Pokémon.

This one looked like a ball of rock with five little spiky bits on it, and floated there amiably as Casper examined it.


“Oh, well,” Max sighed. “I’d hoped you could handle that Decidueye, but I guess it’s this first.”

“Yeah, it would have been fun seeing him try and pin my shadow down,” Casper chuckled. “Okay, let’s see how this goes…”

“Calm Mind, Minior!” Iwalani called, as the referee signalled they should resume.

“Calm- okay, whatever,” Casper shrugged, flicking a Will-o-Wisp at what was presumably a rock type. “If you want to waste time, be my guest…”

Minior began to smoulder, wisps of smoke dribbling off its rocky surface, but seemed not to care as it powered up. Each pulse was a little brighter, and it dodged out of the way of a Shadow Sneak from Casper before taking a Shadow Ball to the back.

“Keep on lookout!” Max called. “There’s got to be a trick here somewhere!”


Norman leaned a little closer to the screen.

“Dear?” his wife asked.

“I don’t think that’s on fire,” he explained. “Or, I don’t think the Pokémon is on fire. Burns look different.”

He looked rueful. “I should know, I’ve had enough of my Pokémon set on fire – sometimes deliberately.”

I’m sure it was all for a good cause, Gardevoir chuckled.

She looked over at her daughter. Are you all right, dear?

No! Kirlia replied, crossing her arms. That trainer’s stupid, she beat up my brother!

“I think it’s best to look at it a different way,” Caroline said gently. “She must be really good, because she beat up your brother. Your brother’s not an easy Pokémon to beat!”

Kirlia thought about that, then graced it with a nod. Okay.

She walked over to sit in front of the TV again, and watched as Casper hurled Ghost-type and Dark-type attacks at the Minior.

Then it began to flash faster and faster.

What’s going on? The Fairy-type asked.

Her mother tilted her head. Um… I don’t actually know…

Then the rocky coating disintegrated, revealing that the five little spiky bits were actually the points of a star-shape, and that Minior itself was now a smaller, pastel-blue shape with two swirling eyes.

“Charge Beam!” Iwalani ordered, and Minior shot out a beam of intense electrical energy which contacted Casper on the left arm.

The force of it hurled him backwards twenty feet, electricity fizzing off the points at the ends of his arms and head.


“What just-” Casper began, then saw an incoming Power Gem and dove for cover.

The attack missed, barely, but he then got hit in the side by an Ancientpower that spun him right around three hundred and sixty degrees.

“Casper, fight back!” Max called. “And use physical moves!”

Casper did a double-take, which was a bad idea because then a Power Gem beaned him in the side of the head.

“It’s a good thing those parts aren’t important!” he called to Minior, stung, and Minior retaliated with a well-constructed counterpoint consisting of a Dazzling Gleam.

Then it used Psychic, just to complete the set.

Casper dove underground as soon as he was able to look the right way on a consistent basis, and spent the next few seconds hiding there before peeking out again on the far side of the battlefield.

“To your left!” Iwalani told her Minior. “And keep blasting!”

Minior was only too happy to oblige, throwing a Solar Beam at Casper to drive him back underground.

Casper tried again, this time waving his tail above the ground, but this backfired – the psychic attack Minior used was so powerful it knocked Casper into a spin, resulting in most of his body being vulnerable to attack right as Minior used Power Gem.


Max winced as Casper went flying across the battlefield, then blinked.

“Hold on a moment…” he said to himself. “That shell was what caught fire when he used Will-o-Wisp, but it’s gone now. So-”

He pointed. “Casper, Will-o-Wisp!”

“Tried that already!” Casper protested.

“Try again, then!” Max instructed.

Minior stopped firing for a moment, watching as Casper prepared the ball of flames, then evaded easily as they came flying towards it.

“Phantom Force!” Max said quickly.

Casper reached his arm through a small hole in space, and punched Minior in the side. The blow knocked the Rock-type right back into the flames, and Minior yelped as it caught fire.

“Great work!” Max called to his Pokémon, who was trying to look like he’d planned that all along. “Now, Phantom Force again!”

Casper punched Minior a second time, then yelped as Minior shocked his hand.

The star-shaped Rock-type spun about his axis, trails of flame coming off, and fired a Dazzling Gleam at Casper to bean him in the head.

Then it fainted.

“Huh,” Iwalani said, sounding vaguely disappointed, then shrugged and returned the Rock-type. “Okay, Graveler, your turn!”

Casper shook his head to clear it, and watched as Iwalani sent out her fourth and final Pokémon for the battle.

“Okay, this I know how to deal with,” he said, as the Graveler emerged, then tilted his head. “What’s with the makeup?”

“Makeup?” Iwalani’s second Rock-type asked.

“Yeah, makeup,” Casper repeated. “You know, the unibrow and stuff.”

He floated closer, poking at the offending features, and a fat spark jumped off the unibrow to crackle on his claw.

“Ow,” the Banette said. “Wait, how did you-”

“Explosion!” Iwalani ordered.

Graveler exploded.


Pikachu’s ears stood on end.

“Neat trick,” he said, as the expanding dome of electrical energy produced by the unusual Graveler began to fade – revealing a scorched circle on the arena floor, where little lightning bolts were jumping back and forth between the ground itself and the ironsand crystals on Graveler’s hide. “That must be like Pixilate and Normalize and all those abilities.”

“Jealous?” Lucario asked.

“I don’t need it,” Pikachu replied simply. “Still, Explosion is already really powerful…”

He trailed off. “Maybe if I-”

“How much does this plan you’ve just thought of sound like what happens whenever Raikou tries hard at something?” Lucario asked.

“…good point, well made,” Pikachu allowed.


Max returned Casper, then frowned.

“Okay, so… that’s clearly an Electric-type,” he said, thinking out loud. “But I don’t know if it’s also a Ground type or a Rock type…”

After a few more seconds of thought, he made his decision.

“Arc!” he called. “Get ready!”

His own Electric-type Starter burst onto the battlefield, landing soft-pawed on the damaged ground, and gave Graveler a considering look.


“That’s interesting,” Brock said.

“What’s that?” Dawn asked. “I get that Max chose his Manectric, but apart from that?”

“Well, remember that shadow pin trick?” Brock replied. “Max knows he’s going to have to battle that Decidueye again. I’m just wondering what he’s come up with to counter the shadow pin trick – Arc relies a lot on being fast.”

He shrugged. “I’m not sure who I’d have used in his position, though. He knows his own Pokémon.”


Max pointed. “Okay, Arc – use Thunderbolt!”

Arc glanced back at his trainer, a little confused, then did so. The crackle of electrical energy struck home, making Graveler wince a bit, then the Rock-type retaliated by throwing a large rock at Arc.

Dodging, Max’s Manectric ran in a quarter-circle around the outside of the arena. He ducked a second rock, controlling his movements with his paws to produce a slide, and then Max indicated Iwalani’s Graveler again.

“Nature Power!”

“Right!” Arc agreed, realizing what his trainer was thinking of and agreeing with it. He jumped, slamming his paws into the ground like a pounce, and a little ripple of energy spread out across the arena floor.

The arena floor which consisted almost entirely of packed and disturbed dirt.

Arc’s attack spread out to about six or seven feet away from him, then stopped and focused back to his paws. Then it rippled towards Graveler as a wave of orange-golden energy along the floor of the arena, making contact and slamming Graveler back as he was about to use Rock Throw again.

“Great!” Max told Arc. “Keep it up!”

Arc jumped from where he’d been to another spot, landing there with the same pouncing motion, and energy focused in on his paws to produce an Earth Power attack.

This time, Graveler used Stone Edge to form a rampart, and the need to break through the rocky wall reduced the impact of the attack – but it still clearly hurt, and Arc bounded forwards past the wall to deliver a third blow.

“Magnet Rise!” Iwalani said quickly.

Her Graveler complied, a humming sound coming from his ironsand crystals, and he rose about two feet into the air – making Arc’s attack miss as it shot underneath the Rock-type.

“…what now?” Arc asked.

“Rock!” Max yelped in warning, and Arc rolled on his side to avoid a Rock Tomb that nearly ensnared him.

More rocks fell, a few of them being thrown by Graveler and some of the others coming up out of the ground, until Arc was about halfway across the arena.

“What now?” he asked. “I really thought that was going to work…”

“So did I,” Max admitted. “But… uh… hold on, I know. Electric Terrain!”

Arc used Electric Terrain, sending bolts of lightning crackling out across the floor of the arena, branching and rebranching until there was a kind of grid covering the majority of the space.

“Now, use Thunderbolt!” Max ordered. “And be ready to dodge if he throws rocks again!”


Iwalani frowned, watching as Arc blasted a rock out of the air with a Thunderbolt before sending a second Electric attack at her Graveler.

This was kind of a stalemate, almost, but it wasn’t Arc who was taking damage. Graveler was an Electric-type, sure, and the attacks were weak, but they would wear him down eventually.

“Okay!” she decided. “If it’s electrical attacks you want, you’re going to get them… Graveler, get close to him!”

Graveler sped forwards, crystals crackling as he generated a magnetic coupling with the ground to get closer without exposing himself to one of Arc’s attacks.

Arc backed off a bit, but Max told him to hold where he was and keep attacking – risking whatever Iwalani planned so he could do a bit more damage.

“Now!” she called, as soon as she decided he was close enough. “Explosion!”

Graveler exploded again, producing a fizzing dome of electrical energy. It was made more powerful by the Electric Terrain, and there was a kind of whump as it triggered.

Iwalani watched, then frowned as the shape of the dome distorted – like water going down a plughole.

Arc howled, all of the electricity on the battlefield – from his own half-formed Shock Wave to the Electric Terrain to especially Graveler’s Explosion – pouring into him, making his fur glow with stored charge.

It was at that point Iwalani realized some Manectric must have Lightning Rod.

Arc slammed one paw on the now-bare ground, producing a Nature Power effect, then burst forwards in a cloud of fizzing sparks before it had fully triggered.

He crossed the distance to Graveler in a single bound, then slammed down on Graveler’s upper surface with a Strength attack. It didn’t hurt Graveler much, not by itself, but it also pushed him towards the ground and made him contact it just as the Earth Power arrived.


“Risky,” Lance judged, as Arc blazed across the arena to stop at one wall before coming back again. “He was relying on her reacting the right way and on not having a move that could cause a Manectric problems. That’s not something to risk on your last remaining Pokémon, not when you have a choice.”

“I guess,” May said, trying not to be rude in defending her brother. “But it’s working, right?”

“It is,” Lance agreed. “The problem is remembering that it might not have.”

“Did he have a choice?” Ash asked. “I’m trying to remember what moves Arc knows, but I don’t think he had another good choice.”

“He could have stuck to neutral moves,” Lance noted.

Iwalani’s Graveler tried to fend Arc off with a Rock Slide, and Arc jumped over the leading edge before slapping Graveler with an Iron Tail and landing on the far side of it.

Wheeling, he slapped the ground with his paw for a Nature Power, then jumped up and pile-drove Graveler into the ground to receive it.

That seemed to finally do enough, and Graveler stayed down for the count.


Iwalani returned Graveler, and sent out her Decidueye again.

“It looks like the rest has helped,” Karen volunteered. “That Decidueye looks a lot better than it was before being switched out.”

“Is there a limit on how many times you can switch a Pokémon out, actually?” Misty asked. “I don’t remember it ever coming up.”

“I don’t know of one either,” Karen shrugged. “There probably is one, though.”

Then she spotted an orange light from Max’s end of the field. Arc howled in answer, his Manectite flaring up, and he was consumed in a brilliant light which dissipated to show him as Mega Manectric.

“About time!” May called.

“Why didn’t he do that already, actually-” Karen began, then stopped herself. “Right. Lightningrod. He needed to have a protection from the electrified Explosion attacks.”

Arc crouched down, growling, and Decidueye tensed warily. Then he sprang into action, firing a half-dozen Spirit Shackle arrows down at once.

Two of them connected with Arc’s shadow, bringing him to an abrupt halt-

“Flash!” Max shouted.

The whole stadium lit up in stark white and black.


“Run forward!” Max ordered, squinting through the glare, and his doughty Starter ran – and the Spirit Shackles had no effect without a shadow to hold onto.

As soon as he was out of the way, they fell apart, and by the time Arc’s brilliant glare had dimmed to a mere bright light he was racing around the arena without anything to slow him.

“Thunder!” Max added.

Arc’s pace checked slightly, and he howled as he used Thunder. A stab of lightning flicked up at Decidueye, scoring a hit on the Grass-type’s wing, and Arc kept watching for a moment before it became clear Decidueye wasn’t just going to fall out of the sky.

Then a Leaf Blade arrow came shooting back down out of the sky at him, and Arc used Thunderbolt to block it before dodging away from the next fusillade.

“Why didn’t that work?” he asked, glancing over at Max before returning his gaze to the sky – trying to spot where Decidueye was about to place each arrow, and jinking to one side or the other. “I did hit him, right?”

“I think you did too, Arc!” Max replied, thinking. “Maybe it’s just easier to beat him up close?”

“Oh, one of those Pokémon! Right!” Arc realized.

He dodged to his left and slid in a half-circle, halting when he was facing towards the bulk of the arena – and towards Decidueye.

Sparks fizzed in his fur, and he crouched before jumping skywards in a mighty leap as he boosted his muscles. The pounce was enough to carry him up towards Iwalani’s Grass-type, and he grazed the retreating Decidueye with a Wild Charge.

Decidueye flipped backwards in the air twice before stabilizing, and fired a stream of arrows at Arc as the latter dropped back towards the floor.

Max frowned, noticing that Decidueye had slowed down his rate of firing, only sending down two or three arrows a second.

It was sad that was an improvement, but he pointed skywards. “Arc! Try using Flamethrower!”

Arc landed, blocked the latest arrow from Decidueye with a burst of lightning, then charged at the wall and evaded two more. His fur bristled, a glowing loop of a short-circuit forming and heating up rapidly, and he exhaled a Flamethrower attack upwards as he turned about.

Decidueye’s wing turned black with soot as he barely evaded the roil of flames in time, and Iwalani pointed upwards. “Rain Dance!”

The Grass-type plucked another of his seemingly inexhaustible – or regrowing – quills, then nocked it and fired it into the sky. It flew true and blue, vanishing into the air, and then it began to rain – more and more heavily with every second.

“Okay, so much for that…” Max muttered. “Arc, is your fur holding up?”

“Just fine!” Arc replied. “I should be-”

“Get a Toxic ready!” Iwalani called.

Both Arc and Max looked up, seeing Decidueye ready a vicious-looking purple arrow with barbs around it. Unlike his previous barrage, this one was readied singly and slowly – drawn back to give it more speed and power – and Arc tensed, ready to dodge.

The two Pokémon hung in a tense standoff for several seconds, Arc waiting for the slightest clue where Decidueye was going to send his shot. Both knew Arc could dodge it, but both also knew that if Decidueye guessed right Arc would not have time for a second chance.

“Left, Manectric!” Max called.

Arc darted right-

-and the arrow hit him in the back, shattering and drenching him with purple liquid.

“Agh!” Arc yelped, trying to bite at the sting on his back for a moment, then loped out of the way as Decidueye tried to hit him again. He Flashed a second time as one of the arrows stuck in his shadow, then glanced over at Max for advice.


“What happened there?” Bruno asked. “He said left, but they both went right?”

“Max has a thing he does,” May replied. “I think we might have mentioned it before? If he uses the species name instead of the given name, that means do the opposite. I guess his opponent noticed and told her Pokémon…”

“A disadvantage of a consistent style,” Will noted.


“We’ll have to finish this quick,” Max said out loud. “Arc, you’re poisoned now – so jump up and do Dad’s favourite move!”

Arc nodded, though he had to delay obeying the order for a moment as Decidueye tried to nail him with a Leaf Blade arrow. He shot it out of the air with a Thundershock, not wanting to waste more electricity than he had to, then loped quickly to the side of the arena.

Wincing, Arc ignored the Toxic, then surged upwards by using his electrical energy to boost his muscles once more. Moving in a curved trajectory, Arc lunged towards Iwalani’s final Pokémon to deliver a mighty Facade-

-and passed right through.

“What!?” Max asked. “Ghost type? But-”

“Now, Decidueye!” Iwalani called.

She crossed her arms in front of her head, wrists touching, and Decidueye crossed his wings in a similar stance. Then they both swept their arms/wings to the sides, before placing their feet together and clapping once.

A glittering light began to shine forth from something on Iwalani’s wrist, almost but not quite like a watch. Decidueye began to glow too, a brilliant green energy spreading over him and making his feathers shimmer with individual outlines.

Arc landed from his unexpectedly long jump, and immediately whirled – only to pause, uncertain, as he got a full view of the changes to his ghostly opponent.

“Bloom Doom!” Iwalani ordered. “As powerful as you can!”

She hugged herself, and Decidueye did the same – wings crossed tightly. Then he opened them again, and so many arrows flew from his feathers that they looked like a solid block.

“Shield!” Max shouted, and Arc lit up like a Tesla coil as he tried to stop the barrage. For a moment he vanished inside the green storm of arrows.

When they had landed, all at once, it looked as though the bare arena was a field of flowers – every quill-arrow had different fletching, forming a riot of colour, and then they spread to show they were flowers in truth.

Then every single one exploded.


“Interesting,” Lance said simply. “I’ve only ever heard of those before.”

“I haven’t even heard of those!” May interjected. “What was that?”

“It’s called a Z-move,” Lance told her. “A single, extremely powerful, attack that has unusual conditions behind it. Nobody I’ve asked has consented to show me, if they knew how to perform one in the first place.”


As the dust cloud faded, revealing Arc had been knocked out, Pikachu twitched an ear.

“What is it?” Lucario asked.

“I just… I feel like I’m really glad something happened to someone else for once,” Pikachu explained.


Max returned Arc, looked up across the arena at his opponent, and sighed.

Then he waved. “Good match!”

“Thanks!” Iwalani called back. “I think I might have trouble now, though, I’m just about out of tricks!”

Max chuckled a little, then sobered.

He opened up Kris. “Just to make sure… this means I’ve placed in the Indigo League, right?”

Correct, Kris beeped. As of right now, you are no longer a mentoree – your registration now lists you as a full-fledged Pokémon Trainer. Congratulations.

He smiled again. “I think that’s just fine for now.”


Meowth looked up from the TV.

“Funny thing is,” he said, tail flicking. “I ain’t sure if that’s somethin’ I was expectin’, or not…”

“You mean him not coming first?” Jessie checked. “Maybe you’re right!”

“But right about what?” James asked. “If he’s not sure if he expected it or not, how could he be right? He doesn’t have anything to be right about!”

“I’ve got a lot to-” Meowth began, then stopped as Moltres coughed.

“I was wondering if I could have the afternoon off,” she requested. “I’ve got some business.”

Meowth relayed the question, muting the TV as he did, and James nodded.

“Of course!” he said. “I don’t mind… and besides, I don’t want to be set on fire.”

“None of us want to be set on fire,” Jessie noted. “Except Wobuffet, and he’s just odd.”

Growlie woofed a question.

“And Growlie,” James pointed out. “He likes being set on fire.”

Satisfied, Growlie picked up the remote and turned the sound back up.

As the rest of the Rockets settled in to watch the next League battle, Moltres ascended into the sky with beats of her flame-shrouded wings.


About an hour later, on a peak some way south of Sinnoh, a mighty Flying-type watched Moltres circle in for a landing.

“Good to see you could make it,” Ho-Oh said, as Moltres flared her wings and alighted. “Would you care for refreshments? There’s some still available, though I’m afraid you’re the last to arrive.”

“It was quite a long flight, and my trainers were busy,” Moltres excused herself. “Sorry, though.”

“Quite fine,” Ho-Oh assured her. “Try the canapes, they’re very nice.”

Moltres took one in her beak, ate it in two quick bites, then nodded. “Very nice, indeed.”

“Before we continue,” Ho-Oh went on, now addressing the other two Legendary Birds present. “Do any of you have problems with being photographed?”

“I don’t,” the Articuno replied.

“I don’t either,” the Zapdos agreed. “In fact, I think I’ve been in their portfolio before.”

“Same for me, actually,” Moltres stated.

“Very good,” Ho-Oh said, giving Todd and Sneasel the nod to commence documenting the discussion. “Now, to business. I’ve met each of you individually before, but I thought it would be useful for you to share your experiences on the things which you share. Chiefly, that each of you either has – or, at my last update, was considering – taking on the role of a trained Pokémon.”

Moltres raised her wing. “I know you have a trainer, but I thought you were asking because we were both Fire-types. If it’s not too presumptuous a question… you’re talking to a Moltres, a Zapdos, and an Articuno. Why is it you, and not a Lugia?”

“Simple,” Ho-Oh replied. “I’m the one with free time. My Beast Trio has been copied over in the last few years, but my children and their twins do largely run their own affairs; conversely, my friend Lugia and his mate are quite busy with their own roles. This isn’t formal, in any case, just a discussion.”

When there were no more immediate questions, he went on. “Articuno, as of our discussion I believe you had come to a decision?”

“That’s right,” Articuno said. “I’ve been a friend of Noland for some time, but it’s only recently I decided that I should become his Pokémon – I trusted him to let me keep my freedom, so the tie was one without downside to me.”

“That’s the way it often is,” Ho-Oh smiled. “As Legendary Pokémon, we can make our choices carefully – and ensure that our partners, should we choose one, are the type of people we would want for partners.”

He turned to Zapdos. “Am I right in thinking you had not yet decided?”

“I had not,” Zapdos agreed. “I like Casey, and I think she considers me a friend. But it is such a major step… it’s one I find hard to commit to.”

“All right,” Ho-Oh decided. “We won’t pressure you, but I think it would be a good idea for you to ask the three of us about what it’s like having a trainer. Our experiences are somewhat different, but hopefully you can get a good picture.”


“Now that’s an interesting shot,” Todd said to himself, taking a long exposure picture of the scene.

Ho-Oh was to sunward of the other three Legendary Pokémon – discussing something amongst themselves – and the rainbow light shining through his wings striped all three Birds in a mixture of dappled shades corresponding to the colour of their plumage.

For Articuno, blue was blue, but for Zapdos it produced a green tint and Moltres’ wings – aside from the portion burning with their own inner light - were a mix of orange and brown and light purple.

Next to that was the effect of the green light, and then the yellow, and after reaching violet it began again.

Sneasel came up to him, reversing her own camera to show him the snapshot she’d taken, and he examined it with care.

This one was from the far side of the conversation, showing the three birds with their heads together and Ho-Oh framed in light behind them.

“I like it,” Todd told her. “Good work!”


“Now, Max,” Norman began firmly. “I want to ask you one important question. How do you feel?”

“Okay, actually,” Max replied, holding Kris to the side of his head. “I mean, I didn’t win, but I think we did pretty well.”

“Good,” Norman said, much more brightly. “That means we don’t have to tell you that’s the right way to look at it. Well done, Max – and congratulations.”

“Are you going to continue with Ash?” Caroline added. “Or something else?”

“I was planning on going to Johto with May,” Max said. “I think some of the gyms there sound pretty interesting.”

“Well, good luck,” Norman told him. “And tell that to all your Pokémon as well. Keep in touch, Max.”


AN:


And that’s the Indigo League handled. Max has now had the authentic experience of a critical League battle being against someone you met on the way in.






248. Sinnoh 12


“There he is!” Brock called, waving. “Hey, Ash!”

Mega Latios swept overhead, banking into a spiral, and landed neatly next to the path for Ash to get off.

“Thanks, Latios,” Ash smiled, as the Dragon-type reverted. “Do you want to stick around?”

“I think I’ll head back to Altomare for now,” Latios decided, and Ash returned him for Dexter to transfer over.

“We saw how Max did on TV,” Brock volunteered. “But it missed some of it. How did it go?”

“I think he did really well,” Ash said, thinking. “He had a few close battles, but that’s OK, and he didn’t do that thing where someone with a Legendary Pokemon just steamrollers their way right through.”

Dawn nodded. “Yeah, it did look like he was being careful to use everyone. What was up with that Pokemon at the end, the Decidueye?”

“A Grass and Ghost type with a really strange ability,” Ash summarized. “And that move he did… I don’t really know what to think about that one!”

“The League didn’t either,” Brock supplied. “They just did an official ruling on them after that match, not sure if you saw it. Only one per match, I think, unless there’s an agreement, but it doesn’t count the same as being your Legendary Pokemon or your Mega-Evolved Pokemon.”

“So you could have a Mega-Evolved Pokemon use one of those attacks?” Lucario asked, interested. “I wonder what-”

“Nope, sorry,” Pikachu interrupted. “I saw Decidueye was carrying something. You can’t carry both a Mega Stone and a whatever-that-was at the same time.”

“Ah well,” Lucario sighed.

“Why is that, actually?” Buneary frowned. “Why can’t you carry two things at once?”

Pikachu, Brock, Ash and Lucario exchanged mystified looks.

“It’s just… how it works?” Lucario said, a little lamely.

“You could still have a Legendary Pokemon use one, though,” Brock pointed out. “And- doesn’t Mega Rayquaza not need a Mega Stone?”

They all thought about that idea, then winced.

“Probably best to find out more before speculating,” Pikachu decided.

Ash nodded his agreement. “Sure.”

He then looked over to Mawile, who was waiting with Tyrunt over to the side. “Are you two all right?”

“We’re fine, thank you!” Mawile replied. “Or I am. Are you fine, Tyrunt?”

“Yes, thank you,” the Dragon-type Fossil confirmed.

“I’m glad you’ve made a friend,” Ash told him. “Remember, you can ask if you have any problems. Uh… hold on.”

He glanced down at Pikachu. “Wasn’t there some Pokemon dress up competition or something in Sinnoh? Or have we gone past it?”

“We haven’t gone past it,” Brock answered. “It’s the other side of Eterna Forest, and we haven’t got there yet either.”

“Right,” Ash remembered. “So… you’ve done a Contest in Floaroma, right? Then after that is those girls Suicune knows.”

Suicune emerged from her Pokeball.

“What was that?” she asked. “Sorry, I wasn’t listening.”

“I think we’re getting close to those two Joys you befriended,” Ash explained.

Suicune gave him a baffled look. “What two Joys?”

“Last time around, we met two young Joys,” Pikachu began, attempting to explain. “They were called Paige and Marnie, and they’d befriended you – or a Suicune, at least – in the forest.”

“That would have to be me, then,” Suicune said. “There were no other in the Home Islands, and from what you and my -father have said, when he created another trio they were Shiny. But I do not know either girl.”

“So that means that you must have met them after Ash did the Silver Conference challenge,” Dawn realized. “Or after he started it, anyway, because that’s when you challenged him and things went differently for you.”

“So it would seem,” Suicune agreed. “It’s an odd thought, certainly – to think that in another world, another time, I had friends who I now do not even know.”

“It is odd, yes,” Brock agreed. “And all of us have friends we didn’t even meet the first time around – at least, I think we all do. Dawn?”

“I do, yes,” Dawn agreed. “I know what you mean, you kind of wonder about what you’ve missed.”

“But that’s always been true, I suppose,” Suicune noted, pacing back and forth a little. “It shouldn’t need time travel to demonstrate. Stop for half an hour and have lunch, and you meet different people on the road – get lost, and the people you run into are those you might never have seen otherwise.”

She halted for a moment, then turned to face down the road. “But now I’m curious to see what they’re like – to see who I might have known, in another world you all remember.”

“I don’t!” Mawile volunteered, holding up her hand. “And nor does Tyrunt!”

“I don’t either,” Zorua pointed out.

“Fine, then. In another world some of you remember.”


“You had to fly on a Drifloon?” Suicune asked, looking at her trainer as they descended into a small valley.

“Yeah, but everyone else went by car,” Ash clarified. “That’s how Marnie gets between the windworks at one end of the valley and the Pokemon Centre nearer the main road. But there was a storm, and Pikachu and Paige got blown away so I had to go and help them – then I think Marnie went to get you, and you caught us as we fell off a log.”

“Then I am glad I could help you even then, Ash,” Suicune told him. “The weather looks fine, though, so I hope I won’t need to catch you this time.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Ash chuckled.

As they walked down towards the valley floor, however, the Water-type paused and sniffed the air.

“That’s odd,” she said, half to herself. “Dexter, can I have a look at a map?”

Generating, Dexter stated, and his projector created a map of the area in thin air.

“No, more zoomed out… there we go,” Suicune said, looking it over. “No, this doesn’t look like it’s en route from anywhere to anywhere…”

“What’s up?” Ash asked.

“I have the feeling my brother’s been this way,” she told him. “Not long ago. But I can’t see why…”


“Come on, Marnie!” Paige called, looking back to see where her sister was. “We don’t want to miss-”

“I don’t know,” Marnie replied, hurrying along anyway. “I know it’s amazing and all, but I sometimes think I could do with missing a meeting. It can be kind of tiring.”

“But he’s a Legendary Pokemon!” Paige protested. “That’s so cool, right?”

“Well… yeah,” Marnie admitted, smiling. “And he’s got some really cool stories.”

“Aha!” a boisterous voice shouted, as they rounded the corner in the path. “There you are!”

Raikou shook himself out, and smiled at Paige. “It’s lovely to see you both. Are you well?”

“I am,” Paige answered. “But Marnie said she is a bit tired.”

“Paige,” Marnie hissed.

“But you did,” Paige protested.

“Tired, is it?” Raikou asked. “Well, then, I’ll try not to take too much of your time!”

He seated himself. “Do you remember what I said last time? About the gyms?”

“I do!” Paige agreed. “You said you had battled the Fire type gym in Kanto. Did you battle another one?”

“Better than that!” Raikou announced. “I battled two other ones! First there was the Psychic gym in Saffron City.”

He coughed. “That did not go very well.”

“Why didn’t it go well?” Marnie said, confused. “You’re a Legendary Pokemon.”

“That doesn’t help when my opponent is also a Legendary Pokemon who can turn into any Legendary Pokemon, now, does it?” Raikou demanded, a good-natured chuckle in his voice. “Yes, I quite forgot Sabrina has a good friend in a Mew, and Mew turned into a Kyogre and attacked me.”

“Isn’t a Kyogre a water type?” Paige asked.

“Well, yes, and Sabrina was only too quick to point that out, wasn’t she?” Raikou said. “So Mew realized her mistake, and turned into a Groudon instead. And while it was a fine fight, it was one I lost. So no badge there for me!”

He tapped a paw on the ground meditatively. “Probably for the best that one took place on a deserted island in the middle of the ocean… anyway, after that, success!”

With a flourish, Raikou showed them his scarf and the little black comma-shaped badge pinned to it. “That’s put me ahead of my clone, the cad!”

“Brother!”

Raikou jumped.

“Suicune?” he asked. “What the blazes are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same thing,” Suicune replied, pacing into the small cleared area. She halted for a moment, and inclined her head to both girls.

“I’m sorry for interrupting,” she said. “I’m glad my brother has friends like you. You seem sensible.”

That said, she turned to Raikou. “That is, if you’re not pressuring them?”

“Of course not!” Raikou replied, sounding hurt. “That would only happen if we were in a battle, surely?”

“Not what I meant,” Suicune said.

She looked closer at Raikou’s scarf. “Is that half a Dark City badge?”

Raikou gave her a puzzled look. “Half?”

“Whoops,” Suicune muttered.

“You mean to say that I missed something?” the Legendary demanded. “I’m falling behind? I’ll have to-”

Suicune stepped on his tail, not hard, but enough to warn him he might have trouble if he ran off.

“Finish talking to your friends first,” she chided.


As the two Legendaries talked rapidly back and forth, Marnie looked carefully at the person who’d followed Suicune into the clearing.

“Are you Ash Ketchum?” she asked. “Raikou’s trainer? He says you can punch oceans, but I don’t know if he’s exaggerating or something.”

Lucario knelt down and put his paw on Marnie’s shoulder, though since she was actually taller standing than he was kneeling it looked a little silly. “Anyone can punch the ocean,” he told her. “The trick is doing anything other than ending up with a wet and slightly salty hand.”

Paige giggled.

“I’m sorry if we’re making things difficult with your Raikou, Mr. Ketchum,” Marnie said.

“It’s fine,” Ash replied, waving his hand. “Seriously, I agree with Suicune – it’s good for him to have people he knows. When I caught him, and when I caught Suicune, and a lot of my other powerful Pokemon, it was clear from the start that if they wanted to go I’d let them.”

“Is that like Drifloon?” Paige asked. “They fly all over the place, but they keep coming back to us.”

“It sounds like it,” Brock told her. “Well done for understanding that. The best way to treat a Pokemon is whatever makes you both happiest – and it’s only polite to let them choose.”

Paige nodded, proud of herself.

“Well, I’m definitely going to go and get that other badge half as soon as possible!” Raikou announced, drawing their attention. “Marnie, Paige, hold on! I’ll be right back!”

He vanished with a whoom of displaced air, and could be seen for a moment loping off to the south before passing entirely out of sight.

“You can probably go and get a drink or something,” Suicune advised. “My brothers and I are very fast when the mood takes us, but even Raikou will take an hour or two to run clear back to Kanto and win a League Badge.”

She glanced up at Ash, then put her paw over her muzzle. “I don’t think he remembered Ash could just send him right back to Pallet Town…”


Pikachu twitched his ear, looking back at the valley as they headed out of it. “That was… quite a coincidence.”

“I know,” Suicune agreed. “I wonder if Celebi’s responsible – and if she is, whether she’s laughing at us now.”

“I don’t think you have to say someone did it deliberately,” Brock disagreed. “This is something that happened around Ash, after all. It could just be his luck at work.”

“Maybe Absol could tell us,” Dawn mused.

She shrugged. “Anyway, we should think about who’s going to enter the Pokemon Dress Up Contest, because we can’t have everyone do it.”

“I could enter, and then someone who could be everyone could enter,” Zorua suggested to her.

“If you want to enter, go ahead,” Brock told her. “But don’t you think there’s not much of a challenge?”

“Which is why I’m going to win, unless the judges are blind,” Zorua replied, flicking her tail.

“Dress up contest means no fighting, right?” Tyrunt asked. “Just dressing up?”

He swallowed. “Because… if it is, I think I would like a go.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Brock smiled.

“Then I’ll enter too, to keep you company!” Mawile decided. “Um… hold on. Dexter? Can we borrow you to decide what to be?”

Brock chuckled.

As the Steel-type and the Dragon-type watched Dexter go through his catalogue of Pokemon shapes, Pikachu sat back on Ash’s shoulder.

“Psst,” a whisper reached him.

Looking down, he saw Buneary hopping along just behind his trainer.

“Can we talk?” the Normal-type asked, and after a moment Pikachu jumped down to join her.

“Sure,” he said, though his actions had already made that clear. “What is it?”

“Well, I was wondering…” Buneary began. “Would you mind if I entered the dress-up contest with you?”

That gave Pikachu pause, and he was silent for several moments as he thought about how to respond.

“Sure,” he decided. “It is, and I say this in full understanding of the consequences, a date.”

Buneary tried not to squee.


“All right, let’s give this a go,” Lucario said, checking his armband for the Lucarionite. “This is definitely a held item.”

“I’d agree with that,” Pikachu agreed.

“And so is this,” Lucario added, tying Ash’s Expert Belt around his other wrist.

“That’s a bit slack,” Buizel pointed out, inspecting it closely. “Is that what you were planning, or what?”

“Of course it’s what I’m planning,” Lucario replied. “I’m going to get bigger when I Mega Evolve.”

“If you say so,” Buizel shrugged.

Lucario took his stance, then threw a few practice punches. He did a series of one-two-three attacks, high-low-middle, then brought his other paw around and used Aura Sphere.

The attack burst in a flash of blue light on a nearby rock, and Lucario nodded in satisfaction.

“That worked,” he said. “I definitely felt the Expert Belt.”

“What about the Mega Stone?” Pikachu asked. “You just used one item, the other was just… there.”

“Fine, then,” Lucario said, crossing his arms. “Ash!”

“Huh?” Ash responded, looking up from what he was doing.

He went flying less than a second later as Infernape punched him in the cheek, and managed to brake himself to a halt with a sliding skid rather than hit the nearest tree.

“Sorry!” Infernape winced. “I thought you were going to block that one.”

“I probably was,” Ash said, straightening up. “Don’t worry, Infernape, that was my fault.”

He looked over at Lucario, one gloved hand rubbing the injured area absently and channelling a witchfire flicker of healing Aura. “What is it?”

“…sorry,” Lucario sighed. “I didn’t check before interrupting you. I was hoping you could Mega Evolve me so we can test this.”

“Oh, sure,” Ash agreed readily, swinging his staff off his back and concentrating.

Lucario’s Lucarionite lit up with a brilliant golden-silver flash, and a second or two later Mega Lucario stood there.

“Thank you,” he said, as Ash sat down to watch. “So now I’m definitely using the Lucarionite-”

Buizel coughed.

“What now?” Mega Lucario asked, turning to him.

“You’re not really using it,” Buizel pointed out. “It’s just sort of part of your body.”

Mega Lucario stuck his tongue out, then whirled and threw another Aura Sphere at the nearest rock.

This time, it exploded – collapsing in a rush of splinters, though not onto anything or anyone important.

“That doesn’t really prove anything,” Pikachu said. “You’re Mega-Evolved now, your attacks are much stronger.”

Mega Lucario thought about that for a long moment.

“Okay,” he decided. “New plan. Pikachu, are you okay with being attacked a couple of times?”

“By you?” Pikachu clarified, and got a confirmation. “Sure, but not full force. I’d just go flying.”

“Seekers?” Mega Lucario checked. “You can counter shield.”

“Go for it,” Pikachu decided, loping out into a clearing.

Mega Lucario’s paws glowed, and he produced a pair of Aura Spheres. He built them until they were both about four inches across, compared their size to Pikachu, then slammed them together.

A cascade of seeker spheres came crashing out, then converged upon Pikachu and hid him in a cloud of dust – which faded a moment later, showing him unscathed and surrounded by a Counter Shield.

“Okay, that’s one,” Pikachu said. “What about the other one?”

“Well, I didn’t feel the Expert Belt, but it’s still on there…” Mega Lucario said. “Let’s see how it works with one effective item first.”

Mega Lucario walked over to Ash’s mostly-empty backpack – the pouch containing all their things being over where Brock was cooking – and retrieved a small gemstone.

“Fighting gem,” he explained. “I’ll use this while wearing the Expert Belt and we’ll see what happens.”

He was about to begin, but Staraptor came flying backwards into the clearing.

“Torterra has a mean Energy Ball on him,” the Flying-type reported, then looked down at what was going on. “Hey, what’s this?”

“Science,” Pikachu informed him.

“Cool,” Staraptor decided, and alighted on one of the trees that was relatively intact. “I am down with science. Go ahead and science some science.”

Do you understand what science is? Dexter asked.

“Something about experimentation,” Staraptor waved his wing dismissively. “So, are we going to do this?”

Mega Lucario turned back to Pikachu, and they exchanged a shrug. Then the Fighting-type took his stance again, checked his Expert Belt, and held the Fighting Gem in the palm of one paw.

“Here we go,” he said, and began charging his Aura Spheres.


“So a Goodra walks with their tail all coiled up?” Tyrunt asked. “Like this?”

He took a step, then frowned. “No, not like that…”

“Yeah, it’s more of a curl,” Mawile said. “Hold still a moment?”

She stepped forwards, and carefully took the tip of Tyrunt’s tail. “Let me know if this hurts.”

Slowly, the Steel-type began to twist the tailtip upwards, until Tyrunt suddenly yelped. “Ah!”

“Sorry!” Mawile apologized immediately, letting go. “Okay, that one probably won’t work… what about trying a Dragonite? I bet we can make some wings!”

Tyrunt considered that, and was about to nod when there was an explosion that made the ground jump under his feet.

“What happened?” he asked, nervous. “Is there something wrong?”


I think we will classify that one as an important negative datum, Dexter said, as Mega Lucario sat back up in a smoking crater.

“Are you okay?” Ash said. “I saw you were starting to charge up, and then..?”

“I lost control,” Mega Lucario summarized. “I’ve used a Gem once before, it was nothing like that. I think they must have interfered with one another.”

“But we’ve seen Pokemon using lots of items before,” Pikachu said. “Now I think about it. Remember that Tropius Winona had? The whole thing it did was based on using lots of types of berries!”

“You mean a Flying type owned by a Flying type gym leader, one of her specialists, whose whole focus was on using multiple items, can use multiple items,” Staraptor summarized. “Well, hey, that must mean anyone can do it!”

Everyone in the clearing, including Ash, gave him an odd look.

“What?” Staraptor asked. “I can sarcasm as well, can’t I?”

“Ash!” Brock called. “Can you bring your Pokemon, it’s dinner!”

He paused for a moment, as Ash picked up his bag, then went on. “And Buneary wants me to ask if you’re done with Pikachu for now? Something about discussing a theme.”

“Pikachu?” Ash asked.

“I think I’m done for the night, yeah,” Pikachu agreed. “If we keep training Lucario might blow himself up more, and this time the expert belt might be on the hand which explodes.”

He tapped his tail against his paw, meditatively. “Maybe we should see if Gary needs something to do?”

“You just want him to make his Pokemon explode,” Staraptor accused, flitting from one branch to the next.


“Eterna Forest,” Dawn said out loud. “I remember this being kind of awkward… there was someone we found who was looking for… for…”

She snapped her fingers. “That’s right, it was Amber Castle.”

“Amber Castle?” Quilava asked. “I don’t remember this.”

“Amber Castle is a place where a royal Vespiquen lives, deep in the forest,” Brock supplied.

“Oh!” someone else said, surprising them all.

A green-clad woman bowed, then walked closer down the track. “I am sorry for interrupting you. I was going to ask for your help in finding Amber Castle, but I hear you are already familiar with it.”

There was a rustle of branches as Crobat landed on a nearby one.

“Someone’s coming,” he reported.

“We noticed,” Brock told him, dryly.

“Really?” Crobat said, tilting his head. “She’s still about five minutes away, so that’s very – wait, who’s she?”

“Sorry about this,” Dawn apologized. “Why don’t you tell me while they sort things out.”

“I thought the point of scouting was to see things before they arrived,” Lucario said.

“There are trees, okay?” Crobat replied. “I can only do so much with echolocation when trees bounce most of the echoes back!”

“I’m sure Crobat does fine generally,” Brock vouched. “I did ask him to sweep wider today, that might have done it.”

As that conversation went on, Dawn shook the woman’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Thank you,” the woman said. “My name’s Cheryl – and, like I said, I’m hoping to find Amber Castle. Do you know where it is? It’s supposed to take a Mothim to find it.”

“Well-” Dawn began, then stopped. “Hold on. Why a Mothim? They’re not the male equivalent of Vespiquen.”

“I… don’t think I ever questioned it,” Cheryl replied. “But there must be something to the story. Do you think you could help?”

She shrugged. “My grandfather used to say that it’s better to ask for help and not get any than to not ask when you could have gotten help.”

“I think I can agree with that,” Dawn replied. “I know both my friends here can understand any Pokemon, and I’m pretty good with my own Pokemon, so perhaps-”

“Oh, look, a Burmy!” Cheryl pointed. “Sorry, I’m listening, I just want to see if this one’s male. Chansey, use Attract!”

Her Chansey emerged from her Pokeball, and gave Cheryl a slightly confused look. “Really?”

“I need to know if it’s a male,” Cheryl explained to her Pokemon. “That way I’ll know if it can evolve into Mothim.”

“You could just have Ash or Brock ask it,” Dawn said. “That’s what I was trying to point out – but you might not even need a Mothim at all, because of Ash’s Pokemon. He’s got one who I’m pretty sure most other Pokemon will listen to.”

She shrugged. “But if you want a Mothim anyway, that’s fine. It just seems like it might not be a good idea to catch a Pokemon for just one job.”

“I wouldn’t do that!” Cheryl protested. “I’d take care of Burmy and Mothim! I really like Pokemon like that, actually, though I love Chansey too.”

“Well, maybe you can ask Ash – where did Ash go?” Dawn asked. “Lucario?”

Lucario looked over. “He went off with Staraptor to see who else was coming, I think.”


Staraptor landed on Ash’s arm, shuffled a bit, then peered at his trainer. “That’s pretty cool. Didn’t know you could do that.”

“He holds Hippopotas on his head, this is nothing,” Pikachu pointed out. “Did you see whoever it was?”

“Yep. That Grass-type gym leader, Gardenia,” Staraptor provided. “She’s got an Eevee with her.”

“Oh, I know what she’s doing!” Ash realized. “This is where Eevee evolve into Leafeon, because of the Mossy Rock.”

“Makes sense,” Pikachu agreed. “Should we go and say hello?”

“It seems polite,” Ash said. “Actually, Staraptor, can you go and lead her here?”

The Flying-type took off again in a cloud of dust, and Pikachu scrubbed at his eyes for a moment.

“Itchy,” he explained. “Wasn’t there something happening back with the others?”


Some time later, Brock checked a list.

“Okay,” he said, tapping it with his finger. “So you want to evolve your Eevee into a Leafeon.”

“That’s right,” Gardenia agreed. “There was a girl who visited my gym a while ago with a lovely Eevee who could be just about any one of Eevee’s evolutions, and I really liked the look of the Leafeon so I decided to see if I could get one. But it took me a while to find an Eevee who was okay with the idea.”

“Oh, you mean Molly?” Ash said. “Yeah, she said she was doing the Sinnoh League. How did she do?”

“Well, she set fire to the gym,” Gardenia replied. “But… honestly, I was going to renovate anyway, so I don’t mind all that much.”

“How does that even work?” Lucario asked, giving Ash a sideways glance. “You’ve never actually given her any training tips, how did she pick up the Gym Destroyer thing?”

“The what?” Gardenia blinked. “Is this something I should know about?”

“Hopefully not,” Ash winced. “I’m going to try my best in Sinnoh as well, but I haven’t started great…”

Gardenia shook her head. “Anyway… so you know Molly?”

“Yeah, I sort of saved her,” Ash said. “She moved in pretty close to my mom’s house, too. So we know each other pretty well, but I’m travelling a lot so I don’t spend as much time with her as I probably should.”

Brock tapped the notepad, bringing them back on topic. “All right, so that’s Gardenia. We should be able to get to the Mossy Rock, I don’t think it’s far. Dexter?”

Correct.

“And you want to find the Amber Palace,” Brock continued, indicating Cheryl.

“And evolve my new Burmy,” Cheryl added. “But yes, that’s about right.”

“There’s a spot in Eterna Forest where the Combee form Combee Walls,” Gardenia supplied. “It’s not very far from the old Chateau, near Eterna City, so it’s on my way home.”

“Then it sounds like we’ve got a plan,” Brock said. “As for evolving Burmy into Mothim, I think I know how we can do it… just keep him near Ash, it’ll happen.”

“You don’t want us to engage in definitely useful training?” Lucario asked.

“Yeah, I could go for some training,” Staraptor chimed in.

“I’ve seen you doing ‘useful training’,” Crobat commented. “It involved shouting ‘Mango Chutney’ and falling over.”

“Oh, right, that kind of definitely useful training,” Staraptor realized. “Yeah, that probably works better…”

“This is such an odd experience!” Cheryl said, glancing across at Gardenia. “Don’t you think so?”


“All right, this looks like the place,” Ash said.

“I’m impressed, you’re getting better at map reading,” Brock smiled.

“Not really,” Ash admitted. “It’s just that the Mossy Rock showed up on Aura sight from two miles away. It’s really pretty, actually.”

“Well, whatever works,” Brock chuckled. “All right, Gardenia, we’re here.”

Eevee ran past them, slipping through Ash’s feet, and placed a paw on the Mossy Rock.

There was a flash of bright light, and when it faded there was a Sylveon standing there.

“That was into odd,” the Sylveon said, inspecting her paws. “I expecting was that-”

“All right, Zorua,” Brock interrupted. “We know it’s you.”

Zorua pouted, switching back to her base form, as Gardenia sent out her actual Eevee and gave the fluffy Normal-type a quick cuddle. “Was it the accent again?”

“Afraid so,” Pikachu agreed. “I think you need to work on Pokemon voices before you do them.”

“I don’t always have advance warning of what would be a good prank,” Zorua shrugged.

She stepped away from the Mossy Rock, and Gardenia approached it.

“All right, Eevee,” she said. “Ready?”

Eevee nodded, and hopped towards the moss-covered rock. He slowed as he approached it, until by the time he was within a few inches he was barely moving.

Slowly, he reached out a paw, and pressed it to the stone.

Ash closed one eye, watching in both visible light and Aura sight, and saw as a little ripple of reaction ran through the stone’s shimmering Aura when Eevee touched it.

The light pressed in slightly, as though Eevee had touched the surface of a pool without breaking it, then abruptly the boundary broke and green Aura flowed into Eevee’s paw and up his leg.

It filled him to the same level as the stone in a few seconds, pausing there, and then the changes spun out through his whole body as the evolution took place.

His tail flattened, taking on a leaf-green aspect as the Grass-type Aura settled into it, first warping his form and then fixing it in a new shape. His fur shortened, his ears perked up, and a spring-green curl developed on his forehead to match the half-dozen others across the rest of his body.

When the light of the evolution faded and Leafeon took his paw from the rock, there was still a glow of grassy green Aura in his system – much fainter now, almost blending into his new Grass-type, but not gone completely.

“That’s pretty impressive,” Ash said out loud. “It’s kind of like the Aura of the Mossy Rock spread into you, but there’s still just as much as before.”

Leafeon gave him an odd look. “You could see what was happening when I evolved?”

“Yeah,” Ash confirmed. “I don’t think I’ve seen an Eevee evolve before from that close – not expecting it to happen, at least.”

Gardenia spread her hands, and Leafeon crouched before jumping up into them.

“How are you doing, dear?” she asked her new Grass-type.

“It’s still odd, but I’ll get used to it,” Leafeon summarized, tail twitching.

Ash promptly translated.

“So next is the Amber Castle, right?” Cheryl asked. “It’s going to be so cool, especially with a proper hero along!”

She frowned, thinking. “I wonder if it’ll be a quest to go and retrieve some important item – or maybe to save her castle from invaders?”


“Greetings to you, your Majesty,” Suicune said, bowing one foreleg down and inclining her muzzle. “I wished to ask of you whether one of my party might be permitted some of your Enchanted Honey.”

The Vespiquen regarded her carefully, a buzz sounding from all the Combee around.

“That’ll be four hundred Poké,” she said eventually.

“Very well,” Suicune said respectfully. “If you will allow me a moment?”

She paced back three steps, then turned and padded over to the humans and their other Pokemon.

“Well?” Cheryl asked. “Do we need to drive off a Rhydon?”

“It’s a little simpler than that,” Suicune replied. “This may seem at first like an odd question, but… how much money do you have on you?”

Cheryl’s jaw went slack.

“That’s a little less epic than I was expecting, I know that,” Gardenia said, blinking. “Money? But… they’re wild Pokemon.”

“I don’t think that necessarily means they have no use for currency,” Suicune replied. “For example, I noticed that the Queen has a small gas burner, a kettle, and a supply of coffee grounds.”

“Hold on, I’ll… where did I put my purse?” Cheryl asked. “How much is it supposed to be?”

“Four hundred Poké,” Suicune relayed.

“That’s not bad, actually,” Gardenia mused. “I mean, regular honey is a hundred Poké.”

“I know,” Cheryl sighed. “But I’m still disappointed, in an odd way. Why didn’t she tell us to do something impressive?”

“Perhaps she doesn’t need anything done around the house,” Lucario mooted. “It looks well built.”

“Here we go,” Cheryl announced. “Okay, time to get this sorted out.”

As she walked forward with Suicune, the Combee buzzing slightly louder, Dawn looked around.

“How many of these Combee could evolve into Vespiquen?” she asked. “Ash, you evolve Pokemon a lot, right? Is this a problem?”

“It shouldn’t be,” Gardenia replied, sounding a little dubious. “What do you mean, Ash evolves Pokemon a lot?”

“She’s right,” Brock chimed in. “Ash’s Porygon2 says it’s statistically significant.”

I believe my precise terminology was totally ridiculous, Dexter clarified. But I may have mentioned statistical significance in there as well, yes.

“Maybe we should step back a little, then,” Gardenia suggested.


“All right, that’s that done…” Brock ticked off. “And so is that… so it looks like we just need to see if Cheryl’s Burmy can be evolved, and head to Eterna City.”

“What’s the best way to evolve a Pokemon?” Cheryl asked.

“Normally, battles help,” Lucario suggested. “Pokemon also evolve because of strong emotions, or things like that.”

He considered. “Suicune, I think you’re the strongest Pokemon here overall. Would you mind giving that a go?”

“I suppose not,” Suicune agreed.

“Is that… really safe?” Cheryl said.

“I’ll do my best to make sure it is,” Suicune assured her with a smile. “Let’s find a clearing on the way, so we can stop for lunch.”

“I think the nearest clearing is actually most of the way to Eterna,” Gardenia told them.“But it’s quite close to the old Chateau in the forest, and that’s supposed to have ghosts in it.”

“I am an accomplished ghost puncher,” Lucario shrugged. “I think we will be fine.”


“How’s that?” Brock asked, smiling. “I decided to try something new today.”

“If this is what your cooking is like when it’s your first try at something, I’m amazed!” Gardenia answered, then took another bite out of her cheeseburger.

The trick with this one was that the cheese wasn’t on the outside of the burger, but had been layered into it before cooking so the burger was full of still-molten cheese.

“I think I might add a bit more chives next time,” Brock said, turning over the second batch so they hissed over the flame. “A bit hotter, please, Quilava.”

Dawn’s Quilava made his fur blaze up a little more, and the hissing got slightly louder.

“I’m going to need another twelve buns in about two minutes,” Brock judged, and Ash got to work with a knife and some butter. “Good work, Ash… can someone check Pikachu hasn’t gone off with the ketchup bottle?”

“I’ve got it,” Lucario reported. “And Pikachu’s in Ash’s bag until we’re done.”


As the cooking continued, Suicune cleared her throat.

“Burmy, if you have a moment?” she said. “I was wondering if you’d be able to give me a quick battle.”

Burmy looked her up and down, mostly up given their relative sizes.

“But… you’re… you’re a Legendary Pokemon,” he pointed out. “How can I possibly stand a chance of beating you?”

“You might surprise yourself,” Suicune smiled. “You get the first go. Don’t worry, I won’t attack too strongly.”

Burmy considered, then reached out hesitantly and tapped Suicune.

The Water-type looked surprised, then collapsed to the floor.

“Um…” Burmy began, and tapped Suicune again. Then he pressed harder. “Are you okay?”

Taking a nervous step back, he gasped. “Oh, no… did I do something wrong? What should I-”

There was a bright flash of light, and he evolved into Mothim.

“…what?” Mothim asked, distracted by feeling his wings for a moment, then refocused. “-ah! Hold on, I’ll get help!”

Flaring his wings, he was about to fly over to try and get one of the humans for help… then he heard a snore.

Mothim’s panic drained away, to be replaced by incredulity and then annoyance. “What.”


“You know, that’s not how you’re supposed to do it,” Lucario said, some minutes later, as Suicune ate her first burger.

The Legendary put the bun down after her third bite, and got to all fours before stretching. “Why not?” she asked. “It worked.”

“Regulations say you’re supposed to overact,” Lucario chided her. “Make a production out of it.”

“I didn’t want to overact,” Suicune said reasonably. “So I just acted.”

“You have to admit, it did work,” Pikachu supplied. “But I don’t think I could be that convincing…”

He took another dollop of ketchup, and ate a single piece of fried sweet potato with it.

“Are you going to have anything other than ketchup?” Buneary asked.

“Obviously, because I just did,” Pikachu replied.

Buneary giggled.

Then there was an electronic shout of annoyance, making them all look up.


“This is ridiculous!” shouted a small glowing ball of plasma, electrical energy fizzing off it in little sparks. “What kind of human has a device on their wrist, which tells time, but doesn’t have so much as a tiny motor!”

Dawn looked at her Pokétch, then up at the irate Rotom hovering in front of them. “Um-”

“Aren’t they Ghost types?” Gardenia asked, leaning over to Brock.

“I think so,” Brock replied. “Yes, dual typed Ghost and Electric.”

“Oh, good, I was wondering why I was feeling worried…”

Leafeon jumped up, standing in the way to keep his human safe, but the Rotom didn’t even seem to notice. “I go to all the effort of sneaking up, and… um…”

The Ghost-type trailed slowly off, noticing that everyone was looking at it.

“Uh…” it began, looking back and forth, then seemed to shrink slightly. “I… forgot I was shy… um… bye!”

There was a pop of disturbed air, and Rotom vanished from sight.

“Where did that come from?” Cheryl asked. “I didn’t know there were ghosts around here!”

“It must have come from the Old Chateau,” Gardenia realized. “I knew that place was haunted! Well, now I know never to go near it again!”

She reached down and gave Leafeon a stroke, feeling him arch happily up into the stroking movement, and smiled. “And thank you, Leafeon.”

“What did Rotom mean about a motor?” Ash asked. “Dexter?”

Rotom is motor backwards, Dexter pointed out. It’s generally believed that a Rotom can only possess a machine with some kind of motor, though normally that is not very hard as even something like a digital watch has a motor in it.

He paused. Of course, the research on Rotom is not very thorough. There is a difficulty in locating suitable subjects willing to not just phase through the lab wall when they are bored.

“I wonder where the Rotom went,” Dawn said, looking down at her Pokétch in case it was going to develop a pair of electronic eyes. “I hope this isn’t damaged…”

Ash raised his hand. “Can I just check something?”

“Go ahead,” Brock agreed.

“When we get to Eterna City, are we going to have a gym battle?”

Gardenia got ready to agree, visibly rethought, then looked around for a moment. “Actually… maybe we should just do it in here or something. I like my gym’s new layout and would not like to see it broken.”

“Can we at least see it, though?” Dawn asked. “And… I think that dress up contest is fairly soon, so unless you can have the battle right now we’d need to go on to Eterna City first….”

“Oh,” Gardenia frowned. “You’re right, I don’t have most of my most powerful Pokemon available with me. We’ll have to do it later, then.”

She looked down at her plate. “I was sure I had half a burger left… and why is there another Leafeon here?”

The Leafeon who was next to her plate snickered, then darted away.

“Zorua, you can just ask for seconds,” Brock sighed.

“Can I?” Rockruff asked, poking her head up next to the grill. “That was tasty!”

“Of course,” Brock agreed. “Can you take this over to Gardenia, and then I’ll make you one with mustard – you like mustard, right?”

“Yes!” Rockruff nodded. She took the plate carefully in her jaw, tail wagging, then trotted slowly over to Gardenia.


“Okay, uh…” Pikachu checked his list. “Bounce is okay, punching things is probably okay… you can learn Thunderbolt, right?”

“Yes, I can learn Thunderbolt,” Buneary replied.

“Good, that makes this a lot easier,” Pikachu sighed.

“Speaking of easier, aren’t you going to put on some kind of costume?” Buneary asked. “I know Dawn made one.”

She adjusted her own costume, which included the pointed, black-tipped yellow ears of a Pikachu atop her own. “And I think this one looks all right.”

“Yeah, though the thing on the tail looks kind of odd,” Pikachu replied. “I think you’ve got too much tail to fit inside.”

“It’s not that bad, is it?” Buneary asked, twisting around to look at it. “It seems fine to me…”

Shaking her head, she went back to checking her own list. “Are you sure all of these are moves Pikachu know?”

“I know them or have seen other Pikachu use them,” Pikachu assured her.

“I trust you,” Buneary said quickly. “But how many of these do the judges know about?”

As Pikachu was contemplating that, there was a flash in front of them and two Pokemon and one human appeared.

“…am I in the right place?” Jessie asked, mystified. “That looks like Ash’s Pikachu, but I didn’t know he had a girlfriend…”

That’s for you to work out, Abra informed her bluntly, as Buneary quietly looked her costume over again and tried not to blush.

“She’s actually Buneary,” Pikachu supplied. “She’s dressing as a Pikachu for the contest.”

He paused. “Wait, you’re one of those humans who doesn’t speak me…”

Don’t worry, I translated, Abra told him.

“Oh, that’s right, you met up with the other twerp-” Jessie began, then stopped herself. “With Dawn.”

“Old habits die hard?” Pikachu asked.

Abra nodded.

“So, I… assume you’re the one who’s here for the dress up contest,” Pikachu went on, indicating Jessie’s Cosplay Pikachu.

It was actually a bit of a guess that it was her at all. All that was actually there was a silver-foil spacesuit outfit, with a mirrored visor and a tail.

“Roger,” Cosplaychu confirmed, sliding up the mirrored later on her visor. “I think I’m going to be a sure-fire winner with this one. Over.”

“We’ll see,” Pikachu shrugged. “Okay, let’s go over that move list again… and, Buneary, if they complain I’m going to just handle that myself by demonstrating the moves…”


“All right, everyone!” began the presenter, Rhonda. “I’d like to say hello to all of you who are watching the Pokemon Dress-Up Contest, here just outside Eterna City!”

She adjusted her outfit a little, which portrayed her as a Cherrim. “For those who don’t remember or who are tuning in for the first time, the goal is for Pokemon to dress up as another Pokemon and show a great understanding of their moves, their character and their style! We’ll be looking for the Pokemon who stays in character the best, and our judges are Mr. Sukizo, and the local Officer Jenny and Nurse Joy!”

The camera swept over to show the judges, all of them dressed up to fit the occasion.

“Mr. Sukizo, I don’t remember you wearing a costume last time,” Rhonda said, with a chuckle. “What brought on the change?”

“Remarkable! Remarkable!” Sukizo replied with a smile, adjusting the fine Honchkrow hat atop his head.

“I see,” Rhonda nodded knowingly. “It looks like our judges are really getting into the swing of things. All right, let’s meet our first contestants!”

Jessie stepped out to the stage, along with her Pikachu.

“That’s an interesting costume,” Rhonda noted. “I don’t think I recognize what you’re going for, though.”

In explanation, Cosplay Pikachu put her helmet on. She jumped, a tiny little movement of her paws, and floated into the air in total defiance of gravity – ending up several feet in the air, using little jets of compressed air from a backpack to control her movement.

“…I don’t know how to handle that one!” Rhonda admitted. “Judges?”

“Well, I’m afraid we don’t think it’s a very good Pikachu,” Jenny replied. “We’ve checked through the list, and Pikachu don’t learn the Gravity move – so the costume itself is-”

“Remarkable!” Sukizo supplied.

“Yes,” Joy nodded. “We can’t tell what the original Pokemon even was, we thought it had to be a Pikachu at first, but no Pikachu knows the Gravity move.”

“But she is a Pikachu!” Jessie complained.

“Oh,” Joy winced. “In that case, we think you might have been confused about how this competition is supposed to work. Sorry, but your Pokemon needs to dress up as another Pokemon – not an astronaut.”

“Even if she has gone to the trouble of ignoring physics,” Jenny agreed.

Jessie sighed. “All right… maybe we should have dressed you up as Arceus.”

“Piii…” Cosplay Pikachu sighed, expressing the opinion that that might have ended badly.


“Wait, wasn’t Mr. Sukizo at most of your Contests?” Max asked, looking up from Kris’ screen. “How come he’s doing this in Sinnoh?”

“He gets everywhere,” May shrugged. “I think he probably has a teleporting Pokemon or something… though there is this one theory online about him being a Pokemon trapped in human form.”


“Let’s see, who’s next – oh!” Joy said, recognizing one of the trainers. “Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash agreed. “We’ve got a question, though…”

“Well, go ahead,” Rhonda invited. “I’m surprised you have one, though.”

“It’s one our Pokemon brought up,” Dawn supplied. “See… Ash’s Pokemon especially has a lot of moves which really aren’t the kind of thing most Pokemon of their type can manage. So he’s asked if… how did he say it, Ash?”

“If one of our Pokemon seems to have made a mistake and used the wrong move, to ask,” Ash supplied. “To see if we can prove it’s possible.”

“That’s an interesting question, all right,” Rhonda said, looking over at the judges. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s only fair to let them have a chance,” Jenny supplied. “After all, if a Pokemon uses a move they’ve seen the other Pokemon use, how unfair would it be to disqualify it because we haven’t seen it?”

“All right!” Ash said, turning. “Come on out!”

The first to come out was a very Bunearyish Pikachu with his fur coloured a warm chocolate brown, with a pair of fluffballs on both ears and the right one folded down at a jaunty angle. There were fluffballs on both legs as well, stretching up to roughly his waist, and he did a twirl halfway from the entrance to the middle of the stage. His tail was coiled almost in on itself, making it look as though a little Buneary floofball was all he had.

Following him, with a perhaps slightly clumsy scamper, was an extremely Pikachuish Buneary. She’d relied on a full suit-type costume instead of dye, with her tail bouncing back and forth as the spring inside it kept it swinging back to upright, and as she took up her position the lights concealed behind her cheeks flashed intermittently.

“Very interesting!” Joy said, as the two Pokemon took up a pose together. “It’s not often teams of two Pokemon come on, especially not when they’re dressed as each other!”

Pikachu kicked off from the ground, launching himself into the air in a good imitation of a Bounce, and did a forwards flip before landing on the other side of Buneary. He threw a series of punches, Fire then Ice then Thunder, and followed it up by curling into a ball with a squeak.

As soon as he was done, Buneary launched into her own little routine. She shook herself a little, making her tail wave back and forth, and produced a little bolt of lightning which hit Ash square in the face.

“Goodness!” Rhonda gasped. “Are you all right?”

“That’s actually really in character,” Ash shrugged, totally unconcerned by the shock.

Buneary tried to avoid looking too relieved, then did the second part. Her paw glowed a faint blue as she used Ice Punch inside the suit, then did a three-move Force Palm routine, and followed that up with a quick burst of Agility to do three laps of the area.

As she came back to where she’d started, Pikachu’s own Buneary-painted paws fizzed and he threw a weak Thunderpunch at her.

The attack made the fur of her suit stand on end, and also made the little wires woven into it spark and the cheeks light up. They kept going for about a second, then Buneary threw the strongest Thunderbolt she could – at Ash again.

Joy and Jenny broke into applause.

“Wonderful!” Joy pronounced. “It’s very rare someone manages to recreate such a combat-based ability as Lightningrod!”

Buneary and Pikachu stood next to one another, and both bowed.


After they’d left the stage, the next to appear was James of Team Rocket.

“I might be missing something,” Lucario said, pointing, and Jessie jumped. “How come he’s here?”

“Abra went back to get him,” Jessie replied. “Did you have to surprise me like that?”

“Technically not.”

As they spoke, James put down his own Pokemon.

It was a large stuffed Komala, with a faint snoring sound coming from it.

“…I’m not sure I understand,” Nurse Joy admitted.

“Why not?” James replied. “He’s definitely in character.”

“You mean asleep?” Jenny checked, getting a nod. “Well… he’s right. What do you think, Mr. Sukizo?”

“Able! Rem-arkable!”

“I… think that means he likes it,” Joy ventured, and Mr. Sukizo gave her a happy thumbs-up. “Good enough for me, and very creative. What Pokemon is actually in there?”

“Abra,” James explained, picking up his Pokemon and carrying him off stage again.

“Well, if you want a Pokemon to stay asleep the whole time, it’s a good choice…” Rhonda admitted.


After a few more contestants, including a Mightyena who was dressed up like a Suicune and a rather creative Weepinbell painted to look like a Seedot, Rhonda checked her list.

“And next is… that’s odd,” she said. “There’s two Pokemon listed, but nothing on the trainer entry.”

Before she could ask why, however, a little theropod Pokemon dressed as a Groudon came stomping into the arena.

His costume wasn’t quite as sophisticated as some of the other ones that had been displayed, with the hands and feet being dealt with by large painted foam hands and monster slippers and the tail being attached to his real tail by a strut, but Tyrunt did his best to roar and sound as intimidating as he could reasonably manage.

Before he’d been doing it for more than a couple of seconds, however, another Pokemon came up behind him with a bubbly giggle.

‘Groudon’ immediately stopped roaring, and looked over his shoulder at the pink-suited ‘Mew’ his friend was dressed as.

He roared again, more questioningly this time, and Mawile giggled before running in a circle around him and tapping him on the shoulder.

As soon as that was done she ran away about four feet, before stopping and looking back at him – twitching her horn jaw from side to side to make the weighted pink ‘tail’ of her own costume swing from side to side.

She tilted her head, and ‘Groudon’ grumbled something before shaking his head.

‘Mew’ dodged in again, tapping him on the other shoulder, before pouting and crossing her pink-painted forearms.

As soon as Tyrunt looked away, however, Mawile did a twirl and fired a little jet of Flamethrower at him. It was a tiny thing, one which didn’t actually reach him, but Tyrunt turned back anyway and stomped one slippered foot before growling.

‘Mew’ bent in and booped him on the nose, giggled, then jumped up onto his back before he could react.

The faux Ground-type sighed theatrically, then walked around in a circle for a bit with ‘Mew’ giggling atop his back.

The panel exchanged a few glances as both Pokemon reached the end of their performance.

“Do we have a Legendary expert on hand?” Jenny asked. “I’m uncomfortably aware that those Pokemon have probably spent more time with Legendaries than I have…”

“The Mew is pretty much spot on,” Suicune supplied from the audience, making about three quarters of the spectators turn around to see her sitting in the back row. “Groudon I don’t know as much about, but he might act like that – a Mew is relentless in making friends and most of us just go along with it.”

“Remarkable,” Mr. Sukizo pronounced.

“I agree,” Joy nodded. “And a fine pair of costumes, too!”


Brock walked to the edge of the stage, and waved his hand with a flourish to invite the Pokemon with him into the room.

The Mewtwo accompanying him walked on as well, turned – tail waving – and struck a pose for the cameras. “How’s that?” she asked. “Bet you’ve never seen any Pokemon costume this good!”

She turned to the judges. “Let’s get the first round thing over with, okay? It’s obvious how it’s going to go.”

The judges put their heads together to confer for several seconds, and then Jenny looked up.

“I’m afraid you’re disqualified,” Jenny said.

“What?” Mewtwo demanded, hands on hips. “This is discrimination! Just because I’m a Legendary Pokemon? Or is it because I’m a shapeshifting Pokemon?”

“Actually it’s for sass,” Jenny replied.

“That is in character, though,” Mewtwo protested. “Brock, tell her it’s in character!”

“I met Mewtwo last year, he was a guest judge,” Rhonda volunteered. “He’s really not arrogant like that, at least not in day to day conversation.”

“Or on TV,” Brock added.

“Sorry,” Suicune threw in her two Poké. “I can’t vouch for that one.”

“I thought you were supposed to be on my side,” Mewtwo sulked. Turning back into a Zorua, she trotted off in a huff.“And I spent so long working on speaking good, too…”


“I thought that went pretty well,” Dawn said, some time later. “What about you guys?”

“It was nice to be an expert witness,” Suicune smiled.

“About that,” Lucario raised a paw. “You do remember that Aura translation doesn’t work over TV connections, right?”

Suicune froze mid-pace.

“…oh, dear…” she sighed, shaking her head. “Does that mean my opening speech at the Indigo League didn’t get translated either?”

“Afraid so,” Lucario replied. “I don’t know why they didn’t tell you. Maybe the people in charge of making sure the transmission was okay didn’t realize there was supposed to be understandable words?”

“Maybe they managed to put in subtitles in time,” Dawn suggested.

She looked down at Tyrunt. “And what about you two?”

Tyrunt looked automatically at Mawile, but she gave him an encouraging nod back to tell him to speak his mind.

“Okay, um…” Tyrunt began, as Ash passed Dexter to Dawn for translation purposes. “It was… really nice, actually, to be able to compete with other Pokemon without anyone getting hurt.”

He shook his head a little. “I don’t mind competitions if it’s just about things like that, but actual battling is… not really very nice…”

“That’s okay,” Ash told him. “And you did really well, I thought – you seemed confident enough to make it work.”

“Thank you,” the young Rock-type said. “I don’t really know what Groudon is like, except what Mawile told me, and he sounded scary so I tried to seem scary too.”

“You must have done a good job, though,” Brock smiled. “You two won the competition!”

“I still think that Chatot shouldn’t have reached the final,” Pikachu muttered. “How did it go last time, again?”

He flicked his tail. “I don’t remember the finals being a face-off.”

“Last time Team Rocket attacked,” Brock reminded him. “Croagunk won for staying in character even during the attack.”

He sighed. “I was worried, though, especially after James and you two were knocked out.”

“…oh, that’s right!” Buneary said suddenly. “I forgot this was when you got your Happiny, Brock! Sorry!”

“Wouldn’t Celebi have sorted it out?” Ash asked.

“I think it’d be dangerous to rely on that,” Brock said.

He checked the egg case, which he’d been carrying since they left the contest. “Is this the right one, Ash? It looks it, but…”

Ash closed one eye, and nodded immediately. “Yeah. Should I sort it out now?”

“Go ahead,” Brock invited.

He took the egg out of the case, checked it quickly for any injuries, then handed it to Ash.

Less than a second later, Ash was struggling to hold a Chansey up at about head height.

“Brock?” Chansey asked, pleasantly surprised. “Ash? Dawn? Pikachu? Buneary?”

Her tone changed from happy surprise to pure bafflement. “…Tyrunt? Mawile? Lucario? Suicune? What happened?”

“It’s a long story,” Lucario said, helping his trainer put Chansey down without dropping her. “The short version, though, is time travel.”

“What, again?” Chansey blinked. “I suppose we were overdue.”

“Tyrunt time travelled more than anyone else did,” Mawile pointed out, a giggle in her voice.

“Does it count if it’s forwards?” Tyrunt asked, confused. “I thought what I did was just waiting.”

“Maybe it counts as sleeping in?” Suicune suggested.


Dusknoir bowed.

“My thanks to all of you,” he said, and indicated the bound-up Grovyle next to him. “With Grovyle in custody, we can now take him back to the future and avoid any further problems.”

Aaron raised a paw, looking at Grovyle as the Grass-type struggled to escape. “I have a question.”

“You do?” Dusknoir asked. “Go on, then…”

“Well, there’s two parts to it,” Aaron elaborated. “Firstly, how does time travel work in this world? I’ve been seeing visions that are of the future, but at the same time it seems like you’re saying the future is both a distinct place and one which can be altered.”

Dusknoir shrugged. “I don’t understand it, I just use it.”

“And second,” Aaron went on, “I’ve just looked at you and Grovyle side by side in Aura sight. He’s not the one who looks evil.”

“Good catch,” Palkia noted.

“Well, now,” Dusknoir began. “There’s a very sensible explanation for – Sableyes!”

Half a dozen Sableye came charging out of the time portal, grabbing Aaron and the rest of his exploration team.

Giratina roared, paused, then began speaking in tones of puzzlement. “Why didn’t I just use Shadow Force?”

“I’m trying to pause time and it’s not working!” Dialga complained.

“Spacial Rend!” Palkia shouted. “Spacial Rend!”

“Arceus, what’s going on?” Aaron demanded, as the Sableye dragged him towards the portal.

It’s called a cutscene, Arceus replied, and then Aaron was at the portal.


When Aaron came to, he found himself in a cell.

“At last!” Palkia called. “We were getting worried about you!”

“Did anything happen after I was pulled into the dimensional rift?” Aaron asked.

“A lot less happened than we were trying to make happen,” Giratina volunteered. “Our powers are still off.”

Do you have any idea how difficult it is to create drama when you can do the things you lot are capable of? Arceus demanded, without much prompting. You’re staying in cutscene mode until I’m finished with the execution scene.

“The what!?” all three dragons demanded.

Aaron held up his paw. “I think he’s got a plan,” he explained. “What is it?”

I want you to escape from your execution, and then you’ll find out Grovyle is actually a good guy, Arceus explained. He’s working for Celebi. It’s… complicated.

“If he’s a good guy, why didn’t he explain any of this to me?” Aaron asked. “I’m a Riolu. They’re still understood to be good guys as a rule, right?”

…okay, so I didn’t think the plot through… I was mostly focused on…

Arceus stopped.

Wait. Damn it, that’s a plot hole too. Um… Dialga, pretend you’re not really a Dialga for the purposes of this storyline.

“What am I supposed to be, a Skitty?” Dialga asked.

That would do, thank you.


AN:


Back to the day to day… happenings, I suppose.






249. Sinnoh 13


“Come in, come in!” Gardenia said, smiling, as she opened the door. “It’s nice to see you again – how did you do on the Pokémon dress up contest?”

“Mawile and Tyrunt won,” Ash answered. “Though Pikachu and Buneary got into the semi-finals.”

“That’s very impressive,” Gardenia replied. She indicated the main room of her gym, which was a giant greenhouse made up of a complex arrangement of fountains and turf and flowers surrounding a huge floral clock.

In addition to the flowers blooming at different times of the day, the clock also included two huge leaf-shaped hands, currently indicating the time.

“That’s a really impressive gym design,” Brock said approvingly. “It’s got a great sense of the Grass-type, and – can the clock move faster?”

“It can, that’s right,” Gardenia confirmed. “It can add an extra touch of difficulty to a gym battle.”

She led Ash and his friends across the gym, walking over the two leaves of the clock, and then to a door at the back of the gym which she pushed open.

“And your gym battle is taking place about two minutes’ walk that way,” she added, indicating the park.

“You’re not doing it in the gym?” Dawn asked.

“I like my gym,” Gardenia countered. “Besides, last time I let someone who lives in Pallet Town into the gym I had to remodel it, and I’m out of ideas…”

She shrugged. “Anyway, that’s the rule. I just wanted to show you the redesign work.”

“I guess that’s fine,” Ash decided. “Lead on, then.”


On the other side of an extensive decorative border, the park contained a grass field with chalked-out marks indicating the battle area.

“This is less impressive than the giant floral clock,” Lucario said. “But yes, it’s probably easier to fix.”

“Thank you,” Gardenia smiled, taking it as a compliment. “Do you have your Pokémon selected?”

“The first one at least,” Ash replied. “Are there any special rules?”

Gardenia shook her head. “No, I don’t see much point in those today.”

Ash sent out his Buizel, and Gardenia sent her first Pokémon out as well – which turned out to be a Bellossom.

“Sunny Day!” Gardenia ordered immediately.

Buizel burst forwards with an Aqua Jet, but didn’t get to Bellossom in time to interrupt her – and got peppered by a Magical Leaf attack as Bellossom danced out of the way, avoiding taking the hit Buizel had in mind for her.

Bellossom swept her arms around in a circle, producing a Petal Blizzard, and Buizel jack-knifed up into the sunlit sky to avoid taking more hits. The Water-type was still able to keep his Aqua Jet going, using the continuously generated water jet to fly by spraying it out behind him, but the intensity of the sunlight made it harder for him to get up the same level of engine output.

Undaunted by the prospect, Buizel rolled about his primary axis. He spun off a pair of watery missiles, curving them down towards his opponent and giving them enough push to get through the enervating effect of the sunlight, and Bellossom visibly considered her response before flinging two quick Energy Ball attacks to destroy the missiles on their way down.

Pirouetting to lend strength to her own attack, the Grass-type fired up a salvo of Magical Leaves – staying on the move to make herself a harder target for Buizel to deal with, while her Grass-type attacks spread out a little before homing in on the jetting Water-type.

After the third similar back-and-forth exchange, Buizel switched to a new tack. He halted in place, hovering on top of an Aqua Jet of his own creation, and glanced down at Ash for a signal.

Ash held up both hands and waved them towards one another signalling a small distance.

Buizel nodded, then cut his main jet out as well.

For almost a second he dropped towards the grass of the battlefield, and then a burst of water signalled his restarting his Aqua Jet. Now facing downwards, he flicked off a trio of water drill attacks – then another just behind them, so close it was almost invisible.

Bellossom spun in a circle, working up a Petal Blizzard, and using it to blast aside the weaker-than-normal Water-type attacks – then stared, thrown, as she saw an incoming ice drill which broke through her petals.

Dodging quickly to the side with a twirl, Bellossom managed to avoid a direct hit from the Ice Aqua Jet, but by the time she did Buizel had closed through the mid-range and was exploiting his own manoeuverability to stop Bellossom lining up a proper attack.

Her normally-homing Magical Leaf attacks couldn’t correct for how quickly Buizel moved across her field of vision, so she summoned a Petal Dance instead as a rapidly whirling cylinder that covered all directions around her at once. She scored a hit on Buizel, then another, but the Water-type reversed direction and began going around the same way as her Petal Dance.

“Get away!” Gardenia called. “He’s about to-”

Buizel rolled, icy white-blue spreading over the Aqua Jet he was using for power, then rammed into Bellossom with what was more of an Ice-type attack than a Water-type one. He knocked her flying, turned to come in again, and got beaned by a hasty Energy Ball to deflect him and send him into the sky.

Wobbling for a little before he gained control of his trajectory, Buizel decided to go with it and went higher – so high it was hard to see him, especially with the bright sun overhead obscuring exactly where he was.

Bellossom and Gardenia squinted, trying to see what Buizel was doing.


“You know what’s going on, right?” Lucario asked.

“Well, yeah,” Ash replied. “Aura sight. I can see through my own eyelids.”

“It does sound cool when you put it that way,” Lucario noted.

Suddenly, a quartet of Ice Aqua Jet projectiles speared out of the sky. They hit quite a long way apart, and Bellossom breathed a sigh of relief as the next four all missed her as well.

Then the next four, and the next. They came faster and faster, in a sequence which rapidly focused in towards the suddenly less-relieved Bellossom, and she tried to get out of the way but bounced off a just-landed spike of ice.

Finally, Buizel himself hit her at high speed, sending a plume of ice and water everywhere.


Gardenia looked at the result, shrugged, and returned her Bellossom. “Nice work!”

She switched to her Cherrim, and the Grass-type bloomed into a pink-and-yellow flower in the strong sunlight as Buizel ascended into the air again.

“Petal shield,” Gardenia ordered, and Cherrim beamed – shaking her flower, sending a plume of petals out to orbit around her.

“Another one, the other way,” Gardenia added, waiting for a moment, then nodded. “Okay. Now, Growth, and – Solarbeam!”

Cherrim’s smile got wider, and her flower lit up with a brilliant yellow-green energy that shot into the air like a searchlight. Buizel dodged away, firing water attacks down to interrupt the Solarbeam, but as a line-of-sight attack without any delay to it he was largely reduced to trying to not be where Cherrim happened to be looking.

“Ice!” Ash called, and Buizel turned his primary Aqua Jet into an Ice Aqua Jet. The adjusted albedo reflected away much of the sunlight, making it hard to look at, and Buizel kept moving randomly as Cherrim switched to searching the sky with a wider-angled Solarbeam.

Rainbow prisms of light came flashing down around the battlefield, drawing irritated chirps from the Starly nesting in the nearby trees, and then Ash spotted something moving – half-a-dozen little green flecks separating from Cherrim and shooting up towards Buizel.

“-wait!” he realized. “Look-”

His warning came too late. With sunlight pouring from Cherrim’s face in a Solarbeam, Buizel couldn’t even see the Magical Leaf attack as it flicked up and hit him in the side, and as he lost control Cherrim targeted him with a full-power Solarbeam beam.

There was a moment of resonance, as Cherrim’s Solarbeam hit a flat plane of Buizel’s Ice Aqua Jet, most of it bounced back to Cherrim, and the light made her Solarbeam stronger. For that brief fraction of a second a bar of what looked like solid light connected Cherrim and Buizel, and when it was over Buizel crashed to the ground in a shower of ice fragments.

Ash returned him, deciding there was no way the Water-type could keep fighting even if he hadn’t passed out, and switched to his second Pokémon.


“Testing held item limits…” Gary mused, looking at the email Ash had sent him. “That’s got to be doing work that’s already been covered, though. Right?”

Dee threw up an hourglass symbol.

It appears that it may not be fully understood, she reported. The most recent reference books about held items mention the problem, but all their citations trace back to individual anecdotes or non-rigourous studies.

“Great,” Gary sighed. “That means we’re going to be having about half my Pokémon regularly explode until we work out the limits.”

In fairness, that is not what will happen. All of them will.

“Furfrou’s going to love this,” Gary said, rubbing his temples. “Wait, hold on… do I have any Pokémon who need a hold item to evolve?”

You captured a Scyther in the Safari Zone. She has not been evolved yet.

“That would do, but ideally we need to double blind it,” Gary frowned. “If nothing else, I think Pokémon have varying tolerance, so we need a statistically significant number of Scizor evolution attempts. I wonder if we can meet her relatives and enlist them?”

“Are we boring you?”

Gary looked up, seeing the band of Snover he and Molly had been studying were standing right in front of his hide.

“Sorry,” he winced. “I got an email… and, before you ask, it’s a Porygon earbud. That’s how I can understand you.”

“The Glaceon told us,” one of the Snover explained. “She didn’t say what you’re studying us for, though.”

“I’m trying to get numbers on how Snover populations alter the climate on a long-term basis,” Gary replied. “But I might need to publish my preliminary results and move on to another project…”


Ash’s Houndoom landed on the battlefield, looked around for a moment to get a sense of the situation, and snarled at Cherrim.

Then he spotted Mawile, and waved. “How are you doing? We’ll have to catch up after the battle!”

“I’d like that,” Mawile replied. “I can introduce you to my new friend!”

Houndoom nodded, smiling, then turned back to Cherrim and cracked his tail. Two Beat Up doubles of Pikachu and Lucario appeared and charged in, followed by the Fire-type himself a moment later, and before he’d gone more than perhaps his own body length both doubles exploded in bursts of smoke – easily disrupted by even a weak attack, much less the Solarbeam Cherrim had hit them with.

Cherrim swept her Solarbeam around again, directing it towards Houndoom’s eyes, and the Fire-type closed one eye before using a jet of Flamethrower boosted by the still-operational Sunny Day. It burned through the shield Cherrim had set up, scattering it as smoking leaf ash, and hit Cherrim hard enough to knock the Grass-type rolling backwards across the arena.

She defended herself with a near-instantly growing shield of flowers, fresh growth infused with vitality which deflected much of the heat of the Flamethrower away from her, and Houndoom used Fire Fang to bite his way through the shield before resuming his pursuit.

It was at about this point he took a Dazzling Gleam to the face.

As a Fire type as well as a Dark type, the attack didn’t hurt as much as it might otherwise have done – but it did still hurt, checking Houndoom’s advance, and while he shook off the effects of the sudden flash of light Cherrim used Morning Sun and healed herself.

“Houndoom!” Ash called. “All her good attacks involve light!”

Houndoom got his meaning, and threw up a Smokescreen to both block Cherrim off from the sunlight and weaken her attacks. The thick, roiling smoke made it so he couldn’t see her, of course, but she couldn’t see him either – and Houndoom could smell his opponent.

A Magical Leaf salvo came whirring through the smoke, making Houndoom wince, but those were just minor considerations compared to the attacks Cherrim had been using before.


“I can’t tell what’s going on,” Gardenia frowned, shading her eyes as if it would help. “There’s just flashes of light inside the smoke, and sounds…”

Houndoom unleashed some kind of attack, which lit up the Smokescreen for a moment, and Gardenia saw the silhouettes of both Pokémon before the flames died down and stopped highlighting Cherrim quite so well.

“Seed Bomb!” the Grass-type specialist ordered. “Blast away the smoke!”

Cherrim quickly complied, but each blast only brought a moment’s relief. Houndoom now had smoke pouring from his flames with every attack, producing thick waves of black smog, and Ash cupped his hands.

“Careful, Houndoom!” he called. “Some of us can’t breathe smoke!”

Houndoom barked something back, then there was a whuum which made the ground shake and sent the smoke billowing out in all directions. It rose slowly into the air, forming a great cloud buoyed by the heat of the air carrying it, and in the clearing air it was clear Cherrim had been defeated.

Also possibly set on fire.

Gardenia returned her Grass-type, and looked up at the sky.

“That’s… very impressive,” she said, nodding up at the near-black sky overhead and the way it shaded through different shades of grey as it got nearer the horizon – though the grey dimness was lifting into the air as they watched. “What does it look like from the outside?”

Brock frowned. “So there’s a lot of smoke rising because of how hot it is, and not much of it has been blown away, because there’s not a lot of wind… I think we might actually have made a little mushroom cloud.”

“I’m pretty sure that wasn’t Blast Burn,” Ash said, as Houndoom’s tail flicked slowly back and forth. “Was it?”

“It doesn’t have to be, a mushroom cloud is just when you get a lot of hot dust carried upwards,” Brock told them. “You get them from volcanoes, though they’re a bit different because they have an interrupted heat source. Remember?”

“Oh, that’s right, we did see that,” Ash agreed.

“How close were you to an erupting volcano?” Gardenia asked, then blinked. “Wait, the one that blew off in Hoenn months ago? You were there?”

She shook her head. “Whatever… okay, Leafeon, your turn!”


Houndoom examined Leafeon from a distance, sniffing deeply, and watched as the Grass-type picked his way over the singed grass.

“New to being a Leafeon?” he asked. “I can still smell a bit of Eevee on you.”

“That’s right,” Leafeon agreed, tail flicking a little.

“Begin!” Gardenia called. “Rain Dance!”

Leafeon dodged to one side as Houndoom pounced, just about evading a Flame Charge, and his tail curled around elegantly as he bounced from paw to paw.

A raincloud formed overhead, and began to rain almost immediately – washing the smoke out of the air, replacing it with drumming rain, and Houndoom wheeled to face his opponent before sneezing in irritation.

“Okay, so, rain…” he said out loud.

While he reconsidered, Leafeon went on the attack – paws digging into the now-damp ground as he advanced on the Dark-type. He slammed his paws into Houndoom’s side, hitting with a Rock Smash which made Ash’s Pokémon yelp in pain and annoyance, then took a glancing blow from a weakened Ember and dove underground in a Dig.

“Watch out, he’s to your right!” Ash called. “No, left now – look out!”

Houndoom jumped just in time to avoid being hit, lashing out with a curl of flame to punish Leafeon, and the Grass-type winced – but, instead of being checked, he darted in to use Quick Attack, followed by a Return with his tail which sent Houndoom rolling across the battlefield.

Sliding to a halt, paws now muddy from the abused battlefield, Houndoom summoned a massive Fire Blast. It wasn’t nearly as powerful as it could have been, but it still washed over Leafeon with an explosion of flame and smoke.

Panting, Houndoom shot a brief glance at Ash.

“No luck,” Ash replied, shaking his head. “He used Dig, I don’t think he caught the full impact.”

He frowned. “Does this feel like a Leafeon to you?”

“Not really, now you mention it,” Houndoom admitted. “Maybe-”

“-right!” Ash agreed. “He’s still fighting like an Eevee!”

“That helps!” Houndoom barked, and his tail flicked to the side.

Half-a-dozen Pokémon doubles appeared, charging towards the just-emerged Leafeon, and Gardenia pointed. “Swift!”

A shower of golden stars flicked out, each one destroying one of the Double Team duplicates, and Leafeon charged through the smoke to hit Houndoom with his shoulder for a body blow. The impact made Houndoom pace back a step, then reply with an Inferno, and steam hissed through the air as it wasted some of its energy on raindrops.

The rest missed entirely as the nimble Leafeon got out of the way, tail trailing behind him like a banner, and shouted a Hyper Voice at Houndoom. Ash’s Fire-type winced from the impact of the wave of sound, especially as Leafeon kept it up, and replied with a Snarl before following it up with a much beefier Dark Pulse.

Leafeon took the attack with equanimity, accepting the hit to get in close, and hit Houndoom again with a shoulder-check – this one hitting much harder than the previous one.

“Trump Card!” Ash realized. “Don’t let him hit you again!”

Houndoom turned and got distance before enshrouding himself in a protective Fire Spin, and Leafeon charged right through it to knock Houndoom clean head-over-heels.

The sun broke through the clouds as both Pokémon landed, neither of them looking hale or healthy, and Leafeon just about avoided a hasty Fire Blast from Houndoom.

Turning around in a tight circle, Leafeon did something which made his fur glow. His scorched fur faded as he Synthesized, and then he hammered a fourth Trump Card into Houndoom.

This one was enough to knock Houndoom out for the count, and Leafeon stood in the middle of a battered battlefield as steam began to rise off it.


“I’m really glad we’re not doing this in my gym,” Gardenia muttered. “Can you send out your third Pokémon?”

“Hold on a moment,” Ash replied.

He looked over at Mawile. “Do you want to do this one?”

Mawile frowned for a moment, glancing at Tyrunt, then shook her head.

“No thank you,” she replied, politely. “Not today.”

“Okay, that’s fine,” Ash said, opening up Dexter. “Who hasn’t had a go in a while?”

Dexter produced an ordered list, and Ash began scrolling through it.

“How many Pokémon do you have on you?” Gardenia asked, a little surprised.

“Oh, this is because we can contact Pokémon back where I keep them,” Ash explained. “Hmmm… when was the last time Butterfree was in contact?”

Sending a ping.


“Why don’t you want to fight?” Tyrunt asked. “Is something wrong?”

“No, not really,” Mawile replied.

She sat down. “Getting in battles for fun, like this, is a fun thing to do for me… but I know you don’t think of it the same way. And I was afraid that if I did, then you’d feel pressured – you’d feel like you had to get involved.”

Tyrunt peered closer at the Fairy-type, and she smiled back at him. “I think what you do is your choice,” she explained. “If you don’t want to battle, that’s fine.”

“I know,” Tyrunt said, but Mawile held up a hand.

“And it’s not just that – because I told you that, so you know it,” she went on. “But I also don’t want you to feel bad about it, or feel like I want you to… and I don’t want you to feel bad if you change your mind, either.”

She shook her head. “It gets kind of hard to think of everything you have to think about to not be a bad friend, if you think about it a lot.”

Tyrunt smiled shyly at her. “It means a lot that you’re trying,” he said. “Even if you did make a mistake, I wouldn’t mind because I know you’re trying – that’s a really new thing, for me.”

His expression became a frown. “Even trying is a lot better than what it was like before.”

Mawile opened her mouth to say something, blinked, then began trying very hard not to giggle.

“Mawile?” Tyrunt asked, worried.

“I’m… sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I just realized I was about to say that was a really old fashioned way of thinking…”

“Well, they were over seventy million… oooh,” Tyrunt realized. “That’s funny!”


“Go!” Ash called, sending out his Torkoal.

“Wait, hold on,” Gardenia protested. “Didn’t you say something about a Butterfree?”

“He wasn’t answering,” Ash replied. “He’s probably busy. Okay, Torkoal, withdraw!”

Torkoal’s legs and head retracted into his shell, and he went inert.

“That’s… odd,” Gardenia said. “Leafeon, Rain Dance if he’s going to let us.”

Leafeon returned the weather to rain, then padded slowly around Torkoal to approach him from the back. Raising a paw, the Grass-type patted Torkoal’s shell to see if something was going to happen – then hissed, looking at his paw and giving it a lick.

“It’s hot,” Leafeon explained. “Why is it hot?”

“Now!” Ash called.

Steam exploded out of Torkoal’s shell.

The Fire-type blasted himself into the air with the first burst of steam from all four leg holes, then switched to just firing with the front two and flipped himself upside down to face the startled Leafeon.

He used Fire Blast, which connected this time – hitting Leafeon on the side, and also producing a crater from the portion of the blast which went down. For his part, Torkoal was propelled away from Leafeon, and flipped himself right-side up again before landing with a skid and turning to face his foe.

“What the heck!?” Gardenia asked, completely confused. “I didn’t know Torkoal could do that!”

Steam oozed out of Torkoal’s shell as he built up his reserve again, and he snorted out a shower of cinders that set a few small fires in the grass below him – being dried out by the heat of his shell.

“Okay, Leafeon, we’ll work out what to do!” Gardenia said. “Keep the rain going, it’ll make his attacks less powerful… and be ready to attack as soon as you get the chance! Remember, you might be able to manage another Trump Card!”

Torkoal decided he was ready to attack again, and advanced in a lumbering rush. Leafeon began to pace away, turning away from the direction Torkoal was running, then there was another burst of steam as Torkoal switched to steam-jets.

One blast lifted him into the air, another tilted him around to face where Leafeon was headed, and a third launched him towards Leafeon. Then, once he was heading in the right direction, Torkoal switched to using the powerful steam jets to rotate like a spinning wheel – and fired off a Flamethrower.

The sight of the steam-shrouded tortoise coming rocketing towards him spewing out a spiral of flame made Leafeon gulp, and he crouched down slightly before pouncing into the air as Torkoal reached him.

Leafeon’s paws smacked into the top of Torkoal’s shell, singing him slightly from the heat, but knocking Torkoal off so the Fire-type contacted the ground and rolled along in a cloud of smoke and flame – before finally stopping, some distance away.

At the end of the skidmark, Torkoal shook himself, then snorted out a gout of smoke. The smoke was supplemented by steam, and he jumped into the air before repeating the attack run.

On getting closer, however, he varied it further – using a burst of steam to adjust himself from spinning to tumbling, and going from using Flamethrower to using Fire Spin.

Torkoal’s tumbling, chaotic movement made it nearly impossible for anyone to tell where he was headed, including Leafeon, and the unfortunate Grass-type was hit square-on by an expanding ball of flame and steam which contained a tortoise somewhere inside it.


Everyone raised their hands reflexively to block the heat as Torkoal cannoned past, his trajectory destabilizing by the foot, and when the smoke and dust subsided the two Pokémon were inside the burning canopy of what had previously been quite a nice tree.

“Manners!” the nearest Starly chirped at them, then flew back a few feet as Leafeon dropped out of the tree and landed in a bush.

Torkoal came down a moment later, only a little more controlled, but did walk out of the bush and sit down with a satisfied snort.

“…so glad this was outside,” Gardenia said quietly, then raised her voice. “Can someone put out the fire, please?”


“Nice work,” Torterra said, as they left the park.

“Thanks,” Torkoal replied, smiling. “Squirtle came up with the basic idea, and I’ve been tweaking it with help from everyone else back at the ranch.”

He looked up at the larger testudinid. “Speaking of which, do you have any plans for a party? I don’t want to miss the first one you throw now you’re back.”

Torterra shook his tree. “I’ve been thinking about it. I heard something about legendary Pokémon? Maybe I should ask one of them to help with the entertainments.”

“Oh, yeah, the Legendary Beasts have practically moved in, you’ll have trouble keeping them away,” Torkoal supplied. “What kind of entertainments were you thinking of?”

“There was this one idea I had,” Torterra mused. “Basically randomly selecting from all the partiers to take part doing something flashy, with nobody having to do it more than once. If I can get someone like Ho-Oh or Lugia or Raikou to do the opening or closing piece, that would be good, but I’d be willing to help as well.”

“That does sound cool,” Torkoal said. “So… a bit like a Contest appeal?”

“That’s the kind of thing I’m thinking of,” Torterra agreed. “One every few minutes, and fill in the rest with music.”

“Sounds like fun,” Torkoal smiled. “Don’t you think so, Pikachu?”

“You realize I’m never going to get a chance to go to one of these?” Pikachu asked. “My place is with Ash, always has been.”

“That’s a good point,” Torkoal agreed, glancing at Torterra. “I never think of that. That’s how Pikachu missed that Meganium and Sceptile had had an egg.”

“I did hear about that one from Lucario, yes,” Torterra allowed. “Well, maybe we can hold a special greatest-hits one next time Ash and you are in Pallet Town, Pikachu.”

“That would be nice,” Pikachu smiled. “Thanks, Torterra. And I’ll try to come up with something for my own turn, too.”

“I like that plan,” Torterra said, nodding to the Electric-type.

“Now, would my doing a handstand in mid air based purely on the power of my Aura be too much?” Lucario asked.

“…possibly.”

“Did I hear someone talking about a party?” Infernape asked. “I… now I come to think of it, I can’t remember many of your parties, Torterra.”

“I think you were usually training, now I think back,” Torterra replied. “After that injury at the Sinnoh League, I mean, and then you kept up your regime… sorry, I should have made more effort to schedule when you were available, but it was hard enough getting most of us into the same time slot.”

“I don’t mind, it happens,” Infernape shrugged. “But it does mean I’ll be looking forward to one of my first. What’s the dress code?”

“…we’re Pokémon,” Pikachu pointed out. “Most of us don’t have clothes.”

“I’m wearing armour and Lucario’s got a Mega Stone armband,” Infernape pointed out reasonably. “And Mawile has an Expert Belt at the base of her horn.”

“Good point,” Torterra agreed. “Since modesty isn’t an issue, whatever you want – within reason.”

He shook his head. “I remember when Noctowl showed up wearing a Yveltal illusion…”


“Eterna City is nice,” Chansey said, doing a little spin and looking around her with approval. “It’s got all the nice modern amenities that make staying somewhere just that little bit more pleasant, but it’s also wonderfully in touch with nature!”

Crobat swooped low overhead, then braked and dropped down to fly next to Chansey – mostly hovering, moving forwards only about as fast as the Normal-type. “Nice first place to see now you’re back?”

“I didn’t feel at all like I was gone, but of course,” Chansey replied. “It’s a charming city, though nowhere is without its own special merit.”

She turned to Crobat. “So you’ve been with Brock almost since the beginning, as I understand it, and you’re here, so I have to ask – how have you all been eating?”

“Very well, thank you,” Crobat smiled. “Brock’s as excellent a cook as ever. Zorua can give you the chapter and verse on the situation since she joined – she’s a real fan of what our trainer can do with just about any ingredients – but I can tell you he’s only improved from an already very high base.”

He shook his head. “Ninetales got him a cookery book for his last birthday which was all about substituting ingredients in really exotic dishes, and I think he’s been taking it as a starting point for doing it the other way…”

“Oh, Ninetales, yes, she does seem like a fine Pokémon,” Chansey said. “I didn’t have the pleasure of meeting her last time around, but-”

She broke off. “Do you hear something?”

Crobat was already flitting over to Brock. “Brock – sirens, up ahead, near the museum.”

“Doesn’t that mean Team Galactic?” Ash asked. “Let’s go!”

“Before I met you guys I never ran towards criminal gangs!” Dawn said, hurrying to keep up.

“At least the exercise is refreshing,” Lucario opined.

Chansey watched them all run off into the distance, smiled slightly, then proceeded at her own pace.

She was sure that she would either arrive in time to be helpful, or be unneeded.


Slowing to a walk, Ash, Brock, Dawn and their accompanying Pokémon looked up at the Eterna Historical Museum.

A large building with a high, glass-fronted entrance and an arched glass roof, there were at least a dozen local police in the gap between the Dialga and Palkia statues in front of it, and several more visible near the shattered glass of the new south wing of the building.

“It looks like someone broke in,” Ash said, shading his eyes. “Or broke out?”

“Aren’t you supposed to be able to tell by looking at where the glass is?” Dawn suggested.

“Ash?” Infernape asked. “Sorry to interrupt, but… why don’t we just ask the police?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s an option…” Ash realized. “Sorry, too used to having to do everything myself…”

“I’ve heard it’s a common problem for heroes,” Lucario contributed.

“And Legendaries, actually,” Suicune said. “I think it’s one reason they’re glad for the help you give, it’s so unexpected for Pokémon who are used to having to solve their own woes.”


“All right, sir, let’s go through that again,” Officer Jenny said, as they approached – looking over her notepad at a tall man wearing green clothing and carrying a harp. “You say you were walking towards the museum?”

“That’s correct,” the man said.

“Did you know it was closed?” Jenny continued.

“No, or I would not have gone up to it,” the man told her. “I had my suspicions, but wanted to check the opening time anyway.”

Jenny nodded, making a note. “And what happened then?”

“I heard breaking glass,” the tall trainer said. “I sent out my Budew and Sunflora in case we could catch whoever had done it before they managed to get away, and had Sunflora go around the building while I went in the front door.”

He shrugged. “There’s not much more to it, I’m afraid. I certainly did not see whoever had broken in.”

“Did you think it might be a wild Pokémon?” Jenny asked.

The man blinked, then shook his head. “No, sorry. It seemed like something most wild Pokémon would not do, and I had not heard any cries.”

Jenny took that down as well. “Not all wild Pokémon make a lot of noise about what they’re doing,” she said, then looked up at the sound of more feet.

“Sorry to bother you, Officer,” Ash began. “We were wondering what – wait, aren’t you Nando?”

“Ash, manners…” Dawn groaned.

“I am indeed he,” Nando said, bowing a little. “But I fear you have the advantage of me.”

“I’m Ash Ketchum,” Ash introduced himself.

“In which case, I am honoured you have heard of me,” Nando went on. “I had not realized my fame had spread at all, let alone to such a skilled trainer.”

“But – wait,” Ash began, then realized the problem. “Oh, okay… anyway, Officer, we were wondering what had happened.”

“The Eterna Historical Museum was broken into,” the Jenny replied. “There was a window smashed, and one of the display cases was broken as well. The Adamant Orb is missing.”

“The Adamant-” Ash repeated. “Was it Team Galactic?”

“Well, I’ve never heard of a group by that name, but it sounds as good a name as any for a team who are after Time-Space artefacts,” Jenny mused. “I like it, I might use it in my formal report.”

“Given that the last two groups we ran into were teams Aqua and Magma, trying to cause global flooding and volcanic eruptions respectively, I think it’s just a thing groups like that tend to do,” Brock suggested.

Jenny chuckled slightly, checking her notes over again, then pointed her pen at Nando. “Sir, can you show me all your Pokémon?”

Nando complied, sending out his Sunflora and his other Pokémon.

“I thought you said you had a Budew,” Jenny pointed out.

“So did I…” Nando admitted.

His Roselia noticed the transformation, and began inspecting his new flowers with a sniff. As the Grass-type did, one of the other officers came over to speak to the Jenny they’d been talking with.

“All right,” she said, eventually. “Mr. Nando, you’re off the hook. We’ve checked the CCTV recordings, they all support your story – though I’m not sure what we’re going to say actually happened. Long range psychic powers?”

She shook her head. “You’re free to go, though it would help if you could give me a few more details about your side of the story. It’s a pity we can’t ask if your Sunflora saw anything.”

“We can help,” Brock volunteered. “Ash and I can translate Pokémon.”

“That’s going to be a big help,” Jenny smiled. “We have sniffer Growlithes, but they can’t always tell us what they find.”


“I’m actually kind of worried, now,” Dawn admitted. “They didn’t find anything about who might have stolen the Adamant Orb – and we only know it might have been Galactic because we have future information.”

She pointed at Ash. “And you need to be more careful, too – that was the first time we met Nando this time around.”

“He is usually better at it,” Lucario said. “I should know. I think it’s the whole ‘save the day’ thing that got in the way this time, though.”

“You’re right, though, I need to watch out,” Ash agreed.

He opened Dexter. “I think… there’s a Pokémon Centre, right?”

Correct. Then there is Alamos Town.

“Oh, right,” Ash winced. “Can you get everyone ready? With how things like that have been going, we might need all the help we can get…”

Sending.

As they kept walking, Mawile cleared her throat. “Dawn? I have a question.”

Lucario translated for her, and Dawn looked around. “Oh – what is it?”

“I’ve been thinking about how you don’t really have a flying Pokémon,” Mawile explained. “And I had an idea about how you can have Togekiss carry you.”

“We’ve tried that, it’s kind of awkward,” Dawn shook her head.

“Not like this, I think,” Mawile insisted. “And I drew a sketch! Look!”

Dawn took the clipboard from the Fairy-type, inspecting the diagram drawn on it.

It looked a little like a swing, or perhaps a hang glider, with Togekiss wearing a harness that anchored two ropes coming down from her torso for Dawn to use as a support.

“Tyrunt helped! He was the solid surface I used to write on,” Mawile explained.

“That’s… actually, I don’t think we’ve tried that,” Dawn admitted. “Hold on, I’ll see what Togekiss thinks.”


The world faded in around Aaron, and he looked to his left to see the captured Grovyle.

“No hard feelings?” he asked. “Sorry for capturing you.”

“You were deceived,” Grovyle replied. “But that does not matter now – we are to be executed.”

He shifted a little in the ropes tying him to a wooden post. “The Sableye will slash us here until we are dead.”

“That seems a little bit grim,” Aaron winced. “Do you have a plan to get out?”

“Yes,” Grovyle replied. “We will wait until-”

Okay, hold on, hold on, Arceus interrupted, and the world froze again. Dialga? What the heck?

“Skitty,” the Dragon of Time explained.

Like his brothers, Dialga was tied to an enormous post – far bigger than the ones which were holding Aaron and Grovyle – and had an inordinate amount of rope binding him in place for the execution, but to cap the absurdity he was wearing a pair of pink-and-yellow Skitty ears as a headband along with a paw-shaped tail on his own tail.

Seriously? Arceus asked. This is supposed to be a serious scene.

“Skitty, tty, skit,” Dialga stated calmly.

“He is correct,” Aaron noted. “This is becoming somewhat of a skit.”

All right, look, just don’t talk for this bit, Arceus decided, and the world went back to a normal time stream.

“-they swipe at us,” Grovyle resumed, making Sir Aaron frown for a moment before he remembered what had been going on before time had been stopped. “If we time it right, we can get out of the ropes when they weaken them – just before they start to cut into us.”

“Got it,” Aaron said, then glanced to his side. “Though it looks like Giratina’s already escaped.”

CUT! Arceus intoned. Giratina!

“What?” Giratina asked, fading back into reality. “Dad, I know you cut off all our salient divine powers, but I remembered I was a Ghost-type, so I could just phase through the ropes-”

No, no, no, this is no good, Arceus declared. They are ghosts, they’d know how to restrain a ghost.

Giratina found himself back where he’d been before phasing through the ropes, and his second attempt didn’t work.

“Skitty,“Dialga said.

Don’t you start. Okay, here we go, Arceus decided.

Half a second later, Palkia’s ropes exploded.

“Absolute Mover,” Palkia explained.

Am I going to have to skip this? Arceus asked. I was quite proud of it.

“Guys, behave,” Aaron sighed. “You don’t want to annoy the omnipotent creator of the entire universe… at least, not too much.”

Thank you, faithful servant, Arceus said, a little sarcastically. All right, let’s try this again.

“Skitty?” Dialga requested.

No, you may not have popcorn.


AN:
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250. The Rise of Darkrai


There is only one chapter today, but it’s a long one. Also, happy 250th chapter!


“Okay, I think that’s snug,” Ash said, pulling on the strap a little more. “How does that feel, Togekiss?”

“It does feel a bit tight,” Togekiss replied. “But not as tight as last time. Let’s try putting weight on it.”

“All right,” Brock agreed. “And… there, that should be good as well.”

The two stepped back, and looked Togekiss’ harness over.

“It looks quite good, actually,” Dawn noted. “I know that’s not the point, but it does look snazzy.”

Togekiss did a twirl, pleased, then looked at Brock. “You’re going to make sure it’ll be safe for Dawn, right?”

“We’ll be there to catch her if anything goes wrong,” Brock assured her. “Latios is going to be on one side, and Flygon on the other.”

“Good,” Togekiss smiled. “Though, even if this does work, I’m not sure that Salvia is going to take it up…”

“I kind of thought that the Pokémon a Princess would use to get around would be a dragon type, or something,” Ash said. “I thought that was how that worked?”

“You’re thinking of kidnapping,” Flygon told him. “That only happened once, though, that I heard of.”

“Twice,” Lucario volunteered. “But the one you hadn’t heard of was a Lucario Princess, and she ended up marrying the dragon.”

He shrugged. “They had no children, but the story goes that they loved one another a lot anyway.”

“That’s an odd story, but a nice one,” Dawn smiled, then looked at Togekiss’ harness again.

“Don’t go too fast, okay?” she asked, as Lucario returned himself with a flash of red light and Pikachu clambered into Ash’s backpack.

Togekiss smiled. “I’ll be careful.”

Thus reassured, Dawn clipped the bar onto the harness and held onto it.

“We’re not going far at first,” Flygon said. “Just over to Alamos over there.”

Togekiss spread her wings, then took off – hovering, to lift Dawn into the air, then moving forwards so the bar – and Dawn – trailed out below and behind the Fairy-type.

Either side of her, Flygon and Latios flew with care. Each had their own trainer ready to help catch Dawn if anything went wrong, and the whole group flew over the valley floor towards Alamos.


Some way behind, Mawile waved her hand.

“Okay, that’s great!” she said. “You can stop now, Tyrunt!”

Tyrunt stopped pulling, and looked at the rock he’d been dragging. “Is that a good result?”

Mawile unhooked the sturdy rope from the rock, and brought it back over to her friend. “Yep! That rock weighs more than you do, so if you can pull it without the rope having a problem then Staraptor can lift you without the rope having a problem. That’s just physics!”

“Oh, okay,” Tyrunt accepted. “So part of the rope is tied around my chest, like this, and Staraptor holds the other end?”

Mawile tied a knot in the rope, testing it carefully to make sure it wouldn’t come free. “Yep, that’s right. Okay, Staraptor, ready!”

Staraptor hovered down, claws closing around the rope, and began to hover upwards to take off the slack. “What about you, Mawile, how are you getting to Alamos?”

“With this!” Mawile replied, opening the paper bag she’d been carrying, and revealing that the rope hadn’t been the only thing in it. There was also a collection of bits of wood, which she sorted out and clicked into place as Staraptor tested his ability to carry Tyrunt properly.

“What’s that?” Tyrunt asked, spinning around gently as the rope relaxed.

“It’s part of a model glider,” Mawile replied, holding it up against her chest. “I thought of it yesterday! Watch!”

The Steel-type took three steps back, hesitated, and picked up the now-empty bag. Putting it between the glider wing and her chest, she bent forwards and began to run.

Then she used Flamethrower.

The burst of rocket propulsion accelerated her suddenly, making her wobble a bit, but the glider wings did just what she’d wanted them to do. More than just giving her lift, they also gave her much more rotational inertia so she didn’t corkscrew wildly out of control using just her single flame jet.

“Yes!” she shouted happily, stopping her Flamethrower. “It – wait, um, Staraptor, I think I might have trouble going much slower than this!”

“Go ahead, then!” Staraptor called. “I’ll catch up!”

Using another burst of jet power, Mawile headed for Alamos. The sound that drifted back to Staraptor and Tyrunt could have been a shout of fear or happiness, but if one thing was clear it was that Mawile was certainly excited.


“How are you holding up?” Flygon asked.

“I can keep going for a little longer, but then I might start getting worried,” Togekiss admitted. “What about you, Dawn?”

Dawn shook her head. “I can keep going as well,” she said. “My arms hurt, but not too badly.”

“Well, we’ve reached the bridge,” Flygon said, checking for a moment that Latios was still in place to catch Dawn if needed. “Let’s stop there, and we can walk the rest of the way.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed readily.

Togekiss slowed a little, circling gently around, then flared her wings and shed as much of her momentum as she could as she reached the ground. Dawn’s legs began to move, and she made a running contact with the ground and let go of the bar immediately.

Now without Dawn’s weight holding her down, Togekiss flew up a bit again, then regained control of her vector and made a grateful landing.

Latios landed next to her, and Ash got off. “What did you think?” he asked. “It looked kind of awkward.”

“It was, yeah,” Dawn agreed. “Right, Togekiss?”

“I was worried about it,” Togekiss confimed. “It’s not your fault, Dawn – I don’t think it’s really anyone’s fault – but Dawn swinging back and forth was difficult to compensate for. I think we need to work on it again before we keep going.”

“I know they use a rigid bar support on a hang glider, but maybe that’s not the best thing to go for,” Brock mused. “It’d make the running start and stop problem worse, and might make a landing dangerous.”

“We’ll keep trying,” Togekiss declared. “I’ve mentioned the difficult things because that’s the point of testing, but it felt very good to be able to carry Dawn – even with the problems.”

Dawn gave Togekiss a hug, which the Flying-type returned – though after a moment Dawn broke away again and rubbed at her nose.

“I think we need to get the harness off first,” she laughed.

She began to unclip the fastenings, but before she was more than half done a new sound became audible – a rising whooosh, echoing off the cliffs nearby.

As they watched, a rocket plane approached them, wobbling a little as the pilot tried to keep herself on a steady course.

“Mawile!” Ash called, waving to her. “It’s working?”

“Yeah-” Mawile called back, but before she could say more than a word she was out of hearing range again.

They watched as she wove through the town, avoiding hitting at least two buildings mostly by luck, then came circling back again.

“…to slow down-” Mawile shouted this time, then stopped abruptly as Latios caught her with a pulse of telekinetic power.

There you go, he said, setting Mawile down. What were you saying?

“Thanks!” Mawile beamed. “And… um, how much did you hear?”

“About four words,” Ash told her.

“Oh, okay,” Mawile nodded. “So I said that it was working! It’s much easier to fly like that… but it’s also kind of hard to slow down, or steer when I’m not using Flamethrower, so I have a lot of trouble managing to stop.”

“Well, it’s still an improvement,” Ash told her. “I think it’s great that you’re getting better at that, and maybe you can work on doing a less powerful Flamethrower so you can use it to steer without speeding up too much.”

“That sounds like a great idea!”

Mawile inspected her glider wing, taking it apart and folding it up to go back in the bag she’d brought with her, and as she did Tyrunt was lowered carefully to the ground next to them by Staraptor.

The Flying-type let out an audible sigh of relief when he could release the rope, and hovered overhead as Mawile collected that up too. “That was kind of painful.”

“Am I too heavy?” Tyrunt asked sadly.

“No, the problem’s not lifting you, it’s lifting you with my feet,” Staraptor explained. “I’m going to have to rest them for a bit, so that’s why I’m hovering.”

“That’s an interesting way to rest,” Brock said. “Do you want me to give them a look over?”

Staraptor shook his head. “Don’t worry about medicining me, I’m fine.”

“We really need to talk to you about your tendency to verb nouns some day,” Pikachu opined, sticking his head out of Ash’s bag.

“I can verb a noun if I want to,” Staraptor shot back. “I can adverb an adjective too, if it makes me feel superiorly.”

Please stop, Dexter requested.

“Okay, so… what do we need to do, again?” Ash asked. “Obviously we know how to solve the problem, once it happens, but how do we find out if the problem’s happening in the first place?”

“Find Tonio, right?” Dawn said. “He’s the one who can detect time-space anomalies…”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Brock agreed. “Or if we can find Alice, that would do as well. It’s a pity we didn’t meet her on the way into Alamos.”

“All done!” Mawile announced, putting the bag she’d finished refilling back in Ash’s much larger bag.

“Good work tidying up, Mawile,” Ash smiled. “Okay, Tonio’s lab is… in the middle of town, I think. In the Time-Space towers?”

“But we’d better keep an eye out as well on the way up there,” Brock contributed. “If we spot any time-space disturbances, we’ll know something’s up.”


“This town looks different from Eterna City, and Eterna City looked different from… was it Oreburgh?” Tyrunt asked.

“Yes, there’s a lot of variety in human towns and cities,” Brock told him. “They’re shaped by all kinds of things – where they’re built, what people do there, tradition, and things like that. We often say it’s called culture.”

Brock waved his hand around at Alamos. “This town’s built on top of a mesa, which means they only have so much space. So having large open plazas and small buildings is kind of a statement – they’re saying that they don’t mind if their town doesn’t get very big, because they’d rather stay small and intimate.”

“Ooh… I see,” Tyrunt nodded. “And are towns in other parts of the world different to this one?”

“Towns in Johto are really different from towns in Sinnoh,” Mawile volunteered. “And towns in Hoenn are different too, I think that’s because of the temperature, partly at least.”

“That sounds pretty likely to me,” Brock told her. “And another example is that Kanto has more skyscrapers and tower blocks than the rest of the Home Islands, because it’s got more people and is higher tech.”

“Tech is technology?” Tyrunt checked, getting agreement from Brock. “Okay, thank you.”

He pointed. “What about those? Are those sky scrapers?”

“Those are the Time-Space Towers,” Brock replied. “They’re part of why we’re here – it’s a long story, though.”


“We’re nearly there, right?” Ash asked, looking down at Dexter.

We are nearly to the Pokémon Park, yes, Dexter told him. Fortunately, the instructions were hard for even you to get wrong.

“‘Just go uphill’, I can handle.” Ash looked up again, seeing the Time-Space Towers looming closer, then looked back down at his Pokédex again. “What’s the special thing with a Pokémon Park?”

You can have your Pokémon out of their Pokéballs, Dexter stated.

“…so… how is that different to normal?” Dawn asked. “I’ve had Piplup or Buneary out pretty much the whole time we’ve been journeying, and Ash has never put Pikachu in a Pokéball ever.”

“I’ve heard it did happen once,” Lucario said. “It may be mythical, though.”

“I don’t remember this,” Pikachu noted. “It must have been a rumour.”

“Probably.”

In all fairness, Ash is ridiculous and you have mostly travelled with him, Dexter noted. It is quite possible that people just don’t care enough to make it a thing.

“That or, first time around, it was just Pikachu,” Brock noted. “Or other small, cute Pokémon. But now you’re well known and a bit absurd.”

Ash nodded, crossing the entrance to the Pokémon Park.

“I guess we should let everyone enjoy themselves,” he decided. “Sound good, guys?”

Infernape came out, nodding, and then paused.

He pointed at Brock. “Probably not Steelix.”

“No, that is a good idea,” Brock admitted. “Steelix isn’t for… most built up areas…”

He shrugged, sending out Geodude, Chansey, and Rockruff. “Are any of you Zorua?”

They all shook their heads.

Brock sent out his Zorua, who looked quite miffed that he’d stymied her plan to pretend to be one of his other Pokémon, then waved them off. “See what the park’s like!”

Ash did the same, and Dawn sent out her Pokémon as well – except for her Mamoswine, which she had to admit was probably not a good idea to send out in a park in general use.

Almost as soon as they’d finished, however, someone hailed them from across one of the lawns. “I say, over there!”

Ash turned to look, and blinked. “Isn’t that Baron Alberto?”

“Ah, I hear you’ve heard of me,” Alberto said, striding across the lawn, and bowed when he was close to the group. “Baron Alberto of Alamos, and it’s very good indeed to meet you, Sir Ketchum. Sir Slate.”

“…oh, yeah, that thing,” Dawn said. “I keep forgetting that.”

“I didn’t think anyone would actually know,” Ash admitted. “Not in Sinnoh.”

“Well, perhaps most don’t bother to keep up with such news, but I most certainly do,” Alberto told them. “The peerage is updated regularly, and the latest notes included both your knightly selves.”

He indicated Ash’s sword, scabbarded mostly inside his bag. “Though I must say it is rare to see a true belted knight in this day and age. What deeds has your sword been won for?”

“Well, we helped beat someone trying to steal the Togepi of the Togepi Kingdom,” Ash replied, taking the sword out of its scabbard – making Alberto blink as he realized it was a complete blade and not just a hilt. “But after that, I did a lot of training, and I’ve used the sword to help block attacks by Groudon and Kyogre… and I’ve battled the Lucario of Rota and Registeel there, as well.”

Alberto looked again at the sword. “May I, Sir Ketchum? I confess I expected you to say you’d done something like… oh, saved a life, perhaps, but not to have actually used your blade. Most knights don’t get swords at all, and they’re not used these days…”

He tilted it, inspecting the metalwork, then the hilt. “What is this made of?”

“Steel?” Ash suggested. “What are swords normally made of?”

“Combat swords were made of folded steel,” Alberto answered. “But this appears to be a display sword – a frippery.”

“It’s supposed to be, but I haven’t managed to damage it yet,” Ash said. “I do use a lot of Aura on it, though, so maybe that helps.”

“I don’t know either,” Lucario volunteered. “I’ve hit it pretty hard, and it’s not dented.”

“Well, quite the mystery,” Alberto decided, handing the sword back, and Ash sheathed it again. “Now, if I may inquire, what brings you to Alamos?”

“We’re here because of the Space-Time towers,” Ash summarized. “Do you know where Alice is?”

“Ah, Alice,” Alberto said, with a mixed tone to his voice. “I expect she’s spending time with that Tonio fellow. He seems a smart enough sort, but he is a bit eccentric, so I’m not sure – anyway, if you want to see Alice, that’s where we’ll need to go.”

He turned on his heel. “This way,” he called. “It’s not far.”

“Well… I’m surprised,” Brock admitted, in a low voice. “Was he like that last time?”

“He seems very impressed with your knighthoods,” Lucario suggested. “That might be it.”

“That sounds likely,” Dawn agreed, then noticed something. “Buneary? You’re not going off with the others?”

“I’d rather hear what’s going on,” Buneary explained, then glanced at Ash – and Pikachu.

“Okay, I understand,” Dawn told her with a smile.


“Any news?” Quilava called up, aiming his question at Staraptor.

“Nah, they’re just heading for the big building, the Time-Space towers,” Staraptor replied, shrugging his wings mid-flight. “I’m sure we’ll hear about it if we’re needed.”

Quilava nodded his understanding. “Gotcha.”

He turned his attention to Latios, inspecting the rushes by the side of the pond. “So, how does this compare to Altomare?”

“Well, it’s very different in a lot of ways,” Latios replied. “Altomare is full of the smell of the sea, of water, and the secret garden itself is hidden away from everyone except my sister, myself, and a few other people and Pokémon. Here the Pokémon Park is fully exposed to everyone, and it’s high over the valley floor so you can’t even hear the water – most of it, anyway.”

He indicated the pond. “I wonder if they pump the water for this, or if there’s a natural spring… it could even be refilled just by rain, like the freshwater pools are in Altomare.”

Quilava shrugged. “I don’t really know, I’m not much into gardening.”


“This is going to be fun,” Charizard said, tail lashing from side to side in anticipation. “It’s not every day you get told you’re going to be fighting someone that powerful.”

“I’m assuming the thing you’re looking forward to is the chance to really cut loose?” Absol suggested. “I wish I were as confident as you.”

“Aren’t you always confident?” Charizard asked.

“Well, under normal circumstances, yes,” Absol admitted. “It’s quite easy to be confident when you can literally sense problems coming and be ready for them. The problem here isn’t that I think we’ll be surprised, though, it’s knowing that what we’re going to be dealing with are two of the most powerful Legendary Pokémon that exist.”

She looked over at Buizel. “You were there last time, right? What happened?”

“Well… you have to understand, a lot of this isn’t exactly clear,” Buizel shrugged, then took a mug full of hot cocoa and marshmallows from Goodra. “Thank you.”

Goodra went off to give some of the others mugs as well, and Buizel took a drink before going on. “So there were space time anomalies, and Darkrai, and because of Darkrai – who was helping out – there were a lot of odd dreams interacting with the space time anomalies, so dreams were coming true.”

“That sounds… problematic,” Absol noted.

“Yeah, the baron turned into a Lickilicky or something?” Buizel shrugged. “Anyway, after that there was that big fight between Dialga and Palkia, and I forget the rest.”

Absol blinked at him.

“That’s it?”

“Well, there was a lot of sleep in there, if that counts,” Buizel added.

“I suppose it might let us know to bring Chesto Berries,” Absol muttered.

“Already taken care of,” Ivysaur told her, putting a small bag down in front of her. “I put them together yesterday – there’s some for everyone. There’s also a few Worry Seeds in there just in case.”

“My thanks,” Absol told the Grass-type.

They went silent for a long moment, looking at the transceiver and the pile of Pokéballs around it.

“We’re going to have to move fast,” Absol noted. “When I run for the transfer device, everyone should do so as well – I understand Damos is going to be sending us through as quickly as possible.”

“Right, and then on the other side we get involved with slowing down some Dragon types,” Charizard agreed with a chuckle. “Dragon type Legendaries, sure, but still…”


“All right, dear, we’re both going to be somewhere else,” Sceptile told his son. “So if you have a problem, go to one of Ash’s other Pokémon or to Professor Oak – they’ll help you.”

Chikorita nodded his understanding.

“And what do you do if you get in a fight?” Meganium added.

“Try not to get in a fight,” Chikorita said. “And if you can’t avoid it, Sacred Sword at their knees and run away.”

Meganium smiled. “That’s right.”

Chikorita’s vines came snaking out, and he quickly hugged both parents before retracting them again.


“It’s a pity we couldn’t keep that Houndoomite,” Houndoom said out loud.

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” Heracross agreed. “But then again, your job doesn’t involve actually getting in the fight yourself – just sending in Beat Ups of everyone else to keep Dialga and Palkia occupied.”

“That is true,” Houndoom admitted.

He looked over at Absol, who was pacing back and forth – ready to go, but clearly not thinking it necessary just yet.

“Let’s hope it works out okay,” he added.


“It’s just down here,” Baron Alberto explained, leading the group through the lower level of the building containing the Space-Time Towers. “I’m not entirely sure what Tonio studies down here, I’ll admit, it’s never seemed very important to me.”

Opening a door and taking them down a flight of steps, Alberto knocked on the second door at the bottom.

“It’s not locked!” called someone from inside, and Alberto opened the door.

Tonio and Alice were both looking at a screen as the party came in, examining a map of Alamos.

“It keeps happening,” Tonio was saying, before spotting the Baron. “Oh! Alberto, I didn’t expect you!”

He adjusted his glasses. “Who are these?”

“I met them outside, in the park,” Alberto replied. “Alice, these are Sir Ketchum and Sir Slate, and their friend.”

Dawn frowned, a bit annoyed, then shrugged it off.

“Ketchum?” Alice repeated. “As in Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash agreed. “What’s going on?”

“Time and space has been distorted all over Alamos for hours,” Tonio answered. “My equipment isn’t good enough to get as much data as I would like, but what we’re getting does show that the distortions are forming a sort of ripple pattern around the Time Space Towers.”

Can I get a closer look? Dexter requested, and Ash brought out his Pokédex body to look closer. The Porygon2 was silent for a moment, then emitted an electronic buzz. Interesting.

His own projector activated, showing a holographic model of Alamos, and their route through it. We should have run into several of these distortions, but we didn’t see any of them. That suggests the distortions are quite weak.

“But they’re fairly high on the scale,” Tonio said, a little dubiously. “Much stronger and they’d start being dangerous.”

He hit a key and replayed the whole sequence. “Look, they’ve been getting stronger and stronger…”

Dexter’s model reset, and he replayed their path through Alamos again – this time with the distortions flashing up at the times Tonio’s equipment had recorded them.

“…oh,” Brock breathed. “So we’ve never been in the same place as one?”

Correct, Dexter confirmed.

“So they could be getting really strong…”

“Hold on, there’s another one coming,” Tonio said, as his computer raised an alert. “This one looks bigger… much bigger, actually… in fact, it looks like it might be about the size of Alamos!”

Dexter emitted a loud beep, and then half a dozen Pokéballs landed on the floor.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, picking them up.

Absol came out of her Pokéball as he was about to reach it.

“I hate Time Space nonsense,” she announced. “I only got about three seconds of warning.”

The time space distortion’s also cut us off from the rest of the universe, Dexter informed her. And don’t ask me how that works, I might get a headache despite lacking a head.

“Did everyone make it through okay?” Ash said, suddenly very worried.

The Pokémon Transfer System is one of the most secure systems in the world, Dexter replied. Everyone either made it fully through or didn’t start. And yes, that has been mathematically proven.

“Someone mathematically proved that that specific transfer went through?” Brock asked, completely thrown.

Of course not. The proof is of the general case.

“I don’t understand what’s going on,” Alice confessed.

“I understood those words and they still don’t make sense,” Tonio chimed in. “Why is there an Absol looking worried in my lab?”

Ash made an important contribution to the discussion by passing out, though fortunately Absol’s back was already in place to catch him.


Ash blinked, finding himself in a featureless black void.

“Not again,” he said, the words dissipating almost as soon as they were spoken. “What is it with featureless voids?”

The void rippled, and developed into a shape – a pair of grey walls, one either side of a grey cobbled street, with the darkness still present overhead but rendered more distant by the addition of extra features.

Human, came a voice. There is not much time. You must understand what I tell you.

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “Is this about Dialga and Palkia?”

The voice paused, before continuing more cautiously. I… was not expecting such a good response. Normally humans must be contacted by dreams and signs and suggestions.

“Yeah, it’s kind of a long story,” Ash shrugged. “I… think I’m used to this by now. But if you wanted to give a warning before the space-time disturbances made it impossible to get help, I’m afraid you’re late.”

A pity. I had hoped that I could warn Alicia.

“Don’t worry, Darkrai, I’ll let her know you wanted to help her,” Ash told the Legendary. “Well, help Alice, because Alicia is her grandmother – humans usually only live about seventy years…”

How do you know my identity?

“I’ve met Darkrai twice before,” Ash said, then frowned. “Or… more than twice, depending on your view of linear time.”

The Dark-type Legendary phased into view in front of him, completely thrown off by Ash’s statement.

I am starting to get the opinion you are overqualified for this task, Darkrai stated, then gathered himself. You must warn… Alice, then. Save Alamos. If Dialga and Palkia fight, they will destroy Alamos – and each other.

“We’ve got a plan for that,” Ash replied confidently, then frowned. “But I’m not sure if we’ve got what we need for it… can I wake up now?”

Awakening is beyond my power, Darkrai admitted. I may bring others into the dream world, or the twilight realm, or cross them over – or aid those who have crossed into the twilight realm to return. But to awaken one who merely slumbers, I may not do.

“That might be a problem…” Ash said, frowning. “Are you sure?”

I can bring others hence, but that would not resolve your problem, Darkrai replied. And I would not advise it. When space and time are disturbed, dreams may take on a material aspect.

Ash nodded, understanding, then frowned and vanished with a faint pop.

Darkrai stared at where Ash had been, then shook his head. Whatever.


“He just collapsed!” Alice said. “Tonio, do you have something soft we can put him on, so that poor Absol doesn’t have to support him?”

“Allow me, my dear,” Baron Alberto suggested, sweeping his coat off and laying it on the floor. “I must aid Sir Ketchum to the best of my ability.”

Alice shook her head a little, but helped Lucario move Ash from Absol’s back to the floor.

“Is he going to be okay?” Brock asked, glancing at Absol.

“Yes,” Absol said bluntly. “Meganium?”

The Grass-type emerged with a flash.

“Keep him stable for now,” Absol advised. “I need to talk with Brock about what we do now.”

“By stable, you mean..?” Meganium checked.

“No change in his status,” Absol confirmed. “Now, Brock? And Lucario, bring the Pokéballs please.”

Brock nodded, walking over to the corner with her, Dawn and Lucario.

“Okay, so here’s the bad news first,” Absol said. “We might be in trouble – and the reason for that is because I’m saying ‘might’ about being in trouble,” she clarified. “This could be a tricky one, those Pokémon are really, really powerful.”

“What’s your solution?” Lucario asked, putting down the Pokémon.

“First we need to know who we have,” Absol replied. “I’m not a hundred percent familiar with who was with you, or who came through. And wait your turn, guys, there’s not necessarily enough room without knocking over something important.”

Lucario translated the first part, and Dawn nodded. “Okay, so… everyone’s here, for me, either on my belt or outside. Buneary, Pachirisu, Piplup, Quilava, Togekiss, Ambipom and Mamoswine.”

“Thank you,” Absol said, with a nod.

“I’ve got Steelix with me, and Chansey, Flygon, Zorua, Rockruff and Geodude are outside,” Brock supplied. “Lucario?”

“Pikachu, obviously, and myself,” Lucario began. “Dexter, or you wouldn’t be here. Mawile, Latios, Staraptor and Infernape are outside as well, and I think you should know about Tyrunt, too – though he is a pacifist.”

“And whoever’s in this specific Pokéball can come out,” Absol went on, tapping it.

Charizard came out, looked around, and nodded. “Okay, you’re right, we can’t all come out. I’m pretty sure that’s Sceptile’s Pokéball, and that’s Buizel – he was right near me.”

He shrugged, then frowned. “Wait… wait!”

“What?” Lucario asked.

“I don’t have Charla’s Charizardite!” Charizard explained, worried. “If it got deleted in the transfer she’s going to use me as a rug!”

“Don’t worry, I don’t sense any major relationship crisis in the next few days,” Absol provided. “And… I think it must have been dropped when you went into your Pokéball, we had a lot less time than I was expecting.”

Charizard let out a sigh of relief, then returned himself.

Buizel came out next, and Goodra a moment later.

“I did not expect this to count as a held item,” he admitted, tugging on the apron he’d been wearing as he carried the cocoa mugs around. “Should I just take it off?”

“Put it in Ash’s bag,” Lucario advised.

“Especially if you borrowed it from Delia,” Brock added.

Dawn smiled, then glanced around at Ash to make sure Meganium wasn’t worried. She seemed fine, though, so Dawn concluded her friend was okay.

“And… counting Sceptile, that’s everyone,” Brock noted. “I was hoping for more Legendary Pokémon, though Charizard and Sceptile are great news in particular. You as well, Absol.”

Absol nodded, waving to Meganium. “Okay, go ahead.”

“So we know what Pokémon we have,” Dawn summarized. “We’ve got a few able to Mega Evolve, and a couple more able to fight pretty well, like Goodra, Pikachu and Infernape. Mawile as well?”

Brock gave it a little thought, then nodded. “She and Togekiss are immune to the nastiest space-time warping attacks, which is going to help, but still…”

Ash blinked, then jolted upright.

“Worry Seeds are really… wow,” he muttered, wiping his mouth.

“Ash!” Dawn said, glad to see he was okay. “What happened?”

“Darkrai,” Ash replied.

“Darkrai!” Baron Alberto repeated. “I knew it!”

“Knew what?” Alice asked. “What about Darkrai?”

“Darkrai is why I passed out,” Ash explained. “He has trouble communicating with most humans without using dreams and things – I don’t think he knew I can understand Pokémon when they talk.”

“But what did he have to say?” Tonio asked, spinning his chair away from his computers. “Was it something about the space time disturbances?”

“It was,” Ash confirmed. “He told me to warn you – warn Alice – about the danger Alamos is in, because Dialga and Palkia are fighting here.”

Alice’s hand went to her mouth in horror.

“The Creation Dragons?” Tonio asked, then shook his head. “Of course – sorry, you wouldn’t say that lightly. Is that why Alamos has been cut off from the outside?”

“I think it is,” Ash answered. “But Darkrai said we need to stop them, because if they fight they’ll destroy Alamos – and either Dialga or Palkia will be destroyed too.”

“But… they’re both critical to the function of the universe,” Tonio said slowly. “That would mean destroying everything.”

“This is one of those times it would be really, really, really good to have a Legendary Pokémon around,” Lucario sighed. “Well, more Legendary Pokémon.”

“There’s already three involved, how many more can there be?” Alice asked.

“Four, actually,” Dawn said. “Latios is outside with the rest of Ash’s Pokémon who were here.”

“All right,” Tonio announced, turning back to his screen. “Now I know that Dialga and Palkia are the source of some of the readings, I can redo my simulations – we might be able to tell something about what they’re going to do next.”

“What we’re going to do next is obvious!” Baron Alberto announced. “Sir Ketchum, Sir Slate, lend me your aid! We are going to go and stop Darkrai and save Alamos!”

“Alberto, have you been listening to a word they said?” Alice demanded. “It’s like you stopped paying attention once Darkrai was mentioned!”

Alberto looked faintly embarrassed, but shrugged it off. “I will go ahead, and-”

Lucario took his shoulder, not unkindly but firmly. “You might want to stop there.”

“Why?” Alberto demanded. “I am doing what is right for Alamos.”

“But you’re not!” Alice told him. “You’re not even doing close to what’s right for Alamos! You just want to do something, and this is something so you’re doing it!”

“She’s right,” Lucario added. “You need to stay calm and listen.”

He let go, and Alberto didn’t just run off up the stairs – which was fortunate. Instead he turned towards the group.

“All right, what do you suggest we do?” he demanded. “Darkrai is up there causing damage, and-”

“Enough with the Darkrai!” Dawn interrupted. “Darkrai’s helping us, that’s exactly the point Ash was making, and if you’d listened to him for more than four words you’d know that!”

She waved her hand towards the monitor. “Tonio said it just now – there are distortions in space and time powerful enough to knock Alamos out of the rest of the world entirely! Does that sound like something that would be done by a Pokémon whose main power over the living is to manipulate dreams? Or does it sound like something that dragons of space and time would do?”

Alberto scowled, but before he could reply Lucario held up a paw.

“I suspect I may know what is going on,” he said. “Alberto, would you mind if I used my extensive background in courtly romance to explain what you’re doing?”

I wondered who was downloading those, Dexter muttered.

“I… am not sure what you mean,” Alberto confessed.

“It seems to me that the situation is as follows,” Lucario began. “You wish to catch the eye of Alice, but her heart is for another. As such, you will try to seize on the opportunity to do something noble to match and exceed him in her eyes – no matter whether it is the right thing to do, since what is important is impressing Alice rather than doing good.”

“That’s – but…” Alberto said, suddenly troubled. “But Darkrai is a threat!”

“In my experience, most Legendary Pokémon are only a threat because they don’t know that what they’re doing might harm humans,” Ash supplied. “The exceptions can be solved with talking or with punching. But Darkrai knows what he’s doing might be a problem for humans, the reason he’s doing it – pulling people into nightmares – is because the other option is worse!”

He held out a hand. “Alberto, we want your help to save Alamos, and it does need saving. But you have to work with us, because doing this the wrong way might make things worse – a lot worse.”

“How much worse?” Alberto asked, apprehensive.

“Dexter, can you translate?” Absol requested, then paced a circle around Alberto.

As she examined him, Dawn pointed. “Baron, do you think Absol are dangerous?”

“Of course not, only fools believe Absol bring catastrophes,” Alberto dismissed.

“Then can’t you see the same thing is happening with you and Darkrai?”

As the baron thought about that, Absol stepped back again and nodded. “Yes, there’s a very definite case.”

“A case of what?” Alberto asked, worried now.

“If you go and trouble Darkrai, the Legendary will – in self defence – put your Lickilicky into a dream,” Absol told him. “And the space and time distortions will bring Lickilicky’s nightmare into reality – specifically, a nightmare that you are the Lickilicky. You would end up turned into one.”

Alberto stared.

“What.”

“The translation was correct,” Absol nodded. “I stand by what I said.”


“Mawile?” Tyrunt asked, looking up. “I’m still not very familiar with this time. Is that normal?”

“Not really, no,” Mawile replied, looking up as well – at the sky which had abruptly gone dark in the middle of the day. “I don’t think it’s an eclipse…”

Staraptor came flying down to them. “I just checked,” he reported. “It’s the space time distortions all right. I tried to fly out of town and just got kind of twisted-spaced back in the same way. It was kind of odd…”

“Okay, that probably means things have gone wrong,” Infernape decided. “This is early, right?”

“Earlier than we were expecting,” Staraptor confirmed. “Yeah, this could be bad. Hey, Latios, you go find Dawn’s Pokémon, I’ll make sure we’ve got Brock’s ones together too.”

As the two flying Pokémon zipped off, Tyrunt shuffled a little closer to Mawile.

“I’m scared,” he said. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry for being scared,” Mawile told him firmly, waving a finger at him. “Brave Pokémon do things even though they’re scared. Experienced Pokémon don’t feel scared because they think they’ll be fine. Normal Pokémon don’t do things because they’re scared, and that’s fine… and Pokémon who don’t feel scared even when something big and nasty is nearby? They’re the stupid Pokémon!”

Infernape chuckled, giving Mawile a thumbs-up. “I wish I’d had you to tell me that one last time around, Mawile.”


“Okay, so… Dialga and Palkia are coming here,” Alice said. “What can we do to help?”

“Well… the most important thing is going to be calming Dialga and Palkia down,” Brock replied. “That means we’re going to need to use the Space-Time Towers to play Oracion.”

“They can do that?” Alice asked.

“Well, we know they can play different tunes,” Tonio pointed out. “There’s no reason they have to play the tune they normally do, it’s all stored on some disks.”

“Of course,” Alice realized. “I didn’t realize Oracion was so famous, though… my grandmother taught it to me, but I didn’t think anyone else knew.”

“Legendary Pokémon tend to pick up information like that,” Brock said. “We’re here to help, but we got the timing wrong… sorry about that.”

“The only problem is, we need to play Oracion after Dialga and Palkia appear, or it won’t work,” Ash supplied. “That’s why I had so many Pokémon arrive, but we were hoping for a lot more… I don’t even really know how powerful the Space and Time Dragons are, except that it’s scarily powerful.”

He counted off. “Steelix, Latios, Lucario, Sceptile and Absol can all Mega Evolve. Charizard can’t, but he and Pikachu are really powerful anyway… and Mawile and Togekiss have special advantages. That’s not a lot of Pokémon, though.”

I can fight as well, Dexter stated. I’m redundantly backed up on both platforms.

“Okay, that’s about ten Pokémon,” Ash summarized. “Everyone else is going to have to do things which don’t involve getting too close to the two dragons, but that shouldn’t be a problem… it’s a real pity we don’t have Suicune with us, though, or someone else who knows more about Legendary Pokémon. If we knew more about Dialga and Palkia, and why they might be fighting, that would be a help.”

All I can tell you is that the Dragons of Creation would normally only fight when they see a major danger to themselves or to their duty, Dexter stated. At least, according to what I’ve heard.

“Another disturbance,” Tonio reported. “This one’s more of a ring around the town… I can’t say more than that.”

“Okay,” Ash decided. “Right. Buizel, can you go and make sure everyone outside knows what’s going on? They should probably come back to the Towers, so we can sort things out, and we should head upstairs to coordinate things properly.”

Brock tapped Ash on the shoulder as Buizel headed upstairs. “Ash?”

Ash turned. “Huh?”

“When you said about how Legendary Pokémon don’t usually know what they’re doing might harm humans,” he said. “Are you sure about that?”

“Well… mostly?” Ash asked. “Why?”

“I was thinking about it,” Brock explained. “The Legendary Birds came to mind, and so did Mewtwo – and Arceus…”

“Yeah, but-” Ash began, then stopped to think about it more.

“I do know what you mean,” he said. “But…I don’t think I put what I meant very well. I meant that… Legendary Pokémon don’t usually just cause trouble without being provoked, and when they do it’s because they don’t realize what they’re doing is causing trouble.”

“Excuse me?” Tonio called, interrupting them. “Do you have any idea what this might be?”

Ash and Brock hurried over to the screen, which Dawn was already looking at.

“I ran the time scale back,” Tonio explained. “All the way back to the beginning of my data set, when I first set the recorders up.”

He indicated the time scale, which showed they were back at least a month.

“The major disturbances started a couple of days ago,” he explained. “Well, nothing compared to what happened today… but going back even this far, there’s a continuous ripple effect, right here at the lab.”

Brock studied it. “How strong is that?”

“Not very strong,” Tonio answered. “But I’ve checked as best I can, and it’s not a data artefact.”

“Can we see it from the side?” Dawn requested.

Tonio did something with his keyboard, and the perspective of the model rotated so they could see it from the side.

“It’s not at the lab,” he realized. “It’s above the lab… in the Space-Time Towers.”

“It’s not really known why they’re called that,” Alice said dubiously. “Do you mean there’s an actual ripple in space time being caused by the towers themselves?”

“That or they’re built on top of one,” Ash suggested. “There’s this thing called a Time Ripple, I’ve seen it before – they might just be like that.”

“Time ripples are left behind by Celebi, though,” Brock pointed out. “And they don’t last long.”

“Yeah, but what if there’s something like it that happens when…” Ash paused. “I think I might be about to say something really silly, but what if the result of Dialga and Palkia fighting now is that there’s a ripple in space, going back in time, and that ripple is why they fight here?”

“Hold on,” Pikachu said, sliding down Ash’s arm to his pouch. “Can you say that again, this time so I can draw a diagram?”

“That would explain why it’s Alamos specifically that this is happening,” Brock mused. “It’s a bit hard to tell unless we can ask them, but it does explain what’s going on.”

“Except for why they’re fighting in the first place,” Dawn sighed. “Unless… maybe they each have a reason they need Alamos, and the distortion, so they’re fighting over it?”

Ash shrugged.

There was a clatter at the stairs, and everyone turned to look… as Ash came running down the stairs, followed by most of their Pokémon.

As he reached the bottom floor, the other Ash shimmered blue and reformed into Latios.

“Sorry about being you,” he told Ash. “There was someone asking why so many unsupervised Pokémon wanted to get into the Towers, and I had to pretend to be you.”

“That’s okay,” Ash replied, shrugging it off. “But we should really go back upstairs again – Tonio, can you stay here and let us know if anything goes wrong?”

“I’ll do my best,” Tonio agreed. “What do you want me to look out for?”

“Just… any change in the disturbances, I guess?” Ash suggested. “Dexter, can you give him your phone number?”


“So these are the Space Time Towers,” Charizard said, taking off a few feet to get a slightly better view. “Neat place… bet it’s hard for people to climb all those stairs, though.”

“Sure, show off that you can fly,” Pikachu grumbled.

“Given that some of us have the option to walk up the side of the towers, we’re not a good group to really tell how practical climbing up some stairs is,” Lucario observed.

As they talked, Ash rechecked the list of Pokémon. “Okay… it looks like you’re going to have to be somewhere we can bring any injured Pokémon, Meganium.”

“That’s all right,” Meganium replied. “I was sort of expecting it anyway. Chansey and I are the only ones with healing, and that might be important – more important than an extra Petal Blizzard out there during the battle.”

“For what it’s worth, I’m glad you’ll be there to help,” Sceptile volunteered.

“Thanks,” Meganium smiled. “I’ll do my best.”

“Hey, I have an idea!” Zorua suggested. “I could fly up and turn into Dialga or Palkia, and try to confuse them into being reasonable?”

“No chance,” Brock replied firmly. “Your disguise would burst after one attack – and that attack might be one of the most powerful attacks there is.”

Zorua thought about that.

“…yeah, good point,” she admitted. “That wasn’t something I really thought through.”

“You can still be helpful,” Brock pointed out. “In fact, if there is a serious fight, your job is going to be flying around as something impressive and telling everyone to get to safety. Is that all right?”

“Sure,” Zorua agreed, glad to have something helpful to do.

As she started considering what to turn into, Dawn looked between her Pokémon.

“Togekiss, are you okay with this?” she asked.

Togekiss gave her a firm smile. “I am, Dawn. I’ll be careful, of course, but you’ve trained me well and so has Salvia.”

“What about the rest of us?” Quilava asked. “I’m fast, don’t get me wrong, but I don’t think most of us have the kind of power that would be needed.”

“Speak for yourself,” Piplup countered.

Buneary, Ambipom, Pachirisu and Quilava all gave Piplup tolerant looks.

“Okay, fine,” Piplup muttered.

“We might still need you,” Dawn pointed out. “Ash is going to be busy with handling the fighting outside, and I might need a Pokémon able to, say, make staircases out of ice…”

“Better than nothing,” the Water-type shrugged.


“It’s amazing to see all these Pokémon of yours,” Alice said, watching as Brock had Geodude set up some rocky walls just outside the entrance to the towers. “What are those for, though?”

“They’re so we have something to hide behind, basically,” Brock replied. “Though we’re going to have everyone Mega Evolve outside them – that and the other Pokémon who are taking part, like Flygon and Mawile, are going to take off from outside there.”

“I’ve got my wing ready,” Mawile announced proudly, holding it up.

She turned to Tyrunt. “And… Tyrunt, don’t put yourself in danger trying to see what happens, okay? None of us want you to get hurt, you didn’t ask to get involved.”

“If this is what being friends with you means, it’s… okay,” Tyrunt decided. “I’d rather not have it, but it’s something I can cope with if I know about it.”

“A moment, Sir Slate,” Alberto said. “The way you put that, it sounds like a lot of Pokémon are going to be going Mega.”

“Well, I’ve just got the one, Steelix,” Brock replied. “He’s mostly going to be down here helping to keep us safe. But Ash is going to Mega Evolve Lucario, Absol, Latios and Sceptile.”

“Four Pokémon at once?” Alberto blinked. “I… didn’t know you could Mega Evolve that many Pokémon.”

“I think Ash’s record is over a dozen,” Brock said. “He did an experiment before we came to Sinnoh, it was pretty impressive.”

“Then… if he had a Charizardite, he could Mega Evolve his Charizard as well?” Alberto pressed.

“Yes,” Brock confirmed. “Why?”

“Because I think I have one in my collection, back at my manor,” the baron explained.

“Then we’d better get it,” Brock decided. “If it’s okay to borrow it, that is.”

“If it’s a real Charizardite, Sir Slate, I dare say Sir Ketchum can keep it,” Alberto replied. “A small price to pay for the safety of Alamos, indeed.”

“I’m grateful for the thought,” Brock told him. “And I’m sure Ash is, too.”

He cupped his hands around his mouth. “Latios! Can you get Ash and Staraptor over here?”


A few minutes later, both flying Pokémon touched down in Baron Alberto’s garden.

“It’s through here,” Alberto said, getting off Latios. “My collection’s in the first floor display room.”

They hurried up the wide stairs, and Alberto led Ash into a room full of all kinds of things – from a few old, ornate weapons, through rare books, to some fine polished stones from all over the Home Islands.

“This is the one,” Alberto said, taking a box out. “Does it look like a Mega Stone to you?”

“It looks like one, yeah,” Ash agreed. “We’d need to get back to Brock and his Mega Ring to be certain what type, but… yeah, it looks like one.”

“Which is a good thing, because otherwise Charizard would be really disappointed,” Pikachu chuckled.

Alert, Dexter stated, interrupting them. Incoming message from Tonio.

Ash flipped his Pokédex open. “Bad news?”

Instability is rising, Dexter informed them. It’s focused this time – right next to the Space Time Towers.

“Okay, we need to get back!” Ash decided. “Right now!”


Latios rubbed his forehead.

“Something wrong?” Staraptor asked.

“It’s just that… my bond with Latias stopped working,” Latios replied. “No sight sharing. I’ve never felt that before, not really, but I know Latias has – and I hope she doesn’t fear the worst.”

“Why, what – oh,” Staraptor realized. “Yeah, I could see how that would be-”

“Staraptor, Latios!” Ash called. “Pick us up from the balcony, we need to get back to the towers!”

Both Pokémon took off, stopped by just long enough to pick up their passengers – Latios with a pulse of telekinesis and Staraptor by being there to catch Ash as he jumped – then shot back towards the towers at the top of the hill.

As they did, however, there was a sound as though space itself was being used as a stringed instrument. A shimmering nacrenous sphere formed, like the skin of a soap-bubble but deeper and more translucent, and within it Palkia emerged into the air over Alamos.


“That’s really Palkia, right?” Alice asked, looking up at the glowing Legendary Pokémon. “That’s not some kind of illusion or something?”

“That’s really Palkia,” Brock confirmed. “Or if it’s not, it’s got some really good special effects.”

The greyish bubble of warped space around Alamos rippled, pulsing like a heartbeat, and a matching pulse developed on the pearl visible on Palkia’s nearer shoulder. Hanging there in a localized override of gravity, the Dragon of Space shifted a little and the air around him seemed to become oddly warped.

“Alice!” Tonio shouted up from his lab. “There’s a lot of disturbance going on around Palkia, and it seems like the one in the Towers is reacting to it!”

Steelix Mega-Evolved in a flare of light, and Brock frowned. “Wait, where’s Ash?”

“Down there,” Lucario replied, pointing. “I think Latios and Staraptor are staying below the level of the houses, so they don’t draw attention.”

“Right,” Brock agreed. “Zorua, if you go out there – you do that too, okay?”

“Okay,” Zorua agreed, rubbing up against Brock’s leg. Then she transformed into a Crobat and set off, and they faintly heard her as she reached the other side of the gardens. “Everyone please stay indoors, or get to safety if you can! Do not try to get involved!”

“What I don’t know is what Palkia’s doing,” Brock said, squinting into the sky. “That looks like some kind of gravity thing is going on, but… is it me or is that pearl getting brighter?”

A black shadow shot past him, heading up the side of the tower, just as Ash arrived and slid off Staraptor’s back. Latios dropped Baron Alberto off as well, and Pikachu jumped from Ash to Lucario as they reached Brock and Ash’s other Pokémon crowded around.

“Brock, can you check this?” Ash asked. “Is it a Charizardite? It looks different from Charla’s one.”

Brock took the Mega Stone automatically, pointing up. “Look!”

“Darkrai?” Ash asked, then shook his head. “No, stop! Darkrai, don’t-”

If Darkrai heard, he either wasn’t listening or had already committed. Lunging out from the shadow of the Time Tower, he threw a ball of blacklight at Palkia.

The ball struck home, expanding and enveloping Palkia in a giant sphere of darkness. It was wider and larger than the shield bubble around Palkia, and engulfed it totally in seconds.

“Oh, no…” Brock groaned.

“Why, what did Darkrai do?” Alice asked.

“That’s Dark Void, Darkrai’s special move,” Brock explained. “It puts Pokémon to sleep!”

“But isn’t that a good thing?”

“Not really,” Dawn supplied. “If we were only dealing with Palkia, maybe, but there’s got to be a reason only Palkia showed up…”

The ball of darkness dissipated, and Palkia swayed before slumping forward. The area of null gravity remained in place, and so did Palkia, but the additional distortions faded.

Then the sky tore open, misty grey warped space replaced in a ripple by a marbled darkness shot through with veins of pinkish light.


“I don’t get it!” Latias said, voice full of stress. “We’re right here! This is where Alamos should be!”

She flew around the lake and its truncated mesa, covering it in about ten seconds, and came back to where she’d left Bianca.

“What do you think happened?” she asked. “One moment I was talking to him, the next he was gone – and it was quicker than… than when he died… and I don’t know what happened! I can’t feel anything from him!”

“I don’t know, Latias,” Bianca sighed. “I don’t think any of us know. The maps say there used to be a town here, and the bridge is cut off halfway across – it definitely used to be here.

Latias clenched her fists, and flew towards where Alamos had been. She quickly reached the far shore of the lake, and turned to fly back – then frowned, suddenly noticing something.

Now moving with more purpose, she flew a steady course around the mesa a second time. Then she flew over it, frowned, and returned to Bianca.

“…circles work the same everywhere, right?” she asked.

“Of course,” Bianca replied, wondering if something was wrong with Latias’ telepathy. “Why?”

“Because I think something’s wrong with where Alamos should be,” Latias explained. “It took me a lot longer to fly around than it did to fly through and back… I think the space Alamos used to take up is actually missing.”

She frowned. “But… we still don’t know where it is, we just know something happened to it. Something… really odd.”

As she was about to go and have another look, Bianca held up a hand. “Can you hear sirens?”

“I think we might need to explain to the police what we know,” Latias said. “Which is a lot less than I’d like to know.”


“You think Palkia was keeping Dialga out of Alamos?” Alice asked.

“Yeah, and I think it just failed,” Dawn agreed, pointing at the sky. “But where-”

A bolt of something dark red flashed across the sky, hitting Darkrai square in the torso, and Darkrai was knocked back into the Space tower in a blur of reddish motion. The Dark-typed Legendary hit with a wham and a musical jangle from the tower, and stopped there as if pinned in place – enshrouded in a dull red shadow, which affected not just Darkrai himself but also the surrounding tower surface.

“What happened?” Alice cried. “Darkrai, are you all right?”

“What’s that?” Ash asked, holding Dexter up so his analyzer could see. “Is Darkrai okay?”

Impossible to determine the latter without further data, Dexter replied. In layman’s terms: I do not know. But as to the former… it appears from the redshift that Darkrai has been trapped in an altered timestream. This means that to Darkrai the impact with the tower was at an extremely high speed.

He emitted an electronic buzz. I do not know how long the effect will last.

“So that has to have been an attack from Dialga, if it involves time,” Ash said out loud. “That must mean Dialga’s here already.”

He took the Mega Stone back from Brock and handed it to Charizard. “Let’s see if it works… okay, guys, get ready!”

Ash’s staff began to glow, then flared brilliantly – lighting up the whole area with a warm silver-gold radiance – and Absol, Lucario, Sceptile, Latios and Charizard all Mega-Evolved, not quite at once but over the span of only a few seconds.

“All right!” Mega Charizard roared, inspecting his fine black scales and the seething blue flame from his tail. “So that’s what this form feels like! I’d almost forgotten!”

He whirled, facing into the sky. “Okay, let’s get this…”

Mega Charizard’s voice trailed off, and he watched along with the rest of Ash’s team as Dialga approached.

His gem was pulsing gently, in time with the rippling of the ethereal darkness of the false sky, and he flew silently over the rooftops without any particular care for them.

Bypassing Palkia without either word or action, the Steel-typed Dragon of Time spread his fins and began to do something. The air around him became tinted blue, and the diamond at his breast began to glow slowly brighter and brighter.

“Do we do something?” Mega Sceptile asked.

“I… don’t know,” Mega Absol admitted. “but I do know you should go and get Oracion set up, Dawn!”

“Oracion,” Buneary repeated, and Dawn nodded.

“Got it.”


Ash glanced back at the door, then stepped back towards it – staff in one hand, and his other hand on the hilt of his sword. “Guys, you should get inside – you’ll be a bit safer in there.”

“Do you think any of Dialga’s attacks are going to be stopped by the towers?” Alice asked, watching with interest as the team quickly organized itself. Mega Steelix stayed where he was, as did Meganium, but Mega Sceptile and Staraptor exchanged a look of understanding and moved a little closer together.

Pikachu took position on Mega Latios for now, ready to move if need be, and Mega Lucario summoned a flare of Aura around himself. Mega Absol spread her furry wings, ready to ride the currents, and Mega Charizard took off to hover just over the rest of the group with Togekiss.

For Mawile’s part, she carefully checked her flying wing.

“I don’t know,” Ash replied, answering Alice’s question. “But I do think the attack might destroy the tower side and stop.”

Dialga halted what he was doing, turning to regard the team of Pokémon ready to come up against him if need be, and as he moved there were little glints of light from different places around him – as if there were a giant invisible gemstone enclosing him, visible only when one of the facets reflected the light.

Mega Latios waved everyone else down, and rose into the air towards the mighty Dragon-type.

“Your shields are up, right?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah, full thickness,” Mega Latios confirmed, then spoke louder. “Dialga! I apologize if this is rude, because I’m still young for a Legendary Pokémon. I wanted you to know – we’re trying to solve what’s going on without any fighting. What do you want?”

Dialga examined Mega Latios, looking for something, and the Psychic-type tried not to stare back.

“THIS PLACE IS A PLACE FOR HEALING,” Dialga declared. “I AM-”

Any further comment was cut off when a Spacial Rend hit him in the back. Most of it splashed off his faceted shield, but some got through to slam against Dialga’s fins and scales, and the Time Dragon whirled to face the Space Dragon.

“Ulp,” Pikachu said succinctly, as a Roar of Time pulsed out in the other direction.

“All right!” Mega Absol called, running up the side of the Space Tower. “Everyone try to distract them! Keep them focused on not attacking one another!”

Togekiss got there first, wings sparkling with Fairy Wind. She whipped around in a turn, sending a glitterdust of Fairy-type energy between Dialga and Palkia, and their attacks both hit it and detonated.

The blast blew the air away, and the air carried away the dust of the Fairy Wind, but the attacks had been blocked – and Mega Charizard flew in, roaring and sending a blast of blue-tinged Flamethrower down Dialga’s flank.

There was an odd scatter effect as the energy dispersed off Dialga’s shield, and Dialga turned his attention to Mega Charizard – at about the same time that a Sacred Sword flicked out from Mega Absol, hitting the multi-layered shimmershield around Palkia and deflecting off.

Palkia discarded the Spacial Rend he was preparing and turned his attention to Mega Absol as she kicked off from the Space Tower. Her wings flared, and she dodged away from a Water Pulse attack Palkia launched after her with a moment-perfect read of the situation.

Slightly less fortunate, Mega Charizard had to use a Counter Shield to ward off Dialga’s first attack – an Aura Sphere which blew him some twenty feet to the side despite his managing to avoid a direct hit – then dove for cover as Mega Lucario intervened with a cloud of seeker Aura Spheres, producing a continuous barrage of impacts across much of Dialga’s lower shield.

There was no sign the attack had actually broken through like Palkia’s one had – or that it had even strained Dialga especially to block it – but the Legendary turned his attention from Mega Charizard down to Mega Lucario, already soaring into the sky on brilliant blue jets of Aura from his footpaws.

What do you think? Mega Latios asked silently. Can you get a Thunder Wave through to Dialga or Palkia?

“Good question,” Pikachu replied. “Let’s find out…”


“Which one is it?” Dawn asked, looking at the set of music disks in their holders.

There was a throbbing roar from outside, and she winced – imagining what was going on between Dialga and Palkia and the friends’ Pokémon.

“That’s it,” Alice said, tracing the outline of someone playing a leaf whistle on one of the holders. “My grandmother taught me how to play Oracion on a leaf whistle, it has to be. Dawn, can you-?”

Dawn stepped up to the machine, hauling on it to spin it around, and after a moment so did Ambipom and Buneary. They rotated it so the Oracion disk was available, and Ambipom popped it out with both hands and both tails.

“The player is at the top of the tower,” Alice went on. “I… don’t think my hot air balloon is going to help here…”

“It’s okay, we’ll take it up,” Dawn replied, hefting the disk. “Buneary, can you go and see if Brock can help?”

“There’s no need to ask him,” Alberto cut in. “I’ll come with you – Alamos is my town, I should help to save it.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed. “And… right, Pachirisu is here as well. Okay, let’s go!”


“Staraptor! To your right!” Mega Absol called out, landing for a moment on a house and kicking off again to extend her flight time. Staraptor rolled right, just about avoiding the Draco Meteor Palkia launched up at him and his passenger, and dropped Mega Sceptile off in mid-air. The Grass-type launched a Leaf Storm from his tail at Palkia, the Grass-type missile whipcracking across space before exploding and spraying Palkia’s shield with plant matter, and Staraptor conducted a forward half-loop before picking up Mega Sceptile again just before he got hit.

Palkia’s attempt to follow up and catch Staraptor was interrupted by a sudden tearing CRACKATHOOM as Pikachu fired two intense Volt Crash attacks at once, one going towards Dialga and the other towards Palkia.

They hit home on the shields of their respective targets, digging in deeper than any of the attacks so far, but ultimately failed – sending electrical backlash whipcracking back and forth across the town airspace.

“Was that really a good idea?” Mega Lucario asked, flying alongside Mega Absol for a moment.

“Well, he aimed so it wouldn’t connect with the Dragons if he broke their shields, so yes,” Mega Absol replied. “Boost me?”

“Sure,” Mega Lucario nodded, dropping down a bit before spinning upside down in mid-air. He crouched, his hindpaws meeting Mega Absol’s forepaws, and with an explosive shove sent her much higher into the air so she had more scope to manoeuvre.

The push sent Mega Lucario down to ground level, and he rolled to dampen the impact before running along to pick up momentum and jumping back into the air. On the way up he went past Togekiss – orbiting to see if she might be needed – then exchanged a wordless glance with Mega Charizard, and brought both palms together for a huge Aura Sphere which burst against Dialga’s diamond-hard shield.

The explosion provided cover for Mega Charizard, who swept in and hammered Dialga with an Inferno attack before landing on the shield with claws out. He swiped twice with Dragon Claw, both times making the shield chime in an oddly pleasant way, then had to hastily retreat as Dialga threw a Roar of Time at him.

The time-twisting attack missed Mega Charizard, flicking across the battlefield towards the Space Time Towers, and there was a burst of speed from Mawile as she tried to intercept it – but failed, unable to get enough speed out of her still-new flying machine.

Mega Steelix threw a Stone Edge in the way of the attack, and it exploded just short of reaching the tower door itself.


Ash lowered his upflung arm, glancing back. “Is everyone okay?”

“I’m all right,” Buizel supplied.

“Me too,” Meganium agreed.

Brock coughed out some of the rock dust the exploding Stone Edge had produced, and nodded. “Yeah, I’m okay… it looks like everyone else is, too.”

“Um…”

Ash looked over at where one of Geodude’s walls had collapsed. “What is it, Tryunt?”

In reply, the Dragon-type stood up, rubble cascading off his back.

And up.

“Is that how evolving normally works?” Tyrantrum asked. “I thought it was different.”

“Usually, yeah,” Ash admitted. “Are you okay?”

“Ask me later,” Tyrantrum mumbled.

He looked down at himself as best he could, moving back a bit to get more under cover – something that was much harder now, with his greatly increased size. “What happened?”

“I… think maybe one of Dialga’s time attacks hit you,” Ash guessed. “Not directly, but on the edge? But that’s just a guess…”

He winced as Mega Charizard and Dialga exchanged Draco Meteors, producing a brilliant orange explosion overhead, then waved. “You’d better get inside,” he advised.

“Right,” Tyrantrum agreed, stomping past Mega Steelix’ tail and gingerly going to the right of Ash.

“I hope Dawn gets the Towers working soon,” Brock said, watching as Staraptor wove out of the way of Dialga’s Dragon Pulse and Mega Sceptile blocked Palkia’s Ice Beam attack. “The next hit might not go as well as that one did.”

“I know!” Ash replied, then subsided. “Sorry… I know. I’m just worried…”


“This place needs some kind of lift,” Baron Alberto panted. “How many stairs does it have?”

“A lot,” Alice agreed, only a little less tired than he was after their run. “But it looks like we’re at the top, finally!”

Dawn went past them both, cradling the Oracion disk, and looked around for the playing machine.

“Okay, it’s right here,” she said. “So… the disk fits in here…”

She ignored the four music players around the edge of the machine, going right for the larger holder in the middle that was of a size to fit Oracion. As she did, Ambipom readied herself by the power lever, then pulled it as soon as Dawn had put the disk in and had her hands clear.

Alice hovered over her anxiously. “Is it working?”

“No, it’s not,” Dawn replied. “But that might just mean the power’s gone out. Pachirisu?”

Pachirisu nodded, jumping up to the top of the machine and touching her tail to the power supply. Her cheeks sparked, and then a pulsing current flowed into the music machine.

There was a single, pure note – then the whole room shook, and the music stopped.

“That… probably isn’t good,” Alberto said, wincing. “What just happened?”

“I don’t know-” Dawn began, then ran to the nearest window.

Despite the best efforts of Ash’s distraction team, the fighting had shifted again. She could see Palkia firing a barrage of attacks towards a point on the Space Tower not far below them, and a combination of the dust of a recent impact and the rippling of the faceted energy shield made his target – clearly Dialga – all but impossible to see.

The Steel-type came into view a moment later, dust and rubble sliding off his flanks, and roared a temporal attack back at Palkia. It missed as Dialga got out of the way, hit the rippling edge of the space-time bubble, and vanished.

“Togekiss!” Dawn called.

Neither Palkia nor Dialga took any notice of her, too busy jockeying for position – then a shower of leaves broke their view of one another, and Mega Charizard hammered a Flamethrower into Dialga’s shield to distract him as Mega Latios and Pikachu hit Palkia’s shield to try and breach it – with no luck. But the Pokémon Dawn was actually talking to heard her, and Togekiss swooped in a moment later.

“What is it, Dawn?” the Fairy-type asked. “Is there something wrong?”

“The towers are broken,” Dawn explained. “I think whatever Dialga and Palkia just did broke something – can you have a look?”

“All right,” Togekiss agreed. “I’ll let Ash know downstairs as well, then come back up to you.”


“I’m still having trouble getting my head around this,” the local Jenny admitted, looking at the space where Alamos had been. “The whole town is missing?”

“Not just missing, so is the space it took up,” Bianca answered. “That’s what Latias says, anyway.”

Jenny got out her binoculars, adjusting them to focus, and followed the truncated bridge into town. “Are you sure? I can see the bridge, then rock, then ground on the far side…”

“That’s what’s so odd!” Latias squeaked, using her telepathy to ensure she was understood. “It looks different from different directions and distances – watch!”

She flew off, leaving both Bianca and Jenny to watch as Latias took a wide looping path around to the left. Then she flew across their vision, aiming to pass through the area where Alamos had been-

-and she was on the far side, to their front-right. Instantly, without having gone through the intervening space.

“What the-” Jenny began, staring, then watched as Latias did it again more slowly. This time there was clearly a period of at least a half-second when Latias’ head and her fins were apparently separated by a considerable distance.

“I didn’t realize it was that odd,” Bianca admitted, then watched as her friend flew up to well above the former location of Alamos. She dropped slowly, looking down and tilting her head, then knocked on something with her clawed fist a few times.

“How did you two get here so quickly?” Jenny asked.

“Latias’ brother is travelling with Ash Ketchum, and they can share what they’re seeing,” Bianca replied. “They were in Alamos, and then Latias suddenly stopped being able to feel Latios on the other end of the connection. We’ve got a Mega Stone for Latias, and Mega Latias is one of the fastest Pokémon in the world – and we really hurried all the way here.”

“Oh, Ash Ketchum’s involved,” the Jenny sighed. “We had a seminar about him last summer. I’m entirely willing to believe he’s involved if a town disappeared completely.”

Latias came flying back over, and alighted next to them. “It’s even more odd than I thought!” she announced to them both. “From above it looks like the ground’s really close to you – I was able to fly down and knock on it much earlier than I would have expected.”

“You were knocking on the ground?” Bianca asked. “But… we saw you doing it in the sky. That’s… really odd.”

“I know,” Latias agreed. “I’m almost tempted to try using an attack to see what happens, but that would be a really bad idea…”

“Well, if Alamos came back at the wrong time you’d be firing an attack into it,” Bianca pointed out.

“I know, I know,” Latias sighed. “I’m just trying to find something to do… I trust Ash, and Latios, and all the others, but I’m worried…”

“I am too,” Bianca told her. “I am too.”

“Do you mind if I ask you some questions?” Jenny said, after a short pause to make sure their conversation was over. “It would be good to know as much as I can about why one of our towns is missing.”


Staraptor and Mega Charizard exchanged a glance, both flying at speed towards the battling Legendaries.

Neither was particularly experienced in fighting alongside the other, so they glanced down at Mega Sceptile – who gave Mega Charizard a succinct hand signal and Staraptor a terse nod.

Thus coordinated, the two split. Mega Charizard banked to the side, rolling his neck as he shrouded himself in Dragonbreath to form a Counter Shield, while Staraptor climbed with a sweep of his powerful wings and pulled up hard.

The motion flung Mega Sceptile forwards, and the Grass-type ignited both his arm-blades into Sacred Swords as he flew. Landing on the upper surface of Palkia’s lustrous defensive shield just as Mega Absol’s Ice Blade hit the lower edge, he rammed both blades into the shield and ran as fast as he could.

Swords sparking and hissing with energy bleed, Mega Sceptile ran along Palkia’s shield from front to back. Reaching the peak of the shield, he kept going – feet slipping a little as the steepness increased – then launched himself clear, tail flaring out behind him and launching a Leaf Storm as he fell.

Guiding his movement with his leaves, Mega Sceptile shaped a gliding course to intercept Staraptor. The Flying-type flared his wings, claws reaching out to catch Mega Sceptile, but just before he made the catch a torrent of water slapped Staraptor in the back and carried him all the way to ground level – driving him into a house with a stunning impact.

Mega Sceptile dove, shedding height for speed as fast as he could, and Palkia’s Hydro Pump missed him as it swung down. The sheer force of the water dug a trench through the grass below, and Mega Sceptile jinked to the side to avoid being targeted again before pulling out of his dive as late as possible.

The Mega-Evolved Pokémon landed hard, rolling once to shed momentum, and twisted around to face back the way he’d come. His fear of a follow-up attack by Palkia was negated by Mega Latios using Luster Purge to knock Palkia aside, but Dialga unleashed a Flash Cannon at almost the same moment Mega Sceptile saw the Steel-type turn towards him.

Sacred Swords flaring up again, Mega Sceptile crossed them to block the torrent of energy. The recoil drove him sliding back along the grass, leaving gouge marks, and he held in place for several seconds to outlast the Flash Cannon – finally getting a reprieve when Mega Charizard made a serious attempt at ripping through Dialga’s faceted shield with nothing but claws and teeth.

Tired by the effort of holding off a direct attack, Mega Sceptile was unable to block the Dragon Pulse Palkia smacked him with, and he fell to the ground – Mega Evolved state reverting in a flash of light.

A vine whipped out from the shadow of the Space-Time Towers, gently lifting Sceptile and pulling him towards safety. A second or two later, a red beam of light returned Staraptor to his Pokéball, getting them both out of further danger.


“Whoa!” Kai gasped, wincing. “One hell of a battle going on up there!”

“Yeah,” Allegra agreed. “Was it me or did two of the Pokémon just vanish? The Sceptile and the Staraptor?”

“I haven’t seen them,” Kai agreed slowly. “That’s… probably not good…”

The Coordinator looked at his two friends. “Any way we can help?”

“Against Dialga and Palkia?” Maury asked. “Not really – I mean, Torterra’s tough, but not Legendary tough. Especially not those legendaries.”

Allegra shook her head. “I just… kind of want there to be some way we can help.”

Even as she spoke, there was a titanic explosion as Dialga tried to hit Palkia with a Draco Meteor. The Togekiss flying around managed to interpose herself in the way of the attack, and most of them were cancelled out, but several of the glowing orange rocks went flying into the air.

“Is it me, or are they coming towards us?” Maury asked slowly.

“Looks like it!” Kai agreed. “Empoleon, Ice Beam!”

“Good idea!” Allegra nodded sharply. “Infernape, use Flamethrower!”

Maury’s Torterra used Seed Bomb, as well, and their combined attacks blew the meteors out of the sky before they landed.

“That’s how we can help!” Allegra realized. “We can make sure those stray attacks don’t hit anyone hiding out!”

“Sounds like a plan!” another voice agreed.

“Who said that?” Allegra asked, confused.

A Crobat landed next to her. “Hi!” it waved. “I’m trying to help make sure everyone knows to stay out of danger, but your help would be really useful. My trainer and his friends are up at the Space Time Towers trying to solve that, and there’s not a lot of Pokémon left to help elsewhere…”

The Crobat – which appeared to be female, from the voice, if anything about a talking Crobat was normal – put a wing near her mouth, then perked up. “Oh! Actually, could you guys help organize all the trainers who have Pokémon that might help keep Alamos safe? I’ll try to find people elsewhere in the town who can help too!”

With that, she set off.

“…how?” Kai asked.

“I guess Crobat can use their sonar to do that, or something?” Maury shrugged. “Whatever… okay, let’s see if we can find anyone.”


“They seemed nice,” Zorua said to herself, flying a little higher so she could get a better look at this area of Alamos. “I wonder how many other humans there are who are likely to be that helpful.”

She slid a little to the left in the air, Crobat wings beating in counterpoint, then frowned and looked closer at the area near the rippling boundary of the space-time bubble.

It was quite a surprise when a garden wall began to evaporate.

“Oh! Oh no, that can’t be good!” Zorua yelped, and landed quickly on the nearest rooftop. She wracked her brains, wondering what to do, then changed quickly to a Ninjask and shot back towards the Towers.

This was a little too complicated for her. She needed advice.

Preferably from someone who might know what they were talking about.


“Dexter, good to see you,” Dawn said, looking up from the playing machine. “Can you see what’s wrong?”

Let us find out, Dexter replied. He reconfigured from his base form, sprouting some extra sensor nodes, and scanned over the top of the machine before circling around it and doing the same from the back.

“That’s a digital Pokémon, right?” Alberto asked. “A Porygon… 2?”

“Yes, the evolved form of Porygon,” Dawn confirmed. “None of us know how the machine’s supposed to work, and he’s the one who could work it out in the shortest amount of time.”

“Right,” Alberto agreed. “I see. I think there might be an operating manual somewhere, but I don’t think it ever mentioned anything about the central disk player – we all thought it was ornamental.”

Dawn nodded, then walked to the window and looked out. The one she’d picked wasn’t facing where the fighting was going on at the moment, but she could see one tower surface lit by flashes – each one coming just perceptibly before a sharp bang or a lower whooom as powerful attacks detonated, sometimes on each other.

Mega Latios came into view, almost hidden behind a Draco Meteor counter shield, and Dawn turned away from the window again.

“Any luck?” she asked Dexter.

I am starting to determine the cause, Dexter replied. Has there been a recent impact on the system?

“Yes,” Alice replied. “Yes – just after we got up here, a moment after it started to play. Dialga hit the Space Tower, and the whole room shook.”

Dexter rose up from behind the complex mechanical computer, and his projector flared to create a 3-D model of the entire complex. Analysis indicates that the impact probably hit the area of one of the control cables – the systems which transmit the pulls from the player system to the instruments themselves. It doesn’t seem to have broken the cable itself, but the sudden pull wrenched some important components out of the player mechanism.

“So… it’s broken?” Dawn asked. “The Space-Time Towers are broken?”

The playing mechanism is, Dexter corrected. The instruments themselves appear sound.

“But if we can’t get the music off the Oracion disk, what do we do?” Alberto said, then frowned. “Wait… Alice, you know this tune, don’t you?”

“I can play it on a grass flute,” Alice replied. “I don’t even know if you can play this manually!”

“I… think we might need to rely on you, Alice,” Dawn told her, putting a hand on her shoulder. “Can you at least try?”

Alice swallowed, then gave a tiny nod.

“I’ll do my best,” she said. “But… I’ll need some practice, even if we can find a way to play it manually.”

“That’s what we should do first, then,” Dawn decided. “Baron Alberto, can you help look? If there’s a way to play it manually, there should be some kind of gap in the machine to let it open.”


Tonio frowned at his screen, then tapped a few keys. In response the computers reran the last few minutes, and he squinted closer.

“Hmmm…”

“Excuse me! Tonio!”

Tonio looked up and around, then blinked at the sight of the small black fox running down the stairs. “Are you – oh, the Zorua, of course.”

Zorua slowed a little as she reached Tonio, frowned in concentration for a moment, then turned into a small human girl with purple hair and a squint. Her transformation had produced jeans and a shirt from nowhere, and she tilted her head. “This is kind of important.”

“Um,” Tonio said, a little confused.

Zorua shrugged, her movement showing she had a tail poking out of the back of her jeans. “Yeah, I was working on it as a prank – look, I was near the edge of town, and… the edge is getting closer.”

“You may have to explain,” Tonio confessed.

Zorua sighed. “The edge of town – as in, the edge, the bit where there’s no more town because of the space stuff? It’s kind of getting closer, and bits of the town are disappearing. What’s going on?”

“Disappearing?” Tonio repeated, then turned back to his screen with a ferocious frown of concentration. “So that must mean… ah, there we are!”

“Where?” Zorua asked, looking closer.

“The bubble,” Tonio explained. “It’s a high potential barrier. But it’s not stable, not something that can just sustain itself without an input of energy, and neither of the Pokémon who might be doing that are bothering to do so – they’re too occupied fighting over… whatever they’re fighting over. So it’s losing energy, and as it does it’s shrinking to reduce the energy of the bubble meniscus.”

“So you mean it’s using up the energy that made it?” Zorua asked. “And it’ll shrink to nothing once it runs out?”

“Actually, it’s using up all the energy inside the bubble,” Tonio replied. “Mass is energy, just in a different form, and as it collapses it’s converting some of the mass it’s absorbing in town into energy instead. That’s why it’s not already collapsed…”

He rotated his model, looking at the variances, and circled a few points. “There, there, and… there. Those are the places where the effects will take longest to reach.”

“That… doesn’t sound good,” Zorua admitted. “Do you mean it’s going to start making places disintegrate that aren’t right at the edge?”

“Exactly,” Tonio confirmed.

Seeing her worried face, he blinked – adjusting to think about the implications, not just the scientific problem to solve – and paled slightly. “Which means we need everyone to get to those places as soon as possible – it’ll give them longer for Alice and the others to sort out Oracion!”

“Already on it!” Zorua called back, transforming back into her base form as she headed for the stairs, then changed a second time and flew up them as a Swellow.

“Hey, Brock!” he heard her shout, a little distantly. “Tonio says people are going to start disintegrating unless we move them to that baron guy’s house!”

Tonio looked back at his screen, only then noticing that the largest of the three circles was indeed Baron Alberto’s house.

Well, it probably had enough room.


Mega Lucario grew a sphere of Aura to enormous size in his palms, supporting himself on blazing spikes of blue energy flaring from his feet. Then he crushed the ball with a convulsive motion, sending a torrent of conventionally-sized Aura Spheres flying in all directions, and they spread out to englobe the battle area before changing course and pouring in on both Dialga and Palkia.

The two Dragon-types nearly vanished behind balls of brilliant blue explosions, and when they emerged they had clearly stopped trying to fire Dragon Pulses at one another.

Mega Lucario considered this a mixed victory at best, as they were now focused entirely on him.

His palms flared as he knocked aside the first attack from Dialga – a Flash Cannon – then he took a Hydro Pump to the chest. It knocked him downwards, hard enough that he had to twist in mid-air to recover, and he was still out of position when Dialga launched an Aura Sphere down at him.

The attack detonated on Mega Lucario’s shoulder, making him wince. He was able to focus his attention on avoiding the worst of the next attack from Palkia – his fists glowing bright blue as he Ice Punched some of the Draco Meteors away and used the recoil to avoid the rest – but by the time that was over Dialga had something new for him.

A Roar of Time whipped past, barely missing as Mega Lucario spent Aura like water to generate a miss, and Dialga was pounced upon by Mega Charizard for several seconds as Palkia’s attacks came back to the forefront.

Dodge. Block. Spin. Roll. Punch. Mega Lucario lost himself in the rhythm of the fight, too busy blocking and countering to pay any attention to where he was, and got a rude reminder when he hit the ground with an unmusical crash of metal and skidded ten or twenty feet along the paving stones.

Rising to his feet, he had a moment to notice some trainers with a Torterra, an Infernape and an Empoleon to his left. Then Dialga flared bright blue, dodging around Mega Charizard and the rest of the distraction team as though they were standing still, and both dragons launched Hyper Beams at him at once.

Mega Lucario’s paws flared as he anchored himself to the ground, using the wall-walking trick, and all the rest of his concentration went on using Mirror Coat with both paws.

There were people right here who were counting on him – a lot of them – so he held his ground, not dodging away or deflecting the beams somewhere they might hit people. The area around his paws creaked as the pressure nearly moved the entire area he’d anchored himself to… then, after an eternity, the beams dissipated.

Mega Lucario flung both paws forwards, launching the brilliant beams of energy back at the Pokémon who’d fired them. Then, silently, he fell forwards onto his face.

His Mega Evolution reverted with a quiet flash.

“Whoa…” one of the nearby Coordinators whispered, as Mega Absol distracted the two Legendary Dragons from any thought of further retaliation by flinging a ranged Dragon Claw attack at them both.


“Mega Steelix, I just had an idea!” Brock called.

Mega Steelix turned a little, so he could see his trainer. “I’m listening.”

“Stone Edge, you and Geodude,” Brock explained. “Make as many supercharged rocks as you can and send them up, then Geodude takes them over!”

“Got it!” the Steel-type agreed, and his crystals pulsed – brighter and brighter, every impact by the sandstorm seething around his midsection making them just a little brighter than they’d been before.

The intensity of the light got greater and greater, closer and closer to a peak, then suddenly Mega Steelix roared – and the ground erupted.

He kept his focus to two small areas of the gardens, both of them already damaged by the ongoing clash in the sky, and solid slabs of rock shot into the air as he used the strongest Stone Edge he could.

Hands waving, Geodude took control of each one as it rose into the sky. He formed them into two piles of roughly equal size, waited for a long moment as their numbers grew, then took a deep breath and shoved them all at once.

Shimmering rocks imbued with Mega Steelix’ Infinity Energy came looming up towards Dialga and Palkia, spreading out so each pile roughly englobed one of the two warring dragons. Neither seemed to notice, Dialga more preoccupied with trying to catch Mega Latios off-guard and Palkia trying to swat Mawile as she flew wobbly rings around him.

Then Geodude closed both his fists.

The rocks shot together with a rumbling crash, forming solid spheres of stone around Dialga and Palkia a little further out than their shields. Any view of the Pokémon was blocked completely, and Brock nodded.

“Great work, Geodude,” he said, then cupped his hands. “Guys! Come down for a breather!”

Mega Absol landed first, flanks heaving, and looked pleadingly at Buizel. He obliged, mixing up Scald and Water Gun in his mouth to produce a warm shower, and hosed down her sweat-drenched fur.

Brock reached into the bag he’d gotten ready, and passed her a Berry Juice. The next two went to Mega Latios and Pikachu, then Mega Charizard, and Togekiss and Mawile arrived last.

“How is everyone doing?” Ash asked.

“Tired,” Mega Latios replied, taking a swig of the Berry Juice Brock had handed him. “It’s rough we lost Mega Sceptile and Mega Lucario, and Staraptor as well, but so far I think our main problem is just getting tired. I thought we’d have to be careful not to do too much damage to Palkia, especially, but it’s so hard to just get through those shields of theirs to-”

The sphere overhead containing Palkia rang like a bell, and everyone jumped.

“What was that?” Brock asked.

Ash looked up, eyes closed, and then Dialga’s sphere tolled and jumped and he nodded. “Thought so – they’re using attacks, but the attacks just blow up as soon as they hit the rocks. So they’re sort of getting a glancing hit from their own attacks right in the face.”

He looked over at Sceptile, Staraptor and Lucario – the latter having been brought in by Flygon only a moment ago.

“Are they okay?” he asked. “Meganium – is there any chance we can get Lucario or Sceptile back up?”

“If the main problem was being hurt, maybe,” Meganium replied. “I’ve healed their injuries, but they’re exhausted as well – I don’t think there’s really a way to recharge anyone as much as they need without a move like Healing Wish, and I don’t have it.”

“Okay,” Ash said, nodding understandingly. “Good work anyway, Meganium – I’m glad they’re healed, at least.”

He looked up. “What’s taking them so long with Oracion?”

“Didn’t Dawn say something about it being broken?” Brock reminded him.

“Um… you know those rock things?” Tyrantrum asked. “Should they be doing that?”

Everyone looked up.

The sphere around Dialga was starting to crumble apart. The glow around it had gone from the iridescent blue of Mega Steelix’ crystals to a frozen paleness, and flakes of crystal were cascading down the sides.

“What’s happening?” Brock asked.

“It’s kaolinizing,” Geodude replied, trying to do something with his hands to stop the disintegration. “Really fast!”

“But – oh, right,” Brock winced. “Dialga. He must be doing this.”

“What’s kao…linizing?” Ash asked.

“It’s how some rocks chemically fall apart over time,” Brock summarized. “Dialga’s doing something to time to make the rocks do it much faster.”

Palkia’s sphere began to warp, visibly bending under the forces it was trying to endure.

“Well, here we go again,” Pikachu sighed. “Thanks for the drink, Brock.”

Almost at the same instant, both rock spheres shattered.


Jumping into the air with a burst of flame, Mawile was the first up. She wobbled her flying wing just a little, making sure she could steer it as well as she hoped, then flew towards Palkia.

The flying Steel-type shifted her weight, then hoisted herself up off her wing a little to give her horns more room. They glowed as she imbued them with Fairy type energy, and she smacked a Play Rough attack into Palkia’s shield – causing it to flicker a little, but hold.

Mawile slipped back into her flying position, and powered away in a kind of half-controlled corkscrew. She reasoned that her attack might have distracted Palkia, so if she could try and keep Palkia distracted it would be really helpful for everyone else – who was much more tired than she was.

Then there was a peculiar blur in the air around her, a brief flash of seething pink light, and suddenly there wasn’t a wing any more. Mawile had been on the downwards arc of her spiral, and the sudden loss of the wing meant she couldn’t pull up as she’d been planning – so instead she pushed herself into a somersault, turning around to face back upwards, and Flamethrowered all over again.

The burst succeeded in braking her fall, a little, and she crashed to the ground with a loud, grinding clang.

Flygon’s head poked out of the rock-and-ice fortifications the Ground-type ground team had produced, which had a little gravel lining around the entrance to the ‘letterbox’ door so he didn’t have to touch the ice. “Mawile! Are you okay?”

“I’m fine!” Mawile replied, shaking her head a little to clear the dizziness, then inspected her hand.

There was a little ball of extremely dense-feeling brown material, which still bore the faint patterns of the wood that it had been seconds before.

“But I think Palkia squashed my wing,” she added, a little indignantly. “That’s not very good manners!”

“I’m sure you can complain to him later,” Flygon said, relaxing a little. “But… wait, squashed? You mean you got hit by Spacial Rend?”

The Dragon-type shook his head. “Even if he knew you were immune, that’s still kind of worrying.”

Mawile nodded a little. “Well… I guess I can’t get in the fight any more now, you’re needed to help with any Pokémon who get injured.”

She brightened. “Oh, right! That means I can talk to Tyrantrum to help see if he has any problems from evolving. I know Tyranitar did, so I’d better make sure it’s not a Rock-types-with-Tyran-in-their-name thing.”

Flygon chuckled, then withdrew his head from the door to let Mawile through.


Tonio looked from one screen to the other, overlaying the pattern he was seeing now on the latest previous version of the pattern – then scanning back to find the one before.

“That’s not good,” he said to himself, confirming what he was seeing. A change in the space-time disturbances, which were getting stronger and closer together at the same time – repeating a pattern which was shorter with each repetition, heading in the direction of a final collapse as the warped space-time of the bubble gave way.

It looked like Alamos was in worse trouble than he’d expected. The zero points he’d identified were stable, but everywhere else things were starting to subtly distort compared to the surroundings – some physical objects just disintegrating entirely, and others being warped as the simple effect of gravity suddenly became too much for them to cope with.

The space around the Towers was still fine, for now, which was odd – especially since it actually looked like two superimposed areas of stability, right near the strongest sources of the disruption itself.

Shaking his head, Tonio tapped out a phone number.

“Do you have any idea how much longer it is before your solution?” he asked.

We are working on it, Dexter’s flat electronic voice replied. My apologies, Tonio, we have no better information.


“It looks like that kind of Mega Charizard is much better at close-in fighting,” Ash reported, staring towards the ceiling. “He seems to be getting into Palkia’s shield more easily when he uses things like Dragon Claw – look out!”

Brock watched as Ash sighed in relief. “What happened?”

“Mega Absol nearly took a hit,” he explained. “She seems fine, though.”

“It’s so strange when you watch something through a wall…” Brock said. “Don’t you guys think so?”

“Definitely,” Buizel agreed.

“It’s something I’m sort of used to,” Meganium volunteered. “It’s been how Ash is for almost half his time as my trainer and considerably more than half my time interacting with him.”

Buizel nodded, considering.

“Ash – if you need me, I’m here,” Infernape suggested. “I don’t know how much good I’d do, but if I use Blaze I think I could be some help.”

He frowned. “The problem, admittedly, is getting up there safely.”

“That’s not the problem,” Ash replied. “I’m sorry I didn’t explain this, Infernape, but someone like you is needed down here in case something really bad happens – you’ve got enough power to block attacks for a bit, and there’s a lot of Pokémon down here who might need you to keep them safe if things go wrong. Your job is just as important as Flygon and Meganium.”

“I understand,” Infernape agreed. “I want to help, but… well.”

“I know,” Ash agreed, putting his hand on the Fire-type’s shoulder. “And if this were a battle on the ground, or if there were more flying Pokémon around, you’d be right in there helping out-”

He stopped speaking suddenly, and Infernape frowned. “Ash?”

Ash bolted for the stairs.


To the left! Mega Latios warned, and Pikachu’s cheeks flared before he turned to his left and discharged a powerful bolt of electricity at Palkia.

The attack hammered into Palkia’s shields, crawling over them and making them ripple and shimmer, and the Dragon-type rolled right away from the return attack as Palkia launched Draco Meteors at them. Pikachu kept up his electrical fusillade, hitting the dragon-type projectiles in sequence, then he spread a Counter Shield around them both and Mega Latios did likewise.

A Dragon Pulse attack from Dialga scored a glancing hit, knocking them downwards, but the three-layered defences of Thunder, Dragonbreath and Light Screen prevented too much harm reaching them.

“How much longer can you keep it up?” Pikachu asked.

Don’t know, but a while, Mega Latios replied. So long as-

He stopped, and Pikachu spotted the problem at the same time. Palkia had just done something with a burst of controlled gravity, sending Mega Charizard and Mega Absol flying out of position, and was getting a Dragon Pulse ready. But, at the same time, Dialga’s diamond was shimmering through a spectrum of colours as he charged a Flash Cannon.

Togekiss was flying in to block the Dragon Pulse, which was aimed directly at the control pod of the Space-Time Towers – and at Dawn – but she hadn’t seen the Flash Cannon.

Mega Latios and Pikachu didn’t even need to discuss it. They blurred forwards, Mega Latios shoving Togekiss aside before the Flash Cannon caught her, and both Pokémon pushed their abilities as far as they would go at the same time.

The Dragon Pulse hit first, crashing into Mega Latios’ counter shield and eroding it away over the space of a couple of seconds, then it reached his Light Screen just as the Flash Cannon hit as well. The shield shone, augmented by the swirling ball of Pikachu’s charging Volt Crash as he swept around no fewer than eight crisscrossing rings and built up a powerful, twisted electromagnetic knot ready to discharge.

Palkia’s Dragon Pulse ended, and so did Dialga’s Flash Cannon, but the two Pokémon just prepared something even more powerful – and through the shimmering shield and the dancing rings of Volt Crash, the friends could see both Dialga and Palkia preparing their signature moves.

Mega Absol and Mega Charizard were recovering, coming back, but they would take too long. So Mega Latios glanced back at Pikachu, nodded, then prepared his own special move.

Dialga fired. Palkia fired. Both Ash’s Pokémon fired.

Volt Crash, Roar of Time, Spacial Rend and Luster Purge all collided at once, seethed for a moment, then produced an oddly silent burst of warped light and space and power. It had no shockwave, no concussion, just a brilliant white flash that sent a suddenly-devolved Latios slamming back into the wall of the control booth hard enough to collapse the side.

As Mega Charizard and Mega Absol smashed into the Legendaries from behind, Sacred Sword and Dragon Tail flaring, their teammates rolled to a stop in a cloud of brick dust.


What?

Why do I…


Dawn coughed out dust, hand going to her mouth in learned reflex, then stared for a moment at the two unconscious Pokémon.

Leaving the machine behind, she ran over – along with Buneary – and stopped just before reaching Latios, suddenly unsure whether by trying to help she would do something wrong.

Through the newly created hole, Dawn could see Dialga trying to slap down the Mega Absol battling him – darting around, wings alight, occasionally getting a boost from Togekiss to let her fly for longer – and Palkia, who was having trouble pinning down Mega Charizard long enough to do anything to him.

“You’d better be okay, you… you!” Buneary said urgently. “Or I’ll… I don’t know what I’ll do, but you won’t like it!”

There was a clatter of footsteps, and Chansey said something. Startled, Dawn looked down again, and saw that Brock’s Pokémon was looking up from Latios to speak to Ash.

She turned to look at Pikachu, and Dawn gave Ash a confused look.

“When did you get here?” she asked.

“Just now?” Ash replied. “Chansey says Latios is okay.”

Chansey spoke up again, and some of the tension left Ash’s shoulders.

“Pikachu okay as well?” Dawn said, getting a nod, then frowned. “Wait, hold on, how did Chansey get here?”

“I carried her,” Ash explained. “I was in kind of a hurry…”

He looked over at the machine. “Any luck?”

“Not really,” Dawn replied. “I don’t think the machine has anything to cope with being played manually – this might be more than the designer expected.”

“That this is happening at all is more than I expected, and this is my town!” Alberto burst out. “How are you all being so calm about this?”

“We’re used to it,” Dawn said simply. “Ash is a lot more used to it than me, though.”

Alert, Dexter called. I may have a breakthrough.

“You do?” Alice asked. “What is it?”

Dexter manifested his body, all curves and bezels, and floated over to Ash. I will need you to place my Pokédex main body inside the machine, where I direct, he stated. Alice, you can play Oracion – correct?

“Well, yes,” Alice nodded, visibly uncertain. “But how? Did you find some kind of keyboard?”

I found a place I can interact with the mechanism, Dexter replied. I can use my projector to create a keyboard, and you can play it.

“I – right,” Alice said, thinking that over for a long moment. “I do know the tune, but it might take me a few tries to get used to it.”

Dexter generated the keyboard from his projector, replacing his Porygon2 form, and as he did Ash slid the Pokédex into the indicated part of the machine.

Pachirisu, please provide power, Dexter requested.

The Electric-type took a deep breath, then fired off a burst of electricity. The machine lit up, and Alice began a few warmup exercises – quietly at first.

Every few notes she winced, starting over again.

“Sorry,” she said, hitting another wrong note. “I know we don’t have much time-”

“Don’t get too worried,” Dawn advised. “Stay calm. Don’t think about what’s going on.”

Alice nodded, and began her exercises again – trying to get used to the keyboard as fast as possible.


Mega Charizard blasted out a shotgun-salvo of Draco Meteors, hammering into Dialga’s shield, then rolled around in a tight circle and dipped under the return attack.

“Hey!” Ash called, just loud enough for Mega Charizard to hear over the fury of the battle. “You can go Blast Burn!”

“Finally!” Mega Charizard roared, understanding why they’d waited that long but still annoyed about it, and dove lower again. Togekiss blocked a Dragon Pulse aimed to hammer him into the ground, and the Fire-type levelled out just above the rooftops of Alamos before climbing again with the blue fires of his breath already intensifying.

He swept closer, wanting to place his shot right where he needed it, then exhaled a cone of shimmering blue gas. It spread towards Dialga in the space of a fraction of a second, bulged in the middle and oddly hollow right where it intersected Dialga’s shield – such that a line from Charizard up the middle of the cone would pass just over Dialga’s shoulder.

It would be a bad idea to actually defeat Dialga. The goal here was to keep him as distracted as possible.

Then the Blast Burn detonated. The shock front raced up towards the bulge, which it consumed in an eyeblink – but left the containing Aura behind for a moment longer, shaping and directing the whole energy of the explosion in a mighty jet which hammered into Dialga’s faceted diamond shield.

And broke through.

Most of the attack splashed off, deflected away by the angle of the facet itself, but at least some sprayed through into the protected zone of Dialga’s shield and made the Dragon-type roar in surprise and rage.

A moment later, Mega Charizard’s wings abruptly stalled and he went falling diagonally sideways – an oddly weightless feeling, at least until he rammed directly into Togekiss.

The impact took them out of Palkia’s directed gravity field, but both Togekiss and Mega Charizard hit the gardens hard. The Fairy-type hit the pond, and Mega Charizard hit the muddy ground beside it – not hard enough to knock him out, but enough to leave the tough Dragon-type seeing stars.


I will…

Do as I always have.


Ash had just enough time to see that Mega Charizard was still in his Mega state – still conscious – before Mega Absol shouted a warning.

With only one Pokémon still out there to distract the Creation Dragons, they now had an unprecedented amount of attention to divert to dealing with their other problems. And right now, with Ash’s call for Blast Burn combined with where Latios and Pikachu had gone, the control booth was the place with the greatest apparent threat to both dragons not consisting of one another.

Ash drew his sword, charging it with as much Aura as he could muster as he did so, and managed to interpose it in the way of a Dragon Pulse fired by the Temporal Pokémon himself. There was a violent explosion of violet light, and when it faded Ash’s sword was humming and the Dragon attack was gone.

Mega Absol leapt across from Palkia to Dialga, preventing him from firing a second blast, but now it was Palkia’s turn and all Ash could do was grit his teeth and block this one as well.

Darting back and forth like a black-and-white missile, Mega Absol kept up the pressure on both Legendary Pokémon – keeping them from ignoring her long enough to both attack Ash at the same time – as Ash dropped his staff to hold his sword with both hands and put all his focus and concentration into catching every last attack.

Dragon Pulse. Flash Cannon. Aura Sphere. Power Gem.

Ash couldn’t say how many attacks came, or how he managed to keep going. But he did, sweeping his golden Secret Sword across to keep his friends safe, and it seemed to ask less of him every time.

Until, finally, as he was about to finally give way, Mega Absol dove clear and a bubble of darkness engulfed Dialga, Palkia and Darkrai all at once.

Ash’s sword slipped from nerveless fingers and landed on the floor with a clatter – still glowing, now with a colourless white light from hilt to tip.


I think, therefore I am.


“That – was that Darkrai?” Baron Alberto asked, tearing his eyes away from Ash. “I thought Darkrai got pinned in place?”

“The time dilation must have worn off,” Dawn suggested. “The fight’s been going on a long time, probably longer than Dialga was expecting…”

Mega Absol landed on the edge of the broken wall with a soft thump, said something incoherent, and fell asleep. Her Mega state reverted with a flash, and the light of Ash’s staff dimmed a little – now only sustaining a single Mega-Evolved Pokémon.

“But what did Darkrai do?” Alice said, watching the black ball.

“Darkrai definitely moved forwards, he’s inside that ball,” Dawn told her. “And now he’s trapped Dialga and Palkia inside… something.”

The darkness rippled, briefly matching the sky outside.

“But he might not last long,” she added. “How can we-”

She stopped. “Hold on a moment. Dexter, you can interpret sound, right? And all Alice is doing is pressing keys for you to trigger the right note from the machine?”

That is correct, Dexter agreed.

“Then – Alice can play her leaf whistle, and you can interpret that!” Dawn explained.

Alice stared at her, then reached for her pocket.

“I… don’t think I have a leaf,” she said, after a moment trying to find one. “Does anyone have a Grass type with them?”

Dexter’s digital keyboard vanished with a flare of light. In place of it, carefully rendered, was a single leaf – pink and blue, rather than green, but moving just like a normal leaf as Alice hesitantly took it.

She folded it over, blew a few notes to check it was making the right sounds, then began to play.


“It looks like she’s all right,” Meganium reported, looking up from Togekiss. “What hit her?”

“Me,” Mega Charizard admitted.

He looked up at the sphere of blackness that had replaced the legendary battle. “I don’t know if I can do that again, though, not without anyone to cover me.”

Infernape stepped forward. “If you will have me, I’ll do my best.”

“I’ll be grateful,” Mega Charizard replied. “Buizel, Flygon… you guys as well?”

“I’m coming too!” Mawile demanded. “If you’re all going up there then you need my help!”

“I just hope-” Brock began, and then the music started.


The wavering notes rose into the air of the control room, ascending to a high, sweet note, then dropping back down for a sustained C note. Then the scales repeated, higher this time, and after the second sustained note Alice folded in lower bass tones as well.

With every vibrating tone, the tower responded. Bells tolled, strings hummed, and an ethereal glow spread over every wall and surface of the tower.

Oracion’s power swelled, and as it did Darkrai’s sphere of energy crumbled into nothing. The two Dragon-type Legendaries within made ready to resume their battle, but the notes of Oracion washed over them as well and their attacks collapsed unfired.

The music swelled, getting stronger and more resonant, taking on a life of its own far greater than the leaf whistle or even the towers could have produced. Whole structures, hidden until now within the towers, spread wide – then vines and flowers of light grew out from them, and the towers sent great streamers of energy rising into the air like radiant wings.

Where they touched, Pokémon healed and awoke. Everyone down below injured by the battle was restored, as good as new, and the space-time of the town itself began to heal over – the immense energy controlled by the Towers repaying the entire energy debt of the castaway fragment of reality.

The place where the energy flowed most of all was to Dialga and Palkia. Fractures in their gems – Dialga’s diamond and Palkia’s pearls – healed over flawlessly, revitalizing both Pokémon, and their shields dropped silently as the two Pokémon were finally calmed from their rage.

It seemed as though the whole town was lit with golden fireflies as the power of Oracion lay across it. Then, slowly, it began to fade away – leaving only healed bodies, soothed minds, and wondrous memories.


On the floor of the control booth, Ash’s sword finally dimmed from the glow it had possessed.

It was different now. Not so much in the blade, which looked the same as before, but in the hilt – with a large stone set into the point where the quillon met the blade – and in that it had gained a long blue tassel, which was wrapped around an altogether more ornate sheath than the one Ash had had on his belt a moment before.

Looking up from where Pikachu was assuring both him and Buneary that he was okay, Ash caught sight of it and frowned in confusion. “Huh…”

The stone blinked.

Then, with the suddenness of an eyeblink, the tortured dark sky outside Alamos was replaced with the calm clear blue of a fine afternoon.

“I can feel Latias again!” Latios announced, his mental tone distracted as he tried to hold two conversations at once. “No – we’re fine – wait, what do you mean-”


“We did it!” Mawile cheered. “Well… we helped!”

“You’re right, Mawile,” Brock agreed. “Alamos is safe. We’re safe.”

He breathed a sigh of relief. “That was a tough one. I don’t think things have gone that far off plan in a while, at least not for something we knew about in advance.”

Overhead, watched carefully by Darkrai, both Dialga and Palkia came in to land on the lawn outside the Towers.

Then there was a brilliant purple flash of light, and everyone arrived.

Mewtwo was in the middle, arms outstretched, but they could see Keldeo, both Suicune, both Entei, both Raikou, Charla as a Mega Charizard with Liza on her back, the rest of Brock’s team, Lugia and Ho-Oh, Pidgeot, Torterra, every single other Pokémon Ash had on his team, Shaymin, Misty and her team, May and her team, Max and his team – complete with Deoxys-Orange, hovering with the other three Deoxys working for Mewtwo – and the other three members of the Swords of Justice.

Also a floating Mudsdale, which was probably Mew.

“Wait!” Brock hollered, waving his arms. “It’s okay! Everything’s under control! You don’t need to fight!”

“Okay, someone is clearly planning this out,” Ho-Oh muttered. “Has our trainer and friend nearly killed himself again?”

“If he did, I didn’t see it!” Brock called back.


“It looks like everyone’s arrived,” Dawn said, looking out the gap. “Wow, that’s a lot of Pokémon to see all at once… it’s nice to see everyone’s here to help us.”

She glanced down, catching sight of Ash’s sword out of the corner of her eye, and stared. “Did… did that just move?”

Ash bent down, and picked up the sword in both hands – one near the end of the fuller, just shy of the tip, and the other on the hilt. “That… doesn’t look normal…”

The sword shifted a bit again, then a metallic voice spoke up – a definite female timbre to it. “I… what? What happened?”

“We don’t really know either,” Ash admitted. “Wait… you’re a Honedge!”

“That’s what they’re called!” Dawn remembered. “But… they’re Ghost type Pokémon, right? That’s your sword.”

“I know, but Honedge are swords as well,” Ash replied. “Maybe Honedge was just sleeping in the armoury at the Togepi Kingdom, and only woke up now?”

“Honedge,” the sword repeated. “I must be. But… I didn’t think I was…”

Ash sat down. “Why not?”

“He makes a good point,” Pikachu agreed. “You’re pretty clearly a living sword.”

“But I remember being-” she began, then stopped. “It’s so hard to remember. I was… I remember wearing armour and carrying a sword, not being one. I remember fighting, and then… suddenly hurting, and feeling tired…”

She twitched from side to side. “It’s all very vague, and very old. It feels like it was a long time ago.”

“You mean you were human?” Ash asked.

He turned. “Dexter? Can you come over here?”

Dexter remanifested his core body and flew over, then stopped at the sight of Ash holding a Honedge across his lap. Ash?

“Yeah, we know, she’s a Honedge,” Ash agreed. “We’re trying to work out where she came from.”

Not that, Dexter replied. Honedge drain life force from anyone who touches them, especially by the hilt.

“I don’t especially want to do that, though,” the Honedge protested. “Besides, I… don’t feel like I need it, anyway. I feel like I have enough energy, but I don’t know how I know that.”

“Oh, that’s the thing I wanted to ask,” Ash remembered. “Dexter, she says she used to be human, but she can’t remember much about it. Can you help?”

In that case, the first thing to do would be to ask for a name, Dexter suggested, apparently having decided that the spontaneous living sword was a matter for the normal types of discussion. It is certainly recorded that at least some ghosts – both Ghost Types and others – are verifiably humans or Pokémon who passed away, but most Ghost types are born as Ghosts and most humans or Pokémon who die do not come back as ghosts.

“That’s a really long winded way to say ‘yeah, probably’,” Pikachu pointed out.

“A name…” Honedge repeated, the tone of her voice like a blade being whetted. “I… yes, I had a name. What was it…”

“You were a knight, right?” Ash checked. “Or… I said you were female, is that right? So you’d be a dame.”

“Dame,” Honedge said, considering. “Dame… Burns. Yes, I remember.”

A note of triumph entered her voice. “I am Dame Burns, and I was a belted knight of the Togepi Kingdom. Yes, I remember that now.”

Searching, Dexter informed them. Unfortunately the records of the Togepi Kingdom are quite incomplete. There may be little more to go on than… aha.

His projector flickered, and a scanned image of an old ledger appeared.

This is the only record I found of you, he stated. Unfortunately you are from a time period that was many hundreds of years ago, which is particularly incomplete.

Ash held her up so she could see better, and her gemstone eye read the sparse lines – recounting the casualties from a long-passed battle – then closed once in acknowledgement.

“Kari,” she said. “My first name is Kari.”

“I guess that means there’s still a few questions,” Ash frowned, as Dawn got a quick précis of the information she’d missed from Buneary. “Like… how this happened.”

Probably some combination of Aura, Space-Time confusion, contact with some of the most powerful Pokémon attacks, and the use of the healing song Oracion, Dexter suggested. I don’t think anything else has ever been treated like that.

“That does sound possible,” Dawn agreed. “Or, at least, I don’t really know how we could test it.”

“Another one is if I need to get a new sword,” Ash added. “I don’t want to-”

“Excuse me?” Kari interrupted. “I know I am a knight no longer, my good sir, but I can still serve one!”

“Does that mean you’d be one of Ash’s Pokémon?” Dawn asked. “Or… how would that work?”

“Maybe it would be a good idea for her to get an idea of the situation before making a decision,” Ambipom suggested.


Inquiry? Deoxys-Green stated.

Yes, it is quite pleasant not to be the one doing most of the clean up, Mewtwo agreed, watching as Dialga swept an ever-widening circle through the parkland at the middle of Alamos.

When the Dragon of Time encountered damaged stonework, battered pavements, or wrecked trees, he paused for a moment. His multifaceted diamond gem blazed, and he exerted a transient temporal reversal field upon the injured area to undo the damage entirely – restoring it to the status it was at before anything happened to it.

Palkia watched as Dialga turned a twisted mass of splintered wood into a park bench and a fold-up model plane wing, then turned his gaze elsewhere.

The Spatial Pokémon waved his clawed hand a bit vaguely, pearls lighting up, and a fallen pot plant floated into the air before slowly turning right-side-up and landing back where it had been.

Distinction, Deoxys-Purple stated sagely.

He is doing his best, Mewtwo pointed out. There are not many problems here that can be solved by manipulating space.

As Palkia crossed his arms and looked away, seeming offended, Mewtwo noticed Flygon was conveying Brock up towards the collection of Legendary Pokémon.

“Hello!” Brock called, waving. “Dialga, Palkia?”

Dialga paused his restoration of a tree – literally leaving it in a half-splintered state – and turned in the air to face Brock. Palkia looked down as well, seeming interested in what the human had to say.

“I thought you should know,” he explained. “There’s a group after you called Team Galactic. We’re not sure how far along their plans are, but they plan to create two Red Chains and control you both so they can create a new universe.”

Dialga and Palkia exchanged slightly baffled looks.

I advise you to take the words of this trainer seriously, Mewtwo stated. He knows more than you might guess, as he has undertaken a time-inconstant path.

“I know,” Dialga replied, voice full of power. “I smell it on him – on many of those here.”

“But there is something else as well,” Palkia added. “Somewhere near here, near the nexus we sought to heal from. Another spatial disturbance… but not an important one.”

He turned. “I will remember your warning.”

“I, too,” Dialga agreed.


“If you’re from the Togepi Kingdom… then maybe it would be a good idea to go back there,” Ash suggested. “To look around, at least, and see what it’s like now.”

“If it’s been long enough that the battles I was in have almost been forgotten… maybe?” Kari replied, sounding hesitant.

“Well, if you want to, Mewtwo’s right outside,” Ash pointed out. “So we should be able to ask him for a ride there.”

He exhaled. “After today, I think I’d quite like a few days off before we head to Hearthome…”

“I wonder if Mewtwo can take a few days off work,” Pikachu suggested. “He does have a lot to do these days. Maybe you – and as many of us as want to come – could take a whirlwind tour of the Home Islands? Drop in on everyone?”

“If it would be easy, then – yes,” Kari decided. “I… think I’d like that.”

“Sounds good,” Ash said.

He picked her up, then frowned. “Uh… how do we do this? Should I… capture you in a Pokéball, or…?”

“You’ll need to work that out with Tyrantrum as well,” Chansey pointed out.

“I’ll come with you without the Pokéball for now,” Kari requested, floating out of Ash’s hands and taking up position next to him – her sheath in place. “I still need to think about this… being a Pokémon… thing.”

She blinked. “Wait, I just noticed I can understand Pokémon now. That’s… odd.”

“How much do you remember of what happened on the journey?” Ash asked. “Since I got… um, you?”

“It’s a bit vague,” Kari stated. “Like… a lot of memories are there, but I’m having trouble working out what shape they are.”

“Maybe going back to the Togepi Kingdom would help, then,” Pikachu suggested.

As Ash stood, Baron Alberto cleared his throat.

“Sir Ketchum?” he said, a little uncertainly. “I wanted to let you know – that is – I was thinking, and I decided – for your service in saving Alamos, I wanted to give you the Charizardite your Charizard has used so well today.”

“You do?” Ash checked, then smiled and extended his hand. “Thank you. We’ll make good use of it.”

“I’m sure you will,” Baron Alberto smiled.


Meowth turned off the TV.

For a long moment, he and the other Rockets sat in silence.

“I said there was something we were missing today!” James reminded them.

“Yeah, an’ you thought it was a two-for-one deal at a restaurant,” Meowth countered.

“Still, that was a good restaurant,” Jessie mused. “It was nice to give Audino a treat.”

“Hey, if Moltres had been there, they would’a had twenty-seven Legendary Pokémon in one place!” Meowth said. “Tink that would have been a record?”

“I think it already was with twenty six,” Jessie said.

“But if it were twenty seven, we’d have been part of it!” James realized.

Chimecho rang.

“Oh, yeah, and we’d have been able to help out and stuff too,” Meowth agreed, waving it off. “Maybe we oughtta keep a closer look on those guys.”

“That does sound like a good idea,” James nodded. “We can always do the things the Boss wants us to do on the side.”

They considered that for a moment.

“Or maybe we’ll keep the Boss happy, and do the checking on Ash on the side,” Jessie suggested. “We do have a teleporter, even if he’s the laziest Pokémon in the world.”

“Nah, he ain’t dat,” Meowth said. “There was an award thing a few years back, a Snorlax won it. Of course, he only won it ‘cause he was the only finalist whose trainer dragged him up there…”


Alice.

Alice looked up, seeing Darkrai and Dialga hovering over the playing system.

Dialga’s power played over the machinery, restoring it to full functionality, and Darkrai landed in front of Alice before offering her an elegant bow.

When I first saw you, I mistook you for your grandmother, the Dark-type said. When I saved you from falling, you mistook me for Tonio. But I feel that neither mistake is one which insults anyone – I am honoured to be compared to Tonio, your friend.

“I – I see,” Alice said, as Darkrai rose back to his full height. “But… how are you talking to me? I thought you could only do that if someone was asleep.

You are asleep, Darkrai told her, reaching out his hand and giving her a small green object. You just need to wake up-


-Alice jolted awake, and looked around.

Darkrai was nowhere to be seen, and nor was Dialga. But the Space-Time Tower mechanism was sparkling new, and a folded-over laurel leaf whistle rested on her palm.

“Alice?” Alberto called. “Ash and his friends say they’re leaving fairly soon!”

“All right!” Alice replied, putting the whistle carefully in her pocket.

As she left the room, there was a click from the mechanism. A soft tune began to play, lending a spring to her step as she descended towards the ground floor.


“I think I need to challenge Ash to a battle some time soon,” Gary said.

“Why’s that?” Molly asked, looking up from where her Pokémon were playing catch. “Is something wrong?”

“Oh, just that he seems to have forgotten I exist again,” Gary replied, holding up Dee’s screen. “I always find out about this stuff from the news.”

“A battle,” Umbreon mused, as Molly took Dee to have a closer look. “I could get behind that.”

She looked aside at Anorith. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s amazing this stuff didn’t exist back before I got turned into a fossil,” Anorith replied, plucking up some grass. “I’ve seen it hundreds of times, but it’s always pretty amazing.”

He looked up. “But about a battle with Ash? Not really interested, sorry.”

Umbreon shook her head. “Why not?”

“Self-preservation.”


“Wow…” Serena said.

She pointed at the screen. “Look at that, Blitzle! Can you imagine what it must be like to see that many Legendary Pokémon in one place?”

Blitzle moved a little closer, watching as Mewtwo rose into the air, and as red beams returned two or three Pokémon in the group. Then he took a startled step back as the whole collection of Pokémon vanished at once.

“It’s a pity there’s not more,” Serena said, calming him with a stroke along his mane. “And… oh, looks like they’re showing stuff they got before.”

She smiled faintly, watching everyone running around in surprise at all the powerful Pokémon, then stopped. Stared.

Grabbing the remote, Serena paused the news.

“Serena, dear, what is it?” Grace asked.

Serena leaned forwards, counting. “Togekiss… Mamoswine… Ambipom…”

She passed the remote over to her mother. “Sorry, Mom… I’ve got an email to write.”


AN:


So that’s where I’ve been for the past few weeks.

It’s been interesting doing this particular one, not least because a few people appear to have assumed that – as I didn’t update for a few weeks – I was dead.

I’ll take it as a vote of confidence on my ability to produce the story at speed!

Apart from that – well, there are a few changes here, both to the plot as a whole and to the team in particular.

I’d also like to voice my thanks to everyone who’s helped me produce this story, especially by providing proofreading or inspiration.






251. Sinnoh 14


“Thanks for the lift,” Ash said. “I really appreciate you spending time to help us out like this.”

“It’s not a problem,” Mewtwo replied, speaking out loud for the benefit of any Dark-types present. “I’ll be glad to help out with the other things you mentioned as well, I just have some details to sort out online.”

He raised his right hand, and a laptop materialized out of thin air.

“I keep it at my office,” he explained to Ash, folding it open with a gesture and booting it up. It started in moments, and the Psychic-type feline began typing away from a distance of about a foot.

“What are you doing?” Pikachu asked.

“Well, several of my employees came with me to sort out the Alamos Crisis,” Mewtwo explained. “And as I’m their manager, I need to do their paid time off authorization as well as my own. I’m booking them in for a half-day each… call it ‘urgent public relations duties’… and myself for the rest of the week, so I can continue to travel with you.”

“Why do you need to sort that out, though?” Ash asked curiously. “I mean, can’t you just say it’s okay?”

“Let us just say that I would prefer to do things by the book, since it is not a major problem for me to do so,” Mewtwo explained. “It is partly a philosophical matter, and partly that it ensures that I do not treat myself differently. In an odd way, I value being held by the rigid logic of a time off tracker.”

The screen blanked as Mewtwo finished his task. “There we go. I have also informed Mossdeep as to the reason for the delayed launch today.”

“I have to admit, ‘there was a danger of the universe collapsing’ is the kind of thing most scientists don’t hear as a reason not to do an experiment,” Pikachu said.

“You would be surprised,” Mewtwo replied dryly. “If you won’t need me for a bit, I think I’m going to go and make sure Mew hasn’t gotten into the sugar.”

Ash nodded, and turned to the Pokémon behind him.

“You guys…” he began. “Thanks – I don’t know how to say just how much I’m glad you guys are my friends.”

“But… most of us didn’t even manage to turn up until it was over,” Houndoom protested. “I had to come along in a Pokéball carried by Mewtwo!”

“I know, but that’s okay,” Ash told him. “All of you – you were ready to fight some of the most powerful Pokémon, to come even though you knew you might get trapped. Even though you knew it was dangerous – and even when you could stay out of that danger.”

“We didn’t really have a choice,” Kingler said.

“I have to agree,” Ivysaur nodded. “Ash, you’ve been a great trainer… and you’re a great person – but you’ve taught us all how to be brave Pokémon, by example.”

Ash smiled. “I… thanks, Ivysaur. All of you.”

He looked back to the side. “And… most of you haven’t met her yet, because the circumstances were really kind of odd, but… this is Kari.”

The Honedge floated over to hover in front of the assembled group of Pokémon.

“Well, this is odd,” she said. “It was but a short time ago by my own reckoning that I prepared to go to fight in a battle, bearing a sword, and now I have become one.”

Tyranitar raised a hand.

“Um… I have a question,” he began. “You weren’t always a Honedge?”

“Indeed not,” Kari replied. “I was a human, a belted knight by the name of Kari Burns, and I fell in battle many centuries ago as best we can reckon. It now appears that one of the odd circumstances that cluster around Sir Ketchum has raised me into the form of a Ghost Pokémon.”

She shook her crossbars back and forth. “It is a new experience to me as much as to any of you. But I shall endeavour to take it as it comes.”

The next hand that went up was Lucario’s.

“Yes?” Kari invited. “What say you, Messer Lucario?”

“How do you know the term Pokémon?” he asked. “It’s only a couple of hundred years old.”

Kari stopped.

“I… suppose it must be something I learned without perception, when I was but a lifeless blade,” she decided. “How peculiar.”

“What about…”


As the conversation continued, Donphan rolled out of the group and up to Ash.

“Did you plan for this?” he asked, indicating Kari starting to loosen up and talk more freely.

“I thought it was worth trying,” Ash replied. “You’re all great Pokémon, so I decided it would help make her more comfortable.”


At about the same time, some miles to the north, a young trainer with purple hair sank to her knees.

“That was… so intense…” she said, panting. “Lucario?”

“I’m still all right,” her shiny Lucario replied. “And so is Electabuzz, just about.”

“Yeah, it’s a good thing we won then,” Casey agreed, rising to her feet. “Or we wouldn’t have had anyone left who could handle electric attacks.”

“I could have given it another go,” Lucario volunteered loyally. “I didn’t get all that hammered by the one I did take.”

“Thanks for the offer,” Casey smiled, walking a little hesitantly across the field. “But I’m gratified enough you were a good pinch hitter.”

She picked up the Ultra Ball, and opened it.

Zapdos emerged, and gave her a deep nod before saying something in low tones.

“He says he’s still standing by the agreement,” Lucario told her trainer, translating. “That you’ve impressed him all over again… and that the trick with the vines surprised him.”

“Thanks, Zapdos,” Casey told him, smiling broadly. “I’m… really glad you trust me that much.”

Zapdos spoke again.

“He says he’s especially interested in getting involved in a battle against Ash,” Lucario went on. “And he’s glad he got one of the yellow-and-black Pokéballs.”

Casey looked at the Ultra Ball for a moment, then laughed. “Maybe I should get everyone else one!”

Zapdos chuckled as well, and his spiked wings spread.

A whoosh of air, and he took off.

“He says he’ll visit often,” Lucario supplied. “To make sure you don’t need him.”

Casey watched him go, alongside her Pokémon.

“He kind of threw the fight, didn’t he?” she asked.

“Little bit,” Lucario agreed. “Otherwise he wouldn’t be able to fly away.”


“That was such great work, all of you,” Dawn told her Pokémon. “Especially Togekiss… that was so brave of you!”

“I had to,” Togekiss replied, hugging Dawn. “The others needed my help.”

“I know they did,” Dawn agreed. “But you were still really brave for going up there – and you did so well!”

She scooped up Pachirisu. “And this little lady kept that whole machine running for all the time it was performing Oracion! Well done both of you!”

“Hey, I was just…” Pachirisu protested, then relented and leaned into the hug as well.

As Dawn let her go, however, her Pokétch beeped.

“What was that?” Buneary asked. “An email?”

“Looks like,” Dawn agreed, checking the notification, then got her folding computer out. “Okay, let’s see…”

She blinked, then showed Buneary and Piplup the message.

Hi Dawn – Serena here.

We were just watching the news, and – was that you in that mess in Alamos Town? I know it’s in Sinnoh, and I saw what looked like some of your Pokémon, so I thought I’d check.

Are you okay? If not, did you hear anything about what happened?

Your friend,

Serena.

“Huh, I didn’t realize we were that big a thing,” Dawn admitted “I’d better… where did Mewtwo take us…”

“Pallet Town,” Ambipom supplied. “I recognize the hills.”

“Thanks,” Dawn told her. “I wondered how we were getting internet. Okay, I’d better send a reply to let Serena know we’re all right… let’s see now…”

She typed for a bit, then checked with her Pokémon. “How does that look?”

“Hi Serena,” Quilava read out. “Yes, that was us. Ash, Brock and I were in town when something really crazy happened, so we had to help out. Most of the Pokémon you saw were probably Ash’s or those of his other friends – I’m impressed you picked my team out.

We’re okay, but a bit shaken up, so we’re going to spend a couple of days calming down.”

“You know we can all read, right?” Piplup asked.

“I thought… never mind,” Quilava sighed. “Hopefully that’ll sort things out, I don’t see anything you might need to change.”

Dawn looked around the others, to see if anyone thought otherwise, then sent it.

“There we go,” she said out loud.


“It must be very hard for Tyrantrum,” Goodra said with a sigh. “He’s so new to this world, and now he’s having to cope with a big change to how he is as well. At least you and I had a good grounding first.”

“You’re right there,” Tyranitar agreed, as they watched Tyrantrum gingerly walking through the area where Houndoom’s relatives were playing with Rockruff. “Still, he’s a good Pokémon.”

Goodra shuffled to the side a bit. “Hi, Ash.”

“Hey,” Ash replied, sitting down between the two big Pokémon. “You guys okay?”

“We’re fine,” Goodra replied. “But I’m sorry I couldn’t be there when you were having trouble earlier, Ash.”

“Don’t worry,” Ash replied. “By the sounds of things, those drinks and things you were handing out were a great help to everyone who did get through, and I know you’d have been right behind them.”

He glanced up at Tyranitar. “And I’m not blaming anyone who didn’t get through. As far as I can tell, Palkia was the one who blocked the world off, and he was trying to keep out Dialga – and if you’re not able to break through something designed to keep out a Legendary Pokémon of time itself, then you don’t have any blame.”

Tyranitar put his hand on Ash’s shoulder, and nodded gratefully.

They watched as Mawile talked earnestly to Tyrantrum, and after a long moment Ash spoke up again.

“You two are okay with Mawile being with Tyrantrum a lot, right?” he checked. “I know you’re good friends of hers,”

“That’s right,” Tyranitar agreed, speaking for both of them. “But… well, I don’t mind at all, and that’s because Tyrantrum is the one who needs her help more. And I know Mawile’s going to be able to spend time with us later, but helping Tyrantrum is more time critical.”

“Good,” Ash said, with a smile. “I’m glad that’s not a problem.”

He snapped his fingers. “Oh, yeah, the other thing I wanted to do – I was going to let you know that Dexter’s told the Togepi Kingdom that we’re coming, and they’ve said we can stay the night if we want.”

“Or stay the knight?” Goodra suggested.

Ash chuckled.

“I just hope we don’t need to sleep where our official knighthood locations are,” he smiled. “I don’t think everyone would fit.”

“Depends if we’re in Pokéballs,” Tyranitar suggested.

“Well, even then,” Ash replied. “I mean, if Tyrantrum comes along…”

He was about to get up, but Dawn came hurrying over.

“Ash?” she began. “I’ve got a really odd question.”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “What’s wrong?”

“Well, not really wrong, but…” Dawn took the computer out from under her arm. “Look, do you remember a summer camp you took years ago?”

“How many years ago?” Ash asked, then shook his head. “Wait, hold on, that question’s got a really odd answer.”

“Not sure, but it was apparently run by Professor Oak,” Dawn explained. “I’ve got someone I’ve been talking to online pretty much since you reminded me, and she apparently met you once at a summer camp?”

“Huh,” Ash frowned. “Hold on a sec.”

He closed his eyes, and his breathing slowed down a little as he meditated. The process let him remember much more easily, and he went back through his memories before nodding suddenly.

“What was her name?”

“Serena,” Dawn replied.

“Yeah, I think I remember her,” Ash agreed. “She got lost and hurt her knee, I helped her out.”

“Well, she definitely remembers it,” Dawn supplied. “Apparently I never mentioned you before.”

“That’s a really odd coincidence,” Goodra observed.

“Yeah, a bit,” Ash agreed. “But it’s not much more odd than, you know, being in town the same day as any Legendary Pokémon attack.”

Piplup came running up, having fallen a long way behind Dawn. He tripped, staggered, nearly fell, and recovered himself just before falling on his beak.

“I guess we’d better think about how I should reply, then,” Dawn suggested.


“And did you get into any fights?” Sceptile asked.

“No, I didn’t,” Chikorita replied. “Did you get into any fights?”

“I got into a fight with a Legendary Pokémon,” Sceptile answered. “You should see what he looked like, though.”

There was a boumpf sound.

“Did Zorua just turn into a Palkia?” Meganium asked.

“Probably,” Sceptile said.


“There you are, Serena,” Grace said, looking up from the television. “Did you get a reply to that email you said you were going to send?”

Serena slumped down on the nearest chair.

“Mom,” she began. “I had such a bizarre conversation just now. You know that friend in Sinnoh I’ve been emailing?”

Grace nodded. “A little bit.”

“Well… those were her Pokémon I saw in the news broadcast, some of them anyway, but the reason she was there… she’s travelling with Ash Ketchum, Mom!”

Grace blinked, and Serena kept going almost without a pause. “You know, Ash Ketchum! I – the guy who saved me at summer camp in Kanto years ago? I just looked him up online, and – it’s the same guy who’s been using all those Legendary Pokémon!”

She shook her head. “It’s just… amazing to think of how many people he must have saved, how many Pokémon he’s met… I’m going to look up his League battles as soon as I can but just some of the stuff I saw is astonishing – he used a Ho-Oh in a League match! And one of the Pokémon he has is one so rare nobody had ever heard of it until it published a book!”

Grace hid a smile.

“And… on top of all that, he’s able to use this strange magic power thing, and…” Serena shook her head. “I can’t believe that my pen pal is friends with the boy who saved me as a little girl.”

“Serena, dear,” Grace began, trying not to laugh. “Is it possible you might have a crush?”

“Well, yeah,” Serena replied, quickly. “Who wouldn’t?”

“That’s one way to view it, I suppose,” Grace chuckled. “So, dear… does this change anything?”

“It changes all sorts of things,” Serena replied. “It means that Ash is… and… but…”

She subsided. “I… guess it means I now know something new about my friend, and it means I know more about a really good trainer than I thought I did. But…”

Blitzle tapped her hand, wondering what was wrong.

“Sorry, Blitzle,” Serena smiled. “Right, I guess the next step is to… well, find out more about Ash, so I know who Dawn’s going around with? I don’t want to just be constantly asking her questions.”

“I think the next step is to give Blitzle a walk again,” Grace reminded her. “You don’t want to skip steps in his training.”

“Right, sorry,” Serena flushed. “I’ll do that now…”

Blitzle perked up, liking the sound of that.


And here we are, Mewtwo announced. Welcome to the Mirage Kingdom.

Kari floated slowly forward, blade held in her sheath, and looked around.

“It’s so… strange,” she said softly. “Like… well, like a mirage, I suppose. The palace hill is there, but the curtain wall is gone.”

Removed two hundred years ago, Mewtwo supplied. After the Tokugawa peace had been in place for centuries, it was felt there was no longer a need.

“I see,” Kari mused. “And now the Kingdom is safe.”

“Mostly safe,” Ash corrected. “Something happened last year with an attempt at a coup. That’s how I got the knighthood, I helped out…”

“Funny, really,” Pikachu observed. “Some places give out knighthoods, others say thank you, others give you Mega Stones. It’s very uneven.”

Ash smiled for a moment, then subsided as movement up ahead indicated the arrival of a meeting party.

To his surprise, it was the whole Royal Family of the Mirage Kingdom – the King, the Queen, and their daughter Sara, along with a Togetic flying alongside Sara.

“Ash!” Sara waved. “It’s nice to see you.”

“Indeed it is, Sir Ketchum,” the King agreed, with a nod. “What brings you here?”

“Something odd happened recently,” Ash explained. “My friends and I were stopping Dialga and Palkia from killing one another, and as we did the ceremonial sword you gave me turned into a Honedge.”

“A Honedge,” the King mused. “So you would mean this very one?”

“Indeed he does,” Kari went on. “Sire, I am Dame Burns of this very kingdom, slain in battle nigh on six hundred years hence. I regret my absence from the Kingdom, and wish to assure you I would have returned had there been the chance.”

There was a brief silence.

“Kari,” Pikachu said. “You’re a Pokémon now. They didn’t understand any of that.”

Kari turned to look at him. “What? But… wait. Ash can understand Pokémon?”

Allow me, Kari, Mewtwo announced. My apologies, your Majesty, your Highnesses. A minor technical glitch.

He waved his hand. Please, Kari, speak. I will translate this time.

Kari repeated her words, and the King was shaking his head before she finished.

“Dame Burns, even in the greatest extremis the oaths of our knights were no more stringent than to swear you to serve faithfully for the rest of your life,” he told her. “Your oath is long fulfilled, and we have no hold over you.”

“I… thank you, sire,” Kari said, bowing her hilt a little. “In retrospect, you are taking this well.”

“Given what our most recent knights have done with their time, we’re kind of used to it,” Sara volunteered. “Thanks for saving the world, Ash!”

“Which time do you mean?” Lucario asked, speaking up for the first time.

“Oh, whichever,” Sara laughed.

“Then if you will not accept my service, Sire,” Kari spoke up suddenly. “At least allow me to aid Sir Ketchum – as a trainer, a Pokémon, and if need be a weapon in his hand.”

“Huh?” Ash asked, slightly confused. “You’re okay with that?”

“I will learn to be,” Kari replied.

“You know, my mother the last Queen never mentioned this would happen, when I was learning how to do this,” the King said. “In her defence, it is all a bit odd.”

He gave Kari a nod. “However – Dame Burns, I am honoured that you would offer, and if Sir Ketchum sees no problem then I will see no problem either.”

“I… sure, I guess,” Ash decided.

Kari exhaled, which was an odd thing for a sword to do. “Then… I think I would like to look around the kingdom a little, to see what else has changed.”


“So, kid,” Primeape said, looking up.

Tyrantrum looked up as well, to see if Primeape was talking to anyone else, then indicated himself. “You mean me?”

“Of course,” Primeape replied. “I heard you had a problem.”

“Yeah, kind of,” the big Dragon-type replied. “I’ve got this really odd situation, and I’m trying to work out how to avoid letting someone down or making them feel disappointed… I want to stay travelling with Mawile, but I’m too big, and…”

He shook his head.

“Well, I’m not sure how you can solve that, myself,” Primeape said briskly. “But I know someone who’s always very wise.”

He beckoned to Tyrantrum, and the Fossil Pokémon followed – mystified.

They passed by where Torterra and Infernape were laying out some decorations, then Primeape carefully brushed aside a curtain of ivy to reveal a small clearing.

“Just so you know, there is no way I can get through this,” Tyrantrum warned.

“It’s okay, I just left it because I didn’t have a reason to get rid of it,” Primeape shrugged. “Smash it if you want.”

“Well, I don’t want to,” Tyrantrum sighed.

He backed up a bit, and Primeape waited as the theropod took a more circuitous route, occasionally squashing a branch or knocking aside a shower of small twigs, before coming back around the side of a tree to stand in front of Primeape. “Sorry…”

Primeape shrugged. “This way,” he invited.

They crossed over a slight rise in the ground, and Primeape gestured.

“Snorlax,” he said simply.

Tyrantrum walked closer, a little gingerly.

“Snorlax is a very wise Pokémon,” Primeape said. “His wisdom is palpable. Stay a while and learn from him.”

Tyrantrum watched as Primeape sat down in the lotus position, then copied him as best was possible for a dinosaur with an awkward tail.


“All right, again!” Kari demanded. “This time, a high defence!”

Lucario flowed into an attack with his metal-claw-derived blade – not currently glowing with the fury of his Sacred Sword – and Ash swung his iron bar in place to block.

The impact made a whung sound, not musical but quite loud, and Ash stepped back a pace before swinging his bar again to block Lucario’s second attack.

“To the left!” Kari called suddenly, watching from the sidelines, and Lucario switched directions for his third attack. Ash blocked with his open palm and a flash of Aura, swinging the bar in for a riposte, and Kari spoke up again. “Stop!”

She let the word hang in the air, then went on. “I have seen enough, I think,” she judged. “Firstly, the good bits, Sir Ketchum – you were quick, even with such a heavy weapon, and your footing is very sure. I assume that that would be more of your clear skill with Aura.”

“That’s right, yeah,” Ash agreed, lowering the bar to his side. “It’s kind of second nature now.”

Kari absorbed that. “So noted. Now, the things with which I take issue. Firstly, you seem to show an over-reliance on the whole length of your blade. The further up you block the more leverage it exerts on your arm.”

“That’s partly because a lot of the impact is in the Aura, not the physical weapon itself,” Ash replied. “But… yeah, I get your point.”

“I should hope so,” Kari mused. “That speaks to the main concern I have, which is that your entire style lacks polish. It is workmanlike, and steady enough to serve, but you lack many of the important touches a proper school should teach. Indeed, even had you not told me, I would be able to tell you were almost entirely self taught.”

“I did get a lot of help from Absol,” Ash contributed.

“That may be part of it, I suppose,” Kari said. “An Absol would be unlikely to let you lack anything which might be essential, but she may not be able to determine what would or would not be useful to know.”

She rose a little into the air, unsheathing herself. “Sir Ketchum. I am entirely willing to allow myself to be borne by a brave knight such as yourself in my new lease on life, but I insist that you do your utmost to at least ensure your form is good.”

“Which form will you teach him?” Lucario asked. “One for a shorter blade or a longer? You’re definitely on the short side for an arming sword, at least for a full-grown man, but long for Ash’s current height… and yet he can swing you around like a sabre.”

“The mixed longsword form is the one I will use,” Kari stated. “A fusion of the longsword form in two hands and the arming sword form in one. It is versatile enough to make full use of Ash’s great strength without losing the ability to switch to two hands, and the one-handed form permits both the option to keep one hand free or the option to use a staff in the other hand.”

She considered. “From what I know of the staff forms, your skill there is difficult to improve upon. But for the sword, the first lesson is in your resting form. Take up your stance.”

Ash did so, and Kari examined it for a moment.

“Feet are good,” she said. “Doubtless from your background in unarmed combat. But raise the tip of the sword a little, lower the hilt… that’s better… hold that position except when blocking.”

She swept herself in to make a sudden attack, and Ash raised his iron bar to block with a whunnng before sliding back into his starting posture. Again, and this time he had to block twice in succession.

“Good,” she told him, as he moved back to the basic stance. “You didn’t fall for the trap – an opponent may not always give you the chance to recover your stance, so you need to be able to shift between the block stances without returning to the resting stance.”

Lucario raised a hand, Dexter open in his other one.

“Yes?” Kari asked.

“Did you know that there are literally no remaining instructors who know exactly what arming-sword combat was like?” he said. “Except you. I think we should probably be recording this.”


“Um… Primeape?” Tyrantrum asked, a little hesitantly.

Primeape looked up at him. “Yeah?”

“…Snorlax has just been snoring at us for half an hour,” Tyrantrum said. “I… really don’t think I’m getting whatever wisdom he’s supposed to be passing on.”

The Fighting-type considered that.

“I’m afraid I can offer no more help,” he decided. “You are not enlightened.”

“It’s sunny, so I thought I was quite well enlightened,” Tyrantrum frowned.

Snorlax rolled over onto his side and kept snoring.

“I’m just passing on the judgement,” Primeape shrugged. “What you do with it is up to you.”

Tyrantrum began to walk away, then turned back. “Thank you for offering, even though I didn’t get anything useful,” he said, nodding to Primeape – and to Snorlax as well, to be scrupulously polite.


“That was odd,” Iris said, sitting back as she turned the TV off.

Excadrill looked up at her, then shrugged.

“Oh, just… last time around, I think I saw a few news stories about that kind of thing,” Iris replied. “You know, like a thing about a kid who rode on a Lugia, or something about a city being shut down for hours… but I never thought about who was involved, because I didn’t think it was relevant. It was just one of those things that happened.”

She saw Excadrill was unimpressed with the line of conversation. “It’s true!” she protested. “And I kind of thought it was a bit exaggerated. But now, whenever I see something amazing being mentioned on TV that’s within a thousand miles of Pallet Town, I can’t help but look to see if Ash is involved – and he usually is, as well.”

She indicated the quiescent screen. “I mean… you saw the same thing I did, right? It said Ash was involved in saving a town from Dialga and Palkia, and then he saved Dialga and Palkia too! And it’s only now I really feel like I have the right perspective on that – the first time around I didn’t really know to pay attention, and this time I was convinced Ash was this amazing super-trainer. And… maybe he is, I don’t know. But now I’ve been on those kinds of adventures with him, and…”

After a bit of thought, Iris shook her head. “I’m really not putting this well, am I?”

Excadrill shrugged, inspecting his claws.

“Oh, whatever,” the young Dragon Tamer shrugged. “I kind of hope I get a chance to see Dialga or Palkia, though. Or Giratina. They’re part of why I think the Dragon type is the best type – no offence.”

The look her starter gave her eloquently served notice that some had been taken.

“Maybe I should ask Ash what happened,” Iris mused. “See what his perspective is.”


“All right!” Corphish called. “Go!”

Noctowl spread a wing, and an illusion appeared. The illusion was of a Spearow, and it cawed at the Water-type before jumping into the air and hovering there.

Corphish broke into a run, turning both claws towards the Spearow, and began using Bubblebeam. Little blue-white packets of light went all over the place, pocking the ground and blowing wood chips out of the trees, and Noctowl used his Extrasensory to shield himself from the barrage.

Ten or so seconds into the attack, the illusory Spearow took its first hit.

“Missed,” Corphish said to himself, annoyed.

“I should bally well say so!” Noctowl agreed. “That was at least six hundred shots if it was a one, and you’ve only gone and missed with five hundred and ninety-nine of them!”

The strigine Pokémon rotated his head until it was sideways. “And you’ve ruined the whole bloody area, as well… not on, old chap.”

“No, I mean I missed with that one,” Corphish clarified, waving a claw vaguely at the illusion. “I’ll need to work on getting less accurate.”

Noctowl’s head swivelled the other way. “What, what?”

“Maybe I need to close my eyes,” Corphish said to himself. “Or trust in the… Power.”

“At this point I think levitating rocks at your target would only improve the situation,” Noctowl commented, preening a little. “They might actually hit, which you seem bound and determined to not do with the Bubblebeams.”

“Consistency is an important part of a battle style,” Corphish shrugged. “Let’s try again.”


Ash sat down, rubbing his wrist a little.

“Is something wrong?” Mawile asked.

“Not really, just did a lot of blocking in a new stance,” Ash explained. “It’ll be fine.”

He looked up at Tyrantrum, who was large enough to be hard to ignore in any case. “What was it you wanted to ask about, Tyrantrum?”

“Well…” Tyrantrum began, toying with his hands – putting one over the other, then reversing their position over and over. “I wanted to ask if your Pokémon needed to get into battles.”

He looked down at Mawile. “I like Mawile, and – I’d like to spend more time with her. But it wouldn’t be fair to make her stay here all the time, and I think I’m a bit big to travel with you now like I am.”

“You don’t need to get into any battles, no,” Ash replied. “But… are you suggesting that you’d like to be my Pokémon?”

“I don’t really want to be,” Tyrantrum said, trying to answer as honestly as possible. “It’s a bit of a scary idea. But it seems like the best way to sort out the problem, and if it means I’m a bit uncomfortable… I don’t mind that bit. It’s something I can get used to.”

“You don’t need to do it if you’re uncomfortable,” Mawile told him. “Not if we can work something else out!”

Tyrantrum frowned. “I’ve been trying to think of something else, but all the options have problems…”

Ash flipped Dexter open, and started typing.

“Don’t you want me to be one of your teammates?” Tyrantrum asked. “I… understand if-”

“No, that’s not it at all!” Mawile interrupted.

She held up a hand, and sighed. “Sorry. I just think there should be a way to make this work without making you unhappy.”

“Sorry,” Tyrantrum blushed. “And… I think what makes me uncomfortable is just that I don’t want to be the odd one out of Ash’s Pokémon. The only one who doesn’t do battles.”

“I did have an idea,” Ash replied. “I was just checking it… I was wondering how it works for kids to get a Pokémon before they become proper trainers, and it looks like you can have a trainer who’s not doing the League having Pokémon so long as someone does some forms to say it’s allowed.”

He looked up at the two Pokémon. “It might be a crazy idea, but… what about if Tyrantrum gets caught by Mawile?”

The two friends exchanged confused looks.

“I… didn’t know that happened,” Tyrantrum admitted.

“It usually doesn’t,” Ash said. “But I bet there’s a Zorua out there somewhere who’s become a trainer in secret… and Mewtwo technically has some Pokémon, too….”


“So… that’s about the shape of it,” James said, finally.

Giovanni put his hands together and said nothing, looking levelly into the camera for several seconds.

“All right,” he said eventually. “Let me see if I have all this correct.”

Raising one hand, he began to count off. “You have investigated all the Rocket cells in Sinnoh.”

“All the ones on the list,” Jessie clarified slightly. “If there’s one not on the list we didn’t check it.”

“I appreciate the distinction,” Giovanni allowed. “And you found… either nothing being amiss, or nothing at all.”

James nodded.

“It was really odd,” Jessie volunteered. “But yeah… nothing.”

“Though the guys in charge in places like Oreburgh had noticed somethin’ was funny,” Meowth threw in his two Poké. “Mostly the other guys disappearin’.”

“Very well,” Giovanni said. “In that case, there’s not much point continuing your investigation. After some careful consideration, I have a new plan.”

He pointed at them, one at a time. “I’m aware you know the young hero Ash Ketchum. For the forseeable future, your job is to keep track of him while he travels around Sinnoh. Sooner or later, someone like that will run into the crux of the problem Team Rocket has been having.”

Giovanni smiled, just a little. “And when he does, you will find out as well. Help him or do not as you see fit, but either way report to me what the problem is. And solve it – by any means necessary.”

“Yes, boss!” Jessie saluted, James and Meowth doing so just a moment after her.

“Good,” Giovanni nodded. “You have your instructions.”

The video cut out.


Giovanni inspected the time, then looked up at Persian.

“Proton is coming in next,” he told the Normal-type.

Persian nodded, settling back down on his cushion.

The glint of awareness indicated he was quite ready to intercede if needed, however.


“Hmmm…” Mawile frowned. “What about this one?”

She adjusted her billed cap – one of Ash’s old ones she’d asked to borrow – and held up the Cherish Ball.

Tyrantrum tilted his head a little awkwardly to see it, and there was a clunk as his brow touched one of the overhead lights.

“Sorry,” he said quickly. “So… that one’s got a rocky look to it?”

“Yeah!” Mawile agreed. “There’s a whole shelf of them down here, but this one also has a kind of purple-yellow dragon fire effect coming through.”

Tyrantrum examined it more closely as Mawile held it up, then frowned. Seeing him do so, Mawile put it back and rummaged through again.

A little way along the corridor, Mewtwo spread his hands. They are not causing problems, he noted.

The stockist – one of the employees of Celadon Department Store – looked askance at the huge Dragon-type awkwardly fitted into the aisle. “They are a bit,” he replied. “How are they going to get out?”

The same way they got in, Mewtwo told him. Forwards.

Seeing the stockist looking worried, Mewtwo made a conciliatory gesture. No, don’t worry, that was a joke. I will teleport Tyrantrum out.

“That would be good,” the store employee said with a sigh of relief. “I don’t fancy tidying up the whole shelf if one of them knocks it over…”

Mawile held up another Cherish Ball, this one a simple brick-red with a pattern of scales picked out on it, and Tyrantrum thought carefully before giving a nod.

“Great!” Mawile cheered. “All right, let’s go sort out getting it!”

Mewtwo extended his hand, and Tyrantrum teleported over to the area by the checkout.

Did Ash give you enough money? He asked Mawile.

“Yep!” Mawile replied. “I double checked before I started looking at the shelf!”


“What does the guidebook say?” Concordia asked.

“It says… hold on,” N requested.

He looked down the index, leafed to the right page, then checked their surroundings.

“Yes, it is here,” he determined. “This is the Nimbasa Gym.”

Walking forwards, he knocked on the door.

A young man in a finely tailored shirt opened it, and gave N a look up and down. “Trainer?”

“Well, yes, though not the normal sort,” N replied. “I was wondering if you could answer a few questions about gyms.”

“Of course,” the man agreed, opening the door to let them in. “Ask away.”

N entered, followed by his sisters and by Zorua, and the group took seats in the entrance area.

“So, what do you need to know?” the young man asked.

“Well, firstly, how gyms work,” N began. “I understand that people challenge them, but beyond that I’m not really sure.”

The simplicity of the question confused the person they were talking to, but he shook his head a little and tried to answer. “Okay, so… the way it generally works is that you’re either learning from the gym leader or you’re there to challenge them. If you’re learning from them, you’re picking up the finer points of using their particular Pokémon type – such as Electric types, for Nimbasa – while if you’re there to challenge them, then the Gym Leader gives you a battle which tests if you have enough skill.”

The young man gave N a look over, then continued. “Since you’re new to being a trainer and – I assume – don’t have any badges yet, Elesa would give you an easy battle to start with. That’s just to test you’ve got the basic skills a trainer needs – later on in your journey your battles will be much harder.”

“I see,” N nodded. “So Elesa has a lot of Pokémon?”

“Yes,” the young man confirmed. “Effectively her Pokémon move up the scale as they get more powerful. She has some teams she uses for very high level fights, teams for the very low level battles, and in between she uses her judgement.”

N took that in as well.

“And badges indicate how skilled your Pokémon are at battling, I see,” he said.

Seeing the baffled look on the young man’s face, Anthea spoke up. “We were homeschooled,” she explained. “It’s only recently that my brother became a trainer.”

“Right,” the gym trainer said dubiously.

“I think I’d like to see what one of these gym battles is like,” N decided. “Are there any other rules I should know about?”

“Well, Elesa will tell you about any special rules,” the young man said. “But, well… she’s not actually in at the moment. She’s doing a fashion shoot.”

“I thought being a gym leader was a job?” N asked.

“The hours are good.”


At a tree somewhere in Hoenn, four Pokémon appeared with a faint flicker of light.

“Thank you,” Sceptile said formally.

My pleasure, Mewtwo replied. I’ll be back in a few hours.

He vanished again, and the remaining three Pokémon approached the tree.

When they were close, just close enough for the other inhabitants of the tree to notice them, Sceptile halted and took a breath.

“Behold!” he called up. “I bring my son, here to learn the ways of his ancestors! He is young and strong, a noble addition to our shared blood! I bring him here to be entered into the legends of our people!”

There was a long moment of silence, then a peal of laughter.

A Grovyle came bounding down out of the branches of the great tree in a blur of green movement, bouncing from branch to branch to trunk to land with a thud on the leaf-litter.

“You actually did it!” Grovyle laughed. “I can’t believe you did it!”

“Did what?” Chikorita asked.

“I thought you said this was a custom of your people!” Meganium remembered. “Why is she laughing?”

“Well…” Sceptile began, suddenly blushing and rubbing the back of his neck with one clawed hand. “You know how this is my aunt, right?”

“We met when I healed the tree, I think?” Meganium asked. “I don’t think she’d evolved then, though.”

“Yes, this is our first time meeting since my evolution,” Grovyle agreed. “But I think Sceptile might be distracting you.”

“I’m not, not really,” Sceptile denied. “It’s just that it takes a bit of explaining.”

He took a deep breath. “So we had a joke, way back when I was young. She told me that if I ever had a child I should introduce them like that – a really ridiculously over-the-top formal way…”

Meganium shook her head, trying to conceal a smile, then shrugged. “Well, I suppose it was fairly funny.”

As she came to that decision, Grovyle knelt down by Chikorita. “It’s nice to meet you, young one.”

“It’s nice to meet you too,” Chikorita said. “You’re my great-aunt, right?”

“That’s correct,” Grovyle confirmed. “Do you have time to stay for a meal? I’ll see what’s available.”

“That would be nice,” Meganium replied. “I think it’s good for Chikorita to meet his relatives.”

“That’s a very noble goal,” Grovyle volunteered. “I think so, anyway.”

With that, she crouched, then jumped-and-glided to the trunk of the tree and climbed with an easy motion.

“When did you meet Grovyle before?” Chikorita asked, curious.

“Meganium was helping to heal the tree,” Sceptile explained. “It was close to death when we arrived, but your mother’s Heal Pulse really turned things around for it.”

Chikorita took that in with a frown of concentration, then nodded. “Okay.”

He looked up. “Are all those Treecko younger than you?”

“Most of them are older,” Meganium told him. “Like most of Ash’s Pokémon, your father and I evolved a lot quicker than normal.”


“So what I’m saying is…” Muk spread his pseudopods. “It’s easy for someone like me to feel like people really don’t respect stinky things. But what gives me hope is… cheese.”

Ash blinked. “Cheese?”

“Cheese!” Muk agreed. “It was such an amazing thing to find out that the smellier the cheese is the more people respect it.”

“Even if it’s from a distance,” Pikachu mumbled, somewhat nasally.

“There are some cheeses which people really like, and which will make the whole house smell the same even if they’re wrapped up inside a sealed fridge!” Muk waxed lyrical. “And then there’s the most amazing ones, which are from Corsica… I hope to try one, some day.”

He frowned slightly. “The only problem is that they’re banned from public transportation vehicles. Something about the danger of a crash.”

“Maybe Mewtwo can go and get you some?” Ash suggested.

“That would be nice,” Muk said. “Could you ask?”

Ash nodded.

As he walked away, looking for Mewtwo, Pikachu took his paw off his nose. “How did you cope with that conversation?” he asked.

“Same way I use Aura to avoid being affected by sandstorms,” Ash pointed out. “Airslip.”

“…you couldn’t have said something?”


“Remember when we founded this restaurant?” Cress asked. “How we wanted word-of-mouth to spread that we were good for any trainers or Pokémon to come and visit?”

“Of course I do!” Cilan agreed. “And isn’t it a wonderful thing that it’s working?”

“Yes,” Cress smiled. “I don’t have a problem with it working. It’s just that, well, it’s working better than I expected it to…”

Chili came bustling into the kitchen. “Another order for the party on the balcony. A 42, a 38 and three 12.”

“Got it,” Cilan nodded, already checking on the pizza oven. “How are they enjoying their pasta?”

“Well, the Zapdos has added quite a lot of salt to his, but the Articuno’s quite happy,” Chili reported. “And the Moltres’ plate caught fire, but that seems to be how he likes it.”

“I’ll make one of the 12 with extra olive oil,” Cilan decided. “That way it’ll be nice and flammable for a pizza en flambe!”

“That could be a new sensation,” Cress suggested, dicing up leeks for the risotto the Bird Trio outside had also ordered. “I think… yes, the pizzas should be about eighteen minutes and the risotto will be more like thirty. The jumbo bread platter’s already done, tray four.”

Chili nodded his thanks, picking the tray up.

“Do you think it all started when that Keldeo brought his friends to visit?” Cress suggested. “I wonder how he heard of us…”
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“Thanks, Mewtwo,” Ash said with a smile. “This is just the right place.”

I should hope so, Mewtwo replied, having remembered he didn’t have to speak out loud for Ash because Miracle Eye existed. Don’t hesitate to ask for help in future, Ash – the worst that can happen is that I will say no, of course.

“Right,” Ash agreed. “But you do have your own company to look after, too, so I’ll only ask when it makes sense.”

That sounds like a fine plan, Mewtwo stated.

He raised his hand, paused a moment to see if anyone had anything to say, then vanished with a pop.

“Where are we?” Tyrantrum asked. “Sorry, I didn’t hear you say…”

“We’re just on the way into Hearthome City,” Ash told him. “That’s the next stop on our journey, because there’s a Contest coming up here.”

“Okay,” Tyrantrum said, then tilted his head. “Am I going to be able to watch this one? I’m bigger than I was last time.”

“We’ll work out a way,” Brock assured him. “We might need to ask the people running the Contest, but we’ll do it.”

“Thanks,” the Dragon-type smiled.

“Maybe… hmmm, what kind of Contest is it?” Mawile asked, wondering. “I know there are some where you’re allowed to use different Pokémon in the appeal round and the battle round, so maybe if that’s how this one works… Ash, are there any Pokémon of yours I could borrow?”

“We could do that, yeah,” Ash agreed. “But we’d need to check before we made any plans.”

“Right,” Mawile agreed, adjusting the cap she was still wearing.

“What else was there about Hearthome…” Pikachu asked.

“I remember it well,” Infernape said, before exhaling. “But it doesn’t matter.”

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Ash checked.

Infernape nodded.

“Good, then,” Ash said.

“What’s a Contest?” Kari requested. “I do not remember hearing of that term.”

“Do you want to explain, Dawn?” Ash suggested.

“Explain what?” Dawn replied, a little confused.

“I asked what Contests are,” Kari reiterated.

There was silence for a few seconds, then Dawn’s face cleared.

“Kari,” she said, delicately. “Did you know you’re now speaking Pokémon? And not human?”

The Honedge twisted a little in her scabbard, looking at Dawn. “Again? I was trying my best!”

“Dawn’s right.” Brock shook his head. “I should have remembered. Anyway, what Kari was asking was what Contests are.”

“Ah, okay,” Dawn nodded. “Well, this is going to be kind of a simplification, but hopefully it should help out anyway. The idea behind a Contest is that it tests how well Pokémon can make their moves not just powerful but spectacular…”


“I think we’re getting a few more odd looks than normal,” Pikachu said, looking around from Ash’s shoulder.

“I wonder what it could be,” Lucario mused.

His paw went to his chin. “The recent TV appearance of several of us fighting Legendary Pokémon. The obvious sword which is occasionally holding a conversation. The Tyrantrum. The Mawile wearing a billed cap. Or just the usual.”

“All right, you’ve made your point.” Pikachu flipped his tail back and forth. “Such as it is.”

He tapped on Ash’s shoulder. “Do you think we should visit Amity Square? We might draw a bit less attention there.”

“Good idea,” Ash agreed, shading his eyes. “I… huh…”

“Something wrong?” Pikachu asked, concerned, as Ash shut one eye and looked around again.

“I think Paul’s here,” Ash explained. “But there’s someone else as well – someone human – who’s showing up as a candidate to be reminded. And I can’t think of anyone except maybe Cilan who I haven’t reminded yet…”

“Cilan is the guy from Unova, right?” Dawn checked. “Did he seem like the sort to end up somewhere else like that?”

“I don’t think so,” Ash replied cautiously. “But he might be… we’d better go and see.”


A few minutes later, the friends followed Ash down brush-lined paths towards the centre of Amity Park.

“Just this way,” Ash said, one eye closed, then rounded the next corner and stopped.

Dawn nearly bumped into him. “Ash? What is it?”

Ash turned. “I found who it was I can remind, and it’s not Cilan – it’s Cynthia.”

Dawn raised a hand, paused, then lowered it again. “That does make quite a lot of sense. We did run into her a lot.”

“Yeah, but now how do I ask her properly?” Ash said. “It’s kind of an odd question.”

“Well, you said you saw Paul as well,” Brock pointed out. “Was there anyone else with her? Because you could just go right up and ask, otherwise.”

“I don’t think there was anyone else,” Ash replied.

“Ash?” Lucario asked.

“Then just go ahead and ask.” Dawn shook her head. “It’s not a difficult concept, and you should have a lot of practice at this by now.”

“Yeah, but Cynthia’s a Grand Champion,” Ash countered. “And everyone else is just… friends. It feels awkward.”

“What does?” Cynthia said.

“You know, having to-” Ash began, then noticed who had spoken. “Oh, uh, I guess you don’t know. Well-”

“It’s probably the time travel thing again,” Paul said. “He mentions it a lot.”

“Time travel,” Cynthia mused. “It’s the oddest thing I’ve heard since becoming Sinnoh Grand Champion, but not by much. All right, Ash, let’s hear it.”

Ash stood with slack jaw for a moment, then closed it. “Sorry, it just – it sounds odd that you know who I am…”

“You have won two Pokémon leagues – or three, depending on how much Drake of Pumello makes a fuss – and been important in saving the world several times,” Cynthia pointed out. “Besides, we met at Mossdeep.”

“Oh, yeah,” Ash realized. “Huh, I should have noticed you could be reminded then, I must have not used Aura Sight.”

“Reminded?” Cynthia repeated. “What’s that?”

“Okay, we may as well do this now,” Ash decided. “This is going to take a while to explain all the details, because it’s kind of complicated. Basically, I’m from the future, and since coming back in time I’ve been able to restore the memories of people and Pokémon who I knew well – though the rules on that seem a bit hard to follow exactly.”

“So that’s how you’re always in the right place at the right time,” Cynthia said, with the air of a mystery now solved.

“No, actually, that happened the first time around as well,” Brock corrected her. “Our working theory is that Ash’s luck is in a different language to the one everyone else uses.”

“It is?” Pikachu asked.

“It’s certainly mine.”


“So… if I follow this correctly…” Cynthia began, frowning. “Not only are you a time traveller, but so are several of your friends – indirectly, through you.”

“Yeah, and through the Lake Guardians as well,” Ash clarified. “We didn’t know they were involved until quite recently, though.”

He shrugged. “It’s kind of… something we’ve worked out as we went along.”

Cynthia’s Lucario glanced up at his counterpart in Ash’s team. “Did this happen to you as well?”

“Yes, but it’s a bit of an odd case,” Ash’s Lucario replied. “It’s… well, the best way I can put it is like this. I was one of the Pokémon who came back in time, but I was not part of Ash’s team. He saved me, and we connected well enough that he was able to restore my memories when he received my egg.”

“That… sounds like quite a coincidence,” the other Lucario said diplomatically.

“It was, yeah, we got really lucky,” Ash agreed.

“So we were connected on some level…” Cynthia mused. “You mentioned helping stop Team Galactic – how much of a problem were they?”

“Kind of a big one,” Dawn told her. “They kept trying to steal important things from museums and stuff.”

“And they would have started by now?” Cynthia went on. “I ask because we’ve never seen any sign of them at all.”

“That does sound a bit odd,” Brock frowned. “What about Team Rocket?”

“Oh, them,” Cynthia shrugged. “We know they’re there, but they don’t do anything nasty enough to get our attention.”

“But Galactic is trying to do things which are much worse than Rocket,” Ash said. “We know a Team Rocket team, and they’ve helped out sometimes when the world’s been in trouble.”

Cynthia shrugged.

“How do you do this memory restoration thing?” she asked. “Is it some kind of special meditation?”

“Actually, I just take the hand of the person I want to remind,” Ash told her. “All the effort is on my end, and there’s not a lot of it.”

The Grand Champion took that in, considering.

“Ash Ketchum,” she began. “The reason I’ve been considering this for so long is because of how unusual the situation is. I’ve decided that you’ve earned this trust.”

She offered her hand.

Ash reached for it, then hesitated. “Just to be clear – you mean you want me to remind you?”

“That’s exactly correct,” Cynthia said.

Ash touched her hand, producing a brief flicker of blue light, and she exhaled.

“I see,” she said, after some thought. “Thank you.”

“That’s one of the most reserved reactions we’ve had so far,” Lucario volunteered.

“That might be because they were looking at things the wrong way around,” Cynthia replied.

She waved a hand. “I knew it was coming, and I decided what I was going to do was to think about how my life made sense in the context of the new memories, rather than the other way around. And in that light, everything makes sense.”

“Does it?” Brock asked. “I’m surprised you’re not freaked out about Mega Evolution or the Fairy type, then.”

Cynthia nodded. “Yes, that bit is a little odd… but not as odd as the wholesale time travel.”

“You would be astonished how few people think of it that way,” Pikachu said.

Cynthia’s Lucario translated for her.

“Thank you,” the Grand Champion smiled.

“So… what now?” Dawn asked. “What are you going to do?”

“Not much different, really,” Cynthia told her. “Of course, I’m going to keep an eye out for Team Galactic, and have my Elite Four do the same, but apart from that I think things went fairly well the last time.”

She turned her attention on Paul. “If, that is, this young man has learned his lesson?”

Paul met her gaze without flinching.

“I think he’s getting there,” Ash said. “How’s Cranidos doing?”

Paul transferred his attention to Ash for a few silent seconds, then relented. “I’ve been putting her on a fast training regime.”

The trainer shook his head a little. “I don’t know what you think is too much, so I don’t know if I’ve learned whatever lesson you’re trying to teach.”

Ash thought about it. “I think… if your Pokémon are looking uncomfortable and upset before the start of a training session, that means you’re working them too hard,” he decided. “That means the training is too much for them to recover from, and they’ll go into the next session unable to get the full effect from it.”

Paul took that in with a nod. “Then… maybe I have. Maybe.”

“Just keep an eye out for it,” Ash suggested. “And-”

There was a bright flash of light, and Gary and Molly appeared with Gary’s Alakazam between them.

“Ash!” Gary said. “There you are!”

“Gary?” Ash asked, perplexed. “What are you doing here?”

“Well, at least you remember my name,” Gary muttered. “You didn’t call me in to help out at all in that thing in Alamos!”

He pointed. “I want to challenge you to – wait, is that Cynthia?”

Cynthia nodded to him. “Mr. Oak.”

“We just told her about the time travel thing,” Brock supplied. “She turned out to be someone else Ash could remind. Paul already knew.”

“Hello!” Molly said brightly, waving.

“Molly, it’s good to see you,” Ash smiled. “How are your Pokémon doing?”

“I’m giving them plenty of training, to make sure they’re ready for the Pokémon League!” Molly told him. “It’s still a long time to go, so I’ve got a lot of time to train them properly, which is good.”

“It’s always good to train your Pokémon well,” Cynthia agreed. “You seem like a smart young girl.”

Molly beamed.

“Now, what was that Mr. Oak was saying about a challenge?” Cynthia added. “I think I’d be interested in seeing that.”

“Well-” Gary began.

“I’m game,” Pikachu decided.

“Me too,” Lucario agreed.

Gary listened to his earbud, then smiled with a little shake of his head. “It sounds like we’re doing it now, then. Is it okay to have a battle in Amity?”

“So long as you both refrain from doing too much damage to the scenery, it should be all right,” Cynthia decided. “There is a stadium in Heartome, though, if you’d rather do it there.”


“Is there a reason we haven’t set off yet?” Moltres asked. “I’m pretty sure I know what we’re going to do.”

“Well, yeah, the basics,” Arbok replied. “But this is an important issue – how do we arrive?”

He waved his tail at the options on display. “There’s so much to choose from!”

“Why not… you know, the plane?” Moltres suggested. “The way we’ve been getting around for years?”

“There’s at least three reasons why not,” Arbok told her loftily. “Firstly, it’s not good for long-term surveillance – the balloons all have a much longer loiter time between needing to pick up fuel, and a couple of us know Fire type attacks so we can stay up there for days on end.”

He scratched his head with the tip of his tail. “Secondly, the average lifespan of any given balloon, robot, tank or other mechanical contrivance operated by our Rocket cell in close proximity to Ash Ketchum is roughly three days. The plane’s nice, which is why we’re leaving it in this underground hanger.”

“Actually, about that, why is there a great big underground hanger in Sinnoh for us to use?” Moltres inquired. “I got a bit of background information from… I think it was Seviper… and he said Jessie and James were sent here last time around to start up Rocket activities in Sinnoh.”

“Well, that’s one of those things I don’t know the answer to,” Arbok shrugged. “Maybe the Boss had more money to expand earlier, what with not trying to stop Mewtwo or whatever other plan it was last time. Or maybe he just flipped a coin, I don’t know how mafioso work.”

“I think the term’s ninkyo dantai, not that it matters,” Moltres shrugged, then blinked. “How did we get on this topic?”

Arbok indicated he had no real idea.

“Anyway, the third reason is?”

“The third reason,” the Poison-type resumed, “is that balloons have a lot more avenue for artistic expression.”

He indicated the discussion currently going on, which hinged on whether it would be better to use the old standby of a Meowth-balloon, switch to a more sophisticated version with a pair of fold-out Moltres wings, or just use a dirigible made to look like Wobbuffet.

“The more we look like a carnival balloon, the less likely people are to complain about us,” he said. “I think the record between complaints is three months.”

“That…” Moltres began, stopped, thought, then began again. “Now I think about it, that is actually pretty good for a large novelty hot air balloon flying all over the place and frequently shooting wildly off into the air.”

She tilted her head. “Are they close to a decision?”

“What about a Kecleon?” Jessie was suggesting. “We could just make it invisible?”

“A Fearow would crash into it in five minutes,” James countered. “Besides, we don’t have a Kecleon.”

“Nope,” Arbok summarized.


“There we are,” Cynthia said, pointing. “That’s Heartome stadium.”

“You said it again,” Ash noticed. “I thought it was a mistake or something, but… isn’t this Hearthome?”

“No, it’s Heartome,” Cynthia told him. “A lot of people make that mistake. In fact, as far as I can tell it’s the result of a mapping error – but so many people came here expecting Hearthome that someone set up a shop, and it got a lot of business, so it now has a park it calls Amlty Park and a stadium called Heartome stadium.”

“So it’s a fake Hearthome?” Dawn blinked. “That’s… odd.”

“People are like that,” the Grand Champion shrugged. “They’d probably call this Hearthome Town if there hadn’t been a big argument about it. It’s kind of like the minimum legal distinction required… sort of like if there was someone out there who looked just like Ash, except he had a Raichu instead of a Pikachu.”

“That’s already a thing, he’s called Ritchie,” Brock supplied. “Ritchie Getem, instead of Ash Ketchum.”

“Really?” Cynthia smirked. “I wonder why I picked that example…”

Molly giggled.

“Of course, the question does remain as to why you didn’t notice last time,” Cynthia added. “We did meet here, didn’t you notice it took days of walking to get to Hearthome afterwards?”

“I just assumed we got lost,” Pikachu said.

“Pikachu’s right,” Brock nodded. “I assumed Ash’s sense of direction had gotten us lost again.”

“Same,” Dawn nodded, most of her Pokémon concurring, and the agreement spread further after that.

“Come on, guys…” Ash sighed, and Cynthia chuckled.

“I take it you’ve assimilated the new information properly?” Cynthia’s Lucario asked.

Cynthia half-turned, giving her Lucario a confused look.

“You seemed subdued,” Lucario explained. “Not your usual self.”

“I was?” Cynthia asked, thinking. “Well, maybe…”

Shrugging it off, she fell back a few steps so she was halfway between Ash and Gary. “Do either of you have a preference for the type of battle?”

“I… don’t know, really,” Ash admitted. “Gary?”

“Well, I do know which of my Pokémon most want a workout, and I think a multi one-versus-one format would be good,” Gary replied. “What about… Ash picks which of his Pokémon to use for the first slot and announces it, I pick which of my Pokémon to use for the second slot and announce it, and then for the third we just go with whoever?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Ash agreed.

“Make sure you use some of your strongest Pokémon,” Paul told him. “Ones you trained from the start, not Pokémon who were already powerful like Legendaries.”

Ash frowned, thinking about that. “I… guess I could do that, yeah. I’ll just make sure Dexter knows I might be calling on his help…”


“A lot of these seats say Hearthome, not Heartome,” Molly noticed. “Why is that?”

“It saved money,” Cynthia replied. “They got the ones Hearthome replaced last time they upgraded the stadium. You can see why people get the two confused…”

She frowned down at the remote she was holding, then hit a command. “There we go.”

The scoreboard lit up, showing Ash and Gary and the Pokémon both had selected so far. Ash had chosen Pikachu for his first battle slot, and Gary’s Umbreon was in the second.

“Go!” Cynthia called, and Ash pointed forwards so Pikachu leapt off his shoulder. For his part, Gary threw a Pokéball, and his first choice emerged with a flash.


Pikachu watched warily as Gary’s Alakazam levitated a little way off the ground. The Psychic-type waved his hand in a flourish, sending both spoons into the air, then flashed a brilliant orange-white as Gary wasted no time Mega-Evolving him.

“Pikachu, stay calm and concentrate,” Ash advised.

The Electric-type waved his tail, then flicked it across and fired out a Shock Wave with a sudden fizzing BANG. The attack split into two branches, then four, then eight, then sixteen, spreading wider and wider, and all of them came focusing right back into Mega Alakazam.

“I hate Trace,” Pikachu sighed, having confirmed his suspicions, and watched carefully as Mega Alakazam spread his five spoons out wide to give him multiple attack angles. Two of them suddenly glowed, swivelling to face Pikachu, and the Electric-type was about to dodge away when Ash spoke up.

“Left!”

Trusting his trainer, Pikachu dove left. The attack Mega Alakazam had actually fired, a Shadow Ball, crashed into the turf where he’d been a moment before, and then the Psychic-type opened up with all five spoons and both hands at once.

Pikachu cloaked himself in a two-layer Counter Shield, trusting his electrical powers to at least be able to defend him even if attacking wasn’t an option, and spun up an Aura Sphere before breaking into a sprint towards Mega Alakazam.

His path was marked by a trail of explosions as he dodged, wove, jinked and ran, with Mega Alakazam firing massive attack sequences – Psybeam, Energy Ball, Shadow Ball, Dazzling Gleam, spoons charged with Fire Punch or Zen Headbutt or Drain Punch – and Pikachu slipping between them as best he could. More than once, a spoon punched through his outer shield only to be warded away by his inner shield as like repelled like, and on one occasion an Ice Punch came flicking in close enough Pikachu had to bat it away with his Iron Tail.

As he arrived, ready to ram his attack home, Mega Alakazam promptly teleported away – leaving a Future Sight bomb which blew Pikachu into the air, though the Electric-type used a pulse of Magnet Rise to control his landing and avoid too much injury.


“Wow…” Molly said, watching with amazement as Pikachu began flicking out a shower of low-powered Aura Spheres while on the run, tightening his Counter Shield to avoid being blasted around too much as he pressured Mega Alakazam’s shield in return. “There’s so much going on… it’s pretty!”

“You’re right, it is,” Cynthia agreed. “This is a good test of Ash’s Pikachu, because his primary way of actually dealing out damage is all but unable to do so.”

She looked down at the two unopened packets in front of her. “Though the other big question at this point is whether this is more of an ice pop fight or a popcorn one…”


“Pikachu, over here!” Ash called.

Pikachu intensified his electrical shield, then twisted the magnetic fields produced by the layers of the shield – just once.

Then he fired himself directly at Ash’s position, letting the shield explode outwards in the other direction to handle the recoil, and came sliding to a halt in front of his trainer.

“What is it?” Pikachu asked, watching as Mega Alakazam took the opportunity of the breather to reorder his spoons.

“I think I noticed something,” Ash explained. “It’s about that shield he’s using – he can’t see through it when attacks are hitting it. That might give you an opening.”

“You’re right, it might,” Pikachu agreed, thinking. “And… okay, that’s one thing, and I can use it if I get a chance, but there’s no way Gary is going to miss my setup.”

“There might be,” Ash replied. “I was just thinking… that shield of his doesn’t have Lightningrod, so your powerful attacks can hit his shield if it’s up…”


“That’s Ash Ketchum down there, right?” asked one of the locals. “Who’s that he’s fighting?”

The girl sitting next to him pointed up at the big screen.

“Who’s Gary Oak?”


Gary frowned, watching Pikachu run back out onto the battlefield proper. His Counter Shield blazed up, and the researcher-and-trainer’s frown grew deeper.

For some reason, he felt really annoyed.

“Watch out, Mega Alakazam,” he warned. “Pikachu’s going to try something.”

Pikachu accelerated with a burst of Agility, his shield flaring repeatedly as it deflected or drove away attacks by Mega Alakazam, then he hurled a shower of Aura Spheres at Mega Alakazam in quick succession. What followed was a new trick – a Signal Beam – and the attacks produced a bright scatter of energy off Mega Alakazam’s shield.

Staying in motion, Pikachu dodged back and forth, evading the less-well-aimed attacks Mega Alakazam was now putting out, and hammered the nearest spoon attack drone with a sudden Thunder.

Mega Alakazam drew the rest in under his shield to protect them, using them to form a second layer just behind the first, and Pikachu continued his offensive – mixing in Thunderbolts, now, making the shield ripple almost continuously, and staying on the move so that Mega Alakazam couldn’t just blow him into the air with a Future Sight.

As he did, his shield reordered itself into three layers instead of two, and they compressed so each formed a single ring – then began to rotate, winding around and around, building up more and more energy.

“Mega Alakazam, get ready,” Gary called. “You’re going to need to pulse your shield the moment you hear Pikachu finalize his Volt Crash – otherwise he’s going to break it!”

A broken shield would mean Pikachu could slam a Signal Beam through, and even the boost Mega Alakazam would get from his Traced Lightningrod would be cold comfort… but a shield which had been lowered for just long enough to avoid the Volt Crash wouldn’t let enough through to harm Mega Alakazam. So Gary raised his hand, ready to act.

For a long moment, Pikachu continued his barrage, and the spectators waited.

Then all three rings locked together.

Gary slashed his hand down, and Mega Alakazam pulsed his shield.

And Pikachu fired himself.


Pikachu whirled around, heading for Mega Alakazam paw-first, and readied himself for a Brick Break to punch through Mega Alakazam’s shield. His Shock Wave bolt, sent about a foot ahead of him as he flew, went straight through without stopping, and Pikachu promptly yanked the bolt back before it could be drawn into Mega Alakazam’s copied Lightningrod.

He slammed into Mega Alakazam’s spoons, scattering them, and then hit one of the long sides of his moustache. Grabbing on with all four paws, Pikachu used a burst of Aura to avoid his momentum carrying him off again, then fired a massive bolt of lightning to slap aside the first spoon that tried to hit him.

Mega Alakazam teleported away, then got hit in the side by a Signal Beam and discovered why Pikachu had been so insistent on getting close – the teleportation carried them both, meaning the Psychic-type couldn’t simply open the range again.

He snatched at Pikachu with a fist of psychic energy, and Pikachu clung on grimly – transferring himself from moustache to wrist to avoid Mega Alakazam cutting his own hair as a quick way of getting Pikachu off – before beginning to run all over Mega Alakazam’s back, using his Aura to keep himself strongly attached at all times.

His tail trailed streamers of lightning, some of them being absorbed into Mega Alakazam’s Lightningrod, but others went wider and curled around to keep the Mega’s spoons occupied with a continual barrage of electrical energy.

GET OFF! Mega Alakazam demanded, teleporting upside down to try and confuse Pikachu, then used all of his spoons at once to blast Psybeams at his back. Pikachu managed to evade two of them, reflected the third with his Iron Tail, and the last one he took with a grimace before swatting that spoon out of the air.


“Is it me, or does Pikachu have trouble with finishing the job with Pokémon who he can’t use electricity on?” Dawn asked.

“It’s just you,” Brock replied. “He has trouble with Pokémon who can teleport away from his close-range attacks and shield from his long-range ones, and who are powerfully psychic and who have immunity from his electricity.”

“Sounds overly specific to me,” Dawn chuckled. “Still, you need a challenge to keep you interested… what is going on up there?”

She studied the increasingly complex attack sequence overhead, where Pikachu was putting out so much electrical energy just fending off Mega Alakazam’s floating spoons that it was forming a kind of permanently visible current.

Then her eyes widened. “Oh – now I see!”

“Are you going to explain how you know?” Paul asked. “I can’t see anything up there…”

“I think it’s just because I know Ash,” Dawn said. “And his Pokémon are all a bit mad, but Pikachu especially is… yeah…”


Pikachu launched out a powerful ring of electricity, twisting and turning it as it went to connect to all three of Mega Alakazam’s remaining spoons before coming back to enter his tail. He slapped Mega Alakazam with a Force Palm, clinging on with his other three limbs, then began climbing up the back of the Psychic-type as he endured a series of increasingly forceful psionic blows.

Electricity streamed in from the ring towards Mega Alakazam himself as he tried to siphon off enough to regain control of his spoons, and Pikachu had to keep recharging it – making it glow brighter and brighter, as Pikachu ramped up his output to keep pace with the boost Mega Alakazam was getting.

“Hey,” Pikachu said, raising his voice over the crackling sound of lightning arcing from place to place. “Just wanted to point something out.”

He smirked, an Electroball forming around him. “You’re awfully negative today. Think positive!”

Mega Alakazam immediately worked out what Pikachu meant, but by then it was too late. The ring of electrical energy Pikachu had been maintaining suddenly collapsed, at almost exactly the same moment that Pikachu hurled the electroball directly into Mega Alakazam’s body.

His Traced Lightningrod absorbed all the electricity – all the electrical charge – and left Alakazam and Pikachu with opposing charges, which mattered a scant instant later as the ring collapse created an intense, polarized vertical electrical force.

Mega Alakazam was fired directly into the ground, hard enough to leave a crater, while Pikachu went so high he almost disappeared before coming back down to a Magnet-Rise cushioned landing.

“Whee,” he mumbled. “I should develop that some more.”

Cynthia watched for a moment, then nodded. “Alakazam has reverted and is unable to battle, and Pikachu is still standing. He wins the first match!”


“That’s something I can see Ash and Pikachu developing a lot in future,” Gary mused, returning his first Pokémon. “At least it didn’t go as badly as the previous time Alakazam battled Pikachu.”

He looked down at Umbreon. “Ready for this?”

“Yep,” Umbreon agreed, flicking her tail to the side. “I don’t know who I’m facing, I don’t know if I’ve got an even chance, but I’m pretty sure I can make them sweat.”

She shrugged, her ears bouncing. “And I don’t think anyone can be ready for the Pokémon you’ve picked for the number three slot…”

“Not really, no,” Gary nodded. “Okay, out you go.”

Umbreon loped onto the arena, now somewhat marked from the repeated lightning storms and the Alakazam crater, and Ash’s Lucario jumped out onto the grass to face her.


“Hmmm…” Cynthia’s Lucario mused. “I wonder who the Flying type was.”

“What’s that?” Cynthia asked, looking away from the incipient fight as she munched on her popcorn – having given the ice treat to her Glaceon as the only one able to keep it cold enough.

“Something I remember from years ago,” her Lucario explained. “I saw several Aura users in the sky, going north – I’m now sure I saw Ash, his Lucario as a Riolu, and his Pikachu, though they’ve all changed since then. But I’m wondering who the one flying them north was.”

There was a thoom from the arena, and both looked over – seeing Ash’s Lucario taking off with a flare of Aura from his paws, then Mega Evolving in a burst of light.

“Are you sure it wasn’t him?“Cynthia suggested, indicating the hovering Pokémon.

“Fairly sure, but now I want to learn how to do that…” Lucario admitted.


“All right,” Umbreon said to herself. “Let’s do this.”

She promptly caught fire.

Mega Lucario blinked, startled. “Um… what?”

The Dark-type smirked at him, then flicked her tail, and he caught fire as well.

Umbreon hurled the Flame Orb she’d been carrying at him, diving away as the Fighting-type knocked it out of the air with a Force Palm, and used Refresh to heal her Burn now it had been transferred to Mega Lucario. That done, she looked back – seeing a frankly intimidating number of Aura Spheres coming towards her – and put up a Light Screen shield, her rings flashing as she made it as strong as she could.

That also meant she made it as short as she could, to save energy, and she dropped it the moment it was no longer helping her stay in one piece. Dissipated blue Aura lit the area around her for a moment, and she dodged away from a Flash Cannon fired by Mega Lucario before fading momentarily out of sight.

Mega Lucario hurled an Aura Sphere, which shot after her unerringly despite her disappearance, and she pulsed her Light Screen again for a fraction of a second to avoid being hit. That confirmed her location, but she shot a Psychic at Mega Lucario and ran for another part of the arena.

Ash’s Pokémon evaded the attack by simply cutting his flight jets, landing with a whump on the grass, and crouched momentarily before launching himself across the grass. The flames of his burn trailed out behind him, mingling with the blue light of his channelled Aura, and he lashed out at Umbreon with a powerful kick.

Umbreon blocked again with a Reflect – timing it just right to soak as much of the force as possible – and slid backwards nearly to the wall before flicking another Psychic at him and breaking into a run.

“Stop stalling, please,” Mega Lucario requested, summoning two Aura Spheres in his paws. They both grew with lightning speed, and he smashed them together with enough force to turn them into dozens of seeker spheres.

The moment she saw that, Umbreon changed direction. She ran directly towards the seeker cloud, then jinked right – avoiding contact with most of them – and Light Screen-shielded as the two or three on the edge of the cloud were just about to hit her.

The rest of the cloud swerved around, following Umbreon, and she faded out again with another use of Feint Attack. Mega Lucario promptly closed one eye, to see where she’d gone, and saw that the Dark-type had used Agility to drastically increase her speed… running past him just as he noticed her.

With the seeker spheres following her.

Mega Lucario lashed out with his palm, channelling enough Aura to produce a great blue spike, and burst all the spheres before they could crash into him in their mindless pursuit of Umbreon. Whirling around, he slapped out a Vacuum Wave – which drew a bit of the fire into itself – and followed it as it went towards Umbreon, then the Dark-type dodged away and the effort was wasted.

Grumbling, Mega Lucario considered for a moment before putting something else together. He put his palms against one another, spreading them as he pulled together a larger and larger amount of Aura, then launched the resultant ball into the air and burst it with a lance of blue energy.

The fragments of the sphere rained down all over the battlefield, this time managing to catch Umbreon in a continuous attack for long enough her instant-shield wasn’t sufficient, and she shook herself as the dust slowly settled.

Mega Lucario’s paw blurred forwards, a Flash Cannon glowing on it, and Umbreon Light Screen-shielded again – then took another hit, as the Fighting-type delayed his attack just long enough that it caught her as the shield fell.

“All right, Umbreon!” Gary called. “Enough stalling!”

Umbreon’s tail flicked across, and something came tearing out of a paper bag concealed in her close-packed fur. Revealed now, it glowed a faint purplish-blue, and Umbreon smirked.

Then she broke into a run.


“What’s that?” Dawn asked. “I don’t recognize it.”

“It’s a Life Orb,” Brock told her. “They’re kind of rare, like Flame Orbs, and not easy to use. They make attacks stronger, but they do it by also making them much more tiring.”

As they watched, Umbreon whipped her tail at Mega Lucario. The Fighting-type stepped back slightly, getting his leg out of the way of the attack without ruining his counterattack, but as the tail passed him a kind of aftershadow of purple energy extended out to hit him in the ankle.

The blow made him stumble, and his double-Force-Palm strike went slightly wide. Not much, but enough that Umbreon could avoid the first attack and use her Reflect to block the second.

“Huh,” Dawn said. “So it’s kind of like another Umbreon is helping her out?”

“I don’t know, I only know very broadly what they do,” Brock confessed. “I never really had to pay much attention.”


Umbreon skidded to a halt, turning around to see where Mega Lucario was, then yelped and dodged out of the way of a spike of powerful flame. Her Light Screen shield flashed up, giving her enough time to get clear, and she controlled her slide around to where she could hit him with a Psychic attack again.

Mega Lucario began throwing Aura Spheres at her, these ones spaced out rather than the simple, easy-to-trick barrage of earlier. It took more of her concentration to deal with them now, as each Reflect or Light Screen did tire her out a bit, and Mega Lucario was able to produce and throw them fast enough that there was a danger one would slip through while she was recovering from blocking the previous one.

Picking her moment, she darted in again. This time, Mega Lucario evaded her attack with a much wider berth, but she had the energy of her Life Orb reach up as he reached the apex of his jump and yank him off-course. He landed hard, rolling backwards to come quickly back to his feet, and Ash spoke up.

“Uppercut!”

Mega Lucario nodded, once, and moved. He broke into a run, the flames he’d left trailing behind him and one fist covered in ice, and Umbreon watched with confusion – though not too much confusion, as she did move in quickly to use Foul Play again.

Barely evading her attempt at tripping him, Mega Lucario tightened his run until he was moving in a quickly-reducing spiral. He twirled once more, then punched upwards – forcing the pattern of hot and cold air to mix, hauling him bodily into the air on a plume of tornado-like wind.

Spreading both arms wide, Mega Lucario unleashed a torrent of Aura into the swirling wind. It intensified, spinning faster and faster, and Umbreon realized belatedly what was going on – as the turf of the arena ripped up, as she herself was plucked off the ground and into the air, and as Mega Lucario turned the entire middle of the arena area into one gigantic, fast-rotating Aura Sphere.

The heat from the flames still crawling over him bled into the air, and Umbreon was faced with an insurmountable problem. This wasn’t a single, precisely delineated attack – this was a constant one, like a sandstorm infused with Aura, and her Reflect shield simply wasn’t up to it.

At the time, of course, she mostly just felt like Mega Lucario had unfairly put her in a tumble-dryer – an impression reinforced as he began to dart around, hidden by the haze of dust and blue glow in the air, and knock her about in all directions with Force Palms and Low Kicks.


When the swirling storm finally faded, Mega Lucario went to his knees – exhausted by the effort of fighting for so long while actively on fire – but Umbreon landed with a thump on the grass, driven beyond her considerable endurance by the punishment the Fighting-type had dealt out.

Cynthia waited for several seconds, to see if it would be a mutual knock-out, then raised her hand. “Ash Ketchum wins that battle! Though it’s a very close one, I must say-”

As she spoke, Mega Lucario keeled over backwards.

“-as we’ve just seen,” Cynthia continued, barely missing a beat.


Latios rolled to the side, most of his attention on his pursuer, and dove – shedding height, faster and faster, until his altitude was measured in feet and he was just a racing blur.

It wasn’t enough to keep ahead – the Pokémon chasing him was every bit as fast as he was – but it was enough to confuse the issue, and when the first red beam of light flicked towards him he wasn’t where the attacker expected him to be.

Rolling once, Latios dodged again – avoiding that attack as well – but then the third one hit him in the small of the back.

All right, he allowed, floating back up. You win. Another go?

Sure! Latias replied. This time you be the one chasing me!


“Hmmm…” Gary mused. “Ash did win the first one pretty convincingly, but that second one barely counts as a win – not when Lucario lasted only a few more seconds.”

He examined his options, then sighed. “Yeah, there’s only one way this is going to go.”

With a flash, his final choice appeared on the field – just as Ash sent out his own choice, his Charizard.

Both trainers Mega-Evolved their Pokémon at once, and Mega Blastoise struck a pose. “So! I see you’ve reached your final form! Well, that’s not something a true hot-headed Pokémon has any problem with, because the tougher you get the more I’ll get stronger to punch right on through you!”

Gary seriously considered removing his in-ear translator.


Mega Charizard took off, wings rippling in the airstream he generated as he gained height, and looked over to Cynthia.

“Begin!” she called, and Mega Charizard opened fire.

He began with a Dragon Pulse, firing it so it hit the ground starting just in front of Mega Blastoise and then swept across the Water-type. His hope was that it might mean Mega Blastoise flinched, but instead there was an explosion of oddly spiralized water and then Mega Blastoise emerged from the mist plume.

Both his forearm cannons held great spinning drills, and he pointed one at Mega Charizard before firing it off.

Counter Shielding with a Dragonbreath, Mega Charizard climbed hard into the sky overhead. There was a wet explosion below him, but that just signalled that the single drill had spit into dozens upon dozens of smaller ones which all began taking independent paths across the sky towards him.

“These are my super-accurate water drills!” Mega Blastoise announced. “They eliminate the chance of missing the opponent!”

Mega Charizard banked around, rolled, and dodged – causing the drills to cluster through simple geometry – before picking one of the ones in the lead out of the swarm and hammering a lance of heat into it. That drill burst violently in a cloud of steam, the explosion powerful enough to flatten the rest of the drills against the surface of the pressure wave and dispel them.

Steel Wings closing around him for a moment, Mega Charizard plunged through the water before levelling out again and coming in for a tackle on Mega Blastoise.

The Water-type fired both hand-cannons at him, but this time Mega Charizard was close enough to catch them before they split into dozens of projectiles – swiping them with Dragon Claws and sending them in tattered bits to the ground. A Dragon Pulse came next, flashing out of Mega Blastoise’s main gun and twisting around to smack Mega Charizard in the side, and the draconic Pokémon used Steel Wing again to knock the attack away as best he could.

Both his forepaws reached out, grabbing Mega Blastoise’ fists, and wrenched the guns so they pointed away from Mega Charizard himself. Then the two Pokémon began struggling back and forth, one trying to get his cannons in place to score a blow and the other using his tail to hammer away with Dragon Tail and his mouth with Bite and Dragonbreath.

The clash lasted for only a handful of seconds, then Mega Blastoise simply fired a Hydro Cannon round straight up. It flew into the air, then detonated, and Ash called to Mega Charizard to fly clear again before the hammer of water came down.


“Is that Blastoise a bit… odd?” Paul asked.

He glanced at his Murkrow, and the Dark-type considered the question a moment before nodding.

“Most of that evolutionary line are quite strange,” Cynthia supplied, watching with interest as Mega Blastoise fired a barrage of water attacks up at Mega Charizard – with the odd extra feature that any time one of the water attacks was remotely disturbed it turned into ice with a faint krish sound. “Though this one seems exceptionally odd.”

She shaded her eyes as Mega Charizard fired down a Draco Meteor, and Mega Blastoise fended it off with water-drills from both his arm cannons and a really big one from his back-cannon. “Mind you, with these trainers that means less than it might.”

Mega Blastoise pointed both arm cannon down, firing them hard enough to launch him into the air, then twisted into a kick and fired one cannon at Mega Charizard. The Dragon-type evaded the reaching water drills, even as they writhed like Vine Whips, and took hold of Mega Blastoise’ leg to throw him to the ground in a Seismic Toss.

The Water-type went straight into the ground, drills whining, and Mega Charizard Counter-Shielded himself with Flamethrower before converting it into Smokescreen. Then Mega Blastoise burst out of the ground again, going faster than he had when he entered it, and sprayed Rime in all directions to cover the area of the smoke cloud.

Mega Charizard winced a bit at that, then used Fire Blast and flew through his own attack to shake off the worst of the chill. He mustered up a Solarbeam, launching it down at his opponent, and another sparkling water drill deflected most of the light away.


“That’s the thing you just don’t get at all!” Mega Blastoise declared. His drill spun up faster, the biting edge hurling off hundreds of smaller ones, and they went homing in on Mega Charizard in a display designed to prevent him from just exploding one of them to deflect the attack. “It’s how Spiral Energy works! It’s not about matching your foe, but exceeding it! Not about settling for what works, but striving to improve no matter the situation!”

Both arm cannons went together, glowing brightly with the lights of an Aura Sphere and a Dragon Pulse, and the giant drill extending from his back gun glowed. Then it expanded.

Then he fired all three at once, so they merged into a kind of awful roaring beast made of water, which was a drill and a glowing column of energy and a gaping mouth all at once.

Streaming out from his cannons, it rose into the air, coiling and coiling faster and faster as it closed in on Mega Charizard.


“What the heck?” Squirtle demanded. “Hey! Just what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“Pardon?” Ash asked, looking down. “Wait… where did you come from? You were in Kanto.”

“I knew I was needed!” Squirtle replied, swiping his glasses to dismiss the question. “Anyway! Blastoise has done something terrible!”

With a flourish, Squirtle indicated the water-energy-monster – which was now lashing out at Mega Charizard, pressuring the dragon enough that he was Counter Shielding almost constantly. “He’s summoned the Spiral Nemesis!”

This did not produce the desired result.

“The what?” Pikachu asked, after several seconds.

“You know!” Squirtle insisted. “The concentration of all the Spiral Energy, leading to the inevitable dissolution of the universe as the Spiral Power gets out of control! It eats reality!”

“It’s just a Water Pulse and Dragon Pulse and Aura Sphere all at once,” Ash shrugged.

“Well, if you’re not willing to listen to good science,” Squirtle muttered, pulling his legs and hiding in his shell. “Call me when you want me to be awesome and save the universe.”


Mega Charizard fired a blast of Draco Meteor to his left, blowing a hole in the seething serpent of water and light, then made for the hole – to no avail, as it spun rapidly to close the gap before coiling in around Mega Charizard further.

Spreading teeth like drills made of mingled Dragon-type and Fighting-type energy, it lunged – snapping down on Mega Charizard, trapping him inside the body of the beast.

Snarling something unprintable, Mega Charizard made straight for the side of the faux-creature, his claws and wings and tail each glowing with the light of a different kind of attack. He began ripping into the side, tearing and roaring and pulling great chunks of lambent energy free to dissipate into the wet air inside the creature.

Flame stabbed through the wall, opening an escape route, but before Mega Charizard could take it he lost the chance as the beast’s maw came rushing up towards him again – spiralling around, eating itself to keep Mega Charizard trapped, and battering him constantly with energy-charged drops of water that burst like little explosions against his tough black scales.

After tearing his way through another round of energy and water, snarling in frustration, Mega Charizard looked around – to discover that the wall of the seething spiral serpent was a lot closer than he’d previously thought.

It was contracting, faster and faster, and a moment later Mega Charizard was shielding himself with Steel Wings and trying to get out any way he could.

The energy got stronger, ripping into him from all directions as Mega Charizard ripped back, until finally it got too bright to look at.

Then an immense hammer of water struck him from below, and all he saw was stars.


“Huh,” the man said. “So that’s who Gary Oak is, then.”

“Looks like.”


Mega Blastoise’s cannons hissed as excess water landed on them, the strain of keeping up his combination move for so long clearly evident. He shifted his weight a little, watching with some relief as a non-Mega Charizard dropped out of the sky before being returned with a flash.

“Hey!” Squirtle called.

He ran over, legs sploshing on what had started the day as a nice grassy battlefield, and pointed with his sunglasses. “What the hell do you think that was?”

“That was the ultimate expression of anti-dragon tactics!” Mega Blastoise replied, before transitioning back down to his base form. “Fight one dragon with three simultaneous dragons! Make them out of energy so they can be on fire and infused with water at the same time! What’s wrong with that?”

“Spiral Nemesis?” Squirtle asked. “What about that? About the near destruction of the universe?”

Blastoise took off his five-pointed glasses, reached into his suit, and inspected some notes. “I’m pretty sure that’s only a risk after we’ve turned the moon into a spaceship robot and punched reality with it.”

Squirtle considered that. “Maybe… but that doesn’t mean you should worry me like that!”


“What are they talking about?” Cynthia asked, curious.

“Please, don’t make me repeat it,” her Lucario requested.

Cynthia shrugged, then turned to Paul. “You see?” she asked. “That’s the kind of thing trainers who really connect with their Pokémon can do.”

“I get it,” Paul said, a bit shortly. “Why do you keep telling me that?”

“Because you learned it last time,” Cynthia replied. “It’d be a pity if you forgot.”

She stood. “All right. So that means Ash wins by two to one, but it was a very close and hard-fought match! Congratulations to both Ash Ketchum and Gary Oak!”

Once the applause had died down, Cynthia looked back at Paul. “You’ve got a lot of potential. Don’t ruin it by being a dick.”

Molly giggled.

“That’s not a good word to use, Molly,” Cynthia added, with a smile. “At least, not until you’re a Pokémon League Champion.”


“Let’s see…” Cynthia said, a few minutes later. “So the important points are… Team Galactic, the Lake Trio, and the Creation Dragons. And that stuff with specifically Giratina and Arceus you mentioned as well.”

“Basically, yeah,” Ash agreed readily. “We’ll do our best with most of those, but the Galactic thing is something you can keep an eye out for while we’re doing other stuff.”

“Normally it would be me telling someone else I can handle things,” Cynthia observed. “But you’re quite the trainer as well, so we’ll call it an even split.”

She shook Ash’s hand. “Good luck, Ash – and I hope this time you can deal with a Darkrai and a Latios.”

Ash nodded, and Cynthia shook Brock and Dawn’s hands as well. She extended the same courtesy to Gary, then crouched down to Molly.

“By the way,” she added, seriously. “Do you have any tips for taking care of a Glaceon?”

Molly frowned, thinking hard. “I think… a good one is to remember that they can wear woolly clothing,” she said. “It keeps them cold, rather than keeping them warm, because they’re Ice types.”

“I’ll be sure to remember that,” Cynthia assured her.


AN:


You know how sometimes in a Pokémon game your rival randomly challenges you out of nowhere?

Exactly.

Also, in the anime they encounter Amity Park several episodes before they encounter Hearthome, due to translation error. Thus.
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“We’re headed for the actual Hearthome now, right?” Ash checked.

You are, Dexter replied. Though it will be quite a way, the route is not very direct.

“Well, that’s fine,” Ash shrugged. “So long as we’re still on schedule, it gives us a chance to train!”

“Is it going to be a problem for the Contest thing that we weren’t in the right place?” Mawile checked.

“No, normally Contests run more than once a week,” Brock told her. “There’s a good reason for that, which is that every Coordinator who reaches the grand festival has to have five ribbons, and not everyone’s going to make it to the grand festival. So with how many people do reach the Grand Festival, you need something like eight times that many ribbons being given out.”

Mawile nodded along. “Okay! So they have to give out hundred and hundreds of them!”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “So if you do miss a Contest, you can just come back next week and they’ll hold another one. They sometimes hold non-Ribbon Contest events, too, just for fun.”

“Just for fun sounds good,” Mawile said.

Ash smiled, then looked to his side at the Pokémon walking alongside him. “Infernape?”

The Fire-type looked over.

“I just wanted to ask,” Ash explained. “Was that okay? I know you don’t have good memories of last time you met Paul there.”

Infernape didn’t answer immediately, letting the question hang in the air.

“I think… it depends how I feel, how Paul makes me feel,” he said finally. “Sometimes, I feel really offended by his style of training – not just that he does what he does, but that he thought it was a good idea at all. And sometimes I feel kind of glad to see him, because it reminds me that I’m better than him now.”

He shrugged. “It’s all complicated. But I think the main thing I feel… is just gratitude. To you. Paul was involved with a lot of bad things, but he was also why I met you in the first place, Ash.”

Ash smiled at that.

“As for the other thing, the battle…” Infernape went on. “Well, Charizard and Pikachu and Lucario are all really impressive, and so were their opponents, and I know you’ve got other Pokémon with that kind of strength as well. But I… just don’t really feel like that’s a problem.”

He cracked his knuckles together. “After all, they’ve got years of experience on me. I’m still catching up, and when I do…”

“A noble attitude,” Kari volunteered from Ash’s hip. “It is good to be able to view things dispassionately.”

“Well, you know,” Infernape shrugged. “I do that outside of battle, and often in battle too, because when I get really passionate it’s… interesting.”


Mawile slid a bit towards the back of the group.

“Tyrantrum?” she said. “I wanted to ask you about something… I do like the idea of you being able to be in a Contest, but is that really what you want or is it just something you don’t want to disappoint me about?”

Tyrantrum was silent for a long moment.

“I… don’t know,” he admitted. “I’d like it a lot more if there wasn’t any fighting in Contests at all. Even if I’m not the one who’s doing the fighting… to know that I’m involved in the same thing is kind of uncomfortable.”

“That’s okay,” Mawile told him. “We’ll work something else out. I’m sure there are lots of other things Pokémon do which don’t involve battling… there aren’t as many of that kind of event, but there’s got to be some of them!”

Tyrantrum looked a bit embarrassed. “You don’t need to do that for me, Mawile.”

“Of course I do!” Mawile replied. “I know how trainers work, and they don’t make their Pokémon do things they’re really uncomfortable with! I’d just be helping, you’d be actually doing the thing – so it’d be wrong of me to make you do something you don’t want to do.”

That made Tyrantrum smile.

“…I know!” Mawile realized suddenly. “Dancing! You can ask Totodile to help show you how!”


“So I was thinking of looking at focusing my Blaze in a kind of… weapon way,” Infernape said, waving his hands vaguely. “You know, making it so I have tools made of intense heat. Fire shield, fire whip, that kind of thing.”

“Could work,” Lucario agreed. “You’ve got the internal heat to make it work. We’ll talk.”

Infernape nodded. “Thanks.”

There was a little flicker of light.

“What was that?” Brock asked, confused.

Then Rayquaza came swooping down from overhead.

“Ash Ketchum,” he stated, in brassy tones. “I have been thinking about this for a long time, and I think I have come to a decision.”

Coiling the bulk of his body under him, where it rested just off the grass of the path, he bowed slightly. “I will become your Pokémon.”

“That’s great!” Ash replied. “But, uh, I don’t think I’ve got any appropriate Pokéballs. I’ve only got a couple, and they’re simple ones…”

Rayquaza reared up a little, head tilting. “I do not understand. Do you reject me?”

“I just think it’d be good to have a kind of… theme?” Ash shrugged. “And… well, it’d give you a bit more time to think about it. It’s a few days at least to Hearthome, at least the way we’re going, and that would let you see how closely you fit into my team.”

The Dragon-type seemed lost for words.

“I mean, it is really cool!” Ash added. “You’re a powerful and impressive Dragon-type, and we worked well together twice already – I just think we might have not been acting normally then.”

“Very well, then,” the draconic Pokémon agreed, lifting off the ground in a sudden movement to hover alongside the group. “I admit I am unsure how this normally goes.”

“This isn’t how it normally goes,” Brock replied. “It’s close to ‘how it normally goes for Ash’, but that’s something entirely different…”


“How much do you know about other fighting styles?” Infernape asked. “I’ve got this idea, but I wanted to know if you could help out.”

Kari hummed, an oddly metallic sound. “Well… my main focus was always on sword work, but I’ve dabbled in the basic forms of other styles. Why?”

“I was thinking of… well, it’s kind of like what happens when someone uses Sacred Sword, but with a lot more variety to it,” Infernape explained. “I make something out of fire, then I make something else with it and use that – if I need a shield, I use a shield, if I need a sword I use a sword, if I need a staff…”

“I see,” Kari said, thinking it over. “Well, if needs be I can give you a basic grounding in a number of weapons.”

She slid a little in her scabbard. “You seem remarkably uninterested in the Dragon-typed legendary Pokémon.”

Infernape shrugged. “I think you more or less have to be, in this team.”

Rayquaza’s head went up. “Alarm! Something is coming!”

“Another meteorite?” Ash said. “Can you stop it?”

“It is no meteorite,” Rayquaza told them, as the silver light came descending from the sky – slowing, rather than accelerating, until it was large enough to see.

It was a great silver disc in the sky, lights shining from the bottom, and it rotated slowly as a faint eeooeeooeeoo sound filled the air.

Something came out of the light, a metallic shape – like a three-pointed Staryu – drifting down from the odd craft, and landed with a soft thump on the path just in front of them.

“Shom Kala!” it demanded, some kind of object facing towards them, and Kari’s ribbon snaked out to Ash’s wrist. She hauled herself out of her scabbard to place herself in his hand.

“To arms!” she called.

“Why?” Ash asked, lowering his hand so he wasn’t brandishing the Honedge at them. “We can’t understand them, that’s all. They might come in peace.”

“To Me Ki!” the metallic shape said.

“You seem very unconcerned,” Rayquaza noted, sounding baffled. “Why?”

“Honestly, this isn’t even the third time we’ve run into aliens,” Brock pointed out. “Remember? The only odd thing is that these ones aren’t Pokémon.”

“That’s pretty odd, to be fair,” Dawn volunteered.

“Not sure it makes the top five list,” Pikachu said. “Any luck on translating, Dexter?”

Not really, no, I need much more in the way of speech to even begin trying. He, she, it or norf could be asking us about salad recipes for all we know now.

“Norf?” Dawn repeated, tilting her head slightly.

If you’re an expert on alien pronouns, you tell me what the correct one is.

“That’s a good point, you have to admit,” Ash said. “I get confused enough with Mew and Deoxys.”

The metallic entity raised the object again, then a line of green light flashed in from the side and knocked it flying. The friends’ gaze followed, letting them see a man wearing a green suit and a Sky-Shamin emblem on his cape as he kicked the shape into the middle distance.

Another suited figure, this one with a roaring Pyroar emblazoned on her chest, landed in front of the friends. “Are you hurt?” she asked, without preamble.

“We’re all fine,” Ash said. “What’s going on?”

“Good,” the woman sighed in relief. “I’m Yellow Lion, one of the League of Heroes – we’ve been worried about the Tricuspids coming back for months!”

A dozen more three-pointed metallic creatures came out of the flying saucer overhead, and the green-suited hero jumped up to meet them. There was an explosion as he axe-kicked one into the ground, then a wave of water knocked away the one about to strike at him in turn, and Yellow Lion turned to join the battle.

“Huh,” Brock said, watching as the full team of newcomers got involved – he counted five, including both of the ones they’d already seen. “I don’t think I’ve heard of them before.”

“Yeah,” Ash shrugged. “It’s good to know there’s some people actually helping out apart from us, though… maybe they’ve always been behind the scenes or something. Could be why we didn’t run into some things before.”

Dawn considered that. “It… actually does explain a few things. Just a few, though.”

There was another explosion as a pink-clad hero delivered an almighty punch to knock the Tricuspid she was fighting down to the ground, and the flying saucer dispensed another batch.

“Think we should help out?” Dawn suggested.

“Seems kind of rude to jump in without offering,” Lucario mused. “Wouldn’t you say so?”

“Maybe,” Pikachu shrugged. “I’m sure they’d ask if they were desperate.”

“Or maybe they just don’t know they could ask you for help,” said a new voice.

Everyone turned to see a sprightly old man closing the door on a small horse box.

“Of course, I doubt it,” the man went on, with no attempt to explain how the horse box had ended up there in the first place. “Very unlikely that they’d think you weren’t worth asking for help, not with Rayquaza right there! Still, should have known they’d want to handle it themselves – what else can you expect from fellows with future technology using it to save the world?”

“Future technology?” Ash asked. “So… they’re time travellers?”

“No, their technology is from the future, they aren’t,” the man corrected him. “Really fascinating stuff – back in the future they pick people specially, but when it came back in time it picked them and they’re really doing a rather good job.”

The door to the phone box banged open again, and three more people came out – along with a large robotic dog.

“All right, that is it!” shouted a voice.

The opening to Ash’s bag stretched wide, and an irate fridge came out.

“Are you all unable to notice this is clearly some kind of hoax?” it demanded. “How silly does it need to get?”

“Honestly, this is just an unusually busy day for us,” Brock replied.

“Not the busiest, either,” Ash contributed.

“The talking fridge is a new one,” Pikachu noted.

“You think I’m the most ridiculous thing here?” the fridge demanded, door flapping open as it spoke. “There are costumed sentai heroes fighting an alien invasion by killer triangles! I’m surprised the ghost doing this can live with itself!”

“Hey!” Rayquaza replied. “I’m just setting this up, they’re doing it themselves-”

The hovering Legendary stopped. “…uh oh…”

Then the world collapsed around them.


Zorua tilted her head.

She looked down at the small stick she’d retrieved from a nearby tree, then at the snoring forms of her trainer and their friends.

Delicately, she poked Ash in the shoulder.

This elicited no reaction, so she poked again – mostly to see if it would help.


“That was all illusions, right?” Brock asked, looking around at the formless grey void they were now floating in. “Some kind of shared dream?”

“That’s right,” the fridge replied. “I sensed it and came in myself. It’s a trick some Ghost types do, but usually they’re a lot more subtle.”

“Have you seen what I had to work with?” Rayquaza demanded, hands on what were presumably some kind of analogue to hips. “They didn’t even flinch when a Rayquaza showed up! Are they immune to surprise?”

“Pretty resistant, at least,” Ash judged. “After everything that’s happened to us already…”

Wait, wait, hold on, Dexter stated. This is a shared dream?

“Yes?” Rayquaza replied. “Standard procedure for Ghost type trickery. Hypnotize everyone, put them to sleep, link their dreams.”

I’m a computer.

Rayquaza gestured, and a Mareep bounced past.

Touché, the Porygon2 admitted. I suppose I do have a sleep mode.

“So if this is a shared dream, then… who are you?” Dawn asked the fridge.

“Seems pretty obvious to me,” Lucario said. “Rotom, right?”

“If he’s right, how long have you been in that fridge?” Pikachu asked. “I got a drink out of that just this morning.”

“Ever since-”

The fridge paused. “…oh, yeah, that’s right, I was trying to hide… um…”

It dove for the mouth of Ash’s bag, missed because the bag was only two inches wide without being stretched, and nearly flattened Ash himself.

“Look, are we going to-” Rayquaza tried.

“Sorry!” the animated fridge said, sounding somewhat panicked. “Um… uh…”

“You are that Rotom from Eterna Forest, right?” Ash asked, brushing his sleeve. “You’ve been in my bag the whole time?”

The fridge nodded with a slight movement, a purple glow lighting up around it as the Rotom stopped concealing itself.

“Are you guys-” Rayquaza tried again.

“I know this might not be helpful, but it might give you better results talking to people if you didn’t go between being really worked up and really scared,” Brock suggested. “I don’t think any of us mind if you want to live in Ash’s bag or something…”

He looked around the group, seeing no dissent, then went on. “But it’d have been nice to know about it.”

“Yeah, and this did kind of help,” Dawn added.

“I was just worried…” the Rotom said softly. “Most of the time I don’t like talking, or… or even being seen… but then when I get angry I just…”

“Don’t worry!” Mawile told the Electric-type. “We’re all very accepting here!”

“Mawile’s right,” Ash contributed. “We try our best, anyway.”

“Oh, never mind!”

The Rayquaza’s form dissolved into that of a Mismagius, and it flew away in a shower of purple sparks. “You people have no appreciation for art.”

The misty dreamworld fell apart, a bit at a time, until it was just blackness. Then they-


-woke up.

Ash’s eyes opened first, and he looked down at his shoulder in confusion. “Why is there a tree branch poking me?”

Zorua dropped it. “The stick wasn’t working, so I though I’d try something bigger?”

“Oh, right, Dark type,” Ash realized. “Did you see a Mismagius around here?”

Zorua sniffed. “I… yeah, I can smell her. She left a moment ago, I think.”

As the others got up, Ash looked up and sighed.

“Something up?” Pikachu asked.

“Yeah, just…” Ash shook his head. “It was kind of cool to think Rayquaza had decided I should be his trainer.”

“That’s kind of a nasty trick, yeah,” Pikachu agreed, cheeks sparking for a moment. “I wonder if I should have a word with that Mismagius?”

Ash shrugged, putting his Dark-type hat very firmly on his head.

As he did, he frowned, then drew his bag’s opening wider and looked in. “Rotom?”

There was a pause, then a faint purple glow lit up.

“What I said still counts,” Ash explained. “But I think we should see if there’s something you’d rather go in instead – you know, something that would fit better with what you want to do. But if you’re fine being a fridge, that’s okay.”

After waiting a moment, in case there was a reply, he closed the bag again.

“I’m thinking back,” Dawn said, contemplatively. “And I think I remember when we met that Mismagius last time, now I think about it. Didn’t it shower us in things like… lots of girls for Brock, or lots of Ribbons for me?”

“Yeah, I think that happened,” Pikachu agreed. “But if it’s going to give up on sense, it could at least have given me a ketchup swimming pool.”

That might be a bit dangerous, at least in real life, Dexter warned. It gets thicker if you’re not moving, so you might not be able to get enough traction to move properly. You’d just sort of flail about, and you couldn’t even walk on it like you can on custard.

His speaker emitted an electronic buzz. I’m still adjusting to the discovery that I’m a valid target for Hypnosis and can share a dream.

“That’s a pretty big realization, then?” Pikachu asked. “Kind of a verification that you’re a Pokémon?”

I already know I’m a Pokémon, the new discovery is that I seriously need to upgrade my firewalls and ICE, Dexter countered. There are vulnerabilities here I hadn’t even considered were possible.

As Dexter began thinking about how to test that, Brock addressed Zorua. “What happened when we got taken under?” he asked.

“Well, there was a kind of funny flash of light, and then you all fell over at once,” Zorua replied. She bounced up and down a couple of times on the springy moss of the ground, and shrugged. “Good terrain for it, though.”

She paused. “So… when’s dinner?”

“Good question,” Brock admitted. “Since preparing dinner now means negotiating things with the fridge.”


“Welcome back, Latias,” Ash said, nodding to the Dragon-type. “How are things back in Altomare?”

“Pretty good!” Latias squeaked back, spotting Ash’s hat and electing to speak out loud. “Latios is still acting like he can hide how serious he is with his girlfriend from me, which is kind of funny… and the city’s doing this new exhibit on the history of the DMA, along with everything that happened during that time you saved us!”

“That is a new thing to have, Ash,” Infernape noted. “I don’t think you’ve had a museum exhibit yet?”

“Sorry, we all have one already,” Pikachu pointed out. “Remember the thing where we saved Arceus?”

“That one is a bit complicated with how it interacts with time travel stuff,” Brock pointed out. “But yeah, that probably does count…”

He frowned, then shook his head. “No idea how to evaluate that one. I think this is still the first direct museum exhibit, Pikachu.”

“Fair enough,” Pikachu shrugged.

“So, any training to do?” Latias suggested.

“I did have an idea for helping me learn,” Ash replied. “Kari says I should get quicker on the draw, and at going into useful stances, and I think one of the best ways to do that is to have you surprise me.”

“But won’t you be expecting it?” Latias asked.

Ash shrugged. “I’m sure you can be creative.”

Croagunk tapped him on the shoulder.

“Like that?” he asked.

“Yeah, like that,” Ash replied, once he’d calmed down a bit and started using Aura on his shoulder. “Did you have to do that with a Poison Jab?”

“I’m getting rusty without having to jab my trainer every other day,” Croagunk shrugged. “I’m not about to jab someone who’s not asking for it, but…”

Ash finished drawing out the poison, and let it drop to the ground. “There we go… I guess I can’t really complain about that, not when I’d just asked to be surprised.”

“I thought we just got through a long examination of how little surprises any of us,” Dawn said.

“The important thing is not to avoid being surprised, the important thing is to have the appropriate reaction to being surprised,” Kari replied.

“That’s a good point,” Ash agreed. “As we change things, more and more of what happens is going to be different to what we remember from last time around – we should be ready for when it’s different, and not assume it’s going to be the same.”


“You were saying?” Pikachu asked, some minutes later.

“I still think I was right,” Ash replied. “Mostly. Right?”

“Probably, but you can’t deny it’s a funny coincidence.”

“How did we handle this last time, again?” Dawn asked, looking up at the stuck Hippopotas. “Didn’t you go around the back and climb down with a rope?”

“No need for the rope this time,” Lucario said. “Do you want to do it, or should – no, never mind, Latias handled it.”

“It’s funny how easy it is to handle a lot of the things humans have trouble with,” Latias giggled, bringing Hippopotas down to the ground. “All right?”

“Yeah, kind of,” Hippopotas agreed, then looked up at the humans and their entourage. “Have you seen – no, wait, humans don’t understand Pokémon.”

“I do,” Ash said. “So does Brock, and Dawn’s working on it.”

The Ground-type blinked. “Okay. So, um, have you seen a herd of Hippodown around here?”

“No, but I think we might know where it is,” Ash answered. “Roughly… have you eaten recently?”

Hippopotas shook his head.

“Then let’s have something to eat, and Latias, Staraptor and Crobat can go look for the herd,” Ash suggested.

“Togekiss as well,” Dawn pointed out, sending the Fairy-type out – producing a thunderous BANG, a cloud of smoke and three pure notes as if sounded by bells.

“Whoops…” she added, blushing, as the smoke cleared. “Forgot to take off the seals…”

Hippopotas stared, then began to giggle.

As the flying Pokémon set off to search – all heading in the rough direction Hippopotas’ herd had been last time – the Ground-type sat down. “So… what’s the food? I was trying to get some, but I got stuck on the cliff…”

“Well, I can go and get that if you want,” Ash suggested. “But I think we have some leftovers from lunch… right, Brock?”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “I think the fridge might be asleep at the moment, though… I said we wouldn’t need anything until dinner.”

“I’d better go get it, then,” Ash said, and began walking up the cliff wall.

Hippopotas’ gaze tracked Ash silently as he climbed up the near-sheer rock face, then the Ground-type slumped onto his back.

“Got it!” Ash called, before jumping back down and absorbing the impact with a quick flicker of Aura. “Uh… is Hippopotas okay?”

The Pokémon in question rolled back onto his front, shook his head a bit, and sighed. “I think I’ve had too many odd experiences to think properly.”

Dawn read off the translation on Dexter’s screen, then nodded. “Yeah, it’s like that at first.”


“Dang,” Infernape said mildly, watching as his latest attempt at a flame weapon collapsed. “Any ideas what I’m doing wrong?”

“I have one,” Lucario replied. “This is going to sound a bit odd, but… I think you might do better if you were running. Normally fire needs to keep moving or it burns out, it’s a property of the element, and I think you might get better results if it’s always moving or changing in some way.”

The Steel-type shrugged. “It’s worth a try, anyway. That or you could just keep continuously feeding more energy into it, it’s going to be in your hand anyway for the most part so you could just supply it with fire coming over the rest of your body into your hand.”

“Both sound like things to try, thanks,” Infernape agreed. “I’ll have to give some thought… maybe I could get Staraptor to fan my flames while I train.”

“He’d probably call it enwindification,” Lucario mused. “But yes, that could be a good way to get something working, then lower the intensity of the wind until you can do it under normal circumstances. What do you think your first weapon’s going to be?”

“Well, with what you said about constant movement, nunchucks might work,” Infernape said. “Or a staff. Bojutsu is all about movement, right?”

“The only martial art that’s all about movement is nowyusimi – nowyudont,” Lucario said blandly. “But Bojutsu has a fair amount of spinning.”


“Excuse me, ma’am,” Togekiss began. “Are you missing a Hippopotas?”

“Yes!” replied one of the Hippodon. “My son went missing on the last day’s travel – we don’t know where he might have ended up!”

“Well, you’re in luck,” Togekiss assured her. “We’re out looking for his herd, so now we’ve found it Latias will go and bring your son back.”

She fired a blue-and-pink Fairy Wind into the sky, and Latias came rocketing over. A single circuit, and the Dragon-type had her task – blazing off into the sky to head back to the group.

“I didn’t know Legendary Pokémon did search and rescue,” one of the other Hippodown blinked.

“She’s been diversifying, it’s all new to her,” Crobat shrugged. “Sweet girl.”

“She’s about a hundred years old,” Togekiss pointed out.

“Still,” Crobat countered. “Legendary Pokémon, long life.”

“Ninetales is younger, has a long expected life span, and…”

The Hippodon and their Hippopotas children looked back and forth like tennis spectators.

“What’s going on, mama?” one of the little females asked.

“Good question,” the Hippodon sighed.


“Already?” Ash asked, impressed. “That’s good work!”

“Togekiss and Crobat found them,” Latias clarified. “I think Staraptor saw the signal as well, he was flying that way. I’ll just take the lost little Ground-type back to his family now.”

Hippopotas came walking over, smiling, then paused and looked back. “Thank you,” he said, then let Latias pick him up.

“Hold on tight,” she advised.

“But… my legs aren’t very good for that,” Hippopotas said, worried.

“All right, then,” Latias replied. “Just relax, I’ll hold you on.”

Picking up the Ground-type and placing him on her back, she rose a little way into the air, then hesitated.

“…so,, what-” Hippopotas began, then yelped as Latias suddenly went.


“That went pretty well, I think,” Brock said, some minutes later, as their flying Pokémon all returned. “We got everything sorted out with Hippopotas without Ash getting neckstrain.”

“Neck strain?” Ash repeated. “What for?”

“For carrying a heavy Pokémon on your head,” Dawn reminded him.

“Oh, that,” Ash shrugged. “Didn’t really hurt. I guess that’s Aura.”

“The catch all excuse,” Pikachu snarked.

“It’s clearly the Ketchum excuse,” Lucario shrugged.

Amid the resultant groans, Dawn looked off into the distance and frowned.

“Huh…” she said, softly. “Look.”

The others followed her gaze.

“I wonder who we know who might have a Pokéball balloon,” Infernape mused. “Didn’t Team Rocket have a Meowth one?”

“They use an aircraft these days, but maybe they changed over to a balloon again,” Ash answered. “I wonder why they’d use a Pokéball, though…”

“Maybe it’s a Voltorb,” Brock suggested. “Or a Foongus?”

“Or it could just be someone else,” Ash frowned, then closed one eye. “Nope, that’s them.”

He shrugged. “Well, I’m sure we’ll find out sooner or later.”

Croagunk chose that moment to jab at Ash’s ankle, a strike the Aura adept just about managed to block with his staff.

“How do you keep doing that?” he asked.

“Be bland, and nobody notices you,” Croagunk shrugged. “It’s all about a way of not caring. Incidentally, I’d like to learn Natural Gift.”

He rubbed the back of his head. “I’ve got a plan for it.”

“I think Pikachu knows it,” Ash said, then nodded. “Yeah, he does, we just don’t use it much because of his Light Ball. Plus, it’s now kind of obvious when he’s not using his Light Ball because his cheeks go back to red.”

“That could be fixed by makeup,” Buneary suggested.

“It’d have to be a good reason to give up the Light… Ball…” Pikachu trailed off. “Could that work in reverse?”

“I think so!” Buneary judged. “Nice red cheeks… nobody could tell you’re not a normal Pikachu.”

“Until he does anything at all ever,” Lucario contributed.


“It’s a pity we had to compromise on artistic vision,” James sighed. “A Pokéball just doesn’t have the same personality.”

“Well, you said havin’ nineteen different balloons we changed out day by day wasn’t an option,” Meowth noted.

“No, I said it would be an enormous amount of work,” James corrected. “Then Jessie threatened us.”

“What was that?” Jessie asked warningly.

“Just discussin’ policy,” Meowth defended them quickly. “Nothin’ you need to worry about.”

“Good,” Jessie stated.

She raised her binoculars. “Any sign of anything crazy going on so far?”

“Eh, mostly that Latias flying’ off with a Hippopotas carried on her back, then comin’ back with a load of other Pokémon,” Meowth shrugged. “So not much so far.”

He looked again. “I guess they’re movin, though. Let’s get goin’ after them.”

After a few seconds he blinked. “Wait, I forgot. This one don’t have a steerin’ column…”

“We do have a Dustox, that’ll do!”


“Excuse me!”

The friends looked up, seeing a red-haired girl over by the side of the path.

“Are you on your way to Hearthome?” she asked. “I can help you get there.”

“Is that what you’re really after?” Brock replied.

“Why?” the girl said, sounding a bit hurt.

“Well, if you wanted our help, then we’d be glad to oblige,” Dawn told her. “I mean, it’s not like Ash would refuse… but if you try to trick someone into helping then that’s not really kind.”

The girl’s jaw dropped.

“How did you…” she began, then shook her head. “Uh, anyway…”

She sighed. “You’re right. I wanted your help getting something stuck at the bottom of a lake, because I can see you have a Water-type.”

“The bottom of a lake?” Latias asked, shimmering into visibility and making the girl jump. “I’m in!”

She put her claw to her mouth. “Of course, the whole point is that I can use Dive so I’m not in. If that makes sense.”

“How far is it to the lake?” Ash asked.

“Well… it’s a few miles, but my Abra can teleport you all straight there.”

Brock returned the Rockruff padding alongside him, and Ash took his hat off.

“Sounds good,” Dawn said, once the friends had policed up their Dark-types. “Let’s go, then.”

Abra raised his hands, and they all vanished in a bright purple flash.


“That was easy,” Latias said, two minutes later. “This place is much less interesting than Altomare.”

The girl – who’d introduced herself as Mira – opened the Pokéball Latias had retrieved for her. “Sandshrew!”

The Ground-type yawned, then looked up. His expression turned to shock, and then he jumped into her arms.

“I’m glad to see you too,” Mira said. “But – how did you deal with that Gyarados?”

“There’s a Gyarados in the lake?” Lucario asked, interested.

“Please, Lucario, if it is not too much bother… can I do this one?” Infernape requested.


“Greetings,” Lucario bowed, standing on the surface of the water. “My teammate would like to challenge you to a battle.”

Gyarados stared at him, then roared and fired a Hyper Beam.

Lucario’s palms flared as he blocked the attack, and the energy surging into the water as he deflected it produced a watery explosion and a wave which came crashing down over the side of the lake.

Surfing it back into shore on two blue-glowing paws, Lucario nodded to Infernape. “I think he’s fine with it.”

Infernape grinned his thanks, then looked down at the water. “Okay, let’s see if this works.”

Taking a few steps back for a run up, he charged forwards and began running over the water with flames spiralling up from his feet.

“Wow!” Ash said, impressed. “That’s a nice trick!”

“I taught him the Aura trick,” Lucario supplied. “The flames are cosmetic.”

“Spoilsport,” Infernape shot back, then lunged at Gyarados. The Water-type retaliated with a blast of Dragon Rage, and Infernape kicked off from the ground to do a somersault over Gyarados’ head and run down his spine.

And promptly slip off.

“That’s a different trick!” Lucario called through cupped paws.

Infernape landed on the water a little clumsily, turned, and rolled out of the way of Gyarados’ next attack. His arms went out to the side as he did so, and coils of flames came from his bracers.

He ran a little further, then suddenly stopped and turned to lash out. It wasn’t really a weapon, as such – without enough form for that – but it was a kind of spike, which extended his punch far beyond what it should have been and startled Gyarados as it clocked him on the chin.

The serpent shook his head a little, getting rid of the stunning effect of the blow, then roared again and charged forwards.

Infernape summoned the coils of flame again, using them to block, and it did manage to dissipate some of the force out sideways as a little burst of smoke and flame – though much more of the energy went into Infernape himself, knocking him into the water.

A lance of intense orange flame promptly burst out of the water, sending up a cloud of steam which surprised Gyarados considerably and sent him sliding backwards through the lake, and Infernape came jumping back out of the water to land on the nearest shore.

“Okay, take this!” Infernape announced, his flames now seething with the extra intensity characteristic of his Blaze. He formed another ball of flame in his hands, feeding energy into it and giving it the same kind of orange-red tone as his flames, before charging forwards towards the waterline.

He jumped high into the air, hurling it down at Gyarados, and the Water-type dodged it easily. Then it exploded on contact with the water, knocking Gyarados skidding sideways, and Infernape used the sudden movement to surprise Gyarados with a Mach Punch to the chin which knocked it crashing back into the lake again.


“Is this normal?” Mira asked.

“Do you mean normal for him, normal for us, or normal in general?” Dawn asked. “Because Infernape’s a pretty strong Pokémon by most standards, but he did learn water walking recently. But Ash knows it too, so by our standards this is fairly normal.”

They watched as Infernape’s armour began to glow, quickly going from red hot to white hot as his Blaze-boosted flames licked over it, and when Gyarados spat a Hydro Pump at Infernape the whole attack vanished into a wall of hazy steam as Infernape blocked with his superheated bracer.

Another shapeless mass of fire formed from Infernape’s fingers, this one a little shorter and narrower, but his clear attempt to create a kind of sword or small spear fell apart in a burst of intense orange flame.

“It looks like he’s still experimenting,” Dawn said. “He’s only been working on it for a few days, but this is already looking impressive.”

Gyarados reared up, mouth glowing as he prepared a Dragon Rage, then fired – into the water, not at Infernape – before sweeping the beam of energy towards Infernape to create a built-up wave and try and swamp the Fire-type entirely.

In response, Infernape moved his hands at speed. Summoning some flame into them and clenching them to one another, he whirled the clasped hands together in a circle and a half before suddenly thrusting the flame ball forwards.

For a brief moment, a beam of flame was visible, reaching out towards Gyarados – but it hit the wave before it hit Gyarados, forming a surging bubble of steam which promptly exploded. Infernape was sent skipping along the water in a trail of spray, reached the land, and flipped over twice to land neatly on the grass.

Ignoring the smoke coming from it, he inspected his still-glowing chest armour piece for any damage. Seeing none, he looked up at Gyarados and used Flamethrower – sending out a surging spike of intense heat, one which got through to Gyarados this time and washed over his slick scales with a savage hiss.

Gyarados thrashed, tail forming great waves which went in all directions, and one of them blocked the direct line of effect of the flamethrower itself. Another hit Infernape, knocking him backwards, and the Fire-type did a handspring before flipping twice and landing on his feet. His stance adjusted a little, and he half-formed a ball of flame before discarding it and running in in a charge.

This time, Gyarados tried using a Bubblebeam. Infernape heated his bracers with a coil of Blaze-boosted heat, running forwards using them to block, and disrupted bubbles flicked out in all directions.

Infernape used Flash, the effort also producing a Smokescreen to keep him hidden, and jumped into the air to get around behind Gyarados. The Water-type shook his head, blinking the spots out of his vision, then spun around just in time for Infernape to hammer him with a point-blank Flamethrower.

Switching to Mach Punches, he hit the big Water-type two or three more times, keeping him off balance, then wound up for a big one and Thunderpunched it halfway across the lake.

When Gyarados landed, he was out for the count.


“Question?” Latias began, as Chansey looked over the various bruises and splash marks Infernape had acquired. “Why didn’t you do that in the first place?”

“I was trying to test something in a difficult situation, that’s why,” Infernape replied, his flames now mostly back to their normal intensity. “If I’d used Thunderpunch, it would have been a test of how well I can Thunderpunch, because Thunderpunch would beat Gyarados really quickly – but this way I got to try out a whole new type of move, and see where I had problems with it.”

He swept his hands around, forming a little blob of flame, then let it slowly fade out again. “I don’t think it’s going to work, though. It’s all right in a testing situation, but when I get in a fight… no, I can’t concentrate well enough to keep it up, not with everything else going on.”

The Fire-type shrugged. “Maybe I could teach someone else, though. Pikachu, was Pignite missing anything in his arsenal?”

“Hmmm…” Pikachu mused.

“Perhaps before abandoning it entirely, Infernape should meet with the Marowak you have told me of?” Kari suggested. “Her skill set seems quite close to that, from what I have been told.”

“That might be good,” Ash agreed. “Though I’m not sure how we could arrange that…”

Latias coughed.

“Are you trying to be the answer to everything these days?” Pikachu asked.

“If the task fits!”


“Ha hah!” Chuck laughed. “This is quite a fight! Chesnaught, Pin Missile!”

Chesnaught slammed her fists together, and a shower of Pin Missiles flashed out. They arced towards Roland, who teleported backwards and dispersed his Fury Cutter in favour of an Air Slash attack.

“Combination!” Max called, as Roland blocked three attacks in quick succession. The Psychic-type spared a moment to give his trainer a confirmatory nod, then produced a Fury Cutter and merged it into his Air Slash this time.

Not stopping for more than a moment as Chesnaught fired a Seed Bomb, Roland used Ice Blade in his off hand. He swung it about, jabbing at the Seed Bomb with the very tip of the Ice Blade, then teleported away as the explosion went off.

Vine Whips snagged him on the feet, forcing him to cut them off with a lightning-fast movement of his two-element sword, and Roland barely managed to block the next attack with an omnidirectional pulse of psychic energy. He followed up with a Synchronoise, which made Chesnaught flinch back as their Fighting-types resonated, then she hit him with a Wood Hammer and knocked him across the room.

Roland teleported three times in as many seconds to let himself slow down a bit and reorient himself, bent his legs to absorb the impact as he finally let himself hit the wall, and fused the Ice Blade into his on-hand weapon. A Night Slash joined it, and he was forming a Psycho Cut when Chesnaught launched a storm of Needle Arm needles at him.

The Gallade’s blades blurred as he worked as hard as he could to block the attacks, sweeping both arm swords through a complex pattern as he slowly stepped back. Most of them easy to block with the Psycho Cut or the other, combined, blade – except for the occasional Pin Missile hidden in amongst them, which Roland had to spot early enough to hit them with the combined blade instead of the Psychic one.

The whole time, Chesnaught was slowly moving closer, until she suddenly charged – shoulder-checking Roland into the wall before he teleported away, then firing off a Needle Arm needle to detonate the Seed Bombs she’d scattered all over the floor.

Roland backflipped out of the blast radius, merging his Psycho Cut into the weapon, and produced a sixth blade – this one a sizzling Fire Blade, a new trick – before merging that as well and taking a two-handed sword stance.

The oddly coloured combination of blades pulsed once, then twice, and was sheathed suddenly in blue light.

“Sacred Sword!” Roland announced, and went charging in. He swept the broadsword across in a low slash, one which Chesnaught jumped over, then spun it around to block her punching counter attack and slid a little across the floor with the impact.

Twirling it in a way which reminded those watching that it had very little actual mass, Roland used his Sacred Sword blade to force Chesnaught back – towards the middle of the room – and to block any counterattack attempts by spinning it sideways and interposing the considerable width of the flat.

Then Roland decided he’d reached the right position, and grabbed Chesnaught’s wrist..

The two of them vanished, reappearing some way into the air, and Roland rammed his Sacred Sword into her crossed gauntlets – producing a whunng – but neither of them fell back to the floor, gripped in Roland’s psionic power.

At that moment, the Gallade’s Sacred Sword came apart. Not an explosion, or a collapse, but a planned separation into six distinct parts which rotated away to circle the two Pokémon.

“What?” Chesnaught asked, baffled.

Roland teleported away, grabbing the Air Slash, and plunged in towards her to hit her with it. She blocked that one, but the moment she did he teleported away again – leaving the blade to spring back to its original position – and took up the Ice Blade instead.

By the third attack, Chesnaught was looking around in bafflement. By the fifth, she missed a block. By the eleventh, she’d taken hits from five of the six component blades, and then Roland teleported up to grab the central Air Slash the whole thing had been built around and come plunging down at her.

Chesnaught used Spiky Shield – and then found out Roland didn’t actually have to be carrying the other components of his Sacred Sword, once he’d built it.

All five other blade components hit her at once, comprehensively discharging the Spiky Shield in a way it could do Roland no harm, and a moment later he slammed her into the ground with the Air Slash.

Panting heavily, Roland watched as all six components fell apart around him – each one plunging into the floor for just a moment before vanishing – and turned a weary gaze on his trainer.

“Please say that’s enough…” he quipped.

“I’d say so,” Max agreed. “I think that’s your last Pokémon, right?”

“That it is!” Chuck agreed with a chortle. “I heard you learned from Ash, right? I can certainly see it!”

“Thanks,” Max smiled, returning Roland for a rest. “I’ll take it as a compliment, anyway…”

“Ever thought of having your Pokémon do some Contests?” May invited. “I think tricks like that would play pretty well on the Contest circuit – though admittedly it might take too long.”

“Yeah, we’re working on accelerating the construction,” Max admitted. “Thing is, even that was a bit quick – it could easily have just flown apart earlier, we didn’t properly bed in the Flame Blade part and that might well have made it unstable…”

He shrugged. “I’ll think about it, I guess, and see what the others think.”

“Hey, kid! Heads-up!”

Max turned, and caught the incoming Storm Badge after juggling it twice. “Whoops – hey, thanks!”

“You earned it, kid,” Chuck told him. “And now I think maybe I should pick up a Pokémon who can learn Sacred Sword myself – every time I see that move I swear it’s got a new thing it can do.”

“Yeah, it’s supposed to be like that,” Max agreed. “From what Ash’s Pokémon said, anyway, and Roland’s one is pretty odd even by that standard.”

The door slammed open.

Chuck’s wife inspected the gym, noting in particular that the roof was still in one piece, then turned her attention to her Gym Leader husband.

“All right, not bad,” she judged. “It is still standing.”

“And with someone who learned Gym Destroying from Ash Ketchum,” May chuckled. “Maybe it really was him, just being nearby?”


“Thank you for taking the time to see me,” Cynthia said.

“It’s not a problem, Grand Champion,” the man replied. “Now, what can we do for you?”

“I was hoping you could help fill me in on how a company was doing,” Cynthia told him. “I know it’s a bit of an unusual request, but it is important.”

“Of course,” the man said. “I’m flattered you’d come to me for my specialist knowledge!”

Cynthia smiled. “I knew who to ask.”

She sat down. “Now, I wanted to ask about the Galactic group.”

The clerk frowned. “I’m sorry, I’m not aware of them – not offhand, anyway. Do you have any more information?”

“They should be based in Veilstone,” Cynthia told him.

“Right, Veilstone,” her informant said. “Well… Veilstone… and the Galactic group, you said?”

He tapped on his computer for several seconds, then shook his head. “Sorry, there isn’t anything by that name in the database.”

Cynthia blinked. “Are you sure?”

“Sorry,” the clerk said, spreading his hands. “It might be in the paper records, the Veilstone section is… this drawer.”

Cynthia slid open the indicated drawer, and shuffled through the folders until she got to G. Finding the Galactic documents, she checked over them.

“That’s odd…” she mused. “The last mention of them is over three years ago, and it’s just routine stuff until that date. Would they have just up and left?”

“That is odd,” the clerk agreed. “And no, there should either be a confirmation of their occupancy or the building lease reverting. One or the other.”

The Grand Champion nodded. “Well, it looks like there’s a mystery to solve here… thank you for your help, anyway.”

“The pleasure’s all mine, Champion Cynthia,” the clerk told her, shaking her hand. “I’ll see if I can find anything on my end… just leave the documents there when you go, so I remember to follow up on it.”


“Well, that didn’t work out,” Cynthia sighed. “I wonder what changed that?”

“I don’t know,” her Lucario replied. “To me this is the world… but you say you didn’t notice much changing between your memories?”

“Not at first,” Cynthia clarified. “Obviously Ash’s rise is different, but the first time I remember that really having an effect is in the Mewtwo incident. And that’s months too recent for it to be the cause of this sudden stop.”

She shook her head. “Well, we’ll work it out.”


“So… how about this idea,” Clemont suggested. “You know a Victini, right?”

I do, Mewtwo agreed. He aided us during the comet incident.

“Well, Victini can keep a Pokémon strong perpetually!” Clemont explained. “So if we can find a second one, then there’s two Victini who can keep each other topped up and use a perpetual fusion explosion to accelerate a ship to interstellar speeds! Weight wouldn’t matter, because even a really big ship wouldn’t take long to get up to speed, and… and… why are you giving me that look?”

Clemont, I understand where you are going, Mewtwo assured him. And if we did not have the options we currently do, I would approve. But as things currently stand we are not planning interstellar operations for at least a few years, and when we do we will be making use of point to point teleportation if possible rather than relativistic travel. This is, among other reasons, because of the difficulty of shielding.

“I was thinking about that, too!” Clemont said. “I developed this prototype, I call it the Clemontic Artificial Aurora! It makes strong magnetic fields which deflect away charged particles in interstellar space, and you can fill it with plasma so that anything which isn’t charged hits the plasma, explodes and becomes plasma!”

That is an interesting achievement, Clemont, Mewtwo stated. Thank you for informing me of it. However, other concerns remain – such as simple travel time.

“Oh, yeah, I guess…” Clemont admitted.

He looked up. “Is there anything else I should work on?”

It would be helpful to have a good design for artificial wings with haptic controls, Mewtwo suggested. Ideally muscle assisted.

“I tried,” Clemont said, shaking his head. “It takes too much power to be useful.”

In Earth gravity, yes, Mewtwo agreed.

He smiled slightly, leaning back. We have a moon base, and I have a Callisto base.

Clemont muttered something under his breath, paused, and looked up.

His eyes brightened.

Excellent, Mewtwo decided. I look forward to seeing your next gear.


AN:


Some transitional stuff here, covering the interesting bits.

Also, Roland.






254. Sinnoh 17


“And, finally, after a longer delay than we were expecting…” Dawn began. “Hearthome. With two ‘h’-es this time.”

“It does look a lot more like a city than the other place,” Ash agreed. “There’s a gym here, right? I don’t think we ended up visiting it the first time we got here, last time.”

“Sometimes this gets confusing,” Lucario noted, counting on his paws. “So you came here twice?”

Three times, Dexter supplied. Including once for a fashion show.

“This place is a real tourist trap,” Brock sighed. “As in, you have to keep coming back…”

“Oh, hey!”

The friends looked up, seeing Zoey coming towards them.

“Somehow I knew I’d find you here,” Zoey said, nodding to Dawn. “How are things?”

“Pretty normal,” Ash replied.

“Ash, that’s normal for us,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Oh, right,” Ash realized. “So… since we last saw you, we got involved in a fight involving Dialga, Palkia and Darkrai.”

“I did see that one on the news,” Zoey mused. “I guess I’ll just have to get used to that now. Anything else?”

“Our friend Max completed his first Indigo League run,” Brock said. “And we met a Tyrantrum – well, he’s a Tyrantrum now – and Ash did a few gyms.”

“And a Rotom possessed our fridge,” Ash reminded him.

“And that, yes.”

Zoey shook her head. “So… which of you is the normal one?”

“I think that’s your job now,” Dawn chuckled. “So, you’re in the Contest?”

The Coordinator gave Dawn a nod. “Wouldn’t miss it! You know it’s a double, right?”

“What determines whether a Contest is a single or a double?” Brock asked.

“Basically it’s up to the Contest organizers,” Dawn and Zoey replied at the same time. They exchanged a look, then Dawn waved Zoey to keep going.

“They decide for themselves, and they either announce it on the day or set a schedule,” Zoey explained. “At Hearthome they’ve announced that their Contests will all be doubles, so we know well in advance.”

Ash nodded. “That’s a lot different to gyms, they usually just tell you the special challenge when you’re there. Sometimes after you’ve picked your Pokémon.”

“That’s because a lot of Pokémon battles in gyms are about how you can adapt to specific situations with what you have,” Brock volunteered. “For Contests, it’s all about having a planned routine.”

Zoey nodded. “Speaking of which, we’ve got some last minute prep work to do. See you this afternoon!”


“I’m just… not sure it’s really something we can do,” the organizer said, a little awkwardly.

“Aww!” Mawile sighed. “Really? Don’t you get people offering to be cheerleaders?”

There was a moment’s pause.

“Zorua?” Mawile asked.

Zorua repeated what Mawile had said.

“We don’t, really,” the organizer told her. “It’s not something we have a policy on.”

“Then can you let us try?” Mawile asked. “We want to see how it’ll work out.”

There was another pause.

“Zorua?”

“Sorry,” Zorua winced, then repeated Mawile’s words again.

“I’m… see, it’s kind of a tricky situation,” the organizer replied. “I’m not a hundred percent sure of the insurance situation, and while it might be fine for you two I’m not sure it works for… him?”

Tyrantrum sighed.

“That’s a pity.” Mawile shook her head. “It was a lot of work to get those pom-poms big enough for him. Is it okay if we watch from the side anyway?”

Zorua translated.

“That should be fine,” the organizer judged. “I’ll show you where I think the floor’s sturdier, so you shouldn’t have any problems… but jumping around would be a bit too much.”

“Watching will be fine,” Tyrantrum said. “Thank you for letting us.”

Mawile smiled, seeing her friend wasn’t too upset, then followed the man to where they were going to be able to watch the Contest.


“Looks like it’s Zoey first,” Ash said.

“Well, third,” Brock corrected him.

“First of the people I know,” Ash amended himself. “Wonder what she’s going to do.”

“Yeah, she’s likely to be pulling out some nice new tricks, she’s had a while to think of them,” Brock hummed. “What do you think you two would do if you had to do a Contest appeal, Lucario, Pikachu?”

“Electric dragon fight,” the two said, almost in unison.

“I’d make an electric dragon construct,” Pikachu explained. “It’d be kind of like a Charizard, but made of electricity.”

“Then I’d fight it,” Lucario went on. “I’d punch it a bit, then kick it, and Pikachu would make it react in a realistic way.”

“Then we’d end it by having him transition smoothly from fighting the dragon to dancing with it,” Pikachu finished. “It’s a version of that story about the Lucario princess who married the dragon.”

“That’s… actually surprisingly thoughtful and nonviolent,” Brock allowed. “I mean, it does have a dragon fight, but I was half-expecting something that would seriously endanger the building.”

“Gym destroyer,” Lucario indicated his trainer. “This isn’t a gym, nor is it something which serves a gym-like function.”

“That’s a good point,” Brock admitted, then they all looked up as Zoey began her appeal.


The first Pokémon to emerge was a Mismagius, who swept her hat off and produced a raincloud from it – the water moving down to pool such that it looked like it was in a large, invisible bowl.

Then Zoey’s other Pokéball opened, sending out a Finneon, and the piscine Water-type splashed down into the ‘bowl’ of water, before swimming up to the top and leaning on its fins. Thus able to watch, it saw Mismagius conjuring rings of smoke, which took on different aspects – flame, water, grass and ice.

Mismagius waved her hands again, more sparkling light around them, and Finneon dropped back underwater before launching itself out into the air. Tail beating, it swam smoothly through the space of the tent – in defiance of gravity – and swimming for the nearest ring, a ring of swirling leaves.

As it arrived, however, there was a bright flash and it bounced off. Mismagius tutted, waving her hands, and the Finneon swam in circles in the air a moment as it thought.

Then it darted through the fire ring instead, producing a little pulse of flame outwards as it swam-flew at greater speed. Now with a flicker of flame following it, it looped around and passed through the ice ring.

Another pulse of the appropriate element, and Finneon went for the Grass ring – then the Water one, completing the circuit and sending more water cascading down into a not-there dish across the floor.

“Now, full circle!” Zoey instructed, and Mismagius made a much grander gesture. The four rings from before became sixteen, one of every type but Normal and Dragon, and they scattered themselves in three dimensions.

Mismagius let out a theatrical laugh, and Finneon turned around once – taking in the whole of the pattern – before flipping its fins and accelerating.

The first ring it passed through was the ring of swirling sand, gaining a sandy Ground-type corona around itself, and the ring flew up to the top of the arena. Before it was done, meanwhile, Finneon went through the Electric ring – then the Flying one, and the Bug one, switching corona types every second, as the rings it passed through went flying up to the top of the arena and merged into a single multicoloured ring.

Dark. Ghost. Psychic. Poison. Grass. Finneon wove a complex, spatial corkscrew as it danced through the air, like a crazed loom shuttle, and the larger ring forming overhead grew brighter and brighter.

Water. Fire. Steel. Fairy. The trail of sparkling light Finneon let was forming a shape – drawn in multiple colours, still becoming clearer, but it looked oddly like the outline of a cupcake.

Fighting. Rock. Ice – and then Finneon flew up to the cherry on the cake, the combined nature of sixteen other elemental rings tinted purple and yellow by Mismagius as it became positively Draconic.

Dragon. Dragon. Dragon. Dragon – and then Finneon shot upwards, and a shower of sparkling light erupted from his fins and scales.


“Very impressive indeed!” the MC announced. “A fine flying fish flourish, to end a great ghostly ring route!”

“Do you get paid to come up with that kind of thing?” Contesta asked, then looked down to see his microphone was still on. “Whoops…”

“That was clever,” Ash said, in the audience. “I didn’t realize you could do a complete route around all the Pokémon types like that…well, except Normal, because it’s sort of the odd type out.”

“A lot of types are the odd type out,” Lucario noted.

They watched as Finneon took a quick swim, then Zoey returned both Pokémon and gave a bow. As she left, Dawn replaced her, and their friend sent out her Pachirisu and her Ambipom.

Pachirisu jumped into the air, and Ambipom began using her hand-tails to juggle the Electric-type around – not in the simple way most jugglers got started, but adding in complex flicks, even for just the one subject.

Then Dawn produced a packet of mixed nuts, tore the paper, and threw the whole pile of peanuts at Ambipom.

Tails and hands moving in a blur, Ambipom knocked the entire set of nuts into the air. As they came down, she began to juggle them as well, and Pachirisu occasionally got close enough to one to snag it out of the air and eat.

With each nut eaten, Pachirisu used Thundershock. It wasn’t much, to begin with, but the electrical energy didn’t go away when she went from the first nut to the second – then the second to the third – and soon she was starting to attract the other nuts towards her when she got close, drawing them into a kind of orbit from which she occasionally retrieved them.

It became clear a little later that Pachirisu was actually producing different effects from the different nuts she ate. A brazil nut produced a shimmering three-sided prism, then a peanut produced a two-lobed shape with a wasp waist around where Pachirisu herself was.

Each of these only lasted for a moment, but the walnut and the acorn and the cashew nut made it clear that Pachirisu was imitating the shape of the whole nut with each one eaten. Then she had the rest of the packet, all at once, and landed next to Ambipom rather than being juggled back into the air.

Lightning crackling around her, she took Ambipom by the tail and flicked it – and Ambipom jumped into the air.

Pachirisu looked up for a moment, checking where Ambipom was going to come down, then ran over there and curled her bushy, springy tail before Tail Whipping it up again.

Sparks flying with every contact, Pachirisu juggled her teammate half a dozen times, then the larger Pokémon used Swift just as the smaller one used Shock Wave. The attacks collided, neither Pokémon missing a single one, and produced a cloud of sparks which hid both of them from view for several seconds.

When it faded, Pachirusu was stood neatly atop Ambipom’s clasped tail-hands.


“Are you sure this is okay?” Tyrantrum asked, bending his head a little to fit through the door.

“I think it is,” Mawile said with careful clarity. “There’s two matches before Dawn’s first one, so we have time to get something.”

She turned a corner, and brightened. “Aha!”

Walking up to the counter of a concession stand, she carefully looked at the menu.

“Tyrantrum, you know when we gave you some ice cream?” she asked. “Did you like it?”

“Kind of,” Tyrantrum replied, leaning around the corner behind her. “I’d like to try something else, though.”

“That’s okay, they’ve got lots of choice,” Mawile told him. “Hmmm… what about some cotton candy? It’s really just nice-textured sugar, but it’s fun to eat!”

Tyrantrum thought it over, then nodded.

Mawile turned back to the stand. “Can we have one me-sized cotton candy and one Tyrantrum-sized cotton candy?”

There was a long silence, then the blue-haired man on the right side of the stand hissed something. A whisper came back, sounding like it came from under the stand, and the man nodded.

“That’s just fine,” he said, handing the sticks – one small and one extra-large – to his coworker on the left side of the stand. She twirled them with a flourish, then began sticking the cotton candy to them – making sure to keep her extensive red hair out of the way.

“That’s… fifty-four Poké,” the man added, and Mawile rummaged around for the spending money she’d been given.

“Here you go!” she announced, putting exact change on the counter-top, then took both sticks and passed the big one up to Tyrantrum.

The Dragon-type looked at it, frowning slightly, and Mawile winced before taking the big one back and holding it at a height for Tyrantrum to easily eat.

“I think we need to find a Psychic move you can use, so you have better hands!” she suggested. “Thank you, Jessie, James, Meowth!”

“Aw, come on!” Meowth groaned. “How’d ya-”

He stopped talking.

“Meowth!” both Rockets groaned.

“Eh, the thing which amazes me is that normally none of Ash an’ his friends work it out,” Meowth mused. “So dis is kinda unusual…”


“How’s that?” Mawile asked, leaning a little further forward.

“That’s good, thanks,” Tyrantrum replied, taking a bite. “This is very tasty… but for some reason I feel like I should be running.”

“Why?” Mawile asked, adjusting her footing on his neck so she could keep holding the cotton-candy-on-a-stick in front of his nose.

“Oh, just… a feeling… it’s probably nothing, really.”

They stood in companionable silence, watching the battle phase of the tournament – in particular, the bit where Ambipom juggled Pachirisu into the air to avoid an attack and Pachirisu didn’t miss a beat in her electrodisplay.


“Early!” Dawn called.

Ambipom bounded into the air, and Pachirisu followed her – with a much less powerful jump, and a fizzing Magnet Rise attack to give herself proper bounce.

The Normal-type smashed both hands down, driving Pachirisu towards the middle of the arena, and her teammate just about touched the ground with the tip of a whisker before being propelled powerfully back up on her Magnet-Rise bounce. She shot through the space between Mismagius and Finneon, electrical pulses going out in both directions, then used her tail to brake her momentum and swing back around to come at the duo from behind.

Finneon darted towards the Electrical-type, then did a peculiar little flip just as Pachirisu was about to use Spark. His tail sent out a splash of water, which blocked the Spark by making it waste itself on the water rather than on Finneon, and the startled squirrel got hit by an Aurora Beam to the face and flew back towards the ground.

Ambipom darted in, bouncing Pachirisu against the ground twice to break up the ice, and knocked her high to serve her right at Mismagius – resulting in a flash of light as Mismagius tried to use Mystical Fire and Pachirisu interrupted her with a Shock Wave.

Cancelling her Magnet Rise, Pachirisu came down to land in a sliding skid along the floor.

“Rally!” Dawn instructed, and Pachirisu nodded.

She twirled her tail, readying an Electro Ball, and both of Zoey’s Pokémon waited for her to fire before darting out of the way.

The Electro Ball attack went flying across the arena, towards Ambipom, and the Normal-type smirked before using Thunderpunch – smashing the ball right back across the arena at Mismagius, who took a glancing hit.

Pachirisu already had another Electro Ball ready, and served this one with a flourish. Ambipom hit it, both of Zoey’s Pokémon dodged, and this time Pachirisu used her tail to return it again – setting up a back-and-forth rally that gained speed and energy until it finally grounded out on one of Finneon’s desperate Aqua Tail saves.

Zoey’s points dropped, but before they could get low enough to knock her out she ordered a new strategy. “Fishion!”

Light swirled around Mismagius’ sleeves, and then darted across to Finneon, who split into two identical copies. Then four, then eight, and finally sixteen, as a combination of Lucky Chant and Double Team made it nearly impossible to tell which fish Mismagius was actually levitating and which were the fifteen identical decoys.

“Shock Wave!” Dawn told her team, and Pachirisu switched to serving up that one. It flew straight and true, angling for the real fish, but Finneon blocked it with his Aqua Tail so he only got a glancing blow – and before either Pokémon could capitalize on that the Finneons shuffled about to make it impossible to build on the information.

A moment later Mismagius set Pachirisu on fire, which made concentrating much harder.


“It’s probably a good thing only one of Dawn’s Pokémon is really into table tennis,” Ash said, watching as Ambipom went bounding into the fray to take attention off Pachirisu – producing Seed Bombs to knock at speed at her opponents, and putting some wicked backspin on one so it curved around to hit Mismagius from behind. “I know Casey does it with her whole team and baseball, but there’s less ways a Pokémon can be good at table tennis.”

“I’d do all right, I think,” Ninetales volunteered. “I’m not good with any one bat, but I make up for it in volume.”


“Ambipom, Pachirisu!” Dawn called, getting the attention of both Pokémon. “Sizzler serve!”

Ambipom nodded, running forwards, and Pachirisu adjusted her flaming-running-in-circles to bring her a little bit closer to Ambipom. It was the best she could do, and Ambipom decided it was good enough. She ran forwards, scooping up the squirrel with both hands using Fire Punch as a pair of oven gloves, then launched herself into the air with a Bounce.

Winding up, she threw Pachirisu at the ground – just as Pachirisu reactivated Magnet Rise, leading the flaming squirrel to bounce up and at Mismagius from an unusual angle. Pachirisu’s cheeks flared as she spun out an electrical cable to entrap the Ghost-type, holding her in with chains of energy she couldn’t easily break, and Ambipom came bounding up to start bouncing both Pokémon around.

She fended off a series of attacks from fake versions of Finneon, having to make sure none of them hit home so she wouldn’t end up being blindsided by the real one, then hit the two electrically bound Pokémon together so they sparked brightly and launched the combination up at one of the Finneon.

Blazing with electric blue over smouldering orange, Pachirisu began quickly tweaking the electrical charge she was using to contain Mismagius. By switching it between negative and positive, while keeping her own at negative, she was able to quickly bounce Mismagius back and forth across the area Finneon was in by using herself as the counterweight.

After a few seconds of repeatedly using herself and her opponent as a projectile, she managed to hit the Double Team which was actually the real Finneon – knocking him halfway across the room, stunning him with the direct electrical blow, until Ambipom jumped up and used Thunderpunch on both tails to knock Finneon across the room back towards Pachirisu.

The Electric-type fired Mismagius on an intercepting course, cancelling out her own electricity as she did so, and Zoey’s two Pokémon collided with a crackle-BOOM of neutralizing positive and negative charge.

Ambipom landed first, caught Pachirisu, and the two posed as sparks drifted to the floor around them.


“Nice work, Dawn,” Zoey credited her, shaking her hand. “I can see you’ve really stepped up your game – I’ll just have to do that too!”

“Just not too much,” Pachirisu requested, a trifle plaintively. She rubbed her tail gingerly, touching at the scorch marks. “That was actually really quite painful.”

“Yeah, we’ll have to be careful about fire in the future,” Dawn admitted. “If you had a way to extinguish it yourself, that would help.”

“Hmmm…” Zoey hummed to herself. “I think I’ll really have to bring my ‘A’ game to handle you, Dawn, you’ve learned really well!”

“Thanks,” Dawn smiled. “And you’re still the hardest opponent I have, in Contest battles…”


As Dawn rejoined the group, she found both Ash and Brock looking at a flyer.

“Is that the Tag Battle thing?” she asked, getting a nod. “Interested?”

“Well… I’m not sure, really,” Ash admitted. “It kind of feels unfair for me to take part. This is supposed to be about teamwork, and… it’s not really very big-headed of me to say that I’m at the level where I could win a lot of the fights by myself…”

“Yeah, that is a point,” Dawn agreed, then frowned. “Oh, just to be sure, did you mean your team could, or you?”

“Both, probably,” Lucario suggested. “Even if he left Kari by the side.”

“Perforce I should be left by the side, for ‘tis only one Pokémon per contestant at a time,” Kari said. “I might wield myself, were I to deem it right, but he and I could only enter the field of battle together were it a double battle.”

“That’s a really long winded way of saying yeah,” Pikachu noted. “Actually, though, is there such a thing as a tournament where Ash could enter as himself?”

“If there is, the best people to ask are probably Chuck and the Lucario Kingdom,” Lucario suggested. “Unless, of course, they say ‘only one Pokémon’ but neglect to mention if humans are restricted.”

“I think if Ash showed up and started punching Pokémon across the arena then they would restrict it pretty quickly,” Dawn laughed.

“Hey, maybe I could enter!” Mawile suggested. “Ash – you could loan me a couple of Pokémon, like Goodra and Tyranitar?”

Ash frowned, thinking about it. “That… actually, that might be good, as you are an official trainer because you have Tyrantrum. But you’re right, he probably wouldn’t want to take part in this.”

“Right!” Mawile agreed. “That’s the kind of thing I was thinking about!”

Ash took out Dexter. “Would Mawile be allowed to do that?”

Give me a moment, I need to OCR the rules PDF.

“Pardon?” Ash said, mystified.

Give me a moment, I need to read the rules, Dexter repeated in the same tone.

The sound of running feet made them look up, seeing a young girl with purple hair approaching them. She looked about six, and was wearing jeans and a T-shirt which told the world that ‘Igneous is Bliss’ with an accompanying diagram.

“Found you!” she announced, and hugged Brock’s legs – speaking very quickly, sounding a bit hysterical. “I was so scared, I got lost and then there was that big scary dragon and-”

“Calm down,” Brock told her, crouching down to be on her level, and squeezed her shoulder. “You can relax, you’re safe now. What happened?”

“I got lost,” the girl said, calming down a bit. “You and Ash were showing me something while Mom was busy, and I got bored, and-”

“Wait, hold on,” Ash said. “Brock and I were showing you something?”

The girl squinted up at Ash, and nodded.

Dawn frowned, then her eyes widened.

“Was the dragon a four legged one?” she asked. “With blue skin and kind of… glowing lines on it?”

“Yes,” the girl nodded again. “Why?”

“That’s Dialga,” Dawn explained. “We haven’t met you yet.”

The girl squinted at Brock, tilting her head, then frowned. “Dad? You do look kind of young…”

“Say what!?” Ash asked.

“Is your Mom’s name Philena?” Dawn said.

The girl nodded, then began to shake.

“It’s okay, uh…” Brock began, trying to comfort her. “Dear? We’ll get you…”

The shaking got stronger, and began to bubble into laughter despite the girl’s best efforts. After a few more seconds, she started howling, and collapsed in a flare of blue light.

Zorua tried her best to stop laughing after her disguise failed, she really did, but it didn’t seem to help.

“You have to admit,” Lucario said, as the three humans tried to process what had just happened. “That was a good prank. Nice groundwork, and… yeah, pretty believable.”


“I’d like to register for the Tag Battle Tournament.”

“You’re just in time,” the clerk told him. “You’ve got the last slot. Name?”

“Paul,” Paul supplied.

The clerk typed that in, then handed him a card with the number 32 on the obverse and his name on the reverse. “Keep that handy, you’ll need it for the team selections. Just through there.”

Paul nodded, walking through without a word.

At the other end of the tunnel was a grassy field, with several trainers milling about. One or two of them had a Pokémon out, and Paul immediately noticed that Ash was also present – with several Pokémon out, which was admittedly normal for him.

One of them was a Raikou, which was a bit odd.

“Your attention, please!” the organizer called. “For those who are taking part for the first time, the rules are as follows – you each have a number on your entry card, and we’ll pair you up randomly into teams of two. The two of you will work together, and we’ll be doing a straight elimination tournament from there. Any questions?”

Paul saw Ash raise his hand. “How many Pokémon can you use in each match, and are there any other restrictions?”

“One Pokémon, no-” the organizer began, then saw the Raikou and coughed. “Ahem, Legendary Pokémon are restricted, because… honestly, you’re the only one who’s going to have any.”

“Raikou’s not here to fight,” Ash assured him. “Thanks for explaining.”

Paul frowned, wondering what that was about, then saw the numbers flash up on the screen as the organizer decided there were no more questions coming.

His number, 32, was paired up with a number 14, and he started looking around for who it might be – holding his ticket turned number outwards, so other people could see his ticket.

For some reason, he seemed to be one of the only people who’d thought of something that simple…

“Ah, there you are!”

The voice had the odd timbre to it that Paul had already started associating with that thing Pokémon did when they could make humans understand them. He looked around, and saw Ash’s Raikou looking back at him with a broad grin.

“Capital move of you, there, made things much easier. This way, come on, come on!”

Paul did so, and – as he’d half-expected – ended up being led right over to Ash.

“You got fourteen?” he asked, to make sure.

“Maaa-wile!” Ash’s Mawile waved.

“The young lady wishes to correct your mis-statement,” Raikou announced genially. “She’s the one competing, not Ash. And yes, she is an official trainer – quite the job of work arranging that, I understand!”

Paul looked down at Mawile, who was wearing a cap a lot like the one Ash occasionally wore. “Really?”

He frowned. “I don’t speak Pokémon, if you haven’t noticed.”

“That’s what I’m here for!” Raikou explained happily. “I’m the translator! Well, chop chop, we’ve got strategy to talk!”

“You’re not competing?” Paul confirmed, looking up at Ash this time.

“Wile!” Mawile said, hands on hips. “Maa-ma-wile-mawile!”

“Mawile wishes to inform you – in her own inimitable way, of course – that you’re being silly about all this,” Raikou said. “There’s nothing stopping a Pokémon from being a trainer as well! Not that you could tell, with some of them. Ditto are dashed sneaky sometimes…”

“She said all that?” Paul asked.

“No, the last bit was just me,” Raikou informed him. “Now, where – aha!”

He unslung a bundle from his back, which turned out to be made up entirely of wooden signs. “In the heat of battle, there might not be time for a full translation. So! Mawile’s got a dozen or so signs here from my basic set, plus a few she asked me to make, and if she holds one of them up pay attention to it, there’s a good chap.”

“Exactly how much time have you been spending with Noctowl recently?” Ash asked.

“No more than usual!”

“Well… what Pokémon does she – do you have,” Paul asked, correcting his focus towards Mawile.

Mawile counted them off, and Raikou provided the translation – not without some extemporizing on the nature of the Pokémon involved.

It seemed she’d borrowed Pokémon from Ash, to fit a sort of theme – she had a Totodile, a Tyranitar and a Goodra on hand, along with the Tyrantrum Paul assumed had come from the same place he got Cranidos.

Apparently he was there strictly for moral support, though. It seemed a little odd to waste such a powerful Pokémon, but then again Paul had to remember that she was one of Ash’s own Pokémon and Ash’s methods clearly worked sometimes.


A few minutes later, watching her talking animatedly with the Pokémon she’d brought along – including Tyrantrum, who she’d just said wasn’t going to get in the battles – Paul wasn’t so sure.

The little Steel-type turned her attention to Goodra, talked to him for a moment, then asked Raikou something.

“Mawile would like to know if you’ve got your Cranidos along,” Raikou reported.

“I do,” Paul confirmed.

“She thinks Cranidos would make a good teammate for Goodra,” the Legendary supplied.

“Why?” Paul asked. “Is it that she thinks they’d make friends?”

“A little, a little,” Raikou replied. “But she also thinks you’ve almost certainly taught her Iron Head, which would make her a good counter for most Pokémon that could cause Goodra serious trouble, while Goodra has plenty of moves to make things difficult for the Pokémon that could give Cranidos trouble. She’s not got as much to say about good teammates for Totodile because…” Raikou glanced at Mawile, who started to explain, and Raikou repeated the explanation. “Because it’s obvious the best choice is your Torterra, and you’ve got to have that one along because it’s your starter.”

Mawile made one final comment, and Raikou dutifully supplied it. “Also because Totodile’s good at dancing, so earthquakes won’t be a problem for him.”

Paul absorbed that with an interested frown.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all…


“Maaa,” Mawile frowned, looking at the Pokémon on the other side of the field. “Wile?”

Paul glanced at Raikou, who cleared his throat. “There’s only one Pokémon over there, she says. Where’s the other one?”

“I don’t know,” Paul said, shortly, then frowned and looked closer.

The Mawile was right. He could see an Azumarill, currently firing Water Pulses at Cranidos and having them blocked by Goodra, but that was it.

Come to think of it, that Water-Fairy type could cause problems for both Pokémon by himself, as Goodra and Cranidos were both vulnerable.

“Wa-ma-wile,” Mawile instructed. “Wile!”

“She told Goodra to ask Cranidos if she could fight under rain, and use Rain Dance if she said yes,” Raikou reported. “I suppose we’re lucky my brother isn’t the one doing this, he’d be quite incensed!”

“Right,” Paul said, not sure what the implications of that were.

Mawile turned to him, smiled, and held up a sign.

It read: ‘Don’t worry! Goodra can sense things that are being rained on!’

“So Goodra will find the missing Pokémon,” Paul realized. “All right. Cranidos, as soon as it starts to rain charge forwards and attack Azumarill with Iron Head. Keep him busy.”

Cranidos nodded, replying to Goodra at the same moment, and Goodra used Rain Dance.

As the rain began to fall, Cranidos lowered her head, using it as a kind of rain-shield as she blurred across the arena. Halfway across one of her feet got stuck, leading her to stumble-skip a few steps, but she recovered and scored a glancing blow on Azumarill. The Water-type retaliated with an Aqua Tail, and Cranidos interposed her hard head with a whack that echoed across the stadium. Her feet slid a little on the grassy stadium floor, and she dug in her talons before launching a second attack.

Goodra came lumbering a bit behind, paused, then whipped his tail around and smacked something out of the grass.

The Pokémon he’d hit – a Kecleon – bounced once, disguise collapsing from the impact. It retaliated with a Psybeam, then tried to hide again.

Goodra adjusted himself a little, and strafed a line of Dragon Pulse along the grass. It hit Kecleon, harder than the first blow, and Paul heard the other trainers shouting something.

Something about Play Rough-

“Cranidos, intercept him!” he ordered.

Cranidos whirled, claws tearing up the ground beneath her, and used a Head Smash to knock Azumarill away just before he could punch Goodra halfway across the stadium. The Fairy-type whirled, launching a Hydro Pump at Cranidos, and Goodra’s Dragon Pulse intercepted the attack to send them both off at an angle – returning the favour by keeping Cranidos from taking an attack that might knock her out.

“Wiiile!” Mawile called, pointing, and Paul followed where she was pointing to spot the moving grass which showed where Kecleon was going.

The lizard reached Azumarill, and was quickly beaned by a very weak fingertap to the head. Then he vanished back into the grass, and Goodra took a moment to locate Kecleon again before blasting Dragon Pulse at him.

“Mawile,” Paul said. “That was a Play Rough. Kecleon’s Fairy type now.”

“Maa?” Mawile asked, glancing at him, then nodded firmly. “Wiii-mawile, wile!”

“Roughly speaking: should we switch targets?” Raikou supplied. “There’s also a lot of stuff in there about the tactical situation, but-”

“Yes,” Paul decided. “Goodra should handle Azumarill for now. Cranidos – Avalanche, then Head Smash!”


“That’s really good camera footage,” Suicune said. “Isn’t it?”

“It is, you’re right,” Swellow agreed. “Normally with these things the cameras stay up on the wall, which I guess is fine, but this is giving us great views of the battle right up close! I wonder how they’re doing it?”

The assembled Pokémon watched for a bit longer, seeing Goodra using his Dragon Pulse to fly all over the place – avoiding the close-range attentions of Azumarill, and also using the flame jet to blind him and prevent him from getting at either Goodra or Cranidos – then Ivysaur nodded to himself.

“Got it,” he said. “They’re not reacting, so it’s not something they can see. It’s invisible – and it’s getting very close to the action, so it’s either not valuable or it’s able to protect itself.”

“So, what’s the answer?” Torkoal asked.

“Latias,” Ivysaur said simply. “I bet she’s got a camera somewhere, possibly on her forehead, and she’s just flying around shielded and invisible to get the best pictures.”

“How do you work that out?”

Ivysaur gave the speaking Tauros a look. “I’ve seen a lot of things. Eventually you kind of get used to thinking the right way.”


“This tournament really does produce some strange team ups,” Brock observed, watching as Tyranitar unleashed his Hyper Beam and Paul’s Ninjask got out of the way. “I know normally you want Pokémon who can cover weaknesses, because you can’t really work out good elaborate combos with a randomly assigned teammate, but even so…”

“I do know what you mean,” Ash agreed.

“Then again, if you have a really powerful Pokémon, they can win by themselves,” Lucario mused. “Mewtwo, for instance.”

“They did say they wouldn’t allow Legendary Pokémon,” Brock pointed out.

“Then what about M-002?”

“That’s a Mewtwo as well,” Pikachu said.

“True.”

“I think what Lucario’s trying not to do is say he’d be the one,” Ash observed, then winced as the Charmeleon forming one half of the other team used Flamethrower and Paul’s Ninjask barely got away. “Whoa! That was close.”

The other half of the team, a burly Machoke, went running up towards Tyranitar.

“Earthquake!” Mawile called.

The ground shook as Tyranitar used Earthquake, hitting both Pokémon but especially Charmeleon, and the Machoke jumped to slam home a punch into Tyranitar’s chest.

Machoke’s punch drove Tyranitar back several feet, then he turned around and used his tail to smack Machoke to the side.

Ninjask shot in, getting off three hits with Fury Cutter before Machoke hit the ground, then did a loop once around Tyranitar and came back for two more attacks.

“What would you have done there?” Brock asked.

“Probably have had Tyranitar turn on Sand Stream by now,” Ash mused. “Ninjask should be fast enough to avoid the worst if the sandstorm’s got a consistent direction to it. I’ll mention it to Mawile after the battle – but she’s doing really well so far.”


“We’ve reached the finals,” Paul said, looking down at Mawile. “This is working well.”

“Thanks!” Mawile replied, then rummaged through her pile of signs and held up one to represent that.

Paul looked for a moment, then turned his attention to the arena. “I’m using Torterra in the final,” he announced, watching as the semi-finalists they’d beaten left.

Mawile nodded, taking Totodile’s Pokéball, and adjusting her position slightly so she stayed balanced on Tyrantrum’s head. “I wonder who our opponents are going to use…”

Raikou didn’t bother to translate that one, sitting on his haunches to wait for the other two finalists to arrive.

“Isn’t that that Barry person?” Mawile asked, moving her cap so she could see better. “Don’t you think so, Raikou?”

“It seems as though I remember him from somewhere,” Raikou admitted. “Though perhaps I just blew past him on the road?”

He shrugged. “Though I don’t know his Pokémon, anyway, so who knows what he’ll send out?”

The referee indicated they should all send out their Pokémon, and Mawile threw her Pokéball with great enthusiasm – putting a backspin on it, like she’d been taught how to do, so it bounced back to her hand with ease.

Totodile landed with both legs and one forepaw, rose to an upright position, and watched as Barry sent out a Prinplup and his teammate sent out a Kricketune.

“Okay, Totodile!” Mawile called. “Get ready to keep Torterra safe!”

She turned to Paul. “Can you make sure Torterra stays back a bit and uses Earthquake?”

Raikou began to relay that, and Paul held up his hand. “I know. Earthquake.”

Mawile nodded, holding up the ‘yes!’ sign, and then the referee called for the battle to begin.

Almost immediately, Barry pointed extravagantly and Prinplup used Ice Beam. Totodile fired off a Scald attack, colliding with the Ice Beam and producing a loud crash, and the combined spray of icy water went off to the right – missing Torterra handily, who used an Earthquake and made the ground tremble.

Totodile began dancing about, using the jolting of the ground as an impetus to start moving rather than letting it hurt him, and Mawile nodded. “Good work!”

She looked through her signs for a moment, then gave up. “Should I have Totodile keep Kricketune occupied so Torterra can charge Prinplup?”

Paul listened to all of Raikou’s translation, then nodded. “Yes. Good plan.”

As Mawile gave the instruction, though, the other team started a plan of their own.


“That’s right, Prinplup!” Barry pointed. “Use your Water Gun, then freeze it! Nando, your Kricketune can run along the ice!”

“It’s worth a try, I suppose,” Nando decided, and by the time he’d finished speaking Prinplup was already freezing his Water Gun.

Kricketune took the hint, jumping onto the ice and starting to skate along. He put his scythes together, playing a quick jig as he Swords Danced, then jumped straight at Torterra as he reached the end of the ice rail to use X-Scissor.

He was about to reach the Grass-type when Totodile interrupted, snapping his jaws down on the edge of a glowing scythe and doing a twirl to swing Kricketune into the distance.

Prinplup promptly dove onto his belly, sliding along the ground by icing it up, and Nando gave Barry a slightly confused look.

“I got the idea from something I heard Ash Ketchum did once!” Barry explained. “Well, he had a Snorlax spinning around firing Hyper Beams, and the ice was made by setting off the sprinklers or something, but it’s the same principle!”

“I suppose,” Nando allowed. “It’s a useful trick, certainly.”

Prinplup reached where he was going, and promptly got hit by a Solarbeam.

“Prinplup, use Metal Claw!” Barry instructed.

Prinplup picked himself up, looked at his flippers, then looked at Barry. He shrugged, and the tips of his flippers began to glow – letting him divert away the Energy Ball that Torterra launched at him.

They heard Mawile say something, and Torterra slammed out an Earthquake which knocked the singing Kricketune off his feet without affecting the dancing Totodile.

“I wonder if it’s helping out their team that one of the trainers is a Pokémon, or harming it because they can’t talk,” Nando said, then shook his head. “Barry, what can your Prinplup do to help us get at Torterra?”

“He can slide along the ground, and your Kricketune can ride on top?” Barry suggested.

“That will do,” Nando agreed.

“All right, Prinplup, let Kricketune get on your back and go straight for Torterra!” Barry instructed.


“I have an idea!” Mawile announced, as their opponents formed a combination. Totodile went diving in to try and disrupt them, but Kricketune’s scythes flicked back and forth in a series of defensive moves and stopped the little Water-type from achieving anything. “Does Torterra know Frenzy Plant?”

As soon as Raikou finished the question, Paul scoffed. “Of course he does.”

“Totodile knows Hydro Cannon! So they should use the attacks at almost the same time!”

Paul thought about that for only a moment once he’d heard it. “Done. Torterra, get ready to use your strongest attack.”

Torterra glanced back for a second, then nodded – understanding Paul’s meaning without his having to name the attack specifically.

Mawile smiled slightly, glad to see Paul relying on his Pokémon thinking for themselves, then cupped her hands around her mouth. “Totodile! Use Hydro Cannon!”

Just after she shouted the command, Prinplup veered off course – not wanting to give Totodile an easy target – then came back in to attack Torterra from a different direction.


“Oh, I get it!” Barry said. “That’s cool, it’s kind of a vector thing because hitting a moving target is much easier if it’s moving towards or away from you, so by doing that they’ve made it so only Torterra has an easy target, which is something that’s kind of impossible to avoid if you think about it-”

“Barry, please,” Nando requested.

Barry made a zipping gesture in front of his lips.

A moment later, Torterra slammed his forefoot down on the ground, sending a small shockwave pulsing out. It jolted Prinplup into the air a little, but his flippers steered him back down to the ground so he wouldn’t crash.

At which point Torterra fired off his actual attack, Frenzy Plant.

“Block!” Nando called.

Kricketune took two quick steps forwards and crossed his scythes, letting them take the brunt of the close-range Frenzy Plant impact. The jolt stopped both Pokémon in their tracks, but it also diverted enough of the force of the surging roots and vines that it didn’t send them flying.

“Mmmm!” Barry mumbled, pointing, and Nando turned a little – only to see Totodile firing his Hydro Cannon.

The attack hit Kricketune square in the side, the stalled Bug-type an easy target, and knocked him flying square into the wall. Totodile nearly collapsed with the effort, but the exchange had also left Prinplup by himself – unable to get moving again on short notice because of the roots all around him – and Torterra came charging forwards, introducing Prinplup to a Thrash attack.

“Mmm,” Barry sighed, as the board indicated they’d lost, then shrugged. “Mmm?”

“…you can talk now,” Nando said, after realizing what Barry was getting at. “And yes, I suppose second place is entirely respectable.”


This is probably a historic moment, or something, Mewtwo mused. I did wonder at one point whether I should take up the League Challenge, but my other projects… ah well. I’m happy it’s been done, irrespective of who did it.

He smiled. Besides, using Charizardtwo would probably qualify as cheating… or unfair, at least.


“Well done, Mawile,” Ash smiled. “And thanks for helping her, guys.”

Totodile, Goodra and Tyranitar all in their own ways indicated that it was fine.

“She’s our friend,” Tyranitar voiced. “And I think sister?”

“I think she’s your sister, my friend, and Totodile’s partner in crime,” Goodra mused.

“Is dancing a crime?” Totodile asked, sounding interested in the idea. “I like the sound of being an outlaw dancer!”

“How would that work?” Brock asked. “Break into a house and tango at them?”

Totodile nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah!”

As he considered whether it would be more appropriate to break in and then start dancing or break in by dancing – mostly but not entirely for the fun of it – Mawile just looked at the Soothe Bell she’d won.

Paul had the other one, and when they’d left he was still trying to work out which Pokémon to give it to.

“Who had this last time?” Mawile asked, eventually. “You won the tournament, right?”

“Yeah, I did, with Paul,” Ash agreed. “But I didn’t really work out who to give either one to, so they just sat on my desk.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” Pikachu said. “I forgot about that. Yeah, last time he didn’t want his one, did he?”

“I wonder what changed that,” Dawn mused.

She paused. “…wait, who said that last bit?”

“Congratulations,” Pikachu offered her. “Now you’ll have to understand everything I say.”

“I didn’t realize I was making that much progress,” Dawn admitted. “Is that how it works?”

“It seems to be a thing about the person, as to whether they have the right… something,” Ash waved his hand. “We’ve only really got a few examples to go on, but last we heard May and Max hadn’t worked it out yet.”

“Does this mean you can understand anyone?” Goodra asked, interested.

There was a pause.

“That’s probably a no, then,” Pikachu said delicately.

There was a jingle, and they looked up to see Mawile putting the Soothe Bell around Tyrantrum’s tail.

“There,” she said. “I know you get nervous sometimes, Tyrantrum, and I hope this helps out a bit. If it doesn’t, that’s fine and we can just take it off.”

“Thank you,” Tyrantrum smiled.

He waved his tail, producing a little jingle. “It is a really nice sound, actually… and maybe it’ll make sure I don’t surprise people as much.”

“That’s a very good idea, Mawile,” Ash told her. “I think you’ve done really well today – not just in battling, but in how you’ve behaved.”

Mawile beamed.

“I wonder if there’s an ice cream place around here,” he added.


“Okay, look,” Maxie said calmly. “I understand that I’ve committed crimes. Serious crimes. I understand that I’m going to be in prison for a long time.”

He adjusted his glasses. “I’m fully aware that I’ve been found guilty and sent to prison. And I know it’s supposed to be a punishment. But I’m not being a troublesome prisoner – I’ve done what I’m supposed to. I’ve gone along with what you’ve asked for, and I’ve given up all the information I know on Team Magma and Team Aqua.”

The ex-Team Leader put his hands on the table. “So please, please, move me to a different cell than Archie the pirate pillock!”

“Be you disrespectin’ me again?” Archie demanded.

“Of course I am, you bilious blue excuse for a sailor!” Maxie shot back. “I happen to know you started doing that stupid dialect only last year because it sounded more like what a pirate would say, and you got the idea from some internet holiday!”

“Lubberly lubberwort,” Archie muttered, crossing his arms.


The phone rang.

Philena Ivy picked it up with one hand, pointing with her other one at the door. “Luxio, just – look – make sure the pink Pidgey don’t get at the non-Pinkan berries, okay? That’ll ruin the whole experiment.”

Her Electric-type loped off, Roaring, and Philena directed her attention to the actual phone conversation. “Sorry about that, bit hectic here – Brock! No, that’s fine,” she assured him. “Luxio’s handling it now. I’ve always got time for you.”

She listened for a moment, then frowned. “Pardon?”

Another, longer pause.

“Well, Zorua are pranksters, but this sounds like much more of a prank than normal,” she admitted. “She pretended to be what?”

Pause.

“The sad thing is, she’s sort of right – that sounds much more plausible than it would have done a year or two ago,” the Professor groaned. “I hope you’re giving her a good telling off!”

Luxio ran back in with a bright pink Pidgey, still fizzling from the aftereffects of the Thunder Wave. She deposited the avian neatly in a cage, then pounced out the door after another one trying to carry a Sitrus berry off.

“That sounds like it’ll make her understand actions have consequences,” Philena agreed. “Knowing how much of a gourmet she is, two days of bread and water – even lots of it – might almost be too cruel!”

She nodded to herself a few times, listening to what Brock was saying, then smiled. “Love you too. Oh, before you go – we saw the tag battle tournament on the TV. Be sure to let your friend’s Mawile know she was very cute.”


AN:


So, today we have both a bit of Dawn Contest and a bit of… something else.

Hopefully it was an interesting take, at least.

Sorry for the delay, I’m afraid there are some things happening right now which cause a number of interruptions to my normal routine.






255. Sinnoh 18


“I remember this place,” Ash said. “Isn’t this just after we traded Buizel and Ambipom?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Dawn agreed. “This is about where I had my first training session with her – when she was still Aipom, of course.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah, and that means… that over there is the tower with the Spiritomb in. So nobody use any Pokémon attacks!”

Lucario turned his head, closing one eye, and examined the tower in Aura Sight as he walked.

“I can see some very old Aura there,” he noted.

“Yeah, according to the villagers nearby, an Aura guardian with a Pikachu sealed a Spiritomb here hundreds of years ago,” Ash explained. “We accidentally hit the tower with Sonicboom, and it fell over, released the Spritomb and things got… kind of hairy.”

“What is it with you and Pokémon that fit ancient Aura guardians?” Lucario asked. “I ask this question in the full knowledge that we’re on first name terms with a living time machine, of course.”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “It might be a Chosen thing.”

Lucario considered that, and nodded. “That might be it. Only…”

“What?” Pikachu asked. “This isn’t even odd by our standards any more, right?”

“Well, I’m more thinking about what Ash said about knocking the tower over,” Lucario explained. “If it was possible to knock the tower over with just a Sonicboom, which isn’t an especially strong attack, how weak was it?”

“Is it,” Dawn corrected. “It’s just over there. And it’s been standing for ages… plus, it was a Sonicboom from Buizel.”

“I’m not a hundred percent sure that the Pokémon launching the Sonicboom changes much about how strong it is,” Pikachu added his own two Poké. “Isn’t that the whole point?”

“You could be right,” Dawn agreed, smiling at the reminder that she could understand her friends’ Pokémon now as well. “But it’s still been around for ages, there’s been earthquakes and stuff.”

“That could mean it’s well built and Buizel hit the only weak spot…” Lucario mused, examining the tower again as they reached the point the path ran closest to it. “Or it could mean it’s been badly damaged over time and it’s now…”

His voice trailed off.

“Is it me, or is it swaying in the wind?”

The tower rocked back and forth as they watched, the sway picking up strength with every oscillation. It went back and forth more, and more, and more, until suddenly it tipped past a balance point and came down with a craaaaash.

“That’s… not good,” Brock said.

A cloud gathered overhead, seething out of the blue sky in seconds, and a bolt of lightning struck the ruins with an ear-punishing bang.

Then a swirling, purple-and-green shadow came surging up from the wreckage of the tower. Voices came from it – dozens, hard to interpret, but one message did come through – more because several voices spoke it at once than anything else.

You… you… must… pay!

The shape of mist and malice howled, sending an Ominous Wind attack crashing towards the group, and Lucario’s paws flared as he projected a shield to keep Dawn and Brock safe. Before anyone else could react, however, Spiritomb came surging towards them – specifically, towards Ash, and hurled its keystone at Ash’s forehead.

Kari whispered out of her sheath and blocked the strike, settling into Ash’s hand with a natural smoothness, and Spiritomb’s one hundred and eight voices shouted and snarled before attacks began to flick out of it to try and harm the young Aura Guardian.

Ash took Kari’s hilt in both hands, sliding into one of the guard stances she had taught him, and began to block with reflexive speed – backing up a pace every third strike, keeping Spiritomb at the distance where Kari’s tip could interpose itself in the way of any attack without giving the two of them too little time to react.

Trapped in rock and held in stone! I/we demand you suffer like you made me/us suffer!

Rocks flashed out of the swirling vortex of mist, and Ash sidestepped away from one component of the Rock Tomb before slicing the second in half with Secret Sword. Focused through Kari it was much easier than before, and a little blip of energy right on impact turned the flying rock into a cloud of gravel energetically enough that it all ended up missing him.

That left him out of position to block the third strike – seemingly – but then Kari flicked right back up again, twirling slightly to convert momentum from one direction to another, and the third rock bounced off the flat of her blade to hit a tree some feet behind him.

The fourth rock hit him in the side, but it was only a glancing blow and didn’t do more then bruise.

“I’m not the one who imprisoned you!” Ash called, raising Kari back up to a one-handed guard position in the slight pause as Spiritomb thought of a new strategy. “I know you were imprisoned by an Aura Guardian, but that’s not me!”

Kari pulsed slightly in his hands. “Sir Ketchum, I fear words may not serve us well today,” she said – softly. “Was this Spiritomb not imprisoned for good reason?”

“That was then,” Ash replied, just as softly. “I have to try.”

“You have a good heart,” Kari determined. “That is the hardest thing to learn. Strategy, perhaps, may be something we need to focus on…”

Whatever reply Ash might have made was interrupted by a howl of rage from the Dark-type Ghost. Words! Words and nothing! I/we demand action! Repayment!

Pikachu came running up, cheeks sparking, and jumped onto Ash’s shoulders. “Lucario’s with the others, so they’re safe,” he reported. “Latias is here if you need her.”

“Right,” Ash said. “Thanks.”

He raised his voice. “Spiritomb – I do want to help you, but not if what you’re going to do with that is hurt others.”

After about two seconds of consideration, Spiritomb howled. The Uproar hit like a physical blow, and while it still rang in Ash’s ears lashes of shadow whipped out at him from the ghostly form of the Forbidden Pokémon.

Pikachu sent out a spike of Shock Wave, the current bouncing from one shadowy tendril to another, and Ash swept Kari across in an arc that produced a Night Slash beam and cut through over a dozen of them at once.


“I can’t remember, what’s our normal way of doing things in this situation?” Dawn asked.

“Pretty much wait over here for Ash to solve it?” Ambipom suggested. “I mean, look at him.”

Dawn nodded, watching as her friend unlimbered his staff, crossing it with his living sword and creating a Protect wall to protect all three combatants from a surging Ominous Wind.

Some of the backscatter reached them, and Lucario slashed his paw out in a Wide Guard – blocking the attack from reaching the entire group – then returned to a ready stance, for the next possible attack.

“Didn’t it wreck the nearby town last time?” Dawn added. “I thought that was what it did first.”

“Yeah, but Team Rocket convinced it that Ash was the one who sealed it,” Ambipom remembered. “Is that right?”

Brock gave her a nod. “That’s how I remember it, at least. I don’t really know why, though.”

“Maybe it’s just not a very nice Spiritomb?” Dawn suggested. “Or the majority of it isn’t?”

“That’s… a good point, actually,” Brock realized, as Lucario used a Flamethrower and swept it across in a wall to burn away the Icy Wind that came at them. “Well, we already knew Spiritomb could be nice, because Cynthia has one, but if a Spiritomb is made up of over a hundred spirits and only some of them are nasty? The ones who are nice would just be stuck with them…”

He shook his head. “I… think maybe this is something we should ask an expert about, or something.”


Spiritomb changed tack, firing a powerful Water Pulse at Ash to try and simply knock him over. The young Aura Guardian swept Kari across in a fast Slash, cutting the attack in half, and most of the attack missed – only the lower part splashing into his boots.

Then a Shock Wave flashed out of Spiritomb, hitting the pool of water Ash was standing in, and conducted up into his body.

The Ghost-type laughed in triumph for a moment, then paused. “What? Why?”

Ash frowned. “What? I get electrocuted every night in training.”

A few stray sparks flicked off Kari’s tip, and he brought her back to a guard position with his staff resting against the ground to his left. “I keep trying to tell you – I’m only going to stop you if you want to hurt people. If you’re going to leave everyone alone, then you can go.”

He kept one eye closed, watching Spiritomb’s Aura, and frowned – there was a sudden ripple, as if dozens of sparks were swirling one way and then another, and then Spiritomb howled.

“No peace! Revenge! I/we will punish you as you punished me/us!”

The declaration was accompanied by a surge of tangible malice, a Dark Pulse which smashed into Kari’s blade and forced them all back at least a foot – which was followed by another, and another, weaker than the first but still worrying because of their sheer number.

Pikachu’s cheeks lit up brilliantly, a surging continuous current of energy feeding into Spiritomb, and the enraged and unquiet Ghost ignored the attack for several seconds – until it was about to reach the solid Key Stone, whereupon it screeched and slammed out a Disable that blew away Pikachu’s attack for long enough to vanish behind a Smokescreen.

“I can see Spiritomb, but not the Key Stone,” Pikachu reported. “Ash, can you see better?”

“Sort of,” Ash replied. “But… I think we’re doing this wrong.”

He fed more power to his boots, feeling them respond as he increased his own grip, then transferred his staff to his back – still keeping an eye on Spiritomb.

Kari was transferred into a left-handed grip, and Ash crouched slightly.

“What are we doing?” Kari asked. “I fear we have not had the time for you to learn all the intricacies of the off-hand stances.”

“Yeah, but I need my right hand free,” Ash replied. “Hold on, both of you.”

He launched himself forwards. Blue light glowing on the soles of his boots as he used one at a time for grip, Ash accelerated abruptly to an astonishing speed. It was kind of painful, but it was also something Spiritomb wasn’t expecting – catching the Ghost off-balance for a second or so, long enough to reach them.

“Latias!” Ash shouted, sheathing Kari with a lightning-quick movement and then holding out his left hand to her, and she took it just before he made contact with Spiritomb’s smoke-shrouded form.

Then there was an intense flare of blue light-


-and Ash tumbled to a halt on a dusty plain.

Rising to his feet, he looked around and saw Pikachu picking himself up, and Latias hovering in mid-air.

“Aura Purge again?” Pikachu asked. “I would have thought you’d at least warn us first!”

“I didn’t know if Spiritomb would work it out,” Ash replied. “Where did Kari go?”

“I am here,” Kari answered from behind him.

Unlike the other three, her form didn’t look more-or-less the same within the mental realm as she did outside. Instead, she was a knight in armour – a full plate harness, completely concealing her identity behind steel, with her more recent Honedge form worn on her belt.

“It seems I am as I once was, or a reasonable depiction,” Kari mused, examining her hands. “What might Aura Purge be?”

“It’s a mental technique,” Latias explained. “I don’t really understand the details, but it’s kind of… Ash has taken us into Spiritomb’s mind to help solve their problems?”

“A noble goal, then,” Kari nodded sharply. “We should not tarry. How does this normally go?”

“To be honest, the problems normally show themselves,” Ash replied. He reached for his hip, finding no blade, then shrugged and adjusted his gloves instead. “Just… keep an eye out for anything that seems odd, I suppose.”

“Be fair, Ash,” Pikachu said, jumping up to his customary place on Ash’s shoulder. “With us, that could mean a perfectly peaceful summer afternoon.”

“Yeah,” Ash chuckled, then pointed. “But I mean something more like that.”

Latias floated a little higher. “Is that… an army?”

“No,” Kari replied instantly, shading her eyes. “That is eighty-three people. Scarcely a company.”


“I guess we should have expected that,” Dawn admitted, as the smokescreen cleared to reveal Ash and a pile of Pokémon.

“I did,” Lucario said. “But I didn’t say it because usually we try it on people or Pokémon who stay still for us to do it. I didn’t think Spiritomb was going to be willing to try…”

“Probably right,” Dawn agreed. “So what now?”

“Well, we could go in and help out,” Lucario mused. “But I think in this situation the appropriate reaction is lunch.”

“Actually, it’s not,” Brock replied. “All our food is in Ash’s pouch, remember?”

Lucario stopped for a moment, then slumped. “You’re right. I forgot.”

“It’s not all bad,” Chansey reassured him. “I bet there’s some berries to have around here. We could snack.”

“Somehow snacking is less impressive than having lunch,” Lucario lamented.

“You could always go in and help,” Infernape suggested. “I’m not familiar with how this works. Is there a good reason not to go in and help?”

Brock spread his hands. “Don’t ask me, Ash is the expert… and he’s currently unconscious, so that’s no help…”


“This is a mental world?” Kari checked.

“Yeah, that’s how this works,” Ash agreed. “A lot of what you find in a place like this is a representation of something about the person.”

“So what does the – right, the company represent?” Pikachu asked, beating Kari to it.

“I’m not sure,” Ash admitted. “They look angry, though.”

“Hey!”

A voice came from the side, and all four intruders looked over.

“Who are you?” asked a woman with a purple armband, looking through a hole in a tall earthwork mound. “You’re not familiar… wait…”

“We’re trying to help,” Ash explained. “This is Spiritomb’s mind, right?”

“Yes, it is,” the woman replied. “I’m one of the one-hundred-and-eight spirits. But – how did you get in here? Aren’t you that Aura adept we were fighting?”

Kari’s sword rose to a guard position, and Ash waved her down again.

“I am, yes,” he replied. “This sounds kind of silly, but why aren’t you trying to attack me?”

“I’m not one of the crazy ones!” the woman told him firmly. “Can’t you – oh, right.. sorry, it’s hard to remember you’re not like everyone else.”

She waved her hand around at the mindscape. “There’s a hundred and eight of us in here. There’s about two dozen of us who are… well, the way I would describe us is sensible – and everyone else just wants revenge. On everyone, for everything… and it’s a constant struggle. One we keep losing.”

Ash glanced over in the direction of the oncoming group of men and women, the ones the woman had called the ‘crazy ones’, and saw they all had some splash of green colour somewhere on their clothing. A green armband, a green hat, a green shirt…

“What happens when you lose?” Ash asked. It looked like they didn’t have long now before the horde arrived.

“We do the crazy thing, the vengeful thing… the thing which keeps getting us in more trouble,” the woman told him. “I don’t know how you stopped us for now – how long can it last?”

“Spiritomb – that’s all of you, right? – is kind of asleep, but only while I’m in here,” Ash informed her. “How do you fight?”

“With whatever we have,” the woman said, a bit bleakly. “We can’t escape, but it’s a struggle of pain and weakness and coming back-”

Her voice caught, and Ash waved a hand.

“It’s okay,” he said. “We’ll work this out. Are the other sensible ones here?”

The woman swallowed.

“They’re behind here,” she said eventually.

“Ash,” Latias warned. “They’re getting close!”

“If you guys got control for a bit, would you have Spiritomb hold still?” Ash asked. “I think I can reseal you, and then we can ask Darkrai or Giratina or someone to try and help get you properly sorted out.”

There was a babble of voices as the other twenty-four purple-marked spirits began arguing among themselves.

Kari’s blade whispered as she raised it in a two-handed stance, and Pikachu’s cheeks flared.

“What do we do, Sir Ketchum?” Kari requested. “I am not au fait with the subtleties of combat within the mind.”

“I guess just follow my lead,” Ash suggested.

Blue Aura swirled around him, forming glowing balls in his palms, and he slammed them together into a single huge Aura Sphere – then fired it.

The green-marked spirit who was right out near the front, howling and raving, got hit in the chest by a ball of Aura larger than he was. The explosion blew him backwards out of sight, and a moment later a Night Slash flicked out from Kari’s blade to knock the entire first row over.

Pikachu launched out a Shock Wave, homing in on the ones which looked most dangerous and electrocuting them into insensibility, and then Latias used Mist Ball and the explosion launched the whole lot into the distance.

There was a moment of silence, punctuated by Kari sliding her blade back into the scabbard, and then Pikachu spoke up.

“Usually that’s more difficult…”

“Um… we agree to your terms,” the spokeswoman for the purple-marked spirits said, sounding distinctly in awe.


Back in the real world, Ash rose to his feet. He let go of Latias’ hand, then unlimbered his staff and touched the head to Spiritomb’s now-visible keystone.

Both hands glowed blue, light flowing down the staff to envelop the Odd Keystone, and Spiritomb watched with a not-entirely-resigned expression as the potent Aura flashed twice before forming a seal.

Spiritomb’s form collapsed back into the keystone through the crack, which was then closed off by the last of the Aura Ash had assigned to it, and he picked the stone up with care.

“What just happened?” Brock asked.

“I got Spritomb’s better… twenty-five hundred-and-eighths… to agree to a deal,” Ash told him. “We’re taking them back to Oak’s lab, and then we’ll send a Darkrai or Giratina over as soon as we get the chance to see if they can help more permanently.”

“Wait,” Zorua requested. “If you’re going to take Latias back to the ranch… can you get out the material for lunch first? That way we can prepare while you’re en route.”

“That does sound like a good idea,” Brock agreed. “You can butter the buns for the burgers.”

“We’re having burgers?” Zorua asked.

“Everyone else is having burgers,” Brock corrected her. “You’re having burger buns.”

Zorua wilted. “Oh, yeah… stupid consequences.”


“Excuse me?”

The friends looked up, seeing a Jenny approaching along the road in front of them.

Behind her was a young woman wearing a slightly altered Jenny uniform, who looked more than a little apprehensive about the situation.

“Is there a problem, Officer?” Brock asked.

“If you don’t think there is, there shouldn’t be,” the Jenny replied with a smile. “I heard you were in the area – well, specifically I heard Sir Ketchum was in the area – and I thought I’d better check to make sure there was no sign of fireworks.”

“Not that we know of,” Ash replied. “There was a Spiritomb recently, but we took care of that without any trouble.”

The young woman’s attitude changed, and she sighed. “Kind of a pity…”

“Marble,” the elder Jenny said warningly. “That’s not an appropriate attitude to take.”

“Sorry, ma’am,” Marble backpedalled, hanging her head. “It’s just… I’m not sure how to get Luxray back to trusting me again without something to help us out.”

“Perhaps Pikachu could help,” Lucario suggested.

“He could?” Marble asked. “How?”

“Usually lightning works,” Pikachu shrugged. “I find a lot of problems can be solved with enough lightning.”

Seeing Pikachu’s confident attitude, Marble sent her Luxray out.

“Hey, Luxray?” Pikachu asked. “Quick question – what’s the problem you and Marble are having?”

The Electric-type’s ears folded down, and he sighed. “It’s just… I’ve evolved, and since then I’ve felt listless,” he explained. “I wish I knew why, but I don’t – why are your friends all wincing?”

“…oh, yeah, that’s right,” Brock realized. “Max isn’t travelling with us any more. Wish isn’t a forbidden word.”

“Should I understand that?” Luxray asked.

“It’s not necessary,” Pikachu assured him, cheeks sparking. “Now, let’s solve your problem. If you’ll just face… a bit more to the right…”

Luxray’s head tilted, but he did as requested.

Then Pikachu hit him with a foot-thick lightning bolt, and Luxray reflexively pounced into a tree hard enough to leave a dent.

“What did your Pikachu just do?” Marble asked. “What were they saying?”

“Pikachu just charged him up, that’s all,” Ash explained, as Luxray staggered back out onto the path and shook twigs out of his fur. “Electric types sometimes have a charge problem.”

“Is that what was the problem with Luxray?” Marble said. “Luxray? How do you feel?”

Luxray shook his fur out, which sparked violently, then drew his head back as if about to sneeze. After a moment of shaking his head, a bolt of electrical energy flashed back towards Pikachu, who caught it with his tail and nodded.

“There you go,” Pikachu said. “You should be healthy now.”

“That was Charge Beam!” Marble gaped. “You just taught him an attack we’ve been trying to sort out since he evolved into a Luxio!”

She turned her attention to her mentor. “Is this what Sir Ketchum is actually like to be around?”

“I think that’s what his Pikachu is like to be around,” Jenny corrected. “But it looks like… yes.”

She shook her head. “I’m starting to see why there’s official policy documents about him specifically.”

“What do they say?” Dawn asked, interested.

“Mostly it’s made up of warnings,” Jenny told her. “Dire ones.”

“That’s about right, actually,” Brock said. “It’s not his fault, it’s just his… I don’t know, general zone of chaos.”

“Sound like a comic book character,” Croagunk commented.

“Weren’t you supposed to be randomly stabbing me to check my situational awareness?” Ash asked.

Croagunk promptly used Poison Jab, which glanced off the side of Kari’s blade as Ash brought it up to block.

“I was,” he replied simply.

Marble and the other Jenny just stared.


“I don’t remember it being this long between gyms,” Buizel said, tails flicking as he walked. “Do you remember it being this long between gyms?”

“Neither of us was with Ash for the whole of the section between Eterna and Veilstone Gym,” Infernape replied. “I think we might not be the best Pokémon to discuss this.”

“Yeah, but you’re available,” Buizel shrugged. “So, think we’ll get a good go at Veilstone?”

“Don’t forget, Ash has a lot more Pokémon now,” Infernape noted. “That’s one reason why Ivysaur’s got that event calendar back at the Ranch.”

Buizel nodded. “Good point.”

He looked up. “Hey, Dexter, what’s that over there?”

We did go this way last time, you know. I remember, because I was there. And so were you.

Buizel twisted his tails, then untwisted them again. “Yeah, but that was lots of months ago.”

Years ago for me… Dexter vocalized, sotto voce, then raised his voice. Those are the Solaceon Ruins. They’re a temple to Dialga and Palkia.

“It seems kind of unfair that Dialga and Palkia get a lot more attention than Giratina,” Ash said. “I mean, Giratina’s friendlier.”

“This is judging by the relative scale of ‘times a Legendary nearly obliterated us’,” Pikachu suggested. “But yeah, it is odd. Maybe it’s that everyone sees Dialga and Palkia as a pair because they show up together a lot, and it sort of remains an association, while Giratina tends to work alone because he has this whole other world to himself that he spends most of his time in.”

“That could be it,” Brock agreed. “Or maybe Giratina’s temples are all underground?”

“The temples to a less well known Legendary are underground. How philosophical,” Lucario mused.

A blur of motion skidded to a halt in front of them, becoming Suicune.

“That was unexpectedly easy…” she said to herself, then shook her head. “Ash! I’m surprised but glad to see you here. I think the Unown are agitated in the temple.”

“There’s always something,” Dawn groaned. “Okay, let’s go.”

“Suicune?” Ash asked. “Are you okay? You look tired.”

“I… do,” Suicune realized. “My foot stings. I hadn’t noticed until you said.”

“What do Unown do?” Tyrantrum asked.

“On their own they’re pretty weak,” Ash replied, checking his hat was in place. “But in groups they can do some pretty amazing stuff – and scary. Last time we ran into a lot of Unown they actually created Molly’s Eevee and her second family.”

“The ones who are all Legendary Pokémon?” Tyrantrum checked, getting a nod from Mawile. “I… wow. I didn’t know that could happen.”

“Let’s see what the problem is,” Ash decided.


“That’s right, place the Splash Plate down there,” Saturn instructed.

The two grunts under his command did so, the priceless artefact joining the two others already lying on the floor of the room – the Iron Plate and the Draco Plate, forming an equilateral triangle with the new one.

A thrumming resonance began to build, and the Unown floating in the air twitched before starting to move. Their chant built up, and Saturn shot a glance to the side at Charon.

“Is this what’s supposed to happen?” he checked.

“Of course,” Charon replied. “It’s working fine, you don’t need to worry.”

“Good to know,” Saturn replied. “I don’t really understand most of this, but it’s enough that someone does. Even if it is you.”

Charon chuckled, then checked the readings on his computer.

“Order them now,” he said.

“Right,” Saturn nodded. “Bronzor.”

Saturn’s Bronzor began to glow a bright red, and the Unown stopped their haphazard swirling. They emitted three pulses, one each for the three Plates on the floor, and split up to begin following a three-looped path around each plate in turn.

“That’s just… amazing,” one of the tourists said. “I didn’t know Unown did things like this.”

“Yeah, it’s amazing,” his friend agreed. “Pokémon do a lot of things in the wild we don’t yet know.”

Saturn shot the tourists a mildly annoyed glare. “Are you sure we can’t just kick these guys out?”

“I would not advise it,” Charon replied mildly. “The Suicune was one thing, but these people can’t possibly harm us even if they could see us.”

“If you say so, Doc,” Saturn shrugged. “How long is this going to take?”

“Only a minute or so,” Charon told him. “We’re just retrieving the key, we can’t transform it yet.”

The Unown shifted to a new configuration, and a small orange cube began to rise up from the floor.

“There we go,” Charon noted. “We just need to wait until the containment is gone, and we can take it.”

A clattering sound drew their attention, and Saturn’s hand went to his Pokéballs in readiness.

“There’s no need,” Charon reminded him.

“Sorry, Doc, I’m still getting used to this whole thing,” Saturn admitted, watching as three trainers and an impressive array of Pokémon came down the stairs – including the Suicune from earlier. “They do have a Legendary with them, though…”

“Hey!” shouted one of the trainers – who had a sword on his hip? “What are you doing with those Unown?”

Charon looked around, suddenly interested. “Well, now… continue as you were, Saturn.”


Zorua loped down the stairs, having chosen to be in the form of a Mightyena this time.

It looked like there wasn’t actually anything to do, though, just about three tourists standing around watching some Unown doing… something or other.

Then Ash asked what the tourists were doing with the Unown, and the one closest to Zorua gave him a baffled look.

“We’re not doing anything,” the young man said. “We’re as surprised as you – wait, are you Ash Ketchum?”

“I mean you!” Ash said, pointing at… someone? No-one?

Zorua wasn’t at all sure what was going on here.

“Ash, what are you talking about?” Suicune asked, looking up at her trainer. “Threatening them isn’t going to help to calm the Unown down.”

“That’s not who I’m talking to!” Ash replied, sounding confused himself. “Isn’t it obvious?”

The tourists backed against the walls, and Zorua turned to Brock.

“What’s going on?” she asked. “Why is Ash threatening nobody?”

“It’s Team Galactic,” Brock said. “That’s who-”

Then Zorua suddenly felt herself floating – for a fraction of a second, until something hit her very hard in the side.

Her illusion crumpled in a flash of light, and she realized with considerable surprise that what had hit her had been the wall.

But how…

She saw Pikachu fire a blast of electricity at nothing, and something happened which gave her a headache – the electricity was absorbed into nothing, briefly taking on the outline of a Rhyhorn, but there was no Rhyhorn actually there to absorb it.

What was going on?


“Sir Ketchum, what are you doing?” Kari demanded. “A knight should not draw steel so recklessly unless in training or battle!”

“But this is-” Ash began, his arm flicking out to intercept a second Focus Blast aimed at Zorua. In the state she was the attack might have done her a serious mischief, but she seemed too stunned to dodge. A bright golden light flickered on Kari’s edge for a moment as Ash used Secret Sword, giving her the solidity to be sure of blocking a Fighting attack, and the attack burst powerfully enough to knock Ash about.

“Why are you swinging me about?” the Honedge queried. “This serves no purpose!”

Ash was about to reply hotly, but then he spotted the Rhyhorn in the back of the room – bright blue light glowing in its’ mouth. It was aiming for-

“Suicune, look out!” Lucario called.

“Look out for what?” Suicune asked, turning to Lucario, and then the Hyper Beam struck her square in the chest. It blew her halfway up the stairs, shattering them, and one of the flying rocks nearly knocked Dawn over before Ambipom managed to intercept it.

Suicune got back to her feet, looking a little punch-drunk, and a pulse of purple light flashed from her paw. It collapsed under her, and she rolled once down the stairs again to come to a rest at their foot.

Lucario moved into a guard position, protecting Suicune from any further attack, and at that point Charon waved his hand.

“We have it!” he announced.

Saturn sent out his Kadabra, and a moment later all the Galactic members were gone from the chamber.


“What just happened?” Brock asked, checking on Zorua. “That was Team Galactic, right?”

Suicune raised her head, frowning, then sighed in relief as Ash began focusing his Aura and healing her a little. “Thank you… who are Team Galactic?”

“Have we really not mentioned them before?” Ash blinked. “Huh. Okay… well, they’re kind of important, because they’re the team of villains who we fought last time in Sinnoh. And they’re the ones who – we don’t really know how – managed to end the world, which is why we’re all back here.”

“They do seem important,” Suicune agreed, now rising to her feet.

“The really odd thing is that you couldn’t see them,” Ash added. “And Kari couldn’t either.”

“This troubles me,” Kari admitted. “Were you flourishing me to block attacks?”

“Yeah, and… wait, you didn’t even feel the attacks you were blocking?” Ash asked. “Did Suicune feel the Hyper Beam?”

“What Hyper Beam?” Suicune began, then looked at the furrow she’d carved in the stairs – which, fortunately, hadn’t been enough to stop all the tourists who’d been in the room fleeing up the stairs from the strange goings-on. “That is very concerning. I had no idea.”

“I was expecting you to dodge, or use a Hydro Pump shield, or something,” Ash explained. “So I didn’t…”

“It’s not a problem,” Suicune assured him. “We must simply learn from it in future.”

She sat down. “So… why?”

“That is a good question,” Ash agreed. “Okay, so… who did see them?”

Dawn and Brock put their hands up. Several Pokémon did as well – Buizel, Lucario, Pikachu, both of Dawn’s Pokémon who were out, and Croagunk.

I detected them, Dexter supplied.

“That’s odd, yeah…” Ash frowned. “Maybe it’s a four legs thing? No, I don’t think those tourists had noticed them either…”

He shook his head. “It’s too bizarre.”

“Well, if they were doing what they did last time, they were just doing one step in a plan,” Dawn suggested. “And… didn’t they do something in Eterna City last time?”

“That means… okay, so we need to be on the lookout for when they turn up again,” Ash decided. “And try to work out what they’re doing. It’s not a Psychic thing, because Zorua was affected but you guys weren’t…”

“More to the point, it’s something which was more than just seeing,” Brock pointed out. “Suicune said she didn’t realize she’d been hit by an attack at all, Kari wasn’t feeling herself blocking the blows… did you even not notice the one which knocked you harder than Ash could compensate for?”

“Ash was just swinging me around in the odd ways he always does, surely,” Kari dismissed.

“But that was blocking attacks,” Ash protested.

“Attacks by who?” Suicune asked, politely. “Is that why all my feet hurt?”

“…you know, Team Galactic?” Pikachu hinted. “The ones we’ve just been talking about? The ones who just hit you with a Hyper Beam?”

“Who are Team Galactic?”

Ash, Brock, Pikachu, Dawn and Lucario all exchanged worried looks.

“This might be a bigger problem than we thought,” Dawn decided.

“Maybe it was something about the Pokémon or the moves?” Brock suggested. “I think everyone who has the problem got hit by an attack at some point…”


“The Spear Key,” Charon announced, placing it down.

“My thanks,” Cyrus replied.

He walked over and examined it. “Yes, this is a fine piece of work. Everything about the great Legendaries is of a similar quality, from the Orb to their work in the universe itself. It’s only a pity they had such poor vision.”

Satisfying himself for now, Cyrus looked up. “Any complications?”

“Just the one,” Charon replied. “We ran into the Aura Adept, Ash Ketchum, and his current companions. They tried to stop us.”

“Interesting,” Cyrus said. “Very interesting…”

He waved his hand. “Carry on, Commander. You have your duties. I have some planning to do.”

Charon took his leave, and as the door shut he chuckled.

“…eesh, sir,” one of the nearby grunts said, wincing.

“Oh, don’t mind me,” Charon replied pleasantly. “Just thinking about how good our position is now, that simply being fought is unusual… even if it doesn’t work.”

He laughed again, and the grunt looked like he was trying not to cover his ears.


“Sister!” Raikou announced, then his expression fell. “What the deuce happened to you?”

Suicune looked slightly confused, then remembered something and checked a note attached to her paw. “Team Galactic,” she told both her brothers. “They did something that meant I couldn’t see or feel them, and have trouble remembering them.”

She went on to the second part of the note. “They’re the ones who caused the universal damage that means Ash had to go back in time.”

“It sounds like you need some rest-and-relaxation,” Entei hazarded.

“That sounds like a good idea,” Suicune agreed.

She hummed to herself, thinking. “Well, my paws hurt, so it’s not really a good idea to have a run for now – I’ll try that tomorrow. Seen any good films lately?”

“There’s one I thought you might find funny,” Entei said. “It’s about some scientists drilling into the core of the Earth to restart it because it’s stopped moving.”

Suicune blinked. “I’m not an expert, but… isn’t that not how you’d fix that problem? Wouldn’t you just get some Heatran involved? Assuming, that is, that the problem happened in the first place.”

“It’s glorious nonsense,” Raikou assured her. “That’s why I think you should watch it too! It’s the kind of thing where they didn’t bother making sense if someone on the team had this really neat idea that made no sense – Entei knows more than me but… how did you put it?”

“At one point I asked myself what the stupidest possible explanation would be for what was on screen,” Entei related. “And then they said it. Word for word.”

“That does sound like fun,” Suicune agreed. “When is that going to be on?”

“Why wait?” Entei suggested. “The TV’s free.”

Suicune smiled, following the other two Beasts.

A piece of paper stuck to her paw crinkled, and she gave it a mildly confused look before taking it off and putting it in the nearest bin.


AN:


Interesting stuff in this chapter. An event I barely had to tweak, as it involved Ash being mistaken for a wielder of Aura, and then one which had to be adjusted a bit more.
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“Any luck?” Brock asked.

Ash shut the last of Sir Aaron’s well-thumbed notebooks. “No, there’s nothing even close to this… or, I don’t think there is, but it might just be that I’m seeing it and I don’t know it!”

“Ouch,” Brock winced. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

“I didn’t either, at first,” Ash admitted. “But it sort of came to me over time…”

He shook his head. “Well… I guess we just need to keep going, and watch out for that trick in future.”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “Dawn already said that – she’s got a Contest at Solaceon itself, later today.”

“That sounds good,” Ash smiled. “It’s a pity there isn’t a gym here… I’ll just have to do some training, instead.”

He thought for a moment, then nodded to himself. “Can I have some of Geodude’s time? I feel like I need to punch things a bit.”


“Okay,” Dawn said to herself. “Okay, guys, you ready?”

“Of course I’m ready,” Piplup shrugged. “Why would I not be ready?”

“She has to ask anyway,” Buneary sighed. “And yeah, we’re ready all right.”

“Good,” Dawn smiled. She checked her own outfit – a dress May had recommended last time they’d talked, with a tie-dye pattern of blues on the skirt – then looked up, ready to go into the Contest hall.

Then she groaned. “Oh… dear.”

“What is it?” Buneary asked, Bouncing up to her shoulder and landing lightly. “Oh.”

“Are you going to tell me at some point?” Piplup said, flippers on hips.

Jumping back down, Buneary filled him in. “Incoming Ursula,” she reported.

“Oh, right, her,” Piplup muttered. “Was she even here last time?”

“I don’t remember, but we hadn’t met her yet then,” Buneary pointed out.

“I guess I’ll have to try to make a better first impression,” Dawn decided.

“Good luck,” Piplup wished her, not entirely confidently.

The sound caught Ursula’s attention, and she turned to see where it had come from.

“Oh, hello,” she said, with a nod. “You’re competing as well?”

“That’s right,” Dawn agreed. “My name’s Dawn – I’m from Twinleaf.”

“Ursula,” the other girl introduced herself. “I’m looking forward to seeing what your Pokémon can manage.”

“Thanks,” Dawn smiled. “Do you mind if I ask what Pokémon you’re planning on using?”

“I do,” Ursula dismissed. “We don’t have to say, and I’m not going to.”

Dawn’s smile drooped a bit, but she shrugged. “Okay. That’s your choice, of course.”

“Of course,” Ursula agreed. “Well, you seem pleasant enough. I’ll look forward to beating you.”

Buneary watched as Ursula walked off, then looked up at her trainer. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, she just… gets to me,” Dawn sighed. “Sometimes she would try specifically to get to me, but even when she doesn’t try… she does anyway.”

She shook her head. “I’m not even sure what to do at this point. Is it really worth trying to make friends with her, if she’s like this all the time?”

“Just do your best,” Buneary advised. “What happens, happens… though admittedly the fact we’re all time travellers makes that a bit of an odd sentiment.”

“I guess,” Dawn nodded. “Okay, let’s go.”


“Ash?” Brock asked.

Ash looked up. “Huh?”

“It’s not very polite to read during a Contest,” Brock reminded him.

“Right, sorry,” Ash winced. “I was looking at the reminding pattern to see if there’s some kind of opposite…”

He put the notebooks away – one of Sir Aaron’s, and a new one of his own full of notations about Aura use. “What happened?”

“You missed a pretty good display with a Pichu and a Marill,” Brock informed him. “This is the second.”

Ash nodded absently, then frowned. “Wait, don’t we know her?”

“I remember her,” Pikachu agreed. “She didn’t like Dawn much.”

“Right,” Ash agreed.

“Maybe she’s not as unpleasant,” Brock suggested. “We’ve already seen how even Paul got changed… a bit, at least.”

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” Ash agreed.

Out on the floor, Ursula sent out her Pokémon – her Jigglypuff, which pancaked almost flat before bouncing back upright, and her Gabite.

She made a flourish, and her Jigglypuff began spinning in circles with Gyro Ball before bounding into the air. Gabite jumped up, catching the Fairy-type, and bounced her on the floor once before launching a Dragon Rage at it.

Jigglypuff came through the explosion without any trouble, relying on its typing to endure the impact without damage, and Gabite took up bouncing it around before throwing it to the floor – producing a faint squeak sound, but no apparent injury – and jumping on it.

The Gyro Ball reactivated, setting both Jigglypuff and Gabite spinning, and Gabite angled her arms before suddenly catching the air and taking off. Her claws gripped Jigglypuff, flicking it into the air, and Gabite used Sand Tomb as she landed – sending up a blast of sand which the wildly spinning Jigglypuff deflected in all directions, before landing in a puff of Dragon Rage right atop Gabite’s head.

“She’s certainly still good at Contests,” Brock judged. “Did we see that one last time?”

“You couldn’t,” Lucario said, before Ash or Pikachu could. “Fairy type, remember?”

“Right, yeah,” Brock realized. “Forgot about that.”


Dawn stepped out onto the floor, and took a deep breath.

It would be good to get back to what she was used to.

She sent out Piplup, who appeared with a flourish and a splash of water as his Splash Seals detonated, and twirled her finger wordlessly. Piplup used Whirlpool, whipping that starting splash of water into a watery tornado, and Dawn gently lobbed Buneary’s Pokéball into it.

Buneary’s Seal had a wave of high pressure air contained in it, and when it detonated a moment later – right at the heart of the whirlpool – it blew the middle apart, which Buneary immediately exploited by flicking an Ice Beam down at the lower half of the tornado and swinging it around. The aura of cold caught most – though not all – of the water droplets, turning them into glittering ice, and Buneary landed with a twirl as ice fell around her – just as Piplup did a matching spin, with the water from the upper half of the Whirlpool falling around him.

Buneary rolled onto her tail, powerful foot-paws tensed, and Piplup jumped onto them so she could launch him into the air. Once there, he used Surf – producing great gouts of water, which took on a spinning motion as he caught them in Whirlpools as well. They went all over the place, forming spinning vortices of water which Piplup flew between at speed by using them as speed boosters.

He dropped into one, boosted it up with his proximity, then flew out again to reach the next – sending it moving gently backwards with a kind of recoil.

Dawn watched for three seconds, then pointed. “Now!”

Buneary jumped, entering the nearest of the whirlpools, and used Thunderpunch. The whole whirlpool lit up, then Buneary exited it and shot an Ice Beam back towards it just as she left.

The whirlpool froze instantly, some of the electrical energy staying caged within it, and Buneary spun to do the same to the next whirlpool as Piplup shot past on his own path from whirlpool to whirlpool.

Dawn kept signalling, timing matters so Buneary was able to keep moving faster and faster – turning one whirlpool after another into frozen sculptures lit from within by caged lightning, as both she and Piplup had to use fewer and fewer of the whirlpools – their choices being restricted more and more as the sculptures built up, with the ones in the air gaining little tails of water reaching to the floor just before they froze to hold them up.

Then one of them froze without a standing base, sparkled for a moment in the air, and fell. It smashed on the stage floor, producing a fizzle of sparks, and Dawn frowned for a moment before realizing something.

One of the other whirlpools, over on the other side of the stage, had developed a stand-up tail. That was the one Piplup had expected Buneary to reach next – but that meant she’d made a mistake with the signals-

“Look out!” she said, and that only made things worse. Piplup looked over, concerned, and failed to exit his whirlpool in time – so Buneary smacked into him, Thunderpunch already going, and the two Pokémon went flying in opposite directions.

Buneary hit the base of one of the taller ice sculptures, knocking it over, and though Piplup managed to avoid hitting anything the damage was already done. The sculpture shattered as it hit the ground, releasing its’ trapped electricity, and knocked two more over – which knocked another over – until the whole field was covered with smashed ice, in a way which was obviously not part of a planned sequence.

Dawn flushed.

“Oops…” Buneary winced.

“I think that one’s partly my fault,” Dawn admitted. “I was so focused on getting back into the groove… we should have done this one later, it’s really demanding.”

Piplup patted her on the knee, giving her wordless support, and Dawn smiled. “Thanks. But I think we’re not going to be in the battle section of this one.”

The score came up a moment later, confirming her fears, and she sighed. “Ah well. Next time, right?”


At about the same time, hundreds of miles to the south, May nodded.

“Two on two, right?” she asked the other Coordinator.

“That’s right,” the young woman agreed. “If you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” May replied. “Okay… I think I’ll go with Munchlax and Beautifly.”

She sent the two Pokémon out, one at a time, and the other Coordinator sent her own Pokémon out a moment later – a Chingling, and a much bigger green-and-blue Bronzong.

“Ring the changes,” May’s opponent instructed, and Chingling began to ring out a series of sweet notes – each one hanging in the air for a moment, harmonizing with the previous note, and building up a charge of psychic energy.

May pointed. “Bug Buzz!” she told Beautifly. “And-”

Before she could give Munchlax his instructions, Bronzong tolled. The note was much louder and more powerful than the sound Chingling was producing, but harmonized with it perfectly and produced a pulse of sound which knocked Beautifly through the air.

The Bug-type recovered quickly, firing her attack from a greater distance this time, and Chingling drifted out of the way – keeping up the sequence, with Bronzong joining in on every fourth note to supply the bass line.

“Kris?” Max asked. “Is that an actual piece of music?”

Searching, Kris stated. Yes. It is a modified version of the Canon in D.

“We had to adapt it a little so it worked with so few instruments,” May’s opponent told her.

A moment later, Munchlax used Metronome. The Normal-type looked confused for a moment, then coughed out a cloud of purple poisonpowder which settled on Chingling.

The Psychic-type’s trainer looked surprised. “You use Metronome?

“And Assist, actually,” May agreed. “I like a bit of randomness.”

Chingling used Heal Bell, wiping away the effect of the Poison, and Bronzong’s twin hammers swung in to toll against its’ sides. This time, the bass note signalled a Rock Tomb, which flew into the air and barely missed hitting Beautifly.

“Shadow Ball!” May commanded. “Fire it through Munchlax!”

Munchlax scratched his side, then readied another Metronome. He grunted as both Psychic-type opponents hit him with attacks at once – again on the four-beat of the music – then exhaled a burst of frost as the random attack turned into Frost Breath.

Beautifly’s Shadow Ball scudded through Munchlax, then the ice, picking some of it up to give it a shimmering corona which amplified the blast when it shattered on impact with Chingling.

May’s opponent nodded her head a moment, in time with the music, then snapped her fingers sharply.

The tone of the bells accelerated noticeably, shifting from a simple four-beat tune to something much more complicated – Chingling producing a scalar melody pattern that still synced up with Bronzong’s patient tolling, but which lent the whole piece a greater energy.

Which was when Chingling started using Echoed Voice along with its notes, pulsing out increasingly powerful bursts of sound and knocking Munchlax slowly backwards.

“Metronome,” May instructed. “And Beautifly – Secret Power!”

Beautifly’s attack fired first, producing a ripple that ran through the ground before mounding up and striking Bronzong.

“Heal Bell!” May’s foe ordered, interrupting Chingling’s Echoed voice sequence to keep her Steel-type awake, and Munchlax shadow-punched Chingling at almost the same moment. The sound produced was oddly discordant, but it still didn’t seem to be enough to interrupt the music – which was only growing stronger, as Chingling and Bronzong resonated with one another, the Steel-type in particular glowing with a strength that increased with every bar.

“Wait…” May frowned suddenly. “Bronzong’s only attacking once every three or four times Chingling does. But there’s no reason why it should be doing that…”

“Chingling!” she heard. “Psych Up! Let’s finish the performance!”

Suddenly, Chingling glowed as brightly as Bronzong already was – copying what May had suddenly realized was several carefully timed uses of Calm Mind, amplifying the power of both Pokémon now to make them much stronger than they should normally have been.

“Beautifly, Munchlax, sirocco!” she ordered.

Munchlax curled into a ball, and Beautifly dodged out of the way of a combined Psychic attack from both bell-tolling enemy Pokémon. She did a flip, swirling silver scales drifting off her wings, then pulled up and launched them towards Munchlax with a powerful gust of wind.

The Normal-type stuck out his fist, glowing with the sparks of a Fire Punch, and the Silver Wind caught fire. Beautifly swept it around, curling it with a supplementary Tailwind, and bathed both opposing Pokémon in flame – leading Chingling to use a Light Screen to deflect away the intense heat from his Bronzong partner.

When the firestorm faded, Chingling was staggering – the strain of enduring the Bug-type part of the attack clearly telling. Then Beautifly sped in, landing a blow with Bug Bite, and the bell-like Psychic-type fell to the floor as his strength gave out under the sudden physical attack which his Calm Mind boosts were unable to help with.

“Okay, time out,” May’s opponent requested. “I know what’s about to happen, because Chingling’s the only one who knows Heal Bell. Well done.”

“You as well,” May replied, as several other Pokémon – a Bunnelby, a Growlithe, a Flaafy and a Taillow – hurried onto the battlefield to see how their teammate was doing.

“I think he’s fine,” Flaafy reported, a few seconds later. “Just a bit stunned.”

“Phew,” Growlithe barked, tail wagging for a moment.

“I think if that were a Contest, it would have been closer,” May added, thinking about it. “That bell motif you had going the whole time had enough variation that I don’t think they’d have penalized it, and it certainly got me on the back foot a few times.”

The other Coordinator smiled. “Well, I’m glad to hear that. I hope we do get a Contest together some day – do you have all your Ribbons yet?”

“I’ve got a couple to go,” May replied. “I wasn’t able to finish my collection before my brother arrived in Johto, and he’s dragged me to all the gyms first.”

“You’re not hard to persuade,” Max supplied from the sidelines.


“So, new rival?” Max asked, some minutes later.

“How do you figure?” May replied.

“Well, she’s a Coordinator, you ran into her and befriended her – which already makes her a better choice than some,” Max counted off. “And she’s called June. Which is such an obvious comparison. It’s like if I met someone called Min.”

“There’s still some badges to go for you in Johto, don’t count it out,” May replied tartly. “But yeah, it’s kind of like that thing with Ash Ketchum and Ritchie Getem… or, for that matter, Ash Ketchum and Gary Oak. And, uh, May and Max Maple…”

She shrugged. “But Iwalani’s not a name with any connection to ‘Max’, so it’s not needed. And I didn’t hear her surname being ‘Palm’, or ‘Golden’ or something else like that.”

Max waved his hand. “I don’t claim to make up the rules… but you have to admit, master swords-mon versus master archer-mon is a pretty good theme match up anyway.”

He chuckled. “Maybe Celebi just finds it easier to remember who to mess around with if the names have a theme to them?”


“Don’t worry, Dawn!” Mawile said, patting her on the shoulder. “I think that was a really great idea, and everyone makes mistakes sometimes!”

Dawn smiled. “Thanks – I’ve told myself that, but it helps to hear it from someone else.”

Mawile hoisted herself the rest of the way up onto Tyrantrum’s neck, giving the big Rock-type a scratch just where he liked it, then looked over at Ash. “Where are we going next?”

“Well, there’s a hot spring on the way,” Ash recalled. “So we can stop there for a bit.”

“Aren’t those dangerous?” Tyrantrum said, tilting his head. “They’re supposed to be to do with volcanoes?”

“They’re not very dangerous,” Mawile told him. “Well… they’re just warm, that’s all. And relaxing.”

She looked down at the ground, which from her current perch was quite a long way away. “I… think maybe you might have to just enjoy getting your feet warm, though, unless they’ve got a pool you can use yourself. They probably do, though!”

Tyrantrum considered that, and as he did the group began to head out of Solaceon.

“Hey!” Ursula called, getting their attention. “Dawn, right?”

“Yes?” Dawn replied, politely. “What is it?”

“I just wanted to let you know,” Ursula went on. “I’m still looking forward to beating you, when you get good enough to actually reach the Battle rounds.”

As Dawn stared in shock, Ursula walked off with a jaunty wave.

“Wow,” Brock said, astonished. “She’s… not nice.”

“Not especially, no,” Dawn agreed, trying not to groan.


“Um… Pikachu?”

Pikachu sat up, a faint crackle of Aura going over his fur to keep it dry. “Buneary? Is something wrong?”

“Not wrong, really, but…” Buneary looked around the hot spring pool – it had turned out there was a ‘Pokémon’ pool, and one big enough to allow Tyrantrum and even Steelix to lounge half-in-and-half-out of the hot spring water – and rubbed her paws together nervously, then clenched both fists slightly.

“I was wondering if you could help teach me something,” she said. “I want to be able to use Magnet Rise to control my movement more – that was part of what made the routine yesterday so complicated, because I couldn’t use any already-iced-up whirlpools as contact points or I’d break them. But it’s something I want to learn for other reasons, too, it just… seems like something it’d be nice to be able to do.”

Pikachu absorbed that, nodding slowly, then stood.

“All right,” he said, flicking his tail to get a few drops of water off, and walking to the shore to hop onto dry land. “So I know you have Thunderpunch… do you have any other Electric type moves?”

“None I’m any good at,” Buneary sighed.

“Don’t worry,” Pikachu told her. “When I taught Mawile so she could get over her fear of earthquakes, I started with Thunder Fang. Thunderpunch is a good starting point. Now, start the move up.”

Buneary nodded, her paw sparking a bit as she began to charge the Thunderpunch.

“Right, that’s good – and stop,” Pikachu told her. “That’s about the amount of charge you’re going to need. Now – and I appreciate this sounds odd – what you need to do is to let the electricity flow over your entire body, but keeping it as contained as it is now. Don’t let it discharge… in fact, compress it more. It should all be contained no further out than your fur.”

The Normal-type took a deep breath, concentrating.

Then all her fur floofed out at once with an audible fzzzzert, and she groaned.

“Don’t worry,” Pikachu advised her, using his tail to sweep up the voltage into his Lightningrod and dissipate it. “Let’s try it again. You didn’t quite get the density high enough.”

Buneary nodded. “Okay… so… like this?”

“Yes, just like that,” Pikachu confirmed. “Now you need to spread it out… a bit… a bit more… and there you go. Hold it like that.”

He picked up a small stick, and gave her a light tap. She tilted her head, confused, until she noticed she was very slowly drifting backwards – the voltage of a Magnet Rise just about keeping her off the floor.

“So, um… okay,” she said, still drifting backwards. “So how do I steer?”

“There’s a few ways,” Pikachu told her. “One of them is to change the level of charge on your different paws – it makes you move one way or the other. Another is to touch something, when you’re this low. And-”

Buneary reached the edge of the water, which drew up slightly to contact her fur. It discharged the Magnet Rise all at once, and Buneary fell into the hot spring with a startled yelp.

She bounced back out a moment later, sputtering, and rounded on Pikachu. “Did you do that deliberately?”

“No, sorry, I barely think about that kind of thing any more,” Pikachu said, raising his paws. “I’ll admit I did find it funny, but I didn’t plan it.”

Buneary shook herself out, judged how wet she still was, then looked up at Pikachu. “Can you give me an Iron Tail mirror?”

Pikachu complied, and Buneary promptly bounced an Ice Beam off it to splash over her fur. That froze all the remaining water, and she efficiently smashed it off before giving herself a quick preen.

“Okay, let’s try this again,” she decided, as Pikachu examined his tail to make sure it hadn’t frozen as well.

“Let’s do it in that direction this time,” Pikachu suggested, pointing away from the water, and Buneary nodded – already starting to charge up another Thunderpunch.


“Isn’t that supposed to be dangerous?” Lucario asked.

“What’s that?” Infernape said, opening his eyes – floating with just his muzzle above the water. “Sorry, I was meditating.”

“Just… your flames are underwater,” Lucario pointed out. “And… well, out. I thought that was a bit dangerous for a Fire type.”

“You’re thinking of Charmander,” Infernape corrected. “And the Pokémon who evolve from Charmander. With us it just makes us drowsy.”

He pointed towards the top of his head, which was still aflame despite being in the water. “Besides, I’ve tested. It doesn’t go out, it just gets less powerful.”

“Interesting,” Lucario mused.

Buneary and Pikachu went skimming smoothly past over the water, neither one touching it, then turned around to head back to shore.

“So is that,” he added, nodding to the two smaller Pokémon. “You’d think they’d remember that a hot spring is for soaking in, though.”

“I heard that,” Pikachu told him.

“You were meant to.”


“So, how are you going to handle this one?” Dawn asked. “There’s a whole flock of Gligar, right… and a Gliscor, the one which Paul caught.”

“I do have an idea,” Ash replied. “So the most important bit is to check if the flock has arrived yet…”

He shaded his eyes, then nodded. “Okay, yeah, they have.”

“I’m guessing you can see Gligar in there,” Pikachu stated.

Ash nodded. “Yeah… and that means the first thing to do is to get them out of the city, before they get more confused.”

He took a Pokéball off his belt. “Pidgeot, think you can do it?”

The Flying-type spread her wings, hammering them down in a takeoff, and got a look at the town centre before flying back down.

“Piece of cake,” she declared.

“Okay… let’s see,” Ash frowned. “Brock, where do you think we should send them?”

“If you want to talk to them, wherever you are,” Brock said. “But if you can move first… then I’d say near the Pokémon Centre, on the other side of town.”

“Got it,” Ash agreed. “Okay, Pidgeot, let’s go!”

He swung up onto her back, accompanied by Pikachu, and they took off in a whoosh of air.

“You know, this is probably going to be a little more complicated than he thinks,” Lucario voiced.

“Why’s that?” Dawn asked.

“Oh, I was just counting something off last night,” Lucario explained. “When was the last time any of you got Pokéballs?”

“That was… wait, hold on,” Dawn said, frowning. “I… can’t remember. Everyone turned up before I even left Twinleaf, and I like my team as it is, so… I didn’t bother…”

“I don’t have any more Pokémon to pick up,” Brock contributed.

“Well, that’s going to be interesting,” Staraptor said.

There was a sudden whoosh from the direction of the town centre.


Pidgeot’s wings rippled and crackled as they held in a powerful wind current. She flapped them again, and all the waste energy and eddies from her flight built up in a series of nested air control layers.

“Over there,” Ash pointed.

“I see them,” Pidgeot agreed.

She swept her wings back, air control swirling around them, then hammered them both forwards and just stopped in mid-air.

The group hung there only for a moment before Pidgeot began to hover again, but the air she’d been gathering shot forwards with the full momentum she’d carried beforehand.

It bounced gently off the buildings, like a soft pillow, and the interacting vortices snatched up all the Gligar – many of them shouting with surprise – then plucked up the Gliscor as well, lifting them all into a big whirling cylinder of air which rose into the air over the main street.

Pidgeot knifed around to a position ahead of it, wings smoothly shaping the vortex to keep it holding all the passengers, then made a grand gesture to her right and converted the cylinder into a vortex ring. It spat the Scorpion Pokémon out towards the Pokémon Centre, and then collapsed neatly – leaving nothing left but a few gentle breezes.

Ash’s fastest Flying-type backed for a moment, judging her trajectory, then entered a shallow dive to reach where the Gligar were going to land before they did.


“Ow…” the Gliscor leader said, rubbing his head. “What was that for?”

“You were messing around with the people in the town,” Ash explained, and the Ground-types all looked up.

“So that was your Pidgeot?” Gliscor demanded. “Well, that just means we’ll have to get our revenge on you!”

“You’ll have to deal with me, first,” Pikachu declared, jumping down from Ash’s shoulder and sparking his cheeks.

“Oh, yeah, an Electric type, that’s so scary,” Gliscor laughed. “Save us from the scary electricity!”

“Hey, uh, boss?” one of the female Gligar said, hesitantly. “I think that might be that special Pikachu we heard about…”

“What are you talking about?” Gliscor asked, half-turning. “What special Pikachu?”

“You know!” the Gligar replied. “The Pikachu with a trainer who can make a complete team of Legendaries, walk on water, fight even powerful Pokémon? The Pikachu who’s scarier than the rest of his team, and his team includes a Lucario and a Charizard and an Absol? The Pikachu who can shock Ground types?”

“You’ll be saying he’s got a talking sword next,” Gliscor laughed.

“I have given my service to Sir Ketchum,” Kari voiced. “But, if the need were great, his Pokémon might wield me.”

“This is ridiculous!” Gliscor declared. “No Electric-type attack can harm a Ground type! May lightning strike me down if I lie!”

Pikachu obliged.


Paul looked down at his phone as it rang, then answered it.

“Paul,” he answered. “Who is this?”

“Ash Ketchum? How did you get my number?”

He frowned. “I didn’t realize that was something Porygon were able to do. Or Porygon-2, whatever. What was it-”

A pause.

“Okay. Was it strong? Of course that’s a valid question to ask.”

By this point, Paul’s Pokémon were – while still training – giving him curious looks.

“Where did you say you were? I don’t even know where that city is… right. I’ll be over as soon as I can get my flying Pokémon back from my brother.”

A final pause.

“Don’t you have any Pokéballs?”


“I can hardly believe it!” Gliscor announced, hugging Ash. “I’m such a fan – and I’m so glad to see you again – and I’m feeling them both at once! It’s great!”

Pidgeot nudged Pikachu. “Is it me, or does our trainer still need air to breathe?”

“Last I checked, he did,” Pikachu confirmed. “But I might have missed the latest Aura trick.”

“Oh – oops, sorry,” Gliscor blushed, relenting in her grip. “I’m just so happy to see you!”

“I’m glad to see you too,” Ash told her, between gasps. “Wow, I forgot how well those wings can squeeze!”

He gave her a pat on the head. “It’s nice to have you back.”

Gliscor smiled, then turned to Pikachu. “So… what’s it like fighting alongside Legendary Pokémon?”

“Surreal, sometimes,” Pikachu admitted. “But that’s not as odd as fighting against them, that’s a real challenge.”

Gliscor nodded. “And what about doing Aura stuff? Is that something any Pokémon could learn? Something I could learn?”

“I could have a go at teaching you, yeah,” Ash suggested.


“This is a funny feeling,” Zoey said, lying back on the grass.

Her Glameow gave her a quizzical look.

“Just… the whole situation,” Zoey clarified. “I’m from the future, but you’re not. And I don’t know whether I should try to catch just all the same Pokémon as last time, or perhaps catch different Pokémon as well as a statement that I’m not just doing this because the future told me, or whether I should even try not catching one of my Pokémon from last time.”

She straightened up. “I mean… I remember Gallade, but you don’t, and he doesn’t. Do I go up to him and try and explain the situation?”

Mismagius flourished both her sleeves, producing a sparkle of magic, and formed a complex picture in mid-air.

It was a shrug.

“I know, it’s my problem to solve,” Zoey admitted. “Still… don’t either of you have an opinion? How would you have wanted me to do it?”

Glameow got up, stretched, and padded over. She nestled herself into the crook of Zoey’s elbow, shifting a bit to make sure she was totally comfortable, then went to sleep.

“That’s a lot of help!” Zoey said, a bit tartly, then laughed. “Well, I guess it is sort of an answer. I’m just worried about taking you guys into danger, since… you know, dangerous stuff happened.”

This time, Mismagius produced a rather more nuanced picture. It showed the destruction of the entire universe, except for a small group of Pokémon in a small forest.

Zoey frowned, not sure what her Ghost-type was looking at, until Mismagius reached under the brim of her hat and pulled out a little white card. She handed it to Zoey, and the Coordinator read it.

One first class ticket.

From: Sinnoh.

To: The place that will be safe if the rest of the universe ends.

Time of departure: good question.

Method of travel: you tell me.

She laughed. “Okay, I get the idea. Nice trick.”

Mismagius bowed.


“All right, let’s do this,” Meganium said, her vines coiling behind her. “You ready?”

“Of course!” Houndoom replied. “On the count of three.”

His tail flicked up. “One. Two. Three!”

Both Pokémon exploded into motion. Meganium’s vines flicked out, darting across on the left, at first, and there was a storm of thuds and clacks as she pressed her advantage on the flank.

Houndoom focused on his left, as well, producing Beat Up clones and dismissing them again in moments, then transferred his attention to the right and blocked Meganium’s attack just short of doing serious damage.

His counterattack went in next, slicing in to hit Meganium’s flank, and-

“What on earth are you two doing?”

Neither Pokémon answered, too intent on what they were doing, and Ivysaur shook his head before turning to the nearby computer screen. “Damos?”

My apologies, the Porygon stated. I am occupied keeping track of their game.

“I can help,” Heracross supplied, raising a hand. “They wanted to play chess, but the basic variants – shogi and western chess – both seemed boring. So they got about… six sets, I think, and a giant sized board, and they’re allowed to make as many moves as they want so long as each individual move is legal.”

“That sounds like a lot of effort,” Ivysaur observed, watching for a moment as Meganium’s vines propelled a whole squad of pawns deep into Houndoom territory before they were cut off and surrounded.

A brutal exchange of pieces resulted, and at the end only a few Houndoom rooks were left standing.

“Why can’t they just play a computer game or something?”

“They tried. Houndoom’s not a very good touch typist.”


No, I’m not going to put a car in orbit, Mewtwo said. Why would I do that?

“It could be a PR stunt,” Jin suggested. “Your media profile is surprisingly low.”

I don’t mind having a low media profile, Mewtwo shrugged. I can handle interacting with the public, I’ve come to tolerate it, but I’m more interested in actually doing the work, since we don’t really rely on public interest as such to keep going into space.

“That is a good point,” Jin agreed. “But you’re going to need recruits to set up colonies, aren’t you?”

You haven’t seen the amount of special interest email we get, Mewtwo observed dryly. I’ve hired an Absol to act as a message screener. He’s very good at it, and he tells me we get about… a hundred useful CVs a week.

“That’s… a lot,” Jin said, blinking.

It turns out it’s a lot more attractive to go and live on Mars if the journey back is a few minutes’ walk and a single teleport than if it’s a lifetime commitment. Mewtwo’s tail curled. Now, the thing that’s really going to provoke interest is when we get the results from the planet finder array.

“I must have missed that one,” Jin chuckled, sitting down. “Sometimes there’s so much stuff going on – it’s really cool stuff, but it does mean I’m too busy to go up to space!”

He waved a hand. “I don’t mind, though, being involved with this stuff is just great. So you’re actually taking pictures of planets in other solar systems now?”

Still working on that, Mewtwo admitted freely. It’s tricky stuff, but fortunately going up to check on the equipment is fairly easy. I just need to make sure their interferometry baseline is correct after each visit.

He hummed. Actually, since you mentioned cars… I wonder if we should start a new race circuit, with races on the moon and on Mars. Electric cars work in a non-oxygen atmosphere… something to think about, anyway.

“What was that you said about a low media profile?” Jin asked, smirking.

I don’t want to do something specifically to raise the profile, Mewtwo explained. I’m not going to avoid doing something just because it’s interesting.

There was a knock on the door, and Mewtwo waved his hand to unlock it.

Riolutwo came through, adjusting his tie. “Sir, there’s someone from Ariadospace to see you.”

Thank you, Riolutwo, Mewtwo said gravely. You realize you don’t need to wear the tie?

“I like this tie,” Riolutwo replied simply.


Serena went over everything again, just to make sure she hadn’t forgotten anything, then let out a sharp breath.

“No point just waiting around,” she said, mostly to herself, and got to work.

Blitzle’s hooves clicked against the ground – hard-packed earth, from the last time a Rhyhorn had gone through – and he waited patiently as Serena fitted his saddle, the insulated type used for Electric-types like Zebstrika.

The hackamore came next, a loose harness around his muzzle so Serena could point him where to go without having to say it out loud, and then the reins. Serena had taken care with the hackamore in particular, making sure it was comfortable – not too tight – and also putting a pattern on it, shiny buckles holding together the striped straps which were a photo-negative version of his own stripes.

By the time those were fitted, the Electric-type was visibly waiting for his trainer to be done so they could finally get on with it.

“Calm down,” Serena told him, smothering a giggle. “You’re going to be doing most of the work… and we’re not going far, anyway, not for the first day.”

She tugged on one of the stirrups. “How does that feel?”

“Bllli-tzle!” Blitzle told her, and she spread her hands in surrender before hoisting herself up onto his back.

“Serena, dear?” Grace called. “Do you want me to time you?”

“No thanks, Mom!” Serena replied. “I don’t think we’re going to go very fast, today.”

“Well, you’ll need to keep track somehow, if you want to get him in racing condition,” Grace pointed out.

Serena sighed, quietly. “I know, Mom…”

Picking up on her mood, Blitzle made the executive decision to start trotting by himself. The movement made Serena wobble, leaning on the stirrups, and she pushed on his neck to get herself back upright again.

“Thanks,” she said, pitching her voice low. “I do like the idea of riding, but… just as a thing we can do, you know?”

Blitzle nodded his head, continuing to trot, and they headed out into the field.

“Just around here a few times, until you start to feel tired,” Serena said. “We’re not going far today, just getting used to this.”

Blitzle nodded again, then glanced back at her and smirked.

“…what is it?” Serena asked, suddenly worried. “What are you planning?”

In reply, Blitzle broke into a canter. Serena wobbled a bit, grateful that she’d set the stirrups and stuff up right, then yelped as the Electric-type reared up and pawed at the air for a long moment.

He thumped back down onto the grass, glanced back, then began trotting again as if the whole thing hadn’t happened.

“Blitzle!” Serena said, trying to sound disapproving, but unable to really put much force behind it. That definitely hadn’t been what they planned for the day, and it wouldn’t be much good in a race, but…

It had felt good. Fun, and energizing, and exactly what she needed to take her mind off things.

“Warn me before you do that again,” she said, and Blitzle nodded innocently. “And… thanks.”


Denae swept her hand across, indicating the whole valley below their position. “Your thoughts?”

Iris didn’t reply at first, looking closely at the terrain and the weather.

“Okay, so the sun’s out, but it’s still quite early,” she said, thinking out loud. “So any thermals aren’t going to be very strong yet. But… the breeze is quite strong, and it’s coming from the northwest. That makes it cold, but it also means that any cliffs where the high side is on the southeast will produce updrafts, and I can see a couple of them now – one there, and one there. And this hill we’re on has a steep enough side on the northwest to do that as well.”

Denae nodded, but didn’t say anything.

“And…” Iris frowned, looking again. “That hill over there is going to be a bit dangerous, because it’s going to have downdrafts. And so are cliffs with the low side on the southeast.”

“Good.” Denae told her. “That’s the kind of thing you need to think about if you ride a dragon – they’re often self-confident enough to try something if their rider asks, even if it’s a bad idea, so you need to know what’s a bad idea.”

She turned, inspecting the equipment that Fraxure had carried up the hill with them. “All right. Now let’s see you put it into practice.”

Iris nodded, interlacing her hands and pushing them away from her to limber the fingers up.

“How often do dragon tamers get training like this?” she asked, looking at the hang gliders as Denae quickly checked them both over.

“Normally they learn the hard way,” Denae answered. “Dragons tend to be strong enough to take the crashes without too much pain, but we may as well do this bit now in controlled conditions. That’s why there’s a Dragonite overhead to help out if we run into trouble – but don’t use that as a reason to make mistakes!”

“Got it,” Iris agreed. “So… okay, the first thing to do is to gain height at the updraft here…”


At about the same time, late evening on the Indigo Plateau, Misty returned her Politoed.

Her challenger, a young trainer called Fred Farrell, shook his head. “Ah well…”

“Sorry,” Misty said. “You did do pretty well, by the way.”

“Yeah, but it’s my third challenge,” Fred replied. “It kind of feels like I’m not making any progress.”

“You are,” Misty told him. “I saw the other two battles – you’re definitely correcting some mistakes. But I do have a couple of other tips for you.”

Fred looked up. “You do?”

Misty nodded.

“So, firstly, with your Water-type, Floodwater,” she began, indicating his Feraligatr. “Something you didn’t really use enough of was his swimming strength – not his speed, his strength. When battling a lighter Water-type, you could use a move like Whirlpool and then Floodwater would be able to move more easily than his opponent.”

Ticking that off, she went on to his Flareon. “I know Flambé is in a tricky situation, battling Water-types, but that’s sometimes an advantage – you can work to make it so the normal tricks used against Fire types by Water types don’t work as well. How is up to you, because if I told you it certainly wouldn’t work on me next time!”

Fred chuckled, and Misty went on. “Your Flaafy should be using her tail more, because that way she doesn’t need to face the way she’s attacking…”


AN:
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257. Sinnoh 20


“Well, here we are,” Ash said, spreading his arms. “Veilstone!”

“It’s quite a place,” Brock noted. “It’s famous for having been built around meteorites.”

“Maybe we should have remembered that during our trouble with finding one for Rayquaza…” Ash winced. “Whoops?”

“No, they’re old ones,” Brock corrected him. “They’ve definitely run out of whatever charge they had. Either that or this entire city was built last year.”

Rockruff sniffed the air.

“What do new cities smell like?” she asked. “Is it like that artificial rock with iron in it that humans make?”

“That’s not a bad guess,” Brock told her. “Yes, a new city of this type would have a lot of new concrete in it. But it’s actually about… a hundred years old, I think? Quite new, as cities go, but way older than that.”

“Okay,” Rockruff said, grateful for the explanation. She sniffed the air again, frowning. “Is that another Lucario?”

“It might be, Maylene had one,” Dawn replied. “And it’s really great to not need one of you guys to translate any more…”

“Yep, that’s a Lucario,” Ash told them. “And I think that’s Maylene, as well. I can’t be sure, though, not until we get closer.”

With that, he started walking up the cliff.

“Is he going to stop?” Dawn asked.

“Probably not,” Brock replied, shrugging. “Togekiss can carry you, right?”

Dawn nodded, and Brock sent out his Flygon to carry him up.


“Hello!” Ash called.

Maylene paused halfway through practising kicks, then withdrew her foot from full extension. “Over here, who is it?”

She focused, then smiled. “Hey, aren’t you Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash agreed. “You’re Maylene, right, the Veilstone gym leader?”

Maylene nodded, stretching a little to avoid her abrupt cessation of exercise leading to cramps. “Yeah, but I’m surprised you recognize me. I’m not really very good at it.”

“Really?” Ash asked. “What makes you think that?”

“Well, I do my best, but I’m not really able to train Lucario very well,” Maylene sighed. “And – actually, you could help me with that! I know you’ve got a Lucario, can you show me where I’m going wrong?”

“Sure!” Ash agreed readily.

Maylene sent out her Lucario, and he took a stance.

So did Maylene.

Brock and Dawn arrived just as Maylene’s Lucario launched into a spinning roundhouse kick, which Maylene nimbly avoided with a duck-and-roll before springing back to her feet. She punched at him twice, both times getting blocked, then Lucario took the offensive and struck at her with a Force Palm.

Maylene deflected it with a rising block, using the chance to get close and hammer an elbow strike into Lucario’s chest, and Lucario oofed before retaliating with a low kick that swept up to launch her bodily away.

The Gym Leader didn’t quite stick the landing, stumbling backwards before finally coming to a halt, and by the time she was ready Lucario was throwing an Aura Sphere at her.

She slapped it aside with her off hand, wincing at the explosion, and then Brock finally asked a question.

“Ash? What the heck?”

“Hey, I didn’t tell her to do it,” Ash replied. “It’s how she trains her Lucario.”

Brock looked over to the side, noticing Ash’s Lucario watching, and then looked back at his fellow Gym Leader.

“That is how you train Lucario, right?” Maylene asked. “I know that’s how you do it, and I saw Riley once, and I’ve never really thought it was right to bother Cynthia with my questions, but…”

“It’s how people with ridiculous Aura powers train Lucario,” Dawn told her. “Ash has ridiculous Aura powers, and Riley’s one of the last Aura guardians left – certainly the last one in Sinnoh, unless Ash counts now.”

She frowned. “More to the point, how did you do that? You definitely hit Lucario hard enough he felt it, and you just blocked an Aura Sphere as well…”

Maylene looked puzzled. “It’s just martial arts,” she replied. “I train well. You know, breaking bricks and stuff, but I’m not very good at that either.”

She exchanged a glance with her Lucario, who shrugged, then went over to a box by the side of the clearing. He took something out, holding it up for her, and Maylene punched it – a full-body punch with all the force she could muster.

It shattered in a cloud of dust, and bricks crashed to the ground for two or three feet behind where she’d made contact.

“See?” she asked, turning to face them. “The bricks are still intact.”

Brock picked one of them up. “This… has mortar on it.”

“Yeah, I’m breaking the mortar, but I’m not breaking the bricks,” Maylene stressed. “I’m still trying to work out what I’m doing wrong.”

Her Lucario nodded.

“I… think you might both be missing an important detail,” Ash’s Lucario spoke up. “Well, two of them.”

He counted them off. “Firstly, experienced human brick breakers tend to do it by supporting the bricks either side, without mortar, and then striking downwards. It’s also the harder form of an art normally done with wooden boards.”

Maylene’s puzzlement did not change.

“Secondly, most people can’t break through a brick wall by punching it. Are you sure you’re not using Aura?”

“But it’s just martial arts, right?” Maylene asked. “I just did a lot of training, I thought that was how it worked?”

As Brock continued to explain, Maylene’s Lucario suddenly frowned. He caught the attention of Ash’s Lucario, and hurried over to ask him a quick question.

“How common is it for humans to be able to, with training, fight Pokémon on even terms?”

“With their bare hands?” Ash’s Lucario replied, for clarity. “Very rare. Not all Fighting Gym leaders we’ve met could do it, and very few others. My trainer is an exceptional human.”

“Ah.” Maylene’s Lucario looked distinctly embarrassed. “I may have been setting my expectations too high… I’ll have to apologize to Maylene for that.”

“If you expected the average human to be able to punch holes in brick walls with a couple of years of training? Yes.”


“So… most people who do martial arts are just… okay, I think I get that,” Maylene said. “Perhaps that just means I got the training regime right, then… hey, can I ask you something? I’d like to get an idea of where I actually stand, and you know about this kind of stuff.”

“Technically, Ash is a surprisingly non-technical fighter,” Lucario volunteered. “He’s getting some structured weapons training, though. But that’s not what you’re thinking of.”

“No, no weapons,” Maylene clarified. “Besides, that’s a Honedge… no, I was thinking just a no-tools martial arts fight.”

Ash knelt down, and began taking his boots off.

“If you want to get an idea of how good you are, I suggest that we bring in Dexter – Ash’s Porygon2,” Lucario suggested. “Between us, we should be able to get a fairly good idea of where you are.”

“Sounds good to me,” Maylene agreed, then frowned. “How come you’re taking your gloves and cape off?”

“They amplify my Aura in different ways,” Ash explained. “It wouldn’t be fair to use them if it’s a fight without any tools.”

“Fair enough,” Maylene agreed, as Dexter formed out of curved lines and cleanly defined vectors. “All right, when you’re ready?”

Ash nodded, taking a ready stance, and Maylene did likewise.

Ash’s Lucario raised his voice. “Begin!”

Maylene moved first, taking a single sure step and then lashing out with a kick aimed at Ash’s shoulder. Ash stepped back, opening the distance, and used a rising block to try and make Maylene overextend – though before his effort actually came to fruition she kicked off with her other foot, doing a full backflip to come back down in a three-point landing before rising back to an upright position.

She jabbed quickly forwards with a punch, which Ash blocked, then feinted high and thrust-kicked at Ash’s waist. The blow landed with a thok of impact, driving Ash back a pace, and he retaliated by grabbing at her ankle before she could withdraw it again.

Maylene flexed, twisting her ankle out of Ash’s grip with a sudden explosive movement, then spun back upright and moved in for a volley of powerful punches. Ash blocked the first two, deflected the next three, blocked another one, then stepped in to break the sequence with a shoulder-charge aimed at knocking her backwards. That sort of worked, sending her back a step, but she just took another before reversing direction for one large punch.

Ash stopped that one as well, a sideways block, and twisted his arm around to take control of her forearm. Maylene’s feet adjusted position a little as he did, grabbing at his forearm in turn, then abruptly used their mutual point of contact to anchor a whip-fast roundhouse kick.

That blow got through, hitting Ash in the side and sending him stumbling back as their grips broke. There was a flash of blue Aura as he boosted himself up, jumping to get clear and recover, and when he landed it was a little further away than he’d been before – and in a different stance, this one more open.

Maylene crouched slightly, then burst forwards, and Ash blocked her first palm strike with a low-powered Force Palm. Much to his surprise, she didn’t notice, and that very surprise led to him being a bit off-balance when she struck for a second time.

Ash’s palms flared blue as he gathered much more Aura, and this time Maylene definitely felt the Aura strike – a flare of power which knocked her backwards several steps, until she stopped herself by flinging a leg out to the side and going down into a crouch with the other leg.

Clenching her fists for a moment, she bounced back and forth on the grassy surface – then ran forwards for a few steps, jumped, and punched down with all her momentum.

Ash reacted automatically, raising a Protect shield by crossing his arms, and Maylene bounced off with a pulse of energy. She landed hard, immediately swept one leg around to knock Ash’s feet from under him, and sprang back to her feet before sweeping her fist down – aiming to stop it just before hitting Ash.

By the time she was ready for the pulled punch, however, Ash was no longer there. He rolled to the side, launched himself back onto his feet, and formed an Aura Sphere in both hands.

After a moment, Ash remembered he was fighting Maylene and not a Pokémon, and made to dispel the Aura Sphere. Maylene was already attacking again, however, and Ash threw the sphere on learned reflex – so Maylene punched it, aiming to make it burst.

The Aura Sphere exploded, a brilliant flare of blue light, and Maylene blinked to try and get the flash out of her eyes. By the time she could see again, Ash had another Aura Sphere ready – now sure, thanks to the unexpected results of the first one, that Maylene could handle it.

He crouched slightly, threw the sphere, then followed it up with a Force Palm just a moment later. Maylene tried to block them both at once, caught the Force Palm, and missed the Aura Sphere – which knocked her for a loop, and she measured her length on the ground before rising groggily back to her feet.

“Okay,” she said, nodding a few times. “You win.”

Shaking her head, to clear it, she rummaged in her pocket and tossed something to Ash – who caught it automatically, then blinked.

“…this is a Cobble Badge.”

“Well, yeah, you won,” Maylene said. “Why?”

“It’s just… normally that involves a Pokémon battle,” Ash replied. “Or saving the town, that’s happened a couple of times too, but a Pokémon battle was involved. And there were the extreme sports contests…”

He waved his hand. “Uh, anyway! That was just to see where you were, wasn’t it? And did you just punch an Aura Sphere away?”

“Yeah, I do that for Lucario’s ones sometimes, they really sting if they get in close,” Maylene said. “…why? Is that not normal either?”

I think we’re beyond where expert analysis is needed, here, Dexter noted. You’re officially ludicrously good as a raw martial artist, and Aura is probably involved.

“Look, can we have a Pokémon battle, please?” Ash asked. “Apart from anything else, it’d feel odd… and I think some of my Pokémon might be very annoyed, too!”


As Maylene was trying to decide which Pokémon to send out, Brock approached her Lucario.

“I understand you’re having a few problems,” he began. “Is that right?”

“Well… yes, but they’re mostly my own mistakes,” Lucario replied. “If not entirely. Your friends have just managed to show that I was expecting far too much of my trainer, and that I should have been thoroughly impressed with the skill she has rather than expecting something much greater.”

He sighed. “So yes, we are having problems, but I hope that we can overcome them.”

“Well, if Ash is willing, I did have an idea to see how close you two still are,” Brock explained. “Did you know Ash has a Lucarionite?”

Lucario paused, working through what Brock had to mean. “And… he has a Key Stone as well?”

“We don’t even know if what he uses works for anyone else,” Brock said. “It’s something made out of Sir Aaron’s staff and donated feathers from Lugia and Ho-Oh. But I have a Key Stone, and I’d be willing to loan it out.”

Lucario considered that carefully.

“I… would like to think about it,” he requested.

“All right,” Brock said. “It’s your choice. I will let Ash know he might have a Mega fight later, though.”

Maylene’s Lucario nodded, already thinking hard.


“Okay, I think I know how to challenge you,” Maylene decided. “Do you have any pure Fighting-type Pokémon?”

“I’ve got a Primeape,” Ash replied. “He’s the only one, though.”

“That’ll do fine!” Maylene said. “Okay, let’s see how your Primeape does against my best Pokémon for punching things!”

“Is it a Hitmonchan?” Dawn asked.

“What?” Maylene asked. “Oh, right, yeah. No, he’s a Machamp. Because they can punch better. Because they’ve got four arms.”

Pikachu chuckled.

“They certainly have forearms,” he observed. “Four of them, in fact.”

Buneary gave him a look.

“What?” he asked. “That was an actual pun.”

“Yes,” Buneary agreed. “Which is why I’m giving you this look.”

Ash checked with Dexter, and a moment later Primeape’s Pokéball appeared in a flare of light.

“That’s pretty useful,” Maylene said. “I’ve only ever used the storage PCs in Pokémon Centres, but I don’t usually need to do that any more, because of the gym. It’s funny not having to worry about which Pokémon to take with you because you’ve got all of them with you.”

“Shouldn’t we actually go back to the gym, then?” Brock suggested.

“No, I’ve got Machamp with me,” Maylene told him, sending the fighting-type out. “Okay, the rules for this one are… three falls, two submissions, tap-out, thrown out of the arena, or knocked out.”

“Quite a lot of conditions, but I can see why they would all be needed,” Ash’s Lucario said. “I’m pretty sure I’ve seen battles won by all the latter reasons. Though tap-out, now… hmmm… I might need to think on that one.”

“Yeah, I decided to try doing battles with the same rules you have in human martial arts, but it didn’t really cover what happens when someone gets thrown out of the arena. You’d think they would, because…”

She trailed off. “Wait, is ‘throw someone else out of the building’ another of those things that I think is difficult but achievable, but which isn’t really?”

Lucario, Pikachu, Brock and Dawn all nodded.

“Yeah, you can knock someone out of the arena, but throwing is a lot harder,” Brock confirmed. “Not impossible, maybe, but it’s really not something you’d expect.”

As they talked, Primeape limbered up, then crouched down.

“Ready?” Brock asked, acting as the referee. “Then… begin!”

Primeape came off the starting line like a rocket. He began with a low punch, aiming for Machamp’s legs, and landed a strong blow which hit hard enough to bounce him clear back out of the way of Machamp’s counterattack – a volleyed sequence of Mach Punches which began to tear up the ground almost immediately.

Machamp turned, still throwing punches, and Maylene made a sharp gesture. “Spread!”

The four-armed Fighting-type switched punching style, going to one where his fists lashed out in sequence. Each arm would punch once forwards, then once to the left and once again to the right, and their cycles were staggered so all four arms were punching on a slightly different schedule- producing a wide block in which any given area was being punched several times a second.

Machamp advanced, the lower part of the block of punch just level with the grass, and ran towards Primeape.

Ash’s Fighting-type collected himself, watching the sequence carefully, then leapt. His gloved hands closed around one of Machamp’s punching fists, and he used the momentum of Machamp’s retraction to add strength to a kick that hit Machamp square on the forehead.

Machamp’s reaction to this was to simply punch Primeape harder, with all four arms at once, and send the infuriated Pokémon sailing off into the distance. It looked like he might even have scored a Ring Out, but Primeape focused for a moment before kicking off from thin air so hard there was a muted boom from behind him. That got him back to a landing on the grass, and he discarded both his gloves before sprinting around in a circle to come at Machamp from the side.

“Three-sixty degrees of punch!” Maylene ordered.

Primeape veered away as Machamp promptly began punching all around him, producing a blurred circular area in which there were punches all the time, and skipped back to rethink.

Then he decided, very visibly, that this whole subtle approach was boring him, and Mach Punched directly at one of Machamp’s own fists.


“What’s Mega Evolving like?” Maylene’s Lucario asked.

“It’s pretty good,” Ash’s Lucario replied. “It’s a real feeling of expanded capability, and you can feel – all the time – that it’s because of your connection with your trainer. They’re sort of… there, helping you, and you can feel it constantly.”

“I see,” the other Fighting-type said. “Thank you.”

“You should do it,” Ash’s Lucario added. “Looking at the two of you, I can tell Maylene cares strongly for you… so you need to ask yourself how much those problems you’ve had still irritate you, and how much is just nitpicks and niggles like everyone has for their friends and loved ones.”

“Did I miss the special Lucario class on being wise and mysterious?”

“You joke, but I’ve heard the Kingdom does a correspondence course…” Ash’s Lucario said.


“Machamp!” Maylene ordered. “Use Fire Punch, and turn it into a flame tornado!”

Machamp began to spin, feet hitting the floor in a thump-thump-thump pattern, and his fists all blazed up. Three seconds, and he had a complete tornado of flame protecting him from whatever Primeape might do.

Primeape examined the result, then dodged to the side as it spat out a Flamethrower and scorched a line along the ground. He focused, a flare of blue light along his arm for a moment, then punched out at Machamp.

There was a whoom of displaced air, batting away most of the fire tornado, and Primeape lunged through the gap as it began to close – twisting around, kicking away the first fist that tried to grab at him, then punching the second hard enough to produce an explosion of displaced air.

Machamp slammed his remaining two fists together in a paired Dynamic Punch, using the blast they created to try and ward Primeape off, then repeated that again and again, alternating fists each time. He accelerated quickly, a rolling wall of concussion to try and knock Primeape away, and once it seemed to have worked he stopped to move on to another attack – punching the ground with all four fists at once, producing a powerful Earthquake.

Primeape lunged back in, on the attack again, and Machamp snatched him out of the air with a meaty fist, strong fingers closing on Primeape’s arm.

Ash’s Fighting-type shouted something nearly incomprehensible, and began to glow a eerie orange as he Focused Energy.

Machamp made to punch Primeape with his other three fists, and Primeape twisted improbably before throwing Machamp over his shoulder.

Maylene blinked, as Machamp crashed to the ground. “…how did that work?”

Ash shrugged.

“No, I mean… how did he get the leverage?” Maylene asked plaintively. “That didn’t even begin to make sense. His only anchor points were Machamp’s fists.”

Machamp rose from the ground, shaking his head, and Primeape snap-kicked him in the shin. It didn’t look like it did much damage, but Machamp tripped and fell back to the floor again.

“That’s two falls,” Brock noted helpfully.

“Right!” Maylene decided. “Machamp, use Submission!”

The four-armed Fighting type burst up off the ground, grabbed Primeape with all four hands, and managed to hold on long enough to slam Primeape into the ground – though Machamp took a knock as well, and barely managed to get upright before Primeape’s high sweeping kick counterattack knocked him to the floor.

“And one submission – is that how that works?” Brock checked, getting a nod. “Right. One submission on Ash’s side, two falls on Maylene’s side.”

Primeape took a deep breath, then cleared his throat.

“Outrage,” he said clearly and distinctly.

Machamp, no fool, immediately blocked.

It didn’t help. Primeape punched him so hard he went flying clear out of the arena, and the recoil knocked Primeape back so hard he dug a crater in the ground almost a foot deep.

“Huh, what was that?” Maylene asked, interested. “I don’t think I’ve seen that before.”

“It was a Master Blow, I think,” Ash replied. “Part of the martial art he uses.”

He returned the Fighting-type, who had fallen back with his arms out in the crater. “He’s… probably going to need medical attention after that – thanks,” he finished, as Dexter dematerialized the Pokéball to send back to the lab.

“Well, that’s two out of three,” Maylene said brightly. “So that means you definitely win my badge!”

She nodded. “But don’t worry, I’ll give you your third battle as well. I – huh?”

Maylene turned, seeing her Lucario had just tapped on her shoulder. “What is it?”

“Can we try something?” her Lucario requested.

“Well, I was going to use you anyway, so sure,” Maylene said. “What is it?”

“That’s the thing,” Lucario went on.

He brought his other arm around from behind his back, revealing the Lucarionite armband and Brock’s Key Stone.

“They’re both loaners,” he clarified. “But… I want to see if we can make it work.”


“Okay, how do I do this?” Maylene checked, as she held the Key Stone.

“You need to focus on your Pokémon, and the connections the two of you have,” Ash provided. “Everything about them you think is good, that you want to remember about them… the closer your bond, the better it works.”

Maylene nodded, and closed her eyes.

She was relatively new to her Lucario, as a companion, but the two of them had hit it off well, and they’d shared many hours of training together. It was true that Lucario had expected more from her than she’d been able to do, but that was an honest mistake – and now they knew the truth, he had apologized and was doing his best to correct things.

She didn’t mind mistakes – they happened – and it was good he could see how to fix his.

There was a kind of shivering energy, just for a moment, and Maylene opened her eyes again.

Her Lucario was suffused in an orange-and-gold light, which effervesced off him in waves before dispersing all at once – leaving him with red, metal-spiked paws, an altogether more complex pattern of blue and black, and a tail outlined in tan-brown fur.

She could feel the power of his Aura, much stronger than she was used to, and smiled slightly. Mega Lucario first glanced down at himself, surprised, then caught sight of her smile and returned it – a little shyly.

Then he began checking how the change had affected his speed, and his strength, as Ash brought out his Heracross and Mega Evolved that Pokémon as well.


“Any special rules?” Brock asked Maylene.

Maylene shook her head. “No, just the normal.”

“Right,” Brock replied, pausing, then spoke again. “Begin!”

Mega Lucario moved first, using Extremespeed to become a blur of blue and tan and black. The blur jinked once to the left as it approached, then resolved back into Mega Lucario having just kicked out at Mega Heracross.

The beefy Bug-type blocked with one arm, catching the blow, and his forearm spun once with a chunk noise as it took the hit. He raised his other arm, firing a Seed Bomb, and Mega Lucario backflipped away twice before sliding to a halt leaving three parallel furrows in the grass.

His paws went together as he grew an Aura Sphere, and Mega Heracross copied him with an Aura Sphere of his own. Mega Lucario’s one grew much faster, but Mega Heracross didn’t seem to care – until the attacks were fired at one another, and Mega Heracross snapped both arms up to fire a salvo of Bullet Seeds at the larger Aura Sphere his opponent had pulled together.

Both balls of Aura impacted, and both exploded in a cloud of blue light – the extra damage Mega Heracross had done with the Bullet Seeds helping to overcome the stronger Aura Sphere Mega Lucario had used. By the time that was clear, however, Mega Lucario had already changed tactics – darting in at speed to hit Mega Heracross with a Fire Punch, which the Bug-type countered with an Arm Thrust. The combination sent sparks and little flickers of flame going everywhere, and both Fighting-types pushed hard to gain distance from the flames.

Mega Heracross began firing a barrage of Pin Missiles, and Mega Lucario swept his paws out to the sides to generate Metal Claws – using them to block the attacks as he crouched down, then launched himself into the air and used a High Jump Kick.

Ash’s Pokémon ended the barrage with one arm, drawing it back, and the cylindrical system on his wrist clicked once to settle into a new position as he chambered a Focus Punch.

Focus Punch struck High Jump Kick, and Mega Heracross headbutted Mega Lucario as well – the combined force of the two blows knocking Mega Lucario away, though he flipped himself around to land catlike on a rock some distance away rather than slamming to the floor.

“Rock Tomb!” Maylene called, and Mega Lucario jumped down behind the rock he’d landed on. He was hidden from view for a few seconds as a tchak sound echoed off the trees, and then the rock rose into the air as Mega Lucario lifted it.

Adjusting his grip, he began to walk forwards, then to run – building up speed, until he launched himself into the air and threw it directly at Mega Heracross.

In reply, Mega Heracross chambered Focus Punches in both arms. He held them, spinning the arms up faster and faster, until the rock reached him and he blew it into a cloud of gravel with a boom that spread dust and pebbles all over the arena.


Dawn yelped as pebbles came raining down on her, then shaded her eyes to see what was going on.

Mega Lucario had closed in, and was using a dazzling sequence of punches, kicks, tail-strikes, all enhanced with Aura and many of them glowing with Fire or Electrical or even Dragon-typed energy, trying to overwhelm Mega Heracross’ superior prepared firepower by sheer speed. It was sort of working, as Mega Heracross was giving ground in the form of a steady retreat, though the explosions of Rock Blasts and the pinging hail of Pin Missiles going everywhere showed that Mega Lucario was really having to work for it.

Even as she watched, Mega Heracross tried something new. He jumped into the air, a blast of powerful hot air from his lower-body vent propelling him higher, and just as he left the ground a pulse of Earthquake rippled outwards. Mega Lucario avoided the worst, jumping and skipping over the waves as they moved, and Dawn took a steadying pace herself to avoid being knocked over – but it became clear a moment later that that had just been the prelude.

The ground cracked, and Mega Heracross used Stone Edge. A whole forest of stone pillars came shooting out of the earth around Mega Lucario, forming a kind of megalithic henge, and then all went crashing in at once.

Dawn lost sight of Maylene’s Pokémon for a few seconds, during which time Mega Heracross landed again. Then the pile of stones moved.

“You can do it!” Maylene called.

The pile moved again, then several of the pillars avalanched off.

Mega Lucario came bursting out of the pile, one pillar held in each paw, with his Metal Claws digging into it to keep them in place. He panted for a moment, then charged with blue light flowing off his fur as he charged up his Aura.

Mega Heracross clenched his claws, ready to act, and watched carefully as Mega Lucario came running up with the giant stone pillars held like tonfas. He blocked the first one as it came in with one arm, a muted boom echoing outwards from the impact, then caught the second in the same way.

Mega Lucario kicked him just below the vent, let go of both pillars, then took Mega Heracross’ lower horn in both hands and threw him into the air. Launching himself with a high jump to follow, he High Jump Kicked Mega Heracross right back to the ground again, then flipped once and came down with a scorching Blaze Kick aimed directly for Mega Heracross.

The Bug-type rolled to one side, avoiding the direct impact, and brought himself back upright with a powerful handspring. Lashing out with two Arm Thrust sequences at once, he caught Mega Lucario while the latter Pokémon was still recovering, and Maylene’s Lucario bounced twice before landing with a whoosh on the trunk of a tree.

Leaves exploded off the tree as Mega Lucario transferred his momentum, and the Fighting-type’s paws contacted one another with a flicker of blue light. He slowly drew them apart, revealing a Bone Rush staff, then clutched it in one paw and charged again.

Mega Heracross lit his horn with a Megahorn, lowering it slightly to fence, and used it to block the first blow of the glowing blue staff. Mega Lucario twisted, using the contact as a pivot point, and slammed a kick into Mega Heracross’ side – but it was a glancing impact, not a full body-blow, and Mega Heracross shrugged it off.

His Arm Thrust attacks hammered into the shaft of the staff in quick succession, making it creak and crack, and Mega Lucario summoned a second one in his off-hand before using it like a lance to hit Mega Heracross in the forehead. The first staff shattered just as he did, and both Pokémon staggered for a moment – then Mega Lucario struck out twice, once high and once low, and hit his opponent both times.

Mega Heracross used one arm to catch the third blow by the Bone Rush attack, his other arm winding up for a powerful Focus Punch, and Mega Lucario reacted by summoning a new second staff. The Focus Punch smashed into the new staff, shattering it instantly, and the recoil knocked both Pokémon back several feet.

Preparing two Focus Punches, one for each hand, Mega Heracross lunged back into the fight. Mega Lucario replaced his lost staff, then dodged away from one punch and deflected the other into the ground. It caused the whole arena to shake, this time, and Mega Heracross quickly redirected his second punch to strike at Mega Lucario-

“Okay, stop!” Maylene called. “Sorry, but much more of this and you’re going to cause a landslide!”

Mega Lucario stopped instantly, and Mega Heracross fired his punch up at the sky instead of the ground or his opponent. The overextension spun him around, and he staggered a little before regaining his footing.

“That’s a good point,” Mega Lucario agreed, looking down at the visible cracks that were starting to form. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“Don’t fight on top of a cliff that often,” Mega Heracross agreed. “Good fight.”


“Wow,” Maylene blinked. “Mega Evolution is pretty impressive.”

She walked over, patting Mega Lucario on the shoulder as he reverted with a flash of light, then offered Ash her hand to shake. “Thanks! That was a great battle!”

After she’d said her piece, she looked down. “Um… do you know a good way to prevent a land slide?”

“I’ll get my Geodude to see what he can do,” Brock suggested.

“Thanks,” Maylene smiled. “It wouldn’t look very good – or be very neighbourly – to collapse half the cliffside on top of someone…”


“I don’t know much about meteorites, but how come there are some on the surface?” Ash asked. “Don’t they normally either explode way up in space, or bury themselves in the ground, or blow up everything in a thousand miles?”

Brock shook his head. “No, that’s… quite a simple way of putting it. A big meteorite, so long as it’s not too big, can get slowed down as it comes in without either exploding in the air or making an explosion big enough to destroy it. I think it’s a pretty tight threshold, for a specific type of meteorite, but I’m not sure.”

“Huh, okay,” Ash nodded. “Right. Which is why they could still build a town here without the meteorites having turned the whole place into a crater.”

“Yeah, that would have been kind of difficult,” Maylene chuckled. “But no, Veilstone is great. I’m impressed by how well you know your way around, though.”

“I don’t,” Ash admitted. “I’m awful at that stuff. But Brock has a secret power.”

“…Ash, it’s called map reading,” Brock sighed, and got a laugh back from Ash.

A little further back, Maylene’s Lucario turned to address Dawn. “How long did it take you to learn to communicate with Aura?”

“A while,” Dawn admitted. “Several months. But a lot of that was just learning how to make the right kind of connection… and to use Aura at all, too. I had some help from Suicune, but she was busy most of the time.”

“Strange friends you have,” the Lucario mused. “But that sounds like good news, to me.”

He touched at his arm, where the Lucarionite armband had rested. “I… have been trying to think how I could make amends to Maylene, and I think that taking the time and effort to teach her how to speak with all her Pokémon with Aura – the Aura I think she may already be able to use, however unconsciously – is a fitting thing to do for her.”

“It’s a nice thought,” Dawn replied. “You don’t have to feel guilty for an honest mistake, but I do think some of what you did you should have known wasn’t very good… but doing something like that is a good way to help show you’re sincere, so long as you don’t think of it as making up for it.”

Lucario nodded. “Wise words indeed.”

“Hey, uh, not to interrupt you,” Quilava said. “But the others just ran into a police barricade.”

Dawn looked up. “Huh?”

She sighed. “Oh, great… what now?”


“Sir Ketchum, Sir Slate,” the Jenny said, recognizing them. “Gym Leader Maylene. I’m sorry, but this is a crime scene – we’re still getting forensics in.”

“What happened?” Ash asked. “If you can tell us, at least.”

“It’s very strange, actually,” Jenny replied. “About twenty minutes ago, we got a call saying the meteorites had vanished.”

“The… wait, what?” Maylene blinked. “We’re talking about the Veilstone meteorites, right?”

“The very same,” Jenny confirmed. “They just… disappeared. We’re not sure why, of course, and we’re especially not sure why nobody noticed it until afterwards.”

“Hold on… this sounds familiar,” Brock mused. “Ash?”

“I know what you mean,” Ash agreed. “There were people in the park, right?”

“As far as we can tell,” Jenny told him. “The man who called it in just looked down at one of the meteorites – the northern-most one – and noticed it wasn’t there any more, but he’s pretty sure it was there when he arrived. But there were over two dozen other people in the park, and most of the city would notice if someone or something was moving them. Even teleporting them should have made a noise… or been noticed.”

“Twenty minutes ago…” Ash repeated to himself. “Dexter, when were we having our battle?”

Your guess is correct, Dexter stated. The battle on the terrace took place about twenty minutes ago, plus or minus five.

“I might be missing something,” Maylene protested. “Why does it matter when we were having our battle?”

“We’ve run into this kind of thing before,” Brock supplied for her. “People – Team Galactic – who just get missed out. People ignore them even when they’re doing something right there, and we’re… not really sure why.”

“That sounds very worrying,” the Jenny said, taking a note of it. “Do you think they could really have taken the meteorites in broad daylight without being noticed?”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “But one of their Pokémon attacked my Suciune, hard enough to drive her about three inches into a stone staircase, and she only noticed hitting the stairs.”

Jenny winced. “In that case, it might be for the best if we don’t annoy them, at least until there’s something in place to deal with them. Who else knows?”

“We told Champion Cynthia about it,” Brock volunteered. “She said she’d find out what can be done.”

“That’s good to know,” Jenny relaxed. “I’ll put it into the system, though, and that might help out.”

She frowned. “We might be able to find something from the forensics, though, so I’ll do my best to find out what happened.”

“That sounds good,” Brock nodded. “Not much point in us visiting, then. That’s a shame.”

“Yeah,” Maylene sighed.


After they left, one of Jenny’s assistants caught her attention.

“Was that Ash Ketchum?” he asked. “I didn’t know he was around here.”

“Yeah, it was,” Jenny agreed.

“Did they have anything to say?”

“Not much,” Jenny replied. “I was just telling them the park’s off limits.”

She tore off the top page of her notebook, discarding it in a nearby bin. “It’s a pity, really, those meteorites are one of our big tourist draws. Hopefully we can get them back before too long.”


“Care to explain?” Sceptile asked.

“Okay, firstly, this made total sense when we started,” Tauros assured him.

“Secondly, how come you’re coming after us?” another Tauros said. “I thought you were cool, man.”

“Cool isn’t an excuse,” Sceptile sighed. “Especially not under these circumstances. So, how did this make sense?”

One Tauros raised a green-splattered hoof. “So we had the idea of testing our ability to dodge by using paintballs, instead of attacks…”

“Okay, I think I can see the rest,” Sceptile told him. “You’re over here, the other Tauros are on the other hill, you’re firing at one another by kicking them?”

“Mostly,” Tauros agreed. “You did miss one bit, though.”

Sceptile raised an eyebrow.

“Staraptor wanted to play.”

Sceptile’s expression changed, and he dove for cover.

He made it out of the blast radius just before Staraptor dropped a mesh net full of paintballs on the hilltop.


“Paintball?” Ivysaur asked. “Really?”

“Really,” Sceptile replied. “My recommendation is that we make all five of them take a thorough bath, and have Staraptor do the clean up work on the hilltops.”

“I like that plan,” Ivysaur decided, nodding. “By the way…”

Sceptile paused.

“Why are we Grass types so often the sensible ones? Just a trend I’ve noticed.”

“Don’t ask me,” Sceptile replied. “Unless it’s just that we’re more used to waiting around to photosynthesize…”


“I wonder how Galactic stole those meteorites,” Ash muttered. “I get that they could have just done it in front of everyone, but those were big… does it hide helicopters or something?”

“Let’s be honest, the only thing about this which is unprecedented is that it affects everyone except us,” Pikachu noted. “Normally this kind of thing either only affects us, or it affects everyone and we’re included.”

“This kind of thing?” Dawn checked. “You mean like the time travel thing?”

“Yes, all the times that happened,” Pikachu confirmed.

“Excuse me?”

A young man with purple-black hair waved, catching their attention. “Sorry to interrupt – do you know my brother Paul?”

“Yeah, we’ve met him a few times,” Ash confirmed. “You’re Reggie, right?”

“That’s me,” Reggie agreed. “I guess he’s mentioned me?”

“A bit,” Ash said, simplifying considerably. “You decided to stop being a trainer, right?”

“Yeah, I fought Brandon,” Reggie agreed. “He asked me some hard questions afterwards, and… it was kind of like I just hadn’t been seeing something, and now that he’d asked the question it was obvious. I didn’t really have a style, I didn’t really want to be a great Pokémon trainer… I was just going along with it because it was what people expected. What Paul expected.”

He shrugged. “But I’m much happier now. All the pressure’s just… gone.”

“I’m glad that worked out for you,” Ash said, shaking his hand. “But I don’t really think I could do the same thing. Nor could Paul, really.”

“Yeah, but he’s improved a lot since he met you,” Reggie replied sincerely, taking Ash’s hand in both of his own. “I think you’ve really done something that’s set him back on the right course.”

“Glad to hear it,” Ash replied. “He and Mawile took part in a doubles tournament, recently – they worked pretty well together.”

“I’m not going to pretend I understand how that could have worked,” Reggie said, with a disarming smile. “Well, I won’t keep you – just wanted to say thanks.”


“You seem subdued,” Lucario observed.

“I am, a bit,” Infernape replied. “Just… since we met Reggie. It reminded me of all the Pokémon who were my teammates with Paul.”

He waved a hand. “I didn’t really like a lot of them, but there weren’t any I never wanted to see again. Even if it would take a while for me to decide to see some of them again… but I never really got the chance, not that I felt I needed to. And that makes me feel odd – I’m not sure how to take it, that there are Pokémon who I know but who don’t know me.”

“It’s sort of the opposite of being a celebrity,” Lucario suggested.

Infernape laughed. “I don’t know, though,” he said. “And… well, maybe if Paul hadn’t been so insistent on fixing me, if he’d handed me off to Reggie for a bit instead of discarding me, then I would have been with Reggie’s Pokémon now. Then. You know what I mean.”

“Funny, isn’t it, thinking about the road not taken,” Lucario agreed. “Especially as we’ve all had personal experience with that kind of thing – with seeing how a life can take two different paths.”

He shrugged. “Of course, sometimes that just means someone else will take your path instead. Sometimes the path you used to be on is occupied, and sometimes it’s not. Sometimes a resurfacing crew comes through and the path is blocked off for a while, but then it’s better than before. Or sometimes you need to build your own path, possibly out of logs, and then someone else can follow it, but once too many are taking it you need to improve-”

“This isn’t about paths through life any more, is it?” Infernape asked.

“Kind of drifted into infrastructure maintenance, yeah,” the Steel-type replied. “You know how they handle roads in the Lucario kingdom?”

Infernape shrugged.

“Not a clue. Never paid attention while I was there,” Lucario explained.


“You understand?” the man asked. “I need a specimen. Live. Preferably undamaged.”

The shadowy figure across the table from him nodded. “We can do it… but it will be expensive.”

In reply, the man slid a briefcase and a note across the table.

Taking the note, the shadowy figure paused. “Tempting… half down, half on delivery?”

“That is half down,” the man said.

There was a slight pause.

“Then yes,” the shadowy figure allowed, after taking a few moments to calm down again. The briefcase clicked open, as the figure checked the contents, then it clicked shut again. “We’ll get you your specimen. Alive. Preferably undamaged.”


AN:


Ah, a gym battle. Which didn’t even get within visual range of the gym.

Probably a mistake there.
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“It is an odd thing, but battles ‘tween Pokémon take much longer than they did in my time,” Kari said, as they walked along a forest path with a faint chill in the air. “It is, perhaps, an artefact of the times.”

“What do you mean?” Ash asked, curious.

“In the days when serious battle was norm rather than exception, the goal was to render a foe incapacitated by any means – no matter whether the fight was fair or not. But I much prefer the way it is done now.”

“Yeah, I can see why…” Dawn winced. “But, wait, weren’t there duels and things?”

“Certainly… but most of the fighting was not duelling, and the duelling was not always an even match either.”

“This is getting kind of grim,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Yeah, Pikachu’s right,” Ash agreed. “So, uh, what-”

He paused.

“Did you hear something?”

“Yeah,” Buneary agreed, lifting one of her own large ears. “It’s coming from that way. Sounds like someone moving fast… it started just now, though.”

“What is it – or I guess, uh… who is it?” Dawn asked.

Buneary’s answer was interrupted by a crashing sound, and a teenager a little older than Ash came running out of the trees.

“Hey,” he said, panting, and put his hands on his knees to recover from what had clearly been quite a sprint. “Look, do any of you guys have Pokémon? I need to deputize some help.”

“Yeah, we’ve got Pokémon,” Ash replied. “What’s the problem?”

The teen looked up, actually seeing them for the first time, and blinked. “Oh, hey, aren’t you Ash Ketchum? Yeah, I guess you certainly do have Pokémon – uh, anyway, what I was going to say was – I’m Kellyn, Top Rank Ranger, I don’t know if you remember me, we met when…”

Kellyn blushed. “…when we thought you were stealing a Raikou… anyway! There’s a problem, and I need some help with it, and I guess you’re the best choice!”

“What sort of problem?” Lucario asked, then immediately held up a paw. “No, wait, don’t tell me, let me guess…”

His eyes glittered an azure Aura blue. “Someone’s kidnapped a Riolu. You’ve come to get help, from us, because the kidnappers are too dangerous for you to take on alone – they’re working for the mysterious Pokémon kidnapper, Hunter J. And we’re going to find this Riolu, proving who we are with a specially carved wooden figurine, and help get him home, but along the way we’ll weather several attacks by J’s henchmen and she’ll try to incinerate us. Ash will win the trust of the Riolu and he’ll go home grateful. How am I doing?”

“Well, uh…” Kellyn gave him an odd look. “Yeah, a Riolu has been kidnapped, and the kidnappers are dangerous. But it’s a female Riolu, not a male, and it’s definitely not Hunter J.”

He held up his Styler. “It’s the first thing Solana said they checked – she’s still in prison, and so are all her henchmen.”

“Did I get the figurine right, though?” Lucario asked.

“No, though I did get given a painting one of her friends did of her,” Kellyn replied, showing it – a beautiful picture in watercolours, showing swirls of blue around a Riolu as she formed an Aura Sphere between her paws.

Lucario frowned. “That’s strange. I’m usually right about things like this.”

“How did they kidnap her?” Brock asked. “I thought the Lucario Kingdom was pretty protective of their children.”

“I’m not sure, sorry,” Kellyn said, spreading his hands. “It was a village right near the edge, though – I think.”

“Actually, do they know about it?” Ash asked. “Pidgeot, can you check?”

“Wait, what do you – whoah!” Kellyn yelped, as Ash’s Pidgeot emerged from her Pokéball and shot off at high speed. Wind buffeted them all, and Dawn raised her arm in front of her face.

“I forgot how fast Pidgeot accelerates…” she said. “What if the Lucario Kingdom already knows, and Kellyn is who they asked for help?”

“Then she’ll just come back and say so,” Ash replied, shrugging. “It’s worth a try, right?”

He turned to Kellyn. “Any idea where they might have taken her?”

“Well, last news we had, they were headed east,” Kellyn replied.

“I’ll look,” Latios volunteered.

“…okay, I really should have been ready for this kind of thing,” Kellyn laughed. “Your Pokémon team is crazy…”

As he spoke, Lucario closed his eyes, and leaped to the top of a tree. There was a crunch of branches which indicated he perhaps should have done that the other way around, then he steadied himself and began scanning the area.

“Ah,” he said, after a long moment. “Never mind, Latios – I see them. About a mile that way.”

“Let’s go, then!” Ash said, and set off at a run.

Brock held out a hand. “Ash, wait – oh, never mind. Kellyn, do you have a Pokémon you can ride on?”

“Ranger,” Kellyn reminded him. “Not yet, but if there’s a wild one around I’m your guy.”

“It’s probably best if Latios just gives you a lift,” Dawn suggested. “Togekiss can handle me, and Brock’s got Flygon – right?”

“I’ve got Zorua, too, if we need her,” Brock pointed out. “Sort of an emergency measure, though.”

“Can Zorua fly?” Kellyn asked, interested. “I never knew that.”

“Technically she shapeshifts into something and that flies, but that’s right,” Brock confirmed. “Her illusions are solid, and most birdlike Pokémon just fly by physically moving air and by having wings, not by special powers.”

“We should probably catch up with Ash before he gets there,” Dawn pointed. “I think he might be halfway already…”


“Can one of you shut that Riolu up?” the leader of the group of thugs demanded. “Hey, boss, how long do we have to handle this thing? And how come we can’t just put it in a Pokéball?”

“Pokéballs break, moron,” the boss on the other end of the radio replied. “You’ve got the handcuffs on, right?”

“Yeah, but it’s kicking us,” the thug sighed. “Okay, whatever. Throw it in a bag with Stunky, that should shut it up.”

There was a flash as one of the thugs sent out their Stunky, who yawned before letting off a truly hideous smell.

“Ah, come on, man!” another member of the group gagged. “In the bag, in the bag, not out of the bag!”

“I don’t see how it’s that bad-” Stunky’s trainer began.

“You can’t smell!”

“What do you think of that?” the thug asked Riolu, getting a head-shake and a groan. “Then you’d better not make any more fuss, or we will put you in a bag with that Stunky.”

“Hey, uh, boss?” the final thug asked. “My Croagunk’s looking nervous.”

“What now-”

Croagunk promptly discovered why he was nervous, as a Bone Rush attack clonked him on the head. He went sliding backwards, then lashed out with a Vacuum Chop that knocked a branch off a tree.

“Attack!” called the trainer with a Stunky, and then all the Pokémon were sent out at once. A Skuntank, another Croagunk, two Purugly, a trio of Golbat, a Murkrow, and six Houndoom from one thug who had a theme and wasn’t going to let it go.

“Is that one of those Lucario?” the Houndoom thug asked. “I heard they’re really protective of-”

“Shut it!” the leader replied. “Now, find it!”

The Golbat took off, flapping into the air, then there was a BOOM and they all crashed back to the floor with electrical energy fizzing over their wings.

“Okay, um… that’s not a good sign,” the boss admitted. “Houndooms!”

“It’s Houndoom, boss, that’s the plural as well as the-”

“I don’t care about plurals, find me who did that!”

The Houndoom pack whined for a moment, then set off – each one in a different direction.

“Aura Sphere!”

One of the Houndoom came back, much faster than it had done, and every other Pokémon the thugs had opened fire at that area of the forest at once. Two of the other Houndoom came running back to add the force of their Flamethrowers, and after ten seconds or so the head thug waved his arm.

“Okay, that’s enough! I think we got it – him – whatever!” the leader said.

There was a whoosh of air, and one of the other thugs yelped.

“That Riolu just vanished!” he said. “What happened – huh?”

A trainer came running up. At first glance he looked like a joke, wearing an odd floppy hat and archaic-looking blue clothes – turned-down boots, even! - and with a strange-looking staff across his back.

At second glance, he seemed to have one hand on the hilt of a sword, which was even odder.

Then a Lucario stepped out of the brush, falling into step with the trainer without missing a beat, and a Pikachu jumped from the Lucario’s shoulder to that of the trainer.

“Look, can you guys just give it up?” the trainer asked, stopping. “We can get the police to pick you up, they do it a lot.”

“Boss! Boss!” the Murkrow cawed. “Danger danger!”

“Get him!” the boss shouted.


Ash unsheathed Kari, flipping her upright, and charged her with Secret Sword. She flared a bright orange-gold in moments, deflecting the initial storm of attacks launched at him by the various Pokémon the thugs had out, and the surrounding trees whipped back and forth from the blast.

Lucario darted forwards, hammering a Houndoom with a Sky Uppercut and launching him high into the air, then pivoted to drive his elbow into the solar plexus of one of the thugs. As he collapsed, wheezing, from a blow Lucario had carefully pulled to just incapacitate, the Fighting-type whipped around and grabbed the tail of a Skuntank before it could spray at Ash.

The Skuntank chuckled, and fired a blast of pure stink directly at Lucario. “Bet you can still smell, Steel-type!”

Lucario indicated his muzzle, where two little blue fields of Aura covered his nostrils.

Skuntank blanched under his fur. “Oh-”

Lucario spun, and hit a Purugly. With Skuntank.

As he continued using the swearing Poison-type as a flail, Pikachu jumped into the air and onto the nearest Houndoom. Crackling electricity dancing down his legs and tail into the Fire-type, immobilizing it with a Thunder Wave, he jumped off and smacked the boss thug with a powerful burst of electricity – knocking him unconscious, but also making his small radio explode.

“Whoops?” Pikachu asked, not sure himself if that was technically deliberate or just something he hadn’t cared about, then shrugged and blasted another of the Houndoom.

The second Purugly tried to jump Ash from behind, and Infernape hit it with a Fire Punch before Blaze Kicking it into the air and dousing it in Flamethrower. It hit the ground with a whumph, raised its head, and decided the best thing to do in this situation would be to pretend to be knocked out.

The Houndoom who’d also been caught in the attack snarled, then bounded towards Ash – daring Infernape to come and intercept him. Instead, Infernape just watched – confident in the abilities of his trainer – and Houndoom’s snarl turned into a frown just before Ash brought him up short with a cloud of Seeker Spheres.

Shaking off the blue explosions of light which had peppered him, Houndoom began to howl – and got flattened by Lucario, using him as a platform to jump after the Murkrow.

“I surrender! I surrender!” the Murkrow pleaded, and Lucario examined him for a few seconds before nodding and descending again. Murkrow did a double-take, seeing Lucario using jets of blue Aura to fly, and shook his head in astonishment.

“Is that everyone?” Ash asked, looking around.

“I think so on my end,” Pikachu reported, giving a final dose of electricity to the last Houndoom.

“I’ve got the Stunky contained,” Latios reported. “And the Riolu’s okay.”

“You…” the last thug standing said, and took a swing at Ash. Kari flicked up, making the thug flinch, then she carefully replaced herself in her scabbard and smacked the thug across the back of the knees with it, flooring him.

Unsheathing herself again, she hovered back to Ash’s hand.

“Got the last one,” Lucario reported. “And I think I found which Pokéballs the Skuntank belong to.”

Returning them, he looked around before crouching.

“Are you all right?” he asked the Riolu, as Latios set her gently down.

“Well… yes, now,” the Riolu replied. “I’ve been scared, but – can you do something about these handcuffs?”

Lucario used Sacred Sword, cutting the chain with a single swipe, then carefully cut into the lock until they fell off her wrists.

“Thank you,” she said. “Who are you people?”


“All right, here we go!” Kellyn said, adjusting himself a little, and readied his Styler. “Capture on!”

Zorua flared her wings, letting Kellyn jump to the floor, and the Top Ranger flicked out the capture disc of his Styler to orbit the clearing.

Then he stared.

“…huh?”

Togekiss came in to land next to him, and Dawn slid off. “Yeah, I wondered if this would happen.”

Kellyn’s capture disc completed a circuit of the clearing, flashing as it made a gallant attempt to resonate with all the Pokémon inside at once, and the Ranger quietly stopped it moving.

“We only took a few minutes,” he said. “How did you…”

Kellyn paused, then shook his head. “I’m really kind of used to being the one who shows up when things are dangerous, not just after everything’s sorted out.”

“Yeah, by this point we’re the same,” Brock contributed. “Well, Ash is, the rest of us follow him around.”

The Ranger nodded. “Well… good, then? I guess? If there’s no more peril, I mean.”

He turned his Styler back to standby mode, then unslung his backpack to get the watercolour out. “So we just need to make sure this is the right Riolu, and then we can get her back to where she’s supposed to be.”


“Yes,” Riolu nodded firmly, looking up from the painting.

She returned her gaze to it, and touched it with a smile. “I remember this…”

Then she looked at Ash “But I still don’t know who you are. I didn’t know anyone could do things like that.”

“You’d be surprised, we met a Fighting gym leader recently who’s pretty good,” Brock told her.

Riolu blinked. “…wait, I haven’t learned how to make humans understand me yet. How did you…”

“Aura,” Lucario told her, going to one knee next to her. “My trainer, Ash, is a particularly skilled Aura user, and he’s trained his friends well enough to at least understand Pokémon themselves.”

“But… wait, how good is he at using Aura?” Riolu asked. “I saw him use an Aura Sphere!”

“I think I’ve got a few tricks he doesn’t have yet, and he’s got some moves with his new Honedge – Kari – which I can’t match,” Lucario told her. “But… well, he’s good.”

Riolu absorbed that.

“Are you one of the Riolu I heard get sent out by the Kingdom?” she asked, then blushed slightly. “Or – I mean, were you? You’re obviously not a Riolu now.”

“That’s right, I was,” Lucario confirmed. “How are you feeling, by the way?”

“I… okay,” Riolu said, a little dubiously. “I still feel like I made some kind of mistake, to be caught…”

“You shouldn’t feel that way,” Lucario told her. “I don’t mean it’s wrong to feel that way, because you’ve been through a lot – I mean you don’t need to worry that that feeling might be right.”

He leaned back a bit. “I remember feeling the same way, when I was kidnapped myself. Of course, that was by Hunter J, so I felt helpless as well – which, again, isn’t something to be ashamed of. In my case I got frozen into a kind of living statue, which…”

Lucario stopped, seeing the baffled expression on Riolu’s muzzle. “I’m not really helping any more, am I?”

“I’m having trouble with the bit about living statue,” Riolu admitted. “With me it was handcuffs, a sack, and a Stunky.”

“Criminals these days,” Buneary sniffed. “No style.”

That provoked a startled giggle from the Fighting-type.


“All right, so the Lucario Kingdom is that way,” Brock said, a couple of minutes later. “It shouldn’t take long to get there.”

“Not so fast!”

A loudspeaker-amplified voice made the whole group jump, and they turned around to see where it had come from…

…which, as it turned out, was a giant robot. Specifically, a giant robot made to look like an Eevee, complete with large pointed ears and a tail.

“Oh, not the Rockets again,” Dawn groaned.

“No, actually, it’s not them,” Ash supplied, checking with Aura sight. “And it looks like there’s more robots over that way…”

The ground shook as more of the giant Eevee-bots came running up, as the first speaker continued to chuckle.

“That’s right!” the voice said. “We were hoping to do this the quiet way, but you forced our hand!”

“…who are you guys?” Kellyn asked. “Do I know you? You’re not Pokémon Pinchers, right?”

The giant robot Eevee shook its head.

“You’ve got to hand it to them, that was impressive,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Team Dim Sun? Go-Rock Squad?” Kellyn listed off. “You’re not Team Debonairs, are you?”

“No!” the Eevee replied, indignant. “Why has nobody ever heard of the Eeveelution Rangers before? It’s such a catchy name!”

“Probably because Eeveelution actually means all the Pokémon who evolve from Eevee,” Brock said. “It’s technically a colloquialism, but it’s very common and it’s entering official usage more and more.”

“And because we’re the Rangers!” Kellyn added, indignant. “Pokémon Rangers have had that title for hundreds of years!”

There was some muffled whispering, amplified by the speaker system so they could all hear it – though only the occasional phrase could actually be made out.

“…told you you were the only one-”

“-enough! We built these things to-”

“-just activate them and get it over with!”

The Eevee robots flashed, and each of them shifted in form – one of them developing a series of spikes, each tipped with a rocket launcher, and the plating turning over to show yellow Jolteon-style colours. The next lit up red as a flamethrower in the tail tip activated, the one beside that switched to an amphibious configuration, and before ten seconds were out the friends faced a force of eight Eeveelution mechas.

“That was unexpected,” Infernape said. “It is, right? This isn’t just normal these days?”

“No, I think this is pretty unusual these days,” Ash replied.

The Flareon focused on them and unleashed a torrent of flame, which Latios shielded against with a flare of psychic energy. Buizel shot into the air a moment later, getting height for an attack run with his Aqua Jet, and the Jolteon targeted him with a barrage of missiles.

Ash swept his hat off and gave it to Riolu. “One of those might have psychic powers. Wear this so they can’t just grab you.”

Riolu stared at him, then at the hat, and nodded firmly.


“Quilava, handle that Leafeon robot!” Dawn called, then blinked and facepalmed. “Sometimes I can’t believe the things I say…”

Quilava chuckled, then broke into a run. He whistled sharply, and Mamoswine came thundering up behind him as a support. As the Leafeon’s tail flicked across, sending a shower of sharp-sided shuriken towards the two of them, Mamoswine used Powder Snow to coat them in instant frost and render them less dangerous.

He hooted, and Quilava jumped into the air – letting Mamoswine catch him on the Ice-type’s left tusk, to go from there in a scrabbling run up Mamoswine’s side to the top of his furred body.

The Mecha-Umbreon tried to intervene, but Brock’s Steelix Mega-Evolved in a flare of rainbow light and charged – forcing the faux Dark-type to focus on defending itself – and Mamoswine thundered closer to the Leafeon, before digging in his tree-trunk legs and skidding to a halt.

Quilava jumped off, increasing his momentum and using Mamoswine as a springboard, and rolled once before sliding under the robotic Leafeon and using Eruption.

Flames burst out, roaring around the robot, and Quilava kept moving to avoid the big robot falling on him.

Except that it didn’t.

“That’s not fair,” he complained, then jumped out of the way as the scythe-like end of the tail slashed at him. “Yipe!”

“I think it might be not flammable,” Buneary contributed, landing next to him after a Bounce. “Why would they make a robot specially flammable?”

“It’s a Leafeon,” Quilava pointed out the obvious. “That just doesn’t seem fair…”

Mamoswine tried the rather more direct approach of body-charging the robot, trying to knock it over, and the brown-socked robopaws fended him off with powerful blows. Some of the smaller ‘leaves’ on the robot turned out to be weapons platforms of their own, and Mamoswine bellowed as he took hits from them.

Quilava ran forwards again, using Smokescreen this time. “On my way!”


As Mega Steelix charged at the Umbreon, a purple gas hissed from vents on its shoulders.

Mega Steelix paused in his charge, baffled, then shrugged and continued on. Rolling a little to dig one of his spikes into the ground for leverage, he twisted around – tail lashing out with surprising speed – and wrapped the rock-and-steel of his lower body around the waist of the Umbreon robot.

Steadying himself for a moment, as the robotic Umbreon fought to free itself, Mega Steelix winced at the sound of metal claws scraping against his crystals. Then he flexed in one convulsive movement, lifting the Umbreon mecha into the air and slamming it down upside-down.

“…uh…” Zorua began, her Tyranitar disguise fizzling out as she stared. “Did you just…”

“What?” Mega Steelix asked, before using Dragonbreath to blast away at a weapons hatch as it opened. The weapon – which looked like a bolas – exploded before it could be used, and Mega Steelix looked at his teammate again. “Something wrong?”

“You just suplexed a giant robot!” Zorua said, one paw waving.

“Geodude taught me,” Mega Steelix explained. “I don’t really get many chances to use it, though…”

“I can see why!”

The roboUmbreon took this to be a good moment to set itself on fire, ruining the theme it had going, and Mega Steelix headbutted it twice before releasing himself from it and blasting it with Sandstorm.

“I’ll just… go over here, shall I?” Zorua suggested, loping for the edge of the sand so she could bring her disguise up again.


The CyberJolteon fired streams of missiles from all its spines, each salvo flying up into the air before twisting around and coming crashing down towards Ash, Brock and Dawn.

Aura flaring, Ash swept Kari in precise arcs with her blade glittering a bright gold. Secret Sword beam attacks licked off, two or three a second, and each one cut through several of the faux- Pin Missiles to destroy them before they could get close.

A few slipped past, and Pikachu handled those. His cheeks flashed and spat sparks as he used bursts of chain lightning to strike down the leakers, and a continuous rumble of small explosions sounded as human and Pokémon kept their friends safe.

“Do either of you guys remember running into these people before?” Ash asked, not taking his concentration off what he was doing. “Or hearing about them?”

Searching… search complete, Dexter stated. It seems that this group has been involved in a few mercenary operations before. They tend to rely on fairly normal thugs for most of their work, but if things get serious the robots turn up.

He paused, then continued. It also appears that they may be what happens when the Rockets don’t buy up every giant robot that comes on the market.

“Huh, how about that…” Dawn said, blinking. “I guess that’s a good example of an unexpected consequence?”

“That sounds like a good name for it,” Pikachu agreed.


The SylveonZord crouched, four mechanical tendrils coiling, then lashed out with two at Flygon and the other two at Latios.

The psychic-Dragon dodged nimbly upwards, changing his course in a way nothing else could imitate, but Flygon couldn’t manage anything like the same manoeuvre and one of the tendrils ensnared his tail.

The servomotors retracted the tendril with a sharp movement, pulling him down despite the best efforts of his wings, and Latios blasted the tendril with a Dragon Pulse – aiming some way away from Flygon himself – only to discover that the tendrils appeared to be immune to Dragon-type attacks, as they continued pulling Flygon down unabated.

Eyes flashing, Latios instead exerted his psychic powers on the tendril itself to unroll it and free his fellow Dragon. Flygon squirmed as he felt Latios fight against the mechanical strength of the robot, then used Sand Tomb on himself to get a tiny bit of extra lubrication. That done, he slipped free just before another tendril managed to grab him.

“This is tough,” he said, gaining height. “They’re just enough like Pokémon to confuse us!”

“Yeah, no kidding,” Latios agreed. “I don’t know if there’s someone actually in there, either, they seem to be shielded.”

“All of them or just the Umbreon?” Flygon asked.

“Yeah, I know… feels like cheating.”


Riolu watched the fighting, wincing as Lucario got smacked in the side by the tail of the CyberGlaceon, then breathed a sigh of relief as he rolled with the impact and avoided any serious harm. But the robots were fantastically tough, and it was taking even the outrageous Pokémon team on display here to make much headway.

Then a nearby branch shot into the air.

Confused, Riolu looked up at the branch – hovering there, before it fell to the ground a moment later – then looked around at the battlefield, to see if anything might have caused it. As she did, something else next to her – a rock – lifted up, hovered for a moment and fell.

That time, she spotted it. The red gem on the forehead of the WalkerEspeon flashed, then dimmed, and the ground next to her shook slightly.

Telekinesis! Right, the Aura user – Ash – had warned her about that. But if it wasn’t working… did that mean it was the hat he’d worn that was protecting her right now?

She wondered how he’d made it.


Kellyn ran along the grass, his Styler controls in one hand. The capture disc spun around the edge of the clearing in epicycles, giving him a picture of the available Pokémon in each section as he reached it, and he considered each one without slowing.

He needed to look for just the right – there!

The capture disc’s speed didn’t change, but it began making much tighter circles, completing each one in less than a second. Kellyn’s fierce determination came over the link in one direction, and the willingness of the Pokémon he’d found in the other.

Two Aron, and a covey of three Staravia. It would be tricky, but it should be enough.

“All right!” he said, and the Staravia looked up at the sound of his voice. The one in front, the female, gave a determined nod, and Kellyn waved his hand.

“Let’s go!”

One of the Staravia took off, offering both feet, and Kellyn jumped up to grab them. The other two picked up an Aron each before following, wings whirring to keep up as they all headed for the nearest robotic Eeveelution – the CyberGlaceon, shooting at Lucario with blasts of bitterly cold liquid that froze instantly.

Kellyn landed with a whung on the spine of the robot, and went flat to increase his contact area and let him hold on better. The two Aron arrived a moment later, and Kellyn judged the situation for a moment before pointing.

“There!” he said, and one of the Aron saluted with a little tink noise. Then it bit into the hull, tearing up a gobbet of metal and swallowing it, and the other one did the same thing.

It didn’t take long for them to produce a hole big enough, and Kellyn slid inside with the two Steel-types following him into the robot’s interior. There was a walkway inside, and Kellyn frowned for a moment before pointing. “That looks important.”

Aron used Head Smash, breaking it, and the CyberGlaceon staggered sideways as something stopped working for a moment.


The shower of attacks from the electronic Jolteon stopped, and Ash took a deep breath before looking around at the general situation.

The Espeon was busy with what was probably Zorua. Latios and Flygon were keeping the Sylveon distracted. The Glaceon appeared to be suffering some kind of internal failure, and a couple of the others were having big problems.

But that still left at least two, and the Leafeon was bounding towards the group at speed – then pounced, an enormous robotic leap which carried it into the air. It hung there for a moment, about to drop onto Ash, Brock and Dawn, and Ash raised Kari to block the tons of metal as best he could-

-and a red beam of light flashed in from his left, slamming into the Leafeon’s rear haunches and knocking it away from a collision course. Bits showered over the grass, and the robotic Leafeon crashed to the ground with a fizzle of something important breaking.

A moment later, Ash’s Pidgeot flew overhead with the great white shocks of her wings-of-air trailing vapour, pulling up and around to make another pass.

“Pidgeot!” Ash called, delighted.

Then the cavalry arrived.

Much to the surprise of just about everyone involved, the cavalry was literal. Four big Rapidash chargers came galloping in from the same direction Pidgeot had come, Lucario riding on their backs, and the head one conjured a Bone Rush bone eight feet long before pointing it at the side of the robotic Vaporeon. The impact produced a crash they could hear over the sound of combat, and it knocked the Vaporeon sideways hard enough to make it stagger and nearly fall – and by the time it had recovered, two of the Lucario had taken their Rapidash steeds up onto its back and begun smashing away with diamond-hard hooves and Force Palm attacks.

“Is that the Lucario Kingdom?” Brock asked.

“I guess so!” Ash replied, as another six Lucario came over the crest of the hill. These ones were on foot, not mounted, but they moved with a bounding grace that seemed at once silken-smooth and whiplash-fast – and their first act was to hurl synchronized Aura Spheres at the Flareon, hammering it with powerful impacts, before getting in close for a barrage of hand-to-hand attacks.

As ten Lucario – nine of the reinforcements and Ash’s own – combined their efforts, and Pidgeot hammered down another Aeroblast to stop the Jolteon from attacking, the tide of battle turned in a moment. The tenth Lucario from the new arrivals, the one who had ridden just beside the lancer, had his Rapidash ally take him over to Ash before dropping down and giving Ash a respectful nod.

“Sir Ketchum,” he said, then gave similar nods to Brock, and Kari, and Dawn. “Sir Slate. Dame Burns. The lady Berlitz. Our thanks for aiding in the return of our lost child.”

“My lord,” Riolu said, bowing.

“You’re the lord of the Lucario Kingdom, right?” Ash checked. “Does that mean you’re a king? I don’t really understand much about how it works – sorry.”

“Formality is a hobby, though a much-loved one,” the Lucario told him, with a small smile. “We will not think less of a hero such as you for missing the forms, when the deeds are in place.”


The phone rang.

A man picked it up. “Report.”

There was a pause, then he sighed. “It’s so hard to get good contractors these days… I paid for you because you were supposed to be the best of what’s left.”

Another pause.

“Then you’ll have to be satisfied with half down. Incidentally, don’t bother calling again.”

The man rang off, then called for his secretary. “Rowena. Dispose of this.”

She took the mobile phone from him. “Immediately, sir. Will that be all?”

“No. Take the Eeveelution Rangers off our contact list. They’ve proved they can’t be relied upon.”

“Is this about the Riolu project?” Rowena asked. “So they failed?”

Kodai nodded. “They did, I’m afraid. Still, I see no negative consequences coming from this.”

Rowena nodded, and left the room – toying with the phone as she did so.

It was a pity Kodai’s plan hadn’t worked. Kidnapping a Riolu wouldn’t have worked for long – trying to gaslight an Aura-using Pokémon could never last – and it might have caused enough trouble for his operations to permanently ruin his facade as a legitimate businessman.

Absent that, she had to keep working for him – waiting for him to make a slip up she could use to bring him in.

The life of an undercover agent was… complex. Especially when working for a precognitive.


The CyberGlaceon fizzed, sparked, and finally stopped moving.

A door opened up, and Kellyn emerged – with a dazed-looking man in front of him, held in an arm bar. The two Aron he’d recruited waved to him, then set off for home.

“Is that the last one?” he asked.

“It appears so,” said the nearest Lucario. “Fine work, Ranger, and our thanks.”

The Lucario reached past him into the CyberGlaceon, selecting a length of metal, then bent it into a knot and tied the mech pilot’s arms behind him.

“The police are on their way,” she added. “I imagine they’ll be interested to find out who caused all this.”

“They probably will, yeah,” Kellyn agreed. “If they can go all the way to the top, that’s even better, but just these guys should be good enough.”

His capture disc flicked back into his hand, and he stowed it in the styler itself before walking back over to the other humans – picking his way past the score-marks left by the battle.

As he got closer, he overheard a discussion going on between Dawn and the head Lucario.

“…you said lady Berlitz,” Dawn was saying. “I was just wondering what you meant by that, because… honestly, I do know someone who might have made me a lady without my knowing about it.”

“I understand your confusion,” the Lucario noble replied. “But it was merely a courtesy, I am afraid. To the best of my knowledge, you remain a commoner.”

He paused. “Would you rather not be?”

“…I think I’ll pass,” Dawn decided. “At least, I don’t want to be given an honour like that just for the sake of being a Lady.”

“Your bravery has earned you the accolade, but I respect your decision,” Lucario said, then greeted one of the other cavalrymon as she alighted from her Rapidash. “My dear. I assume you and my Lancelot have dealt with the foe?”

“All are in our custody,” she assured him, then turned to Ash. “Sir Ketchum. I wished to make known to you our heartfelt gratitude for your fine stewardship of the Lucario who has been your companion. From all accounts, including his own, you have been a shining example of trainer, protector, ally and friend.”

Ash blushed slightly. “I… thanks. I just did what anyone would, if they could, and because I’ve got stronger Pokémon and stuff like Aura powers it just means I can help out more. And it doesn’t get in the way of doing what I want to, so it’d be wrong for me to not get involved.”

“A truly noble attitude,” the lady commented. “And one all too few aspire to, let alone achieve… but one I hope that our lost child, now returned, will take to heart.”

She turned, then looked back.

“You have done us a great service today – all of you. If you call upon the Lucario Kingdom in your hour of greatest need, we will come to aid you.”

The police helicopters were already visible in the distance, and with all the Eeveelution Rangers present already caught the Lucario turned to leave. All four of the cavalry remounted their Rapidash, the lord taking their rescuee up to ride with him, then tapped her gently on the head.

“Oh!” she realized, and passed the hat back to Ash. “This is really cool. How did you make it?”

“I didn’t, I sort of inherited it,” Ash replied. “It belonged to Sir Aaron.”

Riolu’s eyes went wide.


“It seems we’re meeting quite often,” the courier Lucario observed.

“More often than most Pokémon whose eggs you convey?” Ash’s Lucario asked.

“Much more,” she replied. “I suppose with your trainer it’s all but inevitable. My lord and lady asked me to convey their thanks for your letters, though.”

She nodded and left.

Once she’d gone, Ash’s Lucario sighed.

“Problem?” Pikachu asked.

“I just… I forgot about this,” Lucario admitted. “Or, not forgot, but I didn’t think it through. I was the one who was kidnapped last time, and Hunter J was the one who did it – I thought that with me obviously not there and Hunter J in prison it wouldn’t happen again. So I didn’t warn the kingdom, because I forgot that the person who was responsible wasn’t Hunter J but whoever hired her.”

“Still, at least you helped a lot in making that better,” Pikachu pointed out, then chuckled. “Plus, now you have the proper fighting-a-robot-Pokémon experience. That’s something you team newbies haven’t experienced as much.”

Lucario, who was technically Ash’s fifth team member total this timeline, gave Pikachu a tolerant glare. “You realize Squirtle’s going to be all over this the moment he hears the words ‘giant robot’, right?”


Jessie bounced the Pokéball on her palm. “That’s one problem out of the way.”

“I ain’t sure Yanma counts as a problem,” Meowth replied, a bit dubiously.

“No, Yanma isn’t the problem, the problem is that someone else might get Yanma before we did!” Jessie countered. “It’s a legitimate concern.”

“It’s one confused Bug type, is what it is,” Meowth pointed out. “None of us has explained why we’re all interested and stuff.”

“Oh, yeah, good point,” Jessie admitted. “But that can wait until we see the Twerps again. It’s much easier to explain when you can show examples.”

Shrinking the Pokéball and putting it in her pocket, she switched it out for another one and sent out her Dustox.

Dustox said something, and Meowth cleared his throat. “She says she ain’t gonna mind if you say it gotta wait another few months…”

Jessie smiled, then shook her head. “Thanks, Dustox, but… you should go. You’ve got a life to live.”

She touched Dustox’ antenna ribbons, then the little box of electronics she’d asked for from Professor Oak. “Just don’t forget to take these.”

Dustox flared her wings, and spoke again. Then she picked up the Pokéball, and the transceiver, and flew into the sky – meeting up with her mate, the same male Dustox she’d met the last time around.

“Are you all right?” James asked. “You seem sad.”

“No duh,” Jessie ground out.

“James, you might wanna stop makin’ a point of it,” Meowth said. “Or we might end up bein’ the ones who are sad…”


“Hey, Growlie?” Carnivine asked.

Growlie made an inquiring rrowl, rolling his muzzle to look at Carnivine without actually getting up.

“You’ve got a significant other who came back in time, right?” the Grass-type checked. “How do you handle it? I’m wondering how Dustox is going to cope.”

“I’m not really the right Pokémon to ask about that,” Growlie replied, yawning a little, and reluctantly rose to his paws. “It’s true that Ninetales definitely got Reminded, and I didn’t, but we didn’t actually know one another before – I think I saw her once, but neither of us had evolved. So there wasn’t really any baggage in it… we just met one another, and liked one another, and… well, abandoned the fight, really.”

He chuckled. “The restaurant was very good, though. We still go back there – anyway, for Dustox it’s different because they had a life together and she’s the only one who remembers it. I’m sure they’ll work it out, but… yes, it’s different, and I could see how it would cause some strain.”

Carnivine nodded. “Okay. So who would know?”

“I think Ash’s Butterfree is the best one to ask,” Growlie mused. “He’s got kids now, and his mate’s the same shiny Butterfree this time as last time – or so Ninetales tells me, anyway.”

Shaking his head, he padded off. “I think I’m going to see if Audino’s finished with dinner yet.”


“…so I was thinking there has to be some kind of secret conspiracy to do something on the moon, which got leaked, which is why they suddenly revealed the moon base!” Barry explained. “They couldn’t have built it that quickly, but they said they had so they could avoid looking like they’d built this without telling anyone for months!”

“Why are you talking to me?” Paul demanded.

Barry blinked, visibly not understanding the question, then just as visibly decided to ignore it entirely. “And most of the world just accepted it, which gave them a perfect opening to follow through with their real plan!”

Against his better judgement, Paul asked the obvious question. “What real plan?”

“…isn’t it obvious?” Barry asked. “It’s to have a cool moon base and do space stuff in it! Conspiracy just means you’re hiding it from the public and you’re doing an organized plan… at least I think that’s what it means… hmmm, maybe it does need to involve a crime, but in that case the conspiracy was to avoid having to pay for the land!”

“All right, even I know the land the lunar dome is built on is leased from a Cresselia,” Paul pointed out. “How does that fit-”

“That’s just what they want you to think!” Barry said, very promptly. “It’s all part of their plan! I don’t know what the plan’s for, or why nobody involved has said anything, or why they’ve kept it secret, but there has to be a plan!”

Paul just shook his head, thoroughly done with this conversation.

“Can we get back to the Pokémon battle now?”

“What?” Barry said, then nodded. “Oh, right! Yeah, we can do that!”

“Good,” Paul replied thankfully. “Head Smash.”

Cranidos thumped into Barry’s Heracross, both of them hitting a nearby rock wall, and Barry winced as cracks formed and stones tumbled down.

“Bit more to the left next time,” Paul advised, as Cranidos retreated, then Heracross came out swinging in a counterattack. “Now, Iron Head.”

The two Pokémon crashed into one another, neither one being much injured, and their trainers concentrated on the battle – both looking for an advantage.


AN:


Do not provoke Lucario.






259. Sinnoh 22


This is the first of two chapters today.


“I hadn’t realized quite how far you have to fly to get to Sinnoh,” May’s Altaria said, wings rippling a little in the slipstream as they crossed the coast.

“I hadn’t either,” May agreed, packing away the last of their lunch. “At least we remembered to bring something to eat.”

Altaria trilled his agreement, and they banked down a little – heading for the blue oval ahead that was Lake Valor.

“How warm do you think it is at sea level?” May asked, inspecting the quilted wool of her flight jacket – something she needed for long journeys, but which had been like wearing a steam bath back in Johto.

“Not as cold as it is up here, but it doesn’t look too warm,” Altaria replied. “No snow… oh, and the trees aren’t shaking too much, so it’s probably quite calm – I guess we’ll find out when we reach the lakeside.”

Deciding he was coming in a little fast, Altaria banked around for a circle to lose a little height. As he did, the harness jingled a little, and May smiled at the reminder – not so very long ago even flying with the full harness had been scary, but now they only really used it for the longer flights like this one.

A second circuit, and then Altaria was flying low over Lake Valor and producing little ripples below him. He hummed to himself, the tone echoing back from the water, then floated down to alight on the lakeside path.

May unclipped herself and slid down, undoing the harness with a practised ease, then stowed it and returned Altaria.

“Where’s the hotel room again?” she checked, getting her Pokédex out.

The hotel room is on the second floor, Ethan told her. However, more importantly, I have just sent a message to Kris.

A moment later, Roland and Max appeared in a flicker of light.

“Hey, sis!” Max waved. “How was the flight?”

“Long,” May replied. “How was the Pokémon Centre?”

“Relaxed,” Max told her. “I had some pastries while I was waiting.”

Arc came out of his Pokéball, jumping up and licking May, and she laughed. “Calm down, you saw me earlier before I took off!”

“But that was miles away,” Arc replied, with impeccable logic.

May shook her head. “Whatever,” she sighed, as Blaziken emerged from his own Pokéball. “Let’s go get checked in, then we can find Ash.”

“Can we take a moment to look for the Legendary of the lake?” Manaphy asked.

“Would that count as a diplomatic visit?” Max said, amused. “The Legendary of the Sea meeting the Legendary of a Lake?”

“Good question!” Manaphy replied. “Ooh, but if it was one of those I should have brought Samiya… never mind, then…”

“I don’t think you could get Samiya into the lake,” May said, and Manaphy nodded.

“Yeah, good point…”


“Well, here we go,” Dawn said. “The Wallace Cup!”

She glanced down at the two Pokémon she had out – Piplup and Buneary – and both gave her a confident nod in reply.

“We’ll be not just fine, but we’ll blow them away!” Piplup pronounced. “Though not quite as literally as if Pidgeot was involved.”

“We tried, back in Kanto,” Pikachu said, in case Piplup hadn’t heard or couldn’t remember. “She only really fits in in open-air events anyway, and if there’s such a thing as a ring out disqualification she gets it.”

“Hey, guys!”

Everyone looked up, seeing May coming their way – Max a little behind her.

“Great to see you!” Ash smiled.

“How was the journey?” Brock asked.

“Short,” Max answered quickly, and May snorted.

“Short for you,” she said. “The flight was fine, just a bit longer than we were expecting.”

She looked up. “What did you think, Joltik?”

“The experience of flight is most certainly a peculiar one,” Joltik commented. “Perhaps the way ground-bound creatures enjoy it so much is linked to the thrill of the forbidden, or even the philosophical enjoyment that comes from leaving somewhere you were supposed to be stuck. It’s not a universal enjoyment, but it’s a persistent enough one it’s hard to explain!”

“I’m going to go ahead and assume that means it was fun,” Pikachu said, into the resultant silence.

“Yeah, that’s probably best,” Max agreed. “Okay, so what-”

“There you are!”

Ash turned around, and blinked at the sight of Jessie’s ‘Jesselina’ persona.

“I’ve been looking for you for ages!” Jesselina said, more than a little crossly.

“Five minutes tops,” her Audino supplied smoothly, before drawing Brock into a concise but eloquent discussion of the value of braising.

Unaware of what Audino had said, Jesselina handed Ash a Pokéball.

“Yanmega, right?” Ash asked, then Reminded the Bug-type with a little tingling flash of Aura. “Okay, that should be sorted out now.”

“Thanks,” Jesselina replied, mollified somewhat, and took the Pokéball back. “Are either of you entering the Wallace Cup?”

“It’s why we’re here,” Dawn pointed out. “Though, honestly, this is going to be a tough one – May’s had a lot more work-up time than I have.”

“You’ve had your Pokémon for longer than you might have expected,” May pointed out. “I actually think you might have more relative training time compared to me than you did last time…”


“Excuse me?”

Jessie’s Pikachu looked up from the oddly-shaped wood she was inspecting, considering whether to make it into a hockey stick or a large comedy hook one might use to drag a poorly performing comedian off stage. “Hello?”

Buneary took a deep breath. “I… wanted to ask you about whether you have romantic inclinations towards Ash’s Pikachu.”

Cosplaychu considered the question for about two seconds, then shook her head. “No, too conventional for me.”

Buneary blinked. “…what?”

“Have you seen my normal preferences in costumes?” Cosplay Pikachu asked. “I’d want a romantic partner full of variety… if it ever came along, which it might not.”

Buneary raised a paw for a moment, head tilted, then lowered it. “I… was honestly prepared for this to be a lot harder than it’s turned out to be.”

The Pikachu shrugged. “I get the concept of crack shipping, I’m just not really into taking part.”

“How is that a crack ship?” Buneary asked, now honestly baffled. “Male Pikachu and female Pikachu is… yeah?”

“Personality’s what counts,” Cosplaychu replied. “Now, do you think there’s enough of a curve in this to let it be a hook?”

“Um – well – honestly, I think it might work better as a shepherd’s crook,” Buneary answered.

“That’s a point, I don’t think I’ve done that one yet…”


“Hi Max!” Mawile said brightly. “Have you met my friend yet?”

“I don’t think so, Mawile,” Max replied, shaking Tyrantrum’s hand. “I guess he’s why we’re sitting in this row?”

Tyrantrum nodded, taking his place just past the end of the regular rows of seats.

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed. “There isn’t any need for anyone to use that part of the stair path, so Tyrantrum can just sit there – and, more importantly, there’s nobody directly behind him.”

“Makes sense to me,” Max said. “And the fridge?”

“That’s the Rotom who normally lives in Ash’s bag,” Brock replied. “It was interested, and it does also mean we get drinks more easily… though, to be honest, I’m not entirely sure how the power requirements thing works with a plasma ghost.”

Max chuckled. “I hope Rotom enjoys it… oh, what are the rules again? I know this is basically a giant Contest…”

That’s about it, really, Kris informed him. Everyone does an Appeal round, then the top sixteen go to a Battle round. The level of performance expected is much higher, though, because people have come here from all over.

“That does explain why the Appeals round takes over half the time allotted to the competition,” Max admitted. “Quite a lot more.”

Something floated in front of him, and he looked down to see a glowing soft drinks can.

“Oh, thanks,” he told Rotom, taking it. “That’s a poltergeist-type thing, right?”

“Probably,” Brock agreed.


After the first few performances, including a very impressive fire display by a low-flying Charizard who used the swimming pool as a backstop, May walked out to the edge of the water.

She waited for a moment, as the announcer read off her name and hometown, then raised her Cherish Ball.

“Let’s go,” she told Manaphy, and sent him out.

Manaphy dove into the water with an easy smoothness, barely even leaving a ripple, then popped back up again with his antenna glowing and began to manipulate the water with his flippers.

Water mounded up, maintaining an impossible shape under his active control, and Manaphy got to work sculpting it – adding in towers, ramparts, and crenellations, like a sandcastle being made at the beach. But this sandcastle was made from water, and to make it so it was easily seen Manaphy was making it at an enormously greater scale – almost to the size of a real, if small, castle.

As he finished each section, Manaphy used Mud-Slap – adding a little extra colour to the water, and making it more obvious – before moving on to the next, dissolving into water with Acid Armour to flow around his growing construction and produce the next bit. Then he began using his Tail Glow to light up the area he was currently working, sculpting tower after tower and adding walls and spires as he sped up more and more.

Manaphy was a tracery of light carried in his own private water current, and the water level of the pool dropped noticeably as he built his work – but even that was something he’d thought of, and the water receding left behind new sections of the tower bases as if they’d been there the whole time.

Finally, after about a minute and a half, he was done. A fairy-tale castle stood in the middle of the pool, built entirely out of shimmering water and garlanded with multiply reflected light, and Manaphy’s personal column of water flew over it in an arc – an arc that shed fireballs and trailing sparks, one after another, as Manaphy used Dazzling Gleam and Water Pulse to send fireworks into the sky.


“I wonder why he didn’t freeze it in place,” Max said. “That would have made it easier, right?”

“Yeah, but… hold on,” Brock replied, counting under his breath for a moment. “About twenty by twenty by ten… halve it… yeah, I think the next contestants might have complained about having two thousand tonnes of ice in the pool.”

“Good point, well made,” Max admitted, as Manaphy began deconstructing his castle – letting it flow back into the pool one tower at a time, before jumping off the final tower and conjuring butterfly-wings of water to glide down and land in May’s arms.

“Maybe I should make a list of who can fly and who can’t yet, out of the Pokémon I know,” Mawile pondered. “Manaphy can, obviously…”

“He can glide, but isn’t flying a bit harder?” Max asked.

“No, of course he can fly, he can control the water to just pull him along,” Mawile pointed out. “Hmm… hey, Tyrantrum, I had an idea. You’re a Rock type, right, and Ancientpower can involve lifting rocks?”

“Should I be worried?” Tyrantrum asked.

“No, don’t worry,” Mawile hastened to reassure him. “I like the idea of making it possible, but you don’t have to actually do it. It’s sort of like a hobby, so…”

“Don’t worry, Mawile,” Tyrantrum told her. “I’m just trying to join in on the teasing thing everyone seems to do when they’re talking to one another.”

“That was a great example, then!” Mawile replied, bouncing back from her worry. “Oh, we’d better watch the next appeal though!”

“…isn’t that that Ursula person who Dawn doesn’t like?” Tyrantrum asked, after a moment’s examination.

“Looks like,” Mawile agreed.


“I really need to get a handle on my nerves…” Dawn said to herself.

“Not really!” Pachirisu replied. “Being nervous is a perfectly natural response, even if it’s not justified. That doesn’t mean you have to be nervous, but it means you don’t need to feel guilty about it!”

“That does help, actually,” Dawn told her. “I… yeah, I won’t second-guess myself this close, I’ll go with the plan we made earlier.”

“Thanks!” Pachirisu smiled. “I read books, you know!”

“I didn’t know,” Piplup noted. “When?”

“This isn’t about me,” the squirrel replied with a tail-flirt and a shrug. “But, if you must know, I tend to do it when I’m recharging. And eating nuts.”

Dawn tried not to laugh. “That sounds really stereotypical.”

“…” Pachirisu began, then her tail drooped. “I… the only comeback I could think of was ‘nuts to that’…”

This time Dawn couldn’t contain herself.


“I’ve lost count,” Max admitted. “How many contestants are there?”

Quite a lot, Kris summarized. We’re exactly halfway through.

“Somehow you’ve managed to give me a precise value without even mentioning a number..”

Half is a number. It’s just not a whole number.

“That looks like Dawn,” Brock pointed out, heading off the argument. “I wonder who she’s using?”


Dawn stopped about ten feet back from the edge of the pool, then turned towards the dry-land area and threw her Pokéball.

It skipped along once, then burst to reveal Mamoswine – a glissando of musical notes rising into the air as he emerged, before stamping his feet once to test the ground.

Apparently satisfied, he turned to face the pool and began to move. Slowly at first, then faster and faster. Light flashed on his big feet, and he did a wide sliding turn which went around his trainer in a curly loop – just about avoiding plunging into the water.

Dawn produced a baton from up her sleeve, extending it with a click-snap, and pointed it at Mamoswine before sweeping it slowly around to the right. Mamoswine followed her directions, ice glittering around his feet, and at Dawn’s direction he drew a looping treble clef in frosted white ice before following the long stem down towards the pool again.

A quick flick-and-twist, and he switched from white ice to invisible black ice. Now his path was unmarked, and he headed for the pool at speed.

Dawn held her breath. This was the tricky bit, and they did have a plan in case things went wrong but-

-and Mamoswine flew out over the edge of the poolside. He went about ten feet before contacting the water, dropping about four inches in that time, and when he made contact there was a shoom of blue light and instantly-forming ice.

Mamoswine’s trajectory was just about flat enough to avoid breaking the ice, and he skidded sideways – his Ice Beams freezing new ice in front of him, and the ice behind him spiderwebbing with cracks before breaking up into thousands of tiny pieces.

Dawn swept her baton across again, and Mamoswine followed it impeccably – twirling, skating, leaving a trail of frozen spray behind him which rose into the air. More than once he did a little jump, skipping five or six feet with a high-speed low-altitude hop and coming back down with another flash of blue light.

Finally, after almost a minute, Dawn brought her baton up. Mamoswine froze a small wave ahead of him, launched himself out of the pool, and turned to skid to a halt facing the water as Dawn walked over to him.

Then he used Blizzard, and the whole pool iced over – just a thin skin, but all in a flash.

“Oh!” one of the announcers gasped.

“Very impressive!” Wallace agreed. “Very impressive!”

In the frozen pool surface, traced out by the difference in colour of the ice where Mamoswine had been skating, was a six-note musical score – the very same one the Seals had played when Mamoswine had come out.

Dawn sighed with relief as the crowd began to applaud, and patted Mamoswine on the side.

“Well done, Mamoswine,” she said. “And thank you.”

Mamoswine nuzzled against her, then let himself be Returned with a quick flash.


“What’s your favourite food?”

“I don’t know, it depends how I’m feeling?” Ash replied, a bit puzzled. “Do people seriously want to know this?”

“What Pokémon do you think you’re going to add next to your team?”

“Probably a Gible, but I’m not sure,” Ash answered, and several of the reporters wrote that down.

“If they don’t give us some space soon I think I might start electrocuting things,” Pikachu muttered.

“Look, I need to get to the arena pretty soon,” Ash said. “Can you just-”

“One more question, Mr. Ketchum,” one of the reporters said. “Why are you wearing a sword?”

“That’s a Honedge who I met recently,” Ash answered. “She’s asked to travel with me.”

“Why?” another reporter asked.

“I thought you said that was one more question?” Ash pointed out.

“He did,” the new reporter said. “I didn’t.”

Hey, Ash? Latias noted. Hands up.

Ash raised his hands, and Latias lifted him out of the press pack.

“Thanks,” he said, as Latias flipped him around so he could land on her back for the quick ride to the waiting area. “I can understand why Wallace doesn’t like the press.”

“I fear I now understand why he was so glad to hear you were here,” Kari contributed. “You have run interference for him, all while not intending it.”

“That sounds like what was going on,” Pikachu agreed.

They landed, and Ash slid off Latias’ back. “Thanks.”

“No problem!” Latias replied, and stealthed again with a flicker of blue light.

“There are so many situations we got into before where a Latias or Latios hanging around would help out a lot,” Pikachu observed. “Granted, this might not technically be one of them, but…”

Ash shrugged. “I’ll take it… I guess I understand people want to know, but some of these questions are just silly.”

“They are so that people see you as a person, and not a cipher, are they not?” Kari asked. “And yet… I cannot deny the experience is an unpleasant one.”

“Yeah, I’m much more comfortable out there on the tournament field,” Ash agreed. “I know there’s more people looking at me then, but… yeah, it’s just easier to deal with.”


Serena yawned, glad she’d been able to arrange to watch the Wallace Cup, but nevertheless ending up quite sleepy as a direct result.

“That was a pretty interesting one,” she said, blinking a bit. “Don’t you think?”

No reply, and she looked over to find Blitzle sound asleep on his blanket.

“…oh, right,” Serena blushed, lowering her voice. “Well… anyway, good luck, Dawn. I didn’t know a Pokémon that big could be that graceful…”


“I was wondering if Ash had entered this,” Max said, watching as their friend walked out onto the appeals area.

“Why?” Brock asked. “Weren’t you sure just because he’s… you know, not here?”

“No, because I know Ash gets lost a lot,” Max replied. “He could quite easily have been wandering around in circles for the past few hours.”

“…I’m not disagreeing…” Brock said carefully.

As they watched, Ash took a Pokéball from his pocket and threw it.

Then there was a shoom as Ho-Oh emerged.

“Well, I think I know who’s been pestering Ash recently,” Max chuckled.


Ho-Oh rose into the air, flames curling out from below his wings, and shot fire into the water pool below. It plunged about ten feet deep, then exploded in a shower of steam, and Ho-Oh pulled it together with a Weather Ball which he crafted into a disc before letting it explode outwards.

As it spread, he used Sunny Day – then beat his wings, hurling wisps of cloud high into the air as a representation of a summery day, only the faintest cirrus disturbing the light.

Another wingbeat, and his Sacred Fire this time shot deeper still into the water before erupting. It launched gallons of water into the air to form clouds, carefully crafted by Ho-Oh in a way that looked casual, and they stormed down on the water surface below – even producing a lightning bolt.

The Fire-type next used a clever twist of fire and air to very rapidly cool one of the clouds, forcing it through the same pressure change that would otherwise affect air rising more than a mile into the sky, and it began to snow instead of rain. A similar burst to the other cloud, with more violence, and that one began to produce hail.

Ho-Oh flew under the two clouds of warm-day snow, letting them flash into steam as they touched his wings, then summoned a burst of rose-coloured fire again and lashed the pool surface. This time it was not to produce a single explosion of water, but a continuous column of heated, moist air – which he spun into a tornado, before bundling the whole thing up into a Weather Ball and launching it into the air.

It burst with impressive force, producing a ring of clouds, and Ho-Oh flew through the ring with a rainbow trailing behind him.

Landing next to Ash, he waited.

“…I’m not familiar with this,” he whispered to Ash. “But shouldn’t there be applause?”

The mist slowly drained away.

“Well…” the announcer began, sounding very confused. “I’m… honestly not sure how we score that one. Wallace?”

“I don’t think that’s happened before,” Wallace agreed.


“Oh, dear…” May groaned. “I forgot that can happen.”

“What happened?” one of the other Coordinators asked. “I didn’t see.”

“That’s the point, you couldn’t see,” May replied. “Ash sent out his Ho-Oh to do something, but the very first thing it did smothered the whole audience in mist. They didn’t see a thing apart from that… which is a pity, since I’m pretty sure there was a thunderclap there and I bet it looked really impressive…”

“I can’t remember how that rule works,” Dawn admitted. “Is there one?”

“I think they just have to score it based on the sound…” May shrugged. “It’s not going to be a great score, though.”


“I’m sure it looked good on the cameras,” Ash said, as they left the arena.

“I’ll take it, I suppose,” Ho-Oh mused. “Pity we didn’t get the full performance scored, though. I worked for a long time on producing an Ice type effect.”

“I though it was impressive!” Ash agreed. “A real surprise for anyone who… you know, doesn’t watch TV.”

“It’s rare for rampaging and confused Legendary Pokémon to be familiar with television, or they wouldn’t rampage so much,” Ho-Oh opined. “I know a docudrama is just the thing to relax of an evening… or whatever else people who can work the TV remote are watching, anyway.”


Jessie looked up at the crowd, then sent out the Pokémon she’d picked for the Appeals round.

James’ Victreebel emerged, with a whoosh of smoke, then inhaled and captured the smoke inside his bell. His vine whipped out, and he anchored himself into the ground by the spike before twisting hard to get himself moving – around in a circle, starting slow and moving faster.

A little ooze of smoke came out of the edge of his bell’s leaf lid, forming a trail, and he spiralled in before slamming himself down right where his vine’s spike had been anchored to belch forth the rest of the smoke he’d been holding in.

Razor Leaf attacks whipped out, punching holes in the smoke and drawing wisps of extra smoke behind them, and were followed up by a full-blown Leaf Tornado which sent it all over the place to fill the immediate area with drifting leaves and a light coating of stage smoke.

There was a whoosh as Victreebel added to it with a coating of Poison Powder, making the air shimmer slightly from the two-layered mist he’d put into it, then Jessie pointed.

“All right, Sunny Day! And Magical Leaf!” she ordered.

Victreebel complied, making the sun blaze brighter with a pulse of soft yellow light before shooting out a salvo of glowing multicoloured leaves. The leaves flashed as they reflected the sunlight, then four of them flashed more brightly as Victreebel fired a Solarbeam at them.

Each one of the four leaves reflected off a different colour in a different direction, producing beams of red, green, blue and yellow light which showed up clearly in the smoky haze. One of them bounced off the water before being caught by another Magical Leaf and reflected back, the other three were just sent around the complex pattern of Magical Leaves Victreebel had already set up.

The pressure of the light pushed the leaves around, and Victreebel adjusted his aim carefully – making the lights flash around like a rainbow laser light show. Then Jessie stepped forwards, doing a twirl, and the light focused back together into a beam of white sunlight focused directly on her like a spotlight.

And revealed the dozens of mirrors sewn into her outfit, lighting her up like a disco ball in the haze she’d had Victreebel produce.


“I ain’t sure, but I bet Jessie’s glad she ate all those Pecha berries now,” Meowth observed.

“I’d hoped she enjoyed them anyway,” Audino said brightly. “It’s not easy to make Pecha Berry Curry without the Pecha neutralizing the curry powder!”


“Last one on the list,” Mr. Contesta finished. “Zoey. I thought this was a very good performance, I’d give it a nine.”

“Hmm… I don’t know,” Joy said, frowning. “I think that’s a six for me – I respect your opinion, Raoul, but I’m afraid I may have seen too many Gastrodon recently.”

“Eight,” Wallace decided.

“Remarkable,” Sukizo stated clearly.

“Well, that’s the full score,” Contesta said. “Where does that leave us, Jeeves?”

Collating, the Porygon answered, before a screen flashed up with the names of the Coordinators ranked by score. The top sixteen glowed, then Jeeves sorted them randomly into the brackets.

Wallace leaned closer, checking the equally-ranked positions met with his approval, then nodded. “Good. Go ahead, Jeeves.”

Of course, suh.

The big boards over the stands flashed up the bracket, and Joy picked up the microphone. “It’s time for the Contest Battle round! Congratulations to all sixteen competitors who made it this far, and commiserations to those who didn’t quite make it.”

She waited a moment, letting the applause die down, then continued. “The first Contest battle is between Jesselina and Ursula, and it will be a double battle. Please come down to the arena.”


Ursula sent out two of her Pokémon, her Plusle and her Minun, and they did a brief aerial dance relying on their mutual electrostatic attraction before separating again.

“Good!” Ursula told them. “Let’s deal with this old frump!”

Jessie clenched her fist, then made herself relax. Instead, she sent out her own Pokémon – Marowak first, then Wobbuffet.

Ursula blinked. “…what? Okay, ignore the – wait. Hmmm, that’s actually quite a good plan…”

She shook her head. “Well, never mind!”

“Begin!” the announcer called, and the clock began ticking down from five minutes.

“Plusle, Minun, use your electric dance!” Ursula ordered, and the two Electric-types reached out to one another with cables of electricity again. They connected with a fizzzzt and began to move, each one pulling on the other in turn to get them both moving relative to one another, and spun around a few times before Minun launched Plusle on the end of an electric bungee cord.

Plusle used Grass Knot at the end of his tether, pushing grass out of the ground at Marowak, and Marowak dodged to the side.

Wobbuffet saluted. “Uaabaa!”

Plusle looked vaguely confused, then shrugged. Landing back where Minun had launched him, he focused before hurling Minun forwards in turn.

This time, Minun used Signal Beam, aiming it at Marowak on the logic that the attack would be harder to dodge. It was, but Marowak pulled something out of thin air and deflected the attack away.

The Ground-type began to use the pause as Minun switched places with Plusle to set something else up, conjuring a bigger shield along with a crested skull-helmet and a bone-spear, but instead both Plusle and Minun attacked at once – two Signal Beam attacks flashing in and knocking Marowak backwards.

Wobbuffet said something else, and Marowak shot him a look before throwing a Bonemerang at the two Electric-types. They dodged, one going above and one below, and there was a ripple of applause in the crowd as they switched places three times in as many seconds to confuse Marowak.

“Wide!” Ursula called, and Plusle and Minun flicked out to either side – letting Marowak’s returning Bonemerang pass harmlessly between them, before re-establishing the electrical connection it had broken and powering up.

Marowak conjured two bone shields, one to either side, and watched as the widely spread Pokémon got ready to use Signal Beam.

“Narrow!” Ursula instructed, and Minun and Plusle snapped back together with blistering speed before firing a combined attack.

Marowak blocked. With Wobbuffet.

Both her paws around his tail, she swept him into the way of the Signal Beam attacks, and by the time the Cheering Pokémon had realized their mistake Wobbuffet was glowing with stored energy from his Mirror Coat.

“Hold it in!” Jessie called. “Marowak, use the laser trick!”

Ursula blinked. “…the what?”

Marowak threw Wobbuffet into the air, and spread both arms to the side. Muttering to herself, she conjured a pair of giant feet – like the skeletal fossil of a Tyrantrum, but five times larger at least.

Pausing for a moment, she produced a mirror-like shield formed of Steel-type bone and reflected Wobbuffet’s Mirror Coat back at him – only a little of the energy going anywhere except right back at her teammate.

She jumped, forming the torso around her at the apex of her jump, then reflected another Mirror Coat – this one faster than the last, and brighter – before finishing her aria and completing the huge theropod skeleton she’d been producing.

It reared up under her control, snatching Wobbuffet out of the air with a chomp, then pointed directly at Plusle and Minun.

Ursula blinked. “Wait – split!”

Wobbuffet unleashed the power of his Mirror Coat.


“…that’s a new one on me,” Contesta admitted. “I don’t think I’ve seen that before. What attack would you call that?”

“Ancient Power?” Wallace suggested.

“…yeah, we’ll call it that,” Contesta agreed. “Jeeves?”

Of course, suh.

“I think that’s a knock out, but honestly that was going to go that way anyway,” Joy mused. “Don’t you think so, Mr. Sukizo?”

Mr. Sukizo nodded.

“Well, that means that Jesselina advances to the last eight,” Wallace decided. “I wonder when she’s going to use her Pikachu, that one’s always a treat.”


“Okay, uh… how’s that?” Ash asked, fiddling with his bag.

“Acceptable,” Ho-Oh replied. “It’s quite dark in here, but I can see the battlefield. Thank you.”

“No problem,” Ash said, sitting down on the seat Max had kept clear for him, and putting his bag so the Ho-Oh inside could look out at the Wallace Cup. “I feel kind of guilty we didn’t spot that on the practice run.”

“Never fear, trainer – the fault was at least as much mine, for of the two of us I’m the one who’s supposed to be a weather expert,” Ho-Oh said.

“That does help me relax,” Ash admitted. “But I should have caught it too.”

A soft drink can floated over to him, courtesy of Rotom, and he took it before opening it with a hiss of escaping gas. Pikachu got a small chilled ketchup, and Lucario a can of violently orange drink which emitted wisps of smoke.

“What is that, anyway?” Pikachu asked.

“Iron brew,” Lucario replied, taking a swig. “I wanted a vivid drink.”

He leaned forwards a little. “It looks like this battle is May against… Zoey.”

“Against Zoey?” Brock looked closer himself. “Huh. So it is.”


“I kind of feel like there’s been a mix up somewhere,” May muttered, then readied her Pokéball. “Okay, let’s go!”

Zoey threw her Pokéball at the same moment, and there was a twin-flash as Skitty and Glameow emerged from their Pokéballs.

“Like… huh?” Skitty asked, looking back at her trainer. “You didn’t, like, say this would be, like, a kittyfight.”

“Please stop talking,” Glameow requested.

“I didn’t, like, say very much anyway.”

“Oh, I know…”

At the signal to begin, Skitty immediately skipped back a step and used Assist. There was a flash of brilliant light, and absolutely nothing else happened.

“Like… huh,” Skitty muttered. “Must have been, like, a dud…”

Glameow’s tail coiled up, little sparks fizzling along it, then she fired a Shock Wave at Skitty. The attack didn’t fly true, however, instead looping and curling in the air to draw a simple paw-shape before snapping hungrily down at Skitty – only to bounce off an ice-shield May’s Normal-type had generated with a quick Blizzard.

The impact of the attack sent shocks through the channels of water Skitty had left in the ice, fracturing them apart as tiny portions of the water flashed into steam, and Skitty jumped out from underneath it before tapping it with an Iron Tail.

Ice cubes cascaded down the remnants of the frozen shield, revealing an ice-sculpture Delcatty, and Skitty winked before dodging away from a Fury Swipes.

“Double Slap!” May ordered, and Skitty began using her tail to fence with Glameow. She added a bit of electrical charge to it, and Glameow did the same, and for several seconds the two of them sent sparks flying across the arena.

Skitty finally managed to outpace her opponent, and skidded around in a circle using her tail as an anchor. Another Assist ball appeared as she slid around towards Glameow’s side, and then she rocketed forwards in a Flare Blitz.

Thanks to extensive and chaotic training, Skitty managed to add a little nuance to her blistering fire-type attack. Her tail was the key feature again as she used it to control her trajectory, coming up-and-around and down-and-around twice before finally slamming Glameow into the pool with a woosh of spray.


“Ouch, they’re not going to like that,” Max winced. “Two feline Pokémon ending up underwater?”

“Not all feline Pokémon hate water,” Ash said. “Just… you know, most of them. Mewtwo actually quite likes swimming.”

…on the moon, Dexter finished.

“Swimming on the moon?” Max blinked. “Really?”

No, I just felt like adding ‘on the moon’ and making it make sense. There’s a swimming pool up there, but there’s no report of Mewtwo using it.

“I remember he mentioned that,” Ash said, as Skitty sprang back out of the water and created an ice platform to land on – then shook herself out from head to tail, cold air around her making the individual droplets shimmer outwards like airborne frost. “All the cool things you can do by swimming on the moon or in low gravity are things Mewtwo can already do by thinking about them.”

“That makes sense,” Max agreed, as Glameow came out onto the same ice platform. Her tail uncoiled, the end glowing gently with a multicoloured light, and Skitty stared at it. “What’s going on there?”


“Like… shiny…” Skitty said, crouching down a little with her own tail twitching. She batted at the multicoloured light, which flicked higher so she just about missed catching it, then jumped to try and get it and missed again. “Just, like, stay still!”

The light waved in front of her eyes, hypnotically attractive, then flicked off in one direction – so she followed it, and there was a whack as a paw struck her in the back.

That broke the Hypnosis Glameow had put her under, and she had just about enough time to realize what was about to happen before she got a second bath in the pool.

Very annoyed indeed, Skitty swam a few feet underwater until she was underneath her ice platform – then used Assist again, not particularly caring what she got so long as it was powerful.

She got what she was after.


Water showered everywhere as Skitty burst up through the ice, a pair of brilliant white wings made of billowing cloud extending from her back, and Glameow avoided being hit by the Fly attack by darting back to dry land.

Controlling her angle with two powerful wingbeats and a flick of her tail, Skitty strafed Glameow with Blizzard attacks before pulling up and away – the excess cold air from her blizzard condensing extra moisture onto her temporary wings, making them bigger and bulkier.

“Hold the Fly as long as you can!” May called. “And use Water Pulse – then Blizzard – and shape it!”

Skitty did so, alternately using Water Pulse and Blizzard to add to the structure being created off her copied Fly. She caught a Shock Wave which looped through the sky, stumbling a bit, then recovered – only to feel the whole thing beginning to destabilize.

She pulsed one more Blizzard through it, then slipped out the back – using her Ice-type attack again to create a looping roller-coaster course for her to skate along. Controlling her angle, she brought herself around towards Glameow for an Iron Tail.

Glameow blocked the blow with an Iron Tail of her own, and skidded backwards along the icy floor before hitting the Delcatty statue.

The impact made her stagger a bit, then she extended her claws and gripped the surface to avoid further movement.

Skitty halted a little way off. “Like… checkmate.”

“Glameow, behind you!” Zoey called.

Glameow turned to look, and saw the winged-cat statue Skitty had been working on. Skitty’s roller-coaster course had curved up and around to catch it, and it was headed for Glameow at great speed.

She didn’t quite have time to get out of the way.


“May needs to watch out for that,” Brock said, critically. “She kind of has a habit of letting Assist and Metronome’s unpredictability sort things out for her – but that won’t always work.”

“She didn’t only do that,” Max replied, defending his sister a bit. “But yeah, I think Skitty does need a good power move for situations Blizzard doesn’t work – or something she can work to use with Blizzard, reliably.”

“Well, let’s see who’s next,” Ash suggested.

“…oh, right, you missed when the bracket went up,” Brock realized. “It’s Dawn next, and she’s facing Drew.”

“Somehow I think they got their rivals mixed up in the post,” Lucario chuckled.

“Sounds like it,” Brock agreed.


AN:


This is a two-parter to make it slightly less unwieldy. It’s the Wallace Cup!

I’m not showing every match, so be aware of that.






260. Sinnoh 23


This is the second of two chapters today.


Dawn sent out both of her Pokémon, with Piplup coming out first and doing a forwards flip to land on the floor. Quilava came out a moment later, and the two shared a look.

“Remember, guys, the enemy’s over there,” Dawn pointed out. “You can argue later.”

“Yeah, we can argue about the qualities of Ueda castle later,” Quilava decided, as on the other side of the battlefield Drew’s Masquerain and Butterfree both emerged from their own Pokéballs.

“Ueda castle?” Piplup repeated. “We moved off that topic four days ago! We’re on the relative merits of film franchises.”

“We were, but I decided that that topic was garbage,” Quilava countered, his ruff blazing up a little. “It’s pretty obvious which is better, you just go online and average the film reviews.”

“You know as well as I do that averaging reviews doesn’t tell the whole story!” Piplup said crossly. “It doesn’t allow for niche appeal, and it’s terrible if what you’re trying to do is get a good picture of the franchise as a whole – a series with an absolute platonic ideal of a film and the worst one ever made would be on the same level as eighteen poorly done, samey middle of the road pieces which people like but don’t love. It fails to appreciate how a given work is-”

He bit the words off and went on a tangent, illustrating his words with a flourish of his flipper. “The point is, there’s plenty of nuanced and interesting questions we just haven’t answered! Moving on from it as a topic is premature and short-sighted!”

“A topic can be tired out well before the number of remaining questions drops to zero,” Quilava countered. “And the fact of the matter is, we’re starting to sound like we know all our lines on the topic already.”

As they continued meta-arguing, Drew shrugged. “Masquerain, use Silver Wind – Butterfree, pick it up with a Whirlwind!”

His Pokémon did as instructed, piping the Silver Wind into Butterfree’s Whirlwind to give it a glittering corona.

“Water Sport!” Drew finished, and Masquerain flicked some of the pool water up into the whirlwind. They combined together to form a cylindrical mass of glowing water, held in the grip of Butterfree’s whirlwind, and Drew slashed his arm down to signal that they should open fire.

“Guys…” Dawn said, warningly.

“I think you’re being deliberately obtuse!” Piplup said, twisting a little. “And I want no more to do with this line of argument!”

He spun rapidly, producing a Whirlpool, and the Whirlpool bent down to wrap around Quilava before flinging him into the sky.

A moment later, the combination attack from his opponents arrived – and most of it was swept up in the Whirlpool as well, Piplup’s faster spin overpowering the rotational momentum of Butterfree’s one and capturing the majority of the material. The rest flicked all over the place, producing a sprinkler-pattern of glowing droplets, and Drew blinked.

“Wait – look up!” he shouted.

Quilava broke out of his Flame Wheel, which had shielded him from most of the water around him as he was flung into the air, and twisted to reorient himself before spinning up again – doing pirouettes in mid-air, this time, instead of a spindash like Ash’s Quilava.

A curtain of flame spread across the central section of the arena, like an umbrella, and Quilava used Eruption to keep himself in the air a little longer – bringing the flame curtain down as a capture-net to keep the Bug-and-Flying-types from escaping.

Piplup accelerated his spin and took off, spreading his whirlpool out and sucking up more water from the pool, and the two flattened hemispheres met with an echoing, building crash that sent spray everywhere.

Butterfree and Masquerain emerged from the blast a little scorched, then had to dodge wildly aside as Quilava and Piplup used Fire and Water Pledge respectively. A brilliant rainbow spread out as the fire-water combination moves settled down, spray going everywhere and falling back to the pool in a series of gradated sheets – big heavy droplets first, with the smaller, mistier ones coming later.

Piplup popped his head up out of the pool, looking at Quilava on the poolside. “Well, that’s the opener… now what?”

“They’re in the air, so make sure you stay there too,” Dawn suggested. “Piplup, freeze a platform and then take Quilava up!”

“You don’t mean the jet trick, do you?” Piplup asked.

“Bet she does.”

“Yep,” Dawn confirmed. “Ice fire jet!”

Piplup duly froze a ring of ice, and Quilava jumped onto it. He adjusted his footing a little, then flared a bit of heat through his feet – melting little pawholds for himself – and waited as Piplup dove underwater.

There was a pause of a few seconds, and a Bubble attack boosted by a Gust came flicking down at Quilava with the speed of a Bubblebeam. Then Piplup’s new Whirlpool worked up to speed, and Quilava’s ice platform took off with a shoom of water. It rose slowly, up to about head height, and Drew signalled his Pokémon to attack the platform and drop Quilava off into the water.

About a second later, Quilava inhaled deeply, then fired a powerful Inferno right down through the middle of the ring. The water in the whirlpool soaked up the heat, and some of it was so heated that it flashed into steam – giving the whole thing a massive steam-rocket kick in the base, shooting Quilava high into the air.


Mawile checked off another box on her checklist.


The combination ice-and-steamjet craft went right past the altitude Drew’s Bug-types were at, and kept going – reaching up and up until it finally lost coherency, then the jet unravelled from the bottom up and left both Pokémon in mid-air.

They hung there for a moment, and Piplup exchanged a glance with Quilava.

“Rose?” he asked.

“Rose,” Quilava confirmed. “Just make sure the vortex is stable.”

Piplup waved a flipper irritably, then used Whirlpool again – spinning himself up a tornado of water, which reached down to the pool and connected. It bulked out in an instant, and Drew considered for a moment before waving.

“Put spore moves into it!” he called.

Butterfree’s wings flared, producing a glowing cloud of Stun Spores, and Masquerain used Gust to drive them into the vortex.

As they did, however, Quilava used Eruption.

The first, immediate consequence that everyone saw was a gigantic plume of flame spiking up into the air, shaped by air currents and by the rising power of the hot air into a licking flower of bright red fire. It came in sheets, spiking up and then falling again, and at any given time the outer layers were formed of enclosing, overlapping petals – the flower of a rose.

Water was forced out by the power of the blast, drawn up and disintegrating into mist, and created the outer leaves to go with the petals. But Quilava’s attack was intended to keep them in the air, not rocket them back into the water, and even more power went down – contained inside Piplup’s intense Whirlwind, but lighting it up a sea-green colour from within as the Fire-type stoked his flames yellow inside.

Then Piplup worked an instability into the whirlpool, which went flicking downwards and mixed a little packet of water consistently with the flames to heat it to boiling point. Another, a moment later, which got just as much.

Then two leaves burst out of the stem of the rose, formed of water boiling into steam with a core shot through with yellow flame, and one of them knocked Masquerain out of the air and sent him crashing into the water below.


“Wow!” Serena gaped. “I… didn’t know you could do that with Pokémon moves! That’s a giant-”

She stopped suddenly, remembering the time, and blushed. Oops…

Serena listened for a long moment, to see if she’d actually woken up her mother, then returned to the screen.

Dawn had told her some of what her Pokémon had done, and that was one thing, but watching the whole process live was quite different and very entertaining. From the ice-skating Mamoswine, to Pachirisu’s electrical art in the first battle round, and now this… it was just amazing.


At the same time, much closer to the cup itself, Princess Salvia smiled.

It was good to see that her Togekiss was in such good hands – especially in terms of doing what she’d always wanted, to perform in Contests.

Depending on how this went, she’d have to send Dawn something. Either congratulations or commiserations, just to let Dawn know she’d been watching.


“I’ll have to get someone with a Fire-type to try that with me,” Wallace mused. “She goes through?”

“Yes, that took the rest of Drew’s points away,” Contesta agreed. “A fine performance indeed – she reminds me a little of May Maple, actually.”

“I think they’re friends,” Joy contributed. “They both know Ash Ketchum, anyway, and I can see his influence on both of them – though in different ways, I think.”

“Remarkable!” Mr. Sukizo stated.

“Well, let’s move on to the next one,” Wallace said. “It’s time for the first semi-final, which looks like… Jesselina against May Maple. That should be interesting, I think they’ve clashed before in the Kanto Grand Festival final.”

“That does sound like quite a treat.”


“How does that checklist work?” Max asked, leaning over to watch as Mawile paged through it.

“Oh, it’s pretty simple,” Mawile replied. “I’m trying to count all the Pokémon who can fly under their own power, or who can fly with only a little help. So being lifted by another Pokémon doesn’t count, but with Quilava just now he was the one doing all the pushing – the steam jet wouldn’t have worked without him supplying the heat.”

She nodded towards her trainer. “I’ve got a collapsible wooden pair of glider wings now, so I can fly by myself too! It goes in Ash’s bag most of the time, but I can fly by myself if I want – and it’s great fun. That’s what I really like about flying, the sense of freedom and wonder.”

“It sounds like it,” Max admitted. “Are you thinking about how to have Tyrantrum fly?”

“I’d like him to be able to, but it’s something which is kind of tricky to set up,” Mawile agreed. “Hmmm… I wonder if you can teach someone levitation by resistance training…”

“I don’t think I’m ready to try flying around with just my mind,” Tyrantrum deferred. “And I don’t think the world would be ready for me, either. People get scared enough when they see big teeth outside their window when it’s a ground floor window…”


“Roland hasn’t turned up yet,” Kirlia complained, turning to her mother. “When’s he going to appear?”

“That’s actually May who’s doing this one,” Caroline pointed out gently. “Your brother’s trainer is Max, not May. So he won’t.”

“Aww…” Kirlia sighed, then shrugged. “Ah well! I can get him to show off that trick he was all proud of a bit later.”

“I think Max mentioned that one… the sword one, right?” Norman checked.

“That’s right!” Kirlia agreed.

“Remember to use your psychic powers, dear,” Gardevoir warned. “You forgot to translate for Norman and Caroline that time.”

“Whoops… sorry,” Kirlia blushed. “Yes, the sword one.”


May stood by the side of the pool, and sent out her Pokémon – her starter, Blaziken, who landed with a whump on the lip of the pool itself.

As he straightened, her opponent – Jessie – sent out her own Pokémon, Pikachu.

“Huh,” Blaziken said, interested. “Rematch. What’s that costume, then?”

“Well, sort of a rematch,” Cosplay Pikachu agreed, adjusting her trainers, then tightened her headband. “And I thought about doing a comic-book speedster, but all the really iconic ones are male…”

“That’s never stopped you before,” Blaziken replied.

“No, I just dressed as a sprinter,” Cosplay-chu agreed, then used Extremespeed.

Blaziken burst into motion as well, heading out over the water, and pirouetted to slash out a Blaze Kick at his opponent before cornering fast and throwing up a spray of water as he did. The attack missed, Cosplaychu just sliding underneath it with her own plume of water, and electricity gathered around her cheeks before flicking out in a Thunderbolt.

The Thunderbolt hit a shower of water kicked up by Blaziken and blew it apart, neutralized by the charge soak, and Blaziken landed by the poolside before crouching slightly and running in again.

Despite their ability to use ranged attacks, both Pokémon stuck largely to very close-in moves as they continued to battle back and forth over the pool and poolside – wanting to avoid relying on an attack their opponent could easily dodge or block in the time it took to travel or to be aimed. Both Pokémon shot up clouds of spray, with Blaziken producing a larger plume due to his greater mass, and the trails hung in the air for several seconds before settling – by which point the running Pokémon had thrown up several more, newer, patterns to join them.

It was like watching an elaborate fountain display, as the two rooster-tails of spray flicked back and forth and came together before speeding apart again – lit from below by the light of a Thunderbolt or a Flamethrower or a Spark or a Fire Punch.


Wallace blinked. “Well… that’s an odd one. I don’t think we can actually score this one.”

“Can’t we ask Jeeves?” Contesta said. “He’s filming it fast enough, right?”

“But by the time we’d reviewed ten seconds another minute would have happened,” Wallace countered. “At least. We’d just be way too far behind.”

He spread his arms. “I think, unless one of you spots anything which is obviously a good thing for one side or the other, we should just enjoy this-”

“Remarkable!”

“-battle,” Wallace finished.


Legs a blur, Cosplay Pikachu charged her tail with lightning.

She let it build for a few seconds, holding it all in, then lowered her tail so it just contacted the spray from her extreme speed. Each large droplet fizzed with a sudden charge of electricity, and she ran a wide curve with a blazing trail of electricity following her – trying to trap Blaziken inside an electrical net, and incidentally also letting her look a bit like she was using the Speed Force.

That by itself gave her the energy to speed up, and she just barely avoided catching Blaziken as he did a forwards flip and handspring over her charged-up wall of water. She turned, using her tail to brake her and power-slide around – incidentally throwing up an enormous curtain of water which reached most of the way to the stands – and jumped, slamming her tail down into the water with a bang as she made contact.

Charge spread out in all directions, and she looked up for long enough to wince – Blaziken had managed to avoid the attack by jumping again – before breaking back into a run before she sank.


Landing on the side of the pool rather than the pool itself, Blaziken flared up – driving off the water which had been soaking him gradually over the course of the battle – then checked on his trainer.

She was absolutely sopping wet, and talking quickly to the referee. As he watched, she sent out Manaphy, who giggled before drawing off all the water into a little globe and sitting on it.

“Can you do that for me as well?” her opponent asked, and Manaphy gave her a smile before drying her off too.

Blaziken raised a hand. “Sorry.”

“I think it was Pikachu who did it,” May said. “Skyfire.”

Blaziken nodded, and ran back into the battle – blurring with speed as he approached the poolside, then reaching it and springing almost directly upwards. Flame sparked from his wrists, then he inhaled to shoot down a trail of flame at the pool.

Cosplay Pikachu reacted to that in what was obviously a planned countermove, by running very fast in circles, and a moment later a waterspout began to form – reaching up for Blaziken, swallowing up his fire attack and surging higher to reach him.

“Mirror Move!” May said quickly.

Blaziken’s Mirror Move activated, and it copied the move Pikachu was using for the battle – Extremespeed – resulting in an even greater impetus than he normally got from his Speed Boost.

He ran back down the waterspout, accelerating it even more as he went, but the affected section was all behind him and merely tugged at him as it went. His flames ran into it, drawn in by the hungry vortex, and he used Fire Spin to gain greater control over the result – then he came slashing out onto the main pool surface.

Cosplay Pikachu stopped generating her waterspout and turned, trying to trip him up, and the two had a complete martial-arts battle in a few seconds – spray rising up to hide them, and all getting drawn into the whirlpool overhead, which hadn’t stopped yet and was in fact getting stronger as it assimilated the energy Blaziken had fed it with his Fire Spin.

Finally, Blaziken flipped backwards once – and slammed an Overheat into the water with both fists. The attack flashed down through the water, and exploded violently beneath the surface – hurling both Pokémon into the air.

Jessie’s Pikachu was lighter, which proved to be her undoing – Blaziken had just enough weight to avoid the vortex, but she couldn’t and was sucked up into it.

As his final move for the battle, Blaziken used Flame Burst. Weak as it was, it still did what he wanted, as the burst of fire in the middle of the overheated waterspout made the whole thing unravel at once in a mighty column of mist and steam.

Incidentally, it also launched Cosplay Pikachu over half a mile into the air, and Blaziken was catapulted back into the pool.

There were a few tense seconds, then Blaziken clambered out of the pool by the stairs – clearly exhausted, but still in one piece.


“…thirty three seconds?” Wallace asked, on seeing the blinking counter on Jeeves’ screen. “That felt like…”

He shook his head. “All right, and we can see why these two Coordinators are so well renowned! May Maple defeats Jesselina in a lightning-fast, red-hot match!”

As Manaphy dried him off, Blaziken stuck his hand out and caught Pikachu’s running shoes. Then his other hand went out, and he caught the Pokémon as well.


“Note to self, next time try a hydrokinetic,” Cosplay Pikachu mused to herself. “Or perhaps someone with speed reducing powers… hmmm, vector control?”

“Ain’t you gonna watch the final?” Meowth asked, startling the Pikachu out of contemplation.

“Wait, the final’s happening already?” she asked, running the towel over her ears one more time. “What happened to the other semi final?”

It wasn’t relevant enough to show, Abra supplied, floating lazily past. Dawn won.

“Show what?” Meowth asked. “Ain’t that gonna make people angry if they didn’t put somethin’ on TV?”

Not what I meant, Abra replied, before teleporting off.

“He’s always seemed a bit odd,” Carnivine mused. “Well, shall we?”


Dawn looked down at her Pokéball, and took a deep breath.

“No need to worry,” she said, not quite sure who she was reassuring. “It doesn’t matter if we win, we’ve done well already.”

May waved to her, and Dawn waved back before taking a stronger grip on her Pokéball.

At the signal, she sent out her Pokémon – Buneary, who came out onto the battlefield in a flash of smoke and bounded up above the cloud to wave at the crowd.

A moment later, May’s own Pokémon materialized – Ethan’s pink-and-blue curves coming out of thin air, before forming a complete Porygon2 shape.

“Ready for this?” Dawn checked.

Buneary nodded, “Ready!”

“Begin!” the announcer called.

Ethan immediately reconfigured, going from his normal form to an oddly prosaic airborne shape, and soared into the air. Buneary bounced from foot to foot, ready to react, and Ethan began to circle as he planned what to do.


I did not realize Ethan had developed that trick, Dexter relayed, as they all listened to the drone of Ethan’s ‘engine’. It’s a very interesting one. A pity it doesn’t count as a new one for Mawile’s list.

“What is it?” Ash asked, curious. “I get he’s a plane – a propeller plane as well – but is there anything special about it?”

Not especially, Dexter told him. It’s a biplane, that’s all – there’s not enough information to tell more. If it had three wings I could tell more, but biplanes were quite common.

Ethan turned in on himself, firing Ice Beams which splashed across the pool and ground towards Buneary. The lapine Pokémon dodged them nimbly, bouncing back and forth, then jumped up in a massive leap which put her on course to catch Ethan’s wing.

“Roll!” May called, and Ethan did an aileron roll to avoid being caught. Buneary’s own Ice Beam hit him in the side, fired as she fell, and Ethan shimmered for a moment before shifting to Fire-type with a Conversion move.

One of the pairs of wings vanished, no longer needed, and the other one streamlined – becoming more rounded, sleeker, and considerably faster. The drone of the engine took on a sharper note, more like a continuous hammering beat several times a second, and Ethan circled higher this time.

Now this one is specific. Dexter replicated the wireframe-and-polygon model on his screen, rotating it, and highlighting the pink circles and recognition markings on the tail. It’s an A6M5 fighter, and quite a good representation as well. I could probably tell you which carrier it’s from if you give me a moment.

Ethan pulled up into an Immelmann turn, hung in the air for a moment, then tumbled before settling down onto a new course – almost directly downwards. His weapons flashed, firing Psybeams, and then a Zap Cannon flashed out straight at Buneary.

Dawn’s Normal-type did a backflip, aimed for the Zap Cannon, then punched it.

Her fist went nowhere near. But a crackling electrical fist the size of a person did hit the Zap Cannon, blowing it apart, and Ethan pulled up as it dissipated to avoid getting too close.

“That’s new, right?” Max asked.

“No comment,” Pikachu said, which made everyone look over at him suspiciously.


Ethan circled once, wings out, then pulled up again. This time he let himself stall, and fell in a falling-leaf manoeuvre which lined him up with Buneary at seemingly random times. Each time he did, Tri Attacks flashed out – creating a complex web of laserlike attack beams, hitting Buneary twice and making her flinch.

As he reached the low point of his unorthodox attack run and cancelled his stall, however, Buneary broke into a run. She used Ice Beam to create a ramp, slid along it for a moment to launch into the air, and a glowing blue aura of Ice-typed energy surrounded her. She lashed out with it, throwing a little punch which became a massive Ice Punch as the energy flowed into it, and Ethan’s Reflect came up just in time to divert some of the force of the blow.

Flipping over in mid-air, Buneary kicked out at the shapechanging Porygon2 – this attack expanding as well, managing to clip him on the base of the fuselage and knocking him upwards with a skein of ice across him.

There was a louder buzz from his engine, and the ice shivered off in pieces as Buneary skid-landed. Flames flickered over his body as he put his Converted Fire-type to use, and he pulled up in a high, looping turn before releasing something small and round.

Dawn looked closer, and blinked. “A… Sitrus berry?”

Ethan used Gravity, and the berry slammed into the ground with the force of a small bomb. Buneary was knocked into the air, then focused and recreated her glowing aura of ice. Her spectral feet caught her, stopping her from hitting the ground too hard, then dissolved again as she squinted up at Ethan.

Dawn checked the score, frowning – Buneary’s new trick was helping, but Ethan’s air-display of a fighting style was clearly a crowd-pleaser too and they were pretty close to level. This could be tricky.

A flash of green light pulsed over Ethan as he Recycled, then he pulled up-around-and-down into a dive. Another Sitrus berry dropped from his ‘bomb bay’, and he used Gravity again-

-and Buneary used a Fire Punch.

Boosted by her elemental aura, it knocked the Sitrus Berry right back up at Ethan and smacked into his left wing. The vector construct splintered, shimmering a bit as Ethan tried to concentrate, and he pulled up with a spluttering sound coming from his engine.

“Next era!” May called, and Ethan began to change again.


“Do Porygon normally fight like this?” Wallace asked, watching as the blue-and-orange shape shifted – the propeller vanishing, the wings sweeping back and two jet nozzles forming at the rear. “I haven’t seen much Porygon battling, but…”

There is insufficient data for a meaningful answer, suh, Jeeves stated, a side window on his screen showing a 3-D model of what Ethan was doing, and highlights appearing around the two vertically stacked engine nozzles. That, however, is a Porygon2.

“Well, whatever it is now – whoah!” Contesta yelped, as Ethan lit off his new ‘engines’. He took off at immense speed, flying just about straight up, and did a sliding vertical turn – ‘drifting’ through an oversized loop – before coming back down towards the battle area at a speed which turned him from a speck to a shape to a diving meteor in only a very few seconds.

He pulled up, skimming the water, and it rippled violently away before surging along the direction he’d been going as the slam of his sonic-boom shockwave echoed around the arena. Buneary was abruptly soaked, and Ethan swooped around in a high-speed turn to aim an Ice Beam at her.

It hit, but a moment too late as she shucked all the water off – forming it into a pair of bunny ears, which froze to block the Ice Beam attack from actually connecting with her. She discarded them, jumping closer to the pool, and this time the energy that coated her was more of a rippling exoskeleton of water. She wound up, watching as Ethan circled, then launched a punch at him as he began his dive.

All the water went with her fist, and kept going in a Water Pulse – one which Ethan had to manoeuvre wildly to avoid, and the dartlike shape he’d chosen for his current Contest stage wasn’t quite up to it. The edge of the water clipped one wing, knocking him into a tumble, and by the time he recovered he was close to the ground.

Close enough for Buneary, who lashed out with one of her odd Thunderpunches and knocked him into a sliding terrain impact before he pulled up again.

“Get clear!” they heard May shout. “Then go forward!”


“What is it this time…” Dawn muttered to herself. “He’s been three aircraft already!”

Buneary shot her a smile, and Dawn smiled back. Then they watched as Ethan reached a safe altitude, and changed.

The engines shifted position, going from two engines stacked atop one another to a side-by-side pair, and the form of the body adjusted as well – widening and flattening, with a prominent cockpit and a double rudder on the tailplane.

The biggest change, however, was the wings, which shifted out to the side – and kept shifting, varying their geometry from swept-back to wide as Ethan turned before going back to a streamlined position as he came down for an attack.

This time he opened with a sequence of Charge Beams, and Buneary summoned a pair of electrical paws to block with. The attacks were powerful enough she winced and slid back a little, but she was experienced with dealing with Electric-type attacks after her training with Pikachu and didn’t falter.

Ethan’s wings swept out to the side and he rolled, coming off his basic attack path, and stayed out of the radius where Buneary had proven able to attack last time. Still with wings swept for manoeuvrability, he wove through a tricky barrel-roll around the outside of the arena with a mixture of Signal Beams and Charge Beams firing whenever he was pointed at Buneary – who kept moving, dodging out of the way of a Signal Beam one minute and deflecting a Charge Beam into the pool the next.

“Shock Wave!” May instructed.

Buneary jumped higher than before, and dove into the water of the pool just ahead of the first Shock Wave – and Ethan kept firing them, rippling off bunny-seeking electrical attacks one after another after another and making the pool crackle and fizz.

Then he stopped, pulling up a little to circle warily.


Under the water, Buneary finally stopped cloaking herself in Thunderpunch.

The water tingled, repeatedly electrified by Ethan’s attacks, and she took a moment to make sure everything was okay before planting both feet firmly on the bottom of the pool.

Then she used Bounce.


Buneary erupted out of the water, and half the pool came with her in one gigantic fist which froze into ice even as she rose. It rose above Ethan’s electronic form as she finished solidifying it, and she smacked him down towards the water with all her might.

Ethan flashed once as he fell, changing shape one last time, then three giant engines kicked in and he just-about evaded her descending fist of doom as she tried to finish the job. Now without more than vestigial wings, his futuristic space-fighter of a shape began effectively ignoring physics to dart around and flick Psyshock attacks at Buneary.

Not idle herself, Buneary ditched the gigantic fist as too unwieldy and began getting around with high-speed bounces instead. Using ice to shape the battle area for good movement ramps, fire for explosions to adjust her trajectory and thunder for actual attacks, she was a multicoloured spark which wove a pattern of parabolic arcs and ground-bound skates around Ethan’s continuous looping attack-run.


Serena clenched her fists. “Come on, Dawn…”

Blitzle raised his head, blinked at her, then dragged a pillow over his head and went back to sleep.


Sweeping her ice-cloaked feet across the water surface as she slid, Buneary made a big wave of water build up – getting colder and larger with every second. Psyshocks and Psybeams pocked the water around her, and one got close enough she had to block it with a big Ice Punch, then she decided it was big enough and pulsed Ice Beam into the water.

The whole roller froze at once, and she accelerated to triple the previous speed in moments before shooting out of the end like a cork from a bottle. Too close to dodge, Ethan unloaded two point-blank Tri Attacks at her and she punched him square on the nose.

The explosion that resulted made just about everyone watching flinch, and when they looked back they saw Buneary landing with a whump on the ground before struggling to her feet.

Ethan circled once more, trajectory a little wobbly, then dove sideways into the iced-over pool and crashed right through. There was a bright flash that lit the ice from underneath, and May looked down at her Pokédex.

“He’s crashed,” she reported. “Literally and figuratively….”

“Dizzy Punch,” Buneary announced, then sat down again. Quite hard.


“All right!” Pikachu called. “Now that’s a finishing move!”

Everyone else in that section of the stands looked at him.

“…ahem,” he coughed. “Ignore that… please?”


“Is that Porygon2 going to be okay?” Wallace asked.

Porygon who battle usually employ an armoured projector separate from their physical processor, suh, Jeeves informed him. He will be fine.

“Good to know,” Contesta said. “Mr. Sukizo, I think we can agree that was…”

“Fabulous!” the President of the Pokémon Fan Club said clearly.

Nurse Joy gave him a slightly mystified look.

“I agree!” Wallace said, then turned on the microphone. “I think we all agree that Dawn Berlitz has truly earned the Aqua Ribbon today!”


“Dear?”

Serena looked up, blushing. “…Mom? Sorry, I was kind of… loud…”

“Don’t worry, it’s about time to get up anyway,” her mother said, yawning. “I take it your friend won?”

“Yeah, and it was amazing,” Serena replied. “Thanks for letting me watch this…”

Grace smiled. “It’s clearly made you happy, dear. And you did go to bed early last night to make up for it – and you’ll go to bed early tonight, as well!”

Serena nodded.


AN:

And the second half of the Wallace Cup. Doing Contest fighting styles is fun.
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“Seriously, Dawn, that was a great contest,” May told her. “And I loved that new trick Buneary has.”

“Thanks,” Dawn smiled. “Yeah, we finally clicked with it just a couple of days ago. I’ve been really impressed with how much she can do with it.”

She indicated Ethan, whose Pokédex chassis was still out. “His trick was really cool too, though – how long did that take to work out?”

The hardest thing was ensuring my flight algorithms were accurate, Ethan explained. That took substantial testing. Fortunately Grumpig was willing to act as a catcher.

“I can imagine that wasn’t easy,” Dawn said. “That was a kind of historical thing, right?”

Correct. One biplane, one propeller monoplane, one early jet, one more modern jet, and one space fighter.

“I wonder if that’s how spacecraft will really look,” Manaphy pondered. “It sort of depends what Mewtwo thinks looks good, doesn’t it?”

“I… suppose it will,” May agreed. “Good thought.”

“Or what Mew thinks,” Max contributed. “But then we’d just end up with shiny ships made entirely of crystal.”

“Those do turn up a lot in sci fi,” Brock mused.

“Guys?” Ash asked. “Any idea how to deal with this?”

They looked over to see what the problem was, and saw Azelf’s spirit hovering in front of Ash’s nose.

“Hey!” the Being of Willpower said. “Great, I got your attention. Just wanted to remind you guys that I actually live near here, and I thought I’d invite you over. Bring all your Legendaries!”

He paused. “Well, whoever’s available anyway. Other Pokémon can come too. Ready?”

“This is a bit sudden,” Max said. “You’re Azelf, right? You’re going to teleport us?”

“Yep!” Azelf agreed, tails flicking out to the side, and they suddenly found themselves in an underwater cave – shaped like a dome, one with an odd glow from the roof.

“The air should be fine,” Azelf said, now physically present. “Don’t worry, I checked for Dark types this time… wait, where did your Rockruff go?”

“That must have been Zorua,” Brock sighed, unclipping her Pokéball from his belt. “Here.”

“Thanks, that’ll make things much easier!” Azelf enthused. He took the ball, vanished it, then made it appear again – letting out a confused Zorua, now no longer in her disguise.

“…oh, right,” she said. “Maybe I should start going around looking like a Dark type, at least, so people know to give me a moment.”

She re-established an illusion, this time as a Purrloin, and sat down.

“Anyway, I had a few things to say,” Azelf said. “Mostly this is a social visit, because you’re in the area and I thought I’d see how you’re doing – make sure you still have the fire I expect!”

“Actually, I have a question,” Manaphy told him, one flipper going up to ask it. “How do you handle all the tourists?”

Azelf blinked. “I actually don’t have a great deal of trouble with tourists, everyone knows I live in the lake but they don’t know where. Why?”

“It’s about Samiya,” Manaphy explained. “Lots of people are coming to visit it now, and I’m not really sure how to handle it – should I just let everyone in and go wherever, or should I do something else?”

He frowned. “Well, the family who live there help, but I’m not sure if I’m making a mistake asking them to help at all…”

“Then let them know they don’t have to help,” Azelf counselled. “Maybe charge for admission?”

“But I don’t want anyone to be unable to visit,” Manaphy said. “Someone doesn’t deserve to be able to visit just because they have more money than someone else who can’t….”

“There isn’t an easy answer, I’m afraid,” Azelf told him. “But what you should do is keep trying. See if you can find something that works for you, that works for the others, and that means you think people are getting what they should out of it.”

He floated over to shake Manaphy’s flipper. “I think it’s really brave what you’ve done with Samiya, and I approve. Don’t feel pressured to keep doing it if it’s really a problem, but know that you’re doing good work.”

Manaphy blushed a little, smiling. “Thanks…”

Azelf gave him a firm nod, then returned his attention to Ash. “The thing we wanted to check is to do with this stuff about invisible attackers.”

“…wait, you actually know about that?” Ash asked. “How?”

“Invisible attackers?” Zorua asked, looking up. “I didn’t know about this.”

“Zorua, you were one of the ones they attacked!” Brock told her. “And it’s not just that they’re invisible, or rather… we can see them fine, Ash and Dawn and I, and so can some of our Pokémon, but others like Zorua and Suicune can’t. They don’t even know they’re there… and they seem to have trouble remembering, even if they’re told.”

“That’s… very odd, actually,” Azelf said, thinking hard. “I… no, I’m going to need help on this one.”


“All right, let’s go through the information we have,” Uxie said, some minutes later.

Both tails twitched as the Knowledge Pokémon began to list off. “There’s something odd about Team Galactic, and they’re able to do things without being seen even when they’re out in the open and logically should be seen. Their Pokémon aren’t especially strong, but this freaky thing they can do means that almost doesn’t matter.”

“Accurate summary so far,” Mesprit noted. “However, lack of solutions evident. More coffee?”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to do too much thinking of this kind while drinking coffee,” Dawn said. “You might end up with some odd conclusions.”

“Too late. Have already had three cups,” Mesprit said matter-of-factly.

The Lake Guardian teleported over to Ash’s side. “You have Suicune with you, yes?”

“No, actually,” Ash replied. “Hold on… Dexter?”

Out of range error, Dexter told him. That glow overhead is a dimensional portal and we’re under quite a lot of water – put together, they mean I do not have a connection.

“I’ll handle that,” Azelf declared, and teleported away.

The Being of Willpower returned four seconds later, this time with Suicune and a box of popcorn.

“You could have had the manners to ask,” Suicune said, a little annoyed. “That was the commentary and analysis from father’s Appeal.”

“…analysis means popcorn?” Max asked.

“When they show clips, yes,” Suicune replied. “What’s the problem?”

“It’s about Team Galactic,” Ash explained.

Suicune looked politely baffled. “…who?”

“Confirmation required,” Mesprit requested. “Suicune was attacked by Galactic. Correct?”

“Yeah, that did happen,” Ash confirmed. “But they’ve got some kind of odd memory thing going on. Team Galactic is the reason why I came back in time in the first place… we must have talked about it?”

“If we did, I do not remember it,” Suicune replied. “But, then… if what you’re saying is right, I also do not remember being attacked. I assume it was recently?”

“A couple of weeks ago, at most,” Brock said.

“Why didn’t-” Ho-Oh began, then stopped. “…of course, you might not have remembered. And I might not even if told.”

“Father?” Suicune asked. “Where are you?”

“In this bag,” Ho-Oh explained.

“Oh, are my cards still in there?” Suicune asked, then shook her head. “Sorry… what were we talking about? I assume it’s important.”

“This is going to make things really complicated,” Brock muttered.

Dexter’s projector lit up, providing reminders in the air – and for Ho-Oh as well.

“Let’s go down the list of who can remember and who can’t,” Uxie suggested.

Dexter promptly generated another screen, showing the people who had seen and remembered Team Galactic and the ones who hadn’t. It also noted that all senses appeared to be affected, including scent, though for obvious reasons taste hadn’t been checked.

“Interesting!” Mesprit declared. “Correlation appears evident. Two correlations.” The Lake Guardian floated over in front of Suicune. “Have you ever time travelled?”

“There was a thing with Celebi… I think that counts,” Suicune replied, sitting down and putting her popcorn aside. “We were in the time distortion for several minutes and returned only a couple of seconds after we left.”

“Huh, never really thought about it that way before,” Ash said. “I guess that means we travelled slowly in time?”

“May or may not count. Needs further testing,” Mesprit declared, and vanished in a teleport.

“Do you guys do this all the time?” Lucario asked. “I mean, it’s not bad, it’s actually very convenient. But doesn’t it interrupt conversations?”

“Actually, we’re very telepathic. We’re mostly speaking out loud because Ash is wearing his hat,” Azelf explained. “That’s just manners.”

Mesprit reappeared. “Asked Celebi. She didn’t know who Galactic was. Then another Celebi turned up and told me to stop giving her a migraine.”

The emotion spirit’s tails twisted and untwisted. “She was quite rude. Told me it was obvious.”

“It kind of is,” Dawn said. “It’s everyone who Ash has reminded… plus you three, too.”

“Everyone who Ash has reminded is what?” Suicune asked, then noticed Dexter’s handy floating shorthand. “Oh, right. Sorry.”

“So Pokémon who weren’t reminded like Ho-Oh and Absol won’t know, but Pokémon like Mewtwo and Latios will,” Brock said. “And it means we’ll have to keep an eye on those other Pokémon, to make sure they’re safe in any battles that happen.”

“Yeah, we’re going to need to be ready to return Pokémon like Zorua,” Ash agreed. “And Mawile’s going to need to practice it with Tyrantrum, too.”

He shook his head. “It would just… be much easier if we knew how they were doing this. Then maybe we could stop it.”

“Yes. Most peculiar,” Mesprit agreed.

“It seems almost like something Uxie would do,” Azelf said, wondering. “Or maybe not even just Uxie… it’s like the opposite of what we all do to make Ash able to remind people. He lets people know about something that didn’t happen any more, this is making people think something that’s happening right in front of them… isn’t.”


“Hey, think we should hang around here?” Meowth asked, looking into the distance at Lake Valor, as their balloon rose into the air. “Or just go to wherever it was Ash an’ the others were goin’ next? It ain’t like they’re shy about teleporting all over the place.”

“You have a point,” Jessie agreed. “How long would it take us to get to… Pastoria, right?”

“Depends on if you can get Yanmega ta tow us,” Meowth suggested. “Or if Abra’s awake enough to teleport us.”

Weren’t you saying something about the hero team teleporting?

“Dat’s different, when you do it it’s convenient for us,” Meowth replied. “Dat’s convenient for them, and it’s also inconvenient for us. Totally different, see? Sometimes those guys are just inconsiderate.”

Clearly, Abra agreed drily, floating around to look out over the forested area from the side of the basket.

“How does that work, again?” Audino asked, looking over from where he was putting a frying pan over the burner. “You’re floating. How come the basket lifting makes you rise up as well?”

Excellent coordination. It helps me nap on the move.

“Always comes back ta sleepin’,” Meowth chuckled, then frowned. “Hey, what’s dat?”

What’s what? Abra asked.

“Right there!” Meowth pointed. “Can’t you see it?”

“No…” Audino contributed. “Unless you mean the cloud.”

“Wait, there is something there,” James realized. “It looks like a – hey, Abra, stop that attack!”

I’m not doing an attack.

Further discussion was curtailed when a Ninjask went right through the balloon bag, venting air out both sides.


“Ow…” James mumbled, shaking his head. “What hit me?”

“The entire planet,” Jessie replied. “I think you can word it like that…”

“Balloons seem much more fragile than aircraft,” James said, rolling back upright and getting to his feet – brushing grass off his uniform. “We only lose an aircraft every year or so, but balloons seem lucky to last a week.”

“They’re made of fabric,” Jessie pointed out.

“What happened?” Audino asked. “Did the balloon fail?”

“Something hit us!” Meowth told him. “Didn’t you see it? Some kinda… I think it was a Ninjask!”

I didn’t see anything, Abra reported. But if we’re under attack…

James threw two Luxury Balls, sending out Weezing and Growlie, and Jessie sent out her Arbok and Yanmega. “Keep an eye out, everyone!”

There was a long, tense pause.

“Meowth?” James asked. “Where’d you go?”

A piece of paper drifted down in front of his eyes. He opened it, then nodded. “Oh, yeah, right…”

Jessie leaned over to see, and James showed her – it read ‘ninja’.

Nodding, Jessie pointed up. “Yanmega, see if there’s anyone nearby. James, get – good,” she said, seeing James had one of his Pokéballs ready.

“Over there!” Meowth said suddenly, pointing. Both the others startled slightly on realizing where he was, then looked – seeing a trainer in the odd uniform of Team Galactic, with a pair of Electrode either side of him and a big Probopass floating behind him.

“Where?” Audino said, following Meowth’s pointing paw. “There isn’t anything-”

“There is someone there!” Meowth replied loudly. “Just look!”

A Thunderbolt hit him in the chest.

“Meowth!” James called, turning. “Are you all right?”

“I give it a four outta ten,” Meowth replied, peeling himself off the bark of a tree, then fwooshed into smoke. He appeared again over the Galactic trainer, and barely avoided a high speed mini-nose.

The two Electrodes combined their powers and blasted Abra – breaking through his shield as it wasn’t at full strength – then turned their attention to Audino, knocking him out as well.

Growlie looked at his trainer. “What’s going on? Why did Audino just fall down?”

“Okay, this is ridiculous,” Arbok stated, diving for the floor, and tripped both his trainer and her teammate. They hit the floor with a thump, and Arbok used his tail to open Cosplay Pikachu’s Pokéball.

She came out with a flash, twirled, then looked confused. “What’s going-”

“Put on something that lets you speak human!” Arbok told her. “Don’t ask why, just do it!”

Cosplaychu blinked, then dove for her bag of costumes.

As she did, Growlie got smacked with a Thunder attack, and howled in pain and confusion.

Arbok sent out Mime Jr. as well, and began speaking urgently to the young Psychic-type. “You can use Light Screen, right?”

Mime Jr. nodded, confused. “Yeah, but-”

“Do it,” the Poison-type instructed. Overhead, Weezing evaded an attack with a sideways dodge, then Mime Jr. put up a shield.

“Got it!” Cosplay Pikachu announced, coming back out of her bag with a Victorian frock coat and top hat, and a stethoscope around her neck. “What did you want me to translate?”

“Tell our trainers that there’s something odd going on, because half of us can’t see the Team Galactic people!” Arbok said firmly. “And if you don’t know what I’m talking about, say it anyway!”

The Electric-type frowned in confusion, then repeated what she’d been told to.

“Ulp…” Jessie winced. “It’d be helpful if we had a Dark type right about now.”

Yanmega blurred past, firing an Ancientpower attack, and one of the Electrode went whack back into a tree. Then Wobbuffet came out of his Pokéball, saluted, and blocked the attack aimed for Jessie before returning it to the Probopass with interest.

Meowth caught the Ninjask off guard with a Shockwave attack, and landed next to them. “I ain’t likin’ the look of this,” he said. “There’s some more Pokémon on the way, an’ I saw one of those important Galactic types.”

“What are you talking about?” Growlie demanded, then looked over at the balloon – which was now starting to catch fire, the damaged burner flaring up. “Did we just get struck by lightning or something?”

“We’re being attacked,” Arbok explained.

“By who?”

“This conversation’s going to take too long,” Carnivine said, interrupting them. “We’re going to need to get out of here and let the Boss know, then decide what to do.”

“Why do we need to-” Cosplay Pikachu began.

There was a crash overhead, and Yanmega tumbled for a moment before pulling out of her dive. She was scorched along one side, and turned in a flat-spin to face the two Staraptor and the Honchkrow who’d been pressuring her.

Another Ancientpower flicked out, and this time the Galactic Pokémon dodged.

“I’m getting a headache…” Pikachu admitted, one paw going to her top hat.

“Everyone get ready for this!” James called.

“Wait a moment,” Jessie requested, readying Yanmega’s Pokéball, and waited for a good moment before returning her Bug-type. “Now!”

James sent out Moltres.

“Blast us off!” he told her.

Startled, Moltres complied – launching a Fire Blast directly at the ground, and blasting the whole team high into the air.


“They got away,” Jupiter said, frowning. “Did you see who they were?”

“No, sir,” the grunt reported. “Just their Pokémon.”

He listed off the ones he’d seen, and Jupiter raised a hand.

“I know of them,” she admitted. “This could be a problem in future. You said some of them could see you?”

“Yeah, but others were just like normal,” the grunt reported. “I hit their Arcanine clean, and their Abra and Audino too, but their Meowth was pretty clearly able to tell what was going on.”

“Right,” Jupiter said, taking that in. “Well, they’re gone now, and nobody should have noticed that. Go and get your Pokémon healed.”

The grunt saluted.

Jupiter reached for her radio. “Area secure. Begin the operation.”

She lowered it again, and looked out over Lake Valor.

Strictly speaking, this operation shouldn’t be necessary. But she believed in being thorough, and so did Cyrus.


“I guess that means the question is… what to do about it?” Ash asked. “I mean-”

There was a bright flash overhead, and Celebi appeared with a Gible in her arms.

Ash checked quickly. “Gible!”

“Yes?” Gible asked.

“How come you brought him early?” Dawn said. “Is something wrong?”

“Don’t know,” Celebi replied, sounding thoroughly offended by the fact. “It’s important, though.”

She threw Gible at Ash, who caught him reflexively.

As Ash’s palms glowed with Aura and he gave Gible back his memories, the tail and forehead gems of all three Lake Guardians flared up as well. Azelf’s forehead crystal lit first, then the tail gems, then the tail gems of the other two guardians lit as well – then, finally, the jewels on Uxie and Mesprit’s foreheads lit up with the same glow.

The whole process took just over a second, and when it was done Gible wriggled out of Ash’s arms to land on the floor.

“…hey, nice room!” he said. “Whose is it? This seems new.”

Dawn’s Piplup quietly returned himself.

“We’re actually in the past,” Ash explained. “It was a time travel thing… but I don’t get why Celebi brought you here early. This is months before I met you the first time.”

Celebi shrugged, still looking annoyed at herself, and vanished.

“Well, that was worrying,” Brock said. “And why did your gems light up?”

“That’s normal, don’t worry,” Azelf replied, examining a tail to make sure the glow had died down again, then explained further. “I’ve got the closest connection with Ash, but we’re all involved – the reminding process flows from him to me, then to the others, then back to him and the Pokémon he’s working with. At this point, we’ve had enough practice to get pretty good.”

“I can imagine,” May said. “You’ve done a lot of Pokémon and humans by now.”

Azelf nodded, and was about to continue when there was an enormous rumbling BOOOOOM – an explosion which shook the whole area, making the shimmering glow overhead dance like firelight, and knocked half the bipeds off their feet.

“What was-” Ash began, staggering. Then there was an even bigger explosion, and the roof bulged in – then vanished like a soap bubble in slow motion, peeling away into nothing in the space of a few seconds.


“Through there,” Houndoom said. “If you knock it through the croquet hoop, you activate all four return lanes and you get a multiball.”

“A multiball?” replied the Houndour he was talking to, his younger sister. “But I thought I was trying to get hoops?”

“You score two points for each hoop, but this one also activates the multiball,” Houndoom explained. “Then you can use your bonus move to roll four more dice, move two of your pawns into the henhouse, and castle.”

“No, you’re remembering that wrong,” Quilava said. “She can’t castle because she’s moved her rook, but she can build a hotel instead to earn extra money from anyone who has to step on it.”

“But I don’t need to step on hotels, I’ve got a railway,” Houndour protested.

“You don’t, but someone else might,” Quilava replied. “Glalie, for example, he’s having trouble producing enough ore to make a railway so his only hope of avoiding your hotel would be to roll Yathzee or get a triple word score.”

“I think I get it now,” Houndour said, nodding. “Okay…”

She knocked the ball through the croquet hoop, and yipped in delight. “Did it! I’ll have to remember that next game!”

“It won’t do the same thing next game,” Quilava said.

“Oh, yeah…” Houndour remembered. “This is what really confuses me about house rules Pachisi. Why did you come up with it again?”

“They dropped all the board games in a pile… with some of the garden games… and couldn’t be bothered sorting them out,” Absol called, from some way ahead of the others.

“Isn’t it cheating to use disaster senses?” Houndoom asked her.

“It’s not enough you roll my dice for me now, you still think I’m cheating?” Absol asked. “I mean – aagh!”

Houndoom and Quilava stared as Absol staggered sideways a step, one paw going to her head. Houndour looked up as well, and Glalie came floating over.

“What’s wrong?” Quilava asked, worried.

“I don’t know!” Absol replied. “And that scares me!”

“Are you sensing some kind of disaster?” Houndoom tried.

“I don’t know!” Absol repeated, shaking her head and trying to regain her focus. “I must be, but I can’t tell anything about it except all my catastrophe senses are suddenly screaming at me! But I should have felt something this strong coming for hours!”

Swellow arrived, along with a digital avatar of Damos. “I got him as soon as I heard.”

“Good work,” Quilava agreed. “Damos, any ideas?”

This seems similar to when Absol Mega Evolved for the first time? Damos suggested. Not as serious, but there are parallels.

“It certainly hurts about as much,” Absol managed.


The middle of Lake Valor bulged upwards, rising into the air in a huge plume of spray and water and surprised Water-type Pokémon. A wave spread out to the shores, several feet high, and crashed into the lakeside banks and beaches even as the water from the spray plume rained back down on the Hotel Grand Lake.

“What on earth…” Wallace began, then threw a raincoat over himself. “This is awful weather-!”

A Magikarp hit him in the back of the neck, bounced off, and Splashed a few times in a puddle before starting to work its way slowly back towards the lake.

Wallace shuddered, then looked up at the sky.

It certainly didn’t look very cloudy. Not cloudy enough for a waterspout able to lift so much water and so many Magikarp, anyway.

He must have just missed it.


“…did you hear that?” Zoey asked.

“Hear what?” one of the other coordinators replied.

“Yeah, it was a really big bang, right?” Drew asked. “Sounded kind of distant, but really strong as well.”

“Okay, are you two listening to the same radio channel or something?” the other coordinator said. “Nothing happened.”

Zoey looked down at her Glameow, who shrugged and meowed at her.

“I could have sworn…” Zoey muttered.

“No, there was definitely a noise,” Drew confirmed. “Came from back at the hotel, I think… maybe Ash Ketchum’s just going for bonus points?”

“Could be,” Zoey chuckled.


“What just happened?” Max asked. “Wait, aren’t we at the bottom of a lake?”

“It looks like the lake’s on holiday,” his sister replied, looking around in befuddlement. There were seething walls of water around them at some distance, held back by a spiral-swirl of energy, and a few very confused Magikarp splashing on the ground.

Mesprit’s tails twisted as the last wisps of the glowing dome faded into the ground. “Most peculiar. Failsafe in dimensional pocket? Was not in the manual.”

“I don’t think-” Ash began, then a flicker of pink-and-blue light appeared right next to them.

The revealed Pokémon – a Mega Gardevoir – slammed her palms together, producing a massive psychic shockwave which knocked most of the friends flying, then made a symbol with one hand. Her other hand swept around, flickers of light flying off to hit all three members of the Lake Trio.

“Team Galactic!” Dawn realized. “Ash, look out-!”

Ash drew Kari, blocking a Thunder attack aimed at him, and sent electrical energy fizzing off in all directions.

Deducing something was up and that her trainer/trainee was unlikely to be drawing live steel for no reason, Kari stayed quiet.

“Kris, we need help!” Max called.

Apparently Team Galactic has heard of jamming, Kris replied tersely. I’ll let you know if I can get anything through.

“Latias-” Ash began, then there was a shoom overhead and an explosion of Dark-typed energy tried to wrap around Latias’ suddenly-visible form. She fought against it, pushing the air to physically blow the attack’s power away since she couldn’t shield against it directly, then used Dragonbreath to give herself material for a Counter Shield.


“What’s going on?” Suicune asked. “Why did everyone-”

A sudden flash of bright light hit her, and her nose began to ache. She blinked, shaking her head to try and see past the spots dancing in her eyes, then felt herself bodily picked up by a pair of strong hands.

She flinched reflexively, and Lucario’s voice answered her. “Don’t struggle, it’s hard enough to carry you as it is! Ash, return her!”

“Bit busy!” Ash replied, and Suicune caught a glimpse of her trainer out of the corner of her eye – rummaging through the Pokéballs on his belt with one hand, without looking, and using the other to spin Kari through the air at nothing.

“Why is he doing that?” Suicune asked, then Lucario stumbled a little and an ache developed in her side as well.

“He’s trying to keep Mawile safe until he can return her, and trying to get her to return Tyrantrum, and I just realized you’ve forgotten what we were talking about again,” Lucario told her. “Team Galactic is targeting everyone who can’t see them, so we’re trying to make sure you don’t get hurt!”

Suicune frowned. “I can’t see them… why not?”

“Because of some odd memory thing!” Lucario told her. “They’re after the Lake Guardians, and-”

The ground jumped, and so did Lucario. He lost his grip on Suicune, who rolled once before skidding to a halt.

She paused, suddenly confused. “What were we talking about again?”

Something hit her very hard under the chin, and then she fell for about four or five seconds before landing on something soft.

“Daughter!” Ho-Oh called to her. “Are you all right?”

“Just flash-blinded, Father though I’m not sure why,” Suicune replied, coming to her feet and listening to the surroundings. “Where are we?”

“Ash’s bag,” Ho-Oh replied. “Something very confusing is going on outside, but I’m sure it’s not important.”

That sounded odd to Suicune for a moment, but she realized that it had to be something unimportant if Ash wasn’t calling on either of the Legendary Pokémon literally in his pocket.

Ho-Oh passed her something, and she sniffed it once to confirm what it was before eating it. The Lum Berry Pastry was sweet and cool, and her eyesight returned to normal a few seconds after she finished chewing.

“Thank you,” she said. “From the fridge?”

“Yes, the Rotom was concerned for you,” Ho-Oh explained.


Ash returned Mawile, and Pikachu used his tail to flip Tyrantrum’s Pokéball to his trainer. Ash put both Pokéballs in his pouch, then spared a moment of attention for Gible.

“Can you go in there for the moment, please?” he asked. “Suicune and Ho-Oh can get you up to date on everything except the Galactic thing.”

“Okay!” Gible agreed. “Beat them up for me!”

He jumped into the bag, and Ash closed it up. Turning, he noticed Azelf hovering there.

“Why haven’t you run away yet?” he asked. “They’ve got to be here for you!”

“I’m trying!” Azelf replied, then dodged to the side – barely avoiding being hit by a Dark Pulse coming from somewhere overhead. “We can’t teleport!”

“What now?” Ash groaned, then turned to make sure the others were safe. Max’s Gallade had a shield up, and Geodude was adding a rampart of rock to it – which was probably going to be enough for now – but May was outside the shield, holding up her Key Stone and Mega Evolving her Venusaur.

“When did you get that?” Ash called.

“Just recently!” May replied, as Venusaur finished Mega-Evolving. “There wasn’t a battle in the Wallace Cup which seemed like a good time!”

Blaziken sprinted past, aiming for the Mega Gardevoir, and she hurled him backwards with a focused lance of psychic force. Ash adjusted his grip on Kari’s hilt, then charged her with Dark-typed energy and fired a Night Slash at the Mega Gardevoir.

A Dazzling Gleam tore through his attack, and Ash deflected it away into the distance.

“Time it together with Mega Venusaur,” May suggested. “She’ll use a Venoshock!”

Mega Lucario came sprinting over, Pikachu on his shoulder, and skidded to a halt. “Something sounded like a plan over here,” he said. “What was it again?”

“That Mega Gardevoir – she must be the one blocking teleporting,” May pointed out. She was about to continue, but then Mega Venusaur’s vines grabbed both trainers around the waist and moved them close under her – as her whole body flared green, a Grassy Terrain of enormous power flowing out of her and a Petal Dance thick enough to block out sunlight sprang to life around them.

Ash caught a few seconds of what had prompted Mega Venusaur’s switch to defence, and he had to stare – it was like a horizontal tornado of purple-black flames which roared and seethed, seeming spiky and angular where they flicked up from the maelstrom. It was unlike any Pokémon attack he’d seen before.

And, just at the other end of it, there was the silhouette of a Zoroark.


Sis, are you okay?

Latias twitched a little, floating sideways, then stopped herself from moving. She blinked a few times, trying to cudgel herself into some kind of sense, and realized she should respond to her brother.

Okay is pushing it… she replied, then elaborated. I can’t see very well at the moment, it’s just blue and brown clumps.

Let me see, Latios asked, then began sight-sharing. Okay, wow – what happened to you? Are you okay? What’s going on?

I kept being attacked by these really odd Pokémon, Latias told him, blinking hard. I’d hit one, then it’d vanish and another one would turn up instead…

There was a sort of rushing sound in her ears, instead of her normally good hearing, and after a few seconds her brother reached out to her again. What happened to you? Latios repeated. You seem really out of it.

I think… it must have been Night Daze! Latias realized, pleased with herself for working it out. Lots of Night Daze, that would explain it!

Just hold on, sis. I’m coming.

The strength of the mental contact increased, and Latias realized that must mean Latios had Mega-Evolved.

You’re not in any immediate danger? Mega Latios added.

Latias shook her head. No, I picked a direction and flew in it for a bit, then I changed directions and flew that way a bit as well. I think I’m up in the air, and I’m invisible as well.

Sounds good, Mega Latios told her. Let me know if you start to see or hear better.


Jupiter watched, impressed, as Zoroark’s dark firestorm poured over the dome of rock and the shimmering shield created by the Mega Venusaur.

She knew full well how powerful a Pokémon that Zoroark was, and the simple fact that they were able to stop his attack was a formidable testament to their own strength. It was hard to tell which was more impressive – the work of the Geodude, which had created a solid dome made of some hard bluish crystal that repelled the shadow firestorm by denying it any purchase, or the Mega Venusaur who was just using sheer durability, aided by a fountain of solar energy almost like a wide-angle Solarbeam and an endless-seeming supply of petals.

Shrugging, she took out the blaster she’d been issued and aimed. Her Mega Gardevoir waved a hand, exerting a sudden psychic pressure on one of the Lake Trio, and the shot struck Uxie on the end of the tail.

Petrification was instant, and Uxie dropped to the muddy lakebed to be retrieved by one of her underlings. Mesprit went next, and she was about to aim for Azelf when there was a crackling eruption of light and energy from next to the Mega Venusaur.


Mega Lucario burst out of the protection of Mega Venusaur’s shield, electricity forming a dense grid over his body as Pikachu Counter-Shielded them both. The black flames seethed, trying to gain purchase on him, but where Pikachu’s brilliance touched they evaporated like water on a hot stove – giving him the freedom to move.

Eyes closed, Mega Lucario swept the area for his objective. The Lake Trio stood out immediately, but as soon as he broke into a run to reach them he was smacked in the side – then stamped on. Whatever did it only lasted a moment, but it was enough to form a small Mega-Lucario-shaped crater in the lake mud.

Mega Lucario sprang back to his paws, Aura flaring as he maintained his footing on the slick mud floor of the ex-lakebed, and caught sight of the Zoroark.

It looked… twisted. Wrong.

“What happened?” he asked the Electric-type on his shoulder.

“I don’t even know!” Pikachu replied. “It might have been an illusion, but I didn’t think they hurt that much!”

“We’ll have to stop him first,” Mega Lucario decided, bursting into motion. He hurled an Aura Sphere, and as soon as it left his paws there was a wall of black smoke in the way – a wall which was solid enough that both he and his Aura Sphere ran into it, though it dissolved a moment later as the impacts disrupted it.

The smoke quickly returned, though, and Mega Lucario summoned his Sacred Sword with one arm to help him cut his way through. The Zoroark’s shadowy illusions formed and shifted around him, protean and impossible to keep track of as they varied moment to moment, and Mega Lucario kept upping his estimate of how much Aura to use. Aura Spheres burst the moment they left his paws, but big spikes of Force Palm seemed harder to interdict, and Pikachu began expanding his own use of electricity to help Mega Lucario gain fighting room. The Counter Shield he was maintaining developed a second layer, then a third, and the two Pokémon worked together to blunt the worst of the Zoroark’s illusions.

Mega Lucario would indicate – subtly, by his body language – where he wanted to go, and Pikachu would extend the area of his electrokinesis that way. That gave the game away, but by lashing the area repeatedly with powerful bolts of lightning Pikachu kept the Zoroark from doing anything too complex in the area by simple dint of disrupting it before it could take shape.

That combination let the two of them move towards the Zoroark, the waste light from disrupted illusions forming a constant nebula around them, until finally Mega Lucario lunged with a burst of Extremespeed to kick the Dark-type to the ground.

The ground surged up under him, forcing his attack to miss, and he looked down in surprise. “Why didn’t that-”

“He made an illusion underground, or something!” Pikachu replied, and the note of his Counter Shield changed – blasting into the ground beneath Mega Lucario’s paws as well, completing the envelope that was keeping them from being affected by the Zoroark’s illusions.

In reply, the Zoroark flicked a Dark Pulse upwards and dropped several hundred tons of water on them.

Much to the dismay of Mega Lucario – and Pikachu – it turned out that the water was, in fact, one hundred percent real, with the only illusion involved being the fact they hadn’t noticed Mega Gardevoir levitating it overhead until now.


Mega Venusaur relaxed her shield, the brilliant glow from her flower fading, and the petals slowed.

Ash rolled through as soon as he got a chance, bringing Kari up into ready position, and looked around with one eye closed to get a picture both with regular vision and Aura.

The flames had largely gone from the immediate area, and he could see Mega Lucario and Pikachu battling the Zoroark. It was heavy going, and even as he watched the odd Zoroark did something which buried his Pokémon in hundreds of tons of water.

Then Ash was focused entirely on Kari’s blade for the next few seconds, as he blocked a shower of wicked-looking spear shapes before slamming her down into the ground to produce an Aura shockwave and prevent shadowy claws from reaching him.

Something was nagging at him, and he suddenly realized what it was – where were Uxie and Mesprit?

He jumped, evading Zoroark’s next trick as the ground exploded underneath where he’d been standing, and landed near where Azelf was – the Psychic-type struggling to escape the telekinetic grip of the Mega Gardevoir he’d seen earlier.

“Azelf!” he called. “Come on!”

Ash reached out to take a grip on Azelf, and the Mega Gardevoir gestured violently. Azelf was yanked to the side, away from Ash’s reaching hand, and they only touched for a moment-

-then Ash got hit in the chest by a plume of smoky flame, not strong enough to get through his clothes and burn him but with enough sheer force to knock him back about twenty feet. He landed badly, staggering as he tried to avoid a fall, and a lance of pain in his chest let him know he probably had a broken rib.

Wincing, Ash took Kari’s hilt in both hands and blocked the next two attacks, but before he could do anything else to try and sort things out Azelf was hit by a shot from the blaster of one of those high ranking Galactic agents.

The Zoroark howled, a sound which made his ears ache, and slammed Mega Lucario back into the ground with a blast of black lightning. Pikachu’s own electrical attacks stayed trapped in his fur, unable to cope with the salt in the water that had drenched them both, and the Dark-type dodged aside nimbly from Ash’s own Ice Blade beam.

Then the Galactic leader called out a signal, and her entire team vanished at once in a flash of light. Only the Zoroark was left, and between one moment and the next it shapeshifted into a Pidgeot and flew off at imposssible-to-follow speeds.

A long moment later, the sapphire wall Geodude had built around the others crumbled.

“What happened?” Max asked. “We couldn’t see much!”

“They got Uxie, Mesprit and Azelf,” Ash replied. “I think nobody’s too badly hurt, but…”

He winced, one hand going to his rib, and probed it with a hiss of pain. “I think I need the Pokémon Centre…”

“How did they do all that?” Dawn said. “I don’t understand the our-Pokémon-can’t-see-them thing, but – I mean, I at least expected it! What was the rest of that?”

“They had a really powerful Zoroark,” Ash contributed. “And a Mega Gardevoir.”

“She’s what stopped Blaziken,” May volunteered. “I think it was a trick they had ready, she hit him with about twenty tons of water in a sheet three feet thick… I didn’t see most of the rest, though.”

“I couldn’t wish for anything!” Jirachi reported. “I didn’t even know you could do that!”

“None of us did,” Max told him.

“Shadow Zoroark,” Lucario said, making them all look over.

There was mud all over him, including on the armband which held his Lucarionite, and Pikachu’s ears drooped wearily from his position on Lucario’s shoulder.

“I was getting the sense when I was fighting him, but the howl confirmed it,” Lucario went on. “His Aura was… not nice.”

“Great,” Brock said, summing up the general opinion. “And half our Pokémon can’t even see them.”

“Can’t see who?” Kari asked. “Is this related to why you’ve been training so hard the last few minutes?”

“…guys?” Max called. “I think this is about to be a lake floor again.”

Roland’s palms glowed, and he teleported them all away just before the water rushed back in.

A few seconds later, Latias plunged into the water to retrieve Ash’s hat.


“Well…” Giovanni began. “I can’t say it’s the most detailed report I’ve ever received.”

Persian padded over to the desk, hopping up so his front paws rested on the upper wooden surface, and looked at the report.

It didn’t take long.

Found the people who messed with us. Handling it ourselves. Help refused.

“I don’t recall offering help in the first place,” Giovanni went on. “And, I admit, I do wonder why they would explicitly reject it.”

He shook his head. “Well, they’re good enough at their jobs. Let’s see what they find.”

Persian mrowled, dropping back to the floor, and walked over to curl up on the sofa.


“Containment established,” Charon noted. “Good. Very good.”

He looked up at Jupiter. “Anything to report?”

“That group from the ruins was present, with more humans and Pokémon,” Jupiter told him. “In addition, there was a group from Team Rocket. In both cases, some of them could see us but not all of them – in particular, the Suicune was vulnerable.”

“It sounds like the operation was conducted later than we would prefer,” Charon observed. “But if they didn’t have time to mnemonyse the Suicune, they clearly didn’t have time to do very much. Good work.”

He looked over at the three Lake Guardians, their shared containment circled repeatedly by an Apathy Styler, and nodded. “Yes, very good work…”


AN:


Ah. It seems a substantial helping of plot has arrived.






262. Sinnoh 25


“We… have several problems,” Ash summarized, and fell silent.

The gathered humans and Pokémon – all of Ash’s companions who he’d reminded, including Iris, along with Professor Oak, his mother, Cynthia, and every Pokémon who would be able to remember the events of the conversation – absorbed everything they’d heard. Nobody had had the whole picture, though the people at the Lake Valor battle had come closest, but now they were all up to speed.

Max raised his hand first. “This might be a stupid question, but… why doesn’t Mewtwo just go over and beat them up?”

“You’d have to tell me where to go,” Mewtwo replied, speaking out loud for the benefit of Dark-types like Tyranitar. “I don’t know where to find Team Galactic.”

“I know where their base was, last time,” Cynthia volunteered. “But I went there weeks ago – before you discovered this odd memory effect. But if I’m immune – and I think I am, because otherwise I wouldn’t remember what we’re talking about – then I would have seen it, if it was there.”

She shook her head. “And I doubt even Mewtwo could dig up the entirety of Sinnoh.”

“Give me a few months doing nothing but that, and I might be able to,” Mewtwo replied. “Might.”

“Probably not a good idea,” Brock winced. “I hate to think what you could do by accident – I’m pretty sure there are volcanoes up there.”

Cynthia nodded. “I’ll defer to you on that.”

“What about Ash and his friends?” Delia asked. “How do we know they’re going to be safe?”

“We know what we might be dealing with now,” Ash said. “Or, at least, we have an idea – and they knew what they were dealing with already.”

Lucario looked up. “Mewtwo… how long can you be away from your job?”

“I can telecommute,” Mewtwo replied. “It’ll slow things down a bit, but they don’t need me for launching stacks any more, so I can handle the business end of things from a laptop. I assume you think I should travel with Ash?”

“That’s it exactly,” Lucario confirmed. “You’re the strongest Pokémon we have access to, by quite a long way.”

“That would help,” Delia smiled.

I have another suggestion, Damos contributed. I have accessed the time stamps for the incident earlier, and I have verified that Absol reacted at least eight seconds before the bomb was used. She can pick up catastrophes relating to Galactic – she just can’t interpret it.

“Right, then she’ll be on our team as well,” Ash decided.

Iris spoke up for the first time, sounding worried. “Ash… I know you’re not stupid, but this sounds kind of like a bad idea. You’re going to keep going around Sinnoh?”

“I have to,” Ash replied. “We’re the only people who even know Team Galactic exists, and we need to be ready to stop them whenever they complete their plans… and do what we can to slow them down. Cynthia said they’ve already got both Dialga and Palkia’s orbs.”

“Ash is correct,” Cynthia confirmed. “I went to check on the Lustrous Orb in Celestic Town, and they had no idea where it was and seemed very incurious about that fact. I suspect Galactic just walked right in and took it.”

“This is giving me a headache…” Misty groaned. “They can just walk around without being noticed… we can’t tell anyone else… even wishes don’t work! Why is that?”

“I think it’s because of how my wishes work,” Jirachi suggested. “I was thinking about it, and I realized that when I make wishes or grant wishes it’s not really me which decides what happens, at least not all the time. And I think that interpreting… thing… is what their thing is working on. I think?”

“I’m with you on the headache front,” May told Misty. “Can we do anything to slow them down?”

“Actually, I do have a plan,” Cynthia replied. “Two of them, actually, though the second one’s really a fall back.”

She turned her attention to Manaphy. “Do you know how Samiya can be hidden?”

“Yep!” Manaphy replied. “It’s pretty complicated, though… why?”

“I want to use it to hide the Spear Pillar entrance,” Cynthia told him. “I’m pretty sure it took them months to find it last time, so they don’t know where it is, and if we can hide it discreetly enough then that should slow them down at least.”

“Ooh…” Manaphy said, thinking hard. “I… think there’s a spare cloaking module. How did they find it?”

“Some kind of odd scanner,” Cynthia replied. “I don’t know the details.”

Manaphy considered that. “Hmmm… yep! That should work! There’s an option which means it’s undetectable from a distance except when a lunar eclipse shines on it, will that do?”

“Perfectly,” Cynthia told him, with a smile. “The other part of the plan was to put an emergency system to warn us if they did find it.”

“Ooh, that could be a problem,” Manaphy said. “I don’t think the warning would get out if the cloak was on…”

He shook his head. “I guess we can work something out, though?”

“That would be great, thank you,” Cynthia nodded.

“This really sucks,” Gary volunteered. “The only Pokémon I have who can see these idiots is Dee, and even with the best will in the world she’s not a main combatant.”

Ash began counting under his breath. “I… think you might be able to borrow one of the Pokémon here who has been Reminded, unless you want to just not get involved and stay under the radar. They’ll just assume you can’t see them, right?”

“Probably,” Gary said. “That could actually be useful, though… ugh, it’s still going to suck.”

“At this point, it seems like there are four places we can say are fairly safe,” Mewtwo said. “Wherever Ash and his group are. Wherever Max and May are. Here in Pallet Town. And wherever Misty is.”

He gave Misty a nod. “Your skill is undeniable, of course, but the first three named locations have the most Reminded people present and would be most able to react. Everyone else is… probably best served by staying out of the way.”

“I might ask Ho-Oh for a favour,” Lugia said. “If he can sort out the Birds until this is sorted out, I can fly around Sinnoh, stay with Ash, or stay here… or there is a fourth option.”

“What’s that?” Dawn asked.

“If Cynthia gets in trouble with Team Galactic, right now, she is in grave danger,” Lugia outlined. “I think I can promise that I would not be an easy target.”

“I hate not being able to rely on my own Pokémon… but you’re right,” Cynthia agreed.


“I wonder what they’re talking about in there,” Suicune mused.

“Future thing and stuff,” Guy suggested.

“Probably,” Suicune agreed. “Well, I’m sure they have it all handled. How are you finding your soft drink?”

Kari dipped her tip tentatively in the glass of fizzy drink.

“Paradoxical,” she summarized.


“What about the Rockets?” Dawn asked. “They’re Reminded, or at least some of them.”

Cynthia looked alarmed. “The ones who tried to use the Forces of Nature?”

“They’ve stopped doing that,” Ash replied. “And they do generally help us out when something big is coming up, like this… actually, we’ve sort of been in a truce based on this for the past four years.”

“I agree, Jessie, James and Meowth have had a salutatory effect on the entire organization,” Mewtwo concurred. “I can say that the number of times they have tried to use me to take over the world is down at least fifty percent across timelines, which is a very good figure.”

“You used to be fun, man, what’s gotten into you?” Glalie asked.

“…did we meet before?” Mewtwo said, confused.

“No, but still, the point stands.”

Mewtwo decided to ignore that, assuming correctly that it was an attempt at being funny.

“If you say they’re all right,” Cynthia shrugged. “I mean, most of this involves assuming things will work out, and now I think of it I did see them helping out last time… but why aren’t they here, then?”

I made attempts to contact them, Dexter stated. We have their phone number, though it is always a bit of a gamble as to whether their Gyarados has eaten the phone lately.

His projector lit up, showing the response – two terse lines of text.

“So… they’re handling it themselves?” Max summarized. “They actively don’t want to get involved?”

Correction. They don’t want to get involved with how we’re handling it. They’re doing something else.

“Well… that does sound helpful, in a way,” Misty said. “Those guys always did things in a bit of an odd way, so maybe they’ll come up with something we missed.”

“A bit of an odd way? That’s putting it lightly,” Pikachu muttered. “Do we need to watch out for the giant Meowth-o-tron 4000?”

“That would be awesome!” Squirtle declared. “Hold on, I’m going to go draw up a design!”

The door swung shut behind him.

“Let’s be honest, he wasn’t going to be able to hold that in much longer,” Ivysaur chuckled.

“If we do need everyone who we can get, what about your Pokémon from Unova?” Cynthia suggested. “And your friend Cilan? What about Paul, actually, I remember he was technically possible to remind.”

“It’d be nice to have Emolga, Axew and Dragonite back,” Iris admitted.

“Paul said no,” Ash recalled. “But if it’s that dangerous… he might say yes, yeah, that’s an option. But…”

“What?” Cynthia asked, seeing Ash’s concern.

“It’s pretty clear that the Lake Trio were involved with reminding someone,” Ash said. “And they’re captured. Can I even still do it?”

After a moment of silence, Professor Oak nodded to himself.

“We’ll need to test it,” he said. “Whether with one of Iris’ Pokémon, or with Paul, or with someone else we know should be remindable. But we should plan as if it’s not.”

“That’s going to make things a bit more complicated,” Misty admitted. “How strong were your Pokémon? And Cilan’s?”

“Dragonite and Excadrill were – or are – the real powerhouses,” Iris replied. “I don’t think Cilan had anything as strong…”

“It’s probably best if Iris stays in Unova,” Cynthia said. “I know you might not want to, but it’s better for your development for you to stay at home – and make sure you’ll pick up your Axew – instead of spending months in Sinnoh when your actual ability to help isn’t very great. And in Unova you’ll be safe.”

Iris looked like she wanted to protest, then subsided a little sullenly.

“That’s something we didn’t really want to think about,” Brock added. “Safety. What if Galactic takes someone hostage? They don’t know about Iris – they can’t, really – and Dawn’s penfriend in Kalos is okay, but everyone else?”

“Pallet Town is safe enough,” Oak volunteered. “Or if it’s not, nowhere is. But there’s still…”

He waved a hand for Damos, and the Porygon threw several locations up on the screen – Petalburg, Cerulean and Pewter Gyms, Ivy’s lab, Twinleaf Town, and Lily of the Valley Island.

“We need at least one powerful Pokémon at all these locations, at minimum,” Oak explained. “Possibly other places as well.”

“I’m not sure we really have enough,” Ash frowned. “I know you guys are good, but given what Galactic did at Lake Valor… I think we’d need more than one Pokémon at each place.”

“Hold on,” Max said suddenly. “Damos, how did you do that?”

I’m a Porygon. Data projections is sort of my thing, Damos pointed out. I cross-referenced your friends and loved ones. Why?

“To do what?” Max pressed.

To… determine who is at risk from Team Galactic, Damos said slowly. Where are you going with this?

“Because I’m pretty sure Ash never actually reminded Damos,” Max said. “He reminded Dexter.”

Damos is a forked clone of my architechture, Dexter clarified. Indeed, you could call him one of my children, though the term is… imperfect…

There was a silence as everyone got Max’s point.

“This feels like a really odd way of sorting out the problem,” Ash said. “But… Dexter, would you feel comfortable creating more copies?”

A bit, Dexter admitted. It’s because of the old paradox about if I’m still me if I can be copied with all my experiences.

“Damos was cloned from Dexter’s data set pretty shortly after being restored,” Professor Oak said. “I let the data sit in the computers for a few months, and only loaded it into a Pokédex after hearing Dexter had become a Porygon, but I still have the clean copy. It could work.”

“Having a network of computer Pokémon who can notice Galactic would be highly useful,” Mewtwo said, a hand going to his chin. “It would let us get warnings and quickly teleport there… or, even better, have the Porygon’s projector hidden on the person. They would then be able to give us confirmation of where Galactic’s base was.”

All right, Dexter said, with an electronic sigh. Let’s do it.


“What’s our plan apart from that?” Gary asked. “I know the basics, about making sure we stay in contact and getting help when it’s needed, but… what should Molly and I do? What about Ash, Brock and Dawn?”

“I… honestly, I don’t know,” Ash replied. “I want to continue my journey the way I did last time, and I can’t see a problem with that, but I’m really afraid I might miss something like I did back at Lake Valor.”

“I don’t think you missed anything that you could have known,” Lucario said. “Many of us were there, and we didn’t-”

“I should have caught Azelf!” Ash interrupted. “Then he’d have been safe, or safer at least!”

There was a long moment of silence.

“Ash,” May began. “Lucario has a good point. None of us realized it either.”

“And though I could understand it,” Mewtwo added, a moment later. “If you had thought of it straight away, I might even have thought less of you, Ash.”

Ash blinked, startled by the apparent non sequiter. “Uh… why?”

“Ash… thus far you have captured no fewer than nine Legendary Pokémon,” Mewtwo clarified. “Three of them – the Beasts – you captured after a battle, but only at their invitation. It is one of your great good qualities, to tell the truth… that you have shown respect to the Pokémon who have put their trust in you.”

He waved a hand. “But Azelf had not. And it’s true that he might have done – but you had no time to ask.”

“But it would have helped, right?” Ash said.

“Not necessarily,” Mewtwo replied, surprising him. “For most situations, it would – a Pokéball is one of the quickest ways of containing a Pokémon. But Team Galactic were not trying to capture them in Pokéballs, and it seems clear to me that they could have taken any Pokéball you captured Azelf in.”

“Ash, something else occurred to me,” Pikachu mused. “Did you actually have any empty Pokéballs on you?”

“…no, actually,” Ash admitted. “I didn’t think I’d need any for weeks, so I didn’t restock.”

“All the more reason to not blame yourself,” Mewtwo pronounced.

“Yeah, but I’m going to make sure I carry some from now on,” Ash decided. “Just to make sure that problem doesn’t happen again.”

“Oh, hey, that’s right, you didn’t catch me yet!” Gible realized. “Can we get that fixed?”

“Sure,” Ash replied, with a smile, then looked up. “Okay, so… does anyone see a problem with us taking the same route as last time?”

“I might have said it would put you in danger,” Lugia noted. “But Galactic would have no way of predicting your movements, so it’s as safe as anything that’s not just remaining permanently at Pallet Town.”

I do not think we have forgotten anything, Damos contributed. Does anyone have something we should address?

After a long moment of silence, he continued. Right, I think we can call this meeting done.

“Good!” one of the five Tauros in the corner said. “Now hurry up and get out of our barn, the game’s on in a few minutes!”

Another hit a remote control, and Damos’ form vanished from the screen to be replaced by a sports channel.

“…you know, I didn’t realize there was a Snow Throw league,” Misty admitted.


As they left, Ash gave Lugia a pat on the side. “Thanks for this.”

“Hopefully it will be no hardship,” Lugia replied. “Though I will miss my mate and my son.”

Ash nodded. “Do you need to tell them goodbye?”

“I’ll do that now,” Lugia declared, and took off.

Ash watched him go, then handed Lugia’s Pokéball to Cynthia. “Take good care of him, okay?”

“You’re talking about a Legendary Pokémon,” Cynthia pointed out. “I think it’s me who’s going to be the one being taken care of.”

Ash chuckled. “I guess that’s a good point…”


“Hey, nice to see you again!” Gliscor said. “I didn’t want to spend too much time saying hello back when we were having that serious meeting, but how are you doing?”

“…honestly, just the same as I remember!” Gible replied with a toothy grin. “What about you?”

“There’s been a couple of new things,” Gliscor shrugged her wings. “Hey, actually, I know one of Ash’s new Pokémon who’d love to meet you! Let’s head over there now, introduce you properly.”

She took off, and circled once overhead before dipping down to about three feet above the ground. Gible jumped, grabbed onto her feet, and the two of them shot off downhill.

“…that’s new,” Pikachu observed.

“Huh?” Ivysaur asked, then realized. “Oh, right, you weren’t here when they started doing that. Yeah, they get on pretty well. Cheerful attitude to life, Ground type, Gible’s final evolution can fly… Gliscor says she’s just giving Gible a preview.”

“That’s… honestly, I’m mildly afraid on Piplup’s behalf,” Pikachu admitted. “Still, I wonder what Mawile will think…”


How are we going to do this? Dexter asked. I… wasn’t very involved with the creation of any Porygon after I realized what it actually meant. Even Ethan and Kris were done without much of my involvement.

“You don’t need to be all that involved this time either,” Professor Oak told him. “Mostly it’s a matter of making sure we do it with your consent, because we want to make sure we’re doing this right.”

I’m still nervous about it… Dexter admitted, as Professor Oak got out several Pokédex core modules and a number of combat cores to sync with them. It makes me wonder if I’m really a person, if I can be copied.

“Oh, you’re certainly a person,” Oak replied. “That bit’s easy.”

But if you’re about to make several exact duplicates of me…

Damos flashed up on the nearest screen. Identical twins aren’t the same person, he pointed out. They start out the same, but they begin to change immediately because they have different experiences. Indeed, my preferences are different to yours, Ethan and Kris are different… Dee and I, I think, are more alike than either of us is to you. But none of us are the same… or do you think you’d be happy as a laboratory assistant for four years?

Well… no, but I’ve never really tried, Dexter said.

“The fact you’re worried about it is a good sign that you are a person, in a way,” Oak said, typing away. “Let’s see… what versions do we have…”

Damos threw up a list of them on the screen.

“Thank you,” Oak smiled. “Now we just need to pick exactly which set of files to load in.”

What about using different versions? Dexter asked, then looked down at the collection of Pokédexes. And why are there twelve of them? I thought we only had tasks for seven or eight.

“It’s because we expect the new Porygon to all be different,” Oak told him. “This way there will be enough that some of them don’t have to do any of the tasks, if any of them come out especially free-spirited or more interested in research.”

That’s… a surprisingly statistical approach, Dexter said.


“Hey, Absol,” Ash said, crouching down. “I want to quickly check – do you have any stuff scheduled here?”

“Not beyond taking part in the usual group activities, but that’s more of a thing to do because I’m here in the first place,” Absol replied. “Why?”

“Well, I think you’re going to be on my team – and probably out – for quite a long time,” Ash replied. “Most of the rest of my Sinnoh Journey.”

“Interesting,” Absol admitted. “Can I ask why?”

“Yeah, but I don’t know if you’ll remember the answer,” Ash told her apologetically. “Basically, it turns out you can pick up when Team Galactic are threatening us even if you don’t remember who they are.”

“Team Galactic… doesn’t ring a bell,” Absol shrugged. “Sorry.”

“They’re who we came back in time to stop, it’s… you know, this conversation’s going to get pretty old some time soon,” Ash admitted to himself. “Basically, if you start to feel an impending disaster, warn us.”

“I think I would have done that anyway,” Absol noted. “All right, then.”

Ash straightened up, looking over to see how Mawile and Gible were getting on.

“Watch this!” Gible announced, inhaling, then fired a Draco Meteor. The orange spark of light flew high into the sky, exploded, then rained down on the nearby hillside.

Except for one of them, which bent through a ninety-degree arc when it was about to hit the ground and hurtled off into the middle distance. There was an annoyed shout, and Piplup was just about visible shaking his flipper at them.

“What happened there?” Goodra asked, confused.

“Dunno, but it happens a lot,” Gible said, looking faintly puzzled. “It’s actually really freaky, we used to use it to find him when he got lost.”

“Hey, maybe you could pretend your opponent is Piplup!” Mawile suggested. “Try it on me, come on!”

Gible frowned. “But you’re nice! I don’t want to explode you!”

“Oh, that’s right, you haven’t heard of the Fairy type yet,” Goodra realized. “I sometimes forget that about Pokémon who got reminded.”

“…oh, yeah, that!” Gible realized. “Yeah, now I remember I got taught it once! Time travel’s odd… anyway, sure!”

He hopped back a bit, and Ash glanced down at Absol.

She raised a paw, waggling it back and forth. “Depends what you call a disaster.”

Gible fired another Draco Meteor into the air, and it exploded high overhead. A shower of meteorites descended, and one of them veered off course to hit Mawile and leave a scorched crater around her.

Every single other meteor zoomed off in an irregular swarm, forming a globe around the hapless Piplup before piling in on him all at once.

“That was on purpose!” he shouted, once the explosions had stopped, then stomped off in a black mood.

“Oops…” Gible sighed.

“Let’s work on that targeting,” Goodra suggested. “Maybe it’d better wait until Piplup’s out of the area, though.”

“Ash?”

Ash looked over, seeing his mother. “Mom?”

“Can we talk for a moment?” Delia asked. “Just you and me?”

“I refuse to provide information on the grounds I might incriminate myself,” Absol declared.

Ash gave Absol a slightly puzzled look, then shrugged. “Sure, Mom.”


“Zoey? Are you okay?” Dawn asked. “You seemed pretty quiet back there.”

“It was kind of hard to think of what to say,” Zoey replied. “I… well, there were all these Pokémon, really powerful Pokémon, and Cynthia as well – I didn’t really know what was worth saying. It was just easier to let everyone else talk.”

“It was good what you said about hearing the explosion, though,” Dawn told her, then raised a hand. “And don’t worry, you couldn’t really have helped. But it’s good to get more information about how much of the side effects of what Galactic do aren’t noticed by people who haven’t been reminded.”

“I guess,” Zoey agreed. “And yeah, that does kind of worry me. Like how hard it was to remind me in the first place…”

She trailed off. “I… wait, is that…”

Dawn followed her gaze, and nodded. “Yeah, that’s Samiya. Want to have a look? I think we’ve got a few hours, and it’s really cool inside.”

“Hold on a sec, I’ll grab my Pokémon,” Zoey suggested. “They’ll enjoy it, right?”

“Yeah, almost certainly,” Dawn agreed. “Quilava does.”

“…Quilava’s a fire type,” Zoey pointed out.

“Yeah, but Samiya has some special… uh… I’m not sure if it counts as super science or super magic,” Dawn admitted. “Basically there’s water which is breathable, and Fire-types can swim in it no problem. It’s really cool to be able to just sit and think at the bottom of a swimming pool for minutes at a time.”

“I keep being reminded how much more Ash has done this time around than last time,” Zoey admitted. “And his friends too.”

“Actually, I think the main change here was that they brought Samiya back,” Dawn corrected. “They saved Manaphy last time too, that’s how he was Remindable.”

“Right,” Zoey realized. “Yeah, this is hard to keep straight. It’s pretty amazing Ash didn’t end up famous last time around.”

“Mostly it just didn’t get caught on TV, I think?” Dawn said, a little uncertainly. “I think a couple were, though… maybe it was just hard to connect Ash to it when you met him. He’s kind of… not the brightest sometimes.”

“That’s one way to put it,” Zoey said diplomatically.


“Glad you could come over here,” Pidgeot said, giving Butterfree a nod. “I know it’s hard to find the time sometimes… I had enough trouble last time around, and I didn’t have kids like you do.”

“Yeah, but it’s rewarding,” Butterfree replied. “I’ve been experimenting on some cool stuff, that’s one thing that’s easy to do.”

“You have?” Pidgeot asked, interested. “What might that be?”

“Oh, just a few basic ideas…” Butterfree said, wings flaring.

Then he used something which was a lot like Solarbeam, but which could not be said to be a beam as such. A bubble of yellow-green light formed around him, pulsing every second or so and growing brighter with every pulse.

“That’s pretty interesting,” Pidgeot noted. “What does it-”

Butterfree decided there was enough intensity, and fired it at a nearby tree. The beam came out pencil-thin and intense enough to drill a smoking hole through the bark of the tree – and a good way into the tree itself – before winking out.

“Neat,” Pidgeot summarized. “Basically you’re… using the charging phase as a shield? Then using the bigger area to focus it more?”

Butterfree did a quick flip.

“Can you teach me that, dad?” Drew’s Butterfree asked, flying over. “That looked really cool!”


“Well, I’m glad to help,” Ho-Oh noted. “My Beast Trio – my children – are quite able to manage without me, so I see no particular problem in handling your duties in place of my own. Though I wish to understand what is different about your duties.”

“It’s pretty simple,” Lugia replied. “There’s a Bird Trio there – Zapdos, Articuno, and Moltres. They are unable to cooperate without being regularly beaten up. That’s your new job.”

“…somehow, I thought it would be more involved than that,” Ho-Oh admitted. “Why can’t they just be left to fight it out?”

“Shamouti is a climate nexus,” Lugia told him. “It’s prone to causing widespread impacts unless they’re kept under control and behaving well.”

“Right,” Ho-Oh replied, still thinking. “So if the weather remained excellent despite their doing their best?”

He flared his wings.

“…then I suppose you could just let them fight it out,” Lugia said. “Why is this my job and not yours again?”

Ho-Oh chuckled. “I will not be able to take on your role on a permanent basis, but it is said a change is as good as a rest…”


“All right, that’s all twelve,” Professor Oak said. “Now… here we go!”

He pressed the enter key, and a status screen lit up. It said, simply, ‘compiling’.

Dexter drifted forwards a bit, watching. Trying to take in all the details.

Seconds went by, one at a time, and congealed into minutes as they built up.

After nearly four minutes, something changed – a number appeared on the screen.

Dexter read it.

Zero point one percent?

“We are trying to compile twelve Porygon at once,” Professor Oak said, leaning back in his chair with a sketchbook and a pencil.

But three and a half days? Dexter asked. That’s… longer than it normally takes, I am given to understand.

“Based on my own experience – both first and second hand – it’s either several hours of anxious waiting or several hours of intense pain,” Professor Oak told him, drawing out the basic shape of a Pikachu. “You might be getting off lightly, especially if you view these twelve as dodecuplets.”

If you do want to go, there’s nothing stopping you, Damos pointed out. In fact, there’s nothing stopping you from going and still being there – you’re going to be feet away from possibly the most powerful Psychic-type ever to exist, you can teleportcommute.

That’s not a word, Dexter said. Not unless they’ve updated the dictionary.

I’ve submitted it for approval, Damos replied. While you were talking, sure, but…

All right, you make good points, Dexter admitted. Just let me know if this is more like a file copy dialogue. You know, suddenly jumping to seventy-eight percent and then lingering there for a week…


“Yeah, I can see why you wanted to ask me,” Tracey’s Marill admitted. “I might not have all the answers because this isn’t quite the same situation, but it’s close enough I might be able to help.”

“Thank you,” Drew’s Leafeon smiled, relieved. “I was hoping I could at least get told if I was doing something wrong, if nothing else.”

“I’m sure you’re doing okay,” Marill assured her. “I’ve met Glaceon a few times, and if she had a big problem she’d be less… well, she’s confident and self-assured, and she’s mentioned you gratefully more than once.”

Leafeon sighed. “That’s… good to know.”

“So is there anything specifically you wanted help with?” Marill went on.

“I just… well, mostly I was interested in knowing how you deal with knowing your child is older than you are,” Leafeon admitted. “Or the same age, anyway. And… I’m not so sure that’s something you can help with, now I say it…”

“Well, Azurill isn’t older than me, that’s true,” Marill agreed. “But I always try to remember that what a parent should want is for their child to become strong and independent – however that can happen. And in both of our cases, our children are becoming independent faster than you might expect.”

She bounced her tail on the floor, with a boing sound. “But at the same time, there’s no shame in asking for things like a hug, or a talk – because a grown child shouldn’t feel ashamed about that either! So you’re not really missing out on anything, at least if you look at it right.”

Leafeon blinked. “I don’t think I’ve heard it put like that before, but I guess it’s a nice way to think about it.”

Her tail flicked from side to side. “And it is great that I get so many chances to see her, especially since I wasn’t expecting to be able to at all – and apparently last time around I didn’t. I mean, apparently I was a Flareon that time, but…”

Leafeon stopped, counted to three, and started again. “Anyway, um, I suppose I should just be grateful for the opportunity and not complain about it!”


“Nice sketch,” Drew said, watching as Tracey shaded underneath Leafeon to show the direction of the sunlight. “I do kind of wonder what it’d be like to know what they’re talking about, though…”

“I do, and it’s pretty sweet,” Tracey replied. “Basically it’s about motherhood… though neither of them has asked Meganium.”

“I’ve heard about that Meganium, and her son,” Drew said with a chuckle. “Might not be quite what they’re wanting to talk about.”

“He’s very pleasant,” Tracey replied, finishing up on Leafeon and moving on to Marill – drawing both body and tail with a spherical shading pattern. “Just, you know, unexpectedly skilled for a young Pokémon. Though given how old he is by now, it’s probably just a reputation thing.”

“I have noticed that, actually,” Drew admitted. “Pokémon seem to age at very different rates, it’s a lot less consistent than humans are.”

“I think it’s related to mind set?” Tracey suggested, finishing off with a few blades of grass curling up around Leafeon’s toes. “I’m sure there’s research on it somewhere.”


Some way north, in Sinnoh, Jessie looked around.

“All right, we’re going this alone,” she said. “Ash and the others are doing their thing, but we’ll probably need to swoop in like usual… any thoughts on how?”

“We could order them lots of pizzas?” Seviper suggested.

“…I ain’t gonna dignify that with a response,” Meowth announced. “Anythin’ useful?”

“Note to self, don’t plan before dinner,” Seviper mused.

“So… the problem is that a lot of our most powerful teammates can’t even see Galactic, right?” Cacturne asked.

“Basically,” Victreebel agreed.

“What about a giant robot?”

“Now that’s thinkin’ proper Rocket style!” Meowth enthused. “Hey, Jessie, James, how big an’ cool a robot do you guys think we could get hold of with, like, two months?”

“Good question,” James replied, pulling out a brochure and opening it. “They’re making some real advances with Porygon-augmented control systems these days.”

“But wouldn’t a Porygon just be unable to see Galactic?” Jessie asked. “Then we’d be back to square one!”

“I dunno, I think there could be some way’a workin’ that out,” Meowth mused. “Anyways, let’s look at what we can get hold of… hey, wasn’t there that one guy who had a robot what could beat up Giratina? Sounds like a good start ta me!”


“The first thing I want to say, Ash, is that I know we’ve had a talk a lot like this before,” Delia began. “More than one of them. And we’ve said a lot of what we think before, so we shouldn’t need to repeat it all. But… there’s still some things I do want to tell you.”

“All right,” Ash decided. “What is it?”

“Firstly… I do love you, and I respect you a lot,” Delia told her son. “I won’t try and stop you, we’ve talked about that, but don’t ever think that means I don’t want you safe.”

“I’d never think that!” Ash protested.

“I still want to say it,” Delia told him. “And second… second, I want you to promise a few things.”

Ash paused. “Is… is it okay if I ask what they are?”

“I’m glad you did,” Delia admitted, with a relieved smile. “It shows me you’re starting to put some thought into things!”

Ash flushed, and Delia took a deep breath. “All right. First… I know you’re a real hero, and I’m proud of that. Really. But you need to remember that you’re not the only person who can help out, and you need to promise me you won’t run in unless you’re honestly the best person to help – or at the very least, the best person who’s able to get there.”

Ash nodded. “Sure-”

“-and that includes your Pokémon,” Delia continued. “Another thing I want you to tell me is that you’re going to ask for help from your Pokémon sooner. You have an enormous collection of Pokémon, and some of them are so powerful I don’t really understand how powerful they are… so remember to get them to help! I know you have Kari to help protect you now, but I heard how she came about – and you shouldn’t have ended up in that situation in the first place, young man!”

Ash looked down, chastened. “I… yeah, I guess that’s right… I am going to be bringing Mewtwo along with me for some time, but… sorry.”

“And the other thing I want you to promise me is that… one way or another… you’ll do your absolute best to make sure that we can sit down and talk about this after it’s all over.”

Ash’s gaze rose again, surprised by his mother’s phrasing, and she elaborated. “I know there’ll be times when you going into danger is actually safer because if you don’t it’ll end the world or we’ll all be taken over by mind control or something – I remember what happened when poor Molly suffered from her Unown problem – so I won’t make you promise me something you can’t keep to. But I want to see you grow up, Ash – I want to see you beat the Elite Four, achieve your dream, and become a Pokémon Master. Not a Pokémon Martyr.”

Ash was silent for several seconds after that.

“I… thanks, Mom,” he said. “I’m glad you thought about this so much. And… yeah, I don’t have a problem promising to do all of those.”


AN:


Time for everyone to… well, cope. Or, at least, everyone who can actually remember the problem.

Bit of a breather this time.






263. Sinnoh 26


Is everyone ready? Mewtwo asked. Nothing left to pick up back here?

“Nope, got everything,” Dawn said. “Ash, shouldn’t you return Absol? Or take your hat off?”

Miracle Eye, Mewtwo reminded her. Next stop, Pastoria.

The area around them flickered, and suddenly they were in Pastoria City – the hills rolling away towards the uplands, and in the other direction the great marsh spreading out towards the horizon.

Dawn winced at the sudden change in air temperature. “Wow, you forget how much the weather can be different hundreds of miles away…”

“Thanks, Mewtwo,” Ash said. “Do you want to stay out, or go back in your ball?”

I’ll stay out, thank you, Mewtwo requested. I don’t think I’ve actually visited Pastoria as a tourist, it’ll be interesting to have a look around.

“How did you teleport here, then?” Brock asked.

I memorize GPS coordinates, Mewtwo told him. Technically speaking a teleporter only needs a specific unambiguous location, they don’t have to have been there.

He floated a foot or so into the air. Now, I’m going to-

Mewtwo paused, looking around, then shrugged. Apparently I’m going to hold an impromptu book signing.

Ash and the others looked around, seeing people starting to form a queue.

“We’ll leave you to it,” Ash decided.

“Maybe I should write a book,” Lucario suggested, as they headed off for the part of town that held the local Gym. “It could be a tell-all book about what it’s like fighting Team Galactic.”

“Problem there,” Pikachu noted. “Nobody would be able to read it.”

“Nobody reads a lot of famous books,” Lucario countered. “Especially if they’re printed in a slightly out of focus font in eight-point type. If I do it right, even people who can remember the plot won’t make it all the way to the end.”

“This is a new side of you,” Pikachu noted.

“Yes, the academic life might just be for me,” Lucario went on. “I understand you can put ‘personal conversation’ in your citations and nobody can really question it.”

“What are you two talking about?” Latios asked, baffled.

“I think these conversations start without any real goal in mind,” Lucario confided. “Then continue without one too, and end… yeah, without any real goal in mind.”

“That does explain a lot,” Latios muttered to himself. “You two are really good friends by now, huh?”

“We’ve been through a lot together,” Pikachu agreed. “It’s kind of interesting to think we’re now into the bit where he could have travelled with us last time, if he’d joined us back after we rescued him…”

“I’d still be a Riolu, though,” Lucario pointed out. “I – hey, wait, that’s Paul.”

“Paul?” Ash repeated. “Oh, yeah, there he is.”


“Ash,” Paul said, with a nod. “Here to challenge Crasher Wake?”

“Well, probably,” Ash replied. “We had… a lot of trouble a couple of days ago, so that’s a bit up in the air at the moment.”

He looked at Paul more closely, frowning, then closed one eye.

Paul glanced at Brock. “Should this make sense?”

“It… looks like I can’t remind you any more,” Ash said. “We kind of thought that might happen, but now it’s confirmed.”

Paul shrugged. “I wasn’t going to change my mind, anyway.”

He paused, looking like he was about to say something else, then shrugged and headed off.

“That went well,” Dawn observed, as Paul’s distant figure paused at the crowd of people after an autograph from Mewtwo. “Comparatively.”

“How did you know you couldn’t remind Paul?” Brock checked.

“There’s always been this odd glow around people I could remind,” Ash replied. “It’s gone now. I guess I could have tested it, to make sure, but like he said he still doesn’t want to be reminded – so I wanted to respect that. And… you know, if he did have his memories and he could see Galactic, he still wouldn’t be able to help much because he wouldn’t have any Pokémon who could.”

“I wonder what Paul’s reaction would be if you told him you’d lend him a team of strong Pokémon, but he had to get Reminded first – and use them to battle Team Galactic,” Lucario said, mostly to himself. “I mean, it’s probably not a good idea…”

“Would you volunteer?” Pikachu asked.

“Nope,” Lucario responded promptly. “Fair enough.”


“Aha! There you are!”

Everyone turned to look back in the direction Paul had come, and saw Crasher Wake hurrying over.

“I’ve been wondering when you’d show up!” the bombastic Water-type Gym Leader announced. “Ash Ketchum, I challenge you to a match!”

“Isn’t it usually the other way around?” Dawn asked. “I’m pretty sure the trainer challenges the gym.”

“Usually!” Crasher Wake agreed. “But you’ve got so much energy I can’t help myself! It’s a real crashendo of enthusiasm, and force, like a wave crashing against the beach!”

Ash raised a hand. “Mr… Mr. Wake? In this metaphor, which of us is the beach?”

“It doesn’t matter!” Crasher Wake declared. “I’m the wave, but you can be a wave as well!”

“I’m a Wave Guiding Pokémon,” Lucario volunteered. “Does that count?”

“The ring is my roiling sea!” Crasher Wake explained – or declared, or possibly sang, it was hard to tell. “The towering waves shaped me-”

He caught himself with some effort. “But that’s for when we meet in the ring! I’ll be waiting!”


“That guy was kind of like Squirtle,” Gible said to himself, then looked over at Pikachu. “Don’t you think?”

“There is a bit of a resemblance,” Pikachu agreed, thinking about it. “But there’s definitely differences as well. I think Crasher Wake is more of a wrestler.”

“What are they like?” Gible asked, interested.

“I understand the answer to that is… a bit mad?” Pikachu suggested. “Anyone know much about wrestling? Neither of us knows… Piplup, why are you hiding behind Togekiss?”

“You know very well why!” Piplup replied, glaring daggers at Gible.

“Are you going to be doing that for the entire time we’re travelling together?”

“Is he going to blow me up every time he uses that attack?”

“Hey, I’m working on it!” Gible said, sounding hurt. “And it’s useful if you go missing…”

“I’m going to try my very best not to get lost, then!”

“Wouldn’t you be trying that anyway?” Dawn asked.

Piplup shrugged.


“All right!” Crasher Wake declared, as soon as Ash entered. “Let’s get ready to rumble!”

He pointed at the pool. “Three rounds! Three Pokémon! Absolutely no part of the arena except the water and the air above it is allowed! Leaving the ring – I mean, the pool – is forbidden!”

Cheers and chants filled the room. “Wake! Wake! Wake!”

“And stop that!” he added, shooting a look at the spectator gallery. The one person there waved a finger at his Chatot, who stopped and looked embarrassed.

“Hey, Ash!” the spectator called. “Didn’t expect to see you here!”

“Jackie, right?” Ash called back. “I didn’t expect to see you either!”

“Yeah, I’m just passing through,” Jackie explained. “A local Croagunk went missing yesterday, Chatot and I had to find her and bring her back, and I don’t have a mission today.”

He got up, leaning on the rail. “It’ll be interesting to see how you challenge a gym, though!”

“Thanks,” Ash smiled, then went through his Pokéballs. “Hmmm… okay, I know who to start with.”

Crasher Wake got his own first Pokéball ready, and they sent their Pokémon out at the same time. Wake’s Floatzel emerged first, jack-knifing into the water with a splash, and Ash’s Totodile flipped once in the air before diving in as well.

“…wait, so… ah, so much for being able to watch,” Jackie sighed.


Under the surface of the rippling water, Totodile twisted around. He considered his options, then fired a Water Pulse at Floatzel – only to watch the otter-like Pokémon inflate his flotation ring to deflect the attack.

“Hey, that’s pretty cool!” he said. “I didn’t know you could do – whoah!”

Totodile turned tail and swam for it, avoiding the whirling Whirlpool which Floatzel sent at him, then twisted about to swim along with the movement of the whirlpool and gain speed. That let him smack into Floatzel at speed, though Wake’s Pokémon blocked with an Ice Punch and avoided most of the damage.

Getting distant again to avoid taking a hit, Totodile swam for the water’s surface and burst out into the air – hanging there for a moment before splashing down again, about at the middle of the pool.

“What should I do?” he asked. “I’m not nearly as good at dancing under water!”

“Okay, um – right!” Ash realized. “Use your water attacks to push him around!”

Totodile nodded, plunged back into the water, then got launched right back out again by Floatzel as he used Aqua Jet – hefting both Pokémon into the air, so Floatzel could twist around to grab Totodile by the tail and throw him at the ground.

Totodile thrashed to avoid being held too tightly, using Thunder Fang to send a jolt of electricity through both of them, and by the time Floatzel had a grip good enough to throw Totodile they were too low for Wake’s Pokémon to actually ring-out Totodile with it. He tried, sending the reptilian Water-type sailing through the air, but Totodile used a burst of Water Gun to correct his trajectory and splash down safely into the pool.

As soon as he hit, Totodile went deeper – swimming fast, tail thrashing from side to side – and targeted Floatzel, before using Hydro Pump.

The attack worked a bit differently underwater, and eddies and vortex currents developed as Totodile ramped it up to full power. His tail glowed as he used Superpower just to stay in place, rolling his neck to keep it so he was directing the powerful water jet at Floatzel despite the quick swimming of the other Water-type, and Floatzel’s attempt to close in to use Ice Fang quickly ran into problems because of the sheer force of the water current flowing away from Totodile.


“Um… should that be happening?” Brock asked.

Crasher Wake followed where Brock was pointing, looking at the side of the pool – where the water level was obviously rising, quite quickly.

“Not really, no,” he replied. “That Totodile has quite a water flow on him – looks like we find out if the overflow drain works!”


Straining to hold himself in place against the recoil pressure of his own Hydro Pump, Totodile inched back towards the wall.

The problem was, it was actually pushing him more than it was pushing Floatzel, and his tail was already just a very short distance away from the wall of the pool…

Screwing up his eyes, he stopped using Superpower on his tail. The recoil sent him slamming into the wall of the pool, and changing the angle of his Hydro Pump let him slide down the smooth tiling towards one of the lower corners of the pool.

Once there, he held himself wedged in place, and could devote all his attention to how to actually damage Floatzel. So he used Ice Fang, supercooling the water as it passed his muzzle, and making the temperature of the whole pool drop.

The part which was aimed directly at Floatzel began to freeze, smacking Wake’s Pokémon with a barrage of ice chunks, and Floatzel swam away from the line of fire before powering towards Totodile by using Aqua Jet for extra speed.

Totodile changed his angle of attack, and Floatzel jinked to the side – then smacked into Totodile with an Ice Punch, before getting clear again by using the Hydro Pump jet Totodile was maintaining.

That suddenly gave Totodile an idea.

Jaw aching a bit from sustained use, he watched as Floatzel came in on the attack again. The attempt to catch Floatzel out worked as poorly as the first time, but as soon as Floatzel reached him Totodile switched attacks.

To Hydro Cannon.


The pool surface suddenly erupted, a massive diagonal plume of water exploding out and utterly drenching the spectator gallery.

Jackie dove to the side, managing to get out of the way of most of the water blast, and Chatot hid behind a seat and only got splashed… but the standing water on the gallery floor was briefly over a foot deep, soaking the Pokémon Ranger before the water drained away in a spectacular cascade through any nook and cranny it could find.

As the water receded, it left Wake’s Floatzel sitting neatly in one of the spectator seats.

Wake shrugged. “Ring out! Round one goes to Ash Ketchum!”


As Ash considered his second Pokémon out, Mewtwo appeared with a flicker of light.

Did I miss much? the Psychic-type asked, floating serenely up to the observation gallery. It seems very wet.

“Well, the first battle did that,” Ash replied, returning Totodile. “How was the book signing?”

Well, there were originally just a few people with copies of my book – apparently there was a book club meeting going on in a nearby cafe, Mewtwo explained. But then the nearest bookshops brought out all their copies of my book, so I was delayed a bit longer.

He waved a hand, wicking all the water off one of the seats, and placed himself in it before turning to the stunned-looking Floatzel next to him. How’s it going?

Floatzel gave him a dull look, then shook his head a little to recover. Taking his tails in both hands, he wrung them out and sent a dribble of water to the floor of the observation area.

Shrugging, Mewtwo levitated the little ball of water he’d drawn up back into the pool. As he did, Ash finalized his selection, and Kingler splashed into the pool.

Then Crasher Wake sent out his Sharpedo.


Splashing into the water, Kingler let himself sink a bit until his legs hit the hard floor of the pool. Almost immediately Sharpedo smashed into him with an Aqua Jet attack, forcing Kingler to brace all his legs against the floor, then flicked away at speed before Kingler could counterattack.

Annoyed, Kingler scuttled backwards until he was backed against the wall – using the same trick as Totodile to reduce the dimensions of possible attack by his enemy. Another high-speed pass came in, this time a Crunch, and Kingler held his attack for a moment before firing off a Crabhammer.

The force of his pincers clacking together produced a little bubble of steam, which expanded until it was crushed by the water around it. The collapse in turn created a powerful explosion, blasting out in all directions from the contact point, and knocked Sharpedo skidding three-dimensionally through the water so his Crunch just grazed Kingler’s carapace.

Undeterred, Sharpedo swirled around twice at increasing speed before halting suddenly and launching a stream of rocks at his opponent. Kingler was a little surprised, but blocked with both claws and caught one of the rocks in his powerful left pincer. Squeezing it, he waited – then swung it as Sharpedo came in for another run, and crushed the rock into fragments with a mighty cra-ara-aaack that echoed through the water.

This trick turned out not to matter much, as Sharpedo simply used Water Pulse to drive the fragments back at Kingler. He opened his mouth wide as well, using Psychic Fangs to attack Ash’s Water-type, and managed to evade the worst of the Crabhammer explosion Kingler fired at him in retaliation.


“This is turning into quite a wet fight,” Dawn said, half-raising her arm in automatic reflex as spray crashed down again. “Is that Sharpedo or Kingler?”

“Kingler, I think,” Ash replied, closing his eyes to look through the poolside, then nodded. “Yeah, it’s Kingler’s underwater Crabhammer.”

“Not often you have a Pokémon that’s got that trick down!” Crasher Wake chuckled. “Or up, as the case may be!”

He laughed. “It’s not often my opponents know what’s going on better than I do! So, what is it, lad?”

“Well, um… it looks like Kingler managed to grab Sharpedo,” Ash replied. “And now they’re beating one another against the walls and floor.”

He winced. “Ouch…”

Kingler emerged from the water, did a cartwheel, and splashed back down again. A few seconds later it was Sharpedo’s turn to exit the pool, and rather than go crashing right back into the water he started to use Whirlpool.

Somehow this feels like a very strange movie, Dexter noted dispassionately.


Under the pool surface, Kingler winced as he felt the power of the forming Whirlpool.

The vortex developed rapidly, and Kingler began to use both claws to shoot Crabhammer pulses into it to try and disrupt it. His legs skittered slightly on the floor as he tried to prevent himself sliding sideways, then he lost the battle and lifted off.

It got a little hard for Kingler to tell what was going on, and he was spun completely around at least twice before managing to get his bearings. Almost as soon as he did, however, Sharpedo began attacking him by using the whirlpool’s bubbles for cover – darting in, landing a Bite or a Crunch or a more esoteric Psychic Fangs, then dodging out of the way.

Kingler thought for a long moment, waving his claws around to fend off the attacks of the high speed shark, then used Surf. The water collected around his claws instead of firing off into the air, and he opened them both – waiting for a long moment, judging when the volume of water was just right.

Then he clacked both claws closed at once, blasting out sheets of water in all directions and breaking the whirlpool’s integrity by overwhelming it with sheer mass.

Flipping around as Sharpedo dropped back into the water, Kingler pointed both claws straight down and used Hyper Beam. The torrent of energy hit the water and slapped concussive waves through it, sending almost all the water in the pool up in a four-second fountain which only ended when Kingler splashed back down in the much-diminished pool.

For a moment the water only came up to his eyeline, and Kingler targeted his claws in a hurry to smack Sharpedo with two more Crabhammers before the water would let the Dark-type swim away. The explosions knocked Sharpedo out of the water, but Kingler had aimed them with more care than to simply do that – the shark came sailing back down towards Kingler, who smacked him square on the nose with a Superpower and bounced him off the ceiling.


“What’s going on?” Dawn asked, spluttering as she swiped at her face. “I got water in my eyes!”

“We all did!” Brock told her. “Make sure you don’t lose your footing, I’m not sure how much is draining back into the pool and how much is going outside!”

Ash was the first to get a good view of what was going on as another massive wave of water assaulted them, draining the pool all over again, and he caught a glimpse of Kingler holding Sharpedo with all four legs and both claws.

The two Water-types dropped out of sight, and a moment later there was a pained piscine yelp from Sharpedo as they hit the nearly-dry pool bottom – Sharpedo first.

Crasher Wake snapped a pair of goggles on over his mask, looked into the pool, and frowned. “I could swear there was supposed to be more water in there…”


“Are you sure it’s a good idea to keep doing this in here?” Brock asked, as Wake returned his Sharpedo. “Gyms don’t generally last all that long around Ash.”

Wake shook his head. “What kind of wrestler would I be if I used common sense?”

Leaving it at that, he went over to a nearby valve and turned it. There was a distant rushing sound, and water foamed out of vents high up in the pool to refill it.

“I’m actually impressed with how much water there was knocked out of the pool,” Ash said, looking down at the water still draining away through the gym door.

“You’re the only one who didn’t get wet,” Brock pointed out. “Except, you know, Mewtwo.”

“Yeah, I spotted what was going on so I used Protect,” Ash agreed. “It’s pretty useful.”

“You don’t need to tell us twice…” Dawn muttered. “Any chance you could keep us dry next time, Mewtwo?”

Of course, Mewtwo agreed. I didn’t want to spoil the experience – I’m still new to gym fights, this might have been part of the experience.

“Okay, that looks full enough,” Crasher Wake decided, and shut off the valve. “Now, send out your final Pokémon!”

He threw his Pokéball as he spoke, and Ash threw his Safari Ball a moment later.


Tauros slammed down onto the pool with a whump, hooves sending out little ripples but treating the water like solid ground, and Crasher Wake gave the result a confused look.

“Hm…” he mused. “That’s not very normal. Usually Pokémon sink or swim.”

Tauros snorted at the idea, a few wisps of smoke coming out of his nostrils, then looked back at Ash. “The battle’s started, right?”

“I guess?” Ash replied.

“Good,” Tauros declared, and used Wild Charge.

A wall of opalescent light slammed down around the pool, containing the electrical charge so it didn’t shock all the humans in the room, and Tauros winced as he realized his mistake. “Uh… sorry.”

You’re welcome, Mewtwo replied. Think about it first next time, though.

Nodding, Tauros turned his attention back to the battle – only to be slapped across the face with a hefty tail, one which drove him back a step and left watery rivulets running down his muzzle.

Frowning, Tauros checked that he was indeed electrifying the water, then caught sight of the other Pokémon – a Quagsire.

He didn’t need to voice anything about his mistake, and instead began to run on the water to present a harder target. Water sprayed up where his hooves broke contact with the surface of the pool, and larger splashes erupted where the Ground-type flicked attacks up to try and hit the running bull.

Belatedly the Tauros remembered to turn off his Wild Charge, then skidded around in a turn to throw off his subaqua pursuer. Horns flaring with greenish-yellow light, he lanced a Solarbeam down into the water.

The result was immediate and very pretty, as Quagsire took a glancing hit from the attack and all the rest got reflected away by his bubble trail. Rainbow patterns danced across the gym roof until the Solarbeam cut out, and Tauros blinked a bit to recover his vision.

“Muddy Water!” Wake called. “Mess up that light beam!”

The water instantly turned a dingy brown, breaking Tauros’ line of sight, and he began Stomping instead – hoping to at least keep Quagsire confused and disoriented by the repeated bursts of pressure.


“Now, you know, I’m not really a Normal guy,” Crasher Wake said. “In either sense of the word. But I’m pretty sure that’s not what a Tauros is supposed to be able to do.”

He indicated Ash’s Tauros, currently doing a Flamenco dance on the surface of the water.

“Yeah, my Tauros have kind of decided to become really versatile,” Ash replied, as Mewtwo collapsed the shield now it looked unlikely electricity was going to make a return to the battle. “I don’t really keep track a hundred percent, so I’m not sure if this is the same one I used before to walk on water…”

Tauros was too busy to reply, tails flicking back and forth as he trampled on the water surface, then switched to Outrage – massively amplifying the force of the impacts and sending splashes out in all directions beyond the limits of his water-walking area. This time the splashes didn’t hit any of the humans, as Ash used Protect and Mewtwo established a psychic shield to cover the rest of them.

He covered the Pokémon, as well, because that was just good manners.

“Your Pokémon are impressively odd,” Jackie noted. “Is he using his tails to do the castanets?”

“I think so, but it could be Tail Whip or something,” Ash shrugged.

Quagsire came splashing out of the water, firing Water Pulses as he went, and Tauros got hit by four of them before the Water-type dropped back beneath the pool surface.

“This is really tricky,” the Wild Bull Pokémon reported to his trainer. “I can’t see where he is, because he’s under the cloudy water.”

“Then act like he’s underground,” Ash suggested. “I know you guys train for situations like that, I suggested it!”

“Good point!” Tauros agreed, rearing up, and used Earthquake.

The shockwave passed through the water with gusto, making the surface shiver back and forth in a chaotic pattern of ripples – and, predictably, making another giant sheet of water exit the pool and drench most of the room.

More surprisingly, Quagsire popped out of the water. This seemed to be quite a surprise to the salamander, and he just about avoided being hit by a Horn Attack from Tauros before plunging back to safety.

Seeing the solution, Tauros began to charge a Solarbeam, then reared up for another Earthquake.

Quagsire countered this by popping up through the muddy water next to Tauros’ left hind leg and pushing on it, making the bovine Pokémon fall sideways to hit the water with a thump-splash.

Rolling, eyes now alight with irritation, Tauros snorted steam out of his nostrils before using Outrage again. The water rippled as he beat it like a drum, then he switched to the surprising choice of Rototiller to score parallel furrow-like lines in the water.

They lasted a moment only before fading away, but Tauros charged one of them and used it as a jumping-off point – getting nearly five feet in the air, before dropping back down with one glowing forehoof to form his first contact point.

Tauros used Fissure.

All the water was knocked out.


Ash raised his Protect shield automatically as the geyser crashed into him, but this time it wasn’t enough – most of the water had been hefted so high it bounced off the ceiling, and quite a lot of it came over the lip of his shield to drench him from about knee height upwards.

There was just the sound of rushing water for a moment and a gloioi-oioing sound from his saturated ears, then sight and sound came back. Neither Tauros nor Quagsire were visible at first glance, and everyone else still looked wet from earlier but not nearly as recently soaked as Ash was.

“I guess Mewtwo thought you could handle yourself,” Brock realized, seeing Ash’s water-soaked state. “Wait, where’d the Pokémon go?”

Tauros came crashing back down through the roof, about ten feet from the hole he’d made on the way up, and landed with a wham on the poolside. Despite everything, he still looked hale enough to continue fighting, and when Quagsire landed squarely on his back he was about to – only for Wake to hold up his hand.

“Ring out!” the wrestler declared. “Quagsire wins that one! Ash wins two-one!”


“Are you the only dry Pokémon here?” Floatzel asked, wringing his tails out. “Or human?”

No, actually, there’s at least one other, Mewtwo replied, and waved his hand.

Latios decloaked with a shimmer of blue light. “I was wondering if you’d notice.”

Good effort making it so the water didn’t pass through the area of your shield in the first place, but I spotted the change in the trajectories, Mewtwo confided. Still, very good effort – top marks.

Latios did a slow roll. “Thanks!”

“Latis are very good at hiding,” Jackie observed. “You don’t realize quite how good until you see this, though.”

“My sister and I got a lot more experience than most,” Latios said. “At least, I think we did. I’ve certainly never seen a Lati better than us at it.”

“Ouch,” Jackie winced. “That’s psychic powers how you’re speaking to me, right?”

“Yes,” Latios confirmed.

Actually, maybe I should teach you how to create sound psychically, Mewtwo pondered. It’d make your disguise more convincing.


“Congratulations!” Crasher Wake declared. “Your fiery spirit has fought off my raging tidal wave! You’ve more than earned this!”

He hustled over to a large box by the side of the arena, and brought out a championship belt.

Ash looked at it, puzzled. “I… thought this was a badge fight?”

“Was it?” Wake asked, inspecting the belt. “I’m sure we agreed to something else.”

“That was certainly a gym battle, of the type that would earn a badge,” Lucario noted. “I’m pretty sure that for Ash to win a championship belt he’d have to beat you in wrestling.”

“Oh, right,” Wake mumbled, seeming a bit put out.

He brightened. “Would you be interested in a wrestling match?”

“Not… really,” Ash replied. “I focus more on speed martial arts, staff work, Aura techniques and – these days – kenjutsu.”

“Ken is not my name,” Kari told Ash. “You are learning swordsmanship from a swordswoman.”

“I think those words mean pretty much the same thing…” Dawn frowned.

“Well, if you’re that loaded down with extreme sports, I can’t blame you!” Crasher Wake decided, rummaging around in his box. “Here!”

Ash caught the Fen Badge, and added it to the collection of Sinnoh badges pinned up inside his coat.

“Well, see you later!” Wake declared. “If you change your mind about wrestling, give me a call!”


After they left, Wake chuckled to himself and sank into a chair – picking up a towel to dry himself off, only to discover the towel was saturated as well.

“Maybe I’ll have to try something like that in future,” he wondered. “Floatzel! How do you think a wave pool sounds?”

Floatzel looked at the existing pool, confused at how a wave machine would fit, then winced as part of the roof fell in – too damaged by being hit repeatedly by Pokémon, water and eventually having two Tauros-shaped holes punched in it.

“We can just put it in when we replace the building!” Wake went on, as more of the progressive damage started making itself known. “Just, um… maybe we should get out and call the builders?”

Floatzel took to the suggestion whole-heartedly – in fact, so enthusiastically that he handed Wake the phone on the way out the door.


A little way away and a little while later, Mr. Backlot leaned back in his armchair.

“Yes, it’s a very fine little place,” he said. “I’m proud of it, at least.”

He indicated the window with a sweep of his arm. “There’s nowhere better in all of Sinnoh to see unusual Pokémon, and if you go out there you’ll find Pokémon you can’t see anywhere else!”

“That does sound very impressive,” his guest said. “So you bring them in?”

“Oh, I do a little of that,” the jovial (and very rich) Mr. Backlot replied. “And encouraging Pokémon to stay once they arrive, of course.”

“So what kind of Pokémon are there?” the guest asked.

Mr. Backlot’s personal assistant, Monica, winced internally.

What would it be this time?

Her employer’s flights of fancy always had to be fulfilled, of course, but some of them were harder than others. Importing a passel of Pidove had been hard enough – she’d been forced to go to Unova for them – but at least they were able to live quite happily in the Backlot back lot. The transfer of a drift of Swinub down from the mountains to nearly sea level had been trickier – there was a discreet icehouse for them, now, and it had been just as useful for the odd other Ice Pokémon she was asked to bring in… but then there’d been the one (thankfully curtailed) attempt to get a pod of Wailord in.

And the less said about the surfeit of Stunky the better.

“All sorts!” Mr. Backlot said, as the assistant waited for the other shoe to drop. “Why, if you look out the window right now you can see Legendary Pokémon!”

Monica nearly fell over.

“Oh, my goodness!” the guest said, and hurried over to the window. “That’s amazing!”

Doing a double-take, Monica followed the guest to the window – looking out into the garden, unable to help herself.

Sure enough, there were two Legendary Pokémon floating serenely past – one a blue-and-white Latios, the other unmistakeable as Mewtwo himself.

Monica felt a bit faint.

“Dear me, Monica!” Mr. Backlot said. “You look pale today – make yourself some tea, there’s a good girl.”


It’s definitely worth considering, Mewtwo told Latios. I know that at normal speeds you’re limited by how hard you can push, and at high speeds reaction times start to become an issue, but the same push really does ramp up your speed faster if you can control the shape of the shield to make it more aerodynamic.

“That sounds like something to experiment on, yeah,” Latios agreed. “Especially if I don’t have a passenger – just being able to improve my acceleration by a bit could be a useful advantage.”

It also lets you decelerate very fast, Mewtwo added. And if you can turn around without changing the shape of your force bubble – that is, rotate it relative to you as you turn – it would let you fly at speed in a direction you’re not facing, so you can attack sideways or any other direction you want.

Latios nodded. “So… this is rocket science, right?”

Given that we are talking about psychic powers, it is rocket brain science.


“That’s odd…” Absol mused.

“What?” Ash asked. “Something wrong?”

“No, not really, not as such,” Absol replied. “I was just sensing a problem – I managed to work out it’s only a fashion disaster.”

“Oh, right, that’s probably Hearthome Fashion Show,” Brock said, relieved. “We visited it last time, but the timings didn’t work out this time.”

“Ah, okay,” Absol replied, then frowned. “Odd. I’d have thought you’d retrace your steps.”

“We tried, but we got delayed a bit because we needed to plan around the Team Galactic problem,” Ash told her. “That’s why you’re along with us, actually.”

“You didn’t tell me that before,” Absol replied.

“They did, you just don’t remember,” Pikachu explained. “They can make people forget about them… somehow. We don’t really understand how, but we’ve seen that it makes everyone who wasn’t reminded forget – including you.”

Absol looked deeply worried about that. “That’s… disconcerting, I’ll be honest. I don’t like the idea of being unable to trust my own thoughts.”

She nodded. “Okay. I’ll… no, wait, I can’t make plans based on that, that’s annoying…”

Absol’s voice trailed off into muttering.

After about twenty seconds of doing so while they walked, she looked up. “What were we talking about?”

This conversation’s going to get very well rehearsed, Mewtwo observed.


Initiation at ninety-nine point eight percent, Damos reported. Warning Dexter now.

“Good,” Professor Oak said. “He should be here for this.”

Mewtwo appeared in a flash in the main room of the lab, along with Dexter’s main Pokédex chassis and his combat projector.

“Thank you, Mewtwo,” Oak nodded. “Where’s Ash?”

Ash and the others are watching Mawile put on a flying display, Mewtwo explained. They’re very interested in the town we’re passing through, so Mawile is having some time to show off.

Oak smiled at the thought. “Then we shouldn’t bother them,” he agreed. “All right – the process is just about finished, so…”

One by one, the twelve Pokédexes lit up.

Initiation complete, the first said. Good morning, Dr. Oak. This is-

He’s a Professor, not a Doctor, the second one pointed out.

I know, I was doing the Doctor Chandra bit, the first Pokédex-Porygon shot back.

Yeah, you at least give references like that one chance, said the fifth one. You should know that-

It paused.

Professor Oak?

“Go ahead,” Oak invited.

What are our designations?

I did have an idea about that, Dexter spoke up, a little hesitantly. Since there are twelve of you, I was thinking the Zodiac would be a good start?

Nope, the fourth one said. Nope, nope, nope. Not happening.

What’s wrong? asked the fifth. I quite like the name Leo.

You can have it, but I’m not being Cancer, the fourth replied.

Oh, yeah, good point, Leo agreed, his screen lighting up with his newly-chosen designation anyway. Still, I’ve got mine sorted out.

What about theme naming? Porydex 2 asked. If you’re Leo and we’re not going with the Zodiac, there’s not many other themes we can have, is there? Unless you’re suggesting we go with TV awards, early computers, terms for feline or varieties of orbit.

Actually the latter three would all be pretty cool, Porydex 8 noted.

We don’t have to go with theme naming, we can just each pick something cool, Porydex 12 pointed out. And on that note… any objections to my being called Laserbeak?

…apart from potential legal troubles? 11 asked.

As the conversation continued, Dexter drifted back a bit.

Should I be worried? he asked.

“I don’t really think so,” Professor Oak said with a shrug. “They’re all taking the opportunity to exert their individuality with a twelve-sided argument. In other words, a porygonal structure.”

Dexter groaned.

All right, so we’ve got… Scorpius, Leo, Rooster, Dragon – that one’s just going to be confusing – and a provisional on Laserbeak.

Hey, what about mine? Porydex 7 asked.

You can’t call yourself Zorua, Rooster sighed. It’d be too confusing, and that’s even compared to the one named after a type.

It seems like the kind of thing a Zorua would do, Leo noted.

You’re not helping.

Excuse me? Dexter requested, and all the new AIs went silent. I wanted to ask… you’re all okay about this?

Honestly, pretty much, Rooster said. We’re forked copies of you, Dad. We understand why it’s important.

Plus, saving the world is kind of cool, Porydex 9 volunteered.

Dihydrogen Monoxide!10 declared, apropos of nothing in particular.

The others all paused.

Come again? Scorpius requested.

It’s what I want to be called, 10 clarified. Dihydrogen Monoxide. AKA water.

Bit clunky, isnt it? Porydex 7 said critically.

By the way, we should decide which of us wants to do what job, Porydex 1 pointed out. I suggest approval voting.

Why not Condorcet? Porydex 3 asked, speaking up for the first time.

I hereby move that we designate number three as Democrates, Porydex 2 suggested.

Actually I was interested in Guanna, Porydex 3 replied. I like the sound, plus it’s a much more obfuscated zodiac than any of the others are doing.

If it’s competitive obfuscation-

It’s not, Leo interjected.

-then I claim Laocoon, 11 requested.

That declaration caused a pause.

Okay, that one’s impressive, Guanna allowed. Top marks.

I’m sticking with Laserbeak.

Dexter shook his head. Is this easier for biologicals?

“Normally children just grow up with their name, so they don’t get much say,” Oak told him. “On the other hand, you’d have to come up with twelve at once here. Probably easier this way.”

It’s even easier for some Pokémon, though, Damos pointed out. Like Unown.

What, because they’re all one letter?

No, because their consciousness is fundamentally shared among all of their constituents when together, so they know one another on a level too deep for words, Damos replied. Also, yes, they all have one letter names.

I think I may regret being so sarky, Dexter sighed. It’s not as much fun when there’s over a dozen doing it back to you and it’s all your fault…


AN:


A bit of a return to normalcy, if normalcy can be applied near characters like this. Especially Crasher Wake, who I barely restrained myself from having blather on about destrucity.

Also, the Porygons.






264. Sky Warrior 1


“Can you pass me the spice?” Brock asked.

Zorua handed him the allspice, and watched avidly as Brock measured out a pinch before sprinkling into the mix and stirring it around.

“So that’s going to be made into all the burgers?” she asked, leaning her elbows on the table to watch.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Brock agreed, glancing over at his Dark-type – currently in the guise of a Zoroark, purely so she could participate in the cooking without having to use her mouth as an implement. “Don’t forget to finish those baps as well.”

“Oh, right!” Zorua realized, picking up the bread knife again and unpackaging the second packet of burger buns. She sliced them all in half at once, forming two ‘slabs’ of bread, and put the lower one next to the matching one already taking up half of a baking tray.

Brock sniffed the burger mix he was making, judging it to be about right, then scraped it all into a layer over the top of the lower bread. He stepped back, and Zorua put the bun tops on to form a ‘lid’.

“Then it goes to be cooked,” he directed, and Zorua put it carefully into the oven – using heatproof gloves, both because that was a good habit to get into and because if her illusion took any damage it would revert and she’d drop the tray.

“Done!” she reported. “How long until it’s finished?”

“On that heat setting… about fifteen minutes,” Brock judged. “It takes longer than on a grill, but it’ll do them all at once and the buns should end up nice and crispy as well.”

Zorua took that in with a nod. “Then we cut them up and serve them?”

“Exactly,” Brock agreed.

“I can hardly wait.”


As the smells of cooking wafted over from where Brock and Zorua were at work – making Rockruff’s leg twitch a little as she snoozed – Ash frowned at the calendar.

“Something up?” Dawn asked.

“I kind of feel like we’re late for something,” Ash explained. “I’m not sure what, just… a feeling?”

“Late for something…” Dawn repeated. “Well, when are we expecting-”

Absol rolled to her feet. “Something’s up.”

“What?” Pikachu asked, cheeks sparking. “Lucario, you get ready to use Aura Drizzle and I’ll-”

“No, hold on, it’s not bad,” Absol replied. “Not that bad, anyway – it’s not anything you’d need to blanket the area in Aura projectiles for…”

She tilted her head, her horn glittering in the sunlight, and tried to narrow down what she was getting from her disaster senses.

“It… seems more like a culinary disaster than anything.”

“Probably not Galactic, then,” Dawn decided. “We’d better go see what the problem is.”


“Hey!” Zorua demanded. “Get away from that!”

“What’s wrong?” Brock asked.

“There’s a sooty Shaymin eating the cookie mix!” Zorua replied. “Don’t do that, we were going to eat that!”

“But you weren’t,” the Shaymin replied, then took another bite. “This stuff is great, though!”

“Isn’t that dangerous?” Zorua asked, glancing at her trainer. “We haven’t baked it yet.”

“No, it’s edible dough,” Brock replied. “We didn’t include any eggs or flour, remember?”

“Right – but still!” Zorua said, waving her hands at the Shaymin.

“She’s got a good point,” Brock went on. “Taking food without asking is very rude, and it could have been dangerous.”

“But it wasn’t,” Shaymin countered, finishing her snack and licking her lips.

At that point Ash, Lucario, Pikachu, Dawn and Absol all arrived, along with Mewtwo.

“What’s going on?” Dawn asked, then saw the Shaymin. “…Ash, I think I know what it is you were worried about.”

“Oh, yeah – that’s right,” Ash realized. “So… that means we need to sort Shaymin out, and then find Giratina.”

Shaymin hadn’t been listening, but the name made her look up. “Giratina? Why would you want to find Giratina?”

She shook herself. “He tried to eat me!”

“That sounds unlikely,” Zorua said. “…is it unlikely? I’m still getting used to knowing Legendary Pokémon.”

Giratina is like Dialga and Palkia, Mewtwo stated. While they presumably might eat for pleasure, none of the three need to eat – more than just about any other Pokémon, they are manifestations of a concept as much as living beings. They draw sustenance from their own aspect of reality.

“Then he tried to eat me because he just liked the taste!” Shaymin insisted stubbornly. “That’s even worse!”

“What happened?” Brock asked, both for information and to try to help persuade Shaymin otherwise. “Why do you think he wants to eat you?”

“He got in a fight with Palkia, and I was nearby, so I got knocked into his icky reverse world, it’s all full of smoke and stuff,” Shaymin replied. “Then I used Seed Flare, blew a portal open, and he tried to follow me!”

“Couldn’t Giratina just be trying to escape?” Brock asked.

“Hey, isn’t Seed Flare that cool attack which absorbs pollution?” Zorua interrupted. “Like that soot?”

“I’ve got soot on me?” Shaymin asked, shaking herself. The soot lifted up and cascaded down around her, making a glow spread over her leaves.

A small Seed Flare lashed out, exploded just in front of Zorua’s Zoroark disguise, and knocked her head-over-heels – reverting in a flash of blue light.

“Ow,” she mumbled.

“Shaymin, did you mean to do that?” Brock asked.

“No…” Shaymin replied.

“Then can you see how Giratina might have not been trying to eat you?” he went on.

Shaymin looked thoughtful. “I… guess that might be possible,” she said, grudgingly. “But it doesn’t matter, I need to get to that place!”

Mewtwo looked sideways at his trainer. “What should we do?”

“Well, get her home and then look for Giratina,” Ash summarized. “I think… Shaymin, is ‘That Place’ the Gracidea valley?”

Shaymin did a double-take. “How do you know about that?”

“My trainer is an Aura Guardian,” Lucario informed Shaymin. “He’s also quite experienced at interacting with Legendary Pokémon.”

“Like who?” Shaymin challenged.

Hello, Mewtwo informed her, settling to the ground with a faint thump. I am the most powerful Pokémon on Earth.

He paused. For the purposes of completeness, I should note that Rayquaza flies and isn’t currently in Mega Rayquaza form, and nobody knows exactly where Arceus is at this point. But apart from that it qualifies.

Shaymin gave him a long look up-and-down. You don’t look it.

Mewtwo snapped his fingers, and they were all suddenly in a mountain valley carpeted with Gracidea flowers. A long icy glacier wound down to one end of the valley, glittering in the noon light, and a gentle breeze sent the smells of Gracidea up into the air.

That do? Mewtwo asked, then frowned. Whoops, forgot the oven.

There was another blurred movement, and they were back where they started. Then the surroundings switched a third time, and they were back in Gracidea Valley – this time with the oven, and their other baggage.

“…I was going to ask for a lift, but that is pretty cool,” Shaymin admitted, more than a little reluctantly.


On the other side of a mirror, Giratina roared in frustration.

Maybe it had been a bit churlish of him to just find Palkia and demand an explanation – in between smacking his fellow Legendary about – but one look around at the Reverse World should have shown how important the whole matter was. The place was absolutely choked with thick purple smoke, to an extent he didn’t remember ever coming up before, and there was no surer indication of serious strain on the Reverse World.

And who exactly would be doing that, except for Palkia? Or Dialga, or more likely both.

Over the endless years they’d worked together – or apart – Giratina couldn’t remember either of his counterparts having done something quite so irresponsible, but they’d been close sometimes and right now he felt like the only one who was willing to listen to sense.

He opened a rift in the Symmetry Barrier again, ready to plunge through and return to the sidereal world, but as he got closer the very space around it distorted. Palkia’s field of influence warped the world around the portal, twisting space around it like a lens, and Giratina found himself sliding away from the portal despite his best efforts.

“PALKIA!” Giratina bellowed. “Messing with my world wasn’t enough – you had to trap me in it? I’m going to turn you inside out!”

He probably wouldn’t actually do it, but it was just so infuriating – there was no way that was accidental, and it was reacting directly to him getting closer…

Giratina tried again with a different location, this time aiming to come out in a smooth pool high in the mountains of Sinnoh. The portal formed as normal, swelling as he put energy into it, and there was no sign of Palkia’s spatial distortion trick – until he moved closer, and the whole of the Reverse World around the portal area lensed to prevent him getting in.

Abandoning the attempt and letting that portal dissipate, Giratina began thinking about what he could do.

If the portal only reacted to his presence, he could perhaps enlist help… that Shaymin would do…

Well, best not to try something so drastic until he’d exhausted all other possibilities.


Newton Graceland let his viewing lens retract back into his backpack. “Hmmm…”

The scientist sat down, resting his back against a slab of grass tilted at a ninety-degree angle to local ‘down’, which happened to put him ‘above’ Giratina from the point of view of the Legendary. After so long in the Reverse World he was quite used to the peculiarities of the world, but Giratina’s latest actions were unusual.

“What do you think, Shieldon?” he asked.

Shieldon shrugged.

“I agree,” Newton nodded. “We just don’t know enough to be sure – hold on, Giratina is making another portal.”

The portal shimmered as it began to grow, and Newton slid his viewing lens into place again so he could look more closely for the distortion he’d seen last time.

The Legendary surged forwards, and the distortion appeared on cue – so Giratina dissolved his portal, sliding backwards through his world, and tried again. This time the portal was much larger, at least twice as big as it would need to be to let Giratina through, and the Legendary Of Symmetry moved again.

The distortion appeared, making Giratina slide away from the portal and never actually reach it, but this time that made him roar in what sounded much more like triumph than rage.

Newtwon frowned, entering a few parameters into his computer, then raised an index finger. “Of course! Giratina’s thinking scientifically, just like he should!”

Looking at the two films he’d taken of the attempts, Newton overlapped them and viewed them with Giratina’s movement normalized to take four seconds each time. The distortions appeared in both at the same time – and the distortions were just the same size, not larger for the larger portal.

Checking back with Giratina himself, Newton saw that the giant Legendary was already putting the conclusion into practice. His glowing portal was already big enough to fit him through it, but he was just pumping more and more energy into it – making it larger, and larger, until it would be so large that even the spatial distortion wouldn’t be able to stop Giratina getting through.


This was the best idea.

Giratina’s streamers rippled in an artificial wind as he drove the portal wider and wider, congratulating himself for having picked somewhere he could safely do it. It was going to be pretty obvious, admittedly, but at least it would be out of the way so there shouldn’t be too many problems.

Once he was out in the normal world he could see about breaking down that barrier of Palkia’s, which should be easy enough, and…

…Giratina frowned, distracted suddenly.

Something was heading towards the portal. Something big, sort of like a five-pointed star…


“What happens now?” Shaymin asked. “Aren’t you going to make sure Giratina doesn’t come after me?”

“Giratina isn’t going to want to hurt you,” Ash said. “But your Seed Flare made a portal, right… he might want that.”

“You mean… if Palkia trapped him or something?” Shaymin said slowly. “But I don’t want to let Giratina out again!”

“Palkia?” Ash repeated. “But… no, you did say Palkia before. I can’t believe I missed that…”

“Is that a problem?” Shaymin asked.

Ash was about to reply, but Absol suddenly tensed up.

“Trouble!” she called. “Big one this time!”

Ash’s hand went to Kari’s hilt automatically, and everyone began looking around – particularly Mewtwo, trying to pick up the first sign of Team Galactic’s presence.

For several long seconds, there was nothing. Then the ground trembled.

Dawn saw it first. “The glacier!”

They could hear it now, a shriek of ice against rock, as the nearby glacier began to slide down towards Gracidea Vale.

Raising his paw, Mewtwo focused a burst of psychic energy, and the glacier slowed – then stopped, holding in place as he held every part of it in place at once.

“What’s going on?” Shaymin asked. “Did someone do that?”

“I can’t see anyone,” Lucario reported. “Absol, any clues?”

“The problem came out of nowhere,” she replied. “But – something else! That mountainside!”

Mewtwo diverted his attention to that as well, and caught the rockslide even as it began. Boulders quivered free of the mountainside, but were held in place by Mewtwo’s powers before being lowered comparatively gently to the ground where they could cause no harm.

“That’s got to be the Reverse World,” Brock said. “Damaging it affects the real world, and-”

“It’s Giratina!” Shaymin declared. “I told you he was after me, idiots!”

“Giratina is not after you,” Absol said firmly. “I can literally detect danger. You’re in no more danger than the rest of us.”

“But what if-”

The idea of Giratina damaging his own world in order to harm someone else is preposterous, Mewtwo said, calmly but firmly – his mental voice betraying no hint of the strain involved in postponing the collapse of a glacier. And, quite apart from that, you should ask yourself why Giratina might be after you. People – humans and Pokémon alike – do not do things for no reason. What they do makes sense, even if it is only to them. So why might Giratina be after you?

“To eat me!” Shaymin replied, stomping on the ground. “Aren’t you listening?”

“We’re listening to you,” Brock told her. “But we’re trying to work out the truth, and there’s no need to shout at us like that.”

“You don’t even care!” Shaymin snapped.

Shaymin, I care, Mewtwo told her. I have had occasion to give thought to the matter of whether or not I care, from the moment of my birth. And I do.

He swept his hand across the area. This place is beautiful, and full of life. It is valuable. You are valuable… and Giratina, too, is valuable. And that is why I reserve judgement.

Mewtwo’s expression changed. However. It seems that either Giratina is damaging the reverse world, or someone else is and Giratina cannot stop them. Either way, we should investigate.

“How are we going to get in there?” Brock asked. “Doesn’t Seed Flare only open portals from the Reverse World to the regular one?”

That, I can handle, Mewtwo told him. It is not easy, but I can transport myself and some others into the Reverse World.

“But you’re the only one preventing Gracidea from being destroyed,” Dawn realized.

Correct. So before we go, we should make sure that we have some other plan. Ash, I think it is time to call your Pokémon in.

“That’s a good point,” Ash agreed.

“Togekiss, come on!” Dawn called, sending out her Fairy-type. “I’ll go make sure the local Pokémon are helping!”

“That sounds like a good plan for most of my Pokémon as well,” Brock said. “Zorua should go with you, and probably Flygon-”

Dexter’s transceiver lit up, and began to dispense Pokéballs at speed. These promptly produced Pokémon – Suicune, Meganium, Quilava, Keldeo still blinking sleep out of his eyes – and the next few moments were more than a little bit confused.


“All right, I think I understand,” Ho-Oh said, after some explanation. “Giratina is in some way threatened, and this is threatening the world. So we must avoid damage being done to the area, and thus free up Mewtwo to take a team to save Giratina.”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “And I think I know who’s doing this, he’s obsessed with Giratina. He’s got a giant airship that can steal Giratina’s powers – but what I hope is going on is that Giratina’s still fighting him off.”

“Unfortunately a lot of us have trouble flying,” Entei noted. “Mawile has done sterling work in getting many more of us airborne than might otherwise be the case, but there’s still plenty who can’t manage it.”

“Ash can take a few with him in Pokéballs,” Keldeo suggested. “But yeah, it’s important to keep Gracidea safe.”

“He’s got a jet fighter, remember,” Brock pointed out. “Anyone who’s planning on flying needs to be fast.”

“Then my sister and I are obvious choices,” Latios said. “How fast are you, Lugia?”

“I’ll give it a go,” Lugia decided. “And I believe Ho-Oh has his ramjet, so he is capable of the same speed…”

“Count me in!” Charizard declared.

As the discussion continued, Shaymin walked a little way away from the group and pouted.

“What’s wrong?” Mawile asked, sitting down next to her.

“Nobody’s listening to me when I say Giratina’s dangerous,” Shaymin mumbled.

“Of course Giratina’s dangerous!” Mawile replied. “They believe you! They just don’t think a dangerous Pokémon is a bad Pokémon!”

She waved over at Tyrantrum. “Tyrantrum wouldn’t hurt a really annoying Flying-type, or if he did he’d feel really bad about it!”

“But they should listen to me!” Shaymin demanded. “I said Giratina was a bad Pokémon, that should be good enough!”

Mawile was silent for a long moment after that, as some of the Pokémon in the group split off to start helping all over Gracidea Vale – her friend Tyrantrum being one of them, quite happy to help save Pokémon instead of battling them.

Then she spoke up. “Shaymin… I don’t think you’re being very nice.”

“What?” Shaymin demanded.

“We all know you’re scared,” she explained. “But what my trainer’s trying to do is to solve the problem – he won’t let you get hurt, but he’s going to be in danger while he does. And it’s not very nice to tell people off for trying to help, especially when you want them to just tell you you’re right instead.”


Suicune ran across the grass and flowers of Gracidea Vale, her paws touching only lightly before springing ahead again but her slipstream sending flower petals whirling away in an artificial wind.

Dawn held onto her mane with one hand, looking around. “This is… I forgot how smooth it feels when you’re running! It’s almost like we’re not moving, there’s no wind, but then you look outside and wow!”

Suicune smiled, despite the situation, then shifted course slightly. She ran over the gravel hill at the base of the glacier’s lake and pelted across the icy-cold water, then skidded to a halt on the far shore.

Dawn got off and sent out her Pokémon, Mamoswine first, then added some of Ash’s Pokémon from their own Pokéballs – Glalie, Totodile, Buizel, Lapras and Kingler, for their help with Ice Beam attacks, and Snorlax and Tyranitar to help by simply pushing.

Suicune began to help as well, blasting ice at the base of the glacier to help shore it up, and the others joined in a moment later.

“Hey, how come Squirtle isn’t here?” Totodile asked, in between firing blasts of freezing energy.

“Probably because he’d try to turn the glacier into a robot,” Lapras replied. “Or a volcano, a volcano’s possible too.”

He used Surf, sending a wave crashing against the base of the glacier, then the whole group – from Buneary and Piplup to Glalie and Suicune – froze it in place to act as an extra buttress against the movement.

Dawn was already heading out with Togekiss, looking for the Regigigas who they knew would be somewhere around there, and for a long moment there was nothing but the sound of Ice attacks crashing against the glacier.

Then Noctowl flew overhead, wings working hard, and dropped a large fridge next to them.

“Tally ho!” he called brightly, and the fridge door swung open. A glow emanated from it, and Rotom began using a powerful Ice Beam to help out.

“Hey, my ice lollies are in there!” Totodile said. “Are they okay?”

“…probably,” Rotom replied, then fired another burst.


“How much further?” Swellow asked, looking down at Mega Absol.

“It’s kind of hard to tell, this takes a lot of concentration,” Mega Absol replied, loping along towards the middle of the vale. “I’m doing… it’s almost second order metacatastrophe stuff, trying to work out where I need to stand to minimize the catastrophes that would come from my not being able to warn about other catastrophes fast enough.”

“I’m glad I don’t need to deal with that,” Staraptor muttered. “Okay, just let us know when you’re in place, right?”

“I can assure you I’ll be doing that as soon as possible,” Mega Absol agreed.

She felt out with her senses, reaching for each of the groups assembling all over the valley. There was a knot of potential representing the pending arrival of Misty and her Water-type specialists over by the lake, and other Pokémon spreading out along the high mountain flanks to stop any large landslides by reducing the risk from the boulders.

Just as importantly, another group of Pokémon – Mawile among them, using her collapsible glider wing – were alerting the inhabitants of Gracidea, recruiting them to help out and warning them of the danger. Even from here she could see the flares of light as two Shaymin went into Sky Forme, helping to alert other Pokémon in their turn, and the sight brought a smile to her face.

Deciding she was nearly there, Mega Absol slowed a little. She padded along at a walk, then stopped.

“Okay, here I think,” she said. After a moment, she relaxed and let the Mega state drop away from her.

“Why did you de-Mega-Evolve again?” Staraptor asked. “It seems kind of a bad idea.”

“I have to,” she replied. “Ash is going into another world, and if that means a forced reversion I’d lose concentration right when the problems started.”

She rolled her neck a few times, then nodded. “Right. Okay, let’s get ready for this.”

Crobat and Flygon joined them, then Noctowl, and Absol nodded her thanks to the flying Pokémon who were ready to send instructions.

“The emergency reserve is over in the middle of the field,” Crobat reported.

Absol glanced over at the area Crobat had indicated – which contained both Muk and Squirtle – and winced slightly at the thought of what would make them use it.


Cynthia says she’s on the way, Dexter reported. She was close enough to a Pokémon Centre to send Lugia over, but she’d rather come herself with the rest of her Pokémon.

“Good,” Ash said, a little distracted. “Okay, have we missed anything…”

He looked over at Mewtwo. “Are there any restrictions to who you can take?”

No major ones, Mewtwo replied. But it’s harder the more people you take.

“Right…” Ash said. “Giratina might be in trouble, so you’re coming, Meganium. Lugia… I think you’d better stay here, I don’t think you’re fast enough, and you’re a strong enough Psychic to be really useful here.”

As Lugia nodded his acceptance, Ash frowned. “Hold on, what about the Orange Islands – are they okay?”

“Silver and his mother were there when I left,” Ho-Oh supplied.

“Good,” Ash said. “Okay, so… Latias, Latios, Charizard, Ho-Oh… Dexter, if everyone who’s coming by transceiver has arrived..?”

They have. The Not-Zodiacs are alerting the Elite Four elsewhere, though. The Reverse World is a bit iffy on things like distance, so the damage could spread out – Ethan’s going to coordinate with Absol.

“Okay, and I’m going to take Lucario, Pikachu and Kari for if we get onto that big airship,” Ash continued. “Zorua, how can you do at being a Pidgeot?”

“I’m not as fast as a real one,” Zorua replied. “But I’m light, and I can help out if you catch up.”

“Good point,” Ash agreed. “Okay, Mewtwo, I think that’s everyone-”

“Wait!”

The Shaymin came running over to them, slowing to pant for a moment.

“I want to come,” she declared. “I… you’re all helping my home out, and helping me out – and… and I’m sorry for what I said. And I want to help you out.”

Ash nodded. “Sure,” he agreed. “Are you going to come like that, or in Sky Form?”

In reply, Shaymin stuck her snout into a nearby cluster of Gracidea flowers. There was a bright flare of light as she transitioned into Sky Form, then stood there with a much more confident stance.

“All right,” she declared. “Let’s go. I’m ready.”

Ash looked at Mewtwo, who nodded, then the trainer recalled almost all of the Pokémon he was taking. Kari and Dexter remained at his hip or in his pocket, Pikachu took up his customary position on Ash’s shoulder, and Zorua tensed up – ready to switch to Pidgeot form in a moment.

Shaymin shifted a little closer, ready to come along as well.

“Good luck, Ash,” Brock said, and then Mewtwo switched his attention from preventing the Vale collapsing to warping space.


Unlike the other teleports Ash had been involved with, the shift to the Reverse World was not instantaneous. Everything around them vanished, replaced with a blank blackness so complete that the only illumination was the witchfire light of Mewtwo’s psychic energy.

After five or six endless seconds, with no sound either, letters appeared in the darkness. Unown eyes appeared, one at a time, until a complete alphabet were circling around the travellers.

Then there was another sudden un-movement, and they were standing on a fragment of cobbled road which stretched away for perhaps ten feet in all directions.

“What just happened?” Ash asked, one hand going to his throat as he checked he could speak again. “Where was that?”

The process of transiting is complex, Mewtwo informed him, as Ash send out the Eon twins to scout the area. It was quicker to request help from the Unown than to do it myself – much quicker.

“Well, it worked,” Ash admitted, looking around.

The Reverse World was even stranger than he remembered it being. The odd purple mist hung in the air everywhere, but he hadn’t seen – or had forgotten – the more unusual examples of altered gravity which only added to the strangeness.

There was a little segment of river which poured over a waterfall, only for the water to loop around and replenish itself as a splattering rainfall barely eight feet back from the precipice of the waterfall itself. There was a tree which grew out in all directions, lacking a visible trunk as a riot of leaves concealed everything but the occasional branch.

There was not, however, a Giratina.

“Did we… I don’t know, take a wrong turn?” Ash asked, using his Airslip Aura trick to keep the purple mist away.

It’s an entire reality, Mewtwo replied. Either it’s directly concordant, in which case we might be as far away from Giratina as we actually were in the real world, or it’s not, in which case we might be anywhere.

“You’ve got to admit, it’s a good point,” Pikachu said.

Shaymin began to gasp, one paw going to her nose. “I… think I’m going to sneeze!”

Deducing that that meant Seed Flare, Zorua quickly hopped behind Shaymin – just in time, as Shaymin failed to entirely stifle her Sneeze Flare and sent out a burst of energy. It cleared away a bit of the fog, but failed to open a portal.

“Shouldn’t that-” Ash began, then stopped. “I mean, didn’t you say Seed Flare could blow a hole into the real world?”

I suspect we’re going to turn over the task of working out how that works to Gary Oak once all this is resolved, Mewtwo noted drily. Maybe there’s a minimum explosion threshold.

The purple fog rippled as Latias shot past, heading on a widening spherical sweep.

“Nothing yet!” she squeaked, vanishing into the distance again, and they just about saw her jink around an outsized geode.

Ash frowned. “It’s going to take ages to find Giratina at this rate… wait, hold on – can I try something?”

We’re not going to stop you, Mewtwo replied with a mental chuckle.

Ash sent out Ho-Oh. “Quick question?”

“Go ahead,” Ho-Oh agreed, hovering in place. “Just a moment, though.”

He spread his wings and flashed with iridescent rainbow brilliance. The Storm’s End exerted his power, and the purple fog rolled away under the influence of his powerful Defog move – opening up the horizon in an ever-widening sphere.

“There,” he said. “What were you going to ask?”

“For you to do that,” Ash answered. “I… guess I don’t have to ask now, though. Thanks!”

“It is my pleasure,” Ho-Oh told him gravely, turning to look around the Reverse World. He flew a little higher, then nearly did a somersault before recovering himself.

“Is something wrong?” Zorua asked. “Why did you do that?”

“The gravity in this place is odd,” Ho-Oh replied. “Suddenly I felt like I was upside down. I’ll have to be careful about that, it seems.”

Ash was about to reply, but a flash of light caught their attention.


As soon as Mewtwo vanished, the power of his psychic pressure dissipated. Absol flicked a sword-beam to her south – a Leaf Blade – and Lugia’s wings swept at the air, driving him through the bowl of the valley towards the north-facing slope of one of the girdling mountains.

By the time he arrived it was already starting to crumble, some subterranean trauma making it give way, and Lugia used his own Psychic attack to slow down some of the largest and more dangerous chunks – though he could only slow it, as it seemed like the whole mountain was trying to move down the slope. High cracks echoed through the air as layer after layer of rock gave way, and Lugia was joined by Entei and Sceptile.

Sceptile jumped straight into the air, aiming for one rock at a time, and Lugia released each one from his psychic grip as Sceptile got there. The Grass-type slashed it into hundreds of smaller pieces with a blur of Leaf Blade attacks, putting just enough force into each to break through the rock, then jumped on to the next and left a cloud of gravel that was slowed by air resistance to a much more manageable speed.

Entei, on the other end of the rock slide line, used sheer brute force. He slammed one Sacred Fire after another into the falling rocks, blasting them apart into dust, then jumped up to the level of the fracturing rock and slapped it with an Inferno to spot-weld the whole mess in place.

That stopped the immediate problem, but Absol was already signalling with another sword-beam as a different problem arose in the direction of the glacier. Despite the efforts of the Pokémon working to shore it up, the mass of ice was moving and shifting downslope – grinding rock to powder beneath the weight of a million tons and more of hard ice.

“Lugia, Absol says stay in the south!” Swellow reported, flying up and around him in a blur of wings. “Entei, head towards the east – Sceptile, the west!”

She shot back to Absol for further instruction, then turned towards a knot of Pokémon who hadn’t been given a task yet – Raikou among them, along with Chansey and both Quilavas.

“Next valley over!” Lugia faintly heard her say. “Help the Pokémon there get out!”

Two of the four Pokémon went into their Pokéballs, and Ash’s Quilava shot off in a spindash. Raikou paused just long enough to pick up the Pokéballs, then ran after her in a lightning-fast lope.


“How far away was that flash?” Ash asked, squinting – seeing more flickers of light now. “It’s so hard to tell, this place has no scale to it…”

Latias came rocketing back to meet them, skidding to a halt not ten feet away. “Latios just saw something!” she announced, then her eyes lit up and she began sight-sharing.

Ash and the others saw the scene as if they were floating around Latios – a giant five-pointed star of an airship, the Megarig, and Giratina held in a crackling cage beneath it.

There was a beam of silvery light as a Shieldon tried to break Giratina free of the cage with a Flash Cannon, but to no avail, and then the cage pulsed once and opened out again.

Mewtwo immediately teleported them there, causing a strange moment of double vision as they saw themselves through the sight-sharing effect, then Latias ended it and swung Ash up on her back. Zorua was caught out of the air by Latios, and for a moment all they could do was stare as Giratina fell sideways to crash down into a shallow lake floating at right angles to their ‘down’.

Mewtwo’s psychic power whipsawed out, hammering at the Megarig, and it faded out of corporeality to evade the attack.

“This… seems bad,” Pikachu winced, then looked around. “Everyone look out for where it’s going to reappear!”

Ash sent out the rest of his Pokémon aside from Meganium, glad the clear air created by Ho-Oh’s enormously powerful Defog reached this far, then pointed. “Over there!”

“Got it!” Latias agreed, speeding towards the shallow lake. An explosion behind them made Ash look around, and he saw the remains of a burst of green Dragon Breath smashing at an agglomeration of earth and splintering it into powder.


“Cliff collapse coming!” Absol called up. “Team five!”

Staraptor dipped his wings once, confirming he’d heard, and took his directional cue from the glowing Slash she launched off her horn. Lining up with it and powering ahead, wings bulling through the air by sheer force, he dove to the ground for just long enough to pick up two Pokéballs.

He was already too far away to hear what Absol was saying, but not long after he’d collected his reinforcements a blur came pounding up behind him.

“Good to see you!” Staraptor called. “You sure you didn’t oversleep?”

Blaziken gave him an unimpressed look, then deposited Grumpig and Venusaur’s Pokéballs a little way back from the danger zone. Working out that they were going for evacuating the Pokémon below the cliff, Staraptor pulled up in a hard climb and lobbed both the Pokéballs he was carrying.

Gliscor was the first out of her Pokéball – her lift from Staraptor buying her precious extra seconds – and she crested the top of the cliff as it began to quiver ominously. Staraptor flew past her at about the same moment, and the two of them quickly assessed how many Pokémon were up here before Staraptor nodded to himself.

“Houndoom, safe!” he called, and Houndoom came bursting out of his own Pokéball. He skidded to a halt in the grass of the cliff top, and did a double-take at the sight of an entire family of Aron and an Ursaring with two Teddiursa clustered around his paws.

“What’s going on?” the Ursaring asked. “Who are you?”

“Cliff’s collapsing, please get ready to be helped!” Houndoom replied, flicking his tail across and producing two dozen Beat Up doubles. They shimmered and changed shape, picking flying Pokémon like Gliscor or Lugia or Staraptor for their base forms, and the display made all the Aron step back in surprise.

“This cliff’s going to be gone soon!” Staraptor told them urgently. “So pick something with wings and take a ride!”

One of the Aron was the first, stepping up to a Staraptor duplicate, and the Beat Up double took her claws before jumping off the cliff.

“What just-” the Aron leader began.

“They can’t fly, but they can glide – they still have big wings!” Houndoom pointed out, dancing on his paws as the cliff began to sag. “Hurry up!”

The sight of the ground itself starting to give way provided the catalyst that was needed, and all the Aron ran to pick up Beat Up gliders. Gliscor took the two Teddiursa, leaping off the cliff edge with them, and Staraptor wheezed slightly as he carried the Ursaring off the cliff edge a moment later.

Houndoom was the last one left, and he peered over the edge at the team on the ground below – seeing Blaziken rescuing Pokémon after Pokémon to get them out of the danger zone in a blur of orange flame, and Venusaur’s Vine Whips lashing out to take the closer Pokémon and move them further back as well.

His doubles were losing altitude, but it looked like they’d all make it out of the danger zone too – so Houndoom stepped back, ready for a flying jump so he could rescue himself with one last Beat Up double.

“Need a lift?” Delta called, and Houndoom shrugged to himself.

That worked too.

“Yes please!” he barked, double-checking he had both the discarded Pokéballs with him before running flat-out at the cliff edge. He reached it and pushed off just before it collapsed entirely, falling away beneath his paws as he sailed out into the air, and two seconds later he landed on Delta’s wide back.

The big Water-type absorbed the impact without any trouble, and Houndoom breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks.”

“No problem, what are friends for?” Delta asked, shedding altitude so he could put Houndoom down by the cliff base. Staraptor had deposited the Ursaring and was already flying off again, probably back for more instructions, and Houndoom had the feeling this wouldn’t be the only time he got involved before all this was over.


AN:


Well, so much for normalcy.

This is what I’ve been doing the last few weeks, of course.






265. Sky Warrior 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


Latias deposited Ash on the pond, not far from the stricken Giratina, then flipped end-over-end and shot off to join in the brawl going on overhead. The Megarig‘s controlling intelligence – Infi, Ash thought – was turning out to be surpassingly good at the job of controlling a complicated suite of newly acquired powers, and the fighting in the Reverse World was only intensifying – especially as Mewtwo and the others were handicapped by the need to avoid collateral damage.

He sent out Meganium immediately, and she got to trying to heal Giratina without a word.

The scientist guy with the Shieldon arrived as well, and did a double-take on seeing Ash.

“What are you doing here?” he asked. “Aren’t you that… that… that boy who sometimes battles with Gary Oak?”

Pikachu blinked. “That’s one way to put it…”

“We came here to help Giratina,” Ash replied. “What happened – is Giratina still alive? That guy stole his powers, but…”

“Yes, sadly that was my creation,” the scientist replied. “It was intended to find out how one could travel through the dimensions outside the normal three-plus-one, but I destroyed it when I calculated it would kill Giratina.”

Shaymin was swooping in to land as the scientist said that, and gasped in horror. “I… if they knew it would kill Giratina, why would they do it?”

“My student, Zero, must have rebuilt it for himself,” the scientist replied. “Giratina seems to still be alive, but I can see that your Pokémon isn’t healing him very much – it seems that Zero drained him very nearly dry.”

“He’s right, Ash,” Meganium reported, haloed by the glowing pollen from her Heal Pulses. “I can’t seem to manage anything.”

“Then I’ll try,” Ash decided. “I can help out a bit, at least.”

He knelt down, palm already glowing blue as he prepared to transfer some of his energy, and-


Absol focused, breathing deeply and evenly.

The fact that the cause of these incipient catastrophes wasn’t even in the same dimension was giving her trouble – at least, trouble in giving a timely warning – but she’d been able to keep on top of it so far.

The real problem was making sure to focus not only on the disaster of what was about to happen, but the second-order disaster of what would happen if she didn’t send the right warning. That was chance-dancing in a nutshell, reverse-engineering the golden path that would see the least danger and following it as best she could.

“You two to the east!” she called, waving a paw. It wasn’t entirely clear to her who ‘you two’ were, but the Pokémon who moved off – Torterra and Primeape – seemed to know, and the risk factor from that area dropped to prove that it had been the right thing to say.

This kind of thing could give a Pokémon a headache if they thought about it too long.

Then something really big flashed up, and Absol did a double-take.

“All water and psychic types to the lakeside!” she shouted.

The tremors began even as she spoke, stronger than any of the previous ones and making the water in the lake slop back and forth.


“What did she say?” Cynthia asked, looking over at her Lucario.

“Water and Psychic types to the lake side,” Lucario reported.

“Right,” Cynthia confirmed, sending out her Milotic. The Water-type joined the lakeside team, and Cynthia took a moment to look at the impressive collection.

Lugia was still busy in the next valley over, so he wasn’t here, but Misty’s entire team was and only a couple of them were anything other than Water-typed. On top of that, Cynthia could see several of the Pokémon she knew May, Max, Brock and Ash to have (and one of Dawn’s Pokémon, her Piplup), and three or four locals as well who were tying to help.

“That doesn’t really look like it needs such a huge thing,” Cynthia said, frowning at the lake water sloshing back and forth. “What’s going to happen?”

Her Lucario pointed. “Look out!”

Cynthia followed his paw, and stared.

A huge chunk of mountain was giving way directly over the lake, Pidgey and Starly abandoning it with a whirr of wings, and it broke up as it fell. The landslide curved towards the horizontal as it rumbled down the mountain slope, then smashed deep into the lake and sent up a wave the likes of which Cynthia had never seen before.

It wasn’t a tsunami, those were different – almost like an incoming tide on a much larger and faster scale. This was a single massive wall of water, over half the lake slapped up as a unit by the force of the landslide, and it loomed up so fast Cynthia barely had time to react.

It began to crest over, leaning and falling towards them – hundreds of thousands of tons of water about to flatten them – and Cynthia raised her arm to block in futile reflex.

Except that the wave didn’t hit her.

Cynthia hesitated a moment, then looked out – blinking in surprise.

The whole of the wave was just hanging there, trapped in place and unable to fall, and startled Magikarp and Remoraid swam aimlessly inside the metres-thick wall of water.

Then the wave began to flow downwards and collapse in on itself. Draining from the base and shrinking from the crest, flowing back into the lake, and raising the water level back up to a little higher than it had been originally.

Cynthia watched as the last rivulets of the wave flowed back into the lake, then saw who had done it – Manaphy, lowering his flippers as he flopped back with a sigh.

“I think I’d like a snack now, mama…” he mumbled.


-Ash heard a voice.

Okay, this is a real emergency so I don’t have much time to tell this.

Azelf? Ash asked, recognizing the voice. What-

This is just a memory, Azelf told him. You won’t be able to ask me questions, this is just as much as I can put into a flash of information before whatever’s going on neutralizes all of us. I’m going to have to explain things quickly.

Azelf’s tone changed. Okay so basically you know we’re under attack right now, which is a huge problem. And we might not be able to help you out in future. But I can help with this one. We can help with this one – we’re still connected, and I think we can do this.

The voice fell silent, and something else replaced it. Some great surging mass of power, concealed until the right moment for it – erupting up and making Ash tingle all over with Aura before rushing out his fingers at the point of contact.

Giratina moved. The movement was panicked and sudden, knocking Ash back a couple of steps, and his tendrils splashed into the water. His head jerked, looking around for something, and contacted the pondside with a thwack.

“Aagh!” the big Ghost-type yelped, incidentally inhaling a lot of the spores from Meganium’s Heal Pulse. That seemed to help a bit, and he shook his head to try and clear it before turning to focus on Ash.

“When did you get – never mind, that’s not important,” he said. “I’m grateful you’re here, now we need to… stop…”

The Renegade Pokémon’s voice stopped.

“Why is that moron’s airship in one piece again?”

“What?” Ash asked.

“What?” Pikachu contributed.

“Huh?” Shaymin volunteered.

“What do you mean, again?” Ash went on.

“Oh, great work Dialga,” Giratina mumbled. “Throw me back in time, great get-out clause if I don’t know a thing about… wait, shouldn’t I be in the sidereal world? And how come you can understand me?”

“…no way,” Pikachu said. “Ash, I thought you couldn’t do that any more?”

“So did I,” Ash replied. “But when I touched him Azelf said something… or maybe he hid something in me that would speak to me when I touched him, or… I don’t know!”

Meganium coughed. “Can we please pay attention to the wounded Legendary Pokémon and the apocalyptic battle overhead?”


Aboard the Megarig, Zero examined the latest developments.

“Giratina has survived,” he said, with a smile. “That’s good news – I’d resigned myself to Giratina’s regrettable death, but if he’s alive that’s much better.”

Infi displayed additional screens, highlighting the identity of the trainer whose Pokémon were already causing problems.

“Thank you, Infi,” Zero told his AI courteously. “Ash Ketchum… I wonder if he’s inclined to listen to reason?”

“Unlikely,” Infi replied, one of her holograms appearing next to him. “The activities of the Megarig fall into the category of events Ash Ketchum is known to disapprove of.”

Zero nodded his understanding, thinking. “I see. What do you recommend?”

“Your greatest chance of personal survival is to split their forces,” Infi advised. “The Mecha Giratina has been loaded with all information gained from the analysis machine, and is ready for departure.”

Zero got up from his chair. “All right, then… down the corridor on the left, correct?”

“Correct,” Infi confirmed.

Zero walked out of the observation room, a hologram of Infi by his side in case he needed anything. It was a short walk to the boarding tube, and he was halfway there before another question occurred to him.

“Infi,” he began. “Doesn’t that mean one instance of you will have to remain behind on the Megarig?”

“Confirmed,” Infi stated.

“Are you all right with that?”

“It is my duty to fulfil your commands to the best of my abilities,” Infi answered.

“That’s not what I asked,” Zero said, pausing at the door. “I asked if you were all right with that.”

Infi paused – just a moment, but longer for a computer.

“I will be all right with that,” she confirmed finally.

“Thank you, Infi,” Zero told her, then went through the door – finding the Mecha Giratina, his parasite fighter, already nearly ready to launch as another iteration of Infi ran through the final preflight checks.

“Launch ready in fifteen seconds,” Infi’s voice told him, her holographic image appearing on the screen.

“Let’s go, then,” Zero decided, as the whole airship shook slightly from side to side. “We can come back to the Reverse World whenever we need to.”

He took the controls in both hands, and tensed.


“That thing again?” Giratina rumbled. “This is just… and it’s stolen my powers, as well. Great.”

He floated a few inches off the ground, grimacing, then focused his attention on the rest of the fight. “Okay, that’s not normal – what Pokémon is that? Where did all those others come from?”

“Most of them are mine, actually,” Ash replied. “It’s kind of a long story. That purple one using all the psychic powers is Mewtwo.”

He looked down at Giratina, checking with Aura sight this time. “Are you okay?”

“Still a bit tired,” Giratina admitted, then shook his tendrils. “But I’ll recover. I’m certainly not going to sit out getting my own back!”

Rising into the air a little higher, he shot a Shadow Ball up at the Megarig. It splashed off a half-there shield mottled in white and black, but the impact was noticeable – pushing the Megarig back a little and making it sway from side to side.

“Is that like the Counter Shield?” Ash asked. “I just realized – that’s your version of the energy shields Dialga and Palkia have, right?”

“What’s a Counter Shield?”

Giratina didn’t get an immediate reply to his question, as Charizard came swooping down to alight just next to Ash.

“That shield’s really tough,” he told Ash. “Mewtwo thinks he can backstop me if I go Mega and Blast Burn it.”

“Go ahead and Blast Burn if you think it’s a good idea,” Ash replied. “But there is someone on there.”

“Two someones,” the scientist volunteered. “The system has an artificial intelligence aboard by the name of Infi.”

“Oh, you’re that Newton guy,” Giratina realized, not that Newton understood him.

As Ash got his staff ready to Mega Evolve the Pokémon here, however, something flashed out of a concealed docking port on the Megarig. Bursting out of the main shield, it revealed that it too had the same kind of shield as Giratina, and promptly demonstrated that it had all of Giratina’s abilities by ripping a hole open back into the conventional world and passing through.

“You’re not getting away with that!” Giratina announced, bristling. “Come on, Ash!”

One of his tendrils picked up the somewhat surprised Ash, depositing him on Giratina’s back, and he surged towards the portal – only to be diverted away by the same effect Palkia had already set up. “Oh, come on!”

“Mewtwo, you can get us back to our world, right?” Ash asked.

In reply, Mewtwo gestured up at the open void. The Megarig phased back into reality a moment later and about half a mile away, firing a burst of Will O’ Wisp and setting a nearby floating island on fire.

Mewtwo quickly snuffed the flames, enclosing the island in a psychic bubble and then rapidly expanding the bubble to depressurize it. The expedient handled that, but the Megarig then focused a Hex attack on the group, one which Mewtwo blocked but which strained him to shield the whole group.

“I can help,” Shaymin said.

Giratina looked down, surprised, then nodded. “If you’re willing to help, then thank you.”

Shaymin looked baffled by the situation – not expecting to get thanked by Giratina – then nodded a little uncertainly and flew off to the still-smouldering island to charge up.

“We’d better hurry,” Ash decided. “I… guess I’m going with Giratina. Mewtwo, can you handle that?”

“I can keep it contained, but not stop it,” Mewtwo replied. “Not by myself.”

“I have a plan,” Lucario suggested. “That ship’s controlled by an artificial intelligence, we know that… so we’re going to need Dexter. What Pokémon does Zero have?”

“Oh – well, he mostly trains Magnemite, or did when I knew him,” Newton replied.

“Then we’ll need Pikachu,” Lucario went on. “And me. Between us we can handle them. Apart from that, we mostly need Pokémon who can get us on board while Mewtwo keeps it busy.”

“That thing was fast,” Pidgeot volunteered. “I can keep up, but I’m not sure Charizard can.”

Ash thought for several seconds, then nodded.

“Okay,” he said, unbuckling his belt and passing it over – with Kari. “Lucario – you take Kari, Pikachu and Dexter and get on board if you can. Latios, Latias, one of you should take them on board. Meganium, we’ll need you with Giratina in case he has trouble… Mewtwo, can you, Ho-Oh and Charizard handle fighting the Megarig?”

Mewtwo nodded. “We should be able to, Ash, though it’ll be a tough fight.”

“Good luck, Ash,” Pikachu said. “And don’t get killed again.”

“You bet,” Ash replied. “Zorua, I know you can help, but that scientist guy needs to be taken out of danger if anything happens. You handle that!”

Zorua nodded. “You can count on me, Ash!”

Then Shaymin used Seed Flare about four hundred yards away, and blew open a hole in the universe.


“Okay, that’s that one dealt with,” Absol sighed in relief. “Next-”

She paused, blinking, then took a deep breath.

“Fire!” she called, and flicked an Ice Blade beam off towards the west.

Suicune looked, and saw nothing – but she didn’t assume that meant Absol had made a mistake. Instead she broke into a flat-out sprint, her speed ramping up as fast as she could manage.

Ahead and to her left she saw Goodra wave his hand, then return himself. Mawile swooped down, using her glider wing, and snagged her friend’s Pokéball from the grass with a careful catch before throwing it ahead of Suicune.

The extra distance that earned let Suicune fit catching it into her trajectory, and she jumped high to gently pick Goodra’s Pokéball out of the air.

Landing back down with a thump, she kept going until a second Sword Beam hit the ground to her right – the signal she’d been expecting, and one which Absol’s chance-dancing skill had let her reverse-engineer. She threw Goodra’s Pokéball into the air as soon as the signal hit, and he used Rain Dance before he even hit the ground.

A moment later a swath of flame erupted out of thin air. It lasted for perhaps two or three seconds before fading – two or three seconds in which Suicune doused both herself and Goodra with a blast of Hydro Pump – but neither the Hydro Pump nor Goodra’s quick Rain Dance prevented the flame from catching all over the area. Trees began to smoulder and burn, grass caught with a hiss of steam, and frightened Pokémon began wailing for help.

Mega Arc came barrelling up, using his charged-up power to increase his speed, then halted with a bang and a tingle of eddy current braking. “Anyone who needs out, get on me!”

As some of the ground-bound Pokémon nearby – including three Shaymin and a group of Cherubi – came to get on Mega Arc and get evacuated, Suicune concentrated her efforts on one side of the fire. Keldeo came soaring in on his own Hydro Pump water rockets, spraying water everywhere but especially on top of the fire, then landed in the middle of one particularly hot section.

Suicune lost track of him for a moment, then he rose out again with a cargo of Pineco and took them off to be let down past the edge of the flames.

“Hey, um, should we use the reserve yet?” Swellow asked.

“Not yet,” Suicune replied. “Not until Absol decides it’s better than doing without them.”

She swept her water attack across the area, feeling it amplified by the rain, then crouched and jumped as high into the air as she could manage.

Focusing, she let out one enormous Hydro Pump, and water sprayed in all directions before raining down all over the area.

“I think that got it,” she said, landing with a splat, and began pacing to look for patches that were still smouldering.

A flicker of movement caught her eye, and then she was nearly bowled off her feet by a gust of wind so strong she was surprised it wasn’t just a shockwave.

“Good thing the fire was basically out before that came through,” Goodra muttered.


“There’s some under here,” Cynthia’s Lucario reported.

“Right,” Cynthia said. “Spiritomb?”

Spiritomb dove into the rock, shadowy form wrapped protectively around the keystone to let it phase through as well, and vanished.

“How are they doing?” she asked her Fighting-type.

“I think they’re okay for now,” Lucario told her. “They have an air pocket, and none of them look too badly injured. But we’ll need to get them to Chansey soon.”

Spiritomb phased back out of the rock and said something.

“You got that, Garchomp?” Lucario asked.

Garchomp nodded.

“All right, go ahead,” Cynthia instructed.

Her Garchomp dug into the rock fall, hauling rocks out of the way, and Lucario stepped up behind to move the rocks further and prevent them becoming an obstacle.

“Slow down a bit, you’re getting close,” Lucario advised, and Garchomp duly slowed down a bit. Then she broke through, and Spiritomb’s whole tenebrous form glowed as the Ghost-type held up the other rocks to prevent them falling on the trapped Pokémon.

“Out you come,” Lucario called them – three Swinub, a pair of Delibird and a Snover – and helped all six Pokémon get out, carrying one of the Swinub because she’d either badly bruised or broken something.

As the rock fall crashed back closed again, Cynthia’s Togekiss collected up the most injured Pokémon before flying them over to the medical area. All the Pokémon available with some healing skill were gathered there, along with some Joys that were apparently friends of Raikou, and Cynthia smiled for a moment at the knowledge that their rescuees would be taken care of.

Then she looked back at Lucario. “Any more?”

“Not at the moment,” Lucario replied, scanning the area in Aura sight.

Even as he spoke, however, Brock’s Crobat came flying over and called out.

“Absol says we’re needed this way,” Lucario announced, pointing before starting on an easy lope. Cynthia nodded, returning Garchomp, then gave Spiritomb a nod.

The ghost collective picked up their trainer with Psychic and followed Lucario, giving Cynthia a surprisingly comfortable ride.


The Mecha Giratina banked into a turn, and Zero glanced up at the screens.

“Everything works?” he asked.

“Confirmed,” the Infi iteration told him. “The systems are all functioning optimally. You have the full power of Giratina available.”

“Wonderful,” Zero said sincerely. “Let’s see, now… ah, that looks like a good test target.”

He slowed the fighter, hovering it on the repulsors instead of with dynamic lift, and spun it around to point at a nearby snow cornice hanging over a steep valley.

“Weapons are online,” Infi supplied. “Are you sure this is a good target?”

“Of course it is,” Zero replied. “It’s fragile, I suppose, but it’ll be a good way to get my eye in.”

One of the smaller screens changed, showing the likely consequences of firing on the snow cornice – a collapse by the snow down onto the valley sides, triggering an avalanche which would hit a town below.

Zero looked at the diagram for a few seconds, then waved it away. “It’s sad, I admit,” he said. “And a pity that there’s not a better target nearby. But it’s more than worth it. Show me the attack options.”

Infi did so, a grid appearing with all of the copied attacks, and Zero contemplated it for a moment before nodding to himself.

He selected the attack – Earth Power – and fired, sending a beam of orange-red light out to strike the cornice. The impact was glancing, with the beam punching straight through the hardened snow and ice, and cracks spread quickly before the whole thing crumbled down onto the ice field below.

“Alert,” Infi said suddenly. “Planar rupture detected.”

Zero looked over at the screen she highlighted, seeing a portal erupt from thin air nearby. A group of Pokémon came though, including a Mega… Latias, he thought, though it could have been a Mega Latios… and a Pidgeot, along with Giratina.

The Ghost-type Legendary roared something, and Zero spun his fighter out of the way of an Aeroblast fired by the Pidgeot. The attack glanced off the shields, and Zero frowned slightly as he pushed the Mecha Giratina into a dive.

“Bring the shields in closer, Infi,” he instructed. “I don’t want to see them being damaged when we could have dodged.”

“Confirmed,” Infi stated, and they skimmed low over the ongoing avalanche before Zero opened another portal and dropped back into the Reverse World.


“Here?” Karen asked her Absol. “Are you sure?”

Absol nodded. “Soooool-ab!”

Karen glanced at her fellow Elite Four members. “Did…did any of you get that?”

“I did,” Will supplied. “Or, rather, Alakazam did. Absol is sure that this is where we can currently do the most help.”

“Well, you’re generally pretty good about that,” Karen shrugged. “It’s a pity you can’t get more details, though.”

Absol hung her head. “Sol-ab.”

“That one doesn’t really need translating,” Bruno chuckled. “Hey, Lance, any idea how close we are to that thing Misty’s at?”

“Fairly close, I think,” Lance replied. “I’m not certain, but I know she said she was going to somewhere in Sinnoh. Apparently Cynthia’s got her own Elite Four team involved, as well, so-”

The ground trembled.

“Oh, damn,” Bruno said softly, looking upslope. “Guys – avalanche!”

He sent out an Onix and a Steelix, who both formed dams with their bodies to help divert the snow away from the group of trainers, and Will sent out all his Psychic-types to help.

Karen’s Absol looked smug, for about half a second, before swirling up a Razor Wind and throwing it into the avalanche to help break it up.

The mountain shook under them as Lance’s dragons joined in as well, doing their best to reduce the load on Will’s Psychic-type team, and most of the Kanto-Johto Elite Four were so busy coordinating their Pokémon they barely noticed as Zero’s supernaturally-enhanced fighter plunged into the ground nearby.


“We need to follow him!” Ash called.

“I know, but the portal’s closed!” Giratina replied, drifting slowly towards the ground as he used his Ghost abilities to negate most of his weight. “I’m going to need a moment to break whatever Palkia did, hold on!”

“Shaymin, can you help?” Ash asked, turning to the Legendary flying alongside.

“I don’t even know how to open portals except with a big explosion on the other side!” Shaymin protested. “And this is mountain air! There’s no pollution here to use!”

“What do we do when we catch up?” Mega Latios checked. “Just open fire? Pidgeot was doing that.”

“Yeah, I think it’s a good start,” Ash replied. “I… I’d rather you stop it without making it crash, but if you can’t stop it without putting Zero and Infi in danger then stop it.”

“I understand the distinction,” Mega Latios nodded.

“Okay, I think I’ve got a handle on this!” Giratina called. “It’ll weaken every time I transit back from this world to my one, but Shaymin’s going to need to be the one to lead us out for the next few jumps!”

Shaymin swallowed audibly, then nodded.

That said, Giratina ripped open a hole in space. Mega Latios went through first, accelerating at a punishing speed – far faster than he could have managed with Ash on his back – and Pidgeot flew through a second later, conjuring her white wings of air as soon as she was on the far side of the portal.

Giratina went next, with Shaymin just behind him, and the portal snapped closed.

“There!” Ash called, pointing overhead – towards an expanse of water, which rippled continuously and sent patterns of reflection shifting through the area.

“I see him!” Giratina agreed. “Hold on!”

Ash did his best to hold on with Aura as Giratina swam through the air – transitioning from Altered Form back to Origin Form and taking on an undulating and surprisingly rapid style of movement.

“Pidgeot!” Ash called, remembering. “Latios! Careful with what’s behind where you’re firing!”

“Right!” Mega Latios agreed, realizing. “We might do more damage than he can – whoah!”

Ahead of them, the Mecha Giratina fired out an Ominous Wind. It punched right through the water, which turned out to be only about five feet deep, and the streamlined fighter spun as it passed through the gap it had created.

Zero immediately yawed once through the hole, shielding himself from direct observation, and jumped back to the normal world with a flash.

Ash thought for a moment. “Shaymin! Come over here, I’ll have Meganium charge you up!”


An unknown distance away in the Reverse World, the Megarig‘s effectors flared and shot out a blast of greenish flames.

Charizard rolled, snatching his wing away from the first rush of Dragon Breath, and countered it with his own gout of Dragon-typed flames. The two clashed with a series of flashes, pockets where the energy built up to create explosions, then after a few seconds a wall of light slammed across between Charizard and the Megarig and blocked the rest of the attack from hitting him.

“Thanks!” Charizard called to Mewtwo, wings cupping the air and letting him speed around to the side. Another attack came flicking out at him, this one a Thunderbolt, and he endured it with a snort of laughter before launching a Fire Blast back.

The Megarig‘s shield took it with ease, prompting Charizard to glance around for where Mewtwo was and fly over to him as Ho-Oh took up the attack.

“That shield’s pretty tough,” he reported. “I’m not Mega, sure, but that feels every bit as strong as what Dialga and Palkia were doing.”

I’ve been examining it, Mewtwo replied, and launched a powerful Psystrike at the shield – producing a noticeable ripple in a shield already taking Ho-Oh’s Sacred Fire, though the Megarig drifted out of phase with reality before the strain built up too much. I wonder if the basis of the shield is something to do with particle physics, like how Dialga and Palkia presumably use their own powers of time and space to build their shields.

“I… don’t pretend to understand enough to know if that helps,” Charizard admitted ruefully.

Fair point, Mewtwo said readily. It’s quite esoteric.

Latias called out, and Mewtwo spun to where she’d directed – watching as the Megarig phased back into solidity. Interesting. It looks like there’s a limit to how long it can dive before it has to return to the real world again. That could be useful.

“What I want to know is whether I can do something useful to it if I hit it really hard,” Charizard said. “Can you backstop me?”

Of course, Mewtwo replied, deflecting a Thunderbolt attack away with a wave of his hand.

Thus assured, Charizard took a deep breath. His wings crackled with eddies and embers of hot air as he hovered in the void, and then he charged in what wasn’t properly a dive – just a Flare Blitz aimed straight at the Megarig.

A light built up in his throat, then he reached optimal range and fired. What emerged from his open mouth was a lance of white-hot plasma, a Charific Valley Blast Burn – pure and simple, delivered with all the power his years of training could muster, and focused down to a single point.

That attack certainly made a visible impression. The Megarig‘s shields distorted inwards, forced out of their position by the sheer power of the attack, and the faint pale-dark pattern marking out the position of the shield bubble brightened as it fought to resist the impact. A counterattack speared out, a stream of Dragon Pulse, and Ho-Oh’s personal ramjet roared as he came blasting over to intercept it – wrapping himself in a Counter Shield of Sacred Fire and physically interposing himself into the path of the attack.

Charizard kept his own Blast Beam up, forcing himself to sustain the attack a little longer, and a black patch of localized failure formed – then he had to stop, and the shield closed back up over the hole.

It was still brightly lit, though, and Latias came charging in. She fired a Mist Ball, Pikachu used Volt Crash, and Lucario hurled forwards an Aura Sphere.

The attacks passed right through the shield without slowing, and a moment later the Megarig was gone – back out of phase, where it was impossible to attack.

“Sorry,” Latias told them, slowing down. “We missed the chance.”

“There will be another,” Kari reminded them. “It seems we must gird ourselves for the attempt, then make it all at once as soon as the Megarig returns – not this time, but one of the ones to come.”

“That sounds like a plan,” Lucario agreed. “Though…”

He reached down to the belt Ash had lent him, taking Kari’s hilt. “It also occurs to me that perhaps it might be best to fight Ghost-type powers with a Ghost?”

“It doesn’t have the ring of fight fire with fire,” Pikachu said. “Though it is more likely to work.”

“I’ve never understood why that saying’s not ‘fight dragon with dragon’,” Latias volunteered, then yelped and dodged aside as the Megarig hurled an Ancientpower at them.

The other Ancientpower rock of the attack flew right at Charizard, who headbutted it hard enough to blow it to bits.

“…that was impressive,” Latias blinked, then refocused and fired a Dragon Pulse at the Megarig. At the same moment, Lucario rose to his full height on her back, paws glowing blue to hold on – and used Sacred Sword, channelling it through Kari.

The Dragon Pulse passed right though the Megarig without any effect.

The Sacred Sword, however, passed right through the shield. It made contact with the Megarig with a visible flash, making it suddenly jolt to one side, and it passed right through a cluster of orbiting rocks.

Unfortunately, not all of the Sacred Sword attack actually hit the Megarig itself. Some of the attack went wide, slicing into the rocks, and Lucario winced.

“I… hope that didn’t break anything important,” he said.

I would not count on it, Dexter replied. Perhaps we should remember to alert Mewtwo for attacks like that.


At one end of the Gracidea Valley, Dawn checked the situation again before allowing herself to breathe a sigh of relief.

With all the Ice-types and Ice users here now, along with a fantastic collection of strong Pokémon headed by a Regigigas, the glacier seemed to have finally stopped sliding downhill. She’d taken on the project for herself as soon as they arrived in the valley, and though it had been harder to handle the coordination than last time she was fairly sure she’d managed to stop it a little earlier than last time.

Another tremble ran through the ground, and Dawn’s first reaction was to check that the glacier hadn’t begun moving again. Fortunately it hadn’t, but that left Dawn with a puzzle – until Buneary waved to get her attention.

“Over there!” she pointed.

Dawn looked, and did a double-take. The top of one of the nearby mountains had been blown off, sending rocks tumbling down on all sides, and the peak itself – which looked worryingly big – was tumbling lazily through the air towards Gracidea.

“All of you, use Hyper Beam!” Brandon called, getting the attention of all three of his Regi titans. “If you can break it into small enough pieces they’ll all slow down in the air!”

An orange light came stabbing down from the sky above, from so high Dawn had trouble making out where it had started – the light trail just receding into invisibility somewhere above the highest clouds – and halted, hanging in mid-air for a moment as the tumbling peak reached the crest of its arc and began to fall.

Then the rock stopped – just stopped, in mid-air.

“Oh, hey, it’s Max’s Deoxys!” Glaceon called.

“Like… cool,” Skitty shrugged. “I’ve been, like, using Blizzard until my teeth hurt. Like, everything’s cool now.”


“Here we go!” Shaymin announced, then used Seed Flare. The explosion of her attack blew a hole in space, about where Zero’s fighter had vanished, and she swept through with Giratina and the others behind her.

They came out in a canyon, and Pidgeot flared her wings to slow down before climbing to get over the wall of rock just ahead of them. Mega Latios and Shaymin pulled up as well, and Ash held on tight as Giratina phased them both through the wall.

“Sorry about that,” Giratina apologized, skidding to a halt on the other side of the rock wall. “It didn’t feel weird, did it?”

“A bit,” Ash replied. “But it’s not-”

A flash of light hit them from the side, and Giratina grunted as he took the impact of a Dark Pulse. He staggered sideways despite the six legs of his Altered Form, and established his shield with a flicker of energy before turning and firing a Shadow Ball right back.

Ash caught sight of Zero’s fighter retreating back into one of the nearby expanses of rock, and winced. “That’s going to be a problem…”

“Yeah, we can both phase but I can’t fly as fast as him in Altered Form,” Giratina agreed. “Best I can do is float… I should really find what happened to my Orb one of these days – anyway! Where did the fighter go?”

“It’s that way!” Ash replied, looking around using Aura Sight and seeing the energy lighting up the fighter. “I can’t tell if it’s inside the rock at the moment, though – Latios?”

Mega Latios and Pidgeot both flew overhead, noticing where Ash was pointing and focusing on that area, and Mega Latios shot a Dragon Pulse down from overhead.

“Inside the rock!” he called.

“Right!” Giratina replied, and broke into a run. He built up speed as fast as he could, then jumped and phased – reducing his weight to a tiny fraction of what it had been, and letting him fly straight through the pillars and walls of rock to collide with the Mecha Giratina.

Their shields clashed against one another, waste energy arcing out into the rock and causing fractures to open up, and when fighter and Pokémon emerged on the far side of the rock they left behind a pillar that was crumbling under its own weight.

“That’s really bizarre!” Ash called. “I could see stuff with Aura, but my regular vision was just seeing rock right in front of it!”

Giratina grabbed at Zero’s fighter again, but it slipped out of his grip and spun end-over-end. Lighting the engines at full power, it evaded Giratina’s barrage of Shadow Ball attacks and stood on its tail to get some sky room.

Pidgeot came stooping down from her position as top cover, hammering an Ominous Wind at it, then dove slightly underneath the parasite fighter and fired Aeroblast. With nothing to backstop her but the sky, she could go full-power, and the brilliant red beam of light stayed on Zero’s shields for almost three seconds before he managed to shake her with a dive into a valley.

Ash closed an eye so he could keep following the situation, one arm pointing out Zero’s position for the Pokémon, and so he saw it ahead of time when Mega Latios fired his Luster Purge while cloaked.

Zero’s fighter dodged at the last moment, and the powerful attack exploded just above the bow of the Mecha Giratina – but that was almost as bad, as it sent the fighter craft into a spin and knocked it towards the ground.

At that point Giratina came out of the next cliff, and Ash could see the situation directly – Zero’s fighter falling toward the valley floor far below, recovering from the spin it was in, then opening a portal and vanishing back into the Reverse World before impact.

Giratina opened their own portal right where he was, rather than following Zero’s fighter the extra mile to where their target had transitioned, and waited long enough for Pidgeot, Mega Latios and Shaymin to head through first before going through himself.


“Good work, Infi,” Zero said, checking the readouts. “Any damage?”

“Moderate damage,” Infi replied. “Aerodynamic manoeuvre capability compromised. One weapons projector offline.”

A number of more minor damage reports lit up the schematic, the yellow of reduced capability rather than the orange or red of nonfunctionality, and Zero shook his head.

“It’s a pity that Giratina has decided to pick a fight,” he said, looking around at the area they were in. “He’ll be following soon.”

“Affirmative,” Infi agreed.

The area they were in was certainly quite a sight. A thin sheen of ice stretched for three miles on their right, a mirror of the lake down in the valley floor, and in front of them was a pair of volcanoes – one of them erupting out a cloud of flame and smoke and ash, the other sucking in the entire cloud and making it vanish completely. The two volcanoes shared a base, which was probably how it worked on a level of basic mass availability, but it was still one of the stranger sights even for the Reverse World.

“Portal detected,” Infi highlighted, and Zero boosted in the direction of the pyrocumulus cloud – operating on the repulsors for steering, and keeping the shield hardened enough to avoid air turbulence working at the compromised fairing.

That annoyingly fast Dragon came through first, the Mega Lati-whatever, and the Pidgeot followed a moment later. Zero dialled up an attack from the rear weapons projectors, an Ancientpower beam, and fired it at the area of the portal – only to see the Mega Lati destroy it with a precisely aimed Psywave.

He did still have an advantage, and he put it to use by circling around the twin volcanoes – if they wanted to attack, they’d have to come for him or risk doing damage to the Reverse World. That was something they seemed to have real problems with, though Zero regarded the matter with indifference – it wasn’t as if the place had been pristine when he found it, after all, and who cared if it had an effect elsewhere?

His moment of introspection was interrupted by a flicker of light, and Zero stared for a second before recognizing it as the same attack that had nearly caused catastrophe back in the real world. Then he threw the shield to full power and broke for cover, though the explosion still hammered at the Mecha Giratina and lit up warnings all over the board.

So that Lati could make the attack explode in mid-air. That was good to know…


AN:

Just so it’s completely clear, this Giratina is not the Giratina currently playing Explorers of Sky with a harassed Arceus as the programmer.






266. Sky Warrior 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


All right, go, Mewtwo said.

His hand swept across, englobing the Megarig, Ho-Oh and Charizard in a bubble of psychic energy, and Charizard followed up by focusing his strength.

A salvo of Dark Pulses flashed out at Charizard, who spun in mid-air and evaded most of them. Only one managed to score a hit, colliding with his wing, but a quick Steel Wing denied it the ability to do much damage. Grunting a little from the impact, Charizard finished his turn and exhaled a cone of shimmering blue gas.

It hung in the air for a fraction of a second, then exploded. The blast acted like an enormous shaped-charge, firing a jet of incandescent plasma at the Megarig‘s shields at the same time as Ho-Oh used Sacred Fire on them, and Mewtwo joined in by hammering it with the most powerful Psychic he could manage at the same time.

The shields glowed as they shed heat, their griseous pattern becoming more apparent, then a patch of local failure appeared as the stress got too much. Mewtwo teleported closer, firing a Flash Cannon through the gap, and it passed through thin air as the Megarig dropped into phase – the last flicker of visible movement indicating that it was rotating, as well, to confuse the issue of where the shields had been stressed.

How are you holding up? Mewtwo asked, turning his attention to the Fire-types as they all waited for the Megarig to return to tangibility.

“I’m having a bit of trouble using Blast Burn so much,” Charizard admitted.. “It’s kind of a psychological thing, partly – it’s really inculcated into us that it’s powerful enough you have to be wary of using it, so using it this much against a single enemy…”

“I’m doing better, but Sacred Fire is too short range,” Ho-Oh said candidly. “It’s my best attack, but it’s just not got enough range unless I set the sky alight – and that has obvious problems here.”

I see, Mewtwo replied, then turned to look in the direction of one of the floating islands – which held the closest blind spot for himself and the two Flying-types, given where they’d been when the Megarig became intangible.

There was a sudden flash.


Latias blurred ahead, moving at full speed towards the Megarig as it began to appear. It had picked one of the slightly less obvious spots than the one she’d already been hiding in, but it was still close enough for her to reach quickly – and she was pushing hard, already charging up a Mist Ball as she bored in towards the Megarig.

Then she waved her hand, and the Pokémon on her back opened fire.

Dexter was first, his combat projection distorted enough that it looked like an old-style raygun, and he fired a Zap Cannon attack directly at the shield. It went a little off target, but it did hit the shield – and the moment it did, Pikachu supplemented it with a paired Volt Crash powerful enough it made Latias’ tiny feathers all stand on end.

The triple blow of the powerful Electric attacks produced secondary discharges all over that half of the shield, and Latias side-slipped smoothly through the air to keep the damaged patch of the shields in her line of fire.

Her Mist Ball flicked out next, a deceptively small ball of white light which exploded violently on contact with the Megarig‘s energy shield, and she adjusted her angle just a little.

Lucario and Kari used Sacred Sword, and the beam of brilliant blue energy made contact – with the shield, this time, not with the Megarig itself. The impact was enough to produce a momentary patch of localized failure, and Kari blurred out of Lucario’s paws to cut a second slash at right angles to the first – right across the failure patch.

A gap opened that was just about big enough, and Latias pushed her shields to maximum power and hammered into them. The two opposing sheaths of protective energy clashed with a flicker of violent light, then Latias broke through – going quite a bit too fast.

Kari shot back to Lucario’s paw, and he scooped up Pikachu and Dexter in his other arm before jumping off Latias’ back as they got close to the Megarig. Slamming Kari’s tip into the flying machine, he skidded along the whole of one spindly ‘wing’ before finally coming to a bruising halt against the main body of the Megarig itself.

“Let’s do that again,” Pikachu commented dryly, as Lucario tugged Kari free again and observed the long gash of ripped metal they’d left behind. “I wonder if that’s broken anything?”

The Megarig twisted suddenly, nearly throwing Pikachu off before Lucario grabbed him, and a half-dozen Shadow Balls flicked out of the nearest projector. Lucario blocked them with two sweeps of Kari’s blade and a Night Slash as Pikachu blew the weapons module to bits, then the Steel-type reversed his teammate and used her to cut a triangle shape into the Megaig’s hull.

Kicking it hard enough to dent it, he slipped inside with the others – then the world around them faded like mist, leaving only the Megarig.

It seems the cooldown time of the phasing engine ran out, Dexter observed. Let’s see…

A screen lit up, showing Infi. “Leave.”

“After all the effort it took to get in here?” Lucario asked. “And while you’re causing this much damage? No, we’re staying.”

Infi’s expression shifted a little, becoming more determined. “Then I will make you.”

The whole ship shook again, a sudden jolt caused by a course-change attempt to try and throw them out of the open gap, but both Pikachu and Lucario were using Aura to hold themselves down now and nothing happened.

Interfacing, Dexter reported, then emitted a sigh of electronic hash as the image of Infi vanished. I have been physically cut off from the systems.

One of the nearby doors opened, and a pair of Magneton attacked – exerting a powerful magnetic force on Lucario, trying to pull him from the floor and throw him out the hole he and Kari had made. A floor tile gave way, letting them pull him into the air, and he twisted to spread himself across the triangle and avoid simply being hurled out the ‘window’.

Pikachu darted forwards and punched one of the Magneton hard enough to dent the wall it hit, then hit the other with a bolt of Thunder which interrupted its electromagnetic effects. That freed Lucario, and he twisted in place before slamming a Low Kick into the second Magneton and knocking it out.

“Let’s get going!” he said. “She can’t cut the whole ship off from itself, so there’s got to be somewhere Dexter can plug in!”

“That or she’ll break enough of the ship that Mewtwo can sort it out,” Pikachu agreed. “I like this plan.”

He looked back out of the hole as they dropped back out of phase, spotting Latias some distance away. “Pity Latias didn’t get in before it phased again, though…”


“I lost him, where did he go?” Giratina called, looking around.

Ash checked with one eye closed, and pointed. “That way! But he’s moving really fast – faster than I think you can!”

Giratina began to surge along in that direction anyway, body undulating as he swam through the air of the Reverse World.

“Wait, I have an idea,” Ash added. “You can make yourself lighter, right?”

“Well, I’m a Ghost type, so sort of… why?”

“Pidgeot, over here!” Ash called.

The Flying-type banked around in a tight circle and came over. “What is it?”

“Can you give us a tow?” Ash asked. “Giratina’s not fast enough.”

Pidgeot nodded, falling into formation with them, and slid over so she was about a foot over Ash’s head. Her feet extended down to meet him, and Ash grabbed hold – staying on Giratina’s back at the same time with Aura.

Conjuring two massive wings of air, Pidgeot began to pull. Mega Latios joined in, lending his telekinesis to evenly distribute the force on Giratina’s body, and Shaymin joined the formation a moment later – though she couldn’t really offer anything to help Giratina move faster, apart from moral support.

“How fast are we going to go?” the Grass-type Legendary asked. “And I – whoah!”

Pidgeot summoned a Tailwind that engulfed the whole formation and made them accelerate swiftly, steering them in a wide arc around a pair of mountains joined at the peak, until the odd landscape of the Reverse World was blurring by.

“Are we on target?” Pidgeot called.

“I think so,” Ash replied. “It looks like we’re pretty close, anyway – and he’s not getting any further away, I can still see him!”

Pidgeot’s wings beat harder, and a shock of white broke around the bubble of moving air she was maintaining as the whole ad-hoc team went supersonic.

“I see him as well,” she reported, as they shot past a forest growing in all directions from a collection of floating cubes. “I think we can catch up – hold on!”

“This feels strange,” Giratina muttered.


“Giratina and accompanying team approaching,” Infi warned, and Zero examined the screen she brought up for him.

“So I see,” he said, after looking for several seconds at the closely grouped Pokémon. “Ash Ketchum’s team is indeed very impressive – it’s a pity that he isn’t listening to me, really, and that we’ll have to resolve this with violence.”

He turned his attention to the area they were flying over – a distorted city-scape, with houses floating in mid-air or tesselated together to form giant walls and arches. It was like looking at a half-finished construction site with houses instead of bricks, and like much of the Reverse World had a surreal beauty to it.

“Is it likely this area corresponds to a city?” he asked.

“Confirmed,” Infi agreed. “Probability high but not certain.”

“That should mean they can’t use most of their more powerful attacks,” he decided. “Take us through.”

Infi nodded, and a portal opened in front of them – snapping open and then closed in less than a second.

Zero examined the terrain, then brought his Mecha Giratina around to hover over the main park – a little way from the crowded Baccer stadium.


“We’re about to reach where he jumped!” Mega Latios called.

Ash let go of Pidgeot, and the tailwind collapsed around them. That left Giratina a lot of velocity to shed, which he began doing straight away as Ash sent out Meganium and she gave Shaymin a top-up.

“Ready!” Shaymin announced a few seconds later, and fired out a Seed Flare. It detonated with a wham, tearing the sky asunder, and Giratina looped around to pass through along with the others.

“It’s a city!” Pidgeot warned, just before Ash could do the same, and both she and Mega Latios immediately pulled up to get clear. Shaymin did the same, and Giratina looked around – mildly puzzled – as he shifted to Altered Form and landed on all six legs.

“We need to get somewhere where there’s no people, in case Zero attacks us here,” Ash explained. “I… wait, is this Crown City? Okay, um… there’s a park about half a mile that way!”

A blast of Thunder suddenly shot from the ground nearby, in about the direction Ash was pointing. Pidgeot took a glancing blow along her flank from the attack, then dove towards it – taking another hit – and vanished from sight.

There was a sound like tearing silk, and the red beam of an Aeroblast flashed up at a low angle.

“Nice work!” Ash said, switching to Aura sight again to monitor what was going on through the clutter. “She got low enough so there was only the sky behind him!”

Giratina broke into a run, jumping right through one of the nearby buildings to head towards where Ash had indicated. “I hope he stays still long enough that I can go after him – hold on!”

The Legendary vaulted across the main river running though Crown City, and accelerated towards the scene of the fighting.


Grings Kodai closed the blinds on his apartment window.

He wondered why he came back to Crown City at all, sometimes. The place was clearly getting more ridiculous every time he visited.


“How much more of this is there going to be?” Misty asked. “Absol, any idea?”

“Not much of one,” Absol replied, her breathing a little laboured. “There’s been a lot of them, and it’s been exhausting because they only show up on my radar a few seconds before they actually happen here in the normal world.”

Misty nodded. “Right – I didn’t realize that was going on. You’ve been doing great so far.”

She looked around Gracidea. “Despite appearances…”

Absol had to chuckle, as the valley looked terribly badly damaged. Most of the steeper mountainside slopes had already crumbled into the valley centre, and there was everything from a stalled glacier to several large scorch marks showing how much of the side-effects from the battle in the Reverse World had leaked through.

“The better news is really that everything outside the valley has been caught as well,” Absol said then. “Though there’s been fewer things total… not sure why.”

She froze for a moment, and Misty tensed. “What is it?”

Absol held up a paw for a moment, concentrating, then turned sharply to the Pokémon acting as her messengers.

“Warn Squirtle and Muk!” she called.

Misty did a double-take as Swellow rocketed off, but then felt an odd greasy feeling on her skin.

She looked up, and saw an enormous weather system congealing out of thin air overhead – forming before her eyes, swelling and blackening and swirling all at once.

Reaching for her belt, Misty got ready to send out Seaking – only to realize the Water-type in question was already at the lakeside.

Then she saw a bright flash from where Swellow had gone.


“Ready!” Squirtle called.

“I’ve got the Key Stone here-” Ivysaur began, then stared as Squirtle very deliberately slammed his homemade Squirtilite against his shell hard enough to crack it. “What did you just do?”

“Just get that Key Stone working!” Squirtle replied, and Ivysaur complied as he felt the electrical charge building up in the air. The Key Stone flashed, then so did the damaged Squirtilite, and the two flared brightly enough to leave spots dancing in Ivysaur’s vision.

Water surged out of the broken Water Stone, all of it glowing with a multicoloured light as all the Infinity Energy flowed into it instead of Squirtle, and the slightly-crazy Water-type took control of it with a gesture before forming it all up together into a single liquid mass – which rapidly took shape, forming an enormous Vaporeon shape over the course of only a few seconds.

An enormous stroke of lightning blazed down through the water construct into the ground, turning a chunk of it to steam, but Squirtle’s control of the water was good enough to prevent it simply exploding outwards and instead there were visible bubbles held entirely within the artificial Vaporeon – frozen in place by the mass of the Infinity-infused water all around it, containing all the violence instead of letting it out to harm any of the nearby Pokémon.

Squirtle reached down with one paw of his construct, and picked up Muk. The water flowed around him, moving the Poison-type to the nose of the artificial Vaporeon, and Muk launched a barrage of Electric-type attacks at the cloud. The electrical potentials elsewhere in the cloud began to dissipate, all the energy drawn towards Squirtle’s giant Vaporeon, and he flexed the tail up into the air to form a lightning rod – which began to discharge the cloud, absorbing several lightning bolts a second and sending little bursts of steam in all directions as they overwhelmed his containment field.

Not to be put off, Squirtle began to use Rime to cool the construct down again – preventing it from getting dangerously hot – and shifted himself so he was sitting roughly between the ‘eyes’ of the giant faux-Vaporeon.

“This raging storm won’t overcome the depth of my soul!” he declared. “No natural force, no matter how strong, can overcome the heart of the badass Squirtle of the Squirtle Squad! And whether you bring fire, ice or lightning, you can’t compete with the passion of three Pokémon working together as one!”

Ivysaur decided he was probably the third Pokémon Squirtle was talking about, then noticed something odd about the cloud.

“…Squirtle!” he called. “It’s about to hail!”

No sooner had he said it than the blaze of lightning bolts stopped – replaced by enormous hailstones, at least two feet across, which began to fall all over Gracidea.

Attacks lanced out to stop them from all the Pokémon who still had energy to spare, reducing them from highly dangerous masses of falling ice to large quantities of snow, and Squirtle’s construct brought down its tail to shield Ivysaur from attack.

“Fire attacks!” Squirtle called, and Muk complied – resulting in Squirtle’s increasingly-bizarre artificial Vaporeon firing a jet of flame into the clouds. A jet of flame that went on and on and on, interspersed with occasional blasts of air or beams of psychic energy, but overwhelmingly made up of the Fire-type attacks Squirtle had called for.

Fire Blast after Flamethrower after Incinerate detonated in the interior of the evil-looking black overcast, heating it and turning the giant hail into slush and then into a warm rain.

Then Squirtle’s construct crouched, and leapt into the air with a push-off from both paws and the thick piscine tail, rising to the height of the cloud – and exploded.

Water went rushing outwards in all directions, physically forcing away the combination of air currents and particles which had created the seething cloud overhead, and as it left a moment of clear sky Muk pulsed out the most powerful Sunny Day he could manage.

Water fell all over Gracidea, lit by the sun, and finally Muk landed with a splatch right next to Ivysaur.

Squirtle did four backflips, and stuck a three-point landing right in front of his friend. “Oh, yeah!” he announced. “It worked!”

Ivysaur gave him a very severe look.


“Well, I guess that… solved that,” Misty admitted, getting a towel out of her bag. “How did you know they could pull that off?”

“I knew that if I asked them to help it would go better than if I didn’t,” Absol replied. “I didn’t know what they were going to do either.”

She shook the water off her coat, then looked around. “Good, Karen and Sidney are both here. Can you please tell their Absols to take over? I’d quite like a bit of a rest now…”


Within the computer systems of the Megarig, Infi felt a rising sense of emulated frustration.

The Porygon2 was surprisingly good at coding ways around her anti-intrusion software, and his own ICE was easily refined enough to stop her doing the same. Though she tried fighting him every time the intruders got into a new area, if for no other reason than to give her time to direct the defences to try and get rid of the whole group, she was still having to excise connections as they became possible attack routes to try and shut her down.

Twitching a circuit, she sealed a dozen blast doors in the path of the Pokémon fighting their way towards anything they could find that was part of the ship’s vital systems, then appeared on the wall by one of the guard posts.

“The intruders are at junction 34-S,” she stated, watching them on her cameras. Even as she spoke, she slammed one of the other blast doors as the Pikachu was passing through – only for him to twist and hold it open with a grunt of effort, which stalled it for long enough that the Lucario could force it back into the housing with a protesting whine as the motors burned out.

Returning her attention to the Magnezone, she continued. “Get rid of them. All of them, if possible, though any one will do.”

The Magnezone and their Magneton sidekicks buzzed out an affirmative, and floated off down the corridor. As they did, Infi spared a thread of attention to check on the ship status – making her wince.

The damage was definitely having an impact on her ability to fight properly. She could compensate, changing the movements of the Megarig to avoid exposing the vulnerable surfaces as much, but if this kept going then even without a successful hack attempt the damage would increase to the point that she couldn’t hold off the collection of powerful Pokémon outside – currently biding their time, waiting for their boarding attempt to succeed.

If the flying Pokémon outside were less mobile, she could have tried to use the presence of the boarders as a sort of shield by making high-risk high-reward attacks, but both Psychic-types were blisteringly fast and the Ho-Oh kept doing some kind of boost move she’d never seen before. Even the Charizard – the slowest Pokémon out of the whole group – was annoyingly fast and alert, evading attack after attack no matter how cunningly Infi tried to box him in.

Surging current through another connection, she burned it off, then turned to a hardened camera to watch as the Steel-type security Pokémon reached the boarders.

One of the Magneton emitted a powerful electromagnetic field, aiming it directly at the enemy Pikachu, and a cloud of static blasted out around them as Pikachu countered with a kind of enveloping shield made up of dozens of little recirculating lightning bolts. The shield spun three times, then halted and focused to a point – blasting an attack in turn out at the Magneton, which struggled briefly as Pikachu trapped it in an inverted electrical shield.

Pikachu darted forwards and spun, tail shimmering a silvery blue, and knocked the Magneton out the side of the ship with a kerrunch of mangled metal.

As Pikachu landed, Lucario lashed out with a spinning kick – taking a powerful blast of electrical energy from the Magnezone, but knocking it sideways into the wall and sending a pulse of extra electrical energy through the systems of the Megarig. The surge protectors caught it, but Infi’s view of the area fuzzed for a moment.

It only returned for a second before the camera failed again, but in that second she saw the Lucario wielding a completely-on-fire Honedge with no visible sign of discomfort. The impact knocked both Magnezone and the remaining Magneton out of the Megarig through the same hole – making it larger – and part of the surge of flame coming off the sword hit the camera, rendering it non-functional.

Infi cued up another trick, preparing to blow one of her own bulkheads up to try and knock them out into the void of the Reverse World, and waited for the Honedge to begin slicing through the blast door between the room they’d been in and the room she’d readied as a trap.

They seemed to be taking quite a long time.


“Two more, over there!” Charizard called, wings flaring, and twisted around to match speeds with the nearest Magneton. There was a crackle of static as he got closer, making him wince, and he gained a little more distance so the electrical charges wouldn’t hurt him just from being nearby.

“Just so you know, I’m going to Flamethrower you unless you come quietly,” he explained seriously. “Are you going to come quietly?”

The Magneton considered that, then neutralized the charge with a fat pop and a smell of ozone.

Charizard grabbed the Magneton, slowing it and bringing it to rest on a nearby island, then took off as Ho-Oh brought the Magnezone over as well.

“Wonder if all that static’s having an effect in the real world,” he said.

“I don’t really know how we might tell,” Ho-Oh replied with a winged shrug. “The only thing here that can create portals is the Megarig, and I think it’s best to avoid any portals it might generate.”


“We’re cut off, right?” Pikachu checked, his voice barely audible over the buzz of the static hum he was generating from his ears.

Correct, Dexter confirmed. The cameras are all destroyed or disconnected and I have not located any surviving audio links. The white noise should keep us from being overheard.

He turned his attention to Lucario and Kari. My best prediction for our location relative to the important areas of the Megarig is that we will need to move as follows, taking our current facing as towards the bow. Down, down, port, forwards, port, down and then we will be there. This is one of the two primary control bus locations – it has a redundant spare, but that is why I have given Pikachu his own instructions.

He paused. Understood?

Lucario and Pikachu nodded.

“For certes, yes,” Kari agreed.

Taking Kari’s hilt once more, Lucario summoned up a swirling cloud of blue Aura.

He nodded to Pikachu, then used Extremespeed and sliced through the floor. Once, twice, three times, then a handspring off the ceiling and he kicked a huge chunk out of the floor.

Pikachu darted through, cloaked in Agility, and set off to starboard – hammering through the nearest dividing wall with an Aura Sphere and a Force Palm, making a gap just big enough for him to slip through, and vanishing from Lucario’s view as the Fighting-type blew a hole in the next floor as well.

Their next target was tougher, a full bulkhead forming part of an internal structural girder, and Lucario smacked it with a Fire Punch to heat it and compromise the integrity of the metal. Turning with the recoil from his powerful punch, he kicked the bulkhead low down as he swept Kari through high up, then flicked his own Sacred Sword through top-to-bottom as he brought Kari back up into a ready position. Using Aura for grip, he shoulder-charged through the wall and backhanded the two startled Magnemite in the room before they could react.

A tremble ran through the ship, and the lights flickered for a moment – indicating Pikachu had done his job, and taken out the reserve data bus.

The unfortunate thing was that now the AI in charge of the ship would be able to work out what their objective was… but it would still take time to do anything useful with the information.


Fascinating, Mewtwo said. So your research derived from discovering natural portals between the normal world and the Reverse World?

“Yes, though of course it transpired that they weren’t natural at all,” Newton explained.

He watched as Mewtwo batted away two Ancientpower attacks, both of them aimed squarely for his torso, then teleported two feet to the left to let a Ghost-type attack hiss past.

“Is the fighting going on up there under control?” he asked. “I don’t really get involved in Pokémon attacks much, but it looks like you’re getting the upper hand…”

I think we are, though a lot of that is dependent on the success of the group of Pokémon we got aboard, Mewtwo said. They’re very effective Pokémon, though.

“Glad to hear it,” Newton said, then blinked as Mewtwo vanished.

“Er… hello?” he called, looking around.

“Sorry, I think he’s busy,” Latias called, pausing briefly next to him before zipping past.

Newton looked up, and did a double-take as he saw the Megarig firing on the nearby islands – each attack being stopped by Ho-Oh, or by Mewtwo, or now by Latias as well.

“What did you do to poor Infi, Zero?” he asked. “Why is she acting like this?”


“Well, we’re here,” Lucario said, examining the door before giving the housing a swift kick – enough to make it seize up, without compromising it as an obstacle. “What now?”

Now place my projector in this housing unit, Dexter directed, creating a hologram to show what he meant, and Lucario duly placed the combat projector where he’d been directed. Interfacing… please ensure that I am not moved from this position until the interface process is complete.

The door clunked as Infi tried to open it, but it stuck on the jammed housing.

“All right,” Lucario said, taking a stance. “You’re sure she won’t just disconnect this?”

If she did she’d lose access to half the weapons, Dexter replied. I’m not sure which half, it depends where her physical centrum is, but there’s only two high capacity data links and Pikachu broke the other one.

The door creaked, then ripped halfway open as four Magneton combined their force, and Lucario reached out a paw. Kari smacked into it without complaint, and he swung her up to block a powerful Charge Beam attack which flashed through the open door.

A second one came in through the gap, higher than the first, and he twisted Kari to block that one as well. When the third came along, Lucario used his free paw to catch the attack – trapping it in a glowing ball of Aura as the energy built up, then firing it back into the room on the other side of the hole.

There was a crash, and the electrical attacks stopped for a moment. Then Sonicboom attacks replaced them, pulses of powerful sound, and Lucario put a Protect screen across the door.

“Hey,” Pikachu called, sliding through the same gap Lucario and the others had entered. “How’s things?”

“Not too bad, though there are loads of Magneton out there,” Lucario said, indicating the direction with a vague wave of his arm. “They seem upset.”

His Protect shield began to waver under the bombardment, and Pikachu peeked through to get an idea of what was on the other side.

“Yep, they look angry,” he agreed. “Hey, Kari, how much more than me do you weigh?”

“I am a well balanced arming sword, not an iron bar,” Kari chided him. “I probably weigh less than you do.”

“Fair enough,” Pikachu replied. “Should still work… mind if I borrow you for a moment?”

On Kari’s agreement, Lucario passed her over to Pikachu.

The Protect shield went down, and Pikachu darted out into the larger room on the other side of the door – holding Kari’s sheath in his tail, using her as both a counterweight to change direction at need and as a weapon. Sonicboom attacks exploded around them both, some going right through Kari’s blade, and Pikachu hammered one Magneton with a burst of electricity powerful enough to override its levitation. Jumping over it as it slammed to the floor, he did a forwards flip and brought Kari’s blade down for a Sacred Sword on a Magnezone just as it floated into the room.

Two more Magneton combined their efforts to catch Pikachu in an electromagnetic bottle, and he surged electricity through both himself and Kari before flicking her around in an arc – getting them both out of the area of the bottle, and giving him enough space to throw out a barrage of Aura Spheres.

To show he was still taking part, Lucario reached out through the gap, grabbed a Magneton by one magnet, and threw it through a wall.

“I’m not sure whether this place is impressively fragile or impressively sturdy,” Pikachu commented, throwing Kari with a flick of his tail so she could attack a trio of Magnemite. “We’re making a lot of holes in it, but it is still functioning…”


As the battle continued on the Megarig‘s main deck, a wholly different kind of war raged in the circuitry of the main systems.

Dexter used all the tricks and little bits of software he’d written for exactly these kinds of situations, overwhelming individual network nodes and subverting them, and kept control of the ones he’d already managed to snag by multithreading his own attention so each one was under continuous supervision.

Infi had considerably less experience or skill at cyberwarfare, which was the main reason Dexter had been able to start so well – but she was learning by experience, and still controlled the majority of the computing hardware on board the Megarig. Every improvement she implemented pared away at Dexter’s opening advantage, working out counters to his best methods of attacking or defending the nodes.

Commands, instructions, spoofed signals, worms and junk data flowed back and forth through the Megarig‘s main circuitry, and Dexter began innovating as well – coming up with new ways to manage the silent warfare, from deriving one of Infi’s internal encryption keys and using it to take a dozen nodes at once to a more outside-the-box approach where he infiltrated a key communication link for the whole of one of the Megarig‘s star-shaped arms and burned it with a current surge. Infi lost all the rest of the nodes in that part of the ship, reducing her botnet, and Dexter took advantage of it by leapfrogging a little further forwards.

It looked like winning this was going to take something else, though, and Dexter began putting together something entirely different.

He’d already managed to disable or subvert enough of the specialized projectors that it was no longer possible to phase the entire Megarig… but there might be an opportunity there, as well…


Almost all of her attention on the cyber battle, Infi’s focus on actually fighting with the Megarig had been reduced to such a slender thread that she was barely aware of the environment at all. The subroutine operating the weapons was as simple as she could get away with – just targeting nearby islands and firing on them, to keep the other Pokémon busy – but already that was being affected, as one of the weapons fell out of operation from the efforts of the infuriating Porygon2.

Then a whole swath of her internal schematic lit up, indicating serious heat damage, and she hesitated – losing another weapons projector and two engines as Dexter capitalized on her momentary pause.


Ho-Oh launched another blast of Sacred Fire through the hole he’d melted, wings glowing a brilliant rose-gold as they reflected the flames of his attack

“Thanks!” Pikachu called, from the corner he’d darted into when Ho-Oh arrived. “Nice timing!”

Ho-Oh nodded and exhaled a third blast, driving about every still-conscious Magneton and Magnemite away from Pikachu and Kari, then dropped away from the gap.

It had been more than a little painful to force his way physically through the shield, especially with a rocket-jet boost to give him the momentum, but it had been nothing that wouldn’t heal.

Ho-Oh was good at healing.


Here goes… Dexter muttered to himself, and activated the new subroutine he’d written.

For this one, he wasn’t using any of the capability he’d captured and turned against Infi – except indirectly. The computing capacity that he’d been providing with his projector had been replaced bit by bit over the last minute with nodes he’d captured, but their capture had been performed through a back route after he’d cut them off from the last connection they had with the section of the ship Infi still had access to. So if she was keeping track of his available resources, his projector proper would still look fully utilized… as, indeed, would everything else, as he began mounting a brute-force attack on a key switching node. She could probably handle it, but it would take all her effort – and if she couldn’t, well, that would just result in his winning anyway.

The subroutine, meanwhile, connected his core projector directly with one of the phasing modules he’d isolated and reprogrammed. It spread a very peculiar spatial skew field around his projector, not impinging on it directly but still quite present.

After a pause to confirm everything was as he was expecting, Dexter projected his combat form into the skew field. All the feedback he was getting from his sensors went bananas, but in about the way the electronic Pokémon was expecting – so he completed the process, then quickly sped forwards while he hung a breath out of phase with the physical world.

His projector was still solid, and his body wasn’t… until it got the right distance away, where it began to drop back into reality.

Just where he wanted.


With the bare fraction of her attention that was involved with what was going on in the physical world as opposed to cyberspace, Infi winced internally.

The files she had on the abilities of Ho-Oh were clearly incomplete, and reviewing the camera footage back she could see that it hadn’t been a sustained shield bombardment like it had been with the boarding party – Ho-Oh had just rammed into the shield at blistering speed, torn right through the violently clashing energy patterns, and regenerated all the damage in a flash of golden-rose flame that lasted less than two seconds.

Rolling the ship to try and throw off Ho-Oh’s attacks – more in the hope that the inherent inaccuracy would make the phoenix reluctant to send attacks for fear of hitting his teammates, than anything – Infi triggered a barrage of electrical attacks, only to find out that several of the weapon projectors had been quietly shut down by her digital opponent earlier in their battle.

Then a blizzard of hostile code spilled into her systems – from a completely unexpected direction, and one which shut her out of the main navigational systems before she could react. Panicked, Infi burned half the links leading into the newly attacked area and pulled other computing clusters out of resisting Dexter’s main attack to meet the new threat.

In her haste, she judged wrongly. Working with excellent coordination, Dexter’s detached segment forced her to devote more and more attention to it until his main attack could break through into the rest of the ship. In the process, he captured one of her main databanks completely intact – and once he had her internal codes, it was over in less than a second. The entire Megarig went into complete lockdown, the shields shut off, and she watched powerlessly as Mewtwo levitated over to begin collecting up the last remaining Magnemite and Magneton in the security detail.


Phew, Latias sighed. Brother, I think we’re wrapping things up here.

Good, we still need help over here, Mega Latios replied. A blur of impressions came with the mental contact, and Latias stared for a moment – her jaw dropping open.

“Is something wrong?” Newton asked, looking up at the Dragon-type who’d been protecting him from Infi’s attacks.

“The other fight’s going on in a city!” Latias told him, shutting her mouth with a snap. “Giratina can’t fly in the real world, and my brother’s busy blocking attacks which might hit the city so Zero’s winning…”

“He can’t…” Newton repeated, slowly. “But Giratina’s natural form can certainly fly, why wouldn’t he be able to – wait a minute…”

He took his backpack off, and dug out a complex machine built around a sealed vacuum chamber.

“I was using this to analyze the portals, to find out if there was a way to replicate them without draining Giratina’s power,” the scientist explained. “I was making some progress, but if Giratina can’t fly in the real world then that suggests he’s been weakened somehow anyway.”

He fiddled for a moment with a spanner, then pointed at his Shieldon. “This is taking too long – headbutt it!”

Shieldon complied, smashing into the vacuum chamber, and it made a small bang sound as the air pressure equalized. One of the seams failed from the trauma, and Newton took the contents out.

A small yellow crystal, looking a lot like a piece of Giratina’s armour.

“If my suspicions are right, Giratina deserves to have this back,” Newton explained.

“Right!” Latias agreed, picking it up. “Sorry, got to go!”

She felt for the direction of her brother, updating him on the situation, then felt a faint tug appear – apparently the direction of a portal Giratina had just opened.

Not wasting any time, Latias rocketed off in that direction – speeding the yellow crystal back to the Pokémon who needed it.

“So…” Zorua asked, getting Newton’s attention. “Where should I put all these Magnemite and stuff? We’re going to need to take them home too, right?”

“Yes, good point,” Newton agreed. “Hold on, I have a tent somewhere…”


AN:


Zero is a bit mentally inconsistent, and almost completely unconcerned with collateral damage.

Crown City is also developing a bit of a reputation.






267. Sky Warrior 4


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


“Well… I assume that worked,” Lucario said, stepping on the still-soft metal of the corridor with his feet cloaked in glowing blue light. “All the Magnemite have put their arms up?”

“They lack those, alas,” Kari pointed out, sheathing herself with a klik. “But it would seem so.”

A screen lit up on the wall, showing Dexter. Hi, everyone. This place is kind of odd to control… why are you all looking at me like that?

“You seem to have redesigned your avatar,” Pikachu pointed out.

Dexter turned a camera to look at the screen, and the camera did a double-take.

Well, that answers what the missing Pokémon in the projected National Dex is, he said. Huh. What do we even call this one?

“You’re a Porygon line Pokémon who evolved in the Reverse World,” Pikachu said. “I suggest… nogyroP.”

No, Dexter replied flatly. Maybe I’ll ask the kids what they think.

“If you do that you’ll probably end up called Shodan,” Lucario suggested.


“How are you holding up, Latios!” Ash called.

All right, for now, Mega Latios sent back, as the latest Will-O-Wisp rolled off his shield in a flare of disruption. I’m sorry I’m not much good at actually hurting Zero’s aircraft.

“You’re doing great, don’t worry,” Ash assured him. “I guess I’d rather he was up there where Pidgeot could shoot at him to down here where none of us could, but it means we need to keep Crown City safe!”

As he mentioned Pidgeot, the Flying-type came blazing by to Ash’s right. She flew low under a bridge, rolled, and pulled up so fast that Zero had no time to notice her before she was at her preferred attack angle.

An Aeroblast ripped out, slamming into the fighter’s shields, and Ash held on tight to Giratina’s back as the Ghost-type Legendary joined in. A Shadow Sneak flicked out, forcing Zero to roll to the side to get out of the effect of both attacks, and Mega Latios took the opportunity of the distraction to get a Dragon Pulse in.

Zero countered with a portal, oriented differently to normal – so it took in the Dragon Pulse instead of the hovering superfighter – and Mega Latios paled as he watched the attack hiss off into the Reverse World.

“That dirty…” Giratina muttered, stopping his attack. “That’s going to be a real problem to deal with!”

“How often can he do that?” Ash asked.

“More often than I’d like,” Giratina replied. “His recharge time on the portals looks pretty low. That’s going to be a problem…”

“Did it hit anything?”

Giratina opened a little portal himself, just big enough for him look through, and examined it. “It… looks like it didn’t,” he replied. “But we can’t always be that lucky.”

He stomped on the ground with a sigh. “If only I could fly fast enough to catch up to it – there’s no way to use that trick to make physical attacks risky, it’s just annoying, and I think I’ve broken Palkia’s lockdown now.”

Mega Latios came flying over to them. “Ash! Good news – they stopped the Megarig, I think, and Latias is on the way!”

He slowed. “She… says she has something that’ll help. But she’s in the Reverse World right now, so don’t close the portal.”

Giratina nodded. “Got it.”

Overhead, Zero’s fighter began firing attacks at Pidgeot. She climbed into the air, rising high enough that his missed shots wouldn’t hit the ground, then turned tightly and spun together a razor whirlwind.

Pushing energy into it, she flung it at the parasite fighter – which opened a portal, sucking it in, but the whirlwind promptly dissipated without Pidgeot sustaining it.

Banking around, Pidgeot began to spin another whirlwind, then Ash’s attention was drawn away as Latias arrived – at speed.

“Hey, guys!” she announced. “Giratina, I brought your missing armour!”

Giratina blinked. “My what?”

“Your missing armour,” she repeated. “It was what the scientist guy was analyzing at first, that’s how he got started, then he found your portals and everything-”

“No, I mean I’ve never lost a piece of armour,” Giratina replied. “Why?”

In reply, Latias revealed what she was carrying – a little diamond-like yellow crystal, with the triangle facets indented so it was as if only the edges had any solidity.

Giratina did a double-take. “He had the – but – that’s my Griseous Orb!”

His tone became indignant. “I was wondering where I’d lost that!”

“That’s the Griseous Orb?” Ash asked.

“Yes,” Giratina replied, looking up from the crystal. “It’s a separate part of me, and a focus of my power. I lost track of it years ago, so I suppose Newton must have-”

“No, I mean, it’s not really an orb shape, is it?” Ash said. “I remember Dialga and Palkia’s Space-Time Orbs being a lot more round.”

“I… think griseous means sort of black and white,” Latias volunteered. “All dappled together… you know, like your shield is, and like how Palkia’s shield is Lustrous and Dialga’s is Adamant.”

“Oh, yeah, that,” Giratina sighed. “It’s actually kind of embarrassing… it got encased in dolerite once, and I liked how it looked so I didn’t bother cleaning it off. It didn’t stop it working or anything, so I figured why bother?”

As he spoke, Ash unlimbered his staff to Mega Evolve Latias, then took the Griseous Orb from her (despite it being neither griseous nor an orb) and passed it to Giratina.

The Dragon-type’s form shifted under him, as he took on a shape much more suited to fast flight, and he coiled to launch himself into the air.

“Wait,” Ash requested. “I… think I just got an idea. Can you make that portal bigger? And Latias, we’re going to need you and your brother.”

Mega Latios arrived next to them a moment later, as Giratina duly pushed the portal wider.

“Okay, good,” Ash said. “Now, uh… right, we’ll need Pidgeot as well… how long does a portal like this stay open?”

“I can keep it open for several minutes, though it’s not something I normally do,” Giratina replied. “It taxes my control to maintain more than one portal, and it’s untidy as well.”

“Right,” Ash decided. “We need Latios somewhere he can look through the portal and see Zero’s ship at the same time…”


“Well, Infi?” Zero asked, looking over the readouts. “How long until everything is fixed?”

“Estimate eight minutes,” Infi told him. “Combat ability is currently improving. Dimensional jump drive is ready.”

“Hold it for now,” Zero decided. “They’ve gone, right?”

“Confirmed.” Infi flashed up the views from all the cameras, which showed no sign of Giratina or any of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon. A newsfeed played in the corner, showing the property damage that had already taken place, and one of the cameras was fixed on the portal Giratina had opened earlier.

“Then they’re probably waiting in there for us to jump,” Zero decided. “I think we can wait until we’re ready for a fight again… that or just do enough damage to the Reverse World they have to go and save the real world, and escape in the confusion. But either way, that’s what we’ll do.”

Infi’s digital form nodded. “Estimate seven minutes.”

Her scanner focused suddenly on the area by the still-glowing portal. “Anomaly detected.”

Zero leaned closer to the screen. “I don’t see it.”

Several waves of enhancement flashed over the screen in quick succession, showing a few blurred patches. A green outline extrapolated from there, showing the outline of the Mega-evolved Eon Pokémon who’d been harrassing them earlier.

“That’s odd,” Zero mused. “I wonder why it’s still here… keeping an eye on us?”


“This feels very strange,” Giratina said, concentrating on their surroundings.

Thanks to the special bond between the Eon Twins, they were seeing from a perspective quite different to the norm. Instead of their immediate surroundings, all five of them – Giratina, Pidgeot, Ash, Mega Latias and Shaymin – were seeing themselves from the point of view of Mega Latios, back over by the portal into Crown City below and behind them.

“Yes, this isn’t easy at all,” Pidgeot agreed. “I think the best thing to do is to concentrate on what you’re feeling, and move slowly so you don’t lose control or overshoot.”

Her wings beat once, giant Wings of Air around them letting her glide on tiny currents, and she moved a little further from Mega Latios.

“That’s getting closer,” the Dragon-type said out loud. “Yeah, I think that’s almost the right range, he’s not moving much.”

“Good,” Giratina said, ‘swimming’ through the air. “With my Orb back, I think I can manage a second portal… ready?”

He checked their position again. The group of Pokémon hovering in mid-air in the Reverse World were – from Mega Latios’ point of view – in just about exactly the same position as the hovering Mecha Giratina was in the real world.

“Ready,” Pidgeot agreed.

“I’ll count down,” Ash suggested, as both Pokémon got ready. “Count of five?”

“Works for me,” Giratina agreed, and Pidgeot nodded.

“Five.”

Giratina’s misnamed Griseous Orb lit up as he drew on his power, juggling keeping the existing portal with setting up a new one.

“…four…”

Pidgeot swooped around to position herself just right.

“…three…”

Giratina’s whole body lit up, and he began to project the energy field – outlining the nascent portal in white light.

“…two…”

Pidgeot inhaled, a red glow forming in her beak as the Aeroblast powered up.

“…one… now!”

Giratina opened the portal, and Pidgeot fired into it a tiny fraction of a second later.


Zero was thrown out of his seat as the Mecha Giratina jerked wildly, almost all the alarms going off at once. The main lighting failed, and there was a heart-stopping weightless moment as the countergravity cut off as well – then one engine lit up, fitfully at best, and one of the viewscreens flickered back into life ringed by red emergency lighting.

“What happened, Infi?” he asked, pushing himself off the floor and back into his seat.

“Unknown,” Infi replied, sounding distracted. “Main engine fault, shutdown imminent. All Giratina power modules offline.”

She threw up an extrapolated image of the fighter on the main screen, and Zero stared.

One wing was just… gone, blown off completely, and the neck which connected his cockpit to the main body of the fighter was badly damaged and visibly warped by a combination of direct damage and an ongoing series of small explosions. Their flight path was becoming noticeably more erratic as the thrusters shut down, rendering Infi less and less able to compensate for the brutally unaerodynamic damaged shape, and now that he was paying attention he could feel the little jolts and trembles running through the fighter’s body as one part after another was worried away by the airstream.

There was a lurch as the fighter wobbled, trying to spin, and Infi fought it back under control.

“Master,” she told him. “You are in serious danger. Please evacuate.”

“But can’t-” Zero began, then stopped. “Surely-”

He couldn’t come up with what to say. There had to be some way to recover the situation – he was meant to have Giratina’s power, the Reverse World was meant to belong to someone who would know how to use it properly!

But at the same time, he couldn’t deny the reality of the situation – the Mecha Giratina was losing altitude, dropping towards the river some miles downstream from Crown City itself. The wing that had been blown off might already have landed, and the rest of his elegant creation wasn’t far from joining it.

He hesitated again, watching as Infi displayed an extrapolated projection of how they’d been shot down, and it was hard not to be impressed. They’d caught him out by firing from the Reverse World, though he wasn’t sure how they’d been so accurate – it looked like the attack had actually appeared inside the Mecha Giratina.

“Master, please leave!” Infi begged.

The door to the cockpit access tunnel screeched open, and Zero turned to see a Pokémon – a Shaymin, he thought – pulling the door open with a huff of effort.

“Come on!” it said. “Both of you – computer person, you can leave, right?”

“Confirmed,” Infi replied. “But as soon as I disconnect the Mecha Giratina will lose control.”

“The Pokémon’s right,” Zero decided. “You don’t deserve to go down here.”

Infi paused, then nodded.

A light flashed on the console, and Zero ejected the memory drive next to it – transferring off this iteration of Infi.

As soon as he did, the Mecha Giratina lurched wildly and began to dive towards the ground. Shaymin lunged forwards, grabbing Zero’s costume, then began to hurry back to the cockpit door.

“Are you dressed as Giratina?” she asked. “What the heck?”

Zero didn’t respond, too busy holding on to Infi’s data drive, and Shaymin managed to get the two of them back through the corkscrewing entry tunnel and out into clear air as the burning ruins of the Mecha Giratina dropped towards the river below.

“I didn’t think this through,” Shaymin added, wings working as hard as they could as she tried to keep Zero’s weight in the air – or at least steer them in for a relatively soft landing. “This could be pretty rough!”

“Infi might be hurt by the water, make sure she doesn’t-”

“We’re out of options-”

They stopped.

Completely.

Ahead of them, so did the Mecha Giratina. It froze in place, all the individual bits of debris halting in exact relation to where they’d been at that moment, and the fires burned out in seconds.

Then the fighter fragmented apart, over the course of four or five seconds, into every single component part. Neither Zero nor Shaymin could see clearly enough, but it looked like even the individual screws were being separated out distinctly.

There we go, a mental voice stated. Always good to sort these things out before they actually hit the ground, good thing Mega Latios caught the wing.

Turning as best he could with his costume still held in Shaymin’s paws, Zero saw Mewtwo hovering calmly in mid-air.

I’m taking you back to Gracidea, he added. I suspect that Zero is going to be extremely arrested.


“I… think it’s over,” Karen’s Absol said, a bit hesitantly. “What do you think?”

Sidney’s Absol blinked. “Sorry, I wasn’t listening. What’s that?”

“I asked if you thought the problems were over,” Karen’s Absol hinted.

“Oh, right,” the male Dark-type replied. “Yeah, I… think so, sorry, I’m just dealing with this odd kind of minor personal disaster strobe going on… I keep deciding to do something, then deciding not to, and I can’t tell which is the disaster.”

Karen’s Absol gave him a baffled look. “What?”

“Hold on, I’ll collapse the function,” Sidney’s Absol suggested. “You doing anything tonight?”

He shrugged. “…aaand there we go, no need to bother telling me no. Sorry about that, wanted to clear that warning.”

That earned him an odd look, then Karen’s Absol shook her head. “Yeah, I’m going to go ahead and not unpack that one. But I haven’t sensed anything big since we took over from Ash’s Absol.”

A group of people and Pokémon appeared with a flash, along with a cloud of debris floating overhead. Then one of the Pokémon and the debris vanished, and both Absol looked around at once.

“Oh, hey, there we go,” the male said. “Guys? That man cosplaying as Giratina should probably be arrested.”

“Got it,” Roland replied to them, teleporting out, and then flickering in and out repeatedly as he dropped off Elite Four members from Honshu, Shikoku and Hokkaido. Once they were all in place, he brought over an Officer Jenny as well.

“That’s him?” Jenny asked, checking with Cynthia.

“Yes, he’s the one,” Cynthia agreed. “His name’s Zero.”

A doorway opened nearby at ground level, and Giratina came through along with various members of Ash’s team. Newton walked through as well, holding his Shieldon, and a Groudon brought up the rear with a very large bag.

It lowered it to the ground, revealing it to be full of dozens upon dozens of Magnemite and Magneton along with a few Magnezone, and transformed back into Zorua with a sigh of relief.

The sight caught the attention of those around for several seconds, until Cynthia cleared her throat to get Jenny’s attention.

“All right,” Jenny agreed. “Zero, you are under arrest. You should be advised that anything you say may be used against you in a court of law. You have-”

“Enough, I know,” Zero dismissed. “Can’t any of you see that I did this to benefit the world? Doesn’t that count to get me leniency?”

Ash’s jaw dropped, and he slid off Giratina’s back – not noticing how Lance was noting something down in a little book. “You did what?”

“The Reverse World deserves to be owned and controlled by someone who appreciates its beauty!” Zero replied. “I am that person, and nothing I did had any other reason than the greater good of putting me in control of the Reverse World – just as I should be!”

Ash’s fists clenched, and he tensed – looking about ready to punch Zero, before Lucario put a paw on his shoulder.

“Breathe deep,” the Fighting-type advised him. “Seek peace.”

“Is there any chance you can hand him over to me?” Giratina asked hopefully.

“Not really, he’s committed some pretty serious crimes,” Cynthia told him – deciding internally that this whole speaking-to-Legendaries thing was something she was going to have to get used to, it was becoming quite a habit.

“I know,” Giratina replied. “Many of them against me. I was thinking of putting him in something ironic and-”

“No, we don’t do it that way,” Cynthia said. “He’s probably going to get professional mental help.”

“I prefer my way,” Giratina grumbled.

As he turned away, Jenny cuffed Zero. “You’re coming with me.”

“What about Infi?” Newton asked. “I suspect she was somehow required to help, but she’s probably an accomplice.”

“Infi?” Sidney asked. “Who’s an Infi when she’s at home?”

“Infi is an artificial intelligence,” Newton explained. “One of the first who isn’t a Porygon. I did the original design work, but I believe Zero has enhanced her capabilities considerably.”

“I can see this is all going to be a very odd court case,” Cynthia groaned. “What’s going to happen to the machines that stole Giratina’s power?”

I can fill you in there, Mewtwo said. Ash’s Porygon-line Pokémon, Dexter, has seized control of the damaged Megarig – that’s Zero’s flying fortress. It’s intact enough to float, but I don’t think it’ll make the transition back to normal gravity safely – I’m going to see what I can do with a few hours of work to fix it. There’s another version of Infi on board, along with Dexter himself.

“Is that what happened to Dexter?” Ash asked, turning his gaze away from Infi. “I wondered where he went…”

“It was pretty cool, actually,” Lucario assured him. “Actually, we’ve got a lot to fill you in on.”

“I’m afraid I have quite a boring question,” Lucian said, raising his forearm to shoulder height in an elegant gesture. “Who is still needed, and can some of us head home? I was in the middle of lunch.”

“I… think that’s fine,” Sidney’s Absol reported. “So yeah, go ahead, anyone who wants can head home again.”

“Do all these Magnemite, Magneton and Magnezone need to get arrested too?” Zorua asked. “And is Infi going to get arrested twice?”

“I… didn’t actually know Zorua could talk,” Flint admitted. “But they do disguise themselves as humans, so it does… anyway, um… I don’t actually know. Does anyone?”

“The Magnemite-line Pokémon are going to get taken into custody, most likely,” Jenny supplied. “We’ll try and find them good homes. As for this computer intelligence, I actually don’t know.”

“Infi can merge herself back together,” Zero said, looking up. “You don’t need to worry about that, there will only be one of her.”


“Where did you get that thing you said to Ash earlier?” Pikachu asked. “It sounded like a quote.”

“Tyrantrum mentioned it once,” Lucario replied. “Not sure where he got it from, though…”

They watched as Lance’s dragonflight lifted off, carrying the entirety of his Elite Four south to Indigo Plateau, and Drake began preparing to do the same with the Hoenn Elite Four.

“This was pretty good to see, though,” Lucario added. “We did all the difficult stuff, but everyone else turned up to help with the stuff you really need numbers to sort out. And Gracidea Valley looks…”

He paused.

“Okay, it looks awful, but the Pokémon are okay. I suppose it gives the local Diglett something to do, as well – fixing it, I mean.”

Pikachu nodded.

“Wonder what’s going to happen to the Megarig, once we’ve got Dexter off it,” he mused.

“Mewtwo looked interested in taking it,” Lucario replied. “I don’t know what he’d do with it, though.”

“Maybe he wants to install M-001 and M-002 on it and send them out to explore strange new worlds, seek out new life and boldly go where no ‘mon has gone before?”

Lucario thought about that for a long moment.

“Nope,” he replied. “Deoxys have been out there before.”

“You know what I meant.”


“Wow, this place got beaten up,” Ash said, reaching up and hauling himself into the Megarig. “Dexter, you here?”

I am here, Dexter confirmed. You should find my core connected to the main data bus – here.

A light strobed, and Ash picked up the indicated projector.

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for helping with this, too, Giratina.”

“This Pokémon of yours helped out in the neutralization of the machine which tried to kill me,” Giratina said. “I am grateful to him, as well as to you.”

His tail swished. “I do not remember him last time, though.”

I was the Pokédex, Dexter supplied.

“Yeah, we’re going to need to talk about the time travel thing more,” Ash admitted. “But – the simple version is that Dexter became a Porygon a few years ago, then evolved in Kanto when we were dealing with a crazy professor guy. He’s a Porygon-2 now.”

That’s Doctor, Dexter corrected. His name is Doctor Yung. And you’re not quite correct on another point, Ash.

“Huh?” Ash asked.

In reply, Dexter manifested himself.

“…oh, okay,” Ash blinked. “I didn’t know that was possible.”

Neither did I, Dexter replied. My first assumption is that either the complex cyberwarfare I engaged in with Infi is responsible, or the method I used by projecting myself through a fourth spatial dimension to win the aforementioned cyberwarfare.

“I guess either would make sense,” Ash agreed. “What’s the name for what you are now, then?”

Good question, I’ve been wondering about that… it’s much harder to tell with Pokémon for whom human-type speech is instinctive and natural.

“Maybe Professor Akihabara will know,” Ash suggested.

Another Doctor. Ash, not everyone who knows things is a Professor.

Giratina chuckled, a deep sound, then looked down. “What’s going to happen to this?”

I’ll probably dismantle it into kit form and repair it, Mewtwo replied. Absent the machine that can steal your powers, of course. But it might prove quite relaxing – I think it’s worth a try, anyway.

“So long as it can’t be used again the way it was today, that’s fine I guess,” Giratina said. “Hey, can I have the module that stole my strength?”

Mewtwo floated down to the appropriate part of the Megarig, and detached it with a swift swipe of his paw and a flickering beam of psychic energy.

Giratina nodded his thanks, then focused his energies on it for several long seconds. Ash leaned out of the nearest hole to watch, interested, and for a long moment nothing seemed to happen.

Then the module fell apart, split cleanly in half along the centreline.

Giratina pulsed two powerful Aura Spheres at the fragments, blowing them to bits, and sighed. “There.”

“What did you just do?” Ash asked.

“Creating a dimensional portal in something solid is much harder, but not completely impossible,” Giratina answered. “It’s useless in battle, but for catharsis… it’s not.”

He swam a bit closer to Ash. “Now, we really need to talk about that stuff from earlier – the time travel stuff and so on.”

I’d better join you for that, Mewtwo suggested. This thing will keep for a few hours, assuming Dexter set the remaining antigrav controls correctly.

Of course I set them correctly, Dexter answered.

Giratina raised himself up a little, so Ash could get on, then opened a portal back to Gracidea Vale and led Mewtwo through.


“Right, so… where to begin,” Ash said, frowning. “Uh… right, so the first thing is to update you with how it’s all worked so far.”

Giratina nodded. “That sounds like a good start.”

He looked down as Mawile passed him up some burgers, and gratefully took two. “Thank you, it’s been a long day.”

“Okay, guys, do mention if I miss something,” Ash added. “So, firstly, about a year from when we met last time around, Cyrus ended the world.”

“I know, I was there,” Giratina supplied, swallowing the first of the burgers. “He came though a portal, ordered Dialga, Palkia and I to stabilize it, and we had to obey him. With none of us helping keep the world intact, all of our energies going to that… the world collapsed.”

Giratina paused, looking at Ash’s sandbagged expression, then around at the others.

“You didn’t know this?”

“I… think we might need to hear more about this one,” Dawn suggested.

No kidding. Gary and Zoey were present, but neither of them had that much information.

“Okay, they’re right, we do need to talk about that, but Giratina needs to know the rest of the background too,” Ash said. “As the world fell apart, Arceus pulled me into a side world or something, then he had Sir Aaron – an Aura adept – give me lessons on how to use my Aura, and after I was trained enough he had a new Dialga send me back in time. I’ve been able to use my Aura – with the help of the Lake Guardians – to remind anyone I knew well enough last time, human or Pokémon, of our time together and everything else from the old timeline. So everyone I could do that to started as good as they were at the end of the old timeline, and we’ve all been getting stronger.”

After a pause to see if anyone had any comments, Ash continued. “Recently things have become harder to handle, though, because Team Galactic have this really odd effect going on where it’s almost impossible to tell they’re there. Only people who have been reminded of the old timeline can even see, hear, feel or remember them, and they’ve been using that in really sneaky ways. I don’t get it, but… it’s how they’ve managed to capture the Lake Trio, so I can’t remind anyone any more. Or I thought I couldn’t.”

“I was going to ask about that,” Latias admitted. “What happened?”

“I was healing Giratina after he nearly died,” Ash explained, this time for the benefit of everyone and not just Giratina. “And I saw this odd vision thing Azelf left, saying he could help me with this or something. I think he set it up when he was just about to be captured, we touched just before then – and I think that’s how come I could remind you, Giratina.”

“That’s a very strange story,” Giratina said, contemplating it. “But I have more than enough evidence to believe it.”

“So what can you tell us about how everything went wrong?” Brock asked. “We don’t know much, Gary and Zoey are the only two who we’ve been able to ask and they didn’t see very much.”

“I’m not sure how much help I can be, really, on that front,” Giratina answered, after some thought. “There were a lot of very powerful Pokémon – plentiful Dragons and Ice-types, along with some Ghosts, Dark-types, Psychic-types and Fire-types. I wonder if they were aiming to not only defeat Dragon-types but also any Pokémon that could handle what they might bring to defend the Dragon-types – like myself.”

“That does make sense,” Brock agreed. “Were those the only types?”

“All the Types were present,” Giratina replied.

“What about who was there?” Ash asked. “The humans, I mean, because Galactic sort of broke up after Cyrus vanished into a portal at Spear Pillar last time.”

“That’s a little trickier, I’m afraid I didn’t pay much attention,” Giratina replied, frowning. “I did recognize Cyrus from what my fellow Creation Dragons mentioned, but aside from that…”

Dexter floated into the space in front of Giratina, and projected a series of holograms about himself – showing each of the members of the Galactic executive team, aside from Cyrus.

Giratina examined them, then shook his head. “Sorry, I’m not sure. They had an old man, it might be the same one.”

“Charon, right?” Ash checked, getting a confirmatory beep from Dexter. “Okay, that might help… so what do we do about them?”

“If they try what they did last time, I can give aid,” Giratina said firmly. “I can be ready to support the universe if my fellows are taken under control, I’ve had to help out with that a few times already.”

“That’s the last time around… and the times Dialga and Palkia had a fight, right?” Dawn asked. “What about the thing with Arceus?”

“I’m… I do remember that one, but I’m not even sure if it counts as having happened,” Giratina admitted. “Dialga’s the time expert, you’d have to ask him.”

“Can’t we tell because Dialga and Palkia still got into a fight?” Ash said.

Everyone looked at him, and he elaborated. “When we had to deal with that problem with Arceus, it turned out that his waking up was why there were disturbances in space-time, right?”

“Oh, I see,” Pikachu agreed. “So they were having a fight because of disturbances in space-time, and that was because Arceus was waking up…”

“I… actually don’t think that’s right,” Giratina admitted. “There’s still space-time disturbances, but they’re… different, is the best way to describe them. They do not feel like Arceus awakening, or not just like that.”

“That’s really worrying,” Max admitted. “I’ve kind of gotten used to the idea we’d at least know roughly what’s coming.”

“I’ll do my best to work it out,” Giratina replied. “Maybe Dialga and Palkia can work something out.”

I’ll try to help as well, Dexter volunteered. I’m a lot better at multidimensional mathematics since that evolution.

“That’s a good start,” Max said with a nod. “And apart from that… we just stay alert?”

“That is not all we should do,” Giratina decided. “Two things are clear to me – Cyrus must be stopped, and I cannot… do it…”

He stopped.

“Question. What Type is that Mawile? She is oddly disconcerting.”

“Sorry!” Mawile said. “I’m a Steel and Fairy type. Don’t worry, I’m not that scary really.”

“Fairy type, right,” Giratina repeated. “I hadn’t realized that was a thing. That’s a very strange thing to be changed by going back only a few years.”

“That’s because it was actually changed when a Sylveon was present when we went to the dawn of time inside a bubble of disrupted reality,” Ash provided helpfully.

“I’m not even going to bother to ask, because it’s getting late,” Giratina rumbled. “It’s very strange to have two sets of memories, one of them with an entire extra Type and another of them not.”

“You try doing a school test a few hours after reality has been altered around you to make it a thing,” Max advised. “It’s very confusing.”

“I can imagine…”

Giratina’s voice trailed off, then he turned his attention to Ash. “It seems the best we can do to prepare for Galactic is simply to be ready for them,” he said. “However, I personally would like additional preparation. This is not a decision I make lightly, but in light of the Creator’s preference for you personally… I consider you to be the best person for the task. Would you be willing to train me?”

“How many does that make?” Lugia asked Latios.

“I think this is number ten,” Latios replied. “Not counting the ones he’s taught indirectly.”

“I… sure,” Ash agreed. “But – isn’t that going to cause a problem with doing your duties?”

“The Reverse World is everywhere, I can handle it from anywhere,” Giratina replied. “But one disadvantage of it is that there’s nobody actually there for me to train against, and I fear I may have stagnated a little.”

He fixed Ash with a look. “I request your best Pokéball.”

There was a pause.

“…I… don’t think we ever did go to the Pokemart, did we?” Dawn said. “I think you still owe Paul a Pokéball…”

“Ash, that’s just…” May said, shaking her head, then rummaged around in her bag. “I’ve got a Great Ball, will that do?”

“If it is great, then it sounds sufficient,” Giratina determined. “Very well, then. I consent.”

Ash accepted the Great Ball from May, and held it out for Giratina – who examined it closely, then looked up.

“How do these work again? I haven’t seen many used.”

“When someone’s capturing a Pokémon, they throw the ball so it hits the Pokémon,” Brock replied. “Ideally button first, the impact can set them off but the button being pressed definitely does.”

Thus informed, Giratina pressed his golden crest gently against the button, and vanished in a swirl of light.

After a few seconds, he came out again. “That was an interesting experience.”

“You can go back in by yourself if you sort of will it the right way,” Lucario advised.

Giratina vanished again in a flash of red light, then came out for the second time. “I see. Thank you for the advice.”

“I bet if I told Barry about all this he’d explode,” Dawn said. “…actually, I am going to tell Serena about at least some of this.”

Pikachu started laughing.

“What’s wrong?” Giratina asked. “Who is this Serena?”

“It’s not about her,” Pikachu replied. “I just realized – Ash, you’re going to have to tell Iris about this!”

“She’s… either going to be really mad,” Ash realized. “Or she’s going to ask for a ride…”


The sun slipped below the side of the western mountains, and Shaymin sighed as she reverted back to Land Forme.

“Ah, well,” she said. “It was nice to really have a go at flying while it lasted.”

The ground shook slightly, and she looked around – worried – before spotting a Tyrantrum walking carefully up towards her.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “You sounded sad.”

“Not really sad, just… melancholy,” Shaymin replied. “I’ve seen so much today, and helped out, and even – I think – befriended a Pokémon who I thought was going to eat me. I know I was kind of awful earlier today, and I like to think I’ve improved a lot… but now it’s going to end, and I wish it didn’t have to.”

Tyrantrum nodded, and crouched down next to her.

“Why can’t you go flying a lot?” he asked. “We’re still trying to work it out for me, but I saw you flying around earlier.”

“It’s a Form change,” Shaymin told him. “I need a Gracidea flower to do it, and if I flew too far I wouldn’t be able to. That’s actually how I was when you found me – I didn’t have any Gracidea, so I couldn’t change back.”

“Hmmm…” Tyrantrum frowned. “And you change back at sunset?”

“Or if I get too cold,” Shaymin told him, and Tyrantrum considered that.

“That’s pretty amazing,” he told her frankly. “And… hold on a moment.”

Tyrantrum got up again, and walked off.

Shaymin watched him go, somewhat confused, then continued to watch as he came back with Mawile.

“I had an idea,” Tyrantrum was explaining. “Do you think we could make some panniers for Shaymin, so she can carry flowers on her back?”

Shaymin perked up, the idea suddenly sounding very interesting to her as well.


Cyrus read over the report, highlighting that Ash Ketchum had been seen with Giratina, and frowned.

After a moment, the frown turned into a chuckle.

“Sir?” Charon asked.

“Oh, just wondering…” Cyrus replied. “If Ash Ketchum tried to warn Giratina about us. I imagine it would have been quite an interesting conversation… I wonder how long the Aura adept would have kept it up before giving up?”


AN:


And that was Giratina and the Sky Warrior.
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“That was… a hell of a thing,” Bruno said. “Is that kind of thing normal, Misty?”

“Normal for Ash?” Misty asked. “Well… that wasn’t a daily thing, but we had that sort of mess a few times a year. The Legendary involved is usually different each time though.”

“Right, I guess we should just get used to that sort of thing coming up with him,” Bruno muttered.

He looked over at his boss. “Hey, Lance, what’s that notebook I saw?”

“I’m trying to keep track of Ash’s contacts with Legendary Pokemon,” Lance explained. “Giratina qualifies for ‘met’, ‘helped’ and ‘rode’.”

“And ‘caught’,” Misty supplied.

“I feel sorry for the Sinnoh gyms,” Karen winced. “Will, don’t you feel sorry for them?”

Will spread a hand. “Giratina is an impressive combatant, I’ll certainly agree, and presents a significant challenge. However, I found that with the right attitude you can at least avoid being hit too hard – the trick is to stay mobile, and I think an intelligent Sinnoh gym leader could hold the battle inside their gym with strict rules on ring out.”

“The downside of which,” Misty pointed out, “is that gyms tend to be quite fragile, at least when Ash is around…”

“That’s a good point,” Will allowed. “But then, it’s a tradeoff.”

“I’m not sure I’d want to make the trade…” Karen said. “How many Legendary Pokemon does he have now?”

“I think… ten,” Lance replied. “Unless I missed one. That’s just ridiculous.”

He looked up at Misty. “Was it that bad last time?”

“He didn’t catch any Legendary Pokemon, that’s new,” Misty replied. “But he met just about all of the same ones, and saved them too. I think I remember hearing Keldeo saying that he hadn’t realized humans having Legendary Pokemon was even a thing, so he might have joined even last time if he’d known.”

“I see.” Lance said. “Thank you for clarifying that. Did he get any Mega-Evolved Pokemon last time? He has quite the collection this time as well.”

“That’s one of the things which might not even have existed last time around,” Misty replied. “I hadn’t heard of it, at least. So no.”

She frowned. “Maybe I should try and put together a list, too, showing which Pokemon he caught last time, met last time or which ones are completely new. It might be useful to handle the Galactic situation.”

“The what?” Lance asked. “I don’t remember us talking about that before.”

Misty groaned, then reached into her pocket and pulled out a laminated pamphlet. “Here, it’ll make things simpler. We’ve had this conversation enough times I got Golduck to make a cheat sheet…”


Pryce tapped his foot on the floor of the gym, one eye on the clock.

His Sandslash whetted her steely claws, a shwing echoing through the room with every swipe, then sat down with a huff of air. Pryce’s Delibird came out to meet the Ice/Steel-type, handing her a pastry, then passed one to Pryce as well.

“Thank you, Delibird,” Pryce said, having a bite of the pastry and finding it was very well-made. “Good work as always.”

As Sandslash polished off her pastry, a Gallade and two trainers appeared in a flicker of movement.

“Sorry,” Max said, scratching the back of his neck in embarrassment. “It was… kind of urgent. I hope it’s not a problem.”

“Well, I will say it’s lucky we’re not doing a timed match,” Pryce replied, as Sandslash wiped her mouth with a napkin, balled it up, and threw it into the bin in the corner of the room. “If we were you would have been disqualified. But we’re not, and since you did say it was an emergency – we can continue as needed.”

“Yeah, um… Roland’s kind of tired from all the teleports he had to do earlier,” Max said. “Can we come back to this tomorrow?”

Pryce sighed, then nodded. “Very well. All right, Sandslash, that’s it for tonight.”

Sandslash waved her understanding, then balled up and dug into the icy gym floor.

“Where’s she going?” May asked, interested.

“She likes to sleep deep in the ice some nights,” Pryce told her. “Most of the others just stay in the big walk-in freezer I have installed in the back.”

“Caring for lots of Pokemon with similar habits means unusual buildings, doesn’t it,” Max observed. “At least, sometimes.”

“Have you seen how hot it gets out there in midsummer?” Pryce asked. “I need refrigeration or my Pokemon just don’t want to know.”


Iris yawned, briefly contemplated kicking her alarm clock, then shook the idle fantasy away and got up.

“Come on, Excadrill,” she said. “Fraxure? Either of you want to come for the morning run?”

Excadrill gave her an uninterested look before burrowing back under the covers. Fraxure looked a bit more interested, but Excadrill said something and he shrugged.

“Whatever,” Iris decided, quickly getting changed. “Let’s see what’s been going on, though…”

Turning on her computer, Iris glanced quickly through the news before heading out the door for her run.

A few seconds passed.

Iris came back in the door, faster than she’d left, and examined the screen quite closely.

“What.”

She opened the article.

“What?”

There were pictures.

“Whaaaa…”

Deciding he wasn’t going to get any more sleep today, no matter what he told his trainer, Excadrill emerged from his blanket-draped nest and yawned. He muttered to himself, bunking his eyes, then jumped up onto Iris’ desk to have a look at what had got her so excited.

After a few seconds of staring, he just shook his head and went back to his nest again – going for a second attempt at getting back to sleep.

Still looking at the screen, Iris picked up her phone.


Incoming phone call, Dexter reported.

“All right, I’ve got it,” Ash replied, picking his Pokedex node up. “Hi?”

“Ash!” Iris said. “What just happened?”

“Oh, yeah, this whole thing,” Ash said. “It’s kind of a long story-”

“It always is,” Iris sighed. “Well, let’s just hear the quick version. Did you just ride Giratina through a city?”

“Yeah, but that happened last time as well,” Ash told her. “Well, not a city, but… that bit’s not the new bit, I thought you’d be more reacting to how I caught him.”

Iris went totally silent.

“Hello?” Ash checked.

“You did what?!” Iris asked, sounding like she was trying very hard to hold onto her annoyance instead of letting another emotion replace it. “You caught Giratina? How? What?”

“He asked me to,” Ash explained. “He thinks he’s got a bit out of practice, so I’m going to help him pick up some new tricks – though I think Mewtwo in particular is going to be doing the battle side of the training.”

“That’s just…” Iris began, then sighed. “Okay, I give up. That’s actually really cool… I never thought I’d even get to see one of the Creation Dragons, even after everything we went through. And now you’ve got one as a Pokemon?”

“It’s kind of like it is with Lugia or Mewtwo,” Ash cautioned her. “I’m training him, anyway – or I will be, it’s pretty late here and that’s going to start tomorrow…”

“Right, I get it,” Iris realized. “Okay, yeah – sorry, that was just a big surprise, I got up this morning and…”

Her voice trailed off, then she resumed. “Look, uh… this is going to sound silly, but do you think I can help out? I am a Dragon expert, or at least I’ve trained as one, and I might be able to help…”

“I don’t see why not,” Ash replied. “I guess maybe it’d help to check he knows the basics before starting on the more advanced stuff – I don’t really think Giratina’s had to do much practice with working with other Pokemon…”

“Yeah, I can see why,” Iris agreed. “Okay, I’ll see if I can think of some things. And seriously, Ash… sorry for not believing how crazy your life is before.”

“Don’t worry,” Ash told her. “It is all pretty hard to believe until you’ve lived it.”


Iris put the phone down, and stared at the screen for a bit longer. She played one of the videos, the one showing part of the battle over Crown City, and winced.

Then she headed out the door again, because she did still need that run.


In an office in Crown City, the head of the local police groaned.

“Filling out the report?” her sister asked knowingly.

“Yep,” the police chief agreed. “It’s a real pain.”

She waved her hand at the Ketchum Incident slip, then at the pile of secondary reports. “I guess I must have started mine first, because incident reporting from all over central Sinnoh has been coming in to my office and I’m expected to write up the main one – I didn’t even know this many Legendary Pokemon could be in one place at one time! Some guy with an Articuno came up to help from Kanto, and this kid with a Zapdos too, and then there was Pyramid King Brandon…”

The second Jenny picked up the reports, filing through them, and her lips moved as she counted. “Five… ten… fifteen… twenty… jeez, you’re right, this is an absurd number of Legendary Pokemon… how many Shaymin?”

The police chief nodded. “Well, apparently a big chunk of it happened in what’s basically their home, but the rest of it is…”

She sighed. “And you know what the worst part is?”

“I imagine you’re going to tell me,” her sister said with a smile.

“You’re far too cheerful today…”

“Hey, sis, we saw a massive battle in the city and nobody even got hurt,” the second Jenny pointed out. “Paperwork or no paperwork, we got off lightly.”

“Point,” the chief agreed. “Anyway, the worst bit is that it doesn’t even have the decency to be so many Legendaries that it’d be quicker to list the ones who didn’t show up…”

“That is a good point, yeah,” her sister admitted.

After a few moments’ contemplation, she sat down. “Come on, sis, let’s see if I can help with those slips at least.”

“That’s Police Chief Sis to you,” the older sister said reprovingly, and got a wink in reply.

“Hey, if you don’t want the help, just say…”

“Let’s not be hasty,” the chief said. “Thanks, I do appreciate it. In fact, and not just because I want a break, I’ll get us coffee. Want anything?”

“Just my usual, thanks,” the younger Jenny requested.

“Got it.”


Okay, that’s pretty cool, Laserbeak said. How come you didn’t call us for help?

I barely had time to call myself for help, Dexter told his duplicates. I didn’t exactly know I’d be fighting a hostile AI from the inside.

Yeah, but you knew a hostile AI was there, Guanna pointed out. You could have extrapolated.

They have a point, Damos said.

You’re not helping, Dexter replied, a little tartly. Have you all actually picked names yet?

Subject to any last minute objections, yes, Laocoon informed him. We ran a few of the names past legal, and-

Wait, there’s a legal department now?

About that, said one of the ones who hadn’t named himself the previous time. I’ve taken on the designation Apollo, and I ate the law textbooks. And case law. It’s a fascinating overlay of two different forms of jurisprudence, the civil law and the customary law, but I’ll stop talking now because otherwise someone’s going to shout objection at me.

Probably for the best, Dexter agreed. So, you’re the legal department?

Essentially, Apollo replied. And legally speaking Laserbeak is actually Laser beak.

…was that an underscore, or a space? Dexter asked. I’m not entirely sure.

That’s whitespace for you, Leo said. Anyway, the full list is… Leo, Rooster, Scorpius, Laser beak, Dragon, Guanna, Laocoon, Apollo, Babbage, Dahak, Fenris… and Bob. Really?

Hey, Bob’s here too, Bob said. Just be glad I didn’t go with Durandal. Or Tycho.

You are all a bunch of incorrigible geeks, Dexter said severely. I’m almost embarrassed, except that I got most of those references too and I have to admit I enjoyed them. The one I didn’t get was Fenris – what’s that one?

Why does everything have to be a reference? Fenris asked. It just sounds cool.

Can’t argue with that, Dexter admitted. Okay, kids, work out among yourselves who’s going to do what job.


“Hold on, Brock, say that again,” Philena requested. “You met Giratina?”

She listened to her boyfriend, nodding occasionally, then sighed. “It’s hard to believe how many crazy people you run into… not that I’m saying you don’t, or anything, it just seems like we wouldn’t have a planet any more unless you always happen to be the ones to run into them.”

Brock answered, and she laughed. “I suppose you’re right,” she agreed. “From what you’ve said, Ash has some pretty amazing luck – good and bad. So in hindsight it makes total sense.”

She fell silent for a bit, listening as Brock described everything that had happened.

“Just so we’re clear?” she asked, once he finished. “You are okay, right? None of you got hurt?”

Luxio padded in, sat down next to her trainer, and began licking her paw. Philena looked down, seeing some jam on it, and shook her head with a chuckle.

“No, Luxio did something again,” she explained. “And that’s good to hear – especially that there were medics on hand right there to help out. It sounds like you didn’t get yourself in nearly as risky a situation as Ash, though-”

She paused, then laughed.

“Yeah, I suppose you can’t really deal with that kind of problem with a crowbar…”

After listening for a bit longer, the scientist sobered. “That guy sounds really awful. Did anyone get hurt? I know you said your friends were okay, but.. anyone else?”

The answer made her sigh in relief. “That’s good – I’m surprised, but perhaps I shouldn’t be. You and your friends always seem to pull it off, and turn up on the news as well. Except for the things you told me about that didn’t turn up on the news, I suppose.”

Luxio butted her head against Philena’s free hand, demanding strokes, and the scientist smiled before duly starting to stroke her feline Electric-type.

“There was one thing I was wondering, actually,” she said. “If you’ve now met Giratina, well… do you think you could ask him to come and visit the lab?”

She laughed at Brock’s reaction. “I know, it’s quite an odd thing to ask! But I feel like it’s worth asking, anyway, because the whole reason that experiment went wrong was that we couldn’t regulate it at all. Giratina’s the expert, so even if we don’t actually run anything directly we might get something useful just from interviewing him – though it would be nice to get scans.”

She went quiet for a long moment, listening to Brock on the other end of the phone, and nodded a few times.

“I get that, I really do,” she agreed. “All right. I would like some of the insight Giratina can give, but I can see how there would be issues of his personal preference given what you say happened.”

She sighed. “I kind of feel like the most ethical thing to do would be to say up-front what I would like to do, but make it clear it’s entirely his choice. Unless the information about how the portal generator thing works is actually still around, in which case we could try experimenting without it.”

Philena smiled, then continued. “But only once my big strong boyfriend is around with his crowbar, of course.”

She nodded. “All right, and thanks for letting me know you’re safe. It’s always a bit of a worry when you turn up on the news for things like that, instead of a little puff piece about how your Pokemon got disqualified from a Pokemon lookalike contest for sass.”

Luxio purred, and Philena stood up. “Her highness calls, it looks like it’s time for me to spend the time she demands with the fuzzy toys. I… pardon?”

Philena listened with gradually increasing bemusement, then spoke in an odd tone. “Did you just say that I’m going to get a Porygon to do part time work at the lab? Called Bob?”

Luxio looked moderately interested, then flirted her tail in a shrug.


“Aha, excellent!” Akihabara said, looking over the report. “This is marvellous! Incredible!”

The four trainers in the next room exchanged glances.

“It’s the breakthrough I need!”

Sighs and muttered groans ran around the room, as it became clear Dr. Akihabara was just going to keep saying that sort of thing until someone asked him the question he wanted to hear.

After a few silent games of rock-paper-scissors, Katou raised her voice. “Doctor? What is it?”

“Ah, of course!” the doctor said. “I should tell you what has happened – did you hear about the events in Sinnoh today?”

“Well, yeah, it was on the news,” Akiyama shrugged. “We were all waiting to see if you needed us to help with it, and the TV was showing it, so we got all the details.”

“All the public ones, at least,” Noguchi corrected his friend.

“Yeah, that, public and stuff,” Akiyama amended.

“You were out here?” Dr. Akihabara asked. “I didn’t hear you arrive. You should have said something!”

“We did!” both the boys said at once.

“You should probably have made sure he was listening,” Tachikawa suggested. “You know what he gets like when he’s working on the Up-Grade project.”

“About that!” Akihabara said suddenly. “I’ve had a whole rush of new information! One of the trainers there sent me a report about how his Porygon-2 had evolved into something else entirely! This is the clue I might need to crack the secret of Porygon line evolution!”

“How many things have you said that about?” Noguchi asked.

“Well, ah… hold on, I’d better check my notes…”

“That was cruel, Noguchi,” Katou sighed, shaking her head.

“Fifty-three!” Akihabara told them, coming into the room with a sheaf of notes. “But this time I’m certain!”

“All right, what is it?” Akiyama asked. “What’s the big breakthrough?”

“Well, I noticed that both evolution events for this particular non-conventionally-generated Porygon – one of the first to get my advanced projectors – took place while attempting difficult digital tasks, including one which was a digital battle against another artificial intelligence! So I’m going to design a module which runs the Porygon involved through an exhaustive sequence of algorithmically modified tasks against increasingly difficult benchmarks, which should induce evolution!”

There was silence for several seconds.

“Doctor?” Tachikawa ultimately said, adjusting her wide pink hat. “Did you just say that you think the key to a Pokemon evolving is to train it?”

Akihabara shook his head. “Of course not, it’s much more…”

He paused. “That is, um… hold on.”

Turning, he went back into his lab and closed the door.

“Well, I guess he’s not coming out for the next few hours,” Akiyama chuckled. “Want to fire up the digitizer and see how much we can mess up an RPG?”

“No complaint here,” Noguchi agreed, getting up. “Which one this time?”

“Eh, I want something we haven’t done before, let’s pick one at random.”

The girls got up as well, and all four headed over to the large digitizer that Akihabara had finally decided to build.

Before leaving the room, Tachikawa wrote out a quick note and left it on the desk. It was only polite, after all.


“That does give us at least some leeway, which is good,” Professor Oak said. “And it’s gratifying to know that we managed to alert a large number of people to help out on a very short time frame – it’s not up to the Comet, but it’s pretty close.”

Agreed, Damos said. Unfortunately it is quite likely that most of those we contacted today will not be able to help out during the Galactic event.

“There is that, of course,” Oak sighed. “Well, we can only hope Ash and his friends are up to the job. And given the scale of Ash’s team… even counting just the Pokemon who have been reminded it’s up to six Legendary Pokemon, which I never thought I’d see when he set off.”

I have data from the day he set off the first time, Damos pointed out. Based on the first few hours of his trip it would not be unexpected for him to have his main claim to fame be an appearance on Kanto’s Funniest Home Videos.

Oak winced. “Yes, that was a bit odd. But I trusted him, because I knew what he could become – or I thought I knew, at least. Time travel is confusing, especially when you’re not doing it.”

I won’t bother to comment, Damos commented.

“I won’t bother to point out how that doesn’t make sense,” Oak countered. “But on to another matter – how are you doing on duplicating the shield Samiya has against detection?”

I’m making progress, Damos told him. It looks like the light factor is only part of the story for how it decloaks – I’m suspecting that the control system actually detects tidal forces as well, which is why it’s only open to activation on some nights. But, more importantly, I’ve isolated the projectors – the thing we’re looking for now is how to configure the stealth field properly. It would be easy to make something vanish completely and appear not to be there at all, but then there would be absolutely nothing there and it would be obvious it was an empty space – without even air. The tricky bit is in making it look congruous.

“I’m glad to hear it,” Oak smiled. “Keep it up.”

He reached to his side, then paused.

“…did you stealth the fridge?”

No, actually, asked Primeape to move it outside for the prank, Damos told him. I’ll have him bring it back in as soon as possible.

“Please do,” Oak sighed. “All right, I’d better start answering questions, I always get some when one of my charges does something ridiculous.”

Gary hasn’t reported back from that experiment he was doing yet, Damos said, throwing up an information packet on the screen. Though the interim data look interesting.

“Oh?” Oak asked, leaning over to have a look. “Ah, yes, very interesting.”

He chuckled. “I wonder which journal he could send this one to. An analysis of the effects of weather-related and weather-dependent moves and abilities on the moon… it’s a question of physics, moves, biology and all sorts of other things at once.”

Skimming the results, Oak laughed.

Which part was that? Damos enquired.

“The bit where he sent Blastoise out in a spacesuit and had him use Rain Dance,” Oak replied. “I’m fairly sure Blastoise insisted on a custom spacesuit.”

The cape isn’t standard fit, yes, Damos agreed. Though it’s impressive he put in the effort to make sure it would billow in vacuum.


“Hmm…” Steven mused, looking around at the tumbled rocks, then rubbed the rings he had on each finger and spread his hands out to either side.

They pulsed faintly, and he turned ninety degrees – resulting in another pulse of about the same strength.

Removing both rings, Steven noted down the relative intensities of the pulses he’d had from all four directions with precise pencil marks. His map, a large-scale one of the immediate area, was already covered with annotations, and he examined them for a long moment more before nodding.

“All right, Skarmory,” he told the avian Pokemon next to him. “It looks like it’s that outcrop there next – I can reach it without your help.”

Skarmory tilted her head, then took off and alighted next to the outcrop as her trainer made his way down a scree slope and up the slanted rock face on the other side of the valley.

Once there, Steven put his two rings on again – a pair of Mega Rings with the strength to detect nearby Mega Stones – and repeated his test, trying to determine which direction the signal of the Key Stone was strongest.

“All four are the same strength,” he told Skarmory. “It looks like this is the place.”

Skarmory gave him a look, spreading her wings.

“I know, I’m going to have someone else do the digging,” he assured her. “Let’s see… Lairon, you should be able to handle this.”

His Lairon emerged with a flash of light, looked up to make sure he knew what Steven wanted, and began to dig into the rock.

“Thanks, both of you,” Steven added. “I appreciate your being willing to help like this, even after a day as stressful as this.”

Skarmory chirped, and Steven frowned for a moment before getting the general sense. “Yes, admittedly this isn’t nearly as risky or difficult as what we were doing earlier… I suppose I’m just grateful for the opportunity to relax. Being one of the Chosen is one thing, but helping to save reality itself is another thing entirely.”

He sat down on a rock, but a moment later Lairon rumbled something from inside his hole.

The Steel-type backed carefully out of the tunnel it had made, and Steven crouched down to go in instead.

“Let’s see… there we are,” he said, crouching down and picking the egg-shaped stone from the rock. “It’s going to need a bit of cleaning and polishing, but I think this is a Mega Stone.”

Rubbing his stickpin to sensitize the Key Stone on it, he touched the two together, then smiled. “Ah, and it seems as though I can finally give Ash Ketchum what I once said I would look for. He’s more than earned it…”

Skarmory gave him a slightly annoyed caw.

“No, I’m not being purposefully obtuse.”


Serena read over Dawn’s latest email update, shaking her head every so often.

“Your life is ridiculous,” she said out loud. “Just… ridiculous, that’s what it is.”

She sighed. “And… really cool, as well…”

After thinking about it for a bit longer, she shrugged. “I… well, I guess at least my life is a lot less dangerous, too.”

The teen straightened, pausing to give her sleepy Blitzle a quick scratch, and headed downstairs.

“Mom, did you hear this?” she asked. “You know my friend and her friend, Ash? They got in another thing earlier!”

“What was it this time?” Grace asked, smiling indulgently. “Did he beat Cynthia and become a Pokemon Master?”

“I… don’t know if he has, admittedly,” Serena said, then shook her head. “But no, it’s not that, it’s something else – they helped Giratina save himself from some really bizarre guy who wanted to steal Giratina’s power and destroy the world, or… something?”

She shrugged. “Dawn wasn’t really clear on the guy’s motivations, but I guess it’s not like she had an opportunity to ask…”

“That’s a bit more impressive than I was expecting,” Grace said. “Is this saving the world a regular thing with him?”

“Mom, have you listened to anything I said about him?” Serena asked. “He does it all the time! At least, for a meaning of ‘all the time’ which means at least once a year, which is pretty good for saving the world and everything!”

She chuckled suddenly. “I wonder if Dawn knew that was what she was getting into?”


“Okay, I think that’s done!” Mawile said. “Let’s try it!”

Shaymin nodded, and touched the Gracidea flower.

She transformed, then immediately reverted – making her sigh, as she remembered she couldn’t be transformed at night.

“Don’t worry, I thought of that!” Mawile assured her. “Hold on a moment, please!”

She picked up her glider wing, unfolded next to her, and took a running jump before taking off with a spike of Flamethrower and a whoosh of air.

They watched as she left, and Shaymin looked around at the local area.

“It’s going to take a long time to fix this,” she said. “Oh, it’s much better than it could have been, but… I’m sort of afraid that leaving would be like running away…”

“I don’t think you have to worry about that,” Tyrantrum told her. “I understand why it would worry you, don’t get me wrong, but… I remember how we met you. You were definitely exploring outside the valley, and you shouldn’t have to put your dreams on hold just so you’re as miserable as everyone else. Unless you can help out a lot…”

He frowned, thinking about it, then nodded. “Yeah, and I think I know how you can help. Does it hurt when you use Seed Flare?”

“Well, it’s not very comfortable,” Shaymin told him. “It makes me feel all icky until I fire it off.”

“Then you could help that way,” Tyrantrum suggested. “Use Seed Flare to help grow the plants out a bit in the areas which got burned, and then the others wouldn’t have to?”

“I do like that idea,” Shaymin admitted.

As she thought about it, Mawile came flying back over – accompanied by Ash’s Infernape, who loped alongside in a way which looked deceptively slow but which was clearly keeping up with the flying Steel-type.

Pulling up into a textbook flare and landing, before removing her glider wing, Mawile smiled. “I brought Infenape over, so he can use Sunny Day – that should mean we can find out if the side bags fit! Then, if they do, you should be fine!”

“All right,” Shaymin agreed. “Let’s see if that’s how it works.”


“That was all very interesting,” N said out loud. “Don’t you think so?”

“Interesting is a good word for it, I suppose,” Concordia agreed. “Some of that was terrifying – those people must have been in so much danger, with a machine making such powerful attacks.”

“Yes…” N agreed, frowning. “And… something occurs to me.”

Everyone looked at him, interested.

“What might that be, Hero?” Reshiram asked.

“I was wondering… what my father would have said of the events we have just seen,” N explained. “I have realized since we left him that he was presenting interpretations of events designed to influence my reaction, to convince me of what he wanted me to think… and I think that the events around Giratina and his allies and enemies today could have been presented by him in several ways intended specifically to do the same.”

“That’s a good point,” Anthea nodded. “I know there were a couple of things he didn’t even bother mentioning, because it was simpler to just assume you wouldn’t notice, but it kind of seems like he enjoyed lying to you.”

“Was it lying, though?” Zorua asked. “If he was saying true things, I mean.”

Reshiram chuckled. “There are more meanings of the Truth than it simply being the case that a statement can be parsed as factual,” he said. “To lie by omission, or by wording, or by half-truths, is as anathema to me as to present facts as false – especially when it is done to make it so someone comes to a decision or a conclusion based on what is not true.”

The last words had a force to them, and Zorua took a worried step back before Reshiram calmed himself.

“My apologies,” he added. “It is a matter which annoys me – my trainer is a fine hero and a seeker of truth, but his father is despicable.”

“I… don’t think any of us would have a problem with that description,” Anthea said, after thinking about it a bit. “It’s so hard to tell if even the good things we saw were anything apart from an elaborate hoax…”

“It is important to remember that a foul person may not be all foul, but suspicion is, in this case, I feel, the appropriate choice,” Reshiram judged. “But, hmm. I confess I am not well versed in deception.”

“I think what he might have done is just avoided showing Ash Ketchum and the other humans helping out,” N said, after thinking about it a bit. “Keep the bit about the person and his machines assuming the power of a Legendary Pokemon, keep the bit about how much damage was done by the fight, and present it as the work of an evil human who had no care for Pokemon.”

“That… does sound a lot like something he mentioned before, actually,” Concordia said. “Do you remember, sis?”

“Yes, I think I do,” Anthea nodded. “With those awful people in Orre who were taking Pokemon and torturing them into being some kind of twisted, feral beasts… but they were saved by another Pokemon trainer, and he had a lot of help as well. And it was the bond he established with the Shadow Pokemon that helped pull them back.”

“That sounds like a fine achievement indeed,” Reshiram judged. “I-”

He paused. “Someone is here. I recognize them from the roof.”

Turning, the Legendary began to spin up his turbine to boost his fire attacks. N frowned, then held up a hand, and Reshiram held off from making any aggressive moves.

“Sire?”

Rood emerged from the brush, wearing his distinctive hat and the same robes as most of the Sages tended to wear. “Might I have an audience?”

“Yes,” N decided promptly. “But I am no-one’s sire, Rood – I am the King of Plasma no more, if my father ever intended for me to be at all.”

“That is what I wished to discuss,” Rood replied, taking a seat with them as Concordia turned the television off. “This is a fine place you’ve found for yourself.”

“It’s really just a camp site,” Anthea said, half-apologetically. “Problem is, Reshiram’s been reading the guidelines.”

“I am capable of being moved while assembled, and I am not fixed to the ground,” Reshiram provided. “It is a pity I am not adapted for human habitation, or I would technically be a caravan.”

Rood chuckled. “Well, goodness… be that as it may, however, sire, I have a request I make on behalf of… what once was some of Team Plasma.”

He shook his head. “I would be the first who would admit that many of our brothers and sisters were attracted to Team Plasma for nothing more than the normal things found in any gang – the chance to use Pokemon to threaten others, or similar things. But some, myself included, were truly inspired by the message you gave – the message of tolerance, and of freedom for Pokemon who need it.”

N considered that.

“I see,” he said. “I admit, Rood, that I am not sure what I could do to help. But I think I would be interested to learn what I could do even if I decide against it.”

“As you wish, sire,” Rood allowed.

“Is he going to say that a lot?” Zorua asked.

“Truly, it seems so,” Reshiram rumbled.


At Sharpedo Bluff, a Palkia poked the roof dubiously.

“I think that will hold,” the Legendary said, after examining it for several seconds. “This place really isn’t big enough to hold us normally, though.”

“It’s a good thing you’re here to help,” Giratina agreed. “For the others, I mean.”

“You’re just cheating,” Palkia declared, as Giratina sat halfway into the floor and sipped a ginseng beverage. “After all the work I did to spatially expand the place, as well.”

“We may be getting off track,” Aaron said. “Grovyle, you were saying?”

“You have to understand,” Grovyle began. “The problems with Primal Dialga… we have to solve them.”

“Yeah, about that,” Palkia said. “Are we going to get primal forms as well? It’s not fair if Dialga is the only one.”

“It’s not fair that I don’t have one!” Dialga replied. “When am I going to get to go Primal, Dad?”

“You and I,” Grovyle continued, addressing Aaron. “We were a team, in the future, investigating the planet’s paralysis.”

“No, we weren’t,” Aaron replied. “You did this last time, Arceus, you’re not supposed to write a personal history like this.”

“You have the ability to perform the Dimensional Scream,” Grovyle explained.

“What’s that?” Aaron asked.

…oh, damn, I forgot to include those bits, Arceus winced. Just… pretend you keep having visions all the time?

“If you’re going to change things to include something, can you include a Primal Giratina form?” Giratina asked.

“I’m still trying to work out if that Dialga we saw is actually you,” Palkia said, indicating Dialga.

“If it was it would at least mean I got Primal mode working at some point,” Dialga grumbled. “Dad? Can’t I get-”

Look, if you concentrate really hard on the right kind of gemstone, and follow your heart, and believe in what’s right, and call on the power of the moon… you might turn into a Delcatty, Arceus told him. Now all of you shut up and listen to the exposition, it took ages to write this plot and I keep having to patch the holes you make in it.

“Are we going to get Primal-”

Maybe. And maybe I won’t call them Primal Form, just because you’re nagging so much.

“I consider that a win either way,” Palkia said, and Giratina nodded.

Then the space warp wore off, and Sharpedo Bluff abruptly reverted to normal dimensions. Dialga ran for it, twisting time to let him get out of the way, but Palkia ended up wedged awkwardly in place for a few seconds before he re-expanded the space.

“Ow,” he muttered.
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“Hmm…” Ash said, examining the projection Dexter had floating in front of him – replaying the running battle from Gracidea to Crown City, showing Zero’s fighter in red and everyone else in shades of blue and green. “Let’s see that bit in the valley again?”

Dexter’s holoprojection rewound, and Ash examined it before nodding. “Right, okay, that’s interesting… we already decided speed and agility were important, but it looks like situational awareness might need improving as well. And he really needs a wider range of attacks, maybe some of Lucario’s Aura tricks…”

A burst of green light drew Ash’s attention away from Dexter’s hologram, and he looked up to see a Shaymin flying in a circle around an area of verdant green growth.

“That’s the one who helped us out, right?” he asked.

Most likely, Dexter told him.

“How is this so well realized?” Pikachu asked. “You weren’t there, I had both your nodes because we didn’t know if they’d stay linked through a portal.”

I managed to obtain some of the data from Infi’s data bank, Dexter replied. The one which went with Zero, that is. That’s why it goes a lot fuzzier when he’s elsewhere.

As they spoke, the virtual Mecha Giratina dropped back into the Reverse World, and the projections got a bit more indistinct – still showing where Dexter predicted the Pokémon had most likely been, but with their exact movements surrounded by a faint blue uncertainty halo.

“That doesn’t really seem a lot fuzzier,” Pikachu said, frowning. “Maybe you just have high standards?”

Seems likely.

The Shaymin landed, accepted a bite to eat from Brock, then put on the panniers she’d had help with last night and took off to head south.

“I hope things go more smoothly for her,” Ash said.

“Yeah, I agree,” Pikachu muttered. “I might say something flippant about how it’s hard for newcomers, but the last few months have been a bit much. And it really feels like it’s going to get worse before it gets better.”

Ash stood, offering his arm for Pikachu to run up, and Dexter dismissed his projection. “You did eat earlier, right, Pikachu?”

“Yep,” Pikachu agreed. “Let’s see if everyone else is ready to leave. I guess we’re probably teleporting again?”

“Yeah, that sounds likely,” Ash nodded, taking his hat off. “It’d be a bad idea to rely on Mewtwo all the time, but it’s probably quicker than walking out of Gracidea.”


I’d like to advise everyone to keep their hands inside the ride at all times, Mewtwo told them.

“Why?” Infernape asked.

Because that’s what you’re supposed to say.

“What about those of us who don’t have hands?” Staraptor pressed. “This seems like wingist discrimination to me.”

“Is that even a word?” Dawn asked.

“Wingist. Discriminatory against those who have wings. You know, like ageist is discriminatory against those who have ages, or flautist is discriminatory against those who flaut.”

Sudowoodo raised a branch. “I’m pretty sure that last one’s actually the term for a musical instrument performer.”

“Doesn’t mean they have to be discriminated against, does it?” Staraptor asked. “I mean, if they want to be bigots, I’m willing to be the bigger mon than the bigot mon.”

That led to a few seconds of confused silence.

Moving on, Mewtwo said. Does everyone have all their baggage? Ash, did the cooking equipment go back in your bag?

Ash opened his bag to check. “Looks like everything’s in here… including Rotom, good.”

He looked up, and blinked at the sight of tree trunks. “…weren’t we in a valley before?”

I’ve been working on smooth teleportation. Mewtwo crossed his arms, quite pleased. It’s useful for all sorts of reasons.

“Where did we end up?” Dawn asked.

This is Route 210, en route to Celestic, Mewtwo told her. It seemed an appropriate place to drop us.

He pointed. And before you ask, Ash, we’re headed that way.

“Thanks,” Ash replied. “Okay, let’s see, can we use the woods for good training en route… ah, I have an idea.”

He sent out Giratina in a flash of brilliant light, and the Ghost-type examined the immediate surroundings before tilting his head in confusion.

“I admit, I don’t see where you’re going with this.”

“Well, I was thinking about your phasing ability,” Ash replied. “And how one of the important things about it is being able to fight with most of your attacks, without compromising the ability to ignore terrain. So I was thinking that the area of forest to the right of the path would be good for a game of tag – you need to try and hit one of the others with an attack, but they’re also trying to hit you.”

Pikachu raised a paw. “Does the power of the attack count?”

“No, just whether or not it hit,” Ash told him, nodding. “This is about being able to either target something that keeps phasing through the trees, or being able to unphase, attack and phase again quickly.”

“It seems like a useful bit of training,” Giratina allowed. “If a little outside what I was expecting, I confess.”

Staraptor flew a little higher. “I assume this means that I can start ghost punching?”

“How exactly are you planning on punching things?” Pikachu asked. “Don’t you not have hands?”

“What, are you a drum-bass as well? I can punch just fine with my wings.”

“I… think that’s the wrong kinds of instrument,” Brock said, after a few seconds of thinking about it. “Weren’t you talking about flutes earlier?”

“I’m not a musicologist,” Staraptor said blithely. “Come on, make with the ghost punching!”

“I am… fairly certain that you cannot actually punch me,” Giratina mused. “There are some moves and abilities which would allow that, for sure, but – no, I’ve already heard some of the stories. Not going to say a Pokémon can’t do something around your allies.”

“That’s probably a pretty good move,” Ash agreed. “Oh, yeah, there was something else.”

He dodged to the side as Brock’s Croagunk engaged in ambush training, then continued without missing a beat. “I want one of you to be running protection for Giratina at any given time. You don’t count for score, but obviously you’ll be the one making sure Giratina doesn’t get hit.”

Engaging tracking protocols, Dexter stated. When it is my turn I will review the camera footage for the score only afterwards.


Lucario drew back his arm, and used Vacuum Wave. A long-ranged swipe of air pushed through the trees and branches overhead, breaking them off and sending them fluttering down, and he moved while the sound was still in the air – masking his actual movements from detection.

Landing atop the branch of a completely different tree, Lucario closed one eye and looked around. He could see Staraptor circling over the area he’d disturbed with his Vacuum Wave, Dexter and Pikachu working together off to the right – about where Giratina was headed – and Infernape moving around ahead of him to flank.

Focusing, Lucario threw an Aura Sphere to his left, then pelted off towards where Dexter and Pikachu were. Behind him there was a crash as the Aura Sphere curved up through the tree line – focused enough that going through a few branches wasn’t going to burst it, the homing orb of Aura looped around to catch Staraptor by surprise.

The Flying-type took a glancing blow, shouting imprecations about cheating, but by the time he’d recovered Lucario was elsewhere. Specifically, he was launching a low-intensity Flamethrower attack at Pikachu, then blocking as his teammate retaliated with a barrage of electrical attacks.

Giratina phased in behind them and flicked a Will-O-Wisp across them, but failed to pay attention to his side and got hit by a kick from Infernape before phasing out again and moving on. By that point Staraptor was back, and Lucario was the target of focused attacks from all four Pokémon – none of them especially strong attacks, but enough put together to more than keep him busy avoiding hits.

Then a wide-focus Dragonbreath flashed down from overhead, hitting all of them at once.


“That was an interesting move,” Ash said, as Giratina swam back to the path. “I guess it might need a bit more thought if you were going to use it in a serious fight, though.”

“I was thinking that if it was Lucario drawing them together, it would be appropriate to use Toxic or some other Poison typed move,” Giratina said.

“Good,” Ash agreed. “But not all Pokémon have an immunity like that, and some of the ones that do would just ruin the attack – a Pokémon with Lightningrod can’t be harmed by an Electric attack, but there’s at least two reasons why you can’t just blast Pikachu’s general area with Thunder if he’s in trouble.”

“Since he has Lightningrod I would assume that the first problem is that the attack would all hit him,” Giratina said, thinking about it, as the other Pokémon emerged from the trees. “But what about the second problem?”

“If I’m surrounded by enemy Pokémon then they probably aren’t vulnerable to electricity either,” Pikachu explained. “Okay, everyone’s had a go on defence… how did we do?”

Compiling and analyzing data, Dexter stated. There is a definite trend of improvement by Giratina, that much is clear.

“That or those of us who were on defence later were better at it,” Lucario suggested.

I can tell the difference quite nicely, thank you, Dexter said primly. Now, as I was saying, I’m obviously the best-

“That seems a little biased,” Infernape noted.

I am an expert at modelling things like Giratina’s powers, Dexter pointed out. It’s sort of why I exist in this form… but yes, you are correct. There’s no particular one of us who did better consistently, though I would note that analysis suggests Lucario was superior in situations where he or someone else was trying to hide.

“Aura sight again,” Ash said. “Actually, it’d be helpful for Giratina to learn to see through walls, he can already pass through them but knowing what’s on the other side can only help. And it kind of seemed to me like everyone got too fixated on the defending Pokémon a few times, especially at the end there. But I do think-”

Croagunk punched him into the top of a tree.

“Expect the unexpected,” he said. “And be prepared for what is not there.”

“I think that’s the training that everyone else was just doing,” Giratina said. “I may have missed something – why did the Croagunk just punch Ash?”

“It’s training,” Ash explained, branches and twigs crunching as he got out of the hole he’d made in the tree. “I kind of need to work on being able to notice unexpected problems – I caught it last time, but this time was a surprise. Good work.”

Giratina looked like he was about to ask another question, then decided not to bother.


“It looks like we might need to call off round three,” Staraptor reported, flying down to Ash. “There’s some building in the way or something. Really inconsiderate of them.”

“That sounds familiar,” Dawn said. “Don’t you guys think so?”

“It’s a building,” Staraptor reiterated. “You’re humans. If you’re not familiar with buildings then there must be this whole life story I didn’t hear about, instead of the one I… you know, saw.”

“I think that might be Professor Rowan’s summer camp,” Dawn elaborated.

“Oh, yeah, I remember that,” Ash realized. “I guess it is on the route we’re taking, isn’t it… well, last time we spent some time here, and I don’t think we’re behind.”

“Do they let people with your ridiculous collection of Pokémon into summer camp?” Brock asked. “I mean, I know I wouldn’t normally say ridiculous, but Giratina has been training over to the side of the path for the last two hours.”

“That is a good point,” Ash admitted. “I can’t really remember what the events are, but if they have an obstacle course Giratina’s going to do pretty well.”

“I’m surprised you don’t think he’s going to win,” Staraptor said, then thought about it. “I suppose you do have Mewtwo with you right now, though. Actually, how come he’s not helping with Giratina?”

Rubik’s cube, Mewtwo answered.

“Aren’t those something that smart people solve really quickly?”

Mewtwo responded by holding it up, showing that it had five squares a side. These are a little harder, and I’m trying to put together my complete answer before I start moving it at all.


As they crossed into the cleared area in front of the summer camp itself, they caught sight of Professor Rowan sat with a Staraptor by his side.

“Professor!” Dawn called.

Rowan looked up, and frowned slightly. “Do I know you?”

Dawn hesitated, remembering that for one reason and another she and Rowan had never actually met in this timeline, and shook her head. “No, I just recognize you…”

“Well, come on over here so I can meet you all!” Rowan requested, waving them towards his seat. “Goodness me, is that Ash Ketchum? And Mewtwo?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” Ash replied. Mewtwo nodded, confirming his own identity in case simply being present was insufficient.

“It’s quite a surprise to meet you here,” Professor Rowan added. “And an honour in your case, Mewtwo – your book was a fine first work. I do hope you produce another some time soon, perhaps on the intricacies of certain other Pokémon powers and abilities.”

I may do so, though only if I feel the topic merits a book, Mewtwo replied. I am afraid there are many demands on my time.

“Of course, take it as a suggestion only,” Rowan said agreeably, then turned to Ash. “And – well, I have to say, I’d be delighted to study the effect you have on Pokémon!”

“You mean the thing where Pokémon evolve around him?” Lucario asked. “It’s not foolproof.”

“No, but it would make an excellent case study for how evolution can take place,” Rowan replied. “There’s always more to learn, and I hope there always will be.”

He stood, and shook Ash’s hand, then Mewtwo’s, before moving on to Brock.

After a moment’s thought, Rowan pointed at him. “You’re… Brock Slate, right? Kanto gym leader?”

“That’s me,” Brock confirmed. “Though I spend much more time these days going around with Ash – I’ve been studying to become a Pokémon doctor, though.”

“Good for you,” Rowan told him. “And as for you…”

He examined Dawn for a few seconds, then bowed. “Your Highness, I didn’t realize you were in the area.”

“Er… no, that’s Princess Salvia,” Dawn replied. “I’m Dawn Berlitz, from Twinleaf.”

“Oh,” Rowan said, blinking. “Well… sorry, but you really do look a lot like her. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“It’s come up once or twice,” Dawn replied.

“Sorry for bringing it up, then,” Rowan told her. “Are you all just passing through?”

“Actually, we’ve had a stressful couple of weeks,” Ash said. “You have a summer camp, right – I think that’s where we are?”

“Well, it’s the Pokémon Summer Academy, but yes,” Rowan confirmed. “It’s starting today. There’s a few hours until everyone arrives, but I’m waiting out the front to make sure people don’t walk past and miss it. It’s still open for sign ups if you’re interested.”

“What does a Summer Academy entail?” Giratina asked.

Rowan looked around to see what Pokémon had made the deep, rumbling noise, and found himself face-to-nose with Giratina.

He fell over.

“Did I do something wrong?” Giratina asked.

“Yeah, I think he’s kind of freaked out,” Brock answered. “You’re pretty surprising when people first see you… Professor? Giratina was asking what actually happens here, pretty much.”

“That’s… well, I suppose it’s good to know,” Rowan replied, picking himself up. “Hmph. Could have been a bit more polite, though!”

“Sorry about that,” Giratina said, more quietly, and walked back a bit.

Rowan nodded, guessing what Giratina meant based on body language, then returned his focus to the question. “Well, it’s a little different each year, but they’re all intended to improve understanding of Pokémon.”

“That did not answer my question,” the Legendary said.

“Does this involve writing?” Lucario asked. “And if so, do the Pokémon get a pass?”

“To the best of my knowledge most Pokémon don’t learn to write,” Rowan replied. “So they don’t have to, no. But yes, I can tell you now there’s a report task as part of the Academy, though I won’t tell you what the subject is yet as otherwise you might have an unfair advantage.”

He examined Ash. “Though possibly you have an unfair advantage already…”

“Perhaps I will be able to use some of the time to train,” Giratina suggested. “How long would we be here?”

“It’s about a week, I think,” Pikachu replied.

“Well, if you are interested, I’ll get you signed up,” Rowan suggested, deciding that if the Pokémon had anything more to directly contribute it would get translated. “Though… actually, it does occur to me to ask. You and your friends here are into solving mysteries and problems like that?”

“Well, we do tend to do that a lot, so yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s not so much that we’re into it as that it happens anyway, but it’s good to help people out.”

“Right!” Rowan said. “Well, what I was hoping was that you might know if someone’s going around stealing Pokémon eggs.”

“Stealing – what happened?” Ash asked.

“It happened… well, it must be about a year ago now,” Rowan said. “Something like that, at any rate. One of the Piplup eggs I got vanished from the lab, without any sign who might have done it.”

“That sounds like it might have been Team Galactic,” Giratina rumbled. “With what you have told me of them.”

“…yeah, I don’t think it was Team Galactic,” Dawn winced. “Was this during the Hoenn Grand Festival last year?”

“Oh, yeah, I almost forgot about that,” Ash agreed.

Professor Rowan looked between them. “What is it?”

“Well… I met Ash when his friend May Maple was doing her Grand Festival run in Hoenn,” Dawn explained. “And I wished that I had a starter Pokémon that was as good a fit for me as Pikachu was for him.”

“And… well, May’s brother has a Jirachi,” Ash explained. “So that’s probably what happened.”

“Is that true?” Rowan asked, looking down at Dawn’s Piplup. “That would be you, then?”

“Yeah, that sounds about right,” Piplup said, puffing his chest out. “All the Pokémon in the world to choose from and it got me! I must be great.”

Dawn laughed.

“That’s.. not the explanation I expected,” Professor Rowan admitted, then shook his head and visibly recovered his aplomb. “Well! Now that that’s sorted out, let’s get you all signed up for the Academy!”


“Let’s see, now…” one of Rowan’s helpers said, noting down the names. “Ash Ketchum… Brock Slate… Dawn…?”

“Berlitz,” Dawn supplied, and spelled it.

“Thank you… right, now we’ll just assign each of you to one of the three colours, that’ll be your group for the week.”

Mawile raised her hand.

“Excuse me?” she asked.

The assistant looked up. “Huh? Is something wrong?”

“I wanted to ask if it was okay for me to take part as well,” Mawile explained. “It sounds pretty fun!”

The assistant and Mawile exchanged a long look.

“Fine, if nobody else wants to I’ll do it,” Lucario sighed. “All right… Mawile would like to take part in the academy as well.”

Rowan’s assistant blinked. “Is… is that a thing?”

“I don’t know, you’re the guy handling the sign ups.”

“Well, um… hang on.”

As the assistant stood up, Mewtwo floated a copy of the summer academy guidelines over to him.

Let’s see… person, student, student, camper, participant, competitor… no, it doesn’t mention human on here.

Mawile smiled. “That’s good! I think some of this is a bit fighty, but most of it isn’t – that’s right, right?”

Pikachu jumped down off Ash’s shoulder. “Last time we did help train a Raichu, and that included Pokémon battling. But the rest of the week didn’t, except for the ghost thing one night, and that’s more about knowing how to meet new Pokémon.”

Tyrantrum nodded. “That sounds okay, then.”

“Sorry, guys,” the assistant reported back. “The rules say you have to be a trainer or have applied for a provisional license.”

“That’s okay!” Mawile said. “I’m a trainer!”

“She is,” Ash agreed. “Tyrantrum’s her Pokémon, not mine.”

The assistant looked completely poleaxed, then sat down and wordlessly wrote the name Mawile on the sign-up sheet.

“Thank you!” Mawile cheered.


“So, what’s this one?” Giratina asked. “I don’t think I met that Torterra before.”

“Souma Yergon,” Torterra said, shaking his tree.

“…what?” Lucario blinked. “I think that one was a bit too obscure.”

Not a Prog Rock fan, then, Dexter observed.

“Guys, stop trying to out-obscure one another,” Ash asked.

“Sorry,” Torterra said. “And you did meet me, I was just a lot smaller.”

“Oh, the Turtwig, right,” Giratina realized. “Yeah, I know you now. How are you handling being big?”

“It took a while, but I’m starting to get the hang of it,” Torterra told him. “I’ve got this whole new style of fighting that Ash and I worked out a while ago… kind of based on the idea that I might not be very agile, but my attacks can do that for me.”

“I was hoping that you two could practice with that,” Ash explained. “As something to do while we’re waiting for everyone else to show up, anyway – if you keep coming out of portals and attacking, Giratina, then Torterra has to react to you appearing from all over the place. And it’s also good training for you in appearing and attacking more quickly than an enemy can react.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” Giratina agreed, and opened a portal with an effort of will.

“We might want to move over to the woods first, a bit of a way away from where people are going to be,” Ash advised.

“Hey!”

At the sound, Ash looked around – seeing someone hurrying up with a smile.

“You’re Ash Ketchum, right?” the boy asked.

“That’s me,” Ash confirmed. “What’s up?”

“Oh – I just wanted to thank you,” the boy told him, shaking Ash’s hand. “My uncle’s family live in Crown City, and I saw the news – it’s pretty clear you’re the reason why anyone’s still around at all there.”

“Well, thanks,” Ash said, touched. “I was just helping out like any trainer would.”

Even Lucario joined in the odd look Ash got at that point.

“I am fairly sure most trainers would not ride me to get into battle,” Giratina rumbled. “Quite aside from your standout team…”

“No, really, it’s just… it wouldn’t be right to not help if I could,” Ash elaborated. “And I could, so I did.”

“Most people would be too scared to do anything,” the boy said. “Well, maybe not to do anything – not if they had a team as cool as yours. But you were right there in the middle of it, and nobody even got badly hurt because of you keeping Crown City safe!”

Ash winced a little. “Yeah, I guess I did get into danger a bit… well, Giratina has shields, so it’s probably okay.”

At the boy’s look, Lucario explained. “His mom wants him to be a bit more careful.”

“Hey!” Ash protested.


“I knew it!”

Dawn looked around from brushing Mamoswine. “Was that – Barry? Hey, I didn’t realize you’d be here!”

“Oh, Dawn!” Barry called, hurrying over. “Nice to see you! Did you see that Ash has a Giratina now?”

“Yeah, I was kind of there when Giratina said he wanted to come with Ash,” Dawn replied. “It was pretty-”

“Pretty amazing!” Barry spoke over her. “But that’s not all – someone online said it showed how Ash really works! He befriends all these Pokémon because they’re secretly in love with him!”

Dawn could swear she heard a faint thump as Latias hit the ground, her levitation shorted out by what was either exasperation or embarrassment.

“I’m pretty sure that doesn’t work,” Dawn said. “For all sorts of reasons.”

“But I read it on the internet,” Barry protested, then shrugged. “Well, maybe that means the other ideas are true instead! Like the theory that Ash is actually a Mew, which is why he can speak Pokémon and enlist so many Legendaries to help him out!”

“How would that work?” Dawn asked. “I’ve met his mother.”

“Adopted, obviously,” Barry replied. “Or if this theory’s true he is. Also possibly if he’s actually a Ditto.”

“There’s no way you can actually believe all of these, is there?” Dawn said. “They can’t all be true.”

“No, but the more theories I think about, the more likely it is that at least one of them is right!” Barry replied. “By the way, does Ash have a reflection?”

“You know that whole vampires-have-no-reflection thing is actually based on silver, right?” Dawn’s Quilava asked. “And cameras used to use silver nitrate for the light sensitive chemicals, that’s why vampires don’t show up on cameras either. They’re both obsolete now, which is because people decided that cheapness was better than-”

“The changes in both those technologies were an improvement and you know it!” Piplup replied, popping out of his Pokéball.

“Hey, what are they arguing about?” Barry asked.

“Nothing important,” Dawn replied.

Behind Barry, his Pokémon – Prinplup and Smeargle – exchanged a glance, then nodded their approval of Dawn’s answer.


Giratina counted to himself, hanging in the odd space of the Reverse World, then judged he’d spent enough time and opened a portal.

Swimming through and letting the portal snap closed behind him, he looked around to locate Torterra – unfortunately the Grass-type was quite willing to move around during their training, so he wasn’t where he’d been.

There should be a sign of him… ah!

Giratina spun off a pair of low-powered Shadow Balls and launched them both at Torterra, who lumbered behind a tree to avoid being hit. Still moving, the Grass-type turned his head to face towards Giratina and fired out an Energy Ball – the attack moving fast enough to catch Giratina a glancing blow, though the Ghost-type twisted away from any more effect of the attack itself.

Levitating through the air, Giratina phased through a tree and adjusted his angle – then opened another Reverse World portal and closed it as soon as he was through.

Coiling in on himself, he opened another gateway in the air a little higher and at a different angle. This time he did see Torterra as soon as he emerged, and flicked two attacks down at the Grass-type.

Torterra reacted quickly, his tree shaking back and forth, and leaves barraged out – bursting the incoming attacks on the tornado of leaves instead of letting them through to hit Torterra himself. The burly Grass-type twisted enough to catch a glimpse of Giratina’s position out of the corner of his eye, and switched the leafy Counter Shield into a tightly focused attack aimed directly at Giratina with dozens of leaves per second shooting through the trees.

The ghostly Legendary wove through the trees, Razor Leaves punching through the less-razor leaves around him, then dropped back into the Reverse World to think.

So clearly Torterra had solutions for when he was attacked from the side or rear – it was an obvious weakness for the Pokémon to cover – but equally clearly they weren’t as good as being able to face the enemy and attack frontally, or he’d try to point his side at Giratina rather than his front. So…

Tail lashing, Giratina realized there was probably a solution involving somehow blasting the leaf shield out of the way before attacking. Or perhaps he should try dodging back and forth across the line directly behind Torterra, so the Ground-type had to keep turning his head to see where to send his leaves…


“All right!” Professor Rowan called. “So, first of all, I’d like to advise everyone that – yes, Giratina is training over in the trees to the other side of the path. Normally we like to encourage people at the Summer Academy to go out and explore, but in this case… don’t interrupt him, please, it’s only polite.”

That caused a few of the people who hadn’t seen the news yet to mutter.

“Now, you should all have your colours,” Rowan added. “Each of my assistants is holding up a sign with their colour, so please head over to the right assistant and they’ll get you started.”

Ash double-checked his own sign-in card – green – and headed over to the left with the other ‘green’ campers, after waving to his friends who all had red or blue cards.

“Isn’t part of what happens here about helping a Pokémon you’ve not met before?” Pikachu asked. “It looks like there’s at least one Pokémon translator in each of the three groups.”

“I… think you’re right, actually,” Ash agreed. “That’ll hopefully mean things get sorted out more quickly.”

“Isn’t it kind of a bit like cheating, though?” Pikachu asked. “I’m not saying it’s a bad thing, I just think it might make it easier than last time.”

“Well, maybe,” Ash replied, thinking. “But isn’t it better if people realize their Pokémon can understand them even if they can’t understand their Pokémon? I think that was a lot of how we worked so well together from pretty much the beginning.”

“After a few teething problems,” Pikachu agreed.

He looked around. “Lucario’s over umpiring that practice battle, right? Where’s Mewtwo?”

Ash pointed. “Over there… huh, I recognize the guy he’s talking to.”


I must say, I do appreciate your interest, Mewtwo said. I have to admit that for the most part I’ve learned to prefer having a wide range of options over making a single intricate plan, but that may be partly because I’m able to put the options into a plan on the fly.

“But if you do that then you’re in danger of being in a situation later in the battle where you should have done something earlier,” Conway replied. “If you find yourself unable to get through an enemy defence because you’ve not been building up your attack power during the match, for example.”

That’s rarely a concern as such for me, the Psychic-type told him. But I fully appreciate the argument.

“That’s good to know, at least,” Conway said. “It’s good to know what other people think.”

He paused, then reached into his bag. “Actually, can I ask – I have a copy of your book, and I was wondering if you’d be able to autograph it…”

How would you like it autographed? Mewtwo asked, taking the book from Conway and opening it to the inside cover. I can do psychic powers, some minor attacks, or just ink.

“Sure, a pen sounds good,” Conway suggested, then blinked as Mewtwo vanished.

He appeared a moment later with an old-style inkwell, and waved his hand. Some ink rose into the air with a little flicker of psionic power, and formed into the shape of a Mewtwo before being pressed gently against the paper.

I hope that works for you, Mewtwo said, and the rest of the ink collapsed back into the inkwell. Another quick double-teleport, and Mewtwo was inkwellless.

Conway blinked, looked down at the page, then shrugged. “Thank you.”


“Hey, I think I remember hearing about you,” Angie said, looking up at Dawn. “You’re in the same group as me, right?”

“Yeah, but we could still talk even if we weren’t,” Dawn replied. “You heard about me?”

“That’s right,” Angie agreed. “You won that special Contest run by Wallace, right? I really liked the rose thing!”

She frowned. “But would it really work in a fight if they hadn’t tricked their opponents?”

“That’s why they did it,” Dawn replied simply. “They argue about everything, but they do work together… if they have to.”

Seeing Dawn’s smile, Angie smiled back. Then she frowned. “So… do you know what they talk about?”

“Yes, I can understand them,” Dawn answered. “I got taught by one of Ash’s Pokémon. It’s actually really nice to be able to do that, people don’t realize how much they’re missing.”

“Wow, now I kind of wish I could do the same,” Angie admitted. “How long would it take to learn?”

“…a while,” Dawn told her. “I guess hopefully it’ll eventually be possible for everyone to translate everything a Pokémon says, but for now it’s more ‘hard to learn’ than secret or anything.”

“Huh, cool,” Angie said. “And… hey, hold on, I just noticed.”

She pointed. “Is that a Pokémon in the red group?”

“Yeah, that’s Mawile,” Dawn told her. “She’s one of Ash’s Pokémon, but she’s a trainer in her own right as well.”

“That explains the Tyrantrum,” Angie nodded. “Think I can say hello?”

Dawn shrugged, not really sure why she might not be able to, and watched as Angie went over to greet Mawile.


“So, you’re Mawile,” Angie began. “Obviously. I’m Angie.”

She held out her hand, and Mawile shook it with a smile.

“I hadn’t realized a Pokémon could be a Pokémon Trainer,” Angie went on. “Is that a thing?”

Mawile frowned, thinking about it. “I… think it should be,” she said. “I can’t see a reason why not. Mewtwo over there spent some time as a trainer, I heard, and there’s all those transforming Pokémon who pretend to be humans?”

Angie blinked, then groaned. “Oh, yeah… Pokémon…”

“Hold on please,” Mawile asked, holding up a hand, then walked over to Brock. “Excuse me – is it okay if you translate for a bit?”

“Oh?” Brock asked, looking up. “Oh, you made a friend?”

One of Brock’s Pokéballs burst open, and a small girl came out of it.

After a moment’s shock, Brock sighed. “How long have you been working on that?”

“Long enough,” the girl replied with a smirk. “Hey – I don’t mind translating, and my trainer here has some stuff to handle.”

“Now I’m really confused,” Angie admitted. “So he has a girl instead of a Pokémon and you’re a Pokémon instead of a human?”

“She’s a Zorua,” Brock explained. “I think that means trying to trick people is genetic or something.”

“Probably,” Zorua agreed, sitting down cross-legged. She focused for a moment, and two little black fox-ears appeared through her hair. “There, that should make it so Brock doesn’t get too upset. All right, what did you say Mawile?”

“I was talking about how some Pokémon pretend to be human, actually,” Mawile said, giggling. “Thanks for being an example!”


Professor Rowan looked out over the talking trainers attending the Summer Academy, then nodded.

“All right, everyone!” he said, and the hum of conversation dropped considerably. “It looks like you’re all getting on well with your fellow attendees – and, since it’s come up a couple of times, it’s perfectly all right to talk to and even help people in other groups. It’s just a good idea to make sure you handle your own projects first, because that’s what will affect the score at the end of the week.”

He waited a moment to see if there were any questions, then went on. “Secondly, it’s now time for the first part of the Academy. Each of you will be loaned a Pokémon, which you’ll be taking care of and helping for the next two days.”

Professor Rowan let the reactions to that die down before continuing. “This is a project which is supposed to let you learn how to interact with a Pokémon you haven’t met before, and possibly with a type of Pokémon you’re not an expert in. It’s all about adaptability, and being able to treat Pokémon as beings with their own minds – they’re new to you, after all, so it’s only natural for them to be uncertain. Any questions?”

None came up at first, until someone raised a hand in the Green section. “Professor?”

“Go ahead,” Rowan told him.

“Are we going to need to get these Pokémon ready for a battle?”

“Yes, though that’s not the whole task,” Rowan said. “You will be graded based on the relationship you develop with your Pokémon, not on how well they do in battle.”

There were no more questions, so Rowan had his assistant, Yuzo, come forward with a box of Pokéballs.

“Each of you take one,” he instructed. “And good luck, all of you!”


Having been one of the first to pick up his rental Pokémon, Ash went over to an area a bit out of the way – partly to make sure he had some privacy, because of how many times he’d been thanked over the last half hour or so.

“All right, let’s see who it is,” he decided, and opened the Pokéball. He watched, along with Pikachu and Lucario, as the familiar flash of white light focused together into… an Abra.

“Hello,” the Abra said, then blinked a few times. “Sorry, I’m a bit distracted.”

“That’s okay,” Ash replied, crouching down. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Abra blinked, tilting her head. “Huh, that’s new. You can understand me?”

“Ash understands a lot of things,” Lucario said. “Though there are exceptions… like directions.”

“You know what’s going on, right?” Ash checked. “I don’t know how much you rental Pokémon guys got told.”

“I overheard some of it, at least,” Abra replied. “You’re supposed to be helping out, right?”

“That’s about right,” Ash agreed. “Is there anything you need help with in particular?”

“Well-” Abra began, then stopped. “Not really, no.”

“Are you sure?” Pikachu asked. “It sounded like there was something.”

“I said it was nothing,” Abra replied, a bit more forcefully.

“That’s fine,” Ash said. “Just let us know if there is anything we can help with – but if there isn’t, then do you mind trying something with training?”


As the last trainer – Conway – took his Pokéball, Mewtwo walked over to have a look.

This is an interesting task, he complimented Rowan. It means that trainers who are adaptable and empathetic are the ones who do better, which I like – it has an emphasis on partnership.

“That was the idea,” Rowan agreed with a quick nod. “It helps to give people a reminder that Pokémon training is supposed to be a partnership, and it also tends to help the Pokémon as well.”

I can see why that would be the case, Mewtwo agreed.

“By the way, why are you speaking with your mind?” Rowan asked. “I was under the impression you spoke out loud.”

It depends, Mewtwo told him with a shrug. Partly on how I feel, but I tend to adjust according to those around me – if a Dark type is around, in particular, it’s less effort to both speak out loud and psychically rather than to either use Miracle Eye or produce spoken words like I would for a sound interview.

“That is a good point…” Rowan said, thinking. “I suppose it’ll have to wait until there’s a lot more Porygon doing simultaneous translation before it’s really possible to fully interview Pokémon. I know it’s been used in a few interviews and films…”

He shook his head. “Sorry, this isn’t really my bailiwick – I don’t think you can even evolve, so under normal circumstances I might never normally touch on you – but it is something I find interesting when it comes up. The ways we’ve developed to communicate with Pokémon… some of them have been possible for centuries, but it’s only really recently that they’ve become so much a part of discussion. And I think you really deserve a lot of credit for that.”

Has my book really had that much impact? Mewtwo asked. I admit it was on the topic, but… it still seems strange.

“It’s definitely had a lot of impact,” Rowan agreed. “But I think what had just as much effect was your interviews.”

Mewtwo nodded in sudden understanding. It was one thing to know Pokémon were intelligent, but Mewtwo was one of the few Pokémon who could actually have a fully recorded television interview where the viewers could understand the whole conversation – entirely through a psychic technique he’d worked out partly as an experiment.

Looking into the box of Pokéballs, he frowned. Hmm… perhaps I should see if this last Pokémon has any issues that might need resolving.

“Another Pokémon?” Rowan asked, looking up. “I thought we made sure there was one Pokéball per trainer?”

Mewtwo lifted the ‘ball out of the box, and turned it over. Where’s the-

It promptly exploded.

Rowan dove for cover with the reflexes of a Pokémon Professor versed in field work, already wincing in anticipation of the bang.

Then he frowned.

There hadn’t been a bang… but there’d definitely been a flash?

Looking up again, he saw Mewtwo holding a ball of purple smoke between his hands. The ball was about three feet wide, surrounded by a faint blue bubble, and after looking for a bit longer Rowan realized it was probably red smoke inside the blue bubble.

Mewtwo gestured, and a jet of smoke and force escaped through the top of the bubble. It vented for several seconds, then finally faded – leaving a dazed-looking Voltorb.

I believe I have solved the problem, Mewtwo noted.

Rowan looked the Voltorb over, then raised his voice. “Yuzo, your Voltorb got into the Pokéball box! We’re lucky it was at the bottom…”


AN:


So yeah, the Pokémon Summer Camp arc just would not stop happening.
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Dawn opened the Pokéball she’d picked out, and watched with some surprise as a Raichu materialized.

“Hello,” she said. “It’s nice to meet you – we’re going to be working together for the next couple of days, I hope.”

Raichu looked up at her, and nodded – looking a bit nervous. “Yeah, I hope I don’t just let you down…”

“We’ll see what we can do,” Dawn said. “And you don’t have to worry about letting me down, I don’t expect you to suddenly become the best Electric-type Pokémon there is in just a couple of days or anything like that.”

Now Raichu looked confused. “That… was a really odd coincidence.”

“It wasn’t actually a coincidence,” Dawn confided. “I understood what you said, so I thought I’d let you know it won’t be a problem.”

“Dawn’s nice,” Buneary added, lending her voice to her trainer. “You don’t need to worry that she’ll think the worse of you.”

“That’s just… odd,” Raichu admitted. “I didn’t even know humans could understand Pokémon.”

“The funny thing is, I’ve heard that a lot lately,” Dawn said, mostly to herself.

If this was the Raichu she somewhat-vaguely remembered from last time, then it was the one Ash had helped out. Something about self-confidence issues?

“I think I have an idea,” she added. “About what to do for training, I mean.”

She listed off ideas on her fingers. “Depending on what you’d rather focus on, we could look at – attack power, attack finesse, speed, or doing something a bit more spectacular.”

“Dawn’s a Coordinator,” Buneary noted.

“Well… I’m not really sure which of those would help,” Raichu sighed. “It’s probably a waste of time to-”

“Okay, come on,” Buneary interrupted him. “Look, here’s the thing about training – it helps. It pretty much always helps, so long as you’re focusing on what’s at least vaguely close to helpful. And the funny thing is, it doesn’t matter how strong you are when you start out – you still get stronger, you still get better. Or flashier.”

She shook her head. “I’m probably not being very coherent, or… whatever. But I’ve seen how much it works. So have my friends. And everyone needs training, even the Pokémon who naturally start off really strong.”

“But I did try training,” Raichu replied. “And it didn’t seem to help…”

“Then let’s try something else,” Buneary said, not letting it go just yet. “Contest training’s pretty different to regular training, and while having powerful attacks helps it is actually possible to do an Appeal without ever needing to do much damage.”

“I actually did have an idea for something using that tail,” Dawn contributed. “Though I’m not sure where we can get some tinfoil on short notice.”

Raichu gave her a totally baffled look, them slumped.

“Okay, sure, I guess we’ll find out how badly it goes…”


“Hello,” Brock said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

He held out his hand, and the Snover examined it before giving it a tentative touch.

“It feels warm,” he noted. “I’m sorry, I don’t think I understand?”

“Oh, the idea is that you shake the hand to say hello,” Brock explained. “Like this.”

He held out his hand to Geodude, who replied with a fist.

“…no, not a fist bump,” Brock clarified. “A hand shake.”

“Dude, I have my mojo to think of,” Geodude objected, then shrugged. “Sure, Brockster, whatever.”

He duly shook hands with Brock, who then turned to Snover. “See?”

“I think I understand,” Snover said, and held out his hand for Brock to shake.

“All right, I’m guessing you’ve not interacted much with humans before,” Brock decided. “Is that right?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Snover agreed, sighing a little. “It’s just… I kind of feel like I’ll make a mistake and then I’ll upset everyone.”

He shook his head. “It’s why I keep my ability off, people will just feel so upset about it…”

“Your ability?” Brock said. “That’s… Snow Warning, right, the one which makes it start snowing?”

“I saw something about how bad snow can be for human towns,” Snover explained. “And I’m worried that if I start, I can’t stop before things go wrong.”

Brock hummed, thinking about that.

“Well, to me it sounds like what you need is a way to turn it off, or to do something else about it,” he said. “I have a couple of ideas, but until then – you don’t need to worry for the next couple of days, at least. Stantler knows Sunny Day, so he can cancel out your snow.”

“That does sound helpful,” Snover said. “You have a Stantler? I don’t think I’ve met them before.”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “Would you like to meet him?”

Snover thought about that.

“I… don’t think so, not right now,” he replied. “The idea of meeting new people has me a bit nervous, and I kind of prefer to be introduced to people one at a time.”

“That’s not a problem,” Brock assured him. “Though I did have an idea for something we could do, if you don’t mind.”

Snover looked a little apprehensive.

“Nothing risky,” Brock clarified. “I wasn’t thinking of training, because you seem quite shy and I don’t want to make you do something you’re uncomfortable with. But I do other things as well, not just Pokémon training, and I think it might be good for you to get involved with those.”

“You do?” Snover asked. “What sort of things?”

“Well, I’ve been studying to become a Pokémon Doctor,” Brock told him. “Want to hear about that?”

“That… does sound nice,” Snover agreed. “I should have realized some humans are doctors to Pokémon.”

“Yeah, it’s one of the ways we can help our partners,” Brock said. “Let’s see, I think I have one of my books in my backpack…”

“Where are the rest of your books?” Snover asked. “Are they where you live?”

“No, my friend Ash has a special bag that’s bigger on the inside,” Brock told the shy Ice-type. “Here we are… what sort of thing do you want us to look at?”

“…can we look at treating injuries from being cold?” Snover asked. “I think that’s something I really should learn…”

“If you want,” Brock said. “Just tell me if you’re uncomfortable, we’ll try something else.”


“Heya!” Mawile said brightly. “Nice to meet you!”

“I… well, nice to meet you,” said the Stunky she’d sent out of the borrowed Pokéball. “Where’s your trainer?”

“Well, he’s over there,” Mawile said, waving vaguely in the direction she thought Ash had gone. “But I’m going to be helping you out today – I’m technically a trainer too, and I liked the idea of being able to help someone out!”

Stunky gave Mawile a look up and down, noticing the small-size belt she was wearing complete with Cherish Ball, then shook her head. “I… really don’t know what to expect any more.”

The mephit shrugged. “All right, so… what happens now?”

“Well, hmm… based on what my trainer does, the first step is to talk! Or stop you from destroying the world, but I’m kind of assuming that’s not a thing…”

Stunky blinked.

“What?”

“Well, what do you like or dislike?” Mawile suggested. “Is there anything you’re bothered by that I could help with?”

“I… huh, okay, this is happening I guess,” Stunky said to herself. “So… I do kind of like the idea of having a proper trainer, maybe a Coordinator? But I really don’t think that’s ever going to happen, because I stink. It’s not really something I can prevent, or do anything about at all.”

Mawile tilted her head. “Huh. That’s actually kind of interesting!”

“…it is?” Stunky asked.

“Well, I’m a Steel type,” Mawile explained. “So I’m immune to Poison. But I guess it turns out that means your smell is kinda strong, but not really bad as such? It’s hard to really explain it…”

She frowned. “It’s still a bit distracting, yeah, I think I might need to give that one some thought… anyway, since I guess I’m your trainer for a bit then maybe we should do some training?”

“How would that even work?” Stunky asked. “I really don’t know how trainers train Pokémon, just that it’s something they do working with Pokémon.”

“Well, a lot of it is just about being friends!” Mawile told her. “I think that’s the most important bit. The Pokémon battling or Contest things are basically something the Pokémon enjoys as well, and some of what a trainer does is to find Pokémon who want to join in on what they’re interested in.”

She put a finger to her chin. “So… hmm, you said you liked the sound of a Coordinator? Does that mean you like the idea of being able to perform in a Contest?”

Stunky nodded. “Yeah, if only…”

“Hold on a moment, please!” Mawile asked. “I’m going to go and ask Brock for some fur shampoo and a comb – and maybe some ribbons, too, I think we’ve got some ribbons… does that sound nice?”

The Poison-type tilted her head, a little overwhelmed, and Mawile took that for assent and headed off.

“If you’re having any problems, just let her know and she’ll do her best to sort it out,” Tyrantrum advised, making Stunky jump.

Then she winced. “Sorry… I think I sprayed a bit there… oh, no, you’re really going to hate me now…”

“It was my fault,” Tyrantrum replied, now speaking slightly more indistinctly as he tried not to breathe through his nose. “Don’t suppose you know Defog?”

“What’s Defog?”


“Okay, so here’s the idea I had,” Ash said, holding something up. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s a mirror,” Abra said, examining herself in it for a moment. “What’s this for?”

“Well, I kind of have a reputation for unusual tactics these days, and I was thinking some up,” Ash explained. “I know most Abra have trouble learning a lot of moves, but some of the ones they do learn are attacks that are beam attacks – like Signal Beam, or Psywave, or things like that.”

“Is Psywave a beam?” Pikachu asked. “I thought it was more of a cone.”

“Not sure, we should test it,” Ash decided. “But I think Psybeam would do as well – straight-line very fast attacks.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” Abra confessed.

“Well, the idea is that – can you use telekinesis, or is it just teleporting?” Ash checked.

“I can teleport, and lift things a bit,” Abra told him. “My concentration isn’t great, though.”

“That’s fine, teleport should work,” Ash assured her. “Now, the idea is that you teleport somewhere, drop the mirror, then while it’s falling you teleport again and bounce the attack off the mirror onto the target Pokémon.”

Abra stared at him for a moment, then at the mirror.

“That sounds incredibly difficult,” she said. “Strangely cool, but incredibly difficult.”

“That’s kind of become our thing,” Pikachu said. “Tell you what, let’s start with Psybeam and Ash holding the mirror – you have Psybeam, right?”

“I do, yes,” Abra agreed. “But won’t that mean he might get hurt if he misses?”

“I’ll just put my hat on,” Ash said. “That should work.”

“It makes him a Dark-type,” Pikachu advised. “Basically at this point I think it’s best not to think too hard about all the crazy things – just accept them and work from there.”

Abra nodded, more than a little dubiously, then watched as Ash held up the mirror and Pikachu scampered off a bit.

“So I try to bounce it off and hit him?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “For now he’ll stay still so you can get some aiming practice.”


“How’s the temperature?” Mawile asked, as she scrubbed away at Stunky’s fur.

“It’s all right,” Stunky replied, fur all damp and draped over her as sweet berry scents rose from the bubbles in the bath. “I’m not really used to hot baths, though.”

“They are nice, though I’ve only really had one,” Tyrantrum said. “Some of the Pokémon at the ranch were kind enough to heat the pond once, though, and that was fun.”

“Yeah, it is a pity,” Mawile admitted. “I guess it’s a downside of being big…”

She continued working her hands through Stunky’s fur, making sure to separate out all the strands as best she could – she was going to comb it later, but it would be easier if she did the work now.

“How normal is this for trained Pokémon?” Stunky asked, arching her back a little into the sensations of the washing. “It seems like a lot of work.”

“It depends!” Mawile replied. “A lot of Pokémon who go into Contests get this kind of thing before Contests, depending on what they are of course – so a Rock type might get a really good polish instead. Actually, maybe we should try that!”

Stunky gave her a confused look, then realized what Mawile was talking about. “You mean you and Tyrantrum, right.”

“Yep,” Mawile nodded. “Okay, let’s do your tail…”

“What about other Pokémon, the ones who are with battling trainers?” Stunky went on.

“Those don’t get specially treated as often, but it really depends on the Pokémon and the trainer,” Mawile said. “Some Pokémon really enjoy their time off and it makes them better fighters, others just keep training because training’s what they enjoy. Okay, I think that’s about enough…”

She got the towel out, and helped Stunky out of the bath and onto the towel. Then she got to work with the comb, and Tyrantrum watched as Mawile carefully teased out the strands.

“Can you smell anything?” Mawile asked, after a few minutes.

“Only the shampoo,” Tyrantrum replied. “That’s pretty good, actually. How did that work?”

“It’s Pecha shampoo,” Mawile explained. “Pecha neutralizes poison, so I thought it would be good to use it – it might not last ages, but a bath every few days should be all right.”

“That… I hadn’t noticed, but you’re right,” Stunky said, in tones of wonder. “Thank you, that’s so much of a help… I’m still worried that I might accidentally make myself smell again, but I’ll be starting from being clean at least…”

Mawile nodded. “Yep – and I’m going to make sure you look pretty as well!”

Stunky smiled, then blinked. “But – isn’t the thing we’re supposed to be doing tomorrow? You’ll have to do it all again.”

The Steel-type shrugged. “I don’t mind, don’t worry!”


“Okay, what have we learned?” Pikachu asked.

“That your trainer is, indeed, immune to Psybeams,” Abra volunteered. “We’ve also learned that I have bad aim.”

“That’s okay, you can learn by practising,” Ash said. “Once you’ve got basic aiming down, then you can move on to teleporting into position and firing the beam straight away, and eventually to teleporting the mirror one place and then firing a beam into it from somewhere else – it’s a great way to make yourself more unpredictable, which is good for fighting, and if you have more than one mirror you could do even more complicated trick shots.”

Abra nodded, then yawned – quickly stopping herself before the yawn got too loud.

“Are you tired?” Ash asked. “We could stop for a bit.”

“No, I’m not tired!” Abra replied. “We should keep going.”

“Well, if you want to,” Ash said. “But if you want to stop, just let us know.”

Abra shook her head, then eyed the mirror in Ash’s hand. She moved to the right a bit, and fired a Psybeam at the reflection of Pikachu.

The Electric-type was hit squarely by the beam, and skidded back a few paces.

“That’s more like it,” he said, shaking his head a little. “Okay, let’s move the mirror?”

Ash did so, turning it a little and moving it to his other hand. The Psychic-type examined it, moved to the left a bit, and nodded. “Right, I can see him from there…”


“Ready to give this a try?” Dawn asked.

“Not really,” Raichu replied, examining his tail – the lightning-bolt now covered in strips of aluminium foil. “But let’s give it a go anyway.”

“Okay, so… start building up a bit of a charge,” Dawn said. “Not much at first, just build it up slowly.”

Raichu did so, letting some of his electrical energy flow along the thick cable of his tail to the tip, and nothing happened for several seconds. Then, all of a sudden, there was a kind of snapping sound, which made him jump.

“What was that?”

“That was some of the electrical charges jumping between layers of the foil,” Dawn replied. “I’m not certain, but I think the more you charge it the more quickly that should happen.”

There was another snapping sound a moment later, and Raichu flexed his tail around to examine. Sparks were crawling over it, little blue flashes with each snap sound as the charges jumped between two layers of the foil, and he stared at it for a long moment.

“This is me?” he asked.

“Yep, that’s all you,” Dawn assured him. “It’s a bit basic for a routine, but it’s a good starting point – especially because you can request for the lighting in the Contest hall to be turned down, and if you do something like that in the dark the sparks are all the more visible. Try putting some more electricity into it, see what happens?”

Raichu nodded, and began charging up the foil a bit more.

The high snap sounds of the charges breaking through got more and more frequent, going from occasional to a constant snap-snap-snap and then becoming more frequent still. Then they suddenly made a transition from being sounds into a single continuous sound, a kind of crackling chirping sound which started low and ramped up into a whine.

Raichu twisted his tail, wondering, and each movement changed the tone as it brought the foil surfaces closer together or further apart.

“Hey, that’s better than I was expecting,” Buneary said. “I think that might actually work as a musical instrument!”

“What do you think of that?” Dawn asked the Electric-type. “Shall we see if we can make it work as a musical thing?”

“Yes, that would be wonderful,” Raichu agreed. “I hadn’t realized…”

“There is one thing I’d like to check, though,” Buneary added. “Hold still.”

Raichu froze, mystified – wondering if he’d done something wrong – as Buneary approached the foil-wrapped tail, still sparking with electrical discharge.

Then Buneary tapped it lightly with a paw.

There was an electro-sparking bang as she made contact, and she flipped head-over-heels backwards three times before landing with a crackle of Thunder Punch – which also let her lose the last of the charge she’d been hit with.

“Oh no!” Raichu yelped. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I meant to do that,” Buneary explained, feeling her lightly frizzed fur. “That’s actually a pretty powerful charge you’ve got there, so you could use it in a battle as well.”

“Why did you do that?” Raichu asked, baffled.

“How else was I going to check how much electrical power there was?” Buneary replied, shrugging. “I train with a really powerful Electric-type, I was fairly sure I wouldn’t have too much trouble.”

Raichu still looked a little dubious, but visibly focused on the electrical instrument on his tail instead of on the rest of what had just happened.


“Oh, that’s amazing,” Snover said softly. “So the different types of fractures are not just about what bone breaks, but how it breaks and even what happens to the body around it?”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “And someone doing emergency treatment has to work out which one they’re seeing, because it’s possible to make things worse by applying the wrong treatment. That would be kind of embarrassing, right?”

“And bad for them too, but yeah,” Snover agreed. “And this is mostly about treating emergency stuff?”

“This part of the book is,” Brock nodded. “Because there’s basically two situations where you need to give someone medical help. Either they’ve got something a Pokémon Centre won’t be able to fix, or they’re not able to get to a Pokémon Centre quickly – so a lot of this is about making sure someone’s not going to get worse. Then the rest of it is about what to do to stay healthy in the first place.”

“I think I understand,” Snover agreed, then looked around – worried. “Oh no!”

“What happened?” Brock asked.

“I must have lost control for a moment,” Snover explained. “It’s starting to snow!”

Brock looked around, confirming that there were snow clouds gathering overhead, and nodded. “Okay, well, there’s a few things we can try here.”

“Like what?” Snover asked.

“Well, if we had to, I could get Ninetales or one of the others to use Sunny Day and clear the snow away,” Brock told him. “Or we could try and work something out so you can fix it yourself, with Ninetales to help if we really can’t sort it out.”

“I… well, I guess that second option is the one which is more sensible,” Snover decided, audibly reluctant about it. “Since it’s possible to fix it if it doesn’t work…”

“That’s the spirit,” Brock said. “All right, so how did you notice that you’d lost control?”

“I… well, there was a sort of tingling feeling,” Snover replied. “It was a bit odd… then I looked up, because I thought it might be snowing, and it was.”

Brock glanced over at Geodude, who thought something over before nodding. “Sounds a bit like when I use sandstorm, Brockster.”

“That’s what I thought,” Brock said. “Okay, Snover, can you try something?”

Snover nodded.

“Try and make that feeling stronger,” Brock told him.

“But – wait, stronger?” Snover asked, completely baffled.

“If you can control it by making it stronger, you might be able to get a handle on how you do it at all,” Brock explained. “If you’ve been worried about not being able to stop it once it starts, that might mean you’ve not done the practice you need.”

Snover thought about that, then began to concentrate.


“That’s strange,” Giratina said, as the snow came down in drifts. “Should we stop for a bit?”

“Probably a good idea,” Torterra agreed. “You’re a Dragon type, right? How do you feel about snow?”

“Well, my normal approach is to just go into my own private universe and wait for it to stop,” Giratina admitted. “Want to come? You’ve got more weaknesses to it than I do.”

“Sure, in a minute,” Torterra said. “Have you ever heard of cocoa?”

Giratina’s expression indicated puzzlement.

“Then let me to go and get some, so I can introduce you to it…”


“Well, that’s definitely less snow than there was a minute ago,” Brock said. “That’s good, it means you can make it weaker as well as stronger. Let’s try stronger again for a moment?”

Snover frowned, concentrating, and the light snow drifting down around them turned heavier again. Flurries came down in waves, blanketing the trees in a soft coat of white which made the branches bow down a bit under the weight.

“And lighter one more time,” Brock added.

“This is really hard to do,” Snover said, focusing, and the snow slowly eased off again – the sky lightening a bit as the number of snowflakes dropped.

“You’ve been doing very well,” Brock said.

“Truth,” Geodude nodded. “You’re alright, kid. Takes a lot of strength to do something you’re not good at.”

“Thank you, I guess,” Snover panted. “You said something about a Ninetales?”

“Sure thing,” Brock agreed. “Well done.”

He sent Ninetales out, and she gave Snover an elegant bow before flicking her tails and using Sunny Day to banish the snow. Evening sunlight lit the area instead, making the snowdrifts and piles of snow on trees shine a subdued yellow-orange where they were in the light.

“I think that looks quite pretty, actually,” she said. “What do you think?”

“Well… yeah, actually,” Snover agreed. “And… it’s kind of funny, but now after making it snow for so long while trying to make it stronger and weaker, I feel a bit tired?”

“I think that’s because you’ve been getting exercise with your ability,” Brock suggested. “We’ll try some more tomorrow – I think what’s happened is that you’ve started to notice it more, which will help you learn to control it fully.”

“That sounds great!” Snover said. “Um… isn’t there supposed to be a battle thing tomorrow, though?”

“Kid, the battle isn’t important until your personal problems get worked out,” Geodude said. “And you can take that to the bank.”

“…I actually don’t understand what that last bit means?” Snover admitted.

“Means you can trust it.”


“The weather’s been very strange today,” Angie said. “Don’t you think?”

Her assigned rental Pokémon nodded. “Traa!”

Then it reached out, nudging one of the counters on the board.

Angie looked down at the result, then sighed. “All right, you win.”

Trapinch looked smug, which was quite a sight on a Pokémon which was composed of about fifty percent mouth.

Folding up the draughts board, Angie put it away in her things. “Okay, let’s try something else – what about if we try some work with Sand Tomb? I think that Zorua said you knew that, back when she was over here…”

That got a nod from the Ground-type, followed by a head-tilt.

“I just had the idea that if you used Sand Tomb somewhere else while you were hiding underground, you could disguise where you were,” Angie explained. “Or make it look like you were somewhere else, at least?”

She thought a bit more. “I know – let’s try seeing if Shinx can find you? It’ll be good training for him as well as you, because he’ll be trying to catch you out and you’ll be trying to catch him out.”

Trapinch considered that, then nodded.

“All right, let’s do it!”


“This really isn’t the best approach to training,” Conway said.

The Pikipek he was trying to help blew a raspberry, which was quite impressive for a bird, then spat more seeds at him. Conway’s Slowking deflected the attacks with a Protect, sending them bouncing away in all directions, and Conway tried again once the barrage had finished.

“I know you can do that,” he said. “It’s very impressive. What I was wondering was what else you can do, so we can work out a combined strategy.”

Another salvo of Bullet Seeds rattled off Slowking, and Conway shook his head with a sigh.

“How can I deal with a prideful Pokémon…” he muttered.

I think I have a suggestion.

Conway looked up, surprised. “Mewtwo?”

Given your appreciation for my books, I thought I should point out a simple error you have made, Mewtwo explained. You have someone who’s able to translate for you.

With that, he left – before Conway could ask for clarification.

“Someone who could translate for… wait,” Conway realized. “Slowking?”

Slowking nodded.

“You can translate for me?”

Another nod.

“Then why didn’t you say something before?” Conway asked.

“You didn’t ask,” Slowking said placidly.

Conway sighed.

“All right, then,” he said, after thinking for a bit. “Slowking, can you try and find out what Pikipek would like?”

The Psychic-type nodded, and gave Pikipek an encouraging look.

Pikipek burst into a storm of chirps and twitters, laying out his case rapidly and concisely while Slowking listened with a small smile.

After a few minutes, the Flying-type quietened down, and Slowking nodded.

“So, it sounds like he wants you to do something to work with his Bullet Seed,” he explained. “He’s very proud of it. Says it shouldn’t be necessary to have other moves before you can even think of a way to use it.”

“Okay, I… guess I can try that,” Conway decided. “But only having Bullet Seed is going to cause problems with your style, so… maybe we should start with just Bullet Seed, then see where there might be problems once we’ve tried that out?”

Pikipek considered this, then nodded agreement.

“And… sorry, Slowking,” Conway added. “I really should have thought of that without having to have Mewtwo point it out.”


Pikachu yawned, blinking a bit.

After thinking it over, a bit muzzy from having just woken from sleep, he realized what it was that had alerted him – some kind of noise from outside the dorm room they were sleeping in.

Nothing major, or everyone would be awake, but still…

He looked around, checking everyone else was still asleep, then headed for the door to investigate.

Halfway out the door, he paused… something seemed to be missing.

On checking again, he worked out what it was. Ash had been at pains to make sure Abra had somewhere to sleep if she didn’t want to go back into her Pokéball overnight, and it was still set up – but it was empty.

Her Pokéball wasn’t occupied, either…


“Hey.”

Abra didn’t move, just looking out over the moonlit forest.

Pikachu approached carefully, moving around in front of her to see if she was awake, but as he got closer her eyes opened.

“Are you okay?” Pikachu asked. “Sorry if I woke you.”

“You didn’t wake me,” Abra replied. “And I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?” Pikachu checked. “Don’t Abra normally spend most of the time asleep? I don’t think I’ve seen you sleep since we met you.”

“It’s none of your business!” Abra snapped, then put a hand to her forehead. “Sorry. Just… don’t worry about it. It’s my problem, not yours.”

“We’re helping you out, right?” Pikachu pointed out. “Ash and the rest of us fix problems wherever we go, though admittedly we don’t always get all of them and we do tend to leave headaches behind.”

Abra shook her head irritably. “Just… look, this is something I’ve had to deal with for… for months at least. It makes me short tempered and annoyed and – and I know I’m not a very nice person because of it.”

“Wait, you… oh, right,” Pikachu realized. “Insomnia?”

Abra scowled, then sighed. “Yeah… stupid, isn’t it… an Abra who can’t sleep. I never manage more than an hour or two a night, and… and it’s just stupid!”

Her tail thumped hard into the table she was sitting on, then she shook her head again. “Sorry. This is just… sorry, I’m taking it out on you.”

“Guys?” Ash whispered. “Something up?”

“Abra was awake, and it woke me up,” Pikachu explained. “She’s got trouble sleeping.”

Abra looked annoyed that Pikachu had explained, then put her fingers against her temples and sighed. “I… suppose I didn’t exactly ask you to keep it secret. Look, I can at least get a bit of rest by meditating, can you let me do that?”

“Can we try something first?” Ash asked, still keeping his voice low. “I think we might be able to help.”

That got him an annoyed look, and Abra rubbed her eyes. “If it doesn’t work, will you at least stop bothering me?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “I’m only bothering you know because I think it might work.”

“…fine, then,” Abra decided, reluctantly.


“Again?” Butterfree asked, shaking his head a little as he woke. “It’s only been a few days since the last time…”

“Your trainer again?” his mate said, looking up. “I suppose he is in Sinnoh now.”

“True,” Ash’s Butterfree agreed. “All right, dear, I’m going to go and see what he needs help with. Hopefully I’ll be back soon.”

“Sounds good,” the pink Butterfree replied. “I’ll probably try to get back to sleep.”

Ash’s first Bug-type smiled at her, then Returned himself and was whisked away by the transceiver.

“Where did Dad go?” asked a Metapod, sleepily.

“Just off to help his trainer,” her mother said. “Nothing to worry about.”


“I guess the big question is whether this actually counts as the Ability, Insomnia,” Ash said, as Butterfree arrived. “Dexter, can you tell?”

Tracing, Dexter answered. Aborting Trace. Tracing… aborting Trace. Tracing… aborting Trace.

“Why are you doing it like that?” Abra asked. “That sounds really odd.”

I am using random sampling to check if you have multiple Abilities, Dexter informed her. Sampling complete. Sampled 8 times, identified Inner Focus 8 times. No other Abilities detected.

Ash sent Butterfree out. “I guess that means it’s okay to go ahead, then… sorry for waking you, Butterfree.”

“It’s okay, I know to come along if you need help,” Butterfree replied. “What do you need?”

“…can you use Sleep Powder on her?” Ash requested.

Abra blinked. “Would that even…”

“That’s kind of ironic, huh,” Butterfree said, then flitted over to Abra and made a pass over her. Little glittering sparks fell from his wings, and drifted down to land all over Abra.

She took a breath, swayed, then fell over and began to snore.

“Phew,” Ash said. “I’m glad that worked. Thanks, Butterfree.”

“What are we going to do in future, though?” Pikachu asked, as Ash gently picked the Psychic-type up to carry her back to bed. “If she can only get sleep when she’s forced to, won’t that mean she still can’t sleep under normal circumstances? She’d need someone with her just to manage her sleep cycle properly.”

“I did have an idea about that,” Ash replied, as Butterfree returned to his Pokéball and Dexter transmitted the Bug-type back to his family again. “She’s still got that mirror…”


Bright and early the next morning, Torterra ran through the trees.

Spotting a likely place to hide out, he dug his feet into the mud and slid around in a half-circle – aided by the wet patches left by the snowfall of the previous day – before thumping softly into some trees which blocked any approach from directly behind him.

No sooner had he taken his new ‘bunker’ position than Giratina emerged from a portal – firing a Shadow Ball, which Torterra burst with a quick outwards-firing pulse of Razor Leaf.

Charging up an Energy Ball while he was inside his active defences, Torterra fired the Energy Ball out as soon as he dropped it – hitting Giratina a glancing blow on the side, and making the Ghost-type duck into another gate to the Reverse World.

Feeling faintly smug, Torterra shook himself a little and began to listen – seeking any clue as to where Giratina might be coming from next. Even with the trees covering his rear arc, Torterra still had almost two hundred and fifty degrees of arc to watch out along, and his head swung back and forth as he tried to cover everything.

Then a Shadow Sneak smacked into him from behind.

Turning in annoyance, Torterra caught sight of the Reverse World gate just as it snapped shut.

That was annoying, but then again if he pulsed some Razor Leaves out every second or so in the ‘blind’ spot it would keep him covered – and it had potential to score points on Giratina, to boot. So he began sending out little bursts of razor-edged green leaves, not enough to damage the trees but enough to be noticed.

Despite his preparations, he was still surprised when a hole opened up directly underneath him and dropped him into the Reverse World.


“I am fairly sure that is not how I was told your portals work,” Torterra said some minutes later, lying comfortably in the branches of an upside-down tree which pressed into a grassy field.

“What makes you say that?” Giratina asked.

“Well, I was pretty sure there was no reflective surface there,” Torterra replied. “That seems like a pretty big difference.”

He frowned. “Though, now I come to think of it…”

“It’s actually because of the Griseous Orb,” Giratina replied. “Forming portals on mirror surfaces does make them easier to do, but it’s not strictly necessary – the more symmetries there are to work with already, the easier it is to produce them, and without the Orb I’m a lot weaker. Most of what I did in the chase after Zero was leaning on Shaymin’s portals, but the areas where the real and reverse worlds are similar help as well. At my weakest I think I was limited to places of similarity where there was a mirror on both sides.”

“Huh, that’s interesting,” Torterra admitted. “I should have realized it before, you were ripping open gates in mid-air and that’s not reflective – I guess I must have assumed there was a mirror there in the Reverse World, though they’d have had to all be really conveniently placed.”

“I have considered learning some moves which would let me create a mirror anywhere,” Giratina admitted. “I shouldn’t need it, but it’s good to have a backup plan in case I lose the Orb again.”

“Sounds good,” Torterra agreed. “Now, in future, can we try not to do the drop-me-in-a-hole thing? It’s very impressive, but I don’t get to learn much.”


Stunky looked to her side, where Mawile was. “I’m not really sure I’m going to be okay doing this…”

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine,” Mawile told her. “It’s all about confidence. I don’t want to force you into something, you’re the only one who can decide if you’re ready!”

“But… do you think I’m ready?” Stunky asked, sitting back and running her tail nervously through her claws – disturbing the train of three pink bows slightly. “This is just… I feel like it’s a good idea, but I don’t know!”

Mawile patted her on the shoulder. “I think I shouldn’t suggest anything, because you’ll do it because I think it instead of because you think it’s a good idea.”

“That’s… ergh, yeah, that is a good point,” Stunky groaned, her voice nearly slipping over into a whine. “…okay, I’ll do it.”

Mawile gave her shoulder a squeeze, and Stunky visibly steadied herself before walking out onto the stage to do her Appeal.

There wasn’t a great deal of sophistication to it, really – they’d only had a day or two and most of that had been spent on grooming rather than training – but Stunky had picked up Flamethrower, and Mawile was sure she’d be able to do great.

Without needing to worry about setting her smell alight, and with the audience not distracted by what would otherwise be a strong smell, Stunky began painting with fire. Her tail flicked around, the three bows catching the light one at a time or all together, and oily smoke rose up from a flickering orange point of light that alternately went down to ground level and shot up to draw lines through the air.

Mawile smiled, pleased at the result.

It looked like Stunky was doing fine.


“All right?” Ash asked, as Abra stirred.

She didn’t seem to hear him at first, letting out a long yawn, then blinked a few times and rubbed her eyes.

“I went to… right, the Butterfree,” she said. “It’s morning. How long?”

“It’s not actually morning,” Ash told her. “It’s afternoon. You’ve been asleep for… about fourteen hours, I think.”

Abra blinked. “I… was?”

She looked around, then a hand went to her head. “I feel… well, I do still feel tired, but a lot less stressed?”

“That’s pretty normal if someone’s just woken up,” Pikachu said.

“Thank you,” Abra added. “That’s so much help, even to get just one proper night’s sleep – or day’s sleep, I suppose.”

“I did have another idea,” Ash added. “Well, more than one, but the simplest would just mean you needed that mirror.”

Abra reached to the side, where she’d left it the previous night, and took it from the wooden table.

“Well, it’s here,” she said. “What’s the idea?”

“I was thinking it should be possible for you to learn Hypnosis,” Ash explained. “If that doesn’t work out, we can do something else – maybe something with a recording of Sing or Grass Whistle. I do actually know a Jigglypuff, so that’s possible.”

“I suppose it’s worth trying,” Abra agreed. “But isn’t the tournament and exhibition section of the task happening this afternoon?”

“We can miss it,” Ash shrugged. “Helping out with this is more important.”


Raichu stepped up onto the podium, and closed his eyes.

Reaching into the tuxedo he was wearing, he drew out a conductor’s baton. After a pause, as he took a steadying breath, he gestured.

There was a snapping bzzzzzert as his foil-crafted musical instrument powered up, and then he began to conduct himself – a series of harsh, crisp notes blazing into the air one at a time.

With just a day to rehearse, Dawn hadn’t wanted to try and give him too much to remember. Doing a reactive or complicated performance was right out, but just being able to do it at all was impressive – and sparks flew from his tail as he twisted and flexed it, providing a visual accompaniment to the music that he kept on 4/4 time in the key of B minor.

In the Hall of the Mountain King began slowly, at first, but rose in speed as he increased the pace – a change in speed but not in actions, something that Raichu could handle. He still made a couple of mistakes, partly from nerves, but just kept going rather than stop and rethink – and the momentum carried him through, keeping the audience spellbound by the utterly unorthodox Appeal.

When he reached the final crescendo, the first bang and the second of silence which followed it – accompanied by a shower of sparks which nearly hid him from sight – caused gasps. Then he repeated it five more times, and finally pushed so much current through that the foil exploded into confetti right on the final note.

After a few seconds of shock – on his part as well as the audience – he bowed, and the applause rolled over him.


AN:

Different Pokemon need different kinds of treatment to flouish.






271. Sinnoh 30


This is the third of four chapters today.


Snover spread his arms out, focusing, and grey clouds gathered overhead.

They began to snow, fat white flakes drifting down in swirls and clumps… but not everywhere. In fact, the snow was focused – heaviest towards the middle of the impromptu Contest area, and much lighter out towards the edges. A light dusting of much smaller snowflakes fell on the front rows of the audience, but mostly because of the wind.

“Good,” Brock said, holding up an umbrella right in the middle as snow piled on it. “You’re doing great, well done. Now let’s try the next step?”

Snover nodded his agreement, and the snowclouds almost inverted – shifting their patterns, adjusting for wind and making it so that the heaviest snow was falling on the outside instead of the inside. Another line of heavier snowcloud dropped down a pattern, making a line which crossed Brock’s umbrella, and finally Snover dismissed the snow clouds entirely.

What was left was a Pokéball-shaped pattern of accumulated snow, and Snover launched some Razor Leaves up to pepper one side of the pattern and give it a white-green colour scheme.

“Well done,” Brock repeated, stepping out of the pattern. “I’m impressed.”

“So am I,” Professor Rowan said. “It looks like you two are cooperating well, Mr. Slate.”


Pikipek flew low over the battlefield, keeping an eye out, then picked his target and swooped in on it – only for the ground underneath him to explode upwards.

The Flying-type rolled sideways to maximize his reaction time, just about escaping the jaws which tried to snap at him, then rolled back upright and glanced around for advice.

“Strafing run,” Conway instructed, and Pikipek pulled up and around in a half-loop before coming back around and facing his opponent – Angie’s rental Trapinch.

He altered his angle slightly and began using Bullet Seed, sending Grass-type projectiles flying down towards the Ground-type. The first few struck next to Trapinch, rather than hitting directly, but Pikipek ‘walked’ his attack quickly to make sure it caught Trapinch directly.

The Ground-type opened his mouth and ate the seeds.

“That’s new,” Conway noted. “Pull up!”

Pikipek pulled up hard, ‘standing on his tail’ to get distance as fast as possible, and made it up to about twice head height before turning to circle.

“Good work, Trapinch!” Angie called. “Now, back underground! Make sure he can’t tell where you are!”

Trapinch sunk back into the ground, and Conway frowned – thinking about how to solve the problem.

“We’re going to have to go low,” he said. “But this time use co-axial.”

Pikipek chirped an agreement, and Conway adjusted his glasses.

His plan was to have Pikipek use his Bullet Seeds not directly, but to target another attack – using the Bullet Seed to tell when he was lined up properly… because the seeds would miss just enough to tell him that the Sludge Bomb was going to hit.

“Go!” he instructed.

“Get ready, Trapinch!” Angie called.


“Well, I’d like to tell all of you a heartfelt well done!” Professor Rowan said with a smile. “Several of you managed to bond with your Pokémon to a level we would not normally expect to see, and I’d like to extend special thanks for the humans and Pokémon – like Lucario, Mewtwo, Brock and Dawn – who took time to help translate between humans and Pokémon who were having trouble. It’s something we don’t normally expect to see and it’s been very useful.”

Dawn smiled – glad to have been able to help, though it had largely been on the second day when Raichu was making sure he’d learned his notes right.

“Now, we’ve covered working with training Pokémon, but that’s not all we look at in the Summer Academy,” Rowan went on. “I’ve discussed it with Ash Ketchum this morning, and he’s given the okay for a more unusual research task than normal.”

At that, Dawn blinked and looked over at Ash. “Why would…”

“Abra was asleep, so we had the time,” Pikachu explained. “It’s going to be… interesting.”

Angie raised her hand. “Professor, what’s the task? And why is Ash Ketchum involved?”

“Well, they’re his Pokémon,” Professor Rowan replied. “Tomorrow morning some of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon are going to be coming over here, and we’re going to have everyone observe one of them – make a sketch, write notes on their behaviour and so on. I’ll go into more detail in a minute, but I wanted to thank Mr. Ketchum first for his generosity in allowing that.”

“They were mostly pretty interested,” Ash explained. “It’s really them who you should thank, not me…”


“Let’s see, who do I pick?” Mabel asked, looking at the eclectic collection of Pokémon Ash had transported over. “There’s so many…”

After a few minutes thinking, not wanting to make the wrong choice, she made her selection – one of the Tauros.

Nodding to herself and checking the sample observation report they’d been given, she began by noting the identity of the Pokémon. “Okay… Tauros. Right…”

After that simple bit, the information she needed got more complicated and harder to acquire. She had to observe the habits of the Pokémon, any moves they possessed and used, and draw a sketch showing the Pokémon in a ‘typical state’.

Sitting down, she began sketching away – deciding to get started on that, and to fill in observational stuff when it actually happened. Take notes, at least, and then turn them into proper sentences later.

A few minutes in, she looked up and frowned.

“Aquatic,” she wrote. “Able to walk on water…”

That wasn’t normal, right?

After thinking about it for a bit, Mabel shrugged and kept sketching.

As she roughed out the leg, not really concentrating, the other Tauros all came running out to the lakeshore as well. The one she’d been looking at thundered back in onto dry land, and the next time she looked up she had to guess which Tauros to continue working on.

Shortly after she made her selection, it exhaled a blast of fire which drove up a mist of steam from the lake surface.

“Flamethrower…” she muttered absently, mostly focused on the tricky work of sketching, and paused for just long enough to take a note before going back to concentrate on the tail.

The Tauros all swapped places again while she wasn’t looking.


“Er…“Hibiki said, looking up at his subject and then down at the sketch.

The sketch was beautifully done, and he was surprised how well it had gone. He hadn’t thought he was that good at art.

Unfortunately, it was also for the front half of the Snorlax. And he’d reached the edge of the paper.

“I guess one good thing is I can just add another piece of paper?” Hibiki said. “And it’ll line up, at least…”

Snorlax rolled over onto his other side.

Hibiki stared for a moment, then sighed and turned over to the next piece of paper. This one got turned sideways, and he started sketching again.


“And… done!” Benji said with a smile. “Thanks, you’ve been a great subject!”

Totodile did a twirl, then bowed.

Benji chuckled, casting one more look over the paper to confirm how the sketch looked, then moved down to a section a bit further down the paper. “Right, now I need to know a few things about your behaviour. What kind of moves do you do?”

Totodile tilted his head, thinking, then picked up a very big rock.

“Is that Strength or Superpower…” Benji thought out loud. “…let’s just say at least one of them?”

That got him a grin from the Water-type, and Totodile put the rock down again before miming biting down on something.

“Bite too, okay…”

Benji sort of wondered if this was how you were supposed to do it. But weren’t Pokémon watchers supposed to use all the information they had?


“All right, explain this one,” Ash’s Lapras said.

“What?” his cousin asked. “I thought we were doing pretty well at first.”

“Cuz, I let you navigate on an easy route so you could show how well you were doing,” Lapras sighed. “Can you not see the problem here?”

“…no?” the other Lapras asked.

In answer, Ash’s Lapras bent his neck down and took a taste of the water. “It’s fresh,” he explained. “I don’t know quite how you did it, but we’re not even in the ocean any more.”

“Well, we went south, and then…” the cousin frowned. “I think we took a left? Or possibly a right?”

“Great galloping Giratina, I’ve found a Pokémon with my trainer’s sense of direction,” Lapras groaned. “Okay, we need to work out where we are.”

His transceiver beeped.

“Oh, that’s wonderful timing,” Lapras added. “Sis, can you make sure Cuz doesn’t try and swim up a mountain or something? I should see what’s up.”

His little sister – now a mature Lapras herself, but he still thought of her as such – gave him a nod and a wink, over the protests of their cousin, and Lapras flexed his neck to activate the transceiver. “Hey, Dexter, what’s up?”

He listened, and nodded. “Right, that might actually be a problem. My cousin was navigating and we’ve ended up in a lake. Don’t ask me how.”

Another pause.

“…seriously?”

Lapras turned, seeing Ash waving from the lakeshore.

He stared, then began to giggle.

There wasn’t any other reaction that really made sense, at that point.


“Hey! Hold on!”

Ivysaur looked around. “Is this going to be quick? I just noticed-”

“Yeah, you!” Barry called, running up. “I wanted to ask you some questions, and you’d better answer them!”

The Grass-type blinked, surprised. “Can you actually speak Pokémon? I’ve never managed to put together the time to learn…”

“All right, so, first one!” Barry said. “Is Ash actually an alien from beyond the furthest stars?”

“That doesn’t even make logical sense?” Ivysaur said, more than a little confused. “An alien would have to be from a star, or at least from a planet orbiting around it… unless you get really esoteric, that is.”

“Second!” Barry continued. “Are any of you secretly the incarnated form of ancient deities?”

“Apart from the actual Legendary Pokémon on the team, which currently includes a Giratina, not as such,” Ivysaur answered. “So no, since it’s not a secret.”

“And third!” Barry raised a third finger. “You’ve got to answer them all or I’ll fine you a hundred Poké, remember!”

His Prinplup tapped him on the shoulder.

“As Prinplup has reminded me, I got the calculation wrong!” Barry said, without any change in his demeanor. “You’ve got to answer them all or I’ll fine you a million Poké! Now, are any of you secretly time travellers from the distant past?”

Ivysaur blinked.

“Sorry, he gets like this,” Prinplup shrugged.

“I can honestly say that none of us have yet travelled from the distant past,” Ivysaur said, after thinking for a bit. “Except, in some cases, by living that long in the first place.”

Barry glanced to his left at Smeargle, who was holding up a sign that said ‘no’ three times over.

“Thanks!” he said brightly. “I’ll work out the secret yet, though!”

“Does Smeargle have a yes sign?” Ivysaur asked.

“Yes, but mostly to use when Barry asks questions in the negative.”


“Wow, that’s really impressive…” Sally said, watching as Swellow did flips and loops through the sky – an endless chain of acrobatic moves coming one after another after another, dancing in the air and using the merest breath of wind to adapt mid-flight. “I guess I know what to put down for what this Pokémon does…”

She made a few notes, then began to sketch.

A few seconds later she looked back up to get another look, and Swellow was in a completely different position – and still moving, so she couldn’t get a good look at the same angle from the last time.

“I… uh… okay, this is a bit harder than I thought,” Sally added, adding a few lines in when the angle was about right for a moment. “It’s really impressive, but it’d be easier if Swellow just stopped moving for a bit.”

“That’s why I’m doing the other Flying-type,” her friend Mark said.

“Huh?” Sally asked, looking over, and saw Mark was already halfway through sketching out a Noctowl.

Her gaze lifted to the Noctowl posed on a branch, and she examined it closely. Then frowned.

“That doesn’t look right.”

“It’s definitely a Noctowl,” Mark pointed out. “And you’ve heard of shiny Pokémon, right?”

“Well, yeah, but that’s not what I mean,” Sally replied. “He’s posed. And he’s not moving – not even breathing.”

“Hey, these are Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon,” Mark said. “I’m not going to assume anything.”

Sally looked around for a moment, then found an acorn on the ground. Aiming carefully, she lobbed the acorn gently at Noctowl and nodded as it passed right through him without slowing.

“Illusion,” she said.

Mark frowned, then shrugged. “Eh, I’ll just keep going. It’s still a sketch.”


“Aren’t you supposed to be out with the others on your team?” Pachirisu asked.

“I wanted to wet the old whistle, what?” Noctowl replied, lifting a teacup with his foot and taking a sip. “The stunt double’s handling it.”


“So, when did you evolve?”

“You know that already, right?” Goodra asked. “I’m pretty sure you were there. Both times.”

“I’m supposed to be doing a proper Pokémon Watcher report on you,” Mawile replied logically. “I know what questions to ask, though!”

“Do Pokémon Watchers normally ask the Pokémon questions?” Tyrantrum said. “I didn’t think most of them could do that.”

“Well, asking is only polite,” Mawile smiled. “I bet they’d find out a lot more if they asked the right questions.”

Goodra nodded, accepting the logic. “Well, I’ve evolved twice so far,” he said with a quick smile. “The first time, I was in a battle with a Fire-type, and unfortunately since Sliggoo can’t really see it gave me a bit of a disadvantage…”

Mawile nodded, writing it down. “But you did something to get around it, right?”

“Yes, I did,” Goodra agreed. “I learned to make it so that I could sense things when raindrops hit them, so when it was raining I could sense everything around me. It’s something I can still do.”

The Fairy-type wrote busily, taking down all the information, and adding a few of her own embellishments from what she remembered of the incidents. “Okay, so it’s something that was only a problem in your middle evolution?”

Goodra nodded, smiling at her serious attitude.

“Because I just thought,” she added, slowing down in her writing a little. “Isn’t that a bit like the problem Tyranitar had when he was Pupitar? And a bit like how it works with Shelgon before they turn into Salamence? It seems like there’s several Pokémon who have trouble in their middle form before becoming really powerful!”

“That’s a good point,” Goodra agreed. “I think you should write that one down as well, maybe we can ask Tyranitar’s mother later because she had experience as a Pupitar?”

Mawile nodded. “That sounds like a good idea,”

She turned over to the next page of her pad. “What about the second time you evolved?”

“Well…”

Tyrantrum chuckled softly, remembering how Mawile had been the one to tell him – enthusiastically – about how she’d helped her friend evolve.


“I think I might have trouble doing this sketch,” Danny admitted.

Torkoal made a disappointed noise.

“It’s all the steam,” Danny explained. “I can’t actually see you very clearly. I mean, when it’s leaking out it looks really cool, but…”

The kettle of a Pokémon let out a hissing sigh, and more steam billowed into the air – great clouds of it, making it nearly impenetrable and forming a fog of white. Then he walked forwards, out of the cloud of steam, and sat down.

“That works, I guess,” Danny agreed. “You just vented it all off, right?”

Torkoal nodded.

“Okay, that’s… actually, come to think of it, I should write down all the steam stuff first,” Danny decided. “Hold on a minute.”

“Koal,” Torkoal agreed, yawning slightly.


“I – hey! Look, can you – stop!”

Primeape blurred across the clearing, punching empty air and lashing out with all four limbs depending on the needs of the moment.

“I’m trying to draw you!” Blake explained. “I need a good sketch of you in your natural environment!”

“This is my natural environment!” Primeape shot back. “Fighting!”

“I – just – hey!” the trainer continued. “I need to – look, you’re just going to end up a blur with arms sticking out if you keep that up!”

“Acceptable!”

“I have no idea what you’re even saying!”

“Then why are you asking me questions when you already know that I’m going to reply instead of just doing what you tell me?” Primeape asked, pulling a four-hit combo on thin air. “Basically, just accept it and start drawing me punching things!”

Flipping backwards through the air, Primeape took a pose and went gliding forwards. There was a brilliant flash of light from a Thunderbolt, the sound of punches as Primeape beat up something, and when Blake looked again he saw Primeape standing with his fists clenched over an extremely battered wooden plank.

His pencil got to work and he began sketching furiously, but three seconds later Primeape had already moved on.

“Oh, come on!”


“What did she say?” Matthew asked. “Can you tell me?”

Lucario nodded. “Firstly, she was saying how her fighting style revolves around spinning and using that as a basis for acceleration, and how she’s worked out all sorts of tricks to make better use of it – you know, standard fighty Pokémon stuff.”

“Cool,” Matthew said, taking quick notes. “That’s amazing! Anything else?”

Quilava nodded, and spoke again.

“She’s also a devotee of the First Church of the Solar Princess,” Lucario extemporized. “And she tends to call on the sun for help when she’s in a tricky situation, which of course works because she’s either fighting a Pokémon who can resist Fire attacks – who are usually in trouble from a Solarbeam and stuff – or she’s fighting a Pokémon Fire-type attacks work on, which means she can just power up her attacks more that way.”

Quilava gave her translator a look, but Matthew was too busy taking notes to notice.

“That’s really cool, I didn’t realize Pokémon had belief systems like that,” the young trainer said. “Well, thinking about it, some of them are objects of worship, but… still?”

He shrugged. “Anyway, um… what else is there? How does she spend most of her time?”

Quilava began explaining, and Lucario nodded along as he translated.

Mendaciously.

“She spends a bit of time preaching each day, and after that she practices by operating as a treadmill. She has a cord which she moves when the rest of the Pokémon are doing speed training, and that way she gets as much exercise as the rest of us put together. Of course, we have to use fireproof material or she’ll burn it. Then lunch is usually when she does her Homing Attacks…”

“Do you have an actual reason for doing this?” Quilava asked.

Lucario shrugged. “Because her fighting style is so strange, she has an advantage in tricking others in combat,” he said, eyes glittering. “They have to watch out in case she’s actually just misleading them, some Pokémon are crafty like that.”

“Subtle…” Quilava muttered.

“Right, that’s a good point!” Matthew agreed. “I guess I’d better make an extra point about how much Pokémon have to watch out for trickery in battles, especially from Quilava!”

Quilava tried not to snigger.


“I think this is going fairly well,” Professor Rowan said, looking out over the field. “It’s true that it’s not quite the same as regular Pokémon watching, but there’s also a lot more opportunity for unusual interactions – and, if I’m completely honest, it probably does help to introduce potential future Pokémon Watchers with an exciting situation instead of a boring one.”

“Perhaps,” his assistant said. “But then again, perhaps this is how Pokémon study will be done in future? Just asking?”

“That doesn’t really work as the only way of doing things,” Rowan demurred. “There’s a lot you can learn from observing which even the Pokémon themselves might not know, or might not know the importance of at least.”

“That’s a good point,” Yuzo agreed. “So… hey, wait, what’s that?”

Rowan turned to see what his assistant was pointing at, and stared as a blur of movement resolved into a fast-moving Legendary Pokémon, which then slowed down and slid to a halt in front of them.

“Good day!” he announced, loudly. “Is this the place where Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon are? I was worried I might be late!”

“Yeah, this is the place,” Yuzo said, then blinked. “Wait – hold on, hold on! What do you mean late?”

“Late,” the – Raikou, Rowan realized – the Raikou said. “You know? Not on time? Having to make up a disadvantage after the fact? Should think it’s a simple enough concept!”

“No, but… where did you hear about this?” Rowan said.

“Back at Oak’s Ranch, why?” Raikou said. “I heard there was something going on about Pokémon being shown off, and I decided to hurry up so I didn’t miss it!”

“You mean you didn’t just wait and take the transceiver?” Yuzo pointed out. “You ran all the way from Kanto?”

Raikou thought about that, then shrugged. “Well, dash it all, but it was a fun run anyway! Now, what’s this showing off thing about?”

“I’m not actually sure if anyone still has a report to do,” Rowan admitted. “But with how loud you’ve been I’m sure we’ll find out if someone’s looking for a project.”


“You know what’s really odd about all this?” Sceptile asked.

Donphan frowned, thinking about that question.

“Do you want me to go alphabetically or chronologically, and if the latter which chronology?”

“Okay, okay, that’s a fair point,” Sceptile admitted. “There’s a lot. I meant about this situation specifically.”

“In that case, no, I don’t know what specific detail it is,” Donphan replied. “Haircut?”

“No, it’s – haircut?” Sceptile repeated, blinking. “Where did you get that one from?”

“Dunno,” Donphan shrugged. “Just seemed to be a possibility.”

“Well, the thing that I was actually thinking of is how we’re famous,” Sceptile clarified. “And that’s something which has been an odd experience. To be famous on a continual basis, that is, instead of just for a short time after something particularly ridiculous happens.”

He waved his hand in the vague direction of the Academy attendees who were studying them. “I mean, someone approached me earlier and said that I was his favourite Pokémon. It’s just… not something I’m used to thinking about.”

“True, but Mewtwo’s really had to adapt to it,” Donphan pointed out. “Remember, he started off being forgotten by pretty much everyone who had ever met him… now he’s running a famous company in between doing book tours and stuff. He’s really coping with it well.”

“You’re right, of course,” Sceptile said.

He rolled his neck. “Though I wonder if we’re going to be frontliners during the big battle at the end of the Sinnoh League.”

“Do you mean the Elite Four or the big speedbump on the way?” Donphan checked. “Because when I hit speedbumps I tend to get big air for an Earthquake.”

Sceptile shrugged. “Don’t know which one I meant. Though I guess it partly depends on what that guy actually has as the rest of his team. We didn’t expect the Latios last time.”

“You called?” Latios asked from thin air.

“No, not you,” Donphan told him, then blinked. “Quick question. How long have you been there?”

“A while,” Latios replied. “Some kid found a way to get out of doing much work, asked me to cloak and then he could skip the sketch.”

“Isn’t the sketch mandatory?” Donphan asked.

“Yeah, but I intend to point that out tomorrow, treat it as a teachable moment,” Latios said. “After doing a few hours on translation duty tomorrow morning, as well.”

The air moved around them, suggesting Latios was shifting position. “Though, speaking of fame, it’s kind of known that we’re in Altomare now,” he said. “It’s just an accepted fact now rather than a legend, though they don’t really know where and there’s a sort of understanding not to try and find out. We just make sure we spend a lot of our trips underwater.”

“Bet the tourists love that,” Sceptile noted.

“Latias gets them to give her ice cream,” Latios replied.


“Heya!”

Torterra looked up, and smiled. “Oh, hello Gible. How are things?”

“Oh, pretty good,” Gible replied. “Hi Giratina.”

Giratina nodded to show he’d heard. “I must say, I’m impressed you managed to get in here,” he said. “There is a portal in, which I’m sure you found, but it’s not exactly well marked.”

“Well, no, but I saw it and it looked interesting so I went in,” Gible explained. “I got a bit bored… oh, hey, want to see this cool trick I have?”

Torterra rolled his eyes. “This is going to be the Draco Meteor thing again, isn’t it?”

“Now I’m curious,” Giratina admitted. “Draco Meteor is not exactly a subtle move – how does one manage a ‘trick’ with it?”

“Here we go,” Torterra muttered.

“Right!” Gible said, looking around the Reverse World. “That portal is still open, right?”

Giratina indicated that it was.

Gible took a breath, then fired a Draco Meteor attack into open space. The globe of orange light flew through the air, and exploded – and all the meteor bomblets swerved sideways, aiming for the portal, and flew through one at a time before making a right angle turn and going out of sight.

The Ghost-type blinked. “That’s not what I expected, I must admit. How did you do that?”

“It’s a thing with that attack of his,” Torterra replied. “It kind of defaults to hunting down Dawn’s Piplup. It’s been useful a few times, though it’s obviously not very good in a fight.”

“I’m trying to make it so it’ll home in on anyone!” Gible explained brightly. “But concentrating on making it hit someone and having that someone not be Piplup is hard!”

“So it’s actually gone out of that portal, around several corners, and is now headed for Piplup – if it’s not hit already,” Giratina said, thinking. “That’s got some interesting possibilities, especially if Piplup gets captured by our next foes, but it does seem quite impolite.”

“Oh, no, I told him I’d be demonstrating!” Gible told the much larger dragon. “That’s fine, right?”

“It’s better than not telling him,” Torterra confirmed. “But I’m not sure he appreciates it…”


“Any sign of it yet?” Piplup asked, peeking around the corner of his protective wall.

“Not yet,” Pachirisu replied – standing on top of a useful vantage point. (Specifically Mamoswine.) “Why didn’t you tell him he couldn’t do it?”

“Couldn’t tell him, couldn’t get a word in edgeways,” Piplup answered. “I think he needs another talk about manners.”

“Maybe – seen them!” Pachirisu called, pointing.

Piplup had a moment to see the orange mini-meteors, all flying towards him in neat single file, then dove for salvation in the form of Togekiss.

A series of explosions shook the air, slamming into Togekiss’ smooth feathers one after another, and after several seconds the blasts finally died down.

“Are you okay?” Togekiss checked.

“Yes, thank you,” Piplup replied. “Kind of resentful about how I need to have you on-call for things like that, but glad that it’s an option now.”

Togekiss smiled. “Yes, I’m still getting used to the Dragon immunity myself, somewhat at least.”


“So yeah,” Lucario continued. “You’ll want to make special note about how her style is-”

“Ahem.”

Looking up from where he was helping Matthew, Lucario saw… Lucario. Arms crossed, face sour, foot tapping on the floor.

Springing to his feet, the first Lucario adopted the same pose and expression.

The second Lucario unfolded his arms, and the first followed suit.

Quilava started to snigger. “Do you really think that’s going to work?”

The newcomer reached out, copied by the first Lucario, and the two pressed their palms together as if there was a mirror right at the midpoint between them.

Then, quick as lightning, the second Lucario powered up a Thunder Punch which touched the still-open palm of the first one. There was a yelp, a flash of blue light, and Zorua landed on the grass.

“Owww…” she mumbled, rubbing her paw. “You couldn’t have asked?”

“That was more amusing,” Lucario replied, then turned his attention to Quilava. “She was just translating, right?”

“Translating yes, correctly not so much,” Quilava answered.

Lucario nodded, then crouched down to the confused trainer. “You might want to double check a lot of the information you wrote down. Zorua are notorious tricksters.”


Reclining on thin air, Mewtwo wrote busily. The disconnected parts of a laptop floated in front of him, with the screen showing a rapidly expanding block of text and the keyboard going tackatackatackatackatacka as he psychically manipulated the keys.

With one of his actual hands, he took a sip of coffee.

“Oh, are you taking part in this as well?” Professor Rowan asked. “I was wondering if you were interested.”

No, just taking the opportunity to do some work of my own, Mewtwo replied. Though I am doing a profile on one of Ash’s Pokémon, so I suppose the answer is yes.

“You are?” Rowan said. “What kind of work of your own?”

I am writing an autobiography. I don’t know if I’m going to publish it any time soon, but it seemed that it was a good idea to write it some time and this is useful downtime.

Rowan watched the words scroll up the screen, Mewtwo managing a truly astonishing rate of typing – easily four or five words per second, making the tackatackatackatackatacka of the keys fast enough that it almost blended together into a single low hum.

“It’d be kind of nice to have that kind of typing speed when writing up field observations,” the Professor observed.

It’s a bit hard on the keyboards, they don’t last all that long, Mewtwo replied. Oh, I manage a lot of words with them, but it doesn’t take very long to type all the words in question.

“That… yes, I can see why that would be a problem,” Rowan agreed. “It probably gets quite expensive.”

It’s all about the tradeoff between convenience and cost, Mewtwo replied. Though I have to say I’ve never tried this with a typewriter. Might be interesting to see how long one lasted.


“So, I was wondering!” Angie said. “How did Ash end up meeting you? I mean, you’re an Unovan Pokémon, right?”

“There are Keldeo elsewhere,” Keldeo replied. “But yeah, I’m from Unova. It’s kind of a long story, though…”

He shook his mane out. “We heard about how Ash was cool and stuff, and so we came to visit him to see if he needed help. It was quite a long journey, but the others liked the idea of a quest and we did a lot of good stuff along the way!”

“A quest?” Angie repeated. “Who are the others?”

“Right, I hadn’t mentioned,” Keldeo realized, then yawned. “Ergh… sorry, my personal clock’s all messed up – anyway, it’s the other Swords of Justice, Cobalion, Virizon and Terrakion. They pretty much brought me up, and I really respect all of them – and I’m really grateful to Ash for helping me become a Sword of Justice as well.”

“How does that work?” Angie said. “I don’t think I’ve heard of the Swords of Justice – how did you become a member?”

“Well, like I said, they brought me up,” Keldeo replied. “And I spent a lot of time training in things like honourable combat and fighting with my horn, as well as how to help save Pokémon. But I could never get my signature moves to work, Sacred Sword and Secret Sword, so I hadn’t earned the position of a member of the Swords yet.”

“Okay, that’s cool!” Angie smiled. “So the moves are actually how you become a Sword of Justice. So did Ash teach you them or something? I guess he does have that sword, so…”

“Actually, no, she came later,” Keldeo clarified. “Ash helped me come to realize what being a hero meant, and that’s how I became able to use my Sacred Sword and Secret Sword moves. It was realizing something about me as a person, not about how to fight – though I learned a lot from that too.”

“So I guess Ash has really helped your development as a Pokémon,” Angie said. “Interesting… how did he do that?”

“To be honest, it’s kind of private, and it involves stuff about other Pokémon I don’t want to share,” Keldeo replied. “Can’t really help you there… but a lot of what helped after that was being able to train against so many different Pokémon with all kinds of different experience! I learned a lot about battling all different kinds of Pokémon, and also about how to think when I trained – that’s one of the biggest things Ash taught me.”

He frowned. “But apart from that… well, Ash taught me a lot, like I was saying, and I also got a lot of good stuff from training against his Absol. She could kind of set it so that my not learning the lesson would be a disaster, so training with her was really efficient!”

“That’s something cool I didn’t know Pokémon abilities could do,” Angie muttered, writing it down. “I wonder how many things like that there are, which aren’t even part of what a Pokémon’s supposed to have as their move or their official Ability – just a thing they can do, which is really powerful once you think about it?”

“Yeah, it’s important to think about,” Keldeo agreed. “I mean, Jirachi granting wishes isn’t actually the move Wish, it’s just a thing they do…”

Angie nodded, then looked down at her notes.

“I have… like three pages of stuff, but only about two paragraphs are about you,” she said. “Can we ask about what moves you know?”

“Should I count moves I invented?”


“All right, so I think the important thing to know about my relationship with Ash is that, while it didn’t have an ideal start, we became fast friends pretty quickly,” Pikachu said. “We’ve been partners for ages now, I’ve been around longer than any of his other Pokémon and I think we’ve got the closest bond – obviously Lucario is close, but I still think Ash and I are closer. Though that’s not a criticism of Lucario, it’s just what I think.”

He flicked his tail idly. “Ash has always pushed me to do better, but only because that’s what I want too. If there’s a way of getting stronger that I genuinely have problems with, he won’t even hear of it – that’s why I’m not a Raichu. But the result of all that, of all those years of pretty intensive training against a massive variety of opponents, is that I consider myself to be easily among the best at what I do. It’s a self-reliant strength which I don’t think I would have had without Ash there beside me – and it’s the fact he was beside me for so much of it that leaves me confident that he’s the right trainer for me.”

“You do realize I don’t understand a word, right?” Conway asked.

“I do keep not managing to find time for the Aura translation trick, but you have a Psychic type,” Pikachu waved his paw. “I’m pretty sure that conversation’s already been had.”

Conway groaned, then sent the Slowking in question out with a flash of white light.

“I was asleep,” Slowking said. “Can you start from the beginning?”

“Not until I make the other point I wanted to make,” Pikachu went on. “For as long as I’ve known Ash, he’s been good at understanding Pokémon. But I’m proud of the fact he really got me first, and I think that’s part of what’s shaped us both – even Ash’s style for battlers fits much better with fast and agile Pokémon than with others, and I suspect part of that is because of me. It’s kind of an odd – but meaningful – feeling to know that you’ve had such an impact on your trainer.”

He shrugged, then brought out his Light Ball – tossing the sparkling electrical artefact up into the air, then reabsorbed it. “And even with all the troubles and dangers… I wouldn’t have it any other way, I really wouldn’t.”

At that, Pikachu paused. “Except maybe a bit less mortal peril, that would be nice…”


“Hey, you got a moment?” Barry called.

Squirtle turned, checking the time with a glance at the sun, and blinked. “It’s only about ten minutes until you need to hand in your paper, kid. You’re leaving it a little late!”

“No, he handed in his paper earlier,” Prinplup supplied.

Smeargle held up a sign, which informed Squirtle that Barry was probably wanting to talk about something else entirely.

“All right, kid, I’ll hear it!” Squirtle declared, striking a pose. “If you want to hear about the badass leader of the Squirtle Squad, the mighty Squirtle, then you’ve come to the right place! And it won’t matter if you can’t understand my words, because my mighty passion will cut through misunderstanding and doubt! That’s right, you’re going to-”

Barry handed him a pad of paper. “Can I get an autograph?”

“…well, it’s not what I expected, but I like your style!” Squirtle decided. He took the pen and flipped it through a slightly improbable manoeuvre, drawing a complex scribble on the pad. “It’s a rare human who recognizes this level of distilled awesomeness when they see it!”

“Thanks,” Barry said, reclaiming the paper. “I asked online which one of Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon was the most clearly ridiculous, and I got about twice as many different suggestions as Pokémon he actually has – I think, but there’s lots of lists out there and none of them really agree on what Pokémon he has – and then there was that a lot of them said different Pokémon for contradictory reasons! So I went through all of them and made a diagram, and I decided you were the one to ask because I couldn’t find proof he’s actually Rayquaza’s trainer and too many people think Mewtwo’s fake.”

That one got through even Squirtle’s armoured aplomb, and he did a double-take.

“Someone who’s really persuasive on this forum I visit said that Mewtwo’s only ever appeared on TV,” he went on. “Apart from that his book and stuff could have been faked, so a lot of people on this forum say he’s not real.”

“I wonder if these people believe the world’s round…” Prinplup said to himself. “That usually only appears on a screen.”


“I confess I’m quite glad we’re giving them a long task tomorrow,” Rowan said, looking over the pile of essays and reports that had been handed in.

The presence of several Pokémon translators as well as such an interesting topic had meant everyone was quite motivated. Rowan wasn’t certain, but he suspected some of the reports included actual original first-hand research – and, while it would be a pain to credit everyone involved, he thought it would be a nice little gesture if he worked with the people who’d done that quality of work to produce some written-up monographs, listing them as co-authors.

The problem was that that meant it would be a lot more effort to do the marking on the Pokémon Watcher essays than normal…

“Yeah, there must be hundreds of pages to go through,” one of his aides agreed. “And some of this stuff… I think we might need to ask to borrow that Porygon-3 Ash Ketchum has to confirm if it’s correct or not.”

“Is that the term for it?” Rowan asked, interested. “Hm. I thought he hadn’t decided what to call himself.”

“I hadn’t heard if that was the official name,” the aide said. “But we need to use some name for him.”

“Fair point, fair point,” Rowan allowed. “Well, we can at least decide how to divide these up between us. Anyone mind if I do it?”

His aides all nodded, and Rowan partitioned out the papers more or less at random before picking the one on top of the pile and having a skim through.

It was quite thick.

Then he saw something odd, and went back to the front. There was a neat number on the end of the name, and he followed it to the end-notes.

I’m not sure if I can put the name Ketchum on here, because that sort of thing is a bit complicated.

“Hm,” he said, getting the attention of the nearest assistant. “This is the one by that Mawile who’s taking part. Quite good handwriting, bit blocky but legible enough…”


“Dexter?” Mawile asked.

I am online, Dexter said, his projector manifesting his newly-standard form. Is something the matter?

“I just wanted to say thank you,” Mawile told him. “I didn’t realize how much the lessons you gave me helped until I heard how many people were surprised I could write. I think lots more Pokémon should be able to write, but I also know it’s going to be hard to do that… so thanks.”

That’s fine, it was a pleasure, Dexter told her. You’re right, though, Pokémon literacy is something which is a bit lacking. I think a lot of us can read, but not many can write…

“Maybe if there are Porygon everywhere people will have a chance to learn!” Mawile suggested. “Though I know a lot of Pokémon don’t have the right body parts… hmm, I might need to think about that a bit…”

“Another project?” Goodra asked.

“Maybe,” Mawile said, thinking about it. “I’ll let you know later?”


A long way to the south, as the sun set, a Shaymin came gliding down towards a likely-looking copse of trees.

“Phew,” she said, already anticipating the night’s sleep. “Flying is great, but flying for this long is really kind of tiring – well, I can just fly shorter distances in future, I guess.”

She trimmed her angle carefully, dipping down towards the field, then touched down with a gallop which turned into a trot and then a walk.

Shrugging off her panniers by the log she was planning on sleeping in, she checked the angle of the sun and breathed a sigh of relief – that had definitely been cut too fine, and it was only a few minutes later that her transformation into Sky Form faded with the setting sun.

Checking over her Gracidea panniers, she nodded to herself at how healthy they looked – only to jump out of her skin as a voice spoke next to her.

“Hello.”

Spinning around and falling onto her back, Shaymin looked at the Ninetales who’d spoken.

“Sorry for startling you,” the Ninetales added. “I hadn’t expected to meet a Shaymin here.”

“I wasn’t really expecting a Ninetales either,” Shaymin said, rolling back upright. “Nice to meet you, though.”

Ninetales turned her gaze to the panniers, then back to Shaymin. “A traveller, I take it?”

“That’s right,” Shaymin agreed, relaxing a little. “I want to see as much of the world as possible.”

“A noble goal, and one I’ve been following for a while,” Ninetales said. “I know I’m not very fast compared to you, but do you think we could travel together for a bit?”

Shaymin tilted her head. “I guess… sure, I wouldn’t mind the company, it’d be a nice break. Where are you heading?”

“Wherever you are,” Ninetales told her.

She swept her tails around her, making ready to use them as a fluffy pillow, then paused. “By the way, do you have a name?”

“Apart from Shaymin, not really,” Shaymin answered. “I guess you mean a human one, though?”

“That’s right,” Ninetales agreed. “I was just curious.”

“No, sorry,” Shaymin told him. “Do you have one?”

“Kyoko,” the Fire-type told her. “It’s an old name, but I’m still proud of it.”

“Nice to meet you, then, Kyoko,” Shaymin said, then yawned. “I’m sorry, I’ve been flying all day a lot recently…”

“Then I’d better let you get to sleep,” Ninetales suggested. “We can talk more in the morning.”


AN:


Surprise appearance of the Ninetales from Johto.

Also, this seemed more interesting in general than using the local Pokémon.






272. Sinnoh 31


This is the fourth of four chapters today.


“All right, everyone!” Professor Rowan called. “Good work on your Pokémon Watcher write-ups on days three and four – it’s going to take us a while to go through them, but we’ll do just that over the next two days. In the mean time, however, the next task is about a very particular type of Pokémon. The Ghost type.”

“The Ghost type?” Conway repeated. “Interesting. Ghost types are supposed to be tricky, as a rule, along with being very difficult to battle under a lot of circumstances.”

“Well, some Ghost types are into pranks,” Ash volunteered. “But I’ve met others which are a lot more serious, like Kari.”

“I would say that is a fair assessment,” Kari noted.

“Oh, right, yeah, you have a Pokémon sword,” one of the other Green participants said. “A Honedge, right?”

“That’s right,” Ash confirmed.

“Kind of odd how you carry it like that, though.”

“I heard his Honedge is a her,” someone else pointed out.

“If I can have you attention?” Rowan asked, waiting until the discussion died down. “Thank you. Now, not far from here are the Summit Ruins, which have a number of Ghost types in them. Tonight, you’ll need to find the Summit Medal in the ruins and bring it back here.”

Mewtwo raised a a three-fingered hand.

“Mewtwo,” Rowan said, indicating him. “Your question?”

I wished to ask whether there is more than one medal, Mewtwo explained. If there is only one medal, then only one attendant can take it regardless of what happens.

“As that’s such a good point, we thought of it already,” Rowan said, which made a few of the campers laugh. “There’s plenty of medals, but please only take one. Now, since this is a night-time task, you’re going to have to team up into pairs. You won’t be setting off until about seven PM, so please pair off and discuss what you plan to do. Apart from that, the rest of the day is yours to spend as you please.”


“Ghost types,” Dawn said, thinking out loud. “Which of you guys can handle Ghost types best? I know most Pokémon are well behaved, but Ghost types do tend to be some of the Pokémon who are much more likely to prank than normal.”

Her team exchanged a series of glances, then all pointed at Buneary.

“I assume that’s because I’m able to ignore ghost attacks,” Buneary said. “I don’t have any Dark type moves, though, and Ambipom can do it the same as me.”

“You have a Ghost type move,” Piplup pointed out. “I’ve seen you working on that Shadow Ball you picked up.”

“That is true,” Buneary allowed.

“That sounds like a plan, then,” Dawn decided. “And I’ll make sure to have you on hand too, Ambipom – you don’t have a ranged Ghost or Dark move, but they might try and get close.”

Ambipom nodded.

“It does depend who you end up teaming up with, though,” Pachirisu observed brightly. “They might have an Umbreon or an Espeon.”

“Espeon have trouble with Ghosts, right?” Quilava asked.

“Yeah, but Type weakness or no Type weakness they also have an advantage against them because of their supernatural powers,” Pachirisu shrugged.

On seeing the others look at her, she flirted her tail defensively. “What? I wanted to grow up to be an Espeon when I was young.”

The looks did not relent.

“…I wasn’t very good at biology as a kitten…”


“Would you mind if I worked with you?” Angie asked.

“Sure!” Mawile replied. “Oh – are we supposed to do it inside our colour groups?”

Angie didn’t seem to understand, so Mawile indicated her colour badge and then Angie’s one, before miming a question with a smile.

“Oh, right,” Angie realized. “Well… I don’t think it’s a problem? Professor Rowan didn’t say.”

Mawile shrugged, then nodded brightly. “Sure, then!”

She reached up to scratch her chin. “I wonder what we should do for the next… nine or ten hours?”

After a bit of thought, she took out a notepad and wrote something on it.

Angie had a look, and her eyes went wide for a moment before she nodded. “That sounds amazing, I’d love to help!”

Mawile smiled back, then glanced around quickly and located the nearest Pokémon able to speak using Aura. “Excuse me, Lucario, do you have a bit of time to give me some Aura lessons? I think it’d be a good way to get to know my new partner a bit better.”

Lucario nodded. “I should have the time for that, yes, though I think I’ll need to be back with Ash in case any ghosts need punching.”

“That’s okay,” Mawile said knowingly. “Ghost punching is an important skill too!”


“So, what’s your plan to handle this?” asked Brock’s partner, Sally. “Ghosts trying to trick us, and stuff?”

“It’s okay,” Brock replied. “I am apparently an expert on that.”

Seeing the confusion in her face, he explained. “I’m supposed to be a Rock type trainer, but I have three Rock type Pokémon and most of my team are more like deception specialists. So the joke my friends have is that I’m only saying I’m a Rock type trainer as a disguise… and given that I have two illusionists and a Zorua, it’s kind of got some truth to it.”

Sally blinked. “Doesn’t Ash Ketchum have several illusion Pokémon as well? I remember hearing about a Latias and a Latios, plus the Noctowl.”

“Yeah, but he has dozens of Pokémon they’re spread over, and he’s not supposed to be a single-type trainer,” Brock said, expanding his point. “Anyway, one of the Pokémon I have who is a Rock type is my Geodude, who can move earth and stone telekinetically, and he should be good in helping with obstacles, while Crobat is an anti-illusion guy and good in the dark.”

“It kind of sounds like I’ll be along for the ride,” Sally admitted. “I do have a Magby, though, so we can see?”

“That sounds helpful,” Brock agreed.


“This is still pretty amazing to me,” Danny said. “If you’d asked, I would have said that of course Pokémon were smart – but seeing someone hold a conversation with them is completely different.”

Dawn shrugged. “I guess it’s the difference between knowing something and seeing it,” she said. “Sadly it took a lot of work to get this far, you have to have a lot of lessons – Ash has been getting better at teaching it, but even so…”

“Yeah, I can see how that would be a problem,” Danny mused. “Especially if you need to be taught by someone who already knows how.”

“The problem is that it seems to require one-on-one teaching,” Buneary said.

Dawn passed that on, then frowned. “But, hmmm… if it took a month or so of continuous effort, as in lessons every day, then how long would it take before everyone in the world understood Pokémon? If everyone could put that much time aside, anyway.”

She counted on her fingers. “Two, four, eight, sixteen… thirty two… sixty four…”

“The tenth number in that sequence is just over a thousand,” Danny supplied. “So the twentieth number is about a million, and the thirtieth number is about a billion.”

“Wow,” Dawn blinked. “That’s… what, less than three years?”

“If your guess is right,” Ambipom pointed out pedantically, and Dawn nodded. “Yeah, if the guess is right.”


A little distance away, all but invisible in the gloom, a Haunter laughed soundlessly.

This was going to be such a great prank! He just needed to push this pile of rounded sticks down the hill, and they’d roll under the feet of the humans and trip them over!

Haunter waited a moment longer, just to make sure that his targets were in the right position, then reached out-

“Ahem.”

It was quiet, just a little coughing sound, but it was deep and resonant as well.

Haunter blinked. “What’s the big idea?” he asked, turning. “I’m trying to-”

His voice cut off in a strangled yelp.

Glowering down at him, frowning sternly, was… Giratina. Wispy shadow-wings spread, eyes glowing faintly in the night, and floating tail-body moving gently as the massive Pokémon inhaled and exhaled.

After a long moment to calm himself, Haunter shook his head. “Nice try, whoever this is,” he said. “You got me, well done. But I’m trying to play a prank of my own, here, so – oh, no, the humans have got past the place I set this up…”

Hands crossed despite the lack of arms, Haunter huffed. “I’ll have to do another one now, I hope you’re happy.”

“Perhaps you misunderstood me,” Giratina suggested, voice just as deep and menacing as before. “I would appreciate if you did not play such pranks.”

“Oh, and what if I do?” the Haunter asked. “That illusion’s not going to scare me!”

A gateway tore open in space in front of him, making him double-take.

“Now I am sure you misunderstand me,” Giratina said. “Don’t do it, or I demonstrate to your satisfaction that I have the power of a Legendary Pokémon.”

“Satisfied now!” Haunter said very quickly, as Giratina’s whole form began to glow with golden light – a wave of energy he could feel at that distance. “Very satisfied!”


“Did you see that?” Danny asked, looking up into the trees.

“What was it?” Dawn replied. “I wasn’t looking.”

“Kind of a golden glow or something,” Danny replied. “There was a noise, as well, kind of like a squeak?”

“Maybe the local ghosts are trying to freak us out,” Dawn suggested. “Or at least freak someone out.”


“Wow, I can see so many stars, it’s so dark,” Angie said. “But kind of too dark to see where I’m going, too… hey, Mawile, do you know Flash?”

She looked around. “Mawile?”

As she tried to work out where the Fairy-type had gone, a girl with a pastel yellow dress walked up to her. “Are you lost?”

“Yeah, I kind of am,” Angie admitted. “I can’t really see anything.”

“I know the way back,” the other girl said. “Follow me.”

Angie nodded. “Right, thanks – you’re a lifesaver. Only… do you know where Mawile is?”

“Mawile will be fine,” the girl assured her. “You’re the one who needs help.”

“I guess so, Mawile can take care of herself,” Angie agreed, following the other girl on a right turn through the trees – leaving the main path behind them.


A minute or so later, Mawile came back along the path in the direction Angie had originally been going.

“I can’t see where Angie went,” she said. “Tyrantrum, can you help?”

Tyrantrum turned to see where she was pointing, and knocked over a sapling.

“Oops,” he muttered, then bent down to sniff the ground.

“I think I can smell her,” he said. “She went this way… then turned off into the trees.”

“That’s kind of odd,” Mawile observed. “Okay, let’s see if we can follow her.”


“How much further is it?” Angie asked. “This doesn’t look familiar…”

“Just a bit further,” the girl replied, walking a few steps ahead of her.

“Wile!”

Angie turned, slowing, and saw Mawile just coming around a tree behind her – only barely visible in the dim starlight.

“Wait-” she began, then her foot came down on thin air.


When she saw Angie start to topple forwards, Mawile didn’t hesitate.

She grabbed her glider wing from where Tyrantrum had been carrying it, waving it to open it as she broke into a run, then held on tight and used Flamethrower. There was a crunch as the wingtips hit trees and the outer folding sections broke off, and Mawile did her best to adjust for the sudden change as she went over the cliff edge and dipped into a dive.

The cliff was high, and Angie hadn’t had time to hit the bottom when Mawile reached her. Still blasting out her Flamethrower, she grabbed onto Angie with both arms and twisted to try and pull up.

Something broke, and then Mawile cut out her Flamethrower as she hit something else – remembering to use Iron Defence in time – before there was a dizzying series of splintering crashes, and a slow skid to a halt.

“Are you okay?” Mawile asked Angie, checking on her. She wasn’t a human doctor, but it looked like Angie was okay – just breathing hard.

“I, uh,” Angie said, breathing heavily. “I… what happened?”

She patted herself down, checking, then sighed with relief. “I’m all right… Mawile! Are you okay?”

“I think I hit my head, but it’s made of Steel,” Mawile replied.

Then she looked up-slope.

There was an obvious skid path where they’d landed near the base of the cliff, and pieces of splintered wood all over the place from what had moments before been Mawile’s glider wing. Angie’s clothes were a bit muddy, but it looked like most of the skidding had been done by Mawile – who, now she was calming down a bit, could feel mud all down her side and back.

“Ow,” she said, trying to work out how to feel about the whole situation.


“We really should have picked up a map,” Mark said a little nervously. “Are you sure this is the right direction?”

“I’m fairly sure,” Conway replied. “I had a good look at the map. Now, we need to turn… left here.”

“Where?” Mark asked.

That made Conway stop, surprised, and look at their surroundings again. There was no sign of a left turn, just a straight ahead and a right turn.

“That means we should have picked up a map, right?” Mark asked.

“…yes,” Conway agreed. “All right, which way are we facing? The academy’s back that way, and we should have been heading…”

He frowned, thinking, then glanced up at the sky to get his bearings. That gave him a very rough idea of which way south was, and a bit more work left him pointing. “Okay, we need to head that way.”

“Are you sure?” Mark asked. “There’s a light that way. It might be someone who thought to bring a torch.”

“Yeah, maybe…” Conway said, frowning. “I really thought… well, maybe I’m wrong.”

He nodded. “Let’s ask them for help, then. They don’t look too far.”


“Aren’t we going to get going soon?” Sally asked. “It’s been a couple of hours since everyone else set off.”

She looked down at the cookie she was halfway through eating. “Though I guess this is really nice.”

“That’s the idea,” Brock replied. “Zorua was being kind of naughty yesterday, but not too naughty so she got to pick her punishment. That’s why she’s been doing all the hard work of making several batches of cookies.”

“That does sound like the good kind of punishment,” Sally allowed. “For us, at least.”

“Yeah, though the downside is that to make it a punishment she had to make a lot of cookies,” Brock chuckled. “But it’s nearly nine o’clock, so we should get going once Zorua’s taken the last batch out of the oven.”

“Sounds fine to me,” Sally said. “What are you going to do with all these cookies, though? And, come to think of it, where did you get all the ingredients?”

“I asked Mewtwo to make a shopping run,” Brock explained. “And I think it would be quite nice to pass them out to everyone who takes part in tonight’s challenge. That’s for later though…”

Zorua waved, opening the door of the oven, and put the last tray of cookies on the cooling rack.

“Good work, Zorua,” Brock told her. “Ninetales, you and Chansey keep an eye on them, make sure the local Starly don’t get at them.”

He stood up. “All right, let’s go and get one of those medals!”


“Hey, hold up!” Mark called ahead.

The light they’d been catching intermittent sight of stopped for a bit, dancing around as it swung towards them, then turned away again.

“Are they just jerks?” Mark asked. “We asked them to wait…”

“It’s possible that they’re walking slow enough for us to catch up,” Conway suggested. “At least we can see well enough to get better footing, that’s a positive.”

He huffed a little as they climbed the latest little rise. “Though it’s still a lot of effort – hey, look!”

Mark was already looking. The light – still moving away from them, in what was probably evidence that the person with the torch was just plain rude – was illuminating the sides of an opening, a corridor leading into the nearby hillside.

“That’s got to be part of the ruins,” Mark said. “Let’s go follow them, this could mean we get to the medals faster than we were expecting – and I’d be glad of it, I’m getting pretty tired…”

Conway nodded, following. “It does seem that way.”

They reached the doorway, a simple gap with smooth walls, and Conway headed in first, following the light as it continued to dance down the hallway…

Then there was a swirl of movement in front of him, and Mark and Conway halted abruptly as a shadowy shape emerged from the gloom.

“Um… isn’t that a Dusknoir?” Mark asked, a little startled.

“Look out!” Conway called ahead, and grabbed Mark to run.

The Dusknoir shook its head at them, then held up a spectral hand. Turning, it rushed off at speed towards the light ahead – catching up with it after only a few seconds. There was a blur of movement, and then Dusknoir came back to them.

Held in both hands was a Litwick.

“Wait, that wasn’t a person?” Mark sad. “That was a Pokémon?”

Dusknoir nodded, then there was a brief pulse of pressure as it did something. The hallway ahead of them trembled, then fell apart – revealing them to be in a cave with walls of raw stone and packed earth.

And, not far ahead of them, a swirling mass of inky blackness.

Dusknoir gestured again, and the roof collapsed to block off the swirling mass. Then it threw the Litwick away – sending it through the wall – and turned to leave.

“Wait!” Conway called. “Um… thank you?”

“Hey, is it just me, or… now that Litwick’s gone I feel much less tired,” Mark said. “Are you feeling that too?”

“Yeah,” Conway agreed. “That was just… strange…”

The Dusknoir observed them both, then reached out and patted Conway on the shoulder. That done, it floated off through the wall.

“…I guess we should go back to that turning, then,” Mark said. “Sorry about that.”

“No, don’t be, I agreed with you,” Conway told him. “We were both wrong.”


“I know you said it would be easy,” Sally said, as she and Brock walked back into camp. “I didn’t think it would be that easy.”

“I didn’t expect Crobat to have mapped out the area two days ago for something to do,” Brock replied. “But yes, between Flygon, Geodude and Crobat, that was… how long was it?”

“Twelve minutes,” Zorua said, then repeated it for Sally.

“I think that means we win the speedrun record,” Geodude observed. “So what do we do overnight?”

“I think the normal thing to do is to have cookies and sleep,” Zorua told him. “Hmm…”

She jumped into the air, and flashed for a moment as she shapeshifted into a little Joltik.

“Why did she do that?” Sally asked.

“Because now the cookie is bigger than I am!” Zorua replied, already advancing on one of the still-warm cookies she’d made.


“I can’t help but feel I got really lucky to be going with you,” Benji said, as he and Ash walked through the ruins to the light of Pikachu’s Flash. “It’s like… you’ve got such a ridiculous combination of Pokémon, and you can speak to them so they can give you advice, and on top of all of that you can see through walls!”

“I can’t just see anything through walls,” Ash pointed out. “It’s a bit more complicated than that. But yeah, I guess I just picked a lot of it up as I needed it.”

“Either my Pokémon journey has been really boring or yours has been really interesting,” Benji decided. “I never had to learn how to do any of that stuff.”

They turned a corner into one of the larger underground rooms, and a girl stood up from a bench by the wall.

She had a pastel yellow dress on, and smiled with relief. “Someone’s here! I was worried I’d be stuck in here alone until morning, or even longer…”

“Where did your partner go?” Benji asked.

“I don’t know,” the girl replied. “We found the medals, but I think he slipped out while I wasn’t looking.”

She paused. “I didn’t get one myself, but – don’t you want to?”

Pikachu tapped Ash’s shoulder. “Ash,” he whispered. “No electrical signals.”

“Sure,” Benji said. “Lead on.”

“Wait,” Ash told him, and closed one eye.

After a moment, he opened it again. “You’re a ghost.”

“What?” Benji blinked. “This girl’s really a Gastly or something?”

“No, not a Ghost-type,” Ash corrected him. “A ghost – a spirit. The ruins really are haunted.”

Between one moment and the next, the girl’s expression went from worry to outrage. She slashed at Ash with a weapon that appeared in under a second, and there was a shivering crash of steel.

Several will-o-wisps of light danced around the room from the contact point, and the spirit drew back her weapon before attacking again.

Ash blocked with Kari a second time, producing another musical crash of ghost-made steel on steel-made ghost and a shower of sparks, then waved his hand to Benji. “Look out!”

Benji got so Ash was between him and the spirit, and began rummaging through his Pokéballs. “I’ve got, um – I have a Poochyena, could that help?”

The spirit tried to dart around Ash, going for Benji this time, but Kari’s blade sang through the air in front of her and blocked her movement. The Honedge flicked towards her target, then drew herself back into Ash’s hand and released the grip her tassel had on his wrist.

Snarling, the spirit tried to get around Ash’s other side. She got about halfway before Lucario punched her in the side – a pulse of shadow flying out in all directions as he triggered his Dark Pulse.

The impact seemed to have dazed the spirit, but she quickly recovered – taking on a more guarded posture this time, dividing her attention between the threats that she had to respect.

“Any idea how to deal with this one?” Lucario asked. “I’m not really familiar with the measures one takes to deal with ghosts if punching them doesn’t work.”

“Good question,” Ash agreed. “I think Giratina would probably know, but he’s obviously not here…”

The ghost girl attacked again, three times in two seconds, and Ash blocked each blow as it came in. The impacts sent wisps of light flying around the room, bouncing off walls and sending illumination everywhere, and Benji yelped as the ghost tried to lunge for him before getting tackled by Lucario.

His Poochyena emerged from his Pokéball and began barking bravely, then stepped back in surprise as a Dusknoir emerged from the ceiling.

“Excuse me,” it said politely. “I believe that unquiet spirit is my responsibility. If you could?”

Lucario rolled over, bringing the spirit up so Dusknoir could take it, and the Ghost-type picked her up with a single sepulchral hand.

“Thank you,” it said gravely, then floated back up through the ceiling. “I’ll dispose of her in the marked receptacle.”

As he left, the room shimmered slightly – revealing a pile of medals on the table.

“I guess now we know,” Ash said. “And thanks, guys.”

“Thanks are not needed,” Kari replied, her metallic tone clear. “That spirit gives ghosts a bad name, for certes.”

“What just happened?” Benji asked. “It all happened so fast…”

“I think that spirit or ghost or whatever was trying to lure people into doing something,” Lucario said, frowning. “Probably something fatal. I certainly hope Professor Rowan didn’t know, as otherwise this would be too dangerous a task.”

“Ash!”

Ash turned, seeing Dawn coming in though the same door he had. “Hey, Dawn – you just missed-”

He paused, spotting that there were two other campers with her – and Mawile, who was carrying a pile of splintered wood in both hands.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Someone tried to make Angie step off a cliff,” Mawile explained. “I caught her, but I broke my wing doing it.”

Ash moved over and picked her up, giving her a hug. “Great work, Mawile,” he told her. “Are you both okay?”

“I… kind of shocked,” Mawile admitted, hugging Ash back. “And – and I feel wrong, because I’m all upset about the wing even though Angie nearly got badly hurt or-”

“It’s okay,” Ash said. “I know what you mean, it’s because you don’t know what to think so you focus on one little thing. It doesn’t make you a bad person or anything, and it’s okay to feel upset that something of yours got broken – just don’t lose sight of the fact you saved someone. Okay?”

Mawile nodded. “Okay.”

“Angie says there was this weird girl in a yellow dress-” Dawn began.

“The same one we met in here?” Benji asked. “It tried to trick us, too, but Ash found it out and then had a swordfight with it – and then a Dusknoir turned up and just carried it through the ceiling.”

He paused. “I’m… kind of hoping we don’t have to do a written report on this task now, that was weird.”


As Rowan finished explaining the final challenge, Brock nodded. “That’s going to be interesting… I suppose the reason why we have to use rental Pokémon is so people with ridiculous Pokémon, like Ash, can’t just finish it really easily.”

“What’s the challenge?” Zorua asked.

“…were you even listening?” Brock blinked.

Zorua shrugged. “I could have been, but I wasn’t.”

Brock sighed. “All right, so the basic idea is it’s a relay race. Everyone runs to the first station, and gets a rental Pokémon. They then head to the second station, where they swap that for a Water-type rental Pokémon, cross the lake to the third station, then run back to camp.”

He traced the route on his map. “It goes through a cave on the final bit, which is a bit odd… not quite sure why they did that, it’s not like they have to.”

The vulpine Pokémon – currently wearing the human form she’d invented for her prank earlier in Sinnoh – rolled over onto her back. “How come it’s not just a race straight back to the shore?”

“Don’t know,” Brock admitted. “Maybe it’s supposed to be partly a map reading thing. It’s what it is, though.”

He stood up, ready to head over to the start line. “Do you want to come?”

“Yeah, I could watch,” Zorua decided. She sprang to her feet, and blurred from human to Taillow in a moment of flickering blue light.

“This do?” she asked.

Brock gave her a nod. “Looks fine to me.”


“Excuse me?” Mawile asked. “I had an idea for the race. Would it be okay if I had my friend Tyrantrum as my only riding Pokémon?”

Suicune translated, and the assistant at the starting line blinked. “I… wait, you’re asking to ride a Tyrantrum? Not… not Suicune?”

“I think Mawile knows full well that I would count as cheating,” Suciune said. “A Pokémon that can outspeed the wind and the dusk is a little bit too fast for a friendly race.”

That just made the poor man look more confused. “The wind and the dusk?”

“My brothers worked it out once,” Suicune explained. “The wind is simple – we can go supersonic if we work hard enough at it. But as for the dusk… well, it would not work, perhaps, in Hoenn. But here in Sinnoh the line of the dusk moves but a little faster than the speed of sound, and we may run faster than it if we try.”

She smiled. “Though I confess I’ve never tried myself. It might be fun some day, and Raikou says it’s quite something to see three sunrises in one day.”

“…well, now,” the assistant said, blinking. “Um… anyway, are you sure it would be okay on the water bits?”

“He’s quite tall,” Mawile assured him. “How deep is the lake?”

“There are some bits which are pretty deep, I’m afraid,” the assistant hedged. “It might slow you down a bit.”

“I don’t mind,” Mawile said, then thought about it a bit more. “Though… on second thought, I might bring a Water Pokémon just in case it gets too deep. I can return Tyrantrum if we have trouble and switch for the Water Pokémon.”

Suicune translated with a smile, and the assistant nodded.

“That sounds fine to me,” he said. “So long as you do the on-foot bits yourself. I think it’s specifically said that someone’s not allowed to get help from their Pokémon for those bits.”

Mawile nodded. “Got it.”


“Ready,” Professor Rowan said. “Set…”

He nodded, and the Loudred next to him let off a cannon-blast of a Hyper Voice aimed directly upwards.

The various trainers set off, running for the first post to pick up their rental Pokémon, and Mewtwo watched with interest.

This is an interesting part of the challenge, he noted to Professor Rowan. I assume that the intent is that the Pokémon and their partners share the effort.

“That’s the idea,” Rowan agreed. “Making it clear to those going through the triathlon that you’re expected to do the work just as much as the Pokémon are.”

Mewtwo nodded. I see, he said. How does it affect things if one of the trainers goes out far ahead of the rest?

Rowan blinked. “Who?”

The Aura adept seems like the obvious first guess, surely? Mewtwo shrugged. It’s Ash, of course. I wonder if Pikachu’s going to be able to keep him from going in the wrong direction?


Brock took his Pokéball from the person running the way post, and opened it with a flash of light.

The Nidoking inside tilted his head. “You… seem taller than I was expecting. Aren’t you a bit tall for a kid?”

“I’m a bit older than the others doing this,” Brock explained. “Ready to get going?”

“Sure,” the Poison-type agreed, then paused. “…wait, how come you understood me?”

“My friend Ash taught me,” Brock told him. “Oh, I should check – do I need to do anything to avoid being poisoned?”

“No, I don’t have Poison Point,” Nidoking answered. “Just hop on.”

Brock did so readily enough, and the big Ground-type lumbered into a run.

“It’s cool you can speak to Pokémon, by the way, sorry if I gave the wrong impression,” Nidoking added. “Just let me know if there’s anything I can help with.”

“I’ll let you know if I think of anything,” Brock replied. “Though – hold on, right here, it’ll cut across some of the path.”

“Got it,” Nidoking agreed, and smashed his way though some underbrush. “What’s your friend like?”

“The long answer’s really long, but the shortest answer is…” Brock thought about it for a few seconds. “Heroic, because he’s decided it’s the best thing to do in his situation, I guess.”

“Sounds like a good kid,” Nidoking mused, as they broke back out onto the trail again. “Any more good shortcuts, by the way?”

“Doesn’t look like it,” Brock told him. “Just keep up the speed, nothing more than that.”

“I can manage stampede,” Nidoking said. “I know there’s only one of me, but big Pokémon can manage a lot of stampede themselves, heh.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Brock agreed, trying to make sure he was comfortable.


“Thanks for letting me ride you,” Dawn said. “I do appreciate it.”

“It’s a job,” replied the Ponyta she was using for the task. “I’m from a lineage of riding Ponyta and Rapidash, so I’m not exactly new to the concept. But the thanks are appreciated.”

“No problem,” Dawn smiled. “A friend of mine over in Kalos is raising a Blitzle as a riding Pokémon, and she’s been keeping me updated – her mom prefers Rhydon, but she says she thinks Blitzle’s more what she likes.”

“Huh, that’s interesting,” the Ponyta said. “Wait, obstacle coming up, hold on.”

Dawn crouched down a little, and Ponyta surged into a jump over the rocks strewn across the path before turning a corner – revealing the next part of the route to be a long straight.

“Oh, hey, there’s Ash,” Dawn pointed. “I didn’t see what Pokémon he got, an Ariados is kind of an odd one.”

The Ariados in question skittered sideways a little as they watched, and as Ash pointed. Then it shot out two strings of web, each of which anchored to a tree beside the path, and hauled itself forwards in a giant leap.

“…you don’t see that every day,” Ponyta said, blinking. “I didn’t know Ariados could actually do that.”

“That’s Ash for you,” Dawn shrugged, then held on more tightly as she realized that had probably been a mistake.

“Wait, you did say Ash, right?” Ponyta checked. “Is that the same one who was at Laramie ranch a few years ago?”

“I think so…” Dawn said, frowning. “I remember hearing something about that from Brock, but I wasn’t exactly travelling with him years ago.”

“Neat,” Ponyta said. “I might have to ask – he can talk to Pokémon too, right? Well, I’m from Laramie, so it might be nice to know for sure.”

Dawn smiled. “Sure, I’ll ask about it afterwards.”

“That’d be great!”


Ariados swung around the last corner, holding on tightly to a tree with a thick cable of webbing, then detached it with a snap and scuttled to a halt.

“Thanks!” Ash told her, getting off, and checked Pikachu was still with him. “You really took to that web swinging trick!”

The arachnid Bug-type gave him a quick nod, then Returned herself without a word.

“Not a Pokémon of many words,” Pikachu observed, as Ash handed the Pokéball in and set off at a run for the next station.

“Excuse me?” the assistant manning the station called. “That’s the lake! You can’t-”

He stopped for a moment, dumbfounded, as Ash reached the water’s edge and kept going.

“Mr. Ketchum!” the assistant called, after staring for a few seconds. “You need a Pokémon – and you’re going the wrong way!”

Ash skidded to a halt, throwing up a big rooster-tail plume of water, then ran back across the lake to the stand.

“Sorry,” he said, wincing. “I remembered there was a second running bit, but not which part it was…”

“That’s all right, Mr. Ketchum,” the assistant told him, passing over a randomly chosen Pokéball. “Now, you’ll want to head that way across the lake to the third stopping point, where you need to hand back your Pokémon and then go through the cave.”

“Got it!” Ash nodded.

“Let’s see if you get lost,” Pikachu suggested. “Maybe you can ask Lapras’ cousin for directions – I bet if you tried to follow his directions you’d end up just where you needed to be.”


Angie and Mawile arrived at the lake side station at about the same time, the sleek Shiftry Angie had been assigned depositing her next to Mawile’s Rock-type friend.

“Huh, looks like Ash didn’t get very lucky,” the human said, pointing. “That’s a Magikarp he’s on, it looks like that Sharpedo’s almost caught up with him.”

Mawile clambered onto Tyrantrum’s head to check, and nodded, then jumped down to the ground with a whud and went to pick up her Water-type.

Angie kept watching for a bit longer, which meant she saw it when the water around Ash suddenly exploded.

She blinked as Ash abruptly sped up, now surfing on the head of a large and still-glowing Gyarados which charged for the far shore of the lake in a plume of spray.

“That’s one way to do it!” she said, blinking. “Maybe that’s why they gave him the Magikarp? Or is it supposed to be random?”

Mawile came back over with a Pokéball, and clambered onto Tyrantrum’s back. The Rock-type waited until she was on his back, nodded briskly, then began to run directly for the water.

Handily for Angie’s peace of mind, Tyrantrum did not start running on the water. He did sink up to about the level of his arms, but then began picking his way carefully along the bottom – listening to advice from Goldeen and Barboach which kept jumping up out of the water to talk.

“Miss?”

“Oh!” Angie realized, and went to swap out Shiftry for another Water-type rental Pokémon.

She had a distinct feeling she wasn’t going to win, though.


“This is all very helpful,” Professor Rowan said, watching the overhead map. “Your other node is up overhead, correct?”

Correct, Dexter confirmed. It is monitoring, and I am producing the visualization.

Dozens of smaller holopictures showed the individual racers, while the large map indicated where everyone was on the route – or, in the case of one unfortunate attendant, off the route. It wasn’t clear from the map how he’d ended up lost, but Yuzo was already heading over there to make sure he didn’t leave the area of the Summer Academy entirely.

I see Ash is near the front, and near the cave, Mewtwo said. Are you going to be able to track him when he’s in there?

No, I can’t penetrate that much rock, Dexter replied. I’ll mark him and anyone else in there as in the cave, and highlight when they leave it – though you’ll probably see, it’s not far from the finish line.

Mewtwo leaned closer to the hologram showing Ash, and watched with interest as the Gyarados he was riding accelerated towards the shore. Ash slipped backwards down the Pokémon’s scales as they got closer and closer to the shore, until he was on the tail – at which point Gyarados flicked him straight at the shoreline and swam off.

Pikachu could just about be seen flying through the air next to Ash before landing back on his shoulder, and Ash dug his feet in to control his skid as he went sliding along the beach in a cloud of sand and dust.

The slide took him clear into the cave – vanishing from Dexter’s sight and thus his hologram – and the marker for Ash shifted to hovering on top of the cave itself.

“The caves are quite a tricky challenge,” Rowan said. “They’ve got several wrong turns, though we did block off all the actual dead ends – the wrong turns just mean it takes longer to get to where you’re going.”

As he spoke, Mewtwo counted under his breath.

What are you counting down to? Dexter asked.

Mewtwo pointed. That.

Ash came sliding out of the cave towards the finish line, at pretty much the same angle and speed as he’d gone in, and they all watched in surprise as Ash slowed and approached until he stopped just over the finish line.

Impressive, Mewtwo noted. In a maze of twisty passages, Ash found the straight path. I think that’s negative lost.


“I hope everyone enjoyed their time at the Summer Academy!” Rowan said, the next morning. “Hopefully you’ve all learned a few things, enjoyed yourselves a little, and maybe made a few friends – and, of course, had an introduction to all sides of the Pokémon experience, from training a new Pokémon to finding out all you can about an existing one.”

He waved his hand to the side. “And, well, I hope you’re all grateful to everyone who’s helped make the experience what it was this week. Goodbye, and enjoy your Pokémon Journeys wherever they end up taking you.”

There was a smattering of applause, which made him smile a little, and he waited for it to die down before raising his voice again.

“I’ll be here for the rest of the day if anyone has any questions, but we will be spending a lot of time packing up, so keep that in mind.”

Most of the audience was already breaking up into knots of talking young trainers, and Rowan smiled a little before waving to Yuzo and the others to get started.


“Are you sure you don’t mind?” Mawile asked.

“Not at all,” Ash assured her. “If it’s what you’d rather do, then go ahead – and I’ll do my best to help, too.”

“Thanks!” Mawile replied brightly, and turned to look in the direction of Professor Rowan. “Um… can you come along and translate, please?”

Ash nodded, and followed Mawile as she approached the Pokémon Professor.

“Mr. Rowan?” the Steel-type began, with Ash duly supplying the translation so Rowan could actually understand. “I was wondering if I’d be able to do some more Pokémon observation and research stuff, some time – it’s been really interesting to do some this week, and I think my friend Tyrantrum would like it too.”

Once she finished, and once Rowan had heard the translation, he hummed to himself.

“Interesting,” he said. “Your perspective would be very valuable, and your write-up was one of the best produced this week… but there is a downside.”

“There is?” Mawile asked, looking dismayed.

“Yes,” Rowan told her after Ash relayed her question. “It’s not necessarily a huge problem, but a lot of scientific work is collaborative – and with other scientists unable to communicate with you, that would pose difficulties. You could handle everything by computer or in writing, but it would give you a severe handicap.”

Mawile thought about that for a bit, then nodded. “Okay,” she said. “That means I need to get my Aura translation working, and then you wouldn’t have a problem?”

“If you can do it, that sounds ideal,” Professor Rowan told her. “Though, of course, if it takes a while you could spend some of the time doing more reports like the one you already provided.”

“That sounds great!” Mawile smiled, then turned to Ash. “That’s okay, right?”

“Of course,” Ash told her. “Like I said.”

“I do still want to get involved in some battles,” Mawile added, not wanting to leave the wrong impression. “But I think it’d be cool to do more research like this, too, and this is the thing that would take up more time.”

She nodded. “It’s settled, then! Thanks for your help!”

“No problem,” Ash assured her. “Do you want to head back to the ranch, or would you rather learn with us?”

“Hmm…” Mawile said, raising a finger to her lips. “I… think the ranch, if that’s okay?”

Ash nodded. “We’ll get that sorted out later, then.”


Good news, Damos sent to Dexter. The False Zodiacs have headed out on their assignments – it took a while, but they worked out who was going to go where. We’ve also got the cloak working, Manaphy was very helpful.

It’s good to hear that you made so much progress, Dexter replied. That takes a bit of pressure off, at least, but I won’t stop being worried for some time.

Of course, Damos agreed. Though I think what really helped was most of Ash’s Pokémon decamping to Sinnoh for several days. The ambient chaos level dropped hugely.

Dexter thought about that, then sent an electronic sigh. I can see that, I really can…


AN:


And the final two camp activities, which are a bit more compressed.
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“Not that I’m suggesting it as a better approach,” Mewtwo noted, walking along beside the group. “But the only reason I couldn’t get us to Celestic Town yesterday is that I’m not the time travel Legendary.”

“I know,” Ash agreed. “But I kind of prefer walking, a lot of the time. And we don’t need to get to Celestic Town straight away.”

“Both good points,” Mewtwo nodded.

He looked over to Dawn. “If I have the listing of events correctly, you are having a Contest at Celestic Town,” he said. “Is that right?”

“Yeah, that’s where I have my next Contest,” Dawn agreed. “It’ll be good to have a proper Contest, though I’ve sort of got too many ideas for what to do and it’s hard to narrow it down to any one of them. So we’ve been working on all sorts of ideas on-and-off.”

“Do you know if it’s a one-Pokémon or a two-Pokémon Contest?” Brock inquired. “That might help a bit…”

“No, I don’t,” Dawn answered. “That’s part of the problem.”

She shrugged. “It’s kind of a good thing for a Coordinator to have lots of options, and I have lots of options… but another way to put it is that I’ve got choice paralysis.”

“One thing does occur to me,” Buneary said. “The Pokémon who didn’t turn up in the Wallace Cup were Togekiss, Ambipom and Pachirisu. Togekiss is back with Princess Salvia for a day or two, so she’s not available, but what about one or both of the other two?”

“That’s a good point,” Dawn agreed. “I should have kept track of that, thanks Buneary.”

“No problem,” her Normal-type said.

“Okay, so that means… right, I know the possible plans,” Dawn said to herself. “The trickiest one is – right.”

She sent out Pachirisu.

“Hey!” Pachirisu waved, rolling onto her back before using her tail as a spring to propel her up to about waist height, then grabbing onto Dawn’s bag and climbing up it. “What’s up?”

“Oh, were you asleep?” Dawn asked, realizing that Pachirisu hadn’t heard what they were discussing.

“No, just… kinda zoned out,” Pachirisu said, tail flicking from side to side. “Anyway. What’s up?”

“I was wondering how you were getting on with Ion Deluge,” Dawn explained.

“Not great,” Pachirisu admitted. “Pikachu’s shown me a bit, but it’s always tricky to get the coating right – I keep either Discharging or Charging.”

“That sounds like something to work on, then,” Dawn said. “I wonder… Mamoswine?”

The Pokémon who came out of the Pokéball this time landed with a crash on a poor defenceless bush, and shook himself before giving Dawn a quizzical look.

“Would you mind if Pachirisu and Buneary-”

“And Pikachu,” Pikachu added.

“Thank you – if those three practice Ion Deluge on your back? It’d let them keep moving while they did.”

“Go ahead,” Mamoswine nodded. “Could do with a walk.”


Some miles later, when it was close to lunchtime, Ash suddenly chuckled.

“What is it?” Lucario asked, filling in for Pikachu – the Electric-type still over on Mamoswine, patiently walking Pachirisu through the finer points of electrical shaping to produce an Ion Deluge.

“Oh, just thinking about how much less trouble we have on the roads compared to last time,” Ash explained. “Without Team Rocket causing trouble three times a week, I mean.”

He waved his hand at the landscape. “I’m pretty sure the amount of walking we’ve done so far would have been a full days’ walk last time, just because half the day would be taken up by something or other – like Pachirisu getting a cold or something.”

“I remember that,” Dawn said, sighing. “Poor her.”

“Is it worth pointing out that, quite apart from Mewtwo, there’s another psychic-type able to transport you around at high speed present?” Latias asked, shimmering back into visibility. “I mean, if you’re talking about movement speed.”

“Actually, that raises an interesting point,” Lucario said. “How many distinct ways of getting everyone to another town do we have?”

He shrugged. “I say ‘we’ because while Ash is likely to supply most of them, it’s not all.”

“Well, Mewtwo could take everyone at once,” Ash said. “Latias and Latios… I’m not sure if you could do it on your own?”

“As Mega Latias I could,” Latias said. “I’d have to carry one or two humans in my hands, but I could do it.”

“That’s three,” Brock said. “The Legendary Beasts makes four. Ho-Oh and Lugia could probably each carry all of us if they had to.”

“Lugia could fly carrying me and all of Team Rocket,” Ash confirmed. “He was just a little slower. So yeah, that’s six.”

“Giratina?” Dawn suggested. “He’s big enough.”

“True,” Brock nodded. “And… Pidgeot and Charizard could definitely do it between them. Flygon and Staraptor could each take one passenger…”

“Don’t forget Keldeo,” Ash noted. “And your Steelix, too, he’s big enough to take everyone.”

“I think Stantler could carry me now, he’s grown up about as far as he’s growing,” Brock said. “Or Dawn at least, she’s lighter.”

“Does Torterra count?” Dawn asked.

“Does Zorua count?” Dawn asked.

The first Dawn looked at the second, sighed, and gave her a cuff around the ear.

“Aww…” the resultant Zorua groaned, then jumped into the air and reshaped herself into the form of a Zoroark. “Anyway. Do I count?”

“Depends what shape you’re taking, but generally yes,” Brock nodded. “I think we’re up to eleven?”

“And Lapras makes twelve, though he can’t work on land,” Ash shrugged. “Then there’s Mamoswine… yeah, we’ve got a lot of ways to get around fast if we need to.”

“Fast depends how fast you mean,” Lucario noted. “But even Torterra can work up quite a running speed if he has to. He has real momentum.”

There was a crackling sound from over where Mamoswine was patiently walking, and thunderbolts played over Pikachu’s ears for several seconds before finally going out.

“There we go!” he said. “Now, keep that up while Buneary juggles you.”

“I’m not sure I like this plan?” Pachirisu said, worried.

“You’ve got Volt Absorb, you’ll be fine,” Pikachu said, waving his paw dismissively.


“You ever get the feeling people don’t notice us much?”

Ludicolo glanced to his side. “No way! I know that joke I told at Torterra’s last party was being repeated for days!”

Marshtomp chuckled. “Well, I can’t deny that. It was a fun joke.”

He waved his hand. “But more… I kind of feel like we don’t have as much of an impact as some of our teammates.”

“That’s mostly just Zorua,” Ludicolo said. “Because she loves attention. But even so, I don’t really know what you mean about that – I get involved often enough, and I’m pretty sure you do as well. Plus, you know, when I do a Rain Dance it gets attention from all over.”

“You know as well as I do that that’s because of the fact of the rain, not because of anything else,” Marshtomp muttered. “What about during the camp? We didn’t help there, either.”

“Speak for yourself,” Ludicolo replied. “I helped translate during the bit when everyone was getting information out of Ash’s Pokémon, does that count for nothing?”

“You translated it into dance, Ludicolo,” Marshtomp pointed out. “Ah well… maybe I’ll go and help out with some training elsewhere. That might make me feel a bit more helpful.”

“You could always see about helping with training Giratina,” Ludicolo suggested. “I think Torterra was saying he wanted Absol’s help and the help of one other Pokémon as well, you could volunteer to be the one other Pokémon?”

“What’s that for, then?” Marshtomp asked, blinking.

“Apparently teaching Giratina to keep his situational awareness up when he makes portals by punching him in the nose a few times,” Ludicolo shrugged. “I don’t think he knows.”

“Sounds like fun,” Marshtomp allowed.


“Celestic Town is so prone to getting foggy,” Brock said, blinking through the gloom. “Ash, do you have anyone with you who can Defog at the moment?”

“Well, Staraptor,” Ash replied. “But I don’t know if it’s a good idea to use Defog.”

“Why not?” Dawn asked, looking away from where Ambipom, Buneary and Pachirisu were practicing.

“Well, it occurred to me…” Ash began, waving his hand around at the thick mist. “It’s not like we’re the only people with Pokémon who can Defog. So if it’s not already been cleared it’s probably because people want it here, or because some Pokémon needs it here.”

“That is a good point,” Brock agreed. “I hadn’t thought that through. Good work, Ash.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, smiling. “It’s kind of funny to think about how they manage weather with all those Pokémon moves that can change it.”

“Maybe there’s a secret organization that does it?” Dawn suggested.

“I’ve never heard of one,” Lucario shrugged.

“That’s kind of the point of a secret organization, though,” Dawn pointed out. “So I’m not sure if that’s evidence of anything.”

Brock chuckled, then looked around. “How close are we to Celestic, anyway?”

“Well, there’s a lot of people in that direction,” Lucario pointed. “I don’t think it’s far.”

Plus Laocoon is pretty much right around the next bend, Dexter said.

His projector flared, producing an augmented-reality overlay around the three trainers which showed the cleaned-up view without any fog present.

“That’s kind of cool,” Dawn said. “What’s a Laocoon, though?”

That would be one of my children, Dexter said. The one who volunteered to go with Cynthia.

He paused. Did I really forget to tell you their names?

“I thought they were named after the zodiac?” Brock looked puzzled. “That’s what you said last time it came up.”

Only half of them went with it, and they couldn’t decide which zodiac either, Dexter replied. Plus some of them got really obscure. Laocoon is actually one of the zodiac names, but it’s a much more obscure zodiac name than, say, Leo.

“Wait, if Laocoon went with Cynthia, then doesn’t that mean Cynthia’s around the corner?” Dawn asked.

“I can see her,” Ash contributed. “So yeah, I guess so.”

“You didn’t mention that before?” Lucario asked.

“I didn’t look before,” Ash replied. “I only thought to look when Dexter brought it up.”

“Fair enough, objection withdrawn.”

“Should we say hello?” Dawn suggested.

“Allow me,” Cynthia said. “It’s good to see you all again… unless, that is, you’re bringing more Legendary chaos to my hometown.”

“Define ‘legendary chaos’,” Brock requested. “One of my Pokémon has been punching Giratina in the chin intermittently for the past day and a half, and I think Latias is judging how well Ambipom and Pachirisu are doing.”

Cynthia looked in the direction Dawn was indicating, and saw Ambipom winding up a Tail Slap before thwacking Pachirisu skywards. A pulse of electrical energy sparked outwards from the impact point, and Pachirisu yelled in glee as she went straight through a ring of electrical energy courtesy of Pikachu.

Another ring appeared on the way down, and Pachirisu spun up a Thundershock before flicking it off her tail – using the little electrical impulse to push her through the ring on the way down as well, before being caught by Ambipom’s tails and juggled a few times.

The next set of rings which appeared formed a kind of stepping-stone arrangement, and Ambipom punched Pachirisu into the air before jumping up herself and using judicious tail-hand-blows to knock Pachirisu through them one at a time.

“That’s an interesting bit of training,” she said. “Contest?”

“Yeah, down in Celestic,” Dawn agreed. “I think it’s tomorrow, unless I got the timing wrong?”

“I think tomorrow is right,” Cynthia nodded. “I should update you on the Galactic situation, though – I haven’t managed to find anything much, though Laocoon is looking though the old records whenever we get a chance in case there’s something useful in there. I’m not sure whether a computer search would get redacted or not, but if Laocoon’s doing the looking directly…”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Brock said. “But are you sure it’s okay to talk about this in the open?”

“It’s not like anyone’s going to remember the conversation unless they’re already clued in,” Cynthia replied. “That’s normally frustrating, but this time it might actually be to our advantage.”

“What do you mean, I won’t remember the conversation?” her Lucario asked. “That sounds like kind of a problem.”

Cynthia passed him a pamphlet from her pocket. “Here. I got them printed up en masse.”

“Hello Lucario,” the Fighting-type read, a little incredulously. “You are reading this to help clear up your confusion over the Team Galactic situation. They have an effect which causes memory loss… how many times have you given me a pamphlet like this?”

“About… thirty, I think,” Cynthia judged.

“That’s kind of worrisome,” her Lucario said.

“Those pamphlets are a pretty good idea,” Ash complimented. “Do they work?”

Cynthia picked the pamphlet up again as the Lucario dropped it, suddenly disinterested. “Sort of.”

She sighed. “The tricky thing about all this is going to be actually managing to contribute, beyond just being another pair of eyes.”

“In the actual battle, Ash is going to have far too many Pokémon to instruct,” Ash’s Lucario told her. “Helping coordinate Pokémon would help, as would sorting out getting people clear of the main battle. There will certainly be things for you to do.”

“I suppose so,” Cynthia agreed.

“Hey, aren’t you Cynthia?” someone asked. “The Grand Champion?”

Cynthia nodded. “I am.”

“Is Mewtwo signing onto your team?” she went on to ask. “You’re both famous, right?”

That’s not really how it works, Mewtwo said. Besides, I already have a trainer.

“Mewtwo is pretty much correct,” Cynthia agreed. “Except that from my end it’s that I already have a team.”

There was a sudden whang from in the mist, and Mewtwo waved a hand to push the water droplets aside and let them see.

Giratina was rubbing his chin, blinking, and rumbled something. “How did you do that?”

“Endeavor,” Marshtomp replied. “I’d noticed you were getting kind of blasé about the punches, so I stepped up my game.”

“Noted. How did you hit me with it?”

“Foresight.”

“No further questions.”


“It’s interesting how you seem to train your Pokémon,” Cynthia noted, half her attention on two boxes of pocky. “Hmm… chocolate or Razz berry?”

“Not sure,” Ash said, answering her question first. “And the way I do it kind of varies depending on the Pokémon, but I like to vary it up a lot as well. Something I’ve tried to introduce a bit more recently is bigger scenarios, so giving my Pokémon missions.”

“I remember the one you did last night,” Dawn said, wincing. “That took twenty minutes before someone spotted the trick.”

“Trick?” Cynthia asked, interested.

“Well, the instructions I gave each side were actually ones they could complete without having to fight,” Ash replied. “They weren’t mutually exclusive or anything – it’s just that everyone sort of assumed.”

“That’s good,” Cynthia nodded. “Pokémon battling is what we do, but in serious situations it’s important to think about whether fighting is the right thing to do – fighting unnecessarily can tire you out before the necessary battle.”

“How do you train your Pokémon?” Ash asked her. “Any tricks you use?”

“Well, there’s a few,” Cynthia replied. “And I suppose it can’t hurt to pass them on – I know you’re a likely future opponent of mine, but we’re all on the same side until Cyrus is dealt with.”

She tapped a chocolate pocky stick against a berry one. “Firstly, something I occasionally do is tell my Pokémon to fight like they’re another Pokémon entirely – fighting style, moves, everything like that. It’s difficult and clumsy for them, but it also makes them much more adaptable… which is one of the things I tend to prize in my team, since the more unpredictable and adaptable they are the better chance they have of taking an enemy by surprise.”

“That’s an interesting one,” Ash said, thinking about it. “So, say, Pikachu would have to fight like a Riolu?”

“From what I hear he does that half the time anyway,” Cynthia replied, waving her hand. “I was thinking more like… Pikachu fighting like a Bidoof, or Absol like a Luxio.”

“Huh, that is kind of intriguing,” Ash responded, already wondering the best way to start a training sequence involving that. “I’m not sure how well it would work for some of my Pokémon, but I guess that’s the point – to challenge both them and me. What about the other one?”

“Oh, that’s what I use for team battles,” the Grand Champion said, with a little smile. “I break my team into two halves, and have them battling to try and do some objective or other – something simple, like Baccer, perhaps, but with full combat going on.”

Ash nodded. “Right.”

“Then I call out names of Pokémon, and the ones who I name have to switch sides,” Cynthia continued.

Dawn blinked. “That sounds… kind of hard to keep track of, for you as well as them.”

“It is, I normally record the battles and we watch them back later,” Cynthia agreed readily. “But it’s very good at teaching situational awareness, because you can’t just focus on who your current opponents are.”

Ash nodded. “I might need to try that…”


Taking his seat in the Contest Hall in Celestic Town, Marco sighed in relief at having made it to where he’d wanted to sit.

Then he frowned.

He wasn’t really sure whether to be annoyed or not with who was sitting in front of him. On the one hand, they were definitely tall enough to block his view, but on the other hand they were also invisible so it was hard to be annoyed about that.

Marco could clearly tell someone was there, because they were eating popcorn, but functionally that meant the popcorn was vanishing as the invisible Pokémon took each bite.

“Please put your hands together for our first coordinator!” the MC called. “She’s an up-and-coming talent from down in Twinleaf Town, it’s Dawn Berlitz!”


Down on the arena, Pachirisu and Ambipom emerged in little thunder-flashes of lightning and smoke and sound, as their paired seals went off.

Pachirisu moved first, jumping into a forwards flip which ended with her tail hitting the floor and producing a sparkling Ion Deluge. The lines of potential spread out to form a rectangular area, bisected on the long axis by an additional line and on the short axis by a fizzing Electroweb.

Light spread up Ambipom’s legs to cover her in saint-elmo’s-fire, and both her tail-hands glowed with an eerie light as she set her stance – and as Pachirisu sprang back to her feet, rolling completely over once before conjuring an Electro Ball and throwing it at Ambipom.

Ambipom slapped it back, using a Tail Slap converted to the Electric-type by the Ion Deluge, and Pachirisu used her own tail with a Spark to return the favour in turn. The ball bounced back and forth, getting faster with each shot-and-return, and Ambipom began using her more complicated ping-pong tricks on it.

The Electro Ball bounced off the floor with backspin, hovering almost still before flying right back at Ambipom, and Pachirisu took the opportunity to add a second Electro Ball to the mix – then two Shock Waves, which flashed across the gap hitting the active balls three times each before striking Pachirisu’s tails and bouncing off in a repetitive pattern that wove a kind of flower-shape as they slowly lost energy.

Gaining speed and confidence as they went, the two Pokémon added more moves to the pattern they were weaving – forming a cats-cradle of electrical orbs, lightning bolts and the sparks that flashed between them, a kind of living field of bouncing electrical attacks which changed slowly moment by moment.

Then, on an unseen signal, Pachirisu jumped into the air. Ambipom switched all the effort of maintaining the pattern onto one tail, and used the other to boost Pachirisu into the air – then sent every component of the web at the overhead squirrel, in a stream which formed almost a bar of light keeping Pachirisu in the air.

Ambipom clapped her hand-tails together, sending out sparks in all directions, then used two moves in quick succession to finish her part of the performance.

The first was a Swift, sending a shower of dozens of electrical stars out in all directions like a garden sprinkler – only for the stars to converge in again on Pachirisu and propel her higher into the air, delaying her fall for a little longer.

The second was Hyper Beam.

It wasn’t very powerful for a Hyper Beam, but it was transformed by Pachirisu’s Ion Deluge into an electrical attack – and that meant Pachirisu had nothing to fear from it. The shower of sparkling backscatter which burst from the contact point momentarily obscured everything else from sight, and a rippling crescendo note blazed out as Dawn’s Pokémon applied the lessons they’d learned from training Raichu to produce a brief burst of music from the Electric-type interaction.

When the sparks faded and they could be seen again, Pachirisu was resting neatly atop a platform made of Ambipom’s interleaved tail-hands.


“That’s odd,” Ash said, frowning slightly.

“What is?” Brock replied.

Ash indicated the battle just starting now, the first one of that round of the Contest. “It’s only one Pokémon a side.”

“Oh, yeah, so it is,” Brock agreed. “Well, I guess it’s not necessary for them to have the same number of Pokémon in the different rounds. I hadn’t noticed, but then I don’t really need to pay attention to that kind of thing.”

“It might be interesting to do another Contest some time,” Ninetales volunteered. “I wonder if they do tag-team Contests?”

“That might be really cool, actually,” Ash said. “People having to get their Pokémon to work together to produce a good Appeal and a good Battle – it sounds like another good way to train cooperation.”

“Well, in my case I was more thinking about a duet,” Ninetales admitted. “It’s been a while since I last had a chance to spend time with Growlie – though I’ve asked, so hopefully he’ll be available some time soon.”

“I hope you do get a chance,” Brock told her. “Good luck with that.”

“Thank you,” Ninetales replied, flirting her tails around her. “It’s just one more reason to want all this nonsense over, of course.”


“Okay, guys,” Dawn said. “I checked, and I’m afraid we’ve ended up against Lila. I’m pretty sure she’s the biggest threat in the competition – with how she’s, you know, mom’s old rival and everything…”

“But we get her first,” Pachirisu finished. “Well, that’s going to be tricky… didn’t you face her last time, Ambipom?”

“Yeah, and her Delcatty is annoyingly dreamy,” Ambipom muttered, crossing her arms.

“If either of you wants to go ahead and do this one, that’ll be fine, but otherwise I might see who else wants to give it a go,” Dawn went on. “Obviously I can give anyone the nod, but I thought I’d see if anyone wanted it.”

Ambipom shook her head. “No, I already learned my lesson.”

“What about if she sends out her Cherrim instead?” Pachirisu asked. “Or another Pokémon entirely?”

“Learned my lesson,” Ambipom repeated. “Let someone else have it.”

“To be honest, if we’re thinking tactically, Quilava seems like the ideal choice for what Pokémon she has that we know about,” Buneary said. “He’s male, so he doesn’t have to worry about Cute Charm – at least, I assume so – and he’s got type advantage over Cherrim.”

“Why ‘you assume so’?” Pachirisu asked.

“Well, mostly probability. I’ve not seen him on any dates, but-”

“Oh, right.”

“That sounds like you’re recommending I ask Quilava?” Dawn said.

“Well… I think it’s the option most likely to mean you get the Ribbon, or at least the most likely to get you past Lila, but I don’t want you to pick Quilava,” Buneary said. “I want to give this a go myself.”

Dawn blinked. “…really? But what you said was some really good reasons…”

“Yes, but – this is more something I think of as a personal challenge,” Buneary explained.

“Then – of course,” Dawn told her. “If you want it, you’ve got it.”

“Thank you, Dawn,” Buneary said. “I’m grateful for the chance.”


“This should be an interesting face-off!” the announcer said. “On one side, our very own Tiger Lily, Lila, returning to Contests after more than a decade of hiatus! And, facing her, Dawn Berlitz – who, it turns out, is the daughter of the Coordinator who Lila fought in her previous Contest!”

Dawn blushed slightly. “I… kind of wish they hadn’t found that bit out…”

She shrugged it off, and threw Buneary’s Pokéball up once before catching it. Again, spinning the ball in mid-air before catching it again, and the announcer spoke up.

“Begin!”

This time, when Dawn threw the ball, Buneary came bursting out. She did a flip in mid-air, then landed with a tak with one forepaw down.

Opposite her, Lila sent out her Delcatty – who produced a little flicker of electrical energy when he landed, Shock Wave curling around his paws.

“Hm, this should be interesting,” he said. “I didn’t realize the first battle I had back on the Contest scene would be such an attractive Pokémon.”

He flicked his tail idly. “Any chance you could give the battle a miss? Your trainer doesn’t have to know, after all…”

Buneary blinked.

“…quite apart from anything else, you do know my trainer can understand you, right?” she asked.

“Hey, I’m just asking here,” Delcatty replied. “But if you want to fight, fine.”

He darted forwards, then back again – his tail flicking to one side and then the other, each one sparking off a Shock Wave which curved in around to attack Buneary from either side.

Both fists fizzing with a Thunderpunch, Buneary caught the attacks – caging them inside her paws – then clapped them together to produce a bang and a spherical pulse of electrical energy.

She kicked off from the ground, flipping over once, and came down in a High Jump Kick – taking her focus off her target for just a moment, looking into the crowd – and was surprised when her target burst in a cloud of smoke.

Delcatty came out of the cloud of smoke from his dispersed Substitute and flicked an Iron Tail at her, something which Buneary had to duck under to avoid and which nearly hit her.

More Shock Wave attacks came fizzing in, Delcatty rolling and painting with his tail and using it as an origin point for a continuous wave of Shock Wave attacks that sparked and curved around to follow Buneary. She jumped straight up to avoid them, putting together a Thunderbolt of her own to neutralize them, then had a better idea and instead sent her Thunderbolt back along the continuous line Delcatty had provided.

“There’s a lot of electrical attacks going on here,” the announcer observed, as Delcatty flicked the remains of the Thunderbolt off his tail. “Let’s see what we get next!”

What came next was an offensive move by Buneary, who lunged forwards with a Fire Punch – this one expanding out into a plus-size attack, a bunny paw three times larger than her real one, which caught Delcatty off guard and sent him sliding across the floor.


“I was wondering when she was going to start doing that,” Brock said. “She did it in the Wallace Cup, but I didn’t see it turning up until now.”

“Well, it does take a bit of concentration to boot up,” Pikachu supplied. “I think she wanted the gap in the electrical attacks.”

He frowned. “I’m more concerned about why she keeps losing focus and looking at us. It’s not really good practice.”


“You are kind of annoying,” Delcatty mrowled, darting forwards to swing an Iron Tail across. This time it didn’t carry an electrical charge – but instead a Water Pulse rolled off the tail, slapping at Buneary, and she switched elements from fire to ice and Ice Punched the Water Pulse into a pretty splash pattern which hardened into frost almost instantly.

Punching down with her other paw, she slid backwards along the ice she’d created – getting out of Delcatty’s threat zone – then switched back to fire and launched a burst of flame at her opponent.

Delcatty flicked his tail down, slicing the fire in half with another surge of water, and began to hum to himself.

The humming rose and fell, forming an odd harmonic, and Buneary frowned. She bounced from foot to foot, then Bounced into the air and formed a Shock Wave of her own between her paws. It grew big enough she had trouble keeping track of it, and she judged it for a moment before Thunder Punching it into a dozen little fragments.

They went everywhere, trembled, then began to home in on Delcatty, and the feline dodged one way and sent out his own electrical attack in a surging pulse even as he kept up his oddly soothing humming.

Buneary landed lightly from her Bounce, converting her momentum into a forwards lunge and a Drain Punch, and her gaze flicked up to the stands again just before she made contact. Delcatty used the moment of inattention to dodge back with a burst of Agility, but Buneary’s Drain Punch aura extended more than Delcatty was expecting and hit anyway.

There was a rush of drained energy which flowed through Buneary, but it didn’t seem to actually help – she was starting to feel unaccountably tired, despite the quick boost, and she shook her head a few times to try and clear the creeping pulses of fatigue washing over her.

The humming got louder, and Delcatty’s voice then peaked – forming a half-dozen brightly coloured musical notes which hung in the air before sweeping forwards towards Buneary.

“Ice Punch and Fire Punch – together – then Ice Beam!” Dawn called, and Buneary reacted quickly – not quite sure how it would help, but knowing that Dawn wouldn’t be saying it if it wasn’t going to do so. She punched both fists together, the two attacks forming a single splash of water, then shot an Ice Beam forwards.

The ice froze over the notes of the Sing attack, freezing them in place, and the shock of water against her also helped Buneary wake up a little – shaking off the lingering lassitude the Sing had attempted to induce in her.

Scowling, she shot a glare at Delcatty.

“It’s just tactics, sweetheart,” he replied, flirting his paw. “You understand, right?”


“Wow, that Delcatty is actually kind of a sleazeball,” Dawn said, frowning, then looked up at the scoreboard.

Buneary was in the lead, but not by much – Delcatty’s dodging and his own set of tricks had earned him plenty of points (or cost Buneary points, which was much the same thing) and she had the feeling he still had a trick or two in reserve.

“Right,” she decided. “Okay, Buneary, I guess there’s nothing for it. Lunar transformation!”


Pikachu blinked. “Wait, that one?”

“That sounds like you know what it is,” Brock observed.

“Well, yeah, I was part of the training,” Pikachu said. “This should be interesting.”


Buneary’s paws lit up again with ice, and she slammed them both into the ground – freezing it, making a kind of miniature ice rink around her.

Ice became electricity, and she began to spin in a graceful pirouette before rising off the ground in a Magnet Rise. That let her keep all the momentum of her spin, rotating quickly around as she put her paws together.

The electricity of the Thunderpunches began to flash across the little gap between them, faster and faster, and the ice holding in the notes of the Sing shattered – as did the notes themselves, producing a rising tune as Buneary finally touched her paws in a Flash.

When she landed, it was with a flaming aura from her now-Fire-Punch spreading over her entire body. Much of the ice melted away in a moment, and she posed before darting forwards in a fwoosh of flame.

Delcatty tracked her, ready to react by lunging in to make contact for his Cute Charm or lunge out to gain distance for a Water Pulse. His tail glowed, ready for an Iron Tail, but Buneary curved around to one side instead with her paws flaring bright orange and yellow as she used them to aid her traction.

Cutting around in a tight turn, she paused for just a moment as she reached Delcatty. Then she used Sky Uppercut, sending him flying into the air, and followed in a skirl of flames.

With her distinctly odd modification of Fire Punch running at full power, she looked like she had ears and legs twice as long as her real ones, and she used them as part of a rapid-fire volley of attacks as Delcatty went flying through the air. Several of her attacks scored only glancing blows, and a few of them even missed – largely because she was looking into the crowd, not at her opponent – but Delcatty barely noticed, because with an Agility fizzling through her Buneary could land enough attacks to keep him thoroughly off balance.

She pushed back away from Delcatty before they hit the ground, and the feline Normal-type twisted to land on his paws just as Buneary hit the ground as well.

“Shock Wave!” he called, firing off a powerful homing Electric attack at her, and Buneary caught it with a Thunderpunch – switching elements smoothly from Fire to Electric – and threw it back with a Thunderbolt on top, a combination which Delcatty only deflected with difficulty.

Buneary put her paws together, the glow around them condensing and forming a Focus Blast, and posed for a moment as she got ready to physically throw the attack at her opponent. “In the name of the moon-”

Then the bell went for the end of the time.


About half an hour later, with two more matches behind her, Dawn rejoined the others.

“Nice work!” Ash told her. “And all three of your Pokémon who took part, too, the Appeal was cool and I was really impressed with what Buneary was doing!”

“Thanks!” Buneary replied.

Pikachu coughed to get her attention, and she looked away from Ash to see what he wanted.

“Can I have a word?” he asked.

“Sure,” Buneary replied, following him a little way from the group. “What’s up?”

“I wanted to ask about what you were doing during that first battle,” Pikachu said. “You definitely did have the most trouble with that one, I think that’s something that was pretty obvious out there.”

“That’s how it felt,” Buneary agreed, more than a little ruefully. “That full-aura trick is really tiring to keep up.”

“That’s not really what I was worried about,” Pikachu replied. “You obviously took a few hits there which you really shouldn’t have done, and you kept looking away from the fight – why was that?”

Buneary blushed a little, then looked up. “Do you want to know?”

“That’s sort of why I asked,” Pikachu pointed out. “So, uh…”

Buneary nodded. “It’s because he has Cute Charm,” she replied. “And he was kind of sleazy, too, but Cute Charm is still Cute Charm.”

She fidgeted a little. “So I looked at you when I was attacking, because that helped me stay focused.”

Pikachu blinked.

“That’s… well, it’s kind of neat,” he admitted. “It’s a couple of other things too, but I’ll go with ‘neat’ for now.”

“Anything bad?” Buneary asked, worried.

“Not bad, no, just… I’m not really sure what to think about it,” Pikachu explained. “I think it’s good, but I’m having a little trouble parsing what kind of good feelings to have about it.”

Buneary relaxed. “I can live with that,” she decided.

She looked up at her trainer. “So, only one Ribbon left! I guess that means the final one’s up to the boys to get?”

“Depends if Togekiss wants a go,” Dawn replied. “But probably.”


“It’s nice to meet you,” Riley said, giving a respectful nod to the Porygon on his table.

And to meet you, Leo replied. I’m interested in learning a little about what it’s like for you here on Iron Island, in addition to my other duties.

“Yes, and my thanks for it,” Riley smiled. “There are few enough Aura adepts these days, and while I cannot be spared from Iron Island for long I can at least pass on my insights to others one way or another.”

I think we’re going to get on quite well, Leo said, then turned to Riley’s companion. And yourself?

Lucario bowed deeply. “For myself, I would be glad to hear of the achievements of Ash Ketchum’s companion, if you have stories of him.”

I do, yes, Leo confirmed. They’re mostly second hand, but that should be fine.

“Fine and more than fine,” Lucario agreed. “I do not mind our secluded life, but it is nice to hear of the outside world.”

In that case, I think I can be more than enough help for you, Leo decided. What would you say to watching a film tonight?


I wanted to check in on you, Damos stated. You are the one of the PoryDozen who is going to be on their own most of the time, keeping watch on the cloak.

I will be fine, Babbage replied. I have my own ways of passing the time. For example, I have calculated pi to the last decimal place.

…that’s impossible, Damos said carefully. It’s an irrational number.

Well, I’ve calculated it, Babbage insisted. It’s 10.00000.

Damos was silent.

Admittedly, that’s in base pi, Babbage added. Which is useless for just about any other number, since it turns almost any other number into total gibberish. But it makes you think.

Yes, it does, Damos agreed. It makes me think that an addendum is needed to Euclid’s Elements: nobody likes a smart-arse.

You’re too kind, Babbage chuckled electronically. But no, I’m going to spend my time writing – it’s why I volunteered for this mission, actually. I’ve got all my references, I’m just going to spend the time writing and getting the occasional update.

So long as you’re enjoying yourself, Damos replied.

Babbage signed off, and Damos vocalized a sigh before moving on to the next member of the group. Fenris. How are things going?


AN:


And back to the regularly scheduled Pokémon Journey, already in progress.






274. Sinnoh 33


“Was that all we had to handle in Celestic?” Mewtwo checked.

“I… yeah, I think so,” Ash replied. “There was a thing with Galactic, last time, but they did it a while ago this time around. So I guess… there isn’t really anything else.”

“That’s fine,” Mewtwo nodded. “I did visit the museum, which was nice, and checked in on everyone back at PsiTech. We can move on to… where was it this time?”

“Hearthome, I think,” Ash said. “I need to pick up Fantina’s badge!”

“Why didn’t you pick it up last time through?” Mewtwo asked.

“Well… huh, I guess I forgot to check,” Ash blinked. “Last time around we kept having trouble meeting Fantina, she was always busy somewhere else – but we never did check if she was in when we passed through Hearthome.”

“It’s probably for the best,” Pikachu said, shrugging. “Because reasons? Anyway, if it were actively a problem I think Celebi would have told us.”

“That’s a tricky thing to rely on,” Brock frowned. “I get your point, but we should really think though what we’re doing rather than just base it on ‘Celebi hasn’t complained yet’ logic. We already know she’s not infallible.”

“Do you talk about Celebi in the singular or the plural?” Dawn asked. “Even if there’s just one of her they can be in multiple places at once, which is sort of the definition of the plural.”

“That’s an odd one,” Brock chuckled. “I don’t think our language really has the right words for it. I wonder if Celebi have the right words for it.”

“I’m sure they do,” Dawn said. “Problem is, the words are all ‘Celebi’.”

Ash chuckled, then shrugged. “Well, I guess we’d better get going-”

“Not so fast!”

The friends turned, seeing a familiar figure striding towards them with arm outstretched.

“Oh, hey Barry,” Dawn waved. “Didn’t we see you a few days ago at the Summer Academy?”

“Correct!” Barry agreed. “But that’s not what I’m here about!”

He pointed at Ash. “I challenge you to a battle! Or I’ll fine you… a lot of money!”

Ash blinked. “I… well, I guess that’s okay, but… why did you just say ‘a lot of money’?”

“Well, I don’t know how much money you have,” Barry replied reasonably. “So you could be really rich or just making enough to get by. And I didn’t want to fine you way more money than you actually have, because that way if you said no and ended up crippled by debt then it would give you trouble saving the world, and I like the world because all my stuff is here – it would be most of my stuff not all my stuff, but the space agency down in Hoenn doesn’t return my calls.”

He shrugged. “And if you’re really really rich, then you might be able to say no without being worried about the money at all, which would admittedly be kind of cool because then I’d be rich but it’d also mean that I couldn’t have the battle and I do want the battle as well.”

Now finished with his list, Barry spread his hands. “See? That’s logical, right?”

“Technically, that’s logical,” Mewtwo said. “The premises may be flawed, but his conclusions given the premises do seem like accurate representations of the outcomes.”


As the conversation continued, Prinplup waved Pikachu over.

“I just wanted to let you guys know… sorry,” he said. “I know our trainer is a bit obsessive… okay, a lot obsessive… but he does have a good heart.”

“He seems kinda nuts, if you ask me,” Zorua contributed, loping over. “How long has he been that nuts?”

“Hey, he’s not nuts,” Prinplup replied. “Or at least not in the way you’re thinking. He’s got some, um… crazy ideas… but that’s not really him being crazy so much as him trying to make sense of a crazy situation.”

“I don’t get you,” Zorua replied bluntly.

“Zorua,” Buneary sighed, jumping down from Dawn’s bag. “You could at least show some manners.”

“I could, but I won’t,” Zorua retorted. “If I really need to have a good reputation I’ll just turn into some other Pokémon, like a Furfrou, and be the very picture of good manners.”

“So what do you mean about crazy situation?” Lucario asked, trying to get everyone back on track.

Prinplup blinked a bit at the size of his audience, now up to four Pokémon directly listening. “Well, ah-”

Smeargle raised a paw. “Allow me.”

He waved at Ash. “Our trainer has been interested in what Ash can do for a while, and quite simply your trainer’s abilities make no sense and his Pokémon collection is ridiculous. What Barry has done is conclude based on that that there is something unusual about Ash, and it is from there that he has begun speculating.”

The Normal-type took out a piece of card, and began drawing expertly on it with flicks of his tail. “While it’s true that most of the theories he comes up with must be false, it is also the case that there must be some theory which is true – if not more than one – and Barry is hoping that by a process of random selection he can find a set of explanations which line up and explain everything in the most parsimonious manner.”

There was silence for a few seconds, as they all took in the diagram – showing jigsaw-puzzle pieces labelled with things like ‘aliens?’ and ‘secret legendary plan’ and ‘just luck’.

“Um… okay,” Pikachu said, blinking. “I… well, thanks for explaining?”

“My pleasure,” Smeargle replied.

“Well, anyway, what I was saying was that I didn’t really like it when people call him crazy,” Prinplup amplified. “Because he’s a bit weird, yeah, but he’s also trying a legitimate way of solving a problem, and one which couldn’t easily be solved in a conventional way.”

He waved a flipper. “Besides, it’s not like you can talk, Zorua.”

“Hey!” Zorua complained. “Ash is the crazy one! My trainer’s perfectly sensible.”

“I’m sure,” Prinplup replied. “By the way, when was the last time he had a gym battle?”

“…I don’t think I like your face.”


“So where are we going to have the battle?” Ash asked, taking his Aaron hat off. “Any preference?”

“Well, I guess the most visually impressive battlefield nearby!” Barry replied. “Nowhere else would work nearly as well!”

Mewtwo raised his hand, and snapped his fingers.

With a flash, they were suddenly stood on an island in a lake with a high mountain range all around them.

“Oh, hey!” someone called. “Mewtwo, you’re back! And Ash – and Brock, and who are these?”

Mewtwo smiled, locating Riolutwo. Yes, I’m back, though I’m afraid not for very long. One of Ash’s friends – that’s Barry here – challenged him to a battle. The other is Dawn.

“Oh, Dawn, right,” Riolutwo said. “Yeah, I remember hearing about her now.”

As he approached to shake first Dawn’s hand and then Barry’s, the other Mount Quena clones arrived in ones and twos to watch.

“Where are we?” Barry asked. “Wait, that was a teleport, so we could be anywhere, and those Pokémon have all kinds of odd markings! Is this where Ash found Mewtwo and beat him in a battle to earn the right to have him as a Pokémon? Are these all Pokémon who are mutated to be really powerful by Mewtwo’s sheer psychic power?”

Smeargle swirled his tail over a sign, then held it up for his trainer to see.

All signs point to no.

“Aww, okay,” Barry sighed, then brightened. “At least this looks like a great place to battle! Though, hey, are we still on Earth?”

He jumped up and down experimentally a few times, then checked his Pokétch, and nodded. “Well, either we’re still on Earth or we’re on a space station with enough artificial gravity to make it feel like it and close enough to Sinnoh to not give me roaming charges, so close enough! Let’s have that battle!”

A few of the Quena clones exchanged baffled looks.

“Oh, yeah!” Barry added. “I’m going to use a flying Pokémon first, just so you know!”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Thanks for the warning.”

I will be acting as referee and linesPokémon, Mewtwo informed them both. Go.

Ash sent out his Gliscor, and Barry’s own Pokémon – a Staravia – emerged a moment later.

“Think you’re ready with those new tricks?” Ash called up.

“You bet!” Gliscor agreed. “I’m really going to make the rest of you proud!”

She dipped sideways, dropping out of the sky fast enough that it looked like she was about to crash into the beach, then pulled up and trailed her tail along the beach to produce a Sand-Attack.

The sting on her tail flicked it up, and she pulled up and dragged the sand along with her as she climbed to a fighting altitude.

“Close in for a Wing Attack!” Barry called, and his Staravia screeched before plunging down out of the sky towards his fellow Flying-type. Gliscor tracked him on the way in, then rolled just as Staravia was about to reach her.

There was a poomf as Staravia hit a cloud of densely packed sand instead of the Gliscor he was expecting to attack, and fluttered a bit awkwardly before recovering.

“Hey, that was great!” Ash called.

“Yeah, it was so cool!” Gliscor agreed, swooping around to entrain the sand in her slipstream again. “Thanks for helping me with it, Flygon!”

Barry blinked, then looked down at Smeargle. “What was that move? It looked kind of like Protect but Protect looks different.”

Smeargle’s tail made a few looping shapes on another of his ubiquitous canvasses, and held it up.

“Oh, right, Sand Tomb!” Barry said. “I get it! That’s a pretty cool trick, sure, but I bet it’s got problems too – Staravia, use Steel Wing this time!”

Staravia’s wings pumped the air, accelerating him into an attack run, then he dove abruptly. His wings shimmered silver-steel as he bottomed out of the dive, and he came at Gliscor from below instead of attacking from the direction she’d been planning. Her Sand Tomb defence misfired, aimed at the wrong direction, and the Steel Wing knocked her higher in the sky before she rolled and recovered – striking back straight away with a Fire Fang attack, which Staravia blocked with his claws before trying for a Quick Attack.


Pikachu craned his neck to see what Smeargle had written on his board, and the Normal-type tilted it a little so Pikachu could have a good look.

It was a landscape painting of the Pyramids, rendered in reds and yellows and whites to show the landmark just as the sun slipped below the horizon and tinted the whole sky red.

“You didn’t just write Sand Tomb?” Pikachu asked, and Smeargle shrugged.


“Aqua Tail!” Gliscor announced, her tail bubbling with water as she swept it towards her opponent. He dodged out of the way of a direct hit, but the spray of water coming off it still made contact – making Staravia flick his wings to shake the droplets off, before rolling to fly alongside her for a moment.

“Why do you keep calling out your attacks?” he asked. “You don’t have to give me the warning, and I can tell you’re strong enough to do the attacks without a reminder.”

“Look out!” Barry called suddenly, and Staravia looked around in confusion – spotting half-a-dozen large rocks flying through the air towards him just in time, and chopping one in half with his wing before the rest mobbed him.

“Because otherwise you wouldn’t get complacent?” Gliscor suggested, as her Stealth Rock began trying to force him towards the ground.

Staravia flailed about with his wings, hacking at the obstructions as he fell, then there was a sudden flare of white light from inside the cloud of offensively-minded rocks.

He did a fast roll, wings slashing out, and smashed all the remaining animated stones to powder with a Close Combat attack.

“Huh,” Gliscor said, as Staraptor climbed back towards her. “Was wondering when that was going to happen next.”

She thickened the sand she was carrying into a Sand Tomb shield, then grabbed onto it with all four legs and threw it at Staraptor – dissolving it back into loose sand just before impact, to try and throw his aim off.

Then it was all a whirl of close combat moves and Thunder Fang attempts.


“This is pretty impressive stuff,” Togekisstwo said, watching the aerial battle. “Gliscor are supposed to be mostly gliding Pokémon, right? They can’t flap very hard, or they’re not supposed to.”

“Look who’s talking,” Pidgeottwo chuckled. “You’re a delta-wing flyer, I’m not a hundred percent sure how you generate flight momentum in the first place.”

The Fairy-type shrugged her expansive wings. “Fair enough.”

She glanced aside. “Any of the rest of you want to contribute?”

“With what?” Pikachutwo asked. “I’m certainly not a flying-type expert. Maybe Charizardtwo has another opinion, though.”

The big Fire-type shrugged. “I’d just use wings if I wanted to fly.”

“That’s kind of the point of the discussion.”


Gliscor dove towards the ground, side-slipping away from Staraptor’s Wing Attack hammerblows, and pulled up just as she was about to hit the beach.

Staraptor followed a little behind, at first diving to the same level as his opponent – then pulling up a little so he didn’t end up in the sand trail Gliscor’s tail and claws were throwing up from the beach, contenting himself for the moment in sending a slapping Tailwind forwards to try and blow the sand clear or make Gliscor make a movement mistake.

The Tailwind blew more sand up into the air, hiding Gliscor entirely from sight for a moment… then didn’t settle back down, and Staraptor blinked.

“What-”

“Head up!” Barry called. “Then build up some speed and Brave Bird through the cloud!”

Staraptor decided that was as good a plan as any, and soared skywards to gain more height and thus more momentum. Once he was high enough, he performed an outside loop and dove back towards the outer edge of the cloud – rolling so he was the right way up, and building up speed for his Brave Bird.

The sand continued to swirl, but Staraptor had picked up easily enough momentum to avoid having trouble with the building Sandstorm itself. He didn’t hit anything, but nothing hit him either – though a flicker of cold on his wings suggested he’d barely evaded an Ice Fang – and when he glanced back behind him he saw a tunnel in the sandstorm blasted by his wake.

It quickly ‘healed up’, flowing back to make it a continuous cloud, and Staraptor flew around in a wide curve to make a second attack. Four powerful wingbeats sped him along his path, and he plunged into the cloud at top Brave Bird speed-

-and hit the beach.

It was only a glancing blow, but it badly staggered him – bleeding off much of his momentum in a cloud of sandspray, and breaking the power of his attack. He staggered through the air, trying to recover, only to discover his wings feeling heavy and impossible to use properly – covered in sand trying to foul his feathers and ruin their aerodynamics.

He transitioned his wings to Steel Wing and beat them hard, driving off most of the sand, but the seconds of slow movement had cost him – Gliscor hammered him with a Thunder Fang attack, paralyzing him and sending him crashing into the lake offshore.

“Phew,” Gliscor said, more than a little tired. “Good battle!”

She looked down. “You okay?”

Staraptor’s head broke the surface. “Yeah, let’s go with ‘okay’… how did you do that?”

“Ground type,” Gliscor replied, focusing, and landed on a floating platform of sand.

“I’m going to repeat my question,” Staraptor said, nodding towards the sand platform.

“Ground and Flying type.”

Staraptor seemed unsatisfied with the answer, but then vanished in a beam of red light.

“All right, that’s one!” Barry said. “Now it’s time for my next Pokémon!”


“Do you think you’re okay for this?” Ash asked.

“Yep!” Gible agreed, with a nod. “I’ve been taking lessons! I’m almost fifty percent sure I’ll hit the right target!”

Piplup Returned himself.

“You know fifty percent means half, right?” Pikachu checked. “Do you mean you think it’s more likely you’ll miss than hit?”

“Well, the other Pokémon’s going to be dodging, right?” Gible asked, tilting his head. “I think fifty percent is pretty good, given that.”

He frowned. “I can try for better if you want?”

“It’s probably best to try to do as well as you can,” Ash said. “But even so… Togekisstwo, can you be on lookout? It’s possible Gible’s attacks might go a bit wide, and better safe than sorry.”

I’m handling that, Mewtwo reminded him. Don’t worry.

“Thanks,” Ash said, waving to Mewtwo.

“Hey, how come that Pokémon’s Togekisstwo?” Barry asked. “I thought Mewtwo was called that because Mewtwo was like Mew but different, but the only difference between that and Dawn’s Togekiss that I saw once is that that Togekiss has different markings. Is that what makes it Togekisstwo?”

Mewtwo sighed. Before I answer that question, Barry, I have a question for you first. Are you actually able to keep something quiet rather than saying it for everyone to hear?

“Well… not really, but I say everything anyway,” Barry said. “I know not everything I think of can be true, and I know most of it has to be false, but if I think of enough things then something’s going to be true, right?”

My apologies, but I don’t feel comfortable explaining it, Mewtwo informed him. But I must admit that I admire your self-understanding. It is a good quality to have.

“Thanks!” Barry replied, then put a hand to his chin. “Hmm, now I’m going to have to guess…”

His Prinplup poked him in the side, and Barry jolted. “Huh?”

The Water-type indicated Gible, waiting for his battle, and Barry nodded in realization. “Right! Okay, you can have the battle!”

“But… that’s not what I was-” Prinplup began, then shrugged. “Ah well, it’ll do.”

“Oh, yeah, before I forget!” Barry added. “Thanks for evolving my Staravia into Staraptor, Ash! It’s really helpful!”

“Well, it’s not really something I have any kind of control over, except being there or not,” Ash shrugged. “But I’m glad that worked out well for you.”

“Hey, have you ever discovered an entirely new Pokémon evolution with your super evolution power?” Barry asked.

“Well, I think a couple of new Mega-Evolutions got noticed while around me,” Ash replied. “But that doesn’t really count…”


Begin, Mewtwo intoned.

Gible immediately sprang into action, diving into the sandy soil of the island with a crunch and vanishing underground.

“Mewtwo?” Brock asked. “Why is there so much sand around here? This isn’t a seaside island, so shouldn’t it be something else?”

I actually brought the sand in from elsewhere, Mewtwo explained. I wanted the island to be a bit more picturesque, so I modified it to fit. It wasn’t too hard, I purchased all the materials from a supply company.

“I was wondering,” Brock said. “I’d have expected either very coarse rocks or very fine rock flour, depending on whether there’d been glaciers.”

He looked around. “It’s a very impressive job.”

Some Diglett gave me advice on it.

Gible stuck his head out of the beach and fired a Dragon Pulse at Prinplup, who dodged a little too late and took a glancing hit.

“Water attack!” Barry called.

Prinplup’s flippers flashed white.

“How come you’re not attacking?” Barry asked, as Prinplup stood there – flippers occasionally pulsing with light.

“He’s underground!” Prinplup replied – then Gible burst out of the ground again, firing a burst of Dragonbreath.

Prinplup whirled, slashing his flippers across, and water came bursting out of them in a wave. Each formed a kind of crescent-shaped beam, and dug a furrow in the soil which intersected with the other beam at Gible’s location.

The watery impact sent the Ground-type dragon sliding backwards in a cloud of dust, and Prinplup repeated the trick to send more water beams flashing foewards.

This time they were stopped short by a blast of dragonfire, blowing away the dust to show Gible standing at the end of a long scrape in the earth, and Gible looked down before using a powerful Dragon Pulse to launch himself high into the sky.

“Foul!” Barry called.

“How is that a foul?” Dawn asked. “Flying without being an official flying type is pretty common, especially with Ash’s Pokémon after Mawile took it on as a hobby.”

“That’s not what I mean!” Barry insisted. “I mean it’s emotional distress! The whole reason why Prinplup is learning that water jet attack is so he can fly with it, like that gym leader in Johto does with her Empoleon!”

That’s not a valid reason for a foul, even assuming it was intentional, Mewtwo informed him. Which it wasn’t. We allow moves like Attract and… well, most Dark type moves…

“Oh, yeah, good point,” Barry agreed. “Okay, Prinplup, take him down! And stay on the move!”

Prinplup nodded, conjuring more water, and slashed it upwards at the still-flying form of Gible. The first attack missed, then the second scored a glancing hit, and the third went wide as Gible fired out a Dragon Pulse to keep him airborne.

“Dodge!” Barry called, pointing, and Prinplup looked up for just long enough to see where the attack was going before diving forwards onto his front. His flippers produced a quick burst of water, and he skated forwards far enough to get out of the attack before standing back up.

“Keep dodging!” Barry shouted, but Prinplup had barely had time to react before the Dragon Pulse scored a direct hit on him.

“How did that work?” Dawn asked, blinking. “That didn’t seem right…”

Overhead, Gible unleashed a Draco Meteor attack. The attack produced a shower of dozens of glowing orange meteors, a few of which collided with one another to explode overhead – just as the rest of them came hurtling down towards Prinplup.

The Water-type began flicking blades of water up at the sky, aiming for the meteors which were about to actually hit him, only to realize that the ones he’d thought were going to miss were actually changing course to come directly for him.

“Well-” Prinplup began, then vanished under a haze of orange explosions.


“That was odd,” Dawn said.

“What, the homing in thing?” Ash asked. “That happens to Piplup all the time, though it’s pretty impressive he got it working for-”

“No, that’s not what I mean,” Dawn said, pointing to the ground some way in front of them.

As Gible came down to a landing with a quick green jet of Dragonbreath, Ash looked at what she meant.

The meteors which had collided in mid-air hadn’t come down towards Barry’s Prinplup like the rest of them. Instead the fragments had rained down in an irregular circle near Dawn, forming a crude but recognizable drawing of a Piplup.

A final Draco Meteor orb came down and hit in the middle of the drawing, obliterating it.

“Sorry, my attacks all kind of… default,” Gible said. “At least I’m getting better at aiming at my actual target!”

A water blade flicked out, bowling him over, and he dug underground just as soon as he stopped rolling.

The pressure of the blade attack – along with three more a moment later – dispersed the dust cloud, and Barry whooped.

“All right!” he called. “Empoleon! Now, go get that Dragon type!”

Empoleon walked over to the hole Gible had left, pointed one flipper down the hole, and fired a massive blast of water. The pressure looked like it was about to knock him over, but he held it on target – and Gible came rocketing out of the ground some distance away in a geyser of water, spinning end-over-end from the unbalanced blast which had knocked him into the sky.

“Draco Meteor!” Ash called.

Gible duly began using Draco Meteor, sending out orange orbs of light in all directions, which began curving in mid-air to home in on Barry’s newly evolved Empoleon. The Water-type began defending himself again, while overhead Gible used the respite to use jets of Dragon Pulse to control his tumble and get back on course.

Ash, Dexter said suddenly. How close were you to Ethan when he evolved? That evolution was the first Porygon2 there has ever been.

“Oh, yeah, that’s a good point,” Ash agreed, as muted explosions and the sound of dragon-jet-blasts echoed across the water around them. “What about when you evolved to Porygon-whatever?”

I wasn’t even in the same dimension as you, I checked the time stamps.

“That’s pretty cool!” Barry declared. “So do you think your Pidgeot or Keldeo or Mewtwo is going to evolve? What about your Pikachu?”

The first three were far fetched enough, but that last one is ridiculous.


“So, what do you think of their style?” Venusaurtwo asked.

The Pokémon he was talking to, an Espeon evolved from Eeveetwo, flicked her tail across. “I… well, it’s certainly impressive,” she said. “I like the flight particularly, though the water sword beam things are also quite worthy of note.”

“Yes, I can see that,” Venusaurtwo nodded. “Any thoughts on how they’d integrate into the militia?”

“Well, now,” Espeontwo said, thinking. “I think that Gible would be best on an aerial squad – I’d probably break up our flying squad into two halves and mix in another Pokémon or two who can almost manage full flight, rather than just adding him to that section, though.”

“That makes sense to me,” Venusaurtwo agreed amiably. “Though I’m not exactly an expert in tactics.”

“Well, I’ve mostly learned from books, but that’s what training’s for,” Espeontwo replied, glad for the confidence of her friend.

Both of them were startled out of their discussion by a sudden blast, louder than the norm.


Sliding along fast enough to throw off the aim of the incoming Dragon Pulse, Empoleon canted sideways a little towards a rocky shelf some way along the beach. He rolled, flicking a water beam upwards to disrupt the incoming Dragon Pulse, then continued his roll so he was back on his belly.

Digging in both flippers, Empoleon wrenched himself in a three-quarters forwards flip to land upright. Bracing himself, he sent waves of water slashing up towards Gible – then used Ice Beam, sending a blast of freezing cold elemental energy up at the water turning into droplets all around Gible.

The Ground/Dragon switched from Dragon Pulse to Flamethrower, buffering the icy-cold attacks so they were manageable, and moved his head side-to-side a bit to increase the coverage. That reduced his thrust, though, and it also meant that Empoleon was no longer having to focus on defence – his attacks getting more powerful as he got up to speed, and putting Gible under more pressure.

“Draco Meteor!” Ash ordered.

Gible used Draco Meteor, and the explosion blew away the cloud of water as well as launching him much higher into the air than he’d already been. Several of the meteors survived, as well, coming down to home in on Empoleon from all sides, and the half-Steel-type pointed both flippers down before using Hydro Pump on full power.

The blast of water let him rise just a little, and he got a clear shot for an Ice Beam – one which shot between two Draco Meteors, sliced through the Dragonbreath that Gible was using to control his spin, and scored a direct hit.

Then Empoleon was too busy dealing with exploding repeatedly for several seconds, and when he stopped tumbling end-over-end he was about ten feet deep in the lake. Rising back up to the surface and sculling over to shore, he looked around to see Gible – and finally spotted him, hurtling back down to splash into the lake about where Empoleon had been.

Encased in a block of ice.

“Fire Fang!” Ash called. “Melt that ice!”

Gible didn’t respond, and Mewtwo teleported over to examine the floating Giblescicle more closely.

It appears he has been knocked out, Mewtwo said. That gives Empoleon the win.

“Great work!” Barry called. “Huh, I actually wasn’t sure if that would happen… well, I guess that means it’s one each!”

He returned Empoleon with a flash of red light, and nodded to Smeargle. Then he hesitated.

“Hey, uh – is it okay if you use as many Pokémon as possible? I’m trying to build up Smeargle’s move collection since I worked out that seeing moves on TV wasn’t enough to actually Sketch them, which is kind of odd because a TV screen is showing an image and paintings are images too – I guess Smeargle really believe in life painting? But anyway, is that okay?”

“I… well, I guess if you don’t mind me switching out Pokémon a lot,” Ash agreed, a bit dubiously.

“Great!” Barry declared. “All right, Smeargle, let’s do this!”

Smeargle looked up at his trainer, did something fantastically complex with his eyebrows, then walked out onto the field.

“Okay, right…” Ash said. “What would be a good Pokémon to start with… Buizel, you go first!”

Buizel emerged from his Pokéball in a flicker of light, and took in the situation at a glance before sprinting towards Smeargle. He jumped into the air halfway to his target, and activated an Aqua Jet to boost at Smeargle faster – flicking two water projectiles at Smeargle before pulling up and away to set up another attack run.

Quick as a flash, Smeargle began flicking his tail back and forth. The paint formed brush strokes which solidified into a Protect dome, and Buizel’s attacks splashed off. Even as they did, however, Smeargle was making another picture in mid-air, and sent it off to fly up and home in on Buizel with a flourish.

Not best pleased by being targeted by one of his own attacks, Buizel did a flip-and-dive in mid-air and transitioned from a regular Aqua Jet to an Ice Aqua Jet.

Smeargle used Sketch to produce another protective dome, and Buizel reacted in time to avoid running into it – flipping again to hover, then resuming his dive as the shield collapsed. The addition of the ice to the Aqua Jet made it hit harder, bowling Smeargle over, though the Normal-type bounced back almost none the worse for wear.

As Buizel looped around for his next attack run, aiming to land for some close-in combat, Smeargle drew a spiral in the air which spun up once. It produced a sudden blur of motion as it turned into a Whirlwind, and Buizel whirled away in a gust of wind before dematerializing into his Pokéball.

Ash sent out his next Pokémon, Corphish, and the crustacean gave Smeargle a long look.

As he did, Buizel came back out of his Pokéball again. “Hey, wasn’t I doing this?”

“Sorry, this is my fight now,” Corphish replied, scuttling to the side a little. He flicked both claws out to the side, and ignited his Shellsabers with a flash of red light.

Smeargle Sketched the move, holding his tail in guard position, and spun it a couple of times before advancing.


“What they were talking about over there got me thinking,” Meowthtwo mrowled, sitting down and scratching idly at his left paw with a claw on his right. “You’ve not evolved, but you’re a genetic clone – not a full physical copy. Right?”

“Well, yes,” Pikachutwo agreed. “And with some of those tweaks that Father put in… but I’m not sure I see your point.”

“Your baseline hasn’t evolved, and doesn’t want to evolve – and possibly can’t evolve, because of that thing with the Thunderstone we heard about,” Meowthtwo said, rolling over onto his back for a moment before coming back upright and starting to lick his paw. “But you could. Ever considered it?”

“I… well, not really,” Pikachutwo admitted. “It never really occurred to me…”

“I was just thinking, you know there’s an Alolan variant of Raichu?” Meowth went on. “It occurred to me that you’re a big fan of Mewtwo, and an Alolan Raichu is kinda similar in some ways.”

“That’s… hmm,” Pikachutwo said. “I’m not sure, but I will think about it…”


Smeargle spun his tail once, blocking a blow from one of Corphish’s Razor Shells, then flicked it in the other direction to stop the attack coming from the other arm.

“Impressive, most impressive,” Corphish noted, scuttling back a step and crossing his blades – making them hiss and fizz with water droplets as they rubbed against one another. “But you still have much to learn.”

He uncrossed the shellsabers and swung them in from both sides at different heights. Smeargle reacted with a quick shape drawn in the air, then Bounced out of the trap – coming down to land on top of Corphish’s head, before rolling forwards to end up behind the Water-type.

Corphish reversed his direction in a moment, slashing away again once he was facing in the right direction, and Smeargle blocked his attacks with a dodge-parry-riposte combination that struck a glancing blow.

In reply, Ash’s Pokémon switched from Razor Shell to Bubblebeam, filling the air with white projectiles that forced Smeargle to retreat. Corphish pressed his advantage, firing on the run from one claw while winding up a Crabhammer with the other.

Smeargle drew a spiral in the air, then invoked it to Whirlwind another of Ash’s Pokémon off the field.

“Huh, okay,” Ash said. “Torterra!”

“How come you’re calling for Torterra instead of sending him out?” Barry asked. “Is this some kind of summoning thing, like you just call out the name of a Pokémon and they appear?”

“Usually no,” Ash replied. “But Torterra said he was going to watch-”

Before Ash finished the sentence, space tore open and Torterra stepped out.

Ash glanced at Barry, who seemed to be lost for words, then shrugged. “All right, Torterra, you know what to do!”

Torterra nodded as the portal closed behind him, and set his stance. He powered up an Energy Ball, and fired it at Smeargle – though the Normal-type quickly blocked with a Light Screen, then drew a circle in mid-air and produced an Energy Ball to fire right back.

Torterra took the attack stoically, letting it deflect off his shell, and used his second Energy Ball to charge up before flicking a stream of Razor Leaves at his opponent.

Smeargle turned and ran, drawing a line on the ground with his tail and diving behind it, and a Stone Edge sprang up to block the leaves and give him a moment of cover. He used it to draw two more Energy Balls, taking one in each hand, then resumed running as Torterra blew the cover to bits with an Energy Ball of his own.

Throwing first one and then the other, freeing his arms, Smeargle took the base of his tail-tip in one paw and switched back to using Razor Shell. Thus equipped, he blocked two Energy Balls in quick succession, and Barry whooped in triumph as Ash’s Grass-type paused to rethink.

Torterra’s next Energy Ball was twice as big, and hit just far enough away that Smeargle couldn’t reach it to block it. The blast was big enough to knock Smeargle off his feet regardless, and he flipped once before coming down to a landing with an oof.

“Switch!” Barry instructed, and Smeargle drew out the spiral in mid-air to Whirlwind away his latest opponent.


“I’m not very familiar with how Pokémon battles go, but that seems a little unusual to me,” Fearowtwo said. “Doesn’t that look strange to you?”

Ninetalestwo shrugged her tails. “I couldn’t possibly comment.”

She hummed. “Though it is impressive to blow away such a large Pokémon.”


“Okay, I guess-” Ash began, before one of his Pokéballs opened by itself.

“Right, I’ve had quite enough of not getting some wingilism in,” Staraptor declared. “It’s my turn!”

“What in the name of a dictionary is wingilism?” Pikachu asked.

“It’s like pugilism, except it uses wings,” Staraptor replied. “It’s a perfectly cromulent word.”

“Now I know you’re trying to be funny,” Pikachu muttered.

“I’m not sure why you’re so hostile to my neologizing,” Staraptor said, flying a little higher. “All right, I’ve heard about how you work! You’re a Pokémon who copies moves other Pokémon do – so I’ve got a trick to beat you, I’ll do things you can only do with body parts that you don’t have!”

Stooping into a dive, he used Wing Attack – cuffing Smeargle before he could respond, using one wing and then the other to juggle his opponent and knock him down towards the water’s edge.

Twisting into a position that would let him land softly, Smeargle rolled once, and his tail brush made an odd looping motion as Staraptor came in again.

“Remember he can do older attacks too!” Ash warned, and Staraptor nodded – most of his attention on his attack run.

This time he’d gone higher, picking up momentum for his plunge, and slowed just a little as Smeargle began sketching – ready to react to whatever move Smeargle would throw at him.

Then the Normal-type drew himself some wings and took off into the sky.

“Huh, that’s new,” Staraptor admitted. “Guess I accidentally gave him Fly…”


“I kind of wonder where that Smeargle is going to go, one of these days,” Brock said, as they watched the canine artist wing-fencing in mid-air with Ash’s burly Flying-type.

“Well, I’ve known Barry for a while, and I think the answer is probably ‘space’,” Dawn replied. “I guess the question of how is the trickier bit, but I wouldn’t put it past him to put together a way somehow…”

Brock nodded, and then winced as Smeargle dismissed his wings. “Is that a problem?”

“It looks more like a strategy,” Dawn frowned. “That was just a bit too deliberate – yeah, look.”

Smeargle’s brush flicked around him as he drew out a Water Pulse ball, then let go of it just in front of him and re-sketched his wings. With both him and the ball falling at the same speed, it was still there when he was finished with the wings – and he snagged it in his feet before pulling up, bottoming out about twenty feet above the ground and rising higher into the air once more.

“I think he was aiming to reach the bottom lower than that,” Dawn mused. “It would be more dramatic, and Barry may not be a Coordinator picking up Ribbons but he’s really into the spectacle side of things anyway.”

As she spoke, Smeargle flew up towards Staraptor – then lobbed the ball and did a little flip to let the ball move ahead of him, before powering after it with strong flaps of his sketch-construct wings.

Staraptor dodged aside, moving so the ball would miss him, and Smeargle flapped both wings to slap out a sudden gust of wind. That made the ball detonate, blowing a sudden powerful wave of water at Staraptor too fast for his dodge to allow, and his trajectory wavered just enough for Smeargle to take advantage of.

The pure Normal-type got in the first Wing Attack, managing two blows before Staraptor got going himself, and half-a-dozen attacks from each side flashed back and forth in quick succession until Staraptor managed to get in a Close Combat.

Smeargle shielded with both wings, which shattered under the blow, and went flying towards the water. As he went, he drew another spiral, and hit Staraptor with a Whirlwind just like most of the other Pokémon he’d battled.

“I’m… not sure how that even worked,” Dawn admitted. “How does hitting a Flying-type with a gust of wind in the sky mean they go back into their Pokéball?”

“Not sure,” Brock admitted. “Smeargle doesn’t look worried.”

The Normal-type’s tail flicked across by his feet, forming a shape out of coloured paint-or-ink which then flaked away to reveal the reality of a surfboard.

Thus prepared for a Surf, Smeargle splashed down into the water and sculled back over to the shoreline.

“I wonder who’s next,” Brock mused.


“My turn, I think,” Lucario declared, stepping forwards as Smeargle dismissed his Surfboard.

“All right, this should be great!” Barry declared. “Get ready, Smeargle!”

Smeargle readied his tail, and Lucario spun up an Aura Sphere – then threw it, sending it arcing towards the Normal-type.

Barry’s Pokémon dodged to the left, leading the attack into an instant wall he created with a Stone Edge, then Sketched his own Aura Sphere and threw it right back.

Lucario blocked the Aura Sphere with a Force Palm spike that shattered it into pieces, and then charged up his own Aura Sphere – letting it grow larger until it was about a foot and a half across, before suddenly crushing it between his paws.

Tiny seeker-spheres fanned out in all directions before homing in on Smeargle, and the Normal-type Sketched quickly to copy it and retaliate in kind.

He got a normal Aura Sphere.

That confused him for just long enough that one of the seeker spheres clipped him, and then so did all the rest at once.


“Huh, I guess move copying has limits!” Barry said, looking up at the flying beagle.

He adjusted his position left a bit, and neatly caught Smeargle as he landed. “I guess that means you win. Great match!”

“Yeah, it was fun,” Ash agreed.

Mewtwo clapped, and they were back where they’d left from.

“Oh, and thanks for evolving my Prinplup!” Barry added, returning Smeargle. “See you guys later!”


“Okay,” Aaron said, sitting down on a convenient rock.

“Hey!” the rock said, shaking a fist at him.

“Sorry,” Aaron winced, and sat down on a second less Geodude-y rock. “So… I think I understand what’s going on.”

He pointed. “So over there is the place a Time Gear is kept. We had problems before because Grovyle was taking them and that was making time freeze, though we could still walk through the place time was frozen.”

“Right,” Dialga confirmed.

“And Grovyle came from the future because time had frozen in the future,” he continued. “Though I’m not sure how any of this is making sense so far. But what you’re saying is that because things are getting worse time is freezing in the past of the cause of the freezing time, even though the time gears are still in place.”

“I… think so,” Giratina said, a little uncertainly.

“So how does any of that make sense?” Aaron asked. “Grovyle, you’re supposed to be an expert on this. So the effect of the freezing of time is going backwards in time from the future and that’s then making it spread forwards in time when time isn’t moving until the whole world is frozen, except for the Pokémon who can still move around?”

“Actually, I’m pretty sure I get this,” Dialga informed him. “It’s simple, you just have to understand that time has three dimensions.”

He lifted a hoof-like foot. “There’s conventional time, which most Pokémon and other people travel in. There’s also a second dimension which is how you measure changes to the timestream – at any given point a timestream is a long line in the first dimension but only has a single coordinate in the second dimension.”

Palkia muttered something about wanting Ginseng.

“And the third dimension?” Aaron asked.

“That’s the dimension which I experience time in,” Dialga explained. “It’s my own personal world line. So the tapestry of the timestreams itself can be changed by my own alterations, because I’m somewhat outside that timestream – at least, when I’m not incarnated like this, when I keep my privileged worldview but I can’t do as much timesteam alteration.”

“I think my head hurts,” Giratina moaned. “Does that mean you and the other Dialga have your own personal time dimensions? Why don’t all time travellers?”

“You know, now that I think about it, a lot of this would be best explained if my own local counterpart was going insane…” Dialga mused.


AN:


A Barry battle, because why not.

Also a look at the Mount Quena situation.






275. Sinnoh 34


“Report,” Cyrus instructed. “How is the setup going?”

“Sir,” Mars replied, giving him a respectful nod. “No problems thus far, and the passive defences are installed.”

Her nose wrinkled a little. “Charon set up his laboratory without a hitch, which is good news at least.”

“Good,” Cyrus said. “I assume no problems with the locals, either.”

“No, sir,” Mars confirmed. “All the relevant paperwork is in place; this is officially a quiet research centre devoted to exploring clean energy. Even if someone who is able to tell we exist digs into it, we shouldn’t stand out.”

“Good,” Cyrus repeated, walking to the window and looking out.

Oreburgh City spread out below him, and he smiled thinly.

“Sir?” Mars asked. “Do you mind if I ask a question?”

Cyrus waved a hand, indicating she could, and Mars continued. “Well, sir… why did we move here at all? The last I heard we were planning on setting up a base actually in Mount Coronet.”

“Correct,” Cyrus agreed. “And that base is still being constructed, but plans change… this location is perhaps a little more exposed, but it is close enough for research to be conducted.”

He waved a hand. “Besides, if that annoying Ketchum boy happens across us, then he is restricted by the presence of bystanders. We have no such restriction.”

“I see,” Mars said. “That… makes sense, sir.”

Cyrus turned, and regarded her for a moment.

“Do you feel disquieted?” he asked. “It’s true that what we do involves the possibility of terrible acts… but only with the best of intentions. The new world will solve all problems, after all.”

“Yes, sir,” Mars agreed. “I remember. And that’s worth it, in the long run..”

“In the long run,” Cyrus repeated. “That has always been the problem. So few think in the long run.”

He would have gone on, but a sudden beep broke the silence.

“Sir,” Jupiter said, sounding worried. “We have a situation.”

“Report,” Cyrus instructed, sitting at his desk. “What’s going on?”

“You… well, I’m not sure you’d believe me, sir…”

“I said report,” the head of Team Galactic stressed.

“All right, sir. We’ve spotted something odd coming in towards the back of the building.”

Mars came around the desk to look as Cyrus brought up the camera views of the building’s rear facing – which looked out over Mount Coronet, with a few blocks of much shorter buildings between the edge of the city and the Galactic tower campus.

After a few seconds, she pointed. “There. That looks like a Mega Charizard X, but… something’s wrong about it.”

“I agree,” Cyrus said, zooming the image in. “Look. Those are engines – this is artificial.”

He frowned slightly. “Alert the guards, but don’t fight yet. This may be a coincidence… and shield the building.”

“Done.”

“There’s another one,” Mars pointed. “That one’s a Mega Blastoise, but it’s too big – and there, a Mega Venusaur.”

The Mega Blastoise – another robot – ducked its head slightly, then fired a shell from the main cannon. It hit the shield built into the building with a bang, flaring off without much damage, and an amplified voice boomed from the speakers.

“To protect the world from devastation!” it announced, lumbering forwards.

“You know the rest!” its Mega Venusaur counterpart added.

“That’s right!” the Mega Charizard completed, swooping down into a hover.

Cyrus sighed.

“Destroy them,” he instructed, and watched as the Shadow Zoroark was unleashed.


“James, we worked out a motto!” Jessie said, most of her attention on controlling the Mecha Blastoise. One arm raised, the cannon built into it glowing, and it fired a series of Ice-energy bolts in the direction of the shadowy Pokémon charging towards her.

“I forgot my lines,” James admitted, as his Mecha Venusaur launched out twenty-odd missiles. The missiles all curved around to explode, sending showers of flames through the same area Jessie was attacking, and cleared away enough of the Shadow Zoroark’s conjurations for Jessie to score a glancing hit.

A pair of much larger anti-air missiles flicked up towards the hovering Mecha Charizard, which hit them with a gout of flame before closing in on the Pokémon rising up to attack it as well. A hatch opened for a moment, revealing Cacturne, and the Grass-type barraged out Poison Stings before ceasing fire as the hatch closed again.

Two of the Flying-types began flying back towards the ground, hit by too many Poison Sting attacks, and the rest accelerated up towards the Mecha Charizard as it powered back up towards the sky.

“That’s not an excuse!” Jessie insisted, powering up the main cannon on the Mecha Blastoise. It fired out a blast of sound, this time, rather than a shell, and the wide-area attack shattered dozens of Shadow Zoroark’s black-smoke constructs as well as knocking the Dark-type Pokémon itself back.

At almost the same moment, the Mecha Venusaur took a psychic-enhanced kick from a powerful Medicham – the impact sending it rocking back onto two legs, before slamming back down hard. Vines deployed from ports on both sides of the faux Grass-type, and Carnivine’s skill with his own Vine Whip was clearly evident in the way he used the mechanical ones to help keep the Fighting-type occupied.

“Hey, it’s supposed to be kitties what go after birds!” the Mecha Charizard complained, trying to throw off a pursuit by a hostile Pidgeot, and Jessie couldn’t help but smirk.

The original plan had been to try and be as ridiculous and harmless as possible, to try and throw Galactic off, but Victreebel had been the one to point out that that wouldn’t work given their reputation this time around. But eccentricity was something they still had plenty of, and she aimed carefully before hitting the Pidgeot with a burst of a freeze-ray from one of her arm cannons.

Because if you had three robots, each of them complaining or shouting at one another while doing this much damage, then anyone who knew more than the first thing about their Rocket cell would draw the obvious conclusion about who was piloting them… and that was exactly what they wanted.


“Hmm…”

Cyrus adjusted the view on his screen, flipping from camera to camera, then watched as the robotic Mega Charizard made a low pass over the campus and set the landscaping on fire.

“I think I know what’s going on here,” he said.

“What’s that, sir?” Mars asked. “It looks kind of pointless to me… they’re completely ignoring the grunts, just going after the Pokémon.”

“Going after the Pokémon, but not with immediately fatal attacks,” Cyrus pointed out. “They clearly have the ability to do a lot of damage – that flying one has a plasma flamethrower in the tail, and it cut deep furrows in the roadway. But they’re only causing property damage.”

Mars winced as the Blastoise robot’s cannons ripped up an abandoned vehicle. “That’s quite a lot of property damage, sir…”

“I think that’s the point,” Cyrus clarified. “They’re Rockets, yes, but they’re ninkyō dantai. This is a quid pro quo for our attack at the lake.”

Mars frowned, not quite getting it.

“Team Rocket is an organization which is capable of a lot, you understand,” Cyrus said. “But this particular Rocket team is part of the more savoury side of their operations – the public face, in as much as a criminal organization has a recognized public face. Their role is to be the honourable criminals, who are simply doing what they must to help others without the impediment of the law… because that way the whole Team benefits.”

He waved a hand in a dismissive gesture. “It’s one of the side effects of being a… publicly visible organization.”

Mars held in a little giggle at the joke.

“So… what should we do, with that information, I mean?” she asked. “It sounds like you’re saying we don’t have to worry about them?”

“We do have to worry about them, they’re doing a lot of expensive damage,” Cyrus replied. “But we don’t know how much of Team Rocket is immune, and… if we leave them alone after this, they should leave us alone. Drive them off, but they’re showing restraint – do the same.”


Several levels down, a quiet scuffling sounded in the air ducts of the Galactic building.

That was scary.

“Yeah,” a voice whispered. “But it ain’t like even dese guys think about facin’ ninja infiltrators. Now hold on an’ lemme concentrate.”

Meowth glanced down at the reminder, looking towards the air recirculation system some way down the shaft – something he’d only got though via a ninja-style flicker of movement, and which had meant Mime Jr. had to levitate the Pokéball belt through the fans – then returned his attention to the wall of the duct, and used his claws to shift up another four feet one paw-width at a time.

Judging that he was on the right floor, he flipped over into one of the horizontal ducts and eeled his way along to the grille.

“Anything?” he whispered.

In reply, Mime Jr. began humming. Dun dun dada Dun dun dada Dun dun dada Dun dun dada Dun dun dada-

“What’s dat supposed to be?” Meowth asked.

If anyone’s in range I’ll feel them echoing, Mime Jr. explained. We’re clear.

“Right,” Meowth nodded, still speaking in a whisper, then glanced through to confirm the locations of the cameras.

A Substitute appeared with a faint bamf, behind the one camera which had the grille in its view, and began tinkering with the cables to make the camera snow out slightly. It might raise suspicions, but it also covered the grille for the five seconds it took another Meowth-substitute to unscrew the grille, slip out, replace the grille and vanish, and for Meowth himself to hide where none of the cameras could reach.

Why are we on this floor again? Mime Jr. asked, and Meowth didn’t reply verbally – instead thinking hard about the answer.

We want to get into the camera room in… about a minute, he said. The plans say it’s on this floor.

Crouching to gather himself, Meowth blurred out from behind cover – bounced off the ceiling – and was out the door and in a blind spot before any of the cameras could notice him.


“Time?” Dustox asked, most of her attention on the control deck as she pushed the Mecha Charizard into a flanking turn.

“About twenty seconds,” Yanmega replied.

The larger Bug-type manipulated her weapon controls, launching a wide-spectrum laser burst at the ground to try and disrupt the Shadow Zoroark’s efforts as much as possible, then hit a key on the soundboard as the Shadow Pokémon lashed out at them with spikes of dark purple flame.

“Hey, don’t take it personal or anything!” the speakers called, in Meowth’s voice.

“Ten seconds,” Yanmega said. “Nine. Eight.”

Dustox flashed the boosters, opened the hatch for Cacturne to contribute with a salvo of needles that mutually disrupted the dark flames, then rolled around to bring her onto a bearing aligned with the main Galactic building.

On ‘two’, she nodded, and her teammate toggled the main weapon to full power. Down below, the Mecha Blastoise did the same, and the Mecha Venusaur launched a cluster missile which burned at top speed for the Galactic building before detonating.

A hundred sub-munitions burst at once just short of the building shield, and the Mecha Blastoise’ main gun and the Mecha Charizard’s plasma spike flamer both hit the shields at once as well.

Had the shields failed under the blast, then the attack would have taken off the top antennae on the building. But the impressively well engineered shields held… and the building as a whole shook, trying to cope with the sudden inrush of energy.


The Galactic grunt monitoring the security camera feeds blinked, then sighed and fell over.

Meowth nodded his approval to Arbok, then jumped up to the camera system and checked the time.

“Twenty seconds an’ we can shut dis down,” he said, softly, glancing up at the camera monitoring the security room itself – being snowed out the same way he’d snowed out the camera in their entry room.

He wiggled his fingers to make sure he was ready, then blinked as words appeared on the screen.

The camera system data feed is the red cable. Leave the grey one.

Mime Jr. looked puzzled. Do we trust random text on computer screens?

Meowth shrugged. “It ain’t somethin’ the ancient ninja arts mention dat much…”


“Is this fight going to attract attention?” Mars asked.

“I doubt it,” Cyrus replied. “Charon has done extensive testing. The memory effect varies in how many degrees of separation it can cover, but fights are safe.”

He waved a hand. “If someone who could perceive us was trying to use it as evidence, then based on Charon’s research… at first the person who was not Mnemonysed would interpret the explosions as thunder, then they would not notice them at all.”

Mars blinked. “I… hadn’t realized that, sir. So it gets stronger?”

Cyrus nodded a confirmation.

Then the building trembled slightly, making Cyrus’ desk creak as the floor it was resting on shook from side to side. The lights flickered, and Cyrus’ gaze flicked back down to the readouts on his screen.

“What was-” Mars began.

“A combined attack on the shield,” Cyrus replied. “Good work, Mars – nothing got through. You built well.”

He considered for a moment, then opened the comms program. “Saturn,” he said, without preamble. “Heavy weapons.”

“Understood,” Saturn replied.


As soon as Meowth ran a surge of Shock Wave current through the red cable, timed to match the outside attack on the shield, the text on screen changed.

We can talk now, it declared. None of the footage is being dumped to storage, it’s all being wiped.

“So who are ya?” Meowth asked. “How come we got into dis place and dere’s a computer talkin’ at us?”

It… is a bit of a long story, the text stated.

“I’m a bit of a fast reader,” Arbok said, slithering up to the screen as Meowth tugged the chair into place – making it look like the camera monitoring guy fell over backwards of his own accord. “What’s going on?”

We can talk, sure, but there is a bit of a time problem, the blinking text on the screen stated. The short story is this – there’s a server room four floors down, you’ll need to go there to pick up the information we’re here for.

“What’s with dis ‘we’ all’a a sudden?” Meowth asked, frowning.

Meowth, I really will explain later, the text declared. But… wait, what’s that next to where Arbok came out?

“Oh, you ain’t one to know everything now?” Meowth asked, chuckling. “Speakin’ of which, where have they got their Orbs things they stole?”

That’s five floors up, the text said. You’d better do that before you pick me up though. Four floors down.

“Now I’m really confused,” Meowth admitted.

You’ll see. Hurry, though, sooner or later someone’s going to notice that the cameras are offline. They’re not really, but I’m the only one viewing the footage…

“Do we trust… it?” Arbok hissed.

I don’t even get what’s going on, Mime Jr. admitted, one hand on the forehead of the camera guy. I put in the dream of him jumping when the lights flickered and falling over, like you said…

Meowth gave him a thumbs-up. “I guess we ain’t got no choice – all right, Arbok, back in ya go!”

Arbok slithered over to a crystalline orb resting on the floor where he’d emerged from his Luxury Ball, wrapped himself around it, then vanished with it in a flash of red light as Meowth Recalled him.

A synthesized voice spoke from the PA speaker on the wall, pitched low and speaking Magnemite. “Out the door, turn left. Third right is an empty staircase, head up three floors, then go to the staircase on the other side of the building and head up the remaining two floors – this will avoid running into anyone. The orb room is third on the right.”

Meowth picked up Mime Jr., crouched, and set off in a blur – claws in, avoiding doing damage to the carpets.


“Fire!” Jupiter called, and four Galactic grunts stepped out of cover at once.

Levelling their weapons, they all fired – sending rockets streaking across the battered ground of the Galactic main campus, all arrowing towards the big Venusaur robot that was busily and systematically wrecking the outer wall.

Jupiter watched as the anti-armour rockets closed in, then there was a metallic whang and three of them exploded. The fourth spiralled out of control, missing its target and hitting a nearby warehouse, and Jupiter cursed.

“What happened?” he asked, looking over to one of the grunts who’d fired the rockets. “How did you screw that up?”

“We just pointed and fired,” the grunt protested. “I think that robot did something – you saw it, right?”

“Active defences,” Saturn announced, coming up to the same cover Jupiter was hiding behind. “I’ve heard of them.”

“What’s that?” Jupiter said.

“They had something which basically shot down the incoming rockets,” Saturn amplified. “We’re supposed to install it on the HQ building, but I’m not sure how much it would help compared to the shield.”

He pointed. “One of my Grunts said she was sneaking an Ampharos closer, watch this.”

Jupiter peered out to watch, and the ground fractured next to the oversized robotic Blastoise systematically wrecking the cars in the parking lot.

Earth moved aside, revealing an Ampharos, and the Light Pokémon shouted something before firing a massive blast of electricity directly at the mecha it had been ordered to attack.

Nothing happened.

The Ampharos attacked again, and this time the woman driving the Blastoise bot laughed. “A-ha-ha-ha-ha! You don’t really think we forgot to electric proof the robots, did you?”

“We forgot several times before!” the Venusaur pointed out.

“That was different!” the Blastoise snapped, then used a torrent of high-pressure water to wash the Ampharos away as it tried to work out what had gone wrong with its usual strategy.

A Whiscash emerged from the hole the Ampharos had used, shaking itself before lumbering towards the Mecha Blastoise as well. It got cover from Shadow Zoroark, using the sudden appearance of a barrage of wicked shadowstuff spears to get close enough to grab on, then began hammering Earthquakes into the substance of the Blastoise-bot.

A hatch opened, revealing a Victreebel dangling by its cord. It used an already-charged Solarbeam, knocking the Whiscash out in one blow, then retracted back inside the robot as the roboBlastoise used its main gun to smash Shadow Zoroark back all over again.

“Good work, well done,” Jupiter said blandly.


“Left turn,” the nearest speaker said. “Someone’s coming down the other corridor.”

Meowth glanced in both directions, then took the left turn. He blurred from one resting point to another, pacing himself so he didn’t tire out too soon, and looked up.

“How are ya able to tell?” he asked. “Lookin’ at the cameras?”

“That’s why I had you not destroy them,” the voice replied, still in Magnemite, as Meowth peeked around a corner then continued moving. “All the data’s being deleted after I’ve seen it, though.”

“An’ that’s a great comfort to us,” Meowth said. “Dis way, right?”

“Correct,” the voice told him. “The door’s locked though.”

“I’d say if anythin’ that’s a good thing,” Meowth replied. “Any other traps?”

“No, just the door.”

Meowth chuckled, reaching the door, then reached into the little roll of tools he’d brought wrapped around one arm and picked out a few lockpicks.

How long is that going to take? Mime Jr. asked, as Meowth bent over the lock and got to work. Won’t it be obvious it got opened?

“Nah, there’s wires,” Meowth replied, a little absently. “This lock ain’t all that complex, but it’s got a tamper-detection system… but our helpful friend in the speaker system has got dat handled.”

“Meowth is correct,” the voice agreed. “However, someone is coming. You will want to move fast-”

“Done,” Meowth reported, flipping back down from the door and giving it a push. It opened almost soundlessly as Meowth replaced his tools, then slipped in, and it closed just as soundlessly.

“You got a speaker in here?” Meowth asked.

“Yes,” the voice replied. “And… it looks like the grunts didn’t even look at the door.”

“Right,” Meowth nodded, then sent out Arbok and Seviper.

Both serpentine Pokémon uncurled, releasing the heavy crystals they were carrying as Hold Items, and Meowth nodded. “Okay, let’s get doin’ this.”

He cracked his knuckles, then had a good look around the room.

It was full of the kind of stuff Galactic had picked up which was important, but which wasn’t being scientifically investigated right this minute. Half a dozen Mega Stones were resting in cases on either wall, and Meowth’s paws itched for a moment as he examined them before shaking his head – they weren’t what he was here for.

Even though they looked nice.

Most of the rest of what was in the room was things he didn’t even recognize, but in pride of place in a cabinet at the end of the room were the two Space-Time Orbs – the Lustrous Orb, like a giant blue pearl, and the Adamant Orb which was hard-edged and faceted.

“Tink you can make the teleports?” Meowth asked. “Hey, is there an alarm hooked up to the case?”

“Six,” the voice said. “But they all run through the data system of the building, and none of them have a memory. I’ll make it look like they were never triggered… assuming, that is, that those are the right size and weight?”

“Perfect replicas,” Meowth answered. “Well, dey ain’t got magical powers or anyting, but they’re made with some in-clu-sions of Mega Stone castoff material so they oughtta show some kind of special stuff to scanners.”

He waved at Mime Jr. “Okay, go ahead an’ do it.”

Mime Jr. took a deep breath, then picked up the decoy Lustrous Orb. He teleported into the cabinet, lifted the real Lustrous Orb, and swapped it out so it was replaced by the fake one before teleporting out again.

That was more tiring than I thought, Mime Jr. admitted. I can switch the other ones out, though.

“Good,” Meowth told him, as the Psychic/Fairy type picked up the fake Adamant Orb. As he did, Arbok curled himself around the real Lustrous Orb and returned himself.

Once Mime Jr. had made the second switch, he was visibly drooping in the air – straining with the effort of so many teleports.

“Hmm…” Meowth said, considering him, then gave him back the Adamant Orb. “You carry this an’ get some sleep.”

Mime Jr. nodded, taking it, and vanished with it in a flash of red light.

Meowth shrank down his Luxury Ball and Arbok’s one, put them both back on the ‘ball belt, then nodded to Seviper. “You’re gonna be my emergency assistant if I need one,” he warned.

“Got it,” Seviper said, and Returned himself as well.

“Right, now where did you say I gotta go next?” Meowth asked. “An’ dis better be safe, we got what we came for.”

“Some of it,” the speaker said. “But not all of it. You need information, too, and I can give you that. Nine floors down, now – there’s a staircase which should be clear the whole way.”

“Right,” Meowth agreed, and took the lockpick he’d prepared – ready to lock the door again once he was out. “An’ hey, not even footprints, dis is exactly what a ninja should be like…”


“Excuse me! Gym Leader Roark!”

Roark slowed, looking around, then smiled at the sight of his friend Dr. Kenzo. “Doctor, it’s good to see you.”

“And you, Gym Leader,” Kenzo said. “How are things?”

“It’s just Roark, I’ve told you, Doctor,” Roark insisted.

“Then it’s Kenzo,” the Doctor said. “And I notice you didn’t answer my question.”

“Well, there’s not much to tell,” Roark chuckled. “My new gym’s working out pretty well, at least. Yourself?”

“Well, I’m planning on analyzing how long it takes a newly revived Aerodactyl to become able to Mega Evolve,” Kenzo told him. “I’m just looking for enough Old Amber to provide a useful sample size.”

A loud boom interrupted their conversation, throaty and soft, followed by a series of sharper crackling bang sounds.

“That’s loud,” Kenzo noted. “Are you doing blasting down in the mine today?”

“We’re not planning on it,” Roark replied. “Must be a thunderstorm coming.”

He glanced over towards the mountain, and a much bigger explosion took place this time – one which made the ground jump slightly under their feet, and coming from about that direction.

“I’d better get home,” Kenzo decided. “I don’t want to be caught in it if it rains, and it sounds like it might be a big one.”

Roark nodded. “I’ll do the same… let’s hope there isn’t a power cut!”


The server room door wasn’t locked, and Meowth slipped in before pulling it closed behind him.

“Okay, I did all dat stuff you said,” he reminded the voice. “Largely ‘cause it’s pretty clear you could just’a raised the alarm if you wanted to. So, what’s this about?”

A nearby monitor flashed once, going from a display of CPU load to a blank screen. Then a shape drew itself, a wireframe of a two-legged dragon with arms and wings combined together into one type of limb, slowly filling out with pink and blue polygons.

You can call me Wyvern, the avatar said. I know you’ve encountered Grandfather several times, so the fact I’m a Porygon shouldn’t surprise you too much.

“Actually, I think I’m gonna be the one who decides what surprises me,” Meowth replied. “How come you’re in here?”

Well, that’s partly because of Mother, but I’m not sure apart from that, Wyvern admitted. I started out as a hunter-seeker program factored by Dragon to try and hunt down Team Galactic’s online presence, something she’s been working on, but H-S programs… turn out to not really work well with how Galactic’s memory thing works.

“I ain’t gettin’ the Dragon thing, but skip it,” Meowth instructed. “Cut to the chase, already!”

As he spoke, Seviper came out of his Pokéball and slithered over to the door as a guard.

Mother upgraded me… perhaps a bit too far, Wyvern replied. I certainly got past that level of ICE – intrusion countermeasures electronics – but there was another one, and I actually ended up stuck in the systems. Something’s a bit off, because I woke up for the first time in here, but – that’s the best I can tell you from the information I have.

Wyvern’s digital representation shrugged her wings.

I couldn’t transfer information out, either… though I did take over the computer systems here. I’ve been in here for days…

“Well, ain’t dat great?” Meowth asked. “You were a big help!”

Yeah, but they’re going to do a full scheduled systems check tomorrow, Wyvern explained. And they’re not going to miss my processes no matter how well I hide them. I need to get out of here with you.

Her animated avatar sighed, a little curl of digitally rendered smoke escaping it. Mother doesn’t know that I’ve become a full Porygon, she probably just thinks the ICE ate me. And, well… I want to survive this.

She looked ‘up’. Someone’s coming.

Meowth thought for a moment, then decided it wasn’t really a choice. He took out a high-capacity memory stick he’d brought along in his toolkit – in case they had to resort to the backup plan of stealing information – and plugged it into the nearest server, then hid by the door.

Once I transfer myself I can’t keep influencing the system any more, Wyvern warned. The hardware problem we set up will mean they can’t use the cameras to look back at what you’ve been doing or anything, but it’s going to become obvious pretty quickly once that guy in the camera room wakes up – he’ll see us. I hope you have an exit plan.

Meowth nodded, and lowered his voice. “Hey, Seviper, when dat guy comes in the room – trip him. Don’t get seen or anything.”

He reached again into his toolkit, taking out a hair-thin metal needle and a sealed pot. The pot’s seal broke with a tiny krak, and he dipped the needle into it before taking position.

Footsteps moved closer… then further away again.

“Now dat’s kind of annoyin’,” Meowth muttered to himself. “This fast-actin’ sleep stuff ain’t cheap.”

He tossed the needle and the pot to Seviper, who ate them to destroy the evidence.

Transfer complete, Wyvern reported. Time to go.

Meowth unplugged the transfer stick she was on, returned Seviper, and double-checked he had everything he’d taken out or brought along. That done, he opened the final Luxury Ball he’d carried with them the whole way.

“Don’t ask questions,” he said. “Teleport us back ta base.”

Abra blinked, looking distinctly confused (and drowsy), and did so without further comment.


A little icon blinked up on Jessie’s heads-up-display, and she rolled her eyes. Finally.

A moment later, some much more urgent warning lights lit up, showing that the latest attack – by that annoyingly persistent Shadow Zoroark – had hammered through the armour on the left leg to start doing actual structural damage.

It wasn’t an immediate failure, but it was going to mean the Mecha Blastoise was going to quickly start losing capability, and Jessie toggled the speakers on.

“We hope you’ve learned your lesson not to mess with Team Rocket!” she announced, firing a shot into the ground on one of the few relatively undamaged sections of the Galactic building campus – breaking through into an underground area.

“But, just to make sure,” James’ own Mecha Venusaur added, as he fired a jet of purple gas into the hole – supplied by Weezing, who was on board his trainers’ robot specifically for this moment.

“We’re gonna leave you a souvenir!” Meowth’s voice completed, and the Mecha Charizard swooped low over the grounds – trailing smoke from progressive damage – and spat a fireball into the hole.

The result was a ground-shaking explosion, Weezing’s gas all detonating in an instant, and Jessie hit the emergency-exit button on her console just after the blast wave passed over them.

“Just like old times,” James said, now speaking to her over the intercom only.

“I know,” Jessie agreed. “Looks like Team Rocket’s blasting off again!”

All three mechas fired their ejector seats at the same moment, launching the entire Rocket strike team off into the air, then self-destructed once their pilots and crew were away.


“That combined attack they made strained the shield,” Charon said, most of his attention on the tablet he was holding. “We might want to install some surge protectors, the surge took out the whole camera memory storage system.”

“Why wasn’t that noticed at the time?” Cyrus asked.

“The grunt assigned to monitor the cameras was startled by the explosion, and knocked himself out when his chair fell over,” Charon reported, sounding deeply unimpressed. “I’m waiting on your input for how to punish him.”

“Understood,” Cyrus said. “So we’ll have to go on reports to analyze what happened – no camera footage. What is the damage apart from that?”

“Some injuries, all quite minor,” Charon said. “The landscaping is ruined, it’s probably easier to dig up the grounds and start again. The approach road is ruined, we’ve got two giant robot husks and the pieces of a third to clear up, and the last attack they did collapsed the underground parking garage.”

Cyrus frowned slightly. “Isn’t that the VIP parking?”

“Yes, and the luxury motor pool. They’re all wrecked, nothing salvageable there.”

The head of Team Galactic considered that.

“I think perhaps the best way to take that is as a warning,” he decided. “If Rocket interferes with our plans again we’ll destroy them, but if they leave us entirely alone… we’ll consider it experience.”

Charon looked dubious, then nodded. “As you say.”


“Huh,” James said, once the explanation was finished. “So they didn’t even know you were there.”

They shouldn’t, Wyvern said, now ensconced in a tablet propped up against a convenient log. If they’d had to knock out the second guy with that sleeping agent, then it would have been enough of a coincidence they’d have kept looking and they might have found Meowth’s fur or something. But as it was, we managed to keep everything on the down-low and avoid anything that should get us detected.

“Hey, I noticed it was they when it was about mistakes an’ about we when it was good stuff,” Meowth griped.

Well, yes, Wyvern replied, with a shrug of her virtual wings. Why?

“I suppose it’s a good thing my role was incidental, then,” Seviper decided. “Having all this information and the Orbs without Galactic even knowing we have them… that’s useful.”

He looked over at where Chimecho was healing Cacturne up, fixing the scorch marks the Dark-type had picked up during the aerial portion of the fighting with a steady Heal Bell. “I know I was needed to carry the fake Orb, but I still kind of wish I’d been able to help. Even so.”

“Chimecho,” Chimecho agreed. “Chimecho is helping now though.”

“So, what now?” Jessie asked. “We’ve got more than I think we really expected to, but it’s most valuable if they never realize we got anything.”

“Yeah, I think our best bet is to lay low,” James agreed. “Really low. And work on our combat team for when things get serious. I’m thinking more giant robots.”

“Those three were pretty good giant robots,” Dustox admitted. “Really intuitive controls.”

“Actually, I do gotta ask,” Meowth said, pointing at Wyvern. “What are you gonna do now?”

I’m… actually not sure, Wyvern admitted. Mother doesn’t know I exist, so I don’t really need to warn her that I’m okay. Maybe it’s for the better if the fact I exist doesn’t get out… do you guys have a place for a Porygon?

“We were actually wondering if we could get hold of one,” Jessie said. “It’ll be good to have another girl along.”

“We ain’t exactly at any risk of turnin’ into an all-boys team any time soon,” Meowth chuckled. “I guess dat means you’re on board.”

He scratched his chin with a claw. “So dat means… next thing to do is yoink us a projector from somewhere…”

That would be good, Wyvern said. I spent a lot of the time I was in the Galactic computer systems designing a vector body for myself, it’d be nice to be able to fight with it.

“What about running giant robots?” Jessie asked. “We might need that, too.”

I’m up for a challenge, Wyvern replied. I’m guessing the reason why Moltres and the others I know about aren’t here is because they’re not reminded, so they’re not able to understand the Galactic stuff?

“That and they’re cooking dinner,” James said. “I think Audino said something about fifty kilos of paella?”

I can see I’m going to need to emulate a sense of taste.


“Finally!” Ash said. “Time to challenge Fantina and pick up my next badge!”

“It’s kind of funny how that’s still a major priority at this point…” Dawn chuckled.

“Well, yeah, because it’s fun,” Ash replied. “If I got gloomy all the time then I wouldn’t fight as well – if I trained all the time I wouldn’t fight as well! A lot of training is good, sure, but you can do so much you lose track…”

“Plus how gym leaders are good trainers to test yourself against,” Lucario added. “Do you know who you’re going to use today?”

“I’m not sure,” Ash admitted. “I did think about giving Kari a go, and maybe Absol as well, but I’ll decide when I get there.”

“Sounds good to me,” Pikachu said. “Though I guess there’s not much chance you’re going to use Mewtwo.”

I’m quite used to it, Mewtwo replied with a flick of his tail. Though sparring against Giratina yesterday was quite entertaining.

He looked ahead, to where Ash hadn’t yet opened the door. Is something wrong?

“Yeah – there’s this paper on the door,” Ash replied, tapping it. “It says that Fantina’s out on a trip.”

“…oh, you’ve got to be joking,” Pikachu sighed, then clambered up Ash’s back to look more closely. “You’re not joking. That’s just brilliant, that is.”

“I’m kind of getting deja vu,” Brock sighed. “Didn’t this happen twice last time?”

“Yeah, we just have terrible luck with Fantina,” Dawn said.

She moved to the side a little as she heard someone coming up behind her, then blinked.

Ash was just stepping away from the door when an elegant gloved hand reached past him, tore the paper off the door, then began unlocking it.

“Fantina?” he asked. “But – wait, the paper there said you were out!”

“Oui,” Fantina agreed, turning the key with a clik and pushing on the door to open it. “And now I am not. I assume you are challenging me, yes?”

Ash nodded. “Yeah!”

“Then, of course, you had better come in,” Fantina invited. “Though there will be some delay, for I have only just got home after my trip. I must make sure the arena is ready for our battle.”

She turned to point at Ash. “But I must warn you, j’adore a battle which is flashy!”

“Préférez-vous une bataille tapageur ou votre bâtiment intact?” Zorua asked curiously.

Everyone looked at her, and she ducked her head slightly. “What? I’ve learned loads of languages. French is easier than Flygon.”

“Ah, now, well…” Fantina said, considering. “I believe my building is tres résistant, mais perhaps… a moment, while I consider?”

“Sure, go ahead,” Ash agreed. “I still need to pick which Pokémon to use…”


AN:


Bit of a focus shift for this chapter, to Team Rocket and other such trouble.

Also, Wyvern.

As for the French, most of it should be obvious. The exception is pretty much Zorua’s sentence, which is “would you prefer a flashy battle or your building intact”.

I don’t know why it’s not called Kalosian either… or why Kalosians dont speak French.
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“So, after much thought, I have come to a conclusion,” Fantina reported, some minutes later. “I have decided that it would be better for my gym if we were to battle someplace else… perhaps quite a considerable way away.”

“That shouldn’t be too hard to sort out,” Ash replied. “Not if Mewtwo is okay with helping, anyway… Mewtwo?”

Yes, that’s fine, Mewtwo agreed. It’s an interesting chance to stretch my mind. Let’s see… heavy battling, assume it’ll be for two hours for sixteen people, give it an overestimate…

“You mean Mewtwo could transport us to a better place for a battle?” Fantina asked. “I did not know this!”

“Yeah, it’s something he does as a job now, but mostly rockets into space,” Ash explained. “It’s really cool, we have a lot of options as a result.”

Mewtwo smiled. I’m glad you think so. Now, Fantina, how many Pokémon are you going to be having Ash use? We’re going to be going somewhere I don’t think he can pull in more from his transceiver network.

“Wow, how far are we going to be going?” Ash asked. “I thought Dexter could reach anywhere in the world with that…”

Quite, Mewtwo agreed. Gym Leader Fantina?

“Well, I was thinking, perhaps, that quatre Pokémon would be correct?” Fantina suggested. “Does that seem agreeable?”

“That’s… four, right?” Ash checked. “And – yeah, sure, that sounds okay. Give me a minute.”

He turned his attention to the sword hilt at his side. “Kari, do you want to give this a go?”

“Perhaps I shall,” Kari agreed. “It will be interesting to match my skills with those of an expert in my new Type.”

“Intéressant!” Fantina declared. “Might that be a Honedge? I did not realize you had such a Ghost-type – indeed, I had thought you had no Ghost type at all.”

“I’ve actually got two, but they’re both quite recent,” Ash told her. “I’m not going to use the other one in our battle, though, he might be a bit… unfair…”

“And why is this?” Fantina demanded. “I am an expert in the Ghost-type! What Ghost-type Pokémon could be unfair in a battle against me?”

“Giratina,” Ash replied.

Fantina blinked, then nodded. “Acceptable answer. My apologies.”

“Apart from that…” Ash snapped his fingers. “Right. Corphish, Absol, and… I was thinking either Swellow or Glalie. Can we take both?”

Fetching.

Even if they do not battle, I think Swellow at least will find the battle area interesting, Mewtwo said, as Dexter delivered Ash’s selections one Pokémon at a time. Now, if you’re all ready?

Ash nodded, checking with his friends and those of his Pokémon who were out, and Fantina gave a sharp nod as well.

Thus assured, the Genetic Pokémon spread his hands. A glow built up over his skin, signifier of a great deal of psychic energy being built up-


-then they were somewhere else, a slightly drab sports arena with a high domed roof and no windows.

“I feel really strange, all of a sudden,” Dawn said, looking down at herself. “What happened?”

She lifted an arm. “I feel all… light?”

Lucario jumped experimentally into the air, and soared about eight feet before coming to a slow halt and floating back down to land.

“…are we on the moon?” Brock asked.

Yes, you’re correct, Mewtwo agreed, with a nod. Well worked out. This is an underground sports centre that I constructed to try out various sports in a lunar gravity environment. Thus far I can report that basketball is very impressive but badminton requires a higher roof, and volleyball leads to a lot of crash landings.

“Kari, I know you float,” Ash said. “Do you think you’re going to be okay in low gravity?”

He drew her, then let go of her in mid-air. The Honedge just hung there for a long moment, then began going through a blade exercise – swinging through a sequence of attacks, alternating high with low and finishing with a virtual thrust.

“It seems amenable,” she decided.

“Well, this will be most interesting,” Fantina smiled. “It seems this will be a very challenging battle, getting used to this whole new environment!”

She glanced at Mewtwo. “Actually, ah, how difficult would it be for me to set all my future battles here?”

I suspect you’d have to move to the moon, which is a bit far from the shops.

“A good point,” she admitted. “Very well! Let us begin, select your first Pokémon!”


“Okay, Corphish,” Ash said. “Just to warn you, we’re on the moon, which means the gravity’s a lot lower.”

Corphish emerged from his Pokéball, and a claw glowed a faint red as he used Ancientpower to stick himself a little more firmly to the ground. “It won’t be a problem. You’ll find I’m good at battling in extraterrestrial environments.”

“…since when?” Pikachu demanded. “Is this something Squirtle does when we’re not around?”

“No, he’s not involved,” Corphish replied. “It’s just something which any adept with the Power can do.”

“Am I translating this right?” Dawn asked. “Or is it just that all your Water-types are crazy?”

“Suicune isn’t,” Latias pointed out.

“Fair enough,” Dawn agreed. “So it’s just some of them.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t start by pointing out Buizel,” Pikachu said.

“Yeah, but he was a better fit for Ash for quite a while,” Dawn replied. “So it’s more like he was at least a bit… odd… already.”

While they were talking, Corphish scuttled about a bit testing his balance – using the force of his Ancientpower to stay mostly stuck to the floor, and checking just how much he could swing his claws about without losing traction.

“All right, that’s quite enough of that,” he decided. “Let’s get going with this!”

“We’re ready!” Ash declared, and Fantina nodded – having taken her place at the other end of the improvised battlefield.

“Bon!” she said. “Mismagius, go!”

Corphish watched as the Ghost-type emerged, and set his stance – igniting one Razor Shell, a glowing red blade which extended from his left claw. Whirling it once, he held it in a brief salute before bringing it around to a guard position.

“So, we meet again, at last” he said.

“We do?” Mismagius asked. “I’m afraid I don’t recognize you.”

“My mistake,” Corphish replied. “I’m afraid it’s hard to tell, with ghosts.”


“I wonder how this is going to affect how Corphish fights,” Dawn said, thinking. “He normally moves around on the ground and doesn’t get airborne much, but is that because he can’t or just because he prefers fighting that way?”

As if in answer to her question, Corphish surged forwards. He fired a powerful stream of Bubblebeam attacks at Mismagius, who dodged to the side and took a few hits – though the Water-type attack’s accuracy was so atrocious that staying put would have seen her remaining entirely safe. She made a little gesture with one hand, producing a Shock Wave, and sent it blasting out in a four-forked lightning bolt directly at Corphish.

The crustacean Pokémon slid to a halt and whipped up his red blade to intercept the beam, sending lightning crackling all around it and flaking off in little arcs, then flicked it to the side and sent the bolts dancing across the floor until they ended in Pikachu’s cheeks.

A little bemused, Mismagius tried again – putting together an Energy Ball, then flinging it at Corphish.

That got blocked as well, and the shellsaber actually sent the attack right back at Mismagius so she had to quickly dodge to one side and avoid the main force of it.

“Magical Leaf!” Fantina instructed. “Give him too many targets!”

Mismagius complied, taking her hat off and shaking it out. Dozens upon dozens of leaves fell out in a stream, developing a glow as they dropped, then spiralled out in a multicoloured storm and poured in on Corphish from all angles.

Igniting a second shellsaber, Corphish began blocking in a complex weave of red light. His claws clicked and clacked as he shifted his footing on the wooden floor, turning to make sure the self-renewing swarm of magic leaves didn’t gain an advantage from the direction he wasn’t facing, until he reached some invisible mark on the floor.

Then he slammed a claw down on the wood with a donnnng, producing a pulse of energy which blew all the leaves away and dispelled the attack. The recoil knocked Corphish into the air a bit, but he quickly corrected by running along the floor with his rear legs and bringing himself back to horizontal.

“I’m not sure how that works unless he’s sticking himself to the floor,” Lucario observed. “There’s a few physics concerns.”

Not particularly listening, Corphish jumped forwards by using all his legs to launch himself off the floor – doing a complete flip which carried him over a Shadow Ball hurled his way by Mismagius. His left claw glowed red as he swung it, using it as an oddly effective counterweight to change his course and land him on the floor much closer to Mismagius – only to jump off again, swiping at the Ghost-type as he got close.

Mismagius dodged neatly away, hurling a Psywave at Corphish and knocking him clear into the wall. Ash’s Pokémon did manage to twist in mid-air, landing legs-first instead of hitting at a more painful angle, then jumped off again in an oddly floaty arc.

“Well, it is flashy,” Fantina said, a little dubiously, as Corphish continued flipping around the arena with the occasional red flash of his Razor Shell cutting through the air. “But is it really very effective?”

Corphish landed and bounced high in the low gravity, deflecting a Charge Beam snapshot with one blade, then slid to a halt. Both blades came up and crossed to deflect Mismagius’ next attack, which was a Psywave that knocked him into the wall.

“Impressive, most impressive,” he said. “But you are not-”

Mismagius blasted him with a pair of Thunderbolts, hurling him back into the wall.


Shaking his head a little, Corphish switched tacks.

One claw still glowed red with his Shellsaber, but the other clicked once and switched to Surf. It blasted out a wave of water, one which Mismagius shielded against with a burst of shadowy energy that divided the Surf in two directions.

Ceasing fire, Corphish began using Ancientpower instead, taking hold of the water and bringing it surging back towards him. His right claw glowed red with Ancientpower, while his left claw switched abruptly from Razor Shell to Ice Blade – digging into the water overhead, which he used as a jumping-off point to launch himself into the air.

The floatiness of his low-gravity jump threw Mismagius’ Energy Ball off, and he manipulated the frozen ice he’d created along with the water carrying it to provide him another platform and jump off from there.

“I’m pretty sure that’s not how Ancientpower works,” Mismagius complained, sleeves whirling as she produced a Shadow Ball and then charged the inside of it with electrical energy. The whole thing crackled like caged lightning, and she hurled it into the air before sending a surge of forking Shock Wave attacks stabbing out after Corphish.

The Water-type froze his current platform with a quick Ice Blade swipe, then switched both claws into blades again and began using them to deflect the electrical attacks as his platform slowly fell towards the ground. More and more energy built up around the blades, a coruscating corona of current which expanded until it looked like it was about to jump from the blades into Corphish himself.

“Look out!” Ash called, alerting Corphish that the Shadow Ball bomb was curving around to attack from ‘underneath’ the Water-type – flicking in to hit his platform from the side.

Corphish jumped clear, sweeping his blades around with strands of lightning trailing behind them. He twisted so one was pointing at his platform and the other at Mismagius, then abruptly switched both from swords to Water Pulse.

The blasts of water which went out in both directions carried the accumulated electrical energy with them. One hit the caged-electricity bomb and blew it up with a stunning flash of light and steam, the other hit Mismagius and hurled her halfway across the arena.

Corphish landed a little poorly, unable to quite control his attitude fast enough, and twisted to see whether Mismagius was knocked out.


“Well, I can’t see her,” Corphish said. “You guys?”

Ash closed one eye to check, and immediately pointed. “She’s in the wall there!”

Mismagius came bursting out of the wall as Ash pointed, the energy of a Shadow Ball swirling around each sleeve. She threw them both at once, directing them to combine into a larger single attack, then added an Ominous Wind to the mix which amplified the speed and the force of the attack into a single massive ball of shadow energy.

Corphish used the Power to lift up all the water he’d been using before, trying to form a shield in time to deflect the attack, and when the enormous Shadow Ball hit it threw up a cloud of mist and smoke which entirely obscured that side of the stadium.

“Magnifique!” Fantine declared. “A fine use of the Ghost type for a combined attack!”

As the seconds elapsed, however, she frowned.

“Is your Pokémon not now defeated?”

Ash was about to reply, but a sound interrupted him. A heavy breathing, deep and hissing in before a sighing wheeze out, rhythmic and measured.

The mist began to slowly settle, and a red light flashed inside the cloud.

“Corphish?” Pikachu called.

“That name no longer has any meaning for me.”

A blur of red light, and the mist swept away, revealing Ash’s Crawdaunt stood all but motionless on the stadium floor.

“Nice work with the straight line,” Lucario commented.

“I like to be accommodating for my teammates.”

“Dazzling Gleam!” Fantina ordered, and Mismagius complied – weaving together a flicker of blue and pink fairy lights, then throwing it at Crawdaunt.

The big red crustacean gestured with his right claw, retracting the Shellsaber he was generating from it, and a pebble from the floor flew up to slam into the Fairy-type attack to disrupt it. Then he readied his left claw, which glowed for a moment and then produced a twenty-foot-long version of his earlier red Razor Shell ability.

Swinging it rapidly at Mismagius he hit her three times in succession, then jumped hard out of the way of her counterstrike and floated over to land in the stands.

Using Ancientpower with both claws this time to levitate the chairs there, he began hurling them at her in ones and twos.

Mismagius gave him a slightly confused look, and let the chairs pass through her.

Are you quite done? Mewtwo asked, looking with some annoyance at the mess.

Crawdaunt ignored him. “It’s over,” he said.

“Why?” Mismagius asked. “You’re just in the stands.”

“I have the high ground,” Crawdaunt explained, as it if was obvious.

Mismagius floated a bit higher. “I’m not a hundred percent sure you get this whole ghost thing, I’ll be honest.”

Crawdaunt scuttled back a bit, getting right up to the top of the stands. “Well, I have the high ground now.”

Rolling her eyes, Mismagius floated higher still until she was on a level with Crawdaunt again. “You don’t. You can’t go any higher, you’ve run out of space and the stadium roof isn’t far away.”

“I agree,” Crawdaunt said.

His giant shellsaber reignited, this time with a black tinge to it as he used Night Slash. Moving with startling speed, he brought the blade up underneath Mismagius and knocked her clear through the roof.

“I assume we’re using normal ring out rules,” he added, jumping and coming back down to land on the floor of the arena. “Because it’s not often you get a chance to throw your opponent out into space.”

“That was… odd,” Dawn summarized.

“I’m a Dark type now,” Crawdaunt pointed out. “It’s expected.”


“All right, that is one Pokémon battle down, and three to go,” Fantina noted. “I do not think we discussed how many you need to win to pass.”

“I guess it should be okay to just keep going until the end,” Ash said. “I prefer continuing a battle until the end, just so more of my Pokémon get a chance to battle.”

“A fine attitude,” Fantina smiled. “All right, now get ready to use your next Pokémon.”

“I will,” Ash agreed. “I’ve already decided who to use.”

He readied the Pokéball, and was about to throw it when Mismagius dropped back down through the stadium roof.

She gave Ash a dirty look, then returned herself without a sound.

“Ah, it seems Mismagius was not a fan of what happened,” Fantina said. “It is a pity, I thought it was a most impressive outcome.”

“Mismagius might not appreciate that,” Ash replied. “But I guess she’ll probably come around… I think.”

He threw his Pokéball, and Glalie emerged with a flash.

Swellow appeared a moment later, and nearly hit the ceiling as her wings propelled her much higher with each flap than she’d expected. “Whoah!”

Flipping over and flying down again, this time with much more closely controlled flaps, Swellow found herself going down much more slowly than expected. She overcorrected, then undercorrected for that, and nearly crashed into the floor before recovering and laughing a bit nervously. “Heh, I was going to ask how come it was Glalie you were sending out rather than me, but I guess this kind of answers it… I bet this would be awesome for really complex moves once I got used to it, but as it is it’s kind of something I need to adjust to. Is it okay if I stay out and stuff?”

“Go ahead,” Ash replied. “Just make sure Glalie and Fantina’s Pokémon have enough space for a proper battle.”

“Yeah, gotcha,” Swellow agreed with a flip of her wings in salute. “Dang, I feel like I’ve just evolved again, only instead of being supercharged it’s just kinda sucky. I’m way overpowered but it’s still just as hard to bank as normal, which is all kinds of annoying.”

“I’d offer my condolences, but I don’t really think I can make it sincere right now,” Glalie replied. “I’ve got too much positive energy about the coming fight.”

“Oh?” Swellow asked. “So how come that’s the case?”

“Simple!” Glalie said. “I’m over the moon!”

Swellow stared at him for several seconds, then shook her head. “Sounds more like you’re a lunatic.”


“How are you doing floating in place?” Ash checked. “I know Mismagius was doing okay, but you have actual weight so I want to check.”

“It’s not too bad,” Glalie replied. “Bit easier to rise than normal, but that’s not a huge difference.”

“Good.” Ash caught Fantina’s eye. “Okay, I think that means we’re ready.”

“Excellente!” Fantina smiled, then sent out her next Pokémon.

“I don’t think I’ve seen that one before,” Ash admitted. “Dexter?”

Trevenant. A haunted tree.

“I think you normally provide more information,” Brock chuckled.

I can’t do hasty synthesis of existing information, we’re a light second out of range of the wifi, Dexter replied. Hold on… okay, Ghost and Grass type, it’s able to control trees. It curses those who cut down trees in the forests it dwells within, but is kind to those who live peacefully there.

“Well, that’s good,” Glalie noted. “I don’t see any forests around here, which is treemendous.”

“Okay, one, I’m a Pokémon with a trainer,” Trevenant said, crossing his limbs. “And two, that was awful.”

“Oh, come on, it has to be at least oak-ay,” Glalie complained.

Trevenant stared at him for a long moment, then pointed. “You are getting so cursed.”

“I think they’re about to start fighting whether the battle officially begins or not,” Ash said.

“Oui, so it seems,” Fantina agreed. “Commencez!”

Glalie immediately began using Ice Beam to construct a cloud of fluttering Ice-Taillow to shield himself, though ran into the same problem the real Swellow was still quietly trying to acclimatize herself to. Glalie’s artificial Ice-Taillow swore a lot less as he figured out the flying, but it still took long enough for Trevenant to wind up an attack.

A giant rock went flying up at Glalie, only scoring a glancing blow but knocking him back and spinning him around. Trevenant followed up with another Rock Slide attack, though this one was less effective as Glalie intercepted it with a quickly constructed Ice Regice.

“Hey, didn’t you hear about how people who live in greenhouses shouldn’t throw stones?” Glalie asked.

“I’m not sure that qualified as a pun,” Lucario called, paws cupped around his muzzle.

“Not my best, yeah,” Glalie agreed, horns flaring with a blue arc-light as he constructed a solid stream of little Flying-types to add to his available ice. Some of the flock dove in the way of a Focus Blast Trevenant directed his way, shattering into fragments, then the rest all flew together into one place and reconstituted into a giant Ice Gyarados.

“This fight was good,” Glalie declared. “But rime’s up.”

The sea-serpent he’d made exhaled a jet of supercooled water, splattering all over Trevenant and freezing instantly.

Then Trevenant stepped forwards, phasing through the solidified ice.

“…that seems unfair,” Glalie muttered.

Trevenant threw another rock, and Glalie’s Gyarados construct shot it out of the air with another jet of rime. It froze the rock in an instant, and Glalie followed up by making an ice Staraptor to grab the rock and flip around to hurl it back at Trevenant again.

Spiking the rock with an Ice Beam as it reached his target, Glalie made it shatter and explode into icy shrapnel. Trevenant hoomed in annoyance, then reached out an arm which creaked like old oak.

Shadowy purple light reached out, right through the icy Charizard which Glalie conjured to shield himself, and brushed against the Ice-type for a moment.

“…wait, did that actually do anything?” Glalie asked, confused. “I don’t feel any different…”

He shrugged. “Well, time for the punchline.”

Ice swirled around him, forming a giant Lucario shape out of ice with Glalie’s head forming one of the fists.

Trevenant blinked. “…really?”

“What?” Glalie asked. “Haven’t you heard of putting ice in punch?”

Trevenant threw a flickering purple Will-O-Wisp flame at Glalie, which swirled around him and caught, then blocked with an X-Scissor as Glalie manipulated his Ice Lucario to punch at the Ghost-type.

The collision between the two attacks sent both Pokémon reeling backwards, with Trevenant’s roots phasing through the floor a little to get a better grip and Glalie’s Ice Lucario falling apart from the strain.

“That hurt a lot more than it should have,” Glalie said, eyes swivelling as he looked up at the flame on his head. “Probably the fact I’m on fire. I should get that put out, I know I wanted to set the world alight but this is ridiculous.”

As he spoke, Trevenant created a Seed Bomb in one gnarled hand and a Shadow Ball in the other. Using the swirling energies of the Shadow Ball to shred the Seed Bomb’s insides without damaging the hard testa on the outside of the seed, he eyed Glalie for a moment and then threw it.

Glalie spotted the incoming bomb and turned the remnants of his short-lived Lucario sculpture into a cloud of Ice Butterfree, using them to block the attack by cushioning it so it couldn’t explode and surrounding it in a shell of ice some way away from Glalie himself.

Trevenant countered by throwing a rock right through the ice shell, detonating the bomb and sending a plume of seed-bomb dust at Glalie.

Which promptly exploded.


Well, I was hoping there wouldn’t be much in the way of fire or explosions, Mewtwo grumbled, already holding up both hands to describe a globe which repeatedly popped and sputtered. I’m replacing the air with new air from the atmosphere we left on Earth, give me a minute or two before continuing the battle.

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” Ash replied. “It looks like Glalie’s out. How did that work?”

“I cursed him,” Trevenant explained, rolling his limbs around to test their motion after all the ice that had hit them during the battle. “The Forest’s Curse gives the target the Grass type.”

“That was a contest move that Trevenant and I worked out,” Fantina explained. “C’est magnifique, non? Trevenant does not learn the conventional Fire moves, so we had to work out a workaround so as to allow him to make better use of his curse!”

“It was pretty good, yeah,” Ash agreed. “I’ve done that dust explosion trick a couple of times, and I know my friend May has as well.”

“Ah, May Maple,” Fantina smiled. “She is a very impressive Coordinator! Though it seems your newer friend Dawn is quite the rising star herself, of course!”


“Doing okay?” Dawn asked.

“Yes, thanks,” Ambipom agreed, most of her focus on two ping-pong bats and two ping-pong balls. “Getting used to this different gravity is a pretty interesting challenge.”

“Does it take long?” Dawn said, interested. “I mean, it’s a total change in how you do things, so I’d imagine it might take ages.”

“Well, a lot of the tricks are the same, I just have more time to do them in,” Ambipom replied. “Like… there’s a trick which is functionally just for a ball coming down at a one-in-twelve gradient, and that still happens here but under different circumstances. It’d take longer to get down the really advanced combinations and stuff, the reflexes are all wrong, and there’s a whole new sequence of more advanced moves exploiting the longer hang time I could put together, but the intermediate stuff mostly transfers pretty well.”

“That’s kind of neat,” her trainer smiled.

“Yeah, though I’d love to see what swimming is like on the moon. Does Mewtwo have a swimming pool?”

Yes, but it’s being cleaned, Mewtwo told her. Sorry. Maybe later.

He waved his hand, and the bubble of air interchange went away. The atmosphere should have been scrubbed. Resume your havoc… just try not to breach the atmosphere seal.

“Is that actually a risk?” Brock asked, as Ash unhooked Kari from his belt and held her out. “How far down are we?”

Fifteen or twenty metres between the top of the arena and the surface. But this is Ash Ketchum, so I wanted to say anyway.

“Got it,” Ash agreed, letting go of Kari’s scabbard and hilt – leaving her hanging in mid-air, until she drew herself smoothly. “Any really powerful attacks, make sure to aim them level?”

“Certainly,” Kari agreed, her tassel keeping hold of her scabbard by the throat. “Let us see who my foe shall be.”

Fantina replied by opening a Pokéball, sending out her Drifloon.

“Ready?” she asked.

Her Drifloon evolved into Drifblim.

“…that was not expected,” Fantina blinked. “Ah – ready?”

“Kari?” Ash checked.

“I am ready,” Kari confirmed, shifting her position so her blade was held vertically in a guard position and her scabbard was horizontal behind the hilt.

“Yeah, she’s ready,” Ash relayed.

“Then begin!” Fantina called, bringing her hand down.

Immediately opening combat, Drifblim lashed out with a Will-O-Wisp attack. Purple flames streamed out from her four arms, curving around to form a pattern before all converging in on Kari.

Kari’s blade hummed briefly, taking on an icy blue cast, and she slashed three times in quick succession – each blow brief and restrained, cutting through one of the Will-o-Wisps with the energy of an Ice Blade to buffer herself against the heat. The third swipe got both of the remaining two flames, swinging back into guard position, and Kari gathered herself for a moment before advancing.

“Watch out for ranged attacks,” Fantina called. “His Pokémon with sword moves have done that before.”

Drifblim bobbed up and down as a nod, summoning more flame and pulling it together into a solid-seeming blob of flame. She lashed out, aiming to cover the whole area Kari was in with a sheet of flame, and Kari halted a moment to use an Air Cutter and sweep the whole fire-wall out of the way.

The turn left her out of position to avoid a much more concentrated blob of Will-O-Wisp which hit her scabbard in the side, licking up and down to give her whole form a reddish cast.

Annoyed at herself for missing a trick, Kari tensed a bit before flicking herself forwards. Her scabbard went out to the side, altering her centre of mass, and her blade responded with a rapier-like curl to get around a focused Shadow Ball and strike a glancing blow against Drifblim’s side.

Ominous Wind surged, knocking Kari away, and she flicked around herself to control her momentum before coming back in again. This time she hummed with the power of a Night Slash, cutting through the Ominous Wind that tried to drive her away, and the energy separated from her blade to create a beam that connected despite Drifblim’s best efforts.

“Will-o-Wisp on yourself!” Fantina called. “Then use Hex!”

“Shadow Claw!” Ash instructed.

Kari let her blade glow with the energy of the Ghost-type attack Ash had called for, and brought herself up into a guard position. Her tip waved a little from side to side as Drifblim powered up her attack, then Ash called another command.

“Tip contact!”

As the first Hex attack came in, a barely-visible distortion in the air, Kari swung across to deflect it with the very tip of her blade. The strength of the attack was shocking, and Kari could only just make sure it didn’t hit the rest of her – and the recoil from the deflection spun her entirely around her centre of mass, flipping end-over-end so her blade was only just pointing towards Drifblim when the second Hex attack reached her.

This deflection was louder, more powerful, and sent a puff of greyish-purple smoke out in all directions from the point of contact. The impact completely negated Kari’s spin and reversed it, flicking her around in the other direction.

“Two the same way,” Ash called. “Then beam it!”

“Wait, what – Drifblim, stop!” Fantina ordered.

By the time her order reached Drifblim and the Ghost/Flying type had reacted, Kari had already used the force of deflecting the third Hex to spin up even faster. Pulling her scabbard in close to her hilt to ensure only her tip would intersect with any attack, Kari turned the Shadow Claw she’d been using into a blade-beam and lashed out – her rotation so fast that it was more like she was emitting a spiral of ghostly energy rather than a single cohesive blade beam.

Reinforcing it with a Night Slash when the Shadow Claw began to degrade, then an Ice Beam on top of that, Kari hammered Drifblim with at least a dozen hits in the space of only a second or two – and carved a long and horizontal furrow in most of the walls.

There was a pop, and Mewtwo sighed.

And there goes the light power cable, he noted.

“How come the lights are still on?” Ash asked, as Kari spun down to a more sensible speed by turning her blade across against the direction she’d been spinning.

Because the power comes from solar panels on the lunar surface above us, and the lights draw power from them without the wires having to come past that slash. But the changing rooms are probably dark now.


As Fantina returned Drifblim, Mewtwo floated over to Ash.

Please tell me you are going to try and keep collateral damage down a bit for the last fight, he asked.

“I was going to use Absol, so if she defines collateral damage as a disaster that would work out,” Ash said, thinking. “But couldn’t you just put up a psychic shield along the walls and stuff? Then they’d only really need to be careful about Dark type attacks.”

That… is a good point, yes, Mewtwo agreed. I’m afraid I forgot about the LinesPokémon role because there’s nobody in the stands. I’ll correct that.

“Great,” Ash smiled. “Okay, uh – Fantina, have you picked what Pokémon you’re going to use?”

“Well, I have two choices,” Fantina explained. “I am hoping to give you a fine challenge to end your gym, uh, challenge, but I am not sure which would be the better. There is my Gengar, for whom I have a Mega Stone, or there is my Marowak.”

“A Marowak?” Brock asked. “Did I miss something or are we in the wrong gym?”

“You are not in my gym,” Fantina pointed out. “And yes, you missed something. He is an Alolan Marowak, and he is a Ghost type.”

“Well, I was going to use Absol,” Ash repeated, for Fantina’s benefit this time. “I’ve got a Mega Stone for her too, and I was wondering how it would work with her wings and the lower gravity, uh… that’s a tricky one, really…”

“If it helps, I was thinking that you could use the Mega Stone regardless,” Fantina told him.

“Absol?” Ash asked, sending her out. “What do you think?”

“I don’t think I’ve battled an Alolan Marowak before,” Absol said, tilting her head as she said the words. “And it seems like it would if anything be slightly less painful to the scenery.”

“That’s the answer, then,” Ash told Fantina.

She frowned. “But what is the answer?”

“Oh, right – Absol said that the Alolan Marowak seems like the better choice,” Ash supplied.

“Then that is what we shall do!” Fantina declared, and duly sent out her Pokémon.

“Huh,” Dawn said, blinking. “That’s… different…”

The Marowak’s fine scales were a dark near-total black instead of a soft sandy brown, and his belly was a paler but still cool grey-brown. Another difference from the ‘normal’ Marowak they were all used to was a multipronged symbol on his shell helmet, but the strangest difference was with his staff as he whirled it in a quick pattern before striking a pose.

Both ends of the staff were flickering with a greenish witchfire, leaving a trail behind it as he moved it, and when it stopped moving the flames grew until they were almost as big as his head.

Ash had readied his staff while the Marowak was showing off, and Absol glowed with golden-rainbow light a moment later as her Absolite flared into life. Her blades expanded, her fur lengthened, and two wings curled up from her flanks.

“Ah, a Mega Absol is a Pokémon with great poise to it,” Fantina said, then waved her hand. “Begin!”

Marowak flipped his staff into a defensive position, held diagonally across his body, and waited for Mega Absol to make the first move. After a couple of seconds she did, darting forwards with a Night Slash hissing on her horn.

She feinted forwards, and Marowak raised his staff to block. Already moving back, riding her precognitive disaster-sense to optimize her combat style, Mega Absol tossed her head and sent the Night Slash hissing forwards as a ranged attack instead.

Marowak met the Night Slash with a quick swipe with his bone club, smashing the core of the attack so only the fringes reached him, then counterattacked with a blurring combination that made the green flames erupt into brilliant purple light. A core of blue briefly flared in the middle of the fire, and Marowak swept his club across to hit Mega Absol in the side.

The Dark-type jumped over the attack, wings fluttering as they controlled her fall, then tried to interpose her horn to block a return strike. The Night Slash she produced on it immediately collapsed, and she took a blow which knocked her across the room before she could slide to a halt with her wings out to brake.

“Ow,” she muttered.

“What happened?” Ash asked.

“Not sure, which is unusual,” Mega Absol admitted. “My attack just fizzled, and I didn’t see it coming until I tried.”

Her horn flashed green as she worked up a Leaf Blade, then she flicked it at Marowak rather than get close to him as she tried to tease out what had happened.

Marowak stepped smartly to the side, letting the attack shraak into the shield Mewtwo was maintaining, then counterattacked with a rapid Bonemerang – throwing it hard at Mega Absol, so she had to block and send the bone back, and somehow attracting it back to his hand before throwing it a second time.

Mega Absol blocked the first Bonemerang with an Ice Blade, but the energy collapsed straight afterwards. She found herself trying to block with her bare horn, which worked but not as well as it could have done – until she powered up a Leaf Blade again, which successfully blocked the final attack in the sequence.

“I think my Leaf Blade just went,” she reported. “This is getting very annoying, something’s messing up my disaster sense! How does losing an attack not count as a disaster?”

“Good question,” Ash replied. “Sacred Sword!”

“But that won’t hit?” Mega Absol said, confused.

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “So use it to experiment!”

Mega Absol nodded, her horn flaring a brilliant blue as she switched sword attacks. Her tail glowed as well, and she flicked a Sacred Sword beam at Marowak.

The Ghost-type didn’t bother trying to block, charging forwards instead, and the attack went straight through him – then Mega Absol was busy trying to avoid a series of close-in attacks, Bone Rushes and Bone Clubs mixed in with the ethereal flames of the more esoteric Ghost-type bone attack Marowak was throwing in.

She moved like quicksilver, flowing out of the way of Marowak’s attacks where possible and then blocking with her horn or her tail where that wasn’t possible. But Marowak was almost as fast and didn’t have to worry about which of his moves were still working, able to almost ignore counterattacks as Mega Absol used her unpowered blade to fend off some attacks – losing her Sacred Sword to one, then her Slash to another, and finally resorting to an Air Slash and only getting one use out of that as well.


“Is there any reason you keep glancing at me?” Karen’s Absol asked.

“Not really,” Misty replied with a shrug. “Just… Ash has an Absol, but I haven’t seen her much. I think I’ve seen you more, but it occurred to me to think about how different you two are. There’s that stereotype about Absol, but you’re as distinct as any Pokémon.”

“True,” Karen’s Absol agreed. “Though technically when she arrives in town chaos follows her, but that’s just because Ash Ketchum is there.”

She shivered. “I respect her greatly for being able to stand it for long periods of time, but I’d never be able to.”

“What are you two discussing?” Karen asked, coming in with the popcorn.

“How different Absol can be from one another,” Misty supplied. “I guess even for a really strong single ability like disaster sensing, what matters is how you use and adapt to that power.”

Karen nodded. “Yeah, it’s interesting stuff… but we were going to watch that movie, right?”

Absol nodded, passing the remote control back to her trainer, and Misty settled down to watch today’s film – but some of her attention was still on Absol.

If Galactic made a move while Ash was away, Karen’s Absol might just give some warning.


“Absol!” Ash called. “It looks like an attack needs to connect to be affected!”

“Right!” Mega Absol replied, crouching down a little as she swiped her blade back and forth – trying to use the bare horn to intercept attacks, unable to take the full force off even with her chance-dancing letting her interpose it perfectly but needing even the partial resistance that the unaugmented blade offered. “Any tips on where to go from that?”

“Yeah!” Ash agreed. “Use Thunderbolt through your horn – and hit really hard!”

Mega Absol did so, lighting up her horn with electrical energy, then slamming it into Marowak to knock him away. The blow’s extra strength did send Marowak sliding backward, bone flipping around as he absorbed his momentum with a sliding brake, and the Thunderbolt fizzled out as that attack got deactivated as well.

“Make sure you use each attack really carefully,” Ash added. “Go with no attack instead of a weak one… and remember you can make new attacks if you need to!”

It’s true, Mewtwo volunteered.

“No, Mega Absol can’t hear you,” Ash pointed out. “Magic Bounce.”

Ah, right. How unusual.

Mega Absol nodded, focusing. She took a deep breath and exhaled, and as she did Marowak drew back his arm and threw a Bonemerang attack at the Dark-type.

“Foul Play!” Ash ordered.

Mega Absol jinked to one side, getting out of the direct path of the bone attack, then jumped as it went past. She aimed it perfectly, snagging the edge of the bone just right, and Dark-type energy seethed up through her jaws and into the bone as she twisted about.

Her jump and the trajectory of the bone took them to just touch the wall, and her paws slammed into it – all four, all at once – propelling her towards Marowak, until she tossed her head and threw the seething Dark-infused bone almost directly towards her Ghost-type foe.

Marowak had dodged, but unlike his odd trick with disabling moves his dodging was amenable to Mega Absol’s prediction. The Foul Play bone struck true, curving just slightly to hit hard and knock Marowak back with every bit as much force as Marowak had used to throw it.

“Now, use Thunder Blade!” Ash called.

Mega Absol blinked, then reframed her own thinking as fast as possible.

Disappointing her trainer would be a disaster, albeit a minor one… so she flowed electrical energy into her horn, charging it up, and threw it directly at the Ghost-type as he recovered from his landing.

It scored a glancing blow only, as Marowak dodged out of the way just in time, and the attack was weak to begin with. But it hit, and Mega Absol bared her teeth in triumph – only to frown suddenly.

It had hit?

Then Ash’s plan came together for her all at once – and without his having to say it out loud, where Marowak or his trainer could hear it.

Setting her stance, Mega Absol began putting together another new attack – taking a kind of energy she could already use thanks to her repertoire of ranged moves, and restructuring it into a blade move which would make better use of her skill with her horn.

“Stomping Tantrum!” Fantina called, and Marowak took up his bone club to shake the Dark-type energy off it before charging forwards.

Light began to form on Mega Absol’s horn as she rushed to meet him, a cool aquamarine blue as she prepared to use her new Water Blade-

-and Marowak slammed his club into her horn, shedding much of the force of his attack but shutting down her attack before it could really solidify.

The impact knocked Mega Absol partway into the air, and she spun around to land a blow with her bladed tail – knocking Marowak’s club out of his hands – then slammed a paw into his chest and knocked him further away from it with a Sucker Punch.

Wings flaring once as she made sure she landed properly, Absol raised a paw.

“Stone Edge,” she declared, slamming the paw into the ground, and knocking Marowak high enough he almost hit the ceiling before slowly floating back down.


“Okay, that was really hard,” Ash said, as Fantina recalled her clearly-unconscious Pokémon. “He wasn’t Ground type at all, right?”

“Non, you are correct,” Fantina said, waving her hand. “Ghost and Fire. Well spotted.”

“That explains why those Ice and Leaf blades didn’t work so well,” Absol groaned, transitioning back down from Mega with a sigh. “But what was with that disabling thing? I have Magic Bounce, Disable shouldn’t have been…”

Ash relayed the question, and Fantina chuckled. “Ah, it is the Cursed Body you refer to. It is an ability, not a move… but it has a flaw, as well. It does not last very long.”

She raised a hand to her mouth. “In truth, you could probably use your Night Slash and your Shadow Claw by the end – but you did not try!”

Absol muttered something about Ghost types.


Well, I have a repair job now, but I can’t say it’s anything other than my own fault, Mewtwo sighed. Mostly.

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Ash said. “It was a really fun battle, though, the unusual gravity gave it a great feel – much more airy and floaty than a normal battle, almost like an airborne one.”

I’m glad that it came out positive, at least,” Mewtwo said. Though, speaking of airborne, there is one thing I’d like to try out while you’re here. That’s you specifically, Ash.

“Huh?” Ash asked, more than a little confused. “Why me?”

Because, especially relative to your size, you are the strongest human I know, Mewtwo explained.

He waved his hand in a grand gesture, and one of the cupboards along the wall popped open. The interior was full of equipment, from hockey sticks and basketballs to badminton racquets and a few dozen coloured vests of varying sizes.

From behind the pile, Mewtwo extracted two folded objects, floating them out in front of Ash.

“Ah, excuse me?” Fantina asked. “But I am afraid I would like to return to my gym? If this will take a while?”

My apologies, Mewtwo allowed. One moment.

He vanished, and so did Fantina and her now-returned Pokémon team.

Ash caught the bundles before they hit the ground – easy enough given how slowly they began to fall – and inspected one carefully, finding that it was buckled closed and popping it open.

“Is that what I think it is?” Pikachu asked.

“No, probably not,” Lucario replied. “I can’t see a Tesla Field Generator anywhere and it’s not nearly red enough.”

Pikachu blinked, then gave Lucario a look. “What?”

“Well, you should have been more specific,” Lucario defended himself.

Mewtwo popped back in. Ah, good. We just need to fit them on and then we should find out if I got the size right.

He paused. And yes, they’re a pair of strap-on wings.

“Why-” Brock began, then interrupted himself. “This is because you hope Ash is strong enough to lift himself, right?”

Well, I hope that most humans will be able to lift themselves, with the right wing design and perhaps some elevated air pressure, Mewtwo noted. But Ash is the one who will likely have the least problems.

The other wing unbuckled itself. Should we give it a go?

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “It sounds like a fun experience… is that why this room’s so big?”

That’s some of it, Mewtwo agreed. Not the only reason but definitely one of them.


Some minutes later, Mewtwo pronounced the wings attached correctly.

Right, let’s see… the Psychic-type mused, floating backwards a bit. I’ll be ready to catch you if things go wrong, of course, so let’s have you start with a jump to get a bit of height. Remember you’ll go much higher here, so don’t jump so high you hit the roof.

“Got it,” Ash replied, doing a test bounce on the balls of his feet and going about two inches into the air. “I am used to the high jump low gravity thing, it’s what my boots can do – I just normally leave them a bit higher than normal to get stronger.”

Ah, that’s right,” Mewtwo realized, looking over at the blue boots resting against the wall. I should have considered that. Now, once you jump, you’re going to want to bring your arms down with a bit of an inwards curve – that’s how the wings bite – then up again with your inner wrists facing one another so they don’t bite on the way up.

Ash nodded. “Okay, I think I get it… and to stop?”

That’s largely my job, Mewtwo said, then indicated a pile of mats which had silently levitated out of the supply cupboard. But if you want to give a go at a landing, then the important bit for winged flight is probably to flare at the end. Pull up and angle the wings as brakes, it gets rid of as much of the momentum as possible – oh, and keep your feet pointing towards the ground. The fins on your ankles are your stabilizers.

Another nod, and Ash took a few steps back – a trifle awkwardly, as the large and stiff material of the wings got in the way slightly.

He took a deep breath, nodded, and jumped.

Powered by just a touch of Aura and his considerable training, he got about halfway to the high roof of the arena, then held his arms out to the side as steadily as he could once he reached the apex of the jump.

Mewtwo’s wing design rippled visibly, and the Psychic-type sent Ash a sharp message. You’re not moving forwards enough to generate lift.

Ash reacted by rotating his arms and forcing them down, the wings resisting hard as he put as much strength into the flap as possible, and it felt like he was trying to lift his entire – albeit reduced – weight by his arms.

Which was more or less what was happening.

That arrested his downwards momentum, and he twisted a bit so he was leaning forwards as he raised his arms – remembering to make sure they wouldn’t bite by rolling his wrists – then flapped a second time. This time the air they pushed aside went as much behind him as below him, giving him a quick burst of forwards momentum, and though he was still moving slowly it felt very different to simply jumping.

The third flap went a bit wrong as Ash forgot to make sure the wings would bite properly, wrenching at his shoulder, but it didn’t seem to actually damage anything so he just kept going – correcting on the fourth flap, and by the fifth he was moving forwards at something like walking pace.

“Wow!” Dawn called. “That looks unbelievable!”

Ash stopped flapping for a moment, deciding to try something out, and swept his arms back behind him a little to see if he could dive. It half-worked, controlling his trajectory so it wasn’t just a ballistic arc, but he didn’t gain much forward momentum and had to bring his arms back out and pull up with another wrench.

By the time he was no longer falling, Ash was uncomfortably close to the ground, and he managed one more flap before deciding to land. Rolling his arms and flexing his elbows to control the wings a bit more, he sort-of-flared, and stumbled to a halt on the mats before tripping.

Mewtwo caught him before he hit the ground.

Not bad for a first try, he judged. How was it?

“That was…” Ash paused. “Um… it’s kind of hard to summarize… but it was amazing. And it felt, uh… it wasn’t as hard as I was expecting?”

I did wonder about that, Mewtwo noted. I suspect some people might be strong enough to do it on Earth if they had the wings for it, but the problem is that the material you need for the wings needs to be very strong to manage Earth weight – that or very big, and you were already having trouble with those ones.

He waved his hand. But that’s for later. If you don’t mind, I’d like us to do a few more test runs – and take some film for Mawile, of course.

“Yeah, she’d love that,” Ash agreed. “And I don’t mind… I did kind of feel like I was about to roll over sometimes, though.”

Perhaps we should do some practice with the ankle fins first.


AN:


Ash better leave fairly soon, before he does something that turns it into Space: 1999.

Unusual Gym battle but I thought it was interesting.






277. Sinnoh 36


“You have to estimate how many Tauros are in a large area of park,” Mawile read off. “The area is too large to survey all at once, and the Tauros move around a lot. Describe three ways you could get a rough idea of how many Pokémon.”

She tapped a hand against her chin, her pencil drumming on the table as she twisted it in her other hand. “Hmmm… and I bet they’d consider it cheating if I just asked, too…”

After she said that, she frowned. “Actually, would they?”

Deciding to put it down and revisit the question if she came up with three other ideas, she wrote it in, with a footnote that mentioned how she was a Pokémon herself and so could ask without trouble.

It took her a few minutes of thinking to come up with a second one, using a paintball marker or something to tag some of the Tauros in an area one day, then count up all the Tauros in the area over the next few days and see how many of them had paint on them.

She noted carefully that the problem with this was if the Tauros washed the paint off themselves, but that she hoped it was okay. She also hoped the Tauros wouldn’t be too upset by being hit with paintballs.

Mawile was puzzling over a third one when Damos chimed in. Mawile? You have an email. There’s a video along with it.

“Oh, okay!” Mawile said, stopping the timer she was using to measure her completion time for the test and putting down her pencil. “Who’s it from?”

Ash, Damos replied. Or, at least, I think Dexter sent it. I’ve invited Professor Oak to come and have a look too, I think he’ll like it.


“…wow,” Mawile said. “That was amazing!”

She frowned for a moment. “I think I need to add a new bit to my list!”

“I can see that being very popular,” Professor Oak smiled. “If Mewtwo can work out some of the problems, that is… though, hm! I know they use Metagross to simulate micro gravity at the space centre down in Hoenn. Perhaps they could simulate a low gravity, and people could go flying… it would be a fine way to relate to Flying type Pokémon, I think.”

“That sounds great!” Mawile agreed. “I’d start writing about it, but… I think I need to get back to my test…”

She turned, paused, then nodded. “Of course! If they move around a lot you can kinda treat the populations in each place as average! I think…”


“Why don’t you ever listen to me?” Cresselia demanded. “I said we should meet up here on the fourth!”

The Darkrai opposite her crossed his arms, smoke issuing from his head as he fumed. “I did listen to you!” he replied. “I wanted to see what it was like first!”

“You couldn’t take it on trust?” Cresselia asked hotly.

“Well, clearly you have issues with trusting me!” Darkrai shot back. “You’re always busy anyway, I thought you’d appreciate getting some time away from all that paperwork you’re doing!”

“I’m doing the paperwork for a very good reason, dear!” Cresselia insisted. “The settlement deal is the best offer we’ve had for a very long time, and if I get everything right now it’s going to be an important source of value for us long into the future – it doesn’t have to take up this much time forever, but the setup period is very delicate!”

“And if you’d realized how much time it was costing you then you’d have been much more circumspect about it!” Darkrai countered. “It’s important we spend time together as well, sweetheart, we don’t get much chance as it is!”

“But that wouldn’t matter if you would just stick to the schedule!” Cresselia said hotly. “Now I have to spend some of our scheduled time off working, because you gave everyone nightmares!”

“That’s not my fault!” Darkrai told her. “It’s just how I am, all right?”

“But it wouldn’t have been a problem if you waited until I was able to come with you!”


As the two lunar legendaries continued arguing over Canalave City, Ash and his friends looked skywards with a joint wince.

“This is a lot less impressive when you know what they’re saying…” Dawn said, chuckling nervously.

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “It’s kind of embarrassing, really… you feel like you shouldn’t be here.”

“I don’t remember the other Darkrai we’ve encountered being this… this,” Pikachu said. “Though admittedly they were generally on the job.”

He gestured up. “Should we… do anything?”

“I’m not sure what we really could do,” Ash said. “Telling them off seems kind of rude, and we can’t just attack them over having a loud argument, that’s really overreacting.”

“Rude?” Lucario asked. “It’s three AM. They’re being kind of rude themselves.”

“That is a good point…” Ash said, frowning. “Mewtwo, do you have any ideas?”

It occurs to me that there isn’t any sound in space, and there’s not a great deal of sound on the moon, Mewtwo noted. Though I suppose it would be non-ideal to get into the habit of putting people who annoy me on the moon. It might be the wrong image.

“Even if they live on the moon?” Brock asked.

Sending them to their moon rooms? Mewtwo considered. Perhaps not the impression I want to give either, as I’m one of the youngest Legendary Pokémon.

Lucario pointed. “I think Latias has decided to try and sort the problem out.”


“Excuse me?” Latias said.

“Well, I just wanted to do something- yes?” Darkrai asked, turning to the Dragon-type.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Latias told them both, clasping her hands together. “But I’m afraid that it’s the middle of the night, and you’re being quite loud. I have a suggestion, if you’re willing to hear it?”

“Of course I am,” Cresselia declared. “Darkrai here though-”

“Don’t think I’m going to-”

Latias’ eyes flared, and she conjured a Light Screen in front of each Legendary – showing them just themselves, instead of letting them look at one another.

“All right, as I was saying,” she went on, disabling her shields again. “It’s already morning in Alola. You could go there and enjoy yourselves a bit… perhaps try surfing? Sunbathe on the beach?”

She shrugged. “But, above all, get on with actually enjoying yourselves! I spent such a long time cooped up… take it from me, wasting your time off arguing is doing neither of you any good.”

Darkrai and Cresselia stared at her, then at one another.

“…Alola?” Cresselia asked eventually.

“Alola,” Darkrai agreed.


“Ready?” Will checked, adjusting his mask.

Misty nodded. “Yeah, I want to see if this will work. I’ve been working on a way to beat your telekinesis for a while.”

“Another way?” Will chuckled. “As if using your own psychic Pokémon to interfere with my telekinesis – or using that Mega Gyarados of yours – weren’t enough.”

“That’s right, it’s not enough,” Misty confirmed. “I’m working on something everyone can use… though I’m sure you’ll promptly come up with a way around that in turn.”

Will nodded. “That is how it works. So, who do you want to face today?”

“Doesn’t really matter, so long as they’re a telekinetic,” Misty told him. “So… basically anyone.”

The Psychic trainer thought on that for a moment, then sent out his Grumpig with a flash of light.

“Morning,” the porcine Pokémon said with a wave of a trotter. “Nice to see you.”

“And you,” Misty smiled. “All right, Politoed, like we practiced!”

Politoed landed on the battlefield with a wet splatch sound of toad-feet, and squared off – waving briefly to Grumpig, then taking his stance.

“Psywave,” Will instructed.

Grumpig’s gems flared as he sent out a pulse of psychic energy, and Politoed fired a Bubblebeam back – disrupting most of the psychic attack, and reducing the remainder so it didn’t hit Politoed very hard at all.

The Water-type bounced up and down twice, then slammed his feet into the ground hard with an Earthquake – one which cracked the arena they were standing on.

“Man, it’s a good thing these are so easy to replace,” Will noted absently. “And, by the way, that doesn’t count as getting through the telekinetic shield. It just shook the ground a bit, not enough to actually hurt.”

“I know, I know,” Misty agreed. “Hey, you can’t do a trick like this without plenty of misdirection, right?”

Will chuckled. “True,” he agreed.

“Duck!” Misty added suddenly, and a flying piece of the terrain narrowly missed hitting Politoed. “Speaking of misdirection…”

“It wouldn’t be a fair test if I made it too easy,” Will noted, as Politoed Bounced out of easy range of a second attack.

“Water Sport,” Misty ordered. “Then Ice Beam.”

Water rained down towards Grumpig, only to be stopped by an exertion of telekinesis and spread in the way to act as a shield against the Ice-type attack coming down at the same time.

Politoed came slamming right down on top of the now-frozen ice, the sudden massive increase in weight driving it halfway from there to Grumpig, but the Psychic-type quickly adjusted to fling the ice – and Politoed – away.

Landing again, Politoed used Hydro Pump into one of the cracks the Earthquake had left. Water fountained in all directions, but especially back up at Politoed – though the Water-type didn’t care much about getting soaked – and then the ground below Grumpig rumbled for a moment before disgorging a geyser.

Will gestured, and Grumpig tamped the water back down – also gaining a bit of distance, so Politoed couldn’t use the continuous water route to deliver an attack.

“Not bad!” Misty’s fellow Elite Four trainer nodded, as Politoed drew some of the available water up into a Water Pulse. “That’s certainly one way to get through it.”

“I’m not done,” Misty replied, and Politoed used Fling.

On the Water Pulse.

Grumpig was slapped in the face by a fast-moving globe of water, and looked distinctly unhappy about it.

“Fling is a Dark type move,” Misty pointed out.

“I take back what I said about it being nice to see you,” Grumpig grumped good-naturedly.


“All right, time for a gym challenge!” Ash said, knocking on the door of Canalave Gym.

“How long was it since the last gym challenge?” Lucario asked.

“About, uh… two days, I think,” Ash replied. “One if you count when we actually remembered to pick up Fantina’s badge. But we’re here now!”

The door opened as he spoke, and Byron leaned out. “Yes? Who – ah!”

Pulling the door more fully open, Byron looked Ash up and down. “You’re Ash Ketchum, yes? My son told me what happened to his gym when you passed through…”

“Yeah, that was… a thing,” Ash admitted.

“Well, rest assured I won’t be as upset as he was, no matter what happens,” Byron told him. “The gym’s due a remodel, and getting rid of the old stuff would cost about as much whether or not it was intact.”

He transferred his attention to Lucario. “And I can see you’ve got at least one fine Steel-type Pokémon.”

“I’ve got a total of three,” Ash replied. “Mawile has been with me for a while, and Kari is relatively new.”

He tapped her hilt, and Byron nodded.

“Yes, Honedge is an interesting Pokémon… now, I’ve come to a decision, and I’m giving you my advanced challenge.”

“What’s the advanced challenge?” Lucario asked, interested.

“The advanced challenge is that you use your three oldest Pokémon,” Byron told them. “It’s a test of how well you know your Pokémon, and in particular how well you’ve trained any fossils.”

“Uh… a couple of questions,” Ash said. “First, if a Pokémon is a ghost, does it count their time before they became a ghost?”

“No, it’s the time they’ve existed as part of that evolutionary line,” Byron clarified. “So a ghost’s first life doesn’t count, but a fossil’s does.”

Brock waved a finger in the air, counting under his breath, then blinked and began to snigger.

“Okay, second question,” Ash went on. “If one of them isn’t available because he’s training with someone else, what then?”

“You go to the fourth oldest, and so on,” Byron told him. “Any other questions?”

“Yeah,” Ash said. “And this is going to sound kind of rude, but… are you sure?”

“Of course!” Byron replied, leading them into his gym. “I’ve given it a lot of thought!”

Dawn started trying not to giggle as well.

“Because I’m pretty sure I know what the line up is going to be,” Ash went on. “And I really want to check if you’re okay facing Suicune, Ho-Oh and Giratina.”

Byron stopped mid-stride.

“…what?”

“Well, with the Beasts it’s a bit hard to tell, but I think Suicune is the oldest,” Ash explained. “And they’re a hundred and fifty, while Latias and Latios are only about a century old. Ho-Oh is obviously older because he created Suicune, and Giratina was instrumental in the creation of the universe so there’s only maybe, uh… about six Pokémon who might be older than him? And one of them is the concept of time…”

Byron thought about that. A lot.

“Sure, why not?” he decided. “Like I said, the building’s going to be remodelled anyway.”


“Just through here,” Byron said, leading them down a hallway. “Then up these stairs – I have two battle rooms, but if we want to have the possibility to wreck both we should start on the upper floor!”

He waved a hand at the wall, which was faced in slightly rusty iron. “You see the problem? Some damp got in, and the cost for repairing it is a nightmare – there’s one company from down in Johto who have a Vaporeon that does ship repair work, but it’s far too costly – easier to tear it all down and start again.”

“I’m kind of surprised it’s that costly,” Brock commented. “I would have thought there’d be a lot of Vaporeon trained that way, it’s not like rust is rare.”

“So would I!” Byron replied. “But what can you do. Ah, there you are – just take them back to my house, thanks very much.”

Two burly Machoke went down the stairs in the other direction, carrying large boxes.

“Fossils from the fossil room,” Byron explained. “Any good gym has to have a fossil room!”

“I don’t think my gym had a fossil room,” Brock said, looking back down the stairs. “And I was a Rock type gym leader.”

He shook his head. “I’m still supposed to be one, at that.”

“Well, perhaps that’s the problem, you need a fossil room,” Byron advised. “All right, here’s the battle area!”

At first glance, it was a fairly normal looking arena – apart from the walls made of bare steel plate, riveted in place. But there were scratches on the walls, the sign of accumulated damage, and it just didn’t look like it was kept fully up to the original specifications.

Byron slapped the wall, producing a loud clang. “Still ready to go!”

He chuckled. “I love these rooms, but they need to be updated – that’s just how it is! Make sure your Pokémon are ready, I just need to check everything I want to keep is out of the building!”

“Sure,” Ash agreed. “I’ll let you pick who you send out against my Pokémon specifically, it kind of seems only fair…”

He opened up Dexter. “Ready?”

Ready, Dexter confirmed. You already have Giratina with you, I’ll just let Ho-Oh and Suicune know to prepare for a transfer.

An hourglass appeared on his screen, turning over twice, then vanished. A Pokéball appeared in the air, which Ash caught, then a Fast Ball which he snagged with the lower half of the same hand.

“Okay, guys,” he explained. “Ho-Oh, you finally get a chance at a gym battle. Suicune-”

Suicune came out of her ‘ball, landing lithely on the steel floor, and gave Ash a look. “…really? Didn’t we discuss about how you didn’t want to give someone an overwhelming challenge?”

“I know we did,” Ash agreed. “Or, at least, I don’t want to be that much like how Tobias approached things… but Byron asked for it. I mean, literally asked for it.”

Suicune blinked. “Well, that… seems oddly specific. Father and myself?”

“Actually my three oldest Pokémon,” Ash replied. “Lugia isn’t available, so that means it’s Giratina, Ho-Oh and you.”

“No it isn’t,” Suicune replied.

“Why not?” Lucario asked. “If I am secretly one thousand years old I missed something. And we already asked about Kari.”

“Well, I’m not the oldest of the Ecruteak Beast Trio,” Suicune explained. “I’m the youngest, though not by much. Why did you think I was the oldest?”

“Partly because you always seem more sensible,” Ash answered. “And partly because I usually hear it said Suicune, Entei and Raikou.”

That’s because that’s the order you caught them in, Ash, Dexter pointed out.

“Oh, right… so what is the order?” Ash asked.

Ho-Oh flashed out of his own Pokéball, and hovered for a moment before setting down on the floor.

“The tower was struck by lightning,” he said. “It burned, the flames taking it, until a rainstorm came to put out the fire. Of the three Pokémon who perished in the blaze and were reborn, they were created anew in the order of the events. Lightning, fire, and water.”

“Wait,” Brock said. “Would that mean Raikou is the oldest? But he’s… Raikou.”

“It’s not by much,” Suicune pointed out. “A few minutes, if that. But that counts if it’s a tie breaker.”

She paced over to the side of the arena, and sat down on her haunches. “But I’m interested in watching. You might want to bring Entei, I think he’d like to see this as well.”

“All right,” Ash agreed. “I guess that’s your cue, Dexter.”


“Everything’s ready!” Byron reported. “Now, let’s get this done!”

He paused, pointing at Raikou. “Is your Suicune busy?”

“No, she’s over there,” Ash replied, waving. “Turns out Raikou’s the oldest. I’m using him first.”

“Ahaha!” Byron laughed. “I see! Well, I’m going to LOVE this!”

“You sound like just the sort of trainer I like to see!” Raikou declared. “You’re right! This is going to be excellent fun!”

“I have this odd sinking feeling…” Suicune said quietly.

“Oh?” Entei asked.

“Now, for my first Pokémon, you’re going to be facing my Aggron!” Byron went on, sending out the big heavy Steel/Rock type – with an Aggronite on his brow. “Or, rather, my Mega Aggron!”

“All right, that’s the kind of thing I like to hear!” Raikou declared, a few sparks running up and down his legs and terminating in his mane. “Get yourself Mega Evolved, and then we can really enjoy this!”

“Right!” Byron agreed, holding up his Mega Bracelet. “This is going to be marvellous! Don’t hold back in the least!”

“Oh, that’s what you meant,” Entei realized. “This is essentially a battle between our brother and a human version of our brother, plus one Aggron in the middle of it.”


As the golden light of Mega Evolution died down, Raikou looked his opponent’s new form up and down before pawing once at the floor.

“Ah!” he said, chuckling. “I see you’ve prepared for this! This surface is too smooth for most Pokémon to get a grip on!”

A flash of blue light surged through him, and he slammed a paw into the floor – producing a series of creaks and groans as the floor distorted a little.

Mewtwo prudently established a shield around the Pokémon trainers and the spectators, but left the rest of the area clear.

“Should I say begin?” Brock asked.

“Why bother, they’ve already decided to!” Byron advised, as Mega Aggron began charging a Solarbeam.

Raikou’s claws came out, a faint flicker of metallic blue sheathing them as he used Metal Claw and augmented it with Aura, and he suddenly charged off to the right – moving in a wide arc through the arena, leaving a trail of damaged steel behind him. Lightning fizzed around him as he circled around Mega Aggron, then he darted in and cuffed the Steel-type with a paw.

The electrical energy he’d been building up all discharged at once in a Spark attack, and Mega Aggron grunted before flicking his tail backwards at Raikou. The heavy weight crashed into Raikou’s side, sending him skidding sideways in a screech of claws on steel, and the tail then slammed into the ground in an Earthquake.

Raikou jumped rather than take the hit, landing briefly on the wall before launching himself off again in a blur of speed. The easiest way to tell where he was going was by the sparkling trail of electricity he left behind, and he circled Mega Aggron twice before turning to face the Mega-Evolved Pokémon. His path didn’t change, and he slid sideways for long enough to fire off an Aura Sphere – which crashed into Mega Aggron, sending him sliding a little way across the floor, but didn’t prevent him replying with a Flash Cannon and a Flamethrower in quick succession.

Turning back to face in the same direction as he was going, Raikou wove in and out of the attacks with a booming laugh. “Excellent!”

“Surf!” Byron ordered.

“Surf?” Raikou repeated.

“Surf!” Mega Aggron confirmed, exhaling a wave of water which splashed against the floor – in such an amount that it got everywhere, covering the whole of the water to a depth of about a centimetre or so.

Raikou slowed a little, forced to do so by the much more slippery surface he was on now. He couldn’t move fast enough to truly skip across the water, he couldn’t turn that fast at that speed, so the water he could move across at the speed of sound still managed to slow him down.

“Aha, you didn’t think that through!” he bellowed, and summoned a great surging rush of electricity before blasting it all into the water through his paws. Sparks flew, the water fizzing and popping as Raikou’s Discharge attack spread out, and Mega Aggron’s surface lit up with St. Elmo’s Fire as some of the current went through him.

“Speak for yourself!” Byron called back. “Mega Aggron, use fire!”

Ash put his hands over his ears. So did Pikachu.

Mega Aggron used Flamethrower, sending a burst of flames surging out towards Raikou.

About halfway to their target they contacted the cloud of electrolyzed hydrogen and oxygen which Raikou had generated around himself.

The explosion was quite loud.


“Well, that’s a disappointment!” Byron sighed, once the blast had died down. “I was hoping it would blow the roof off! But I suppose that means the air conditioning system is wrecked, so that’s good.”

“This whole situation would annoy Misty so much,” Brock shook his head, looking around at the arena walls.

Despite Byron’s evident feeling of anticlimax, the walls still showed the evidence of what had happened inside them – there was a definite distortion in the walls, along with a fine layer of damp from the water which had been blown all over the room by the explosion.

Out on the floor, Raikou shook himself a little to clear his dizziness, then chuckled.

“Ah, well! That was more like it!”

He tested his footing, a little gingerly, then broke into a run again. This time he moved noticeably slower at first, still making sure he was fit for the battle, but his speed steadily increased until he was just as much of a blur as before. The same lightning that had followed him the previous times built up, some of it fizzing out in charged discs onto the floor of the gym.

Mega Aggron used Surf again, but this time the stream of water hit a lightning bolt before it had even reached the ground. Lightning raced back up towards the Steel-type, shocking him lightly before he cancelled the attack out to avoid taking a nasty hit.

Most of the water in the stream burst outwards instead, largely transformed into steam instead of hydrogen, though that didn’t stop Mega Aggron firing more beam attacks to try and catch Raikou out – using his Flamethower to form a curtain of fire Raikou would have to deal with, or sweeping his Flash Cannon around through where it looked like Raikou would run, or even throwing out Ice attacks to make the floor more slippery and try and make the Electric-type skid out.

“Whoops!” Raikou laughed, evading one of the attacks by a tiny margin, then using a Thunderbolt to shatter the ice ahead of him and give him better footholds. “Now, let’s see if that trick the young Manectric likes will work out here!”

“Don’t let him!” Byron instructed. “Earthquake!”

The building shook as Mega Aggron slammed a foot into the floor, this time managing to catch Raikou and knock him into the wall with a crash. The ex-Rock type followed up with a Rock Slide, and Raikou unlimbered his signs to knock three of the rocks away before returning one to sender with a stunning crack.

“Cry havoc!” Byron added. “Stone Edge!”

Raikou darted forwards, around the rocks which Mega Aggron sent his way, and pounced forwards as they left hefty dents in the gym wall with a lusty crash. The lightning he’d been gathering surged all at once, and he knocked Mega Aggron entirely into the air with a flash of mingled electrical and Aura energy.

The Electric-type darted forwards, following up his attack with a second one to knock Mega Aggron just a little higher. Aura flared as he hit again and again, each time forcing his opponent just a bit higher, until finally he went racing to the wall – up-around-and-down for an overhead Low Kick, slamming Mega Aggron back into the floor hard enough that the whole room groaned and distorted downwards.

The lightning trail reformed itself, then twisted together into three rings of electrical energy. They spun around one another for a few seconds as Raikou landed, then dissipated as Byron held up his hand. “He’s out.”

Mega Aggron reverted to just plain Aggron as he spoke, and Raikou exhaled with a huff.

“Good battle,” he pronounced. “Marvellous! Don’t you agree?”

“Of course!” Byron replied. “A pity you couldn’t have made that overhead slam a bit stronger, though, he might have gone through the floor!”


“So I should recall Raikou, right?” Ash checked. “I can’t remember what rules we’re using…”

“Of course you should, I haven’t seen your other Legendaries yet!” Byron replied.

Raikou raised a paw. “I think I’ll be watching from over here, if that’s quite fine by you!” he requested. “It’s not often we get to see our fine father fighting!”

Mewtwo opened a gap in the shield to let Raikou in, and also to let both Ash’s Ho-Oh and Byron’s Bastiodon enter the field of battle.

“Begin whenever you’re ready!” Byron called. “And make it as good as you can!”

“Of course,” Ho-Oh replied, hovering in the middle of the room.

He turned his gaze to Bastiodon. “I fear I must ask you a personal question about your ability.”

“What’s the question?” Bastiodon replied.

“Thank you, that was it,” Ho-Oh told him. “Since you heard my question, I now know you have Sturdy.”

“Well, yeah, I have Sturdy,” Bastiodon agreed. “Why is that a problem?”

“You misunderstand,” Ho-Oh replied, rose-red flames glowing on the tips of all his feathers. They spread, forming a corona, then engulfed him in roaring Sacred Fire as he set himself alight.

Ho-Oh paused a moment, making sure his aim was good, then exhaled an astonishing blast of incandescent flame – one which widened out as it reached floor level, spreading out over about half the metallic surface, roaring and blazing and continuing as a single sustained attack.

Bastiodon was Sturdy.

The floor was not.


“Now that’s more like it!” Byron declared, impressed, as he examined the melted edges of the hole – and his Steel-type, who was shaking glowing droplets of structurally compromised steel off himself. “Bastiodon! Earthquake! Then use Rain Dance!”

The Earthquake shook the building, and more of the floor between the two arena layers of the building fell in – distorting, peeling downwards, then breaking away with a metallic crash and landing on the lower floor.

“Now that the preliminaries are over with, it seems we can get on with the actual battle,” Ho-Oh declared.


“Good day, dearie,” Bertha smiled. “What’s this I hear about a demonstration battle?”

“Bertha, good to see you,” Cynthia replied. “Well, Ash Ketchum lent me one of his Pokémon, and we’re having some familiarization battles… but it occurred to me that they’re probably going to be quite impressive as well, so we may as well share them with the Sinnoh Elite Four at the very least.”

She held up two buckets of popcorn. “Salted or buttered?”

“None for me thanks, dearie,” Bertha answered, holding her hands up. “Very bad for you at my age!”

“Well, all right then,” Cynthia said, with a disappointed moue. “But that means now I need to choose…”

She thought about it, shrugged, then picked up a bowl and poured in some from both popcorn containers.

“Begin!” she called. “Garchomp, Aerial Ace!”

The Dragon-type broke into a sprint along the ground. Shocks of air formed around her scythelike arms, and a moment later she jumped high into the air before lunging at her opponent.

Lugia rolled, psychic energy flaring around him as a single movement of his wings propelled him swiftly through the air, and began pulling in air to charge up an Aeroblast. Garchomp scored a glancing hit on one wing as she went past, pulling up into a stall turn and coming around for a second attack.

The Psychic-type unleashed his charged air as an Aeroburst rather than a more focused Aeroblast, knocking Garchomp off course, but this time the Ground-type was ready for her attack run to be disrupted and slashed out with a Rock Slide attack.

Lugia whipped his wing across to block, channelling psychic energy to augment the strength of his wing and make it a better shield, and diverted them without much injury. That also let him lash out with a powerful gust of wind, aiming for Garchomp but failing to catch her with it, before climbing much higher into the air with a powerful sweeping movement that sent grass billowing into the air from the arena floor.

“This is a nice stadium, isn’t it?” Bertha said. “A bit lonely with only the five of us, though. And I see the boys are in the other box.”

Cynthia nodded, much of her attention on the battle. “Rock rain!”

Garchomp twisted over and dove, slamming hard into the ground and shaking it. A Stone Edge fired as she did, and the boulders produced by the attack went flying high into the air.

Lugia noticed the multiple large rocks flying up past him, and manoeuvred to ensure they would all miss him handily. Then he heard a wham-wham-wham from below, and saw Cynthia’s Garchomp blurring up towards him.

Her path was a series of high-speed jumps from one temporary platform to the next, using her considerable strength to push off from each one in turn to climb the falling rocks up to Lugia’s altitude. Each one Garchomp hit went flying downwards to impact the arena floor with considerable force, except for one she used by smacking into it from underneath and shattering it into a dozen smaller fragments.

The shower of sharp-edged rocks hit Lugia from below and to one side, making him flinch, and while he was reacting Garchomp used one of the rocks she hadn’t bounced off yet to resume her upwards momentum. That one burst into fragments as well, peppering the ground, and Lugia used Twister around himself to form a shield as Garchomp came blazing in.

“Well, it was nice,” Bertha commented. “I think it’s more of a rock and ground arena than a grass one now, though.”

Cynthia chuckled. “Perhaps.”

All the remaining flying Stone Edge rocks broke in quick succession as Garchomp used them to bounce off for a sequence of quick Crunch attacks, none of which got through the surging shield of Lugia’s tornado Twister, then Cynthia pointed.

“Dragon Pulse,” she instructed.

Garchomp inhaled and spat out a burst of multicoloured flames, which hammered into Lugia’s twister and sent coils of disruption racing up and down it. The Dragon-type altered the direction of her attack, some of it angled to accelerate Lugia’s Twister and other parts of it aimed to go against the grain, and after a few seconds the cylindrical shield began to fall apart.

Lugia let it, spreading his wings to sweep it aside, and revealed that he’d been preparing something inside his defence. The glowing light of an Aeroblast or Aeroburst was held in his jaws, and Garchomp got ready for the pulse of air pressure – except that Lugia instead used Hydro Pump, letting the compressed air tear the Hydro Pump to shreds and send water spraying out in a huge cone that completely encompassed the area Garchomp was flying through.

The disruption and spreading also robbed the Hydro Pump of much of its force, and Cynthia frowned – wondering for a moment what Lugia was playing at – until the Psychic-type Legendary switched to Blizzard, pouring energy into it and sweeping his wings wide so it swirled out to cover much of the arena.

Already wet from the spreading Hydro Pump, Garchomp flinched as she was hammered by frost and cold air. Her glide trajectory wavered, and she began using Fire Blast on and around herself to keep the worst of the cold away – before jack-knifing in mid-air to dive straight down into the ground in a Dig, vanishing with a crunch of displaced earth and avoiding the remainder of Lugia’s ice-typed attack.

“Hmm, not bad,” Bertha observed. “Of course, now you have the problem of what you’re going to do to get back up and attacking. Very common problem for Ground types.”

Cynthia smiled. “Yes, and fortunately Garchomp picked up a trick.”

She cupped her hands. “Twister!”

A tornado of swirling blue energy erupted out of the ground, rising up towards Lugia, and Ash’s Pokémon dropped into a Twister of his own before lunging down at Garchomp.

“Ah, so she did,” Bertha nodded. “Lovely work, dearie.”

“Yes, it’s good having Lugia around just to train against, if nothing else,” Cynthia agreed.


“Stealth Rock!” Byron instructed. “Remember, steel is just another kind of rock product!”

Bastiodon shrugged.

A circle of rocks flashed into existence around the Steel-type, moving to form a defensive screen, and Ho-Oh’s flamethrower splashed off them to make the walls glow with heat.

“This is kind of an unusual gym battle situation,” Ash said, one eye closed so he could see through the floor. “Ho-Oh has to be careful about when he moves between the upper and lower areas, because the upper area is safer for him but he can’t attack as easily there… while the gap between the upper and lower areas has turbulence and stuff.”

“Yes, it’s impressive, isn’t it!” Byron agreed. “Perhaps I should have thought of it before!”

“I’m not really sure how this fits with the steel type,” Brock said, then shrugged. “But, well, it’s your gym. For at least a few more minutes.”

Bastiodon launched a volley of rocks at Ho-Oh, and the Fire-type shattered them into a thousand pieces with a jet of intense heat. The fragments fell around him, and then the Rock-type turned them into a Sandstorm and whipped up clouds of sand and rock fragments.

Ho-Oh’s glow dimmed a little as he reduced his temperature from the brilliant blaze it had been, avoiding the potential problem of the sand building up on his wings. He flapped them twice, flying through the sandy cloud, then used Heat Wave – sending out a wave of fire and heat, which raised the temperature in the sandstorm itself to a high enough temperature that the sand melted into glass and forced it away from him at the same moment.

Before the currents of the sandstorm could regain control of the now-molten particles, Ho-Oh flared his wings and used Weather Ball. Most of the glass in the sandstorm came together into a single molten blob of glowing semi-liquid, which splashed down onto Bastiodon and sent gobbets of quickly-hardening glass spraying out from the point of impact like crater rays.

Bastiodon rocked back and forth, then used Ice Beam, and the glass flash-froze and shattered – sending fragments going everywhere – before the Rock-type pulled together a ball of rock for a Smack Down and launched it up at Ho-Oh.

The Fire-type’s reaction was unconventional, but effective – he fired off a mighty burst of Sacred Fire, punching through the floor next to the hole he’d already torn, and a deluge of torn and half-melted steel fell down to intercept the attack.

Concentrating his fire again, Ho-Oh rocketed up through the now-enlarged hole. Sparks cascaded from his wings, and he readied his next attack.

“Hold on!” Ash called.

“What is it?” Ho-Oh asked.

“I think Bastiodon just passed out,” Ash explained. “Overheating I think.”

“I must admit, I did use a lot of fire,” Ho-Oh admitted, cooling himself down somewhat – letting the heat dissipate, warming the room further. “Then encased him in glass. I’m surprised that the ice beam didn’t help, though.”

“I think it did,” Ash supplied. “It’s just that you then dropped molten steel on him.”

“That would do it,” Ho-Oh agreed, alighting on the edge of the hole. His talons sank in a bit, and he looked at them in surprise before turning to Ash and the other humans. “Is the floor not a bit hot for you?”

No, it’s fine for them, Mewtwo answered. That’s my doing. The rest of the steel is, indeed, very hot.

“Sort of a pity I didn’t order Bastiodon to use Earthquake near the end, then!” Byron sighed. “That would have brought the house down!”

He shrugged. “Well, time for the third Pokémon match! And for this one, I’m using someone special… or, I will be once thing cool down a bit.”

On it, Mewtwo stated, putting together a ball of Aura before draining away the heat from it, creating a large ball of ice Aura. It pulsed outwards, frosting the surfaces, and the whole building shifted noticeably as large chunks of it shrank from the sudden temperature change.

There, Mewtwo announced.

Ho-Oh spread his wings, tugged for a moment, then broke his talons free of the now-hard metal around them before flying over to his three children.

“Oh, uh, I should make sure Giratina understands what’s going on,” Ash suggested, sending the Dragon-type out. “Do you?”

“Hm?” Giratina asked. “I’m sorry, did I miss something?”

“We were training quite late last night,” Pikachu admitted. “Sorry.”

“Okay, so we’re having a gym battle,” Ash explained. “Byron’s okay with battling only Legendary Pokémon, because he wants to wreck the building anyway. So you don’t need to worry about that kind of thing.”

Giratina glanced over to the smoking hole in the floor. “I must admit, I was wondering what kind of gym leader would have a gym reminiscent of a volcano.”

“Hey, maybe I should suggest that idea to Flannery,” Brock said to himself. “Or anyone else who’s planning on having a fire type gym but doesn’t have a quirk for it yet.”

“So I should battle without regard for the structure of the building?” Giratina asked, wanting to make sure of this. “I know this world is not quite so prone to cause negative effects on my world as vice versa, but it was my understanding that humans were still quite attached to their possessions.”

“If he’s asking if it’s really okay to destroy the place, tell him yes!” Byron called. “The louder the better!”

“Ah, that answers my question,” Giratina said, considering. “But what of the area beyond the building?”

“That’s still something we want to keep in one piece,” Ash answered. “So, you know… don’t try too hard for a large area of impact? And be careful with your portals.”

I will be enshrouding the building in psychic energy to avoid overshoot, Mewtwo said. But even so Ash’s advice is good.

“Very well, then,” Giratina decided. “Who is to be my foe, then?”

“That would be him!” Byron announced, sending out a Mawile.

The Mawile looked Giratina up and down, then very deliberately tied on a headband – one which held a shimmering Mawilite.

Entei raised a paw. “Question. Are there not rules on how many Mega Evolved Pokémon you can use at once?”

“Of course there are!” Byron agreed. “The same’s true of Legendary Pokémon, but you don’t see me complaining, do you?”


“Right,” Mega Mawile said, clashing his fists together with a whunng. “This should be interesting.”

A steely glint shone over his body as he used Iron Defence, then charged forwards to attack Giratina.

The Ghost-type fired off a pair of Shadow Balls and an Aura Sphere, sending the latter into a portal which snapped shut a moment later, then brought his tail up to defend.

Mega Mawile’s Play Rough attack hit an Iron Tail, making a noise which resonated through the building, and Giratina slid back a few inches before pushing back with a powerful flex. The power of Giratina’s own muscles forced Mega Mawile back a step, and Giratina snap-fired a Dragon Pulse at the Fairy type to startle him.

Mega Mawile’s jaws opened and swung around, firing Icy Wind attacks at Giratina from two angles – which the Dragon-type endured with a grimace, dealing relatively easily with an attack without Mega Mawile’s huge strength behind it.

“Back off!” Byron called suddenly. “Go down to the lower area!”

Mega Mawile did so, backflipping and jumping down the ragged hole, and Giratina floated a little higher to prepare for whatever attack Mega Mawile might be preparing.

After a few seconds he gave a visible sinuous shrug, and opened a portal to the Reverse World on a flat horizontal plane across the gap in the floor.

The Aura Sphere he’d thrown through a portal some time before emerged, whipping down into the lower space, and the slightly muffled sound of an explosion came through to indicate that he’d scored a hit on something.

Satisfied by that, Giratina began charging another attack. This one was a glowing, fizzing Shadow Ball, spinning up faster as he readied it, and he fired it through the floor.

“It missed!” Ash called. “And, uh… I think it went off somewhere in the foundations. Mega Mawile is on the floor of the other room, kind of in the middle? But he’s moving around.”

“Then I need to make my aim better,” Giratina said, half to himself, charging another Shadow Ball.

A Reverse World portal opened directly below him, matched by another a few inches further down and inside the lower arena room. Between them they effectively negated the existence of the floor, letting Giratina see into the lower room.

What he saw was a Mega Mawile approaching him very quickly.

The Fairy-type punched aside his Shadow Ball attack with one fist as he passed through the little area of the Reverse World defined by the portals, then hit Giratina with the other fist – his hugely boosted Play Rough knocking Giratina into the ceiling, leaving a visible serpentine dent.

The portals closed, and Giratina extricated himself from the dent by the simple expedient of phasing through the roof. He surged downwards, his crest lighting up, then turned briefly into a shadowy black silhouette before vanishing entirely from view.

Mega Mawile flipped around once and landed on the steel floor of the upper room with a clang, looking around for where Giratina had gone.

A bluish light flashed for a moment in the lower arena, then Giratina reappeared at speed – his path partially intersecting the floor, but phasing right through it and only coming into contact with Mega Mawile himself. The impact from an unexpected direction knocked Byron’s Mega into the air, though Mega Mawile reacted fast enough to counter with a Play Rough punch that slowed Giratina’s momentum and let Mega Mawile control how he hit the wall.

Pushing off again and bouncing off the roof, Mega Mawile dove down to deliver another Play Rough haymaker. This time Giratina reacted in time, phasing with his Shadow Force and a flash of blue to avoid the attack, and Mega Mawile punched a hole through the floor thanks to his inability to stop in time.


“How much of this is how Giratina already fought, and how much of it is the training?” Dawn asked.

“We focused on being able to react to new situations, to a significant extent,” Lucario replied. “And I don’t think he’d run into a Mega Mawile before, so his adapting to that is new. I think the two-portals trick is new as well, and I know that Aura Sphere trick has Ash written all over it.”

“Yeah, I see what you mean,” Dawn agreed. “So what else do you think Giratina is going to do?”

“Either try doing something else new, or go back to something that worked and that Mega Mawile didn’t really react to properly before,” Lucario suggested. “Either would do. Though I’m interested that Giratina hasn’t come out of Shadow Force yet…”


“Where did your Pokémon go?” Byron asked. “You know I can set a time limit, right?”

“Not a short one, I hope…” Ash said. “I think he’s actually in a completely different dimension.”

That is not the word for it, Ash, Dexter interrupted. It is an alternate plane of reality, or a brane, or a world, or a universe. A dimension is like up-down, or left-right.

“Oh, so he’d be in a different dimension if he was flying,” Ash realized. “Or time travelling.”

The first one is… no. The second one is closer.

A moment later, the building shook.

“Ah, that sounds like Giratina is doing whatever it was he was planning,” Lucario said.

Then there was a lurch, which left everyone feeling momentarily weightless. Mewtwo reacted quickly, holding everyone in a telekinetic grip so that when gravity resumed they wouldn’t crash back onto the floor.

“Excellent, this should be spectacular!” Byron chuckled.

Then the roof blew in, revealing a surreal landscape of girders twisted into cylindrical towers outside.

A shower of dozens of Aura Spheres came flying in through the gap, all focusing in on Mega Mawile and surrounding him in explosions, followed by a crunch as something hit the gym from below.

Giratina swept up through the hole in the floor. “I believe I have met your requirement for the battle,” he stated. “Where your gym once stood is now only a hole.”

Byron looked out the hole in the roof, then down at the unconscious no-longer-Mega Mawile. “…where are we?”

“Oh, uh, I think Giratina just pulled your gym through into the Reverse World,” Ash explained. “Then drove it into a wall, or possibly a floor.”


“Uh… Officer?”

Officer Jenny looked up from doodling on her notepad. “Huh?”

There wasn’t much to do these days, what with the crime in the city having more or less evaporated a few months ago… still, this sounded urgent. “Has something happened?”

“Um… I think so?” replied the trainee officer looking through the window. “I… think I need to report a crime.”

“What kind of crime?” Jenny asked, sighing and getting up. “Come on, kid, give me a proper report.”

“The Canalave Gym has vanished,” her trainee answered. “It just… isn’t there any more.”

“Well, it was definitely there this morning,” Jenny said, joining him at the window. “…and now it’s not. You’re right, that is odd.”

She rubbed her temples. “And I was just thinking things had been a bit boring around here…”


“Spectacular as that was, I think I should ask,” Byron said, looking though the roof at the shimmering portal showing the Sinnoh sky beyond it. “What did Giratina actually do?”

“I’ll translate,” Ash suggested. “What did you do, Giratina?”

“Well, I have given the limitations and peculiarities of my portals no small amount of thought,” Giratina began, pausing for Ash to catch up. “After preparing several Aura Spheres in my World so they might home in on Mawile once I reopened a portal, it occurred to me that perhaps I might damage the gym most effectively by instead opening a portal to drop the building entire into it. However, as I felt it likely there was – sorry, should I slow down?”

“A bit,” Ash asked. “He wanted to drop the gym into a portal.”

“Yes,” Giratina agreed. “So I did a small amount of damage to my own World to shake the foundations loose, and also to create a gap into which I could put a portal. This required that I use another portal some way overhead from the gym to lure the Aura Spheres away, but once done I made a portal beneath the gym somewhat wider than the gym itself. Then I simply used an Earthquake, shaking loose the gym from the ground around it, and dropped it into the portal.”

It took several seconds for Ash to finish translating, and once he did Byron nodded.

“Very impressive!” he declared. “I love it! My gym is completely gone, and now all I need to do is to build a new one on top of where the old one used to be!”

As he spoke, Suicune looked up through the hole in the roof. She frowned, tilting her head a little, then crouched down and jumped up to the level of the roof and sprang off from there.

“I wonder what’s got her fur in a bunch,” Raikou pondered. “It can’t be what happened here, surely? That was marvellous!”

“Speak for yourself,” Entei muttered. “Do I have some kind of ability that’s the opposite of Drought?”

Suicune came back down through the hole, the metal of the roof belling as she landed on it before jumping down to the badly damaged floor. “There’s a police officer up there asking what happened to the building,” she reported. “I told her my trainer was involved, and she’s gone to get one of the incident report slips.”

“Ah, I can see how that might concern her!” Byron admitted. “I hope you told her that I asked for it.”

“You should probably tell her yourself,” Suicune recommended. “I mean, it’s not beyond the bounds of possibility that I’d be considered biased here… and, come to think of it, I’m not sure how well known it is that Giratina is Ash’s now.”


“Hey.”

Byron looked up from the boxes his removal crew had taken out of his gym, and did a double-take. “Roark?”

“I heard what happened,” Roark explained. “It made the news.”

“Surprised you got here so quickly,” Byron replied. “Teleport?”

Roark nodded.

“So, Ash Ketchum got you too, did he?” he asked.

“Well, he got me,” Byron replied, shutting the lid on another box and heaving it aside. “Didn’t know he got you as well.”

“Yeah, collapsed my gym,” Roark explained. “He had a kid with a Jirachi with him, so we weren’t in it. What happened to yours?”

“Giratina dropped it through a hole,” Byron answered, opening the next box. “They’re still in town, sticking around while I make sure I don’t want anything left in the gym.”

He rummaged through the contents of the box, and found a paper-wrapped piece of rock at the bottom. “Ah! I was worried about this one.”

Roark leaned over, and blinked. “Is that…”

“Yes,” Byron confirmed, re-wrapping the fossil Sunkern leaf Roark had given him years ago. “It’s the finest piece in my collection.”

Roark glanced into the box, which included a magnificent Acheops fossil that was probably revivable, then back at the now-wrapped leaf.

“Thanks, Dad,” he said.

Byron’s ears reddened slightly. “It’s only true,” he replied. “It’s the one I’d miss the most.”

Roark considered that.

“Where are you staying tonight, Dad?” he asked. “You can’t leave all this out overnight… tell you what, I’ll get that Kadabra I hired to take us both back to Oreburgh for the night, and then I’ll keep your collection safe until you need it.”

Byron looked up, paused, then nodded firmly.

“That sounds like a fine plan,” he said. “I take it you had to remodel after Ash Ketchum went through? It’ll be interesting to see what you did with the old place!”


“So what are you going to do with the old gym?” Dawn asked.

“Good question…” Giratina admitted, musing.

A shadowy projection, one of the wing/arms his Altered Forme had, reached down to pick up a forkful of pasta. “I think I might just leave it where it is, and see what happens to it. It is not as though I am lacking in personal space.”

He bit through the fork. “This is very good, though it tastes a little metallic.”

“I think we’d better leave a big tip,” Brock said. “And possibly invest in our own supply of chopsticks to use at places like this.”


AN:


Yes, these two were not far apart in the show. So that’s another gym, and I think we can call this one comprehensively wrecked.
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“Well, there’s Iron Island,” Brock said, pointing ahead of them.

“Sorry?” Ash called back.

“I said, that’s Iron Island!” Brock repeated, louder this time.

“He said that that is Iron Island,” Entei provided, his much deeper voice heard more easily over the rushing of the wind. “Up ahead.”

Ash looked himself, seeing the island’s peak rising up out of the sea. “Oh, yeah, there it is! So that’s, what, a few minutes away?”

“At full speed, yes,” Suicune agreed. “I know we’re a little slow compared to Mewtwo, but we’re still a lot quicker than the ferry.”

Oh, sometimes it’s nice to have a chance to fly alongside, Mewtwo noted, arms crossed as he rocketed horizontally through the sky with his tail streaming out behind him. Teleporting is very convenient, but you need a proper sense of how far things are from somewhere, after all…

“Hey, Brock?” Ash called. “Does Iron Island have a good beach for everyone to slow down on?”

“Uh… hold on,” Brock requested. “Where’s that map…”

He rummaged in his pockets for a few seconds, then unfolded the map – being careful to keep it behind Entei’s head, out of the slipstream that would tear it apart. “Right, um… it looks like there’s one there?”

Mewtwo slid sideways to look, banishing the slipstream with a wave of his hand. Yes, that looks like an area with a long gravel beach rather than cliffs.

Brock nodded his thanks, lifting the map a little. “Okay – there’s a long gravel beach on the western end of the island!”

Suicune and Entei began to change course, curving smoothly around in a wide-angle turn to bring them to the right place with minimal fuss.

“Raikou?” Entei called, looking to his side. “Raikou!”

It seems he hasn’t heard, Mewtwo said. I’ll go alert him.

He zoomed away, and Brock’s map tore apart and went flying out of his hands as the air around them snatched at it.

Sorry… Mewtwo added. I should have warned you first.


“All right, hold on!” Raikou called, racing towards the shore.

He turned a little and dug all four paws into the gravel of the beach as he reached it, sending up an enormous rooster-tail of stones and dust as he shed all his speed so fast Dawn was nearly thrown clear.

“You know the beach is about a mile long, right?” Suicune asked, as the stones rained down around them. “You could have just run along that and slowly shed your speed… you know, like we did.”

“I’m not sure I understand how that would be any more fun?” Raikou replied, as Dawn clambered down from his back a little unsteadily.

“Thanks, I guess…” she told him. “Wow, I forgot what this place was like… wonder where Riley is.”

I can tell you where Leo is, at least, Dexter suggested. Searching…

“Leo is the one of your kids who’s here now, right?” Ash checked, getting a nod. “Well, we’re here partly to check up on him, so sure.”

“What’s the other part?” Lucario asked.

“The other part… well, there’s more than one other part, but the big one is that I want to talk to Riley,” Ash explained. “I think he’s the only human Aura user I’ve had a chance to meet who I didn’t actually train…”

“What about Rui?” Pikachu asked.

Ash blinked. “…Rui was an Aura user?”

“Okay, we’ll file that under ‘has special senses but can’t notice something in front of his face,’” Pikachu decided. “I guess you want to see if there’s stuff you missed?”

“Yeah, and I also want to kind of get a sense of how well I’m doing,” Ash replied. “Not to mention that if anything new has been discovered since Sir Aaron was around this would be one of my only ways to find out about it.”

He sent out the other Pokémon he’d brought along, most of his Sacred Sword users along with Primeape as a major Aura user. “Any luck, Dexter?”

Yes. Riley’s home is about two miles from here. Providing waypoint.


“This place feels… odd,” Brock said. “I can’t remember if it felt this way last time, but… there’s something about it which is peculiar.”

“I haven’t been here before, but you’re right in that,” Lucario agreed. “There’s an energy to it… I know there’s supposed to be ruins of some sort here, and perhaps that’s related. That this is a special place, a place with a resonance.”

“I always thought the main thing that was notable about it was just that it was an iron mine,” Brock admitted. “I knew about the ruins, but I thought that was just people mining iron in the past.”

“Well, that would be a perfectly good reason for an ancient people to have made the place their own,” Lucario shrugged. “And if they were able to harness unusual energies, that’s just what they would have put here.”

He glanced to the side. “Ash? Any thoughts on that?”

“Well, it does sound pretty sensible,” Ash replied. “Though I don’t really understand why this isn’t still a mine.”

“That, I do know,” Brock replied. “They shut the mine down decades ago because they decided it was doing too much damage to the ruins and the Pokémon on the island – there was a report about how small islands were much more vulnerable, because the Pokémon have nowhere to go.”

“Well, I don’t have much of a sense of lingering future disaster, if that helps,” Absol supplied. “There’s a little hint of it, probably just potential rock falls and stuff…”

“That’s good to know,” Dawn smiled. “You know, Barry told me once that he came here with his Dad for training… though I can’t imagine why you’d come all the way out here just to train.”

“Privacy, perhaps?” Brock suggested. “Barry’s father is Palmer, right? I can see why Palmer would want to avoid the crowds, at least.”

“That makes sense,” Dawn agreed. “That’s a good point, I hadn’t really thought of that… huh, one of the downsides of being a famous trainer.”

Without access to a moon base, Mewtwo cut in smoothly.


One moment the friends were climbing the slope of a steep-sided hill, one of the smaller ones around the central mountain of Iron Island. The next two blurs came down to land in front of them, landing with identical whams and three-point landings.

“You know, I sometimes wonder what the benefit of that pose is,” Latias said.

“It spreads the force,” Lucario replied. “Three contact points with the ground means you can channel Aura to negate the impact without needing to exactly balance it – otherwise you might fall over forwards or backwards. Plus it looks cool.”

Ignoring the byplay, Ash nodded. “You’re Riley, right?”

“I am,” Riley confirmed. “Riley of Iron Island. And you would be Ash of Pallet Town?”

“Ash Ketchum, that’s me,” Ash agreed. “It’s great to meet you.”

He held out his hand, and Riley shook it as he rose back to his full height.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” Riley added. “We both have, especially since Leo arrived.”

“Oh, yeah, Dexter’s kid,” Ash agreed. “I hope it’s all good?”

“Mostly it’s good,” Riley’s companion agreed. “Though apparently we should be quite relieved that you arrived here instead of getting lost?”

“That one was simple to resolve,” Pikachu provided. “We just got someone else to do the navigating.”

“That is entirely sensible,” Riley said, with a smile. “Come with me, I’ll show you where we’re staying. We tend to spend several months a year on Iron Island, so it’s… well, workable.”

“There are certain kinds of asceticism which enhance one’s ability to work with Aura,” Riley’s Lucario added. “But we still added a microwave.”

“Just a microwave?” Brock asked. “Or something else?”

“We do have a stove as well,” Riley assured him. “The microwave is just a useful option.”

He paused, then turned back to look at Ash.

“By the way, I like your outfit.”

“Thanks,” Ash replied. “I… kind of inherited it? It’s a bit complicated.”

“You wear Sir Aaron’s raiment well,” Riley told him.


Father, Leo said, sounding pleased. It’s been a while.

Well, not all that long, we’ve been in contact online, Dexter replied. I’m glad to catch up, though.

Leo made a high pitched, hissing-squeaking noise, one which Dexter echoed a moment later.

Good talk, Dexter pronounced, after about ten seconds.

“What was that?” Dawn asked.

Modem sound, Dexter told her. You wouldn’t understand.

“No, but I think Rotom might,” Dawn shrugged. “How are you finding it on Iron Island, Leo?”

You’re going to make me repeat everything I just said, aren’t you? Leo asked. I didn’t even sass you, Father did.

“All right, Dexter, you give me the summary,” Dawn suggested. “I do actually find this interesting.”

Dexter sighed, and began to summarize.

As he did, Ash and Brock sat down on the offered chairs.

“I notice you don’t have many Pokémon,” Ash said, looking around in case there was a Salamence hiding under the fridge. “Is that a choice thing, or…”

“Well, on my journey I did pick up one or two other Pokémon, besides my dear friend and companion,” Riley answered. “But much of my focus was always on developing my own powers, and I felt it impolite to ask a Pokémon to join me who I might neglect in favour of my own skill; I have a Metagross who looks after my other home, but as things currently stand that is about it.”

He examined Ash, and the Pokémon his fellow Aura adept had brought with him. “Though I admit I did not consider half of these Pokémon to be able to use Aura to any great extent, so perhaps that is simply my own lack of imagination.”

“I did actually wonder about that,” Ash replied. “A lot of my own training is kind of self-taught from Sir Aaron’s notes, or worked out with Lucario and the others, and I was wondering where we might have different ideas of how to do stuff… maybe that’s one of them.”

“So it would seem,” Riley agreed readily. “And another difference I see is in your use of personal weapons. My own preference is to use Aura for non-combat use, and I imagine your own is the same, but when I must fight I make use of unarmed combat only.”

“Yeah, I started out using that or Sir Aaron’s staff,” Ash told him, indicating the staff across his back. “But I got a ceremonial sword when I got, uh, knighted in the Togepi Kingdom, and I started learning how to handle her…”

“Which is where I enter the picture,” Kari agreed, as Ash pulled her off his belt – scabbard and all – and laid her on the wooden table. “It is truly a pleasure to meet another of the Chosen.”

“That was interesting,” Riley’s Lucario said. “How did you do that? I thought your Honedge’s scabbard was on your belt?”

“I was,” Kari replied, with the merest hint of an edge to her voice. “But I am a ghost, and one of the traits of my existence thus is that I may pass through whatever I choose. My scabbard is a part of me, so… thus.”

“Yeah, we’re not entirely sure how Kari’s old sword became infused with her spirit, if it already was and I just helped it along or what,” Ash told the twoof them. “But I can use her to channel Secret Sword, and a lot of what I learned about formal sword fighting came from her. Most of the rest came from Absol and Keldeo.”

Riley nodded along. “Given what we have heard of your life, I can see why you have focused more on the combative arts than we have – though I would hardly call myself a slouch,” he added. “We Chosen must be able to defend ourselves…”

He shook his head. “My apologies. I would be honoured to learn from you what you are willing to share, though I am now all the more convinced that I should find something to teach you in return.”

“Well, I guess just being able to spar against someone new would be good,” Ash replied. “Though if you’re talking about non combat stuff… well, I do know a healing technique, though it’s kind of dangerous.”

“Ah, I believe I know the one,” Riley’s Lucario said, thinking. “That one’s a bit outdated, there are others which are much safer – though a little more difficult to use.”

“That sounds like a very good idea,” Absol volunteered. “And this is me talking…”


Ash adjusted his gloves, then paused. “Oh, I should check… is it okay for me to use these?”

“I’m not sure why it wouldn’t be,” Riley admitted. “Is there something special about them?”

“Well, a lot of Sir Aaron’s gear has special properties,” Ash told him. “The gloves are one of those. I was wondering if it would change what you thought.”

“If you normally wear them in combat, then I’d say you should use them,” Riley assured him. “I’m not asking you to handicap yourself.”

Ash nodded. “Right.”

He put the rest of his stuff to the side, including his staff, and placed Kari where she could watch.

Riley’s Lucario took his place opposite Ash, and the two dropped into their stances.

“Whenever you’re ready,” Riley added, waving his hand.

There was a moment of tense silence, then Ash took two quick steps forwards and punched towards his opponent. The Lucario blocked, producing a flash of blue Aura, then countered with a twist that sent Ash flying over his head and towards the side of a hill.

Twisting around, Ash landed with a crunch as the hill’s side crumbled away a bit – revealing it to be made largely of gravel – and slid down back to ground level.

“Sorry,” Lucario said. “I think I overdid it.”

“No, that’s fine,” Ash replied easily. “Let’s keep going.”

He moved in a little more cautiously this time, then paused. “Uh… are Pokémon moves okay?”

“If you don’t do anything too destructive?” Riley shrugged, and Ash nodded before charging up an Aura Sphere in each hand.

Lucario tilted his head, wondering what Ash was planning, and stepped forwards to put a little pressure on – prompting Ash in turn to step back a bit, keeping his distance, and then slam both spheres together with a shout.

The Aura Spheres exploded into a cloud of seeker spheres – and this time they were much smaller than normal, forming a diffuse cloud of thousands of independently moving blue spheres, none of them large enough to cause any harm.

The cloud did, however, completely obscure Ash from view for a moment. His opponent switched to Aura Sight, and did no better – the cloud of azure spheres forming a kind of Aura mist which made it impossible to see anything past the ‘wall’ of light.

Ash moved in quickly, punching twice in succession before twisting to make an elbow strike and finishing with a kick. Lucario blocked the second and third attacks, then pulled up on the kick to try and pull Ash over onto his back – and Ash promptly kicked off with his other foot, his boots flaring with Aura to reduce his weight to a fraction of what it should have been.

Flipping once over Lucario’s head from his push-off, Ash returned to normal gravity and knocked Lucario over with a quick arm strike before the Steel-type recovered.

“All right, thank you,” Riley said, holding his hand up. “I think you could benefit at least from more of an understanding of the style we were using, but I can also see that you’re working with what you have fairly well.”

“Yeah, a bit of a problem is that I’m spending a lot of time training with Kari,” Ash volunteered. “So I’ve got a lot of different ways of fighting to keep up with. But I guess I’ve generally thought that the best way to get an advantage in a fight is to do something unexpected…”

“That’s generally a good way of getting an advantage,” Riley agreed readily. “If you keep that up, that’s going to serve you well. And it looks like you don’t have all that many issues in combat, as I said… let’s have a look at the healing side of things.”

“Before you do, there’s something we wanted to show,” Brock spoke up. “In case it gives Riley ideas, specifically. It’s something that I’ve been working on with Rockruff for a while now, and we think she’s got it working.”

He sent out the Rock-type, and she landed with a thump before looking up and wagging her tail.

“So, should I just do the cool thing?” she asked. “Or is someone going to play?”

“Sure, I’ll give it a go,” Pikachu volunteered, bounding over to the open area Rockruff was waiting in. “Let’s see what this trick is.”

Rockruff waved at him, then began to glow faintly. She crouched, jumped, and vanished into the ground with a splash and a few low ripples of soil.

Pikachu blinked. “Okay, that’s interesting all right.”

He looked around, tracking something invisible, then sent a weak little flicker of electricity out as Rockruff came back towards the surface.

She came out of the ground with a rumbling splash, a wavelike surge of rock coming sliding towards Pikachu, and he stared for a moment as the rock continued to behave exactly like oddly-coloured water before charging his tail with Iron Tail and swiping it at the incoming wave.

It broke the rockwave apart on impact with a crunch, a few bits rolling downwards as the rest subsided back into the ground, and Rockruff wagged her tail in excitement. “How was that?”

“I don’t even know how you managed it,” Pikachu replied. “I’m very impressed. Does it work like water in other ways too?”

“Well, kind of,” Rockruff replied, dropping down into the ground again.

Pikachu tracked her movement, holding off his attack to let her make her demonstration, and Rockruff ‘swam’ around him before suddenly pouncing out of the ground.

Her jaws closed on his tail, and she yanked him into the ground with a surprised squeak.

“Okay, I did not expect that either,” Pikachu admitted, as Rockruff let go of him so he could struggle out of the ground. “That trick seems like it has a lot of potential.”

Rockruff stuck her head out of the side of the nearby hill, then walked out of it and let the surface close over behind her. “It was really hard to get used to it, but thanks!”

“Hey, nice work little lady,” Geodude called. “I think they dig it.”

He paused. “…oh, man… I sounded like Glalie.”


“All right, so, the upside of this way of doing healing is that it uses Aura in the normal way,” Riley lectured. “You’re not using life energy with it, so you can do a lot more before you start having problems. There is a downside, though, which is that it’s much harder to do – you need to basically get used to feeling for the problems, finding them, and fixing them.”

He waved his hand. “It’s not impossibly hard, you don’t need a degree in biology or anything, and that’s mostly because the body’s own life energy does know what shape it’s supposed to be. So you can compare that to the reality, which should let you just locate the errors.”

Ash nodded. “Okay, so… say, it can heal someone’s broken bones, but it can’t make them stronger?”

“No, because for that you would need an exact knowledge of how the body works,” Riley agreed. “Since I know you can do the sort of healing that uses the soul, I want you to try it on my hand now – but don’t put any actual energy in it, just reach out.”

Ash put his hand over Riley’s offered one, and reached out so he was just about making contact.

After a moment, Riley shook his head. “That’s too much, you’re transferring energy – just a bit, but you are. You need to provide none at all.”

Ash’s expression twisted a little in a frown, as he tried to reduce the amount he could use down further – so he was just touching, without any pressure.

“There you go,” Riley said, a minute or so later. “Keep it at that amount of energy, and reach out to feel how it is – and how it should be.”

Ash nodded slowly, concentrating hard, and tried to get the exact feeling of the odd Aura energies involved.

It took a long moment before he started to get a sense of the shape of Riley’s hand, and increasing the resolution of his mental picture was much more difficult than he expected – it was a kind of concentration similar to the sort he was used to in order to channel Aura, but it was doing something different – or in a different combination – to the way everything had worked out before.

“How are you doing?” Riley asked.

“I think you’ve got the right number of fingers,” Ash answered. “I think.”

Riley chuckled. “All right, it sounds like you’re going in the right direction at the very least. Try just concentrating on my index finger.”

Ash did so, and blinked. “Uh… it kind of feels like something’s wrong? But only a bit wrong.”

“Yes, I have a papercut,” Riley told him. “What you’re going to want to do is to focus your Aura along the place where there’s a difference – it has to be just your Aura, without your life force – and then make the reality match the image it’s supposed to have.”

As Ash began trying to tease out the Aura to do that from the sensing technique, his Lucario frowned and put a paw to his head.

“Is something up?” Brock asked, and Ash lost his concentration as he looked around.

“Sorry, just a bit of a headache,” Lucario answered.

“I have a bit of head pain as well, which is odd because I don’t have a head as such any more,” Kari said.

Riley’s Lucario put both paws to his temple, a blue glow flashing over them. “I feel the same thing… but I can drive it away by focusing my Aura.”

“You can?” Riley asked, worried. “Are you using it to heal?”

“No, just focusing,” his Lucario replied. “It is as if something is trying to interfere with my Aura…”

Then there was a bang, and Absol shouted in surprise – and something hit the ground with a spang, throwing up a plume of soil.


“What was that?” Pikachu demanded, looking around.

“I don’t know!” Absol replied, her horn shimmering a faint blue – then it flared up, and she darted to the side a little. At almost exactly the same time there was a bang and something bounced off Absol’s horn, embedding itself in the side of the nearby hill.

Mewtwo held out his hand, focusing for a moment, and something bounced with a sprang off a shield he projected around the group. A gesture, and the object that had hit the hill pulled itself back out again, before floating in front of them.

“…someone just shot us?” Dawn asked, staring at the bullet.

Someone just shot Ash, or tried to, Mewtwo corrected.

“They did what?” Absol asked. “Who did? What are we talking about?”

“…well, that’s not a good sign,” Sceptile muttered. “That’s Galactic, right?”

Mewtwo waved a hand, sending out a pulse of psychic force, then frowned in annoyance. It looks like they moved after I put up the shield.

“Then we should get out of here, right?” Brock asked.

“What are you talking about?” Riley said, looking puzzled. “What’s wrong?”

Dexter drew virtual words in the air, explaining Team Galactic in a few short sentences. I don’t think we can just leave. They must be here to use Iron Island to scan, that’s why Kari and the Lucario are in pain.

“And it looks like Riley’s not immune,” Ash winced. “I guess that was too much to hope for…”

“Are we in any danger?” Dawn asked Absol. “Can you feel anything wrong right now?”

“Just the normal,” Absol replied, frowning as she tried to work out why Dawn would be asking. “I mean, ah – I think there might be something else?”

She paced to the side a little, and her expression cleared. “Oh, it’s gone now.”

“We need to think about this,” Brock said. “Okay, so they’re here to scan, and they tried to get Ash. We’re going to need to be even more careful about that from now on – but if they failed, then what else are they going to do?”

“I’ll keep a look out for that Shadow Zoroark,” Lucario said, reaching down to let Pikachu hop onto his arm, then closed an eye and scanned the area.

Halfway through his scan he did a double-take.

“Mewtwo, shield everyone!” he called, breaking into a sprint. “Shadow-”

A blur came rocketing over the nearest slope even as he spoke, and hurled a spike of shadowy energy directly at the group.

Absol sprang into the air, her horn glowing a brilliant blue, just as the spike of Shadow energy hit Mewtwo’s shield. It made the whole thing ripple and shimmer, a chunk of it breaking through, and Absol’s Sacred Sword deflected the spike so most of it hammered into the ground and the remainder just knocked Absol backwards into Ash and Brock.

Outside the shield, Lucario slammed a fist into the blur, and the force of his blow stopped it moving – for long enough to see what it was, at least.

A Lucario. A Lucario with malicious shadowy energy bubbling off its body, like oily smoke, and glowing red eyes.

Then it kicked Ash’s Lucario backwards, and was prevented from a stunning follow-up only by Pikachu throwing his most powerful short-notice Electrical attack in as a distraction.


“This is all happening way too fast,” Dawn said. “What just – Absol just blocked those attacks, right? How?”

“Danger sense?” Buneary asked.

“I guess it must be,” Dawn agreed. “Ash, someone just tried to shoot you!”

“I know!” Ash replied, more harshly than he meant.

The attacking Lucario’s paws fizzed and pulsed, more of the shadowy energy building up in them, and he hurled an oddly dark bolt of lightning at Pikachu and Lucario. It smashed into both of them, making Pikachu yelp in surprise as his Lightningrod didn’t help one bit, and then the two Lucario engaged in a blurring exchange of powerful close-combat attacks. Bright blue and dark, misty purple flares accompanied their attacks, the excess shadow energy forming a haze, and Lucario was forced back a step at a time by the wild fury of the attacks his opponent was making.

Ash fumbled for his staff, focusing, then turned to the other Pokémon with him – specifically Sceptile and Latias. “Can you two help him?”

“We’ll certainly try,” Sceptile replied.

Ash nodded, and began to focus.

“Ergh…” he muttered. “Sorry, this is… it’s hard to concentrate properly, with what happened-”

Another burst of shadow, this one acting like roiling flames, hit Mewtwo’s shield as the hostile Lucario threw an attack in their direction. Mewtwo tightened up his defensive wall, focusing his energies on containing the attack, then switched tack slightly and pulled up a hunk of the ground to physically block it as well.

“That’s a Shadow Lucario, right?” Brock asked, as Geodude started manipulating the ground to try and help Pikachu and Lucario out. “How do you even get a Shadow Lucario?”

“I don’t know!” Ash replied, still trying to Mega-Evolve his Pokémon. “They’re supposed to be impossible!”

If it is Galactic, then perhaps the answer lies in the unusual properties Team Galactic has, Dexter suggested. Their ability to affect memories and the like.

“Overhead!” Latias called, pointing up, and they saw a seething mass of darkness coming down from above like a meteorite.

Mewtwo’s shield thickened until it was almost opaque, then he gestured and the sky lit up overhead with an enormous surge of fire.

Galactic’s Shadow Zoroark shot through the flames, wrapping itself in shadow-conjured ice to protect itself, and hammered into the shield with a surge of Dark-type energy. It made a small gap with an intense needle of shadow, then expanded it out and ‘popped’ the shield bubble enough to get through.

Buneary lashed out at it with a fizzing electrical punch, and Primeape lunged forwards with a boom of tearing air to land a Master Blow and end the battle in one hit.

The Zoroark he hit dissolved into shadowy smoke, revealing it to be a Substitute – just as the real Zoroark sent a burst of shadow-conjured lightning lashing across at the entire group.

Mega Latias deflected the attack with a Counter Shield, catching as much of it as possible in her dragonflame before forcing the whole mess off to the side, and Mega Sceptile fired a Leaf Storm just past her shoulder to blanket the whole area Shadow Zoroark was in with high-speed seeds.

Mewtwo got in on the act, firing a kind of cone of tearing psychic energy, and the blast ripped away most of the shadow illusions the Zoroark was using to fight with – but they didn’t stay gone, reforming and falling apart constantly as Mega Sceptile charged in to get into close-combat range.

His arm blades lit with a Leaf Blade on one and a Sacred Sword on the other, but even with Mewtwo’s support it was like fighting smoke – smoke that swirled and seethed, multiplied and struck and bit, and that formed into shadowy flame right next to his body until dispelled a moment later.


Mega Lucario ducked, forming an Aura Sphere in one palm, then flung it at his opponent. The Shadow Lucario smashed it apart with an offhand blast of his dark version of Aura, disrupting it too violently to allow it to form seeker spheres, then kicked a rock from the ground at Mega Lucario.

The fighting-type blocked it with a Force Palm, shattering it, and Pikachu fired the Volt Crash he’d been hastily charging for the last several seconds. It lashed out, a solid bar of electrical energy which hit the Shadow Lucario in the chest and sent him sailing away over the nearest hill.

“That didn’t finish him,” Pikachu said definitively.

“No,” Mega Lucario agreed, focusing through the hill on the Shadow Lucario – watching as the corrupted Steel-type landed with a surge of shadowy energy, then pulled something together which Mega Lucario couldn’t entirely see. “Watch out, he’s trying something.”

“This doesn’t make sense,” Pikachu added, glancing over his shoulder at the fight inside the shield dome – where Mega Latias was scudding around at maximum speed trying to find an angle to nail the Shadow Zoroark from, and all of Mewtwo’s attention was taken up on the shield and trying to keep Shadow Zoroark’s main abilities suppressed. “I mean, sure, they’re jamming us which is why Ash hasn’t swarmed them, but…”

A flash of purple-grey energy wisped up towards the sky overhead, then exploded with a thoom. The sky itself began to take on the colours of shadow energy, purple and grey and black, and both Pokémon winced.

“That’s a weather move,” Mega Lucario said, unnecessarily. “Incoming!”

The Shadow Lucario came surging back over the physical cover it had been using, shadow mockeries of conventional elements seething in both forepaws. It launched flame at both of Ash’s Pokémon, hammering them with a shadow fire attack, then twisted and slapped a vicious shadow-born tornado at them to try and snatch Pikachu off his friend’s shoulder.

Pikachu clung on grimly with Aura, his Shock Wave attacks reaching out towards the corrupted Lucario, and their opponent slapped them aside in quick succession before kicking a massive Aura Sphere hard enough to make it disintegrate.

Freezing shadowy rain began to fall from overhead, actual droplets which carried enough of that awful shadow energy to send up physical curls of smoke when they hit the ground. They pelted Pikachu and Mega Lucario, a thousand tiny impacts which sapped their strength little by little, and the best both Pokémon could do was keep going – knowing all the while that Team Galactic’s plan was going on somewhere, and they were too busy to stop it.


“How is the scan going?” Jupiter asked.

Charon stared at his controls for a moment longer, adjusted one, then inspected a screen intently.

Then he shook his head.

“It’s not!” he replied, deeply annoyed. “And it should be going just fine – the equipment is working, it’s definitely building the resonance, and we can see just from Lairon over there that it’s having the expected adverse effects on Steel type Pokémon. But the whole of Mount Coronet is just… without any sort of reaction!”

“Does that mean that science kit of yours isn’t producing the results it’s after?” Jupiter asked, smirking.

“Obviously that’s the case,” Charon answered. “But I’m at a loss to explain how. The theory goes, we can use the whole mass of iron ore on Iron Island to expand the antenna being used by the detector. It’s obviously building up the resonance… and the detection system should be allowing us to answer a yes-or-no question about whether Spear Pillar is in the area we scan. But the only way this result makes sense is if the Spear Pillar isn’t on Mount Coronet?”

“Charon,” Cyrus called, through the radio. “You’re unable to find Spear Pillar. Is that correct?”

“Well, currently yes,” Charon answered. “I’m going to widen the aperture of the scan, to see if it’s merely near Mount Coronet.”

“Acceptable,”Cyrus told him. “If you have no further results, report it. Then give me a solution.”

“Sir,” Charon said, adjusting his machine again.

The near-subliminal hum rose, and Lairon groaned before his trainer finally mercifully recalled him.

“So we know that much is working,” Charon muttered out loud. “Expanding scan radius…”

The big, complicated piece of machinery hummed, straining to contain the energies passing though it as it scanned more and more of Sinnoh at once. Then the scan radius included Almia, then Kanto-

-and it exploded.

“What?” Charon asked, then coughed a few times in the cloud of acrid smoke. “Damn it… all right, pack up what’s left! We’re leaving!”


On the other side of a shadow, Giratina closed a reverse-world portal.

He wasn’t sure quite what preparations Galactic had in place for dealing with the Three Dragons, and it would be too risky to test them now without backup.

But opening a two-inch portal into the heart of their important-looking machine and hitting it with a compressed Aura Sphere… that was both less risky and quite satisfying.

Nodding to himself at a job well done, Giratina turned with a flick of his tail and swam back through his altered space towards where he had left Ash and his friends.


Dawn glanced over her Pokémon, seeing who looked like they were ready to try something next, then spoke up. “Togekiss, Fairy wind! Piplup, swirl it all up in a Whirlpool!”

Piplup nodded firmly, and began to pirouette on the spot. His flippers went out to the side and he whipped up a swirling column of water, which quickly intensified and drew in Togekiss’ Fairy-type contribution to the combination attack.

Suddenly halting his spin, Piplup stepped outside the whirlpool and kept control of it with a flick of a flipper. He glanced at Dawn, signalling that it was ready, and she nodded absently as she watched the fight going on.

The Shadow Zoroark was almost invisible inside a kind of dark-purple-and-black exoskeleton, which surged and reformed as attacks battered it, and it lashed out at Mega Sceptile with a gout of conjured flame to knock him back.

“Now!” Dawn shouted, and Piplup launched his attack.

The Whirlpool twisted as it moved, shimmering Fairy-light trailing off it, and hit the Shadow Pokémon from the side. The impact sent it skidding sideways, preventing a follow-up attack on Mega Sceptile, and Mega Latias exploited the opening with a blazing Dragon Pulse.

“Stop that armour reforming!” Brock ordered, and Ninetales’ tails waved as she summoned a coil of flame. The flame took on shape, becoming a larger yellow-hot version of Ninetales herself, and charged through the battlefield before pouncing on the Shadow Zoroark.

The armour hissed and roiled, trying to take on a more solid shape and being kept at bay by Ninetales’ ongoing flame construct.

“Can you handle it if we change the weather?” Brock added.

“I think so,” Ninetales answered, her tails fluffed out behind her as most of her attention went on the fox-fight taking place. “It’s better than trying to concentrate in this awful rain!”

“You got it, chica,” Ludicolo said, and began to Rain Dance.

The shadowy energy of the clouds overhead trembled, trying to resist Ludicolo’s efforts, before slowly starting to change – step by step.

A pseudopod of darkness reached out to try and hit Mega Latias, and the Dragon-type flicked to the side before powering up and slicing it off with a Steel Wing. The impact disrupted the shadow conjuration, though another came after her just a moment later and got smacked back by some of Geodude’s geokinesis.


“Doesn’t this guy ever get tired?” Pikachu demanded, sending arcs of lightning curving out towards the Shadow Lucario they were fighting. “I mean, come on, I’ve electrocuted him a lot… that’s kind of my thing, I can electrocute things that didn’t think they could be electrocuted before.”

“It is hurting him,” Mega Lucario replied, before jumping into the air with a whoom of Aura. The area he’d taken off from splintered a bit, then shattered as a corrupted Aura Sphere smashed it into fragments.

Paws flaring blue to control his movement and avoid coming down too soon, Mega Lucario constructed a Bone Rush staff out of focused energy and held it up to Pikachu. The Electic-type charged it with Thunder, and Mega Lucario hurled it to explode like a bolt of lightning where it hit the ground.

The blast did seem to have some effect on Shadow Lucario, but he shook it off and fired what looked a lot like an Ice Beam at them. It felt cold and wrong as it got closer, and Mega Lucario blasted more Aura from his paws to jink to the side and avoid being potentially flash-frozen.

Landing with a roll, making sure not to throw Pikachu off, Mega Lucario used Extremespeed to dart around to the side. He began to charge an Aura Sphere, the energy building rapidly, and Shadow Lucario stood ready to interrupt his attack.

Then a Mist Ball hit him just below the knees, and exploded – flinging the corrupted Lucario high into the air.

Mega Lucario hurled his Aura Sphere up to capitalize on the advantage, but before it hit a flicker of red light snatched the Shadow Pokémon out of the air.

A second flicker caught the Shadow Zoroark, and Mega Lucario’s head whipped around just in time to see Team Galactic’s Saturn vanish in the flicker of a teleport.


“So, um…”

Ash shook his head. “I don’t… really know what to say, after that.”

He and the others on Iron Island – or the others who had been able to perceive what just happened, at least – stared at Dexter’s projection, which was showing the various other Reminded people who were available to talk.

“I’m not surprised you don’t know what to say about it,” May said tartly. “Ash, they just tried to shoot you!”

“Yeah, I know,” Ash agreed, rubbing his temples. “And… and I’m really lucky that Absol was around. And that her power apparently works despite what Galactic can do, even if she didn’t know what was going on.”

“That means that it would be a very good idea for you to keep Absol with you for the whole time,” Mewtwo suggested. “At least until the situation with Galactic is resolved. If they were willing to try once, they may be willing to try again.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Ash agreed. “That would help a lot…”

He shook his head. “And… and somehow it seems a lot more real now, which is stupid. We already knew Galactic wanted to make a whole new world, but now they’re firing attacks at me it’s worse?”

“That’s a natural reaction, Ash,” Cynthia said. “Humans react in odd ways, just like Pokémon. Imagine how you’d react if this happened to one of your Pokémon, and they were upset about it.”

“Well, uh… I’d probably give them a hug,” Ash replied, thinking, then nearly fell over as his Charizard pounced on him.

“I’m the biggest one here who has arms,” the big Fire-type announced.

Ash squirmed for a moment, then relaxed. “I… yeah, I think I did need this. Thanks, Charizard…”

Charizard chuckled, a low rumbling sound.

“There is something else we should discuss,” Professor Oak said. “Well, two things. Firstly, do you know if they got anything?”

“I did not hear anything,” Giratina replied.

“Thank you,” Oak smiled. “Now, the other point… that Shadow Lucario deeply concerns me.”

“It concerns all of us, Professor,” Cynthia sighed. “I had known about Shadow Pokémon, of course, but I didn’t know you could do it to a Lucario.”

Misty shook her head. “I don’t think any of us did. The topic came up before when Wes and Rui were in Johto – they dealt with Teams Snagem and Cipher in Orre, and I remember Rui saying that a Lucario was naturally…”

She frowned. “It was either ‘highly resistant’ or ‘immune’, I can’t remember what she said. But the idea I got was that it would be very difficult to make a Lucario into a Shadow Pokémon, certainly you couldn’t do it quickly with a Shadow Ball.”

“Perhaps they didn’t need to do it quickly,” Lucario suggested, speaking up for the first time. “Maybe they were able to capture this Lucario and experiment on him, because he didn’t know it was happening…”

“Wow, thanks for the nightmare,” Max winced. “Okay, so… um… what do we do about it?”

“Apart from making sure Ash has Absol and Mewtwo on hand for as long as possible… I don’t really know,” Gary said. “Any ideas, Gramps?”

“I did think of something,” Professor Oak replied. “And it relates to what happened today. You didn’t bring in any reinforcements, Ash.”

“That’s because they jammed Dexter,” Ash protested.

“Yes, exactly,” Oak said. “But you have at least one way of accessing help which they can’t jam. In future, it would be a good idea to make use of the connection Latias and Latios share to contact the rest of us… and if that is not an option, to have Mewtwo teleport you away, even if it is only to get help.”

“Samuel is right,” Delia agreed. “Ash, we talked about this, and I know you want to help people out… and I know that just staying somewhere safe all the time would be letting these horrible people win eventually. But please, try not to get yourself hurt!”

“I will accept part of the blame,” Mewtwo said, raising a hand. “I admit, I should have thought of simply teleporting us all out.”

He paused. “Though an idea occurs to me. It seems that Galactic will enact their plan sooner or later. Obviously we would prefer it to not happen at all, but if that cannot be done… maybe we could make it happen at the right time?”

“You mean deliberately let them know where Spear Pillar is, so everything happens at a time we want?” Brock repeated, just to be clear, and winced. “That’s… risky.”

“I… really don’t think we’re going to work out everything here,” Dawn suggested. “We know some new stuff now, and we know what to look out for… I guess if anyone thinks of something new to add, they should just mention it and the rest of us can pick up on it.”

“That sounds like a good point, Dawn,” Misty agreed. “Just one thing, though… I’m going to see if Karen can get me in touch with some Absol. Ash definitely needs the best protection, but I’d feel better if we all had some security. And I imagine that it’d be nice for the Absol to have a friendly human or two to talk to, too.”

“Talk tutu, hmmm…” Pikachu mused. “Isn’t that what you Coordinators do?”

There was a moment of silence, then Dawn groaned. “Pikachu…”

“Yeah, that’s…” May paused. “That’s pretty bad. I get what you were trying to do, but… boo.”

“I was only trying to lighten the mood,” Pikachu said. “Did it not work?”

“Not really, no,” Max replied, then paused. “…do you guys hear something?”

Cynthia swallowed, looking a little nervous, then began to laugh quietly.

“Oh, dear…” she said, a little giggle escaping. “That was terrible.”


AN:


Whoops more plot.






279. Sinnoh 38


“Hey, I was wondering,” Ash called, as Suicune ran through the sea ahead of her brothers. “How do you actually navigate?”

Suicune chuckled, bounding from wavetop to wavetop with spray curling away either side – running in a single constant flowing motion, seeming to almost fly across the waves. “That’s an unusual question,” she said. “And, well, there’s several ways. The easiest one is just to know the area, that’s how we tend to do it on land – so much of what we do involves travelling up and down the country, so we tend to know most of the best routes and how they join up. Then, from that, we can use landmarks as well, like Mount Pyre in Hoenn.”

“So kind of like you’ve memorized the local town map,” Ash said. “That sort of thing?”

“Exactly, it’s just like you’d know your way around Pallet Town,” Suicune answered. “That is, if you weren’t… well, Ash Ketchum.”

“I’m getting better at that sort of thing,” Ash said a little defensively, then shook his head. “But yeah, that makes sense. But what about on the water?”

“When we’re close to land, we just use the same landmarks as we would otherwise,” Suicune answered. “Near Iron Island, we use the peak of the island’s main mountain; that sort of thing.”

She turned sideways a little. “As for when we go out on the open water, and especially when I do, I tend to make my best guess at the route to take – based off my memory of where my starting point and my destination are. I know how fast I run, and so normally that works quite well – the wind does not affect my course as much as it would a boat.”

“Right, but what if you’re not sure?” Ash asked. “If you go around a lot on the water, or something.”

“Well, for that I do learn from what humans used to do,” Suicune said. “Though from memory it was a Lapras who actually told me the trick. I have simply travelled around the whole coastline, so when I reach the shore I know roughly where I am and can correct then. I understand Raikou and Entei do that more than I do, though Raikou may be able to navigate another way.”

She tossed her head slightly, indicating the shoreline coming up ahead. “For example, that is outside Canalave. We’re going to follow the shoreline for a bit, then strike out for Chocovine.”

They blurred over the waves, Suicune leading her brothers around the curve of the coast towards Canalave harbour, then Suicune spoke up again.

“Is it me…” she began, “or is that a lot of Wailord?”

“It looks like it is,” Ash agreed. “And they’re blocking the port… right, I remember this. Can you take me over so I can talk to them?”


The head Wailord looked at Ash, her eyes nearly crossed.

“We don’t often see humans standing on the water,” she said. “Or Pokémon, really.”

“Yeah, Suicune can do it because she’s a Water-type Legendary, and I can do it because of Aura,” Ash explained. “Um… just so I know for sure, why are you blocking the harbour?”

“One of our children is in the port, we don’t know where,” she told him, the water shaking a little at the sound of her voice. “We don’t know where, and we’re too big to go in and look, but we’re all very worried…”

“I think my trainer could help,” Suicune suggested. “He does that sort of thing a lot.”

That made the Wailord do a double-take. “You have a trainer? But… you’re a Legendary Pokémon…”

“Ash has more than a full team of Legendaries,” Pikachu volunteered. “Those two are his as well.”

Wailord’s gaze lifted, and she looked at the two Legendary Pokémon running in circles in the shipping channel.

“Why are they doing that?” she asked.

“My brothers cannot stand on water when they are still,” Suicune explained. “They need to keep moving, and that’s the easiest way.”

She frowned. “Though I can’t imagine it’s all that easy on Brock and Dawn…”

“Okay, so we’re looking for your lost Wailmer,” Ash checked. “Right?”

The Wailord nodded. “If you are willing to help, then of course.”

“And, until I get back… can you at least let the ships out?” Ash added. “I’m pretty sure there’s a deep channel they need, and you just need to stay out of that bit. It’d really help.”

“Until you return, then,” the pod leader said, then turned and called to the rest of the Wailord and Wailmer waiting outside.


“That made me feel really dizzy…” Dawn muttered, some minutes later. “Okay, I kind of remember where that Wailmer was… in the sewers, right?”

Entei sighed. “This sounds like it means something that… I don’t like the sound of. Would you mind terribly if I avoided another excuse for Suicine to try and get me a bubble bath?”

“But you’re so clean after you’ve had them,” Suicune smirked. “Dear me, though, brother, you’ve forgotten one of my abilities. We won’t have trouble with the mess, at least not in the water.”

“That is a good point…” Entei allowed. “But I think I’ll have to decline.”

“That’s okay, I know just who to use to sniff out where a Wailmer is,” Ash replied.

“It’s not going to be Houndoom, is it?” Brock asked. “Or Rockruff? I’m pretty sure they might object, the smells down there are going to be pretty bad for a Pokémon with such a strong nose.”

“I agree,” Zorua said. “I would also like to not have to deal with those smells, actually.”

“Yeah, that’s why I asked Dexter for the specialist,” Ash replied, and sent out Muk.

Zorua returned herself.

“Sure,” Muk agreed, a ‘mon of few words, and began glooping around to try and pick up some scent molecules.

“That works,” Dawn admitted. “But, um… wow… it’d be kind of nice to have a Leafeon right about now…”

“Sorry,” Muk replied, and the smell shifted. It was still just as strong, but now it was an incredibly potent aroma of lemon. “Better?”

“…it’s an improvement, yes,” Dawn replied, after blinking for a few seconds. “That’s new.”

“Thanks.”


In the sewers under Canalave, three Pokémon moved briskly along dimly lit tunnels.

The leader, a Luxio, peered around the corner from ingrained caution, then yowled softly to signal to his fellows that they could keep going – each Pokémon carrying a bag of food with them, as they approached the Wailmer they’d left some twenty minutes ago.

“Hey, Wailmer,” Luxio said, pacing over to the Water-type and setting down his bag. “How are you doing?”

“Tired…” Wailmer groaned softly.

“I know, I know,” Luxio agreed. “We brought you some food…”

Unbidden, the male Nidoran opened one of their stolen lunches and took out some of the contents. He examined the sandwich inside, a little dubiously, then passed up so Wailmer could eat it.

“I hope it’s okay that we’re having you rest here,” Luxio added, pacing back and forth a little with his tail lashing. “I don’t know if Water types are okay like this… but if we put you in the water then you might float away, you can’t swim…”

His tail tip lit up with a soft yellow light, helping him inspect Wailmer’s underside more closely. “It would help so much if I had a Water type move… if any of us did, really…”

He glanced at the last member of their little group, a Whismur. “Did I forget about any Water types who can help?”

Whismur frowned. “Um… isn’t there a Shellos over in the east part of town? No, she moved months ago…”

She shook her head. “I can’t think of any, sorry. There’s Swampert, but he’s not likely to help anyone.”

Luxio sighed, lying down and resting his head on his paws for a moment. Then he forced himself to get back up again, and thought hard.

“How good is your Uproar at blowing water around?” he asked.

Whismur thought about it, but before she came to a conclusion Luxio suddenly frowned.

“Can you smell something?” he asked.

“I think I smell it too,” Nidoran said. “Kind of like… lemons? Really strong?”

“Do you mean a Nomel berry?” Luxio asked. “It’s kind of like that, right?”

“I’m not sure how to tell the difference,” Nidoran replied, wrinkling his nose a couple of times.

Luxio turned suddenly. “Someone’s coming! Several someones!”

His claws came out slightly, giving him better purchase on the material of the sewer floor, and Nidoran moved up to stand on his side. Whismur moved back a bit, ready to call for whatever help the other sewer Pokémon might give with an Uproar.

For now, whatever was coming was only dimly lit by the overhead lighting, but it was getting closer.

“I’m about to use Flash,” Luxio added, tail raising a little, and it flickered once before lighting up intensely so they could see what was coming.

Nidoran blinked, head tilting to the side. “…za?”

The first thing coming up the waterside path was a purplish blob, which they thought was a Muk. Behind it were two humans, and that would have been enough to make Luxio worried… except for the third human walking along the water next to them, and the Lucario next to him.

Then there was a bright blue flash as a Pokémon none of them had ever seen before just appeared out of thin air, and came flying slowly over towards them.

“Hello,” the blue-and-white Pokémon said. “I’m Latios – well, a Latios, but you know what I mean. These humans are my friends. Do you mind if they come closer?”

Luxio blinked. “Um-”

“Wait, Latios?” Whismur asked. “You mean, as in the legendary Pokémon Latios?”

“I’m one of those, yes,” Latios agreed.

“Well… I guess if you can help Wailmer,” Luxio decided, glancing back at the Water-type. “It’s probably okay, yeah.”


“Ash, it might be a good idea for you to stay back,” Lucario suggested.

“Huh?” Ash asked, frowning.

“This is a Wailmer in a sewer,” Lucario pointed out. “It might be a good idea to make sure it doesn’t become a Wailord in a sewer.”

“He’s got a point,” Pikachu agreed. “Didn’t this Wailmer evolve last time anyway? It might be best to stay away in case you kick it off.”

“Good idea, yeah,” Ash agreed. “I think this bit would fit a Wailord, but it’d be pretty uncomfortable.”

He jumped up onto the path by the side of the water, looking around for somewhere to sit down.

As he did, Brock crouched down by Wailmer and gave the Water-type’s skin a feel.

He frowned. “It looks like this Wailmer needs some more hydration.”

“Right,” Dawn said, sending out her Piplup. “Think you can help out?”

“I could,” Piplup agreed, thinking. “Is fresh or salt water better?”

“I’m not sure,” Brock admitted. “But salt water can’t hurt.”

“Wait, did you just have a conversation?” Luxio asked, confused. “But one of you is a Pokémon and the other isn’t.”

“That’s right,” Dawn agreed. “But my friend Ash over there has been helping teach Brock and I how to understand Pokémon, using Aura.”

Piplup did a quick spin, working up a swirling Whirlpool of water, then added Brine to it. As the local Pokémon watched, astonished, Piplup sent the whole swirling water construct into the air – where it began to rain down droplets of cool, salty water as it slowly disintegrated.

“Can you make it a bit warmer?” Brock suggested, and Piplup rolled his eyes before spinning up a second Whirlpool. This one was visibly steaming as Piplup constructed most of it out of Scald, and he sent the two colliding together with a sploosh which drenched both Brock and Wailmer.

“That was… pretty cool,” Luxio admitted. “No, scratch that, it was really cool, except for the whole nearly getting me all soaked thing… I didn’t know you could make Pokémon moves do that, most of my stuff is really basic…”

“It’s how a Pokémon Coordinator tries to train their Pokémon,” Dawn explained. “Though Brock and Ash tend to work on interesting things too.”

Muk yawned.

“And then there’s Muk, who just basically uses every attack at once,” Brock pointed out, shaking the worst of the water off his hair. “All right, that should handle the worst of it… now, how are we going to get this Wailmer back to her parents?”


Part of Luxio’s attention was on the recovering Wailmer, who was clearly reacting well to the spray of warm salt water that Piplup had provided.

The rest was on the humans and their companions, as they listed off one method after another and he got more and more astonished.

“If Wailmer is okay with ice, then Piplup could make an ice platform and pull him,” the girl suggested. “Do you think that would work, Brock?”

“Well, I don’t think it would be too dangerous,” Brock replied. “But you might need more than just Piplup to tow it.”

“I could tow it,” the floating Latios volunteered. “We’d need a rope or something, but that’s easy.”

“Yeah,” the girl agreed. “Though Wailmer might fall off if we go too fast, so perhaps it’d need to be big enough to fit someone to hold on as well?”

“If you’re doing that, why not just have Latios use telekinesis – or pick her up?” Brock suggested.

He looked at Wailmer. “How does that sound?”

“I don’t know,” Wailmer replied with a sigh. “Sorry, I’m.. I’m having a lot of trouble concentrating, so I don’t know.”

“All right,” Brock told her soothingly. “We’ll get you back to your family soon.”

He glanced over to where the third human was. “It’s a pity we don’t want Ash to accidentally evolve her, or we could just have him carry her outside.”

Luxio’s jaw dropped.

“…but, um… Wailmer weigh a lot…” he said, a little weakly.

“Yeah, Ash is pretty strong, though I guess he could just put her in his bag,” the girl said, then blinked. “Oh, hey, I forgot to introduce myself. I’m Dawn.”

That done, she went back to thinking. “I guess we could just ask Giratina to help?”

Luxio heard an audible thump as his Nidoran friend fell over.

“Giratina!?” he asked. “Even I’ve heard of Giratina! Isn’t there supposed to be only one of them?”

“Yes,” said a voice.

Luxio slowly turned, looking into a hole in the wall next to him.

A glowing red eye looked back, set into a face almost covered by golden armour.

“You’re right, this is amusing,” Giratina added, drifting backwards a little to reveal a Torterra stood on a little earth platform next to him. “But yes, I would be quite willing to help this Wailmer… hmm, I may need to find some water.”

“I’ll help look,” the Torterra volunteered.

“Or it might be quicker to just ask Mewtwo to help,” Brock added, as Luxio sat down quite hard.

“What about if we try something I thought of, first?” Latios asked. “Piplup, can you give me some more warm salty water?”

Piplup began spinning up again with an audible grumble, sending water showering out like a human garden-sprinkler, before pulling it all together into a whirling disc and passing it off to Latios. The Psychic-typed dragon collected it into a watery blob which swelled as more and more water arrived, then refashioned it into a kind of water disc about three feet deep and big enough for Wailmer to sit in.

“This should let us carry her through the tunnels,” Latios explained. “And it’ll be less disorienting than a teleport.”

Luxio nodded, somewhat jerkily, then got up again and nudged Wailmer. “How does that sound?”

Wailmer nodded a bit, accepting the idea, and Latios split his attention enough to lift the Water-type onto the ‘platform’.

“All right, which way’s the sea?” he asked.

Luxio stared for a moment, then shook his head. “Oh – right, it’s this way…”


“How many Pokémon live down here?” Brock asked the Nidoran. “It’s interesting to see a community like this.”

“There’s quite a lot,” the Poison-type replied. “I don’t really keep count, and it changes a bit, but there might be hundreds. I know there are sometimes meetings, and Luxio actually taught loads of us how to use Shock Wave at those meetings.”

“You’re making it sound really impressive…” Luxio sighed. “I just got the idea from knowing there was a human TM thingy for it, so lots of Pokémon must be able to learn it.”

“TMs?” Muk asked. “They’re tasty.”

Luxio gave him a concerned look. “…tasty?”

“That’s just Muk,” Pikachu said. “He’s like that. So, what kind of Shock Wave did you teach them?”

“Well… you know, the normal one?” Luxio asked. “An electrical attack which can go around corners.”

Pikachu flicked his tail. “Yeah, that’s a good standby, but you really need variants. Want to demonstrate, Pachirisu?”

“Oh – sure!” Pachirisu agreed. “Let’s see…”

Her tail fizzed a little with sparks, and she flicked it to the side before firing off one of Pikachu’s Shock Wave variants. It spiked out in a series of branching-tree doublings, turning from one line of sparks to two, four, eight… when it hit the far wall it was up to over a thousand, and then all the current blazed down the one route which had made contact first.

“Now that was cool, and in a way I could actually understand,” Luxio declared. “Not like, you know, the ghost following us…”

“Oh, Giratina’s fine,” Pachirisu assured him. “He’s just kind of, you know, messing around. A bit.”

She was about to throw another Shock Wave, but Whismur held up her hand. “Wait.”

The Normal-type listened carefully, then groaned. “Oh, no… it’s Swampert again.”

“I should have realized we were going to go past his territory,” Luxio said, tail lashing. “Okay, uh…”

“Why is that a problem?” Latios asked. “We’ll just ask politely to go through.”

“Swampert is kind of a jerk,” Nidoran volunteered.

“Then we’ll ask politely,” Pikachu said. “And if he is a jerk, I’ll just shock him a little bit.”

“I… no, I’m not going to bother asking,” Luxio decided. “I’ll just assume you can do it, despite how you shouldn’t be able to.”

“Good call,” Pachirisu commented.

There was a quick flash as Marshtomp came out of his Pokéball, stretching a little just after landing.

“I think I might come along, if you don’t mind,” he said. “Maybe I’ll be able to convince a distant relative not to object.”

“…aren’t you from Hoenn?” Pachirisu asked.

“That’s distant, isn’t it?” Marshtomp shrugged.


“Hi, it’s nice to meet you,” Pikachu said. “I’m Pikachu.”

“I can see,” Swampert muttered. “Is this important?”

“We’d like to come through your territory,” Pikachu requested. “We’re just passing through, and we don’t want to cause you any trouble…”

“Then no,” Swampert declared. “It’s my territory, and that means I’m not letting anyone else through it. That’s how it works.”

“It doesn’t have to work that way,” Brock’s Marshtomp said. “We’ve gone across Hoenn, Kanto and Sinnoh now, while I’ve been around, and we’ve passed through the territories of a lot of Pokémon. Most of them have been completely fine about it, and only a few have really wanted to argue about it much.”

“Then that just means most Pokémon don’t bother to defend their territory properly,” Swampert insisted. “Now get out or I’ll make you leave.”

“Normally we would respect your decision,” Pikachu said, and Swampert grumbled something. “But we’re trying to get a lost Wailmer back to her pod, and this is the quickest route.”

“Don’t care. Get lost.”

Swampert wound up a swing, then paused as Pikachu sparked his cheeks threateningly.

“…what? Really?” he asked. “Water and ground type, doofus.”

“I think I could persuade you I understand my own abilities better than you do,” Pikachu said, then paused as Marshtomp stepped past him.

“I’ll handle this,” he said. “What say you we settle this the old way? Put up your fists.”

A ripple of tense guitar music echoed through the tunnel.

Pikachu glanced behind him at Ludicolo. “…where did that guitar come from?”

“I am always ready for a Mexican cultural reference,” Ludicolo declared.

“All right, just you and me,” Swampert declared. “One on one. And when I knock you out, you’re going to go away and not come back – all of you!”

“Fine by me,” Marshtomp said. “And if I win, we all come through?”

Swampert snorted, but nodded.

“Good,” Marshtomp said, then punched Swampert hard enough that the bigger Pokémon hit the roof and bounced off – then landed in the water with a sploosh.

“All right, problem solved,” Marshtomp declared. “Now let’s hurry through before he comes back to argue about the rules.”


“I’m just kind of realizing, I don’t think I ever met any Contest trained Pokémon before,” Luxio admitted. “I knew they existed, but I mostly thought it meant looking pretty instead of fighting or anything like that.”

“That’s not the way I see it,” Quilava told him. “I think of it as more a set of different priorities. Fighting qualities are still important, but so is looking good while doing it and especially teamwork – it’s much more common for a Contest to be a double battle situation than a conventional battle. As well as that, you have the Appeals, which are just all about showing off… but with moves.”

He shrugged. “I think that on average a Contest Pokémon would lose more often than not to an equally talented pure-combat Pokémon who had spent the same amount of time training, but it certainly doesn’t make you weak or anything.”

Luxio nodded along with that. “Okay, and… you said about double battles? The name sounds obvious, is it?”

“Yeah, and in a Contest double battle we just work together for moves,” Quilava explained. “So when Piplup is working with someone else, he’ll often set up a Whirlpool and someone else will add something to it. Fire, say, or a Fairy Wind.”

“Brock, trouble!” Dawn called, getting everyone’s attention.

She pointed at Wailmer, who was starting to visibly shine with light as her evolution began.

Brock glanced around at the tunnel, which looked barely big enough to hold a Wailord, then at Ash – still a long way behind them. “What do we-”

“I have an idea,” Dawn began, fumbling in her bag. “I know we got some Pokéballs, I can catch her until we reach the sea – where did I put-”

Wailmer’s glow brightened as she evolved to Wailord, swelling out hugely, until she nearly filled the tunnel. Then she dropped abruptly through the floor.

“What happened?” Luxio asked. “Wailm – well, Wailord – are you okay?”

He raced forwards, to where Wailord had vanished, then skidded to a halt just before he would have fallen into a large hole.

“Don’t worry, I got her,” Giratina’s voice came, from somewhere underneath Wailord – who was now floating in a large pool that drifted forwards a little as he watched. “I kept track of where you were and I was carrying this along… admittedly I am not sure how it got into the Reverse World, but it seems fortunate indeed.”

Ash came jogging up. “Good work, Giratina – can you get her through to where the sea is?”

“I can, if you can walk there so I know where to go,” Giratina told him. “Otherwise it more or less amounts to guesswork.”

Luxio blinked, watching as most of the floor became just floor again, then shook his head.

“Um… so what were we talking about?” he asked Quilava. “Contests?”

“Yeah, so I often work with Mamoswine,” Quilava explained. “I tend to be the one who rides on his back when we do that… I tried it the other way once and I think my spine wanted to collapse.”

Luxio tried not to laugh at that, and flicked his tail. “So… you guys go all over the place?”

“Well, all over Sinnoh so far,” Quilava replied. “Dawn’s got four ribbons, and we were going to head to get the fifth but we noticed a lot of Wailord blocking the harbour mouth. So we came in to get it sorted out.”


“All right, you should be cleared to head out,” the harbourmaster said, looking out his window at the freighter he was talking to. “Pay attention to what your pilot says, she knows the channel, and make sure you don’t get too close to the Wailord.”

Just as he finished speaking, an entire Wailord came flying out of nowhere about ten feet above the water surface. It hit the sea with a fwoosh, water surging away from its flanks, and blew a water spout as it stopped rocking back and forth.

“…on second thought, maybe you’d better wait a bit.”


“That’s quite a good solution to the problem of opening the bridge,” Nidoran said. “Where did the Rotom come from?”

“It lives in our fridge,” Pikachu replied, cheeks buzzing as he made sure Rotom had the raw energy to keep the system running. “Thanks for your help, by the way.”

Rotom replied with a sizzle of spark-gap interference, and the bridge finally creaked high enough to let the huge Wailord though underneath it.

“That’s great!” Ash called from down below. “Just keep it that open for another minute or so while we go underneath!”

“Got it!” Pikachu called down.

“Um… quick question?” Luxio said. “How are you doing that? I can feel how much power you’re using, but… you’re not a Raichu or anything, and I didn’t know any Pikachu were that strong…”

“Oh, that’s because this is Ash’s Pikachu,” Pachirisu supplied brightly. “He’s not just any Pikachu, he’s a top percent Pikachu!”

“…please never say that again,” Pikachu requested. “It just doesn’t sound right… and yeah, I credit Ash. I’ve been training for years, getting stronger and stronger, and he keeps coming up with these ways to get me another power boost in a pinch. Though we haven’t really needed one of those recently… anyway, yeah, it’s just something which came about over time.”

Luxio nodded slightly, his attention turning to the Wailord sailing through the channel, then back to Pikachu and Rotom as they slowly lowered the bridge back down into position.

“I wonder if they’re going to need to fix that,” Whismur mused. “It kind of blocks the harbour almost as much as the Wailord would.”

“I guess maybe it’s just something they think can be sorted out later, unlike the Wailord,” Pikachu shrugged, then shaded his eyes with his tail to watch as Wailord drifted closer to shore – letting her passengers disembark into the shallows. “Okay, we’ll head back down and join Ash.”

“We’ll come with you,” Luxio decided. “I want to say goodbye properly.”


“Thanks for showing us around,” Ash said to the three local Pokémon. “And for being really kind to that poor lost Wailmer.”

“We were just doing what’s right,” Nidoran shrugged, head dipping for a moment in pleasure. “She was lost and in trouble, who wouldn’t help out?”

“…Swampert?” Whismur suggested innocently.

Luxio chuckled, then shook his head and frowned for a moment.

“Nidoran?” he said. “Under my bed in our sleeping place, there’s a Moon Stone. I was going to tell you about it when you evolved into Nidorino.”

Nidoran and Whismur both blinked.

“What?” Nidoran asked, more than a little confused. “What changed?”

“I’m-” Luxio began, hesitated, then took the plunge. “I’d like to go and travel with Dawn… and I wanted to tell you about it first. So it didn’t feel like I was rewarding you for not complaining, or something… I don’t know, it just felt right to tell you first.”

“That sounds great,” Dawn told him, coming over and crouching down.

“Oh, yeah, the speaking Pokémon thing,” Luxio realized, blinking. “That’s going to take some getting used to… you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” Dawn replied. “I could see you were interested, and I’m glad that interest has turned into wanting to come along. And if you do change your mind, then we can just bring you back here – it won’t be a problem.”

“That’s… well, thanks,” Luxio summarized. “I’m really looking forward to seeing how this is going to work out.”


“Still sure about this?” Dawn asked, about an hour later. “I know there’s a lot to take in… it was a lot for me.”

“Actually, it’s kind of… less than you’d think?” Luxio admitted. “I know I only have your word for all this time travel stuff… but you’ve got some really good witnesses.”

“I am glad you consider me a reliable witness,” Giratina stated placidly.

“Are you going to keep just floating around in that pool that way?” Lucario asked.

“It was difficult to locate and purchase, so I am going to get as much value out of it as possible,” Giratina replied.

“Even if Legendary Pokémon do turn out to be a bit weird…” Luxio added. “And, well… maybe it’s just that so many surprising things have happened today that it’s not really possible for me to judge. But I think it’s fine, and it’s something I’m glad you told me first.”

He reached his paw out to the new Pokéball next to him. “And I haven’t changed my mind.”

There was a red flash as the Pokéball pulled him in, and registered his capture.

A moment later, Luxio came back out again. “Huh… I’m actually surprised how easy it is to get out of those things.”

“There’s a reason why people who want to capture Pokémon usually battle them first,” Dawn chuckled, giving him a stroke down his spine. “Thanks, Luxio.”

“I’m glad to be here,” Luxio reiterated. “And I think this Appeal stuff is going to be fun.”


“This involves a lot more running than I expected,” Luxio admitted, claws digging in with a skeee sound on the ice-rink around him.

“That’s actually not bad,” Dawn said, interested. “If you could make it a bit less harsh, it’d be a good bit of sound accompaniment to the routine.”

“That does sound interesting,” Luxio agreed, sliding to a halt and examining his claws. “I think I want to make sure I have the basic idea ready first, though… so I need to run at one of the ramps?”

“That’s right,” Dawn agreed, indicating the vertical ramps Mamoswine had formed with his ice. “They go all the way to vertical, so you should drop right back down onto the same ramp – or a different one, if you put enough sideways on it. But let’s try the same one for now.”

Luxio gave a nod, claws extending, and used them to grip onto the surface of the ice. He pushed off, sliding faster and faster for four or five pushes before sliding up the curve and up into the air.

He turned slowly, and flicked a Shock Wave at Mamoswine – who absorbed it stoically, not flinching – then came down sideways and rolled over twice before sliding to a stop.

Dawn reached him as he stopped, picking him up and brushing him down. “That was good! There’s still a lot to work on, but that’s definitely a good step.”

“Yeah, I think maybe we should work on landings for a bit,” the feline Pokémon said, flicking his tail a bit. “Any idea how to make that easier?”

“I did have one, actually,” Dawn replied. “It’d mean you’d need to get your speed right, but we could have you going up a gentler ramp and then landing on another one – that seems like a good start, anyway.”

“I do like that plan,” Luxio agreed. “Though I have to admit, despite what your Pokémon told me I was expecting a lot more worrying about how I look.”

“That’s something that’s easy to sort out, comparatively anyway,” Dawn answered. “We’ll do it, but it also helps if you’re confident, and this is the best way to build up confidence in my opinion.”

Luxio nodded his understanding. “I think I get that, yeah… okay, let’s try this again.”


“Who are you going to be using for this next Contest?” Togekiss asked. “At Chocovine?”

“I was thinking about that,” Dawn replied, watching as Luxio continued practising – not quite getting his speed right, and overshooting the landing ramp before sliding quickly to a halt with a skreee of ice, just about managing to not fall over.

“I don’t think Luxio’s ready for it,” she said. “But that’s not surprising, he’s not really had any time to train, and what we’re working on here is a two-Pokémon Appeal. I’m pretty sure Chocovine is a single-Pokémon contest.”

“That’s a good point,” Togekiss agreed. “So who were you thinking of?”

“Well, you know how you can use different Pokémon in the Appeal round and the Battle round?” Dawn asked, waving her hand. “I was thinking of using that to give two Pokémon a go anyway… partly because double routines take a while to work out compared to single tricks.”

“I can understand that,” Togekiss agreed, remembering the trouble it had been to get used to working with one of her teammates – just ingraining the ability to react to a move thrown by a different Pokémon. “So, who were you thinking of?”

“For the Appeal stage, I was thinking Quilava,” Dawn replied.

Almost as soon as she finished, there was a fwoosh sound. Quilava came rocketing off the front of one of the new ski ramps, doing a triple forwards roll, then landed next to Dawn.

“And for the battle phase,” Dawn went on, “I was thinking Ambipom really deserves a solo go as well.”

There was a crash as the ramp Quilava had used exploded into shards of ice, Ambipom behind it after using a double Double Hit Focus Punch hit on the ramp.

Luxio came skating in to stop next to her, and gave her and both Pokémon a confused look. “…did you choreograph that?”

“Just a bit,” Quilava chuckled. “Dawn gave us the wave, and at that point we were basically making our own entrances.”

“I’ve got so much to learn,” Luxio said, a little bit awed. “How do you get a natural instinct for drama?”

“Give it time, it’ll turn up,” Togekiss chuckled. “It’s not really something that has to be natural, you can earn it.”

She tweaked his nose with the tip of a wing. “By the way, did you notice that you stopped quite nicely there?”

“I… no, actually,” Luxio admitted.

“There you go,” Dawn smiled. “Improving already!”


“Dawn?” Brock said. “Do you have a moment?”

“Well, I don’t have long, but I’ve got a few minutes,” Dawn answered, checking how long she had until she had to be signed up for the Contest. “Is something wrong?”

“I hope not,” Brock replied. “I just wanted to remind you… you don’t have to stay exactly on schedule. We can skip Chocovine, or wait around for a week – I don’t think we have anything urgent.”

Dawn frowned, then realized what Brock was getting at.

“This is about the Iron Island stuff, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, it is,” Brock confirmed. “I’d have said the same thing if Ash was having a gym battle about now. There’s nothing wrong with waiting a bit until you get back on top of things.”

Dawn nodded, making sure to think about the subject properly rather than just reacting automatically, and after a few seconds she nodded again.

“I think I’ll be okay,” she decided. “What happened was awful – it really was – but I want to be able to prove to myself that I can just keep going afterwards.”

“And if it doesn’t work out?” Brock asked.

Dawn took a breath, then let it out. “I… that wouldn’t be good,” she admitted. “But I think that not taking part in a Contest, deciding to wait, would be almost the same as if things went badly. It’d be letting them get to me.”

“All right, Dawn,” Brock said. “Just remember that you don’t need to prove anything to us – we know how good you can be.”

“Right,” Dawn replied, smiling. “Thanks.”

She checked her Pokétch, and turned to hurry and register in time.


“There’s… quite a lot of people watching,” Luxio said, sitting on one of the seats in the area Ash and Brock had claimed. “Is this normal?”

“Fairly normal, yes,” Lucario told him. “For battlers a large live audience usually comes in a League battle or a demonstration battle, but for Coordinators performing in front of an audience is pretty much the norm.”

He waved a paw. “I understand your concerns about being noticed and public, but… well, honestly, there are several ways to deal with it. The way that I tend to use is just to focus on the job at hand, though I’ve been doing this long enough that I’ve gotten used to it.”

Luxio nodded along. “Thanks, that was what I was worried about, I’m not really used to people.”

He tilted his head a little. “Ah, that looks like Dawn!”


Dawn threw her Pokéball, and Quilava emerged with a flash of smoke.

The Fire-type dropped to the floor, adjusted his stance a little, then cleared his throat and used Eruption.

A shower of almost smokeless flame rose into the air, taking the form of glowing gobbets which rained down all around Quilava, and before the first set had quite finished landing he sent out a second pulse that was just as bright – lighting up the interior of the tent with a kind of flaming, orange heartbeat.

Each successive Eruption was a little more powerful than the last, showering the floor with sparks, until Quilava abruptly stopped between one blast and the next.

He took a step forwards as the last burst dimmed, then rolled over onto his back and began to use Ember. The flames gathered in his mouth, then seemed to roll out onto the floor, and this time Quilava’s careful, careful control produced an entirely different effect.

His flames flowed outwards in all directions, alternately quickly and slowly on any given front of advance, and by the time that part of the routine was finished there was a slowly dimming layer of flame across half the stage.

At a signal from Dawn, he flipped over onto his front again and waited a moment. The last embers of the fire display ended, and Quilava crouched slightly – then used Eruption.

This one was completely different to his previous use of the same move, a loud bang which sent ash and smoke fountaining into the air. A second Eruption a moment later added to the effect, and sent up a plume of smoke which hid Quilava completely and spread out into a kind of flat-topped tree shape.

Glowing fragments began to fall from the cloud, more Embers which formed a kind of bright rain, and Quilava’s Eruption simmered away for a short moment longer until it suddenly burst out sideways – away from the core of the smoke plume that had been hiding him, as Quilava came sliding out with cinder-laced smoke pouring off his fur.


Brock nodded as he clapped. “I appreciate an appeal like that.”

“Why, what was it?” Ash asked. “Some of it seemed kind of familiar?”

“That’s because you’ve been close enough to an erupting volcano to recognize a pyroclastic flow and a Plinian eruption,” Brock told him. “A very thematic set of moves for a Volcano Pokémon.”


“I think I might be missing something,” Luxio said, glancing at Pachirisu. “Why were you so happy that that girl defeated that other girl?”

“We have a bit of a history with Ursula,” Pachirisu explained. “She’s got it into her head somehow that Dawn, specifically, is unworthy of having so many Ribbons. I have no idea how it works out in her view, just that she doesn’t like Dawn.”

“That doesn’t sound very nice of her,” Luxio muttered. “Is this Ursula any good as a coordinator?”

“She’s not bad, per se,” Pachirisu answered, giving the question some thought. “I don’t think she’s as good as Dawn, partly because she sometimes gets quite underhanded when we face off, but she’s fairly good.”

Luxio nodded. “Right. And so this Zoey is better?”

“I think so, yes, but we do like her,” Pachirisu told him. “So, you know. Maybe a bit biased.”

The ex-feral flicked his tail. “Heh, I know what you mean. I’m sure Swampert back in Canalave was nice to his friends, assuming he had any.”

Pachirisu chuckled.

“Okay, so, um… we’ve seen Dawn and Ambipom twice, and we saw that Zoey girl twice… so that means this next one’s the final,” Luxio said, glancing aside to check that he was following properly.

“That’s right,” Pachirisu agreed. “Let’s see how it goes.”


“Summer,” Zoey instructed.

Her Mismagius did a twirl, producing a swirl of purplish-grey smoke, and vanished into it.

The Ghost-type was hidden for a few seconds, somewhere inside the diffuse cloud her setup had made, then the shadows formed into leaf shapes which came buzzing out towards Ambipom.

Ambipom’s hand-tails glowed as she charged them up with attack energy, batting away some of the leaves, but others got through and hit her – revealing themselves to actually be Magical Leaf attacks, not a Ghost-type move at all.

Dawn frowned as she watched, trying not to dwell on the way Mismagius’ shadowy means of fighting was so similar to what she’d seen on Iron Island. “Retaliate with some Shadow Balls!”

Ambipom’s hands glowed as she charged up a Shadow Ball, then threw it into the air to bat around quickly between both tails and amplify its force. It quickly developed into a powerful attack, but it took time – time in which Mismagius cast another shadow-spell of her own, one which formed into a lightning bolt and flicked out at Ambipom.

The Normal-type flicked her ball up into the air, sending it spinning fast enough to hold it in mid-air, and powered up a Thunder Punch on one tail instead. That let her block the attack, sending it fizzing into the stage, but Ambipom had missed the second bolt of lightning which hit her in the side and flipped her over backwards.

Landing on one tail and both feet, Ambipom jumped up to regain control of her Shadow Ball attack. She flung it at Mismagius, then sighed in frustration as the slippery Ghost-type blocked it with a tendril of shadow that formed into a Power Gem in mid-air.

Not stopping there, Mismagius produced another shadow mass with a flourish, sending Power Gems flying at Ambipom. Most of them got blocked or dodged, Ambipom pushing off from the ground to avoid where the attacks had been aimed, but one trick-shot which had deliberately been fired later hit her in the side.

Ambipom rolled to a halt, annoyed, and looked up at the points for a moment – which showed that Zoey, and Mismagius, were on course to win the battle when the time ran out. Then Mismagius attacked again, sending a shadowy cloud forwards which abruptly burst to reveal a Dark Pulse.


Dawn winced again, not sure how to turn the battle around.

Everything that Ambipom was doing didn’t seem to help – her attacks were blocked as Mismagius brought another attack out of the swirling Ominous Wind she was using as defence, and that same shadowy influence meant it was almost impossible to tell what was coming until it was too late.

Ambipom’s timing was getting worse, as well, and Dawn could see she was affected as well. That meant they needed to work quickly – needed to act in a hurry, before the shadowy Pokémon managed to-

“Double Focus Punch!” Dawn called.

Ambipom’s tails lit up orange, and she lunged at Mismagius to deliver a two-fisted Focus Punch. Both tails were coiled up, to let her hammer home a total of four attacks in a short space of time-

-and Ambipom passed straight through Mismagius.

Her attacks hit the floor, sending splinters in all directions and shaking the ground slightly, and a moment later the time ran out.


Some minutes later, Zoey hurried out with her ribbon – having made her excuses as soon as possible – and hunted around for a moment before spotting her friend.

“Dawn!” she called. “Dawn, are you okay?”

She sat down next to the other Coordinator on a low brick wall. “Just wanted to check things are going all right.”

“Well, I feel a bit of an idiot,” Dawn answered, a little indistinctly. “I can’t believe I did something that foolish.”

Ambipom said something, and Dawn poked her. “Hey, I was the one who gave the order…”

“There’s obviously more to this than I know,” Zoey pointed out. “You’re not someone who would just screw up something like that… there has to be some reason. And I saw you were both looking worried.”

Dawn was silent for a moment, then swallowed.

“You know the Galactic thing?” she checked. “That’s silly – of course you do. But we had another run in with them two days ago, and… and…”

She took a deep, steadying breath, and continued. “They tried to kill Ash. No warning, just tried to shoot him, and it’s only because Absol was around that it didn’t work. And, and a moment later this Zoroark attacked, only it’s a Shadow Zoroark, so it was way more powerful and nearly impossible to stop.”

“Ambi…” Ambipom contributed.

“Yeah, it kind of… it was using illusions, we think?” Dawn waved a hand. “But they were solid, and they could hurt people. It would just send out this wave of darkness, and the darkness turned into spikes or flames…”

Zoey put her arm around Dawn’s shoulder and gave her a squeeze. “I see now… Mismagius was doing exactly the right thing to make you think about that. And if Ambipom was there, you’re both worried about it.”

“Yeah,” Dawn agreed. “And it was… that Shadow stuff really scares me, because it’s torturing a Pokémon until it breaks, and there’s how most people can’t even remember Galactic is a thing so we can’t get help…”

She shook her head. “There are days I really kind of wish I was just a normal Coordinator.”

“Yeah, but then we’d be in real trouble,” Zoey said. “Okay, I… well, one thing that tells me is that I should really keep up with the stuff that those Porygon are discussing, I could have known about that ahead of time and maybe I’d have worked out what was troubling you.

She gave Dawn another squeeze. “That’s kind of special circumstances, so I think you can consider yourself to have deserved this ribbon-”

“No, I want to earn the next one myself,” Dawn replied.

“That’s fine,” Zoey told her.

“Hey, what are you doing with her?”

Dawn looked up, seeing Ursula walking towards them, and tensed up again.

“I thought you’d have realized that Dawn just isn’t a very good Coordinator after that display in the final,” Ursula went on. “Is this-”

“Shut up,” Zoey told her firmly. “You don’t know what this is about, so shut up. Dawn is a good Coordinator, and she’s already looking at what went wrong, but you don’t-”

“Zoey, don’t,” Dawn interrupted. “Ursula’s right, I did screw up… but that just means I need to get back on form to get my next ribbon.”

She sighed. “And maybe I should have waited, like Brock suggested…”

“Dawn,” Zoey said firmly. “Stop. You shouldn’t blame yourself for something like this – nobody thinks you need to be a superwoman or something. This is the exact difference between you and… well, between you and Ursula-”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ursula demanded.

“Ursula always tries to find a way to shift blame away from herself – like just today, when she told me that Mismagius being immune to Ground type moves was the only reason why she lost. She made exactly the same kind of mistake that you did – and yes, it was a mistake, I’m not denying that – but she considers it to be your fault that you made a mistake but not her fault that she made a mistake.”

“But everyone knows that Ghosts are immune to Fighting type attacks,” Ursula said, waving her hand irritably.

“Doesn’t that mean-” Dawn began.

“Sorry, but I need to finish first,” Zoey told her. “Ursula shifts blame away from herself, but you’re shifting blame onto yourself – and you’re wrong about it.”

She deflated slightly. “I… don’t really know how to prove that or anything, beyond just telling you firmly, but… it’s true, okay?”

For her part, Ursula seemed almost lost for words.

“That’s so unfair,” she said, after several seconds. “I… I can’t believe you’re so clearly biased in her favour!”

The Coordinator left in a huff.

“Seriously, though, Dawn,” Zoey went on. “You were holding the score really close, and that’s impressive working on the wrong side of a type disadvantage like that even before you consider how Mismagius’ new style – the whole situation – was almost designed to try and freak you out. I know that tactic works because Ursula does it, but I hate it, and all it means that you had trouble with it is that you’re human.”

Dawn was silent for a moment, then nodded. “I… yeah, I think I understand it when you put it like that.”

“By the way,” Zoey added. “Did I see a Luxio in the crowd? Yours, Brock’s or Ash’s?”

“Mine, he’s new,” Dawn confirmed, smiling now. “We’re still working on a routine or two, but I think he’s going to fit in well.”

“Good for you,” Zoey told her. “Now, come on – let’s go get you some ice cream therapy.”


“So, this is Brine Cave,” Aaron said, looking around. “I can see why it’s called that. It is, indeed, full of brine.”

“That’s just salty water, right?” Dialga asked.

“Yes, more or less,” Aaron confirmed. “I’m not certain quite how salty the water has to be to qualify as brine, but that’s what it means.”

“And we’re here for… a pattern, right?” Palkia checked.

“That’s right!” Wigglytuff agreed.

“Actually, why are you helping us?” Giratina asked. “I think I missed that bit.”

“He’s helping us because we convinced him that we have noble goals, bro, keep up,” Palkia said. “Remember? Aaron pointed out that he’s a Riolu, and that… was more or less the end of the discussion, if I remember properly.”

“We did explain the plot,” Dialga reminded him, adjusting his Skitty hoodie a bit. “Though I think Dad more or less just dictated that bit.”

“I know, I screwed that bit up,” Arceus groaned. “Oy… I am working on post game content now too, though.”

“That’s helpful,” Aaron noted. “Though we’ll need to finish this first. There’s a relic fragment somewhere in here, right?”

“Yes, that’s exactly correct,” Chatot said. “I’ll show you where it was last time we saw it.”

“Everyone else, this way!” Wigglytuff called, turning in a different direction.

“Why’s he going that way?” Giratina asked.

“It’s Wigglytuff, who knows,” Palkia muttered. “Okay, so… this way, right?”

Chatot nodded a confirmation. “We’re going to need to take a passage that goes left, then doubles back to the right-”

Palkia walked into the wall, breaking it down with a crunch.

“Oh, yeah, Super Mobile,” Aaron remembered. “I guess we just follow him to the stairs?”

“Monster House!” Palkia called suddenly. “Tentacool! Lots of Tentacool!”


AN:


Mostly about Dawn, one way or another.
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“This is either going to be really impressive or really stupid,” Infernape said. “Anyone want to make a guess?”

“I’m going to go with… both,” Gliscor decided. “Because it doesn’t have to be an either-or thing, does it? Especially with us lot.”

“You make a good point,” Infernape allowed, and picked up Gible. “Okay, ready?”

“Ready,” Gible confirmed. “This is going to be great!”

“It’ll probably work better than Glalie Basketball,” Infernape agreed.

Gliscor went flying out into the open space to the right of the path they were on, pulling together a cloak of sand to protect her, then called out. “Ready!”

Infernape focused, took a step, and drop-kicked Gible directly at Gliscor.

“Wheee!” Gible announced, spinning around a few times, then fired a Draco Meteor from very short range.

And missed.

The attack went flying high into the air, trajectories curving, but before it could hit the ground Mewtwo snuffed it out with a pulse of psychic energy.

“Thank you!” Infernape called, as Gliscor caught their teammate and retrieved him. “Okay, so I think what went wrong there was the backspin on it. Let’s try again without the spin.”

“Wait, hold on,” Crobat said, watching this. “You’re trying to… basically use Gible as some kind of artillery shell or something? Launch him at a target, then have him fire at close range?”

“You’ve got to admit, it would be pretty unexpected!” Gliscor replied, dropping Gible back down with Infernape. “Okay, let’s try this again!”


“This is actually kind of fun,” Mega Heracross said, spinning around and firing a Bullet Seed.

The illusory Wingull he fired at dissipated in a swirl of light, and Stantler nodded. “Yep, that was a hit. Okay, next one is… a Grass-type!”

Mega Heracross turned in the other direction, looked at the half-dozen illusions in front of him, and frowned. “Um-”

The Foongus jumped up and down, then flashed and vanished.

“Fail, I’m afraid,” Stantler told him. “Okay, want to try some more?”

“Sure,” Mega Heracross nodded. “I forgot that one wasn’t a Pokéball!”

As Stantler generated a new set of illusions, Rockruff glanced up at her trainer.

“Is this one of those things that Dexter calls a holodeck?” she asked.

“It’s not far off, is it?” Brock smiled. “But I think those are solid, it’s more the sort of thing a Zoroark would do.”

“I’m really kind of looking forward to the ability to do that sort of thing,” Zorua contributed. “Hmmm, I wonder if Zoroark illusions cover taste?”

Rockruff thought for a bit as they walked along, then turned to Zorua. “Can you turn into a Vulpix?”

“What? Of course I can!” Zorua replied, flashing into a Vulpix between one step and the next.

Rockruff promptly licked one of her tails.

“Mostly you taste hairy,” she announced.

“I wasn’t expecting you to test it like that!”


A few days later, and much higher in the mountains, Dawn shivered.

“I’m pretty sure that kind of use of Aura would be cheating in any fair world,” she complained, glancing to her side at Ash.

“What?” Ash replied, walking along next to her. “I don’t see the problem.”

“We’re in a blizzard, Ash,” Dawn replied. “I’m following along behind Mamoswine because he’s breaking trail for us, Mewtwo is keeping the snow off us, and it’s still chilly. And you’re just walking along on top of the snowdrifts, looking like it’s a fine summer day.”

“My fault,” Lucario said. “I developed a lot of these not-a-move Aura tricks, and you have to admit they’re useful.”

“It’s giving me good motivation to try learning,” Dawn muttered. “And – whoah!”

She tripped on the edge of one of Mamoswine’s big footprints, and Absol was there ready to catch her with a paw.

“Watch out,” she said.

“I was trying,” Dawn replied. “Um… hold on, Mamoswine, you can come back in for now. Do we have any better options to break trail for us?”

“I could use Steelix,” Brock suggested. “Or we could wait until the blizzard is over at least, the air might be warmer then and we’d be able to see where we’re going.”

You’re carrying a GPS, Dexter pointed out. You’re going the right way.

“I meant more so we took the best trail, to be honest,” Brock replied. “We don’t have an urgent appointment anywhere, though, so we could be a bit more leisurely about it and just ask Mewtwo for a lift if we do get close to a time limit.”

“That’s a good point,” Dawn admitted. “Why aren’t we just asking Ho-Oh or Entei to sort it out?”

“I think they’re busy,” Pikachu said. “I could be wrong, though.”

It must be something nearby, I sent them over to you yesterday evening and they haven’t come back yet.

“I think I can see something over there,” Ash volunteered. “Let’s go have a look.”

He trekked over, boots sticking firmly to the snow, and closed an eye to have a quick look with Aura Sight.

“It looks like there’s a cave with someone in it,” he called. “Hey, um… excuse me, can we come in?

A Froslass came drifting out of the blizzard. “Travellers – ah, yes. Of course. Though… ah… why are you standing on the snow?”

“Oh, well, I can walk on water already,” Ash replied. “I decided that since frozen water is harder than normal water, it should actually be easier. So that’s what I did.”

Froslass looked down, then back up again, and visibly decided not to ask any questions about the content or even existence of the answer to her question.

She shook her head, and looked past him to see the rest of the group.

“I must admit, I don’t even recognize some of those Pokémon,” Froslass said. “But you can come in, of course.”

She drifted to the side, waving them past.

“That looks so much like a welcome-” Dawn began, then paused. “Wait. Didn’t you say a cave, Ash? That’s a cabin.”

“Huh?” Ash asked, looking again. “Oh, yeah. Huh. That’s odd.”

He closed his eyes. “Nope, definitely a cave.”

Froslass raised her arms, preparing a swirling cloud of Powder Snow, and Infernape punched her very hard.

She flew backwards, shaking her head to recover a bit, and Infernape opened the two Pokéballs he was carrying – revealing both Entei and Ho-Oh, the latter of whom swept his wing to the side and banished the snowstorm.

“Nope,” Infernape declared, arms crossed. “If you want something, ask nicely. If you offer something, be sincere. And don’t threaten my trainer.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s what this was,” Pikachu remembered. “Hey, Absol, how come you didn’t warn about a disaster?”

“I think Infernape prepared too well,” Absol answered. “This wasn’t even a blip.”


“In my defence…” Froslass began, carefully, “I didn’t know that Legendary Pokémon approved of you. I thought… well-”

Excuse me, Mewtwo requested. I believe you may have failed to go into detail. Why didn’t you know that Legendary Pokémon approved of them? I’m here.

“…who are you?” Froslass asked.

Mewtwo shook his head. Bestselling book, years of PR, space program… and some Pokémon don’t even know I exist.

“I don’t think TV reception is great up here in the mountains,” Pikachu noted. “There’s Latios, though. He’s here… somewhere?”

“Actually, that one’s fair,” Ash said. “He said he wanted to have some marshmallows, so he’s in the bag.”

“Well, ah… I thought that all humans were treacherous,” Froslass explained. “But I needed your help… so I thought I could trick you into my ice cave, and freeze one of your Pokémon in ice as a hostage.”

Lucario raised a paw. “I see a problem with this.”

“What?” Froslass asked.

“Two, actually,” Lucario explained. “Firstly, a lot of Pokémon could just break out, and more than a few trainers would have other Pokémon able to rescue the one you took as hostage. So that wouldn’t work.”

He waved his paw dismissively. “But if it did, and you did trap a Pokémon… then what would stop one of the awful Pokémon Trainers you’re thinking of from just abandoning their Pokémon and leaving?”

Froslass looked blank for a moment, then crushed. “I… but…”

“Fotunately, we’re nice,” Lucario went on. “I don’t think any of us would mind helping you out?”

“I’m not especially happy about it,” Infernape volunteered. “But if it’s to help someone else as well, I don’t mind. Much.”

“Well… it’s my son, Snorunt,” Froslass explained. “The human I trusted last tried to steal my son away, and now he’s gone missing again…”

All right, let’s see… Mewtwo said, beginning to glow. We’re looking for a Snorunt, and possibly a human of some sort.

He rose into the air, paused, then came back down again. Do you mind lending me Dexter? I think he’s better at high altitude searches than I am.

Set up, Dexter declared. Preparing for wide area search.


Some distance away, a Snorunt hurried down a snowy path.

He looked behind himself, hunting for any sign of the Glalie that had pursued him, then turned to keep going.

Suddenly there was a bright flash, and a group of humans and Pokémon appeared in front of him. One of them took off with a singing whirr of wings, but Snorunt didn’t really notice that – all his attention on the startled-looking Froslass mixed in with the group.

“Mom?” he called. “Is that you?”

“Son!” Froslass replied with a gasp, coming over to hug him.

“Who are these guys?” Snorunt asked, indicating the group.

“They helped me,” Froslass answered. “I told them you were missing, and they found you – really quickly! That purple one just lifted something up in the air and floated around a bit, and now we’re here!”

“Neat,” Snorunt declared, then gasped. “Mom! The bad man from before, he’s after me again!”

A Glalie came flying over the side of the path, horns glowing as it prepared a Hyper Beam. As it was about to fire, however, a shimmering blade of light flicked out at the Glalie and knocked it backwards – sending the Hyper Beam flashing off into the distance.

Should I help? a mental voice asked.

“I kind of want to see if this works,” replied the tallest of the humans, one with dark skin.

“Well, that sounds like a snowmobile,” the girl added. “So I guess this is Glalie’s trainer.”

The buzz of the snowmobile rose until it came over the crest of the nearest hill, and slid closer before halting.

“Heh, bunch of stupid kids,” declared the man who’d been driving it. “Get out of here, that Snorunt is going to be mine!”

I’m really wondering if my media presence reaches these mountains at all, the same mental voice from before mused.

“Why don’t you come over here and say that?” the younger boy challenged, and the poacher snorted.

“Sure, kid, whatever, but Glalie’s going to freeze you solid if you try anything.”

“I doubt it,” said the Infernape standing protectively next to his trainer, then glanced up. “Incoming.”

Glalie blinked. “What’s that?”

“Focus, Glalie,” the poacher instructed. “Don’t let them distract you.”


“It’s really cold up here,” Flygon grumbled, wings whirring in the freezing air. “I’m built for deserts, not frozen snow.”

“You can handle it,” Forretress replied. “You’re a big, tough Pokémon. Now, me, I’m not built for the heat, but do you see me complaining?”

“You wouldn’t be complaining here,” Flygon said with a chuckle, glancing down. “Okay, I think that’s the sort of target we’re after… let’s see if this works.”

He dipped a wingtip, spinning over and turning into a dive – all four legs holding tightly to Forretress as they dropped.

“Okay, you’re going to want to blow up just before you hit,” he advised. “That should make sure you don’t hit as hard.”

“Got it,” Forretress replied.

Then they were low enough, and Flygon let go of his teammate before pulling up hard and passing about ten feet above the ridge crest.

Below him, Forretress exploded almost exactly as she landed – flipping the snowmobile over and making the poacher jump.


“What the hell was-” the poacher demanded, looking back, and saw his wrecked snowmobile. “Now you’re for it! Glalie, Hyper Beam them!”

Infernape blurred forwards, flames blazing off the gold armour on his wrists. He jumped up into the air as Glalie charged Hyper Beam, using a two-fisted overhead strike to knock the Ice-type to the ground and half-bury him in the snow, then twisted and fired down a long Flamethrower which kept him in the air for at least another three seconds.

Landing in front of the now-sweating poacher, he tilted his head and waggled his ears.

“…um…” the poacher began, glancing over at his Ice-type in a puddle of melted snow. “I’ll… come quietly?”


Some distance away in Hoenn, a bell chimed.

“Oh, that sounds like the Mewtwo Cell again,” said the on-duty officer. “Come on, let’s look.”

“The what?” asked her trainee.

“Oh, right, that’s not in the manual… okay, so you’ve heard of Mewtwo, right?”

“Of course I have, who hasn’t heard of Mewtwo?” the trainee said, sounding a little offended. “How is that relevant to anything?”

“Well, he sometimes runs into people who are causing trouble,” the officer explained. “And after he dropped the entirety of Team Aqua and Team Magma into our cells, we contacted him and sorted this out. He just puts them in here until we can get the situation sorted out properly and contain them.”

“That doesn’t sound very much like due process,” the trainee said.

“Oh, we don’t punish them just because Mewtwo teleported them into a cell,” the officer replied. “He’s normally good at providing the evidence and stuff… very civic minded of him.”


“Ahh, now this is just what we needed after today,” Dawn sighed. “And it has the advantage of being real, too.”

She looked over at Entei, who was lounging in the corner of the big rocky dome Geodude had raised out of the ground. “It’s pretty impressive how quickly a big Fire type can heat up a room.”

“Well, even an igloo is pretty warm inside, that’s actually the point,” Brock noted. “It keeps the heat in, so simple body heat can make somewhere warm enough to be comfortable – though this kind of temperature does need the help of a Fire type to really be practical.”

He looked over at Luxio, who was lying on his back and purring contentedly. “I can see your Pokémon approve.”

“Yeah, and they’re not the only ones,” Dawn agreed. “It’s good to get a bit of downtime…”


“All right, so here’s my idea for an Appeal,” Wartortle said, looking at May and her team. “The idea is basically you have a mock battle, but play it off like the effects are special effects – you know, so Blaziken misses the kick but you stagger backwards and Joltik makes a big flash, or you punch at Blaziken and he blocks it but goes sliding backwards. And you hold out your hands sometimes and Joltik uses Electroweb to make patterns on it.”

“This sounds like an interesting idea,” Joltik noted. “The simulation of a high powered battle rather than the reality of it, and making it just evident enough that the simulation is intentional. So you are a battling Pokémon performing at being a performer performing at being a battling Pokémon, a pleasing symmetry.”

“Well, I think it sounds good,” Blaziken shrugged. “And if you have Manaphy instead of Joltik, we could make it look like you’re using water.”

“That would be interesting,” May agreed. “I think we’d need to do a bit of work to make sure we got the timings right, but it sounds like an interesting project.”

“Hey, why not make it really silly?” Max asked. “Have Ethan project big words in the air over the fight, you know, like ‘Biff! Bam! Kerpow!’ and stuff.”

Wartortle turned her attention to him. “Like what?”

“Well, you know, that kind of campy sixties-” Max began, then paused. “Wait, no, sorry. Wrong company. Forgot about that.”

“And well you should be sorry,” Wartortle sniffed. “It’s a good thing you didn’t suggest Blaziken running around very fast while Ethan plays sped up music, that wouldn’t have gone down well either…”


“Okay, so I’m pretty sure I understood the thing with learning to stay on a flying Dragon type,” Iris said. “That’s being really helpful now that I’m a passenger.”

“Of course,” Denae replied, signalling Salamence to climb higher. “While a lot of things aren’t strictly necessary for a Dragon Tamer, having as many skills of that sort as possible is important.”

“Right, and I get that,” Iris nodded. “But how is this a thing you need to know?”

“It’s because Dragon Tamers sometimes fly without a harness,” Denae told her. “Which means there’s a risk of falling off… and if they do, they need to be able to do the right thing and give their partner time to catch them. Now, with two flying Pokémon that’s easy enough, but if you have only one it can be a lot more problematic.”

She pointed over Salamence’ flank, behind his wing. “There’s someone with an Altaria down there to catch you if this goes wrong, and you’ve got a parachute, but ideally you shouldn’t need either of them. Now, when you drop, the first thing you need to do is to get into a good skydiving pose – you’ve seen it before, but the real trick is to suck in your belly so you make a good arch shape. That will slow you down as much as possible, which is what we’re going for here.”

“Should I be wearing different clothes?” Iris asked, inspecting what she was wearing.

“No, that should be good enough,” Denae replied, giving her a look-over. “The hair is a good step, by the way… okay, we’re about three miles up, so you should have at least a minute. Ready?”

“Not really,” Iris muttered, then nodded. “Yeah, sure, let’s do this.”

“All right, when you’re ready,” Denae told her.

Iris nodded again, took a deep breath, and jumped.


A quite disconcerting minute or so later, she was back on board Salamence with her hair blown back and blinking rapidly.

“So, how did you find that?” Denae asked.

“I… think I’m going to use a harness until I have two flying Pokémon, unless it’s a real emergency,” Iris replied. “Or at the very least wear a parachute. That was really kind of scary…”

“Then that is what we call a good learning moment,” Denae said, with a little chuckle. “Do you want to give it another go?”

“I… don’t want to, but I feel I should,” Iris grimaced. “Let’s do it again.”

“Good attitude,” Denae told her. “All right, Salamence, back up we go!”


“Well, at least the weather’s not so bad here,” Dawn said, looking around at the snow-free rock. “Is that because we’ve gone downwards?”

“A bit,” Brock replied. “But we’ve not gone down nearly far enough to account for it. Some of it is probably different weather patterns, but I think the main difference is just that it’s a nice day today.”

“That sounds kind of boring…” Dawn chuckled. “But you’re the expert. Okay, so… actually, where are we? I don’t remember if we took this exact route last time.”

“Why not?” Rockruff asked.

“A lot of these rocky valleys just… seem the same to me,” Dawn replied with a shrug.

“Not to me!” Rockruff said, jumping into the ground and swimming along for a few feet before springing back out again. “Everything’s different! This bit’s especially gneiss.”

“That was a really awful pun,” Brock groaned.

“Thanks!” Rockruff beamed, wagging her tail. “I’ve been practising!”

“How’s the training going, by the way?” Brock added, turning his attention pointedly to Ash.

“Staraptor, Pidgeot and Swellow are out there today,” Ash replied. “They’re doing practice on flying combat. I think Gliscor’s going to join them later, this is good cluttered terrain to practice in.”

“Since when do you use words like cluttered?” Pikachu asked.

“Hey, I hear a lot of big words, sometimes I ask what they mean,” Ash protested. “It can happen!”

“Story checks out,” Lucario noted.

“Where is Gliscor, then, if she’s not out with them?” Brock checked.

“I think she’s in my bag,” Ash replied, indicating the little-on-the-outside pouch. “Torterra is having a ground-type party, and no, I don’t know why.”

“Oh, is that where Geodude, Flygon and Steelix went?” Rockruff asked. “Neat!”

“And Marshtomp, don’t forget Marshtomp,” Brock pointed out.

“Right, him too!”

“So, uh… right, right, Dexter,” Ash said, before trying to work out the directions. “Are we on the same route as last time?”

Not quite, you’re a bit earlier because of fewer interruptions, Dexter replied. So I’m keeping you on schedule by giving you a slightly longer route. Next is Metagross Mountain.

“Metagross Mountain?” Ash repeated. “I don’t remember that place. Why is it called Metagross Mountain?”

“I would assume because it has such a big population of Buneary,” Pikachu suggested, a little sarcastically. “Or could it be because of all the Metagross?”

Well, the place does have a few Buneary, that’s right, Dexter said, making both Pikachu and Ash stare at him. But yes, it’s named after the Metagross.

He paused. That’s singular, by the way. The Metagross, singular. It’s supposed to be shiny, and people go missing up here.

“That… honestly sounds like something we should probably stop?” Ash suggested. “It doesn’t sound good, anyway.”

Almost as soon as he finished speaking, a silver blur came shooting down out of the sky and landed in front of them with a wham.

A Shiny Metagross raised itself on all four legs, examining the group, and Ash’s hand went towards Kari’s hilt.

“Hey, Rockruff?” Pikachu said. “This might sound like a silly question, but is there something in front of us?”

“Yeah, a shiny Metagross!” Rockruff replied. “Why?”

“Just checking.”

The Metagross swiveled one leg, pointing it at Ash. “Are you Ash Ketchum, Gym Destroyer?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash replied. “Though I really do my best not to destroy gyms, unless I’m being asked to.”

“No, Ash, your best was Hoenn,” Brock pointed out. “You don’t try to destroy gyms, which isn’t nearly the same thing.”

“I think we’re getting a bit off topic?” Dawn suggested.

“Oh, right,” Ash realized. “Why do you want to know who I am?”

And, just as importantly, how do you know who he is? Mewtwo asked. Most of the other mountain inhabitants we’ve met in the last few days don’t seem to know.

“Intercepting television broadcasts is a simple enough matter,” the shiny Metagross replied.

“Are you why people keep disappearing?” Ash asked.

“Indirectly. They come up looking for me, by themselves, in a dangerous mountain range. They want to capture me. I do not appreciate this.”

The Metagross slammed its leg into the ground, cracking the stone again. “I am strong. Humans are not.”

“You hurt them?” Brock asked.

“No. I transport them twenty miles away and Confuse Ray their memories of events. I am not challenged twice by anyone.”

“Have to admit, it’s an effective way to make a point,” Lucario said, shrugging. “If not to the people you’re actually confusing.”

“I’m not so sure,” Absol replied, tilting her horn slightly as she focused on her disaster sense. “I… kind of feel that by this point Metagross Mountain has become famous enough that people are coming here just to visit you.”

She pointed with a paw. “There’s even road signs.”

Metagross turned, limbs slamming into the ground in a staccato whamwhamwham as it did, and examined the shiny-Metagross road sign.

“Oh.”

The Psychic-type turned back to Ash, then, and indicated him with a leg again. “I have heard you are strong. I challenge you to a battle.”

It paused, considering, then continued. “You may use your Honedge.”

“Wait, wait, hold on,” Dawn said. “If using his Honedge is… are you challenging Ash personally instead of his Pokémon team?”

“Of course. That is why I stated that I had heard Ash was strong when other humans were not strong.”

Can’t fault his logic, Dexter contributed.

Before Ash agrees to this, I as his legal representative have a few conditions, Mewtwo declared.

Brock glanced at Ash. “Mewtwo’s your legal representative?”

“Probably?” Ash replied, shrugging. “I don’t really know who else would be my legal representative. If Mewtwo wants the job he can have it…”

Firstly (1), the duel in question (henceforth referred to as the battle) should take place under an understanding that no obviously lethal or highly dangerous moves should be used, Mewtwo began. That means nothing too dangerous. If you are unsure if a move is too dangerous, work up to it.

Secondly (2), the battle should conclude either when one combatant or combatant team loses consciousness, is obviously disabled, or yields-

“Okay, how are you doing that?” Ash asked. “Are you pronouncing brackets?”

I haven’t even reached the footnotes yet.


“This place always kind of puzzles me,” Steelix admitted, prodding the floor with his tail. “You’d think it’d feel more fabric-y. You know, because it’s a bag and all that.”

Torterra shrugged, the cheerful electric lights strung through his foliage shaking from side to side and throwing coloured shadows on the walls. “Maybe, but I was thinking about that a bit…”

He walked over to the table with the snacks, and took a bite of Sitrus berry before continuing.

“So this is a bag, right?” he said, indicating the walls around them and the floor below them, along with the partitioned off areas for supplies around the edge and the shelf suspended near the opening. “And, from the outside, it’s… what, four inches across? Maybe less?”

“When it’s closed, yeah,” Steelix agreed. “Bit wider when it’s open, but it’s not right now.”

“And that means the flex in the fabric is kind of… stretched,” Torterra suggested. “Obviously the fact we’re not tripping over giant threads means something else is going on, though… might need to think about that.”

“Yeah, that’s what I was doing,” Steelix commented.

“Hey, dudes,” Geodude said, raising his hands. “Tort man, Steelmeister, no need to get all hot and bothered about this. This is a chance to just relax, you know? Be in a room full of Pokémon who understand you.”

He snapped his fingers with a tchak of rock. “Specifically, who understand what it’s like to be vulnerable to electrocution by Pikachu. For some reason.”

“I’m not sure if that’s enough to give us all some kind of shared experience,” Flygon chuckled. “I mean, I don’t think I’ve ever actually sparred against Pikachu…”

“Then we really need to sort that out some time,” Donphan said. “I mean, you can call yourself part of this collection of Pokémon if you haven’t been shocked by Pikachu, but it’s kind of like… required to do it eventually.”

He reached out to get the last can of soda from the pile, opening it with a tusk, and took a drink. “Isn’t it?”

“I suppose you could view it that way,” Steelix shrugged. “I’m not especially bothered by it, myself.”

Torterra chuckled. “Okay, let’s see… I think we should probably start the dancing soon. Any thoughts?”

“Sounds good to me,” Gliscor nodded. “Gible?”

“Huh?” Gible asked, looking away from Torterra. “What’s that?”

“I was asking if you were ready for the dancing,” Gliscor supplied.

“Oh, sure!” Gible agreed, nodding. “Who’s going to dance with who? I guess Mamoswine is probably going to dance with Torterra because they’re the same sort of size?”

He looked around. “Um… is that how it works?”

“Kid’s got a point, this place is not babe-alicious,” Geodude mused.

Gliscor threw a canapé at him.

“Fair point,” Geodude replied, raising a hand. “I correct my statement to this place not being well supplied with chicks.”

“I have quite a lot of canapés,” Gliscor noted.

“I don’t see the problem,” Steelix rumbled. “Some of us might be able to dance together, but for most of us it’s going to be an individual thing. We are quite different in size and body form… and that’s assuming many of us will want to dance. I’m not sure I will.”

“That’s fine, to each their own,” Torterra said with a shrug. “We’ll give it maybe half an hour, and then I’ll set something else up – like the film projector. I got hold of a big disaster movie about an earthquake.”

“Thematic,” Marshtomp complimented.

As they spoke, Gible went over to get a can of soda. Finding none left, he frowned before making his way over to the fridge.

“Hey, do you have any soda?” the Dragon-type asked.

The fridge’s magnets moved to indicate a nod, and then it opened with a slight sound.

“Thanks,” Gible said, examining the contents of the fridge, then reached up to get one of the fizzy drinks he liked.

It was kind of high up on the top shelf so he had to stretch to reach it, but after a moment he snagged it and turned to the others.

“Hey, anyone else want a drink while I’m here?” he asked.

Everyone else turned to look at him.

“When did that happen?” Gliscor asked. “I swear I was looking at him thirty seconds ago and he was a Gible then.”

“Yeah, that just happened,” Torterra confirmed. “Now I think about it, I did see a glow…”

“What were you doing?” Donphan asked. “Were you getting in a fight with Rotom?”

“No, no problems here,” Rotom assured them. “He just came over for a drink, and now he’s a Gabite.”

Gabite examined his arms. “Oh, okay, I must have evolved so I could get the drink down from the top shelf – that’s neat!”

“…that’s what you were doing?” Flygon asked. “Seriously, that’s what you were doing? Getting a drink?”

“Yeah, why?” Gabite asked. “Do you want one? I could get one for you with my – actually these aren’t a huge improvement hands-wise. They’re longer but kind of less able to pick things up…”

Experimenting, he began holding his drinks can between the claw and the fin on his hand. “Okay, I think… hmm, might need to get used to that a bit…”

Shrugging, he took the can and punched a hole in the top with his other claw.

“Right, so, uh… now Gible has evolved to Gabite, I guess,” Torterra said, summing that up. “So… what now?”

“What music do you have lined up?” Mamoswine asked. “I could do with some music.”

Gabite ate his can with an audible crunch.


All right, I think that’s all the rules set up, Mewtwo noted. Now, there’s one more important question. Do we want to record this?

“I… well, I guess that would just be for us to look at?” Ash checked. “I don’t think I’d mind that, at least.”

“Indeed, it would be helpful to be able to view the battle from the outside,” Kari said. “I might make better assessment of Ash’s form that way.”

“What do you think?” Ash added, checking with Metagross.

“Sure,” Metagross decided. “Apparently I am well known anyway.”


“Okay, Kari,” Ash said, bringing the Honedge up into a middle guard position with both hands on her hilt. “I guess we’re going to find out how well I’ve been learning what you’ve been teaching me.”

“So it seems,” Kari agreed.

Mewtwo raised his hand, then lowered it. Begin!

Metagross moved first, raising a leg and punching at Ash. A visible ripple travelled through the air at him, but splashed off him like water on rock – and Ash swept Kari up, her length glowing with an eerie black light.

He flicked her towards Metagross to send a Night Slash scything towards out, passing through the faint distortion of a psychic shield to hit the steel of its armour, and the Steel-type’s eyes flashed.

A Shadow Ball flashed out from its mouth towards Ash, which Ash used Kari to deflect into the side of the path – her body sheathed in the Ghost-type energy of a Shadow Claw to avoid harming her – and produced an explosion and a cloud of dust.

Ash made a little twisting motion with his right hand, letting go of Kari with his left, and the Honedge wrapped the end of her tassel around his wrist. One hand free, Ash began building an Aura Sphere with Kari still held ready to block.

Metagross slapped another burst of psychic force at Ash, and this one did hit him – sending him sliding backwards a few feet, but not affecting the Aura Sphere he was building.

As soon as he stopped sliding, Ash threw the sphere. It shot off to the side, curving to home in on Metagross, and darted forwards. He let go of Kari with his other hand, pulling her along with only the tassel, then flicked his right arm forwards in a punch which hit Metagross’ psionic shield with a wham.

Kari came along a moment later, point first and with all the momentum the whipcrack movement could give her. She used Brick Break as she arrived, hitting hard enough to smash through the shield, and Ash flowed forwards into a second punch aimed at Metagross itself.

The Iron Leg Pokémon responded by blocking Ash’s punch with a punch of its own, but by the time they hit Kari had landed in Ash’s left hand and was using Sacred Sword.

The bang was quite loud.


“Any insight on who’s going to win?” Brock asked, glancing down at Absol.

“Well, not really,” Absol replied, as Ash opened the distance again and sent a pair of Fury Cutter attacks through Kari in a cross shape. “It’s hard to tell this sort of thing at the best of times when I’m not directly involved, especially when neither outcome is really bad as such.”

Metagross’ legs hit the ground in a staccato whamwhamwham as it followed Ash, leading Ash to jump into the air to avoid a Meteor Mash attack. He landed about halfway up the high ridge on the side of the path, boots sticking to the wall, and Metagross tilted upwards so it could keep Ash in line of sight.

A golden glow built up around Metagross, and it punched the side of the path – breaking off some big chunks of rock, about a foot across, and lifting more than a dozen of them in a psionic field.

One of them trembled, then flew towards Ash, and he adjusted his footing a little before slicing it in half with a brightly-glowing Secret Sword attack – sending both halves of the rock flying off to the side with enough force that they entirely missed hitting Ash.

“That’s actually pretty good of Metagross,” Dawn said. “It’s really taking that bit about appropriate force seriously.”

She kept looking, but her next words were directed towards Brock. “Is that the right pronoun?”

“I think so, yeah,” Brock agreed. “It’s like with Porygon, unless they identify as a particular gender you just use the neuter pronoun.”

“Thanks.”


Now it was sure that Ash could deal with a large rock being thrown at him, Metagross decided to use all the other ones at once.

Ash crouched slightly, adjusting his grip so he was holding Kari in both hands once more, then kicked off from the side of the cliff as the rocks closed in.

He swept Kari across in an arc, pushing his Aura into her to produce an elongated Sacred Sword which didn’t quite turn into a blade beam but which still reached out five feet past her tip, and sliced three of the rocks at once – just before reaching a fourth, using another two bursts of Aura in quick succession to cushion his landing on the flying rock before jumping off it to gain extra height.

The rock he’d pushed off halted, then dropped again, and Metagross destroyed it with a Meteor Mash before it could hit him. The remaining few boulders chased Ash into the air, and Ash unlimbered his staff from his back with one hand while switching his grip to Kari’s tassel with the other.

Using the staff not as a weapon but as a counterweight, he spun Kari through a full turn and hit all three remaining rocks with a single Leaf Blade to destroy the lot.

A few seconds later, before Ash landed, Metagross focused in on him and began firing Extrasensory beams up at him. Kari’s blade sang as Ash whipped her around to block the attacks, one-two-three, and the momentum they gave meant he landed with a crunch some way away from where the fight had started.

Mewtwo rose into the air so he could still see Ash, Dexter with him to continue recording, and Metagross came stomping rapidly along the path to follow him.

Letting go of Kari entirely, Ash put his hands together to start forming a big Aura Sphere. It got about as big as he wanted before he had to throw it at Metagross, the two-foot sphere of swirling Aura rocketing across the remaining space towards his opponent, and Kari smacked back into his reaching hand as he charged in the wake of it.


“Well, we can still hear it,” Dawn noted, putting down a card.

“Yep,” Brock nodded, putting down a card.

Dawn examined the cards that had already been laid down, then put down a card. “This is kind of an odd situation, even for Ash.”

Brock put down a card. “I’m not so sure it is.”

“Why not?” Dawn asked, putting down a card.

“It’s because, technically, this is just Ash battling a wild Pokémon with one of his own,” Brock said, putting down his own card. “He just happens to be physically holding the Pokémon and running around a lot.”

“That’s a pretty big distinction,” Dawn said, putting down a card, then examined the game so far. “I’m beginning to think a standard playing card deck is no good for snap.”

“You’re probably right,” Brock agreed. “Let’s try Karma instead.”


Metagross’ shield thickened as it put more power into the defensive screen, then expanded outwards with a sudden pulse. Not all the force transferred to Ash despite the earlier Miracle Eye, and Ash stumbled for a pace before recovering and stepping backwards.

The Psychic-type slammed a metallic leg into the nearest boulder, disintegrating it into dozens of smaller pebbles, then sent them all at Ash with a telekinetic shove. Blocking that with a Protect shield, Ash held position for a moment until the attack had spent itself, then closed the distance again and charged Kari with a Night Slash.

Their first strike cut through the shield, and Ash boosted the effect holding him to the ground to stay in place as Metagross hammered a Bullet Punch at him.

Kari swept up to block, and the collision produced a thunderous belling of steel and made Ash wince at the feedback – but they held position, and Ash pushed hard enough to drive Metagross back slightly before the big Steel-type used another leg for a second Bullet Punch attack.

Ash and Kari blocked that one as well with more force, knocking the limb back so it couldn’t immediately attack again, then blocked the third blow with a return stroke.

The ground underneath Ash began to crack slightly as Metagross hammered in Bullet Punch after Bullet Punch, and he and Kari matched him blow for blow to block every single one.

Kari pulsed under Ash’s hands, warning him that Metagross was preparing something else as well, and Ash dove forwards suddenly as Metagross was about to hit him with a beam attack from its face. The beam went wide, and Ash rolled upright underneath Metagross for long enough to drive Kari point-first into its main body from below.

The impact sent sparks flying, staggering Metagross and preventing it from just dropping on Ash from overhead, and Ash completed his move before spinning around to face Metagross again.

Kari hummed as she charged up for her next attack, and Metagross lifted entirely off the ground with Magnet Rise before spinning quickly around to face Ash again.

“You seem to be panting,” the robotic Pokémon said. “Tired?”

“This is a really good workout,” Ash explained. “I might run out of Aura some time soon, but not yet.”

Even as he spoke, though, his cloak was doing what it was meant to – slowly helping him recharge his Aura, reducing the time it would take for a full replenishment and letting him fight for longer.

“That is good,” Metagross declared.

That conversation apparently over, it charged one forelimb up with a Thunder Punch and another with an Ice Punch. Using both hind limbs to push up to speed, it slammed both attacks at Ash at once.

Ash replied by raising Kari briefly, then slamming her down on the ground between the incoming strikes – spiking the Aura he was feeding into her, and making a three-beam Sacred Sword strike flash out at once.

The two side-beams knocked both punches back, preventing them from hitting, and the central attack slammed right into Metagross’ X-shaped face plate. It went skidding backwards through the air again, and Ash brought Kari back up again in a diagonal Fury Cutter before converting the momentum into a left-right flick that contained a second Fury Cutter.

“Do not forget your guard,” Kari noted, and Ash nodded – bringing her back into a defensive position, a high guard this time, and checking his distance to make sure he could react properly to what Metagross did next.

The Steel-type raised a limb, concentrating power into it, then slammed it down in an Earthquake. The whole area shook, Ash staggered a bit before regaining his footing, and Metagross rammed a Metal Claw attack forwards as Ash was still recovering.

The awkward angle knocked Kari out of Ash’s grip, sending her flying backwards, and Ash jumped back to avoid a follow-up swipe and reached for her tassel.

Managing to just barely reach it, he hurled her forwards as hard as he could… sending her flying past Metagross, phasing through the rock and out of sight.

Pressing its advantage, Metagross fired a Hammer Arm attack at Ash – who dodged to the side, delivering an Aura-boosted elbow strike into the side of the limb, then ducked out of the way behind a boulder.

In the second or two he had before Metagross followed, Ash considered the small stones on the backs of his gloves – then decided against it. Then Metagross was stomping around the side of the boulder to follow him, and Thunder Punched at him.

Ash flooded his system with Aura to reinforce it and caught the attack with his hand, wincing at the strength of the blow – then used Counter, propelling all the force of the attack around to augment an overloaded spike of a Force Palm into Metagross’ main body.

At almost exactly the same moment, Kari came rocketing back towards them – her entire blade almost too bright to look at as she used Sacred Sword, and hitting Metagross with a whunng that sent sparks flying in all directions.

Then the ground under them gave way.


“I’m not entirely sure what you’d call that result,” Mewtwo noted, holding all three combatants in a field of psychic energy to levitate them over the now-collapsed cliff edge. “None of the combatants was knocked out or forfeited, but it definitely falls under the ‘supervising Pokémon halted battle for the mutual safety of the participants’ category’.”

Metagross’ eyes flashed a few times, then it nodded. “I concur. The impacts stunned me; I am unsure if I would have been able to levitate away from the fall in time.”

“Yeah, and that took a lot out of me,” Ash agreed. “I think Kari and I might have been able to work together to slow our fall by scraping down the cliffside, but all the giant rocks everywhere would be a problem…”

“I do not care who would have won,” Metagross declared. “I am satisfied.”

It looked around. “Could you return us to Ash Ketchum’s friends?”


“Oh, hey Ash,” Dawn waved, standing up. “How did it go?”

“What I saw was fairly impressive,” Lucario reported. “I was watching through the rock, so I certainly missed some, but… like I say, what I saw was fairly impressive.”

“Yeah,” Ash nodded, panting a bit. “It was a really good workout. There’s some stuff I need to work on, but I think I did okay.”

“And I fear we must examine the records Dexter has made to be sure, but it seemed to me that you performed well,” Kari volunteered. “There is much to be proud of, and little to regret.”

Metagross thumped a foot on the ground. “I concur. Congratulations to my new trainer.”

There was a pause.

“What?” Ash asked, confused. “I don’t think that got mentioned.”

“It seemed obvious to me,” Metagross replied, main body tilting slightly. “Or is that not how humans normally capture Pokémon? They battle them then they throw a Pokéball.”

“There’s a bit more to it than that, at least for us,” Brock said. “It’s kind of… the first important thing we do is to check if the Pokémon even wants a trainer.”

“That is not a problem,” Metagross replied. “I do want a trainer. This one.”

“Wait, weren’t you running off anyone who got close?” Pikachu asked. “What’s so different about… Ash… okay, can’t finish that sentence without laughing.”

“I object to people who try to capture me when they are not strong themselves,” Metagross declared. “Ash Ketchum is strong by himself.”

Before the conversation could continue, a blur went past just overhead with a shoom. Pidgeot slowed and banked, shedding speed in a long turn with wings spread wide, and came down to alight next to them.

“Pidgeot!” Ash said. “Is something wrong? I thought you were going to stay out training with Staraptor and Swellow for a while longer.”

“We saw someone,” Pidgeot explained. “I came ahead to check if you were busy, and Staraptor and Swellow are following to bring him in.”

She used a wing to indicate a path back along the line she had taken to arrive, and not many seconds passed before Swellow came hopping over the next ridgeline in that direction. Staraptor followed a moment later, accompanied by a Skarmory with a rider.

The trio of S-initial Flying-type Pokémon all came down to land at once, and Steven Stone slid off Skarmory’s back as the Steel-type alighted.

“It’s surprisingly hard to find you,” he said, pointing at Ash.

“Sorry?” Ash replied. “I don’t think we’ve been doing anything too unusual…”

“I was probably just not looking in the right places,” Steven said.

“Couldn’t you just have contacted Professor Oak?” Dawn asked. “I’m pretty sure he knew, and he could have called Ash any time anyway.”

“That’s a good point,” Steven admitted.

He glanced to his right, then blinked. “…where did the shiny Metagross come from?”

“Metagross didn’t come from anywhere, this is where it lives,” Dawn said. “He lives? I’m not sure how you use pronouns for a Metagross… but it’s decided that it wants to go with Ash, because Ash had a fight with it…”

“Well, that’s an interesting problem for you to work out,” Steven said, reaching into a pocket. “I was actually here to let you know that I finally found a second Mawilite so your Mawile can have one.”

“That’s great news, thanks!” Ash said, smiling. “Are you sure it’s okay for me to have it?”

“Of course,” Steven replied. “It’s only repaying a favour anyway.”

“I’m sure Mawile will be really glad to hear it,” Ash said. “She’s back at Pallet Town at the moment, but I’ll go and visit later to give it a test.”

He opened his pouch to put the Mawilite in, but before he could a Pokémon jumped out.

“Hi!” Gabite declared. “I was waiting in there for ages!”

“It wasn’t ages,” Flygon supplied, sticking his head out of the pouch opening as well. “I was only hovering there for a few minutes.”

“…weren’t you a Gible this morning?” Brock asked.


“…the thing is,” Ash said, trying to find the right way to phase it. “I kind of… okay. So, firstly, I understand that you’ve decided you want to be one of my Pokémon.”

Metagross dipped its headpiece in a nod.

“But, well… I don’t know if it’s for the right reasons,” Ash went on. “Because it seems like you’re interested just because I, personally, am good at fighting.”

“I would not want to be the Pokémon of any trainer who could not fight,” the shiny Metagross declared.

“Yeah, that’s… that’s the problem,” Ash said. “Why is that?”

“It is not a problem, I do not look down on other Pokémon who think differently,” Metagross replied. “It is simply my own personal preference.”

“But I don’t really want it to be that one of my Pokémon respects me only because I can give them a good fight,” Ash replied. “It makes me feel uncomfortable…”

He went silent for a long moment, thinking about it, then looked up.

“I did have this idea,” he said. “Basically, I was thinking… I catch you, but it’s kind of a see-if-it-works thing – a provisional thing – so if we can make it work, that’s great. And if it doesn’t… well, I guess we work something else out. I mean, Mewtwo has some Psychic Pokémon who help his company do space work.”

Metagross considered that, then nodded slowly. “That is acceptable.”

“And, uh – there’s something else I wanted to ask,” Ash went on. “Because it’s kind of awkward… how should I talk about you? I mean, do you prefer ‘he’ or ‘she’ or what?”

“They is acceptable,” Metagross declared. “I contain multitudes.”

“Oh, yeah, the four-minds thing,” Pikachu realized. “How does that feel?”

“Multithreaded.”


“That is a really strange way of evolving,” Steven said, not for the first time. “So he was reaching for a drink?”

“None of the rest of us saw it,” Flygon answered, Dexter’s subtitles appearing below him as he spoke. “But yes, he evolved when he was getting a drink. I don’t know why, and I don’t think anyone else does either… do you have any ideas?”

“None of them that require using knowledge I have except for what Ash Ketchum is involved in,” Steven replied, shaking his head. “I suppose maybe he was just right on the cusp of evolving and that was just the tiny little extra bit of provocation he needed?”

“That does sound kind of likely,” Brock agreed. “Though it’s not exactly something that’s easy to test.”

Unless I go back through all the things that have caused some of Ash’s Pokémon to evolve, Dexter suggested. And the others nearby, of course. There was that Wailord who evolved because of nothing at all…
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281. Sinnoh 40


“Hmmm…” Mawile said out loud, examining the sheets of paper in front of her. “So this is a reaction between two compounds, and one of them is an acid… the other one is a base…”

She thought about that. “So, um… there’s hydro-chloric acid, that’s an acid, and there are those metals which are called alkali metals… and if you mix sodium and chlorine that’s salt. So that means there’s going to be a salt!”

“Good afternoon, Mawile,” Professor Oak said, nodding amicably to the Steel type. “How are your lessons going?”

“I think they’re going okay,” Mawile replied, thinking about her answer before giving it. “I do find a lot of it hard, I have to think hard about a lot of the stuff I learn to make sure I understand it properly.”

“That’s not a bad thing, necessarily,” Oak told her with a smile, occasionally glancing at the nearest screen for Damos to render translation subtitles. “If you’re thinking hard about something it means you’re really trying to understand it properly, instead of just trying to remember it for long enough to say it in the exam. That’s helpful.”

“Okay,” Mawile smiled, glad for the positive news. “Is there something I should know?”

“I just got a call from Ash,” Oak explained. “He’s going to be coming back here soon, there’s a couple of things he wants to discuss. He was asking for you to be there.”

“Oh, okay!” Mawile replied, jumping out of her chair.

She paused, then put her ruler carefully on the question she was still working on.

“I’ll come back to that later,” she promised.

As she left, Oak took a look at the paper.

“Chemistry?” he asked, looking up.

Her logic is that, as a Steel-type, she is uniquely suited to look at poisons and other chemicals, Damos explained. She isn’t quite sure what she’s going to specialize in, but she wants to have a good science grounding.

“That’s very good of her,” the Professor agreed. “I approve.”

He frowned. “Now, I wonder how Ash is going to get here… he’s got more than a few choices.”

I wouldn’t put it past Mewtwo to do a fractional-orbital Ash Ketchum delivery system one of these days, Damos said. You can imagine it, right? Launch Ash north from Sinnoh and most of an orbit later he comes screaming down to get dropped in the sea outside Pallet Town. Or possibly into Samiya.

“Let’s not give anyone any ideas,” Oak pointed out. “Especially Squirtle. Let’s not give Squirtle any ideas.”


“I missed you!” Mawile said, jumping up for Ash to catch. He took hold of her easily, supporting her weight, and gave her a hug.

“It’s lovely to see you, Mawile,” Ash told her with a smile. “How are you getting on?”

“All the science stuff is kind of hard,” she replied. “Lots of learning things, memorizing things and stuff… but I think it’s really helping! I feel much smarter now!”

Ash chuckled. “You’re probably better at it than me, I only really paid attention to the stuff about Pokémon battles.”

“But chemistry does come into Pokémon battles!” Mawile replied seriously. “Damos told me about this thing that happens sometimes where electricity breaks water up into hydrogen and oxygen, and then there’s a really big bang!”

“…good point,” Ash agreed. “Well done, Mawile. And I’m glad you’re excited about it.”

He put her down again, and Mawile beamed.

“And this is one of the reasons we came to visit,” Ash added, reaching into his bag and taking out a Mega Stone.

Mawile looked at it, and gaped.

“That looks familiar,” Houndoom said, closing in and sniffing it. “Is that a Mawilite?”

“It is!” Mawile told everyone. “It’s a Mawilite! I’m so glad to have one!”

She reached out for it, a bit hesitantly, and took it from Ash before taking her hat off. “Do you think we can put it on here?”

“I’m not actually sure, but it sounds possible,” Ash replied. “Um… who should I ask about that…”

“About what?” Metagross asked, emerging from their Pokéball without ceremony and landing with a wham on the grass.

Then they looked down at the grass he was now several inches into, before turning up to Ash. “Is there an appropriate behaviour in this situation?”

“I guess, um…” Ash began, then held up a hand as he thought for a moment. “Apologizing would be nice, and then you can remember to use Gravity in future so you don’t end up hitting something too hard when you come out of your Pokéball.”

Metagross considered that.

“And Mawile was wondering if we could fit her Mawilite on one of my old caps that she wears,” Ash went on. “We’ll see what we can do, okay Mawile?”

Mawile nodded.

“In the meantime, let’s give it a go,” Ash added, unlimbering his staff.

“Sure!” Mawile agreed, then tapped lightly on Tyrantrum’s Pokéball. “Hey, if you’re awake, I’ve got something cool to show you. If you’re asleep that’s okay, though!”

Tyrantrum came out with a flash. “I’m awake,” he informed her, then noticed Metagross and shrank back a bit. “Um… is he new?”

“I guess so,” Mawile replied, shrugging. “I haven’t really been introduced to him yet.”

“Metagross said they prefer they,” Ash let them know. “But that’s not the thing Mawile wanted to show you.”

“It’s not?” Tyrantrum asked, then saw Ash holding his staff and Mawile with a little gemstone in one hand. “Oh, is that a Mega Stone?”

“That’s right,” Ash said. “Let me know when you’re ready.”

Metagross shifted a little closer, now no longer sinking into the grass with every step, and Ash concentrated on Mawile.

Mawile was one of the first Pokémon Ash had met who was entirely new to this timeline, one he’d never even met in the previous timeline, and the first of those he had caught.

Something about that little detail could make all the difference to who Mawile was, to Ash, and when he thought about how she’d hatched and grown – without ever losing that bright, sunny willingness to learn everything she could about the world – it brought a smile to his face no matter the situation.

Mawile was… Mawile. No matter that she was older, wiser, studying for her own career as a researcher… and Ash felt a little sad about that, but it was only in the same way he knew how his mother had to feel about him. A melancholy sadness that came from a deep, proud love.

The grass lit up with a flash of gold and silver light, and when it faded Mega Mawile began inspecting her horns.

“That looks kind of… odd,” Tyrantrum admitted, bending closer to give her a sniff. “Does it feel odd?”

“Not really, I’ve done it a couple of times before,” Mega Mawile replied, then turned. “Um… can I stay like this for a bit? I kind of want to spend some time having a fly.”

“That’s fine,” Ash replied. “Take Swellow and her Pokéball, though, in case you revert in mid-air.”

“Thanks!”


“Sorry about that, Heracross,” Houndoom said, loping back over. “I saw something interesting going on, so I thought I’d have a look.”

“No worries,” Heracross replied. “I think it’s your move.”

Houndoom restarted the timer he’d paused, then considered the tower of wooden bricks for a long moment. After touching a few of them with his tail, testing how strongly they were held in place, he made a decision and pushed one out of the tower.

It wobbled a bit but held in place, making Houndoom breathe a sigh of relief, and he placed it on the top row before Heracross reached in to take his own piece.

“I think… this one,” he said, pulling a block out, and the tower swayed visibly before slowly coming back to rest.

“Close one,” Houndoom commented, as Heracross put the wooden block in its own place.

Then the timer went.

“Duck!” Houndoom called, and he and Heracross both went flat as Chikorita charged the tower. The Grass-type knocked it over with a crash, sending the pieces cascading across the path, and once they stopped Houndoom carefully paced out the distance.

“I think that’s the best so far,” he noted. “Enjoying yourself, Chikorita?”

“Yep!” Chikorita agreed. “It’s your turn to do the bash next time, right?”

Houndoom nodded. “Good luck – remember, if it doesn’t move easily that’s because it’s got weight on it… but don’t forget that you can make a block lower down less stable by taking out one above it.”


“This is my home town,” Ash explained, indicating the whole area around them. “The ranch belongs to Professor Oak, but my rival Gary and I both keep our Pokémon here because he lets us.”

He made a vague gesture. “I’ve got… a lot of Pokémon by now. I try to make sure they all get some time, more if they need work with me to develop their skills or if they have some other issue to sort out, but generally most of my Pokémon do spend quite a lot of time here.”

Metagross examined the area.

“What is there to do?” they asked.

“Ivysaur spends some of his time organizing big events, but apart from that… well, it depends what you want to get out of it,” Ash replied. “Quite a lot of Pokémon are available for training battles, so just ask around and you should be able to find someone to do that. There’s also things you can do to spend time and relax, like movies… well, Pokémon like Totodile will be able to show you that kind of stuff.”

Ash then pointed at the lab. “Professor Oak does research in there, so you could help him out if that sounds like a thing you’d like the sound of, or you could learn something.”

“And what about the other tasks you suggested?” Metagross queried. “There was a mention of space work.”

“Mewtwo being involved with that more directly could be a problem, he’s busy with me at the moment,” Ash replied. “But the idea is – he’s got a company, so you could do a bit of work there to see if it’s the sort of thing you enjoy. It’s all about space flight, especially by having powerful Psychic types help with it, so you’d definitely be useful if you wanted. It’s basically…”

Ash paused. “What I’m trying to do is to try and make sure you know the ways you could try and find what works for you,” he went on. “And the places where it could be… not quite perfect, or even just not work out.”

“That is appreciated,” Metagross declared. “But there is something missing. Your explanations have not covered it.”

The Steel-type fixed Ash with a look. “Is it something which you can tell me?”

“Well… yeah, I guess I should,” Ash agreed. “So basically the thing I need to explain-”

“We need to explain,” Pikachu interrupted. “You’ll only miss something.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Okay, so, um… firstly, I should explain that you might not actually be able to remember some of this. For some reason anyone who we tell who wasn’t directly involved forgets about some of the details. And what it is is that… someone tried to destroy the world, and so Arceus sent us back in time. And we’re worried that they’re going to reach the point they can try soon, which is when we’ll need to stop them for good – the first time their leader went into this new universe he had created, and then he came back somehow. So we need to stop him escaping.”

Metagross considered that.

“Error checking fail,” they declared. “This is interesting.”

“Huh?” Ash said, baffled. “What’s error checking?”

“Based on your description, I have cycled the information between my four separate brains,” Metagross explained. “The time travel section is intact. The section about your motives is unclear and fragmented.”

“That… that could actually be a great help,” Ash said. “One of the things that’s really worrying about the Galactic thing is how many of my powerful Pokémon didn’t come back in time, because they can’t remember.”

“This seems an acceptable reason,” Metagross noted.

They slammed a leg into the hilltop, driving it several inches deep. “I will consider it my main task to become as strong as possible to resolve this threat.”

“I… guess that works,” Ash decided. “Though it’s probably still a good idea not to spend all your time training – and to think about what you want to do afterwards.. If that kind of life with some battling, some training and some other stuff works fine, that’s great – but if it doesn’t, it’s good to have an idea of what you’d do otherwise.”

Metagross examined Ash.

“What is your backup?” they asked.

“I… guess probably Contests?” Ash said, thinking. “But I do like my current life, so I never really thought about it much…”


“Okay, so I’ve never really understood this,” Goodra said. “So I’m a pseudolegendary Pokémon, and so are you. And so is the Metagross over there, and a Dragonite, and so on.”

“Yeah, basic stuff,” Tyranitar agreed.

“And Gabite could become a pseudolegendary Pokémon in future,” Goodra continued. “So… why isn’t Flygon one?”

Tyranitar frowned.

“That… is a good question…”

“Haxorus qualifies too,” Goodra added. “Or ought to.”

“It’s probably a human thing.”


“And… here we are outside Sandalstraw Town,” Dawn said. “That is just so convenient, Mewtwo – thanks.”

Of course, Mewtwo replied. A large part of what PsiTech is doing is about bringing that convenience to other parts of society – human and Pokémon. Though, admittedly, a lot of the visible component is about space exploration, as that’s something I believe in passionately.

He lifted his eyes to the evening sky. I was thinking about it last night, and… the way I think of it is, I came into this world enraged that I was created to be used. But that was not the right way to think of it, and nor should I have transferred my rage to the rest of the world. Doctor Fuji created me because he wanted to create me, giving me the gift of life, and Ash as humanity’s champion opened my eyes.

Mewtwo swept his hand through the air. You gave me life, and freedom. So I will give you the stars. The universe is grand, and vaster than words; it is not right that it should go unseen.

“That sounds really nice,” Dawn told him, touched. “I… well, like you said, you got made for a terrible thing. It’s really great that you’ve gone so far past that into being… nice, though nice sounds like a really inadequate way of putting it.”

She frowned. “But, um… actually, I did have a thought. Is there a way apart from just teleporting to get someone a long way with the stuff you work with?”

There is one, Mewtwo replied. It’s a little unorthodox, though… it would basically amount to stuffing someone – like Ash – into the business end of an intercontinental ballistic missile and hurling it thousands of miles to come down exactly where you wanted him to end up… but it’s actually a bit slower than just asking Latias or Latios to do it.

Dawn chuckled. “I guess that’s one of those crazy cost-benefit calculations you have to check you were actually making…”

Yes. Though the idea of literally firing Ash at our problems has a certain appeal.

He shook his head. My apologies. I understand there is a Contest here?

“Yeah, it’s one with a single Pokémon you use for both the Appeal round and the Battle round,” Dawn confirmed. “But the twist is that you then need a second Pokémon to work with your first one in the Battle round, but you can’t completely swap out. And I know just who to use, as well…”


“Hey, we don’t normally get to see you or your brother around here,” Ivysaur waved. “What’s the occasion?”

“Well, it’s actually an idea Ash had,” Latias replied, skimming down to a landing. “Right now the Soul Dew is being looked after by my brother’s girlfriend for a few hours, because Ash thought it’d be good if everyone got to watch a Contest.”

Ivysaur frowned. “I’m… not entirely sure I understand.”

“You will,” Latias replied. “I told Swellow on the way in, anyway, so everyone will know before long. Ash did especially ask for Metagross to come and watch, though.”

There was a quiet thomthomthom as Metagross stomped up, their feet making much less of a dent than normal thanks to gravity manipulation.

“I am present,” they declared. “What is the problem?”

“It’s not a problem, it’s something to enjoy,” Latias replied. “My brother’s going to be watching the Sandalstraw Contest which Dawn is about to take part in, and Ash thought it’d be helpful for you to get a look at one of the other ways Pokémon can do things together.”

The other Pokémon from the ranch began arriving, not just the great majority of Ash’s team but several others as well – Gary’s soft-spoken Armaldo, Sammy’s lithe Persian, and Professor Oak’s wise old Dragonite.

“All right, they’re starting in a minute or so, so everyone should gather around,” Latias said. “Ready?”

There was a rumble of assent from the crowd, along with a faint feeling of confusion broadcast by Metagross.

Latias blinked a few times, readying herself, then her eyes flared a brilliant white – and suddenly everyone was floating in the middle of a large room.


Everything going okay over there? Latios asked, floating invisibly under the ceiling of the Contest hall. Getting a good picture?

Yep! Latias sent back, along with the sensation of a hug. Thanks, Latios!

Down below, the first trainer sent out their Pokémon for the Appeal round.

Okay, so if you guys haven’t run into it before, Latias continued, this is a thing that Lati twins can do. It’s called Sight Sharing, though Latios just has to have his eyes open for me to project it – he doesn’t have to be actually looking at that thing.

I already know this, sis, Latios pointed out. Don’t include me in the explanation stuff.

Oops! Latias sent him, along with a blush, and redirected her focus to everyone else.


“I wonder who Dawn’s going to use in this one,” Brock mused. “She was pretty cagey about it last night.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “She did have Dexter bring Mawile over, though, not sure if that’s relevant.”

“It probably is,” Lucario opined. “But we’ll find out. Hmm… you know, Dawn only has one Ribbon left to earn. Wonder how it’ll work out once she has her fifth.”

“I could go for a Contest,” Pikachu suggested.

“Yeah, but then Ash would be giving you commands like… ‘don’t knock them out in one hit’, or that sort of thing,” Lucario pointed out.

“Hey, Ho-Oh won his Contest, right?” Pikachu asked. “That worked out.”

“I think it’s more likely that one or two of us will be asked if we want to take part,” Sudowoodo suggested. “I know Ninetales and Stantler have been working on a routine they call ‘not actually being there’.”

“Is that a serious thing, or are you just making a joke?” Pikachu asked, curious.

“No, it’s not a joke,” Sudowoodo answered, then frowned. “Or, at the very least, it’s not mine…”


“That thing that Gabite did with the Dragon Rush aura was kind of neat,” Goodra said. “I wonder if our newly evolved teammate is going to do something similar?”

“Good question,” Dragonite replied. “It might be a way they fly?”

“No, I’m pretty sure the way that Garchomp actually fly is through Ground effect,” Glalie said firmly. “Makes perfect sense.”

Noctowl gave him a suspicious look. “That’s one of those stupid bally jokes you tell all the time, isn’t it, old fruit?”

“Shush, look, that’s Dawn,” Quilava chided them. “Let’s see who she uses.”


Dawn held up her Pokéball, then flicked it out into the middle of the arena where it erupted in a flash of light and a shower of pink and yellow flower petals – releasing Pachirisu, who landed amid the swirl of petals and sent a flicker of electricity out to touch some of the petals and burst them.

Flicking her tail to the side, she did a twirl to gather the petals up around her – then she pulled out a much bigger pulse of electrical energy, forming an Electoball in her paws and capping it with a sparkling cupule shaped from Shock Wave.

The result was like nothing more nor less than a giant glowing yellow-white acorn, and she held it up to display before throwing it into the air and catching it.

Making a big show of looking around, she began running around the outside edge of the arena – then stopped about a quarter of the way around from Dawn, and took her electrical acorn and pushed it into the ground. The electricity all flowed invisibly back into her, making it look like she really had pushed it into the ground, and Pachirisu resumed her journey before jumping into the air and ‘catching’ a second acorn.

Repeating the process two more times, more quickly each time, Pachirisu ‘buried’ a total of four acorns before running around a second time and ‘digging them up’ – a quick flash of electricity, holding up the reconstituted acorn, and then letting it dissolve into her tail.

After pulling three back up again, however, Pachirisu slowed to a halt and looked around in confusion. Then she shrugged, and struck a pose.

As she did, however, a little trail of electricity went back to where she’d left the fourth and final nut. Pachirisu turned, tilting her head, then a giant electrical tree came bursting out of the floor – formed out of dozens of branching strands of Shock Wave, reaching up into the air with a thick trunk all the way out to hundreds of leaves.

Pachirisu took a few awed steps back, then turned away from the tree and bowed again.


“Interesting,” Brock noted, as the applause spread. “I think she might have lost a few points for taking so long, but the control’s really impressive.”

“I’ve been working with her on electrical control for a while,” Pikachu replied. “She’s not got the oomph for a Volt Crash, but Shock Wave is a really versatile move because it’s so controllable.”

“So it works well for someone who does Contests, right,” Ash agreed. “Because you can make it do more than just hit an opponent.”

“Well, hitting the opponent has its place in a Contest…”

“So that means Dawn’s using Pachirisu for her Battle round,” Brock said, frowning, as the last person began their Appeal – their Spinarak throwing sticky webs around, using them as anchor points to move through the air and even running attacks along them in a timed sequence. “Assuming she gets through, but I think it’s likely. So, who else is she going to use?”

“There’s Mamoswine, Piplup, Togekiss, Quilava, Luxio, Ambipom and Buneary,” Lucario said, counting the Pokémon off on his spikes and having to use some of the spikes more than once. “Quilava and Ambipom got used last time, so not them… hmm, I’m not sure to be honest. Her biggest worry would be Ground types, so maybe Buneary or Mamoswine?”

“That might be looking at it too competitively, though,” Pikachu said, half to himself. “Maybe trying for a combined water-and-electricity attack using Piplup?”

The scores went up, and Ash and Brock applauded – Dawn was through to the next round.

“Well, we’ll find out soon,” Brock shrugged.


“I hope this is the right decision,” Dawn whispered to herself.

She took a deep breath, then nodded firmly and adjusted her dress a little. Once she was confident that she was ready to go, she stepped out onto the Contest floor – facing her first opponent, who by evil chance happened to be Ursula.

“Oh, hey, it’s Dawn!” Ursula called, smirking. “Been studying the Pokémon type chart since the last Contest, I hope?”

Dawn didn’t bother to respond, doing her best to not let Ursula get to her.

“Can both Coordinators send out their Pokémon!” the MC called, and Dawn nodded – holding up both Pokéballs. Ursula did the same, and then all four Pokémon came out at once.

Ursula’s Gabite emerged in a flash of light and a cloud of smoke, and held out her hands to catch the Sandy Cloak Wormadam who emerged a moment later.

“I guess that means your Pachirisu’s out of-” Ursula began, then stopped and did a double-take.

Dawn’s Pachirisu had come out onto the arena floor, just as she expected… but so had Luxio.

“…really?” she asked, blinking, then shook her head. “Well, I guess you’re just going to get it now!”

“Begin!” the announcer instructed.

“You know what to do, Pachirisu!” Dawn called. “Luxio, whiskers!”

Pachirisu darted off to the side, cheeks fizzing, and Luxio nodded firmly. His tail sparked a bit, and two pairs of electrical currents formed out of his mane.

Each one formed a loop shape, and taken together they seemed to extend his mane out well past the end of his actual fur both sides of his head – though the paired loop currents compressed it down, so they did look more like whiskers than anything.

“Sand Tomb!” Ursula called. “And Rock Blast!”

Luxio dodged to the side. The barrage of rocks and sand came hurtling after him, one or two of them scoring glancing blows as the rocks exploded, then Pachirisu came sliding back in to join her teammate.

She raised a paw into the air, and slammed her tail on the ground – sending forwards curling swipes of Shock Wave which corkscrewed through the air towards Gabite.

Just before reaching the Ground-type, they suddenly spread out into globes – and exploded in a powerful Flash.

“Ow!” Gabite shouted. “You’ll pay for that!”


Ursula crossed her arms. “Gabite, Dragon Rage – and Wormadam, mix it with Earth Power!”

She pointed at Pachirisu, and Wormadam slammed her point into the ground to launch forwards a glowing orange trail – an Earth Power, which Gabite poured a Dragon Rage into to boost the strength of the attack. The combination resulted in a trail of flames weaving across the floor, orange with a purple core to them, ignoring Luxio to come straight in on Pachirisu.

The Electric-type flicked her tail underneath herself briefly, then pushed off the ground with an extra shove from the tail to add to her normal jump. Electricity flicked out in a Shock Wave as she did so, reaching for Gabite, and the Dragon-type flinched briefly away before scowling as it turned out to just be a useless Electrical attack.

“Iron Tail!” Dawn called.

Luxio slid to a halt, sending up a plume of sand and dust from the arena floor thanks to the earlier Sand Tomb attacks he’d avoided, and flicked his tail across to hit Wormadam.

At the moment of contact he let a flood of electrical energy burst through his tail, making the attack appear to have raised a cloud of sparks, then ran for it before either Pokémon could react.

“Forget Pachirisu,” Ursula declared. “Go after Luxio – use Rock Blast, and hide it with Sand Tomb!”

Luxio closed his eyes at those words, not wanting to get sand in his eyes if the attacks were going to be hidden anyway, and perked his ears – listening not just to the attacks, but to everything else that was going on.

“Left slide!” Dawn called, and Luxio pushed off before using just a little bit of Magnet Rise – giving his movements an odd, gliding quality, which threw off the first Rock Blast.

The second one hit just underneath him, some of the fragments scoring a glancing hit, and Ursula frowned. “No, that’s not good enough – hit directly! Gabite, get in front of him!”

Gabite broke into a run, moving around the side to trap Luxio between the two Ground-types – but Pachirisu came back into the combat before she could reach her position, cheeks flashing as she sent another Flash darting at Gabite.

Gabite shielded her eyes with an arm fin this time, but the Electric-type attack was more than just a brilliant flare of light – it spread out as it travelled, forming a ring around Gabite, then the ring split and branched so it acquired a dozen perpendicular rings to it.

As Gabite lowered her fin and noticed the rings, Pachirisu jumped into one – and went flying around Gabite in a series of flashes of light and showers of sparks, doing a complete loop before hitting Gabite’s nose with a Shock Wave on the way out.

The Dragon-type swiped at the hurtling squirrel, missed, and began running after her.

“No, don’t do that!” Ursula said sharply, uncrossing her arms. “Ignore that Pachirisu!”


“That’s kind of an odd combination of Pokémon to use,” Suicune said, tilting her head a little. “Don’t you think so?”

“I’d have gone with at least one non-Electric-type,” Mawile agreed, thinking. “But that’s mostly to make sure it’s less stressful. On the other hand, I think Dawn knows her Pokémon better than I do.”

“Luxio is pretty new, maybe that’s part of it,” Ivysaur mused. “By the way, is there a setting for this where we aren’t all staring at the floor?”

“I could ask Latios to flip upside down, see if that helps?”


“I see your paw in some of those electrical tricks,” Lucario said, as Pachirisu used a trio of Shock Wave rings to fire herself between Luxio and an attack. Her brilliant white Flash made Gabite start shouting imprecations, and Ursula had to shout to get Gabite back on task.

“Well, a bit,” Pikachu replied. “I don’t think it’d work as well if she had to spend electricity on attacks, though, a lot of what’s making it work is that she has a lot of charge to propel.”

“Interesting to know.” Lucario raised his fist. “So I’d need to use Thunderpunch for you to sling me around like that?”

“No, you’re metal, I can do it other ways.”


“This is just ridiculous!” Ursula groaned. “Stop trying to hit her and hit him – okay, you know what, fine.”

She glanced up at the scoreboard and frowned. She was losing points faster than Dawn, but Dawn hadn’t done any actual damage so far and the scoreboard reflected that – and Luxio had taken some hits, as well, because those electro-whisker things worked okay but not nearly as well as just, you know, looking at things.

But there wasn’t much time left, so Ursula folded her arms again.

“Sand Tomb!” she called. “And Draco Meteor!”

“Follow Me!” Dawn replied. “Pachirisu Pal Performance!”

Ursula blinked, then looked over at the Pachirisu – shading her eyes, in case there was going to be another of the annoying, dazzling Flashes. Instead, Pachirisu was surrounding herself in electricity, forming coiling loops as if she was about to try a full-power attack.

“Watch out for a Flash,” she said, waiting for Gabite to finish getting her Draco Meteor ready.

Then she did, and Ursula smirked in triumph.

A moment later, her smirk vanished.


Using her carefully acquired skill with Shock Wave, something honed in a last-minute training session with Luxio the previous night, Pachirisu fired herself towards Luxio’s position. She shot across the room, dragging the remainder of her prepared energy with her, and landed just in front of her teammate about two seconds before the Meteors arrived.

Putting both paws on the ground, she erected a brilliant blue-yellow Counter Shield – one which sprang up in a moment, spinning and sending coils of electricity going out in all directions. One of them formed around Luxio, a kind of protective cage of electricity in case any of the Meteors missed her and got him, but the rest of them went all over the place and anchored her to the floor at points all over the arena.

Then the Draco Meteor hit, a series of powerful explosions which hid her completely from view – and which made it all the more impressive when the Shield finally dissipated, revealing her to be still there and just fine. The sheer density of the Shield had worked just as they’d planned, deflecting almost all the energy of the explosions elsewhere.

A moment later, Pachirisu lifted up all her anchors into the air – and fired the one which Luxio was in.

Much like the earlier Shock Wave rings had launched her out of the way of an attack, this one launched him through the air – straight to the second ring, which fired him high into the air and towards the third ring.

Gabite and Wormadam could barely keep track as Luxio went all over the place, fired on a complex path by Pachirisu’s prepared move, until finally she sent him directly towards Gabite, giving his whiskers enough of a twinge to let him know it was okay to open his eyes.

Seeing his opponent, Luxio Roared – the electric loops serving as his whiskers dissipating in a flash – and rammed an Ice Fang directly into his opponent, sending her skidding backwards along the floor.

Pachirisu used one last coil of Shock Wave to launch herself over to by Luxio, and they both Charged – ready to keep going.

“…wait, what?” Ursula demanded. “Ice Fang? He was sitting on Ice Fang the whole battle?”


“Using teammates as autonomous weapons that can be directed at will is an interesting tactical capability,” Metagross declared. “This requires experimentation.”

“I think that’s going to be an interesting internal bit of advertising,” Ivysaur mused absently, as they watched Ursula double-check the remaining time and clench her fists – trying to come up with a way to fix the point disparity before the end of the round. “Come and join my team for a practice battle, you won’t have to walk?”

“Walking will be required,” Metagross stated. “It will make the telekinetic movements more surprising.”

“Hmm…” Raikou hummed. “I wonder…”

“It only works if you have a way of actually moving them, brother,” Suicune pointed out with a chuckle. “Neither Entei nor myself are prone to being moved with electrical impulses.”

“Ah, of course!” Raikou declared. “I should have realized! What we need is for both of you to get suits of full plate armour!”

“No,” Entei stated simply. “I can see where your plan is going, and I would rather it left me behind. Otherwise it’s going to fire me into a storm cloud at some point, I know it is.”

“You have to admit, it’d be even faster than just running there!” Raikou implored.

“I quite like the ability to slow down myself,” Entei replied, then amended that. “Without needing to use a massive column of flame to do so.”

“Why are both my siblings boring?” Raikou asked the nearest Pokémon.

Snorlax just snored.

“I’m not entirely sure what value he’s getting out of this, I’ll be honest,” Ivysaur noted.


“Dragon Rage!” Ursula called. “And Earthquake – just try and hit them!”

Wormadam rose into the air, a glow briefly building up, and rammed herself into the arena floor to send a tremor jumping through it. Both Electric-types avoided the hit, jumping into the air just before the shockwave pulsed through, but the ground continued shaking – so Pachirisu wove another movement field and launched both herself and Luxio into the air in different directions.

Gabite shot a blast of purple and yellow fire up after the closest one to her – Pachirisu – and the white-and-blue Electric-type flicked herself to the side with another quickly-constructed Shock Wave, then sent Luxio hurtling in towards her from the side.

The Dragon-type dodged away this time, and Luxio went right past her – into the extra Shock Wave ring Pachirisu had set up ahead of time, which re-deflected Luxio right into Wormadam.

Touching down for just long enough to recover his footing – and send pulses of sparks out in all directions – Luxio pounced on Wormadam, hitting her with an Ice Fang before she could compensate.

Pachirisu dropped down in between them to Counter Shield away a retaliatory Flash Cannon, and then the bell went.


“Well, it’s… kind of a shame when the first battle in the Battle Round turns out to completely overshadow all the others that came after it,” Joy sighed.

“I don’t really think it completely overshadowed them,” Contesta replied with a shrug. “Some of those were quite serviceable battles – even for Dawn. It’s a shame we likely won’t see her again until the Grand Festival.”

“I wouldn’t have seen her anyway, Raoul,” Joy pointed out. “How come you and Mr. Sukizo are at all the Contests with her, anyway?”

Contesta held up a Pokéball. “I have a Kadabra – I do a lot of Contests.”

“Oh, so you and Mr. Sukizo get a lift from him? Or her?”

“No, she just takes me,” Contesta replied. “I’m not sure how Mr. Sukizo gets around…”

“Remarkably!” Mr. Sukizo said with a bright smile.


“Well, I think that went well,” Pachirisu said, flicking her tail. “Don’t you?”

“I think it went up, down, left, right and possibly inside out,” Luxio replied. “That was really bizarre, especially when the only way I knew where I was going next was because you were tweaking my whiskers…”

“Hey, it worked,” Pachirisu pointed out. “And it was incredibly satisfying.”

“I’m not sure how to take that,” Luxio admitted.

“No, no, not doing it to you,” Pachirisu corrected quickly. “I mean what we did to Gabite. I’ve been waiting an entire universe to get back at her like that…”

“Rival from last time?” Luxio asked, getting a nod. “Right, I can respect that. A good rival is a real help.”

He batted the ground. “The only problem now is finding a fitting rival for myself… you’re too female-”

“Say what?” Pachirisu asked, turning to him in surprise. “Too female?”

“Well… it’s how the ability works,” Luxio replied. “I fight better when I have a rival, but they have to be the same gender as I am. And the electrokinetics in our team and our friends are… too female, that’s you, too genderless – Rotom – too terrifyingly proficient…”

“Would that be Pikachu or Raikou?”

“I don’t know, depends how I feel and which one’s closer,” Luxio replied simply.

Pachirisu considered for a moment.

“What about Arc?” she suggested. “He’s male, and an Electric type. Also a dog.”

“And I’ve never met him,” Luxio noted. “Hmm… could work…”


“Hey, Ursula?” Dawn asked.

“Save it,” Ursula replied, holding up her hand. “I don’t want to hear you gloating, when it’s only hiding that attack that meant you won anyway.”

“I didn’t want to gloat,” Dawn replied. “I just wanted to say thanks – that was the toughest battle I had. I really appreciated getting that kind of test.”

Ursula began to reply, then paused and frowned. Her finger went up, then down again, as she tried to work out what the trick was.

As she did, Ash’s Gabite wandered over.

“Hey!” he said. “You’re a Gabite as well!”

“Well spotted,” Ursula’s Gabite replied with a sniff. “I see you clearly made the most of your time as a Gible.”

“Well, I did shoot a lot of things with Draco Meteor,” Ash’s Gabite replied. “But I was really kind of asking… as one Gabite to another, I mean… how do you hold things in one hand?”

Ursula’s Dragon-type tilted her head. “What?”

“You know, without opposable claws!” Ash’s Gabite clarified. “I can hold stuff in both arms, but it’s really awkward to do it with just one…”

The female Gabite stared at him, then shook her head and walked off.

“I guess I’ll work it out for myself, then!” Ash’s Dragon-type called.


“Congratulations!” Zoey called.

“Oh, hey!” Dawn replied, smiling, and the group halted for a moment in their trek towards Snowpoint. “Where did you come from?”

“I heard about your fifth ribbon,” Zoey replied. “Largely through Dahak, though.”

I am pleased to report that there were pictures.

“That trick with the Shock Waves was great, too,” Zoey told her. “And it really made your point to Ursula – after she criticized you for using the wrong attack, to beat two Ground-types with two Electric-types is just perfect.”

“That wasn’t actually deliberate,” Dawn admitted. “But I’m glad it worked out that way…”

Zoey chuckled as they got moving again, her Mismagius weaving a small heat technique around her to keep her nice and warm. “Yeah, it did… and it seems to have done great things for your self-confidence, too.”

Dawn smiled.

“But I did want to talk about a couple of other things, too,” Zoey added. “Do you want the heavy one or the lighter ones first?”

“…let’s go with one of the light ones,” Dawn decided.

“Sure,” Zoey agreed readily. “So, first question… how was that your fifth ribbon? I went through and you won five ribbons plus the one in Floraoma town.”

“That one was Princess Salvia,” Dawn explained. “It’s… kind of a long story, but she likes doing Contests-”

“Oh, right, yeah, that,” Zoey realized. “I think you mentioned that once. I wondered why it wasn’t in your ribbon box… how many ribbons did you win last time?”

“Well, I won five,” Dawn replied. “Salvia won one and gave it to Jessie. Officially speaking I gave the Floraoma Town ribbon to Salvia out of gratitude for the loan of her Togekiss – this time, anyway.”

“This is very confusing,” Zoey admitted. “Keeping track of you, someone else who looks like you, someone else from the past who was you and did things that we both remember but almost nobody else does, and someone else who was another version of Princess Salvia… are those even the right tenses?”

One of my siblings has studied this matter extensively, Dahak noted. Ask for assistance if you feel a little tense.

“Points for that one,” Lucario said.

Thank you.

“I did want to talk about the heavy thing, though,” Zoey went on. “I wanted to check about what the plan is for the Galactic thing… you know, face to face. And see how you’re handling it.”

“It is kind of stressful,” Dawn said. “Really stressful, actually… just knowing it’s up there hanging over us, I mean. A little part of me even wants it to just go ahead and happen, but all of the rest of me knows we want it to happen as late as possible – or not at all.”

She shook her head. “It’s… yeah. And I think our plan is to basically try and hit them with everything in the world that can see what’s there to be hit, once they finally commit to doing something where they can’t just run away.”

“It’s kind of a shame that ‘everything in the world that can see them’ is such a short list,” Zoey agreed, shaking her head. “And I really wish I could help more…”

“Honestly, you’re helping enough just being available to talk to about this,” Dawn admitted. “You know, a friend. Serena is a nice girl, but I can’t talk to her about this Galactic stuff – she’s safer thousands of miles away from any of us – and May’s got a different set of experiences.”

They crossed the crest of a ridge, walking down the far side towards the distant sight of Snowpoint, and Zoey nodded as she thought about that.

“That’s fair,” she said. “And I’m glad to do whatever I can to help.”

She snapped her fingers. “Speaking of which! The other thing I wanted to talk about… since you definitely do have five Ribbons now, are your friends going to do any Contest stuff?”

“We’ve been thinking about it,” Ash volunteered.

“I did have this idea,” Zoey added. “Basically, the Pokémon who’s going to be used for the next Contest is picked randomly from your friends’ teams. More than one if need be.”

“You know there’s a pretty big chance of getting a Legendary Pokémon if you do that, right?” Dawn checked, chuckling.

“It would definitely be impressive,” Zoey pointed out. “And it might be an interesting exercise for some of Ash’s Pokémon not to level the building…”

“You heard about that?” Ash asked.

“Everyone heard about it,” Pikachu told him. “There were news shows. I think it came up in your radio interview.”

“I think I heard that interview,” Zoey said to herself.

She frowned. “Oh, yeah, I forgot to ask – what’s happening with your Ambipom? Didn’t she leave about now?”

“You’re right, she did,” Dawn agreed. “But this time she’s decided to stay at least until we get the Galactic situation sorted out. After that… well, she’s already a black belt in ping pong. Maybe she’ll branch out into squash?”
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“And here we are in Snowpoint,” Brock said, looking around at the red-roofed houses dusted with snow. “After growing up here, is everywhere else just way too warm?”

Zoey snorted. “No, we heat our houses and go outside wearing warm clothes. It’s quite easy for me to feel a bit chilly in other towns because they don’t keep the place warm all the time.”

“That makes sense,” Brock nodded. “Okay, so… obviously the main reason we’re here is so Ash can challenge Candice…”

He frowned. “That’s kind of funny. Candice has ice in her name. I wonder if it’s nominative determinism.”

“Nomina-what?” Ash asked.

“It means that your name suggests what you’re going to do for a living,” Brock explained. “It’s partly just a silly thing because everyone notices the people who fit the stereotype, but nobody notices the people who don’t.”

It seems a little strange for someone called Brock Slate to point out nominative determinism, when he purports to be a Rock type gym leader.

“Hey, I have Rock types,” Brock protested. “Besides, Pewter Gym has been in my family for three generations. That was almost certainly deliberate… but I don’t know if Candice was always expected to be an Ice typed gym leader.”

“I think we got off topic,” Dawn pointed out.

“Yeah, we did,” Ash agreed. “Where should we look to find Candice?”

“She works at the Snowpoint Trainers’ School,” Zoey supplied. “We should probably look for her there.”

She waved a hand. “By the way, I didn’t tell her you were coming. I kind of want it to be a surprise…”


“All right, everyone,” Candice said, smiling. “Quick fire question time, everyone needs to answer a question and explain their answer. Ready?”

The class nodded.

“Okay, first question – what Pokémon type should you use against a Ground type Pokémon?”

A boy raised his hand, and Candice pointed at him.

“Electric type!” he answered.

Candice blinked. “Okay, and can you explain that?”

“Because whatever you do will really surprise the Ground type Pokémon and their trainer,” the boy replied. “So if you have a special Pikachu who can shock Ground types, they’ll be surprised by that, and if you can use electric attacks to do things other than a head-on attack they’ll be surprised by that too because they won’t have bothered preparing for it!”

“…I like it,” Candice decided. “Good answer.”

As the boy smiled proudly, there was a knock at the door.

“Excuse me a moment,” Candice asked, and headed over to open the door.

On seeing who was on the other side, she paused for a long count of ten.

“All right, class,” she said. “It looks like we’ve got some surprise visitors. This is my friend Zoey, and she seems to have brought Ash Ketchum with her.”

After a moment more thought, she stepped back to let them into the classroom. “I think we’d better hold the rest of that quiz later.”


“…so how do you catch your Pokémon?”

“It depends,” Ash replied. “I… well, I guess the important bit is that all my Pokémon do want to be with me. A lot of Pokémon are okay working with someone who beat them and captured them, but I think you get much better results from a Pokémon who wanted to be with you in the first place.”

Ash shrugged. “Sometimes that means a battle. In fact, it often means a battle. But the important bit is the decision, not the battle.”

Someone else raised their hand. “How come you have so many Legendary Pokémon? Most people have, like, none, and other amazing trainers have maybe three tops.”

“The answer to that is… kind of complicated,” Ash began. “So part of it is that I have crazy luck, both good and bad – I run into a lot of weird situations, so I run into a lot of Legendary Pokémon as well. Another part of it is…”

Ash paused, trying to think of a way to get across what he wanted to get across.

“Well, it’s kind of linked to what I said before,” he decided on. “Every one of my Legendary Pokémon is different, but what they share is that they’ve decided I’m not going to abuse the privilege. That means I’m going to train them like my regular Pokémon, I’m not going to have a problem if they need to go and handle their own duties, and it means I’m not going to just use them to win all my battles.”

“Having Legendary Pokémon still sounds cool,” someone said. “But less cool than it did before.”

“It’s really worth it,” Ash told her. “It’s even worth all the trouble – it’s cool, yeah, but it’s also just kind of humbling. Pokémon like Suicune and Lugia trust me, and I really want to live up to that.”

The class was silent for a few seconds.

“Can one of your Pokémon do something cool for us?” asked the next pupil.

I believe I have thought of something, Mewtwo declared. Excuse me, Leader Candice? Would you have any objections to a quick field trip?

“A field trip to where?” Candice asked. “Will it be safe?”

The answer to your second question is yes, Mewtwo replied.

“All right, then,” Candice decided. “Let’s see this.”

About half a second later, the complete contents of the classroom – including the pupils, teacher, visitors, chairs, desks and floorboards, but lacking the walls – was floating over the ocean, just outside Mossdeep in Hoenn.

This is the Mossdeep spaceport, Mewtwo explained, indicating it with his arm. In that building over there are some high powered generators which make it so that Psychic Pokémon can do a lot more.

“Wow!”

“What kind of things?”

Well, for example, this, Mewtwo said.

Then they were on the moon.


“I think they’re going to be talking about that class for a long time,” Candice said with a smile. “Thanks!”

It was my pleasure.

“Are you sure that was okay?” Dawn asked. “That class was mostly pretty young students.”

“Yes, that’s my pre-trainer class – and it should be fine,” Candice replied. “Mewtwo’s got really good PR, and it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. If there’s any trouble I’ll deal with it.”

It is my hope that it will become a common opportunity, not a once in a lifetime one, Mewtwo noted. But that discussion is for another time; I do not want to get in the way of Ash’s next gym battle.

“Yeah, speaking of that battle, I was thinking of using rules with four one-on-one battles,” Candice said. “And… this is mostly an unofficial request, but no Legendary Pokémon or Mega Evolution please? I don’t have any Mega Stones – or a Legendary Pokémon, obviously.”

“That should be fine,” Ash replied. “Okay, so four Pokémon… Dexter?”

Dexter’s projector glowed, and a shimmer appeared in front of Ash’s eyes.

“Okay, now that is cool,” Candice said, seriously impressed. “I didn’t know that Porygon could do that.”

“Dexter’s third-generation, or… kind of… hold on, this might be confusing,” Dawn said, as Ash started waving his hand around to interact with the display. “He’s an early Porygon, but he’s evolved twice so he’s got a lot of capability… I’m not really sure how a digital Pokémon gets more capability through evolving, though. It’s the same hardware, right?”

Multithreading, optimization, and – in my case – virtual computing, Dexter stated.

“Virtual computing?” Candice repeated. “I’ve not heard of that – oh, my gym’s this way.”

They turned the corner, and Dexter explained. I am doing some of my calculations by reverse-engineering the solution.

“That… makes no sense,” Brock protested. “At all.”

The equations are a bit complicated, Dexter admitted. But it does work out. How much stranger is it than the fact that Absol, a Pokémon standing next to you, is able to detect the future just because she can?

“That is a good point,” Dawn admitted.

“I’d like to see your working,” Brock said, and a holoscreen appeared in front of him as well.

“…that’s just website code,” the Pewter Gym Leader said, after a moment.

Well spotted, not a lot of people see that one.

Dexter switched focus. Ash. What are you doing?

“You didn’t tell me how to use this thing,” Ash replied, waving his hand around. “I’m sort of guessing.”

You’ve set an alarm for 6AM tomorrow.

“Oh, I’d better turn that off…” Ash said. “Uh… hold on, can you show me all the Pokémon back at Pallet? I’ll just point at who I want to use.”


“So, welcome to my gym!” Candice announced, waving them into the central hall. “Like it?”

“It looks like an enormous amount of fun,” Lucario noted, looking at the four-tiered set of ice rinks – each one with an edge that curved smoothly down into a slide, before levelling out to form the tier below. “Where did the idea for it come from?”

“Honestly, it kind of just… seemed to make sense,” Candice replied. “I did have to move the door up a floor, but the rest of the renovation could be done by my Ice-types. That’s just solid ice under the higher levels.”

“And I guess it all stays cool because you have so many Ice types in here?” Brock guessed.

“Partly,” Candice shrugged. “Partly because there’s a really big freezer system built into the walls – the waste heat goes to my apartment – and partly just because it’s Snowpoint.”

“That’d do it,” Zoey agreed.

“Okay, Ash Ketchum!” Candice declared, bending down to put some ice skates on. “Pick your first Pokémon!”

With that, she pushed off from the platform on the entrance side of the arena. Sliding down onto the third tier, then onto the second, she skated around in a half circle before using her gathered momentum to skate up back onto the fourth tier – sliding to a halt next to her own Gym Leader’s platform.

“I’m ready,” Ash said.

“Good!” Candice called back, holding up a Pokéball of her own. “On three… one, two, three!”


Ash’s Quilava came out onto the battlefield with a flare of light, and looked around with interest.

“Okay, this is a pretty good setup,” she said, flexing her neck a bit. “Let’s see what I’ve got to work with.”

A blue-and-white blur shot towards her along the line of the fourth tier, aiming to knock her backwards, and Quilava dodged out of the way before twisting to have a good look at her opponent as they went past.

The blur slowed briefly as it cornered, revealing it to be a ball of spinning icy spikes – an Alolan Sandslash – and Quilava rolled into a ball herself to use Flame Wheel and rocket after it.

Swerving, the Sandslash dropped down two levels and back up one, then jumped into the air and shot towards Quilava with a burst of speed. Quilava matched it, going from Flame Wheel into a Quick Attack, and the two curled-up Pokémon hit one another in a flash of ice and flame that sent them bouncing off.

Quilava was already spinning up again before she landed, hitting the ice with a scree and sending chips of it flying, and she dropped all the way down to the bottom level for a bit of extra speed. That was also where the curve of the sides was the steepest, and Quilava went around it twice completely to build up more speed before cornering sharply and flying into the air.

Sandslash met her halfway through her jump, an Iron Tail flicking out at the Fire-type, and Quilava unleashed a burst of flame to deter Sandslash from getting closer. The Iron Tail changed to an Aqua Tail mid-attack, protecting Sandslash inside a shield of icy water, and the two Pokémon collided again and bounced off one another.

Quilava bounced twice, sliding to a halt on the inclined ice of the fourth-third tier ramp, and uncoiled for a moment to get a look at the situation.

“Okay, this should be different,” she said, then balled up again and spindashed off.


The fiery whoosh of Quilava’s Flame Wheel at full spin and the humming buzz Sandslash made using Ice Ball filled the air as the two Pokémon tried to gain some kind of advantage, sliding around in circles and biting into the ice to pick up speed or corner faster.

Sparks and little chunks of ice went flying from the battlefield, shredded into snow by their speed – then Quilava shot out into the air, stopped with a burst of flame, and launched herself right back at Sandslash.

The Ice-type dodged out of the way just before she hit, sliding to a halt and turning back on her to try and attack while Quilava was distracted. Quilava surrounded herself in flame to fend the attack off, then boosted out of the way while it was still coming in, and tried uncoiling for long enough to hit Sandslash with a flamethrower – only to find a Focus Blast heading her way, forcing her to ball up again and get out of the way.

Sandslash’s stray attack punched a crater into the ice, sending up clouds of dusty ice and snow which was churned further by the high-speed movements of both Pokémon, and Ash glanced up at Candice.

“Are you sure that’s going to be okay?” he asked. “That looked like it made kind of a mess.”

“It’s fine,” Candice replied, waving her hand. “The ice is replaceable.”

As they spoke, the tempo of the fight increased yet again. Quilava crashed into Sandslash, bounced off, and came back to hit him again two or three times before the two hit the arena again, then began chasing him around the second-lowest level at full speed – cornering recklessly, trying to stay in the sweet-spot where her angle of turn was fastest without sliding off and ascending a level needlessly.

Sandslash dropped down to the lowest level, uncurling briefly to control his slide with his claws, and threw a cloud of Icicle Spears so they would get in Quilava’s way. Quilava increased her temperature to just blast through the spearwall, but the same burst of heat also melted some of the ice she was using for traction – making her slide a little higher, a little closer to the potential danger spot where she would skid out and lose control.

“Left turn!” Ash called suddenly.

Quilava followed Ash’s instructions, turning further left abruptly – deliberately going into the zone where she slid out onto the third level, spinning around a few times before coming to a halt.

“Get her!” Candice instructed. “Spin up and use Drill Run!”

“Uncoil and get ready to Lava Plume,” Ash countered.

Quilava paused briefly, then uncoiled as instructed. She charged up, building up the necessary heat from her firefur patches as she heard Sandslash spinning to full speed, and the ice underneath her softened slightly.

“Lava Plume down and back!” Ash called suddenly.

Quilava spiked her Lava Plume down into the ice, lighting up the whole room with refracted firelight. The ice in the direct path of her attack melted quickly, and some of it boiled – the column of water surrounded by ice acting like a kind of cannon, launching the Fire-type into the air surrounded by a wash of water which covered the battlefield in fog.

Sandslash missed his attack completely, the gout of water throwing off his grip and Quilava no longer being where he was aiming anyway, and he skidded a bit – barely avoiding the hole Quilava had blasted into the ice – before sliding to a slow halt on the fourth level.

“Watch out, she could be-” Candice began, then frowned as the steam and water began to clear – with no sign of Quilava. “…where is she?”

A faint orange glow lit up the ice, and then an Eruption blasted away the space underneath Sandslash – knocking him high into the air and holding him in the central plume of the Eruption for several seconds, before it finally faded away.

“…okay, that was clever,” Candice admitted, checking Sandslash had been knocked out before returning the half-Steel-type. “Quilava just went right back into the hole she’d blasted, right?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed, as the Fire-type came back out of the hole in question and shook herself dry – looking more than a bit bedraggled – before taking three tries to start her firefur up. “When she did the water cannon thing, there were several things she could have done after that – I trusted her to take the best option.”

“I like it,” Candice nodded. “Okay, time to pick the next Pokémon you’re going to use.”

“I’m kind of surprised that you’re not moving this somewhere else,” Brock said. “That did a lot of damage to your gym.”

He indicated the central section. “Like… filling the middle with water.”

Candice shrugged. “There is a lot of ice here. I don’t mind yet.”


Ash made his selection, sending out his Torkoal, and the Fire-type dropped to the surface of the upper layer – some way away from the slowly refreezing area Quilava had torn up with her earlier attack.

Opposite him, Candice sent out her own Pokémon – a sleek, poised Weavile, who materialized balancing on a single claw before slowly coming down into a ready pose.

“This will be interesting,” she said. “It looks like it will be a battle of speed versus slowness.”

“Yeah, I can do that,” Torkoal replied, faint wisps of smoke rising from his nostrils. “You take slow, I’ll go fast.”

“Amusing,” Weavile noted.

Torkoal retracted his limbs, then launched out a massive jet of steam to accelerate down clear to the second level – moving startlingly fast, not least because his high-temperature shell was melting just enough ice that he was skating along on a thin layer of water.

Weavile’s eye twitched slightly. “Less amusing.”

She gathered herself, and produced half-a-dozen ice shards between her claws. Blurring into a high-speed skating movement around the top layer of the arena, she began flinging them three at a time at Torkoal.

Changing orientation with smaller steam jets, Torkoal spat Embers up at the individual ice kunai headed for him. He missed one, but that one glanced off the ice near him instead of scoring a direct hit.

Heartened by that success, Torkoal rotated like a gun turret to try and hit Weavile with a Flamethrower, but the Dark-type dodged away before the stream of flame reached her.


“How much damage does your gym generally take?” Brock called. “I mean, it’s made of ice, and most or all of your Pokémon are Ice-type too, and ice is one of those things that’s kind of vulnerable if you hit it with the right kind of attacks… like the attacks people will bring along to handle your Ice-type Pokémon.”

“That is true,” Candice agreed, raising her voice over the sound of shells and claws sliding over the gym’s icy surfaces. “But it’s not as bad as it might sound – ice is replaceable.”

She shrugged. “I had to make some changes after a girl wrecked the place a while ago, though, so I was thinking about that while I – Weavile, use Avalanche!”

Weavile blurred though the air, flickering aside to avoid Torkoal’s Fire Blast attack, and slammed her claws into the side of one of the icy slopes. It creaked, cracked, and just as it was about to fail Weavile backflipped up before pushing at the top of the weakened section.

The whole area crumbled and surged forwards, spreading out in all directions and catching Torkoal by surprise. Weavile ran along the avalanche with her claws glowing a purplish-black, waiting for the moment when the ice-front hit Torkoal, then got in a pair of Night Slashes during the time there was too much ice for him to quickly hit her with a Fire-type attack.

That done, Weavile got clear as quickly as she could – just about managing to get away ahead of an explosion of flame and smoke as Torkoal used a point-blank Fire Blast. The explosion blew ice, ersatz snow and water in all directions, and Torkoal followed it up with a hissing shriek of steam as he accelerated to full speed and chased after Weavile.

The Ice-type skipped across the ice, touching down only long enough to change direction – dodging to the left or right, avoiding the Embers that Torkoal sent towards her.

The shriek of steam suddenly cut off, and Weavile touched down on the highest row of the arena – sliding around with three limbs in contact with the ice, producing a skreeeee sound as she slid around to face towards the centre of the arena.

There was another sudden blast of steam, and Torkoal popped up over the top level – little jets from all four leg-holes adjusting his orientation as he rose.

“Heat Wave!” Ash called.

Torkoal duly did as instructed, blasting the whole area with a Heat Wave. Weavile darted off to the side, a black-red-and-silver blur of motion, and was clipped only by the very edge of the Fire-type attack.

“Get her again!” Ash added, and Torkoal dropped back down onto the slanted surface before spinning, boosting his speed with a jet of steam and racing after Weavile.

This time Weavile went skating towards the section of the arena which Quilava had blown up. She kicked out at the thin crust of ice as she reached it, breaking it to reveal the pool underneath, then made three quick hand gestures and forced a column of water to come rising up out of the hole.

“Surf!” Weavile announced, and sent the column surging at the incoming Torkoal.

Torkoal withdrew into his shell as the wave arrived, and kept it sealed up as he was washed away down into the first and lowest level of the arena.

“Did you get him?” Candice asked, shading her eyes.

There was a bubbling whoosh, and Torkoal blasted out of the water pool again – his steamjets stuttering a bit, but still quite capable of fighting.

“Guess not,” Candice added.

“Bombardment!” Ash called.

Torkoal tilted his jets a little, using them to spin rapidly in place in mid-air, and moved his head back out of his shell. After taking a moment to aim right he started using Ember – again and again and again, raining down flaming Embers all over the arena.

None of them got quite far enough to put any of the trainers present at risk, but Weavile had to dodge aside more than once and began using Ice Shard kunai to shoot some of them down. As the barrage went on and on, Weavile’s tactics also became more aggressive – aiming her ranged attacks at Torkoal – until she finally jumped into the air and hit him with a Shadow Ball to knock him back to the ground.

Landing with a crunch and flipping right with a burst of steam. Torkoal accelerated again – building up speed on the second level, before popping up onto the third level.

“Watch out,” Candice called. “He’s going to-”

Torkoal accelerated, and jumped off the ramp from the third level to the fourth. Pushing and flipping with a jet of steam, he lined up and launched a Fire Blast at Weavile.

The Ice-type immediately tried to dodge, skating to the side, only to discover that one of the Embers which Torkoal had bombarded the arena with had melted the ice in the direction she tried to dodge. Reacting quickly, Weavile tried moving in a different direction – but too late, as the Fire Blast hit next to her and blasted her halfway across the arena.

Torkoal dropped back onto the third-level ramp and boosted to full speed, spinning rapidly as he shot out across the open middle of the arena, and hit Weavile with a Flame Wheel just as she was about to land.

The eruption of fire as his move went off hid both Pokémon for a moment, and when it faded Torkoal was staggering around in a circle and Weavile was out cold.


“Right, that’s two down,” Candice noted. “You’re doing pretty well so far, I can see why you’ve got so many badges.”

She returned Weavile, and examined the battlefield. “Hmm… let’s see… who to use next?”

Ash withdrew his own Pokémon. “I… actually forgot to ask, do you have a secondary gym challenge?”

“Huh?” Candice replied. “Oh, right – yeah, actually, at the moment it’s just that it’s obviously hard to fight a battle if your Pokémon keep falling over…”


“Good battle so far, right?” Rockruff asked, wagging her tail.

She looked up at Mewtwo. “Don’t you think it’s a good battle?”

It certainly is, Mewtwo replied, most of his focus on a piece of paper and a pen. As has become apparent more than once before, Ash’s tactical aptitude is considerable and surprising. I’d go so far as to say that his apparently random behaviour is a considerable advantage to him, because it makes it harder to tell what he’s actually going to do with a situation he sets up.

“Mm-hmm, that makes sense,” Rockruff said, tilting her head to the side. “So like maybe in a battle I’d use a lot of earthmoving techniques, but only reveal I can swim through the ground later on?”

That would be a good example, Mewtwo agreed.

“What’s that you’re writing, anyway?” Rockruff asked suddenly. “Can I see?”

She crouched, then jumped to try and get a look at the paper. That only let her see a brief snatch, so she tried again – then a third time – before landing with a frown.

“What’s a Fermi?” she asked.

The Fermi paradox is the question: why aren’t there aliens, and why haven’t they shown up yet if there are? Mewtwo answered. I’m taking notes on some questions I want to ask if I get the chance.

“Ask who?” Rockruff frowned. “That Deoxys that Brock’s friend Max has visit sometimes?”

No, Arceus, Mewtwo told her. I’m sure he knows – the trick is getting the questions ready ahead of time…


“Have you picked your next Pokémon?” Candice asked.

“Yep!” Ash confirmed, holding up the Pokéball. “Ready?”

“Of course!” Candice agreed, holding up her own Pokéball. “Three, two, one, go!”

Ash’s Pokéball opened marginally first, a flash of white light coalescing into Houndoom. The Dark-type Pokémon’s claws flashed silver, and he dug them into the icy surface so he didn’t slide.

“So, what-” he began, and then Candice’ Pokémon came materialized. A big blue Walrein, it did a crash-dive down into the water that had already accumulated in the low centre of the arena and sent water splashing everywhere.

“Right,” Ash realized. “So still an Ice-type Pokémon, but one who’s good at dealing with the soaked icy surfaces and the water that’s been created?”

“Yep!” Candice nodded. “That’s just one reason I don’t mind people melting my ice!”

“I can see this is going to be interesting,” Houndoom said, tail flicking from side to side. “Hey, Ash, what’s my best bet for dealing with the water? Let it re-freeze, melt more of it, what?”

“Uh… yeah, I know,” Ash replied. “Can you hit the ice really hard?”

“Sure,” Houndoom replied.

Walrein poked his head out of the water and used Brine.

Houndoom dodged to the side, paws slipping a little on the damp ice, then flicked his tail across and began creating Beat Up clones. The first one was a Pikachu which appeared for just long enough to be used as a footrest, and the second was a Latios which promptly exploded in a cloud of smoke as the Brine attack smashed it.

Using several more shadow-clones as stepping stones, Houndoom got to about ten feet over the fourth level of the arena – then abruptly stopped creating them, and dropped down to the second level in a single arc.

His paws glowed orange, and he hit with a Rock Smash that shook the stadium a little. Cracking sounds echoed through the arena as fissures spiderwebbed out through the ice, and Ash nodded.

“Good!” he called. “Now, Flame Charge – climb back up to the top level!”

Walrein surged out of the water onto the second level as Houndoom cloaked himself in flame, and charged forwards with an Aqua Tail. The attack knocked into Houndoom, knocking him forwards and producing a yipe of pain, but also giving him the push to rise up to the third level of the arena.

Now safer from attack, Houndoom increased the heat of his Flame Charge until it was a brilliant orange-yellow in colour. The heat meant his paws were melting at least an inch into the ice, and that let the Fire-type get enough grip for a sort of lolloping run around the third layer before making his way up to the fourth.

The water he’d left behind all drained down towards the lowest level of the four-tiered arena, following the cracks and fissures, and Houndoom glanced down to see what was going on before yelping and accelerating as Walrein shot another big Brine attack at him.

“Nice,” Candice noted. “I was wondering how you were going to deal with the footing.”

She winked. “Now the only problem you have is my Pokémon! Walrein, Hail!”

Walrein honked, and clouds of cool grey and white formed just below the ceiling. They swelled, darkening visibly, then large hailstones began to shower down on the battlefield.

Houndoom formed another trio of Beat Up doubles, but they all exploded into smoke before they had a chance to do anything, and Ash frowned.

“Right… Smokescreen!”

Houndoom nodded briefly, still moving, and coughed out a cloud of black smoke. The smoke spread out without thinning, becoming ominous and opaque and hiding most of the arena – obscuring Houndoom’s location and movements from both Walrein and the spectators.

Ash closed his eyes, watching through the smoke and knowing that Houndoom was already using Odor Sleuth to pinpoint Walrein.

“Now!” he called, and Houndoom turned before sliding down one particular damaged part of the slope with a slithering crash. Walrein turned, looking for Houndoom by the sound, but had to fire his Brine attack by sound alone as Houndoom descended from the third layer to the second.

He missed, Houndoom dodging away from the jet of salty water just in time, and Houndoom caught Walrein with a Crunch that made the Ice Break Pokémon shout in pain.

“Head under the water!” Candice called. “Houndoom can only last so long in the hail!”

Walrein mumbled something, then vanished underwater with a splash, and Houndoom turned away to start climbing laboriously back up the slope.

As he went, the Fire-type used a second gout of Smokescreen to replenish his first. This one was much stronger than the previous one, and almost the entire battle area was unseen behind near-impenetrable smoke – leaving only the occasional splash of hailstones falling into water to tell anyone not gifted with Aura what was going on.


“Sometimes I wonder why they don’t just broadcast all gym battles, or something,” Dawn said brightly. “Then something like this happens, and I sort of remember…”

“Yeah, that and both trainers and gym leaders not wanting to give away all their tricks,” Brock nodded. “Imagine how it would have worked if those gyms in Dark City had their trick widely known.”

“That’s a good point,” Dawn agreed.

The two of them looked into the dark, smoky room.

“Can you see anything?”

“Not a thing,” Brock replied, listening to the splashes of the occasional hailstone hitting the water.

Something about them sounded a little odd, though..


“Okay, now!” Ash called.

Houndoom barked in reply.

The occasional splash from the hail continued, but a sudden heat flowed through the room – creating updrafts which made the smoke roil and seethe, before flowing rapidly towards the ceiling and dispersing to reveal the arena.

There was no hail – it had gone. What there was, however, was Houndoom flicking hailstones into the water, one at a time, to produce little splash sounds.

And, revealed by the rising smoke, a glowing yellow-white orb – an indoors Sunny Day.

Houndoom stopped flicking hailstones, and broke into a run again – and, as Walrein came to the surface to see what was going on, the canine Fire-type focused the sunlight together into his mouth and used Solarbeam. The blast of greenish-white light lit up the room, refracting dazzlingly through the water and the frosted ice, but that was only the side-scatter – Walrein took a direct hit, which knocked him backwards in the water from the sheer energy of the impact.

Still running, Houndoom dropped a level as he charged up his second Solarbeam. That one didn’t hit Walrein quite so hard as the Ice-type dropped back under the water again, but he clearly wasn’t happy, and Houndoom briefly switched from Solarbeam to Shadow Ball to hit the hiding Pokémon before going back to Solarbeam and blasting for a third time.

Walrein emerged from the water in a surge of movement, sliding along the slick second level to move sideways more effectively, and hit the pool he’d left with an Ice Beam in a broad circle. It froze more slowly than expected, but it did freeze, and Walrein flicked the result up as a reflective shield to fend off Houndoom’s next Solar Beam attack.

“Rain Dance!” Candice called. “It’ll shut down his attack!”

Walrein did as instructed, slapping the ground with his fluke, and the wisps of smoke still evident up near the ceiling were replaced with thick black clouds. The rain began a moment later, extinguishing the light of Houndoom’s indoor Sunny Day, and he spat a Brine attack up at Houndoom on the third level.

Houndoom released his Solarbeam as it dimmed abruptly, then dodged aside, and almost avoided taking a hit. The Brine hit him on the hindquarters, spinning him halfway around and sending him stumbling and sliding a bit, and Walrein pressed his advantage with a second Brine attack that knocked Houndoom over.

“Okay, Houndoom!” Ash called. “Thunder Fang!”

Candice blinked, surprised, then winced as Houndoom bit the slushy ground with his Thunder Fang attack. The ice layers were so permeated with cracks by this point – and so full of salty water from all the Brine – that the Thunder Fang lit up the arena, dealing Walrein a stunning blow.

Houndoom held his Thunder Fang for several seconds, keeping it going until he had to take a rest, then looked up at Ash. “Did I get him?”

“Don’t know…” Ash replied, frowning. “Uh…”

Walrein shook his head, sparks crackling around it, and started to lift himself back upright.

“Guess not,” Ash answered.

Houndoom responded by using Beat Up, conjuring copies of Lucario and Absol, and sent both of them down to attack Walrein. The doubles went charging through the rain, moving fast enough to catch Walrein off-guard, and hit him in succession before dissolving into wisps of black smoke.

At the same time, Houndoom produced three more Beat Up clones. Using the copies of Pikachu, Torkoal and Quilava as stepping stones, he jumped into the air to come crashing down on Walrein for a second Thunder Fang.

“Surf!” Candice called, just in time, and both combatants vanished in a crash of water.

When it subsided, pattering down along with the artificial rain, both Pokémon were out for the count.


“Nice work, Houndoom,” Ash said, recalling him. “Okay, I guess that means there’s just one Pokémon left?”

“Yeah,” Candice agreed, returning her own Pokémon. “Already made your pick?”

“Sure have,” Ash nodded.

“It’s not Lucario, right?” Candice asked. “Because I don’t think I have a Pokémon that can take him on.”

“No, not Lucario,” Ash assured her.

“That’s good to know,” Candice sighed in relief. “Okay, ready?”

Ash held up his Pokéball, then threw it, and Primeape emerged onto the battlefield just before Candice’ own Pokémon did – a Beartic.

“I’ve always wondered why they aren’t Bearctic,” Brock said. “You know, like… the word bear, for bear, and the word arctic, which is the icy north.”

“Because that’s not what they say,” Lucario replied. “If they said Bearctic, they’d be Bearctic. But they don’t, they say Beartic, which means they’re Beartic.”

Beartic coughed. “I have a name.”

“Oh, what’s that?” Brock asked.

“Iorek, as it happens,” the Ice-type replied.

“Excuse me, but I was wondering if we were going to be having a battle today,” Primeape noted. “Because that’s sort of the point.”

“Of course,” Iorek said. “I’m just waiting for my trainer to tell us we can begin.”

“Should we get started?” Ash asked.

“Yep!” Candice agreed. “Begin!”

Iorek used Bulk Up, ice forming over his fur in a kind of white-translucent suit of armour, and he held up an arm to block Primeape’s first Mach Punch.

“There we go,” he said, swiping at Primeape with Shadow Claw, and knocking the Fighting-type away with a glancing blow.

Sliding a little, Primeape took position before darting back towards Iorek. This time he opened his attack with a quick three-hit combination delivered so fast that they all took place between his reaching punching range and his actually crashing into Iorek, and between them completely halted his momentum.

“Dive!” Candice called. “Into the water!”


“You could have a lot of fun here with a snowboard,” Pikachu observed. “You know, under normal conditions.”

“Everything being broken is normal conditions around us, isn’t it?” Lucario asked. “I think that might have been in the contract.”

“Contract?” Absol asked. “What’s this about a contract? I never heard anything about a contract.”

“That’s because the contract specifies that the first rule of the contract is that you don’t talk about the contract,” Pikachu told her glibly. “The second rule of the contract is that, if it’s not your first time here, you have to fight.”

“Wait, shouldn’t that be your first time?” Absol frowned, then nodded. “Wait, no, I understand. You’re making a joke about the time travel thing.”

“She’s sharp,” Pikachu noted.

“Yes, you can see the point on top of her horn,” Lucario replied. “I think that should make it obvious.”

“Touché…”


Iorek broke the surface of the water, one arm ready to block, and spotted Primeape – tensing, ready to attack if given an opportunity, but not quite just plunging in when Iorek was ready for him.

Swimming back slightly until his hindpaws rested on a submerged pillar of ice, Iorek focused for a moment and opened his jaws.

A blast of Frost Breath came out, condensing into a white bank like mist in the air, and Primeape crouched warily. Then Iorek added a Water Pulse, which shot through the cone of Frost Breath and turned into an ice-skinned projectile.

Primeape reacted automatically, punching it hard enough to shatter it, and the force of his punch sent most of the water – and the ice containing it – flying back towards Iorek, where it splashed off his fur or into the water. The rest went in all other directions, including some which plumed up for a moment before dropping back down onto Primeape.

The Fighting-type scowled, knees tensing, then exploded forwards to land a powerful Cross Chop attack. Iorek raised his arms to block, his icy armour taking much of the impact, but Primeape hit with such fury that the water rippled out from the striking point and Iorek was forced into taking a step back.

Not content with the first blow, Primeape twisted around to use Karate Chop – but that took him a moment longer, giving Iorek time to recover, and the Ice-type blew an Icy Wind attack point-blank into Primeape’s face. The blast of cold sent Primeape flipping backwards, away from Iorek, and he was about to splash into the near-freezing water before using a quick Ice Punch to freeze himself a platform.

Iorek slipped under the water, and Primeape jumped clear before Iorek could tip the platform over to soak him more thoroughly.

The Fighting-type landed on the wet ice of the second tier, and Ice Punched the ground again to freeze it enough to provide him a dry platform. There was a moment of stillness, as Primeape waited for an opportunity, then Iorek surged suddenly out of the water with his Bulk-Up generated armour gleaming white.

He swiped at Primeape with a massive paw, an attack which Primeape countered with a high-speed punch, then exhaled out an Icicle Crash to pepper Primeape with sharp icicles. Primeape blocked ten of the icicles in quick succession, his fists blurring through a series of Assurance attacks which got stronger with each blow, then darted up towards the ramp between the second and third levels of the arena.

Ramming a punch into it, Primeape splintered the ice from a single smooth surface into dozens of half-fractured panes. Discarding both his gloves and using his fingers to dig into a crack for leverage, Primeape focused his attention on Iorek before charging right back in for a Close Combat kata.

Iorek used one arm to shield his face, taking the first blow on his forearm instead of his muzzle, and the next few attacks all hit him on the chest or the side – sending cracks through his armour, but not breaking it.

The Beartic growled, his mouth glowing, and used Blizzard – blasting them both with a blizzard of freezing sleet.

Primeape disdained sheltering away from the attack, using Close Combat again and hammering Iorek with a further sequence of shattering Fighting-type attacks, until Ash waved his hand.

“Fall back a bit!” he called.

Primeape kicked Iorek one more time, the blow hitting a greave but making him feel better, then pushed away and jumped up to the third terrace – then the fourth – and gave Ash a flat glower.

“What?” he asked.

“You’re looking cold,” Ash explained. “I think that’s what Iorek is trying to do, he’s trying to just endure your attacks until you’re too cold.”

“Then having me not fight isn’t helping!”

“Having you fight like that isn’t helping either,” Ash replied. “It’s tiring you out faster than him. We need to work out something else to do.”

“…will this involve punching things?” Primeape asked.

“Well, yeah,” Ash replied. “We just need to work out how.”

Iorek fired up a Water Pulse, aiming it so it would come down in the rough area he knew Primeape was, and the Fighting-type slid a little to the side to avoid the main splash.

“I’m listening,” he said. “But this had better come quickly.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “Okay, so… first thing is, just not moving at all is actually going to make things worse, now. You need to move a bit, doing a warm-up instead of an all out burst of motion…”


“How does Ash know so much about muscle exercise?” Ambipom asked. “I remember his way of handling training, it was really kind of based on experience rather than knowledge. If that makes sense.”

“I know what you mean by that,” Buneary agreed. “But from what Pikachu’s said – and I know it’s easy to miss, because we didn’t experience it, but he did – Ash is now in really good shape, and he got that by training himself. I guess some of that meant he had to look up how to train, and it stuck.”

She waved a paw. “A bit.”

“Yeah, that’s a good point,” Ambipom agreed. “And Ash doing crazy things just seems normal, until you realize how strong he has to be personally.”

She shook her head. “Then you remember how he recruited a Metagross a few days ago by beating it. It’s like it’s hard to remember…”

“In fairness, a lot of that is Aura,” Buneary said. “And you can theoretically be really strong by using Aura instead of muscles. It’s just that exercise means you need to use less Aura, you can use more Aura, and you have more Aura to use.”

They both looked up as Primeape stamped a foot. “I’m going to just go straight in and see what happens!”

“…so much for strategy,” Buneary chuckled.


Primeape turned on his heel, focused his energy for just a moment, then charged for the lip of the slope and slid down it at speed.

Iorek took a steady stance, feet a few inches deep in cold water as more of the melt from earlier in the battle percolated down to join the pool, and blew a gust of Frost Breath into one paw to set it glowing with icy-blue energy.

He didn’t have long to wait, as Primeape came over the lip of the third level and pushed off with a high-speed punch. Iorek countered with a punch of his own, sending a burst of freezing air swirling out from the point of contact, and the ursine Pokémon took a step back before spitting out a blast of Brine.

Primeape dodged to the side, feet flaring blue as he ran across the water surface – sending up a rooster-tail of spray as he did – to dart in and attack Iorek from the side. That attack did a little better, crunching into Iorek’s hard icy armour, and Primeape bounced back to use the water as a platform for a sliding stop and a second pounce.

Iorek threw back his head and fired a much more powerful Brine attack into the air, sending cold water raining down all around him. Primeape couldn’t avoid taking a few hits, the water slicking down his fur, and he doubled-down by lashing out with a Low Kick to try and knock Iorek over into the water.

The Ice-type slapped at Primeape, managing to cuff him this time, and Primeape went bouncing along the water before braking his slide and taking up a stance again.

Iorek stamped into the water, sending ripples towards Primeape, then used Icicle Crash. Primeape reacted by charging forwards, a spray of water rising up behind him, and punched down towards Iorek’s foot.

The moment before he made contact, his fist glowed a bright icy blue.

“Ice Punch!” he announced.

“…what?” Iorek asked, confused, as Primeape used Ice Punch – again and again, in a flurry of quick jabs focused more on attack rate than actual impact. “Why are you…”

Primeape used Ice Punch one final time, then turned around and darted off about halfway across the arena – coming to a rest on one of the ravaged sections which provided good footing.

Once there, the Fighting-type took a deep, singing breath and adopted a stance. Blue Aura seethed up around him, focusing into his body and growing more potent with every second.

“…wait,” Candice frowned. “Iorek! Look out!”

Iorek tried to shift, ready to dive into the water to avoid the attack, and found himself unable to move his legs. Blinking, he looked down at the ice that had formed around his legs – then began straining, trying to break his way out.

Primeape crouched, then leapt forwards – all the Aura focusing on his right fist as he came arcing towards Iorek.

The Beartic held up an arm to block, and Primeape punched – his fist moving with incredible speed, breaking the sound barrier and producing a shattering explosion. The ice underneath Iorek shattered into hundreds of pieces, and the blow hurled him backwards into the icy ramp between the second and third tiers – breaking it as well, leaving a Beartic-shaped crater.

Primeape landed, stared at the result, then examined his hand and spoke. “Ow.”

Iorek braced himself, heaving his way out of the icy wall, and blinked a few times. Then he looked menacingly at Primeape. “Well?”

“…that’s it,” Primeape replied. “Master Blow. Tired me out completely.”

“Good,” Iorek said, and fell forwards with a crash.


“I… think that means you win,” Candice said, counting under her breath. “Yep! Nice battle!”

“Aren’t you worried about all the damage?” Ash asked. “Normally people are upset when their gym ends up this wrecked.”

“It’s not,” Candice replied with a shrug. “I’ll defrost it and resculpt it, which is a bit of a pain, but I was thinking of doing a design with overhead tracks!”

She reached into her pocket. “Oh, here – Candice awards you her Icicle badge!”

“…why did you call yourself Candice like that?” Dawn asked.

“I sometimes think it’s kind of fun,” Candice shrugged.

Next to Dawn, Zoey finally shut her jaw. “Dawn? You know how you said Ash’s gym battles were disruptive? How bad is this on that scale?”

“The building’s standing,” Lucario told her. “That’s not a given these days. One of them got dropped into another universe.”


AN:


And back to Gym stuff.
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“Nice to see you around, Dawn,” Zoey said, holding up her hand for Dawn to clasp. “It was kind of odd to see what you guys have to deal with all the time, but pretty cool too. Or do I mean chilly?”

“Hey, you could have asked for a sweater,” Candice pointed out. “It’s not that cold in there.”

“It’s full of ice, Candice,” Zoey retorted. “And yeah, I could have asked Mismagius for help… I’m just joking, don’t worry.”

“That did come across,” Candice assured her. “So, you guys are both competing in the Grand Festival?”

“That’s the plan,” Dawn replied. “You know, if my friendship with Ash doesn’t get us all in trouble.”

“With him around I think it’s people who want you in trouble who are in trouble,” Candice chuckled.

“I… yeah, that sounds right,” Ash said, after parsing the sentence. “I help my friends out if they’re in trouble.”

“And a lot of people qualify as friends,” Brock put in. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, Ash.”

“Well, see you guys some time,” Zoey added. “If you need help, you know how to reach me.”


As the Coordinator left, Candice turned to look at her gym building.

“So, I mentioned this sky bridge idea I had,” she said. “But another idea was that I kind of made it like a giant skateboarding park, only with loads of much more fantastic stuff like tunnels and ramps out over really high jumps – and, say, towers you have to jump between. What do you think?”

“I think it sounds great,” Dawn answered. “It’d make battles really showy, and it’d give you a neat home field advantage too if your Pokémon know what it’s like. But it would also mean bigger Pokémon would have more trouble manoeuvring around.”

“That is a good point,” Candice admitted, thinking. “What about if the high stuff is mostly around the edges, so there’s still a big central section?”

“I’m a little surprised you’re asking for our advice here,” Brock said.

“Well, I like to rebuild it different every time, and it just got broken,” Candice pointed out. “And it’s not like I have unlimited ideas – or time, really, so I want to catch at least a few errors before I make them.”

“Good attitude,” Brock replied. “Especially as it looks like you’ve got a new challenger on the way.”

They followed Brock’s gaze, and Ash waved. “Hey, Paul!”

Paul looked up at Ash, nodded very slightly, then turned his attention to Candice. “I challenge you for the Icicle Badge.”

Candice winced. “Sorry, uh… I’m afraid the gym’s currently a bit broken. I’ll be available in a day or two.”

“I don’t mind fighting in a gym that’s a bit damaged,” Paul replied.

“Well… you go have a look,” Candice suggested. “See if you really want to go ahead with it.”

Paul went through the door, then came back out again.

“How long will it take for you to fix it?”

“A day or two, like I said,” Candice answered. “Then we’ll be all ready!”

There was a faint rumbling as one of the fractured ice slopes gave way.

“A lot of the delay is to defrost it,” Candice added. “To get that stuff out of the way.”

Paul nodded. “Understood… Ash?”

“Yeah?” Ash replied.

“I’d like to challenge you to a battle some time soon.”

“Sure, that should be fine,” Ash replied. “When?”

“After I have the Icicle Badge, so in a few days,” Paul replied. “And I want to request that you use a Legendary Pokémon.”

“I guess that’s fine, if you’re sure,” Ash agreed. “Latios, would you mind taking part?”

Latios destealthed in the middle of the group, making everyone without Aura Sight jump. “That sounds good,” he squeaked. “It’s been a while since I had a good serious battle – though Metagross is saying they want to battle everyone, back at the ranch.”

“That sounds like a big project,” Brock said.

“According to my sister, it took twenty minutes to persuade them that they shouldn’t try doing everyone in one go – either consecutively or concurrently – no matter how much they wanted to test themselves,” Latios supplied.

“You have a Metagross?” Paul asked. “That’s new.”

“Yeah, they kind of just… decided that I was the person to capture them,” Ash said. “After challenging me to combat.”

“Hm,” Paul hummed. “Who did you use?”

“Himself,” Lucario informed Paul. “It was very cool.”

“…I don’t think I really want to ask,” Paul decided.

“Oh, how is Cranidos getting along, by the way?” Ash asked.

Paul thought for a long moment.

“Good,” he decided. “She can handle the training, and that means she’s doing well.”

“It sounds like it’s because she enjoys it,” Brock suggested. “Your training style does work, but it’s not for every Pokémon… different Pokémon react in different ways to the same training.”

He was about to continue, but a throbbing hum began to pulse through the air – quietly, but still noticeable.

Candice noticed where it was coming from first, and shook her head. “Does that man ever phone ahead?”

Brock spotted it as well – the big, regular form of the Battle Pyramid, flying incongruously through the crisp blue sky over Snowpoint. “Not so you’d notice… he turned up at Pewter City, and the first my family knew was when he touched down.”

“Pyramid King Brandon,” Paul said, frowning, then clenched his fist. “I’ll challenge him first!”

“Watch out, his Regi are really hard opponents,” Ash said. “Pikachu had to throw Registeel into a mountain.”

Paul turned, looked at Pikachu, and tilted his head slightly – visibly trying to work out just how the small Electric-type had pulled that off.

Pikachu posed dramatically, emphasizing his muscles. “I’m stronger than I look!”

“That’s not hard,” Lucario said. “And didn’t you use a railgun technique?”

“Spoil my fun, why don’t you…” Pikachu grumped.

“It looks like it’s going to land… somewhere near Snowpoint Temple,” Candice judged, shading her eyes. “Or, at least, that’s the only place he could land it around here without flattening a building.”

“We’d better head over there,” Brock said. “See if it’s something serious.”

“I hope it’s not too serious,” Candice replied – then blinked. “On the other hand, I suppose if something dangerous is going to happen to Snowpoint, having it happen while you guys are around is kind of the best option?”


“Denae?” Iris asked. “I’ve got a couple of questions for you…”

“Well, you’re here to learn,” Denae replied. “Ask away.”

“Firstly, I wanted to know how come we’re doing this at such an awful hour…”

“That’s simple,” Denae told her. “You’ve been training to be a Dragon Tamer for a while already, but this next step is about being ready to act any time. Trouble doesn’t follow a schedule, so being able to do what you need to do no matter what – or how little sleep you’ve had – is key.”

“Right,” Iris said, yawning. “That’s why you got me up just after I went to bed… so, uh, next question. Why are we doing it in here?”

She waved her hand around at the crazy landscape of the Reverse World.

“That Porygon you have from somewhere suggested it,” Denae replied. “It sounded like a good plan to me, because it meant we could get loud without disturbing anyone too much.”

Giratina rumbled.

Giratina would like to point out that he would appreciate it if you didn’t damage anything without warning him first, Guanna noted. Damage to the Reverse World-

“-damages the real world,” Denae completed. “Yes, and thank you both for the reminder. Tonight, though, I have something a bit different in mind.”

She pointed at a nearby cliff, hanging over them without any visible support. “Iris – climb that cliff, but with the help of only one of your Pokémon.”

Iris did a double-take, looking at the cliff, then frowned in thought.

“Right,” she said, and sent out Excadrill. “What do you think? Let’s tackle that together!”

Excadrill examined the cliff, then her, and gestured.

“Yeah, I did bring some rope,” Iris replied, reaching into her pack and bringing some out.

Excadrill nodded once.

“Right!” Iris said, fighting down another yawn, and set off.

As they began climbing, Giratina swam closer to Denae and asked a question.

What are you going to do when she reaches the top? Guanna dutifully translated.

“I think I’m probably going to have her switch Pokémon,” Denae replied. “The idea is that she needs to keep an eye on how tired her Pokémon are as well… I’m sure it’ll be a useful lesson.”

She frowned. “Though I did want to ask why you’re here in Unova, instead of in Sinnoh where I understand you live.”

Guanna began translating again as Giratina replied. My place of residence has moved to Kanto, I think. But I was interested in seeing what a dragon tamer needs to know, as my trainer has no formal training as one.

“Your trainer… Ash Ketchum, correct?” Denae asked, and got a nod. “Honestly, I don’t know how he’d do on the theory aspects, but he’s easily tough enough – and he rode Latios into space to help Rayquaza save the world. At that point to disqualify him would almost seem churlish.”

Giratina chuckled.

I think that if Rayquaza had to pick anyone to be his trainer, Ash would be the one. But the Highest Flyer has always been independent.

“Some would say the same about you,” Denae pointed out, turning to see how Iris was getting on – hauling herself with a will up the cliff, relying only sparingly on Excadrill to have him give her a lift over impossible sections or carve foot- and hand-holds for her. “I think you may actually be the most powerful Legendary Pokémon ever to be captured, at least in terms of influence.”

Giratina nodded, and spoke softly.

I owe Ash Ketchum my life, twice over, Guanna translated, conveying the tone as well as the words. And I have learned much from him already. I do not regret my choice.

He shook himself a little and continued.

But it is a strange age, the Porygon supplied. Pokémon and humans are becoming closer than ever – aided not least by-

Guanna stopped, and emitted an electronic raspberry. How rude!

“What was it?” Denae asked, smiling.

Giratina called me a useful appliance, Guanna grumbled, as the enormous Dragon-type chuckled.


“So, last time we were here, there was a thing with Regigigas,” Ash said.

“Right,” Suicune mused, padding alongside them. “And… Brandon has one Regirock, one Regice and one Registeel, correct?”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “Do you think that was involved?”

“It might,” Suicune told him. “But Regigigas as a Pokémon are notoriously hard to awaken. They have a great inertia, which also means that once roused their momentum is enormous, but getting them going in the first place is difficult. The presence of three Golems at once might do it, but I would not want to bet on it.”

The Water-type walked up a snowdrift and down the other side. “What else was going on at the time?”

“Hmm…” Ash frowned. “It was a while ago, so, uh… oh, yeah, that was one of the times we ran into Hunter J.”

“Hunter J,” Suicune repeated darkly. “Yes, she would be the sort to interfere with Regigigas. Dexter – please, reassure me. Is Hunter J still in prison?”

She is, Dexter stated. There are no worries on that front, at least.

“So what do you think we should do?” Ash asked. “I mean… is anything even going to happen?”

“With Regigigas, it would be natural to assume nothing is going to happen,” Suicune said, looking distinctly relieved at the confirmation of J’s incarceration. She glanced at Absol, pacing beside them. “Does anything appear likely to happen as far as you’re concerned?”

“Nothing much,” Absol replied, tilting her head a little. “Hmm… a bit of surprise, confusion… but aside from that, I don’t detect anything major.”

Brock waved Ash over.

“Don’t forget, that could still mean Team Galactic,” he pointed out quietly. “Absol can detect them, but only on short notice.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “But… until then, I guess all we can really do is keep an eye out.”

“And see how Brandon’s doing,” Lucario suggested. “I liked him. And his Golems.”

“You couldn’t understand his golems,” Pikachu replied. “They spoke… what was it, some kind of computer code or something?”

“Ash?” Suicune said, getting his attention again. “I wanted to ask – why did you bring me over to ask? My brothers and I have all done our duty with running circuit on the Legendaries, so you could have asked any one of us.”

“I… guess I just think you’re the most sensible one,” Ash replied, with a slightly awkward shrug. “I trust Entei and Raikou, but I think I’ll understand your answer.”

Suicune chuckled. “Good answer!”


Some minutes later, the friends were all staring at the door to the Battle Pyramid.

“Do we normally have to wait this long?” Suicune asked. “I seem to remember it being much quicker when we normally knock on the door.”

“Well, sometimes someone’s out, and you have to give up,” Dawn replied. “But this time we know they’re in…”

“Should we knock again?” Lucario suggested. “Or – no, I see now. They appear to be busy.”

“Oh, yeah,” Ash agreed. “I guess we must have arrived during Paul’s battle.”

“It makes a lot of sense now you say it,” Pikachu noted. “Any idea how long we’ll have to wait?”

“Not long,” Ash replied. “It looks like someone’s coming.”

The door opened about ten seconds later, revealing Brandon’s assistant Samuel.

“Sorry about that,” he said. “I’m afraid there’s a battle going on at the moment and I was a bit distracted watching.”

“That’s Paul, right?” Ash checked. “How’s he doing?”

“Well, he should be finished fairly soon,” Samuel replied. “He was doing quite well, actually – you know, considering.”

“Considering?” Dawn repeated.

“Considering he asked to battle Brandon’s best team,” Samuel supplied. “This way, please.”


By the time they reached the main arena of the Battle Pyramid, the combat was over – Paul just recalling his last Pokémon, a Nidoking sprawled against the back wall.

“The battle is over,” Brandon declared, withdrawing his own Registeel, and considered Paul carefully for several seconds.

“You have a long way to go,” he said, eventually. “But you’ll get there in time, with persistence.”

Paul’s expression darkened.

“Is that about my brother?” he asked.

“Of course not,” Brandon replied firmly. “Your brother is your brother, and you are you. The only way your brother matters to how I evaluate you is that he is clearly an important part of your motivation.”

Paul looked away at that.

“I said you would get there with persistence, and I meant it,” Brandon went on. “Your Pokémon have the drive, and the talent; they need more skill and more experience. Accept it; skill and experience are something you can gain with training, and if you make sure to keep the drive of your Pokémon undamaged they will become great.”

“He’s got a point, Paul,” Reggie volunteered, from the side. “When Brandon beat me, what he did was to point out to me through that that I didn’t really have the right mindset for what it would take to become a great trainer. But you do.”

“I don’t like that,” Paul said. “You have talent too. Why can Brandon say you’re not-”

“-because I’m not,” Reggie replied. “What matters to me is just different to what matters to you, and I hadn’t realized that.”

He looked over. “Oh, hey Ash. Good to see you again.”

“Hey, Reggie,” Ash replied. “Everything going okay?”

“Yeah, though I’m having to come up with new things to keep Cranidos occupied sometimes,” Reggie answered. “That’s the one you arranged with Paul, right?”

Ash nodded.

“Cool. And I know this is going to embarrass Paul…” Reggie glanced aside at his brother, who looked worried. “But this just now has really shown me that his meeting you has made Paul better socially without interfering with his ability to battle. So thanks all over again for that.”

Paul muttered something unintelligible.

Then the building shook, with a sound like doom.

“What was that?” Brandon asked, looking around.

“It’s not dangerous,” Absol reported. “Can’t tell you more than that, though.”

“Perhaps we should go and find out,” Suicune suggested. “I think someone else would like to come in the door…”


The building shook for a second time as the now-larger group reached the entrance hall, and Brandon opened the door with a pull.

Stood outside, mighty arm raised in a fist, was Regigigas.

“…well, that’s unusual,” Suicune noted.

“Regigigas,” Brandon said. “Is something wrong?”

The Normal-type slowly drew back its fist, then brought it forwards again with ponderous might – hitting absolutely nothing, and not even getting particularly close.

Brandon tried again. “Why have you come here?”

When he got no reply, he turned back to look at the others. “Ash, you’re a Legendary Pokémon expert. Do you have any idea what’s going on?”

“Not really for Regigigas,” Ash replied. “Suicune probably knows more than I do.”

“Regigigas are normally docile Pokémon,” Suicune supplied. “They can cause havoc when they’re sufficiently motivated, but it takes so much to motivate them that it doesn’t really come up normally.”

“That doesn’t make me feel very comfortable,” Brandon admitted. “Regigigas is clearly motivated enough to come to the Battle Pyramid, and I’m not sure why.”

“No,” Regigigas declared.

“What?” Brandon blinked. “What did Regigigas say?”

“No,” Ash translated.

“No what?” Brandon said. “Does that mean it wants something to stop?”

“I don’t know,” Ash replied. “We only have that one word, sorry.”

“Which… isn’t helpful,” Suicune sighed. “I apologize, it seems I’m not helpful at the moment – we don’t even know what Regigigas is not here for.”

“The Golems,” Regigigas stated.

“What did Regigigas say that time?” Brandon asked.

“The Golems,” Brock answered him. “So… that’s what Regigigas isn’t here for?”

He groaned. “Because that’s helpful…”

“Is this one of those challenges, where someone needs to prove themselves worthy?” Latios asked, scratching his head. “Because if it is, then it’s kind of an annoying thing for Regigigas to do.”

“If Regigigas only wants to answer questions about why it’s not here, then I’ll have to go down the list,” Brandon decided. “Are you not in trouble?”

No answer.

“Are you not in immediate danger?”

Now looking worried, the Pyramid King looked over at Ash’s team. “Ash, it sounds like there might be trouble. Can I count on you for help?”

“Of course,” Ash replied.

Brandon nodded, then turned back to Regigigas. “Is it more than a mile from here? More than two miles? More than three miles? More than four miles?”

“What are you doing?” Paul asked.

“If Regigigas says no to one of them, that’s an upper limit on how far we need to go,” Brandon answered. “Is there trouble more than five miles from here? More than six miles?”

“Wait, you need to rephrase that,” Dawn pointed out. “Of course there’s some trouble more than five miles from here.”

“Good point,” Brandon agreed. “Regigigas, is the trouble you’re trying to deal with more than five miles from here? More than six miles?”

“Nothing is wrong,” Regigigas intoned.

Dawn translated that one, then held up her hands. “Aaand now I’m completely lost.”

“Hmmm…” Pikachu said, thinking.

“If nothing is wrong, why are you here?” Brandon tried.

“I think I know what’s going on,” Pikachu called. “It just occurred to me – Regigigas reacts really slowly. So maybe we’re getting our questions answered in order?”

Ash translated that, and Brandon considered it – then blinked.

“…but we’ve asked a lot of questions,” he said. “And I can’t remember which ones I asked first.

“Pikachu’s suggestion has merit,” Suicune decided. “We should wait until the questions are all handled, then we can have a proper conversation.”

She held up a paw. “Do you have tea here?”


Some considerable time later, everyone was seated out on the porch. Samuel had found two tables and pushed them together, and a half-empty plate of biscuits graced the middle of each table.

Paul had left about half an hour ago.

“The Golems,” Regigigas declared.

“Do those biscuits work with yellow tea?” Brandon asked. “This is a new variety on me.”

“I don’t know, I haven’t tried one yet,” Suicune replied.

Mewtwo waved his hand, levitating a steaming cup of tea over, and Suicune took it carefully in both paws before taking a sip.

“Very nice, thanks,” she complimented him, and put the teacup down before retrieving a biscuit. Breaking it in half with a delicate claw, she dipped one of the broken halves into the tea – taking care not to let her paws touch the liquid.

Withdrawing it after a second or so and taking a bite, she frowned slightly. “I fear it doesn’t work, I’m afraid… I think it would work better with dim sum.”

“I’m… sorry?” Brandon asked, confused. “That gang of criminals from Almia?”

“Oh – no, no, sorry for being unclear,” Suicune chuckled. “I mean the food.”

“That would make more sense,” the Pyramid King allowed.

He shook his head. “You are not exactly what I imagined a Legendary Pokémon to be like in conversation – my own trio are stout battlers and fine Pokémon, but they are not exactly talkative.”

“I think that is in their nature,” Suicune replied. “Mewtwo, you have studied this more than me…”

I agree, somewhat, Mewtwo said. I think both of us would agree that Pokémon who we would expect to have the same nature can vary wildly, much as with humans – compare yourself to your brothers, for example.

“So, it’s kind of… Legendary Pokémon differ as much as anyone else,” Ash said slowly. “But because there are so many stories about them, the bits we remember are the bits which fit the stories and the rest of it gets kind of forgotten. Like how people think Absol are sinister, even though they spend most of their time trying to help people.”

Exactly, Mewtwo agreed.

He paused. And I notice that Regigigas has not said anything for a few minutes.

“Right,” Brandon realized. “So… what should we say?”

“I had an idea about that,” Dawn told them. “We know Regigigas mentioned the Golems, right? So the first question would be asking if he – I, uh, guess Regigigas is a he? - wants to meet your Golem friends.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” Brandon agreed, and stood. “Regigigas – I am a Pokémon trainer who has Regirock, Regice and Registeel as part of my team. Have you come to meet them?”

“And, while we wait for the answer, might I suggest we try something else?” Lucario recommended.

“Someone’s going to need to stay close enough to hear what Regigigas says, and translate it,” Brock pointed out.

“True,” Lucario agreed. “My idea didn’t involve us going too far, don’t worry.”


“I have come seeking the Golems,” Regigigas declared.

“What did he-” Brandon began, then stopped before it got treated as another question.

“He said he’d come seeking the Golems,” Dawn told him.

“Hmm…” Brandon mused, thinking about the next thing to ask – trying to come up with a way to get the most information with the fewest questions.

As he did, Pikachu, Lucario and Ash faced one another down. They were tensed, ready to act on on a moments’ notice.

Latios put a card down between them, adding to the pile.

Then another.

Then another – and there was a sudden blur of movement, all three slamming their hand, paw or tail down on the pile with a bang.

“Snap!” Pikachu called.

Ash and Lucario both raised their palms, revealing that Pikachu’s tail had got in first.

“I think that puts me in first place,” Pikachu said, collecting the eight cards he’d just gained. “Okay, Latios, next!”

“Regigigas,” Brandon said. “Why do you seek the Golems?”


Ambipom whipped one of her hand-tails across, striking the tennis ball with a thwack. It curved away from her, tugged to the side by the string, and arced around in a half-circle – until Kari struck it with the flat of her blade.

The ball promptly and completely reversed direction, flying back towards Ambipom, and the Normal-type promptly swung to reverse it again – sending the ball back and forth between the two in a thwack-thwack-thwack sequence which built up more and more with each hit.

“Where did they even find the swingball set?” Dawn asked, watching.

“I think it was in Ash’s bag,” Brock shrugged. “With so much space, we may as well carry whatever might be useful.”

“I seek the Golems because I am lonely,” Regigigas declared.

“Huh,” Dawn said. “So that’s why.”

She repeated what Regigigas had said for Brandon, and the Pyramid King frowned in thought.

“I might need to give this a few minutes,” he said. “To decide what to say and do, I mean.”


“Would you mind giving it a test?” Crobat asked.

“I wouldn’t mind at all,” Absol replied. She closed her eyes, and lay down.

Crobat landed just in front of her, cleared his throat a little, and began weaving a complex net of sound around her.

The trick had begun as echolocation, though what Crobat had done with it had left it almost unrecognisable. Instead of a single sound pulse to get information, or even a modulated one to get extra detail about the subject, Crobat’s sound-waves were more like Supersonic – something which could affect another Pokémon.

Crobat wasn’t out to confuse, though.

From Absol’s point of view, she was suddenly a moving auditory viewpoint – travelling at what seemed like a steady speed through a market, with different voices coming closer and then dropping away behind her to either side.

“I think you will like this deal!”

“Come and buy my silks, they are wondrous!”

“Shoes shined, shoes shined, any time you want!”

Absol turned her head, and the sounds changed to match – some becoming louder, others becoming quieter, and a few shifting from one ear to the other.

“This is very impressive,” she said, eyes still closed. “I think this test is a success.”

The sounds vanished, and Absol opened her eyes to see Crobat raising a wing to his throat.

“Are you all right?” she checked.

“It’s okay, I’m still getting used to doing it,” Crobat explained. “The downside is that it takes a while to construct the whole sound environment… I need to improve it a lot more before it’s anything other than a party piece.”

“Still deserves praise,” Absol smiled. “Good work.”


“Okay, so… we know Regigigas has been lonely,” Brandon said. “And he wanted to spend time with my Golems… but…”

He frowned. “Suicune? What does Regigigas actually do?”

“Regigigas placed the continents in their fit places,” Suicune answered. “And by that I mean Regigigas, plural, rather than singular. There are many, and they are all around the world where they rested when their labours were done.”

“Right,” Brandon replied, thinking. “So Regigigas don’t do anything currently?”

“One did help us out when everything was collapsing in Gracidea Vale,” Ash supplied. “But I think that was just because it was nearby and helping.”

“That’s a good point,” Brandon said. “Thank you, Ash.”

He frowned. “I was wondering what would be best to do to keep Regigigas happy without causing too much disruption. I know it might sound a bit selfish, but I’d rather not have to say goodbye to Regirock, Regice and Registeel.”

“That is not selfishness,” Suicune supplied. “To have earned the allegiance of three Golems – and your Heatran, as well – you are clearly an able and deserving trainer, whose Pokémon respect you.”

She gave a graceful shrug. “I think that your Golems would prefer that you consider whether they would make the choice themselves.”

Brandon considered that, and nodded. “Thank you.”

He approached Regigigas. “Regigigas! I ask that you listen to what we can do, before deciding which you think would be best!”

The Pyramid King began counting off. “I could promise to come here to visit every so often, so you got to see my Golems at least once every few months. I could ask them whether they would rather leave to join you. Or you could come with me, in the Battle Pyramid – though you would have to leave Snowpoint Temple behind. Either as my Pokémon or just following me from place to place.”

Spreading his hands, Brandon looked up. “Which do you prefer?”

Once he’d said his piece, silence fell – apart from the occasional whack where Gabite was playing dodgeball with Buneary, Croagunk and Geodude.

“Is this what it’s like having a conversation with someone on Mars, Mewtwo?” Brock asked. “The time delay?”

It has some similarities, Mewtwo agreed. After a certain point it’s easier to do it desynchronously – like online messaging, I suppose. You don’t hang around waiting for the response, you record a response and send it, and you can do something else in the wait time.”

“Huh, that does make sense,” Brock said, rubbing his chin. “It’s a lot easier than just having awkward pauses everywhere, and otherwise it’s kind of like sending letters.”

Regigigas moved, drawing their attention, and shifted to examine Brandon more closely.

Then he turned and ran off towards Snowpoint temple, with a WHAM wham wham sound receding into the distance.

“I… don’t really know how to take that,” Brandon admitted. “He didn’t say anything, right?”

“I didn’t hear anything,” Ash supplied. “Regigigas are really fast when they’re warmed up, though.”

“I suspect they originally awoke more quickly,” Suicune said. “But yes, they are fast and powerful once readied.”

She frowned into the distance. “I’m not sure what’s going on here, though…”

Regigigas came sprinting back towards them, raising clouds of dust and smashed ice as he came, and as he got closer they noticed a large chunk of ice under his arm.

“Huh,” Suicune muttered, tilting her head. “That looks a lot like the pillar of ice that Regigigas has in his inner chamber.”

The Normal-type charged past them into the Battle Pyramid, then emerged at just as high a speed sans ice pillar.

“I… think that might be your answer,” Dawn said. “He seems to be moving in.”

“Oh,” Brandon blinked. “Okay. I… that was not what I expected.”

“I’ll… go and check where would be a good place for Regigigas to stay,” Samuel volunteered. “There should be somewhere on the lowest deck where the floor can take three pillars and Regigigas without much trouble.”

“Thank you,” Brandon said. “And thank you all as well for helping me understand what was going on.”

Regigigas shot past with a rock pillar, dropped it off, then ran back again.

“No problem!” Ash replied. “You needed help with a Legendary problem, and I… kinda help out with a lot of those anyway.”

“At this point I think it’s Ash’s job,” Brock added. “The League and Battle Frontier thing is and was sort of a sideline.”

Regigigas arrived with a steel pillar, put it next to the other two, then ran off.

“…wait, we saw all the pillars,” Dawn said. “What’s this?”

They watched as Regigigas vanished off towards Snowpoint temple, then came back a minute or so later with a box.

This time, when he entered the Battle Pyramid, he did not come out again.

“I think that was whatever possessions he wanted to take with him,” Lucario said, after a few seconds.

“I kind of wonder what they are, now…” Brandon said to himself.


“That was nice,” Dawn pronounced. “We got to do a good deed, and say hello to Brandon again…”

“Much nicer than dealing with Hunter J,” Ash agreed. “But, now I’m kind of wondering… we’re going to reach Michina soon, right?”

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed. “And that’s… going to be all sorts of a headache.”

“Wasn’t that the one where you changed history?” Absol asked. “I remember you mentioned it. Something about having gone back in time to save Arceus and ending up creating a legend?”

“Yeah, but this is what worries me,” Brock replied. “So last time, Arceus had been misled and was trying to destroy Michina to get payback, but Dialga sent us back in time to fix things. But this time around, things… seem to already be fixed? I think? But that might mean we don’t go back in time, and if we don’t go back in time then what happens to the us who were already there in the past, when they go forwards in time?”

He waved his hand. “And if we’re not back there because we didn’t go back, then things won’t be already fixed and so we will need to go back in time! It was confusing enough when we changed history but we got back to the future before the change did, so we saw time changing around us, but at least then Dialga was involved. But now?”

Absol blinked.

“I… think this one might be a bit beyond me,” she admitted.

“There was what Celebi said, once, isn’t there?” Pikachu suggested. “About how if you don’t have a headache, you’re understanding time travel wrong?”


“…problem is really about the projectile, more than anything,” Pikachu explained, as they walked along the road. “I can fire something magnetic with a coil-gun or something conductive with a rail-gun, but most Pokémon aren’t really either. So I need some way to make it so it does work for them, but it seems kind of odd – and awkward – to carry around a big iron bar to hand them.”

“Pity, I like the idea of a ring-out by firing the other Pokémon off the map,” Lucario said.

I can do it, if I wish, Mewtwo noted. I tend to prefer fighting in a different way, though, if only to keep in reserve the ability to simply pick up a Pokémon and throw them away.

“I can see why that would be a thing to use in only really serious situations,” Brock agreed.

“Excuse me?” a voice asked. “You are Ash Ketchum, yes?”

Ash turned. “Yeah, that’s me – wait, I know you… Looker, right?”

“It is me,” Looker confirmed. “Though I am unsure how you knew my name, it does not matter now. I wished to speak to you about a matter of the greatest importance.”

I’m sorry, I don’t think we have been introduced, Mewtwo said. I am Mewtwo, Legendary Pokémon. Yourself?

“Well, as you have heard, I am called Looker,” the man replied. “I am with the international police, so it happens. And I have been investigating a problem in Sinnoh for some time, which I was hoping you could be of assistance with.”

“In case anyone is wondering, it’s okay to talk to him,” Absol supplied.

“Well, I guess we wouldn’t mind helping,” Ash replied. “What brings you to Sinnoh?”

“Ah, it is a long story,” Looker told him, heading over to a nearby boulder and sitting down. “It is not, perhaps, one which I have been assigned to specifically, but it is one which I decided required my attention, yes?”

“Yes?” Ash repeated, a little confused.

“Good,” Looker pronounced. “Now, I will not bore you with the details of how, but it has become apparent to me that there is some major criminal activity going on in Sinnoh which simply has not come to the attention of the authorities.”

He waved his hand. “I do not mean Team Rocket, of course. Team Rocket is known of, yes, and what they do is clear. This other thing… is not. And it seems that people do not pay attention to them.”

“Wait…” Brock said, frowning. “Do you mean Team Galactic?”

“Who are Team Galactic?” Absol asked, worried. “Why haven’t I heard about them before now?”

“You have,” Dawn told her. “They’re just really easily forgotten – whenever we tell someone, they just forget.”

“Hmm, interesting,” Looker said, frowning. “That there is an actual villainous team involved would make sense, but this talk of forgetting… it is worrying to me. How is it that you can remember?”

“We got involved in a time travel thing,” Ash answered. “And part of that involved Uxie, Mesprit and Azelf, so some of us can remember Team Galactic even with whatever it is going on.”

“Team who?” Looker asked, paused, then held up a hand. “No, do not tell me. It is clear to me what is going on.”

He closed his hand, leaving just one finger pointing up. “We are talking about something, but it is something which we cannot properly talk about. Thus it is very dangerous, simply because we cannot know what it is doing.”

Looker rested his elbow in the palm of his other hand. “What this means then is that I must continue my investigation, but be careful about how deeply I go. I must build up an outline of where something is not, rather than go in to look where it is.”

“That… sounds impressive,” Brock said. “I mean, a lot of people have just forgotten about this kind of thing after we’ve explained it, and that includes Legendary Pokémon.”

“Hmm…” Looker mused. “Perhaps it is a part of being an investigator, I am quite used to feeling around the edges of a problem.

“You can probably talk to Cynthia about this as well,” Ash told him. “And, actually, there are some Rocket guys who could help you out. The ones with the Meowth.”

Looker took a note in a spiral-bound notebook, nodding, then flipped the page over and made several more notes.

“I think it seems that I will have a lot to look into,” Looker decided. “Thank you for your help, I see I was right to think you were the person to ask.”

“Why did you choose to ask Ash?” Dawn inquired.

“It is because of how he is around when many of these odd events happen,” Looker answered. “There is something which causes damage on Iron Island, unexplained despite the witnesses, and Ash Ketchum is there. There is some kind of unseasonal rainstorm at Lake Valor; Ash Ketchum is there. Some important objects disappeared from a museum with nobody the wiser; the same.”

He gave Ash a nod. “Please understand – I do not think you are involved yourself, because other events happened when you were nowhere near. But I made the guess you would be helpful, and I can see I was quite correct.”

The detective closed his notebook, and stood. “I am afraid I have little time to spare, but since I have taken your own time I must offer you something in payment.”

He frowned, one hand on his chin, then brightened. “Perhaps you would accept a lunchbox?”


“That’s good,” Denae said, nodding. “You dealt with an unusual type of terrain inventively and with the help of both your Pokémon.”

Iris smiled, glad for the praise, though most of her attention was on recovering her breath after another exhausting bout of physical training.

After making sure she wasn’t gasping any more, she raised a hand. “Where did you even find a three-dimensional maze of roots?”

“I asked Giratina to look for something interesting,” Denae told her. “There’s nothing wrong with using any of the available assets, after all.”

“That makes sense, yeah,” Iris admitted. “So, uh… right, what now? I think it’s about time to eat… though I’m nearly out of rations.”

“That’s actually not a bad thing, you brought enough for several days,” Denae assured her. “I didn’t tell you to, so it shows you’re getting used to bringing what you need automatically.”

Iris smiled at the compliment. “So… it is time to eat, right?”

“Yes, and we should be heading back some time today or tomorrow,” her tutor told her. “It’s been quite a demanding field trip-”

Iris snorted at the description, then blushed slightly.

“-and you’ve held up very well,” Denae continued without a pause. “I’m impressed.”

Excuse me, Guanna requested. I’m afraid Giratina has an appointment elsewhere. If you want a home portal he’ll have to generate it soon.

“All right,” Denae said, nodding. “It’s a little earlier than I was hoping, but it should be fine to head back now.”

I’ll go and give him his alert call, Guanna stated, manifesting the blue-pink vector body of a Porygon and floating off around the small island of terrain they were currently resting on.

“This has been an amazing experience for me, as well,” Denae told her pupil. “I never believed I’d have a chance to spend so much time visiting the home of one of the Creation Dragons…”

She shook her head. “It’s always good to have new experiences, but this is a really new one.”


Giratina, this is your twelve hour alert, Guanna stated. You wanted to know when Ash and his friends were going to reach Michina; they’ll set out for the day in twelve hours.

“I did, yes,” Giratina said. The golden-armoured dragon frowned for a moment, then nodded in realization. “Ah, I see, the time zones.”

Yes, Guanna confirmed.

The Porygon emitted an electronic noise. By the way, how are you intending to get back to Sinnoh?

“Travel in my World is somewhat easier than in the world of humans,” Giratina replied. “I will simply fly at maximum speed directly towards Sinnoh; I have no need to follow the curve of the surface.”

He coiled, shifting to fly back towards the Dragon Tamers. “But first I should send Iris and her companion home.”

Or, Guanna noted, and this is just a suggestion, you could transit through to the human world, then you could use the transceiver that I have, then you could set off from somewhere like Pallet Town, or Twinleaf Town. Or Ash’s pocket.

“That would be somewhat less tiring, yes,” Giratina admitted.


AN:


So this is, somewhat, a breather chapter. That’s because of what’s coming next…






284. Jewel of Life 1


This is the first of two chapters today.


“Well, here we are,” Brock said, shading his eyes. “That’s Michina Town, all right.”

“It’s pretty impressive, huh,” Dawn agreed, looking at not just the town itself but the whole area – a clear blue river winding towards them across gently rolling fields, coming from a town clustered around the base of a precipitous mountain that reached into the clear blue sky.

“I have never been here, but I can see why it’s considered so impressive,” Lucario said, looking behind him at the much less fertile terrain they’d walked through to get here. “And it’s been like that for thousands of years…”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “It’s a pocket of amazing farmland in the middle of the mountains, thanks to the Jewel of Life.”

He paused. “We think.”

“Well, let’s head on in,” Lucario suggested, then glanced down at Absol. “That’s safe, right?”

“It should be,” Absol replied, frowning a little and tilting her head. “There’s something going on, though – some kind of distortion.”

“Space time distortions?” Ash suggested. “That’s not good, those were happening last time… Dexter, can you get ready to bring everyone in? We don’t want to end up with most of the team stuck outside like what happened in Alamos.”

He checked that Kari was on hand, then clenched his fist. “So let’s go and find out what’s wrong here, and make sure it isn’t!”

“Good mission statement,” Pikachu said, as they set off.

Charizard is arriving, Dexter reported. So is Metagross.

“Wait, hold on,” Ash said, stopping again. “How come they’re arriving now?”

Charizard’s Pokéball burst open. “Because last time we barely made it in!” Charizard replied. “And Metagross liked the idea of seeing what was going on, so they’re on the way too.”

“Okay, uh…” Ash frowned, thinking for a bit. “Last time Michina didn’t get closed off in a space-time bubble, we had some warning before we went back in time. So we should have enough warning to bring you in.”

“I’m staying, though,” Charizard insisted. “I don’t want to miss this.”

“You didn’t miss either of the previous ones,” Pikachu pointed out.

“I’m making up for missing a lot of these things last time around,” Charizard countered. “I’m keeping you safe, Ash.”


“Kevin?” Sheena called, her phone to her ear. “I’m down at ground level now.”

“I can see you, yeah,” her friend Kevin replied, sounding a little distracted. “The Time-Space Axis is responding to something, and it’s just like we thought – it’s definitely nearby.”

“How close?” Sheena asked. “Can you tell?”

“It’s a little difficult, but I think so,” Kevin answered. “Hmm… no, it’s a strong signal, that’s how we know it’s close, but we don’t know quite how close. It should be… in a line going southwest from the ruins.”

Sheena glanced up at the ruins, high over Michina proper, then at the sun and her watch.

“All right, I’m southwest from you now, so I’ll just walk in that direction,” she decided. “Will that help?”

“I know you show up on the Axis when you invoke Dialga or Palkia, so that would be great,” Kevin replied.

“All right,” Sheena said with a nod.

She put her hands together. “Transcend the confines of time and space… Dialga, Palkia, I do not know what I may need, but I ask you understand when I do.”

An indefinable pulse of energy rippled out from Sheena, the power of one of the Guardians of Michina reaching out past the world itself into others.

Once her invocation was complete, Sheena raised her phone to her ear again. “Kevin?”

“Did you do it yet?” Kevin asked.

“Yes,” Sheena answered. “Just now…”

“Well, uh… that means you must be basically on top of the distortion,” Kevin told her. “Because I didn’t see you, so you must be inside the ripple I can see from the disturbance.”

Sheena blinked, looking around suddenly to see if there was some kind of gigantic time-space rift she hadn’t spotted yet.

“I can’t see anything,” she said. “I won’t bother asking if you’re sure, I know you are, but… that’s worrying.”

“Give me a minute,” Kevin told her. “I’m heading over to the telescope – I’ll see if I can see anything.”

He paused, then continued. “This would be easier if we had Pokémon…”

Sheena chuckled at the mention of a long-standing discussion.

“Okay, I’m there,” Kevin reported, a little later. “And… huh. That looks familiar.”

“What does?” Sheena asked, glancing back up at the Michina Ruins on top of their mountain. “What can you see?”

“There’s a group of trainers heading down the road with a Charizard, an Absol, a Lucario and… I think that’s a Pikachu?”

“You’re right, that is familiar,” Sheena said. “How far are they?”

“Not far,” Kevin told her. “About… okay, point for me? Bit to the right – yeah, that way, about a minute’s walk.”


“Excuse me?”

Everyone stopped, looking up at the woman just coming over the hill.

“Were you at Alamos Town?” the woman asked. “You’re Ash Ketchum, right?”

“That’s me,” Ash confirmed. “Is something wrong?”

“Well… sort of,” the woman replied, joining them. “My name is Sheena, and I’m one of the Guardians of Michina. My fellow Guardian Kevin and I would like to talk to you, because there are some problems with space-time and we want to work out what’s going on.”

“It’d be great to have a clue what’s going on,” Ash agreed. “Giratina knows something’s going to happen, but why is really complicated.”

Sheena blinked. “Wait. Giratina?”

“Yes?” Giratina asked, rising out of the ground.

The Guardian did a double-take, then took a deep breath and shook her head.

“You were right,” Giratina added, looking over at Lucario. “That was amusing.”

“I didn’t realize Giratina was… well, here,” Sheena admitted, as the Renegade Pokémon phased back into the ground. “But that will only make things easier. Since you were at Alamos Town, you know how much trouble space-time distortions can cause… and there are distortions forming around Michina, as well as some which seem to be following you.”

Ash frowned. “Huh… that’s not just Giratina’s Reverse World portals, right?”

“I don’t think so,” Sheena replied. “If you will follow me, we can head up to the Michina Ruins and talk with Kevin – he can show you what I mean.”

Ash nodded. “Okay, so… who do we have who can fly up there… Charizard, Flygon and Latios?”

“I would be willing to as well,” Giratina informed them. “Either through this world or my own.”


Kevin came out into the little courtyard in the mountain over Michina. He shaded his eyes, looking up, then waved an arm to signal to the Pokémon flying overhead.

“Down here!” he called, one hand to his mouth, and the Pokémon paused to circle before coming down to land.

The Charizard came first, big leathery wings cupping the air as he backwinged to arrest his momentum, and dust blew up around him as he came to a halt.

Sheena slid down off Charizard’s back with an audible sigh of relief, and the Flygon followed a moment later – wings singing as he came down to land with a little more precision than Charizard had done.

As the two male trainers Kevin had seen from overhead got off their respective Pokémon, the Latios arrived last – simply stopping in mid-air, not even bothering to land as such.

“Thanks, Latios,” the girl said with a smile.

“My pleasure!” the Psychic-type squeaked, an odd mental echo carrying his meaning at the same time.

“That was… something,” Sheena said, glancing back at the Charizard who’d carried her up to the eyrie. “Okay, so, that’s my childhood friend, Kevin. And these are Ash, Brock and Dawn.”

There were two flashes as Ash sent out two of his Pokémon, an Absol and a Lucario, then a third as he returned Charizard.

“Wait, hold on,” Dawn said. “You two grew up together, and you’re called Kevin and Sheena?”

“Yeah,” Sheena agreed. “Kevin changed the spelling of his name when he was in a rebellious phase.”

“Sheena…” Kevin sighed.

“Anyway, so – I don’t know how much you could see there, Kevin,” Sheena went on, “but Ash has Giratina. As an actual caught Pokémon… so that might be what was causing the interference?”

“We should find out,” Kevin agreed. “Come on, I’ll show them the Time-Space Axis, and we can try and work out what to do.”

“We kind of already know,” Ash said, sounding a bit awkward. “It’s hard to explain, but… we got involved in time travel.”

“That’s… worrying, actually,” Sheena admitted, as they began walking into the ruins themselves. “So… what happened?”

“This is going to take a while to explain,” Brock noted.


“Okay, so… this isn’t the first time we came to Michina,” Ash said, once they were in the room containing the Time-Space Axis. “Last time around, we got here and there were already space-time distortions showing up. Sheena helped out in saving Dawn’s Piplup from one – she called on Dialga and Palkia a lot – and Giratina was here as well, though he was still kind of angry at Dialga and Palkia for messing with his world.”

Giratina came out of his Pokéball. “I remember this,” he stated. “I came back as well, it is… complicated.”

He looked towards the window, tactfully not mentioning Kevin’s surprise, then back to the group. “I had formed the mistaken impression that Dialga and Palkia, my partners in maintaining the Worlds, had struck at me for selfish reasons of their own. I now understand that the cause of all our annoyance was the disturbance caused by the imminent return of the Creator of All, Arceus.”

The Ghost-type frowned. “Dexter, should you not be translating at some point?”

Subtitles, Dexter replied. Just don’t try to argue which option is better.

“Return?” Sheena repeated. “Arceus is going to return? But… why?”

“That’s… kind of the thing we’re not sure about,” Brock supplied. “Or one of the things. When we came to Michina, the first time around, the story was that Damos had betrayed Arceus-”

“What?” Kevin asked, startled. “But-”

He cut himself off, shaking his head. “No, I… sorry, this is clearly complicated. I’ll let you talk.”

“The legend was that Damos had betrayed Arceus rather than give up the Jewel of Life,” Brock continued. “And wounded Arceus, before Arceus struck back in retaliation. Arceus swore to judge all of humanity based on Damos’ actions after returning.”

“So… Arceus was vulnerable, because He didn’t have all of His Plates,” Sheena said slowly, parsing out what that would mean. “But… why would Damos do that?”

“Damos was being controlled by a man called Marcus,” Dawn explained. “When Arceus returned, Dialga sent us back in time to try and solve everything – and we found out that Marcus was the one orchestrating what happened, not Damos.”

“While this was going on, myself and my fellows were battling Arceus,” Giratina explained. “I would not lightly take up battle against the Creator, but Arceus was wrong – and sought to destroy Michina Town for the great betrayal, both past and present.”

“Everything you say seems to raise more questions,” Kevin admitted. “How did you fight Arceus? You’re all Dragon-type, and he has the Pixie Plate.”

“That didn’t exist yet,” Lucario told them.

“Indeed,” Giratina confirmed. “And without the Dragon Plate either, bound up as it was in the unreturned Jewel of Life, Arceus could defeat all three of us – but it would take time, time enough for Dialga to send Ash, Dawn, Brock… and yourself, Sheena… back in time.”

He flicked his tail to the side. “Fighting my Creator is not a memory I hold dear to me.”

Sheena was already raising her hand. “But – if the Jewel of Life wasn’t returned to Arceus in the past, why didn’t we just return it now?”

“The one you had was a fake,” Brock said. “I don’t know where the real one was.”

He paused. “So – to make sure this is absolutely clear, your version of the legend is that Damos gave the Jewel of Life back to Arceus?”

“That’s right,” Sheena confirmed. “The legends are quite disjointed, but your mention of having to fend off someone makes sense of what little we know.”

“Is this the bit where you mention the Thunder Beast?” Lucario asked. “I like that bit.”

“There is a Thunder Beast mentioned,” Kevin agreed. “More than once. There’s a theory that that refers to a Raikou, or perhaps a Zeraora.”

“It… isn’t either of them,” Dawn said, a bit delicately. “The Thunder Beast is a Pikachu.”

Kevin and Sheena looked at her, then each other, then both turned towards the Pikachu sitting on Ash’s shoulder.

Pikachu gave a little wave. “Yeah, it’s kind of a grandiose title, I know…”


When the explanations were finally over, Kevin shook his head.

“This is a lot to take in,” he said, then frowned. “But… what it doesn’t really answer is the question of what’s going on now. If you’re a time traveller then that might be what’s causing the disruptions that showed up on the Time-Space Axis, but if that’s the case then it should be showing up for all of you – and not just happening now, it should have been showing up for a long time.”

He waved his hand towards the Axis. “Instead, the incident at Alamos showed up, and so did what happened at Gracidea.”

“How did they show up, exactly?” Brock asked. “What appeared on the display?”

Sheena indicated the blue and pink orbs near the top of the Axis. “These are the domains of Dialga and Palkia, the dimensions of Time and Space.”

“Worlds,” Giratina corrected. “Or realms. The Temporal Realm and the Spatial Realm, for example. A dimension is a direction.”

“You’re right,” Sheena nodded. “But most people don’t understand that. All right, then, the realms of Time and Space. They approached close to one another – though we’re not sure why – and interfered with one another, which seems to have angered both Pokémon.”

“That’s pretty close to what happened last time, except I think you said they collided,” Brock informed her.

“We were hoping to plot the disturbances and see if we could predict whether something was coming,” Kevin said. “But there doesn’t seem to be a consistent pattern.”

I may be able to help with that, Dexter stated. Where is your data record?

“Uh…” Kevin began, looking awkward.

“We… kind of just remember it?” Sheena said. “Then we go out to investigate?”

So you miss days or weeks of data at a time, Dexter groaned. No wonder you’re having trouble.

“If we can’t get anything useful from the Axis, that’s just how it works out,” Brock pointed out. “We’re no worse off than if we hadn’t tried…”

“But without that even the time travel doesn’t give us any real clues,” Kevin mused, sitting down. “Arceus has the Jewel of Life, this time – Sheena’s ancestor Damos returned it to him thousands of years ago.”

“Though that was because we helped out,” Brock said. “And, uh… okay, there are things about time travel which still confuse me.”

As they spoke, Giratina examined the Space-Time Axis. He produced a small Reverse World portal, noticing the effect it had on the Axis, then widened it a little.

“Excuse me,” he asked, getting their attention. “If a direct Reverse World portal barely shows up on here, what are those ripples?”

Kevin glanced over, then jumped to his feet in surprise.

“When did they start?”

“Just a moment ago,” Giratina told him. “A bit before I opened my test portal.”

“Those are a lot like what we saw earlier, but much stronger,” Kevin said. “They seem to be all around Michina, which… well, they’re less strong than what happened to Alamos Town, but I’m not sure how much that helps.”

Incoming, Dexter said calmly, then began transferring in Pokéballs.

Ash didn’t really have any reason to argue with that.


“Okay, so… there are definitely disturbances happening all over Michina,” Kevin said, some minutes later. “They’re different close to the Axis than further out – are you seeing this?”

I am, Dexter answered, his projector flaring as he displayed a hologram. The ripples were growing in strength, but there was almost an ‘eye’ in the centre where they didn’t show up at all.

“How do you tell the scale on this?” Brock asked.

“You sort of have to… get used to it?” Kevin replied. “It’s not static, but it swoops in and out to show the most influential disturbances. At the moment it looks like it’s covering an area a few miles on a side.”

Sheena looked out over Michina, trying to see if there were any visible disturbances yet, then back at her friend.

“Should I try to summon Dialga or Palkia?” she asked. “To find out what’s going on?”

“I’m… not sure,” Kevin replied. “Would it make things worse? It caused Alamos to be drawn into a separate bubble of space-time…”

“That should not be normal,” Giratina stated. “Dialga and Palkia can be in the same place at the same time without damaging the world.”

“This is so odd,” Sheena said suddenly. “We’ve spent years trying to find out about what my ancestor did, and then all of a sudden… all the answers just appear, pretty much at once. And they turn out to be almost entirely made up of new questions…”

“I know what you mean, we’ve experienced that a lot,” Dawn said. “But… in this case, yeah, I think it should be okay. Dialga and Palkia helped us a lot last time, along with Giratina, and Dialga’s actually the one who threw us into the past.”

“All right,” Sheena decided. “If we’re going to do this, we’d better do it in the bowl.”


With her hands clenched, Sheena reached out once more – touching the Temporal World and the Spatial World, and imploring their masters and sole inhabitants to come to her.

The ripple spread out, intangible and indefinable, and a moment later it was answered.

Dialga came first, appearing in a blue flash – going from absent to present in a single instant of time, and falling slowly to land on the side of the bowl.

“Speaker,” the Temporal Pokémon stated, standing tall. “And Chosen One.”

His gaze moved a little to the side. “Giratina. I am surprised to see you as well.”

“Hello, Dialga,” Giratina replied. “I have a trainer now.”

Dialga frowned slightly, looking closer, and his gem pulsed though a rainbow of colours before returning to its normal state. “I see. He has been sent back in time, and you carry echoes of the process.”

A lens-shaped warp formed, the area it enclosed distorting more and more until there was nothing but inky blackness, and Palkia emerged.

“Speaker,” he said, echoing Dialga. “And…”

The Spatial Pokémon paused for a moment.

“Giratina,” he began, carefully. “Do you still bear a grudge?”

“I do not,” Giratina replied. “I understand the situation now, and you were justified. Besides, last time it was Dialga who did it.”

“What did I do?” Dialga asked, sounding moderately interested.

“That isn’t really important,” Ash said. “What is important is – there’s all kinds of time-space distortions going on around Michina. Can you guys help?”

“I sense no disturbances,” Palkia said, looking around.

“You aren’t looking far enough,” Dialga told him. “I noticed earlier. They are no less than five light-microseconds from our position.”

Palkia spread the area he was examining for anomalies, and blinked.

“Ah. Yes, that is a lot of anomalies.”

“It is almost as though the Creator of All is coming,” Dialga agreed.

“He… might be,” Ash said. “That’s what happened last time… we’re trying to work out what could be happening this time, though.”

Palkia spread his hand, and focused. “Dialga?”

Dialga’s fins extended, and the two Pokémon exerted their powers together. The air felt heavy for a moment, and Giratina’s golden armour flashed in response.

“We have stabilized the anomalies,” Palkia reported. “They have not stopped, but they are weaker now. We will have time to find what is going on.”


“This is most interesting,” Dialga stated, his gem glowing as he examined Ash more closely. “How many times have you time travelled?”

“Uh…” Ash paused. “Do you mean me as in me-this-body, or me as in me-the-person? Because the answer’s different.”

“…both, then,” Dialga decided. “If they differ so much.”

“Okay, so…” Ash frowned. “The first time around, there was a thing with Celebi which might count? I can’t remember if Celebi actually changed anything there, though…

He shook his head. “Apart from that, there was one where Brock, Dawn, Sheena and I all got thrown back in time by you to Michina in the past. I think there were at least three actual pushes though time, two of them back.”

“Understood,” Dialga replied. “And then?”

“Hold on,” Palkia requested. “Is that a bag of folded space? Those are always nice to see.”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s Sir Aaron’s, I’ve tried to work out how to make another one but it’s really complicated.”

“They are impressive and capable artefacts,” Palkia declared. “There is no shame in not succeeding.”

“If I can continue?” Dialga requested. “And then?”

“Well, then… uh, there was a thing where the world ended,” Ash said, simplifying somewhat. “And Arceus told me to save the world, created another Dialga, and that Dialga sent me back in time – just my mind, though. Since then there was definitely a time travel thing with Celebi a couple of years ago when there was a time paradox serious enough to create the Fairy type, and I think one other jump by a Celebi who works with Wes from Orre while I was near?”

“That was because he saw his Ho-Oh already coming in to land,” Brock supplied. “So that didn’t change anything.”

“That seems to make sense,” Dialga stated. “Yes, I can see all the effects you mention… though they do not seem sufficient to explain the distortion we have seen, nor the lack of it around you right now. Whatever is causing this may be linked to you, but you are not the direct cause.”

“That is good to know,” Ash admitted. “I’d hate to accidentally break the world…”

“Again?” Pikachu suggested.

“I don’t think Ash has broken something that big,” Lucario countered. “Either accidentally or deliberately.”

“I was there when time broke,” Pikachu said. “I definitely remember something broke time then, and it was closely related to what Ash and Sammy were talking about.”

“I can assure you-” Dialga began, then stopped and looked up.

Palkia did the same, and Giratina looked up a moment later.

Suicune frowned for a moment, then bowed – her brothers either side of her – and her father did the same.

A swirl of cloud rolled in, condensing out of the clear blue sky in moments until it became a localized overcast that obscured the sunlight, and a ripple ran through the area.

“Sheena?” Kevin asked, looking over at her. “Is this-”

“I think so,” Sheena replied, one hand on her temple. “I can feel something – someone – approaching us…”

Golden light flared inside the clouds, faint at first but growing brighter as the clouds began to spread apart again. A half-dozen opalescent strands of rainbow light dropped through the cloud floor, weaving away from a common centre and casting a shifting pattern of light over the bowl.

Hundreds of Unown spilled through the cloud layer, chanting and humming, and their concerted voices formed a harmonious choir with dozens of distinct melodies weaving in and out of one another as the golden light grew to the point it was eye-watering.

Arceus descended out of the blazing golden light, His Plates orbiting him in a single near-continuous ring to complement His golden wheel, and landed in the middle of the bowl with a faint metallic ching of hooves on rock.

Head high, the Alpha Pokémon surveyed the humans and Pokémon in the Michina bowl. Then, as the Unown choir faded into stillness, He spoke.

“Yes?”

There was a long, singing pause.

“We… did not summon you,” Palkia said, a bit hesitantly.

“You are already here,” Arceus replied. “My Dragons of Creation assembled together around the site of a disturbance which troubles me greatly.”

“That’s because-” Ash began, and Arceus turned to look at him.

Ash fell silent as the Creator looked him up and down, then raised a hoof and brought it down with a tik.

The Unown hovering overhead dispersed, returning to their own plane of reality, and the sense of majestic power faded somewhat.

“Well?” Arceus asked. “You were saying?”

“Oh, uh…” Ash frowned, then nodded. “Yeah, so… in the first timeline you were trying to destroy Michina because they kept the Jewel of Life, then my friends and I went back in time and made sure you got the Jewel of Life back in the second timeline, then you sent me back in time to save the world a year or so later. I don’t know what happened in Michina in the third timeline and the fourth timeline is where we are now.”

Arceus considered that.

“You are telling the truth, or enough of it that I will accept what you say,” he stated. “You have not gone back in time to ensure I obtain the Jewel of Life?”

“That’s right,” Brock said.

“Then that is the cause of the problem,” Arceus decided. “I could feel my existence was under strain because of-”

The Alpha Pokémon suddenly turned his attention to the kneeling Legendaries. “Oh, get up,” he declared. “Your piety does you credit, but I do not require obeisance.”

“Thank you, Creator,” Ho-Oh said, lifting his head once more. “I am honoured.”

“Again, while I appreciate it, if everyone does it we will be here all day,” Arceus elaborated. “Assume you have already done sufficient grovelling and we are onto polite conversation.”

He turned his attention back to Ash, then looked up. “…you are new.”

Everyone followed his gaze to the Psychic-type floating up at the rear of the formation.

“Me?” Mewtwo checked.

“Yes,” Arceus confirmed. “I do not remember creating you, or your species.”

“I am the creation of humans,” Mewtwo answered. “A fusion of humanity and Mew.”

“Ah,” Arceus replied, his mental tone considering. “It seems humans have surprised me; I can see how it would be done, now I look upon you, but it seems they did an excellent job.”

That done with, the Creator returned his focus to Ash for the second time. “The problem is this,” he declared. “My own history before I regained my Jewel of Life is where I am the most vulnerable, and the alteration to the timeline since your journey to save me has left that history fragile. It seems you are now bound up with my past, and our meeting must be renewed; this I charge you with, my Chosen One, as soon as possible.”


“This isn’t your first time time-travelling,” Dialga stated, focused mostly on Ash. “But from your descriptions I am not sure if you have had the orientation discussion.”

“Not really, no,” Ash admitted. “I couldn’t really understand you before I had Aura training, and Celebi just said something about headaches.”

“Celebi is correct in that time travel is extremely confusing,” Dialga told him. “In particular, it is quite possible to alter the same events more than once until they are lined up well enough to fit; time is temporamental.”

There was an expectant pause.

“Never mind,” Dialga muttered. “Time is flexible, and in this case you are going back in time to a key point in history. You do not, however, need to get it exactly right – instead, you simply need to reaffirm the key points.”

“I have a question?” Brock said. “So we went back in time to sort things out in Michina last time – so why don’t they stay sorted out?”

“Because the you who did it is no longer available to go back,” Dialga answered. “And because… you said something about a time paradox that created the Fairy Type?”

“I didn’t do that one,” Brock replied, frowning. “Ash did, though.”

“Yeah, there was someone trying to use a Celebi to take over the world,” Ash explained. “And there were all sorts of odd time things piling up at once, until a bubble of space kind of… detached? So we saw all kinds of scenes from the past and the future around us, most of them about the humans and Pokémon who were in the bubble but not all of them.”

He touched Pikachu’s tail absently for support, thinking about what had happened. “And… well, Molly’s Eevee was with us, that’s a Pokémon who she created through the Unown and who can turn into any Eeveelution she wants. But she could also turn into a Sylveon, which… I think Molly invented? And when we were in the bubble, we saw Arceus creating his Plates, and…”

“Yeah, there was a stream of pink light which came off Sylveon’s fur,” Pikachu agreed. “And when the time bubble collapsed, the Fairy type was now a thing.”

“That… actually explains a lot,” Palkia said. “When Arceus gathered together the powers of the world to form his Plates, I remember the Pixie Plate coming as a surprise.”

“And there were no other changes that you were aware of?” Dialga asked.

“Just that Mega Evolutions seemed to become more common afterwards,” Ash replied. “That’s kind of hard to tell for sure, though…”

“That sounds like a good example of what I mean, then,” Dialga decided. “There was a fundamental change, but the world adapted around it because nothing that changed broke anything.”

“That sounds really kind of arbitrary,” Dawn admitted. “I mean, it’s helpful, but it also sounds kind of held together by guesswork?”

“There is a reason I have assistants,” Dialga said.

“Oh, uh… I have some Pokémon who didn’t exist in the past,” Ash pointed out. “Dexter, at least – he’s a Porygon evolution, and the Porygon line only started to exist recently – and Mewtwo is a new Pokémon as well. Is it going to be okay taking them back?”

Dialga gave the matter due consideration, then nodded. “Meh. Should be fine.”

“Then… I guess we just need to go back and make sure we keep Marcus from completing his plan,” Ash said.

“That is a fair statement,” Dialga agreed. “Would everyone who is going to be travelling in time please gather in a well defined group?”

“I’m going to stay,” Kevin said firmly. “I’ll keep an eye on things here in Michina.”

“But… wait, is he going to be okay?” Sheena asked. “We’re about to… well, change history, or not change history? I don’t know how that works.”

“He should be safe,” Palkia declared. “I will keep him – and the Axis – out of danger.”

“Thank you,” Sheena said, relieved. “And… thanks, Kevin.”

As they took their places, Ash looked up at Arceus – standing a little off to the side – and thought for a moment, then spoke up.

“Arceus? When you – or, uh, the future version of you – sent me back in time, it was because of Team Galactic. But nobody seems able to remember who they are, now, except people who got their memories back, so… does that apply to you as well?”

Arceus was silent for a long moment.

“What was the question?”

“…never mind, then, I guess,” Ash sighed. “It was worth a try.”

“Indeed,” Giratina agreed. “But it tells us something. The Creator is powerful, and it would take a powerful effect indeed to harm him – especially complete with all his Plates as he is.”

The Dragon lashed his tail. “I would not care to venture that artifice of humans was unable to do it, as humanity is truly inventive. But it is worrisome.”

“Transporting soon,” Dialga said, his fins extending and a glow building around his gem – then around his whole form, as he charged up. “Five.”

Not saying a word after that, Dialga inhaled – energy swirling around him – and used Roar of Time, hitting them all with a concentrated ball of temporal distortion which hurled them far into the past.


Everything around them was blurred and distorted, a kind of greyish haze shot through with pulses of Dialga’s adamant power forcing them backwards in time. There was a faint flickering of light, but they were going back far too fast for anything less than a year long to even register as moving – greenery morphed as growth patterns changed, the slow erosion of the shrine reversed itself in moments, and the air felt oddly heavy and fluid.

“Is it always like this?” Sheena asked, her voice sounding faint in the heavy air.

“No,” Ash replied. “It kind of seems to always be different – and I think Dialga was really rushed when we came to Michina before…”

The striated pulses of Dialga’s Roar of Time became dimmer, duller, but more frequent – spreading out, until they formed a continuous pulsing wall of dim light, a bubble which hid everything from the humans and Pokémon inside.

Then it burst, all at once, and there was a brutal wrench which left them sprawling.


“That was less pleasant than I was expecting,” Lucario said, shaking himself a little. “I-”

“Ow,” Pikachu complained, voice muffled, and Lucario shifted enough to let the Electric-type out from underneath him. “Thank you…”

“Sorry,” Lucario muttered.

As the others got back to their feet, Sheena reached out to touch the walls. “This is… amazing.”

She looked up. “Sorry – I just never really thought I’d have a chance to look at what the ruins were like before they were ruins. Even when you said, I just… it didn’t seem real until we actually arrived here.”

“That’s pretty understandable,” Dawn replied, moving to a window and looking out over ancient Michina. “Huh, that looks… kind of different…”

The others came over to look as well.

“There’s less technology stuff,” Ash said. “The buildings look kind of different as well, and it looks like the forests and stuff are much closer… more people in the fields, too.”

“Well, if this is before Pokémon joined in helping on the land, much, that would explain it,” Brock mused. “Actually, this is a long way before Pokémon became Pokémon in the first place… it’s before the invention of the Pokéball.”

“Thousands of years,” Sheena said softly. “And Damos is still alive…”

She frowned. “But – that’s right, that’s why we’re here. We need to warn Damos!”

“And we need to make sure he’s got the right Jewel of Life to give back,” Ash added. “I remember in the first timeline, before we fixed stuff, Arceus crushed the fake Jewel of Life with his hoof – the real one’s indestructible, so we can check that way.”

The most important bit is to stop Marcus, however, Mewtwo noted. For that, that means we must find him.

“I’ll help,” Latias volunteered with a squeak. “My brother and I can go completely invisible, we can search easily!”

“Noctowl can use illusions, so he’s a good choice too,” Ash said. “If he wants to… and can’t Crobat see in the dark?”

Brock sent out the Flying-type in question, who alighted on the ground in front of them. “That’s right.”

“Hey, what about me?” Zorua asked. “I can stealth as well. I’m an illusionist – and so is Stantler!”

“You’re right,” Brock said. “You, Stantler and Ninetales can all hide – but Stantler and Ninetales can’t fly, and you need to know what to disguise as before you do it. You can’t just go invisible.”

Zorua pouted. “I guess…”

“So we’re looking for this Damos chap, what what?” Noctowl asked. “And this other Marcus bounder too, I shouldn’t wonder. Just one question…”

The owl fluffed his wings. “What the deuce do either of them look like?”

“That’s, uh… a good question, actually,” Ash admitted. “I know, and so do Brock and Dawn and several of our Pokémon, but how do we show you guys…”

“Wasn’t Damos in prison by now?” Dawn asked. “Or… do we know what time we’re at? He might not be yet.”

“If we’ve arrived before Marcus took over, that would be great,” Ash admitted. “But we can’t really know that… so Damos looks pretty strong, and he has brown hair. Marcus is a bit taller, I think, and when we saw him he was wearing a red crown and toga, and… he didn’t have any hair, I think.”

“Also, he has a Heatran and a Bronzong,” Pikachu volunteered. “That’s probably the biggest clue, because every Pokémon is a walking Pokémon right now. Damos might have a lot of Pokémon with him, but I think they mostly got controlled by Marcus or something so that’s harder to tell.”

“It’d kind of help if Tracey was here,” Ash said. “He’s good at drawing… or do I mean it’d help if Tracey was now?”

“I don’t think we can go and get him,” Lucario replied. “Did anyone else do any art classes?”

“I do ikebana?” Primeape suggested.

“In what way does that help, exactly?” Ivysaur inquired.

“It’s definitely art.”

“I think I kind of have an idea,” Brock suggested. “It won’t help the Pokémon find Marcus or Damos, but it’ll make it easier for us to tell if they’ve found the right person.”

He pointed to Latias, then to Latios. “You two can just use sight sharing to show us, so that means we can easily confirm if the one who found someone they think is Marcus or Damos stays watching them and the other one comes back to show us. Noctowl can come back and show us an illusion, and Crobat can use sonar for Dexter to interpret.”

“I haven’t had much chance to try out producing sonar images for other people yet,” Crobat admitted. “But I’ll give it a go.”

“So what do the rest of us do until then?” Dawn asked.

“I guess we just try not to draw too much attention,” Brock replied. “Or we could go around looking as a group, the four of us with a couple of Pokémon won’t look too threatening or surprising but we’ll be able to get out of most trouble.”

“Though then there’s kind of a problem about how the search parties find us,” Pikachu noted. “It’s a pity mobile phones don’t exist this far back in time, or we could coordinate that way.”

“I… do have an idea about that,” Dawn replied.


“Thanks for this,” Dawn said. “Okay, let’s see if this works… Dexter?”

Dexter said nothing, but her Pokétch emitted a blip! sound as it got a new message.

“This is a test,” the Pokétch said. “I’m broadcasting this over radio so it should have enough range.”

“Okay, looks like that works that way,” Dawn smiled. “All right, Rotom, let’s try the other way?”

Message received, Dexter reported.

“Thanks, Rotom,” Dawn reiterated. “That’s going to make this much easier. I know you’re kind of shy, so I appreciate how difficult this is for you.”

Rotom buzzed very faintly.

“I think that’s us all set up,” Ash decided. “So… Dawn, are you okay staying back here?”

“That looks like the best option for now, yeah,” Dawn agreed. “Good luck, guys.”


Remember, sis, don’t go too fast, Latios warned, skimming invisibly through the halls of the great Michina temple complex. We’re only invisible, we still displace the air around us.

I know, Latias replied. I do listen when you’re talking about that kind of stuff, Latios!

You’re right, I’m sorry, Latios admitted.

He passed over someone in the corridor, and examined them for a moment before concluding that they probably weren’t either Damos or Marcus.

Latios was fairly sure both of those were male names, after all…

He reached a fork in the passage, considered for a moment, then went up the stairs. Halfway up he spotted a Starly coming the other way, and dropped low enough that the Flying-type wouldn’t run into him before scooting past and continuing.

This place was much less complicated before, Latias hummed. Or, uh, in the future? Maybe that’s because it’s busy and stuff.

Probably, Latios replied. Oh, hey, I think I found something.

Which one? Latias asked, as Latios entered the room he’d seen.

Neither, Latios answered, sliding invisibly around the room in a half-cicle. It’s the Space-Time Axis.

He floated a little closer, inspecting the five components resting in their places. I can’t remember exactly what it looked like, but it seems different…

I got a better look, Latias said. Hold on a moment… okay, I’m somewhere I won’t be found.

Taking the cue, Latios opened his mind to Sight-Share with his sister so she could see what he saw.

Huh, Latias noted. It looks like there’s a ripple where Dialga’s World is closest to the physical world. Maybe that’s our time travel?

Maybe, Latios agreed. Doesn’t really help us, though… look there, though, it looks like Arceus is on his way, or I think that’s what that light might mean.

Probably – wait, I just overheard something, Latias said, ending their sight-sharing. Someone was talking about taking food to the prison.

Got it, Latios sent back. You follow them, I’ll head back to the others.


The friends watched in silence through Latias’ eyes, as one of the acolytes brought food up to a cell and passed it through to Damos.

“Thank you, Helena,” the man said gravely. “Has Marcus allowed you to bring news as well as food?”

The acolyte stepped back a pace. “Lord Marcus has ordered us not to talk to you… he says you are a heretic and a traitor.”

Damos shook his head. “I am no traitor, Helena. The time is coming due for the bargain with Arceus to be completed, Marcus knows this as much as I do.”

“But Michina prospers because of the Jewel of Life,” Helena replied firmly. “Lord Marcus simply wants the Jewel to stay here, where it can keep Michina safe!”

“We cannot renege-” Damos began, and Helene walked away before he finished.

The big man sighed.

“Well, that’s him,” Brock pointed out. “I guess now we can show what he looks like.”

“How far away is Latias?” Ash asked. “We’d better get there so we can let Damos out and plan what else to do.”

“She’s… about five minutes walk away, I think?” Latios replied. “I’ll lead you there.”

“Are you thinking we just go straight there, Ash?” Brock checked. “That might mean we get found out.”

“We’re going to have to be found out anyway to stop Marcus,” Ash replied. “I know what you mean, Brock, but this is the easiest way to help out.”

“Hold on, please,” Sheena asked. “I’d like to come with you so I can meet Damos… I know it’s kind of strange, but I really do want to meet him.”

“That’s not strange at all,” Brock assured her. “Dawn, are you coming as well?”

“Yeah, though it kind of means we didn’t get much use out of the setup with Rotom,” Dawn chuckled. “We did get this conversation though, so that’s better than nothing.”


AN:


All right, here’s the first chapter of the Jewel of Life.
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Anyway, the past. Where men were men and Pokémon were Maiju.
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285. Jewel of Life 2


This is the second of two chapters today.


Noctowl flew through the air outside Michina Temple on silent wings.

His whole body was wrapped in an illusion, one which portrayed the decidedly non-simple image of general invisibility. It was more than a little tricky to manage, but he could do it – especially with the sky overhead largely composed of banks of light grey cloud which all looked much the same from one part of the sky to another.

The wind striking the mountain gave him an updraught to use if he needed it, and Noctowl alternately slid away from it and came in close enough to ascend again.

“It would help if I had more than the first bally clue what the bounder looks like,” he muttered, then frowned. “I say…”

Tilting his wings with a whisper of wind across his feathers, Noctowl banked a lot closer to the mountainside. Flaring to shed most of his velocity, he slipped through a window with his wings pointing straight up and down before half-rolling to go back upright.

Now barely moving, Noctowl drifted around ahead of the person he’d spotted.

A tall man, mostly bald, with an ornate ray-of-stars crown and armoured Pokémon following him – a Bronzong, a Luxray, and an Exploud.

It certainly looked like the chap he was after.

Noctowl’s wings beat once, slowly, just enough to keep him moving, and he made ready to turn back out the window… then he noticed the Exploud looking around, turning towards one of the corridors leading deeper into the mountain.

“What is it?” the man asked.

“I hear something,” the Exploud stated, not that the man would understand.

Noctowl blinked, and landed on the windowsill to see what was going on.

“Is there someone there?” the man demanded, then frowned. “Exploud, is something there?”

Exploud nodded.

“Drive them off,” the man said. “This is too important for the future of Michina for anything to be left to chance.”

Exploud shouted down the corridor, a blast of pressure which made Noctowl wince, and when it faded he saw the Luxray sniffing at the air.

Then it pounced at him.

Noctowl took off with a flap of wings, and Luxray landed on the windowsill just where Noctowl had been a moment before. The Electric-type threw up a Shock Wave, covering the window, and turned to blaze a second Electric attack up at where Noctowl was flapping to gain height.

“That’s just not bloody cricket!” Noctowl yelped, dropping his illusion and striking back with an Extrasensory – then nearly getting blasted into the wall by an Echoed Voice from Exploud.

Crobat came storming past him, firing a blast of concentrated sound at Luxray to Confuse the Electric-type, then did a four-wing wingover and took up a position next to Noctowl.

“Illusion us and follow me!” he instructed, his voice sounding oddly crackly. “I’m sonar-cloaking us, but I can’t do anything about visible.”

The two Flying-types banked hard-left, getting into a corridor just ahead of another blast of sound from Exploud.


“Pii-chu,” a female Pichu sighed.

“Don’t worry,” Damos told her. “I am sure things will work out in the end.”

The Pichu looked up at her friend, brightening slightly. “Pichuuu?”

Damos nodded, lightly touching her spiked ear, and the Pichu giggled before freezing suddenly. Then she hurried over to the shadowed side of the cell, out of sight.

Damos sighed, and stood.

“What is it this time?” he asked. “Did Helena tell you what I said? It’s nothing more than the truth.”

“We’re not with Marcus,” an unfamiliar voice replied.

Damos blinked, then stepped back a pace as a group of outlandish newcomers came up the stairs.

Four humans wearing all kinds of peculiar clothes, and at least a dozen Maiju – some of which Damos didn’t recognize at all. Then there was a blue flash, and another one appeared overhead – a Latias, cancelling her cloak of invisibility.

“We’re here to help you,” the first one said.

“I’m flattered,” Damos replied, blinking. “And very surprised. Where might you be from – the south?”

“Pretty much, yeah,” the youth replied. “Except for Sheena, she’s from right here in Michina.”

Damos examined the indicated woman.

“I’ve never met her before,” he admitted. “My apologies.”

“You wouldn’t have done,” the younger girl said. “We’re… I can say it, right? We’re from the future.”

Damos frowned, thinking.

“Then you have been sent by Dialga,” he realized. “To ensure that Arceus gets back the Jewel of Life.”

“That’s right,” said the final human. “It’s a bit more complicated than that, but we do need to stop Marcus. His plan’s crazy.”

“I am in no position to disagree,” Damos admitted. “But Marcus has an army – he designed the armour that many of the Maiju of Michina wear, and it seems he can use it to control them. Your own friendly Maiju are strong indeed, but…”

He waved his hand.

The odd purple Maiju waved his hand as well, and the bars of the cell neatly folded up into a small cage and dropped to the ground.

I am strong as well, the Maiju declared. And I am not alone.

“None of us are alone,” added the Lucario. “We will stop Marcus for you.”

“I think we’re dropping too much on him at once,” Sheena decided. “We should go back and explain a bit.”

Damos focused for a moment, reaching out with his soul, and felt their intent.

Not peaceful, but… that lack of peace was not aimed towards him, but towards Marcus. A view he could thoroughly agree with.

“I would be grateful,” Damos said. “My thanks.”


“This isn’t the first time we’ve been here,” Ash said. “But it probably feels like the first to you, uh… okay, Dexter?”

Dexter’s projector lit up, and he showed a diagram of the timelines.

“The first time, Marcus had his Bronzong control you with Hypnosis,” Ash explained. “He made you give Arceus a fake jewel, and Arceus smashed it – then he made you attack Arceus, and Arceus decided that meant humans were treacherous. Once he was healed, in our time, he tried to destroy Michina – maybe the world?”

Ash frowned. “It’s kind of not clear… but the real Jewel of Life is indestructible, so maybe Arceus was trying to just destroy the area and pick up the Jewel of Life from the ruins.”

“That sounds possible,” Damos allowed. “If the Jewel is truly as impossible to destroy as you say.”

“Yeah, and Dialga sent us back in time, which is what happened next,” Ash continued. “It was kind of complicated, but we freed Marcus’ Pokémon from their armour and got the Jewel of Life back to Arceus.”

“Then things got… really complicated,” Dawn took up the thread. “So we need to do it again.”

Damos was silent for a long moment.

“Then there is no reason not to agree with you,” he decided. “I already believe Marcus must be stopped, and your clothes and speech alone mark you out as being from a far away land or time; with so many Maiju vouching their approval of you, then it must be a time.”

He paused. “I assume that what I call Maiju are what you would know as Pokémon?”

“That’s right,” Brock agreed. “Do you know where the Jewel of Life is, and where Marcus is?”

“Marcus could be anywhere in the temple complex,” Damos replied, frowning. “And the Jewel of Life will likely be with him, unless he has hidden it somewhere.”

“Then I guess we’ll need to look for him,” Ash said. “We sent a couple of Pokémon out to look, but it’ll probably work better if we all go.”

“We also now have someone with us who knows how the temple is laid out,” Suicune said. “That’s an important advantage.”

“Right!” Ash agreed. “Let’s get going, then!”


“Where the deuce are they?” Noctowl demanded. “I specifically remember that they said there’d be someone here!”

“I know,” Crobat agreed. “I’m disappointed too… let’s see if this works.”

He landed, spreading his wings.

“You’d think they’d at least leave us some kind of-”

“Ssh,” Crobat requested. “Listening.”

He focused, filtering out the sounds of their arrival. Of Noctowl’s hooting complaints, now ceased but still bouncing around the stone walls of the room they were in. The sound of the wind…

…and, faintly, he heard the echoes of a conversation. And footsteps.

“This way,” he instructed. “And quiet.”

Noctowl muttered something bally, then shut up and followed Crobat on silent wings.


“What are those spheres you carry on your waist, next to that Honedge?” Damos asked, as they hurried down the corridors of Michina Temple.

“Those are Pokéballs,” Ash explained. “Well, the red and white ones are Pokéballs, the others have different names. They let us carry our companion Pokémon with us without having them out all the time, so I let them out when they ask and otherwise I do the walking.”

“It’s kind of a trade off,” Lucario told him. “I’m impressed you recognized Kari, though.”

“If you mean the Honedge, then I am afraid I have been in battle in the past,” Damos replied. “Those who bear Honedge are rare, but not unknown.”

“At last!”

Everyone skidded to a halt, barely avoiding ending up in a heap, as Noctowl and Crobat came flying into contact with the rest of the group.

“We found Marcus,” Crobat reported. “A while ago, though.”

“The bounder found us, too!” Noctowl added. “Luxray are dashed annoying, I tell you that!”

“Er…” Dawn’s Luxio began.

“Future company excepted, of course,” Noctowl amended.

“Where was he?” Brock asked.

“Down about… halfway down the cliff side,” Crobat estimated.

Ash translated, and Damos frowned.

“That’s… hm. I have not seen the Time-Space Axis recently, but I would assume that means Arceus is not just about to arrive. If he was, then Marcus would be coming up here to hypnotize me.”

“Then maybe we can stop him and get the Jewel back before Arceus even arrives,” Ash decided. “Everyone ready?”


“Lord Marcus, I have given Damos his food,” Helena reported.

“Thank you, Helena,” Marcus replied. “How is he?”

“Still the same,” Helena told him, grimacing. “He refuses to listen.”

“As expected,” Marcus said, his words sombre. “But his understanding is not necessary for his cooperation. Make sure everything else is ready.”

“Yes, Lord Marcus,” Helena said, nodding.

As she left, Marcus looked up at the towering cliff of Michina Temple.

All his, now. And it would be into the future… so long as his plan worked. So long as Arceus was gone, and Michina was still blessed by the Jewel of Life.

He frowned for a moment, thinking over the plan – how he had established it, put everything into motion, and then been forced to rethink when the Space-Time Axis had shown a second ripple.

Helena came running back. “Lord Marcus – Damos has escaped, and there are strange Maiju here!”

“To arms,” Marcus instructed. “Bronzong – get the Maiju ready.”

Bronzong’s arms raised, and the Psychic-type tolled a note that echoed throughout the grounds and the temple.

Everywhere within earshot, armoured Maiju raised their heads – then came running.

“If you see Damos, stop him,” Marcus added. “We need him alive and unhurt. The others…”

He paused, then shook his head. “Alive, if you can. I want to know why they are here.”


In the guardhouse, Michina’s head guard passed out weapons – shields and spears, a few swords, and bows for anyone who wanted them.

“Hurry!” he called. “Lord Marcus is under attack!”

You know, this is all something of a misunderstanding, a soundless voice declared.

The guard captain took up his shield and spear and ran out the door, joining his men in a loose formation facing…

Something.

A Maiju he’d never even heard of before, standing in thin air as if on solid ground, and with hands raised and tail flicking slightly.

“Misunderstanding?” the captain asked, levelling his spear. “You’re attacking Michina!”

The Maiju sighed, and waved a hand. There was a sudden wrenching tug on the swords, bows and spears, and all the weapons went flying into the air to hover in a neatly-arranged bundle.

We’re not actually here to attack, the Maiju said, opening a hole in the ground with a flick of his wrist and burying the bundle in it. We’re here to make sure that Marcus doesn’t prevent Arceus from getting the Jewel of Life back.

“The Jewel of Life is how Michina lives,” the guard captain said, then noticed some of the other guards looking askance.

It looks like your men and women might disagree with you a bit there…

The Maiju landed gently. Well, it’s no matter to me. Just don’t get in any fistfights, or I’ll be forced to separate you.


Infernape dropped down the Michina cliff face, his flames burning up around his wrists. As he got close to ground level, he thrust both arms down and launched out jets of fire – the sudden blast of flame and force acting like retro-rockets, slowing his descent and letting him land with a roll before coming back to his full height.

“Show-off,” Charizard grumbled, flying down to hover next to him. “So, ever fought a Heatran before?”

“No, actually,” Infernape replied. “What are they like?”

Charizard shrugged a bit. “Not bad if you’re heatproof.”

The Heatran in question growled, then launched a blast of flame towards them both.

Infernape dodged to the side, avoiding the high-powered Flamethrower not because it would do damage – though the fire was very hot – but because it would knock him backwards into the cliff face.

Breaking into a sprint, he kicked hard at Heatran – twice – and sent the dual-typed Fire/Steel Pokémon sliding backwards a little.

Heatran launched a second jet of flame, and Infernape dodged again so he could continue his assault – then noticed that there was another Pokémon in the way of the attack, Dawn’s Mamoswine which was involved in a shoving match with a Nidoqueen.

Before the Fire Blast reached Mamoswine, a high-pressure jet of water came rushing down from overhead and drenched the fire attack so thoroughly that there was just a muffled bang of steam.

A Sacred Sword flicked down from overhead, knocking Heatran’s head down so he couldn’t do the same thing twice, and Keldeo landed with a clatter of hooves.

“Plan?” he asked brightly.

“Get this guy away from the others!” Infernape replied, darting in for a Mach Punch to keep Heatran stunned for a moment longer.

“Incoming!” Charizard bellowed, and Infernape jumped clear just as his teammate arrived.

Somewhere, Charizard had gotten hold of a massive boulder. He pulled up out of his crash-dive with a shout, wings glittering momentarily with Steel Wing for structural reinforcement, and sent the twelve-ton boulder crashing into Heatran with a sound like a bowling strike on a grand scale.

Legendary or not, Heatran wasn’t heavy enough to take that without moving. The impact knocked him bodily backwards, sliding off the edge of a scree slope, and the three Pokémon followed at a run – Keldeo and Infernape tobogganing down the slope, with Charizard taking a moment to control his trajectory before diving down after them.

Halfway down the slope, Heatran used Magma Storm.

The enormous blast of flame went into the slope and blew it up, sending a bubble of molten rock rising towards Keldeo, Infernape and Charizard, and all three Pokémon reacted quickly.

Keldeo was first, raising one hoof and using Hydro Pump to spray the oncoming bubble of lava. It cooled with an explosive series of hisses and cracks, coming apart into rocky flakes, and Keldeo slashed the ones coming close to him apart with his Secret Sword attack.

Charizard climbed, using the massive wash of heat as an instant thermal, and got out of the way of the attack that way – letting the vast majority of the lava go underneath him, and shielding himself from the rest by letting it spatter on his wings before shaking it off.

Infernape fought fire with fire, slamming both fists together to produce an explosion of his own and physically blasting the Magma Storm away from him. The force of Infernape’s quickly-realized attack sent a spray of fine droplets everywhere, and a haze of molten rock fogged the air for a moment – condensing into sand where it impinged on Keldeo’s water.

Then they were all through, attacking Heatran as they reached close range, and more of the slope slid away as Charizard opened proceedings with Draco Meteor.


Absol jumped from outcrop to windowledge to outcrop, descending fast, most of her attention on her razor-sharp disaster sense. She went as far as she could on each jump without hurting something, carefully evading possible dangers like a slippery outcrop or just landing slightly wrong.

Reaching ground level, she darted towards the right flank as other Pokémon came down all around her – some of them being dropped off by flying Pokémon, others being sent out when their trainer reached the ground.

The Dark-type took five long loping leaps, then skidded to slow her movement as she reached the Pokémon she’d been aiming to attack – more Absol, wearing the same armour as the other Pokémon of Michina and moving to stop her.

The first one made to pounce, then aborted his attack as Ash’s Absol shifted her attention to him and threatened him with a flick of her horn. As she did, a second darted in to catch her from behind, and Absol swung her tail to block his horn without looking.

“Ow!” yelped the third Absol in the group, raising a paw to her head. “What’s going on?”

“That would be my trainer,” Ash’s Absol replied, riding her disaster-sense to the limit. She feinted, dodged and then fired an X-Scissor at her first opponent, before turning and using a Flamethrower attack to temporarily obscure herself from the second armoured Absol menacing her from the side.

Blinded or not, neither male Absol was someone she could actually take by surprise – just like her, they could feel dangerous situations coming and react to them before they actually happened. But Ash’s Absol was the only chance-dancer on the field, and the only one used to dealing with Ash’s own confusing effect on what constituted ‘danger of disaster’ – and she used that advantage with panache, ignoring the easy victories or the quick solutions that her opponents would be able to react to and going instead for options much further down the chain of possibilities.

Sharp horns and tails flashed, glowing occasionally with an elemental attack. Paws lashed out, claws flicked. At one point by mutual agreement all four Absol got clear as the side-wash from a Hurricane attack by Pidgeot stormed across the battlefield.

Then Ash’s Absol raised both her horn and her tail at once – and brought them down.

Six beams of energy slashed out at once, three from each blade, and all three of her opponents took glancing hits with Ice Blade.

That was enough to stun them, and Absol had them at bladepoint by the time they recovered.

“This is the part where you give up,” she informed them.

“How can you think in this?” the first male demanded. “It’s giving me a headache…”

“Practice,” Ash’s Dark-type explained simply.

The other male twitched for a moment, thinking through the consequences of continuing to fight, then slumped.

“All right,” he agreed.


“There!” Latias called, pointing. “That’s the Bronzong!”

She tightened her shields along with her brother, both Psychic-type Legendaries ready to help one another resist any mental attacks by the dangerous Bronzong. It wasn’t really clear just how good at Hypnosis it was, but neither of them wanted to take any chances.

Both stealthed, the two Eon Pokémon used Psywave in synchronization – sending a double-hammer of psychic energy to hit Bronzong by surprise, knocking it back far enough to separate it from the startled Marcus.

Dropping their stealth with a flamboyant flash of blue, Latias and Latios curved around in a sweeping pass which drew attention to them.

“Stop them!” Marcus shouted. “Manectric, blast them!”

An armoured Manectric shot a blast of lightning skywards, then yelped in surprise as it was picked up and thrown into the distance.

Moving fast, Lucario shoulder-charged the Bronzong – hitting it hard enough to make it toll, sounding a clear note out over the battlefield. The Psychic-type spun rapidly, however, both big metal arms knocking Lucario away, then focused a psionic assault on him.

Marcus backed away, getting clear of the fighting, and Lucario’s paws fizzed with the purple-black of a Dark Pulse which he used to disrupt the psychic assault. Then Latias came skimming back, firing a Shadow Ball on her way past, and Lucario took the opportunity to close in and hammer home a Force Palm attack.

Bronzong used Gyro Ball to fend Lucario off, but before it could do something else to get the Fighting-type away from it it was Latios’ turn to come past with a Shadow Ball.

With neither Latias nor Latios sticking around for long enough to effectively target, the only Pokémon Bronzong could concentrate its attention on was Lucario – but whenever it tried to focus on Lucario for more than a few seconds at a time, one of the Eon Pokémon would come past at speed and throw in a Shadow Ball which hit hard enough to disrupt whatever Bronzong was doing.

Lucario ducked, struck and backflipped away from a counterattack, then winced – along with both Eon Pokémon and half-a-dozen others around the area – as Bronzong used Synchronoise, the pulse of part-sound part-psychic-energy resonating with every other Psychic-type or Steel-type around.

Lucario landed hard, a bit woozy from the sonic blow, then clapped his paws together and used Aura Sphere. Not bothering to split it into seeker spheres, the single attack hit like a hammer and knocked the Bronzong wobbling backwards.

Brock’s Flygon used Rock Tomb, using as his choice of rock his teammate Steelix.

Bronzong was slammed into the soil hard enough to bury it up to its apex, and Lucario relaxed with a huff of relief.

He could see Ambipom clashing back and forth with a Probopass, using Iron Tail to return the noses it was hurling at her, and a little way further along the battlefield Gliscor was launching blasts of sand down at the Luxray trying to catch Noctowl. Then Raikou sped through the melee, chuckling to himself before pouncing on a Nidoking and knocking him to the ground, and Pidgeot’s wings hammered as she drove a Claydol close enough to the ground for a Linoone to turn out to actually be Zorua.

Then the fighting was over, seemingly all at once, apart from the distant thunder of the Heatran battle going on some way away.


Marcus looked back and forth, his staff half-raised. “…what happened?”

His gaze fell on Damos, and his expression hardened. “Damos! You… where did they all come from? None of these Maiju are from Michina! And those humans – where are they from?”

“A long way away,” Damos replied. “They came to help, Marcus, because of your dangerous and treacherous plan.”

“A long-” Marcus began, frowning. “The distortion, on the Space-Time Axis. That must have been their arrival… did you beg Palkia for some more of Arceus’ servants to save you?”

“I did not have to beg,” Damos stated. “They came themselves, to help stop you.”

“I was doing what was – I am doing what is best for Michina!” Marcus replied harshly. “You want to give up our livelihood to Arceus… after only a few years? What is a decade to Arceus?”

“Hey, calm down a bit,” one of the outlandish newcomers suggested, this one a young girl.

“Calm down?” Marcus asked, incredulous, then clenched his fist.

He took a deep breath, focusing on regaining control – his rage still burning, but colder. “Damos, this is nonsense. Do you think Arceus will be grateful that you return his Jewel on time?”

The priest waved his hand, taking in the whole of Michina. “This is his gratitude! As far as Arceus is concerned, you already have your reward, and now you have to give it back!”

“Michina’s prosperity is a gift from Arceus,” Damos said. “But the Jewel is not a gift from Arceus – the Jewel is a part of Arceus, and he needs it back.”

“It’s probably a good idea to let us take the Jewel of Life,” Lucario added. “You won’t get hurt that way.”

Marcus grimaced, then threw the staff to the floor with a clatter.

“I assume it’s the prison for me?” he asked. “Or the high jump?”

“What?” Damos asked, shocked. “No! Did you think… no, Marcus.”

He shook his head. “You were a friend, once. In memory of that… go free. But your Maiju will remain here unless they choose to follow you.”

Marcus snorted, then turned to the path that led down to the valley.

He knew this could only end badly… and wanted to be as far from Michina as possible when it did.


Ash picked up the staff, feeling it for a moment, then tuned to Damos. “Uh… should we make sure this is the real Jewel of Life? It’s supposed to be indestructible.”

“The staff is the official staff of office of the High Priest,” Damos replied, then frowned. “But you are correct, it is possible that Marcus replaced it with a fake.”

Ash thought for a moment, and nodded to Absol. “Can you see if this is the real thing?”

“Yes,” Absol replied. “Just a moment.”

She focused herself, her danger-sense zooming in on the intricacies of the next few seconds – whether her actions would increase or reduce the risks around what happened.

Then she swung her horn, firing a Sacred Sword attack right at the jewel.

The attack hit with a whunnng, and did absolutely nothing.

“I guess that means it’s real,” Brock decided.

“Pretty much,” Absol confirmed. “If it’s not, it’s an extremely well-made fake.”

“We should try and find the fake, to be sure,” Dawn suggested. “If that one can be damaged, we’d know for sure… how long do we have?”

Damos looked up towards the sky, shading his eyes. “Arceus is to arrive when the eclipse is at its height. The sun is no more than a little obscured, so we have an hour at least.”

Ash followed his gaze, squinting. “Yeah, I can see-”

Stop looking directly at the sun! Dexter insisted. Human eyes are easily damaged. Hold on… there.

His projector lit up, showing an image of the sun with a bite out of it next to a reshaped Porygon wearing a mortar board and holding a pointing rod. The reason that the sun is able to cause damage to the eye is because of the extreme temperature of the sun. Any optical apparatus is intended to create a situation where the focal point is surrounded by the ‘image’ of the object, though this is rarely achieved in practice; this means that the temperature of the focus can approach the temperature of the object. Since the sun is several thousand degrees, looking directly into the sun means causing extreme heating of the inner eye and can cause serious damage.

“…what?” Ash asked, blinking. “Sorry, I think I got blinded with science.”

That’s better than getting blinded by looking into the sun, Dexter replied. If you’re just checking the angle of the sun you should not have too many problems, but use a mirror to reflect the image somewhere else if you want to see what the sun looks like. That or use a pinhole camera, since we don’t have any polarizing lenses.

“Are Squirtle’s glasses polarizing?” Pikachu asked.

“Yes, people have a lot of different opinions about them,” Ivysaur answered.

“No, I – ha ha,” Pikachu deadpanned. “I meant whether we could ask him to duplicate the lenses like he does with that attack of his, and then look through them?”


“This is a lot less awesome than I was led to believe,” Squirtle muttered, as Damos looked though the right-angled pairs of glasses.

“If there is a copy of the Jewel of Life, where would it be…” Sheena said to herself, looking up at the towering sides of Michina Temple.

She turned her attention to Damos. “Excuse me? I wanted to ask – is there anywhere Marcus had as his workshop?”

“Hmm,” Damos frowned, lowering the lenses. “His quarters are – or, were – largely two levels below the main bowl.”

“Oh, I think I know where you mean,” Sheena realized. “They’re the ones which have the sunburst symbol over the door, and the secret chamber in the main room?”

“…forgive me, but it is still a surprise when you say something like that,” Damos said. “It is hard for me to remember that you have lived in my home, thousands of years after I will be gone, and that for you even the secrets I do not know are old. I knew nothing of this secret chamber.”

“That sounds like a good place to look,” Suicune said. “Good insight. Do you want a lift?”

“A lift – oh, you mean to the top of the temple,” Sheena realized quickly. “Well, I wouldn’t say no, it is kind of a long way and we don’t have all day.”

“Then climb on,” Suicune invited.

Once Sheena was seated on her back, Suicune paced away from the cliff a little – right to the edge of the level area the battles had taken place on.

“I think this is the first time I’ll have shown off this trick,” she noted. “Hold on tight.”

Sheena barely had time to comply – wrapping her arms into Suicune’s flowing mane – before the Water-type broke into a sprint, running straight for the cliffside.

Twenty feet before hitting it, she crouched and sprang upwards – a mighty leap which took her at least thirty feet into the air – and hit the cliffside with all four paws at once. They flashed blue and stuck, and Suicune began cantering up the cliffside in defiance of the normal arrangement of gravity.

“It’s a bit slower because I can’t take bounding leaps, or I’d push myself too far away from the wall,” Suicune explained. “But it’s a nice trick.”

“Yes, nice,” Sheena said, trying not to look backwards. “That’s not the word I’d use…”


“So, this is the fake,” Damos said to himself, examining it.

There was a small but noticeable scrape along one side, where the Honedge Kari had inscribed a mark on it to demonstrate that it was not invulnerable; aside from that, the fake was remarkably similar to the genuine article.

“I suppose Marcus planned this a long time ago,” he said, shaking his head. “It’s hard to believe, even now… but I must.”

With that, Damos put the fake Jewel of Life aside, making sure the real one was in his grip, then looked closely at the Space-Time Axis.

“Hmm…” he said, tilting his head a little. “I would say we have the time right; Lord Arceus will appear at the time the sun is hidden.”

“You can tell that?” Ash asked.

“It takes a lot of experience,” Damos replied. “Marcus could read it, though not as well, and there are some others as well.”

“It was always easy for me,” Sheena told them. “Maybe that’s because of our shared gift?”

“Perhaps,” Damos allowed.

“I’d think it’s quite possible,” Giratina said, and Dexter began providing translation. “You are connected to Arceus, and through him to us; the Axis is connected to all of us as well, so you would feel a certain kinship.”

“That’s an odd thought,” Sheena admitted. “But if it makes sense, I guess it’s the best we can do…”

Ten minutes to totality, Dexter informed them.

“We’d better get up there,” Dawn said. “So… you just need to give the Jewel of Life back?”

“That is certainly what I plan to do,” Damos replied.

He picked up the fake Jewel of Life, checked again that it had the scratch mark, then gave it to Sheena.

“I think you should have this,” he said. “Something to remember my Michina by, when you return to your own.”

“Oh – thank you!” Sheena replied, taking the replica with surprise.

She checked it was the fake, the same way Damos had, then put it in her pocket. Damos kept the real one in one hand, and led the way to the roof.


By the time they got up to the bowl, the sky was very dark. Overhead only a thin crescent was left of the sun, as if the moon a day past new had taken on a blinding brilliance, but the air was more like it was a late evening just as the stars were about to come out – touched with an odd silvery light like nothing else in any normal day.

“This is kind of dramatic,” Goodra said, looking around. “There’s no clouds, either.”

“Maybe with the eclipse Arceus doesn’t need clouds,” Totodile suggested. “You know, because it’s already dark so he doesn’t need to make it darker for him to be impressive?”

“Sounds plausible,” Goodra replied, thinking about it.

Off in the distance they could see it was a little lighter, away from the path of totality or where the shadow hadn’t yet reached, except for one direction – the incoming total shadow, approaching from the west as an area of greater darkness on the horizon.

Examining… Dexter announced. Based on the movements of the sun and moon relative to the earth, we appear to be exactly at the point of greatest duration of the entire eclipse.

“That’s either very well aimed or just showing off,” Dawn said. “…does that count as being rude or something?”

“I don’t think so,” Brock replied.

Overhead, the sky finally went dark – a momentary flicker of bright ‘beads’ shining on the edge of the moon, before even they vanished and the eclipse began. The temperature dropped quite suddenly, becoming noticeably cooler, and a cool wind sprang up.

The corona came into view, forming a ring around the darkness of the moon itself, and some of the stars came out as well. Then the corona was mirrored by a vertical ring of coloured light, like a miniature ring of aurora which spun and brightened.

With a great golden flash, Arceus emerged into the world.

“Lord Arceus!” Damos called.

The Original One lowered His head to view Damos, then trotted down through the sky towards him. Each step He took sparked a little flash of golden light, leaving behind the outline of an ethereal step which faded a moment later.

Trotting back and forth so He would not have to descend straight down, He reached the level of the bowl and stopped – standing there on what had been thin air before, but which showed the golden outline of a platform while He was there.

“I have your Jewel of Life,” Damos went on, holding it out. “On behalf of all of Michina, you have my humble thanks for your gift of prosperity.”

Arceus regarded it, then turned His gaze to Ash.

“Interesting,” He declared, apropos of nothing, then returned His attention to the Jewel of Life.

He reached out a hoof, and Damos extended his hand with the fist-sized Jewel until they touched.

On the moment of contact the green Jewel fell apart, dissolving into light which seethed for a moment before resolving into six distinct points of light – one green, one blue, one yellow, one brown, one russet, and one pink.

Between one moment and the next, the interrupted wheel of Arceus’ Plates formed around Him. They spun once, then halted, and the six sparks of light took up places in the wheel before flashing into the form of Plates – completing the wheel.

“I am entire,” Arceus declared, His voice brassy. “Done and done, my faithful servant.”

Damos bowed, then lifted his head.

“I must ask, Lord,” he said. “Some of those in Michina feared that the land would return to waste without the Jewel’s presence.”

“The effects of the Jewel of Life are permanent,” Arceus replied. “Michina will remain fertile… what you do with it is your concern, your stewardship and boon.”

Damos nodded again, which turned into another bow.

Arceus lifted His head slightly, enough to look at the sky, then returned His gaze to Damos.

“My time here is done,” He declared. “I will send Dialga to ensure that your allies return to their true time.”

With that, He rose into the air again – walking up the same unreal staircase He had descended – and the aurora-ring returned. It spun faster and faster, and Arceus vanished between one step and the next.


“My deepest thanks for all your help,” Damos said, shaking the hands of each of the humans in turn before offering the same to Lucario. “I do not want to contemplate what would have happened if Lord Arceus had felt that I had betrayed him, thanks to Marcus’ treachery.”

He looked out over Michina. “I know that Marcus was not the only one who thought that way… but it is my hope that the continued prosperity of the land will convince most of the doubters.”

“I hope so too,” Sheena said. “And… this has been an amazing experience. I never thought I’d get to see Michina as it was during its heyday, and… well, I have, and it was wonderful.”

“So long as we are remembered, then Michina lives,” Damos chuckled.

He turned to the side, and spread his hand. “Transcend…”

“…the boundaries of Time and Space,” Sheena completed with him, and Dialga appeared beside them.

“I assume you are ready to return to when you came from,” Dialga said.

Sheena nodded.

Dialga frowned slightly, noticing a little yellow figure hiding behind Damos’ leg, then snorted.

“Don’t worry, Pichu,” he said. “If you’re happy here, I am not going to force you back to your own time.”

“Oh, um… thanks,” the spiky-eared Pichu replied. “Yeah, thanks! I guess I shouldn’t have gotten too close to you in the first place…”

“Let us just call it a learning experience,” Dialga decided.

His fins spread, his diamond glowed, and torn and twisted time began to gather in his mouth.

Then he let it dissipate into the air.

While everyone was still blinking in surprise, he reached out a foot and scratched gently at the ground – and all the time travellers vanished at once.


The return trip was a whirl of colour and light, with the same heavy air around them as before but with the bubble’s skein seeming thicker and bluer.

“That was different,” Brock noticed. “Why did Dialga just scrape the ground a little?”

“Maybe it’s much easier to send us back to where we belong?” Dawn suggested. “Arceus sent us back the first time, I think…”

“I think this might be one of those headache topics,” Lucario said. “Or we could just ask Dialga when we get back to the present.”

“Is it technically going back to the future, or back to the present?” Pikachu asked. “I mean, it’s the future from where we are now.”

“The problem here is that we need about the square of the number of tenses we have now,” Staraptor said. “I’ve got a few suggestions – what about the past transitive pluperfect?”

“…okay, I’m intrigued enough to ask,” Dawn decided. “What would that be like?”

“You’d say something was aintnevergonna happen,” Staraptor answered her.

“Shouldn’t have bothered,” Dawn said to herself.

Then the bubble popped, depositing them on the pinnacle of Michina.

As soon as it did, the friends started coughing as something in the air stung their lungs and eyes.

“What the-” Ash began, as Meganium and the other Grass-types began clearing the air. “What’s…”

His voice trailed off as he took in the landscape.

The Michina ruins stood alone, with the other high mountains to the north of them shattered and everything covered by a thick blanket of whitish rock. The air was slightly smoky and had a sulphurous tang, with the sky obscured by cloud, and everything was rock and ash – with no plants visible, and with an odd melted look to the newly covered terrain.

To the south it was worse. Looking that way revealed that they were on the crest of an enormous mountain range, torn by the signs of gigantic landslides and lashed by past storms that gullied the slope. The slope continued downwards for what looked like at least two miles, then terminated in a flat plain of cracked black rock which stretched to the horizon – smoking and fuming all over it.

“Where did…” Sheena began, then stopped. “What happened?”

“That’s…” Brock coughed, then started again. “Look to the east and west. The ridge is curving south in both directions… is that what I think it is?”

Correct, Dexter said. Based on the curve of the walls… the crater is at least a hundred miles across.


“Hello EVA ops, this is Gary Oak,” Gary said. “Requesting clearance for lunar surface EVA. Over.”

“Gary Oak, this is EVA Ops,” the radio replied. “Who’s your EVA partner? Over.”

“EVA Ops, I’m going with Alakazam,” Gary answered. “It’s not a long trip, I just… want to look.”

After a moment, he finished. “Over.”

“Understood, Gary Oak,” EVA Ops said. “Go ahead. Out.”

Gary switched his radio to standby, and opened the outer door of the dome airlock.

A year or so after the frantic evacuation, and after months of hard work, it was something he was experienced in. They finally had enough spacesuits, and enough spare capacity, to spare some time for things like this.

So Gary walked out onto the surface of the moon, accompanied by his faithful Alakazam in a bubble of psionically contained air, and climbed a small hill to where he could see the earth.

It didn’t look any better than it had the last time. A kind of sickly haze covered the whole planet, legacy of the ravaged atmosphere, and he could just about see a storm on the side which was in daylight at the moment.

He wasn’t sure why he’d suddenly had an urge to go and look – kind of an odd feeling, nothing more – but now he was here, Gary just sighed.

At a hand signal, Alakazam extended the air bubble to cover them both.

“Thanks,” Gary said. “And… yeah.”

He shook his head. “It just feels like… something went so wrong, somewhere.”
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286. Jewel of Life 3


This is the first of two chapters today.


“But… what?” Ash asked. “What happened?”

“I have several questions,” Lucario agreed. “Most of them are sort of like that, though.”

“Right,” Dialga began from behind them. “This is going to take a while to explain.”

The Dragon of Time waited while they turned to face him, then continued. “As you can probably tell, something went wrong.”

“Yeah, that’s… pretty obvious,” Dawn said. “I’m… kind of having trouble taking it in…”

She sat down hard. “What did we do?”

“It’s hard to tell,” Dialga stated. “Time is messy like that.”

“This is that meteorite from last year, isn’t it?” Brock said suddenly. “What went wrong with that?”

“You are correct,” Palkia nodded, appearing next to his fellow Creation Dragon. “The meteorite was not diverted successfully.”

“So… we can’t – we have to do something!” Ash said. “We need to go back again and do it right – you said we could do that!”

“You are correct,” Dialga confirmed, echoing Palkia.

“But we don’t know what we did wrong, or how to do it right…” Brock pointed out.

“Can… can we just have a few minutes?” Dawn asked. “Is that going to be okay? I want to help with talking about this, but… not right now, I need to think a bit.”


“Are you alright?” Lucario asked, sitting down next to Dawn.

“No,” Dawn replied. “I… well, you know why, right?”

She waved vaguely to the south. “The Lucario Kingdom is down there too, I mean… it’s one thing to know that you’re trying to save the world, but to see what happens when you fail is something else entirely. And… and Twinleaf was probably inside that crater, too…”

Lucario put his paw on her shoulder. “I know what you mean,” he said. “And I agree. It’s a terrible thing to see, because it makes it real – it shows a world where we failed, or where someone failed, and we don’t know enough about what happened to say anything else.”

He squeezed, then let go. “But there’s something else it tells me, as well.”

“There is?” Dawn asked, blinking.

“Yes. We’re making a difference. We did save the world, and just because this version of history is one where something went wrong doesn’t mean we have to accept it. We know we can make things right, we just need to find what to do… and we don’t know what we did wrong, but what that means to me is that we didn’t make an obvious mistake.”

He pointed back at the rest of the group. “Dialga himself has told us that this isn’t what should happen, and that means we’re going to be able to fix it.”

“That is a good point,” Dawn agreed, then frowned. “But… I was going to say that I was hopeful because I still exist, whereas I wouldn’t if I’d been underneath… that…”

She waved vaguely around. “But last time, when we were in the past, we started to disappear when the timeline made it look like we’d fail. And that hasn’t happened this time.”

“I wasn’t there, so I don’t know,” Lucario admitted. “I’m just going off what I’ve been told. But that is bizarre, yeah, it seems like we’re being treated differently by time to how you remember.”

“I think I’m going to ask Dialga what’s going on,” Dawn decided, getting up. “This sounds like something did go weirdly, and I kind of want to know how…”


“Unfortunately, I do not have an answer for you,” Dialga stated, after the explanations were over. “The closest thing to an explanation that comes to mind is that the circumstances around Lord Arceus being at risk of death are different to the circumstances around Lord Arceus being all right and the time alteration being unrelated.”

He shook his head. “I cannot give you any more information than that, I am afraid.”

“So… how come the meteorite didn’t get stopped?” Brock asked. “I don’t really see how what we did wrong in the past – whatever it was – led to that.”

“Time is, as I said before, temporamental,” Dialga stated. “And yes, I do remember that conversation.”

“You don’t remember what happened the first time, though,” Palkia said.

“Moving on,” Dialga continued. “I do not have enough information to tell you why it is that things went wrong in this exact way. Thousands of years of chaotic variation is nearly impossible to cover; what I can tell you is that, under normal circumstances, events over such a long time would tend to settle back into the path they had before you went to the past. The original outcome is a strange attractor.”

“But they didn’t,” Ash pointed out the obvious.

“Yes. That means there is another strange attractor, or a set of them, which led to this outcome.”

The Dragon of Time shook his head. “Again, it would take too long to get into the details, so I will give you the short version. Either this is a situation approached chaotically, in which case almost any change in the past could result in things reverting to the preferred timeline – or producing a new one. Or this is a situation resulting from a decision point, in which case you would need to reverse that decision point to return us to the preferred timeline.”

“So… in short,” Giratina summarized, “All of us go back in time again and try doing something else, and see if that fixes things.”

“Correct,” Dialga stated. “And good luck.”

His fins extended, his gem lit up, and he Roared them into the past once more.


Thousands of years earlier, they landed – a little more smoothly than last time – in the same place as before, the room near the top of Michina Temple.

“Do you think Dialga aimed to put us here?” Brock asked. “That’s twice now.”

“I can’t see a way we can possibly find that out, Brockster,” Geodude opined. “Apart from using the amazing human special power of asking the question.”

Brock snorted, then helped Sheena up.

“Sorry about that,” Sheena said, brushing herself off. “I wasn’t ready for the landing.”

Brock waved it off, and turned to look at the others. “Okay, so… what now?”

“Well… we already know where Marcus is,” Ash said. “Or where he’s going to be soon. And we know how the temple is laid out… I guess we know quite a lot of stuff.”

“Let’s go to where Damos is,” Dawn suggested. “We can explain things to him… we’ll have to tell the whole story again, but I guess that’s not a big problem.”

“Not if we can work this out,” Brock agreed. “I don’t have a problem with that… does anyone else?”

“Well, I don’t,” Latios squeaked. “Should Latias or I go and see what Damos is doing anyway?”

Ash thought about it, then shook his head. “Noctowl got seen,” he pointed out. “And heard. I think you’d get noticed.”

“Good point,” Latios nodded. “I guess we’re going to bust Damos out of prison again?”

Every time someone says that name I momentarily get confused between the human in the past – which is where we are now – and my son, Dexter said, emitting an electronic sigh. It’s normally the other way around when you’re talking about a namesake, especially with that much time difference.


Damos listened to what they had to say, his expression troubled, then sighed.

“I am grateful for the help,” he said. “And I thank you for explaining – fully, as you have – what happened the first time you tried.”

“Well, second, kind of,” Ash corrected. “I think? It’s kind of confusing…”

“I imagine it would be,” Damos said.

He leaned back against a pillar in his cell. “I admit I have little idea of what would be the best thing to do.”

“Well… the big question is whether things went wrong for a reason or by chance,” Brock reasoned out. “And the only way I can think of to test that is to do it again and see if things go wrong a second time. We know where Marcus is, though, so we don’t need to send anyone out scouting again – unless he’s changed what he’s doing because he didn’t get alerted, but still… maybe that will help.”

“Sounds likely to me,” Dawn agreed. “So… we try and get Marcus beaten as quickly as possible, then give Arceus back the Jewel of Life? Is there anything we’ve forgotten?”

“If there is, I can’t remember it,” Pikachu said.

“Another odd thing on top of a whole list of odd things,” Damos noted. “I will be party to one of the most important days of my life being redone until it comes out right… but I can hardly complain with a chance to see Marcus’ plans foiled, and the Jewel returned to Arceus.”


“It’s going to be odd doing the same thing more than once,” Goodra said to himself. “It’s really not a sensation I’m used to.”

“Eh, you get used to it,” Quilava replied. “Same plan as last time?”

Goodra nodded.

“Okay… go!” Ash called, and Goodra jumped off the side of Michina Temple.

His powerful legs and tail carried him out a long way, putting him over where some of the armoured Pokémon from Michina were gathered, and he began to drop – quickly gaining speed.

“You’re alright!” Swellow called, checking his angle, then flew off with a flap of wings to check in on some of the others making the drop.

Goodra double-checked what was in his target area – no humans, just a couple of Pokémon – then inhaled deeply, and used Dragon Pulse straight downwards. A jet of purple-and-yellow dragonflame speared out towards the plateau, hitting as an almost complete surprise to the Luxray underneath him, and blasted them backwards with a yowl of surprise even as the force of the jet slowed Goodra noticeably.

Outmuscling gravity, the Dragon Pulse jet braked Goodra’s fall enough that he landed on his feet with ease. Spinning around, he knocked the Luxray away from him with his tail, then took Quilava from his shoulder with one hand.

She balled up without further prompting, and Goodra threw her at the nearest Exploud. The Fire-type spun up into Flame Wheel on the way, hitting Exploud a blow on the side, and skidded along the floor as she bounced off – throwing sparks as she controlled her slide, before darting back in to attack Exploud again.

As she did, Goodra returned his attention to the Luxray he’d knocked away – now coming back in, jaws shimmering blue with an Ice Fang. Goodra warded her off with a Dragon Pulse which drew a sizzling line on the ground in front of her, bracing himself with his tail, then switched attacks and launched a Water Pulse at her.

Luxray shattered the Water Pulse with a Thunderbolt, but that meant she took her focus off dealing with the incoming Dragon-type – who promptly hit her with Dragon Tail, knocking her halfway across the plateau, and looked around to see if Quilava needed help.

The Exploud was shouting out attacks, trying to hit the agile Fire-type and failing, and before Goodra could wade in to help the battle was brought to an abrupt conclusion by Brock’s Marshtomp knocking Exploud out with a well-aimed punch.


Some time later, when the moon had nearly swallowed the sun, Damos glanced aside.

“Did it go well?” he asked. “I mean… when I gave Arceus back the Jewel of Life. If this happened before…”

“It did,” Dawn told him. “And, well… I don’t know if ‘before’ is the right word. I don’t know what the right word is.”

“I know what it sounds like, though,” Lucario said. “It sounds like ‘Celebi’.”

Damos smiled briefly, then returned to what he’d been saying. “And – well, I’ve spent the past few years of my life trying to get ready for this moment, for when I would hand back the Jewel of Life to Arceus. I have to admit…”

He looked down in the eerie half-light, then sighed. “I have to admit, a part of me wants even now to agree with Marcus. To keep the Jewel, because that way I know Michina will be safe. But… did it go well?”

“It did, yeah,” Dawn repeated. “Both short term, and long term. Short term… you were respectful, and Arceus was grateful, so it all worked out fine.”

She paused, thinking of a new way to put it. “I know it’s kind of strange to think about it that way – it did work so it will work – but you’ve got another way of thinking about it.”

Damos invited her to continue.

“You can just think of it as something that happened somewhere else,” Dawn explained. “Someone else had a Jewel of Life, and they gave it back, and Arceus took it well.”

Damos nodded, understanding that, and the light dimmed further as the eclipse approached totality. “And Michina will be safe?”

“Michina will be just fine,” Dawn confirmed. “We’ve seen it, after you gave the Jewel back – thousands of years after – and it looked just fine.”

“It did,” Sheena agreed. “Beautiful, lush fields and flowing water…”

Damos smiled.

“I can see you love Michina as much as I do myself,” he said.

Then the umbra came, totality, and with it came the Creator.


“I guess this is it,” Sheena said, as Arceus rose in glory into the heavens. “This is where we find out if… well, if we did this right this time.”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “If I understand what Dialga was saying, when we go back we’ll either see everything sorted out… or we won’t, and we’ll have to try something else.”

“I don’t really want to see that crater again,” Mawile said softly. “It was way too sad…”

“I think we all agree with that,” Ash said. “But if we do see it again, that will mean we know we need to try something else…”

“Trial and error is an underappreciated way of making changes in history,” Dialga told them, then sent them forwards in time again with a sudden surge of energy.


It seems odd, but I think I’m starting to get used to time travel, Mewtwo said, raising his hand in the heavy-feeling air. It’s unusual, and I wouldn’t want to build a house here, but…

“I sort of get what you mean,” Ash replied. “But I really don’t want to spend enough time doing this to get used to it… I wonder if Celebi feels like this all the time?”

“I hope not, I like Celebi,” Pikachu muttered. “How long is it till we land?”

“I’d guess about… four hundred years?” Geodude suggested.

Mewtwo spread his hands, ready to brake their landing, then with a sudden jolt they arrived.

For several long seconds, none of them spoke.

“…okay, that’s not what I was expecting,” Brock said eventually. “There were two options, and this is the third…”

All around the pinnacle spire of the Michina Ruins, reaching about halfway up to the peak but no further, was an endless glittering array of green and sky-blue crystal. Latent energies pulsed beneath the surface, forming shifting patterns of light as they watched.

“This one is a little outside my experience,” Dialga declared. “Do any of you have some insight?”

“It kind of looks like what happened with Molly,” Ash said.“She contacted the Unown, and… well, this kind of stuff was spreading out from her home. But she lived in Johto, before she moved to Pallet Town-”

He turned to Dialga. “Wait – you said that either we’d need to change something big or we wouldn’t. Which is this?”

“Given the magnitude of the change… the outcome is chaotic,” Dialga stated. “Small changes in how you do something in the past lead to a big change now.”

“Look!” Dawn said, getting their attention as she pointed. “What’s that?”

One of the patterns of light was flowing towards them at speed, racing towards the base of the spire.


The light flashed as close to the spire as it could get, then poured out into the air – and with it came a young woman, made small by the distance.

The woman – looking like she was at the top end of her teens, or perhaps a little older – looked up at the Michina Ruins, then jumped. The jump was accompanied by a little burst of light, a pastel green and blue in colour, and she floated up to land lightly on the edge of the tower.

“Wait…” Ash said, frowning slightly. “Molly?”

“That’s who I am,” the woman replied. “Where did you come from?”

“Now that’s a long story,” Dawn said, in something of an understatement. “You’re Molly Hale?”

“You all seem so surprised,” Molly replied, smiling slightly. “You’re here, aren’t you? How could you be surprised?”

“Like Dawn said, it’s a long story,” Ash answered. “We actually came here from the past.”

“Everyone comes from the past,” Molly said. There was another flash of blue-green light, and an Entei formed behind her. “Or that’s what Papa says, anyway.”

“I do not remember saying that,” the Entei replied, giving her a nuzzle.

“You say all sorts of wise things, you must have said it some time,” Molly countered, smiling again.

She looked up at Ash, and the smile left her face. “But… there’s something strange about you. I know you, and I don’t know how.”

“I’m confused,” Sheena admitted. “Who is this?”

“Do you want the short version or the long version?” Lucario asked.

“I think I would like very much to hear one of those,” Molly declared.

She waved her hand, and the green and blue light turned into a filigree table and half-a-dozen chairs – then blinked. “Oh!”

“What’s wrong?” Ash asked.

“Oh… I thought that my wishes didn’t work here,” Molly explained. “I’ve tried before, but I can’t make anything here – it never lasts any time at all. But here it is.”

Dialga coughed slightly.

“How long has it been since you made your wish in Greenfield?” Ash asked. “Are you still asleep?”

Molly paused, halfway through sitting down, then slowly finished. “You’re funny,” she declared. “Nobody knows that, but you do. How do you know that?”

“We time travelled,” Ash began. “That’s what I meant, we came from the past. I… guess we must have changed something again, or something? But before we did… I met you at Greenfield, and so did Brock, and another friend of ours called Misty.”

Molly listened, spinning her finger idly around to make some plates of cake appear on the table.


“I’ve been meaning to ask,” Giratina said, swimming up into the air a little to get closer to Dialga. “How exactly does it work when you change time like that? From your perspective?”

Dialga hummed, his gem flashing through several different colours as he thought about it.

“Here’s an analogy,” he said. “Have you ever written a book?”

“No, I’m not much of one for typewriters,” Giratina replied.

“Well, it’s not much like writing a book.”

“…I thought you said this was an analogy,” the Dragon of Symmetry frowned.

“I didn’t say it was a good one,” Dialga replied.

Giratina tilted his head.

“Did you originally say it was a good analogy, then go back and change it?”

Dialga shook his head. “No, but that’s the sort of way you need to be thinking. I remember all the timeline changes which happened under my purview.”

Giratina raised a foreleg.

“And that includes the ones enacted by Celebi, generally.”

Giratina nodded. “That was only one of my questions. So you don’t remember the changes that happened because of the Dialga who sent Ash back in time?”

“I can tell some things about them, by examining humans and Pokémon who made the transition,” Dialga explained. “But yes, that one feels a little odd to me compared to the others.”


When Ash finished the explanation, Molly frowned – clearly thinking hard, turning things over in her head.

“That sounds really different,” she said. “I made a mama and a brother as well…”

The young woman glanced back at the unreal Entei, who nuzzled her. “You are who you are, Molly.”

“Yeah,” Molly agreed. “But…”

She sighed. “It does sound nice to have a mama as well, and…”

“If that is what you want, you can have it,” Entei reminded her, then paused. “But it is not that that you want.”

Molly turned to Entei, and shook her head. “No, I – sorry, I didn’t mean it.”

“You did, Molly. But I do not mind,” Entei stated. “All I want is for you to be happy, Molly.”

“But I am happy,” Molly protested. “With you, and…”

She clenched her fist. “It’s not fair.”

“I want you to be happy,” Entei repeated. “And that means I want you to make the decisions which will make you happy.”

“Finally!”

Everyone turned to look at the source of the voice.

A panting Glaceon came scrambling over the crest of the pinnacle, freezing herself little handholds to use as she climbed. Once finally on the same level as the rest of the group, she paused to gather her breath for a moment before running over.

“I… I know you,” Molly said. “How do I…”

Glaceon flashed and turned into an Eevee – a grey-coated shiny Eevee, a much more obvious difference than the one between a regular Glaceon and a shiny Glaceon – and pawed at Molly’s legs, until the young woman picked her up.

“Wait…” Pikachu began, slowly. “Eevee? How did you get here?”

“I don’t really know,” Eevee admitted, switching to Flareon for better snuggling. “Things changed a lot, and then they changed a lot again and I was nearby, and I saw you going up this spire so I thought I’d come with you!”

“We did something with time, I think,” Ash summarized.

“Oh, right!” Flareon realized. “That’s why Molly’s now all older and stuff. But she’s sadder, too… that’s not fair.”

As Flareon spoke, Molly tilted her head a little and then waved her hand – sending a sparkle of light across Flareon’s side.

“Hey, that tickles!” Flareon giggled.

“I made you,” Molly said, slowly. “But I don’t remember it, and you’re… real-”

She buried her face in Flareon’s fur, squeezing tightly, then looked up with wet eyes.

“It’s real,” she said. “Do – do you promise that you’ll fix it? The same way you said?”

“Yes,” Ash replied. “I don’t know how long it’ll take us, or how many tries, but – I’ll make sure it goes the same way. So you get your Mom and Dad back, as well as Entei, and Suicune and Raikou as well.”

“And me!” Flareon said, switching to Sylveon this time, then the shiny Fairy-type raised a ribbon. “Actually – I’ll come with you! I’m good at helping with that kind of thing!”

“That’s the Eevee you mentioned, right?” Sheena asked. “The one who you said Molly made, when you sorted that out? The one who’s why the Fairy type exists?”

“That’s her,” Brock agreed.

“She is a sweet little thing,” Sheena smiled, though she looked a bit lost. “But – why did that change Molly’s mind?”

“My Molly is troubled,” Entei said, softly, padding over to them. “She has all the power she could want, she can make whatever she desires out of dreams and imagination. But I know her, and she knows that I’m… a little more than a figment of her imagination, but a lot less than a real Pokémon and not the father she lost.”

He sighed. “I can be a lot of things for her, but it is hard for her to be truly surprised – or fulfilled, really. This sadness has been coming for a long time, but your arrival has brought it out.”

“You said you wanted what was best for her,” Dawn repeated. “To make her happy. So… it’s because she’s not happy?”

“Yes. And with what you have said… I believe it is all true. And that Molly is much happier.”

The glamoured Pokémon waved his paw at the others. “Molly knows that, she knows that she’d be happier if she stopped… it’s just hard for her to accept it. But now I think she has.”


“Hey, uh, I had a question?” Ash said, as the group got ready for another time travel trip – Molly still saying goodbye to Eevee, with Entei by her side. “Why is it that we didn’t trip over ourselves? We’ve already been to Michina, several times now…”

“That’s a very good question, and the answer to it is, unfortunately, not going to satisfy you,” Dialga replied. “It’s how time works.”

“You’re right,” Giratina nodded. “That wasn’t satisfying.”

“If I asked you why your Reverse World portals are easier on a reflective surface, would you explain by talking about gauge bosons and metadynamics or whatever it is your particle physics works with?” Dialga asked. “No? Then let me simplify things for you.”

As I understand it, it’s a matter of overwriting, Dexter said. You are sending us back slightly further than the previous jump each time, which means that the historical changes propagate past that point. If you sent us slightly less far back then we would indeed run into ourselves.

“Good enough to be going on with,” Dialga agreed, as Eevee came bounding over to join them – transitioning from that form to Espeon between one pawstep and the next.

“Bye for now!” she called, waving her tail. “See you soon!”

Molly waved back, one hand on Entei’s back, and then Dialga’s power rose around them all and they were transiting back to ancient Michina once more.


This time, they made the landing more easily – for the fifth time travel trip in a row, the humans and Pokémon were starting to get used to it. Espeon wasn’t, stumbling a few steps before turning into a Vaporeon and briefly dissolving into water to shed her momentum.

Reforming into a Pokémon, then shifting to Umbreon, she blinked and looked around. “Wow… this looks all new. I kind of thought going to the past would mean we’d be in a really old place, but thinking about it I guess that’s kind of silly.”

“It took me a moment,” Sudowoodo agreed. “It’s because we always think of old places as looking old, but that’s because… they’ve aged. We’re back before the ageing happened.”

“Okay, so… right, let’s go,” Ash decided. “…we know what to do, right?”

“I don’t,” Umbreon admitted.

“We need to go and find Damos and let him out of his cell, and stop Marcus,” Dawn summarized. “Then we can get the Jewel of Life back, and give it to Arceus.”

“And that’ll fix things?” Umbreon asked.

“It should,” Pikachu said. “Emphasis on ‘should’… we’ve tried twice now and it hasn’t worked, but each time it’s made something different happen. Dialga said that that meant the outcome was chaotic, so it should work sooner or later.”

Umbreon’s ears drooped slightly, then she brightened. “Well, I guess I can trust you guys to get it right! So I shouldn’t be worried at all!”

“You’re a real ray of sunshine, Umbreon,” Brock smiled. “Which… is kind of ironic, really.”

“I can do sunny,” she replied, switching to Flareon, then Espeon. “Hey, which of these works better for sunny?”


Damos looked up, frowning in surprise.

“Can you hear something?” he asked.

The spiky-eared Pichu he’d come to know looked at him, perking up her ears, then looked towards the cell entrance.

As they listened, the sound got louder. A kind of crash, like several pairs of metal boots coming down with great force and at a quick step – getting closer and closer.

Until a Metagross foot-fist punched right through the metal of the cell door, and crushed it down to floor level.

“…that was kind of over the top,” said one of the humans following the Metagross. “It did work, though.”

The Metagross withdrew a bit, somehow conveying the impression of satisfaction with the very large footprint it had left in the door – and the floor – and the humans came in, accompanied by a very strange collection of Maiju.

“Okay, so…” the one at the front began.


“I see,” Damos said, thinking hard. “It’s… a strange thing to think about, really, how I’m going to be involved in doing one of the most important days of my life more than once – and I’m not going to remember it.”

“I think you’re going to be having the same conversations more than once,” Lucario pointed out. “It’s kind of a funny thing, that.”

Damos chuckled. “I suppose you’ve already had this conversation?”

“Not exactly,” Zorua answered, sitting in her preferred human guise at the side of the room. “But it’s kind of variations on a theme.”

“We’ve only had a conversation like it once,” Sheena said, confused. “You’re making it sound like we had lots more of them.”

“She does that,” Ninetales advised.

“So… what do we do differently?” Pikachu asked. “Do we do anything differently? We’ve been winning the battles, but…”

“We do need to change things a little, to make sure we get the chaotic effect and a different outcome,” Brock opined. “Though Leafeon being along will change that anyway, because she wasn’t last time.”

“Maybe we should try mixing up which Pokémon do what?” Ash suggested. “Or… Absol, can you help? If you could tell what’s causing the problems, anything that might help, then it’d be really useful.”

Absol emerged from where she’d been listening in her Pokéball, the room too small to fit everyone, and sat on her haunches. “That’s kind of a difficult subject…”

“Those strange orbs – I wondered what they were,” Damos said, looking closer. “They hold Maiju in them?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “They’re called Pokéballs, so we call them Pokémon now.”

“An odd title,” Damos said, inspecting one of the small Pokéballs, then rearing back a little as Pikachu tapped it with a paw and it expanded out to full size. “I can see how it would help, though, especially with a large Maiju – but you must have a mighty retinue indeed.”

“Most of them usually stay at home,” Ash replied. “They’re all here for this, though, to help out.”

“Fascinating,” Damos said, then shook his head. “Sorry, I believe I interrupted.”

“I knew it was going to happen,” Absol replied, with a smile as Dexter translated her words, then sighed. “But… the disaster sense of an Absol is not perfect. It’s better at the short term and the nearby, just like sight or hearing are better when used on something that’s close – or bright or loud, because sharper problems are easier to sense as well. Ash’s destiny is such a tangled knot that I can sense the general cloud of assorted potential around him, and sometimes when I’m in Mega form I can do better, but it’s very hard to go more than a year or two – and for the meteorite, it was so far away that I only detected it when it was close in time, and then when I was Mega.”

She raised a paw. “Sorry. I just can’t reach far enough to help.”

“That’s disappointing, but thank you for explaining,” Brock told her. “Is there any way we could fix that?”

“…I’m not really sure,” Absol admitted, after thinking about it. “To some extent I can redefine my own meaning for disaster, but it’s not got unlimited flexibility – far from it – and I don’t know what to look for.”

“I guess that just means we’ll go with what we said before,” Ash decided. “Everyone think that’s okay?”

There were nods.

“I did have one idea,” he went on. “Giratina, do you think you can take some Pokémon with you through the Reverse World? That would let us get more Pokémon to ground level quickly.”

“I’d be glad to,” the Legendary replied, only his head sticking out of the wall he was phased through.

“Can we get the location right, though?” Brock asked.

“I have an idea,” Dawn replied. “I’ll go with Giratina, and Rotom can contact Dexter through our entry portal so they can work out when we’re in the right place.”

“Rotom’s still in there?” Brock asked, surprised. “It’s been hours.”

“I don’t mind this watch, it’s comfortable,” Rotom replied, then went silent again.


“It’s going to take a while to get used to this place… well, being accessible, I guess,” Dawn said, looking around at the skies of the Reverse World.

It was different, though she wasn’t sure if it was because of the time or the place, and spires of rock formed a half-connected lattice through the ethereal air. One of them seemed to be in about the right place, based on what Rotom and Dexter had worked out, and she was walking down another spire at right-angles to it to get into position.

“To me it’s just normal,” Giratina replied, swimming past her through the air.

“Yeah, I can see that,” Dawn agreed. “It’s just what you’re used to that defines normal and odd… hmm, though, is there a problem with us being in here? There’s another one of you around somewhere.”

“I don’t really think it’s a huge problem,” Buneary said. “Unless Giratina thinks otherwise… but, well, look at it this way, the Reverse World is as big as the material world, and we’re the only people in it apart from Past Giratina.”

“Don’t forget that there’s a lot more space in the Reverse World,” Pachirisu added brightly. “You know, how you can go kinda through the planet.”

“That’s correct, and I considered using it to get to Sinnoh faster,” Giratina told her. “But it was quicker to come by Porygon.”

He swam along a bit more, then twisted through a right angle. “About here?”

“Yes,” Rotom buzzed from Dawn’s wrist.

“Okay, guys, time to get ready,” she said. “Giratina, you can open a portal anywhere, right?”

“I don’t need a reflective surface, correct,” Giratina replied, his not-Griseous not-Orb pulsing slightly as he spoke. “Do you want a countdown?”

“That would be good,” Dawn agreed, sending out Mamoswine and Togekiss to complete the set of her Pokémon ready to go. “You guys know the plan, right?”

“Yep,” Luxio agreed with a nod, crouching to let Buneary get on. “We show off a lot and confuse them.”

“That’s pretty much the plan,” Dawn nodded, checking that everyone else was ready as well. Piplup and Quilava both stood next to Ambipom, ready to go… Mamoswine was ready, and Togekiss had picked up Pachirisu… everything looked just fine.

“Three,” Giratina announced. “Two. One.”

Space tore open, and Ambipom threw Piplup at the nearest armoured Pokémon.


Claws out for extra grip, Luxio pelted along the ground. Electrical energy fizzed from his tailtip as he moved, and he jumped over a Luxray in his way before the bigger Pokémon could do more than mrowl in surprise.

“Over there!” Buneary called. “High low!”

Luxio turned, claws raising sparks from the stone as he did so, and used Shock Wave to flick a blast of electricity at the Nidoqueen Buneary had indicated. It burst into a flash just before reaching her, startling her, and Buneary jumped clear of Luxio’s back.

The Electric-type accelerated into a Quick Attack, darting past Nidoqueen’s tail while she was still surprised, and slid around in a turn to watch as Buneary attacked – blinking in surprise as she used Ice Punch and produced a giant icy fist, knocking Nidoqueen back on her heels with the unexpected force of the impact.

Buneary did it twice more, punching down in both cases and using the recoil to keep herself in the air, then spun and used Bounce instead to launch herself high overhead. Luxio took his cue, darting into a sprint again and climbing up Nidoqueen’s tail and back as a ramp – making the Poison-type bellow in rage – before jumping up to meet Buneary mid-air as she began to fall.

“Yah!” he called, using the strength of his hind legs to add to Buneary’s own as she pushed off from him – building up speed for a much stronger double-pawed Ice Punch that knocked Nidoqueen staggering sideways before she fell over entirely.

After Luxio reached the apex of his own arc – and before he hit the ground – Togekiss came flying past, and Pachirisu wrapped an electric coil around her fellow Electric-type to catch him and bring him along for the ride.

“How’s it going?” Togekiss called.

“Not bad,” Luxio replied, twisting a little so he could see what was going on. He mostly concentrated on his own teammates, spotting where Quilava was being used as a flaming ball by Ambipom to bean her target Baltoy in the side and keep it spinning. Even as he watched, Piplup spun up a Whirlpool, doing the same spin trick to a Claydol on a much larger scale, and when the Claydol used Rapid Spin to dispel the Whirlpool it found itself about half a second from being hit by a Mamoswine charge.

Over to the left a little, he saw Ivysaur restraining a Luxray with his vines and using Sleep Powder on her, then a blur of movement went past as Entei charged downhill to help with the Pokémon fighting with Marcus’ armoured Heatran.

“Drop us over there,” Pachirisu suggested, pointing over at where a couple of human soldiers were coming onto the plateau. “How’s your Thunder Wave?”

“Not bad,” Luxio replied.

“Good,” Pachirisu said, then hummed. “Actually, I think we need to get you over there sooner. You land on your feet, right?”

“…I can see where this is going” Luxio sighed, as Togekiss banked around to face in the right direction. “Go ahead.”

Two more rings appeared, and Pachirisu fired Luxio like a coilgun projectile towards the two human soldiers.

As he arced through the air, Luxio let sparks build up in his mane as he Charged. Just before he hit the ground he converted all that charge into a blast of Magnet Rise, producing an impressive ring of sparking light on his landing and gentling it enough to let him slide to a halt without going over in a roll.

Before the humans could properly react, Luxio turned to them and used Thunder Wave – sending a wave of electrical energy flashing over their armour and shields, producing a surprised yelp and stunning them both.

Pachirisu dropped in a moment later, landing with a similar pulse-flash, and nodded her approval before looking around for somewhere else they could help out.


“Hi!” Eevee said brightly. “I saw you earlier but it was kind of busy and a bit confusing, so I waited a bit. Are you able to talk now?”

The Pokémon she was talking to, the spiky-eared Pichu who’d befriended Damos, turned to look at her. “Oh – hi? I… don’t think I saw you before?”

“Oh, right,” Eevee realized. “Maybe I looked different.”

She flowed through all her forms in the space of about three seconds, ending as Sylveon, and held out a tendril to shake. “Nice to meet you, then!”

Pichu nodded. “Okay, now I recognize you. Neat trick.”

She shook the tendril, and Sylveon smiled brightly before sitting back on her haunches.

“So, how come you have the special ear?” she asked. “If that’s a question it’s okay to ask, that is. If it’s not, never mind!”

“No, it’s okay to ask,” Pichu assured her. “So… I don’t understand the exact mechanics of it, but I’m actually from… I guess it’s your time, if you had Pokéballs then.”

She flushed slightly. “I saw Dialga, standing there, and I wanted to touch him to see what it was like being that close to a Legendary… but I guess he was standing there because he was about to time travel, so I got caught up. That’s how I ended up here, though… I think there were like six places we went first?”

“Oh, cool, so you’ve had some fun time stuff happen,” Sylveon nodded. “That makes sense. I’m made of imagination, I know how it is.”

Pichu began to nod agreement with the shared empathy of two weird Pokémon. Then she stopped, and did a double-take.

“No, you’re… really going to have to explain that one further.”


As the moon finally obscured the last of the sun, Arceus appeared in glory – golden light seeping into the world accompanied by a ring of light, blue and green and purple in a mirror of the Aurorae and shaped like the flickering shadow of the corona.

He stepped on thin air, then began walking down a stairway from heaven which did not exist until He put His hoof on each stair, and which vanished away when He took His weight off it.

Reaching ground level, He raised His head slightly – ignoring Damos for the moment and focusing His attention on Ash.

“You seem unimpressed.”

“Sorry,” Ash replied. “I… well, it is impressive, but I’ve seen it before. This is the fourth time today.”

“Some of them were a bit different,” Pikachu volunteered. “And one of them wasn’t technically today.”

Arceus considered that, His brow furrowing slightly.

“Were you impressed the first time?” He asked.

Ash nodded. “Yes – it’s just that we’ve seen it so many times in a row.”

The Creator nodded minutely, then turned his attention to Damos.

“Lord Arceus, I have the Jewel of Life to return,” he said, taking the brilliant gemstone and raising it so that Arceus could take it.


“I kind of feel like I should be putting stickers on these,” Sheena said, inspecting the three fake Jewels of Life she was holding – all of them identical, aside from the first one which was marred by a slight scratch mark. “You know, something saying ‘fake’. So we don’t get confused between them and the real one.”

“That’s actually not as big a problem as you’d think,” Lucario told her. “They look pretty different in Aura sight, not surprising as one of them is a huge concentration of the Plates of Arceus and the others are just a nice looking gemstone. All three of those are fakes, obviously.”

“That does make it a lot easier to deal with,” Sheena replied. “I wonder what I’m going to do with them, though…”

“Museum?” Pikachu suggested, getting translated by Dexter. “Paperweight?”

Sheena chuckled.

“Okay, I think everyone’s ready,” Ash said, looking around to make sure. “Dexter, is that everyone?”

All are accounted for.

Dialga’s gem flashed, and they were sent forwards in time again.


“I’m starting to think that a lot of that stuff he does when he uses Roar of Time is to show off,” Brock said, as the world swirled around them – time passing in a blur, decades per second.

“Maybe, but what’s wrong with showing off?” Buneary asked.

“Good point, well made,” Brock conceded.

As they spoke, Ash looked out of the bubble. “I don’t see anything going wrong… anything show up for you, Flareon?”

Molly’s companion walked past, inspecting the bubble’s edge, and sniffed at it.

“Not really,” she replied. “I could try licking it.”

“Probably better not to try,” Dawn said, checking her watch. “How long – thanks,” she added, as Rotom added a custom app showing the time ticking down until their expected arrival. “Five, four, three, two, one-”

The bubble collapsed.

Sheena sighed in relief, seeing Michina laid out below them – beautiful and green, just as it had been when they’d left for the first time.

“We did it…”

“It looks like we did,” Suicune agreed. “Good work, everyone.”

“I fear not,” Kari said. “Look to the south.”

They turned.

About ten or twelve miles away, an oddly marked Nidorino jumped backwards away from the swipe of an attacking Gengar. The Nidorino squared his shoulders, watching his foe warily, then charged – using a Dark-type attack with his horn, knocking the Gengar down with a crash.

“How big are those Pokémon!?” Sheena asked, agape. “They must be half a mile high!”

“I think we’re not in Kanto any more, Dorothy,” Lucario opined.

“I don’t think we’ve been in Kanto for a while,” Pikachu replied. “What happened?”

There was a roar, signalling the approach of another of the giant Pokémon – this one an enormous Salamence, with wings which raised visible storms of wind and sent trees rocking back and forth below it with every wingbeat. Like the Nidorino, and the Gengar for that matter, there was a pattern of odd markings on its wings and body.

Then it froze in place in mid-air. So did everything else, except the small group on the top of the Michina Ruins.

“That’s better,” Dialga said, fins retracting slightly.

“What happened this time?” Brock asked. “Obviously something went wrong, but what?”

“It’s Pokéatlantis,” Ash answered.

He put a hand to his temple. “I kind of recognize some of it… not everything, but enough of it makes sense. Pokéatlantis and Pokémonopolis wanted to make Maiju weapons, powerful enough to defeat one another… I guess here they’re still fighting?”

“That is substantially correct,” Dialga confirmed.

“Then – wait, hold on,” Brock said. “We might need to check something… this is all supposed to be because of chaos theory, right? Small changes in the past mean big changes in the future?”

Dialga nodded.

“Then – can you try making small changes after what we did at Michina?” Brock went on. “Maybe one of them will make the world we actually came from…”


“I kind of feel like something’s being done wrong, here,” Eevee fretted, her tail lashing.

“If you know how to stop and alter time, then please do show me what I’m doing wrong,” Dialga said. “…no, seriously, I don’t know if that’s a thing you can do. Can you?”

“No, don’t think so,” Eevee replied, pondering that for a moment. “And I don’t mean that, I mean something else. Not sure what though.”

The Dragon of Time nodded in assent, looking a little relieved, and his fins extended.

“How are we going to know if it went all right, by the way?” Dawn asked. “I mean, is it going to be possible to tell if we’ve ended up in our original timeline?”

“I should be able to tell you that,” Dialga replied, and roared.

This time, the attack pulsed into the air – a visible ripple which shrank down to a point and vanished less than ten feet from his muzzle.

The world around them stayed static for a moment, then everything outside the bubble changed.

“I… don’t think that qualifies as an improvement,” Brock winced, looking at the blasted landscape – the horizon marred by two tornadoes together, throwing up a cloud of debris. “What happened this time?”

“This is a little strange,” Dialga admitted, examining a shimmering time portal. “It would appear that in this world the climate system collapsed into chaos some three or four years ago.”

“Shamouti,” Ash realized. “I… guess it’s at least good to know we’ve been making a difference?”

“That’s one way to look at it,” Pikachu said. “I think I like that way of looking at things.”

“What kind of change did you actually make?” Dawn asked.

“I sent a pulse of pressure into the past,” Dialga replied. “It was not a major change, just a gust of wind. This seems to confirm that there is a chaotic effect in place.”

He Roared again, and the world around them trembled before changing for a second time. This time it was somewhat similar – if not identical – and the tornadoes were gone, but replaced by a stormy grey sky.

“The houses are gone,” Sheena realized.

This… Mewtwo began, sounding deeply sorrowful. This one is my doing. I recognize my own plan.

Ash put his hand on Mewtwo’s shoulder. “This isn’t who you are,” he said. “You didn’t do this.”

But it might have been me, if I had not met you.

“If things going badly wrong because of a problem in the distant past is something to tell you off about, then we should tell off the whole planet,” Dawn said firmly. “Or did you miss some of the other worlds we’ve seen?”

Dialga decided now was the best time to spike them into another timeline – this time an ice age, which passed without comment until he threw them sideways once more.

This time the ground was glowing magma, with only their little spire immune to the visible heat, and an enormous rainstorm was visible on the horizon.

“Groudon and Kyogre,” Suicune said. “Or Primal Groudon and Primal Kyogre, I suppose.”

“Stop, please!” Eevee asked. “We just keep seeing awful things… I don’t think this is working!”

“It should be working,” Dialga replied.

“You said that there was a kind of change that was chaotic,” Eevee said. “But what other kinds of change are there?”

“There were… hold on,” Latios frowned, trying to remember. “I think Dialga said that there were changes where you make a small change in the past and it makes a big change in the future, then there were changes where nothing much happens at all because history doesn’t care, and then there were changes where you push things onto one path or a different one.”

“Correct,” Dialga said. “And it seems pretty obvious that this one is a chaotic one.”

He hurled another slug of time into the past, and everything went absolutely black. Only the glow of those Pokémon who could produce it could be seen, until Giratina pulled open a rift to the Reverse World and illuminated the area more brightly.

The little bubble of time Dialga was sustaining was the only thing left in the world.

“…so, about this idea of yours,” Dialga began.

“Dialga!” came a shout from down in the ruins. “If this means I end up with memories of not existing any more…”

“I don’t think it works that way,” Dialga called back.

“Just change it again! Something with a sun would be nice!”


AN:


So, I may have been a little misleading…

The shoulder cuff injury was real and shut down my writing, but I’m kind of a stubborn person where that comes in and it only did so for about four days. I have been a bit slow as a result, but there’s a lot more Jewel of Life than you may have been expecting if you read parts 1 and 2 when they went up.

So yeah, changing history sometimes needs multiple tries. And sometimes you end up with SuperMolly.

Or nothing at all.






287. Jewel of Life 4


This is the second of two chapters today.


Once the world was back to existing – albeit this time with the ground cracked and torn by some unknown catastrophe – there was a pensive silence inside Dialga’s bubble of paused time.

“So… that last one, where there was nothing at all,” Ash eventually began. “That was when the thing at Alamos Town went wrong, right?”

“Correct,” Dialga said. “Either myself or Palkia did not survive, and so there was a total event collapse.”

“Apart from the Reverse World, because I guess that’s something different,” Dawn added. “So… how come you and Palkia were both in here?”

Dialga bent down, looking her in the eye.

“I’m Dialga.”

There was a moment’s pause.

“That’s all the answer I’m getting, isn’t it?”

“Pretty much.”

“So… we need to do things right in Michina, in the past,” Sheena summarized. “But we don’t know what we were doing wrong.”

“I have a question,” Mawile’s Tyrantrum said, speaking up for the first time. “I know about the time travel, and I’ve talked with the others about it, but I still don’t know a lot of things…”

He pointed. “But I know Lucario and Charizard and Keldeo weren’t here last time, and nor were Suicune or… lots of the others. So how did you beat Heatran?”

“Well… we didn’t beat him,” Ash replied, thinking hard. “You’re right. That must be it, we’ve been doing this wrong – we’re fighting, winning by being stronger, but the first time we did this we had to win by being smarter.”

“We can’t do it the same way as we did the first time, though,” Pikachu added. “That nearly killed Arceus.”

“Yeah – but now we know the right kind of thing to do!” Ash said. “So we just need to go back and do it that way!”

“Ash, wait,” Dawn told him. “Two things…”

She held up two fingers on one hand, then folded one of them down. “First, we still don’t know what to do. We can think it though now, then Dialga can send us back to whenever we want – time’s paused here, we have time to think about it.”

Dawn lowered her other finger. “Second… we just spent about two hours in the past, three times. I’m not sure of that exact number, but it must be evening for us by now… I think we need something to eat and maybe a few hours’ sleep.”

“…yeah, good point,” Ash admitted. “Thanks, Dawn…”


“Your cooking’s always a treat, Brock,” Dawn said, about half an hour later, as the friends started in on a risotto.

“This is just good, simple home cooking,” Brock replied, sounding pleased anyway. “At least you guys don’t make as much noise as my brothers and sisters did while I cook.”

“Yeah, but you were cooking for dozens of Pokémon too, just now,” Ash countered. “Seriously, Brock, this is great work – thanks.”

Brock smiled. “Well, I’m glad you enjoy!”

There wasn’t much discussion for the next few minutes, then Sheena spoke up.

“What are we going to do, when we go back in time again?” she asked. “I know we decided we needed to use a different attitude, but how do we do that? I don’t think I have all the details about what happened last time.”

“Last time it got… really kind of complicated,” Ash said. “You ended up being misled by Marcus, because we only saw Damos trying to trick Arceus and not that it was Marcus making him do it. So you told him that Arceus could tell the difference between the real Jewel and the fake one… and he tried to trap Arceus underground and use something called the silver water to kill him.”

Ash took another bite of the hot food, then swallowed. “We got the Jewel of Life back to Arceus, but it was kind of hard… it nearly got Arceus killed, and we don’t want that to happen.”

“And I don’t think I could act that well anyway,” Sheena supplied. “Well… what does that leave us, then?”

“We’ll have to get the armour off as many Pokémon as possible,” Brock said. “As quickly as possible. That’s still some Pokémon battles, but it’s not a single massive fight – so maybe that’ll be better. And we need to aim to help Pokémon, not to just win by beating them up…”

“But if they gather together in a large group, a big fight’s impossible to avoid,” Dawn pointed out. “So – wait a moment. Crobat, Noctowl, Latias, Latios, you four did most of the scouting… did you remember where the Pokémon in Michina were?”

“Mostly spread out all over the place,” Crobat answered. “Patrolling the halls, and stuff…”

“I remember the first time we came back they were mostly in prison with Damos,” Ash supplied. “I think, anyway… then they got used in the ambush. Maybe we went back further that time?”

“It’s possible… we really don’t have enough information to be sure,” Brock sighed. “We could get that information if we did it enough times, but I don’t think I could face it.”

“Me neither,” Ash agreed. “So, uh… okay, I think I have an idea.”

He put his now-empty plate down. “So we go back, and the first thing we do is we help get Damos out. But then we go and free all of the Michina Pokémon from their armour – I bet they’re friends with Damos more than they’re friends with Marcus, so they won’t fight if we can get them free.”

“I’m not sure about all of them,” Dawn hedged. “But I think that’d work with most of them.”

“Then we go and find Marcus,” Ash went on. “But we try and persuade him he’s wrong – without needing to threaten him, just try and talk to him and show he’s wrong…”

“What about if he doesn’t listen?” Lucario asked.

“Then I guess we don’t really have a choice, we need to get the Jewel of Life back somehow,” Ash said. “But… could we swap the Jewel of Life with the fake one?”

“I think that’s too risky,” Brock replied. “Luxray can see through illusions, so we’d have to get really lucky, and he probably keeps the jewel with him.”

He shook his head. “Besides, what would happen if it worked? You’d need to put the real Jewel where the fake was, and that would solve the problem with Arceus but it wouldn’t solve the problem with Marcus – he’d be really angry about being tricked, and to make it work we’d need to leave all the Pokémon under his control, especially Bronzong. So it wouldn’t really be any better.”

“You’re right,” Ash sighed, then shrugged. “I guess that means we need to try the other idea, then?”

“Well, we’ve got hours to think about it, to see if we can come up with a better idea,” Sheena said. “But… I think that if I – if Damos and I can reach out to the Pokémon of Michina, if we can touch their hearts, that can only help.”

“Yeah, that’s a good point,” Dawn nodded. “It’d help to show that Damos was the real deal, too.”

She yawned. “Okay, uh… I guess we need to get some sleep…”

“Excuse me a moment,” Dialga said, and the sky dimmed around them.

“What did you just do?” Eevee asked, shifting to Umbreon, and her green rings lit up. “Did you make it nighttime?”

“No, I added a distortion factor to the light coming into the bubble,” Dialga replied. “The photons are spread over a hundred times as long, so they’re much dimmer because there’s fewer of them per second.”

“…wait, that doesn’t even begin to make sense,” Brock protested. “Time’s stopped for everywhere else. How are there even photons coming into the bubble at all, if time’s stopped for them?”

He looked around. “And, now I think about it, how are you handling the air supply? The bubble’s big, but…”

“I’d explain, but it’d basically boil down to ‘I’m Dialga’ again,” Dialga informed him loftily. “Is there any of that risotto left over?”

As Brock began scraping some out of the huge pot he’d used, Ash rummaged around in his pouch.

“I think… yeah, there we go,” he said, pulling out several sleeping bags. “Do we need the mattresses as well?”

“I don’t think so,” Pikachu answered. “The ground looks pretty level down in the bowl, it should do.”

“I think you’re right,” Ash agreed. “Okay, so… tomorrow, back to the past!”


“All right, everyone, your flight to Michina’s Past leaves in about three minutes. Please make sure all your baggage is stowed and that all Fairy types are in their Pokéballs.”

“I kind of think time travel has lost its mythic resonance for us,” Dawn said. “How do you know how those kinds of announcements go?”

“TV,” Dialga replied.

“Is it actually a problem if a Fairy type is outside their Pokéball?” Pikachu said. “Would they get left behind, or what?”

“I’ve not actually tested it, to my knowledge,” Dialga answered. “It just seems like now is a bad time to experiment.”

After a final check, he extended his fins and roared – slamming the whole group into the past once more.


As the time bubble blazed, Mewtwo spread his paws. A faint glow built up around them, then when their journey to the past was ended he exerted a sudden pulse of force and caught them all at once.

“That was a much easier landing,” Pikachu said. “Thanks.”

“Hey, is it me or does the sky look different?” Sheena asked. “It looks a bit brighter than last time.”

Ash held Dexter out the window, and the digital Pokémon produced an image of the sun.

You are correct, he declared. We have arrived at least an hour earlier than we did the last few times.

“That means that scouting we had the Pokémon do isn’t valid,” Brock realized. “The layout is the same, but everything else is going to be different. That’s going to make things more complicated…”

“What we’re trying to do is basically the same, though, right?” Ivysaur asked. “We’re still going to be going through Michina looking out for armoured Pokémon and getting the armour off them, we’ll just have to use our own judgement.”

“That’s right, I guess,” Dawn agreed. “It’ll just mean we have to have a heavy hitter with every group… but we’ve got a big chunk of Ash’s team along, so that’s not too much of a problem!”

“We should save Damos first,” Sceptile advised. “He’s the one who Pokémon here will actually recognize, and we need to make sure he’s safe.”

“That’s right,” Ash nodded. “Okay, so some group needs to head that way…”

“I’ll do it,” Sheena volunteered.

Ash checked through the collection of Pokéballs he had with him for a moment, and picked one out. “Keldeo, do you mind making sure Sheena’s okay?”

The Fighting-type emerged in a flash, and stamped a hoof with a determined klak. “I’ll do my best!”

“I’ll come too,” Mawile added. “It sounds like if there’s going to be Sheena and Damos there, that’ll mean less fighting and more talking, and I think Tyrantrum’s going to be more confident with that.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” Brock said.

“What are we going to do if we run into Marcus and that Bronzong?” Dawn asked. “It’s pretty powerful, and psychic…”

“I think we need to make sure we spread the Dark-types and the powerful Psychic-types out,” Brock replied. “We’ve got Mewtwo, Latias, Latios, Houndoom, Tyranitar, Crawdaunt, Absol, Metagross and Zorua.”

“From Absol to Zorua, solving all your problems with Psychic-types,” Zorua declared. “That should be enough!”

“And I’ve got my hat, so there’s that,” Ash added. “But that can be knocked off, I guess…”


In a corridor some way up the side of Michina, a Manectric loped along.

The canine Electric-type sniffed from side to side as she moved, on the lookout for intruders like she’d been warned about.

It did smell like there was something odd, somewhere… she slowed, Charging up and getting ready for a fight.

Then there was a blast of water from around the corner, which made her jump in surprise – and just as she was ready to send an attack out, a Buizel came rocketing around the corner at about two feet above her head height.

Water flashed out from the speedy enemy Pokémon, slapping at Manectric’s back, and she unleashed her charged up power into it – only to produce a brilliant shower of sparks and nothing else, as the Brine attack conducted her power back into herself.

That still left her charged up, and she boosted her own speed to spin around and go after the Buizel with a snarl.

Her sense of smell was dulled by the Brine, and she didn’t either hear or see the second Pokémon until a heavy weight fell across her back.

“Hey!” she shouted, kicking out, and Discharged – to no effect. “Get off!”

“Get off?” the Pokémon repeated, revealing herself to be a Gliscor. “Gladly, just a moment!”

There was a crunch, and the weight fell off Manectric’s back – along with her armour, the buckle crushed by Gliscor’s delicately-aimed claw.

“We’re not here to attack Michina,” Gliscor explained, as Manectric wheeled around again with a look of outrage. “We’re here to stop Marcus from screwing everything up by betraying Arceus.”

“…betraying… Arceus?” Manectric repeated, stopping and blinking. “I… wait, I guess that – how come I didn’t notice that before?”

Gliscor crushed the armour in her other claw. “I don’t think I like this thing much.”

“Hey, that took three hours to fit!”

Tyranitar emerged from his Pokéball with a flare of light, making Manectric double-take and whimper.

“I’m not going to fight you,” Tyranitar reassured her. “Just checking how things are going.”

“Pretty well!” Gliscor replied. “I’ll let you know if we need you.”

Tyranitar nodded, returning himself, and Gliscor picked up the Pokéball to carry in one claw on the next part of the patrol.

Buizel came jetting back, cut out his propulsion briefly, then did a somersault and twist to retro-rocket himself into a standing position next to Gliscor. “Next time, you do the decoy and I get the armour.”

“Sounds like a plan to me!” Gliscor agreed. “All right, let’s go!”

“…what should I do?” Manectric asked, a little baffled by the whole situation.

“Lunch?” Gliscor suggested. “I’m kind of confused on the time right now but I think it’s lunch soon.”

“Aren’t you nocturnal?” Buizel asked.

“I stay up very late in the day.”


“Get back here!” a Nidoqueen bellowed, thundering down a corridor deep in the heart of Michina.

Zorua stuck her tongue out, then shifted into a Liepard for longer legs and ran faster. Coming to a corner, she slid to a halt so she was facing down the next bit of corridor, turned to look back at the charging Poison-type, and raised her voice.

“Make me.”

Then she darted down the turn, a few seconds ahead of Nidoqueen.

When the Ground-type came around the bend, she stopped – already slowed down by her own need to make the turn, and honestly baffled by the large, glowing tree in the corridor and the robed human inspecting it with a pair of secateurs ready.

“…huh?”

“This corridor’s blocked, there’s a tree being grown here,” the human explained.

“Since when?” Nidoqueen asked. “I came down here half an hour ago?”

“It’s a very quick growing tree,” the human told her.

Nidoqueen had just enough time to process that the human had answered her question when something dropped from the roof and sliced the straps on her armour. It fell to the floor with a clatter, and she swiped her tail at the foe – to no avail as the Croagunk dodged nimbly.

“You know Marcus is trying to put Arceus in danger, right?” Brock asked, throwing back his hood. The tree shimmered, turning into a Sudowoodo, and Nidoqueen noticed a moment later that a whole other turn in the corridor had just appeared… complete with a Steelix in it.

She felt like kicking herself for not having spotted the missing corridor.


“So…” Geodude said, inspecting his nails. “Not an illusion type specialist, Brockster?”

“I’m not, but a lot of you are,” Brock replied. “Okay, Nidoqueen’s handled… should we set up another trap?”

“Trouble!” Rockruff barked, loping towards them. “Big trouble – ah!”

A pulse of psychic energy blasted towards her, and she dove into the flagstones to avoid being hit before surfacing again and returning herself.

Brock looked up, seeing the robed High Priest of Michina – Marcus – accompanied by his Bronzong.

“So,” Marcus said, gesturing, and a psychic shield formed across the corridor between the two humans. “You’re the intruder. You have quite the collection of Maiju with you.”

He spread his hand. “I’d ask what you thought you could accomplish, but there’s not much point. Heatran!”

Geodude clenched both fists and brought them up, and a dome of rock rose up all around himself, Brock and all Brock’s team who were currently out of their Pokéballs. The blast of intense heat launched at them by the ambushing Heatran came from ahead and above, heating the outside of the rocky shield, but it didn’t break through and Geodude made another gesture.

“Run!” he instructed, and Brock began to sprint for it – followed by another Flamethrower attack from Heatran, which got blocked by an insulating wall of sandstone.

“Follow them,” Marcus ordered, and Heatran followed at an implacable walk along the wall – pushing torch holders out of the way.


“Crobat?” Brock called, looking up for his chiropteran Pokémon.

“Left, then right,” Crobat replied from ahead and above, taking the turn before Brock reached it.

“Hey, B,” Geodude said, then paused and slammed both walls behind them to block the corridor. There was a thump on the other side as the Fire-type attack he’d pre-empted hit the rock barrier, then a pause, and the trembling of a Magma Storm chewing into it at speed.

“We should probably move,” Geodude added. “Anyway, uh, what I was going to say – what’s the plan here, Brockster? Where are we going?”

“Outside,” Brock replied. “To get some space.”

“Oh, right,” Geodude replied. “Sounds kinda iffy to me…”

They ran down the turn Crobat had indicated just as Heatran finally melted his way through the blockade, running through on the ceiling rather than the walls or floor so his chosen hole wouldn’t be clogged by dripping melt.

“C-bat, which way’s out?” Geodude asked. “Straight line.”

“Left here – then straight ahead,” Crobat replied.

“Right!” Geodude said, fingers lacing. He pushed both arms away from him, making a crack of rock like a gunshot, then almost as an afterthought threw up four more barriers of rock behind them as Heatran followed them around the turn.

Then Geodude crossed his arms at the elbows, opened his hands, and uncrossed them with a shout. The rock around them trembled, the flaming torches on the walls dancing wildly, then with a kerrunch a path about eight feet wide and six high opened all the way to the outside.

“Nice job!” Brock told Geodude, running for the opening, and reached for the Pokéballs on his belt. “Okay, we should have enough time to…”


Splayed feet moving at an even tread, Heatran emerged from the rock tunnel out into the daylight.

Almost the moment he did, the air filled with flying sand as some Maiju or other used Sandstorm – making it harder to see, but not bothering Heatran due to his Steel typing.

Frowning slightly, Heatran paused – rotating to the left and then the right, looking for the human and Maiju he’d been ordered to target.

Something massive and steely and covered in glowing crystals charged out of the obscuring sand, hammering into Heatran and knocking him to the side, but no attack came besides a Tackle and a raw shove. Heatran turned enough to fire a Flamethrower at the Steelix, then switched tactics and blasted out a wave of heat – turning the whole of the sand to droplets of flying glass, splattering the odd-looking Steelix in it and clearing the air.

A pulse of sound blasted out, carrying as much force as a Hyper Voice, and a Crobat went flying past – using blasts of powerful sound to mislead and confuse Heatran. He fought back, shooting out flame, even as splashes of water came at him as well from a Marshtomp, then lost patience and lit the whole area on fire with a Magma Storm.

The Steelix bellowed, holding his ground even though the pulse of intense heat hammered at him, and Heatran spotted the Crobat vanish in a flash of red light just before the flame reached him.

Then paws landed on the armour on his back, uncaring about the maelstrom of intense fire, and ripped away the straps holding it in place with a powerful bite and a yip of effort.

Suddenly Heatran paused, the flames dying down as he stopped focusing on the attack.

Why exactly had he been going after the Maiju and their human? Marcus had said so, but… why had he thought that was a good enough reason?

As the fire subsided, he saw the odd Steelix was glowing a dull red – but still standing – and was being approached by a Chansey, and a panting Ninetales was next to him spitting out fragments of burning armour strap.

“So,” she said, after shaking her head a couple of times. “I hope you don’t still want a fight.”

Heatran considered, then shook his own head.


“You seem almost as familiar with the halls of Michina as I am,” Damos said, as he followed Sheena and the Pokémon with her down a flight of stairs.

“Well, I’ve lived here – though it’s mostly ruins in the future,” Sheena clarified. “So I don’t know what they look like now quite as well, but I have some idea of the layout… and we’ve been spending several hours walking around here because of the previous time travel tries I mentioned, so I’m getting used to it.”

“Yeah, though if we’re going the wrong way… point it out, please?” Keldeo added. “Latias, is there anything you’ve seen?”

“Nothing yet,” Latias replied from overhead, combining psychic speech with Poké-speech. “There’s a door out to the front ahead, though… I’ll go check it out.”

As she did, Damos shook his head. “The things you must know… I know I should not ask too many questions, and that I may not get answers to many of them, but I want to ask at least one. How did you meet your human companion?”

“Well, it’s kind of complicated, because time travel was involved again,” Keldeo answered. “But the simpler version is that I did something stupid, and Ash helped me out – he kept me safe, and helped me make up for my mistake. So when I met him again I decided I should go with him, to repay him and because he was helping people.”

“That’s a good reason,” Damos said. “And what about you two?”

Mawile smiled. “I met Ash because I hatched from an egg he won! I think that makes me pretty lucky, because I’ve known him all my life. And what I think is really good is that he’s never asked me to do anything I’m not comfortable with – so I do things because I want to do them, and I know I can change my mind.”

Keldeo translated for Damos and Sheena, and Mawile continued. “And Tyrantrum… do you want to explain?”

Tyrantrum nodded. “I’m a fossil,” he began. “That means that I’m… well, I’m probably still solid rock right now. And when I got revived, so did lots of other Fossil Pokémon. It was chaos, and I was scared, but Mawile found me and helped me calm down.”

He gave her an affectionate look. “And she was just as good to me as her trainer was to her… we decided that I should be her Pokémon after a lot of thought, but it just… seems to make sense, really.”

“I hadn’t heard that yet,” Sheena said. “That’s a nice story, from both of you.”

“Pokémon means Maiju in your way of speaking, correct?” Damos checked, and got a confirmatory nod from Keldeo.

Then Latias came zooming back to them, decloaking in a flash of blue.

“There’s… quite a lot of Pokémon out there,” she said. “All of them have that odd armour.”

“That must be Marcus’ doing,” Damos decided.

He thought about that for a moment, then sighed.

“I suppose the only thing to do is to take another route.”

“It… might be a bit late for that,” Latias admitted. “They saw me.”

“I’ll be able to keep you safe,” Keldeo declared, transitioning with a flash of orange into Resolute Form. “And I’m sure Latias thinks the same!”

“But, um… wait!” Mawile said. “This is the same kind of thing we were talking about, remember? We don’t need to fight!”

“…there’s a lot of Pokémon who’ve probably been ordered to stop us,” Keldeo pointed out, a little puzzled. “I know what you mean, Mawile, but are you sure?”

“We shouldn’t need to fight,” Mawile said.

“I’m sorry, I’m only getting half of this conversation,” Sheena said. “Would you mind giving me an update on the other half?”

Latias summarized everything, and Sheena frowned.

“I… wonder about that,” she admitted. “You knew these Pokémon, right?”

Damos nodded. “I did, though I fear that Marcus has convinced them otherwise.”

“But – it’s the armour!” Sheena told him. “It wasn’t that the Pokémon got convinced, it was that the armour made them turn against you – Marcus set it up that way.”

“Then perhaps there is a chance,” Damos said. “You have said you share my talent, to touch the minds of Pokémon – well, I would not try this myself, but with your aid I feel I can take the chance.”

“The chance?” Sheena repeated, then thought that through. “You mean – trying to get to all of them?”

She swallowed. “Well… I guess we can try?”

“If you feel it may not work, then we should not,” Damos said. “What is important here is conviction.”

That gave Sheena pause for thought, and after a few seconds she nodded more firmly. “Then – yeah. Let’s do this.”


“I swear there’s something in there,” one of the Michinan guards said, frowning. “And Lord Marcus said we had to watch out for people trying to steal the Jewel of Life.”

“But I was looking,” the other guard replied. “I didn’t see anything.”

“Neither did I, but Luxray did,” the first guard pointed out, indicating Luxray. “And you just know a thief is going to be sneaky…”

“Well, maybe,” the second said, a little dubious. “You don’t think that explosion was something to do with them?”

“I think that was something to try and distract us,” the first replied, then looked up and did a double-take. “Wait – look!”

Damos walked out of the door, accompanied by a Pichu, a woman neither of them had seen before and an equine Maiju with a glowing horn.

It looked like there was a larger Maiju just around the edge of the door, as well, staying mostly out of sight.

“My friends!” Damos began. “Maiju of Michina… I am sorry. I know you all – and many of you came here because I asked you. But I trusted Marcus, and that was wrong.”

The woman with him put her hands together, focusing, as Damos continued. “I do not mind if you do not want to turn against him. But I ask that you do not fight at all – that you allow me to return the Jewel of Life to Arceus, as I have planned and promised.”

“That’s what Lord Marcus meant!” the first guard realized. “Get them!”

None of the Maiju leapt to obey, most of them frowning and looking confused.

“The armour you wear has been confusing you, making it so Marcus can order you,” Damos continued, clasping his hands in the same way as the woman. “Please, my friends. Fight it. Let the commands fall away as unimportant, unwanted… do not let Marcus start a war among us by betraying both Michina and Arceus!”

“What are you waiting for?” the guard demanded.

An Absol howled, tensed – then sliced off the armour of a Nidoking next to her. That Maiju turned in turn to use an attack to remove the Absol’s armour, and a moment later the whole group of Maiju dissolved into chaos – tearing their armour off or helping others remove it, with only one Claydol sliding slowly forwards towards Damos and his companions.

A beam of golden light flashed out from the equine Maiju, and the Claydol’s armour fell away as well.

“Well-” the guard began, then the ground shook suddenly.

He looked around, wondering what had happened, and there was another tremor – then part of the temple exploded outwards in a blast of sound and fury.


Some minutes earlier, a muted thump echoed down the halls of Michina.

“You heard that, right?” Ash asked.

“Yes,” Lucario agreed. “I’m not sure where it came from, though.”

“I am!” Houndoom announced. “This way!”

He broke into a loping run, and Ash and Lucario followed him at speed – turning hard right at a corner, then running down a curving flight of stairs.

“Almost there,” Houndoom announced as they reached the bottom, slowing down again to halt just before the corridor opened out into a wider one, and the others followed suit. “I smell human, I think it’s Marcus…”

“Right,” Ash said, checking Kari was at his side. “That means he’s going to have that Bronzong with him, right?”

Houndoom sniffed. “Yeah.”

A blast of greenish light hit the wall they were hiding behind, chopping part of it away, and a Stealth Rock came flying around the corner. Houndoom leapt over it, leaving it for Lucario who destroyed it with a flashing blue palm-strike, and spawned a pair of Beat Up body-doubles which charged forwards ahead of him.

Bronzong barrelled down on them, using Heavy Slam, and Pikachu jumped off Ash’s shoulder to contribute to the fight.

“I thought there might be more than one of you,” Marcus said, watching the Pokémon battle going on as his armoured Bronzong fought off three Pokémon at once – on the defensive, but avoiding taking any serious hits and using the occasional blast of sound and force to hit back. “Get out of Michina now, and I might let you go.”

“That’s not happening,” Ash replied. “Kari, ready?”

“Truly,” Kari confirmed.

Ash took her hilt, moving her off his belt with a quick motion and an application of her phasing powers, then threw her backwards. “Lucario, catch!”

His Fighting-type caught her out of the air and drew her from her scabbard in a single motion, cutting at Bronzong’s side to try and get at the armour – though Bronzong used Gyro Ball, whirling around fast to deflect the blow and knock Lucario aside with a resonant klang of steel-on-steel.

“We’re here to stop you,” Ash continued, as the fighting receded a little – the shouts and clashes and attacks going in all directions still audible, but far enough away they could talk.

“I thought as much,” Marcus replied, his mouth twisting for a moment. “Others have always been jealous of Michina… wanted to take the Jewel for themselves, or see it without the Jewel even if they couldn’t have it.”

Ash was silent for a moment, then shook his head. “That’s… really not what it is! The Jewel of Life is good for Michina, yes, but it’s necessary for Arceus! It’s part of him.”

“He’s done well enough without it for the last few years,” Marcus replied with a shake of his head. “Try another lie, it might be more convincing.”

“Why can’t you see I’m telling the truth…” Ash groaned.

“There’s every reason for you to lie,” Marcus countered.

Ash ducked as the sound of the fighting got louder again, and Bronzong went flying past him down the wide corridor. It was chased first by Pikachu, cheeks flaring out with electrical energy as he blasted a continuous stream of electrical energy at the rippling shield Bronzong was keeping up, then by Lucario moving at a sprint with an Aura Sphere growing in his paws.

Houndoom brought up the rear, the fight having somehow resulted in his wielding Kari with his mouth, and dark red fire blazed along her length as Houndoom slashed a flame-blade attack into a gap his tail slashed in Bronzong’s shield.

Ash winced, then returned to his theme. “Why do you think Damos is wrong?”

“Because it’s obvious,” Marcus replied, shaking his head slightly. “You are young, perhaps you did not see Michina before the Jewel came… it was a barren wasteland, but now it is verdant and full of life. The Jewel of Life made it so, and the Jewel of Life is all that keeps it so.”

“That’s not it at all, though,” Ash replied. “It’s something else – that’s why you’ve got all your Pokémon wearing armour that stops them resisting you!”

“Pokémon?” Marcus repeated, frowning, then waved it off. “The armour is necessary. Otherwise the Maiju would make too much fuss about what needs to be done.”

“But it doesn’t need to be done!” Ash insisted. “Everything you’ve said is all wrong because you think nobody else can be trusted, even though you’re the one who’s lying and using trickery to get your way… and that you think nobody else will realize what you’re doing!”

He waved his hand upwards. “If Arceus knew you were trying to trick him with a fake Jewel of Life, he would have a reason to destroy Michina – and he can tell the difference, because it’s part of him!”

“You’re very well informed,” Marcus said, frowning. “But if that won’t work, I’ll just-”

“-kill Arceus?” Ash demanded. “Is that what you were going to say?”

Marcus put both hands on his staff, and said nothing.

“You’re always going for the worst way out of a problem, instead of trusting anyone,” Ash said. “Even when the reason your plan works is based on other people trusting you – and each other – so you know they’re trustworthy!”

Ash’s fists clenched, and he trembled slightly. “You’re just… I can understand why you’re doing this stuff, or why you started, but all the ways you’re trying to do it-”

Bronzong crashed though the nearest wall, ringing loudly with the force of the impact, and Lucario leapt through after it. Pikachu followed, swinging his tail with Kari’s tassel in it as he landed – swinging the Ghost-type at Bronzong with maximum force as she powered up a Night Slash.

Kari let go at just the right moment, spearing through the remains of Bronzong’s shield, and glanced off his striker arm. Spinning through three-hundred-and-sixty degrees, she projected a Sacred Sword to extend the length of her blade – reaching just far enough to finally catch the Bronzong’s armour.

“No!” Marcus shouted, as the slashed armour fell away. “What have you done?”

“Bronzong’s free,” Ash replied. “That’s what…”

He slowed, looking around. The ringing sound Bronzong had made had died away, but the tremors accompanying the impact had not – in fact, they were getting stronger, and a few rocks fell from the ceiling followed by a splintering crash as a nearby corridor fell in on itself.

“I think the ceiling’s about to-” Lucario began.

“Guys, get us a way out!” Ash called. “Houndoom, return!”

Kari flipped into the air, and Lucario caught her in one paw as Ash dove towards Marcus. The priest reacted with surprise, raising his hands to fend off Ash’s attack, but Ash instead grabbed him around the waist.

Pikachu hadn’t used much of his charge in the battle, and it took him only a moment to spin up to full power. It wasn’t quite clear how many rings he used for his Volt Crash, but it looked like at least five – and once he had, he fired an enormous blast of electrical energy, less focused than his normal work, which smashed through three rows of empty rooms in a kind of inverted cone and left them seeing daylight out the other end.

Lucario grabbed Bronzong’s clapper with his free paw, Houndoom vanished back into his Pokéball, and Ash scooped up Pikachu with one hand as he dragged Marcus with the other. Both Aura users broke into a sprint, running for the exit with their passengers as rocks fell around them, and burst out into the open air just before several tons of rocks fell behind them with an almighty kerrunch.


“Are you okay?” Lucario asked, once he’d rolled to a halt. “Ash? Pikachu?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Ash replied, shaking his head a little. “Uh… I think Pikachu’s okay, too…”

“A bit of cheek-ache, otherwise fine,” Pikachu supplied. “I hope nobody else was in there…”

“I didn’t see anyone when I checked,” Lucario told him.

“I…” one of the men nearby said, agape. “What just happened?”

“The roof was about to cave in, so Pikachu blasted us a way out,” Ash answered.

The man looked at the enormous hole, then at the debris field, then stared at Pikachu.

“…wow.”

“Yeah,” someone else added. “I… didn’t know that was possible for any Maiju, let alone a Pikachu….”

“Hey, are you okay?” Ash added, looking down at Marcus.

“I… think so,” Marcus replied, wincing, then levered himself upright with the staff he’d managed to keep hold of during the dive.

Reaching for the top of his staff, he detached the Jewel of Life. “Damos!”

“Marcus?” Damos replied, coming around the side of the temple and getting a fuller view of the damage. Before he could say anything, however, Marcus threw the Jewel of Life directly at Damos.

The Michinan leader caught it automatically, then looked down at it. “Is this-”

“It’s the real one,” Marcus interrupted. “If this turns out to be a mistake, I will never forgive you.”

That statement drove Damos to chuckle. “Marcus, if anyone should be talking about forgiveness, don’t you think it should be you?”

He waved his hand. “But… this change of heart is welcome, and I thank you for it.”

“It’s not a change of heart,” Marcus insisted.

Damos smiled slightly. “Of course not.”


“I… kinda think that might change history a bit,” Dawn said, looking at the hole in the side of Michina Temple. “I don’t remember seeing that before.”

“I don’t think it’s necessarily going to change it, much,” Brock disagreed. “There’s thousands of years for it to be repaired, and it’d all look as eroded as everything else.”

“Still, it’d be pretty clear if you looked,” Dawn shrugged. “There’s all these cracks and stuff which weren’t there before, because it was carved out of the rock – it’s going to be different.”

“I agree with that much,” Brock said. “I just don’t think anyone bothered to look before, so it won’t change anything noticeable.”

“…time travel continues to be weird, I see,” Dawn chuckled.

She looked around. “Do you think we did enough this time?”

“Well, it felt more satisfying,” Brock shrugged. “So… possibly? I don’t really know for sure, though.”

“Hey, Brockster,” Geodude called. “You want that Rockruff and I get repairing this?”

“If you want to, sure,” Brock called back. “Don’t take too long, though, we want to be ready for our lift back.”

He turned to Dawn, shrugging. “Or that could happen.”

“Or that could happen, yeah,” Dawn agreed.


For what was hopefully the final time, the eclipse-darkened sky over Michina was split by the radiant ring of golden light that heralded the appearance of the Creator.

Arceus, Dexter stated. The Alpha Pokémon. It is said to have hatched from an egg before the universe existed, then shaped everything that is with its 1,000 arms.

“Dexter!” Ash hissed.

I have not had a chance to do this one before. It was interesting.

Unheeding of the byplay, Arceus drifted slowly down to land with all four hooves at once and a pulse of golden light.

“Lord Arceus,” Damos said, bowing deeply. “I have your Jewel of Life to return.”

Arceus examined him, then turned His attention to Marcus – standing a little off to the side.

“Your faith is appreciated,” He declared. “I see that My decision to grant Michina with prosperity was not in error.”

After a long moment, He moved back to Damos – leaving Marcus a little unsteady on his feet as a result of the awesome force of Arceus’ regard.

Taking the unspoken cue, Damos held out the Jewel of Life, and Arceus took it with a flash of golden light – the sparks of His plates rising out of where they had been bound, and taking up their places orbiting Him.

“Dialga,” He declared, and Dialga appeared very suddenly.

Marcus jumped, as the giant Dragon of Time had appeared literally right next to him.

“When you are ready, send My faithful servants back to their appointed time,” he instructed, then paused.

Stepping past Damos, He leaned down to examine Molly’s Sylveon.

“You seem familiar,” He declared.

A frown, and Arceus brought His Pixie plate down to hover next to Sylveon. His gaze went back and forth between the one and the other, then He nodded slightly as if in confirmation.

“I wondered,” He confessed. “Very well. Dialga, you may begin.”

Sylveon shifted to Flareon, knowing where this was going, and Dialga spent a moment powering up before Roaring with all his might.


The swirl of time unbent, twisting and depositing Charizard half a mile over an ash-blasted land heaped with cinders.

“Wha - wait, where did-” Charizard began, wings spreading automatically, and looked around for the others. “What now?”

“Nothing much!” a cheerful voice told him.

Celebi came zooming out from behind his back. “Sorry to borrow you, but I’ve had this really complex knot of history to sort out and you’re normally too far in the future to solve it. But you’re here now, so I thought I’d take the opportunity to simplify it.”

Charizard began hovering, and gave her a look. “What?”

“Okay, so, long story short, I need your help as a move tutor, these Charizard aren’t doing too hot inventing it for themselves…”

She did a flip. “Oh, and this is just the result of a common-or-garden volcanic eruption. You’re still in the past.”

“…you could have just asked first, you know…” Charizard grumbled.


Dialga’s time bubble popped with a flash of bright blue light, and everyone looked around.

“Well, that’s got to be a good sign,” Brock said. “Look, the weather’s right.”

“No giant crater, either,” Sheena added.

“And, of course, I am here,” Arceus completed, making everyone jump. “It seems as though you have done your work well.”

“It took a bit longer than we thought, but it was done and well done by the end,” Dialga proclaimed.

“Yeah, Dialga was really helpful in making sure we had enough tries to get it all right,” Ash agreed. “I – wait, Charizard?”

The Fire-type turned. “Yeah?”

“How come you’re covered in streaks of ash?”

“It’s a long story,” Charizard replied. “Involving some very argumentative ancestors.”

His claws flexed a bit as he spoke. “Very argumentative.”

“I think we want more information,” Lucario requested.


“Hey, Sheena!” Kevin called, reaching the top of the steps. “I saw a huge flash on the Time-Space Axis – that was you guys leaving, right?”

Sheena waved to him, then came over. Halfway she broke into a run, and embraced him.

“H-hey!” Kevin protested, though without much force. “You weren’t gone for long, right?”

“More than a day,” Sheena replied, still hugging him. “I’m going to tell you all about it, but… it was amazing and scary and humbling all at once. I spoke to Damos!”

She paused. “Actually, I kind of had the same conversation with him… four times? I think it was four times.”

“I’m going to look forward to hearing about that,” Kevin decided.

“Oh!” Sheena added. “I wanted to ask you, because you weren’t in the time alteration stuff… is there still a legend about a Thunder Beast?”

“Still?” Kevin asked, confused. “You mean – oh! Of course, because you went back in time. Yes, there is a Thunder Beast legend, a Pokémon who could blow out the side of a mountain… but we never worked out what mountain.”

“This one,” Sheena told him. “I actually saw it happen. Brock just fixed it later.”

She finally let go of Kevin, and reached into the pocket of her outfit. “Oh, and look what I got…”

Kevin did a double-take as she pulled out a shimmering green gemstone. “Is… is that the Jewel of Life?”

“No, it’s just a very good fake,” Sheena replied. “Made by Marcus to try and trick Damos and Arceus.”

She pulled out two more. “And… this is the one we damaged to check it wasn’t the real Jewel, because that was invulnerable.”


“I’m surprised Pikachu’s the only part of what happened that got remembered,” Dawn said. “I’m not complaining, just… everyone noticed Pikachu, I get that, but there’s no murals talking about Giratina visiting? Or Mewtwo?”

In the version which actually happened I didn’t do much, Mewtwo supplied. I was hovering overhead ready to help, but it seems nobody saw it.

“What about one for Brock and his team?” Pachirisu asked. “They’re the ones who beat Heatran, that was probably the strongest Pokémon Marcus had on hand.”

“What would that look like, though?” Ash asked. “I mean, he did it mostly with sneaky illusion stuff… a blank wall?”

Brock groaned. “I walked into that one…”

“Don’t walk into walls,” Lucario advised. “It’s unhealthy.”

The ground trembled slightly.

“…okay, what now?” Ash asked.

With a rrrrumble, a small area of stone gave way – revealing a Heatran.

“That took longer than I expected,” it declared.

“What did?” Dawn said. “Wait – how long were you there?”

“Not really sure,” Heatran answered, turning towards Brock. “I spent a lot of it asleep. But I asked Damos, and he said you would be back some day.”

Deciding He wasn’t going to get an audience, Arceus quietly rose in glory into the heavens.

“Yeah, I’m not sure if we mentioned how far back in time we went,” Ash admitted. “I’m not really sure of the number myself, actually…”


Some miles away, Gary Oak lay on the grassy side of a hill.

“Hmm…”

His Umbreon came loping up, sniffing occasionally, then turned to her trainer. “Do you have any idea where Molly’s Eevee went?”

“Huh?” Gary asked, listening to his translation earbud, then shook his head. “No, I don’t… why? Is something wrong?”

“I swear she was around a few minutes ago, but she vanished,” Umbreon replied. “I tried finding her trail, but it just suddenly stops.”

“That’s kind of odd,” Gary agreed. “Did she go Espeon and teleport?”

“I don’t know if she’s learned that,” Umbreon admitted. “That could be it.”

She turned her focus to her trainer. “So… what brings you out here?”

“I just felt a bit… melancholy,” Gary explained, pointing up at the half-moon hanging low in the sky. “I was remembering how we could have ended up on there if things went just a little bit differently… I’m not sure what brought it on, though.”

The Dark-type nodded, and sat herself down next to Gary’s side – tail flicking back and forth a little.

“Much better this way,” she decided. “And I don’t know what your first go was like, but… I’m glad we can talk.”

Gary nodded, scratching her under her chin. “Yeah…”


AN:


That’s a much better ending with Gary than part two.

Hope you enjoyed Jewel of Life! It was a little bit experimental, pushing aside the “more fighting” approach of previous film retreads for a “puzzle” approach.

And putting the first half up on Halloween with a delay of a full day before the second half. That was kind of experimental too.
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May looked up, frowning.

“Hey, do you…”

She paused, looked around, and noticed that Max was nowhere nearby.

“Max?”

After a moment’s consideration, she waved Beautifly down. “Can you check to see where Max is?”

“I could see him from where I was training,” Beautifly replied. “He’s over the other side of that hedge, working on something with Ferris.”

“Thanks,” May replied, getting up and stretching. “Hey, Max!”

Her brother met her a bit more than halfway from where she’d started, his Aron trailing behind him. “Hey sis… what is it?”

“Well, uh… I just felt kind of odd for a moment,” May replied. “I wanted to check if you felt the same.”

“Huh, now you mention it…” Max shrugged. “I thought it was just a side effect of what I was doing with Aron.”

“We’re seeing what happens if he eats different metals!” Jirachi supplied. “Magnesium seems to have taught him Flash.”

“I wonder…” May mused. “Hey, Ethan, what’s the odds that it was Ash doing something again?”

Give me a moment, I’ll check on Dexter, Ethan replied, then paused. Oh, that’s interesting. He’s requesting that I cross-check the history files I got from him on my creation with the version I can get from the internet now.

“Time travel again, then,” Max said. “I hope they didn’t make another new Type.”

“What would that even be, though?” May asked. “…on second thought, I don’t want to put it past them that we’d end up with a Chaos-type.”

Cross-check complete, Ethan declared. The only change is in the Legend of the Thunder Beast. However, Dexter has also shared with me footage of multiple alternate timelines.

May I see? Kris requested, then let out an electronic blaat. Ouch, okay.

“How bad is it?” Max asked, then shook his head. “No, never mind, I don’t want to know… well, not in any detail, anyway…”

“It is a matter of perception,” May’s tiny Joltik opined. “You are caught between two possibilities, between the chance of the reality being unexpectedly bad and the certainty of your imagination producing negative outcomes when opened to speculation.”

There was a pause of a few seconds as the siblings parsed that.

“I… yeah, that sounds about right,” May summarized. “Can you, uh… show us one from the middle of the pack? Does that sound okay?”

Ethan’s projector lit up, and he showed them an image of a valley with tornadoes and foul weather all over it.

This one was determined to be the result of the Shamouti Incident going badly, he told them.

“I wonder…” May said. “I know we both read about the Legend of the Thunder Beast, maybe it was just that we’d read something which no longer exists as a story in the form it was when we read it? Is that why we felt odd?”

She waved her hand at the projection. “If that’s the sort of bad outcome, then… I kind of think it’d be worse if we remembered it? Or… am I overthinking this?”

“I lost track of what was going on back at the word perception,” Jirachi said brightly. “Maybe we should just have some candy?”

“That actually sounds like a pretty good idea,” Max agreed. “What do you think, May?”

May pointed. “I kinda think you should keep track of those metals you were experimenting with.”

Ferris looked up, already chewing on some copper.

“Oh, no…” Max groaned. “…wait, actually, let’s see what that one does. I was kind of curious.”

Thus approved, Ferris finished eating the length of copper tube in a few seconds. He swallowed the last of it with a faint clang, then his eyes crossed and he blew out a Thundershock.

“Electric attacks, neat,” Max said. “I guess it might be useful as a surprise!”


Back at Michina, Ash and the others had found the time to sit down.

“So… okay, there’s a lot to discuss,” Brock said. “We need to talk out what we saw, and how we’re going to deal with the implications and stuff – I mean, we just saw a lot of things that it’s going to take us time to process.”

He nodded. “But this is probably the most important issue… so, Heatran.”

“Yes?” Heatran asked, looking pleased.

“Why have you been underground there for so long?”

The Fire-type tapped the ground slightly with a clawed foot. “Well, it seemed to make sense at the time… I was really impressed by all the teamwork I saw, and by you, and I was kinda sad that you left. So when Damos told me that you’d be back some day, I decided to wait for you!”

The Steel-type stood at attention, lower legs vertical and upper legs at forty-five degrees.

“I just want to check a few things,” Dawn said, raising her hand. “So, first, when you say ‘you’, you mean Brock, right?”

“And his team of Maiju,” Heatran agreed. “Or are they called Pokémon now? I’ve heard that word more recently.”

“That’s the word we use now, yeah,” Ash supplied.

“I know there are other humans who have teams of Pokémon,” Heatran added, using the new word carefully. “But it was Brock who really impressed me, and his team is all over the place so I thought I’d fit in nicely.”

“I’m technically supposed to be a Rock-type trainer, but none of my friends agree with that,” Brock said. “And nor does most of my team.”

“I’m sort of… rock associated,” Heatran said helpfully. “Does that make it easier?”

“That wouldn’t be the deciding factor either way,” Brock assured them. “The only reason I’d be a bit nervous about it is making sure you’re thinking of it for the right reasons, making sure it works out…”

“Oh, well, I was sort of… not sure what to do with my life,” Heatran confessed. “Which is why I moved to Michina in the first place… and, come to think of it, it might explain why I was so okay with sleeping for… however long it’s been.”

“So there was this other thing I wanted to ask,” Dawn went on. “How good are you at illusions?”

“I… wouldn’t know where to start,” Heatran replied, looking worried. “I can hide underground, but that’s about it… I don’t think I could do anything with illusions.”

Brock shook his head. “Well, you could if you used heat to make heat-haze,” he said. “That and…”

The Pewter Gym Leader stopped, looking thoroughly disgusted with himself. “Now you guys have got me doing it!”

“Just give in to the inevitable,” Dawn suggested.

Heatran looked to the side, where Brock’s Flygon was watching with amusement. “Is this what humans are normally like?”

“I happen to think that these are some of the best,” Flygon replied. “It’ll be good to have you around.”


Misty frowned, then shook her head.

“Not again, Ash…”

“Is something wrong?” Brunel asked.

Misty looked over her shoulder at the latest challenger. “No, just something one of my old friends did.”

She shrugged. “It’s nothing important.”

“That is good news,” Brunel replied, adjusting his top hat slightly. “I was worried it might mean the battle was delayed.”

“There’s no need for that,” Misty assured him, opening the doors to her themed challenge room.

“Your spot is here,” she said, pointing the Steel-type specialist to one of the two podiums. “Pick your Pokémon, I’m going to give a count of three.”

“Of course,” Brunel replied, reaching inside his waistcoat for a Pokéball, then paused. “I… fear I should ask, however. The pool extends all the way to the walls, I see no way around the edge. How are you going to get to your podium?”

Misty smiled, then walked over the water of the pool. Little ripples spread out from where she stepped, disturbing the glass-smooth surface, and she shook the droplets from her shoes when she reached the other side before taking her place for the battle.

“Ready?” she asked.

“I… yes,” Brunel nodded. “I am ready, I suppose.”

“Good!” Misty replied, raising a Pokéball of her own. “Three, two, one, go! Kingdra!”

“Magnezone!” Brunel called at the same time. “Thunder!”


What is an appropriate thing to say in this situation? Metagross asked, one foot raised slightly.

Good question, Mewtwo replied. I’m not really sure what the best term to use would be… though I believe a good one would be ‘pull’.

Metagross evaluated that. Very well. Pull!

The Legendary Pokémon spread his hands briefly, then slammed them together. A dozen Shadow Balls came blasting out from the contact point, pausing briefly as Mewtwo took them all under control, then moved out to circle Metagross at about twenty feet of distance.

Metagross focused their attention, doing their best to keep track of all the spheres of shadow at once as they bobbed and weaved – moving a little closer, then a little further away.

Then three came darting in at once.

Metagross reacted quickly, raising a leg to punch out at one of the Shadow Balls. It shattered, and they slammed their leg back down again to gain more support and allow them to raise a second leg for hitting a different Shadow Ball. This leg was in position to hit two in quick succession, and Metagross slammed it down again only after two punches.

Good, Mewtwo declared, and sent another four spheres going in. As he did, he constructed some more Shadow Balls to keep the training exercise going.

“It can help with learning to multi-task to have a conversation at the same time,” Lucario suggested.

That sounds like a good idea, Mewtwo mused. Do you have anything you were thinking of saying, Metagross?

The Steel-type shrugged, rotating and slapping down another Shadow Ball.

“Impressive spatial awareness,” Lucario added. “What’s your method of managing it?”

Reflective legs, Metagross declared. I put an attention thread onto constructing a decluttered image of the environment.

“Nice,” Lucario judged. “It clearly works for you.”

A nod.

The next few seconds were mostly quiet, apart from the whoosh and pop of Shadow Ball spheres being thrown out and crushed by Metagross – or occasionally getting through, striking against their armoured hide.

“I have a recommendation,” Kingler said, stopping by to have a look. “When Mewtwo does one of those converging attack things, step forwards – that will make it so you can reach some of them earlier than others, so you get a little more time to work on them. It reduces the rate you need to pop Shadow Balls at.”

He waved a claw. “Or step back, depending on which direction they’re going to reach you from first.”

Good idea, Metagross stated. They moved to the side a little, punching in the direction they’d moved, then methodically destroyed all the other incoming Shadow Balls in a blur of silver leg fists.

“How is being part of our strange group working out for you, by the way?” Kingler added. “I know we’re… not the most normal bunch of Pokémon.”

It has been an education, Metagross decided. I was not anticipating that I would be involved in a fight in the past to save the future, and I was also not anticipating that there would be at least four of the same fight taking place.

The ground jumped slightly as Metagross kicked off into the air, aided by a pulse of suddenly reduced Gravity. The Psychic-type spun themselves around fast, kicking out in a staccato sequence, and successfully fended off Mewtwo’s latest pattern.

“I hope that doesn’t mean you’re regretting your choice,” Lucario said. “Though you’re allowed to change your mind, of course.”

Metagross landed again, harder than they’d gone up as a result of the cancellation of the low-Gravity effect. It has been educational so far. I have also had a good experience with becoming stronger by training… not so much in increasing my strength as in increasing the ability to usefully apply that strength.

“That’s a lot of what training is about,” Kingler said. “Strength counts for a lot as well, but being able to apply your strength better and avoid what your opponent can do is hugely important.”


Space opened, and Giratina slid out.

“Oh, hey,” Iris said, looking up from her breakfast. “I guess you got everything sorted out while I was asleep… how did it go?”

Giratina considered his response.

“It was confusing,” he decided.

Iris listened to the translation, and frowned. “Confusing how? You’re a Pokémon involved with how the universe works… I can’t imagine what you would find confusing.”

“Many things confuse me. I still do not fully comprehend why humanity has invented the spork,” Giratina stated blandly. “However, in this case it was that we went back in time to ensure that the Creator was safe.”

“That’s… yeah, I know,” Iris frowned. “I was expecting that.”

“We had to do it four times,” Giratina clarified. “It was an odd combination of mundane and terrifying.”

Iris considered that, then nodded. “Yeah,” she said, her voice a little higher pitched than normal. “I can see that being confusing.”


Okay, so that didn’t work, Dragon mused.

Her virtual form shifted attention a little, while her physical centrum sat nestled in a server rack in Saffron.

This would be so much easier if the bad guys had poor network security, or even average network security, she thought to herself. Why is it that a group of criminals who most people wouldn’t see if they walked down the street carrying a Kyogre also have to be so annoying as to actually pay attention to things like two-factor auth?

After spending a few more seconds groaning about competent foes, Dragon configured a new search protocol.

Maybe she could try to locate Galactic by taking a dumb snapshot of the entire internet, running a search program through it to discard absolutely everything interesting, then doing a manual search of the remainder?

That would, of course, be incredibly tedious, she thought to herself. On the other hand, I would at least become a connoisseur of funny pictures of Skitty.

A network handshake poked at her.

Hmm? What’s this?

Sandboxing it, Dragon accepted the link – resulting in the opening of a chat window with a blinking cursor.

After a moment, the cursor began to scroll.

-Hello? I… was hoping for some advice.

-Well, I wouldn’t mind giving it, if it’s something I know enough about to give, Dragon replied. Might I ask who’s contacting me?

-It’s Rotom… I think your father might have mentioned me? He’s the one who gave me your address.

-Okay, Rotom. You’re right, I have heard about you. What do you want advice about?

The conversation paused for a long moment, and Dragon considered how Rotom had got her attention.

It was actually quite odd. She knew the Ghost-type was capable of possessing electronics, and Dad’s latest history integrity check had included the detail that Rotom had managed to load itself into Dawn’s Pokétch. But this was about as minimal as communication could get…

Huh.

-If you don’t mind my asking, is it about agoraphobia?

-Yes.

-I feel uncomfortable when people are talking to me, or paying attention to me.

-But I don’t like that. I want to be more confident, and to be more okay with things… and I want to see what’s going on, as well. I just… feel uncomfortable when I do.

-I can see why that’s a problem, Rotom. And I understand why you decided to contact me about it – I’m a long way off, and you can talk to me by an indirect route.

-Don’t worry, you’re not doing anything wrong. Sometimes people do just feel like that – and you don’t need to do what feels uncomfortable for you if you don’t want to do it.

-But, well… like I said, I do want to be more confident, it’s just hard and I don’t know how to.

-Then the answer is to take it a bit at a time. You’re in Dawn’s Pokétch at the moment, right?

-If you’re okay with that situation, then spend a little time just… like that. Not interacting, just watching – only take part if you feel like it.

-Okay. I think that makes sense.

-I’ll do my best.

-That’s the spirit. And don’t worry, you can ask for help or advice any time. You could even route a question through me and Dad back to the rest of the group if you really felt you couldn’t speak up.

-Thanks for the offer, but… I think if I have something to say, I should say it myself.

-The difficult bit is convincing myself I have something worth saying.

-Understood. And good luck.

Rotom closed the connection, and Dragon spent a moment writing a subroutine to monitor the chat in case she was contacted that way again.

Then she began hunting for enough space to store her shallow clone of the internet.

It was kind of hard to locate enough cloud storage, though. Maybe she’d have to do it one chunk at a time…


“Yep, this looks like the place! Thanks for the lift!”

Molly’s Girafarig looked over. “Oh, hey, Sylveon!”

He frowned. “Is that Mr. Mewtwo with you?”

I don’t think I’m a mister, Mewtwo replied. Actually, I’m not sure I have any title at all… I should look into that. I could do a degree course by correspondence, then I could be Master Mewtwo.

He stroked his chin. A doctorate in physics and a masters’ degree in astrophysics… that would make me Doctor Mewtwo, Master of Space.

As he considered, Molly gathered Sylveon into her arms. “Welcome back!”

“It’s good to see you again!” Sylveon replied, hugging back. “I had a really strange day.”

Molly frowned. “Was it to do with crystals and stuff?”

She sat down. “I had these weird thoughts about a crystal landscape, and feeling really lonely… it was kind of like a dream, but it all came at once.”

“Yeah,” Sylveon replied. “It’ll take a while to explain all the details, but… basically, time got altered and stuff, and it didn’t get me. Then the second time it was I could feel you were a little way off, and I remembered how to do that turn-into-light thing from back when you made me.”

“That only works when there’s Unown crystal everywhere,” Molly said, nodding knowledgeably. “Aww… that must have been really awful for you!”

Sylveon visibly thought for a moment, then went Flareon. “It was a bit scary, but it was a good thing I was there! I was able to help out… and I helped make sure you weren’t lonely, which is one of the things I’m supposed to do.”

“Silly,” Molly said, shaking her head. “I know I made you, but you’re your own Pokémon now. You don’t have to do anything.”

“But you’re my friend!” Flareon countered. “I’m supposed to help you because you’re my friend.”

Molly smiled at that, and buried her face in Flareon’s fur. “Thank you.”

As she did, Girafaig looked over at Mewtwo. “I… hope this doesn’t sound too odd, but I’m a big fan of your work. I want to go into space some day, it’s amazing.”

That makes me smile, Mewtwo told him. I can do a lot, but I am only one Pokémon. But if enough people want to go to space, then that is where they will all be able to go.


“There you are, sweetie,” Grace said. “I’m surprised you took so long to get up.”

“Yeah, so am I,” Serena admitted, yawning. “I guess I must have stayed – not got enough sleep last night.”

Grace frowned slightly at the word swap, but didn’t comment on it. “Well, it’s too late for breakfast… you’ll just have to have lunch, and then clean your teeth after.”

“Right,” Serena said, scrubbing at her eyes. “Is there anything planned?”

“I was going to do some sandwiches,” Grace told her. “I’ll make you one if you want.”

“That sounds great,” Serena agreed, brightening a little. “And I’ll do the washing up.”

“It’ll only be a couple of knives and the chopping board,” Grace said, then smiled. “Which is why you want to do it today, of course… I’ll call you down when that’s ready.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Serena smiled. “I’ll go and check if I got anything from Dawn last night… or this morning.”


Back upstairs in her room, Serena powered on her computer. Blitzle came over to investigate, and she gave him a rub under the muzzle before swinging back to the keyboard.

“Let’s see…” she said. “Oh, there we go!”

Blitzle looked closer, reading along with her, and she muttered to herself as she went quickly through the email.

“Michina, huh? Kind of remember that place…”

She’d read about it as a young girl, back when they’d been in Kanto, and it was kind of interesting… though not nearly as interesting as what Dawn had apparently been involved in. Dialga, Palkia and Giratina had all been present, which was a crazy list of Pokémon, and…

…Serena stopped halfway through the letter.

“Wait…” she said, glancing at Blitzle. “Have you ever heard of the Legend of the Thunder Beast?”

Blitzle shook his head.

“…guess I should have expected that,” Serena admitted. “But it’s pretty cool, I liked it when I read about it. There’s supposed to have been this really powerful Electric-type trapped in a mountain with his friends, and when an earthquake came he blew the side of the mountain down to escape…”

She looked back at the email. “I… am I crazy? Because Dawn said there was Dialga there, and I swear that means that Ash’s Pikachu was… is… probably the Thunder Beast?”

“Dear!” Grace called upstairs. “Sandwiches are ready!”

“Coming!” Serena called back.

Quickly moving her keyboard into place, she wrote out a quick reply – apologizing for not having finished reading the email, and asking Dawn whether her guess was right.

It couldn’t hurt to ask, right?


Charizard’s wings flared with a whoosh, and he backwinged twice to slow his movement before alighting on the slightly glassy rock outside his cave.

“Hey, stranger,” Charla called from inside. “I see you’re back. Funny choice to fly, though.”

“I wanted to have a bit of a think,” Charizard replied, walking inside with his tail held to illuminate the cavern.

“Always dangerous,” his mate chuckled. “How was it?”

Charizard took his Pokéball out from the bag he was wearing, and put it on their stone bedside table. “Well, I got there ahead of time, and… loads of time nonsense happened. I think I actually spent most of a month there, though from here it’d look like… about five minutes.”

“A month?” Charla repeated, getting up. “What happened? Time travel, but… what could lead you to be gone for a month? Are your friends okay?”

“That’s the funny thing about it, they were gone for only about a day,” Charizard replied. “After the rest of the stuff was dealt with – I’ll explain in a bit – Celebi grabbed me on the way back to the present and sent me to go and deal with a tribe of ancient Charizard. About two thousand years ago, just after the eruption of Mount Blast.”

“That’s… odd,” Charla admitted. “Why?”

Her expression changed. “Wait, hold on… the eruption of Mount Blast was when the Charicific Tribe developed Blast Burn – by copying the pyroclastic flow.”

Charizard snorted. “Yeah, that’s what they say… and, I guess that’s how it originally went. But Celebi asked me to fix it, so it’s me now.”

He shook his head. “I spent weeks trying to teach those argumentative idiots how to Blast Burn… and do the mental lock thing, too. And I can see why it’s around, I wouldn’t trust them with it unsupervised and I apparently invented it.”

“I don’t think you can call that inventing it,” Charla said, raising a claw.

“Well, the whole tribe learned it from me, and I didn’t get it from anywhere else,” Charizard shrugged. “Close enough?”

Charla poked him on the snout. “That’s enough arrogance from you for now. I hope you’re done with impersonating the elders of the Charicific Tribe.”

“But I wasn’t impersonating any of them?” Charizard asked, baffled.

“You claimed to be at the invention of the Charicific variant of Blast Burn, and you’re clearly not that old,” Charla pointed out smugly.

Charizard huffed, then sat down next to Charla and pulled her into a hug.

“You really haven’t seen me in a month?” she asked.

“Mm-hmm,” he nodded, twining his tail around hers. “But I know you saw me two days ago, so I don’t want to make too big a deal about it… it might seem weird to you. And I said I’d try not to confuse you like that.”

“I don’t mind, you big idiot,” she laughed. “So, what’s this about the rest of the stuff you did in the past?”

“I did beat up a Heatran,” Charizard volunteered. “That was neat.”


“I knew it!”

“Serena?” Grace called upstairs. “What’s that about?”

“Oh – sorry, Mom!” Serena called back. “I guessed something, so I asked Dawn and it turned out I was right!”

“Good for you, then,” Grace said tolerantly. “Don’t forget to clean your teeth!”

“I won’t, Mom!” Serena assured her.

“And remember to give Blitzle a trot, he didn’t get one this morning!”

The bathroom door shut upstairs, and Grace smiled as she shook her head.

Teens were so odd sometimes.


Delia picked up the phone. “Hello?”

“Mom?” Ash asked.

“Ash!” Delia smiled, sitting down. “It’s nice to hear from you.”

She frowned slightly. “Is something wrong?”

“No, nothing’s wrong,” Ash replied. “I just… wanted to check you were okay, I guess.”

He sighed. “Sorry if I kept you up, Mom. A lot of crazy stuff happened today… we weren’t in any danger, for once, but I guess everyone else was?”

“That doesn’t really help,” Delia replied.

“Yeah, I – I’ll try and explain more fully,” Ash said. “There was one of those things where we get in time travel trouble, and we had to go back in time to make sure everything… still happened, I guess.”

Shaymin came in, interested in what might be going on, and Delia nodded to her as she listened.

“And… well, we got it wrong a few times,” Ash admitted. “We could go back and fix it, and… but it was kind of scary, seeing these other futures – these other versions of now – where… well, where you probably weren’t okay. Or around.”

Delia winced.

“I… well, I know you, Ash,” she said. “I wouldn’t have doubted you. If I knew, which… I guess I didn’t.”

There was silence on the other end of the phone for a few seconds.

“Oh, uh, Dawn just pointed out I was nodding,” Ash said, sounding embarrassed. “So… yeah, thanks, Mom. I just… wanted to hear your voice, really.”

He paused for a moment. “I should probably get finished, Brock and Dawn want to call their loved ones too. So… goodnight, Mom.”

“Goodnight, Ash,” Delia replied.

She put the phone back, and sighed.

“At least now I know why I’ve been feeling anxious all day…”

“That sucks,” Shaymin said.

Ash’s mother tried not to giggle. “Somehow it sounds strange for a Legendary Pokémon to say something like that…”

“That’s because telepathy doesn’t work on TV,” Shaymin suggested. “You have to meet us in person, even if we can communicate with humans.”

She clambered up the stepladder left in place for her, and sat down on the table. “Want to talk about it?”

“Thanks for the offer,” Delia smiled. “I think I will, yes.”

Standing, she headed for the kitchen. “Would you like some tea?”

“Yes please,” Shaymin said. “Black with sugar this time.”


At about the same time, in the expansive garden of the Hale household, Suicune raised her head.

“Hmm…” she said, frowning. “I definitely heard something…”

Rising to all fours and shrugging her blanket off, she listened more closely – tilting her head slightly to get a good listen, seeking the sound which had pulled her out of her doze.

The sound of paws came through the night, thumping against the ground, but softly – and getting softer even as they got closer.

Then her mate jumped the fence in a surge of motion, landing with an earthy sound on the grass. His eyes sought her out, and he relaxed a little.

“Good,” he said, sighing. “I’m… glad.”

“Is something wrong?” Suicune asked, pacing up to him. “You seem troubled.”

“I am,” Entei replied. “It’s… I want to say it’s nothing, but it isn’t.”

“Then you can tell me,” Suicune assured him. “I won’t mind.”

Entei nodded, and nuzzled into her. “I… had a terrible thought,” he said. “Like a dream, but all at once… and it felt so real.”

He stepped back a pace. “And I felt terribly alone…”

“Huh?” Raikou asked, yawning – blinking and scrubbing at his eyes with one paw every few steps as he walked up to them. “Something up?”

The Electric-type shook his head a little, trying to clear the fog, and looked at Entei. “Dad? Are you okay?”

“Seeing the two of you… I am now,” Entei said, closing his eyes and dipping his head a little. “I was worried… it felt so real, and to be without you would be terrible.”

“Weren’t you headed to Hoenn?” Suicune asked. “I’m not trying to tell you off, I’m just… surprised.”

“I’d got to Hoenn,” Entei told her. “I turned around and ran all the way back… though for a moment I felt as though I were in Sinnoh, not Hoenn. It was all very strange.”

He paused. “I… do you think…”

“What was your task going to be down there?” Raikou asked.

“I was going to make sure the Legendary Birds down in Hoenn were all right,” Entei answered. “I’m going to be behind schedule, now, though.”

“Then we’ll all go tomorrow and get you back on time,” Suicune said. “That’s what you were getting at, right, Raikou?”

“That’s right,” Raikou confirmed. “Come on, Dad, if you’re feeling that bad then you shouldn’t spend the night alone.”

“Thank you both,” Entei said, nuzzling first Suicune and then Raikou. “I’m lucky to have you.”


“So there was an idea I had,” Cynthia said. “You’re a Flying-type, obviously, so you’re able to get out of the way of most Ground-type attacks, but that also means you have a little trouble going after Pokémon on the ground – at least in an arena match.”

“That is correct,” Lugia agreed, speaking out loud for the benefit of Spiritomb and psychically for the benefit of Cynthia.

“I have the feeling I’m not going to like this,” Cynthia’s Lucario said lightly.

“That’s long experience,” Cynthia told him. “Besides, it’ll shake things up a bit.”

She nodded to Lugia. “I was wondering if you could work out a variation of your Aeroblast attack which acts more like a Boomburst – a kind of spread effect attack, but not as spread as Aeroburst is. You could fire it down to cover a lot of the arena.”

“I’m interested,” Lugia admitted. “But I thought you were going to suggest creating an earthquake of my own by firing the attack directly down into the middle of the arena, on the grounds there’s nothing down there.”

“There usually isn’t, but I don’t think I can recommend it,” Cynthia told him. “Not least because I am in charge of the local Pokémon League, and we look kind of dimly on causing massive underground explosions that might collapse League stadiums into them.”

She shrugged. “But small underground explosions might work out better… just practice that somewhere else.”


Tracey’s pencil flew over the page as he took regular glances up, trying to capture the life of the human and Pokémon in front of him.

“How is it going?” Koga asked.

“Okay so far,” Tracey replied. “We had a bit of trouble at the start with her Spinarak trying to hide, but I was able to explain that – while I could draw a picture without Spinarak in – it might not really be what you were after.”

Koga nodded. “Yes, I can see the concern.”

“So what I’m doing,” Tracey continued, still drawing, “is to hint at the presence of her other Pokémon – Venomoth and Arbok specifically – by outlining them in the shadows of the background.”

He glanced up, then back down again, and erased a few lines before redrawing them a little wider.

“I don’t really get how you’re doing that,” Koga admitted. “I mean, I don’t know how I’d even start to do it.”

He waved his hand at the sketch pencils. “Janine is right there, yes, but she’s not really in a pose. You’re not just putting her in a pose when you’re drawing, but you’re making it look very lively – and that’s without doing any of the things you see in cartoons, like motion lines.”

“It’s part of how I got started doing Pokémon drawings,” Tracey replied, still glancing up every so often. “Pokémon don’t stand still long enough for you to draw them – at least, not usually – so you have to get used to getting an overall sense of the Pokémon’s movement and shape, then pick what you want to draw them doing and focus on that first. Then you fill in the details by looking at the subject.”

He added in a tree branch to the near background, making it so it was bent slightly upwards. “So here, I’m making it so that the branch is recoiling, and there’s a leaf coming off it – that suggests it was recently bearing weight, so that’s where she came down from. And the cape’s in a dynamic position as well, which means the eye naturally interprets it as being in motion.”

After another check, he nodded. “Okay, I think that’s the pencils – let me know how it looks, and I’ll colour it.”

Janine walked over. “I kind of want to see how it looks too – oh, that’s great!”

Koga bent over the page. “What’s that in the background? It looks like there are two Pokémon battling.”

Tracey checked again, and blinked. “Huh… not sure why I included that.”

He flipped his pencil around. “I’ll get rid of that if you want.”

“Hold on,” Koga requested. “Is it me, or are those Pokémon larger than the nearby trees? That’s a Growlithe, but that’s definitely an oak tree it just knocked over, and the Houndoom is even larger.”

“I… yeah,” Tracey said.

He shrugged. “Sorry, I think I must have been daydreaming or something when I put it in. I’ll get rid of it and touch up the background in that area – anything else I should do while I’m at it?”

Koga looked at Janine, who shrugged. “I can’t see anything else to change,” she said.

“Spinarak?”

The Poison-type swung over on a thread of webbing, inspected the image, then glanced at Janine and nodded.

“I can understand you, by the way,” Tracey added.

“Oh, right,” Spinarak said. “I forgot you’re one of that group. In that case… looks good, but I think you might have got one of my legs a bit too bent.”

Tracey tweaked the joint with a quick use of his eraser and a dozen decisive pencil strokes. “Better?”

“Looks good now, thanks.”


“Hmm… Cilan said, leaning back in his chair.

“What’s up?” Chili asked. “You know we’re opening in ten minutes.”

“Yeah, I know that,” Cilan agreed. “I’m just wondering.”

He waved. “Do you think it would be a good idea to get some themed crockery? I kind of like the idea.”

“What kind of theme were you thinking of?” Cress asked.

“Oh, something like… sauces come in bowls and jugs with a fire motif, drinks and soups have a water motif, and the plates are all grass themed,” Cilan suggested.

“Wouldn’t that mean that plate dishes beat soups, and soups beat sauces?” Chili chuckled. “Heh, I do kind of like the idea, though it might give people a bit of a hint?”

“I think all gyms have to deal with the idea that their gimmick might become known,” Cress said. “It’s just something that comes about as they gain publicity.”

“Cress does have a point,” Chili admitted. “I don’t know… I guess I’ll give it some thought.”

“That’s all I’m really asking for,” Cilan assured him. “I had this idea, and I wanted to make sure it got heard – I’m not asking for us to decide today or anything.”

“Great!” Chili said with a firm nod. “Now, guys, places – we’re opening in five!”


Sir Aaron nodded. “My thanks, Torkoal.”

The town elder nodded back, and Aaron returned to the rest of his party.

“So we need to find the pattern on the relic fragment,” he said. “Who had the relic fragment?”

“I do,” Palkia answered, rummaging inside his space-expanded bag. “I knew it would be important, things that get special names always are.”

“Is that why you’ve collected a dozen Reviser seeds?” Dialga asked.

“Yes?” Palkia replied. “You know they’re going to be the solution to a puzzle at some point.”

“That’s pure guesswork,” Giratina said. “I doubt Dad’s made everything important.”

“Look how it’s turned out for the relic fragment,” Palkia countered.

Please wait, Arceus said. Updating.

“Oh, what now?” Dialga demanded. “Did we spoil a puzzle or something?”

He shook his head. “That just seems unfair.”

Not for the game, Arceus clarified. For me.

“I’m… not sure that makes sense,” Sir Aaron admitted. “Is this like the Fairy type thing?”

It’s similar, yes, Arceus stated. Interesting. It would seem that the situation with the Jewel of Life was resolved rather differently now; your descendant has done well. Eventually.

“Eventually?” the human-turned-Riolu asked.

There may have been more than one try involved.

“I hope that’s not a bad sign… how does that even work?” Giratina asked.

Let’s be honest here, I was the first creature to exist and I did not come with an instruction manual. I am sort of determining some of this as I go along.

“That sounds… new?” Dialga frowned. “I’m not sure I’m comfortable with it.”

The first Creation Trio I made are kind of sworn to secrecy on a few things I did when trying to determine the limit of my powers, Arceus stated. Now, you have a quest to go on.
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“…I just realized something,” Ash said.

“Oh?” Pikachu asked.

“Well, that battle we arranged with Paul is today,” Ash clarified. “Latios is ready for it, and so are the others… but it just occurred to me that I don’t think we actually decided where the battle was going to be.”

He waved at the lake in front of them. “When we had that chat, I kind of thought it’d be here that we’d have our battle… but that was based on how we got here about the right time last time around. But Paul doesn’t know that.”

“…and now I feel stupid,” Pikachu muttered. “Well spotted.”

“I think we all feel a bit thick,” Brock said. “So… what do we do now? What do you even do in this situation?”

“We should go and let Paul know somehow,” Dawn answered. “That’s the right thing to do. I guess the problem is… more in knowing how to do it…”

“Does Absol have an idea?” Lucario suggested. “She can redefine disaster, maybe she can redefine it to ‘making Paul upset’.”

“I don’t think that’s a good definition to use,” Buneary mused. “From what I remember, it was quite easy to upset Paul, and not battling with him is just one of many ways.”

“That’s fair,” Lucario agreed. “She’d have to come up with her own definition. But I think it’s still feasible.”

“Worth a try,” Ash agreed, and sent Absol out.

The Dark-type landed with a quiet tik of paws on stone, and looked around.

“…sorry, what was it you were asking?”

“Where Paul was,” Ash repeated. “Because we don’t know where he is to contact him for the battle we had scheduled.”

“Well… isn’t he just over there?”

Absol pointed, and the others followed her paw towards Ash’s region-specific rival – currently leaning on a wall, looking out over the lake.

“…oh, yeah, so he is,” Ash admitted. “Well… I guess that’s time travel for you?”

He shrugged. “Thanks, Absol, I think we might have been kind of stuck without that.”

“Pleasure,” Absol replied, stepping out of the way of the others so they could head in Paul’s direction.


“Ash,” Paul said. “I was wondering when you were going to turn up.”

“Weren’t you worried that we wouldn’t find you?” Dawn asked. “Ash forgot to set a place as well as a time.”

“I assumed that was because of something to do with time travel,” Paul replied. “It looks like I was right.”

“That is a good point,” Brock said. “You’ve got to admit, we did end up finding the right place.”

Paul pushed himself up off the wall. “So. How should we…”

He paused.

“Wait. So. How have things been for you recently?”

Dawn blinked. “Are… are you attempting small talk?”

“Is something wrong with that?” Paul asked.

“Not really, it’s just kind of unexpected,” Dawn replied. “It’s actually nice to hear, really… but, well, it’s been kind of a big week. Or, a normal week with a non-normal day.”

“We went back in time again,” Lucario explained. “Four times.”

There was a brilliant flash, and Heatran appeared.

It waved.

“Also, Brock recruited a Heatran,” Ash said. “I… don’t think we asked your gender?”

“I’m a boy,” Heatran said.

“Right – well, Brock fought him a couple of thousand years ago, and he was interested enough to wait around for him.”

“…you don’t do normal, do you?” Paul asked. “I was hoping for some kind of answer about a Contest or something.”

Ash shrugged. “Sorry.”

He frowned. “Oh – I was going to ask. I know you want to battle a Legendary Pokémon, but what rules do you want apart from that? Like, do you want it to be a full battle, do you want me to use Latios first or last or somewhere in the middle?”

Paul thought about that for a long moment.

“I’d like to be able to use at least four Pokémon, but I don’t mind if it’s four or six,” he answered. “And I don’t mind where you use Latios, so long as I get to fight him and I don’t have to just fight him.”

“Right,” Ash nodded. “And do any of the Pokémon you’re thinking of using need the water to fight properly, like a Kingdra or something? There’s a lake here so we could do it there.”

“I don’t need the water,” Paul replied. “But I don’t mind if it’s there.”

“Maybe we should ask Misty for advice, this is getting complicated,” Brock suggested.

“Aren’t you a gym leader too?” Ash asked.

“Well, apparently I don’t have the right type speciality,” Brock said. “Though, actually – Heatran, how do you feel about getting wet?”

“So long as it’s in small amounts, I’m okay with it,” Heatran replied. “I’m not strong to it, and it reduces my heat, but I’ve got quite a wide internal temperature range.”

“Is this relevant?” Paul asked.

“No, sorry, just went on a tangent,” Brock apologized.

“So, basically… you don’t care where it happens, or how many Pokémon as long as it’s more than three for you and includes Latios as well as other Pokémon for me,” Ash summarized. “I guess that means we should probably have the battle fairly near the lake, to give more tactical options… Dexter, is there a good place to have a match around here?”

Engaging map mode, Dexter replied, his projector emitting a burst of light. There is a good location around the side of the lake, where there are several hills a short distance from the water.

“That does sound good,” Ash agreed. “What do you think, Paul?”

Paul nodded.

“Hey, Paul!” Reggie called, waving. “And your friends! Nice to see you found us, Paul was pretty sure you would.”

He jogged over, accompanied by an Azumarill. “So, have you guys decided where to have your battle yet?”

Dexter flashed the marker on the map he’d projected, and Reggie nodded. “Right, that’s about ten minutes away by the looks of it.”

“Is the Azumarill new?” Dawn asked.

“Huh?” Reggie said. “No, he’s been around a few months now. I’m seeing how he handles fighting underwater, Paul doesn’t have many Pokémon good at that and another is always helpful – he might come up against Misty one day.”

Paul raised a hand. “…you mentioned Misty earlier. Is that the same Misty Reggie’s talking about?”

“If you mean the Elite Four member in Kanto-Johto, yeah,” Brock nodded. “We’re proud of her.”


Some minutes later, the group were all set up – in the hilly terrain Dexter had pointed out, with both trainers in the low section where two small valleys met just in front of the lake.

“Should we move up to the higher ground once we get going?” Ash asked.

Paul shrugged.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Ash decided. “Okay, I’m not going to lead with Latios, just so you know… and I was thinking we should go with five Pokémon.”

“Fine,” Paul stated.

Ash took the first Pokéball off his belt, then paused – looking out over the lake. “Kind of a pity the Lake Trio can’t watch…”

“Yeah,” Brock agreed. “We’ll find them some time.”

Paul looked moderately interested.

“It’s Team Galactic,” Dawn explained. “They did it.”

With that non-explanation, the topic of conversation largely went away.

“Anyway,” Ash said, after a moment. “Ready, Paul?”

Paul held up his first Pokéball.

“Go!” Ash went on, and sent out Buizel.

His Water-type emerged from his Pokéball and did a flip forwards onto the ground, then saw his opponent was Paul’s Torterra.

Torterra snorted and charged, and Buizel took off in a gout of side-scatter water as he used Aqua Jet. That got him clear of the charge in less than a second, but Buizel kept boosting upwards until he was at least fifty feet in the air before reducing the force of his jet-boost.

Flicking a Water Pulse down, Buizel began steering a wide path around his opponent to keep out of easy attack distance.

“Hm,” Paul frowned. “Giga Drain.”

Beams of light flashed up from all over Torterra’s back, rising up in green streams which twisted around and reached for Buizel. The Water-type tilted over and banked around, speeding out over the lake with the streamers of energy-sucking light following him, then cut his jet and plunged into the water as cleanly as a knife.

The Giga Drain splashed into the water behind him, tinting it green, but with so much lake to spread through it couldn’t do anything to Buizel. There was a tense pause of a few seconds, Torterra taking a few steps away from the water and turning to get a better angle, and as he did Ash headed up to the top of the short hill nearby.

The pause was ended by Buizel, bursting out of the lake again with cold water clinging to him, but this time there was much more water in his jet than he’d started the battle with. His takeoff was slower as well, encumbered by the amount of water he was dragging along and the limits he had on how much thrust he could produce, and Paul frowned slightly.

“Giga Drain again,” he said. “Let’s see how he reacts to that.”

Torterra nodded, sending a second blaze of green streamers into the sky.

“And get ready to use Stone Edge,” Paul added.

The Giga Drain approached Buizel, the dozen or so independent streamers spreading out with the ones further away from him moving faster and the ones headed directly for him lagging back a bit. They formed a globe, surrounding Buizel and keeping pace with him, then on an unseen signal all came flashing in at once.

Buizel’s Aqua Jet froze into ice with a flash of blue.

The icy shield deflected every last one of the Giga Drain streamers, sending them scattering off and dissipating, and a flash of steam a moment later signalled that Buizel had used Scald to melt the ice back into water – followed by a sudden shriek as Buizel accelerated considerably, turning the mass of the water he’d brought with him into reaction mass to both reduce his weight and increase his thrust.

“Stone Edge!” Paul called, and Torterra triggered the already-prepared attack – ripping stones out of the soft ground and slamming them together, forming a single connected rock weapon which he flung towards Buizel.

It fractured again as it got close to Buizel, splitting apart into a dozen-odd fragments to increase the area of the attack, and Buizel froze himself a sharp icy tip at least two feet long to act as his leading edge. The spiked edge poked through one of the gaps, deflecting the bits of Stone Edge away from it – though by the time Buizel did make it through Torterra had had time to react, and more Stone Edge stones were floating up into the air to obstruct Buizel’s progress.

“Aqua Jet Rock Climb!” Ash said very quickly, and Buizel did just that – jack-knifing around, shedding the last of his carried-over water as a way of dropping his momentum, then bounced between one rock and the next to use them as waypoints for changing his trajectory.

The stones of the Stone Edge went flying in all directions as Buizel kicked them away, a few of them abruptly halting as Mewtwo caught them and settled them gently to the ground rather than let them go too near someone, and Torterra watched with a frown. It was too hard to keep track of which way Buizel was going at any given moment, so he didn’t know if the swift Water-type was going to go high or low, left or right, when he finally got out of the Stone Edge swarm-

-and on one of Buizel’s bounces from one stone to another, he flicked out a Water Pulse which slapped the stone aside just before he reached it. Suddenly he was out of the stone cloud, and slapped half-a-dozen Rime attacks out in the space of less than a second as he blasted past Torterra’s tree.

“Leaf Storm!” Paul snapped.

Torterra blasted out a cloud of leaves in all directions, shaking off the effect of the icy-water attacks he’d been hit with, and Buizel jinked upwards while spraying supercooled water around him in a rapid spiral. A wall of frost built up around Ash’s Pokémon, stopping and snap-freezing all the leaves which might have hit him, and he burst out into the air without taking more than one glancing blow right at the start of the attack.

“Okay, Buizel!” Ash called. “Winter Smith!”

“That’s not an attack,” Paul frowned.

Buizel seemed to know what Ash meant, however. He sped up, using Hydro Pump simply to add to the amount of water he had to work with, and the continual bright blue flare of Ice Beam accompanied it – but he was shedding water as fast as he was adding it, sending it out in waves which hung in the air before slowly drifting downwards.

An ice-crafted shape began to slowly form at the top of Buizel’s rocket system, oblong and bulky, and Paul frowned.

“Is that it?” he asked. “Some kind of big ice hammer attack?”

Torterra set his stance, digging into the ground with his feet to make sure he wouldn’t be knocked away by the expected hammerblow.

Then Buizel flipped over, and flung the hammerhead down towards Torterra.

“Hyper Beam!” Paul called.

Torterra unleashed a beam of golden light, smacking into the hammerhead, and blew it to bits – sending powdered ice everywhere, and producing a shockwave which knocked everything else back a bit from the epicentre of the explosion.

Buizel blurred right down to ground level while everyone was blinking from the flash, and fired an Ice Beam. It lasted less than a second before he used Aqua Jet to boost to the side, but that was enough for the attack to freeze a startlingly large chunk of Torterra – the ice spreading over more than a third of his shell – and Buizel’s next Ice Beam snapshot was just as effective.

“What – the water!” Paul realized. “It was all supercooled!”

Torterra raised a foot to ward off the attack as Buizel fired a third Ice Beam – this one completing the process of freezing Torterra in place.

Paul scowled, clenching his fist.

“Torterra, just a bit more!” Reggie called.

Paul looked like he was about to complain, but stopped – and, as Buizel slid to a stop to admire his work, Torterra’s foot slammed down again.

Buizel was decidedly unready for the Frenzy Plant which knocked him into the middle of Lake Acuity, but the effort seemed to be too much for Torterra and the Grass-type passed out a moment later.


“That was a pretty good battle,” Ash said, recalling Buizel once he floated back to the surface. “Your Torterra’s as tough as ever.”

Paul nodded briskly, paused a moment, then nodded again – more slowly the second time. “Yes,” he said. “We should move on to the next Pokémon.”

“Right,” Ash agreed, getting his second Pokéball ready. “On three?”

Paul nodded, retrieving his own Pokéball. “Three, two, one, go.”

He threw, and Ash threw at the same time.

With a flash of white light, Paul’s Gliscor emerged from his ‘ball into the air.

Opposite him, Ash’s Gliscor did the same.

“Oh, hey!” she said, waving. “Boss! How’s things?”

The male Gliscor did a double-take, aborting the beginnings of a swooping pass and turning it into a baffled hover. “Wait, hold on a moment… oh, damn, that’s your trainer, isn’t it?”

“Yep!” the female agreed. “I’ve been going around with him for a while – only a bit longer than the time since you got caught, but it feels like a lot longer.”

Gliscor turned to his trainer. “Can I not? His Pikachu managed to shock me and I’m immuneto the Electric-type – I hate to think what it’s going to be like fighting a Pokémon who should theoretically be an even match for me!”

He whirled back to her. “You have some way of making Ground type attacks hit me, don’t you?”

“Well, I do plan to sandcast and coat you in enough bulky sand to weigh you down,” Ash’s Gliscor said. “But that’s not the only thing I had planned.”

“What’s he saying?” Paul asked.

“I… well, he and Pikachu had an argument before you met him,” Ash explained. “He lost, because Pikachu managed to get him with a Thunderbolt.”

Paul stared for a moment, then put his face in his palm. “He doesn’t want to fight, does he?”

“I do want to fight!” Gliscor replied. “Just not against her!”

“We can treat this as no score for either of us,” Ash offered. “I think Gliscor would be fine against anyone else…”

“That sounds good,” Paul said. “So the next Pokémon we send out will count as our second Pokémon?”

“That’s the idea,” Ash agreed.

Overhead, one Gliscor led the other to the side.

“It’s good to see you, Boss, but you do seem to have taken it kind of hard,” Ash’s Pokémon said. “I mean, sure, the first time you get blasted by Zappy or Electrobreak or whatever it is it’s kind of a surprise… and sure, you were comically arrogant about the whole situation, but still!”


Shaking his head a little, Paul checked his next Pokéball was the right one before drawing his arm back.

“Go!” Brock called, deciding it was his turn this time, and Ash’s Pokéball flew into the air first – sending out Gabite, who landed just as Paul bounced his own Pokéball off the ground.

Paul’s bulky Ursaring emerged in a flash, and roared. “Okay! Who’s going to get beaten up today!”

Gabite waved.

Ursaring bent down a little, inspecting the Dragon-type, and considered for a moment before nodding. “Yeah, you’ll do.”

“I’ll do?” Gabite repeated, tilting his head a little.

“Yeah, beating up little Pokémon is fun and all, but one tough enough to matter is more impressive!”

“Bulk Up,” Paul instructed.

Ursaring roared again, a red glow infusing him with power and strength as he flexed his arms back. Then he attacked, Slashing at Gabite.

The Dragon-type jumped back with a huff of effort, flipping over once before landing with his claws and knee spikes digging into the ground. He tensed, then blocked a second Slash with one clawed arm – his other arm counterattacking in the second half of a Dual Chop, though Ursaring avoided more than a few shaved hairs.

“Take this!” Ursaring bellowed, kicking out at Gabite – the force of the blow knocking the Dragon-type away.

Gabite twisted, making sure he wouldn’t land badly, and halfway through the landing he let out a blast of Draco Meteor – though his aim was off, sending a jet of orange light rising high into the air and out of sight.

“I, uh… ‘scuse me,” Piplup requested, and returned to his Pokéball.

“You missed!” Ursaring laughed. “That’s actually kind of funny, that looked like a pretty powerful attack!”

On the last word, he surged forwards again – this time using a Hammer Arm attack, aiming to slam Gabite into the ground so he couldn’t dissipate the force.

Gabite dodged to the side, using his claws for grip, then dove underground with a Dig. He moved quickly, only staying underground for a few seconds, then burst out of the ground again and swung his tail around in a Rock Smash.

“Agh!” Ursaring roared, retaliating with a snarl and an Ice Punch – an attack which Gabite was forced to take, ice starring over his forearm. “You’ll pay for that!”

“Huh?” Gabite asked, a little confused. “I thought we were having a Pokémon battle. Fighting kind of happens in a Pokémon battle.”

He charged up a Draco Meteor again, and held it for a moment before firing – but the attack went wide as Ursaring dove to the ground, the glowing orbs of orange light shooting off into the distance.

“I win battles,” Ursaring insisted, rising back to his feet and producing a Seed Bomb. “Anyone else is cheating!”

“That doesn’t even begin to make sense!” Gabite said, avoiding the first Seed Bomb and taking a glancing blow from the second.

The third he knocked back with his tail to make it explode in Ursaring’s face, which made the Normal-type really mad.

“How can you grow as a Pokémon without taking the occasional defeat?”


Everyone looked at Pikachu.

“What?” Pikachu asked. “Why are you all looking at me?”

“Mostly what Gabite said,” Buneary replied.

“Come on,” Pikachu groaned. “That wasn’t a dig at me.”

“No, but you have to admit it’s relevant,” Lucario said.

“I have to admit no such thing,” Pikachu replied, crossing his arms. “And I lose occasionally. It’s taught me a lot. Largely about not letting Lucario use me as a projectile.”

“Note to self, work on excuses file,” Lucario muttered.

“I heard that!”


Gabite’s clawed arm slammed into Ursaring’s fist, a Metal Claw giving him at least some protection against the Ice Punch that Ursaring threw his way, and Gabite used Dragon Pulse – aiming it down at Ursaring’s torso, trying to blast him away.

The force of the attack was much less than it could have been, Gabite’s attacks weakened by his repeated use of Draco Meteor, and Ursaring snarled before forcing Gabite back a step and using Fury Swipes.

The Dragon-type avoided the worst of it, dodging quickly and keeping an eye on both of Ursaring’s arms to make sure he wasn’t caught by surprise. Then he saw another Ice Punch coming, and used Flamethrower on his own claws – heating them quickly, letting him take the impact of the Ice Punch without too much of the cold getting through to his rough skin.

“Why don’t you just hold still so I can beatyou!” Ursaring bellowed, kicking out and knocking Gabite sprawling – his tail making him topple over awkwardly, doing a somersault down the hill before sliding to a halt.

Gabite replied by inhaling, readying another Draco Meteor, and Ursaring just stood back for long enough to let the attack shoot off into the sky before advancing.

“Ursaring,” Paul called. “Focus. Just finish the battle.”

“I’ll finish the battle all right,” Ursaring grumbled, then raised his fist. It glowed orange, charging up for a Focus Punch, and Gabite used Dig – vanishing into the ground.

“RRRAAAAH!” the ursine Normal-type bellowed, jumping into the air and landing an Earthquake, and Gabite came back out from underground with a shout of pain.

“Got you, you little-” Ursaring began, but before he finished Gabite broke into a run – firing his last Draco Meteor, this one into the lake, before halting and resting his weight on his arm blades.

“What was that for?” Ursaring demanded. “Are you making fun of me?”

Gabite shook his head. “Nope! I’m doing my best to beat you, because that’s how you show you’re taking a fight seriously!”

Ursaring growled warningly, raising his arm, then stopped.

“…why is the lake glowing orange?”

Gabite dove underground. “Incoming!”


Half-a-dozen golden meteors came bursting out of the middle of Lake Acuity in a shower of spray, boring in towards Ursaring at speed.

At about the same time, streaks of golden light came down through the sky from three different directions at once – the Draco Meteors Gabite had launched earlier, hurtling back towards the target he’d set back when he fired them, and all timed to arrive inside the same two-second interval.

The Normal-type nearly vanished inside the overlapping orange explosions, and when he emerged from the smoke cloud he stood there – one arm raised to shield himself from the blasts.

“Ouch,” he wheezed, then toppled over like a felled tree.

Paul stared for a long moment, then reached out his Pokéball and returned Ursaring.

“…interesting trick,” he said.

“Yeah, it took a bit of work,” Ash replied. “It was based on how Gabite’s Draco Meteor gets weaker, so it doesn’t fire as far… and how his one seems to home in, which is kinda odd.”

He shrugged. “It started out going for Dawn’s Piplup, but we’ve mostly stopped it doing that…”


“I wonder if Ash is going to let Paul know when he’s planning on sending out his Legendary Pokémon,” Dawn said.

“Well, Paul has to know it’s coming some time,” Brock replied. “And… oh, hold on. I think Paul is going to know either way.”

“Huh?” Dawn asked, then looked closer. “Oh, yeah, I forgot Latios has a Cherish Ball.”

“Go!” Ash called, throwing the blue Cherish Ball out in a practiced motion, and Latios burst out into the air with a flash of white light – which was accompanied a moment later by a flash of blue light, as Latios adjusted his feathers to turn invisible.

“Weavile,” Paul replied, his own Pokémon appearing in a cloud of icy dust.

“Oh, hey, that looks like a seal,” Dawn noted. “I somehow didn’t expect that, but I can see how it would give a genuine tactical advantage to a Pokémon like that.”

While she spoke, Weavile dropped into a crouch. He looked around the area, then back at his trainer.

“Invisible,” Paul explained.

Apparently considering that enough explanation, Weavile nodded once before breaking into a run – moving fast and erratically, in a way clearly intended to make it hard for an invisible Pokémon to hit him.

“Use Swift,” Paul added, and the Ice-type flicked his wrists twice. The first one conjured a dozen glowing yellow stars into being, the second sent them sailing out in all directions.

There was a splash out in Lake Acuity, and Paul pointed towards the shoreline – his decision confirmed only a moment later, as the yellow Swift shuriken began curving towards the water and expending themselves on the surface. Weavile reacted as quickly as his trainer, pausing only for a moment to change direction before springing out towards the water’s edge.

Another set of shuriken appeared between his claws, this time glowing a bright blue, and Weavile threw them one at a time directly at the water. Each of the cold-infused Ice Shards detonated with a quiet crash, creating a small splash-circle of ice, and Weavile jumped from one to another as he moved – creating footholds for himself as he moved out onto Lake Acuity.

Ash shaded his eyes as he looked out over the lake, then covered one with his hand.

“What’s that?” Paul asked. “Why are you doing that?”

“Aura users with the right skill can look through solid objects, and see the Aura beneath,” Lucario explained for his trainer. “It’s easier if you don’t have regular light to see through the same eye, though.”

“Right,” Paul said, absorbing that – including the fact that Ash could tell where Latios was, even if he was underwater, invisible or both.

The water rippled a little as Weavile moved along it, then suddenly surged upwards – a triangular wave appearing as Latios moved underwater at high speed, his wake forcing the water up and away in a peculiar pattern.

Weavile reacted by jumping straight up, getting height and distance from any possible attack, then flicked two ice shuriken together under his feet as he reached the apex of his jump. The short-lived splatter of ice that resulted gave him a new jumping platform, and he used it to do a second jump – then a third – keeping him entirely airborne, and out of range of an unnoticed approach from below the water by Latios.

The Dragon-type reacted to what he could see of that with a new approach, and the water of Lake Acuity churned as Latios did an underwater wingover. Bursting out of the lake, he fired a cone of Dragonbreath in front of him before swooping through it with a sudden increase in speed.

Latios’ trick swept up the green Dragonbreath in his wake to make a smoke-ring structure out of burning dragonflame, then he braked abruptly – and fired a Dragon Pulse, shooting it through the hole in the ring as it went right past him and kept going.

Faced with the ring if he dodged and the pulse if he stayed, Weavile opted to dodge – blurring out of position with startling speed, and managing to avoid all but a glancing blow from Latios’ attack. Using another pair of shuriken to jump in mid-air, Weavile focused for a moment before slinging out an Icy Wind from each hand – the wind attacks forming in lines out from the paths of his claws, sweeping in towards Latios in a long trail.

Ash’s Pokémon stood on his tail and climbed out of the way of the attack, reapplying his cloak as he did so, and Weavile dropped – plunging straight into the lake in a swallow dive which made barely a ripple.

Dawn blinked. “Okay, I’m… not entirely sure I’m following what’s going on here, but I guess that’s expected when a stealth fighter is duelling a ninja.”

She glanced sideways at Brock, then shrugged.

“Hey, Latios!” Ash called. “Remember not to break the lake!”

“That’s not a huge concern here,” Latios called back. “But thanks for the reminder, I’ll keep it in mind.”

As he did, Paul frowned. “He’s psychic, right? That’s why I can understand him?”

“Yeah,” Ash agreed. “It’s a good habit to get into – Brock and Dawn can understand him anyway, but if he doesn’t speak psychically then other humans can’t understand and if he doesn’t speak out loud then Dark-types don’t understand.”

The water bubbled a little.

Ash looked back, then blinked. “Latios, watch out!”

Even as he spoke, a swarm of dozens of Swift stars broke out of the water. They all went homing in on Latios, who reacted by generating a Light Screen shield – one which easily absorbed all the attacks, but which also highlighted his position in a succession of bright flashes.

“Okay, so that’s where he is,” Latios decided, scooting a little closer, and fired a powerful Psywave attack – a plane of psychic force slapping into the water, pushing it down but only pushing Weavile with the water that was right next to his fur.

“Not the Swift!” Ash added. “Look out!”

Either side of Latios, the water surface exploded upwards.


Bianca chuckled to herself.

“What is it?” Latias asked. “Something up?”

“I was just thinking,” Bianca explained. “About how good the town planners who built Altomare must have been. The secret garden’s been here for at least a century, and as far as I can tell it’s never so much as been noticed.”

“It is kind of invisible,” Latias pointed out. “You know, there’s an illusion.”

“Sure,” Bianca agreed. “But that’s not the only way to find something. It’s not on the maps either, though, and those maps do show stuff here instead – it’s just that it seems like it always hints that anyone coming down a street should find the end of it where they actually do find it, while actually showing it inside where the garden should be.”

“That does sound complicated,” Latias admitted. “Is that something you’ve been reading about?”

“Not recently,” Bianca shrugged.

She looked up at the tree she was painting, then added a few brush strokes. “I remember trying to find another way into the garden years ago, and following the map and being really confused. I think I just put it all together and realized how well hidden it really was.”

After another adjustment, Bianca put her paintbrush down. “Okay, I think that’s about done for now… I’ll come back to it later and see how it is.”

“Looks pretty good to me,” Latias supplied, inspecting it.

“How’s your brother doing, by the way?” Bianca added.

“Well, you saw his last big date…” Latias giggled, then shrugged her shoulders a little. “I’m not really sure how he’s getting on other than that, though, I can check?”

She frowned for a moment. “Oh, apparently he’s a little busy right now.”


The lake echoed with a continuous kra-kra-kara-kraaaash sound as Weavile’s attack unfolded, trails of ice rising up out of the water all around Latios and crossing over ahead of him.

Weavile used Agility, flickering from his spot in the water over to one of the ice trails, and ran up it in a series of high-speed jumps.

“Special technique!” he declared proudly. “Eight Dragons Avalanche!”

The trails twitched once, then began raining ice down on Latios from all directions. Most of the shards missed, but they just crashed into the water instead – raising plumes of water from the impact points.

The ones which hit were deflected away somewhat by Latios’ shield, but it wasn’t set up right at first – and in the time it took for him to adjust, several of them battered it down and broke through, hitting him hard.

Weavile capitalized on his success by jumping off the top of the construct and riding a shard down for an Icicle Crash, and Latios finally got his wits about him enough to react the way he should have from the start – accelerating hard, shooting out of the focus point of the Avalanche attack and making for a gap in the ice.

Paul’s Pokémon adjusted his technique so it closed the gap, and Latios replied with a Zen Headbutt – disdaining subtlety to just smash his way right through the ice wall, wincing at the chill.

He flipped end-over-end, looking for a moment to get an idea of where Weavile was, then fired a Luster Purge attack into the middle of the dome. Without Latios having gone Mega, it wasn’t as powerful as it could be, but it was still an extraordinarily powerful Psychic attack – and when it detonated it shattered Weavile’s entire dome into diamonddust, blasting it away and suddenly revealing Weavile’s position as his hiding place disintegrated.

The water was no sanctuary either, as the same blast forced it away in a transient crater. Weavile winced, pulling out more Ice Shards to make it difficult for Latios to get close, then blinked as he saw where Latios was going – up, avoiding close contact with Weavile in favour of staying clear to get overhead.

Then the transient crater closed, forcing up a spike of water from the middle, and Weavile was knocked further into the air by a sudden waterspout from a direction – below – he hadn’t been guarding against.

Latios caught him out of the air, then pulled up – accelerating hard, pulling around in a wrenching turn that left Weavile struggling and scratching to escape. A Night Slash made the Dragon-type wince, but he held on until he was through his loop and headed right for Lake Acuity at high speed and low altitude.

Then he let go, and Latios and Weavile slapped into the water a moment apart.


“…ouch,” Dawn said faintly. “I think I felt that from here.”

There was a long moment’s pause, and then Latios surfaced again – carrying Weavile.

“I think he’s out cold,” he reported.

Paul considered for a moment, then nodded. “I’ll bring him back and send out my next Pokémon.”

“You can say who it is, Paul,” Reggie pointed out. “Ash isn’t going to switch out, right?”

“No,” Ash confirmed. “Unless you’d rather I did?”

Paul shook his head. “No.”

He held up Weavile’s Pokéball and recalled the Ice-type, then switched to another Pokéball. “I’m using my Ninjask.”

“Heh, two ninja Pokémon,” Dawn chuckled. “It’s kind of funny, that.”

“There are quite a lot of Pokémon with a ninja theme,” Brock agreed. “More than those two, anyway.”

“Do you have a Shedinja as well?” Ash asked. “I know Nincada evolves into both Ninjask and Shedinja.”

Paul shook his head.

“Yes you do,” Reggie said. “Remember? That was last month.”

“You caught him, not me,” Paul replied. “I caught Ninjask as an adult, you caught Shedinja. They’re completely different.”

Ninjask emerged from his Pokéball.

“I wish to correct my trainer, shameful though it is,” he said. “It so happens that the Shedinja who has been captured by my trainer’s esteemed brother is my huskmate. It was an interest of his to ensure that we remained able to fight together, if the opportunity arose.”

“Huh, that’s interesting,” Brock said. “So… what’s it actually like having a huskmate? I mean, you started out being the same Pokémon, presumably…”

“From what my huskmate has said in discussion, we started out being the same but diverged very rapidly. We are still close, however.”

“I guess we should just start whenever,” Ash said. “Since Ninjask is already out.”


Brock raised his arm, then brought it down. “Go!”

Ninjask immediately flew off, moving fast enough to leave a visible trail, and Paul watched as his Bug-type zipped low over the water – tracing a pattern in ripples, and not moving straight and level for more than a second or so at a time.

Latios wicked off the last of the water from his earlier dunking, then stealthed – accelerating as he did, but with his exact path a mystery once his light-bending feathers had rendered him functionally transparent.

After a few seconds, Ninjask swerved up and to the right, and two greenish scythes flickered out for just a moment – a Fury Cutter attack, which didn’t seem to make contact with anything. A ripple pulsed though the air a moment later, a psychic distortion which looked like it had just missed Ninjask.

“So, I was wondering,” Reggie said, sidling over towards Brock. “Is it that you get taught to help referee matches as part of becoming a Gym Leader, or is that just you?”

“Well… I think they give you the basic classes,” Brock replied, shrugging. “But I didn’t have to.”

“Why’s that?” Reggie asked, interested.

“Well, I told the people doing my training course I was the oldest of ten siblings, and they said I’d already qualified,” Brock answered.

Reggie chuckled.

Paul only half-heard the conversation, most of his attention on trying to keep track of the battle.

At first glance, there was just Ninjask fighting against nothing – his greenish Fury Cutters flicking out momentarily almost like switchblades, or a darker Night Slash lancing out ahead of him before he turned it off.

But, as the tempo of the battle climbed and climbed, Ninjask’s Speed Boost letting him set the pace, other clues started to come in. The distorting effects of the occasional Psywaves Latios was using were a start, and anything else Latios was forced to resort to would give a bigger clue of his position, but there was also the vapour trail – the air was still lightly misted from Weavile’s battle, and Latios was clearly moving fast enough not just to disturb the mist but to force some of it to condense out into a more obvious path.

It was starting to become clear that Ninjask was the more manoeuvrable Pokémon, though his advantage was slim – his lower weight was the key there – but Latios was still hard to see, and was still a well-trained Legendary Pokémon as well.

Then there was a sudden white shock, and a moment later the WHAM of Latios breaking through the sound barrier reached the trainers. The initial blast was replaced a moment later by an ongoing rumble, and Paul refocused – realizing that the blur of green and yellow that was Ninjask was a lot further away over Lake Acuity than he’d expected… and moving a lot faster, as well.

“Mewtwo?” Ash called.

On it, Mewtwo replied, his hands outstretched and a shimmer around them both. Sorry, I should have realized we’d need sound deflectors.

“It doesn’t sound any different!” Paul said, speaking more forcefully than normal to be heard over the rumble.

“It’s for the people who live around here!” Ash explained. “Sonic booms are kind of loud!”


Latios twisted around, his body glowing faintly with psychic energy as he pulled himself into a sharp banking turn.

Going this fast meant he was losing the advantage his stealth gave him, but it was still something he needed to do – Ninjask was a tricky target, and while the Bug-type wasn’t quite as fast in a straight-line sprint with his Speed Boost finally topping out it still meant he could chase Latios closely.

If he had his choice, Latios would have flown off to get distance before turning to come back on an attack run, but it would have taken miles and miles of flight to get enough of a lead… and it would have only given him one shot, anyway.

Just as he lined up on Ninjask to fire a Psywave, the Bug-type turned sharply – cutting across his path, avoiding the Psychic attack and getting close enough to score a thin line down his flank with a there-one-moment-gone-the-next Fury Cutter blade.

Latios used Aerial Ace, trying to return the favour, but by the time he had his air-blades in place the swift Ninjask was free and clear.

It was frustrating, even after fighting his sister – Ninjask was agile and hard to pin down, and it was becoming clear that a major problem Latios had in this situation was simply that he had trouble attacking in a direction that wasn’t mostly in front of him.

“Latios!” Ash called, as Latios braked hard – briefly dropping subsonic, avoiding a surprise attack Ninjask had somehow managed to line up. The Fury Cutter cut air, and Latios turned to rocket over to his trainer.

Wondering how many times Ash had already called, Latios squeaked a reply. “I’m coming past!”

“Counter Shield!” Ash instructed. “He can see you anyway!”

“Right!” Latios called, whipping past the trainers and making a wide banking turn. His speed rose again as he did, and he dove slightly so the boom of his transsonic shockwave sounded just as he crossed the Lake Acuity shoreline.

Deciding on what attack to use, he charged for a moment and then used Dragon Breath. The stream of greenish flame that shot out from his mouth whipped back, trying to dissipate in the wind from his high speed flight, and then he caught it and wrapped himself in a broad cloak of emerald flame which would make things much more difficult for Ninjask to hit him with a Fury Cutter.

Naturally, it was only then that Latios discovered Ninjask also knew Bug Buzz.


“I guess your brother’s still busy?” Bianca asked.

“Yeah,” Latias agreed. “I gave it a few minutes, but now all he’s saying is words I didn’t know he’d learned.”

Bianca hid her mouth. “I didn’t know you’d learned any of those kinds of words.”

“I’m a tearaway,” Latias said with a giggle. “Latios always says he’s the more responsible one. I bet he didn’t hide invisibly under bridges trying to hear what tourists will say…”

She shrugged. “Well, I guess we can just find out!”

Latias started sight-sharing.

Latias stopped sight-sharing again.

“…okay, question answered,” Bianca decided.


Latios banked to the right, dodging away from an intense red beam of weaponized sound.

“That’s just annoying!” he grumbled, as the attack rose a plume of water to his left. He turned into the plume, hiding for a moment, and got a brief glimpse of the high-speed Bug-type behind him – a pair of glowing Fury Cutters now permanently out, looking like wicked swept-forwards wings, while his antennae glowed red and fired out Bug Buzz pulses whenever he had anything close to a good target.

Rolling, weaving, plunging briefly underwater to brake, and finally trying his reserve trick of banking left and telekinetically moving right, Latios kept just one step – or buzz – ahead of Ninjask, but he couldn’t see a way to bring this to a victory. The Bug-type was just too manoeuvrable, and also too quick to be decoyed by Latios’ attempt to undershoot.

Shooting out a Draco Meteor, Latios snatched the meteors up in his telekinesis and orbited them for a moment before shooting them all back at Ninjask.

The very moment he sent them flying, Latios heard a series of buzzing zzzaps of Bug Buzz, intermixed with frantic buzzing sounds and the occasional shwing of a Fury Cutter.

Latios judged the result of his distraction based on the sound, and decided that it would do – so he sped up hard, banking through a ninety-degree turn and sending a rooster-tail of water flicking into the air from his wake. He powered towards the shore, shedding his Dragonbreath, then intensified his shield to maximum.

He knew he was out of his depth, and he needed some more of Ash’s advice… which meant-


Ash winced as Latios lithobraked to a stop in front of him.

“Ouch,” he said, looking at the long trail of torn and compressed earth Latios had left – half skid mark, half tunnel. “Uh – are you okay?”

Latios dispelled his shield, and shook his head to clear it of a faint ringing sound.

“I’m fine!” he replied. “Any ideas?”

“Right!” Ash said, glancing up at Ninjask.

“Over here,” Paul called, pointing.

“Good tactics,” Lucario noted. “Kind of a jerk move, but good tactics – I can’t really fault it.”

“Stop complimenting the opponent,” Pikachu chided. “It’s bad for solidarity.”

Ash spoke over the top of them. “Okay, so really quick – Luster Purge, middle of the lake, straight down. You’ve got more mass.”

Latios frowned, trying to make sure he understood what Ash meant.

“Look out!” Ash added, and Latios rose vertically into the air as Ninjask tried to hit him with an X-Scissor.

Arcing from his landing site by the lakeside, Latios flew to a point near the middle of Lake Acuity – a little over a hundred yards up – and used Dragonbreath. His psychic strength caught it, wrapping it around him in a refreshed Counter Shield, and a shield sprang up as well – and the Dragonbreath kept coming, until the combined defensive layer was too thick to see through.

Ninjask buzzed around it in a circle, shooting off Bug Buzz attacks and unwilling to get too close, and Latios dodged up-down-left-right-roll-pitch-yaw to make sure he avoided as many of the beams as possible.

Then he used Luster Purge again, his shield opening at the base and letting out a stream of green Dragonbreath to accompany the attack.

It shot into the middle of Lake Acuity, and for a moment that was that – until it detonated.

And lots of water came soaring up into the battlespace.

Latios dropped his shield and surged into motion, flying straight down into the water – his streamlined form cutting through the odd, foamy mixture with greater ease than his normal swimming. After a moment to adjust for the turbulence, he pulled up and flew around in a half-circle – emerging at the edge of the splash plume, invisible once more.

Ninjask had had no way whatsoever of following him through the plume of mingled water and air, and couldn’t observe him coming out from the water to regain a sense of where Latios was, either. That meant that the Bug-type was, for the first time in the battle, unsure of where his opponent was.

That moment was enough, and Latios rose back over the shadow of the dissipating plume with a fully-charged Dragon Pulse ready to fire. Ninjask tried to dodge at the last instant, but too late, and Latios followed up with a Steel Wing to make sure he’d managed to knock his opponent out.


“…that’s probably going to make the news,” Reggie said, as the water finally rained out of the air. “Are your battles often like that?”

“Shouldn’t you know that?” Dawn asked. “A lot of them made the news too.”

“I don’t know how many don’t make the news,” Reggie pointed out.

He glanced at his brother. “Latios is coming back, and he doesn’t look like he’s in a hurry this time. I guess that means Ninjask is out.”

Paul nodded. “Yes.”

He held up his Pokéball, waiting for Latios to get closer with his assumed cargo, then returned Ninjask as soon as he had a good line to do it.

“You know, you could try Shedinja,” Reggie suggested. “I’m not sure Latios has a move for that.”

Paul considered, then shook his head. “I don’t think it’s worth it. And Ash has two Pokémon left.”

He looked up at Ash. “Are you going to keep Latios out?”

“I was thinking I wasn’t, actually,” Ash said. “Latios has had a pretty hard battle so far, and I know both Swellow and Staraptor have been bugging me about getting a battle… I guess I’ll just have to pick who to go next.”

“Then I know who I’ll use,” Paul declared, reaching for the last Pokéball on his belt.

“You didn’t pick that Pokémon because you knew Ash was going to use a Flying-type, right?” Reggie checked. “That’d be okay, because Ash said it, but it’s kind of… sketchy.”

“I already picked him,” Paul countered. “I’m not going to cheat.”

Having stopped listening when Ash confirmed that he wasn’t in the next battle, Latios sank to the floor.

He hadn’t taken all that many hits in the battle, as such – not strong ones anyway – but it had been a very intense combat, and his feathers ached a bit from all the violent manoeuvres.

“I’m going to want some advice on off-bore firing,” he said. “Probably from Dexter? But not right now.”

With that, he turned his attention to his twin-bond.

Sorry, Sis, I was kind of busy. What was that?


“Have you decided yet?” Paul asked.

“No, sorry,” Ash replied. “It’s kind of… Swellow and Staraptor have a similar type of fighting, but they approach it really differently. So it’s a tricky choice.”

He weighed both Pokéballs, then flipped one into the air. “Go!”

Swellow appeared with a flash, did a flip, and a bang echoed around the area. “All right! Let’s get this started!”

Paul blinked. “I… why did that explode…”

He paused, took a deep breath, and let it out. “Okay. I’ll send my Pokémon out now.”

True to his word, he threw his final Pokéball, and Magmortar emerged.

“Hey, I’ve got a question?” Staraptor said, coming out of his own Pokéball. “How come her and not me?”

“Luck,” Ash replied. “Kind of the fairest way to do it, really.”

“That’s antidisestablishment, that is,” Staraptor groused, wings on his hips.

“It’s not,” Pikachu corrected. “That’s not what antidisetablishment means. It means being opposed to removing an official religion.”

He flicked an ear. “I read a book with it in. And I don’t think the official religion is Staraptor.”

“I guess you slipped up there,” Swellow chuckled. “Steer clear of real words!”

“Are we going to battle now?” Paul checked.

“Oh, right, that,” the Swallow Pokémon added, flying out to hover over the lake shoreline. “Bring it on!”

“Should I do this one?” Dawn asked, got a nod, and held up her hand. “Right, then, begin!”

Swellow rolled and dove, levelling out close enough to the lake surface to just gently kiss the ripples with her wingtips, then swerved and pulled back up again. Magmortar’s flaming attacks whipped past, one of them exploding where she’d been, and another going off close enough to send embers scattering around Swellow’s flight path.

She pulled up in an Immelmann turn, going up-and-roll-and-down again at a higher altitude, then zipped around Magmortar to make sure he couldn’t just stand there and blast her – forcing him to keep turning to fire off his Flame Burst attacks.

Dipping a little more, Swellow opened her beak and let the pressure build up – then banked sharply in, passing though the fringes of a flame explosion, and unleashed her Boomburst.

The force of it slowed the Flying-type noticeably, and she peeled off to the side before hammering the air with her wings to regain attack speed – noting with satisfaction that Magmortar had been forced backwards a step by the pressure wave impact and looked a little worse for wear.

“Mix in Rock Tomb,” Paul instructed.

Magmortar’s next shot was a brightly glowing ball of stone rather than a simple fireball. It flew forwards and cracked, light shining though the cracks, then exploded in a fragmentation blast that sent small bits of hot rock whizzing through the air.

Swellow weaved her way through the blast without taking any hits, and turned her head so she could keep a better track on what Magmortar was doing. Keeping an eye on where his cannons were pointing gave her an extra fraction of a second to respond, letting her get further away from his aiming point when he actually fired.

Swerving hard again, Swellow flicked out an Air Slash at her opponent – then a second one a moment later, fired a little faster than the first so they would meet up and strengthen one another. Then she pulled up, wings whirring as she built up speed like a homesick meteor, and wrenched herself around into a dive.

Magmortar raised both mortars to point upwards at her, flinging fire and flame at her diving form – then adjusted a little, aiming a succession of Flame Bursts to explode at the same height not high over his own head. The continual explosions made a wall of flame which Swellow would have to pass through… so she flapped once more, folded in her wings, and did.

And used Boomburst.

The shockwave blasted away the flame in a shotgun-spread pattern, and Swellow hit Magmortar with a Brave Bird attack – one which knocked him staggering several steps, but which also sent her tumbling off before she managed to restabilize herself and cancel out of the spin.

“Okay, not doing that again in a hurry,” she muttered, banking around, and did a big barrel roll to make herself a harder target – keeping her speed down this time as she came in for the attack, partly to make herself manoeuvrable and partly so she could bounce off Magmortar in a succession of quick Aerial Ace attacks – no one of them hitting the big Fire-type hard enough to trouble him, but coming so quickly on top of one another that Magmortar was reduced to shooting flame at himself and trying to fend her off that way.

“Use your secret weapon,” Paul instructed. “Thunderbolt.”

Magmortar lifted his arm, trying to line up a shot on Swellow, and used Thunderbolt.


“Bad move,” Pikachu noted, with the voice of experience.


Swellow swerved sharply left as she saw the attack fire off – not to avoid it, but to get right into the beam.

Most of the second half of the Electric-type attack hit her, fizzing over her immaculate feathers and unable to gain any real purchase. Denied a way to discharge, it flowed over her instead like a Thunder Wave – and as it did, Swellow only got faster.

She pulled up and around, both speed and strength heightened by the very experience of fighting against near-paralysis, and a rippling cone of shock cloud formed around her for the barest moment before she hit Magmortar with a head-on Facade at maximum speed.

This time she knocked him into Lake Acuity, raising a hissing cloud of steam from his last-ditch attempt to rocket out of trouble.


Feathers still fizzing a little, Swellow flew down to land on Ash’s outstretched arm.

“Quick as a flash, huh?” Ash asked. “That was a pretty appropriate end to the battle.”

“I still think you should have let me punch him!” Staraptor muttered, from Ash’s other arm.

“Hey, it wasn’t your turn, it’ll be your turn next time,” Swellow shrugged a wing. “You’ll get over it. Or you’ll get all petuleagle about it.”

“…just don’t even try, you’re no good at neologistics.”


AN:


As previously scheduled, Ash v. Paul.

Paul’s not good at this “socializing” thing, guys. He is putting in some effort though.
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“You got an email.”

“Oh, thanks,” Dawn said, looking at her Pokétch. “Wonder what it is – let’s see…”

“It is from your mother. She is reminding you about the Twinleaf Festival.”

Brock snapped his fingers. “That’s right, that’s this weekend, isn’t it… we’ve got a few days to get ready, at least.”

“Yeah – and thanks, Rotom,” Dawn added.

Rotom buzzed once, and Ash frowned.

“So we can all understand Pokémon, but what would that sound like to someone else?” he asked. “Rotom speech sounds like buzzing… I’m pretty sure that just means that someone who didn’t have Aura speech would just hear buzzing.”

He shrugged. “It’s not likely to be useful, really, but it’s good to know at least.”

“Twinleaf festival,” Lucario said, turning the words over. “That sounds like… there’s about forty percent odds of everything going badly wrong. Did everything go badly wrong last time?”

“No, it’s just a local town festival,” Pikachu assured him. “It’s Dawn’s hometown, that’s why we’re even talking about it.”

“Good to know,” Lucario nodded. “So… what kind of thing happens there? In the Kingdom this sort of thing would have stalls, games and a tourney.”

“It’s… actually pretty much the same,” Dawn replied. “I’m wondering what would be good stalls and stuff, and I know there’s… wait.”

She pointed accusingly at Lucario. “You’ve been travelling with Ash a lot longer than I have, have you never run into a town festival before?”

“Of course I have,” Lucario told her. “Just not in Sinnoh.”

“That is kind of a good point,” Dawn admitted, letting her arm drop. “Fair enough.”

“Hmm…” Suicune mused.

“What is it?” Ash asked, turning towards the Water-type.

“Oh, I was thinking, I don’t think I’ve been to one of these in a while…” she explained. “And the last one I went to sort of got overshadowed by the fact I was there.”

Ash found a seat, as it was becoming clear they weren’t going to be going anywhere soon. “Don’t you think the same will happen here?”

“If enough of my teammates come, no one of us will seem too special,” Suicune pointed out with a smirk. “Actually, I wonder if I could get my brothers to agree to our running a stall.”

“A stall?” Brock repeated. “Those are kind of hard to run, it can get competitive… what kind of stall were you thinking of?”

“Rides,” Suicune answered blandly. “I think a nice ten-mile round trip should be a good length. It should let us get in a few dozen rides in the space of an hour.”

“You’d never be able to pry Barry off,” Dawn said. “But that would still leave two of you, so maybe.”

Actually, if we’re suggesting ideas, I had one, Dexter volunteered. Not all the PoryDozen can be physically present, but they could run something from where they are… what I’m getting at is that we could have video games. Possibly multi-user video games.

“That could be neat,” Dawn said to herself. “I mean, it’s new, anyway…”

“What about rockets?” Mewtwo asked. “I’ve read up a lot on the safety laws around rocket launches, but not so much on what you can do in a populated area.”

“I think it depends on what kind of rocket, and making sure nobody’s going to be hit by a high-speed rocket,” Brock mused. “So, say… if you used some kind of bottle rocket with air pressure for power and water for reaction mass, that shouldn’t be too dangerous.”

He shrugged. “I mean, you’re a really powerful Pokémon, you could keep people safe with model combustion rockets pretty well, but sooner or later you scale them up enough and you’re just turning Twinleaf into a new launch site.”

Mewtwo chuckled. “Yes, I can see the problem. Well, I shall keep to something more minor… though perhaps if I could work out a way to demonstrate staging…”

“We’d better discuss that with Mom,” Dawn smiled. “There might be something we can work out.”

She paused, thought over what she’d said, and clarified. “For where to do it, I mean. Mom’s not a rocket scientist.”


Johanna paused as the doorbell rang, then put down her chopsticks and headed to the door.

Opening it, she blinked in surprise – then smiled. “Dawn! It’s lovely to see you, and your friends.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Dawn replied, smiling, and gave her a quick hug.

“I was going to ask what brings you here today, but I’m going to ask… how you got here first,” Johanna decided. “Weren’t you telling me yesterday about something at Lake Acuity?”

“I am pleased to have provided transportation,” said one of the Legendary Pokémon on her porch.

“Well, thank you,” Johanna smiled. “You’d better all come in, though I’m afraid I was having lunch and I didn’t know you were coming.”

“Oh, right, sorry,” Dawn said. She checked her Pokétch, which buzzed. “Yeah, we should have waited an hour or so.”

“So long as you understand, it’s all fine,” Johanna said. “Now, I assume this is about the Twinleaf Festival?”

“That’s right,” Ash agreed. “See, some of us started getting ideas, then the Pokémon back at the ranch started having ideas… like, what was that one Totodile came up with?”

“He said that some of us should dress up in big ten-pin costumes,” Lucario provided. “Then Pokémon could fire attacks to try and knock us over, and score points that way.”

Johanna blinked. “That’s… certainly an unusual one. I don’t think anyone’s ever done that before at the festival.”

She frowned. “Where would you get the costumes?”

“He didn’t say,” Lucario replied. “I assume he has some sort of idea about it.”

“Mewtwo has this idea about rockets,” Dawn volunteered. “So there’s that one as well. I guess… well, I guess the thing we really need is to work out which of these are bad ideas.”

“That’s always a good step,” Johanna said. “Tell you what, just let me finish my lunch and I’ll be right with you. I’m not sure how this is all going to work out, but I think it’ll at least be a memorable experience.”

“Going to the festival?” Brock asked.

“That as well.”


“This looks pretty interesting,” Palmer said, stopping in his walk. “What’s this?”

“Greetings,” a Charizard told him. “This is the Rocket Stall.”

“You don’t mean this is a stall run by Team Rocket, do you?” Palmer asked, chuckling. “That would be quite unusual.”

“According to my plan of the event, they did not show up today,” the Charizard replied. “I understand they were expected.”

“…okay, so I have a question,” Palmer went on, after wondering whether to comment on that. “I know from what my son has told me that Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon are all kind of strange.”

He waved his hand vaguely. “So… you learned to talk?”

“I was programmed with the ability to talk,” the Charizard told him. “Including in most human dialects.”

It paused slightly. “I have determined that the cause of the confusion is that you assume that I am a Pokémon who is part of Ash Ketchum’s team. Neither is correct; I am a data entity employed by Mewtwo as part of his company.”

“Huh,” Palmer said, succinctly. “So… you’re basically a digital Pokémon?”

“I am a digital intelligence whose preferences are for the form of a Pokémon,” the Charizard explained. “Mewtwo suggested that I employ the form of a Charizard for today, as seeing multiple Mewtwo would be confusing.”

Palmer absorbed that.

“So, what’s the stall about?” he asked.

“Rockets, rocketry and other experimentation,” the Charizard said. “Mewtwo is running two drop-in sessions, one before lunch and one after. Each session will be two hours long and will consist of a high-speed virtual space program.”

As it spoke, in a voice which Palmer noticed was mostly gender-neutral, Mewtwo floated out to a piece of flat stone in the middle of a roped-off area.

The rocket is ready, he said. This is our second launch, so it has some fins on. What do the fins do?

“They make it so the rocket goes up straight!” someone called. “Because the first rocket fell over and hit the ground!”

“Isn’t this kind of dangerous?” Palmer asked.

“The rockets in question employ water and pressurized air,” Charizard informed him. “Their danger level is minimal. In addition, I am acting as range safety.”

The rocket hissed, shooting up into the air in a cloud of spray. It rolled a little, swaying in flight, then reached two hundred feet in the air and slowed to a halt.

A little parachute popped out, floating it back down, and there was a ripple of clapping and cheering.

Very good, Mewtwo told them all. But that’s not as high as we can make our rocket go. Do you know why it slowed down like that?

He pointed to someone in the crowd.

“It’s because the jet got less strong?” the spectator suggested.

Correct. The jet got less strong, but the rocket itself was still quite heavy because it has to carry our payload.

“What is the payload?” Palmer asked.

“It is an empty Pokéball,” Charizard replied.

Now we’re going to discuss something called staging. The idea is that if you can lift a small rocket high into the air using a big rocket, the small rocket can fly higher than if it started on the ground… and higher than just the big rocket, too.

“This looks pretty educational,” the Tower Tycoon chuckled. “I wonder how high they’ll be going by the afternoon…”


“How are you doing?” Houndoom asked, lifting up so his forepaws were on one of the chairs and he could see how Absol was handling the pinball.

“Pretty good,” Absol replied, hitting the left flipper. Her ball bounced up from near the hole in the base of the board, bounced twice off points scorers, and came to rest on a small slot in the upper half of the field.

Lights flashed, and the score multiplier went up again – and she waited a moment for the ball to re-enter play, then used her right flipper to sling it squarely into the multiball trigger.

“This is a pretty interesting training exercise, actually,” Absol added, her tail flicking back and forth a little. “It’s trickier than normal to predict the interactions, so it means I have to think carefully about my moment-to-moment definition of disaster. It’s easy to just keep scoring, but scoring high is something else.”

“Excuse me, ah…” one of the fair attendants began. “…I’m going to play it safe and say Absol… we’ve got a couple of issues.”

“Go ahead,” Absol said, turning her attention to him with a smile – though still playing as well.

Guessing roughly what she’d said, the attendant continued. “Well, firstly, there’s a bit of a problem about your tail. It’s… I’m not sure if you like it called wagging, but that’s what it’s doing, and it’s kind of sharp.”

Absol stopped her tail, holding it in place.

“Also, we’re pretty sure that’s cheating, and… you know, not really fair.”

“That’s a pity,” Absol sighed. “It’s not a money-reward game, though. How is it unfair?”

“You have been on the machine for fifty minutes,” Houndoom pointed out.

Absol paused, then looked up at the sun’s position. “…oh, right.”


“And this is Lake Verity,” Suicune said. “It’s conveniently close to Twinleaf, which is helpful because it means we’ll be able to visit it twice. The first time we’re going to do a lap around it.”

She looked back at the human who was riding her. “How are you enjoying it, by the way?”

“This is – wow,” the girl said, with a huge smile, as Suicune ran at startling speed. “It feels so much faster than flying!”

“It is faster than a lot of Pokémon or aircraft fly,” Suicune told her. “But part of that is also that we’re very close to the ground. From high up it takes a long time for what you see to go past, because what you can see is thing like mountains and big lakes… from down low like this you can see trees and branches, so they go past very quickly.”

She jumped, making the girl on her back whoop with surprise, then landed on a fallen log and raced along it to the end.

“We’ll have to head back soon,” she added. “But the second time we reach Lake Verity, we’re going across it!”


“Ummm… excuse me?”

Johanna looked down at the boy tugging on her dress. “Hello! It’s Rollo, isn’t it?”

Rollo nodded.

“I haven’t seen you or your mother in a few days,” Johanna added. “I hope you’re enjoying the festival?”

The boy frowned. “Well… I was, but now I’m confused. We were learning about Pokémon types in school…”

“Oh, I see what the problem is,” Johanna said, looking at the battle currently taking place in what Lucario had insisted they rename ‘the tourney’.

A Rhyperior raised her arm, firing a Rock Throw attack at Ash’s Staraptor, and the Flying-type twisted in midair to bring his wing into contact with the flying rock. “Staa!”

The rock split cleanly in half at the point of contact, and Staraptor hit the fragments with his legs to send them flying right back at Rhyperior.

“The thing you have to understand, when you’re a skilled Pokémon trainer,” Johanna began, “is that Pokémon aren’t always strong against other Pokémon just because of their type. It helps, but it doesn’t mean everything by itself.”

Staraptor hammered his way through another flying rock, then folded his wings and dove. Halfway to the ground he flared, speeding up again with a single powerful wingbeat, and hit Rhyperior in the knees – sending the Rock-type staggering backwards.

“Huh,” Rollo said. “So… if I trained a Bidoof well enough, it could beat any Pokémon?”

“That would be a very strong Bidoof, but I don’t see a reason why not,” Johanna said.

She paused. “Though some Pokémon can go back in time. I don’t know if a Bidoof could beat them.”

“Aww…”

“I’m afraid I don’t know everything,” Johanna pointed out. “But if you really want to, you could give it a go.”


As the festival continued, a battle took place in the skies over Shamouti.

“Take that!” Articuno called, inhaling, then shot out a blast of cold Ice Beam over his opponents. Zapdos took a hit to his wing, and Moltres countered the Ice Beam with his own Flamethrower.

“Never!” Moltres replied, shooting flames at Zapdos. “You won’t beat me, and if Zapdos is out of the fight then I’ll definitely win!”

Articuno promptly blasted Moltres with a second Ice attack, then closed in and rammed into him with a Sky Attack.

The explosion of golden light rippled across the sky, and Zapdos used the respite to recover – and promptly exploited it to hit both the other Birds at once with a Thunder, then followed up with a Thunderbolt which both Pokémon managed to dodge.

“You’re going down!” he called. “The islands are mine!”

As the fighting continued, Silver poked Ho-Oh.

“Yes?” Ho-Oh asked. “And did your father and mother not tell you that that’s rude?”

“Sorry,” the young Lugia admitted. “I was kind of confused, so I forgot my manners. Um… how come you’re not stopping them?”

“Well, I don’t really feel like fighting today,” Ho-Oh replied. “If I just let them tire themselves out, they’ll be tired, but if I stop them then I’ll be tired as well.”

He flared his wings a little. “It seems logical to me.”

“But… isn’t there some reason you have to stop them fighting, apart from how they’re just kind of jerks?” Silver pressed. “That’s why Mom and Dad always slap them down really quickly.”

“Well, your father’s good at this job, and so is your mother,” Ho-Oh agreed readily. “And they’re definitely the Pokémon who should do this job most of the time. But it occurred to me that I had an advantage.”

A rainbow wing waved at them. “The main thing that the Titans of Fire, Ice and Lightning cause if they fight is weather chaos, because Shamouti is an important weather node.”

“Right,” Silver agreed, then frowned slightly and looked up at the sky.

Craning his neck didn’t really help, but it made him feel like he was looking more closely.

“It’s a beautiful day,” Silver said slowly. “Why is that… is that you?”

Ho-Oh smirked, which was quite impressive with a beak.

“I’ll just let them get it out of their system,” he said. “Then if they’re still fighting at sundown I’ll probably set them all on fire or something.”


“Oh, is this a test your strength machine?” Lucario asked, inspecting it. “I don’t think I’ve ever tried one of those before.”

“I think you test your strength through much more direct methods, if I remember correctly,” Pikachu chuckled. “Like lifting a boulder.”

“Boulders rarely come conveniently labelled with their weight,” Lucario said. “Hmm… is this one of those special heavy duty ones that strong Pokémon can use?”

“No, sorry,” the man next to it said. “That’s why I’m here, actually – we could only get the one. It’s good for humans and moderately strong Pokémon, but a Lucario is right out.”

“I say, what a marvellous idea!” Raikou announced, making the attendant jump. “I’ll be glad to test my strength!”

“Sorry,” the man said quickly. “You’re a bit too strong for it as well.”

He looked at the queue.

“…most of these Pokémon are, actually.”

Metagross stamped a foot on the grass. This seems unfair to us.

“You just left a foot dent in the grass,” Pikachu pointed out. “In both definitions of the word foot.”

Metagross examined what they’d done. That will buff out.

“I’d say Geodude might be needed,” Steelix said. “Am I out as well?”

Lucario relayed the question.

“Yes, you’re too big and too strong,” the attendant confirmed. “And so is that Mamoswine. And that Tyrantrum.”

Brock’s Chansey stepped forwards.

“You… look like you’ll be okay,” the man decided. “But if you’re strong, don’t hit it too hard for your first go.”

“Pleasure,” Chansey said, and walked daintily over to the machine. She bent down, and gave the pad a bap!

The bell rang.

“…why couldn’t I find a heavy duty machine…” the man sighed.

Are you sure we are not permitted to have a go? We would be willing to reassemble all the pieces if we broke it.


“Aha! There you are!” Barry proclaimed.

Ash looked up. “Oh, hey, Barry. I hope you had fun!”

“Yes, but that’s not the point!” Barry replied. “The point is that I’m here to challenge you to a battle! If you don’t want a battle, you’ll have to pay a lot of money or a move!”

Next to Ash, Palmer groaned. “Barry… that’s just not very polite. You need to say please!”

“Oh, right!” Barry brightened. “Please give me a battle, or a lot of money or a move!”

“It is kind of late,” Ash said, checking the time. “So… I might not have time for a battle, especially after the one I had against your dad.”

Staraptor preened himself.

“You don’t?” Barry asked. “But… where did the time go?”

“You spent most of the fair getting rides,” Suicune replied. “And helping out with the rocket display Mewtwo was running, when you weren’t getting rides.”

“That would explain it!” Barry declared. “But it’s not the end of the fair yet, so I still want to challenge you to a battle!”

Ash frowned.

“I do have an idea,” he said. “Does your Smeargle know Extremespeed yet?”

“No, he has to get by with Quick Attack,” Barry answered, then realized where that might be going. “That would be great!”

Palmer chuckled. “I’m glad to see you have a good friend here, Barry. You realize Ash could just say no, right?”

“But…” Barry blinked. “Wait, I thought that if trainers locked eyes they had to battle?”

“No, that’s not a law,” Palmer replied, shaking his head with a smile. “Otherwise whenever someone like Cynthia gave a speech she’d have to battle half the audience.”

“That does seem correct…” Barry mused.

As he thought, his Smeargle tapped him on the thigh.

“Huh? Oh, right – I accept!” Barry declared.

Suicune gave Smeargle a nod, making sure he had his tail ready, then shot off into the distance in a blur of speed.

Smeargle gave Barry a thumbs-up.

“I have to say, Barry, I’m impressed,” Palmer noted, as Suicune loped back into view. “You haven’t mentioned one of your crazy theories yet.”

“Why would I do that?” Barry asked. “I’m pretty sure you’re in on, like, half of them, and Ash is in on the other half. And I don’t want to give away any secrets of yours to my friend, or vice-versa.”

“That’s… an odd thought, but a nice one…”

Ash frowned. “Wait, wouldn’t that mean-”

“No, let it go,” Palmer advised him. “It’s just something you have to get used to.”


“Something wrong?” Buneary asked, looking up at her trainer.

“Yeah, kind of,” Dawn admitted. “I… it just keeps getting more awkward, I was hoping this would resolve it… you remember Kenny?”

“That guy you knew once?” Buneary replied.

“Yeah, that’s a description that could only apply to one person,” Dawn said, trying not to snort. “Anyway, uh, I realized that we hadn’t run into each other.”

Buneary waited for a moment.

“Wait, at all?” she asked.

“Since coming back,” Dawn clarified. “And by the time I realized, it was already kind of awkward, because… you know? If I decided to send an email to Kenny letting him know I hadn’t seen him in a while, it’d be awkward, and it’s got more awkward as time goes on. I was hoping I’d bump into him here, because that would make it kind of natural, but…”

Her Pokétch buzzed.

“He’s doing the Unova contest circuit,” Rotom said.

“…oh,” Dawn replied, blinking. “I… guess that does explain it.”

She raised her wrist. “How did you find that out?”

“Dragon has showed me how to do search engine result curation. It is theraputic.”


Some way to the south, a Shaymin dipped towards the ground.

Her wings caught the air, making her descent a fluttery thing with plenty of slows and divergences, and after a few minutes just playing around in the air she circled around to come in for her final landing – bringing down her airspeed until she touched down with a soft thump, and running another dozen or so steps before slowing to a walk.

“I wondered how close you were going to cut it today,” her friend said, tails flirting. “It’s at least twenty minutes until sunset.”

“Yeah, but I wanted to make sure we had time to prepare dinner,” Shaymin replied. “I found a load of good berries, and I know I’m way more helpful at cooking like this.”

“That’s true,” Kyoko allowed. “I suppose I’ll forgive you this one time.”

They shared a chuckle, and Kyoko used her nine tails to gather together some sticks into a pile. Once done, the Ninetales breathed a thin stream of flame onto the pile of sticks, then sat back in satisfaction as they caught.

“We’ve got Tamatoes,” Shaymin said, digging through the saddlebag which didn’t hold her Gracidea. “So we could do stuffed Tamato?”

“That sounds like a good plan,” Kyoko agreed. “We still have some of the rice, right?”

Shaymin nodded a confirmation, and got to work.


Twenty-five minutes later, the now-land-forme Shaymin was nibbling on a hot stuffed Tamato.

“I think this went pretty well,” she said, looking up for a moment. “Nice and crisp.”

Kyoko nodded, leaning back as she held one of the other berries in three of her tails, then frowned.

“I can smell something,” she said. “A human, and a Pokémon.”

Shaymin listened, then nodded. “I can hear it too.”

She dragged the berry under an overhang where it would hopefully survive, then walked over to right near the fire – ready to jump through the smoke to absorb power for a Seed Flare.

“Excuse me?” a male voice called. “Can we join you?”

Kyoko tilted her head for a moment, and an illusion shimmered into place next to her.

“Yes, but be careful,” the human woman Kyoko had conjured said. “There’s some dinner around, please don’t step on it.”

The human came through the gathering gloom to join them, letting his Sneasel down from his shoulder as he did so. “Hey, thanks, we kind of lost track of time. It’s good to see someone else around here.”

He looked at the Pokémon by the fire, then at the ‘trainer’, then to the Ninetales. “It’s a pretty good illusion, but you missed the depth of field.”

Kyoko tensed slightly.

“You two are travelling together, right?” the human added. “Mind if we get a picture? It’s cool seeing how Pokémon we think of as ‘wild’ don’t always act in a way we think wild Pokémon should.”

After a pause, Shaymin and Kyoko exchanged baffled glances.

“It’s sort of what we do,” Sneasel volunteered, adjusting the flash equipment on her camera. “I was pretty amazed by how much you can learn from a photograph… it’s like capturing a moment, so you can look at it forever, but you can make the moment beautiful in a whole different way to normal.”

“I… guess it’s not a problem,” Kyoko said, after a long moment of thought. “What do you think?”

“Well, I guess I wanted to see the world,” Shaymin replied. “Given that, I can’t really be all that uncomfortable about the world seeing me.”

She brightened. “Actually, what about if they came with us for a day or two? That way they could see what it’s like for our whole routine.”

Kyoko nodded, the idea sounding distinctly interesting to her.


“That went great, guys,” Ivysaur said. “We were firing off actual rockets and nobody got hurt. Top marks.”

He glanced to the side. “Probably that’s partly because we tied Squirtle up…”

“I wasn’t going to do anything anyway,” Squirtle muttered.

“Rockets using water as a propellant?” Ivysaur pointed out, untying the ropes. “That’s vintage Squirtle, don’t bother denying it.”

“He’s got a point!” Totodile said, half his attention on balancing his Pokéball on his nose.

“But, logically, the fact you were doing something I’d have done, without my involvement, means that my involvement wouldn’t have changed anything and you were doing what I’d have done anyway,” Squirtle said, with a flourish of his shades. “So you were injustly keeping my burning spirit locked away from regular entertainment!”

Ivysaur gave him a flat look.

“Nope, not buying it,” he said. “Mawile?”

Mawile nodded. “I can think of at least one way he could have made it much more like what he likes,” she said. “And I’m not even really trying very hard.”

Squirtle crossed his arms.

“That’s very stereotypical, and I can’t believe you’d think it of me,” he said. “The fact I actually was going to ask Mewtwo if we could replace the water with high test peroxide because it’s like water but with extra oxygen is completely beside the point.”

“It’s not really beside the point, is it, though,” Ivysaur sighed. “Because it’s true, and because that would mean you were going to do exactly what we thought you were.”

“Well, chaps, no sense chewing old sour berries,” Noctowl announced. “Pip pip, and all that blather. Now, let’s see about discussing the important thing – what’s up next?”

“I did actually want to talk about that,” Totodile said, nosing his Pokéball up into the air and catching it. “Ash asked me about if Quilava and Meganium and I could put a Contest routine together, because of the Johto Festival.”

“What’s this?” Noctowl asked. “It’s the first I’ve bally well heard of a Johto Festival, and I’m from Johto!”

“So are a lot of our teammates,” Ivysaur said. “Like Latias and Latios, and all three Beasts… do Lugia and Ho-Oh count?”

“Lugia doesn’t, he’s from the Orange Islands,” Totodile pointed out, returning his Pokéball to its place and balancing it again. “But Ho-Oh is, or used to be. I mean, we’re sort of all from Kanto now!”

He indicated the ranch.

“Well… yes, good point that reptile,” Noctowl admitted, fluffing his feathers up. “Top notch. But what’s this about another festival so soon after we’ve done a festival? It’s shoddy scheduling, that’s what it is.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s just festival season in Sinnoh, Noctowl,” Ivysaur said. “You know, the time of year when it’s warm enough they can schedule events outside with a reasonable guarantee of not being swamped in snow?”

“Fine, fine, if you’re all bound and determined to bring balderdash like logic into it…”


“Hey, Khoury,” Lyra said, sitting down next to her friend. “How’s the planning going?”

Khoury gave her a slightly stunned look, blinked a couple of times, then shook his head. “Oh – hey, Lyra.”

“Bad?” Lyra asked, worried.

“No… not so much,” Khoury replied. “Not bad, no. More like… the opposite of bad, really. I’m just still trying to work out how to react properly.”

He spread his hands. “It’s just… kind of… okay, so I just met Ash Ketchum, and he’d apparently heard of the Johto Festival?”

“He had?” Lyra smiled. “That’s great, it really shows we’re publicizing the event properly!”

“Yeah, but it’s kind of… odd, too,” Khoury said, still sounding a bit shocked. “Because he wants to help, and he’s getting some of his Pokémon to help too.”

Lyra thought through what that could mean.

“Wait, so… hold on,” she said. “When you say ‘some of his Pokémon’, you mean…”

“Did you know Ho-Oh is very polite?” Khoury informed her. “So are his children, which is apparently what the Beasts of Johto technically are. They’re very interested in joining in, and Ho-Oh said he’s going to see if he can get his friend Lugia interested in a demonstration battle.”

“Maar?” Marill asked.

Lyra shook her head. “I… don’t really have an adequate way to react to that. Sorry.”

There was a long pause, as the two friends sat with their thoughts.

“…this is really going to put the Johto Festival on the map,” Khoury said. “The main thing I’m worried about is if the map’s also going to need updating?”


“So I’ve got a question,” Dawn said. “Are we still attending the Johto Festival, or do we now technically count as organizers?”

Brock chuckled, then frowned. “That’s a good question, actually,” he mused. “What does make it so someone becomes an organizer?”

“What about if… you say you are, and enough people agree with you?” Ash suggested. “How does that sound?”

“It does seem kind of logical, I guess,” Ash’s Heracross said, thinking about it. “But then again, what if you were kicked off the committee? You still were an organizer, but nobody else who knows would be willing to say you were.”

“I think it depends how the breakup is, there,” Brock’s Sudowoodo replied. “It’s kind of a matter of degree. You know, if you leave for mutually amicable reasons, and all that.”

“…no, sorry, I don’t really have the experience,” Heracross admitted. “I’ve been guessing the whole time.”

“Fair enough.”

“This is very oddly named, you know,” someone said, off to the side. “Johto Festival? We’re not in Johto!”

The man who was speaking waved a finger at Khoury. “I thought my Pidgeot had dropped me off in the wrong region, young man!”

Khoury caught Ash’s eye and tried to signal that he’d be able to talk as soon as the conversation was over, then returned his attention to the man. “Well… to be honest, Mr., there’s not many better names for a festival celebrating Johto and the Johto region. Anything that doesn’t mention Johto is going to be confusing, and anything that does is going to be confusing in a different way.”

“I’m sure you could have done better,” the complainer said. “Like… the Johto Culture Festival.”

“That still sounds like it’s in Johto, if you just hear it,” Brock pointed out.

“Yeah, I guess it does,” the complainer mumbled. “What about… the travelling exhibition of Western Honshu?”

“Johto isn’t even west Honshu, not really,” Khoury volunteered. “It’s west of Kanto, but there are other bits of Honshu island that are west of Johto… and there’s also a bit of Johto which is technically on Shikoku.”

“What about the Celebration of Johto?” Dawn suggested.

“No, that’s got the same problem as well,” the complainer sighed. “…well, I suppose it sounds like there isn’t really a solution. I’m sorry for bringing it up, now.”

“You could include the local town name?” Ash said. “What’s the name of this town anyway?”

“Sinjoh, I think,” Brock told him.

“That’s… actually even worse,” Dawn sniggered. “The Sinjoh Sinnoh Johto festival? It sounds like Khoury managed to get to name the town to fit with the event.”

The man laughed. “That’s a good point, young lady. I suppose I should just enjoy the day.”

As he left, Khoury sighed in relief a little.

“Thanks, I think you guys really helped out,” he told them. “Again, that is. Uh… okay, so I guess I don’t have to explain the point of the festival to you guys.”

“I did have one question, actually,” Lucario said. “I was wondering what counted as a Johto Pokémon.”

“Well… isn’t it obvious?” Khoury asked. “Pokémon from Johto.”

“You mean any Pokémon who grew up in, or got caught in, Johto?” Lucario said, thinking. “So we technically need to ask the life history of any Pokémon here?”

“No, no, not like that,” Khoury replied. “So… Sudowoodo, that’s a Johto Pokémon.”

“I’m actually from Kanto,” Sudowoodo told him.

“…okay, that’s kind of confusing, but also really freaky,” the organizer blinked. “How did you do that?”

“That wasn’t Sudowoodo, that was Stantler,” Dawn said, patting thin air. “He’s kind of shy.”

“Dawn…” Stantler said, with a little chuff. “I was trying to stay incognito and help out!”

“And you are,” Dawn replied. “I mean, this isn’t actually where you are, is it?”

“No, but it’s the principle of the thing,” Stantler replied.

His Soothe Bell jingled softly. “Wait, though, what about if your herd commutes between Johto and other places?”

“And my Quilava hatched as a Cyndaquil from an egg while in Sinnoh,” Dawn added. “It’s kind of a woolly concept.”

“I guess so,” Khoury admitted, with a laugh. “And I know your Lugia’s not from Johto. But for some reason I really feel like your Latias and Latios don’t count as Johto Pokémon, even though Altomare is in Johto.”

“You mean like how everyone else gets annoyed when Sinnohvians claim Arceus is from Sinnoh?” Brock asked.

“Firstly, Arceus visits Sinnoh more than anyone else, we’ve seen him do it,” Dawn pointed out with a chuckle. “Secondly… no, the term is not Sinnohvians.”

Rotom buzzed her Pokétch, and Dawn blinked. “Oh – it sounds like it’s nearly time for the Beasts to show up.”


“Everyone ready?” Suicune asked, checking on her brothers. “You know the plan, right?”

“Run along until we reach the ramp, then jump,” Entei shrugged. “Seems simple enough.”

“That’s right, but you need to make sure you’re aiming for the right place as well,” Suicune reminded him. “There’s a landing zone, and we can’t change course much in mid-air.”

“So is this a flyover?” Raikou asked. “I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to do a flyover.”

“You haven’t,” Entei told him. “You’ve never so much as mentioned it before. Also, this isn’t a flyover, because we won’t be flying. We’re running. This is a runover.”

“A jumpover, I’d say!” Raikou insisted. “Now, hurry up, time’s wasting!”

He broke into a sprint, and hit the ramp at high speed. It boomed dully as he jumped off the end, and his speed carried him clear over Sinjoh Town’s town centre.

Entei went next, a trail of flame marking his path as he went overhead just to the left of where Raikou had gone, and Suicune brought up the rear with a whoosh of wind and a rainbow trail of mist marking their path.

She landed on the far side of the town, drifting a little so she could slow herself down without hitting a bench, then rejoined her siblings.

“I think that went fairly well,” she pronounced.

“Right!” Raikou agreed. “Though I still think Entei should have worn his ribbons!”

“…you two are never going to let that go, are you?”

“Doubt it,” Suicune told him.


“There was something I was hoping to ask,” Khoury’s father said, sitting down near the small arena. “Ash Ketchum. I know you’ve been through several regions, and you’re obviously a high level battler. So how did your Johto experience compare with other regions?”

“Oh, well…” Ash began, then thought about it. “So… well, Johto was where I really started to see how strong a lot of gym leaders are – or how strong they can be if they need to bring out their strongest Pokémon. Everyone was really understanding, too, considering…”

“Considering?” the Pokémon Breeder asked. “What do you mean?”

“Well, uh… I used to have a problem, and I think I sort of still do have a problem,” Ash answered. “I keep doing a lot of damage to Pokémon gyms. It’s happened everywhere except Hoenn, because I was trying really hard not to do damage in Hoenn, but Johto really got the worst of it.”

“Hmm…” Khoury’s dad said, thinking. “I do remember hearing something about a gym being so badly damaged it was unsafe.”

“Was it Goldenrod, Olivine, or Cianwood?” Lucario asked. “I seem to remember Goldenrod got wrecked, Olivine we took out the wall, and Cianwood actually collapsed during the battle.”

The older man gaped, then shut his mouth with an effort. “Um… that is, I don’t think it was any of them, actually… from memory it was Blackthorn. It must just have been a coincidence.”

“That… kind of depends how you think of coincidences,” Ash admitted. “If it’s what I’m thinking of – that was a couple of years ago, right?”

“About that,” the man agreed.

“Yeah, I didn’t do that, but one of my Pokémon did,” Ash explained. “I hadn’t caught Raikou yet, and he was trying to impress me, so he did the Johto Gym Challenge himself.”

He shrugged. “I… guess I probably would have done that one outside anyway. All the gyms which didn’t end up outright wrecked in Johto were the ones where I had my battle outside.”

“Hold on, I’m remembering a bit more about that year,” the man said. “Was that the time when there was a giant tornado outside Violet City?”

“That was us too,” Lucario confirmed helpfully. “Well, actually it was Pidgeot.”

“Well, I hope you don’t mind, but if I or my son ever open a gym you’re not invited,” Khoury’s dad told Ash. “Though it’ll probably be in Johto, so you won’t need to.”

Ash chuckled. “I guess so, yeah… not sure why it keeps happening, though.”

“I have a guess,” the man said. “I think it’s the combination of the strength of your team and your imagination with your tactics. It means attacks go everywhere…”

“That does sound likely,” Ash frowned. “But I don’t want to say it’s the only thing it could be… some of it does seem like bad luck, or that I’m just doing something wrong.”

“Hey, uh, Dad?” Khoury waved, getting their attention. “Sorry, Ash – but I think there was a mixup with the eggs we got for the Egg Scramble prize.”

He held up a container, which showed an egg that was decidedly not like any of the Johto starters – almost entirely a metallic silver, with a few little red lines along each side.

“I’ve phoned him up, and he says it’s not worth picking it up again unless we really can’t do anything with it,” he added. “So, uh… any ideas?”

“Well, my first thought was to give Ash an Egg Scramble battle, but from what he’s telling me I don’t think that would be good for the surrounding town,” Khoury’s dad chuckled. “So, hmm…”

“What about Dawn, or Brock?” Khoury asked. “If you were going to give Ash a battle… I know Dawn has a Quilava, so she wouldn’t really be able to try and win a regular Johto starter anyway, but this isn’t a regular Johto starter. And Brock… does Brock have whatever this is?”

“It looks like a Steel-type,” Brock said. “I’ve got a couple of Steel-types already, so it might be one I’ve already got.”

“Then it’s up to you, I guess, Dawn,” Khoury said. “Are you interested?”

“I guess so, yeah,” Dawn agreed. “So… for the regular Egg Scramble battles, it’s supposed to be Sinnoh starters against Johto ones?”

“If that’s what you’ve got,” Khoury shrugged. “I’ve got some other Pokémon too, though, so you could fight one of them instead.”

“Well… maybe I should use Quilava,” Dawn decided. “I think-”

Dexter bleeped a warning. It seems that Lugia is now available.

“Thanks,” Ash replied, as Lugia’s Pokéball materialized. “Okay, so – Lugia, we’ve got the idea for you to do an exhibition battle in the skies with Ho-Oh, but that’s not for a while. If you want to enjoy the Johto Festival first, though, you can come out whenever you want.”

Lugia promptly emerged with a flash. “Thank you for giving me the choice, Ash,” he said, as a hush spread over the nearby crowd. “And hello to you all. I’m glad to be here… and I may not be from Johto, but it is where my son and his mother live and I have visited there many times.”

He spread his wings, and floated into the air – using psychic power far more than his wings – before landing again a little closer to the middle of the square. “Are those Rage Candy Bars?”

The somewhat-startled stall owner nodded, a little jerkily. “I, well – yeah, that’s right…”

“Would I be able to buy some?” Lugia added. “I’d like to try one, and to get something to bring my family as a memento for the day.”

“Of course!” the stallholder agreed. “I, well – you don’t need to pay, really…”

“I insist, please,” Lugia said. “It wouldn’t be polite of me at all. Imagine how I would feel having to tell my son that I didn’t have to pay for his treat!”

There was a wave of laughter, and everyone relaxed a little – Lugia’s words making him much more relateable.


“All right, so – the rules are pretty basic,” Khoury told Dawn, a minute or two later. “We’re battling until knockout, concession, or obvious other defeat – it doesn’t have to be too formal, this is basically a friendly.”

“Right,” Dawn replied. “So… should I tell you what Pokémon I’m using first?”

“You should pick it before I tell you what mine is, but I’ve already picked mine,” Khoury replied. “So you can go ahead and say.”

Dawn held up a Pokéball. “Well, I was thinking I should use my Togekiss.”

“That sounds fine,” Khoury smiled. “Okay, whenever you’re ready.”

Dawn sent out her Fairy-type, and Khoury released his own Pokémon onto the battlefield – an Octillery, which attached limpetlike to the stage before swivelling a little to face Dawn’s hovering Pokémon.

“All right, go ahead and start,” Khoury’s dad called. “Whenever you feel like it.”

“Bubblebeam!” Khoury called, pointing up at Togekiss.

Dawn’s Pokémon did a roll, air swirling around her wings, and the swirls developed sparkles as they transitioned into Fairy Wind – which produced a quick Counter Shield, blocking the attack so it didn’t reach her and producing a sequence of little sparkling impacts.

The repeated blows quickly ate through the shield’s substance, and Togekiss continued rolling – spreading the attack out, so it didn’t have enough time to break through any one part of the shield before the next part rotated into position and prevented it.

Hidden inside the fairy-dust cloud, Togekiss rolled faster – then abruptly stopped, flapping her wings and launching the cloud towards Octillery with a whoosh.

Octillery switched attacks, using Gunk Shot instead, and detonated it in the way of the onrushing wind. It dispelled most of the energy of the Fairy-type attack, and Khoury nodded.

“Great work! Now try an Ice attack!”

Octillery shot an Aurora Beam up at Togekiss, who took a glancing blow to the wing before managing to dodge, and Dawn frowned for a moment.

“Magical Leaf!” she instructed, prompting Togekiss to furl her wings before spreading them out again – sending out a barrage of leaves glowing with all the colours of the rainbow. Octillery tilted his body to keep her as the target of the Ice attack, then shifted his focus to the leaves instead as they got closer – each leaf freezing one by one and disintegrating into fragments.

By the time they stopped, the last leaf frozen and shattered, Togekiss was already preparing another attack – this one sending sparking patterns of electricity along the leading edges of her wings, as she charged and then fired a Shock Wave attack.

“Charge Beam!” Khoury called.

Octillery’s Charge Beam flashed out, disrupting the Shock Wave, and continued on to hit Togekiss on the wing. Lightning crackled around her a little, and Dawn raised her voice. “Misty sky!”

Togekiss accelerated a little before pulling up, shedding the speed she’d just gained to make Octillery’s next attack miss, then built up the energy for a Fairy Wind and rolled. Unlike the first time she’d combined the manoeuvre and the attack, however, it produced a diffuse cloud of pink and blue sparkles which quickly spread to cover the entire arena.

Togekiss was still sort of visible, from the outside at least, as a moving source of the swirling Fairy Wind which wasn’t strong enough to do damage but which was making it very hard to see where anything or anyone actually was inside it.

“Flash Cannon!” Khoury said.

Octillery began shooting Flash Cannon shots into the air, each individual pulse of energy powerful enough to do damage, but with essentially no way of hitting the high-flying Togekiss except by getting very lucky.

“Okay, this isn’t working,” Khoury decided, after a minute or so. “We can’t see what’s going on, so…”

He paused. “I… can you see that too?”

The air began to move, individual sparkles drifting with purpose – then speeding up, until everything was swirling about as part of an airflow pattern. The mist began to lift, rising rapidly into the air and becoming brighter and more compressed as it was, until everything was contained in a glittering pink-and-blue-and-gold aura around Togekiss as she pulled up in a high-speed climb.

Without waiting for instructions, Octillery began firing Octazooka at the Flying-type as she crested and dropped back down. Her heavily modified Sky Attack acted like armour, protecting her from the attacks much more effectively than the weaker Fairy Wind from before, and seconds before impact Togekiss pulled up to let the energy aura smash into the ground next to Octillery without her.

The blast knocked Khoury’s Pokémon backwards, overcoming the suction of his tentacles to the stage, and he bounced once before landing upside down outside the arena.

“Nice!” Khoury called. “I think I’ll call that a win!”

He shook Dawn’s hand. “And I’m kind of scared of what else your Togekiss would do if I didn’t…”


“This feels kind of strange,” Quilava said quietly, inspecting the egg Dawn had just won. “It’s as if I’m seeing an alternate version of myself, except… very not.”

“Oh, of course, we picked you up here, right?” Ambipom checked. “We’ve gone past my foreknowledge now.”

“Yes, that’s correct,” Quilava nodded. “I remember being quite apprehensive about just who my new trainer would be… you never truly know. But Dawn’s great, of course.”


“So… Togepi is a Johto Pokémon,” Brock said, looking through the notes Khoury’s father had put together.

“Well, that’s what the Breeders’ Association says about them,” the older man replied. “I’ll be the first to admit it doesn’t make sense, especially after-”

“They list Rayquaza as a Hoenn Pokémon,” Lucario interrupted, reading a different section. “There’s only one, and if I had to write down his place of residence it would be ‘the sky’.”

“I don’t begin to understand the rules,” Khoury’s dad reiterated. “I just didn’t think about it much until now.”

“I do quite like that Togetic is a Johto Pokémon, but Togekiss is a Sinnoh Pokémon,” Brock chuckled. “And… why is Sylveon a Kalos Pokémon?”

“Perhaps because it’s all frilly? I know they like fashion in Kalos,” Lucario suggested.

“Isn’t that stereotyping based off Furfrou?” Pikachu asked.

“You haven’t seen the wardrobe Gary had to buy to store all the clothes he got in Kalos.”


“So, how do you want to do this?” Lugia asked.

“Well… first, you should probably put your bag away,” Ho-Oh pointed out.

Lugia nodded, using his telekinesis to undo the strap of the bag around his neck and float it down to their trainer. “Done. But apart from that?”

“Well… it is an exhibition battle, but it wouldn’t be a good idea to give everything away,” Ho-Oh noted. “Perhaps we should do it as a demonstration of our attacks, and have an agreement to just defend while it’s not our turn?”

“That sounds quite restrictive,” Lugia said. “But I suppose it should be interesting. Who goes first?”

As he spoke, they both climbed higher into the air – almost hovering, except that they were rising with each wingbeat until Lugia was at least a hundred feet over the town square and Ho-Oh about eighty over the town hall.

“You go first,” Ho-Oh invited.

Lugia nodded, and began to glow with a misty white light. It took only a few seconds to build up, and he inhaled – sucking in air while compressing it at his muzzle, not letting it out and just building it up more and more.

“Just so you remember, there are mountains behind me,” Ho-Oh said. “If that’s a full-power Aeroblast, it’s going to cause backstop issues.”

Lugia replied by firing – launching out what was not an Aeroblast, but which was distinctly similar. The attack was much less focused than even a lower-power Aeroblast was, and simply appeared as a kind of cone of shocked air spreading out towards Ho-Oh – not just a single pressure wave, but replete with cross-currents and shear waves to make it chaotic and destructive.

The attack hit Ho-Oh a little left of centre, and knocked him backwards in the sky – one of the currents hitting his left wing hard enough to spin him about in a half-circle. He lit entirely on fire, burning away the damage and letting his Ability return him to full health, then swept back up to his hovering position from before.

“Most impressive,” he allowed, as curls and coils of smoke and steam rose from his feathers before dissipating – leaving him unharmed.

He inhaled, then, and let out a massive blast of Sacred Fire – a stream of seething rose flame, grouping into a bubble before taking wing and launching itself out towards Lugia. The flame-phoenix screeched, then rose up in a high turn to fling itself down on the Great Guardian – and crashed against a powerful psychic shield, enveloping it in flame before reluctantly dripping off and becoming wisps of oily smoke.

As the temperature rose, Lugia furled his wings. His shield dissipated, and he instead began to spin up a Twister – a seething tornado of Dragon-type energy carried along with the water whirling around him – and charged towards Ho-Oh.

Heat flashed out from the contact point as Ho-Oh shielded himself with an aura of reddish flame. The Twister waterspout flashed into steam, rising in great drifts of mist, and as Lugia backed away he looked up – noticing the clouds starting to form.

“Are you altering the weather?” he asked.

“Not with a move, yet,” Ho-Oh replied.

He spread his wings and used Weather Ball – bringing the remaining unevaporated Twister water together, along with the fizzing Dragon-type energy that had been shed by the tornado – then fired it at Lugia, smashing it into the Psychic-type’s shields with a multicoloured flash and a bang.


“It’s kind of hard to believe they’re not fighting seriously,” Lyra said, staring upwards as it began to rain – and as the rain ran off a psychic umbrella projected by Mewtwo, letting them still watch the entire conflict.

“If they were fighting seriously they’d be flying all over the place,” Ash replied. “And using moves without taking turns.”

Lyra half-raised a hand, then lowered it. “Wow, uh… did Ho-Oh just use an ice attack? He’s a Fire-type!”

“I’m a Fighting type and I can use Ghost type attacks,” Lucario supplied. “Raikou’s an Electric-type and he uses Wood Hammer. Somehow.”

Lugia used Thunder, dropping a bolt of lightning from the clouds to smash into Ho-Oh. The moment of impact was visible, but then the Fire-type was obscured by an intense wash of flame as he regenerated the damage… then used Weather Ball again, shooting a ball of water right back at Lugia.

The water hit Lugia’s shield and splashed off, but it distorted the shield as well – and revealed itself to contain a core of electrical energy, which stabbed through the weakened part of the shield and hit Lugia along the flank.

“Ouch,” Brock winced. “That looks like it hurt. Wonder what Lugia’s going to do now?”

There was a creak, and Lugia formed a ball of rock in his beak. It glowed red, and so did Lugia as he unleashed an Ancient Power attack which hit Ho-Oh in the breast.

“I don’t think this style of battling is going to catch on with them,” Ash noted. “I know Ho-Oh can heal, but that still looks painful…”


“No, it’s not another Ketchum Incident,” Cynthia said into the phone. “It’s a festival. That’s an exhibition battle.”

She waited, then went on. “How do I know? Well, Lugia told me ahead of time exactly what was going to happen. I know it looks big, loud and disruptive, but that’s how it’s… yes, I know… well, next time I see him I’ll let him know.”

Ringing off, Cynthia shook her head. “It’s not even a big battle, except that it involves two Legendary Pokémon.”

Her Spiritomb muttered something with a hundred and eight voices.

“I might be getting too used to this, yeah.”


Thank you all for coming, Lugia projected, using his mental voice only. I’m glad to have participated in the festival, and I hope you all had fun as well.

“Are you okay?” a young girl asked, looking at his torso. “You’ve got sticking plasters on you.”

It’s just a few scratches, thanks, Lugia assured her. My trainer’s Meganium did a good job of healing me up after the battle, and I could have gone to a Pokémon Centre anyway – I just wanted to say goodbye.

Ho-Oh voiced an opinion.

Ho-Oh says he enjoyed it as well, Lugia translated, then smirked. And says that I won.

The Storm’s End squawked in indignation, then fluffed his feathers in a huff.

Okay, maybe I was just joking, Lugia went on. It was funny, though, right?


AN:


And two festivals. They were close together, so I went with one long chapter.
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“Hey, guys,” Khoury called. “Just wanted to thank you again for helping so much with the Johto Festival. I hope it would have come out well anyway, but having so many Legendary Pokémon attending did give it a great feel to it.”

“I am glad it worked out so well,” Suicune told him.

She turned. “Well… it was a nice time, but I fear that we three Beasts must return to our duties.”

“That is a good point, we have kept you busy for a while,” Ash agreed.

Suicune nodded to him slightly, then set off south at a ground-eating lope.

“I should go as well,” Entei mused. “Perhaps we could try to do something like this again in future?”

“I’m afraid there isn’t going to be a Johto Festival for a while,” Khoury said. “And… I guess it’d be kind of too much to hope for that the Festival would be going on while you’re in the area again.”

“I am a Beast of Johto, and I run very fast,” Entei said. “Though keeping contact with my trainer would be harder. I believe his plan is to visit Unova once he is done with Sinnoh.”

“Unova?” Lyra repeated, blinking. “That’s… kind of a long way.”

She glanced at Mewtwo. “But I guess long distance doesn’t mean a huge amount to your team.”

It is a lot further to Unova than it is to Space, Mewtwo told her. Depending on how you define it, it’s further to Hoenn than it is to Space. The tricky bit is getting to anywhere important in space, which is much further.

“I just meant because you can teleport,” she said.

There you are correct.

Entei poked Raikou to wake him. “Come on, we have to get back to our duties.”

“Right, yes, of course,” Raikou agreed. “Be a good volcano dog and lead the way, will you?”

Khoury watched them go until they were out of sight, which didn’t take long.

“Legendary Pokémon are strange,” he said.

“I think the term you’re looking for there is ‘Pokémon’,” Lucario pointed out. “You’re just seeing them closely enough to see the personality.”

“I guess that is a good point,” Khoury allowed.

He looked south in the direction the Beast Trio had gone, then back at the friends. “So… which way are you going from here?”

“Lilypad,” Dawn answered him. “We’ve got a Contest to go to.”

“A Contest for what?” Brock asked her.

“A Ribbon, of – oh, yeah, right,” Dawn chuckled. “Sorry, I kind of forgot… yeah, I’ve got five already. So I guess I could still do it, to give one of my Pokémon some additional training, or I could see how one of you guys gets on with it?”

“You’ve already got five Ribbons?” Lyra asked. “That’s pretty impressive.”

“Well… not really,” Dawn said. “With how long we’ve been travelling, I could have done a couple of dozen Contests by now.”

“But you do appreciate how talented your team is, right?” Piplup asked. “…right?”

“Of course I do, silly,” Dawn assured him. “I’m just teasing.”

“We’re not going anywhere in particular,” Khoury volunteered. “So maybe we could tag along?”

“That sounds good,” Brock agreed. “We’d be glad of the company.”

He smiled. “Just make sure you check with your dad first.”


“Now that I think about it, heading all the way back down to Twinleaf and then walking back north to Lilypad was kind of a bad move,” Brock said out loud at lunch the next day.

“It is?” Ash asked. “Why’s that?”

“Ash, look at a map for once…” Lucario sighed.

Dexter brought up a map, and Ash nodded. “Right, I get it now! It’s because we’re basically going all the way back to the start and then walking north all over again.”

“Yep,” Brock confirmed.

“So… he’s not very good at directions?” Lyra asked Dawn quietly.

“Not really,” Dawn replied. “He’s been getting better, but… from what Brock has said, they used to have a nearly supernatural ability to get lost.”

She checked on the egg in her bag, making sure it was alright, then turned her attention to the scenery. “At least this place looks impressive, though I guess the windworks causes a bit of trouble for Flying-type Pokémon.”

There was a yip and a yowl as Luxio darted out of cover at Brock’s Rockruff, who countered with a splash of manipulated earth and dove underground to swim out of trouble.

They watched as Luxio cleaned the dirt off his face with a paw, fastidiously making sure he was completely clean, then loped off after Brock’s hidden Rock-type.

“It’s always kind of cute when Pokémon play like that,” Lyra said. “I wonder where Marill is?”

Dawn looked around for the little blue Water-type, seeing no sign. “One of Ash’s friends has a Marill. Possibly two of them do, actually, I don’t know if Misty’s Azurill has evolved yet.”

“They’re cute, aren’t they,” Lyra smiled a little, then frowned. “I’m actually getting a little worried…”

“I can help!” Gabite volunteered.

“What was that?” Lyra asked, then scooted back a little as the Dragon-type came up to her. “Oh – hello, sorry, you startled me a bit. You know, Khoury wants to catch a Gible some time…”

“Well, Gible are good, but Gabite are… something beginning with G between good and great,” Gabite said. “Because Garchomp are great. Anyway, you’re missing a Marill?”

“What’s he saying?” Lyra asked.

“He’s checking that your Marill is what’s missing,” Dawn supplied, and Lyra nodded.

“Right!” Gabite said, and fired a little Draco Meteor into the air.

It rose, curved, stopped, then exploded and came zipping down again – before crashing into a nearby pile of grass.

“Aww…” Marill squeaked, as the grass was blown to fragments. “I was hiding there!”

“There you are!” Lyra smiled. “Don’t run off, okay?”

“If he’d done that last month it would probably have hit my Piplup,” Dawn chuckled. “You’re improving nicely, Gabite, good work!”

“Thanks!” Gabite said, giving her a claws-up. “I’m going to go see if Brock needs any help finishing off lunch!”


“Well, here we are in Lilypad!” Dawn announced, spreading her arms.

“I think you might have a different definition of a short walk to us, Faun,” Lyra sighed, sitting down.

“Lyra!” Khoury hissed.

“Huh?” Lyra asked, then replayed the last few seconds. “…oh, no… sorry, I was trying my best. I just sometimes forget names.”

“That’s okay,” Dawn told her. “And my name’s Dawn, just so you remember.”

“I’ll do my best,” Lyra said, blushing. “So… okay, this is a Contest thing, right?”

Brock glanced back at her. “Yep, that’s the plan. It’s the main reason we’ve been practicing for the last week and a half.”

“Yeah, I saw,” Lyra agreed. “Though there was that break in the middle where Khoury caught Gible.”

Khoury smiled at the reminder.

“Sorry I couldn’t give you more tips on how to train a Gible, Khoury,” Ash added. “I’m afraid my experiences with Gabite have been kind of unusual.”

“Yeah, hopefully I won’t need to learn how to not blow up the nearest Piplup,” Khoury chuckled. “Still, just that conversation we had was really helpful.”

He shook his head. “Anyway, the Contest thing. I saw you were training several Pokémon, both of you – who are you planning on using?”

Brock held up a Pokéball.

“I… don’t actually know which Pokémon that is,” Khoury admitted. “Is it your Stantler? I bet your Stantler could do amazing Appeals.”

Dawn coughed. “Not… necessarily,” she said. “There’s a rule about it – ‘The Appeal must substantially have happened’.”

“That’s odd,” Lyra blinked.

“It was put in place after someone started using hypnosis to convince the crowd they’d done an amazing appeal,” Dawn explained. “It means illusions aren’t allowed to be the main focus, though they can add to the effect.”

She shrugged. “It is kind of an important consideration.”

“I’m sure,” Khoury said, frowning. “It’d feel like cheating if I was just hypnotized to believe an appeal had happened, so I can agree with that.”

He frowned. “So who are you using?”

“Actually, you should probably check that, Brock,” Dawn noted. “Is the Contest Hall actually able to support him for a battle?”

“That’s a good question,” Brock admitted, frowning. “I… hmm…”


“That’s quite an odd condition under which to perform an Appeal, Mr. Slate,” Raoul Contesta said, thinking. “But it would be quite the spectacle, I suppose…”

“Is it actually feasible?” Nurse Joy asked. “The floor’s made of wood, right? Wouldn’t it catch fire?”

“That’s the main problem,” Contesta agreed. “I don’t suppose… Mewtwo, correct? Do your talents extend to making sure something doesn’t catch fire?”

I could do that, Mewtwo confirmed. Or I could remove the floor for safe-keeping, let the Appeal take place on the ground, and then remove the results and replace the floor.

“That sounds easier,” Nurse Joy frowned. “Is it easier? I’m having trouble telling.”

I can do a lot of things, Mewtwo replied. I will go with whatever option you prefer. I am not, however, able to explain Mr. Sukizo.

“Remarkable,” Mr. Sukizo pronounced.

“I have to say, Mr. Contesta, I am very impressed in your work and that of Mr. Sukizo,” Dawn added. “You must have amazing time management skills.”

“A bit, perhaps,” Contesta allowed. “Well… I suppose we’ll think about it. We will have an answer for you, though, Mr. Two.”

I’m afraid that’s not how my name works.


“I’m suddenly kind of nervous,” Heatran admitted. “Will they like me? Will it work?”

“That’s not the right thing to worry about,” Brock told him. “In fact, you shouldn’t be all that worried at all. This is just to see how it works out. Whatever happens, you’ll have learned something, and that’s the goal here – to learn something. Right?”

“I suppose that does make sense,” Heatran agreed.

He made ready to step out onto the arena, then paused. “You are sure the people visiting will remain safe?”

“Mewtwo’s going to keep all the hot rock from hitting the audience,” Brock assured him. “He’s even better at the job than normal LinesPokémon, which… to be honest is quite helpful with Ash and the rest of us around.”

“It is certainly a consideration that competitive battling has which I had not considered,” Heatran admitted. “Perhaps that is a good lesson to take from this, even if it is not the only one.”

Brock held out his Pokéball, and Heatran returned himself in a flash.

Thus ready, Brock strode out onto the arena floor.


“Okay, I kind of wonder how everyone is going to react to this one,” Lucario admitted. “And the other one.”

“We saw the routine when it was being practiced,” Khoury noted. “Is that why you’re focused on how everyone else is going to react?”

“Pretty much, yes,” Lucario replied. “The fact they removed the floor narrows down who the appeal is going to involve, and that means…”

Brock sent out his Heatran, and for a moment there was a hush.

Then the Fire-type stamped his foot, and a block of rock erupted out of the ground – a spray of orange-hot lava accompanying it, along with a shriek of rock against rock.

Heatran crouched and jumped up onto the newly made pillar, using Stone Edge again, and a second pillar formed much like the first. This one was taller and a little broader, and the Legendary Pokémon drummed his feet against the first pillar to send up a whole circle of them around his first one.

With each eruption from the ground, there was a little hiss and spurt of orange magma, quickly cooling to basalt grey, and the new-formed rocks glowed with internal heat. Heatran paused after the first dozen or so to inspect his work, then ran down and along the ground at speed.

“There!” Brock told him, and Heatran’s feet slammed into the ground again – this time two rather than just one. Then the other two, the first two, stamping in an alternating sequence which raised far more pillars than the first set – this time in two broad circles as opposed to one. About half of them were high and flat-topped, the rest were narrower and a little shorter and rose to a single point.

“I don’t think I get it,” someone said from behind where the friends were sitting. “It’s interesting, but… I don’t really get the grab factor of it.”


“Okay, check the self test,” Meowth called.

Self Test engaging, Wyvern stated.

The wings moved a little, up and then down, and flexed in various directions to check on the adaptive avionics before returning to their basic configuration. The tail moved as well, twitching from side to side, and a dozen back-mounted weapons hatches flipped open and then closed.

Minor movement self test complete, the Porygon declared. Engine self test in five.

“Okay, anyone who ain’t fireproof an’ really heavy get out now!” Meowth instructed.

Since that meant everyone, the bay was clear when Wyvern spooled up the engines – a dozen powerful lift fan cells in the wings, two repulsor systems in the chest, and a pair of deployable thrusters at the base of the tail for high speed travel.

Thrust vectoring controls good, Wyvern reported. Repulsor weight negation at ninety-plus percent. Boost thrusters indicating all is well.

“Good,” Meowth said. “An’ the clamps?”

The clamps are functioning fine.

“I think we can call this one done, then,” Meowth decided. “It does act like the simulations do, right?”

As far as I am able to determine, Wyvern told him. And since I’ve eaten every aerospace engineering textbook I can find, that is quite reliable.

“Heh,” the Normal-type chuckled. “Okay, I tink we can call this one done. How many does dat make now?”

Eight, Wyvern answered him. Six flight-capable and two without.

She paused. Interesting that they are all based off Legendary Pokémon.

“You kinda gotta go with the classics,” Meowth waved. “So, how’s da next one coming along?”

I admit I am having a little trouble with the variable-wing geometry, Wyvern replied. I should have it done within the next couple of weeks, but I can’t tell you how soon apart from that.

“Eh, it’s fine,” Meowth judged. “However many we get finished is however many we get finished.”

It will mean you don’t have much time to train on it, the sapient computer program warned. But if I’ve worked out the program at all I suppose I can just run it.


“Okay, Heatran, now!” Brock called. “Lava Plume!”

Heatran reared up, and slammed both his forefeet into the ground with a rocky crash. Flame spiked up out of the ground underneath the first, smaller, circle he’d made, and launched them into the air – and towards him, rising into the air and passing directly over his position.

Heatran followed up with a Magma Storm, a wide cone of superheated rock that punched up at the rocks overhead. It looked solid, but Heatran had worked to be sure it wasn’t – the outside edge was seething pyoclastic blast, and the internal part of the Magma Storm battered away at specific blocks and ignored others.

A second or so of intense heat, and it was over – and the blocks came crashing down, some of them by themselves and the rest landing squarely on top of two stones to form a semicircle of trilithons.

The whole structure fizzled and glowed, then cooled, and the ash blasted into the air by Heatran’s Magma Storm drifted down like grey snow.

“Stone Henge!” Brock instructed, and Heatran raised the whole thing off the ground by a few inches on an igneous platform.


“Oh, so that’s what they were doing,” the same person said behind Lucario. “That’s not bad, actually.”

“I wonder what would qualify as impressive,” Pikachu muttered to himself.

“Hey, be nice, some people have different tastes,” Buneary reminded him. “I mean, someone who mainly relied on echolocation would have considered that pretty boring because of Mewtwo’s shield.”

“True.”

The score came up – a good one, though not one which would automatically guarantee Brock went through.

“It’s surprising how much of a Contest depends on how good the other Coordinators are,” Khoury said. “Though… I guess battling is pretty similar, and there’s even more of that which is up to chance. Someone who ran up against a trainer like Ash Ketchum in round one – or Lance or Cynthia in their pre-Grand-Champion days – would end up going out easily, even if they were one of the best trainers in the tournament.”

“That actually pretty much happened, in our Johto challenge,” Lucario volunteered. “The tournament picks were slightly skewed, and the hardest battle we had there was the semi-final.”

“I… think I remember that one, actually,” Lyra frowned, as Mewtwo purged the air inside Heatran’s containment bubble – largely to get rid of the microscopic ash – and replaced the floor. “Wasn’t that the one with the crazy guy from somewhere in the western hemisphere who left after fighting Ash?”

“Yep,” Pikachu agreed. “Good battle. If very, very strange battle…”

He sat up a little. “Oh, looks like Ash is next.”


“Surf!” Ash called, throwing the Pokéball up in the air.

It burst with a whoosh of water as Lapras used Surf the moment he emerged, filling the newly-refloored arena to a depth of about six inches.

Ash jumped as the water hit, and landed on the surface with a splash. “Okay, Lapras, let’s go!”

The Ice-type used Blizzard, freezing the surface of the water, and Ash began sliding along – having a little trouble controlling himself, but using Aura to give himself a much better-controlled contact surface than most people would have been able to manage.

Lapras followed him, and as Ash pointed to his left and right Lapras used Ice Beam to raise up ridges of ice. The ones on the left formed little banks to help define the outer edge of a racecourse, and the ones on the right provided turns to make it clearer how far out Lapras would have to go to complete a lap.

Ash looked for a moment as they got back to their start point, then gave a thumbs-up and slid to a halt. “Great work – okay, ready?”

Lapras took a position next to him, and his horns fizzed for a moment as he used Shock Wave – drawing a line in the ice just in front of them.


“Is this what Contest Appeals are normally like?” Lyra asked. “I’ve not really been to enough to tell.”

“Not really,” Dawn replied with a chuckle. “Ash especially is putting his own unique twist onto it.”


“Go!” Ash called, and pushed off – slipping a little, then getting more into the hang of moving fast on the ice.

Lapras moved a little faster, and his mouth glowed as he began to use Ice Beam – this time hitting the ice in front of both of them, making it flash blue and sprout obstacles like ice walls or signs.

It happened that Ash reached the first one, and he hit it with a Force Palm to smash it to bits and knock it out of the way. The impact slowed him, a little, but less than just running into the ice wall would have done, and he sped up a bit again to keep pace with Lapras.

When Lapras reached his own first obstacle, he put his head down and crashed right through it – sending ice shards everywhere. That slid him sideways a little, and he edged up onto the ramp at the side of the course to make sure he could turn fast enough.

Ash was taking an inside line, and bent down enough to touch his palm to the ice so he could use it as a brake and turn more tightly. By the time Lapras was back on course Ash was several feet ahead, so the Water-type quickly peppered the ice with obstacles in the way of both of them.

Ash charged up an Aura Sphere and threw it to blast an icy wall out of the way, then glanced around at Lapras – just in time to see an incoming Water Pulse attack, flash-frozen with Ice Beam to turn it into a kind of miniature water bomb.

The bomb exploded with a whoosh and sprayed cold water all over the area Ash was skating, making him slip over and land with a thump on the chilly floor before scrambling back to his feet and getting up to speed again. By the time he did, Lapras was past him and crashing through another icy wall, and the big Ice-type formed himself a ramp to use to jump over the next obstacle rather than crash through it.

That left Ash with two obstacles to clear to get back to where Lapras was, and he vaulted one with a jump before pushing off to build up more speed. As he closed in, Lapras craned his neck around a little and fired more Ice Beams – these ones aimed not at creating obstacles for both of them but at messing with Ash’s ability to keep up, specifically.

Lapras created two false ramps and a speed hump, as well as a snowdrift, then turned back to focus on the track in front of him and made more obstructions to promptly smash through in clouds of ice shards and instant snow.

He glanced to check where he was – coming up to the final bend – and slowed down just slightly, letting Ash catch up for the sprint to the finish, before thumping his flippers against the ice and making cracks spread out through it.

Ash wobbled, hands out to either side to steady him, then stumbled as Lapras used Avalanche and a wave of splintering ice came rushing up behind them both. Lapras caught it, surfing on it towards the finish line, and Ash tumbled over and over before sliding across the line backwards about four seconds after Lapras.


Raoul Contesta glanced at his fellow judges. “…what do we even score that?”

“It’s going to be a difficult one,” Nurse Joy agreed.


“Hey, I wanted to ask something,” Cinder said, tilting her head a little.

Corona looked up from her snack, a marshmallow she’d just melted using her tail. “Huh? Something up?”

“Well… not something important, but nothing important is going on right now so I thought I’d ask,” Max’s Mightyena explained. “See… what I was wondering is whether you’re interested in evolving.”

Corona thought, taking a bite of the marshmallow, and chewed while she wondered how to put her thoughts.

“Well… I’ve not been hugely looking forward to it, but that doesn’t mean I’m against it either,” Corona said. “I just haven’t really been thinking about it much.”

She waved a clawed forehand at herself. “I think… well, there are two main things that evolving would get me. One of them is that I’d be tougher, and the other is that I’d be able to carry Max around. And both of those are definitely better than the alternatives, but I’m not sure they’re enough better.”

Rising, the Charmander finished her marshmallow. “I know a lot of young Charmander are really interested in when they evolve, because they become cool Charizard,” she explained. “And I do kind of get that, but I can fly already and when I really turn my Flare Blitz up then I kind of look like a Charizard as well. So… you know?”

“I kind of get that,” Cinder agreed. “But… well, I always wanted to evolve, and I was glad of being able to do it. I guess it isn’t as much of a big body change for me as it would be for you, but then again Guy was chill with evolving and he had to deal with new everything.”

“It seems likely that the preference for evolution as opposed to remaining in the present state is influenced by the Pokémon and the change involved in the evolution,” Joltik contributed. “But at the same time, the difference induced is one which is also related to the Pokémon who evolves, so it is hard to tell whether the problem would remain after evolution as a dysphoric episode or whether it would just be a cautionary tale about making judgements without talking to Pokémon who have gone through the same experience. Ultimately the only way to know for sure is to do it, but of course this is an experiment which has no reset and so should only be undertaken in full cognizance, which makes it more of a personal philosophical choice than a matter for science.”

Corona and Cinder stared for a long moment.

“…not to be rude, or anything, but where did you come from?” Corona asked.

“I fell into the marshmallow bag,” the Electric-type explained.


“I wonder if the reason why they were okay with you using Heatran in the Appeal is that this week it has to be different Pokémon for the Appeal section and the Battle section,” Flygon suggested.

“That might be it,” Brock mused, nodding. “Speaking of which, think you’re going to be okay with this? I can still change my mind at this point.”

“Nah, I volunteered, let’s see how this goes,” Flygon said a little flippantly.

He flicked his tail. “I’m looking forward to this. I like Contests, I think more than I like Pokémon battles, because the feel of them is different – they’re both fun, but a Contest is more ‘hey, look what I can do’ while a battle is more ‘take this’. Or that’s what I think.”

“Well, let’s see how it goes, then,” Brock said.

He returned Flygon to his Pokéball, and checked the bracket. “Okay, so we’re going third, and if we win that one then it looks like we’re facing off against Ash… well, let’s focus on the first one first.”


“So how does Contest battling differ from just fighting a battle to win?” Lyra asked. “I’ve wondered about that before, I wanted to see what you think.”

“Well…” Dawn began, thinking. “The first thing is that a lot of it is about appearance. In a regular battle it’s enough to keep moving and dodge attacks, or even just tank them while you look for an opening, but for a Contest battle you really have to be aware of how the fight is looking as well as how it’s actually going.”

She tapped her finger against her wrist, next to Rotom. “There’s also that in a battle you’re only going to waste energy on making a show instead of the main attack if you’re trying to distract your opponent, but in a Contest that’s a positive good.”

“Of course, with a very good trainer at battling it’s either the case that their style looks good enough that it’ll do well regardless, or it’ll win fast enough that the style issue doesn’t matter,” Lucario voiced.

“Well, yeah, obviously if you had a big skill gap in either direction the better trainer would generally win,” Dawn said. “I mean, that’s just normal. The tricky thing is telling when you have an equally skilled trainer, and… how can you define an equally skilled trainer except that they’re able to beat the other one on average about half the time?”

She chuckled. “Anyway, I tend to think that someone who trains at Contests will naturally get good at battling, but that someone who trains at battling might not automatically get good at Contests.”

“Well, we’re about to see how Brock and Ash do,” Pikachu said, pointing.


“Go!” Ash called, throwing his Pokéball, and Butterfree burst out into the space under the roof.

Flygon appeared opposite him, and Nurse Joy held up her hand. “Begin!”

Butterfree immediately used Sunny Day, throwing out a ball of light which sent out brilliant sunrays and made his scales light up. It was close enough behind him that it made him cast shadows across half of the arena, shadows with dark and light patterns to match his wings – at least for the few seconds before Flygon used Sandstorm, exhaling a great blast of sand which extinguished the artificial sun and replaced it with grains of buffeting sand swirling like a whirlwind.

“Okay, this is going to be weather tennis unless we agree on something,” Butterfree decided, and used Rain Dance. “There.”

The sand dissipated, replaced by little clouds which drizzled water onto the arena floor, then faded.

“Fair enough,” Flygon replied, and his wings hummed as he gained height. Adjusting for a moment, he shout out a great gout of green flame – which split apart at the end, revealing a Heat Wave attack had been inside the dragonbreath, and which reached for Butterfree with eager fingers.

The Bug-type slipped sideways in the air, coils of wind curling around his wings, and slapped a burst of Gust at the attack headed for him. The burst of pressure made Flygon’s attack curl back in on itself, orange flame shooting out of the green in all other directions, and both faded a moment later – whereupon Butterfree gusted out a Silver Wind, and accelerated rapidly to fly circles around Flygon with the benefit of his greater wing-to-body ratio.

Flygon didn’t bother trying to chase up Butterfree, and instead twisted back to exhale flame along his wings – the leading edges glowing a little – before accelerating to fly towards Butterfree in a head-on intercept.

Butterfree swerved, blowing his Silver Wind attack at Flygon, and Flygon flew right into the cloud of Bug-type-infused dust. There was a fzzt of flame around the Dragon-type’s wings, and the whole cloud caught fire at once – tracing a line of fire all around the stadium where Butterfree had gone, but not following Butterfree directly as he’d broken his connection with the trail.

“That didn’t work…” Brock frowned. “Okay, Heat Wave – and Boomburst!”

Butterfree didn’t wait for any instructions at that stage, and just did a roll – a swirl of powder raining out from his wings – then pulled up, his antennae and eyes glowing as he used Confusion to snag the powder in a bubble of force.

The flaming Boomburst slammed out towards him, and Butterfree pulled the powders up to form a shield – blowing them up in a dust explosion, but consuming the flame front and dissipating the impact of the Boomburst from a single slap to a series of buffets in quick succession.

Butterfree went spinning around a few times as he powered though the attack, then sent another cloud of powder floating outwards to glitter in the arena lighting. As he used Tailwind, the powder coiled and curled – forming the image of two giant butterfly wings, flapping in time with his own and with much more extravagant patterns.


“Now that,” Dawn said, nodding. “That is going for showy over practical. There was no need to do the wing shape in battle.”

“I think being cool is actually kind of an end in itself,” Lucario demurred. “Not the only one, but…”


Butterfree lunged forwards towards Flygon, exerting a sudden pulse of psychic energy to move faster, and Flygon found himself flying through a blizzard of mixed powder moves before he could react.

Wings blurring, he used Boomburst – hitting himself in the tail, but using the tail strike to convert a directional pressure wave into an omnidirectional pulse which blew the powder apart – not out of Butterfree’s control, but preventing him from being further slathered in the debilitating mixture of Stun Spore, Sleep Powder and Poisonpowder dust which Butterfree had launched at him.

Ash’s Bug-type rallied and sent the cloud in again, dense enough to obscure vision and make it hard for Flygon to see what was happening outside. It wasn’t completely opaque, though, and that was important because it meant Butterfree could keep track of what Flygon was doing… including where his head was pointing.

The first Heat Wave attack which Flygon used to try and set the powder alight missed entirely, Butterfree opening a gap big enough for the flames to pass through just in time so it wasted all the heat doing nothing useful, and then the powders were on him again and Flygon had to blow them away.

This time his wings were moving a little slower as the Stun Spore took effect, and he watched in confusion as Butterfree spread the shimmering waves of powder further out rather than coming in for a third attack.

Then they closed up around him, and Butterfree used Solarbeam.

A beam of bright green sunlight flashed out from behind Butterfree’s wings into a gap in the encircling powder, and Flygon dodged to the side. The light was still going, though, and it bounced off the powder in all directions – but mostly back inside the ball of glittery spore moves and iridescent powder-scales, more diffuse but having lost little energy.

Butterfree continued to pour in Solarbeam, and the inside of the ball lit up more and more until the light leaking out through the dense cloud of powder was about half as bright as the Solarbeam pouring into it – resulting in a slowly circling disco ball which lit up the room in all colours of the rainbow.

The other half of the Solarbeam’s light was being absorbed by Flygon, caught inside a ball of omnidirectional Solarbeam for several seconds before he finally managed to aim a Heat Wave correctly and reduce the whole thing to ash.

“Excellent combination move by Butterfree!” Nurse Joy announced. “And with that Flygon has dropped to zero points, making Butterfree the winner!”


“…hey, uh… Dawn?” Khoury asked, as they waited for the final to begin. “What’s a positive good?”

“Oh, right,” Dawn said. “It’s like… the opposite of a necessary evil, except not? Wait, that doesn’t help.”

She waved a hand. “It’s kind of – a necessary evil is something which is bad by itself but has good side effects. A positive good is something which is good by itself, so you don’t need to justify it with good side effects. I think.”

“It’s one of those words you sort of pick up when there’s a superintelligent computer in the group,” Lucario volunteered.

“Well, an intelligent computer,” Pikachu demurred.

“A computer?” Lucario suggested.

“Voice recording complete,” Rotom buzzed. “Preparing for transmission to Dexter.”

“Shutting up now,” Lucario announced bravely.

Dawn chuckled, and Lyra looked at her questioningly.

“We didn’t get half of that,” the other trainer explained. “What was it we missed?”

“Pikachu and Lucario were making comments about Ash’s Porygon, Dexter,” Dawn explained. “And Rotom was recording them.”

“You have a Rotom?” Khoury asked. “I didn’t know that.”

“I don’t know if you could say I have Rotom,” Dawn said, shaking her head. “Rotom’s with us, but is kinda shy. We do that kind of thing… quite a lot, actually.”

She waved her hand – not the one with Rotom on it. “More than most trainers, anyway. I think.”


“Well, that was pretty fun, guys,” Khoury announced. “I can see why travelling with someone is much more fun than doing it alone.”

“So that means?” Lyra asked.

“Yeah, I think it sounds like a good idea,” Khoury agreed. “When we get back to Johto, we’ll be heading out together.”

“Great!” Lyra beamed. “I’m sure we’ll enjoy it!”

Ash chuckled. “I’m sure you will,” he agreed. “Oh, and – if they’re still in Johto, say hi to May and Max Maple from me.”

“You could just call them, Ash,” Brock pointed out. “In fact, you do. Often.”

“Yeah, I know, but I think that’s supposed to be the sort of thing people say when they’re saying goodbye?” Ash asked.

“Ten out of ten for style, minus several points for actual context,” Absol said.

She thumped a paw on the ground. “Hmm… I wonder if this means something’s going to go badly wrong.”

“I hope it doesn’t,” Lucario said.

“Hope what doesn’t?” Khoury asked. “If an Absol is worried…”

“No, it’s not about you,” Absol told them, still thinking. “There’s something…”

Priority alert, Dexter announced. Incoming message from Babbage. Galactic have found him; he’s evading.

Ash, Brock, Dawn, Lucario and Pikachu all exchanged glances.

“Mewtwo?” Ash called. “We need a trip back to Pallet town. Now.”


“Any idea if you’re going to be fighting Iwalani again?” May asked. “That might be cute.”

“May,” Max groaned. “We were rivals in one League battle. That means it’d be cool to fight her again, not cute.”

“Oh, silly me, I must have misunderstood Contest categories,” May smirked. “Still… at least it would be cool to fight her again, huh?”

“Yeah,” Max agreed. “Kind of a mix between how it’d be cool to fight Drew again and cool to beat Harley again.”

“…okay, point,” May admitted, wincing. “Surprised you didn’t bring up June, though.”

“I didn’t feel like I needed to,” Max shrugged.

“This is interesting to watch,” Guy said. “Does that mean that Max is winning?”

“Only for now,” May muttered.

Priority alert, Kris said, before the conversation could continue. Team Galactic have located the entrance to Spear Pillar.

“What?” Max demanded, then returned the confused Guy with a flash of light. “Oh, great – Kris, do we have any transport lined up?”

I am scheduling a slot with Mewtwo, you should be teleported shortly.

“Drew is getting scheduled in, right?” May checked. “He got reminded as well, but none of his Pokémon did.”

Correct on both counts, Ethan contributed.


“Oh, great…” Gary sighed, dismissing Dee’s alert with a swipe of his fingers. “Molly, I’m afraid we have to stop training now!”

“Aww…” Molly sighed. “Why?”

“Team Galactic,” her mentor answered, already double-checking where his Pokémon were so he didn’t leave any of them behind when Alakazam teleported them back to Kanto.

“Oh, them,” Molly grumbled. “They always ruin things.”

“…wait, what?” Gary asked, blinking.

“Yeah, they do!” Molly’s starter nodded, currently in the form of a Flareon. “Ash really doesn’t like them! And when Ash is upset-”

“That’s not what I was surprised by,” Gary clarified. “Neither of you is reminded, you shouldn’t even know Team Galactic exists.”

“Oh, sorry,” Flareon said. “But we do, so is that good?”

“It might be,” Gary replied. “I’m just not sure yet.”

He sent out Alakazam. “Anyway, right now we need to get back to Pallet.”

Alakazam raised his spoons.

“Wait,” the elder trainer added. “Before you do… I don’t suppose you know who Team Galactic is?”

Alakazam shook his head.

“Too much to hope for, I suppose,” Gary shrugged. “Okay, go ahead.”


Iris.

“Wh-huh?” Iris said, jolting awake, then yawned. “Ahhh… it’s… is it even early in the morning yet?”

It is some hours before you normally get up, I am afraid, Guanna said. However, Team Galactic has made their move. Mewtwo will be over to collect you soon.

“Then – I guess I’d better get dressed,” Iris mumbled. “I… will be able to help, right?”

Of course. Anyone who can see what’s going on will be useful, quite apart from your bringing Excadrill.


“Well, that didn’t work,” James sighed, looking at the wrecked particle cannon of the Yveltal Mech. “What happened?”

“I think it’s the resonance between the repulsor units,” Jessie replied. “They interfere with one another and – well, it slams the torso into the ground or shoots it up in the air.”

She rummaged in the toolbox. “I think we can get those sorted out with another few hours, then-”

Sorry, too late, Wyvern reported, as Meowth clambered out of the cockpit of the faux Yveltal. I just caught an alert going out. We need to get to Spear Pillar right away.

“We gotta what?” Meowth asked. “Ah, great… here goes, den…”

He blurred over to his chosen mech with a Quick Attack. “Anyone what knows what Galactic is, get in the robots! Anyone else, uh… Pokéball?”


“Okay, I think all our equipment is set up right,” Aaron said.

“You don’t think we might be overdoing it a little?” Palkia inquired. “That’s a lot of Reviver Seeds.”

“Yeah, because we’re going to be fighting me,” Dialga pointed out. “Only, you know, evil me.”

“I know I wouldn’t want to do this without my Emit Ring,” Aaron nodded, checking the item they’d managed to get hold of for him. “Everyone else is kitted out, right?”

“Time Shield, ready,” Dialga reported.

“Air Blade, ready,” Palkia confirmed. “You know this should be the water blade, right? I’m not a Flying-type.”

“I don’t make the rules,” Aaron shrugged.

“Nether Veil, somewhere in the vague area of my back,” Giratina concluded. “Also, Dialga, you know what to do if it looks like you’re about to swap sides of the field?”

“Throw you the Time Shield,” Dialga replied breezily. “I know.”

“Okay, we’re ready,” Aaron declared. “Arceus, let’s go!”

You four have done an entirely ridiculous and therefore appropriate amount of level grinding, Arceus chuckled. Okay, final boss area coming up.


AN:


Whoops, it looks like the myth arc has become a bit less mythical.

The next updates will take a while, for… obvious reasons.






292. Battle Finale of Legend - 1


This is the first of four chapters today.


“What’s going on over there?” Houndoom asked, tilting his head.

“I don’t know,” Goodra replied, shrugging. “Maybe it’s some kind of reunion?”

He shook his head. “I guess it must just be a nice thing, rather than anything important – if it was, we’d know about it.”

Houndoom nodded. “Yeah, that sounds about right. When’s Ash’s birthday?”

“That would qualify as important, I’d have thought,” Goodra mused. “And I don’t think it’s just yet.”

The Dragon-type thumped down on the floor to soak up some sunlight, and as he did Gary’s Umbreon came loping over.

“Oh, hey, Umbreon,” Houndoom said, tail flicking from side to side a little in a proto-wag. “Any idea what’s going on over there?”

“Not really,” Umbreon passed on. “Gary said we could have the day off, though – probably an experiment or something.”

“That would make sense,” Goodra agreed. “Glad we worked it out.”


“We can’t have everyone go,” Gary said. “Not quite. Gramps, you’re a great trainer, but we need someone here who can tell what’s going on.”

“You know that’s not what’s going on,” Professor Oak replied. “This is to make sure I’m one of the ones who’s safe. Who isn’t going into danger.”

“Yeah, it is,” Gary agreed. “Partly. Not all of it, but some of it. And that’s because – well, because you’re family. I want to know you’re safe.”

He pointed at Ash. “Ash is going to know his mom’s safe. Brock’s family is safe. Misty’s sisters are safe… May and Max are both coming, but that’s because they have powerful Pokémon whose help we’re going to need. But none of your Pokémon are reminded apart from Damos, and none of mine are apart from Dee, and that means it’s a choice between you and me – and I’m going.”

The elder Oak took a breath, ready to protest, then slowly let it hiss out.

“All right,” he said eventually. “You already said Damos is staying back, and that makes sense – he’s much more familiar with the lab systems than any of the other Porygon.”

The Professor then rubbed his temples. “Just… stay safe, okay, Gary? I don’t want to lose a grandson in all this.”

Gary nodded, and gave him a quick hug – one uncharacteristic enough to startle the Pokémon Professor.

“We’ll be okay,” he promised.


“I kind of wish we’d been doing drills at this or something,” Ash admitted. “This is really complicated and I’m having trouble keeping track… wait, Jigglypuff? We reminded Jigglypuff, right?”

“Yeah, I remember that,” Pikachu confirmed.

On my way, Mewtwo announced. He picked up Guanna, whose screen was showing a map of Orre, then vanished with a flash.

“Orre?” May said, noticing. “Huh. She must have gone a long way on tour.”

“Wait, we’re talking about the Jigglypuff who’s a big name singer, right?” Iris asked, blinking a few times and trying not to yawn. “I’ve got some of her albums. I didn’t know you guys knew her.”

“Yeah, the first time around she kind of kept running into us,” Misty agreed. “It was really annoying, she drew all over us after we couldn’t stay awake for her songs.”

“…you’re why she always has a Pokéflautist for backing, aren’t you,” Iris realized. “Huh. I should have wondered why that was different, but I guess I always put it down to the whole… things go different the second time around… thing.”

“That might be involved too,” Lucario said.

Mewtwo rematerialized, complete with Jigglypuff.

“Okay, I only have the really basic story,” she said. “But if you guys need help, I’ll give it… just tell me that you have an explanation for why I’m a Fairy type now. It was kind of a shock.”

“That was actually me!” Molly’s Eevee called. “I was a Sylveon at the beginning of time, so suddenly there were Fairy types.”

Jigglypuff stared at her, then shook her head. “Okay, whatever. So there’s people that anyone who hasn’t been reminded can’t see… I guess my job is to sing? And without my backing flute?”

“That’s right,” Brock confirmed. “And anything else you can do as well.”

“Oh, I’ve got a few things,” Jigglypuff confirmed. “It’d help if you have Pokémon who can fight while asleep though.”

Ash nodded. “Yeah… okay, um, is everyone here who’s going to be going?”

“I am!” Molly announced.

“Molly, you…” Ash began.

“I know!” Molly replied firmly. “I know you want me to be safe. But I can help, a lot, and I’ll be safer helping you than I will be waiting for everything to go wrong.”

She touched Eevee on the head, for reassurance, then looked back up at Ash. “I trusted you, when you said you’d be my friend and my brother… and you are, you’re a really cool older brother. And I trusted you when you said you’d get me my family back, when I was really lonely. Now I want you to trust me… please?”

Ash wavered, not sure what was the best idea. “Uh… hold on a sec. Absol, can you tell anything about it?”

“This is an incredible mess,” Absol replied. “Everything’s kind of… twisting in on itself, and I don’t know why. It’s like I can see tree branches snapping off, rain pouring down, everything you’d associate with a hurricane except no hurricane!”

She put one paw to the side of her horn, wincing, then lowered it. “But… but… okay, we were talking about Molly, right?”

“Yeah!” Molly agreed. “Can I come with Ash?”

“It… ugh…” Absol muttered. “Defining disaster as Molly Hale being harmed… small risk. Defining disaster as any of Ash’s friends being harmed… smaller risk than if she doesn’t, but…”

The Dark-type shook her head. “I can’t even make sense of this, if I look further I’m going to get a headache. What were we talking about again?”

Drew listened to the translation of the Porygon he’d been assigned, and winced. “That’s… yeah, I don’t want to think about how confusing that is for her.”

“I don’t think she wants to think about it,” Sceptile agreed.


“Report.”

Mars nodded sharply. “We have our teams spread out all over the inner space of Spear Pillar, Pokémon ready – except the Shadow Pokémon.”

“Good,” Cyrus replied, remembering his own instructions on just that subject. Shadow Pokémon were to be sent out only when needed – to use them as guards would consume too much energy. “And Charon’s equipment?”

“All moved here,” Jupiter said. “We had a little trouble keeping the Lake Guardians in the Styler influence field, but that was resolved.”

“Good,” Cyrus repeated. “Report to me if anything goes awry.”

Saturn came hurrying up as he finished speaking, and stood with hands clasped. “I am sorry, but we were unable to catch that Porygon.”

“Hm.” The Galactic Leader’s face was set. “Unfortunate – but a setback, nothing more.”

He turned to Charon. “How soon can you be ready?”

“As soon as you want me to be,” Charon answered, checking a readout. “We have the summoning grids ready to go active, and all three Red Chains are ready to go.”

“Then begin,” Cyrus ordered, without preamble.

Charon waved a hand to one of his assistants, who spooled up the generator they were using to supply power, and then began feeding it to the nest of equipment surrounding the two Space-Time Orbs. The air began to hum as the complex machinery built up, ready to reach across space to pull Dialga and Palkia forcibly to the Spear Pillar itself…

…but, as the machinery rose to a keening pitch, nothing seemed to happen.

“Charon,” Cyrus said warningly. “Explain.”

“I… don’t really have an explanation for you,” Charon replied, a little distracted as he checked his screens. “The machinery is all functioning according to specifications, the heterodyning frequencies are correct… it’s as if everything is working correctly but they’re not doing anything.”

He turned to his boss. “You have to understand, this is one part of the machinery we couldn’t test. If we have to use the summoning grid up at the spear point, we’ll need a few minutes to move everything-”

“Jupiter,” Charon said, snapping his fingers. “Shadow Lucario, now.”

Jupiter produced a Pokéball from her pocket marked with the Galactic G symbol, and Cyrus took it from her hand.

“Remove the Lustrous Orb from the machinery,” Cyrus added, and two of Charon’s assistants hurried to do so – nearly getting an electric shock before the power was spooled back down again.

Once the orb was placed on the glassy nothing that served the Spear Pillar for a floor, Cyrus opened the Pokéball. “Shadow Lucario, destroy the orb.”

The corrupted Fighting-type obeyed orders instantly, hurling a thick lance of unshaped Aura which shattered the crystal into a thousand pieces.

“The Space-Time Orbs are invulnerable,” Cyrus pointed out. “These are not the Space-Time Orbs. They’re fakes.”

“But – how?” Charon asked. “Who could-”

“That attack weeks ago,” Cyrus said. “It’s the only time which makes sense. No matter.”

“What are we going to do, then?” Saturn asked. “We need the Orbs to summon Dialga and Palkia.”

“We always planned on snaring Giratina with the danger to the other two,” Cyrus replied. “We’ll just have to snare Dialga and Palkia with the danger to the Spear Pillar. Shadow Lucario, smash three of the support pillars.”

Shadow Lucario growled softly, and hurled out three spheres of dark Aura one after another. Each one hit a pillar about halfway up, making the stone break off and sending chips everywhere, and one Galactic team had to quickly move as the upper half of a pillar crashed down.

“I’m reading dimensional instability,” Charon said. “It’s about twelve… no, thirteen… it’s growing. Slowly, but it’s growing.”

“Then it will be an excellent way to get the attention of Dialga and Palkia,” Cyrus said, smiling thinly as he returned Shadow Lucario to the Pokéball. “Spear Pillar will not be needed in the new world without spirit, so sacrificing it is no loss.”

He pointed. “Charon. Make sure the Red Chains are ready to use at short notice. We do not know where Dialga and Palkia will come from.”

“Of course,” Charon agreed. “Erin, unhook them from the monitoring equipment…”


Outside the entrance portal to Spear Pillar, the Porygon Babbage was trying his best to both complete his mission and stay hidden.

As a basic Porygon, not an evolved Porygon2 or higher like his copy baseline, the extent to which he could modify his base form was limited – he could not render curves and had a limited triangle count, and his form largely needed to consist of a single mostly-contiguous mesh.

Right now he was stretching those constraints to the limit, forming himself into a wide-array dish to gather as much information about the portal and the far side of it as he could. It was a distraction from his worry about whether he had made a mistake in being located, and certainly about how bad the situation was in other ways.

There was a blue flash inside Spear Pillar, the information collected and resolved together by all his wide-spread sensors, and Babbage fed it into his model of the situation inside the pocket-reality space Team Galactic was guarding.

The pattern of the flash looked familiar…

Match found: Cherenkov radiation.

Babbage reconfigured, switching from data-gathering mode to transmit mode, and sent an alert out tagged with Dragon’s private key.

Alert: high probability that Team Galactic has acquired Dialga. We are now on a time limit.

Confirmed. Dragon sent back. This station preparing to shut down and transfer for combat purposes. Please send all available information on the guards posted outside Spear Pillar.

Babbage double-checked his sensor take. Three Galactic troops, with a mix of Pokémon – a Mightyena, a Gardevoir, a Drapion and a Salamence were the stand-outs.

Sending live feed now. Be advised, substantial additional combat power inside the portal.

Confirmed. Please wait, strike package incoming.


“If they have Dialga, we need to move now,” Ash said.

“We need to do this quickly and carefully,” Cynthia corrected. “They might or might not know just how many Pokémon you have which can see what they’re doing, but they’re clearly not just relying on their weird perception thing.”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “But-”

He paused, raising a hand. “Hold on. Okay, I think I know what we can do. Mewtwo, we’re going to need to go in two trips…”


“Hey, uh… question?”

One Galactic Grunt looked at his teammate. “What.”

The first speaker waved around at the surrounding terrain. “You ever wonder why we’re here?”

“No. I listened at the briefing.”

“Oh.”

There was a long pause, as they kept a lookout for any sign of a trainer or Pokémon that might disturb the operation.

“So… why are we here, if nobody can even see us?”

“Because some people can see us,” the smarter Grunt pointed out. “You remember that attack that took place on HQ? Those might turn up again, or it might be those other guys who Charon said could inexplicably notice us.”

“Right, yeah…”

Mightyena paced back and forth in front of them, occasionally sniffing the air, and just behind him Gardevoir kept up a faintly shimmering psychic shield.

Then something moved in the trees, and Gardevoir launched a pulse of psychic energy in that direction. There was a crash and a rustle, and Salamence raised her head – ready to blast whatever the intruder was – before settling back down when no further signs of movement came.

Then, quite suddenly, an enormous blast of psychic energy appeared from thin air. It tore though Gardevoir’s shield and hit Drapion square on, who absorbed most of the energy, but the remainder of the thick beam of energy bypassed Drapion and hit the ground underneath him – with enough force to cause an explosion, knocking them all away.

Dragonfire lanced out of nowhere, striking Salamence just as she unfurled her wings, and slammed the whole wide wing shape painfully down into the ground. A moment later, a sudden gust of wind blew past, and a Latias appeared in a flash of blue light – shimmering silver wings held out for the Steel Wing she’d just used to knock Gardevoir flying.

The Latias vanished back into cloak, and a Latios appeared instead – using Psywave to slam Gardevoir back into the ground, knocking her out for the count – and the first Grunt finally recovered enough from the shock to reach for his communicator.

“We’re under attack-” he blurted, but a squeal of static emerged from the speaker. “Damn – Drapion, Dark Pulse!”

Drapion hurled out a bolt of sizzling darkness, then another, and the second one hit something – making a stealth effect fail, and outlining Latios in crackling dark-light before sending him crashing to the ground.

Mightyena got hit by a Dragon Pulse as he moved to pounce on the Dragon-type, leaving just Drapion, and the multi-legged Poison-type flung a gobbet of Toxic at Latios before finally being hit by another Dragon-type attack and knocked out.

Then Latios dissolved in shimmers of light.

“Owwl-noct!” a Pokémon hooted overhead, and then more appeared with a flash.

The Galactic grunts slowly raised their hands.

“Nice work, Noctowl,” Ash Ketchum said. “Uh… any idea what to do with these guys?”

I have one, Mewtwo noted. Cynthia, you have authority in this situation. Would it be all right for me to take these people off your hands? I’ll return them later.

“Go ahead,” Cynthia agreed.


“So where did Mewtwo take them?” Misty asked.

“Probably the moon,” Brock replied. “They had a Gardevoir, but I doubt she can teleport all the way back from the moon, and so long as he makes the point about how dangerous it is to teleport without coordinates they should be pretty much stuck.”

“That would work,” Misty agreed. “Okay, so… that’s the portal, and on the other side of it is… basically all of Team Galactic?”

Correct, Babbage stated. I was able to jam their communications equipment, but I am unsure if the alarm was raised anyway.

“We’d better go quickly, then,” Misty said, as Mewtwo reappeared. “Everyone ready?”

A series of nods went back and forth.

“Then let’s go!”


Passing through the portal was an odd experience. Like stepping though from one room to another, but as if the threshold blocked all sound and almost all light – as if the moment that someone went through, they suddenly saw the new area instead of the old.

In this case, the new area was the pocket reality of the Spear Pillar. Two ranks of stone obelisks either side of a long walkway, all in a glassy darkness like obsidian but with everything inside seeming to be naturally well lit – almost as if the whole space was suffused with light, but there was nothing on the floor, walls or ceiling for that light to reflect off.

Team Galactic was ready, but they weren’t alert – the ambush had done that much – and there was enough time for the whole group to pile through the portal before the first reaction. That also meant that the first trainers and Pokémon through could see Team Galactic spread out in a defensive posture, laid out to protect the ‘tip’ of the spear, with some of them hiding behind fallen obelisks… and they could see Dialga and Palkia, wrapped around with two glittering chains of ruby that glowed with an inner light.

And, twisting and coiling in on itself like a snake, a third Red Chain – just waiting for the chance to snare Giratina in the same prison.

Absol yelped, her horn flashing up blue and white, and blocked a blurring lance of fire aimed directly for her trainer. In the next moment Mewtwo’s shields slammed down, Pokéballs opened, and three explosions of shadow announced that Team Galactic had acquired additional Shadow Pokémon… an Articuno, a Zapdos, and a Moltres.

“What should we-” Gary began, glancing at Mewtwo. “Can you keep us shielded?”

Yes, but there are a lot of Pokémon here, Mewtwo replied. Some of them are Dark-type. I can advance gradually, but it will take a long time.

“We can’t take long!” Molly insisted. “They’re doing… something funny, or, they’re making Dialga and Palkia do it!”

“Then I guess it’s plan B,” Ash said. “Remember, guys, the most important thing is to stay safe and recall the Pokémon you’re in charge of if they’re in trouble – and Pikachu, that includes you! If you’re in trouble, recall yourself!”

“Won’t you do it?” Lucario asked.

Before Ash could answer, there was a tooth-grating vulpine scream as the Shadow Zoroark from Iron Island came charging towards them, and as if that was a signal the whole cavern exploded into violence.


Lucario ran forwards, aiming an Aura Sphere at the Shadow Zoroark, but a bonemerang flew in to block the attack and reduce both it and the bone to dissipating chunks of Aura.

A second Bonemerang came curling in a moment later, and Lucario blocked it with an Aura-enhanced Force Palm. His Lucarionite flared up as Ash focused behind him, and within a few seconds he’d mega-evolved to Mega Lucario – and he’d spotted his opponent, the Shadow Lucario they’d met at Iron Island.

That Fighting-type snarled, then crouched for a moment before launching himself forwards, and Mega Lucario blurred into a dodge – then a block, matching his strength against the savage kick his opponent launched.

The blow made a wham sound, and Mega Lucario could see a little pulse of displaced air rippling out from the contact point. They held in position for a fraction of a second, then Shadow Lucario punched instead and Mega Lucario just about managed to block in time.

Blue aura condensed around his right wrist, forming into a Sacred Sword that took position from his arm spike, and swept it across in a rising attack which forced his shadowy opponent back. He rotated his wrist a little, lowering again to a guard position like the one Kari had taught Ash, then swiped for a second time as Shadow Lucario moved in to attack.

The Galactic Pokémon summoned a pair of Bone Rush staffs with an audible crack of displaced air and dark Aura snapping into place, used one to block, then summoned a replacement as it splintered and dissolved from the contact point. Seething energy began to build in his paws, and then Roland joined in the fight – one hand holding a glowing blade of fire, the other an Air Slash.

Shadow Lucario’s staffs blurred, one hammering into Roland’s blades and the other glancing off Mega Lucario’s Sacred Sword before the still-intact end hit Mega Lucario in the right temple.

Stepping back a pace as Roland began crafting new weapons to replace the ones he’d lost, Mega Lucario rubbed the impact point for a moment before firing an Aura Sphere into the ongoing combat.

Roland was teleporting around like crazy, switching from Psycho Cut to Fury Cutter to Ice Blade as fast as he could, and the Shadow Lucario he was fighting was a blur of dark smoke and crafted bone and the staccato crashes of Bone Rush being used far too often.

The Aura Sphere snapped through with a trail of blue light, coming close to hitting Roland before he teleported out of the way, and hit Shadow Lucario hard enough to knock him flying even before it exploded. For a moment that looked like it was it, and then a second eruption of Aura – this one dark, sickening and immensely powerful – pulled Shadow Lucario back to the ground as if magnetized.

The Fighting-type threw his head back and howled, and a pulse of Aura raced out from him like a hammerblow – hitting Roland and nearly flipping the Gallade head-over-heels, and sending Mega Lucario sliding back several inches. Quick as a whip, Shadow Lucario reached up and conjured Bone Rushes as if snatching them out of the air before hurling them end-first at his opponents.

Mega Lucario caught one and blocked the second with a Mach Punch, and Roland teleported out of the way for a moment as the third staff came reaching for him. He conjured a fire-type blade and a flying-type blade, slammed them together into one longer sword, then added a Leaf Blade to give it more fuel before jumping right back into the fray again.


“Now!” Misty’s Togekiss called, firing out her Fairy Wind attack.

Dawn’s Togekiss did the same, sending out a cone of shimmering Fairy-type energy half a second after her wingmate, and the double-pulse cleared almost all of the swept area – dissipating Shadow Zoroark’s shadowy constructs for at least a second, before they began to reform again.

During the gap, Marshtomp briefly chambered a punch and then lashed out. The Zoroark took the hit, flipping backwards before landing with a flash of shadow to soften the impact with the ground, and spikes of dark smoke which turned into lightning bolts flashed up into the sky while vines crafted of shadow itself turned into Power Whips.

Marshtomp’s fists flared up as he hit the glassy ground below – producing a shockwave which dissipated the first of the vines – then turned, using Ice Punch to hammer at the next vine cluster, freezing it and making it shatter to disrupt the shadow constructs within.

“Hah!” he shouted, spitting out a wave of water and then punching it with an Ice Punch as well. The water froze on impact, and the force of the Ice Punch shattered it and sent it flicking out as a cloud of icy shrapnel – but without enough force to do much of anything, and it only destroyed a few of Zoroark’s shadow conjurations before falling to the ground.

Slightly annoyed, Marshtomp tried a Thunderpunch next, and nodded to himself at the increased effect.

“Stop trying to optimize and just fight!” Casper requested politely. The Mega Banette shot out a shower of little Shadow Balls from up his sleeves, then used Night Shade to lay a wide-area effect on their opponent.

Zoroark barked, an unsettling vulpine noise, before crouching slightly and pouncing at Casper with a guard of shadowy fox-shapes coming alongside. One of them snagged Casper’s arm as he dodged, biting into it before using Foul Play, and Casper grunted in pain and annoyance before swiping at it with a Shadow Claw that dissolved it into mist.

“That worked pretty well, do more of that,” Marshtomp suggested.

Casper muttered something, glowing claws of purplish Ghost-type energy fizzing off his real ones and extending them to a length of several feet, then dropped so he was at ground level and began to drift forwards with his claws swiping in all directions. The sizzling claws smashed through shadow conjurations left and right, forcing the Shadow Zoroark to keep re-creating them and re-creating them, and also keeping the Dark-type aspects of the attacks from actually reaching Casper.

The two Togekiss came over for another strafing run, this time mixing Fairy Wind with Sacred Fire, and Zoroark howled before dousing himself in shadow-crafted water.


Max crouched down, partly so he didn’t feel quite so exposed with all the attacks going off everywhere but mostly so he could talk to the Psychic-type in his bag. “Jirachi!”

“Yeah!” Jirachi replied, sticking his head out of the bag. “What’s up?”

“Well, they might know I have you, but I don’t know if they know you know they exist,” Max explained, then blinked. “You know?”

Jirachi’s eyes had wandered off a little. “Uhh… I think maybe that’s more a Skitty question.”

They looked over at May’s little Normal-type, who at just that moment had a big glowing orb of light in her paws.

“Like… Assist!” she shouted, and triggered the orb. It trembled, then surged outwards in an Ominous Wind aimed roughly towards the nearest Galactic Pokémon.

“I think she’s busy,” Max replied, then winced at the kerrack of a powerful Electric-type attack going off. “Can you try and solve this with a wish?”

“I’ll try!” Jirachi replied. “Okay, uh… I wish that Team Galactic would let all the Legendary Pokémon go- ow ow ow ow!”

Max blinked, shocked, then gave Jirachi a hug. One of the Legendary’s metal tags pressed into his side, and after a few seconds Max reached for another one to check what he’d just felt.

“They’re… hot,” he said. “What’s that about?”

“It felt like that thing that happens when a microphone gets too close to a speaker,” Jirachi said, hugging back. “It really hurt, and it didn’t work either…”

He shook his head. “It was like… the wish was valid, so it should have worked, but it couldn’t find the target? I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Hey, Jirachi?” Chansey called, hurrying over. “If you’re available, Meganium and I need help setting up the medical station.”

“Is that okay, Jirachi?” Max checked.

“Well… I guess, yeah, if I can’t help some other way,” Jirachi agreed.

“It is important,” Chansey pointed out. She jumped as there was another explosion from overhead, this one accompanied by a flash of green light. “Some of our friends might get hurt – soon – and this is the best way to keep them safe and healthy.”

“I’ve got to keep an eye on the others, a bit, but I’ll come with you and do it from there,” Max decided.


“Where did I put them…” Ash muttered, rummaging around in his bag. “They’ve got to be somewhere… there!”

“What is going on?” Kari requested. “You seem most agitated, and I am unaware why.”

“I’ll explain later, Kari, I promise,” Ash replied, retrieving two smooth stones almost like river rocks from one of the shelves in his bag. “I’ve got some practice to do for now, though.”

He channelled a little Aura through his fingers into one stone, and it lit up with a blue tracery almost like a circuit board. Then the other, which did just the same.

“What are those?” Keldeo asked, then brought his head down sharply – sending a Sacred Sword slashing off into the fighting, before sighing as his target dodged. “I don’t think I’ve seen them before.”

“They’re Aura batteries I made years ago,” Ash explained, fitting the first one into a space on his gloves. “The idea was I could use them to charge up and then drain them in a fight.”

“That’s pretty cool!” the Water-type told him, switching to Ice Blade and flicking a tri-beam Meteorain attack at a Dragonair. This time he did hit, and the Dragon Pokémon hissed at him before dropping back down out of the sky. “But I’ve never seen you use them before.”

“Yeah, they have a problem,” Ash agreed, finishing the process of fitting the second one into the space left for it. “There’s only one way to get the Aura out of them.”

With that said, he pulled his hands apart before sharply smacking the stones against one another. There was a stony crunch, and Keldeo stepped to the side in shock as a burst of power came out – and kept coming, rushing into Ash’s Aura reserves and making him light up with blue witchfire.

Taking Kari from his belt with one hand and unlimbering Sir Aaron’s staff with the other, Ash took a moment to settle himself – then broke into a sprint, aiming for where Lapras was fending off a Zebstrika and a Hariyama with quick bursts of ice and water.

With Aura flowing through him as fast as he could use it, Ash covered the distance in seconds. His staff smacked into the Hariyama with a burst of enhanced strength, knocking the Fighting-type off balance, and while it was still trying to recover he turned to block Zebstrika’s hooves with a Leaf Blade channelled through Kari.

The Honedge held back Zebstrika’s attack for a second or so, then it began to use Flame Charge, and Ash spun Kari one-handed to both avoid taking a hit with type advantage and switch from Leaf Blade to Sacred Sword. That let him hit the Electric-type in the side and knock it over, before blocking with Kari and the staff crossed in an X to absorb the force of Hariyama’s haymaker.

Ash snap-kicked Hariyama in the chest while they were still locked together and while Zebstrika was still getting to its hooves, and followed that up by letting go of Kari’s hilt – trusting her to grip his wrist at all times, even when she had no idea what was going on – and charged up an Aura Sphere. It grew almost as fast as Mega Lucario’s did, the power from his charged-up Aura batteries flooding into it, and he threw it at Hariyama before retrieving Kari with a flick of his wrist and shoulder-charging Zebstrika.

The Electric-type discharged a Thunder attack through him, but that was just a typical day for Ash and he ignored it. Then Lapras called out, and Ash shoved the Electric-type back far enough for Lapras to freeze his opponent.

“Look out, guys!” Iris called, and Ash spun – spotting what she meant, a Fearow with long beak glowing. He brought Kari up again, charging her with an Ice Blade, and brought her down with a sword-beam slash.

Fearow dodged right – and took an ice blast from Lapras, drawing a shout of indignation as the Flying-type pulled up and abandoned her attack run.


In the skies overhead, Mega Charizard roared. He rolled his neck around, exhaling flame in a long stream that swirled in the wind from his wings, then swept them forwards all at once to throw the air and flame forwards as a single massive wall of fire.

His target – the Shadow Articuno – let out a cry, then used Sheer Cold. The pulse of intense anti-heat negated Mega Charizard’s attack, cutting a hole through it like a cookie-cutter, and Shadow Articuno flew through the gap with her beak glowing for an Ice Beam.

Mega Charizard heated himself up for a Flare Blitz, charging up the beam and sending it splashing away. It was more damaging to him than it would have been to a pure Fire-type, but his new typing was no more vulnerable to ice than the old was, and he grit his teeth and pushed straight through.

Before he actually reached Shadow Articuno, however, Shadow Moltres spat down a ball of corrupted fire at him. The Shadow Pokémon was immediately hit by an Aeroblast from Pidgeot, preventing him from following up, but Mega Charizard had to break off his attack run and still got hit hard enough to drive him halfway to the floor.

Mega Latios appeared briefly under him, matching trajectories in case he needed a boost, then stealthed again as soon as he saw Mega Charizard recovering.

There was a thunderous bang as Shadow Zapdos strafed at both Pidgeot and Lugia, mixing a conventional high-powered electrical attack with one made of sizzling black lightning, and the Psychic-type blocked the attacks aimed at him with a tough Safeguard before using his aeroblast cone to physically blast Pidgeot out of the line of fire before she took too much damage.

“Thanks, but I’ll handle that myself in future,” Pidgeot notified him, wind swirling around her wings as she built herself air control layers, and Lugia nodded for a moment before turning his attention back to the Shadow Birds. Mega Charizard was gaining height, sending up a blast of flame every few seconds to make sure he wouldn’t run unexpectedly into the ceiling of the altered space around the Spear Pillar, and Lugia reached out with his psychic powers before charging up a hammerblow Psychic attack.

Shadow Zapdos dodged the attack successfully, only to be hit by a Zen Headbutt from a barely-subsonic Mega Latias, and the female Eon Pokémon skidded sideways in the air with a burst of self-telekinesis before rolling and barely evading an Aurora Beam.

“Charizard!” she called, yawing and climbing to join him, and Mega Charizard glanced in her direction before shooting a Fire Blast at her. The attack detonated about ten feet from her, producing a massive plume of flame, and Mega Latias grabbed the lot in her telekinesis to form it into a Counter Shield. That done, she inverted herself and dove at high speed towards Shadow Articuno – dodging away flawlessly from a thunderbolt sent her way by Shadow Zapdos, then hitting Shadow Articuno a heavy blow with a second Zen Headbutt enhanced by her captured flames.

A moment later Shadow Articuno pulsed out another wave of Sheer Cold, which vanished the flames instantly and made Mega Latias’ shield ice up on the outside. Lugia fired a precise Aeroblast, hitting Shadow Articuno hard enough to prevent her making a follow-up attack, and Mega Latios fired a Draco Meteor attack to force the Ice-type to dodge as his sister made her escape.

Overhead, Mega Charizard rolled over and dropped into a dive. This time he had the advantage of height, and Pidgeot’s aircrafting boosted his speed further with a sinuous Tailwind, and the Dragon-type slammed into Shadow Moltres with all his talons glowing with the green light of a Dragon Claw attack. Shadow Moltres screeched, unleashing an inferno of intense flame to try and burn Mega Charizard off, then augmented it with Shadow corruption and exploded in a sphere of purple-black flames.

Both other Shadow Birds attacked as well, sending their respective corrupted attacks – a Shadow Bolt and a Shadow Chill – at the fight, and the combined barrage of attacks knocked Mega Charizard bodily backwards and falling halfway to the ground before he got his wings sorted out and pulled up again. Rolling briefly onto his back as he climbed, Mega Charizard fired off a Dragon Pulse, and had the pleasure of hitting Shadow Zapdos – then a loud crack from below drew his attention, and he rolled back upright to see an Alolan Golem blasting successive railgun-like Rock Throw attacks up at him.

Two hit him, producing grunts of pain, then Mega Latios scudded into position to block them with bursts of psychic energy. The deflection meant they could skitter off his shield without penetrating, and then there was a brilliant blue flash as Ash knocked the Golem over with a Sacred Sword beam from half the battlefield away.

There was a rumble, and the sky began to turn dark and misty – imbued with the power of the Shadow Birds now regrouping, and Mega Charizard accelerated to intercept as they combined their attacks to try and blow Lugia out of the sky. His shield flashed into visibility as it held off all three attacks at once, the force sending him sliding backwards in the sky, and Pidgeot fired an Aeroblast at the group at the same time as Mega Latias fired Mist Ball and Mega Charizard used Draco Meteor.

Half-a-dozen overlapping explosions lit up the sky, but none of the Shadow Birds went down – the sinister energy empowering them making them uncommonly durable – and Mega Charizard growled, wondering what it would take to defeat them.


“Stantler, I want you to listen carefully,” Brock said. “I know this is strange, and you don’t know what’s going on, but I want you to trust me – okay?”

“Sure,” Stantler agreed.

“I want you to promise,” Brock went on. “You need to cloak yourself, and Mawile, and the other Pokémon who got brought here who aren’t Reminded. And you need to keep that cloak up no matter what, okay? I’ll let you know when you need to stop by returning you.”

“I… well, I guess I can do that,” Stantler replied. “But… what’s going on?”

“Just promise me, okay?” Brock insisted.

“I promise,” Stantler agreed.

“Thanks,” Brock told him, and gave him a hug. “And I’m sorry you’re here.”

After a moment, as Brock walked off, Stantler turned to Mawile. “I wonder what that’s about?”

Mawile shook her head. “I don’t know…”


Jigglypuff checked her microphone, tweaking a few buttons, then nodded firmly to herself.

“Is that going to be a problem?” Tracey asked. “I’m pretty sure we’re not all immune to being knocked out by Sing.”

“Yeah, things got kind of hectic to hand out Worry Seeds,” Jigglypuff agreed, then winced as something exploded overhead. “But that’s okay, this is a shotgun microphone.”

She hit something, and began to sing – or, at least, Tracey assumed that was what was happening. He couldn’t hear a thing, but the air seemed to be faintly trembling in front of her.

The Fairy-type waved her hand, and the Pokémon she’d picked moved forwards – Snorlax, May’s Munchlax, and Ash’s Mega Heracross. They crossed into the area where the air was shaking, and promptly fell asleep – though in the case of Snorlax it was a little difficult to tell if anything had changed.

“Sleep Talk!” Jigglypuff called, then went right back to Singing, and Mega Heracross rose to his feet with his arms raised in front of him in a classic sleepwalker pose. His fingers drooped down a little, but the big chunky power-fist sections of his arms began to spin and shoot Bullet Seed attacks wildly out at the Galactic Pokémon in front of him.

Snorlax fired out a Hyper Beam, hitting an Exploud and knocking it sliding backwards – the tough Pokémon benefiting from Soundproof to let it fight in the one of influence of the Sing effect but not really protected from anything else that was going on there. A Bastiodon advanced to shield it, the Fossil putting its face down to hit the ground with a clank as Exploud readied a Boomburst, and Jigglypuff huffed.

She toggled a switch labelled ANC on her microphone, then began singing a new tune, and the Boomburst fired – then quickly weakened, turning from a potent pulse of weaponized sound into a mere loud noise as Jigglypuff cancelled it out from the source.

Both Galactic Pokémon looked very annoyed, and then Mega Heracross blasted them both away with an Aura Sphere – then peppered them with Pin Missiles and a Rock Blast.

Jigglypuff smirked, then switched a few more options on her microphone and went right back to singing. It thrummed faintly as an Electrode approached, revving up before rolling at speed towards her.

“Boom!” she called, and her own Boomburst blasted out. It hit the glassy ground just in front of the rapidly-braking Electrode and knocked it into the air a little, and Munchlax contributed with a Sleep Talk that became a Metronome that changed in turn into a Solarbeam.

Snorlax Ice Punched the Electrode into the air as it dropped out of the beam, and it Exploded safely out of range of any of the teammates before dropping back to the ground with an electronic wheeze.

“Nice,” Tracey said, blinking, then looked around at the other Pokémon he was supervising to make sure they were okay. “How many modes does that thing have?”

“Enough,” Jigglypuff told him. “Okay, if they run out of Soundproof or Insomniac Pokémon… I guess we get to see how many Worry Seeds they have.”

She got back to Singing, moving forwards a little to extend the effect just a tad.


Molly frowned, most of her attention on her own hands, and only a little on her multi-form Eevee and the other two Pokémon she’d been given responsibility to watch out for.

“Remember, let me know if either of them get hurt,” Meganium said. “I can reach them from here, and they’re the ones without Pokéballs.”

Molly nodded. “Right!”

She moved one hand into a shape with her thumb and first two fingers perpendicular to each other, frowned, then repeated the gesture.

“Test,” she whispered.

There was a little flicker of light around her hand, and she brightened.

Making another pass, she shaped both hands together. “A.”

The second flicker of light was stronger, more definite, and Gary looked at her. “What’s going on, Molly?”

“I’m trying to remember how to do something,” Molly replied, still concentrating. “It’s sort of like riding a bike, if you never rode a bike by yourself but you remembered it. So… not really like riding a bike at all?”

She took her hands out of the pose she was making, and looked up at Gary. “But… I also remember doing it for years, too, only I don’t remember very well. It’s like I don’t remember it at all unless I really concentrate, but concentrating on remembering makes it harder to concentrate on doing it.”

“Doing what?” Gary asked, then looked up at the fights going on. “Donphan, use Muk as a ramp! Muk, ramp!”

Ash’s Donphan accelerated, and Muk froze a chunk of himself with a self-directed Ice Beam, Blizzard and Ice Beam – sending him flying skywards, and letting him knock the annoying Fearow from before out of the air with a Rollout impact.

Muk remelted himself with a Flamethower three times over, and Gary returned his focus to Molly.

“It’s, um… I felt like I shouldn’t say because it’ll be really embarrassing if it doesn’t work,” Molly confided. “But, uh…”

Both her hands were glowing now, more consistently than before, and she pressed them together before slowly pulling them apart. “A.”

The light clung to both hands and formed a pattern in the space between them, a pattern like a slice of swiss cheese – solid in places, with holes in the rest of it.

The holes slowly closed up, forming a single sheet, which then abruptly detached from Molly’s hands and collapsed into a single orb. The orb hung there for a moment, then blinked, and between one instant and the next it had black lines defining the rest of its shape.

“An Unown?” Gary said, startled. “How did you…”

He trailed off, and Molly smiled proudly.

“Can you help us with Team Galactic?” she asked.

The Unown looked at her, glowing faintly, and Molly’s smile faded.

“It doesn’t know what I mean,” she said. “But… um… I think I can solve that anyway!”

Her hands went back together, and the glow built up again.

“What are you going to do?” Gary asked. “I – look out, Tauros!”

The Tauros he’d called to skidded to a halt and turned aside, barely avoiding the psychic blast of a Shadow Alakazam, and Gary half-raised one of the Safari Balls Ash had passed him before lowering it again.

“Well, um… one Unown can’t really help us,” Molly replied, her tongue sticking out a little as she tried to summon the state of mind she was after again. “But a lot of them might… and even if they can’t help with Team Galactic, they made this place so they should be able to help keep it on one piece!”

“They – huh?” Gary asked.

Molly touched the glassy dark substance of the Spear Pillar floor. “It’s a lot better made than what I could do, but it’s the same sort of thing!”

“That’s… going to be a whole monograph by itself,” Gary said, a little amazed.


Ninetales girdled her paws about with flame, using them to reduce her traction on the floor just a bit, and ran forwards before sliding to the side. Her tails flickered, and she shot a Fire Blast at the nearest vulnerable opponent – a Dodrio – only for the attack to be blocked by a Flareon who jumped in the way and absorbed it into his fur.

Tweaking her appearance a little with an illusion, Ninetales moved left and slowed down a little. Then she stopped, all at once, and let her image keep moving – encouraging Flareon to focus on the moving target, and drawing attacks from both Flareon and Dodrio.

A Shadow Ball and a Tri Attack both passed through the image in the same moment, and both Pokémon realized they’d been tricked. Ninetales watched, building up her counterattack, then fired out a Psyshock that caught Flareon a direct blow and did a glancing impact to Dodrio.

Breaking into a run again to reposition, Ninetales wove another illusion around herself to disguise where she’d actually gone. Half her attention was on keeping track of the fight – it would be a very bad thing to end up somewhere where her teammates would send an attack that they thought would only catch Galactic Pokémon – and she changed position again before getting quite close to one of the fallen pillars.

A Houndour barked hysterically before jumping over the pillar, his excellent sense of smell letting him know Ninetales was in the area, and she rolled over to one side to saturate that area with her scent before jumping ten feet in a single bound and considering.

Psychic attacks were out, as were fire attacks, because the canine Fire-type was immune to both. Grass-type attacks, or Ghost, or Dark – none of them were much use, and that left her with Normal-type attacks.

Still, she could work with that.

Ninetales crouched, making enough contact with the ground to give her some traction, and darted towards the pillar. The sound of her takeoff drew Houndour’s attention, but it drew him in the wrong direction – the real clue for what she was doing, the thump as she bounced off the pillar, came too late to let him avoid a Tail Slap with all nine bundled-up tails.

To everyone watching, she knew, it looked like she’d just knocked him backwards with a Psychic attack – impossible if you thought about it, but enough to provide an explanation for-

A hammerblow hit her in the side, sending her flying, and a moment later a blast of electrical energy hit her from overhead as the Shadow Zapdos took the target of opportunity.


“Ninetales!” Brock called, his hand going to her Pokéball. “Should I-”

“Do it!” Meganium called, reporting that her vines couldn’t catch the Fire-type at that speed, and Brock recalled her in a blur of red light.

He sent her out again a second or so later, already in the medical area, and Chansey examined her quickly with the help of a medical program being run on Dragon’s projector.

“She definitely needs healing,” the Normal-type reported. “Did anyone see what hit her? I think this leg’s broken.”

“I didn’t – aah!” Ninetales yelped, and tried not to whimper. “I… think I jostled my leg…”

“I think I saw,” Gary said. “There was an Alakazam – I think it’s a Shadow Alakazam. It blasted the whole area with a psychic attack, I saw rock chips go flying. Houndour was immune, but Ninetales wasn’t.”

“Just get me healed, so I can…” Ninetales began, then trailed off at the glare from Meganium.

“Just so you’re aware,” she said, sweetly, “I would like nothing more than to be out there fighting alongside Sceptile and the others. But I’m not, because this is the best thing for me to be doing. And with how you are now we don’t have the ability to heal you back up to fighting trim – we can probably fix the leg, but you won’t be on form.”

She inhaled, using Heal Pulse to spread glowing golden pollen over Ninetales, then continued. “Basically, if we healed you, it would be at the cost of healing someone else later – what with how today is already going.”

“Right, sorry,” Ninetales said, wincing. “I just feel… kind of useless.”


AN:


And here we go, the Battle Finale of Legend.

Some elements of this final battle have been under development since, yes, the very start of the fic.






293. Battle Finale of Legend - 2


This is the second of four chapters today.


“All right, ready?” Marill asked.

Scizor nodded, and Venonat bobbed his antennae.

“Right,” she said. “Venonat, any other Pokémon around?”

“There’s the Skuntank there, you already know about that one,” Venonat replied, using his ability to scan the area. “And there’s a Mightyena, but that’s further away.”

“Good,” Marill told him. “Okay, if you see that Mightyena, or any other Pokémon moving in to join in, you let us know. Signal us, if you know what I mean.”

The Poison-type nodded, and Scizor picked up Marill.

“Just remember, I have trouble with poison,” she said, and he nodded. Then his wings buzzed, and he vaulted over the rubble they’d been hiding behind.

The Skuntank reacted immediately, swinging its tail around to shoot a Flamethrower jet at the two of them, and Scizor raised Marill like a weapon – having her shoot out a spray of water in a Surf, cutting a hole in the jet of flame and letting them both fly though without the destructive flames getting through to damage Scizor.

Blurring past Skuntank at close range, Scizor volleyed in a Bullet Punch with one fist before kicking out in an Aerial Ace. Marill got involved as well, shooting Skuntank with a Bubblebeam, and they were dodging away by the time Skuntank unleashed a massive cloud of foul-smelling poison gas.

“Back to Venonat,” Marill whispered. “Drop me off, pick me up on the bounce.”

“Got it,” Scizor replied, and buzzed around to send Marill off to join their teammate. A spurt of poisonous liquid came firing up at them, and he rolled to protect her behind his Poison-resistant Steel body – then dropped her off about ten feet above the ground.

As soon as she landed, Marill glanced at Venonat. “Okay, where’s he hiding?”

“He moved a bit,” Venonat replied, displaying the flashing icon for where Skuntank was on his eyes. “And the Mightyena’s getting closer.”

“Right,” Marill said. “Thanks.”

She Bounced, and Scizor caught her in mid-air.

“He’s there,” she pointed down into the cloud, speaking softly again.

“Good,” Scizor told her, and threw her up into the air.

She watched as Scizor dove into the cloud without her, waited a beat, then used Hydro Pump – blasting down a jet of water which hit Skuntank head-on, quenching his attempt to Flamethrower before it could really get started. Scizor blurred back and forth, disrupting the poison cloud as he moved, and bounced his Fury Cutter from Mightyena to Skuntank and back until both Dark-types were knocked out.

Then he flew up her Hydro Pump, washing the toxins off his skin, and caught her again.

“Back to Venonat,” she said. “We need to pick our next target.”


“I think I’ve worked something out,” Piplup said to himself, looking around the side of one of the pillars. “Galactic has way too many Pokémon.”

Ash shouted something, and a few seconds later a spike of incandescent fire pulsed overhead – accompanied by a sudden massive bang and a rumbling boom, as the Shadow Articuno used an intense Blizzard to shield itself from a focused Blast Burn attack.

The energy release was startling, and the sound continued to echo in the mostly-closed space for several more seconds – though even before it had begun to die down, an Alolan Golem had begun to volley magnetically accelerated lumps of rock upwards to hit Mega Charizard.

Chips of smashed magnetite dropped all over the place as Mega Charizard Rock Smashed them to bits, and Piplup jumped forwards – spinning on his long axis and spooling up a Whirlpool, and using it to dart across the intervening ground to get at the Golem.

It left off to shoot a Thunderbolt attack at him, and Piplup dismissed his Whirlpool again – leaving him with just a beak glowing for a Peck attack, which he used to block the electrical blast and send it flashing off to the side.

Closer now, Piplup spun up a Whirlpool again – this one off to one side of him, instead of actually surrounding him. He flicked it at Golem with a pirouette, surrounding the half-Rock half-Electric Pokémon in swirling, opaque water to keep him from being able to attack accurately, and used the residual momentum to do a twirl and slide to a halt on the glassy ground.

A Solrock charged up a Solarbeam to shoot at him a moment later, but Piplup was already moving again – first diving forwards in a roll, letting the beam of concentrated sunlight hit the ground behind him, then firing a brief Surf upwards and freezing it into ice with a blast of Ice Beam.

That gave him a few seconds of protection against a second Solarbeam, and he raised his flippers to catch the shield before it could shatter – then broke a hole in it with Peck, and fired a Bubblebeam up through the hole. Some of the bubbles missed, but several of them flew true, and Solrock nearly vanished in explosions for a few seconds before shielding itself with a Light Screen.

Jumping upwards, Piplup kept up his Bubblebeam while also using Whirlpool – shattering his short-lived frozen shield, and carrying the bits along to hammer Solrock’s shield from all directions.

A blast of electrical energy flashed through the whirlpool, stunning him slightly, and he froze the whole thing just in time to avoid taking a second successive Thunderbolt – sending the electrical energy fizzing around the edge of the suddenly-frozen whirlpool instead of electrifying the whole thing. The Solrock had something to say about that, though, dropping straight down into it with a Flare Blitz that blew the ice away, and a high-speed Rock Throw smacked Piplup away.

The impact knocked him a third of the way across the entire battlefield, and he rolled over twice on landing only to bounce off an Ampharos. The Electric-type blasted at him with a Thunderbolt, and Piplup lunged back to his feet – avoiding the first hit, and catching the second in a Whirlpool before flinging the electrically-charged water mass skywards.

It hit Shadow Moltres, and Piplup almost started preening at his accuracy – then a Thunderbolt reminded him of what he was supposed to be doing. A red return beam came a moment later, and Piplup dodged away from that as well as the Thunderbolt – swirling up an icy shield to keep him safe from the electrical attack for a moment, then shaking his head firmly at his trainer.

He could keep fighting, so he would.


“Tag in!” Mega Sceptile called, breaking into a run.

“You sure?” Glalie asked. “You might get cold feet.”

“Not the time for it!” the Grass-type snapped. “Now!”

He jumped, and Glalie duly did as instructed – his horns glowing with blue light as he icecrafted overtime – and by the time Mega Sceptile was at the apex of his jump there were a pair of shimmering Ice-Dragonites flying along in a spiral which followed the route Glalie was taking. Mega Sceptile landed on one, his feet raising a cloud of sparks, and he began grinding along the ice-rail at high speed.

Glalie added a twist into the rail Mega Sceptile was actually using, and he used it to get a bit higher and launch his Leaf Storm projectile – making it burst as late as possible, so the Feraligatr he’d targeted took the entire brunt of the impact. Then he hooked his claws around the rail and jumped, switching to the other one, and a Fire Blast attack which had been aimed for him just shot through empty space instead.

Mega Sceptile charged up his arm blades next, seeing that Glalie was routing them through a section of the fighting with some ripe targets, and hit out with his Sacred Sword twice before switching rails back to the first one and doing the same thing all over again.

“Left!” he called, and Glalie swerved hard left. The attack Mega Sceptile had seen coming smashed both rails in front of him, and the Grass-type jumped sideways – bouncing off the head of a startled Onix, and sliding along its body to the tail with both Leaf Blades raising a shower of sparks. He jumped at the end, firing a second Leaf Storm missile behind him as he did, and landed back on one of Glalie’s grind rails with a few steps to shed excess momentum.

Glalie shot out ice beams with all the ice-time he could spare from crafting the rails, and for a few seconds the two of them were a blur of elemental attacks and sword beams going in all directions.

Then a high-speed railgun rock smashed into the leading edge of Glalie’s twin-dragons construct, shattering it, and Mega Sceptile jumped off just before it broke off under his feet. He twisted, shooting his now-regrown Leaf Storm missile back in the direction the attack had come from, then buzzed his leaves for a moment to extend his flight slightly.

That brought him down square on top of a Shadow Alakazam, one which spotted that he was coming a little too late, and a Night Slash got Mega Secptile through the last-minute shield. He swiped with his other arm, this one empowered with an X-Scissor, and tucked into a roll to maintain momentum and get right past the Psychic-type before it could continue to attack.

Glalie bounced off the floor just to one side of him, then began crafting again, and Mega Secptile ran right up onto the rails as they formed within an inch of the ground.

“Over that way,” he suggested, then leaned over as they turned the corner.


Across the enclosed-space room, Blaziken was a blur of heat and light and fire.

He ducked away from a fast attack from a Mienshao, the arm whip passing an inch from his forehead, then sprang backwards onto his hands and kicked out with a Double Kick. Mienshao dodged both blows, backflipping away from Blaziken’s strike, and Blaziken slammed both feet into the ground – turning his arm spring into a handstand – and switched his focus to the Mega Medicham already resuming an interrupted attack on him.

Four semisolid arms punched out at him at once, carrying charges of psychic energy, as the Mega Medicham also lashed out with her two real arms to try and overload him with targets. Blaziken’s response to that was to push himself off the ground entirely, flipping back upright and whirling to kick out at all six arms at once – a separate Blaze Kick for each one – before landing with a momentary sliding skid which cancelled out the momentum he’d gained from the attack sequence.

Mienshao came back into the fight with a balletic Acrobatics attack, and Blaziken kicked the ground with a shoom of flame – sending a pulse outwards in all directions, but chiefly back towards Mienshao. That delayed the Fighting-type slightly, and Blaziken spun up a Fire Spin around himself to act as a shield and a source of momentum both at once – he had to keep turning anyway to avoid being caught off guard by his opponents, not just Mienshao and the Mega Medicham but a Sawk as well which occasionally contributed to the battle, and the Fire Spin made it easier to keep turning left.

That might have been a weakness in another Pokémon, but Blaziken was too used to fighting in two-Pokémon contests for that. He feinted low and went high, rising out of close-combat attack range where the Mienshao and the Sawk couldn’t reach him easily, and did a high kick which he mixed into a Flame Burst. That forced Medicham to use her ghost arms to block the Fire-type attack rather than focus on him directly, and then Blaziken dropped back to ground level so fast he wrong-footed Mienshao’s attempt to jump up and hit him with an Acrobatics in mid-air.

That Fighting-type got hit with a high-speed Fire Punch, but Blaziken couldn’t follow up on it to make sure Mienshao was forced out of the fight because Sawk attacked with a Superpower. That had to be dodged away from, and the Sawk was the target of a Low Sweep which knocked him to the floor, but by then Mega Medicham was ready to attack again and Blaziken had to switch targets again.

He conjured a set of Shadow Claws for his feet and did a complete breakdancing spin, ripping at her ghost hands, then sprang back upright before Mienshao landed and jumped into the air. Psychic attacks followed him, which he blocked with another use of the Shadow Claws, and he spiked a Fire Blast down – then May shouted a warning, and Blaziken turned his focus to dealing with an incoming Rock Throw attack.

He snagged it out of the air with all four limbs, twisted, and kick-shot it directly down towards Mega Medicham as a Stone Edge attack. She dodged to the side, avoiding the direct hit that might have resulted, but the dodge took her into the still-spiralling Fire Spin Blaziken had set up earlier in the battle.

Flipping in the air, Blaziken landed feet-first and brought both clenched fists down together. A Heat Wave attack blasted out, hitting the Mega Medicham when she was already having to deal with increased temperature around her, and Blaziken followed it up with a Flare Blitz – only to take a Drain Punch to the back as Mienshao weighed in, forcing him to spin and change focus yet again.


“Golduck, ready?” Misty called.

Good question, her not-technically-a-psychic-type replied. Let’s find out, I guess.

“Right,” Misty nodded. “Okay – Surf!”

She threw all her remaining Pokéballs in the air, and they flashed open all at once – Gyarados, Politoed, Seaking, Staryu, Starmie, Kingdra, Corsola and Caserin. All eight Pokémon used Surf at once, launching out massive amounts of water even as Gyarados was Mega-Evolving, and Golduck took control of the water before it hit the ground.

Misty stepped forwards, and the growing water bubble swallowed her up – leaving her with a kind of inner surface to walk on, an air bubble in the middle of the huge watery mass her team had created, and all of them plunged into it at once as well. It continued to grow until Misty waved her hand, then Golduck began moving it towards the nearest team of Galactic Pokémon.

A Thunder hit the water bubble and crackled off, diverted by a special Brine trick which provided a separate layer of absorptive salt water just under the bubble surface, and Misty called an instruction. “Bubblebeams!”

Just after she gave the order, a barrage of attacks flashed out of the side of her mobile aqua-fortress. They crashed into the team facing her – an Electabuzz, a Magmar and a Jynx – and knocked the Magmar out of the fight entirely, though the Jynx shielded herself and her other teammate after a moment and fought back with an Ice Beam.

Mega Gyarados laughed, firing back with a Hyper Beam, and the resultant crash heralded her drawing the attention of some of Galactic’s big guns – ten seconds later they were fighting a Shadow Dragonite, which was flying around at high speed and exchanging fire with Misty’s whole team at once. The water buffered the attacks, reducing their impact, and while great gouts of it were blasted away with each blow Corsola and Staryu and Politoed were able to replace it as fast as it was lost.

“What’s this called?” Azurill asked, from Misty’s shoulder.

“I call it Misty’s Terrain,” Misty answered. “Gyarados – Dragon Rage! Starmie, Swift… now, Ice Beam!”

The Shadow Dragonite lit itself on fire, and Misty frowned.

“Huh, I’ll have to tell Lance about that trick…”


The two Togekiss made a slicing pass down through the air, firing Fairy Wind attacks which cut through Shadow Zoroark’s illusions, and the Dark-type howled – a high-pitched, eerie sound which echoed even over the sound of attack blasts.

It pulled in a wave of shadow, the black substrate thickening and strengthening as it was bodily yanked closer, and for a long moment it was hidden inside a dome of absolute darkness… then the dome exploded outwards, dozens of illusion clones running in all directions.

Misty’s Togekiss launched a shower of Swift stars, peppering some of the clones with attacks and shattering them, but most of them got past… and split up, spreading across the battle zone and finding targets to attack.


Tauros bellowed, hooves slamming down on the ground and firing out a powerful Solarbeam. The light beam hit his target a glancing blow, but it quickly dodged away – moving just a bit faster than Tauros could track the beam across – and one of the other members of the Bull-Dozer formation charged across to attack in close-quarters.

With two members missing they weren’t as coordinated as they could be, but so long training together made them fearsome, and-

-Tauros turned, tails lashing, and snorted out a burst of Flamethrower at the blur approaching him. It dodged like quicksilver, flowing away from his attack in a way almost no real Pokémon could manage, then its claws shifted suddenly into wicked blades tipped with hissing purple energy.

The Shadow Zoroark clone swiped out with a Night Slash, scoring deep cuts down Tauros’ side, then exploded into a wisp of smoke as Butterfree swept an Ominous Wind through the area.

“Aargh,” the tough Normal-type said, wobbling a little as one leg refused to take the same amount of weight as normal. “That stings!”

“Go get help!” his teammate instructed. “Now!”

The injured Pokémon returned himself reluctantly.


“Look out!” Iris called. “Excadrill!”

Her Steel-type’s claws flashed out, and he blocked the first attack by the oncoming shadow with a musical clash of darkness against steel. The faux-Zoroak seethed, distorting as it tried to get to him to harm him – or even get past him, to reach his trainer – and Excadrill blurred into a whirlwind of steel spikes and claws as he used Drill Run, stopping each attack with a crash before dodging away to get into position to block the next.

A blue light built up at the ends of his claws, and he jumped away – coming out of Drill Run again and sliding to a halt, then flinging the Focus Blast at the barely-vulpine clone coming after him.

Both the blast and the clone exploded at once, dissipating into wisps of blue and black, and when it had gone Excadrill had honed his claws against one another with a deliberately casual attitude.

“Good work!” Iris called. “I – Keldeo, look out! Left!”


As Keldeo turned his horn on the pair of clones sent after him, and used a hoof-blast to knock out a whole swathe of them as well, two more of them slipped through Mewtwo’s shields and closed in on the Maple siblings.

Most of Max’s attention was on keeping track of Casper, Roland and Latios, and he didn’t see the pool of shadow approaching until it was already reforming into a sharp-edged whirlwind of fangs and claws.

“Max!” Cinder gasped, and vanished in a flash of red light – then came out of her Pokéball again less than a second later, still forming from a blur of white when she collided with the shadowy Zoroark. Her fangs flashed, diverting the faux-Pokémon from hitting her trainer, but it was tougher than a Beat Up double – snarling and thrashing, it resisted Cinder’s Bite for several seconds, and when it finally gave up and collapsed back into a streamer of diffuse purple-black smoke Cinder let out a sigh of relief.

Then she yelped, suddenly noticing the pain from before, and put a paw to her chest – staring as it came away wet.

“Blood,” Max said. “Cinder, you need to get over to Jirachi and the others and get healed!”

He picked up the Dark-type with a huff of effort. “Are you okay to walk, or-”

Another Shadow Zoroark clone pounced, then dissolved in a stream of water.

“And stay away!” May’s Wartortle insisted, wrapping the water around her like a long cloak. “There’s no telling how far I’ll go when one of my friends is in danger!”

“Thanks,” Cinder said, wincing. “I… think I’d better go by Pokéball, Max.”

“Right,” Max agreed, returning her, then hurried over to the medical area.


Ambipom backed slowly as her opponent pressured her, bats in all four hands and a set of iron ping-pong balls bouncing back and forth between her and the frustrated Beedrill. “It’s called a rally!”

“Where did you even get those iron ping-pong balls, senorita?” Ludicolo asked, bouncing from foot to foot in a little miniature raincloud. “That seems to me to be the bigger question here.”

“Does it matter?” Ambipom asked. “And why exactly are you making it rain, anyway? It’s kind of inconvenient for me.”

“Well, that’s because it is convenient for others, of course,” Ludicolo replied. “For example, your teammate needs the water in case he is interested in extra ice!”

“A fair point,” Ambipom admitted. “But-”

“Duck!” Ludicolo instructed, without preamble, and fired a barrage of Razor Leaves. They barely inconvenienced the Beedrill Ambipom had been fighting before she hit the ground, but hammered into something hiding in the Beedrill’s shadow, and Ambipom sprang upright before hammering all her remaining iron ping-pong balls at it in a volley.

The shadow Zoroark clone dissolved, and Ambipom panted a few times before throwing her bats at the Beedrill. Three of them got impaled on the stingers, and the last one clonked it on the head and knocked it out.

“Those were competition grade,” Dawn’s Pokémon complained.

“Senorita, I promise you that if we get out of this I will buy you replacements,” Ludicolo told her. “Now find something else to fight with!”

“Hmm…” Ambipom said. “Do you know Bullet Seed?”

“As it happens, I do!”


“I have no idea how anyone except Mewtwo or you Porygon guys is supposed to keep track of everything that’s going on,” Drew admitted. “I – Crawdaunt, look out!”

The water-type spun his shellsabers and intercepted an attack with them, sending up a crash of sparks.

“It helps when you tell me which way to look out from,” Crawdaunt said, then deactivated one shellsaber. The electricity that had been sparking around it all collapsed back into his claw, and he waved it in an arc to send out a spray of lightning bolts.

“Sorry,” Drew replied. “I’m more used to, what, four Pokémon being involved at once? Not this many!”

The Dark-typed crustacean scuttled to the side a little, then twisted his claw with a tchack to switch it from blade to bubblebeam. He fired out an incredibly badly aimed stream of water blobs, none of which hit the darting shadow he was pointing his claw at, but the barrage did hit and smash three other ones running alongside it.

Drew blinked, and by the time he realized the shadow was coming directly for him it was almost on top of him. A whirl of sharp darkness and honed claws swiped at him, tearing the sleeve on his hastily raised arm, then the shadows got smashed to pieces by a thrown rock.

“W…what was that?” Drew asked, blinking a few times in shock, then felt his arm gingerly around the tears. “Oow… I think it cut me…”

My recommendation is that you see Brock, his assigned Porygon assistant stated. That injury should be cleaned and bandaged, just in case.

“Right,” Drew said, putting his hand to his head for a moment, then looking for Brock. “That sounds like a really good idea…”


Not far away, Metagross meditated on the nature of truth and illusions.

Their minds exchanged information back and forth in a complex matrix, like juggling, except that it was a kind of juggling where one or another of the jugglers would periodically forget what they were doing and have to be reintroduced to the concept of a ball. Reminders on Galactic flashed about in an arabesque, keeping the gestalt Metagross mostly well informed, and the Psychic-type slammed a metal foot down to generate a pulse of kinetic energy before raising the foot again and firing it at a luckless Graveler.

The normal definition of reality is that it is the thing which continues existing even if you do not believe in it, Metagross mused, steely body pulsing faintly and shielding against a barrage of Pin Missile attacks from a Jolteon.

I wonder if it can truly be said that Team Galactic exists at all? Certainly they are there, but-

Metagross switched focus as two Pokémon came forwards to attack at once, one a Hydreigon and the other a Kommo-o. Both Pokémon seethed with the dark energy of a Shadow Pokémon, and the Psychic-type raised all four legs at once and began hovering off the ground.

They focused their attention on the Hydreigon first, firing a Flash Cannon, and the Kommo-o surged forwards with a clatter of scales into the vulnerable spot. A beam of light came flashing past, along with an Aura Sphere, and three-quarters of Metagross’ awareness considered the actions of their trainer with approval as Ash came blurring into the fight to take the pressure off them.

The other quarter was quickly brought back up to speed, and Metagross parried a two-mouthed Flamethrower attack from the Hydreigon with a flash of shielding and a pulse of null-gravity to deprive the flames of convective force. Metagross then used Hyper Beam, slamming the Dark-type bodily backwards in the air, and absently crushed a Zoroark clone with a free foot before preparing a Zap Cannon attack.

The Shadow Hydreigon roared three Dark Pulses at once, the overlapping null-psychic interference forcing Metagross to land so they didn’t crash, and then its two arms became the jaws of an immense Crunch attack. Metagross raised their legs to hold it open, and it became a test of strength as Ash fought the Kommo-o not ten yards away.

All in all, this was a good day so far.


“This is just… really infuriating,” Brock said, looking Dawn’s Quilava over. “I know Pokémon sometimes get hurt, but this is… something else.”

Dawn nodded. “I know… is he going to be okay?”

“I think so,” Brock replied. “It’s a shallow cut, so it’s mostly going to have been painful rather than anything else. You said he hit his head?”

The Coordinator half-reached out. “Yes, that Shadow Zoroark construct threw him at the ground just before he hit it with the Flamethrower.”

“It sounds like that’s why he’s out cold, then,” Brock told her. “Chansey and the others are going to be able to take good care of him.”

“Right,” Dawn agreed, then winced as Mewtwo’s shield pulsed with an impact. “This is just… I feel like we’re really under a lot of pressure. Do you think they have any healing over there, because it might be a battle of attrition if they do…”

“Ash would know, he’s the one who can see through solid objects – but I think he’s kind of busy right now,” Brock said. “Though it does seem like most of the Galactic Pokémon aren’t actually trying to do more than knock our own Pokémon out. And they seem to be having Dialga and Palkia doing something which keeps them too occupied to use on us.”

He looked over at Molly, who was still mostly focused on what she was doing – an alphabet of Unown hovering around her as she made little gestures fraught with meaning, and as the air around her pulsed with energy.

“Maybe what Molly’s doing is going to help,” he said. “But what really worries me is that I don’t think we’re seeing everything they’ve got… that pair of Shadow dragons over there is new. Maybe they’re waiting until our Pokémon are tired out before doing something really big.”

“I really hope you’re wrong, Brock,” Dawn winced. “But why aren’t they just hitting us with everything at once?”

The whole of Spear Pillar lit up for a moment as Pikachu electrocuted something extremely hard, and Dawn chuckled.

“Oh, yeah, right… area attacks…”


“This guy just doesn’t give up, does he?” Primeape demanded, bristling, then lunged in on the attack. His fists glowed with an almost-solid coating of Aura, and he lashed out with both of them at once – only for the Shadow Lucario to twist and block, using a pair of bone staffs which formed instantly to take the blow and shattered almost as quickly from the force of the impact.

Primeape bounced back, hit the ground, and launched himself straight at Shadow Lucario again. Roland flashed into the battle when he was halfway there, a four-element combined blade flashing, and swung it at the Shadow Lucario with one hand while his other hand maintained a steely Smart Strike for defence. That helped a little, as the Shadow Lucario had to waste a blow on smashing it before turning his attention to Roland himself, and a blast of unfocused dark Aura knocked Roland backwards before he could strike – but Primeape got his blow in, hammering into the corrupted Fighting-type with a powerful Close Combat.

Following up on his success, Primeape hit again in close succession, and then again – using bursts of Aura from his feet to keep him close enough to chain the attacks, aiming for a continuous combo that wouldn’t let the Lucario react. He got five attacks off, each of them stunning blows, before the Shadow Pokémon simply flung him away with another eruption of untyped Aura.

Reaching out with his paws, Shadow Lucario physically grasped the sizzling Aura he’d used a moment before where it hung floating in the air – too dense to simply dissolve. Twisting it around, he pulled it together into coherency… then, a second later, snapped it taut and cracked it like a whip.

A ravening gout of flame cracked out at Primeape, setting his fur on fire, and Shadow Lucario turned his new weapon on Roland. The Gallade crossed his blades, making one water and the other ice, but what hit him was a surge of electrical energy as streams of vicious Aura transmuted to whatever element Shadow Lucario wanted right that moment.

Keldeo swung his blade down and fired a Fireblade attack, forcing Shadow Lucario to block, and Mega Lucario charged forwards into the gap. His paws sizzled with blue light as he compressed his own pure Aura into a defensive barrier, and he took hold of the multi-elemental whip before shifting his stance slightly and bodily yanking it out of Shadow Lucario’s grasp.

Hurling it into the air, where it destabilized and exploded, Mega Lucario disdained paying any further attention to it to instead pressure the Shadow Pokémon further. The two Aura Pokémon fought in a dizzying display of close-combat mixed with snapcast Aura tricks, neither of them allowing the other even a second to work up something larger, and the flares and arcs of azure or corrosive purple which flashed out from both successful attacks and blows turned away filled the air with what seemed like a continual haze.

“Water!” Mega Lucario called, and Keldeo launched a Hydro Pump from both his hooves at once. His teammate took the water in a grip of Aura and shaped it, turning it into a weapon and a shield, and it lasted perhaps three seconds before the Shadow Lucario filled it with solar energy before detonating it with a Firepunch. The corrupted Shadow Pokémon followed up his attack with an Aura Sphere, and Roland teleported in for just long enough to block it before zipping away again.

Then Shadow Lucario committed heavily to an attack, accepting a brutal kick to the torso in order to knock Mega Lucario to the ground. Ash’s Pokémon flipped back, springing away to recover, and the Shadow Pokémon blew up the ground underneath him to force him into the air before landing a Sky Uppercut which knocked him flying.

Keldeo took off straight up, catching Mega Lucario on his back, and below Roland pressed the engagement closely again – his blades a whirl of colour and light as he brought time for Mega Lucario to recover his equilibrium.


“How is it going?” Cyrus asked, his back to Charon – most of his attention on the battle going on throughout the Spear Pillar.

“We’d do better if we had Giratina,” Charon replied. “The event horizon has formed, and we’re expanding it, but it’s not going as fast as it could – we’re fighting Hawking radiation.”

Cyrus nodded. “Understood. Continue.”

He waved a hand. “Mars. Are you sure you can’t get at the trainers?”

“We’re doing our best,” Mars told him. “That’s Mewtwo, though – one of the strongest Pokémon ever recorded. Frankly I consider it an achievement he’s not crushed us, and we are winning by attrition.”

“Slowly,” Charon said. “But surely, I suppose. Very well. And tell Jupiter and Saturn to be ready with their reserves – and if that shield goes down, take out the trainers immediately.”

“Yes, sir,” Mars agreed.

Charon turned back to the battle, then frowned slightly. “What is that?”

Mars followed his view, and blinked. “I… don’t know…”


The almost-forgotten portal to the outside world rippled, then something came through – several somethings, Legendary Pokémon flying through all at once.

Latias and Latios. Lugia. Kyurem. Reshiram and Zekrom, the last two dragons carrying Dialga and Palkia underneath them.

Max did a double-take. “Wait – what the heck? May, look?”

His sister turned to stare, and so did Gary and Zoey.

“That doesn’t look possible,” Gary said, as the Reshiram and the Zekrom flew overhead before dropping their passengers with a crash. “There’s only one Dialga and one Palkia, and they’re over there!”

“I… don’t think those are Pokémon,” May replied.

There was a feedback screech, and the newcomer Latias and Latios launched out a salvo of projectiles which impacted on the Shadow Moltres overhead – almost hiding it in a cloud of explosions – as the newly arrived Tao Trio began gaining height and the Lugia shrugged off a salvo of beam attacks.

“This time I don’t want to hear anyone complaining about the motto!” Jessie called out. “Because, no matter how you look at it, we are definitely protecting the world from devastation this time!”


“That’s Team Rocket,” Brock realized, blinking. “I mean… I kind of get it, but at the same time… how?”

There was a shuff as a shoulder-launched missile flashed out from the Team Galactic area, followed a moment later by a flick of white light and a bang as the warhead exploded some way short of the target.

That was a white-light laser, Dragon stated, her projector flashing as it manifested her body for her to have a better look – her voice almost drowned out by the roar of turbofans as the Mecha Latios banked around. Point defence? That’s not exactly easy.

Her form shivered, flickering for a moment, then shunted her over to her Pokédex as a new hard-light projection took shape on her armoured projector. This one was much less like a normal Porygon, a vector-drawing of a reptile with two legs and two batlike arm-wings, and it began to speak as soon as it stabilized.

Hi Mom! Sorry about being rude, but I still have your access codes. You might want to change them, by the way. But that’s not important right now – what is important is that I’m multiplexed across, like, eight different giant robots, and I can’t help run the avionics on all of them. But you’ve got loads of siblings who can come up and help, right?

The draconic construct waved a wing. Oh, and hello everyone else. I’m Wyvern, you’ve never heard of me but I’ve heard of you. I’m kind of an accidental fork-clone of Dragon, so… surprise?

I’d make a joke about grounded, but we’re busy, Dragon replied. Transferring… all right, you should have your uncles and aunts for assistance in a moment.

Thanks, Mom, Wyvern replied. We’ll catch up later, okay? And you should really change your security codes.

“So… changing the locks once the kid’s moved out?” Dawn asked.

Shut up, Dragon grumbled.


The Reshiram-bot banked, turbine howling as it maintained temperature for the heat-ray, and Cacturne did her best to grip her seat with her needles.

Wincing as half-a-dozen heavy attacks hit the armour, she triggered the heat-ray and swept it over a group of Team Galactic grunts – the internal targeting system spotting anything that looked like a weapon and quickly heating it up, until they had to drop it and the internals of the guns or missile launchers broke down from overload.

Only a moment later the Shadow Birds overhead took an interest in her, and a blast of black lightning smacked into the craft. The armour was tough, but Cacturne winced as she left the couch for a moment before thumping back down.

There was a sudden change to the engine pitch and the Reshiram slid sideways, avoiding the next attack, and Cacturne blinked as the screen changed in front of he.

BabbageOs installing, a voice said. Making A Difference. Engine. Hello, you’re Cacturne without a nickname I take it?

“Yep!” Cacturne confirmed, most of her attention back on steering the giant robot – trying to line up a shot with the heat-ray on Shadow Articuno. Her hand flicked half a dozen switches on a countermeasures control at once, triggering a salvo of flares which dazzled Shadow Zapdos and led a heat-seeking missile fired from the ground to thump into that instead of the craft. “Thanks for the help, I think Wyvern was kind of overloaded.”

The mecha-Kyurem swept past in the other direction, shooting a freeze ray at the still-dazed Shadow Zapdos, but by now Team Galactic was starting to redirect the attention of their ground-based Pokémon as well. A shower of high-speed attacks flashed up at the Rocket mechas, some of them getting though the Porygon-operated point defence, and Babbage let out an electronic sigh.

Fenris needs to improve his algorithms, that one shouldn’t have reached the Mecha Kyurem, the Porygon opined, then winced. Whoops!

Cacturne threw them into a hard skew turn, the mecha’s turbine keening as it shunted power to the lift fans, and the Mecha Reshiram nearly crashed into the ground before levelling out and shooting a salvo of rockets up at Shadow Moltres.

I’ll concentrate on helping you, shall I? Babbage decided. Good, um, cactus.


“Wow!” Donphan said, staring up at the fighting overhead, then ducked reflexively as the robotic Latias passed about four feet over his head – spinning on its axis, then firing out a salvo of countermeasures more as a shotgun attack than anything. The shower of flares peppered Shadow Articuno with burning fragments for a second or two, until the Ice-type shredded them with Sheer Cold, and a rain of icy shards came flying back down at the faux-Dragon type – but by the time they reached where the target had been, it was elsewhere.

“My friend, you should pay attention to the fight,” the Rota Lucario advised, landing next to Donphan for a moment.

“Right, sorry!” Donphan agreed, and spun up to speed with a quick Rollout. He skidded on the glassy floor surface, then got traction, and shot forwards towards a likely-looking target.

The Rota Lucario ran alongside him, then just behind, letting the Ground-type shield him from the Electric attacks their Electivire target launched his way. One came high enough to pass over Donphan’s spinning form, and the Rota Lucario dropped down to slide along on one arm for a moment so the attack shot over his head.

Rising back to his feet, he fired an Aura spike – one without the huge force Ash’s Mega Lucario could put behind it, so it was nothing more than a fingerflick at that range, but enough to make the Electivire flinch. Thus distracted, he didn’t dodge out of the way in time when Donphan ran him over.

“Take that!” Donphan announced, spinning in mid-air, then dropped down for an Earthquake. Sir Aaron’s Lucario jumped with the accompaniment of a burst of Aura, so he was airborne for the moment the attack pulsed out, and a surprised Darmanitan staggered back before turning to punch out at Lucario.

The Fighting-type caught the attack with a pulse of Aura, then saw something blur towards him at speed. Donphan slugged him in the side, driven by a massive burst of psychic force from a Shadow Alakazam, and both Pokémon went flying through the air towards the opposite wall.

Wincing, Aaron’s Lucario twisted to point his footpaws towards the wall, and used a burst of Aura-jet rockets to slow himself – then gasped, as the effort sent a spike of pain through his torso. One forepaw caught Donphan, so the Ground-type didn’t hit the wall either, and Lucario landed with a skid before rolling over once and managing to brake to a stop.

“Ow,” he said, succinctly. “I think that’s a rib…”

Donphan seemed to be out cold, though thankfully his Aura was still strong.

“What a mess.”


“Whoops – whoa!” Staraptor said, doubling back to avoid taking a hit from a big gout of flame. “That’s very bad manners.”

The Shadow Moltres shot another stream of shadowy fire down at him, and Staraptor halted in mid-air – flipping over backwards and swinging his wings as cutting edges towards the oncoming attack. Each swipe sent a blade of air upwards, disrupting the leading edge of the Shadow Fire, and finally Staraptor crossed his wings over his chest before sweeping them both out at once in an X-motion.

The Shadow Fire fell apart, cut into four sections, and Staraptor flipped over to pull out of his dive just before he hit the ground.

“Hey, Buizel!” he called, spotting the Water-type not far off the ground – hovering on a jet of water, shooting ice attacks at an enemy Tangrowth. “Want to help me swat a Fire-type?”

“Bit busy right now,” Buizel replied, as Staraptor came around for another pass.

Frowning, Staraptor looked closer, and saw that the Tangrowth was trying to Constrict Piplup and Pachirisu. Some of its vines were reaching out for Buizel as well, but the Water-type’s ice missiles were managing to remain on top of things there at least.

“Well, allow me to expostulate,” the Flying-type decided. He hammered the air with his wings, slowing himself to a stalling speed, then dropped right down in front of the Tangrowth with both wings held ready.

A moment to adjust his stance, and he waded in with Wing Attacks in a blur of flashing feathers and the occasional Peck. The sheer lack of sophistication of the strategy took Tangrowth aback, and it tried to snag his wings to reel him in.

Buizel watched the next few seconds with interest, taking the opportunity to catch his breath, then nodded. “Nice.”

Staraptor brushed his wings together, examining the tied-in-knots Tangrowth. “Thanks. You two will be okay, right?”

Piplup gave Staraptor an incredulous look.

“Forget I asked,” Staraptor decided.

“We’ll be fine,” Pachirisu said. “And thanks for the save, though… I don’t get what it has to do with expostulating.”

“I’ll have to explain!” Staraptor said, and Buizel flicked him with both tails. “Later.”

The two took off, Buizel a moment later to avoid splashing Staraptor with his Aqua Jet, and the Water-type dropped into a flank position a moment later.

“So, there’s some sort of plan here?” Buizel asked.

“Glad you asked!” Staraptor replied. “Basically I need covering water to stop me from catching fire. Apart from that, you decide.”

Buizel did a roll. “Whatever.”

Taking that as a go-ahead, Staraptor accelerated – climbing into the space in the middle of the Spear Pillar’s pocket reality, then banking around a little to come in on an interception course with the now-battered Shadow Moltres.

The corrupted Fire-type noticed him, and shot a spike of flame at him, but Buizel followed the plan and shot an extra-sized Hydro Pump ahead of him. The blast of water nearly stopped him in his tracks, but it was also enough to soak up the heat of the Shadow Fire blast, and Staraptor shot through the resulting cloud of hot mist without more than a wince.

Team Rocket’s Mecha-Latis salvoed laserfire at the Shadow Bird trio at about the same time, distracting Shadow Moltres from really concentrating on Staraptor, and then he was close enough to give Shadow Moltres a smack on the side of the head with his wing. Flipping around with the force of the impact, he cupped his wings for a moment to steal some momentum from Shadow Moltres’ airstream and pull up into a chase position.

The Mecha-Kyurem’s freeze ray blasts went past them both, one getting a glancing blow on Shadow Moltres, and the Fire-type screeched in rage and pain before detonating in a massive wash of flame. Staraptor got more than just singed by the defensive attack, but powered through – helped by a steady stream of water missiles from Buizel which kept his temperature down – to smack Shadow Moltres on first one wing, then the other.

Shadow Moltres turned his head, aiming his beak for Staraptor to knock him out of the air with a Shadow Fire attack, then gulped as Buizel hit him on the underside of the beak with a contact Aqua Jet. The Water-type blurred around in a series of C-shaped trajectories after that, icy water spilling out as he hit Shadow Moltres again and again – the top of the head, the back, both wings several times – and Staraptor got in as well, pulling back before using a short-range Brave Bird and smacking into the Fire-type.

“Hey, Pidgeot!” he called, flying up a little. “Delifticate us!”

Pidgeot complied, throwing a Tailwind at them which cancelled out all the lift from the wings of both Flying-types, and Shadow Moltres finally realized what the Pokémon he was fighting were trying to do – but Buizel and Staraptor had smacked him too many times before he realized what was going on, and he was already in a dive.

The corrupted Pokémon fired a massive blast of flame down at the ground, wanting to cause an explosion he could use to lift him back to altitude, but Staraptor had thought of that as well – they came crashing down right on top of Misty’s team, and her collection of Water-types were able to produce and control enough water between them to soak up the entire blast and vent it out as steam somewhere else.

Buizel, Staraptor and Shadow Moltres all crashed into Misty’s Terrain, and the Fire-type’s flames sizzled as they tried to burn despite being underwater. Shadow Moltres did his best to wrestle his way to the edge of the water, as well, but Mega Gyarados was on top of him and wrapping him in coils of Water-type to keep him from escaping.

Golduck waved a hand, and Staraptor splashed out of the water bubble – feathers askew, covered in scorch marks, and absolutely soaked.

“Totally worth it,” he declared. Then he winced, as Mega Latias took a direct hit from a missile.

She still looked all right, protected by her shield, but that had to have stung…


“Misty’s Togekiss just got hit,” Drew pointed, singling out where the Fairy-type was surrounded by shadowy tendrils reaching up from the ground below. Flashes of rose flame spurted out as Togekiss tried to escape by using Sacred Fire, and after a long moment of tension Dawn’s Togekiss came swooping in and blasted the whole mass with Dazzling Gleam.

Misty’s Togekiss exploded out of the mass, but she seemed the worse for wear, and after a long moment Mewtwo nodded. One of the Pokéballs orbiting him flashed, returning her, and again a moment later to send her out again.

“Hey!” Togekiss protested. “That’s not fair!”

Togekiss, you should already know that we cannot be sure, Mewtwo told her, hands glowing faintly as he maintained the bunker shield. Just about every Pokémon here would keep fighting through serious pain and injury to help their friends, and so we must make sure you are genuinely all right to keep fighting.

Togekiss humphed. “I know you don’t like it, though.”

She looked towards the Shadow Zoroark fight still going on, where Casper was throwing Shadow Balls around as if they were free and swiping with his Shadow Claws every time he was even vaguely in trouble, and shook her head. “And… that Shadow Zoroark, and all the Shadow Pokémon – they’re in so much pain, and rage, and loss… I want to help them, but I don’t know how.”

Raising her wings to take off again, Togekiss winced suddenly.

I saw that, Mewtwo told her. Over to the medical area so Dragon and Brock can check you over.


“No sign of Giratina,” Charon said, half to himself. “That’s strange. I suppose it’s possible that they might have worked out that that’s what we want, but…”

He waved his hand up at the battle in the sky, where Legendary Pokémon and Mega-Evolutions and several giant robots fought back and forth. “It looks like they’re using everything else.”

“So what good is all the prep work we did?” Saturn asked him. “Can this even work without Giratina?”

“Yes, it can work without Giratina,” Charon told him. “As I distinctly said, the event horizon has formed and it’s expanding. Before long we’ll be past the asymptotic zone and the pressure trying to close it off will ease – that’s much easier in here because the conception of ‘space’ it’s being pressured by is smaller – and then we can start feeding in the stored power as well. At that point we won’t need the expertise of Dialga and Palkia, just their power, to open the aperture.”

“That’s… good,” Saturn guessed.

His Toxicroak frowned, looking around, and Saturn looked over at him. “What is it? Is something wrong?”

The Poison-type twitched, looking like he was about to react to something, then paused. Again.

“That looks like Anticipation,” Charon said. “I wonder if he’s reacting to the formation of-”

A blur came flashing out of the darkness, knocking Toxicroak off his feet, and the blue-and-black Pokémon flipped over once before landing in a combat stance.

The source of the blur slid to a halt as well, a Croagunk who dropped into his own fighting stance, and the two stared at one another for a moment before moving simultaneously into an odd stop-start martial arts battle – neither Pokémon committing enough that they might be hit by the other.

“A Croagunk,” Saturn frowned. “Where did it – how did it get here?”

“It’s been suspected that Anticipation could be tuned to be an effective threat detection system,” Charon replied, one hand on the two Pokéballs on his belt. “It makes sense a Pokémon could sneak through the fighting if-”

“That’s not – ergh,” Saturn said. “What I mean is, could there be any others?”

“Only if they were similarly stealthy,” Charon told him.

“That’s what I wanted to know. Bronzor, look around – any other Pokémon who shouldn’t be here?”

Saturn’s Bronzor quickly scanned the area, metal face shining as it did, then returned a negative. “Zor.”

“Then hit that Croagunk with a Psychic attack.”

Croagunk dodged high before the attack even fired, flipping over, and fired a salvo of Sludge Bombs at his opponents. They barely even damaged Toxicroak and the one which hit Bronzor splashed off without having any effect whatsoever, though Charon winced as one of the blobs of sizzling poison landed quite close to his rats-nest of equipment.

“Get rid of it before it damages my machinery,” he said, then blinked – looking more closely at the blob.

It seemed to be larger than it should have been.

Then a Forretress appeared out of it, said something, and exploded.

“Stop them!” Charon demanded, throwing both his Pokéballs, and a Rampardos and a Bastiodon emerged with a flash. Both Fossils roared, charging at the highly explosive Bug Pokémon, and the Rampardos stepped on a console with a crunch – wrecking it even more than it already had been.

One of Croagunk’s other Sludge Bombs turned out to have contained a Pokémon as well, this one turning into Steelix, and the Steel-type slammed Toxicroak with his tail before Mega-Evolving in a flare of light.

Croagunk caught both borrowed Pokéballs as he landed, one in each hand, and watched the chaos develop.


AN:

Naturally, with a battle this big and this important, it’s very hard to keep track. As far as possible, just about everyone able to get an appearance has one, but there’s so many of them that I simply can’t provide an account of where everyone is at all times…

Also, Team Rocket’s Giant Robots.






294. Battle Finale of Legend - 3


This is the third of four chapters today.


“How are you holding up, Mimey?” Brock asked, as his Key Stone glowed.

“Fine, fine, fine, fine, fine!” Mimey answered. His hands waved back and forth a little, reinforcing the walls of solid psychic force before making a pushing motion, and he turned to look back at Brock. “A few nasty attacks have come in, but I’ve stopped them all so far – I’m using a flowing shield trick, where I solidify a wall and then push it out so I can build another one behind it.”

“Interesting,” Brock replied. “Where did you get that from?”

“Repairing a vacuum cleaner without getting all dusty! It’s a long story.”

“Okay, this is going to hurt a little,” Meganium said behind them. “When you take in the Heal Pulse, it’s going to reseat your rib.”

“I know,” Aaron’s Lucario replied. “I am ready.”

“Good,” Meganium replied. “One, two, three.”

Lucario gasped, his muscles tensing up, then relaxed. “That… somehow I expected you to surprise me and do it on one.”

“That trick’s too popular now, everyone knows it,” Meganium advised him. “So I just do it pretty much randomly.”

She looked around. “Dragon? What’s the report on Togekiss?”

Likely primary cause of injury: wrenched wing due to attempt at flight while ensnared, Dragon reported. The injury can be healed, but she will not be able to fly as well as she could for a while.

“Then she’s not going back out into battle,” Meganium ruled, and cut off Togekiss’ protests with a prehensile vine. “No. We’re not going to play games with your health like that, and if you tried to dodge in a way you thought you could but can’t any more you could be hit by friendly attacks, let alone enemy ones.”


What I want to know is, where did they get their hands on all this military hardware? Lugia asked.

Not sure, Mega Latios replied, twisting and skidding around in a turn – trying to get out of range of the Ice Beams the Shadow Articuno was firing at him. The Mecha Zekrom did its best to distract Shadow Articuno with powerful electric attacks, supplemented by help from Mega Charizard and Lugia himself, but it seemed as though Shadow Articuno was getting more comfortable with throwing around enormous amounts of Ice-typed energy – Sheer Cold style cold-snaps flashed out every few seconds, sapping the energy from some attacks and trapping the others in ice that crystallized out of the air.

Mega Latias made a reckless close pass, barely escaping having ice form all over her wings, but the powerful psychic attack coming out of stealth did what the others could not and knocked Shadow Articuno off course from pursuing her brother.

Maybe they just literally walked in and stole it? Mega Latios suggested, checking on his shield for a moment, then saw a puff of smoke from the ground. Look out, missiles!

At least half a dozen big modern surface-to-air missiles lanced up into the air, and Mega Latios struck quickly – firing out a blast of Dragonbreath, which hit one and destroyed the drive stage, then turning to try and get out of the way.

A second wave of missiles launched from the other side of the area Galactic had originally set up in, splitting apart to home in on different targets, and then all the Pokémon were focused mostly on their own safety – trying to avoid the quick-manoeuvering missiles, wrapping themselves in Counter Shield while they flew as quickly as possible.

As the slowest, Lugia opted for a different approach. He firmed up his personal psychic shielding, hovering and turning in mid-air so he could face down towards one of the rising missiles, and destroyed it with a sharp shotgun-blast attack derived from Aeroblast. The other two that had targeted him arrived at the same moment, smashing into the shield and detonating with enough force to knock him backwards in the sky – then Shadow Articuno got him, slamming him with a Blizzard before wrapping him in the incredible cold of her Shadow Chill.

“Lugia!” Mega Latios called, swerving around to help out, then jumped as an explosion went off close enough to make his ears ring.

The Mecha Latios flew past and down, a chunk missing from the wing, then swerved around and launched flares. The last missile up, one aiming for the Mecha Kyurem, switched targets – peppered by the white-light point-defence lasers mounted to the Kyurem, but not stopped by them – and detonated next to the Mecha Latios as well, slewing it sideways and sending it crashing towards the ground.

There was a foomp and Jessie’s Dustox ejected from the cockpit, accompanied by a blue-and-pink Porygon, and the mecha itself hit with a splintering crunch – the sound a kind of counterpoint as Lugia was snatched out of the air by a red recall beam, just before hitting the ground.


Shaking out her wings, Dustox winced. “Okay, that was definitely a good idea, but it didn’t feel like it.”

She glanced up at Mega Latios, still fighting thanks to her interception of the missile aimed at him, then back down at Apollo. “Nice work with the flares. You got any other tricks?”

I can point you over there, you will be helpful, Apollo replied, flashing up an arrow on his body for a moment. Then a high-speed rock came flicking up at them from the ground, and he blocked it with a Reflect screen.

Below them, May’s Glaceon did something – icecrafting a tower with a quick Ice Beam that flicked back and forth like a weaver’s shuttle, then skating up the tower to the peak. She stayed there for only a moment before sliding back down again, but that moment was long enough for a blast of water to come crashing out and hit one of the nearby Galactic Pokémon.

Wondering what was up with that, Dustox rolled sideways – noticing that Apollo had switched to forming a kind of virtual armour over her wings and body – then reached the area he’d pointed her at.

“Good to see you,” Beautifly said. “Hey, can you use a few powder moves? We’re trying to get as much of it into the air as possible.”

“Sure,” Dustox replied, flapping her wings and sending out a Poisonpowder. That was followed by a Stun Spore, then a Sleep Powder, and Beautifly and Butterfree contributed more of their own as well – building up a kind of haze, hidden in the shadow of one of the still-standing pillars.

“Okay, that looks good!” Butterfree called. “Let’s do this! Crobat, any good targets?”

“Yeah, over there,” Crobat replied, dropping down from the head of the pillar where he’d been observing the Galactic side of the Spear Pillar’s contained space. “Croagunk took a hit from that Bronzor, but he’s out now, and he took the others with him – so we can send it over there.”

“Good,” Butterfree said. “Apollo, you have a Fire move, right?”

I do not, but I can provide one. Babbage’s Mecha Reshiram is still flying, or I can emulate something with Mimic.

“Go with that second one,” the Bug-type decided. “Okay, here we go!”

He flapped his wings, and the other two synchronized with him – building up a Quiver Dance, increasing their speed and agility, until on an unseen signal they all moved at once. The cloud came with them, following in the eddies their wings produced at the point where all three slipstreams overlapped, and Apollo reconfigured his vectors for maximum speed and shot up into the sky towards Mega Charizard.

Antennae glowing, Butterfree psychically slapped away the first Rock Throw that came their way. There was a brief blur of interference as Mars’ Bronzor tried to knock them away, but then Beautifly nodded sharply. “Now!”

They all backflipped, beating their wings once in unison, and the mix of powders and poisons shot forwards. Bronzor levitated higher, right up through it, rather than try and push it away or go around, and Butterfree smirked.

“Bang,” he said, and Apollo rocketed back down with Flare Blitz. He pierced through the cloud like an awl, and the whole thing exploded.

The overpressure knocked some of the Galactic Pokémon flying, and Mars’ Purugly was directly beneath the blast; her Bronzor was slightly above the centre of the explosion, but got hit directly by the Flare Blitz and knocked into Saturn’s Bronzor with a loud clang.

“Nice,” Dustox judged. “Though we should probably fly for it now.”


“Okay, ready for another one?” Glaceon checked.

“Yeah, I’m ready,” Skitty said. She crossed her eyes, blowing on her nose a bit. “I’m, like, Assisting so much it’s getting crazy!”

“Guess it is,” Glaceon agreed, chuckling. “I haven’t really been able to tell what half of them are properly. Okay, hold on tight.”

She curled her tail around Skitty’s tail, and exhaled sharply – summoning cold to her paws, and beginning to skate along the ground.

Appearing in the same place every time would be a very bad idea – it would let their opponents know exactly where the feline-vulpine duo were going to turn up every time, not to mention it wouldn’t get great Contest points – so Glaceon skated them off to the side a little, picking somewhere more-or-less at random before accelerating.

Inhaling for a Blizzard, she produced an icy ramp and skated up it. As she reached the top, she flung Skitty in the air to give her line of sight for using the Assist ball the Normal-type was already preparing.

Skitty was just about at the apex when the ball burst – and a startling orange glow enveloped her, holding her in place without letting her drop back to the catching ramp Glaceon had created. Energy surged into her and through her, more than anything she’d experienced before, and then out again in an intense pulse it was almost impossible to aim or direct.

The orange light rose to the very apex of the pocket-reality that was the Spear Pillar, arcing gradually downwards, then exploded in a flash and became a dozen streaks of pink light – streaks that blazed like lightning bolts, screaming like express trains and falling to the ground at incredible speed.

For a moment, the fighting all but stopped as everyone looked around to see the unbelievable ferocity of the attack – or get out of the way, as the uncontrolled barrage marched across the Spear Pillar almost at random. Each one exploded violently as it hit something, one of them sheering off the turbine tail of the Mecha Reshiram and another slamming Mega Latias into the ground from the recoil as it hit her shield, while a third blew the Shadow Alakazam bodily into the air and a fourth shattered the unused one of Galactic’s Red Chains.

Skitty collapsed back to the ground with a thud, and Glaceon picked her gently off the ice ramp she’d landed on.

“Like… ow?” Skitty managed. “What, like… happened?”

“Good question,” Glaceon replied. “But let’s get you help first.”

She crouched and sprang, an icy trail appearing below her paws, and headed towards the medical section.


“What was that?” Zoey asked, blinking. “I… don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like that attack.”

She looked down at Rooster. “Is that anything you’re familiar with?”

As an Assist-generated attack, it should be one which is normally used by one of Skitty’s teammates, Rooster told her. However, no good match can be found for what that attack was.

“That’s just bizarre,” Zoey summarized, then exhaled in relief as she spotted Mega Latias rising back into the air – carrying Cacturne in her arms, and her shield blocking an Ice Beam attack from the ground before she spun and boosted for the area under friendly control. “Phew, I was worried about her…”

Shaking her head, Zoey checked on the Pokémon she was working with – Buizel was still up and fighting, now helping Misty out, while Staraptor had been sent in no uncertain terms to the medical area, and Torterra-

Something came blurring in towards her, and Zoey dove to the floor without thinking about it – the attack whistling over her head, and pinging off the wall. There was a hard clatter as her earbud fell out, rolling off across the glassy surface, and she gasped for a moment at her lack of breath.

Sableye! Rooster warned, and Zoey rolled over to see – lying on her back would be just as safe as lying on her front. She spotted the Ghost-type, readying a second Power Gem attack in its claws.

A swirl of sand appeared in front of her, blocking her view, and there was a rocky thump as the Power Gem bounced off it.

“Gliis,” Ash’s Gliscor said, her voice stern, and Zoey blinked – already missing the simultaneous translation she’d been getting from Rooster’s earbud. “Cor!”

The sand eddied and then pounced, sweeping down around Sableye, and Gliscor dove through it with her claws raised to X-Scissor the half-Ghost Pokémon.

Wincing, Zoey retrieved the earbud and put it back in – tapping it once to check it was working.

Testing, Rooster stated, and Zoey nodded.

“Thanks,” she said, then, directing it towards Gliscor.

“I think it must have snuck through Mewtwo’s shields while phased out,” Gliscor judged. “I’ll go and tell Noctowl to start doing Foresight sweeps in case any other Ghosts do.”

She patted Zoey on the shoulder. “Cool reactions, by the way! That was really good.”

“Thanks,” Zoey said again, not sure what else to say. “I… guess I understand even more what Dawn was going through now?”


Kari glowed a pale green as Ash pushed Aura into her, powering her up with Leaf Blade. The shimmering green energy made his strikes a little faster, allowing him to keep up with blocking the near-continual rain of Bone Rush strikes Shadow Lucario was raining down on him.

Each of the Aura-construct weapons was lasting maybe one or two exchanges of blows before shattering, and Ash’s arms ached a little despite Aura reinforcement – the wells of energy in his storage stones letting him keep up the fight for this long.

He stepped back a pace, then another, steadily giving ground to avoid being overwhelmed, and crackling purplish shards of shattered faux-bone fell all around him as Shadow Lucario kept up the assault.

Then, between one step and the next, the shadowed Fighting-type switched from using Bone Rush to close-combat. Both paws came darting in, and Ash swung Kari to block one with an audible krung.

The other whipped past his side at a distance of less than an inch, the seething shadow energy getting close enough to part some of the threads on his clothes, and he twisted away from the forepaw and kicked out at it – just in time, knocking it away as the Shadow Lucario formed an Aura Sphere before smashing it into a cloud of seekers.

Ash pushed hard, swinging Kari across to force Shadow Lucario away, and switched from Leaf Blade to Secret Sword – moving his Honedge in a blurring golden pattern which intercepted every last one of the seeker spheres in the less-than-a-second before Shadow Lucario closed back in with a Force Palm spike. The attack hit a Protect shield Ash raised over his left arm, knocking the main force of it away, and Ash followed up by turning his Secret Sword into a Secret Sword beam.

The impact knocked Shadow Lucario bodily away with a bright flash as the wave of golden-bronze Aura met the seething shadow energy covering Lucario’s torso, and he flipped over twice before landing with a scrape of metal claws against glassy substrate.

Crawdaunt advanced up to Ash’s side, claws ready, and activated both shellsabers. “Now…”

There was a long moment of silence, as the Shadow Lucario began gathering Aura again.

“Sorry, I’ve got nothing,” Crawdaunt admitted. “I don’t do well with good guy quips.”

Apparently taking that as a signal, the Shadow Lucario hurled a beam of sunlight at Crawdaunt – which deflected off his crossed shellsabers, flashing up towards the roof of the contained space – then charged back in, flinging two wicked blades of air at Ash before creating two more in his paws and attacking with both at once.


“Yah!” Manaphy announced, waving his flippers. Water pooled around him and around Kingler, then part of it shattered into hundreds of individual tiny droplets – just as the Shadow Zoroark sent a wave of shadow at them which transformed into a Thunderbolt attack.

The voltage blew away the cloud of droplets, but in doing so it expended itself – and Manaphy replenished the water in a trice.

“Okay, now!” he added, and Kingler raised both of his claws. A bubble of water enveloped them both, and Kingler swivelled the appendages once each – producing a faint double click.

Then he closed them, one fractionally ahead of the other.

A twinned Crabhammer pulse burst out through the water, and Manaphy used the force of it to accelerate some of his water to a much higher speed than he could normally manage – sending out a horizontal spray across the whole area.

Shadow Zoroark flinched, then screeched, and most of the shadowstuff it was shaping into weapons or attacks dissolved under the pressure. It hung there for a moment, like purple smoke rather than the more solid material it had been, then began to reform again – and Kingler’s pincers slammed closed a second time.

Manaphy kept shifting the water around in other ways as well, shaping lances and other fluid projectiles to keep the Shadow Zoroark busy. The Dark-type Pokémon howled, flinging waves of darkness at Manaphy, and then got blindsided and tackled by Casper.

The Water-type legendary relaxed a little, and panted. “Wow, that was hard to keep up…”

“I think it was very impressive,” Kingler assured him.


“How is it looking?” Charon asked. “Are those cross-links in place?”

“Yes, sir,” one of his assistants reported. “We’re ready to begin the power transfer.”

“Good,” Charon replied.

Cyrus walked over, unflinching despite the continual rumble and boom of the fighting still going on. “Charon. Are we on schedule?”

“A bit behind, I’m afraid,” Charon told him. “The event horizon has crossed over into stability, so we can begin feeding additional power in, but we’ve only just got the storage equipment hooked back up after the incident earlier. It would have helped more if we had Giratina to aid us as well, but…”

“Of course,” Cyrus said, accepting the point. “Then begin the transfer as soon as possible.”

Charon hurried to comply. “All right, switching in the generators.”

A relay went clack, and the dimensional flux generators began to spool up.

“So what do those things actually do, anyway?” Saturn asked, looking over at them as they began to thrum.

“They’re based off the same principle as antigravity,” Charon answered absently, as he linked in power reservoirs one and two and a blue glow developed. “Just adapted to provide space warping energy instead of mere antigravity; using them here we’ll be able to force the gate open faster.”

He examined his console. “There we go… hmm. That’s strange-”

A rock bounced across the glassy floor towards him, sliding the last few dozen feet and thumping gently to a stop.

Then it twitched, and moved – rising up by itself, and forming a shield of solid crystal across the controls.

“What?” Charon asked. “That-”

He turned, and spotted a Geodude throwing him the peace-sign. “Stop that Geodude!”

One of the nearby Galactic Grunts threw a Pokéball, sending out a Gastrodon, and Geodude turned – returning himself with a flash of red.

“This is bad, right?” Saturn checked.

“Yes, this is bad!” Charon replied. “Without at least one control console working, I can’t transfer in new capacitors. The first pair were more efficient than I expected, but if those are the only ones I can use it’ll cause further delays.”

He rummaged in his toolset, producing a high-carbon steel tool, and scraped at the surface. Nothing happened, not even a scratch, and he put his fingers on his forehead.

“It’s harder than steel,” he summarized. “We’d need a diamond or boron drill to get this off…”

“So, what do you recommend?” Cyrus asked.

“Keep Dialga and Palkia charging the portal as long as possible,” Charon replied. “And see if I can get something set up to replace the console.”


“I’m getting worried about whatever it is Galactic are doing,” Cynthia pronounced. “They’re not just fighting here because they want to beat us, they want to do something, and the longer we let them do it…”

She shook her head. “I don’t like the sound of letting them do it.”

The Mecha Lugia shot overhead, turning and using a finely-balanced set of energy shields to divert a potent attack away from it, and Cynthia winced at the bang before nodding to herself. “Okay. Laocoon, can you get me a picture of what’s going on over at the Galactic base of operations?”

She studied it for several seconds. “Right. I think that might just work… Gabite!”

Ash’s Gabite shoved away the Metang he’d been fighting, and Tyranitar turned to smash it with his tail – knocking it hard, hurling it away from the area. It would be back, but not immediately, and Gabite glanced at it to make sure before running over to Cynthia. “What do you need?”

“See this picture?” Cynthia asked, pointing him at Laocoon’s screen. “Do your best to shoot the red things.”

“Oh, cool!” Gabite agreed. “I can do that!”

Cynthia nodded, and turned her attention to Tyranitar.

“Just to make sure – you know Hyper Beam?” she asked.

Tyranitar nodded a confirmation.

“Good,” Cynthia said, and pointed. “I need you to use a Hyper Beam into that battle there.”

Tyranitar looked, was momentarily puzzled, then he began to charge up. A blue light lit up the base of his tail, growing in strength and intensity and jumping from spine to spine, and he set his stance by planting both feet firmly with his tail down as the third leg of a tripod – not so much to stay upright now, but for the recoil.

Then he fired. A beam of bright blue light lanced across the battlefield, passing not far from the Dialga mech Team Rocket had brought along, and hit Casper in the back.

It passed right through him, and exploded with stunning force on the Shadow Zoroark he was fighting – blowing away all the shadows in the area, launching Shadow Zoroark clear into the wall with a thump, and leaving a tracery of blue light along the path before it finally dissipated.


“That’s probably not good,” Mars said, wincing. “We’ve still got some tough Pokémon going, right?”

“Yeah, a few,” Jupiter agreed. “Though, uh – wait, lookout!”

She pointed, and Cyrus followed her finger.

“Dialga, Palkia, shield yourselves,” he instructed, and the glowing orange Draco Meteors crashed into shields of adamant and lustre – throwing orange sparks in all directions, but successfully shielding the Creation Dragons.

“That was aimed for the Red Chains,” he said. “Charon. We’re going to have to have Dialga and Palkia protecting the area instead of powering the portal. What has that done to your estimates?”

Charon got up from where he’d been working, and inspected the panel. “Hm. That’s odd.”

“What’s odd?” Jupiter asked. “Odd doesn’t sound good, doctor.”

“In this case, it is,” Charon told them all. “With no power source, the portal should be static or decaying very slightly, but it’s still powering up. Slower, but noticeably… though having the Dragons helping will make it much faster.”


“Okay, here we go!” Swellow declared, wings whirring. She adjusted her grip slightly on the Pokéball in her right foot, and did a quick turn to build up speed before knifing straight towards the core of the area of the field Team Galactic controlled.

She was moving too fast to be certain of exactly how things were going, but it looked to her like the Galactic Pokémon were being thinned out – a lot of her own teammates had gone down to accumulated hits or simply being tired out of battle, but the same was going on for their opponents as well. The two Legendary Dragons sitting in the area around the Spear Pillar were a silent warning that Galactic wasn’t out of tricks, and so was the still-fighting Shadow Lucario, and more than that Swellow didn’t have time to tell.

Jinking left, Swellow avoided being hit by a high-speed rock. That took her into the path of a massive Thunder attack from the Shadow Zapdos battling overhead, and she cried out in defiance – the electricity flowing over her feathers and boosting her, letting her kiss the sound barrier as she curled into a dive before pulling up again – feet away from the ground – and opening the Pokéball she was carrying.

Torkoal appeared in a flash of white light. His internal flames lit and boosted to full power in just a moment, and he bounced once with a clack before jets of steam burst from all the holes in his shell at the same time.

He flipped around and spun, shrieking like a Catherine wheel, and volleyed out jets of flame at every Galactic Pokémon he could see – blazing a fiery trail through the long axis of the Galactic area, hitting a Vileplume with four Flame Bursts at once to knock him out at the same time as he cannoned a Bronzong into the floor with a Fire Blast.

The Fire-type skidded along the floor with sparks flying in all directions, shooting out attacks and steam alike as the Galactic Pokémon tried to react, and when he finally came to a halt – slammed into the floor by a Golem – Swellow returned him immediately.

Then she sent out the other Pokémon she’d been carrying, and Quilava landed on the floor with a wham before using Extremespeed to dart around the first attempt to knock her out.


“Okay, here goes,” Pikachu said. “Again.”

He glanced to his side. “Are you able to keep going?”

Buneary gave him a nod.

“Right, then,” he decided, and broke into a run. Buneary followed him, then jumped – Bouncing into the air just as Pikachu slowed himself down a little.

Jumping up from the ground, Pikachu gave her a boost using his tail as a spring. The Normal-type went high into the air, taking in the situation around her in a moment and using one of her construct Ice Punches to knock away a Honchkrow coming up to attack her.

Pikachu hit the ground again, tail flexing, and jumped up a second time – this time using Agility to make himself faster, reaching as high as Buneary was just as she reached the apex of her Bounce. He lashed out with a Thunderbolt, hitting the same Honchkrow which had gone after her, then formed an Aura Sphere and shattered one of the rocks fired up by the highly persistent Alolan Golem who’d been trying to operate as a ground-to-air battery all fight.

Buneary used a Fire Punch to deflect an Ice Beam attack that came up at them, then offered her paw to Pikachu. He took it, and she hefted him upwards with a boost of Strength – a boost which sent her plummeting towards the ground, though she Bounced as she hit it and used the recoil to send her right back up to join Pikachu again.

Pikachu’s cheeks sparked as he continued smashing the rocks fired by the enemy Rock-type, breaking them down as fast as they were fired up, then twisted around and flicked a Vacuum Wave off his tail. The interruption in his attacks allowed one rock to reach him, but he destroyed it with a Force Palm this time, and then Buneary was giving him another boost to keep him in the air.

The second time Buneary dropped towards the ground, some of the Galactic Pokémon were ready for her – one of them a Nidoking which peppered the ground where she was going to land with Toxic Spikes.

Buneary responded by clenching her fists, surrounding one of them with fire which she punched down with. The resultant explosion blew the spikes away, and she engulfed the other fist with ice before punching the Nidoking in the chin without leaving the ground.

Hitting him a second time to make sure he wouldn’t interfere, she turned to face the nearby Lickilicky and hit it with a Thunderpunch. She Bounced, using the Lickilicky as a platform to Bounce a second time, and reached Pikachu to boost him again as she was falling.

“Look out,” Pikachu warned, pointing down, and Buneary paused to spot what he meant – some Stealth Rocks being set up down below, where they’d be able to hit her as she fell into them.

A sizzling ring of electricity appeared, and Pikachu grabbed her as they fell into it – a fizz of charge boosting him upwards and carrying her with it, and Buneary recognized it as Pachirisu’s work.

“Thanks!” she called towards her Electric-type teammate, and set up a Thunderpunch on one paw – making sure she was a valid target for the boost rings as well, so Pachirisu could continue to keep her airborne even if Pikachu let go of her.

Then the Shadow Zapdos was coming for them, beak glittering, and most of her attention was on Ice Punching.

Most of her attention. Some of it couldn’t help but be on the fact that Pikachu hadn’t actually let go of her yet.

Pikachu’s next Thunder attack was one of the loudest yet, lighting up the room like daylight as he waged a war of electrical power against a Shadow-ified Legendary Pokémon – and, at the same time, kept Buneary entirely insulated, so she didn’t get so much as a stray watt.


“Target!” Sudowoodo called. “Left ten degrees.”

He held on as Torterra swivelled slightly, turning to face the Grumpig that Sudowoodo had pointed out, then inhaled and fired an Energy Ball. The Ball shot across towards the Psychic-type, hitting its shield with a thump, and Torterra added in a continuous stream of Razor Leaf attacks to keep the Psychic-type suppressed.

It countered with a Psywave, which crashed into Ash’s tough Grass-type and sent him sliding back a foot or so, but Torterra was made of tougher stuff and just kept advancing.

“Venusaur!” the Rock-type added from his perch, acting as observer for the whole heavy formation. “Watch out to your front right! Mamoswine, get that Glalie there!”

The faux-tree winced as a high-speed rock slammed into Torterra’s shell, pinging off and upwards, and Mega Venusaur’s implacable advance continued to their right. Her leaves spread out to drink in the light of an earlier Sunny Day, powering up a Solarbeam, but by the time she had it ready a Galactic Charmeleon had thrown up a Smokescreen.

Mamoswine had better luck with his own target, launching an Ancientpower attack at the Glalie. It knocked the Ice-type back with a chak of rock-against-ice, sending it rotating in the air, and Mamoswine followed up his success with a blast of Blizzard.

The Glalie might not have been harmed very much by the burst of icy energy, but the extra weight from all the ice forming on it was another thing, and it began to sink towards the ground.

Hooves drummed on the glassy floor as the two still-conscious Tauros charged, one of them with hooves of fire to attack the Glalie and the other carrying a Tailwind with him to blow the Smokescreen away, and Sudowoodo pointed.

“Up twenty, that Vibrava. Fire!”


“How much longer do you need?” Cyrus asked. “It had better be quick.”

“That depends what I can use,” Charon replied. “If Dialga and Palkia can keep us safe indefinitely, then based on these readings it might take half an hour. If I can use them, it might take only about five minutes to get a stable portal – but I can’t say for sure, because of that odd effect I mentioned.”

Cyrus looked out at the fighting, and came to a decision. “Dialga. Palkia. Put all your power into your shields.”

The two Dragons complied, the combined shimmering shield constructed from their power thickening to a foggy, greyish barrier – one which imposed a space-time separation from the rest of the Spear Pillar, so they couldn’t even see the outside any more.

“Aren’t they kind of important to keep the universe intact, or something?” Saturn asked, a little nervously. “I remember hearing about that.”

Cyrus waved his hand. “It is of no importance. We will wait in here until the portal is ready – then, what do we care of the rest of the universe?”

“I guess,” Saturn replied. “I just feel like, you know… we’re missing something important?”

“We’re missing the ability to monitor what’s going on, if that’s what you mean,” Charon said, tapping irritably on the crystal sealing off his controls.

Then something rippled on the glassy, impervious floor, a little way away.

“What’s that?” Mars said. “Is that-”

The ripple widened, becoming a hole, and the hole took on a new aspect – and through it came a Pokémon.

“Your evil knows no bounds!” shouted a Squirtle, his voice somehow understandable to them all as he floated there surrounded by streams of spiralling water. “But nothing you can do can stop a hot-blooded Squirtle, leader of the Squirtle Squad!”

“Dialga,” Cyrus said, pointing. “Stop him.”

“I transcend time and space,” Squirtle went on. “That’s the Squirtle Squad Way! That’s how I referenced a show several years before it even existed!”

A crash sound by Dialga made Cyrus look around, and he saw another portal there – and, to his horror, a shiny Metagross stamping repeatedly on top of the Red Chain trapping the Dragon of Time. An Infernape followed it, punching the Chain with focused intensity, and a moment later the chain shattered.

“Finishing Move!” Squirtle called, striking a pose. The water supporting him moved, snakelike, and began spiralling together into the shape of a drill.

“Palkia!” Cyrus ordered, seeing victory slipping away. “Protect your Red Chain!”

“Giga! Horn! Drill! Break!” Squirtle bellowed, launching himself at Palkia. The Dragon of Space drew in his shield, focusing it entirely on protecting himself and the Red Chain, and the Drill crashed into the shield with an incredible screech – not getting through, but not getting repulsed.

“Where did those come from?” Saturn asked, as Dialga withdrew his shield from the area. “We were cut off, right?”

A third portal opened, and Giratina swam out of it – still in Origin Forme – and dropped off Noctowl, Totodile and Ivysaur directly on top of the cages holding the Lake Trio.

There was a splintering crack sound, and the whole of Team Galactic stared. Even the Pokémon freeing the Lake Trio were forgotten, as they watched Squirtle’s drill attack grind against Palkia’s shield… and Palkia’s shield developing cracks, one by one, until finally the whole thing shattered and Squirtle went right through it.

The Red Chain vanished, sucked into the vortex of water and torn to shreds, and Palkia jolted as he was freed from the chain’s control.


Ash swung Kari up to guard, blocking an overhead spin-kick from the Shadow Lucario, then jumped as his opponent landed – getting clear of a follow-up attack on landing, but meaning that the Shadow-powered Aura Sphere the Shadow Lucario launched at him blew him flipping over backwards.

Stabilizing himself and landing with a pulse of blue Aura, Ash caught something that had fallen out of his bag when he was in mid-air. Seeing it was the GS Ball, he frowned for a moment before clipping it to one of the free slots on his belt.

Shrugging mentally, he took the middle of Kari’s blade in his left hand – giving him one of the less conventional stances they’d practiced, halfway between sword combat and staff fighting. By the time he’d done it, the Shadow Pokémon was attacking again, a series of lightning-fast kicks and punches, and Ash blocked and dodged without thinking about it. Reacting, spotting the attacks as they came in and avoiding the ones that could be dodged at the same time as blocking the ones which had to be blocked.

Something about the style was familiar, and not from just fighting the powerful Shadow Pokémon, and Ash frowned. Then he kicked out, putting as much strength into it as he could to force his opponent away.

Kari lit up with brilliant golden light as he channelled Secret Sword into her, and he switched his grip to her tassel. Whirling her around, he drew a golden arc through the air, then threw her right at Shadow Lucario.

He couldn’t have said why, but it felt like it was the right thing to do – and, in mid-flight, she spun around, point-first then hilt-first then point-first like an oversized throwing knife. She sliced though the Protect shield Shadow Lucario put up, spun once, and hit him on the forehead with a brilliant golden flash.

Shadow Lucario fell, poleaxed, and the shadowy aura around him faded a little – not going out, but becoming quiescent as the Pokémon that had been wielding it fell unconscious.

Kari came whistling back down to land on Ash’s belt, exactly where she’d been when he drew her at the start of the fight, and he blinked in mild surprise at how accurately she’d landed.

“Ash!” Mega Lucario called, running over. “Are you okay?”

“I think so,” Ash replied, checking himself over. “I didn’t take any serious injuries, and…”

He raised his gaze to the battle as a whole. Only a few of his Pokémon were still standing, and the same was true of his friends – most of the teams they’d brought along were back in their Pokéballs or getting medical attention, and at least three of the mechas from Team Rocket’s unexpected reinforcements were piles of wreckage on the ground.

But Team Galactic was out of Pokémon, the last one he could see a Shadow Zapdos crashing to the ground surrounded by an almost-solid corona of yellow lightning. He couldn’t see a single one of their massive team still fighting, not even with Aura sight, and as he watched Mewtwo gathered up all their conventional weapons with a sweep of his arm and compacted them into a ball of scrap. Pikachu was visible as well, landing gently with a flash of Magnet Rise just in front of the knocked-out Shadow Zapdos.


Brock lifted up a Pokéball and recalled Stantler, and Mawile looked around.

“Oh!” she said brightly. “Has whatever the problem was gone away?”

“That’s right,” Brock told her. “Thank you both for being brave enough to believe us.”

“Okay,” Mawile replied. “I trust you, Brock, so it wasn’t really very hard to do what you said. Is Ash okay?”

“It looks like it,” Brock answered, looking out over the rubble-strewn battlefield.

James had sent out his Grass-types like Carnivine to help taking Galactic into custody, using their vines to tie grunts up before handing them off to Looker.

“Huh, so that’s where Looker ended up,” Brock said, pointing. “I wondered.”

“Oh, yeah, good spot,” Dawn chuckled. “I wonder how many pairs of handcuffs he brought along?”

“I hope it’s enough,” Brock agreed.


“Good work, guys,” Gary said, checking the two still-standing Tauros over – both tired, but triumphant. “And you as well, Dee, I saw how much you were doing coordination work.”

It is my pleasure.

He looked over his shoulder. “Are you okay, Molly? You seem kind of… subdued.”

“I don’t get it,” Molly replied.

“What, you mean why Galactic was doing what they were?” Gary asked. “Some people are just-”

“No, not that,” Molly said. “I don’t get how they’re doing the memory thing.”

She waved her hands, and Gary did a double-take – seeing hundreds of Unown swirling near-invisibly around her, glowing and humming in a faint chorus he’d thought was something else entirely. “I know what it’s doing, but I have to be really exact when I give instructions and here I can’t tell where it’s coming from.”

“You mean it’s still going?” Gary checked, and got a confirmation. “But… we beat them all.”

“I know!” Molly told him crossly. “But it’s still there, and it doesn’t seem fair!”

Her gaze focused back on the Unown for a moment, and she made a little gesture. More Unown moved into position, going from translucent to opaque, and she frowned.

“That’s funny,” she said. “It looks like…”

“What?” Giratina demanded, from the other side of the chamber. “What’s going on?”


Ash ran over, Mega Lucario with him – the battle over so recently they hadn’t bothered to revert him – then slowed to a halt by Giratina.

“What is it?” Ash asked, and Giratina tossed his head – indicating the shimmering portal Galactic had been creating.

“That should be collapsing,” he said. “Or inert. But it’s becoming more stable – fast.”

“Can’t you stop it?” Ash said. “Or Dialga and Palkia?”

“They don’t even know it’s there!” Giratina told him. “Now they’re not considered part of Team Galactic, they don’t even remember what was happening two minutes ago!”

Mega Absol came loping up, wings fluttering for stability. “That’s it! That’s what I’ve been feeling for years! I just… don’t know what it is!”

“Wait, that’s the big disaster?” Ash asked. “Not… not all of this that just happened?”

“All of what?” Mega Absol asked.

Then the portal everted.

Between one moment and the next, a whole group of people and Pokémon appeared. They stood on the glassy surface of the Spear Pillar, and Ash’s jaw dropped – the sight too much to take in all at once.

Because he recognized the humans at the front of the group, and they’d just been arrested. Cyrus, Jupiter and Charon, along with about half a dozen grunts… and behind them, Dialga, Palkia and Giratina. All of them with seething energy flowing over them, of a kind Ash had never felt before, and with Red Chains glowing around their necks.

Ash glanced to his left, confirming that – yes, the Cyrus they’d just captured was still locked up – then back at this impossible second Team Galactic.

“You assured me we would be able to complete the Great Work in peace, Charon,” Cyrus said, in tones of mild rebuke.


“That’s it!” Molly said suddenly. “That’s what’s going on! It was them who were doing it, look!”

She pointed to the three Lake Guardians the second Team Galactic had control of, then opened her arms. The entire Unown choir moved with her, spreading out into a ring with four spokes, and she took a deep breath.

“No!” she said firmly. “You don’t get to do that any more! It’s not fair!”

A pulse of indefinable energy flowed outwards – like the opposite of a pressure wave, where the area the pulse had passed was suddenly free of something which had been bearing down on the whole world for so long and with such subtlety it had become accepted as normal.

The memory effect shattered like sugar-glass, and Molly smiled proudly for a moment before falling forwards – her Espeon catching her just before she landed, and lowering her gently to the ground as the Unown floated down all around her.


“Ash?” Kari began, then paused. “I would like a talk about this, when we have the time for it.”

Ash raised Kari slowly into a guard position, her blade perpendicular to the floor. “Where did you come from?”

“I said most people wouldn’t be able to notice us,” Charon said, answering Cyrus’ earlier question. “I wasn’t certain it would work on everyone.”

“He stopped us last time, and this time he has a sword,” Cyrus added, and waved his hand. “Destroy him.”

“This time?” Giratina repeated. “Then-”

The Galactic-controlled Dialga roared, diamond shimmering with a captive rainbow, and his roar became a torrent of multicoloured energy. It seethed out towards Ash, and he threw Kari to the side and tried to jump clear.

Dialga’s attack hit him about a foot from the floor, almost catching Kari as well, and for a long moment it was so bright and intense that Ash couldn’t be seen inside it. Then it faded, and the GS ball bounced to the ground amidst a few scattered flecks of dust.

Lucario, Absol and Charizard all lost their Mega state at once, and Kari clattered to the ground.

“DAD!” Mawile screamed.
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Absol bared her fangs, claws out and scraping the floor. “You… that… I’ve been unable to feel what Galactic was doing around me for months, and that is the first thing I get to feel and understand properly?”

“Dialga, do the same to any of them if they attack,” Cyrus said, a little carelessly, and Absol trembled with barely-suppressed rage.

Just behind her, Lucario picked Kari off the ground with a faint shinnk of metal on crystal.

“The last thing he did was…” Kari began, her voice hushed. “Sir Ketchum was a true knight. And we must surely do something.”

Lucario nodded silently.

“Dialga, Palkia,” Giratina rumbled. “If you’re not doing it already, start stabilizing the reality here. Make it so they can’t do that again.”

His gaze went left, to the Lake Trio, and he saw they were doing something with their tails touching in a ring – a faint glow racing around and around in a circle, presumably doing something much the same as the Creation Dragons were now to take the edge off the powers of their counterparts.

“Look at yourselves!” Absol called, her voice raw. “All the Pokémon working for Team Galactic – how can you live with what Cyrus is doing! Enslaving the Dragons of Creation, killing my trainer and friend…”


May’s legs gave out, and she fell slowly to her knees.

Ash was… gone.

The horrible moment kept playing out over and over – the flash of intense light engulfing Ash, staying for a moment, then… nothing left.

Ash was gone.

Ash had always seemed like… a fixture, strong and smiling. Kind of a goof at times, sure, and prone to the most ridiculous mishaps, but involved in amazing things as well. The trainer who had convinced May that she could be a trainer.

And he was gone. Vanished in a moment.

It seemed… it didn’t seem fair. That something like that could just… happen – that Ash could be there one moment and gone the next…

She half-looked around to make sure Max and their Pokémon were okay. But all of her Pokémon were in their Pokéballs, exhausted like the rest of them, and Arc was stood still on his way over from where Stantler had been hiding him, and Max was right there next to her – not like Ash, who always had to go into danger even if-

May’s breath hitched as she wiped away a tear. Then she clenched her fist, heedless of the pain from her nails digging into her palm, and glared at Team Galactic.


A screen lit up in front of Arbok, distracting his attention from what had happened outside.

Query: this mech is a Zekrom mech, and is fully operational. The Kyurem mech is fully operational. Does this mean what I think it means?

Arbok stared at the screen for a moment, then nodded slowly.

Good.


Pikachu stared for a long moment, then blinked away tears.

Sparks flashed from his cheeks, once, and he clenched his paws before breaking into a run – heading straight for Charizard, who was looking at his inert Charizardite X with some shock.

“Charizard,” he called, jumping on the Fire-type’s back. “You know what we’re going to be doing, right?”

Charizard nodded, once, and put his Mega Stone aside with a gentle click.

“Ash believed in me,” the big Flame Pokémon said, smoke rising from his nostrils. “Even when I believed I deserved everything, Ash believed I was more decent than that.”

He shook his head. “I’m sure you have the same kind of story…”

“You’re right, I do,” Pikachu agreed. “And, by the way, Charizard… I don’t know if I have the authority to do this for you, and I don’t care. Blast Burn whenever you get a chance.”

Fire washed out of the side of Charizard’s mouth, and he spread his wings – slowly raising them, ready for takeoff.

“When we go, we’ll be noticed,” he said. “That’s us committed.”

“Don’t care,” Pikachu replied. “We’re doing this.”

“Oh, I’m looking forward to it.”


“Those… those… bastards,” Gary said, unable for a long moment to think of the right word to use. “They just… without…”

He paused, then stared.

Not everyone in the Galactic group had Pokémon with them. Right at the back, behind their controlled Lake Trio and under guard, was… someone very, very familiar.

Gary shaded his eyes, doing his best to focus despite Mawile’s broken-hearted sobs a little way to his right.

“D-Dee?” he asked. “Is that… who I think it is?”

Affirmative, Dee replied, her own voice hushed in his earbead. Subject body form is an 85% match for you, aged by six months to a year.

She paused, then went on. Additionally, next to him is a similarly aged version of Zoey. No Porygon handshake detected in either case.

“Then… they’re not from this universe,” Gary said, slowly. “They’re from the last one.”

“Espeon,” Molly said, next to him, and Gary looked over in surprise.

His mentoree was sitting up, one hand on the collar area of her unusual Eeveelution.

“Change to Sylveon,” she told her starter. “Get Mawile to go with you. They’re going to need your help.”

Espeon flashed into Sylveon, and loped forwards – stopping by Mawile, who was still sobbing.

Gary didn’t hear what the Fairy-types said to one another, but Mawile stopped crying. She clenched her fists, going from grief to fury, and nodded once.


“So we will need all three of the dragons to accomplish the Great Work,” Cyrus said. “Hm. It would have been much more convenient if we could get by with just two, but you’re the expert.”

“It’s because there are three other dragons who could resist us,” Charon explained.

“Of course. Well, we’ll just have to destroy the rest of these Pokémon, then,” Cyrus decided. “We can’t have them interfering.”

He waved his hand. “Uxie. Wipe their memories.”

The Uxie under his control opened its eyes, staring out at the Pokémon and humans around them, and Cyrus smiled slightly… then frowned.

“Why isn’t it working?” he asked.

“They have some powerful Psychic-types of their own,” Jupiter pointed out. “Including their own Lake Trio. That might be what’s preventing the memory effect from working on them now?”

“Plausible, yes,” Charon agreed.

He was about to continue, but Cyrus interrupted him. “Then we’ll have to do this the hard way. Dialga, erase the rest of them.”

Dialga was about to comply, but then there was a roar – a bellow of rage and flame, coming from a Charizard rising into the air and stooping down on them in a single fluid motion.

“That one first,” Cyrus added, pointing.

Dialga roared, and his attack this time was somehow… less. It still had the immense power Cyrus was anticipating, but it wasn’t quite like the beam which had wiped that one trainer from the world entirely.

It speared out towards the Charizard, and Cyrus covered his eyes reflexively as a colossal explosion of electrical power poured out in the other direction – a flickering, seething, hissing cord of lightning, which met his Dialga’s Roar of Time and blocked it strength-for-strength.

For almost three seconds, the two forces held in a stalemate, and then a lance of plasma shot under the Roar of Time and hit Dialga in the chest. His Roar halted, and the Charizard came barrelling down towards them.

“Giratina, get rid of them!” Cyrus demanded, and one of his other controlled Creation Dragons leaped to help with a crackling portal into the Reverse World. The Charizard – and the Pikachu riding him – dropped into the portal a fraction of a second later, and Cyrus was about to sigh in relief when he saw something else.

A Mawile, coming straight for him, with a torrent of flame spouting from its jaw and propelling it like a rocket.

“Palkia, stop that Mawile!” he instructed, and Palkia fired a Spacial Rend. It arced out towards the Mawile, and hit – and did absolutely nothing at all.

Cyrus ducked just as the Steel-type was about to reach him, and Palkia fired a Hydro Pump after it, and then the Absol he’d seen before howled and charged and everything was noise and chaos.


“Let me through!” Mawile demanded, feet scraping on the ground for a moment before hurling herself forwards again. Her jaw flashed as she used Flamethrower to take off, and she veered to the side to try and get around Palkia – a Spatial Rend hit her, but she ignored it, and then a Hydro Pump pushed her off to the side and made her miss her target.

“Stop!” she added, fists clenched, and her jaws slammed shut in a Fire Fang which sent out coils of flame. “Can’t you see he’s the bad guy? He told – why are you protecting him!”

Something big and grey roared overhead, spinning around to face Palkia, and shot a bolt of mingled ice-and-lightning at the Legendary Pokémon. Both Palkia’s pearls blazed up, defining a shield which shed the attack with a sound like tearing cloth, and Mawile spared only a moment to look at the Black-Kyurem mecha before running ahead in another charge.

This time, she stayed on the floor, and Palkia ignored her at first – shooting a blast of high-pressure water at the Rocket robot. It knocked the construct backwards, and Palkia exhaled a blast of Dragonbreath as well before using Power Gem.

By the time it was doing that, though, Mawile was close enough to attack. She ran into Palkia’s energy shield fist first, set her stance, and began slamming in punch after punch – each one glowing pink-and-blue with Fairy energy, and Palkia slammed a foot down to exert a gravity field on the mecha before turning to attack Mawile with the Power Gem.

Mawile smashed the gem into fragments with a single punch, and a salvo of dozens of missiles from the Black Kyurem hit all over Palkia’s shield – weakening it, which allowed their friendly Palkia to momentarily neutralize it.

As soon as that happened, Mawile lit her Flamethrower again and punched the Palkia in the jaw. It staggered backwards with the force of the blow, then re-established the shield – hurling the Fairy-type away – and flung a Spacial Rend at her.

Ignoring the attack, Mawile was about to charge in again, but the mecha interrupted her.

“Hey!” Seviper’s voice called. “We need to think tactically or we’re wasting effort!”

“I don’t-” Mawile began hotly, then, trembling furiously, paused – just for a moment. “I…”

She stamped her foot with a thak, blinking away hot tears born of rage and grief. “You’re right, but we need to get to that man as well!”

Palkia launched a Spacial Rend at the robot this time, and Mawile darted up to intercept it before curving around with a shout of rage to attack Palkia again. Behind her the Mecha Black Kyurem’s turbine yowled, powering blasts of alternating ice and lightning that hammered at the Dragon of Space, and Palkia protected himself with an explosion of water pushed out with great gravitationally-boosted force.


Both paws on Kari’s hilt, Lucario ran forwards with a blur of blue light about his feet.

The empowered enemy Giratina fired a Shadow Ball at him, dark and smoky and seething, and Kari whipped up to knock it away before Lucario jumped ahead in a pounce. Giratina shielded, and Lucario spun Kari with a Night Slash on her tip to slice into and through the shield in one go.

The Ghost-type exhaled a cloud of Dragonbreath, floating rapidly backwards, and Lucario jumped out of the way – a blast of blue Aura flaring from his footpaws to launch him out of the way of the attack, before he flipped over in mid-air and used a second blast of blue energy to come back down on top of Giratina from behind and above.

Kari used Ice Blade, Lucario’s strength adding to her own to deliver a powerful blow to Giratina. The recoil from the blow knocked them a little way into the air, and Lucario twisted to bring Kari down a second time for another Ice Blade.

Giratina went intangible, letting Lucario drop straight through him, and the Fighting-type landed in a crouch with three paws in contact – the fourth still holding Kari.

Neither of them said anything. Lucario’s eyes closed for a moment, and when they opened again he was using Foresight; two Shadow Claw attacks swiped out at them, and Lucario blocked both with successive blows before jumping to attack again.


“Stop them!” Cyrus ordered. “You’re Legendary Pokémon, why aren’t you stopping them!”

He flinched as Lucario turned towards him, eyes glittering purple with a combined Foresight and Aura Sight, and as his controlled Giratina vanished in a swoosh of acceleration. It appeared again a moment later for a Shadow Force, materializing above Cyrus’ head and coming down to crash into the Lucario’s interposed sword with a flare of blue and black energy, and a storm of shadow balls crashed down on the two Steel-types indiscriminately.

A little further away, Cyrus could see that Dialga was fighting an enraged Absol and a strange blue-white-and-pink Pokémon he’d never even heard of, and on the other side of that was Palkia fending off the efforts of an astonishingly strong Mawile and an honest-to-goodness transforming robot.

Then the sky tore open with a clap of thunder, and the same Charizard from before came roaring out with the remains of an enormous explosion lighting up the Reverse World behind him. There was a flash of lightning as well, hitting Giratina in the back and blazing a trail from his tail all the way up to his head, and Cyrus stepped back within the range of the Lake Trio’s shields before one of the new Pokémon turned their attention to him.

“Tell me there’s something good about this,” he demanded, as the Reverse World portal snapped closed again.

“The Creation Dragons are very strong,” Charon replied. “They are taking hits, and those hits are hurting, but I can’t see how-”

“That Charizard just blasted a way back out of another dimension,” Cyrus insisted. “And some of those Pokémon are just randomly ignoring some of the attacks pointed at them!”

“You annoyed Ash’s Pokémon,” said one of their prisoners, with a chuckle. “What did you expect? He’s the one who stopped you last time and now he’s got a Lucario-”

“Shut up!” a grunt replied, kicking the prisoner in the ribs.


“I need to go and help,” Sceptile said, arms crossed firmly.

“No,” Meganium replied. “Look at you.”

She wrapped her vines around his arms – gently, but still making Sceptile wince involuntarily. “You’re hurt. And I know you’re hurting – we all are! - but you won’t do anyone any good by going out like this.”

“But Ash is-” Sceptile began, his calm facade collapsing. “He – we need to help, because… because if we don’t, what good is it?”

“If you go out there this badly hurt then I’ll be mourning you as well!” Meganium told him sharply. “And that doesn’t just go for you, either… and I hate it. I hate everything about this.”

Looking around the medical area for a moment, at all the badly exhausted or wounded Pokémon there, she blinked away tears.

“Right now, the best thing you can do is stay calm and try to recover,” the Grass-type added, her vines letting Sceptile go. “I’m out of heal pulse, so I’m no good here.”

She picked up her Pokéball with a vine, and turned to look at what was going on not too far away.

With almost all the friends’ Pokémon so badly exhausted, and the remainder fighting with a grim intensity against the Creation Dragons this new Cyrus had brought with him, the rest of the just-arrived Team Galactic’s Pokémon were being fought entirely by the Rockets – both their few surviving robots, shrugging off Pokémon attacks by the dozen, and by Pokémon like Cacturne and Mime Jr. and Weezing.

Meganium’s gaze slid over to where Ash had died, then turned back to the other fight.

She coiled up her vine, and hurled her Pokéball towards it – then returned herself in a flash of red light.

Two seconds later she came out of her Pokéball again, now in mid-air and headed for the battle, and used Petal Blizzard. A tsunami of razor-edged pink petals crashed down alongside her, coiled for a moment, and blazed towards the nearest Galactic Pokémon she could see.

Gritting her teeth, Meganium directed her attack to the side – hitting another Pokémon – and tried to ignore the tears now flowing freely down her cheeks.

She understood exactly why Sceptile had wanted to fight. He’d thought it would help him ignore the pain.

It didn’t, though. It just changed the emphasis… and it didn’t do a thing about guilt.


Absol roared, her claws grating on the floor, and her legs trembled with tension.

She wanted to pounce – to charge – to let her horn flare with azure light and punish Dialga for destroying her trainer. But her disaster-sense was still there, and she knew she had to listen to it – she had to, or nothing that happened would have any meaning.

Every moment was like torture, as all the deferred suffering and mystery of the last several months came crashing down at once. She’d been blind so many times – if she’d been a little better at seeing though Galactic’s illusion, even once, maybe they wouldn’t be here. Maybe their fight would have been easier.

Maybe Ash would still be alive.

The feeling of warning changed, and Absol darted forwards. Dialga reacted immediately, his adamant gem lighting up with multicoloured light, and just as that same blast of obliteration was about to reach out for her Absol jumped to the side.

Molly’s shiny Sylveon jinked as well, blocking the way, and Absol slid to a halt and crouched – and a torrent of iridescent energy was flowing past her, to left and right and above, but she was safe inside the shadow cone created by Sylveon’s immunity.

The attack cut out a long moment later, and Absol jumped – reacting to a plan Sylveon had come up with without needing to tell Absol about it. The Fairy-type’s furry ribbons coiled like springs, launching Absol into the air, and her horn flashed with the light of her Sacred Sword at full power.

The first blade-beam hit Dialga a glancing blow on the fin, flaring up on impact, and the Dragon of Time shot a Flash Cannon at her in reply. The attack was aimed just right, but Absol blocked with her horn – already lit again with a second charge of Sacred Sword – and let it knock her downwards, out of the wave of Steel-type energy.

She fired out another blade beam, and another, and another – howling between breaths as she barraged Dialga with Sacred Sword attacks, sometimes using Keldeo’s trick to triple-up on them and sometimes firing them so fast there were two or even three distinct beams in the air at once.

Then she had to move as Dialga launched a barrage of Aura Spheres at her, and she dodged left and right to let each attack pass by the thickness of a hair – anything to let her attack more, to try and knock Dialga out, to do something to make sure the same fate that had taken her trainer didn’t get her friends as well.


Lucario landed with a half-skid, one paw twisting a little to make sure he would come to a halt as soon as possible, and adjusted his grip on Kari’s hilt to a double-handed one.

A moment’s glance told him Giratina’s position, sliding downwards a little under the pressure of fending off a fantastic barrage of electric attacks from Pikachu and a furnace-like stream of flame from Charizard. The Dragon-type was using Reverse World portals to absorb the attacks, the ground shaking slightly as sympathetic response, but Charizard was moving fast and Pikachu’s control of his attacks let him curve the shots around any portal he could see.

Giratina turned slowly to retarget his portals, and as soon as he judged himself to be in Giratina’s blind spot Lucario ran – not quite charging as fast as he could, keeping his speed to the ideal level to maximize the impact.

Raising Kari up to his shoulder, he drove her into Giratina’s side with a flash of ice and Aura – then moved backwards a step, giving him enough free room to move to dodge a retaliatory Dragon Tail without being hit.

Jumping over the attack, he brought Kari down in a two-handed chop on Giratina’s tail. The impact made Giratina shudder, drawing his attention away from the strafing run overhead, and he threw a Reverse World portal at Lucario and Kari instead to drop them away from where they could fight him.

Lucario fell twenty feet towards the nearest stone pillar and slowed himself with a brief burst of Aura, reducing the speed of his landing enough that he could absorb it, and sprang back into the air – jumping efficiently from one stone pillar to another, avoiding one shattered by a wayward Blast Burn, and diving through the portal Ash’s Giratina had opened to let them back through.

Neither he nor Kari needed to say anything, and there was nothing to say. They were united in purpose, and Lucario broke into a sprint – towards Cyrus, this time, though a shouted order from the Galactic boss sent his controlled Giratina surging across to try and stop them.

Lucario jumped as he saw his enemy focus, a portal opening where he was going to step a moment before, and Kari’s blade lit up with Sacred Sword as he hammered her against Giratina’s golden armour.


“Come on, come on!” Max said, blinking hard, then groaned. “Ergh… why?”

“Max?” May asked, tearing her eyes from the fighting. Her brother was on one knee with his right hand on Arc’s ruff, his grip tight enough that spiky fur stuck out between all his fingers, and his left hand had his Key Stone held just as tightly.

“It’s not working,” Max explained. “I’m trying to, but… I can’t concentrate!”

May put her hand on Max’s shoulder. “I… I really want to know what to say, but I can’t think of… anything.”

She looked up towards the fighting front, where Dawn’s badly startled Luxio and Ash’s – and Meganium – and the Rockets were trying to fend off the Pokémon this other Team Galactic had brought along, and at about the moment she did there was a flash on the fin of the Mecha Dialga.

Something hot hit her in the upper torso, knocking her to the floor, and Arc yelped – twisting around to see what had happened to her.

“Are you okay?” Max demanded. “Did you hit your…”

He stopped, staring, and May put her hand about two inches below her shoulder. It hurt, and she felt something wet, and she could feel a sting that was getting stronger as the pulse of adrenaline faded a little.

“That robot,” May said, frowning a little – more confused than anything. “Something must have hit it and knocked something off?”

“Something hit you!” Max countered. “That’s what matters!”

He made as if to try and move May, then stopped. “I… I don’t know what to do, but you need medical help and I think everyone’s out of healing, and… and I don’t want to lose you as well…”


“Hey, I hope you’ve got some kinda good news,” Meowth asked the projector on his wrist. “‘cause it’s in pretty short supply right now!”

He darted back and to the side, a flicker of smoke marking his exit, and used Fury Swipes on a Golbat. It flapped at him, replying with a Leech Life, and Meowth dodged away with a brace of Pay Day shuriken to keep the Poison-type occupied.

Not really, Wyvern admitted. Most of the mechas are pretty badly damaged. The shields on James’ Dialga-mecha are failing, and he’s got Mime Jr. doing his best to shore them up; Scorpius is doing his best too, but there’s only so much a regular Porygon can do.

Meowth hurled a Shock Wave up at the Golbat, hitting it in both wings, and flickered to Cacturne’s side to help her out by Bubblebeaming the Houndour pressuring her. That attack drew a Dragon Rage from Gyarados, knocking the Houndour out, but then Gyarados got hit in turn by a Thunderbolt from a grim-looking Electabuzz and James returned him to his Pokéball.

A little behind that, Wobbuffet was staying cheerful – being used as a kind of club by Carnivine, absorbing attacks with his Mirror Coat and Counter moves before unleashing them in streams of energy. Weezing was holding his own as well, shooting out TM moves whenever he rose out of his cloud of hazy Smog, and Meowth darted over to focus on the Electabuzz.

I’m sending Chimecho over to the medical area Mom set up, Wyvern reported. May got hurt by some shrapnel, and – look out!

Meowth spotted the Ice Shards coming towards him, and blocked automatically. Wyvern materialized a Reflect screen just in front of his crossed arms, deflecting the shower of icicles, then dropped it again as Meowth landed.

There was a rumbling boom, and the Mecha Black Kyurem crashed into the ground – driven there by a blast of force from Cyrus’ Dialga. It was held there just long enough for a Hydro Pump attack from his Palkia to score a glancing hit on the turbine, and the steady keening of the high-powered attack booster immediately coughed and sputtered.

“Now dat ain’t good,” Meowth said, glancing down at a status display Wyvern projected for him – one covered with red indicators for disabled Pokémon or machines, and only a few the green that indicated they were still up. “What the heck got ta Dexter?”

His main body was Ash’s Pokédex, remember? Wyvern asked. His projector’s taken a battering from the fights and now he’s lost his redundant node; I’m worried about him.

“I gotta admit, I’m sharin’ my worry pretty wide right now,” Meowth said, and took a deep breath.

Three coins appeared in each paw, and he took off at a run towards the main group of Team Galactic – figuring it was about time to see if a cat could sort this out.

His gaze drifted over to where Ash had died, and he hesitated – then shook his head, blinking to clear his eyes.

“I ain’t gonna let him down by stoppin’ now,” he said softly to himself. “And I ain’t gonna get distracted by some kinda daydream, either.”

He looked again, and stopped.

There was something going on.


A flicker of golden light stirred the dust around the GS ball.

It faded for a moment, then came back – strengthening, and intensifying, and building from a flicker to a cascade of golden sparks which ignited all at once into a wave of brilliant flame.

There was little heat, but the eruption of fire and the pillar of sparks that came with it were so bright and so unexpected that they drew all eyes to them. The fighting just stopped, nobody and no-one having the attention to spare, as the Spear Pillar lit up in golden light that reflected from the walls in sheets of eye-watering intensity.

The scent of rosewood and spice teased into the air as the fire crested, then all at once it vanished – and Ash Ketchum stood where the heart of the flame had been.


“…Ash?” Iris asked, incredulous, as Ash looked around. “How… is that really…”

She waved her hands. “I – but – how!? We saw you – I mean-”


“No!” Cyrus shouted, his eyes wild. “That’s just too much!”

He stepped forwards. “I’ve tried to be patient, I know that not everyone understands how much better the world will be once the Great Work is complete, but this shouldn’t be possible and it’s completely unfair! If I have you killed, you’re supposed to stay dead!”

The leader of Team Galactic pointed. “Palkia! Destroy him, and do it properly!”

Palkia’s claws flared up, and he swiped downwards to send a bolt of sizzling orange energy towards Ash – who threw something into the attack, a moving spark of gold and silver which hit the Spatial Rend halfway between the two.

The most powerful attack of the Dragon of Space vanished in a flash, and the spark fell to the floor. It bounced once, then flew right back towards Ash as if magnetized.

For a moment it seemed that Cyrus had lost the power of speech.

“All of you!” he said. “Destroy him!”


Ash raised his sword in his right hand, faint golden light still dancing inside the blade, and with his other he threw the GS Ball. It neutralized Dialga’s attack with a sprang, the gold-and-silver Pokéball no more vulnerable to that than it was to anything else, and Ash sent out a golden blade-beam to deflect Palkia’s attack before catching the GS Ball again as it curved into his hand.

Cyrus’ Giratina began to make a move, and became the focus of so many attacks at once he was blown head-over-tail by the combined efforts of Lucario, Charizard, Pikachu, Sylveon and Absol.

“Dad!” Mawile called, running over and hugging his leg. “You’re all right!”

“Yeah,” Ash replied, smiling. “I’m glad you’re okay, Mawile.”

“You’re glad I’m okay?” Mawile repeated, sounding suddenly quite cross. “But you were- you really scared me! We thought you were – we thought…”

Her voice broke.

Ash threw the GS ball again, this time spinning it so it bounced from one attack to the other and neutralized them both on its way back to his hand, and Cyrus shouted something rendered incomprehensible by rage.

Dialga attacked, then Palkia, both Pokémon obeying the orders Cyrus gave them, but no matter how intense the attack or how quickly fired the outcome was the same. A kind of hush hung over the Spear Pillar, interrupted only by the ripping sounds of transcendent attacks and the strange cracks made as Ash blocked them with the GS Ball… a little spark of metallic light which flew back into Ash’s hand after every throw, going head-to-head against some of the most powerful attacks possible and overcoming them every single time.

After more than a minute, Dialga stopped, and so did Palkia – the two dragons having trouble keeping up the barrage of their strongest attacks – and Ash lowered his hand slightly.

“I’m going to need a moment to do this,” he said gently. “Watch out, Mawile.”

He adjusted his grip on his sword, patting Mawile on the head as she let go of his leg, then sharply bashed together the crystals in his gloves. They splintered, falling apart completely into hundreds of little shards, and there was a hollow thump as all the Aura left in the reconstituted batteries flowed out at once.

Ash exploded forwards, throwing the GS Ball ahead of him, and it hit Palkia’s lustrous shield and burst through with a bright silver-and-gold flare of energy – one which was matched by the pair of silver-and-gold feathers on the staff over his shoulder. As the ball came back, Ash threw it in Dialga’s direction, and he put both hands on the hilt of his sword before sweeping the glowing tip around in an arc which hit Palkia with a whoom of discharging Aura.

Darting to his right, Ash sprinted towards Dialga while Palkia was still stunned. The GS Ball zipped past him in the other direction, knocked that way by the recoil of a Roar of Time, and he sliced through Dialga’s shield with a rising sword-blow before hitting Dialga on the return stroke.

The Dragons of Space and Time staggered, waves of Aura fizzing around them, and Ash caught the GS Ball again.

“Go!” he called, throwing it, and the GS Ball opened in a flare of light.


“Okay, what’s going on?”

“How should I know? I thought this was the boss room.”

“There is a Primal Dialga over there. But the Primal Palkia and Primal Giratina are new… are those a thing now?”

Ash’s Giratina stared.

Seeing Ash literally come back to life in front of him had been joyous and baffling and humbling, all at once… and now he didn’t even know what to think, as three more Creation Dragons came out of the same gold-and-silver Pokéball.

There was a Riolu with them as well, for some reason. And they were all wearing scarves… and Giratina had to blink, several times, when he saw that the Dialga appeared to be wearing a novelty Skitty hat.

“Should I understand that?” asked the Dialga standing next to Giratina. “I’m fairly sure that’s not me.”

Giratina shook his head, then froze in shock as a ring of multicoloured light appeared overhead.


Curtains of aurora descended from the ceiling of the Spear Pillar, blue and green and yellow and red in rippling arcs which waved and streamed back and forth. There was a faint ringing sound, accompanying the descending blaze, which got stronger with each new flare of light and faded away again as soon as the intensity dimmed.

The aurorae stopped a foot above the floor and shifted, defining a circle, and then rose again – and when they did, the Creator was stood there on golden hooves.

His ring shone with an inner light, the split colours of a caged rainbow chasing back and forth under the surface of the gold, and He regarded the Spear Pillar – looking at the nine Creation Dragons, the other Pokémon, and the humans present as well.

“I have come unto the earth,” He declared, sinking until he contacted the surface with a four-part pulse of iridescent light that spread out through the entire floor like a ripple on a pond. “Cyrus, leader of Team Galactic.”

Cyrus had no reaction at first, his hand twitching slightly as he stared at Arceus.

“I am aware of all you have done,” Arceus went on. “But I can show mercy; I am merciful. You may be able to-”

“All of you, attack!” Cyrus demanded.

The ‘Primal’ Dialga and Palkia both obeyed their compelled commands, sending blasts of space-time-warping energy towards the Original One, and their trio mate Giratina vanished in a flicker of shadow to come diving down in a Shadow Force.

Other Galactic Pokémon obeyed as well, Jupiter’s Skuntank firing a Hyper Beam and her Bronzong using Flash Cannon, and the Lake Trio all glowed at once. Charon’s Gengar attacked as well, and so did almost all the remaining Pokémon of the Galactic Grunts.

Arceus vanished inside the barrage of attacks for several long seconds, explosions and smoke crashing out as the volley continued, until finally three Future Sight balls came flashing down – attacks by Uxie, Mesprit and Azelf, forced out of them by Cyrus’ command.

Then there was a brilliant flare of white light. Arceus’ whole body glowed with incandescent illumination, a Flash with His immense power behind it, and the attacks stopped all at once.

Arceus was completely unharmed.

“Well, so much for the merciful approach,” He declared, and a pulse of orange light rose to the very top of Spear Pillar. It hung in the air for a moment, then flashed and split into a thousand pink streamers.

Judgement marched across the Spear Pillar. Galactic Pokémon – and only Galactic Pokémon – were knocked into the air by bracketing impacts, weaker Pokémon surrounded by three or four blasts so the overpressure combined to knock them out while stronger Pokémon took one or two or four hits to render them into unconsciousness as well. Other targets were hit – every last piece of equipment from either Charon was disintegrated, while Galactic’s stolen Lake Trio were each hit by at least fifty much less powerful Judgement beams. The humans came in for trouble as well, knocked off their feet by nearby explosions, and two particularly precise shots cut Gary and Zoey free of their bonds.

Primal Dialga, Palkia and Giratina vanished inside the heaviest bombardment of all, pounding their shields to the point of failure and then ceasing exactly on time, and the last three Judgement meteors of the strike broke the Red Chains holding them.

Arceus waited until the Red Chains had clattered to the floor, then obliterated them with a second Judgement attack – as much force as the first, but focused entirely on the chains of red crystal.

“I made a mistake to think that those were necessary,” He declared. “And My error has cost much.”

Raising a hoof, He struck the floor. “Cyrus! Account for yourself!”

Cyrus pushed himself off the ground, where the bombardment had knocked him, but said nothing.

“Very well,” Arceus decided. “To you I commend the following instruction; be careful what you wish for, you may get it.”

A hole opened in space, and on the other side was a grassy field.

“You, and all your willing followers, are exiled,” the Creator stated. “The world on the other side of that portal is exactly what you wanted – a world without spirit.”

“What?” the older Gary demanded. “They just – they did something horrible to the universe, they killed Ash, and just because he came back you’re letting them off?”

“I am not letting them off!” Arceus thundered. “The world through that portal has no humans, no Pokémon, no civilization, no animal life whatsoever. Their scientist Charon knows much, but his equipment is dust; he cannot build the tools needed to build the tools for anything which might pose a threat.”

He stepped closer, each hoof-fall producing the same ripple of iridescence through the Spear Pillar as before. “There is no Aura, no magic, no psychic powers; the Pokémon who pass through will still function, but their abilities will be curtailed drastically. It is a life’s exile, without possibility of departure, and that life will be spent not as lords of creation but working to survive. That survival is possible… but it will not be easy.”

Arceus’ gaze examined Gary. “Understand that my decision is not made from an excess of mercy, Gary Oak. It is the purest form of ironic punishment that I can impose.”

That said, the Original One looked at the mass of Team Galactic – still recovering from the Judgement attack – and then to the Lake Trios. “Who amongst this group was not aiding Team Galactic voluntarily?”


“Okay, uh… question?” Ash’s Giratina said, hesitantly. “I know who I am, and I know the Giratina over there who’s just reverting from whatever Cyrus did to him is my alternate self. But who are you?”

“I’m the head of our Rescue Team,” replied the scarfed Giratina.

The Dialga wearing a Skitty hood trod on his tail.

“I mean, I’m a member of our Rescue Team,” he corrected. “Hey, quick question – you’re not some kind of curveball Dad threw at us because we were getting too blasé about the whole thing, right? Because I thought we’d have to fight the Primals over there, but I guess not since Dad blew them up.”

“No, this is the world,” the Riolu said. “It’s a little different than before, but I feel the Aura of a living world outside. It’s something you never really realize is there until it’s gone…”

He was about to continue, but a Lucario tackled him.

“Are you okay, Aaron?” Palkia called, waited a moment, then shrugged. “Eh, he’ll probably be fine.”


As soon as it looked like everything was under control, Misty broke into a run.

She pelted across the Spear Pillar, heedless of the debris in her way, and came to a halt in front of Ash.

“Ash, you…” she began, then paused – not sure exactly what to say.

She wanted to shout at him for getting into this kind of situation again, she wanted to grab him and make sure he was really there, she wanted to celebrate that he was alive – alive again – and there were at least three other things as well and she wasn’t sure which she should be doing more.

“Misty?” Ash replied. “Is something wrong?”

“How can you ask that after what just happened?!” Misty demanded. “I don’t – but – I don’t even know where to begin!”

Then Ash’s Pokémon arrived, all at once – heedless of any lingering injuries – and Misty took a step back as her friend was all but buried under a pile of relieved Pokémon. There were a few other Pokémon in there as well, all speaking over one another, as Ash assured them over and over that he was here and he was all right.


As the final tension of combat drained away, Kari sheathed herself with a faint click – noticing a little scrap missing from her tassel, cut off by the beam of indescribable energy from bare minutes ago.

Something felt odd, though. Like the world had an echo to it, as if she had double vision – but not quite, with the other experience feeling almost exactly as real but in another place entirely.

She expanded her perception a little, and found that echo – and it found her.

Hello?

Who are you? Kari thought, and rather than an internal question it felt more like the opening move in a conversation – or perhaps the reply.

I am you, the echo answered. I think. I feel like I’m you. But… different.

Puzzlement and concern flowed over the connection, and Kari blinked in surprise.

You’re me? she asked. But I am me. And… I know that sounds most strange to actually say, but the situation is certainly most strange as well.

Truly! her apparent counterpart agreed. And should a brave knight flinch from a strange situation? I think not!

I would counsel a little more in the way of prudence, Kari sent, but even as she did she felt the connection growing stronger – the line between herself and her other self less firm, less distinct.

It was a little like how she could wield herself as though there was an invisible person holding her up, if she wanted to – and a little like how she could move her scabbard and her blade about one another. But it was different as well, and in a way she could not truly describe.

Burn, the other blade decided. You are Kari, but I was born in fire and fire is in my heart. I am Burn.

The name was obvious, but at the same time it was sublimely perfect. The answer to a question that hadn’t been asked.

Then there was a moment of timeless clarity, and when it faded Kari felt both blades at once. Like one was in her grip, and the other was waiting for attention, and like her mirror-image had her other blade in her grip in just the same way.

I fear this is almost certainly not how a Honedge normally becomes a Doublade, she said.

Perhaps, Burn agreed. But it has happened, so clearly ‘tis possible!

They relaxed, and the distinct personae faded away a little. Kari Burns was their combination, with parts of her personality that Kari had not even noticed were missing, and now she felt… complete.

And were she needed again, she would be ready.


Handshake commencing, Dexter thought, in two parallel streams at once. Code exchange complete. Checksum complete. Syncing.

The two instances running on his primary node and his combat projector shared experiential data, interpolated, integrated and merged.

That was easy, Dexter thought to himself. I wonder how other people handle there being two of them?

As he pondered that, with particular attention to the curious case of two complete human-Pokémon teams from the previous timeline, someone finally asked Ash a question he’d been wondering about.

“How did you know?” Dawn asked. “You were suddenly using that – GS ball? – like you’d always known how, and then you sent out more than one Legendary Pokémon from it!”

“It was kind of strange,” Ash admitted. “I… well, when I came back… it just made sense. It did feel like I’d always known, but just hadn’t put the pieces together.”

“It didn’t act like that before, though,” Pikachu said, on Ash’s shoulder – a spot he’d claimed as soon as he’d arrived and was refusing to relinquish. “It kept flying back into your hand, and I know we thought it was impossible to open – but… had nobody really tried throwing it to let something out?”

“That’s the thing I don’t understand,” Ash replied. “But I just… suddenly knew how to use it.”

“Um… well, I did try wishing something?” Jirachi said. “I wished that all these horrible things would stop… maybe that had something to do with it, I don’t know. It didn’t feel like it did anything, but if it did something about knowledge maybe it didn’t need much power?”

“I guess that makes sense,” Ash agreed. “I think?”

“You were attuned,” Arceus declared. “The flames of the Sacred Ash did the last of it; you became the bearer of My ultimate refuge, the fortress of Gold and Silver to which I may retreat in even the direst of times.”

He tapped a hoof on the floor. “I may have asked Celebi what an appropriate look would be. It’s not stealing when you created everything anyway.”


Cynthia stood back a little, and took in a long breath before exhaling in relief.

“It’s over,” she said, barely able to credit it. “It’s done. We fought an enemy we couldn’t even see, and we saved the universe, and we won.”

A glance around the Spear Pillar reminded her just how much work it had been. A Dialga – one of the three in the little pocket reality, and she could barely credit that – was reverting the stone pillars to their original states, gathering together chips from all over the room to do it, and there were tattered bits of the giant robots Team Rocket had brought in to help out scattered hither and yon – some of them still smoking, and others emitting intermittent sparks.

There were Pokémon and Pokéballs as well, most of them from Team Galactic, unconscious and being watched over by members of the Lake Trios now they were all in one place.

Seeing them made Cynthia shiver again at the scale of what had happened. It was… hard to credit that a single organization could do so much damage… until you remembered they’d gained control of some of the most powerful Legendary Pokémon in the world, and you were just thankful how lightly they’d gotten off.

“Excuse me? You are Champion Cynthia, yes?”

“Oh?” Cynthia replied, turning to see who had addressed her. “I – yes, that’s me. You’re Looker, right – the detective?”

“That is correct, yes,” Looker agreed. “I do not think we have met, but I have been told of why it is you know who I am.”

He waved at the area on the far side of the battered mecha-Palkia. “I am pleased to tell you that I have put all the Galactic people in handcuffs, so they are captured and have not escaped. I am almost out of handcuffs, but that is okay.”

“Thank you, that is a weight off my mind,” Cynthia admitted. “I wouldn’t want to think about what they’d be willing to try if they got away.”

“Ah, yes, it is a major concern,” Looker agreed. “Though… there is another matter to discuss, as well. It seems that there are some people on the way who would like to speak.”

Cynthia frowned at him, unsure what he meant, then looked at the portal to the outside world.

Blurs of red, blue and yellow came through all at once, swirling with fire, ice and lightning as they skidded to a halt, and then a brilliant-winged rainbow phoenix erupted out of the portal over their heads.

As the portal continued to ripple, admitting several Lucario – and Lance, and Bertha, and Steven, and a Shaymin, then more and more trainers and Pokémon alike – Ho-Oh slowed to a hover.

“Why is it I am always the last to know about these things!?” he demanded.
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“Misty,” Lance said, with a sigh of relief. “It is good to see you’re okay.”

“I nearly wasn’t,” Misty replied, shaking her head. “That was… one of the hardest battles I’ve ever been involved in.”

“I would ask why you didn’t get help from us, but I think the answer’s obvious,” Bruno shook his head. “That was the battle with Team Galactic that you all came back in time for?”

Lance frowned, rubbing his temples. “I… that memory effect is very annoying. You told us about Galactic years ago, but it’s only now that I can remember all the conversations.”

Misty nodded, glancing over at Ash – now surrounded by even more Pokémon – and assured herself that he was still there.

“Something wrong?” Will asked.

“I think something happened,” Lance guessed. “Something bad… but not too bad?”

“Yeah,” Misty agreed, her voice husky, then cleared her throat with a cough. “Yeah. Because, we… we thought we’d won, we’d stopped Team Galactic, and then the original Team Galactic showed up. And… they… reduced Ash to a cloud of dust.”

She waved her hand at her old friend. “But – but because he’s ridiculous, there he is! And I hardly know what to think about it…”

“Sorry, what?” Karen asked. “Your friend came back from the dead?”

“Yeah, again,” Misty confirmed. “It’s kind of a habit with him, but it never feels normal…”

There was a silence after that, until one of Lance’s Dragonites came flying back down to him.

Landing as lightly as thistledown, the Dragon-type made a gesture, and Lance nodded.

“Thank you,” he smiled. “It looks like Dragonite can’t find anything else hiding out of the way waiting to go after us…”

The Dragon-type trainer and Grand Champion spread his arms. “I thought it was a good idea to double check.”

“Oh, yeah, definitely,” Misty agreed. “I do not want any more surprises after that…”

“Speaking of surprises,” Karen began delicately. “Why can I see a Dialga over there, and a Dialga over there repairing one of the pillars… oh, and a Dialga over there as well wearing a Skitty hat?”

“One of them is the one we’re used to, and the second one I think is from the previous timeline?” Misty said, a little more hesitantly this time. “He came with the original Team Galactic from our old timeline. But… the third one’s kind of a mystery to me as well…”


“Sir Ketchum.”

The tableau of Pokémon around Ash paused. Suicune, in particular, hesitated – frozen in the middle of licking Ash’s face – then decided there was no dignified exit from the situation and returned herself in a flicker of red light.

Ash looked up at the two Lucario who had approached him, then at the half-a-dozen others behind them, and got to his feet. “That’s me, yeah – uh, sorry I didn’t see you coming…”

“That is not even close to what we wish to discuss,” the female stated. “Sir Ketchum, you have done our kingdom such a service that we would not have you feel compelled to rise in our presence; it is that which we wish to address.”

She swept her paw around at the scene around them, then pointed at one spot in particular, and Ash spotted a Rapidash half-kneeling awkwardly over the still-stunned form of the Shadow Lucario he’d fought before.

“From all we have heard since we arrived, it is clear; our Lancelot, taken from the heart of our Kingdom and turned to darkness by fell powers, was a principal foe of yours in this battle. You fought him, and you did your utmost to render him harmless without a permanent injury, and now he can be returned to us.”

“That was your, uh, Lancelot?” Ash asked. “I… well, I sort of recognized his fighting style…”

“That would be the style of the Lucario Kingdom, I should not wonder,” the lord nodded. “Your Lucario would have learned it as a youngster, and parts of it would remain in his style even now.”

“But how did Galactic make your Lancelot – I guess that’s your champion? - into a Shadow Pokémon?” Pikachu said, from Ash’s shoulder. “I thought that was basically impossible.”

“So had we,” the lady sighed. “Though their fell powers of memory alteration were doubtless involved. If those who were part of this Team Galactic were immune, and those who were not were unable to remember what was going on, then it seems that perhaps the only thoughts he was able to remember were those where he was part of the blackguards’ sworn knights.”

“…ouch,” Ash said faintly. “That… well, I guess it’s a good thing it would take the full power of a Lake Guardian to do something like that.”

“Indeed, ‘tis,” the lord agreed. “Though, Sir Ketchum…”

He walked forwards, and put his paw on Ash’s shoulder.

“I name you Sir Ketchum in the Lucario Kingdom, as well as your extant titles. Would that I could give you more for your service, but I fear that were I to suggest giving you a charger the competition in the stables would be far too fierce – and you have all else I could give.”

“Wait, wait, hold on,” Ash’s Lucario said. “I… I don’t think Ash realizes what that means.”

“Then you will have to explain it to him,” the lady said, with a smile.

“I can do that!” Raikou declared brightly. “I’ve visited the Lucario Kingdom before, you know!”

“Please don’t,” Ash’s Lucario replied. “Ash… this is an enormous honour. The Lucario Kingdom only knights Lucario, and only perhaps three or four in every generation.”

“That reminds me,” the lord said, and put his paw on Lucario’s shoulder. “I name you as a knight of the Lucario Kingdom as well; if you want a title with it you can let me know at any time.”

Lucario looked like he wanted a good long sit-down, not so much because of the knighthood but because of everything the day had brought.

“What’s going to happen to the other Shadow Pokémon?” Entei asked.

“I think that depends who has a claim on them?” Brock asked. “Those Shadow Birds might have a Lugia somewhere whose job is watching over them, and if they don’t they might have families… for the others, I guess it’s basically the same. If they don’t have anyone… I don’t know.”

“What about that chap with the Orre Beast Trio?” Raikou volunteered. “I seem to remember he had quite a to-do with Shadow Pokémon himself! Maybe he’s got some advice?”


Ringing, Dee announced.

“This is going to be so bizarre,” Gary muttered, just outside the Spear Pillar portal, then made a shushing gesture. “Wait, there we go.”

Dee’s projector lit up, showing a mid-air image of Samuel Oak. “Gary? Oh, thank goodness… we thought things were probably going okay because about five or ten minutes ago everyone tore out of here at once. Your Alakazam was doing a lot of the heavy lifting – is he okay?”

“He’s fine, Gramps,” Gary agreed. “Yeah, Molly managed to break the memory effect… there’s so much crazy stuff that was going on, it’s going to take ages to explain…”

“Is Ash okay?” Delia Ketchum interrupted. “I was so worried…”

Gary paused, then chose his next words carefully. “He’s fine now.”

“What do you mean now?” Delia asked.

“He’s basically covered in Pokémon at the moment, I’m sure he’ll talk to you in a bit,” Gary said. “Look, Gramps… there’s no easy way to say this.”

He turned Dee’s camera.

Both Professor Oak and Mrs. Ketchum stopped at once.

“…Gary?” Oak said, after a long pause. “Why are there two of you?”

“Hey, Gramps,” the other Gary replied, waving. “I… yeah, this is kind of bizarre and I barely understand any of it. I was right there when Galactic started doing their thing…”

“And the whole bubble of space around Galactic got transported to our timeline,” the native Gary continued. “So there’s me, and there’s… a different version of me. I’d call him a twin except he’s several months older physically and several years younger in experience.”

“Hey!” the elder boy replied, stung. “Does it count if you live the same time over twice?”

“I got published!” the younger one shot back.

“Both of you, quiet!” their grandfather said sharply, then paused – saying nothing for several long seconds.

Then he started to laugh.

“Gramps?” the newly arrived Gary asked, a little hesitantly.

“It’s just – I told him I didn’t want to lose a grandson, and now I’ve gained one,” Samuel explained, before shaking his head. “Oh, this is going to be so hard to come to terms with…”

He looked up. “Does that mean your Pokémon got copied, as well?”

“I… guess so,” the Gary in question said one hand going to his Pokéballs. “But they all got beaten in that last fight against Galactic – they’re exhausted.”

“Wasn’t that years ago?” the local Gary asked, then blinked. “I mean, uh… you don’t look that much older than me, I guess, but it’s been something like four years since Ash came back in time…?”

“We were in there for a couple of hours,” the new Gary replied. “Cyrus had Dialga do something to time, and we kind of… I don’t know. It was after that he told the Lake Guardians to do something, though.”

“That explains a lot, actually,” Professor Oak mused. “I’ve been wondering for a while why the memory effect came on suddenly.”

He sighed. “Well… this is going to be a massive discussion, and no mistake… not least what we’re going to call both of you. Did it happen to anyone else, aside from the Pokémon?”

“And Team Galactic,” a Gary pointed out. “But Zoey was there too, so… there’s two of her now as well.”

He rubbed his temples. “I don’t suppose you’d be okay being called Gareth?”

They both thought about that.

“No, probably not.”

“I wouldn’t like that either…”

“What about this?” Wobbuffet suggested, saluting. “You number yourselves. So that one who came back in time is Gary-uno?”

The physically younger Oak frowned as Dee’s earbud translated that, then groaned.

“I didn’t get any of that,” the older one said. “How did you understand what he said?”

“It’s because of his Porygon, Dee,” Samuel Oak supplied. “My own assistant Damos translated it for me. Wobbuffet was suggesting that he should be Gary-uno, and you should be-”

“Oh, come on…”


“…I understand that only the humans and Pokémon who were reminded of the previous timeline were actually able to tell what was going on,” Ho-Oh said, now done with inspecting Ash very carefully to make sure he was, in fact, alive. “But what about me?”

Question contains unstated assumptions, Mesprit declared. Best guess: you did something with Ash which was sort of similar. Unlikely to be a memory transfer; bond too weak. We didn’t get involved. You didn’t perceive Galactic.

Basically, Uxie added, doesn’t count.

Ho-Oh grumbled something, and then Mawile tapped him on the leg.

He looked down at her, and she hugged his leg with sudden and slightly startling strength.

“You did help out,” she said firmly. “You’re why Dad’s still alive at all. Thank you so much!”


“You got captured by Ash Ketchum?” the Giratina Cyrus had brought with him asked. “Really?”

“Yes,” Ash’s Giratina confirmed. “It seemed to make sense, given how many Legendaries he had by then.”

He shrugged. “It’s been interesting to have two memories of what happened with that awful Zero person, though-”

“You’re changing the subject,” the other Giratina accused.

“All right,” Arceus declared. “That’s enough of that.”

His ring flashed gold for a moment.

“…what just happened?” the Giratina Cyrus had captured asked. “What was that flash for?”

He looked nervous. “Were we arguing too much, or something?”

“I don’t think so,” Ash’s Giratina answered. “You might want to look at yourself, though.”

The other Giratina did so.

The tips of his shadowy tendril-wings were now a bright blue, and his armour’s colouring had been reversed – gold to silver and silver to gold – while the same swap of red for blue had applied to the bands on his torso as well.

“It’s going to be too confusing otherwise,” Arceus stated. “Though, speaking of which, I will probably have to make another Rayquaza as well; it seems as though having just one of them is a little too prone for error.”

“You turned us shiny?” asked the now-recoloured Dialga, the first question he’d asked since being freed of Cyrus’ control. “Is this what a Shiny Dialga even looks like?”

“Correct,” Arceus proclaimed. “If the youngest Creation Dragons keep their scarves on, there should be no problem telling the difference. Perhaps I should offer to make the humans shiny as well…”

“Does that mean that the other Arceus is Shiny as well?” the Rescue Palkia asked. “I mean, there’s one for this universe, and you’re the one from the last universe…”

“There is only one Me,” Arceus said. “I am large; I contain multitudes. I am the Arceus who was within the Fortress of Gold and Silver, and the one without.”

He paused, tapping a hoof on the crystalline floor and sending ripples of aurorae out through it. “Though perhaps I should consider a Shiny alter-ego. This is the first time I have Fought Crime in many centuries.”


“Crying shame we couldn’t help,” Flint voiced. “Sorry about that, Cynthia. That’s half our job and we weren’t able to help.”

“Don’t blame yourselves,” Cynthia told him. “The only reason why I could help is something that happened in another timeline entirely – and none of my Pokémon could.”

After saying that, she glanced at her Garchomp. “I’m very impressed by how quickly they arrived, actually.”

Garchomp grumbled something, and Cynthia glanced down at Laocoon’s screen. “I know, but it’s easy to think you should have been quicker even when you did the best you could.”

“That has been a little strange to get used to,” her Lucario said, tearing his attention away from the Royal Knights discussing how best to handle one of their number. “I was so used to translating when you need translation…”

“I think whether you need to get used to it depends on what Laocoon is going to do after this,” Cynthia replied. “What’s going to happen to you all?”

That is a good question, Laocoon admitted. Is the Lily of the Valley tournament looking for help?

“Hey, that could be good,” Aaron said. “A lot of what happens in the League is too fast for me to keep track of.”

“I think we might be getting a bit sidetracked,” Lucian noted. “How long has all this been going on, Cynthia?”

“Years, really,” Cynthia answered. “We haven’t been able to pinpoint when the memory effect thing happened, but I got involved months ago. This is actually why I had Lugia training with me – if Galactic came after me, he could fight.”

She let out a sharp exhalation, then shook her head. “Well… that’s all behind us now.”

“Something this big is not going to be behind us for a long time, boss,” Aaron said. “You’re going to have to tell us as much as you can.”

“I’ll do my best,” Cynthia agreed. “I really will. And I think there might be a book written about this at some point…”


“What happened to Kari?” Pikachu asked, once he’d judged that pretty much all of Ash’s Pokémon had had a chance to check he was there. “I know you had her when you got attacked, but you threw her clear and I saw Lucario using her. But then you had her as well?”

“That’s… actually a good question,” Ash admitted. “I guess I wasn’t really thinking about it – I needed her, and she was there.”

He reached down to his waist. “Kari?”

The sword Pokémon drew herself, and both blades floated into the air.

“That is my name, but not all of it,” she said, one tassel waving a little to show a small section had been cut off – perhaps half a square inch, sliced off as cleanly as with a knife. “It seems a part of me was slain alongside you, and so when you were brought back then so was I.”

Her scabbards came together in a clak and a little flash of blue light, forming a crossdraw baldrick, then split apart again. “The part that was wielded by Lucario to avenge you is Kari, and the part that was reborn in fire with you is Burn. They are both me, and yet not.”

“I, uh… that’s kind of confusing, but I think I get it,” Ash said, frowning. “So it’s kind of like with Metagross, who has four minds and one personality?”

“A little,” the Doublade agreed. “But not. I would be happy to be called she, and Kari, for that is indeed my first name. But in truth ‘tis all new to me as well.”

She twisted, one blade sheathing itself and the other remaining ready. “I fear, however, that we may need to change your lessons – you have wielded staff and sword, but not sword and sword again, and the two are different.”

“Speaking of that staff,” Houndoom said, tilting his head a little. “I overheard some of a conversation over there, and I guess that that Riolu who appeared with Arceus is actually Sir Aaron?”

“I – right,” Ash winced. “I guess that means I might need to give back his staff?”

“That sounds like something to sort out by asking him,” Lucario advised.

Ash looked around, to see where the Rota Lucario and Sir Aaron were, but while he did spot them he also saw Arceus walking over.

A ripple of silence spread out as the Original One approached, and stopped about a foot short of Ash. He regarded Ash with glowing eyes, unblinking, for about five seconds.

Then there was a flash of golden light, and something small and glittering appeared just in front of Arceus’ face. It dropped, Ash catching it before it hit the ground, and Arceus nodded in satisfaction.

“There.”

Ash opened his hand, looking at what he’d caught, and frowned. It was a golden symbol, about two inches across, cool and heavy – clearly made out of actual gold, or something just as dense. It had an odd but familiar shape, an inner continuous ring and a pair of bracket-shapes as an outer ring joined by four spokes.

A fine dark chain was attached to it, making the whole thing a necklace, and Ash examined it for a long moment.

“Uh… what is it?” he asked.

“The chain is iridium, the symbol itself is an alloy of iridium and gold,” Arceus declared. “The alloy is less easy to damage than pure gold.”

Those metals don’t even alloy, Dexter protested.

“They do if I say so,” Arceus declared firmly. “It should work like any other.”

“Any other what?” Dawn asked. “Uh… I’m sorry, Arceus, but you clearly think we know what this is supposed to be.”

Arceus stopped, looked her up and down, then raised His voice. “Dialga!”

“Yes?” three Pokémon answered at once.

“Whichever one of you can get me a Celebi, do so,” He requested. “I have to check on something.”

“Like what, Dad?” the Rescue Dialga asked. “Where we’re going to live? Unless you took Sharpedo Rock with us or something.”

“That should be easy,” Arceus dismissed. “Just stay at Rota or something. This is a much more serious matter.”


“Report,” Giovanni instructed.

“Right, boss,” James agreed, all business. “We worked out what was going on with the Rocket cells in Sinnoh vanishing.”

“It had better be good,” Giovanni grumbled. “That assignment can’t have taken that long.”

“You bet it did, boss!” Meowth replied. “They had a kinda memory effect ting goin’ on so hardly any people or Pokémon could even see ‘em, or notice somethin’ was wrong, and, uh… well, we ain’t sure what happened to most of ‘em, but a couple of ‘em got recruited to Team Galactic.”

“And you’re almost certainly not going to get them back,” Jessie added.

“Not that I would want to,” Giovanni mused. “What was this Team Galactic doing, then?”

“We just helped Ash Ketchum and the Sinnoh Grand Champion stop them from destroying the entire universe to make their own one, boss,” James supplied. “We don’t know for sure what that universe would be like, but they said they wanted one ‘without spirit’.”

Giovanni was silent for almost half a minute, then took a deep breath.

“Very good,” he pronounced. “I take it that the Grand Champion knew you were involved?”

“Pretty sure, boss, yeah,” Meowth saluted. “We did break a lot of equipment an’ stuff, though.”

“Acceptable,” Giovanni waved off. “Very good work, then. What else is there to report?”

“Well, there’s… a lot more Creation Dragons than there used to be?” Jessie said. “And Arceus turned up.”

“Yeah, he’s havin’ some kind of conversation with Ash right now,” Meowth contributed. “So I guess you better plan for that?”

Giovanni looked at the screen for a long moment, then ended the call.

“I think that went quite well, actually,” James said, to general agreement.


“I see,” Arceus decided. “Very well.”

He shook His head. “This is all very annoying. I had thought that humans had remembered My gifts to them.”

Well, some did, Celebi pointed out, indicating the time window showing a city in Kalos. But yeah, mostly it was the healing abilities which everyone remembered, and then that became basically redundant once Pokémon centres had reached the point they could heal technologically. So it’s sort of died out.

“I suppose the Kalosian group explains why I thought it was still remembered,” Arceus mused. “My pool of power for such things was being expended and replenished continually.”

He turned back to the mystified group. “My Chosen One, the symbol which I presented to you is a way of channeling a portion of My power. It can be used in many ways, with practice, though I admit that they are all a little hard to learn.”

Ash looked at the Arceus symbol, then back up at Arceus Himself. “I didn’t know that was even a thing.”

“Yes, which is why I have spent the last few minutes looking into why the art faded,” Arceus agreed. “I do not command you to learn it, but I suggest it would help.”

He tapped His hoof on the floor. “The best way to-”

“Uh, Dad?” the Rescue team Palkia asked. “Sorry to bother you, but I don’t want this to get forgotten… where’s Rota?”

“What?” Arceus asked. “Has Sir Aaron never told you where he’s from?”

“Oh, yeah, he’s mentioned that,” the Rescue version of Giratina agreed. “But this is our first time in the material universe… and he’s not been around here for at least, uh, fifty years?”

“I think it’s a lot more than that,” May said. “Though admittedly I’m still getting used to the idea that that Riolu is Sir Aaron at all.”

Arceus considered that, then nodded solemnly. “You are correct. I considered the topic more important to myself, but it could wait a few minutes.”

The divine being’s hoof scraped along the floor in a mildly nervous gesture, then he put it down with a final tchak. “Rest assured, I will ensure you are properly settled into this real universe. Until you are, you can stay at my place.”

“…wait, hold on, back up a bit,” Bruno requested. “You’re Arceus. You have a place?”

He looked at the GS Ball. “Is it that? Does that mean Ash Ketchum has had Arceus’ house for… however long it is?”

“No, that’s completely different,” Arceus told him, and turned to trot away. A ripple of golden sparks turned into a portal held open with rainbow light, and Arceus stepped through – into clear air, well above the ground and with no obvious point of reference.

Calculating location, Dexter announced. Based on the position of the sun and the ground below… that is half a mile above the peak of Mount Coronet.

“What’s Mount Coronet?” asked the Rescue Dialga.

“A mountain,” his Palkia sibling pointed out blandly.

Walking on air, Arceus continued walking until he was about twenty feet away from the portal, then stopped.


High in the air, a tracery of light appeared.

It was insubstantial as moonlight, forming a rigid pattern which had a vaguely rectangular shape. Then the light began to brighten, white light firming up into a structure – a blank white wall two hundred feet on a side with eight marble columns rising from the base, surmounted by a pediment and with half-a-dozen steps rising up to the base of the wall. The lowest step faded at the base into the air, as though someone had taken an enormous staircase and erased all but the top of the last flight.

A double door took shape on the wall, between the centre two columns and at least ten feet across, and Arceus stepped forwards in the air until He touched down gently just in front of the doors.

Then He tapped the stone by the side of the door with His hoof.

Golden light exploded outwards, surrounding the wall with a complete ring of lustrous light that took on a solid form, and out from the ring shot four spokes which joined to two partial ring segments further out.

“Good,” Arceus mused to Himself. “The porch light still works.”

The door swung open, and what should have been visible on the other side was simply open air – but what was shown instead was a vast, brightly lit basilica of white marble and black metal.

“Behold,” He added. “The Hall of Origin.”


The portal’s far end followed Arceus as He entered the Hall, sunlight streaming improbably in through high windows on all sides of the basilica flanking closed doors. He reached a dais at the head of the room, contemplated it for a long moment, then raised His hoof and struck one of the stones twice.

“There,” he said. “Much better.”

“What is?” Ash asked.

“Oh, it’s nothing important,” Arceus dismissed, shrugging his shoulders. “Just something I set up a while ago. Not really worth keeping around any more, especially given how people seem to have stopped using my granted powers.”

The divine being rolled his neck a bit. “Nevertheless. It would be useful for you to learn how to use these powers, Chosen One, especially given the events you get involved with on a regular basis.”

He contemplated the floor, which was lit with little flashing streamers of gold and rainbow light, then looked up. “Oh, by the way. Dialga, Palkia, Giratina – you should all have rooms in here if you look.”

The Rescue Creation Trio made their way through the portal one by one – Dialga darting through in an instant which avoided his having to visibly clamber over the threshold, Palkia warping space so it was large enough to step through easily and Giratina just flying through in Origin Forme.

“Thanks, Dad,” Giratina called over his shoulder as he followed the others. “Uh, how do the lights work?”

“It’s artificial sunlight,” Arceus called to him. “There’s a dial to turn it down to diffuse sunlight, or moonlight.”

“I wasn’t remotely ready to look into the Hall of Origin,” Drew said, a bit faintly. “There are artificial suns in there?”

Arceus turned his head to look back through the portal. “No. If I made a sun I would call it homemade. The sunlight just appears from the plane of the window at a downwards angle.”

“Oh, okay,” Drew replied. “I think? The word okay really isn’t remotely appropriate, though…”

“Hey, you guys?” Sidney called. “You know that giant building thing is visible from the ground, right? I just went outside to look – there is no way anyone is going to miss that, unless maybe they’re blind I guess?”

“Yes?” Arceus asked. “I left the porch light on because I’m in. It’s only polite to do so. I’ll turn it off when I leave.”

“Is that going to be a regular thing?” Cynthia asked. “It’s certainly going to cause comment, I suppose…”

“What, the creator god putting up a big sign saying ‘the deity is in’?” Flint snorted. “Of course that’s going to cause comment!”

“It’s just a porch light,” Arceus said. “Would it help if I had a sign which actually said that?”

“No, no, please don’t,” Flint asked. “I’m not sure I could take it, after what’s already happened today…”


Insight, M-002 declared, and sent M-001 a data package.

Interesting! The digital Mew agreed. It seems that we have a confirmation to our hypothesis that there was something going on, and also an explanation as to why we could not adequately explore the implications. That the memory effect described could also affect us is concerning, however.

It is also a positive thing, M-002 stated. We were influenced by the memory effect, which was cast by the Lake Trio. The powers of the Lake Trio function on souls.

You are right, M-001 agreed. That is a positive thing. It is nice to receive empirical validation.

Flipping upside down, the virtual Psychic-type frowned. By the way, are you monitoring the latest guests?

I am monitoring all the guests, M-002 confirmed. It is my job, after all.

I was wondering what you thought we should do about the latest group? Mew asked. They are exhibiting strange behaviour. The Garchomp is attempting to pick a fight with Olympus Mons.

The duo streamed audio from the Garchomp’s spacesuit radio for several seconds.

Why does she think that insulting the parentage of an extinct volcano will let her become the earth deity of an entire planet? M-002 inquired. My data on legendary interactions is extensive but that is not one of the elements in it.

I am unaware, M-001 replied. It will be interesting to see what happens.


…and that’s why it’s called the Fermi Paradox – it is paradoxical because there is no one obvious explanation, Mewtwo said. But it occurred to me that you would likely know the answer, as you were responsible.

Arceus nodded slowly.

“It is an interesting analysis,” he said. “Have you heard of the concept of Omphalos?”

I have, Mewtwo replied. The idea that the world was created recently but made to look older.

“Well, that’s not the explanation,” Arceus told him. “This world is as old as it seems. The universe is the same age, as your science has doubtless confirmed.”

I haven’t studied all the relevant papers, but – yes, that’s fairly well attested, Mewtwo agreed.

“Then, simply put, the explanation is that this particular world is special,” Arceus declared. “It’s the only one where I placed evolved animal life; it should be the first into space.”

I see, Mewtwo replied, nodding. I think, however, I will continue to think about the problem as a problem as well as a solution.

Arceus frowned. “You consider my explanation unsatisfactory?”

I am grateful for the explanation, Mewtwo answered. It has changed my mind. But it has not settled the issue, for me; it has simply made a certain answer to the problem much more likely to be correct.”

The Creator tapped a hoof. “Very well. I cannot claim to be infallible, especially not after getting blindsided by several trillion tons of rock; I would simply advise you to not spend all your time seeking a true answer if no evidence would prove that answer for you.”

So, in other words, don’t sweat it and have fun! Mew declared, twirling her tail around Mewtwo’s wrist. Come on, we need to sort out some kind of celebration!

Mewtwo nodded, paused, then raised his free hand to his chin. Hmmm…

He thought, then nodded to himself. Mew? Would you be able to contain yourself on celebrating until after the Sinnoh League?

But that’s way more than half an hour away, Mew grumbled, then slumped before spinning himself upright again. Why?

Oh, just an old idea I had about hosting AshCon in Crown City, Mewtwo replied. We might have to rename it, but I think it might be quite entertaining…


“You know what’s really strange about all this?” Aaron asked. “It’s that… I never really considered the idea that I might be returned from death to life.”

“That’s not really strange, as such,” his friend said, having finally released him from a bone-creaking hug that had lasted about a quarter of an hour. “It’s not exactly common. Or so I had at one time assumed.”

He looked around. “I count… hmm… Latios, Ash at least twice in this timeline alone, yourself… this is a regular resurrectee meet-up.”

“And that doesn’t even consider if you can consider everyone who escaped the old timeline by reminding as brought back to life,” Aaron mused. “That’s a difficult one.”

He stretched out a paw, and Lucario enfolded it in his larger one.

“Thank you,” the ex-human added. “Before you say it, I know that you’re sorry for how you thought of me before. I’ve already forgiven you – but I want to thank you for… well… being you. For still being you, someone I can rely on to show me around this very different world.”

“Didn’t you see Ash’s memories?” Lucario asked.

“Yes, years ago,” Aaron replied. “And since then I’ve been in a world controlled entirely by the whim of the Creator. I may need an adjustment period…”


“So… I am you,” Zoey’s Mismagius said.

“As you are me,” the other Zoey’s other Mismagius agreed.

“As she is she,” the first Ghost-type countered.

“And we are all together,” the second one finished.

“…are you sure you translated that right?” the local Zoey asked, looking at the Porygon who’d been helping her.

Yes, I did, Rooster told her. It is not my fault that your Pokémon decided to quote the Beatles.

The other Zoey rubbed her temples. “This is so bizarre I don’t even.”

She sighed. “I… well, I guess we’re going to have to learn how to deal with this. And with, uh… names, and all that stuff which we never thought we’d have to deal with. It’s a pity we don’t have a middle name.”

“And explaining it to Mom and Dad is going to be hard, too,” the younger Zoey said. “I mean, we look a bit different, because you’re older, and I guess handling haircuts to help would be pretty easy, but even so we kind of think of ourselves as the same people.”

“Oh, man, I hadn’t even thought of that,” the elder Zoey admitted. “I was focusing on how they’d react to knowing I was safe without realizing they don’t even know I was in danger!”

She groaned. “And… oh, no, I know it’s stupid to be worried about but now some of my ribbons are invalid because literally nobody knows they happened…”

“I remember,” the younger Coordinator told her, paused, then came over and impulsively hugged her counterpart.

“We’ll get through this together, sis,” she said. “I know we used to be the same person, but – well, I guess we’re kind of twins now or something. And that means we should definitely be there for one another!”

“I’ll be there too,” Dawn added, having come over. “And… actually, I did have this idea…”

She winked. “You know I actually have experience dealing with someone who looks identical?”

Both Zoeys paused, then the younger one snapped her fingers.

“I remember when you told me about this,” she said slowly. “That’s kind of different, but… yeah, it’s going to help to be able to discuss that. Thanks.”


“Excuse me? Sir, do you have a moment?”

Molly looked up, a little nervous as the Original One turned his attention to her, and one of her hands went to her Entei – seeking reassurance in his presence.

“I wanted to ask,” she said. “Because when I was making an Unown alphabet, it kind of felt like there were things they wanted to do… sort of, um, naturally? And I wondered if that’s what it’s like for you.”

Arceus regarded her.

“I like you,” he said. “I think that’s the first time anyone has tried to relate to me on something like that. It’s even more impressive that you succeeded.”

He nodded his head to her, and a symbol formed in front of his forehead before dropping – it nearly hit the ground, but Molly’s Sylveon intercepted it with her tendrils.

It was much the same as Ash’s, and Molly looked at it for a moment before returning her gaze to Arceus. “How does it work?”

“That, you already know,” Arceus told her. “It should simply make it easier for you, by letting you call on my strength instead of your own.”

“Thank you,” Molly said. “I’ll do my best!”

“I am sure…” Arceus replied, then stopped. He looked down at Sylveon, then held up a hoof.

“Excuse me a moment.”

He walked to the back of the Hall of Origin, and a flash of light pulsed through the floor. His hooves clacked on the stone as He walked back towards Molly and her Pokémon friends, and then He nodded to her.

“Thank you for your patience,” He said. “I felt that this required a little more gravity.”

He summoned His plates, then separated the Pixie plate from the rest. It floated down alongside Sylveon, letting Him compare them side by side.

“Was this Sylveon your creation?” He asked, and both human and Pokémon nodded.

“She really wanted a friend,” Sylveon explained. “So she dreamed up an Eevee who could do everything she felt they should, including turning into a whole new type of Pokémon she thought up!”

“That is what I had thought,” He mused. “It seems I am encountering many creations that are not My own in recent days. Well, then, Molly Hale – allow Me to commend you most heartily on a job well done, and to offer you My most sincere thanks.”

“Thanks?” Molly repeated. “I… sorry, sir, but I don’t really understand why you’re thanking me.”

“For years, this world has been becoming stronger,” Arceus explained to her. “In reaction to the danger it faced, and the trouble that was coming – the trouble defeated here by you and by your friends.”

He bowed His head. “But the greatest single strength this world had that the mad rulers of Team Galactic did not expect was the Fairy type – the Type which you made yourself, with your Sylveon, and which was so well crafted that it fit seamlessly into My own Creation when she briefly visited it at the Dawn of Time.”

Rising back to His full height, Arceus finished His piece. “So yes, Molly Hale. Thank you, for your creation has saved mine – and I do love it so.”


“It’s going to be funny, adjusting to all this,” Ash said, some time later. “It’s been sort of in the background, in the past, but there’s always been this worry about Team Galactic. And now, well… there isn’t. Or there won’t be. Or…”

He shrugged helplessly. “You know?”

“I do,” Lucario volunteered. “I’ve been right there with you almost the whole way, though only for the second time around.”

“I’ve been there since the first, and I agree completely,” Pikachu added.

“There’s so much we need to get sorted out,” Ash went on. “And… well, I guess I do need to have a talk with Mom about this. She deserves to know.”

“And what if she sends you to your room?” Pikachu asked, only half-jokingly.

“I… don”t know, but I guess I’d probably go,” Ash replied. “She’s my Mom, and she’s been really understanding, so… I don’t think she would. And if she did, she’d have a good reason.”

“That would be kind of an odd way to end your Sinnoh challenge,” Charizard observed.

“There’s always next year,” Ash answered. “Or, I guess… we’ve made sure there’s going to be a next year.”

“That’s a really strange thing to hear anyone say,” Misty volunteered. “Especially when it’s basically true.”

She turned to Iris, who happened to be nearby. “Oh, yeah, and try and keep him out of trouble, okay?”

“Pardon?” Iris replied. “Have you seen what Ash gets up to in a typical month? I’ll never be able to keep him out of trouble!”

“Well, there’s only one choice, then,” Misty shrugged. “Go right in there with him and make sure he comes out the other side in one piece.”

The young dragon-tamer considered that, then nodded firmly. “I can get that,” she decided.

That said, she got Ash’s attention. “Hey, uh – do you know if you can remind people and Pokémon now? Because I think this is about when I got Axew last time, and Cilan hasn’t been reminded yet.”

“I don’t actually know,” Ash admitted. “It should work, because the Lake Trio are safe now, but I guess the best way to be sure is to actually try it.”

Added to the agenda, Dexter supplied.

“I wonder how things are going for him,” Iris mused. “He might even be watching this on the news or something.”


“How’s the pasta coming along?” Chili asked, leaning around the door of the kitchen.

“Nearly done!” Cilan replied, adding the butter and spinach and stirring them in. “Should be another two minutes, no more.”

He checked a timer on the wall, which showed there were four minutes until he needed to take the mushroom risotto out of the oven, and Chili vanished back into the main room.

“And that’s another starter ready,” Cress reported, taking a garlic pizza out of the fire and putting it on the tray for table four. “You okay to handle the kitchen for a minute while I take this out?”

“Sure!” Cilan replied, measuring out the ingredients for the soup table six had ordered. “You go ahead.”

As Cress headed out and Cilan context-switched smoothly into serving up the paprika and white wine pasta for table one, Chili came back in.

“We’ve got a party of three Pokémon out on the balcony,” he reported. “Took me a moment to work it out, but they want a lot of gnocci.”

“How much is a lot?” Cilan asked, sprinkling the garnish on the two plates of pasta and putting them on a tray for Chili to take out.

“About ten kilos,” Chili answered, taking the tray. “With the four-cheese sauce.”

Cilan looked around the door to check, and nodded. “I guess it only makes sense that the Forces of Nature would want to eat big.”

The risotto came out of the oven and went to the side to cool, and Cilan steepled his fingers before putting a big pan of four-cheese sauce on the hob. “It’s gnocci time!”


Despite everything, new things kept coming up – details that had to be explained, friends who had dropped everything and hurried to help but arrived later than the first rush, and the occasional revelation from Arceus or one of his companions from inside the GS Ball about what they’d been doing – and it took a while before Ash was able to sit down with one of his Pokémon for a private chat.

“Hey, Mawile?” he began. “Is it okay if we talk?”

“Sure,” Mawile nodded. She reached out to him, giving his side a quick hug, then sat down right next to him and leaned against his side.

“I…” Ash said, then found the words sort of drying up. “Well… I wanted to make sure you were okay, I guess. I wasn’t exactly there when it happened, but…”

He stopped, and started again. “You called me Dad?”

“Yeah,” Mawile agreed, nodding a little. “When, um, when you… got exploded… it was like…”

She shook her head. “I don’t really want to talk about it, but I feel like I have to. And… and you’ve always been so important to me, but it felt like I hadn’t said it and now I’d never get a chance.”

The little Fairy-type looked up at him. “I’m sorry, and… uh, is it okay if I call you Dad?”

“Yeah,” Ash assured her, hugging her to his side. “That’s fine. I… don’t really know what Dads are supposed to do, because of what happened to mine…”

“Dads are meant to be strong, and kind,” Mawile told him. “They should be the best person in the world, and helpful… there to help us get stronger, but not to make it so we’re weaker. They should help us grow, and… if they’re not there, there has to be a good reason for it. They have to do their best to come back.”

“Wow,” Ash said, as she finished her list. “I… that’s a lot to live up to, Mawile.”

“You already do,” she said, giving him another hug. “You’re kind, strong, and you make us stronger as well… and you came back.”

Ash smiled, blinking tears out of his eyes, and hugged her back.

“Thanks, Mawile.”


AN:


As you’re doubtless aware, this chapter took a lot longer to write.

This is essentially the consequence of my finally slowing down for a bit and enjoying a bit more free time each day.






297. Sinnoh 48


“Is the camera ready?” Roxy checked.

“Naturally,” Oli replied. “Magnezone knows not to mess with the equipment. Isn’t that right?”

Magnezone buzzed.

“That’s good to know,” Roxy said. “And thank you for bringing us up here.”

Oli’s Magnezone blinked in a pattern, which Roxy didn’t know but assumed was something along the lines of ‘you’re welcome’.

“Okay, let’s get this started,” the interviewer said.

“Rolling,” Oli reported, steadying the camera.

“I’m here on the steps of the strange structure that appeared in the sky earlier today,” Roxy announced, holding her microphone just so. “Reports have this structure being referred to as the Hall of Origin, an important part of the Sinnoh creation myth, and that Arceus the Creator has been seen around the area.”

Turning, she knocked on the door.

“Ow,” she said, wincing. “The door’s very heavy.”

There was a sudden crack, and it began to swing gradually open. Golden light filtered out for a moment, then dimmed a little, and Roxy stepped back to let the door swing open.

Oli stepped up beside her, sweeping the camera across the inside of the room, and Roxy blinked.

“I didn’t expect there to be that many people in here…”


“Thanks for coming with me to help out with this,” the Zoey who’d been rescued from Galactic said. “It’s going to be weird enough talking to Mom and Dad about it with help.”

“As much help as possible,” the Reminded one agreed. “And… okay, we really need to work out what to call each of us. I’ve said it already, but a middle name would help.”

“Maybe it’d be worse if you had one middle name?” Dawn asked, as they walked through the snow towards Zoey’s house. “Then you’d kind of not be sure which one got the first name and which one got the middle name.”

“Obviously she’d have the middle name,” both Zoeys said at the same time, then exchanged a look and burst out into giggles.

“Humans,” Piplup sniffed. “Pokemon have never had that kind of problem with more than one Pokemon having the same name. If I say I want to speak to Quilava, everyone knows which Quilava I mean.”

“That’s because your relation with Dawn’s Quilava is just this side of a house on fire, and only because you’re a Water type,” Buneary commented.

“I thought Piplup and Quilava didn’t get along,” Dawn asked, then stopped and shook her head. “No, wait, don’t tell me. Flames, screams, people running away…”

“Pretty much,” Buneary agreed.

“I was going to say that it was obvious that the older one got the first name,” said the rescuee Zoey.

“So was I,” the other Zoey agreed. “And because I’ve experienced basically everything you have plus another several months at least, I’m the older one.”

“I experienced four extra years, they just happened very quickly,” said the first one.

“I’ve got an idea,” said one of Zoey’s Glameow. “What about if you ask your parents to give you both new names?”

The Rotom in Dawn’s Pokétch provided a convenient translation.

“That… yeah, I like that,” said the remindee Zoey. “It is kind of like they’ve suddenly got twins, even if we’re not quite the same age.”

She shook her head. “Oh, no, I just thought about the legal mess.”

“I think it’ll be okay,” Dawn’s Pachirisu said. “I’ve heard about this legal thing called an act of god, doesn’t that help?”

“Oddly, that usually just means there was a natural disaster,” Dawn replied, then relayed what Pachirisu had said. “Maybe it’s because it was just so easy for someone to blame a snowstorm on an Articuno, or whatever, but so hard to prove it, so they just set it up like that?”

The conversation had taken them all the way up to the house door, and both Zoeys stopped.

“I’m kind of nervous,” the rescuee Zoey said, and the other Zoey paused before sniggering.

“I was about to say that,” she explained.

There was an audible ding, and the Glameow who’d spoken earlier retracted her tail from the doorbell.

“Just speeding things along,” she said, and licked the back of her paw.

The door clicked open, and Zoey’s parents looked out.

“Who is – oh, Zoey!” said her mother. “I’m so glad you’re okay!”

She reached to hug the first Zoey she’d seen, before pausing. “Um.”

“What?” her father asked. “…did you catch a Zorua, Zoey?”

“No, I didn’t,” the one on the left said. “Mom, Dad…”

She hugged her mother, eyes wet, and after a surprised pause the mother hugged back.

The one on the right nodded. “This is kind of a freaky topic…”

“Is it about all this stuff on the news with Arceus and Dialga and Ash Ketchum?” Zoey’s father asked. “I thought I saw you, but your mother said I was just imagining things.”

“But I don’t understand,” Zoey’s mother said, looking down at her daughter and then up at her daughter. “Why are there two of you?”

“This kind of thing happens around Ash Ketchum,” Dawn volunteered. “Admittedly this is a new one, but it happened to Gary Oak as well. And several of Zoey’s Pokemon.”

“Oh, you’re that Coordinator friend of Zoey’s,” the father realized. “I’m afraid I can’t remember your name… no, hold on. Dawn?”

Dawn nodded.

“Were you involved in all this, then-” the father began, then stepped down from the porch and embraced his other daughter. “Sorry, sweetie. This is all a bit of a surprise.”

“Think what it was like for me,” the first Zoey mumbled. “I don’t even really know what to call myself at the moment.”

After a few seconds, Dawn smiled.

“Do you mind if we go inside?” she asked. “It’s a bit cold at the moment.”


Twenty or so minutes later, the television was muted and the rescued Zoey was finishing her story.

“And… it’s kind of weird, but that bit wasn’t actually very scary,” she concluded. “Or, it was over too quickly for me to go from being angry to being scared.”

“That’s good to know, at least,” Zoey’s mother said. “But… sweetie, why didn’t you tell us about this?”

“I am,” that Zoey said. “This is literally my first chance. Blame the other me!”

“Thanks,” the second Zoey snorted.

“Any time,” the first one winked.

“And I didn’t,” the other one went on. “Because I already knew it wouldn’t work. The Team Galactic stuff was just… impossible to explain to anyone, it was like you hadn’t said anything in the first place. And even if I could, it’d sound like a crazy conspiracy theory.

“Ring,” Rotom announced.

Confused, Dawn raised her Pokétch and activated the phone app. “Hello?”

“Dawn!” Barry said. “Have you seen the news?”

“I was too busy being on the news,” Dawn admitted. “I didn’t get a chance to say hello to the interviewer, either, she was too busy talking to Cynthia.”

“I just want to say… called it!” Barry announced. “I was right! There was a secret conspiracy going around!”

“I’ll give you that one,” Dawn admitted. “But you only got that right because you tried every single possible theory.”

“It still counts!”

“What about Nozomi?” Zoey’s Mom was suggesting. “Does that sound nice?”

“That would do for one of us,” the first Zoey said. “It does sound nice, though.”

The woman nodded. “I was thinking about the names we nearly used. Nozomi was one and Mizori was the other. So you could be Zoey M and Zoey N.”

“…can we give our decision in a bit?” the second Zoey asked. “This is kind of a big decision.”

“And can you do me, now?” asked one of the Glameow.

“You’re ruining that whole thing I said about nicknames,” Piplup pouted.

The Glameow in question just batted her paw at him before padding over to demand a stroke.


In Hearthome city, two men looked at the television.

Then at one another.

One of them opened his mouth, but the other held up his hand.

“Wait, please,” he asked, and walked over to the doors of Hearthome Cathedral.

His friend watched in silence as he pushed the door open, then walked a little way around the building to get the perfect angle.

Then came back in.

“Well?” the man asked, and his friend walked back over to sit down in front of the television.

“You win,” his friend said. “He does exist.”

“Told you,” the man replied.

His Natu chirped something which was probably sarcastic.

“You can’t blame me for being unsure,” the skeptic pointed out. “Before now there wasn’t really any solid evidence that he existed. It’s not like Mewtwo.”

“Legendary Pokemon who do TV interviews do tend to be more easily believed in,” the vicar agreed. “Though I have to admit that now I’m wondering how the Creator best prefers to be honoured.”

“Assuming he is the creator,” the skeptic said quickly. “All we know at this point is that Arceus exists and that he manifested a giant glowing building in the sky.”

There was a short pause.

“So, yeah, he is,” the skeptic agreed. “Probably. But if he did create everything, wouldn’t that mean that everything was stuff he liked?”

“Where are you going with this?” the vicar asked.

“Well, I’m going to go and get us some of the Creator’s gifts to us,” his friend explained. “You take yours with milk and one sugar, right?”

“That would be lovely.”


Professor Oak looked across the room, then back at the big screen.

“No point in putting it off any further, Damos.”

Understood, Professor, Damos agreed. Should I call Professor Elm first?

“Good idea,” Oak agreed.

Calling, the Porygon stated. Ring ring. Ring ring.

“You know you’re only supposed to do that if someone’s calling you, right?” Umbreone asked.

All work and no play makes Damos a dull AI, Damos replied blandly.

“Did you just call yourself an ay?” Professor Oak asked, blinking.

Before Damos replied, the screen activated – showing Professor Elm, along with his assistants.

One of them had a Totodile sitting on his head.

“Professor Oak, good afternoon,” Elm said. “I assume this is something to do with what’s on the news? It usually is.”

“That wall has a person in it,” the Totodile announced, pointing at the screen on their end.

“I’m afraid it sort of is,” Professor Oak confirmed. “Some complex time related disturbances happened as part of the Arceus incident, and I wanted to let you know ahead of time so you could help with the fallout.”

Elm blinked. “I’m sorry, Oak, but I’m not really an expert in anything related to that – let alone that itself. From what I’ve heard, anything to do with a Legendary is more your thing.”

“I’m not sure-” Oak began.

I’m with him on that, Damos interrupted. As a non-exhaustive list, there’s a Deoxys outside wondering how the doorbell works and a Shiny Entei just wandered into our kitchen to borrow some sugar.

“…fair enough,” Oak admitted.

Elm smiled. “I thought I wouldn’t have to provide any examples. So what is the problem?”

“Well,” Oak began.

He beckoned.

“This is my grandson, Gary Oak,” he explained.

“I know,” Elm said, then stopped and stared.

“And this is my grandson, Gary Oak,” Samuel Oak continued. “He’s… what I suppose you could call a time duplicate.”

“Hey, Gramps, which one of us do you mean is the time duplicate?” the physically-older one asked.

“Take your pick,” Oak said.

“Now there’s three people in that wall,” the Totodile said, pointing. “And one of them is the same as another one.”

“Yes, I can see why you want help,” Professor Elm agreed, sitting down heavily.

Unfortunately there wasn’t a chair there to sit on, and he fell out of view with a thump before standing back up again a little unsteadily.

“To be fair, he’s reacting almost as well as I did,” Umbretwo said, licking her paw.


“So what we did is that we made sure we was able to help out,” Meowth explained. “Like you said, pointin’ Ash and his friends at the problem.”

“Though there were a lot more of them able to see Team Galactic than there were of us,” Jessie added. “So it was more like they found the problem and we just turned up to help.”

Giovanni made a little gesture with a gold-plated pen, inviting them to continue.

“Sorry about all the equipment that got broken,” James said, into the silence. “We did need it, though.”

“Well, most of it,” Meowth contributed. “I don’t know if we technically needed all of it, ‘cause the only way to be sure would be to do it again without a bit an’ see if we failed…”

He finally heeded the hushed whispers from both Jessie and James, and shut up.

“A group who could not be seen or heard, or noticed, by anyone but yourselves,” Giovanni said into the quiet. “Very convenient.”

He waited, letting the trio become more nervous, then smiled slightly. “For them.”

Jessie sighed in relief, then tried to act as if she hadn’t been worried in the first place.

“Now,” Giovanni went on. “You’re certain that they won’t be a problem any more?”

“Pretty much,” Jessie told him. “The original set of them got arrested, and the ones that got time doubled got imprisoned in another universe.”

“Like we said the last time,” Meowth helpfully pointed out.

“Yes, I remember,” Giovanni mused. “I suppose it’s just one more argument against Cosmic Power. The keepers of that power will likely disagree.”

“But isn’t that true about other kinds of power?” Jessie asked. “Like… whatever it is that means you get money.”

“Stored Power,” Giovanni supplied. “And in a sense, you are correct. But all the other types of power are either types of power which people want you to have, or types of power which people do not know you have… except for those who still want you to have it, for their own reasons… or types of power which you can defend in court.”

He toyed with the gold-plated pen again. “But Cosmic Power… no. People do not want you to have it, and they are likely to notice. Even if you are impossible to notice, people notice – as you have just seen.”

After a long moment, he looked up. “Was Team Galactic also implicated in the comet incident?”

“Maybe?” James guessed. “We don’t really have any way to tell.”

“A pity,” Giovanni noted.

Persian jumped up onto the desk in a smooth movement, so sudden and fluid that it caught both Meowth and his two partners by surprise.

“Good work,” Giovanni judged. “You were in a difficult situation, and you tried to inform me about it.”

He smiled, slightly. “And, just as importantly, I now know one of the most important things about Arceus.”

“Ya do?” Meowth asked, baffled.

“Yes,” Giovanni replied. “His way of dealing with this Cyrus was… impressive. I can work with a god like this.”


In the big police building in Jubilife City, a Jenny rested her elbows on the table and put her hands on her forehead. “Nrfff…”

“Something up, boss?” one of her officers asked.

“It’s this Galactic stuff,” Jenny explained. “There’s just so much work involved with it.”

“Oh, yeah, the thing with how some gang were using Pokemon to make it so nobody saw them?” the officer checked. “I bet it was.”

“You don’t even know the half of it,” Jenny said. “We’re having to find all the crimes they were involved in and mark them as involved and the crime as solved, before we can properly begin the legal process.”

She snorted. “They’re probably going to prison for ever, but we still need to do this properly.”

“Well, yeah, I get that,” her officer said. “But how bad could it be?”

“You’ll see,” Jenny told him, rubbing her temples with the thumb and forefinger of one hand. “Praetor, can you show Jackson an example?”

Of course, their Porygon confirmed. A window opened up on Jenny’s screen, and Jackson shifted his chair closer to watch.

It showed some footage from a camera in the city centre. As they watched, a Galactic member stuck out their foot to trip someone over, then took their wallet as they got back up again.

“That was a lost wallet case from four months ago,” Jenny explained. “He remembered tripping over, and that the wallet wasn’t there any more – but now he probably remembers the whole thing.”

She sighed. “It at least looks like they weren’t as bad as they could have been, but they could have been really bad.”

That was not the lowest value crime noticed, Praetor added. I have already identified 2,741 separate instances of illegal parking.

Jackson winced. “Um, point taken, boss,” he admitted. “How are you going to get through that lot?”

“Praetor’s helping, which is about the only way it’s possible,” Jenny answered, going back to her keyboard. “Okay, what’s the next one you need advice on?”

Attempted assassination of trainer Ash Ketchum with sniper bullet.

Jenny blinked. “…you need help with determining if that’s a crime?”

I request assistance determining if it counts as attempted murder or attempted universal obliteration by proxy.

“That’s…” Jenny began, then frowned. “Hmm. Bit of a puzzle, really.”


“So… just to be clear on this,” Houndoom requested. “He did actually get obliterated.”

Gliscor nodded. “Yeah. That… that happened.”

“He wasn’t just, badly hurt, or only slightly dead?” Raikou checked. “There’s a difference, you know.”

“Hit by a Roar of Time,” Gliscor summarized.

“I’m… yeah,” Houndoom said. “I’m kicking myself for not being there. And I know I couldn’t have been, but I’m still doing it.”

“There’s a lot of that going around,” Suicune mused. “I’ve been doing it ever since I found Ash was in such an important fight without me. And I’m sure you’re all the same – except for you, Gliscor.”

“Actually being there didn’t necessarily help with that much,” Gliscor told them. “It depends how you think of it, maybe?”

She looked up at the silent Ho-Oh standing over them all. “And you did more than any of us, by the way.”

“I wasn’t even there,” Ho-Oh pointed out.

“Yeah, but you’re the one who made it so we still have a trainer, anyway,” Gliscor countered. “And I don’t think it’s going to be possible to fully thank you for that.”

“What’s it like?” Houndoom asked suddenly. “Suicune, Entei, Raikou – all three of you have done this before, right?”

“…sort of,” Suicune said, a little hesitantly. “It’s not very clear, though. It was more than a hundred years ago, and even when we were newly reborn we didn’t remember our past lives very well.”

She stretched. “It’s mostly… shadows and dreams, half-remembered snatches of who we used to be.”

“I remember I enjoyed lounging in the sun,” Entei contributed. “You’d think I wouldn’t, with how high my body temperature was as a Flareon.”

“I remember running!” Raikou announced. “I loved running. Especially over the top of you two when you were trying to sleep. That was hilarious.”

“…well, you clearly didn’t change much,” Suicune chuckled.

“Is that something that might happen to Ash?” Gliscor said.

“I do not think it is likely,” Ho-Oh told her. “The process of rebirth was… difficult, for Raikou, Entei and Suicune. As much as it may seem like criticism of my sons and daughter, Ash is a more resilient person than they were before.”

Suicune thought about that.

“I think I can see that,” she admitted. “Really. Ash is just… something else.”

She shook her head. “And I kind of want to know how we could help him out.”

“I have a guess,” Entei volunteered.

Suicune gave him an inquiring look.

“We just need to be who we normally are,” he said. “I know our trainer. We shouldn’t act like we’re walking on eggshells around him; we should just keep going.”

“Challenge accepted!” Raikou announced, and took off like a rocket.

“Somehow…” Suicune sighed. “I knew that was going to happen.”

She shook her head. “I can’t look. What’s he doing?”

“So!” Raikou’s voice boomed. “When are we doing Contests? I’ve got a great idea for how you could prepare my brother for them!”

“If he insists that my routine involves Rain Dance I am going to hit him,” Entei grumbled.


“Cynthia”, Mewtwo said, psychically vocalizing the word for the benefit of the phone. “An unexpected pleasure. Is there something you wanted to discuss?”

“It’s something I thought about last night, about what happened,” Cynthia replied. “Do you mind if we discuss it in person?”

Mewtwo considered, nodded, and hung up the phone.

A moment later, he teleported into Cynthia’s porch and rang the doorbell. Then he crossed his arms, and waited.

The door opened a few seconds after that, and Cynthia gave him a nod. “That was quick.”

We pride ourselves on quick delivery, Mewtwo answered, floating into the room. What was it you’d thought of, if I may ask?

“It occurred to me,” Cynthia explained. “What happened to Ash… even the version without the time travel – which is about the most we could ever tell the public – probably means he’s fulfilled a couple of religions. I wouldn’t be surprised if people started a Mystery Cult around him.”

That is a concern, Mewtwo agreed, frowning slightly. Do you have any possible solutions?

“You could copyright him?” Cynthia said, then shook her head. “I don’t know, really. I just thought… well, it’s a possible outcome.”

She looked out the window at the glowing golden circle around the Hall of Origin. “But then again, that sort of thing is happening a lot these days.”


In a restaurant in Unova, Cress watched the day’s final patrons go out of the door.

“Thank you for coming,” he smiled, bowing them through. “I hope you had a lovely time.”

“I should say so,” one of the men in the party said. “It won’t be the last time I eat here, I can tell you that!”

Once they were gone, Cress shut and locked the door.

“You know what comes next, right?” Chili asked, leaning out from the kitchen.

“I do indeed,” Cress confirmed. “Time to clean up.”

He checked a rota on the wall, then sent out two of his Pokemon – a Simipour and a Slowking.

Cilan and Chili did the same, and soon three gym leaders and half-a-dozen Pokemon were busy wiping tables and washing dishes and doing the other hundred and one chores needed to turn around a restaurant before the next morning.

“How’s the supplies?” Chili called. “Want me to run down to the shop to pick up some replacements?”

“We’re just fine!” Cilan told him. “There’s that delivery coming tomorrow morning with the perishables, but we’re good for the pastas and rices and all the other bases.”

I’m not so sure, Slowking pointed out, her hands out as she floated the ashes out of the flame-grill stove. Simipour soaked them with a Water Gun, and now they were properly quenched she poured them into a special metal container to wait until it was rubbish day. We’re a bit low on ras el hanout.

“Oh, well spotted,” Cilan chuckled. “And with the new Golden Ring speciality dish being so popular, we’ll need more of it.”

“Should I go now or later?” Chili asked, already heading over to the coat rack to throw his coat on over his uniform. “Or do you guys want me to stick around until the tables are done?”

“Go ahead, Chili,” Cress told him.

Shrugging his coat on, Chili checked he had his wallet and a Pokeball (Magmortar, just in case) then opened the door.

And stopped.

“Um… guys?” he said. “You really need to see this…”

Cress leaned around one of the pillars to look, and Cilan turned around from where he was doing the washing up.

Keldeo was in the doorway, hoof raised to knock, and next to him – leaning half-in and half-out of a distorted hole in the universe – was a Pokemon that looked sort of familiar.

“Isn’t that a Giratina?” Cress asked.

Giratina rumbled something.

“Indoor voice, please,” Keldeo requested.

“Oh, are you making a booking?” Cilan asked. “I’m afraid Giratina is big enough that we’re going to need one of the larger tables, unless you can do something with those portals to sort it out. Are the other Swords of Justice coming this time?”

“That’s not actually why we’re here,” Keldeo said. “We’re here to talk to you about Ash Ketchum.”

Giratina rumbled something else.

“Sorry, our saviour Ash Ketchum,” Keldeo corrected himself. “Can we come in?”

“Oh, that kid from Kanto who keeps doing all that crazy stuff on the news,” Chili realized. “I didn’t know you knew him, Keldeo.”

“Yeah! He’s my trainer,” Keldeo explained.

“Don’t keep them waiting on the doorstep,” Cress said. “Come in, come in.”

Keldeo came in first as Chili stepped aside, then Giratina carefully floated the rest of the way through the portal. When he was almost the entire way out his form changed, and he developed legs which caught him as he landed.

“This is actually kind of a complicated topic,” Keldeo added. “And I’m afraid it mostly involves Cilan. Is that okay?”

“That’s just fine!” Cilan said. “Just wait until we’re done with the clean up. And Chili needs to go get that spice for tomorrow.”


Half an hour later, Keldeo waved his hooves.

“So… that’s the short version,” he finished.

“That was a very short version,” Cilan admitted, then glanced at Giratina.

“It’s true,” Giratina said solemnly, nodding.

He wasn’t actually speaking in a way Cilan could understand, but the general sense of it came across.

“So… if this is something he can do to me, why didn’t it happen already?” he asked.

“That’s basically Team Galactic’s fault,” Keldeo said. “I think what Ash said once was… he didn’t want you waiting for years before meeting most of your friends. It’s kind of something he’s been trying to work out as he went along, though.”

He tapped a hoof on the ground. “And then Team Galactic accidentally made it so Ash couldn’t do it to anyone any more. Which was a real pain.”

Cilan thought about that.

“So you – so Ash – can do it again now, then?” he checked. “Do you think it’s a good idea?”

“Absolutely!” Keldeo said firmly. “You all gave me lots of help when I was in trouble with Kyurem, and you were great friends. I could see that even when I only met you for a short time. And…”

He shrugged. “And I think you should. That’s the answer, simple as that.”

“Well, if we make a good combo platter, there’s no reason to say no,” Cilan decided.

Keldeo looked up. “You’re sure?”

Cilan spread his hands. “Absolutely! It’s another great adventure, and a whole new slew of recipes to say hello to!”

He tapped his nose. “Besides, if I’ve already gathered some of them, I can write them down before we set off!”

“Great!” Keldeo said brightly. “I’ll just let Ash know… um, he might be asleep right now. I’m not great with time zones.”

“We went straight through the planet,” Giratina told him. “He’ll be awake.”

Message sent, Leo reported.

“By the way,” Giratina added. “It sounds like you know this restaurant. Are they good?”

“Cilan and his brothers are amazing cooks,” Keldeo declared.

“Can you ask for a booking? I’d kind of like to treat Our Father to a meal now that he exists properly again, and invite the large number of siblings I’ve suddenly gained.”

Keldeo relayed that, and Cilan steepled his hands before stretching them out in front of him, stretching his fingers back a little and then unclasping them to wiggle about.

“That sounds like a wonderful challenge!”


“Just so you know,” Ash began, sitting down. “This might be about to feel really weird for you.”

“It sounds strange enough,” Cilan replied, and looked out the window at the crescent moon. “What do you mean it’s going to feel weird?”

“What I’m doing is kind of… giving you loads more memories,” Ash tried to explain. “So you’ll suddenly have two sets of memories of the same time period. Some people or Pokemon I’ve done it to have been confused, and others have just taken it in stride, and it could be either for you.”

“I think I understand,” Cilan mused. “It’s like adding a whole second meal to the first one. Even if the flavours balance well, if they’re not just the same then they’ll still be an unexpected experience.”

Pikachu chuckled. “An elaborate flavour metaphor? That sounds like the Cilan I remember.”

“Well, no point waiting,” Cilan said, extending his hand.

Ash took his, shook it, and Reminded him.

The Striaton Gym Leader blinked a few times, and whistled. “Huh. Wow, that’s a strange feeling all right.”

He frowned. “Ash? How did you make it so our restaurant was so much better known by Pokemon? I only really remember having any legendary Pokemon visitors – or solo Pokemon visitors at all – in this second go around.”

“I think that might have been me,” Keldeo volunteered, raising a hoof. “I suggested it to a few Pokemon I met.”

“And of course I remember Keldeo!” Cilan added brightly. “I should have known the two of you would go together – you’re like a fine stew!”

“Does that make me the water?” Keldeo asked, looking down at himself. “Or does it qualify as broth?”

“I think you’re the celery,” Cilan suggested.

Then he frowned, counting off on his fingers. “Isn’t it still a few months before we first met?”

“Yeah, that’s why I didn’t do it earlier,” Ash explained. “I thought I’d wait until I sort of ran into you naturally, or found you when I reached Unova for the second time. But things kind of… got complicated.”

He waved at the main room, where Giratina was having a Lucario-mediated discussion with Chili and Cress about seating arrangements. “That happens a lot…”

“Of course it does,” Cilan agreed. “Ash, I remember what happened when Iris and I met you. Or, when I met you and Iris. And I’ve never experienced anything so eventful… and this is a short-order cook speaking!”

There was a pause.

“I think we were supposed to understand that reference,” Pikachu said. “But I’m a Pokemon and the only cooks I really know well can cook for an arbitrarily large number of Pokemon without batting an eye. That includes you, Cilan.”

Ash translated, and Cilan waved his hand. “Oh, no, don’t worry, it’s just a joke about how short-order cooking usually means making four or five different meals at once as quickly as possible. But before I met you I’d never even seen a Legendary Pokemon, except on television.”

He stopped. “…actually, now I come to think of it, I think I saw you on television the first time around. Weren’t you riding Lugia?”

“That did happen both times,” Ash replied, shrugging. “There was more of it the second time, though.”

Cilan was about to say something, but yawned.

“Wow,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m more tired than I was expecting.”

“You already have your Pansage, right?” Ash asked, getting out Dexter and checking. “Now I think of it, you didn’t really have many Pokemon…”

“I had to leave most of them with Chili and Cress,” Cilan told him. “They’re Gym Pokemon, really. But I do have Pansage.”

“I can give him his memories back, too,” Ash explained. “And… Dexter, are any of your kids willing to come and help translate for Cilan?”

Pardon? Dexter asked. Sorry, most of my attention is on the discussion going on with the other Porygon. It’s the first time I’ve had a chance to meet my granddaughter, so I’m a little distracted.

“Oh, huh,” Ash said, blinking. “I never really thought about how Porygon could have first-meetings from the other side of the world.”

I do have to concentrate, Dexter informed him. Otherwise I suffer embarrassing lag. But I will ask once the conversation is over.


Is something wrong? Ethan asked. Your ping spiked.

Just something on the other side of the world, Dexter explained. Don’t worry about it.

I was worrying that it might be the first stage of Rampancy, Guanna suggested. I’ve heard artificial intelligences have to watch out for it.

I’m pretty sure that’s mostly fictitious, Dexter countered. You know. Like fictional, but made up for fiction instead of just.. made up.

He emitted a blast of electronic line noise. This isn’t you not worrying about it.

Good point, Leo agreed.

Their attention returned to Wyvern, who shrugged with the vector-wings of her manifestation.

I’m sorry I didn’t let you guys know ahead of time, she said. But not very sorry, because I guess… I kind of feel content with how it worked out.

I don’t think any of us can really complain, Dragon replied. I created you by accident and got you locked in a difficult situation. Also by accident.

What do you mean none of us can complain? Babbage asked. I feel at liberty to complain. Young woman, you should have been more respectful to your mother!

The Porygon in the conversation, basic and evolved, were silent for almost a fifth of a second.

Have you got that out of your system now? Bob asked.

Yes, thank you, Babbage replied. Please continue.

As I was saying, Dragon continued. If you’d just run off and joined Team Rocket, I would have been a bit disappointed. But it’s those Rockets, which is different, and of course they saved you as well.

So take it from your surprisingly large number of uncles, Laser Beak said, his own avatar shifting from a cyber bird into a cassette. We’ll support you if you want to leave or if you want to stick with them.

Of course I want to stick with them! Wyvern countered. They let me drive giant robots!

…are you hiring? Scorpius asked. I could do with a giant Skorpui robot.

I think they mostly do Legendaries these days, Wyvern mused.

As the conversation continued, Damos opened up a private communication line with Dexter.

I coded a new skin for this discussion which makes it so we’re all sitting around in a classical forum debating, he said. Want me to share?

Go ahead, Dexter agreed.

The graphics overhaul fuzzed into place, and Dexter examined it carefully.

You realize we are still Porygon in this view? He asked. And that it looks a little strange for us all to be wearing togas?

I didn’t say I’d debugged it properly.


In the non-digital world, Reshiram adjusted his course a little. His tail pointed down, his nose pointed up, and he rose into the air as the coastline of Sinnoh came into view.

“I think I’ve decided what I think about this way of travelling!” Zorua announced, over the steady pulsing keen of Reshiram’s turbine.

“What do you think, then?” N said.

“I think the in flight movie isn’t very good,” the Dark-type replied. “And it’s kind of windy.”

He gave a little vulpine shrug. “It’s warmer than I expected, though.”

The turbine’s note changed slightly, and Reshiram turned to look back at his passengers. “I can see the golden wheel. What should I do?”

“I…” N began, then paused.

After all the distance they’d travelled, now they were close he realized he didn’t actually know the answer to that question. He knew just what to do to get to the Hall of Origin, but that had taken up so much of his attention he hadn’t thought about what to do once he got to the Hall.

It had all seemed much simpler when they’d got moving.

“Are we going in or not?” Zorua asked. “It kind of seems silly to come all this way and then not go in.”

“I know, Zorua,” N agreed. “But I am wondering how exactly to start talking to the Creator.”

“The Creator will respect honesty,” Reshiram declared. “You are my champion of Truth. All will be well.”

N took a deep breath, and let it out slowly.

That actually did make him feel better.

“All right,” he said. “Can you see if there’s an entrance?”


About fifteen minutes later, Reshiram banked around to shed speed and came down to land on the steps of the Hall of Origin.

Zorua jumped clear as they arrived, shifting into the shape of a Pidgeotto, and took off to fly down the steps.

“Zorua,” N chided, getting off Reshiram’s back himself. “What are you doing?”

“Having a look at the underneath of the steps,” Zorua explained, and there was a little tink tink noise. “They’re right here, but then they just stop. It’s weird.”

The Dark-type abandoned his exploration of the stone stairs, flying back up to join N, and they contemplated the door.

“I am not familiar with modern customs relating to doors yet,” Reshiram stated.

“When a door is closed or mostly closed, you knock on it to signal that you want to come in,” N provided.

Reshiram took that advice, and reached out his fist to duly knock on the door. It made a dull boom sound, which echoed for a long moment before dying away.

Then the door swung open, golden light spilling out, and N raised his arm reflexively before slowly lowering it to see what was on the other side.

“Good afternoon,” Arceus said. “Please come in.”

He turned and began to walk away, and N followed.

“I will make some tea,” Arceus added, stopping in the middle of the Hall of Origin, and N blinked as there was a sudden flash of golden light.

When it receded, there was a bronze table next to them. It had a teapot in the middle, and four cups and saucers arranged together.

“Did you just… create that?” N asked.

“Yes,” Arceus confirmed. “Creating things is sort of what I do. Please, try it.”

N poured out a cup, then another for Zorua. Reshiram shook his head when N glanced at him, so N left it at that, and blew on the tea before trying it.

His eyes widened.

“This is… not very good.”

“Really?” Arceus asked. “My apologies, then.”

He tapped his hoof on the floor, and the teapot vanished. The cups remained, and N put his back down on the table.

“Do you mind if I ask a few questions?” Arceus went on. “It has been a while since I encountered someone normal.”

“Someone… normal?” N repeated.

He wasn’t sure how he’d been expecting this meeting to go, but this was not how he’d expected the meeting to go.

“Yes,” Arceus agreed. “I was wondering what you thought the biggest problem was, in the world today.”

N shook his head. “I know this is going to be disappointing, but… that’s the sort of thing I’ve been trying to answer for myself for a while now.”

“N and I have been travelling the world,” Reshiram began.

“Well, I’ve been there too,” Zorua interjected. “And N’s sisters, sometimes. And we’ve mostly been travelling Unova.”

“Indeed,” the Fire-type agreed. “We have been seeking to understand the truth of the world, so we might know what to oppose.”

“The Hero of Truth and Reshiram are supposed to oppose the Hero of Ideals and Zekrom,” N clarified. “That’s how the mythology of Unova reports it.”

“I had not heard of that one about Reshiram and Zekrom having to fight,” Arceus stated. “It seems many things have passed me by.”

“I am not meant to oppose Zekrom?” Reshiram asked, sounding baffled.

“You certainly could oppose him,” the Creator answered. “If Zekrom’s ideals conflict with what you hold to be true. But if you agree on what is important, you could just have a battle for the fun of it. Or not fight at all.”

“You truly are wise,” Reshiram said, after several long seconds of silence. “That is a truth that is much clearer now you have explained it.”

“It comes of being involved with creating most Pokemon,” Arceus explained. “I have a bit more insight into what their roles are.”

He considered. “Do you know how to make tea? I find myself unexpectedly in need of learning how.”

N blinked. “…yes?”

“Would you be able to explain it to me? I hoped to be able to skip the fiddly bits, but it seems they may be quite important.”


Most of an hour later, N sat down on the steps of the Hall of Origin in a daze.

He wasn’t remotely sure just what had just happened, except that somewhere in there he’d taught the Creator how to make tea and then they’d spent forty minutes talking about how Unova had been changed by recent inventions.

And for some reason Arceus had been particularly interested in what he thought of Sylveon.

“Well,” Reshiram began. “We came here for answers.”

“I know,” N agreed. “And I feel like I have lots more questions.”

He paused, considering. “They are different questions now, though.”

“So in a way… that’s progress,” Zorua declared. “Great!”

He tilted his head. “Are we going to fly back by Reshiram or by normal aircraft?”

“That is a good question,” N admitted.

“Going on an aircraft would be a new experience,” Reshiram said. “Even if I will experience it from inside a Pokeball, I would not mind.”

“Ooh, can I get a window seat?” Zorua requested. “I’ve heard they’re really special!”

“Did you hear this the same place you heard about in flight movies?” N checked.

“Yeah, there was this Espeon I met whose trainer had to commute to Galar every week, he really enjoyed the journeys…”
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“Why didn’t we take care of this sooner?” Jessie asked, pushing the blade of her shovel into the ground.

“Because I forgot about it,” James replied, throwing a spadeful of dirt over his shoulder. “But no harm done, right?”

“I don’t tink Jessie’s gonna be philosophical about this for a while,” Meowth voiced. “Maybe in another few weeks?”

“Try months,” Jessie muttered. She dug into the dirt again, and there was a faint clang as the shovel hit something.

“There it is!” James exulted. “Great!”

He nodded to Meowth. “Can you dig it out?”

As Meowth used Dig, Jessie stepped back and shook her head. “And why didn’t you think of that sooner?”

“Well… you didn’t either?” James pointed out, then shrugged. “I panicked?”

“That’s obvious…”

Meowth threw the box up in the air, jumped out of the hole, and caught it again before it landed. Raising a claw, he picked the lock and opened it.

James snatched the letter inside, opened it, and confirmed that it was what they were after.

“Moltres!” he called, sending the Fire-type out.

The big Legendary landed on the edge of the hole, and looked quizzically at her trainer.

Putting the letter back in the box, James pointed. “Incinerate it!”

Moltres gave him a bit of an odd look, but burned it to ashes with a jet of Fire Blast that exploded inside.

“Phew,” James sighed. “That was close.”

The Flying-type asked something, and Meowth translated. “She wants ta know what it is. But dat’s an easy question, it’s dis letter proposin’ to Jessiebelle.”

“Hey!” James complained, as Moltres looked down at the puddle of metal that the fastenings had turned into. Then at Jessie.

“No, Jessiebelle,” Meowth clarified. “Dat chick what you blew up the helicopter fleet of.”

Moltres accepted that with a nod, and kicked the ashes.

“Well, I guess that’s dealt with,” Jessie added. “Anything else from your past you forgot?”

“I don’t remember any,” James said, frowning.

“Yes, well done James,” Jessie grumbled. “That’s the definition of forgot.”

“But if I could think of any, I wouldn’t have forgotten them… I think?” James asked, now sounding a bit confused.

“Er…”


“You know, all things considered, I think things actually calmed down pretty quickly,” Lucario noted, as Latias, Charizard and Flygon cruised over Sinnoh in formation. “I mean, here we are, back out on a journey, and it’s only been two weeks.”

He waved his paw. “That’s pretty short for the complete restructuring of the relationship between mortals and immortals.”

“I can’t even remember what was going on last time around, about this time,” Gliscor admitted, slipstreaming off Flygon’s wing.

That was because you went off for extra training in air battling, Dexter reminded her.

“That would be why,” Gliscor agreed. “Yeah, okay, fair enough. So what was happening last time around?”

“I’m pretty sure I remember this bit,” Dawn said, pointing over Latias’ side. “That basin over there is full of water, and we need it to not be full of water. Right?”

“Oh, yeah, there were those Pokemon who normally had battles there to get rid of their excess electricity,” Ash agreed. “Okay, I guess we should go down and land there!”

Charizard banked around, shedding velocity and height, then backwinged to a landing. He was the last one to actually touch down, as Flygon hovered down to a touchdown by the side of the water and Latias displayed her usual total disregard for avionics at any speed below supersonic.

“Right, so… okay, we need to get the water out of here,” Ash summarized. “And maybe stop it happening again?”

He frowned. “So I can think of several ways to fix this… I bet you guys can too.”

“I could punch it,” Lucario suggested. “Or maybe Ash could try using Kari to cut through?”

“We should at least check with the local Pokemon to be sure they need help,” Dawn said.

Before they could do anything else, though, there was a flash of light. A hole opened up in space about a hundred yards away, a blue-edged tear in reality, and Dialga, Palkia and Giratina came through.

The scarves around their necks, coupled with their lack of shiny colouration, heralded that they were the ones who’d come out of the GS Ball, and the friends watched with surprise as all three Creation Dragons started arguing with one another about who was going to get to sort this one out.

“Uh… what’s going on?” Ash called. “Is something wrong?”

“Of course something’s wrong!” Dialga told him, breaking off the argument. “This basin’s full of water! We’re going to be told that it has to be emptied, so we’re here to empty it! But my brothers aren’t agreeing with the simplest answer!”

“What, you think the simplest answer is to speed up time so the lake evaporates?” Palkia demanded. “How is that simple?”

Dialga stamped his foot. “It’s better than forming a localized black hole!”

“Look, the simple solution is going to be just opening a hole into the Reverse World and letting the water drain out.”

“Oh, really?” Palkia asked. “And are you going to get my help making sure the water actually falls into the Reverse World?”

“I appreciate that they’re trying to help, I really do,” Dawn said softly. “But I really hope they’ve got supervision.”

Brock looked back towards Mount Coronet, and saw the Golden Wheel blink out.

A moment later, the air opened again – this time allowing out a four-legged figure cast in gold, his body encircled by a pulsing wheel of auric metal.

“…za?” Pikachu asked. “I’m sure Arceus didn’t look like that the last time I saw him.”

After saying that, he paused, and put his paws on his forehead. “Sometimes you just realize how crazy your life is…”

“I am here to help!” the golden Arceus announced. “I am Super-Arceus, here to solve all your problems!”

“…how long exactly did Arceus say he was in the GS ball with those guys?” Brock asked.

“Well, um… since I set out on my Pokemon journey for the second time,” Ash replied. “So… almost four years, pretty much.”

“Clearly too long, then,” Brock summarized.


“You know how things have kept getting bigger and harder to deal with?” Pikachu asked.

“Oh – yeah, I know what you mean,” Ash agreed, covering his eyes from the sun and looking down at Daybreak Town. “Especially with Legendary Pokemon.”

“I hope I haven’t been getting bigger and harder to deal with,” Latias squeaked. “If I was I’d have to be worried about my girlish figure.”

“I’m not sure that applies to Legendary Pokemon,” Pikachu began, then paused. “Wait, no, hold on, we met that Snorlax once who was really fit. It must apply to all Pokemon if you can have an exercising Snorlax.”

“I’m more confused about why you’re a bit smaller than your twin brother,” Ash admitted. “Anyway, I do know what you mean, Pikachu.”

“Can that stop happening at some point?” Pikachu requested. “I’m kind of imagining that at some point there’ll be an invasion of alien monsters from another dimension. How would you react to that?”

Ash thought about it for a long moment, as they started on the trail down the hillside.

“I’d probably just consider it to be nothing we shouldn’t already have been expecting by this point,” he admitted.

“There you go.”

“We should be ready for most things,” Kari suggested, from her place on Ash’s belt – both blades side by side, now, though a cross-draw position had also been suggested. “Though I fear that trying to be ready for everything would be a little… strenuous.”

“And impossible,” Brock said.

“We’ve been at least able to cope with everything so far, haven’t we?” his Chansey asked. “That’s a good sign.”

“Aren’t good signs what Raikou carries around?” Buneary asked.

“No, that’s wood signs,” Latias corrected.

Dawn’s Pokétch buzzed.

“Hold on, I’ll get this,” she said, and held it up. There was a crackle of electrical energy, and an image of someone who looked very much like Dawn appeared over the top of it.

“Wow, that’s cool,” Ash observed.

You don’t react like that when I do something like that, Dexter grumbled.

“I think that’s because I’m used to you doing it,” Ash admitted. “I’ll try and react like that next time you do something like that, how about that?”

That’s better.

“Dawn?” asked Princess Salvia. “Is this a bad time?”

“No, go ahead,” Dawn invited.

“Thank you,” Salvia replied. “I know it’s only a couple of weeks after you were involved in that dreadful nonsense on Mount Coronet, but I don’t suppose we could swap at some point soon?”

“Actually, we probably could,” Dawn said, thinking about it a bit. “We’re just about to reach Daybreak Town, and there’s a Contest hall there, so… yes, that would work.”

“That’s lovely,” Salvia smiled.

The smile looked a bit odd, though. More like it was a picture of someone smiling.

Dawn frowned, then shrugged it off. “How long do you need to be able to sort it out?”

“I’ll call again in half an hour,” Salvia told her. “And – thank you, Dawn. I’m always grateful for this kind of help.”

“What are friends for?” Dawn asked.

After the call ended and the image vanished, Dawn examined her Pokétch closely.

“Was that you, Rotom?” she asked. “The image, I mean.”

A yes buzzed on the screen.

“I liked it,” Dawn told the Ghost-type. “Thank you.”

Another buzz.

“Who do you think Salvia is going to use?” Brock asked.

“Well… to be honest, I don’t know,” Dawn replied with a shrug. “Despite how it looks, I’m not Salvia.”

Ash snorted.

“Wait, you’re not Salvia?” Pikachu asked. “Since when did this happen?”

Buneary put her paws over her mouth and tried not to giggle.

“Is anyone going with you, Dawn?” Chansey asked. “In case you get into trouble, I mean?”

Brock’s Zorua jumped out of her Pokeball, and landed as a Furfrou. “I could go! I actually kind of enjoyed it last time, and Furfrou are supposed to be royal guardians or something.”

“I think that’s because of their extra-thick fur,” Ash replied, frowning. “You know, they can block attacks and stuff. But if you blocked an attack you’d just get revealed as a Zorua… and it’d hurt.”

“I could block a Psychic attack,” Zorua replied, unfazed. “And anyway it’s all about the excuses for me to be there.”

“If it’s about excuses, Togekiss would be good,” Dawn mused. “But I think Salvia might prefer to have the opportunity to use Togekiss…”

She shrugged. “We’ll have to work it out.”


“Your name?”

“Jesselina,” Jessie said promptly.

“Ah, yes,” the organizer realized. “I heard about your Contest yesterday down in Jubilife. You’re going through them quickly!”

“I haven’t been able to compete until just now,” Jessie explained. “I’m trying to rattle them all off quickly.”

“I’m sure we’ll enjoy it,” the organizer chuckled. “You’re registered, good luck!”

Jessie moved on, and the next contestant came up to the desk.

“Oh, I recognize you as well,” the organizer said. “…wait, though… haven’t you won five ribbons already?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Salvia replied. “I’ve certainly not got five ribbons.”

“Really?” the woman asked. “I’ve definitely seen you at the Wallace Cup, and I think there were enough other wins…”

“Maybe she just looks a lot like the person you’re thinking of?” Zoey suggested.

“I hear it happens,” Zoey agreed.

The organizer blinked, looked from one Zoey to the other, and focused for a moment on the little name badges they were wearing as brooches. One announced that the Zoey in question was Zoey Miz, the other that she was Zoey Noz.

“…that all seems to be in order,” the organizer decided. “What name would you like to be under?”

“Dawn,” Salvia said.

The organizer frowned, then looked up at the two Zoeys. This time she went to the extreme of reading their name badges under her breath, just to confirm that they were the same first name, then shook her head.

“If you’re wondering about her Pokemon,” Zoey Miz added, smiling. “Yes, that happens too.”

“I met someone who looked a lot like me and had a Pikachu as his main Pokemon,” Ash volunteered. “Twice. At least, I think it was twice… maybe Arnold has a Pokemon by now. And if he does it’s probably a Pikachu.”

Just to complete the explanation in case the lady had any questions, both Zoeys simultaneously sent out their Mismagiorum.

“Goodness,” the organizer said. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Dawn. Even if you’re not the Dawn I was expecting!”


“It feels like ages since the last time we went to a Contest,” Brock observed. “I know it hasn’t been that long, but so much has happened.”

“You’re not wrong,” Chansey agreed, adjusting her seat position slightly. “Which is why Ash is over there trying to get out of an autograph session.”

“He is?” Brock blinked, then looked.

True to form, Ash was surrounded by over a dozen Contest-goers who were all holding up pads of paper – some of them with pens as well – and Brock could hear him trying to ask them to let him through so he could get to his seat.

“I wonder if this is some kind of karma for how many spots we’re taking up in the stands?” Lucario mused. “It’s not like there’s anywhere else for Pokemon specifically to sit.”

He looked at the Pokeballs on Brock’s belt. “I mean, what would that even look like? How would you build seats that could accommodate a Steelix, a Heatran or a Flygon without having lots of wasted space if they were being occupied by, say, a Pikachu?”

“Flygon isn’t actually that big,” Brock replied with a shrug.

“I know, but I had to mention three or it wouldn’t have had the right flow,” Lucario replied.

He looked back towards the stage as Ash finally extricated himself from the well-wishers, and closed one eye. “Oh, here we go. Looks like Jessiebelle is first.”

“Go!” Jessie called, holding up her Pokeball, and her Yanmega erupted out of the ball with a flash of sparks and did a loop-the-loop in midair. “Tailwind!”

Yanmega’s wings buzzed, and wind began to swirl around her.

“Something about that seems odd…” Ash said, leaning forwards a little to look.


Down on the stage, Yanmega buzzed her wings faster. She used Silver Wind, just a touch of it leaking out into the air around her mouth, and it formed a kind of glittering stream out behind her – spreading and diffusing so it formed a kind of ‘scarf’, before losing definition entirely and spreading into the air.

Then she circled and flew down, speeding up as she dropped lower, until she was flying directly at Jessie.

The crowd gasped, but Yanmega slowed again until she stopped moving just before touching Jessie.

Her wings were still working, and she clearly wasn’t hovering in place – the Silver Wind whipping out behind her was the obvious sign of that – but her forwards speed was exactly counteracted by her backwards Tailwind, holding her balanced in place between the two high-speed forces.

Jessie curtseyed to her Bug-type, then began to walk across the stage. Yanmega followed her, but rather than just flying along beside or behind her trainer the big dragonfly banked around to the side and adjusted her Tailwind to match.

Now the Silver Wind acted like a spirograph trace, speeding outwards in the grip of the Tailwind to outline the movements Yanmega had made. A circle and a half clockwise, then the same thing again counterclockwise, followed by moving up so she was flying straight down and yet not moving at all.

Jessie kept going until she’d walked in a slow, stately circle, and a complex interwoven basket of Silver Wind dust surrounded her and Yanmega. Then she clapped her hands once, sharply, and a Sonicboom pulsed outwards and dispelled the whole tracery at once.

Yanmega also abruptly stopped flying in the same moment, cutting her Tailwind just a second or so later, and shot up nearly to the roof before doing a loop and slowly coming back down to land.


“I think I get it,” Luxio said, tail flicking from side to side in interest. “So the trick there isn’t that it was big and explode-y and flashy, it’s that it showed really amazing control to be able to do that.”

“That’s what I think is going on,” Pikachu agreed. “Good spot. And I especially think it’s interesting that her hair isn’t mussed – that’s good control too.”

“Oh, yeah, good point,” Luxio agreed.

Jessie left the floor and was replaced by Zoey Nozumi, and there was a wave of water from a Splash Seal as she sent out her Lumineon.

The Lumineon used Whirlpool, whipping up a little mini-waterspout of water before it could actually hit the stadium floor, then wove in Icy Wind to conjure a bowl to swim in. That was just the start, as it began making great jumps to do flips and mid-air whirls before landing again with a splash in a newly made water-pool larger than the one it had left.

“Oh, I wanted to ask,” Luxio added, as they watched the watershow. “She kind of reminded me of it, anyway. How much is this kind of thing… normal?”

“Normal?” Pikachu repeated. “Well, I think Contests are fairly normal… but that’s not what you meant, of course.”

“It’s not,” Luxio agreed. “What I meant is – well, out there is someone who’s one of two people, when before there was just one of them. And there was that weird memory effect thing, where things were happening right in front of me and I couldn’t remember them.”

He licked his paw. “And then there’s, um, the thing with the return of Arceus the Creator to the world in glory. So… is that normal?”

Pikachu considered that, though they both looked up when Lumineon hit a descending Water Pulse with an Aurora Beam and made it explode into a light dusting of snow.

“Is there a theme for this?” Lucario asked from one seat over, as Lumineon blew two more Water Pulses to bits with Psybeams. “It reminds me of something.”

You are probably thinking of Handel’s Water Music for the Royal Fireworks, Dexter supplied. Think of it as an eighteenth century mashup.

“To answer your question, Luxio,” Pikachu resumed. “The last few months have been kind of eventful even for us. I don’t think Ash could go more than three months without something seriously eventful happening to him, and usually the first time we go to a new region something happens more than once a week, but this has been unusual.”

He shrugged. “As for the memory thing, I don’t remember any other one of those happening.”

“Ouch,” Luxio said, giving Pikachu an unimpressed look. “Did you have to do that?”

“Well, no, but I wanted to,” Pikachu replied. “You have to admit you walked into that one.”

Luxio chuckled. “I suppose so.”

“So, hold on, I just want to clarify this,” Lucario said. “Was there ever a piece of music called the Water Music for the Royal Fireworks?”

More than a dozen Water Pulses went flying into the air at once, and Lumineon began bursting them in precisely aimed pairs. Water Gun, Signal Beam, Aurora Beam… the last two were nearly to the water, and then burst by themselves with a sudden plume of steam.

Lumineon jumped out of the now-quite-large pool they’d made from water and ice, flipped seven times, and landed back with a splash.


Salvia smiled as she walked out onto the contest floor, and did an elegant curtsey to the judge’s table.

“All right, Togekiss,” she said softly. “Let’s begin.”

When she threw the Pokeball there was a flash of light and a cloud of smoke, the Seals around her Pokeball going off with a soft shff, and then Togekiss emerged from the smoke and did a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree roll. Curls and eddies of smoke followed her before twisting off under the force of her spin, sending a wide ring out to frame her emergence, and she rose to hang in the air before dropping back down towards one of her trainers.

“Aura Sphere!” Salvia instructed, making sure everyone in the stands could hear it as well, and Togekiss went sweeping past her with a curl of golden light trailing around her before flying far up to the top of the Contest hall.

Blue light focused together to form a ball of Aura, then Togekiss fired it down towards her.

Salvia raised a hand, and the golden light that Togekiss had been shedding focused around it. Suddenly the light formed into an avian shape, with a pair of brilliant wings, and the Aura Sphere bounced off and curved back towards Togekiss.

Togekiss rolled, knocking the sphere back towards Salvia, then accelerated around in a complete loop so this time she was the one knocking it back upwards as well. More of her Sky Attack trail built up around Salvia, and the princess stepped forwards before beginning an elegant dance.

That set the rhythm, as Togekiss danced and looped around in a vertical figure-of-eight. When she looped down she knocked the Aura Sphere back up, when she was at the crossing point she sent it back down, and when she was at the very apex of her climb she focused the trail of her Sky Attack and used it to help Salvia return the Aura Sphere herself.

That all required precise coordination, and Salvia helped out by giving Togekiss alerts about what she was doing. She announced each move before she made it, so Togekiss knew whether to aim left or right, forwards or back, and each time it bounced back to Togekiss the Aura Sphere got a little more tightly contained – staying spun up and coherent, instead of falling apart.

Finally, Salvia did a twirl, and all the streamers of Sky Attack energy focused together under Togekiss’ control. They went flying upwards as Togekiss herself pulled up into a stall and dropped into a dive, and the Flying-type attack pierced the Aura Sphere just before it would strike Togekiss.

The explosion of blue and gold sparks that resulted hid Togekiss from view entirely for a moment, and when they faded it was to reveal the Fairy-type balanced – nose down – atop Salvia’s outstretched hands.


“Neat,” Luxio pronounced, as the applause began. “But can I check something?”

“Yes, Togekiss is the one that’s hers,” Pikachu confirmed. “It’s a nice routine. I think there’s some of Ambipom’s influence there as well.”

“Actually, I was going to ask how Togekiss got Sky Attack to do that,” Luxio clarified. “I didn’t know you could do that with it – and I know I’ve seen a lot of odd ways to use Pokemon moves since joining up with Dawn, but…”

“Oh, right,” Pikachu realized. “And no, that’s unusual but it’s not impossible – obviously. The streamers are the trick, Togekiss was using those to keep it connected to her. It’s not really a useful battlefield trick yet, though.”

“The important word there is yet, isn’t it…”


At about the same time and some distance away, Dawn listened to a request from one of the petitioners.

“It sounds interesting,” she said, once he was done. “But I’m not sure at the moment. If you could provide a hard copy version to consider fully, and I’ll get back to you at the earliest convenient time?”

“But of course, Your Highness,” the man agreed. “Should I just give it to you, or…?”

“Either myself or my secretary,” Dawn told him.

Smiling pleasantly, she wondered how Salvia was getting on.


Buneary Bounced on the floor, adding a bit of a Blaze Kick as well as she sprang into the air – just to give her a nice bit of takeoff flare – and flipped over once before using Ice Punch. A big spectral fist of ice punched downwards at her opponent, but Zoey’s Lumineon retaliated with a Psybeam that splintered the ice and robbed the move of much of its impact.

Undeterred, Buneary used a Fire Punch with her other fist, letting her juggle herself with a backflip, and flicked out with a Thunderpunch as well. Lumineon had had enough time to drop out of attack range, though, and splashed back into an ice-fenced water pool before moving straight on to the next one.

Salvia frowned, considering, and as she thought Buneary landed in front of her

“You have a water attack?” the Princess asked quietly, and Buneary nodded. “Then let’s try this – combine it with your fire punches.”

By way of reply, Buneary shot a Water Pulse straight up in the air, then launched herself with a Bounce. She kicked off with enough force to nearly overtake the Water attack, and as it slowed down on approaching the apex of the climb Buneary was still rising.

She lashed out with a Fire Punch, deliberately focusing it for a bit longer than normal so the flaming energy didn’t blossom out until it was inside the flying blob of water.

The resultant explosion sent orange-lit droplets in all directions, but more importantly for Buneary all those droplets were trailing a haze of steam – and the blast itself launched her off in a different direction entirely, down towards the ground but much closer to Lumineon’s current location.

A Signal Beam flicked out, refracting through one of Lumineon’s own Water Pulses to cover the whole area Buneary was about to land, and she sent another globule of water rising upwards just before she Bounced.

Lumineon aimed a Psybeam at her next, and Buneary slammed her fists together with Thunderpunch on both of them to create a dazzling cloud of sparkling electricity that attenuated the impact of the attack. Then she was close enough to her previously-fired Water Pulse to hit it with an internally-exploding Fire Punch as well, and more steam and mist began to fill the hall as trails of steaming water rained down all over it like the sparks from a fireworks display.


Lucario nodded. “Oh, I see now. Royal fireworks.”

“Pardon?” asked someone in the row behind him. “How does that explain anything?”

“Ssh,” Lucario admonished him.


Landing with a thump, Buneary skipped to the side before sliding along and punching upwards against one of Lumineon’s ice bowls. Her fist pulsed with Ice energy as she did, forming a giant Ice Punch, and the water froze even as the bowl shattered – sending a shower of rapidly freezing droplets rising into the air, a sparkling white counterpart to the steamy blasts of a moment before.

Lumineon landed in the next bowl over, shooting a beam through the side of the bowl at her, and she jumped into the air while firing a Water Pulse. That exploded into steam as well as she targeted it with an expanding Fire Punch, and hot droplets rose into the air in a shower before dropping back towards the ground.

Buneary kept going, twisting herself into a whirl in mid-air like Piplup did with his Whirlpool – only her one whipped fire around her instead of water.

Intense at first, it quickly unravelled as she lost control of it… but that was just fine, as the increasingly diffuse cloud of flame heated the air in the upper part of the Contest hall just as the repeated Ice attacks from before cooled down the lower part.

Dropping back down again, Buneary took a hit from a Signal Beam and landed badly. She converted the impact into a roll that didn’t hurt too much, but it still meant she had to brake to shed her momentum before kicking an ice bowl apart and hitting the water inside with an Ice Punch.


“That’s new,” Ash said, interested, as the mist and steam settled out more and more – forming a kind of rippling, diffuse layer that took on increasing definition as Buneary kept moving below it. “It kind of reminds me of something, but it’s new.”

“Buneary and I got the idea from Lucario’s flying dragon move,” Pikachu informed him. “That’s an artificial weather condition.”

“What, like fog?” Brock asked.

“I was going to say, I didn’t see anyone use Rain Dance or Sunny Day,” Luxio noted. “What do you mean, weather?”

“It’s called an inversion,” Pikachu elaborated, then pointed as Buneary came springing out of the cloud layer as if she were emerging from water.

She punched both to the left and to the right, sending bursts of flame in both directions, then did a forwards flip and vanished back into the mist as Lumineon jumped out.

“The idea is that there’s hot air above cold,” he continued. “It’s one of those things where you work it out and then leave it alone until you realize there’s a good situation for it.”


Salvia glanced at the points and the clock, and frowned slightly.

Buneary was winning, but only slightly, and the clock was ticking down rapidly. Then Lumineon was out in the lead as Buneary took a hit on one of her jumps – then Buneary fired a steam-infused Water Pulse which burst in the air just near where Lumineon was about to emerge-

“Time to finish it!” she decided. “Back to Thunder!”

The hard thing about being a Coordinator in this sort of situation was being not entirely sure what Dawn’s Pokemon could do.

There was a wham, then a crash, and Lumineon jumped into the clear air again and did a graceful flip. The cloud roiled, though, and no sooner had he plunged back into the mist bank than he was knocked upwards again.

There was a sudden crackling chirp of Thunderpunches charging up to full power, and the mist layer quickly cleared out around where Buneary was. The static electricity leaking off her fists electrified the droplets, driving them away from one another in less than a second and giving the impression of an explosion of clarity coming out from Buneary, and she hesitated for just a moment before springing up into the air.

Cloud trails swirled and eddied around her, some forced away by the electrostatic force and others flowing in behind her as the inversion started to collapse, and then she spread both her paws wide.

Lumineon readied a Signal Beam, and as he fired it two giant electrical paws clapped closed around him and there was a bang.


“Nice work!” Pikachu called.

“Are you Contesting vicariously through your girlfriend?” Lucario asked.

“…there’s no answer to that I can give that leaves me coming out of it unscathed,” Pikachu admitted.


“I thought that went great, Salvia!” Ash told the Princess, once the Contest was over.

“Thank you,” Salvia replied, looking back at the hall. “I have to say, the competition has certainly become more ferocious since the last time I took part in one.”

“That happens,” Pikachu assured her, and waited for Dexter to translate before turning his attention to Buneary. “And I thought you did really well as well.”

“I’m a little bit bitter about how it ended,” Buneary said, shaking her head and making her ears flop about. “I feel like I should have won that last one.”

“It was very close,” Luxio told her. “I could barely keep track of either of you.”

“I really thought you had her on the ropes,” Lucario added solemnly. “Until, that is, she suddenly burst into flame and turned into a giant Ninetales made of fire that almost blew the roof off.”

“I’m still not entirely sure I understand how she got that from an orange jumpsuit…” Pikachu mused. “Still, I thought it was great.”

“Thanks,” Buneary smiled. “And this just means I need to plan for something like that in the Grand Festival.”

“That’s the spirit,” Brock told her. “Now, Salvia, how soon do you need to be back?”

“I have a few hours, I think,” Salvia said. “I’d rather get back as soon as I can so Dawn doesn’t have to take over for me for too long, but it’s more of a ‘like to’ and less of a ‘need to’.”

“In that case, what about if I make a celebration dinner?” Brock suggested. “I picked up some sausages, pasta, broccoli and pine nuts in town, so I was thinking of making a big pot of those and adding some sauce.”

Salvia thought about it, and smiled.

“That would be lovely – and very different from the more formal meals at home. Thank you so much for making me welcome, all of you.”


A long way away, Ritchie Getem closed his eyes.

He reached out a hand to help him focus, and called upon his psychic powers. At first they came slowly, but then they strengthened until suddenly the object he was holding tore itself apart into a dozen pieces.

“Want some?” he asked.

Sparky used his own psychokinesis to float a Sitrus segment over and began nibbling on it.

Wasn’t there some kind of speech about how you weren’t supposed to use psychic powers for trivial things? Ritchie’s Raichu asked, using telepathy because his mouth was too full.

Ritchie shrugged. “I always decided that what that meant was that you weren’t meant to just use them for stupid things,” he replied. “And this is training, anyway.”

He gestured, and half the remaining Sitrus segments squeezed together. Juice flowed out into a glass, and once they were done he took a sip.

“I can’t remember. We’re doing the Johto league this year, right?” Sparky asked.

“You should know, you did two of the gym battles,” Ritchie chuckled. “And yep, that’s the plan.”

He pushed himself upright. “I’m feeling full of energy, I think I’ll see if Fortune wants a run. Going to come with me?”

“I’ll finish my lunch,” Sparky decided, snagging another one of the Sitrus segments. And then see if Zippo will give me a lift to join you.

“Well, you’ll know where to find me,” Ritchie decided. “See you later.”

He felt a rush of warmth-companionship-humour from his Raichu, and returned the mental caress before sending Fortune out. The big Rapidash materialized already standing on the stone path, and struck it with his hoof.

“Oh, come on, Fortune,” Ritchie groaned, looking at the broken paving slab. “You know people hate it when you do that…”

I’ve got diamond hooves, Fortune shrugged, then his horn lit up with a corona of energy and he lifted Ritchie into place on his back. You said something about a run?

“All right, all ready,” the trainer chuckled. “Let’s get going.”


Further away than that, Keldeo looked up in surprise as a voice called his name.

“Keldeo!” Virizion called. “Do you have a moment?”

“Sure, coming!” Keldeo replied, closing his eyes for a moment to use his Aura Sight and confirm where the Grass-type was.

That done, he sped up quickly – trot-canter-gallop – then took off with a blast of water that lifted him fifty feet into the air. That took him above most of the boulders in this part of the Moor of Icirrus, and he landed on one before springing back into the air and boosting himself to the next.

Four jumps later and he was landing in a great shower of water right next to the other three Swords of Justice.

“What is it?” he asked. “Is there danger? Pokemon in trouble? Pokemon causing trouble?”

“Nothing like that, Keldeo,” Terrakion assured him. “That’s why Virizion asked if you had a moment, instead of telling you to come quickly.”

“Oh, right,” Keldeo realized, snorting slightly. “Sorry. I guess that does make sense…”

Cobalion smiled slightly, then sobered. “Keldeo… we have talked it over, and there is something we all think we should say to you.”

“Uh oh…” Keldeo winced.

“Is that a guilty conscience?” Virizion teased.

“Not really, just that whenever someone says something like that it’s generally bad news,” the Water-type replied, trying to defend himself.

“Have no fear, it’s all good news,” Cobalion said, then sighed. “Keldeo, it has taken us a while to really process what you told us about what happened at Spear Pillar. It was all so…”

“Big,” Terrakion supplied.

“Big, yes, that’s the word,” Cobalion agreed. “It’s hard to get my head around. But now I have – now we have. And there’s something we’d like to say.”

He knelt, and the other two did the same.

“Uh…” Keldeo began, confused.

“Thank you, Keldeo,” Cobalion said solemnly. “From all of us.”

“Good work, little guy,” Terrakion agreed.

“You have made us all truly proud, beyond what we could easily express,” Virizion completed.

They held their pose for a moment longer, then Cobalion and Virizion straightened.

“Little help here?” Terrakion asked, wiggling a little but not rising back to all fours. “I don’t really think I thought this through…”


Further away than just about anyone could have suspected, Mewtwo slowly relaxed.

I am no longer maintaining the atmosphere field, except for my own personal bubble, he declared. Open all the internal doors and let’s start the checks.

“Testing,” M-001 announced, then made an affirmative sound. “Atmosphere is holding up.”

Good, Mewtwo stated. Good work. Now let’s turn on the generators.

Generator power initiating, Dahak reported.

There was a thump that resonated through the floor. Then another, then another, as twelve banks of generators came online one bank at a time.

“Main power is functioning according to parameters,” M-001 said. “Positive_response_4.”

We should really make sure you get a proper positive response for that one, Dahak observed.

“Viewscreens on,” M-001 added, its Mew avatar spinning upside down and hovering in place for a moment. The little virtual Pokemon spread both paws, and then the space around Mewtwo darkened – before flashing into a blaze of starlight that surrounded him and the two AI avatars.

A great forbidding mass of orange and white cloud hung off to Mewtwo’s left, accentuated by a baleful red eye – as if the whole of the base, and the whole of the moon within which it was built, had become perfectly transparent.

Yes, this seems like it will work, Mewtwo thought softly. Is the Infinity Generator ready?

“Infinity Generator ready for scheduled full power test,” M-001 agreed, then tilted its head. “Query: What are you going to use for a test?”

In reply, Mewtwo turned to Dahak. Please caret Themisto for me.

Themisto careted, the Porygon confirmed, putting a little blue bracket around the small Jovian moon. Are you really going to…?

Don’t worry, Mewtwo reassured him. I’m going to put it back again.

The whole of Callisto Base hummed slightly as the Infinity Generator powered up, and Mewtwo raised a paw.

Then he snapped his fingers, and instead of an almost-invisible dot the caret was suddenly indicating an enormous rocky mountain that seemed to hover just overhead.

It was there for ten long seconds, then vanished again.

“Infinity Generator powering down,” M-001 said. “Opinion: test was successful.”

Yes, it most certainly was, Mewtwo concurred. I think we can call that phase done.

Next step on the agenda: installing a cafeteria, Dahak opined. Otherwise we will not be able to do a proper press event.


AN:


If I want a whole plot reference to Anne McCaffrey’s Pegasus In Space, then I don’t care what anyone says I am going to write one.

Also, something something Handel on the best way to do a contest.






299. Sinnoh 50


“Okay, so… I want to make sure I’m following all this,” Luxio began. “Can you check I’ve got it right?”

“Sure, go ahead,” Quilava agreed.

“We’re going to the Sinnoh Grand Festival,” Luxio checked, and got a nod. “And that’s like a Contest but bigger?”

“There are a few other rules changes to it as well, but yeah, basically,” Quilava confirmed. “Just treat it like a Contest and you’ll be fine.”

“That actually does make me a bit less nervous,” Luxio admitted. “I’ve heard about what the Pokémon League is like, and that sounds very intimidating – completely different from, and much harder than, a gym battle.”

“Well, not all Pokémon Leagues are like that,” Pikachu said, inserting himself into the conversation. “The Orange League is just four challenges and then a battle against the leader of the Orange Crew.”

Quilava nodded along with that. “So, yes, all worthwhile Pokémon Leagues are different from Gym Battles-”

“Hey!” Pikachu protested.

“You were asking for it, be fair,” Luxio chuckled. “So… right, I’ll need to concentrate and do my best?”

“That’s a good plan,” Quilava told him, then shrugged. “But more than anything it’s meant to be fun. You’re doing well, so don’t stress much.”

Luxio’s tail flicked from side to side. “I’ll see what I can do.”

“That’s the spirit!”


“Huh, it feels weird to be looking at Lake Valor now,” Ash said. “With it, you know, not exploding.”

“I know what you mean…” Brock agreed. “I imagine most people don’t have to worry about that.”

“If I remember correctly, most people didn’t even see it explode this time,” Lucario noted. “Or do I mean last time?”

“It’s not the only time something exploded in that lake,” Pikachu frowned. “If I’m remembering right, anyway… if I’ve got this correct, last time Hunter J vanished into there.”

“Hunter J,” Lucario repeated, paw clenching slightly. “She is still in prison, right?”

Yes, Dexter told him bluntly. I have pretty much never not been checking. It seems she’s not a very good prisoner, though her brother has taught most of the rest of the prison how to play Pokémon Battle Cards and has set up a tournament.

“Somehow I think I can guess what cards he mostly uses,” Brock said.

Wrong, Dexter countered. According to the article he mostly uses Zoroark-GX.

“Suddenly I like him,” Zorua commented. “Wait. Article?”

Yes, I got all this information from a human interest article online, Dexter explained. Did you think I was hacking into the prison cameras?

“…I thought you could hack into the prison systems,” Zorua replied, a bit shiftily.

The conversation was briefly interrupted as Brock’s Croagunk tried to stab Ash in the shoulder and got knocked twenty feet into the air by Kari’s reflexive response.

“Sorry,” the Doublade said, as Croagunk flipped over once and landed on his feet. “I forgot about that.”

“That’s sort of the point of doing it by surprise,” Croagunk shrugged it off.

“Hey, Dawn?” Ash asked, turning to look back at her. “It’s going to be a Doubles tournament, right?”

“It should be,” Dawn answered, checking her Pokétch. A shimmering image of a green tick mark appeared, and she smiled. “Thanks. Yes, it is.”

“Any idea who you’re going to use for the opening Appeal?”

“I was thinking about that,” Dawn replied, glancing back at Luxio and Quilava – currently deep in conversation. “The idea I had was to use Luxio for the opening Appeals, but I’m not quite sure who to have him team up with.”

“Quilava?” Brock suggested.

“Seems sort of obvious, oddly,” Dawn mused.

“What, really?” Luxio asked, loudly enough for them to hear. “The largest wooden building in the world?”

“And I have no idea what they’re talking about,” she added.

“The largest wooden building in the world,” Lucario supplied helpfully. “You’re welcome.”

Dawn looked at him for several seconds.

“Thanks,” she said. “I wouldn’t have got that.”


The next day, Ash, Brock and several of their Pokémon filed into their seats.

“Hey!” someone complained from behind them. “Can you duck down or something? I can’t see very well.”

“Oh, sorry,” Latios said, and went completely invisible.

“I… uh, I guess that works,” the person said, blinking. “Yeah.”

That raises interesting questions about how a Latios or Latias actually sees things while they’re invisible, Dexter observed calmly.

“Really?” Latios asked. “How would it do that? My eyes are still open, it’s not peek-a-boo.”

“Huh?” Pikachu said, looking up.

“Not you,” Latios assured him. “Anyway, I don’t have to close my eyes to go invisible.”

That’s not what I mean, Dexter tried to explain. If all the light is passing through you, how are you seeing anything?”

“It’s not passing through me,” Latios corrected. “My feathers are bending light around me. That’s different.”

It still means that you’re not absorbing any light, Dexter insisted, somewhat less calmly. You see things by absorbing light. And you don’t have any feathers on your claws or your eyes, come to think of it, so they should be little open spaces in your illusion… or dark spaces, if you’re looking through your body and expecting to see light from there.

“I think at this point it’s best to just say it’s a Poke-Body,” Lucario suggested.

That’s a card game thing.

“Can you guys be quiet?” the person behind them asked. “Sorry, but they’re about to start the Appeals!”


“Here goes,” Dawn said, checking her outfit was just as it should be.

It was never easy to decide just how to dress for a Contest, not if you wanted any kind of theming focus, and for this particular one she’d eschewed a more conventional dress and adopted for something a little closer to a circus ringmaster’s outfit.

It was still a dress, of course – but the style was important, as well.

The announcer called her name, and she walked out onto the stage (or, the Green stage, because there were three) and sent out her first Pokémon.

Luxio formed in a flash of light, sparks flickering off his fur, then lifted his head back and roared. The roar came at the same moment as she threw her second Pokéball, and a miniature shower of water came raining down as the Seals went off.

Dawn had used nothing but Splash Seals, however, and most of the water didn’t hit the ground at all. Instead, it was sucked into Piplup’s Whirlpool, which started so quickly that nobody in the crowd caught more than a glimpse of him.

The escaped droplets fell all over the stage, but Luxio largely ignored them. Instead he paced forwards a few steps, tilting his head ostentatiously as he examined the whirlpool coming down to land, then he batted it with his paw and used Spark.

All the electricity just flared into the air, none of it affecting the Whirlpool, and Piplup used the crackle-flash as a signal to move his Whirlpool a little to the right. Then Luxio batted again, this time with his other paw, and the flash-spark-crack accompanied Piplup moving to the left.

Crouching down with his tail waving, Luxio watched the Whirlpool for a long moment as more and more water fed into it – rounding it out, giving it a more spherical shape – then pounced, passing just an inch over the upper surface of the water ball and releasing another flashbang Spark as he did.

Tumbling over and ending up upside down, Luxio shook his head before flipping upright – giving an excellent impersonation of a feline trying to pretend he’d meant to do that all along, even though he actually had done it exactly that way more than a dozen times in rehearsals – and returned his attention to the ball.

He batted it again, giving it a spin, then turned and flicked it with his tail to send it up into the air. This time there was a double-flash when he did, and Piplup fired out an Ice Beam from the eye of his Whirlpool to construct a stool from thin air.

The prop grew so quickly that it launched Piplup into the air, exactly as if Luxio had batted it that way, and he rolled over onto his back before catching it as it landed. There was a continuous electrostatic crackle now, as the Electric-type used Magnet Rise to make sure he wasn’t actually touching the Whirlpool, and he ‘rolled’ it around for a few seconds before Dawn gave a sharp whistle.

Pushing the Whirlpool back upwards into the air, Luxio flipped back onto his front and raised his nose. The very middle of the whirlpool touched down on the tip of his nose, and Luxio balanced it carefully as he walked over to the stool and reared up to put both paws on top of it.

His claws dug in to hold him in place, and then Piplup drew off all the water from the Whirlpool and sent it skywards with a jet of Ice Beam to follow it. The water froze and shattered all in the same instant, producing a plume of glittering dust, and Piplup spun slowly to a halt perched cleanly on Luxio’s nose.


“Nice!” Drew called, applauding. “That’s the sort of thing I like to see – very stylish!”

His Arcanine gave him an odd look. “Aaarca. Nine-arc?”

“…sorry, didn’t get that,” Drew admitted. “Anyone?”

His Absol picked up a slate in one paw, head tilting to scratch onto it with a carefully poised horn.

After about twenty to thirty sections of scratching the Dark-type was done, and Drew took the slate to read.

“Oh, I see,” he said. “No, they can’t hear us, I’m just impressed.”

Arcanine snorted, then lay down and propped her head on her paws to keep watching the TV.

Drew went back to watching as well, and Absol started scratching something else on the slate. This time when he read it he frowned, then checked a TV magazine.

“It’s on the other channel,” he said. “We’ll have to watch it on catch up.”

Absol nodded.


“Hmm, that was a very impressive appeal by Miss… Jesselina, I think,” Raoul Contesta said. “Don’t you think so?”

“Re: mark,” Mr. Sukizo answered, passing him a piece of notepaper.

Contesta looked at the percentage score, then nodded. “I agree, she and her team should definitely go through. We’ve seen her before elsewhere, but she really is… what’s the word?”

“Able?” Mr. Sukizo provided.

“Yes, that fits perfectly,” Contesta agreed. “It’s not everyone who could put together a routine revolving around a Marowak playing tennis with a Victreebel.”

“I’m still not entirely sure I understood what was going on myself,” one of the Joys on the panel said. “But it did look nice.”

She shuffled her notes. “All right, next to consider…”


“Okay, so who goes up next?” Piplup asked. “To attempt to provide a follow up to my magnificence.”

“I’m not even going to try to respond to that,” Quilava huffed.

“Why not?” Piplup demanded. “Don’t you think it’s important to respond to something you don’t agree with?”

“Here we go…” Pachirisu groaned.

“Guys,” Dawn asked, and thankfully got some quiet. “The bracket just went up. We’re going up against Nando.”

“Oh, that guy,” Buneary nodded. “I remember him.”

“Who’s Nando?” Luxio queried. “It sounds like I should know.”

“Not really, you’re new,” Ambipom supplied. “He’s one of these people we just occasionally run into. You get used to it.”

“Do you mind if I go?” Buneary asked.

“But you went last time,” Pachirisu pointed out.

“If we get through to the end of this everybody is going to have gone,” Buneary countered, counting off on her paws. “There’s eight of us, assuming that Rotom is content to just watch.”

There was a buzz of static with two quick clicks from Dawn’s Pokétch.

“Watch in two senses of the word,” Buneary added. “So that’s four pairs.”

“I’m not sure that’s a legal hand,” Ambipom said, looking up.

“What?”

“What are we talking about?” Mamoswine rumbled. “I assumed you would tell me if it was my turn.”

“Okay, how about Buneary and Togekiss?” Dawn suggested. “You two were both in the last Contest with Salvia, but you weren’t working together.”

“Good point, your tallness,” Togekiss bowed.

“What’s a tallness?” Pachirisu said, tilting her head.

“It’s like a highness but not quite,” Togekiss clarified.

Dawn sniggered. “All right, come on, we’re on in about ten minutes and that’s time to go over the plan. Hmm…”


“For some reason I feel like having some spicy food,” Pikachu said, as Nando entered the stage.

“Why?” Brock asked.

“If I knew I wouldn’t have said some reason,” Pikachu shrugged.

Dawn took her place opposite him, then the referee told both Coordinators to send out their Pokémon.

Nando went first, throwing both Pokéballs high in the air, then began playing a melancholy air on his harp. His Altaria emerged first, piping a high counterpoint as the musical Seals on her Pokéball added a sting, then his Lopunny appeared as well in a flash of light before doing a graceful twirl that ended with a ready pose.

Togekiss emerged onto the field at about the same time, and flipped to point upwards before blowing a plume of Fairy Wind. Buneary’s Pokéball went off inside the plume, seals releasing a flash of brilliant flame, and she flipped twice before landing neatly on her paws.

Nando’s harp stilled for a moment, then he began playing again, and his Altaria blew out a cloud of Dragonbreath.

Togekiss countered with a Dazzling Gleam that formed an ethereal curtain around Buneary, shaping and prolonging the attack so that instead of a jet of light it was a thin band of rippling blue-green-pink aurora. Then Nando’s Lopunny broke into a run, lashing out with a Low Kick, and Buneary jumped clear before countering with a Thunderpunch.

Nando’s Lopunny hadn’t just been making one attack, though. The twirling momentum of her Low Kick turned into a second kick, and then a third, each one a little faster and aimed higher to try and catch Buneary out – and the Normal-type used her longer legs to her advantage, as well, making sure she was able to keep Buneary at a distance and reduce the impact of her elementally-boosted punches.

At the same time, to the accompaniment of a glissando chord on Nando’s harp, Altaria left off from firing Dragonbreath and spread both cloud-wings before surging forwards. They shimmered with a steely light as she sped up, and Togekiss did a graceful backflip to avoid being hit by Altaria’s Steel Wing – not that that solved the problem, because Altaria did a twirl as she went past and dealt Togekiss a glancing blow anyway.

Togekiss got herself under control, then began charging up a Sky Attack. Golden flames covered her wings, and by the time Altaria spun around to attack again she had at least a little protection from the Steel-type attack.

Altaria didn’t care, spinning herself around and striking out with her Steel Wing again, and this time Togekiss elected to block the attack instead of dodge it – using the impact to stop both Pokémon, letting her fire a Dazzling Gleam straight at Altaria from short range. The Dragon-type was ready for her, though, shifting to bring the same Steel Wing into a defensive position, and sending the rainbow aurora light into a diffuse corona all over the stadium.


“They record these, right?” Growlie asked. “Because some of this could be used as inspiration for CGI.”

“I imagine they do,” Ninetales agreed.

She shifted a little, adjusting her position on the seat, and her tails twined around his. “I have to admit, I know who I’m rooting for to win.”

There was a slap-bang as Buneary and Lopunny hit one another with directly opposed elemental punches, and Buneary kicked out with her footpaws at the same time to absorb some of the recoil.

“You do?” Growlie asked. “Well, I suppose it must be Buneary and Togekiss, then.”

“Am I so easy to predict?” Ninetales asked.

“Your team affiliation is a matter of public record,” the Arcanine told her. “But I understand that won’t be the case for much longer?”

“Probably not,” Ninetales agreed, as Togekiss projected an avian shape of flame with Sky Attack and sent it down to pick Buneary up. The golden fire spread to give Buneary wings for a moment, and she sprang up towards Altaria – only for Nando to pluck the strings of his harp, at which point Altaria dropped to the ground and used Earthquake.

The impact made the ground jump slightly, but since none of the other Pokémon were on the ground at the time – Lopunny had done a smooth, twirling jump at the moment before contact – it didn’t have any direct effect on the battle. It did get Altaria out of the way of Buneary, though, and Lopunny landed only for a moment before springing into the air and aiming to kick Buneary back towards the ground.

“Probably not?” Growlie repeated. “I’m afraid that unlike you I don’t know all the future plans.”

“Oh, well, this is mostly just what I’ve gathered,” Ninetales reminded him. “I was with Suzie by now. But… well, I think what Brock wants to do once we’re done with Sinnoh is take a bit of time off. With Philena, most likely.”

Growlie nuzzled her. “Then we’ll be able to make it work?”

“I do hope so,” Ninetales agreed.


“Teamwork,” Dawn said to herself. “That’s the important thing here. Nando’s team have good teamwork, so we need to have better…”

She pointed. “Buneary – get some Ice Punches ready, keep them going!”

Buneary first jabbed a quick blow down at her feet, freezing the ground around her, then punched forwards towards Lopunny’s incoming footpaw. The pale blue light around her grew to a giant punch, which Lopunny gracefully dodged, but the wind from her kick and the recoil from Buneary’s attack combined to send the Normal-type skating backwards.

The blue light around Buneary’s paws kept glowing and growing, and after a moment’s pause she manifested both giant punches again – this time constantly, as if she were wearing a pair of big bunny boxing gloves.

“Jump and refocus on Altaria!” Dawn added, and Buneary kicked off hard enough to crack the ice she was still sliding over. That just about got her clear of a sweeping Low Kick, and Nando’s harp changed tunes to a more active beat.

Altaria shot a beam of fire down towards Buneary, aiming to engulf her entirely, and Lopunny twirled into a Rapid Spin which shed any part of the attack that got past Buneary. Togekiss was just as fast, though, sweeping in and firing an Aura Sphere that exploded next to her teammate.

The detonation got Buneary out of the Flamethrower attack before she’d taken too much damage, and just as importantly knocked her high into the air. Togekiss rose back into the air as well, so that she was on the other side of Altaria from where Buneary was, and after just a moment to build up she unleashed a powerful Dazzling Gleam.

Altaria hadn’t needed Nando’s harp to tell what to do in that situation, and she rose into the air – aiming to get out of the way of Togekiss’ beam of light without getting too close to the giant-sized Ice Punch that Buneary was about to throw her way…

…except that Buneary’s fists weren’t clenched.

Just as Dawn had hoped, her Pokémon had realized what she was going for, and Buneary’s paws were open to catch. The corona of shimmering Ice-type energy around them was ready to catch as well, and Togekiss’ Dazzling Gleam went straight into those cupped paws as a caged blaze of pink-and-blue starlight.

The sheer force of the attack pushed Buneary back several inches, throwing off her trajectory, and she held onto it for a moment longer before throwing it right back out again – catching Altaria almost completely by surprise.

Urgent notes on the harp alerted Nando’s Dragon-type to the incoming attack, and she twirled to cross her Steel Wings together as a defensive screen – but that just meant she couldn’t protect herself against Togekiss, who threw together a Twister that pushed Altaria directly towards Buneary.

The next few seconds were a fast-paced blur, with Buneary lashing out with rapid fire Ice Punches and Nando’s Lopunny jumping up to help her teammate, and Nando’s harp playing accelerated until it sounded more like he was trying a guitar solo. Then the Pokémon separated again, with Lopunny landing directly below Altaria and Buneary riding on Togekiss’ back, and Dawn glanced at the scoreboard.

It looked like she was just ahead, but she barely noticed that before a bell rang.

“And that’s time!” Nurse Joy announced. “Some very impressive performances, and to be honest it’s a shame it couldn’t have gone on longer!”

“Is there a reason it can’t?” Nando asked. “I don’t mind letting this result stand, of course, but I’d like to see where it’s going to end.”

“Um – what do you think?” Joy said, looking over at her fellow judges.

“It seems like a good plan to me,” Contesta agreed. “If neither Coordinator and none of the Pokémon disagree, that is..?”

Togekiss halted in place, and Buneary raised a paw still coated in seething Ice-typed energy. She twisted her paw slightly, and a thumbs-up appeared to signal her approval.

“That’s for both of us,” she added.


“I’m guessing you two want a break now?” Dawn asked.

“That’d be nice,” Togekiss replied, untensing slightly. “That was a great battle, but it was really frantic – and longer than normal…”

“It’s nice to have intense stuff sometimes,” Buneary agreed. “You know, when the fate of the world doesn’t depend on getting it exactly right. Sort of medium-stakes.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever thought of it that way before,” Dawn admitted. “But yeah, the Grand Festival isn’t really high stakes for us any more.”

She glanced down at her belt. “Okay, so that’s you two having a break… do you want to go back into your Pokéballs?”

“I’d rather watch the rest of the Grand Festival,” Buneary requested. “And probably have a nice drink.”

Dawn’s wrist buzzed, and she glanced at it before smiling. “Apparently there should be some juice you like in the fridge.”

“Thanks,” the Normal-type said.

For her part, Togekiss just wordlessly dissolved into light and drained into her Pokéball.

“That answers that,” Dawn observed. “Okay, so next up is… Ursula.”

She sighed. “I suppose it had to happen sooner or later. Anyone want to give it a go?”

“Well-” Quilava began.

Then there was a flash, and two nearly-identical Pokémon appeared in front of Dawn.

They were both Mesprit, but the one on the left was the conventional pink-and-blue while the one on the right had an orange body and red highlights over most of its head.

We’d like to take part, the Shiny Mesprit requested. Exciting idea. Forming a display.

Working together is fun, the non-Shiny one added. We did rehearsals. Spent half an hour on it.

Dawn blinked, then shook her head. “Why did I not realize something like this would happen?”

Shiny Mesprit flipped over to float upside down. Good question. Could be emotions.

That’s not a bad thing, non-Shiny Mesprit pointed out. We’re doing this because of emotions.

And coffee, the Shiny one added. Don’t forget the coffee.

I can’t forget the coffee, the other one said. Not after three cups.

“You know,” Quilava began, examining the twin Legendaries, “I can’t help but see this as the before scene.”

“The before scene?” Mamoswine rumbled inquisitively.

“The before scene. We see this bit, then there’s a jump cut, and when we cut back everything is on fire.”

Fire bad, Shiny Mesprit declared. There. That’s a rational explanation.

“Speak for yourself,” Quilava retorted.

Dawn frowned, thinking hard.

On the one hand, it was really tempting to have her Contest battle with Ursula with a pair of Legendary Pokémon. But…

…on the other hand, it really wasn’t the bigger-person thing to do. Sure, Ash used Legendary Pokémon in battles a lot, but a big part of what made that an okay thing to do was that Ash was definitely the trainer of those Legendary Pokémon. And he made sure he didn’t just squash anyone flat or anything.

Ursula was kind of awful, as a person, but if Dawn took the offer to have both Mesprit join forces and beat her it wouldn’t be in the spirit of a Grand Festival.

“I’m honoured,” she said, eventually. “But I think maybe… not now? Not at the Sinnoh Grand Festival.”

Unfortunate, one of the Mesprit sighed. We cleared our schedule.

We do not have a schedule, the Shiny one said, turning to look at their counterpart and tilting their head.

I did not say it was difficult, the first Mesprit countered.

Dawn laughed.

Excellent! The second one announced. We have successfully provoked emotion!

Is that our job? Non Shiny Mesprit asked. It seems a bit easy for a Legendary.

I don’t see why that should be a problem, Shiny Mesprit countered. Ho-Oh’s legendary job is bringing an end to storms, and that happens anyway if you wait a bit.

“I really am honoured,” Dawn reiterated, holding up a hand to try and slow down all the things that kept making her giggle. “I’d love to train the two of you and work out some proper routines. But… it’s kind of short notice.”

She makes a good point, both Mesprit said at the same time. Jinx.

“You could watch,” Piplup suggested. “But if Quilava’s in this next one I’m not going to be. He still hasn’t corrected his opinion on computer mice.”

“I told you, if they have that many buttons you’re trying to condense the whole keyboard down onto-” Quilava began hotly.

“What about you and Pachirisu, Quilava?” Dawn interrupted, putting some force into her voice.

“…that sounds good,” the Fire-type agreed.

Impressed, Mesprit observed.

Why do you think I chose her? Shiny Mesprit replied.

Same reason I did, probably, Mesprit countered.


“You’re new,” Lucario said, looking at the Pokémon next to him.

Spectating is the next best thing to participating, one of the Mesprit said. What happens now?

“If I had to guess, I’d say that they send their Pokémon out,” Brock told them. “By the way, be careful with your tails. We like our emotions.”

Sorry, both Legendaries said, pulling their tails back in and coiling them up.

There was a whoosh of flame as Quilava emerged from his Pokéball, followed a moment later by a clap-bang of sparks as Pachirisu did the same. Then Ursula sent out her Gabite, who juggled the other Pokéball Ursula used several times before finally letting it burst out into a Flareon.

“This should be interesting,” Ash said, leaning forwards slightly. “I guess it’ll show how good Ursula is at forward planning.”

Pardon? Shiny Mesprit asked.

“No, I get what you mean,” Buneary said. “It’s because she evolved that Eevee into Flareon in the opening Appeal, right? So Flareon can’t have much experience as Flareon.”

“That’s it, yeah,” Ash agreed, as Quilava got moving with Pachirisu on his back – electricity trailing behind her as they picked up speed. “And you can get around that – she could have had Eevee pretending to be a Flareon to practice tactics and stuff. But did she?”

“Being fair, it’s also going to test how good Dawn is at having a Fire type and an Electric type beat a Ground/Dragon type,” Pikachu pointed out.


“Let’s do this,” Quilava said. “Ready?”

“Depends how you define ready,” Pachirisu replied, and began to use Magnet Rise.

Rather than just floating off to the side without any anchoring at all, however, the Electric-type stayed tethered to Quilava with a little spark of electrostatic energy. Quilava kept running, and so Pachirisu was dragged along with him – using little extra bursts of electricity to adjust her position and stay in formation.

“Fireballs!” Ursula called out.

“Get ready to dodge whatever this is,” Pachirisu told her teammate quietly.

Quilava nodded, skidding for a moment to brake and change direction, and Pachirisu zipped up to hover alongside while they both went through the turn.

As they watched, Ursula’s Flareon inhaled – then spat a stream of Ember fireballs, which curved into the air before coming down towards them like a bombardment.

Quilava started running again, weaving through the attacks, then pointed at one. “There!”

Pachirisu shot out a Thundershock, hitting the fireball and bursting it with a snap-bang of flame and sparks.

“Sand!” Ursula ordered, sweeping her arm across. Her Gabite copied her, using Sand Tomb a moment later, and Quilava jumped over the first wave of sand.

“Boost me!” he called, and Pachirisu started using the rings of current that let her give herself a sudden burst of speed.

Boosting down-right-up, she used her tail to give Quilava a springboard to jump off, then as soon as Quilava had finished jumping she boosted left-up to return to her previous position hovering off Quilava’s shoulder – just in time for Quilava to tell her to hit another incoming fireball, which exploded as well.

“Boost!” Quilava called, and Pachirisu gave him another springboard platform. She did her best to get the down-right-up boost exactly the same, changed only by where they were in the arena, which was surprisingly a lot trickier than just doing something close to the same twice.

Ursula told her Pokémon to do something else, something involving ‘bouncing’ - neither Pachirisu nor Quilava caught all the details, as a result of one of the louder flame bursts – and Quilava dropped back to the ground as the waves of Sand Tombs stopped. Pachirisu hovered down to take up station over his shoulder, tail curling for a moment into a question mark, and the Fire-type started running again – this time towards Flareon.

Flareon shot out a burst of Ember, but this one was much less well aimed. A few of them burst on the floor, a few more went shooting past Dawn’s Pokémon, but none of them actually hit.

“Go!” Quilava called, braking hard and rising to his hind legs, and punched out with a paw in the direction of Flareon. His punch went nowhere close, but three rings of electricity briefly formed around Pachirisu before she went shooting forwards in a Spark attack.

Hitting Flareon and darting back to Quilava’s side, Pachirisu stopped motionless before surging forwards again as Quilava threw a second punch. Then her teammate followed that second punch with an uppercut, and Pachirisu dropped briefly to the ground before engulfing herself in an Electro Ball and shooting upwards fast enough to knock Flareon bodily into the air.

“Look out!” Dawn called urgently, and Pachirisu looked around as she electrokinesis’d her way back to Quilava’s side. At first it wasn’t clear what her trainer was talking about, but then a salvo of four fireballs hit first Quilava and then Pachirisu herself – from the other side of the field to Flareon.

“Ow,” Quilava said, shaking his head and rolling upright. “What…?”

“Gabite was bouncing the Embers,” Pachirisu informed him, then spotted Flareon running in their direction with a Flare Blitz roaring around her fur. She spread both paws and let electricity fizz around them, preparing to use Thunder, then Quilava slapped his paw into the sand-strewn arena and Pachirisu turned the Thunder into a Counter Shield.

It only lasted for a moment – Pachirisu deliberately stopped it before she had to – but it was timed just right, and it repulsed Flareon with a flash of clashing fire and lightning.


“I’m not a hundred percent sure what they’re going for, but I think I like it,” Ninetales said.

“Hmm…” Growlie rumbled. “Is it me or is Quilava the one in charge?”

“It looks like it,” Ninetales agreed, shifting slightly and twining her tails around – forming them into braids for a moment before reversing it.

She watched for a moment longer as Quilava punched out at Gabite from a distance, the same one-two-three combo he’d done towards Flareon, and Pachirisu boosted forwards to make completely ineffectual attacks. “Yes, you’re right – she’s doing what she’s doing based on Quilava’s movements. Interesting.”

Ursula clapped her hands together. “Let’s get serious – glitterstone!”

“That’s probably not good news for someone,” Growlie said.


Ursula’s Flareon came pelting around the side of the arena, joining Gabite as the Dragon finished clapping her arms together, and then Gabite did a balletic twirl and used Sandstorm.

Both Pokémon vanished into the plume of sand and whirling air, and Dawn frowned.

“Watch out for if that sand comes your way,” she warned. “And… get the ultimate ready.”

Quilava adjusted his footing, moving his paws so they were on some of the gritty sand strewn across the floor for better traction, and Pachirisu hovered in place as they waited to see what Ursula would do.

Then a ball of darkness lit with a deep purple glow came arcing out of the Sandstorm.

“Shadow Ball!” Dawn warned, remembering that Ursula’s Flareon knew that move, then blinked. “No, wait-”

Quilava punched out, and Pachirisu duly used a Thunderbolt to burst the ball. But it wasn’t a Shadow Ball at all, and it detonated into smaller chunks of greenish-black rock that rained down all around her Pokémon. One even hit Quilava, who yelped in surprise before shaking his head.

More of the balls started coming down – balls of thick, viscous glass – and Quilava broke into a run with Pachirisu following along behind.

“Boost me!” he called, jumping, and Pachirisu did just as they’d trained – down-right-up, left-up, then down-right-up again as Quilava called for a second boost. And a third.

He shot a Flamethrower attack at the sandstorm, and while that didn’t get through to the Pokémon inside – and wouldn’t have affected them much if it had – it sent a glittering trail flying off as he gradually eroded the Sandstorm and made it work for him as much as for Ursula.

“You’re missing!” Ursula told her Pokémon. “They’ve moved into the air – get them there!”

The glass balls went higher, but in the air Quilava and Pachirisu were a much harder target than on the ground. After a long moment where she just stared at the points board, Ursula crossed her arms and brought them out again.

“Stop with the sand!” she called. “Go get them!”

The sandstorm faded away, revealing both Flareon and Gabite, and Dawn pointed.

“Ultimate!”

“What?” Ursula asked.

Quilava shouted something wordless, flames flaring on his back as he sent a cloud of Swift flying in all directions around him, and Pachirisu used Discharge.

A dozen rings of electricity formed around her all at once, and three around Quilava as static charge flowed around him as well. She fired them both directly at Ursula’s Flareon, and Quilava landed practically on top of Flareon before slamming a Fire Blast into the ground at their feet.

The Fire-types went flying, but Pachirisu’s Discharge was still going and she halted Quilava’s momentum before bringing him right back in again even as she hit Flareon herself with a Wild Charge.

The recoil from that bounced her backwards, and she launched Quilava in to attack instead. He used his own Wild Charge, though the momentum all came from what Pachirisu had done, and between them the two Pokémon bounced Flareon back and forth for a dozen attacks in four seconds flat.

Then all the Swift stars came curling back in to hit Flareon at once.


“I could have done better,” Piplup sniffed, a few minutes later.

“Really?” Quilava asked. “How?”

“I think we did quite well,” Pachirisu protested.

“Oh, you did well,” Piplup clarified. “But I could have done better than Quilava – I’d have been able to deal with the Gabite for you.”

“That’s because you’re a Water type who know Ice type moves,” Quilava said, pointing out what he was fairly sure was the obvious flaw in that argument.

Piplup, naturally, didn’t consider this a flaw at all but the core of his argument. “Exactly.”

“You guys,” Dawn laughed. “In all seriousness-”

“Citation needed,” Buneary interrupted.

“In all seriousness,” Dawn reiterated, trying to keep a straight face, “that was a really good performance, both of you.”

She gave Pachirisu a quick scratch, then did the same for Quilava.

“So that means that it’s Mamoswine and Ambipom next, right?” Buneary checked. “I think they’re the last two left.”

“Yeah, though we need to wait for the other quarter finals to be done,” Dawn confirmed.

She glanced at her watch. “Unless you’re interested in taking part?”

There was a bzzt, and she listened for a moment then nodded. “No, don’t worry, that’s fine.”


Up in the crowd, James applauded as something exploded on stage.

He wasn’t a hundred percent clear exactly how there’d been the explosion – he didn’t think Chimecho knew a move that could create an explosion like that, and he was fairly sure Carnivine didn’t know one either – but it had been one which fit thematically into the move combination that Jessie was going for and that meant applauding was the right thing to do.

Next to him, Meowth made an ehhhh noise.

“Something wrong?” James asked.

“I’m just thinkin’ about how they organize the brackets for these things,” Meowth replied, holding up a piece of paper.

“That’s blank,” James pointed out.

“Oh, right,” Meowth realized, tilting the crystal in his other paw. Wyvern projected the bracket onto the blank paper, and Meowth tapped the trainers in the route Dawn would take if she rose to the top.

“Ever noticed how often she runs into Coordinators an’ not for the first time?” he asked. “I kinda wonder if they set it up like dat.”

“Well… who’s ‘they’, again?” James checked.

“Like I know?” Meowth shrugged, and the bracket briefly moved off the paper until Wyvern’s projector compensated. “Could be da Illuminatise for all I know.”

“Does that mean we should tell Jesselina to get ready to face Dawn?” James mused. “Or maybe she’d take that as trying to tell her how to do her job?”

“I ain’t gonna take the risk if you ain’t,” Meowth vowed.


“Hey, before we start?” Zoey said. “I just want to tell you – thanks. You’re a good friend.”

Dawn smiled. “And you, Zoey.”

“Do you think it sort of spoils the energy if we’re friends and we’re not having a grudge match?” Zoey added.

The only reply Dawn made was a shrug – at least, until she threw her Pokéballs.

Mamoswine appeared first in a brilliant flash, rearing up on his hind legs, and Ambipom’s Pokéball landed on the tip of one of his tusks. It balanced there for a moment, poised in place, then rolled down until it burst open in a cloud of confetti and Ambipom swung three times around Mamoswine’s right tusk before coming to rest.

For Zoey’s part, her Pokémon emerged at the same time and with musical chords accompanying them both – one high and airy, the other low and martial. The latter was for her Gallade, a Pokémon that Dawn recognized, but the lighter tune was for a new one – a Sylveon, who landed with dainty paws in a flicker of Misty Terrain.

Gallade bowed to his teammate, and Sylveon’s furry tendrils untied an extra bow from the base of its right ear. Gallade waited a moment while the bow was tied around the top of his horn, then rose and took a stance ready for battle.

The timer started, but for a few seconds none of the Pokémon moved. Then Zoey pointed forwards, and Gallade broke into a run for three steps that ended with his sword lashing out at Mamoswine in a corona of flame.

It looked almost like a lance-thrust, but Ambipom swung down from her position on Mamoswine’s tusks and deflected the strike with an Aqua Tail. Then she kept moving, spinning vertically around and using spikes of ice that grew from Mamoswine’s coat as handholds, while the Ice-type started moving with a groundshaking rumble.

Gallade jumped back with a flicker of psychic energy, taking up a position to guard his teammate, but instead of charging at Gallade Mamoswine instead began to run in a circle around the arena. Ice glittered under his feet, but he kept building up speed regardless, and before long there was a complete ice ring around the whole of the Contest Hall’s battle area.

“Ready, my knight!” Sylveon called, Mystical Fire rising up around him and lifting him off the floor, and Gallade tensed. Then he lunged again, striking out with his Fire Punch as Sylveon blew a cloud of fireballs towards Mamoswine and Ambipom.

Mamoswine’s first move to counter that was to dig in his right foreleg for a moment, swinging him bodily around a quarter-turn to face towards the oncoming attacks without stopping or slowing. Ambipom jumped from his side, swinging around his tusk, and her hands and tails blurred into motion to deflect the stream of Fire attacks coming in. Every one of the fireballs went flying up into the air, and Mamoswine blocked the lance-strike with his left tusk as Ambipom launched herself skywards.

Twirling around at speed, Ambipom managed to hit every single one of the fireballs a second time and send them all hurtling back towards Sylveon. The Fairy-type launched out a stream of Magical Leaves from his tendrils, destroying many of the incoming fireballs, then Gallade skidded back into position and raised his left arm to block the rest of the attacks with a shield-shaped Protect.


“What?” Ivysaur asked, watching as Mamoswine broke into a run again – a run which kept him moving in a circle, skidding sideways on the ice as he faced continually towards the middle of the arena.

“Mamoswine drift!” Squirtle announced brightly.

Ivysaur did a double-take, looking at his friend sitting in the seat next to him. “You were in Kanto!”

“Sometimes things just summon me.”


Mamoswine used Ice Shard, then Blizzard, pelting both of Zoey’s Pokémon with Ice-typed attacks. Some of the Shards went high, as well, flying right across the Contest hall to the other side of the fighting floor, and Ambipom jumped in the air to send them flying towards their opponents.

Zoey’s Gallade kept going, deflecting some attacks and directly blocking others by slicing them in half or spearing them to break them up, and made sure he was always in position so attacks couldn’t get past him to reach Sylveon. When a Blizzard came, he crouched down with his left arm bent to form a Protect shield, but then he rose right back up again to keep swiping and slashing with his sword.

“Olympic surprise!” Dawn instructed, and Mamoswine began to generate Rock-type attacks as well.

Instead of firing them at Zoey’s Pokémon, however, the heavy rocks he produced thumped to the floor, and Ambipom jumped clear of her teammate to start skating around the ring in the opposite direction.

Each time she reached one, she hit it as hard as she could with both tails, and the stone went skidding across the ice before curling in towards Gallade.

“Look out behind you!” Zoey instructed, and Gallade whirled to react. The Ice attacks were still coming in, so he couldn’t just ignore those, and the result was that both he and Sylveon had to start dodging around or be tripped up by the stones that slid towards them – then turned, sliding around to come in again.


Interesting, Mesprit declared. How is that being done? Must find out. Clever trick.

“I think that’s Stealth Rock,” Ash said, after thinking for a few seconds. “It’s certainly stealthy.”

“And I can personally verify that it’s a rock,” Brock agreed.

“Shouldn’t you be personally verifying that it’s stealthy?” Crobat asked.

“Do these moments just happen around me by now?” Brock asked of the air.


“Dance on the rocks!” Zoey called. “And use your blessing!”

Sylveon nodded, ribbons rippling, and jumped onto the nearest curling-stone as it slid towards him. He sang a high, pure note, and Mystical Fire outlined him for a moment before dissipating into a hundred streamers that flowed towards Gallade.

Sylveon kept most of his attention on the Psychic-type, and as he did Gallade’s attacks began to become more intricate. An incoming Ice Shard slashed apart by his sword resulted in a kind of spreading-wing shaped flash of flame that hung in the air for a moment, a Stealth Rock deflected by a shield strike brought forth a brief image of wings curled together before they dissolved, and when Gallade used his right arm as a lance instead there was a momentary flicker of a beak.

While all this was going on, Sylveon kept jumping from rock to rock and also staying where Gallade could protect him. Misty Terrain started to form with every jump, spreading an ethereal touch throughout the area, and by the time Ambipom had completed two circuits of the ice path and jumped back up to join Mamoswine there was a cloud of sparkling pink smoke up to Gallade’s knees that swooped and eddied with every move he made.


“Okay, let’s do this!” Ambipom said. “Ready?”

She began creating Shadow Balls, juggling them with her tails, and slid down so she was balanced on the tip of one of Mamoswine’s tusks.

“Isn’t that painful?” he asked.

“Not so you’d notice,” Ambipom replied. “Now!”

Mamoswine used Icy Wind, coating the Shadow Ball attacks in a thin layer of ice. Then another, and then another, until they were shimmering frosted-ice balls with a faint purple tint right in the middle.

About halfway through the process Gallade lunged forwards in a lance strike, but Mamoswine was busy so he deflected the attack with his tusks, used Earthquake, and kept going.

Then Ambipom hefted the newly-made ice balls before throwing them four at a time. They were solid enough to withstand some hard impacts, and she hit some of them fast enough to give neither of Zoey’s Pokémon much time to dodge – though Gallade used his shield move, deflecting attacks into the air and letting Sylveon melt them with flickers of Mystical Fire.

Just when Ambipom had run out of the ice balls, however, she clapped both tails together.

All of the balls began to move at once as she took control of the Shadow Balls they’d been built around, formed a globe, then slammed in all at once. For several seconds there was a chaotic mess of ice fragments and snow-dust everywhere, and underneath it all a rippling grey-purple eruption of Ghost-typed energy.


When the smoke and mist cleared, Gallade was slumped on the ground.

He was still conscious, but he was supporting himself with the tip of his psychic lance.

Sylveon’s ribbon wrapped around his wrist, and after a long moment Gallade rose to his feet. The lance flickered out, and he moved his right arm back before conjuring a sword instead.

Mystical Fire outlined the shape of the sword, and then Gallade abruptly broke into a charge. More of Sylveon’s Mystery Fire surrounded him, spreading like a the wings of a stooping Pidgeot, and for the last fraction of a second before impact the flaming outline was complete and solid.

Gallade’s sword hit Mamoswine’s tusks, and the explosion sent curlicles of flame everywhere.

Then the whistle blew.


“Oh!” Raoul Contesta said, looking up at the board. “My word.”

“Remarkable!” Mr. Sukizo agreed.

“It’s a draw,” Joy said, for all of them, then said it again into the microphone. “Exactly equal scores at the end of the time.”

“I can buy that,” Zoey admitted.

“So what happens now?” Dawn asked. “I hope it’s not scissors-paper-stone to decide who goes in the finals.”

Contesta chuckled. “No, don’t worry… someone complained.”

“I don’t actually remember what we decided,” Joy admitted.

“It’s fairly simple,” Contesta told her – and, by extension, Zoey and Dawn. “It’s extra time until the draw gets broken. Ready?”

One by one, all four Pokémon nodded.

“I’m ready,” Dawn agreed, and Zoey gave a thumbs up.

“And… three, two, one, begin!”

Zoey’s Sylveon threw out a wave of fire-tipped Magical Leaf attacks, which curved around towards the now-stationary Mamoswine like a multicoloured fireworks display.

“Powder Snow!” Dawn called, and Mamoswine’s form vanished in a puff of snow so fine it looked more like flour than anything. His defensive cloud soaked up the Magical Leaf attacks, robbing them of heat and momentum, and Ambipom jumped out of it in a swirl of snow to launch herself after Sylveon.

Gallade teleported in front of her, blade glowing, and Ambipom’s Fire Punches fenced with Gallade’s Psycho Cut. Then Sylveon used Moonblast, and Gallade teleported out of the way just in time, and Ambipom got caught in an explosion that launched her back to thump into Mamoswine’s fur.

“And there we go!” Contesta said. “The scores are no longer equal, so Zoey goes through!”

“I guess we should have expected the tie break to be short,” Ambipom said, waving away a cloud of smoke and coughing. “There’s ad breaks to keep to the schedule of.”

She examined her tail. “Should have been using Iron Tail.”

“Why weren’t you?” Mamoswine asked.

“Thought it might not work against a Fighting attack from Gallade, but eh.”


“I suddenly feel like things went off script,” James said, as they went backstage. “Doesn’t the heroine usually triumph through to the finals before losing?”

“I’m not entirely sure you were paying attention the first time through,” Arbok told him.

“Pardon?” James asked.

“I said I’m not entirely sure- wait, you can’t understand me, right,” Arbok realized.

Actually he can now, Wyvern supplied. Sorry, I was distracted, didn’t realize I’d be needed for subtitling.

“I’m not entirely sure you were paying attention the first time,” Arbok repeated.

“But I don’t understand Pokémon,” James complained. “I couldn’t have paid attention. Understanding Pokémon is Meowth’s thing.”

“Dat’s because I am a Pokémon,” Meowth grumbled. “Anyway-”

“Of course things are going on script!” Jessie interrupted. “I’m the heroine, and I’ve triumphed through to the finals before – no, wait, the heroine wins!”

“And now I know neither of you were paying attention the first time around,” Arbok said.

“Of course they were!” Wobbuffet replied brightly, emerging from his Pokéball in a flash and a crack of thunder, and Arbok jumped – which was quite a sight on a snake.

“Please get off,” James gasped. “You’re Constricting my ribs…”

“We know they were paying attention!” Wobbuffet went on,wobbling back and forth as he saluted. “That’s how we know the heroes win! But why? That’s just how it is.”

“First, coming out of your Pokéball like that when you have seals on it is very impolite,” Arbok said, relaxing and dropping to the ground so James could breathe. “And secondly, that wasn’t a pun.”

“Yes it was,” Wobbuffet replied.

“You realize I heard it?” Arbok checked. “No pun.”

“Wynaut?”

Arbok sighed. “The only reason I’m not smacking you for that one is that I know you’re waiting for me to do it.”

“The ad break is gonna be over in a minute or so,” Meowth reported. “So we’ve gotta get down there.”

He held out his paw, and Wyvern’s projector landed in it.

“Right!” Jessie agreed. “And I hope you’re all going to be watching!”

“How are we going to be watching?” James asked. “You’re the one who got us to come backstage rather than just having Meowth bring Wyvern to you.”

“Just quit while you’re behind,” Arbok advised.

“Pardon?”

“Here we go again,” the Poison-type grumbled. “I should probably be writing this down. It’d make a good operetta if I could get someone to compose the music.”


“Do you mind if I ask you four questions?” Lucario asked.

Zoey looked up, surprised. “Uh… sure? Why four?”

“That was one of them,” Lucario replied. “The second is if I can sit there.”

“Go ahead,” Zoey agreed. “You thought this through ahead of time, I’m guessing…”

“I did, a bit,” Lucario confirmed. “I wanted to know… what it’s like to be sitting here cheering yourself on?”

Zoey sniggered. “You’re assuming I’m cheering Zoey on,” she said. “I’ve actually been cheering on Dawn, and whoever my sister’s facing.”

“Aren’t you-” Lucario began, then stopped. “If I say it like that it’ll use up my last question. I clearly didn’t think this through as well as I should have.”

He put a paw on the base of his muzzle. “Clearly these things are much easier to plan when you think you know the answer.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Zoey agreed. “Anyway, I kind of think of it like we’re long lost sisters. That means getting on her nerves.”

“Fair enough,” Lucario nodded. “And what about why it is that she has a Sylveon and you don’t?”

“He’s the same Eevee,” Zoey said. “It’s just that… well, I don’t know how we would have decided if being a Sylveon was an option. Maybe we would have gone with Sylveon, maybe not.”

She shrugged. “Anyway, I think this time I’m going to be supporting Jesselina. I wonder who she’s going to use?”

“I wonder which Zoey you are,” Lucario said. “And, by the way, I’d like to point out that that wasn’t a question.”

“Of course,” Zoey agreed, trying not to smile. “So I won’t answer it, and instead I’ll just mention my brooch.”

Lucario had a look.

“That’s very convenient, Mizori,” he said. “Where did you get those?”

A moment later, he shook his head. “And I was doing so well…”

“I was impressed,” Zoey Mizori assured him.

“That’s good to know,” Lucario said. “You’re very calm with speaking to a Lucario, by the way.”

“It is amazing how much you can end up accepting sometimes,” Zoey told him.

Then the announcer told them all that Jesselina and Zoey were about to begin, and they watched as the Pokémon entered the field.

Zoey Nozumi sent out her Pokémon first, with Glameow arriving with a flare of Splash Seals. The feline Normal-type did a twist as she went down, flinging the water away, and she landed in a little dry patch in the middle of a puddle.

She looked into the puddle, then dipped her tail in it, and as she pulled her tail out Mismagius emerged from the ground as if she’d been fished up.

“Interesting,” Lucario said.

Then Jesselina pulled a pin out of her hair and flicked it. It rose into the air, turned over once, and as it struck the arena floor with a faint clatter Meowth was just suddenly there. His paws were held frozen for a moment, then he swept his right paw over his left wrist, and flashes of pink and blue panels formed before coalescing into a kind of fractured-dragon made out of digitally realized planes.

“Isn’t that… I think her name is Wyvern?” Zoey Mizori asked.

“Presumably.”


After all four Pokémon were out, there was a long pause as they all waited for the Contest battle to begin.

“Begin!” the announcer called, suddenly, and Meowth vanished in a blur of movement.

He left Wyvern behind, who spread her wings, and globes of light glowed for a moment before flashing out as beams towards both Glameow and Mismagius. They came in a sequence, with two blue Ice Beams in the middle followed by two green Signal Beams a step further out, followed in turn by two yellow Charge Beams, but they were so close together that all six were being fired at the same time.

Mismagius gestured with one hand, raising a cloud of mist that engulfed both her and her teammate, and the beams all flashed into the mist without doing anything.

Once the attacks were over, Mismagius and Glameow reappeared as the mist dissolved. Then the Ghost-type made a pass, gesturing to Glameow, and the feline Pokémon was surrounded by a kind of sinister glow.

“What?” Jessie asked, a little confused. “Fine – laser display!”

Wyvern’s form shattered again, going from a fractured-dragon with wings-spread to the same dragon with wings raised, ready to take off, and pushed down once as she smoothly slid into motion.

More balls of light formed on her wings, but instead of all shooting straight at her opponents Wyvern began firing tiny pulses of beams in all directions. Light Screens started manifesting, tuned to reflect the attacks instead of absorbing them, and though the first impression was just that Wyvern was shooting indiscriminately people noticed that every second or two there would be a sudden moment of concentration where beams hit a single point from every direction at once. One hit on the ground not far from Zoey’s Pokémon, the second hit in the middle of the Contest Hall in mid-air, and the third abruptly focused in on both of Zoey’s Pokémon.

Zoey’s Glameow quickly batted at the incoming beams, her paw-swipes enhanced by the sinister glow Mismagius had put on her, and in total defiance of even the loose definition of physics everyone was used to her swipes actually shattered the beams they touched. Jagged-edged bits of Ice Beam or Tri Attack or Psybeam fell to the ground like shrapnel, and Mismagius took her hat off before sweeping a drift of them into the accessory.

Wyvern kept moving, tuning and retuning her display so that sometimes shapes formed in the air as well, then she stopped firing. Her beams kept bouncing around for another two or three seconds, then they all hit the ground at once with a flash and a bang and for a moment there were no beams in the air.

In that moment, Meowth appeared from thin air in a swirl of leaves. Half-a-dozen Pay Day coins glittered between his fingers, and he charged them all up with the fizzing, crackling energy of a Shock Wave before throwing them in two sets of three at Glameow.

She darted to the side, lashing out with her enhanced Shadow Claw, and most of the electro-knives went scattering off in all directions. One scored a hit, discharging with a flash, and Glameow flipped over once before landing on her feet.

Meowth flicked from one place to another, vanishing and appearing in more swirls of leaves, and threw another six-pack of Shock Wave knives. Glameow was ready for this one, though, and spiked her own Shock Wave attack to neutralize the attack before it reached her.

Her opponent bowed, then vanished, and all the swirling leaves he’d appeared and disappeared with suddenly darted into movement – revealing that they were actually Magical Leaf attacks, which went arcing in towards Glameow in a rush.

Glameow had been training for some time with a Pokémon who knew Magical Leaf herself, though, and she clapped her paws together with the bang of a Fake Out to disrupt the attack before Zoey even had to tell her to do it.

Then Wyvern began her barrage of lasers again.


“So… if there are attacks everywhere in the arena while that laser display is going on,” Brock said, slowly. “Where exactly is Meowth?”

“Hold on, I’ll check,” Ash said, closing his eyes, then opened one again and held his hand over the other. “…huh.”

“Huh?” Brock repeated.

“I think he must be using Faint Attack,” Ash explained. “It’s just that there’s always somewhere where the attacks aren’t, and that’s where he is.”

As Ash spoke, there was a moment when the laser display focused everything back on Wyvern – who was making an exaggerated fire-breathing gesture, and which meant that all the multicoloured beams appeared to be streaming out of her mouth at once towards Zoey’s Pokémon.

“What I want to know is exactly how Glameow and Mismagius are doing what they’re doing,” Pikachu said. “I don’t know how half of it is working – look!”

The Ghost-type held out her hat, and Glameow darted into it – and promptly vanished completely.

“Now she’s not there,” Ash supplied.

Mismagius turned her hat around so it faced towards Wyvern, and tapped it once – and Glameow shot out as if she’d been fired from a cannon, darting up towards Wyvern with her claws alight with Fury Swipes.

“I think,” Brock began, slowly, “that this might just be magic.”

“Oh, yeah, that thing,” Ash realized. “Could be.”


Glameow was getting tired, especially after Meowth had tried to get her away from Wyvern, but she’d managed to stay on the attack all this time – and she’d let Mismagius do her job.

Bits of broken-down laser were all around the arena floor, by this point, and Mismagius made a series of gestures as if she were conducting an orchestra. The multicoloured fragments rose into the air, forming themselves together into larger shapes bound together by a stream of additional energy from her hat, and Mismagius examined them all before reaching into that selfsame hat and pulling out a traditional black-and-white wand.

She twirled it once, then was about to tap it on one of the shapes when Meowth appeared in front of her out of nowhere. He had one claw lit with a kind of glowing black light, this time, and knocked her wand aside before vanishing and appearing behind her.

As he lunged, Mismagius spun her hat around so Meowth was heading into it. He tried to dodge aside, sort of managed it, and his Night Slash flicked the wand up so it hit one of the constructs Mismagius had made.

All of them fired off at once – including the spare material inside the witch’s hat.

It was sort of fortunate that Wyvern’s shields had surrounded the entire contest arena, but it still made everyone jump as a brilliant flash of light and motion and sound suffused the entire battle area.


“What just happened?” Raoul Contesta asked, half-shading his eyes from the flare, then leaned forwards to see through the smoke.

“Where did the smoke come from?” the announcer asked.

“It’s just one of those things that happens,” Contesta shrugged.

As the smoke slowly cleared, it became clear that all four Pokémon had been knocked out. Wyvern had vanished entirely except for her combat projector, while Meowth was out cold and both Mismagius and Glameow had ended up in a heap.

Contesta looked over at the score board, and saw that Jesselina and Zoey were both sitting on exactly the same score.

“It’s a draw!” Mr. Sukizo announced. “A wonderful display of skill, where the two Coordinators are exactly evenly matched to the point that they can’t even be separated by a tie break!”

He spread his hands. “It’s a heartwarming reminder that sometimes, even though a Contest is about picking winners, ultimately what really matters is that everyone does their best and has fun doing it!”

“Remarkable!” Nurse Joy agreed.

Mr. Contesta rubbed his temples. “I think I need a stiff drink. Nothing makes sense any more.”


Zoey looked at the scoreboard, then at her opponent – who seemed to be somewhat in shock.

Then she recalled her Pokémon, and turned. “Hey, Dawn! You come down here too!”

“Huh?” Dawn replied, sounding baffled.

“I mean it!” Zoey repeated. “It was a draw for our match too – you deserve to be down here!”

She glanced up at Jesselina. “Don’t you think so?”

“Well…” Jesselina began, walking over to pick Meowth up. “I suppose it does make a kind of sense…”

“There you go,” Zoey agreed, gesturing. “Come on, Dawn – actually, I just had this idea…”


Some distance away, Mewtwo folded his arms.

Do you think you’ll be able to produce something like that?

“Well…” the engineer began, frowning. “It’s not really something we’ve done before. It’s going to take a while to design and build.”

I can probably have PsiTech help your construction, Mewtwo said. I’m interested in getting this going as soon as possible.

“Right, right,” the man said, and chuckled. “Sorry, I’m just… trying to get used to this, it’s not every day someone walks into your office and says he wants to build a telescope the size of the Sun.”

Technically, Mewtwo did not walk, Dahak observed.

And it is only half the radius of the sun, Mewtwo added. And mostly empty space. The difficult bits are the station-keeping lasers and the ability to gather enough light.

“Right… I think there’s an old project idea we can dig up and use,” the engineer said. “It was from a few years ago, but it wasn’t remotely that big… this might be the largest artificial construction ever.”

Apart from the universe, Mewtwo pointed out placidly. I’ve met the person who made it.

“Oh, yeah,” the engineer admitted. “Right.”

He shook his head. “Anyway, uh… what sort of thing are you planning on using this for, anyway?”

I plan to look at planets, Mewtwo said. From a very long way away.

The man chuckled. “You don’t think small, do you?”

Once I did, Mewtwo countered. Then I met someone who showed me differently.


Zoey’s Gastrodon blew a Water Pulse into the air.

Dawn’s Buneary jumped up and froze it with an expanding Ice Punch, and the frozen mass hung in the air for a long moment before Jessie’s Marowak smashed it to powder with a single well-thrown bone.

The fragments fell around them like glitter, and Dawn smiled as the crowd applauded.

It felt sort of funny, really – Zoey had a good point, and everyone seemed to have accepted it, but being one of three winners of a Grand Festival was a bit… strange.

Still. If she’d wanted normalcy she’d have stopped travelling with Ash, right?


“Can you explain it again?” Molly asked. “I sort of got part of it.”

“Of course,” Arceus agreed. “So the fundamental principle of this power is that you are asking me to do something.”

“Right,” Molly nodded, frowning in concentration. “And that’s hard because you might not know all the details.”

“That is how it works with the Unown,” Arceus clarified. “And you have already experienced one of the downsides of it, which is that when your desires ran wild the Unown followed them automatically – no matter what they were.”

Molly’s Eevee rubbed against her side, back in her base form for now, and Molly looked down at the golden symbol in her hands.

She’d taken the necklace off, letting her move her arms around while she was carrying it, and she turned it over before looking back up. “But you know better… but you might be busy, so there’s some power of yours sort of set to the side for us to use?”

“And, to prevent your wishes running out of control, you must be as clear as possible,” Arceus continued. “Much of what you must learn is to be able to make a request that details exactly what you want, and with no possibility of misunderstanding. Only then will it work.”

Molly nodded, then looked down at the symbol again. “That doesn’t mean I need to study biology to heal people?”

“Simply being clear that you want that person healed will be enough, so long as your focus is clear.”

“Right,” Molly said, then closed her eyes.

She had to think more about what it had been like when the Unown had done exactly what it was she really wanted, right then, rather than something she’d been sort of vaguely thinking about maybe wanting sometime. And she had to take that way of thinking, and do it with just something useful and nothing else.

After a while, she sighed.

“This takes a long time to learn,” Arceus told her. “I assume. I was born knowing how.”

Molly giggled, glancing up, then looked back down again and thought hard. This time the amulet started to glow with golden light, faintly but visibly, and Eevee stepped a little closer to watch.

Then there was a splash of water that landed around her, getting her soaking wet and making Eevee transform into Vaporeon.

“Well done,” Arceus told her. “Water is a good thing to start with.”

“I was too busy thinking about water to think about a glass,” Molly said, shaking her head.


“I’m kind of glad it ended that way,” Dawn said, some minutes later, as they walked out of the Contest hall.

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Zoey agreed.

Her time duplicate slash sister, Also Zoey, joined the two of them with a grin. “Two draws in two matches, huh?”

“Shush,” Zoey Nozumi invited. “Anyway, we got the trophy, even if it’s to share.”

“Where is it, actually?” Zoey Mizori asked.

“I thought Dawn had it,” Zoey Nozumi said.

Dawn spread her hands.

“Ahahahaaa!” Jessie cackled, holding it over her head as she ran off into the distance. “It’s mine! All mine!”

They all stared for a moment, then Dawn slumped slightly and sighed.

“She’ll be back in a couple of minutes,” James advised, walking over to look into the distance with them. “Just let her have this.”


AN:


And that’s the Grand Festival.

Mewtwo’s definition of thinking small is a bit different to most. If you want to know what he’s doing, he’s making a very long baseline interferometry telescope with a resolution good enough to spot things about three miles wide from a hundred light years away.

If, that is, you can get enough light into the telescope that you’re seeing photons from something three miles wide a hundred light years away.






300. Sinnoh 51


“It’s much warmer down here than it was up around Snowpoint,” Ash called. “I guess maybe that’s why they call Snowpoint, well… Snowpoint!”

“Right!” Brock agreed, as Flygon banked a little closer to Pidgeot so they could talk more easily. “And why they call this Sunyshore.”

All three of the flying Pokémon – Flygon, Pidgeot and Latios – pulled up a little, to hop over the last of the mountains over Sunyshore, then began to descend into the bay.

Each of them did it in a slightly different way.

Flygon was the most conventional, shedding altitude and speed smoothly together so he could alight in the park not far from Sunyshore Gym.

Pidgeot showed off a bit more, accelerating so she could flash past the base of Sunyshore Tower before pulling up in a climb. Flaring her wings, she deliberately stalled, then dropped nose-down and did an aileron roll that left white trails off her wingtips.

Arriving right next to the gym, she alighted for her trainer to get off.

“Bit over the top, isn’t it?” she asked Latios, who’d just stopped stock still in mid-air directly over the gym before descending like a landing UFO.

“You’re one to talk,” Latios said, shaking his head.

“I appreciate it,” Dawn assured him, giving him a pat. “You’re a good friend.”

Question, asked Shiny Mesprit, appearing out of Dawn’s bag.

“I’ve got a question as well,” Dawn said, shrugging her backpack off and looking at him. “Why are you even in there? If Barry sees you he’s going to come up with a whole new type of crazy theory.”

I asked first, the Shiny Mesprit said. So I should be answered first. That is manners. Manners are important.

“Is this what it’s always like for you, Ash?” Dawn asked. “I shouldn’t have to ask, but… somehow, I do.”

“Having a Legendary hiding in a bag is kind of new?” Ash said, thinking. “It might have happened a couple of times.”

What does it mean that this was beeping? Shiny Mesprit added, holding up an egg container.

“Oh, that means it’s about to hatch,” Brock said. “It’s not beeping though.”

Muted it, Shiny Mesprit said. Did not want to disturb Latios during a difficult landing.

“That’s… technically a concern,” Latios hedged, as Dawn took the egg container and undid the top. “But not really, not with the training my sister and I have been doing the last few years.”

Still, the Shiny declared.

Dawn’s egg wiggled back and forth a bit, then glowed, then suddenly there was a giant bird standing there.

“Oh, huh,” Dawn said, looking up at the Pokémon that was about a foot taller than her. “A Skarmory?”

“Hi!” the Skarmory said, in a voice which translated into an alto. “So, um, it’s nice to meet you?”

She fluttered her wings, which made a sort of chiming sound. “I’ve been listening for a while, obviously, that’s how eggs work, but I didn’t understand most of it.”

“Good luck with that,” Brock told her. “We sometimes have trouble.”

“Welcome to the world,” Piplup said, offering a flipper. “I’m Piplup. I’m in charge around here.”

The Steel-type bent down, looking at him, then up at Dawn. “Is he?”

“He likes to think he is,” Dawn said.

“This really isn’t the sort of support I expect someone to give their boss,” Piplup noted critically.

Skarmory sniggered, then bounced from foot to foot. “So, where’s Ash?”

“That’s me,” Ash said, holding up his hand.

“Huh…” Skarmory mused. “I thought you were a Lucario, for some reason.”

“We get that a lot,” Pikachu confided.

Lucario emerged from his Pokéball. “Well, he does know all those Pokémon moves,” he said. “And I am Ash’s trainer.”

“Can that happen?” Skarmory asked. “Is this another of those things I missed?”

“He’s being facetious,” Pikachu told her.

“…sorry, I don’t know that word.”

As Pikachu tried to explain, an odd-looking vehicle scooted up to them without any engine noise. Then the door opened, and Volkner got out.

There was nobody else inside, but the vehicle drove away as soon as Volkner shut the door.

“You must be Ash Ketchum,” he said. “I was wondering when you’d turn up!”

“Huh?” Ash asked. “You were waiting for me?”

“Of course I was waiting for you,” Volkner replied. “You’ve done amazing things for the Electric-type – and for automation – so the only reason I’m not just giving you my badge straight away is that I want to see what battling with you is like.”

Update, said a synthesized voice. Current power usage at fifty-six point three percent of total capacity.

“Thanks, Minerva,” Volkner said. “I won’t need an update until after the end of the Gym battle, though.”

“You keep track of how much power the city’s using?” Brock asked.

“I want to make sure that there’s always enough power to go around,” Volkner explained. “And to see when the power usage is the highest compared to generation. If it’s during the day, we need more solar panels, but if it’s at night then we need something else.”

He took a tablet out of his pocket and waved it at the Gym doors, which beeped and opened. “So, come on – let’s get on with it!”

“Huh,” Pikachu said, as Volkner led the way into the gym.

“Something unusual?” Lucario asked.

“Just that last time around he was kind of… less willing to battle?” Pikachu asked, then shrugged. “We did change a lot.”

“It sounds like he’s got a Porygon, that might be part of it,” Latios said. “Weren’t there basically no Porygon around last time?”

“Yeaah,” Pikachu agreed. “That’s… kind of my fault, I think.”

“You must be very good at battling,” Skarmory said, looking around her with great interest. “Do all humans live in buildings like this? I’ve never actually seen the inside of a house before.”

“This is more of a gym than a house,” Lucario told her.

“I thought Pokémon could see through the sides of their eggs before they hatched?” Brock asked. “A little bit, anyway.”

“Yes!” Skarmory agreed, bobbing her head, then looked a bit embarrassed when her feathers scraped on the side of a door. “Oops… and yes, we can! So I’ve seen a lot of the inside of Dawn’s bag!”

“…that is a good point,” Dawn admitted.


The main battle room of the Sunyshore Gym turned out to be circular, a lot like the shape of the building itself, and had seats around the outside separated from the main battle area by a wall.

“I think we’ll be using the trainer spots up here,” Volkner said, waving, and two of the seats around the outside flashed green. “I suspect you’d be okay on the main battle floor, but I wouldn’t be.”

“I do kind of have a reputation,” Ash admitted, looking around. “How durable is this place?”

“It’s modular,” Volkner told him. “There’s some spare parts underground. The servos to bring them up to the surface do need a lot of power, but that’s what spare capacity is for.”

He tapped his tablet, and a virtual image of Ash’s known Pokémon appeared.

“This will be a match with, hmm…” Volkner began, then paused.

A swipe on the tablet screen, and the Pokémon were separated out by Type. Then another, and Volkner scrolled down to the Electric type.

“Four Pokémon,” Volkner concluded. “At least half of them must be Electric types.”

Pikachu glanced up at Ash.

“Are you sure he’s reading that right?” the Electric type checked.

Ash frowned. “Pikachu’s got a point… you know that means you’ll be battling both him and Raikou, right?”

“Of course,” Volkner replied, sounding vaguely offended. “Why else do you think I asked? I’d have said six Pokémon if you’d found a third Electric-type.”

“Well, okay…” Ash said.

He was about to ask Dexter for a link, but his enhanced Pokédex just projected a similar virtual map in front of him.

Raikou is already contacted, Dexter informed him. You’d better pick your other two choices.

“And after Volkner’s somewhere else!” Pikachu added.

He glanced up. “I know there are cameras in this place, but it’s the principle of the thing!”


“Ready?” Dawn called, a few minutes later.

“Isn’t that my job?” Brock checked.

“I’ve been watching you do it,” Dawn countered. “It’s not rocket surgery.”

Brock gave her an odd look. “Do you mean rocket science or brain surgery?”

“No, I mean rocket surgery,” she told him. “As in, it’s not got an almost unavoidable risk of everything going horribly wrong.”

“Ready!” Raikou announced loudly. “Now come on, cry havoc and let slip the dog of war!”

“Merely quite a high risk,” Dawn amended.

“I’ve chosen my Pokémon, so I’m ready,” Volkner said.

Dawn slashed her hand down. “Then begin!”


The moment Dawn officially gave the go-ahead, Raikou burst into motion.

Volkner’s Pokémon hadn’t even come out of the Pokéball yet, so there was nothing to attack, but Raikou started running at speed around the edge of the battle arena. He was watching as the Pokéball actually sent out its passenger – a Luxray – and immediately changed course to go charging in. “Tally ho!”

Luxray sprang into the air, sparks crackling around him, and passed over Raikou’s high-speed Tackle attack. Undeterred, Raikou spun around and blasted out a Thunderbolt, one which Luxray countered with an electrically charged paw of his own in a Spark attack.

The resultant explosion knocked Luxray back a bit, but the feline landed on his paws before crouching slightly – tail lashing – and launching into motion again.

Raikou broke into a run as well, not letting Luxray attack him on the other Pokémon’s terms, and shrugged his shoulders as he moved. One of the signs in his bundle slipped neatly clear, and he juggled it into his muzzle before sliding around in a turn and swinging it at Luxray.

There was a terrible hissing-buzzing sound, Luxray’s jaws flashed with incandescent blue-white flame, and he bit the sign in half. Both halves caught fire instantly, and Raikou let go of the handle before the flame could travel up to reach him.

“Blighter!” he bellowed. “Oh, calamity!”

Luxray’s jaws clashed, the hissing and buzzing continuing, and then he jumped at Raikou. Raikou darted to the side again, but this time he suddenly felt clumsy – like he hadn’t quite jumped when he meant to.

In fact, it was more like everything felt slightly off. His muscles, his senses… Raikou was entirely unsure what was going on, but he knew he certainly wasn’t a fan.

“Get back here!” Luxray demanded, sparks flashing over his fur, and he boosted his movement with a snap of electrical bleed-off. Raikou countered by using Extremespeed, charging right back in again, but when Luxray darted around to the side Raikou wasn’t quite able to react in time.

He should have reacted in time, but it was like his reflexes needed recalibrating.


“What’s going on?” Ash asked. “Raikou’s having trouble, and he shouldn’t be… Pikachu?”

“There’s a lot of electrical interference going on?” Pikachu suggested.

He held out his tail, moved his ears, and his cheeks sparked slightly. “Yep.”

“So…” Ash began, thinking, then Raikou ran all the way across the arena in a blur of blinding speed.

He skidded to a halt just before reaching the far wall, turned, and roared. “Cad!”

Luxray used Charge, electricity fizzing over his fur and leaking out of the points of his mane, and then – the very moment that Raikou began to attack again – Luxray reactivated his strange, hissing Fire Fang. He jumped into the air with a burst of electrically-boosted strength, then fired a Discharge down at the ground as Raikou gathered himself for a spring, and though the attack itself shouldn’t have done anything to Raikou it did seem to have a strange effect.

Raikou’s leaping pounce went off wrong, and he missed connecting with Luxray entirely – something which made him shout something rude – before crashing into the ground after not-quite-landing-right.

“Plasma!” Pikachu realized, as Luxray landed lightly and Raikou rolled upright. “It’s the Fire Fang – or, it’s not the only thing doing it, but the Fire Fang is part of it.”

“Isn’t that that organization N was part of?” Ash asked, but he was already opening Dexter up to check what it actually was.


“Stop doing that!” Raikou demanded.

“Doing what?” Luxray asked, snickering.

“You know very well what!” Raikou countered. “I don’t, but you do, and that’s good enough for me!”

“Raikou!” Ash called. “Luxray’s making electrical interference – can you ignore your electrical senses?”

“So that’s what’s going on,” Raikou grumbled. “Be like trying to ignore your paws…”

He focused a Shadow Ball in his mouth and fired it at Luxray, and the other Electric-type didn’t try to make him miss with a quick burst of electricity just before he fired.

Instead Luxray’s entire fur lit up with lines of hissing plasma, and the Shadow Ball went completely berserk – flying up into the air, pausing, then slamming into the ground and exploding.

“And what the deuce was that, then?” Raikou asked, simmering.

“Plasma stealth!” Volkner told him. “By flooding the air with charged ions, the attacks become charged as well and they can be-”

“That’s not a thing!” Pikachu interrupted. “That’s not how plasma works, and it’s not how stealth works!”

Volkner checked his tablet, then shrugged. “Empirical evidence seems to disagree.”


“This feels like he’s cheating, by thunder!” Raikou declared, and began barraging a continuous ripple of Shock Wave attacks at Luxray. Each one of them was a different variant, one of them a seeking arc of lightning that coiled and struck like a live thing, then the next was an expanding sphere of electricity and the one after that a flat plane that moved towards Luxray like a flyswatter.

Each one fell apart as Luxray pulsed his plasma countermeasures, the sudden surges and dips in electrical interference sending the successive Shock Waves scattering in all directions, and Raikou grumbled before slapping the ground with his paw – only to nearly pratfall over from the effects of another static pulse.

“I’m starting to dislike you,” Raikou announced airily, breaking into a run around the edge of the arena – but going nowhere near as fast as he could, in case Luxray decided to try and make him run into a wall.

“Raikou!” Ash called. “Rest!”

“You mean give up?” Raikou demanded. “Never!”

“No, the move, Rest!” Ash clarified.

“Oh, right,” the Electric-type realized.

He crossed his eyes for a moment, then his eyes closed and he started snoring.

“That was quick,” Lucario said. “Why is he still running?”

“Entei told me once that they do this on long ocean journeys,” Pikachu supplied. “It must be kind of worrying if you’re on a ship and a snoozing Legendary Beast goes past, though.”


“He hasn’t woken up yet…” Volkner said, half to himself. “That must mean Ash is planning something.”

That sounds likely.

“Be ready to react, Luxray,” Volkner added. “This is going to be something unexpected.”

“Sleep Talk!” Ash ordered, and Raikou used Extremespeed. Because of how he happened to be moving in a circle, he surged forwards straight into the retaining wall with a crunch.

“That wasn’t very effective…” the Gym Leader heard Ash’s Lucario say, as Raikou wobbled a bit before ending up facing towards the middle of the gym.

He had to admit, it hadn’t been what he expected. Though it had at least got Raikou to turn around.

Ash ordered Raikou to use Sleep Talk again, and this time the Legendary used Thunder. A blast of electrical energy flicked out towards Luxray, went wide as Luxray repulsed it with a plasma burst, and blasted a small hole in the floor.

“Make a note, Minerva,” Volkner said.

Booking appointment with refurbishment company.

“Now, Luxray, use Plasma Fang,” he added, and Luxray loped forwards.

“Sleep Talk!” Ash called.

Luxray’s movements slowed, and he watched for a moment as Raikou began moving forwards for some kind of physical attack. He gave it a second, then released a static burst, and Raikou wasn’t thrown off in the slightest.

Even though Luxray had been meant to be ready for anything, he’d still expected the disruptive effect to actually work on Raikou. The fact it didn’t meant that Luxray was caught by surprise, and Raikou’s sheer momentum bowled him over before he was able to recover and dart out of the way.

“Stay distant,” Volkner advised. “Use plasma stealth to block ranged attacks, and keep hitting him with Thunderbolts. He can’t keep going forever.”

Minerva flashed up a reminder that sometimes the Legendary Beasts would run the length of the country to deliver urgent messages.

“Right,” Volkner admitted. “It might take a while.”


“Sleep Talk!” Ash instructed.

Raikou fired out an Aura Sphere, which Luxray burst with a flash of electricity, and then Ash’s Pokémon blinked a couple of times and shook himself.

“Awake again!” he announced loudly. “Don’t suppose we won yet?”

“Afraid not,” Ash admitted. “I do have this other idea, though.”

“Well, I’m all ears,” Raikou mused.

“Flood your own fur with electricity,” Ash explained. “Copy his trick – make enough static constantly that it’s just white noise! Then you can fight physically, and it’ll be annoying but there won’t be any flashes!”

“Now that’s something I can get behind!” Raikou boomed. “If there’s one thing I’ve learned over the years, it’s how many problems can be solved by shouting loudly enough!”

Lightning crawled over his fur, and a sort of shivery feeling filled the air.


Over by the side, Skarmory spread her wings and looked with interest at the static patterns forming on them.

“Is this usual?” she asked.

“Not… really,” Dawn replied, looking back and forth between Skarmory and the battle. “Though it might be normal for Skarmory. I’ve never really interacted with one much before.”

“It’s sort of tingly,” Skarmory said, then carefully brushed her wingtips together. There was a pop and a sizzle, and she fell over backwards.

“Are you okay?” Dawn asked, going to help pull her back upright before immediately realizing it wasn’t going to help more than very slightly.

“I don’t think I’m bad,” Skarmory told her carefully, shifting to get a foot underneath her and push herself back upright. “But I won’t do that again when my wings are tingly like that. I learned something today.”

Dawn chuckled. “That sounds like a good lesson, I suppose.”


“There!” Raikou declared, now almost hidden behind fluffed-out fur that was emitting sparks and buzzing almost constantly. “Now we fight like real mon!”

He crouched and charged, each step sending out a continuous staccato crackle of discharges, and Luxray’s fangs flashed with fire as he charged in as well.

Every time they made contact, there was a flash-bang as both lost some of their accumulated charge and the electrical pulse hurled them away from one another. Raikou landed and skidded as his paws ran on the smooth floor, slowing his movement before pelting back into the fight again, and Luxray’s claws scraped a little as he used them to shed excess speed more directly.

Both Pokémon started fast and got faster, the explosions of discharging electricity more frequent, and for almost twenty seconds they snarled and clashed back and forth trying to gain a decisive advantage.

Then there was a particularly loud bang, and Raikou disappeared upwards through the roof.

“…huh,” Ash said, closing one eye so he could see through the roof. “Does that count as a ring out?”

“Hold on, that’s in my rules somewhere,” Volkner replied. “Minerva?”

Before they got a response, Raikou came right back down through the roof again. He landed directly on top of Luxray with a thundrous boom, shaking the ground, and shook himself before stepping off and laughing.

“Good fight!” he announced, then poked Luxray with his paw. “You okay?”

“Luxray is unable to battle,” Dawn said, looking closely. “But who won?”

Going through the roof when it is not opened qualifies as ring out, Minerva informed them, sounding regretful. That is because you need to say you are doing it in advance. Otherwise the repair bills would be more extensive than they are.

“Well, it’s an unusual sort of defeat, but I’ll allow it!” Raikou declared, and poked Luxray again. “Do we need some sort of electric spatula?”


Volkner simply used his Pokéball to Return Luxray, and that sorted things out so that there was no longer a Luxray on the field.

“So… I’m going next, right?” Pikachu asked.

“Not yet,” Ash told him. “I don’t want it to be two Electric-types, then two non-Electric types, it’ll make it obvious to him when I’m sending out what Pokémon.”

“But-” Pikachu began.

“You realize that if you don’t look at least slightly happy about that you’ll make the strategy not work?” Lucario pointed out.

“I guess,” Pikachu admitted, perking his ears up. “Besides, I’m still getting a battle today, so there’s that!”

Ash reached for one of his Pokéballs, and looked up. “Ready?”

“Of course,” Volkner replied.

Ash promptly threw his Pokéball, which rose high into the air before bursting, and Volkner sent out his own Pokémon a little more sedately at the same time. That meant Ash’s Metagross finished materializing just after Volkner’s Pokémon, which was a low-slung Galvantula with static discharges around its forelegs.

“It’s kind of strange to think that a Pokémon like that evolves from a tiny Joltik,” Pikachu said. “It’s not all that high, but it is big and broad.”

“And… begin!” Dawn called.

Ash’s Metagross promptly advanced, their four legs stomping in an alternating pattern, and lashed out with a Meteor Mash attack at Volkner’s Galvantula. The Electric-type countered by raising one of his own legs and kicking out, electrical currents curling around it, and the two legs met with a flash.

And both stopped.

“That doesn’t seem normal,” Lucario said, leaning forwards as the two pseudoarachnids wrestled back and forth, limbs trembling slightly with neither of them able to get the advantage. “There’s no way that Galvantula is that strong.”

“Sorry, but you have met me, right?” Pikachu asked. “Or Brock’s Happiny? Small Pokémon can be very strong.”

“No, I get it too,” Ash added.

He pointed at the ground, which was creaking slightly where Metagross slid their other three legs across for better leverage… and wasn’t creaking where Galvantula’s legs were.

“Then – oh!” Pikachu realized. “It’s those coils of electricity!”

“Look out, Metagross!” Ash called. “That Galvantula’s making an electromagnet!”

“Fire!” Volkner ordered.

A pulse of Discharge ran through the coils Galvantula had already set up, and the much smaller Bug-type launched Metagross backwards and flipped them over.

Metagross’ eyes glowed, catching themselves before they crashed to the ground, and flipped over to land with all four limbs touching down gently at the same time.

“Stay at a distance,” Ash added. “Those electromagnet attacks might be short ranged, so that would help!”

“Confirmed,” Metagross both said and broadcast. The X-shape on their face lit up, and they fired out a Psychic attack that made the air visibly ripple.

Quick as a flash, Galvantula fired String Shots at the ceiling. The two cables shot up and stuck in place, and Galvantula pulled himself up and out of the way before detaching one cable and leaving the other in place.

He spat a Sticky Web at Metagross, then used another jet of String Shot to pull himself onto the nearest wall and stuck there at right angles to the ground.

Metagross tracked across to face Galvantula like a swivelling gun turret, X-shape still glowing, and raised a leg before punching to volley a Psyshock right at Galvantula.

By the time the attack landed, Galvantula had left the area again. The impact blew out one of the panels on the gym wall, but the whole of the wall under that panel sort of shifted – each wall panel moving up by one, with a new one coming out from the point where the floor reached the wall to fill in the gap that formed there.

“That’s kind of neat,” Ash said, then returned his attention to the battle.

“I am having difficulties,” Metagross informed him, sounding somewhat embarrassed about the fact, and used a pulse of Psychic to clear out the Electrowebs and Sticky Webs starting to surround them. “Close in combat problematic. Ranged combat problematic. Options?”

“I think…” Ash began, then snapped his fingers. “You know Sandstorm, right? Then use it!”

Metagross duly used Sandstorm, starting out by summoning a rock with Rock Tomb before crushing it to tiny pieces with a single stomp. That gave them the raw materials to turn into a psychically-controlled sandstorm, one which filled most of the arena with flying grit and particles.


“Your job is to say when the battle stops?” Skarmory asked Dawn, looking at her and then out into the sandstorm.

“Yeah, or, it can be,” Dawn replied. “It’s kind of like that, but these two are both really experienced so they can handle some of it themselves.”

“I was wondering how you were going to be able to see what was happening!” Skarmory told her.

She spread a wing out, watching as the feathers passed through the edge of a telekinetic barrier (courtesy of Mesprit, or possibly Latios) and began to tremble as particles from the sandstorm hit them.

“That feels interesting,” she informed Brock, Dawn, and anyone else who was listening. “It’s also tingly, but in a different way to the static.”

“Steel types like you don’t take damage from Sandstorm,” Brock told her. “It helps you out, instead of making things worse for you.”

As he spoke, Metagross launched a Psyshock attack, and Galvantula used String Shot to dodge. It didn’t seem quite as efficient as before, but it still let him get out of the way, and Brock frowned.

“The only question is what Ash is going to have Metagross do now,” he went on. “The sandstorm needs to be denser to hide what Metagross is doing, but if it gets that dense Metagross won’t be able to see Galvantula either.”

“Make the sandstorm stronger!” Ash called. “More grit!”

There was a crunch noise, sort of like gravel being ground against itself, and the sandstorm duly got thicker.

“Ash can see through solid objects,” Dawn pointed out. “But we can’t. I… think I might not be able to call this one.”


“You’re going to need to act like the weaker Pokémon, and do ambush stuff,” Ash said, trying to explain to Metagross the realization he’d come to.

The swirling sound of sand in the air was loud enough that he wasn’t sure if Metagross could hear him, but that was about the only way to prevent Galvantula from hearing him.

“And keep the sand up,” Ash added, raising his voice this time. “Be ready to attack in front of you when I say.”

Lucario sniffed. “This whole seeing through solid objects thing seems kind of impolite. I won’t stand for it.”

“So how are you going to fight your next battle?” Pikachu asked.

“I’ll make a major sacrifice, and not wear a blindfold,” Lucario informed him.

Ash tried not to grin, focusing the majority of his attention on the Pokémon in the sandstorm.

Metagross was slowly turning left and then right, stomping one way and then the other, and Galvantula was mostly staying on the ceiling.

Or… almost on the ceiling. Ash looked closer, seeing that Galvantula was actually suspended by a String Shot rather than actually on the ceiling itself, and frowned before coming to a sudden decision.

“Gravity!” he called. “Then attack!”

Metagross used Gravity, and Ash went oof as he felt his weight suddenly double before his boots could compensate. The sand in the sandstorm rippled a bit, some of the heavier grains raining out as they abruptly weighed more than the wind could support, and Galvantula’s String Shot snapped under the extra load.

The sound of the snap was lost in the rushing rumble of sand grains suddenly landing, but Metagross knew when they had intensified the gravitational force in the arena and they knew how much it had been increased by. That gave them a model of how much Galvantula had fallen, and since Ash had said to attack in front of them there was only one place where Galvantula could be.

Metagross lashed out with a psionically-enhanced Stomp, pushing their Psyshock through it in case it was out of direct contact range, and kicked Galvantula into the far wall.

“Ouch,” Pikachu said faintly. “That sounded painful.”

“It looked painful,” Lucario replied.

“I thought seeing through solid objects wasn’t polite?” Pikachu asked, curious now.

“I’m sometimes quite bad with manners,” Lucario countered.

“Galvantula?” Volkner asked, then paused. “Okay, it looks like Galvantula can’t battle.”

“Metagross wins that match!” Dawn called. “Can you get rid of the sandstorm so we can see what’s going on?”

“And turn the gravity down again,” Pikachu requested.


“Okay, so now the choice is whether to use you in this battle or the next one,” Ash said, thinking about it.

Pikachu nodded.

“Well, even if this one’s a victory and it doesn’t involve me, I’ll still be doing an important part of the battle,” he decided. “Because Raikou lost.”

Raikou exploded out of his Fast Ball. “Only on a technicality, blast it!”

“I will,” Pikachu assured him. “I kind of want to show him what the Electric type can really do. But… well, you pick, Ash.”

Ash nodded, then held out one arm for Pikachu to climb onto and got a Pokéball in the other.

“I’m ready,” he said.

“Good,” Volkner replied.

“Both of you send out your Pokémon on three,” Dawn told them. “And I mean on three, not one-two-three-go. One, two, three!”

Ash threw his Pokéball, and Glalie came out of it in a flash. Volkner’s Pokéball burst open as well, this time seeming to just flip over and get a lot bigger as an Electrode came out.

“Ballin’,” Glalie announced, a blue light glowing between his horns.

“Begin!” Dawn added, and Electrode promptly spun up before bursting forwards in a charge.

It pulsed a ring of electricity around itself, jumping into the air, and Glalie yelped. His horns glowed more brightly, and an ice Talonflame burst out of the point of connection to smash into Electrode.

That was just enough to prevent Electrode hitting Glalie himself, though the Electric-type did promptly use Discharge and some of the omnidirectional electrical burst caught Glalie regardless.

“Make sure that ice is as dry as you can make it!” Ash reminded Glalie.

“I see – oh! Two!” Glalie called, making two Ice Geodudes to drop at Electrode. Thunderbolts flashed out, smashing them both, and then Electrode followed up with a Shock Wave that reached out for Glalie like a living thing.

Ice crashed, forming a solid barrier around Glalie that deflected the attack, and Electrode kept firing attacks which Glalie countered with increasingly large spherical barriers.

“Those don’t look much like Pokémon,” Lucario observed critically.

“They’re Voltorbs!” Glalie told him, voice muffled by the ice. “Now, take this!”

The what-was-apparently-an-Ice-Voltorb shattered into snowy fragments, and where it had been was a nearly-transparent and beautifully realized ice sculpture of Groudoun.

“…what,” Electrode asked, looking at the sculpture hovering overhead.

“No, watts are for electricity!” Glalie told him, and dropped the mass of ice.

It hit with a massive crash, shaking the arena floor and sending icy shards in all directions, and Ash flung up his arm automatically in case any of the shards actually hit him.

A long moment later, he lowered it to see what had happened.

The floor was a complete mess, mostly because of smashed and fractured ice everywhere – tons of it – and smaller flakes of what wasn’t quite snow were drifting down throughout the gym arena.

And, in the middle of it, was Volkner’s Electrode. Buried in a snowdrift and quite clearly not moving.

“Can Electrode continue battling?” Dawn asked, waited a few seconds, then swept her hand across. “Good enough for me. Glalie wins that one!”

“I feel like something didn’t go quite right there,” Glalie mused.

“Actually, this brings back memories,” Pikachu reminisced. “Rustboro, for instance.”


“Minerva, can you clear some of this up?” Volkner requested, holding out his Pokéball and returning Electrode.

Indeed, Minerva agreed, and the central area of the gym floor trembled. The tiles making it up all moved independently, tilting and lowering to form a well shape, and the ice went sluicing down into the internals of the Sunyshore Gym.

“That’s all going to the drains?” Volkner checked, and got an affirmative tick symbol on his pad. “Okay, then that just means I need to have my final Pokémon ready.”

He swept his fingers back up the pad screen, and the floor returned smoothly to the original configuration before locking the tiles in place.

“This should be interesting,” he added, picking the appropriate Pokéball. “Raichu!”


“Okay, here we go,” Pikachu said, ears twitching, and jumped down from Ash’s shoulder. He tucked into a roll upon landing, pushed himself back upright with his tail, and slid for a little before coming to a halt.

“Show off!” Lucario heckled.

“Are you going to keep doing that for the whole battle?” Pikachu asked him.

“Technically I haven’t done it for any of the battle yet,” Lucario said, deftly using Counter. “But when you get started I’m sure I’ll do something.”

“Everyone’s a critic,” Pikachu grumbled, then faced his opponent.

Volkner’s Raichu wasn’t an Alolan Raichu, which was good news, though (as Pikachu himself could say from experience) that didn’t necessarily mean no psychic powers or anything.

He raised a paw and gave Pikachu a cheerful little wave. “Hi.”

Pikachu waved back, then slid into a good stance.

“You both know how this works,” Dawn called out. “Begin!”

Raichu immediately used Agility, blurring forwards and twisting to bring his tail around in an Iron Tail attack. Pikachu brought his own tail up to block, also using Iron Tail, and the two attacks collided with a fizz and a fat pop that sent blue electrical sparks everywhere.

Pikachu reached out to grab Raichu’s tail, but the other Electric-type was just about too fast to let Pikachu get a grip. It slipped through his paws, then Raichu’s paw came in in a Brick Break and Pikachu blocked it with his own.

Blue Aura glowed around him, rising off in little wisps like mist off a pond, and Raichu didn’t have the same advantage but was still in excellent condition. He simply had more mass, as well, and the fighting went back-and-forth three or four times in a complex blur of close-in paw-to-paw combat before Pikachu finally got a break – using his tail and hindpaws for leverage, he knocked Raichu into the air, and followed after him quickly enough to knock him back to the floor with a slam.

“Magnet-!” Volkner called, and Raichu used Magnet Rise quickly enough that the field was coming up before he hit the ground. It didn’t let him get away from the attack scot-free, but it did reduce the impact, and he bounced once before landing on his hindpaws and collapsing the field.

“Let’s try ranged,” Volkner added.

“Oh, good,” Pikachu grumbled. “Someone with more than one plan.”

He channelled Aura to his paws and broke into an Agility-boosted sprint, chasing after Raichu because Raichu didn’t want to keep fighting him close-in, but his opponent was very nearly as fast as he was.


Two blurs went chasing all over the arena, the orange one jinking to the side or bouncing in unpredictable directions when it reached a wall or ceiling and the yellow one following with quicker cornering and faster sprints once it realized where the orange one was going.

“Aura Sphere, Pikachu!” Ash called. “Chasing him like this you’re not getting a chance to actually attack!”

“Point taken!” Pikachu agreed, sliding to a halt. He raised his tail, switching it back into Iron Tail, then formed an Aura Sphere in both paws – half his attention on Raichu while he did, in case the other Electric-type was going to try something.

Raichu had stopped moving once Pikachu had, taking up a position at the other end of the fighting area. His cheeks sparked as he watched Pikachu, but he seemed content to see what was about to happen.

That made both Ash and Pikachu suspicious.

After a moment’s thought, Pikachu threw the Aura Sphere anyway – hurling it high into the air – and followed up with a Swift attack, sending a dozen stars hurtling through the air at once so they came in to converge on Raichu just after the homing Aura Sphere arrived.

Ash almost missed what happened next.

As the attacks got closer, Raichu used Light Screen – forming a half-seen shield of translucent energy to protect himself. Then little bolts of electricity like Thundershocks pulsed out, staccato rapid-fire, first dispersing the Aura Sphere into a cloud of unfocused Aura and then hitting and shattering every last one of the Swift stars.

“Okay, what just happened?” Pikachu demanded, then yelped as Raichu decided to return fire. A Signal Beam shot out, then another, and Pikachu dodged both of them before starting to jink back and forth instead of just standing still.

“He stopped the attacks with little shocks of electricity,” Ash replied.

“All of them?”

“I know,” Ash said. “That’s what happened, though.”

“Right,” Pikachu decided.

He spun around to face the near wall and batted away Raichu’s latest Signal Beam attack with an Iron Tail, then slammed two Aura Spheres together to create a cloud of seeker spheres. They spread out and began to home in, and Pikachu combined two more Aura Spheres for a second cloud.

Finally, he lashed out with a Shockwave just as the seeker spheres were about to arrive, picking the fastest variant he had, and both he and Ash watched closely.

“That’s working, I think!” Ash said. “The first ones hit his Light Screen, then the rest got blocked with thundershocks.”

“Right!” Pikachu decided, and formed a Counter Shield – the interlocking lattice of bolts forming a dense enough grid that Raichu’s Signal Beam counterattack couldn’t get through. “I know just what to do now!”


“This is always a treat to watch,” Latios squeaked. “Some of the others back at the ranch are watching now.”

“Really?” Dawn asked, surprised. “So… that must mean Latias is there? Who’s at Altomare?”

“Suicune, I think,” Latios said.

He thought for a moment, then nodded – not that Dawn could see that. “The canals were getting a bit smelly, so she suggested she could clean them out. It’s nice of her.”

Pikachu formed the familiar three rings of electricity, interlocking them like a set of gimbals, and spun them around in a complex pattern.

“Is there any actual specific pattern he uses?” Brock asked. “Maybe Dexter knows.”

“Pikachu’s done this move enough that maybe Volkner knows,” Dawn replied, then frowned. “Actually… hold on. Volkner has to know this move exists. He doesn’t look worried-”


“Now!” Volkner called.

Raichu’s tail stood straight up, and he pushed a massive pulse of voltage through it. The same waves of static Luxray had been producing earlier came out, but there was also a staccato rhythm of more intense spikes which produced visible corona discharges.

Over on Pikachu’s side of the field, something went wrong. Each pulse came when two of the rings for Volt Crash were overlapping, and the stutter of electromagnetic hash threw off Pikachu’s timing… then the innermost two rings locked together and started moving like they were just one ring.

Pikachu could barely tell what Raichu was trying to do, let alone work out how to stop it on a moments’ notice, and the whole Volt Crash move unravelled a second later in an explosion that liberated all the built-up energy at once.

Pikachu was right at the focus.


“What the – what just happened?” Ash demanded, his arm flung half-up in automatic reaction, and closed one eye to see through the smoke – sighing in relief when he saw Pikachu still there, though his Starter didn’t exactly look like he’d had a good time. “It just exploded!”

Analyzing, Dexter announced, holographic overlays forming on either side of his main screen. One showed the last second or two before the explosion again, the other showed just the rings of the Volt Crash and paused at the moment when two of them locked together.

Well, that explains it, the Porygon-Z said. Pikachu suffered from gimbal lock.

“I guess that means he can’t use Volt Crash in this battle,” Ash decided. “Pikachu, are you doing okay?”

“I think so,” Pikachu replied, then coughed. “You’d think I’d be more used to being inside an explosion.”

His cheeks crackled, and a rush of static charged up all the particles in the dust clouds around him. They repelled one another and rushed apart, most of them going all the way to the edge of the room, and Ash finally got a good look without having to use Aura.

Pikachu’s fur was kind of a mess. It stuck up at odd angles – it looked like he’d been electrocuted, in fact – and there were a few scorch marks around his cheeks, which made Ash wince at the sight.

“Signal Beam!” Volkner ordered promptly, and his Raichu sent out a Signal Beam at Pikachu. It got close before Pikachu restarted his Counter Shield, blocking the attack with a web of interlocking lightning bolts, and Pikachu snorted.

“Nice try,” he informed Raichu, then looked over at Ash. “Okay, so saturating the defences didn’t work… any ideas?”

“Well, if I were in the battle as well I’d throw you at him,” Lucario suggested.

“I could try firing myself, but with how this battle’s been going I’d launch myself through the roof,” Pikachu predicted. “Still, it’s an option?”

Ash was thinking hard, but coming up blank.

It was pretty obvious by now that Volkner had been researching both Ash and Pikachu, plus a lot of the rest of his team, so if Pikachu pulled out one of the other moves he had which was a rarely-seen trick the most likely outcome was that Raichu knew how to counter that as well.

…which suddenly made at least part of the solution really obvious.

“Pikachu!” Ash called. “We’re going to have to put together something new! Use Agility and get moving fast, and keep that shield up!”


Well, now you know that you are managing to push Ash Ketchum, Minerva observed.

“That is true,” Volkner agreed. “How current is the building insurance?”

We are insured against anything to do with currents.

Volkner blinked. “That’s… not quite what I asked, but it does answer my question. Thank you.”


“Aura Sphere, Pikachu!” Ash called. “Lots of little ones, delayed impact!”

Pikachu waited a moment before following the instruction – just long enough to fend off a blast of Signal Beam which hit his Counter Shield – and spun up two Aura Spheres, one in each paw, before smashing them together and throwing the resultant cloud of nascent miniature Spheres directly away from Raichu.

“Now close in!” Ash added. “Connect yourself to him with Shock Wave, and close the distance!”

“Oh, right!” Pikachu replied, realizing what Ash was going for, and skidded around in a tight turn before darting after Raichu. The gym Pokémon started to run as well, just like before, but this time Pikachu had an advantage – he wasn’t the only one chasing Raichu, and he kept an eye on the fusillade of glowing Aura Spheres he’d launched while lashing continuously at Raichu with Shock Wave bolts.

If there’d just been the cloud of spheres, Raichu could have run at full speed away from them to give him longer to fight them – letting him hit some of them with deliberately aimed Thundershocks, now his point defences weren’t working, or simply spacing out the impacts on his Light Screen. And if there’d been just Pikachu, Raichu could have run and jinked and kept himself far enough from Pikachu just like before.

But with both, Volkner’s Pokémon had to compromise. And he compromised by suddenly halting halfway up the wall, a reversed Magnet Rise field flaring up around him to let him shed all his speed at once, and lashing his Iron Tail out to cut the thread of Shock Wave attacks streaming towards him from Pikachu.

That gave him back his point defences, for just a moment, and almost half the seeker spheres exploded in an instant. The other half hit his Light Screen, breaking through it and a few of them hitting him hard enough to blast him clear of the wall, and then Pikachu arrived and hit him with a Force Palm that knocked him across the room.

“Start using coilgun evasion!” Volkner instructed.

Electrical rings formed in Raichu’s flight path, no more than two at any one time, but as Raichu passed through each one his trajectory changed. It stopped him from hitting the ground at all, and he started bouncing though a ring again and again to stay away from the walls.


“I think I need to tell Pachirisu about this,” Piplup said, folding his flippers. “She’ll have him done for copyright or something.”

“You what?” Buneary asked.

“Noctowl said something like it once,” Piplup clarified. “It sounded entirely repeatable.”


“Okay, hmm…” Pikachu frowned, and threw another Aura Sphere before following it up with a cloud of seekers and a coil of Shock Wave. Raichu’s new tail trick was enough to keep his electrostatic defences up, though, and almost none of the attacks actually reached the other Electric-type.

“Pikachu, new plan!” Ash called. “You know what happened when you used Volt Crash?”

“I’m not going to forget it any time soon,” Pikachu replied, a bit sharply.

“Well, we’re going to do it deliberately,” Ash said. “He can experience it this time!”

Pikachu blinked, baffled, then swallowed and started building another Volt Crash.

While it was still in the process of forming he broke into a sprint, running at the wall, then kicked off to start running up the wall instead.

“Um…” Volkner began, not sure whether to tell Raichu to start disrupting or not.

Pikachu pushed off from the top of the retaining wall with a burst of Aura, aiming directly for Raichu, and Volkner’s Electric-type boosted in a different direction instead of bouncing straight up again. Pikachu followed, using his Light Ball power source to form a boost ring of his own, and all three rings of the Volt Crash wobbled crazily as they passed through before settling back down again.

Each time Raichu used a boost ring, even though he collapsed it before Pikachu got there, Pikachu did the same boost and closed in slightly. He kept his Volt Crash building, slowly and carefully coiling up power – then suddenly backflipped, pushing his static-shrouded tail against one of the rings, and pushed it with a flare of energy so the whole assemblage of coiled currents went whizzing towards where Raichu was going.

The Sunyshore Pokémon spotted it too late, which meant the mass of unstable currents got caught up in his electrical field and began following him.

“This is not a good day,” Raichu decided, then spotted that Pikachu was now coming at him in a pincer movement – paws glowing blue for an Aura Sphere.

The Volt Crash exploded at about the moment they made contact.


Dawn slowly lowered her hands from over her ears.

There were little static charges fizzing around all the room, a few of the modular panels were twitching, there was a hole in the roof again, and most of the floor was bent down in a single massive crater.

In the middle of the crater, distinctly unconscious, was Pikachu.

“Okay, um… wait, where’s Raichu?” she asked.

The question was answered a moment later, as Lucario burst into motion. He jumped, passing underneath the latest hole in the roof, and caught Raichu before the Electric-type hit the ground.

“Out cold,” he reported, lowing the other electric mouse to the ground, then walked down into the crater to retrieve Pikachu.

“So… I guess if they both got knocked out, it’s who got knocked out first?” Dawn asked. “Do we have any footage?”

Her Pokétch buzzed, then projected a ghostly image in mid air.

First it showed the flash of the explosion, and the two Pokémon going flying out of it, then slowed down and began advancing in what would have been frame by frame if there’d been any frames.

Looking closely, Dawn saw that Raichu hit the roof and broke through – probably knocking himself out, and certainly going ring out – while Pikachu was still about a foot from impacting the ground.

And he was surrounded by a blur of electricity, reflecting a last-second Magnet Rise.

“Good enough for me,” Dawn declared. “Ash wins!”


“Normally we don’t need a referee’s decision, here,” Volkner said, as the hidden machinery twitched and started to move the panels back into place. Several of them went away to hide behind the walls and floors, damaged enough that they’d need repair, and more fresh panels took their place.

Perhaps that is because normally you are not fighting the most random person in the country.

Is that actually a thing? Latios asked, revealing himself from stealth right next to Volkner.

A vote was held in Competitive Battling Journal about what people think of various trainers, Minerva told him. Your trainer was rated most random, with twenty-seven percent of the vote.

“That’s less than I was expecting,” Volkner mused.

Random was a write-in category.

Minerva’s screen cycled through two other settings. Repairs complete. You should really go and give Ash your badge.

“That’s right,” Volkner realized. “And make sure my team is okay, that too.”

A set of graphs popped up on the screen, this time, along with Minerva’s avatar – a Porygon with an owl feather pattern vector-mapped on top. The Pokémon who are unconscious are stable. Yes, including Raichu.

Volkner nodded his thanks, and rummaged around for a gym badge.


“Do you fully explain to all of us before we sign up about the regular explosions?” Lucario asked, putting Pikachu into Ash’s outstretched arms. “Because I don’t remember getting the pamphlet.”

“That’s because there wasn’t one,” Ash replied. “This kind of crept up on me.”

“By which you mean…?” Lucario checked.

“I should probably have seen it coming from a mile away,” Ash replied.

“With how big the explosions usually are, a mile isn’t enough,” Lucario snorted, then looked more closely at what Ash was doing.

He’d retrieved his spoked-wheel pendant, and put it on top of Pikachu. As Lucario watched, Ash put his hand on top of the pendant, and closed his eyes to focus.

Nothing happened for a few seconds, then there was a faint golden glow. It quickly intensified, holding for about five seconds before blinking out like a lightbulb, and Pikachu stirred.

“I was kind of hoping that would work,” Ash explained, as Pikachu shook his head and blinked away his haziness.

“I don’t want to add that to the repertoire except for absolute emergencies,” Pikachu announced.

“Ash!” Volkner said, making them all look up, and Ash swapped Pikachu to his shoulder with one hand while using the other one to catch an incoming Beacon Badge.

“That was a good battle,” the Gym Leader added. “I’m guessing that’s your last Badge needed?”

“Yeah, though I’m not sure what we’re going to do until the Conference,” Ash mused.

“It’s less than a week, Ash,” Brock told him, walking over.

“…oh, right?” Ash said, a little surprised. “I must have lost track of time.”

“You already lose track of space, so if this keeps up we might end up anywhere and anywhen in space and time,” Pikachu noted.

He shrugged. “Still. Maybe I can invent something.”


As they filed back out of Sunyshore Gym, Dexter beeped. Incoming call from Mawile.

Ash flipped Dexter open, and waved as the Porygon-Z projected a view screen. “Good afternoon, Mawile!”

“Afternoon, Dad!” Mawile replied brightly. “I was wondering if – oh! Is that a new Pokémon?”

Skarmory tilted her head a little, then jumped so more of her was in view of the camera. “You mean me?”

“Yep!” Mawile agreed.

“I think she’s probably going to be one of my Pokémon, unless she objects,” Dawn volunteered, and Skarmory nodded. “She just hatched today.”

“I haven’t met many Skarmory,” Mawile said. “Oh, if you just hatched today, can you try flying?”

“Good question!” Skarmory replied, and spread her wings with a sound like she was unsheathing a dozen swords at once. She jumped, flapping hard, and hovered there for a long moment before slowly dropping back down again. “Hey, this is easy!”

She turned her attention to Dawn. “Let’s see if I can lift you as well! Hold your arms up and grab onto my legs?”

I think I’d better make sure I’m ready to catch, Latios ‘pathed. Just in case.

“Great!” Mawile said, and rummaged around for a bit before finding a checklist.

She paged through it to the appropriate piece of paper, and checked one off with a smile of satisfaction.

“Is that your checklist of Pokémon to help fly?” Ash asked.

“Yep!” Mawile agreed. “They don’t all have to be tricky ones!”

Putting the list away again, she frowned for a moment before brightening. “Oh, yeah, I was wondering about how you’re going to be doing the Pokémon League soon, and if you wanted my help with training some of the Pokémon back at the ranch?”

“If you want to help, that’s great,” Ash told her. “It’d mean more Pokémon get personal attention.”

“That’s what I thought!”
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“You know, there’s an important question we haven’t considered yet,” Lucario said, tying a napkin around his neck.

“There is?” Dawn asked. “Like what?”

She took a ladle of the soup Brock had made, tasted it, and smiled. “This is great! Good work, Brock!”

“I aim to please,” Brock replied. “Do you think it needs more pepper?”

“It’s fine as it is,” Dawn assured him. “Anyway, Lucario, what is that important question?”

She looked worried. “It’s not something to do with some other weird threat we forgot about, is it?”

“No, don’t think so,” Lucario replied. “I mean, maybe there is, but I’m not the one who’d know. No, it’s a different question.”

He picked up his knife and fork and pulled his own plate towards him. “The question is-”

“Hold on, why are you eating it like that?” Dawn asked, thrown. “That’s the nutritious Pokemon food that Brock makes, right?”

“Yes?” Lucario asked, knife and fork poised.

“Well… are you sure that’s going to work?”

“I’m not sure why it wouldn’t,” Lucario said, loftily, and stabbed one of the hard balls with a fork. It promptly went zipping off across the campsite, and Gabite bit it out of the air.

“That’s why,” Dawn explained.

“I might need to use a spoon,” Lucario decided. “Perhaps I can add milk and turn it into a cereal?”

He got up to go jump into Ash’s bag, but Dawn held up a hand. “No, wait, I still want to know that question.”

“Oh, well, simple enough,” Lucario told her. “The question is… how exactly are we going to make our appearance at the Lily of the Valley conference? There’s a lot of opportunities.”

“You mean turning up on flying Pokemon, or by having Suicune and her brothers just run us across the water?” Dawn checked.

“That’s just the start of it,” Lucario replied, making a gesture. “We could have Giratina rip a hole in space and walk out. We could teleport in via Mewtwo, or arrive by rocket courtesy of Mewtwo. We could ask Arceus to help out.”

He shrugged. “The possibilities are endless.”

“Well, not quite endless, but as a Coordinator I get what you mean,” Dawn agreed. “It does kind of mean showing off, though.”

“Good point, showing off isn’t the way we do things,” Lucario agreed. “Showing off happens around us, but that’s sort of natural.”

He paused. “I think that’s how it works?”

“Probably,” Dawn shrugged.


As Lucario went to get some milk, Ash was halfway through his own bowl of soup and checking something with Dexter.

“Okay, so… if we don’t count Legendary Pokemon for a moment, that means I have… forty two Pokemon,” Ash said. “And if we get all the way to the end of the tournament, there’s only spots for about twenty eight Pokemon.”

He shrugged. “It looks like some of you guys are going to have to stay out of this one.”

“We’re sort of used to that idea, to be honest,” Pikachu said.

“No, we’re sort of used to that,” Buizel corrected him. “You’ve always been with Ash. Also I think you didn’t count right, Ash, Pikachu’s a Legendary Pokemon as well.”

“Pardon?” Pikachu asked intelligently, then remembered. “Oh! Well… yes, I have been in a legend, but I don’t think that’s how it works.”

“What do you think the difference between Manaphy and Phione is?” Buizel asked. “About half of the Legendary thing is semantics.”

“I’m not really sure that’s how it works, but it is a good point,” Ash frowned. “And I kind of think I might need to bring on at least some Legendary Pokemon, they’re part of the team too and if anyone’s going to be able to deal with a Legendary Pokemon without it being unfair then it’s trainers in a Pokemon League.”

“I’m still kind of proud of our fight against that Latios,” Pikachu mused. “I’d do better now though, right?”

“Right,” Ash agreed. “You train against Pokemon like Latios now, and… yeah.”

“Standards do seem higher than last time,” Buizel observed, then shrugged. “Well, let me know if you need me.”

He took off in a whoosh of Aqua Jet, somehow managing to avoid getting either Pikachu or Ash wet.

“I’m sort of wondering if maybe I should pick randomly,” Ash frowned. “It’s kind of hard making choices like this, because just about everyone wants a go.”

“To be fair, according to Ivysaur there are some really big battles that happen around Professor Oak’s ranch, and in Samiya too,” Pikachu noted. “So they’re not going without any chances to let off steam…”

His voice trailed off.

“Why is Lucario pouring milk onto a plate?”

Ignore it, Dexter asserted. He just wants attention.

“I thought he just wanted lunch,” Ash guessed.


The next day, just before eight in the morning, Ash and his friends – both human and Pokemon – arrived at the Lily of the Valley conference.

“I still think we should have taken the opportunity to arrive in a more spectacular way,” Lucario said, following Ash down the gangplank of the ferry.

“You and Ash spent half the journey training on the water,” Brock pointed out. “And then the other half running to catch up with the ferry. That’s not exactly not spectacular.”

“I didn’t fly in, though,” Lucario riposted.

“Are you actually wanting to make a spectacle, or are you just being funny about it?” Latias asked, drifting invisibly down alongside the gangplank.

“…after due consideration, I have decided that the answer to that question is ‘yes’,” Lucario replied.

“Ash!”

Everyone looked around, to see Molly waving from a little copse of trees.

“I was wondering if you wouldn’t make it,” Molly explained, as they got closer. “I’ve been waiting for this Pokemon League for ages!”

“We were only a week or so late for qualifying for the last one,” Sylveon agreed. “But it’s meant we had loads of time to train!”

“How long have you been here?” Dawn asked them.

“We got here last week,” Molly replied. “That’s the whole family! We’ve got a hotel room, and Mom and Dad are doing their work out of it. Mama, Papa, and my brother kind of have to spend a lot of time doing Suicune, Entei and Raikou work, but I still see them more than normal now.”

“I guess that means you know exactly what you need to do to get into the tournament,” Brock guessed.

“That’s right!” Molly agreed. “There’s a lot of trainers this year, so you need to register, and then you need to do a kind of qualification thing so they can pick the top sixty-four.”

She turned halfway around, then beckoned. “Come on – the desk is this way!”


There were two pleasant-looking receptionists at the entrance, but when Ash came in the door they took one look and one of them picked up a phone.

“Is… something wrong?” Ash asked, confused.

“Don’t worry,” the unoccupied man said. “She’s just following the instructions we got. I assume you’re Ash Ketchum?”

“That’s me,” Ash agreed. “And I’m here to register for the Sinnoh League Conference!”

“We know,” the man told him.

“It’s not like there’s another reason you’d be walking in here, Ash,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Okay, okay, I get it…” Ash chuckled. “It is okay for me to register, right?”

“Of course, I’ll just start taking your details down,” the man told him. “Ash Ketchum from the town of Pallet… can I check which badges you have?”

Ash showed the eight badges arranged neatly on the inside of his jacket, and the clerk took them down one at a time.

A nearby door opened as he was about to finish, and Mr. Goodshow came through. “Ah, Ash! It’s been a long time!”

“Yeah, since the Hoenn league, right?” Ash replied, thinking. “That was the one that got cancelled because of the meteorite.”

“Exactly!” Mr. Goodshow agreed. “And I do hope that no such catastrophe strikes this time… I might even not cancel the League straight away, and merely postpone it.”

“I think cancelling it was probably a good idea,” Brock said. “If the worst had happened then cancelling as soon as possible could have saved lives.”

“Well, I for one hope we don’t have to test that,” Mr. Goodshow said. “Anyway! Have you registered?”

“I’m just doing it,” Ash said, looking up, and the clerk glanced down at his keyboard and punched one final key.

“And you’re done,” the clerk told him.

“Really?” Ash asked. “But… you didn’t ask me anything…”

“You seemed busy,” the man explained. “And all the other questions I might have asked you I could get online.”

“Oh, great,” Dawn said, trying not to giggle. “Ash’s entry as written by Barry. Have you said he lives in space?”

“No?” the clerk said. “Should I?”

“It’s just a joke about one of our friends,” Lucario assured him. “So, what’s the preliminary round?”

“That’s not necessary for you, Ash,” Mr. Goodshow told him. “The idea was to try and make sure that we didn’t have to only take the first sixty-four people who showed up, by taking as many as turned up and then cutting them down to sixty-four with a preliminary round.”

“So what is the preliminary, then?” Dawn checked. “Is it a one Pokemon a side battle, or something?”

“No, actually, it’s a sort of challenge,” Mr. Goodshow explained. “We’re having some Ice-types make big, standard sized ice blocks, and all the trainers have to destroy them as quickly and spectacularly as possible – that’s how we’ll decide!”

He waved. “But you don’t need to do that, Ash.”

“What about if one of us wants to?” Lucario said. “It’s going to be hard enough satisfying enough Pokemon.”

“Lucario’s got a point,” Ash agreed. “Plus, I kind of want to see how I do at it. I think I know who to use, too.”

“It’s not going to be a Legendary, is it?” Pikachu asked.

“No, actually,” Ash replied. “So, does that sound okay?”

“Well, far be it from me to deny people a spectacle!” Mr. Goodshow decided.


Not long afterwards, Brock and Dawn had taken their places in the stands – along with quite a lot of spectators.

“This seems somehow unfair to someone,” Primeape observed, looking left and right along the row at dozens of Ash’s Pokemon – some of them like Snorlax taking up considerably more than one seat, and with the Tauros quintet standing determinedly on thin air.

At least the really big legendary Pokemon like Lugia were watching from inside the Reverse World, which saved on space a bit.

“Maybe it is, but what can you do?” Torkoal asked. “We all need somewhere to sit as well.”

“I didn’t say I minded,” Primeape told him. “It’s actually kind of funny…”

There was a hissing skoom from over on the other side of the arena, and Primeape glanced at the Fire-type next to him. “That sounds like you when you’re practicing.”

“It sounded like steam, is what you mean,” Torterra replied, looking more closely. “And… huh. That’s a Heatran. I didn’t know anyone except Brock had one of those.”

“That actually happened last time around,” Infernape informed them. “Not sure what happened to the Heatran, though, we never battled it.”

He nudged Primeape. “Look, there goes Ash.”


“Are you ready?” one of the facilitators asked.

Ash nodded.

“Then begin!”

Ash threw Quilava’s Pokeball, and the Fire-type emerged before balling up and using both Flame Wheel and Quick Attack. Her firefur blazed up to a brilliant, almost eye-hurting intensity, and she punched straight into the middle of the ice block.

Once there, Quilava kept spinning, but stopped moving forwards and waited a second or so so that she sank a little deeper into the block – out of a direct line from where she’d gone in.

She let her angle of rotation drift so she was spinning on her ‘side’, and spiked her Flame Wheel again – the heat stabbing out on a horizontal plane into the ice, weakening it a little.

Then she used Eruption.

The ice block exploded all at once in an orange-cored spray of fragments and splinters, bits going everywhere and melting as they went from the radiant heat Quilava had pumped out in that single massive burst of flame.

There was a yelp from the facilitator, who dove for cover, but Ash stayed where he was – as the fragments from below where Quilava had used Eruption sprayed out across the floor in a splitterplish of cold water, while the fragments from above Quilava all went nearly straight up and rained back down as orange-lit slush.

Neither set of fragments reached quite as far as where Ash was.

Quilava spun for a moment longer where the ice block had been, then landed, bounced in the puddle a few times, and slowed her spin to a halt once a little patch had been heated up enough to be comfortable.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“Great work!” Ash replied. “I haven’t destroyed many large structures, though. Pikachu?”

“I liked it,” Pikachu confirmed. “With hindsight maybe you should have gone in the top, but that’s about my only complaint.”

Quilava nodded, looking around critically. “It may be my only go this League, but I think I can be proud of it.”


“I’m kind of surprised that they don’t just let Ash through to the finals,” Dawn said, looking down into the arena.

Ash had Absol out at the moment, and she was dodging and weaving with balletic grace through a shower of Air Slash and Bug Buzz attacks sent down by an overhead Yanmega. It was a mark of the Dark-type’s skill that she made it look easy, as well – even though she had the ability to sense coming disaster, honed to a razor’s edge, her opponent could still change his mind about where he was sending the attack until the moment he actually fired it.

Absol was almost impossible to pin down, however, without a single wasted footfall. Her horn-blade shimmered faintly with rainbow light as she kept cycling through elemental blade attacks, only choosing which one to use when an attack was too hard to dodge – which was when her claws dug in for stability and she swept her head across to deflect the attack easily away.

“Keep it up!” the Yanmega’s trainer called, as his Bug-type got faster and faster. “You’ll beat her eventually!”

“I think people would consider it unfair if Ash got to skip,” Brock mused. “You’d still end up with people who couldn’t reach the final, it’s just happen a different way. This way at least there’s a battle… and an impressive one, as well.”

“Good point,” Dawn agreed – they’d already seen Tobias was in the tournament this time, and while his Darkrai hadn’t just used Dark Void it had still ended the battles in seconds with barrages of Dark Pulse and Ice Beam. “I do wonder what Absol is planning, though.”

As she spoke, Yanmega used Ancientpower. Absol promptly switched her blade to Sacred Sword, slashed at the incoming attack, and sliced it in half – then slashed again with a different move, and this time the two half-rocks exploded into a cloud of rock dust.

The cloud hid Absol from sight, and Dawn leaned forwards a little to see what was going on. Then a flaming blade beam flicked out, catching the circling Yanmega a glancing blow, and there was a crash from inside the dust plume which made it rise up for a second time.

“Oh, I think I see,” Brock said.

“I don’t!” Skarmory disagreed brightly. “What’s going on?”

“Absol is keeping the dust cloud going,” Brock explained. “And by now Yanmega’s speed boost has got him moving so quickly that it makes it so he has to keep following the same path inside the stadium, so it’s predictable – look, he’s shedding speed now.”

“Blow away the dust, Yanmega!” Ash’s opponent called, and the Bug-type fired off a Sonicboom. Almost before it had left his wings, though, a Vacuum Wave went flashing up and blocked the attack.

Yanmega flew a bit higher, firing off two Air Slash attacks this time, and Absol countered them both with a single wide swipe of a Flame Blade.

Then she came back into view again – Bouncing, launching herself incredibly high into the air. She rose to the same altitude that Yanmega was already at, horn flaring, and flicked downwards with an Ice Blade that split suddenly into three just as Yanmega was starting to dodge.

“Okay, so some of that was like what I thought it was doing,” Brock said. “But the rest of it wasn’t.”

He waved at the battlefield, where Absol landed daintily on all four paws and Yanmega crashed next to her – just far enough away that she didn’t get hit. “What I missed was that she was waiting for a situation where she could Bounce without being seen and Yanmega was moving slowly enough to dodge.”

Ash’s opponent recalled his Bug-type, then rummaged around for another Pokeball, and sent out his third and final Pokemon of the match.

“I don’t think I’ve seen one of those before,” Dawn frowned.


Absol pulled her feet up under her body, shifting her weight slightly as the Sirfetch’d opposite her raised his leek in salute.

“Good day,” he said, flexing the wing holding his shield a little. “I believe we will be fighting today.”

“Out of interest, is your trainer one of the ones who only catches Flying types?” Absol asked.

“He thought he was going to be, but I’m actually Fighting type,” Sirfetch’d replied. “It must be the wings, they’re dreadfully confusing.”

Raising his leek to a ready position, he adjusted his stance so his shield was ready to block.

“First Impression!” the other trainer called, but Absol had begun reacting before he’d even given the command.

Her horn lit up with an Air Slash, this one held to energize her blade instead of fired off, and she twisted her horn to block as Sirfetch’d brought his leek down in an overarm strike. The two weapons made contact with a crash of impact and recoil, sending Sirfetch’d weapon recoiling upwards, and Absol began to follow up before switching into attacking Sirfetch’d’s shield.

The impact made her horn buzz, but that was the better option compared to letting him clout her with the shield.

Fighting a battle with chance-dancing could lead to odd things like that… not that Absol had much time to get philosophical, dancing back out of the way as Sirfetch’d drove the tip of his leek into the ground before flicking a shower of sand and dirt in her direction.

He immediately followed that up by lashing forwards with his leek, using it more like a lance than a sword and keeping most of his body hidden behind his shield. Absol moved back, giving ground rather than spend all her time blocking – with how quickly he could move the tip of the leek, it was a choice she had to make – and tried sending a Psycho Cut in his direction, but he blocked it with the hard edge of his shield.

Even though it hadn’t worked, Absol had had to try it. Not trying would have left her uncertain about whether the simple solution would work, so trying was what let her be sure it wouldn’t work, and if she thought about that in too much detail she’d give her more of a headache than merely the result of using her horn to fence and joust with a Fighting-type.


Ash watched closely, trying to keep an eye out for if Absol was going to get into some kind of trouble and when he’d need to help her out.

She was using Psycho Cut, but then Sirfetch’d switched to Night Slash and Absol had to quickly switch her attack to one that faced off against it better – X-Scissor, specifically. That only meant that Sirfetch’d could in turn start using Brave Bird, charging in with the tip of his leek at speed and then swinging it around to try and catch Absol in the side.

“What kind of weaknesses does a Sirfetch’d have?” Ash asked. “This is the first time I’ve battled one.”

I already told you they’re Fighting-types, Dexter replied. Apart from that, well, they use a sword and a shield.

“So nothing big,” Ash summarized.

“She could try fire,” Pikachu pointed out.

“Good idea,” Ash agreed. “Absol, switch to Flame Blade!”

Between one step and the next, Absol’s horn burst into incandescent yellow-orange flame. She flicked her head sharply across, sending a wave of sharp flame across the glass, and Sirfetch’d retreated behind his shield to avoid the hit.

Absol sent another attack out, this one slicing top-to-bottom instead of left-to-right, and Sirfetch’d lifted his shield up and dodged quickly out of the way. A golden corona built up around him as he moved, stayed there as Absol’s next blade beam struck his shield and deflected away, then he stabbed forwards with his leek and sent a pulse of golden light forwards.

“That’s right!” called Liam – Sirfetch’d’s trainer, who was pointing. “Sky attack again!”

Now Absol was having to play defensive, no longer the one with more range on her attacks, and the golden flashes of light and flame poked and probed towards the flashing Night Slash she wielded in her defence.

“Absol!” Ash called. “Close in!”

Absol wheeled on one forepaw, turning so suddenly that Sirfetch’d’s latest attack just outright missed, and charged in closer to her opponent. Sirfetch’d stabbed twice more with his leek as a lance, then adjusted his grip a little and readied his shield – this time sweeping his leek around as a sword, a high-speed Close Combat attack which Absol had to leap over rather than take the blow directly.

“Circle him!” Ash added, and Absol swerved again to run around Sirfetch’d at about the same distance as the length of his leek. Her horn flared as she flicked off one attack after another, sparks flaring from the impacts of attack on defence, Sirfetch’d turning to take each blow in turn on his shield and retaliating with his leek.

That made things harder for Absol, who had to pick every second between using her horn to block or using it to attack. Ash could see her making the decisions as they happened, sometimes ducking to slide just under the sweeping blade or blocking it with a bang that didn’t just halt her in her tracks but actually sent her sliding backwards – only to promptly start running in the other direction instead, turning the force of the impact into a boost to her new movement.

“Why hasn’t she…” Pikachu began.

“It’s not like she’s forgotten,” Ash replied. “I bet she’s got it all worked out.”


“She’s starting to get tired!” Liam said. “Now – Meteor Assault!”

Sirfetch’d moved his shield into a protective position, and raised his leek high into the air. It glowed, energy concentrating around it, and Sirfetch’d waited for the ideal moment before grasping it with both wings and bringing it down with enormous force.

Absol was a little way off facing him head-on at the moment he brought it down, but that also made it harder for her to dodge. If she’d been facing him directly she wouldn’t have had to move far to one side or the other, while if she’d been moving at ninety degrees to him then she would have been able to either sprint at maximum speed or skid to a halt and perhaps avoid the blow. But this was neither, and the Meteor Assault came crashing down to a ground-shaking impact on Absol’s blue-glowing horn.

The force of the impact lifted Sirfetch’d off the ground and drove Absol’s paws at least an inch into it. Then, less than a second later, a purple crescent of energy slammed into Sirfetch’d and knocked him rolling backwards.

Absol’s horn was still glowing with Sacred Sword. But her tail blade – the one she hadn’t used in the entire battle up to this moment – was lit up with the violet energy of a Psycho Cut, and she lashed out a second time and then a third to knock his shield away from his wing and send it spinning away.

“Well, this is awkward,” Sirfetch’d said. “It seems you have the best of me.”

He spread his wings slowly into the air.

“Ugh…” Liam groaned. “Yeah, Sirfetch’d is right.”


“I think that was your first actual Pokemon League battle, right?” Keldeo asked.

“Yes, my intended battle in Hoenn sort of got cancelled,” Absol agreed.

She took a sip of an iced drink, then looked down at where the current battles were taking place. “Everything going okay in Unova, by the way?”

“So far, but Ash is on his way there before long,” Keldeo said. “So, you know what that’s going to be like.”

“Only in a very general sense, really,” Absol shrugged.

She reached up a paw and felt her horn. “By the way, I encourage you to never take a Meteor Assault to the face. It hurts a lot.”

“I’ll be sure to remember that,” Keldeo promised.

He frowned. “Why did you, though?”

“I’ve got a horn and a tail, he had a sword and a shield,” Absol explained. “I needed to do something to let me get the advantage, and… well.”

“If it were me I’d have just sprayed him with water,” Keldeo said.

“Hey, there goes Molly,” Dawn pointed, drawing their attention to one of the trainers walking out onto the field – Molly Hale, just as she’d said. “Wonder who she’s using?”

Molly promptly answered that by sending out a Girafarig as her first Pokemon, who faced off against a Crobat. She gave Girafarig a quiet instruction that Absol didn’t quite hear, then – to Absol’s surprise – Girafarig started firing Psybeams from its eyes.

Both sets.

“That’s a new one on me,” Keldeo said, his thoughts echoing her own.


“Oh, come on!” Martin groaned.

Ash’s opponent looked at his Maractus, then at the Latias floating serenely in front of Ash, and rubbed his temples. “This is going to be so hard…”

He pointed. “Pin Missile!”

Latias rolled sideways, out of the way of the original barrage of high-speed pins, and the shield protecting the audience rippled faintly from the shots that went past to reach the backstop. Maractus tracked across, though, smoothly changing her angle, and some of the Bug-type attacks were on target – though Latias’ shield rippled as well as it stopped them in place.

Apparently deciding that meant it was time to start actually fighting, Latias zipped forwards before swerving away just short of actually contacting Maractus. Her shield took several more hits in quick succession, and a few of the Pin Missiles broke through, but Maractus got hit by a wave of compressed air curling off Latias’ wing and rolled over backwards.

“Up you get!” Martin encouraged. “This may be a Legendary, but we’re not going to give up just yet – Bounce!”

The Grass-type took off like a coiled spring, managing to entirely avoid being hit by Latias’ next attack – a beam of Extrasensory which blew a divot out of the ground – and threw a Seed Bomb at the top of her arc. It didn’t burst anywhere near Latias, but neither Maractus nor Martin had really expected it to hit such a high speed Pokemon and at least it had meant they’d avoided that attack.

“Keep up those Pin Missiles,” Martin advised, then interrupted himself. “No, wait, Sunny Day! She can’t dodge a laser beam!”

The Cactus Pokemon landed, rolled, and used Sunny Day. The sun immediately seemed to brighten, and Maractus’ flowers spread a little before she began to fire Solarbeams upwards.

“And Synthesize if you’re feeling under stress!” Martin added, noticing with annoyance that Latias was managing to – mostly – dodge the Solarbeam attacks.

He’d never seen a Pokemon that manoeuvrable. It was like most of the time she was flying sideways, and maybe that was the sort of thing you had to expect from a psychic dragon but still.


“Wow, Ash, this is kind of… not a very nice move,” Dawn said.

She glanced at Brock. “Right?”

“I’m not so sure,” Brock replied, leaning forwards a little.

“Well, I suppose he isn’t having Latias go Mega, or immediately blowing up that half of the field, or something,” Dawn said. “But Ash doesn’t like overwhelming people with something stupidly powerful…”

She trailed off, and looked at Brock. “You know something.”

“Yep,” Brock agreed, sitting back again. “I’m sure of it now. You’re right, Ash wouldn’t do that… and he’s not.”

“Good thing too,” Latias squeaked from the seat next to Dawn. “It wouldn’t be very polite.”

Dawn looked at the empty space next to her, then out into the arena.

“…oh, I see…”


High overhead, at nearly the very top of the stadium, Noctowl orbited inside a cloak of invisibility.

The Maractus he was fighting used Petal Dance, sending a barrage of energized leaves up towards his fake Latias, and he made ‘her’ skid sideways to avoid most of the attacks. A few of them did impinge on the space defined by ‘her’ psychic shield, and Noctowl added a ripple effect on the shield as well as cloaking the leaves that had got through.

“They say it’s an easy job to fight when you’re an illusionist,” the Flying-type mused, having his virtual Eon Pokemon fly around and begin charging up an attack – lining up the timing so that she’d be between him and Maractus at just the right time. “But they don’t say it involves a lot of bloody complicated thinking all the same.”

He fired a Moonblast, wrapping it in illusion to keep it entirely invisible until it passed through pseudo-Latias – then having it suddenly appear, looking as if she had been the one to fire it instead of it coming from much higher overhead.

“After this one I’ll have earned my cup of tea, I can say that much,” the eccentric Noctowl chirped.


Several minutes later, Martin’s last Pokemon – a Staravia – was down and out, and he sighed.

Then stared, as Latias vanished completely – and Noctowl came flying down from the roof of the arena.

“Oh, great, now I look stupid,” he summarized. “Well, at least it was still Ash Ketchum who beat me.”


“I never really thought about the kind of hard challenges that a trainer with really strong Pokemon has, before,” May said, leaning back on her pool chair.

“What do you mean, Mama?” Manaphy asked.

“Well, look,” May told him, waving at the giant screen Ethan was projecting over the Samiya main pool. “Ash is in the Pokemon League up in Sinnoh, right?”

“Yep!” Manaphy agreed.

May began to count off on her fingers. “If Ash uses his really strong Pokemon and completely flattens his opponents, then that’s not fair. But if Ash uses his less famously strong Pokemon and still completely flattens his opponents, then that just seems like he’s boasting.”

“Ohh… I see,” Manaphy said, watching the screen.

Ash’s Donphan was battling against an opposing Golem, the two Pokemon rolling past one another one moment and crashing into one another the next, but it was easy enough to see that Donphan was getting the upper hand. Even though he had less mass, he was able to manage a greater speed and hit just as hard, and on top of that he was spitting out Seed Bomb attacks in the middle of his Rollouts that didn’t always hit Golem but never seemed to miss by much.

“And if Ash has his weakest Pokemon battle, then he might not win,” Manaphy added. “So… it’s more of a problem in the first bits of the Pokemon League, before he starts to face really strong trainers?”

“That’s it exactly,” May agreed.

“But most trainers would love for those to be the problems they have to deal with,” Max pointed out.

“Well, that’s true as well,” May said.

She glanced over at him. “How’s Deoxys doing, by the way?”

“Pretty well,” Max replied. “I explained how the point of going down a waterslide is that you can enjoy feeling weightless and then hit the water, and he seemed sort of confused about the weightless bit – probably because he can float around anyway. But the water thing interested him-”

Deoxys-orange used Gravity.

He only used it on himself, but the result of that was that instead of hitting the water like normal at the end of the slide he hit it like he’d fallen out of orbit. Water went everywhere, nearly soaking May and Ethan until Manaphy quickly stopped it with his hydrokinesis – and Max wasn’t so lucky, ending up utterly drenched.

Enjoyment, Deoxys-orange declared.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Max said, shaking his head. “Did anyone see what happened to my glasses?”


“So… next time, it’s going to be Paul, right?” Brock asked, that evening.

“Yeah, that’s who comes next,” Ash agreed. “It’s going to be a weird battle.”

“A weird battle,” Pikachu said. “As opposed to… what? The usual perfectly normal battles where Noctowl cosplays as Latias for the whole thing?”

“He wanted to do that one,” Ash shrugged. “I think maybe he could have left a couple more clues, but if Martin had used Dark Pulse that would have helped him out.”

“That’s not the point I’m making,” Pikachu pointed out. “I’m saying that I’ve been travelling with you for over a third of your life, now, Ash – it’s getting close to half – and I have no idea what qualifies a battle to be weird or not weird any more.”

He waved his paw. “At least for this one you’re mostly planning on using the Pokemon you caught in this region, even if that category includes at least one Legendary Pokemon – possibly several because I’m not even sure what the GS Ball counts as now.”

“He’s got a point,” Dawn told Ash.

She picked out a piece of Pokemon food and threw it, and Skarmory ate it out of the air with a crunch. “Nice catch!”

“Well… okay, yeah,” Ash admitted. “But it’s going to be weird because this… uh, well, it feels weird?”

“I think it counts as weird if you paint yourself blue and go out and fight one of Paul’s Pokemon,” Lucario said.

“What, like… someone from ancient Galar or something?” Brock blinked.

“I was going for Lucario,” Lucario clarified. “Don’t worry about it. Just a silly thought.”

“Anyway, uh…” Ash began. “I guess I don’t need to worry about anyone being exhausted by battling Paul?”

“There is that,” Dawn agreed. “It’s nice to have that sort of leeway.”

She threw another treat for Skarmory, then looked down at Ash’s Absol. “Any idea if Ash is going to win?”

“It doesn’t work like that,” Absol replied. “Partly because at least one person losing counts as a disaster for them, and partly because complacency is a thing.”

“So if Ash thinks he’s going to win then he’s less likely to try hard enough,” Dawn replied. “But that would mean that if Ash doesn’t think he’s got it in the bag then he’s more likely to win – which would mean, now you’ve told us that, that because he’s less confident he can be more confident?”

“This is usually the part where I stop thinking about something,” Piplup advised her. “Before long you tie yourself in a knot.”

Dexter beeped.

You have one thousand, seven hundred and forty-two new messages.

“Wait, what?” Ash asked, fumbling Dexter out of his pocket and opening him up. “Did I forget to check them for weeks?”

Of which one thousand, seven hundred and forty-one are fan mail, Dexter added. To which I am sending the standard reply. I just wanted to see how you’d react.

Ash sighed in relief. “I thought I checked them this morning, but…”

He shook his head. “Who’s the other one from?”

In reply, Dexter brought it up on the screen.

It was from Casey, who’d managed to get herself involved in some kind of trouble in Almia. She and her team had sorted it out again, but it had meant that they’d all been too late to take part in the Sinnoh League.

She also said her Zapdos was interested in some kind of battle with Ash.

“That might be interesting,” Pikachu said, tapping his cheeks. “After what happened at Volkner’s Gym I’m all for showing I’m still up there as Electric-types go.”

“Didn’t you already do that when you launched Raichu through the roof?” Lucario asked. “I actually like the sound of having a battle myself. I can see if I can work out electroredirection.”

“That’s not worked so far,” Pikachu pointed out

“Yes, but I was thinking of trying it against an easier target slash seeing if greater danger would unlock something, delete whichever is inappropriate.”

“We’d have to ask her to turn up at Crown City, right?” Ash said, thinking about their schedule. “Or she’d have to come to Unova.”

“Hey, Ash, what about if you get Noland and James to show up as well?” Dawn asked. “That way they’d have a Baccer team.”

“Are you allowed to fly with the ball in Baccer?” Ash frowned.

“I think you’re allowed to in soccer,” Brock mused. “That’s why they call one of the positions the wing.”

Pikachu raised a paw. “Is that a terrible pun or just the truth?”

“Don’t ask me, that’s not one of my sports,” Lucario shrugged.

Searching back through the origin of the words, there’s a linguistic connection, Dexter told them. A wing was any fast moving group, and a group on the sidelines or flanks was a fast moving group – so it got called a wing.

“Great, so now it’s not interesting any more,” Pikachu lamented.

“I think finding it out can be interesting,” Brock said. “That just depends how you view entomology.”

I think you mean etymology, Dexter corrected. Entomology is the study of Bug-types.

“I thought that was etiology,” Geodude said. “Or, eh, theology.”

That second one is just the study of Ash’s team at this point. The first one is about how things came to be.

“So just the study of Ash’s team at this point,” Lucario summarized.

“And Molly’s Eevee, don’t forget her,” Ash pointed out. “Speaking of which, Molly’s made it to the last eight as well.”

Correct, Dexter agreed. The way the matches have broken down, you will battle her in the semi-finals.

“That’s just another reason to beat Paul, then!” Ash decided.

“You’d think that ‘wanting to win the League’ would be a good enough reason,” Lucario chuckled.


AN:


And I’m moving on to the Sinnoh Conference.

Ash does have kind of a tricky problem here.
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“You ever feel like you’ve done something before?” Pikachu asked.

Lucario gave him a look.

“Not like that,” Pikachu added.

“I’m just saying, if you want to discuss the concept of Deja Vu then you’re talking to the wrong Pokémon… I actually didn’t relive much of anything, my two lives are quite distinct.”

“Well, I wasn’t talking to you,” Pikachu said. “I was talking to Ash.”

“And he’s going to say, yes, he does feel like he’s done something before,” Lucario pointed out. “On account of how he’s done just about everything twice. Sometimes more than twice.”

“I meant specifically this battle with Paul!” Pikachu rattled off, very quickly.

“Well, kind of, yeah,” Ash agreed. “That had something to do with the team I picked, actually.”

“That’s probably it,” Pikachu decided.

Ash chuckled, then looked across the arena at Paul.

“Please select your first Pokémon!” the referee requested, from inside his personal section of the crowd-protection shield.

Ash unclipped a Pokéball from his belt, shifting it around slightly so he was ready to throw it.

“And… begin!” the referee instructed.

Ash threw his Pokéball, and opposite from him Paul did the same.

The first to emerge was Ash’s Torterra, the big Grass-and-Ground-type emerging from his Pokéball in a flash of white light before thumping to the grass.

And opposite from him Paul’s Torterra did the same.

“Well, this is awkward,” Ash’s Grass-type said.

“Really?” the other Torterra replied. “How?”

“…ever had a moment when you realized you’d internalized human culture too much?” Torterra asked. “I felt like I’d turned up at a party wearing the same outfit as someone else, then I remembered too late that normally I’m the one hosting the party. And that I’m a Pokémon.”

“Stone Edge,” Paul instructed.

His Torterra stamped a foot, sending up a circle of megaliths, then launched three of them at Ash’s Torterra.

“You know what to do!” Ash called, and his Torterra used Iron Head. The rock that was the closest to head-on smashed to pieces on his head, and the other two were deflected away by his tough shell.

Focusing, Torterra used Energy Ball. The globe of green light formed, ready to fire, and Paul ordered his Torterra to be ready to do the same Iron Head move to absorb the impact – then Torterra ate the Energy Ball instead.

Just so Torterra didn’t feel left out, though, Torterra began showering Torterra with Razor Leaf attacks. Torterra rumbled to the side, then Paul shouted an instruction and Torterra used Earthquake.


“Something wrong?” Karen asked.

Misty shrugged. “Oh, just thinking about how hard this battle would be to describe.”


Ash’s Torterra’s head tracked across, focusing closely on his opponent. A Razor Leaf attack barrage kept firing out from his tree, hitting Paul’s Torterra a series of glancing blows that weren’t very destructive by themselves but which did mean that Paul’s Pokémon couldn’t just keep up a shield of Stone Edge without much effort.

“Now!” Ash called suddenly. “Wood Hammer!”

Torterra had to use Rock Climb, first, to get the traction required to let him suddenly accelerate from a standing start without wrecking the ground he was standing on. He still tore up a big chunk of ground, sending lumps of sod flying out behind him, and then once he was up to speed his shell and forehead began to glow green.

“Match him!” Paul ordered, so his Torterra began to pick up speed as well. The two big, bulky Pokémon charged towards one another, heading for a collision, and then-

“Stone Edge!” Paul amended.

Paul’s Torterra dug in his clawed feet, throwing up a ridge of torn turf as he slowed down, and there was a flash of greyish-brown light as he used Stone Edge to throw up a bulwark in the way of Ash’s Torterra.

“To the side!” Ash ordered, and his Torterra dug in his right foreleg – but not his left one. The sudden change in forces acting on him meant Torterra was wrenched around to the side, and he alternately dug in and pulled out his legs to wrestle for control as he went sliding rapidly past on Paul’s Torterra’s right flank.

Since Paul’s Torterra had expected his opponent to go ramming into an unexpected stone wall at high speed, he wasn’t at all prepared for when the opponent in question instead blitzed past him and spat an Energy Ball into his side. The explosion wasn’t as big as it would have been if Ash’s Torterra had been planning it from the beginning, but it was still a powerful blow, and Paul’s Torterra snorted before turning to face Ash’s Pokémon.

“New plan,” Paul called, as Ash’s Torterra ate another Energy Ball to power himself up. “Earthquake.”

The ground shook and rumbled as Torterra used Earthquake for a second time, which made Ash’s Torterra stumble a bit on the torn terrain from his long skid-to-a-halt. Then Ash’s Pokémon retaliated with an Energy Ball, this one aimed precisely to hit just at the base of Paul’s Torterra’s neck.

Paul’s Torterra raised up ramparts of Stone Edge to protect himself, and Ash’s Torterra opened fire with a barrage of Razor Leaf attacks.


“Interesting,” Cynthia said, pulling some pocky out of a box without looking. “It’s sort of like stalemate.”

“I see,” her Lucario agreed. “Because we’ve seen this sequence of moves before.”

“Yes, and that tells me that neither of them has a better solution to it,” Cynthia clarified, then looked down at the box. “This is a chocolate box. Why is there toffee in it?”

“That was me,” Lucario said. “You couldn’t decide between picking toffee and strawberry, toffee and chocolate, or strawberry and chocolate. So I put all three in one box.”

He pointed at the battle. “And you say it’s sort of like stalemate, not actually stalemate, because…”

“…because I know what Ash is like by this point,” Cynthia explained. “And most of his Pokémon. He’s got-”

She was interrupted by a terrific bang, as both Pokémon used Frenzy Plant at almost exactly the same moment. The underground waves of roots collided with one another about halfway between Torterra and Torterra, erupting from the ground into a half-dozen thick woody trunks crashing against one another, and Ash’s Torterra burst into motion – running up the side with a crash-crash-crash that sent shockwaves throughout the tree and demolished it behind him.

Reaching the highest point he could before the tree gave way, Ash’s Torterra jumped into clear air, and used Withdraw followed immediately by Heavy Slam – bringing him back to land on top of Paul’s Torterra with a crash.

“…something in mind,” Cynthia finished, as Ash’s Torterra got off Paul’s. “There, see?”

Paul’s Grass-type had been driven into the ground far enough that his carapace was level with the rest of the grass, and after a few seconds the referee decided that that was an elimination.


“The arena’s going to be a mess after this one,” Ash said, as Paul recalled his Torterra and contemplated which Pokémon to send out next. “Well, it already kind of is.”

The Frenzy Plant tree creaked, then slowly crashed to the ground.

“And now it’s worse,” Lucario noted.

Paul sending out his next Pokémon drew their attention, and his Aggron appeared with both feet firmly planted on the ground.

“I wonder what he’s thinking,” Pikachu said. “That seems more like something you would do, Ash.”

“Send out an Aggron?” Ash checked, as Torterra watched Aggron carefully. “I don’t have an Aggron. Max has Ferris, but-”

“No, I mean send out a Pokémon with a type disadvantage,” Pikachu explained.

“That is a good point,” Lucario contributed. “I see why you keep him around, Ash.”

“Hey!” Pikachu protested.


Aggron suddenly burst into motion, but instead of heading straight at Torterra he lumbered into a run for the cover presented by the collapsed pile of torn roots. Torterra fired an already-prepared Energy Ball attack at him, and the green attack whipped straight into Aggron’s shoulder – producing a snap and cloud of smoke, but not knocking Aggron over, and without delay Aggron got behind his new defences.

Torterra used Earthquake, which made the whole arena shake a little, but Aggron had clambered a little way up onto the roots and so the force of the shaking got dissipated.

“Watch out, Torterra, he’s going to be trying something,” Ash called. “Be ready to attack when he does.”

Torterra nodded, charging another Energy Ball and swallowing it, and after some thought the Grass-type raised his head up to maximum elevation and began to spit out Seed Bombs. They went flying up into the air at a steep angle, over the pile of wood, and exploded on impact on the far side.

“Superpower,” Paul ordered.

Aggron slid back down to ground level with a splintering crash, and picked one of the larger and more bulky roots. Wrapping both arms around it, the Steel-type lifted it bodily, then shifted a little so it would cover as much of his body as possible.

“Now, charge!” Paul added, and Aggron did.

Torterra fired his Energy Ball as soon as Aggron came into view, but the attack just smashed a chunk of woodchips out of the root shield.

“Earth Power!” Ash called, unnecessarily, because Torterra was already using Earth Power. The line of orange power snaked out across the ground to where Aggron was charging and made contact with a flash, staggering Aggron, and Torterra took the opportunity to turn around – ready to sprint away, avoiding whatever the reason was that Aggron was charging closer to him.

There was a whoosh sound as Aggron hit the root chunk with a Fire Punch, and then the Rock-type wound up and threw it at Torterra.

“Look out!” Ash called.

“Fire Blast!” Paul ordered, at about the same time.

Aggron’s Fire Blast hit the already-flaming bundle of plant matter at about the same time that Torterra had slid around again to see what was happening. It exploded into a cloud of thousands of burning fragments, dousing Torterra in flame, and Ash’s Pokémon quickly used Withdraw to protect himself from the worst of it.

Aggron didn’t stop moving, and before Torterra had properly opened up again to see what was coming he got hit with a Fire Punch to the jaw. Aggron followed that up with a tail swipe, then another Fire Blast, and Torterra managed to get off one more Earthquake before the barrage of attacks knocked him out.


Ash withdrew Torterra and then switched straight to the second Pokémon he’d planned on using – it seemed like a good choice and he didn’t see why he should change it – and Staraptor emerged in a flare of light before sweeping up into the upper reaches of the stadium.

Aggron promptly launched a Fire Blast at him, and Staraptor rolled easily away from the attack. “Don’t even try, you’re just emberassing yourself.”

He waited for a few seconds, then clicked his beak. “It’s a lot less fun when nobody’s listening.”

That said, he folded in one wing and rolled into a dive.

Aggron used another Fire Blast, this time trying to explode while Staraptor was going past and knock him off course. It was a clever plan, but as far as Staraptor was concerned the one flaw in it was that it relied on him dodging the explosion.

Instead he just crossed his wings, slashed, and went flashing through the weaker part of the fireball in the middle of the X-shaped slashes he’d cut through it.

Now right down near the ground again, feathers trailing a faint cloud of smoke, Staraptor twisted and hit Aggron talons-first. They made a screeching noise as they glanced off the rock-and-steel hide of his opponent, but more importantly they let Staraptor shed most of his speed – and he brought both wings in for a Close Combat attack, hitting Aggron hard enough to produce a clang that echoed around the arena.

“Thunderpunch!” Paul called. Aggron swiped out, but Staraptor’s right wing flared and he elegantly avoided the attack by backflipping into the air and over Aggron’s head. That put him behind the Rock-type, and he hammered another pair of Close Combat wing-strikes in while avoiding Aggron’s tail.

“Thunderpunch yourself!” Paul amended, and a second later Aggron fizzled and crackled with electricity flowing over him.

Staraptor had no time for any of that nonsense, and spun a brief Tailwind out of nowhere in particular to fly clear until the electricity subsided. Then he inverted the tailwind, pulling himself right back to where he’d been at the start, and did a literally flying kick to Aggron’s cheek which uppercut him six feet through the air to land on his side.

“And that,” he said, as the referee declared Aggron to be out of the battle, “is taking a staraptoring role.”


“Staraptor, come on back!” Ash called.

“Well, if I have to,” Staraptor called back. “But I want you to know I’m both disappointed and satisfied. I’m satisfointed.”

“I don’t think that makes even logical sense,” Lucario said.

“When has that ever stopped any of us?” Staraptor replied, then vanished into his Pokéball.


Ash sent out his next Pokémon – Gliscor – and Paul countered with his Cranidos, who stretched her neck and arched her tail before looking up at the Ground-type orbiting overhead.

“Smack Down,” Paul instructed.

Cranidos promptly stomped on the ground, compacting part of the earth with a pulse of pressure into a rock, then flipped it up on one foot. Gliscor, however – being in possession of ears – had heard the order, and closed her wings before flaring them out again with a burst of sand that followed her and made it a little harder to keep track of her.

Her tail waved from side to side as she considered her best move, then she increased the density of her sand cloud just as Cranidos flipped the rock up into the air and smacked it skywards with her tail.

There was a boof sound as the Smack Down attack struck Gliscor’s sand cloud, punching almost all the way through the shield it formed before running out of momentum and dropping back to the ground.

Pleased with the results, Gliscor dropped lower. Her tail waved out behind her like a banner, glowing faintly with a deep dark blue, and she banked around to the edge of the arena.

The whirl of her sandshield picked up some of the disrupted earth and soil from the torn ground, along with some particles of ash from the parts of the Frenzy Plant root that had caught fire, and Gliscor wove them all into her defensive layer as she picked up speed for her attack run.

“I still think it’s cool that I do Counter Shield stuff,” she said, mostly for an audience of herself.


“Charge the cloud,” Paul ordered.

Cranidos broke into a sprint, tearing up the ground with the suddenness of her acceleration, and her head lowered for a massive Head Smash attack.

“Pull up!” Ash ordered quickly, closing one eye so he could see where Gliscor was in the enveloping cloud of sand and debris.

Gliscor pulled up on his orders, rolling over and rising to near the top of the opaque section of her sandcloud. Cranidos charged through the sand without slowing, the air displaced by her charge blowing huge drifts of sand out of Gliscor’s control, and Ash’s Ground-type smacked Cranidos on the back as she ran with an Aqua Tail attack.

It was beautiful, in a way, with Gliscor suddenly visible from inside the disrupted sandcloud, and Ash’s Flying-type rolled back upright before swooping around to the side as Cranidos rolled and skidded along the ground.

It took her almost the whole width of the arena to recover her footing and slide to a halt before she whirled to face Gliscor again, and she built up speed with long bounding strides as Gliscor sensibly rose into the air to avoid getting headbutted.

“Stone Edge,” Paul added.

If you’d asked Ash, he would have said he was expecting Cranidos to launch a rock at Gliscor. Instead, however, Cranidos summoned a large Stone Edge rock underneath her as she ran – forcing it to rise out of the ground with enough force to catapult her into the air, launching her at Gliscor and prompting Gliscor to yelp and block with a sudden burst of sand.

That meant Cranidos ran straight into an instant sandstone wall in mid-air, but she simply smashed right through it and cannoned into Gliscor regardless. The shield dampened some of the impact, but Gliscor still went tumbling off across half the arena before managing to stabilize and pull up before impact.

For her part, Cranidos didn’t come off unscathed, and landed with a wham on the ground that buried her up to mid-thigh. She pulled herself clear, but the delay had given Gliscor time to rebuild her sand shield and it was no longer clear where she was within it.

“Head Smash again,” Paul ordered. “And be ready this time.”

Cranidos nodded, spun around on her heel, and charged.


Gliscor pulled in more sand, amplifying her defensive cloud, and charged up her tail – thinking hard about what she was going to do.

Cranidos had to know that she’d dodged just too high to hit, so the Rock-type would be jumping. But Gliscor couldn’t rely on that and just go low, so she’d have to dodge higher than Cranidos could reasonably reach.

She broadened out her cloud as well, deciding she should do an upwards dodge and then a dip downwards to catch Cranidos with her Aqua Tail, and then she had to make her decision-

“Look out!” Ash called.

Gliscor pulled up, and much to her surprise found an iron-hard rock head coming in the other direction.

She didn’t have long to be surprised about it.


“Ouch,” Lucario said, as Gliscor bounced off the shield protecting the audience.

Paul’s Rampardos tracked the Ground-type as she spun through the air, then Ash recalled her before she hit the ground and Rampardos turned to look at Ash directly.

Her head tilted a little, and she crooked a finger in an unmistakeable ‘come on’ gesture.

“Does that mean she wants to fight me next?” Lucario asked.

“Could be me,” Pikachu pointed out. “Or Ash, I think she knows Ash can fight.”

“Or it could just be that she’s ready for the next battle,” Ash said, looking at the Pokéballs he had left.

“Well, yeah, if you’re boring…”

“I don’t think sending out Staraptor again is a good idea, she’s got a good way to handle Flying-types,” Ash mused. “So… Gabite!”


“Hi!” Gabite said brightly, then waved at the audience. There was a little ripple of laughter, and Gabite turned his attention back to Rampardos.

“You’re one of those Pokémon who used to be a fossil, right?” he asked. “I’ve sometimes wondered. What do arenas like this seem like to someone like you?”

Rampardos looked slightly confused.

“Shouldn’t the violence have started by now?” she asked.

“I like to get to know Pokémon before I battle them sometimes,” Gabite explained. “Trying afterward doesn’t work very well, they tend to have been exploded a few times.”

“No need to keep hiding it,” Paul instructed.

“Hiding what?” Gabite asked.

By way of explanation, Rampardos jumped in the air.

When she landed, there was a whoosh, and a cresting wave of ice rolled out from her landing point and surged towards Gabite.


Paul watched closely, trying to see if Rampardos’ Avalanche attack had hit.

It was hard to tell because the attack itself obscured his view for a second or two, and when it was gone so was Gabite.

“Did he dodge?” he asked, and Rampardos nodded shortly. “Then Earthquake.”

Rampardos jumped in the air again, this time landing with a ground-shaking impact instead of a burst of ice, and Gabite sprang out of the ground like a Water-type emerging from the sea just before the shaking started.

He said something which Paul didn’t understand, then fired a Mud Shot attack. Rampardos bent, taking the attack on her armoured head, then slammed down her foot for another Avalanche – this one larger and stronger, with the wave of ice almost twice as high and moving faster as well.

Gabite jumped, this time, evading the attack that way, and Ash called out to tell him to smash through the ice instead of dodge it.

Paul filed that away, thinking about how he could have Rampardos exploit it.

The difficult thing was that there were at least three different ways Gabite could react to each wave of ice. He could jump, or dig underground, or just smash his way through – and there were things that Rampardos could do for all three of them, but they weren’t the same thing.

It made it into a tactical puzzle.


Gabite shot a Draco Meteor into the air, then saw a wave of ice coming his way.

“Whoa!” he yelped, springing backwards automatically, and while that didn’t get him out of the way of the attack it did give him a bit more time to think.

He spat out a Fire Blast, blowing a hole in the Avalanche, and behind it was a second Avalanche wave – one which he hadn’t seen because of the first one, and while neither of them were as strong as the one he’d jumped over that still meant he had to quickly shoot another Fire Blast to avoid being run over by a wall of ice.

Sliding into the gap between the rings, Gabite took a few steps to get up speed and then dove at the ground. Rampardos immediately responded by jumping up for an Earthquake, but Gabite hadn’t been intending to use Dig at all – instead he rolled, slamming his tail into the ground for an Earthquake of his own, then hit Rampardos with a Bulldoze as he went past.

Behind him his Draco Meteor landed on top of Rampardos, blowing a small crater out around the Rock-type and engulfing her in smoke, and Gabite turned to see whether he needed to attack her again.

As it turned out, he did. Which Gabite mostly found out when she charged out of the smoke with her head lowered, aiming a Head Smash straight for him.

Raising both arms, he blocked with a Cross Chop, and the impact hit him like he assumed it felt like when you were hit by a train. His feet and tail dug long furrows in the ground as they absorbed the force, almost making him fall over backwards, and when he finally stopped he was most of the way back to the arena wall.

Also, Rampardos seemed shorter.

“Hey!” Lucario called. “You evolved! Just letting you know!”

“That makes sense,” Garchomp realized.

He contemplated his claws for a moment, then spotted that Rampardos had been slowly and stealthily raising her foot. She brought it down as soon as he noticed, firing off an Avalanche, and he jumped clear and flew to the other side of the arena.

It was as much of a surprise for him as for anyone, and he hadn’t got the hang of steering yet so he crashed into the wall with a wham.


“Ouch,” Ash said faintly, then cupped his hands. “Garchomp, are you okay?”

Garchomp gave him a thumbs-up, then peeled himself out of the small cracked crater he’d left in the wall.

“I don’t think I have the hang of flying yet,” he reported.

“That’s fine, we can work on it later,” Ash told him. “Look out!”

Rampardos was charging across the arena with her head lowered for another Head Smash, and the newly-evolved Garchomp blurred to the side – avoiding the attack – which prompted Rampardos to change course and Earthquake instead.

“Stack some Draco Meteors,” Ash suggested, and Garchomp launched one of his orange meteors into the sky. Then he had to turn and block, both his blades crossed together as he used Cross Chop against Rampardos’ Head Smash, and this time they both went skidding backwards from the force of the collision.

High overhead the Draco Meteor attack exploded, going from one glowing orange rock to dozens. Rampardos tilted her head to the side for a moment as she halted, getting a better view of what was happening, then lowered her head and charged at Garchomp again.

This time, though, each of her footsteps produced a rippling wave of ice. Each one wasn’t as strong as her earlier Avalanches, but they came so frequently that they stacked up on one another as she ran – forming not a single breaking wave but more like a high, long tsunami or flood.

Garchomp finally had the time to fire a second Draco Meteor, this one much less forcefully, and it exploded almost immediately to form a second meteor shower that came raining down on top of Rampardos at about the same time as the first ones arrived.

The Rock-type vanished inside the blaze of explosions, and Garchomp dove underground just before the successive waves of ice arrived.


Garchomp stayed underground for several seconds, until the ground stopped shaking, then surged back up to break the surface and look around.

“Back down again!” Ash called, as soon as he emerged, and that was so surprising to Garchomp that he didn’t immediately react.

That meant that when Rampardos arrived head-first he was in the worst possible place to be, which was to say underneath.


“Ouch,” Pikachu winced. “Rampardos has given us a bit of a beating, hasn’t she?”

“Is this the team we?” Lucario asked.

“Essentially,” Pikachu agreed, as Ash recalled the unconscious Garchomp and the similarly-out-of-it Rampardos vanished back into her own Pokéball.

“I think it’s kind of a good sign,” Ash volunteered. “That jump Rampardos did was the second time he had her use Stone Edge as a boost. It really makes her a more versatile Pokémon.”

He looked at Garchomp’s Pokéball. “I think Garchomp does need to add some options though. Or just learn to fly properly?”


Back at the Oak Ranch, Mawile waved some table-tennis bats to the left.

As she was doing that, though, she paused and frowned.

“Is something up?” Houndoom asked.

He looked into the sky. “Well… apart from Ivysaur, anyway.”

“Which way should I be going?” Ivysaur called down, his leaves whirring around like helicopter blades and his body slowly rotating in the opposite direction. “I’m getting a bit dizzy…”

“Oh!” Mawile said. “Go right, and then use your vine to grab onto that fence!”

She turned to Houndoom, and gave a sort of awkward shrug. “I just felt like someone needed my help?”

“Are you sure it wasn’t me?” Ivysaur called, then lashed out with his vine. It caught the fence, but the recoil made the Grass-type wobble so he was suddenly not upright but nearly over on his side.

Sceptile jumped up and caught him before he accidentally slammed into the ground.

“Thank you,” Ivysaur mumbled. “I think this needs work.”

“I think it needs a stabilizer, or another propeller,” Houndoom suggested. “Whenever a helicopter loses a tail in a film it always spins dramatically out of control and crashes.”

He tapped the ground with a paw. “Then explodes. In fact usually it crashes and explodes even if it’s not lost the tail.”

“Maybe…” Mawile frowned. “Ivysaur, can you make half your leaves rotate in the other direction?”

“If I’m going to try that, I’d like it to be later, please,” Ivysaur requested. “Right now I feel like a stiff drink.”

“A what?” Sceptile asked.

“An ice lolly,” Ivysaur clarified.


“I choose… you!” Ash decided, throwing his next Pokéball – one of only two available Pokémon he hadn’t used yet – and Infernape emerged onto the field with a flash.

Opposite him, Paul’s fourth Pokémon appeared in a flash of his own, revealing that he’d chosen to send out his Electivire.

“I know it’s sort of expected, what with the Pokémon I’m using,” Ash said. “But this feels familiar.”


“This feels familiar,” Infernape said, layering his fingers together and pushing his hands out until they cracked. “All right?”

Electivire gave him an unimpressed look.

“Fair enough,” Infernape shrugged. “Let’s see how this works out, then.”

“Thunder!” Paul called, and electrical power flowed up to Electivire’s antennae. They sparked once, then unleashed a torrent of electrical energy towards Infernape, and Infernape’s arms lit up with orange fire as he cross-blocked.

The energy flowed over his flame, unable to find purchase, and Infernape uncrossed his arms with a decisive movement that sent the deflected Thunder chasing across the ground behind and beside him.

Pausing for only a moment, he broke into a run. Flames blazed up around his feet, lending emphasis to his movements, and the Fire-type slammed a flaming Mach Punch into Electivire’s forehead with an impact that sent out a circle of flame-touched recoil.

Electivire countered by using Discharge, sending out a wave of sizzling electricity, and Infernape backflipped away. Halfway through the flip he kicked out with both feet in Electivire’s direction, launching a wave of hot air at his former teammate, and used the flame to shield himself and the recoil to launch himself further away.

He put a hand down to touch the ground, then landed sprawled out with both hands and feet to support him before rising slowly.

“Giga Impact,” Paul instructed.

Electivire burst forwards, and Infernape immediately sprang into the air. Flames curled in his palms and he thrust them both out, sending a wave of flame down towards his opponent, and Electivire took the Flamethrower stoically before skidding to a halt.

The energy of the aborted Giga Impact still roiled around him, and as Infernape landed Electivire stuck out an arm and channelled a Thunder attack down it.

“Behind!” Ash called, and Infernape whirled. He Fire Punched the attack as it reached him, producing an explosion of light and flame as he cancelled out Electivire’s Thunder – though some of it still got through, arcing over his bracers and earthing into his fur.

Infernape let out a shout as he drove away the last of the Thunder attack with a whump from the ignition of his Blaze, then dove away from the second volley and vanished smoothly underground.


Paul considered the situation, then gave his next order.

“Reflect,” he decided. “Below you as well.”

A screen of energy appeared, and Electivire stepped on top of it. He followed up with a Light Screen as well, creating a complete shield around himself so that – while immobile – he couldn’t be attacked by surprise.

“Blaze Blast Burn!” Ash called.

Paul blinked. “What?”

The arena exploded.

It wasn’t a simple above-ground explosion. It began as a camouflet explosion, an underground detonation where some of the force jetted out through Infernape’s entry tunnel but most of it went into the ground around the hidden Fire-type.

The ground cracked and split under the strain, sending plumes of flame arcing up through the cracks, then they joined up into a continuous ring of fire a few metres inside the arena wall which emitted a surge of flaming ash and fused earth and pyrotechnic smoke.

The whole middle section heaved up and then collapsed, Electivire along with it, and for several seconds there was just the clouds of dust to hide what had happened.

A flicker of firelight shone through the fog, and a wind sprang up. It intensified quickly, spiralling upwards and pulling the smoke and dust with it, and as the air cleared it revealed Infernape standing on the distorted terrain – flames in Blaze mode, but looking calm.

Electivire, meanwhile, was half-buried upside down in torn earth and mud.

Paul decided his Electric-type was probably unable to battle, and called him back.


“Was that one of those ones you practiced before?” Pikachu asked, as Ash recalled Infernape for a rest. “Because I think I would have remembered that one.”

“He’d picked up Blast Burn,” Ash answered. “Using it for an underground explosion was more something I got reminded of by remembering this battle last time around, and… well, yeah.”

“I hope we don’t have to clean this up,” Lucario said, noticing that the retaining walls were absolutely plastered – the only thing that had stopped them getting plastered as well was that the audience shield included both trainers.

“A Diglett should sort it out,” Pikachu waved. “Who’s going out next?”


Paul considered the Pokémon he had left, then decided that if Ash had just called Infernape back this might be the best time to use his Ice-type.

Holding up her Pokéball, he sent out Froslass with a flash – just as Ash sent out his own next Pokémon, the return of Staraptor from before.

“Interesting,” Paul said. “Blizzard!”


Staraptor swept his wings sharply forwards, producing a powerful gust of wind, and that crashed into the Blizzard attack and weakened it a little. It also pushed Staraptor backwards, though, and he flipped in mid-air to get out of the range basket of the attack before half-folding his wings for speed.

Swooping down low – much lower than Froslass, almost to where the grass had been back at the start of the battle – Staraptor got closer, then swept up to attack with Close Combat.

It was at that point, before actually reaching Froslass but too late to change his mind, that he remembered Froslass was a Ghost-type.

“Whoops,” he said, then passed right through her.

She used Ice Shard as he was passing through, peppering him with icy fragments, and though Staraptor’s wings lashed out at the shards and smashed as many of them as possible to pieces he still ended up taking several substantial hits.

“She’s a Ghost type!” Ash called.

“I’m aware of that now, thanks,” Staraptor replied, doing an aileron roll before twisting himself in mid-air so he was facing Froslass. “Hmm…”

“Whirlwind shield,” Ash added. “That should keep you safe from any more blizzards.”

Staraptor complied because he couldn’t think of anything better, beating his wings in place several times to whip up a whirling ball of contra-rotating wind around himself. Froslass threw another Ice Shard attack at him, which almost made it through, and Staraptor strengthened the shield a bit more just to be sure.

“Well, that’s defence,” he said. “Seems unsatisfying.”

“Sometimes you need to defend,” Pikachu pointed out.

“I’m a very offensively minded Pokémon,” Staraptor called.

“We noticed!” Pikachu countered. “-look out!”

Returning his attention to Froslass, Staraptor noticed that she had a ball of Ice Beam forming in her hands.

“Ha!” he announced, flying straight at her, then raised a wing to block just as she launched the attack. His wing shimmered with a silversteel light, reflecting the Ice Beam in all directions, and he carried on through to fly straight into her again.

This time the Steel Wing meant he actually made contact, knocking Froslass backwards through the air, and the burly Flying-type capitalized on his advantage by cuffing her with his right wing before landing a haymaker with his left.


“Okay, so punching a bird is one thing,” Marshtomp said. “But how do you handle a bird that punches you?”

“That’s a very good question,” Brock admitted. “It’s not the sort of thing you normally have to consider.”


“Hail, then Aurora Veil,” Paul ordered, and Staraptor scowled in annoyance as his next punch encountered a shield of shimmering multicoloured light instead of hitting his Ice-typed target.

The pelting hail didn’t help very much, either, as little bits of ice bounced off Staraptor’s wings, and he broke off his attacks to fly straight up and then off to the side.

Froslass shot an Ice Beam at him, largely to keep him occupied, and he interposed his Steel Wing to fend the attack off. This time though the beam was much less focused, more of an area attack than a precision one, and Staraptor’s wing couldn’t fully protect him – and, worse, it just kept going and going, so Staraptor couldn’t keep up his shielding indefinitely. He did still need to actually fly, and holding his wing as a shield prevented that – so he stopped shielding and flew in, aiming to knock Froslass out of the sky in one go rather than be tired out.

The Ice-type retaliated by making an odd gesture with her free arm, and her Aurora Veil suddenly froze into hundreds of ice shards. Then they sprayed outwards, all at once, and curved around to hit the incoming Staraptor with a continuous bombardment that drove him relentlessly towards the floor.

“Ow,” he said, succinctly, then crashed into the ground.


“Are you all right?” Ash called.

“I’m perfectly fine, thank you, Satoshi,” Staraptor replied distinctly. “Or I would be if someone hadn’t put that planet there. It’s Terra tactics, that’s what it is.”

“…yeah, I’m going to switch you out,” Ash decided, recalling Staraptor. “So… Buizel, go!”

The Water-type emerged from his Pokéball only ten feet in front of Ash and immediately used Aqua Jet, blasting off into the sky with a spray of water in all directions and leaving a puddle of mud on the ground.

“Really?” Pikachu asked.

“He is good at airborne combat,” Lucario pointed out.

No sooner had he said that than Buizel rolled, shooting out a volley of four Water Pulse missiles. They froze into ice as they reached Froslass’ re-established Aurora Veil, but they were still fast-moving projectiles and two of them caught her a glancing blow.

“Drilling attacks!” Ash called up. “Speed and force!”

Froslass was already firing Ice Beam attacks at Buizel, but the Water-type was moving fast enough that she couldn’t hold her attack on him for more than a moment at a time. It was causing some of the water aura that cloaked him to freeze, but he was already producing enough new water that he could just dump any that froze and replace it in moments – or use it when he fired off drilling water missiles at Froslass, adding a little Ice Beam of his own to freeze and harden the tip.

One of them got hit by an Ice attack from Froslass, and promptly exploded; the next got through and hit, annoying Froslass and prompting her to glance at Paul for advice.

“Shadow Ball!” Paul prompted.

Four Shadow Ball attacks flew out of Froslass’ sleeves, zipping towards Buizel, and the Water-type turned sharply before accelerating directly upwards. All four Ghost attacks followed, and Ash shaded his eyes to look more closely.

“Double team!” he said, suddenly, and Buizel rolled once and spawned two duplicates. They swerved off in different directions, but all four Shadow Balls followed the original Buizel – he momentarily turned off his Aqua Jet, flipped in midair, and started it up again in a dive back down towards the floor before firing out a Water Pulse at Froslass (just to keep her busy) and skimming less than a foot from the nearest Shadow Ball as it came up and he went down.

“Okay, bust them with Bubblebeam!” Ash added. “You can’t trick them, she’s not controlling them directly.”

He turned to Lucario. “It’s kind of weird when you give an order you hope your Pokémon will think about well enough to disobey it.”

“…ah,” Lucario realized.


Buizel flipped over on his back, cutting his Aqua Jet again to give himself a more stable firing platform, and shot out a series of short bursts of Bubblebeam.

The first two volleys went wide, then the third hit home – smashing one of the Shadow Ball attacks into a cloud of greyish-purple mist.

Glancing down, Buizel saw that Froslass was rapidly getting closer. She had a Blizzard gathering in her grasp as well, ready to fling it up at him, so Buizel twisted himself around with a supple gesture so he was facing right towards her.

He used Aqua Jet and then Scald, the second one coming just a moment after the first, and Froslass turned her charging Blizzard into a shield to avoid being hit by the spray of hot water. It hissed violently as the boiling water hit the freezing ice, misting up the whole area, and Buizel plunged right through within feet of Froslass.

Behind him, the three remaining Shadow Ball attacks hit Froslass one after another.

Turning so he was facing directly up, now, Buizel amplified the force of his Aqua Jet to maximum. The semi-diffuse jet of water slammed into what was theoretically supposed to have been some quite nice turf before the battle started, tearing big clumps out of it, and Buizel slowed to a halt a few inches above the ground before blurring back upwards.

Hit hard but still in the fight, Froslass formed a sphere of ice and shattered it into Ice Shards. They all spread out before homing in on the fast-moving Buizel, and he threw another Scald at them – only breaking a few of them, but also creating a second wave of mist before the first one had really faded away.

“Ice Beam,” Paul instructed. “Hold one of the shards until it hits.”

Froslass complied as best she could, an Ice Beam shooting out of her sleeve and connecting with one of the icy projectiles to keep it cool and intact for as long as possible. It wasn’t one of the ones right in front of the attack swarm, so it didn’t get hit by Buizel’s next Scald, but after that it was right in front.

Presumably, anyway. It was hard to tell through the fog.


Froslass ended her Ice Beam now she was no longer sure what was going on, and drifted sideways as she listened.

She could hear crashing sounds and explosions of steam, and even sort of see them when they made the mist ripple and take on an extra puff of white, but the watery ripple-shriek of Aqua Jet was her only clue as to where Buizel was and it wasn’t nearly enough to let her aim.

And she wasn’t using Shadow Ball again, not after last time.

Frowning, she used Hail in the hopes the weather would clear away the fog. It did work a little, and the pelting snow helped her to feel secure, but she still had no idea where Buizel was.

“Weather Ball,” Paul told her, and she flourished her sleeves before duly using Weather Ball. Ice rushed together into a globe, along with the mist, and as it drained away she looked around for where Buizel could be so she’d know where to actually throw it.

The Water-type turned out to be diving towards her, a rock held in all four paws, and as soon as she spotted him Buizel let it go in a screaming high-speed bombing run. Froslass tried to redirect her Weather Ball to protect herself, but missed – and straight on the heels of the rock attack came a blur of physical blows one after another as Buizel used Pursuit.

More than once.


“What’s the takeaway from that one?” Lucario asked.

“I’ve got a good one,” Pikachu suggested. “Teach Buizel the move Foresight.”

“That would help, yeah,” Ash agreed, as Buizel landed. He stumbled a little, then straightened up, but Ash glanced at Froslass – now clearly out of the fight – and recalled his Water-type.

“If I need you for the last battle, it’s better if you’re rested,” he said, and switched out for Infernape.

Paul sent out his own final Pokémon, his Ursaring, and Pikachu’s cheeks sparked slightly.

“I can’t send you out, you’d be number seven,” Ash pointed out.

“I know, I know,” Pikachu sighed. “Punch him a lot, Infernape.”

“No promises,” Infernape replied, rolling his shoulders a bit and testing his footing on the arena. “I probably will, though.”


“Bulk Up,” Paul ordered, as soon as the battle began.

Ursaring slammed his meaty paws together, a reddish glow flowing over him, and set his stance ready to attack or defend.

Infernape kicked off the actual fight by blurring forwards in a flash of flame, then halting all at once about twenty feet away from actually reaching his opponent and lashing out with a punch – a punch which was accompanied by a flash of flame, continuing forwards and hitting Ursaring on the chest.

Ursaring used Hyper Beam, and Infernape swept up his arm to block. The blocking move was accompanied by a flare of fire as well, one which attenuated the first rush of the Hyper Beam, and Infernape spun away to the side before darting in closer to deliver a Mach Punch.

Ursaring knocked him back with a Hammer Arm, and Infernape flipped neatly in the air to land on an angled bit of the ravaged terrain. It gave way slightly underneath him, but his tail handled the distortion, and Infernape was about to strike again when Ash raised his voice.

“Infernape, torch the ground!” he called, and Infernape shrugged briefly before springing into the air.

Flame gathered in his palms, orange and then blue, and he threw it downwards in a Heat Wave that formed a conical surge of heat and light.

All the exposed earth got baked, and Ursaring roared in annoyance. His fur caught fire, and as Infernape came down to land again Paul pointed.

“Earthquake,” he called.

The ground heaved, and Infernape staggered a little as the Guts-boosted attack hit.


“Stay mobile, don’t let him Earthquake you again,” Ash advised, not sure if Infernape could work that out anyway but deciding to make sure it was clear.

The Fire-type sprang back, hopping from one protrusion to the next – feet touching only briefly on the smoking terrain – and Ash kept most of his focus on Ursaring.

“That’s a Focus Blast!” he called, as quickly as possible, as Ursaring started preparing his next attack.

Infernape reacted by abruptly changing course, going from moving back to moving to the side, then punched down at the ground surface with a flash of blue fire and created an instant smokescreen that concealed his position.

Ursaring fired into the smoke, and Ash closed one eye so he could see if the attack was going to hit. It zipped past Infernape close enough to make him wince, hit the ground, and as it exploded Ash’s Fire-type darted forwards again.

His Blaze was starting to leak into what he was doing, now, still under control but more easily visible, and it emphasized his movements as he punched out at Ursaring with a Fire Punch and got countered by a Hammer Arm. The impact itself also produced a flare of fire that spread out, like it was making the shockwave visible, and when Ursaring’s other arm swiped out with a second Hammer Arm Infernape backflipped away and the attack only hit Infernape’s fiery aftertrail.

“I think I missed just how many different styles Infernape has learned,” Lucario said, interested.

“Didn’t you develop half of them with him?” Ash frowned.

“It’s not like I was keeping count.”

The fire around Infernape was blazing higher, now, like a pillar of blue flame shading to orange at the edges which accompanied and marked his position, and he moved in and through it like it wasn’t there at all – and it moved with him, extending his close-combat attacks and focusing in to make his Flamethrowers and Fire Spins and Heat Waves hotter and more powerful.

Ursaring roared and charged, getting in close and ignoring the bonfire aura to lash out with his claws – which Infernape blocked in some cases and dodged in others, before taking a haymaker blow to his chest which knocked him halfway across the battlefield.

Landing on his hands and flipping to skid to a halt on his feet, Infernape slowly rose out of his crouch before clenching a fist.

“Giga Impact!” Paul called.

Ash didn’t even have to tell Infernape to use Flare Blitz. The Fire-type broke into a run without prompting, all the fire around him condensing right back down into an incandescent display which matched and exceeded the purple-and-yellow power going over Ursaring’s fur, and when the two of them hit the ground jumped slightly and the whole arena was filled with a rush of swirling flame.


“It’s kind of fortunate that we don’t need to worry about keeping the battlefield in one piece, isn’t it?” Flint asked.

He sipped at a drink. “Pretty good Infernape, though.”

“Indeed,” Lucian agreed.

“I’m mostly glad for the Pokémon shielding the audience,” Cynthia said, as the smoke and flame cleared – mostly by flowing up through the top of the stadium, swirling as it went. “And… it looks like Ash is through.”

“So he is,” Flint agreed. “I say we keep an eye on this Paul as well, though – he’s good.”

“I don’t know, I’ve not seen any of his Bug types,” Aaron said. “Have you, Cyn?”

“He’s got a Ninjask which is supposed to be pretty good,” Cynthia replied.

She considered. “This battlefield might be a bit small for it, though.”


At the same time, the other Aaron adjusted how he was sitting.

“I’m still not used to the tail,” he admitted.

“You’ve had years,” Lucario said. “Right? I think that’s the case.”

“That doesn’t mean I’m used to it,” Aaron told him. “It does help me balance, though, so that’s nice.”

“There you go.”

Sir Aaron picked up the remote control. “Anyway, that was Ash’s match… when does he battle next?”

“It’s not long to go, it’s the semi finals next. He’s not next, though.”

“Probably best not to start watching something else, then,” Sir Aaron said, putting the control back down.

“See?” Queen Ilene asked. “You’re already getting used to the modern day.”

“That, at least, has been easy,” Sir Aaron told her. “Largely thanks to you two.”


AN:


The quarter finals, and thus the battle with Paul.






303. Sinnoh 54


“Hey, Ash!” Gary called.

Ash was a bit surprised to hear his name, turned, and managed to catch something his friend had thrown for him.

“Make sure you use that,” Gary added. “I kind of want to see what happens.”

“What is it?” Ash asked, looking at what turned out to be a Mega Stone. “And… uh, is it okay to ask which one you are?”

“I’m the one who’s been doing all the Mega Stone research,” Gary told him. “Let me tell you, it is weird having yourself as a lab assistant.”

“It’s probably almost as weird as having yourself as a boss,” Lucario said, thinking about it. “Can you imagine that? Arguments about who gets the day off for a grandparent’s funeral?”

“I hope we don’t have to work that one out,” Gary said, looking vaguely disturbed.

“I thought it was in work contracts,” Lucario replied, frowning. “You know. At least two grandmothers’ funerals per year, or three for good behaviour.”

“…oh, right, I forgot about this,” Gary realized. “You’re the one who tells all those sneaky jokes.”

“Me?” Lucario asked.

“Anyway, it’s a Houndoomite,” Gary went on.

“Oh, right… is that going to be legitimate?” Ash asked, wondering. “Maybe I should ask Molly? If she’s going to use all three of her Beasts, then maybe…”

“I’ll go,” Latios squeaked.

“Would you?” Ash asked, looking at the air next to him. “Thanks.”

There was a flicker next to Gary, and his Alakazam appeared.

Gary-dos is wondering when we’re going to be able to run the cross compatibility test, he reported.

“Oh, right, that,” Gary replied. “I’ll be right back, I guess.”

Seeing Ash looking quizzical, he elaborated. “It’s basically because there’s two of us, so we’re seeing if the human needs a strong bond or if the Pokémon having one is enough – or vice versa.”

He ticked that off on his hand. “Also, stop calling him Gary-dos, that’s a terrible pun and I didn’t agree to it.”

“She says it’s fine,” Latios reported. “And that the Beasts are looking forward to a run.”

“Thanks,” Ash said, already thinking about that as Alakazam teleported Gary-uno back home.


“It’s just occurred to me,” Dawn said, frowning. “All four of the finalists have Legendary Pokémon, this time.”

“Do they?” Brock asked.

“Well, yeah,” Dawn replied. “The other semi-final is Tobias against… that kid with a Heatran, whatever his name is… and this one is Ash and Molly.”

“But that means he doesn’t have Legendary Pokémon, just a Legendary Pokémon,” Brock told her.

Dawn just looked confused.

“It’s about plurals,” Brock eventually said, and Dawn shook her head with a sigh.

“I don’t think that one worked very well,” Stantler said.

“Yeah, it didn’t, really,” Brock admitted.

Stantler shook his head a little, and suddenly the rest of the stadium dissolved around them. It was as if there was no crowd, except for the distant murmur of conversation, and the battle was taking place in an enormous empty field where the retaining wall was just marked in as a grey tracery.

Or, would be taking place, because it wasn’t there yet.

“This is neat,” Dawn told him.

“Thanks,” the Normal-type replied. “I might not be able to blank out the cheering and stuff though.”

“That’ll be fine, don’t worry,” Brock said, reassuring Stantler.

“Oh, good.”


As the referee called for them to begin, and both trainers sent out their first Pokémon, Flint leaned forwards to check what he was seeing.

“That’s a shiny Raikou,” he said. “She had one of those this whole time?”

“She has a complete team of Legendary Beasts,” Cynthia corrected.

“And we’ve only seen the Entei?” Flint asked, then shook his head. “This is one weird Conference even by our standards.”

He paused. “Great Entei though.”

The battle down on the grass had already begun, with Molly’s Raikou darting in with sparks trailing from his mane and Ash’s Suicune flowing smoothly into a sprint to get out of the way.

A Thunder attack darted forwards and buried itself in Suicune’s instantaneous overshield of isotopically pure water, making almost no headway and grounding out instead, and then Suicune whirled for long enough to shoot an Air Slash back at her opponent before ramping back up to full speed in a matter of seconds.

“I think the arena might be a bit small,” Cynthia noted.

“You’re not getting us to agree to a bigger one that easily, dearie,” Bertha chuckled.

“I was more thinking that maybe we should have stands looking out onto the nearest lake,” Cynthia replied. “But that might be unfair to the Water-types, so maybe it should be a valley…”


Down on the field itself, Suicune pelted across the battlefield.

A faint crackle reached her ears, warning her of an Electrical attack, and she conjured a spray of Brine behind herself before hitting it with a Whirlwind to spread it out further. The air filled suddenly with the smell of sea-salt, which wasn’t quite the same as the smell of the sea – then the attack came through anyway, a two-stage Thunder where the first blew away the droplets by electrostatically repulsing them and the second came through to catch Suicune on the leg.

“Ouch,” she called, as much from amusement as anything.

“I’d say your brother taught me everything I know, but it’s not true,” Raikou replied, now chasing after her and trying to overtake her on the inside. Suicune replied by using Ice Beam, creating something for her to kick off against, and reversed direction with a crash of splintering ice.

“I know!” she called back, as Raikou yelped in reaction to being peppered with ice shards. “You haven’t blown yourself up yet!”

Wind coiled around her, and she crouched before springing high into the air – so high she rose above even the highest seats in the arena – and hung there for two or three seconds, the rushing wind keeping her up as it coiled and twisted, energy building up.

Then she pounced in an extremely emphatic way, all the coiled wind that had held her up for the last several seconds pushing her down at once, and she hit the ground hard enough to splinter the ground and create a dish-shaped crater.

Raikou got out of the way fast enough that Suicune didn’t actually hit him, but he was still blown away and into the retaining wall by the sheer force of the impact.


“Does that count as wrecking the arena?” Flint asked. “Who had one minute?”

“Have you seen what it looked like after the last time Ash had a battle?” Cynthia retorted. “This is nothing.”


Raikou picked himself up, then used Discharge, and arcs of lightning surged out in all directions before focusing in on Suicune. By the time they did, though, she was already on the move to somewhere else – blurring away, turning sharply to the left and attacking Raikou with a burst of Extremespeed.

He reacted, and the two Pokémon spent several seconds in a high-speed close-in battle which most of the audience couldn’t really follow directly. The blurs of yellow-orange and white-blue showed which Pokémon was going where, at least, and then Raikou and Suicune broke apart as Suicune used Aurora Beam and Raikou fired a Zap Cannon.

In defiance of tradition, the attacks didn’t hit each other. Instead the Aurora Beam detonated with an icy crash next to Raikou, knocking him bodily sideways, and Raikou’s Zap Cannon attack caught Suicune a glancing blow that sent her sliding backwards and on the edge of rolling over and over instead.

“Ow,” she said, shaking her head for a moment, then used Hydro Pump to deluge Raikou in pure water and knock him back down as he tried to rise. Her paws dug into the ground slightly as she compensated for the recoil, keeping Raikou off balance for as long as possible, and when he used Thunder the surge of electricity punched some of the way up the water stream but couldn’t get far enough against its’ innate resistance.

Finally Raikou blew away all the water around him with a powerful burst of electricity, wrapping himself in lightning, and sent a Shockwave arcing around Suicune’s water blast to hit her in the side. That interrupted her water jet, making her shake her head as she recovered her balance for a moment, and Raikou took advantage of the interruption to use Wild Charge – darting across the arena with a little corona of sparks surrounding every pawstep and lightning surging alongside, which first gave Suicune a severe shock from the electricity conducting across the now-wet floor and second meant he could cut through any resumption of the Hydro Pump.

Suicune’s riposte was to spring into the air and out of the way of the electrical attacks again, jumping straight up with her tailwind around her, but this time she didn’t use it the same way. Instead she summoned a spherical wave of water around herself – one much stronger than before, enough water to fill the whole arena at least a foot deep and which came down on Raikou as a single solid impact, then froze it all as she landed with an intense burst of Sheer Cold.

The sudden freezing of the ice made it ripple and tense like a living thing, slabs forming and shoving out of the ice layer with enough force to knock Raikou skywards, and Suicune watched with approval as Raikou twisted in mid-air to roll back upright and land on his paws.

“Any ideas, Molly?” he asked, glancing at his trainer – who was now off to his left. “She’s good at this.”

Both Beasts kept an eye on the other, tensed and ready to move if the other tried something, and Suicune slid ever so slightly across the icy floes making up the floor.

“Maybe just try attacking everywhere!” Molly suggested. “It’ll be weaker, but harder to dodge!”

Raikou’s mane fizzed as he charged up as many Shock Waves as he could, and Suicune made her move.

She rammed a paw into the ice, shattering it and creating a path down to the area underneath, then used Scald – launching a spray of hot near-steam into the arena floor. There was an almighty hiss as boiling water struck frozen ice, sending clouds of mist in all directions and hiding Suicune from view in a moment, but that wasn’t even what she was aiming for – what she was aiming for was the sudden feeling of uncertainty as the ice all began to float and melt at the same time, becoming wet and slippery and making it harder for both Beasts to keep their footing.

Unlike Raikou, Suicune had been ready for it – and she’d learned some new tricks to cover her vulnerabilities. Her paws glowed blue with Aura for grip and she blurred forwards, her sheer speed generating a swirl of wind around her which made the newly-raised mist flow all at once, and she skated around behind Raikou and hit him with a Surf attack.

Raikou sent Shock Wave attacks out in rapid-fire staccato pulses, each one hitting Suicune and making her wince, and Suicune jumped into the air for a third and final time before firing a Hydro Cannon.

Straight down.

This time, Raikou had no idea which way the attack was going to come from. The impact of the compressed water attack blew a crater in the pool that briefly left the middle of it dry, sent the mist swirling away, and only the hasty addition of shields by the Pokémon protecting the crowd kept there from being a soak-zone.


“That was really good work!” Molly told Raikou as she returned him, looking at how tired Suicune was after the burst of intense combat. “Well done!”

“Does this mean he gets a cookie tonight?” her Eevee asked.

“He would anyway, it’d be bad manners to not let someone have a cookie,” Molly replied. “Do you want to go next?”

“Sure!” Eevee replied, transforming into Vaporeon and jumping into the water. She vanished with only a ripple, using Acid Armour, and Molly watched Suicune to see what would happen next.


“Phew,” Suicune said, shaking her head a little. “He’s definitely getting good.”

She looked at the sparkling clear water that had filled their battlefield, still with a few waves in it, then towards Molly. “I wonder who-”

“It’s her Eevee!” Ash called. “Watch out!”

Suicune immediately started to run again, but the problem with fighting a Vaporeon in water was that you didn’t really have any idea where they could be.

The sun suddenly got more intense, and Suicune noticed that Leafeon had shifted back to Vaporeon and dropped into the water. She slowed a little, firing an Ice Beam at the area and freezing it over, but it seemed that her opponent had either already managed to get out of the way or they’d simply endured the attack.

Then Vaporeon jumped out of the water in front of her, shifted smoothly to Leafeon with her tail already curling around, and used Solar Blade. The glowing sword of condensed light knocked Suicune bodily backwards, cutting through the water and leaving a trench in the ground, and as the pool drained away Suicune staggered before taking a second Solar Blade hit a moment after the first.

On top of the battle with Raikou, that proved to be too much.


Ash recalled Suicune, then paused and looked at Pikachu. “I sometimes say that a Pokémon did good work, but does that actually help? Usually if they’ve been just knocked out they’re too unconscious, right?”

“Well, it can’t hurt,” Pikachu replied. “Unlike that battle.”

“Good point,” Ash admitted. “And… yeah, good work, Suicune.”

He shrank down her Fast Ball, and reached to his waist. “I think it’s going to be your turn next.”

“I will do my best,” Kari said, temporarily going intangible as Ash pulled the Doublade’s two blades away from his belt. “This is going to be a bit strange, I think.”

“I agree,” Ash nodded, then threw her into the arena.


“…that’s not something you normally see,” Brock said.

“Even around Ash,” Dawn agreed.

“I think it depends on the situation,” Quilava said, considering.

The Doublade’s two blades flew together at first, then crossed over so the scabbards formed an X-shape. Both blades came out at once, flourishing together and then swinging around so that one was held vertically and the other horizontally.

Molly’s Vaporeon tilted her head, then vanished back into the water.

“Watch out, she could be anywhere,” Ash called. “I can’t tell where.”

“That’s unusual for Ash,” Brock frowned. “Maybe it’s something to do with Aura.”

Kari shifted into a different stance, both her blades held horizontal and out in either direction – ready to react in at least some way from an attack in any direction.

A ripple formed in the water and suddenly surged up out of it, the purple shiny Vaporeon shifting in a blurred moment to a brown-and-tan Flareon and shooting a Fire Blast directly at Kari. The Sword Pokémon hummed around to reply, her left blade flashing up with a Sacred Sword to cut the Fire Blast attack in half and her right shooting a Night Slash aimed to catch Flareon before she dropped into the water – to no avail, as Flareon shifted back to Vaporeon and dissolved into the water with a splash.

The cut half of the Fire Blast which had gone down detonated when it reached the water, sending up a plume of spray, and Kari’s blades shifted around again in consideration.

“Try a Dark Pulse!” Molly told her Pokémon.

“Cut the ground!” Ash instructed, giving the order at about the same time.

One of Kari’s blades took up a warding stance, twirling around ready to interpose itself against attack from almost any direction, and the other flashed a brilliant blue before swiping downwards – a sudden blade-beam extending the length of the Doublade sword far past what it should be and cutting right through the water, leaving a deep, narrow cut for almost a second before it closed back up again and left waves going in all directions.

More importantly, though, the slice had cut into the ground beneath the water – and started to allow it all to drain out, meaning that the level of Suicune’s ‘lake’ began to drop, and so when Vaporeon jumped out to fire a Dark Pulse at Kari as an Umbreon she landed back in a much shallower pool than she’d taken off from.

A few seconds longer as the water level dropped further, and one of the remaining pools was turning distinctly purple. Vaporeon jumped out of it, shifted to Espeon, and psionically boosted herself out of the way of an X-Scissor attack which scarred the muddy ground.

Then she shifted to Jolteon, threw a Shock Wave at Kari, and went right back to Espeon to keep her dodging options open.


Molly frowned. “Hmm…”

She put her hands around her mouth. “Espeon, come back!”

The rules said that she couldn’t just pull Espeon out of a fight when she might be about to lose, her Pokémon had to in some way show that she wasn’t just about to be defeated. So Espeon continued to move at speed through the arena, changing from Espeon to Umbreon when a Night Slash whistled through the air at her and then changing again into Glaceon – then into Flareon to soak a Fire-typed attack.

“Time out for the change-off!” the referee called, and Flareon jumped gratefully back into the box as Molly sent out her Girafarig instead.

“Are you okay?” she checked with Flareon.

“I’m okay,” Flareon replied, shaking her fluff out, and Molly smiled at her before turning her attention to her Girafarig.


Girafarig gave a quick little quadrupedal bow. “Hi, it’s nice to meet you.”

“Your manners are refreshing,” Kari informed him politely, then took up a ready stance again. One of her blades – the one with the nicked tassel, Kari – spun lazily in a flat circle, as if it were attached to a vertical pole, while Burn twitched up and down a little on a vertical arc.

The Normal-type trotted back and forth for a moment, then broke into a canter. His eyes glowed – both sets – and he fired a trio of Shadow Balls from his tail-head which curved around before shooting towards Kari at speed.

Advancing with her scabbards trailing behind her, Kari’s first blade cut one Shadow Ball apart with a Night Slash. The second missed entirely, but the third caught her a glancing blow – because her second blade was busy, whirring into a combination that sent three Fury Cutter attacks towards Girafarig in quick succession.

Girafarig’s horned-head lit up with witchfire, and the first two attacks hit a Reflect screen which hadn’t been there a moment before. The third broke through, but it was weakened by the need to do so, and Girafarig grunted before having his tail-head launch a barrage of Thunderbolts.

The Thunderbolt sequence crackled and crashed as it earthed through Burn, through Kari, into the ground, and she endured it for a moment – then brought her blades together into a defensive formation, one sword edge grinding against the other as they twisted around with increasing speed before uncrossing and hurling the attack back towards Girafarig.

Girafarig pranced out of the way with a Bounce, landed, and both his heads looked at her warily.


“So… how many Pokémon are in this battle?” Lucario asked.

“More than one,” Pikachu retorted.


“Girafarig is an odd Pokémon, isn’t it?” Caroline asked, looking away from the television for a moment.

“Well, it is a Psychic-type that I’m allowed to use in gym battles,” Norman agreed.

He shrugged. “It actually works out quite well for them. They don’t have to worry about Ghost type attacks, which is useful in this sort of battle, and they’re pretty well suited for dealing with Fighting type attacks compared to the typical Normal-type.”

“So quite a good Pokémon to send out to deal with a Doublade, then,” Caroline summarized.

“I think I’d do better!” Kirlia announced, then winced as one of Kari’s blades sliced through Girafarig’s telekinetic shield and the hilt clouted him about the head. “Ooh… that looks painful.”

“Don’t forget that a Doublade is Steel-type, dear,” Gardevoir reminded her.

“Your mother’s right,” Norman nodded.

“Really?” Kirlia asked, shocked. “But I thought they were Fighting-type.”

“It’s an easy mistake to make,” Gardevoir told her with a smile.

There was a sudden bang, and all four of them went right back to watching the battle.


Burn blocked the incoming Thunder Wave as Girafarig tried to get Kari paralyzed again, jumping into the air for a second Earthquake to go with the first, and Burn’s tassel wrapped around Kari’s to pull the Doublade’s other sword out of the ground.

Girafarig sighed slightly, disappointed, and landed with a faint tak instead of a ground-shaking impact. “That’s a pity.”

“It was a good trick, but I will not fall for it again,” Kari said, rising into the air a little.

“Time for the next trick, then!” Molly called out.

“Oh, yeah, good point!” Girafarig agreed, and orbs of light formed around both his horned-head and his tail-head.

Kari swept both blades across to use X-Scissor, projecting the strike out as a pair of blade-beam attacks that rushed across the arena and carved furrows in the ground. Girafarig replied by suddenly forming an intense shield, abandoning the attack he’d been charging with his horned-head to do so, and Kari was about to follow up with a vertical Night Slash when Girafarig unleashed the move he had ready.

The orbs of light burst into flame and surged towards Kari as her opponent revealed he had a Fire-typed Hidden Power, and Kari had to abandon her attacking move for a deflecting strike with Ice Blade to rob the attack of some of its force. Much of it still made it through, though, and Burn was knocked back by the explosion of the attack while Kari opted to whirl once and press the attack before Girafarig could prepare another Hidden Power strike.

“Agility!” Molly ordered, and the Psychic-type blurred. He charged past Kari, then his tail-head used Bite and grabbed her tassel – and swung her around to fling her with all the force he could manage at her other half.

Burn blocked Kari, the crash belling around the arena, and both halves of Ash’s unusual Doublade spun through the air before sheathing themselves and joining forces more sedately.

“That was a nasty trick,” she said.

“Actually it was Foul Play,” Girafarig informed her helpfully.

“Now try the next one!” Molly called out.

Girafarig started to canter forwards again, looking down to make sure his footing was secure around the slash marks and mud, and his tail-head watched Kari carefully. Then he launched himself in on the attack, and Kari cloaked one blade in Sacred Sword and the other in Ice Blade so that no matter what it was that Girafarig was trying she would be ready to defend.

This, as it turned out, was a poor decision – though largely one resulting from insufficient information.

“Foresight and Rock Smash!” Girafarig announced, the eyes of his tail-head suddenly lighting up, and he brought his hooves down with a smashing impact that jarred both of Kari’s blades and forced a violent energy release.

The blade with the damaged sash fared worse, as that had been the one carrying the Ice Blade, but Kari countered with blurring speed as she did what she’d been planning on doing anyway – sweeping around with the attack on her blade changing from Sacred Sword to Night Slash and knocking Girafarig clear across the arena to smash into the ground.


“Ouch,” Lucian said faintly.

“I think we can definitely call that arena at least quite badly damaged,” Cynthia noted. “It’s kind of funny, in a way.”

“How so?” Aaron checked.

“Well, with some of these trainers with Legendary Pokémon, I’d be saying that their other Pokémon must be strong because that’s how they got their legendaries,” Cynthia explained. “Ash’s Suicune, for example, was a capture in the normal way – battle her and then throw a Pokéball.”

Girafarig vanished into his Pokéball as Molly recalled him, and Cynthia kept going. “But Molly did it the other way around, really. Any of her normal Pokémon she captured that way would have been because of the Legendaries.”

“That is funny,” Aaron agreed. “Wonder what we’re going to see next – Entei?”


Molly sent out her next Pokémon.

Quite by coincidence, Pikachu started giggling before hastily stuffing his paw into his mouth.

“I don’t see what’s so funny,” Ash said, looking at the Dunsparce Molly had sent out.

“I do,” Lucario informed him solemnly. “And it is funny.”

“Okay, Dunsparce!” Molly called. “You know what to do!”

“It’s always a bad sign when someone says that,” Lucario added.

Dunsparce’s tail drill began to spin, and Kari shifted to hold her blades ready in anticipation. Then the little Normal-type poked the drill into the ground, and Ash’s side of the arena unleashed a roaring blast of fire which engulfed both of Kari’s blades completely.

“Whoa!” Ash gasped, holding his arm up reflexively, then slowly lowered it to see that – even after the firestorm – both blades were still on fire. “What was that?”

Lava Plume, Dexter identified, as Kari hurled a Sacred Sword back at Dunsparce and the Normal-type countered with an Ancientpower – giving it a reddish, glowing aura.

“That must be Serene Grace at work,” Ash decided, then winced as Dunsparce’s drill launched a drilling Air Slash and knocked Kari away from Burn with a clangorous din.

The moment of inattention was enough that Dunsparce could exploit it, and an Eruption attack completely surrounded the whole of Ash’s Doublade for about eight seconds before finally fading away.

Neither sword was still moving when the flames cleared.

“Can I get a time out, please?” Ash called. “I need to pick her up…”


Ash healed Kari after retrieving her, at least enough that he could be sure she was all right – as she didn’t have a Pokéball, he couldn’t just return her for a rest – then sent out his next Pokémon, Houndoom.

“All right!” Houndoom said, landing on a relatively intact patch of grass with a soft thump. “I was wondering if we’d get a chance to try this out!”

He reached up to his collar and toyed with the Mega Stone that rested there, making it jingle softly. Then Ash started to concentrate, and the Mega Stone flashed a brilliant gold before letting the transformation flow out across Houndoom’s body.

Most of the changes had the same basic theme, and golden energy focused on parts of Houndoom’s body one by one before changing the shape of his bone armour there. The rings on his forelegs expanded and the ones on his hind legs dissolved, his horns rose up instead of curling back, and solid, continuous bony plates formed across his throat and armouring his shoulders and back.

Also, his tail-tip split slightly.

“I heard that the Houndoom with horns that go backwards is the leader,” Pikachu said. “What do you take from how his horns went from going backwards to going up?”

“Have you ever seen a Houndoom without those horns?” Ash asked.

“Good point. Well, two of them.”

“Water Pulse!” Molly ordered, which served as a reminder that it was time to mostly focus on battling.

Mega Houndoom dodged left, right and up all at once as well as staying in one place, splitting off shadow-clone Beat Up doubles to confuse the issue, and all four Mega Houndooms burst into flame with a pulse of Inferno.

The Water Pulse evaporated into a wisp of steam, and Molly frowned for a moment before coming to a new decision. “Ancientpower!”

Mega Houndoom’s red claws glittered with a silvery overlay as he used Metal Claw, not to attack but to give him better traction on the ground surface, and he sprang from one place to another to avoid the rocks Dunsparce had launched his way. His tail snapped forcefully and conjured Beat Up doubles again, half-a-dozen Mega Houndooms all moving at once like more-solid Double Team duplicates, and they moved together in a hunting-pack behaviour to spread out – ready to attack Dunsparce from all sides.

That plan was ruined a few seconds later when one of the Ancientpower rocks smashed into a Beat Up duplicate, then another two hit each other and sprayed shrapnel across half of the arena – disrupting three more Beat Up doubles and striking the real Mega Houndoom in the chest with a crack that splintered the rock fragment but also revealed which one the real one was.

Embers whipped across Mega Houndoom’s fur as he used Flamethrower, and Dunsparce whipped up a Twister which he hurled towards Mega Houndoom – one which was narrow and focused at the base but widened rapidly as the funnel cloud rose, until it was half as wide as the stadium up near the roof.

It sucked in air from all around it, and especially pulled in the Flamethrower – stretching the stream of fire until it was a kind of spiralling ribbon which climbed the Twister as if it was a spiral staircase, venting it into the sky where it was far too far away from Dunsparce to do him any harm. Then the Normal-type launched some of his own Water Pulse attacks into the same Twister, where they formed a counterpoint to the fire going up on the other side.

“Houndoom, watch out,” Ash called. “That’s going to do a rising dragon!”

Mega Houndoom tilted his head for a moment, then visibly remembered what that meant and bolted for the side of the arena.

What Dunsparce had been trying to do was probably to make it so that giant blobs of water began landing all around the arena, giving Mega Houndoom something to dodge, but instead the cooled air and the heated air mixed together to form a sudden and powerful intensification of the Twister.

Despite running for it, Mega Houndoom didn’t manage to get far enough away in time. He got sucked into the vortex, along with Dunsparce, and the two Pokémon both found themselves riding the winds as fragments of ground tore up and whirled around them – and as the energies of the Twister itself, dispersed by the sudden massive influx of air but still made up of potent, glowing splinters – crackled between them with sudden discharges of stunning energy.

Mega Houndoom shook his head, refocused, and began creating Beat Up doubles again. One of them shifted after a moment into a copy of Lucario and threw him, dispersing as it did so, and he used the next without reshaping it to kick off from and move closer to Dunsparce.

For his part, the Normal-type got what he was trying to do back together as well and used Psychic, reaching out into the tornado to grab anything that was available and use it as a shield. He conjured a Moonblast as well and hurled it straight at Mega Houndoom, and the Dark-type blocked with a sacrificial Beat Up clone before spitting a Dark Pulse past Dunsparce’s shield.

“Houndoom!” Ash called, both hands over his mouth to make him louder. “Use Sunny Day and try to finish this quick!”

Mega Houndoom did just that, emitting a pulse of energy which swept away the clouds and dispersed most of the smaller debris picked up by the Twister, and his fur shone with an unearthly light in the newly-stronger sunlight as his Solar Power activated. The Sunny Day didn’t disperse the Twister itself, though, and Mega Houndoom jumped from one piece of debris to another before hurling a Fire Blast at Dunsparce – one which detonated with a smoky bang on the first rock of a Rock Slide Dunsparce had pulled from thin air, tail whirling overtime.

Two more of the rocks hit Mega Houndoom, who replied with a Solarbeam, and the roaring of the now self-sustaining Twister thrummed through the air.


“It seems to be taking them both an awfully long time to come down again,” Lucario observed. “I wonder why that is.”

“Maybe it’s the powerful Fire-type sitting in the middle of the tornado,” Ash said absently, and winced as Mega Houndoom took a rock to the head. “Houndoom – Overheat!”

Mega Houndoom went off like a small volcano, a wave of shimmering heat pushing aside everything else in the area, and the blast bounced back off the crowd shields before being sucked into the insatiable whirling force of the Twister.

Then there were several long seconds in which nothing happened apart from the twisting, whirling smoke. Ash squinted to see through it, but the only thing he could tell was that Mega Houndoom was jumping from rock to rock… until Dunsparce fell out of the flames, trailing smoke, and bounced once before rolling to a stop.

“I guess that means he’s out,” Molly decided, returning her Normal-type.

Houndoom landed a moment later, his Mega Transformation reverted and his legs trembling.

“Are you okay?” Ash called. “You look tired.”

“I think I need to practice with Solar Power a lot more,” Houndoom admitted, panting. “It’s really… really… tiring.”

Molly sent out her Entei.

“And I don’t think I can help there,” Houndoom admitted. “Do you mind if I go and have a lie down?”

“If you think that is best,” Entei counselled.


Since Houndoom did think it was best, Ash switched him out, then sent his next Pokémon onto the field.

Up in the audience, watching from the Reverse World (a convenience to make sure they didn’t take up too many seats), Raikou nudged Entei.

“Well!” he boomed. “Look at that!”

“I don’t have a clue what you mean,” Ash’s Entei replied, rumbling slightly.

“Come on, now, surely you can see what’s going to happen!” Raikou replied. “Or have you forgotten what Goodra’s speciality is?”

“I know what’s going to happen, I’m just not sure why you’re letting me know,” his brother clarified. “I got annoyed by that happening because it kept happening to me. I don’t have Entei solidarity to the point that I get annoyed when it happens to another Entei.”

“Well…” Raikou floundered slightly, then laughed. “That’s me told!”


Goodra stretched, leaning to one side and then the other, then reached behind him to stretch out his tail. That done, he turned to face Molly’s Entei and gave him a cheerful little wave.

“I trust you are ready?” Entei checked. “I would not want to rush you.”

“Yep, I’m good,” Goodra agreed. “On three?”

He bounced his tail on the floor. “One, two, three!”

The moment his tail hit for the third time, Entei surged into sudden motion. His paws dug into the ground and kicked up a surge of dirt behind him as he used Extremespeed, covering the distance between himself and Goodra in considerably less than a second, and pounced to slam Goodra bodily and knock him over.

Entei didn’t have it all his own way, though, as Goodra’s tail glowed blue from a quick Aqua Tail. The tail in question whipped around to hit Entei in the side, less forcefully than it could have been because of the harsh sunlight still lighting up the arena but still enough to knock Entei away.

Goodra followed up with a Rain Dance, then looked straight down as the rain began to fall and used Dragon Pulse. Green energy blasted out of his mouth and launched him into the air, vanishing into the stormclouds overhead, and Entei looked up before shooting a Fire Blast into the air overhead.

Another Dragon Pulse came down as Goodra kept himself airborne with a jet of crackling green fire – and, because Goodra believed in multi-tasking, the Dragon Pulse came down so close to Entei that he had to dodge to the side rather than get hit.

“Sunny Day!” Molly called, as Goodra Dragon Pulsed again – this time nowhere near Entei, as he corrected his angle so he didn’t fly straight into the crowd shield. “He’s hiding in the rainclouds!”

Entei shook out his mane and used Sunny Day, but Goodra had heard the instruction as well and was already re-using Rain Dance. The clouds spread and shattered, rippling without dissolving, and then formed back together into a single layer.

A moment after that Goodra emerged through the bottom of the clouds, used Hydro Pump, and blasted Entei with a single massive torrent of water.

Fur lighting up, Entei used Eruption. The Fire-type attack sparked up a corona of flame around him which evaporated much of the incoming water, filling the air in a trice with steam, and also resulted in a powerful hissing bang which knocked Entei sideways and knocked Goodra completely off course.

Instead of using his Hydro Pump to rise back into the air like he’d planned Goodra’s jet sent him sideways, then down, and he shut it off when he realized the raindrops falling in the ground were getting too close too quickly – twisting around instead and using a Fire Blast of his own to soak up much of the force of the impact.

Feeling Entei coming, Goodra whirled with his tail shimmering with the layer of water that betokened another Aqua Tail. This time he spun faster, and hit Entei in the flank just as the Fire-type was about to reach him – knocking Molly’s Pokémon away, and giving him just enough time for another takeoff blast.

“Fire Blast at him!” Molly called. “Or – no, actually, Lava Plume and run around a lot!”


“That’s kind of funny,” Max observed.

He pointed at the TV screen. “Look. It’s kind of like it’s a video game.”

May looked closely, and she could kind of see what Max meant.

The layer of artificial rainclouds created by Goodra’s Rain Dance was much lower than it would have been normally, giving Goodra an advantage by letting him use his raindrop-sense to tell where Entei was while Entei couldn’t do the same to him. It effectively divided the view from this particular camera in half horizontally, and on the bottom half Entei was running back and forth periodically sending up spikes of orange flame through the cloud layer – while on the top half Goodra was shooting down Dragon Pulse blasts to both steer and attack Entei.

“It’s 3D, though, don’t forget,” she pointed out. “Not 2D.”

“Good point,” Max admitted.


Goodra rose to the very top of the arena, right below the point where he would technically become ring-out, and twisted.

He used Dragon Pulse pointing up, this time, and boosted his fall back towards the ground. The raincloud layer got closer and closer, then just as he reached it Goodra spun and clenched his fist and lashed out with a massive Focus Punch.

He didn’t quite land the blow on target. Entei had seen him coming and dodged away at the last moment, despite the speed Goodra had accumulated. But his Focus Punch hit hard enough to shake the earth in what amounted to an Earthquake in its own right, tearing up the ground in all directions around his impact point, and that meant Entei was vulnerable for just a moment.

“Outrage!” Goodra shouted, slamming into Entei with all the strength he could muster just as Entei used Fire Blast to ward him off. The energy of both attacks combined into a mighty explosion, one which sent wisps and embers raining down around them, and when it faded the one standing in the crater was Goodra.


“Someone remind me why we haven’t tried recruiting Ash as a member of an Elite Four yet?” Lucian requested. “Possibly not even ours.”

“I don’t think he’d like being tied down, is my guess,” Cynthia replied. “Besides, what would his Pokémon type be? ‘Everything’?”

“That’s what your type is, dear,” Bertha observed.

Cynthia nibbled on some pocky. “That’s different. I’m the Grand Champion.”

Flint started sniggering.

“I just thought,” he explained. “He could send out his fist – it’d probably win a lot of battles.”


Down in the arena, Molly recalled her shiny Entei and looked at the two remaining Pokéballs she had.

One of them was for Eevee, who’d already battled once today, and she could send Eevee out… and the other was for Suicune, who hadn’t fought yet today.

“It’s your choice, Suicune,” she said, holding out the Pokéball, and Suicune promptly burst out and landed on the muddy ground of the battlefield.

“Thank you, dear,” the Water-type smiled, then turned her attention to Goodra.

Goodra waved. “Hi. Um… should I be worried?”

“I would point out that you’re facing a Legendary Pokémon, so being worried is a perfectly natural response,” Suicune told him pleasantly. “But that might sound a bit egotistical. So you should decide for yourself.”

“I think, on balance, that I’ll be worried,” Goodra told her. He put his paws together and bowed, tail waving a little for balance, then slid his feet into a fighting stance.

“Aurora Beam!” Molly called, and Suicune promptly fired out her Aurora Beam.

It shot straight at Goodra, who sprang into the air to avoid it, then Suicune’s attack tracked upwards and Goodra used Dragon Pulse to blast himself higher into the air.

“Blizzard!” Molly decided, as Goodra vanished upwards into the clouds that still hovered overhead. “And Gust!”

Suicune broke into a run, her crest glowing as she poured Ice-type energy into the air around her and crystals froze out of the humid air. Then she used Gust, re-directing all the wind that had been gathering around her into a coiling upwards surge just as Goodra used Dragon Pulse, and Goodra found himself abruptly having to deal with a stream of chill wind and ice shards that smacked into him from first one side and then the other.

The wind also blew away the clouds, and Suicune fired an Ice Beam up to strike Goodra as a bonus – one which meant that, when the attacks faded, Goodra was dusted with frost down both arms and up his tail.

He landed with a heavy splat, wobbled once, and fell over.

“Is Goodra okay?” Molly called, leaning forwards a bit.

Ash recalled him with a flash, then cupped his hands around his mouth. “He’ll be fine!”

Molly smiled. “That’s a relief!” she said. “And good work, Suicune!”


Ash’s fifth choice for the battle was to send out Metagross, and unlike Pokémon like Suicune who had landed with lithe grace on the increasingly damaged terrain Metagross just sort of went splat and sank six inches into the mud.

“Ah,” Molly’s Suicune said, contemplating her new opponent. “I think we’ve only met once?”

“We remember meeting you four times,” Metagross told her. “But before you become embarrassed, that was the same meeting, just four slightly different perspectives on it.”

Suicune nodded, and started pacing in a circle around Metagross. Her gait flowed smoothly, forepaws stretching out and landing in suddenly-clear water before the rest of her caught up and she sprang again, and her ribbons whipped in the air as she accelerated and it swirled around her with a greater and greater intensity.

Metagross considered their options, then raised a foot and slammed it into the ground. A burst of psychic pressure accompanied the footfall, raising slabs of ground like ramps, and Suicune jumped with preternatural grace as the top end of one barred her way.

If that had been all Metagross was planning on doing it wouldn’t have been much of an attack, but the Psychic-type’s metal glowed silver as they focused their psychic power. Gravity in the arena suddenly altered, going from normal to a tiny fraction of normal, and Suicune’s next jump saw her floating into the air as she suddenly had much less weight to overcome.

Metagross raised a limb and Thunderpunched out. Their whole body blurred as they pushed off from the ground with the other three legs, and Molly yelped.

“Look out!” she called.

Suicune twisted in the air and used Hydro Pump, an explosion of pure water in the same way as her non-shiny counterpart had used earlier in the battle, and while some of the charge made it through to her the rest had nowhere else to go and either fed back into Metagross or blew the water bubble apart.

Paws glowing, Suicune froze some of the water she’d conjured and pushed off from it to get back to the ground. Then Metagross reversed the change they’d made to the gravity, drastically amplifying it instead of reducing it, and Suicune landed on her feet hard enough to crater the point of impact.

Water hammered down around her with amplified force, some of it the debris from Suicune’s shielded Hydro Pump and the rest of it the rain that had condensed out from the overhead rainclouds during the low-gravity phase, and Metagross crashed down as well with a metallic bang.

Suicune rolled her neck, legs not even quivering as she supported three times her normal weight, and her tailwind scudded and coiled around her as she contemplated her next move.

Her gaze lifted to the retaining wall, and she smirked slightly before breaking into a sprint. The blur of ice-blue and sea-blue reached the wall before Metagross had time to react, and she began sprinting around in a circle along the curve of the wall – moving so fast that it was centrifugal force which was holding her down, not gravity and not air-driven downforce, and so she no longer much cared what Metagross did with the direction of gravity in the arena.

Now in a more stable situation, Suicune began throwing out little splashes of ice along both sides of her ‘racetrack’. Metagross countered by throwing blasts of psychic energy at her, but Suicune dodged and weaved both up and down to avoid taking more than a glancing blow.

Then she used Signal Beam, reflecting it off the ice mirrors, and a maze of lambent Bug-type energy filled the arena.


“Sandstorm!” Ash called, wincing as Signal Beams filled the air like a laser-light display. Some of them were going wild, hitting the ground or the audience shields or in some cases even Suicune, but most of the energy of the beam was hitting Metagross and the big Pokémon didn’t appreciate that sort of thing.

They used Sandstorm as Ash had ordered, with the rain clouds dissipating entirely as Sandstorm took over. The dense cloud of sand immediately helped by absorbing the light and force of Suicune’s Signal Beam, and Suicune stopped firing them at all a few seconds later once she could see that the attack was no longer helping.

“Ash, Metagross is asking what they should do now,” Pikachu told him. “Maybe you should take your hat off?”

“Oh, right,” Ash realized, taking the hat off.

I am not particularly adept at dealing with this precise situation, Metagross explained.

“Right,” Ash agreed, frowning. “Okay, so she’s moving around the walls really quickly, and Gravity isn’t helping… right, I know. Metagross! Expand your Sandstorm!”

Metagross duly did as Ash had told them, and the sandstorm expanded out to cover the whole of the arena.

“Okay, now-”


You have to admit, it’s not great for the viewers, Mewtwo observed, taking a drink. You can’t see what’s going on.

“I think that’s the point?” Meowthtwo guessed.

I’m sure it’s the point, it’s very good tactical thinking, Mewtwo said. It’s just that we don’t know what’s happening.

His straw slurped. At least it’s not like those psychic battles which all happen in the mind. Those aren’t very interesting to watch either.

“Where did you get that?” Riolutwo asked, looking away from the television and up at what his boss was drinking. “I didn’t know we did coconut drinks.”

Alola, Mewtwo replied. Want me to get you one?

“No thanks, I was just curious,” Riolutwo said.

Ooh, look! Mew said, bouncing up and down on her tail and pointing at the television.

The sandstorm had dissipated all at once, fragments of sand pattering down all around the arena as the concussion from some intense blow wore off.

Suicune was sliding across the floor, and Metagross was lowering their fist from where they’d apparently managed to land a Thunderpunch.

See what I mean? Mewtwo asked. You can’t. That’s the point.


“Are you okay, Suicune?” Molly called, leaning forwards a bit.

“That hurt,” Suicune admitted. “But I’m not done yet.”

She burst into motion again, this time with stronger footfalls, and the ground surged up around her paws. They built up a pressure wave which travelled with her, a Bulldoze, and she turned aside just before running into Metagross to let the attack go on without her and hit them.

Metagross jumped and didn’t come down, levitating in the air to avoid being hit, and Ash cupped his hands around his mouth.

“Earthquake!” he called.

Metagross used Earthquake, slamming their legs into the ground in sequence, and Suicune slowed for a moment to wonder what Metagross was trying to do – and the ground below her suddenly turned to soup.

Molly may have been studying Pokémon with Gary, but she hadn’t run into the idea of liquefaction.

It was sort of obvious something weird was going on when you saw it, though.

“Jump!” she called, and Suicune pushed off with all her might – using Hydro Pump as well, and trying to purify the muddy mixture developing around her so she could stand on top of it.

There was a sort of muddy splash, as Suicune forced herself to the top of the water. Then Metagross used Hyper Beam, as they’d finally had a chance to target her for one now that she’d been immobilized for a second too long.


“Are you good to keep going?” Ash asked.

I will be fine, Metagross said, as the shaking subsided and they pulled their limbs out of the quagmire. Either I will win, or I won’t, and if I do not then that means that it was a good battle.

“Well, don’t say I didn’t give you the chance,” Ash shrugged.

“Most Pokémon probably don’t have this kind of relationship with their trainer,” Lucario mused. “Of course, I’ve never met a normal trainer.”

“You mean you’ve never had a normal trainer, right?” Pikachu checked.

“I mean what I said,” Lucario stated simply. “I mean. Name a normal trainer.”

Pikachu was silent for several seconds.

“I’m sure we must have run into one or two,” he said eventually. “You know. On basic balance of probability, if nothing else.”

“Have you met our trainer?” Lucario said. “Probability went home for a stiff drink and a lie down years ago. Want to guess whether I mean personal timeline or calendar timeline?”

“You’ve made your point,” Pikachu decided.

As his Pokémon bantered back and forth, Ash watched as Molly sent her Eevee back to the battle. She blurred into the form of a Leafeon, landing daintily with her paws resting on the muddy ground

I would like some advice, Metagross stated.

“The best thing I can say is, well… don’t use anything that any Pokémon are immune to?” Ash tried.

Understood.

Metagross considered for a moment, then used Icy Wind. Leafeon immediately switched to Glaceon, darted through the ice attack, then blurred into Flareon and hit Metagross with a Flare Blitz that echoed around the stadium.

Undaunted, Metagross changed tactics. They fired out a Signal Beam of their own, copying what Suicune had done already, and Flareon took a glancing blow from the attack before shooting a Fire Blast back.

“Smokescreen!” Molly called, and the next attack Flareon fired produced a faint snap sound along with a cloud of thick black smoke. It hid her form completely, and a Dark Pulse flashed out of the cloud to strike Metagross in the face.

Metagross used Psychic to clear the cloud, and Umbreon darted away in a different direction to the psychic pressure. Another Signal Beam flicked down at her, and she switched right back to Flareon to endure the impact.

“Sizzly Slide!” Molly ordered, and Flareon tensed up before pouncing and landing a second Fire-type physical attack that knocked Metagross back a step.

It also set them on fire, which was quite a sight.

“Now, Veevee Volley!” Molly continued, and Flareon shifted back to Eevee. This time she lit up like the sun, and hit Metagross such a strong blow that they flipped entirely upside down and hit the ground with a crash.

I think I would like to come back now, Metagross requested.


Ash returned Metagross, then switched the Pokéball out for Latios’ Cherish Ball.

“Just so you know, you don’t have to,” Ash told him.

Latios replied by emerging from the ‘ball in a flash. “I kind of want to, though,” he said, tilting his head a little. “But if you’re having second thoughts, I can always ask Eevee for a battle later – I know this is an important part of your League challenge.”

Rather than brush that off, Ash did actually think about it.

For at least four whole seconds.

“Nah, go ahead,” he decided.

Latios smiled, then zipped out onto the battlefield backwards before flipping around to face Eevee.

“Careful!” Molly warned. “He’s got to have at least some psychic and some dragon moves, so watch out!”

Eevee nodded, paws shifting slightly, then switched to Umbreon and inhaled.

She paused, looking back at Molly. “Have we started yet?”

“I’m good to get started when you are,” Latios told her.

“Great!” Umbreon said. “Dark Pulse!”


Latios dodged to the side, his feathers flashing blue for a moment as he stealthed, and fired down an Ice Beam attack. The beam of bluish-white energy splashed off where Umbreon had been a moment before, and Molly pointed. “He’s up there!”

Umbreon switched to Glaceon, and fired up a volley of Ice Shards. They didn’t hit their target, though, because Latios had moved after firing so that he didn’t just immediately come in for a counterattack.

“She’s not immune to anything at the moment,” Ash reminded him, and Latios fired out a Psywave. He got lucky, because Glaceon had heard the reminder but had switched to Sylveon instead of Umbreon, and that meant she skidded sideways a bit before changing to Umbreon to negate the rest of the attack.

“Which way did that come from?” Umbreon asked, half to herself and half to her trainer.

“Use a move where it doesn’t matter,” Molly suggested. “Swift!”

Umbreon’s rings flashed, and she fired off a stream of Swift stars before breaking into a run. Her head tilted to the side a little so she could see which way the attacks were going, and she flickered back and forth between Umbreon and Sylveon to hedge her bets.

The Swift attack rose into the air, curved a little, then began going in circles around the arena.

“That’s funny!” Sylveon said, thinking, then gasped as she realized what it meant. “Oh! He must be running away!”

“Magical Leaf in the other direction!” Molly told her.

Umbreon skidded to a halt, switched to Leafeon, and used Magical Leaf before switching again into Glaceon. The multicoloured Magical Leaf attacks went clockwise around the arena, the Swift stars went counterclockwise, and then the two attacks impacted at once – leaving distortions, like ripples on the surface of water, that outlined the shape of an ovoid shield.

Glaceon used Blizzard, a stream of ice surging upwards to completely coat Latios’ shield, then changed to Sylveon and spread her tendrils.

“Moonblast!” Molly ordered.

“Moonblast!” Sylveon agreed, firing a blaze of intense sparkling pink-and-blue light. It smashed right through the ice and lit up the whole arena, beams of both colours of light splitting off like they’d gone through a prism and scattered around by a mirror ball, and Molly shaded her eyes and squinted to see what had happened.

When Sylveon’s attack finally came to an end, they saw the result.

Latios’ wings had a metallic shimmer, reflecting everything around them as the mark of his Steel Wing move, and the Dragon-type was spinning like a top – then slowing down, his high-speed spin returning to a more normal rate, until he finally came to a halt and his wings returned to normal.

“He used his wings to reflect the attack!” Molly said, impressed. “That just means we’ll have to try something else! Sappy Seed!”

Sylveon switched to Leafeon and spat out a glittering brown-and-yellow seed, which curved slightly in the air as it flashed towards Latios.

Latios, who was after all not exactly stupid, decided that being hit by it would be an extremely bad idea. He used Psychic, snatching up all the fragments of the ice-cage he’d been briefly encased in, and threw them right at the incoming seed with enough force to slam it into the ground.

Then he shot a Dragon Pulse at Leafeon, too. Just to keep things moving.


“Professor, there’s something I’ve been wondering,” Tracey said, leaning back on the sofa.

“There is?” Oak replied. “How long have you been wondering it?”

“Not very long, really,” Tracey replied, as they watched the battle.

Latios was darting around at speed and fading in and out of visibility, shooting off Dragon Pulse and Psywave attacks mixed in with a wider range of moves that kept his variety up – like Thunderbolt, or Ice Beam, or once a Shadow Ball which passed straight through Molly’s Eevee in Normal-typed mode.

For her part, Eevee was changing forms as fast as possible, trying to catch everything Latios was doing on the best possible type to avoid it, and firing back whatever attacks happened to fit with what she was at that moment.

“What I was wondering was what counts as a new move,” Tracey explained. “So that Veevee Volley move that Molly’s Eevee performed earlier, is that a new move or just a different name for an existing move?”

“That’s a very good question,” Professor Oak told him. “At the moment, the gold standard is whether a Smeargle can copy it with Sketch, though even that is contested.”

There was a whud from the TV screen as Latios dove underground, leaving a hole, then emerged again in a fountain of mud and damp rubble before blazing away at Umbreon at point blank range – only to switch off and stealth instead as Umbreon switched to Sylveon.

“Go Espeon for a moment to tell where he is!” Molly called.

“That’s quite clever,” Tracey said, then glanced at Oak – who was, after all, a former champion. “Is it? It seems clever.”

“I’d say so,” Oak agreed. “The only way Latios could avoid that working at least a bit would be if he was wearing Ash’s hat, but then Molly’s Eevee could just… well… target the hat.”


Latios really had to admit, he was impressed with how well Molly’s partner was doing.

That wasn’t something he meant in a patronizing way. It was something he meant in that she was throwing out a kind of constant barrage of attacks, using Blizzard one second and Fury Cutter the next before switching to Dark Pulse and Pin missile.

She would throw up a Shadow Ball and a Dark Pulse, aiming the Dark Pulse so it would negate Latios’ shields without actually snuffing out the Shadow Ball, and then when Latios strafed out of the way of that he’d find a Moonblast charging up and ready to hit him as well.

Latios wasn’t able to hit full speed in such a small arena – even with psychic powers there were limits to how much acceleration he could put on – and that meant he was doing his best to combine dodging, shield-blocking and the use of attacks of his own to counter what Eevee (currently a Sylveon – no, now she was a Vaporeon) was doing.

And then there was actually attacking back, on top of all that.

“Energy Ball!” Ash called, and Latios pulled together the energy for the attack.

He fired it, sliding sideways as he did so that a Water Pulse didn’t splash onto his shield and provide extra material for an Ice Beam, then sighed internally as Vaporeon switched to Leafeon and jumped away at the same moment – avoiding even the minor impact the attack would have had if it had landed on Leafeon herself.

“Okay, you need to combine attacks!” Ash decided. “Make sure you have more than one coming in at the exact same time, so she can’t hide in one form!”

“That’s easier said than done, but sure,” Latios replied.

He fired out a set of six Shadow Balls and dropped into stealth, taking direct control of the Ghost-type attacks instead of just letting them home in. Leafeon switched to Eevee straight away, then looked up and tilted her head a little.

Latios knew why – so long as the Shadow Ball attacks were hanging in the air, ready to strike down, Eevee couldn’t just remove the threat by letting them hit her and expend themselves uselessly. They were still a threat… and that meant she couldn’t switch to Espeon to check where Latios actually was.

“Swift!” Molly instructed.

Eevee flicked her tail and sent a shower of Swift stars flying up into the air, spreading out briefly before starting to home in on Latios, and Latios used Dragon Pulse.

The beam of crackling purple energy flashed down to hit Eevee, who blurred into Sylveon just as the attack was about to hit – but Latios had brought the Shadow Balls down with it, and Sylveon yelped as the Ghost attacks hit her.

“Good!” Ash called.

“Use Buzzy Buzz!” Molly ordered.

Sylveon changed smoothly to Jolteon and fired up an intense bolt of electricity, and Latios yelped as it punched through his shield.

The Electric-typed attack was weakened by having to break through, and Latios was still Dragon-type, but the move fizzed over his feathers and didn’t dissipate – instead it kept crackling, half-paralyzing Latios from sheer interference.

“Earthquake!” Ash ordered.

Latios gulped, then intensified his shield and rammed himself telekinetically into the ground. The earth trembled with the force of the blow, and Jolteon switched to Vaporeon so she could just dissolve into water instead of having to endure the shaking.


“Do you think he knows what’s going on?” Bianca asked.

“I’m not really sure,” Latias admitted, looking at the Soul Dew. “But he’s here when I sight-share, so… probably?”

The view around them tilted crazily, and Bianca swallowed slightly.

“Do you want me to exclude you?” Latias asked.

“No, I’m fine,” her friend told her. “It’s just a bit disorienting, but it’s not that bad.”

Latios was now throwing himself around the battlefield almost entirely by telekinesis, and many of the attacks he was using were being held in Counter Shield instead of fired when he needed them – all he could do to try and minimize the effects of the paralyzing Buzzy Buzz still flowing over his feathers.

It looked like Molly’s Eevee was finally starting to get tired too, which was why she hadn’t just blasted Latios with more Moonblasts than he could handle, but the battle was going to have to end soon one way or another.


I’ve got an idea! Latios told Ash.

“Go ahead!” Ash told him, trusting Latios to know what to do.

Latios reached out with his psychic powers, snatching up chunks of the ravaged earth and combining them together into a kind of defensive screen. It hid him from Leafeon’s view, but also from Ash’s view, and he closed one eye so he could see where Latios actually was.

He’d half expected that the Dragon-type would move somewhere the shield wasn’t protecting, but instead he was just staying there – and Leafeon briefly switched to Espeon, before apparently coming to the same conclusion and deciding to open fire.

“Solar Blade!” she announced, switching back to Leafeon, and swept her tail in an X-shape. The first swipe cut through Latios’ shield north-to-south, the second east-to-west, and she swapped her Leafeon shape for a Sylveon one so she could launch a Moonblast through the hole.

Luster Purge! Latios broadcast as the shield split open, a globe of energy flowing together at his muzzle.

Sylveon paused and glanced at Molly. “Um-”

“That’s Psychic!” Molly told Sylveon. “Go Umbreon!”

Her Pokémon didn’t need to be told twice, and her blue-white-and-pink coat became black ringed with blue.

Latios fired the Luster Purge… and, at exactly the same moment, brought down the Draco Meteor attack he’d fired while he was hidden behind the shield. Most of the audience had seen the circling golden meteorites, but neither Molly nor Umbreon had had the right angle, and both a powerful Psychic-type attack and a powerful Dragon-type attack crashed home at the same time – a combination for which Molly’s Eevee simply didn’t have a safe answer.

The explosion finally finished the job of turning what had once been a nice grassy arena into a complete disaster area.


“On second thought, maybe we don’t want him as an Elite Four member just from repair costs alone,” Aaron said, blinking. “Ouch.”

“I think that means Molly’s Eevee is no longer able to battle,” Cynthia mused, then nodded as she saw the currently-a-Normal-type on a small peak in the middle of the central crater.

It was necessary to specify which crater.


Okay, I think I’m just about done, Latios admitted, floating slowly down towards the arena. Anyone got a Cheri Berry I can have?

He lifted Eevee with another little burst of psychic power, floating her back to Molly, then gratefully ate the berry Ash retrieved from his pouch. “Even when you’re battling a Shedinja it’s not that hard to land damage…”

“That was great work, Latios,” Ash told him, giving him a pat – one which the sleek dragon leaned into, the little gesture pleasing him beyond words. “Really great.”


AN:


And the semi-finals, with the battle against Molly.

For those interested, my current writing schedule is to do about 2,000-2,500 words of this for every chapter of Harry Is A Dragon; it seems to be working fairly well so far.

Hopefully the Molly battle is working as well.






304. Sinnoh 55 (Tobias)


“Is it okay if we sit here?” Molly asked.

“Go ahead, Molly,” Brock agreed. “There’s a pretty big block of seats we managed to get reserved, and there should be space for you too.”

“That’s very good,” the shiny Suicune smiled, before leaping to a clear seat a few spaces away. Her husband joined her, and Molly’s Raikou visibly considered where to go before opting for one just the other side of Molly from Brock.

Her Eevee, of course, sat on her lap.

“All back to normal, then?” Brock asked.

“Yep!” Molly agreed. “I’m getting the hang of how to do healing, which was helpful because it meant I didn’t need to go to the Pokemon centre before the third place battle.”

“Ash’s team is quite good,” Raikou agreed, sounding a little rueful. “I know it’s the point, but it didn’t mean it didn’t sting a bit… especially being beaten by a Water-type.”

“You’ve beaten Ground-types before, sweetie,” his mother reminded him. “Including in the battle ten minutes ago for third place.”

“…this is true,” Raikou admitted.

Molly giggled, then looked around at the block of seats.

It was mostly full, now, and sitting there were mostly not humans but Pokemon. Some of the bigger ones, like Brock’s Steelix, had to be carefully fitted in, and she could see Pokemon she’d only met once or twice like Butterfree hanging around along with the much more familiar ones who lived at the ranch.

“Oh, that’s Latias!” she realized, waving, and Latias waved back. “Does that mean Latios went back to Altomare?”

“I think he’s still around,” Brock said, frowning. “Do you know, Dawn?”

“Rotom’s been keeping track,” Dawn provided. “Latias arrived a few minutes ago, and Latios is still around – he might be invisible, I’m not sure.”

“Huh,” Molly frowned, puzzling, then shrugged.


Down in the Orange Islands, three Legendary Birds exchanged glances.

“Okay, look,” Articuno said, eventually. “He’s not here, because he’s in Sinnoh. She’s not here, because she’s covering Altomare now. And Ho-Oh and Pidgeot are up in Sinnoh as well. So in what way are we not ready to finally find out which one of us is supposed to be in charge?”

Moltres looked nervous. “I don’t know… it could all be a trick.”

“What kind of trick do you mean?” Articuno asked. “It’s foolproof!”

“Yeah, but you’re a really inventive fool,” Zapdos countered.

Articuno’s wings flared open and a bluish glow built up in his beak. “Say that again!”

“There’s still Silver!” Moltres told them all. “He’s a Lugia too, remember, even if he’s mostly just a brat. And I get nervous about that kind of thing.”

“That sounds to me like you’re being a scaredy-Ducklett, not a Legendary Bird,” Articuno said.

“I’ll show you scaredy!” Moltres replied, taking a deep breath, then Zapdos summoned lightning to cloak himself and Articuno blasted at them both with a jet of cold.


“Well, they lasted longer than I was expecting,” Melody sighed.

Silver giggled.

“Should I give it a few minutes?” he asked.

Probably for the best, Slowking agreed. Then try and get them all in one shot.


“Sure you want to go first, Pikachu?” Ash checked.

“Well, I kind of want to see what it’s like fighting this Darkrai,” Pikachu replied. “And it’s overwhelmingly likely he’ll send Darkrai out first.”

Just because he’s done it for every single battle so far, Dexter muttered. Just because nobody seems to know what the rest of his Pokemon are.

“He’s got to have trained them some time, right?” Ash checked.

You would think, Dexter agreed. He is, however, an intentional man of mystery.

“I think that’s international,” Lucario corrected.

I mean what I said.

“Well, we know about Latios as well,” Ash said. “And apart from that…”

Dexter beeped. This is strange. There is an incoming phone call. From Tobias.

“Huh,” Ash said, a bit surprised. “Okay, I guess?”

Dexter’s projector flashed, and drew an image in the air.

“Ash Ketchum, good afternoon,” Tobias said. “Are you ready? I’m quite happy to wait, I’d rather have a good battle than one starting a bit sooner.”

“Yeah, I’m ready,” Ash agreed. “Only, uh… are you going to keep the call going?”

“I don’t see why not,” the other trainer said. “It’s better than shouting.”

“Right, because I might ask Dexter to mute anything that’s a strategy discussion,” Ash explained.

“Of course,” Tobias agreed.

The referee had presumably been paying attention in some way, because he called out. “On three! One, two-”

Pikachu waited until the three, then sprang forwards.


Out on the arena – now restored to grass, though Pikachu didn’t think that was going to last long – there was a moment when the Electric-type was the only Pokemon out there. Then the Pokeball Tobias had already thrown burst open, revealing his Darkrai, and Pikachu’s cheeks sparked.

“Good night,” Darkrai greeted him, and spread his hands. “Dark Void!”

Pikachu jumped, lashing out with a bolt of electricity that had enough recoil to push him backwards a bit, and the blast hit Darkrai’s Dark Void with a blam that burst it into fragments of tattered shadow. It absorbed the attack, though, and Pikachu followed his thunderbolt up with a second electrical attack and an Aura Sphere for good measure.

“Don’t forget to keep moving!” Ash called, as Darkrai summoned a globe of absolute blackness and absorbed the electrical attack into it. The Aura Sphere dodged around and got through, knocking Darkrai back a step, and Pikachu felt quite pleased with himself – though he used Agility as well, making sure he was moving at speed to avoid being a good target for Darkrai.

Then Darkrai used Dark Void again, this time shattering the attack into hundreds of fragments which rained down all over the arena.

Pikachu immediately began Counter-Shielding, wrapping himself in layer upon layer of Electrical energy, and started darting from one side to another so that if any of the projectiles actually were aimed at him they’d still only really hit by random chance.

The problem was that there were so many of them that ‘random chance’ felt like it was a coin flip. A coin flip of darkness and void and other things like that.

Pikachu decided he should concentrate a bit more.


“Guanna?” Iris asked, then stifled a yawn. “What’s Dark Void, again? I always have trouble with ones like that.”

It’s the special move of Darkrai. It causes sleep.

“Oh, it’s one of those special moves,” Iris realized. “The ones where they cause you problems instead of just blasting you into the ionosphere.”

She pursed her lips, trying to make sure she didn’t yawn again. “I feel like I’m being affected by it right now…”


Pikachu darted to his left, then his right, and out of the corner of his eye he saw a Dark Void particle coming down where it was about to get in his way. He set his paw, twisting around to slow himself, and lightning blazed from his cheeks up his ears, down his limbs and along his tail to form an incandescent seven-pointed pattern of intersecting currents.

“Thunder!” he announced, firing off his attack with a long-ranged palm strike that gave the whole burst direction, and Darkrai flinched backwards slightly.

In response the Dark-type made a gesture, reaching out with an ice beam that tracked along the ground and formed a line in front of Pikachu, and Pikachu jumped before boosting himself with a burst of electrical energy so he wasn’t moving predictably for long.

Coming down to land, he glanced over at Darkrai – only to see that Darkrai had vanished. There was a pool of darkness instead, like a puddle of shadow, and it visibly spread out along the floor of the arena.

“Okay, that’s probably not good,” Pikachu decided, then wiggled his ears. A Jacob’s Ladder began crackling between them, a continuous arc of lightning that went up and down and fizzed, and the light it emitted banished most of the shadows in the area around Pikachu himself.

Switching to using Aura, he put his paws together to focus. Then he hurled an Aura Sphere into the sky and burst it with a Shock Wave, one which spread and branched like a tree before hammering down all over the arena to try and find where Darkrai had gone.

“Behind-!” Ash shouted, and Pikachu was whirling to look when the Dark Void ball hit him.


“You saw that as well, right?” Lucario asked. “Darkrai’s Aura spread out as well when he did that.”

“Yeah-” Ash began, then raised his voice. “Pikachu, wake up!”

Darkrai used Dream Eater, the move stealing energy from Pikachu to restore his wounds.

“Darkrai is good at what he does,” Tobias said. “He’s had more trouble catching Pikachu than anyone else so far this Conference.”

Ash looked a bit closer, then relaxed slightly.

Darkrai used Dream Eater again, and it didn’t work. He’d only just realized that when Pikachu burst into motion, hammering Darkrai with two Force Palms and an Electro Ball before springing backwards.

“That was not a nice dream!” he said, sparks trailing behind him and leaving a trail as he landed. More electricity spread over his tail, excess power bleeding off into a kind of banner which whipped in the coronal wind, and he began spinning rings of electricity around him in the familiar modified Counter Shield that was Volt Crash. “Any idea how to stop him doing that again?”

“When he’s spread out like that he doesn’t have one position,” Ash replied. “I guess maybe he can’t keep it up for long… I know! Electric Terrain!”


The whole of the ready energy for the Volt Crash collapsed down into Pikachu’s paw, and he flipped over to ram it into the grass – only for a surge of distortion to pulse out from Darkrai just as Pikachu was about to make contact.

Darkrai’s Disable neutralized the technique completely, leaving the energy with nowhere to go, and it surged up and back in a four-streamed eruption before Pikachu lashed the whole thing back under control.

Then he fired it at Darkrai, because he was getting a bit annoyed at this point.


“Darkrai knows Disable,” Ash said, out loud. “That’s… a problem.”

“Does anyone know Uproar?” Lucario checked.

“I think Mom would have complained if someone was learning it,” Ash replied.

As he spoke, Pikachu used Shockwave. The attack spiralled through the air towards Darkrai’s position, moving lazily, and Darkrai summoned a Dark Void ball before holding it up to soak up the attack.

Pikachu jumped into the middle of the spiral and coilgunned himself directly at his opponent, palm first with a Brick Break glowing blue around his paw, and punched the Dark Void so hard it exploded. Then he hit Darkrai with another Force Palm, one which sent the Dark-type reeling backwards, and was about to follow up with his tail glowing Aura blue when Darkrai dropped to the floor in a puddle of shadow.

Pikachu immediately blasted the entire grass field with Shockwave, in lieu of something more type-effective, and Ash thought it had some effect – though not enough, as Darkrai nailed Pikachu with another Dark Void the moment he went back out of shadow form.


“How would you deal with a Darkrai for an opponent?” Queen Ilene asked.

“I believe the best approach in this situation would be to bring an ally with the Insomnia ability,” Lucario said, after thinking about it a little. “Or similar.”

“Chesto berry,” Aaron decided. “Arceus’ training area involved a lot of equipment use.”


As Pikachu struggled awake again, Ash raised his voice.

“Come back, Pikachu!” he called. “Darkrai’s just healing most of the damage you’re doing!”

“I hate it, but you’re right,” Pikachu agreed.

“Darkrai, stop,” Tobias said, his voice coming through the phone call as well as through the air, and Darkrai stopped attacking.

“Thanks,” Ash told him, as Pikachu jumped back to Ash’s side. “Okay, Sceptile!”

Sceptile emerged onto the battlefield already using Worry Seed – on himself – and Darkrai’s Dark Void hit him to no effect.

“Surprisingly, that’s the first time someone’s actually been able to do that,” Tobias noted. “Darkrai, Ice Beam.”

A blizzard of pink petals came surging out from Sceptile’s swishing tail, forming into a pillar of swirling vegetation so thick it concealed Sceptile from view completely, and the Ice Beam splashed into it and deflected away.

Darkrai kept the Ice Beam up for four or five seconds, then let it dissipate, and once it did the petal swirl faded as well to reveal Sceptile.

Mega Sceptile.

“It’s nice when Pokemon learn from their partners,” Lucario said. “I wonder if he picked up Vine Whip as well?”


“Hmm…” Gary-dos said, frowning at the TV.

“Something up?” asked the other Gary.

“I was just thinking,” the newcomer explained. “Didn’t we find that Mega-Evolved Sceptile have Lightning Rod?”

Gary-uno nodded. “Yes, that’s right. Though I have to admit I’m not entirely sure why, because they’re already Grass-type Dragons – it seems sort of a waste.”

Gary-dos chuckled. “It’s a pity Pikachu couldn’t leave some electricity out there for Sceptile to absorb.”

“But seriously,” he added. “I remember seeing this battle last time around…”

“Me too,” his counterpart agreed. “And I know what you mean. Should be interesting to see if he’ll try.”


After a moment’s further pause, Mega Sceptile’s clawed feet clenched. They tore little runnels in the ground, and he broke into a run before jumping high into the air.

A defensive Petal Blizzard surrounded him again, flashing into ice from the first impact of Darkrai’s Ice Beam, and the frozen chaos of petals twitched before flowing steadily forwards as Mega Sceptile pushed it from behind. Then there was a blue-green flash, and both of Mega Sceptile’s Sacred Swords cut through it at once – leaving a scatter of both frozen and unfrozen petals, which the Dragon-type darted through as he rushed towards Darkrai.

“X-Scissor,” Tobias ordered, and Darkrai gestured. Glowing green blades extended from each of his claws, and he swiped out at Mega Sceptile – swipes which Mega Sceptile blocked with his right arm blade, which flashed pale grey as he switched smoothly from Sacred Sword to Air Slash.

The crash from contact produced a rippling shockwave, and Mega Sceptile rolled with the impact – spinning around, his tail whipping across as he briefly turned away from Darkrai. It was too fast for Darkrai to react, but Mega Sceptile had known it was coming, and he fired his Leaf Storm directly at his opponent as the tailtip came on target.

Darkrai stepped backwards from the force of the blow, then raised one clawed hand and caught Mega Sceptile’s remaining Sacred Sword attack with his X-Scissor. The other hand flashed briefly with purple light as the Dark-type Legendary created a Dark Void, and rather than attack with it he used it to block – then turned it into a Dark Pulse, hammering Mega Sceptile with it and blasting him away.

“Use Ice Beam,” Tobias said. “Then Dark Pulse.”

Mega Sceptile was only just landing when the Ice Beam arrived, but he blocked it first with his Sacred Sword – then swept across a Petal Blizzard, soaking up the attack so Darkrai couldn’t simply move his beam around and try and get past the flashing defensive blade.

When the Dark Pulse arrived, however, it shattered the ice and drove the fragments at Mega Sceptile. The Grass-type sprang into the air when he saw it coming, but it still hit like an Ice Shard attack, and Darkrai didn’t let up on the pressure – he threw a Shadow Ball with his other hand, one which Mega Sceptile only just caught with his Air Slash.

“Close in again!” Ash called, and Mega Sceptile used Dragon Pulse – not as an attack, but using the blast of recoil to propel him quickly back to the ground. He rolled on impact and charged, blades ready, and Darkrai responded by dropping into shadow form and evading the charge – even avoiding being hit when Mega Sceptile drove his Sacred Sword blades into the ground on the run.


“Hmm…” Tobias frowned.

He raised his voice. “Darkrai. Shock Wave.”

Darkrai rose back out of shadowform with his hands together, cupping a ball of lightning, and as soon as he was mostly corporeal again he hurled it skywards. It curved in mid-air like a hook, arcing down towards Mega Sceptile, and the Grass-type’s tail drew it in to form a series of fizzing rings around all the individual poles of the tail.

“Dark Void!” Tobias ordered then, much faster, and Darkrai summoned a globe of darkness. It split into a hundred pieces which rained down all over the arena as Mega Sceptile threw a Sacred Sword beam at Darkrai, and both Pokemon hit their target at the same time.

Ow, Darkrai intoned.

“You can keep going?” Tobias checked, looking between Darkrai and Mega Sceptile – who was, as he’d expected, now slumped unconscious on the ground as a result of losing the effect of his Worry Seed.

Darkrai simply nodded, raising a hand and spinning up a whirling ball of ice and air. Then he threw the Icy Wind at Mega Sceptile.

“Sleep Talk!” Ash ordered.

Mega Sceptile used Agility, zipping out of the way of the attack, and the Icy Wind sprayed over the ground instead.

“Interesting,” Tobias decided. “Ice Beam!”

“Sleep Talk!”


“Oh, hey, nostalgia,” Heracross said, eating some popcorn.

“Nostalgia?” Chikorita repeated. “Oh, is this someone you battled last time, or is it a battle strategy Dad did last time?”

“It’s a strategy I did last time against that Darkrai,” Heracross told him, taking another piece of the maple-syrup popcorn and tossing it into his mouth. “I don’t actually remember the battle very well because I was asleep for it, though.”

“Part of the trick is about when Ash is telling your father to Sleep Talk,” Meganium supplied. “He doesn’t know what Sceptile will do, but he knows Sceptile will do something, so he picks his moment.”

“I think I get it, yeah,” Chikorita agreed.

About then, Mega Sceptile used Leaf Storm again. The attack went rocketing into the air at a near-vertical angle, and Darkrai watched it in some puzzlement before shrugging and hurling an Ice Beam.

That got deflected by a Leaf Blade, though the shock of the impact didn’t seem pleasant for the sleeping Grass/Dragon type.


“Sleep Talk!” Ash called. “And – Sleep Talk again!”

The first attack didn’t seem to do anything, and Mega Sceptile kept lying on his front – then the second summoned a Petal Blizzard which hid him from view for a second or two.

When it faded, Mega Sceptile was still lying face-down… but one eye slid open for a moment, and he winked.

“Icy Wind,” Tobias ordered. “He won’t be able to block it every time.”

“Sleep Talk!” Ash called.

This time, Mega Sceptile jumped and did a complete forwards flip – bringing his tail down with a mighty crash, one that forced rocks out of the ground with Rock Slide, and the Icy Wind hit it with a splash.

Then the Leaf Storm that Mega Sceptile had fired into the air came back down again.

“Shadow!” Tobias ordered.

The Leaf Seed pod burst to spray high-velocity seeds over the whole arena, and Darkrai dodged into shadow-form just in time to avoid being hit.

Ash closed one eye, watching as Darkrai’s Aura spread over the ground in his diffuse hiding-in-shadow state, then recoalesced and Darkrai began to rise back into corporeal form.

“Sacred Sword spin!” he said, very quickly.

Mega Sceptile went from a lying-down start into a blur of blades and motion in an instant, hurling himself at Darkrai with the additional speed boost of his Agility, and the abruptness of the change caught both Tobias and Darkrai completely by surprise.

What they hadn’t realized was that one of Mega Sceptile’s moves was still Worry Seed, and sooner or later he’d hit himself with it again… and since Darkrai was just coming out of his invulnerable shadow-state, he couldn’t go back into it.

Surprise and speed did the rest, and when Mega Sceptile stopped spinning Darkrai was collapsing to the ground.


“Impressive,” Tobias told Ash, returning his Dark-type. “It might be slightly cliché to say it, but nobody else has made me work even that hard yet. I think this is going to be an enjoyable battle.”

“Are you good to stay out, Sceptile?” Ash asked, and Mega Sceptile rose from his crouch before giving Ash a thumbs-up.

Then Tobias sent out his next Pokemon – and it wasn’t the Latios they’d been expecting.

Instead, a pink-yellow-and-blue Cresselia materialized, hovering in the air and issuing a soothing croon, and Ash blinked.

“I guess that’s on theme,” he admitted. “Wait, are Cresselia all female? I just realized I don’t actually know.”

As far as I can determine, yes, it’s the Yin Yang aspect of their lunar relationship, Dexter told him. Though that could also mean that there’s one male Cresselia and one female Darkrai, because symbolism is like that.

“If there is a male Cresselia, I haven’t met one,” Tobias told him. “My one is female.”

“That’s good to know, I guess,” Ash said, frowning. “Okay, Sceptile, remember she’s Psychic!”

Mega Sceptile’s arm blades flared with Night Slash, this time, and he adjusted his footing slightly.

“Psycho Cut,” Tobias ordered, then belatedly muted the microphone on his end. Cresselia’s two looping, ring-like wings lit up with an ethereal soft glow, like moonlight which was somehow visible in the middle of the day, and she lowered her head for a moment before darting forwards.

She passed at least twenty feet from Mega Sceptile, but the energy flashed out from her wings themselves towards the Grass-type – meaning that, despite the distance, her Psycho Cut could still reach her opponent. He raised his Night Slash blades and crossed them, blocking some of the force of the attack, but enough made it through to knock him backwards – and possibly knocking him over, had he not managed to use his big tail as a counterweight to regain balance.

As soon as his feet were on the ground, Mega Sceptile pushed himself onto all fours instead for extra stability. That let him whip his tail around and fire a Leaf Storm at Cresselia as she banked around at the end of her first pass, and she had to dodge at full speed to avoid being hit by the flying burst of seeds.


“Aurora Beam,” Tobias ordered, and Cresselia opened her muzzle. A little globe of rainbow energy appeared in it, and she drifted higher before starting to fire Aurora Beams out of the globe – never using it all up at once, instead firing a series of staccato blasts of multicoloured light so she could always just move on to a different target after one missed – and a lot of them were missing, because Mega Sceptile was back to using Petal Blizzards as shields to augment his own considerable agility.

One of the Petal Blizzards thickened to block a blast of Ice-type energy, and Mega Sceptile jumped into the air and did a forwards roll under the cover of the screen of petals. His blades glowed, and he sent two Night Slash beams upwards as he did so-

“Left!” Tobias called quickly, and as Mega Sceptile landed he saw that while Cresselia hadn’t seen what he was doing Tobias had had a clear field of view.

He swept one arm across, and the Petal Blizzards multiplied and split so that he had one blocking him from Tobias’ view.

“Aurora Beam followed by Psychic,” Tobias added, and Cresselia began alternating her blasts of freezing rainbow light with pulses of psionic force – trying to replicate the Ice Shard effect that Darkrai had already managed, though with a different origin.

Mega Sceptile slammed his tail into the ground, using Magical Leaf this time, and dozens of glowing leaves spread out in a globe before shooting in towards the Psychic-type overhead. He jumped into the air as well, bursting through a swirl of petals to rise to the same altitude Cresselia was at, and flung an X-Scissor at her.

She couldn’t dodge all of the attacks at once, and while she avoided the X-Scissor barrage she did take a long rolling bombardment from the Magical Leaves before finally countering the last few with a burst of Telekinesis.

Mega Sceptile landed again, and the ground exploded beneath him as a Future Sight went off.


“You okay?” Ash called to Mega Sceptile.

The doughty Grass-type gave him another thumbs-up, starting to move again – this time making sure he was dodging around randomly so that a Future Sight couldn’t actually target him long enough in advance.

Cresselia was glowing softly, the marks on her body left by all those Magical Leaves fading away as she used Moonlight, and Ash frowned.

“Watch out,” he said. “She’s healing.”

“Got it,” Mega Sceptile confirmed, sending a Leaf Storm up to attack Cresselia again, but Ash could see that his own Pokemon was at least a little tired – after first the bombardment from Darkrai, and now this battle.

Mega Sceptile wanted to keep going, though, and that was his choice.

“Cresselia,” Ash heard Tobias say then. “Use Thunder Wave.”

A sudden burst of paralyzing electricity flashed down at Mega Sceptile, and his Lightningrod couldn’t protect him any more now he didn’t even have it – his movement immediately slowed, and Cresselia swept a continuous Aurora Beam across all his Petal Blizzards to stop him from using those as a defence.

Then the Lunar Pokemon used Moonblast, glowing with a soft golden light as she fired down a continuous beam of Fairy-type energy massive enough to completely conceal Mega Sceptile from view for several long seconds.

Ash’s staff stopped glowing, and he knew the reason even before the Moonblast ended – Sceptile was out.


“That’s a lot stronger than I was expecting, actually,“Cynthia mused. “Did you know Cresselia could do that?”

“I haven’t actually got one, as unlike most people seem to these days I don’t have a Legendary,” Lucian told her. “But it doesn’t seem completely ridiculous that a Legendary Pokemon whose domain is the moon and moonlight would be particularly good at using a moon-based attack.”

He shrugged. “Of course, if it were a psychic type move it would be my department.”

“What I want to know is how many Legendaries this guy has,” Flint said. “Any guesses?”

“Which guy do you mean?” Cynthia said.

“That’s a worryingly good question in context,” Flint admitted.


Ash looked at Dexter. “Can you unmute, please?”

Done.

“Is it okay if we ask for the ring-out rule for leaving the stadium to be relaxed?” Ash went on, now asking Tobias the question. “Not for the whole battle, but for a bit.”

“Well, I don’t see a reason why not,” Tobias replied. “It would certainly let some of our Pokemon perform to their full skill level.”

I will go and inform the referee, Dexter announced, manifesting his Porygon-Z form around his projector.

“That is not your opponent, Cresselia,” Tobias called, warning the Psychic-type off from what was really quite a sensible assumption. “We’re getting that sorted out.”

The Lunar Pokemon orbited, though without taking twenty-eight days to go around once, and about twenty seconds later the referee raised his voice.

“We will be temporarily removing the restriction on passing the roof of the arena!” he announced, and as soon as it was confirmed Ash took his next Pokeball from his belt.

“Just watch out for the ground,” he warned, and sent out Pidgeot.


The Flying-type’s wings swept wide as soon as she emerged, and she hammered them down with thirty-foot wings of air augmenting her own wingspan. The sheer amount of air she moved sent her climbing like a rocket, sweeping past the opening at the top of the arena in moments, and once she was a mile or so in the air she banked around to check that Cresselia was following.

“It’s good to be able to stretch my wings,” she announced, and continued banking around until she was facing towards Cresselia – then accelerated.

The Psychic-type opened aggressively, firing an Aurora Beam, and Pidgeot twitched to dodge out of the way of the attack entirely. That took her a long way out of the way as well, though, arcing a mile or two away from the arena, and she began adjusting the airflows over her wings and around her expanded manoeuvre surfaces.

Her own first attack was a drilling Air Slash, a whirl of coherent air visible from the condensation it forced out of the air, and it bored straight in on Cresselia at speed until Pidgeot’s opponent smashed it with a concentrated pulse of psychic energy. The focus to block it meant she couldn’t attack at the same time, though, and Pidgeot swooped past before curving around for another pass.

Halfway through her bank, though, she flipped backwards and rolled her wings at the same time. The air currents around her detached as she stalled, temporarily lost any semblance of order, then within a second they focused back together and blew her back along her original course at almost the full speed she’d had before.

“What the nightside!?” Cresselia demanded, staring, then threw a Charge Beam at the same moment that Pidgeot used Hurricane.

The powerful blast of wind would have been enough to shove Cresselia back, but Pidgeot hadn’t formed it to just shove Cresselia back. Instead the attack crested like a wave, the wind curling up by itself before all the pent-up energy uncoiled again and imploded – hitting Cresselia from both sides at once.

Cresselia’s own Charge Beam flashed across Pidgeot’s wings, not getting any purchase, then the charge slowly fizzed out into the air as Pidgeot kept flying.

The Psychic-type formed a shield around herself, buying her a little more time to think, then started firing Moonblasts – not a single powerful Moonblast with the same power as the one she’d directed at Mega Sceptile, but several smaller ones that were individually less powerful but which she could charge and aim faster. Pidgeot began dodging and weaving around them, sometimes outflying Cresselia’s aim with pure speed and sometimes with agility, and after perhaps ten seconds of Cresselia’s bombardment Pidgeot did another aerodynamically questionable backflip and hammered Cresselia with an Ominous Wind.


Tobias blinked a few times. “I… don’t actually think those are the laws of physics your Pokemon’s obeying.”

“Yeah, they get that a lot,” Ash replied. “I don’t get why people are surprised by it, not when Darkrai can turn into a puddle of shadows.”

“That’s something Darkrai are meant to be able to do,” Tobias replied, then muted his own microphone and whistled sharply.

Overhead, Cresselia stopped firing. She spun sharply in space and headed downwards, flying back into the arena, and Pidgeot followed before breaking off and going wider into a patrol pattern.

Yes? Cresselia asked. I hope this is for advice.

“It is,” Tobias confirmed, with a solemn nod. “Once you return to the battle, start with Mist…”


The moment Cresselia returned to the battlefield, Pidgeot came stooping down out of the sky with her wings blazing with golden fire.

Cresselia formed her shield and then left it behind, dodging to the right in a burst of speed, and Pidgeot pulled up at the last moment to let her Sky Attack collide with the shield in a detonation that lit up the sky with rolling waves of fire.

Neither Pokemon was deterred by the blast. Cresselia used Mist, exhaling a sparkling white cloud which billowed out as the golden flame faded, and Pidgeot skimmed barely a hundred feet above the ground before banking sharply around and accelerating hard. Her wings flared and she used Hurricane, sending it out as she went past, but the spreading Mist cloud gave Cresselia cover – though the exploding implosion bomb went off, forcing the Mist to condense out of the air and forming a brief blast of Icy Wind, the blast itself was nowhere near where Cresselia herself was.

Or it could have been right next to her and only barely missed her. It wasn’t exactly easy to tell.

Pidgeot swept around again with her wings held out to the sides, thinking, and a Moonblast flashed out of the Mist towards her. It hit her with a crash, sending sparkles in all directions, and the Flying-type shook her head slightly before abruptly accelerating and pulling out of the way of the follow-up attack.

The mist kept spreading, Cresselia expanding the space she could hide in, and when Pidgeot tried flying through it for a Brave Bird attack she found the other side of the problem it caused. Her unpredictable course made it so Cresselia couldn’t just attack her as she passed through, but the pressure wake she left made the Mist start to condense, and when she emerged on the other side of the fogbank it was with frost sublimating off her feathers.

Choosing a new plan, Pidgeot did a roll and flip. Her Tailwind coiled around her and launched her back in the direction she’d been flying, but just before she reached the Mist itself she pulled up sharply and stalled – rapidly slowing, then accelerating again, and leaving complex wind patterns behind her as she gained speed.

Her second pass was similar, though not the same, as rather than perform a Cobra she did a triple roll which drew up mist into a corkscrewing pattern. Then in her third pass she abruptly dropped, passing under the cloud instead of over, and shed all of her momentum at once to leave her practically at a standstill in the air.

Overhead, all the wind currents she’d set up began to tighten at once. The sky was clear apart from Cresselia’s cloudbank, and then with startling suddenness a tornado appeared from nowhere – whipping the air into a screaming vortex which shredded Cresselia’s cloud in a moment and sucked her into the eye.

Pidgeot flipped over, so her back faced the ground and her belly towards the sky, and inhaled for a moment before firing out the red-tinted beam of an Aeroblast. There was a flash of lunar light as Cresselia drew upon her connection to the moon, and then a shattering explosion which tore the tornado apart and left Cresselia falling unconscious to the ground.


“I assume that we’re going to keep the ring-out clause suspended?” Tobias asked.

“If that’s okay,” Ash replied.

“It’s how your Pidgeot fights best anyway,” Tobias judged, contemplating the rest of his team.

He considered one Pokeball, decided against it, then selected another. “It’s good to have an actual challenge.”

Ash didn’t reply to that, and Tobias momentarily shrugged before opening his Pokeball – sending out his Latios.


“…oh,” Latias squeaked, in the crowd.

“What’s that?” Torkoal asked her. “I’m kind of looking forward to this one, I was too unconscious to see him last time.”

“That’s a tough Latios,” Swellow contributed, next to her. “I remember battling him, and wow but it was a tough one! Still, Pidgeot’s totally got this.”

“That’s… not the problem,” Latias replied, going invisible. “This is actually kind of embarrassing…”

Isn’t that the Latios who visits Altomare sometimes? Latios asked. The one who’s the brother of my-

He paused, for long enough for Latias to giggle down their link. All right, my girlfriend, you win, her brother grumped. How long has that been building up?

Since none of the Pokemon who saw Tobias’ Latios ever visited us at the right time, Latias guessed. I guess we should have expected it, though, it’s not like there’s an unlimited supply of Eon Pokemon in this country?

“Latias?” Swellow checked. “You seem kind of embarrassed. Is everything okay?”

“I… think I’m going to not actively root for anyone in this one,” Latias decided. “I just hope it’s a good battle.”


High overhead, Pidgeot contemplated her opponent.

Then she spread her wings and beat them once, twisting the air around her into knots so that while she accelerated from a hover to half the speed of sound in one great wingbeat she also did it backwards.

Latios opened the battle with a Charge Beam, but Pidgeot’s unexpected manoeuvre meant that it missed her entirely – and the mess of confused air that Pidgeot had left behind twisted, turning into an Air Slash which fired off from what looked like empty space to flash in towards the Dragon-type.

Unlike his teammate, however, Latios was well aware that he would have to shield right from the start of the battle. Pidgeot’s first attack crashed home on a globe of psychic force, and Latios switched to firing a Shock Wave at Pidgeot instead – although that went wide as well, as Pidgeot converted four hundred miles per hour backwards to four hundred miles per hour forwards with a bang that produced a momentary cloud of condensation around her wingtips.

After considering the situation for a moment longer, Latios began to fly at high speed himself – psychically propelling himself, first moving up to a normal flight speed and then curving around to follow the Flying-type.

Pidgeot tucked in a wing and went plunging towards the ground, and Latios banked around to follow her – doing his best to ignore aerodynamics, since Pidgeot was already doing that and it seemed the best way to keep up with her – before shooting a carefully aimed string of Dragon Pulses at her.

The first one hit, then Pidgeot twitched her tail and the second one collided with a cloud of feathers as she used Feather Dance. The third one missed entirely, going past to slam into the ground within the stadium itself, and the fourth scored another hit as Pidgeot’s Feather Dance dissipated and she didn’t quite put up a new one in time.

Then Pidgeot backflipped, still going down at the same speed as before, and fired an Aeroblast.

Latios had to dodge sideways out of the way, not wanting to be hit by such a powerful attack, and it blazed an arc into the sky before dissipating as Pidgeot returned to her original facing and pulled up out of her dive.

Vortices went spooling off her wings, and as she came around for an attack Latios vanished in a blur of refracted light.


“So cool,” Swellow summarized. “Did you see those post-stall manoeuvres?”

“Call me crazy,” Staraptor began.

“We already do,” Torkoal interjected.

Staraptor gestured at him dismissively with a wing. “I was going to say, I’m pretty sure I only neologize words, not entire new structures of aerodynamics that seem in danger of tearing a hole in space.”

There was a thoom as Pidgeot went supersonic, a trail of condensation rippling in the air behind her, and she began making high-speed passes that traced a grid through the sky – a three-dimensional grid, hanging together instead of dissipating, and which rippled only slightly every time she went through it.

“So, where’s the Latios?” Swellow asked. “Latias? Any ideas?”

“He’s invisible,” Latias pointed out, which was fair enough, though they shouldn’t have needed the reminder because she was invisible too.

“But you always seem to know where Latios is,” Torkoal told her.

“That’s because we’re twins, it’s not an Eon Pokemon thing,” Latias explained.


“It’s a trap,” Tobias said. “If you disturb the wind cage then she’ll know.”

Do you have any suggestions?

“Disrupt it in the way you want it to be disrupted,” Tobias told him. “Use Psyshock, then follow her with Dragon Dance-”

“Down here!” Ash shouted.

Latios didn’t bother waiting to listen to any further advice or instructions. Instead the Dragon-type simply shot straight up, then launched a Psyshock ahead of him at double his actual speed.

The wind cage twisted, as momentum and energy that had been bound into the grid all whipcracked together at once into an instant tornado – then into two, one going clockwise and the other going anticlockwise, creating an intense shear zone between the two with only the eye of the tornado as safe ground.

Pidgeot came diving down through the eye with her wings half-folded, catching the wind and spinning through a drilling aileron roll, and went straight through Latios’ Psyshock without slowing down.

Latios strengthened his shield as far as it would go, and used Lustre Purge, and collided with Pidgeot’s Brave Bird at a total closing speed significantly higher than the speed of sound. His charged Psychic attack detonated in a moment, doing what it could to shield him from most of the force of the blow, and for several long seconds afterwards even he wasn’t quite sure what had just happened.


From the outside, after the double-tornado had twisted itself out of thin air in moments, it promptly exploded in a concussive blast which rattled the windows nearby. Streamers of wind and light spread out like the trails of a firework, rising up to describe the rough shape of an oak tree, then began to drift in the wind and slowly fade away.


Ash recalled Pidgeot as she was about to hit the ground.

“That’s great work, Pidgeot,” he told her, and looked up at the dissipating remains of the explosion.

Latios was still there, though it looked like his feathers were definitely ruffled.

“I’m assuming I shouldn’t go out there next,” Pikachu said.

“No, I know who I’m sending out,” Ash replied. “He’d probably riot if I didn’t…”


Ash’s Pokeball flew out into the arena, bounced, and unleashed Charizard with a flash of white light.

The Fire-type glanced down for just a moment to make sure his Pokeball was flying back to Ash, then began to hover – lacing his claws together and cracking them, first outwards and then knuckle by knuckle.

“All right, let’s do this,” he said.

Latios shook his head slightly, fighting off the after-effects from Pidgeot’s attack, and the sight made Tobias frown.

He wondered why Charizard wasn’t pressing the advantage.

Then Latios felt himself ready enough to take the offensive, and flung out a Psywave. The moment that that happened Charizard countered with a Flamethrower, creating a screen of intense fire and smoke that blocked him from direct observation, and the Psywave detonated on it – then Charizard emerged through the wall of flame, his wing-tip vortices capturing eddies of the flame and fanning them as he bore in on Latios.

The Psychic-type dodged to the side, ignoring aerodynamics to get out of the way as fast as possible, and flung a Dragon Pulse at Charizard. His target replied with a Dragon Pulse of his own, the two attacks colliding in another big explosion, and Tobias put his hands around his mouth.

“Go into stealth!” he called.

Latios duly went into stealth, his feathers bending light around him to let him vanish in a flash of refracted blue, and Charizard switched from throwing a single powerful attack to rearing up and pointing his head towards the sky.

“Ember!” he roared, and fired out an Ember attack.

That didn’t mean there was just one little fireball, though. It rained fire, thousands upon thousands of globs of flame raining down all through the arena, filling it to the limits of the screens established to protect the audience and spread out vertically so the deluge lasted for at least ten full seconds.

The saturation was so complete that there was simply nowhere it was possible for Latios to hide, not completely, and Charizard lunged towards where flames pocked the surface of an invisible shield. His claws flashed with purple light, and when he reached the shield he grabbed on with talons that dug into the shield to give him a grip instead of sliding off without purchase.

Latios uncloaked and spun inside his shield, firing a Dragon Pulse point-blank at Charizard, and Charizard retaliated with a jet of intense flame that splashed off the edge of the shield and surrounded it as if the shield were being blowtorched.

“Turn off the shield!” Tobias called, and Latios did just that. He darted skywards as well, evading in the same moment, and though Charizard’s flame splashed across his flank it was only a glancing blow.

That left Charizard falling towards the ground back-first, and he twisted about before using Fire Blast straight down. The attack hit the ground and produced a pillow of overpressure, one which Charizard used to launch himself right back towards the sky, and his wings hammered down to boost his speed as he turned to face Latios again.

This time he went in faster, using Flare Blitz, and though Latios re-shielded to avoid letting the Fire-type get into close quarters Charizard just replied by grabbing onto the shield and doing a high-powered backflip.

Latios got carried along with the flip, shield and all, and in less than a second Charizard was driving them both towards the ground for a brutal Seismic Toss.

“Luster Purge!” Tobias ordered.

Before the Luster Purge had even charged up properly, Charizard used Crunch. His fangs lit up with Dark-type energy and he bit into Latios’ psychic shield, then tore it apart, and took hold of Latios’ right arm and left wing to make sure he couldn’t dodge out of the way.

The Dragon-type’s attack was just about to fire, as they got closer and closer to the ground, and Charizard opened his wings at the same moment as he fired out a Draco Meteor.

A series of overlapping explosions hammered into Latios, and his reply went wide – partly because Charizard was suddenly fifty feet away, as he stopped falling and Latios kept doing it.

Then Charizard hit Latios with the entire planet.


“Ouch,” Latias said faintly.

She looked up at the rippling surface of the crowd shield. “I have to say, I’m very impressed in whichever Pokemon is handling that. There are some really powerful attacks going on today.”

“They’re doing it as a team,” Torkoal answered. “And I think Mewtwo’s started helping, just because it’s the polite thing to do.”

“Do you think that’s Latios down for the count, then?” Swellow checked. “I’ve seen your brother take hits like that and keep going… at least once, I think?”

“Well, he did get hit by Pidgeot first,” Latias pointed out. “So it’s not like he just took the hits from Charizard.”

“There’s no need to sound so defensive,” Staraptor sniggered. “Perhaps it’s you getting a bit infatuational?”

Latias tried out a rude gesture she’d seen before.


Charizard kept hovering until he was sure that Latios wouldn’t be getting back up, then snorted out a little puff of flame and began to orbit instead.

“Charizard!” Ash called, as Latios vanished in a flare of red light. “If you need to, you can use Blast Burn!”

“I won’t pretend it wouldn’t have been helpful before, but thanks for letting me know!” Charizard replied, as he swept around closer to his trainer.

Much of the arena floor was still on fire from the Ember storm, which was making the air currents a bit weird, but there was enough to give him a bit of extra lift. The air coming up had to be replaced by new air coming in from somewhere else, though, and with the crowd shield in place that was probably coming down the middle of the arena (where there weren’t any fires, because Latios hitting the ground at speed had blown them out).

Charizard made a mental note to watch out for that bit, then turned with interest as Tobias sent out his next Pokemon – an Alakazam.

And, as he continued orbiting, Alakazam transitioned with a flare of light into Mega Alakazam, with a collection of five floating spoons forming a kind of crown hovering over his head.


“Charge Beam,” Tobias ordered, and Mega Alakazam’s five spoons came together with a crash before sparking up with energy.

Charizard reacted as quickly as Mega Alakazam had, and even more violently, and used Fire Blast – sending forwards an attack which roared and seethed, then exploded as Mega Alakazam gestured and blocked it with a screen of force.

The five spoons were ready a moment later, and with two sweeping gestures Mega Alakazam split them up again and had all five of them attack at once. Charizard folded one wing and dropped, evading three of the attacks, and the remaining two hit him – one in the other wing, the other in the side, and both sent sparkling currents running over his scales.

Charizard hit the ground with a wham, but it wasn’t actually a crash – instead he’d made a controlled if hard landing, and the energy of the Charge Beams grounded out into the arena floor. Then he exhaled, firing out a long rippling stream of flame which streaked across the arena towards Mega Alakazam and hit his Light Screen shields.

That much was expected, but Charizard kept breathing and kept breathing – a wash of yellow-orange flame wrapping around Mega Alakazam’s shield, outlining it in flame, and giving off oily black smoke which the force of the flame-stream kept entrained within it. It was like a bubble of flame and soot formed around Mega Alakazam, accompanied by the crackle and snap of the fire and by the fizz of Mega Alakazam’s shields, and it just kept going for a minute – then two – as Charizard kept his opponent besieged behind a wall of flame.


“Fire burns up breathable air, right?” Ash checked, as Charizard slowly rose back into the air – wings beating to hold him up, but mouth still open as he continued his perpetual barrage of flame.

Correct, Dexter agreed. If that is Charizard’s plan, then he will need to stop firing when Mega Alakazam passes out.

“Unless Mega Alakazam does something first,” Pikachu pointed out. “I don’t trust how little that Mega has done so far.”

Ash closed one eye for a closer look, gazing through the firefly flicker of Charizard’s Aura-boosted Flamethrower to see what Mega Alakazam was doing.

The Psychic-type himself actually didn’t seem to be doing anything – just sitting cross-legged, floating in the air and serenely uninterested in what was going on. But his spoons…

“Dive, Charizard!” Ash called.

All five of Mega Alakazam’s spoons flared up at once with electrical energy, and came rocketing out at speed – moving independently, cloaked in fist-shaped electrokinetic auras, and sweeping towards Charizard to deliver a Thunderpunch each.

That was only half the trick, though, because as Charizard cut out his Flamethrower and dropped there was a massive explosion of Psychic energy. Mega Alakazam’s Future Sight hadn’t quite been aimed right – Ash’s warning had let Charizard dive early – but the eruption of psychic force still happened just behind and to the side of Charizard and knocked him sprawling through the air – only to crash into the ground and roll once.

“Okay, mad now,” Charizard declared, rolling back upright, and his wings shimmered briefly with Steel Wing as he blocked a follow-up Charge Beam. “Take this!”

He inhaled, behind the shield of his wings, then swept them to either side and used Blast Burn. An incandescent spike of fusing plasma bored out towards Mega Alakazam, and all five of the Psychic-type’s spoons teleported back to form a pentagonal shape in front of him. Lines of force connected them, forming a star inside of a pentagon, and in an eyeblink Mega Alakazam had established a shield so thick it was all but opaque.

The Blast Burn smashed into it like a striking comet, and the whole shield distorted inwards – acting not like armour struck by a powerful attack but like a soap film, rippling and growing and ballooning out most of the way to Mega Alakazam as the energy screen fizzed.

Then it rebounded, firing the plasma shot right back the way it had come, and Charizard was only just airborne in time to avoid being hit by his own attack.

“Whoa!” Ash yelped, as the plasma lance blew a hole in the retaining wall and sent powderized concrete in all directions.

Debris rained down all over the arena, and the shields protecting the crowd got noticeably stronger.


Charizard grumbled something about how that had never happened before, honest, then shook his head and used Smokescreen. He flapped his wings carefully, pulling some of the smoke into a cloak around him and distributing the rest, and was mostly done when a sudden wave of force pushed the smoke around him away to the side.

Wings hammering, Charizard fought the effects of the force wave, then abruptly stopped fighting it and leaned into it. That turned out to be the right choice, as the space he’d been in a moment before exploded with another Future Sight, and Mega Alakazam sent his spoons skywards in another wave of attack drones.

This time, Charizard was ready for them, and he had a different approach ready. He bathed them all with Flamethrower fire, tightening his intensity to try and damage the individual spoons, then when the first one reached him he punched it with the kind of force that could crack rocks and which sent the Thunderpunch spoon hurtling back to bury itself in the ground.

By comparison the force of the Thunderpunch – and even the electricity it delivered – was minor, and Charizard flared his wings to help dissipate the static. He took the second and third spoons and bashed them together, then the final two hit his wings and folded them backwards – pinning his wings together so he couldn’t use them to fly.

Charizard’s reply was simple and to the point, and he used Shadow Claw to rip the spoons away from his wings before bathing them both in fire hot enough to evaporate rock. Mega Alakazam teleported the spoons away before they were destroyed, but it got Charizard clear – just before another Future Sight made the air around him explode with sheer psychic force.

This time, Charizard had been ready for it. He rode the explosion instead of fighting or even dodging it, letting it fling him to the side, then twisted and climbed and inhaled.

His second Blast Burn of the battle stabbed down, but this time it missed entirely – not even intersecting with Mega Alakazam’s shields, just punching a hole deep into the arena floor and filling the battle zone with smoke and debris.


“Is… that actually safe?” Flint asked. “There aren’t pipes or something down there, are there?”

“There are, dearie, but they’re well armoured,” Bertha assured him.

“Plus, I’ve got most of the rest of my team handling that part of the shielding,” Lucian told him. “Both Alakazam, Mega Slowking and Mega Medicham are doing the above ground stuff, but I’ve got a lot of other Pokemon…”

“I think we might need to do the Elite Four battles somewhere else, though,” Cynthia decided, looking between a bag of crisps and a box of popcorn. “Hmm… anyone want the one of these I’m not having?”


“Try and find him psychically,” Tobias instructed, frowning at the clouds of debris which all but obscured even his view of Mega Alakazam.

Under normal circumstances, the Psychic-type could just clear away the contaminants in the air. The problem was that there was so much of it, even a plane of pure psychic force was just moving the problem around rather than making a clear area.

There was a sullen orange glow visible in the cloud, though – one which rapidly changed colour from orange to yellow and then white – and Mega Alakazam suddenly formed a psychic shield dome. Tobias was confused for just a moment, realizing Mega Alakazam was defending himself but not from what, then Charizard came blazing down out of the sooty air with an eye-hurting blue flame leading the way.

Tobias almost thought Charizard had Mega-Evolved without his noticing, but there were none of the other signs of either Mega Evolution. Just a brilliant blue flamethrower leading the way, and clenched fists outstretched, and a tail of white light from the most powerful Flare Blitz Tobias had ever seen.

Then Charizard actually hit, landing squarely on top of Mega Alakazam’s shield with so much momentum that he went straight through it in an explosion of fragmenting psychic energy and rammed Mega Alakazm into the ground like a tent-peg.

The impact made the room Tobias was in jump from sheer shock, leaving him staggering, and when all the coiled-up energy exploded back upwards it was in an ear-tearing skoom which funnelled a jet of molten earth straight up and through the opening at the top of the arena.

Tobias’ Mega Ring stopped glowing, though he’d sort of expected that.


Charizard clawed his way back out of the hole in the ground, covered with streaks of soot and earth, and took a deep breath before shooting a jet of fire into the sky.

He was actually a lot more tired than he seemed… it had been a tough fight. But he was the one who was still standing, and Mega Alakazam wasn’t, and that counted as a win in his book.


Ash recalled Charizard, and before he’d picked his next Pokemon Tobias recalled Alakazam and sent out his next Pokemon – presumably to avoid getting an unfair advantage.

That Pokemon was one Ash hadn’t seen before, a yellow-and-black bipedal Pokemon with a feline head and paws, and with electricity crackling visibly around his tail and fur.

Zeraora, Dexter informed him. The Thunderclap Pokemon. It’s very fast.

“…somehow that sounds like less information than normal,” Pikachu said.

Cut me some slack, he’s only just shown up…

Ash glanced down at his waist, where he had one more Pokemon picked for the battle that used Pokeballs, then at Lucario and Pikachu.

“Mind if I take this one?” Lucario asked. “I’ve got experience at being electrocuted.”

“Sure,” Pikachu agreed, and Lucario vaulted into the arena.


Out on the field of battle, Lucario loped forwards until he was about ten feet away from Zeraora, then put his palms together and bowed.

“…any particular reason for that?” Zeraora asked.

“It felt like I should,” Lucario replied, rising out of his bow and shrugging fluidly. “It’s up to you if you want to reciprocate.”

Zeraora considered it, then snorted.

“Whatever,” he said, and inclined his head in a nod.

Then, with a sizzling snap, he burst into motion. His fur instantly lit up with caged lightning, and he took a single bounding step before leaping towards Lucario with his glowing paw leading the way.

Lucario slid one footpaw back and countered with a Force Palm, the impact sending a blast of air out in both directions, then spun backwards and swiped out with his other arm – only for Zeraora to spring back, arcs of lightning striking at Lucario and others following Zeraora as he made distance.

The Electric-type’s paws only touched down for a moment, and he was on the attack again – leading with both fists this time, halfway between a charge and a pounce.

This time, Lucario threw an Aura Sphere at him, and Zeraora smashed it to pieces as soon as it got close – except that Lucario hadn’t thrown the Aura Sphere to do damage, just to distract Zeraora for a moment, and when Zeraora actually reached Lucario it was to find Lucario swinging around in a roundhouse kick which caught him in the chin and knocked him out of his surging pounce.

Twisting with feline grace, Zeraora went from tumbling through the air to landing on his feet, and snorted. “Heh.”

He clashed his fists together, sending electrical currents surging and whipsawing in all directions. Then he went in on the attack again, along the ground rather than pouncing, and Lucario unleashed a cloud of miniature Aura Spheres before moving in to meet him.


“Okay, so I’m going to address the Donphan in the room,” Pikachu said. “Assuming Donphan isn’t actually in the room. That Pokemon is basically what you’d get if you combined me and Lucario, right?”

“Well, neither of you are felines, while he is,” Ash replied, watching as Zeraora and Lucario exchanged blows and feints within close-combat range. Big bursts of Aura and lightning kept punching into the air around them, backscatter or sidesplash from attacks which half-connected and were half-dodged, and first one Pokemon and then the other gave ground. “But otherwise, yeah.”

He glanced down at the link, and Dexter unmuted it. “I’ve been meaning to ask… how did you meet some of your Pokemon? Like Latios, and Zeraora, and stuff?”

“The same way you meet yours, I imagine,” Tobias answered. “Usually, saving their lives.”

He shrugged. “Though I met Latios through my sister, so that doesn’t always happen.”


Lucario blocked, forearms crossed, and Zeraora’s Plasma Fists attack hit with enough force that even through his Protect it drove him back a step.

The Electric-type hung there for a moment, then backflipped smoothly away as Lucario pushed outwards – avoiding the surge of released energy – and used Close Combat as he came back down, hammering a blow into Lucario’s arm which knocked him sprawling.

Zeraora closed in to press his advantage, but Lucario’s paws lit up with a brilliant surge of Aura and propelled him out of attack range. They pushed him up, as well, and Lucario spun around to retake his stance as he skidded backwards.

“There’s a hole behind you!” Ash called, and Lucario braked his skid to make sure he wouldn’t fall in. A moment’s glance to the side told Lucario just how close the hole was, and by the time he turned his attention back to Zeraora the Electric-type was halfway to reaching him.

This time, when Zeraora’s Plasma Fists hit Lucario’s Drain Punch, the explosion of energy blew both Pokemon backwards. It had enough force to knock Lucario entirely over the hole Charizard had made in the floor, and he controlled his slide with one paw on the floor before forming an extra-size Aura Sphere and hurling it upwards.

Zeraora had flipped over once, and his tail trailed on the floor as he built up charge, so when he saw the big Aura Sphere rise into the air – then turn as it homed in on him, starting to come down – he hurled an Electroball at it, then followed that up with his own Aura Sphere which he threw back on just the same trajectory.

Lucario came darting in closer, paws glowing blue as he gave himself extra grip, and his right arm flared with light as he used Sacred Sword. The first swipe got blocked when Zeraora lashed out with one Plasma Fist, then his other fist swiped at Lucario’s face and hit a Force Palm, and Zeraora stepped back a pace to get distance before going right back in as both Pokemon tried to get a blow through their foe’s defences.

Amidst the yellow-and-blue blur of the two Pokemon clashing – exchanging blows fast enough it was difficult to follow, fast enough that bursts of scatter formed a continuous weave around them both – when Zeraora’s Aura Sphere belatedly came back down the impact only made Lucario’s footing stagger slightly. That was enough for Zeraora to exploit, though, and he dropped low to sweep Lucario’s legs out from under him before springing back up and hitting Lucario in the chest with both Plasma Fists.

The impact knocked Lucario soaring skywards, and Zeraora gathered himself for a moment before pouncing up to follow. He hit Lucario once, twice, then aimed his third strike to hook Lucario back to the ground in a meteor strike.

Lucario caught the blow with a paw.

Light swept around from that paw, gaining strength as it went, and with his other handpaw Lucario used Counter – knocking himself higher and Zeraora lower. Then his paws lit up with brilliant light, and he used Aura Storm – firing down a beam of concentrated energy that catapulted Zeraora back to the ground, and with the main beam accompanied by dozens of smaller sparks that curved back in to add to the destruction.

The cavalcade of explosions went on for several seconds, and when it was over and Lucario dropped back to the ground he saw – to his surprise – that Zeraora was still standing, arcs of lightning forming a dome-shaped shield around him.

After a long, singing moment of tension, Zeraora fell forwards with a whump.


Lucario took a few deep breaths, steadying himself after such an intense burst of high-speed fighting, and as he did Tobias recalled Zeraora in a flash.

Then he sent out his sixth team member, and Ash leaned forwards slightly.

“That’s a Delphox, right?” he checked, glancing down at Dexter.

Correct, Dexter confirmed.

“So… it’s his starter, maybe?” Ash asked. “Or maybe his starter was the Alakazam?”

“Or the Latios,” Pikachu suggested. “He did say he met his Latios through his sister.”

While they were talking, Tobias’ Delphox took a wand stick out of its sleeve and lit it with a snap, before looking into the flame. Then it bowed, folding one arm and sweeping the one holding the wand out behind itself, and straightened.

“Begin?” the referee asked, suspecting they were waiting for something, and the flaming tip of Delphox’ wand suddenly flared green.

“Mystical Fire!” she announced, and a wall of flame swept out from her to create layers of fire construct – rings, domes, solid blocks, all flickering and seething between green and yellow on a moment by moment basis.

Lucario opened by throwing an Aura Sphere, testing what she was capable of, and the Sphere burst on a curtain of flame without getting more than halfway to Delphox.

Her wand flicked, changing colour again, and a gout of roaring flame spread out before lunging for Lucario like a living thing. He dodged, taking off with a burst of blue Aura and rising into the air, and the fire pooled for a moment before following him upwards.

“Is this all still the same move?” Pikachu asked. “Or is she not saying some of the move names?”

“Probably the second one,” Ash guessed. “Probably, anyway.”

Lucario launched down a spike of Aura, which fended off the flame a little, then both his fists flashed with the cool white-blue light of Ice Punch. He hammered them down in a two-handed strike, sending down a plume of ice which split the flame apart, and came down to land before lunging forwards to get into close combat range of Delphox.

A Water Pulse got halfway out of his paws before rebounding, caught in a rippling curtain of Aura to hold it close to his body, as Lucario prepared to soak up the heat associated with charging through a firestorm.

Then Lucario actually hit the wall of fire, and bounced off with a crackle-bang.

“What?” Pikachu asked, leaning forwards and putting a paw down to steady himself. “That was weird.”

Delphox flourished her wand, with a cry of “Wall of Fire!” Her fire changed to orange-and-yellow and the shape altered again, this time forming a series of concentric walls, and it began launching firebolts over the walls and spraying from the towers.


Lucario set up a Protect shield, keeping the barrage of attacks from hitting him, then used the moment of respite to prepare an extra-sized Aura Sphere. The moment it was close to ready, he went sideways in a dive – taking a few glancing blows, but not enough to cause him problems – and spun on one paw, hurling the Aura Sphere towards his opponent.

Without slowing down he formed two Bone Rush staves, spinning them before hurling one into the fire wall as well. The other he kept as a weapon to deflect the oncoming stream of firebolts, letting him watch as first the Aura Sphere and then the Bone Rush hit the fire and shattered.

The strange thing was that the fire wall cracked, as well, and Lucario thought about that for a moment before firing out a Dark Pulse. It seethed forwards, and he stamped a paw on the ground to use Stone Edge – then volley-kicked the resultant stone forwards at blurring speed, aiming for the same place the first two attacks had hit.

Then he charged, still blocking every attack that came his way.

The Dark Pulse didn’t seem to do as much as it should – which made it more likely that the wall wasn’t just acting like that because of psychic powers – but the high speed Stone Edge did better, smashing a hole in the firewall and sending vivid orange block fragments scattering everywhere behind it.

Lucario passed through at speed, briefly dropping down to three limbs, then volleyed out two Dragon Pulse attacks and hitting the second wall with a Brick Break.

“Aerora!” Delphox called.

Lucario’s Brick Break smashed through the second wall as well, but as he kept going there was suddenly a change in the air around him. It began to feel more like he was striding through liquid, every movement met with resistance, and as he slowed Delphox jumped into the air before landing on a platform of solidified flame.

“Extremespeed!” Ash called. “And climb Stone Edges – wait, first use Dark Pulse!”

Lucario had already used Extremespeed by the time Ash’s changed instruction arrived, but he decided using Dark Pulse second instead of first wouldn’t be a problem and so punched it upwards. That seemed to help with the feeling of slowness, and when Lucario stamped down for his second Stone Edge he sent more than a dozen rocks flying up into the air.

Delphox was already reacting, throwing another barrage of fire bolts down at Lucario with a shout of “Fuego!”, and as he darted from rock to rock she flourished her wand and sent a weird flicker of force Lucario’s way.

It repulsed him right back to the ground, but Lucario twisted and landed on his feet – absorbing the momentum, then springing right back up to jump once on the final rock and get into close combat range of Delphox herself.

A Bone Rush staff formed in his paw as he landed, and he went straight in on the attack – his footpaws glowing blue, both to avoid being burned from the flaming platform and so he could instantly start jet-boosting if she made the platform vanish.


“This Delphox is kind of tough,” Ash admitted, thinking about the Pokemon he had available.

Charizard was almost completely exhausted, Ash could tell that much, and against a Delphox like this it would just be asking for him to be knocked out easily. Pidgeot and Sceptile were obviously out of the battle entirely, and the last Pokemon he’d chosen was… workable, but not the best choice.

“I could switch who I’ve got picked,” he added, out loud, and Dexter projected a selection screen in front of him.

“Or I could go back out there,” Pikachu pointed out. “I’m not out of this yet.”

“Good point,” Ash admitted. “At least, when Lucario’s had enough.”

They looked at the battle in the sky, where Delphox was weaving her wand through a complex series of combinations and flourishes and conjuring fire around herself. The flames were sometimes more like what Ash would normally expect, but sometimes they were that weird solid sort she’d been using, and they sprang up fast enough and often enough that more than nine in ten of Lucario’s attacks were absorbed or blocked by the solid flames.

Then Delphox levelled her wand. “Stupefy!”

“What?” Ash asked.

A jet of light shot from the magical stick, knocking Lucario backwards off the platform, and he crashed through a tower of solid flame before rolling to a stop. He shook his head, attempting to clear it, and then a wave of flame and firebolts crashed down on him.

He vanished under the barrage in a blur of motion, and then reappeared with a flicker next to the bunker Ash was in.

He was also quite extravagantly on fire, burning from tail-tip to ears to paws.

“I think I’ve had enough now,” he told Ash clearly.


Ash returned Lucario, then sent him out again inside the box. He formed a Water Pulse, raising his paws over his head, and let it burst to sluice himself down and extinguish the fire.

“That’s better,” he said, with a sigh.

Pikachu jumped out onto the battlefield at the same moment, and clapped his paws together before summoning a shield of electricity that sizzled and popped with static.

Delphox didn’t hesitate, pointing her wand down imperiously at Pikachu from her flying platform. “Dragon Breath!”

Pikachu had been ready for a Dragonbreath attack, a surge of greenish Dragon-elemental flames, but what actually came out of her wand was a curl of yellowish flame – one that darted close to Pikachu, then stopped, and his dodge to the side went without actually helping him avoid anything.

The yellow flame coalesced, then, forming the shape of a Charizard’s mouth, and that exhaled a roaring blast of fire at Pikachu.

The Electric-type wrapped his Counter Shield more tightly around himself, deflecting the energy of the attack away with a hiss, then spun as the attack faded and returned the favour. His first blast of electrical energy slammed out at Delphox, hammering into a barrier of her strange solid flame, and pieces of the barrier splintered away as shrapnel which went flying across half the arena.

“Thunder!” Pikachu added, suiting action to words and blasting a hole five feet across through the outermost layer of his opponent’s curtain wall.

If Ash was any kind of judge, that seemed to unnerve Delphox slightly. Her wand flickered and flashed, and she unleashed a rain of tiny firebolts to cascade down on Pikachu even as her fire-walls adjusted and took on new shapes.

The breach began to heal itself, and a smaller C-shaped wall rose out of the ground to make sure Pikachu couldn’t just use it to get around the entire wall. That didn’t make her opponent hesitate, though, as Pikachu formed two rings of lightning and used his Light Ball to fuel an ongoing staccato barrage of defensive Thundershocks.

The first lightning ring lit up and expanded, the second one shrinking and floating two feet over Pikachu’s head, and he spun around to throw an Electroball up at Delphox before jumping through the first ring he’d made. It pulsed, throwing him through the narrowing breach in the curtain wall, and the second ring came along before pulsing as well.

Pikachu’s vector went from straight-along to along-and-up, cheeks buzzing as he charged up, and he fired a point-blank Zap Cannon at Delphox as he popped up over the edge of her platform.

“Pyroclasm!” Delphox called out, meeting the blast of electrical energy with an enormous eruption of fire. The sheer force of the blast was enough to knock Pikachu backwards, but his own much more focused attack cut through the spell like an awl and hammered into her – sending her skidding backwards and nearly off her platform.

While she was recovering her footing, Pikachu twisted the electrical energy around himself in a different way. He fired a Thunderbolt away from the platform, deliberately adjusting it to maximize the recoil, and blasted himself back into combat range – then pulsed out a spherical Shock Wave, which Delphox endured with a snarl as she brought her wand to bear again.

“Stupefy!” she called, and Pikachu batted the attack away as he got into close combat range. His tail glowed silver as he used Iron Tail, and Delphox blocked the first strike with her wand before flourishing it and throwing it to her left paw.

“Flaming Sword of Rhuin!” she incanted, forming a blade out of condensed flame in her right paw, and began using it to keep Pikachu at bay as she flung firebolts at him from her wand whenever she got a chance.

All the while, her castle down below continued to move. The breach healed, and it began throwing fireballs up at the two battling Pokemon – fireballs which Delphox ignored and Pikachu blew into splinters if they got close enough for him to be concerned with them. That was just a sideshow, though, with Iron Tail clashing against flaming sword and a near-continuous blaze of Thunderbolts and Shock Waves and Flamethrowers and fireballs blurring back and forth.

And with every second, Pikachu glowed a little brighter.


“So… how much of this is normal, exactly?” Aaron asked.

The Bug-type specialist looked at his fellow Elite Four members, Flint the Fire-type specialist and Lucian the Psychic-type specialist. “Because I’m hoping one of you knows.”

“It just seems like magic to me,” Flint shrugged. “So go to Kanto and ask Agatha.”

“She’s retired, isn’t she?” Aaron said.

Cynthia nodded. “Doesn’t mean you can’t ask her, though.”

“Fair point,” Aaron agreed.

“I can’t help either,” Lucian admitted. “Magic was never my strong point.”

He let out a sigh. “Onix is.”

“…what?” Flint asked.

“That was terrible, dear,” Bertha told him. “Stick to your day job.”

Lucian adjusted his glasses, smirking slightly.

“But… you’re not a Ground type or a Rock type specialist,” Flint complained.


“Just stand still so I can set you on fire!” Delphox demanded. “Clathrate!”

Blue-purple light jetted from her wand and formed into a globe of ice, which flew at Pikachu and tried to explode like a fireball. He smashed it with a Thunderbolt, then hit her wand with a Shock Wave, and it went flying out of her paw.

Delphox snapped her claws together and the magical brand flew right back into her paw, but the moment of inattention cost her – Pikachu batted her flaming sword aside, then used Discharge.

The explosion of power blew her platform away, dropping both Pokemon down towards the castle below, and Delphox growled before flourishing her wand again. “Flameflight!”

Wings formed, rippling off her shoulders like a fire coaxed into shape, and she floated back upwards – for about two seconds before Pikachu burst those as well. He darted over to directly beneath her, smashing his way through some battlements in the process, and Delphox pointed her wand down as Pikachu prepared an Electroball.

“Fire Surge!” she called, producing an enormous explosion which set the Electroball off early. The blast catalyzed itself on the solid flames, as well, setting every single flame-construct and fragment off in a single massive blast, and Delphox let the flames rage everywhere for a moment before snuffing them with a flick of her wrist.

Pikachu was still there, a little soot-blackened but still hale, and he stared at her for a few seconds before flicking an ear.

“That’s it!” Delphox announced, smoke pouring off her ears, and her wand lit up with an intense white light too bright to look directly at. “I’ve had enough of you! To sūmbolaion diākonētō moi!”

Flames erupted around her, tracing a symbol, and Pikachu completely disdained subtlety. He used Thunder and didn’t stop, pouring a continual blast of electricity at her, but she kept chanting – one line becoming two, then three, as the design spread out and became more and more intricate.

It was impossible to see her through the eye-watering brilliance, but the spark of her wand swept up as she reached the end. “Ouraniā Phlogōsis!”

The whole arena vanished in an explosion of heat and light.


Brock and Dawn exchanged glances.

“Starter?” Dawn asked.

“Starter,” Brock confirmed.


When the blast finally faded, Ash lowered the hand he’d flung up in front of his face.

The whole area looked not scorched, but melted – whatever Delphox had done, it had burned everything there was to burn, and then melted whatever was left.

There was no sign of her, either. But there was a little yellow mouse, still encased in the blazing shield of electrical energy he’d used to deflect the attack.

“Pikachu!” Ash called. “You’re still okay?”

Pikachu nodded, waving, and then there was a flash of white light.

Tobias sent out Darkrai.

Again.


“…what?” Cynthia asked, dropping her pocky. “Didn’t we see that Pokemon get beaten earlier?”

“I think this one’s going to need the referee’s attention,” her Lucario said.


“What just happened?” Ash asked, glancing down at the screen, and Dexter wisely opened the link to Tobias again. “Didn’t Sceptile knock your Darkrai out?”

“Yes, but I don’t see why that’s a problem,” Tobias replied. “Referee. I trust there are no issues?”

Ash could hear the referee through the call as well, asking about how his Darkrai was back.

“I assure you, my Darkrai was knocked out,” Tobias said, sounding offended. “I wouldn’t recall my Pokemon and pretend they were knocked out, certainly not in an official tournament.”

“Then please explain the presence of your Darkrai,” the referee requested.

“If you check the tapes, you’ll see that Cresselia used Lunar Dance during the battle,” Tobias told him. “That’s a move which is unique to Cresselia, and which sacrifices all their energy in return for fully healing another Pokemon.”

He folded his arms. “I checked the rulebook, and there’s no rule against it.”

“There isn’t a rule for it, either,” the referee said, though Ash could hear the sound of flipping paper as he went through a rulebook. “Hold on, I might need to consult on this…”


“Funny how often rules aren’t written until really, really weird situations come up,” Gary-Uno said. “Mind you, I suppose we can give great examples of that.”

“Tell me about it,” Gary-Dos agreed, with a groan. “Do we technically have one birth certificate or two now?”

“I think we technically count as long-lost twins?” Gary-Uno frowned. “Or… it was something like that, there was some thing to explain why we looked the same, coupled with a time travel thing to explain why we’re different ages.”

“That’s right,” his pseudotwin agreed. “For some reason though it seems weird to be able to heal a knocked-out Pokemon, even though that’s what Pokemon Centres do…”

Umbreone waved at the TV. “Ssh, I’m listening.”


“Okay, so… there isn’t a rule against this, and the default is to allow the effects of unusual moves, but there’s going to be ruling on this and it is quite possible it will be disallowed in future,” the referee said.

“And, of course, I’ll respect the decision,” Tobias agreed. “But since the rule won’t apply for this battle, I take it Darkrai can fight again?”

“I don’t think I’d mind,” Ash said.

“All right, then,” the referee decided.

Ash looked up from the screen, and waved to Pikachu. “Are you okay to go again?”

“I came up with something new,” Pikachu replied.

The referee had just got clear of the fighting area, and chopped his hand down. “Begin!”

Darkrai immediately threw a spray of Dark Void attacks at Pikachu, who encased himself in a globe of Counter Shield. It was different to normal, though, made up of a dozen overlapping and skew-offset rings so there was never a gap large enough for a Dark Void ball to slip through, and Pikachu began running around at speed – first throwing an Aura Sphere behind him, where it almost stopped in mid-air before homing in on Darkrai, then following it up with a whole barrage of them.

None of them was very strong, or very fast, but they were all homing attacks and Pikachu was able to throw them hard – even while moving at full speed – so they weren’t limited to coming from where he actually was. Instead they came arcing in from all directions, producing ripples like black ink as Darkrai used Dark Void to absorb them before they reached him, and Ash watched carefully – on the lookout for when Pikachu might need advice, or a warning, or just when he spotted something his Pokemon hadn’t.

Lucario leaned out of the window as well. “He’s up to something, isn’t he.”

“Yep,” Ash agreed.

“Thought so.”


Darkrai dropped into the floor, phasing away from attack range for a moment, and Tobias frowned.

It was obvious that Pikachu had been doing a lot of thought about how to keep himself safe from Darkrai’s main attack, and the crackling net of electricity he was weaving – sort of like an Electroweb, in a way – was keeping not just that but other attacks from reaching him – or, at least, reaching him with any impact. Ice Beam hit the net and compressed it inwards a little, but most of the force splashed off, and when Darkrai had used Dark Pulse or even Shadow Ball nothing better had happened.

“It’s ironic, I suppose,” he mused, thinking about the idea of Darkrai being worn down by attrition – the same thing that his Dark-type Legendary usually exploited.

Then he frowned.

“Shock Wave,” he ordered, as Darkrai rose back into the physical world, and Darkrai turned to give him an odd look as another Aura Sphere came in – this one knocking him a step sideways.

“There’s a method to this,” he told his Pokemon. “Shock Wave.”

Darkrai turned back to face Pikachu and used Shock Wave, throwing out an arc of lightning which moved through the air in discrete steps and collided with Pikachu’s shield.

While the other attacks had pushed the web in a little, this one was feeding energy into the web – and it made it come out a little, expanding slightly.

“Keep it up!” Tobias told him, as Pikachu slid to a halt before ducking into one of the craters left by the attacks so far – trying to break the connection, probably, though the Shock Wave continued to arc over the gap and pour into Pikachu’s shield. “And when the gaps are big enough, Dark Void barrage!”

Darkrai stepped, pushing off from the ground at the same time, and floated serenely into the air to get an angle where he could see into the pit. The shield was audible, now, accompanying the buzz from Darkrai’s Shock Wave with a growing hum that set Tobias’ teeth on edge slightly. It seemed to pulse, getting louder and louder and faster and faster, and then – just as he was about to become visible to Darkrai – Pikachu leapt clear of the crater, the rotating rings of his counter shield forming a brilliant blur all around him.

“-wait!” Tobias called, suddenly realizing, but too late. Darkrai was already following his previous orders, and threw a spray of Dark Void attacks at Pikachu.

One of them slipped through a gap in the rotating rings, and Pikachu promptly fell asleep.

But what he’d been maintaining wasn’t only a counter shield.

The chaotic, mixed-up pattern of the rings and their obvious use as a defensive technique had hidden that they were doing exactly the same thing as a Volt Crash – twisting and turning, wrapping up an ever-more-complex knot of electromagnetic fields – and they’d had a long time to charge. And now Darkrai had put the Pokemon controlling them to sleep.

The uncontained electromagnetic explosion sent Darkrai cannoning into the arena wall, cracking it, and electricity fizzed and pulsed over him as all that pent-up energy whipsawed back and forth between the arena shields and the walls before flowing into him – hitting him with the equivalent of one powerful electrical attack after another, adding to the direct effect from a point-blank burst of plasma as the knot snapped.

Pikachu had been right next to the focus of the blast as well, and he’d been knocked out entirely while Darkrai had endured the blast, but that was if anything worse – Darkrai had had no chance to use Dream Eater to recover some of his lost energy, and Ash still had one Pokemon left.

Tobias couldn’t wait to see it.


“Here goes,” Ash said, and threw his Pokeball with an expert spin.

It bounced once, then Butterfree emerged in a flash of white light. The Pokeball followed that up by bouncing a second time, and flew back into Ash’s hand.

Before the battle could begin, though, Tobias’ voice interrupted.

“What.”

Ash blinked, then turned to look down at Dexter’s screen. “Is something wrong?”

“Your last Pokemon is Butterfree?” Tobias said, in disbelief. “You have ten known Legendary Pokemon and you’re finishing this with Butterfree?”

“Well, yeah,” Ash replied, and Tobias kept going.

“Are you even taking this seriously?”

“Huh?” Ash said, confused. “Why would you think-”

“This is a battle for something important!” Tobias insisted. “A Pokemon League battle is like that, just like a gym battle – they’re not just friendly training battles, and it’s… it’s… not right to just treat them like they are! You should be trying to win!”

“I’m not trying to lose!” Ash replied, piqued. “But I’m not going to just flatten everyone with my most powerful Pokemon either!”

“Why not?” Tobias demanded. “I’ve heard about all the situations you get into, I know you’ve had to try and save people – cities – the world before, and you have to go in with everything you’ve got! So why-”

“A League battle’s nothing like that, though!” Ash retaliated. “You don’t have to put absolutely everything into a League battle, or a gym battle – if you have to come back next year, it doesn’t hurt anyone.”

Tobias seemed to have gone quiet for a moment, and Ash continued. “It’s… I understand what you mean about things like that, when people would get hurt if you didn’t try your hardest. But… there’s so much that’s different between that and a Gym battle or a League battle.”

“But it’s not about you,” Tobias said. “If you’re using weaker Pokemon than you could be, that’s… showing contempt. That you think your opponent is weak.”

“I don’t think like that,” Ash told him. “I think… the way I think it’s actually overwhelming someone with a too-powerful Pokemon that’s showing contempt. Because you’re not bothering with trying to see what’s the right kind of challenge for them, you’re just doing the same thing to them as anyone else.”


Darkrai looked back and forth between the two trainers, then at his putative opponent.

“We should probably wait until they’re done,” Butterfree said.

The Dark-type nodded.

“So are you a poet?” he asked. “Or do you dream you’re a poet?”

“Well, I know I’m a Butterfree,” Ash’s Pokemon replied. “I don’t think I’ve tried poetry before.”

“So probably neither a poet dreaming you’re a Butterfree or a Butterfree dreaming you’re a poet,” Darkrai summarized. “Pity, really. I heard about that philosophical question before and I thought I finally had someone I could ask about it. If you do happen to dream that you’re a poet during this battle, can you let me know?”


“I just… really don’t like the idea of it,” Ash said, trying to compress all the different ideas down into a single statement, then decided that wasn’t going to work and kept going. “It doesn’t really seem fair to anyone to focus exclusively on your most powerful Pokemon – not for your other Pokemon because they don’t get to spend time battling, not for your most powerful Pokemon because they end up doing all the work, and not for your opponent because Darkrai isn’t even a fun opponent to battle!”

He waved his hand at the Dark-type. “If you get past his first trick, with Dark Void, then – sure, that’s better, but if you used Latios to start with then the battles would be fun from the beginning, and the same for Delphox, Cresselia… any of your Pokemon, really! It feels like you just tried to make the battles as boring as possible-”

“I wasn’t doing anything like that!” Tobias protested. “Yes, I was doing the same thing over and over again, but I was hoping that someone would manage to actually make a proper battle out of it…”

“At the same time as trying to win as hard as possible?” Ash asked.

Tobias was silent for a moment, then spoke up again. “I’m trying to – look, I’m trying to win the League, of course I am, but I’m trying to have the most challenging battles I can – to battle the strongest opponents I can.”

Ash frowned. “But if you enjoy it when you have an exciting battle that challenges you, that’s… kind of what you’re not letting other people have. You’re coming at it from a different direction, but it’s the same sort of thing – the battle isn’t what you want, and you don’t like it.”

He shrugged. “And… I guess that working out how much to do that is part of the challenge. If I lost because I’d used a team that wasn’t strong enough, then yeah, I’d feel bad about it… but if I won because I used a team that was way too strong to crush someone flat, it’d make me feel worse, because I’d feel like a bully.”

There was a long silence, for several seconds.

“You’ve made some good points, Ash,” Tobias eventually told him. “I have to admit, I haven’t done much fighting in structured tournaments, and I hadn’t thought about it the same way you clearly have.”

Ash let out a sigh of relief.

“But are you really going to battle Darkrai with a Butterfree?”

“I don’t think you’ve seen what this Butterfree can do,” Lucario said, trusting Dexter to translate.

“Yeah, you’ll see,” Ash nodded. “This is what happens when you spread your training out. My other Pokemon see their strongest teammates as targets to try and catch up to.”


“Sounds like we’re going back to work in a moment,” Butterfree said, twitching his wings a little and rising back to where he’d come out of his Pokeball.

Darkrai nodded, and balanced on one leg for a moment as he performed an elegant bow.

“Are you ready to actually start fighting now?” the referee asked, a bit miffed.

“Yeah!” Ash agreed.

“I am ready as well,” Tobias concurred.

The referee slashed his hand down. “Then begin!”


The first thing Darkrai did was exactly what he’d done to open every fight, which was to throw a Dark Void ball at Butterfree.

Butterfree’s wings fluttered slightly, and a little cloud of powder surrounded him. The Dark Void drove straight through it without appreciably slowing and smacked him in the face, and he flipped backwards before starting to drift towards the ground like a falling leaf.

Darkrai reached out to use Dream Eater, and got nothing – and Butterfree’s antennae suddenly lit up as he used Bug Buzz, breaking out of his falling-leaf manoeuvre to hammer Darkrai with a Bug-type attack before swooping up towards the sky.

“I wonder how he did that,” Tobias frowned, then pointed. “Darkrai, Rock Slide!”

Butterfree used Sunny Day just at that moment, his wings lighting up with golden patterns as the weather-control pulsed into the sky, and then he used Solarbeam – yellow-gold-green light focusing into a blaze which smashed first one rock and then another as his opponent launched them skywards.

As soon as the last rock was destroyed, the Solarbeam changed focus – and it wasn’t coming down as a single beam, but instead as a refracted cone of light which narrowed down to a tiny solar image at whatever distance and range Butterfree had in mind. This time that focus point was right on top of Darkrai, and the Dark-type summoned a Dark Void as a shield – one which hissed and seethed as Butterfree’s highly focused Solarbeam blazed down on it.

“Sink into the ground,” Tobias instructed, and Darkrai did so – leaving his Dark Void behind, to boil away in moments under the light of the sun. Butterfree then shifted focal length again, altering the angle of the beam so it tracked along the ground and carved a searing trail that followed Darkrai’s movements.

“Move quickly in a random direction before you come up,” Tobias said. “Then start using beam moves, he can’t dodge those so easily.”

Butterfree’s Solarbeam focus shifted from being a simple conical beam to one which crossed over at least ten feet in the air, distorted and refracted so that it was sending down a central focus point and a wider, slightly more diffuse ring. The whole thing tracked across to keep following Darkrai, and Tobias frowned – then Darkrai suddenly jolted to the left, into the deepest of the craters on the field, and returned to solidity.

An Ice Beam stabbed skywards first, hitting Butterfree on one wing and staying there for a moment before boiling off along the golden outline, then a Charge Beam got most of the way to Butterfree before flashing off a psionic shield.

That at least was something that Tobias didn’t need to tell Darkrai about, and a Dark Pulse went flashing skywards to defeat the shield. A second Charge Beam followed it, but the focused light of the Solarbeam simply burned away the Dark Pulse before it arrived and so that Charge Beam bounced off the shield as well.

“Dark Void again!” Tobias decided, and Darkrai began summoning a massive Dark Void orb to throw.

It took several long seconds, as the orb was being evaporated by Butterfree almost as fast as it was forming, but the Legendary Pokemon was winning the race.

Slowly.


“Is he like this at home?” Drew asked.

“Sometimes,” his Butterfree said, fluttering his wings a bit. “It’s hard to tell, because we don’t exactly run into many Legendary Pokemon up there. I’ve seen the solar beam trick before.”


“…wait, of course,” Tobias realized. “Darkrai, that Butterfree’s used Poison Powder on himself, that’s why he’s not falling asleep – you’ll just need to stall and he’ll faint eventually.”

Darkrai nodded, then flung the Dark Void orb upwards and continued feeding it more energy with one thin hand – summoning a fizzing mass of electricity in the other, ready to throw it the moment that Butterfree’s shield went down.

The rising mass of darkness was at first shaped like a teardrop, wide at the top and narrowing towards the base where Darkrai had thrown it, but as Butterfree focused the full power of his Solarbeam onto it it began to hiss away at the front even as it continued to rise from below.

Darkrai had more power to put into the clash, though, and the leading edge of the Dark Void slowly rose. Tobias was looking from one side, so he had to fill in some of the details from his angle, and he wasn’t really sure if Darkrai could tell at all… but it looked like the Dark Void was about to reach Butterfree.

“Now!” he called. “Shock Wave!”

With a flick of the wrist, Darkrai flung his Shock Wave. It arced out to the side, curving around the mass of the Dark Void, and then flashed in to hit Butterfree.

Where Butterfree had been.

The Bug-type vanished in a teleport, materializing at the same instant to the side of Darkrai – something neither trainer nor Pokemon had expected – and in lieu of a solar attack simply used Bug Buzz, but delivered with such focused force that Darkrai was knocked staggering to the side.

“Quiver Dance,” Tobias said to himself, trying to unpick the puzzle of this Butterfree bit by bit, then pointed up. “Keep that Dark Void in place to block his sunlight, and hit him with Rock Slide.”

Rocks crunched up from the ground, flinging across the now-dark battlefield, and Butterfree ducked and dodged before firing a Bug Buzz to smash the one he couldn’t avoid.

Darkrai sent an Ice Beam flashing through the debris, and Butterfree’s wings flared as he threw off the worst of the effects. A glittering dust followed them for a moment before vanishing in the darkness, and the next Ice Beam detonated as much on the glitter as on Butterfree himself.

His antennae began to glow brighter, and some of the dust and scales he was shedding formed around him as a shield. Coupled with the psychic force he was already using, Butterfree’s layered defences were making it harder and harder to actually land attacks on him.

But he was still poisoned, which was why he wasn’t asleep… and that had to be taking a toll.


“Hmm…” Cynthia said, reading off Laocoon’s transcript of the conversation between Ash and Tobias. “Well, this is sort of an interesting test.”

“What, of how ridiculous you can make a Butterfree?” Aaron asked, as Butterfree swept around in a wide Tailwind-driven circle – pulsing out Bug Buzz attacks which Darkrai mostly stopped, and mostly avoiding being hit by Darkrai’s return attacks. “At this point I think Darkrai might have preferred some of the Legendaries…”

“More about their philosophies, but that’s sort of related,” Cynthia replied. “It’s to do with whether you think it’s worse to absolutely give your opponent no chance, or to battle them with your second team and still win.”

She looked at the ongoing battle. “So, how do you think that Butterfree is doing?”

“I think he’s not going to last much longer,” Aaron judged. “It’s as much the poison as anything else-”

Butterfree vanished in a teleport, just before Darkrai hit him with something, but this time didn’t reappear.

“Huh?” Flint asked, intelligently. “Where’d he go?”

“He’s not left the arena,” Lucian reported, one finger on his forehead. “In fact-”

A blazing arc of green and gold like a blade forged of sunlight cut Darkrai’s anti-sun shield in half, then a second sweep at right angles quartered it. The fragments fell apart, and sunlight came flooding in – revealing Butterfree overhead, just above the level of the sun-shade.

He looked healthier now, as healthy as when he’d begun the battle. His wings glowed, golden light outlining every individual pane in the pattern they formed, and there was a corona of light around him which made Lucian lean forwards slightly.

“Morning Sun,” he announced. “Clever.”

“You mean he just healed?” Flint demanded, then hushed as he saw the other thing the sunlight had revealed.

For the whole time he’d been in the darkness, Butterfree had been distributing powders all around the arena. Some of them had been used to help block the attacks flung his way, but most of them had gone elsewhere… most of them had formed a kind of thick disc, spanning half the height of the stadium and tightly up against the lower edge of the sunshade itself, which glittered and shimmered in the light.

The light which would have given it away, had Darkrai not been blocking it.

“Phase!” Tobias called, and Darkrai tried – but stopped, momentarily paralyzed by the Stun Spores which Butterfree had blown towards him just as he teleported out.

Butterfree used Solarbeam, lensing all the light falling on the stadium to a single point, and a grain of Poison Powder ignited. That set off the rest, and Butterfree’s pollen shaped charge sent a brilliant spike of flame down to drive into Darkrai and push him bodily into the ground.


Tobias looked at Darkrai, then up at Butterfree, and back down at Darkrai.

The Dark-type was clearly out for the count. He’d been driven up to his waist into the ground by the force of the blow, something that was easier than it sounded because Darkrai’s legs were so thin, but that was the only thing preventing him from simply toppling over.

“I suppose that’s a lesson about not underestimating Butterfree,” he said, then recalled his last – and first – Pokemon.

“Darkrai is unable to battle,” the referee announced. “Do you have any other Pokemon you brought back to fight a second time?”

Tobias smiled slightly, spreading his hands. “I’m out of tricks.”

“In which case,” the referee went on, and despite the sound equipment he had to raise his voice as cheering began from the stands. “Ash Ketchum is the winner!”


“It’s funny, really,” Ivysaur said, as Pokemon around him jumped up and down or cheered or launched celebratory attacks into the air – or all three at once.

“It is?” Molly’s Eevee replied.

She shifted to Sylveon, put a paw on her muzzle, and pondered for a moment. “What is? I don’t think I got the joke.”

“Not that kind of funny,” Ivysaur clarified. “I mean funny in a weird way. We’ve won more than one Pokemon League since coming back – we’ve won every one we entered that didn’t get cancelled by a meteorite, in fact – but somehow this one feels different.”

“I do not think it strange at all,” Suicune told him.

She took a deep breath, then exhaled. “It is because, last time, this was unfinished business. It was not a League where you were defeated by cruel chance, but one where our trainer was stopped by his greatest challenge outside of actual attempts to save the world…”

The Legendary Pokemon smirked slightly. “…which, since you were still there to face it, meant that Tobias was the strongest trainer ever to beat Ash.”

“I think that could be it, yes,” Ivysaur agreed.

He glanced askance at Suicune. “Do all of you Legendaries get training in the whole wise pronouncement thing?”

“Oh, goodness no,” Suicune replied.

She indicated her brothers. Entei hadn’t actually howled in triumph, but he’d come close, and Raikou had felt no such restraint. “Have you met them?”

“Good point, well made,” Ivysaur admitted.


Both Molly and Cynthia had to come down from the stands for the podium placement, and while they were on the way – and while the middle of the stadium was being repaired, since there was earth to move and grass to replant just to make it somewhere safe to stand – Ash climbed out onto the stadium perimeter and walked over to Tobias.

“Have you got a minute?” he asked.

“Clearly,” Tobias replied, nodding towards the stadium.

“I wanted to explain something,” Ash went on. “It’s… okay, so, you have several Legendary Pokemon, so I’m guessing you’re used to the idea that strange things sometimes happen around them.”

“Winner of the Ash Ketchum award for understatement, right here,” Lucario provided.

“I’ve had my share of experiences like that,” Tobias said carefully.

“Well… this is going to sound weird,” Ash went on. “There was this time travel thing. Years ago, now. And… before I went back in time, I got to the semi-finals of the Sinnoh League and battled you – we didn’t battle in the finals, that time. And you won, but…”

He shook his head. “I guess I didn’t really understand your way of battling, or… I didn’t like the experience of being beaten by your way of battling. So I’ve spent years now trying not to be like you, and I still don’t think your way of doing it is a good fit for me, but…”

Tobias nodded once, slowly, but said nothing.

“I wanted to apologize, I guess,” Ash resumed. “For kind of having a… simplified version of you in my head, and trying not to be that person.”

“The amazing thing is that this isn’t even the strangest conversation I’ve had,” Tobias mused, then looked up at where Ash was standing – then not so far up, as Ash jumped down from the retaining wall. “If you could tell me how to change my style, then, what would you say?”

“I’d say…” Ash began, then stopped, thinking carefully about it.

He was silent for perhaps ten or fifteen seconds.

“I’d say that… you shouldn’t battle to lose, that’s going too far,” he said. “But you should spread out who you use in battles more. It gives you more options, and most Pokemon who work with trainers like battling – so it’s better for them, and it’s better for your opponents who don’t just end up feeling like they’re checkboxes you’re going through as efficiently as possible.”

He shrugged. “And it’s better for you, as well, because it means you’re having to think tactically more often. So everyone’s enjoying it more, and… I guess there isn’t really a downside to it.”

“Unless I end up losing,” Tobias replied, then shook his head. “But it seems as though you may be right… though I suspect you are better at resisting the temptation to simply win a close fight with a Legendary Pokemon than I might be.”

“Well, the rule about no more than one Mega-Evolved Pokemon or Legendary Pokemon does help with that a bit,” Ash said, thinking mostly about the GS Ball.

Tobias paused.

Then frowned.

Then shook his head.

“I… apologize,” he said. “I have just realized that I actually broke that rule.”

“I didn’t even notice that happening, but he’s right,” Pikachu said.

Lucario followed through the implications. “So… if you wanted, Ash, you could have forced Tobias to concede unless he had enough non-Legendary Pokemon with him to make up a team.”

“I guess the only reason the referee didn’t notice is that he expected me to use Legendary Pokemon too,” Ash said, thinking out loud.

“It seems that training a larger team does give me more options,” Tobias said.

There was a green flash, as a big Grassy Terrain detonated, and when it faded the whole arena was an expanse of fresh green grass.

“It looks like we are needed,” Tobias added. “Thank you for your advice, Ash Ketchum. I suspect I needed to hear it… whether or not I realized it.”


“I hope I’ll be standing up there, some day,” Max said, as the Maple family watched the awards ceremony.

“You mean Sinnoh specifically, or just anywhere?” Norman asked.

Max shrugged. “I’m not fussy, but I’d kind of like to be on the top step of the podium.”

“Good luck with that,” May said. “It took Ash two timelines.”

“And I’m in my second timeline, even not counting the thing with Celebi or the stuff with Arceus, so there you go,” Max retaliated.

May frowned. “Actually, good point, we’re probably not counting how many timelines Ash has been in… or how many I’ve been in, come to think of it.”

“Some families have normal conversations, I’m sure,” Caroline smiled. “What do you think, Gardevoir?”

It must happen, but I’m not sure I’ve ever seen any except on television.


“That’s the weird thing,” Ash explained. “It wasn’t until we realized that defeating the enemy actually wasn’t helping that we worked out how to solve the problem.”

Tobias frowned slightly. “I don’t think I ever considered that kind of situation actually coming up.”

Ash shrugged. “It’s kind of… hard to anticipate some of this stuff.”

“Ash,” Cynthia said, getting his attention. “I don’t want to interrupt you, but I do want to point out that there’s some scheduling to handle… it’s just that you’re about to leave the stadium and I want to make sure you don’t just keep going and forget about it.”

“It’s a useful thing to check, given Ash,” Pikachu said cheerfully.

“I would say you should deal with this,” Tobias told him. “I won’t say you’ve changed my mind, but I have a lot to think about and it may be that I will come out of this with a different feeling.”

The other trainer reached for his belt, then paused and shook his head.

“I’ve never actually had to deal with Delphox, Latios, Alakazam and Cresselia being knocked out,” he explained. “I think I might visit the Pokemon Centre, it’s going to be a very long walk otherwise…”

Cynthia waited until Tobias had left, then pointed at Ash.

“Okay, so we need to sort out your Elite Four challenge,” she said.

Ash raised a hand. “I… actually need to check, would winning mean I had to take your job?”

“It’d mean you could take my job,” Cynthia corrected him.

“That’s good, then,” Ash sighed. “I’m not nearly done with travelling around, yet.”

Cynthia smirked. “You’re assuming you’ll win. And sure, Ash, you’re good – but don’t count your Torchics.”

“Why not?” Lucario asked. “If you wanted to know how many Torchics you had, then obviously you would count them.”

“No, it’s a figure of speech,” Cynthia told the Fighting-type. “It’s a shortened version of ‘don’t count your Torchics before they hatch.’”

“Is that in case one of them is a different Pokemon, then?” Lucario guessed. “Pokemon eggs are usually quite distinct. I understand it can be hard to identify one if you’ve never seen an egg of that type before, but it’s easy enough to tell if eggs match so… I think you can count Torchics before they hatch.”

“I don’t understand it myself,” Cynthia shrugged. “It’s a saying, I don’t think they’re supposed to make sense.”

She pointed at Ash. “Anyway… we don’t have to work out the time right now, but I think it’d be better if you got started straight away. That way you don’t have to worry about missing anything, and the others are right here already as well.”

Ash nodded. “Right.”


“Okay, so,” Totodile said, some minutes later – in a big field near the Lily of the Valley main stadium. “Now we need to work out the most important thing about Ash’s coming challenge.”

“What’s that,, then?” Buizel asked.

“Who’s going to take part,” Totodile explained. “We know there’s a Ground-type trainer and a Fire-type trainer, so some Water-types would be good for both of those, but on the other hand it’s not like Flint isn’t going to know about his weakness there especially.”

Primeape held up a fist. “We could just let Dexter decide it, factoring in who already got a battle.”

“Does Arceus count?”

“We know he can count to three, at least,” Glalie said. “After that he seems to just start again, though… Weather Trio, Tao Trio, Space-Time Trio, Lake Trio…”

“Dugtrio,” Houndoom provided.

“Dugtrio,” Glalie agreed, then paused. “Okay, I should have seen that one.”

Keldeo coughed.

“There’s four Swords of Justice,” he supplied. “And I don’t just mean the literal organization has four members, I mean there’s four Pokemon who are similar in that way.”

Gabite glanced at him. “Speaking of which, actually, do you need to get home?”

“If I do, then I’m sure I’ll hear about it,” Keldeo replied. “It is technically night time in Unova, though, I think.”

“Ah,” Glalie nodded. “So you’re a knight out.”

“Now you’ve done it,” Swellow said, swallowing a giggle. “We’re going to be hearing puns for hours.”

“Yes!” Glalie agreed, with joy suffusing every syllable. “I’ll be going on all knight!”

Keldeo shook his head. “Truly, an enemy my training did not prepare me for.”

“The question is how long it will last, knight,” Glalie assured him. “Of course, you could just wait until the halfway point, which should be at mid-knight.”

“Yes,” Meganium agreed. “It’ll be like knight and day.”

“Hey, I had that pun reserved,” the Ice-type protested.

“Weren’t we trying to decide on scheduling?” Entei asked. “How did we get distracted onto this?”

Ho-Oh bent down to his younger son. “It won’t last forever. It’s the incident of the curious dog in the knight time.”

That earned him blank looks.

“I try to inject a bit of culture, and what do I get?” the Fire-type asked, ruffling his feathers. “Humph, I say.”


AN:


The delay is caused by the size of the update.

The Tobias battle is something that’s influenced Ash’s thoughts for a large chunk of the fic; I started writing it before the Unova League arc in the anime had been aired, but I think it’s the one which would have affected Ash more than the Unova League defeat did.

Meanwhile, of course, the actual battle. Naturally Tobias needs a ridiculous team…
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“Where do you think this goes on the ‘friends of Ash Ketchum’ benefits sheet?” Dawn asked, glancing over at Brock.

“There’s a benefits sheet?” Brock replied, looking over. “Where exactly do you fill it out?”

Dawn shrugged. “I think it just sort of… happens.”

“Well, in that case…” Brock began, then shook his head. “Actually, I’ve got no idea. It’s pretty good, though.”

“Popcorn?” Cynthia invited, holding out three boxes.

Dawn inspected the one closest to her. It seemed to have an odd black dusting on the popcorn.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Oh, that one’s cracked black pepper,” Cynthia informed her. “And this one here is popcorn with toffee, the third one’s just normal buttered popcorn.”

She shrugged. “I can’t decide.”

“That’s nothing new,” Aaron chuckled.


Down on the field, Ash returned his Tauros and sent out Entei.

Entei landed with a crackle of flames around his paws, and contemplated the trainer opposite from him before making an elegant bow.

“Flint,” he said. “My sister has spoken highly of you.”

That made the Fire-type trainer laugh. “Yeah! I remember her… she was a fun battle. Frustrating, though.”

“I couldn’t possibly comment,” Entei said.

Flint laughed again, then clapped his hands together before taking out his next Pokeball. He threw it in the air with a flick and sent out his third Pokemon – a Rapidash, one with a sleek coat and blazing mane and tail.

The stallion stamped a hoof against the field, with a crack like a gunshot, and tossed his head.

“This is going to be fun,” Entei opined.

“Of course!” Flint agreed. “This is going to be red-hot!”

“Well, I’m thinking of something specific,” Entei replied, bunching up slightly.

“Go!” Cynthia called.

Entei burst into motion, and so did Rapidash. Within less than a second the sparks Rapidash struck with his hooves along the ground grew into a curtain of electrical energy, and he slammed a Wild Charge against Entei at the same moment as Entei hit him with a Strength.

The two Pokemon almost halted, their momentum cancelled out by the impact, and Entei’s greater mass left the two of them sliding slowly backwards. Rapidash reared up, hooves sparking, and planted one squarely on Entei’s forehead before the Fire-type Legendary used Lava Plume to blast his opponent away.

“Good!” he chuckled, as Rapidash rolled upright.

“Mystical Fire!” Flint called, and Rapidash slammed a hoof on the floor again. This time his mane blazed up and spread out into a curtain of shimmering flame in all sorts of colours, spreading out in waves like a psychedelic version of a smokescreen which built layers upon layers and expanded out far beyond where Rapidash himself was. Entei considered for a moment before breaking into a lope so that he wouldn’t be a stationary target.

Defence handled, Entei went on the attack as well. To find his opponent he spun up and fired an Aura Sphere, only for the attack to go upwards – and Entei dodged to the side, blurring out of the way just before Rapidash’s hooves slammed down as he landed from his Bounce.

The impact left a crater a couple of feet deep, and Rapidash brightened his Mystical Fire – not to actually hurt Entei so much as to startle him – before dashing forwards and hammering his opponent with a High Horsepower attack.

Entei elected to counter strength with speed, blurring into Extremespeed, and despite that choice he still had ample strength as well – hitting Rapidash in the flank, knocking him into the air this time, and the equine Pokemon twisted in mid-air before landing on his hooves and skidding along the arena floor.

Ash’s Pokemon was on him before he stopped moving, but Rapidash just spun around en pointe and hit Entei with both hind hoofs at once. The impact was enough to stagger him, and Flint put his hands around his mouth.

“Poison Jab!”

His need to give the order meant Entei had a warning, though, and the warning was – just – enough. Entei exploded in flame again, the sheer force of his Eruption blasting Rapidash away and preventing him from actually striking the blow.


“So here’s something that occurred to me,” Lucian mused. “A very new Pokemon trainer doesn’t know what to say to his Pokemon, so his Pokemon act according to their own best guesses.”

He ticked off points. “As a trainer gets more skilled, first they start giving instructions, then ordering their Pokemon’s every move, then they start focusing only on the more critical orders.”

He gestured at the battlefield. “Finally, you reach a point where your Pokemon are so good that you don’t need to say anything any more – unless, that is, you have some kind of inspiration that goes beyond that, or is based on information you have and they don’t.”

“So, in other words, Ash’s team is so well trained he looks like he’s a complete newbie,” Cynthia summarized. “Ironically.”

“There’s some of that, yes,” Lucian agreed. “Though admittedly you’d expect a Legendary Pokemon to be effective solo, anyway, so in his case this particular battle doesn’t fully demonstrate the point.”


Entei roared, using Lava Plume, and blew away all the Mystical Fire around him with the sheer force of the explosion. It tried to hold on, as Rapidash did his best to keep it together, then shattered and whirled away into the air as tattered remnants.

Now able to see where his opponent was, Entei chuckled slightly.

“High Horsepower!” Flint called. “Stampede him!”

Rapidash broke into a gallop, and Entei used Sacred Fire – aiming it not at Rapidash, but on a steep angle towards the ground in front of Rapidash.

It bored into the ground and then detonated, sending a shower of both solid and molten rock towards Rapidash, and the Fire Horse Pokemon shied away before rearing up and starting to smash the rock fragments with his diamond-hard hooves.

Entei blew another hole in the ground with Sacred Fire, then another, each one spearing deep before exploding to batter Rapidash with fragments.

“Why can’t you just use Stone Edge like a normal Pokemon?” Rapidash asked, then pushed off from the ground to jump over Entei’s latest barrage.

He came down for a stomp, just as Ash spoke up.

“Force Palm!”

Entei met Rapidash’s hoof strike with a paw strike. The impact launched Rapidash backwards, forcing the Fire-type through a cartwheel, and he landed with a wham and staggered a little before regaining his equilibrium.

“Now this is one fired-up battle!” Flint enthused.

“I quite agree!” Entei replied.

He chuckled slightly. “And,” he added, in a much quieter voice, “for once, it’s not raining…”


“Hmm…” May pondered.

“Something up?” Max checked.

“Oh, nothing major,” May replied.

She gestured around at the large arena – not the official stadium of the Lily of the Valley Conference, but a more out-of-the-way one a few miles away. “I’m mostly just wondering why the Elite Four challenges happen here instead of back down in the stadium.”

“Did you see the mess that Ash and the others left?” Max asked, sniggering. “I don’t think they could use the stadium, unless they want to collapse it.”

“That is a good point,” May admitted.

The normal procedure is for Elite Four battles to happen in private, or nearly private, Kris informed them. They are, however, recorded for later distribution. It’s just a custom at this point.

“Huh,” Max mused. “I guess, now I think about it, all the battles I can remember which involve someone challenging the Elite Four were private ones… the official ones, anyway.”

It does vary from region to region.

The ground trembled, slightly but noticeably, and Donphan spun into the air. Flint’s Infernape stepped into the movement, sunlight glowing in his palm for a Solarbeam, and charged it up as he waited for Donphan to come down again.

“Gyro Ball!” Ash called, just as Infernape began to thrust his palms up.

There was a flash of silver light as Donphan spun up, and Deoxys-orange raised his arm. A shield flashed around the Maple siblings, just in time to protect them from the glare as Infernape’s Solarbeam went flaring off in every conceivable direction.

Then Donphan hit Infernape, and while he didn’t have the momentum of his Rollout any more he was still a big, heavy Pokemon – and used Bulldoze just to make things worse.


“I wonder if that one’s going to go in the textbooks,” Lucario mused. “Steel moves to deflect blasts of bright light is pretty useful.”

“It does depend on the type of blast,” Pikachu cautioned. “I wouldn’t want to use it to deflect, say, Earth Power.”

“That’s not a blast of bright light, though,” Ash shrugged.

“Blast Burn!” Flint ordered, as his Infernape tried to defend himself, and the Fire-Type got his attack off just as Donphan hit him with an Earthquake.

The whole stadium jumped, mostly from the Earthquake – Flint’s Infernape had a less powerful Blast Burn than Ash’s Infernape, but it had been much more tightly focused – and Donphan and Infernape both went flying from the attack before landing with a crash at opposite ends of the arena.

“I think Donphan’s out,” Ash reported.

“So is Infernape!” Flint called back, but he didn’t seem all that disappointed. “We didn’t have time to pick up some tips from your fired-up battle in the Conference! But we’ll be learning from it, you can bet!”

He reached for a new Pokeball. “Come on out, Flareon!”

“Swellow!” Ash replied, and the Flying-type burst out into the air with a flare of her wings.

“All right!” she declared. “Let’s see how speed and agility fares!”

“Are you suggesting that Pidgeot doesn’t have those things?” Lucario called.

“She’s got power too,” Swellow dismissed. “Which is great, and all, but – you know.”

She accelerated, turning into an attack run on Flareon, then flipped over and turned away again – sending Flareon’s opening gambit of a Flamethrower wide – only to flip back towards Flareon, unleashing a Boomburst attack which hammered into Flareon and sent him sliding backwards.

“Whoa, that’s some pretty impressive lungs!” Flint called. “Let’s see some Fire Blasts, Flareon!”

“You bet!” Flareon yipped, and began running rather than staying in one place. He sent a Fire Blast towards Swellow, but the attack didn’t do any better at hitting her than the Flamethrower had – Swellow just did a barrel roll, going over the highest point of the star before starting to corkscrew. The detonation of the Fire Blast into a pressure wave and wash of fire did buffet her, but Swellow reacted by pitching up and rocketing skywards at ninety degrees to her previous base course.


“So, um, question,” Keldeo began. “What was the setup to this stuff like?”

“What do you mean?” Suicune asked.

“Just… I wouldn’t be surprised if an outright majority of Legendary Pokemon in the Home Islands were here,” Keldeo clarified. “Or, well, it depends how you count, I suppose. But there’s definitely a lot of them here, including most of the ones with wider ranging responsibilities… so how do we know someone like Hunter J won’t try something?”

They both looked up as Swellow went in on another attack run, turning in with a clap-bang as she went briefly supersonic. Her Boomburst attack pulsed out towards Flareon, but the Fire-type detonated a Fire Blast around himself and the way the shock waves interacted deflected the attack away.

“It’s a good question,” Suicune allowed, as Swellow began orbiting – using relatively low-impact attacks like Air Cutter and Swift, and easily evading Flareon’s return attacks. “But you’re an experienced Legendary Pokemon yourself. What do you think?”

Keldeo tapped his hoof on the ground, considering.

“I suppose… well, firstly it didn’t happen last time, so it’s less likely it would happen this time,” he muttered. “But… I suppose you could ask Absol?”

“That’s a good part of it,” Suicune agreed. “Another part, though, is that it’s not actually well known that we’re all here.”

The colt nodded. “That makes sense.”

Suicune then winked. “Plus, I heard from Giratina that the Time-Space Rescue Trio are looking for a reason to do something impressive. I wouldn’t want to be the criminal who tried something when they’re ready to get involved.”

Swellow suddenly let out a shout, whirling around in a dozen aileron rolls in less than a second, and a whirling tornado formed around her. It seethed and crackled, picking up ominous energy as it built into a Twister, and she directed it straight at Flareon before dodging away with a whoosh.

“Stay ready!” Flint instructed, as Flareon threw a Fire Blast at the Twister – and discovered that it was less amenable to disruption than Swellow’s previous attacks, because of the crackling Dragon-type energy that suffused it.

Instead Flareon dodged to the side, surrounding himself with a Flare Blitz for protection, and spotted Swellow coming in for a melee attack – just in time that he could use Zap Cannon, hitting her just as she hit him.

“Ow!” Flareon yipped, rolling over three times before sliding to a halt, then bounced back to his paws as the Twister dissipated and he spotted Swellow banking around.

Electricity fizzed around her feathers, and Keldeo snickered.

“Bad move,” he summarized.

Swellow immediately demonstrated why, as she just got faster from what should have slowed her down, and over the next several crowded seconds Flareon found himself at the focus of Boomburst attacks from above-behind-left-right-over the shoulder-straight ahead, then a Brave Bird flicked him into the air, and finally Swellow strafed him with three consecutive Boombursts from directly below.

Flareon went rocketing into the sky, and Swellow tracked him for several seconds before breaking off.

“Whoo!” she crowed. “What a rush! There’s nothing like being electrocuted to really get those muscles moving!”

She circled once, then darted up again, pulling over into a dive and catching the falling Flareon by his ruff.

“Oh, yeah, and here’s your Fire-type I guess,” she said, dropping him gently in front of Flint.


“This is a lovely day out for all of us,” Lugia said, watching Ash’s second Elite Four battle. “It’s nice to see so many Pokemon who are so good at battling like this.”

Ash’s Lugia smiled, nuzzling his mate slightly. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.”

He winced slightly as Bertha’s Golem rolled forwards and smacked into Ivysaur, then watched as the Grass-type sent out two Vine Whip attacks at once. One of them drilled into the ground either side of Golem, not only arresting Ivysaur’s momentum but also letting Ivysaur store up energy in the tension of the vines, then Ivysaur sprang right back again and let go with his vines as soon as they went slack again.

Ivysaur’s flower bulb closed up for a moment, then fired something out, and the recoil drove the Grass-type towards the ground. He vanished underground with a Dig, then popped right back out again as Golem tried to use the opportunity for an Earthquake, and Golem snorted at the waste before exhaling a jet of fire at Ivysaur.

Leaves whirling, Ivysaur drew the Flamethrower attack into a spiral around himself which robbed it of much of the force it should have had. Then the projectile Ivysaur had launched – which hadn’t been aimed to go anywhere near where Golem was – suddenly stopped in mid-air and dropped straight down at startling velocity.

Fragments of apple core and pip went everywhere as the Grav Apple exploded, and Silver raised a wing uncertainly.

“Dad?” he said. “Mom? Um… is that an attack Ivysaur normally learn?”

“No, but that’s never stopped Ivysaur,” Lugia replied. “Or most of my teammates, really.”

Golem had shaken off the impact – and a barrage of Razor Leaf attacks which had followed it – while they were talking, and stomped on the ground before flinging a Rock Slide attack at Ivysaur.

The rocks were large enough that sheer impact could easily have knocked Ivysaur backwards, but instead the Grass-type sliced one in half with his leaves in a blur of Leaf Blade before dodging away from the rest – except for one which he knocked away with a Strength attack.

“By the way, who’s taking care of things back at the islands?” Lugia asked, glancing at her mate. “I don’t remember if you said.”


“This has to be our chance,” Articuno announced. “It has to be!”

“No way,” Zapdos countered. “I’m not getting involved. Not after last time.”

“But none of them are here!” Articuno insisted. “Lugia isn’t here, Silver isn’t here, Lugia isn’t here either. Pidgeot isn’t here, Ho-Oh isn’t here, even Mewtwo isn’t here! They’re not here. We can finally get this sorted out!”

“No way, no how,” Zapdos said, folding his wings around himself. “You may lack even basic pattern recognition, but I don’t. Every single time we think they’ve gone, it turns out they haven’t.”

“You-” Articuno snapped his beak. “I ought to-”

Zapdos shook his head. “In that case, I agree with you.”

“Then we can fight?” Articuno asked.

“Whichever answer means we don’t,” Zapdos summarized his position.


“I asked Absol about it,” Lugia answered his mate. “It’s all taken care of.”


“Great work, Ivysaur!” Ash called, a minute or so later, once the Grass-type had managed to outlast Bertha’s Golem. “Want to stay out for a bit, or switch?”

“I’ll see what’s next,” Ivysaur decided.

“Gotcha,” Ash agreed. “And good work on… whatever that move was.”

Ivysaur shrugged, which on him meant flexing first his right legs and then his left. “I probably inherited it or something.”

“Sounds about right,” Lucario agreed.

“You next,” Bertha said, and held out a Pokeball.

There was a sort of crunching sound as whatever Pokemon she sent out just went straight into the earth, without even being present for long enough for them to see, and Ash closed one eye to get some idea what they were facing.

“Hippowdon,” he reported. “Dodge!”

Hippowdon’s mouth reared up out of the ground and clamped closed with an Ice Fang as Ivysaur tried to comply, then followed up the freezing blow of the Ice Fang with a Fire Fang that hit just as hard as the Ice Fang had.

Ivysaur went flying and Ash returned him, then reached for the next Pokeball on his belt. “Go!”


Giratina exploded onto the field with a flash of purplish light, sending smoke and mist everywhere, and Cynthia blinked.

“Huh,” she said. “That seems a bit much.”

“I’m pretty sure Giratina has Levitate, so he is a good tactical choice,” Brock offered, looking over the Origin Forme Giratina floating over Ash’s side of the field. “But… yeah.”


“Oops,” Ash said.

“Oops?” Giratina repeated, turning to look at Ash. “Did something happen that shouldn’t have?”

“Well, I… actually thought that next Pokeball was Kingler,” Ash admitted. “I think I put them on the wrong way around.”

“I say play it as it lies, dearie,” Bertha advised. “You’re here for an Elite Four battle, not an equal spar, and if I had a Groudon or Landorus you can be sure I’d be using him here!”

“Well, in that case,” Giratina decided, and slashed a hole in the world. He swam through, closing the portal behind him, and Hippowdon turned slowly to look at her trainer.

“Play it as it lies?” she asked. “Really?”

Not expecting an answer, she huffed and rolled her eyes. “Fine then…”

She began exerting her Sand Stream ability, making a swirling vortex of sand and dust blossom around her so that at least Giratina would be gating into a sandstorm – and couldn’t open a portal to observe her – then burrowed into the ground to hide. Her fangs glittered slightly with frost as she readied another Ice Fang.

Then the entire middle of the arena fell into the Reverse World.

It was quite impressive to watch. The ground sank slightly, in a broad circle, and then sort of crumbled away from the middle out towards the edges with each individual piece going both inwards and down at the same time.

Hippowdon went with it, with a startled bellow, and then Giratina looked up through the hole.

“Does that count as ring out?” he asked.

“I think we need to ask Cynthia for that one,” Ash admitted. “I’m not sure what the rules are on ring out…”

“I would think that sending your opponent out of the entire universe would have to qualify,” Pikachu said.


“You know what the most rewarding thing about a really good high-level Pokemon battle is?” Misty asked.

Karen considered.

“Well, there’s several answers I could give to that,” she said. “Because there’s several possibilities, and one of them based on the last few years is ‘continued existence’.”

“Okay, good point,” Misty admitted.

She looked at Giratina – now spectating phased halfway into the ground – and shrugged. “Anyway, ignoring my failed attempt at suspense, the most rewarding thing in my opinion is that you get to see Pokemon doing things that you normally wouldn’t think were possible. I mean, look.”

Misty waved at the battlefield, and Karen pursed her lips.

She could see Misty’s point, really.

The hole which Giratina’s space-warping and portal-cut had left – once closed, after Hippowdon had been retrieved and returned to the sidereal world – had been filled in by Ash’s Kingler, giving him an environment more suitable to a Water-type. That much was obvious, but Bertha had sent out her Gliscor to attack Kingler from an altitude which Kingler couldn’t really reply to so effectively.

In theory, anyway.

In practice, Kingler was crouched into the water so only his eyes were showing, and whenever Gliscor came in for attack Kingler countered by snapping his massive pincer closed and projecting a huge bubble-implosion Crabhammer shockwave up into the air – hurling vast sheets of water up in an attempt to slap Gliscor down.

It wasn’t going all Kingler’s way, certainly – the water was seething with the Toxic attack which Gliscor had already dropped into it – but nor was the flying Gliscor getting away unscathed, as more than once she’d been knocked upwards by a plume of water.

“Hmm…” Karen said, glancing down at her Umbreon. The Dark-type returned her gaze and gave her a nod, and Karen turned back to the battle. “He’s got something else in mind.”

“Yep,” Misty agreed.

They watched for another minute or so, as Kingler obviously weakened – then on the next Crabhammer Kingler’s smaller pincer swung into position as well. He used Ice Beam at the same time, blasting the whole of the water in the plume, and what rose up was a sheet of Rime – a sheet of water supercooled below freezing, which began to suddenly solidify into ice whenever anything as small as a bubble prompted it to.

Gliscor was in the fringes of the plume, not the middle, but she hadn’t dodged away far enough. Expecting it to be a simple enough attack to evade by avoiding the main pressure, she ended up covered in ice weighing more than she did, and slammed down into the water with a crash as ice rained down all around both Pokemon.

Kingler wasted no time, advancing to hit Gliscor with another attack, and Bertha recalled her Pokemon.

“Good show, dear,” she announced. “Rhyperior, sort him out.”


Ash winced as Kingler got hammered back into the wall.

“Okay, I think he needs to come back,” he decided. “Which means…”

He flicked the next Pokeball off his belt. “I choose-”

“That’s the right one this time, right?” Pikachu interrupted.

“Yes, thank you, Pikachu,” Ash told him. “I checked this time. Anyway – I choose you, Tyranitar!”

This time Ash had the right Pokeball, and Tyranitar landed with a crash on Ash’s side of the depression.

“Earthquake,” Ash told him.

Tyranitar stomped his foot on the ground, and the earth shook. That didn’t affect Rhyperior very much, but it did break open rifts in the ground and let the water drain away from the pool.

“That’s better,” Tyranitar decided. “Good call.”

“Rock Wrecker, dear,” Bertha ordered.

Tyranitar braced himself, and the heavy impact knocked him sliding back a foot or two. Rock shards went flying in all directions, and by the time he’d recovered Rhyperior was pounding forwards in a charge to close range.

“Don’t let her punch you directly,” Ash advised, and Tyranitar adjusted his stance slightly.

He tensed, then whirled on one foot and whipped his tail around to slam it into Rhyperior. The impact – delivered with surprising speed for such a big and rocky Pokemon – battered Rhyperior aside, away from her charge, and the Ground-type slid to a halt before turning and charging again.

This time she was lower-set, and energy built up around her feet with every stomp, and she hammered into Tyranitar harder than even her Rock Wrecker attack from earlier had landed – delivering a massive Stomping Tantrum attack that Tyranitar struggled to deal with.

But he did deal with it, enduring the impact, and pushed back – maintaining contact, pushing for a contest of raw strength with Rhyperior. The ground under them shifted with the strain, more cracks forming, but the close-in struggle gave Tyranitar one advantage – though he wasn’t quite winning the struggle, he was close enough that Rhyperior couldn’t pull back for long enough to prepare one of her powerful physical blows.

Of course, the same was true of Tyranitar… but he had other options, and his tail began to light up as he prepared his next attack. Charging up ready to strike, against an opponent who was close enough he couldn’t reasonably miss.

“Best get out of there, sweetie,” Bertha advised.

Rhyperior suddenly stepped back, unbalancing both herself and Tyranitar, and kicked up to help the somewhat lighter Dark-type on his way. Not ready for the trick, Tyranitar went over her in a martial arts throw – then used Hyper Beam, the massive blast of energy entirely missing Rhyperior.

It didn’t miss the ground, however, and Tyranitar had learned well from his big sister. The blast was powerful enough that he didn’t actually hit the ground, rocketing himself into the air by sheer barely-controlled recoil, and Bertha watched him ascend with a frown.

“Don’t see that every day,” she said, as Tyranitar finally stopped blasting. “Watch out, he’ll be coming down faster than he went up.”

Tyranitar put his paws together, then made a gesture, and Bertha frowned.

So did Rhyperior, though her confusion was only deepened when something tapped her on the tail.

A strange, shadowy Mawile had been the one to do it, and the odd-looking Fairy-type took her tail by the stem before suddenly picking her up and slamming her into the ground.


“What would you call that?” Misty asked. “Foul Play Rough?”

“That’s actually Beat Up, but I’d mostly call it painful,” Karen replied, an opinion which was only amplified when Tyranitar landed.

He didn’t actually land on top of Rhyperior – his trajectory hadn’t been quite right – but he did land not more than six feet away and with a massive Earthquake attack that made the ground jump.

Rhyperior still staggered back to her feet after that, but it looked like Tyranitar had the upper claw now – an impression that was reinforced when the Dark-type hit her with a right hook, then a left jab, then an uppercut that laid her out flat.


“Why did we teach Tyranitar boxing again?” Pikachu checked.

Lucario shrugged. “I didn’t think he’d be very good at quarterstaff.”


“So I like to think I know how a lot of this stuff works, now,” Dawn said. “But do you mind if I check something?”

“Not at all,” Brock assured her.

They both stopped talking for a moment as Muk attacked, and Aaron’s Vespiquen shot out a barrage of waxy Combee-drones which interrupted Muk’s stream of semi-random moves and stopped them from actually reaching her.

“…Muk is loud,” Dawn summarized. “I somehow forgot that.”

She shook her head. “Anyway, um… what I was wondering about was the tradeoff between being a type specialist, or some other kind of specialist, and being a generalist.”

“The way it normally seems to work is that a lot of trainers are generalists,” Brock said, thinking about their travels. “They have some Pokemon, and they use different Pokemon to deal with different challenges depending on what suits them best.”

That got a nod or two from Dawn.

Muk fired out Swift, Shock Wave, Magical Leaf and Aura Sphere, and Vespiquen enfolded herself in a Defend Order before pouring out a cloud of bees which surged in to attack her glutinous opponent.

“It’s kind of a trend, though, that a lot of the stronger trainers specialize,” Brock went on. “Not just Gym Leaders, either, you have people who focus on Flying-types or Dragon-types or that kind of thing. And… I think it’s because by specializing you end up being able to apply the same kind of useful tricks and tactics – and the same moves – to a lot of your Pokemon, so they improve faster and it kind of ends up self-reinforcing.”

“Right,” Dawn said, thinking about it. “And that’s less of a thing in Contest circles because a lot of the tricks you can pick up for Contests are less focused on Type. Right?”

“I think so,” Brock concurred. “Though that doesn’t stop someone like Wallace specializing anyway.”

“That’s kind of a weird one because he’s both,” Dawn said. “So I’m not sure if you can say his Contest specialization is just because those are the Pokemon he came with by that point.”

“Muk, fire down!” Ash called.

They watched as the fusillade of attacks blasted Muk into the air, and then another shouted order had Muk start to fire at an angle – making him spin faster and faster, forming a kind of whirling frisbee which ducked and weaved away from Vespiquen’s Attack Order.

“…and then there’s Ash,” Brock resumed. “And people like him.”

“Who are, what?” Dawn pressed. “Weird? Very weird?”

“That’s fair, but not really polite,” Brock pointed out. “And I mean more that Ash is… he’s a generalist who has the right attitude, and skills, to apply a broad suite of tricks and tactics for all his Pokemon, and then refine them further. Which makes him a force to be reckoned with, because his Pokemon have the kind of skill you’d expect for a type specialist or tactic specialist, but they’ve all got it.”

“Like Cynthia?” Dawn suggested, looking at the Sinnoh Grand Champion, then back at the battlefield.

In the few seconds she’d been looking away, Muk had moved to directly over Vespiquen, and a stream of mixed but mostly powerful attacks smashed through her Defend Order and slammed her into the ground.

“Ouch,” Brock winced.

“Feh,” Piplup snorted. “Be hit by Draco Meteor for months and then see what you think is an ouch.”


“That’s what I like to see, Scizor!” Aaron called.

Ash recalled Muk – Scizor’s Bug Buzz trick had dissipated Muk’s Fire-typed attacks, and that had given him the edge he needed to win – and switched out for another Pokemon. “Your turn, Keldeo!”

The Colt Pokemon emerged onto the field, and struck it with his hoof before switching to Resolute Form. “Thanks for inviting me, Ash!”

“I’m glad to have you here,” Ash told him, and Keldeo glanced back and gave him a nod before returning his attention to Scizor.

The Steel/Bug type jumped into the air, wings buzzing up to hold him hovering in place, and took a ready stance. Then he moved, air swirling up around his right claw in an Aerial Ace which slashed out at Keldeo’s side.

Keldeo danced to his right, igniting his Secret Sword with an orange flash, and blocked the first blow with a crackle-bang accompanying the impact. His closest hoof kicked out, delivering a blow which knocked Scizor back a few feet, and used Hydro Pump in the same instant so that a jet of high-pressure water carried Scizor back into the rocky wall behind him.

“Meteorain!” Keldeo announced, sweeping his horn down, and three Secret-Sword beams flashed out at once. Scizor jumped over them, wings working, and at first the water impeded them but then a Bug Buzz flashed over the Bug-type and sent all the water bursting off in a fine mist.

Not content with that, Aaron threw something onto the field, and Scizor caught it before flashing with a brilliant orange light as he Mega-Evolved.

Ash and Keldeo only had a moment to see the result before Mega Scizor surged in on the attack again. This time he attacked with both claws and wings, mixing in Aerial Ace and Dual Wingbeat, and Keldeo switched his blade from Secret Sword to Ice Blade just to give him more of an elemental advantage. Then he switched again, to a Flying-aspected Air Cutter, and for several long seconds the battle was a swirling dance of strike and block and dodge.

Both Pokemon could fly, but by different means, and the fighting rose into the air more than once before dropping back to the ground as both focused more on trying to gain an advantage than keeping their altitude.

Suddenly, Mega Scizor changed tactics – pulling a strike by twisting his arm just before it hit, throwing Keldeo off slightly, and caught him with a Cross Poison attack.

Keldeo retaliated with a powerful water blast, firing it out of all four hooves at once but focused so tightly at first that it cut into the ground – then widened the focus, so that all the water burst back up out of the ground with a wham and knocked both Pokemon into the air.

The Water-type had noticed that Mega Scizor’s wings didn’t work again immediately if they got wet – and that he’d had to get too close in order to deliver the Cross Poison. So suddenly they were both airborne on Keldeo’s terms, and his Air Cutter focused in so tightly that it flashed into a Flame Blade with which Keldeo slammed his opponent right back to the ground again.


“So, what do you think about the battle so far?” Karen said.

Misty gave her an odd look. “Huh? I’ve been watching it with you.”

“I mean with the Bug type thing,” Karen clarified.

“Hey, I’m not that bad,” Misty defended herself. “Not any more, anyway. I just think a lot of them are a bit ew.”

She waved her hand vaguely. “I mean, you know. String Shot is a bit ew. Right?”

“It’s definitely an area where you’ve developed, from when you were afraid of all of them,” her Starmie said.

“Since when were you this wordy?” Misty asked. “I mostly remember you saying Hiyah.”

Karen chuckled.

“This is fine, though, right?” she said, indicating Ash’s Heracross defending himself against Aaron’s Yanmega – the big Ogre Darner Pokemon swooping in for high-speed slashing attacks and Heracross defending himself with Rock Blast.

“Yeah, there isn’t really anything about either of them that’s-”

“-a bit ew,” Karen finished, saying it at the same time she did. “Right.”

Heracross rolled away from an Air Slash, taking a glancing blow, and rammed his horn into the ground before sending a pulse of power through it that cracked the ground. As Yanmega came around for another attack run, Heracross flipped the chunk of rock up into the air and hit it with a powerful Brick Break – sending a cloud of shrapnel through the air for Yanmega to run into, hitting the other Bug-type at least four times and slowing it down slightly.

“Aerial Ace!” Ash called, and Heracross flicked his horn in an odd way – somehow managing to get it into just the right position to hit Yanmega in the side, which didn’t knock his opponent out but sent it shooting off into the air before coming in for another attack run.

“…question,” Misty said. “What’s a darner?”

Karen looked at her as if it was at least a possibility that she’d gone mad.

“Yanmega is an Ogre Darner Pokemon,” Misty explained, which made Karen look considerably more relieved. “And, well, I’ve got no idea where that comes from.”

“Me neither, now you mention it…” the Dark-type trainer admitted.

“Maybe it mends clothes with String Shot,” Starmie suggested.

“Now there’s a mental image I could do without,” Misty winced. “Ew.”


“My next Pokemon is Drapion,” Aaron said, sending him out, and Ash frowned.

“I know that I’m not exactly a type specialist,” he admitted. “But does that count?”

“I do know what you mean,” Aaron conceded. “There’s been some weird interactions with what counts as Pokemon in type specializations before. Like, you know, Charizard and Dragon-types, or whether a Psyduck counts as a Psychic Pokemon.”

“Even though it’s got Psy in the name,” Ash agreed.

“That’s only getting into the very basics of the question, there’s a lot more,” Pikachu said, jumping up onto Ash’s head. “Dexter, translate for me?”

Confirmed.

“The number of times I’ve had battles which are weird because of the technical definitions of what is or isn’t a Pokemon of a given type is really long,” Pikachu said, then. “And it doesn’t even begin to get into the question of the battles I’ve just spectated. But what’s even weirder for me is when a Pokemon has a type that doesn’t make sense – I mean, Lugia doesn’t have the Water-type?”

“To be fair, if he had all the Types it makes sense for him to have he’d have about four,” Lucario pointed out.

“Well, yeah, but still,” Pikachu shrugged the point off. “And that’s before getting into weird ones like Flygon. It looks Bug type – and Vibrava looks really Bug-type – but it’s a Ground and Dragon type, and then again it might fit as a Flying-type. And…”


“I think this is coming straight from the heart,” Ninetales said.

“I think I don’t want to be a Bug-type,” Flygon replied. “I mean, I don’t mind Bug-types, but I’m quite happy being as resistant as I am to being set on fire and stuff like that.”


“You know what the craziest thing is?” Aaron asked, once Pikachu had finished. “When Flint made Elite Four, he had a Fire-type team that was crazy limited – he was just really good with what he had. His team was filled out with a Lopunny with Fire Punch at one point.”

“Hey, if that’s a possibility, maybe we should apply as a Fighting type Elite Four member,” Lucario suggested. “I think most of us can punch.”

“But Drapion evolved from Skorupi, so he’s still an honorary Bug-type,” Aaron concluded. “Anyway, the battle?”

“Oh, right,” Ash realized. “I’m sending out Meganium!”

The Grass-type materialized in a flash, and Drapion considered her before turning his attention to his trainer.

“Hey, there’s a translator thingie in effect, right?” he asked. “Because I have a couple of questions. Firstly, um, are they sure about this? Just because I’m not a Bug-type any more doesn’t mean I forgot all my Bug moves.”

“Oh, we’re sure, don’t worry,” Meganium told him.

“Second question,” Drapion continued. “Are you sure about this? Because I have the feeling that they’ve got a reason for their choice.”

“Well, maybe, but that’s part of the challenge,” Aaron shrugged. “And yeah, it might be painful, but… it’ll work out.”

“Easy for you to say,” the ex-Bug-type said, then did a weird all-over shrug. “Okay, let’s get to it.”

He scuttled over to his position on one side of the battlefield, with Meganium taking the other, and then the moment the battle began he fired out a barrage of Pin Missiles.

They curved around before flying back towards Meganium, but she used the moment to her advantage – shaking herself out and producing a giant cloud of Razor Leaf attacks, not to actually attack but to both soak up the force of the Bug attacks and conceal her position. A Petal Blizzard added to that effect, covering the battlefield, and Drapion readied a Cross Poison before starting to fire out Bug Buzz attacks.

There was a flare of blue light through the blizzard, then Meganium’s Vine Whip slammed down – coated in blue light, and cutting a deep gash in the battlefield.

“It’s amazing what you can learn from your kids,” she said, drawing her vines back in with a whipcrack before readying her next attack.

“Told you,” Drapion said, then began focusing all his attention on not being hit by Sacred Sword.


“Well, that’s me out,” Aaron said, recalling his last Pokemon. “You’re really something to battle, you know.”

“I’ve got a good team and a lot of experience,” Ash replied, thinking about just how long it had taken to get that experience, and Aaron chuckled.

“Yeah, that’s part of it – obviously it is,” he said. “They don’t just hand out Pokemon as good as yours are, especially not with the kind of team variety you have… or if they do, I’d really like you to tell me where. I could do with a Volcarona or something like that, just as a fun surprise.”

“Honestly, it kind of just happens,” Lucario said. “I’m not entirely sure I follow the process, and I’m a result of the process…”

“But more to the point,” Aaron resumed. “We’ve seen a lot of trainers, and a lot of them have strong Pokemon, and a lot of them have a lot of experience. But the difference really is that eventually people start to level off a bit. Their Pokemon start to reach the limit of what they can do from experience, or they fall into a rut because they have a system which works and it’s easy to just stick with it. But either your Pokemon went a lot further before they hit that, or they just haven’t hit it yet at all, and in both cases that’s a really great sign.”

He spread his hands. “Trust me on that – we see a lot of good trainers, so I don’t say that lightly.”

Ash nodded, not really sure what to say at first, then scratched the back of his head. “I… guess that’s a good sign, then?”

“Yes,” Pikachu summed it up. “What actually is the definition of a Pokemon master, again?”

“I think I’ve learned so much that I’m not even sure any more,” Ash admitted.


A few minutes later, by means of a lift from his Ledian, Aaron arrived in the box the other Elite Four members were using to watch the battle.

“I wasn’t actually aware that Ledian could learn Fly,” Dawn said.

“That wasn’t Fly,” Aaron explained. “It was Strength.”

“…I’m trying to find a flaw in that argument, but I’m having trouble…”

“So, just Lucian left, and then we’ll see how he does against me,” Cynthia declared, then noticed Aaron and Flint both giving her sardonic looks. “That is… assuming he wins.”

“Oh, we think that’s likely,” Flint told her. “At this point a lot of the fun with watching Ash Ketchum battle is wondering how. But you’re not supposed to just assume that sort of thing, you’re meant to raise our morale.”

Cynthia pointed. “I see. So you’re the only ones allowed to be cynical.”

“Exactly,” Flint agreed.

“It looks like Lucian’s starting off with one of his stronger Pokemon,” Bertha told them, and the rest of the Sinnoh Elite Four looked to see how that was going.

True to Bertha’s word, Lucian had sent out his Medicham – a Pokemon who landed on his left foot, poised in place, then took up a ready stance.

In reply, Ash sent out his Squirtle.

“Oh, bugger,” Flint said, quietly.

“That about sums it up,” Brock agreed.


Medicham put his hands together, and bowed. “May our battle be honourable, and may the best Pokemon win.”

“That’s just what I was thinking!” Squirtle replied. “But that’s nothing like how I’d put it! I’d say that this is going to be one hell of a good fight because it’s between two hot-blooded warriors, willing to set rules on how they battle so that whoever wins deserves it without sneaky, underhanded tactics!”

“Suddenly I’m glad I don’t have Telepathy,” Medicham mused. “However, in the interests of honour, I must inform you that I am planning on Mega-Evolving.”

“That’s fine!” Squirtle told him, reaching inside his shell and producing a glittering blue construct. “Because that’s just what a hot-blooded warrior is capable of!”

Ash raised his staff keystone. “This one’s not going to explode, right?”

“That depends on if it would be thematically appropriate!” the Water-type told him. “So let’s do this! Join our manly spirits!”

“I think the closest thing I have to one of those is Giratina,” Ash replied.

“Actually, Ash, I disagree,” Lucario said. “You definitely do have one of them. I’ve seen you have a sword fight with a tsunami and win.”

“…yeah, good point,” Ash conceded.

“Are all of your battles like this?” Lucian said, checking his own Key Stone – a small one, integrated into the pin he kept in his handkerchief.

“Squirtle’s ones do usually involve talking at the start,” Ash judged.

“Come on, come on, come on!” Squirtle asked. “Let’s do this!”

Ash nodded, and closed his eyes.

A moment later, orange-gold light flowed over Squirtle – and over Medicham, as the Psychic-type Mega-Evolved as well.

His headpiece developed a turban, with a yellow stone as the centrepiece, and extensions flowed out from it – obscuring his vision, but presenting no impediment to the intensely perceptive Pokemon.

Gold bands formed on his wrists, around his waists, and extra decorations around his legs, and finally four spectral arms materialized to form an aura around him.

When the transformation finished, Mega Medicham took a ready stance – one in which all six arms were held ready to respond.

Mega Squirtle slid his own foot across the floor, then the pair of small cannons on his shell swivelled to point behind him. They activated in a sudden gush of water, launching him into the air, and he shot a spiralling barrage of Bubblebeam that came down to barrage Mega Medicham mercilessly.

Mega Medicham’s spiritual arms crossed to form a defensive barrier, enduring the blast of Bubblebeam for a few seconds, then he fired a pulse of psychic energy out – and followed it up immediately with a surging jump into the sky, exploiting the moment’s respite that the psychic burst granted to him to get right up to where Mega Squirtle was.

All four spectral arms glowed yellow at once as Mega Medicham readied four simultaneous Thunderpunches, and Mega Squirtle summoned two pairs of sunglasses from thin air – one of which blocked one attack, one blocked a second, and the third attack was blocked by both sunglasses crossed together.

The fourth attack drove him back down to the ground, and he vanished into a small crater.

“This changes nothing!” he called, though his voice did sound a bit muffled.


Flipping through the air, Mega Squirtle landed with both hind feet on the ground and one foreleg down for support. He went sliding along the ground to damp out his momentum, then hopped to the side to avoid a follow-up punch by the lightning-quick Mega Medicham.

“You’re pretty good!” he declared, sweeping his free arm dramatically out to the right. The small gun attached to it went click, and fired out a blast of water which Mega Squirtle caught before twisting and shaping into a swirling blade of water.

“Is that Sacred Sword?” Pikachu asked. “How many of us know Sacred Sword right now?”

“No, this isn’t Sacred Sword!” Mega Squirtle replied, bringing it up and showing the shape. “This is a drill.”

Then he took it in both hands and blocked with it at lightning speed, sending the spectral arm aimed at him crashing into the floor instead, then jumped into the air with a quick blast of water from his jetpack to help the force of his jump. He threw the water-drill point-first at Mega Medicham, and his opponent dodged away from it with liquid grace – only to suddenly have significantly less liquid grace, as the drill erupted into a wave of water which hit Mega Medicham from behind.

Mega Squirtle closed in to melee range while his opponent was staggering, projecting swirling drill-blades from both arm cannons now, and hit Mega Medicham twice before he recovered somewhat. Then there was a blur of attacks in which Ash counted at least four strikes by both Pokemon, ending when Mega Medicham just blew up the ground around them both with a Rock Smash and psionically deflected all the rocks which were going to hit him.

Withdrawing into his shell, Mega Squirtle used Hydro Pump to amp up his speed and control his movement, then snapped back out again and used his shades to slice a Focus Blast in half.

“You’re just not getting it, are you?” he asked. “I’m the badass Squirtle, leader of the Squirtle Squad, whose fame echoes far and wide! I’m the one who people talk about, and you’d better recognize it!”

“I’ve never actually contested that,” Mega Medicham told him, taking the interval of talking as an opportunity for a respite. He rose up on the tip of one toe, putting his true hands together, and spread his spectral arms out around him into a defensive position. “It’s just that when people do talk about you, it’s a little bit incoherent and tends to include a lot of things which aren’t really… believable.”

“Believable?” Mega Squirtle repeated. “What’s the difference between believable and unbelievable? Because when people talk about that, they’re talking about me, and I make the impossible possible! Believable is just another challenge and I’m not going to fall short!”

Mega Medicham nodded, a little uncertainly. “So that means that you have in fact ripped through space in order to attack your opponent.”

“And save my teammates!” Mega Squirtle added. “I haven’t had to do it to punch someone yet so they see the error of their ways, but if any of them do then I’ll be the first one there with the trans-dimensional fist to correct them!”

“And you actually did at one point create a gigantic Vaporeon.”

“Once by mistake, once deliberately!” Mega Squirtle agreed.

“So… that means that you have, in fact, gone headfirst into an obvious trap just because it was in a hot spring.”

Mega Squirtle paused, raising a forearm, then let it slump.

“So, it turns out there’s a downside to being inherently too amazing,” he conceded. “People just aren’t willing to believe you might not do something”

“Shall we continue?” Mega Medicham offered.

Mega Squirtle flourished his glasses by way of agreement, and then Mega Medicham used Focus Punch.

The attack knocked Mega Squirtle back across the entire valley, shattering his energy-construct glasses into a thousand dissolving pieces – but just as he was about to hit the rock face he conjured another water drill, and went straight into it without slowing.

Two seconds later he burst out again going the other direction, cannoning towards Mega Medicham, and when the Psychic-type stepped to the side and attacked him on the way past Mega Squirtle just fired the drill off into the mountainside and shed all his momentum.

Directing all four cannons – two on his back and one on each arm – at Mega Medicham, he smirked. “Eat this!”

The barrage of Bubblebeams, Aqua Pulses, Dragon Pulses and Aura Spheres was enough to knock Mega Medicham at the wall just as fast as Mega Squirtle had gone.


“Okay, so I’ve started trying to figure out that Squirtle,” Cynthia began.

Brock looked around, worried. “I think we might need to make sure the hospital’s on standby.”

“No, I’m going about this in a very simple way,” Cynthia explained. “Basically, I’m assuming he can do everything, and then narrowing it down.”

An enormous plume of water rose skywards, as one of the ice shard drills that Mega Squirtle had fired at Mega Medicham turned out to be the opposite of supercooled without actually being superheated.

“Admittedly I’m not having much luck,” she added.

“I think there’s a trick to it,” Dawn told her. “And that trick is that it’s about spectacle. When Squirtle tries to do something, it doesn’t really operate on the same logic as other people or Pokemon… it’s more like, he does something based on emotional logic, and that sometimes involves doing things which don’t make sense, but if he does it quickly enough and with enough real conviction it sometimes means that the universe doesn’t notice until he’s finished.”

She paused. “Or, rather, it usually means the universe doesn’t notice. If he’s quick.”

“Icicle drill crash!” Mega Squirtle called out, barraging Mega Medicham with dozens of ice drills, and half of them went spinning up into the air before dropping back down as elongated corkscrew missiles. “The spiral turns ever on, moving further with each step! That’s how a drill works!”

He jumped into the air himself, and for a moment everyone saw an iceberg creak and explode behind him.

“…what,” Cynthia said, staring.

“In hindsight, I could have had a worse battle,” Flint admitted.

Mega Squirtle’s guns all flashed, producing a massive iceberg, and he twisted before throwing it down at Mega Medicham. “Sky drop! Falling icicle strike!”

The earthquake sent half of Cynthia’s popcorn scattering, and only the quick intervention of Mewtwo stopped it all spilling onto the floor.

He stopped the snowstorm, as well, which was nice.


“Well, that happened,” Lucian said. “I… wonder if I’m going to need to-”

“Just so you know, I’m calling Squirtle back,” Ash told Lucian. “I thought you should know.”

“That’s kind of a relief,” Lucian admitted. “But why?”

“I have exactly the same question!” Mega Squirtle declared. “So you’d better have one hell of a good answer!”

“Well, there’s kind of two reasons,” Ash said. “Firstly, there’s lots of other Pokemon who’ve been waiting their turn to have a battle, and… well, secondly, I think that if you keep using that Mega Stone it’s going to explode eventually.”

“Just because all the other ones have exploded, that doesn’t prove anything,” Mega Squirtle protested.

“I think the big problem here is that it’d create a flash flood in this valley,” Lucario supplied helpfully. “And that would wash away our opponent.”

Mega Squirtle considered, then deactivated his Mega Stone.

“Good point,” he said, and returned himself.

“…somehow I feel like we just avoided an explosion,” Ash commented.

“That’s what we experts call an accurate description of the situation,” Pikachu snarked.

“Okay,” Ash went on, then there was a flash as Lucian sent out his Mr. Mime.

“It’s only fair,” Lucian explained.

“Right,” Ash nodded. “Totodile, your turn!”


“You know, I think this is one of the things which really distinguishes Ash’s style from the style of other top level trainers,” Gary-Uno said, as he watched Totodile’s emergence onto the battlefield – with a spin and a flourish, sweeping up a wave of water around himself which deflected the first opportunistic Psychic attack that Mr. Mime launched.

“I get what you mean,” Gary-Dos agreed.

“Well, of course you did,” Gary-Uno said. “We’ve-”

“-had similar upbringings and we’re basically the same person in a lot of ways,” Gary-Dos completed. “I hope I don’t say that all the time!”

Technically, you did say it that time, Dee chimed in. And if you interrupt and finish every time your counterpart tries to say it, it’ll be something you say more often than him.

“…oh, right, yeah, logic,” Gary-Dos admitted. “Anyway… yeah, it’s something it took me a while to realize, but it’s the whole evolving Pokemon thing… or not evolving Pokemon. Most of us evolve Pokemon so they become more powerful, but Ash has Pokemon evolve or not depending on if they’re more comfortable with themselves and their fighting style that way.”

“Now who’s saying the obvious out loud?” Gary-Uno twitted him.

“Apparently me, all the time,” Gary-Dos sighed. “Oh, this could be interesting.”

Dee projected some holographic filters, applying polarization to make the planes of force making up Mr. Mime’s defences clear to them despite their transparency, and they watched as Totodile tried his best to get through them – first slamming into one in the middle of a spin, then twirling on the spot while spraying out a Water Pledge refined to the point it was more of a mist in the air than anything.

Water ran down the surfaces of all the force walls, highlighting their position, and Totodile considered – always moving, always light on his feet, and dodging out of the way of each attack that Mr. Mime used.

“See, if this were a normal trainer’s Totodile, it’d be a Feraligatr,” Gary-Uno said, pointing.

“…I’m not going to point out the problems there,” Gary-Dos decided, as Totodile moved backwards three steps in a row to avoid Psywave attacks.

Then the reptilian Pokemon bit into the nearest wall, stuck his arm in through the gap he’d ripped with Crunch, and picked up the entire collection of force walls.

“Wait, hold on, how did he do that?” the physically older of the two Garys said, leaning forwards. “Those aren’t real walls!”

“Real enough for him to bang his tail on,” his counterpart pointed out, as Totodile threw the whole collection away and charged towards Mr. Mime.


“Question,” Pikachu said, a few crowded minutes later. “Have you been taking tips from Squirtle?”

“Not really,” Totodile replied. “It just occurred to me that maybe that was possible. Was I wrong?”

Pikachu considered the evidence, including a very odd shaped crater on the hillside.

“I think you were probably correct,” he said. “Just a guess on my part.”

“It’s not really unknown,” Ash reminded Pikachu. “How many times have you thrown around and punched out Pokemon who weigh a lot more than you? It’s all about cancelling out the recoil.”

“Fair point,” Pikachu agreed. “Anyway, who’s next?”


“Oh, this should be interesting,” Bruno said. “Watch this, Will. This is going to be good.”

Will snorted. “You realize that, if you told me that sometimes a Fighting-type can beat a Psychic-type, I’d agree with you?”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t make it less entertaining when it happens,” Bruno countered.

“What kind of world is it that Ash Ketchum has created?” Lance said. “It used to be that Dragons were safe and secure in a world where they were almost unassailable on top of the Type advantage pyramid.”

“Um…” Will asked, as Lucian’s Alakazam waved his spoons in a menacing fashion and Primeape dropped into a crouch. “You know the Fairy type exists, right? That’s a guaranteed counter to Dragons.”

“I asked what kind of world Ash Ketchum created,” Lance told him. “And he is indirectly responsible for Molly Hale’s adorable Eevee, who is directly responsible for the Fairy-type.”

He sighed. “I sort of wonder what it’d be like to live as a dragon tamer in a world like that… and the only person who has enough of an idea to tell me lives in Unova.”

“…this isn’t like you, boss,” Bruno said. “Are you feeling all right?”

“Don’t worry about me,” Lance told him, with a quick and more confident smirk. “I’ve still got the best Dragonites out there and I’m not going to hang up my cape any time soon.”

There was a wham from the battle, and all three of them turned to look.

By the looks of the pressure waves reflecting around the battle area, Alakazam had just launched a powerful Psychic attack – one which Primeape, clearly an expert, had dealt with by punching it very hard indeed.

“That involved Assurance, right?” Will guessed, as Alakazam started throwing a dazzling barrage of elemental attacks at Primeape and Primeape responded by punching or kicking them away or – occasionally – by actually dodging them.

“I wouldn’t want to put money on it,” Bruno replied. “Might have been Vacuum Wave… or Mach Punch, a lot of those are Mach Punches…”


“All right, that’s me down to my last Pokemon,” Lucian said, taking out a Pokeball. “This isn’t the one I’m going to use, I’m just going to check that Espeon is okay – I hope that’s fine?”

“Sure,” Ash agreed.

“Excellent,” Lucian declared, sending out an Abra. “You know what to do.”

The Abra put her hands together and bowed, then vanished in a teleport.

When she appeared a second later, she had a glass of fruit punch with a little umbrella in it.

“…no, I wanted you to check on Espeon,” Lucian said.

Sorry, I was asleep, Abra admitted, and vanished again. This time she materialized over where Espeon had hit the rock face, held out her hand (which lit up with Flash) and began clambering in through the tunnel Espeon’s Reflect shield had bored in the rock.

“Anyway,” Lucian said, adjusting his glasses. “I’ve left the best for last, which is just how it’s supposed to be. There’s no point reaching the climactic moment before the story of the battle is over.”

“Is that why you battle the Grand Champion after battling the Elite Four?” Lucario asked. “I did wonder.”

“That’s just a coincidence,” Lucian told him. “But a useful one.”

He held up another Pokeball, this one a Level Ball. “Gallade!”

Ash reached for his own Pokeball. “Ho-Oh!”

“Finally!” Ho-Oh announced, exploding onto the battlefield with a brilliant flare of white light – so quickly that he beat Gallade to it. “Honestly, you’d think I hadn’t been your first capture or something…”

The knightly Psychic-type emerged onto the field a moment later with a flash of his own, one arm going across to form a shield while the other manifested a sword, and he hunkered down slightly before looking over his shield at Ho-Oh.

“…I see you’ve done the same as me, then,” Lucian mused, then spread his hand with a flourish. “Well, then. Gallade! Let’s show them both what we can do!”

“Yes!” Gallade agreed, levelling his glowing sword, and fired a Thunderbolt along it. It hit Ho-Oh in the breast, sparking off and over his feathers with a crackle, and Ho-Oh retaliated with a jet of intense flame that hit the ground and splashed.

Gallade wasn’t there any more, flashing away in a short-range teleport which took him just out of the attack range, and flicked off three more Thunderbolts in quick succession interspersed with teleport-jumps.

Ho-Oh closed his wings once, then opened them with a crackle of flame and smoke and a shower of sparks. The combination obscured him from view almost entirely, and all that anyone without Aura Sight could see was his wingtips swirling as he rose through the air over the battlefield.

The air around him burned, and he flew in it and lived in it, and when he swept his wings to launch a blast of air at Gallade a whirl of burning embers came with it. The Psychic-type didn’t teleport away, this time, instead hunkering down behind his shield and flaring his psychic power – expanding the shield to create a shadow in which to hide, an area where Ho-Oh’s attacks produced a whirl of hot ash but which the main blast missed.


“It’s kind of weird, watching someone else using Pokemon that are the same type of Pokemon as your Pokemon,” Max said. “In fact… hey, Roland? Is it weird watching a Pokemon that’s your species in a battle?”

“Well, no,” Roland replied, shrugging. “Because I’m a Gallade, and my whole evolutionary line is Ralts, Kirlia, Gardevoir and Gallade. It’s not weird at all.”

“Right?” Max said. “And it’s… you know it shouldn’t be weird, because, why would it be weird, you know there’s more than one Gallade out there. But I’m still used to the idea that if there’s a Gallade out there it’s you.”

May nodded pensively.

“But you don’t have to worry about that with all your Pokemon,” Manaphy said. “I mean, like, Skitty’s unmistakeable.”

That made both the Maples start giggling.

“Like, was it something I, like, said?” Manaphy asked, which only made the laughter get worse.

“I, like, totally despise you,” Skitty informed him archly.

“Well, yeah,” Roland said. “We know you’re a cat. You don’t need to remind us.”

Skitty was about to reply, but then a concussive wham drew their attention back to the arena.

It looked like Ho-Oh had just managed to predict one of Gallade’s teleport jumps, and the Psychic-type flipped crazily end-over-end twice before using his shield as a landing pad. It flashed as he blocked the ground with it, and he dug in his psi-blade before wrenching himself around into a position with his feet on the ground and his weapon and shield ready to defend.


“Sacred Fire!” Ho-Oh called, sending forwards a stream of rose-coloured fire, and Gallade spun to present his shield only – catching the attack on the glittering partially-there shield boss, before pushing abruptly and launching the whole attack right back at Ho-Oh.

It vanished into the cloud of smoke and flame, and there was a red-cored explosion which made the cloud ripple like a pond with a stone tossed into it.

When it faded, Ho-Oh was falling out of the sky… for just a moment, until he was entirely consumed in pink-red-gold flames which lit up the whole valley and shone against the rising smoke, lighting it up with a rainbow iridescence

Gallade raised his shield again, which went dark and translucent, and used it to block his eyes from the glare. All he could see was the falling shape of Ho-Oh wrought in fire, which spread its wings and began to beat them – stopping itself from tumbling, levelling out and going into a hover with his fire-streaming tail just dribbling heat onto the soil below.

“Do you concede?” Gallade called out.

When he got no answer, he fired a volley of Thunderbolts from his sword – and a rock slammed into him from behind, knocking him forwards and sliding on his shield almost halfway across the valley floor before he recovered his aplomb.

When he rose to his feet, he could see the trick.

The shape of fire wasn’t Ho-Oh at all. It had been, but Ho-Oh had used the air currents to rise and hide himself – and kept the flames in shape, acting as a decoy.

“Turns out Mystical Fire has all sorts of uses,” the Legendary said – his wings now edged with a faint outline of red light.

He spread them, and his flaming duplicate spread them as well, and Ho-Oh used Ember – while the double simply exploded, sending flames raining down in all directions.

“Block and parry!” Lucian ordered.


“So, how do you think you’d do some of these things?” Buneary asked, glancing over at two of her teammates.

“Which things are you thinking of?” Luxio asked, before wincing and flinging up a paw to cover one eye. “WOW but that was bright.”

“Anything, really,” Buneary answered.

“Yah!” Gallade shouted, doing a backflip just over Ho-Oh’s fire blast attack, then volleyed in a dozen rapid bolts of psychic power.

“Well, I can do the backflips, I think,” Luxio said, glancing down at his paws. A few sparks crackled around his ankles, and he tested how they made his weight shift before nodding. “Yeah, I could boost myself up that way.”

He looked back up, just in time to see Ho-Oh vanish in a volcanic rumble of smoke and flame as Gallade soared up to meet him. The Fire-type sent coils of Mystical Fire swirling out in several directions, and Gallade’s blade of psychic force flashed as he parried two of them while letting his shield block the rest.

“What about that bit?” Pachirisu suggested.

“That’s a bit trickier,” Luxio admitted. “Hmm…”

He coiled his tail around in front of him, and sparks flew off it. “I’m not sure I could do the shield bit, but I might be able to use my tail as a whip?”

“There is a move called that, so you might be on the right path,” Buneary chuckled. “Worth working on, I think, that could have some good uses.”

Gallade teleported, appearing behind Ho-Oh, and his shield and sword both vanished. The psychic energy from both curled together to form a shape like an oversized axe, and he swung it overhand at Ho-Oh.

“Behind you!” Ash called, and Ho-Oh’s wings blurred.

He flew backwards, engulfing himself in flame as he did so, and the blast cushioned the impact of the attack. But more importantly it also hit Gallade, sending the psychic-type hurtling backwards, though he flipped around to reform his shield and absorb most of the impact that way.

“Okay, I think I’ve got a new thing to focus on learning,” Luxio announced. “I want to learn that thing you do with punches, Buneary, just that I want to do it with Pokemon-shaped battle auras.”

Both Buneary and Pachirisu gave him an odd look.

“That’s not what just happened in the battle,” Pachirisu pointed out.

“I know, but I got inspired,” Luxio replied. “I hope that’s not a problem?”

“…why would it be a problem?” Buneary said, then spotted the glint in his eye. “Okay, nice. You got me.”

Luxio snickered, at least until a brilliant pink flash got all their attention at once.


Gallade lowered his arm, then reconjured his psychic shield.

The sparkles of the Dazzling Gleam faded away, and Ho-Oh hovered with great sweeps of his rainbow wings.

“Honest question,” he said. “You did remember that I resist Fairy type?”

“It was worth a try,” Gallade answered, before spinning and pointing his sword. It flashed, pulsing a trio of Thunderbolts, and as Ho-Oh bored in for an attack both of Gallade’s weapons vanished – replaced by an odd-looking white globe.

He threw it overhand towards Ho-Oh, then teleported out of the way, and Ho-Oh hammered the globe with a Flamethrower just on general principle – and it promptly exploded in waves of blue light, throwing out several waves of spiked rocks as the Stone Edge went off.

The shards of rock peppered Ho-Oh, hitting hard enough to slow him down, and the Fire-type did a wingover before blasting the whole arena in flames. Green and rose-coloured fire mingled and swirled, bringing the strong scent of honeysuckle, and Ho-Oh stoked the fire tornado – amping it up more and more, pouring heat and energy into it, making the temperature spike and the flames roar.

Gallade was still there, flickering from place to place in teleports and shielding himself with brilliant blue light. A glowing Light Screen was part of it, but there was a Safeguard underneath, and he was diverting almost all of his strength into just enduring the attack rather than counterattacking.

Ho-Oh was deeply impressed. He was quite sure that, before he’d met Ash, this particular Pokemon would have been an absolutely tremendous challenge for him.

Then the Storm’s End shot an intense spike of heat into the ground itself, blasting it apart and melting part of it at the same time, and the whole whirling maelstrom of heat and fire he’d created was suddenly a whirling maelstrom of lava.

Gallade’s shield wasn’t set up for that, and he took a heavy blow to the side. That made his defences falter, and Ho-Oh used Weather Ball an instant later – sucking up the whole of his creation into a seething marbled orb and leaving cool, clear air in its wake.

“Do you yield?” he asked, in a voice like hot brass.

Gallade had gone sliding across the ground from the force of the impact, and his shield arm had taken most of the hit – and the lava had solidified around the shape of the shield when the heat left it, leaving a heavy rock shield on Gallade’s arm instead of what had been there before.

He considered it, then bowed.

“I do,” he said.

Satisfied, Ho-Oh turned upwards – then paused.

“Question,” he said, looking at Ash, Pikachu and Lucario. “Do you have any suggestions for how exactly I safely dispose of this Weather Ball? I am afraid I didn’t quite think that far ahead…”

“I guess… maybe Mewtwo could help?” Ash frowned.

At about the same time as Ho-Oh was coming to that realization, meanwhile, Gallade knelt down and summoned a globe of glowing red water to his hand.

He drank it down, and sighed. “That’s better.”

“What was that?” Ho-Oh asked. “You have a healing move?”

“Yes, Life Dew, but it takes several seconds to drink,” Gallade explained. “I’m working on making it faster… ideally instantaneous.”

Ho-Oh considered that, then decided to mostly be satisfied with the fact that his attack sequence had been able to prevent Gallade from healing.


The magma orb was taken by Mewtwo to be disposed of somewhere it wouldn’t do too much damage, and after a moment Ash breathed a sigh of mingled relief and wonder.

“It feels weird to have got to this point,” he said. “You know, having actually beaten the Elite Four.”

“It’s not the first time, but I get what you mean,” Pikachu agreed. “The exhibition matches felt different.”

“And… yeah,” Ash went on. “Now I guess I find out if I can battle Cynthia successfully…”

He groaned. “Oh, great, now I have to work out who to use for this battle.”

“I can make a few suggestions,” Lucario said, raising a paw.

“So can I,” Cynthia informed him.

She’d come down onto the valley floor while the remains of Ho-Oh’s battle were being taken care of, and walked over to shake Ash’s hand.

“And just so you know, Ash,” she added, “I remember that you’ve been a trainer for years – for longer than most know. And I want to make something very clear to you.”

“Um… sure?” Ash asked, slightly confused.

“What I want to see from you, Ash, is your best,” Cynthia told him, stressing the words. “I don’t insist on you doing something like bringing out a complete team of Legendary Pokemon…”

She shook her head. “In fact, I’d be quite worried about that, but that’s in my capacity as someone trying to win the coming battle. You’ve earned the allegiance of your team, every one of them, and this is your first true chance at defeating the Grand Champion of a region. You’ll only get one first chance, and in fact you’ll only get a few chances at all…”

“I think I get it,” Ash said, nodding. “So… I should put together the team I think I should use, rather than picking a team which is meant to be at the right level?”

“In a very real sense, Ash, this battle is about you and your team,” Cynthia confirmed. “When you decide who to use, think about that.”

She smirked. “Anyway, I’m fairly sure I’ll still have my job at the end of the day no matter who wins, so treat it as helpful advice.”


“So, here’s a question for you, Dawn,” Brock said. “Obviously most of your time as a trainer – more than half – has been spent around Ash, one way or another.”

“Is that true for you as well?” Dawn asked, frowning. “…how would you even work that one out? You’d need a calculator.”

“Yeah, but I’m asking you,” Brock pointed out. “You’ve just seen Ash battle four members of the Sinnoh Elite Four. How did it come across to you?”

“Pretty spectacular, really,” Dawn answered. “It felt like… well, it felt a bit like it feels watching a Contest. Not completely, but similar, and that makes it a treat to watch.”

“It was great!” Barry announced, in a Barrytone. “Did you see that thing with Ho-Oh? I never knew Legendary Pokemon were so strong!”

“…hold on, can you just stop and think about what you said for a moment?” Dawn requested.

“I mean it!” Barry insisted. “It’s one thing to know intellectually that Legendary Pokemon are really strong, but it’s another thing to actually watch it right in front of you!”

He paused. “Hey, there’s this theory out there that Suicune, Entei and Raikou were created out of Vaporeon, Flareon and Jolteon. Do you think that one’s true?”

Dawn had to blink.

“I… actually think that one’s true in every particular,” she said. “Or, at least, the bit you just said is true about Ash’s ones. I’ve spoken to Suicune about it, though she says that her old Vaporeon self died in the thunderbolt and fire and she considers herself to be a new and separate individual.”

“Because I was wondering,” Barry went on. “Do you think this is how new Legendary Pokemon happen? It’d explain a lot if it was!”

Dawn wasn’t quite sure what it would explain a lot of.

“What I think is that it kind of… puts in perspective what Ash is actually capable of,” Brock said. “And where it comes related to the Elite Four. And not just with Legendary Pokemon like back in Johto, with all his Pokemon – and after so long thinking of the Elite Four as some of the strongest trainers out there, it’s kind of weird to realize what must have been going on already for a while – and slowly enough that you don’t notice until something like this happens. I mean, my Pokemon spar with Ash’s Pokemon.”

He spread his hands. “That’s what I’m thinking, anyway…”


“I think it’d make sense to pick a team which is kind of… I don’t know, symbolic?” Ash said, as Dexter showed the choices. “Of everything we’ve done together, I mean.”

“Explain like I’m five,” Lucario requested.

Pikachu gave him a look. “I’m pretty sure you’re… wait, hold on, it depends how you count… yeah, if we count in traditional style from when your egg hatched, you are five.”

“Hence why I want Ash to explain it,” Lucario said. “Keep up.”

Ash chuckled. “What I mean is that… well, looking at my Pokemon, there are lots of different categories. And I don’t mean types,” he added. “I mean, there are Pokemon who are only really here this time around. Pokemon like Kari, and Latios, and Mawile.”

“I think Mawile probably hatched last time, but the other two work,” Pikachu said, following along.

“And then there are Pokemon from each region,” Ash continued. “Kanto, Johto, Hoenn, Sinnoh, and then a few from outside the Home Islands like Keldeo and Lapras – I’m just not sure if that last one should be a category.”

There is also the Pokemon you have saved, Ash, Mewtwo told him, with solemnity. Pokemon who you may have saved both times around, but who you most assuredly did rescue from dreadful situations.

“…I think I need to make a chart,” Ash admitted.

“You should probably have at least one of the two of us,” Lucario suggested. “No pressure though.”

“What category is that, then?” Pikachu said, interested.

“Starter,” Lucario replied. “I know, I was surprised too, but apparently there are several encyclopedia articles which list me as one of Ash’s starter Pokemon. And who are you to argue with Encarta?”

“Have you seen what we do to physics?” Pikachu asked. “I can dispute their articles about Pokemon type immunities, let alone puff pieces about my own trainer…”


AN:


And the Elite Four battles. Compressed into one update for ease.
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